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A	LITTLE	PRINCESS
Frances	Hodgson	Burnett



Chapter		1
Sara
Once	on	a	dark	winter's	day,	when	the	yellow	fog	hung	so	thick	and	heavy	in	the
streets	of	London	that	the	lamps	were	lighted	and	the	shop	windows	blazed	with
gas	as	they	do	at	night,	an	odd-looking	little	girl	sat	in	a	cab	with	her	father	and
was	driven	rather	slowly	through	the	big	thoroughfares.
She	sat	with	her	feet	tucked	under	her,	and	leaned	against	her	father,	who	held

her	in	his	arm,	as	she	stared	out	of	the	window	at	the	passing	people	with	a	queer
old-fashioned	thoughtfulness	in	her	big	eyes.
She	was	 such	 a	 little	 girl	 that	 one	 did	 not	 expect	 to	 see	 such	 a	 look	 on	 her

small	face.	It	would	have	been	an	old	look	for	a	child	of	twelve,	and	Sara	Crewe
was	 only	 seven.	 The	 fact	 was,	 however,	 that	 she	 was	 always	 dreaming	 and
thinking	odd	things	and	could	not	herself	remember	any	time	when	she	had	not
been	thinking	things	about	grown-up	people	and	the	world	they	belonged	to.	She
felt	as	if	she	had	lived	a	long,	long	time.
At	 this	 moment	 she	 was	 remembering	 the	 voyage	 she	 had	 just	 made	 from

Bombay	with	her	father,	Captain	Crewe.	She	was	thinking	of	the	big	ship,	of	the
Lascars	passing	silently	to	and	fro	on	it,	of	the	children	playing	about	on	the	hot
deck,	 and	 of	 some	 young	 officers'	wives	who	 used	 to	 try	 to	make	 her	 talk	 to
them	and	laugh	at	the	things	she	said.
Principally,	she	was	thinking	of	what	a	queer	thing	it	was	that	at	one	time	one

was	 in	 India	 in	 the	blazing	sun,	and	 then	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	ocean,	and	 then
driving	in	a	strange	vehicle	through	strange	streets	where	the	day	was	as	dark	as
the	night.	She	found	this	so	puzzling	that	she	moved	closer	to	her	father.
"Papa,"	she	said	in	a	low,	mysterious	little	voice	which	was	almost	a	whisper,

"papa."
"What	is	it,	darling?"	Captain	Crewe	answered,	holding	her	closer	and	looking

down	into	her	face.	"What	is	Sara	thinking	of?"
"Is	this	the	place?"	Sara	whispered,	cuddling	still	closer	to	him.	"Is	it,	papa?"
"Yes,	 little	Sara,	 it	 is.	We	have	reached	 it	at	 last."	And	 though	she	was	only

seven	years	old,	she	knew	that	he	felt	sad	when	he	said	it.
It	seemed	to	her	many	years	since	he	had	begun	to	prepare	her	mind	for	"the

place,"	as	she	always	called	it.	Her	mother	had	died	when	she	was	born,	so	she



had	 never	 known	 or	 missed	 her.	 Her	 young,	 handsome,	 rich,	 petting	 father
seemed	 to	 be	 the	 only	 relation	 she	 had	 in	 the	world.	They	 had	 always	 played
together	 and	been	 fond	of	 each	other.	She	only	knew	he	was	 rich	because	 she
had	heard	people	say	so	when	 they	 thought	she	was	not	 listening,	and	she	had
also	heard	them	say	that	when	she	grew	up	she	would	be	rich,	too.	She	did	not
know	all	 that	being	 rich	meant.	She	had	always	 lived	 in	a	beautiful	bungalow,
and	had	been	used	to	seeing	many	servants	who	made	salaams	to	her	and	called
her	"Missee	Sahib,"	and	gave	her	her	own	way	in	everything.	She	had	had	toys
and	pets	 and	 an	 ayah	who	worshipped	her,	 and	 she	had	gradually	 learned	 that
people	who	were	rich	had	these	things.	That,	however,	was	all	she	knew	about	it.
During	her	short	life	only	one	thing	had	troubled	her,	and	that	thing	was	"the

place"	she	was	to	be	taken	to	some	day.	The	climate	of	India	was	very	bad	for
children,	 and	 as	 soon	 as	 possible	 they	 were	 sent	 away	 from	 it—generally	 to
England	and	to	school.	She	had	seen	other	children	go	away,	and	had	heard	their
fathers	 and	 mothers	 talk	 about	 the	 letters	 they	 received	 from	 them.	 She	 had
known	that	she	would	be	obliged	to	go	also,	and	though	sometimes	her	father's
stories	 of	 the	 voyage	 and	 the	 new	 country	 had	 attracted	 her,	 she	 had	 been
troubled	by	the	thought	that	he	could	not	stay	with	her.
"Couldn't	you	go	to	that	place	with	me,	papa?"	she	had	asked	when	she	was

five	 years	 old.	 "Couldn't	 you	 go	 to	 school,	 too?	 I	 would	 help	 you	 with	 your
lessons."
"But	you	will	not	have	to	stay	for	a	very	long	time,	little	Sara,"	he	had	always

said.	"You	will	go	to	a	nice	house	where	there	will	be	a	lot	of	little	girls,	and	you
will	play	together,	and	I	will	send	you	plenty	of	books,	and	you	will	grow	so	fast
that	it	will	seem	scarcely	a	year	before	you	are	big	enough	and	clever	enough	to
come	back	and	take	care	of	papa."
She	had	liked	to	 think	of	 that.	To	keep	the	house	for	her	father;	 to	ride	with

him,	and	sit	at	 the	head	of	his	 table	when	he	had	dinner	parties;	 to	 talk	 to	him
and	read	his	books—that	would	be	what	she	would	like	most	in	the	world,	and	if
one	must	go	away	to	"the	place"	in	England	to	attain	it,	she	must	make	up	her
mind	to	go.	She	did	not	care	very	much	for	other	little	girls,	but	if	she	had	plenty
of	books	she	could	console	herself.	She	liked	books	more	than	anything	else,	and
was,	 in	 fact,	 always	 inventing	 stories	 of	 beautiful	 things	 and	 telling	 them	 to
herself.	 Sometimes	 she	 had	 told	 them	 to	 her	 father,	 and	 he	 had	 liked	 them	 as
much	as	she	did.
"Well,	papa,"	she	said	softly,	"if	we	are	here	I	suppose	we	must	be	resigned."
He	laughed	at	her	old-fashioned	speech	and	kissed	her.	He	was	really	not	at	all

resigned	 himself,	 though	 he	 knew	he	must	 keep	 that	 a	 secret.	His	 quaint	 little
Sara	had	been	a	great	companion	to	him,	and	he	felt	he	should	be	a	lonely	fellow



when,	 on	his	 return	 to	 India,	 he	went	 into	his	 bungalow	knowing	he	need	not
expect	to	see	the	small	figure	in	its	white	frock	come	forward	to	meet	him.	So	he
held	her	very	 closely	 in	his	 arms	 as	 the	 cab	 rolled	 into	 the	big,	 dull	 square	 in
which	stood	the	house	which	was	their	destination.
It	was	a	big,	dull,	brick	house,	exactly	like	all	the	others	in	its	row,	but	that	on

the	front	door	there	shone	a	brass	plate	on	which	was	engraved	in	black	letters:
MISS	MINCHIN,	

Select	Seminary	for	Young	Ladies.
"Here	we	are,	Sara,"	said	Captain	Crewe,	making	his	voice	sound	as	cheerful

as	 possible.	Then	 he	 lifted	 her	 out	 of	 the	 cab	 and	 they	mounted	 the	 steps	 and
rang	the	bell.	Sara	often	thought	afterward	that	the	house	was	somehow	exactly
like	Miss	Minchin.	 It	was	 respectable	 and	well	 furnished,	 but	 everything	 in	 it
was	ugly;	and	the	very	armchairs	seemed	to	have	hard	bones	in	them.	In	the	hall
everything	was	hard	and	polished—even	the	red	cheeks	of	the	moon	face	on	the
tall	 clock	 in	 the	 corner	 had	 a	 severe	 varnished	 look.	 The	 drawing	 room	 into
which	they	were	ushered	was	covered	by	a	carpet	with	a	square	pattern	upon	it,
the	 chairs	 were	 square,	 and	 a	 heavy	 marble	 timepiece	 stood	 upon	 the	 heavy
marble	mantel.
As	 she	 sat	 down	 in	 one	 of	 the	 stiff	 mahogany	 chairs,	 Sara	 cast	 one	 of	 her

quick	looks	about	her.
"I	don't	like	it,	papa,"	she	said.	"But	then	I	dare	say	soldiers—even	brave	ones

—don't	really	LIKE	going	into	battle."
Captain	Crewe	laughed	outright	at	this.	He	was	young	and	full	of	fun,	and	he

never	tired	of	hearing	Sara's	queer	speeches.
"Oh,	little	Sara,"	he	said.	"What	shall	I	do	when	I	have	no	one	to	say	solemn

things	to	me?	No	one	else	is	as	solemn	as	you	are."
"But	why	do	solemn	things	make	you	laugh	so?"	inquired	Sara.
"Because	you	are	such	 fun	when	you	say	 them,"	he	answered,	 laughing	still

more.	And	 then	suddenly	he	swept	her	 into	his	arms	and	kissed	her	very	hard,
stopping	 laughing	all	 at	once	and	 looking	almost	 as	 if	 tears	had	come	 into	his
eyes.
It	was	 just	 then	 that	Miss	Minchin	 entered	 the	 room.	She	was	very	 like	her

house,	Sara	felt:	tall	and	dull,	and	respectable	and	ugly.	She	had	large,	cold,	fishy
eyes,	and	a	large,	cold,	fishy	smile.	It	spread	itself	into	a	very	large	smile	when
she	saw	Sara	and	Captain	Crewe.	She	had	heard	a	great	many	desirable	things	of
the	 young	 soldier	 from	 the	 lady	 who	 had	 recommended	 her	 school	 to	 him.
Among	other	things,	she	had	heard	that	he	was	a	rich	father	who	was	willing	to
spend	a	great	deal	of	money	on	his	little	daughter.
"It	will	be	a	great	privilege	to	have	charge	of	such	a	beautiful	and	promising



child,	 Captain	 Crewe,"	 she	 said,	 taking	 Sara's	 hand	 and	 stroking	 it.	 "Lady
Meredith	has	told	me	of	her	unusual	cleverness.	A	clever	child	is	a	great	treasure
in	an	establishment	like	mine."
Sara	 stood	 quietly,	with	 her	 eyes	 fixed	 upon	Miss	Minchin's	 face.	 She	was

thinking	something	odd,	as	usual.
"Why	 does	 she	 say	 I	 am	 a	 beautiful	 child?"	 she	 was	 thinking.	 "I	 am	 not

beautiful	at	all.	Colonel	Grange's	little	girl,	Isobel,	is	beautiful.	She	has	dimples
and	rose-colored	cheeks,	and	long	hair	the	color	of	gold.	I	have	short	black	hair
and	green	eyes;	besides	which,	I	am	a	 thin	child	and	not	fair	 in	 the	 least.	 I	am
one	of	the	ugliest	children	I	ever	saw.	She	is	beginning	by	telling	a	story."
She	was	mistaken,	however,	in	thinking	she	was	an	ugly	child.	She	was	not	in

the	 least	 like	Isobel	Grange,	who	had	been	 the	beauty	of	 the	regiment,	but	she
had	an	odd	charm	of	her	own.	She	was	a	slim,	supple	creature,	rather	tall	for	her
age,	and	had	an	intense,	attractive	little	face.	Her	hair	was	heavy	and	quite	black
and	only	curled	at	the	tips;	her	eyes	were	greenish	gray,	it	is	true,	but	they	were
big,	wonderful	eyes	with	long,	black	lashes,	and	though	she	herself	did	not	like
the	color	of	 them,	many	other	people	did.	Still	 she	was	very	firm	in	her	belief
that	she	was	an	ugly	little	girl,	and	she	was	not	at	all	elated	by	Miss	Minchin's
flattery.
"I	 should	be	 telling	 a	 story	 if	 I	 said	 she	was	beautiful,"	 she	 thought;	 "and	 I

should	know	I	was	telling	a	story.	I	believe	I	am	as	ugly	as	she	is—in	my	way.
What	did	she	say	that	for?"
After	 she	had	known	Miss	Minchin	 longer	 she	 learned	why	 she	had	 said	 it.

She	 discovered	 that	 she	 said	 the	 same	 thing	 to	 each	 papa	 and	 mamma	 who
brought	a	child	to	her	school.
Sara	stood	near	her	father	and	listened	while	he	and	Miss	Minchin	talked.	She

had	been	brought	 to	 the	 seminary	because	Lady	Meredith's	 two	 little	girls	had
been	educated	there,	and	Captain	Crewe	had	a	great	respect	for	Lady	Meredith's
experience.	Sara	was	to	be	what	was	known	as	"a	parlor	boarder,"	and	she	was	to
enjoy	even	greater	privileges	than	parlor	boarders	usually	did.	She	was	to	have	a
pretty	 bedroom	 and	 sitting	 room	 of	 her	 own;	 she	 was	 to	 have	 a	 pony	 and	 a
carriage,	 and	 a	maid	 to	 take	 the	 place	 of	 the	 ayah	who	 had	 been	 her	 nurse	 in
India.
"I	am	not	in	the	least	anxious	about	her	education,"	Captain	Crewe	said,	with

his	gay	laugh,	as	he	held	Sara's	hand	and	patted	it.	"The	difficulty	will	be	to	keep
her	from	learning	too	fast	and	too	much.	She	is	always	sitting	with	her	little	nose
burrowing	into	books.	She	doesn't	 read	 them,	Miss	Minchin;	she	gobbles	 them
up	as	if	she	were	a	little	wolf	 instead	of	a	little	girl.	She	is	always	starving	for
new	 books	 to	 gobble,	 and	 she	 wants	 grown-up	 books—great,	 big,	 fat	 ones—



French	and	German	as	well	as	English—history	and	biography	and	poets,	and	all
sorts	of	things.	Drag	her	away	from	her	books	when	she	reads	too	much.	Make
her	ride	her	pony	in	 the	Row	or	go	out	and	buy	a	new	doll.	She	ought	 to	play
more	with	dolls."
"Papa,"	 said	Sara,	 "you	 see,	 if	 I	went	 out	 and	bought	 a	 new	doll	 every	 few

days	 I	 should	 have	more	 than	 I	 could	 be	 fond	 of.	 Dolls	 ought	 to	 be	 intimate
friends.	Emily	is	going	to	be	my	intimate	friend."
Captain	Crewe	looked	at	Miss	Minchin	and	Miss	Minchin	looked	at	Captain

Crewe.
"Who	is	Emily?"	she	inquired.
"Tell	her,	Sara,"	Captain	Crewe	said,	smiling.
Sara's	green-gray	eyes	looked	very	solemn	and	quite	soft	as	she	answered.
"She	is	a	doll	I	haven't	got	yet,"	she	said.	"She	is	a	doll	papa	is	going	to	buy

for	me.	We	are	going	out	 together	 to	 find	her.	 I	 have	 called	her	Emily.	She	 is
going	to	be	my	friend	when	papa	is	gone.	I	want	her	to	talk	to	about	him."
Miss	Minchin's	large,	fishy	smile	became	very	flattering	indeed.
"What	an	original	child!"	she	said.	"What	a	darling	little	creature!"
"Yes,"	 said	 Captain	 Crewe,	 drawing	 Sara	 close.	 "She	 is	 a	 darling	 little

creature.	Take	great	care	of	her	for	me,	Miss	Minchin."
Sara	stayed	with	her	father	at	his	hotel	for	several	days;	in	fact,	she	remained

with	him	until	he	sailed	away	again	to	India.	They	went	out	and	visited	many	big
shops	 together,	 and	 bought	 a	 great	many	 things.	 They	 bought,	 indeed,	 a	 great
many	more	 things	 than	 Sara	 needed;	 but	 Captain	Crewe	was	 a	 rash,	 innocent
young	 man	 and	 wanted	 his	 little	 girl	 to	 have	 everything	 she	 admired	 and
everything	he	admired	himself,	so	between	them	they	collected	a	wardrobe	much
too	grand	 for	 a	 child	of	 seven.	There	were	velvet	dresses	 trimmed	with	 costly
furs,	 and	 lace	 dresses,	 and	 embroidered	 ones,	 and	 hats	with	 great,	 soft	 ostrich
feathers,	 and	 ermine	 coats	 and	 muffs,	 and	 boxes	 of	 tiny	 gloves	 and
handkerchiefs	and	silk	stockings	in	such	abundant	supplies	that	the	polite	young
women	behind	the	counters	whispered	to	each	other	that	the	odd	little	girl	with
the	big,	solemn	eyes	must	be	at	 least	some	foreign	princess—perhaps	 the	 little
daughter	of	an	Indian	rajah.
And	 at	 last	 they	 found	Emily,	 but	 they	went	 to	 a	 number	 of	 toy	 shops	 and

looked	at	a	great	many	dolls	before	they	discovered	her.
"I	want	her	to	look	as	if	she	wasn't	a	doll	really,"	Sara	said.	"I	want	her	to	look

as	if	she	LISTENS	when	I	talk	to	her.	The	trouble	with	dolls,	papa"—and	she	put
her	head	on	one	side	and	reflected	as	she	said	it—"the	trouble	with	dolls	is	that
they	never	seem	to	HEAR."	So	they	looked	at	big	ones	and	little	ones—at	dolls
with	black	eyes	and	dolls	with	blue—at	dolls	with	brown	curls	 and	dolls	with



golden	braids,	dolls	dressed	and	dolls	undressed.
"You	see,"	Sara	said	when	they	were	examining	one	who	had	no	clothes.	"If,

when	I	find	her,	she	has	no	frocks,	we	can	take	her	to	a	dressmaker	and	have	her
things	made	to	fit.	They	will	fit	better	if	they	are	tried	on."
After	 a	 number	 of	 disappointments	 they	 decided	 to	walk	 and	 look	 in	 at	 the

shop	windows	and	let	the	cab	follow	them.	They	had	passed	two	or	three	places
without	even	going	in,	when,	as	they	were	approaching	a	shop	which	was	really
not	a	very	large	one,	Sara	suddenly	started	and	clutched	her	father's	arm.
"Oh,	papa!"	she	cried.	"There	is	Emily!"
A	 flush	had	 risen	 to	her	 face	and	 there	was	an	expression	 in	her	green-gray

eyes	as	if	she	had	just	recognized	someone	she	was	intimate	with	and	fond	of.
"She	is	actually	waiting	there	for	us!"	she	said.	"Let	us	go	in	to	her."
"Dear	me,"	 said	Captain	Crewe,	 "I	 feel	 as	 if	we	 ought	 to	 have	 someone	 to

introduce	us."
"You	must	introduce	me	and	I	will	introduce	you,"	said	Sara.	"But	I	knew	her

the	minute	I	saw	her—so	perhaps	she	knew	me,	too."
Perhaps	she	had	known	her.	She	had	certainly	a	very	intelligent	expression	in

her	eyes	when	Sara	took	her	in	her	arms.	She	was	a	large	doll,	but	not	too	large
to	carry	about	easily;	she	had	naturally	curling	golden-brown	hair,	which	hung
like	 a	mantle	 about	 her,	 and	 her	 eyes	were	 a	 deep,	 clear,	 gray-blue,	with	 soft,
thick	eyelashes	which	were	real	eyelashes	and	not	mere	painted	lines.
"Of	course,"	said	Sara,	looking	into	her	face	as	she	held	her	on	her	knee,	"of

course	papa,	this	is	Emily."
So	Emily	was	 bought	 and	 actually	 taken	 to	 a	 children's	 outfitter's	 shop	 and

measured	for	a	wardrobe	as	grand	as	Sara's	own.	She	had	lace	frocks,	 too,	and
velvet	 and	 muslin	 ones,	 and	 hats	 and	 coats	 and	 beautiful	 lace-trimmed
underclothes,	and	gloves	and	handkerchiefs	and	furs.
"I	should	 like	her	always	 to	 look	as	 if	she	was	a	child	with	a	good	mother,"

said	Sara.	"I'm	her	mother,	though	I	am	going	to	make	a	companion	of	her."
Captain	Crewe	would	really	have	enjoyed	the	shopping	tremendously,	but	that

a	sad	thought	kept	 tugging	at	his	heart.	This	all	meant	 that	he	was	going	to	be
separated	from	his	beloved,	quaint	little	comrade.
He	got	out	of	his	bed	in	the	middle	of	that	night	and	went	and	stood	looking

down	at	Sara,	who	lay	asleep	with	Emily	in	her	arms.	Her	black	hair	was	spread
out	on	the	pillow	and	Emily's	golden-brown	hair	mingled	with	it,	both	of	them
had	lace-ruffled	nightgowns,	and	both	had	long	eyelashes	which	lay	and	curled
up	on	their	cheeks.	Emily	looked	so	like	a	real	child	that	Captain	Crewe	felt	glad
she	 was	 there.	 He	 drew	 a	 big	 sigh	 and	 pulled	 his	 mustache	 with	 a	 boyish
expression.



"Heigh-ho,	 little	 Sara!"	 he	 said	 to	 himself	 "I	 don't	 believe	 you	 know	 how
much	your	daddy	will	miss	you."
The	next	day	he	took	her	to	Miss	Minchin's	and	left	her	there.	He	was	to	sail

away	 the	 next	 morning.	 He	 explained	 to	 Miss	 Minchin	 that	 his	 solicitors,
Messrs.	Barrow	&	Skipworth,	 had	 charge	 of	 his	 affairs	 in	England	 and	would
give	her	any	advice	she	wanted,	and	that	they	would	pay	the	bills	she	sent	in	for
Sara's	expenses.	He	would	write	to	Sara	twice	a	week,	and	she	was	to	be	given
every	pleasure	she	asked	for.
"She	is	a	sensible	little	thing,	and	she	never	wants	anything	it	isn't	safe	to	give

her,"	he	said.
Then	he	went	with	Sara	into	her	 little	sitting	room	and	they	bade	each	other

good-by.	Sara	sat	on	his	knee	and	held	the	lapels	of	his	coat	in	her	small	hands,
and	looked	long	and	hard	at	his	face.
"Are	you	learning	me	by	heart,	little	Sara?"	he	said,	stroking	her	hair.
"No,"	she	answered.	"I	know	you	by	heart.	You	are	inside	my	heart."	And	they

put	their	arms	round	each	other	and	kissed	as	if	they	would	never	let	each	other
go.
When	the	cab	drove	away	from	the	door,	Sara	was	sitting	on	the	floor	of	her

sitting	room,	with	her	hands	under	her	chin	and	her	eyes	following	it	until	it	had
turned	the	corner	of	the	square.	Emily	was	sitting	by	her,	and	she	looked	after	it,
too.	When	Miss	Minchin	sent	her	sister,	Miss	Amelia,	to	see	what	the	child	was
doing,	she	found	she	could	not	open	the	door.
"I	have	 locked	 it,"	said	a	queer,	polite	 little	voice	from	inside.	"I	want	 to	be

quite	by	myself,	if	you	please."
Miss	Amelia	was	 fat	 and	dumpy,	 and	 stood	very	much	 in	 awe	of	her	 sister.

She	 was	 really	 the	 better-natured	 person	 of	 the	 two,	 but	 she	 never	 disobeyed
Miss	Minchin.	She	went	downstairs	again,	looking	almost	alarmed.
"I	 never	 saw	 such	 a	 funny,	 old-fashioned	 child,	 sister,"	 she	 said.	 "She	 has

locked	herself	in,	and	she	is	not	making	the	least	particle	of	noise."
"It	is	much	better	than	if	she	kicked	and	screamed,	as	some	of	them	do,"	Miss

Minchin	answered.	"I	expected	that	a	child	as	much	spoiled	as	she	is	would	set
the	 whole	 house	 in	 an	 uproar.	 If	 ever	 a	 child	 was	 given	 her	 own	 way	 in
everything,	she	is."
"I've	been	opening	her	trunks	and	putting	her	things	away,"	said	Miss	Amelia.

"I	 never	 saw	 anything	 like	 them—sable	 and	 ermine	 on	 her	 coats,	 and	 real
Valenciennes	 lace	 on	 her	 underclothing.	 You	 have	 seen	 some	 of	 her	 clothes.
What	DO	you	think	of	them?"
"I	 think	 they	 are	 perfectly	 ridiculous,"	 replied	Miss	Minchin,	 sharply;	 "but

they	will	look	very	well	at	the	head	of	the	line	when	we	take	the	schoolchildren



to	church	on	Sunday.	She	has	been	provided	for	as	if	she	were	a	little	princess."
And	upstairs	in	the	locked	room	Sara	and	Emily	sat	on	the	floor	and	stared	at

the	 corner	 round	which	 the	 cab	 had	 disappeared,	while	Captain	Crewe	 looked
backward,	waving	and	kissing	his	hand	as	if	he	could	not	bear	to	stop.



Chapter		2
A	French	Lesson
When	Sara	 entered	 the	 schoolroom	 the	 next	morning	 everybody	 looked	 at	 her
with	wide,	interested	eyes.	By	that	time	every	pupil—from	Lavinia	Herbert,	who
was	nearly	 thirteen	and	felt	quite	grown	up,	 to	Lottie	Legh,	who	was	only	 just
four	and	 the	baby	of	 the	school—had	heard	a	great	deal	about	her.	They	knew
very	 certainly	 that	 she	 was	Miss	Minchin's	 show	 pupil	 and	 was	 considered	 a
credit	to	the	establishment.	One	or	two	of	them	had	even	caught	a	glimpse	of	her
French	 maid,	 Mariette,	 who	 had	 arrived	 the	 evening	 before.	 Lavinia	 had
managed	 to	 pass	Sara's	 room	when	 the	 door	was	 open,	 and	had	 seen	Mariette
opening	a	box	which	had	arrived	late	from	some	shop.
"It	 was	 full	 of	 petticoats	 with	 lace	 frills	 on	 them—frills	 and	 frills,"	 she

whispered	to	her	friend	Jessie	as	she	bent	over	her	geography.	"I	saw	her	shaking
them	 out.	 I	 heard	Miss	Minchin	 say	 to	Miss	Amelia	 that	 her	 clothes	were	 so
grand	that	they	were	ridiculous	for	a	child.	My	mamma	says	that	children	should
be	dressed	simply.	She	has	got	one	of	those	petticoats	on	now.	I	saw	it	when	she
sat	down."
"She	 has	 silk	 stockings	 on!"	 whispered	 Jessie,	 bending	 over	 her	 geography

also.	"And	what	little	feet!	I	never	saw	such	little	feet."
"Oh,"	 sniffed	Lavinia,	 spitefully,	 "that	 is	 the	way	her	 slippers	are	made.	My

mamma	says	that	even	big	feet	can	be	made	to	look	small	if	you	have	a	clever
shoemaker.	I	don't	think	she	is	pretty	at	all.	Her	eyes	are	such	a	queer	color."
"She	 isn't	 pretty	 as	 other	 pretty	 people	 are,"	 said	 Jessie,	 stealing	 a	 glance

across	 the	 room;	 "but	 she	 makes	 you	 want	 to	 look	 at	 her	 again.	 She	 has
tremendously	long	eyelashes,	but	her	eyes	are	almost	green."
Sara	was	 sitting	 quietly	 in	 her	 seat,	waiting	 to	 be	 told	what	 to	 do.	 She	 had

been	placed	near	Miss	Minchin's	desk.	She	was	not	abashed	at	all	by	the	many
pairs	 of	 eyes	watching	 her.	 She	was	 interested	 and	 looked	 back	 quietly	 at	 the
children	who	 looked	 at	 her.	 She	wondered	what	 they	were	 thinking	 of,	 and	 if
they	liked	Miss	Minchin,	and	if	they	cared	for	their	lessons,	and	if	any	of	them
had	a	papa	at	all	like	her	own.	She	had	had	a	long	talk	with	Emily	about	her	papa
that	morning.
"He	is	on	the	sea	now,	Emily,"	she	had	said.	"We	must	be	very	great	friends	to



each	other	and	tell	each	other	things.	Emily,	look	at	me.	You	have	the	nicest	eyes
I	ever	saw—but	I	wish	you	could	speak."
She	was	 a	 child	 full	 of	 imaginings	 and	whimsical	 thoughts,	 and	 one	 of	 her

fancies	was	that	there	would	be	a	great	deal	of	comfort	in	even	pretending	that
Emily	was	alive	and	really	heard	and	understood.	After	Mariette	had	dressed	her
in	her	dark-blue	schoolroom	frock	and	tied	her	hair	with	a	dark-blue	ribbon,	she
went	to	Emily,	who	sat	in	a	chair	of	her	own,	and	gave	her	a	book.
"You	 can	 read	 that	 while	 I	 am	 downstairs,"	 she	 said;	 and,	 seeing	Mariette

looking	at	her	curiously,	she	spoke	to	her	with	a	serious	little	face.
"What	I	believe	about	dolls,"	she	said,	"is	that	they	can	do	things	they	will	not

let	us	know	about.	Perhaps,	really,	Emily	can	read	and	talk	and	walk,	but	she	will
only	do	it	when	people	are	out	of	the	room.	That	is	her	secret.	You	see,	if	people
knew	that	dolls	could	do	things,	they	would	make	them	work.	So,	perhaps,	they
have	promised	each	other	to	keep	it	a	secret.	If	you	stay	in	the	room,	Emily	will
just	sit	there	and	stare;	but	if	you	go	out,	she	will	begin	to	read,	perhaps,	or	go
and	look	out	of	 the	window.	Then	 if	she	heard	either	of	us	coming,	she	would
just	 run	 back	 and	 jump	 into	 her	 chair	 and	 pretend	 she	 had	 been	 there	 all	 the
time."
"Comme	 elle	 est	 drole!"	 Mariette	 said	 to	 herself,	 and	 when	 she	 went

downstairs	she	told	the	head	housemaid	about	it.	But	she	had	already	begun	to
like	 this	odd	 little	girl	who	had	such	an	 intelligent	small	 face	and	such	perfect
manners.	She	had	taken	care	of	children	before	who	were	not	so	polite.	Sara	was
a	very	 fine	 little	person,	 and	had	a	gentle,	 appreciative	way	of	 saying,	 "If	you
please,	Mariette,"	 "Thank	 you,	Mariette,"	 which	 was	 very	 charming.	Mariette
told	the	head	housemaid	that	she	thanked	her	as	if	she	was	thanking	a	lady.
"Elle	a	l'air	d'une	princesse,	cette	petite,"	she	said.	Indeed,	she	was	very	much

pleased	with	her	new	little	mistress	and	liked	her	place	greatly.
After	 Sara	 had	 sat	 in	 her	 seat	 in	 the	 schoolroom	 for	 a	 few	minutes,	 being

looked	 at	 by	 the	 pupils,	Miss	Minchin	 rapped	 in	 a	 dignified	manner	 upon	 her
desk.
"Young	 ladies,"	she	said,	"I	wish	 to	 introduce	you	 to	your	new	companion."

All	the	little	girls	rose	in	their	places,	and	Sara	rose	also.	"I	shall	expect	you	all
to	 be	 very	 agreeable	 to	 Miss	 Crewe;	 she	 has	 just	 come	 to	 us	 from	 a	 great
distance—in	fact,	from	India.	As	soon	as	lessons	are	over	you	must	make	each
other's	acquaintance."
The	pupils	bowed	ceremoniously,	and	Sara	made	a	little	curtsy,	and	then	they

sat	down	and	looked	at	each	other	again.
"Sara,"	said	Miss	Minchin	in	her	schoolroom	manner,	"come	here	to	me."
She	had	taken	a	book	from	the	desk	and	was	turning	over	its	leaves.	Sara	went



to	her	politely.
"As	your	papa	has	engaged	a	French	maid	 for	you,"	 she	began,	 "I	 conclude

that	he	wishes	you	to	make	a	special	study	of	the	French	language."
Sara	felt	a	little	awkward.
"I	think	he	engaged	her,"	she	said,	"because	he—he	thought	I	would	like	her,

Miss	Minchin."
"I	am	afraid,"	 said	Miss	Minchin,	with	a	 slightly	 sour	 smile,	 "that	you	have

been	a	very	spoiled	 little	girl	and	always	 imagine	 that	 things	are	done	because
you	like	them.	My	impression	is	that	your	papa	wished	you	to	learn	French."
If	Sara	had	been	older	or	 less	punctilious	about	being	quite	polite	 to	people,

she	could	have	explained	herself	in	a	very	few	words.	But,	as	it	was,	she	felt	a
flush	 rising	 on	 her	 cheeks.	 Miss	 Minchin	 was	 a	 very	 severe	 and	 imposing
person,	and	she	seemed	so	absolutely	sure	 that	Sara	knew	nothing	whatever	of
French	 that	she	 felt	as	 if	 it	would	be	almost	 rude	 to	correct	her.	The	 truth	was
that	 Sara	 could	 not	 remember	 the	 time	 when	 she	 had	 not	 seemed	 to	 know
French.	Her	 father	 had	 often	 spoken	 it	 to	 her	when	 she	 had	 been	 a	 baby.	Her
mother	had	been	a	French	woman,	and	Captain	Crewe	had	loved	her	language,
so	it	happened	that	Sara	had	always	heard	and	been	familiar	with	it.
"I—I	have	never	really	learned	French,	but—but—"	she	began,	trying	shyly	to

make	herself	clear.
One	 of	Miss	Minchin's	 chief	 secret	 annoyances	was	 that	 she	 did	 not	 speak

French	herself,	and	was	desirous	of	concealing	the	irritating	fact.	She,	therefore,
had	 no	 intention	 of	 discussing	 the	matter	 and	 laying	 herself	 open	 to	 innocent
questioning	by	a	new	little	pupil.
"That	is	enough,"	she	said	with	polite	tartness.	"If	you	have	not	learned,	you

must	begin	at	once.	The	French	master,	Monsieur	Dufarge,	will	be	here	in	a	few
minutes.	Take	this	book	and	look	at	it	until	he	arrives."
Sara's	cheeks	felt	warm.	She	went	back	to	her	seat	and	opened	the	book.	She

looked	at	the	first	page	with	a	grave	face.	She	knew	it	would	be	rude	to	smile,
and	she	was	very	determined	not	to	be	rude.	But	it	was	very	odd	to	find	herself
expected	to	study	a	page	which	told	her	that	"le	pere"	meant	"the	father,"	and	"la
mere"	meant	"the	mother."
Miss	Minchin	glanced	toward	her	scrutinizingly.
"You	look	rather	cross,	Sara,"	she	said.	"I	am	sorry	you	do	not	like	the	idea	of

learning	French."
"I	am	very	fond	of	it,"	answered	Sara,	thinking	she	would	try	again;	"but—"
"You	must	not	say	 'but'	when	you	are	told	to	do	things,"	said	Miss	Minchin.

"Look	at	your	book	again."
And	Sara	did	so,	and	did	not	smile,	even	when	she	found	that	"le	fils"	meant



"the	son,"	and	"le	frere"	meant	"the	brother."
"When	Monsieur	Dufarge	comes,"	she	thought,	"I	can	make	him	understand."
Monsieur	 Dufarge	 arrived	 very	 shortly	 afterward.	 He	 was	 a	 very	 nice,

intelligent,	middle-aged	Frenchman,	and	he	looked	interested	when	his	eyes	fell
upon	Sara	trying	politely	to	seem	absorbed	in	her	little	book	of	phrases.
"Is	this	a	new	pupil	for	me,	madame?"	he	said	to	Miss	Minchin.	"I	hope	that	is

my	good	fortune."
"Her	 papa—Captain	 Crewe—is	 very	 anxious	 that	 she	 should	 begin	 the

language.	But	 I	 am	afraid	 she	has	a	childish	prejudice	against	 it.	She	does	not
seem	to	wish	to	learn,"	said	Miss	Minchin.
"I	am	sorry	of	that,	mademoiselle,"	he	said	kindly	to	Sara.	"Perhaps,	when	we

begin	to	study	together,	I	may	show	you	that	it	is	a	charming	tongue."
Little	Sara	 rose	 in	her	seat.	She	was	beginning	 to	 feel	 rather	desperate,	as	 if

she	were	almost	 in	disgrace.	She	 looked	up	 into	Monsieur	Dufarge's	 face	with
her	 big,	 green-gray	 eyes,	 and	 they	were	 quite	 innocently	 appealing.	 She	 knew
that	 he	 would	 understand	 as	 soon	 as	 she	 spoke.	 She	 began	 to	 explain	 quite
simply	 in	 pretty	 and	 fluent	 French.	Madame	 had	 not	 understood.	 She	 had	 not
learned	French	exactly—not	out	of	books—but	her	papa	and	other	people	had
always	spoken	 it	 to	her,	and	she	had	read	 it	and	written	 it	as	she	had	read	and
written	English.	Her	 papa	 loved	 it,	 and	 she	 loved	 it	 because	 he	 did.	Her	 dear
mamma,	who	had	died	when	she	was	born,	had	been	French.	She	would	be	glad
to	learn	anything	monsieur	would	teach	her,	but	what	she	had	tried	to	explain	to
madame	was	that	she	already	knew	the	words	in	this	book—and	she	held	out	the
little	book	of	phrases.
When	she	began	to	speak	Miss	Minchin	started	quite	violently	and	sat	staring

at	her	over	her	eyeglasses,	almost	indignantly,	until	she	had	finished.	Monsieur
Dufarge	began	 to	 smile,	 and	his	 smile	was	one	of	 great	 pleasure.	To	hear	 this
pretty	childish	voice	speaking	his	own	language	so	simply	and	charmingly	made
him	feel	almost	as	 if	he	were	 in	his	native	 land—which	in	dark,	foggy	days	 in
London	 sometimes	 seemed	worlds	 away.	When	 she	 had	 finished,	 he	 took	 the
phrase	 book	 from	 her,	 with	 a	 look	 almost	 affectionate.	 But	 he	 spoke	 to	Miss
Minchin.
"Ah,	 madame,"	 he	 said,	 "there	 is	 not	 much	 I	 can	 teach	 her.	 She	 has	 not

LEARNED	French;	she	is	French.	Her	accent	is	exquisite."
"You	 ought	 to	 have	 told	 me,"	 exclaimed	 Miss	 Minchin,	 much	 mortified,

turning	to	Sara.
"I—I	tried,"	said	Sara.	"I—I	suppose	I	did	not	begin	right."
Miss	Minchin	knew	she	had	tried,	and	that	 it	had	not	been	her	fault	 that	she

was	not	allowed	to	explain.	And	when	she	saw	that	the	pupils	had	been	listening



and	that	Lavinia	and	Jessie	were	giggling	behind	their	French	grammars,	she	felt
infuriated.
"Silence,	young	ladies!"	she	said	severely,	rapping	upon	the	desk.	"Silence	at

once!"
And	 she	 began	 from	 that	 minute	 to	 feel	 rather	 a	 grudge	 against	 her	 show

pupil.



Chapter		3
Ermengarde
On	 that	 first	 morning,	 when	 Sara	 sat	 at	 Miss	 Minchin's	 side,	 aware	 that	 the
whole	 schoolroom	was	 devoting	 itself	 to	 observing	 her,	 she	 had	 noticed	 very
soon	one	little	girl,	about	her	own	age,	who	looked	at	her	very	hard	with	a	pair
of	 light,	 rather	dull,	 blue	 eyes.	She	was	 a	 fat	 child	who	did	not	 look	 as	 if	 she
were	in	the	least	clever,	but	she	had	a	good-naturedly	pouting	mouth.	Her	flaxen
hair	was	 braided	 in	 a	 tight	 pigtail,	 tied	with	 a	 ribbon,	 and	 she	 had	 pulled	 this
pigtail	around	her	neck,	and	was	biting	the	end	of	the	ribbon,	resting	her	elbows
on	 the	 desk,	 as	 she	 stared	 wonderingly	 at	 the	 new	 pupil.	 When	 Monsieur
Dufarge	began	 to	 speak	 to	Sara,	 she	 looked	 a	 little	 frightened;	 and	when	Sara
stepped	forward	and,	looking	at	him	with	the	innocent,	appealing	eyes,	answered
him,	without	any	warning,	in	French,	the	fat	little	girl	gave	a	startled	jump,	and
grew	quite	red	in	her	awed	amazement.	Having	wept	hopeless	tears	for	weeks	in
her	efforts	 to	 remember	 that	 "la	mere"	meant	"the	mother,"	and	"le	pere,"	 "the
father,"—when	 one	 spoke	 sensible	 English—it	 was	 almost	 too	 much	 for	 her
suddenly	 to	 find	herself	 listening	 to	a	child	her	own	age	who	seemed	not	only
quite	familiar	with	these	words,	but	apparently	knew	any	number	of	others,	and
could	mix	them	up	with	verbs	as	if	they	were	mere	trifles.
She	stared	so	hard	and	bit	 the	ribbon	on	her	pigtail	so	fast	 that	she	attracted

the	 attention	 of	 Miss	 Minchin,	 who,	 feeling	 extremely	 cross	 at	 the	 moment,
immediately	pounced	upon	her.
"Miss	 St.	 John!"	 she	 exclaimed	 severely.	 "What	 do	 you	 mean	 by	 such

conduct?	Remove	your	elbows!	Take	your	ribbon	out	of	your	mouth!	Sit	up	at
once!"
Upon	which	Miss	St.	 John	gave	another	 jump,	and	when	Lavinia	and	Jessie

tittered	she	became	redder	than	ever—so	red,	indeed,	that	she	almost	looked	as	if
tears	were	coming	into	her	poor,	dull,	childish	eyes;	and	Sara	saw	her	and	was	so
sorry	for	her	that	she	began	rather	to	like	her	and	want	to	be	her	friend.	It	was	a
way	of	hers	always	to	want	to	spring	into	any	fray	in	which	someone	was	made
uncomfortable	or	unhappy.
"If	Sara	had	been	a	boy	and	lived	a	few	centuries	ago,"	her	father	used	to	say,

"she	would	 have	 gone	 about	 the	 country	with	 her	 sword	 drawn,	 rescuing	 and



defending	everyone	in	distress.	She	always	wants	to	fight	when	she	sees	people
in	trouble."
So	she	took	rather	a	fancy	to	fat,	slow,	little	Miss	St.	John,	and	kept	glancing

toward	her	through	the	morning.	She	saw	that	lessons	were	no	easy	matter	to	her,
and	that	there	was	no	danger	of	her	ever	being	spoiled	by	being	treated	as	a	show
pupil.	 Her	 French	 lesson	 was	 a	 pathetic	 thing.	 Her	 pronunciation	 made	 even
Monsieur	Dufarge	smile	in	spite	of	himself,	and	Lavinia	and	Jessie	and	the	more
fortunate	girls	either	giggled	or	looked	at	her	in	wondering	disdain.	But	Sara	did
not	laugh.	She	tried	to	look	as	if	she	did	not	hear	when	Miss	St.	John	called	"le
bon	pain,"	"lee	bong	pang."	She	had	a	fine,	hot	little	temper	of	her	own,	and	it
made	her	feel	rather	savage	when	she	heard	the	titters	and	saw	the	poor,	stupid,
distressed	child's	face.
"It	isn't	funny,	really,"	she	said	between	her	teeth,	as	she	bent	over	her	book.

"They	ought	not	to	laugh."
When	 lessons	were	 over	 and	 the	 pupils	 gathered	 together	 in	 groups	 to	 talk,

Sara	looked	for	Miss	St.	John,	and	finding	her	bundled	rather	disconsolately	in	a
window-seat,	she	walked	over	to	her	and	spoke.	She	only	said	the	kind	of	thing
little	 girls	 always	 say	 to	 each	other	 by	way	of	 beginning	 an	 acquaintance,	 but
there	was	something	friendly	about	Sara,	and	people	always	felt	it.
"What	is	your	name?"	she	said.
To	explain	Miss	St.	John's	amazement	one	must	recall	that	a	new	pupil	is,	for

a	short	time,	a	somewhat	uncertain	thing;	and	of	this	new	pupil	the	entire	school
had	talked	the	night	before	until	it	fell	asleep	quite	exhausted	by	excitement	and
contradictory	stories.	A	new	pupil	with	a	carriage	and	a	pony	and	a	maid,	and	a
voyage	from	India	to	discuss,	was	not	an	ordinary	acquaintance.
"My	name's	Ermengarde	St.	John,"	she	answered.
"Mine	is	Sara	Crewe,"	said	Sara.	"Yours	is	very	pretty.	It	sounds	like	a	story

book."
"Do	you	like	it?"	fluttered	Ermengarde.	"I—I	like	yours."
Miss	 St.	 John's	 chief	 trouble	 in	 life	 was	 that	 she	 had	 a	 clever	 father.

Sometimes	 this	 seemed	 to	 her	 a	 dreadful	 calamity.	 If	 you	 have	 a	 father	 who
knows	everything,	who	speaks	 seven	or	eight	 languages,	 and	has	 thousands	of
volumes	which	he	has	apparently	learned	by	heart,	he	frequently	expects	you	to
be	 familiar	 with	 the	 contents	 of	 your	 lesson	 books	 at	 least;	 and	 it	 is	 not
improbable	that	he	will	feel	you	ought	to	be	able	to	remember	a	few	incidents	of
history	and	to	write	a	French	exercise.	Ermengarde	was	a	severe	trial	to	Mr.	St.
John.	 He	 could	 not	 understand	 how	 a	 child	 of	 his	 could	 be	 a	 notably	 and
unmistakably	dull	creature	who	never	shone	in	anything.
"Good	heavens!"	he	had	said	more	 than	once,	as	he	stared	at	her,	 "there	are



times	when	I	think	she	is	as	stupid	as	her	Aunt	Eliza!"
If	her	Aunt	Eliza	had	been	slow	to	 learn	and	quick	to	forget	a	 thing	entirely

when	 she	 had	 learned	 it,	 Ermengarde	 was	 strikingly	 like	 her.	 She	 was	 the
monumental	dunce	of	the	school,	and	it	could	not	be	denied.
"She	must	be	MADE	to	learn,"	her	father	said	to	Miss	Minchin.
Consequently	Ermengarde	spent	 the	greater	part	of	her	 life	 in	disgrace	or	 in

tears.	She	learned	things	and	forgot	 them;	or,	 if	she	remembered	them,	she	did
not	 understand	 them.	So	 it	was	 natural	 that,	 having	made	Sara's	 acquaintance,
she	should	sit	and	stare	at	her	with	profound	admiration.
"You	can	speak	French,	can't	you?"	she	said	respectfully.
Sara	got	on	to	 the	window-seat,	which	was	a	big,	deep	one,	and,	 tucking	up

her	feet,	sat	with	her	hands	clasped	round	her	knees.
"I	can	speak	it	because	I	have	heard	it	all	my	life,"	she	answered.	"You	could

speak	it	if	you	had	always	heard	it."
"Oh,	no,	I	couldn't,"	said	Ermengarde.	"I	NEVER	could	speak	it!"
"Why?"	inquired	Sara,	curiously.
Ermengarde	shook	her	head	so	that	the	pigtail	wobbled.
"You	 heard	 me	 just	 now,"	 she	 said.	 "I'm	 always	 like	 that.	 I	 can't	 SAY	 the

words.	They're	so	queer."
She	paused	a	moment,	and	then	added	with	a	touch	of	awe	in	her	voice,	"You

are	CLEVER,	aren't	you?"
Sara	looked	out	of	the	window	into	the	dingy	square,	where	the	sparrows	were

hopping	 and	 twittering	on	 the	wet,	 iron	 railings	 and	 the	 sooty	 branches	 of	 the
trees.	She	reflected	a	few	moments.	She	had	heard	it	said	very	often	that	she	was
"clever,"	and	she	wondered	if	she	was—and	IF	she	was,	how	it	had	happened.
"I	 don't	 know,"	 she	 said.	 "I	 can't	 tell."	Then,	 seeing	 a	mournful	 look	on	 the

round,	chubby	face,	she	gave	a	little	laugh	and	changed	the	subject.
"Would	you	like	to	see	Emily?"	she	inquired.
"Who	is	Emily?"	Ermengarde	asked,	just	as	Miss	Minchin	had	done.
"Come	up	to	my	room	and	see,"	said	Sara,	holding	out	her	hand.
They	jumped	down	from	the	window-seat	together,	and	went	upstairs.
"Is	it	true,"	Ermengarde	whispered,	as	they	went	through	the	hall—"is	it	true

that	you	have	a	playroom	all	to	yourself?"
"Yes,"	Sara	answered.	"Papa	asked	Miss	Minchin	to	let	me	have	one,	because

—well,	it	was	because	when	I	play	I	make	up	stories	and	tell	them	to	myself,	and
I	don't	like	people	to	hear	me.	It	spoils	it	if	I	think	people	listen."
They	 had	 reached	 the	 passage	 leading	 to	 Sara's	 room	 by	 this	 time,	 and

Ermengarde	stopped	short,	staring,	and	quite	losing	her	breath.
"You	MAKE	 up	 stories!"	 she	 gasped.	 "Can	 you	 do	 that—as	 well	 as	 speak



French?	CAN	you?"
Sara	looked	at	her	in	simple	surprise.
"Why,	anyone	can	make	up	things,"	she	said.	"Have	you	never	tried?"
She	put	her	hand	warningly	on	Ermengarde's.
"Let	us	go	very	quietly	 to	 the	door,"	she	whispered,	"and	 then	I	will	open	 it

quite	suddenly;	perhaps	we	may	catch	her."
She	was	half	laughing,	but	there	was	a	touch	of	mysterious	hope	in	her	eyes

which	 fascinated	 Ermengarde,	 though	 she	 had	 not	 the	 remotest	 idea	 what	 it
meant,	or	whom	it	was	she	wanted	to	"catch,"	or	why	she	wanted	to	catch	her.
Whatsoever	 she	 meant,	 Ermengarde	 was	 sure	 it	 was	 something	 delightfully
exciting.	So,	quite	thrilled	with	expectation,	she	followed	her	on	tiptoe	along	the
passage.	They	made	not	 the	 least	noise	until	 they	 reached	 the	door.	Then	Sara
suddenly	 turned	 the	 handle,	 and	 threw	 it	 wide	 open.	 Its	 opening	 revealed	 the
room	quite	neat	and	quiet,	a	fire	gently	burning	in	the	grate,	and	a	wonderful	doll
sitting	in	a	chair	by	it,	apparently	reading	a	book.
"Oh,	she	got	back	 to	her	seat	before	we	could	see	her!"	Sara	explained.	"Of

course	they	always	do.	They	are	as	quick	as	lightning."
Ermengarde	looked	from	her	to	the	doll	and	back	again.
"Can	she—walk?"	she	asked	breathlessly.
"Yes,"	 answered	 Sara.	 "At	 least	 I	 believe	 she	 can.	 At	 least	 I	 PRETEND	 I

believe	 she	 can.	 And	 that	 makes	 it	 seem	 as	 if	 it	 were	 true.	 Have	 you	 never
pretended	things?"
"No,"	said	Ermengarde.	"Never.	I—tell	me	about	it."
She	was	so	bewitched	by	this	odd,	new	companion	that	she	actually	stared	at

Sara	 instead	 of	 at	 Emily—notwithstanding	 that	 Emily	was	 the	most	 attractive
doll	person	she	had	ever	seen.
"Let	us	sit	down,"	said	Sara,	"and	I	will	 tell	you.	 It's	so	easy	 that	when	you

begin	you	can't	stop.	You	just	go	on	and	on	doing	it	always.	And	it's	beautiful.
Emily,	you	must	listen.	This	is	Ermengarde	St.	John,	Emily.	Ermengarde,	this	is
Emily.	Would	you	like	to	hold	her?"
"Oh,	may	I?"	said	Ermengarde.	"May	I,	really?	She	is	beautiful!"	And	Emily

was	put	into	her	arms.
Never	in	her	dull,	short	life	had	Miss	St.	John	dreamed	of	such	an	hour	as	the

one	she	spent	with	the	queer	new	pupil	before	they	heard	the	lunch-bell	ring	and
were	obliged	to	go	downstairs.
Sara	 sat	 upon	 the	 hearth-rug	 and	 told	 her	 strange	 things.	 She	 sat	 rather

huddled	up,	and	her	green	eyes	shone	and	her	cheeks	flushed.	She	told	stories	of
the	voyage,	and	stories	of	India;	but	what	fascinated	Ermengarde	the	most	was
her	 fancy	 about	 the	 dolls	who	walked	 and	 talked,	 and	who	 could	 do	 anything



they	 chose	when	 the	 human	beings	were	 out	 of	 the	 room,	 but	who	must	 keep
their	 powers	 a	 secret	 and	 so	 flew	 back	 to	 their	 places	 "like	 lightning"	 when
people	returned	to	the	room.
"WE	couldn't	do	it,"	said	Sara,	seriously.	"You	see,	it's	a	kind	of	magic."
Once,	when	 she	was	 relating	 the	 story	of	 the	 search	 for	Emily,	Ermengarde

saw	her	 face	suddenly	change.	A	cloud	seemed	 to	pass	over	 it	 and	put	out	 the
light	in	her	shining	eyes.	She	drew	her	breath	in	so	sharply	that	it	made	a	funny,
sad	little	sound,	and	then	she	shut	her	lips	and	held	them	tightly	closed,	as	if	she
was	determined	either	to	do	or	NOT	to	do	something.	Ermengarde	had	an	idea
that	if	she	had	been	like	any	other	little	girl,	she	might	have	suddenly	burst	out
sobbing	and	crying.	But	she	did	not.
"Have	you	a—a	pain?"	Ermengarde	ventured.
"Yes,"	 Sara	 answered,	 after	 a	moment's	 silence.	 "But	 it	 is	 not	 in	my	 body."

Then	she	added	something	in	a	low	voice	which	she	tried	to	keep	quite	steady,
and	 it	 was	 this:	 "Do	 you	 love	 your	 father	 more	 than	 anything	 else	 in	 all	 the
whole	world?"
Ermengarde's	 mouth	 fell	 open	 a	 little.	 She	 knew	 that	 it	 would	 be	 far	 from

behaving	 like	 a	 respectable	 child	 at	 a	 select	 seminary	 to	 say	 that	 it	 had	 never
occurred	to	you	that	you	COULD	love	your	father,	that	you	would	do	anything
desperate	 to	 avoid	 being	 left	 alone	 in	 his	 society	 for	 ten	 minutes.	 She	 was,
indeed,	greatly	embarrassed.
"I—I	scarcely	ever	see	him,"	she	stammered.	"He	 is	always	 in	 the	 library—

reading	things."
"I	love	mine	more	than	all	the	world	ten	times	over,"	Sara	said.	"That	is	what

my	pain	is.	He	has	gone	away."
She	put	her	head	quietly	down	on	her	 little,	huddled-up	knees,	 and	 sat	very

still	for	a	few	minutes.
"She's	going	to	cry	out	loud,"	thought	Ermengarde,	fearfully.
But	 she	 did	 not.	Her	 short,	 black	 locks	 tumbled	 about	 her	 ears,	 and	 she	 sat

still.	Then	she	spoke	without	lifting	her	head.
"I	 promised	 him	 I	 would	 bear	 it,"	 she	 said.	 "And	 I	 will.	 You	 have	 to	 bear

things.	Think	what	soldiers	bear!	Papa	is	a	soldier.	If	there	was	a	war	he	would
have	to	bear	marching	and	thirstiness	and,	perhaps,	deep	wounds.	And	he	would
never	say	a	word—not	one	word."
Ermengarde	 could	 only	 gaze	 at	 her,	 but	 she	 felt	 that	 she	 was	 beginning	 to

adore	her.	She	was	so	wonderful	and	different	from	anyone	else.
Presently,	 she	 lifted	 her	 face	 and	 shook	 back	 her	 black	 locks,	 with	 a	 queer

little	smile.
"If	 I	 go	 on	 talking	 and	 talking,"	 she	 said,	 "and	 telling	 you	 things	 about



pretending,	I	shall	bear	it	better.	You	don't	forget,	but	you	bear	it	better."
Ermengarde	did	not	know	why	a	lump	came	into	her	throat	and	her	eyes	felt

as	if	tears	were	in	them.
"Lavinia	 and	 Jessie	 are	 'best	 friends,'"	 she	 said	 rather	 huskily.	 "I	 wish	 we

could	be	'best	friends.'	Would	you	have	me	for	yours?	You're	clever,	and	I'm	the
stupidest	child	in	the	school,	but	I—oh,	I	do	so	like	you!"
"I'm	glad	of	that,"	said	Sara.	"It	makes	you	thankful	when	you	are	liked.	Yes.

We	will	 be	 friends.	And	 I'll	 tell	 you	what"—a	 sudden	 gleam	 lighting	 her	 face
—"I	can	help	you	with	your	French	lessons."



Chapter		4
Lottie
If	 Sara	 had	 been	 a	 different	 kind	 of	 child,	 the	 life	 she	 led	 at	Miss	Minchin's
Select	Seminary	for	the	next	few	years	would	not	have	been	at	all	good	for	her.
She	was	 treated	more	as	 if	 she	were	a	distinguished	guest	at	 the	establishment
than	 as	 if	 she	 were	 a	 mere	 little	 girl.	 If	 she	 had	 been	 a	 self-opinionated,
domineering	 child,	 she	 might	 have	 become	 disagreeable	 enough	 to	 be
unbearable	 through	 being	 so	much	 indulged	 and	 flattered.	 If	 she	 had	 been	 an
indolent	child,	she	would	have	learned	nothing.	Privately	Miss	Minchin	disliked
her,	 but	 she	was	 far	 too	worldly	 a	woman	 to	 do	 or	 say	 anything	which	might
make	such	a	desirable	pupil	wish	to	leave	her	school.	She	knew	quite	well	that	if
Sara	wrote	 to	her	papa	 to	 tell	him	she	was	uncomfortable	or	unhappy,	Captain
Crewe	would	 remove	 her	 at	 once.	Miss	Minchin's	 opinion	was	 that	 if	 a	 child
were	continually	praised	and	never	forbidden	to	do	what	she	liked,	she	would	be
sure	 to	 be	 fond	 of	 the	 place	where	 she	was	 so	 treated.	Accordingly,	 Sara	was
praised	for	her	quickness	at	her	lessons,	for	her	good	manners,	for	her	amiability
to	her	fellow	pupils,	 for	her	generosity	 if	she	gave	sixpence	 to	a	beggar	out	of
her	full	little	purse;	the	simplest	thing	she	did	was	treated	as	if	it	were	a	virtue,
and	if	she	had	not	had	a	disposition	and	a	clever	little	brain,	she	might	have	been
a	 very	 self-satisfied	 young	 person.	 But	 the	 clever	 little	 brain	 told	 her	 a	 great
many	sensible	and	true	things	about	herself	and	her	circumstances,	and	now	and
then	she	talked	these	things	over	to	Ermengarde	as	time	went	on.
"Things	 happen	 to	 people	 by	 accident,"	 she	 used	 to	 say.	 "A	 lot	 of	 nice

accidents	have	happened	to	me.	It	 just	HAPPENED	that	I	always	liked	lessons
and	 books,	 and	 could	 remember	 things	when	 I	 learned	 them.	 It	 just	 happened
that	I	was	born	with	a	father	who	was	beautiful	and	nice	and	clever,	and	could
give	me	everything	I	liked.	Perhaps	I	have	not	really	a	good	temper	at	all,	but	if
you	have	everything	you	want	and	everyone	 is	kind	 to	you,	how	can	you	help
but	be	good-tempered?	I	don't	know"—looking	quite	serious—"how	I	shall	ever
find	 out	 whether	 I	 am	 really	 a	 nice	 child	 or	 a	 horrid	 one.	 Perhaps	 I'm	 a
HIDEOUS	 child,	 and	 no	 one	 will	 ever	 know,	 just	 because	 I	 never	 have	 any
trials."
"Lavinia	has	no	trials,"	said	Ermengarde,	stolidly,	"and	she	is	horrid	enough."



Sara	 rubbed	 the	end	of	her	 little	nose	 reflectively,	 as	 she	 thought	 the	matter
over.
"Well,"	 she	 said	 at	 last,	 "perhaps—perhaps	 that	 is	 because	 Lavinia	 is

GROWING."	 This	 was	 the	 result	 of	 a	 charitable	 recollection	 of	 having	 heard
Miss	Amelia	say	 that	Lavinia	was	growing	so	fast	 that	she	believed	 it	affected
her	health	and	temper.
Lavinia,	in	fact,	was	spiteful.	She	was	inordinately	jealous	of	Sara.	Until	 the

new	 pupil's	 arrival,	 she	 had	 felt	 herself	 the	 leader	 in	 the	 school.	 She	 had	 led
because	she	was	capable	of	making	herself	extremely	disagreeable	if	the	others
did	not	follow	her.	She	domineered	over	 the	little	children,	and	assumed	grand
airs	with	those	big	enough	to	be	her	companions.	She	was	rather	pretty,	and	had
been	the	best-dressed	pupil	in	the	procession	when	the	Select	Seminary	walked
out	 two	 by	 two,	 until	 Sara's	 velvet	 coats	 and	 sable	muffs	 appeared,	 combined
with	drooping	ostrich	feathers,	and	were	led	by	Miss	Minchin	at	the	head	of	the
line.	 This,	 at	 the	 beginning,	 had	 been	 bitter	 enough;	 but	 as	 time	 went	 on	 it
became	 apparent	 that	 Sara	was	 a	 leader,	 too,	 and	 not	 because	 she	 could	make
herself	disagreeable,	but	because	she	never	did.
"There's	one	thing	about	Sara	Crewe,"	Jessie	had	enraged	her	"best	friend"	by

saying	honestly,	"she's	never	'grand'	about	herself	the	least	bit,	and	you	know	she
might	be,	Lavvie.	I	believe	I	couldn't	help	being—just	a	little—if	I	had	so	many
fine	things	and	was	made	such	a	fuss	over.	It's	disgusting,	the	way	Miss	Minchin
shows	her	off	when	parents	come."
"'Dear	 Sara	 must	 come	 into	 the	 drawing	 room	 and	 talk	 to	 Mrs.	 Musgrave

about	India,'"	mimicked	Lavinia,	 in	her	most	highly	flavored	 imitation	of	Miss
Minchin.	"'Dear	Sara	must	speak	French	to	Lady	Pitkin.	Her	accent	is	so	perfect.'
She	didn't	learn	her	French	at	the	Seminary,	at	any	rate.	And	there's	nothing	so
clever	in	her	knowing	it.	She	says	herself	she	didn't	learn	it	at	all.	She	just	picked
it	up,	because	she	always	heard	her	papa	speak	it.	And,	as	to	her	papa,	there	is
nothing	so	grand	in	being	an	Indian	officer."
"Well,"	 said	 Jessie,	 slowly,	 "he's	 killed	 tigers.	He	 killed	 the	 one	 in	 the	 skin

Sara	has	 in	her	 room.	That's	why	 she	 likes	 it	 so.	She	 lies	on	 it	 and	 strokes	 its
head,	and	talks	to	it	as	if	it	was	a	cat."
"She's	always	doing	something	silly,"	snapped	Lavinia.	"My	mamma	says	that

way	of	hers	of	pretending	things	is	silly.	She	says	she	will	grow	up	eccentric."
It	was	quite	 true	 that	Sara	was	never	"grand."	She	was	a	 friendly	 little	soul,

and	shared	her	privileges	and	belongings	with	a	free	hand.	The	little	ones,	who
were	accustomed	to	being	disdained	and	ordered	out	of	the	way	by	mature	ladies
aged	ten	and	twelve,	were	never	made	to	cry	by	this	most	envied	of	them	all.	She
was	 a	 motherly	 young	 person,	 and	 when	 people	 fell	 down	 and	 scraped	 their



knees,	 she	 ran	 and	 helped	 them	up	 and	 patted	 them,	 or	 found	 in	 her	 pocket	 a
bonbon	or	some	other	article	of	a	soothing	nature.	She	never	pushed	them	out	of
her	way	or	 alluded	 to	 their	 years	 as	 a	 humiliation	 and	 a	 blot	 upon	 their	 small
characters.
"If	you	are	four	you	are	four,"	she	said	severely	to	Lavinia	on	an	occasion	of

her	having—it	must	be	confessed—slapped	Lottie	and	called	her	"a	brat;"	"but
you	 will	 be	 five	 next	 year,	 and	 six	 the	 year	 after	 that.	 And,"	 opening	 large,
convicting	eyes,	"it	takes	sixteen	years	to	make	you	twenty."
"Dear	me,"	 said	 Lavinia,	 "how	we	 can	 calculate!"	 In	 fact,	 it	 was	 not	 to	 be

denied	 that	 sixteen	 and	 four	 made	 twenty—and	 twenty	 was	 an	 age	 the	 most
daring	were	scarcely	bold	enough	to	dream	of.
So	the	younger	children	adored	Sara.	More	than	once	she	had	been	known	to

have	a	tea	party,	made	up	of	these	despised	ones,	in	her	own	room.	And	Emily
had	 been	 played	 with,	 and	 Emily's	 own	 tea	 service	 used—the	 one	 with	 cups
which	 held	 quite	 a	 lot	 of	 much-sweetened	 weak	 tea	 and	 had	 blue	 flowers	 on
them.	No	one	had	seen	such	a	very	real	doll's	tea	set	before.	From	that	afternoon
Sara	was	regarded	as	a	goddess	and	a	queen	by	the	entire	alphabet	class.
Lottie	 Legh	 worshipped	 her	 to	 such	 an	 extent	 that	 if	 Sara	 had	 not	 been	 a

motherly	 person,	 she	would	 have	 found	 her	 tiresome.	 Lottie	 had	 been	 sent	 to
school	 by	 a	 rather	 flighty	 young	papa	who	 could	 not	 imagine	what	 else	 to	 do
with	her.	Her	young	mother	had	died,	 and	as	 the	child	had	been	 treated	 like	 a
favorite	doll	or	a	very	spoiled	pet	monkey	or	lap	dog	ever	since	the	first	hour	of
her	 life,	she	was	a	very	appalling	 little	creature.	When	she	wanted	anything	or
did	 not	 want	 anything	 she	 wept	 and	 howled;	 and,	 as	 she	 always	 wanted	 the
things	she	could	not	have,	and	did	not	want	the	things	that	were	best	for	her,	her
shrill	 little	 voice	 was	 usually	 to	 be	 heard	 uplifted	 in	 wails	 in	 one	 part	 of	 the
house	or	another.
Her	strongest	weapon	was	that	in	some	mysterious	way	she	had	found	out	that

a	very	small	girl	who	had	lost	her	mother	was	a	person	who	ought	to	be	pitied
and	made	much	of.	She	had	probably	heard	some	grown-up	people	 talking	her
over	in	the	early	days,	after	her	mother's	death.	So	it	became	her	habit	to	make
great	use	of	this	knowledge.
The	 first	 time	Sara	 took	her	 in	charge	was	one	morning	when,	on	passing	a

sitting	room,	she	heard	both	Miss	Minchin	and	Miss	Amelia	trying	to	suppress
the	angry	wails	of	some	child	who,	evidently,	refused	to	be	silenced.	She	refused
so	 strenuously	 indeed	 that	 Miss	 Minchin	 was	 obliged	 to	 almost	 shout—in	 a
stately	and	severe	manner—to	make	herself	heard.
"What	IS	she	crying	for?"	she	almost	yelled.
"Oh—oh—oh!"	Sara	heard;	"I	haven't	got	any	mam—ma-a!"



"Oh,	 Lottie!"	 screamed	 Miss	 Amelia.	 "Do	 stop,	 darling!	 Don't	 cry!	 Please
don't!"
"Oh!	Oh!	Oh!	Oh!	Oh!"	Lottie	howled	tempestuously.	"Haven't—got—any—

mam—ma-a!"
"She	 ought	 to	 be	 whipped,"	 Miss	 Minchin	 proclaimed.	 "You	 SHALL	 be

whipped,	you	naughty	child!"
Lottie	 wailed	 more	 loudly	 than	 ever.	 Miss	 Amelia	 began	 to	 cry.	 Miss

Minchin's	voice	rose	until	it	almost	thundered,	then	suddenly	she	sprang	up	from
her	 chair	 in	 impotent	 indignation	 and	 flounced	 out	 of	 the	 room,	 leaving	Miss
Amelia	to	arrange	the	matter.
Sara	 had	 paused	 in	 the	 hall,	 wondering	 if	 she	 ought	 to	 go	 into	 the	 room,

because	she	had	recently	begun	a	friendly	acquaintance	with	Lottie	and	might	be
able	to	quiet	her.	When	Miss	Minchin	came	out	and	saw	her,	she	looked	rather
annoyed.	She	realized	 that	her	voice,	as	heard	from	inside	 the	room,	could	not
have	sounded	either	dignified	or	amiable.
"Oh,	Sara!"	she	exclaimed,	endeavoring	to	produce	a	suitable	smile.
"I	 stopped,"	 explained	 Sara,	 "because	 I	 knew	 it	was	 Lottie—and	 I	 thought,

perhaps—just	perhaps,	I	could	make	her	be	quiet.	May	I	try,	Miss	Minchin?"
"If	you	can,	you	are	a	clever	child,"	answered	Miss	Minchin,	drawing	in	her

mouth	sharply.	Then,	seeing	that	Sara	looked	slightly	chilled	by	her	asperity,	she
changed	 her	 manner.	 "But	 you	 are	 clever	 in	 everything,"	 she	 said	 in	 her
approving	way.	"I	dare	say	you	can	manage	her.	Go	in."	And	she	left	her.
When	Sara	entered	the	room,	Lottie	was	lying	upon	the	floor,	screaming	and

kicking	her	 small	 fat	 legs	violently,	 and	Miss	Amelia	was	bending	over	her	 in
consternation	 and	 despair,	 looking	 quite	 red	 and	 damp	 with	 heat.	 Lottie	 had
always	 found,	 when	 in	 her	 own	 nursery	 at	 home,	 that	 kicking	 and	 screaming
would	always	be	quieted	by	any	means	she	insisted	on.	Poor	plump	Miss	Amelia
was	trying	first	one	method,	and	then	another.
"Poor	darling,"	she	said	one	moment,	"I	know	you	haven't	any	mamma,	poor

—"	Then	in	quite	another	tone,	"If	you	don't	stop,	Lottie,	I	will	shake	you.	Poor
little	 angel!	 There—!	 You	 wicked,	 bad,	 detestable	 child,	 I	 will	 smack	 you!	 I
will!"
Sara	went	to	them	quietly.	She	did	not	know	at	all	what	she	was	going	to	do,

but	 she	had	 a	vague	 inward	 conviction	 that	 it	would	be	better	 not	 to	 say	 such
different	kinds	of	things	quite	so	helplessly	and	excitedly.
"Miss	Amelia,"	she	said	in	a	low	voice,	"Miss	Minchin	says	I	may	try	to	make

her	stop—may	I?"
Miss	 Amelia	 turned	 and	 looked	 at	 her	 hopelessly.	 "Oh,	 DO	 you	 think	 you

can?"	she	gasped.



"I	don't	know	whether	I	CAN",	answered	Sara,	still	in	her	half-whisper;	"but	I
will	try."
Miss	Amelia	stumbled	up	from	her	knees	with	a	heavy	sigh,	and	Lottie's	fat

little	legs	kicked	as	hard	as	ever.
"If	you	will	steal	out	of	the	room,"	said	Sara,	"I	will	stay	with	her."
"Oh,	Sara!"	almost	whimpered	Miss	Amelia.	"We	never	had	such	a	dreadful

child	before.	I	don't	believe	we	can	keep	her."
But	she	crept	out	of	the	room,	and	was	very	much	relieved	to	find	an	excuse

for	doing	it.
Sara	stood	by	the	howling	furious	child	for	a	few	moments,	and	looked	down

at	her	without	 saying	anything.	Then	she	sat	down	flat	on	 the	 floor	beside	her
and	waited.	Except	 for	Lottie's	 angry	 screams,	 the	 room	was	 quite	 quiet.	This
was	a	new	state	of	affairs	for	little	Miss	Legh,	who	was	accustomed,	when	she
screamed,	 to	hear	other	people	protest	and	 implore	and	command	and	coax	by
turns.	To	lie	and	kick	and	shriek,	and	find	the	only	person	near	you	not	seeming
to	mind	in	the	least,	attracted	her	attention.	She	opened	her	tight-shut	streaming
eyes	to	see	who	this	person	was.	And	it	was	only	another	little	girl.	But	it	was
the	one	who	owned	Emily	and	all	 the	nice	 things.	And	she	was	 looking	at	her
steadily	and	as	if	she	was	merely	thinking.	Having	paused	for	a	few	seconds	to
find	this	out,	Lottie	thought	she	must	begin	again,	but	the	quiet	of	the	room	and
of	Sara's	odd,	interested	face	made	her	first	howl	rather	half-hearted.
"I—haven't—any—ma—ma—ma-a!"	 she	 announced;	 but	 her	 voice	was	 not

so	strong.
Sara	looked	at	her	still	more	steadily,	but	with	a	sort	of	understanding	in	her

eyes.
"Neither	have	I,"	she	said.
This	was	 so	 unexpected	 that	 it	was	 astounding.	 Lottie	 actually	 dropped	 her

legs,	 gave	 a	wriggle,	 and	 lay	 and	 stared.	A	 new	 idea	will	 stop	 a	 crying	 child
when	nothing	else	will.	Also	it	was	true	that	while	Lottie	disliked	Miss	Minchin,
who	was	cross,	and	Miss	Amelia,	who	was	foolishly	indulgent,	she	rather	liked
Sara,	little	as	she	knew	her.	She	did	not	want	to	give	up	her	grievance,	but	her
thoughts	were	distracted	from	it,	so	she	wriggled	again,	and,	after	a	sulky	sob,
said,	"Where	is	she?"
Sara	 paused	 a	moment.	Because	 she	 had	 been	 told	 that	 her	mamma	was	 in

heaven,	she	had	thought	a	great	deal	about	the	matter,	and	her	thoughts	had	not
been	quite	like	those	of	other	people.
"She	went	 to	heaven,"	she	said.	"But	 I	am	sure	she	comes	out	sometimes	 to

see	me—though	 I	 don't	 see	 her.	 So	 does	 yours.	 Perhaps	 they	 can	 both	 see	 us
now.	Perhaps	they	are	both	in	this	room."



Lottie	 sat	 bolt	 upright,	 and	 looked	 about	 her.	 She	was	 a	 pretty,	 little,	 curly-
headed	creature,	and	her	round	eyes	were	like	wet	forget-me-nots.	If	her	mamma
had	seen	her	during	the	last	half-hour,	she	might	not	have	thought	her	the	kind	of
child	who	ought	to	be	related	to	an	angel.
Sara	went	on	talking.	Perhaps	some	people	might	think	that	what	she	said	was

rather	like	a	fairy	story,	but	it	was	all	so	real	to	her	own	imagination	that	Lottie
began	to	listen	in	spite	of	herself.	She	had	been	told	that	her	mamma	had	wings
and	 a	 crown,	 and	 she	 had	 been	 shown	 pictures	 of	 ladies	 in	 beautiful	 white
nightgowns,	who	were	 said	 to	 be	 angels.	But	 Sara	 seemed	 to	 be	 telling	 a	 real
story	about	a	lovely	country	where	real	people	were.
"There	are	fields	and	fields	of	flowers,"	she	said,	forgetting	herself,	as	usual,

when	she	began,	and	talking	rather	as	if	she	were	in	a	dream,	"fields	and	fields	of
lilies—and	when	the	soft	wind	blows	over	them	it	wafts	the	scent	of	them	into
the	 air—and	 everybody	 always	 breathes	 it,	 because	 the	 soft	 wind	 is	 always
blowing.	And	 little	 children	 run	 about	 in	 the	 lily	 fields	 and	 gather	 armfuls	 of
them,	and	laugh	and	make	little	wreaths.	And	the	streets	are	shining.	And	people
are	never	tired,	however	far	they	walk.	They	can	float	anywhere	they	like.	And
there	are	walls	made	of	pearl	and	gold	all	round	the	city,	but	they	are	low	enough
for	the	people	to	go	and	lean	on	them,	and	look	down	onto	the	earth	and	smile,
and	send	beautiful	messages."
Whatsoever	story	she	had	begun	to	tell,	Lottie	would,	no	doubt,	have	stopped

crying,	 and	 been	 fascinated	 into	 listening;	 but	 there	 was	 no	 denying	 that	 this
story	was	prettier	than	most	others.	She	dragged	herself	close	to	Sara,	and	drank
in	every	word	until	the	end	came—far	too	soon.	When	it	did	come,	she	was	so
sorry	that	she	put	up	her	lip	ominously.
"I	want	to	go	there,"	she	cried.	"I—haven't	any	mamma	in	this	school."
Sara	saw	the	danger	signal,	and	came	out	of	her	dream.	She	took	hold	of	the

chubby	hand	and	pulled	her	close	to	her	side	with	a	coaxing	little	laugh.
"I	will	be	your	mamma,"	 she	said.	 "We	will	play	 that	you	are	my	 little	girl.

And	Emily	shall	be	your	sister."
Lottie's	dimples	all	began	to	show	themselves.
"Shall	she?"	she	said.
"Yes,"	answered	Sara,	jumping	to	her	feet.	"Let	us	go	and	tell	her.	And	then	I

will	wash	your	face	and	brush	your	hair."
To	 which	 Lottie	 agreed	 quite	 cheerfully,	 and	 trotted	 out	 of	 the	 room	 and

upstairs	with	her,	without	seeming	even	to	remember	that	 the	whole	of	the	last
hour's	tragedy	had	been	caused	by	the	fact	that	she	had	refused	to	be	washed	and
brushed	 for	 lunch	 and	 Miss	 Minchin	 had	 been	 called	 in	 to	 use	 her	 majestic
authority.



And	from	that	time	Sara	was	an	adopted	mother.



Chapter		5
Becky
Of	course	the	greatest	power	Sara	possessed	and	the	one	which	gained	her	even
more	followers	than	her	luxuries	and	the	fact	that	she	was	"the	show	pupil,"	the
power	that	Lavinia	and	certain	other	girls	were	most	envious	of,	and	at	the	same
time	most	fascinated	by	in	spite	of	themselves,	was	her	power	of	telling	stories
and	of	making	everything	she	talked	about	seem	like	a	story,	whether	it	was	one
or	not.
Anyone	who	has	been	at	school	with	a	teller	of	stories	knows	what	the	wonder

means—how	 he	 or	 she	 is	 followed	 about	 and	 besought	 in	 a	whisper	 to	 relate
romances;	 how	 groups	 gather	 round	 and	 hang	 on	 the	 outskirts	 of	 the	 favored
party	in	the	hope	of	being	allowed	to	join	in	and	listen.	Sara	not	only	could	tell
stories,	 but	 she	 adored	 telling	 them.	When	 she	 sat	 or	 stood	 in	 the	midst	 of	 a
circle	 and	 began	 to	 invent	 wonderful	 things,	 her	 green	 eyes	 grew	 big	 and
shining,	 her	 cheeks	 flushed,	 and,	 without	 knowing	 that	 she	 was	 doing	 it,	 she
began	 to	 act	 and	 made	 what	 she	 told	 lovely	 or	 alarming	 by	 the	 raising	 or
dropping	 of	 her	 voice,	 the	 bend	 and	 sway	 of	 her	 slim	 body,	 and	 the	 dramatic
movement	of	her	hands.	She	forgot	that	she	was	talking	to	listening	children;	she
saw	and	lived	with	the	fairy	folk,	or	the	kings	and	queens	and	beautiful	ladies,
whose	adventures	she	was	narrating.	Sometimes	when	she	had	finished	her	story,
she	was	quite	out	of	breath	with	excitement,	and	would	lay	her	hand	on	her	thin,
little,	quick-rising	chest,	and	half	laugh	as	if	at	herself.
"When	I	am	telling	it,"	she	would	say,	"it	doesn't	seem	as	if	it	was	only	made

up.	It	seems	more	real	than	you	are—more	real	than	the	schoolroom.	I	feel	as	if	I
were	all	the	people	in	the	story—one	after	the	other.	It	is	queer."
She	 had	 been	 at	 Miss	 Minchin's	 school	 about	 two	 years	 when,	 one	 foggy

winter's	afternoon,	as	she	was	getting	out	of	her	carriage,	comfortably	wrapped
up	 in	 her	 warmest	 velvets	 and	 furs	 and	 looking	 very	 much	 grander	 than	 she
knew,	 she	 caught	 sight,	 as	 she	 crossed	 the	 pavement,	 of	 a	 dingy	 little	 figure
standing	 on	 the	 area	 steps,	 and	 stretching	 its	 neck	 so	 that	 its	 wide-open	 eyes
might	peer	at	her	through	the	railings.	Something	in	the	eagerness	and	timidity
of	the	smudgy	face	made	her	look	at	it,	and	when	she	looked	she	smiled	because
it	was	her	way	to	smile	at	people.



But	 the	 owner	 of	 the	 smudgy	 face	 and	 the	 wide-open	 eyes	 evidently	 was
afraid	 that	 she	ought	not	 to	have	been	caught	 looking	at	pupils	of	 importance.
She	dodged	out	of	sight	like	a	jack-in-the-box	and	scurried	back	into	the	kitchen,
disappearing	so	suddenly	that	if	she	had	not	been	such	a	poor	little	forlorn	thing,
Sara	 would	 have	 laughed	 in	 spite	 of	 herself.	 That	 very	 evening,	 as	 Sara	 was
sitting	in	the	midst	of	a	group	of	listeners	in	a	corner	of	the	schoolroom	telling
one	of	her	stories,	the	very	same	figure	timidly	entered	the	room,	carrying	a	coal
box	much	too	heavy	for	her,	and	knelt	down	upon	the	hearth	rug	to	replenish	the
fire	and	sweep	up	the	ashes.
She	was	cleaner	than	she	had	been	when	she	peeped	through	the	area	railings,

but	she	looked	just	as	frightened.	She	was	evidently	afraid	to	look	at	the	children
or	seem	to	be	listening.	She	put	on	pieces	of	coal	cautiously	with	her	fingers	so
that	she	might	make	no	disturbing	noise,	and	she	swept	about	the	fire	irons	very
softly.	But	Sara	saw	in	two	minutes	that	she	was	deeply	interested	in	what	was
going	on,	and	that	she	was	doing	her	work	slowly	in	the	hope	of	catching	a	word
here	and	there.	And	realizing	this,	she	raised	her	voice	and	spoke	more	clearly.
"The	Mermaids	 swam	 softly	 about	 in	 the	 crystal-green	 water,	 and	 dragged

after	them	a	fishing-net	woven	of	deep-sea	pearls,"	she	said.	"The	Princess	sat	on
the	white	rock	and	watched	them."
It	was	a	wonderful	story	about	a	princess	who	was	loved	by	a	Prince	Merman,

and	went	to	live	with	him	in	shining	caves	under	the	sea.
The	 small	 drudge	 before	 the	 grate	 swept	 the	 hearth	 once	 and	 then	 swept	 it

again.	Having	done	it	twice,	she	did	it	three	times;	and,	as	she	was	doing	it	the
third	 time,	 the	 sound	 of	 the	 story	 so	 lured	 her	 to	 listen	 that	 she	 fell	 under	 the
spell	 and	 actually	 forgot	 that	 she	 had	 no	 right	 to	 listen	 at	 all,	 and	 also	 forgot
everything	else.	She	sat	down	upon	her	heels	as	she	knelt	on	the	hearth	rug,	and
the	brush	hung	idly	in	her	fingers.	The	voice	of	the	storyteller	went	on	and	drew
her	with	it	into	winding	grottos	under	the	sea,	glowing	with	soft,	clear	blue	light,
and	paved	with	pure	golden	sands.	Strange	sea	flowers	and	grasses	waved	about
her,	and	far	away	faint	singing	and	music	echoed.
The	 hearth	 brush	 fell	 from	 the	 work-roughened	 hand,	 and	 Lavinia	 Herbert

looked	round.
"That	girl	has	been	listening,"	she	said.
The	culprit	snatched	up	her	brush,	and	scrambled	to	her	feet.	She	caught	at	the

coal	box	and	simply	scuttled	out	of	the	room	like	a	frightened	rabbit.
Sara	felt	rather	hot-tempered.
"I	knew	she	was	listening,"	she	said.	"Why	shouldn't	she?"
Lavinia	tossed	her	head	with	great	elegance.
"Well,"	she	remarked,	"I	do	not	know	whether	your	mamma	would	like	you	to



tell	stories	to	servant	girls,	but	I	know	MY	mamma	wouldn't	like	ME	to	do	it."
"My	mamma!"	said	Sara,	looking	odd.	"I	don't	believe	she	would	mind	in	the

least.	She	knows	that	stories	belong	to	everybody."
"I	 thought,"	 retorted	Lavinia,	 in	 severe	 recollection,	 "that	 your	mamma	was

dead.	How	can	she	know	things?"
"Do	you	think	she	DOESN'T	know	things?"	said	Sara,	in	her	stern	little	voice.

Sometimes	she	had	a	rather	stern	little	voice.
"Sara's	 mamma	 knows	 everything,"	 piped	 in	 Lottie.	 "So	 does	 my	 mamma

—'cept	Sara	is	my	mamma	at	Miss	Minchin's—my	other	one	knows	everything.
The	streets	are	 shining,	and	 there	are	 fields	and	 fields	of	 lilies,	 and	everybody
gathers	them.	Sara	tells	me	when	she	puts	me	to	bed."
"You	wicked	thing,"	said	Lavinia,	turning	on	Sara;	"making	fairy	stories	about

heaven."
"There	 are	much	more	 splendid	 stories	 in	 Revelation,"	 returned	 Sara.	 "Just

look	and	 see!	How	do	you	know	mine	are	 fairy	 stories?	But	 I	 can	 tell	you"—
with	a	fine	bit	of	unheavenly	temper—"you	will	never	find	out	whether	they	are
or	not	if	you're	not	kinder	to	people	than	you	are	now.	Come	along,	Lottie."	And
she	marched	out	of	the	room,	rather	hoping	that	she	might	see	the	little	servant
again	somewhere,	but	she	found	no	trace	of	her	when	she	got	into	the	hall.
"Who	is	that	little	girl	who	makes	the	fires?"	she	asked	Mariette	that	night.
Mariette	broke	forth	into	a	flow	of	description.
Ah,	indeed,	Mademoiselle	Sara	might	well	ask.	She	was	a	forlorn	little	thing

who	 had	 just	 taken	 the	 place	 of	 scullery	 maid—though,	 as	 to	 being	 scullery
maid,	she	was	everything	else	besides.	She	blacked	boots	and	grates,	and	carried
heavy	 coal-scuttles	 up	 and	 down	 stairs,	 and	 scrubbed	 floors	 and	 cleaned
windows,	and	was	ordered	about	by	everybody.	She	was	fourteen	years	old,	but
was	 so	 stunted	 in	 growth	 that	 she	 looked	 about	 twelve.	 In	 truth,	Mariette	was
sorry	for	her.	She	was	so	timid	that	if	one	chanced	to	speak	to	her	it	appeared	as
if	her	poor,	frightened	eyes	would	jump	out	of	her	head.
"What	 is	her	name?"	asked	Sara,	who	had	sat	by	 the	 table,	with	her	chin	on

her	hands,	as	she	listened	absorbedly	to	the	recital.
Her	name	was	Becky.	Mariette	heard	everyone	below-stairs	calling,	 "Becky,

do	this,"	and	"Becky,	do	that,"	every	five	minutes	in	the	day.
Sara	 sat	 and	 looked	 into	 the	 fire,	 reflecting	 on	 Becky	 for	 some	 time	 after

Mariette	left	her.	She	made	up	a	story	of	which	Becky	was	the	ill-used	heroine.
She	 thought	 she	 looked	as	 if	 she	had	never	had	quite	 enough	 to	 eat.	Her	very
eyes	were	hungry.	She	hoped	 she	 should	 see	her	 again,	 but	 though	 she	 caught
sight	of	her	carrying	things	up	or	down	stairs	on	several	occasions,	she	always
seemed	 in	 such	 a	 hurry	 and	 so	 afraid	 of	 being	 seen	 that	 it	 was	 impossible	 to



speak	to	her.
But	 a	 few	 weeks	 later,	 on	 another	 foggy	 afternoon,	 when	 she	 entered	 her

sitting	room	she	found	herself	confronting	a	rather	pathetic	picture.	In	her	own
special	and	pet	easy-chair	before	the	bright	fire,	Becky—with	a	coal	smudge	on
her	nose	and	several	on	her	apron,	with	her	poor	little	cap	hanging	half	off	her
head,	 and	 an	 empty	 coal	 box	 on	 the	 floor	 near	 her—sat	 fast	 asleep,	 tired	 out
beyond	even	the	endurance	of	her	hard-working	young	body.	She	had	been	sent
up	 to	 put	 the	 bedrooms	 in	 order	 for	 the	 evening.	There	were	 a	 great	many	 of
them,	and	she	had	been	running	about	all	day.	Sara's	rooms	she	had	saved	until
the	 last.	 They	 were	 not	 like	 the	 other	 rooms,	 which	 were	 plain	 and	 bare.
Ordinary	 pupils	 were	 expected	 to	 be	 satisfied	 with	 mere	 necessaries.	 Sara's
comfortable	sitting	room	seemed	a	bower	of	luxury	to	the	scullery	maid,	though
it	 was,	 in	 fact,	 merely	 a	 nice,	 bright	 little	 room.	 But	 there	 were	 pictures	 and
books	 in	 it,	 and	 curious	 things	 from	 India;	 there	was	 a	 sofa	 and	 the	 low,	 soft
chair;	Emily	sat	 in	a	chair	of	her	own,	with	the	air	of	a	presiding	goddess,	and
there	was	always	a	glowing	 fire	and	a	polished	grate.	Becky	 saved	 it	until	 the
end	of	her	afternoon's	work,	because	it	 rested	her	 to	go	into	 it,	and	she	always
hoped	to	snatch	a	few	minutes	to	sit	down	in	the	soft	chair	and	look	about	her,
and	 think	 about	 the	 wonderful	 good	 fortune	 of	 the	 child	 who	 owned	 such
surroundings	and	who	went	out	on	the	cold	days	in	beautiful	hats	and	coats	one
tried	to	catch	a	glimpse	of	through	the	area	railing.
On	this	afternoon,	when	she	had	sat	down,	the	sensation	of	relief	to	her	short,

aching	 legs	had	been	so	wonderful	and	delightful	 that	 it	had	seemed	 to	soothe
her	whole	 body,	 and	 the	 glow	of	warmth	 and	 comfort	 from	 the	 fire	 had	 crept
over	her	like	a	spell,	until,	as	she	looked	at	the	red	coals,	a	tired,	slow	smile	stole
over	her	smudged	face,	her	head	nodded	forward	without	her	being	aware	of	it,
her	 eyes	 drooped,	 and	 she	 fell	 fast	 asleep.	She	had	 really	 been	only	 about	 ten
minutes	in	the	room	when	Sara	entered,	but	she	was	in	as	deep	a	sleep	as	if	she
had	been,	like	the	Sleeping	Beauty,	slumbering	for	a	hundred	years.	But	she	did
not	 look—poor	Becky—like	a	Sleeping	Beauty	at	 all.	She	 looked	only	 like	an
ugly,	stunted,	worn-out	little	scullery	drudge.
Sara	seemed	as	much	unlike	her	as	if	she	were	a	creature	from	another	world.
On	this	particular	afternoon	she	had	been	taking	her	dancing	 lesson,	and	 the

afternoon	on	which	the	dancing	master	appeared	was	rather	a	grand	occasion	at
the	 seminary,	 though	 it	 occurred	 every	week.	 The	 pupils	 were	 attired	 in	 their
prettiest	frocks,	and	as	Sara	danced	particularly	well,	she	was	very	much	brought
forward,	 and	 Mariette	 was	 requested	 to	 make	 her	 as	 diaphanous	 and	 fine	 as
possible.
Today	a	frock	the	color	of	a	rose	had	been	put	on	her,	and	Mariette	had	bought



some	real	buds	and	made	her	a	wreath	to	wear	on	her	black	locks.	She	had	been
learning	 a	 new,	 delightful	 dance	 in	 which	 she	 had	 been	 skimming	 and	 flying
about	 the	 room,	 like	 a	 large	 rose-colored	 butterfly,	 and	 the	 enjoyment	 and
exercise	had	brought	a	brilliant,	happy	glow	into	her	face.
When	she	entered	the	room,	she	floated	in	with	a	few	of	the	butterfly	steps—

and	there	sat	Becky,	nodding	her	cap	sideways	off	her	head.
"Oh!"	cried	Sara,	softly,	when	she	saw	her.	"That	poor	thing!"
It	did	not	occur	 to	her	 to	 feel	cross	at	 finding	her	pet	chair	occupied	by	 the

small,	dingy	figure.	To	tell	the	truth,	she	was	quite	glad	to	find	it	there.	When	the
ill-used	heroine	of	her	story	wakened,	she	could	talk	to	her.	She	crept	toward	her
quietly,	and	stood	looking	at	her.	Becky	gave	a	little	snore.
"I	wish	she'd	waken	herself,"	Sara	said.	"I	don't	 like	to	waken	her.	But	Miss

Minchin	would	be	cross	if	she	found	out.	I'll	just	wait	a	few	minutes."
She	 took	 a	 seat	 on	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 table,	 and	 sat	 swinging	 her	 slim,	 rose-

colored	 legs,	 and	wondering	what	 it	would	 be	 best	 to	 do.	Miss	Amelia	might
come	in	at	any	moment,	and	if	she	did,	Becky	would	be	sure	to	be	scolded.
"But	she	is	so	tired,"	she	thought.	"She	is	so	tired!"
A	 piece	 of	 flaming	 coal	 ended	 her	 perplexity	 for	 her	 that	 very	 moment.	 It

broke	off	from	a	large	lump	and	fell	on	to	the	fender.	Becky	started,	and	opened
her	eyes	with	a	frightened	gasp.	She	did	not	know	she	had	fallen	asleep.	She	had
only	sat	down	for	one	moment	and	felt	the	beautiful	glow—and	here	she	found
herself	staring	in	wild	alarm	at	the	wonderful	pupil,	who	sat	perched	quite	near
her,	like	a	rose-colored	fairy,	with	interested	eyes.
She	sprang	up	and	clutched	at	her	cap.	She	felt	 it	dangling	over	her	ear,	and

tried	wildly	 to	 put	 it	 straight.	Oh,	 she	 had	got	 herself	 into	 trouble	 now	with	 a
vengeance!	To	have	impudently	fallen	asleep	on	such	a	young	lady's	chair!	She
would	be	turned	out	of	doors	without	wages.
She	made	a	sound	like	a	big	breathless	sob.
"Oh,	miss!	Oh,	miss!"	she	stuttered.	"I	arst	yer	pardon,	miss!	Oh,	I	do,	miss!"
Sara	jumped	down,	and	came	quite	close	to	her.
"Don't	be	frightened,"	she	said,	quite	as	if	she	had	been	speaking	to	a	little	girl

like	herself.	"It	doesn't	matter	the	least	bit."
"I	 didn't	 go	 to	do	 it,	miss,"	 protested	Becky.	 "It	was	 the	warm	 fire—an'	me

bein'	so	tired.	It—it	WASN'T	impertience!"
Sara	broke	into	a	friendly	little	laugh,	and	put	her	hand	on	her	shoulder.
"You	were	 tired,"	she	said;	"you	could	not	help	 it.	You	are	not	 really	awake

yet."
How	 poor	 Becky	 stared	 at	 her!	 In	 fact,	 she	 had	 never	 heard	 such	 a	 nice,

friendly	 sound	 in	 anyone's	 voice	 before.	 She	was	 used	 to	 being	 ordered	 about



and	 scolded,	 and	 having	 her	 ears	 boxed.	 And	 this	 one—in	 her	 rose-colored
dancing	afternoon	splendor—was	looking	at	her	as	if	she	were	not	a	culprit	at	all
—as	if	she	had	a	right	to	be	tired—even	to	fall	asleep!	The	touch	of	the	soft,	slim
little	paw	on	her	shoulder	was	the	most	amazing	thing	she	had	ever	known.
"Ain't—ain't	yer	angry,	miss?"	she	gasped.	"Ain't	yer	goin'	to	tell	the	missus?"
"No,"	cried	out	Sara.	"Of	course	I'm	not."
The	woeful	fright	in	the	coal-smutted	face	made	her	suddenly	so	sorry	that	she

could	scarcely	bear	it.	One	of	her	queer	thoughts	rushed	into	her	mind.	She	put
her	hand	against	Becky's	cheek.
"Why,"	 she	 said,	 "we	are	 just	 the	 same—I	am	only	a	 little	girl	 like	you.	 It's

just	an	accident	that	I	am	not	you,	and	you	are	not	me!"
Becky	did	not	understand	in	the	least.	Her	mind	could	not	grasp	such	amazing

thoughts,	and	"an	accident"	meant	to	her	a	calamity	in	which	some	one	was	run
over	or	fell	off	a	ladder	and	was	carried	to	"the	'orspital."
"A'	accident,	miss,"	she	fluttered	respectfully.	"Is	it?"
"Yes,"	Sara	answered,	and	she	looked	at	her	dreamily	for	a	moment.	But	the

next	 she	 spoke	 in	a	different	 tone.	She	 realized	 that	Becky	did	not	know	what
she	meant.
"Have	you	done	your	work?"	she	asked.	"Dare	you	stay	here	a	few	minutes?"
Becky	lost	her	breath	again.
"Here,	miss?	Me?"
Sara	ran	to	the	door,	opened	it,	and	looked	out	and	listened.
"No	one	 is	anywhere	about,"	 she	explained.	 "If	your	bedrooms	are	 finished,

perhaps	you	might	stay	a	tiny	while.	I	thought—perhaps—you	might	like	a	piece
of	cake."
The	next	ten	minutes	seemed	to	Becky	like	a	sort	of	delirium.	Sara	opened	a

cupboard,	and	gave	her	a	thick	slice	of	cake.	She	seemed	to	rejoice	when	it	was
devoured	 in	 hungry	 bites.	 She	 talked	 and	 asked	 questions,	 and	 laughed	 until
Becky's	fears	actually	began	to	calm	themselves,	and	she	once	or	twice	gathered
boldness	enough	to	ask	a	question	or	so	herself,	daring	as	she	felt	it	to	be.
"Is	that—"	she	ventured,	looking	longingly	at	the	rose-colored	frock.	And	she

asked	it	almost	in	a	whisper.	"Is	that	there	your	best?"
"It	is	one	of	my	dancing-frocks,"	answered	Sara.	"I	like	it,	don't	you?"
For	 a	 few	 seconds	Becky	was	 almost	 speechless	with	 admiration.	Then	 she

said	in	an	awed	voice,	"Onct	I	see	a	princess.	I	was	standin'	in	the	street	with	the
crowd	outside	Covin'	Garden,	watchin'	 the	swells	go	inter	the	operer.	An'	there
was	one	 everyone	 stared	 at	most.	They	 ses	 to	 each	other,	 'That's	 the	princess.'
She	was	a	growed-up	young	lady,	but	she	was	pink	all	over—gownd	an'	cloak,
an'	flowers	an'	all.	I	called	her	to	mind	the	minnit	I	see	you,	sittin'	there	on	the



table,	miss.	You	looked	like	her."
"I've	often	thought,"	said	Sara,	in	her	reflecting	voice,	"that	I	should	like	to	be

a	 princess;	 I	wonder	what	 it	 feels	 like.	 I	 believe	 I	will	 begin	 pretending	 I	 am
one."
Becky	stared	at	her	admiringly,	and,	as	before,	did	not	understand	her	in	the

least.	 She	 watched	 her	 with	 a	 sort	 of	 adoration.	 Very	 soon	 Sara	 left	 her
reflections	and	turned	to	her	with	a	new	question.
"Becky,"	she	said,	"weren't	you	listening	to	that	story?"
"Yes,	miss,"	confessed	Becky,	a	little	alarmed	again.	"I	knowed	I	hadn't	orter,

but	it	was	that	beautiful	I—I	couldn't	help	it."
"I	liked	you	to	listen	to	it,"	said	Sara.	"If	you	tell	stories,	you	like	nothing	so

much	as	to	tell	them	to	people	who	want	to	listen.	I	don't	know	why	it	is.	Would
you	like	to	hear	the	rest?"
Becky	lost	her	breath	again.
"Me	hear	it?"	she	cried.	"Like	as	if	I	was	a	pupil,	miss!	All	about	the	Prince—

and	 the	 little	 white	Mer-babies	 swimming	 about	 laughing—with	 stars	 in	 their
hair?"
Sara	nodded.
"You	haven't	time	to	hear	it	now,	I'm	afraid,"	she	said;	"but	if	you	will	tell	me

just	what	time	you	come	to	do	my	rooms,	I	will	try	to	be	here	and	tell	you	a	bit
of	it	every	day	until	it	is	finished.	It's	a	lovely	long	one—and	I'm	always	putting
new	bits	to	it."
"Then,"	 breathed	 Becky,	 devoutly,	 "I	 wouldn't	 mind	 HOW	 heavy	 the	 coal

boxes	was—or	WHAT	the	cook	done	to	me,	if—if	I	might	have	that	to	think	of."
"You	may,"	said	Sara.	"I'll	tell	it	ALL	to	you."
When	Becky	went	downstairs,	she	was	not	the	same	Becky	who	had	staggered

up,	loaded	down	by	the	weight	of	the	coal	scuttle.	She	had	an	extra	piece	of	cake
in	her	pocket,	and	she	had	been	fed	and	warmed,	but	not	only	by	cake	and	fire.
Something	else	had	warmed	and	fed	her,	and	the	something	else	was	Sara.
When	she	was	gone	Sara	sat	on	her	favorite	perch	on	the	end	of	her	table.	Her

feet	were	on	a	chair,	her	elbows	on	her	knees,	and	her	chin	in	her	hands.
"If	 I	 WAS	 a	 princess—a	 REAL	 princess,"	 she	 murmured,	 "I	 could	 scatter

largess	 to	 the	populace.	But	even	 if	 I	 am	only	a	pretend	princess,	 I	 can	 invent
little	things	to	do	for	people.	Things	like	this.	She	was	just	as	happy	as	if	it	was
largess.	 I'll	 pretend	 that	 to	 do	 things	 people	 like	 is	 scattering	 largess.	 I've
scattered	largess."



Chapter		6
The	Diamond	Mines
Not	very	long	after	 this	a	very	exciting	thing	happened.	Not	only	Sara,	but	 the
entire	school,	found	it	exciting,	and	made	it	the	chief	subject	of	conversation	for
weeks	 after	 it	 occurred.	 In	 one	 of	 his	 letters	 Captain	 Crewe	 told	 a	 most
interesting	story.	A	friend	who	had	been	at	school	with	him	when	he	was	a	boy
had	unexpectedly	come	to	see	him	in	India.	He	was	the	owner	of	a	large	tract	of
land	upon	which	diamonds	had	been	found,	and	he	was	engaged	in	developing
the	mines.	If	all	went	as	was	confidently	expected,	he	would	become	possessed
of	such	wealth	as	it	made	one	dizzy	to	think	of;	and	because	he	was	fond	of	the
friend	 of	 his	 school	 days,	 he	 had	 given	 him	 an	 opportunity	 to	 share	 in	 this
enormous	fortune	by	becoming	a	partner	in	his	scheme.	This,	at	least,	was	what
Sara	gathered	from	his	letters.	It	is	true	that	any	other	business	scheme,	however
magnificent,	would	have	had	but	small	attraction	for	her	or	for	the	schoolroom;
but	"diamond	mines"	sounded	so	 like	 the	Arabian	Nights	 that	no	one	could	be
indifferent.	Sara	thought	them	enchanting,	and	painted	pictures,	for	Ermengarde
and	Lottie,	of	labyrinthine	passages	in	the	bowels	of	the	earth,	where	sparkling
stones	studded	the	walls	and	roofs	and	ceilings,	and	strange,	dark	men	dug	them
out	with	heavy	picks.	Ermengarde	delighted	in	the	story,	and	Lottie	insisted	on
its	being	retold	to	her	every	evening.	Lavinia	was	very	spiteful	about	it,	and	told
Jessie	that	she	didn't	believe	such	things	as	diamond	mines	existed.
"My	mamma	has	a	diamond	ring	which	cost	forty	pounds,"	she	said.	"And	it	is

not	a	big	one,	either.	If	there	were	mines	full	of	diamonds,	people	would	be	so
rich	it	would	be	ridiculous."
"Perhaps	Sara	will	be	so	rich	that	she	will	be	ridiculous,"	giggled	Jessie.
"She's	ridiculous	without	being	rich,"	Lavinia	sniffed.
"I	believe	you	hate	her,"	said	Jessie.
"No,	 I	 don't,"	 snapped	 Lavinia.	 "But	 I	 don't	 believe	 in	 mines	 full	 of

diamonds."
"Well,	people	have	to	get	them	from	somewhere,"	said	Jessie.	"Lavinia,"	with

a	new	giggle,	"what	do	you	think	Gertrude	says?"
"I	 don't	 know,	 I'm	 sure;	 and	 I	 don't	 care	 if	 it's	 something	 more	 about	 that

everlasting	Sara."



"Well,	it	is.	One	of	her	'pretends'	is	that	she	is	a	princess.	She	plays	it	all	the
time—even	in	school.	She	says	it	makes	her	learn	her	lessons	better.	She	wants
Ermengarde	to	be	one,	too,	but	Ermengarde	says	she	is	too	fat."
"She	IS	too	fat,"	said	Lavinia.	"And	Sara	is	too	thin."
Naturally,	Jessie	giggled	again.
"She	says	it	has	nothing	to	do	with	what	you	look	like,	or	what	you	have.	It

has	only	to	do	with	what	you	THINK	of,	and	what	you	DO."
"I	 suppose	 she	 thinks	 she	 could	 be	 a	 princess	 if	 she	 was	 a	 beggar,"	 said

Lavinia.	"Let	us	begin	to	call	her	Your	Royal	Highness."
Lessons	 for	 the	day	were	over,	 and	 they	were	 sitting	before	 the	 schoolroom

fire,	enjoying	the	time	they	liked	best.	It	was	the	time	when	Miss	Minchin	and
Miss	Amelia	were	 taking	 their	 tea	 in	 the	sitting	room	sacred	 to	 themselves.	At
this	 hour	 a	 great	 deal	 of	 talking	was	 done,	 and	 a	 great	many	 secrets	 changed
hands,	particularly	 if	 the	younger	pupils	behaved	 themselves	well,	 and	did	not
squabble	or	run	about	noisily,	which	it	must	be	confessed	they	usually	did.	When
they	made	an	uproar	the	older	girls	usually	interfered	with	scolding	and	shakes.
They	were	 expected	 to	 keep	 order,	 and	 there	was	 danger	 that	 if	 they	 did	 not,
Miss	Minchin	or	Miss	Amelia	would	appear	and	put	an	end	to	festivities.	Even
as	Lavinia	spoke	the	door	opened	and	Sara	entered	with	Lottie,	whose	habit	was
to	trot	everywhere	after	her	like	a	little	dog.
"There	she	is,	with	that	horrid	child!"	exclaimed	Lavinia	in	a	whisper.	"If	she's

so	 fond	 of	 her,	 why	 doesn't	 she	 keep	 her	 in	 her	 own	 room?	 She	 will	 begin
howling	about	something	in	five	minutes."
It	 happened	 that	Lottie	 had	 been	 seized	with	 a	 sudden	 desire	 to	 play	 in	 the

schoolroom,	and	had	begged	her	adopted	parent	to	come	with	her.	She	joined	a
group	of	little	ones	who	were	playing	in	a	corner.	Sara	curled	herself	up	in	the
window-seat,	opened	a	book,	and	began	to	read.	It	was	a	book	about	the	French
Revolution,	and	she	was	soon	lost	in	a	harrowing	picture	of	the	prisoners	in	the
Bastille—men	who	had	spent	so	many	years	 in	dungeons	 that	when	 they	were
dragged	out	by	those	who	rescued	them,	their	long,	gray	hair	and	beards	almost
hid	 their	 faces,	and	 they	had	forgotten	 that	an	outside	world	existed	at	all,	and
were	like	beings	in	a	dream.
She	 was	 so	 far	 away	 from	 the	 schoolroom	 that	 it	 was	 not	 agreeable	 to	 be

dragged	back	suddenly	by	a	howl	 from	Lottie.	Never	did	 she	 find	anything	so
difficult	 as	 to	 keep	 herself	 from	 losing	 her	 temper	 when	 she	 was	 suddenly
disturbed	while	 absorbed	 in	 a	 book.	 People	who	 are	 fond	 of	 books	 know	 the
feeling	of	irritation	which	sweeps	over	them	at	such	a	moment.	The	temptation
to	be	unreasonable	and	snappish	is	one	not	easy	to	manage.
"It	makes	me	feel	as	if	someone	had	hit	me,"	Sara	had	told	Ermengarde	once



in	confidence.	"And	as	if	I	want	to	hit	back.	I	have	to	remember	things	quickly	to
keep	from	saying	something	ill-tempered."
She	had	to	remember	things	quickly	when	she	laid	her	book	on	the	window-

seat	and	jumped	down	from	her	comfortable	corner.
Lottie	had	been	sliding	across	the	schoolroom	floor,	and,	having	first	irritated

Lavinia	and	Jessie	by	making	a	noise,	had	ended	by	falling	down	and	hurting	her
fat	knee.	She	was	screaming	and	dancing	up	and	down	in	the	midst	of	a	group	of
friends	and	enemies,	who	were	alternately	coaxing	and	scolding	her.
"Stop	this	minute,	you	cry-baby!	Stop	this	minute!"	Lavinia	commanded.
"I'm	not	a	cry-baby	…	I'm	not!"	wailed	Lottie.	"Sara,	Sa—ra!"
"If	she	doesn't	stop,	Miss	Minchin	will	hear	her,"	cried	Jessie.	"Lottie	darling,

I'll	give	you	a	penny!"
"I	don't	want	your	penny,"	sobbed	Lottie;	and	she	looked	down	at	the	fat	knee,

and,	seeing	a	drop	of	blood	on	it,	burst	forth	again.
Sara	flew	across	the	room	and,	kneeling	down,	put	her	arms	round	her.
"Now,	Lottie,"	she	said.	"Now,	Lottie,	you	PROMISED	Sara."
"She	said	I	was	a	cry-baby,"	wept	Lottie.
Sara	patted	her,	but	spoke	in	the	steady	voice	Lottie	knew.
"But	 if	 you	 cry,	 you	 will	 be	 one,	 Lottie	 pet.	 You	 PROMISED."	 Lottie

remembered	that	she	had	promised,	but	she	preferred	to	lift	up	her	voice.
"I	haven't	any	mamma,"	she	proclaimed.	"I	haven't—a	bit—of	mamma."
"Yes,	you	have,"	said	Sara,	cheerfully.	"Have	you	forgotten?	Don't	you	know

that	Sara	is	your	mamma?	Don't	you	want	Sara	for	your	mamma?"
Lottie	cuddled	up	to	her	with	a	consoled	sniff.
"Come	and	sit	in	the	window-seat	with	me,"	Sara	went	on,	"and	I'll	whisper	a

story	to	you."
"Will	 you?"	 whimpered	 Lottie.	 "Will	 you—tell	 me—about	 the	 diamond

mines?"
"The	diamond	mines?"	broke	out	Lavinia.	"Nasty,	little	spoiled	thing,	I	should

like	to	SLAP	her!"
Sara	got	up	quickly	on	her	feet.	It	must	be	remembered	that	she	had	been	very

deeply	absorbed	in	the	book	about	the	Bastille,	and	she	had	had	to	recall	several
things	rapidly	when	she	realized	that	she	must	go	and	take	care	of	her	adopted
child.	She	was	not	an	angel,	and	she	was	not	fond	of	Lavinia.
"Well,"	she	said,	with	some	fire,	"I	should	like	to	slap	YOU—but	I	don't	want

to	slap	you!"	restraining	herself.	"At	least	I	both	want	to	slap	you—and	I	should
LIKE	to	slap	you—but	I	WON'T	slap	you.	We	are	not	little	gutter	children.	We
are	both	old	enough	to	know	better."
Here	was	Lavinia's	opportunity.



"Ah,	 yes,	 your	 royal	 highness,"	 she	 said.	 "We	 are	 princesses,	 I	 believe.	 At
least	one	of	us	 is.	The	school	ought	 to	be	very	 fashionable	now	Miss	Minchin
has	a	princess	for	a	pupil."
Sara	 started	 toward	 her.	 She	 looked	 as	 if	 she	 were	 going	 to	 box	 her	 ears.

Perhaps	she	was.	Her	trick	of	pretending	things	was	the	joy	of	her	life.	She	never
spoke	of	it	to	girls	she	was	not	fond	of.	Her	new	"pretend"	about	being	a	princess
was	very	near	to	her	heart,	and	she	was	shy	and	sensitive	about	it.	She	had	meant
it	 to	 be	 rather	 a	 secret,	 and	 here	was	 Lavinia	 deriding	 it	 before	 nearly	 all	 the
school.	She	felt	the	blood	rush	up	into	her	face	and	tingle	in	her	ears.	She	only
just	saved	herself.	 If	you	were	a	princess,	you	did	not	 fly	 into	rages.	Her	hand
dropped,	and	she	stood	quite	still	a	moment.	When	she	spoke	it	was	in	a	quiet,
steady	voice;	she	held	her	head	up,	and	everybody	listened	to	her.
"It's	true,"	she	said.	"Sometimes	I	do	pretend	I	am	a	princess.	I	pretend	I	am	a

princess,	so	that	I	can	try	and	behave	like	one."
Lavinia	could	not	think	of	exactly	the	right	thing	to	say.	Several	times	she	had

found	that	she	could	not	think	of	a	satisfactory	reply	when	she	was	dealing	with
Sara.	 The	 reason	 for	 this	 was	 that,	 somehow,	 the	 rest	 always	 seemed	 to	 be
vaguely	in	sympathy	with	her	opponent.	She	saw	now	that	they	were	pricking	up
their	ears	 interestedly.	The	 truth	was,	 they	 liked	princesses,	and	 they	all	hoped
they	might	hear	 something	more	definite	about	 this	one,	 and	drew	nearer	Sara
accordingly.
Lavinia	could	only	invent	one	remark,	and	it	fell	rather	flat.
"Dear	me,"	 she	said,	 "I	hope,	when	you	ascend	 the	 throne,	you	won't	 forget

us!"
"I	won't,"	said	Sara,	and	she	did	not	utter	another	word,	but	stood	quite	still,

and	stared	at	her	steadily	as	she	saw	her	take	Jessie's	arm	and	turn	away.
After	this,	the	girls	who	were	jealous	of	her	used	to	speak	of	her	as	"Princess

Sara"	whenever	 they	wished	 to	be	particularly	disdainful,	 and	 those	who	were
fond	of	her	gave	her	the	name	among	themselves	as	a	term	of	affection.	No	one
called	her	"princess"	instead	of	"Sara,"	but	her	adorers	were	much	pleased	with
the	picturesqueness	 and	grandeur	of	 the	 title,	 and	Miss	Minchin,	hearing	of	 it,
mentioned	it	more	than	once	to	visiting	parents,	feeling	that	it	rather	suggested	a
sort	of	royal	boarding	school.
To	Becky	it	seemed	the	most	appropriate	thing	in	the	world.	The	acquaintance

begun	on	the	foggy	afternoon	when	she	had	jumped	up	terrified	from	her	sleep
in	 the	 comfortable	 chair,	 had	 ripened	 and	 grown,	 though	 it	must	 be	 confessed
that	Miss	Minchin	and	Miss	Amelia	knew	very	little	about	it.	They	were	aware
that	 Sara	 was	 "kind"	 to	 the	 scullery	 maid,	 but	 they	 knew	 nothing	 of	 certain
delightful	moments	 snatched	 perilously	 when,	 the	 upstairs	 rooms	 being	 set	 in



order	with	lightning	rapidity,	Sara's	sitting	room	was	reached,	and	the	heavy	coal
box	set	down	with	a	sigh	of	joy.	At	such	times	stories	were	told	by	installments,
things	 of	 a	 satisfying	 nature	were	 either	 produced	 and	 eaten	 or	 hastily	 tucked
into	pockets	to	be	disposed	of	at	night,	when	Becky	went	upstairs	to	her	attic	to
bed.
"But	I	has	to	eat	'em	careful,	miss,"	she	said	once;	"'cos	if	I	leaves	crumbs	the

rats	come	out	to	get	'em."
"Rats!"	exclaimed	Sara,	in	horror.	"Are	there	RATS	there?"
"Lots	of	'em,	miss,"	Becky	answered	in	quite	a	matter-of-fact	manner.	"There

mostly	is	rats	an'	mice	in	attics.	You	gets	used	to	the	noise	they	makes	scuttling
about.	I've	got	so	I	don't	mind	'em	s'	long	as	they	don't	run	over	my	piller."
"Ugh!"	said	Sara.
"You	 gets	 used	 to	 anythin'	 after	 a	 bit,"	 said	 Becky.	 "You	 have	 to,	 miss,	 if

you're	born	a	scullery	maid.	I'd	rather	have	rats	than	cockroaches."
"So	would	I,"	said	Sara;	"I	suppose	you	might	make	friends	with	a	rat	in	time,

but	I	don't	believe	I	should	like	to	make	friends	with	a	cockroach."
Sometimes	Becky	did	not	dare	to	spend	more	than	a	few	minutes	in	the	bright,

warm	 room,	 and	 when	 this	 was	 the	 case	 perhaps	 only	 a	 few	words	 could	 be
exchanged,	 and	 a	 small	 purchase	 slipped	 into	 the	 old-fashioned	 pocket	Becky
carried	under	her	dress	skirt,	tied	round	her	waist	with	a	band	of	tape.	The	search
for	and	discovery	of	 satisfying	 things	 to	eat	which	could	be	packed	 into	 small
compass,	 added	 a	 new	 interest	 to	Sara's	 existence.	When	 she	 drove	 or	walked
out,	she	used	to	look	into	shop	windows	eagerly.	The	first	time	it	occurred	to	her
to	 bring	 home	 two	 or	 three	 little	 meat	 pies,	 she	 felt	 that	 she	 had	 hit	 upon	 a
discovery.	When	she	exhibited	them,	Becky's	eyes	quite	sparkled.
"Oh,	miss!"	she	murmured.	"Them	will	be	nice	an'	fillin.'	It's	fillin'ness	that's

best.	Sponge	cake's	a	 'evenly	 thing,	but	 it	melts	away	 like—if	you	understand,
miss.	These'll	just	STAY	in	yer	stummick."
"Well,"	hesitated	Sara,	"I	don't	think	it	would	be	good	if	they	stayed	always,

but	I	do	believe	they	will	be	satisfying."
They	were	satisfying—and	so	were	beef	sandwiches,	bought	at	a	cook-shop—

and	so	were	rolls	and	Bologna	sausage.	In	time,	Becky	began	to	lose	her	hungry,
tired	feeling,	and	the	coal	box	did	not	seem	so	unbearably	heavy.
However	 heavy	 it	 was,	 and	 whatsoever	 the	 temper	 of	 the	 cook,	 and	 the

hardness	of	the	work	heaped	upon	her	shoulders,	she	had	always	the	chance	of
the	afternoon	to	look	forward	to—the	chance	that	Miss	Sara	would	be	able	to	be
in	 her	 sitting	 room.	 In	 fact,	 the	 mere	 seeing	 of	 Miss	 Sara	 would	 have	 been
enough	without	meat	 pies.	 If	 there	was	 time	 only	 for	 a	 few	words,	 they	were
always	friendly,	merry	words	 that	put	heart	 into	one;	and	 if	 there	was	 time	for



more,	then	there	was	an	installment	of	a	story	to	be	told,	or	some	other	thing	one
remembered	afterward	and	sometimes	lay	awake	in	one's	bed	in	the	attic	to	think
over.	 Sara—who	 was	 only	 doing	 what	 she	 unconsciously	 liked	 better	 than
anything	else,	Nature	having	made	her	for	a	giver—had	not	the	least	idea	what
she	meant	to	poor	Becky,	and	how	wonderful	a	benefactor	she	seemed.	If	Nature
has	made	you	for	a	giver,	your	hands	are	born	open,	and	so	 is	your	heart;	and
though	there	may	be	times	when	your	hands	are	empty,	your	heart	is	always	full,
and	you	can	give	 things	out	of	 that—warm	things,	kind	 things,	sweet	 things—
help	 and	 comfort	 and	 laughter—and	 sometimes	 gay,	 kind	 laughter	 is	 the	 best
help	of	all.
Becky	had	scarcely	known	what	laughter	was	through	all	her	poor,	little	hard-

driven	 life.	Sara	made	her	 laugh,	and	 laughed	with	her;	and,	 though	neither	of
them	quite	knew	it,	the	laughter	was	as	"fillin'"	as	the	meat	pies.
A	 few	weeks	 before	 Sara's	 eleventh	 birthday	 a	 letter	 came	 to	 her	 from	 her

father,	which	did	not	seem	to	be	written	in	such	boyish	high	spirits	as	usual.	He
was	not	 very	well,	 and	was	 evidently	overweighted	by	 the	business	 connected
with	the	diamond	mines.
"You	see,	little	Sara,"	he	wrote,	"your	daddy	is	not	a	businessman	at	all,	and

figures	and	documents	bother	him.	He	does	not	really	understand	them,	and	all
this	 seems	so	enormous.	Perhaps,	 if	 I	was	not	 feverish	 I	 should	not	be	awake,
tossing	 about,	 one	 half	 of	 the	 night	 and	 spend	 the	 other	 half	 in	 troublesome
dreams.	 If	 my	 little	 missus	 were	 here,	 I	 dare	 say	 she	 would	 give	 me	 some
solemn,	good	advice.	You	would,	wouldn't	you,	Little	Missus?"
One	of	his	many	jokes	had	been	to	call	her	his	"little	missus"	because	she	had

such	an	old-fashioned	air.
He	had	made	wonderful	preparations	for	her	birthday.	Among	other	things,	a

new	 doll	 had	 been	 ordered	 in	 Paris,	 and	 her	 wardrobe	 was	 to	 be,	 indeed,	 a
marvel	of	 splendid	perfection.	When	she	had	 replied	 to	 the	 letter	asking	her	 if
the	doll	would	be	an	acceptable	present,	Sara	had	been	very	quaint.
"I	am	getting	very	old,"	she	wrote;	"you	see,	I	shall	never	live	to	have	another

doll	given	me.	This	will	be	my	last	doll.	There	is	something	solemn	about	it.	If	I
could	write	poetry,	I	am	sure	a	poem	about	'A	Last	Doll'	would	be	very	nice.	But
I	cannot	write	poetry.	I	have	tried,	and	it	made	me	laugh.	It	did	not	sound	like
Watts	or	Coleridge	or	Shakespeare	at	all.	No	one	could	ever	take	Emily's	place,
but	 I	 should	 respect	 the	Last	Doll	very	much;	and	 I	am	sure	 the	 school	would
love	it.	They	all	like	dolls,	though	some	of	the	big	ones—the	almost	fifteen	ones
—pretend	they	are	too	grown	up."
Captain	 Crewe	 had	 a	 splitting	 headache	 when	 he	 read	 this	 letter	 in	 his

bungalow	 in	 India.	 The	 table	 before	 him	 was	 heaped	 with	 papers	 and	 letters



which	were	alarming	him	and	filling	him	with	anxious	dread,	but	he	laughed	as
he	had	not	laughed	for	weeks.
"Oh,"	he	said,	"she's	better	fun	every	year	she	lives.	God	grant	 this	business

may	right	itself	and	leave	me	free	to	run	home	and	see	her.	What	wouldn't	I	give
to	have	her	little	arms	round	my	neck	this	minute!	What	WOULDN'T	I	give!"
The	birthday	was	to	be	celebrated	by	great	festivities.	The	schoolroom	was	to

be	 decorated,	 and	 there	 was	 to	 be	 a	 party.	 The	 boxes	 containing	 the	 presents
were	 to	 be	 opened	with	 great	 ceremony,	 and	 there	was	 to	 be	 a	 glittering	 feast
spread	 in	Miss	Minchin's	 sacred	 room.	When	 the	day	arrived	 the	whole	house
was	 in	 a	 whirl	 of	 excitement.	 How	 the	 morning	 passed	 nobody	 quite	 knew,
because	there	seemed	such	preparations	to	be	made.	The	schoolroom	was	being
decked	with	garlands	of	holly;	the	desks	had	been	moved	away,	and	red	covers
had	been	put	on	the	forms	which	were	arrayed	round	the	room	against	the	wall.
When	Sara	went	into	her	sitting	room	in	the	morning,	she	found	on	the	table	a

small,	 dumpy	 package,	 tied	 up	 in	 a	 piece	 of	 brown	 paper.	 She	 knew	 it	was	 a
present,	 and	 she	 thought	 she	 could	 guess	 whom	 it	 came	 from.	 She	 opened	 it
quite	 tenderly.	 It	was	a	square	pincushion,	made	of	not	quite	clean	red	flannel,
and	black	pins	had	been	stuck	carefully	into	it	to	form	the	words,	"Menny	hapy
returns."
"Oh!"	cried	Sara,	with	a	warm	feeling	in	her	heart.	"What	pains	she	has	taken!

I	like	it	so,	it—it	makes	me	feel	sorrowful."
But	the	next	moment	she	was	mystified.	On	the	under	side	of	the	pincushion

was	secured	a	card,	bearing	in	neat	letters	the	name	"Miss	Amelia	Minchin."
Sara	turned	it	over	and	over.
"Miss	Amelia!"	she	said	to	herself	"How	CAN	it	be!"
And	just	at	that	very	moment	she	heard	the	door	being	cautiously	pushed	open

and	saw	Becky	peeping	round	it.
There	was	an	affectionate,	happy	grin	on	her	 face,	and	she	shuffled	 forward

and	stood	nervously	pulling	at	her	fingers.
"Do	yer	like	it,	Miss	Sara?"	she	said.	"Do	yer?"
"Like	it?"	cried	Sara.	"You	darling	Becky,	you	made	it	all	yourself."
Becky	gave	a	hysteric	but	 joyful	sniff,	and	her	eyes	 looked	quite	moist	with

delight.
"It	ain't	nothin'	but	flannin,	an'	the	flannin	ain't	new;	but	I	wanted	to	give	yer

somethin'	an'	I	made	it	of	nights.	I	knew	yer	could	PRETEND	it	was	satin	with
diamond	 pins	 in.	 _I_	 tried	 to	 when	 I	 was	 makin'	 it.	 The	 card,	 miss,"	 rather
doubtfully;	"'t	warn't	wrong	of	me	to	pick	it	up	out	o'	the	dust-bin,	was	it?	Miss
'Meliar	had	throwed	it	away.	I	hadn't	no	card	o'	my	own,	an'	I	knowed	it	wouldn't
be	a	proper	presink	if	I	didn't	pin	a	card	on—so	I	pinned	Miss	'Meliar's."



Sara	 flew	at	 her	 and	hugged	her.	She	 could	not	 have	 told	herself	 or	 anyone
else	why	there	was	a	lump	in	her	throat.
"Oh,	Becky!"	she	cried	out,	with	a	queer	 little	 laugh,	"I	 love	you,	Becky—I

do,	I	do!"
"Oh,	miss!"	breathed	Becky.	"Thank	yer,	miss,	kindly;	it	ain't	good	enough	for

that.	The—the	flannin	wasn't	new."



Chapter		7
The	Diamond	Mines	Again
When	Sara	entered	the	holly-hung	schoolroom	in	the	afternoon,	she	did	so	as	the
head	of	a	sort	of	procession.	Miss	Minchin,	in	her	grandest	silk	dress,	led	her	by
the	hand.	A	manservant	 followed,	carrying	 the	box	containing	 the	Last	Doll,	 a
housemaid	carried	a	second	box,	and	Becky	brought	up	the	rear,	carrying	a	third
and	wearing	a	clean	apron	and	a	new	cap.	Sara	would	have	much	preferred	 to
enter	in	the	usual	way,	but	Miss	Minchin	had	sent	for	her,	and,	after	an	interview
in	her	private	sitting	room,	had	expressed	her	wishes.
"This	is	not	an	ordinary	occasion,"	she	said.	"I	do	not	desire	that	it	should	be

treated	as	one."
So	Sara	was	led	grandly	in	and	felt	shy	when,	on	her	entry,	the	big	girls	stared

at	 her	 and	 touched	 each	 other's	 elbows,	 and	 the	 little	 ones	 began	 to	 squirm
joyously	in	their	seats.
"Silence,	 young	 ladies!"	 said	 Miss	 Minchin,	 at	 the	 murmur	 which	 arose.

"James,	place	the	box	on	the	table	and	remove	the	lid.	Emma,	put	yours	upon	a
chair.	Becky!"	suddenly	and	severely.
Becky	 had	 quite	 forgotten	 herself	 in	 her	 excitement,	 and	 was	 grinning	 at

Lottie,	who	was	wriggling	with	 rapturous	expectation.	She	almost	dropped	her
box,	the	disapproving	voice	so	startled	her,	and	her	frightened,	bobbing	curtsy	of
apology	was	so	funny	that	Lavinia	and	Jessie	tittered.
"It	 is	 not	 your	 place	 to	 look	 at	 the	 young	 ladies,"	 said	Miss	Minchin.	 "You

forget	yourself.	Put	your	box	down."
Becky	obeyed	with	alarmed	haste	and	hastily	backed	toward	the	door.
"You	may	leave	us,"	Miss	Minchin	announced	to	the	servants	with	a	wave	of

her	hand.
Becky	 stepped	 aside	 respectfully	 to	 allow	 the	 superior	 servants	 to	 pass	 out

first.	 She	 could	 not	 help	 casting	 a	 longing	 glance	 at	 the	 box	 on	 the	 table.
Something	 made	 of	 blue	 satin	 was	 peeping	 from	 between	 the	 folds	 of	 tissue
paper.
"If	you	please,	Miss	Minchin,"	said	Sara,	suddenly,	"mayn't	Becky	stay?"
It	was	a	bold	 thing	 to	do.	Miss	Minchin	was	betrayed	 into	something	 like	a

slight	 jump.	 Then	 she	 put	 her	 eyeglass	 up,	 and	 gazed	 at	 her	 show	 pupil



disturbedly.
"Becky!"	she	exclaimed.	"My	dearest	Sara!"
Sara	advanced	a	step	toward	her.
"I	want	her	because	I	know	she	will	 like	to	see	the	presents,"	she	explained.

"She	is	a	little	girl,	too,	you	know."
Miss	Minchin	was	scandalized.	She	glanced	from	one	figure	to	the	other.
"My	dear	Sara,"	she	said,	"Becky	is	the	scullery	maid.	Scullery	maids—er—

are	not	little	girls."
It	really	had	not	occurred	to	her	to	think	of	them	in	that	light.	Scullery	maids

were	machines	who	carried	coal	scuttles	and	made	fires.
"But	Becky	is,"	said	Sara.	"And	I	know	she	would	enjoy	herself.	Please	let	her

stay—because	it	is	my	birthday."
Miss	Minchin	replied	with	much	dignity:
"As	you	ask	it	as	a	birthday	favor—she	may	stay.	Rebecca,	 thank	Miss	Sara

for	her	great	kindness."
Becky	 had	 been	 backing	 into	 the	 corner,	 twisting	 the	 hem	 of	 her	 apron	 in

delighted	suspense.	She	came	forward,	bobbing	curtsies,	but	between	Sara's	eyes
and	 her	 own	 there	 passed	 a	 gleam	of	 friendly	 understanding,	while	 her	words
tumbled	over	each	other.
"Oh,	 if	 you	please,	miss!	 I'm	 that	 grateful,	miss!	 I	 did	want	 to	 see	 the	 doll,

miss,	that	I	did.	Thank	you,	miss.	And	thank	you,	ma'am,"—turning	and	making
an	alarmed	bob	to	Miss	Minchin—"for	letting	me	take	the	liberty."
Miss	Minchin	waved	her	hand	again—this	time	it	was	in	the	direction	of	the

corner	near	the	door.
"Go	and	stand	there,"	she	commanded.	"Not	too	near	the	young	ladies."
Becky	went	 to	her	place,	grinning.	She	did	not	 care	where	 she	was	 sent,	 so

that	 she	 might	 have	 the	 luck	 of	 being	 inside	 the	 room,	 instead	 of	 being
downstairs	in	the	scullery,	while	these	delights	were	going	on.	She	did	not	even
mind	when	Miss	Minchin	cleared	her	throat	ominously	and	spoke	again.
"Now,	young	ladies,	I	have	a	few	words	to	say	to	you,"	she	announced.
"She's	 going	 to	make	 a	 speech,"	whispered	 one	 of	 the	 girls.	 "I	wish	 it	 was

over."
Sara	felt	rather	uncomfortable.	As	this	was	her	party,	it	was	probable	that	the

speech	was	about	her.	 It	 is	not	 agreeable	 to	 stand	 in	 a	 schoolroom	and	have	a
speech	made	about	you.
"You	are	aware,	young	ladies,"	the	speech	began—for	it	was	a	speech—"that

dear	Sara	is	eleven	years	old	today."
"DEAR	Sara!"	murmured	Lavinia.
"Several	of	you	here	have	also	been	eleven	years	old,	but	Sara's	birthdays	are



rather	different	 from	other	 little	girls'	birthdays.	When	she	 is	older	 she	will	be
heiress	 to	 a	 large	 fortune,	which	 it	will	 be	 her	 duty	 to	 spend	 in	 a	meritorious
manner."
"The	diamond	mines,"	giggled	Jessie,	in	a	whisper.
Sara	did	not	hear	her;	but	as	she	stood	with	her	green-gray	eyes	fixed	steadily

on	Miss	Minchin,	she	felt	herself	growing	rather	hot.	When	Miss	Minchin	talked
about	money,	she	felt	somehow	that	she	always	hated	her—and,	of	course,	it	was
disrespectful	to	hate	grown-up	people.
"When	 her	 dear	 papa,	Captain	Crewe,	 brought	 her	 from	 India	 and	 gave	 her

into	my	care,"	the	speech	proceeded,	"he	said	to	me,	in	a	jesting	way,	'I	am	afraid
she	 will	 be	 very	 rich,	 Miss	 Minchin.'	 My	 reply	 was,	 'Her	 education	 at	 my
seminary,	Captain	Crewe,	 shall	be	 such	as	will	 adorn	 the	 largest	 fortune.'	Sara
has	 become	 my	 most	 accomplished	 pupil.	 Her	 French	 and	 her	 dancing	 are	 a
credit	to	the	seminary.	Her	manners—which	have	caused	you	to	call	her	Princess
Sara—are	 perfect.	 Her	 amiability	 she	 exhibits	 by	 giving	 you	 this	 afternoon's
party.	 I	 hope	 you	 appreciate	 her	 generosity.	 I	 wish	 you	 to	 express	 your
appreciation	of	it	by	saying	aloud	all	together,	'Thank	you,	Sara!'"
The	 entire	 schoolroom	 rose	 to	 its	 feet	 as	 it	 had	 done	 the	 morning	 Sara

remembered	so	well.
"Thank	you,	Sara!"	it	said,	and	it	must	be	confessed	that	Lottie	jumped	up	and

down.	Sara	 looked	 rather	 shy	 for	 a	moment.	She	made	a	curtsy—and	 it	was	a
very	nice	one.
"Thank	you,"	she	said,	"for	coming	to	my	party."
"Very	 pretty,	 indeed,	 Sara,"	 approved	 Miss	 Minchin.	 "That	 is	 what	 a	 real

princess	 does	 when	 the	 populace	 applauds	 her.	 Lavinia"—scathingly—"the
sound	 you	 just	 made	 was	 extremely	 like	 a	 snort.	 If	 you	 are	 jealous	 of	 your
fellow-pupil,	 I	 beg	 you	 will	 express	 your	 feelings	 in	 some	 more	 lady-like
manner.	Now	I	will	leave	you	to	enjoy	yourselves."
The	instant	she	had	swept	out	of	the	room	the	spell	her	presence	always	had

upon	 them	 was	 broken.	 The	 door	 had	 scarcely	 closed	 before	 every	 seat	 was
empty.	The	little	girls	jumped	or	tumbled	out	of	theirs;	the	older	ones	wasted	no
time	in	deserting	theirs.	There	was	a	rush	toward	the	boxes.	Sara	had	bent	over
one	of	them	with	a	delighted	face.
"These	are	books,	I	know,"	she	said.
The	little	children	broke	into	a	rueful	murmur,	and	Ermengarde	looked	aghast.
"Does	 your	 papa	 send	 you	 books	 for	 a	 birthday	 present?"	 she	 exclaimed.

"Why,	he's	as	bad	as	mine.	Don't	open	them,	Sara."
"I	like	them,"	Sara	laughed,	but	she	turned	to	the	biggest	box.	When	she	took

out	the	Last	Doll	it	was	so	magnificent	that	the	children	uttered	delighted	groans



of	joy,	and	actually	drew	back	to	gaze	at	it	in	breathless	rapture.
"She	is	almost	as	big	as	Lottie,"	someone	gasped.
Lottie	clapped	her	hands	and	danced	about,	giggling.
"She's	dressed	for	the	theater,"	said	Lavinia.	"Her	cloak	is	lined	with	ermine."
"Oh,"	cried	Ermengarde,	darting	forward,	"she	has	an	opera-glass	in	her	hand

—a	blue-and-gold	one!"
"Here	is	her	trunk,"	said	Sara.	"Let	us	open	it	and	look	at	her	things."
She	 sat	 down	 upon	 the	 floor	 and	 turned	 the	 key.	 The	 children	 crowded

clamoring	 around	 her,	 as	 she	 lifted	 tray	 after	 tray	 and	 revealed	 their	 contents.
Never	had	the	schoolroom	been	in	such	an	uproar.	There	were	lace	collars	and
silk	stockings	and	handkerchiefs;	 there	was	a	 jewel	case	containing	a	necklace
and	a	tiara	which	looked	quite	as	if	they	were	made	of	real	diamonds;	there	was
a	 long	 sealskin	 and	 muff,	 there	 were	 ball	 dresses	 and	 walking	 dresses	 and
visiting	dresses;	there	were	hats	and	tea	gowns	and	fans.	Even	Lavinia	and	Jessie
forgot	 that	 they	were	 too	elderly	 to	care	 for	dolls,	 and	uttered	exclamations	of
delight	and	caught	up	things	to	look	at	them.
"Suppose,"	Sara	said,	as	she	stood	by	 the	 table,	putting	a	 large,	black-velvet

hat	 on	 the	 impassively	 smiling	 owner	 of	 all	 these	 splendors—"suppose	 she
understands	human	talk	and	feels	proud	of	being	admired."
"You	 are	 always	 supposing	 things,"	 said	 Lavinia,	 and	 her	 air	 was	 very

superior.
"I	 know	 I	 am,"	 answered	Sara,	 undisturbedly.	 "I	 like	 it.	There	 is	 nothing	 so

nice	 as	 supposing.	 It's	 almost	 like	 being	 a	 fairy.	 If	 you	 suppose	 anything	 hard
enough	it	seems	as	if	it	were	real."
"It's	 all	 very	 well	 to	 suppose	 things	 if	 you	 have	 everything,"	 said	 Lavinia.

"Could	you	suppose	and	pretend	if	you	were	a	beggar	and	lived	in	a	garret?"
Sara	stopped	arranging	the	Last	Doll's	ostrich	plumes,	and	looked	thoughtful.
"I	 BELIEVE	 I	 could,"	 she	 said.	 "If	 one	 was	 a	 beggar,	 one	 would	 have	 to

suppose	and	pretend	all	the	time.	But	it	mightn't	be	easy."
She	often	 thought	afterward	how	strange	 it	was	 that	 just	as	she	had	finished

saying	this—just	at	that	very	moment—Miss	Amelia	came	into	the	room.
"Sara,"	 she	 said,	 "your	 papa's	 solicitor,	Mr.	 Barrow,	 has	 called	 to	 see	Miss

Minchin,	and,	as	she	must	talk	to	him	alone	and	the	refreshments	are	laid	in	her
parlor,	you	had	all	better	come	and	have	your	 feast	now,	 so	 that	my	sister	can
have	her	interview	here	in	the	schoolroom."
Refreshments	were	not	likely	to	be	disdained	at	any	hour,	and	many	pairs	of

eyes	 gleamed.	 Miss	 Amelia	 arranged	 the	 procession	 into	 decorum,	 and	 then,
with	 Sara	 at	 her	 side	 heading	 it,	 she	 led	 it	 away,	 leaving	 the	Last	Doll	 sitting
upon	a	chair	with	 the	glories	of	her	wardrobe	 scattered	about	her;	dresses	and



coats	 hung	 upon	 chair	 backs,	 piles	 of	 lace-frilled	 petticoats	 lying	 upon	 their
seats.
Becky,	who	was	not	expected	to	partake	of	refreshments,	had	the	indiscretion

to	linger	a	moment	to	look	at	these	beauties—it	really	was	an	indiscretion.
"Go	back	to	your	work,	Becky,"	Miss	Amelia	had	said;	but	she	had	stopped	to

pick	up	reverently	 first	a	muff	and	 then	a	coat,	and	while	she	stood	 looking	at
them	adoringly,	she	heard	Miss	Minchin	upon	the	threshold,	and,	being	smitten
with	terror	at	the	thought	of	being	accused	of	taking	liberties,	she	rashly	darted
under	the	table,	which	hid	her	by	its	tablecloth.
Miss	Minchin	came	into	the	room,	accompanied	by	a	sharp-featured,	dry	little

gentleman,	who	looked	rather	disturbed.	Miss	Minchin	herself	also	looked	rather
disturbed,	it	must	be	admitted,	and	she	gazed	at	the	dry	little	gentleman	with	an
irritated	and	puzzled	expression.
She	sat	down	with	stiff	dignity,	and	waved	him	to	a	chair.
"Pray,	be	seated,	Mr.	Barrow,"	she	said.
Mr.	Barrow	did	 not	 sit	 down	 at	 once.	His	 attention	 seemed	 attracted	 by	 the

Last	 Doll	 and	 the	 things	which	 surrounded	 her.	 He	 settled	 his	 eyeglasses	 and
looked	 at	 them	 in	 nervous	 disapproval.	 The	Last	Doll	 herself	 did	 not	 seem	 to
mind	this	in	the	least.	She	merely	sat	upright	and	returned	his	gaze	indifferently.
"A	 hundred	 pounds,"	 Mr.	 Barrow	 remarked	 succinctly.	 "All	 expensive

material,	and	made	at	a	Parisian	modiste's.	He	spent	money	lavishly	enough,	that
young	man."
Miss	Minchin	 felt	 offended.	This	 seemed	 to	 be	 a	 disparagement	 of	 her	 best

patron	and	was	a	liberty.
Even	solicitors	had	no	right	to	take	liberties.
"I	beg	your	pardon,	Mr.	Barrow,"	she	said	stiffly.	"I	do	not	understand."
"Birthday	presents,"	said	Mr.	Barrow	in	the	same	critical	manner,	"to	a	child

eleven	years	old!	Mad	extravagance,	I	call	it."
Miss	Minchin	drew	herself	up	still	more	rigidly.
"Captain	Crewe	is	a	man	of	fortune,"	she	said.	"The	diamond	mines	alone—"
Mr.	Barrow	wheeled	round	upon	her.	"Diamond	mines!"	he	broke	out.	"There

are	none!	Never	were!"
Miss	Minchin	actually	got	up	from	her	chair.
"What!"	she	cried.	"What	do	you	mean?"
"At	 any	 rate,"	 answered	Mr.	 Barrow,	 quite	 snappishly,	 "it	 would	 have	 been

much	better	if	there	never	had	been	any."
"Any	 diamond	mines?"	 ejaculated	Miss	Minchin,	 catching	 at	 the	 back	 of	 a

chair	and	feeling	as	if	a	splendid	dream	was	fading	away	from	her.
"Diamond	mines	spell	ruin	oftener	 than	they	spell	wealth,"	said	Mr.	Barrow.



"When	 a	man	 is	 in	 the	 hands	 of	 a	 very	 dear	 friend	 and	 is	 not	 a	 businessman
himself,	 he	 had	 better	 steer	 clear	 of	 the	 dear	 friend's	 diamond	mines,	 or	 gold
mines,	or	any	other	kind	of	mines	dear	friends	want	his	money	to	put	into.	The
late	Captain	Crewe—"
Here	Miss	Minchin	stopped	him	with	a	gasp.
"The	LATE	Captain	Crewe!"	 she	 cried	out.	 "The	LATE!	You	don't	 come	 to

tell	me	that	Captain	Crewe	is—"
"He's	dead,	ma'am,"	Mr.	Barrow	answered	with	 jerky	brusqueness.	 "Died	of

jungle	 fever	 and	business	 troubles	 combined.	The	 jungle	 fever	might	 not	 have
killed	 him	 if	 he	 had	 not	 been	 driven	 mad	 by	 the	 business	 troubles,	 and	 the
business	 troubles	might	not	have	put	an	end	 to	him	if	 the	 jungle	 fever	had	not
assisted.	Captain	Crewe	is	dead!"
Miss	Minchin	dropped	 into	her	chair	again.	The	words	he	had	spoken	 filled

her	with	alarm.
"What	WERE	his	business	troubles?"	she	said.	"What	WERE	they?"
"Diamond	mines,"	answered	Mr.	Barrow,	"and	dear	friends—and	ruin."
Miss	Minchin	lost	her	breath.
"Ruin!"	she	gasped	out.
"Lost	every	penny.	That	young	man	had	too	much	money.	The	dear	friend	was

mad	on	the	subject	of	the	diamond	mine.	He	put	all	his	own	money	into	it,	and
all	Captain	Crewe's.	Then	the	dear	friend	ran	away—Captain	Crewe	was	already
stricken	with	fever	when	the	news	came.	The	shock	was	too	much	for	him.	He
died	delirious,	raving	about	his	little	girl—and	didn't	leave	a	penny."
Now	Miss	Minchin	understood,	and	never	had	she	received	such	a	blow	in	her

life.	Her	show	pupil,	her	show	patron,	swept	away	from	the	Select	Seminary	at
one	 blow.	 She	 felt	 as	 if	 she	 had	 been	 outraged	 and	 robbed,	 and	 that	 Captain
Crewe	and	Sara	and	Mr.	Barrow	were	equally	to	blame.
"Do	you	mean	to	tell	me,"	she	cried	out,	"that	he	left	NOTHING!	That	Sara

will	have	no	fortune!	That	the	child	is	a	beggar!	That	she	is	left	on	my	hands	a
little	pauper	instead	of	an	heiress?"
Mr.	Barrow	was	a	 shrewd	businessman,	 and	 felt	 it	 as	well	 to	make	his	own

freedom	from	responsibility	quite	clear	without	any	delay.
"She	is	certainly	left	a	beggar,"	he	replied.	"And	she	is	certainly	left	on	your

hands,	ma'am—as	she	hasn't	a	relation	in	the	world	that	we	know	of."
Miss	Minchin	 started	 forward.	 She	 looked	 as	 if	 she	was	 going	 to	 open	 the

door	and	rush	out	of	the	room	to	stop	the	festivities	going	on	joyfully	and	rather
noisily	that	moment	over	the	refreshments.
"It	is	monstrous!"	she	said.	"She's	in	my	sitting	room	at	this	moment,	dressed

in	silk	gauze	and	lace	petticoats,	giving	a	party	at	my	expense."



"She's	giving	it	at	your	expense,	madam,	if	she's	giving	it,"	said	Mr.	Barrow,
calmly.	"Barrow	&	Skipworth	are	not	responsible	for	anything.	There	never	was
a	 cleaner	 sweep	made	 of	 a	man's	 fortune.	Captain	Crewe	died	without	 paying
OUR	last	bill—and	it	was	a	big	one."
Miss	Minchin	 turned	back	 from	 the	door	 in	 increased	 indignation.	This	was

worse	than	anyone	could	have	dreamed	of	its	being.
"That	 is	what	has	happened	 to	me!"	 she	cried.	 "I	was	always	 so	 sure	of	his

payments	that	I	went	to	all	sorts	of	ridiculous	expenses	for	the	child.	I	paid	the
bills	for	that	ridiculous	doll	and	her	ridiculous	fantastic	wardrobe.	The	child	was
to	have	anything	she	wanted.	She	has	a	carriage	and	a	pony	and	a	maid,	and	I've
paid	for	all	of	them	since	the	last	cheque	came."
Mr.	Barrow	evidently	did	not	 intend	 to	 remain	 to	 listen	 to	 the	story	of	Miss

Minchin's	grievances	after	he	had	made	the	position	of	his	firm	clear	and	related
the	mere	dry	facts.	He	did	not	feel	any	particular	sympathy	for	irate	keepers	of
boarding	schools.
"You	had	better	not	pay	for	anything	more,	ma'am,"	he	remarked,	"unless	you

want	to	make	presents	to	the	young	lady.	No	one	will	remember	you.	She	hasn't
a	brass	farthing	to	call	her	own."
"But	what	am	I	to	do?"	demanded	Miss	Minchin,	as	if	she	felt	it	entirely	his

duty	to	make	the	matter	right.	"What	am	I	to	do?"
"There	 isn't	anything	 to	do,"	said	Mr.	Barrow,	 folding	up	his	eyeglasses	and

slipping	them	into	his	pocket.	"Captain	Crewe	is	dead.	The	child	is	left	a	pauper.
Nobody	is	responsible	for	her	but	you."
"I	am	not	responsible	for	her,	and	I	refuse	to	be	made	responsible!"
Miss	Minchin	became	quite	white	with	rage.
Mr.	Barrow	turned	to	go.
"I	have	nothing	 to	do	with	 that,	madam,"	he	said	uninterestedly.	 "Barrow	&

Skipworth	are	not	responsible.	Very	sorry	the	thing	has	happened,	of	course."
"If	you	think	she	is	 to	be	foisted	off	on	me,	you	are	greatly	mistaken,"	Miss

Minchin	gasped.	"I	have	been	robbed	and	cheated;	I	will	turn	her	into	the	street!"
If	she	had	not	been	so	furious,	she	would	have	been	too	discreet	to	say	quite

so	 much.	 She	 saw	 herself	 burdened	 with	 an	 extravagantly	 brought-up	 child
whom	she	had	always	resented,	and	she	lost	all	self-control.
Mr.	Barrow	undisturbedly	moved	toward	the	door.
"I	 wouldn't	 do	 that,	 madam,"	 he	 commented;	 "it	 wouldn't	 look	 well.

Unpleasant	 story	 to	 get	 about	 in	 connection	 with	 the	 establishment.	 Pupil
bundled	out	penniless	and	without	friends."
He	 was	 a	 clever	 business	 man,	 and	 he	 knew	what	 he	 was	 saying.	 He	 also

knew	that	Miss	Minchin	was	a	business	woman,	and	would	be	shrewd	enough	to



see	the	truth.	She	could	not	afford	to	do	a	thing	which	would	make	people	speak
of	her	as	cruel	and	hard-hearted.
"Better	 keep	 her	 and	 make	 use	 of	 her,"	 he	 added.	 "She's	 a	 clever	 child,	 I

believe.	You	can	get	a	good	deal	out	of	her	as	she	grows	older."
"I	will	 get	 a	 good	deal	 out	 of	 her	 before	 she	 grows	older!"	 exclaimed	Miss

Minchin.
"I	am	sure	you	will,	ma'am,"	said	Mr.	Barrow,	with	a	little	sinister	smile.	"I	am

sure	you	will.	Good	morning!"
He	bowed	himself	out	and	closed	the	door,	and	it	must	be	confessed	that	Miss

Minchin	stood	for	a	few	moments	and	glared	at	it.	What	he	had	said	was	quite
true.	She	knew	it.	She	had	absolutely	no	redress.	Her	show	pupil	had	melted	into
nothingness,	 leaving	only	 a	 friendless,	 beggared	 little	 girl.	 Such	money	 as	 she
herself	had	advanced	was	lost	and	could	not	be	regained.
And	as	she	stood	there	breathless	under	her	sense	of	injury,	there	fell	upon	her

ears	a	burst	of	gay	voices	from	her	own	sacred	room,	which	had	actually	been
given	up	to	the	feast.	She	could	at	least	stop	this.
But	as	she	started	toward	the	door	it	was	opened	by	Miss	Amelia,	who,	when

she	caught	sight	of	the	changed,	angry	face,	fell	back	a	step	in	alarm.
"What	IS	the	matter,	sister?"	she	ejaculated.
Miss	Minchin's	voice	was	almost	fierce	when	she	answered:
"Where	is	Sara	Crewe?"
Miss	Amelia	was	bewildered.
"Sara!"	 she	 stammered.	 "Why,	 she's	 with	 the	 children	 in	 your	 room,	 of

course."
"Has	she	a	black	frock	in	her	sumptuous	wardrobe?"—in	bitter	irony.
"A	black	frock?"	Miss	Amelia	stammered	again.	"A	BLACK	one?"
"She	has	frocks	of	every	other	color.	Has	she	a	black	one?"
Miss	Amelia	began	to	turn	pale.
"No—ye-es!"	she	said.	"But	it	is	too	short	for	her.	She	has	only	the	old	black

velvet,	and	she	has	outgrown	it."
"Go	and	tell	her	to	take	off	that	preposterous	pink	silk	gauze,	and	put	the	black

one	on,	whether	it	is	too	short	or	not.	She	has	done	with	finery!"
Then	Miss	Amelia	began	to	wring	her	fat	hands	and	cry.
"Oh,	sister!"	she	sniffed.	"Oh,	sister!	What	CAN	have	happened?"
Miss	Minchin	wasted	no	words.
"Captain	 Crewe	 is	 dead,"	 she	 said.	 "He	 has	 died	 without	 a	 penny.	 That

spoiled,	pampered,	fanciful	child	is	left	a	pauper	on	my	hands."
Miss	Amelia	sat	down	quite	heavily	in	the	nearest	chair.
"Hundreds	of	pounds	have	I	spent	on	nonsense	for	her.	And	I	shall	never	see	a



penny	of	it.	Put	a	stop	to	this	ridiculous	party	of	hers.	Go	and	make	her	change
her	frock	at	once."
"I?"	panted	Miss	Amelia.	"M-must	I	go	and	tell	her	now?"
"This	moment!"	was	the	fierce	answer.	"Don't	sit	staring	like	a	goose.	Go!"
Poor	Miss	Amelia	was	accustomed	to	being	called	a	goose.	She	knew,	in	fact,

that	 she	was	 rather	 a	 goose,	 and	 that	 it	 was	 left	 to	 geese	 to	 do	 a	 great	many
disagreeable	things.	It	was	a	somewhat	embarrassing	thing	to	go	into	the	midst
of	a	room	full	of	delighted	children,	and	tell	 the	giver	of	the	feast	 that	she	had
suddenly	been	transformed	into	a	little	beggar,	and	must	go	upstairs	and	put	on
an	old	black	frock	which	was	too	small	for	her.	But	the	thing	must	be	done.	This
was	evidently	not	the	time	when	questions	might	be	asked.
She	rubbed	her	eyes	with	her	handkerchief	until	they	looked	quite	red.	After

which	 she	 got	 up	 and	went	 out	 of	 the	 room,	without	 venturing	 to	 say	 another
word.	When	 her	 older	 sister	 looked	 and	 spoke	 as	 she	 had	 done	 just	 now,	 the
wisest	course	to	pursue	was	to	obey	orders	without	any	comment.	Miss	Minchin
walked	 across	 the	 room.	She	 spoke	 to	 herself	 aloud	without	 knowing	 that	 she
was	doing	it.	During	the	last	year	the	story	of	the	diamond	mines	had	suggested
all	 sorts	 of	 possibilities	 to	 her.	 Even	 proprietors	 of	 seminaries	 might	 make
fortunes	in	stocks,	with	the	aid	of	owners	of	mines.	And	now,	instead	of	looking
forward	to	gains,	she	was	left	to	look	back	upon	losses.
"The	Princess	Sara,	indeed!"	she	said.	"The	child	has	been	pampered	as	if	she

were	a	QUEEN."	She	was	sweeping	angrily	past	the	corner	table	as	she	said	it,
and	 the	 next	moment	 she	 started	 at	 the	 sound	 of	 a	 loud,	 sobbing	 sniff	 which
issued	from	under	the	cover.
"What	 is	 that!"	 she	 exclaimed	 angrily.	 The	 loud,	 sobbing	 sniff	 was	 heard

again,	and	she	stooped	and	raised	the	hanging	folds	of	the	table	cover.
"How	DARE	you!"	she	cried	out.	"How	dare	you!	Come	out	immediately!"
It	was	poor	Becky	who	crawled	out,	 and	her	 cap	was	knocked	on	one	 side,

and	her	face	was	red	with	repressed	crying.
"If	you	please,	 'm—it's	me,	mum,"	she	explained.	"I	know	I	hadn't	ought	to.

But	I	was	lookin'	at	the	doll,	mum—an'	I	was	frightened	when	you	come	in—an'
slipped	under	the	table."
"You	have	been	there	all	the	time,	listening,"	said	Miss	Minchin.
"No,	 mum,"	 Becky	 protested,	 bobbing	 curtsies.	 "Not	 listenin'—I	 thought	 I

could	slip	out	without	your	noticin',	but	I	couldn't	an'	I	had	to	stay.	But	I	didn't
listen,	mum—I	wouldn't	for	nothin'.	But	I	couldn't	help	hearin'."
Suddenly	it	seemed	almost	as	if	she	lost	all	fear	of	the	awful	lady	before	her.

She	burst	into	fresh	tears.
"Oh,	please,	'm,"	she	said;	"I	dare	say	you'll	give	me	warnin,	mum—but	I'm	so



sorry	for	poor	Miss	Sara—I'm	so	sorry!"
"Leave	the	room!"	ordered	Miss	Minchin.
Becky	curtsied	again,	the	tears	openly	streaming	down	her	cheeks.
"Yes,	 'm;	 I	will,	 'm,"	 she	 said,	 trembling;	 "but	oh,	 I	 just	wanted	 to	arst	you:

Miss	Sara—she's	been	such	a	rich	young	lady,	an'	she's	been	waited	on,	'and	and
foot;	an'	what	will	she	do	now,	mum,	without	no	maid?	If—if,	oh	please,	would
you	let	me	wait	on	her	after	I've	done	my	pots	an'	kettles?	I'd	do	'em	that	quick—
if	you'd	let	me	wait	on	her	now	she's	poor.	Oh,"	breaking	out	afresh,	"poor	little
Miss	Sara,	mum—that	was	called	a	princess."
Somehow,	she	made	Miss	Minchin	feel	more	angry	 than	ever.	That	 the	very

scullery	maid	should	range	herself	on	the	side	of	this	child—whom	she	realized
more	 fully	 than	 ever	 that	 she	 had	 never	 liked—was	 too	 much.	 She	 actually
stamped	her	foot.
"No—certainly	not,"	she	said.	"She	will	wait	on	herself,	and	on	other	people,

too.	Leave	the	room	this	instant,	or	you'll	leave	your	place."
Becky	 threw	her	apron	over	her	head	and	fled.	She	ran	out	of	 the	room	and

down	 the	 steps	 into	 the	 scullery,	 and	 there	 she	 sat	 down	 among	 her	 pots	 and
kettles,	and	wept	as	if	her	heart	would	break.
"It's	exactly	like	the	ones	in	the	stories,"	she	wailed.	"Them	pore	princess	ones

that	was	drove	into	the	world."
Miss	Minchin	had	never	looked	quite	so	still	and	hard	as	she	did	when	Sara

came	to	her,	a	few	hours	later,	in	response	to	a	message	she	had	sent	her.
Even	by	that	time	it	seemed	to	Sara	as	if	the	birthday	party	had	either	been	a

dream	or	a	thing	which	had	happened	years	ago,	and	had	happened	in	the	life	of
quite	another	little	girl.
Every	sign	of	the	festivities	had	been	swept	away;	the	holly	had	been	removed

from	the	schoolroom	walls,	and	the	forms	and	desks	put	back	into	their	places.
Miss	Minchin's	sitting	room	looked	as	it	always	did—all	traces	of	the	feast	were
gone,	 and	 Miss	 Minchin	 had	 resumed	 her	 usual	 dress.	 The	 pupils	 had	 been
ordered	 to	 lay	 aside	 their	 party	 frocks;	 and	 this	 having	 been	 done,	 they	 had
returned	 to	 the	 schoolroom	 and	 huddled	 together	 in	 groups,	 whispering	 and
talking	excitedly.
"Tell	Sara	 to	come	 to	my	 room,"	Miss	Minchin	had	 said	 to	her	 sister.	 "And

explain	to	her	clearly	that	I	will	have	no	crying	or	unpleasant	scenes."
"Sister,"	replied	Miss	Amelia,	"she	is	 the	strangest	child	I	ever	saw.	She	has

actually	made	no	fuss	at	all.	You	remember	she	made	none	when	Captain	Crewe
went	back	to	India.	When	I	told	her	what	had	happened,	she	just	stood	quite	still
and	 looked	at	me	without	making	a	sound.	Her	eyes	seemed	 to	get	bigger	and
bigger,	and	she	went	quite	pale.	When	I	had	finished,	she	still	stood	staring	for	a



few	seconds,	and	then	her	chin	began	to	shake,	and	she	turned	round	and	ran	out
of	the	room	and	upstairs.	Several	of	the	other	children	began	to	cry,	but	she	did
not	seem	to	hear	 them	or	 to	be	alive	 to	anything	but	 just	what	I	was	saying.	It
made	me	feel	quite	queer	not	to	be	answered;	and	when	you	tell	anything	sudden
and	strange,	you	expect	people	will	say	SOMETHING—whatever	it	is."
Nobody	but	Sara	herself	ever	knew	what	had	happened	in	her	room	after	she

had	run	upstairs	and	 locked	her	door.	 In	 fact,	 she	herself	 scarcely	 remembered
anything	but	that	she	walked	up	and	down,	saying	over	and	over	again	to	herself
in	a	voice	which	did	not	seem	her	own,	"My	papa	is	dead!	My	papa	is	dead!"
Once	 she	 stopped	 before	 Emily,	 who	 sat	 watching	 her	 from	 her	 chair,	 and

cried	out	wildly,	"Emily!	Do	you	hear?	Do	you	hear—papa	is	dead?	He	is	dead
in	India—thousands	of	miles	away."
When	she	came	into	Miss	Minchin's	sitting	room	in	answer	to	her	summons,

her	face	was	white	and	her	eyes	had	dark	rings	around	them.	Her	mouth	was	set
as	if	she	did	not	wish	it	to	reveal	what	she	had	suffered	and	was	suffering.	She
did	 not	 look	 in	 the	 least	 like	 the	 rose-colored	 butterfly	 child	 who	 had	 flown
about	 from	one	of	her	 treasures	 to	 the	other	 in	 the	decorated	 schoolroom.	She
looked	instead	a	strange,	desolate,	almost	grotesque	little	figure.
She	had	put	on,	without	Mariette's	help,	 the	cast-aside	black-velvet	 frock.	 It

was	 too	 short	 and	 tight,	 and	 her	 slender	 legs	 looked	 long	 and	 thin,	 showing
themselves	from	beneath	 the	brief	skirt.	As	she	had	not	found	a	piece	of	black
ribbon,	her	short,	thick,	black	hair	tumbled	loosely	about	her	face	and	contrasted
strongly	 with	 its	 pallor.	 She	 held	 Emily	 tightly	 in	 one	 arm,	 and	 Emily	 was
swathed	in	a	piece	of	black	material.
"Put	down	your	doll,"	said	Miss	Minchin.	"What	do	you	mean	by	bringing	her

here?"
"No,"	Sara	answered.	"I	will	not	put	her	down.	She	is	all	I	have.	My	papa	gave

her	to	me."
She	had	always	made	Miss	Minchin	feel	secretly	uncomfortable,	and	she	did

so	now.	She	did	not	speak	with	rudeness	so	much	as	with	a	cold	steadiness	with
which	Miss	Minchin	felt	it	difficult	to	cope—perhaps	because	she	knew	she	was
doing	a	heartless	and	inhuman	thing.
"You	will	have	no	time	for	dolls	in	future,"	she	said.	"You	will	have	to	work

and	improve	yourself	and	make	yourself	useful."
Sara	kept	her	big,	strange	eyes	fixed	on	her,	and	said	not	a	word.
"Everything	will	 be	 very	 different	 now,"	Miss	Minchin	went	 on.	 "I	 suppose

Miss	Amelia	has	explained	matters	to	you."
"Yes,"	 answered	 Sara.	 "My	 papa	 is	 dead.	He	 left	me	 no	money.	 I	 am	 quite

poor."



"You	are	a	beggar,"	said	Miss	Minchin,	her	temper	rising	at	the	recollection	of
what	all	this	meant.	"It	appears	that	you	have	no	relations	and	no	home,	and	no
one	to	take	care	of	you."
For	a	moment	the	thin,	pale	little	face	twitched,	but	Sara	again	said	nothing.
"What	 are	 you	 staring	 at?"	 demanded	Miss	 Minchin,	 sharply.	 "Are	 you	 so

stupid	 that	 you	 cannot	 understand?	 I	 tell	 you	 that	 you	 are	 quite	 alone	 in	 the
world,	and	have	no	one	to	do	anything	for	you,	unless	I	choose	to	keep	you	here
out	of	charity."
"I	understand,"	answered	Sara,	in	a	low	tone;	and	there	was	a	sound	as	if	she

had	gulped	down	something	which	rose	in	her	throat.	"I	understand."
"That	doll,"	cried	Miss	Minchin,	pointing	to	the	splendid	birthday	gift	seated

near—"that	 ridiculous	 doll,	 with	 all	 her	 nonsensical,	 extravagant	 things—I
actually	paid	the	bill	for	her!"
Sara	turned	her	head	toward	the	chair.
"The	Last	Doll,"	she	said.	"The	Last	Doll."	And	her	little	mournful	voice	had

an	odd	sound.
"The	 Last	 Doll,	 indeed!"	 said	Miss	Minchin.	 "And	 she	 is	 mine,	 not	 yours.

Everything	you	own	is	mine."
"Please	take	it	away	from	me,	then,"	said	Sara.	"I	do	not	want	it."
If	 she	 had	 cried	 and	 sobbed	 and	 seemed	 frightened,	 Miss	 Minchin	 might

almost	 have	 had	 more	 patience	 with	 her.	 She	 was	 a	 woman	 who	 liked	 to
domineer	and	feel	her	power,	and	as	she	looked	at	Sara's	pale	little	steadfast	face
and	heard	her	proud	 little	voice,	 she	quite	 felt	as	 if	her	might	was	being	set	at
naught.
"Don't	put	on	grand	airs,"	she	said.	"The	time	for	that	sort	of	thing	is	past.	You

are	not	a	princess	any	longer.	Your	carriage	and	your	pony	will	be	sent	away—
your	maid	will	be	dismissed.	You	will	wear	your	oldest	and	plainest	clothes—
your	extravagant	ones	are	no	longer	suited	to	your	station.	You	are	like	Becky—
you	must	work	for	your	living."
To	her	surprise,	a	faint	gleam	of	light	came	into	the	child's	eyes—a	shade	of

relief.
"Can	I	work?"	she	said.	"If	I	can	work	it	will	not	matter	so	much.	What	can	I

do?"
"You	can	do	anything	you	are	told,"	was	the	answer.	"You	are	a	sharp	child,

and	pick	up	things	readily.	If	you	make	yourself	useful	I	may	let	you	stay	here.
You	speak	French	well,	and	you	can	help	with	the	younger	children."
"May	I?"	exclaimed	Sara.	"Oh,	please	let	me!	I	know	I	can	teach	them.	I	like

them,	and	they	like	me."
"Don't	talk	nonsense	about	people	liking	you,"	said	Miss	Minchin.	"You	will



have	to	do	more	than	teach	the	little	ones.	You	will	run	errands	and	help	in	the
kitchen	as	well	 as	 in	 the	 schoolroom.	 If	you	don't	please	me,	you	will	be	 sent
away.	Remember	that.	Now	go."
Sara	 stood	 still	 just	 a	 moment,	 looking	 at	 her.	 In	 her	 young	 soul,	 she	 was

thinking	deep	and	strange	things.	Then	she	turned	to	leave	the	room.
"Stop!"	said	Miss	Minchin.	"Don't	you	intend	to	thank	me?"
Sara	paused,	and	all	the	deep,	strange	thoughts	surged	up	in	her	breast.
"What	for?"	she	said.
"For	my	kindness	to	you,"	replied	Miss	Minchin.	"For	my	kindness	in	giving

you	a	home."
Sara	made	two	or	 three	steps	toward	her.	Her	thin	little	chest	heaved	up	and

down,	and	she	spoke	in	a	strange	un-childishly	fierce	way.
"You	are	not	kind,"	she	said.	"You	are	NOT	kind,	and	it	is	NOT	a	home."	And

she	had	turned	and	run	out	of	the	room	before	Miss	Minchin	could	stop	her	or	do
anything	but	stare	after	her	with	stony	anger.
She	 went	 up	 the	 stairs	 slowly,	 but	 panting	 for	 breath	 and	 she	 held	 Emily

tightly	against	her	side.
"I	wish	she	could	talk,"	she	said	to	herself.	"If	she	could	speak—if	she	could

speak!"
She	meant	 to	go	 to	her	 room	and	 lie	down	on	 the	 tiger-skin,	with	her	cheek

upon	 the	great	cat's	head,	and	 look	 into	 the	fire	and	 think	and	 think	and	 think.
But	just	before	she	reached	the	landing	Miss	Amelia	came	out	of	 the	door	and
closed	 it	 behind	 her,	 and	 stood	 before	 it,	 looking	 nervous	 and	 awkward.	 The
truth	was	that	she	felt	secretly	ashamed	of	the	thing	she	had	been	ordered	to	do.
"You—you	are	not	to	go	in	there,"	she	said.
"Not	go	in?"	exclaimed	Sara,	and	she	fell	back	a	pace.
"That	is	not	your	room	now,"	Miss	Amelia	answered,	reddening	a	little.
Somehow,	 all	 at	 once,	 Sara	 understood.	 She	 realized	 that	 this	 was	 the

beginning	of	the	change	Miss	Minchin	had	spoken	of.
"Where	 is	 my	 room?"	 she	 asked,	 hoping	 very	much	 that	 her	 voice	 did	 not

shake.
"You	are	to	sleep	in	the	attic	next	to	Becky."
Sara	knew	where	it	was.	Becky	had	told	her	about	it.	She	turned,	and	mounted

up	two	flights	of	stairs.	The	last	one	was	narrow,	and	covered	with	shabby	strips
of	old	carpet.	She	felt	as	if	she	were	walking	away	and	leaving	far	behind	her	the
world	in	which	that	other	child,	who	no	longer	seemed	herself,	had	lived.	This
child,	 in	 her	 short,	 tight	 old	 frock,	 climbing	 the	 stairs	 to	 the	 attic,	was	quite	 a
different	creature.
When	she	reached	the	attic	door	and	opened	it,	her	heart	gave	a	dreary	little



thump.	Then	she	shut	the	door	and	stood	against	it	and	looked	about	her.
Yes,	 this	 was	 another	 world.	 The	 room	 had	 a	 slanting	 roof	 and	 was

whitewashed.	The	whitewash	was	dingy	and	had	fallen	off	in	places.	There	was
a	rusty	grate,	an	old	iron	bedstead,	and	a	hard	bed	covered	with	a	faded	coverlet.
Some	pieces	of	furniture	too	much	worn	to	be	used	downstairs	had	been	sent	up.
Under	the	skylight	in	the	roof,	which	showed	nothing	but	an	oblong	piece	of	dull
gray	sky,	there	stood	an	old	battered	red	footstool.	Sara	went	to	it	and	sat	down.
She	seldom	cried.	She	did	not	cry	now.	She	laid	Emily	across	her	knees	and	put
her	face	down	upon	her	and	her	arms	around	her,	and	sat	 there,	her	little	black
head	resting	on	the	black	draperies,	not	saying	one	word,	not	making	one	sound.
And	as	she	sat	 in	 this	silence	 there	came	a	 low	tap	at	 the	door—such	a	 low,

humble	one	that	she	did	not	at	first	hear	it,	and,	indeed,	was	not	roused	until	the
door	was	 timidly	 pushed	open	 and	 a	 poor	 tear-smeared	 face	 appeared	peeping
round	it.	It	was	Becky's	face,	and	Becky	had	been	crying	furtively	for	hours	and
rubbing	her	eyes	with	her	kitchen	apron	until	she	looked	strange	indeed.
"Oh,	miss,"	she	said	under	her	breath.	"Might	I—would	you	allow	me—jest	to

come	in?"
Sara	 lifted	 her	 head	 and	 looked	 at	 her.	 She	 tried	 to	 begin	 a	 smile,	 and

somehow	 she	 could	 not.	 Suddenly—and	 it	 was	 all	 through	 the	 loving
mournfulness	of	Becky's	streaming	eyes—her	face	looked	more	like	a	child's	not
so	much	too	old	for	her	years.	She	held	out	her	hand	and	gave	a	little	sob.
"Oh,	Becky,"	she	said.	"I	told	you	we	were	just	the	same—only	two	little	girls

—just	two	little	girls.	You	see	how	true	it	is.	There's	no	difference	now.	I'm	not	a
princess	anymore."
Becky	ran	 to	her	and	caught	her	hand,	and	hugged	 it	 to	her	breast,	kneeling

beside	her	and	sobbing	with	love	and	pain.
"Yes,	miss,	you	are,"	 she	cried,	 and	her	words	were	all	broken.	 "Whats'ever

'appens	 to	 you—whats'ever—you'd	 be	 a	 princess	 all	 the	 same—an'	 nothin'
couldn't	make	you	nothin'	different."



Chapter		8
In	the	Attic
The	 first	 night	 she	 spent	 in	her	 attic	was	 a	 thing	Sara	never	 forgot.	During	 its
passing	she	lived	through	a	wild,	unchildlike	woe	of	which	she	never	spoke	to
anyone	about	her.	There	was	no	one	who	would	have	understood.	It	was,	indeed,
well	 for	 her	 that	 as	 she	 lay	 awake	 in	 the	 darkness	 her	 mind	 was	 forcibly
distracted,	now	and	then,	by	the	strangeness	of	her	surroundings.	It	was,	perhaps,
well	for	her	that	she	was	reminded	by	her	small	body	of	material	things.	If	this
had	not	been	so,	the	anguish	of	her	young	mind	might	have	been	too	great	for	a
child	to	bear.	But,	really,	while	the	night	was	passing	she	scarcely	knew	that	she
had	a	body	at	all	or	remembered	any	other	thing	than	one.
"My	papa	is	dead!"	she	kept	whispering	to	herself.	"My	papa	is	dead!"
It	was	not	until	long	afterward	that	she	realized	that	her	bed	had	been	so	hard

that	 she	 turned	 over	 and	 over	 in	 it	 to	 find	 a	 place	 to	 rest,	 that	 the	 darkness
seemed	more	 intense	 than	 any	 she	had	 ever	 known,	 and	 that	 the	wind	howled
over	 the	 roof	 among	 the	 chimneys	 like	 something	 which	 wailed	 aloud.	 Then
there	 was	 something	 worse.	 This	 was	 certain	 scufflings	 and	 scratchings	 and
squeakings	 in	 the	 walls	 and	 behind	 the	 skirting	 boards.	 She	 knew	 what	 they
meant,	because	Becky	had	described	them.	They	meant	rats	and	mice	who	were
either	fighting	with	each	other	or	playing	together.	Once	or	twice	she	even	heard
sharp-toed	 feet	 scurrying	 across	 the	 floor,	 and	 she	 remembered	 in	 those	 after
days,	when	she	recalled	things,	that	when	first	she	heard	them	she	started	up	in
bed	and	sat	trembling,	and	when	she	lay	down	again	covered	her	head	with	the
bedclothes.
The	change	in	her	life	did	not	come	about	gradually,	but	was	made	all	at	once.
"She	must	begin	as	she	is	to	go	on,"	Miss	Minchin	said	to	Miss	Amelia.	"She

must	be	taught	at	once	what	she	is	to	expect."
Mariette	had	left	the	house	the	next	morning.	The	glimpse	Sara	caught	of	her

sitting	room,	as	she	passed	its	open	door,	showed	her	that	everything	had	been
changed.	Her	 ornaments	 and	 luxuries	 had	 been	 removed,	 and	 a	 bed	 had	 been
placed	in	a	corner	to	transform	it	into	a	new	pupil's	bedroom.
When	she	went	down	to	breakfast	she	saw	that	her	seat	at	Miss	Minchin's	side

was	occupied	by	Lavinia,	and	Miss	Minchin	spoke	to	her	coldly.



"You	will	begin	your	new	duties,	Sara,"	she	said,	"by	taking	your	seat	with	the
younger	children	at	a	smaller	table.	You	must	keep	them	quiet,	and	see	that	they
behave	well	and	do	not	waste	their	food.	You	ought	to	have	been	down	earlier.
Lottie	has	already	upset	her	tea."
That	 was	 the	 beginning,	 and	 from	 day	 to	 day	 the	 duties	 given	 to	 her	 were

added	to.	She	taught	the	younger	children	French	and	heard	their	other	lessons,
and	these	were	the	least	of	her	labors.	It	was	found	that	she	could	be	made	use	of
in	 numberless	 directions.	 She	 could	 be	 sent	 on	 errands	 at	 any	 time	 and	 in	 all
weathers.	She	could	be	 told	 to	do	 things	other	people	neglected.	The	cook	and
the	housemaids	took	their	tone	from	Miss	Minchin,	and	rather	enjoyed	ordering
about	the	"young	one"	who	had	been	made	so	much	fuss	over	for	so	long.	They
were	 not	 servants	 of	 the	 best	 class,	 and	 had	 neither	 good	 manners	 nor	 good
tempers,	 and	 it	was	 frequently	 convenient	 to	 have	 at	 hand	 someone	 on	whom
blame	could	be	laid.
During	the	first	month	or	two,	Sara	thought	that	her	willingness	to	do	things

as	 well	 as	 she	 could,	 and	 her	 silence	 under	 reproof,	 might	 soften	 those	 who
drove	her	so	hard.	In	her	proud	little	heart	she	wanted	them	to	see	that	she	was
trying	to	earn	her	living	and	not	accepting	charity.	But	the	time	came	when	she
saw	that	no	one	was	softened	at	all;	and	the	more	willing	she	was	to	do	as	she
was	told,	the	more	domineering	and	exacting	careless	housemaids	became,	and
the	more	ready	a	scolding	cook	was	to	blame	her.
If	she	had	been	older,	Miss	Minchin	would	have	given	her	the	bigger	girls	to

teach	 and	 saved	money	 by	 dismissing	 an	 instructress;	 but	while	 she	 remained
and	looked	like	a	child,	she	could	be	made	more	useful	as	a	sort	of	little	superior
errand	girl	and	maid	of	all	work.	An	ordinary	errand	boy	would	not	have	been	so
clever	 and	 reliable.	 Sara	 could	 be	 trusted	 with	 difficult	 commissions	 and
complicated	messages.	She	could	even	go	and	pay	bills,	and	she	combined	with
this	the	ability	to	dust	a	room	well	and	to	set	things	in	order.
Her	own	lessons	became	things	of	the	past.	She	was	taught	nothing,	and	only

after	 long	and	busy	days	spent	 in	 running	here	and	 there	at	everybody's	orders
was	she	grudgingly	allowed	 to	go	 into	 the	deserted	schoolroom,	with	a	pile	of
old	books,	and	study	alone	at	night.
"If	I	do	not	remind	myself	of	the	things	I	have	learned,	perhaps	I	may	forget

them,"	she	said	to	herself.	"I	am	almost	a	scullery	maid,	and	if	I	am	a	scullery
maid	who	knows	nothing,	I	shall	be	like	poor	Becky.	I	wonder	if	I	could	QUITE
forget	and	begin	to	drop	my	H'S	and	not	remember	that	Henry	the	Eighth	had	six
wives."
One	of	the	most	curious	things	in	her	new	existence	was	her	changed	position

among	the	pupils.	Instead	of	being	a	sort	of	small	royal	personage	among	them,



she	 no	 longer	 seemed	 to	 be	 one	 of	 their	 number	 at	 all.	 She	 was	 kept	 so
constantly	at	work	that	she	scarcely	ever	had	an	opportunity	of	speaking	to	any
of	 them,	 and	 she	 could	 not	 avoid	 seeing	 that	Miss	Minchin	 preferred	 that	 she
should	live	a	life	apart	from	that	of	the	occupants	of	the	schoolroom.
"I	will	not	have	her	forming	intimacies	and	talking	to	the	other	children,"	that

lady	said.	"Girls	like	a	grievance,	and	if	she	begins	to	tell	romantic	stories	about
herself,	she	will	become	an	ill-used	heroine,	and	parents	will	be	given	a	wrong
impression.	 It	 is	 better	 that	 she	 should	 live	 a	 separate	 life—one	 suited	 to	 her
circumstances.	I	am	giving	her	a	home,	and	that	is	more	than	she	has	any	right	to
expect	from	me."
Sara	 did	 not	 expect	 much,	 and	 was	 far	 too	 proud	 to	 try	 to	 continue	 to	 be

intimate	with	girls	who	evidently	 felt	 rather	 awkward	and	uncertain	 about	her.
The	fact	was	that	Miss	Minchin's	pupils	were	a	set	of	dull,	matter-of-fact	young
people.	 They	 were	 accustomed	 to	 being	 rich	 and	 comfortable,	 and	 as	 Sara's
frocks	 grew	 shorter	 and	 shabbier	 and	 queerer-looking,	 and	 it	 became	 an
established	fact	that	she	wore	shoes	with	holes	in	them	and	was	sent	out	to	buy
groceries	 and	 carry	 them	 through	 the	 streets	 in	 a	 basket	 on	 her	 arm	when	 the
cook	wanted	them	in	a	hurry,	they	felt	rather	as	if,	when	they	spoke	to	her,	they
were	addressing	an	under	servant.
"To	think	that	she	was	the	girl	with	the	diamond	mines,"	Lavinia	commented.

"She	does	look	an	object.	And	she's	queerer	 than	ever.	I	never	liked	her	much,
but	I	can't	bear	 that	way	she	has	now	of	 looking	at	people	without	speaking—
just	as	if	she	was	finding	them	out."
"I	 am,"	 said	 Sara,	 promptly,	when	 she	 heard	 of	 this.	 "That's	what	 I	 look	 at

some	people	for.	I	like	to	know	about	them.	I	think	them	over	afterward."
The	truth	was	that	she	had	saved	herself	annoyance	several	times	by	keeping

her	eye	on	Lavinia,	who	was	quite	ready	to	make	mischief,	and	would	have	been
rather	pleased	to	have	made	it	for	the	ex-show	pupil.
Sara	never	made	any	mischief	herself,	or	interfered	with	anyone.	She	worked

like	a	drudge;	she	tramped	through	the	wet	streets,	carrying	parcels	and	baskets;
she	labored	with	the	childish	inattention	of	the	little	ones'	French	lessons;	as	she
became	shabbier	and	more	forlorn-looking,	she	was	told	that	she	had	better	take
her	meals	downstairs;	 she	was	 treated	as	 if	 she	was	nobody's	concern,	and	her
heart	grew	proud	and	sore,	but	she	never	told	anyone	what	she	felt.
"Soldiers	don't	complain,"	she	would	say	between	her	small,	shut	teeth,	"I	am

not	going	to	do	it;	I	will	pretend	this	is	part	of	a	war."
But	 there	 were	 hours	 when	 her	 child	 heart	 might	 almost	 have	 broken	 with

loneliness	but	for	three	people.
The	first,	it	must	be	owned,	was	Becky—just	Becky.	Throughout	all	that	first



night	 spent	 in	 the	 garret,	 she	 had	 felt	 a	 vague	 comfort	 in	 knowing	 that	 on	 the
other	side	of	the	wall	in	which	the	rats	scuffled	and	squeaked	there	was	another
young	human	creature.	And	during	the	nights	that	followed	the	sense	of	comfort
grew.	They	had	little	chance	to	speak	to	each	other	during	the	day.	Each	had	her
own	tasks	to	perform,	and	any	attempt	at	conversation	would	have	been	regarded
as	a	tendency	to	loiter	and	lose	time.	"Don't	mind	me,	miss,"	Becky	whispered
during	the	first	morning,	"if	I	don't	say	nothin'	polite.	Some	un'd	be	down	on	us
if	I	did.	I	MEANS	'please'	an'	 'thank	you'	an'	 'beg	pardon,'	but	I	dassn't	 to	 take
time	to	say	it."
But	before	daybreak	she	used	to	slip	into	Sara's	attic	and	button	her	dress	and

give	her	such	help	as	she	required	before	she	went	downstairs	to	light	the	kitchen
fire.	 And	 when	 night	 came	 Sara	 always	 heard	 the	 humble	 knock	 at	 her	 door
which	meant	that	her	handmaid	was	ready	to	help	her	again	if	she	was	needed.
During	the	first	weeks	of	her	grief	Sara	felt	as	if	she	were	too	stupefied	to	talk,
so	 it	 happened	 that	 some	 time	 passed	 before	 they	 saw	 each	 other	 much	 or
exchanged	visits.	Becky's	 heart	 told	 her	 that	 it	was	 best	 that	 people	 in	 trouble
should	be	left	alone.
The	 second	 of	 the	 trio	 of	 comforters	 was	 Ermengarde,	 but	 odd	 things

happened	before	Ermengarde	found	her	place.
When	Sara's	mind	seemed	to	awaken	again	to	the	life	about	her,	she	realized

that	 she	 had	 forgotten	 that	 an	 Ermengarde	 lived	 in	 the	 world.	 The	 two	 had
always	been	friends,	but	Sara	had	felt	as	if	she	were	years	the	older.	It	could	not
be	contested	that	Ermengarde	was	as	dull	as	she	was	affectionate.	She	clung	to
Sara	in	a	simple,	helpless	way;	she	brought	her	lessons	to	her	that	she	might	be
helped;	she	listened	to	her	every	word	and	besieged	her	with	requests	for	stories.
But	 she	had	nothing	 interesting	 to	 say	herself,	 and	 she	 loathed	books	of	 every
description.	She	was,	 in	fact,	not	a	person	one	would	remember	when	one	was
caught	in	the	storm	of	a	great	trouble,	and	Sara	forgot	her.
It	had	been	all	 the	easier	 to	forget	her	because	she	had	been	suddenly	called

home	for	a	few	weeks.	When	she	came	back	she	did	not	see	Sara	for	a	day	or
two,	and	when	she	met	her	for	the	first	time	she	encountered	her	coming	down	a
corridor	with	her	arms	full	of	garments	which	were	to	be	taken	downstairs	to	be
mended.	 Sara	 herself	 had	 already	 been	 taught	 to	mend	 them.	 She	 looked	 pale
and	 unlike	 herself,	 and	 she	 was	 attired	 in	 the	 queer,	 outgrown	 frock	 whose
shortness	showed	so	much	thin	black	leg.
Ermengarde	was	too	slow	a	girl	to	be	equal	to	such	a	situation.	She	could	not

think	of	anything	to	say.	She	knew	what	had	happened,	but,	somehow,	she	had
never	 imagined	 Sara	 could	 look	 like	 this—so	 odd	 and	 poor	 and	 almost	 like	 a
servant.	It	made	her	quite	miserable,	and	she	could	do	nothing	but	break	into	a



short	 hysterical	 laugh	 and	 exclaim—aimlessly	 and	 as	 if	without	 any	meaning,
"Oh,	Sara,	is	that	you?"
"Yes,"	 answered	 Sara,	 and	 suddenly	 a	 strange	 thought	 passed	 through	 her

mind	and	made	her	face	flush.	She	held	the	pile	of	garments	in	her	arms,	and	her
chin	 rested	 upon	 the	 top	 of	 it	 to	 keep	 it	 steady.	 Something	 in	 the	 look	 of	 her
straight-gazing	eyes	made	Ermengarde	lose	her	wits	still	more.	She	felt	as	if	Sara
had	 changed	 into	 a	 new	 kind	 of	 girl,	 and	 she	 had	 never	 known	 her	 before.
Perhaps	it	was	because	she	had	suddenly	grown	poor	and	had	to	mend	things	and
work	like	Becky.
"Oh,"	she	stammered.	"How—how	are	you?"
"I	don't	know,"	Sara	replied.	"How	are	you?"
"I'm—I'm	 quite	 well,"	 said	 Ermengarde,	 overwhelmed	 with	 shyness.	 Then

spasmodically	 she	 thought	 of	 something	 to	 say	 which	 seemed	 more	 intimate.
"Are	you—are	you	very	unhappy?"	she	said	in	a	rush.
Then	 Sara	 was	 guilty	 of	 an	 injustice.	 Just	 at	 that	 moment	 her	 torn	 heart

swelled	within	 her,	 and	 she	 felt	 that	 if	 anyone	was	 as	 stupid	 as	 that,	 one	 had
better	get	away	from	her.
"What	 do	 you	 think?"	 she	 said.	 "Do	 you	 think	 I	 am	 very	 happy?"	And	 she

marched	past	her	without	another	word.
In	course	of	time	she	realized	that	if	her	wretchedness	had	not	made	her	forget

things,	she	would	have	known	that	poor,	dull	Ermengarde	was	not	to	be	blamed
for	her	unready,	awkward	ways.	She	was	always	awkward,	and	the	more	she	felt,
the	more	stupid	she	was	given	to	being.
But	 the	 sudden	 thought	 which	 had	 flashed	 upon	 her	 had	 made	 her	 over-

sensitive.
"She	is	like	the	others,"	she	had	thought.	"She	does	not	really	want	to	talk	to

me.	She	knows	no	one	does."
So	for	several	weeks	a	barrier	stood	between	them.	When	they	met	by	chance

Sara	 looked	 the	 other	 way,	 and	 Ermengarde	 felt	 too	 stiff	 and	 embarrassed	 to
speak.	 Sometimes	 they	 nodded	 to	 each	 other	 in	 passing,	 but	 there	were	 times
when	they	did	not	even	exchange	a	greeting.
"If	she	would	rather	not	talk	to	me,"	Sara	thought,	"I	will	keep	out	of	her	way.

Miss	Minchin	makes	that	easy	enough."
Miss	Minchin	made	it	so	easy	that	at	last	they	scarcely	saw	each	other	at	all.

At	that	time	it	was	noticed	that	Ermengarde	was	more	stupid	than	ever,	and	that
she	looked	listless	and	unhappy.	She	used	to	sit	in	the	window-seat,	huddled	in	a
heap,	 and	 stare	 out	 of	 the	 window	 without	 speaking.	 Once	 Jessie,	 who	 was
passing,	stopped	to	look	at	her	curiously.
"What	are	you	crying	for,	Ermengarde?"	she	asked.



"I'm	not	crying,"	answered	Ermengarde,	in	a	muffled,	unsteady	voice.
"You	are,"	 said	 Jessie.	 "A	great	big	 tear	 just	 rolled	down	 the	bridge	of	your

nose	and	dropped	off	at	the	end	of	it.	And	there	goes	another."
"Well,"	 said	 Ermengarde,	 "I'm	miserable—and	 no	 one	 need	 interfere."	 And

she	turned	her	plump	back	and	took	out	her	handkerchief	and	boldly	hid	her	face
in	it.
That	night,	when	Sara	went	to	her	attic,	she	was	later	than	usual.	She	had	been

kept	at	work	until	after	the	hour	at	which	the	pupils	went	to	bed,	and	after	that
she	had	gone	to	her	lessons	in	the	lonely	schoolroom.	When	she	reached	the	top
of	the	stairs,	she	was	surprised	to	see	a	glimmer	of	light	coming	from	under	the
attic	door.
"Nobody	 goes	 there	 but	 myself,"	 she	 thought	 quickly,	 "but	 someone	 has

lighted	a	candle."
Someone	had,	indeed,	lighted	a	candle,	and	it	was	not	burning	in	the	kitchen

candlestick	she	was	expected	to	use,	but	in	one	of	those	belonging	to	the	pupils'
bedrooms.	The	someone	was	sitting	upon	the	battered	footstool,	and	was	dressed
in	her	nightgown	and	wrapped	up	in	a	red	shawl.	It	was	Ermengarde.
"Ermengarde!"	cried	Sara.	She	was	so	startled	that	she	was	almost	frightened.

"You	will	get	into	trouble."
Ermengarde	stumbled	up	 from	her	 footstool.	She	shuffled	across	 the	attic	 in

her	bedroom	slippers,	which	were	too	large	for	her.	Her	eyes	and	nose	were	pink
with	crying.
"I	know	I	shall—if	I'm	found	out."	she	said.	"But	I	don't	care—I	don't	care	a

bit.	Oh,	 Sara,	 please	 tell	me.	What	 is	 the	matter?	Why	 don't	 you	 like	me	 any
more?"
Something	in	her	voice	made	the	familiar	lump	rise	in	Sara's	throat.	It	was	so

affectionate	 and	 simple—so	 like	 the	old	Ermengarde	who	had	asked	her	 to	be
"best	friends."	It	sounded	as	if	she	had	not	meant	what	she	had	seemed	to	mean
during	these	past	weeks.
"I	 do	 like	you,"	Sara	 answered.	 "I	 thought—you	 see,	 everything	 is	 different

now.	I	thought	you—were	different."
Ermengarde	opened	her	wet	eyes	wide.
"Why,	it	was	you	who	were	different!"	she	cried.	"You	didn't	want	to	talk	to

me.	I	didn't	know	what	to	do.	It	was	you	who	were	different	after	I	came	back."
Sara	thought	a	moment.	She	saw	she	had	made	a	mistake.
"I	 AM	 different,"	 she	 explained,	 "though	 not	 in	 the	 way	 you	 think.	 Miss

Minchin	does	not	want	me	to	talk	to	the	girls.	Most	of	them	don't	want	to	talk	to
me.	I	thought—perhaps—you	didn't.	So	I	tried	to	keep	out	of	your	way."
"Oh,	Sara,"	Ermengarde	 almost	wailed	 in	 her	 reproachful	 dismay.	And	 then



after	one	more	look	they	rushed	into	each	other's	arms.	It	must	be	confessed	that
Sara's	small	black	head	lay	for	some	minutes	on	the	shoulder	covered	by	the	red
shawl.	When	Ermengarde	had	seemed	to	desert	her,	she	had	felt	horribly	lonely.
Afterward	they	sat	down	upon	the	floor	together,	Sara	clasping	her	knees	with

her	arms,	and	Ermengarde	rolled	up	in	her	shawl.	Ermengarde	looked	at	the	odd,
big-eyed	little	face	adoringly.
"I	couldn't	bear	it	any	more,"	she	said.	"I	dare	say	you	could	live	without	me,

Sara;	but	I	couldn't	live	without	you.	I	was	nearly	DEAD.	So	tonight,	when	I	was
crying	under	 the	bedclothes,	 I	 thought	all	at	once	of	creeping	up	here	and	 just
begging	you	to	let	us	be	friends	again."
"You	are	nicer	than	I	am,"	said	Sara.	"I	was	too	proud	to	try	and	make	friends.

You	see,	now	that	trials	have	come,	they	have	shown	that	I	am	NOT	a	nice	child.
I	 was	 afraid	 they	 would.	 Perhaps"—wrinkling	 her	 forehead	 wisely—"that	 is
what	they	were	sent	for."
"I	don't	see	any	good	in	them,"	said	Ermengarde	stoutly.
"Neither	 do	 I—to	 speak	 the	 truth,"	 admitted	 Sara,	 frankly.	 "But	 I	 suppose

there	 MIGHT	 be	 good	 in	 things,	 even	 if	 we	 don't	 see	 it.	 There	 MIGHT"—
DOUBTFULLY—"Be	good	in	Miss	Minchin."
Ermengarde	looked	round	the	attic	with	a	rather	fearsome	curiosity.
"Sara,"	she	said,	"do	you	think	you	can	bear	living	here?"
Sara	looked	round	also.
"If	 I	pretend	 it's	quite	different,	 I	can,"	she	answered;	"or	 if	 I	pretend	 it	 is	a

place	in	a	story."
She	spoke	slowly.	Her	imagination	was	beginning	to	work	for	her.	It	had	not

worked	for	her	at	all	since	her	troubles	had	come	upon	her.	She	had	felt	as	if	it
had	been	stunned.
"Other	people	have	lived	in	worse	places.	Think	of	the	Count	of	Monte	Cristo

in	the	dungeons	of	the	Chateau	d'If.	And	think	of	the	people	in	the	Bastille!"
"The	Bastille,"	half	whispered	Ermengarde,	watching	her	and	beginning	to	be

fascinated.	 She	 remembered	 stories	 of	 the	 French	 Revolution	 which	 Sara	 had
been	able	to	fix	in	her	mind	by	her	dramatic	relation	of	them.	No	one	but	Sara
could	have	done	it.
A	well-known	glow	came	into	Sara's	eyes.
"Yes,"	she	said,	hugging	her	knees,	"that	will	be	a	good	place	to	pretend	about.

I	am	a	prisoner	in	the	Bastille.	I	have	been	here	for	years	and	years—and	years;
and	 everybody	 has	 forgotten	 about	 me.	 Miss	 Minchin	 is	 the	 jailer—and
Becky"—a	 sudden	 light	 adding	 itself	 to	 the	 glow	 in	 her	 eyes—"Becky	 is	 the
prisoner	in	the	next	cell."
She	turned	to	Ermengarde,	looking	quite	like	the	old	Sara.



"I	shall	pretend	that,"	she	said;	"and	it	will	be	a	great	comfort."
Ermengarde	was	at	once	enraptured	and	awed.
"And	will	you	tell	me	all	about	 it?"	she	said.	"May	I	creep	up	here	at	night,

whenever	 it	 is	 safe,	 and	 hear	 the	 things	 you	 have	made	 up	 in	 the	 day?	 It	will
seem	as	if	we	were	more	'best	friends'	than	ever."
"Yes,"	 answered	 Sara,	 nodding.	 "Adversity	 tries	 people,	 and	mine	 has	 tried

you	and	proved	how	nice	you	are."



Chapter		9
Melchisedec
The	third	person	in	the	trio	was	Lottie.	She	was	a	small	thing	and	did	not	know
what	adversity	meant,	and	was	much	bewildered	by	the	alteration	she	saw	in	her
young	 adopted	 mother.	 She	 had	 heard	 it	 rumored	 that	 strange	 things	 had
happened	to	Sara,	but	she	could	not	understand	why	she	looked	different—why
she	wore	an	old	black	frock	and	came	into	the	schoolroom	only	to	teach	instead
of	 to	 sit	 in	her	place	of	honor	and	 learn	 lessons	herself.	There	had	been	much
whispering	 among	 the	 little	 ones	 when	 it	 had	 been	 discovered	 that	 Sara	 no
longer	lived	in	the	rooms	in	which	Emily	had	so	long	sat	in	state.	Lottie's	chief
difficulty	was	 that	 Sara	 said	 so	 little	when	 one	 asked	 her	 questions.	At	 seven
mysteries	must	be	made	very	clear	if	one	is	to	understand	them.
"Are	you	very	poor	now,	Sara?"	she	had	asked	confidentially	the	first	morning

her	friend	took	charge	of	the	small	French	class.	"Are	you	as	poor	as	a	beggar?"
She	thrust	a	fat	hand	into	the	slim	one	and	opened	round,	tearful	eyes.	"I	don't
want	you	to	be	as	poor	as	a	beggar."
She	looked	as	if	she	was	going	to	cry.	And	Sara	hurriedly	consoled	her.
"Beggars	have	nowhere	to	live,"	she	said	courageously.	"I	have	a	place	to	live

in."
"Where	do	you	live?"	persisted	Lottie.	"The	new	girl	sleeps	in	your	room,	and

it	isn't	pretty	any	more."
"I	live	in	another	room,"	said	Sara.
"Is	it	a	nice	one?"	inquired	Lottie.	"I	want	to	go	and	see	it."
"You	must	not	 talk,"	 said	Sara.	 "Miss	Minchin	 is	 looking	at	us.	She	will	be

angry	with	me	for	letting	you	whisper."
She	had	found	out	already	that	she	was	to	be	held	accountable	for	everything

which	was	objected	to.	If	the	children	were	not	attentive,	if	they	talked,	if	they
were	restless,	it	was	she	who	would	be	reproved.
But	Lottie	was	a	determined	little	person.	If	Sara	would	not	tell	her	where	she

lived,	she	would	find	out	in	some	other	way.	She	talked	to	her	small	companions
and	hung	about	the	elder	girls	and	listened	when	they	were	gossiping;	and	acting
upon	 certain	 information	 they	 had	 unconsciously	 let	 drop,	 she	 started	 late	 one
afternoon	 on	 a	 voyage	 of	 discovery,	 climbing	 stairs	 she	 had	 never	 known	 the



existence	of,	 until	 she	 reached	 the	 attic	 floor.	There	 she	 found	 two	doors	 near
each	 other,	 and	 opening	 one,	 she	 saw	 her	 beloved	 Sara	 standing	 upon	 an	 old
table	and	looking	out	of	a	window.
"Sara!"	 she	 cried,	 aghast.	 "Mamma	Sara!"	 She	was	 aghast	 because	 the	 attic

was	so	bare	and	ugly	and	seemed	so	far	away	from	all	the	world.	Her	short	legs
had	seemed	to	have	been	mounting	hundreds	of	stairs.
Sara	turned	round	at	the	sound	of	her	voice.	It	was	her	turn	to	be	aghast.	What

would	 happen	 now?	 If	Lottie	 began	 to	 cry	 and	 any	 one	 chanced	 to	 hear,	 they
were	both	lost.	She	jumped	down	from	her	table	and	ran	to	the	child.
"Don't	cry	and	make	a	noise,"	she	implored.	"I	shall	be	scolded	if	you	do,	and

I	have	been	scolded	all	day.	It's—it's	not	such	a	bad	room,	Lottie."
"Isn't	it?"	gasped	Lottie,	and	as	she	looked	round	it	she	bit	her	lip.	She	was	a

spoiled	 child	 yet,	 but	 she	was	 fond	 enough	 of	 her	 adopted	 parent	 to	make	 an
effort	to	control	herself	for	her	sake.	Then,	somehow,	it	was	quite	possible	that
any	place	in	which	Sara	lived	might	turn	out	to	be	nice.	"Why	isn't	it,	Sara?"	she
almost	whispered.
Sara	hugged	her	close	and	tried	to	laugh.	There	was	a	sort	of	comfort	 in	the

warmth	 of	 the	 plump,	 childish	 body.	 She	 had	 had	 a	 hard	 day	 and	 had	 been
staring	out	of	the	windows	with	hot	eyes.
"You	can	see	all	sorts	of	things	you	can't	see	downstairs,"	she	said.
"What	sort	of	things?"	demanded	Lottie,	with	that	curiosity	Sara	could	always

awaken	even	in	bigger	girls.
"Chimneys—quite	close	to	us—with	smoke	curling	up	in	wreaths	and	clouds

and	 going	 up	 into	 the	 sky—and	 sparrows	 hopping	 about	 and	 talking	 to	 each
other	just	as	if	they	were	people—and	other	attic	windows	where	heads	may	pop
out	any	minute	and	you	can	wonder	who	they	belong	to.	And	it	all	feels	as	high
up—as	if	it	was	another	world."
"Oh,	let	me	see	it!"	cried	Lottie.	"Lift	me	up!"
Sara	lifted	her	up,	and	they	stood	on	the	old	table	together	and	leaned	on	the

edge	of	the	flat	window	in	the	roof,	and	looked	out.
Anyone	who	has	not	done	this	does	not	know	what	a	different	world	they	saw.

The	 slates	 spread	 out	 on	 either	 side	 of	 them	 and	 slanted	 down	 into	 the	 rain
gutter-pipes.	 The	 sparrows,	 being	 at	 home	 there,	 twittered	 and	 hopped	 about
quite	 without	 fear.	 Two	 of	 them	 perched	 on	 the	 chimney	 top	 nearest	 and
quarrelled	 with	 each	 other	 fiercely	 until	 one	 pecked	 the	 other	 and	 drove	 him
away.	The	garret	window	next	 to	 theirs	was	 shut	 because	 the	house	next	 door
was	empty.
"I	wish	someone	lived	there,"	Sara	said.	"It	is	so	close	that	if	there	was	a	little

girl	in	the	attic,	we	could	talk	to	each	other	through	the	windows	and	climb	over



to	see	each	other,	if	we	were	not	afraid	of	falling."
The	 sky	 seemed	 so	much	 nearer	 than	when	 one	 saw	 it	 from	 the	 street,	 that

Lottie	 was	 enchanted.	 From	 the	 attic	 window,	 among	 the	 chimney	 pots,	 the
things	 which	 were	 happening	 in	 the	 world	 below	 seemed	 almost	 unreal.	 One
scarcely	 believed	 in	 the	 existence	 of	Miss	Minchin	 and	Miss	 Amelia	 and	 the
schoolroom,	and	 the	 roll	of	wheels	 in	 the	square	seemed	a	sound	belonging	 to
another	existence.
"Oh,	Sara!"	cried	Lottie,	cuddling	in	her	guarding	arm.	"I	like	this	attic—I	like

it!	It	is	nicer	than	downstairs!"
"Look	at	that	sparrow,"	whispered	Sara.	"I	wish	I	had	some	crumbs	to	throw

to	him."
"I	have	some!"	came	in	a	little	shriek	from	Lottie.	"I	have	part	of	a	bun	in	my

pocket;	I	bought	it	with	my	penny	yesterday,	and	I	saved	a	bit."
When	they	threw	out	a	few	crumbs	the	sparrow	jumped	and	flew	away	to	an

adjacent	 chimney	 top.	He	was	 evidently	 not	 accustomed	 to	 intimates	 in	 attics,
and	unexpected	 crumbs	 startled	 him.	But	when	Lottie	 remained	quite	 still	 and
Sara	chirped	very	softly—almost	as	if	she	were	a	sparrow	herself—he	saw	that
the	 thing	which	 had	 alarmed	 him	 represented	 hospitality,	 after	 all.	 He	 put	 his
head	on	one	side,	and	from	his	perch	on	the	chimney	looked	down	at	the	crumbs
with	twinkling	eyes.	Lottie	could	scarcely	keep	still.
"Will	he	come?	Will	he	come?"	she	whispered.
"His	 eyes	 look	 as	 if	 he	 would,"	 Sara	 whispered	 back.	 "He	 is	 thinking	 and

thinking	whether	he	dare.	Yes,	he	will!	Yes,	he	is	coming!"
He	flew	down	and	hopped	toward	the	crumbs,	but	stopped	a	few	inches	away

from	them,	putting	his	head	on	one	side	again,	as	if	reflecting	on	the	chances	that
Sara	and	Lottie	might	turn	out	to	be	big	cats	and	jump	on	him.	At	last	his	heart
told	 him	 they	 were	 really	 nicer	 than	 they	 looked,	 and	 he	 hopped	 nearer	 and
nearer,	darted	at	the	biggest	crumb	with	a	lightning	peck,	seized	it,	and	carried	it
away	to	the	other	side	of	his	chimney.
"Now	he	KNOWS",	said	Sara.	"And	he	will	come	back	for	the	others."
He	did	come	back,	and	even	brought	a	friend,	and	the	friend	went	away	and

brought	 a	 relative,	 and	among	 them	 they	made	a	hearty	meal	over	which	 they
twittered	and	chattered	and	exclaimed,	stopping	every	now	and	then	to	put	their
heads	on	one	side	and	examine	Lottie	and	Sara.	Lottie	was	so	delighted	that	she
quite	forgot	her	first	shocked	impression	of	the	attic.	In	fact,	when	she	was	lifted
down	from	the	table	and	returned	to	earthly	things,	as	it	were,	Sara	was	able	to
point	 out	 to	 her	many	 beauties	 in	 the	 room	which	 she	 herself	would	 not	 have
suspected	the	existence	of.
"It	is	so	little	and	so	high	above	everything,"	she	said,	"that	it	is	almost	like	a



nest	in	a	tree.	The	slanting	ceiling	is	so	funny.	See,	you	can	scarcely	stand	up	at
this	end	of	the	room;	and	when	the	morning	begins	to	come	I	can	lie	in	bed	and
look	right	up	into	the	sky	through	that	flat	window	in	the	roof.	It	is	like	a	square
patch	of	light.	If	the	sun	is	going	to	shine,	little	pink	clouds	float	about,	and	I	feel
as	 if	 I	 could	 touch	 them.	And	 if	 it	 rains,	 the	drops	patter	 and	patter	 as	 if	 they
were	saying	something	nice.	Then	if	there	are	stars,	you	can	lie	and	try	to	count
how	many	go	into	the	patch.	It	takes	such	a	lot.	And	just	look	at	that	tiny,	rusty
grate	 in	 the	corner.	 If	 it	was	polished	and	 there	was	a	 fire	 in	 it,	 just	 think	how
nice	it	would	be.	You	see,	it's	really	a	beautiful	little	room."
She	 was	 walking	 round	 the	 small	 place,	 holding	 Lottie's	 hand	 and	 making

gestures	which	described	all	the	beauties	she	was	making	herself	see.	She	quite
made	Lottie	see	them,	too.	Lottie	could	always	believe	in	the	things	Sara	made
pictures	of.
"You	see,"	she	said,	"there	could	be	a	thick,	soft	blue	Indian	rug	on	the	floor;

and	in	that	corner	 there	could	be	a	soft	 little	sofa,	with	cushions	to	curl	up	on;
and	just	over	it	could	be	a	shelf	full	of	books	so	that	one	could	reach	them	easily;
and	there	could	be	a	fur	rug	before	the	fire,	and	hangings	on	the	wall	to	cover	up
the	whitewash,	and	pictures.	They	would	have	to	be	little	ones,	but	they	could	be
beautiful;	and	there	could	be	a	lamp	with	a	deep	rose-colored	shade;	and	a	table
in	the	middle,	with	things	to	have	tea	with;	and	a	little	fat	copper	kettle	singing
on	 the	 hob;	 and	 the	 bed	 could	 be	 quite	 different.	 It	 could	 be	 made	 soft	 and
covered	with	a	lovely	silk	coverlet.	It	could	be	beautiful.	And	perhaps	we	could
coax	the	sparrows	until	we	made	such	friends	with	them	that	they	would	come
and	peck	at	the	window	and	ask	to	be	let	in."
"Oh,	Sara!"	cried	Lottie.	"I	should	like	to	live	here!"
When	Sara	had	persuaded	her	to	go	downstairs	again,	and,	after	setting	her	on

her	way,	 had	 come	back	 to	 her	 attic,	 she	 stood	 in	 the	middle	 of	 it	 and	 looked
about	her.	The	enchantment	of	her	imaginings	for	Lottie	had	died	away.	The	bed
was	 hard	 and	 covered	 with	 its	 dingy	 quilt.	 The	 whitewashed	wall	 showed	 its
broken	patches,	the	floor	was	cold	and	bare,	the	grate	was	broken	and	rusty,	and
the	 battered	 footstool,	 tilted	 sideways	 on	 its	 injured	 leg,	 the	 only	 seat	 in	 the
room.	She	sat	down	on	it	for	a	few	minutes	and	let	her	head	drop	in	her	hands.
The	mere	 fact	 that	Lottie	had	come	and	gone	away	again	made	 things	 seem	a
little	worse—just	 as	 perhaps	 prisoners	 feel	 a	 little	more	 desolate	 after	 visitors
come	and	go,	leaving	them	behind.
"It's	a	lonely	place,"	she	said.	"Sometimes	it's	the	loneliest	place	in	the	world."
She	was	sitting	in	this	way	when	her	attention	was	attracted	by	a	slight	sound

near	her.	She	 lifted	her	head	 to	see	where	 it	came	from,	and	 if	 she	had	been	a
nervous	 child	 she	would	have	 left	 her	 seat	 on	 the	battered	 footstool	 in	 a	great



hurry.	A	 large	 rat	was	sitting	up	on	his	hind	quarters	and	sniffing	 the	air	 in	an
interested	manner.	Some	of	Lottie's	crumbs	had	dropped	upon	the	floor	and	their
scent	had	drawn	him	out	of	his	hole.
He	 looked	 so	queer	 and	 so	 like	 a	 gray-whiskered	dwarf	 or	 gnome	 that	Sara

was	rather	fascinated.	He	looked	at	her	with	his	bright	eyes,	as	if	he	were	asking
a	question.	He	was	evidently	so	doubtful	 that	one	of	 the	child's	queer	 thoughts
came	into	her	mind.
"I	dare	say	it	is	rather	hard	to	be	a	rat,"	she	mused.	"Nobody	likes	you.	People

jump	and	run	away	and	scream	out,	'Oh,	a	horrid	rat!'	I	shouldn't	like	people	to
scream	and	jump	and	say,	'Oh,	a	horrid	Sara!'	the	moment	they	saw	me.	And	set
traps	for	me,	and	pretend	they	were	dinner.	It's	so	different	to	be	a	sparrow.	But
nobody	asked	this	rat	if	he	wanted	to	be	a	rat	when	he	was	made.	Nobody	said,
'Wouldn't	you	rather	be	a	sparrow?'"
She	 had	 sat	 so	 quietly	 that	 the	 rat	 had	 begun	 to	 take	 courage.	He	was	 very

much	afraid	of	her,	but	perhaps	he	had	a	heart	like	the	sparrow	and	it	 told	him
that	she	was	not	a	thing	which	pounced.	He	was	very	hungry.	He	had	a	wife	and
a	large	family	in	the	wall,	and	they	had	had	frightfully	bad	luck	for	several	days.
He	had	left	the	children	crying	bitterly,	and	felt	he	would	risk	a	good	deal	for	a
few	crumbs,	so	he	cautiously	dropped	upon	his	feet.
"Come	 on,"	 said	 Sara;	 "I'm	 not	 a	 trap.	 You	 can	 have	 them,	 poor	 thing!

Prisoners	in	the	Bastille	used	to	make	friends	with	rats.	Suppose	I	make	friends
with	you."
How	it	 is	 that	animals	understand	things	I	do	not	know,	but	 it	 is	certain	 that

they	do	understand.	Perhaps	there	is	a	language	which	is	not	made	of	words	and
everything	 in	 the	 world	 understands	 it.	 Perhaps	 there	 is	 a	 soul	 hidden	 in
everything	 and	 it	 can	 always	 speak,	without	 even	making	 a	 sound,	 to	 another
soul.	But	whatsoever	was	the	reason,	the	rat	knew	from	that	moment	that	he	was
safe—even	though	he	was	a	rat.	He	knew	that	this	young	human	being	sitting	on
the	red	footstool	would	not	 jump	up	and	terrify	him	with	wild,	sharp	noises	or
throw	heavy	objects	at	him	which,	if	they	did	not	fall	and	crush	him,	would	send
him	limping	in	his	scurry	back	to	his	hole.	He	was	really	a	very	nice	rat,	and	did
not	mean	the	least	harm.	When	he	had	stood	on	his	hind	legs	and	sniffed	the	air,
with	his	bright	eyes	fixed	on	Sara,	he	had	hoped	that	she	would	understand	this,
and	would	 not	 begin	 by	 hating	 him	 as	 an	 enemy.	When	 the	mysterious	 thing
which	 speaks	without	 saying	 any	words	 told	 him	 that	 she	would	 not,	 he	went
softly	toward	the	crumbs	and	began	to	eat	 them.	As	he	did	it	he	glanced	every
now	and	then	at	Sara,	just	as	the	sparrows	had	done,	and	his	expression	was	so
very	apologetic	that	it	touched	her	heart.
She	sat	and	watched	him	without	making	any	movement.	One	crumb	was	very



much	larger	than	the	others—in	fact,	it	could	scarcely	be	called	a	crumb.	It	was
evident	 that	he	wanted	that	piece	very	much,	but	 it	 lay	quite	near	 the	footstool
and	he	was	still	rather	timid.
"I	believe	he	wants	it	to	carry	to	his	family	in	the	wall,"	Sara	thought.	"If	I	do

not	stir	at	all,	perhaps	he	will	come	and	get	it."
She	scarcely	allowed	herself	to	breathe,	she	was	so	deeply	interested.	The	rat

shuffled	a	little	nearer	and	ate	a	few	more	crumbs,	then	he	stopped	and	sniffed
delicately,	giving	a	side	glance	at	the	occupant	of	the	footstool;	then	he	darted	at
the	piece	of	bun	with	something	very	 like	 the	sudden	boldness	of	 the	sparrow,
and	 the	 instant	 he	 had	 possession	 of	 it	 fled	 back	 to	 the	 wall,	 slipped	 down	 a
crack	in	the	skirting	board,	and	was	gone.
"I	knew	he	wanted	it	for	his	children,"	said	Sara.	"I	do	believe	I	could	make

friends	with	him."
A	week	or	so	afterward,	on	one	of	the	rare	nights	when	Ermengarde	found	it

safe	 to	 steal	 up	 to	 the	 attic,	when	 she	 tapped	 on	 the	 door	with	 the	 tips	 of	 her
fingers	Sara	did	not	 come	 to	her	 for	 two	or	 three	minutes.	There	was,	 indeed,
such	a	silence	in	the	room	at	first	that	Ermengarde	wondered	if	she	could	have
fallen	 asleep.	Then,	 to	 her	 surprise,	 she	 heard	 her	 utter	 a	 little,	 low	 laugh	 and
speak	coaxingly	to	someone.
"There!"	Ermengarde	heard	her	say.	"Take	it	and	go	home,	Melchisedec!	Go

home	to	your	wife!"
Almost	 immediately	 Sara	 opened	 the	 door,	 and	when	 she	 did	 so	 she	 found

Ermengarde	standing	with	alarmed	eyes	upon	the	threshold.
"Who—who	ARE	you	talking	to,	Sara?"	she	gasped	out.
Sara	 drew	 her	 in	 cautiously,	 but	 she	 looked	 as	 if	 something	 pleased	 and

amused	her.
"You	must	promise	not	to	be	frightened—not	to	scream	the	least	bit,	or	I	can't

tell	you,"	she	answered.
Ermengarde	felt	almost	inclined	to	scream	on	the	spot,	but	managed	to	control

herself.	 She	 looked	 all	 round	 the	 attic	 and	 saw	 no	 one.	 And	 yet	 Sara	 had
certainly	been	speaking	TO	someone.	She	thought	of	ghosts.
"Is	it—something	that	will	frighten	me?"	she	asked	timorously.
"Some	 people	 are	 afraid	 of	 them,"	 said	 Sara.	 "I	 was	 at	 first—but	 I	 am	 not

now."
"Was	it—a	ghost?"	quaked	Ermengarde.
"No,"	said	Sara,	laughing.	"It	was	my	rat."
Ermengarde	made	one	bound,	and	landed	in	the	middle	of	the	little	dingy	bed.

She	tucked	her	feet	under	her	nightgown	and	the	red	shawl.	She	did	not	scream,
but	she	gasped	with	fright.



"Oh!	Oh!"	she	cried	under	her	breath.	"A	rat!	A	rat!"
"I	was	afraid	you	would	be	frightened,"	said	Sara.	"But	you	needn't	be.	I	am

making	him	 tame.	He	actually	knows	me	and	comes	out	when	 I	call	him.	Are
you	too	frightened	to	want	to	see	him?"
The	truth	was	that,	as	the	days	had	gone	on	and,	with	the	aid	of	scraps	brought

up	 from	 the	 kitchen,	 her	 curious	 friendship	 had	 developed,	 she	 had	 gradually
forgotten	that	the	timid	creature	she	was	becoming	familiar	with	was	a	mere	rat.
At	 first	 Ermengarde	was	 too	much	 alarmed	 to	 do	 anything	 but	 huddle	 in	 a

heap	upon	 the	bed	and	 tuck	up	her	 feet,	but	 the	sight	of	Sara's	composed	 little
countenance	 and	 the	 story	 of	 Melchisedec's	 first	 appearance	 began	 at	 last	 to
rouse	her	curiosity,	and	she	leaned	forward	over	the	edge	of	the	bed	and	watched
Sara	go	and	kneel	down	by	the	hole	in	the	skirting	board.
"He—he	won't	run	out	quickly	and	jump	on	the	bed,	will	he?"	she	said.
"No,"	answered	Sara.	"He's	as	polite	as	we	are.	He	is	just	like	a	person.	Now

watch!"
She	began	to	make	a	low,	whistling	sound—so	low	and	coaxing	that	it	could

only	have	been	heard	in	entire	stillness.	She	did	it	several	times,	looking	entirely
absorbed	 in	 it.	Ermengarde	 thought	 she	 looked	as	 if	 she	were	working	a	 spell.
And	 at	 last,	 evidently	 in	 response	 to	 it,	 a	 gray-whiskered,	 bright-eyed	 head
peeped	out	of	 the	hole.	Sara	had	some	crumbs	in	her	hand.	She	dropped	them,
and	Melchisedec	came	quietly	forth	and	ate	them.	A	piece	of	larger	size	than	the
rest	he	took	and	carried	in	the	most	businesslike	manner	back	to	his	home.
"You	 see,"	 said	Sara,	 "that	 is	 for	his	wife	 and	children.	He	 is	very	nice.	He

only	 eats	 the	 little	 bits.	 After	 he	 goes	 back	 I	 can	 always	 hear	 his	 family
squeaking	for	joy.	There	are	three	kinds	of	squeaks.	One	kind	is	 the	children's,
and	one	is	Mrs.	Melchisedec's,	and	one	is	Melchisedec's	own."
Ermengarde	began	to	laugh.
"Oh,	Sara!"	she	said.	"You	ARE	queer—but	you	are	nice."
"I	know	I	am	queer,"	admitted	Sara,	cheerfully;	"and	I	TRY	to	be	nice."	She

rubbed	her	forehead	with	her	little	brown	paw,	and	a	puzzled,	tender	look	came
into	her	face.	"Papa	always	laughed	at	me,"	she	said;	"but	I	liked	it.	He	thought	I
was	queer,	but	he	liked	me	to	make	up	things.	I—I	can't	help	making	up	things.
If	I	didn't,	I	don't	believe	I	could	live."	She	paused	and	glanced	around	the	attic.
"I'm	sure	I	couldn't	live	here,"	she	added	in	a	low	voice.
Ermengarde	was	interested,	as	she	always	was.	"When	you	talk	about	things,"

she	said,	 "they	seem	as	 if	 they	grew	real.	You	 talk	about	Melchisedec	as	 if	he
was	a	person."
"He	 IS	a	person,"	 said	Sara.	 "He	gets	hungry	and	 frightened,	 just	 as	we	do;

and	he	is	married	and	has	children.	How	do	we	know	he	doesn't	think	things,	just



as	 we	 do?	 His	 eyes	 look	 as	 if	 he	 was	 a	 person.	 That	 was	 why	 I	 gave	 him	 a
name."
She	sat	down	on	the	floor	in	her	favorite	attitude,	holding	her	knees.
"Besides,"	she	said,	"he	is	a	Bastille	rat	sent	to	be	my	friend.	I	can	always	get

a	bit	of	bread	the	cook	has	thrown	away,	and	it	is	quite	enough	to	support	him."
"Is	it	the	Bastille	yet?"	asked	Ermengarde,	eagerly.	"Do	you	always	pretend	it

is	the	Bastille?"
"Nearly	always,"	answered	Sara.	"Sometimes	I	try	to	pretend	it	is	another	kind

of	place;	but	the	Bastille	is	generally	easiest—particularly	when	it	is	cold."
Just	 at	 that	 moment	 Ermengarde	 almost	 jumped	 off	 the	 bed,	 she	 was	 so

startled	by	a	sound	she	heard.	It	was	like	two	distinct	knocks	on	the	wall.
"What	is	that?"	she	exclaimed.
Sara	got	up	from	the	floor	and	answered	quite	dramatically:
"It	is	the	prisoner	in	the	next	cell."
"Becky!"	cried	Ermengarde,	enraptured.
"Yes,"	said	Sara.	"Listen;	the	two	knocks	meant,	'Prisoner,	are	you	there?'"
She	knocked	three	times	on	the	wall	herself,	as	if	in	answer.
"That	means,	'Yes,	I	am	here,	and	all	is	well.'"
Four	knocks	came	from	Becky's	side	of	the	wall.
"That	means,"	explained	Sara,	"'Then,	fellow-sufferer,	we	will	sleep	in	peace.

Good	night.'"
Ermengarde	quite	beamed	with	delight.
"Oh,	Sara!"	she	whispered	joyfully.	"It	is	like	a	story!"
"It	IS	a	story,"	said	Sara.	"EVERYTHING'S	a	story.	You	are	a	story—I	am	a

story.	Miss	Minchin	is	a	story."
And	she	sat	down	again	and	talked	until	Ermengarde	forgot	that	she	was	a	sort

of	escaped	prisoner	herself,	and	had	to	be	reminded	by	Sara	that	she	could	not
remain	in	the	Bastille	all	night,	but	must	steal	noiselessly	downstairs	again	and
creep	back	into	her	deserted	bed.



Chapter		10	
The	Indian	Gentleman
But	it	was	a	perilous	thing	for	Ermengarde	and	Lottie	to	make	pilgrimages	to	the
attic.	They	could	never	be	quite	sure	when	Sara	would	be	there,	and	they	could
scarcely	ever	be	certain	 that	Miss	Amelia	would	not	make	a	 tour	of	 inspection
through	the	bedrooms	after	the	pupils	were	supposed	to	be	asleep.	So	their	visits
were	 rare	 ones,	 and	 Sara	 lived	 a	 strange	 and	 lonely	 life.	 It	was	 a	 lonelier	 life
when	she	was	downstairs	than	when	she	was	in	her	attic.	She	had	no	one	to	talk
to;	 and	 when	 she	 was	 sent	 out	 on	 errands	 and	 walked	 through	 the	 streets,	 a
forlorn	little	figure	carrying	a	basket	or	a	parcel,	trying	to	hold	her	hat	on	when
the	wind	was	blowing,	and	feeling	the	water	soak	through	her	shoes	when	it	was
raining,	she	felt	as	 if	 the	crowds	hurrying	past	her	made	her	 loneliness	greater.
When	 she	 had	 been	 the	 Princess	 Sara,	 driving	 through	 the	 streets	 in	 her
brougham,	or	walking,	attended	by	Mariette,	the	sight	of	her	bright,	eager	little
face	and	picturesque	coats	and	hats	had	often	caused	people	to	look	after	her.	A
happy,	beautifully	cared	for	little	girl	naturally	attracts	attention.	Shabby,	poorly
dressed	 children	 are	 not	 rare	 enough	 and	 pretty	 enough	 to	 make	 people	 turn
around	to	look	at	them	and	smile.	No	one	looked	at	Sara	in	these	days,	and	no
one	 seemed	 to	 see	 her	 as	 she	 hurried	 along	 the	 crowded	 pavements.	 She	 had
begun	 to	 grow	 very	 fast,	 and,	 as	 she	was	 dressed	 only	 in	 such	 clothes	 as	 the
plainer	remnants	of	her	wardrobe	would	supply,	she	knew	she	looked	very	queer,
indeed.	All	her	valuable	garments	had	been	disposed	of,	and	such	as	had	been
left	for	her	use	she	was	expected	to	wear	so	long	as	she	could	put	them	on	at	all.
Sometimes,	 when	 she	 passed	 a	 shop	 window	 with	 a	 mirror	 in	 it,	 she	 almost
laughed	outright	on	catching	a	glimpse	of	herself,	and	sometimes	her	face	went
red	and	she	bit	her	lip	and	turned	away.
In	the	evening,	when	she	passed	houses	whose	windows	were	lighted	up,	she

used	to	look	into	the	warm	rooms	and	amuse	herself	by	imagining	things	about
the	people	she	saw	sitting	before	the	fires	or	about	the	tables.	It	always	interested
her	 to	 catch	 glimpses	 of	 rooms	 before	 the	 shutters	 were	 closed.	 There	 were
several	families	in	the	square	in	which	Miss	Minchin	lived,	with	which	she	had
become	quite	familiar	in	a	way	of	her	own.	The	one	she	liked	best	she	called	the
Large	Family.	She	called	it	the	Large	Family	not	because	the	members	of	it	were



big—for,	 indeed,	most	of	them	were	little—but	because	there	were	so	many	of
them.	There	were	eight	children	 in	 the	Large	Family,	and	a	stout,	 rosy	mother,
and	 a	 stout,	 rosy	 father,	 and	 a	 stout,	 rosy	 grandmother,	 and	 any	 number	 of
servants.	The	eight	children	were	always	either	being	taken	out	to	walk	or	to	ride
in	perambulators	by	comfortable	nurses,	or	 they	were	going	to	drive	with	 their
mamma,	or	 they	were	flying	 to	 the	door	 in	 the	evening	 to	meet	 their	papa	and
kiss	him	and	dance	around	him	and	drag	off	his	overcoat	and	look	in	the	pockets
for	packages,	or	they	were	crowding	about	the	nursery	windows	and	looking	out
and	 pushing	 each	 other	 and	 laughing—in	 fact,	 they	 were	 always	 doing
something	 enjoyable	 and	 suited	 to	 the	 tastes	 of	 a	 large	 family.	 Sara	was	 quite
fond	of	them,	and	had	given	them	names	out	of	books—quite	romantic	names.
She	called	them	the	Montmorencys	when	she	did	not	call	them	the	Large	Family.
The	 fat,	 fair	baby	with	 the	 lace	cap	was	Ethelberta	Beauchamp	Montmorency;
the	next	baby	was	Violet	Cholmondeley	Montmorency;	the	little	boy	who	could
just	 stagger	 and	 who	 had	 such	 round	 legs	 was	 Sydney	 Cecil	 Vivian
Montmorency;	 and	 then	 came	 Lilian	 Evangeline	 Maud	 Marion,	 Rosalind
Gladys,	Guy	Clarence,	Veronica	Eustacia,	and	Claude	Harold	Hector.
One	evening	a	very	 funny	 thing	happened—though,	perhaps,	 in	one	sense	 it

was	not	a	funny	thing	at	all.
Several	of	the	Montmorencys	were	evidently	going	to	a	children's	party,	and

just	as	Sara	was	about	to	pass	the	door	they	were	crossing	the	pavement	to	get
into	 the	 carriage	which	was	waiting	 for	 them.	Veronica	Eustacia	 and	Rosalind
Gladys,	 in	 white-lace	 frocks	 and	 lovely	 sashes,	 had	 just	 got	 in,	 and	 Guy
Clarence,	aged	five,	was	following	them.	He	was	such	a	pretty	fellow	and	had
such	 rosy	 cheeks	 and	 blue	 eyes,	 and	 such	 a	 darling	 little	 round	 head	 covered
with	 curls,	 that	 Sara	 forgot	 her	 basket	 and	 shabby	 cloak	 altogether—in	 fact,
forgot	 everything	 but	 that	 she	 wanted	 to	 look	 at	 him	 for	 a	 moment.	 So	 she
paused	and	looked.
It	was	Christmas	 time,	and	 the	Large	Family	had	been	hearing	many	stories

about	 children	 who	 were	 poor	 and	 had	 no	 mammas	 and	 papas	 to	 fill	 their
stockings	and	take	them	to	the	pantomime—children	who	were,	in	fact,	cold	and
thinly	 clad	 and	 hungry.	 In	 the	 stories,	 kind	 people—sometimes	 little	 boys	 and
girls	with	tender	hearts—invariably	saw	the	poor	children	and	gave	them	money
or	 rich	 gifts,	 or	 took	 them	 home	 to	 beautiful	 dinners.	Guy	Clarence	 had	 been
affected	to	 tears	 that	very	afternoon	by	the	reading	of	such	a	story,	and	he	had
burned	with	a	desire	to	find	such	a	poor	child	and	give	her	a	certain	sixpence	he
possessed,	 and	 thus	 provide	 for	 her	 for	 life.	 An	 entire	 sixpence,	 he	was	 sure,
would	mean	affluence	 for	 evermore.	As	he	 crossed	 the	 strip	of	 red	 carpet	 laid
across	the	pavement	from	the	door	to	the	carriage,	he	had	this	very	sixpence	in



the	pocket	of	his	very	short	man-o-war	trousers;	And	just	as	Rosalind	Gladys	got
into	the	vehicle	and	jumped	on	the	seat	in	order	to	feel	the	cushions	spring	under
her,	he	saw	Sara	standing	on	the	wet	pavement	in	her	shabby	frock	and	hat,	with
her	old	basket	on	her	arm,	looking	at	him	hungrily.
He	thought	that	her	eyes	looked	hungry	because	she	had	perhaps	had	nothing

to	 eat	 for	 a	 long	 time.	He	 did	 not	 know	 that	 they	 looked	 so	 because	 she	was
hungry	for	the	warm,	merry	life	his	home	held	and	his	rosy	face	spoke	of,	and
that	she	had	a	hungry	wish	to	snatch	him	in	her	arms	and	kiss	him.	He	only	knew
that	 she	 had	big	 eyes	 and	 a	 thin	 face	 and	 thin	 legs	 and	 a	 common	basket	 and
poor	clothes.	So	he	put	his	hand	in	his	pocket	and	found	his	sixpence	and	walked
up	to	her	benignly.
"Here,	poor	little	girl,"	he	said.	"Here	is	a	sixpence.	I	will	give	it	to	you."
Sara	started,	and	all	at	once	realized	that	she	looked	exactly	like	poor	children

she	had	seen,	in	her	better	days,	waiting	on	the	pavement	to	watch	her	as	she	got
out	of	her	brougham.	And	 she	had	given	 them	pennies	many	a	 time.	Her	 face
went	red	and	then	it	went	pale,	and	for	a	second	she	felt	as	if	she	could	not	take
the	dear	little	sixpence.
"Oh,	no!"	she	said.	"Oh,	no,	thank	you;	I	mustn't	take	it,	indeed!"
Her	voice	was	so	unlike	an	ordinary	street	child's	voice	and	her	manner	was	so

like	 the	manner	of	a	well-bred	 little	person	 that	Veronica	Eustacia	 (whose	 real
name	 was	 Janet)	 and	 Rosalind	 Gladys	 (who	 was	 really	 called	 Nora)	 leaned
forward	to	listen.
But	Guy	Clarence	was	not	 to	be	 thwarted	 in	his	 benevolence.	He	 thrust	 the

sixpence	into	her	hand.
"Yes,	 you	 must	 take	 it,	 poor	 little	 girl!"	 he	 insisted	 stoutly.	 "You	 can	 buy

things	to	eat	with	it.	It	is	a	whole	sixpence!"
There	was	something	so	honest	and	kind	in	his	face,	and	he	looked	so	likely	to

be	heartbrokenly	disappointed	if	she	did	not	take	it,	that	Sara	knew	she	must	not
refuse	him.	To	be	as	proud	as	that	would	be	a	cruel	thing.	So	she	actually	put	her
pride	in	her	pocket,	though	it	must	be	admitted	her	cheeks	burned.
"Thank	you,"	she	said.	"You	are	a	kind,	kind	little	darling	thing."	And	as	he

scrambled	joyfully	into	the	carriage	she	went	away,	trying	to	smile,	though	she
caught	 her	 breath	 quickly	 and	 her	 eyes	were	 shining	 through	 a	mist.	 She	 had
known	that	she	looked	odd	and	shabby,	but	until	now	she	had	not	known	that	she
might	be	taken	for	a	beggar.
As	the	Large	Family's	carriage	drove	away,	the	children	inside	it	were	talking

with	interested	excitement.
"Oh,	 Donald,"	 (this	 was	 Guy	 Clarence's	 name),	 Janet	 exclaimed	 alarmedly,

"why	did	you	offer	that	little	girl	your	sixpence?	I'm	sure	she	is	not	a	beggar!"



"She	didn't	speak	like	a	beggar!"	cried	Nora.	"And	her	face	didn't	really	look
like	a	beggar's	face!"
"Besides,	she	didn't	beg,"	said	Janet.	"I	was	so	afraid	she	might	be	angry	with

you.	You	know,	it	makes	people	angry	to	be	taken	for	beggars	when	they	are	not
beggars."
"She	wasn't	angry,"	said	Donald,	a	trifle	dismayed,	but	still	firm.	"She	laughed

a	little,	and	she	said	I	was	a	kind,	kind	little	darling	thing.	And	I	was!"—stoutly.
"It	was	my	whole	sixpence."
Janet	and	Nora	exchanged	glances.
"A	beggar	girl	would	never	have	said	 that,"	decided	Janet.	"She	would	have

said,	'Thank	yer	kindly,	little	gentleman—thank	yer,	sir;'	and	perhaps	she	would
have	bobbed	a	curtsy."
Sara	knew	nothing	about	the	fact,	but	from	that	time	the	Large	Family	was	as

profoundly	interested	in	her	as	she	was	in	it.	Faces	used	to	appear	at	the	nursery
windows	 when	 she	 passed,	 and	 many	 discussions	 concerning	 her	 were	 held
round	the	fire.
"She	 is	 a	 kind	 of	 servant	 at	 the	 seminary,"	 Janet	 said.	 "I	 don't	 believe	 she

belongs	to	anybody.	I	believe	she	is	an	orphan.	But	she	is	not	a	beggar,	however
shabby	she	looks."
And	 afterward	 she	 was	 called	 by	 all	 of	 them,	 "The-little-girl-who-is-not-a-

beggar,"	 which	 was,	 of	 course,	 rather	 a	 long	 name,	 and	 sounded	 very	 funny
sometimes	when	the	youngest	ones	said	it	in	a	hurry.
Sara	 managed	 to	 bore	 a	 hole	 in	 the	 sixpence	 and	 hung	 it	 on	 an	 old	 bit	 of

narrow	ribbon	round	her	neck.	Her	affection	for	the	Large	Family	increased—as,
indeed,	her	affection	 for	everything	she	could	 love	 increased.	She	grew	fonder
and	fonder	of	Becky,	and	she	used	to	look	forward	to	the	two	mornings	a	week
when	 she	went	 into	 the	 schoolroom	 to	give	 the	 little	ones	 their	French	 lesson.
Her	 small	 pupils	 loved	 her,	 and	 strove	 with	 each	 other	 for	 the	 privilege	 of
standing	 close	 to	 her	 and	 insinuating	 their	 small	 hands	 into	 hers.	 It	 fed	 her
hungry	 heart	 to	 feel	 them	 nestling	 up	 to	 her.	 She	made	 such	 friends	with	 the
sparrows	that	when	she	stood	upon	the	table,	put	her	head	and	shoulders	out	of
the	attic	window,	and	chirped,	she	heard	almost	 immediately	a	flutter	of	wings
and	 answering	 twitters,	 and	 a	 little	 flock	 of	 dingy	 town	 birds	 appeared	 and
alighted	on	the	slates	to	talk	to	her	and	make	much	of	the	crumbs	she	scattered.
With	 Melchisedec	 she	 had	 become	 so	 intimate	 that	 he	 actually	 brought	 Mrs.
Melchisedec	with	him	sometimes,	and	now	and	then	one	or	two	of	his	children.
She	used	to	talk	to	him,	and,	somehow,	he	looked	quite	as	if	he	understood.
There	had	grown	in	her	mind	rather	a	strange	feeling	about	Emily,	who	always

sat	 and	 looked	 on	 at	 everything.	 It	 arose	 in	 one	 of	 her	 moments	 of	 great



desolateness.	She	would	have	 liked	 to	believe	or	pretend	 to	believe	 that	Emily
understood	and	sympathized	with	her.	She	did	not	like	to	own	to	herself	that	her
only	 companion	 could	 feel	 and	 hear	 nothing.	 She	 used	 to	 put	 her	 in	 a	 chair
sometimes	and	sit	opposite	to	her	on	the	old	red	footstool,	and	stare	and	pretend
about	her	until	her	own	eyes	would	grow	large	with	something	which	was	almost
like	 fear—particularly	 at	 night	 when	 everything	 was	 so	 still,	 when	 the	 only
sound	in	the	attic	was	the	occasional	sudden	scurry	and	squeak	of	Melchisedec's
family	 in	 the	wall.	One	 of	 her	 "pretends"	was	 that	Emily	was	 a	 kind	 of	 good
witch	who	could	protect	her.	Sometimes,	after	she	had	stared	at	her	until	she	was
wrought	up	to	the	highest	pitch	of	fancifulness,	she	would	ask	her	questions	and
find	herself	ALMOST	feeling	as	 if	 she	would	presently	answer.	But	 she	never
did.
"As	to	answering,	though,"	said	Sara,	trying	to	console	herself,	"I	don't	answer

very	often.	 I	never	 answer	when	 I	 can	help	 it.	When	people	are	 insulting	you,
there	is	nothing	so	good	for	them	as	not	to	say	a	word—just	to	look	at	them	and
THINK.	Miss	Minchin	 turns	 pale	with	 rage	when	 I	 do	 it,	Miss	Amelia	 looks
frightened,	and	so	do	the	girls.	When	you	will	not	fly	into	a	passion	people	know
you	are	 stronger	 than	 they	are,	because	you	are	 strong	enough	 to	hold	 in	your
rage,	 and	 they	 are	 not,	 and	 they	 say	 stupid	 things	 they	 wish	 they	 hadn't	 said
afterward.	There's	nothing	so	strong	as	rage,	except	what	makes	you	hold	it	in—
that's	stronger.	It's	a	good	thing	not	to	answer	your	enemies.	I	scarcely	ever	do.
Perhaps	Emily	is	more	like	me	than	I	am	like	myself.	Perhaps	she	would	rather
not	answer	her	friends,	even.	She	keeps	it	all	in	her	heart."
But	though	she	tried	to	satisfy	herself	with	these	arguments,	she	did	not	find	it

easy.	When,	after	a	 long,	hard	day,	 in	which	she	had	been	sent	here	and	 there,
sometimes	on	long	errands	through	wind	and	cold	and	rain,	she	came	in	wet	and
hungry,	and	was	sent	out	again	because	nobody	chose	to	remember	that	she	was
only	a	child,	and	that	her	slim	legs	might	be	tired	and	her	small	body	might	be
chilled;	when	she	had	been	given	only	harsh	words	and	cold,	slighting	looks	for
thanks;	when	 the	 cook	had	been	 vulgar	 and	 insolent;	when	Miss	Minchin	 had
been	 in	 her	 worst	 mood,	 and	 when	 she	 had	 seen	 the	 girls	 sneering	 among
themselves	at	her	shabbiness—then	she	was	not	always	able	to	comfort	her	sore,
proud,	desolate	heart	with	fancies	when	Emily	merely	sat	upright	in	her	old	chair
and	stared.
One	of	 these	nights,	when	 she	came	up	 to	 the	attic	 cold	and	hungry,	with	 a

tempest	raging	in	her	young	breast,	Emily's	stare	seemed	so	vacant,	her	sawdust
legs	and	arms	so	inexpressive,	that	Sara	lost	all	control	over	herself.	There	was
nobody	but	Emily—no	one	in	the	world.	And	there	she	sat.
"I	shall	die	presently,"	she	said	at	first.



Emily	simply	stared.
"I	can't	bear	this,"	said	the	poor	child,	trembling.	"I	know	I	shall	die.	I'm	cold;

I'm	wet;	I'm	starving	to	death.	I've	walked	a	thousand	miles	today,	and	they	have
done	nothing	but	 scold	me	 from	morning	until	night.	And	because	 I	 could	not
find	 that	 last	 thing	 the	 cook	 sent	me	 for,	 they	would	 not	 give	me	 any	 supper.
Some	men	laughed	at	me	because	my	old	shoes	made	me	slip	down	in	the	mud.
I'm	covered	with	mud	now.	And	they	laughed.	Do	you	hear?"
She	looked	at	the	staring	glass	eyes	and	complacent	face,	and	suddenly	a	sort

of	 heartbroken	 rage	 seized	 her.	 She	 lifted	 her	 little	 savage	 hand	 and	 knocked
Emily	off	the	chair,	bursting	into	a	passion	of	sobbing—Sara	who	never	cried.
"You	are	nothing	but	 a	DOLL!"	 she	cried.	 "Nothing	but	 a	doll—doll—doll!

You	 care	 for	 nothing.	 You	 are	 stuffed	 with	 sawdust.	 You	 never	 had	 a	 heart.
Nothing	could	ever	make	you	 feel.	You	are	a	DOLL!"	Emily	 lay	on	 the	 floor,
with	her	legs	ignominiously	doubled	up	over	her	head,	and	a	new	flat	place	on
the	end	of	her	nose;	but	she	was	calm,	even	dignified.	Sara	hid	her	face	in	her
arms.	 The	 rats	 in	 the	wall	 began	 to	 fight	 and	 bite	 each	 other	 and	 squeak	 and
scramble.	Melchisedec	was	chastising	some	of	his	family.
Sara's	sobs	gradually	quieted	themselves.	It	was	so	unlike	her	to	break	down

that	she	was	surprised	at	herself.	After	a	while	she	raised	her	face	and	looked	at
Emily,	 who	 seemed	 to	 be	 gazing	 at	 her	 round	 the	 side	 of	 one	 angle,	 and,
somehow,	by	this	time	actually	with	a	kind	of	glassy-eyed	sympathy.	Sara	bent
and	picked	her	up.	Remorse	overtook	her.	She	even	smiled	at	herself	a	very	little
smile.
"You	can't	help	being	a	doll,"	she	said	with	a	 resigned	sigh,	"any	more	 than

Lavinia	 and	 Jessie	 can	 help	 not	 having	 any	 sense.	We	 are	 not	 all	made	 alike.
Perhaps	you	do	your	 sawdust	best."	And	she	kissed	her	and	shook	her	clothes
straight,	and	put	her	back	upon	her	chair.
She	had	wished	very	much	 that	 some	one	would	 take	 the	empty	house	next

door.	 She	 wished	 it	 because	 of	 the	 attic	 window	 which	 was	 so	 near	 hers.	 It
seemed	as	if	it	would	be	so	nice	to	see	it	propped	open	someday	and	a	head	and
shoulders	rising	out	of	the	square	aperture.
"If	 it	 looked	 a	 nice	 head,"	 she	 thought,	 "I	 might	 begin	 by	 saying,	 'Good

morning,'	 and	 all	 sorts	 of	 things	 might	 happen.	 But,	 of	 course,	 it's	 not	 really
likely	that	anyone	but	under	servants	would	sleep	there."
One	morning,	on	turning	the	corner	of	the	square	after	a	visit	to	the	grocer's,

the	butcher's,	and	the	baker's,	she	saw,	to	her	great	delight,	that	during	her	rather
prolonged	absence,	a	van	full	of	furniture	had	stopped	before	the	next	house,	the
front	doors	were	 thrown	open,	and	men	 in	shirt	 sleeves	were	going	 in	and	out
carrying	heavy	packages	and	pieces	of	furniture.



"It's	taken!"	she	said.	"It	really	IS	taken!	Oh,	I	do	hope	a	nice	head	will	look
out	of	the	attic	window!"
She	would	almost	have	liked	to	join	the	group	of	loiterers	who	had	stopped	on

the	pavement	to	watch	the	things	carried	in.	She	had	an	idea	that	if	she	could	see
some	of	the	furniture	she	could	guess	something	about	the	people	it	belonged	to.
"Miss	Minchin's	tables	and	chairs	are	just	like	her,"	she	thought;	"I	remember

thinking	that	the	first	minute	I	saw	her,	even	though	I	was	so	little.	I	 told	papa
afterward,	and	he	laughed	and	said	it	was	true.	I	am	sure	the	Large	Family	have
fat,	 comfortable	 armchairs	 and	 sofas,	 and	 I	 can	 see	 that	 their	 red-flowery
wallpaper	 is	 exactly	 like	 them.	 It's	 warm	 and	 cheerful	 and	 kind-looking	 and
happy."
She	was	sent	out	for	parsley	to	the	greengrocer's	later	in	the	day,	and	when	she

came	up	the	area	steps	her	heart	gave	quite	a	quick	beat	of	recognition.	Several
pieces	of	furniture	had	been	set	out	of	the	van	upon	the	pavement.	There	was	a
beautiful	table	of	elaborately	wrought	teakwood,	and	some	chairs,	and	a	screen
covered	 with	 rich	 Oriental	 embroidery.	 The	 sight	 of	 them	 gave	 her	 a	 weird,
homesick	feeling.	She	had	seen	 things	so	 like	 them	in	India.	One	of	 the	 things
Miss	Minchin	had	 taken	 from	her	was	 a	 carved	 teakwood	desk	her	 father	 had
sent	her.
"They	are	beautiful	things,"	she	said;	"they	look	as	if	they	ought	to	belong	to	a

nice	person.	All	the	things	look	rather	grand.	I	suppose	it	is	a	rich	family."
The	vans	of	furniture	came	and	were	unloaded	and	gave	place	to	others	all	the

day.	Several	times	it	so	happened	that	Sara	had	an	opportunity	of	seeing	things
carried	 in.	 It	 became	 plain	 that	 she	 had	 been	 right	 in	 guessing	 that	 the
newcomers	were	people	of	large	means.	All	the	furniture	was	rich	and	beautiful,
and	a	great	deal	of	it	was	Oriental.	Wonderful	rugs	and	draperies	and	ornaments
were	taken	from	the	vans,	many	pictures,	and	books	enough	for	a	library.	Among
other	things	there	was	a	superb	god	Buddha	in	a	splendid	shrine.
"Someone	in	the	family	MUST	have	been	in	India,"	Sara	thought.	"They	have

got	used	to	Indian	things	and	like	them.	I	AM	glad.	I	shall	feel	as	if	they	were
friends,	even	if	a	head	never	looks	out	of	the	attic	window."
When	she	was	taking	in	the	evening's	milk	for	the	cook	(there	was	really	no

odd	 job	she	was	not	called	upon	 to	do),	she	saw	something	occur	which	made
the	situation	more	interesting	than	ever.	The	handsome,	rosy	man	who	was	the
father	of	 the	Large	Family	walked	across	 the	square	 in	 the	most	matter-of-fact
manner,	and	ran	up	the	steps	of	the	next-door	house.	He	ran	up	them	as	if	he	felt
quite	at	home	and	expected	to	run	up	and	down	them	many	a	time	in	the	future.
He	 stayed	 inside	 quite	 a	 long	 time,	 and	 several	 times	 came	 out	 and	 gave
directions	to	the	workmen,	as	if	he	had	a	right	to	do	so.	It	was	quite	certain	that



he	was	in	some	intimate	way	connected	with	the	newcomers	and	was	acting	for
them.
"If	the	new	people	have	children,"	Sara	speculated,	"the	Large	Family	children

will	be	sure	to	come	and	play	with	them,	and	they	MIGHT	come	up	into	the	attic
just	for	fun."
At	night,	after	her	work	was	done,	Becky	came	in	to	see	her	fellow	prisoner

and	bring	her	news.
"It's	a'	Nindian	gentleman	 that's	comin'	 to	 live	next	door,	miss,"	 she	said.	 "I

don't	know	whether	he's	a	black	gentleman	or	not,	but	he's	a	Nindian	one.	He's
very	rich,	an'	he's	ill,	an'	 the	gentleman	of	the	Large	Family	is	his	lawyer.	He's
had	a	lot	of	trouble,	an'	it's	made	him	ill	an'	low	in	his	mind.	He	worships	idols,
miss.	He's	an	'eathen	an'	bows	down	to	wood	an'	stone.	I	seen	a'	idol	bein'	carried
in	 for	him	 to	worship.	Somebody	had	oughter	 send	him	a	 trac'.	You	can	get	 a
trac'	for	a	penny."
Sara	laughed	a	little.
"I	 don't	 believe	 he	worships	 that	 idol,"	 she	 said;	 "some	 people	 like	 to	 keep

them	to	look	at	because	they	are	interesting.	My	papa	had	a	beautiful	one,	and	he
did	not	worship	it."
But	Becky	was	rather	inclined	to	prefer	to	believe	that	the	new	neighbor	was

"an	 'eathen."	It	sounded	so	much	more	romantic	 than	that	he	should	merely	be
the	ordinary	kind	of	gentleman	who	went	to	church	with	a	prayer	book.	She	sat
and	talked	long	that	night	of	what	he	would	be	like,	of	what	his	wife	would	be
like	if	he	had	one,	and	of	what	his	children	would	be	like	if	 they	had	children.
Sara	saw	that	privately	she	could	not	help	hoping	very	much	that	they	would	all
be	black,	and	would	wear	turbans,	and,	above	all,	 that—like	their	parent—they
would	all	be	"'eathens."
"I	never	lived	next	door	to	no	 'eathens,	miss,"	she	said;	"I	should	like	to	see

what	sort	o'	ways	they'd	have."
It	 was	 several	 weeks	 before	 her	 curiosity	 was	 satisfied,	 and	 then	 it	 was

revealed	that	the	new	occupant	had	neither	wife	nor	children.	He	was	a	solitary
man	with	no	family	at	all,	and	it	was	evident	that	he	was	shattered	in	health	and
unhappy	in	mind.
A	carriage	drove	up	one	day	and	stopped	before	the	house.	When	the	footman

dismounted	from	the	box	and	opened	the	door	the	gentleman	who	was	the	father
of	the	Large	Family	got	out	first.	After	him	there	descended	a	nurse	in	uniform,
then	came	down	 the	steps	 two	men-servants.	They	came	 to	assist	 their	master,
who,	when	he	was	helped	out	of	the	carriage,	proved	to	be	a	man	with	a	haggard,
distressed	 face,	 and	 a	 skeleton	 body	 wrapped	 in	 furs.	 He	 was	 carried	 up	 the
steps,	 and	 the	head	of	 the	Large	Family	went	with	him,	 looking	very	anxious.



Shortly	afterward	a	doctor's	carriage	arrived,	and	the	doctor	went	in—plainly	to
take	care	of	him.
"There	 is	 such	a	yellow	gentleman	next	door,	Sara,"	Lottie	whispered	at	 the

French	class	afterward.	"Do	you	think	he	is	a	Chinee?	The	geography	says	 the
Chinee	men	are	yellow."
"No,	he	is	not	Chinese,"	Sara	whispered	back;	"he	is	very	ill.	Go	on	with	your

exercise,	Lottie.	'Non,	monsieur.	Je	n'ai	pas	le	canif	de	mon	oncle.'"
That	was	the	beginning	of	the	story	of	the	Indian	gentleman.



Chapter		11	
Ram	Dass
There	were	fine	sunsets	even	in	the	square,	sometimes.	One	could	only	see	parts
of	 them,	however,	between	 the	chimneys	and	over	 the	 roofs.	From	 the	kitchen
windows	 one	 could	 not	 see	 them	 at	 all,	 and	 could	 only	 guess	 that	 they	 were
going	on	because	the	bricks	looked	warm	and	the	air	rosy	or	yellow	for	a	while,
or	perhaps	one	saw	a	blazing	glow	strike	a	particular	pane	of	glass	somewhere.
There	was,	 however,	 one	 place	 from	which	 one	 could	 see	 all	 the	 splendor	 of
them:	the	piles	of	red	or	gold	clouds	in	the	west;	or	the	purple	ones	edged	with
dazzling	brightness;	or	the	little	fleecy,	floating	ones,	tinged	with	rose-color	and
looking	 like	 flights	of	pink	doves	 scurrying	 across	 the	blue	 in	 a	great	 hurry	 if
there	was	a	wind.	The	place	where	one	could	see	all	this,	and	seem	at	the	same
time	 to	breathe	a	purer	 air,	was,	of	 course,	 the	attic	window.	When	 the	 square
suddenly	seemed	 to	begin	 to	glow	in	an	enchanted	way	and	 look	wonderful	 in
spite	of	 its	 sooty	 trees	 and	 railings,	Sara	knew	something	was	going	on	 in	 the
sky;	and	when	it	was	at	all	possible	to	leave	the	kitchen	without	being	missed	or
called	 back,	 she	 invariably	 stole	 away	 and	 crept	 up	 the	 flights	 of	 stairs,	 and,
climbing	on	 the	old	 table,	 got	 her	 head	 and	body	 as	 far	 out	 of	 the	window	as
possible.	When	she	had	accomplished	 this,	 she	always	drew	a	 long	breath	and
looked	all	round	her.	It	used	to	seem	as	if	she	had	all	 the	sky	and	the	world	to
herself.	No	one	else	ever	looked	out	of	the	other	attics.	Generally	the	skylights
were	closed;	but	even	if	they	were	propped	open	to	admit	air,	no	one	seemed	to
come	 near	 them.	 And	 there	 Sara	 would	 stand,	 sometimes	 turning	 her	 face
upward	to	the	blue	which	seemed	so	friendly	and	near—just	like	a	lovely	vaulted
ceiling—sometimes	 watching	 the	 west	 and	 all	 the	 wonderful	 things	 that
happened	 there:	 the	 clouds	melting	or	 drifting	or	waiting	 softly	 to	 be	 changed
pink	 or	 crimson	 or	 snow-white	 or	 purple	 or	 pale	 dove-gray.	 Sometimes	 they
made	islands	or	great	mountains	enclosing	lakes	of	deep	turquoise-blue,	or	liquid
amber,	or	chrysoprase-green;	sometimes	dark	headlands	jutted	into	strange,	lost
seas;	sometimes	slender	strips	of	wonderful	 lands	joined	other	wonderful	 lands
together.	There	were	places	where	it	seemed	that	one	could	run	or	climb	or	stand
and	wait	to	see	what	next	was	coming—until,	perhaps,	as	it	all	melted,	one	could
float	 away.	At	 least	 it	 seemed	 so	 to	 Sara,	 and	 nothing	 had	 ever	 been	 quite	 so



beautiful	 to	her	as	 the	 things	she	saw	as	she	stood	on	the	 table—her	body	half
out	of	 the	 skylight—the	 sparrows	 twittering	with	 sunset	 softness	on	 the	 slates.
The	sparrows	always	seemed	to	her	to	twitter	with	a	sort	of	subdued	softness	just
when	these	marvels	were	going	on.
There	was	 such	 a	 sunset	 as	 this	 a	 few	 days	 after	 the	 Indian	 gentleman	was

brought	 to	 his	 new	 home;	 and,	 as	 it	 fortunately	 happened	 that	 the	 afternoon's
work	was	done	 in	 the	kitchen	 and	nobody	had	ordered	her	 to	 go	 anywhere	or
perform	any	task,	Sara	found	it	easier	than	usual	to	slip	away	and	go	upstairs.
She	mounted	 her	 table	 and	 stood	 looking	 out.	 It	 was	 a	wonderful	moment.

There	were	 floods	 of	molten	 gold	 covering	 the	west,	 as	 if	 a	 glorious	 tide	was
sweeping	over	the	world.	A	deep,	rich	yellow	light	filled	the	air;	the	birds	flying
across	the	tops	of	the	houses	showed	quite	black	against	it.
"It's	 a	 Splendid	 one,"	 said	 Sara,	 softly,	 to	 herself.	 "It	makes	me	 feel	 almost

afraid—as	 if	 something	 strange	was	 just	 going	 to	 happen.	 The	 Splendid	 ones
always	make	me	feel	like	that."
She	 suddenly	 turned	her	 head	because	 she	 heard	 a	 sound	 a	 few	yards	 away

from	her.	It	was	an	odd	sound	like	a	queer	little	squeaky	chattering.	It	came	from
the	window	of	the	next	attic.	Someone	had	come	to	look	at	the	sunset	as	she	had.
There	was	a	head	and	a	part	of	a	body	emerging	from	the	skylight,	but	it	was	not
the	 head	or	 body	of	 a	 little	 girl	 or	 a	 housemaid;	 it	was	 the	 picturesque	white-
swathed	 form	 and	 dark-faced,	 gleaming-eyed,	white-turbaned	 head	 of	 a	 native
Indian	man-servant—"a	Lascar,"	Sara	said	to	herself	quickly—and	the	sound	she
had	heard	came	from	a	small	monkey	he	held	in	his	arms	as	if	he	were	fond	of	it,
and	which	was	snuggling	and	chattering	against	his	breast.
As	Sara	looked	toward	him	he	looked	toward	her.	The	first	thing	she	thought

was	that	his	dark	face	looked	sorrowful	and	homesick.	She	felt	absolutely	sure
he	had	come	up	to	look	at	the	sun,	because	he	had	seen	it	so	seldom	in	England
that	he	longed	for	a	sight	of	it.	She	looked	at	him	interestedly	for	a	second,	and
then	smiled	across	the	slates.	She	had	learned	to	know	how	comforting	a	smile,
even	from	a	stranger,	may	be.
Hers	was	 evidently	 a	 pleasure	 to	 him.	His	whole	 expression	 altered,	 and	he

showed	such	gleaming	white	teeth	as	he	smiled	back	that	it	was	as	if	a	light	had
been	illuminated	in	his	dusky	face.	The	friendly	look	in	Sara's	eyes	was	always
very	effective	when	people	felt	tired	or	dull.
It	was	 perhaps	 in	making	 his	 salute	 to	 her	 that	 he	 loosened	 his	 hold	 on	 the

monkey.	He	was	 an	 impish	monkey	 and	 always	 ready	 for	 adventure,	 and	 it	 is
probable	 that	 the	 sight	 of	 a	 little	 girl	 excited	 him.	 He	 suddenly	 broke	 loose,
jumped	 on	 to	 the	 slates,	 ran	 across	 them	 chattering,	 and	 actually	 leaped	 on	 to
Sara's	shoulder,	and	from	there	down	into	her	attic	room.	It	made	her	laugh	and



delighted	her;	but	she	knew	he	must	be	restored	to	his	master—if	the	Lascar	was
his	master—and	she	wondered	how	this	was	to	be	done.	Would	he	let	her	catch
him,	or	would	he	be	naughty	and	refuse	to	be	caught,	and	perhaps	get	away	and
run	off	over	the	roofs	and	be	lost?	That	would	not	do	at	all.	Perhaps	he	belonged
to	the	Indian	gentleman,	and	the	poor	man	was	fond	of	him.
She	 turned	 to	 the	Lascar,	 feeling	glad	 that	she	remembered	still	 some	of	 the

Hindustani	she	had	learned	when	she	lived	with	her	father.	She	could	make	the
man	understand.	She	spoke	to	him	in	the	language	he	knew.
"Will	he	let	me	catch	him?"	she	asked.
She	thought	she	had	never	seen	more	surprise	and	delight	than	the	dark	face

expressed	when	 she	 spoke	 in	 the	 familiar	 tongue.	The	 truth	was	 that	 the	 poor
fellow	 felt	 as	 if	 his	 gods	 had	 intervened,	 and	 the	 kind	 little	 voice	 came	 from
heaven	 itself.	 At	 once	 Sara	 saw	 that	 he	 had	 been	 accustomed	 to	 European
children.	He	 poured	 forth	 a	 flood	 of	 respectful	 thanks.	He	was	 the	 servant	 of
Missee	 Sahib.	 The	 monkey	 was	 a	 good	 monkey	 and	 would	 not	 bite;	 but,
unfortunately,	he	was	difficult	to	catch.	He	would	flee	from	one	spot	to	another,
like	the	lightning.	He	was	disobedient,	though	not	evil.	Ram	Dass	knew	him	as	if
he	were	his	child,	and	Ram	Dass	he	would	sometimes	obey,	but	not	always.	If
Missee	Sahib	would	 permit	Ram	Dass,	 he	 himself	 could	 cross	 the	 roof	 to	 her
room,	 enter	 the	 windows,	 and	 regain	 the	 unworthy	 little	 animal.	 But	 he	 was
evidently	 afraid	 Sara	 might	 think	 he	 was	 taking	 a	 great	 liberty	 and	 perhaps
would	not	let	him	come.
But	Sara	gave	him	leave	at	once.
"Can	you	get	across?"	she	inquired.
"In	a	moment,"	he	answered	her.
"Then	come,"	she	said;	"he	is	flying	from	side	to	side	of	the	room	as	if	he	was

frightened."
Ram	Dass	slipped	through	his	attic	window	and	crossed	to	hers	as	steadily	and

lightly	as	if	he	had	walked	on	roofs	all	his	life.	He	slipped	through	the	skylight
and	dropped	upon	his	feet	without	a	sound.	Then	he	turned	to	Sara	and	salaamed
again.	The	monkey	saw	him	and	uttered	a	little	scream.	Ram	Dass	hastily	took
the	precaution	of	shutting	the	skylight,	and	then	went	in	chase	of	him.	It	was	not
a	 very	 long	 chase.	 The	monkey	 prolonged	 it	 a	 few	minutes	 evidently	 for	 the
mere	fun	of	it,	but	presently	he	sprang	chattering	on	to	Ram	Dass's	shoulder	and
sat	there	chattering	and	clinging	to	his	neck	with	a	weird	little	skinny	arm.
Ram	Dass	 thanked	Sara	profoundly.	She	had	seen	 that	his	quick	native	eyes

had	taken	in	at	a	glance	all	the	bare	shabbiness	of	the	room,	but	he	spoke	to	her
as	 if	 he	were	 speaking	 to	 the	 little	 daughter	 of	 a	 rajah,	 and	 pretended	 that	 he
observed	nothing.	He	did	not	presume	to	remain	more	than	a	few	moments	after



he	had	caught	 the	monkey,	and	 those	moments	were	given	 to	 further	deep	and
grateful	obeisance	to	her	in	return	for	her	indulgence.	This	little	evil	one,	he	said,
stroking	the	monkey,	was,	in	truth,	not	so	evil	as	he	seemed,	and	his	master,	who
was	 ill,	was	 sometimes	 amused	 by	 him.	He	would	 have	 been	made	 sad	 if	 his
favorite	 had	 run	 away	 and	 been	 lost.	 Then	 he	 salaamed	 once	 more	 and	 got
through	 the	 skylight	 and	 across	 the	 slates	 again	 with	 as	 much	 agility	 as	 the
monkey	himself	had	displayed.
When	he	had	gone	Sara	stood	in	the	middle	of	her	attic	and	thought	of	many

things	his	face	and	his	manner	had	brought	back	to	her.	The	sight	of	his	native
costume	and	the	profound	reverence	of	his	manner	stirred	all	her	past	memories.
It	seemed	a	strange	thing	to	remember	that	she—the	drudge	whom	the	cook	had
said	insulting	things	to	an	hour	ago—had	only	a	few	years	ago	been	surrounded
by	people	who	all	treated	her	as	Ram	Dass	had	treated	her;	who	salaamed	when
she	 went	 by,	 whose	 foreheads	 almost	 touched	 the	 ground	 when	 she	 spoke	 to
them,	who	were	her	servants	and	her	slaves.	It	was	like	a	sort	of	dream.	It	was	all
over,	and	it	could	never	come	back.	It	certainly	seemed	that	there	was	no	way	in
which	any	change	could	take	place.	She	knew	what	Miss	Minchin	intended	that
her	 future	 should	 be.	 So	 long	 as	 she	 was	 too	 young	 to	 be	 used	 as	 a	 regular
teacher,	 she	 would	 be	 used	 as	 an	 errand	 girl	 and	 servant	 and	 yet	 expected	 to
remember	what	she	had	learned	and	in	some	mysterious	way	to	learn	more.	The
greater	 number	 of	 her	 evenings	 she	 was	 supposed	 to	 spend	 at	 study,	 and	 at
various	 indefinite	 intervals	 she	was	 examined	 and	 knew	 she	would	 have	 been
severely	admonished	if	she	had	not	advanced	as	was	expected	of	her.	The	truth,
indeed,	was	that	Miss	Minchin	knew	that	she	was	too	anxious	to	learn	to	require
teachers.	Give	her	books,	and	she	would	devour	them	and	end	by	knowing	them
by	heart.	She	might	be	trusted	to	be	equal	to	teaching	a	good	deal	in	the	course
of	a	few	years.	This	was	what	would	happen:	when	she	was	older	she	would	be
expected	to	drudge	in	the	schoolroom	as	she	drudged	now	in	various	parts	of	the
house;	 they	 would	 be	 obliged	 to	 give	 her	 more	 respectable	 clothes,	 but	 they
would	be	sure	to	be	plain	and	ugly	and	to	make	her	look	somehow	like	a	servant.
That	was	all	there	seemed	to	be	to	look	forward	to,	and	Sara	stood	quite	still	for
several	minutes	and	thought	it	over.
Then	a	thought	came	back	to	her	which	made	the	color	rise	in	her	cheek	and	a

spark	light	itself	in	her	eyes.	She	straightened	her	thin	little	body	and	lifted	her
head.
"Whatever	comes,"	she	said,	"cannot	alter	one	thing.	If	I	am	a	princess	in	rags

and	tatters,	I	can	be	a	princess	inside.	It	would	be	easy	to	be	a	princess	if	I	were
dressed	in	cloth	of	gold,	but	it	is	a	great	deal	more	of	a	triumph	to	be	one	all	the
time	when	no	one	knows	it.	There	was	Marie	Antoinette	when	she	was	in	prison



and	her	 throne	was	gone	and	she	had	only	a	black	gown	on,	and	her	hair	was
white,	and	they	insulted	her	and	called	her	Widow	Capet.	She	was	a	great	deal
more	like	a	queen	then	than	when	she	was	so	gay	and	everything	was	so	grand.	I
like	her	best	then.	Those	howling	mobs	of	people	did	not	frighten	her.	She	was
stronger	than	they	were,	even	when	they	cut	her	head	off."
This	was	not	a	new	thought,	but	quite	an	old	one,	by	this	time.	It	had	consoled

her	 through	 many	 a	 bitter	 day,	 and	 she	 had	 gone	 about	 the	 house	 with	 an
expression	in	her	face	which	Miss	Minchin	could	not	understand	and	which	was
a	 source	of	great	 annoyance	 to	her,	 as	 it	 seemed	as	 if	 the	 child	were	mentally
living	a	life	which	held	her	above	he	rest	of	the	world.	It	was	as	if	she	scarcely
heard	the	rude	and	acid	things	said	to	her;	or,	if	she	heard	them,	did	not	care	for
them	at	all.	Sometimes,	when	she	was	in	the	midst	of	some	harsh,	domineering
speech,	Miss	Minchin	would	find	the	still,	unchildish	eyes	fixed	upon	her	with
something	like	a	proud	smile	in	them.	At	such	times	she	did	not	know	that	Sara
was	saying	to	herself:
"You	don't	know	that	you	are	saying	 these	 things	 to	a	princess,	and	 that	 if	 I

chose	 I	 could	 wave	 my	 hand	 and	 order	 you	 to	 execution.	 I	 only	 spare	 you
because	I	am	a	princess,	and	you	are	a	poor,	stupid,	unkind,	vulgar	old	thing,	and
don't	know	any	better."
This	used	 to	 interest	and	amuse	her	more	 than	anything	else;	and	queer	and

fanciful	as	it	was,	she	found	comfort	in	it	and	it	was	a	good	thing	for	her.	While
the	thought	held	possession	of	her,	she	could	not	be	made	rude	and	malicious	by
the	rudeness	and	malice	of	those	about	her.
"A	princess	must	be	polite,"	she	said	to	herself.
And	so	when	the	servants,	taking	their	tone	from	their	mistress,	were	insolent

and	ordered	her	about,	she	would	hold	her	head	erect	and	reply	to	them	with	a
quaint	civility	which	often	made	them	stare	at	her.
"She's	 got	more	 airs	 and	graces	 than	 if	 she	 come	 from	Buckingham	Palace,

that	young	one,"	said	the	cook,	chuckling	a	little	sometimes.	"I	lose	my	temper
with	 her	 often	 enough,	 but	 I	 will	 say	 she	 never	 forgets	 her	 manners.	 'If	 you
please,	 cook';	 'Will	 you	 be	 so	 kind,	 cook?'	 'I	 beg	 your	 pardon,	 cook';	 'May	 I
trouble	you,	cook?'	She	drops	'em	about	the	kitchen	as	if	they	was	nothing."
The	morning	after	the	interview	with	Ram	Dass	and	his	monkey,	Sara	was	in

the	schoolroom	with	her	small	pupils.	Having	finished	giving	them	their	lessons,
she	was	putting	the	French	exercise-books	together	and	thinking,	as	she	did	it,	of
the	various	 things	 royal	personages	 in	disguise	were	called	upon	 to	do:	Alfred
the	Great,	for	instance,	burning	the	cakes	and	getting	his	ears	boxed	by	the	wife
of	the	neat-herd.	How	frightened	she	must	have	been	when	she	found	out	what
she	had	done.	If	Miss	Minchin	should	find	out	that	she—Sara,	whose	toes	were



almost	 sticking	out	of	her	boots—was	a	princess—a	 real	one!	The	 look	 in	her
eyes	was	 exactly	 the	 look	which	Miss	Minchin	most	 disliked.	 She	would	 not
have	it;	she	was	quite	near	her	and	was	so	enraged	that	she	actually	flew	at	her
and	boxed	her	ears—exactly	as	the	neat-herd's	wife	had	boxed	King	Alfred's.	It
made	Sara	 start.	 She	wakened	 from	her	 dream	at	 the	 shock,	 and,	 catching	her
breath,	stood	still	a	second.	Then,	not	knowing	she	was	going	to	do	it,	she	broke
into	a	little	laugh.
"What	 are	 you	 laughing	 at,	 you	 bold,	 impudent	 child?"	 Miss	 Minchin

exclaimed.
It	took	Sara	a	few	seconds	to	control	herself	sufficiently	to	remember	that	she

was	 a	 princess.	 Her	 cheeks	 were	 red	 and	 smarting	 from	 the	 blows	 she	 had
received.
"I	was	thinking,"	she	answered.
"Beg	my	pardon	immediately,"	said	Miss	Minchin.
Sara	hesitated	a	second	before	she	replied.
"I	 will	 beg	 your	 pardon	 for	 laughing,	 if	 it	 was	 rude,"	 she	 said	 then;	 "but	 I

won't	beg	your	pardon	for	thinking."
"What	were	you	thinking?"	demanded	Miss	Minchin.
"How	dare	you	think?	What	were	you	thinking?"
Jessie	tittered,	and	she	and	Lavinia	nudged	each	other	in	unison.	All	the	girls

looked	 up	 from	 their	 books	 to	 listen.	Really,	 it	 always	 interested	 them	 a	 little
when	Miss	Minchin	attacked	Sara.	Sara	always	said	something	queer,	and	never
seemed	the	least	bit	frightened.	She	was	not	in	the	least	frightened	now,	though
her	boxed	ears	were	scarlet	and	her	eyes	were	as	bright	as	stars.
"I	was	 thinking,"	she	answered	grandly	and	politely,	"that	you	did	not	know

what	you	were	doing."
"That	I	did	not	know	what	I	was	doing?"	Miss	Minchin	fairly	gasped.
"Yes,"	said	Sara,	"and	I	was	thinking	what	would	happen	if	I	were	a	princess

and	you	boxed	my	ears—what	I	should	do	to	you.	And	I	was	thinking	that	if	I
were	 one,	 you	 would	 never	 dare	 to	 do	 it,	 whatever	 I	 said	 or	 did.	 And	 I	 was
thinking	how	surprised	and	frightened	you	would	be	if	you	suddenly	found	out
—"
She	 had	 the	 imagined	 future	 so	 clearly	 before	 her	 eyes	 that	 she	 spoke	 in	 a

manner	which	had	an	effect	even	upon	Miss	Minchin.	It	almost	seemed	for	the
moment	to	her	narrow,	unimaginative	mind	that	there	must	be	some	real	power
hidden	behind	this	candid	daring.
"What?"	she	exclaimed.	"Found	out	what?"
"That	I	really	was	a	princess,"	said	Sara,	"and	could	do	anything—anything	I

liked."



Every	 pair	 of	 eyes	 in	 the	 room	 widened	 to	 its	 full	 limit.	 Lavinia	 leaned
forward	on	her	seat	to	look.
"Go	to	your	room,"	cried	Miss	Minchin,	breathlessly,	"this	instant!	Leave	the

schoolroom!	Attend	to	your	lessons,	young	ladies!"
Sara	made	a	little	bow.
"Excuse	me	for	 laughing	if	 it	was	impolite,"	she	said,	and	walked	out	of	 the

room,	 leaving	Miss	Minchin	struggling	with	her	 rage,	and	 the	girls	whispering
over	their	books.
"Did	you	see	her?	Did	you	see	how	queer	 she	 looked?"	 Jessie	broke	out.	 "I

shouldn't	 be	 at	 all	 surprised	 if	 she	 did	 turn	 out	 to	 be	 something.	 Suppose	 she
should!"



Chapter		12	
The	Other	Side	of	the	Wall
When	one	lives	in	a	row	of	houses,	it	is	interesting	to	think	of	the	things	which
are	being	done	and	said	on	 the	other	side	of	 the	wall	of	 the	very	rooms	one	 is
living	 in.	 Sara	 was	 fond	 of	 amusing	 herself	 by	 trying	 to	 imagine	 the	 things
hidden	 by	 the	 wall	 which	 divided	 the	 Select	 Seminary	 from	 the	 Indian
gentleman's	 house.	 She	 knew	 that	 the	 schoolroom	 was	 next	 to	 the	 Indian
gentleman's	study,	and	she	hoped	that	the	wall	was	thick	so	that	the	noise	made
sometimes	after	lesson	hours	would	not	disturb	him.
"I	am	growing	quite	fond	of	him,"	she	said	to	Ermengarde;	"I	should	not	like

him	to	be	disturbed.	I	have	adopted	him	for	a	friend.	You	can	do	that	with	people
you	never	speak	to	at	all.	You	can	just	watch	them,	and	think	about	them	and	be
sorry	 for	 them,	 until	 they	 seem	 almost	 like	 relations.	 I'm	 quite	 anxious
sometimes	when	I	see	the	doctor	call	twice	a	day."
"I	have	very	few	relations,"	said	Ermengarde,	reflectively,	"and	I'm	very	glad

of	 it.	 I	 don't	 like	 those	 I	 have.	 My	 two	 aunts	 are	 always	 saying,	 'Dear	 me,
Ermengarde!	You	are	very	fat.	You	shouldn't	eat	sweets,'	and	my	uncle	is	always
asking	 me	 things	 like,	 'When	 did	 Edward	 the	 Third	 ascend	 the	 throne?'	 and,
'Who	died	of	a	surfeit	of	lampreys?'"
Sara	laughed.
"People	you	never	speak	to	can't	ask	you	questions	like	that,"	she	said;	"and

I'm	sure	the	Indian	gentleman	wouldn't	even	if	he	was	quite	intimate	with	you.	I
am	fond	of	him."
She	had	become	fond	of	the	Large	Family	because	they	looked	happy;	but	she

had	become	fond	of	 the	 Indian	gentleman	because	he	 looked	unhappy.	He	had
evidently	 not	 fully	 recovered	 from	 some	 very	 severe	 illness.	 In	 the	 kitchen—
where,	of	course,	the	servants,	through	some	mysterious	means,	knew	everything
—there	was	much	discussion	of	his	case.	He	was	not	an	Indian	gentleman	really,
but	an	Englishman	who	had	 lived	 in	 India.	He	had	met	with	great	misfortunes
which	had	for	a	time	so	imperilled	his	whole	fortune	that	he	had	thought	himself
ruined	 and	disgraced	 forever.	The	 shock	had	been	 so	 great	 that	 he	 had	 almost
died	of	brain	 fever;	and	ever	 since	he	had	been	shattered	 in	health,	 though	his
fortunes	 had	 changed	 and	 all	 his	 possessions	 had	 been	 restored	 to	 him.	 His



trouble	and	peril	had	been	connected	with	mines.
"And	mines	with	diamonds	in	'em!"	said	the	cook.	"No	savin's	of	mine	never

goes	into	no	mines—particular	diamond	ones"—with	a	side	glance	at	Sara.	"We
all	know	somethin'	of	THEM."	"He	felt	as	my	papa	felt,"	Sara	thought.	"He	was
ill	as	my	papa	was;	but	he	did	not	die."
So	her	heart	was	more	drawn	 to	him	 than	before.	When	she	was	sent	out	at

night	she	used	sometimes	to	feel	quite	glad,	because	there	was	always	a	chance
that	 the	curtains	of	 the	house	next	door	might	not	yet	be	closed	and	she	could
look	into	the	warm	room	and	see	her	adopted	friend.	When	no	one	was	about	she
used	sometimes	to	stop,	and,	holding	to	the	iron	railings,	wish	him	good	night	as
if	he	could	hear	her.
"Perhaps	 you	 can	 FEEL	 if	 you	 can't	 hear,"	 was	 her	 fancy.	 "Perhaps	 kind

thoughts	 reach	 people	 somehow,	 even	 through	windows	 and	 doors	 and	walls.
Perhaps	you	feel	a	little	warm	and	comforted,	and	don't	know	why,	when	I	am
standing	here	in	the	cold	and	hoping	you	will	get	well	and	happy	again.	I	am	so
sorry	 for	you,"	she	would	whisper	 in	an	 intense	 little	voice.	"I	wish	you	had	a
'Little	Missus'	who	could	pet	you	as	I	used	to	pet	papa	when	he	had	a	headache.	I
should	 like	 to	 be	 your	 'Little	 Missus'	 myself,	 poor	 dear!	 Good	 night—good
night.	God	bless	you!"
She	would	go	away,	feeling	quite	comforted	and	a	little	warmer	herself.	Her

sympathy	was	so	strong	that	it	seemed	as	if	it	MUST	reach	him	somehow	as	he
sat	alone	in	his	armchair	by	the	fire,	nearly	always	in	a	great	dressing	gown,	and
nearly	always	with	his	forehead	resting	in	his	hand	as	he	gazed	hopelessly	into
the	fire.	He	looked	to	Sara	 like	a	man	who	had	a	 trouble	on	his	mind	still,	not
merely	like	one	whose	troubles	lay	all	in	the	past.
"He	always	seems	as	if	he	were	thinking	of	something	that	hurts	him	NOW",

she	said	to	herself,	"but	he	has	got	his	money	back	and	he	will	get	over	his	brain
fever	 in	 time,	so	he	ought	not	 to	 look	 like	 that.	 I	wonder	 if	 there	 is	 something
else."
If	 there	was	 something	 else—something	 even	 servants	 did	not	 hear	 of—she

could	 not	 help	 believing	 that	 the	 father	 of	 the	 Large	 Family	 knew	 it—the
gentleman	 she	 called	 Mr.	 Montmorency.	 Mr.	 Montmorency	 went	 to	 see	 him
often,	and	Mrs.	Montmorency	and	all	the	little	Montmorencys	went,	too,	though
less	 often.	He	 seemed	 particularly	 fond	 of	 the	 two	 elder	 little	 girls—the	 Janet
and	Nora	who	had	been	so	alarmed	when	their	small	brother	Donald	had	given
Sara	 his	 sixpence.	 He	 had,	 in	 fact,	 a	 very	 tender	 place	 in	 his	 heart	 for	 all
children,	and	particularly	for	little	girls.	Janet	and	Nora	were	as	fond	of	him	as
he	was	of	them,	and	looked	forward	with	the	greatest	pleasure	to	the	afternoons
when	they	were	allowed	to	cross	 the	square	and	make	their	well-behaved	little



visits	 to	 him.	 They	 were	 extremely	 decorous	 little	 visits	 because	 he	 was	 an
invalid.
"He	is	a	poor	thing,"	said	Janet,	"and	he	says	we	cheer	him	up.	We	try	to	cheer

him	up	very	quietly."
Janet	was	 the	head	of	 the	 family,	and	kept	 the	 rest	of	 it	 in	order.	 It	was	 she

who	 decided	 when	 it	 was	 discreet	 to	 ask	 the	 Indian	 gentleman	 to	 tell	 stories
about	 India,	and	 it	was	she	who	saw	when	he	was	 tired	and	 it	was	 the	 time	 to
steal	quietly	away	and	tell	Ram	Dass	to	go	to	him.	They	were	very	fond	of	Ram
Dass.	He	 could	 have	 told	 any	 number	 of	 stories	 if	 he	 had	 been	 able	 to	 speak
anything	but	Hindustani.	The	Indian	gentleman's	real	name	was	Mr.	Carrisford,
and	 Janet	 told	Mr.	Carrisford	 about	 the	 encounter	with	 the	 little-girl-who-was-
not-a-beggar.	He	was	very	much	interested,	and	all	 the	more	so	when	he	heard
from	Ram	Dass	of	the	adventure	of	the	monkey	on	the	roof.	Ram	Dass	made	for
him	a	very	clear	picture	of	the	attic	and	its	desolateness—of	the	bare	floor	and
broken	plaster,	the	rusty,	empty	grate,	and	the	hard,	narrow	bed.
"Carmichael,"	he	said	to	the	father	of	the	Large	Family,	after	he	had	heard	this

description,	"I	wonder	how	many	of	the	attics	in	this	square	are	like	that	one,	and
how	many	wretched	 little	 servant	girls	 sleep	on	such	beds,	while	 I	 toss	on	my
down	pillows,	loaded	and	harassed	by	wealth	that	is,	most	of	it—not	mine."
"My	dear	 fellow,"	Mr.	Carmichael	 answered	cheerily,	 "the	 sooner	you	cease

tormenting	yourself	the	better	it	will	be	for	you.	If	you	possessed	all	the	wealth
of	all	the	Indies,	you	could	not	set	right	all	the	discomforts	in	the	world,	and	if
you	began	to	refurnish	all	the	attics	in	this	square,	there	would	still	remain	all	the
attics	in	all	the	other	squares	and	streets	to	put	in	order.	And	there	you	are!"
Mr.	Carrisford	sat	and	bit	his	nails	as	he	looked	into	the	glowing	bed	of	coals

in	the	grate.
"Do	you	suppose,"	he	said	slowly,	after	a	pause—"do	you	think	it	is	possible

that	the	other	child—the	child	I	never	cease	thinking	of,	I	believe—could	be—
could	POSSIBLY	be	 reduced	 to	any	such	condition	as	 the	poor	 little	 soul	next
door?"
Mr.	Carmichael	looked	at	him	uneasily.	He	knew	that	the	worst	thing	the	man

could	do	for	himself,	for	his	reason	and	his	health,	was	to	begin	to	think	in	the
particular	way	of	this	particular	subject.
"If	the	child	at	Madame	Pascal's	school	in	Paris	was	the	one	you	are	in	search

of,"	he	answered	soothingly,	"she	would	seem	to	be	in	the	hands	of	people	who
can	 afford	 to	 take	 care	 of	 her.	 They	 adopted	 her	 because	 she	 had	 been	 the
favorite	companion	of	their	little	daughter	who	died.	They	had	no	other	children,
and	Madame	Pascal	said	that	they	were	extremely	well-to-do	Russians."
"And	the	wretched	woman	actually	did	not	know	where	they	had	taken	her!"



exclaimed	Mr.	Carrisford.
Mr.	Carmichael	shrugged	his	shoulders.
"She	was	a	shrewd,	worldly	Frenchwoman,	and	was	evidently	only	too	glad	to

get	the	child	so	comfortably	off	her	hands	when	the	father's	death	left	her	totally
unprovided	for.	Women	of	her	type	do	not	trouble	themselves	about	the	futures
of	 children	 who	 might	 prove	 burdens.	 The	 adopted	 parents	 apparently
disappeared	and	left	no	trace."
"But	you	say	'IF	the	child	was	the	one	I	am	in	search	of.	You	say	'if.'	We	are

not	sure.	There	was	a	difference	in	the	name."
"Madame	Pascal	pronounced	it	as	if	it	were	Carew	instead	of	Crewe—but	that

might	 be	merely	 a	matter	 of	 pronunciation.	 The	 circumstances	were	 curiously
similar.	An	English	 officer	 in	 India	 had	 placed	 his	motherless	 little	 girl	 at	 the
school.	He	had	died	suddenly	after	losing	his	fortune."	Mr.	Carmichael	paused	a
moment,	as	if	a	new	thought	had	occurred	to	him.	"Are	you	SURE	the	child	was
left	at	a	school	in	Paris?	Are	you	sure	it	was	Paris?"
"My	dear	fellow,"	broke	forth	Carrisford,	with	restless	bitterness,	"I	am	SURE

of	nothing.	I	never	saw	either	the	child	or	her	mother.	Ralph	Crewe	and	I	loved
each	other	as	boys,	but	we	had	not	met	since	our	school	days,	until	we	met	 in
India.	 I	 was	 absorbed	 in	 the	 magnificent	 promise	 of	 the	 mines.	 He	 became
absorbed,	too.	The	whole	thing	was	so	huge	and	glittering	that	we	half	lost	our
heads.	When	we	met	we	scarcely	spoke	of	anything	else.	 I	only	knew	 that	 the
child	had	been	sent	to	school	somewhere.	I	do	not	even	remember,	now,	HOW	I
knew	it."
He	 was	 beginning	 to	 be	 excited.	 He	 always	 became	 excited	 when	 his	 still

weakened	brain	was	stirred	by	memories	of	the	catastrophes	of	the	past.
Mr.	 Carmichael	 watched	 him	 anxiously.	 It	 was	 necessary	 to	 ask	 some

questions,	but	they	must	be	put	quietly	and	with	caution.
"But	you	had	reason	to	think	the	school	WAS	in	Paris?"
"Yes,"	was	 the	answer,	"because	her	mother	was	a	Frenchwoman,	and	I	had

heard	that	she	wished	her	child	to	be	educated	in	Paris.	It	seemed	only	likely	that
she	would	be	there."
"Yes,"	Mr.	Carmichael	said,	"it	seems	more	than	probable."
The	Indian	gentleman	leaned	forward	and	struck	the	table	with	a	long,	wasted

hand.
"Carmichael,"	he	said,	"I	MUST	find	her.	If	she	is	alive,	she	is	somewhere.	If

she	is	friendless	and	penniless,	it	is	through	my	fault.	How	is	a	man	to	get	back
his	nerve	with	a	thing	like	that	on	his	mind?	This	sudden	change	of	luck	at	the
mines	has	made	realities	of	all	our	most	fantastic	dreams,	and	poor	Crewe's	child
may	be	begging	in	the	street!"



"No,	 no,"	 said	Carmichael.	 "Try	 to	 be	 calm.	Console	 yourself	with	 the	 fact
that	when	she	is	found	you	have	a	fortune	to	hand	over	to	her."
"Why	was	I	not	man	enough	to	stand	my	ground	when	things	looked	black?"

Carrisford	groaned	in	petulant	misery.	"I	believe	I	should	have	stood	my	ground
if	I	had	not	been	responsible	for	other	people's	money	as	well	as	my	own.	Poor
Crewe	had	put	into	the	scheme	every	penny	that	he	owned.	He	trusted	me—he
LOVED	me.	And	he	died	 thinking	I	had	ruined	him—I—Tom	Carrisford,	who
played	cricket	at	Eton	with	him.	What	a	villain	he	must	have	thought	me!"
"Don't	reproach	yourself	so	bitterly."
"I	don't	reproach	myself	because	the	speculation	threatened	to	fail—I	reproach

myself	for	losing	my	courage.	I	ran	away	like	a	swindler	and	a	thief,	because	I
could	not	face	my	best	friend	and	tell	him	I	had	ruined	him	and	his	child."
The	 good-hearted	 father	 of	 the	 Large	 Family	 put	 his	 hand	 on	 his	 shoulder

comfortingly.
"You	ran	away	because	your	brain	had	given	way	under	the	strain	of	mental

torture,"	 he	 said.	 "You	 were	 half	 delirious	 already.	 If	 you	 had	 not	 been	 you
would	have	stayed	and	fought	 it	out.	You	were	 in	a	hospital,	strapped	down	in
bed,	raving	with	brain	fever,	two	days	after	you	left	the	place.	Remember	that."
Carrisford	dropped	his	forehead	in	his	hands.
"Good	God!	Yes,"	he	said.	"I	was	driven	mad	with	dread	and	horror.	I	had	not

slept	for	weeks.	The	night	I	staggered	out	of	my	house	all	the	air	seemed	full	of
hideous	things	mocking	and	mouthing	at	me."
"That	 is	 explanation	 enough	 in	 itself,"	 said	Mr.	 Carmichael.	 "How	 could	 a

man	on	the	verge	of	brain	fever	judge	sanely!"
Carrisford	shook	his	drooping	head.
"And	when	 I	 returned	 to	 consciousness	 poor	Crewe	was	 dead—and	 buried.

And	I	seemed	to	remember	nothing.	I	did	not	remember	the	child	for	months	and
months.	Even	when	I	began	to	recall	her	existence	everything	seemed	in	a	sort	of
haze."
He	stopped	a	moment	and	rubbed	his	forehead.	"It	sometimes	seems	so	now

when	I	try	to	remember.	Surely	I	must	sometime	have	heard	Crewe	speak	of	the
school	she	was	sent	to.	Don't	you	think	so?"
"He	might	not	have	spoken	of	it	definitely.	You	never	seem	even	to	have	heard

her	real	name."
"He	used	 to	call	her	by	an	odd	pet	name	he	had	 invented.	He	called	her	his

'Little	Missus.'	But	 the	wretched	mines	drove	everything	else	out	of	our	heads.
We	talked	of	nothing	else.	If	he	spoke	of	the	school,	I	forgot—I	forgot.	And	now
I	shall	never	remember."
"Come,	come,"	said	Carmichael.	"We	shall	find	her	yet.	We	will	continue	to



search	for	Madame	Pascal's	good-natured	Russians.	She	seemed	to	have	a	vague
idea	that	they	lived	in	Moscow.	We	will	take	that	as	a	clue.	I	will	go	to	Moscow."
"If	I	were	able	to	travel,	I	would	go	with	you,"	said	Carrisford;	"but	I	can	only

sit	here	wrapped	in	furs	and	stare	at	the	fire.	And	when	I	look	into	it	I	seem	to
see	Crewe's	gay	young	face	gazing	back	at	me.	He	looks	as	if	he	were	asking	me
a	question.	Sometimes	I	dream	of	him	at	night,	and	he	always	stands	before	me
and	asks	the	same	question	in	words.	Can	you	guess	what	he	says,	Carmichael?"
Mr.	Carmichael	answered	him	in	a	rather	low	voice.
"Not	exactly,"	he	said.
"He	 always	 says,	 'Tom,	 old	 man—Tom—where	 is	 the	 Little	 Missus?'"	 He

caught	at	Carmichael's	hand	and	clung	 to	 it.	 "I	must	be	able	 to	answer	him—I
must!"	he	said.	"Help	me	to	find	her.	Help	me."

On	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 wall	 Sara	 was	 sitting	 in	 her	 garret	 talking	 to
Melchisedec,	who	had	come	out	for	his	evening	meal.
"It	has	been	hard	to	be	a	princess	today,	Melchisedec,"	she	said.	"It	has	been

harder	than	usual.	It	gets	harder	as	the	weather	grows	colder	and	the	streets	get
more	 sloppy.	When	Lavinia	 laughed	 at	my	muddy	 skirt	 as	 I	 passed	her	 in	 the
hall,	I	thought	of	something	to	say	all	in	a	flash—and	I	only	just	stopped	myself
in	time.	You	can't	sneer	back	at	people	like	that—if	you	are	a	princess.	But	you
have	to	bite	your	tongue	to	hold	yourself	in.	I	bit	mine.	It	was	a	cold	afternoon,
Melchisedec.	And	it's	a	cold	night."
Quite	 suddenly	 she	 put	 her	 black	 head	 down	 in	 her	 arms,	 as	 she	 often	 did

when	she	was	alone.
"Oh,	papa,"	she	whispered,	"what	a	long	time	it	seems	since	I	was	your	'Little

Missus'!"
This	was	what	happened	that	day	on	both	sides	of	the	wall.



Chapter		13	
One	of	the	Populace
The	winter	was	a	wretched	one.	There	were	days	on	which	Sara	tramped	through
snow	 when	 she	 went	 on	 her	 errands;	 there	 were	 worse	 days	 when	 the	 snow
melted	and	combined	itself	with	mud	to	form	slush;	there	were	others	when	the
fog	was	 so	 thick	 that	 the	 lamps	 in	 the	 street	were	 lighted	 all	 day	 and	London
looked	as	it	had	looked	the	afternoon,	several	years	ago,	when	the	cab	had	driven
through	 the	 thoroughfares	with	Sara	 tucked	 up	 on	 its	 seat,	 leaning	 against	 her
father's	 shoulder.	On	such	days	 the	windows	of	 the	house	of	 the	Large	Family
always	looked	delightfully	cozy	and	alluring,	and	the	study	in	which	the	Indian
gentleman	 sat	 glowed	 with	 warmth	 and	 rich	 color.	 But	 the	 attic	 was	 dismal
beyond	words.	There	were	no	longer	sunsets	or	sunrises	to	look	at,	and	scarcely
ever	 any	 stars,	 it	 seemed	 to	 Sara.	 The	 clouds	 hung	 low	 over	 the	 skylight	 and
were	 either	 gray	 or	mud-color,	 or	 dropping	 heavy	 rain.	At	 four	 o'clock	 in	 the
afternoon,	even	when	there	was	no	special	fog,	the	daylight	was	at	an	end.	If	it
was	necessary	to	go	to	her	attic	for	anything,	Sara	was	obliged	to	light	a	candle.
The	 women	 in	 the	 kitchen	 were	 depressed,	 and	 that	 made	 them	 more	 ill-
tempered	than	ever.	Becky	was	driven	like	a	little	slave.
"'Twarn't	 for	 you,	miss,"	 she	 said	 hoarsely	 to	 Sara	 one	 night	when	 she	 had

crept	into	the	attic—"'twarn't	for	you,	an'	the	Bastille,	an'	bein'	the	prisoner	in	the
next	cell,	I	should	die.	That	there	does	seem	real	now,	doesn't	it?	The	missus	is
more	like	the	head	jailer	every	day	she	lives.	I	can	jest	see	them	big	keys	you	say
she	 carries.	 The	 cook	 she's	 like	 one	 of	 the	 under-jailers.	 Tell	 me	 some	more,
please,	miss—tell	me	about	the	subt'ranean	passage	we've	dug	under	the	walls."
"I'll	tell	you	something	warmer,"	shivered	Sara.	"Get	your	coverlet	and	wrap	it

round	you,	and	I'll	get	mine,	and	we	will	huddle	close	together	on	the	bed,	and
I'll	tell	you	about	the	tropical	forest	where	the	Indian	gentleman's	monkey	used
to	live.	When	I	see	him	sitting	on	the	table	near	the	window	and	looking	out	into
the	street	with	that	mournful	expression,	I	always	feel	sure	he	is	thinking	about
the	 tropical	 forest	 where	 he	 used	 to	 swing	 by	 his	 tail	 from	 coconut	 trees.	 I
wonder	who	caught	him,	 and	 if	 he	 left	 a	 family	behind	who	had	depended	on
him	for	coconuts."
"That	 is	 warmer,	 miss,"	 said	 Becky,	 gratefully;	 "but,	 someways,	 even	 the



Bastille	is	sort	of	heatin'	when	you	gets	to	tellin'	about	it."
"That	 is	because	it	makes	you	think	of	something	else,"	said	Sara,	wrapping

the	coverlet	round	her	until	only	her	small	dark	face	was	to	be	seen	looking	out
of	it.	"I've	noticed	this.	What	you	have	to	do	with	your	mind,	when	your	body	is
miserable,	is	to	make	it	think	of	something	else."
"Can	you	do	it,	miss?"	faltered	Becky,	regarding	her	with	admiring	eyes.
Sara	knitted	her	brows	a	moment.
"Sometimes	I	can	and	sometimes	I	can't,"	she	said	stoutly.	"But	when	I	CAN

I'm	 all	 right.	 And	 what	 I	 believe	 is	 that	 we	 always	 could—if	 we	 practiced
enough.	 I've	been	practicing	a	good	deal	 lately,	 and	 it's	 beginning	 to	be	 easier
than	 it	used	 to	be.	When	 things	are	horrible—just	horrible—I	 think	as	hard	as
ever	I	can	of	being	a	princess.	I	say	to	myself,	'I	am	a	princess,	and	I	am	a	fairy
one,	and	because	I	am	a	fairy	nothing	can	hurt	me	or	make	me	uncomfortable.'
You	don't	know	how	it	makes	you	forget"—with	a	laugh.
She	had	many	opportunities	of	making	her	mind	think	of	something	else,	and

many	opportunities	of	proving	to	herself	whether	or	not	she	was	a	princess.	But
one	 of	 the	 strongest	 tests	 she	was	 ever	 put	 to	 came	 on	 a	 certain	 dreadful	 day
which,	she	often	thought	afterward,	would	never	quite	fade	out	of	her	memory
even	in	the	years	to	come.
For	several	days	it	had	rained	continuously;	the	streets	were	chilly	and	sloppy

and	full	of	dreary,	cold	mist;	there	was	mud	everywhere—sticky	London	mud—
and	 over	 everything	 the	 pall	 of	 drizzle	 and	 fog.	 Of	 course	 there	were	 several
long	and	tiresome	errands	to	be	done—there	always	were	on	days	like	this—and
Sara	was	sent	out	again	and	again,	until	her	shabby	clothes	were	damp	through.
The	absurd	old	feathers	on	her	forlorn	hat	were	more	draggled	and	absurd	than
ever,	and	her	downtrodden	shoes	were	so	wet	that	they	could	not	hold	any	more
water.	Added	to	this,	she	had	been	deprived	of	her	dinner,	because	Miss	Minchin
had	 chosen	 to	 punish	 her.	 She	was	 so	 cold	 and	 hungry	 and	 tired	 that	 her	 face
began	 to	 have	 a	 pinched	 look,	 and	 now	 and	 then	 some	 kind-hearted	 person
passing	her	 in	 the	street	glanced	at	her	with	sudden	sympathy.	But	she	did	not
know	that.	She	hurried	on,	 trying	to	make	her	mind	think	of	something	else.	It
was	really	very	necessary.	Her	way	of	doing	it	was	to	"pretend"	and	"suppose"
with	all	the	strength	that	was	left	in	her.	But	really	this	time	it	was	harder	than
she	had	ever	 found	 it,	 and	once	or	 twice	 she	 thought	 it	 almost	made	her	more
cold	 and	 hungry	 instead	 of	 less	 so.	But	 she	 persevered	 obstinately,	 and	 as	 the
muddy	water	squelched	through	her	broken	shoes	and	the	wind	seemed	trying	to
drag	her	thin	jacket	from	her,	she	talked	to	herself	as	she	walked,	though	she	did
not	speak	aloud	or	even	move	her	lips.
"Suppose	I	had	dry	clothes	on,"	she	thought.	"Suppose	I	had	good	shoes	and	a



long,	 thick	 coat	 and	 merino	 stockings	 and	 a	 whole	 umbrella.	 And	 suppose—
suppose—just	when	I	was	near	a	baker's	where	they	sold	hot	buns,	I	should	find
sixpence—which	belonged	 to	nobody.	SUPPOSE	 if	 I	did,	 I	 should	go	 into	 the
shop	and	buy	six	of	the	hottest	buns	and	eat	them	all	without	stopping."
Some	very	odd	things	happen	in	this	world	sometimes.
It	certainly	was	an	odd	thing	that	happened	to	Sara.	She	had	to	cross	the	street

just	when	she	was	saying	this	to	herself.	The	mud	was	dreadful—she	almost	had
to	wade.	She	picked	her	way	as	carefully	as	 she	could,	but	 she	could	not	 save
herself	much;	only,	in	picking	her	way,	she	had	to	look	down	at	her	feet	and	the
mud,	 and	 in	 looking	 down—just	 as	 she	 reached	 the	 pavement—she	 saw
something	 shining	 in	 the	gutter.	 It	was	 actually	 a	piece	of	 silver—a	 tiny	piece
trodden	upon	by	many	feet,	but	still	with	spirit	enough	left	to	shine	a	little.	Not
quite	a	sixpence,	but	the	next	thing	to	it—a	fourpenny	piece.
In	one	second	it	was	in	her	cold	little	red-and-blue	hand.
"Oh,"	she	gasped,	"it	is	true!	It	is	true!"
And	 then,	 if	 you	 will	 believe	 me,	 she	 looked	 straight	 at	 the	 shop	 directly

facing	 her.	And	 it	was	 a	 baker's	 shop,	 and	 a	 cheerful,	 stout,	motherly	woman
with	 rosy	cheeks	was	putting	 into	 the	window	a	 tray	of	delicious	newly	baked
hot	buns,	fresh	from	the	oven—large,	plump,	shiny	buns,	with	currants	in	them.
It	almost	made	Sara	feel	faint	for	a	few	seconds—the	shock,	and	the	sight	of

the	buns,	and	the	delightful	odors	of	warm	bread	floating	up	through	the	baker's
cellar	window.
She	 knew	 she	 need	 not	 hesitate	 to	 use	 the	 little	 piece	 of	 money.	 It	 had

evidently	been	 lying	 in	 the	mud	 for	 some	 time,	 and	 its	 owner	was	 completely
lost	in	the	stream	of	passing	people	who	crowded	and	jostled	each	other	all	day
long.
"But	 I'll	 go	 and	 ask	 the	 baker	woman	 if	 she	 has	 lost	 anything,"	 she	 said	 to

herself,	rather	faintly.	So	she	crossed	the	pavement	and	put	her	wet	foot	on	the
step.	As	she	did	so	she	saw	something	that	made	her	stop.
It	was	a	little	figure	more	forlorn	even	than	herself—a	little	figure	which	was

not	much	more	 than	a	bundle	of	 rags,	 from	which	small,	bare,	 red	muddy	feet
peeped	out,	 only	because	 the	 rags	with	which	 their	 owner	was	 trying	 to	 cover
them	were	not	 long	enough.	Above	 the	 rags	appeared	a	 shock	head	of	 tangled
hair,	and	a	dirty	face	with	big,	hollow,	hungry	eyes.
Sara	knew	 they	were	hungry	eyes	 the	moment	 she	 saw	 them,	and	 she	 felt	 a

sudden	sympathy.
"This,"	she	said	to	herself,	with	a	little	sigh,	"is	one	of	the	populace—and	she

is	hungrier	than	I	am."
The	child—this	"one	of	the	populace"—stared	up	at	Sara,	and	shuffled	herself



aside	a	little,	so	as	to	give	her	room	to	pass.	She	was	used	to	being	made	to	give
room	to	everybody.	She	knew	that	 if	a	policeman	chanced	to	see	her	he	would
tell	her	to	"move	on."
Sara	clutched	her	little	fourpenny	piece	and	hesitated	for	a	few	seconds.	Then

she	spoke	to	her.
"Are	you	hungry?"	she	asked.
The	child	shuffled	herself	and	her	rags	a	little	more.
"Ain't	I	jist?"	she	said	in	a	hoarse	voice.	"Jist	ain't	I?"
"Haven't	you	had	any	dinner?"	said	Sara.
"No	dinner,"	more	hoarsely	still	and	with	more	shuffling.	"Nor	yet	no	bre'fast

—nor	yet	no	supper.	No	nothin'.
"Since	when?"	asked	Sara.
"Dunno.	Never	got	nothin'	today—nowhere.	I've	axed	an'	axed."
Just	 to	 look	 at	 her	made	Sara	more	 hungry	 and	 faint.	But	 those	 queer	 little

thoughts	were	at	work	 in	her	brain,	and	she	was	 talking	 to	herself,	 though	she
was	sick	at	heart.
"If	I'm	a	princess,"	she	was	saying,	"if	I'm	a	princess—when	they	were	poor

and	driven	from	their	thrones—they	always	shared—with	the	populace—if	they
met	one	poorer	and	hungrier	 than	 themselves.	They	always	shared.	Buns	are	a
penny	each.	If	it	had	been	sixpence	I	could	have	eaten	six.	It	won't	be	enough	for
either	of	us.	But	it	will	be	better	than	nothing."
"Wait	a	minute,"	she	said	to	the	beggar	child.
She	went	into	the	shop.	It	was	warm	and	smelled	deliciously.	The	woman	was

just	going	to	put	some	more	hot	buns	into	the	window.
"If	 you	 please,"	 said	 Sara,	 "have	 you	 lost	 fourpence—a	 silver	 fourpence?"

And	she	held	the	forlorn	little	piece	of	money	out	to	her.
The	 woman	 looked	 at	 it	 and	 then	 at	 her—at	 her	 intense	 little	 face	 and

draggled,	once	fine	clothes.
"Bless	us,	no,"	she	answered.	"Did	you	find	it?"
"Yes,"	said	Sara.	"In	the	gutter."
"Keep	 it,	 then,"	 said	 the	 woman.	 "It	 may	 have	 been	 there	 for	 a	 week,	 and

goodness	knows	who	lost	it.	YOU	could	never	find	out."
"I	know	that,"	said	Sara,	"but	I	thought	I	would	ask	you."
"Not	many	would,"	said	the	woman,	looking	puzzled	and	interested	and	good-

natured	all	at	once.
"Do	you	want	 to	buy	 something?"	 she	added,	 as	 she	 saw	Sara	glance	at	 the

buns.
"Four	buns,	if	you	please,"	said	Sara.	"Those	at	a	penny	each."
The	woman	went	to	the	window	and	put	some	in	a	paper	bag.



Sara	noticed	that	she	put	in	six.
"I	said	four,	if	you	please,"	she	explained.	"I	have	only	fourpence."
"I'll	 throw	 in	 two	 for	 makeweight,"	 said	 the	 woman	with	 her	 good-natured

look.	"I	dare	say	you	can	eat	them	sometime.	Aren't	you	hungry?"
A	mist	rose	before	Sara's	eyes.
"Yes,"	 she	 answered.	 "I	 am	very	hungry,	 and	 I	 am	much	obliged	 to	you	 for

your	 kindness;	 and"—she	was	 going	 to	 add—"there	 is	 a	 child	 outside	who	 is
hungrier	than	I	am."	But	just	at	that	moment	two	or	three	customers	came	in	at
once,	and	each	one	seemed	in	a	hurry,	so	she	could	only	thank	the	woman	again
and	go	out.
The	 beggar	 girl	 was	 still	 huddled	 up	 in	 the	 corner	 of	 the	 step.	 She	 looked

frightful	 in	 her	wet	 and	 dirty	 rags.	 She	was	 staring	 straight	 before	 her	with	 a
stupid	 look	 of	 suffering,	 and	 Sara	 saw	 her	 suddenly	 draw	 the	 back	 of	 her
roughened	 black	 hand	 across	 her	 eyes	 to	 rub	 away	 the	 tears	which	 seemed	 to
have	surprised	her	by	forcing	their	way	from	under	her	lids.	She	was	muttering
to	herself.
Sara	 opened	 the	 paper	 bag	 and	 took	 out	 one	 of	 the	 hot	 buns,	 which	 had

already	warmed	her	own	cold	hands	a	little.
"See,"	she	said,	putting	the	bun	in	the	ragged	lap,	"this	is	nice	and	hot.	Eat	it,

and	you	will	not	feel	so	hungry."
The	child	started	and	stared	up	at	her,	as	 if	such	sudden,	amazing	good	luck

almost	frightened	her;	then	she	snatched	up	the	bun	and	began	to	cram	it	into	her
mouth	with	great	wolfish	bites.
"Oh,	my!	Oh,	my!"	Sara	heard	her	say	hoarsely,	in	wild	delight.	"OH	my!"
Sara	took	out	three	more	buns	and	put	them	down.
The	sound	in	the	hoarse,	ravenous	voice	was	awful.
"She	is	hungrier	than	I	am,"	she	said	to	herself.	"She's	starving."	But	her	hand

trembled	when	she	put	down	 the	 fourth	bun.	"I'm	not	starving,"	she	said—and
she	put	down	the	fifth.
The	little	ravening	London	savage	was	still	snatching	and	devouring	when	she

turned	away.	She	was	too	ravenous	to	give	any	thanks,	even	if	she	had	ever	been
taught	politeness—which	she	had	not.	She	was	only	a	poor	little	wild	animal.
"Good-bye,"	said	Sara.
When	she	reached	the	other	side	of	the	street	she	looked	back.	The	child	had	a

bun	in	each	hand	and	had	stopped	in	the	middle	of	a	bite	to	watch	her.	Sara	gave
her	 a	 little	 nod,	 and	 the	 child,	 after	 another	 stare—a	 curious	 lingering	 stare—
jerked	her	shaggy	head	in	response,	and	until	Sara	was	out	of	sight	she	did	not
take	another	bite	or	even	finish	the	one	she	had	begun.
At	that	moment	the	baker-woman	looked	out	of	her	shop	window.



"Well,	 I	never!"	 she	exclaimed.	"If	 that	young	un	hasn't	given	her	buns	 to	a
beggar	 child!	 It	 wasn't	 because	 she	 didn't	 want	 them,	 either.	 Well,	 well,	 she
looked	hungry	enough.	I'd	give	something	to	know	what	she	did	it	for."
She	 stood	 behind	 her	 window	 for	 a	 few	moments	 and	 pondered.	 Then	 her

curiosity	 got	 the	 better	 of	 her.	 She	went	 to	 the	 door	 and	 spoke	 to	 the	 beggar
child.
"Who	gave	you	those	buns?"	she	asked	her.	The	child	nodded	her	head	toward

Sara's	vanishing	figure.
"What	did	she	say?"	inquired	the	woman.
"Axed	me	if	I	was	'ungry,"	replied	the	hoarse	voice.
"What	did	you	say?"
"Said	I	was	jist."
"And	then	she	came	in	and	got	the	buns,	and	gave	them	to	you,	did	she?"
The	child	nodded.
"How	many?"
"Five."
The	woman	thought	it	over.
"Left	just	one	for	herself,"	she	said	in	a	low	voice.	"And	she	could	have	eaten

the	whole	six—I	saw	it	in	her	eyes."
She	looked	after	the	little	draggled	far-away	figure	and	felt	more	disturbed	in

her	usually	comfortable	mind	than	she	had	felt	for	many	a	day.
"I	wish	she	hadn't	gone	so	quick,"	she	said.	"I'm	blest	if	she	shouldn't	have	had

a	dozen."	Then	she	turned	to	the	child.
"Are	you	hungry	yet?"	she	said.
"I'm	allus	hungry,"	was	the	answer,	"but	't	ain't	as	bad	as	it	was."
"Come	in	here,"	said	the	woman,	and	she	held	open	the	shop	door.
The	child	got	up	and	shuffled	in.	To	be	invited	into	a	warm	place	full	of	bread

seemed	an	incredible	thing.	She	did	not	know	what	was	going	to	happen.	She	did
not	care,	even.
"Get	yourself	warm,"	said	the	woman,	pointing	to	a	fire	in	the	tiny	back	room.

"And	look	here;	when	you	are	hard	up	for	a	bit	of	bread,	you	can	come	in	here
and	ask	for	it.	I'm	blest	if	I	won't	give	it	to	you	for	that	young	one's	sake."
*	*	*
Sara	found	some	comfort	in	her	remaining	bun.	At	all	events,	it	was	very	hot,

and	it	was	better	than	nothing.	As	she	walked	along	she	broke	off	small	pieces
and	ate	them	slowly	to	make	them	last	longer.
"Suppose	it	was	a	magic	bun,"	she	said,	"and	a	bite	was	as	much	as	a	whole

dinner.	I	should	be	overeating	myself	if	I	went	on	like	this."
It	 was	 dark	 when	 she	 reached	 the	 square	 where	 the	 Select	 Seminary	 was



situated.	The	lights	in	the	houses	were	all	lighted.	The	blinds	were	not	yet	drawn
in	 the	 windows	 of	 the	 room	 where	 she	 nearly	 always	 caught	 glimpses	 of
members	 of	 the	 Large	 Family.	 Frequently	 at	 this	 hour	 she	 could	 see	 the
gentleman	she	called	Mr.	Montmorency	sitting	in	a	big	chair,	with	a	small	swarm
round	him,	talking,	laughing,	perching	on	the	arms	of	his	seat	or	on	his	knees	or
leaning	 against	 them.	This	 evening	 the	 swarm	was	 about	 him,	 but	 he	was	 not
seated.	On	 the	 contrary,	 there	was	 a	good	deal	 of	 excitement	going	on.	 It	was
evident	that	a	journey	was	to	be	taken,	and	it	was	Mr.	Montmorency	who	was	to
take	 it.	 A	 brougham	 stood	 before	 the	 door,	 and	 a	 big	 portmanteau	 had	 been
strapped	upon	it.	The	children	were	dancing	about,	chattering	and	hanging	on	to
their	father.	The	pretty	rosy	mother	was	standing	near	him,	talking	as	if	she	was
asking	final	questions.	Sara	paused	a	moment	to	see	the	little	ones	lifted	up	and
kissed	and	the	bigger	ones	bent	over	and	kissed	also.
"I	wonder	if	he	will	stay	away	long,"	she	thought.	"The	portmanteau	is	rather

big.	Oh,	dear,	how	they	will	miss	him!	I	shall	miss	him	myself—even	though	he
doesn't	know	I	am	alive."
When	the	door	opened	she	moved	away—remembering	the	sixpence—but	she

saw	 the	 traveler	 come	 out	 and	 stand	 against	 the	 background	 of	 the	 warmly-
lighted	hall,	the	older	children	still	hovering	about	him.
"Will	Moscow	be	covered	with	snow?"	said	the	little	girl	Janet.	"Will	there	be

ice	everywhere?"
"Shall	you	drive	in	a	drosky?"	cried	another.	"Shall	you	see	the	Czar?"
"I	will	write	and	tell	you	all	about	it,"	he	answered,	laughing.	"And	I	will	send

you	 pictures	 of	muzhiks	 and	 things.	Run	 into	 the	 house.	 It	 is	 a	 hideous	 damp
night.	I	would	rather	stay	with	you	than	go	to	Moscow.	Good	night!	Good	night,
duckies!	 God	 bless	 you!"	 And	 he	 ran	 down	 the	 steps	 and	 jumped	 into	 the
brougham.
"If	you	find	the	little	girl,	give	her	our	love,"	shouted	Guy	Clarence,	jumping

up	and	down	on	the	door	mat.
Then	they	went	in	and	shut	the	door.
"Did	you	see,"	said	Janet	to	Nora,	as	they	went	back	to	the	room—"the	little-

girl-who-is-not-a-beggar	was	 passing?	She	 looked	 all	 cold	 and	wet,	 and	 I	 saw
her	 turn	 her	 head	 over	 her	 shoulder	 and	 look	 at	 us.	Mamma	 says	 her	 clothes
always	 look	 as	 if	 they	 had	 been	 given	 her	 by	 someone	who	was	 quite	 rich—
someone	who	only	let	her	have	them	because	they	were	too	shabby	to	wear.	The
people	at	 the	 school	 always	 send	her	out	on	errands	on	 the	horridest	days	and
nights	there	are."
Sara	crossed	the	square	to	Miss	Minchin's	area	steps,	feeling	faint	and	shaky.
"I	wonder	who	 the	 little	 girl	 is,"	 she	 thought—"the	 little	 girl	 he	 is	 going	 to



look	for."
And	 she	 went	 down	 the	 area	 steps,	 lugging	 her	 basket	 and	 finding	 it	 very

heavy	indeed,	as	the	father	of	the	Large	Family	drove	quickly	on	his	way	to	the
station	 to	 take	 the	 train	which	was	 to	 carry	 him	 to	Moscow,	where	 he	was	 to
make	his	best	efforts	to	search	for	the	lost	little	daughter	of	Captain	Crewe.



Chapter		14	
What	Melchisedec	Heard	and	Saw
On	this	very	afternoon,	while	Sara	was	out,	a	strange	thing	happened	in	the	attic.
Only	Melchisedec	saw	and	heard	it;	and	he	was	so	much	alarmed	and	mystified
that	he	scuttled	back	to	his	hole	and	hid	there,	and	really	quaked	and	trembled	as
he	peeped	out	furtively	and	with	great	caution	to	watch	what	was	going	on.
The	 attic	 had	 been	 very	 still	 all	 the	 day	 after	 Sara	 had	 left	 it	 in	 the	 early

morning.	The	stillness	had	only	been	broken	by	the	pattering	of	the	rain	upon	the
slates	and	the	skylight.	Melchisedec	had,	in	fact,	found	it	rather	dull;	and	when
the	rain	ceased	to	patter	and	perfect	silence	reigned,	he	decided	to	come	out	and
reconnoiter,	 though	experience	 taught	him	that	Sara	would	not	 return	for	some
time.	 He	 had	 been	 rambling	 and	 sniffing	 about,	 and	 had	 just	 found	 a	 totally
unexpected	 and	 unexplained	 crumb	 left	 from	his	 last	meal,	when	 his	 attention
was	 attracted	 by	 a	 sound	 on	 the	 roof.	 He	 stopped	 to	 listen	 with	 a	 palpitating
heart.	 The	 sound	 suggested	 that	 something	 was	 moving	 on	 the	 roof.	 It	 was
approaching	 the	 skylight;	 it	 reached	 the	 skylight.	 The	 skylight	 was	 being
mysteriously	 opened.	 A	 dark	 face	 peered	 into	 the	 attic;	 then	 another	 face
appeared	behind	 it,	and	both	 looked	 in	with	signs	of	caution	and	 interest.	Two
men	 were	 outside	 on	 the	 roof,	 and	 were	 making	 silent	 preparations	 to	 enter
through	the	skylight	itself.	One	was	Ram	Dass	and	the	other	was	a	young	man
who	was	 the	 Indian	 gentleman's	 secretary;	 but	 of	 course	Melchisedec	 did	 not
know	this.	He	only	knew	that	the	men	were	invading	the	silence	and	privacy	of
the	attic;	and	as	the	one	with	the	dark	face	let	himself	down	through	the	aperture
with	 such	 lightness	 and	 dexterity	 that	 he	 did	 not	 make	 the	 slightest	 sound,
Melchisedec	 turned	 tail	 and	 fled	 precipitately	 back	 to	 his	 hole.	 He	 was
frightened	 to	death.	He	had	ceased	 to	be	 timid	with	Sara,	and	knew	she	would
never	throw	anything	but	crumbs,	and	would	never	make	any	sound	other	than
the	 soft,	 low,	 coaxing	 whistling;	 but	 strange	 men	 were	 dangerous	 things	 to
remain	near.	He	lay	close	and	flat	near	the	entrance	of	his	home,	just	managing
to	peep	through	the	crack	with	a	bright,	alarmed	eye.	How	much	he	understood
of	 the	 talk	 he	 heard	 I	 am	 not	 in	 the	 least	 able	 to	 say;	 but,	 even	 if	 he	 had
understood	it	all,	he	would	probably	have	remained	greatly	mystified.
The	 secretary,	 who	 was	 light	 and	 young,	 slipped	 through	 the	 skylight	 as



noiselessly	as	Ram	Dass	had	done;	and	he	caught	a	last	glimpse	of	Melchisedec's
vanishing	tail.
"Was	that	a	rat?"	he	asked	Ram	Dass	in	a	whisper.
"Yes;	a	rat,	Sahib,"	answered	Ram	Dass,	also	whispering.	"There	are	many	in

the	walls."
"Ugh!"	exclaimed	the	young	man.	"It	is	a	wonder	the	child	is	not	terrified	of

them."
Ram	Dass	made	a	gesture	with	his	hands.	He	also	smiled	respectfully.	He	was

in	this	place	as	the	intimate	exponent	of	Sara,	though	she	had	only	spoken	to	him
once.
"The	child	is	the	little	friend	of	all	things,	Sahib,"	he	answered.	"She	is	not	as

other	children.	I	see	her	when	she	does	not	see	me.	I	slip	across	 the	slates	and
look	 at	 her	many	 nights	 to	 see	 that	 she	 is	 safe.	 I	watch	 her	 from	my	window
when	she	does	not	know	I	am	near.	She	stands	on	the	table	there	and	looks	out	at
the	sky	as	if	it	spoke	to	her.	The	sparrows	come	at	her	call.	The	rat	she	has	fed
and	 tamed	 in	 her	 loneliness.	 The	 poor	 slave	 of	 the	 house	 comes	 to	 her	 for
comfort.	There	is	a	little	child	who	comes	to	her	in	secret;	there	is	one	older	who
worships	her	and	would	listen	to	her	forever	if	she	might.	This	I	have	seen	when
I	have	crept	across	the	roof.	By	the	mistress	of	the	house—who	is	an	evil	woman
—she	 is	 treated	 like	a	pariah;	but	 she	has	 the	bearing	of	a	child	who	 is	of	 the
blood	of	kings!"
"You	seem	to	know	a	great	deal	about	her,"	the	secretary	said.
"All	her	life	each	day	I	know,"	answered	Ram	Dass.	"Her	going	out	I	know,

and	her	coming	in;	her	sadness	and	her	poor	joys;	her	coldness	and	her	hunger.	I
know	when	she	is	alone	until	midnight,	 learning	from	her	books;	I	know	when
her	secret	friends	steal	to	her	and	she	is	happier—as	children	can	be,	even	in	the
midst	of	poverty—because	they	come	and	she	may	laugh	and	talk	with	them	in
whispers.	 If	 she	were	 ill	 I	 should	 know,	 and	 I	would	 come	 and	 serve	 her	 if	 it
might	be	done."
"You	are	sure	no	one	comes	near	this	place	but	herself,	and	that	she	will	not

return	 and	 surprise	 us.	 She	would	 be	 frightened	 if	 she	 found	 us	 here,	 and	 the
Sahib	Carrisford's	plan	would	be	spoiled."
Ram	Dass	crossed	noiselessly	to	the	door	and	stood	close	to	it.
"None	mount	 here	 but	 herself,	 Sahib,"	 he	 said.	 "She	 has	 gone	 out	with	 her

basket	and	may	be	gone	for	hours.	If	I	stand	here	I	can	hear	any	step	before	it
reaches	the	last	flight	of	the	stairs."
The	secretary	took	a	pencil	and	a	tablet	from	his	breast	pocket.
"Keep	your	ears	open,"	he	said;	and	he	began	to	walk	slowly	and	softly	round

the	miserable	little	room,	making	rapid	notes	on	his	tablet	as	he	looked	at	things.



First	he	went	 to	 the	narrow	bed.	He	pressed	his	hand	upon	 the	mattress	and
uttered	an	exclamation.
"As	hard	as	a	stone,"	he	said.	"That	will	have	to	be	altered	some	day	when	she

is	 out.	 A	 special	 journey	 can	 be	 made	 to	 bring	 it	 across.	 It	 cannot	 be	 done
tonight."	He	lifted	the	covering	and	examined	the	one	thin	pillow.
"Coverlet	dingy	and	worn,	blanket	thin,	sheets	patched	and	ragged,"	he	said.

"What	 a	 bed	 for	 a	 child	 to	 sleep	 in—and	 in	 a	 house	 which	 calls	 itself
respectable!	There	has	not	been	a	fire	in	that	grate	for	many	a	day,"	glancing	at
the	rusty	fireplace.
"Never	since	I	have	seen	it,"	said	Ram	Dass.	"The	mistress	of	the	house	is	not

one	who	remembers	that	another	than	herself	may	be	cold."
The	 secretary	was	writing	quickly	on	his	 tablet.	He	 looked	up	 from	 it	 as	he

tore	off	a	leaf	and	slipped	it	into	his	breast	pocket.
"It	is	a	strange	way	of	doing	the	thing,"	he	said.	"Who	planned	it?"
Ram	Dass	made	a	modestly	apologetic	obeisance.
"It	 is	 true	 that	 the	 first	 thought	 was	 mine,	 Sahib,"	 he	 said;	 "though	 it	 was

naught	but	a	fancy.	I	am	fond	of	this	child;	we	are	both	lonely.	It	is	her	way	to
relate	 her	 visions	 to	 her	 secret	 friends.	Being	 sad	one	night,	 I	 lay	 close	 to	 the
open	skylight	and	listened.	The	vision	she	related	told	what	this	miserable	room
might	be	if	it	had	comforts	in	it.	She	seemed	to	see	it	as	she	talked,	and	she	grew
cheered	and	warmed	as	she	spoke.	Then	she	came	to	this	fancy;	and	the	next	day,
the	Sahib	being	ill	and	wretched,	I	told	him	of	the	thing	to	amuse	him.	It	seemed
then	but	a	dream,	but	it	pleased	the	Sahib.	To	hear	of	the	child's	doings	gave	him
entertainment.	He	became	interested	in	her	and	asked	questions.	At	last	he	began
to	please	himself	with	the	thought	of	making	her	visions	real	things."
"You	 think	 that	 it	 can	 be	 done	 while	 she	 sleeps?	 Suppose	 she	 awakened,"

suggested	the	secretary;	and	it	was	evident	that	whatsoever	the	plan	referred	to
was,	it	had	caught	and	pleased	his	fancy	as	well	as	the	Sahib	Carrisford's.
"I	can	move	as	 if	my	feet	were	of	velvet,"	Ram	Dass	 replied;	 "and	children

sleep	 soundly—even	 the	 unhappy	 ones.	 I	 could	 have	 entered	 this	 room	 in	 the
night	many	times,	and	without	causing	her	to	turn	upon	her	pillow.	If	the	other
bearer	passes	to	me	the	things	through	the	window,	I	can	do	all	and	she	will	not
stir.	When	she	awakens	she	will	think	a	magician	has	been	here."
He	 smiled	 as	 if	 his	 heart	 warmed	 under	 his	 white	 robe,	 and	 the	 secretary

smiled	back	at	him.
"It	will	be	 like	a	story	from	the	Arabian	Nights,"	he	said.	"Only	an	Oriental

could	have	planned	it.	It	does	not	belong	to	London	fogs."
They	did	not	remain	very	long,	to	the	great	relief	of	Melchisedec,	who,	as	he

probably	 did	 not	 comprehend	 their	 conversation,	 felt	 their	 movements	 and



whispers	 ominous.	 The	 young	 secretary	 seemed	 interested	 in	 everything.	 He
wrote	 down	 things	 about	 the	 floor,	 the	 fireplace,	 the	 broken	 footstool,	 the	 old
table,	the	walls—which	last	he	touched	with	his	hand	again	and	again,	seeming
much	 pleased	 when	 he	 found	 that	 a	 number	 of	 old	 nails	 had	 been	 driven	 in
various	places.
"You	can	hang	things	on	them,"	he	said.
Ram	Dass	smiled	mysteriously.
"Yesterday,	when	 she	was	out,"	he	 said,	 "I	 entered,	bringing	with	me	 small,

sharp	nails	which	can	be	pressed	into	the	wall	without	blows	from	a	hammer.	I
placed	many	in	the	plaster	where	I	may	need	them.	They	are	ready."
The	Indian	gentleman's	secretary	stood	still	and	looked	round	him	as	he	thrust

his	tablets	back	into	his	pocket.
"I	 think	 I	 have	 made	 notes	 enough;	 we	 can	 go	 now,"	 he	 said.	 "The	 Sahib

Carrisford	has	a	warm	heart.	It	is	a	thousand	pities	that	he	has	not	found	the	lost
child."
"If	he	should	find	her	his	strength	would	be	restored	to	him,"	said	Ram	Dass.

"His	God	may	lead	her	to	him	yet."
Then	 they	slipped	 through	 the	skylight	as	noiselessly	as	 they	had	entered	 it.

And,	after	he	was	quite	 sure	 they	had	gone,	Melchisedec	was	greatly	 relieved,
and	in	the	course	of	a	few	minutes	felt	it	safe	to	emerge	from	his	hole	again	and
scuffle	about	in	the	hope	that	even	such	alarming	human	beings	as	these	might
have	chanced	to	carry	crumbs	in	their	pockets	and	drop	one	or	two	of	them.



Chapter		15	
The	Magic
When	Sara	had	passed	the	house	next	door	she	had	seen	Ram	Dass	closing	the
shutters,	and	caught	her	glimpse	of	this	room	also.
"It	 is	a	 long	 time	since	I	saw	a	nice	place	from	the	 inside,"	was	 the	 thought

which	crossed	her	mind.
There	was	the	usual	bright	fire	glowing	in	the	grate,	and	the	Indian	gentleman

was	sitting	before	it.	His	head	was	resting	in	his	hand,	and	he	looked	as	lonely
and	unhappy	as	ever.
"Poor	man!"	said	Sara.	"I	wonder	what	you	are	supposing."
And	this	was	what	he	was	"supposing"	at	that	very	moment.
"Suppose,"	he	was	thinking,	"suppose—even	if	Carmichael	traces	the	people

to	Moscow—the	 little	 girl	 they	 took	 from	Madame	Pascal's	 school	 in	 Paris	 is
NOT	 the	 one	we	 are	 in	 search	 of.	 Suppose	 she	 proves	 to	 be	 quite	 a	 different
child.	What	steps	shall	I	take	next?"
When	 Sara	 went	 into	 the	 house	 she	 met	 Miss	 Minchin,	 who	 had	 come

downstairs	to	scold	the	cook.
"Where	have	you	wasted	your	time?"	she	demanded.	"You	have	been	out	for

hours."
"It	was	so	wet	and	muddy,"	Sara	answered,	"it	was	hard	to	walk,	because	my

shoes	were	so	bad	and	slipped	about."
"Make	no	excuses,"	said	Miss	Minchin,	"and	tell	no	falsehoods."
Sara	went	in	to	the	cook.	The	cook	had	received	a	severe	lecture	and	was	in	a

fearful	temper	as	a	result.	She	was	only	too	rejoiced	to	have	someone	to	vent	her
rage	on,	and	Sara	was	a	convenience,	as	usual.
"Why	didn't	you	stay	all	night?"	she	snapped.
Sara	laid	her	purchases	on	the	table.
"Here	are	the	things,"	she	said.
The	 cook	 looked	 them	 over,	 grumbling.	 She	 was	 in	 a	 very	 savage	 humor

indeed.
"May	I	have	something	to	eat?"	Sara	asked	rather	faintly.
"Tea's	over	and	done	with,"	was	the	answer.	"Did	you	expect	me	to	keep	it	hot

for	you?"



Sara	stood	silent	for	a	second.
"I	had	no	dinner,"	she	said	next,	and	her	voice	was	quite	low.	She	made	it	low

because	she	was	afraid	it	would	tremble.
"There's	some	bread	in	the	pantry,"	said	the	cook.	"That's	all	you'll	get	at	this

time	of	day."
Sara	went	and	found	the	bread.	It	was	old	and	hard	and	dry.	The	cook	was	in

too	vicious	a	humor	to	give	her	anything	to	eat	with	it.	 It	was	always	safe	and
easy	to	vent	her	spite	on	Sara.	Really,	it	was	hard	for	the	child	to	climb	the	three
long	 flights	of	 stairs	 leading	 to	her	 attic.	She	often	 found	 them	 long	and	 steep
when	she	was	 tired;	but	 tonight	 it	 seemed	as	 if	she	would	never	 reach	 the	 top.
Several	times	she	was	obliged	to	stop	to	rest.	When	she	reached	the	top	landing
she	was	 glad	 to	 see	 the	 glimmer	 of	 a	 light	 coming	 from	under	 her	 door.	That
meant	 that	Ermengarde	had	managed	 to	creep	up	 to	pay	her	a	visit.	There	was
some	 comfort	 in	 that.	 It	was	 better	 than	 to	 go	 into	 the	 room	alone	 and	 find	 it
empty	 and	 desolate.	 The	 mere	 presence	 of	 plump,	 comfortable	 Ermengarde,
wrapped	in	her	red	shawl,	would	warm	it	a	little.
Yes;	there	Ermengarde	was	when	she	opened	the	door.	She	was	sitting	in	the

middle	of	the	bed,	with	her	feet	tucked	safely	under	her.	She	had	never	become
intimate	 with	 Melchisedec	 and	 his	 family,	 though	 they	 rather	 fascinated	 her.
When	she	found	herself	alone	in	the	attic	she	always	preferred	to	sit	on	the	bed
until	Sara	arrived.	She	had,	in	fact,	on	this	occasion	had	time	to	become	rather
nervous,	because	Melchisedec	had	appeared	and	sniffed	about	a	good	deal,	and
once	had	made	her	utter	a	 repressed	squeal	by	sitting	up	on	his	hind	 legs	and,
while	he	looked	at	her,	sniffing	pointedly	in	her	direction.
"Oh,	Sara,"	she	cried	out,	"I	am	glad	you	have	come.	Melchy	WOULD	sniff

about	so.	I	tried	to	coax	him	to	go	back,	but	he	wouldn't	for	such	a	long	time.	I
like	him,	you	know;	but	it	does	frighten	me	when	he	sniffs	right	at	me.	Do	you
think	he	ever	WOULD	jump?"
"No,"	answered	Sara.
Ermengarde	crawled	forward	on	the	bed	to	look	at	her.
"You	DO	look	tired,	Sara,"	she	said;	"you	are	quite	pale."
"I	AM	 tired,"	 said	 Sara,	 dropping	 on	 to	 the	 lopsided	 footstool.	 "Oh,	 there's

Melchisedec,	poor	thing.	He's	come	to	ask	for	his	supper."
Melchisedec	 had	 come	 out	 of	 his	 hole	 as	 if	 he	 had	 been	 listening	 for	 her

footstep.	Sara	was	quite	sure	he	knew	it.	He	came	forward	with	an	affectionate,
expectant	expression	as	Sara	put	her	hand	in	her	pocket	and	turned	it	inside	out,
shaking	her	head.
"I'm	very	sorry,"	she	said.	"I	haven't	one	crumb	left.	Go	home,	Melchisedec,

and	tell	your	wife	there	was	nothing	in	my	pocket.	I'm	afraid	I	forgot	because	the



cook	and	Miss	Minchin	were	so	cross."
Melchisedec	seemed	to	understand.	He	shuffled	resignedly,	if	not	contentedly,

back	to	his	home.
"I	did	not	expect	 to	 see	you	 tonight,	Ermie,"	Sara	 said.	Ermengarde	hugged

herself	in	the	red	shawl.
"Miss	 Amelia	 has	 gone	 out	 to	 spend	 the	 night	 with	 her	 old	 aunt,"	 she

explained.	"No	one	else	ever	comes	and	looks	into	the	bedrooms	after	we	are	in
bed.	I	could	stay	here	until	morning	if	I	wanted	to."
She	pointed	toward	the	table	under	the	skylight.	Sara	had	not	looked	toward	it

as	she	came	in.	A	number	of	books	were	piled	upon	it.	Ermengarde's	gesture	was
a	dejected	one.
"Papa	has	sent	me	some	more	books,	Sara,"	she	said.	"There	they	are."
Sara	looked	round	and	got	up	at	once.	She	ran	to	the	table,	and	picking	up	the

top	 volume,	 turned	 over	 its	 leaves	 quickly.	 For	 the	 moment	 she	 forgot	 her
discomforts.
"Ah,"	she	cried	out,	"how	beautiful!	Carlyle's	French	Revolution.	 I	have	SO

wanted	to	read	that!"
"I	 haven't,"	 said	 Ermengarde.	 "And	 papa	 will	 be	 so	 cross	 if	 I	 don't.	 He'll

expect	me	to	know	all	about	it	when	I	go	home	for	the	holidays.	What	SHALL	I
do?"
Sara	stopped	turning	over	 the	 leaves	and	looked	at	her	with	an	excited	flush

on	her	cheeks.
"Look	here,"	she	cried,	"if	you'll	lend	me	these	books,	_I'll_	read	them—and

tell	 you	 everything	 that's	 in	 them	 afterward—and	 I'll	 tell	 it	 so	 that	 you	 will
remember	it,	too."
"Oh,	goodness!"	exclaimed	Ermengarde.	"Do	you	think	you	can?"
"I	know	I	can,"	Sara	answered.	"The	little	ones	always	remember	what	I	 tell

them."
"Sara,"	said	Ermengarde,	hope	gleaming	in	her	round	face,	"if	you'll	do	that,

and	make	me	remember,	I'll—I'll	give	you	anything."
"I	don't	want	you	to	give	me	anything,"	said	Sara.	"I	want	your	books—I	want

them!"	And	her	eyes	grew	big,	and	her	chest	heaved.
"Take	them,	then,"	said	Ermengarde.	"I	wish	I	wanted	them—but	I	don't.	I'm

not	clever,	and	my	father	is,	and	he	thinks	I	ought	to	be."
Sara	was	opening	one	book	after	the	other.	"What	are	you	going	to	tell	your

father?"	she	asked,	a	slight	doubt	dawning	in	her	mind.
"Oh,	he	needn't	know,"	answered	Ermengarde.	"He'll	think	I've	read	them."
Sara	put	down	her	book	and	shook	her	head	slowly.	"That's	almost	like	telling

lies,"	 she	 said.	 "And	 lies—well,	 you	 see,	 they	 are	 not	 only	 wicked—they're



VULGAR.	 Sometimes"—reflectively—"I've	 thought	 perhaps	 I	 might	 do
something	wicked—I	might	suddenly	fly	into	a	rage	and	kill	Miss	Minchin,	you
know,	when	she	was	ill-treating	me—but	I	COULDN'T	be	vulgar.	Why	can't	you
tell	your	father	_I_	read	them?"
"He	wants	me	 to	 read	 them,"	 said	 Ermengarde,	 a	 little	 discouraged	 by	 this

unexpected	turn	of	affairs.
"He	wants	you	to	know	what	is	in	them,"	said	Sara.	"And	if	I	can	tell	it	to	you

in	an	easy	way	and	make	you	remember	it,	I	should	think	he	would	like	that."
"He'll	 like	it	 if	I	 learn	anything	in	ANY	way,"	said	rueful	Ermengarde.	"You

would	if	you	were	my	father."
"It's	 not	 your	 fault	 that—"	 began	 Sara.	 She	 pulled	 herself	 up	 and	 stopped

rather	 suddenly.	 She	 had	 been	 going	 to	 say,	 "It's	 not	 your	 fault	 that	 you	 are
stupid."
"That	what?"	Ermengarde	asked.
"That	you	can't	learn	things	quickly,"	amended	Sara.	"If	you	can't,	you	can't.	If

I	can—why,	I	can;	that's	all."
She	 always	 felt	 very	 tender	 of	Ermengarde,	 and	 tried	not	 to	 let	 her	 feel	 too

strongly	 the	 difference	 between	 being	 able	 to	 learn	 anything	 at	 once,	 and	 not
being	able	to	learn	anything	at	all.	As	she	looked	at	her	plump	face,	one	of	her
wise,	old-fashioned	thoughts	came	to	her.
"Perhaps,"	she	said,	"to	be	able	to	learn	things	quickly	isn't	everything.	To	be

kind	is	worth	a	great	deal	to	other	people.	If	Miss	Minchin	knew	everything	on
earth	 and	 was	 like	 what	 she	 is	 now,	 she'd	 still	 be	 a	 detestable	 thing,	 and
everybody	would	hate	her.	Lots	of	clever	people	have	done	harm	and	have	been
wicked.	Look	at	Robespierre—"
She	stopped	and	examined	Ermengarde's	countenance,	which	was	beginning

to	look	bewildered.	"Don't	you	remember?"	she	demanded.	"I	told	you	about	him
not	long	ago.	I	believe	you've	forgotten."
"Well,	I	don't	remember	ALL	of	it,"	admitted	Ermengarde.
"Well,	you	wait	a	minute,"	said	Sara,	"and	I'll	take	off	my	wet	things	and	wrap

myself	in	the	coverlet	and	tell	you	over	again."
She	took	off	her	hat	and	coat	and	hung	them	on	a	nail	against	the	wall,	and	she

changed	her	wet	shoes	for	an	old	pair	of	slippers.	Then	she	jumped	on	the	bed,
and	drawing	the	coverlet	about	her	shoulders,	sat	with	her	arms	round	her	knees.
"Now,	listen,"	she	said.
She	 plunged	 into	 the	 gory	 records	 of	 the	 French	 Revolution,	 and	 told	 such

stories	 of	 it	 that	 Ermengarde's	 eyes	 grew	 round	 with	 alarm	 and	 she	 held	 her
breath.	 But	 though	 she	 was	 rather	 terrified,	 there	 was	 a	 delightful	 thrill	 in
listening,	 and	 she	 was	 not	 likely	 to	 forget	 Robespierre	 again,	 or	 to	 have	 any



doubts	about	the	Princesse	de	Lamballe.
"You	know	they	put	her	head	on	a	pike	and	danced	round	it,"	Sara	explained.

"And	she	had	beautiful	floating	blonde	hair;	and	when	I	think	of	her,	I	never	see
her	head	on	her	body,	but	always	on	a	pike,	with	 those	furious	people	dancing
and	howling."
It	was	agreed	that	Mr.	St.	John	was	to	be	told	the	plan	they	had	made,	and	for

the	present	the	books	were	to	be	left	in	the	attic.
"Now	 let's	 tell	 each	 other	 things,"	 said	 Sara.	 "How	 are	 you	 getting	 on	with

your	French	lessons?"
"Ever	so	much	better	since	the	last	time	I	came	up	here	and	you	explained	the

conjugations.	Miss	Minchin	could	not	understand	why	I	did	my	exercises	so	well
that	first	morning."
Sara	laughed	a	little	and	hugged	her	knees.
"She	doesn't	understand	why	Lottie	is	doing	her	sums	so	well,"	she	said;	"but

it	 is	 because	 she	 creeps	 up	 here,	 too,	 and	 I	 help	 her."	 She	 glanced	 round	 the
room.	 "The	 attic	 would	 be	 rather	 nice—if	 it	 wasn't	 so	 dreadful,"	 she	 said,
laughing	again.	"It's	a	good	place	to	pretend	in."
The	 truth	 was	 that	 Ermengarde	 did	 not	 know	 anything	 of	 the	 sometimes

almost	 unbearable	 side	 of	 life	 in	 the	 attic	 and	 she	 had	 not	 a	 sufficiently	 vivid
imagination	 to	depict	 it	 for	herself.	On	 the	 rare	occasions	 that	 she	could	 reach
Sara's	room	she	only	saw	the	side	of	it	which	was	made	exciting	by	things	which
were	"pretended"	and	stories	which	were	told.	Her	visits	partook	of	the	character
of	adventures;	and	though	sometimes	Sara	looked	rather	pale,	and	it	was	not	to
be	denied	that	she	had	grown	very	thin,	her	proud	little	spirit	would	not	admit	of
complaints.	She	had	never	confessed	that	at	times	she	was	almost	ravenous	with
hunger,	as	she	was	tonight.	She	was	growing	rapidly,	and	her	constant	walking
and	 running	 about	would	 have	 given	 her	 a	 keen	 appetite	 even	 if	 she	 had	 had
abundant	 and	 regular	 meals	 of	 a	 much	 more	 nourishing	 nature	 than	 the
unappetizing,	 inferior	 food	 snatched	 at	 such	 odd	 times	 as	 suited	 the	 kitchen
convenience.	She	was	growing	used	 to	a	certain	gnawing	 feeling	 in	her	young
stomach.
"I	suppose	soldiers	feel	like	this	when	they	are	on	a	long	and	weary	march,"

she	 often	 said	 to	 herself.	 She	 liked	 the	 sound	 of	 the	 phrase,	 "long	 and	weary
march."	 It	made	 her	 feel	 rather	 like	 a	 soldier.	 She	 had	 also	 a	 quaint	 sense	 of
being	a	hostess	in	the	attic.
"If	I	lived	in	a	castle,"	she	argued,	"and	Ermengarde	was	the	lady	of	another

castle,	and	came	to	see	me,	with	knights	and	squires	and	vassals	riding	with	her,
and	pennons	flying,	when	I	heard	the	clarions	sounding	outside	the	drawbridge	I
should	go	down	to	receive	her,	and	I	should	spread	feasts	in	the	banquet	hall	and



call	in	minstrels	to	sing	and	play	and	relate	romances.	When	she	comes	into	the
attic	I	can't	spread	feasts,	but	I	can	tell	stories,	and	not	let	her	know	disagreeable
things.	I	dare	say	poor	chatelaines	had	to	do	that	in	time	of	famine,	when	their
lands	had	been	pillaged."	She	was	a	proud,	brave	little	chatelaine,	and	dispensed
generously	 the	 one	 hospitality	 she	 could	 offer—the	 dreams	 she	 dreamed—the
visions	she	saw—the	imaginings	which	were	her	joy	and	comfort.
So,	as	they	sat	together,	Ermengarde	did	not	know	that	she	was	faint	as	well	as

ravenous,	 and	 that	while	 she	 talked	 she	now	and	 then	wondered	 if	 her	 hunger
would	 let	her	 sleep	when	she	was	 left	alone.	She	 felt	as	 if	 she	had	never	been
quite	so	hungry	before.
"I	wish	I	was	as	thin	as	you,	Sara,"	Ermengarde	said	suddenly.	"I	believe	you

are	thinner	than	you	used	to	be.	Your	eyes	look	so	big,	and	look	at	the	sharp	little
bones	sticking	out	of	your	elbow!"
Sara	pulled	down	her	sleeve,	which	had	pushed	itself	up.
"I	 always	was	 a	 thin	 child,"	 she	 said	 bravely,	 "and	 I	 always	 had	 big	 green

eyes."
"I	 love	 your	 queer	 eyes,"	 said	 Ermengarde,	 looking	 into	 them	 with

affectionate	admiration.	"They	always	look	as	if	they	saw	such	a	long	way.	I	love
them—and	I	love	them	to	be	green—though	they	look	black	generally."
"They	are	cat's	eyes,"	laughed	Sara;	"but	I	can't	see	in	the	dark	with	them—

because	I	have	tried,	and	I	couldn't—I	wish	I	could."
It	 was	 just	 at	 this	 minute	 that	 something	 happened	 at	 the	 skylight	 which

neither	of	them	saw.	If	either	of	them	had	chanced	to	turn	and	look,	she	would
have	been	startled	by	 the	sight	of	a	dark	face	which	peered	cautiously	 into	 the
room	and	disappeared	as	quickly	and	almost	as	silently	as	it	had	appeared.	Not
QUITE	as	 silently,	 however.	Sara,	who	had	keen	 ears,	 suddenly	 turned	 a	 little
and	looked	up	at	the	roof.
"That	didn't	sound	like	Melchisedec,"	she	said.	"It	wasn't	scratchy	enough."
"What?"	said	Ermengarde,	a	little	startled.
"Didn't	you	think	you	heard	something?"	asked	Sara.
"N-no,"	Ermengarde	faltered.	"Did	you?"	{another	ed.	has	"No-no,"
"Perhaps	I	didn't,"	said	Sara;	"but	I	thought	I	did.	It	sounded	as	if	something

was	on	the	slates—something	that	dragged	softly."
"What	could	it	be?"	said	Ermengarde.	"Could	it	be—robbers?"
"No,"	Sara	began	cheerfully.	"There	is	nothing	to	steal—"
She	 broke	 off	 in	 the	middle	 of	 her	 words.	 They	 both	 heard	 the	 sound	 that

checked	her.	 It	was	not	on	 the	 slates,	but	on	 the	 stairs	below,	and	 it	was	Miss
Minchin's	angry	voice.	Sara	sprang	off	the	bed,	and	put	out	the	candle.
"She	is	scolding	Becky,"	she	whispered,	as	she	stood	in	the	darkness.	"She	is



making	her	cry."
"Will	she	come	in	here?"	Ermengarde	whispered	back,	panic-stricken.
"No.	She	will	think	I	am	in	bed.	Don't	stir."
It	was	very	seldom	that	Miss	Minchin	mounted	 the	 last	 flight	of	stairs.	Sara

could	only	remember	that	she	had	done	it	once	before.	But	now	she	was	angry
enough	 to	be	coming	at	 least	part	of	 the	way	up,	and	 it	 sounded	as	 if	 she	was
driving	Becky	before	her.
"You	impudent,	dishonest	child!"	they	heard	her	say.	"Cook	tells	me	she	has

missed	things	repeatedly."
"'T	warn't	me,	mum,"	said	Becky	sobbing.	"I	was	'ungry	enough,	but	't	warn't

me—never!"
"You	deserve	 to	be	sent	 to	prison,"	 said	Miss	Minchin's	voice.	 "Picking	and

stealing!	Half	a	meat	pie,	indeed!"
"'T	warn't	me,"	wept	Becky.	"I	could	 'ave	eat	a	whole	un—but	I	never	laid	a

finger	on	it."
Miss	Minchin	was	out	of	breath	between	temper	and	mounting	the	stairs.	The

meat	pie	had	been	intended	for	her	special	 late	supper.	It	became	apparent	 that
she	boxed	Becky's	ears.
"Don't	tell	falsehoods,"	she	said.	"Go	to	your	room	this	instant."
Both	Sara	 and	Ermengarde	heard	 the	 slap,	 and	 then	heard	Becky	 run	 in	her

slipshod	 shoes	 up	 the	 stairs	 and	 into	 her	 attic.	 They	 heard	 her	 door	 shut,	 and
knew	that	she	threw	herself	upon	her	bed.
"I	could	'ave	e't	two	of	 'em,"	they	heard	her	cry	into	her	pillow.	"An'	I	never

took	a	bite.	'Twas	cook	give	it	to	her	policeman."
Sara	stood	in	the	middle	of	the	room	in	the	darkness.	She	was	clenching	her

little	 teeth	and	opening	and	shutting	fiercely	her	outstretched	hands.	She	could
scarcely	stand	still,	but	she	dared	not	move	until	Miss	Minchin	had	gone	down
the	stairs	and	all	was	still.
"The	wicked,	cruel	thing!"	she	burst	forth.	"The	cook	takes	things	herself	and

then	 says	Becky	 steals	 them.	 She	DOESN'T!	 She	DOESN'T!	 She's	 so	 hungry
sometimes	that	she	eats	crusts	out	of	the	ash	barrel!"	She	pressed	her	hands	hard
against	 her	 face	 and	burst	 into	passionate	 little	 sobs,	 and	Ermengarde,	 hearing
this	 unusual	 thing,	 was	 overawed	 by	 it.	 Sara	 was	 crying!	 The	 unconquerable
Sara!	 It	 seemed	 to	 denote	 something	new—some	mood	 she	 had	never	 known.
Suppose—suppose—a	new	dread	possibility	 presented	 itself	 to	 her	 kind,	 slow,
little	mind	all	at	once.	She	crept	off	the	bed	in	the	dark	and	found	her	way	to	the
table	where	 the	candle	stood.	She	struck	a	match	and	 lit	 the	candle.	When	she
had	 lighted	 it,	 she	 bent	 forward	 and	 looked	 at	 Sara,	 with	 her	 new	 thought
growing	to	definite	fear	in	her	eyes.



"Sara,"	she	said	in	a	timid,	almost	awe-stricken	voice,	"are—are—you	never
told	me—I	don't	want	to	be	rude,	but—are	YOU	ever	hungry?"
It	was	too	much	just	at	that	moment.	The	barrier	broke	down.	Sara	lifted	her

face	from	her	hands.
"Yes,"	she	said	in	a	new	passionate	way.	"Yes,	I	am.	I'm	so	hungry	now	that	I

could	almost	eat	you.	And	it	makes	it	worse	to	hear	poor	Becky.	She's	hungrier
than	I	am."
Ermengarde	gasped.
"Oh,	oh!"	she	cried	woefully.	"And	I	never	knew!"
"I	 didn't	want	 you	 to	know,"	Sara	 said.	 "It	would	have	made	me	 feel	 like	 a

street	beggar.	I	know	I	look	like	a	street	beggar."
"No,	you	don't—you	don't!"	Ermengarde	broke	 in.	 "Your	 clothes	 are	 a	 little

queer—but	 you	 couldn't	 look	 like	 a	 street	 beggar.	You	 haven't	 a	 street-beggar
face."
"A	little	boy	once	gave	me	a	sixpence	for	charity,"	said	Sara,	with	a	short	little

laugh	in	spite	of	herself.	"Here	it	is."	And	she	pulled	out	the	thin	ribbon	from	her
neck.	"He	wouldn't	have	given	me	his	Christmas	sixpence	if	I	hadn't	looked	as	if
I	needed	it."
Somehow	 the	sight	of	 the	dear	 little	 sixpence	was	good	 for	both	of	 them.	 It

made	them	laugh	a	little,	though	they	both	had	tears	in	their	eyes.
"Who	was	he?"	asked	Ermengarde,	looking	at	it	quite	as	if	it	had	not	been	a

mere	ordinary	silver	sixpence.
"He	was	a	darling	little	thing	going	to	a	party,"	said	Sara.	"He	was	one	of	the

Large	Family,	the	little	one	with	the	round	legs—the	one	I	call	Guy	Clarence.	I
suppose	his	nursery	was	crammed	with	Christmas	presents	and	hampers	full	of
cakes	and	things,	and	he	could	see	I	had	nothing."
Ermengarde	 gave	 a	 little	 jump	 backward.	 The	 last	 sentences	 had	 recalled

something	to	her	troubled	mind	and	given	her	a	sudden	inspiration.
"Oh,	Sara!"	she	cried.	"What	a	silly	thing	I	am	not	to	have	thought	of	it!"
"Of	what?"
"Something	 splendid!"	 said	 Ermengarde,	 in	 an	 excited	 hurry.	 "This	 very

afternoon	my	nicest	aunt	sent	me	a	box.	It	is	full	of	good	things.	I	never	touched
it,	I	had	so	much	pudding	at	dinner,	and	I	was	so	bothered	about	papa's	books."
Her	words	began	 to	 tumble	over	each	other.	"It's	got	cake	 in	 it,	and	 little	meat
pies,	 and	 jam	 tarts	 and	 buns,	 and	 oranges	 and	 red-currant	 wine,	 and	 figs	 and
chocolate.	I'll	creep	back	to	my	room	and	get	it	this	minute,	and	we'll	eat	it	now."
Sara	 almost	 reeled.	When	one	 is	 faint	with	 hunger	 the	mention	 of	 food	 has

sometimes	a	curious	effect.	She	clutched	Ermengarde's	arm.
"Do	you	think—you	COULD?"	she	ejaculated.



"I	know	I	could,"	answered	Ermengarde,	and	she	ran	to	the	door—opened	it
softly—put	her	head	out	into	the	darkness,	and	listened.	Then	she	went	back	to
Sara.	"The	 lights	are	out.	Everybody's	 in	bed.	 I	can	creep—and	creep—and	no
one	will	hear."
It	 was	 so	 delightful	 that	 they	 caught	 each	 other's	 hands	 and	 a	 sudden	 light

sprang	into	Sara's	eyes.
"Ermie!"	 she	 said.	 "Let	 us	 PRETEND!	Let	 us	 pretend	 it's	 a	 party!	And	 oh,

won't	you	invite	the	prisoner	in	the	next	cell?"
"Yes!	Yes!	Let	us	knock	on	the	wall	now.	The	jailer	won't	hear."
Sara	 went	 to	 the	 wall.	 Through	 it	 she	 could	 hear	 poor	 Becky	 crying	 more

softly.	She	knocked	four	times.
"That	 means,	 'Come	 to	 me	 through	 the	 secret	 passage	 under	 the	 wall,'	 she

explained.	'I	have	something	to	communicate.'"
Five	quick	knocks	answered	her.
"She	is	coming,"	she	said.
Almost	 immediately	 the	 door	 of	 the	 attic	 opened	 and	 Becky	 appeared.	 Her

eyes	 were	 red	 and	 her	 cap	 was	 sliding	 off,	 and	 when	 she	 caught	 sight	 of
Ermengarde	she	began	to	rub	her	face	nervously	with	her	apron.
"Don't	mind	me	a	bit,	Becky!"	cried	Ermengarde.
"Miss	Ermengarde	has	asked	you	to	come	in,"	said	Sara,	"because	she	is	going

to	bring	a	box	of	good	things	up	here	to	us."
Becky's	cap	almost	fell	off	entirely,	she	broke	in	with	such	excitement.
"To	eat,	miss?"	she	said.	"Things	that's	good	to	eat?"
"Yes,"	answered	Sara,	"and	we	are	going	to	pretend	a	party."
"And	you	shall	have	as	much	as	you	WANT	to	eat,"	put	in	Ermengarde.	"I'll

go	this	minute!"
She	was	in	such	haste	that	as	she	tiptoed	out	of	the	attic	she	dropped	her	red

shawl	and	did	not	know	it	had	fallen.	No	one	saw	it	for	a	minute	or	so.	Becky
was	too	much	overpowered	by	the	good	luck	which	had	befallen	her.
"Oh,	miss!	oh,	miss!"	she	gasped;	"I	know	it	was	you	that	asked	her	to	let	me

come.	It—it	makes	me	cry	to	think	of	it."	And	she	went	to	Sara's	side	and	stood
and	looked	at	her	worshipingly.
But	in	Sara's	hungry	eyes	the	old	light	had	begun	to	glow	and	transform	her

world	for	her.	Here	in	the	attic—with	the	cold	night	outside—with	the	afternoon
in	the	sloppy	streets	barely	passed—with	the	memory	of	the	awful	unfed	look	in
the	beggar	child's	eyes	not	yet	faded—this	simple,	cheerful	thing	had	happened
like	a	thing	of	magic.
She	caught	her	breath.
"Somehow,	something	always	happens,"	 she	cried,	 "just	before	 things	get	 to



the	 very	worst.	 It	 is	 as	 if	 the	Magic	 did	 it.	 If	 I	 could	 only	 just	 remember	 that
always.	The	worst	thing	never	QUITE	comes."
She	gave	Becky	a	little	cheerful	shake.
"No,	no!	You	mustn't	cry!"	she	said.	"We	must	make	haste	and	set	the	table."
"Set	 the	 table,	miss?"	said	Becky,	gazing	 round	 the	 room.	"What'll	we	set	 it

with?"
Sara	looked	round	the	attic,	too.
"There	doesn't	seem	to	be	much,"	she	answered,	half	laughing.
That	moment	 she	 saw	something	and	pounced	upon	 it.	 It	was	Ermengarde's

red	shawl	which	lay	upon	the	floor.
"Here's	the	shawl,"	she	cried.	"I	know	she	won't	mind	it.	It	will	make	such	a

nice	red	tablecloth."
They	 pulled	 the	 old	 table	 forward,	 and	 threw	 the	 shawl	 over	 it.	 Red	 is	 a

wonderfully	 kind	 and	 comfortable	 color.	 It	 began	 to	 make	 the	 room	 look
furnished	directly.
"How	 nice	 a	 red	 rug	 would	 look	 on	 the	 floor!"	 exclaimed	 Sara.	 "We	must

pretend	there	is	one!"
Her	eye	swept	the	bare	boards	with	a	swift	glance	of	admiration.	The	rug	was

laid	down	already.
"How	soft	and	thick	it	 is!"	she	said,	with	 the	 little	 laugh	which	Becky	knew

the	meaning	of;	and	she	raised	and	set	her	foot	down	again	delicately,	as	if	she
felt	something	under	it.
"Yes,	 miss,"	 answered	 Becky,	 watching	 her	 with	 serious	 rapture.	 She	 was

always	quite	serious.
"What	next,	now?"	said	Sara,	and	she	stood	still	and	put	her	hands	over	her

eyes.	 "Something	will	 come	 if	 I	 think	 and	wait	 a	 little"—in	 a	 soft,	 expectant
voice.	"The	Magic	will	tell	me."
One	of	her	favorite	fancies	was	that	on	"the	outside,"	as	she	called	it,	thoughts

were	waiting	for	people	to	call	them.	Becky	had	seen	her	stand	and	wait	many	a
time	before,	and	knew	that	in	a	few	seconds	she	would	uncover	an	enlightened,
laughing	face.
In	a	moment	she	did.
"There!"	she	cried.	"It	has	come!	I	know	now!	I	must	look	among	the	things	in

the	old	trunk	I	had	when	I	was	a	princess."
She	flew	to	its	corner	and	kneeled	down.	It	had	not	been	put	in	the	attic	for	her

benefit,	but	because	there	was	no	room	for	it	elsewhere.	Nothing	had	been	left	in
it	 but	 rubbish.	 But	 she	 knew	 she	 should	 find	 something.	 The	 Magic	 always
arranged	that	kind	of	thing	in	one	way	or	another.
In	a	corner	lay	a	package	so	insignificant-looking	that	it	had	been	overlooked,



and	when	she	herself	had	found	it	she	had	kept	it	as	a	relic.	It	contained	a	dozen
small	white	 handkerchiefs.	 She	 seized	 them	 joyfully	 and	 ran	 to	 the	 table.	 She
began	to	arrange	 them	upon	the	red	 table-cover,	patting	and	coaxing	 them	into
shape	with	 the	narrow	lace	edge	curling	outward,	her	Magic	working	 its	spells
for	her	as	she	did	it.
"These	are	the	plates,"	she	said.	"They	are	golden	plates.	These	are	the	richly

embroidered	napkins.	Nuns	worked	them	in	convents	in	Spain."
"Did	they,	miss?"	breathed	Becky,	her	very	soul	uplifted	by	the	information.
"You	 must	 pretend	 it,"	 said	 Sara.	 "If	 you	 pretend	 it	 enough,	 you	 will	 see

them."
"Yes,	miss,"	said	Becky;	and	as	Sara	returned	to	the	trunk	she	devoted	herself

to	the	effort	of	accomplishing	an	end	so	much	to	be	desired.
Sara	 turned	 suddenly	 to	 find	 her	 standing	 by	 the	 table,	 looking	 very	 queer

indeed.	She	had	shut	her	eyes,	and	was	 twisting	her	face	 in	strange	convulsive
contortions,	her	hands	hanging	stiffly	clenched	at	her	sides.	She	looked	as	if	she
was	trying	to	lift	some	enormous	weight.
"What	is	the	matter,	Becky?"	Sara	cried.	"What	are	you	doing?"
Becky	opened	her	eyes	with	a	start.
"I	was	a-'pretendin','	miss,"	 she	answered	a	 little	 sheepishly;	 "I	was	 tryin'	 to

see	 it	 like	 you	 do.	 I	 almost	 did,"	 with	 a	 hopeful	 grin.	 "But	 it	 takes	 a	 lot	 o'
stren'th."
"Perhaps	it	does	if	you	are	not	used	to	it,"	said	Sara,	with	friendly	sympathy;

"but	you	don't	know	how	easy	it	is	when	you've	done	it	often.	I	wouldn't	try	so
hard	just	at	first.	It	will	come	to	you	after	a	while.	I'll	 just	tell	you	what	things
are.	Look	at	these."
She	 held	 an	 old	 summer	 hat	 in	 her	 hand	 which	 she	 had	 fished	 out	 of	 the

bottom	of	the	trunk.	There	was	a	wreath	of	flowers	on	it.	She	pulled	the	wreath
off.
"These	are	garlands	for	the	feast,"	she	said	grandly.	"They	fill	all	the	air	with

perfume.	There's	a	mug	on	the	wash-stand,	Becky.	Oh—and	bring	the	soap	dish
for	a	centerpiece."
Becky	handed	them	to	her	reverently.
"What	 are	 they	 now,	 miss?"	 she	 inquired.	 "You'd	 think	 they	 was	 made	 of

crockery—but	I	know	they	ain't."
"This	is	a	carven	flagon,"	said	Sara,	arranging	tendrils	of	the	wreath	about	the

mug.	"And	this"—bending	tenderly	over	the	soap	dish	and	heaping	it	with	roses
—"is	purest	alabaster	encrusted	with	gems."
She	 touched	 the	 things	gently,	 a	happy	 smile	hovering	 about	her	 lips	which

made	her	look	as	if	she	were	a	creature	in	a	dream.



"My,	ain't	it	lovely!"	whispered	Becky.
"If	 we	 just	 had	 something	 for	 bonbon	 dishes,"	 Sara	 murmured.	 "There!"—

darting	to	the	trunk	again.	"I	remember	I	saw	something	this	minute."
It	was	only	a	bundle	of	wool	wrapped	in	red	and	white	 tissue	paper,	but	 the

tissue	paper	was	soon	 twisted	 into	 the	 form	of	 little	dishes,	and	was	combined
with	 the	 remaining	 flowers	 to	ornament	 the	candlestick	which	was	 to	 light	 the
feast.	Only	the	Magic	could	have	made	it	more	than	an	old	table	covered	with	a
red	shawl	and	set	with	rubbish	from	a	long-unopened	trunk.	But	Sara	drew	back
and	gazed	at	it,	seeing	wonders;	and	Becky,	after	staring	in	delight,	spoke	with
bated	breath.
"This	 'ere,"	 she	 suggested,	with	 a	 glance	 round	 the	 attic—"is	 it	 the	Bastille

now—or	has	it	turned	into	somethin'	different?"
"Oh,	yes,	yes!"	said	Sara.	"Quite	different.	It	is	a	banquet	hall!"
"My	eye,	miss!"	ejaculated	Becky.	"A	blanket	'all!"	and	she	turned	to	view	the

splendors	about	her	with	awed	bewilderment.
"A	banquet	hall,"	said	Sara.	"A	vast	chamber	where	feasts	are	given.	It	has	a

vaulted	 roof,	 and	 a	minstrels'	 gallery,	 and	 a	 huge	 chimney	 filled	with	 blazing
oaken	logs,	and	it	is	brilliant	with	waxen	tapers	twinkling	on	every	side."
"My	eye,	Miss	Sara!"	gasped	Becky	again.
Then	the	door	opened,	and	Ermengarde	came	in,	rather	staggering	under	 the

weight	of	her	hamper.	She	started	back	with	an	exclamation	of	joy.	To	enter	from
the	 chill	 darkness	 outside,	 and	 find	 one's	 self	 confronted	 by	 a	 totally
unanticipated	 festal	 board,	 draped	 with	 red,	 adorned	 with	 white	 napery,	 and
wreathed	with	flowers,	was	to	feel	that	the	preparations	were	brilliant	indeed.
"Oh,	Sara!"	she	cried	out.	"You	are	the	cleverest	girl	I	ever	saw!"
"Isn't	 it	 nice?"	 said	Sara.	 "They	 are	 things	 out	 of	my	old	 trunk.	 I	 asked	my

Magic,	and	it	told	me	to	go	and	look."
"But	oh,	miss,"	cried	Becky,	"wait	till	she's	told	you	what	they	are!	They	ain't

just—oh,	miss,	please	tell	her,"	appealing	to	Sara.
So	Sara	told	her,	and	because	her	Magic	helped	her	she	made	her	ALMOST

see	 it	 all:	 the	 golden	 platters—the	 vaulted	 spaces—the	 blazing	 logs—the
twinkling	waxen	tapers.	As	the	things	were	taken	out	of	the	hamper—the	frosted
cakes—the	 fruits—the	 bonbons	 and	 the	 wine—the	 feast	 became	 a	 splendid
thing.
"It's	like	a	real	party!"	cried	Ermengarde.
"It's	like	a	queen's	table,"	sighed	Becky.
Then	Ermengarde	had	a	sudden	brilliant	thought.
"I'll	tell	you	what,	Sara,"	she	said.	"Pretend	you	are	a	princess	now	and	this	is

a	royal	feast."



"But	it's	your	feast,"	said	Sara;	"you	must	be	the	princess,	and	we	will	be	your
maids	of	honor."
"Oh,	I	can't,"	said	Ermengarde.	"I'm	too	fat,	and	I	don't	know	how.	YOU	be

her."
"Well,	if	you	want	me	to,"	said	Sara.
But	suddenly	she	thought	of	something	else	and	ran	to	the	rusty	grate.
"There	 is	 a	 lot	of	paper	 and	 rubbish	 stuffed	 in	here!"	 she	exclaimed.	 "If	we

light	it,	there	will	be	a	bright	blaze	for	a	few	minutes,	and	we	shall	feel	as	if	it
was	a	real	fire."	She	struck	a	match	and	lighted	it	up	with	a	great	specious	glow
which	illuminated	the	room.
"By	the	time	it	stops	blazing,"	Sara	said,	"we	shall	forget	about	its	not	being

real."
She	stood	in	the	dancing	glow	and	smiled.
"Doesn't	it	LOOK	real?"	she	said.	"Now	we	will	begin	the	party."
She	 led	 the	way	to	 the	 table.	She	waved	her	hand	graciously	 to	Ermengarde

and	Becky.	She	was	in	the	midst	of	her	dream.
"Advance,	fair	damsels,"	she	said	in	her	happy	dream-voice,	"and	be	seated	at

the	banquet	table.	My	noble	father,	the	king,	who	is	absent	on	a	long	journey,	has
commanded	me	to	feast	you."	She	turned	her	head	slightly	toward	the	corner	of
the	 room.	"What,	ho,	 there,	minstrels!	Strike	up	with	your	viols	and	bassoons.
Princesses,"	 she	 explained	 rapidly	 to	 Ermengarde	 and	 Becky,	 "always	 had
minstrels	to	play	at	their	feasts.	Pretend	there	is	a	minstrel	gallery	up	there	in	the
corner.	Now	we	will	begin."
They	had	barely	had	 time	 to	 take	 their	 pieces	of	 cake	 into	 their	 hands—not

one	of	them	had	time	to	do	more,	when—they	all	three	sprang	to	their	feet	and
turned	pale	faces	toward	the	door—listening—listening.
Someone	was	coming	up	 the	 stairs.	There	was	no	mistake	about	 it.	Each	of

them	recognized	 the	angry,	mounting	 tread	and	knew	that	 the	end	of	all	 things
had	come.
"It's—the	missus!"	 choked	 Becky,	 and	 dropped	 her	 piece	 of	 cake	 upon	 the

floor.
"Yes,"	said	Sara,	her	eyes	growing	shocked	and	large	in	her	small	white	face.

"Miss	Minchin	has	found	us	out."
Miss	Minchin	 struck	 the	 door	 open	with	 a	 blow	 of	 her	 hand.	 She	was	 pale

herself,	but	it	was	with	rage.	She	looked	from	the	frightened	faces	to	the	banquet
table,	 and	 from	 the	 banquet	 table	 to	 the	 last	 flicker	 of	 the	 burnt	 paper	 in	 the
grate.
"I	have	been	suspecting	something	of	this	sort,"	she	exclaimed;	"but	I	did	not

dream	of	such	audacity.	Lavinia	was	telling	the	truth."



So	they	knew	that	it	was	Lavinia	who	had	somehow	guessed	their	secret	and
had	betrayed	them.	Miss	Minchin	strode	over	to	Becky	and	boxed	her	ears	for	a
second	time.
"You	impudent	creature!"	she	said.	"You	leave	the	house	in	the	morning!"
Sara	 stood	 quite	 still,	 her	 eyes	 growing	 larger,	 her	 face	 paler.	 Ermengarde

burst	into	tears.
"Oh,	don't	send	her	away,"	she	sobbed.	"My	aunt	sent	me	the	hamper.	We're—

only—having	a	party."
"So	I	see,"	said	Miss	Minchin,	witheringly.	"With	the	Princess	Sara	at	the	head

of	the	table."	She	turned	fiercely	on	Sara.	"It	is	your	doing,	I	know,"	she	cried.
"Ermengarde	would	never	have	thought	of	such	a	thing.	You	decorated	the	table,
I	 suppose—with	 this	 rubbish."	 She	 stamped	 her	 foot	 at	 Becky.	 "Go	 to	 your
attic!"	she	commanded,	and	Becky	stole	away,	her	face	hidden	in	her	apron,	her
shoulders	shaking.
Then	it	was	Sara's	turn	again.
"I	will	attend	to	you	tomorrow.	You	shall	have	neither	breakfast,	dinner,	nor

supper!"
"I	have	not	had	either	dinner	or	supper	today,	Miss	Minchin,"	said	Sara,	rather

faintly.
"Then	all	the	better.	You	will	have	something	to	remember.	Don't	stand	there.

Put	those	things	into	the	hamper	again."
She	 began	 to	 sweep	 them	 off	 the	 table	 into	 the	 hamper	 herself,	 and	 caught

sight	of	Ermengarde's	new	books.
"And	 you"—to	 Ermengarde—"have	 brought	 your	 beautiful	 new	 books	 into

this	 dirty	 attic.	 Take	 them	up	 and	 go	 back	 to	 bed.	You	will	 stay	 there	 all	 day
tomorrow,	and	I	shall	write	to	your	papa.	What	would	HE	say	if	he	knew	where
you	are	tonight?"
Something	she	saw	in	Sara's	grave,	fixed	gaze	at	this	moment	made	her	turn

on	her	fiercely.
"What	 are	 you	 thinking	 of?"	 she	 demanded.	 "Why	 do	 you	 look	 at	 me	 like

that?"
"I	was	wondering,"	 answered	Sara,	 as	 she	had	answered	 that	notable	day	 in

the	schoolroom.
"What	were	you	wondering?"
It	was	very	like	the	scene	in	the	schoolroom.	There	was	no	pertness	in	Sara's

manner.	It	was	only	sad	and	quiet.
"I	was	wondering,"	she	said	in	a	low	voice,	"what	MY	papa	would	say	if	he

knew	where	I	am	tonight."
Miss	 Minchin	 was	 infuriated	 just	 as	 she	 had	 been	 before	 and	 her	 anger



expressed	itself,	as	before,	in	an	intemperate	fashion.	She	flew	at	her	and	shook
her.
"You	 insolent,	 unmanageable	 child!"	 she	 cried.	 "How	 dare	 you!	 How	 dare

you!"
She	picked	up	the	books,	swept	the	rest	of	the	feast	back	into	the	hamper	in	a

jumbled	 heap,	 thrust	 it	 into	 Ermengarde's	 arms,	 and	 pushed	 her	 before	 her
toward	the	door.
"I	will	leave	you	to	wonder,"	she	said.	"Go	to	bed	this	instant."	And	she	shut

the	door	behind	herself	and	poor	stumbling	Ermengarde,	and	left	Sara	standing
quite	alone.
The	dream	was	quite	at	an	end.	The	last	spark	had	died	out	of	the	paper	in	the

grate	 and	 left	 only	 black	 tinder;	 the	 table	was	 left	 bare,	 the	 golden	 plates	 and
richly	 embroidered	 napkins,	 and	 the	 garlands	were	 transformed	 again	 into	 old
handkerchiefs,	scraps	of	red	and	white	paper,	and	discarded	artificial	flowers	all
scattered	on	the	floor;	the	minstrels	in	the	minstrel	gallery	had	stolen	away,	and
the	 viols	 and	 bassoons	were	 still.	 Emily	was	 sitting	with	 her	 back	 against	 the
wall,	staring	very	hard.	Sara	saw	her,	and	went	and	picked	her	up	with	trembling
hands.
"There	isn't	any	banquet	left,	Emily,"	she	said.	"And	there	isn't	any	princess.

There	is	nothing	left	but	the	prisoners	in	the	Bastille."	And	she	sat	down	and	hid
her	face.
What	would	have	happened	if	she	had	not	hidden	it	just	then,	and	if	she	had

chanced	to	look	up	at	the	skylight	at	the	wrong	moment,	I	do	not	know—perhaps
the	 end	 of	 this	 chapter	 might	 have	 been	 quite	 different—because	 if	 she	 had
glanced	at	the	skylight	she	would	certainly	have	been	startled	by	what	she	would
have	seen.	She	would	have	seen	exactly	the	same	face	pressed	against	the	glass
and	peering	in	at	her	as	it	had	peered	in	earlier	in	the	evening	when	she	had	been
talking	to	Ermengarde.
But	she	did	not	look	up.	She	sat	with	her	little	black	head	in	her	arms	for	some

time.	She	always	sat	like	that	when	she	was	trying	to	bear	something	in	silence.
Then	she	got	up	and	went	slowly	to	the	bed.
"I	can't	pretend	anything	else—while	I	am	awake,"	she	said.	"There	wouldn't

be	any	use	in	trying.	If	I	go	to	sleep,	perhaps	a	dream	will	come	and	pretend	for
me."
She	suddenly	felt	so	tired—perhaps	through	want	of	food—that	she	sat	down

on	the	edge	of	the	bed	quite	weakly.
"Suppose	 there	 was	 a	 bright	 fire	 in	 the	 grate,	 with	 lots	 of	 little	 dancing

flames,"	she	murmured.	"Suppose	there	was	a	comfortable	chair	before	it—and
suppose	 there	was	 a	 small	 table	 near,	with	 a	 little	 hot—hot	 supper	 on	 it.	And



suppose"—as	 she	 drew	 the	 thin	 coverings	 over	 her—"suppose	 this	 was	 a
beautiful	 soft	 bed,	 with	 fleecy	 blankets	 and	 large	 downy	 pillows.	 Suppose—
suppose—"	And	her	very	weariness	was	good	to	her,	for	her	eyes	closed	and	she
fell	fast	asleep.

She	did	not	know	how	long	she	slept.	But	she	had	been	tired	enough	to	sleep
deeply	 and	 profoundly—too	 deeply	 and	 soundly	 to	 be	 disturbed	 by	 anything,
even	by	 the	 squeaks	 and	 scamperings	of	Melchisedec's	 entire	 family,	 if	 all	 his
sons	and	daughters	had	chosen	to	come	out	of	their	hole	to	fight	and	tumble	and
play.
When	 she	 awakened	 it	was	 rather	 suddenly,	 and	 she	 did	 not	 know	 that	 any

particular	 thing	had	called	her	out	of	her	sleep.	The	 truth	was,	however,	 that	 it
was	a	sound	which	had	called	her	back—a	real	sound—the	click	of	the	skylight
as	 it	 fell	 in	 closing	 after	 a	 lithe	 white	 figure	 which	 slipped	 through	 it	 and
crouched	 down	 close	 by	 upon	 the	 slates	 of	 the	 roof—just	 near	 enough	 to	 see
what	happened	in	the	attic,	but	not	near	enough	to	be	seen.
At	first	she	did	not	open	her	eyes.	She	felt	too	sleepy	and—curiously	enough

—too	warm	 and	 comfortable.	 She	was	 so	warm	 and	 comfortable,	 indeed,	 that
she	did	not	believe	she	was	really	awake.	She	never	was	as	warm	and	cozy	as
this	except	in	some	lovely	vision.
"What	a	nice	dream!"	she	murmured.	"I	feel	quite	warm.	I—don't—want—to

—wake—up."
Of	 course	 it	 was	 a	 dream.	 She	 felt	 as	 if	 warm,	 delightful	 bedclothes	 were

heaped	upon	her.	She	could	actually	FEEL	blankets,	and	when	she	put	out	her
hand	 it	 touched	 something	 exactly	 like	 a	 satin-covered	 eider-down	 quilt.	 She
must	not	awaken	from	this	delight—she	must	be	quite	still	and	make	it	last.
But	 she	 could	 not—even	 though	 she	 kept	 her	 eyes	 closed	 tightly,	 she	 could

not.	 Something	 was	 forcing	 her	 to	 awaken—something	 in	 the	 room.	 It	 was	 a
sense	of	light,	and	a	sound—the	sound	of	a	crackling,	roaring	little	fire.
"Oh,	I	am	awakening,"	she	said	mournfully.	"I	can't	help	it—I	can't."
Her	eyes	opened	in	spite	of	herself.	And	then	she	actually	smiled—for	what

she	saw	she	had	never	seen	in	the	attic	before,	and	knew	she	never	should	see.
"Oh,	I	HAVEN'T	awakened,"	she	whispered,	daring	to	rise	on	her	elbow	and

look	all	about	her.	"I	am	dreaming	yet."	She	knew	it	MUST	be	a	dream,	for	 if
she	were	awake	such	things	could	not—could	not	be.
Do	you	wonder	that	she	felt	sure	she	had	not	come	back	to	earth?	This	is	what

she	saw.	 In	 the	grate	 there	was	a	glowing,	blazing	fire;	on	 the	hob	was	a	 little
brass	kettle	hissing	and	boiling;	spread	upon	the	floor	was	a	thick,	warm	crimson
rug;	 before	 the	 fire	 a	 folding-chair,	 unfolded,	 and	with	 cushions	 on	 it;	 by	 the



chair	 a	 small	 folding-table,	 unfolded,	 covered	with	 a	white	 cloth,	 and	 upon	 it
spread	small	covered	dishes,	a	cup,	a	saucer,	a	teapot;	on	the	bed	were	new	warm
coverings	and	a	satin-covered	down	quilt;	at	the	foot	a	curious	wadded	silk	robe,
a	 pair	 of	 quilted	 slippers,	 and	 some	 books.	 The	 room	 of	 her	 dream	 seemed
changed	 into	 fairyland—and	 it	was	 flooded	with	warm	light,	 for	a	bright	 lamp
stood	on	the	table	covered	with	a	rosy	shade.
She	sat	up,	resting	on	her	elbow,	and	her	breathing	came	short	and	fast.
"It	does	not—melt	away,"	she	panted.	"Oh,	I	never	had	such	a	dream	before."

She	scarcely	dared	to	stir;	but	at	last	she	pushed	the	bedclothes	aside,	and	put	her
feet	on	the	floor	with	a	rapturous	smile.
"I	am	dreaming—I	am	getting	out	of	bed,"	she	heard	her	own	voice	say;	and

then,	as	she	stood	up	in	the	midst	of	it	all,	turning	slowly	from	side	to	side—"I
am	dreaming	it	stays—real!	I'm	dreaming	it	FEELS	real.	It's	bewitched—or	I'm
bewitched.	I	only	THINK	I	see	it	all."	Her	words	began	to	hurry	themselves.	"If
I	can	only	keep	on	thinking	it,"	she	cried,	"I	don't	care!	I	don't	care!"
She	stood	panting	a	moment	longer,	and	then	cried	out	again.
"Oh,	it	isn't	true!"	she	said.	"It	CAN'T	be	true!	But	oh,	how	true	it	seems!"
The	 blazing	 fire	 drew	her	 to	 it,	 and	 she	 knelt	 down	 and	held	 out	 her	 hands

close	to	it—so	close	that	the	heat	made	her	start	back.
"A	fire	I	only	dreamed	wouldn't	be	HOT,"	she	cried.
She	sprang	up,	touched	the	table,	the	dishes,	the	rug;	she	went	to	the	bed	and

touched	the	blankets.	She	took	up	the	soft	wadded	dressing-gown,	and	suddenly
clutched	it	to	her	breast	and	held	it	to	her	cheek.
"It's	warm.	It's	soft!"	she	almost	sobbed.	"It's	real.	It	must	be!"
She	threw	it	over	her	shoulders,	and	put	her	feet	into	the	slippers.
"They	 are	 real,	 too.	 It's	 all	 real!"	 she	 cried.	 "I	 am	 NOT—I	 am	 NOT

dreaming!"
She	almost	staggered	to	the	books	and	opened	the	one	which	lay	upon	the	top.

Something	was	written	on	the	flyleaf—just	a	few	words,	and	they	were	these:
"To	the	little	girl	in	the	attic.	From	a	friend."
When	she	saw	that—wasn't	it	a	strange	thing	for	her	to	do—she	put	her	face

down	upon	the	page	and	burst	into	tears.
"I	don't	know	who	it	is,"	she	said;	"but	somebody	cares	for	me	a	little.	I	have	a

friend."
She	took	her	candle	and	stole	out	of	her	own	room	and	into	Becky's,	and	stood

by	her	bedside.
"Becky,	Becky!"	she	whispered	as	loudly	as	she	dared.	"Wake	up!"
When	 Becky	 wakened,	 and	 she	 sat	 upright	 staring	 aghast,	 her	 face	 still

smudged	 with	 traces	 of	 tears,	 beside	 her	 stood	 a	 little	 figure	 in	 a	 luxurious



wadded	robe	of	crimson	silk.	The	face	she	saw	was	a	shining,	wonderful	thing.
The	Princess	Sara—as	she	remembered	her—stood	at	her	very	bedside,	holding
a	candle	in	her	hand.
"Come,"	she	said.	"Oh,	Becky,	come!"
Becky	was	too	frightened	to	speak.	She	simply	got	up	and	followed	her,	with

her	mouth	and	eyes	open,	and	without	a	word.
And	when	they	crossed	the	threshold,	Sara	shut	the	door	gently	and	drew	her

into	 the	 warm,	 glowing	 midst	 of	 things	 which	 made	 her	 brain	 reel	 and	 her
hungry	senses	faint.	"It's	true!	It's	true!"	she	cried.	"I've	touched	them	all.	They
are	as	 real	as	we	are.	The	Magic	has	come	and	done	 it,	Becky,	while	we	were
asleep—the	Magic	that	won't	let	those	worst	things	EVER	quite	happen."



Chapter		16	
The	Visitor
Imagine,	if	you	can,	what	the	rest	of	the	evening	was	like.	How	they	crouched	by
the	fire	which	blazed	and	leaped	and	made	so	much	of	 itself	 in	 the	 little	grate.
How	 they	 removed	 the	covers	of	 the	dishes,	 and	 found	 rich,	hot,	 savory	 soup,
which	was	 a	meal	 in	 itself,	 and	 sandwiches	 and	 toast	 and	muffins	 enough	 for
both	of	them.	The	mug	from	the	washstand	was	used	as	Becky's	tea	cup,	and	the
tea	was	so	delicious	that	it	was	not	necessary	to	pretend	that	it	was	anything	but
tea.	 They	 were	 warm	 and	 full-fed	 and	 happy,	 and	 it	 was	 just	 like	 Sara	 that,
having	 found	 her	 strange	 good	 fortune	 real,	 she	 should	 give	 herself	 up	 to	 the
enjoyment	of	 it	 to	 the	utmost.	She	had	 lived	such	a	 life	of	 imaginings	 that	she
was	quite	equal	 to	accepting	any	wonderful	 thing	that	happened,	and	almost	 to
cease,	in	a	short	time,	to	find	it	bewildering.
"I	 don't	 know	 anyone	 in	 the	world	who	 could	 have	 done	 it,"	 she	 said;	 "but

there	has	been	someone.	And	here	we	are	sitting	by	 their	 fire—and—and—it's
true!	And	whoever	it	is—wherever	they	are—I	have	a	friend,	Becky—someone
is	my	friend."
It	 cannot	 be	 denied	 that	 as	 they	 sat	 before	 the	 blazing	 fire,	 and	 ate	 the

nourishing,	comfortable	food,	they	felt	a	kind	of	rapturous	awe,	and	looked	into
each	other's	eyes	with	something	like	doubt.
"Do	you	think,"	Becky	faltered	once,	in	a	whisper,	"do	you	think	it	could	melt

away,	miss?	Hadn't	we	better	be	quick?"	And	she	hastily	crammed	her	sandwich
into	her	mouth.	If	it	was	only	a	dream,	kitchen	manners	would	be	overlooked.
"No,	it	won't	melt	away,"	said	Sara.	"I	am	EATING	this	muffin,	and	I	can	taste

it.	You	never	 really	 eat	 things	 in	 dreams.	You	only	 think	you	 are	 going	 to	 eat
them.	Besides,	I	keep	giving	myself	pinches;	and	I	 touched	a	hot	piece	of	coal
just	now,	on	purpose."
The	sleepy	comfort	which	at	length	almost	overpowered	them	was	a	heavenly

thing.	It	was	the	drowsiness	of	happy,	well-fed	childhood,	and	they	sat	in	the	fire
glow	 and	 luxuriated	 in	 it	 until	 Sara	 found	 herself	 turning	 to	 look	 at	 her
transformed	bed.
There	were	even	blankets	enough	to	share	with	Becky.	The	narrow	couch	in

the	 next	 attic	 was	 more	 comfortable	 that	 night	 than	 its	 occupant	 had	 ever



dreamed	that	it	could	be.
As	 she	went	 out	 of	 the	 room,	Becky	 turned	 upon	 the	 threshold	 and	 looked

about	her	with	devouring	eyes.
"If	it	ain't	here	in	the	mornin',	miss,"	she	said,	"it's	been	here	tonight,	anyways,

an'	I	shan't	never	forget	it."	She	looked	at	each	particular	thing,	as	if	to	commit	it
to	memory.	"The	fire	was	THERE",	pointing	with	her	finger,	"an'	the	table	was
before	 it;	an'	 the	 lamp	was	 there,	an'	 the	 light	 looked	rosy	 red;	an'	 there	was	a
satin	 cover	 on	 your	 bed,	 an'	 a	 warm	 rug	 on	 the	 floor,	 an'	 everythin'	 looked
beautiful;	an'"—she	paused	a	second,	and	laid	her	hand	on	her	stomach	tenderly
—"there	WAS	 soup	 an'	 sandwiches	 an'	 muffins—there	WAS."	 And,	 with	 this
conviction	a	reality	at	least,	she	went	away.
Through	the	mysterious	agency	which	works	in	schools	and	among	servants,

it	was	quite	well	known	in	the	morning	that	Sara	Crewe	was	in	horrible	disgrace,
that	Ermengarde	was	under	punishment,	and	that	Becky	would	have	been	packed
out	of	the	house	before	breakfast,	but	that	a	scullery	maid	could	not	be	dispensed
with	 at	 once.	 The	 servants	 knew	 that	 she	 was	 allowed	 to	 stay	 because	 Miss
Minchin	could	not	 easily	 find	another	 creature	helpless	 and	humble	 enough	 to
work	 like	 a	 bounden	 slave	 for	 so	 few	 shillings	 a	week.	 The	 elder	 girls	 in	 the
schoolroom	 knew	 that	 if	 Miss	 Minchin	 did	 not	 send	 Sara	 away	 it	 was	 for
practical	reasons	of	her	own.
"She's	 growing	 so	 fast	 and	 learning	 such	 a	 lot,	 somehow,"	 said	 Jessie	 to

Lavinia,	"that	she	will	be	given	classes	soon,	and	Miss	Minchin	knows	she	will
have	 to	work	 for	 nothing.	 It	was	 rather	 nasty	 of	 you,	Lavvy,	 to	 tell	 about	 her
having	fun	in	the	garret.	How	did	you	find	it	out?"
"I	got	it	out	of	Lottie.	She's	such	a	baby	she	didn't	know	she	was	telling	me.

There	was	nothing	nasty	at	all	in	speaking	to	Miss	Minchin.	I	felt	it	my	duty"—
priggishly.	"She	was	being	deceitful.	And	it's	ridiculous	that	she	should	look	so
grand,	and	be	made	so	much	of,	in	her	rags	and	tatters!"
"What	were	they	doing	when	Miss	Minchin	caught	them?"
"Pretending	some	silly	 thing.	Ermengarde	had	 taken	up	her	hamper	 to	 share

with	Sara	and	Becky.	She	never	invites	us	to	share	things.	Not	that	I	care,	but	it's
rather	vulgar	of	her	to	share	with	servant	girls	in	attics.	I	wonder	Miss	Minchin
didn't	turn	Sara	out—even	if	she	does	want	her	for	a	teacher."
"If	 she	 was	 turned	 out	 where	 would	 she	 go?"	 inquired	 Jessie,	 a	 trifle

anxiously.
"How	do	I	know?"	snapped	Lavinia.	"She'll	look	rather	queer	when	she	comes

into	 the	 schoolroom	 this	morning,	 I	 should	 think—after	what's	 happened.	 She
had	no	dinner	yesterday,	and	she's	not	to	have	any	today."
Jessie	was	not	as	ill-natured	as	she	was	silly.	She	picked	up	her	book	with	a



little	jerk.
"Well,	I	think	it's	horrid,"	she	said.	"They've	no	right	to	starve	her	to	death."
When	Sara	went	into	the	kitchen	that	morning	the	cook	looked	askance	at	her,

and	 so	 did	 the	 housemaids;	 but	 she	 passed	 them	 hurriedly.	 She	 had,	 in	 fact,
overslept	herself	a	little,	and	as	Becky	had	done	the	same,	neither	had	had	time
to	see	the	other,	and	each	had	come	downstairs	in	haste.
Sara	went	 into	 the	scullery.	Becky	was	violently	scrubbing	a	kettle,	and	was

actually	gurgling	a	little	song	in	her	 throat.	She	looked	up	with	a	wildly	elated
face.
"It	was	 there	when	 I	wakened,	miss—the	blanket,"	 she	whispered	excitedly.

"It	was	as	real	as	it	was	last	night."
"So	was	mine,"	said	Sara.	"It	is	all	there	now—all	of	it.	While	I	was	dressing	I

ate	some	of	the	cold	things	we	left."
"Oh,	 laws!	Oh,	 laws!"	Becky	 uttered	 the	 exclamation	 in	 a	 sort	 of	 rapturous

groan,	and	ducked	her	head	over	her	kettle	just	in	time,	as	the	cook	came	in	from
the	kitchen.
Miss	 Minchin	 had	 expected	 to	 see	 in	 Sara,	 when	 she	 appeared	 in	 the

schoolroom,	very	much	what	Lavinia	had	expected	to	see.	Sara	had	always	been
an	 annoying	 puzzle	 to	 her,	 because	 severity	 never	 made	 her	 cry	 or	 look
frightened.	When	 she	 was	 scolded	 she	 stood	 still	 and	 listened	 politely	 with	 a
grave	 face;	 when	 she	 was	 punished	 she	 performed	 her	 extra	 tasks	 or	 went
without	her	meals,	making	no	complaint	or	outward	sign	of	rebellion.	The	very
fact	that	she	never	made	an	impudent	answer	seemed	to	Miss	Minchin	a	kind	of
impudence	in	itself.	But	after	yesterday's	deprivation	of	meals,	the	violent	scene
of	last	night,	the	prospect	of	hunger	today,	she	must	surely	have	broken	down.	It
would	be	strange	indeed	if	she	did	not	come	downstairs	with	pale	cheeks	and	red
eyes	and	an	unhappy,	humbled	face.
Miss	Minchin	saw	her	for	 the	first	 time	when	she	entered	the	schoolroom	to

hear	 the	 little	French	class	 recite	 its	 lessons	and	superintend	 its	exercises.	And
she	 came	 in	with	 a	 springing	 step,	 color	 in	 her	 cheeks,	 and	 a	 smile	 hovering
about	the	corners	of	her	mouth.	It	was	the	most	astonishing	thing	Miss	Minchin
had	ever	known.	It	gave	her	quite	a	shock.	What	was	the	child	made	of?	What
could	such	a	thing	mean?	She	called	her	at	once	to	her	desk.
"You	do	not	look	as	if	you	realize	that	you	are	in	disgrace,"	she	said.	"Are	you

absolutely	hardened?"
The	truth	 is	 that	when	one	 is	still	a	child—or	even	 if	one	 is	grown	up—and

has	been	well	fed,	and	has	slept	long	and	softly	and	warm;	when	one	has	gone	to
sleep	in	the	midst	of	a	fairy	story,	and	has	wakened	to	find	it	real,	one	cannot	be
unhappy	or	even	look	as	if	one	were;	and	one	could	not,	if	one	tried,	keep	a	glow



of	joy	out	of	one's	eyes.	Miss	Minchin	was	almost	struck	dumb	by	the	look	of
Sara's	eyes	when	she	made	her	perfectly	respectful	answer.
"I	beg	your	pardon,	Miss	Minchin,"	she	said;	"I	know	that	I	am	in	disgrace."
"Be	good	enough	not	to	forget	it	and	look	as	if	you	had	come	into	a	fortune.	It

is	an	impertinence.	And	remember	you	are	to	have	no	food	today."
"Yes,	Miss	Minchin,"	Sara	answered;	but	as	she	turned	away	her	heart	leaped

with	 the	memory	of	what	yesterday	had	been.	"If	 the	Magic	had	not	saved	me
just	in	time,"	she	thought,	"how	horrible	it	would	have	been!"
"She	can't	be	very	hungry,"	whispered	Lavinia.	"Just	look	at	her.	Perhaps	she

is	pretending	she	has	had	a	good	breakfast"—with	a	spiteful	laugh.
"She's	different	from	other	people,"	said	Jessie,	watching	Sara	with	her	class.

"Sometimes	I'm	a	bit	frightened	of	her."
"Ridiculous	thing!"	ejaculated	Lavinia.
All	 through	 the	day	 the	 light	was	 in	Sara's	 face,	 and	 the	color	 in	her	cheek.

The	servants	cast	puzzled	glances	at	her,	and	whispered	to	each	other,	and	Miss
Amelia's	 small	 blue	 eyes	 wore	 an	 expression	 of	 bewilderment.	What	 such	 an
audacious	look	of	well-being,	under	august	displeasure	could	mean	she	could	not
understand.	 It	 was,	 however,	 just	 like	 Sara's	 singular	 obstinate	 way.	 She	 was
probably	determined	to	brave	the	matter	out.
One	 thing	Sara	had	 resolved	upon,	as	 she	 thought	 things	over.	The	wonders

which	had	happened	must	be	kept	a	secret,	if	such	a	thing	were	possible.	If	Miss
Minchin	 should	 choose	 to	 mount	 to	 the	 attic	 again,	 of	 course	 all	 would	 be
discovered.	 But	 it	 did	 not	 seem	 likely	 that	 she	would	 do	 so	 for	 some	 time	 at
least,	unless	she	was	led	by	suspicion.	Ermengarde	and	Lottie	would	be	watched
with	 such	 strictness	 that	 they	would	 not	 dare	 to	 steal	 out	 of	 their	 beds	 again.
Ermengarde	could	be	told	the	story	and	trusted	to	keep	it	secret.	If	Lottie	made
any	 discoveries,	 she	 could	 be	 bound	 to	 secrecy	 also.	 Perhaps	 the	Magic	 itself
would	help	to	hide	its	own	marvels.
"But	whatever	happens,"	Sara	kept	saying	to	herself	all	day—"WHATEVER

happens,	 somewhere	 in	 the	world	 there	 is	 a	 heavenly	 kind	 person	who	 is	my
friend—my	friend.	If	I	never	know	who	it	is—if	I	never	can	even	thank	him—I
shall	never	feel	quite	so	lonely.	Oh,	the	Magic	was	GOOD	to	me!"
If	it	was	possible	for	weather	to	be	worse	than	it	had	been	the	day	before,	it

was	 worse	 this	 day—wetter,	 muddier,	 colder.	 There	 were	 more	 errands	 to	 be
done,	 the	cook	was	more	irritable,	and,	knowing	that	Sara	was	in	disgrace,	she
was	 more	 savage.	 But	 what	 does	 anything	 matter	 when	 one's	Magic	 has	 just
proved	 itself	 one's	 friend.	 Sara's	 supper	 of	 the	 night	 before	 had	 given	 her
strength,	she	knew	that	she	should	sleep	well	and	warmly,	and,	even	though	she
had	naturally	begun	 to	be	hungry	again	before	evening,	 she	 felt	 that	 she	could



bear	 it	until	breakfast-time	on	 the	following	day,	when	her	meals	would	surely
be	 given	 to	 her	 again.	 It	 was	 quite	 late	 when	 she	 was	 at	 last	 allowed	 to	 go
upstairs.	She	had	been	told	to	go	into	the	schoolroom	and	study	until	ten	o'clock,
and	she	had	become	interested	in	her	work,	and	remained	over	her	books	later.
When	 she	 reached	 the	 top	 flight	 of	 stairs	 and	 stood	 before	 the	 attic	 door,	 it

must	be	confessed	that	her	heart	beat	rather	fast.
"Of	course	it	MIGHT	all	have	been	taken	away,"	she	whispered,	trying	to	be

brave.	"It	might	only	have	been	lent	 to	me	for	 just	 that	one	awful	night.	But	 it
WAS	lent	to	me—I	had	it.	It	was	real."
She	pushed	the	door	open	and	went	in.	Once	inside,	she	gasped	slightly,	shut

the	door,	and	stood	with	her	back	against	it	looking	from	side	to	side.
The	Magic	had	been	 there	again.	 It	actually	had,	and	 it	had	done	even	more

than	before.	The	 fire	was	blazing,	 in	 lovely	 leaping	 flames,	more	merrily	 than
ever.	A	number	of	new	things	had	been	brought	 into	 the	attic	which	so	altered
the	look	of	it	that	if	she	had	not	been	past	doubting	she	would	have	rubbed	her
eyes.	Upon	the	 low	table	another	supper	stood—this	 time	with	cups	and	plates
for	 Becky	 as	 well	 as	 herself;	 a	 piece	 of	 bright,	 heavy,	 strange	 embroidery
covered	the	battered	mantel,	and	on	it	some	ornaments	had	been	placed.	All	the
bare,	ugly	things	which	could	be	covered	with	draperies	had	been	concealed	and
made	to	look	quite	pretty.	Some	odd	materials	of	rich	colors	had	been	fastened
against	the	wall	with	fine,	sharp	tacks—so	sharp	that	they	could	be	pressed	into
the	wood	and	plaster	without	hammering.	Some	brilliant	 fans	were	pinned	up,
and	there	were	several	large	cushions,	big	and	substantial	enough	to	use	as	seats.
A	wooden	box	was	covered	with	a	 rug,	and	some	cushions	 lay	on	 it,	 so	 that	 it
wore	quite	the	air	of	a	sofa.
Sara	slowly	moved	away	from	the	door	and	simply	sat	down	and	looked	and

looked	again.
"It	 is	exactly	like	something	fairy	come	true,"	she	said.	"There	isn't	 the	least

difference.	 I	 feel	as	 if	 I	might	wish	for	anything—diamonds	or	bags	of	gold—
and	 they	would	 appear!	 THAT	wouldn't	 be	 any	 stranger	 than	 this.	 Is	 this	my
garret?	Am	I	the	same	cold,	ragged,	damp	Sara?	And	to	think	I	used	to	pretend
and	pretend	and	wish	there	were	fairies!	The	one	thing	I	always	wanted	was	to
see	a	fairy	story	come	true.	I	am	LIVING	in	a	fairy	story.	I	feel	as	if	I	might	be	a
fairy	myself,	and	able	to	turn	things	into	anything	else."
She	rose	and	knocked	upon	the	wall	for	the	prisoner	in	the	next	cell,	and	the

prisoner	came.
When	 she	 entered	 she	 almost	 dropped	 in	 a	 heap	 upon	 the	 floor.	 For	 a	 few

seconds	she	quite	lost	her	breath.
"Oh,	laws!"	she	gasped.	"Oh,	laws,	miss!"



"You	see,"	said	Sara.
On	this	night	Becky	sat	on	a	cushion	upon	the	hearth	rug	and	had	a	cup	and

saucer	of	her	own.
When	Sara	went	to	bed	she	found	that	she	had	a	new	thick	mattress	and	big

downy	 pillows.	 Her	 old	 mattress	 and	 pillow	 had	 been	 removed	 to	 Becky's
bedstead,	and,	consequently,	with	these	additions	Becky	had	been	supplied	with
unheard-of	comfort.
"Where	does	it	all	come	from?"	Becky	broke	forth	once.	"Laws,	who	does	it,

miss?"
"Don't	 let	 us	 even	ASK,"	 said	 Sara.	 "If	 it	were	 not	 that	 I	want	 to	 say,	 'Oh,

thank	you,'	I	would	rather	not	know.	It	makes	it	more	beautiful."
From	 that	 time	 life	 became	 more	 wonderful	 day	 by	 day.	 The	 fairy	 story

continued.	Almost	 every	 day	 something	new	was	 done.	Some	new	comfort	 or
ornament	appeared	each	time	Sara	opened	the	door	at	night,	until	in	a	short	time
the	attic	was	a	beautiful	little	room	full	of	all	sorts	of	odd	and	luxurious	things.
The	 ugly	 walls	 were	 gradually	 entirely	 covered	 with	 pictures	 and	 draperies,
ingenious	 pieces	 of	 folding	 furniture	 appeared,	 a	 bookshelf	 was	 hung	 up	 and
filled	with	 books,	 new	 comforts	 and	 conveniences	 appeared	 one	 by	 one,	 until
there	 seemed	 nothing	 left	 to	 be	 desired.	 When	 Sara	 went	 downstairs	 in	 the
morning,	the	remains	of	the	supper	were	on	the	table;	and	when	she	returned	to
the	 attic	 in	 the	 evening,	 the	magician	had	 removed	 them	and	 left	 another	 nice
little	meal.	Miss	Minchin	was	 as	 harsh	 and	 insulting	 as	 ever,	Miss	Amelia	 as
peevish,	and	the	servants	were	as	vulgar	and	rude.	Sara	was	sent	on	errands	in	all
weathers,	and	scolded	and	driven	hither	and	thither;	she	was	scarcely	allowed	to
speak	to	Ermengarde	and	Lottie;	Lavinia	sneered	at	the	increasing	shabbiness	of
her	clothes;	and	the	other	girls	stared	curiously	at	her	when	she	appeared	in	the
schoolroom.	But	what	 did	 it	 all	matter	while	 she	was	 living	 in	 this	wonderful
mysterious	 story?	 It	 was	more	 romantic	 and	 delightful	 than	 anything	 she	 had
ever	 invented	to	comfort	her	starved	young	soul	and	save	herself	from	despair.
Sometimes,	when	she	was	scolded,	she	could	scarcely	keep	from	smiling.
"If	you	only	knew!"	she	was	saying	to	herself.	"If	you	only	knew!"
The	 comfort	 and	 happiness	 she	 enjoyed	were	making	 her	 stronger,	 and	 she

had	them	always	to	look	forward	to.	If	she	came	home	from	her	errands	wet	and
tired	and	hungry,	she	knew	she	would	soon	be	warm	and	well	fed	after	she	had
climbed	the	stairs.	During	the	hardest	day	she	could	occupy	herself	blissfully	by
thinking	of	what	she	should	see	when	she	opened	the	attic	door,	and	wondering
what	new	delight	had	been	prepared	for	her.	 In	a	very	short	 time	she	began	 to
look	less	thin.	Color	came	into	her	cheeks,	and	her	eyes	did	not	seem	so	much
too	big	for	her	face.



"Sara	Crewe	looks	wonderfully	well,"	Miss	Minchin	remarked	disapprovingly
to	her	sister.
"Yes,"	answered	poor,	silly	Miss	Amelia.	"She	is	absolutely	fattening.	She	was

beginning	to	look	like	a	little	starved	crow."
"Starved!"	exclaimed	Miss	Minchin,	angrily.	 "There	was	no	 reason	why	she

should	look	starved.	She	always	had	plenty	to	eat!"
"Of—of	course,"	agreed	Miss	Amelia,	humbly,	alarmed	to	find	that	she	had,

as	usual,	said	the	wrong	thing.
"There	is	something	very	disagreeable	in	seeing	that	sort	of	thing	in	a	child	of

her	age,"	said	Miss	Minchin,	with	haughty	vagueness.
"What—sort	of	thing?"	Miss	Amelia	ventured.
"It	might	almost	be	called	defiance,"	answered	Miss	Minchin,	feeling	annoyed

because	she	knew	the	thing	she	resented	was	nothing	like	defiance,	and	she	did
not	know	what	other	unpleasant	 term	 to	use.	 "The	 spirit	 and	will	 of	 any	other
child	would	have	been	entirely	humbled	and	broken	by—by	the	changes	she	has
had	to	submit	to.	But,	upon	my	word,	she	seems	as	little	subdued	as	if—as	if	she
were	a	princess."
"Do	you	 remember,"	 put	 in	 the	unwise	Miss	Amelia,	 "what	 she	 said	 to	you

that	day	in	the	schoolroom	about	what	you	would	do	if	you	found	out	 that	she
was—"
"No,	I	don't,"	said	Miss	Minchin.	"Don't	talk	nonsense."	But	she	remembered

very	clearly	indeed.
Very	 naturally,	 even	 Becky	 was	 beginning	 to	 look	 plumper	 and	 less

frightened.	She	could	not	help	it.	She	had	her	share	in	the	secret	fairy	story,	too.
She	had	two	mattresses,	two	pillows,	plenty	of	bed-covering,	and	every	night	a
hot	supper	and	a	seat	on	the	cushions	by	the	fire.	The	Bastille	had	melted	away,
the	 prisoners	 no	 longer	 existed.	 Two	 comforted	 children	 sat	 in	 the	 midst	 of
delights.	Sometimes	Sara	read	aloud	from	her	books,	sometimes	she	learned	her
own	lessons,	sometimes	she	sat	and	looked	into	the	fire	and	tried	to	imagine	who
her	friend	could	be,	and	wished	she	could	say	to	him	some	of	the	things	in	her
heart.
Then	it	came	about	that	another	wonderful	thing	happened.	A	man	came	to	the

door	and	 left	several	parcels.	All	were	addressed	 in	 large	 letters,	"To	the	Little
Girl	in	the	right-hand	attic."
Sara	 herself	 was	 sent	 to	 open	 the	 door	 and	 take	 them	 in.	 She	 laid	 the	 two

largest	 parcels	 on	 the	 hall	 table,	 and	 was	 looking	 at	 the	 address,	 when	 Miss
Minchin	came	down	the	stairs	and	saw	her.
"Take	the	things	to	the	young	lady	to	whom	they	belong,"	she	said	severely.

"Don't	stand	there	staring	at	them.



"They	belong	to	me,"	answered	Sara,	quietly.
"To	you?"	exclaimed	Miss	Minchin.	"What	do	you	mean?"
"I	don't	know	where	 they	come	from,"	said	Sara,	 "but	 they	are	addressed	 to

me.	I	sleep	in	the	right-hand	attic.	Becky	has	the	other	one."
Miss	 Minchin	 came	 to	 her	 side	 and	 looked	 at	 the	 parcels	 with	 an	 excited

expression.
"What	is	in	them?"	she	demanded.
"I	don't	know,"	replied	Sara.
"Open	them,"	she	ordered.
Sara	did	as	she	was	 told.	When	 the	packages	were	unfolded	Miss	Minchin's

countenance	wore	suddenly	a	singular	expression.	What	she	saw	was	pretty	and
comfortable	clothing—clothing	of	different	kinds:	shoes,	stockings,	and	gloves,
and	 a	warm	 and	 beautiful	 coat.	 There	were	 even	 a	 nice	 hat	 and	 an	 umbrella.
They	were	 all	 good	 and	 expensive	 things,	 and	 on	 the	 pocket	 of	 the	 coat	 was
pinned	a	paper,	on	which	were	written	these	words:	"To	be	worn	every	day.	Will
be	replaced	by	others	when	necessary."
Miss	 Minchin	 was	 quite	 agitated.	 This	 was	 an	 incident	 which	 suggested

strange	things	to	her	sordid	mind.	Could	it	be	that	she	had	made	a	mistake,	after
all,	and	that	the	neglected	child	had	some	powerful	though	eccentric	friend	in	the
background—perhaps	 some	 previously	 unknown	 relation,	 who	 had	 suddenly
traced	 her	 whereabouts,	 and	 chose	 to	 provide	 for	 her	 in	 this	 mysterious	 and
fantastic	 way?	 Relations	 were	 sometimes	 very	 odd—particularly	 rich	 old
bachelor	uncles,	who	did	not	care	for	having	children	near	them.	A	man	of	that
sort	might	prefer	 to	overlook	his	young	relation's	welfare	at	a	distance.	Such	a
person,	however,	would	be	sure	to	be	crotchety	and	hot-tempered	enough	to	be
easily	offended.	It	would	not	be	very	pleasant	if	 there	were	such	a	one,	and	he
should	learn	all	the	truth	about	the	thin,	shabby	clothes,	the	scant	food,	and	the
hard	work.	She	felt	very	queer	indeed,	and	very	uncertain,	and	she	gave	a	side
glance	at	Sara.
"Well,"	she	said,	in	a	voice	such	as	she	had	never	used	since	the	little	girl	lost

her	father,	"someone	is	very	kind	to	you.	As	the	things	have	been	sent,	and	you
are	to	have	new	ones	when	they	are	worn	out,	you	may	as	well	go	and	put	them
on	 and	 look	 respectable.	After	 you	 are	 dressed	you	may	 come	downstairs	 and
learn	your	lessons	in	the	schoolroom.	You	need	not	go	out	on	any	more	errands
today."
About	 half	 an	 hour	 afterward,	 when	 the	 schoolroom	 door	 opened	 and	 Sara

walked	in,	the	entire	seminary	was	struck	dumb.
"My	word!"	ejaculated	Jessie,	jogging	Lavinia's	elbow.	"Look	at	the	Princess

Sara!"



Everybody	was	looking,	and	when	Lavinia	looked	she	turned	quite	red.
It	was	the	Princess	Sara	indeed.	At	least,	since	the	days	when	she	had	been	a

princess,	Sara	had	never	looked	as	she	did	now.	She	did	not	seem	the	Sara	they
had	 seen	 come	 down	 the	 back	 stairs	 a	 few	hours	 ago.	 She	was	 dressed	 in	 the
kind	 of	 frock	Lavinia	 had	 been	 used	 to	 envying	 her	 the	 possession	 of.	 It	was
deep	and	warm	in	color,	and	beautifully	made.	Her	slender	feet	 looked	as	 they
had	done	when	Jessie	had	admired	 them,	and	 the	hair,	whose	heavy	 locks	had
made	her	look	rather	like	a	Shetland	pony	when	it	fell	loose	about	her	small,	odd
face,	was	tied	back	with	a	ribbon.
"Perhaps	someone	has	left	her	a	fortune,"	Jessie	whispered.	"I	always	thought

something	would	happen	to	her.	She's	so	queer."
"Perhaps	 the	 diamond	 mines	 have	 suddenly	 appeared	 again,"	 said	 Lavinia,

scathingly.	"Don't	please	her	by	staring	at	her	in	that	way,	you	silly	thing."
"Sara,"	broke	in	Miss	Minchin's	deep	voice,	"come	and	sit	here."
And	while	the	whole	schoolroom	stared	and	pushed	with	elbows,	and	scarcely

made	 any	 effort	 to	 conceal	 its	 excited	 curiosity,	 Sara	 went	 to	 her	 old	 seat	 of
honor,	and	bent	her	head	over	her	books.
That	night,	when	she	went	 to	her	 room,	after	she	and	Becky	had	eaten	 their

supper	she	sat	and	looked	at	the	fire	seriously	for	a	long	time.
"Are	 you	 making	 something	 up	 in	 your	 head,	 miss?"	 Becky	 inquired	 with

respectful	 softness.	 When	 Sara	 sat	 in	 silence	 and	 looked	 into	 the	 coals	 with
dreaming	eyes	it	generally	meant	that	she	was	making	a	new	story.	But	this	time
she	was	not,	and	she	shook	her	head.
"No,"	she	answered.	"I	am	wondering	what	I	ought	to	do."
Becky	 stared—still	 respectfully.	 She	was	 filled	with	 something	 approaching

reverence	for	everything	Sara	did	and	said.
"I	can't	help	thinking	about	my	friend,"	Sara	explained.	"If	he	wants	to	keep

himself	a	secret,	it	would	be	rude	to	try	and	find	out	who	he	is.	But	I	do	so	want
him	 to	 know	 how	 thankful	 I	 am	 to	 him—and	 how	 happy	 he	 has	 made	 me.
Anyone	who	is	kind	wants	to	know	when	people	have	been	made	happy.	They
care	for	that	more	than	for	being	thanked.	I	wish—I	do	wish—"
She	 stopped	 short	 because	 her	 eyes	 at	 that	 instant	 fell	 upon	 something

standing	on	a	table	in	a	corner.	It	was	something	she	had	found	in	the	room	when
she	came	up	 to	 it	 only	 two	days	before.	 It	was	 a	 little	writing-case	 fitted	with
paper	and	envelopes	and	pens	and	ink.
"Oh,"	she	exclaimed,	"why	did	I	not	think	of	that	before?"
She	rose	and	went	to	the	corner	and	brought	the	case	back	to	the	fire.
"I	can	write	to	him,"	she	said	joyfully,	"and	leave	it	on	the	table.	Then	perhaps

the	person	who	takes	the	things	away	will	take	it,	too.	I	won't	ask	him	anything.



He	won't	mind	my	thanking	him,	I	feel	sure."
So	she	wrote	a	note.	This	is	what	she	said:

I	hope	you	will	not	think	it	is	impolite	that	I	should	write	this	note	to	you
when	you	wish	to	keep	yourself	a	secret.	Please	believe	I	do	not	mean	to	be
impolite	or	try	to	find	out	anything	at	all;	only	I	want	to	thank	you	for	being
so	kind	to	me—so	heavenly	kind—and	making	everything	like	a	fairy	story.
I	am	so	grateful	to	you,	and	I	am	so	happy—and	so	is	Becky.	Becky	feels
just	as	thankful	as	I	do—it	is	all	just	as	beautiful	and	wonderful	to	her	as	it
is	to	me.	We	used	to	be	so	lonely	and	cold	and	hungry,	and	now—oh,	just
think	what	you	have	done	for	us!	Please	let	me	say	just	these	words.	It
seems	as	if	I	OUGHT	to	say	them.	THANK	you—THANK	you—THANK
you!
THE	LITTLE	GIRL	IN	THE	ATTIC.

The	 next	morning	 she	 left	 this	 on	 the	 little	 table,	 and	 in	 the	 evening	 it	 had
been	taken	away	with	the	other	things;	so	she	knew	the	Magician	had	received	it,
and	she	was	happier	for	the	thought.	She	was	reading	one	of	her	new	books	to
Becky	 just	 before	 they	 went	 to	 their	 respective	 beds,	 when	 her	 attention	 was
attracted	by	a	sound	at	the	skylight.	When	she	looked	up	from	her	page	she	saw
that	Becky	had	heard	the	sound	also,	as	she	had	turned	her	head	to	look	and	was
listening	rather	nervously.
"Something's	there,	miss,"	she	whispered.
"Yes,"	said	Sara,	slowly.	"It	sounds—rather	like	a	cat—trying	to	get	in."
She	 left	 her	 chair	 and	went	 to	 the	 skylight.	 It	 was	 a	 queer	 little	 sound	 she

heard—like	a	soft	scratching.	She	suddenly	remembered	something	and	laughed.
She	remembered	a	quaint	little	intruder	who	had	made	his	way	into	the	attic	once
before.	She	had	 seen	him	 that	 very	 afternoon,	 sitting	disconsolately	on	 a	 table
before	a	window	in	the	Indian	gentleman's	house.
"Suppose,"	 she	 whispered	 in	 pleased	 excitement—"just	 suppose	 it	 was	 the

monkey	who	got	away	again.	Oh,	I	wish	it	was!"
She	climbed	on	a	chair,	very	cautiously	raised	the	skylight,	and	peeped	out.	It

had	 been	 snowing	 all	 day,	 and	 on	 the	 snow,	 quite	 near	 her,	 crouched	 a	 tiny,
shivering	figure,	whose	small	black	face	wrinkled	itself	piteously	at	sight	of	her.
"It	is	the	monkey,"	she	cried	out.	"He	has	crept	out	of	the	Lascar's	attic,	and	he

saw	the	light."
Becky	ran	to	her	side.
"Are	you	going	to	let	him	in,	miss?"	she	said.
"Yes,"	Sara	 answered	 joyfully.	 "It's	 too	 cold	 for	monkeys	 to	be	out.	They're



delicate.	I'll	coax	him	in."
She	put	a	hand	out	delicately,	 speaking	 in	a	coaxing	voice—as	she	spoke	 to

the	 sparrows	 and	 to	 Melchisedec—as	 if	 she	 were	 some	 friendly	 little	 animal
herself.
"Come	along,	monkey	darling,"	she	said.	"I	won't	hurt	you."
He	 knew	 she	 would	 not	 hurt	 him.	 He	 knew	 it	 before	 she	 laid	 her	 soft,

caressing	little	paw	on	him	and	drew	him	towards	her.	He	had	felt	human	love	in
the	 slim	 brown	 hands	 of	Ram	Dass,	 and	 he	 felt	 it	 in	 hers.	He	 let	 her	 lift	 him
through	 the	skylight,	and	when	he	found	himself	 in	her	arms	he	cuddled	up	 to
her	breast	and	looked	up	into	her	face.
"Nice	monkey!	Nice	monkey!"	she	crooned,	kissing	his	funny	head.	"Oh,	I	do

love	little	animal	things."
He	was	evidently	glad	to	get	to	the	fire,	and	when	she	sat	down	and	held	him

on	her	knee	he	looked	from	her	to	Becky	with	mingled	interest	and	appreciation.
"He	IS	plain-looking,	miss,	ain't	he?"	said	Becky.
"He	looks	like	a	very	ugly	baby,"	laughed	Sara.	"I	beg	your	pardon,	monkey;

but	I'm	glad	you	are	not	a	baby.	Your	mother	COULDN'T	be	proud	of	you,	and
no	one	would	dare	 to	 say	you	 looked	 like	 any	of	your	 relations.	Oh,	 I	 do	 like
you!"
She	leaned	back	in	her	chair	and	reflected.
"Perhaps	 he's	 sorry	 he's	 so	 ugly,"	 she	 said,	 "and	 it's	 always	 on	 his	 mind.	 I

wonder	if	he	HAS	a	mind.	Monkey,	my	love,	have	you	a	mind?"
But	the	monkey	only	put	up	a	tiny	paw	and	scratched	his	head.
"What	shall	you	do	with	him?"	Becky	asked.
"I	 shall	 let	him	sleep	with	me	 tonight,	and	 then	 take	him	back	 to	 the	 Indian

gentleman	 tomorrow.	 I	 am	 sorry	 to	 take	 you	 back,	monkey;	 but	 you	must	 go.
You	ought	to	be	fondest	of	your	own	family;	and	I'm	not	a	REAL	relation."
And	when	she	went	to	bed	she	made	him	a	nest	at	her	feet,	and	he	curled	up

and	slept	there	as	if	he	were	a	baby	and	much	pleased	with	his	quarters.



Chapter		17	
"It	Is	the	Child!"
The	 next	 afternoon	 three	 members	 of	 the	 Large	 Family	 sat	 in	 the	 Indian
gentleman's	library,	doing	their	best	to	cheer	him	up.	They	had	been	allowed	to
come	 in	 to	 perform	 this	 office	 because	 he	 had	 specially	 invited	 them.	He	 had
been	living	in	a	state	of	suspense	for	some	time,	and	today	he	was	waiting	for	a
certain	event	very	anxiously.	This	event	was	the	return	of	Mr.	Carmichael	from
Moscow.	His	 stay	 there	 had	 been	 prolonged	 from	week	 to	week.	 On	 his	 first
arrival	there,	he	had	not	been	able	satisfactorily	to	trace	the	family	he	had	gone
in	search	of.	When	he	felt	at	 last	sure	 that	he	had	found	them	and	had	gone	to
their	house,	he	had	been	told	that	 they	were	absent	on	a	journey.	His	efforts	 to
reach	 them	had	been	unavailing,	so	he	had	decided	 to	remain	 in	Moscow	until
their	 return.	Mr.	Carrisford	sat	 in	his	 reclining	chair,	and	Janet	sat	on	 the	floor
beside	him.	He	was	very	fond	of	Janet.	Nora	had	found	a	footstool,	and	Donald
was	astride	the	tiger's	head	which	ornamented	the	rug	made	of	the	animal's	skin.
It	must	be	owned	that	he	was	riding	it	rather	violently.
"Don't	chirrup	so	loud,	Donald,"	Janet	said.	"When	you	come	to	cheer	an	ill

person	up	you	don't	cheer	him	up	at	the	top	of	your	voice.	Perhaps	cheering	up	is
too	loud,	Mr.	Carrisford?"	turning	to	the	Indian	gentleman.
But	he	only	patted	her	shoulder.
"No,	it	isn't,"	he	answered.	"And	it	keeps	me	from	thinking	too	much."
"I'm	going	to	be	quiet,"	Donald	shouted.	"We'll	all	be	as	quiet	as	mice."
"Mice	don't	make	a	noise	like	that,"	said	Janet.
Donald	made	a	bridle	of	his	handkerchief	and	bounced	up	and	down	on	 the

tiger's	head.
"A	whole	lot	of	mice	might,"	he	said	cheerfully.	"A	thousand	mice	might."
"I	don't	believe	fifty	thousand	mice	would,"	said	Janet,	severely;	"and	we	have

to	be	as	quiet	as	one	mouse."
Mr.	Carrisford	laughed	and	patted	her	shoulder	again.
"Papa	won't	 be	 very	 long	now,"	 she	 said.	 "May	we	 talk	 about	 the	 lost	 little

girl?"
"I	 don't	 think	 I	 could	 talk	 much	 about	 anything	 else	 just	 now,"	 the	 Indian

gentleman	answered,	knitting	his	forehead	with	a	tired	look.



"We	like	her	so	much,"	said	Nora.	"We	call	her	the	little	un-fairy	princess."
"Why?"	 the	 Indian	 gentleman	 inquired,	 because	 the	 fancies	 of	 the	 Large

Family	always	made	him	forget	things	a	little.
It	was	Janet	who	answered.
"It	is	because,	though	she	is	not	exactly	a	fairy,	she	will	be	so	rich	when	she	is

found	 that	 she	 will	 be	 like	 a	 princess	 in	 a	 fairy	 tale.	We	 called	 her	 the	 fairy
princess	at	first,	but	it	didn't	quite	suit."
"Is	it	true,"	said	Nora,	"that	her	papa	gave	all	his	money	to	a	friend	to	put	in	a

mine	that	had	diamonds	in	it,	and	then	the	friend	thought	he	had	lost	 it	all	and
ran	away	because	he	felt	as	if	he	was	a	robber?"
"But	he	wasn't	really,	you	know,"	put	in	Janet,	hastily.
The	Indian	gentleman	took	hold	of	her	hand	quickly.
"No,	he	wasn't	really,"	he	said.
"I	am	sorry	for	the	friend,"	Janet	said;	"I	can't	help	it.	He	didn't	mean	to	do	it,

and	it	would	break	his	heart.	I	am	sure	it	would	break	his	heart."
"You	 are	 an	 understanding	 little	 woman,	 Janet,"	 the	 Indian	 gentleman	 said,

and	he	held	her	hand	close.
"Did	 you	 tell	 Mr.	 Carrisford,"	 Donald	 shouted	 again,	 "about	 the	 little-girl-

who-isn't-a-beggar?	Did	you	tell	him	she	has	new	nice	clothes?	P'r'aps	she's	been
found	by	somebody	when	she	was	lost."
"There's	a	cab!"	exclaimed	Janet.	"It's	stopping	before	the	door.	It	is	papa!"
They	all	ran	to	the	windows	to	look	out.
"Yes,	it's	papa,"	Donald	proclaimed.	"But	there	is	no	little	girl."
All	three	of	them	incontinently	fled	from	the	room	and	tumbled	into	the	hall.

It	was	 in	 this	way	 they	 always	welcomed	 their	 father.	 They	were	 to	 be	 heard
jumping	up	and	down,	clapping	their	hands,	and	being	caught	up	and	kissed.
Mr.	Carrisford	made	an	effort	to	rise	and	sank	back	again.
"It	is	no	use,"	he	said.	"What	a	wreck	I	am!"
Mr.	Carmichael's	voice	approached	the	door.
"No,	children,"	he	was	saying;	"you	may	come	 in	after	 I	have	 talked	 to	Mr.

Carrisford.	Go	and	play	with	Ram	Dass."
Then	the	door	opened	and	he	came	in.	He	looked	rosier	than	ever,	and	brought

an	atmosphere	of	freshness	and	health	with	him;	but	his	eyes	were	disappointed
and	anxious	as	they	met	the	invalid's	look	of	eager	question	even	as	they	grasped
each	other's	hands.
"What	news?"	Mr.	Carrisford	asked.	"The	child	the	Russian	people	adopted?"
"She	is	not	the	child	we	are	looking	for,"	was	Mr.	Carmichael's	answer.	"She

is	much	younger	 than	Captain	Crewe's	 little	 girl.	Her	 name	 is	Emily	Carew.	 I
have	seen	and	talked	to	her.	The	Russians	were	able	to	give	me	every	detail."



How	wearied	and	miserable	 the	Indian	gentleman	looked!	His	hand	dropped
from	Mr.	Carmichael's.
"Then	the	search	has	to	be	begun	over	again,"	he	said.	"That	is	all.	Please	sit

down."
Mr.	Carmichael	 took	a	 seat.	Somehow,	he	had	gradually	grown	 fond	of	 this

unhappy	 man.	 He	 was	 himself	 so	 well	 and	 happy,	 and	 so	 surrounded	 by
cheerfulness	 and	 love,	 that	 desolation	 and	 broken	 health	 seemed	 pitifully
unbearable	things.	If	there	had	been	the	sound	of	just	one	gay	little	high-pitched
voice	 in	 the	 house,	 it	would	 have	 been	 so	much	 less	 forlorn.	And	 that	 a	man
should	be	compelled	to	carry	about	in	his	breast	the	thought	that	he	had	seemed
to	wrong	and	desert	a	child	was	not	a	thing	one	could	face.
"Come,	come,"	he	said	in	his	cheery	voice;	"we'll	find	her	yet."
"We	must	begin	at	once.	No	time	must	be	lost,"	Mr.	Carrisford	fretted.	"Have

you	any	new	suggestion	to	make—any	whatsoever?"
Mr.	Carmichael	 felt	 rather	 restless,	 and	he	 rose	and	began	 to	pace	 the	 room

with	a	thoughtful,	though	uncertain	face.
"Well,	perhaps,"	he	said.	"I	don't	know	what	it	may	be	worth.	The	fact	is,	an

idea	occurred	to	me	as	I	was	thinking	the	thing	over	in	the	train	on	the	journey
from	Dover."
"What	was	it?	If	she	is	alive,	she	is	somewhere."
"Yes;	 she	 is	 SOMEWHERE.	We	have	 searched	 the	 schools	 in	 Paris.	 Let	 us

give	up	Paris	and	begin	in	London.	That	was	my	idea—to	search	London."
"There	are	schools	enough	in	London,"	said	Mr.	Carrisford.	Then	he	slightly

started,	roused	by	a	recollection.	"By	the	way,	there	is	one	next	door."
"Then	we	will	begin	there.	We	cannot	begin	nearer	than	next	door."
"No,"	said	Carrisford.	"There	is	a	child	there	who	interests	me;	but	she	is	not	a

pupil.	And	she	is	a	little	dark,	forlorn	creature,	as	unlike	poor	Crewe	as	a	child
could	be."
Perhaps	 the	 Magic	 was	 at	 work	 again	 at	 that	 very	 moment—the	 beautiful

Magic.	It	really	seemed	as	if	it	might	be	so.	What	was	it	that	brought	Ram	Dass
into	 the	 room—even	 as	 his	 master	 spoke—salaaming	 respectfully,	 but	 with	 a
scarcely	concealed	touch	of	excitement	in	his	dark,	flashing	eyes?
"Sahib,"	he	said,	"the	child	herself	has	come—the	child	the	sahib	felt	pity	for.

She	brings	back	the	monkey	who	had	again	run	away	to	her	attic	under	the	roof.
I	have	asked	that	she	remain.	It	was	my	thought	that	it	would	please	the	sahib	to
see	and	speak	with	her."
"Who	is	she?"	inquired	Mr.	Carmichael.
"God	knows,"	Mr.	Carrrisford	answered.	"She	is	the	child	I	spoke	of.	A	little

drudge	 at	 the	 school."	 He	 waved	 his	 hand	 to	 Ram	 Dass,	 and	 addressed	 him.



"Yes,	 I	 should	 like	 to	 see	 her.	 Go	 and	 bring	 her	 in."	 Then	 he	 turned	 to	 Mr.
Carmichael.	"While	you	have	been	away,"	he	explained,	"I	have	been	desperate.
The	days	were	so	dark	and	long.	Ram	Dass	told	me	of	this	child's	miseries,	and
together	we	 invented	 a	 romantic	 plan	 to	 help	 her.	 I	 suppose	 it	 was	 a	 childish
thing	to	do;	but	it	gave	me	something	to	plan	and	think	of.	Without	the	help	of	an
agile,	 soft-footed	 Oriental	 like	 Ram	 Dass,	 however,	 it	 could	 not	 have	 been
done."
Then	Sara	came	 into	 the	 room.	She	carried	 the	monkey	 in	her	arms,	and	he

evidently	did	not	intend	to	part	from	her,	if	it	could	be	helped.	He	was	clinging
to	 her	 and	 chattering,	 and	 the	 interesting	 excitement	 of	 finding	 herself	 in	 the
Indian	gentleman's	room	had	brought	a	flush	to	Sara's	cheeks.
"Your	monkey	ran	away	again,"	she	said,	in	her	pretty	voice.	"He	came	to	my

garret	window	last	night,	and	I	took	him	in	because	it	was	so	cold.	I	would	have
brought	him	back	if	 it	had	not	been	so	late.	I	knew	you	were	ill	and	might	not
like	to	be	disturbed."
The	Indian	gentleman's	hollow	eyes	dwelt	on	her	with	curious	interest.
"That	was	very	thoughtful	of	you,"	he	said.
Sara	looked	toward	Ram	Dass,	who	stood	near	the	door.
"Shall	I	give	him	to	the	Lascar?"	she	asked.
"How	do	you	know	he	is	a	Lascar?"	said	the	Indian	gentleman,	smiling	a	little.
"Oh,	 I	know	Lascars,"	Sara	 said,	handing	over	 the	 reluctant	monkey.	 "I	was

born	in	India."
The	 Indian	 gentleman	 sat	 upright	 so	 suddenly,	 and	 with	 such	 a	 change	 of

expression,	that	she	was	for	a	moment	quite	startled.
"You	were	born	in	India,"	he	exclaimed,	"were	you?	Come	here."	And	he	held

out	his	hand.
Sara	went	to	him	and	laid	her	hand	in	his,	as	he	seemed	to	want	to	take	it.	She

stood	still,	and	her	green-gray	eyes	met	his	wonderingly.	Something	seemed	to
be	the	matter	with	him.
"You	live	next	door?"	he	demanded.
"Yes;	I	live	at	Miss	Minchin's	seminary."
"But	you	are	not	one	of	her	pupils?"
A	strange	little	smile	hovered	about	Sara's	mouth.	She	hesitated	a	moment.
"I	don't	think	I	know	exactly	WHAT	I	am,"	she	replied.
"Why	not?"
"At	first	I	was	a	pupil,	and	a	parlor	boarder;	but	now—"
"You	were	a	pupil!	What	are	you	now?"
The	queer	little	sad	smile	was	on	Sara's	lips	again.
"I	sleep	in	the	attic,	next	to	the	scullery	maid,"	she	said.	"I	run	errands	for	the



cook—I	do	anything	she	tells	me;	and	I	teach	the	little	ones	their	lessons."
"Question	her,	Carmichael,"	said	Mr.	Carrisford,	sinking	back	as	if	he	had	lost

his	strength.	"Question	her;	I	cannot."
The	 big,	 kind	 father	 of	 the	 Large	 Family	 knew	 how	 to	 question	 little	 girls.

Sara	 realized	how	much	practice	he	had	had	when	he	spoke	 to	her	 in	his	nice,
encouraging	voice.
"What	do	you	mean	by	'At	first,'	my	child?"	he	inquired.
"When	I	was	first	taken	there	by	my	papa."
"Where	is	your	papa?"
"He	died,"	said	Sara,	very	quietly.	"He	lost	all	his	money	and	there	was	none

left	for	me.	There	was	no	one	to	take	care	of	me	or	to	pay	Miss	Minchin."
"Carmichael!"	the	Indian	gentleman	cried	out	loudly.	"Carmichael!"
"We	must	not	frighten	her,"	Mr.	Carmichael	said	aside	to	him	in	a	quick,	low

voice.	And	he	added	aloud	to	Sara,	"So	you	were	sent	up	into	the	attic,	and	made
into	a	little	drudge.	That	was	about	it,	wasn't	it?"
"There	was	no	one	 to	 take	 care	 of	me,"	 said	Sara.	 "There	was	no	money;	 I

belong	to	nobody."
"How	 did	 your	 father	 lose	 his	 money?"	 the	 Indian	 gentleman	 broke	 in

breathlessly.
"He	 did	 not	 lose	 it	 himself,"	 Sara	 answered,	 wondering	 still	 more	 each

moment.	"He	had	a	friend	he	was	very	fond	of—he	was	very	fond	of	him.	It	was
his	friend	who	took	his	money.	He	trusted	his	friend	too	much."
The	Indian	gentleman's	breath	came	more	quickly.
"The	 friend	 might	 have	 MEANT	 to	 do	 no	 harm,"	 he	 said.	 "It	 might	 have

happened	through	a	mistake."
Sara	 did	 not	 know	 how	 unrelenting	 her	 quiet	 young	 voice	 sounded	 as	 she

answered.	 If	 she	 had	 known,	 she	 would	 surely	 have	 tried	 to	 soften	 it	 for	 the
Indian	gentleman's	sake.
"The	suffering	was	just	as	bad	for	my	papa,"	she	said.	"It	killed	him."
"What	was	your	father's	name?"	the	Indian	gentleman	said.	"Tell	me."
"His	 name	 was	 Ralph	 Crewe,"	 Sara	 answered,	 feeling	 startled.	 "Captain

Crewe.	He	died	in	India."
The	haggard	face	contracted,	and	Ram	Dass	sprang	to	his	master's	side.
"Carmichael,"	the	invalid	gasped,	"it	is	the	child—the	child!"
For	a	moment	Sara	thought	he	was	going	to	die.	Ram	Dass	poured	out	drops

from	a	bottle,	and	held	them	to	his	lips.	Sara	stood	near,	trembling	a	little.	She
looked	in	a	bewildered	way	at	Mr.	Carmichael.
"What	child	am	I?"	she	faltered.
"He	 was	 your	 father's	 friend,"	 Mr.	 Carmichael	 answered	 her.	 "Don't	 be



frightened.	We	have	been	looking	for	you	for	two	years."
Sara	put	her	hand	up	to	her	forehead,	and	her	mouth	trembled.	She	spoke	as	if

she	were	in	a	dream.
"And	I	was	at	Miss	Minchin's	all	the	while,"	she	half	whispered.	"Just	on	the

other	side	of	the	wall."



Chapter		18	
"I	Tried	Not	to	Be"
It	was	pretty,	comfortable	Mrs.	Carmichael	who	explained	everything.	She	was
sent	for	at	once,	and	came	across	the	square	to	take	Sara	into	her	warm	arms	and
make	 clear	 to	 her	 all	 that	 had	 happened.	 The	 excitement	 of	 the	 totally
unexpected	 discovery	 had	 been	 temporarily	 almost	 overpowering	 to	 Mr.
Carrisford	in	his	weak	condition.
"Upon	my	word,"	he	 said	 faintly	 to	Mr.	Carmichael,	when	 it	was	 suggested

that	the	little	girl	should	go	into	another	room.	"I	feel	as	if	I	do	not	want	to	lose
sight	of	her."
"I	will	take	care	of	her,"	Janet	said,	"and	mamma	will	come	in	a	few	minutes."

And	it	was	Janet	who	led	her	away.
"We're	so	glad	you	are	found,"	she	said.	"You	don't	know	how	glad	we	are	that

you	are	found."
Donald	stood	with	his	hands	in	his	pockets,	and	gazed	at	Sara	with	reflecting

and	self-reproachful	eyes.
"If	I'd	just	asked	what	your	name	was	when	I	gave	you	my	sixpence,"	he	said,

"you	would	 have	 told	me	 it	 was	 Sara	 Crewe,	 and	 then	 you	would	 have	 been
found	 in	 a	 minute."	 Then	 Mrs.	 Carmichael	 came	 in.	 She	 looked	 very	 much
moved,	and	suddenly	took	Sara	in	her	arms	and	kissed	her.
"You	look	bewildered,	poor	child,"	she	said.	"And	it	is	not	to	be	wondered	at."
Sara	could	only	think	of	one	thing.
"Was	he,"	she	said,	with	a	glance	toward	the	closed	door	of	the	library—"was

HE	the	wicked	friend?	Oh,	do	tell	me!"
Mrs.	Carmichael	was	crying	as	she	kissed	her	again.	She	felt	as	if	she	ought	to

be	kissed	very	often	because	she	had	not	been	kissed	for	so	long.
"He	was	 not	wicked,	my	 dear,"	 she	 answered.	 "He	 did	 not	 really	 lose	 your

papa's	money.	He	only	thought	he	had	lost	it;	and	because	he	loved	him	so	much
his	grief	made	him	so	ill	that	for	a	time	he	was	not	in	his	right	mind.	He	almost
died	 of	 brain	 fever,	 and	 long	 before	 he	 began	 to	 recover	 your	 poor	 papa	was
dead."
"And	 he	 did	 not	 know	where	 to	 find	me,"	murmured	 Sara.	 "And	 I	 was	 so

near."	Somehow,	she	could	not	forget	that	she	had	been	so	near.



"He	believed	you	were	in	school	in	France,"	Mrs.	Carmichael	explained.	"And
he	was	 continually	misled	 by	 false	 clues.	 He	 has	 looked	 for	 you	 everywhere.
When	he	saw	you	pass	by,	looking	so	sad	and	neglected,	he	did	not	dream	that
you	were	his	friend's	poor	child;	but	because	you	were	a	little	girl,	 too,	he	was
sorry	for	you,	and	wanted	to	make	you	happier.	And	he	told	Ram	Dass	to	climb
into	your	attic	window	and	try	to	make	you	comfortable."
Sara	gave	a	start	of	joy;	her	whole	look	changed.
"Did	Ram	Dass	bring	the	things?"	she	cried	out.	"Did	he	tell	Ram	Dass	to	do

it?	Did	he	make	the	dream	that	came	true?"
"Yes,	my	dear—yes!	He	is	kind	and	good,	and	he	was	sorry	for	you,	for	little

lost	Sara	Crewe's	sake."
The	 library	 door	 opened	 and	Mr.	 Carmichael	 appeared,	 calling	 Sara	 to	 him

with	a	gesture.
"Mr.	Carrisford	is	better	already,"	he	said.	"He	wants	you	to	come	to	him."
Sara	did	not	wait.	When	the	Indian	gentleman	looked	at	her	as	she	entered,	he

saw	that	her	face	was	all	alight.
She	went	and	stood	before	his	chair,	with	her	hands	clasped	together	against

her	breast.
"You	sent	 the	 things	 to	me,"	she	said,	 in	a	 joyful	emotional	 little	voice,	"the

beautiful,	beautiful	things?	YOU	sent	them!"
"Yes,	poor,	dear	child,	I	did,"	he	answered	her.	He	was	weak	and	broken	with

long	illness	and	trouble,	but	he	 looked	at	her	with	 the	 look	she	remembered	in
her	father's	eyes—that	look	of	loving	her	and	wanting	to	take	her	in	his	arms.	It
made	her	kneel	down	by	him,	just	as	she	used	to	kneel	by	her	father	when	they
were	the	dearest	friends	and	lovers	in	the	world.
"Then	it	 is	you	who	are	my	friend,"	she	said;	"it	 is	you	who	are	my	friend!"

And	she	dropped	her	face	on	his	thin	hand	and	kissed	it	again	and	again.
"The	man	will	be	himself	again	in	three	weeks,"	Mr.	Carmichael	said	aside	to

his	wife.	"Look	at	his	face	already."
In	 fact,	he	did	 look	changed.	Here	was	 the	"Little	Missus,"	and	he	had	new

things	to	think	of	and	plan	for	already.	In	the	first	place,	there	was	Miss	Minchin.
She	must	 be	 interviewed	 and	 told	 of	 the	 change	which	 had	 taken	 place	 in	 the
fortunes	of	her	pupil.
Sara	was	not	to	return	to	the	seminary	at	all.	The	Indian	gentleman	was	very

determined	 upon	 that	 point.	 She	 must	 remain	 where	 she	 was,	 and	 Mr.
Carmichael	should	go	and	see	Miss	Minchin	himself.
"I	am	glad	I	need	not	go	back,"	said	Sara.	"She	will	be	very	angry.	She	does

not	like	me;	though	perhaps	it	is	my	fault,	because	I	do	not	like	her."
But,	oddly	enough,	Miss	Minchin	made	it	unnecessary	for	Mr.	Carmichael	to



go	to	her,	by	actually	coming	in	search	of	her	pupil	herself.	She	had	wanted	Sara
for	 something,	 and	 on	 inquiry	 had	 heard	 an	 astonishing	 thing.	 One	 of	 the
housemaids	had	seen	her	steal	out	of	the	area	with	something	hidden	under	her
cloak,	and	had	also	seen	her	go	up	the	steps	of	the	next	door	and	enter	the	house.
"What	does	she	mean!"	cried	Miss	Minchin	to	Miss	Amelia.
"I	don't	know,	I'm	sure,	sister,"	answered	Miss	Amelia.	"Unless	she	has	made

friends	with	him	because	he	has	lived	in	India."
"It	 would	 be	 just	 like	 her	 to	 thrust	 herself	 upon	 him	 and	 try	 to	 gain	 his

sympathies	 in	 some	 such	 impertinent	 fashion,"	 said	Miss	Minchin.	 "She	must
have	been	in	the	house	for	two	hours.	I	will	not	allow	such	presumption.	I	shall
go	and	inquire	into	the	matter,	and	apologize	for	her	intrusion."
Sara	was	sitting	on	a	footstool	close	to	Mr.	Carrisford's	knee,	and	listening	to

some	of	the	many	things	he	felt	it	necessary	to	try	to	explain	to	her,	when	Ram
Dass	announced	the	visitor's	arrival.
Sara	 rose	 involuntarily,	 and	became	 rather	pale;	but	Mr.	Carrisford	 saw	 that

she	stood	quietly,	and	showed	none	of	the	ordinary	signs	of	child	terror.
Miss	 Minchin	 entered	 the	 room	 with	 a	 sternly	 dignified	 manner.	 She	 was

correctly	and	well	dressed,	and	rigidly	polite.
"I	 am	sorry	 to	disturb	Mr.	Carrisford,"	 she	 said;	 "but	 I	have	explanations	 to

make.	I	am	Miss	Minchin,	the	proprietress	of	the	Young	Ladies'	Seminary	next
door."
The	Indian	gentleman	looked	at	her	for	a	moment	in	silent	scrutiny.	He	was	a

man	who	 had	 naturally	 a	 rather	 hot	 temper,	 and	 he	 did	 not	wish	 it	 to	 get	 too
much	the	better	of	him.
"So	you	are	Miss	Minchin?"	he	said.
"I	am,	sir."
"In	 that	 case,"	 the	 Indian	 gentleman	 replied,	 "you	 have	 arrived	 at	 the	 right

time.	My	solicitor,	Mr.	Carmichael,	was	just	on	the	point	of	going	to	see	you."
Mr.	 Carmichael	 bowed	 slightly,	 and	Miss	Minchin	 looked	 from	 him	 to	Mr.

Carrisford	in	amazement.
"Your	solicitor!"	she	said.	"I	do	not	understand.	I	have	come	here	as	a	matter

of	 duty.	 I	 have	 just	 discovered	 that	 you	 have	 been	 intruded	 upon	 through	 the
forwardness	 of	 one	 of	my	 pupils—a	 charity	 pupil.	 I	 came	 to	 explain	 that	 she
intruded	without	my	knowledge."	She	turned	upon	Sara.	"Go	home	at	once,"	she
commanded	indignantly.	"You	shall	be	severely	punished.	Go	home	at	once."
The	Indian	gentleman	drew	Sara	to	his	side	and	patted	her	hand.
"She	is	not	going."
Miss	Minchin	felt	rather	as	if	she	must	be	losing	her	senses.
"Not	going!"	she	repeated.



"No,"	 said	Mr.	Carrisford.	 "She	 is	 not	going	home—if	you	give	your	house
that	name.	Her	home	for	the	future	will	be	with	me."
Miss	Minchin	fell	back	in	amazed	indignation.
"With	YOU!	With	YOU	sir!	What	does	this	mean?"
"Kindly	explain	the	matter,	Carmichael,"	said	the	Indian	gentleman;	"and	get

it	over	as	quickly	as	possible."	And	he	made	Sara	sit	down	again,	and	held	her
hands	in	his—which	was	another	trick	of	her	papa's.
Then	Mr.	Carmichael	explained—in	the	quiet,	level-toned,	steady	manner	of	a

man	who	knew	his	subject,	and	all	its	legal	significance,	which	was	a	thing	Miss
Minchin	understood	as	a	business	woman,	and	did	not	enjoy.
"Mr.	Carrisford,	madam,"	he	said,	"was	an	intimate	friend	of	the	late	Captain

Crewe.	 He	 was	 his	 partner	 in	 certain	 large	 investments.	 The	 fortune	 which
Captain	 Crewe	 supposed	 he	 had	 lost	 has	 been	 recovered,	 and	 is	 now	 in	 Mr.
Carrisford's	hands."
"The	fortune!"	cried	Miss	Minchin;	and	she	really	lost	color	as	she	uttered	the

exclamation.	"Sara's	fortune!"
"It	WILL	be	Sara's	fortune,"	replied	Mr.	Carmichael,	rather	coldly.	"It	is	Sara's

fortune	now,	in	fact.	Certain	events	have	increased	it	enormously.	The	diamond
mines	have	retrieved	themselves."
"The	diamond	mines!"	Miss	Minchin	gasped	out.	If	this	was	true,	nothing	so

horrible,	she	felt,	had	ever	happened	to	her	since	she	was	born.
"The	diamond	mines,"	Mr.	Carmichael	repeated,	and	he	could	not	help	adding,

with	 a	 rather	 sly,	 unlawyer-like	 smile,	 "There	 are	 not	 many	 princesses,	 Miss
Minchin,	who	are	richer	than	your	little	charity	pupil,	Sara	Crewe,	will	be.	Mr.
Carrisford	has	been	searching	for	her	for	nearly	two	years;	he	has	found	her	at
last,	and	he	will	keep	her."
After	which	he	asked	Miss	Minchin	to	sit	down	while	he	explained	matters	to

her	fully,	and	went	into	such	detail	as	was	necessary	to	make	it	quite	clear	to	her
that	Sara's	future	was	an	assured	one,	and	that	what	had	seemed	to	be	lost	was	to
be	restored	to	her	tenfold;	also,	that	she	had	in	Mr.	Carrisford	a	guardian	as	well
as	a	friend.
Miss	Minchin	was	not	 a	 clever	woman,	 and	 in	her	 excitement	 she	was	 silly

enough	to	make	one	desperate	effort	to	regain	what	she	could	not	help	seeing	she
had	lost	through	her	worldly	folly.
"He	found	her	under	my	care,"	she	protested.	"I	have	done	everything	for	her.

But	for	me	she	should	have	starved	in	the	streets."
Here	the	Indian	gentleman	lost	his	temper.
"As	 to	 starving	 in	 the	 streets,"	 he	 said,	 "she	 might	 have	 starved	 more

comfortably	there	than	in	your	attic."



"Captain	 Crewe	 left	 her	 in	 my	 charge,"	 Miss	 Minchin	 argued.	 "She	 must
return	to	it	until	she	is	of	age.	She	can	be	a	parlor	boarder	again.	She	must	finish
her	education.	The	law	will	interfere	in	my	behalf."
"Come,	 come,	Miss	Minchin,"	Mr.	Carmichael	 interposed,	 "the	 law	will	 do

nothing	 of	 the	 sort.	 If	 Sara	 herself	 wishes	 to	 return	 to	 you,	 I	 dare	 say	 Mr.
Carrisford	might	not	refuse	to	allow	it.	But	that	rests	with	Sara."
"Then,"	 said	 Miss	 Minchin,	 "I	 appeal	 to	 Sara.	 I	 have	 not	 spoiled	 you,

perhaps,"	she	said	awkwardly	to	the	little	girl;	"but	you	know	that	your	papa	was
pleased	with	your	progress.	And—ahem—I	have	always	been	fond	of	you."
Sara's	green-gray	eyes	fixed	themselves	on	her	with	the	quiet,	clear	look	Miss

Minchin	particularly	disliked.
"Have	YOU,	Miss	Minchin?"	she	said.	"I	did	not	know	that."
Miss	Minchin	reddened	and	drew	herself	up.
"You	 ought	 to	 have	 known	 it,"	 said	 she;	 "but	 children,	 unfortunately,	 never

know	what	 is	 best	 for	 them.	Amelia	 and	 I	 always	 said	 you	were	 the	 cleverest
child	in	the	school.	Will	you	not	do	your	duty	to	your	poor	papa	and	come	home
with	me?"
Sara	took	a	step	toward	her	and	stood	still.	She	was	thinking	of	the	day	when

she	 had	 been	 told	 that	 she	 belonged	 to	 nobody,	 and	 was	 in	 danger	 of	 being
turned	into	the	street;	she	was	thinking	of	the	cold,	hungry	hours	she	had	spent
alone	 with	 Emily	 and	 Melchisedec	 in	 the	 attic.	 She	 looked	 Miss	 Minchin
steadily	in	the	face.
"You	know	why	I	will	not	go	home	with	you,	Miss	Minchin,"	she	said;	"you

know	quite	well."
A	hot	flush	showed	itself	on	Miss	Minchin's	hard,	angry	face.
"You	 will	 never	 see	 your	 companions	 again,"	 she	 began.	 "I	 will	 see	 that

Ermengarde	and	Lottie	are	kept	away—"
Mr.	Carmichael	stopped	her	with	polite	firmness.
"Excuse	me,"	he	said;	"she	will	see	anyone	she	wishes	to	see.	The	parents	of

Miss	Crewe's	fellow-pupils	are	not	likely	to	refuse	her	invitations	to	visit	her	at
her	guardian's	house.	Mr.	Carrisford	will	attend	to	that."
It	must	be	confessed	 that	 even	Miss	Minchin	 flinched.	This	was	worse	 than

the	 eccentric	 bachelor	 uncle	 who	might	 have	 a	 peppery	 temper	 and	 be	 easily
offended	 at	 the	 treatment	 of	 his	 niece.	 A	woman	 of	 sordid	mind	 could	 easily
believe	 that	 most	 people	 would	 not	 refuse	 to	 allow	 their	 children	 to	 remain
friends	with	a	little	heiress	of	diamond	mines.	And	if	Mr.	Carrisford	chose	to	tell
certain	 of	 her	 patrons	 how	 unhappy	 Sara	 Crewe	 had	 been	 made,	 many
unpleasant	things	might	happen.
"You	have	not	undertaken	an	easy	charge,"	she	said	to	the	Indian	gentleman,



as	she	turned	to	leave	the	room;	"you	will	discover	that	very	soon.	The	child	is
neither	 truthful	nor	grateful.	 I	 suppose"—to	Sara—"that	you	feel	now	that	you
are	a	princess	again."
Sara	looked	down	and	flushed	a	little,	because	she	thought	her	pet	fancy	might

not	be	easy	for	strangers—even	nice	ones—to	understand	at	first.
"I—TRIED	 not	 to	 be	 anything	 else,"	 she	 answered	 in	 a	 low	 voice—"even

when	I	was	coldest	and	hungriest—I	tried	not	to	be."
"Now	it	will	not	be	necessary	to	try,"	said	Miss	Minchin,	acidly,	as	Ram	Dass

salaamed	her	out	of	the	room.

She	 returned	 home	 and,	 going	 to	 her	 sitting	 room,	 sent	 at	 once	 for	 Miss
Amelia.	 She	 sat	 closeted	with	 her	 all	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 afternoon,	 and	 it	must	 be
admitted	that	poor	Miss	Amelia	passed	through	more	than	one	bad	quarter	of	an
hour.	She	shed	a	good	many	tears,	and	mopped	her	eyes	a	good	deal.	One	of	her
unfortunate	remarks	almost	caused	her	sister	to	snap	her	head	entirely	off,	but	it
resulted	in	an	unusual	manner.
"I'm	 not	 as	 clever	 as	 you,	 sister,"	 she	 said,	 "and	 I	 am	 always	 afraid	 to	 say

things	 to	 you	 for	 fear	 of	making	 you	 angry.	 Perhaps	 if	 I	were	 not	 so	 timid	 it
would	be	better	for	the	school	and	for	both	of	us.	I	must	say	I've	often	thought	it
would	have	been	better	if	you	had	been	less	severe	on	Sara	Crewe,	and	had	seen
that	she	was	decently	dressed	and	more	comfortable.	I	KNOW	she	was	worked
too	hard	for	a	child	of	her	age,	and	I	know	she	was	only	half	fed—"
"How	dare	you	say	such	a	thing!"	exclaimed	Miss	Minchin.
"I	 don't	 know	 how	 I	 dare,"	Miss	Amelia	 answered,	with	 a	 kind	 of	 reckless

courage;	"but	now	I've	begun	I	may	as	well	finish,	whatever	happens	to	me.	The
child	was	a	clever	child	and	a	good	child—and	she	would	have	paid	you	for	any
kindness	you	had	shown	her.	But	you	didn't	show	her	any.	The	fact	was,	she	was
too	clever	for	you,	and	you	always	disliked	her	for	that	reason.	She	used	to	see
through	us	both—"
"Amelia!"	 gasped	her	 infuriated	 elder,	 looking	 as	 if	 she	would	box	her	 ears

and	knock	her	cap	off,	as	she	had	often	done	to	Becky.
But	Miss	Amelia's	disappointment	had	made	her	hysterical	enough	not	to	care

what	occurred	next.
"She	did!	She	 did!"	 she	 cried.	 "She	 saw	 through	us	 both.	 She	 saw	 that	 you

were	a	hard-hearted,	worldly	woman,	 and	 that	 I	was	 a	weak	 fool,	 and	 that	we
were	both	of	us	vulgar	and	mean	enough	to	grovel	on	our	knees	for	her	money,
and	behave	ill	to	her	because	it	was	taken	from	her—though	she	behaved	herself
like	a	little	princess	even	when	she	was	a	beggar.	She	did—she	did—like	a	little
princess!"	And	her	hysterics	got	the	better	of	the	poor	woman,	and	she	began	to



laugh	and	cry	both	at	once,	and	rock	herself	backward	and	forward.
"And	now	you've	lost	her,"	she	cried	wildly;	"and	some	other	school	will	get

her	and	her	money;	and	if	she	were	like	any	other	child	she'd	tell	how	she's	been
treated,	and	all	our	pupils	would	be	taken	away	and	we	should	be	ruined.	And	it
serves	us	right;	but	it	serves	you	right	more	than	it	does	me,	for	you	are	a	hard
woman,	Maria	Minchin,	you're	a	hard,	selfish,	worldly	woman!"
And	she	was	 in	danger	of	making	so	much	noise	with	her	hysterical	chokes

and	 gurgles	 that	 her	 sister	 was	 obliged	 to	 go	 to	 her	 and	 apply	 salts	 and	 sal
volatile	to	quiet	her,	instead	of	pouring	forth	her	indignation	at	her	audacity.
And	 from	 that	 time	 forward,	 it	 may	 be	mentioned,	 the	 elder	Miss	Minchin

actually	 began	 to	 stand	 a	 little	 in	 awe	 of	 a	 sister	 who,	 while	 she	 looked	 so
foolish,	 was	 evidently	 not	 quite	 so	 foolish	 as	 she	 looked,	 and	 might,
consequently,	break	out	and	speak	truths	people	did	not	want	to	hear.
That	 evening,	when	 the	 pupils	were	 gathered	 together	 before	 the	 fire	 in	 the

schoolroom,	as	was	their	custom	before	going	to	bed,	Ermengarde	came	in	with
a	 letter	 in	 her	 hand	 and	 a	 queer	 expression	 on	 her	 round	 face.	 It	 was	 queer
because,	while	 it	was	 an	 expression	 of	 delighted	 excitement,	 it	was	 combined
with	such	amazement	as	seemed	to	belong	to	a	kind	of	shock	just	received.
"What	IS	the	matter?"	cried	two	or	three	voices	at	once.
"Is	 it	 anything	 to	 do	 with	 the	 row	 that	 has	 been	 going	 on?"	 said	 Lavinia,

eagerly.	"There	has	been	such	a	row	in	Miss	Minchin's	room,	Miss	Amelia	has
had	something	like	hysterics	and	has	had	to	go	to	bed."
Ermengarde	answered	them	slowly	as	if	she	were	half	stunned.
"I	have	just	had	this	letter	from	Sara,"	she	said,	holding	it	out	to	let	them	see

what	a	long	letter	it	was.
"From	Sara!"	Every	voice	joined	in	that	exclamation.
"Where	is	she?"	almost	shrieked	Jessie.
"Next	door,"	said	Ermengarde,	"with	the	Indian	gentleman."
"Where?	Where?	Has	 she	 been	 sent	 away?	Does	Miss	Minchin	 know?	Was

the	row	about	that?	Why	did	she	write?	Tell	us!	Tell	us!"
There	was	a	perfect	babel,	and	Lottie	began	to	cry	plaintively.
Ermengarde	answered	them	slowly	as	if	she	were	half	plunged	out	into	what,

at	the	moment,	seemed	the	most	important	and	self-explaining	thing.
"There	 WERE	 diamond	 mines,"	 she	 said	 stoutly;	 "there	 WERE!"	 Open

mouths	and	open	eyes	confronted	her.
"They	were	real,"	she	hurried	on.	"It	was	all	a	mistake	about	them.	Something

happened	for	a	time,	and	Mr.	Carrisford	thought	they	were	ruined—"
"Who	is	Mr.	Carrisford?"	shouted	Jessie.
"The	Indian	gentleman.	And	Captain	Crewe	thought	so,	too—and	he	died;	and



Mr.	Carrisford	had	brain	fever	and	ran	away,	and	HE	almost	died.	And	he	did	not
know	where	Sara	was.	And	it	turned	out	that	there	were	millions	and	millions	of
diamonds	 in	 the	mines;	and	half	of	 them	belong	 to	Sara;	and	 they	belonged	 to
her	when	she	was	 living	 in	 the	attic	with	no	one	but	Melchisedec	 for	a	 friend,
and	 the	cook	ordering	her	about.	And	Mr.	Carrisford	 found	her	 this	afternoon,
and	he	has	got	her	in	his	home—and	she	will	never	come	back—and	she	will	be
more	a	princess	 than	 she	ever	was—a	hundred	and	 fifty	 thousand	 times	more.
And	I	am	going	to	see	her	tomorrow	afternoon.	There!"
Even	Miss	Minchin	 herself	 could	 scarcely	 have	 controlled	 the	 uproar	 after

this;	and	though	she	heard	the	noise,	she	did	not	try.	She	was	not	in	the	mood	to
face	 anything	more	 than	 she	was	 facing	 in	 her	 room,	while	Miss	Amelia	was
weeping	 in	 bed.	 She	 knew	 that	 the	 news	 had	 penetrated	 the	 walls	 in	 some
mysterious	 manner,	 and	 that	 every	 servant	 and	 every	 child	 would	 go	 to	 bed
talking	about	it.
So	until	almost	midnight	the	entire	seminary,	realizing	somehow	that	all	rules

were	 laid	aside,	crowded	 round	Ermengarde	 in	 the	 schoolroom	and	heard	 read
and	 re-read	 the	 letter	 containing	 a	 story	which	was	 quite	 as	wonderful	 as	 any
Sara	 herself	 had	 ever	 invented,	 and	 which	 had	 the	 amazing	 charm	 of	 having
happened	to	Sara	herself	and	the	mystic	Indian	gentleman	in	the	very	next	house.
Becky,	who	had	heard	 it	 also,	managed	 to	creep	up	stairs	earlier	 than	usual.

She	wanted	 to	get	away	 from	people	and	go	and	 look	at	 the	 little	magic	 room
once	more.	She	did	not	know	what	would	happen	to	it.	It	was	not	likely	that	it
would	be	left	to	Miss	Minchin.	It	would	be	taken	away,	and	the	attic	would	be
bare	and	empty	again.	Glad	as	she	was	for	Sara's	sake,	she	went	up	the	last	flight
of	stairs	with	a	lump	in	her	throat	and	tears	blurring	her	sight.	There	would	be	no
fire	 tonight,	 and	 no	 rosy	 lamp;	 no	 supper,	 and	 no	 princess	 sitting	 in	 the	 glow
reading	or	telling	stories—no	princess!
She	choked	down	a	sob	as	she	pushed	the	attic	door	open,	and	then	she	broke

into	a	low	cry.
The	lamp	was	flushing	the	room,	the	fire	was	blazing,	the	supper	was	waiting;

and	Ram	Dass	was	standing	smiling	into	her	startled	face.
"Missee	sahib	remembered,"	he	said.	"She	told	the	sahib	all.	She	wished	you

to	know	the	good	fortune	which	has	befallen	her.	Behold	a	letter	on	the	tray.	She
has	written.	 She	 did	 not	wish	 that	 you	 should	 go	 to	 sleep	 unhappy.	The	 sahib
commands	you	to	come	to	him	tomorrow.	You	are	to	be	the	attendant	of	missee
sahib.	Tonight	I	take	these	things	back	over	the	roof."
And	having	said	this	with	a	beaming	face,	he	made	a	little	salaam	and	slipped

through	the	skylight	with	an	agile	silentness	of	movement	which	showed	Becky
how	easily	he	had	done	it	before.



Chapter		19	
Anne
Never	had	such	joy	reigned	in	the	nursery	of	the	Large	Family.	Never	had	they
dreamed	 of	 such	 delights	 as	 resulted	 from	 an	 intimate	 acquaintance	 with	 the
little-girl-who-was-not-a-beggar.	The	mere	fact	of	her	sufferings	and	adventures
made	 her	 a	 priceless	 possession.	 Everybody	 wanted	 to	 be	 told	 over	 and	 over
again	 the	 things	which	had	happened	 to	her.	When	one	was	 sitting	by	a	warm
fire	in	a	big,	glowing	room,	it	was	quite	delightful	to	hear	how	cold	it	could	be	in
an	 attic.	 It	must	 be	 admitted	 that	 the	 attic	was	 rather	 delighted	 in,	 and	 that	 its
coldness	 and	 bareness	 quite	 sank	 into	 insignificance	 when	 Melchisedec	 was
remembered,	and	one	heard	about	the	sparrows	and	things	one	could	see	if	one
climbed	on	the	table	and	stuck	one's	head	and	shoulders	out	of	the	skylight.
Of	 course	 the	 thing	 loved	 best	was	 the	 story	 of	 the	 banquet	 and	 the	 dream

which	was	true.	Sara	told	it	for	the	first	time	the	day	after	she	had	been	found.
Several	members	of	the	Large	Family	came	to	take	tea	with	her,	and	as	they	sat
or	curled	up	on	the	hearth-rug	she	told	the	story	in	her	own	way,	and	the	Indian
gentleman	listened	and	watched	her.	When	she	had	finished	she	looked	up	at	him
and	put	her	hand	on	his	knee.
"That	is	my	part,"	she	said.	"Now	won't	you	tell	your	part	of	it,	Uncle	Tom?"

He	had	asked	her	to	call	him	always	"Uncle	Tom."	"I	don't	know	your	part	yet,
and	it	must	be	beautiful."
So	he	told	them	how,	when	he	sat	alone,	ill	and	dull	and	irritable,	Ram	Dass

had	 tried	 to	distract	him	by	describing	 the	passers	by,	and	 there	was	one	child
who	passed	 oftener	 than	 any	 one	 else;	 he	 had	 begun	 to	 be	 interested	 in	 her—
partly	 perhaps	 because	 he	was	 thinking	 a	 great	 deal	 of	 a	 little	 girl,	 and	 partly
because	Ram	Dass	had	been	able	to	relate	the	incident	of	his	visit	to	the	attic	in
chase	of	the	monkey.	He	had	described	its	cheerless	look,	and	the	bearing	of	the
child,	who	seemed	as	 if	 she	was	not	of	 the	class	of	 those	who	were	 treated	as
drudges	and	servants.	Bit	by	bit,	Ram	Dass	had	made	discoveries	concerning	the
wretchedness	of	her	 life.	He	had	 found	out	how	easy	a	matter	 it	was	 to	 climb
across	the	few	yards	of	roof	to	the	skylight,	and	this	fact	had	been	the	beginning
of	all	that	followed.
"Sahib,"	he	had	said	one	day,	 "I	could	cross	 the	slates	and	make	 the	child	a



fire	when	she	is	out	on	some	errand.	When	she	returned,	wet	and	cold,	to	find	it
blazing,	she	would	think	a	magician	had	done	it."
The	idea	had	been	so	fanciful	that	Mr.	Carrisford's	sad	face	had	lighted	with	a

smile,	and	Ram	Dass	had	been	so	filled	with	rapture	that	he	had	enlarged	upon	it
and	explained	 to	his	master	how	simple	 it	would	be	 to	accomplish	numbers	of
other	 things.	 He	 had	 shown	 a	 childlike	 pleasure	 and	 invention,	 and	 the
preparations	for	the	carrying	out	of	the	plan	had	filled	many	a	day	with	interest
which	 would	 otherwise	 have	 dragged	 wearily.	 On	 the	 night	 of	 the	 frustrated
banquet	Ram	Dass	 had	 kept	watch,	 all	 his	 packages	 being	 in	 readiness	 in	 the
attic	which	was	his	own;	and	the	person	who	was	to	help	him	had	waited	with
him,	as	interested	as	himself	in	the	odd	adventure.	Ram	Dass	had	been	lying	flat
upon	 the	 slates,	 looking	 in	 at	 the	 skylight,	 when	 the	 banquet	 had	 come	 to	 its
disastrous	 conclusion;	 he	 had	been	 sure	 of	 the	 profoundness	 of	Sara's	wearied
sleep;	 and	 then,	 with	 a	 dark	 lantern,	 he	 had	 crept	 into	 the	 room,	 while	 his
companion	 remained	 outside	 and	 handed	 the	 things	 to	 him.	 When	 Sara	 had
stirred	ever	so	faintly,	Ram	Dass	had	closed	the	lantern-slide	and	lain	flat	upon
the	floor.	These	and	many	other	exciting	things	the	children	found	out	by	asking
a	thousand	questions.
"I	am	so	glad,"	Sara	said.	"I	am	so	GLAD	it	was	you	who	were	my	friend!"
There	never	were	such	friends	as	these	two	became.	Somehow,	they	seemed	to

suit	 each	 other	 in	 a	 wonderful	 way.	 The	 Indian	 gentleman	 had	 never	 had	 a
companion	he	liked	quite	as	much	as	he	liked	Sara.	In	a	month's	time	he	was,	as
Mr.	Carmichael	had	prophesied	he	would	be,	a	new	man.	He	was	always	amused
and	interested,	and	he	began	to	find	an	actual	pleasure	in	the	possession	of	 the
wealth	 he	 had	 imagined	 that	 he	 loathed	 the	 burden	 of.	 There	 were	 so	 many
charming	 things	 to	plan	for	Sara.	There	was	a	 little	 joke	between	 them	that	he
was	a	magician,	and	it	was	one	of	his	pleasures	to	invent	things	to	surprise	her.
She	 found	 beautiful	 new	 flowers	 growing	 in	 her	 room,	 whimsical	 little	 gifts
tucked	under	pillows,	and	once,	as	 they	sat	 together	 in	 the	evening,	 they	heard
the	scratch	of	a	heavy	paw	on	the	door,	and	when	Sara	went	to	find	out	what	it
was,	 there	 stood	 a	 great	 dog—a	 splendid	 Russian	 boarhound—with	 a	 grand
silver	and	gold	collar	bearing	an	 inscription.	"I	am	Boris,"	 it	 read;	"I	serve	 the
Princess	Sara."
There	was	nothing	 the	Indian	gentleman	 loved	more	 than	 the	recollection	of

the	little	princess	in	rags	and	tatters.	The	afternoons	in	which	the	Large	Family,
or	Ermengarde	and	Lottie,	gathered	to	rejoice	together	were	very	delightful.	But
the	hours	when	Sara	and	the	Indian	gentleman	sat	alone	and	read	or	talked	had	a
special	 charm	 of	 their	 own.	 During	 their	 passing	 many	 interesting	 things
occurred.



One	 evening,	 Mr.	 Carrisford,	 looking	 up	 from	 his	 book,	 noticed	 that	 his
companion	had	not	stirred	for	some	time,	but	sat	gazing	into	the	fire.
"What	are	you	'supposing,'	Sara?"	he	asked.
Sara	looked	up,	with	a	bright	color	on	her	cheek.
"I	WAS	 supposing,"	 she	 said;	 "I	 was	 remembering	 that	 hungry	 day,	 and	 a

child	I	saw."
"But	 there	were	a	great	many	hungry	days,"	said	 the	Indian	gentleman,	with

rather	a	sad	tone	in	his	voice.	"Which	hungry	day	was	it?"
"I	forgot	you	didn't	know,"	said	Sara.	"It	was	the	day	the	dream	came	true."
Then	she	told	him	the	story	of	the	bun	shop,	and	the	fourpence	she	picked	up

out	of	the	sloppy	mud,	and	the	child	who	was	hungrier	than	herself.	She	told	it
quite	 simply,	 and	 in	 as	 few	 words	 as	 possible;	 but	 somehow	 the	 Indian
gentleman	found	it	necessary	to	shade	his	eyes	with	his	hand	and	look	down	at
the	carpet.
"And	I	was	supposing	a	kind	of	plan,"	she	said,	when	she	had	finished.	"I	was

thinking	I	should	like	to	do	something."
"What	was	it?"	said	Mr.	Carrisford,	in	a	low	tone.	"You	may	do	anything	you

like	to	do,	princess."
"I	was	wondering,"	rather	hesitated	Sara—"you	know,	you	say	I	have	so	much

money—I	was	wondering	if	I	could	go	to	see	the	bun-woman,	and	tell	her	that	if,
when	hungry	children—particularly	on	those	dreadful	days—come	and	sit	on	the
steps,	 or	 look	 in	 at	 the	 window,	 she	 would	 just	 call	 them	 in	 and	 give	 them
something	to	eat,	she	might	send	the	bills	to	me.	Could	I	do	that?"
"You	shall	do	it	tomorrow	morning,"	said	the	Indian	gentleman.
"Thank	you,"	said	Sara.	"You	see,	I	know	what	it	is	to	be	hungry,	and	it	is	very

hard	when	one	cannot	even	PRETEND	it	away."
"Yes,	yes,	my	dear,"	said	 the	Indian	gentleman.	"Yes,	yes,	 it	must	be.	Try	to

forget	it.	Come	and	sit	on	this	footstool	near	my	knee,	and	only	remember	you
are	a	princess."
"Yes,"	 said	Sara,	 smiling;	 "and	 I	 can	 give	 buns	 and	 bread	 to	 the	 populace."

And	she	went	and	sat	on	the	stool,	and	the	Indian	gentleman	(he	used	to	like	her
to	call	him	that,	too,	sometimes)	drew	her	small	dark	head	down	on	his	knee	and
stroked	her	hair.
The	 next	 morning,	 Miss	 Minchin,	 in	 looking	 out	 of	 her	 window,	 saw	 the

things	she	perhaps	least	enjoyed	seeing.	The	Indian	gentleman's	carriage,	with	its
tall	horses,	drew	up	before	the	door	of	the	next	house,	and	its	owner	and	a	little
figure,	warm	with	 soft,	 rich	 furs,	 descended	 the	 steps	 to	 get	 into	 it.	 The	 little
figure	was	a	familiar	one,	and	reminded	Miss	Minchin	of	days	in	the	past.	It	was
followed	by	another	as	familiar—the	sight	of	which	she	found	very	irritating.	It



was	Becky,	who,	in	the	character	of	delighted	attendant,	always	accompanied	her
young	mistress	 to	her	carriage,	carrying	wraps	and	belongings.	Already	Becky
had	a	pink,	round	face.
A	little	later	the	carriage	drew	up	before	the	door	of	the	baker's	shop,	and	its

occupants	got	out,	oddly	enough,	 just	 as	 the	bun-woman	was	putting	a	 tray	of
smoking-hot	buns	into	the	window.
When	Sara	entered	the	shop	the	woman	turned	and	looked	at	her,	and,	leaving

the	buns,	came	and	stood	behind	the	counter.	For	a	moment	she	looked	at	Sara
very	hard	indeed,	and	then	her	good-natured	face	lighted	up.
"I'm	sure	that	I	remember	you,	miss,"	she	said.	"And	yet—"
"Yes,"	said	Sara;	"once	you	gave	me	six	buns	for	fourpence,	and—"
"And	you	gave	five	of	'em	to	a	beggar	child,"	the	woman	broke	in	on	her.	"I've

always	 remembered	 it.	 I	couldn't	make	 it	out	at	 first."	She	 turned	 round	 to	 the
Indian	gentleman	and	spoke	her	next	words	to	him.	"I	beg	your	pardon,	sir,	but
there's	not	many	young	people	 that	notices	a	hungry	face	 in	 that	way;	and	I've
thought	of	 it	many	a	 time.	Excuse	 the	 liberty,	miss,"—to	Sara—"but	you	 look
rosier	and—well,	better	than	you	did	that—that—"
"I	 am	better,	 thank	you,"	 said	Sara.	 "And—I	am	much	happier—and	 I	 have

come	to	ask	you	to	do	something	for	me."
"Me,	miss!"	exclaimed	the	bun-woman,	smiling	cheerfully.	"Why,	bless	you!

Yes,	miss.	What	can	I	do?"
And	then	Sara,	leaning	on	the	counter,	made	her	little	proposal	concerning	the

dreadful	days	and	the	hungry	waifs	and	the	buns.
The	woman	watched	her,	and	listened	with	an	astonished	face.
"Why,	bless	me!"	she	said	again	when	she	had	heard	it	all;	"it'll	be	a	pleasure

to	me	to	do	it.	I	am	a	working-woman	myself	and	cannot	afford	to	do	much	on
my	own	account,	and	there's	sights	of	trouble	on	every	side;	but,	if	you'll	excuse
me,	 I'm	 bound	 to	 say	 I've	 given	 away	 many	 a	 bit	 of	 bread	 since	 that	 wet
afternoon,	just	along	o'	thinking	of	you—an'	how	wet	an'	cold	you	was,	an'	how
hungry	 you	 looked;	 an'	 yet	 you	 gave	 away	 your	 hot	 buns	 as	 if	 you	 was	 a
princess."
The	Indian	gentleman	smiled	involuntarily	at	this,	and	Sara	smiled	a	little,	too,

remembering	what	 she	had	said	 to	herself	when	she	put	 the	buns	down	on	 the
ravenous	child's	ragged	lap.
"She	looked	so	hungry,"	she	said.	"She	was	even	hungrier	than	I	was."
"She	was	starving,"	said	the	woman.	"Many's	the	time	she's	told	me	of	it	since

—how	she	 sat	 there	 in	 the	wet,	 and	 felt	 as	 if	 a	wolf	was	a-tearing	at	her	poor
young	insides."
"Oh,	have	you	seen	her	since	then?"	exclaimed	Sara.	"Do	you	know	where	she



is?"
"Yes,	 I	 do,"	 answered	 the	 woman,	 smiling	 more	 good-naturedly	 than	 ever.

"Why,	she's	in	that	there	back	room,	miss,	an'	has	been	for	a	month;	an'	a	decent,
well-meanin'	girl	she's	goin'	to	turn	out,	an'	such	a	help	to	me	in	the	shop	an'	in
the	kitchen	as	you'd	scarce	believe,	knowin'	how	she's	lived."
She	 stepped	 to	 the	 door	 of	 the	 little	 back	 parlor	 and	 spoke;	 and	 the	 next

minute	a	girl	came	out	and	followed	her	behind	the	counter.	And	actually	it	was
the	 beggar-child,	 clean	 and	neatly	 clothed,	 and	 looking	 as	 if	 she	 had	not	 been
hungry	for	a	long	time.	She	looked	shy,	but	she	had	a	nice	face,	now	that	she	was
no	longer	a	savage,	and	the	wild	look	had	gone	from	her	eyes.	She	knew	Sara	in
an	instant,	and	stood	and	looked	at	her	as	if	she	could	never	look	enough.
"You	 see,"	 said	 the	woman,	 "I	 told	 her	 to	 come	when	 she	was	 hungry,	 and

when	she'd	come	I'd	give	her	odd	 jobs	 to	do;	an'	 I	 found	she	was	willing,	and
somehow	 I	 got	 to	 like	 her;	 and	 the	 end	 of	 it	was,	 I've	 given	 her	 a	 place	 an'	 a
home,	and	she	helps	me,	an'	behaves	well,	an'	is	as	thankful	as	a	girl	can	be.	Her
name's	Anne.	She	has	no	other."
The	children	stood	and	looked	at	each	other	for	a	few	minutes;	and	then	Sara

took	her	hand	out	of	her	muff	and	held	it	out	across	the	counter,	and	Anne	took
it,	and	they	looked	straight	into	each	other's	eyes.
"I	am	so	glad,"	Sara	said.	"And	I	have	just	thought	of	something.	Perhaps	Mrs.

Brown	will	let	you	be	the	one	to	give	the	buns	and	bread	to	the	children.	Perhaps
you	would	like	to	do	it	because	you	know	what	it	is	to	be	hungry,	too."
"Yes,	miss,"	said	the	girl.
And,	somehow,	Sara	felt	as	if	she	understood	her,	though	she	said	so	little,	and

only	stood	still	and	looked	and	looked	after	her	as	she	went	out	of	the	shop	with
the	Indian	gentleman,	and	they	got	into	the	carriage	and	drove	away.
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Chapter		1
There	is	no	one	left
When	Mary	 Lennox	 was	 sent	 to	Misselthwaite	Manor	 to	 live	 with	 her	 uncle
everybody	 said	 she	was	 the	most	 disagreeable-looking	 child	 ever	 seen.	 It	was
true,	too.	She	had	a	little	thin	face	and	a	little	thin	body,	thin	light	hair	and	a	sour
expression.	Her	hair	was	yellow,	and	her	face	was	yellow	because	she	had	been
born	in	India	and	had	always	been	ill	in	one	way	or	another.	Her	father	had	held
a	 position	 under	 the	 English	 Government	 and	 had	 always	 been	 busy	 and	 ill
himself,	and	her	mother	had	been	a	great	beauty	who	cared	only	to	go	to	parties
and	amuse	herself	with	gay	people.	She	had	not	wanted	a	 little	girl	 at	 all,	 and
when	Mary	was	born	she	handed	her	over	to	the	care	of	an	Ayah,	who	was	made
to	understand	that	if	she	wished	to	please	the	Mem	Sahib	she	must	keep	the	child
out	of	 sight	 as	much	as	possible.	So	when	 she	was	 a	 sickly,	 fretful,	 ugly	 little
baby	 she	 was	 kept	 out	 of	 the	 way,	 and	 when	 she	 became	 a	 sickly,	 fretful,
toddling	thing	she	was	kept	out	of	the	way	also.	She	never	remembered	seeing
familiarly	anything	but	the	dark	faces	of	her	Ayah	and	the	other	native	servants,
and	as	they	always	obeyed	her	and	gave	her	her	own	way	in	everything,	because
the	Mem	Sahib	would	be	angry	if	she	was	disturbed	by	her	crying,	by	the	time
she	was	six	years	old	she	was	as	tyrannical	and	selfish	a	little	pig	as	ever	lived.
The	young	English	governess	who	came	to	teach	her	to	read	and	write	disliked
her	 so	 much	 that	 she	 gave	 up	 her	 place	 in	 three	 months,	 and	 when	 other
governesses	came	to	try	to	fill	 it	 they	always	went	away	in	a	shorter	 time	than
the	 first	 one.	 So	 if	Mary	 had	 not	 chosen	 to	 really	want	 to	 know	 how	 to	 read
books	she	would	never	have	learned	her	letters	at	all.
One	 frightfully	 hot	 morning,	 when	 she	 was	 about	 nine	 years	 old,	 she

awakened	feeling	very	cross,	and	she	became	crosser	still	when	she	saw	that	the
servant	who	stood	by	her	bedside	was	not	her	Ayah.
"Why	did	you	come?"	she	said	to	the	strange	woman.	"I	will	not	let	you	stay.

Send	my	Ayah	to	me."
The	woman	 looked	 frightened,	 but	 she	only	 stammered	 that	 the	Ayah	 could

not	come	and	when	Mary	threw	herself	into	a	passion	and	beat	and	kicked	her,
she	 looked	 only	more	 frightened	 and	 repeated	 that	 it	was	 not	 possible	 for	 the
Ayah	to	come	to	Missie	Sahib.



There	was	something	mysterious	in	the	air	that	morning.	Nothing	was	done	in
its	regular	order	and	several	of	the	native	servants	seemed	missing,	while	those
whom	Mary	saw	slunk	or	hurried	about	with	ashy	and	scared	faces.	But	no	one
would	tell	her	anything	and	her	Ayah	did	not	come.	She	was	actually	left	alone
as	the	morning	went	on,	and	at	last	she	wandered	out	into	the	garden	and	began
to	 play	 by	 herself	 under	 a	 tree	 near	 the	 veranda.	 She	 pretended	 that	 she	 was
making	a	flower-bed,	and	she	stuck	big	scarlet	hibiscus	blossoms	into	little	heaps
of	earth,	all	the	time	growing	more	and	more	angry	and	muttering	to	herself	the
things	she	would	say	and	the	names	she	would	call	Saidie	when	she	returned.
"Pig!	Pig!	Daughter	 of	Pigs!"	 she	 said,	 because	 to	 call	 a	 native	 a	 pig	 is	 the

worst	insult	of	all.
She	 was	 grinding	 her	 teeth	 and	 saying	 this	 over	 and	 over	 again	 when	 she

heard	her	mother	come	out	on	the	veranda	with	some	one.	She	was	with	a	fair
young	man	and	they	stood	talking	together	in	low	strange	voices.	Mary	knew	the
fair	young	man	who	looked	like	a	boy.	She	had	heard	that	he	was	a	very	young
officer	who	had	just	come	from	England.	The	child	stared	at	him,	but	she	stared
most	 at	 her	 mother.	 She	 always	 did	 this	 when	 she	 had	 a	 chance	 to	 see	 her,
because	the	Mem	Sahib—Mary	used	to	call	her	that	oftener	than	anything	else—
was	such	a	tall,	slim,	pretty	person	and	wore	such	lovely	clothes.	Her	hair	was
like	curly	silk	and	she	had	a	delicate	little	nose	which	seemed	to	be	disdaining
things,	and	she	had	large	laughing	eyes.	All	her	clothes	were	thin	and	floating,
and	Mary	said	they	were	"full	of	lace."	They	looked	fuller	of	lace	than	ever	this
morning,	but	her	eyes	were	not	laughing	at	all.	They	were	large	and	scared	and
lifted	imploringly	to	the	fair	boy	officer's	face.
"Is	it	so	very	bad?	Oh,	is	it?"	Mary	heard	her	say.
"Awfully,"	 the	 young	 man	 answered	 in	 a	 trembling	 voice.	 "Awfully,	 Mrs.

Lennox.	You	ought	to	have	gone	to	the	hills	two	weeks	ago."
The	Mem	Sahib	wrung	her	hands.
"Oh,	I	know	I	ought!"	she	cried.	"I	only	stayed	to	go	to	that	silly	dinner	party.

What	a	fool	I	was!"
At	that	very	moment	such	a	loud	sound	of	wailing	broke	out	from	the	servants'

quarters	that	she	clutched	the	young	man's	arm,	and	Mary	stood	shivering	from
head	to	foot.	The	wailing	grew	wilder	and	wilder.	"What	is	it?	What	is	it?"	Mrs.
Lennox	gasped.
"Some	one	has	died,"	answered	the	boy	officer.	"You	did	not	say	it	had	broken

out	among	your	servants."
"I	did	not	know!"	the	Mem	Sahib	cried.	"Come	with	me!	Come	with	me!"	and

she	turned	and	ran	into	the	house.
After	that,	appalling	things	happened,	and	the	mysteriousness	of	the	morning



was	explained	 to	Mary.	The	cholera	had	broken	out	 in	 its	most	 fatal	 form	and
people	were	dying	like	flies.	The	Ayah	had	been	taken	ill	in	the	night,	and	it	was
because	 she	 had	 just	 died	 that	 the	 servants	 had	wailed	 in	 the	 huts.	Before	 the
next	day	three	other	servants	were	dead	and	others	had	run	away	in	terror.	There
was	panic	on	every	side,	and	dying	people	in	all	the	bungalows.
During	the	confusion	and	bewilderment	of	the	second	day	Mary	hid	herself	in

the	 nursery	 and	 was	 forgotten	 by	 everyone.	 Nobody	 thought	 of	 her,	 nobody
wanted	 her,	 and	 strange	 things	 happened	 of	 which	 she	 knew	 nothing.	 Mary
alternately	cried	and	slept	through	the	hours.	She	only	knew	that	people	were	ill
and	 that	 she	heard	mysterious	 and	 frightening	 sounds.	Once	 she	 crept	 into	 the
dining-room	and	found	it	empty,	though	a	partly	finished	meal	was	on	the	table
and	chairs	and	plates	 looked	as	 if	 they	had	been	hastily	pushed	back	when	 the
diners	rose	suddenly	for	some	reason.	The	child	ate	some	fruit	and	biscuits,	and
being	thirsty	she	drank	a	glass	of	wine	which	stood	nearly	filled.	It	was	sweet,
and	she	did	not	know	how	strong	it	was.	Very	soon	it	made	her	intensely	drowsy,
and	she	went	back	to	her	nursery	and	shut	herself	 in	again,	frightened	by	cries
she	heard	in	the	huts	and	by	the	hurrying	sound	of	feet.	The	wine	made	her	so
sleepy	that	she	could	scarcely	keep	her	eyes	open	and	she	lay	down	on	her	bed
and	knew	nothing	more	for	a	long	time.
Many	things	happened	during	the	hours	in	which	she	slept	so	heavily,	but	she

was	not	disturbed	by	the	wails	and	the	sound	of	things	being	carried	in	and	out
of	the	bungalow.
When	she	awakened	she	lay	and	stared	at	 the	wall.	The	house	was	perfectly

still.	She	had	never	known	it	to	be	so	silent	before.	She	heard	neither	voices	nor
footsteps,	 and	wondered	 if	 everybody	 had	 got	 well	 of	 the	 cholera	 and	 all	 the
trouble	was	over.	She	wondered	also	who	would	take	care	of	her	now	her	Ayah
was	dead.	There	would	be	a	new	Ayah,	and	perhaps	she	would	know	some	new
stories.	Mary	had	been	rather	tired	of	the	old	ones.	She	did	not	cry	because	her
nurse	had	died.	She	was	not	an	affectionate	child	and	had	never	cared	much	for
any	 one.	 The	 noise	 and	 hurrying	 about	 and	 wailing	 over	 the	 cholera	 had
frightened	her,	and	she	had	been	angry	because	no	one	seemed	to	remember	that
she	was	alive.	Everyone	was	too	panic-stricken	to	think	of	a	little	girl	no	one	was
fond	of.	When	people	had	the	cholera	 it	seemed	that	 they	remembered	nothing
but	 themselves.	 But	 if	 everyone	 had	 got	 well	 again,	 surely	 some	 one	 would
remember	and	come	to	look	for	her.
But	no	one	came,	and	as	she	lay	waiting	the	house	seemed	to	grow	more	and

more	silent.	She	heard	something	rustling	on	 the	matting	and	when	she	 looked
down	she	saw	a	little	snake	gliding	along	and	watching	her	with	eyes	like	jewels.
She	was	not	 frightened,	because	he	was	a	harmless	 little	 thing	who	would	not



hurt	her	and	he	seemed	in	a	hurry	to	get	out	of	the	room.	He	slipped	under	the
door	as	she	watched	him.
"How	queer	and	quiet	it	is,"	she	said.	"It	sounds	as	if	there	were	no	one	in	the

bungalow	but	me	and	the	snake."
Almost	the	next	minute	she	heard	footsteps	in	the	compound,	and	then	on	the

veranda.	 They	 were	 men's	 footsteps,	 and	 the	 men	 entered	 the	 bungalow	 and
talked	in	low	voices.	No	one	went	to	meet	or	speak	to	them	and	they	seemed	to
open	 doors	 and	 look	 into	 rooms.	 "What	 desolation!"	 she	 heard	 one	 voice	 say.
"That	pretty,	pretty	woman!	I	suppose	the	child,	 too.	I	heard	there	was	a	child,
though	no	one	ever	saw	her."
Mary	was	standing	in	the	middle	of	the	nursery	when	they	opened	the	door	a

few	 minutes	 later.	 She	 looked	 an	 ugly,	 cross	 little	 thing	 and	 was	 frowning
because	 she	was	beginning	 to	be	hungry	 and	 feel	 disgracefully	neglected.	The
first	man	who	came	in	was	a	large	officer	she	had	once	seen	talking	to	her	father.
He	 looked	 tired	 and	 troubled,	 but	when	 he	 saw	her	 he	was	 so	 startled	 that	 he
almost	jumped	back.
"Barney!"	he	cried	out.	"There	is	a	child	here!	A	child	alone!	In	a	place	like

this!	Mercy	on	us,	who	is	she!"
"I	am	Mary	Lennox,"	the	little	girl	said,	drawing	herself	up	stiffly.	She	thought

the	man	was	very	rude	to	call	her	father's	bungalow	"A	place	like	 this!"	"I	fell
asleep	when	 everyone	had	 the	 cholera	 and	 I	 have	only	 just	wakened	up.	Why
does	nobody	come?"
"It	 is	 the	 child	 no	 one	 ever	 saw!"	 exclaimed	 the	 man,	 turning	 to	 his

companions.	"She	has	actually	been	forgotten!"
"Why	 was	 I	 forgotten?"	Mary	 said,	 stamping	 her	 foot.	 "Why	 does	 nobody

come?"
The	young	man	whose	name	was	Barney	looked	at	her	very	sadly.	Mary	even

thought	she	saw	him	wink	his	eyes	as	if	to	wink	tears	away.
"Poor	little	kid!"	he	said.	"There	is	nobody	left	to	come."
It	was	in	that	strange	and	sudden	way	that	Mary	found	out	that	she	had	neither

father	nor	mother	left;	that	they	had	died	and	been	carried	away	in	the	night,	and
that	the	few	native	servants	who	had	not	died	also	had	left	the	house	as	quickly
as	 they	 could	 get	 out	 of	 it,	 none	 of	 them	 even	 remembering	 that	 there	was	 a
Missie	Sahib.	That	was	why	the	place	was	so	quiet.	It	was	true	that	there	was	no
one	in	the	bungalow	but	herself	and	the	little	rustling	snake.



Chapter		2
Mistress	Mary	quite	contrary
Mary	had	 liked	 to	 look	at	her	mother	 from	a	distance	and	she	had	 thought	her
very	 pretty,	 but	 as	 she	 knew	 very	 little	 of	 her	 she	 could	 scarcely	 have	 been
expected	to	love	her	or	to	miss	her	very	much	when	she	was	gone.	She	did	not
miss	her	at	all,	in	fact,	and	as	she	was	a	self-absorbed	child	she	gave	her	entire
thought	to	herself,	as	she	had	always	done.	If	she	had	been	older	she	would	no
doubt	have	been	very	anxious	at	being	left	alone	in	the	world,	but	she	was	very
young,	 and	 as	 she	 had	 always	 been	 taken	 care	 of,	 she	 supposed	 she	 always
would	be.	What	she	thought	was	that	she	would	like	to	know	if	she	was	going	to
nice	people,	who	would	be	polite	to	her	and	give	her	her	own	way	as	her	Ayah
and	the	other	native	servants	had	done.
She	 knew	 that	 she	 was	 not	 going	 to	 stay	 at	 the	 English	 clergyman's	 house

where	she	was	 taken	at	 first.	She	did	not	want	 to	 stay.	The	English	clergyman
was	poor	and	he	had	five	children	nearly	all	the	same	age	and	they	wore	shabby
clothes	 and	were	 always	 quarreling	 and	 snatching	 toys	 from	 each	 other.	Mary
hated	their	untidy	bungalow	and	was	so	disagreeable	to	them	that	after	the	first
day	or	two	nobody	would	play	with	her.	By	the	second	day	they	had	given	her	a
nickname	which	made	her	furious.
It	was	Basil	who	thought	of	it	first.	Basil	was	a	little	boy	with	impudent	blue

eyes	 and	 a	 turned-up	 nose,	 and	Mary	 hated	 him.	 She	 was	 playing	 by	 herself
under	a	tree,	just	as	she	had	been	playing	the	day	the	cholera	broke	out.	She	was
making	heaps	of	earth	and	paths	for	a	garden	and	Basil	came	and	stood	near	to
watch	her.	Presently	he	got	rather	interested	and	suddenly	made	a	suggestion.
"Why	don't	 you	 put	 a	 heap	 of	 stones	 there	 and	 pretend	 it	 is	 a	 rockery?"	 he

said.	"There	in	the	middle,"	and	he	leaned	over	her	to	point.
"Go	away!"	cried	Mary.	"I	don't	want	boys.	Go	away!"
For	a	moment	Basil	looked	angry,	and	then	he	began	to	tease.	He	was	always

teasing	his	sisters.	He	danced	round	and	round	her	and	made	faces	and	sang	and
laughed.
"Mistress	Mary,	quite	contrary,

How	does	your	garden	grow?
With	silver	bells,	and	cockle	shells,



And	marigolds	all	in	a	row."
He	 sang	 it	 until	 the	 other	 children	 heard	 and	 laughed,	 too;	 and	 the	 crosser

Mary	got,	the	more	they	sang	"Mistress	Mary,	quite	contrary";	and	after	that	as
long	 as	 she	 stayed	with	 them	 they	 called	 her	 "Mistress	Mary	Quite	Contrary"
when	they	spoke	of	her	to	each	other,	and	often	when	they	spoke	to	her.
"You	are	going	 to	be	sent	home,"	Basil	said	 to	her,	"at	 the	end	of	 the	week.

And	we're	glad	of	it."
"I	am	glad	of	it,	too,"	answered	Mary.	"Where	is	home?"
"She	doesn't	know	where	home	is!"	said	Basil,	with	seven-year-old	scorn.	"It's

England,	of	course.	Our	grandmama	lives	there	and	our	sister	Mabel	was	sent	to
her	 last	 year.	You	 are	 not	 going	 to	 your	 grandmama.	You	 have	 none.	You	 are
going	to	your	uncle.	His	name	is	Mr.	Archibald	Craven."
"I	don't	know	anything	about	him,"	snapped	Mary.
"I	 know	you	don't,"	Basil	 answered.	 "You	don't	 know	anything.	Girls	 never

do.	I	heard	father	and	mother	talking	about	him.	He	lives	in	a	great,	big,	desolate
old	house	 in	 the	country	and	no	one	goes	near	him.	He's	 so	cross	he	won't	 let
them,	and	they	wouldn't	come	if	he	would	let	them.	He's	a	hunchback,	and	he's
horrid."	"I	don't	believe	you,"	said	Mary;	and	she	turned	her	back	and	stuck	her
fingers	in	her	ears,	because	she	would	not	listen	any	more.
But	she	thought	over	it	a	great	deal	afterward;	and	when	Mrs.	Crawford	told

her	that	night	that	she	was	going	to	sail	away	to	England	in	a	few	days	and	go	to
her	uncle,	Mr.	Archibald	Craven,	who	lived	at	Misselthwaite	Manor,	she	looked
so	stony	and	stubbornly	uninterested	that	they	did	not	know	what	to	think	about
her.	They	tried	to	be	kind	to	her,	but	she	only	turned	her	face	away	when	Mrs.
Crawford	 attempted	 to	 kiss	 her,	 and	 held	 herself	 stiffly	 when	 Mr.	 Crawford
patted	her	shoulder.
"She	is	such	a	plain	child,"	Mrs.	Crawford	said	pityingly,	afterward.	"And	her

mother	was	such	a	pretty	creature.	She	had	a	very	pretty	manner,	too,	and	Mary
has	 the	 most	 unattractive	 ways	 I	 ever	 saw	 in	 a	 child.	 The	 children	 call	 her
'Mistress	Mary	Quite	Contrary,'	and	though	it's	naughty	of	them,	one	can't	help
understanding	it."
"Perhaps	 if	 her	 mother	 had	 carried	 her	 pretty	 face	 and	 her	 pretty	 manners

oftener	 into	 the	 nursery	Mary	might	 have	 learned	 some	 pretty	ways	 too.	 It	 is
very	sad,	now	 the	poor	beautiful	 thing	 is	gone,	 to	 remember	 that	many	people
never	even	knew	that	she	had	a	child	at	all."
"I	believe	she	scarcely	ever	looked	at	her,"	sighed	Mrs.	Crawford.	"When	her

Ayah	was	dead	there	was	no	one	to	give	a	thought	to	the	little	thing.	Think	of	the
servants	 running	 away	 and	 leaving	 her	 all	 alone	 in	 that	 deserted	 bungalow.
Colonel	McGrew	said	he	nearly	jumped	out	of	his	skin	when	he	opened	the	door



and	found	her	standing	by	herself	in	the	middle	of	the	room."
Mary	made	 the	 long	 voyage	 to	England	 under	 the	 care	 of	 an	 officer's	wife,

who	was	taking	her	children	to	 leave	them	in	a	boarding-school.	She	was	very
much	absorbed	 in	her	own	 little	boy	and	girl,	 and	was	 rather	glad	 to	hand	 the
child	over	to	the	woman	Mr.	Archibald	Craven	sent	to	meet	her,	in	London.	The
woman	was	 his	 housekeeper	 at	Misselthwaite	Manor,	 and	 her	 name	was	Mrs.
Medlock.	She	was	a	 stout	woman,	with	very	 red	cheeks	and	sharp	black	eyes.
She	wore	a	very	purple	dress,	a	black	silk	mantle	with	jet	fringe	on	it	and	a	black
bonnet	with	purple	velvet	flowers	which	stuck	up	and	trembled	when	she	moved
her	head.	Mary	did	not	like	her	at	all,	but	as	she	very	seldom	liked	people	there
was	nothing	remarkable	in	that;	besides	which	it	was	very	evident	Mrs.	Medlock
did	not	think	much	of	her.
"My	word!	she's	a	plain	little	piece	of	goods!"	she	said.	"And	we'd	heard	that

her	mother	was	a	beauty.	She	hasn't	handed	much	of	it	down,	has	she,	ma'am?"
"Perhaps	 she	 will	 improve	 as	 she	 grows	 older,"	 the	 officer's	 wife	 said	 good-
naturedly.	"If	she	were	not	so	sallow	and	had	a	nicer	expression,	her	features	are
rather	good.	Children	alter	so	much."
"She'll	 have	 to	 alter	 a	 good	 deal,"	 answered	 Mrs.	 Medlock.	 "And,	 there's

nothing	 likely	 to	 improve	 children	 at	 Misselthwaite—if	 you	 ask	 me!"	 They
thought	Mary	was	not	listening	because	she	was	standing	a	little	apart	from	them
at	 the	 window	 of	 the	 private	 hotel	 they	 had	 gone	 to.	 She	 was	 watching	 the
passing	buses	and	cabs	and	people,	but	she	heard	quite	well	and	was	made	very
curious	about	her	uncle	and	the	place	he	lived	in.	What	sort	of	a	place	was	it,	and
what	 would	 he	 be	 like?	 What	 was	 a	 hunchback?	 She	 had	 never	 seen	 one.
Perhaps	there	were	none	in	India.
Since	she	had	been	living	in	other	people's	houses	and	had	had	no	Ayah,	she

had	begun	to	feel	lonely	and	to	think	queer	thoughts	which	were	new	to	her.	She
had	begun	to	wonder	why	she	had	never	seemed	to	belong	to	anyone	even	when
her	father	and	mother	had	been	alive.	Other	children	seemed	to	belong	to	their
fathers	and	mothers,	but	 she	had	never	 seemed	 to	 really	be	anyone's	 little	girl.
She	had	had	servants,	and	food	and	clothes,	but	no	one	had	taken	any	notice	of
her.	She	did	not	know	 that	 this	was	because	 she	was	 a	disagreeable	 child;	 but
then,	of	course,	she	did	not	know	she	was	disagreeable.	She	often	thought	 that
other	people	were,	but	she	did	not	know	that	she	was	so	herself.
She	 thought	Mrs.	Medlock	 the	most	 disagreeable	 person	 she	 had	 ever	 seen,

with	her	common,	highly	colored	face	and	her	common	fine	bonnet.	When	the
next	 day	 they	 set	 out	 on	 their	 journey	 to	 Yorkshire,	 she	 walked	 through	 the
station	to	the	railway	carriage	with	her	head	up	and	trying	to	keep	as	far	away
from	 her	 as	 she	 could,	 because	 she	 did	 not	want	 to	 seem	 to	 belong	 to	 her.	 It



would	have	made	her	angry	to	think	people	imagined	she	was	her	little	girl.
But	Mrs.	Medlock	was	not	in	the	least	disturbed	by	her	and	her	thoughts.	She

was	 the	kind	of	woman	who	would	 "stand	no	nonsense	 from	young	ones."	At
least,	that	is	what	she	would	have	said	if	she	had	been	asked.	She	had	not	wanted
to	go	to	London	just	when	her	sister	Maria's	daughter	was	going	to	be	married,
but	 she	 had	 a	 comfortable,	 well	 paid	 place	 as	 housekeeper	 at	 Misselthwaite
Manor	and	the	only	way	in	which	she	could	keep	it	was	to	do	at	once	what	Mr.
Archibald	Craven	told	her	to	do.	She	never	dared	even	to	ask	a	question.
"Captain	Lennox	and	his	wife	died	of	the	cholera,"	Mr.	Craven	had	said	in	his

short,	 cold	 way.	 "Captain	 Lennox	 was	 my	 wife's	 brother	 and	 I	 am	 their
daughter's	guardian.	The	child	is	to	be	brought	here.	You	must	go	to	London	and
bring	her	yourself."
So	she	packed	her	small	trunk	and	made	the	journey.
Mary	 sat	 in	 her	 corner	 of	 the	 railway	 carriage	 and	 looked	 plain	 and	 fretful.

She	had	nothing	 to	 read	or	 to	 look	at,	and	she	had	 folded	her	 thin	 little	black-
gloved	hands	in	her	lap.	Her	black	dress	made	her	look	yellower	than	ever,	and
her	limp	light	hair	straggled	from	under	her	black	crepe	hat.
"A	more	marred-looking	 young	 one	 I	 never	 saw	 in	my	 life,"	Mrs.	Medlock

thought.	 (Marred	 is	a	Yorkshire	word	and	means	spoiled	and	pettish.)	She	had
never	 seen	 a	 child	who	 sat	 so	 still	without	doing	anything;	 and	at	 last	 she	got
tired	of	watching	her	and	began	to	talk	in	a	brisk,	hard	voice.
"I	suppose	I	may	as	well	 tell	you	something	about	where	you	are	going	 to,"

she	said.	"Do	you	know	anything	about	your	uncle?"
"No,"	said	Mary.
"Never	heard	your	father	and	mother	talk	about	him?"
"No,"	 said	 Mary	 frowning.	 She	 frowned	 because	 she	 remembered	 that	 her

father	and	mother	had	never	talked	to	her	about	anything	in	particular.	Certainly
they	had	never	told	her	things.
"Humph,"	 muttered	 Mrs.	 Medlock,	 staring	 at	 her	 queer,	 unresponsive	 little

face.	She	did	not	say	any	more	for	a	few	moments	and	then	she	began	again.
"I	 suppose	 you	 might	 as	 well	 be	 told	 something—to	 prepare	 you.	 You	 are

going	to	a	queer	place."
Mary	said	nothing	at	all,	and	Mrs.	Medlock	looked	rather	discomfited	by	her

apparent	indifference,	but,	after	taking	a	breath,	she	went	on.
"Not	but	that	it's	a	grand	big	place	in	a	gloomy	way,	and	Mr.	Craven's	proud

of	it	in	his	way—and	that's	gloomy	enough,	too.	The	house	is	six	hundred	years
old	 and	 it's	 on	 the	 edge	 of	 the	moor,	 and	 there's	 near	 a	 hundred	 rooms	 in	 it,
though	 most	 of	 them's	 shut	 up	 and	 locked.	 And	 there's	 pictures	 and	 fine	 old
furniture	and	things	that's	been	there	for	ages,	and	there's	a	big	park	round	it	and



gardens	 and	 trees	 with	 branches	 trailing	 to	 the	 ground—some	 of	 them."	 She
paused	and	took	another	breath.	"But	there's	nothing	else,"	she	ended	suddenly.
Mary	had	begun	to	listen	in	spite	of	herself.	It	all	sounded	so	unlike	India,	and

anything	new	rather	attracted	her.	But	she	did	not	intend	to	look	as	if	she	were
interested.	That	was	one	of	her	unhappy,	disagreeable	ways.	So	she	sat	still.
"Well,"	said	Mrs.	Medlock.	"What	do	you	think	of	it?"
"Nothing,"	she	answered.	"I	know	nothing	about	such	places."
That	made	Mrs.	Medlock	laugh	a	short	sort	of	laugh.
"Eh!"	she	said,	"but	you	are	like	an	old	woman.	Don't	you	care?"
"It	doesn't	matter"	said	Mary,	"whether	I	care	or	not."
"You	are	right	enough	there,"	said	Mrs.	Medlock.	"It	doesn't.	What	you're	to

be	kept	at	Misselthwaite	Manor	for	I	don't	know,	unless	because	it's	the	easiest
way.	 He's	 not	 going	 to	 trouble	 himself	 about	 you,	 that's	 sure	 and	 certain.	 He
never	troubles	himself	about	no	one."
She	stopped	herself	as	if	she	had	just	remembered	something	in	time.
"He's	 got	 a	 crooked	 back,"	 she	 said.	 "That	 set	 him	 wrong.	 He	 was	 a	 sour

young	man	and	got	no	good	of	all	his	money	and	big	place	till	he	was	married."
Mary's	eyes	turned	toward	her	in	spite	of	her	intention	not	to	seem	to	care.	She

had	 never	 thought	 of	 the	 hunchback's	 being	 married	 and	 she	 was	 a	 trifle
surprised.	 Mrs.	 Medlock	 saw	 this,	 and	 as	 she	 was	 a	 talkative	 woman	 she
continued	with	more	interest.	This	was	one	way	of	passing	some	of	the	time,	at
any	rate.
"She	was	a	sweet,	pretty	thing	and	he'd	have	walked	the	world	over	to	get	her

a	blade	o'	grass	she	wanted.	Nobody	thought	she'd	marry	him,	but	she	did,	and
people	 said	 she	 married	 him	 for	 his	 money.	 But	 she	 didn't—she	 didn't,"
positively.	"When	she	died—"
Mary	gave	a	little	involuntary	jump.
"Oh!	 did	 she	 die!"	 she	 exclaimed,	 quite	 without	 meaning	 to.	 She	 had	 just

remembered	a	French	fairy	story	she	had	once	read	called	"Riquet	a	la	Houppe."
It	had	been	about	a	poor	hunchback	and	a	beautiful	princess	and	it	had	made	her
suddenly	sorry	for	Mr.	Archibald	Craven.
"Yes,	she	died,"	Mrs.	Medlock	answered.	"And	it	made	him	queerer	than	ever.

He	cares	about	nobody.	He	won't	see	people.	Most	of	the	time	he	goes	away,	and
when	he	is	at	Misselthwaite	he	shuts	himself	up	in	the	West	Wing	and	won't	let
any	 one	 but	 Pitcher	 see	 him.	 Pitcher's	 an	 old	 fellow,	 but	 he	 took	 care	 of	 him
when	he	was	a	child	and	he	knows	his	ways."
It	sounded	like	something	in	a	book	and	it	did	not	make	Mary	feel	cheerful.	A

house	with	a	hundred	rooms,	nearly	all	shut	up	and	with	their	doors	locked—a
house	on	the	edge	of	a	moor—whatsoever	a	moor	was—sounded	dreary.	A	man



with	 a	 crooked	 back	who	 shut	 himself	 up	 also!	 She	 stared	 out	 of	 the	window
with	her	 lips	pinched	 together,	and	 it	 seemed	quite	natural	 that	 the	 rain	should
have	begun	to	pour	down	in	gray	slanting	lines	and	splash	and	stream	down	the
window-panes.	 If	 the	 pretty	 wife	 had	 been	 alive	 she	might	 have	made	 things
cheerful	by	being	something	like	her	own	mother	and	by	running	in	and	out	and
going	to	parties	as	she	had	done	in	frocks	"full	of	 lace."	But	she	was	not	 there
any	more.
"You	 needn't	 expect	 to	 see	 him,	 because	 ten	 to	 one	 you	 won't,"	 said	 Mrs.

Medlock.	"And	you	mustn't	expect	that	there	will	be	people	to	talk	to	you.	You'll
have	to	play	about	and	look	after	yourself.	You'll	be	told	what	rooms	you	can	go
into	and	what	 rooms	you're	 to	keep	out	of.	There's	gardens	enough.	But	when
you're	in	the	house	don't	go	wandering	and	poking	about.	Mr.	Craven	won't	have
it."
"I	 shall	 not	 want	 to	 go	 poking	 about,"	 said	 sour	 little	 Mary	 and	 just	 as

suddenly	as	she	had	begun	to	be	rather	sorry	for	Mr.	Archibald	Craven	she	began
to	cease	to	be	sorry	and	to	think	he	was	unpleasant	enough	to	deserve	all	that	had
happened	to	him.
And	 she	 turned	 her	 face	 toward	 the	 streaming	 panes	 of	 the	 window	 of	 the

railway	carriage	and	gazed	out	at	the	gray	rain-storm	which	looked	as	if	it	would
go	 on	 forever	 and	 ever.	 She	watched	 it	 so	 long	 and	 steadily	 that	 the	 grayness
grew	heavier	and	heavier	before	her	eyes	and	she	fell	asleep.



Chapter		3
Across	the	moor
She	 slept	 a	 long	 time,	 and	 when	 she	 awakened	 Mrs.	 Medlock	 had	 bought	 a
lunchbasket	at	one	of	the	stations	and	they	had	some	chicken	and	cold	beef	and
bread	and	butter	and	some	hot	tea.	The	rain	seemed	to	be	streaming	down	more
heavily	 than	 ever	 and	 everybody	 in	 the	 station	 wore	 wet	 and	 glistening
waterproofs.	 The	 guard	 lighted	 the	 lamps	 in	 the	 carriage,	 and	 Mrs.	 Medlock
cheered	up	very	much	over	her	 tea	and	chicken	and	beef.	She	ate	a	great	deal
and	afterward	fell	asleep	herself,	and	Mary	sat	and	stared	at	her	and	watched	her
fine	bonnet	slip	on	one	side	until	she	herself	fell	asleep	once	more	in	the	corner
of	 the	carriage,	 lulled	by	 the	splashing	of	 the	 rain	against	 the	windows.	 It	was
quite	dark	when	she	awakened	again.	The	train	had	stopped	at	a	station	and	Mrs.
Medlock	was	shaking	her.
"You	 have	 had	 a	 sleep!"	 she	 said.	 "It's	 time	 to	 open	 your	 eyes!	 We're	 at

Thwaite	Station	and	we've	got	a	long	drive	before	us."
Mary	stood	up	and	tried	to	keep	her	eyes	open	while	Mrs.	Medlock	collected

her	 parcels.	 The	 little	 girl	 did	 not	 offer	 to	 help	 her,	 because	 in	 India	 native
servants	always	picked	up	or	carried	things	and	it	seemed	quite	proper	that	other
people	should	wait	on	one.
The	station	was	a	small	one	and	nobody	but	themselves	seemed	to	be	getting

out	 of	 the	 train.	 The	 station-master	 spoke	 to	Mrs.	Medlock	 in	 a	 rough,	 good-
natured	way,	pronouncing	his	words	in	a	queer	broad	fashion	which	Mary	found
out	afterward	was	Yorkshire.
"I	see	tha's	got	back,"	he	said.	"An'	tha's	browt	th'	young	'un	with	thee."
"Aye,	 that's	her,"	answered	Mrs.	Medlock,	 speaking	with	a	Yorkshire	accent

herself	 and	 jerking	 her	 head	 over	 her	 shoulder	 toward	 Mary.	 "How's	 thy
Missus?"
"Well	enow.	Th'	carriage	is	waitin'	outside	for	thee."
A	 brougham	 stood	 on	 the	 road	 before	 the	 little	 outside	 platform.	Mary	 saw

that	it	was	a	smart	carriage	and	that	it	was	a	smart	footman	who	helped	her	in.
His	 long	waterproof	 coat	 and	 the	waterproof	 covering	 of	 his	 hat	were	 shining
and	dripping	with	rain	as	everything	was,	the	burly	station-master	included.
When	he	shut	the	door,	mounted	the	box	with	the	coachman,	and	they	drove



off,	the	little	girl	found	herself	seated	in	a	comfortably	cushioned	corner,	but	she
was	 not	 inclined	 to	 go	 to	 sleep	 again.	 She	 sat	 and	 looked	 out	 of	 the	window,
curious	 to	 see	 something	 of	 the	 road	 over	which	 she	was	 being	 driven	 to	 the
queer	place	Mrs.	Medlock	had	spoken	of.	She	was	not	at	all	a	timid	child	and	she
was	not	exactly	 frightened,	but	 she	 felt	 that	 there	was	no	knowing	what	might
happen	in	a	house	with	a	hundred	rooms	nearly	all	shut	up—a	house	standing	on
the	edge	of	a	moor.
"What	is	a	moor?"	she	said	suddenly	to	Mrs.	Medlock.
"Look	 out	 of	 the	window	 in	 about	 ten	minutes	 and	 you'll	 see,"	 the	woman

answered.	 "We've	got	 to	drive	 five	miles	across	Missel	Moor	before	we	get	 to
the	 Manor.	 You	 won't	 see	 much	 because	 it's	 a	 dark	 night,	 but	 you	 can	 see
something."
Mary	 asked	 no	 more	 questions	 but	 waited	 in	 the	 darkness	 of	 her	 corner,

keeping	her	 eyes	 on	 the	window.	The	 carriage	 lamps	 cast	 rays	 of	 light	 a	 little
distance	ahead	of	them	and	she	caught	glimpses	of	the	things	they	passed.	After
they	had	left	the	station	they	had	driven	through	a	tiny	village	and	she	had	seen
whitewashed	cottages	and	the	lights	of	a	public	house.	Then	they	had	passed	a
church	and	a	vicarage	and	a	little	shop-window	or	so	in	a	cottage	with	toys	and
sweets	and	odd	things	set	out	for	sale.	Then	they	were	on	the	highroad	and	she
saw	hedges	and	trees.	After	that	there	seemed	nothing	different	for	a	long	time—
or	at	least	it	seemed	a	long	time	to	her.
At	last	the	horses	began	to	go	more	slowly,	as	if	they	were	climbing	up-hill,

and	presently	there	seemed	to	be	no	more	hedges	and	no	more	trees.	She	could
see	nothing,	in	fact,	but	a	dense	darkness	on	either	side.	She	leaned	forward	and
pressed	her	face	against	the	window	just	as	the	carriage	gave	a	big	jolt.
"Eh!	We're	on	the	moor	now	sure	enough,"	said	Mrs.	Medlock.
The	carriage	lamps	shed	a	yellow	light	on	a	rough-looking	road	which	seemed

to	 be	 cut	 through	 bushes	 and	 low-growing	 things	 which	 ended	 in	 the	 great
expanse	 of	 dark	 apparently	 spread	 out	 before	 and	 around	 them.	 A	 wind	 was
rising	and	making	a	singular,	wild,	low,	rushing	sound.
"It's—it's	not	the	sea,	is	it?"	said	Mary,	looking	round	at	her	companion.
"No,	not	 it,"	 answered	Mrs.	Medlock.	 "Nor	 it	 isn't	 fields	nor	mountains,	 it's

just	miles	and	miles	 and	miles	of	wild	 land	 that	nothing	grows	on	but	heather
and	gorse	and	broom,	and	nothing	lives	on	but	wild	ponies	and	sheep."
"I	feel	as	if	it	might	be	the	sea,	if	there	were	water	on	it,"	said	Mary.	"It	sounds

like	the	sea	just	now."
"That's	the	wind	blowing	through	the	bushes,"	Mrs.	Medlock	said.	"It's	a	wild,

dreary	enough	place	to	my	mind,	though	there's	plenty	that	likes	it—particularly
when	the	heather's	in	bloom."



On	and	on	they	drove	through	the	darkness,	and	though	the	rain	stopped,	the
wind	 rushed	by	and	whistled	and	made	 strange	 sounds.	The	 road	went	up	and
down,	and	several	 times	 the	carriage	passed	over	a	 little	bridge	beneath	which
water	rushed	very	fast	with	a	great	deal	of	noise.	Mary	felt	as	if	the	drive	would
never	come	to	an	end	and	that	the	wide,	bleak	moor	was	a	wide	expanse	of	black
ocean	through	which	she	was	passing	on	a	strip	of	dry	land.
"I	don't	like	it,"	she	said	to	herself.	"I	don't	like	it,"	and	she	pinched	her	thin

lips	more	tightly	together.
The	horses	were	climbing	up	a	hilly	piece	of	road	when	she	first	caught	sight

of	a	light.	Mrs.	Medlock	saw	it	as	soon	as	she	did	and	drew	a	long	sigh	of	relief.
"Eh,	I	am	glad	to	see	that	bit	o'	light	twinkling,"	she	exclaimed.	"It's	the	light

in	the	lodge	window.	We	shall	get	a	good	cup	of	tea	after	a	bit,	at	all	events."
It	was	"after	a	bit,"	as	she	said,	for	when	the	carriage	passed	through	the	park

gates	there	was	still	 two	miles	of	avenue	to	drive	through	and	the	trees	(which
nearly	met	overhead)	made	it	seem	as	if	they	were	driving	through	a	long	dark
vault.
They	 drove	 out	 of	 the	 vault	 into	 a	 clear	 space	 and	 stopped	 before	 an

immensely	 long	 but	 low-built	 house	 which	 seemed	 to	 ramble	 round	 a	 stone
court.	At	first	Mary	thought	that	there	were	no	lights	at	all	in	the	windows,	but	as
she	got	out	of	the	carriage	she	saw	that	one	room	in	a	corner	upstairs	showed	a
dull	glow.
The	entrance	door	was	a	huge	one	made	of	massive,	curiously	shaped	panels

of	oak	studded	with	big	iron	nails	and	bound	with	great	iron	bars.	It	opened	into
an	enormous	hall,	which	was	so	dimly	lighted	that	 the	faces	in	the	portraits	on
the	walls	and	the	figures	in	 the	suits	of	armor	made	Mary	feel	 that	she	did	not
want	 to	 look	at	 them.	As	she	stood	on	the	stone	floor	she	looked	a	very	small,
odd	little	black	figure,	and	she	felt	as	small	and	lost	and	odd	as	she	looked.
A	neat,	thin	old	man	stood	near	the	manservant	who	opened	the	door	for	them.
"You	are	to	take	her	to	her	room,"	he	said	in	a	husky	voice.	"He	doesn't	want

to	see	her.	He's	going	to	London	in	the	morning."
"Very	well,	Mr.	Pitcher,"	Mrs.	Medlock	answered.	"So	long	as	I	know	what's

expected	of	me,	I	can	manage."
"What's	expected	of	you,	Mrs.	Medlock,"	Mr.	Pitcher	said,	"is	that	you	make

sure	that	he's	not	disturbed	and	that	he	doesn't	see	what	he	doesn't	want	to	see."
And	then	Mary	Lennox	was	led	up	a	broad	staircase	and	down	a	long	corridor

and	up	a	short	 flight	of	steps	and	 through	another	corridor	and	another,	until	a
door	 opened	 in	 a	wall	 and	 she	 found	herself	 in	 a	 room	with	 a	 fire	 in	 it	 and	 a
supper	on	a	table.
Mrs.	Medlock	said	unceremoniously:



"Well,	here	you	are!	This	 room	and	 the	next	are	where	you'll	 live—and	you
must	keep	to	them.	Don't	you	forget	that!"
It	was	in	this	way	Mistress	Mary	arrived	at	Misselthwaite	Manor	and	she	had

perhaps	never	felt	quite	so	contrary	in	all	her	life.



Chapter		4
Martha
When	 she	opened	her	 eyes	 in	 the	morning	 it	was	 because	 a	 young	housemaid
had	 come	 into	 her	 room	 to	 light	 the	 fire	 and	 was	 kneeling	 on	 the	 hearth-rug
raking	out	the	cinders	noisily.	Mary	lay	and	watched	her	for	a	few	moments	and
then	began	to	look	about	the	room.	She	had	never	seen	a	room	at	all	like	it	and
thought	 it	 curious	 and	 gloomy.	 The	 walls	 were	 covered	 with	 tapestry	 with	 a
forest	scene	embroidered	on	it.	There	were	fantastically	dressed	people	under	the
trees	and	in	the	distance	there	was	a	glimpse	of	the	turrets	of	a	castle.	There	were
hunters	 and	 horses	 and	 dogs	 and	 ladies.	Mary	 felt	 as	 if	 she	were	 in	 the	 forest
with	them.	Out	of	a	deep	window	she	could	see	a	great	climbing	stretch	of	land
which	 seemed	 to	 have	 no	 trees	 on	 it,	 and	 to	 look	 rather	 like	 an	 endless,	 dull,
purplish	sea.
"What	is	that?"	she	said,	pointing	out	of	the	window.
Martha,	 the	 young	 housemaid,	 who	 had	 just	 risen	 to	 her	 feet,	 looked	 and

pointed	also.	"That	there?"	she	said.
"Yes."
"That's	th'	moor,"	with	a	good-natured	grin.	"Does	tha'	like	it?"
"No,"	answered	Mary.	"I	hate	it."
"That's	because	 tha'rt	not	used	 to	 it,"	Martha	 said,	going	back	 to	her	hearth.

"Tha'	thinks	it's	too	big	an'	bare	now.	But	tha'	will	like	it."
"Do	you?"	inquired	Mary.
"Aye,	that	I	do,"	answered	Martha,	cheerfully	polishing	away	at	 the	grate.	"I

just	love	it.	It's	none	bare.	It's	covered	wi'	growin'	things	as	smells	sweet.	It's	fair
lovely	in	spring	an'	summer	when	th'	gorse	an'	broom	an'	heather's	in	flower.	It
smells	o'	honey	an'	there's	such	a	lot	o'	fresh	air—an'	th'	sky	looks	so	high	an'	th'
bees	 an'	 skylarks	makes	 such	 a	 nice	 noise	 hummin'	 an'	 singin'.	Eh!	 I	wouldn't
live	away	from	th'	moor	for	anythin'."
Mary	listened	to	her	with	a	grave,	puzzled	expression.	The	native	servants	she

had	been	used	to	in	India	were	not	in	the	least	like	this.	They	were	obsequious
and	 servile	 and	 did	 not	 presume	 to	 talk	 to	 their	masters	 as	 if	 they	were	 their
equals.	They	made	salaams	and	called	them	"protector	of	the	poor"	and	names	of
that	sort.	Indian	servants	were	commanded	to	do	things,	not	asked.	It	was	not	the



custom	to	say	"please"	and	"thank	you"	and	Mary	had	always	slapped	her	Ayah
in	the	face	when	she	was	angry.	She	wondered	a	little	what	this	girl	would	do	if
one	 slapped	 her	 in	 the	 face.	 She	 was	 a	 round,	 rosy,	 good-natured-looking
creature,	 but	 she	 had	 a	 sturdy	way	which	made	Mistress	Mary	wonder	 if	 she
might	not	even	slap	back—if	the	person	who	slapped	her	was	only	a	little	girl.
"You	are	a	strange	servant,"	she	said	from	her	pillows,	rather	haughtily.
Martha	sat	up	on	her	heels,	with	her	blacking-brush	in	her	hand,	and	laughed,

without	seeming	the	least	out	of	temper.
"Eh!	 I	know	that,"	she	said.	"If	 there	was	a	grand	Missus	at	Misselthwaite	 I

should	never	have	been	even	one	of	th'	under	house-maids.	I	might	have	been	let
to	be	scullerymaid	but	I'd	never	have	been	let	upstairs.	I'm	too	common	an'	I	talk
too	much	Yorkshire.	But	 this	 is	a	 funny	house	 for	all	 it's	 so	grand.	Seems	 like
there's	 neither	Master	 nor	Mistress	 except	Mr.	 Pitcher	 an'	Mrs.	Medlock.	Mr.
Craven,	 he	 won't	 be	 troubled	 about	 anythin'	 when	 he's	 here,	 an'	 he's	 nearly
always	away.	Mrs.	Medlock	gave	me	th'	place	out	o'	kindness.	She	told	me	she
could	never	have	done	it	if	Misselthwaite	had	been	like	other	big	houses."	"Are
you	going	to	be	my	servant?"	Mary	asked,	still	in	her	imperious	little	Indian	way.
Martha	began	to	rub	her	grate	again.
"I'm	Mrs.	Medlock's	 servant,"	 she	said	stoutly.	"An'	 she's	Mr.	Craven's—but

I'm	to	do	the	housemaid's	work	up	here	an'	wait	on	you	a	bit.	But	you	won't	need
much	waitin'	on."
"Who	is	going	to	dress	me?"	demanded	Mary.
Martha	sat	up	on	her	heels	again	and	stared.	She	spoke	in	broad	Yorkshire	in

her	amazement.
"Canna'	tha'	dress	thysen!"	she	said.
"What	do	you	mean?	I	don't	understand	your	language,"	said	Mary.
"Eh!	I	forgot,"	Martha	said.	"Mrs.	Medlock	told	me	I'd	have	to	be	careful	or

you	 wouldn't	 know	 what	 I	 was	 sayin'.	 I	 mean	 can't	 you	 put	 on	 your	 own
clothes?"
"No,"	 answered	Mary,	 quite	 indignantly.	 "I	 never	 did	 in	 my	 life.	My	Ayah

dressed	me,	of	course."
"Well,"	said	Martha,	evidently	not	 in	 the	 least	aware	 that	she	was	 impudent,

"it's	time	tha'	should	learn.	Tha'	cannot	begin	younger.	It'll	do	thee	good	to	wait
on	 thysen	 a	 bit.	 My	mother	 always	 said	 she	 couldn't	 see	 why	 grand	 people's
children	didn't	turn	out	fair	fools—what	with	nurses	an'	bein'	washed	an'	dressed
an'	took	out	to	walk	as	if	they	was	puppies!"
"It	 is	different	 in	India,"	said	Mistress	Mary	disdainfully.	She	could	scarcely

stand	this.
But	Martha	was	not	at	all	crushed.



"Eh!	I	can	see	it's	different,"	she	answered	almost	sympathetically.	"I	dare	say
it's	because	there's	such	a	lot	o'	blacks	there	instead	o'	respectable	white	people.
When	I	heard	you	was	comin'	from	India	I	thought	you	was	a	black	too."
Mary	sat	up	in	bed	furious.
"What!"	she	said.	"What!	You	thought	I	was	a	native.	You—you	daughter	of	a

pig!"
Martha	stared	and	looked	hot.
"Who	are	you	callin'	names?"	she	said.	"You	needn't	be	so	vexed.	That's	not

th'	way	for	a	young	lady	to	talk.	I've	nothin'	against	 th'	blacks.	When	you	read
about	'em	in	tracts	they're	always	very	religious.	You	always	read	as	a	black's	a
man	an'	a	brother.	 I've	never	seen	a	black	an'	 I	was	fair	pleased	 to	 think	I	was
goin'	to	see	one	close.	When	I	come	in	to	light	your	fire	this	mornin'	I	crep'	up	to
your	bed	 an'	 pulled	 th'	 cover	 back	 careful	 to	 look	 at	 you.	An'	 there	you	was,"
disappointedly,	"no	more	black	than	me—for	all	you're	so	yeller."
Mary	did	not	even	try	to	control	her	rage	and	humiliation.	"You	thought	I	was

a	 native!	 You	 dared!	 You	 don't	 know	 anything	 about	 natives!	 They	 are	 not
people—they're	 servants	 who	 must	 salaam	 to	 you.	 You	 know	 nothing	 about
India.	You	know	nothing	about	anything!"
She	was	in	such	a	rage	and	felt	so	helpless	before	the	girl's	simple	stare,	and

somehow	she	suddenly	felt	so	horribly	lonely	and	far	away	from	everything	she
understood	and	which	understood	her,	that	she	threw	herself	face	downward	on
the	pillows	and	burst	into	passionate	sobbing.	She	sobbed	so	unrestrainedly	that
good-natured	Yorkshire	Martha	was	 a	 little	 frightened	 and	 quite	 sorry	 for	 her.
She	went	to	the	bed	and	bent	over	her.
"Eh!	 you	mustn't	 cry	 like	 that	 there!"	 she	 begged.	 "You	mustn't	 for	 sure.	 I

didn't	know	you'd	be	vexed.	I	don't	know	anythin'	about	anythin'—just	like	you
said.	I	beg	your	pardon,	Miss.	Do	stop	cryin'."
There	was	 something	 comforting	 and	 really	 friendly	 in	 her	 queer	Yorkshire

speech	and	sturdy	way	which	had	a	good	effect	on	Mary.	She	gradually	ceased
crying	and	became	quiet.	Martha	looked	relieved.
"It's	time	for	thee	to	get	up	now,"	she	said.	"Mrs.	Medlock	said	I	was	to	carry

tha'	breakfast	an'	 tea	an'	dinner	into	th'	room	next	to	this.	It's	been	made	into	a
nursery	 for	 thee.	 I'll	help	 thee	on	with	 thy	clothes	 if	 tha'll	get	out	o'	bed.	 If	 th'
buttons	are	at	th'	back	tha'	cannot	button	them	up	tha'self."
When	 Mary	 at	 last	 decided	 to	 get	 up,	 the	 clothes	 Martha	 took	 from	 the

wardrobe	were	not	the	ones	she	had	worn	when	she	arrived	the	night	before	with
Mrs.	Medlock.
"Those	are	not	mine,"	she	said.	"Mine	are	black."
She	 looked	 the	 thick	 white	 wool	 coat	 and	 dress	 over,	 and	 added	with	 cool



approval:
"Those	are	nicer	than	mine."
"These	are	th'	ones	tha'	must	put	on,"	Martha	answered.	"Mr.	Craven	ordered

Mrs.	Medlock	 to	 get	 'em	 in	 London.	He	 said	 'I	won't	 have	 a	 child	 dressed	 in
black	wanderin'	about	like	a	lost	soul,'	he	said.	'It'd	make	the	place	sadder	than	it
is.	Put	color	on	her.'	Mother	she	said	she	knew	what	he	meant.	Mother	always
knows	what	a	body	means.	She	doesn't	hold	with	black	hersel'."
"I	hate	black	things,"	said	Mary.
The	dressing	process	was	one	which	taught	them	both	something.	Martha	had

"buttoned	up"	her	little	sisters	and	brothers	but	she	had	never	seen	a	child	who
stood	still	and	waited	for	another	person	to	do	things	for	her	as	if	she	had	neither
hands	nor	feet	of	her	own.
"Why	doesn't	 tha'	put	on	 tha'	own	shoes?"	 she	 said	when	Mary	quietly	held

out	her	foot.
"My	Ayah	did	it,"	answered	Mary,	staring.	"It	was	the	custom."
She	 said	 that	 very	 often—"It	 was	 the	 custom."	 The	 native	 servants	 were

always	saying	it.	If	one	told	them	to	do	a	thing	their	ancestors	had	not	done	for	a
thousand	years	they	gazed	at	one	mildly	and	said,	"It	is	not	the	custom"	and	one
knew	that	was	the	end	of	the	matter.
It	had	not	been	 the	custom	that	Mistress	Mary	should	do	anything	but	stand

and	allow	herself	to	be	dressed	like	a	doll,	but	before	she	was	ready	for	breakfast
she	began	to	suspect	that	her	life	at	Misselthwaite	Manor	would	end	by	teaching
her	 a	 number	 of	 things	 quite	 new	 to	 her—things	 such	 as	 putting	 on	 her	 own
shoes	 and	 stockings,	 and	 picking	 up	 things	 she	 let	 fall.	 If	Martha	 had	 been	 a
well-trained	fine	young	lady's	maid	she	would	have	been	more	subservient	and
respectful	 and	 would	 have	 known	 that	 it	 was	 her	 business	 to	 brush	 hair,	 and
button	boots,	and	pick	things	up	and	lay	them	away.	She	was,	however,	only	an
untrained	Yorkshire	rustic	who	had	been	brought	up	in	a	moorland	cottage	with	a
swarm	of	 little	 brothers	 and	 sisters	who	had	never	 dreamed	of	 doing	 anything
but	waiting	on	 themselves	and	on	 the	younger	ones	who	were	either	babies	 in
arms	or	just	learning	to	totter	about	and	tumble	over	things.
If	Mary	 Lennox	 had	 been	 a	 child	who	was	 ready	 to	 be	 amused	 she	would

perhaps	have	laughed	at	Martha's	readiness	to	talk,	but	Mary	only	listened	to	her
coldly	 and	 wondered	 at	 her	 freedom	 of	 manner.	 At	 first	 she	 was	 not	 at	 all
interested,	 but	 gradually,	 as	 the	 girl	 rattled	 on	 in	 her	 good-tempered,	 homely
way,	Mary	began	to	notice	what	she	was	saying.
"Eh!	you	should	see	'em	all,"	she	said.	"There's	twelve	of	us	an'	my	father	only

gets	sixteen	shilling	a	week.	I	can	tell	you	my	mother's	put	to	it	to	get	porridge
for	'em	all.	They	tumble	about	on	th'	moor	an'	play	there	all	day	an'	mother	says



th'	air	of	th'	moor	fattens	'em.	She	says	she	believes	they	eat	th'	grass	same	as	th'
wild	ponies	do.	Our	Dickon,	he's	twelve	years	old	and	he's	got	a	young	pony	he
calls	his	own."
"Where	did	he	get	it?"	asked	Mary.
"He	found	it	on	th'	moor	with	its	mother	when	it	was	a	little	one	an'	he	began

to	make	friends	with	it	an'	give	it	bits	o'	bread	an'	pluck	young	grass	for	it.	And	it
got	to	like	him	so	it	follows	him	about	an'	it	lets	him	get	on	its	back.	Dickon's	a
kind	lad	an'	animals	likes	him."
Mary	had	never	possessed	an	animal	pet	of	her	own	and	had	always	thought

she	should	like	one.	So	she	began	to	feel	a	slight	interest	in	Dickon,	and	as	she
had	never	before	been	interested	in	any	one	but	herself,	it	was	the	dawning	of	a
healthy	 sentiment.	When	 she	went	 into	 the	 room	which	had	been	made	 into	 a
nursery	for	her,	she	found	that	it	was	rather	like	the	one	she	had	slept	in.	It	was
not	a	child's	room,	but	a	grown-up	person's	room,	with	gloomy	old	pictures	on
the	walls	 and	heavy	old	oak	 chairs.	A	 table	 in	 the	 center	was	 set	with	 a	 good
substantial	 breakfast.	 But	 she	 had	 always	 had	 a	 very	 small	 appetite,	 and	 she
looked	with	something	more	than	indifference	at	the	first	plate	Martha	set	before
her.
"I	don't	want	it,"	she	said.
"Tha'	doesn't	want	thy	porridge!"	Martha	exclaimed	incredulously.
"No."
"Tha'	doesn't	know	how	good	it	is.	Put	a	bit	o'	treacle	on	it	or	a	bit	o'	sugar."
"I	don't	want	it,"	repeated	Mary.
"Eh!"	 said	 Martha.	 "I	 can't	 abide	 to	 see	 good	 victuals	 go	 to	 waste.	 If	 our

children	was	at	this	table	they'd	clean	it	bare	in	five	minutes."
"Why?"	said	Mary	coldly.	"Why!"	echoed	Martha.	"Because	they	scarce	ever

had	 their	 stomachs	 full	 in	 their	 lives.	 They're	 as	 hungry	 as	 young	 hawks	 an'
foxes."
"I	 don't	 know	what	 it	 is	 to	 be	 hungry,"	 said	Mary,	 with	 the	 indifference	 of

ignorance.
Martha	looked	indignant.
"Well,	 it	would	do	thee	good	to	 try	 it.	 I	can	see	 that	plain	enough,"	she	said

outspokenly.	"I've	no	patience	with	folk	as	sits	an'	 just	stares	at	good	bread	an'
meat.	My	word!	 don't	 I	wish	Dickon	 and	 Phil	 an'	 Jane	 an'	 th'	 rest	 of	 'em	 had
what's	here	under	their	pinafores."
"Why	don't	you	take	it	to	them?"	suggested	Mary.
"It's	not	mine,"	answered	Martha	stoutly.	"An'	this	isn't	my	day	out.	I	get	my

day	out	once	a	month	same	as	th'	rest.	Then	I	go	home	an'	clean	up	for	mother
an'	give	her	a	day's	rest."



Mary	drank	some	tea	and	ate	a	little	toast	and	some	marmalade.
"You	wrap	up	warm	an'	run	out	an'	play	you,"	said	Martha.	"It'll	do	you	good

and	give	you	some	stomach	for	your	meat."
Mary	went	 to	 the	window.	There	were	 gardens	 and	paths	 and	big	 trees,	 but

everything	looked	dull	and	wintry.
"Out?	Why	should	I	go	out	on	a	day	 like	 this?"	"Well,	 if	 tha'	doesn't	go	out

tha'lt	have	to	stay	in,	an'	what	has	tha'	got	to	do?"
Mary	glanced	about	her.	There	was	nothing	 to	do.	When	Mrs.	Medlock	had

prepared	 the	 nursery	 she	 had	 not	 thought	 of	 amusement.	 Perhaps	 it	 would	 be
better	to	go	and	see	what	the	gardens	were	like.
"Who	will	go	with	me?"	she	inquired.
Martha	stared.
"You'll	go	by	yourself,"	she	answered.	"You'll	have	to	learn	to	play	like	other

children	does	when	they	haven't	got	sisters	and	brothers.	Our	Dickon	goes	off	on
th'	 moor	 by	 himself	 an'	 plays	 for	 hours.	 That's	 how	 he	made	 friends	 with	 th'
pony.	He's	got	sheep	on	th'	moor	that	knows	him,	an'	birds	as	comes	an'	eats	out
of	his	hand.	However	little	there	is	to	eat,	he	always	saves	a	bit	o'	his	bread	to
coax	his	pets."
It	 was	 really	 this	 mention	 of	 Dickon	 which	 made	 Mary	 decide	 to	 go	 out,

though	 she	 was	 not	 aware	 of	 it.	 There	 would	 be,	 birds	 outside	 though	 there
would	not	be	ponies	or	sheep.	They	would	be	different	 from	the	birds	 in	India
and	it	might	amuse	her	to	look	at	them.
Martha	found	her	coat	and	hat	for	her	and	a	pair	of	stout	little	boots	and	she

showed	her	her	way	downstairs.
"If	tha'	goes	round	that	way	tha'll	come	to	th'	gardens,"	she	said,	pointing	to	a

gate	in	a	wall	of	shrubbery.	"There's	lots	o'	flowers	in	summer-time,	but	there's
nothin'	bloomin'	now."	She	seemed	to	hesitate	a	second	before	she	added,	"One
of	th'	gardens	is	locked	up.	No	one	has	been	in	it	for	ten	years."
"Why?"	asked	Mary	in	spite	of	herself.	Here	was	another	locked	door	added

to	the	hundred	in	the	strange	house.
"Mr.	Craven	had	it	shut	when	his	wife	died	so	sudden.	He	won't	let	no	one	go

inside.	It	was	her	garden.	He	locked	th'	door	an'	dug	a	hole	and	buried	th'	key.
There's	Mrs.	Medlock's	bell	ringing—I	must	run."
After	she	was	gone	Mary	turned	down	the	walk	which	led	to	the	door	in	the

shrubbery.	She	could	not	help	thinking	about	the	garden	which	no	one	had	been
into	for	ten	years.	She	wondered	what	it	would	look	like	and	whether	there	were
any	flowers	still	alive	in	it.	When	she	had	passed	through	the	shrubbery	gate	she
found	herself	in	great	gardens,	with	wide	lawns	and	winding	walks	with	clipped
borders.	There	were	trees,	and	flower-beds,	and	evergreens	clipped	into	strange



shapes,	and	a	large	pool	with	an	old	gray	fountain	in	its	midst.	But	the	flower-
beds	were	bare	and	wintry	and	 the	 fountain	was	not	playing.	This	was	not	 the
garden	which	was	shut	up.	How	could	a	garden	be	shut	up?	You	could	always
walk	into	a	garden.
She	was	just	thinking	this	when	she	saw	that,	at	the	end	of	the	path	she	was

following,	there	seemed	to	be	a	long	wall,	with	ivy	growing	over	it.	She	was	not
familiar	 enough	with	England	 to	know	 that	 she	was	coming	upon	 the	kitchen-
gardens	where	the	vegetables	and	fruit	were	growing.	She	went	toward	the	wall
and	found	that	there	was	a	green	door	in	the	ivy,	and	that	it	stood	open.	This	was
not	the	closed	garden,	evidently,	and	she	could	go	into	it.
She	went	through	the	door	and	found	that	it	was	a	garden	with	walls	all	round

it	and	that	it	was	only	one	of	several	walled	gardens	which	seemed	to	open	into
one	another.	She	saw	another	open	green	door,	 revealing	bushes	and	pathways
between	beds	containing	winter	vegetables.	Fruit-trees	were	trained	flat	against
the	wall,	and	over	some	of	the	beds	there	were	glass	frames.	The	place	was	bare
and	ugly	enough,	Mary	 thought,	as	she	stood	and	stared	about	her.	 It	might	be
nicer	 in	summer	when	things	were	green,	but	 there	was	nothing	pretty	about	 it
now.
Presently	an	old	man	with	a	spade	over	his	shoulder	walked	through	the	door

leading	from	the	second	garden.	He	looked	startled	when	he	saw	Mary,	and	then
touched	his	cap.	He	had	a	surly	old	face,	and	did	not	seem	at	all	pleased	to	see
her—but	then	she	was	displeased	with	his	garden	and	wore	her	"quite	contrary"
expression,	and	certainly	did	not	seem	at	all	pleased	to	see	him.
"What	is	this	place?"	she	asked.
"One	o'	th'	kitchen-gardens,"	he	answered.
"What	is	that?"	said	Mary,	pointing	through	the	other	green	door.
"Another	of	'em,"	shortly.	"There's	another	on	t'other	side	o'	th'	wall	an'	there's

th'	orchard	t'other	side	o'	that."
"Can	I	go	in	them?"	asked	Mary.
"If	tha'	likes.	But	there's	nowt	to	see."
Mary	 made	 no	 response.	 She	 went	 down	 the	 path	 and	 through	 the	 second

green	door.	There,	she	found	more	walls	and	winter	vegetables	and	glass	frames,
but	in	the	second	wall	there	was	another	green	door	and	it	was	not	open.	Perhaps
it	led	into	the	garden	which	no	one	had	seen	for	ten	years.	As	she	was	not	at	all	a
timid	child	and	always	did	what	she	wanted	to	do,	Mary	went	to	the	green	door
and	turned	the	handle.	She	hoped	the	door	would	not	open	because	she	wanted
to	be	sure	she	had	found	the	mysterious	garden—but	it	did	open	quite	easily	and
she	 walked	 through	 it	 and	 found	 herself	 in	 an	 orchard.	 There	 were	 walls	 all
round	 it	 also	 and	 trees	 trained	 against	 them,	 and	 there	 were	 bare	 fruit-trees



growing	 in	 the	winter-browned	grass—but	 there	was	no	green	door	 to	be	 seen
anywhere.	Mary	looked	for	it,	and	yet	when	she	had	entered	the	upper	end	of	the
garden	she	had	noticed	that	the	wall	did	not	seem	to	end	with	the	orchard	but	to
extend	beyond	it	as	if	it	enclosed	a	place	at	the	other	side.	She	could	see	the	tops
of	trees	above	the	wall,	and	when	she	stood	still	she	saw	a	bird	with	a	bright	red
breast	sitting	on	the	topmost	branch	of	one	of	them,	and	suddenly	he	burst	into
his	winter	song—almost	as	if	he	had	caught	sight	of	her	and	was	calling	to	her.
She	 stopped	 and	 listened	 to	 him	 and	 somehow	 his	 cheerful,	 friendly	 little

whistle	gave	her	a	pleased	feeling—even	a	disagreeable	little	girl	may	be	lonely,
and	the	big	closed	house	and	big	bare	moor	and	big	bare	gardens	had	made	this
one	feel	as	if	there	was	no	one	left	in	the	world	but	herself.	If	she	had	been	an
affectionate	child,	who	had	been	used	to	being	loved,	she	would	have	broken	her
heart,	 but	 even	 though	 she	 was	 "Mistress	 Mary	 Quite	 Contrary"	 she	 was
desolate,	and	the	bright-breasted	little	bird	brought	a	look	into	her	sour	little	face
which	was	almost	a	smile.	She	listened	to	him	until	he	flew	away.	He	was	not
like	an	Indian	bird	and	she	liked	him	and	wondered	if	she	should	ever	see	him
again.	Perhaps	he	lived	in	the	mysterious	garden	and	knew	all	about	it.
Perhaps	 it	was	 because	 she	 had	 nothing	whatever	 to	 do	 that	 she	 thought	 so

much	of	the	deserted	garden.	She	was	curious	about	it	and	wanted	to	see	what	it
was	like.	Why	had	Mr.	Archibald	Craven	buried	the	key?	If	he	had	liked	his	wife
so	much	why	did	he	hate	her	garden?	She	wondered	if	she	should	ever	see	him,
but	she	knew	that	if	she	did	she	should	not	like	him,	and	he	would	not	like	her,
and	 that	 she	 should	 only	 stand	 and	 stare	 at	 him	 and	 say	 nothing,	 though	 she
should	be	wanting	dreadfully	to	ask	him	why	he	had	done	such	a	queer	thing.
"People	never	like	me	and	I	never	like	people,"	she	thought.	"And	I	never	can

talk	as	the	Crawford	children	could.	They	were	always	talking	and	laughing	and
making	noises."
She	thought	of	the	robin	and	of	the	way	he	seemed	to	sing	his	song	at	her,	and

as	she	remembered	the	tree-top	he	perched	on	she	stopped	rather	suddenly	on	the
path.
"I	 believe	 that	 tree	 was	 in	 the	 secret	 garden—I	 feel	 sure	 it	 was,"	 she	 said.

"There	was	a	wall	round	the	place	and	there	was	no	door."
She	walked	back	into	 the	first	kitchen-garden	she	had	entered	and	found	the

old	man	digging	there.	She	went	and	stood	beside	him	and	watched	him	a	few
moments	in	her	cold	little	way.	He	took	no	notice	of	her	and	so	at	last	she	spoke
to	him.
"I	have	been	into	the	other	gardens,"	she	said.
"There	was	nothin'	to	prevent	thee,"	he	answered	crustily.
"I	went	into	the	orchard."



"There	was	no	dog	at	th'	door	to	bite	thee,"	he	answered.
"There	was	no	door	there	into	the	other	garden,"	said	Mary.
"What	garden?"	he	said	in	a	rough	voice,	stopping	his	digging	for	a	moment.
"The	one	on	the	other	side	of	the	wall,"	answered	Mistress	Mary.	"There	are

trees	there—I	saw	the	tops	of	them.	A	bird	with	a	red	breast	was	sitting	on	one	of
them	and	he	sang."
To	 her	 surprise	 the	 surly	 old	 weather-beaten	 face	 actually	 changed	 its

expression.	A	slow	smile	spread	over	it	and	the	gardener	looked	quite	different.
It	made	her	think	that	it	was	curious	how	much	nicer	a	person	looked	when	he
smiled.	She	had	not	thought	of	it	before.
He	turned	about	to	the	orchard	side	of	his	garden	and	began	to	whistle—a	low

soft	whistle.	She	could	not	understand	how	such	a	surly	man	could	make	such	a
coaxing	sound.	Almost	the	next	moment	a	wonderful	thing	happened.	She	heard
a	soft	little	rushing	flight	through	the	air—and	it	was	the	bird	with	the	red	breast
flying	to	them,	and	he	actually	alighted	on	the	big	clod	of	earth	quite	near	to	the
gardener's	foot.
"Here	he	is,"	chuckled	the	old	man,	and	then	he	spoke	to	the	bird	as	if	he	were

speaking	to	a	child.
"Where	has	 tha'	been,	 tha'	cheeky	little	beggar?"	he	said.	"I've	not	seen	 thee

before	 today.	 Has	 tha,	 begun	 tha'	 courtin'	 this	 early	 in	 th'	 season?	 Tha'rt	 too
forrad."
The	 bird	 put	 his	 tiny	 head	 on	 one	 side	 and	 looked	 up	 at	 him	with	 his	 soft

bright	eye	which	was	like	a	black	dewdrop.	He	seemed	quite	familiar	and	not	the
least	afraid.	He	hopped	about	and	pecked	the	earth	briskly,	looking	for	seeds	and
insects.	 It	 actually	 gave	Mary	 a	 queer	 feeling	 in	 her	 heart,	 because	 he	was	 so
pretty	and	cheerful	and	seemed	so	like	a	person.	He	had	a	tiny	plump	body	and	a
delicate	beak,	and	slender	delicate	legs.
"Will	he	always	come	when	you	call	him?"	she	asked	almost	in	a	whisper.
"Aye,	 that	he	will.	 I've	knowed	him	ever	since	he	was	a	 fledgling.	He	come

out	of	th'	nest	in	th'	other	garden	an'	when	first	he	flew	over	th'	wall	he	was	too
weak	to	fly	back	for	a	few	days	an'	we	got	friendly.	When	he	went	over	th'	wall
again	th'	rest	of	th'	brood	was	gone	an'	he	was	lonely	an'	he	come	back	to	me."
"What	kind	of	a	bird	is	he?"	Mary	asked.
"Doesn't	tha'	know?	He's	a	robin	redbreast	an'	they're	th'	friendliest,	curiousest

birds	alive.	They're	almost	as	friendly	as	dogs—if	you	know	how	to	get	on	with
'em.	Watch	 him	 peckin'	 about	 there	 an'	 lookin'	 round	 at	 us	 now	 an'	 again.	He
knows	we're	talkin'	about	him."
It	was	the	queerest	thing	in	the	world	to	see	the	old	fellow.	He	looked	at	the

plump	little	scarlet-waistcoated	bird	as	if	he	were	both	proud	and	fond	of	him.



"He's	a	conceited	one,"	he	chuckled.	"He	likes	to	hear	folk	talk	about	him.	An'
curious—bless	 me,	 there	 never	 was	 his	 like	 for	 curiosity	 an'	 meddlin'.	 He's
always	comin'	 to	 see	what	 I'm	plantin'.	He	knows	all	 th'	 things	Mester	Craven
never	troubles	hissel'	to	find	out.	He's	th'	head	gardener,	he	is."
The	robin	hopped	about	busily	pecking	the	soil	and	now	and	then	stopped	and

looked	at	them	a	little.	Mary	thought	his	black	dewdrop	eyes	gazed	at	her	with
great	curiosity.	It	really	seemed	as	if	he	were	finding	out	all	about	her.	The	queer
feeling	 in	 her	 heart	 increased.	 "Where	 did	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 brood	 fly	 to?"	 she
asked.
"There's	no	knowin'.	The	old	ones	turn	'em	out	o'	their	nest	an'	make	'em	fly

an'	they're	scattered	before	you	know	it.	This	one	was	a	knowin'	one	an'	he	knew
he	was	lonely."
Mistress	Mary	went	a	step	nearer	to	the	robin	and	looked	at	him	very	hard.
"I'm	lonely,"	she	said.
She	had	not	known	before	that	this	was	one	of	the	things	which	made	her	feel

sour	and	cross.	She	seemed	to	find	it	out	when	the	robin	looked	at	her	and	she
looked	at	the	robin.
The	 old	 gardener	 pushed	 his	 cap	 back	 on	 his	 bald	 head	 and	 stared	 at	 her	 a

minute.
"Art	tha'	th'	little	wench	from	India?"	he	asked.
Mary	nodded.
"Then	no	wonder	tha'rt	lonely.	Tha'lt	be	lonlier	before	tha's	done,"	he	said.
He	began	to	dig	again,	driving	his	spade	deep	into	the	rich	black	garden	soil

while	the	robin	hopped	about	very	busily	employed.
"What	is	your	name?"	Mary	inquired.
He	stood	up	to	answer	her.
"Ben	Weatherstaff,"	he	answered,	and	then	he	added	with	a	surly	chuckle,	"I'm

lonely	mysel'	 except	when	he's	with	me,"	 and	he	 jerked	his	 thumb	 toward	 the
robin.	"He's	th'	only	friend	I've	got."
"I	have	no	friends	at	all,"	said	Mary.	"I	never	had.	My	Ayah	didn't	like	me	and

I	never	played	with	any	one."
It	is	a	Yorkshire	habit	to	say	what	you	think	with	blunt	frankness,	and	old	Ben

Weatherstaff	was	a	Yorkshire	moor	man.
"Tha'	 an'	me	 are	 a	 good	 bit	 alike,"	 he	 said.	 "We	was	wove	 out	 of	 th'	 same

cloth.	We're	neither	of	us	good	lookin'	an'	we're	both	of	us	as	sour	as	we	look.
We've	got	the	same	nasty	tempers,	both	of	us,	I'll	warrant."
This	was	plain	 speaking,	 and	Mary	Lennox	had	never	heard	 the	 truth	 about

herself	 in	 her	 life.	 Native	 servants	 always	 salaamed	 and	 submitted	 to	 you,
whatever	 you	 did.	 She	 had	 never	 thought	 much	 about	 her	 looks,	 but	 she



wondered	if	she	was	as	unattractive	as	Ben	Weatherstaff	and	she	also	wondered
if	she	looked	as	sour	as	he	had	looked	before	the	robin	came.	She	actually	began
to	wonder	also	if	she	was	"nasty	tempered."	She	felt	uncomfortable.
Suddenly	a	clear	rippling	little	sound	broke	out	near	her	and	she	turned	round.

She	was	standing	a	few	feet	from	a	young	apple-tree	and	the	robin	had	flown	on
to	one	of	its	branches	and	had	burst	out	into	a	scrap	of	a	song.	Ben	Weatherstaff
laughed	outright.
"What	did	he	do	that	for?"	asked	Mary.
"He's	made	up	his	mind	to	make	friends	with	thee,"	replied	Ben.	"Dang	me	if

he	hasn't	took	a	fancy	to	thee."
"To	me?"	said	Mary,	and	she	moved	toward	the	little	tree	softly	and	looked	up.
"Would	you	make	friends	with	me?"	she	said	 to	 the	 robin	 just	as	 if	 she	was

speaking	 to	 a	 person.	 "Would	 you?"	And	 she	 did	 not	 say	 it	 either	 in	 her	 hard
little	voice	or	in	her	imperious	Indian	voice,	but	in	a	tone	so	soft	and	eager	and
coaxing	that	Ben	Weatherstaff	was	as	surprised	as	she	had	been	when	she	heard
him	whistle.
"Why,"	he	cried	out,	"tha'	said	that	as	nice	an'	human	as	if	tha'	was	a	real	child

instead	of	a	sharp	old	woman.	Tha'	said	it	almost	 like	Dickon	talks	to	his	wild
things	on	th'	moor."
"Do	you	know	Dickon?"	Mary	asked,	turning	round	rather	in	a	hurry.
"Everybody	 knows	 him.	 Dickon's	 wanderin'	 about	 everywhere.	 Th'	 very

blackberries	an'	heather-bells	knows	him.	 I	warrant	 th'	 foxes	shows	him	where
their	cubs	lies	an'	th'	skylarks	doesn't	hide	their	nests	from	him."
Mary	 would	 have	 liked	 to	 ask	 some	 more	 questions.	 She	 was	 almost	 as

curious	about	Dickon	as	she	was	about	the	deserted	garden.	But	just	that	moment
the	robin,	who	had	ended	his	song,	gave	a	little	shake	of	his	wings,	spread	them
and	flew	away.	He	had	made	his	visit	and	had	other	things	to	do.
"He	has	flown	over	the	wall!"	Mary	cried	out,	watching	him.	"He	has	flown

into	 the	 orchard—he	 has	 flown	 across	 the	 other	 wall—into	 the	 garden	 where
there	is	no	door!"
"He	lives	there,"	said	old	Ben.	"He	came	out	o'	th'	egg	there.	If	he's	courtin',

he's	makin'	up	 to	some	young	madam	of	a	 robin	 that	 lives	among	 th'	old	 rose-
trees	there."
"Rose-trees,"	said	Mary.	"Are	there	rose-trees?"
Ben	Weatherstaff	took	up	his	spade	again	and	began	to	dig.
"There	was	ten	year'	ago,"	he	mumbled.
"I	should	like	to	see	them,"	said	Mary.	"Where	is	the	green	door?	There	must

be	a	door	somewhere."
Ben	drove	his	spade	deep	and	 looked	as	uncompanionable	as	he	had	 looked



when	she	first	saw	him.
"There	was	ten	year'	ago,	but	there	isn't	now,"	he	said.
"No	door!"	cried	Mary.	"There	must	be."	"None	as	any	one	can	find,	an'	none

as	is	any	one's	business.	Don't	you	be	a	meddlesome	wench	an'	poke	your	nose
where	it's	no	cause	to	go.	Here,	I	must	go	on	with	my	work.	Get	you	gone	an'
play	you.	I've	no	more	time."
And	 he	 actually	 stopped	 digging,	 threw	 his	 spade	 over	 his	 shoulder	 and

walked	off,	without	even	glancing	at	her	or	saying	good-by.



Chapter		5
The	Cry	in	the	corridor
At	first	each	day	which	passed	by	for	Mary	Lennox	was	exactly	like	the	others.
Every	morning	 she	 awoke	 in	 her	 tapestried	 room	 and	 found	Martha	 kneeling
upon	 the	 hearth	 building	 her	 fire;	 every	 morning	 she	 ate	 her	 breakfast	 in	 the
nursery	which	had	nothing	amusing	in	it;	and	after	each	breakfast	she	gazed	out
of	the	window	across	to	the	huge	moor	which	seemed	to	spread	out	on	all	sides
and	climb	up	to	the	sky,	and	after	she	had	stared	for	a	while	she	realized	that	if
she	did	not	go	out	she	would	have	to	stay	in	and	do	nothing—and	so	she	went
out.	She	did	not	know	that	this	was	the	best	thing	she	could	have	done,	and	she
did	not	know	that,	when	she	began	to	walk	quickly	or	even	run	along	the	paths
and	 down	 the	 avenue,	 she	 was	 stirring	 her	 slow	 blood	 and	 making	 herself
stronger	by	 fighting	with	 the	wind	which	 swept	down	 from	 the	moor.	She	 ran
only	to	make	herself	warm,	and	she	hated	the	wind	which	rushed	at	her	face	and
roared	and	held	her	back	as	if	it	were	some	giant	she	could	not	see.	But	the	big
breaths	of	rough	fresh	air	blown	over	the	heather	filled	her	lungs	with	something
which	was	good	for	her	whole	 thin	body	and	whipped	some	red	color	 into	her
cheeks	and	brightened	her	dull	eyes	when	she	did	not	know	anything	about	it.
But	 after	 a	 few	 days	 spent	 almost	 entirely	 out	 of	 doors	 she	 wakened	 one

morning	 knowing	 what	 it	 was	 to	 be	 hungry,	 and	 when	 she	 sat	 down	 to	 her
breakfast	 she	did	not	glance	disdainfully	at	her	porridge	and	push	 it	 away,	but
took	up	her	spoon	and	began	to	eat	it	and	went	on	eating	it	until	her	bowl	was
empty.
"Tha'	got	on	well	enough	with	that	this	mornin',	didn't	tha'?"	said	Martha.
"It	tastes	nice	today,"	said	Mary,	feeling	a	little	surprised	her	self.
"It's	 th'	air	of	 th'	moor	 that's	givin'	 thee	stomach	for	 tha'	victuals,"	answered

Martha.	 "It's	 lucky	 for	 thee	 that	 tha's	 got	 victuals	 as	 well	 as	 appetite.	 There's
been	twelve	in	our	cottage	as	had	th'	stomach	an'	nothin'	to	put	in	it.	You	go	on
playin'	you	out	o'	doors	every	day	an'	you'll	get	some	flesh	on	your	bones	an'	you
won't	be	so	yeller."
"I	don't	play,"	said	Mary.	"I	have	nothing	to	play	with."
"Nothin'	to	play	with!"	exclaimed	Martha.	"Our	children	plays	with	sticks	and

stones.	They	just	runs	about	an'	shouts	an'	looks	at	things."	Mary	did	not	shout,



but	 she	 looked	at	 things.	There	was	nothing	else	 to	do.	She	walked	 round	and
round	 the	 gardens	 and	 wandered	 about	 the	 paths	 in	 the	 park.	 Sometimes	 she
looked	for	Ben	Weatherstaff,	but	 though	several	 times	she	saw	him	at	work	he
was	too	busy	to	look	at	her	or	was	too	surly.	Once	when	she	was	walking	toward
him	he	picked	up	his	spade	and	turned	away	as	if	he	did	it	on	purpose.
One	place	she	went	to	oftener	than	to	any	other.	It	was	the	long	walk	outside

the	gardens	with	 the	walls	 round	 them.	There	were	bare	 flower-beds	on	 either
side	of	it	and	against	the	walls	ivy	grew	thickly.	There	was	one	part	of	the	wall
where	 the	 creeping	 dark	 green	 leaves	 were	 more	 bushy	 than	 elsewhere.	 It
seemed	as	if	for	a	long	time	that	part	had	been	neglected.	The	rest	of	it	had	been
clipped	and	made	to	look	neat,	but	at	this	lower	end	of	the	walk	it	had	not	been
trimmed	at	all.
A	few	days	after	she	had	talked	to	Ben	Weatherstaff,	Mary	stopped	to	notice

this	and	wondered	why	it	was	so.	She	had	just	paused	and	was	looking	up	at	a
long	 spray	 of	 ivy	 swinging	 in	 the	wind	when	 she	 saw	 a	 gleam	 of	 scarlet	 and
heard	 a	brilliant	 chirp,	 and	 there,	 on	 the	 top	of	 the	wall,	 forward	perched	Ben
Weatherstaff's	robin	redbreast,	tilting	forward	to	look	at	her	with	his	small	head
on	one	side.
"Oh!"	she	cried	out,	"is	it	you—is	it	you?"	And	it	did	not	seem	at	all	queer	to

her	 that	 she	 spoke	 to	 him	 as	 if	 she	 were	 sure	 that	 he	 would	 understand	 and
answer	her.
He	did	answer.	He	 twittered	and	chirped	and	hopped	along	 the	wall	as	 if	he

were	 telling	 her	 all	 sorts	 of	 things.	 It	 seemed	 to	 Mistress	 Mary	 as	 if	 she
understood	him,	too,	though	he	was	not	speaking	in	words.	It	was	as	if	he	said:
"Good	morning!	Isn't	the	wind	nice?	Isn't	the	sun	nice?	Isn't	everything	nice?

Let	us	both	chirp	and	hop	and	twitter.	Come	on!	Come	on!"
Mary	began	to	laugh,	and	as	he	hopped	and	took	little	flights	along	the	wall

she	ran	after	him.	Poor	little	thin,	sallow,	ugly	Mary—she	actually	looked	almost
pretty	for	a	moment.
"I	 like	 you!	 I	 like	 you!"	 she	 cried	 out,	 pattering	 down	 the	 walk;	 and	 she

chirped	and	tried	to	whistle,	which	last	she	did	not	know	how	to	do	in	the	least.
But	the	robin	seemed	to	be	quite	satisfied	and	chirped	and	whistled	back	at	her.
At	last	he	spread	his	wings	and	made	a	darting	flight	to	the	top	of	a	tree,	where
he	perched	and	sang	loudly.	That	reminded	Mary	of	the	first	time	she	had	seen
him.	He	had	been	swinging	on	a	tree-top	then	and	she	had	been	standing	in	the
orchard.	Now	she	was	on	the	other	side	of	the	orchard	and	standing	in	the	path
outside	a	wall—much	lower	down—and	there	was	the	same	tree	inside.
"It's	 in	 the	 garden	 no	 one	 can	 go	 into,"	 she	 said	 to	 herself.	 "It's	 the	 garden

without	a	door.	He	lives	in	there.	How	I	wish	I	could	see	what	it	is	like!"



She	ran	up	the	walk	to	the	green	door	she	had	entered	the	first	morning.	Then
she	 ran	 down	 the	 path	 through	 the	 other	 door	 and	 then	 into	 the	 orchard,	 and
when	she	stood	and	looked	up	there	was	the	tree	on	the	other	side	of	 the	wall,
and	 there	 was	 the	 robin	 just	 finishing	 his	 song	 and,	 beginning	 to	 preen	 his
feathers	with	his	beak.
"It	is	the	garden,"	she	said.	"I	am	sure	it	is."
She	walked	round	and	looked	closely	at	that	side	of	the	orchard	wall,	but	she

only	found	what	she	had	found	before—that	 there	was	no	door	 in	 it.	Then	she
ran	through	the	kitchen-gardens	again	and	out	into	the	walk	outside	the	long	ivy-
covered	wall,	and	she	walked	to	the	end	of	it	and	looked	at	it,	but	there	was	no
door;	and	then	she	walked	to	the	other	end,	looking	again,	but	there	was	no	door.
"It's	very	queer,"	she	said.	"Ben	Weatherstaff	said	there	was	no	door	and	there

is	 no	 door.	 But	 there	must	 have	 been	 one	 ten	 years	 ago,	 because	Mr.	 Craven
buried	the	key."
This	gave	her	so	much	to	think	of	that	she	began	to	be	quite	interested	and	feel

that	she	was	not	sorry	 that	she	had	come	to	Misselthwaite	Manor.	 In	India	she
had	always	felt	hot	and	too	languid	to	care	much	about	anything.	The	fact	was
that	 the	 fresh	wind	 from	 the	moor	 had	 begun	 to	 blow	 the	 cobwebs	 out	 of	 her
young	brain	and	to	waken	her	up	a	little.
She	stayed	out	of	doors	nearly	all	day,	and	when	she	sat	down	to	her	supper	at

night	she	felt	hungry	and	drowsy	and	comfortable.	She	did	not	feel	cross	when
Martha	chattered	away.	She	felt	as	if	she	rather	liked	to	hear	her,	and	at	last	she
thought	 she	would	 ask	 her	 a	 question.	 She	 asked	 it	 after	 she	 had	 finished	 her
supper	and	had	sat	down	on	the	hearth-rug	before	the	fire.
"Why	did	Mr.	Craven	hate	the	garden?"	she	said.
She	had	made	Martha	stay	with	her	and	Martha	had	not	objected	at	all.	She

was	very	young,	and	used	to	a	crowded	cottage	full	of	brothers	and	sisters,	and
she	 found	 it	 dull	 in	 the	 great	 servants'	 hall	 downstairs	where	 the	 footman	 and
upper-housemaids	made	fun	of	her	Yorkshire	speech	and	 looked	upon	her	as	a
common	little	thing,	and	sat	and	whispered	among	themselves.	Martha	liked	to
talk,	 and	 the	 strange	 child	 who	 had	 lived	 in	 India,	 and	 been	 waited	 upon	 by
"blacks,"	was	novelty	enough	to	attract	her.
She	sat	down	on	the	hearth	herself	without	waiting	to	be	asked.
"Art	 tha'	 thinkin'	 about	 that	garden	yet?"	 she	 said.	 "I	knew	 tha'	would.	That

was	just	the	way	with	me	when	I	first	heard	about	it."
"Why	did	he	hate	it?"	Mary	persisted.
Martha	tucked	her	feet	under	her	and	made	herself	quite	comfortable.
"Listen	to	th'	wind	wutherin'	round	the	house,"	she	said.	"You	could	bare	stand

up	on	the	moor	if	you	was	out	on	it	tonight."



Mary	 did	 not	 know	what	 "wutherin'"	meant	 until	 she	 listened,	 and	 then	 she
understood.	 It	 must	 mean	 that	 hollow	 shuddering	 sort	 of	 roar	 which	 rushed
round	and	round	the	house	as	if	the	giant	no	one	could	see	were	buffeting	it	and
beating	at	the	walls	and	windows	to	try	to	break	in.	But	one	knew	he	could	not
get	in,	and	somehow	it	made	one	feel	very	safe	and	warm	inside	a	room	with	a
red	coal	fire.
"But	why	did	he	hate	it	so?"	she	asked,	after	she	had	listened.	She	intended	to

know	if	Martha	did.
Then	Martha	gave	up	her	store	of	knowledge.
"Mind,"	she	said,	"Mrs.	Medlock	said	it's	not	to	be	talked	about.	There's	lots	o'

things	in	 this	place	 that's	not	 to	be	talked	over.	That's	Mr.	Craven's	orders.	His
troubles	are	none	servants'	business,	he	says.	But	for	 th'	garden	he	wouldn't	be
like	he	is.	It	was	Mrs.	Craven's	garden	that	she	had	made	when	first	 they	were
married	an'	she	just	 loved	it,	an'	 they	used	to	 'tend	the	flowers	themselves.	An'
none	o'	th'	gardeners	was	ever	let	to	go	in.	Him	an'	her	used	to	go	in	an'	shut	th'
door	an'	stay	there	hours	an'	hours,	readin'	and	talkin'.	An'	she	was	just	a	bit	of	a
girl	an'	there	was	an	old	tree	with	a	branch	bent	like	a	seat	on	it.	An'	she	made
roses	 grow	 over	 it	 an'	 she	 used	 to	 sit	 there.	But	 one	 day	when	 she	was	 sittin'
there	th'	branch	broke	an'	she	fell	on	th'	ground	an'	was	hurt	so	bad	that	next	day
she	died.	Th'	doctors	thought	he'd	go	out	o'	his	mind	an'	die,	too.	That's	why	he
hates	it.	No	one's	never	gone	in	since,	an'	he	won't	let	any	one	talk	about	it."
Mary	did	not	ask	any	more	questions.	She	looked	at	the	red	fire	and	listened	to

the	 wind	 "wutherin'."	 It	 seemed	 to	 be	 "wutherin'"	 louder	 than	 ever.	 At	 that
moment	a	very	good	thing	was	happening	to	her.	Four	good	things	had	happened
to	her,	in	fact,	since	she	came	to	Misselthwaite	Manor.	She	had	felt	as	if	she	had
understood	a	robin	and	that	he	had	understood	her;	she	had	run	in	the	wind	until
her	blood	had	grown	warm;	she	had	been	healthily	hungry	for	 the	first	 time	in
her	life;	and	she	had	found	out	what	it	was	to	be	sorry	for	some	one.
But	as	she	was	listening	to	the	wind	she	began	to	listen	to	something	else.	She

did	not	know	what	it	was,	because	at	first	she	could	scarcely	distinguish	it	from
the	 wind	 itself.	 It	 was	 a	 curious	 sound—it	 seemed	 almost	 as	 if	 a	 child	 were
crying	somewhere.	Sometimes	the	wind	sounded	rather	 like	a	child	crying,	but
presently	 Mistress	 Mary	 felt	 quite	 sure	 this	 sound	 was	 inside	 the	 house,	 not
outside	 it.	 It	was	 far	 away,	 but	 it	was	 inside.	 She	 turned	 round	 and	 looked	 at
Martha.
"Do	you	hear	any	one	crying?"	she	said.
Martha	suddenly	looked	confused.
"No,"	 she	answered.	 "It's	 th'	wind.	Sometimes	 it	 sounds	 like	as	 if	 some	one

was	lost	on	th'	moor	an'	wailin'.	It's	got	all	sorts	o'	sounds."



"But	listen,"	said	Mary.	"It's	in	the	house—down	one	of	those	long	corridors."
And	 at	 that	 very	 moment	 a	 door	 must	 have	 been	 opened	 somewhere

downstairs;	for	a	great	rushing	draft	blew	along	the	passage	and	the	door	of	the
room	they	sat	in	was	blown	open	with	a	crash,	and	as	they	both	jumped	to	their
feet	 the	 light	 was	 blown	 out	 and	 the	 crying	 sound	 was	 swept	 down	 the	 far
corridor	so	that	it	was	to	be	heard	more	plainly	than	ever.
"There!"	 said	 Mary.	 "I	 told	 you	 so!	 It	 is	 some	 one	 crying—and	 it	 isn't	 a

grown-up	person."
Martha	 ran	 and	 shut	 the	door	 and	 turned	 the	key,	 but	 before	 she	did	 it	 they

both	heard	 the	 sound	of	 a	door	 in	 some	 far	passage	 shutting	with	 a	bang,	 and
then	 everything	 was	 quiet,	 for	 even	 the	 wind	 ceased	 "wutherin'"	 for	 a	 few
moments.
"It	was	th'	wind,"	said	Martha	stubbornly.	"An'	if	it	wasn't,	it	was	little	Betty

Butterworth,	th'	scullery-maid.	She's	had	th'	toothache	all	day."
But	something	troubled	and	awkward	in	her	manner	made	Mistress	Mary	stare

very	hard	at	her.	She	did	not	believe	she	was	speaking	the	truth.



Chapter		6
"There	was	some	one	crying--There	was!"
The	next	day	the	rain	poured	down	in	torrents	again,	and	when	Mary	looked	out
of	her	window	the	moor	was	almost	hidden	by	gray	mist	and	cloud.	There	could
be	no	going	out	today.
"What	do	you	do	in	your	cottage	when	it	rains	like	this?"	she	asked	Martha.
"Try	 to	 keep	 from	 under	 each	 other's	 feet	 mostly,"	 Martha	 answered.	 "Eh!

there	does	seem	a	lot	of	us	then.	Mother's	a	good-tempered	woman	but	she	gets
fair	 moithered.	 The	 biggest	 ones	 goes	 out	 in	 th'	 cow-shed	 and	 plays	 there.
Dickon	 he	 doesn't	 mind	 th'	 wet.	 He	 goes	 out	 just	 th'	 same	 as	 if	 th'	 sun	 was
shinin'.	 He	 says	 he	 sees	 things	 on	 rainy	 days	 as	 doesn't	 show	 when	 it's	 fair
weather.	He	once	found	a	little	fox	cub	half	drowned	in	its	hole	and	he	brought	it
home	in	th'	bosom	of	his	shirt	to	keep	it	warm.	Its	mother	had	been	killed	nearby
an'	 th'	hole	was	swum	out	an'	 th'	 rest	o'	 th'	 litter	was	dead.	He's	got	 it	at	home
now.	He	found	a	half-drowned	young	crow	another	time	an'	he	brought	it	home,
too,	an'	tamed	it.	It's	named	Soot	because	it's	so	black,	an'	it	hops	an'	flies	about
with	him	everywhere."
The	time	had	come	when	Mary	had	forgotten	to	resent	Martha's	familiar	talk.

She	had	even	begun	 to	 find	 it	 interesting	and	 to	be	 sorry	when	she	stopped	or
went	away.	The	stories	she	had	been	 told	by	her	Ayah	when	she	 lived	 in	India
had	been	quite	unlike	those	Martha	had	to	tell	about	the	moorland	cottage	which
held	fourteen	people	who	lived	in	four	little	rooms	and	never	had	quite	enough
to	eat.	The	children	seemed	to	tumble	about	and	amuse	themselves	like	a	litter	of
rough,	good-natured	collie	puppies.	Mary	was	most	attracted	by	the	mother	and
Dickon.	When	Martha	 told	 stories	 of	 what	 "mother"	 said	 or	 did	 they	 always
sounded	comfortable.
"If	 I	had	a	 raven	or	 a	 fox	cub	 I	 could	play	with	 it,"	 said	Mary.	 "But	 I	have

nothing."
Martha	looked	perplexed.
"Can	tha'	knit?"	she	asked.
"No,"	answered	Mary.
"Can	tha'	sew?"
"No."



"Can	tha'	read?"
"Yes."
"Then	why	 doesn't	 tha,	 read	 somethin',	 or	 learn	 a	 bit	 o'	 spellin'?	 Tha'st	 old

enough	to	be	learnin'	thy	book	a	good	bit	now."
"I	haven't	any	books,"	said	Mary.	"Those	I	had	were	left	in	India."
"That's	 a	 pity,"	 said	Martha.	 "If	Mrs.	Medlock'd	 let	 thee	 go	 into	 th'	 library,

there's	thousands	o'	books	there."
Mary	did	not	ask	where	the	library	was,	because	she	was	suddenly	inspired	by

a	new	idea.	She	made	up	her	mind	to	go	and	find	it	herself.	She	was	not	troubled
about	 Mrs.	 Medlock.	 Mrs.	 Medlock	 seemed	 always	 to	 be	 in	 her	 comfortable
housekeeper's	sitting-room	downstairs.	In	this	queer	place	one	scarcely	ever	saw
any	one	at	all.	In	fact,	there	was	no	one	to	see	but	the	servants,	and	when	their
master	was	away	they	lived	a	luxurious	life	below	stairs,	where	there	was	a	huge
kitchen	 hung	 about	 with	 shining	 brass	 and	 pewter,	 and	 a	 large	 servants'	 hall
where	there	were	four	or	five	abundant	meals	eaten	every	day,	and	where	a	great
deal	of	lively	romping	went	on	when	Mrs.	Medlock	was	out	of	the	way.
Mary's	meals	were	 served	 regularly,	 and	Martha	waited	 on	 her,	 but	 no	 one

troubled	themselves	about	her	in	the	least.	Mrs.	Medlock	came	and	looked	at	her
every	day	or	two,	but	no	one	inquired	what	she	did	or	told	her	what	to	do.	She
supposed	that	perhaps	this	was	the	English	way	of	treating	children.	In	India	she
had	always	been	attended	by	her	Ayah,	who	had	followed	her	about	and	waited
on	her,	hand	and	foot.	She	had	often	been	 tired	of	her	company.	Now	she	was
followed	by	nobody	and	was	learning	to	dress	herself	because	Martha	looked	as
though	 she	 thought	 she	was	 silly	 and	 stupid	when	 she	wanted	 to	 have	 things
handed	to	her	and	put	on.
"Hasn't	tha'	got	good	sense?"	she	said	once,	when	Mary	had	stood	waiting	for

her	 to	put	on	her	gloves	 for	her.	 "Our	Susan	Ann	 is	 twice	as	 sharp	as	 thee	an'
she's	only	four	year'	old.	Sometimes	tha'	looks	fair	soft	in	th'	head."
Mary	had	worn	her	contrary	scowl	for	an	hour	after	that,	but	it	made	her	think

several	entirely	new	things.
She	stood	at	the	window	for	about	ten	minutes	this	morning	after	Martha	had

swept	up	the	hearth	for	the	last	time	and	gone	downstairs.	She	was	thinking	over
the	new	idea	which	had	come	to	her	when	she	heard	of	the	library.	She	did	not
care	very	much	about	the	library	itself,	because	she	had	read	very	few	books;	but
to	hear	of	it	brought	back	to	her	mind	the	hundred	rooms	with	closed	doors.	She
wondered	if	they	were	all	really	locked	and	what	she	would	find	if	she	could	get
into	 any	of	 them.	Were	 there	 a	 hundred	 really?	Why	 shouldn't	 she	go	 and	 see
how	many	doors	she	could	count?	It	would	be	something	to	do	on	this	morning
when	she	could	not	go	out.	She	had	never	been	taught	 to	ask	permission	to	do



things,	 and	 she	 knew	 nothing	 at	 all	 about	 authority,	 so	 she	 would	 not	 have
thought	 it	 necessary	 to	 ask	Mrs.	Medlock	 if	 she	might	walk	 about	 the	 house,
even	if	she	had	seen	her.
She	 opened	 the	 door	 of	 the	 room	 and	 went	 into	 the	 corridor,	 and	 then	 she

began	her	wanderings.	It	was	a	long	corridor	and	it	branched	into	other	corridors
and	it	led	her	up	short	flights	of	steps	which	mounted	to	others	again.	There	were
doors	 and	 doors,	 and	 there	 were	 pictures	 on	 the	 walls.	 Sometimes	 they	 were
pictures	of	dark,	curious	landscapes,	but	oftenest	they	were	portraits	of	men	and
women	in	queer,	grand	costumes	made	of	satin	and	velvet.	She	found	herself	in
one	 long	gallery	whose	walls	were	covered	with	 these	portraits.	She	had	never
thought	there	could	be	so	many	in	any	house.	She	walked	slowly	down	this	place
and	stared	at	the	faces	which	also	seemed	to	stare	at	her.	She	felt	as	if	they	were
wondering	what	 a	 little	 girl	 from	 India	 was	 doing	 in	 their	 house.	 Some	were
pictures	of	children—little	girls	in	thick	satin	frocks	which	reached	to	their	feet
and	stood	out	about	them,	and	boys	with	puffed	sleeves	and	lace	collars	and	long
hair,	 or	 with	 big	 ruffs	 around	 their	 necks.	 She	 always	 stopped	 to	 look	 at	 the
children,	and	wonder	what	their	names	were,	and	where	they	had	gone,	and	why
they	wore	such	odd	clothes.	There	was	a	stiff,	plain	little	girl	rather	like	herself.
She	wore	a	green	brocade	dress	and	held	a	green	parrot	on	her	finger.	Her	eyes
had	a	sharp,	curious	look.
"Where	do	you	live	now?"	said	Mary	aloud	to	her.	"I	wish	you	were	here."
Surely	 no	 other	 little	 girl	 ever	 spent	 such	 a	 queer	morning.	 It	 seemed	 as	 if

there	 was	 no	 one	 in	 all	 the	 huge	 rambling	 house	 but	 her	 own	 small	 self,
wandering	 about	 upstairs	 and	 down,	 through	 narrow	 passages	 and	wide	 ones,
where	it	seemed	to	her	that	no	one	but	herself	had	ever	walked.	Since	so	many
rooms	had	been	built,	people	must	have	lived	in	them,	but	it	all	seemed	so	empty
that	she	could	not	quite	believe	it	true.
It	was	not	until	she	climbed	to	the	second	floor	that	she	thought	of	turning	the

handle	of	a	door.	All	the	doors	were	shut,	as	Mrs.	Medlock	had	said	they	were,
but	at	last	she	put	her	hand	on	the	handle	of	one	of	them	and	turned	it.	She	was
almost	 frightened	 for	 a	moment	when	 she	 felt	 that	 it	 turned	without	 difficulty
and	that	when	she	pushed	upon	the	door	 itself	 it	slowly	and	heavily	opened.	It
was	 a	massive	 door	 and	 opened	 into	 a	 big	 bedroom.	There	were	 embroidered
hangings	on	 the	wall,	 and	 inlaid	 furniture	 such	 as	 she	had	 seen	 in	 India	 stood
about	the	room.	A	broad	window	with	leaded	panes	looked	out	upon	the	moor;
and	over	the	mantel	was	another	portrait	of	the	stiff,	plain	little	girl	who	seemed
to	stare	at	her	more	curiously	than	ever.
"Perhaps	she	slept	here	once,"	said	Mary.	"She	stares	at	me	so	that	she	makes

me	feel	queer."



After	that	she	opened	more	doors	and	more.	She	saw	so	many	rooms	that	she
became	quite	tired	and	began	to	think	that	there	must	be	a	hundred,	though	she
had	 not	 counted	 them.	 In	 all	 of	 them	 there	were	 old	 pictures	 or	 old	 tapestries
with	strange	scenes	worked	on	them.	There	were	curious	pieces	of	furniture	and
curious	ornaments	in	nearly	all	of	them.
In	one	 room,	which	 looked	 like	 a	 lady's	 sitting-room,	 the	hangings	were	 all

embroidered	velvet,	and	in	a	cabinet	were	about	a	hundred	little	elephants	made
of	ivory.	They	were	of	different	sizes,	and	some	had	their	mahouts	or	palanquins
on	their	backs.	Some	were	much	bigger	 than	the	others	and	some	were	so	tiny
that	they	seemed	only	babies.	Mary	had	seen	carved	ivory	in	India	and	she	knew
all	about	elephants.	She	opened	the	door	of	the	cabinet	and	stood	on	a	footstool
and	 played	 with	 these	 for	 quite	 a	 long	 time.	 When	 she	 got	 tired	 she	 set	 the
elephants	in	order	and	shut	the	door	of	the	cabinet.
In	all	her	wanderings	through	the	long	corridors	and	the	empty	rooms,	she	had

seen	nothing	alive;	but	in	this	room	she	saw	something.	Just	after	she	had	closed
the	 cabinet	 door	 she	 heard	 a	 tiny	 rustling	 sound.	 It	 made	 her	 jump	 and	 look
around	at	the	sofa	by	the	fireplace,	from	which	it	seemed	to	come.	In	the	corner
of	the	sofa	there	was	a	cushion,	and	in	the	velvet	which	covered	it	 there	was	a
hole,	and	out	of	the	hole	peeped	a	tiny	head	with	a	pair	of	frightened	eyes	in	it.
Mary	crept	softly	across	the	room	to	look.	The	bright	eyes	belonged	to	a	little

gray	 mouse,	 and	 the	 mouse	 had	 eaten	 a	 hole	 into	 the	 cushion	 and	 made	 a
comfortable	nest	there.	Six	baby	mice	were	cuddled	up	asleep	near	her.	If	there
was	no	one	else	alive	in	the	hundred	rooms	there	were	seven	mice	who	did	not
look	lonely	at	all.
"If	 they	 wouldn't	 be	 so	 frightened	 I	 would	 take	 them	 back	 with	 me,"	 said

Mary.
She	had	wandered	about	long	enough	to	feel	too	tired	to	wander	any	farther,

and	she	 turned	back.	Two	or	 three	 times	she	 lost	her	way	by	 turning	down	the
wrong	corridor	and	was	obliged	to	ramble	up	and	down	until	she	found	the	right
one;	but	at	last	she	reached	her	own	floor	again,	though	she	was	some	distance
from	her	own	room	and	did	not	know	exactly	where	she	was.
"I	believe	I	have	taken	a	wrong	turning	again,"	she	said,	standing	still	at	what

seemed	the	end	of	a	short	passage	with	tapestry	on	the	wall.	"I	don't	know	which
way	to	go.	How	still	everything	is!"
It	was	while	 she	was	 standing	 here	 and	 just	 after	 she	 had	 said	 this	 that	 the

stillness	was	broken	by	a	sound.	It	was	another	cry,	but	not	quite	like	the	one	she
had	heard	last	night;	it	was	only	a	short	one,	a	fretful	childish	whine	muffled	by
passing	through	walls.
"It's	nearer	than	it	was,"	said	Mary,	her	heart	beating	rather	faster.	"And	it	is



crying."
She	 put	 her	 hand	 accidentally	 upon	 the	 tapestry	 near	 her,	 and	 then	 sprang

back,	 feeling	quite	startled.	The	 tapestry	was	 the	covering	of	a	door	which	fell
open	and	showed	her	 that	 there	was	another	part	of	 the	corridor	behind	 it,	and
Mrs.	Medlock	was	coming	up	it	with	her	bunch	of	keys	in	her	hand	and	a	very
cross	look	on	her	face.
"What	 are	 you	 doing	 here?"	 she	 said,	 and	 she	 took	 Mary	 by	 the	 arm	 and

pulled	her	away.	"What	did	I	tell	you?"
"I	turned	round	the	wrong	corner,"	explained	Mary.	"I	didn't	know	which	way

to	 go	 and	 I	 heard	 some	 one	 crying."	 She	 quite	 hated	 Mrs.	 Medlock	 at	 the
moment,	but	she	hated	her	more	the	next.
"You	didn't	hear	anything	of	the	sort,"	said	the	housekeeper.	"You	come	along

back	to	your	own	nursery	or	I'll	box	your	ears."
And	she	took	her	by	the	arm	and	half	pushed,	half	pulled	her	up	one	passage

and	down	another	until	she	pushed	her	in	at	the	door	of	her	own	room.
"Now,"	 she	 said,	 "you	 stay	where	 you're	 told	 to	 stay	 or	 you'll	 find	 yourself

locked	up.	The	master	had	better	get	you	a	governess,	same	as	he	said	he	would.
You're	one	that	needs	some	one	to	look	sharp	after	you.	I've	got	enough	to	do."
She	went	out	of	the	room	and	slammed	the	door	after	her,	and	Mary	went	and

sat	on	the	hearth-rug,	pale	with	rage.	She	did	not	cry,	but	ground	her	teeth.
"There	was	some	one	crying—there	was—there	was!"	she	said	to	herself.
She	had	heard	it	twice	now,	and	sometime	she	would	find	out.	She	had	found

out	a	great	deal	this	morning.	She	felt	as	if	she	had	been	on	a	long	journey,	and
at	any	rate	she	had	had	something	to	amuse	her	all	the	time,	and	she	had	played
with	the	ivory	elephants	and	had	seen	the	gray	mouse	and	its	babies	in	their	nest
in	the	velvet	cushion.



Chapter		7
The	Key	to	the	Garden
Two	 days	 after	 this,	 when	 Mary	 opened	 her	 eyes	 she	 sat	 upright	 in	 bed
immediately,	and	called	to	Martha.
"Look	at	the	moor!	Look	at	the	moor!"
The	rainstorm	had	ended	and	the	gray	mist	and	clouds	had	been	swept	away	in

the	night	by	the	wind.	The	wind	itself	had	ceased	and	a	brilliant,	deep	blue	sky
arched	high	over	the	moorland.	Never,	never	had	Mary	dreamed	of	a	sky	so	blue.
In	India	skies	were	hot	and	blazing;	this	was	of	a	deep	cool	blue	which	almost
seemed	to	sparkle	like	the	waters	of	some	lovely	bottomless	lake,	and	here	and
there,	 high,	 high	 in	 the	 arched	 blueness	 floated	 small	 clouds	 of	 snow-white
fleece.	The	 far-reaching	world	 of	 the	moor	 itself	 looked	 softly	 blue	 instead	 of
gloomy	purple-black	or	awful	dreary	gray.
"Aye,"	said	Martha	with	a	cheerful	grin.	"Th'	storm's	over	for	a	bit.	It	does	like

this	at	this	time	o'	th'	year.	It	goes	off	in	a	night	like	it	was	pretendin'	it	had	never
been	here	an'	never	meant	to	come	again.	That's	because	th'	springtime's	on	its
way.	It's	a	long	way	off	yet,	but	it's	comin'."
"I	thought	perhaps	it	always	rained	or	looked	dark	in	England,"	Mary	said.
"Eh!	no!"	said	Martha,	sitting	up	on	her	heels	among	her	black	lead	brushes.

"Nowt	o'	th'	soart!"
"What	 does	 that	 mean?"	 asked	 Mary	 seriously.	 In	 India	 the	 natives	 spoke

different	dialects	which	only	a	few	people	understood,	so	she	was	not	surprised
when	Martha	used	words	she	did	not	know.
Martha	laughed	as	she	had	done	the	first	morning.
"There	now,"	she	said.	"I've	talked	broad	Yorkshire	again	like	Mrs.	Medlock

said	 I	 mustn't.	 'Nowt	 o'	 th'	 soart'	 means	 'nothin'-of-the-sort,'"	 slowly	 and
carefully,	 "but	 it	 takes	 so	 long	 to	 say	 it.	Yorkshire's	 th'	 sunniest	place	on	earth
when	it	is	sunny.	I	told	thee	tha'd	like	th'	moor	after	a	bit.	Just	you	wait	till	you
see	th'	gold-colored	gorse	blossoms	an'	th'	blossoms	o'	th'	broom,	an'	th'	heather
flowerin',	all	purple	bells,	an'	hundreds	o'	butterflies	flutterin'	an'	bees	hummin'
an'	skylarks	soarin'	up	an'	singin'.	You'll	want	to	get	out	on	it	as	sunrise	an'	live
out	 on	 it	 all	 day	 like	 Dickon	 does."	 "Could	 I	 ever	 get	 there?"	 asked	 Mary
wistfully,	looking	through	her	window	at	the	far-off	blue.	It	was	so	new	and	big



and	wonderful	and	such	a	heavenly	color.
"I	 don't	 know,"	 answered	Martha.	 "Tha's	 never	used	 tha'	 legs	 since	 tha'	was

born,	it	seems	to	me.	Tha'	couldn't	walk	five	mile.	It's	five	mile	to	our	cottage."
"I	should	like	to	see	your	cottage."
Martha	 stared	 at	 her	 a	 moment	 curiously	 before	 she	 took	 up	 her	 polishing

brush	and	began	to	rub	the	grate	again.	She	was	thinking	that	the	small	plain	face
did	not	look	quite	as	sour	at	this	moment	as	it	had	done	the	first	morning	she	saw
it.	It	looked	just	a	trifle	like	little	Susan	Ann's	when	she	wanted	something	very
much.
"I'll	ask	my	mother	about	it,"	she	said.	"She's	one	o'	them	that	nearly	always

sees	a	way	to	do	things.	It's	my	day	out	today	an'	I'm	goin'	home.	Eh!	I	am	glad.
Mrs.	Medlock	thinks	a	lot	o'	mother.	Perhaps	she	could	talk	to	her."
"I	like	your	mother,"	said	Mary.
"I	should	think	tha'	did,"	agreed	Martha,	polishing	away.
"I've	never	seen	her,"	said	Mary.
"No,	tha'	hasn't,"	replied	Martha.
She	sat	up	on	her	heels	again	and	rubbed	the	end	of	her	nose	with	the	back	of

her	hand	as	if	puzzled	for	a	moment,	but	she	ended	quite	positively.
"Well,	 she's	 that	 sensible	 an'	 hard	workin'	 an'	 goodnatured	 an'	 clean	 that	 no

one	could	help	likin'	her	whether	they'd	seen	her	or	not.	When	I'm	goin'	home	to
her	on	my	day	out	I	just	jump	for	joy	when	I'm	crossin'	the	moor."
"I	like	Dickon,"	added	Mary.	"And	I've	never	seen	him."
"Well,"	said	Martha	stoutly,	"I've	told	thee	that	th'	very	birds	likes	him	an'	th'

rabbits	an'	wild	sheep	an'	ponies,	an'	th'	foxes	themselves.	I	wonder,"	staring	at
her	reflectively,	"what	Dickon	would	think	of	thee?"
"He	wouldn't	like	me,"	said	Mary	in	her	stiff,	cold	little	way.	"No	one	does."
Martha	looked	reflective	again.
"How	does	tha'	like	thysel'?"	she	inquired,	really	quite	as	if	she	were	curious

to	know.
Mary	hesitated	a	moment	and	thought	it	over.
"Not	at	all—really,"	she	answered.	"But	I	never	thought	of	that	before."
Martha	grinned	a	little	as	if	at	some	homely	recollection.
"Mother	said	that	to	me	once,"	she	said.	"She	was	at	her	wash-tub	an'	I	was	in

a	 bad	 temper	 an'	 talkin'	 ill	 of	 folk,	 an'	 she	 turns	 round	 on	me	 an'	 says:	 'Tha'
young	 vixen,	 tha'!	 There	 tha'	 stands	 sayin'	 tha'	 doesn't	 like	 this	 one	 an'	 tha'
doesn't	like	that	one.	How	does	tha'	like	thysel'?'	It	made	me	laugh	an'	it	brought
me	to	my	senses	in	a	minute."
She	went	away	 in	high	spirits	as	 soon	as	 she	had	given	Mary	her	breakfast.

She	was	going	 to	walk	 five	miles	across	 the	moor	 to	 the	cottage,	and	she	was



going	to	help	her	mother	with	the	washing	and	do	the	week's	baking	and	enjoy
herself	thoroughly.
Mary	felt	 lonelier	 than	ever	when	she	knew	she	was	no	longer	 in	 the	house.

She	went	out	 into	 the	garden	as	quickly	as	possible,	and	the	first	 thing	she	did
was	 to	run	round	and	round	the	fountain	flower	garden	 ten	 times.	She	counted
the	 times	 carefully	 and	 when	 she	 had	 finished	 she	 felt	 in	 better	 spirits.	 The
sunshine	made	the	whole	place	look	different.	The	high,	deep,	blue	sky	arched
over	Misselthwaite	as	well	 as	over	 the	moor,	and	she	kept	 lifting	her	 face	and
looking	up	into	it,	trying	to	imagine	what	it	would	be	like	to	lie	down	on	one	of
the	 little	 snow-white	 clouds	 and	 float	 about.	 She	 went	 into	 the	 first	 kitchen-
garden	and	found	Ben	Weatherstaff	working	there	with	two	other	gardeners.	The
change	 in	 the	weather	 seemed	 to	have	done	him	good.	He	 spoke	 to	her	of	his
own	accord.	"Springtime's	comin,'"	he	said.	"Cannot	tha'	smell	it?"
Mary	sniffed	and	thought	she	could.
"I	smell	something	nice	and	fresh	and	damp,"	she	said.
"That's	th'	good	rich	earth,"	he	answered,	digging	away.	"It's	in	a	good	humor

makin'	 ready	 to	grow	 things.	 It's	glad	when	plantin'	 time	comes.	 It's	dull	 in	 th'
winter	when	 it's	 got	 nowt	 to	do.	 In	 th'	 flower	gardens	out	 there	 things	will	 be
stirrin'	 down	 below	 in	 th'	 dark.	Th'	 sun's	warmin'	 'em.	You'll	 see	 bits	 o'	 green
spikes	stickin'	out	o'	th'	black	earth	after	a	bit."
"What	will	they	be?"	asked	Mary.
"Crocuses	an'	snowdrops	an'	daffydowndillys.	Has	tha'	never	seen	them?"
"No.	Everything	is	hot,	and	wet,	and	green	after	the	rains	in	India,"	said	Mary.

"And	I	think	things	grow	up	in	a	night."
"These	won't	grow	up	in	a	night,"	said	Weatherstaff.	"Tha'll	have	to	wait	for

'em.	They'll	poke	up	a	bit	higher	here,	an'	push	out	a	spike	more	there,	an'	uncurl
a	leaf	this	day	an'	another	that.	You	watch	'em."
"I	am	going	to,"	answered	Mary.
Very	 soon	 she	heard	 the	 soft	 rustling	 flight	of	wings	 again	 and	 she	knew	at

once	 that	 the	 robin	 had	 come	 again.	He	was	 very	 pert	 and	 lively,	 and	 hopped
about	so	close	to	her	feet,	and	put	his	head	on	one	side	and	looked	at	her	so	slyly
that	she	asked	Ben	Weatherstaff	a	question.
"Do	you	think	he	remembers	me?"	she	said.
"Remembers	 thee!"	said	Weatherstaff	 indignantly.	"He	knows	every	cabbage

stump	 in	 th'	 gardens,	 let	 alone	 th'	 people.	He's	 never	 seen	 a	 little	wench	 here
before,	 an'	 he's	 bent	 on	 findin'	 out	 all	 about	 thee.	Tha's	 no	need	 to	 try	 to	hide
anything	from	him."
"Are	 things	 stirring	down	below	 in	 the	dark	 in	 that	garden	where	he	 lives?"

Mary	inquired.



"What	garden?"	grunted	Weatherstaff,	becoming	surly	again.
"The	one	where	the	old	rose-trees	are."	She	could	not	help	asking,	because	she

wanted	so	much	to	know.	"Are	all	 the	flowers	dead,	or	do	some	of	 them	come
again	in	the	summer?	Are	there	ever	any	roses?"
"Ask	him,"	 said	Ben	Weatherstaff,	hunching	his	 shoulders	 toward	 the	 robin.

"He's	the	only	one	as	knows.	No	one	else	has	seen	inside	it	for	ten	year'."
Ten	years	was	a	long	time,	Mary	thought.	She	had	been	born	ten	years	ago.
She	walked	away,	 slowly	 thinking.	She	had	begun	 to	 like	 the	garden	 just	as

she	 had	 begun	 to	 like	 the	 robin	 and	 Dickon	 and	 Martha's	 mother.	 She	 was
beginning	to	like	Martha,	too.	That	seemed	a	good	many	people	to	like—when
you	were	not	used	to	liking.	She	thought	of	the	robin	as	one	of	the	people.	She
went	to	her	walk	outside	the	long,	ivy-covered	wall	over	which	she	could	see	the
tree-tops;	and	the	second	time	she	walked	up	and	down	the	most	interesting	and
exciting	thing	happened	to	her,	and	it	was	all	through	Ben	Weatherstaff's	robin.
She	heard	a	chirp	and	a	twitter,	and	when	she	looked	at	the	bare	flower-bed	at

her	left	side	there	he	was	hopping	about	and	pretending	to	peck	things	out	of	the
earth	to	persuade	her	that	he	had	not	followed	her.	But	she	knew	he	had	followed
her	and	the	surprise	so	filled	her	with	delight	that	she	almost	trembled	a	little.
"You	do	remember	me!"	she	cried	out.	"You	do!	You	are	prettier	than	anything

else	in	the	world!"
She	 chirped,	 and	 talked,	 and	 coaxed	 and	 he	 hopped,	 and	 flirted	 his	 tail	 and

twittered.	 It	was	as	 if	he	were	 talking.	His	 red	waistcoat	was	 like	 satin	and	he
puffed	his	tiny	breast	out	and	was	so	fine	and	so	grand	and	so	pretty	that	it	was
really	as	if	he	were	showing	her	how	important	and	like	a	human	person	a	robin
could	be.	Mistress	Mary	forgot	that	she	had	ever	been	contrary	in	her	life	when
he	allowed	her	to	draw	closer	and	closer	to	him,	and	bend	down	and	talk	and	try
to	make	something	like	robin	sounds.
Oh!	 to	 think	 that	he	should	actually	 let	her	come	as	near	 to	him	as	 that!	He

knew	 nothing	 in	 the	 world	 would	 make	 her	 put	 out	 her	 hand	 toward	 him	 or
startle	him	in	 the	 least	 tiniest	way.	He	knew	it	because	he	was	a	real	person—
only	nicer	than	any	other	person	in	the	world.	She	was	so	happy	that	she	scarcely
dared	to	breathe.
The	 flower-bed	 was	 not	 quite	 bare.	 It	 was	 bare	 of	 flowers	 because	 the

perennial	 plants	 had	 been	 cut	 down	 for	 their	 winter	 rest,	 but	 there	 were	 tall
shrubs	and	low	ones	which	grew	together	at	the	back	of	the	bed,	and	as	the	robin
hopped	about	under	them	she	saw	him	hop	over	a	small	pile	of	freshly	turned	up
earth.	He	stopped	on	it	to	look	for	a	worm.	The	earth	had	been	turned	up	because
a	dog	had	been	trying	to	dig	up	a	mole	and	he	had	scratched	quite	a	deep	hole.
Mary	 looked	 at	 it,	 not	 really	 knowing	 why	 the	 hole	 was	 there,	 and	 as	 she



looked	 she	 saw	 something	 almost	 buried	 in	 the	 newly-turned	 soil.	 It	 was
something	 like	a	 ring	of	 rusty	 iron	or	brass	and	when	 the	 robin	 flew	up	 into	a
tree	nearby	she	put	out	her	hand	and	picked	the	ring	up.	It	was	more	than	a	ring,
however;	it	was	an	old	key	which	looked	as	if	it	had	been	buried	a	long	time.
Mistress	Mary	stood	up	and	looked	at	 it	with	an	almost	frightened	face	as	it

hung	from	her	finger.
"Perhaps	it	has	been	buried	for	ten	years,"	she	said	in	a	whisper.	"Perhaps	it	is

the	key	to	the	garden!"



Chapter		8
The	robin	who	showed	the	way
She	looked	at	the	key	quite	a	long	time.	She	turned	it	over	and	over,	and	thought
about	it.	As	I	have	said	before,	she	was	not	a	child	who	had	been	trained	to	ask
permission	or	consult	her	elders	about	things.	All	she	thought	about	the	key	was
that	if	it	was	the	key	to	the	closed	garden,	and	she	could	find	out	where	the	door
was,	she	could	perhaps	open	it	and	see	what	was	inside	the	walls,	and	what	had
happened	to	 the	old	rose-trees.	 It	was	because	 it	had	been	shut	up	so	 long	 that
she	wanted	 to	see	 it.	 It	seemed	as	 if	 it	must	be	different	 from	other	places	and
that	something	strange	must	have	happened	to	it	during	ten	years.	Besides	that,	if
she	liked	it	she	could	go	into	it	every	day	and	shut	the	door	behind	her,	and	she
could	make	up	 some	play	of	her	own	and	play	 it	 quite	 alone,	because	nobody
would	ever	know	where	she	was,	but	would	think	the	door	was	still	locked	and
the	key	buried	in	the	earth.	The	thought	of	that	pleased	her	very	much.
Living	as	it	were,	all	by	herself	in	a	house	with	a	hundred	mysteriously	closed

rooms	and	having	nothing	whatever	to	do	to	amuse	herself,	had	set	her	inactive
brain	to	working	and	was	actually	awakening	her	imagination.	There	is	no	doubt
that	the	fresh,	strong,	pure	air	from	the	moor	had	a	great	deal	to	do	with	it.	Just
as	it	had	given	her	an	appetite,	and	fighting	with	the	wind	had	stirred	her	blood,
so	 the	 same	 things	had	stirred	her	mind.	 In	 India	 she	had	always	been	 too	hot
and	 languid	 and	weak	 to	 care	much	 about	 anything,	 but	 in	 this	 place	 she	was
beginning	to	care	and	to	want	to	do	new	things.	Already	she	felt	less	"contrary,"
though	she	did	not	know	why.
She	put	the	key	in	her	pocket	and	walked	up	and	down	her	walk.	No	one	but

herself	 ever	 seemed	 to	 come	 there,	 so	 she	 could	walk	 slowly	 and	 look	 at	 the
wall,	 or,	 rather,	 at	 the	 ivy	 growing	 on	 it.	 The	 ivy	 was	 the	 baffling	 thing.
Howsoever	 carefully	 she	 looked	 she	 could	 see	 nothing	 but	 thickly	 growing,
glossy,	 dark	 green	 leaves.	 She	was	 very	much	disappointed.	Something	of	 her
contrariness	 came	back	 to	her	 as	 she	paced	 the	walk	and	 looked	over	 it	 at	 the
tree-tops	 inside.	 It	 seemed	so	silly,	she	said	 to	herself,	 to	be	near	 it	and	not	be
able	to	get	in.	She	took	the	key	in	her	pocket	when	she	went	back	to	the	house,
and	she	made	up	her	mind	that	she	would	always	carry	it	with	her	when	she	went
out,	so	that	if	she	ever	should	find	the	hidden	door	she	would	be	ready.



Mrs.	Medlock	 had	 allowed	Martha	 to	 sleep	 all	 night	 at	 the	 cottage,	 but	 she
was	back	at	her	work	in	the	morning	with	cheeks	redder	than	ever	and	in	the	best
of	spirits.
"I	got	up	at	four	o'clock,"	she	said.	"Eh!	it	was	pretty	on	th'	moor	with	th'	birds

gettin'	 up	 an'	 th'	 rabbits	 scamperin'	 about	 an'	 th'	 sun	 risin'.	 I	 didn't	walk	 all	 th'
way.	A	man	gave	me	a	ride	in	his	cart	an'	I	did	enjoy	myself."
She	was	 full	 of	 stories	 of	 the	 delights	 of	 her	 day	out.	Her	mother	 had	been

glad	to	see	her	and	they	had	got	the	baking	and	washing	all	out	of	the	way.	She
had	even	made	each	of	the	children	a	doughcake	with	a	bit	of	brown	sugar	in	it.
"I	had	 'em	all	pipin'	hot	when	they	came	in	from	playin'	on	th'	moor.	An'	th'

cottage	all	smelt	o'	nice,	clean	hot	bakin'	an'	there	was	a	good	fire,	an'	they	just
shouted	for	joy.	Our	Dickon	he	said	our	cottage	was	good	enough	for	a	king."
In	the	evening	they	had	all	sat	round	the	fire,	and	Martha	and	her	mother	had

sewed	patches	on	torn	clothes	and	mended	stockings	and	Martha	had	told	them
about	the	little	girl	who	had	come	from	India	and	who	had	been	waited	on	all	her
life	by	what	Martha	called	"blacks"	until	she	didn't	know	how	to	put	on	her	own
stockings.
"Eh!	they	did	like	to	hear	about	you,"	said	Martha.	"They	wanted	to	know	all

about	th'	blacks	an'	about	th'	ship	you	came	in.	I	couldn't	tell	'em	enough."
Mary	reflected	a	little.
"I'll	tell	you	a	great	deal	more	before	your	next	day	out,"	she	said,	"so	that	you

will	have	more	to	talk	about.	I	dare	say	they	would	like	to	hear	about	riding	on
elephants	and	camels,	and	about	the	officers	going	to	hunt	tigers."
"My	word!"	 cried	delighted	Martha.	 "It	would	 set	 'em	clean	off	 their	heads.

Would	tha'	really	do	that,	Miss?	It	would	be	same	as	a	wild	beast	show	like	we
heard	they	had	in	York	once."
"India	is	quite	different	from	Yorkshire,"	Mary	said	slowly,	as	she	thought	the

matter	over.	"I	never	 thought	of	 that.	Did	Dickon	and	your	mother	 like	 to	hear
you	talk	about	me?"
"Why,	our	Dickon's	eyes	nearly	started	out	o'	his	head,	 they	got	 that	round,"

answered	Martha.	"But	mother,	she	was	put	out	about	your	seemin'	to	be	all	by
yourself	 like.	 She	 said,	 'Hasn't	 Mr.	 Craven	 got	 no	 governess	 for	 her,	 nor	 no
nurse?'	 and	 I	 said,	 'No,	 he	 hasn't,	 though	Mrs.	Medlock	 says	 he	will	when	 he
thinks	of	it,	but	she	says	he	mayn't	think	of	it	for	two	or	three	years.'"
"I	don't	want	a	governess,"	said	Mary	sharply.
"But	 mother	 says	 you	 ought	 to	 be	 learnin'	 your	 book	 by	 this	 time	 an'	 you

ought	 to	have	a	woman	to	 look	after	you,	an'	she	says:	 'Now,	Martha,	you	just
think	how	you'd	feel	yourself,	in	a	big	place	like	that,	wanderin'	about	all	alone,
an'	no	mother.	You	do	your	best	to	cheer	her	up,'	she	says,	an'	I	said	I	would."



Mary	gave	her	a	long,	steady	look.
"You	do	cheer	me	up,"	she	said.	"I	like	to	hear	you	talk."
Presently	Martha	went	out	of	the	room	and	came	back	with	something	held	in

her	hands	under	her	apron.
"What	 does	 tha'	 think,"	 she	 said,	 with	 a	 cheerful	 grin.	 "I've	 brought	 thee	 a

present."
"A	present!"	exclaimed	Mistress	Mary.	How	could	a	cottage	 full	of	 fourteen

hungry	people	give	any	one	a	present!
"A	 man	 was	 drivin'	 across	 the	 moor	 peddlin',"	 Martha	 explained.	 "An'	 he

stopped	his	cart	at	our	door.	He	had	pots	an'	pans	an'	odds	an'	ends,	but	mother
had	 no	money	 to	 buy	 anythin'.	 Just	 as	 he	was	 goin'	 away	 our	 'Lizabeth	 Ellen
called	out,	'Mother,	he's	got	skippin'-ropes	with	red	an'	blue	handles.'	An'	mother
she	calls	out	quite	sudden,	'Here,	stop,	mister!	How	much	are	they?'	An'	he	says
'Tuppence',	 an'	 mother	 she	 began	 fumblin'	 in	 her	 pocket	 an'	 she	 says	 to	 me,
'Martha,	tha's	brought	me	thy	wages	like	a	good	lass,	an'	I've	got	four	places	to
put	every	penny,	but	I'm	just	goin'	to	take	tuppence	out	of	it	to	buy	that	child	a
skippin'-rope,'	an'	she	bought	one	an'	here	it	is."
She	brought	it	out	from	under	her	apron	and	exhibited	it	quite	proudly.	It	was

a	strong,	slender	rope	with	a	striped	red	and	blue	handle	at	each	end,	but	Mary
Lennox	had	never	seen	a	skipping-rope	before.	She	gazed	at	it	with	a	mystified
expression.
"What	is	it	for?"	she	asked	curiously.
"For!"	cried	out	Martha.	"Does	tha'	mean	that	they've	not	got	skippin'-ropes	in

India,	 for	 all	 they've	 got	 elephants	 and	 tigers	 and	 camels!	No	wonder	most	 of
'em's	black.	This	is	what	it's	for;	just	watch	me."
And	she	 ran	 into	 the	middle	of	 the	 room	and,	 taking	a	handle	 in	each	hand,

began	to	skip,	and	skip,	and	skip,	while	Mary	turned	in	her	chair	to	stare	at	her,
and	the	queer	faces	in	 the	old	portraits	seemed	to	stare	at	her,	 too,	and	wonder
what	on	earth	this	common	little	cottager	had	the	impudence	to	be	doing	under
their	very	noses.	But	Martha	did	not	even	see	them.	The	interest	and	curiosity	in
Mistress	Mary's	face	delighted	her,	and	she	went	on	skipping	and	counted	as	she
skipped	until	she	had	reached	a	hundred.
"I	 could	 skip	 longer	 than	 that,"	 she	 said	when	 she	 stopped.	 "I've	 skipped	as

much	as	five	hundred	when	I	was	twelve,	but	I	wasn't	as	fat	then	as	I	am	now,	an'
I	was	in	practice."
Mary	got	up	from	her	chair	beginning	to	feel	excited	herself.
"It	looks	nice,"	she	said.	"Your	mother	is	a	kind	woman.	Do	you	think	I	could

ever	skip	like	that?"
"You	just	try	it,"	urged	Martha,	handing	her	the	skipping-rope.	"You	can't	skip



a	hundred	at	first,	but	if	you	practice	you'll	mount	up.	That's	what	mother	said.
She	says,	'Nothin'	will	do	her	more	good	than	skippin'	rope.	It's	th'	sensiblest	toy
a	child	can	have.	Let	her	play	out	in	th'	fresh	air	skippin'	an'	it'll	stretch	her	legs
an'	arms	an'	give	her	some	strength	in	'em.'"
It	was	plain	that	there	was	not	a	great	deal	of	strength	in	Mistress	Mary's	arms

and	legs	when	she	first	began	to	skip.	She	was	not	very	clever	at	it,	but	she	liked
it	so	much	that	she	did	not	want	to	stop.
"Put	on	tha'	things	and	run	an'	skip	out	o'	doors,"	said	Martha.	"Mother	said	I

must	tell	you	to	keep	out	o'	doors	as	much	as	you	could,	even	when	it	rains	a	bit,
so	as	tha'	wrap	up	warm."
Mary	put	on	her	coat	and	hat	and	 took	her	 skipping-rope	over	her	arm.	She

opened	the	door	to	go	out,	and	then	suddenly	thought	of	something	and	turned
back	rather	slowly.
"Martha,"	 she	 said,	 "they	 were	 your	 wages.	 It	 was	 your	 two-pence	 really.

Thank	you."	She	said	 it	stiffly	because	she	was	not	used	to	 thanking	people	or
noticing	 that	 they	 did	 things	 for	 her.	 "Thank	 you,"	 she	 said,	 and	 held	 out	 her
hand	because	she	did	not	know	what	else	to	do.
Martha	gave	her	hand	a	clumsy	little	shake,	as	if	she	was	not	accustomed	to

this	sort	of	thing	either.	Then	she	laughed.
"Eh!	th'	art	a	queer,	old-womanish	thing,"	she	said.	"If	tha'd	been	our	'Lizabeth

Ellen	tha'd	have	given	me	a	kiss."
Mary	looked	stiffer	than	ever.
"Do	you	want	me	to	kiss	you?"
Martha	laughed	again.
"Nay,	 not	 me,"	 she	 answered.	 "If	 tha'	 was	 different,	 p'raps	 tha'd	 want	 to

thysel'.	But	tha'	isn't.	Run	off	outside	an'	play	with	thy	rope."
Mistress	Mary	 felt	 a	 little	 awkward	 as	 she	went	 out	 of	 the	 room.	Yorkshire

people	 seemed	 strange,	 and	Martha	was	 always	 rather	 a	puzzle	 to	her.	At	 first
she	had	disliked	her	very	much,	but	now	she	did	not.	The	skipping-rope	was	a
wonderful	 thing.	She	counted	and	 skipped,	 and	 skipped	and	counted,	until	 her
cheeks	were	quite	red,	and	she	was	more	interested	than	she	had	ever	been	since
she	was	born.	The	sun	was	shining	and	a	little	wind	was	blowing—not	a	rough
wind,	but	one	which	came	in	delightful	little	gusts	and	brought	a	fresh	scent	of
newly	 turned	earth	with	 it.	She	skipped	round	 the	fountain	garden,	and	up	one
walk	and	down	another.	She	skipped	at	last	into	the	kitchen-garden	and	saw	Ben
Weatherstaff	digging	and	talking	to	his	robin,	which	was	hopping	about	him.	She
skipped	down	the	walk	toward	him	and	he	lifted	his	head	and	looked	at	her	with
a	curious	expression.	She	had	wondered	if	he	would	notice	her.	She	wanted	him
to	see	her	skip.



"Well!"	he	exclaimed.	"Upon	my	word.	P'raps	tha'	art	a	young	'un,	after	all,	an'
p'raps	 tha's	 got	 child's	 blood	 in	 thy	 veins	 instead	 of	 sour	 buttermilk.	 Tha's
skipped	red	 into	 thy	cheeks	as	sure	as	my	name's	Ben	Weatherstaff.	 I	wouldn't
have	believed	tha'	could	do	it."
"I	never	skipped	before,"	Mary	said.	"I'm	just	beginning.	I	can	only	go	up	to

twenty."
"Tha'	keep	on,"	said	Ben.	"Tha'	shapes	well	enough	at	it	for	a	young	'un	that's

lived	with	heathen.	Just	see	how	he's	watchin'	thee,"	jerking	his	head	toward	the
robin.	 "He	 followed	 after	 thee	 yesterday.	 He'll	 be	 at	 it	 again	 today.	 He'll	 be
bound	to	find	out	what	th'	skippin'-rope	is.	He's	never	seen	one.	Eh!"	shaking	his
head	at	the	bird,	"tha'	curiosity	will	be	th'	death	of	thee	sometime	if	tha'	doesn't
look	sharp."
Mary	skipped	round	all	the	gardens	and	round	the	orchard,	resting	every	few

minutes.	At	 length	she	went	 to	her	own	special	walk	and	made	up	her	mind	to
try	if	she	could	skip	the	whole	length	of	it.	It	was	a	good	long	skip	and	she	began
slowly,	 but	 before	 she	 had	 gone	 half-way	 down	 the	 path	 she	 was	 so	 hot	 and
breathless	that	she	was	obliged	to	stop.	She	did	not	mind	much,	because	she	had
already	 counted	 up	 to	 thirty.	 She	 stopped	 with	 a	 little	 laugh	 of	 pleasure,	 and
there,	 lo	 and	 behold,	was	 the	 robin	 swaying	 on	 a	 long	 branch	 of	 ivy.	He	 had
followed	her	and	he	greeted	her	with	a	chirp.	As	Mary	had	skipped	toward	him
she	felt	something	heavy	in	her	pocket	strike	against	her	at	each	jump,	and	when
she	saw	the	robin	she	laughed	again.
"You	showed	me	where	the	key	was	yesterday,"	she	said.	"You	ought	to	show

me	the	door	today;	but	I	don't	believe	you	know!"
The	robin	flew	from	his	swinging	spray	of	ivy	on	to	the	top	of	the	wall	and	he

opened	his	beak	and	sang	a	loud,	lovely	trill,	merely	to	show	off.	Nothing	in	the
world	 is	quite	 as	 adorably	 lovely	as	 a	 robin	when	he	 shows	off—and	 they	are
nearly	always	doing	it.
Mary	Lennox	had	heard	a	great	deal	about	Magic	 in	her	Ayah's	 stories,	 and

she	always	said	that	what	happened	almost	at	that	moment	was	Magic.
One	 of	 the	 nice	 little	 gusts	 of	 wind	 rushed	 down	 the	 walk,	 and	 it	 was	 a

stronger	 one	 than	 the	 rest.	 It	 was	 strong	 enough	 to	 wave	 the	 branches	 of	 the
trees,	 and	 it	 was	 more	 than	 strong	 enough	 to	 sway	 the	 trailing	 sprays	 of
untrimmed	ivy	hanging	from	the	wall.	Mary	had	stepped	close	to	the	robin,	and
suddenly	the	gust	of	wind	swung	aside	some	loose	ivy	trails,	and	more	suddenly
still	she	jumped	toward	it	and	caught	it	in	her	hand.	This	she	did	because	she	had
seen	something	under	 it—a	round	knob	which	had	been	covered	by	 the	 leaves
hanging	over	it.	It	was	the	knob	of	a	door.
She	 put	 her	 hands	 under	 the	 leaves	 and	began	 to	 pull	 and	push	 them	aside.



Thick	 as	 the	 ivy	 hung,	 it	 nearly	 all	was	 a	 loose	 and	 swinging	 curtain,	 though
some	had	crept	over	wood	and	iron.	Mary's	heart	began	to	thump	and	her	hands
to	 shake	 a	 little	 in	 her	 delight	 and	 excitement.	 The	 robin	 kept	 singing	 and
twittering	away	and	tilting	his	head	on	one	side,	as	if	he	were	as	excited	as	she
was.	What	was	 this	 under	 her	 hands	which	was	 square	 and	made	 of	 iron	 and
which	her	fingers	found	a	hole	in?
It	was	 the	 lock	of	 the	door	which	had	been	closed	ten	years	and	she	put	her

hand	in	her	pocket,	drew	out	the	key	and	found	it	fitted	the	keyhole.	She	put	the
key	in	and	turned	it.	It	took	two	hands	to	do	it,	but	it	did	turn.
And	then	she	took	a	long	breath	and	looked	behind	her	up	the	long	walk	to	see

if	any	one	was	coming.	No	one	was	coming.	No	one	ever	did	come,	it	seemed,
and	 she	 took	 another	 long	 breath,	 because	 she	 could	 not	 help	 it,	 and	 she	 held
back	the	swinging	curtain	of	ivy	and	pushed	back	the	door	which	opened	slowly
—slowly.
Then	she	slipped	 through	it,	and	shut	 it	behind	her,	and	stood	with	her	back

against	 it,	 looking	 about	 her	 and	 breathing	 quite	 fast	 with	 excitement,	 and
wonder,	and	delight.
She	was	standing	inside	the	secret	garden.



Chapter		9
The	strangest	house	any	one	ever	lived	in
It	was	the	sweetest,	most	mysterious-looking	place	any	one	could	imagine.	The
high	 walls	 which	 shut	 it	 in	 were	 covered	 with	 the	 leafless	 stems	 of	 climbing
roses	which	were	 so	 thick	 that	 they	were	matted	 together.	Mary	Lennox	knew
they	were	roses	because	she	had	seen	a	great	many	roses	in	India.	All	the	ground
was	covered	with	grass	of	a	wintry	brown	and	out	of	it	grew	clumps	of	bushes
which	 were	 surely	 rosebushes	 if	 they	 were	 alive.	 There	 were	 numbers	 of
standard	roses	which	had	so	spread	their	branches	that	they	were	like	little	trees.
There	were	other	trees	in	the	garden,	and	one	of	the	things	which	made	the	place
look	strangest	and	 loveliest	was	 that	climbing	 roses	had	 run	all	over	 them	and
swung	down	long	tendrils	which	made	light	swaying	curtains,	and	here	and	there
they	had	caught	at	each	other	or	at	a	far-reaching	branch	and	had	crept	from	one
tree	to	another	and	made	lovely	bridges	of	themselves.	There	were	neither	leaves
nor	roses	on	them	now	and	Mary	did	not	know	whether	they	were	dead	or	alive,
but	 their	 thin	 gray	 or	 brown	 branches	 and	 sprays	 looked	 like	 a	 sort	 of	 hazy
mantle	spreading	over	everything,	walls,	and	trees,	and	even	brown	grass,	where
they	had	fallen	from	their	fastenings	and	run	along	the	ground.	It	was	this	hazy
tangle	from	tree	to	tree	which	made	it	all	look	so	mysterious.	Mary	had	thought
it	must	be	different	from	other	gardens	which	had	not	been	left	all	by	themselves
so	long;	and	indeed	it	was	different	from	any	other	place	she	had	ever	seen	in	her
life.
"How	still	it	is!"	she	whispered.	"How	still!"
Then	she	waited	a	moment	and	 listened	at	 the	stillness.	The	 robin,	who	had

flown	to	his	treetop,	was	still	as	all	the	rest.	He	did	not	even	flutter	his	wings;	he
sat	without	stirring,	and	looked	at	Mary.
"No	wonder	 it	 is	 still,"	 she	whispered	again.	 "I	 am	 the	 first	person	who	has

spoken	in	here	for	ten	years."
She	moved	 away	 from	 the	 door,	 stepping	 as	 softly	 as	 if	 she	were	 afraid	 of

awakening	some	one.	She	was	glad	that	there	was	grass	under	her	feet	and	that
her	 steps	made	no	 sounds.	She	walked	under	one	of	 the	 fairy-like	gray	 arches
between	the	trees	and	looked	up	at	the	sprays	and	tendrils	which	formed	them.	"I
wonder	if	they	are	all	quite	dead,"	she	said.	"Is	it	all	a	quite	dead	garden?	I	wish



it	wasn't."
If	she	had	been	Ben	Weatherstaff	she	could	have	told	whether	the	wood	was

alive	by	looking	at	it,	but	she	could	only	see	that	there	were	only	gray	or	brown
sprays	 and	 branches	 and	 none	 showed	 any	 signs	 of	 even	 a	 tiny	 leaf-bud
anywhere.
But	she	was	inside	the	wonderful	garden	and	she	could	come	through	the	door

under	the	ivy	any	time	and	she	felt	as	if	she	had	found	a	world	all	her	own.
The	sun	was	shining	inside	the	four	walls	and	the	high	arch	of	blue	sky	over

this	particular	piece	of	Misselthwaite	seemed	even	more	brilliant	and	soft	than	it
was	over	the	moor.	The	robin	flew	down	from	his	tree-top	and	hopped	about	or
flew	after	her	from	one	bush	to	another.	He	chirped	a	good	deal	and	had	a	very
busy	air,	as	if	he	were	showing	her	things.	Everything	was	strange	and	silent	and
she	seemed	to	be	hundreds	of	miles	away	from	any	one,	but	somehow	she	did
not	feel	lonely	at	all.	All	that	troubled	her	was	her	wish	that	she	knew	whether
all	the	roses	were	dead,	or	if	perhaps	some	of	them	had	lived	and	might	put	out
leaves	and	buds	as	the	weather	got	warmer.	She	did	not	want	it	to	be	a	quite	dead
garden.	 If	 it	were	 a	 quite	 alive	 garden,	 how	wonderful	 it	would	 be,	 and	what
thousands	of	roses	would	grow	on	every	side!
Her	skipping-rope	had	hung	over	her	arm	when	she	came	in	and	after	she	had

walked	about	 for	a	while	 she	 thought	 she	would	 skip	 round	 the	whole	garden,
stopping	when	 she	wanted	 to	 look	at	 things.	There	 seemed	 to	have	been	grass
paths	here	and	there,	and	in	one	or	two	corners	there	were	alcoves	of	evergreen
with	stone	seats	or	tall	moss-covered	flower	urns	in	them.
As	she	came	near	the	second	of	these	alcoves	she	stopped	skipping.	There	had

once	been	a	flowerbed	in	it,	and	she	thought	she	saw	something	sticking	out	of
the	black	earth—some	sharp	little	pale	green	points.	She	remembered	what	Ben
Weatherstaff	had	said	and	she	knelt	down	to	look	at	them.
"Yes,	 they	are	tiny	growing	things	and	they	might	be	crocuses	or	snowdrops

or	daffodils,"	she	whispered.
She	bent	very	close	to	them	and	sniffed	the	fresh	scent	of	the	damp	earth.	She

liked	it	very	much.
"Perhaps	 there	are	 some	other	ones	coming	up	 in	other	places,"	 she	 said.	 "I

will	go	all	over	the	garden	and	look."
She	 did	 not	 skip,	 but	 walked.	 She	 went	 slowly	 and	 kept	 her	 eyes	 on	 the

ground.	She	 looked	 in	 the	old	border	beds	and	among	 the	grass,	 and	after	 she
had	gone	round,	trying	to	miss	nothing,	she	had	found	ever	so	many	more	sharp,
pale	green	points,	and	she	had	become	quite	excited	again.
"It	isn't	a	quite	dead	garden,"	she	cried	out	softly	to	herself.	"Even	if	the	roses

are	dead,	there	are	other	things	alive."



She	did	not	know	anything	about	gardening,	but	the	grass	seemed	so	thick	in
some	of	the	places	where	the	green	points	were	pushing	their	way	through	that
she	thought	they	did	not	seem	to	have	room	enough	to	grow.	She	searched	about
until	she	found	a	rather	sharp	piece	of	wood	and	knelt	down	and	dug	and	weeded
out	the	weeds	and	grass	until	she	made	nice	little	clear	places	around	them.
"Now	they	look	as	if	they	could	breathe,"	she	said,	after	she	had	finished	with

the	 first	 ones.	 "I	 am	going	 to	do	 ever	 so	many	more.	 I'll	 do	 all	 I	 can	 see.	 If	 I
haven't	time	today	I	can	come	tomorrow."
She	went	 from	place	 to	 place,	 and	 dug	 and	weeded,	 and	 enjoyed	 herself	 so

immensely	 that	 she	was	 led	 on	 from	 bed	 to	 bed	 and	 into	 the	 grass	 under	 the
trees.	The	exercise	made	her	so	warm	that	she	first	threw	her	coat	off,	and	then
her	hat,	and	without	knowing	 it	 she	was	smiling	down	on	 to	 the	grass	and	 the
pale	green	points	all	the	time.
The	 robin	 was	 tremendously	 busy.	 He	 was	 very	 much	 pleased	 to	 see

gardening	begun	on	his	own	estate.	He	had	often	wondered	at	Ben	Weatherstaff.
Where	gardening	is	done	all	sorts	of	delightful	things	to	eat	are	turned	up	with
the	soil.	Now	here	was	this	new	kind	of	creature	who	was	not	half	Ben's	size	and
yet	had	had	the	sense	to	come	into	his	garden	and	begin	at	once.
Mistress	Mary	worked	 in	 her	 garden	 until	 it	 was	 time	 to	 go	 to	 her	midday

dinner.	In	fact,	she	was	rather	late	in	remembering,	and	when	she	put	on	her	coat
and	hat,	and	picked	up	her	skipping-rope,	she	could	not	believe	that	she	had	been
working	 two	 or	 three	 hours.	 She	 had	 been	 actually	 happy	 all	 the	 time;	 and
dozens	 and	 dozens	 of	 the	 tiny,	 pale	 green	 points	 were	 to	 be	 seen	 in	 cleared
places,	looking	twice	as	cheerful	as	they	had	looked	before	when	the	grass	and
weeds	had	been	smothering	them.
"I	 shall	 come	 back	 this	 afternoon,"	 she	 said,	 looking	 all	 round	 at	 her	 new

kingdom,	and	speaking	to	the	trees	and	the	rose-bushes	as	if	they	heard	her.
Then	 she	 ran	 lightly	 across	 the	 grass,	 pushed	 open	 the	 slow	 old	 door	 and

slipped	through	it	under	the	ivy.	She	had	such	red	cheeks	and	such	bright	eyes
and	ate	such	a	dinner	that	Martha	was	delighted.
"Two	pieces	o'	meat	an'	two	helps	o'	rice	puddin'!"	she	said.	"Eh!	mother	will

be	pleased	when	I	tell	her	what	th'	skippin'-rope's	done	for	thee."
In	the	course	of	her	digging	with	her	pointed	stick	Mistress	Mary	had	found

herself	digging	up	a	sort	of	white	root	rather	like	an	onion.	She	had	put	it	back	in
its	place	and	patted	the	earth	carefully	down	on	it	and	just	now	she	wondered	if
Martha	could	tell	her	what	it	was.
"Martha,"	she	said,	"what	are	those	white	roots	that	look	like	onions?"
"They're	bulbs,"	answered	Martha.	"Lots	o'	spring	flowers	grow	from	'em.	Th'

very	 little	 ones	 are	 snowdrops	 an'	 crocuses	 an'	 th'	 big	 ones	 are	 narcissuses	 an'



jonquils	and	daffydowndillys.	Th'	biggest	of	all	is	lilies	an'	purple	flags.	Eh!	they
are	nice.	Dickon's	got	a	whole	lot	of	'em	planted	in	our	bit	o'	garden."
"Does	 Dickon	 know	 all	 about	 them?"	 asked	 Mary,	 a	 new	 idea	 taking

possession	of	her.
"Our	Dickon	can	make	a	flower	grow	out	of	a	brick	walk.	Mother	says	he	just

whispers	things	out	o'	th'	ground."
"Do	bulbs	live	a	long	time?	Would	they	live	years	and	years	if	no	one	helped

them?"	inquired	Mary	anxiously.
"They're	things	as	helps	themselves,"	said	Martha.	"That's	why	poor	folk	can

afford	 to	 have	 'em.	 If	 you	 don't	 trouble	 'em,	 most	 of	 'em'll	 work	 away
underground	for	a	lifetime	an'	spread	out	an'	have	little	'uns.	There's	a	place	in	th'
park	 woods	 here	 where	 there's	 snowdrops	 by	 thousands.	 They're	 the	 prettiest
sight	 in	Yorkshire	when	 th'	 spring	 comes.	No	 one	 knows	when	 they	was	 first
planted."
"I	wish	the	spring	was	here	now,"	said	Mary.	"I	want	to	see	all	the	things	that

grow	in	England."
She	had	finished	her	dinner	and	gone	to	her	favorite	seat	on	the	hearth-rug.
"I	wish—I	wish	 I	 had	 a	 little	 spade,"	 she	 said.	 "Whatever	 does	 tha'	want	 a

spade	for?"	asked	Martha,	laughing.	"Art	tha'	goin'	to	take	to	diggin'?	I	must	tell
mother	that,	too."
Mary	looked	at	the	fire	and	pondered	a	little.	She	must	be	careful	if	she	meant

to	keep	her	secret	kingdom.	She	wasn't	doing	any	harm,	but	if	Mr.	Craven	found
out	about	the	open	door	he	would	be	fearfully	angry	and	get	a	new	key	and	lock
it	up	forevermore.	She	really	could	not	bear	that.
"This	 is	 such	 a	 big	 lonely	 place,"	 she	 said	 slowly,	 as	 if	 she	 were	 turning

matters	over	 in	her	mind.	"The	house	 is	 lonely,	and	 the	park	 is	 lonely,	and	 the
gardens	 are	 lonely.	 So	many	 places	 seem	 shut	 up.	 I	 never	 did	many	 things	 in
India,	but	there	were	more	people	to	look	at—natives	and	soldiers	marching	by
—and	sometimes	bands	playing,	and	my	Ayah	told	me	stories.	There	is	no	one	to
talk	to	here	except	you	and	Ben	Weatherstaff.	And	you	have	to	do	your	work	and
Ben	Weatherstaff	won't	speak	to	me	often.	I	thought	if	I	had	a	little	spade	I	could
dig	somewhere	as	he	does,	and	I	might	make	a	little	garden	if	he	would	give	me
some	seeds."
Martha's	face	quite	lighted	up.
"There	now!"	she	exclaimed,	"if	that	wasn't	one	of	th'	things	mother	said.	She

says,	 'There's	such	a	lot	o'	room	in	that	big	place,	why	don't	they	give	her	a	bit
for	herself,	even	 if	she	doesn't	plant	nothin'	but	parsley	an'	 radishes?	She'd	dig
an'	 rake	away	an'	be	 right	down	happy	over	 it.'	Them	was	 the	very	words	 she
said."



"Were	they?"	said	Mary.	"How	many	things	she	knows,	doesn't	she?"
"Eh!"	said	Martha.	"It's	like	she	says:	'A	woman	as	brings	up	twelve	children

learns	something	besides	her	A	B	C.	Children's	as	good	as	'rithmetic	to	set	you
findin'	out	things.'"
"How	much	would	a	spade	cost—a	little	one?"	Mary	asked.
"Well,"	was	Martha's	reflective	answer,	"at	Thwaite	village	there's	a	shop	or	so

an'	I	saw	little	garden	sets	with	a	spade	an'	a	rake	an'	a	fork	all	tied	together	for
two	shillings.	An'	they	was	stout	enough	to	work	with,	too."
"I've	got	more	than	that	in	my	purse,"	said	Mary.	"Mrs.	Morrison	gave	me	five

shillings	and	Mrs.	Medlock	gave	me	some	money	from	Mr.	Craven."
"Did	he	remember	thee	that	much?"	exclaimed	Martha.
"Mrs.	Medlock	said	 I	was	 to	have	a	shilling	a	week	 to	spend.	She	gives	me

one	every	Saturday.	I	didn't	know	what	to	spend	it	on."
"My	word!	that's	riches,"	said	Martha.	"Tha'	can	buy	anything	in	th'	world	tha'

wants.	Th'	rent	of	our	cottage	is	only	one	an'	threepence	an'	it's	like	pullin'	eye-
teeth	to	get	it.	Now	I've	just	thought	of	somethin',"	putting	her	hands	on	her	hips.
"What?"	said	Mary	eagerly.
"In	the	shop	at	Thwaite	 they	sell	packages	o'	 flower-seeds	for	a	penny	each,

and	our	Dickon	he	knows	which	is	th'	prettiest	ones	an'	how	to	make	'em	grow.
He	walks	over	to	Thwaite	many	a	day	just	for	th'	fun	of	it.	Does	tha'	know	how
to	print	letters?"	suddenly.
"I	know	how	to	write,"	Mary	answered.
Martha	shook	her	head.
"Our	Dickon	can	only	read	printin'.	If	tha'	could	print	we	could	write	a	letter

to	him	an'	ask	him	to	go	an'	buy	th'	garden	tools	an'	th'	seeds	at	th'	same	time."
"Oh!	you're	a	good	girl!"	Mary	cried.	"You	are,	really!	I	didn't	know	you	were

so	nice.	I	know	I	can	print	letters	if	I	try.	Let's	ask	Mrs.	Medlock	for	a	pen	and
ink	and	some	paper."
"I've	got	some	of	my	own,"	said	Martha.	"I	bought	'em	so	I	could	print	a	bit	of

a	letter	to	mother	of	a	Sunday.	I'll	go	and	get	it."	She	ran	out	of	the	room,	and
Mary	 stood	 by	 the	 fire	 and	 twisted	 her	 thin	 little	 hands	 together	 with	 sheer
pleasure.
"If	I	have	a	spade,"	she	whispered,	"I	can	make	the	earth	nice	and	soft	and	dig

up	weeds.	If	I	have	seeds	and	can	make	flowers	grow	the	garden	won't	be	dead
at	all—it	will	come	alive."
She	did	not	go	out	again	 that	 afternoon	because	when	Martha	 returned	with

her	pen	and	ink	and	paper	she	was	obliged	to	clear	the	table	and	carry	the	plates
and	dishes	downstairs	and	when	she	got	into	the	kitchen	Mrs.	Medlock	was	there
and	told	her	to	do	something,	so	Mary	waited	for	what	seemed	to	her	a	long	time



before	she	came	back.	Then	it	was	a	serious	piece	of	work	to	write	 to	Dickon.
Mary	had	been	 taught	very	 little	 because	her	governesses	had	disliked	her	 too
much	 to	stay	with	her.	She	could	not	spell	particularly	well	but	she	 found	 that
she	could	print	letters	when	she	tried.	This	was	the	letter	Martha	dictated	to	her:
"My	Dear	Dickon:
This	comes	hoping	to	find	you	well	as	it	leaves	me	at	present.	Miss	Mary	has

plenty	of	money	and	will	you	go	to	Thwaite	and	buy	her	some	flower	seeds	and
a	set	of	garden	 tools	 to	make	a	 flower-bed.	Pick	 the	prettiest	ones	and	easy	 to
grow	because	she	has	never	done	it	before	and	lived	in	India	which	is	different.
Give	my	love	to	mother	and	every	one	of	you.	Miss	Mary	is	going	to	tell	me	a
lot	more	so	that	on	my	next	day	out	you	can	hear	about	elephants	and	camels	and
gentlemen	going	hunting	lions	and	tigers.
"Your	loving	sister,
				Martha	Phoebe	Sowerby."
"We'll	put	the	money	in	th'	envelope	an'	I'll	get	th'	butcher	boy	to	take	it	in	his

cart.	He's	a	great	friend	o'	Dickon's,"	said	Martha.
"How	shall	I	get	the	things	when	Dickon	buys	them?"
"He'll	bring	'em	to	you	himself.	He'll	like	to	walk	over	this	way."
"Oh!"	 exclaimed	Mary,	 "then	 I	 shall	 see	 him!	 I	 never	 thought	 I	 should	 see

Dickon."
"Does	tha'	want	to	see	him?"	asked	Martha	suddenly,	for	Mary	had	looked	so

pleased.
"Yes,	I	do.	I	never	saw	a	boy	foxes	and	crows	loved.	I	want	to	see	him	very

much."
Martha	gave	 a	 little	 start,	 as	 if	 she	 remembered	 something.	 "Now	 to	 think,"

she	broke	out,	"to	think	o'	me	forgettin'	that	there;	an'	I	thought	I	was	goin'	to	tell
you	 first	 thing	 this	 mornin'.	 I	 asked	 mother—and	 she	 said	 she'd	 ask	 Mrs.
Medlock	her	own	self."
"Do	you	mean—"	Mary	began.
"What	 I	 said	 Tuesday.	 Ask	 her	 if	 you	might	 be	 driven	 over	 to	 our	 cottage

some	day	and	have	a	bit	o'	mother's	hot	oat	cake,	an'	butter,	an'	a	glass	o'	milk."
It	seemed	as	if	all	the	interesting	things	were	happening	in	one	day.	To	think

of	going	over	the	moor	in	the	daylight	and	when	the	sky	was	blue!	To	think	of
going	into	the	cottage	which	held	twelve	children!
"Does	she	think	Mrs.	Medlock	would	let	me	go?"	she	asked,	quite	anxiously.
"Aye,	she	thinks	she	would.	She	knows	what	a	tidy	woman	mother	is	and	how

clean	she	keeps	the	cottage."
"If	I	went	I	should	see	your	mother	as	well	as	Dickon,"	said	Mary,	thinking	it

over	and	liking	the	idea	very	much.	"She	doesn't	seem	to	be	like	the	mothers	in



India."
Her	work	in	the	garden	and	the	excitement	of	the	afternoon	ended	by	making

her	feel	quiet	and	thoughtful.	Martha	stayed	with	her	until	tea-time,	but	they	sat
in	 comfortable	 quiet	 and	 talked	 very	 little.	 But	 just	 before	 Martha	 went
downstairs	for	the	tea-tray,	Mary	asked	a	question.
"Martha,"	she	said,	"has	the	scullery-maid	had	the	toothache	again	today?"
Martha	certainly	started	slightly.
"What	makes	thee	ask	that?"	she	said.
"Because	when	I	waited	so	long	for	you	to	come	back	I	opened	the	door	and

walked	down	 the	 corridor	 to	 see	 if	 you	were	 coming.	And	 I	 heard	 that	 far-off
crying	again,	just	as	we	heard	it	the	other	night.	There	isn't	a	wind	today,	so	you
see	it	couldn't	have	been	the	wind."
"Eh!"	 said	Martha	 restlessly.	 "Tha'	mustn't	 go	walkin'	 about	 in	 corridors	 an'

listenin'.	Mr.	Craven	would	be	that	there	angry	there's	no	knowin'	what	he'd	do."
"I	wasn't	 listening,"	 said	Mary.	 "I	was	 just	waiting	 for	 you—and	 I	 heard	 it.

That's	three	times."
"My	word!	There's	Mrs.	Medlock's	bell,"	said	Martha,	and	she	almost	ran	out

of	the	room.
"It's	 the	 strangest	 house	 any	 one	 ever	 lived	 in,"	 said	Mary	 drowsily,	 as	 she

dropped	her	head	on	the	cushioned	seat	of	the	armchair	near	her.	Fresh	air,	and
digging,	and	skipping-rope	had	made	her	feel	so	comfortably	tired	that	she	fell
asleep.



Chapter		10	
Dickon
The	sun	shone	down	for	nearly	a	week	on	the	secret	garden.	The	Secret	Garden
was	what	Mary	called	 it	when	she	was	 thinking	of	 it.	She	 liked	 the	name,	and
she	 liked	still	more	 the	 feeling	 that	when	 its	beautiful	old	walls	 shut	her	 in	no
one	knew	where	she	was.	 It	seemed	almost	 like	being	shut	out	of	 the	world	 in
some	 fairy	 place.	 The	 few	 books	 she	 had	 read	 and	 liked	 had	 been	 fairy-story
books,	 and	 she	 had	 read	 of	 secret	 gardens	 in	 some	 of	 the	 stories.	 Sometimes
people	went	to	sleep	in	them	for	a	hundred	years,	which	she	had	thought	must	be
rather	 stupid.	 She	 had	 no	 intention	 of	 going	 to	 sleep,	 and,	 in	 fact,	 she	 was
becoming	 wider	 awake	 every	 day	 which	 passed	 at	 Misselthwaite.	 She	 was
beginning	to	like	to	be	out	of	doors;	she	no	longer	hated	the	wind,	but	enjoyed	it.
She	could	run	faster,	and	longer,	and	she	could	skip	up	to	a	hundred.	The	bulbs
in	 the	 secret	 garden	must	 have	 been	much	 astonished.	 Such	 nice	 clear	 places
were	made	 round	 them	 that	 they	had	 all	 the	breathing	 space	 they	wanted,	 and
really,	 if	Mistress	Mary	 had	 known	 it,	 they	 began	 to	 cheer	 up	 under	 the	 dark
earth	 and	work	 tremendously.	The	 sun	 could	get	 at	 them	and	warm	 them,	 and
when	the	rain	came	down	it	could	reach	them	at	once,	so	they	began	to	feel	very
much	alive.
Mary	 was	 an	 odd,	 determined	 little	 person,	 and	 now	 she	 had	 something

interesting	 to	 be	 determined	 about,	 she	was	 very	much	 absorbed,	 indeed.	 She
worked	and	dug	and	pulled	up	weeds	steadily,	only	becoming	more	pleased	with
her	work	every	hour	instead	of	tiring	of	it.	It	seemed	to	her	like	a	fascinating	sort
of	play.	She	 found	many	more	of	 the	sprouting	pale	green	points	 than	she	had
ever	hoped	to	find.	They	seemed	to	be	starting	up	everywhere	and	each	day	she
was	sure	she	found	tiny	new	ones,	some	so	tiny	that	 they	barely	peeped	above
the	earth.	There	were	so	many	that	she	remembered	what	Martha	had	said	about
the	"snowdrops	by	 the	 thousands,"	and	about	bulbs	spreading	and	making	new
ones.	 These	 had	 been	 left	 to	 themselves	 for	 ten	 years	 and	 perhaps	 they	 had
spread,	like	the	snowdrops,	into	thousands.	She	wondered	how	long	it	would	be
before	 they	 showed	 that	 they	were	 flowers.	Sometimes	 she	 stopped	digging	 to
look	at	the	garden	and	try	to	imagine	what	it	would	be	like	when	it	was	covered
with	 thousands	 of	 lovely	 things	 in	 bloom.	 During	 that	 week	 of	 sunshine,	 she



became	more	 intimate	with	Ben	Weatherstaff.	She	 surprised	him	 several	 times
by	seeming	to	start	up	beside	him	as	if	she	sprang	out	of	the	earth.	The	truth	was
that	 she	was	afraid	 that	he	would	pick	up	his	 tools	and	go	away	 if	he	saw	her
coming,	so	she	always	walked	toward	him	as	silently	as	possible.	But,	in	fact,	he
did	not	object	to	her	as	strongly	as	he	had	at	first.	Perhaps	he	was	secretly	rather
flattered	by	her	evident	desire	for	his	elderly	company.	Then,	also,	she	was	more
civil	than	she	had	been.	He	did	not	know	that	when	she	first	saw	him	she	spoke
to	him	as	she	would	have	spoken	 to	a	native,	and	had	not	known	 that	a	cross,
sturdy	old	Yorkshire	man	was	not	accustomed	to	salaam	to	his	masters,	and	be
merely	commanded	by	them	to	do	things.
"Tha'rt	like	th'	robin,"	he	said	to	her	one	morning	when	he	lifted	his	head	and

saw	her	 standing	by	him.	 "I	 never	 knows	when	 I	 shall	 see	 thee	 or	which	 side
tha'll	come	from."
"He's	friends	with	me	now,"	said	Mary.
"That's	 like	 him,"	 snapped	Ben	Weatherstaff.	 "Makin'	 up	 to	 th'	women	 folk

just	 for	 vanity	 an'	 flightiness.	 There's	 nothin'	 he	 wouldn't	 do	 for	 th'	 sake	 o'
showin'	 off	 an'	 flirtin'	 his	 tail-feathers.	He's	 as	 full	 o'	 pride	 as	 an	 egg's	 full	 o'
meat."
He	 very	 seldom	 talked	 much	 and	 sometimes	 did	 not	 even	 answer	 Mary's

questions	except	by	a	grunt,	but	this	morning	he	said	more	than	usual.	He	stood
up	and	 rested	one	hobnailed	boot	on	 the	 top	of	his	 spade	while	he	 looked	her
over.
"How	long	has	tha'	been	here?"	he	jerked	out.
"I	think	it's	about	a	month,"	she	answered.
"Tha's	beginnin'	 to	do	Misselthwaite	credit,"	he	said.	 "Tha's	a	bit	 fatter	 than

tha'	was	an'	tha's	not	quite	so	yeller.	Tha'	looked	like	a	young	plucked	crow	when
tha'	first	came	into	this	garden.	Thinks	I	to	myself	I	never	set	eyes	on	an	uglier,
sourer	faced	young	'un."
Mary	was	not	vain	and	as	she	had	never	thought	much	of	her	looks	she	was

not	greatly	disturbed.
"I	know	I'm	fatter,"	she	said.	"My	stockings	are	getting	tighter.	They	used	to

make	wrinkles.	There's	the	robin,	Ben	Weatherstaff."
There,	indeed,	was	the	robin,	and	she	thought	he	looked	nicer	than	ever.	His

red	waistcoat	was	as	glossy	as	satin	and	he	flirted	his	wings	and	tail	and	tilted	his
head	and	hopped	about	with	all	sorts	of	lively	graces.	He	seemed	determined	to
make	Ben	Weatherstaff	admire	him.	But	Ben	was	sarcastic.
"Aye,	 there	 tha'	 art!"	he	 said.	 "Tha'	 can	put	up	with	me	 for	 a	bit	 sometimes

when	tha's	got	no	one	better.	Tha's	been	reddenin'	up	thy	waistcoat	an'	polishin'
thy	 feathers	 this	 two	weeks.	 I	know	what	 tha's	up	 to.	Tha's	courtin'	 some	bold



young	madam	somewhere	tellin'	thy	lies	to	her	about	bein'	th'	finest	cock	robin
on	Missel	Moor	an'	ready	to	fight	all	th'	rest	of	'em."
"Oh!	look	at	him!"	exclaimed	Mary.
The	 robin	was	 evidently	 in	 a	 fascinating,	 bold	mood.	He	hopped	closer	 and

closer	and	looked	at	Ben	Weatherstaff	more	and	more	engagingly.	He	flew	on	to
the	nearest	currant	bush	and	tilted	his	head	and	sang	a	little	song	right	at	him.
"Tha'	thinks	tha'll	get	over	me	by	doin'	that,"	said	Ben,	wrinkling	his	face	up

in	such	a	way	that	Mary	felt	sure	he	was	trying	not	to	look	pleased.	"Tha'	thinks
no	one	can	stand	out	against	thee—that's	what	tha'	thinks."
The	robin	spread	his	wings—Mary	could	scarcely	believe	her	eyes.	He	flew

right	up	to	the	handle	of	Ben	Weatherstaff's	spade	and	alighted	on	the	top	of	it.
Then	the	old	man's	face	wrinkled	itself	slowly	into	a	new	expression.	He	stood
still	as	if	he	were	afraid	to	breathe—as	if	he	would	not	have	stirred	for	the	world,
lest	his	robin	should	start	away.	He	spoke	quite	in	a	whisper.
"Well,	 I'm	 danged!"	 he	 said	 as	 softly	 as	 if	 he	were	 saying	 something	 quite

different.	"Tha'	does	know	how	to	get	at	a	chap—tha'	does!	Tha's	fair	unearthly,
tha's	so	knowin'."
And	he	stood	without	stirring—almost	without	drawing	his	breath—until	the

robin	gave	another	flirt	to	his	wings	and	flew	away.	Then	he	stood	looking	at	the
handle	of	 the	spade	as	 if	 there	might	be	Magic	 in	 it,	 and	 then	he	began	 to	dig
again	and	said	nothing	for	several	minutes.
But	because	he	kept	breaking	 into	a	 slow	grin	now	and	 then,	Mary	was	not

afraid	to	talk	to	him.
"Have	you	a	garden	of	your	own?"	she	asked.
"No.	I'm	bachelder	an'	lodge	with	Martin	at	th'	gate."
"If	you	had	one,"	said	Mary,	"what	would	you	plant?"
"Cabbages	an'	'taters	an'	onions."
"But	 if	 you	wanted	 to	make	 a	 flower	garden,"	 persisted	Mary,	 "what	would

you	plant?"
"Bulbs	an'	sweet-smellin'	things—but	mostly	roses."
Mary's	face	lighted	up.
"Do	you	like	roses?"	she	said.
Ben	Weatherstaff	rooted	up	a	weed	and	threw	it	aside	before	he	answered.
"Well,	yes,	I	do.	I	was	learned	that	by	a	young	lady	I	was	gardener	to.	She	had

a	 lot	 in	 a	place	 she	was	 fond	of,	 an'	 she	 loved	 'em	 like	 they	was	 children—or
robins.	I've	seen	her	bend	over	an'	kiss	 'em."	He	dragged	out	another	weed	and
scowled	at	it.	"That	were	as	much	as	ten	year'	ago."
"Where	is	she	now?"	asked	Mary,	much	interested.
"Heaven,"	he	 answered,	 and	drove	his	 spade	deep	 into	 the	 soil,	 "'cording	 to



what	parson	says."
"What	happened	to	the	roses?"	Mary	asked	again,	more	interested	than	ever.
"They	was	left	to	themselves."
Mary	was	becoming	quite	excited.
"Did	they	quite	die?	Do	roses	quite	die	when	they	are	left	to	themselves?"	she

ventured.
"Well,	 I'd	 got	 to	 like	 'em—an'	 I	 liked	 her—an'	 she	 liked	 'em,"	 Ben

Weatherstaff	admitted	reluctantly.	"Once	or	twice	a	year	I'd	go	an'	work	at	'em	a
bit—prune	'em	an'	dig	about	th'	roots.	They	run	wild,	but	they	was	in	rich	soil,	so
some	of	'em	lived."
"When	they	have	no	leaves	and	look	gray	and	brown	and	dry,	how	can	you	tell

whether	they	are	dead	or	alive?"	inquired	Mary.
"Wait	till	th'	spring	gets	at	'em—wait	till	th'	sun	shines	on	th'	rain	and	th'	rain

falls	on	th'	sunshine	an'	then	tha'll	find	out."
"How—how?"	cried	Mary,	forgetting	to	be	careful.	"Look	along	th'	twigs	an'

branches	an'	 if	 tha'	 see	a	bit	of	a	brown	 lump	swelling	here	an'	 there,	watch	 it
after	 th'	 warm	 rain	 an'	 see	 what	 happens."	 He	 stopped	 suddenly	 and	 looked
curiously	at	her	eager	face.	"Why	does	tha'	care	so	much	about	roses	an'	such,	all
of	a	sudden?"	he	demanded.
Mistress	Mary	felt	her	face	grow	red.	She	was	almost	afraid	to	answer.
"I—I	want	to	play	that—that	I	have	a	garden	of	my	own,"	she	stammered.	"I

—there	is	nothing	for	me	to	do.	I	have	nothing—and	no	one."
"Well,"	 said	 Ben	Weatherstaff	 slowly,	 as	 he	 watched	 her,	 "that's	 true.	 Tha'

hasn't."
He	said	it	in	such	an	odd	way	that	Mary	wondered	if	he	was	actually	a	little

sorry	 for	 her.	 She	 had	 never	 felt	 sorry	 for	 herself;	 she	 had	 only	 felt	 tired	 and
cross,	 because	 she	 disliked	 people	 and	 things	 so	 much.	 But	 now	 the	 world
seemed	 to	be	 changing	 and	getting	nicer.	 If	 no	one	 found	out	 about	 the	 secret
garden,	she	should	enjoy	herself	always.
She	stayed	with	him	for	ten	or	fifteen	minutes	longer	and	asked	him	as	many

questions	 as	 she	 dared.	He	 answered	 every	 one	 of	 them	 in	 his	 queer	 grunting
way	and	he	did	not	seem	really	cross	and	did	not	pick	up	his	spade	and	leave	her.
He	said	something	about	roses	just	as	she	was	going	away	and	it	reminded	her	of
the	ones	he	had	said	he	had	been	fond	of.
"Do	you	go	and	see	those	other	roses	now?"	she	asked.
"Not	been	this	year.	My	rheumatics	has	made	me	too	stiff	in	th'	joints."
He	said	 it	 in	his	grumbling	voice,	and	 then	quite	suddenly	he	seemed	 to	get

angry	with	her,	though	she	did	not	see	why	he	should.
"Now	look	here!"	he	said	sharply.	"Don't	tha'	ask	so	many	questions.	Tha'rt	th'



worst	wench	for	askin'	questions	I've	ever	come	a	cross.	Get	thee	gone	an'	play
thee.	I've	done	talkin'	for	today."
And	he	said	it	so	crossly	that	she	knew	there	was	not	the	least	use	in	staying

another	minute.	She	went	skipping	slowly	down	the	outside	walk,	thinking	him
over	and	saying	to	herself	that,	queer	as	it	was,	here	was	another	person	whom
she	liked	in	spite	of	his	crossness.	She	liked	old	Ben	Weatherstaff.	Yes,	she	did
like	him.	She	always	wanted	to	 try	 to	make	him	talk	 to	her.	Also	she	began	to
believe	that	he	knew	everything	in	the	world	about	flowers.
There	was	 a	 laurel-hedged	walk	which	 curved	 round	 the	 secret	 garden	 and

ended	at	a	gate	which	opened	into	a	wood,	in	the	park.	She	thought	she	would
slip	 round	 this	walk	 and	 look	 into	 the	wood	 and	 see	 if	 there	were	 any	 rabbits
hopping	about.	She	enjoyed	the	skipping	very	much	and	when	she	reached	the
little	 gate	 she	 opened	 it	 and	 went	 through	 because	 she	 heard	 a	 low,	 peculiar
whistling	sound	and	wanted	to	find	out	what	it	was.
It	was	a	very	strange	thing	indeed.	She	quite	caught	her	breath	as	she	stopped

to	look	at	it.	A	boy	was	sitting	under	a	tree,	with	his	back	against	it,	playing	on	a
rough	wooden	pipe.	He	was	a	funny	looking	boy	about	twelve.	He	looked	very
clean	and	his	nose	 turned	up	and	his	cheeks	were	as	 red	as	poppies	and	never
had	Mistress	Mary	seen	such	round	and	such	blue	eyes	in	any	boy's	face.	And	on
the	 trunk	 of	 the	 tree	 he	 leaned	 against,	 a	 brown	 squirrel	 was	 clinging	 and
watching	 him,	 and	 from	behind	 a	 bush	 nearby	 a	 cock	 pheasant	was	 delicately
stretching	his	neck	 to	peep	out,	and	quite	near	him	were	 two	rabbits	sitting	up
and	sniffing	with	tremulous	noses—and	actually	it	appeared	as	if	 they	were	all
drawing	 near	 to	 watch	 him	 and	 listen	 to	 the	 strange	 low	 little	 call	 his	 pipe
seemed	to	make.
When	he	saw	Mary	he	held	up	his	hand	and	spoke	to	her	in	a	voice	almost	as

low	as	and	rather	like	his	piping.
"Don't	 tha'	move,"	 he	 said.	 "It'd	 flight	 'em."	Mary	 remained	motionless.	He

stopped	playing	his	pipe	and	began	to	rise	from	the	ground.	He	moved	so	slowly
that	it	scarcely	seemed	as	though	he	were	moving	at	all,	but	at	last	he	stood	on
his	feet	and	then	the	squirrel	scampered	back	up	into	the	branches	of	his	tree,	the
pheasant	withdrew	his	 head	 and	 the	 rabbits	 dropped	on	 all	 fours	 and	began	 to
hop	away,	though	not	at	all	as	if	they	were	frightened.
"I'm	Dickon,"	the	boy	said.	"I	know	tha'rt	Miss	Mary."
Then	Mary	realized	that	somehow	she	had	known	at	first	that	he	was	Dickon.

Who	else	could	have	been	charming	rabbits	and	pheasants	as	the	natives	charm
snakes	in	India?	He	had	a	wide,	red,	curving	mouth	and	his	smile	spread	all	over
his	face.
"I	got	up	slow,"	he	explained,	"because	if	tha'	makes	a	quick	move	it	startles



'em.	A	body	'as	to	move	gentle	an'	speak	low	when	wild	things	is	about."
He	did	not	speak	to	her	as	if	they	had	never	seen	each	other	before	but	as	if	he

knew	her	quite	well.	Mary	knew	nothing	about	boys	and	she	spoke	to	him	a	little
stiffly	because	she	felt	rather	shy.
"Did	you	get	Martha's	letter?"	she	asked.
He	nodded	his	curly,	rust-colored	head.	"That's	why	I	come."
He	stooped	to	pick	up	something	which	had	been	lying	on	the	ground	beside

him	when	he	piped.
"I've	got	th'	garden	tools.	There's	a	little	spade	an'	rake	an'	a	fork	an'	hoe.	Eh!

they	are	good	 'uns.	There's	a	 trowel,	 too.	An'	 th'	woman	 in	 th'	 shop	 threw	in	a
packet	o'	white	poppy	an'	one	o'	blue	larkspur	when	I	bought	th'	other	seeds."
"Will	you	show	the	seeds	to	me?"	Mary	said.
She	wished	 she	 could	 talk	 as	 he	 did.	His	 speech	was	 so	 quick	 and	 easy.	 It

sounded	as	if	he	liked	her	and	was	not	the	least	afraid	she	would	not	like	him,
though	he	was	only	a	common	moor	boy,	 in	patched	clothes	and	with	a	 funny
face	 and	 a	 rough,	 rusty-red	 head.	As	 she	 came	 closer	 to	 him	 she	 noticed	 that
there	was	a	clean	fresh	scent	of	heather	and	grass	and	leaves	about	him,	almost
as	if	he	were	made	of	them.	She	liked	it	very	much	and	when	she	looked	into	his
funny	face	with	the	red	cheeks	and	round	blue	eyes	she	forgot	that	she	had	felt
shy.
"Let	us	sit	down	on	this	log	and	look	at	them,"	she	said.
They	sat	down	and	he	took	a	clumsy	little	brown	paper	package	out	of	his	coat

pocket.	 He	 untied	 the	 string	 and	 inside	 there	 were	 ever	 so	 many	 neater	 and
smaller	packages	with	a	picture	of	a	flower	on	each	one.
"There's	a	 lot	o'	mignonette	an'	poppies,"	he	said.	"Mignonette's	 th'	 sweetest

smellin'	thing	as	grows,	an'	it'll	grow	wherever	you	cast	it,	same	as	poppies	will.
Them	as'll	come	up	an'	bloom	if	you	just	whistle	to	'em,	them's	th'	nicest	of	all."
He	stopped	and	turned	his	head	quickly,	his	poppy-cheeked	face	lighting	up.
"Where's	that	robin	as	is	callin'	us?"	he	said.
The	chirp	came	from	a	thick	holly	bush,	bright	with	scarlet	berries,	and	Mary

thought	she	knew	whose	it	was.
"Is	it	really	calling	us?"	she	asked.
"Aye,"	 said	 Dickon,	 as	 if	 it	 was	 the	 most	 natural	 thing	 in	 the	 world,	 "he's

callin'	some	one	he's	friends	with.	That's	same	as	sayin'	'Here	I	am.	Look	at	me.	I
wants	a	bit	of	a	chat.'	There	he	is	in	the	bush.	Whose	is	he?"
"He's	Ben	Weatherstaff's,	but	I	think	he	knows	me	a	little,"	answered	Mary.
"Aye,	he	knows	thee,"	said	Dickon	in	his	low	voice	again.	"An'	he	likes	thee.

He's	took	thee	on.	He'll	tell	me	all	about	thee	in	a	minute."
He	moved	quite	close	to	the	bush	with	the	slow	movement	Mary	had	noticed



before,	and	then	he	made	a	sound	almost	like	the	robin's	own	twitter.	The	robin
listened	a	few	seconds,	intently,	and	then	answered	quite	as	if	he	were	replying
to	a	question.
"Aye,	he's	a	friend	o'	yours,"	chuckled	Dickon.
"Do	you	think	he	is?"	cried	Mary	eagerly.	She	did	so	want	to	know.	"Do	you

think	he	really	likes	me?"
"He	wouldn't	 come	 near	 thee	 if	 he	 didn't,"	 answered	Dickon.	 "Birds	 is	 rare

choosers	an'	a	robin	can	flout	a	body	worse	than	a	man.	See,	he's	making	up	to
thee	now.	'Cannot	tha'	see	a	chap?'	he's	sayin'."
And	it	really	seemed	as	if	it	must	be	true.	He	so	sidled	and	twittered	and	tilted

as	he	hopped	on	his	bush.
"Do	you	understand	everything	birds	say?"	said	Mary.
Dickon's	 grin	 spread	 until	 he	 seemed	 all	 wide,	 red,	 curving	mouth,	 and	 he

rubbed	his	rough	head.
"I	think	I	do,	and	they	think	I	do,"	he	said.	"I've	lived	on	th'	moor	with	'em	so

long.	 I've	watched	 'em	 break	 shell	 an'	 come	 out	 an'	 fledge	 an'	 learn	 to	 fly	 an'
begin	to	sing,	till	I	think	I'm	one	of	'em.	Sometimes	I	think	p'raps	I'm	a	bird,	or	a
fox,	or	a	rabbit,	or	a	squirrel,	or	even	a	beetle,	an'	I	don't	know	it."
He	laughed	and	came	back	to	the	log	and	began	to	talk	about	the	flower	seeds

again.	He	 told	 her	what	 they	 looked	 like	when	 they	were	 flowers;	 he	 told	 her
how	to	plant	them,	and	watch	them,	and	feed	and	water	them.
"See	here,"	he	said	suddenly,	turning	round	to	look	at	her.	"I'll	plant	them	for

thee	myself.	Where	is	tha'	garden?"
Mary's	thin	hands	clutched	each	other	as	they	lay	on	her	lap.	She	did	not	know

what	 to	say,	so	for	a	whole	minute	she	said	nothing.	She	had	never	 thought	of
this.	She	felt	miserable.	And	she	felt	as	if	she	went	red	and	then	pale.
"Tha's	got	a	bit	o'	garden,	hasn't	tha'?"	Dickon	said.
It	was	true	that	she	had	turned	red	and	then	pale.	Dickon	saw	her	do	it,	and	as

she	still	said	nothing,	he	began	to	be	puzzled.
"Wouldn't	they	give	thee	a	bit?"	he	asked.	"Hasn't	tha'	got	any	yet?"
She	held	her	hands	tighter	and	turned	her	eyes	toward	him.
"I	don't	know	anything	about	boys,"	she	said	slowly.	"Could	you	keep	a	secret,

if	 I	 told	you	one?	 It's	a	great	 secret.	 I	don't	know	what	 I	 should	do	 if	any	one
found	it	out.	I	believe	I	should	die!"	She	said	the	last	sentence	quite	fiercely.
Dickon	 looked	more	 puzzled	 than	 ever	 and	 even	 rubbed	 his	 hand	 over	 his

rough	head	again,	but	he	answered	quite	good-humoredly.	"I'm	keepin'	secrets	all
th'	 time,"	 he	 said.	 "If	 I	 couldn't	 keep	 secrets	 from	 th'	 other	 lads,	 secrets	 about
foxes'	cubs,	an'	birds'	nests,	an'	wild	things'	holes,	 there'd	be	naught	safe	on	th'
moor.	Aye,	I	can	keep	secrets."



Mistress	Mary	did	not	mean	to	put	out	her	hand	and	clutch	his	sleeve	but	she
did	it.
"I've	 stolen	 a	 garden,"	 she	 said	 very	 fast.	 "It	 isn't	 mine.	 It	 isn't	 anybody's.

Nobody	 wants	 it,	 nobody	 cares	 for	 it,	 nobody	 ever	 goes	 into	 it.	 Perhaps
everything	is	dead	in	it	already.	I	don't	know."
She	began	to	feel	hot	and	as	contrary	as	she	had	ever	felt	in	her	life.
"I	don't	care,	I	don't	care!	Nobody	has	any	right	to	take	it	from	me	when	I	care

about	 it	 and	 they	 don't.	 They're	 letting	 it	 die,	 all	 shut	 in	 by	 itself,"	 she	 ended
passionately,	 and	 she	 threw	 her	 arms	 over	 her	 face	 and	 burst	 out	 crying-poor
little	Mistress	Mary.
Dickon's	 curious	 blue	 eyes	 grew	 rounder	 and	 rounder.	 "Eh-h-h!"	 he	 said,

drawing	his	exclamation	out	 slowly,	and	 the	way	he	did	 it	meant	both	wonder
and	sympathy.
"I've	nothing	to	do,"	said	Mary.	"Nothing	belongs	to	me.	I	found	it	myself	and

I	got	into	it	myself.	I	was	only	just	like	the	robin,	and	they	wouldn't	take	it	from
the	robin."	"Where	is	it?"	asked	Dickon	in	a	dropped	voice.
Mistress	Mary	got	up	from	the	log	at	once.	She	knew	she	felt	contrary	again,

and	obstinate,	and	she	did	not	care	at	all.	She	was	imperious	and	Indian,	and	at
the	same	time	hot	and	sorrowful.
"Come	with	me	and	I'll	show	you,"	she	said.
She	 led	 him	 round	 the	 laurel	 path	 and	 to	 the	 walk	 where	 the	 ivy	 grew	 so

thickly.	Dickon	followed	her	with	a	queer,	almost	pitying,	look	on	his	face.	He
felt	as	 if	he	were	being	 led	 to	 look	at	 some	strange	bird's	nest	and	must	move
softly.	When	she	stepped	to	the	wall	and	lifted	the	hanging	ivy	he	started.	There
was	a	door	and	Mary	pushed	it	slowly	open	and	they	passed	in	together,	and	then
Mary	stood	and	waved	her	hand	round	defiantly.
"It's	this,"	she	said.	"It's	a	secret	garden,	and	I'm	the	only	one	in	the	world	who

wants	it	to	be	alive."
Dickon	looked	round	and	round	about	it,	and	round	and	round	again.
"Eh!"	he	almost	whispered,	 "it	 is	a	queer,	pretty	place!	 It's	 like	as	 if	 a	body

was	in	a	dream."



Chapter		11	
The	nest	of	the	missel	thrush
For	two	or	three	minutes	he	stood	looking	round	him,	while	Mary	watched	him,
and	then	he	began	to	walk	about	softly,	even	more	lightly	than	Mary	had	walked
the	first	time	she	had	found	herself	inside	the	four	walls.	His	eyes	seemed	to	be
taking	in	everything—the	gray	trees	with	the	gray	creepers	climbing	over	them
and	hanging	from	their	branches,	 the	 tangle	on	 the	walls	and	among	 the	grass,
the	evergreen	alcoves	with	the	stone	seats	and	tall	flower	urns	standing	in	them.
"I	never	thought	I'd	see	this	place,"	he	said	at	last,	in	a	whisper.
"Did	you	know	about	it?"	asked	Mary.
She	had	spoken	aloud	and	he	made	a	sign	to	her.
"We	must	talk	low,"	he	said,	"or	some	one'll	hear	us	an'	wonder	what's	to	do	in

here."
"Oh!	 I	 forgot!"	 said	Mary,	 feeling	 frightened	 and	 putting	 her	 hand	 quickly

against	her	mouth.	"Did	you	know	about	the	garden?"	she	asked	again	when	she
had	recovered	herself.	Dickon	nodded.
"Martha	told	me	there	was	one	as	no	one	ever	went	inside,"	he	answered.	"Us

used	to	wonder	what	it	was	like."
He	 stopped	 and	 looked	 round	 at	 the	 lovely	 gray	 tangle	 about	 him,	 and	 his

round	eyes	looked	queerly	happy.
"Eh!	the	nests	as'll	be	here	come	springtime,"	he	said.	"It'd	be	th'	safest	nestin'

place	in	England.	No	one	never	comin'	near	an'	tangles	o'	trees	an'	roses	to	build
in.	I	wonder	all	th'	birds	on	th'	moor	don't	build	here."
Mistress	Mary	put	her	hand	on	his	arm	again	without	knowing	it.
"Will	 there	be	 roses?"	 she	whispered.	 "Can	you	 tell?	 I	 thought	perhaps	 they

were	all	dead."
"Eh!	No!	Not	them—not	all	of	'em!"	he	answered.	"Look	here!"
He	stepped	over	to	the	nearest	tree—an	old,	old	one	with	gray	lichen	all	over

its	bark,	but	upholding	a	curtain	of	tangled	sprays	and	branches.	He	took	a	thick
knife	out	of	his	Pocket	and	opened	one	of	its	blades.
"There's	lots	o'	dead	wood	as	ought	to	be	cut	out,"	he	said.	"An'	there's	a	lot	o'

old	wood,	but	it	made	some	new	last	year.	This	here's	a	new	bit,"	and	he	touched
a	shoot	which	looked	brownish	green	instead	of	hard,	dry	gray.	Mary	touched	it



herself	in	an	eager,	reverent	way.
"That	one?"	she	said.	"Is	that	one	quite	alive	quite?"
Dickon	curved	his	wide	smiling	mouth.
"It's	as	wick	as	you	or	me,"	he	said;	and	Mary	remembered	that	Martha	had

told	her	that	"wick"	meant	"alive"	or	"lively."
"I'm	glad	it's	wick!"	she	cried	out	in	her	whisper.	"I	want	them	all	to	be	wick.

Let	us	go	round	the	garden	and	count	how	many	wick	ones	there	are."
She	quite	panted	with	eagerness,	and	Dickon	was	as	eager	as	she	was.	They

went	 from	 tree	 to	 tree	 and	 from	bush	 to	 bush.	Dickon	 carried	 his	 knife	 in	 his
hand	and	showed	her	things	which	she	thought	wonderful.
"They've	run	wild,"	he	said,	"but	th'	strongest	ones	has	fair	thrived	on	it.	The

delicatest	ones	has	died	out,	but	th'	others	has	growed	an'	growed,	an'	spread	an'
spread,	 till	 they's	 a	wonder.	 See	 here!"	 and	 he	 pulled	 down	 a	 thick	 gray,	 dry-
looking	branch.	"A	body	might	think	this	was	dead	wood,	but	I	don't	believe	it	is
—down	to	th'	root.	I'll	cut	it	low	down	an'	see."
He	 knelt	 and	with	 his	 knife	 cut	 the	 lifeless-looking	 branch	 through,	 not	 far

above	the	earth.
"There!"	 he	 said	 exultantly.	 "I	 told	 thee	 so.	 There's	 green	 in	 that	wood	 yet.

Look	at	it."
Mary	was	down	on	her	knees	before	he	spoke,	gazing	with	all	her	might.
"When	 it	 looks	 a	 bit	 greenish	 an'	 juicy	 like	 that,	 it's	 wick,"	 he	 explained.

"When	th'	inside	is	dry	an'	breaks	easy,	like	this	here	piece	I've	cut	off,	it's	done
for.	 There's	 a	 big	 root	 here	 as	 all	 this	 live	 wood	 sprung	 out	 of,	 an'	 if	 th'	 old
wood's	cut	off	an'	it's	dug	round,	and	took	care	of	there'll	be—"	he	stopped	and
lifted	 his	 face	 to	 look	 up	 at	 the	 climbing	 and	 hanging	 sprays	 above	 him
—"there'll	be	a	fountain	o'	roses	here	this	summer."
They	went	from	bush	to	bush	and	from	tree	 to	 tree.	He	was	very	strong	and

clever	with	 his	 knife	 and	 knew	 how	 to	 cut	 the	 dry	 and	 dead	wood	 away,	 and
could	 tell	when	 an	unpromising	bough	or	 twig	had	 still	 green	 life	 in	 it.	 In	 the
course	of	half	an	hour	Mary	thought	she	could	tell	too,	and	when	he	cut	through
a	lifeless-looking	branch	she	would	cry	out	joyfully	under	her	breath	when	she
caught	sight	of	the	least	shade	of	moist	green.	The	spade,	and	hoe,	and	fork	were
very	useful.	He	showed	her	how	to	use	 the	fork	while	he	dug	about	roots	with
the	spade	and	stirred	the	earth	and	let	the	air	in.
They	 were	 working	 industriously	 round	 one	 of	 the	 biggest	 standard	 roses

when	 he	 caught	 sight	 of	 something	 which	 made	 him	 utter	 an	 exclamation	 of
surprise.
"Why!"	he	cried,	pointing	to	the	grass	a	few	feet	away.	"Who	did	that	there?"
It	was	one	of	Mary's	own	little	clearings	round	the	pale	green	points.



"I	did	it,"	said	Mary.
"Why,	I	thought	tha'	didn't	know	nothin'	about	gardenin',"	he	exclaimed.
"I	don't,"	she	answered,	"but	they	were	so	little,	and	the	grass	was	so	thick	and

strong,	and	they	looked	as	if	they	had	no	room	to	breathe.	So	I	made	a	place	for
them.	I	don't	even	know	what	they	are."
Dickon	went	and	knelt	down	by	them,	smiling	his	wide	smile.
"Tha'	was	 right,"	he	said.	 "A	gardener	couldn't	have	 told	 thee	better.	They'll

grow	now	like	Jack's	bean-stalk.	They're	crocuses	an'	snowdrops,	an'	these	here
is	 narcissuses,"	 turning	 to	 another	 patch,	 "an	 here's	 daffydowndillys.	 Eh!	 they
will	be	a	sight."
He	ran	from	one	clearing	to	another.
"Tha'	has	done	a	lot	o'	work	for	such	a	little	wench,"	he	said,	looking	her	over.
"I'm	growing	fatter,"	said	Mary,	"and	I'm	growing	stronger.	I	used	always	to

be	tired.	When	I	dig	I'm	not	tired	at	all.	I	like	to	smell	the	earth	when	it's	turned
up."
"It's	rare	good	for	thee,"	he	said,	nodding	his	head	wisely.	"There's	naught	as

nice	as	th'	smell	o'	good	clean	earth,	except	th'	smell	o'	fresh	growin'	things	when
th'	rain	falls	on	 'em.	I	get	out	on	th'	moor	many	a	day	when	it's	rainin'	an'	I	 lie
under	a	bush	an'	listen	to	th'	soft	swish	o'	drops	on	th'	heather	an'	I	just	sniff	an'
sniff.	My	nose	end	fair	quivers	like	a	rabbit's,	mother	says."
"Do	you	never	 catch	 cold?"	 inquired	Mary,	 gazing	 at	 him	wonderingly.	She

had	never	seen	such	a	funny	boy,	or	such	a	nice	one.
"Not	me,"	he	said,	grinning.	"I	never	ketched	cold	since	I	was	born.	I	wasn't

brought	up	nesh	enough.	I've	chased	about	th'	moor	in	all	weathers	same	as	th'
rabbits	does.	Mother	says	I've	sniffed	up	too	much	fresh	air	for	 twelve	year'	 to
ever	get	to	sniffin'	with	cold.	I'm	as	tough	as	a	white-thorn	knobstick."
He	was	working	all	the	time	he	was	talking	and	Mary	was	following	him	and

helping	him	with	her	fork	or	the	trowel.
"There's	 a	 lot	 of	 work	 to	 do	 here!"	 he	 said	 once,	 looking	 about	 quite

exultantly.
"Will	 you	come	again	 and	help	me	 to	do	 it?"	Mary	begged.	 "I'm	 sure	 I	 can

help,	 too.	 I	 can	 dig	 and	 pull	 up	weeds,	 and	 do	whatever	 you	 tell	me.	Oh!	 do
come,	Dickon!"
"I'll	come	every	day	if	tha'	wants	me,	rain	or	shine,"	he	answered	stoutly.	"It's

the	best	fun	I	ever	had	in	my	life—shut	in	here	an'	wakenin'	up	a	garden."
"If	 you	will	 come,"	 said	Mary,	 "if	 you	will	 help	me	 to	make	 it	 alive	 I'll—I

don't	know	what	I'll	do,"	she	ended	helplessly.	What	could	you	do	for	a	boy	like
that?
"I'll	tell	thee	what	tha'll	do,"	said	Dickon,	with	his	happy	grin.	"Tha'll	get	fat



an'	 tha'll	 get	 as	 hungry	 as	 a	 young	 fox	 an'	 tha'll	 learn	 how	 to	 talk	 to	 th'	 robin
same	as	I	do.	Eh!	we'll	have	a	lot	o'	fun."
He	began	to	walk	about,	 looking	up	in	 the	 trees	and	at	 the	walls	and	bushes

with	a	thoughtful	expression.
"I	wouldn't	want	to	make	it	look	like	a	gardener's	garden,	all	clipped	an'	spick

an'	 span,	would	you?"	he	said.	"It's	nicer	 like	 this	with	 things	 runnin'	wild,	an'
swingin'	an'	catchin'	hold	of	each	other."
"Don't	let	us	make	it	tidy,"	said	Mary	anxiously.	"It	wouldn't	seem	like	a	secret

garden	if	it	was	tidy."
Dickon	 stood	 rubbing	 his	 rusty-red	 head	with	 a	 rather	 puzzled	 look.	 "It's	 a

secret	garden	sure	enough,"	he	said,	"but	seems	like	some	one	besides	th'	robin
must	have	been	in	it	since	it	was	shut	up	ten	year'	ago."
"But	the	door	was	locked	and	the	key	was	buried,"	said	Mary.	"No	one	could

get	in."
"That's	true,"	he	answered.	"It's	a	queer	place.	Seems	to	me	as	if	there'd	been	a

bit	o'	prunin'	done	here	an'	there,	later	than	ten	year'	ago."
"But	how	could	it	have	been	done?"	said	Mary.
He	was	examining	a	branch	of	a	standard	rose	and	he	shook	his	head.
"Aye!	how	could	it!"	he	murmured.	"With	th'	door	locked	an'	th'	key	buried."
Mistress	Mary	always	felt	that	however	many	years	she	lived	she	should	never

forget	that	first	morning	when	her	garden	began	to	grow.	Of	course,	it	did	seem
to	 begin	 to	 grow	 for	 her	 that	morning.	When	Dickon	 began	 to	 clear	 places	 to
plant	seeds,	she	remembered	what	Basil	had	sung	at	her	when	he	wanted	to	tease
her.
"Are	there	any	flowers	that	look	like	bells?"	she	inquired.
"Lilies	 o'	 th'	 valley	 does,"	 he	 answered,	 digging	 away	with	 the	 trowel,	 "an'

there's	Canterbury	bells,	an'	campanulas."
"Let's	plant	some,"	said	Mary.	"There's	lilies	o'	th,	valley	here	already;	I	saw

'em.	 They'll	 have	 growed	 too	 close	 an'	 we'll	 have	 to	 separate	 'em,	 but	 there's
plenty.	Th'	other	ones	takes	two	years	to	bloom	from	seed,	but	I	can	bring	you
some	bits	o'	plants	from	our	cottage	garden.	Why	does	tha'	want	'em?"
Then	Mary	 told	him	about	Basil	and	his	brothers	and	sisters	 in	 India	and	of

how	she	had	hated	them	and	of	their	calling	her	"Mistress	Mary	Quite	Contrary."
"They	used	to	dance	round	and	sing	at	me.	They	sang—

'Mistress	Mary,	quite	contrary,
How	does	your	garden	grow?
With	silver	bells,	and	cockle	shells,
And	marigolds	all	in	a	row.'



I	just	remembered	it	and	it	made	me	wonder	if	there	were	really	flowers	like
silver	bells."
She	frowned	a	little	and	gave	her	trowel	a	rather	spiteful	dig	into	the	earth.
"I	wasn't	as	contrary	as	they	were."
But	Dickon	laughed.
"Eh!"	he	said,	and	as	he	crumbled	the	rich	black	soil	she	saw	he	was	sniffing

up	the	scent	of	it.	"There	doesn't	seem	to	be	no	need	for	no	one	to	be	contrary
when	 there's	 flowers	 an'	 such	 like,	 an'	 such	 lots	o'	 friendly	wild	 things	 runnin'
about	 makin'	 homes	 for	 themselves,	 or	 buildin'	 nests	 an'	 singin'	 an'	 whistlin',
does	there?"
Mary,	 kneeling	 by	 him	 holding	 the	 seeds,	 looked	 at	 him	 and	 stopped

frowning.
"Dickon,"	she	said,	"you	are	as	nice	as	Martha	said	you	were.	I	like	you,	and

you	make	the	fifth	person.	I	never	thought	I	should	like	five	people."
Dickon	sat	up	on	his	heels	as	Martha	did	when	she	was	polishing	the	grate.	He

did	 look	funny	and	delightful,	Mary	 thought,	with	his	 round	blue	eyes	and	red
cheeks	and	happy	looking	turned-up	nose.
"Only	five	folk	as	tha'	likes?"	he	said.	"Who	is	th'	other	four?"
"Your	mother	and	Martha,"	Mary	checked	 them	off	on	her	 fingers,	 "and	 the

robin	and	Ben	Weatherstaff."
Dickon	laughed	so	that	he	was	obliged	to	stifle	the	sound	by	putting	his	arm

over	his	mouth.
"I	know	tha'	thinks	I'm	a	queer	lad,"	he	said,	"but	I	think	tha'	art	th'	queerest

little	lass	I	ever	saw."
Then	Mary	did	a	strange	thing.	She	leaned	forward	and	asked	him	a	question

she	 had	 never	 dreamed	 of	 asking	 any	 one	 before.	 And	 she	 tried	 to	 ask	 it	 in
Yorkshire	 because	 that	 was	 his	 language,	 and	 in	 India	 a	 native	 was	 always
pleased	if	you	knew	his	speech.
"Does	tha'	like	me?"	she	said.
"Eh!"	he	answered	heartily,	"that	I	does.	I	likes	thee	wonderful,	an'	so	does	th'

robin,	I	do	believe!"
"That's	two,	then,"	said	Mary.	"That's	two	for	me."
And	 then	 they	began	 to	work	harder	 than	ever	and	more	 joyfully.	Mary	was

startled	and	sorry	when	she	heard	the	big	clock	in	the	courtyard	strike	the	hour
of	her	midday	dinner.
"I	shall	have	to	go,"	she	said	mournfully.	"And	you	will	have	to	go	too,	won't

you?"
Dickon	grinned.
"My	dinner's	easy	 to	carry	about	with	me,"	he	said.	"Mother	always	 lets	me



put	a	bit	o'	somethin'	in	my	pocket."
He	picked	up	his	coat	from	the	grass	and	brought	out	of	a	pocket	a	lumpy	little

bundle	tied	up	in	a	quite	clean,	coarse,	blue	and	white	handkerchief.	It	held	two
thick	pieces	of	bread	with	a	slice	of	something	laid	between	them.
"It's	oftenest	naught	but	bread,"	he	said,	"but	I've	got	a	fine	slice	o'	fat	bacon

with	it	today."
Mary	thought	it	looked	a	queer	dinner,	but	he	seemed	ready	to	enjoy	it.
"Run	 on	 an'	 get	 thy	 victuals,"	 he	 said.	 "I'll	 be	 done	with	mine	 first.	 I'll	 get

some	more	work	done	before	I	start	back	home."
He	sat	down	with	his	back	against	a	tree.
"I'll	call	th'	robin	up,"	he	said,	"and	give	him	th'	rind	o'	th'	bacon	to	peck	at.

They	likes	a	bit	o'	fat	wonderful."
Mary	could	scarcely	bear	to	leave	him.	Suddenly	it	seemed	as	if	he	might	be	a

sort	of	wood	fairy	who	might	be	gone	when	she	came	into	the	garden	again.	He
seemed	too	good	to	be	true.	She	went	slowly	half-way	to	the	door	in	the	wall	and
then	she	stopped	and	went	back.
"Whatever	happens,	you—you	never	would	tell?"	she	said.
His	poppy-colored	cheeks	were	distended	with	his	first	big	bite	of	bread	and

bacon,	but	he	managed	to	smile	encouragingly.
"If	tha'	was	a	missel	thrush	an'	showed	me	where	thy	nest	was,	does	tha'	think

I'd	tell	any	one?	Not	me,"	he	said.	"Tha'	art	as	safe	as	a	missel	thrush."
And	she	was	quite	sure	she	was.



Chapter		12	
"Might	I	have	a	bit	of	Earth?"
Mary	ran	so	fast	 that	she	was	rather	out	of	breath	when	she	reached	her	room.
Her	hair	was	ruffled	on	her	forehead	and	her	cheeks	were	bright	pink.	Her	dinner
was	waiting	on	the	table,	and	Martha	was	waiting	near	it.
"Tha's	a	bit	late,"	she	said.	"Where	has	tha'	been?"
"I've	seen	Dickon!"	said	Mary.	"I've	seen	Dickon!"
"I	knew	he'd	come,"	said	Martha	exultantly.	"How	does	tha'	like	him?"
"I	think—I	think	he's	beautiful!"	said	Mary	in	a	determined	voice.
Martha	looked	rather	taken	aback	but	she	looked	pleased,	too.
"Well,"	she	said,	"he's	 th'	best	 lad	as	ever	was	born,	but	us	never	thought	he

was	handsome.	His	nose	turns	up	too	much."
"I	like	it	to	turn	up,"	said	Mary.
"An'	his	 eyes	 is	 so	 round,"	 said	Martha,	 a	 trifle	doubtful.	 "Though	 they're	 a

nice	color."	"I	 like	 them	round,"	said	Mary.	"And	 they	are	exactly	 the	color	of
the	sky	over	the	moor."
Martha	beamed	with	satisfaction.
"Mother	says	he	made	'em	that	color	with	always	lookin'	up	at	th'	birds	an'	th'

clouds.	But	he	has	got	a	big	mouth,	hasn't	he,	now?"
"I	love	his	big	mouth,"	said	Mary	obstinately.	"I	wish	mine	were	just	like	it."
Martha	chuckled	delightedly.
"It'd	look	rare	an'	funny	in	thy	bit	of	a	face,"	she	said.	"But	I	knowed	it	would

be	that	way	when	tha'	saw	him.	How	did	tha'	like	th'	seeds	an'	th'	garden	tools?"
"How	did	you	know	he	brought	them?"	asked	Mary.
"Eh!	I	never	thought	of	him	not	bringin'	'em.	He'd	be	sure	to	bring	'em	if	they

was	in	Yorkshire.	He's	such	a	trusty	lad."
Mary	was	 afraid	 that	 she	might	begin	 to	 ask	difficult	 questions,	but	 she	did

not.	She	was	very	much	 interested	 in	 the	 seeds	and	gardening	 tools,	 and	 there
was	only	one	moment	when	Mary	was	frightened.	This	was	when	she	began	to
ask	where	the	flowers	were	to	be	planted.
"Who	did	tha'	ask	about	it?"	she	inquired.
"I	haven't	asked	anybody	yet,"	said	Mary,	hesitating.	"Well,	I	wouldn't	ask	th'

head	gardener.	He's	too	grand,	Mr.	Roach	is."



"I've	 never	 seen	 him,"	 said	 Mary.	 "I've	 only	 seen	 undergardeners	 and	 Ben
Weatherstaff."
"If	I	was	you,	I'd	ask	Ben	Weatherstaff,"	advised	Martha.	"He's	not	half	as	bad

as	he	looks,	for	all	he's	so	crabbed.	Mr.	Craven	lets	him	do	what	he	likes	because
he	was	here	when	Mrs.	Craven	was	alive,	 an'	 he	used	 to	make	her	 laugh.	She
liked	him.	Perhaps	he'd	find	you	a	corner	somewhere	out	o'	the	way."
"If	it	was	out	of	the	way	and	no	one	wanted	it,	no	one	could	mind	my	having

it,	could	they?"	Mary	said	anxiously.
"There	wouldn't	be	no	reason,"	answered	Martha.	"You	wouldn't	do	no	harm."
Mary	ate	her	dinner	as	quickly	as	she	could	and	when	she	rose	from	the	table

she	was	going	to	run	to	her	room	to	put	on	her	hat	again,	but	Martha	stopped	her.
"I've	got	somethin'	to	tell	you,"	she	said.	"I	thought	I'd	let	you	eat	your	dinner

first.	Mr.	Craven	came	back	this	mornin'	and	I	think	he	wants	to	see	you."
Mary	turned	quite	pale.
"Oh!"	she	said.	"Why!	Why!	He	didn't	want	to	see	me	when	I	came.	I	heard

Pitcher	 say	 he	 didn't."	 "Well,"	 explained	 Martha,	 "Mrs.	 Medlock	 says	 it's
because	 o'	mother.	 She	was	walkin'	 to	Thwaite	 village	 an'	 she	met	 him.	She'd
never	spoke	to	him	before,	but	Mrs.	Craven	had	been	to	our	cottage	two	or	three
times.	He'd	forgot,	but	mother	hadn't	an'	she	made	bold	to	stop	him.	I	don't	know
what	she	said	to	him	about	you	but	she	said	somethin'	as	put	him	in	th'	mind	to
see	you	before	he	goes	away	again,	tomorrow."
"Oh!"	cried	Mary,	"is	he	going	away	tomorrow?	I	am	so	glad!"
"He's	goin'	for	a	long	time.	He	mayn't	come	back	till	autumn	or	winter.	He's

goin'	to	travel	in	foreign	places.	He's	always	doin'	it."
"Oh!	I'm	so	glad—so	glad!"	said	Mary	thankfully.
If	he	did	not	come	back	until	winter,	or	even	autumn,	there	would	be	time	to

watch	the	secret	garden	come	alive.	Even	if	he	found	out	then	and	took	it	away
from	her	she	would	have	had	that	much	at	least.
"When	do	you	think	he	will	want	to	see—"
She	did	not	finish	the	sentence,	because	the	door	opened,	and	Mrs.	Medlock

walked	in.	She	had	on	her	best	black	dress	and	cap,	and	her	collar	was	fastened
with	 a	 large	 brooch	 with	 a	 picture	 of	 a	 man's	 face	 on	 it.	 It	 was	 a	 colored
photograph	 of	Mr.	Medlock	who	 had	 died	 years	 ago,	 and	 she	 always	wore	 it
when	she	was	dressed	up.	She	looked	nervous	and	excited.
"Your	hair's	 rough,"	 she	 said	quickly.	 "Go	and	brush	 it.	Martha,	 help	her	 to

slip	on	her	best	dress.	Mr.	Craven	sent	me	to	bring	her	to	him	in	his	study."
All	the	pink	left	Mary's	cheeks.	Her	heart	began	to	thump	and	she	felt	herself

changing	 into	 a	 stiff,	 plain,	 silent	 child	 again.	 She	 did	 not	 even	 answer	Mrs.
Medlock,	but	turned	and	walked	into	her	bedroom,	followed	by	Martha.	She	said



nothing	while	 her	 dress	was	 changed,	 and	her	 hair	 brushed,	 and	 after	 she	was
quite	tidy	she	followed	Mrs.	Medlock	down	the	corridors,	in	silence.	What	was
there	for	her	to	say?	She	was	obliged	to	go	and	see	Mr.	Craven	and	he	would	not
like	her,	and	she	would	not	like	him.	She	knew	what	he	would	think	of	her.
She	was	taken	to	a	part	of	the	house	she	had	not	been	into	before.	At	last	Mrs.

Medlock	knocked	at	a	door,	and	when	some	one	said,	"Come	in,"	they	entered
the	 room	 together.	A	man	was	 sitting	 in	 an	 armchair	 before	 the	 fire,	 and	Mrs.
Medlock	spoke	to	him.
"This	is	Miss	Mary,	sir,"	she	said.
"You	can	go	and	leave	her	here.	I	will	ring	for	you	when	I	want	you	to	take

her	away,"	said	Mr.	Craven.
When	 she	went	 out	 and	 closed	 the	 door,	Mary	 could	 only	 stand	waiting,	 a

plain	little	thing,	twisting	her	thin	hands	together.	She	could	see	that	the	man	in
the	 chair	 was	 not	 so	 much	 a	 hunchback	 as	 a	 man	 with	 high,	 rather	 crooked
shoulders,	and	he	had	black	hair	streaked	with	white.	He	turned	his	head	over	his
high	shoulders	and	spoke	to	her.
"Come	here!"	he	said.
Mary	went	to	him.
He	was	not	ugly.	His	 face	would	have	been	handsome	 if	 it	had	not	been	 so

miserable.	He	looked	as	if	the	sight	of	her	worried	and	fretted	him	and	as	if	he
did	not	know	what	in	the	world	to	do	with	her.
"Are	you	well?"	he	asked.
"Yes,"	answered	Mary.
"Do	they	take	good	care	of	you?"
"Yes."
He	rubbed	his	forehead	fretfully	as	he	looked	her	over.
"You	are	very	thin,"	he	said.
"I	am	getting	fatter,"	Mary	answered	in	what	she	knew	was	her	stiffest	way.
What	an	unhappy	face	he	had!	His	black	eyes	seemed	as	if	they	scarcely	saw

her,	as	if	they	were	seeing	something	else,	and	he	could	hardly	keep	his	thoughts
upon	her.
"I	forgot	you,"	he	said.	"How	could	I	remember	you?	I	intended	to	send	you	a

governess	or	a	nurse,	or	some	one	of	that	sort,	but	I	forgot."
"Please,"	began	Mary.	"Please—"	and	then	the	lump	in	her	throat	choked	her.
"What	do	you	want	to	say?"	he	inquired.
"I	am—I	am	too	big	for	a	nurse,"	said	Mary.	"And	please—please	don't	make

me	have	a	governess	yet."
He	rubbed	his	forehead	again	and	stared	at	her.
"That	was	what	the	Sowerby	woman	said,"	he	muttered	absentmindedly.



Then	Mary	gathered	a	scrap	of	courage.
"Is	she—is	she	Martha's	mother?"	she	stammered.
"Yes,	I	think	so,"	he	replied.
"She	knows	about	children,"	said	Mary.	"She	has	twelve.	She	knows."
He	seemed	to	rouse	himself.
"What	do	you	want	to	do?"
"I	want	 to	play	out	of	doors,"	Mary	answered,	hoping	 that	her	voice	did	not

tremble.	 "I	 never	 liked	 it	 in	 India.	 It	makes	me	hungry	here,	 and	 I	 am	getting
fatter."
He	was	watching	her.
"Mrs.	 Sowerby	 said	 it	 would	 do	 you	 good.	 Perhaps	 it	 will,"	 he	 said.	 "She

thought	you	had	better	get	stronger	before	you	had	a	governess."
"It	makes	me	 feel	 strong	when	 I	 play	 and	 the	wind	 comes	 over	 the	moor,"

argued	Mary.
"Where	do	you	play?"	he	asked	next.
"Everywhere,"	gasped	Mary.	"Martha's	mother	sent	me	a	skipping-rope.	I	skip

and	run—and	I	 look	about	 to	see	 if	 things	are	beginning	 to	stick	up	out	of	 the
earth.	I	don't	do	any	harm."
"Don't	look	so	frightened,"	he	said	in	a	worried	voice.	"You	could	not	do	any

harm,	a	child	like	you!	You	may	do	what	you	like."
Mary	put	her	hand	up	 to	her	 throat	because	she	was	afraid	he	might	see	 the

excited	lump	which	she	felt	jump	into	it.	She	came	a	step	nearer	to	him.
"May	I?"	she	said	tremulously.
Her	anxious	little	face	seemed	to	worry	him	more	than	ever.
"Don't	 look	 so	 frightened,"	 he	 exclaimed.	 "Of	 course	 you	 may.	 I	 am	 your

guardian,	 though	 I	 am	 a	 poor	 one	 for	 any	 child.	 I	 cannot	 give	 you	 time	 or
attention.	I	am	too	ill,	and	wretched	and	distracted;	but	I	wish	you	to	be	happy
and	comfortable.	I	don't	know	anything	about	children,	but	Mrs.	Medlock	is	 to
see	that	you	have	all	you	need.	I	sent	for	you	to-day	because	Mrs.	Sowerby	said	I
ought	 to	 see	you.	Her	daughter	had	 talked	about	you.	She	 thought	you	needed
fresh	air	and	freedom	and	running	about."
"She	knows	all	about	children,"	Mary	said	again	in	spite	of	herself.
"She	ought	to,"	said	Mr.	Craven.	"I	thought	her	rather	bold	to	stop	me	on	the

moor,	but	she	said—Mrs.	Craven	had	been	kind	to	her."	It	seemed	hard	for	him
to	speak	his	dead	wife's	name.	"She	 is	a	 respectable	woman.	Now	I	have	seen
you	I	think	she	said	sensible	things.	Play	out	of	doors	as	much	as	you	like.	It's	a
big	 place	 and	 you	may	 go	where	 you	 like	 and	 amuse	 yourself	 as	 you	 like.	 Is
there	anything	you	want?"	as	if	a	sudden	thought	had	struck	him.	"Do	you	want
toys,	books,	dolls?"



"Might	I,"	quavered	Mary,	"might	I	have	a	bit	of	earth?"
In	her	eagerness	she	did	not	realize	how	queer	the	words	would	sound	and	that

they	were	not	the	ones	she	had	meant	to	say.	Mr.	Craven	looked	quite	startled.
"Earth!"	he	repeated.	"What	do	you	mean?"
"To	 plant	 seeds	 in—to	 make	 things	 grow—to	 see	 them	 come	 alive,"	Mary

faltered.
He	gazed	at	her	a	moment	and	then	passed	his	hand	quickly	over	his	eyes.
"Do	you—care	about	gardens	so	much,"	he	said	slowly.
"I	didn't	know	about	them	in	India,"	said	Mary.	"I	was	always	ill	and	tired	and

it	was	 too	 hot.	 I	 sometimes	made	 little	 beds	 in	 the	 sand	 and	 stuck	 flowers	 in
them.	But	here	it	is	different."
Mr.	Craven	got	up	and	began	to	walk	slowly	across	the	room.
"A	bit	of	earth,"	he	said	to	himself,	and	Mary	thought	that	somehow	she	must

have	 reminded	him	of	 something.	When	he	 stopped	and	 spoke	 to	her	his	dark
eyes	looked	almost	soft	and	kind.
"You	can	have	as	much	earth	as	you	want,"	he	said.	"You	remind	me	of	some

one	else	who	loved	the	earth	and	things	that	grow.	When	you	see	a	bit	of	earth
you	want,"	with	something	like	a	smile,	"take	it,	child,	and	make	it	come	alive."
"May	I	take	it	from	anywhere—if	it's	not	wanted?"
"Anywhere,"	he	answered.	"There!	You	must	go	now,	I	am	tired."	He	touched

the	bell	to	call	Mrs.	Medlock.	"Good-by.	I	shall	be	away	all	summer."
Mrs.	Medlock	came	so	quickly	that	Mary	thought	she	must	have	been	waiting

in	the	corridor.
"Mrs.	 Medlock,"	 Mr.	 Craven	 said	 to	 her,	 "now	 I	 have	 seen	 the	 child	 I

understand	 what	 Mrs.	 Sowerby	 meant.	 She	 must	 be	 less	 delicate	 before	 she
begins	 lessons.	Give	 her	 simple,	 healthy	 food.	Let	 her	 run	wild	 in	 the	 garden.
Don't	look	after	her	too	much.	She	needs	liberty	and	fresh	air	and	romping	about.
Mrs.	Sowerby	is	to	come	and	see	her	now	and	then	and	she	may	sometimes	go	to
the	cottage."
Mrs.	 Medlock	 looked	 pleased.	 She	 was	 relieved	 to	 hear	 that	 she	 need	 not

"look	after"	Mary	too	much.	She	had	felt	her	a	tiresome	charge	and	had	indeed
seen	 as	 little	 of	 her	 as	 she	dared.	 In	 addition	 to	 this	 she	was	 fond	of	Martha's
mother.
"Thank	you,	 sir,"	 she	 said.	 "Susan	Sowerby	and	me	went	 to	 school	 together

and	she's	as	sensible	and	good-hearted	a	woman	as	you'd	find	in	a	day's	walk.	I
never	 had	 any	 children	 myself	 and	 she's	 had	 twelve,	 and	 there	 never	 was
healthier	or	better	ones.	Miss	Mary	can	get	no	harm	from	them.	I'd	always	take
Susan	 Sowerby's	 advice	 about	 children	 myself.	 She's	 what	 you	 might	 call
healthy-minded—if	you	understand	me."



"I	understand,"	Mr.	Craven	answered.	"Take	Miss	Mary	away	now	and	send
Pitcher	to	me."
When	Mrs.	Medlock	left	her	at	the	end	of	her	own	corridor	Mary	flew	back	to

her	 room.	 She	 found	Martha	 waiting	 there.	Martha	 had,	 in	 fact,	 hurried	 back
after	she	had	removed	the	dinner	service.
"I	 can	 have	my	garden!"	 cried	Mary.	 "I	may	have	 it	where	 I	 like!	 I	 am	not

going	to	have	a	governess	for	a	long	time!	Your	mother	is	coming	to	see	me	and
I	may	go	to	your	cottage!	He	says	a	little	girl	like	me	could	not	do	any	harm	and
I	may	do	what	I	like—anywhere!"
"Eh!"	said	Martha	delightedly,	"that	was	nice	of	him	wasn't	it?"
"Martha,"	 said	Mary	 solemnly,	 "he	 is	 really	 a	 nice	man,	 only	 his	 face	 is	 so

miserable	and	his	forehead	is	all	drawn	together."
She	 ran	as	quickly	as	 she	could	 to	 the	garden.	She	had	been	away	so	much

longer	than	she	had	thought	she	should	and	she	knew	Dickon	would	have	to	set
out	 early	 on	his	 five-mile	walk.	When	 she	 slipped	 through	 the	 door	 under	 the
ivy,	 she	 saw	he	was	not	working	where	 she	had	 left	 him.	The	gardening	 tools
were	laid	together	under	a	tree.	She	ran	to	them,	looking	all	round	the	place,	but
there	was	no	Dickon	 to	be	seen.	He	had	gone	away	and	 the	secret	garden	was
empty—except	 for	 the	 robin	who	 had	 just	 flown	 across	 the	wall	 and	 sat	 on	 a
standard	rose-bush	watching	her.	"He's	gone,"	she	said	woefully.	"Oh!	was	he—
was	he—was	he	only	a	wood	fairy?"
Something	white	fastened	 to	 the	standard	rose-bush	caught	her	eye.	 It	was	a

piece	of	paper,	in	fact,	it	was	a	piece	of	the	letter	she	had	printed	for	Martha	to
send	to	Dickon.	It	was	fastened	on	the	bush	with	a	long	thorn,	and	in	a	minute
she	knew	Dickon	had	left	it	there.	There	were	some	roughly	printed	letters	on	it
and	a	sort	of	picture.	At	first	she	could	not	tell	what	it	was.	Then	she	saw	it	was
meant	for	a	nest	with	a	bird	sitting	on	it.	Underneath	were	the	printed	letters	and
they	said:
"I	will	cum	bak."



Chapter		13	
"I	am	Colin"
Mary	 took	 the	picture	back	 to	 the	house	when	she	went	 to	her	 supper	and	she
showed	it	to	Martha.
"Eh!"	said	Martha	with	great	pride.	"I	never	knew	our	Dickon	was	as	clever	as

that.	That	there's	a	picture	of	a	missel	thrush	on	her	nest,	as	large	as	life	an'	twice
as	natural."
Then	 Mary	 knew	 Dickon	 had	 meant	 the	 picture	 to	 be	 a	 message.	 He	 had

meant	that	she	might	be	sure	he	would	keep	her	secret.	Her	garden	was	her	nest
and	she	was	like	a	missel	thrush.	Oh,	how	she	did	like	that	queer,	common	boy!
She	hoped	he	would	come	back	the	very	next	day	and	she	fell	asleep	looking

forward	to	the	morning.
But	you	never	know	what	the	weather	will	do	in	Yorkshire,	particularly	in	the

springtime.	 She	was	 awakened	 in	 the	 night	 by	 the	 sound	 of	 rain	 beating	with
heavy	drops	against	her	window.	It	was	pouring	down	in	torrents	and	the	wind
was	"wuthering"	round	the	corners	and	in	the	chimneys	of	the	huge	old	house.
Mary	sat	up	in	bed	and	felt	miserable	and	angry.
"The	rain	 is	as	contrary	as	I	ever	was,"	she	said.	"It	came	because	 it	knew	I

did	not	want	it."
She	threw	herself	back	on	her	pillow	and	buried	her	face.	She	did	not	cry,	but

she	lay	and	hated	the	sound	of	the	heavily	beating	rain,	she	hated	the	wind	and
its	"wuthering."	She	could	not	go	 to	sleep	again.	The	mournful	sound	kept	her
awake	because	she	felt	mournful	herself.	If	she	had	felt	happy	it	would	probably
have	 lulled	her	 to	 sleep.	How	 it	 "wuthered"	and	how	 the	big	 raindrops	poured
down	and	beat	against	the	pane!
"It	 sounds	 just	 like	 a	 person	 lost	 on	 the	 moor	 and	 wandering	 on	 and	 on

crying,"	she	said.

She	had	been	lying	awake	turning	from	side	to	side	for	about	an	hour,	when
suddenly	 something	made	her	 sit	up	 in	bed	and	 turn	her	head	 toward	 the	door
listening.	She	listened	and	she	listened.
"It	 isn't	 the	wind	now,"	she	said	in	a	loud	whisper.	"That	isn't	 the	wind.	It	 is

different.	It	is	that	crying	I	heard	before."



The	door	of	her	room	was	ajar	and	the	sound	came	down	the	corridor,	a	far-off
faint	sound	of	fretful	crying.	She	listened	for	a	few	minutes	and	each	minute	she
became	more	 and	more	 sure.	 She	 felt	 as	 if	 she	must	 find	 out	 what	 it	 was.	 It
seemed	even	stranger	than	the	secret	garden	and	the	buried	key.	Perhaps	the	fact
that	she	was	in	a	rebellious	mood	made	her	bold.	She	put	her	foot	out	of	bed	and
stood	on	the	floor.
"I	am	going	to	find	out	what	it	is,"	she	said.	"Everybody	is	in	bed	and	I	don't

care	about	Mrs.	Medlock—I	don't	care!"
There	was	a	candle	by	her	bedside	and	she	took	it	up	and	went	softly	out	of

the	 room.	The	 corridor	 looked	very	 long	 and	dark,	 but	 she	was	 too	 excited	 to
mind	 that.	 She	 thought	 she	 remembered	 the	 corners	 she	must	 turn	 to	 find	 the
short	corridor	with	 the	door	covered	with	 tapestry—the	one	Mrs.	Medlock	had
come	through	the	day	she	lost	herself.	The	sound	had	come	up	that	passage.	So
she	went	on	with	her	dim	light,	almost	feeling	her	way,	her	heart	beating	so	loud
that	she	fancied	she	could	hear	it.	The	far-off	faint	crying	went	on	and	led	her.
Sometimes	 it	 stopped	 for	 a	moment	 or	 so	 and	 then	 began	 again.	Was	 this	 the
right	corner	to	turn?	She	stopped	and	thought.	Yes	it	was.	Down	this	passage	and
then	 to	 the	 left,	 and	 then	up	 two	broad	 steps,	 and	 then	 to	 the	 right	again.	Yes,
there	was	the	tapestry	door.
She	pushed	it	open	very	gently	and	closed	it	behind	her,	and	she	stood	in	the

corridor	and	could	hear	the	crying	quite	plainly,	though	it	was	not	loud.	It	was	on
the	other	side	of	the	wall	at	her	left	and	a	few	yards	farther	on	there	was	a	door.
She	 could	 see	 a	 glimmer	 of	 light	 coming	 from	 beneath	 it.	 The	 Someone	was
crying	in	that	room,	and	it	was	quite	a	young	Someone.
So	she	walked	to	the	door	and	pushed	it	open,	and	there	she	was	standing	in

the	room!
It	was	a	big	room	with	ancient,	handsome	furniture	in	it.	There	was	a	low	fire

glowing	faintly	on	 the	hearth	and	a	night	 light	burning	by	 the	side	of	a	carved
four-posted	 bed	 hung	 with	 brocade,	 and	 on	 the	 bed	 was	 lying	 a	 boy,	 crying
fretfully.
Mary	wondered	if	she	was	in	a	real	place	or	if	she	had	fallen	asleep	again	and

was	dreaming	without	knowing	it.
The	boy	had	a	sharp,	delicate	face	the	color	of	 ivory	and	he	seemed	to	have

eyes	too	big	for	it.	He	had	also	a	lot	of	hair	which	tumbled	over	his	forehead	in
heavy	locks	and	made	his	thin	face	seem	smaller.	He	looked	like	a	boy	who	had
been	ill,	but	he	was	crying	more	as	if	he	were	tired	and	cross	than	as	if	he	were
in	pain.
Mary	 stood	 near	 the	 door	 with	 her	 candle	 in	 her	 hand,	 holding	 her	 breath.

Then	she	crept	across	the	room,	and,	as	she	drew	nearer,	 the	light	attracted	the



boy's	attention	and	he	 turned	his	head	on	his	pillow	and	stared	at	her,	his	gray
eyes	opening	so	wide	that	they	seemed	immense.
"Who	 are	 you?"	 he	 said	 at	 last	 in	 a	 half-frightened	 whisper.	 "Are	 you	 a

ghost?"
"No,	 I	 am	not,"	Mary	 answered,	 her	 own	whisper	 sounding	half	 frightened.

"Are	you	one?"
He	 stared	 and	 stared	 and	 stared.	Mary	 could	not	 help	noticing	what	 strange

eyes	he	had.	They	were	agate	gray	and	they	looked	too	big	for	his	face	because
they	had	black	lashes	all	round	them.
"No,"	he	replied	after	waiting	a	moment	or	so.	"I	am	Colin."
"Who	is	Colin?"	she	faltered.
"I	am	Colin	Craven.	Who	are	you?"
"I	am	Mary	Lennox.	Mr.	Craven	is	my	uncle."
"He	is	my	father,"	said	the	boy.
"Your	father!"	gasped	Mary.	"No	one	ever	told	me	he	had	a	boy!	Why	didn't

they?"
"Come	 here,"	 he	 said,	 still	 keeping	 his	 strange	 eyes	 fixed	 on	 her	 with	 an

anxious	expression.
She	came	close	to	the	bed	and	he	put	out	his	hand	and	touched	her.
"You	are	real,	aren't	you?"	he	said.	"I	have	such	real	dreams	very	often.	You

might	be	one	of	them."
Mary	had	slipped	on	a	woolen	wrapper	before	she	left	her	room	and	she	put	a

piece	of	it	between	his	fingers.
"Rub	that	and	see	how	thick	and	warm	it	is,"	she	said.	"I	will	pinch	you	a	little

if	you	like,	to	show	you	how	real	I	am.	For	a	minute	I	thought	you	might	be	a
dream	too."
"Where	did	you	come	from?"	he	asked.
"From	my	own	room.	The	wind	wuthered	so	I	couldn't	go	to	sleep	and	I	heard

some	one	crying	and	wanted	to	find	out	who	it	was.	What	were	you	crying	for?"
"Because	I	couldn't	go	to	sleep	either	and	my	head	ached.	Tell	me	your	name

again."
"Mary	Lennox.	Did	no	one	ever	tell	you	I	had	come	to	live	here?"
He	was	 still	 fingering	 the	 fold	 of	 her	wrapper,	 but	 he	 began	 to	 look	 a	 little

more	as	if	he	believed	in	her	reality.
"No,"	he	answered.	"They	daren't."
"Why?"	asked	Mary.
"Because	I	should	have	been	afraid	you	would	see	me.	I	won't	let	people	see

me	and	talk	me	over."
"Why?"	Mary	asked	again,	feeling	more	mystified	every	moment.



"Because	I	am	like	this	always,	ill	and	having	to	lie	down.	My	father	won't	let
people	talk	me	over	either.	The	servants	are	not	allowed	to	speak	about	me.	If	I
live	I	may	be	a	hunchback,	but	I	shan't	 live.	My	father	hates	to	think	I	may	be
like	him."
"Oh,	what	a	queer	house	this	is!"	Mary	said.	"What	a	queer	house!	Everything

is	a	kind	of	secret.	Rooms	are	locked	up	and	gardens	are	locked	up—and	you!
Have	you	been	locked	up?"
"No.	I	stay	in	this	room	because	I	don't	want	to	be	moved	out	of	it.	It	tires	me

too	much."
"Does	your	father	come	and	see	you?"	Mary	ventured.
"Sometimes.	Generally	when	I	am	asleep.	He	doesn't	want	to	see	me."
"Why?"	Mary	could	not	help	asking	again.
A	sort	of	angry	shadow	passed	over	the	boy's	face.
"My	mother	died	when	I	was	born	and	it	makes	him	wretched	to	look	at	me.

He	thinks	I	don't	know,	but	I've	heard	people	talking.	He	almost	hates	me."
"He	hates	the	garden,	because	she	died,"	said	Mary	half	speaking	to	herself.
"What	garden?"	the	boy	asked.
"Oh!	just—just	a	garden	she	used	to	like,"	Mary	stammered.	"Have	you	been

here	 always?"	 "Nearly	 always.	 Sometimes	 I	 have	 been	 taken	 to	 places	 at	 the
seaside,	but	I	won't	stay	because	people	stare	at	me.	I	used	to	wear	an	iron	thing
to	keep	my	back	straight,	but	a	grand	doctor	came	from	London	to	see	me	and
said	it	was	stupid.	He	told	them	to	take	it	off	and	keep	me	out	in	the	fresh	air.	I
hate	fresh	air	and	I	don't	want	to	go	out."
"I	didn't	when	first	I	came	here,"	said	Mary.	"Why	do	you	keep	looking	at	me

like	that?"
"Because	 of	 the	 dreams	 that	 are	 so	 real,"	 he	 answered	 rather	 fretfully.

"Sometimes	when	I	open	my	eyes	I	don't	believe	I'm	awake."
"We're	 both	 awake,"	 said	Mary.	 She	 glanced	 round	 the	 room	 with	 its	 high

ceiling	and	shadowy	corners	and	dim	fire-light.	"It	looks	quite	like	a	dream,	and
it's	the	middle	of	the	night,	and	everybody	in	the	house	is	asleep—everybody	but
us.	We	are	wide	awake."
"I	don't	want	it	to	be	a	dream,"	the	boy	said	restlessly.
Mary	thought	of	something	all	at	once.
"If	 you	 don't	 like	 people	 to	 see	 you,"	 she	 began,	 "do	 you	 want	 me	 to	 go

away?"
He	still	held	the	fold	of	her	wrapper	and	he	gave	it	a	little	pull.
"No,"	he	said.	"I	should	be	sure	you	were	a	dream	if	you	went.	If	you	are	real,

sit	down	on	that	big	footstool	and	talk.	I	want	to	hear	about	you."
Mary	 put	 down	 her	 candle	 on	 the	 table	 near	 the	 bed	 and	 sat	 down	 on	 the



cushioned	stool.	She	did	not	want	 to	go	away	at	all.	She	wanted	 to	stay	 in	 the
mysterious	hidden-away	room	and	talk	to	the	mysterious	boy.
"What	do	you	want	me	to	tell	you?"	she	said.
He	wanted	 to	 know	how	 long	 she	 had	 been	 at	Misselthwaite;	 he	wanted	 to

know	which	corridor	her	 room	was	on;	he	wanted	 to	know	what	she	had	been
doing;	if	she	disliked	the	moor	as	he	disliked	it;	where	she	had	lived	before	she
came	to	Yorkshire.	She	answered	all	these	questions	and	many	more	and	he	lay
back	on	his	pillow	and	 listened.	He	made	her	 tell	him	a	great	deal	about	 India
and	about	her	voyage	across	the	ocean.	She	found	out	that	because	he	had	been
an	invalid	he	had	not	learned	things	as	other	children	had.	One	of	his	nurses	had
taught	 him	 to	 read	 when	 he	 was	 quite	 little	 and	 he	 was	 always	 reading	 and
looking	at	pictures	in	splendid	books.
Though	his	father	rarely	saw	him	when	he	was	awake,	he	was	given	all	sorts

of	 wonderful	 things	 to	 amuse	 himself	 with.	 He	 never	 seemed	 to	 have	 been
amused,	however.	He	could	have	anything	he	asked	for	and	was	never	made	to
do	anything	he	did	not	like	to	do.	"Everyone	is	obliged	to	do	what	pleases	me,"
he	said	indifferently.	"It	makes	me	ill	to	be	angry.	No	one	believes	I	shall	live	to
grow	up."
He	said	it	as	if	he	was	so	accustomed	to	the	idea	that	it	had	ceased	to	matter	to

him	at	all.	He	seemed	to	like	the	sound	of	Mary's	voice.	As	she	went	on	talking
he	listened	in	a	drowsy,	interested	way.	Once	or	twice	she	wondered	if	he	were
not	gradually	falling	into	a	doze.	But	at	last	he	asked	a	question	which	opened	up
a	new	subject.
"How	old	are	you?"	he	asked.
"I	 am	 ten,"	 answered	Mary,	 forgetting	 herself	 for	 the	 moment,	 "and	 so	 are

you."
"How	do	you	know	that?"	he	demanded	in	a	surprised	voice.
"Because	when	you	were	born	 the	garden	door	was	 locked	and	 the	key	was

buried.	And	it	has	been	locked	for	ten	years."
Colin	half	sat	up,	turning	toward	her,	leaning	on	his	elbows.
"What	garden	door	was	locked?	Who	did	it?	Where	was	the	key	buried?"	he

exclaimed	as	if	he	were	suddenly	very	much	interested.
"It—it	was	the	garden	Mr.	Craven	hates,"	said	Mary	nervously.	"He	locked	the

door.	No	one—no	one	knew	where	he	buried	the	key."	"What	sort	of	a	garden	is
it?"	Colin	persisted	eagerly.
"No	 one	 has	 been	 allowed	 to	 go	 into	 it	 for	 ten	 years,"	 was	Mary's	 careful

answer.
But	it	was	too	late	to	be	careful.	He	was	too	much	like	herself.	He	too	had	had

nothing	 to	 think	about	 and	 the	 idea	of	 a	hidden	garden	attracted	him	as	 it	 had



attracted	 her.	 He	 asked	 question	 after	 question.	Where	was	 it?	Had	 she	 never
looked	for	the	door?	Had	she	never	asked	the	gardeners?
"They	 won't	 talk	 about	 it,"	 said	Mary.	 "I	 think	 they	 have	 been	 told	 not	 to

answer	questions."
"I	would	make	them,"	said	Colin.
"Could	 you?"	Mary	 faltered,	 beginning	 to	 feel	 frightened.	 If	 he	 could	make

people	answer	questions,	who	knew	what	might	happen!
"Everyone	is	obliged	to	please	me.	I	told	you	that,"	he	said.	"If	I	were	to	live,

this	place	would	sometime	belong	to	me.	They	all	know	that.	I	would	make	them
tell	me."
Mary	had	not	known	that	she	herself	had	been	spoiled,	but	she	could	see	quite

plainly	 that	 this	 mysterious	 boy	 had	 been.	 He	 thought	 that	 the	 whole	 world
belonged	to	him.	How	peculiar	he	was	and	how	coolly	he	spoke	of	not	living.
"Do	you	think	you	won't	live?"	she	asked,	partly	because	she	was	curious	and

partly	in	hope	of	making	him	forget	the	garden.
"I	don't	suppose	I	shall,"	he	answered	as	indifferently	as	he	had	spoken	before.

"Ever	since	I	remember	anything	I	have	heard	people	say	I	shan't.	At	first	they
thought	I	was	too	little	to	understand	and	now	they	think	I	don't	hear.	But	I	do.
My	doctor	 is	my	 father's	 cousin.	He	 is	quite	poor	and	 if	 I	die	he	will	have	all
Misselthwaite	when	my	 father	 is	 dead.	 I	 should	 think	he	wouldn't	want	me	 to
live."
"Do	you	want	to	live?"	inquired	Mary.
"No,"	he	answered,	in	a	cross,	tired	fashion.	"But	I	don't	want	to	die.	When	I

feel	ill	I	lie	here	and	think	about	it	until	I	cry	and	cry."
"I	have	heard	you	crying	three	times,"	Mary	said,	"but	I	did	not	know	who	it

was.	Were	you	crying	about	that?"	She	did	so	want	him	to	forget	the	garden.
"I	dare	say,"	he	answered.	"Let	us	talk	about	something	else.	Talk	about	that

garden.	Don't	you	want	to	see	it?"
"Yes,"	answered	Mary,	in	quite	a	low	voice.
"I	 do,"	 he	 went	 on	 persistently.	 "I	 don't	 think	 I	 ever	 really	 wanted	 to	 see

anything	before,	but	I	want	to	see	that	garden.	I	want	the	key	dug	up.	I	want	the
door	 unlocked.	 I	 would	 let	 them	 take	 me	 there	 in	 my	 chair.	 That	 would	 be
getting	fresh	air.	I	am	going	to	make	them	open	the	door."
He	had	become	quite	excited	and	his	strange	eyes	began	to	shine	like	stars	and

looked	more	immense	than	ever.
"They	have	to	please	me,"	he	said.	"I	will	make	them	take	me	there	and	I	will

let	you	go,	too."
Mary's	hands	clutched	each	other.	Everything	would	be	spoiled—everything!

Dickon	would	never	come	back.	She	would	never	again	feel	like	a	missel	thrush



with	a	safe-hidden	nest.
"Oh,	don't—don't—don't—don't	do	that!"	she	cried	out.
He	stared	as	if	he	thought	she	had	gone	crazy!
"Why?"	he	exclaimed.	"You	said	you	wanted	to	see	it."
"I	do,"	she	answered	almost	with	a	sob	in	her	 throat,	"but	 if	you	make	them

open	the	door	and	take	you	in	like	that	it	will	never	be	a	secret	again."
He	leaned	still	farther	forward.
"A	secret,"	he	said.	"What	do	you	mean?	Tell	me."
Mary's	words	almost	tumbled	over	one	another.
"You	see—you	see,"	she	panted,	"if	no	one	knows	but	ourselves—if	there	was

a	door,	 hidden	 somewhere	under	 the	 ivy—if	 there	was—and	we	 could	 find	 it;
and	if	we	could	slip	through	it	together	and	shut	it	behind	us,	and	no	one	knew
any	one	was	inside	and	we	called	it	our	garden	and	pretended	that—that	we	were
missel	thrushes	and	it	was	our	nest,	and	if	we	played	there	almost	every	day	and
dug	and	planted	seeds	and	made	it	all	come	alive—"
"Is	it	dead?"	he	interrupted	her.
"It	soon	will	be	if	no	one	cares	for	it,"	she	went	on.	"The	bulbs	will	live	but

the	roses—"
He	stopped	her	again	as	excited	as	she	was	herself.
"What	are	bulbs?"	he	put	in	quickly.
"They	are	daffodils	and	 lilies	and	snowdrops.	They	are	working	 in	 the	earth

now—pushing	up	pale	green	points	because	the	spring	is	coming."
"Is	the	spring	coming?"	he	said.	"What	is	it	like?	You	don't	see	it	in	rooms	if

you	are	ill."
"It	 is	 the	 sun	 shining	 on	 the	 rain	 and	 the	 rain	 falling	 on	 the	 sunshine,	 and

things	pushing	up	and	working	under	the	earth,"	said	Mary.	"If	the	garden	was	a
secret	and	we	could	get	into	it	we	could	watch	the	things	grow	bigger	every	day,
and	see	how	many	roses	are	alive.	Don't	you	see?	Oh,	don't	you	see	how	much
nicer	it	would	be	if	it	was	a	secret?"
He	dropped	back	on	his	pillow	and	 lay	 there	with	an	odd	expression	on	his

face.
"I	never	had	a	secret,"	he	said,	"except	that	one	about	not	living	to	grow	up.

They	don't	know	I	know	that,	so	it	is	a	sort	of	secret.	But	I	like	this	kind	better."
"If	you	won't	make	them	take	you	to	the	garden,"	pleaded	Mary,	"perhaps—I

feel	almost	sure	I	can	find	out	how	to	get	in	sometime.	And	then—if	the	doctor
wants	you	to	go	out	in	your	chair,	and	if	you	can	always	do	what	you	want	to	do,
perhaps—perhaps	we	might	find	some	boy	who	would	push	you,	and	we	could
go	alone	and	it	would	always	be	a	secret	garden."
"I	 should—like—that,"	 he	 said	 very	 slowly,	 his	 eyes	 looking	 dreamy.	 "I



should	like	that.	I	should	not	mind	fresh	air	in	a	secret	garden."
Mary	began	to	recover	her	breath	and	feel	safer	because	the	idea	of	keeping

the	secret	seemed	to	please	him.	She	felt	almost	sure	that	if	she	kept	on	talking
and	could	make	him	see	the	garden	in	his	mind	as	she	had	seen	it	he	would	like
it	 so	much	 that	he	could	not	bear	 to	 think	 that	 everybody	might	 tramp	 in	 to	 it
when	they	chose.
"I'll	tell	you	what	I	think	it	would	be	like,	if	we	could	go	into	it,"	she	said.	"It

has	been	shut	up	so	long	things	have	grown	into	a	tangle	perhaps."
He	lay	quite	still	and	listened	while	she	went	on	talking	about	the	roses	which

might	have	clambered	from	tree	to	tree	and	hung	down—about	the	many	birds
which	might	have	built	their	nests	there	because	it	was	so	safe.	And	then	she	told
him	about	the	robin	and	Ben	Weatherstaff,	and	there	was	so	much	to	tell	about
the	robin	and	it	was	so	easy	and	safe	to	talk	about	it	that	she	ceased	to	be	afraid.
The	robin	pleased	him	so	much	that	he	smiled	until	he	looked	almost	beautiful,
and	at	first	Mary	had	thought	that	he	was	even	plainer	than	herself,	with	his	big
eyes	and	heavy	locks	of	hair.
"I	did	not	know	birds	could	be	like	that,"	he	said.	"But	if	you	stay	in	a	room

you	never	see	 things.	What	a	 lot	of	 things	you	know.	I	feel	as	 if	you	had	been
inside	that	garden."
She	did	not	know	what	to	say,	so	she	did	not	say	anything.	He	evidently	did

not	expect	an	answer	and	the	next	moment	he	gave	her	a	surprise.
"I	 am	 going	 to	 let	 you	 look	 at	 something,"	 he	 said.	 "Do	 you	 see	 that	 rose-

colored	silk	curtain	hanging	on	the	wall	over	the	mantel-piece?"
Mary	had	not	noticed	it	before,	but	she	looked	up	and	saw	it.	It	was	a	curtain

of	soft	silk	hanging	over	what	seemed	to	be	some	picture.
"Yes,"	she	answered.
"There	is	a	cord	hanging	from	it,"	said	Colin.	"Go	and	pull	it."
Mary	got	up,	much	mystified,	and	found	the	cord.	When	she	pulled	it	the	silk

curtain	ran	back	on	rings	and	when	it	ran	back	it	uncovered	a	picture.	It	was	the
picture	 of	 a	 girl	with	 a	 laughing	 face.	 She	 had	 bright	 hair	 tied	 up	with	 a	 blue
ribbon	 and	her	 gay,	 lovely	 eyes	were	 exactly	 like	Colin's	 unhappy	ones,	 agate
gray	and	looking	twice	as	big	as	they	really	were	because	of	the	black	lashes	all
round	them.
"She	 is	 my	 mother,"	 said	 Colin	 complainingly.	 "I	 don't	 see	 why	 she	 died.

Sometimes	I	hate	her	for	doing	it."
"How	queer!"	said	Mary.
"If	she	had	lived	I	believe	I	should	not	have	been	ill	always,"	he	grumbled.	"I

dare	say	I	should	have	lived,	too.	And	my	father	would	not	have	hated	to	look	at
me.	I	dare	say	I	should	have	had	a	strong	back.	Draw	the	curtain	again."



Mary	did	as	she	was	told	and	returned	to	her	footstool.
"She	is	much	prettier	than	you,"	she	said,	"but	her	eyes	are	just	like	yours—at

least	they	are	the	same	shape	and	color.	Why	is	the	curtain	drawn	over	her?"
He	moved	uncomfortably.
"I	made	them	do	it,"	he	said.	"Sometimes	I	don't	like	to	see	her	looking	at	me.

She	 smiles	 too	much	when	 I	 am	 ill	 and	miserable.	Besides,	 she	 is	mine	 and	 I
don't	want	everyone	to	see	her."	There	were	a	few	moments	of	silence	and	then
Mary	spoke.
"What	would	Mrs.	Medlock	 do	 if	 she	 found	 out	 that	 I	 had	 been	 here?"	 she

inquired.
"She	would	do	as	I	told	her	to	do,"	he	answered.	"And	I	should	tell	her	that	I

wanted	you	to	come	here	and	talk	to	me	every	day.	I	am	glad	you	came."
"So	am	I,"	said	Mary.	"I	will	come	as	often	as	I	can,	but"—she	hesitated—"I

shall	have	to	look	every	day	for	the	garden	door."
"Yes,	you	must,"	said	Colin,	"and	you	can	tell	me	about	it	afterward."
He	 lay	 thinking	 a	 few	 minutes,	 as	 he	 had	 done	 before,	 and	 then	 he	 spoke

again.
"I	think	you	shall	be	a	secret,	too,"	he	said.	"I	will	not	tell	them	until	they	find

out.	 I	 can	always	 send	 the	nurse	out	of	 the	 room	and	say	 that	 I	want	 to	be	by
myself.	Do	you	know	Martha?"
"Yes,	I	know	her	very	well,"	said	Mary.	"She	waits	on	me."
He	nodded	his	head	toward	the	outer	corridor.
"She	 is	 the	 one	 who	 is	 asleep	 in	 the	 other	 room.	 The	 nurse	 went	 away

yesterday	to	stay	all	night	with	her	sister	and	she	always	makes	Martha	attend	to
me	when	she	wants	to	go	out.	Martha	shall	tell	you	when	to	come	here."
Then	Mary	understood	Martha's	troubled	look	when	she	had	asked	questions

about	the	crying.
"Martha	knew	about	you	all	the	time?"	she	said.
"Yes;	she	often	attends	to	me.	The	nurse	likes	to	get	away	from	me	and	then

Martha	comes."
"I	have	been	here	a	long	time,"	said	Mary.	"Shall	I	go	away	now?	Your	eyes

look	sleepy."
"I	wish	I	could	go	to	sleep	before	you	leave	me,"	he	said	rather	shyly.
"Shut	your	eyes,"	said	Mary,	drawing	her	footstool	closer,	"and	I	will	do	what

my	 Ayah	 used	 to	 do	 in	 India.	 I	 will	 pat	 your	 hand	 and	 stroke	 it	 and	 sing
something	quite	low."
"I	should	like	that	perhaps,"	he	said	drowsily.
Somehow	she	was	 sorry	 for	him	and	did	not	want	him	 to	 lie	 awake,	 so	 she

leaned	against	the	bed	and	began	to	stroke	and	pat	his	hand	and	sing	a	very	low



little	chanting	song	in	Hindustani.
"That	 is	 nice,"	 he	 said	 more	 drowsily	 still,	 and	 she	 went	 on	 chanting	 and

stroking,	 but	when	 she	 looked	 at	 him	 again	 his	 black	 lashes	were	 lying	 close
against	his	cheeks,	for	his	eyes	were	shut	and	he	was	fast	asleep.	So	she	got	up
softly,	took	her	candle	and	crept	away	without	making	a	sound.



Chapter		14	
A	young	Rajah
The	 moor	 was	 hidden	 in	 mist	 when	 the	 morning	 came,	 and	 the	 rain	 had	 not
stopped	 pouring	 down.	 There	 could	 be	 no	 going	 out	 of	 doors.	Martha	was	 so
busy	 that	Mary	 had	 no	 opportunity	 of	 talking	 to	 her,	 but	 in	 the	 afternoon	 she
asked	her	to	come	and	sit	with	her	in	the	nursery.	She	came	bringing	the	stocking
she	was	always	knitting	when	she	was	doing	nothing	else.
"What's	the	matter	with	thee?"	she	asked	as	soon	as	they	sat	down.	"Tha'	looks

as	if	tha'd	somethin'	to	say."
"I	have.	I	have	found	out	what	the	crying	was,"	said	Mary.
Martha	let	her	knitting	drop	on	her	knee	and	gazed	at	her	with	startled	eyes.
"Tha'	hasn't!"	she	exclaimed.	"Never!"
"I	heard	it	in	the	night,"	Mary	went	on.	"And	I	got	up	and	went	to	see	where	it

came	from.	It	was	Colin.	I	found	him."
Martha's	face	became	red	with	fright.
"Eh!	 Miss	 Mary!"	 she	 said	 half	 crying.	 "Tha'	 shouldn't	 have	 done	 it—tha'

shouldn't!	Tha'll	get	me	in	trouble.	I	never	told	thee	nothin'	about	him—but	tha'll
get	me	in	trouble.	I	shall	lose	my	place	and	what'll	mother	do!"
"You	won't	lose	your	place,"	said	Mary.	"He	was	glad	I	came.	We	talked	and

talked	and	he	said	he	was	glad	I	came."
"Was	he?"	cried	Martha.	"Art	tha'	sure?	Tha'	doesn't	know	what	he's	like	when

anything	vexes	him.	He's	a	big	lad	to	cry	like	a	baby,	but	when	he's	in	a	passion
he'll	fair	scream	just	to	frighten	us.	He	knows	us	daren't	call	our	souls	our	own."
"He	wasn't	vexed,"	said	Mary.	"I	asked	him	if	I	should	go	away	and	he	made

me	stay.	He	asked	me	questions	and	I	sat	on	a	big	 footstool	and	 talked	 to	him
about	India	and	about	the	robin	and	gardens.	He	wouldn't	let	me	go.	He	let	me
see	his	mother's	picture.	Before	I	left	him	I	sang	him	to	sleep."
Martha	fairly	gasped	with	amazement.
"I	 can	 scarcely	 believe	 thee!"	 she	 protested.	 "It's	 as	 if	 tha'd	walked	 straight

into	a	 lion's	den.	 If	he'd	been	 like	he	 is	most	 times	he'd	have	 throwed	himself
into	 one	 of	 his	 tantrums	 and	 roused	 th'	 house.	 He	 won't	 let	 strangers	 look	 at
him."
"He	let	me	look	at	him.	I	looked	at	him	all	the	time	and	he	looked	at	me.	We



stared!"	said	Mary.
"I	don't	know	what	to	do!"	cried	agitated	Martha.	"If	Mrs.	Medlock	finds	out,

she'll	think	I	broke	orders	and	told	thee	and	I	shall	be	packed	back	to	mother."
"He	is	not	going	to	tell	Mrs.	Medlock	anything	about	it	yet.	It's	to	be	a	sort	of

secret	just	at	first,"	said	Mary	firmly.	"And	he	says	everybody	is	obliged	to	do	as
he	pleases."
"Aye,	 that's	 true	 enough—th'	 bad	 lad!"	 sighed	Martha,	wiping	 her	 forehead

with	her	apron.
"He	says	Mrs.	Medlock	must.	And	he	wants	me	to	come	and	talk	to	him	every

day.	And	you	are	to	tell	me	when	he	wants	me."
"Me!"	said	Martha;	"I	shall	lose	my	place—I	shall	for	sure!"
"You	can't	if	you	are	doing	what	he	wants	you	to	do	and	everybody	is	ordered

to	obey	him,"	Mary	argued.
"Does	tha'	mean	to	say,"	cried	Martha	with	wide	open	eyes,	"that	he	was	nice

to	thee!"
"I	think	he	almost	liked	me,"	Mary	answered.
"Then	tha'	must	have	bewitched	him!"	decided	Martha,	drawing	a	long	breath.
"Do	you	mean	Magic?"	inquired	Mary.	"I've	heard	about	Magic	in	India,	but	I

can't	make	it.	I	just	went	into	his	room	and	I	was	so	surprised	to	see	him	I	stood
and	stared.	And	then	he	turned	round	and	stared	at	me.	And	he	thought	I	was	a
ghost	or	a	dream	and	I	thought	perhaps	he	was.	And	it	was	so	queer	being	there
alone	together	in	the	middle	of	the	night	and	not	knowing	about	each	other.	And
we	began	to	ask	each	other	questions.	And	when	I	asked	him	if	I	must	go	away
he	said	I	must	not."
"Th'	world's	comin'	to	a	end!"	gasped	Martha.
"What	is	the	matter	with	him?"	asked	Mary.
"Nobody	knows	for	sure	and	certain,"	said	Martha.	"Mr.	Craven	went	off	his

head	like	when	he	was	born.	Th'	doctors	thought	he'd	have	to	be	put	in	a	'sylum.
It	 was	 because	Mrs.	 Craven	 died	 like	 I	 told	 you.	 He	wouldn't	 set	 eyes	 on	 th'
baby.	He	 just	 raved	and	said	 it'd	be	another	hunchback	 like	him	and	 it'd	better
die."
"Is	Colin	a	hunchback?"	Mary	asked.	"He	didn't	look	like	one."
"He	 isn't	yet,"	 said	Martha.	"But	he	began	all	wrong.	Mother	said	 that	 there

was	 enough	 trouble	 and	 raging	 in	 th'	 house	 to	 set	 any	 child	wrong.	They	was
afraid	his	back	was	weak	an'	they've	always	been	takin'	care	of	it—keepin'	him
lyin'	down	and	not	 lettin'	 him	walk.	Once	 they	made	him	wear	 a	brace	but	he
fretted	 so	 he	was	 downright	 ill.	 Then	 a	 big	 doctor	 came	 to	 see	 him	 an'	made
them	take	it	off.	He	talked	to	th'	other	doctor	quite	rough—in	a	polite	way.	He
said	 there'd	 been	 too	 much	 medicine	 and	 too	 much	 lettin'	 him	 have	 his	 own



way."
"I	think	he's	a	very	spoiled	boy,"	said	Mary.
"He's	th'	worst	young	nowt	as	ever	was!"	said	Martha.	"I	won't	say	as	he	hasn't

been	ill	a	good	bit.	He's	had	coughs	an'	colds	that's	nearly	killed	him	two	or	three
times.	Once	he	had	rheumatic	fever	an'	once	he	had	typhoid.	Eh!	Mrs.	Medlock
did	get	a	fright	 then.	He'd	been	out	of	his	head	an'	she	was	 talkin'	 to	 th'	nurse,
thinkin'	he	didn't	know	nothin',	an'	she	said,	'He'll	die	this	time	sure	enough,	an'
best	thing	for	him	an'	for	everybody.'	An'	she	looked	at	him	an'	there	he	was	with
his	big	eyes	open,	starin'	at	her	as	sensible	as	she	was	herself.	She	didn't	know
wha'd	happen	but	he	just	stared	at	her	an'	says,	'You	give	me	some	water	an'	stop
talkin'.'"
"Do	you	think	he	will	die?"	asked	Mary.
"Mother	says	there's	no	reason	why	any	child	should	live	that	gets	no	fresh	air

an'	 doesn't	 do	 nothin'	 but	 lie	 on	 his	 back	 an'	 read	 picture-books	 an'	 take
medicine.	He's	weak	and	hates	th'	trouble	o'	bein'	taken	out	o'	doors,	an'	he	gets
cold	so	easy	he	says	it	makes	him	ill."
Mary	sat	and	looked	at	the	fire.	"I	wonder,"	she	said	slowly,	"if	it	would	not

do	him	good	to	go	out	into	a	garden	and	watch	things	growing.	It	did	me	good."
"One	of	th'	worst	fits	he	ever	had,"	said	Martha,	"was	one	time	they	took	him

out	where	the	roses	is	by	the	fountain.	He'd	been	readin'	in	a	paper	about	people
gettin'	somethin'	he	called	 'rose	cold'	an'	he	began	to	sneeze	an'	said	he'd	got	it
an'	 then	 a	 new	 gardener	 as	 didn't	 know	 th'	 rules	 passed	 by	 an'	 looked	 at	 him
curious.	He	threw	himself	into	a	passion	an'	he	said	he'd	looked	at	him	because
he	was	 going	 to	 be	 a	 hunchback.	He	 cried	 himself	 into	 a	 fever	 an'	was	 ill	 all
night."
"If	he	ever	gets	angry	at	me,	I'll	never	go	and	see	him	again,"	said	Mary.
"He'll	have	thee	if	he	wants	thee,"	said	Martha.	"Tha'	may	as	well	know	that	at

th'	start."
Very	soon	afterward	a	bell	rang	and	she	rolled	up	her	knitting.
"I	dare	say	th'	nurse	wants	me	to	stay	with	him	a	bit,"	she	said.	"I	hope	he's	in

a	good	temper."
She	was	out	 of	 the	 room	about	 ten	minutes	 and	 then	 she	 came	back	with	 a

puzzled	expression.
"Well,	tha'	has	bewitched	him,"	she	said.	"He's	up	on	his	sofa	with	his	picture-

books.	He's	told	the	nurse	to	stay	away	until	six	o'clock.	I'm	to	wait	in	the	next
room.	 Th'	 minute	 she	 was	 gone	 he	 called	 me	 to	 him	 an'	 says,	 'I	 want	 Mary
Lennox	to	come	and	talk	to	me,	and	remember	you're	not	to	tell	any	one.'	You'd
better	go	as	quick	as	you	can."
Mary	was	quite	willing	to	go	quickly.	She	did	not	want	to	see	Colin	as	much



as	she	wanted	to	see	Dickon;	but	she	wanted	to	see	him	very	much.
There	was	a	bright	 fire	on	 the	hearth	when	she	entered	his	 room,	and	 in	 the

daylight	she	saw	it	was	a	very	beautiful	room	indeed.	There	were	rich	colors	in
the	rugs	and	hangings	and	pictures	and	books	on	the	walls	which	made	it	 look
glowing	 and	 comfortable	 even	 in	 spite	 of	 the	 gray	 sky	 and	 falling	 rain.	Colin
looked	rather	like	a	picture	himself.	He	was	wrapped	in	a	velvet	dressing-gown
and	sat	against	a	big	brocaded	cushion.	He	had	a	red	spot	on	each	cheek.
"Come	in,"	he	said.	"I've	been	thinking	about	you	all	morning."
"I've	 been	 thinking	 about	 you,	 too,"	 answered	Mary.	 "You	 don't	 know	 how

frightened	Martha	 is.	She	says	Mrs.	Medlock	will	 think	she	 told	me	about	you
and	then	she	will	be	sent	away."
He	frowned.
"Go	and	tell	her	to	come	here,"	he	said.	"She	is	in	the	next	room."
Mary	 went	 and	 brought	 her	 back.	 Poor	 Martha	 was	 shaking	 in	 her	 shoes.

Colin	was	still	frowning.
"Have	you	to	do	what	I	please	or	have	you	not?"	he	demanded.
"I	have	to	do	what	you	please,	sir,"	Martha	faltered,	turning	quite	red.
"Has	Medlock	to	do	what	I	please?"
"Everybody	has,	sir,"	said	Martha.
"Well,	then,	if	I	order	you	to	bring	Miss	Mary	to	me,	how	can	Medlock	send

you	away	if	she	finds	it	out?"
"Please	don't	let	her,	sir,"	pleaded	Martha.
"I'll	send	her	away	if	she	dares	to	say	a	word	about	such	a	thing,"	said	Master

Craven	grandly.	"She	wouldn't	like	that,	I	can	tell	you."
"Thank	you,	sir,"	bobbing	a	curtsy,	"I	want	to	do	my	duty,	sir."
"What	I	want	is	your	duty"	said	Colin	more	grandly	still.	"I'll	take	care	of	you.

Now	go	away."
When	 the	 door	 closed	behind	Martha,	Colin	 found	Mistress	Mary	gazing	 at

him	as	if	he	had	set	her	wondering.
"Why	 do	 you	 look	 at	me	 like	 that?"	 he	 asked	 her.	 "What	 are	 you	 thinking

about?"
"I	am	thinking	about	two	things."
"What	are	they?	Sit	down	and	tell	me."
"This	 is	 the	 first	 one,"	 said	Mary,	 seating	herself	 on	 the	big	 stool.	 "Once	 in

India	I	saw	a	boy	who	was	a	Rajah.	He	had	rubies	and	emeralds	and	diamonds
stuck	 all	 over	 him.	 He	 spoke	 to	 his	 people	 just	 as	 you	 spoke	 to	 Martha.
Everybody	had	to	do	everything	he	told	them—in	a	minute.	I	think	they	would
have	been	killed	if	they	hadn't."
"I	shall	make	you	 tell	me	about	Rajahs	presently,"	he	said,	"but	 first	 tell	me



what	the	second	thing	was."
"I	was	thinking,"	said	Mary,	"how	different	you	are	from	Dickon."
"Who	is	Dickon?"	he	said.	"What	a	queer	name!"
She	might	as	well	 tell	him,	she	thought	she	could	talk	about	Dickon	without

mentioning	 the	 secret	 garden.	 She	 had	 liked	 to	 hear	 Martha	 talk	 about	 him.
Besides,	she	longed	to	talk	about	him.	It	would	seem	to	bring	him	nearer.
"He	is	Martha's	brother.	He	is	twelve	years	old,"	she	explained.	"He	is	not	like

any	one	else	in	the	world.	He	can	charm	foxes	and	squirrels	and	birds	just	as	the
natives	in	India	charm	snakes.	He	plays	a	very	soft	tune	on	a	pipe	and	they	come
and	listen."
There	were	some	big	books	on	a	table	at	his	side	and	he	dragged	one	suddenly

toward	 him.	 "There	 is	 a	 picture	 of	 a	 snake-charmer	 in	 this,"	 he	 exclaimed.
"Come	and	look	at	it."
The	book	was	a	beautiful	one	with	superb	colored	illustrations	and	he	turned

to	one	of	them.
"Can	he	do	that?"	he	asked	eagerly.
"He	played	on	 his	 pipe	 and	 they	 listened,"	Mary	 explained.	 "But	 he	 doesn't

call	it	Magic.	He	says	it's	because	he	lives	on	the	moor	so	much	and	he	knows
their	ways.	He	says	he	feels	sometimes	as	if	he	was	a	bird	or	a	rabbit	himself,	he
likes	them	so.	I	think	he	asked	the	robin	questions.	It	seemed	as	if	they	talked	to
each	other	in	soft	chirps."
Colin	 lay	 back	 on	 his	 cushion	 and	 his	 eyes	 grew	 larger	 and	 larger	 and	 the

spots	on	his	cheeks	burned.
"Tell	me	some	more	about	him,"	he	said.
"He	knows	all	about	eggs	and	nests,"	Mary	went	on.	 "And	he	knows	where

foxes	and	badgers	and	otters	live.	He	keeps	them	secret	so	that	other	boys	won't
find	 their	 holes	 and	 frighten	 them.	 He	 knows	 about	 everything	 that	 grows	 or
lives	on	the	moor."
"Does	he	like	the	moor?"	said	Colin.	"How	can	he	when	it's	such	a	great,	bare,

dreary	place?"
"It's	 the	most	 beautiful	 place,"	 protested	Mary.	 "Thousands	 of	 lovely	 things

grow	on	it	and	there	are	thousands	of	little	creatures	all	busy	building	nests	and
making	holes	and	burrows	and	chippering	or	singing	or	squeaking	to	each	other.
They	are	so	busy	and	having	such	fun	under	the	earth	or	in	the	trees	or	heather.
It's	their	world."
"How	do	you	know	all	that?"	said	Colin,	turning	on	his	elbow	to	look	at	her.
"I	have	never	been	 there	once,	 really,"	 said	Mary	 suddenly	 remembering.	 "I

only	drove	over	it	in	the	dark.	I	thought	it	was	hideous.	Martha	told	me	about	it
first	and	then	Dickon.	When	Dickon	talks	about	it	you	feel	as	if	you	saw	things



and	heard	them	and	as	if	you	were	standing	in	the	heather	with	the	sun	shining
and	the	gorse	smelling	like	honey—and	all	full	of	bees	and	butterflies."
"You	never	see	anything	if	you	are	ill,"	said	Colin	restlessly.	He	looked	like	a

person	listening	to	a	new	sound	in	the	distance	and	wondering	what	it	was.
"You	can't	if	you	stay	in	a	room,"	said	Mary.
"I	couldn't	go	on	the	moor,"	he	said	in	a	resentful	tone.
Mary	was	silent	for	a	minute	and	then	she	said	something	bold.
"You	might—sometime."
He	moved	as	if	he	were	startled.
"Go	on	the	moor!	How	could	I?	I	am	going	to	die."	"How	do	you	know?"	said

Mary	unsympathetically.	She	didn't	like	the	way	he	had	of	talking	about	dying.
She	did	not	feel	very	sympathetic.	She	felt	rather	as	if	he	almost	boasted	about	it.
"Oh,	 I've	 heard	 it	 ever	 since	 I	 remember,"	 he	 answered	 crossly.	 "They	 are

always	whispering	about	it	and	thinking	I	don't	notice.	They	wish	I	would,	too."
Mistress	Mary	felt	quite	contrary.	She	pinched	her	lips	together.
"If	they	wished	I	would,"	she	said,	"I	wouldn't.	Who	wishes	you	would?"
"The	servants—and	of	course	Dr.	Craven	because	he	would	get	Misselthwaite

and	be	rich	instead	of	poor.	He	daren't	say	so,	but	he	always	looks	cheerful	when
I	am	worse.	When	I	had	 typhoid	fever	his	 face	got	quite	 fat.	 I	 think	my	father
wishes	it,	too."
"I	don't	believe	he	does,"	said	Mary	quite	obstinately.
That	made	Colin	turn	and	look	at	her	again.
"Don't	you?"	he	said.
And	then	he	lay	back	on	his	cushion	and	was	still,	as	if	he	were	thinking.	And

there	was	quite	a	long	silence.	Perhaps	they	were	both	of	them	thinking	strange
things	 children	 do	 not	 usually	 think.	 "I	 like	 the	 grand	 doctor	 from	 London,
because	he	made	them	take	the	iron	thing	off,"	said	Mary	at	last	"Did	he	say	you
were	going	to	die?"
"No.".
"What	did	he	say?"
"He	didn't	whisper,"	Colin	answered.	"Perhaps	he	knew	I	hated	whispering.	I

heard	him	 say	one	 thing	quite	 aloud.	He	 said,	 'The	 lad	might	 live	 if	 he	would
make	 up	 his	 mind	 to	 it.	 Put	 him	 in	 the	 humor.'	 It	 sounded	 as	 if	 he	 was	 in	 a
temper."
"I'll	tell	you	who	would	put	you	in	the	humor,	perhaps,"	said	Mary	reflecting.

She	 felt	 as	 if	 she	would	 like	 this	 thing	 to	 be	 settled	 one	way	 or	 the	 other.	 "I
believe	 Dickon	 would.	 He's	 always	 talking	 about	 live	 things.	 He	 never	 talks
about	 dead	 things	 or	 things	 that	 are	 ill.	 He's	 always	 looking	 up	 in	 the	 sky	 to
watch	birds	flying—or	looking	down	at	the	earth	to	see	something	growing.	He



has	such	round	blue	eyes	and	they	are	so	wide	open	with	looking	about.	And	he
laughs	such	a	big	laugh	with	his	wide	mouth—and	his	cheeks	are	as	red—as	red
as	 cherries."	 She	 pulled	 her	 stool	 nearer	 to	 the	 sofa	 and	 her	 expression	 quite
changed	at	the	remembrance	of	the	wide	curving	mouth	and	wide	open	eyes.
"See	here,"	she	said.	"Don't	let	us	talk	about	dying;	I	don't	like	it.	Let	us	talk

about	 living.	Let	us	talk	and	talk	about	Dickon.	And	then	we	will	 look	at	your
pictures."
It	was	the	best	thing	she	could	have	said.	To	talk	about	Dickon	meant	to	talk

about	the	moor	and	about	the	cottage	and	the	fourteen	people	who	lived	in	it	on
sixteen	shillings	a	week—and	the	children	who	got	fat	on	the	moor	grass	like	the
wild	ponies.	And	about	Dickon's	mother—and	the	skipping-rope—and	the	moor
with	the	sun	on	it—and	about	pale	green	points	sticking	up	out	of	the	black	sod.
And	it	was	all	so	alive	that	Mary	talked	more	than	she	had	ever	talked	before—
and	Colin	both	talked	and	listened	as	he	had	never	done	either	before.	And	they
both	began	to	laugh	over	nothings	as	children	will	when	they	are	happy	together.
And	they	laughed	so	that	in	the	end	they	were	making	as	much	noise	as	if	they
had	been	two	ordinary	healthy	natural	ten-year-old	creatures—instead	of	a	hard,
little,	unloving	girl	and	a	sickly	boy	who	believed	that	he	was	going	to	die.
They	enjoyed	themselves	so	much	that	they	forgot	the	pictures	and	they	forgot

about	the	time.	They	had	been	laughing	quite	loudly	over	Ben	Weatherstaff	and
his	robin,	and	Colin	was	actually	sitting	up	as	if	he	had	forgotten	about	his	weak
back,	 when	 he	 suddenly	 remembered	 something.	 "Do	 you	 know	 there	 is	 one
thing	we	have	never	once	thought	of,"	he	said.	"We	are	cousins."
It	seemed	so	queer	 that	 they	had	talked	so	much	and	never	remembered	this

simple	 thing	 that	 they	 laughed	more	 than	 ever,	 because	 they	 had	 got	 into	 the
humor	to	laugh	at	anything.	And	in	the	midst	of	the	fun	the	door	opened	and	in
walked	Dr.	Craven	and	Mrs.	Medlock.
Dr.	Craven	started	in	actual	alarm	and	Mrs.	Medlock	almost	fell	back	because

he	had	accidentally	bumped	against	her.
"Good	Lord!"	exclaimed	poor	Mrs.	Medlock	with	her	eyes	almost	starting	out

of	her	head.	"Good	Lord!"
"What	is	this?"	said	Dr.	Craven,	coming	forward.	"What	does	it	mean?"
Then	Mary	was	reminded	of	the	boy	Rajah	again.	Colin	answered	as	if	neither

the	doctor's	alarm	nor	Mrs.	Medlock's	terror	were	of	the	slightest	consequence.
He	was	as	little	disturbed	or	frightened	as	if	an	elderly	cat	and	dog	had	walked
into	the	room.
"This	is	my	cousin,	Mary	Lennox,"	he	said.	"I	asked	her	to	come	and	talk	to

me.	I	like	her.	She	must	come	and	talk	to	me	whenever	I	send	for	her."
Dr.	 Craven	 turned	 reproachfully	 to	Mrs.	Medlock.	 "Oh,	 sir"	 she	 panted.	 "I



don't	 know	how	 it's	 happened.	There's	not	 a	 servant	on	 the	place	 tha'd	dare	 to
talk—they	all	have	their	orders."
"Nobody	told	her	anything,"	said	Colin.	"She	heard	me	crying	and	found	me

herself.	I	am	glad	she	came.	Don't	be	silly,	Medlock."
Mary	saw	that	Dr.	Craven	did	not	look	pleased,	but	it	was	quite	plain	that	he

dare	not	oppose	his	patient.	He	sat	down	by	Colin	and	felt	his	pulse.
"I	am	afraid	there	has	been	too	much	excitement.	Excitement	is	not	good	for

you,	my	boy,"	he	said.
"I	should	be	excited	if	she	kept	away,"	answered	Colin,	his	eyes	beginning	to

look	dangerously	sparkling.	"I	am	better.	She	makes	me	better.	The	nurse	must
bring	up	her	tea	with	mine.	We	will	have	tea	together."
Mrs.	Medlock	and	Dr.	Craven	looked	at	each	other	in	a	troubled	way,	but	there

was	evidently	nothing	to	be	done.
"He	does	look	rather	better,	sir,"	ventured	Mrs.	Medlock.	"But"—thinking	the

matter	over—"he	looked	better	this	morning	before	she	came	into	the	room."
"She	came	into	the	room	last	night.	She	stayed	with	me	a	long	time.	She	sang

a	Hindustani	song	to	me	and	it	made	me	go	to	sleep,"	said	Colin.	"I	was	better
when	 I	 wakened	 up.	 I	 wanted	 my	 breakfast.	 I	 want	 my	 tea	 now.	 Tell	 nurse,
Medlock."
Dr.	Craven	did	not	 stay	very	 long.	He	 talked	 to	 the	nurse	 for	a	 few	minutes

when	she	came	into	the	room	and	said	a	few	words	of	warning	to	Colin.	He	must
not	talk	too	much;	he	must	not	forget	that	he	was	ill;	he	must	not	forget	that	he
was	 very	 easily	 tired.	 Mary	 thought	 that	 there	 seemed	 to	 be	 a	 number	 of
uncomfortable	things	he	was	not	to	forget.
Colin	 looked	 fretful	 and	 kept	 his	 strange	 black-lashed	 eyes	 fixed	 on	 Dr.

Craven's	face.
"I	want	 to	 forget	 it,"	he	said	at	 last.	 "She	makes	me	 forget	 it.	That	 is	why	 I

want	her."
Dr.	 Craven	 did	 not	 look	 happy	 when	 he	 left	 the	 room.	 He	 gave	 a	 puzzled

glance	at	 the	 little	girl	 sitting	on	 the	 large	stool.	She	had	become	a	stiff,	 silent
child	again	as	soon	as	he	entered	and	he	could	not	see	what	the	attraction	was.
The	boy	actually	did	look	brighter,	however—and	he	sighed	rather	heavily	as	he
went	down	the	corridor.
"They	are	always	wanting	me	to	eat	things	when	I	don't	want	to,"	said	Colin,

as	the	nurse	brought	in	the	tea	and	put	it	on	the	table	by	the	sofa.	"Now,	if	you'll
eat	I	will.	Those	muffins	look	so	nice	and	hot.	Tell	me	about	Rajahs."



Chapter		15	
Nest	building
After	another	week	of	rain	the	high	arch	of	blue	sky	appeared	again	and	the	sun
which	 poured	 down	 was	 quite	 hot.	 Though	 there	 had	 been	 no	 chance	 to	 see
either	 the	 secret	 garden	 or	 Dickon,	 Mistress	 Mary	 had	 enjoyed	 herself	 very
much.	The	week	had	not	 seemed	 long.	She	had	spent	hours	of	every	day	with
Colin	in	his	room,	talking	about	Rajahs	or	gardens	or	Dickon	and	the	cottage	on
the	moor.	 They	 had	 looked	 at	 the	 splendid	 books	 and	 pictures	 and	 sometimes
Mary	had	read	things	to	Colin,	and	sometimes	he	had	read	a	little	to	her.	When
he	was	amused	and	interested	she	thought	he	scarcely	looked	like	an	invalid	at
all,	except	that	his	face	was	so	colorless	and	he	was	always	on	the	sofa.
"You	 are	 a	 sly	 young	one	 to	 listen	 and	get	 out	 of	 your	 bed	 to	 go	 following

things	 up	 like	 you	 did	 that	 night,"	 Mrs.	 Medlock	 said	 once.	 "But	 there's	 no
saying	it's	not	been	a	sort	of	blessing	to	the	lot	of	us.	He's	not	had	a	tantrum	or	a
whining	fit	since	you	made	friends.	The	nurse	was	just	going	to	give	up	the	case
because	 she	 was	 so	 sick	 of	 him,	 but	 she	 says	 she	 doesn't	 mind	 staying	 now
you've	gone	on	duty	with	her,"	laughing	a	little.
In	her	 talks	with	Colin,	Mary	had	 tried	 to	be	very	 cautious	 about	 the	 secret

garden.	There	were	certain	things	she	wanted	to	find	out	from	him,	but	she	felt
that	 she	 must	 find	 them	 out	 without	 asking	 him	 direct	 questions.	 In	 the	 first
place,	 as	 she	began	 to	 like	 to	be	with	him,	 she	wanted	 to	discover	whether	he
was	 the	 kind	 of	 boy	 you	 could	 tell	 a	 secret	 to.	 He	 was	 not	 in	 the	 least	 like
Dickon,	but	he	was	evidently	so	pleased	with	the	idea	of	a	garden	no	one	knew
anything	 about	 that	 she	 thought	 perhaps	 he	 could	 be	 trusted.	 But	 she	 had	 not
known	him	long	enough	to	be	sure.	The	second	thing	she	wanted	to	find	out	was
this:	 If	he	could	be	 trusted—if	he	really	could—wouldn't	 it	be	possible	 to	 take
him	to	the	garden	without	having	any	one	find	it	out?	The	grand	doctor	had	said
that	he	must	have	fresh	air	and	Colin	had	said	that	he	would	not	mind	fresh	air	in
a	secret	garden.	Perhaps	if	he	had	a	great	deal	of	fresh	air	and	knew	Dickon	and
the	robin	and	saw	things	growing	he	might	not	think	so	much	about	dying.	Mary
had	 seen	 herself	 in	 the	 glass	 sometimes	 lately	when	 she	 had	 realized	 that	 she
looked	quite	a	different	creature	 from	 the	child	she	had	seen	when	she	arrived
from	India.	This	child	looked	nicer.	Even	Martha	had	seen	a	change	in	her.



"Th'	air	from	th'	moor	has	done	thee	good	already,"	she	had	said.	"Tha'rt	not
nigh	so	yeller	and	tha'rt	not	nigh	so	scrawny.	Even	tha'	hair	doesn't	slamp	down
on	tha'	head	so	flat.	It's	got	some	life	in	it	so	as	it	sticks	out	a	bit."
"It's	 like	 me,"	 said	Mary.	 "It's	 growing	 stronger	 and	 fatter.	 I'm	 sure	 there's

more	of	it."
"It	looks	it,	for	sure,"	said	Martha,	ruffling	it	up	a	little	round	her	face.	"Tha'rt

not	half	so	ugly	when	it's	that	way	an'	there's	a	bit	o'	red	in	tha'	cheeks."
If	gardens	and	fresh	air	had	been	good	for	her	perhaps	they	would	be	good	for

Colin.	But	then,	if	he	hated	people	to	look	at	him,	perhaps	he	would	not	like	to
see	Dickon.
"Why	does	it	make	you	angry	when	you	are	looked	at?"	she	inquired	one	day.
"I	 always	 hated	 it,"	 he	 answered,	 "even	when	 I	was	 very	 little.	 Then	when

they	took	me	to	the	seaside	and	I	used	to	lie	in	my	carriage	everybody	used	to
stare	and	ladies	would	stop	and	talk	to	my	nurse	and	then	they	would	begin	to
whisper	 and	 I	 knew	 then	 they	 were	 saying	 I	 shouldn't	 live	 to	 grow	 up.	 Then
sometimes	 the	 ladies	would	pat	my	cheeks	 and	 say	 'Poor	 child!'	Once	when	 a
lady	did	that	I	screamed	out	loud	and	bit	her	hand.	She	was	so	frightened	she	ran
away."
"She	thought	you	had	gone	mad	like	a	dog,"	said	Mary,	not	at	all	admiringly.
"I	don't	care	what	she	thought,"	said	Colin,	frowning.
"I	wonder	why	you	didn't	scream	and	bite	me	when	I	came	into	your	room?"

said	Mary.	Then	she	began	to	smile	slowly.
"I	thought	you	were	a	ghost	or	a	dream,"	he	said.	"You	can't	bite	a	ghost	or	a

dream,	and	if	you	scream	they	don't	care."
"Would	you	hate	it	if—if	a	boy	looked	at	you?"	Mary	asked	uncertainly.
He	lay	back	on	his	cushion	and	paused	thoughtfully.
"There's	 one	 boy,"	 he	 said	 quite	 slowly,	 as	 if	 he	 were	 thinking	 over	 every

word,	"there's	one	boy	I	believe	I	shouldn't	mind.	It's	that	boy	who	knows	where
the	foxes	live—Dickon."
"I'm	sure	you	wouldn't	mind	him,"	said	Mary.
"The	 birds	 don't	 and	 other	 animals,"	 he	 said,	 still	 thinking	 it	 over,	 "perhaps

that's	why	I	shouldn't.	He's	a	sort	of	animal	charmer	and	I	am	a	boy	animal."
Then	he	laughed	and	she	laughed	too;	in	fact	it	ended	in	their	both	laughing	a

great	 deal	 and	 finding	 the	 idea	 of	 a	 boy	 animal	 hiding	 in	 his	 hole	 very	 funny
indeed.
What	Mary	felt	afterward	was	that	she	need	not	fear	about	Dickon.

On	that	first	morning	when	the	sky	was	blue	again	Mary	wakened	very	early.
The	sun	was	pouring	in	slanting	rays	through	the	blinds	and	there	was	something



so	joyous	in	the	sight	of	it	that	she	jumped	out	of	bed	and	ran	to	the	window.	She
drew	 up	 the	 blinds	 and	 opened	 the	 window	 itself	 and	 a	 great	 waft	 of	 fresh,
scented	air	blew	in	upon	her.	The	moor	was	blue	and	the	whole	world	looked	as
if	 something	Magic	had	happened	 to	 it.	There	were	 tender	 little	 fluting	sounds
here	and	there	and	everywhere,	as	 if	scores	of	birds	were	beginning	to	tune	up
for	a	concert.	Mary	put	her	hand	out	of	the	window	and	held	it	in	the	sun.
"It's	warm—warm!"	she	said.	"It	will	make	the	green	points	push	up	and	up

and	 up,	 and	 it	will	make	 the	 bulbs	 and	 roots	work	 and	 struggle	with	 all	 their
might	under	the	earth."
She	kneeled	down	and	leaned	out	of	the	window	as	far	as	she	could,	breathing

big	breaths	and	sniffing	the	air	until	she	laughed	because	she	remembered	what
Dickon's	mother	had	said	about	the	end	of	his	nose	quivering	like	a	rabbit's.	"It
must	be	very	early,"	she	said.	"The	little	clouds	are	all	pink	and	I've	never	seen
the	sky	look	like	this.	No	one	is	up.	I	don't	even	hear	the	stable	boys."
A	sudden	thought	made	her	scramble	to	her	feet.
"I	can't	wait!	I	am	going	to	see	the	garden!"
She	had	learned	to	dress	herself	by	this	time	and	she	put	on	her	clothes	in	five

minutes.	She	knew	a	small	side	door	which	she	could	unbolt	herself	and	she	flew
downstairs	in	her	stocking	feet	and	put	on	her	shoes	in	the	hall.	She	unchained
and	unbolted	and	unlocked	and	when	 the	door	was	open	she	sprang	across	 the
step	with	one	bound,	and	there	she	was	standing	on	the	grass,	which	seemed	to
have	turned	green,	and	with	the	sun	pouring	down	on	her	and	warm	sweet	wafts
about	her	and	the	fluting	and	twittering	and	singing	coming	from	every	bush	and
tree.	She	clasped	her	hands	for	pure	joy	and	looked	up	in	the	sky	and	it	was	so
blue	and	pink	and	pearly	and	white	and	 flooded	with	 springtime	 light	 that	 she
felt	as	if	she	must	flute	and	sing	aloud	herself	and	knew	that	thrushes	and	robins
and	 skylarks	 could	 not	 possibly	 help	 it.	 She	 ran	 around	 the	 shrubs	 and	 paths
towards	the	secret	garden.
"It	 is	 all	 different	 already,"	 she	 said.	 "The	 grass	 is	 greener	 and	 things	 are

sticking	 up	 everywhere	 and	 things	 are	 uncurling	 and	 green	 buds	 of	 leaves	 are
showing.	This	afternoon	I	am	sure	Dickon	will	come."
The	 long	warm	 rain	 had	 done	 strange	 things	 to	 the	 herbaceous	 beds	which

bordered	 the	walk	by	 the	 lower	wall.	There	were	 things	sprouting	and	pushing
out	 from	 the	 roots	 of	 clumps	 of	 plants	 and	 there	were	 actually	 here	 and	 there
glimpses	of	royal	purple	and	yellow	unfurling	among	the	stems	of	crocuses.	Six
months	before	Mistress	Mary	would	not	have	seen	how	the	world	was	waking
up,	but	now	she	missed	nothing.
When	she	had	reached	the	place	where	 the	door	hid	 itself	under	 the	 ivy,	she

was	startled	by	a	curious	loud	sound.	It	was	the	caw—caw	of	a	crow	and	it	came



from	 the	 top	 of	 the	 wall,	 and	 when	 she	 looked	 up,	 there	 sat	 a	 big	 glossy-
plumaged	 blue-black	 bird,	 looking	 down	 at	 her	 very	 wisely	 indeed.	 She	 had
never	seen	a	crow	so	close	before	and	he	made	her	a	little	nervous,	but	the	next
moment	he	spread	his	wings	and	flapped	away	across	the	garden.	She	hoped	he
was	 not	 going	 to	 stay	 inside	 and	 she	 pushed	 the	 door	 open	 wondering	 if	 he
would.	When	she	got	fairly	into	the	garden	she	saw	that	he	probably	did	intend
to	stay	because	he	had	alighted	on	a	dwarf	apple-tree	and	under	 the	apple-tree
was	 lying	 a	 little	 reddish	 animal	 with	 a	 Bushy	 tail,	 and	 both	 of	 them	 were
watching	the	stooping	body	and	rust-red	head	of	Dickon,	who	was	kneeling	on
the	grass	working	hard.
Mary	flew	across	the	grass	to	him.
"Oh,	Dickon!	Dickon!"	she	cried	out.	"How	could	you	get	here	so	early!	How

could	you!	The	sun	has	only	just	got	up!"
He	got	up	himself,	 laughing	and	glowing,	and	 tousled;	his	eyes	 like	a	bit	of

the	sky.
"Eh!"	he	said.	"I	was	up	long	before	him.	How	could	I	have	stayed	abed!	Th'

world's	all	fair	begun	again	this	mornin',	it	has.	An'	it's	workin'	an'	hummin'	an'
scratchin'	an'	pipin'	an'	nest-buildin'	an'	breathin'	out	scents,	till	you've	got	to	be
out	on	it	 'stead	o'	 lyin'	on	your	back.	When	th'	sun	did	jump	up,	th'	moor	went
mad	 for	 joy,	 an'	 I	 was	 in	 the	midst	 of	 th'	 heather,	 an'	 I	 run	 like	mad	myself,
shoutin'	an'	singin'.	An'	I	come	straight	here.	I	couldn't	have	stayed	away.	Why,
th'	garden	was	lyin'	here	waitin'!"
Mary	put	her	hands	on	her	chest,	panting,	as	if	she	had	been	running	herself.
"Oh,	Dickon!	Dickon!"	she	said.	"I'm	so	happy	I	can	scarcely	breathe!"
Seeing	him	 talking	 to	 a	 stranger,	 the	 little	 bushy-tailed	 animal	 rose	 from	 its

place	 under	 the	 tree	 and	 came	 to	 him,	 and	 the	 rook,	 cawing	 once,	 flew	 down
from	its	branch	and	settled	quietly	on	his	shoulder.
"This	is	th'	little	fox	cub,"	he	said,	rubbing	the	little	reddish	animal's	head.	"It's

named	Captain.	An'	 this	here's	Soot.	Soot	he	 flew	across	 th'	moor	with	me	an'
Captain	he	run	same	as	if	th'	hounds	had	been	after	him.	They	both	felt	same	as	I
did."
Neither	of	 the	creatures	 looked	as	 if	he	were	 the	 least	afraid	of	Mary.	When

Dickon	 began	 to	walk	 about,	 Soot	 stayed	 on	 his	 shoulder	 and	Captain	 trotted
quietly	close	to	his	side.
"See	here!"	 said	Dickon.	 "See	how	 these	has	pushed	up,	an'	 these	an'	 these!

An'	Eh!	Look	at	these	here!"
He	threw	himself	upon	his	knees	and	Mary	went	down	beside	him.	They	had

come	upon	 a	whole	 clump	of	 crocuses	 burst	 into	 purple	 and	orange	 and	gold.
Mary	bent	her	face	down	and	kissed	and	kissed	them.



"You	 never	 kiss	 a	 person	 in	 that	 way,"	 she	 said	 when	 she	 lifted	 her	 head.
"Flowers	are	so	different."
He	looked	puzzled	but	smiled.
"Eh!"	he	said,	"I've	kissed	mother	many	a	time	that	way	when	I	come	in	from

th'	moor	after	a	day's	roamin'	an'	she	stood	there	at	th'	door	in	th'	sun,	lookin'	so
glad	an'	comfortable."	They	ran	from	one	part	of	the	garden	to	another	and	found
so	many	wonders	 that	 they	were	 obliged	 to	 remind	 themselves	 that	 they	must
whisper	or	speak	low.	He	showed	her	swelling	leafbuds	on	rose	branches	which
had	 seemed	 dead.	 He	 showed	 her	 ten	 thousand	 new	 green	 points	 pushing
through	 the	 mould.	 They	 put	 their	 eager	 young	 noses	 close	 to	 the	 earth	 and
sniffed	 its	warmed	springtime	breathing;	 they	dug	and	pulled	and	 laughed	 low
with	 rapture	 until	 Mistress	 Mary's	 hair	 was	 as	 tumbled	 as	 Dickon's	 and	 her
cheeks	were	almost	as	poppy	red	as	his.
There	was	 every	 joy	 on	 earth	 in	 the	 secret	 garden	 that	morning,	 and	 in	 the

midst	 of	 them	 came	 a	 delight	 more	 delightful	 than	 all,	 because	 it	 was	 more
wonderful.	Swiftly	something	flew	across	the	wall	and	darted	through	the	trees
to	a	close	grown	corner,	a	little	flare	of	red-breasted	bird	with	something	hanging
from	its	beak.	Dickon	stood	quite	still	and	put	his	hand	on	Mary	almost	as	if	they
had	suddenly	found	themselves	laughing	in	a	church.
"We	 munnot	 stir,"	 he	 whispered	 in	 broad	 Yorkshire.	 "We	 munnot	 scarce

breathe.	 I	 knowed	 he	 was	 mate-huntin'	 when	 I	 seed	 him	 last.	 It's	 Ben
Weatherstaff's	robin.	He's	buildin'	his	nest.	He'll	stay	here	if	us	don't	fight	him."
They	settled	down	softly	upon	the	grass	and	sat	there	without	moving.
"Us	mustn't	seem	as	if	us	was	watchin'	him	too	close,"	said	Dickon.	"He'd	be

out	with	us	for	good	if	he	got	th'	notion	us	was	interferin'	now.	He'll	be	a	good
bit	different	 till	 all	 this	 is	over.	He's	 settin'	 up	housekeepin'.	He'll	 be	 shyer	 an'
readier	to	take	things	ill.	He's	got	no	time	for	visitin'	an'	gossipin'.	Us	must	keep
still	a	bit	an'	try	to	look	as	if	us	was	grass	an'	trees	an'	bushes.	Then	when	he's
got	used	to	seein'	us	I'll	chirp	a	bit	an'	he'll	know	us'll	not	be	in	his	way."
Mistress	Mary	was	not	at	all	sure	that	she	knew,	as	Dickon	seemed	to,	how	to

try	to	look	like	grass	and	trees	and	bushes.	But	he	had	said	the	queer	thing	as	if	it
were	 the	 simplest	 and	most	 natural	 thing	 in	 the	world,	 and	 she	 felt	 it	must	 be
quite	 easy	 to	 him,	 and	 indeed	 she	 watched	 him	 for	 a	 few	 minutes	 carefully,
wondering	if	it	was	possible	for	him	to	quietly	turn	green	and	put	out	branches
and	 leaves.	But	 he	 only	 sat	wonderfully	 still,	 and	when	 he	 spoke	 dropped	 his
voice	 to	 such	 a	 softness	 that	 it	 was	 curious	 that	 she	 could	 hear	 him,	 but	 she
could.
"It's	 part	 o'	 th'	 springtime,	 this	 nest-buildin'	 is,"	 he	 said.	 "I	warrant	 it's	 been

goin'	on	in	th'	same	way	every	year	since	th'	world	was	begun.	They've	got	their



way	o'	thinkin'	and	doin'	things	an'	a	body	had	better	not	meddle.	You	can	lose	a
friend	in	springtime	easier	than	any	other	season	if	you're	too	curious."
"If	 we	 talk	 about	 him	 I	 can't	 help	 looking	 at	 him,"	Mary	 said	 as	 softly	 as

possible.	 "We	must	 talk	 of	 something	 else.	 There	 is	 something	 I	 want	 to	 tell
you."
"He'll	like	it	better	if	us	talks	o'	somethin'	else,"	said	Dickon.	"What	is	it	tha's

got	to	tell	me?"
"Well—do	you	know	about	Colin?"	she	whispered.
He	turned	his	head	to	look	at	her.
"What	does	tha'	know	about	him?"	he	asked.
"I've	seen	him.	I	have	been	to	talk	to	him	every	day	this	week.	He	wants	me	to

come.	 He	 says	 I'm	 making	 him	 forget	 about	 being	 ill	 and	 dying,"	 answered
Mary.
Dickon	 looked	 actually	 relieved	 as	 soon	 as	 the	 surprise	 died	 away	 from	his

round	face.
"I	am	glad	o'	that,"	he	exclaimed.	"I'm	right	down	glad.	It	makes	me	easier.	I

knowed	I	must	say	nothin'	about	him	an'	I	don't	like	havin'	to	hide	things."
"Don't	you	like	hiding	the	garden?"	said	Mary.
"I'll	never	tell	about	it,"	he	answered.	"But	I	says	to	mother,	'Mother,'	I	says,	'I

got	a	secret	to	keep.	It's	not	a	bad	'un,	tha'	knows	that.	It's	no	worse	than	hidin'
where	a	bird's	nest	is.	Tha'	doesn't	mind	it,	does	tha'?'"
Mary	always	wanted	to	hear	about	mother.
"What	did	she	say?"	she	asked,	not	at	all	afraid	to	hear.
Dickon	grinned	sweet-temperedly.
"It	was	just	like	her,	what	she	said,"	he	answered.	"She	give	my	head	a	bit	of	a

rub	an'	laughed	an'	she	says,	'Eh,	lad,	tha'	can	have	all	th'	secrets	tha'	likes.	I've
knowed	thee	twelve	year'.'"
"How	did	you	know	about	Colin?"	asked	Mary.
"Everybody	as	knowed	about	Mester	Craven	knowed	there	was	a	little	lad	as

was	 like	 to	be	 a	 cripple,	 an'	 they	knowed	Mester	Craven	didn't	 like	him	 to	be
talked	about.	Folks	is	sorry	for	Mester	Craven	because	Mrs.	Craven	was	such	a
pretty	young	lady	an'	they	was	so	fond	of	each	other.	Mrs.	Medlock	stops	in	our
cottage	 whenever	 she	 goes	 to	 Thwaite	 an'	 she	 doesn't	 mind	 talkin'	 to	 mother
before	us	children,	because	she	knows	us	has	been	brought	up	to	be	trusty.	How
did	 tha'	 find	out	 about	him?	Martha	was	 in	 fine	 trouble	 th'	 last	 time	 she	came
home.	She	said	tha'd	heard	him	frettin'	an'	tha'	was	askin'	questions	an'	she	didn't
know	what	to	say."
Mary	told	him	her	story	about	the	midnight	wuthering	of	the	wind	which	had

wakened	her	and	about	the	faint	far-off	sounds	of	the	complaining	voice	which



had	 led	 her	 down	 the	 dark	 corridors	 with	 her	 candle	 and	 had	 ended	with	 her
opening	of	the	door	of	the	dimly	lighted	room	with	the	carven	four-posted	bed	in
the	corner.	When	she	described	the	small	ivory-white	face	and	the	strange	black-
rimmed	eyes	Dickon	shook	his	head.
"Them's	just	like	his	mother's	eyes,	only	hers	was	always	laughin',	they	say,"

he	said.	"They	say	as	Mr.	Craven	can't	bear	to	see	him	when	he's	awake	an'	it's
because	his	eyes	is	so	like	his	mother's	an'	yet	looks	so	different	in	his	miserable
bit	of	a	face."
"Do	you	think	he	wants	to	die?"	whispered	Mary.
"No,	but	he	wishes	he'd	never	been	born.	Mother	she	says	that's	th'	worst	thing

on	earth	for	a	child.	Them	as	 is	not	wanted	scarce	ever	 thrives.	Mester	Craven
he'd	buy	anythin'	as	money	could	buy	for	th'	poor	lad	but	he'd	like	to	forget	as
he's	on	earth.	For	one	thing,	he's	afraid	he'll	look	at	him	some	day	and	find	he's
growed	hunchback."
"Colin's	so	afraid	of	it	himself	that	he	won't	sit	up,"	said	Mary.	"He	says	he's

always	 thinking	 that	 if	 he	 should	 feel	 a	 lump	 coming	 he	 should	 go	 crazy	 and
scream	himself	to	death."
"Eh!	 he	 oughtn't	 to	 lie	 there	 thinkin'	 things	 like	 that,"	 said	Dickon.	 "No	 lad

could	get	well	as	thought	them	sort	o'	things."
The	fox	was	lying	on	the	grass	close	by	him,	looking	up	to	ask	for	a	pat	now

and	then,	and	Dickon	bent	down	and	rubbed	his	neck	softly	and	thought	a	few
minutes	in	silence.	Presently	he	lifted	his	head	and	looked	round	the	garden.
"When	 first	 we	 got	 in	 here,"	 he	 said,	 "it	 seemed	 like	 everything	 was	 gray.

Look	round	now	and	tell	me	if	tha'	doesn't	see	a	difference."
Mary	looked	and	caught	her	breath	a	little.
"Why!"	 she	 cried,	 "the	 gray	wall	 is	 changing.	 It	 is	 as	 if	 a	 green	mist	 were

creeping	over	it.	It's	almost	like	a	green	gauze	veil."
"Aye,"	 said	Dickon.	 "An'	 it'll	 be	 greener	 and	 greener	 till	 th'	 gray's	 all	 gone.

Can	tha'	guess	what	I	was	thinkin'?"
"I	 know	 it	 was	 something	 nice,"	 said	 Mary	 eagerly.	 "I	 believe	 it	 was

something	about	Colin."
"I	was	 thinkin'	 that	 if	he	was	out	here	he	wouldn't	be	watchin'	 for	 lumps	 to

grow	on	his	back;	he'd	be	watchin'	for	buds	to	break	on	th'	rose-bushes,	an'	he'd
likely	be	healthier,"	explained	Dickon.	"I	was	wonderin'	if	us	could	ever	get	him
in	th'	humor	to	come	out	here	an'	lie	under	th'	trees	in	his	carriage."
"I've	 been	 wondering	 that	 myself.	 I've	 thought	 of	 it	 almost	 every	 time	 I've

talked	 to	 him,"	 said	Mary.	 "I've	 wondered	 if	 he	 could	 keep	 a	 secret	 and	 I've
wondered	 if	 we	 could	 bring	 him	 here	 without	 any	 one	 seeing	 us.	 I	 thought
perhaps	you	could	push	his	carriage.	The	doctor	said	he	must	have	fresh	air	and



if	he	wants	us	to	take	him	out	no	one	dare	disobey	him.	He	won't	go	out	for	other
people	and	perhaps	they	will	be	glad	if	he	will	go	out	with	us.	He	could	order	the
gardeners	to	keep	away	so	they	wouldn't	find	out."
Dickon	was	thinking	very	hard	as	he	scratched	Captain's	back.
"It'd	be	good	for	him,	 I'll	warrant,"	he	said.	"Us'd	not	be	 thinkin'	he'd	better

never	been	born.	Us'd	be	 just	 two	children	watchin'	a	garden	grow,	an'	he'd	be
another.	Two	lads	an'	a	little	lass	just	lookin'	on	at	th'	springtime.	I	warrant	it'd	be
better	than	doctor's	stuff."
"He's	 been	 lying	 in	 his	 room	 so	 long	 and	 he's	 always	 been	 so	 afraid	 of	 his

back	that	it	has	made	him	queer,"	said	Mary.	"He	knows	a	good	many	things	out
of	books	but	he	doesn't	know	anything	else.	He	says	he	has	been	too	ill	to	notice
things	and	he	hates	going	out	of	doors	and	hates	gardens	and	gardeners.	But	he
likes	to	hear	about	this	garden	because	it	is	a	secret.	I	daren't	tell	him	much	but
he	said	he	wanted	to	see	it."
"Us'll	have	him	out	here	sometime	for	sure,"	said	Dickon.	"I	could	push	his

carriage	 well	 enough.	 Has	 tha'	 noticed	 how	 th'	 robin	 an'	 his	 mate	 has	 been
workin'	 while	 we've	 been	 sittin'	 here?	 Look	 at	 him	 perched	 on	 that	 branch
wonderin'	where	it'd	be	best	to	put	that	twig	he's	got	in	his	beak."
He	made	 one	 of	 his	 low	whistling	 calls	 and	 the	 robin	 turned	 his	 head	 and

looked	 at	 him	 inquiringly,	 still	 holding	 his	 twig.	Dickon	 spoke	 to	 him	 as	Ben
Weatherstaff	did,	but	Dickon's	tone	was	one	of	friendly	advice.
"Wheres'ever	 tha'	puts	 it,"	he	said,	"it'll	be	all	 right.	Tha'	knew	how	to	build

tha'	nest	before	tha'	came	out	o'	th'	egg.	Get	on	with	thee,	lad.	Tha'st	got	no	time
to	lose."
"Oh,	I	do	like	to	hear	you	talk	to	him!"	Mary	said,	laughing	delightedly.	"Ben

Weatherstaff	scolds	him	and	makes	fun	of	him,	and	he	hops	about	and	looks	as	if
he	understood	every	word,	and	I	know	he	likes	it.	Ben	Weatherstaff	says	he	is	so
conceited	he	would	rather	have	stones	thrown	at	him	than	not	be	noticed."
Dickon	laughed	too	and	went	on	talking.
"Tha'	knows	us	won't	trouble	thee,"	he	said	to	the	robin.	"Us	is	near	bein'	wild

things	ourselves.	Us	is	nest-buildin'	too,	bless	thee.	Look	out	tha'	doesn't	tell	on
us."
And	 though	 the	 robin	did	not	answer,	because	his	beak	was	occupied,	Mary

knew	that	when	he	flew	away	with	his	twig	to	his	own	corner	of	the	garden	the
darkness	of	his	dew-bright	eye	meant	that	he	would	not	tell	 their	secret	for	the
world.



Chapter		16	
"I	won't!"	said	Mary
They	found	a	great	deal	to	do	that	morning	and	Mary	was	late	in	returning	to	the
house	and	was	also	in	such	a	hurry	to	get	back	to	her	work	that	she	quite	forgot
Colin	until	the	last	moment.
"Tell	Colin	that	I	can't	come	and	see	him	yet,"	she	said	to	Martha.	"I'm	very

busy	in	the	garden."
Martha	looked	rather	frightened.
"Eh!	Miss	Mary,"	she	said,	"it	may	put	him	all	out	of	humor	when	I	tell	him

that."
But	Mary	was	not	 as	 afraid	of	him	as	other	people	were	 and	 she	was	not	 a

self-sacrificing	person.
"I	can't	stay,"	she	answered.	"Dickon's	waiting	for	me;"	and	she	ran	away.
The	 afternoon	 was	 even	 lovelier	 and	 busier	 than	 the	 morning	 had	 been.

Already	 nearly	 all	 the	weeds	were	 cleared	 out	 of	 the	 garden	 and	most	 of	 the
roses	and	trees	had	been	pruned	or	dug	about.	Dickon	had	brought	a	spade	of	his
own	and	he	had	taught	Mary	to	use	all	her	tools,	so	that	by	this	time	it	was	plain
that	though	the	lovely	wild	place	was	not	likely	to	become	a	"gardener's	garden"
it	would	be	a	wilderness	of	growing	things	before	the	springtime	was	over.
"There'll	 be	 apple	 blossoms	 an'	 cherry	 blossoms	 overhead,"	 Dickon	 said,

working	away	with	all	his	might.	"An'	there'll	be	peach	an'	plum	trees	in	bloom
against	th'	walls,	an'	th'	grass'll	be	a	carpet	o'	flowers."
The	little	fox	and	the	rook	were	as	happy	and	busy	as	they	were,	and	the	robin

and	 his	 mate	 flew	 backward	 and	 forward	 like	 tiny	 streaks	 of	 lightning.
Sometimes	the	rook	flapped	his	black	wings	and	soared	away	over	the	tree-tops
in	the	park.	Each	time	he	came	back	and	perched	near	Dickon	and	cawed	several
times	as	if	he	were	relating	his	adventures,	and	Dickon	talked	to	him	just	as	he
had	talked	to	the	robin.	Once	when	Dickon	was	so	busy	that	he	did	not	answer
him	at	 first,	Soot	 flew	on	 to	his	 shoulders	and	gently	 tweaked	his	ear	with	his
large	beak.	When	Mary	wanted	to	rest	a	little	Dickon	sat	down	with	her	under	a
tree	and	once	he	took	his	pipe	out	of	his	pocket	and	played	the	soft	strange	little
notes	and	two	squirrels	appeared	on	the	wall	and	looked	and	listened.
"Tha's	a	good	bit	stronger	 than	tha'	was,"	Dickon	said,	 looking	at	her	as	she



was	digging.	"Tha's	beginning	to	look	different,	for	sure."
Mary	was	glowing	with	exercise	and	good	spirits.
"I'm	 getting	 fatter	 and	 fatter	 every	 day,"	 she	 said	 quite	 exultantly.	 "Mrs.

Medlock	 will	 have	 to	 get	 me	 some	 bigger	 dresses.	 Martha	 says	 my	 hair	 is
growing	thicker.	It	isn't	so	flat	and	stringy."
The	 sun	 was	 beginning	 to	 set	 and	 sending	 deep	 gold-colored	 rays	 slanting

under	the	trees	when	they	parted.
"It'll	be	fine	tomorrow,"	said	Dickon.	"I'll	be	at	work	by	sunrise."
"So	will	I,"	said	Mary.

She	ran	back	to	the	house	as	quickly	as	her	feet	would	carry	her.	She	wanted
to	tell	Colin	about	Dickon's	fox	cub	and	the	rook	and	about	what	the	springtime
had	been	doing.	She	felt	sure	he	would	like	to	hear.	So	it	was	not	very	pleasant
when	she	opened	the	door	of	her	room,	to	see	Martha	standing	waiting	for	her
with	a	doleful	face.
"What	 is	 the	matter?"	 she	 asked.	 "What	 did	Colin	 say	when	you	 told	him	 I

couldn't	come?"
"Eh!"	 said	 Martha,	 "I	 wish	 tha'd	 gone.	 He	 was	 nigh	 goin'	 into	 one	 o'	 his

tantrums.	There's	been	a	nice	 to	do	all	 afternoon	 to	keep	him	quiet.	He	would
watch	the	clock	all	th'	time."
Mary's	lips	pinched	themselves	together.	She	was	no	more	used	to	considering

other	 people	 than	 Colin	was	 and	 she	 saw	 no	 reason	why	 an	 ill-tempered	 boy
should	 interfere	 with	 the	 thing	 she	 liked	 best.	 She	 knew	 nothing	 about	 the
pitifulness	of	people	who	had	been	 ill	and	nervous	and	who	did	not	know	that
they	could	control	their	tempers	and	need	not	make	other	people	ill	and	nervous,
too.	When	 she	 had	 had	 a	 headache	 in	 India	 she	 had	 done	 her	 best	 to	 see	 that
everybody	else	also	had	a	headache	or	something	quite	as	bad.	And	she	felt	she
was	quite	right;	but	of	course	now	she	felt	that	Colin	was	quite	wrong.
He	was	not	on	his	sofa	when	she	went	into	his	room.	He	was	lying	flat	on	his

back	in	bed	and	he	did	not	turn	his	head	toward	her	as	she	came	in.	This	was	a
bad	beginning	and	Mary	marched	up	to	him	with	her	stiff	manner.
"Why	didn't	you	get	up?"	she	said.
"I	did	get	up	 this	morning	when	 I	 thought	you	were	 coming,"	he	 answered,

without	looking	at	her.	"I	made	them	put	me	back	in	bed	this	afternoon.	My	back
ached	 and	 my	 head	 ached	 and	 I	 was	 tired.	 Why	 didn't	 you	 come?"	 "I	 was
working	in	the	garden	with	Dickon,"	said	Mary.
Colin	frowned	and	condescended	to	look	at	her.
"I	won't	let	that	boy	come	here	if	you	go	and	stay	with	him	instead	of	coming

to	talk	to	me,"	he	said.



Mary	flew	into	a	fine	passion.	She	could	fly	into	a	passion	without	making	a
noise.	She	just	grew	sour	and	obstinate	and	did	not	care	what	happened.
"If	you	send	Dickon	away,	I'll	never	come	into	this	room	again!"	she	retorted.
"You'll	have	to	if	I	want	you,"	said	Colin.
"I	won't!"	said	Mary.
"I'll	make	you,"	said	Colin.	"They	shall	drag	you	in."
"Shall	 they,	Mr.	Rajah!"	 said	Mary	 fiercely.	 "They	may	drag	me	 in	but	 they

can't	make	me	talk	when	they	get	me	here.	I'll	sit	and	clench	my	teeth	and	never
tell	you	one	thing.	I	won't	even	look	at	you.	I'll	stare	at	the	floor!"
They	were	a	nice	agreeable	pair	as	they	glared	at	each	other.	If	they	had	been

two	little	street	boys	they	would	have	sprung	at	each	other	and	had	a	rough-and-
tumble	fight.	As	it	was,	they	did	the	next	thing	to	it.
"You	are	a	selfish	thing!"	cried	Colin.
"What	 are	 you?"	 said	 Mary.	 "Selfish	 people	 always	 say	 that.	 Any	 one	 is

selfish	who	doesn't	do	what	they	want.	You're	more	selfish	than	I	am.	You're	the
most	selfish	boy	I	ever	saw."
"I'm	not!"	snapped	Colin.	"I'm	not	as	selfish	as	your	fine	Dickon	is!	He	keeps

you	playing	 in	 the	dirt	when	he	knows	I	am	all	by	myself.	He's	selfish,	 if	you
like!"
Mary's	eyes	flashed	fire.
"He's	nicer	than	any	other	boy	that	ever	lived!"	she	said.	"He's—he's	like	an

angel!"	It	might	sound	rather	silly	to	say	that	but	she	did	not	care.
"A	nice	angel!"	Colin	sneered	ferociously.	"He's	a	common	cottage	boy	off	the

moor!"
"He's	 better	 than	 a	 common	Rajah!"	 retorted	Mary.	 "He's	 a	 thousand	 times

better!"
Because	she	was	the	stronger	of	the	two	she	was	beginning	to	get	the	better	of

him.	The	truth	was	that	he	had	never	had	a	fight	with	any	one	like	himself	in	his
life	and,	upon	the	whole,	it	was	rather	good	for	him,	though	neither	he	nor	Mary
knew	anything	about	that.	He	turned	his	head	on	his	pillow	and	shut	his	eyes	and
a	big	tear	was	squeezed	out	and	ran	down	his	cheek.	He	was	beginning	to	feel
pathetic	and	sorry	for	himself—not	for	any	one	else.
"I'm	not	as	selfish	as	you,	because	I'm	always	ill,	and	I'm	sure	there	is	a	lump

coming	on	my	back,"	he	said.	"And	I	am	going	to	die	besides."
"You're	not!"	contradicted	Mary	unsympathetically.
He	opened	his	eyes	quite	wide	with	 indignation.	He	had	never	heard	such	a

thing	said	before.	He	was	at	once	furious	and	slightly	pleased,	if	a	person	could
be	both	at	one	time.
"I'm	not?"	he	cried.	"I	am!	You	know	I	am!	Everybody	says	so."



"I	don't	believe	it!"	said	Mary	sourly.	"You	just	say	that	to	make	people	sorry.
I	believe	you're	proud	of	it.	I	don't	believe	it!	If	you	were	a	nice	boy	it	might	be
true—but	you're	too	nasty!"
In	spite	of	his	invalid	back	Colin	sat	up	in	bed	in	quite	a	healthy	rage.
"Get	out	of	the	room!"	he	shouted	and	he	caught	hold	of	his	pillow	and	threw

it	at	her.	He	was	not	strong	enough	to	throw	it	far	and	it	only	fell	at	her	feet,	but
Mary's	face	looked	as	pinched	as	a	nutcracker.
"I'm	going,"	she	said.	"And	I	won't	come	back!"	She	walked	to	the	door	and

when	she	reached	it	she	turned	round	and	spoke	again.
"I	was	going	to	tell	you	all	sorts	of	nice	things,"	she	said.	"Dickon	brought	his

fox	and	his	rook	and	I	was	going	to	tell	you	all	about	them.	Now	I	won't	tell	you
a	single	thing!"
She	marched	out	of	 the	door	and	closed	it	behind	her,	and	there	to	her	great

astonishment	 she	 found	 the	 trained	nurse	 standing	as	 if	 she	had	been	 listening
and,	 more	 amazing	 still—she	 was	 laughing.	 She	 was	 a	 big	 handsome	 young
woman	who	ought	not	to	have	been	a	trained	nurse	at	all,	as	she	could	not	bear
invalids	and	she	was	always	making	excuses	to	leave	Colin	to	Martha	or	any	one
else	who	would	take	her	place.	Mary	had	never	liked	her,	and	she	simply	stood
and	gazed	up	at	her	as	she	stood	giggling	into	her	handkerchief..
"What	are	you	laughing	at?"	she	asked	her.
"At	you	two	young	ones,"	said	the	nurse.	"It's	the	best	thing	that	could	happen

to	 the	 sickly	 pampered	 thing	 to	 have	 some	 one	 to	 stand	 up	 to	 him	 that's	 as
spoiled	as	himself;"	and	she	laughed	into	her	handkerchief	again.	"If	he'd	had	a
young	vixen	of	a	sister	to	fight	with	it	would	have	been	the	saving	of	him."
"Is	he	going	to	die?"
"I	don't	know	and	I	don't	care,"	said	the	nurse.	"Hysterics	and	temper	are	half

what	ails	him."
"What	are	hysterics?"	asked	Mary.
"You'll	 find	 out	 if	 you	 work	 him	 into	 a	 tantrum	 after	 this—but	 at	 any	 rate

you've	given	him	something	to	have	hysterics	about,	and	I'm	glad	of	it."
Mary	went	back	 to	her	 room	not	 feeling	at	all	as	she	had	felt	when	she	had

come	in	from	the	garden.	She	was	cross	and	disappointed	but	not	at	all	sorry	for
Colin.	She	had	 looked	forward	 to	 telling	him	a	great	many	 things	and	she	had
meant	to	try	to	make	up	her	mind	whether	it	would	be	safe	to	trust	him	with	the
great	 secret.	 She	 had	 been	 beginning	 to	 think	 it	 would	 be,	 but	 now	 she	 had
changed	 her	mind	 entirely.	 She	would	 never	 tell	 him	 and	 he	 could	 stay	 in	 his
room	and	never	get	any	fresh	air	and	die	 if	he	liked!	It	would	serve	him	right!
She	felt	so	sour	and	unrelenting	that	for	a	few	minutes	she	almost	forgot	about
Dickon	 and	 the	 green	 veil	 creeping	 over	 the	world	 and	 the	 soft	wind	 blowing



down	from	the	moor.
Martha	was	waiting	for	her	and	the	trouble	in	her	face	had	been	temporarily

replaced	by	interest	and	curiosity.	There	was	a	wooden	box	on	the	table	and	its
cover	had	been	removed	and	revealed	that	it	was	full	of	neat	packages.
"Mr.	Craven	sent	it	to	you,"	said	Martha.	"It	looks	as	if	it	had	picture-books	in

it."
Mary	remembered	what	he	had	asked	her	 the	day	she	had	gone	to	his	room.

"Do	 you	 want	 anything—dolls—toys—books?"	 She	 opened	 the	 package
wondering	if	he	had	sent	a	doll,	and	also	wondering	what	she	should	do	with	it	if
he	 had.	 But	 he	 had	 not	 sent	 one.	 There	were	 several	 beautiful	 books	 such	 as
Colin	had,	and	two	of	them	were	about	gardens	and	were	full	of	pictures.	There
were	two	or	three	games	and	there	was	a	beautiful	little	writing-case	with	a	gold
monogram	on	it	and	a	gold	pen	and	inkstand.
Everything	was	so	nice	that	her	pleasure	began	to	crowd	her	anger	out	of	her

mind.	She	had	not	expected	him	to	remember	her	at	all	and	her	hard	little	heart
grew	quite	warm.
"I	can	write	better	than	I	can	print,"	she	said,	"and	the	first	thing	I	shall	write

with	that	pen	will	be	a	letter	to	tell	him	I	am	much	obliged."
If	 she	 had	 been	 friends	 with	 Colin	 she	 would	 have	 run	 to	 show	 him	 her

presents	at	once,	and	 they	would	have	 looked	at	 the	pictures	and	read	some	of
the	 gardening	 books	 and	 perhaps	 tried	 playing	 the	 games,	 and	 he	would	 have
enjoyed	himself	so	much	he	would	never	once	have	thought	he	was	going	to	die
or	have	put	his	hand	on	his	spine	to	see	if	 there	was	a	lump	coming.	He	had	a
way	 of	 doing	 that	 which	 she	 could	 not	 bear.	 It	 gave	 her	 an	 uncomfortable
frightened	feeling	because	he	always	looked	so	frightened	himself.	He	said	that
if	he	felt	even	quite	a	little	lump	some	day	he	should	know	his	hunch	had	begun
to	 grow.	 Something	 he	 had	 heard	Mrs.	Medlock	 whispering	 to	 the	 nurse	 had
given	him	the	idea	and	he	had	thought	over	it	in	secret	until	it	was	quite	firmly
fixed	in	his	mind.	Mrs.	Medlock	had	said	his	father's	back	had	begun	to	show	its
crookedness	 in	 that	way	when	he	was	 a	 child.	He	 had	 never	 told	 any	 one	 but
Mary	that	most	of	his	"tantrums"	as	they	called	them	grew	out	of	his	hysterical
hidden	fear.	Mary	had	been	sorry	for	him	when	he	had	told	her.
"He	always	began	 to	 think	about	 it	when	he	was	cross	or	 tired,"	 she	said	 to

herself.	 "And	he	has	been	cross	 today.	Perhaps—perhaps	he	has	been	 thinking
about	it	all	afternoon."
She	stood	still,	looking	down	at	the	carpet	and	thinking.
"I	 said	 I	 would	 never	 go	 back	 again—"	 she	 hesitated,	 knitting	 her	 brows

—"but	perhaps,	just	perhaps,	I	will	go	and	see—if	he	wants	me—in	the	morning.
Perhaps	he'll	try	to	throw	his	pillow	at	me	again,	but—I	think—I'll	go."



Chapter		17	
A	tantrum
She	had	got	up	very	early	in	the	morning	and	had	worked	hard	in	the	garden	and
she	was	tired	and	sleepy,	so	as	soon	as	Martha	had	brought	her	supper	and	she
had	eaten	it,	she	was	glad	to	go	to	bed.	As	she	laid	her	head	on	the	pillow	she
murmured	to	herself:
"I'll	 go	 out	 before	 breakfast	 and	 work	 with	 Dickon	 and	 then	 afterward—I

believe—I'll	go	to	see	him."
She	thought	 it	was	 the	middle	of	 the	night	when	she	was	awakened	by	such

dreadful	sounds	that	she	jumped	out	of	bed	in	an	instant.	What	was	it—what	was
it?	The	next	minute	 she	 felt	quite	 sure	 she	knew.	Doors	were	opened	and	shut
and	 there	 were	 hurrying	 feet	 in	 the	 corridors	 and	 some	 one	 was	 crying	 and
screaming	at	the	same	time,	screaming	and	crying	in	a	horrible	way.
"It's	 Colin,"	 she	 said.	 "He's	 having	 one	 of	 those	 tantrums	 the	 nurse	 called

hysterics.	How	awful	it	sounds."
As	she	listened	to	the	sobbing	screams	she	did	not	wonder	that	people	were	so

frightened	that	they	gave	him	his	own	way	in	everything	rather	than	hear	them.
She	put	her	hands	over	her	ears	and	felt	sick	and	shivering.
"I	don't	know	what	to	do.	I	don't	know	what	to	do,"	she	kept	saying.	"I	can't

bear	it."
Once	 she	 wondered	 if	 he	 would	 stop	 if	 she	 dared	 go	 to	 him	 and	 then	 she

remembered	how	he	had	driven	her	out	of	the	room	and	thought	that	perhaps	the
sight	 of	 her	 might	 make	 him	 worse.	 Even	 when	 she	 pressed	 her	 hands	 more
tightly	over	her	ears	she	could	not	keep	the	awful	sounds	out.	She	hated	them	so
and	was	so	terrified	by	them	that	suddenly	they	began	to	make	her	angry	and	she
felt	as	if	she	should	like	to	fly	into	a	tantrum	herself	and	frighten	him	as	he	was
frightening	her.	She	was	not	used	to	any	one's	tempers	but	her	own.	She	took	her
hands	from	her	ears	and	sprang	up	and	stamped	her	foot.
"He	 ought	 to	 be	 stopped!	 Somebody	 ought	 to	 make	 him	 stop!	 Somebody

ought	to	beat	him!"	she	cried	out.
Just	then	she	heard	feet	almost	running	down	the	corridor	and	her	door	opened

and	 the	 nurse	 came	 in.	 She	 was	 not	 laughing	 now	 by	 any	 means.	 She	 even
looked	rather	pale.



"He's	 worked	 himself	 into	 hysterics,"	 she	 said	 in	 a	 great	 hurry.	 "He'll	 do
himself	harm.	No	one	can	do	anything	with	him.	You	come	and	try,	like	a	good
child.	He	likes	you."
"He	 turned	me	out	of	 the	 room	 this	morning,"	 said	Mary,	 stamping	her	 foot

with	excitement.
The	stamp	rather	pleased	the	nurse.	The	truth	was	that	she	had	been	afraid	she

might	find	Mary	crying	and	hiding	her	head	under	the	bed-clothes.
"That's	 right,"	 she	 said.	 "You're	 in	 the	 right	 humor.	 You	 go	 and	 scold	 him.

Give	him	something	new	to	think	of.	Do	go,	child,	as	quick	as	ever	you	can."
It	was	not	until	afterward	that	Mary	realized	that	the	thing	had	been	funny	as

well	 as	 dreadful—that	 it	 was	 funny	 that	 all	 the	 grown-up	 people	 were	 so
frightened	that	they	came	to	a	little	girl	just	because	they	guessed	she	was	almost
as	bad	as	Colin	himself.
She	flew	along	the	corridor	and	the	nearer	she	got	 to	the	screams	the	higher

her	temper	mounted.	She	felt	quite	wicked	by	the	time	she	reached	the	door.	She
slapped	it	open	with	her	hand	and	ran	across	the	room	to	the	four-posted	bed.
"You	stop!"	she	almost	shouted.	"You	stop!	I	hate	you!	Everybody	hates	you!

I	 wish	 everybody	would	 run	 out	 of	 the	 house	 and	 let	 you	 scream	 yourself	 to
death!	You	will	scream	yourself	to	death	in	a	minute,	and	I	wish	you	would!"	A
nice	sympathetic	child	could	neither	have	thought	nor	said	such	things,	but	it	just
happened	 that	 the	 shock	 of	 hearing	 them	was	 the	 best	 possible	 thing	 for	 this
hysterical	boy	whom	no	one	had	ever	dared	to	restrain	or	contradict.
He	 had	 been	 lying	 on	 his	 face	 beating	 his	 pillow	 with	 his	 hands	 and	 he

actually	almost	jumped	around,	he	turned	so	quickly	at	the	sound	of	the	furious
little	 voice.	His	 face	 looked	 dreadful,	white	 and	 red	 and	 swollen,	 and	 he	was
gasping	and	choking;	but	savage	little	Mary	did	not	care	an	atom.
"If	you	scream	another	scream,"	she	said,	"I'll	scream	too—and	I	can	scream

louder	than	you	can	and	I'll	frighten	you,	I'll	frighten	you!"
He	 actually	 had	 stopped	 screaming	 because	 she	 had	 startled	 him	 so.	 The

scream	which	 had	 been	 coming	 almost	 choked	 him.	The	 tears	were	 streaming
down	his	face	and	he	shook	all	over.
"I	can't	stop!"	he	gasped	and	sobbed.	"I	can't—I	can't!"
"You	 can!"	 shouted	Mary.	 "Half	 that	 ails	 you	 is	 hysterics	 and	 temper—just

hysterics—hysterics—hysterics!"	and	she	stamped	each	time	she	said	it.
"I	felt	the	lump—I	felt	it,"	choked	out	Colin.	"I	knew	I	should.	I	shall	have	a

hunch	on	my	back	and	then	I	shall	die,"	and	he	began	to	writhe	again	and	turned
on	his	face	and	sobbed	and	wailed	but	he	didn't	scream.
"You	didn't	feel	a	lump!"	contradicted	Mary	fiercely.	"If	you	did	it	was	only	a

hysterical	 lump.	Hysterics	makes	 lumps.	 There's	 nothing	 the	matter	with	 your



horrid	back—nothing	but	hysterics!	Turn	over	and	let	me	look	at	it!"
She	liked	the	word	"hysterics"	and	felt	somehow	as	if	it	had	an	effect	on	him.

He	was	probably	like	herself	and	had	never	heard	it	before.
"Nurse,"	she	commanded,	"come	here	and	show	me	his	back	this	minute!"
The	nurse,	Mrs.	Medlock	and	Martha	had	been	standing	huddled	together	near

the	door	staring	at	her,	their	mouths	half	open.	All	three	had	gasped	with	fright
more	 than	once.	The	nurse	came	forward	as	 if	 she	were	half	afraid.	Colin	was
heaving	with	great	breathless	sobs.
"Perhaps	he—he	won't	let	me,"	she	hesitated	in	a	low	voice.
Colin	heard	her,	however,	and	he	gasped	out	between	two	sobs:
"Sh-show	her!	She-she'll	see	then!"
It	 was	 a	 poor	 thin	 back	 to	 look	 at	 when	 it	 was	 bared.	 Every	 rib	 could	 be

counted	and	every	joint	of	the	spine,	though	Mistress	Mary	did	not	count	them
as	she	bent	over	and	examined	them	with	a	solemn	savage	little	face.	She	looked
so	 sour	 and	 old-fashioned	 that	 the	 nurse	 turned	 her	 head	 aside	 to	 hide	 the
twitching	of	her	mouth.	There	was	just	a	minute's	silence,	for	even	Colin	tried	to
hold	his	breath	while	Mary	looked	up	and	down	his	spine,	and	down	and	up,	as
intently	as	if	she	had	been	the	great	doctor	from	London.
"There's	not	a	single	lump	there!"	she	said	at	last.	"There's	not	a	lump	as	big

as	 a	 pin—except	 backbone	 lumps,	 and	 you	 can	 only	 feel	 them	because	 you're
thin.	 I've	 got	 backbone	 lumps	myself,	 and	 they	 used	 to	 stick	 out	 as	 much	 as
yours	do,	until	 I	began	 to	get	 fatter,	and	I	am	not	fat	enough	yet	 to	hide	 them.
There's	not	a	lump	as	big	as	a	pin!	If	you	ever	say	there	is	again,	I	shall	laugh!"
No	 one	 but	 Colin	 himself	 knew	 what	 effect	 those	 crossly	 spoken	 childish

words	had	on	him.	If	he	had	ever	had	any	one	to	talk	to	about	his	secret	terrors—
if	 he	 had	 ever	 dared	 to	 let	 himself	 ask	 questions—if	 he	 had	 had	 childish
companions	and	had	not	lain	on	his	back	in	the	huge	closed	house,	breathing	an
atmosphere	heavy	with	the	fears	of	people	who	were	most	of	them	ignorant	and
tired	 of	 him,	 he	would	 have	 found	 out	 that	most	 of	 his	 fright	 and	 illness	was
created	 by	 himself.	But	 he	 had	 lain	 and	 thought	 of	 himself	 and	 his	 aches	 and
weariness	 for	 hours	 and	 days	 and	 months	 and	 years.	 And	 now	 that	 an	 angry
unsympathetic	little	girl	insisted	obstinately	that	he	was	not	as	ill	as	he	thought
he	was	he	actually	felt	as	if	she	might	be	speaking	the	truth.
"I	 didn't	 know,"	 ventured	 the	 nurse,	 "that	 he	 thought	 he	 had	 a	 lump	 on	 his

spine.	His	 back	 is	weak	 because	 he	won't	 try	 to	 sit	 up.	 I	 could	 have	 told	 him
there	was	no	lump	there."	Colin	gulped	and	turned	his	face	a	little	to	look	at	her.
"C-could	you?"	he	said	pathetically.
"Yes,	sir."
"There!"	said	Mary,	and	she	gulped	too.



Colin	 turned	 on	 his	 face	 again	 and	 but	 for	 his	 long-drawn	 broken	 breaths,
which	were	 the	dying	down	of	his	 storm	of	 sobbing,	he	 lay	 still	 for	 a	minute,
though	great	tears	streamed	down	his	face	and	wet	the	pillow.	Actually	the	tears
meant	 that	 a	 curious	 great	 relief	 had	 come	 to	 him.	 Presently	 he	 turned	 and
looked	at	the	nurse	again	and	strangely	enough	he	was	not	like	a	Rajah	at	all	as
he	spoke	to	her.
"Do	you	think—I	could—live	to	grow	up?"	he	said.
The	nurse	was	neither	clever	nor	soft-hearted	but	she	could	repeat	some	of	the

London	doctor's	words.
"You	probably	will	if	you	will	do	what	you	are	told	to	do	and	not	give	way	to

your	temper,	and	stay	out	a	great	deal	in	the	fresh	air."
Colin's	 tantrum	had	passed	 and	he	was	weak	 and	worn	out	with	 crying	 and

this	perhaps	made	him	feel	gentle.	He	put	out	his	hand	a	little	toward	Mary,	and	I
am	glad	to	say	that,	her	own	tantum	having	passed,	she	was	softened	too	and	met
him	half-way	with	her	hand,	so	that	it	was	a	sort	of	making	up.
"I'll—I'll	go	out	with	you,	Mary,"	he	said.	"I	shan't	hate	fresh	air	if	we	can	find

—"	He	remembered	just	in	time	to	stop	himself	from	saying	"if	we	can	find	the
secret	garden"	and	he	ended,	"I	shall	like	to	go	out	with	you	if	Dickon	will	come
and	push	my	chair.	I	do	so	want	to	see	Dickon	and	the	fox	and	the	crow."
The	 nurse	 remade	 the	 tumbled	 bed	 and	 shook	 and	 straightened	 the	 pillows.

Then	she	made	Colin	a	cup	of	beef	tea	and	gave	a	cup	to	Mary,	who	really	was
very	glad	to	get	it	after	her	excitement.	Mrs.	Medlock	and	Martha	gladly	slipped
away,	and	after	everything	was	neat	and	calm	and	in	order	the	nurse	looked	as	if
she	 would	 very	 gladly	 slip	 away	 also.	 She	 was	 a	 healthy	 young	woman	who
resented	being	robbed	of	her	sleep	and	she	yawned	quite	openly	as	she	looked	at
Mary,	who	had	 pushed	 her	 big	 footstool	 close	 to	 the	 four-posted	 bed	 and	was
holding	Colin's	hand.
"You	must	go	back	and	get	your	sleep	out,"	 she	said.	 "He'll	drop	off	after	a

while—if	he's	not	too	upset.	Then	I'll	lie	down	myself	in	the	next	room."
"Would	 you	 like	me	 to	 sing	 you	 that	 song	 I	 learned	 from	my	Ayah?"	Mary

whispered	to	Colin.
His	hand	pulled	hers	gently	and	he	turned	his	tired	eyes	on	her	appealingly.
"Oh,	yes!"	he	answered.	"It's	such	a	soft	song.	I	shall	go	to	sleep	in	a	minute."
"I	will	put	him	to	sleep,"	Mary	said	to	the	yawning	nurse.	"You	can	go	if	you

like."
"Well,"	said	the	nurse,	with	an	attempt	at	reluctance.	"If	he	doesn't	go	to	sleep

in	half	an	hour	you	must	call	me."
"Very	well,"	answered	Mary.
The	nurse	was	out	of	the	room	in	a	minute	and	as	soon	as	she	was	gone	Colin



pulled	Mary's	hand	again.
"I	almost	told,"	he	said;	"but	I	stopped	myself	in	time.	I	won't	talk	and	I'll	go

to	sleep,	but	you	said	you	had	a	whole	lot	of	nice	things	to	tell	me.	Have	you—
do	you	 think	you	have	 found	out	 anything	at	 all	 about	 the	way	 into	 the	 secret
garden?"
Mary	 looked	 at	 his	 poor	 little	 tired	 face	 and	 swollen	 eyes	 and	 her	 heart

relented.
"Ye-es,"	she	answered,	"I	think	I	have.	And	if	you	will	go	to	sleep	I	will	tell

you	tomorrow."	His	hand	quite	trembled.
"Oh,	Mary!"	he	said.	"Oh,	Mary!	If	I	could	get	into	it	I	think	I	should	live	to

grow	up!	Do	you	suppose	that	instead	of	singing	the	Ayah	song—you	could	just
tell	me	softly	as	you	did	that	first	day	what	you	imagine	it	looks	like	inside?	I	am
sure	it	will	make	me	go	to	sleep."
"Yes,"	answered	Mary.	"Shut	your	eyes."
He	closed	his	eyes	and	lay	quite	still	and	she	held	his	hand	and	began	to	speak

very	slowly	and	in	a	very	low	voice.
"I	 think	 it	 has	 been	 left	 alone	 so	 long—that	 it	 has	 grown	 all	 into	 a	 lovely

tangle.	I	think	the	roses	have	climbed	and	climbed	and	climbed	until	they	hang
from	the	branches	and	walls	and	creep	over	 the	ground—almost	 like	a	strange
gray	mist.	Some	of	them	have	died	but	many—are	alive	and	when	the	summer
comes	there	will	be	curtains	and	fountains	of	roses.	I	think	the	ground	is	full	of
daffodils	 and	 snowdrops	 and	 lilies	 and	 iris	working	 their	way	out	 of	 the	dark.
Now	the	spring	has	begun—perhaps—perhaps—"
The	soft	drone	of	her	voice	was	making	him	stiller	and	stiller	and	she	saw	it

and	went	on.
"Perhaps	they	are	coming	up	through	the	grass—perhaps	there	are	clusters	of

purple	crocuses	and	gold	ones—even	now.	Perhaps	the	leaves	are	beginning	to
break	out	and	uncurl—and	perhaps—the	gray	is	changing	and	a	green	gauze	veil
is	creeping—and	creeping	over—everything.	And	the	birds	are	coming	to	look	at
it—because	 it	 is—so	 safe	 and	 still.	 And	 perhaps—perhaps—perhaps—"	 very
softly	and	slowly	indeed,	"the	robin	has	found	a	mate—and	is	building	a	nest."
And	Colin	was	asleep.



Chapter		18	
"Tha'	munnot	waste	of	time"
Of	course	Mary	did	not	waken	early	the	next	morning.	She	slept	late	because	she
was	tired,	and	when	Martha	brought	her	breakfast	she	told	her	that	though.	Colin
was	 quite	 quiet	 he	 was	 ill	 and	 feverish	 as	 he	 always	 was	 after	 he	 had	 worn
himself	out	with	a	fit	of	crying.	Mary	ate	her	breakfast	slowly	as	she	listened.
"He	 says	 he	wishes	 tha'	would	 please	 go	 and	 see	 him	 as	 soon	 as	 tha'	 can,"

Martha	said.	"It's	queer	what	a	fancy	he's	took	to	thee.	Tha'	did	give	it	him	last
night	for	sure—didn't	tha?	Nobody	else	would	have	dared	to	do	it.	Eh!	poor	lad!
He's	been	spoiled	till	salt	won't	save	him.	Mother	says	as	th'	two	worst	things	as
can	happen	to	a	child	is	never	to	have	his	own	way—or	always	to	have	it.	She
doesn't	know	which	is	 th'	worst.	Tha'	was	in	a	fine	temper	tha'self,	 too.	But	he
says	 to	me	when	 I	went	 into	 his	 room,	 'Please	 ask	Miss	Mary	 if	 she'll	 please
come	an'	talk	to	me?'	Think	o'	him	saying	please!	Will	you	go,	Miss?"	"I'll	run
and	see	Dickon	first,"	said	Mary.	"No,	I'll	go	and	see	Colin	first	and	tell	him—I
know	what	I'll	tell	him,"	with	a	sudden	inspiration.
She	had	her	hat	on	when	 she	appeared	 in	Colin's	 room	and	 for	 a	 second	he

looked	disappointed.	He	was	in	bed.	His	face	was	pitifully	white	and	there	were
dark	circles	round	his	eyes.
"I'm	glad	you	came,"	he	said.	"My	head	aches	and	I	ache	all	over	because	I'm

so	tired.	Are	you	going	somewhere?"
Mary	went	and	leaned	against	his	bed.
"I	won't	be	long,"	she	said.	"I'm	going	to	Dickon,	but	I'll	come	back.	Colin,	it's

—it's	something	about	the	garden."
His	whole	face	brightened	and	a	little	color	came	into	it.
"Oh!	 is	 it?"	 he	 cried	 out.	 "I	 dreamed	 about	 it	 all	 night	 I	 heard	 you	 say

something	 about	 gray	 changing	 into	 green,	 and	 I	 dreamed	 I	was	 standing	 in	 a
place	all	filled	with	trembling	little	green	leaves—and	there	were	birds	on	nests
everywhere	and	they	looked	so	soft	and	still.	I'll	lie	and	think	about	it	until	you
come	back."

In	five	minutes	Mary	was	with	Dickon	in	their	garden.	The	fox	and	the	crow
were	with	him	again	and	 this	 time	he	had	brought	 two	 tame	squirrels.	"I	came



over	on	the	pony	this	mornin',"	he	said.	"Eh!	he	is	a	good	little	chap—Jump	is!	I
brought	these	two	in	my	pockets.	This	here	one	he's	called	Nut	an'	this	here	other
one's	called	Shell."
When	he	said	"Nut"	one	squirrel	leaped	on	to	his	right	shoulder	and	when	he

said	"Shell"	the	other	one	leaped	on	to	his	left	shoulder.
When	 they	 sat	 down	 on	 the	 grass	 with	 Captain	 curled	 at	 their	 feet,	 Soot

solemnly	 listening	 on	 a	 tree	 and	Nut	 and	 Shell	 nosing	 about	 close	 to	 them,	 it
seemed	to	Mary	that	it	would	be	scarcely	bearable	to	leave	such	delightfulness,
but	when	she	began	to	 tell	her	story	somehow	the	 look	in	Dickon's	 funny	face
gradually	changed	her	mind.	She	could	see	he	felt	sorrier	for	Colin	than	she	did.
He	looked	up	at	the	sky	and	all	about	him.
"Just	 listen	 to	 them	 birds—th'	 world	 seems	 full	 of	 'em—all	 whistlin'	 an'

pipin',"	 he	 said.	 "Look	 at	 'em	 dartin'	 about,	 an'	 hearken	 at	 'em	 callin'	 to	 each
other.	 Come	 springtime	 seems	 like	 as	 if	 all	 th'	 world's	 callin'.	 The	 leaves	 is
uncurlin'	 so	 you	 can	 see	 'em—an',	 my	 word,	 th'	 nice	 smells	 there	 is	 about!"
sniffing	with	his	happy	turned-up	nose.	"An'	that	poor	lad	lyin'	shut	up	an'	seein'
so	little	that	he	gets	to	thinkin'	o'	things	as	sets	him	screamin'.	Eh!	my!	we	mun
get	him	out	here—we	mun	get	him	watchin'	an	listenin'	an'	sniffin'	up	th'	air	an'
get	him	just	soaked	through	wi'	sunshine.	An'	we	munnot	lose	no	time	about	it."
When	 he	 was	 very	 much	 interested	 he	 often	 spoke	 quite	 broad	 Yorkshire

though	 at	 other	 times	 he	 tried	 to	modify	 his	 dialect	 so	 that	Mary	 could	 better
understand.	 But	 she	 loved	 his	 broad	Yorkshire	 and	 had	 in	 fact	 been	 trying	 to
learn	to	speak	it	herself.	So	she	spoke	a	little	now.
"Aye,	that	we	mun,"	she	said	(which	meant	"Yes,	indeed,	we	must").	"I'll	tell

thee	what	us'll	do	first,"	she	proceeded,	and	Dickon	grinned,	because	when	the
little	wench	tried	to	twist	her	tongue	into	speaking	Yorkshire	it	amused	him	very
much.	"He's	took	a	graidely	fancy	to	thee.	He	wants	to	see	thee	and	he	wants	to
see	Soot	an'	Captain.	When	I	go	back	to	the	house	to	talk	to	him	I'll	ax	him	if	tha'
canna'	come	an'	see	him	tomorrow	mornin'—an'.	bring	tha'	creatures	wi'	thee—
an'	then—in	a	bit,	when	there's	more	leaves	out,	an'	happen	a	bud	or	two,	we'll
get	him	to	come	out	an'	tha'	shall	push	him	in	his	chair	an'	we'll	bring	him	here
an'	show	him	everything."
When	she	stopped	she	was	quite	proud	of	herself.	She	had	never	made	a	long

speech	in	Yorkshire	before	and	she	had	remembered	very	well.
"Tha'	mun	talk	a	bit	o'	Yorkshire	like	that	to	Mester	Colin,"	Dickon	chuckled.

"Tha'll	make	him	laugh	an'	there's	nowt	as	good	for	ill	folk	as	laughin'	is.	Mother
says	she	believes	as	half	a	hour's	good	 laugh	every	mornin'	 'ud	cure	a	chap	as
was	makin'	ready	for	typhus	fever."
"I'm	 going	 to	 talk	 Yorkshire	 to	 him	 this	 very	 day,"	 said	 Mary,	 chuckling



herself.
The	garden	had	reached	the	time	when	every	day	and	every	night	it	seemed	as

if	Magicians	were	passing	through	it	drawing	loveliness	out	of	the	earth	and	the
boughs	with	wands.	It	was	hard	to	go	away	and	leave	it	all,	particularly	as	Nut
had	actually	crept	on	to	her	dress	and	Shell	had	scrambled	down	the	trunk	of	the
apple-tree	they	sat	under	and	stayed	there	looking	at	her	with	inquiring	eyes.	But
she	went	back	to	the	house	and	when	she	sat	down	close	to	Colin's	bed	he	began
to	sniff	as	Dickon	did	though	not	in	such	an	experienced	way.
"You	smell	 like	 flowers	and—and	 fresh	 things,"	he	cried	out	quite	 joyously.

"What	is	it	you	smell	of?	It's	cool	and	warm	and	sweet	all	at	the	same	time."
"It's	th'	wind	from	th'	moor,"	said	Mary.	"It	comes	o'	sittin'	on	th'	grass	under	a

tree	wi'	Dickon	an'	wi'	Captain	an'	Soot	an'	Nut	an'	Shell.	It's	th'	springtime	an'
out	o'	doors	an'	sunshine	as	smells	so	graidely."
She	 said	 it	 as	 broadly	 as	 she	 could,	 and	 you	 do	 not	 know	 how	 broadly

Yorkshire	sounds	until	you	have	heard	some	one	speak	it.	Colin	began	to	laugh.
"What	are	you	doing?"	he	said.	"I	never	heard	you	talk	like	that	before.	How

funny	it	sounds."
"I'm	givin'	thee	a	bit	o'	Yorkshire,"	answered	Mary	triumphantly.	"I	canna'	talk

as	graidely	as	Dickon	an'	Martha	can	but	tha'	sees	I	can	shape	a	bit.	Doesn't	tha'
understand	a	bit	o'	Yorkshire	when	tha'	hears	it?	An'	tha'	a	Yorkshire	lad	thysel'
bred	an'	born!	Eh!	I	wonder	tha'rt	not	ashamed	o'	thy	face."
And	 then	she	began	 to	 laugh	 too	and	 they	both	 laughed	until	 they	could	not

stop	 themselves	 and	 they	 laughed	 until	 the	 room	 echoed	 and	 Mrs.	 Medlock
opening	 the	 door	 to	 come	 in	 drew	 back	 into	 the	 corridor	 and	 stood	 listening
amazed.
"Well,	 upon	 my	 word!"	 she	 said,	 speaking	 rather	 broad	 Yorkshire	 herself

because	there	was	no	one	to	hear	her	and	she	was	so	astonished.	"Whoever	heard
th'	like!	Whoever	on	earth	would	ha'	thought	it!"
There	 was	 so	 much	 to	 talk	 about.	 It	 seemed	 as	 if	 Colin	 could	 never	 hear

enough	of	Dickon	and	Captain	and	Soot	and	Nut	and	Shell	and	the	pony	whose
name	was	Jump.	Mary	had	run	round	 into	 the	wood	with	Dickon	 to	see	Jump.
He	was	a	 tiny	 little	 shaggy	moor	pony	with	 thick	 locks	hanging	over	his	 eyes
and	with	a	pretty	face	and	a	nuzzling	velvet	nose.	He	was	rather	thin	with	living
on	moor	grass	but	he	was	as	tough	and	wiry	as	if	the	muscle	in	his	little	legs	had
been	 made	 of	 steel	 springs.	 He	 had	 lifted	 his	 head	 and	 whinnied	 softly	 the
moment	he	saw	Dickon	and	he	had	trotted	up	to	him	and	put	his	head	across	his
shoulder	and	 then	Dickon	had	 talked	 into	his	ear	and	Jump	had	 talked	back	 in
odd	 little	whinnies	 and	puffs	 and	 snorts.	Dickon	had	made	him	give	Mary	his
small	front	hoof	and	kiss	her	on	her	cheek	with	his	velvet	muzzle.



"Does	he	really	understand	everything	Dickon	says?"	Colin	asked.
"It	 seems	 as	 if	 he	 does,"	 answered	 Mary.	 "Dickon	 says	 anything	 will

understand	if	you're	friends	with	it	for	sure,	but	you	have	to	be	friends	for	sure."
Colin	lay	quiet	a	little	while	and	his	strange	gray	eyes	seemed	to	be	staring	at

the	wall,	but	Mary	saw	he	was	thinking.
"I	wish	 I	was	 friends	with	 things,"	he	 said	 at	 last,	 "but	 I'm	not.	 I	 never	had

anything	to	be	friends	with,	and	I	can't	bear	people."
"Can't	you	bear	me?"	asked	Mary.
"Yes,	I	can,"	he	answered.	"It's	funny	but	I	even	like	you."
"Ben	Weatherstaff	said	I	was	like	him,"	said	Mary.	"He	said	he'd	warrant	we'd

both	got	the	same	nasty	tempers.	I	 think	you	are	like	him	too.	We	are	all	 three
alike—you	and	I	and	Ben	Weatherstaff.	He	said	we	were	neither	of	us	much	to
look	at	and	we	were	as	sour	as	we	looked.	But	I	don't	feel	as	sour	as	I	used	to
before	I	knew	the	robin	and	Dickon."
"Did	you	feel	as	if	you	hated	people?"
"Yes,"	answered	Mary	without	any	affectation.	"I	should	have	detested	you	if	I

had	seen	you	before	I	saw	the	robin	and	Dickon."
Colin	put	out	his	thin	hand	and	touched	her.
"Mary,"	he	said,	"I	wish	I	hadn't	said	what	I	did	about	sending	Dickon	away.	I

hated	 you	when	you	 said	 he	was	 like	 an	 angel	 and	 I	 laughed	 at	 you	 but—but
perhaps	he	is."
"Well,	 it	was	rather	funny	to	say	it,"	she	admitted	frankly,	"because	his	nose

does	turn	up	and	he	has	a	big	mouth	and	his	clothes	have	patches	all	over	them
and	he	 talks	 broad	Yorkshire,	 but—but	 if	 an	 angel	 did	 come	 to	Yorkshire	 and
live	on	the	moor—if	there	was	a	Yorkshire	angel—I	believe	he'd	understand	the
green	things	and	know	how	to	make	them	grow	and	he	would	know	how	to	talk
to	the	wild	creatures	as	Dickon	does	and	they'd	know	he	was	friends	for	sure."
"I	shouldn't	mind	Dickon	looking	at	me,"	said	Colin;	"I	want	to	see	him."
"I'm	glad	you	said	that,"	answered	Mary,	"because—because—"
Quite	 suddenly	 it	 came	 into	 her	mind	 that	 this	 was	 the	minute	 to	 tell	 him.

Colin	knew	something	new	was	coming.
"Because	what?"	he	cried	eagerly.
Mary	was	 so	 anxious	 that	 she	 got	 up	 from	 her	 stool	 and	 came	 to	 him	 and

caught	hold	of	both	his	hands.
"Can	I	trust	you?	I	trusted	Dickon	because	birds	trusted	him.	Can	I	trust	you—

for	sure—for	sure?"	she	implored.
Her	face	was	so	solemn	that	he	almost	whispered	his	answer.
"Yes—yes!"
"Well,	Dickon	will	 come	 to	 see	 you	 tomorrow	morning,	 and	 he'll	 bring	 his



creatures	with	him."
"Oh!	Oh!"	Colin	cried	out	in	delight.
"But	that's	not	all,"	Mary	went	on,	almost	pale	with	solemn	excitement.	"The

rest	is	better.	There	is	a	door	into	the	garden.	I	found	it.	It	is	under	the	ivy	on	the
wall."
If	 he	 had	 been	 a	 strong	 healthy	 boy	 Colin	 would	 probably	 have	 shouted

"Hooray!	 Hooray!	 Hooray!"	 but	 he	 was	 weak	 and	 rather	 hysterical;	 his	 eyes
grew	bigger	and	bigger	and	he	gasped	for	breath.
"Oh!	Mary!"	he	cried	out	with	a	half	sob.	"Shall	I	see	it?	Shall	I	get	 into	it?

Shall	 I	 live	 to	get	 into	 it?"	 and	he	 clutched	her	hands	 and	dragged	her	 toward
him.
"Of	course	you'll	see	it!"	snapped	Mary	indignantly.	"Of	course	you'll	live	to

get	into	it!	Don't	be	silly!"
And	she	was	so	un-hysterical	and	natural	and	childish	that	she	brought	him	to

his	senses	and	he	began	to	laugh	at	himself	and	a	few	minutes	afterward	she	was
sitting	on	her	stool	again	telling	him	not	what	she	imagined	the	secret	garden	to
be	like	but	what	it	really	was,	and	Colin's	aches	and	tiredness	were	forgotten	and
he	was	listening	enraptured.
"It	is	just	what	you	thought	it	would	be,"	he	said	at	last.	"It	sounds	just	as	if

you	had	really	seen	it.	You	know	I	said	that	when	you	told	me	first."
Mary	hesitated	about	two	minutes	and	then	boldly	spoke	the	truth.
"I	had	seen	it—and	I	had	been	in,"	she	said.	"I	found	the	key	and	got	in	weeks

ago.	But	I	daren't	tell	you—I	daren't	because	I	was	so	afraid	I	couldn't	trust	you
—for	sure!"



Chapter		19	
"It	has	come!"
Of	 course	 Dr.	 Craven	 had	 been	 sent	 for	 the	 morning	 after	 Colin	 had	 had	 his
tantrum.	 He	 was	 always	 sent	 for	 at	 once	 when	 such	 a	 thing	 occurred	 and	 he
always	found,	when	he	arrived,	a	white	shaken	boy	lying	on	his	bed,	sulky	and
still	so	hysterical	that	he	was	ready	to	break	into	fresh	sobbing	at	the	least	word.
In	fact,	Dr.	Craven	dreaded	and	detested	the	difficulties	of	 these	visits.	On	this
occasion	he	was	away	from	Misselthwaite	Manor	until	afternoon.
"How	 is	 he?"	 he	 asked	Mrs.	Medlock	 rather	 irritably	when	 he	 arrived.	 "He

will	break	a	blood-vessel	 in	one	of	 those	fits	some	day.	The	boy	 is	half	 insane
with	hysteria	and	self-indulgence."
"Well,	sir,"	answered	Mrs.	Medlock,	"you'll	scarcely	believe	your	eyes	when

you	see	him.	That	plain	sour-faced	child	that's	almost	as	bad	as	himself	has	just
bewitched	 him.	 How	 she's	 done	 it	 there's	 no	 telling.	 The	 Lord	 knows	 she's
nothing	to	look	at	and	you	scarcely	ever	hear	her	speak,	but	she	did	what	none	of
us	dare	do.	She	just	flew	at	him	like	a	little	cat	last	night,	and	stamped	her	feet
and	 ordered	 him	 to	 stop	 screaming,	 and	 somehow	 she	 startled	 him	 so	 that	 he
actually	 did	 stop,	 and	 this	 afternoon—well	 just	 come	 up	 and	 see,	 sir.	 It's	 past
crediting."
The	scene	which	Dr.	Craven	beheld	when	he	entered	his	patient's	 room	was

indeed	 rather	 astonishing	 to	 him.	As	Mrs.	Medlock	 opened	 the	 door	 he	 heard
laughing	and	chattering.	Colin	was	on	his	sofa	in	his	dressing-gown	and	he	was
sitting	 up	 quite	 straight	 looking	 at	 a	 picture	 in	 one	 of	 the	 garden	 books	 and
talking	to	the	plain	child	who	at	that	moment	could	scarcely	be	called	plain	at	all
because	her	face	was	so	glowing	with	enjoyment.
"Those	 long	 spires	 of	 blue	 ones—we'll	 have	 a	 lot	 of	 those,"	 Colin	 was

announcing.	"They're	called	Del-phin-iums."
"Dickon	 says	 they're	 larkspurs	 made	 big	 and	 grand,"	 cried	 Mistress	 Mary.

"There	are	clumps	there	already."
Then	 they	 saw	Dr.	 Craven	 and	 stopped.	Mary	 became	 quite	 still	 and	 Colin

looked	fretful.
"I	am	sorry	 to	hear	you	were	 ill	 last	night,	my	boy,"	Dr.	Craven	said	a	 trifle

nervously.	He	was	rather	a	nervous	man.



"I'm	 better	 now—much	 better,"	 Colin	 answered,	 rather	 like	 a	 Rajah.	 "I'm
going	out	in	my	chair	in	a	day	or	two	if	it	is	fine.	I	want	some	fresh	air."
Dr.	Craven	sat	down	by	him	and	felt	his	pulse	and	looked	at	him	curiously.
"It	must	be	a	very	fine	day,"	he	said,	"and	you	must	be	very	careful	not	to	tire

yourself."
"Fresh	air	won't	tire	me,"	said	the	young	Rajah.
As	 there	had	been	occasions	when	 this	 same	young	gentleman	had	 shrieked

aloud	with	rage	and	had	insisted	that	fresh	air	would	give	him	cold	and	kill	him,
it	is	not	to	be	wondered	at	that	his	doctor	felt	somewhat	startled.
"I	thought	you	did	not	like	fresh	air,"	he	said.
"I	don't	when	I	am	by	myself,"	replied	the	Rajah;	"but	my	cousin	is	going	out

with	me."
"And	the	nurse,	of	course?"	suggested	Dr.	Craven.
"No,	 I	will	 not	 have	 the	 nurse,"	 so	magnificently	 that	Mary	 could	 not	 help

remembering	 how	 the	 young	 native	 Prince	 had	 looked	with	 his	 diamonds	 and
emeralds	 and	 pearls	 stuck	 all	 over	 him	 and	 the	 great	 rubies	 on	 the	 small	 dark
hand	 he	 had	 waved	 to	 command	 his	 servants	 to	 approach	 with	 salaams	 and
receive	his	orders.
"My	cousin	knows	how	 to	 take	 care	of	me.	 I	 am	always	better	when	 she	 is

with	me.	She	made	me	better	last	night.	A	very	strong	boy	I	know	will	push	my
carriage."
Dr.	Craven	felt	rather	alarmed.	If	this	tiresome	hysterical	boy	should	chance	to

get	well	he	himself	would	lose	all	chance	of	inheriting	Misselthwaite;	but	he	was
not	an	unscrupulous	man,	though	he	was	a	weak	one,	and	he	did	not	intend	to	let
him	run	into	actual	danger.
"He	 must	 be	 a	 strong	 boy	 and	 a	 steady	 boy,"	 he	 said.	 "And	 I	 must	 know

something	about	him.	Who	is	he?	What	is	his	name?"
"It's	Dickon,"	Mary	spoke	up	suddenly.	She	felt	somehow	that	everybody	who

knew	 the	moor	must	know	Dickon.	And	 she	was	 right,	 too.	She	 saw	 that	 in	 a
moment	Dr.	Craven's	serious	face	relaxed	into	a	relieved	smile.
"Oh,	Dickon,"	he	said.	"If	it	is	Dickon	you	will	be	safe	enough.	He's	as	strong

as	a	moor	pony,	is	Dickon."
"And	he's	trusty,"	said	Mary.	"He's	th'	trustiest	lad	i'	Yorkshire."	She	had	been

talking	Yorkshire	to	Colin	and	she	forgot	herself.
"Did	Dickon	teach	you	that?"	asked	Dr.	Craven,	laughing	outright.
"I'm	learning	it	as	if	it	was	French,"	said	Mary	rather	coldly.	"It's	like	a	native

dialect	in	India.	Very	clever	people	try	to	learn	them.	I	like	it	and	so	does	Colin."
"Well,	well,"	he	said.	"If	 it	amuses	you	perhaps	it	won't	do	you	any	harm.	Did
you	take	your	bromide	last	night,	Colin?"



"No,"	 Colin	 answered.	 "I	 wouldn't	 take	 it	 at	 first	 and	 after	Mary	made	me
quiet	she	talked	me	to	sleep—in	a	low	voice—about	the	spring	creeping	into	a
garden."
"That	 sounds	 soothing,"	 said	 Dr.	 Craven,	 more	 perplexed	 than	 ever	 and

glancing	 sideways	 at	 Mistress	 Mary	 sitting	 on	 her	 stool	 and	 looking	 down
silently	at	the	carpet.	"You	are	evidently	better,	but	you	must	remember—"
"I	don't	want	to	remember,"	interrupted	the	Rajah,	appearing	again.	"When	I

lie	 by	myself	 and	 remember	 I	 begin	 to	 have	 pains	 everywhere	 and	 I	 think	 of
things	 that	 make	 me	 begin	 to	 scream	 because	 I	 hate	 them	 so.	 If	 there	 was	 a
doctor	 anywhere	 who	 could	 make	 you	 forget	 you	 were	 ill	 instead	 of
remembering	 it	 I	 would	 have	 him	 brought	 here."	 And	 he	 waved	 a	 thin	 hand
which	ought	really	to	have	been	covered	with	royal	signet	rings	made	of	rubies.
"It	is	because	my	cousin	makes	me	forget	that	she	makes	me	better."
Dr.	Craven	had	never	made	such	a	short	stay	after	a	"tantrum";	usually	he	was

obliged	to	remain	a	very	long	time	and	do	a	great	many	things.	This	afternoon	he
did	 not	 give	 any	 medicine	 or	 leave	 any	 new	 orders	 and	 he	 was	 spared	 any
disagreeable	 scenes.	When	 he	went	 downstairs	 he	 looked	 very	 thoughtful	 and
when	 he	 talked	 to	 Mrs.	 Medlock	 in	 the	 library	 she	 felt	 that	 he	 was	 a	 much
puzzled	man.
"Well,	sir,"	she	ventured,	"could	you	have	believed	it?"
"It	is	certainly	a	new	state	of	affairs,"	said	the	doctor.	"And	there's	no	denying

it	is	better	than	the	old	one."
"I	believe	Susan	Sowerby's	right—I	do	that,"	said	Mrs.	Medlock.	"I	stopped	in

her	cottage	on	my	way	to	Thwaite	yesterday	and	had	a	bit	of	talk	with	her.	And
she	says	to	me,	'Well,	Sarah	Ann,	she	mayn't	be	a	good	child,	an'	she	mayn't	be	a
pretty	 one,	 but	 she's	 a	 child,	 an'	 children	 needs	 children.'	We	 went	 to	 school
together,	Susan	Sowerby	and	me."
"She's	 the	 best	 sick	 nurse	 I	 know,"	 said	Dr.	 Craven.	 "When	 I	 find	 her	 in	 a

cottage	I	know	the	chances	are	that	I	shall	save	my	patient."
Mrs.	Medlock	smiled.	She	was	fond	of	Susan	Sowerby.
"She's	got	a	way	with	her,	has	Susan,"	she	went	on	quite	volubly.	"I've	been

thinking	all	morning	of	one	thing	she	said	yesterday.	She	says,	'Once	when	I	was
givin'	 th'	 children	 a	 bit	 of	 a	 preach	 after	 they'd	 been	 fightin'	 I	 ses	 to	 'em	 all,
"When	I	was	at	school	my	jography	told	as	th'	world	was	shaped	like	a	orange
an'	I	found	out	before	I	was	ten	that	th'	whole	orange	doesn't	belong	to	nobody.
No	one	owns	more	than	his	bit	of	a	quarter	an'	there's	times	it	seems	like	there's
not	enow	quarters	to	go	round.	But	don't	you—none	o'	you—think	as	you	own
th'	 whole	 orange	 or	 you'll	 find	 out	 you're	 mistaken,	 an'	 you	 won't	 find	 it	 out
without	 hard	 knocks."	 'What	 children	 learns	 from	 children,'	 she	 says,	 'is	 that



there's	 no	 sense	 in	 grabbin'	 at	 th'	whole	 orange—peel	 an'	 all.	 If	 you	 do	 you'll
likely	not	get	even	th'	pips,	an'	them's	too	bitter	to	eat.'"
"She's	a	shrewd	woman,"	said	Dr.	Craven,	putting	on	his	coat.
"Well,	she's	got	a	way	of	saying	things,"	ended	Mrs.	Medlock,	much	pleased.

"Sometimes	I've	said	to	her,	'Eh!	Susan,	if	you	was	a	different	woman	an'	didn't
talk	such	broad	Yorkshire	I've	seen	the	times	when	I	should	have	said	you	was
clever.'"

That	night	Colin	slept	without	once	awakening	and	when	he	opened	his	eyes
in	 the	morning	he	 lay	 still	 and	 smiled	without	knowing	 it—smiled	because	he
felt	 so	 curiously	 comfortable.	 It	was	 actually	 nice	 to	 be	 awake,	 and	 he	 turned
over	and	stretched	his	limbs	luxuriously.	He	felt	as	if	tight	strings	which	had	held
him	had	loosened	themselves	and	let	him	go.	He	did	not	know	that	Dr.	Craven
would	 have	 said	 that	 his	 nerves	 had	 relaxed	 and	 rested	 themselves.	 Instead	 of
lying	and	staring	at	the	wall	and	wishing	he	had	not	awakened,	his	mind	was	full
of	 the	plans	he	and	Mary	had	made	yesterday,	of	pictures	of	 the	garden	and	of
Dickon	and	his	wild	creatures.	It	was	so	nice	to	have	things	to	think	about.	And
he	had	not	been	awake	more	than	ten	minutes	when	he	heard	feet	running	along
the	corridor	and	Mary	was	at	the	door.	The	next	minute	she	was	in	the	room	and
had	run	across	to	his	bed,	bringing	with	her	a	waft	of	fresh	air	full	of	the	scent	of
the	morning.
"You've	 been	 out!	 You've	 been	 out!	 There's	 that	 nice	 smell	 of	 leaves!"	 he

cried.
She	had	been	running	and	her	hair	was	 loose	and	blown	and	she	was	bright

with	the	air	and	pink-cheeked,	though	he	could	not	see	it.
"It's	so	beautiful!"	she	said,	a	little	breathless	with	her	speed.	"You	never	saw

anything	so	beautiful!	It	has	come!	I	thought	it	had	come	that	other	morning,	but
it	was	only	coming.	It	is	here	now!	It	has	come,	the	Spring!	Dickon	says	so!"
"Has	it?"	cried	Colin,	and	though	he	really	knew	nothing	about	 it	he	felt	his

heart	beat.	He	actually	sat	up	in	bed.
"Open	the	window!"	he	added,	laughing	half	with	joyful	excitement	and	half

at	his	own	fancy.	"Perhaps	we	may	hear	golden	trumpets!"
And	 though	 he	 laughed,	 Mary	 was	 at	 the	 window	 in	 a	 moment	 and	 in	 a

moment	 more	 it	 was	 opened	 wide	 and	 freshness	 and	 softness	 and	 scents	 and
birds'	songs	were	pouring	through.
"That's	fresh	air,"	she	said.	"Lie	on	your	back	and	draw	in	long	breaths	of	it.

That's	what	Dickon	does	when	he's	lying	on	the	moor.	He	says	he	feels	it	in	his
veins	and	it	makes	him	strong	and	he	feels	as	if	he	could	live	forever	and	ever.
Breathe	it	and	breathe	it."



She	 was	 only	 repeating	 what	 Dickon	 had	 told	 her,	 but	 she	 caught	 Colin's
fancy.
"'Forever	and	ever'!	Does	 it	make	him	feel	 like	 that?"	he	said,	and	he	did	as

she	told	him,	drawing	in	long	deep	breaths	over	and	over	again	until	he	felt	that
something	quite	new	and	delightful	was	happening	to	him.
Mary	was	at	his	bedside	again.
"Things	are	crowding	up	out	of	the	earth,"	she	ran	on	in	a	hurry.	"And	there

are	 flowers	 uncurling	 and	 buds	 on	 everything	 and	 the	 green	 veil	 has	 covered
nearly	all	the	gray	and	the	birds	are	in	such	a	hurry	about	their	nests	for	fear	they
may	 be	 too	 late	 that	 some	 of	 them	 are	 even	 fighting	 for	 places	 in	 the	 secret
garden.	 And	 the	 rose-bushes	 look	 as	 wick	 as	 wick	 can	 be,	 and	 there	 are
primroses	in	the	lanes	and	woods,	and	the	seeds	we	planted	are	up,	and	Dickon
has	brought	the	fox	and	the	crow	and	the	squirrels	and	a	new-born	lamb."
And	then	she	paused	for	breath.	The	new-born	lamb	Dickon	had	found	three

days	before	lying	by	its	dead	mother	among	the	gorse	bushes	on	the	moor.	It	was
not	the	first	motherless	lamb	he	had	found	and	he	knew	what	to	do	with	it.	He
had	taken	it	to	the	cottage	wrapped	in	his	jacket	and	he	had	let	it	lie	near	the	fire
and	had	fed	it	with	warm	milk.	It	was	a	soft	thing	with	a	darling	silly	baby	face
and	legs	rather	long	for	its	body.	Dickon	had	carried	it	over	the	moor	in	his	arms
and	its	feeding	bottle	was	in	his	pocket	with	a	squirrel,	and	when	Mary	had	sat
under	 a	 tree	with	 its	 limp	warmness	 huddled	 on	 her	 lap	 she	 had	 felt	 as	 if	 she
were	too	full	of	strange	joy	to	speak.	A	lamb—a	lamb!	A	living	lamb	who	lay	on
your	lap	like	a	baby!
She	was	describing	 it	with	great	 joy	and	Colin	was	 listening	and	drawing	 in

long	breaths	of	air	when	the	nurse	entered.	She	started	a	little	at	the	sight	of	the
open	window.	She	had	 sat	 stifling	 in	 the	 room	many	 a	warm	day	because	 her
patient	was	sure	that	open	windows	gave	people	cold.
"Are	you	sure	you	are	not	chilly,	Master	Colin?"	she	inquired.
"No,"	was	the	answer.	"I	am	breathing	long	breaths	of	fresh	air.	It	makes	you

strong.	 I	 am	 going	 to	 get	 up	 to	 the	 sofa	 for	 breakfast.	 My	 cousin	 will	 have
breakfast	with	me."
The	nurse	went	away,	concealing	a	smile,	to	give	the	order	for	two	breakfasts.

She	found	the	servants'	hall	a	more	amusing	place	than	the	invalid's	chamber	and
just	now	everybody	wanted	 to	hear	 the	news	 from	upstairs.	There	was	 a	great
deal	 of	 joking	 about	 the	 unpopular	 young	 recluse	who,	 as	 the	 cook	 said,	 "had
found	his	master,	and	good	for	him."	The	servants'	hall	had	been	very	tired	of	the
tantrums,	 and	 the	 butler,	 who	 was	 a	 man	 with	 a	 family,	 had	 more	 than	 once
expressed	his	opinion	that	the	invalid	would	be	all	the	better	"for	a	good	hiding."
When	Colin	was	on	his	sofa	and	the	breakfast	for	two	was	put	upon	the	table



he	made	an	announcement	to	the	nurse	in	his	most	Rajah-like	manner.
"A	boy,	and	a	 fox,	and	a	crow,	and	 two	squirrels,	and	a	new-born	 lamb,	are

coming	 to	 see	me	 this	morning.	 I	want	 them	brought	 upstairs	 as	 soon	 as	 they
come,"	he	said.	"You	are	not	 to	begin	playing	with	the	animals	in	the	servants'
hall	and	keep	 them	there.	 I	want	 them	here."	The	nurse	gave	a	slight	gasp	and
tried	to	conceal	it	with	a	cough.
"Yes,	sir,"	she	answered.
"I'll	 tell	you	what	you	can	do,"	added	Colin,	waving	his	hand.	"You	can	 tell

Martha	to	bring	them	here.	The	boy	is	Martha's	brother.	His	name	is	Dickon	and
he	is	an	animal	charmer."
"I	hope	the	animals	won't	bite,	Master	Colin,"	said	the	nurse.
"I	told	you	he	was	a	charmer,"	said	Colin	austerely.	"Charmers'	animals	never

bite."
"There	 are	 snake-charmers	 in	 India,"	 said	 Mary.	 "And	 they	 can	 put	 their

snakes'	heads	in	their	mouths."
"Goodness!"	shuddered	the	nurse.
They	ate	 their	breakfast	with	 the	morning	air	pouring	 in	upon	 them.	Colin's

breakfast	was	a	very	good	one	and	Mary	watched	him	with	serious	interest.
"You	 will	 begin	 to	 get	 fatter	 just	 as	 I	 did,"	 she	 said.	 "I	 never	 wanted	 my

breakfast	when	I	was	in	India	and	now	I	always	want	it."
"I	wanted	mine	this	morning,"	said	Colin.	"Perhaps	it	was	the	fresh	air.	When

do	you	think	Dickon	will	come?"
He	was	not	long	in	coming.	In	about	ten	minutes	Mary	held	up	her	hand.
"Listen!"	she	said.	"Did	you	hear	a	caw?"
Colin	 listened	 and	 heard	 it,	 the	 oddest	 sound	 in	 the	 world	 to	 hear	 inside	 a

house,	a	hoarse	"caw-caw."
"Yes,"	he	answered.
"That's	Soot,"	said	Mary.	"Listen	again.	Do	you	hear	a	bleat—a	tiny	one?"
"Oh,	yes!"	cried	Colin,	quite	flushing.
"That's	the	new-born	lamb,"	said	Mary.	"He's	coming."
Dickon's	moorland	boots	were	thick	and	clumsy	and	though	he	tried	to	walk

quietly	 they	made	 a	 clumping	 sound	 as	 he	walked	 through	 the	 long	 corridors.
Mary	 and	 Colin	 heard	 him	 marching—marching,	 until	 he	 passed	 through	 the
tapestry	door	on	to	the	soft	carpet	of	Colin's	own	passage.
"If	you	please,	sir,"	announced	Martha,	opening	the	door,	"if	you	please,	sir,

here's	Dickon	an'	his	creatures."
Dickon	came	in	smiling	his	nicest	wide	smile.	The	new-born	lamb	was	in	his

arms	and	 the	 little	 red	 fox	 trotted	by	his	 side.	Nut	 sat	on	his	 left	 shoulder	and
Soot	on	his	right	and	Shell's	head	and	paws	peeped	out	of	his	coat	pocket.



Colin	slowly	sat	up	and	stared	and	stared—as	he	had	stared	when	he	first	saw
Mary;	but	this	was	a	stare	of	wonder	and	delight.	The	truth	was	that	in	spite	of
all	he	had	heard	he	had	not	in	the	least	understood	what	this	boy	would	be	like
and	that	his	fox	and	his	crow	and	his	squirrels	and	his	lamb	were	so	near	to	him
and	 his	 friendliness	 that	 they	 seemed	 almost	 to	 be	 part	 of	 himself.	 Colin	 had
never	talked	to	a	boy	in	his	life	and	he	was	so	overwhelmed	by	his	own	pleasure
and	curiosity	that	he	did	not	even	think	of	speaking.
But	Dickon	did	not	feel	the	least	shy	or	awkward.	He	had	not	felt	embarrassed

because	the	crow	had	not	known	his	language	and	had	only	stared	and	had	not
spoken	to	him	the	first	time	they	met.	Creatures	were	always	like	that	until	they
found	out	about	you.	He	walked	over	to	Colin's	sofa	and	put	the	new-born	lamb
quietly	on	his	lap,	and	immediately	the	little	creature	turned	to	the	warm	velvet
dressing-gown	and	began	 to	nuzzle	and	nuzzle	 into	 its	 folds	and	butt	 its	 tight-
curled	head	with	soft	impatience	against	his	side.	Of	course	no	boy	could	have
helped	speaking	then.
"What	is	it	doing?"	cried	Colin.	"What	does	it	want?"
"It	wants	 its	mother,"	 said	Dickon,	 smiling	more	 and	more.	 "I	 brought	 it	 to

thee	a	bit	hungry	because	I	knowed	tha'd	like	to	see	it	feed."
He	knelt	down	by	the	sofa	and	took	a	feeding-bottle	from	his	pocket.
"Come	 on,	 little	 'un,"	 he	 said,	 turning	 the	 small	 woolly	 white	 head	 with	 a

gentle	brown	hand.	"This	is	what	tha's	after.	Tha'll	get	more	out	o'	this	than	tha'
will	 out	 o'	 silk	 velvet	 coats.	 There	 now,"	 and	 he	 pushed	 the	 rubber	 tip	 of	 the
bottle	 into	 the	 nuzzling	 mouth	 and	 the	 lamb	 began	 to	 suck	 it	 with	 ravenous
ecstasy.
After	 that	 there	 was	 no	 wondering	 what	 to	 say.	 By	 the	 time	 the	 lamb	 fell

asleep	questions	poured	forth	and	Dickon	answered	them	all.	He	told	them	how
he	 had	 found	 the	 lamb	 just	 as	 the	 sun	was	 rising	 three	mornings	 ago.	He	 had
been	standing	on	the	moor	listening	to	a	skylark	and	watching	him	swing	higher
and	higher	into	the	sky	until	he	was	only	a	speck	in	the	heights	of	blue.
"I'd	 almost	 lost	 him	but	 for	 his	 song	 an'	 I	was	wonderin'	 how	a	 chap	 could

hear	it	when	it	seemed	as	if	he'd	get	out	o'	th'	world	in	a	minute—an'	just	then	I
heard	somethin'	else	far	off	among	th'	gorse	bushes.	It	was	a	weak	bleatin'	an'	I
knowed	it	was	a	new	lamb	as	was	hungry	an'	I	knowed	it	wouldn't	be	hungry	if	it
hadn't	lost	its	mother	somehow,	so	I	set	off	searchin'.	Eh!	I	did	have	a	look	for	it.
I	went	in	an'	out	among	th'	gorse	bushes	an'	round	an'	round	an'	I	always	seemed
to	take	th'	wrong	turnin'.	But	at	last	I	seed	a	bit	o'	white	by	a	rock	on	top	o'	th'
moor	an'	 I	 climbed	up	an'	 found	 th'	 little	 'un	half	dead	wi'	 cold	an'	 clemmin'."
While	he	talked,	Soot	flew	solemnly	in	and	out	of	the	open	window	and	cawed
remarks	 about	 the	 scenery	 while	 Nut	 and	 Shell	 made	 excursions	 into	 the	 big



trees	outside	and	ran	up	and	down	trunks	and	explored	branches.	Captain	curled
up	near	Dickon,	who	sat	on	the	hearth-rug	from	preference.
They	looked	at	 the	pictures	 in	 the	gardening	books	and	Dickon	knew	all	 the

flowers	 by	 their	 country	 names	 and	 knew	 exactly	 which	 ones	 were	 already
growing	in	the	secret	garden.
"I	 couldna'	 say	 that	 there	 name,"	 he	 said,	 pointing	 to	 one	 under	which	was

written	 "Aquilegia,"	 "but	 us	 calls	 that	 a	 columbine,	 an'	 that	 there	 one	 it's	 a
snapdragon	 and	 they	 both	 grow	 wild	 in	 hedges,	 but	 these	 is	 garden	 ones	 an'
they're	bigger	an'	grander.	There's	some	big	clumps	o'	columbine	in	 th'	garden.
They'll	look	like	a	bed	o'	blue	an'	white	butterflies	flutterin'	when	they're	out."
"I'm	going	to	see	them,"	cried	Colin.	"I	am	going	to	see	them!"
"Aye,	that	tha'	mun,"	said	Mary	quite	seriously.	"An'	tha'	munnot	lose	no	time

about	it."



Chapter		20	
"I	shall	live	forever--and	ever--and	ever!"
But	they	were	obliged	to	wait	more	than	a	week	because	first	there	came	some
very	windy	days	and	 then	Colin	was	 threatened	with	a	cold,	which	 two	 things
happening	one	after	the	other	would	no	doubt	have	thrown	him	into	a	rage	but
that	there	was	so	much	careful	and	mysterious	planning	to	do	and	almost	every
day	Dickon	came	in,	if	only	for	a	few	minutes,	to	talk	about	what	was	happening
on	 the	moor	 and	 in	 the	 lanes	 and	 hedges	 and	 on	 the	 borders	 of	 streams.	 The
things	 he	 had	 to	 tell	 about	 otters'	 and	 badgers'	 and	 water-rats'	 houses,	 not	 to
mention	birds'	nests	and	field-mice	and	their	burrows,	were	enough	to	make	you
almost	tremble	with	excitement	when	you	heard	all	the	intimate	details	from	an
animal	charmer	and	realized	with	what	thrilling	eagerness	and	anxiety	the	whole
busy	underworld	was	working.
"They're	same	as	us,"	said	Dickon,	"only	they	have	to	build	their	homes	every

year.	An'	it	keeps	'em	so	busy	they	fair	scuffle	to	get	'em	done."
The	most	absorbing	 thing,	however,	was	 the	preparations	 to	be	made	before

Colin	 could	be	 transported	with	 sufficient	 secrecy	 to	 the	garden.	No	one	must
see	the	chair-carriage	and	Dickon	and	Mary	after	they	turned	a	certain	corner	of
the	 shrubbery	 and	 entered	upon	 the	walk	outside	 the	 ivied	walls.	As	 each	day
passed,	Colin	had	become	more	and	more	fixed	 in	his	feeling	 that	 the	mystery
surrounding	the	garden	was	one	of	its	greatest	charms.	Nothing	must	spoil	that.
No	one	must	ever	suspect	that	they	had	a	secret.	People	must	think	that	he	was
simply	 going	 out	 with	 Mary	 and	 Dickon	 because	 he	 liked	 them	 and	 did	 not
object	 to	 their	 looking	 at	 him.	 They	 had	 long	 and	 quite	 delightful	 talks	 about
their	 route.	They	would	go	up	 this	path	and	down	that	one	and	cross	 the	other
and	 go	 round	 among	 the	 fountain	 flower-beds	 as	 if	 they	 were	 looking	 at	 the
"bedding-out	plants"	 the	head	gardener,	Mr.	Roach,	had	been	having	arranged.
That	would	 seem	 such	 a	 rational	 thing	 to	 do	 that	 no	 one	would	 think	 it	 at	 all
mysterious.	They	would	turn	into	the	shrubbery	walks	and	lose	themselves	until
they	came	to	the	long	walls.	It	was	almost	as	serious	and	elaborately	thought	out
as	the	plans	of	march	made	by	great	generals	in	time	of	war.
Rumors	of	 the	new	and	curious	 things	which	were	occurring	 in	 the	 invalid's

apartments	had	of	course	filtered	through	the	servants'	hall	into	the	stable	yards



and	out	among	the	gardeners,	but	notwithstanding	this,	Mr.	Roach	was	startled
one	day	when	he	received	orders	from	Master	Colin's	room	to	the	effect	that	he
must	 report	 himself	 in	 the	 apartment	 no	outsider	 had	 ever	 seen,	 as	 the	 invalid
himself	desired	to	speak	to	him.
"Well,	well,"	he	said	to	himself	as	he	hurriedly	changed	his	coat,	"what's	to	do

now?	His	Royal	Highness	that	wasn't	to	be	looked	at	calling	up	a	man	he's	never
set	eyes	on."
Mr.	Roach	was	not	without	curiosity.	He	had	never	caught	even	a	glimpse	of

the	boy	and	had	heard	a	dozen	exaggerated	stories	about	his	uncanny	looks	and
ways	and	his	insane	tempers.	The	thing	he	had	heard	oftenest	was	that	he	might
die	 at	 any	 moment	 and	 there	 had	 been	 numerous	 fanciful	 descriptions	 of	 a
humped	back	and	helpless	limbs,	given	by	people	who	had	never	seen	him.
"Things	are	changing	in	this	house,	Mr.	Roach,"	said	Mrs.	Medlock,	as	she	led

him	 up	 the	 back	 staircase	 to	 the	 corridor	 on	 to	 which	 opened	 the	 hitherto
mysterious	chamber.
"Let's	hope	they're	changing	for	the	better,	Mrs.	Medlock,"	he	answered.
"They	couldn't	well	change	for	the	worse,"	she	continued;	"and	queer	as	it	all

is	there's	them	as	finds	their	duties	made	a	lot	easier	to	stand	up	under.	Don't	you
be	surprised,	Mr.	Roach,	 if	you	find	yourself	 in	the	middle	of	a	menagerie	and
Martha	Sowerby's	Dickon	more	at	home	than	you	or	me	could	ever	be."
There	 really	 was	 a	 sort	 of	 Magic	 about	 Dickon,	 as	 Mary	 always	 privately

believed.	When	Mr.	Roach	heard	his	name	he	smiled	quite	leniently.
"He'd	be	at	home	in	Buckingham	Palace	or	at	the	bottom	of	a	coal	mine,"	he

said.	"And	yet	it's	not	impudence,	either.	He's	just	fine,	is	that	lad."
It	 was	 perhaps	 well	 he	 had	 been	 prepared	 or	 he	 might	 have	 been	 startled.

When	the	bedroom	door	was	opened	a	large	crow,	which	seemed	quite	at	home
perched	on	the	high	back	of	a	carven	chair,	announced	the	entrance	of	a	visitor
by	 saying	 "Caw—Caw"	quite	 loudly.	 In	 spite	 of	Mrs.	Medlock's	warning,	Mr.
Roach	only	just	escaped	being	sufficiently	undignified	to	jump	backward.
The	 young	 Rajah	 was	 neither	 in	 bed	 nor	 on	 his	 sofa.	 He	 was	 sitting	 in	 an

armchair	and	a	young	lamb	was	standing	by	him	shaking	its	tail	in	feeding-lamb
fashion	as	Dickon	knelt	giving	it	milk	from	its	bottle.	A	squirrel	was	perched	on
Dickon's	 bent	 back	 attentively	 nibbling	 a	 nut.	 The	 little	 girl	 from	 India	 was
sitting	on	a	big	footstool	looking	on.
"Here	is	Mr.	Roach,	Master	Colin,"	said	Mrs.	Medlock.
The	young	Rajah	turned	and	looked	his	servitor	over—at	least	that	was	what

the	head	gardener	felt	happened.
"Oh,	you	are	Roach,	are	you?"	he	said.	"I	sent	for	you	to	give	you	some	very

important	orders."



"Very	good,	sir,"	answered	Roach,	wondering	if	he	was	to	receive	instructions
to	fell	all	the	oaks	in	the	park	or	to	transform	the	orchards	into	water-gardens.
"I	am	going	out	in	my	chair	this	afternoon,"	said	Colin.	"If	the	fresh	air	agrees

with	me	 I	may	 go	 out	 every	 day.	When	 I	 go,	 none	 of	 the	 gardeners	 are	 to	 be
anywhere	near	the	Long	Walk	by	the	garden	walls.	No	one	is	to	be	there.	I	shall
go	out	about	 two	o'clock	and	everyone	must	keep	away	until	 I	 send	word	 that
they	may	go	back	to	their	work."
"Very	good,	sir,"	replied	Mr.	Roach,	much	relieved	to	hear	that	the	oaks	might

remain	and	that	the	orchards	were	safe.	"Mary,"	said	Colin,	turning	to	her,	"what
is	that	thing	you	say	in	India	when	you	have	finished	talking	and	want	people	to
go?"
"You	say,	'You	have	my	permission	to	go,'"	answered	Mary.
The	Rajah	waved	his	hand.
"You	have	my	permission	to	go,	Roach,"	he	said.	"But,	remember,	this	is	very

important."
"Caw—Caw!"	remarked	the	crow	hoarsely	but	not	impolitely.
"Very	good,	sir.	Thank	you,	sir,"	said	Mr.	Roach,	and	Mrs.	Medlock	took	him

out	of	the	room.
Outside	 in	 the	corridor,	being	a	 rather	good-natured	man,	he	smiled	until	he

almost	laughed.
"My	word!"	 he	 said,	 "he's	 got	 a	 fine	 lordly	way	with	him,	 hasn't	 he?	You'd

think	he	was	a	whole	Royal	Family	rolled	into	one—Prince	Consort	and	all.".
"Eh!"	protested	Mrs.	Medlock,	 "we've	had	 to	 let	him	 trample	all	over	every

one	of	us	ever	since	he	had	feet	and	he	thinks	that's	what	folks	was	born	for."
"Perhaps	he'll	grow	out	of	it,	if	he	lives,"	suggested	Mr.	Roach.
"Well,	there's	one	thing	pretty	sure,"	said	Mrs.	Medlock.	"If	he	does	live	and

that	 Indian	 child	 stays	here	 I'll	warrant	 she	 teaches	him	 that	 the	whole	orange
does	not	belong	to	him,	as	Susan	Sowerby	says.	And	he'll	be	likely	to	find	out
the	size	of	his	own	quarter."
Inside	the	room	Colin	was	leaning	back	on	his	cushions.
"It's	all	safe	now,"	he	said.	"And	this	afternoon	I	shall	see	it—this	afternoon	I

shall	be	in	it!"
Dickon	 went	 back	 to	 the	 garden	 with	 his	 creatures	 and	 Mary	 stayed	 with

Colin.	She	did	not	think	he	looked	tired	but	he	was	very	quiet	before	their	lunch
came	and	he	was	quiet	while	they	were	eating	it.	She	wondered	why	and	asked
him	about	it.
"What	big	eyes	you've	got,	Colin,"	she	said.	"When	you	are	thinking	they	get

as	big	as	saucers.	What	are	you	thinking	about	now?"
"I	can't	help	thinking	about	what	it	will	look	like,"	he	answered.



"The	garden?"	asked	Mary.
"The	springtime,"	he	said.	"I	was	thinking	that	I've	really	never	seen	it	before.

I	 scarcely	 ever	went	 out	 and	when	 I	 did	 go	 I	 never	 looked	 at	 it.	 I	 didn't	 even
think	about	it."
"I	never	saw	it	in	India	because	there	wasn't	any,"	said	Mary.
Shut	in	and	morbid	as	his	life	had	been,	Colin	had	more	imagination	than	she

had	and	at	least	he	had	spent	a	good	deal	of	time	looking	at	wonderful	books	and
pictures.
"That	morning	when	you	ran	in	and	said	'It's	come!	It's	come!',	you	made	me

feel	quite	queer.	It	sounded	as	if	things	were	coming	with	a	great	procession	and
big	bursts	and	wafts	of	music.	I've	a	picture	like	it	in	one	of	my	books—crowds
of	 lovely	 people	 and	 children	 with	 garlands	 and	 branches	 with	 blossoms	 on
them,	everyone	laughing	and	dancing	and	crowding	and	playing	on	pipes.	That
was	why	I	said,	 'Perhaps	we	shall	hear	golden	 trumpets'	and	 told	you	 to	 throw
open	the	window."
"How	funny!"	said	Mary.	"That's	 really	 just	what	 it	 feels	 like.	And	 if	all	 the

flowers	and	leaves	and	green	things	and	birds	and	wild	creatures	danced	past	at
once,	what	a	crowd	it	would	be!	I'm	sure	they'd	dance	and	sing	and	flute	and	that
would	be	the	wafts	of	music."
They	both	laughed	but	it	was	not	because	the	idea	was	laughable	but	because

they	both	so	liked	it.
A	little	later	the	nurse	made	Colin	ready.	She	noticed	that	instead	of	lying	like

a	 log	while	 his	 clothes	were	 put	 on	 he	 sat	 up	 and	made	 some	 efforts	 to	 help
himself,	and	he	talked	and	laughed	with	Mary	all	the	time.
"This	is	one	of	his	good	days,	sir,"	she	said	to	Dr.	Craven,	who	dropped	in	to

inspect	him.	"He's	in	such	good	spirits	that	it	makes	him	stronger."
"I'll	call	in	again	later	in	the	afternoon,	after	he	has	come	in,"	said	Dr.	Craven.

"I	must	 see	 how	 the	 going	 out	 agrees	with	 him.	 I	wish,"	 in	 a	 very	 low	voice,
"that	he	would	let	you	go	with	him."
"I'd	 rather	 give	 up	 the	 case	 this	moment,	 sir,	 than	 even	 stay	 here	while	 it's

suggested,"	answered	the	nurse.	With	sudden	firmness.
"I	 hadn't	 really	 decided	 to	 suggest	 it,"	 said	 the	 doctor,	 with	 his	 slight

nervousness.	"We'll	try	the	experiment.	Dickon's	a	lad	I'd	trust	with	a	new-born
child."
The	strongest	footman	in	the	house	carried	Colin	down	stairs	and	put	him	in

his	wheeled	chair	near	which	Dickon	waited	outside.	After	the	manservant	had
arranged	 his	 rugs	 and	 cushions	 the	 Rajah	 waved	 his	 hand	 to	 him	 and	 to	 the
nurse.
"You	have	my	permission	to	go,"	he	said,	and	they	both	disappeared	quickly



and	it	must	be	confessed	giggled	when	they	were	safely	inside	the	house.
Dickon	began	 to	push	 the	wheeled	chair	 slowly	and	steadily.	Mistress	Mary

walked	beside	it	and	Colin	leaned	back	and	lifted	his	face	to	the	sky.	The	arch	of
it	looked	very	high	and	the	small	snowy	clouds	seemed	like	white	birds	floating
on	 outspread	 wings	 below	 its	 crystal	 blueness.	 The	 wind	 swept	 in	 soft	 big
breaths	 down	 from	 the	 moor	 and	 was	 strange	 with	 a	 wild	 clear	 scented
sweetness.	Colin	kept	lifting	his	thin	chest	to	draw	it	in,	and	his	big	eyes	looked
as	if	it	were	they	which	were	listening—listening,	instead	of	his	ears.
"There	are	so	many	sounds	of	singing	and	humming	and	calling	out,"	he	said.

"What	is	that	scent	the	puffs	of	wind	bring?"
"It's	gorse	on	th'	moor	that's	openin'	out,"	answered	Dickon.	"Eh!	th'	bees	are

at	it	wonderful	today."
Not	a	human	creature	was	to	be	caught	sight	of	in	the	paths	they	took.	In	fact

every	gardener	or	gardener's	lad	had	been	witched	away.	But	they	wound	in	and
out	 among	 the	 shrubbery	and	out	 and	 round	 the	 fountain	beds,	 following	 their
carefully	planned	route	for	the	mere	mysterious	pleasure	of	it.	But	when	at	last
they	 turned	 into	 the	 Long	 Walk	 by	 the	 ivied	 walls	 the	 excited	 sense	 of	 an
approaching	 thrill	 made	 them,	 for	 some	 curious	 reason	 they	 could	 not	 have
explained,	begin	to	speak	in	whispers.
"This	 is	 it,"	breathed	Mary.	"This	 is	where	 I	used	 to	walk	up	and	down	and

wonder	and	wonder."	"Is	 it?"	cried	Colin,	and	his	eyes	began	to	search	the	ivy
with	 eager	 curiousness.	 "But	 I	 can	 see	 nothing,"	 he	 whispered.	 "There	 is	 no
door."
"That's	what	I	thought,"	said	Mary.
Then	there	was	a	lovely	breathless	silence	and	the	chair	wheeled	on.
"That	is	the	garden	where	Ben	Weatherstaff	works,"	said	Mary.
"Is	it?"	said	Colin.
A	few	yards	more	and	Mary	whispered	again.
"This	is	where	the	robin	flew	over	the	wall,"	she	said.
"Is	it?"	cried	Colin.	"Oh!	I	wish	he'd	come	again!"
"And	that,"	said	Mary	with	solemn	delight,	pointing	under	a	big	lilac	bush,	"is

where	he	perched	on	the	little	heap	of	earth	and	showed	me	the	key."
Then	Colin	sat	up.
"Where?	Where?	There?"	he	cried,	and	his	eyes	were	as	big	as	 the	wolf's	 in

Red	Riding-Hood,	when	Red	Riding-Hood	felt	called	upon	to	remark	on	them.
Dickon	stood	still	and	the	wheeled	chair	stopped.
"And	this,"	said	Mary,	stepping	on	to	the	bed	close	to	the	ivy,	"is	where	I	went

to	talk	to	him	when	he	chirped	at	me	from	the	top	of	the	wall.	And	this	is	the	ivy
the	wind	blew	back,"	and	she	took	hold	of	the	hanging	green	curtain.



"Oh!	is	it—is	it!"	gasped	Colin.
"And	here	is	the	handle,	and	here	is	the	door.	Dickon	push	him	in—push	him

in	quickly!"
And	Dickon	did	it	with	one	strong,	steady,	splendid	push.
But	 Colin	 had	 actually	 dropped	 back	 against	 his	 cushions,	 even	 though	 he

gasped	with	delight,	and	he	had	covered	his	eyes	with	his	hands	and	held	them
there	shutting	out	everything	until	they	were	inside	and	the	chair	stopped	as	if	by
magic	 and	 the	 door	was	 closed.	Not	 till	 then	did	 he	 take	 them	away	 and	 look
round	and	round	and	round	as	Dickon	and	Mary	had	done.	And	over	walls	and
earth	and	trees	and	swinging	sprays	and	tendrils	the	fair	green	veil	of	tender	little
leaves	had	crept,	and	in	the	grass	under	the	trees	and	the	gray	urns	in	the	alcoves
and	here	and	there	everywhere	were	touches	or	splashes	of	gold	and	purple	and
white	and	the	trees	were	showing	pink	and	snow	above	his	head	and	there	were
fluttering	 of	wings	 and	 faint	 sweet	 pipes	 and	 humming	 and	 scents	 and	 scents.
And	 the	 sun	 fell	warm	upon	 his	 face	 like	 a	 hand	with	 a	 lovely	 touch.	And	 in
wonder	Mary	 and	Dickon	 stood	 and	 stared	 at	 him.	 He	 looked	 so	 strange	 and
different	 because	 a	 pink	 glow	 of	 color	 had	 actually	 crept	 all	 over	 him—ivory
face	and	neck	and	hands	and	all.
"I	 shall	 get	well!	 I	 shall	 get	well!"	 he	 cried	out.	 "Mary!	Dickon!	 I	 shall	 get

well!	And	I	shall	live	forever	and	ever	and	ever!"



Chapter		21	
Ben	Weatherstaff
One	of	the	strange	things	about	living	in	the	world	is	that	it	is	only	now	and	then
one	 is	quite	 sure	one	 is	going	 to	 live	 forever	and	ever	and	ever.	One	knows	 it
sometimes	when	one	gets	up	at	 the	tender	solemn	dawn-time	and	goes	out	and
stands	alone	and	throws	one's	head	far	back	and	looks	up	and	up	and	watches	the
pale	 sky	 slowly	 changing	 and	 flushing	 and	 marvelous	 unknown	 things
happening	until	the	East	almost	makes	one	cry	out	and	one's	heart	stands	still	at
the	 strange	 unchanging	 majesty	 of	 the	 rising	 of	 the	 sun—which	 has	 been
happening	every	morning	for	 thousands	and	thousands	and	thousands	of	years.
One	knows	it	then	for	a	moment	or	so.	And	one	knows	it	sometimes	when	one
stands	 by	 oneself	 in	 a	 wood	 at	 sunset	 and	 the	 mysterious	 deep	 gold	 stillness
slanting	 through	 and	 under	 the	 branches	 seems	 to	 be	 saying	 slowly	 again	 and
again	 something	 one	 cannot	 quite	 hear,	 however	 much	 one	 tries.	 Then
sometimes	 the	 immense	 quiet	 of	 the	 dark	 blue	 at	 night	 with	millions	 of	 stars
waiting	and	watching	makes	one	sure;	and	sometimes	a	sound	of	far-off	music
makes	it	true;	and	sometimes	a	look	in	some	one's	eyes.
And	 it	 was	 like	 that	 with	 Colin	 when	 he	 first	 saw	 and	 heard	 and	 felt	 the

Springtime	 inside	 the	 four	 high	 walls	 of	 a	 hidden	 garden.	 That	 afternoon	 the
whole	world	seemed	to	devote	itself	to	being	perfect	and	radiantly	beautiful	and
kind	 to	 one	 boy.	 Perhaps	 out	 of	 pure	 heavenly	 goodness	 the	 spring	 came	 and
crowned	everything	it	possibly	could	into	that	one	place.	More	than	once	Dickon
paused	in	what	he	was	doing	and	stood	still	with	a	sort	of	growing	wonder	in	his
eyes,	shaking	his	head	softly.
"Eh!	 it	 is	graidely,"	he	 said.	 "I'm	 twelve	goin'	 on	 thirteen	an'	 there's	 a	 lot	o'

afternoons	in	thirteen	years,	but	seems	to	me	like	I	never	seed	one	as	graidely	as
this	'ere."
"Aye,	 it	 is	 a	 graidely	 one,"	 said	 Mary,	 and	 she	 sighed	 for	 mere	 joy.	 "I'll

warrant	it's	the	graidelest	one	as	ever	was	in	this	world."
"Does	tha'	think,"	said	Colin	with	dreamy	carefulness,	"as	happen	it	was	made

loike	this	'ere	all	o'	purpose	for	me?"
"My	 word!"	 cried	 Mary	 admiringly,	 "that	 there	 is	 a	 bit	 o'	 good	 Yorkshire.

Tha'rt	shapin'	first-rate—that	tha'	art."



And	 delight	 reigned.	 They	 drew	 the	 chair	 under	 the	 plum-tree,	 which	 was
snow-white	with	blossoms	and	musical	with	bees.	It	was	like	a	king's	canopy,	a
fairy	king's.	There	were	flowering	cherry-trees	near	and	apple-trees	whose	buds
were	pink	and	white,	and	here	and	there	one	had	burst	open	wide.	Between	the
blossoming	branches	of	the	canopy	bits	of	blue	sky	looked	down	like	wonderful
eyes.
Mary	 and	 Dickon	 worked	 a	 little	 here	 and	 there	 and	 Colin	 watched	 them.

They	brought	him	things	to	look	at—buds	which	were	opening,	buds	which	were
tight	closed,	bits	of	twig	whose	leaves	were	just	showing	green,	the	feather	of	a
woodpecker	which	had	dropped	on	the	grass,	the	empty	shell	of	some	bird	early
hatched.	Dickon	pushed	the	chair	slowly	round	and	round	the	garden,	stopping
every	 other	moment	 to	 let	 him	 look	 at	 wonders	 springing	 out	 of	 the	 earth	 or
trailing	down	from	trees.	It	was	like	being	taken	in	state	round	the	country	of	a
magic	king	and	queen	and	shown	all	the	mysterious	riches	it	contained.
"I	wonder	if	we	shall	see	the	robin?"	said	Colin.
"Tha'll	 see	 him	 often	 enow	 after	 a	 bit,"	 answered	 Dickon.	 "When	 th'	 eggs

hatches	out	th'	little	chap	he'll	be	kep'	so	busy	it'll	make	his	head	swim.	Tha'll	see
him	 flyin'	 backward	 an'	 for'ard	 carryin'	 worms	 nigh	 as	 big	 as	 himsel'	 an'	 that
much	noise	goin'	on	in	th'	nest	when	he	gets	there	as	fair	flusters	him	so	as	he
scarce	 knows	which	 big	mouth	 to	 drop	 th'	 first	 piece	 in.	An'	 gapin'	 beaks	 an'
squawks	on	 every	 side.	Mother	 says	 as	when	 she	 sees	 th'	work	 a	 robin	has	 to
keep	 them	gapin'	beaks	filled,	she	feels	 like	she	was	a	 lady	with	nothin'	 to	do.
She	says	she's	seen	th'	little	chaps	when	it	seemed	like	th'	sweat	must	be	droppin'
off	'em,	though	folk	can't	see	it."
This	made	 them	giggle	 so	 delightedly	 that	 they	were	 obliged	 to	 cover	 their

mouths	with	 their	 hands,	 remembering	 that	 they	must	 not	 be	heard.	Colin	 had
been	instructed	as	to	the	law	of	whispers	and	low	voices	several	days	before.	He
liked	 the	 mysteriousness	 of	 it	 and	 did	 his	 best,	 but	 in	 the	 midst	 of	 excited
enjoyment	it	is	rather	difficult	never	to	laugh	above	a	whisper.
Every	moment	 of	 the	 afternoon	was	 full	 of	 new	 things	 and	 every	 hour	 the

sunshine	grew	more	golden.	The	wheeled	chair	had	been	drawn	back	under	the
canopy	and	Dickon	had	sat	down	on	the	grass	and	had	just	drawn	out	his	pipe
when	Colin	saw	something	he	had	not	had	time	to	notice	before.
"That's	a	very	old	tree	over	there,	isn't	it?"	he	said.	Dickon	looked	across	the

grass	at	the	tree	and	Mary	looked	and	there	was	a	brief	moment	of	stillness.
"Yes,"	answered	Dickon,	after	it,	and	his	low	voice	had	a	very	gentle	sound.
Mary	gazed	at	the	tree	and	thought.
"The	 branches	 are	 quite	 gray	 and	 there's	 not	 a	 single	 leaf	 anywhere,"	Colin

went	on.	"It's	quite	dead,	isn't	it?"



"Aye,"	admitted	Dickon.	"But	them	roses	as	has	climbed	all	over	it	will	near
hide	every	bit	o'	 th'	dead	wood	when	they're	full	o'	 leaves	an'	 flowers.	It	won't
look	dead	then.	It'll	be	th'	prettiest	of	all."
Mary	still	gazed	at	the	tree	and	thought.
"It	looks	as	if	a	big	branch	had	been	broken	off,"	said	Colin.	"I	wonder	how	it

was	done."
"It's	been	done	many	a	year,"	answered	Dickon.	"Eh!"	with	a	sudden	relieved

start	and	laying	his	hand	on	Colin.	"Look	at	 that	robin!	There	he	 is!	He's	been
foragin'	for	his	mate."
Colin	was	 almost	 too	 late	 but	 he	 just	 caught	 sight	 of	 him,	 the	 flash	 of	 red-

breasted	bird	with	something	in	his	beak.	He	darted	 through	the	greenness	and
into	 the	 close-grown	 corner	 and	 was	 out	 of	 sight.	 Colin	 leaned	 back	 on	 his
cushion	 again,	 laughing	 a	 little.	 "He's	 taking	 her	 tea	 to	 her.	 Perhaps	 it's	 five
o'clock.	I	think	I'd	like	some	tea	myself."
And	so	they	were	safe.
"It	was	Magic	which	sent	the	robin,"	said	Mary	secretly	to	Dickon	afterward.

"I	know	it	was	Magic."	For	both	she	and	Dickon	had	been	afraid	Colin	might	ask
something	about	 the	 tree	whose	branch	had	broken	off	 ten	years	 ago	and	 they
had	 talked	 it	 over	 together	 and	 Dickon	 had	 stood	 and	 rubbed	 his	 head	 in	 a
troubled	way.
"We	mun	 look	as	 if	 it	wasn't	 no	different	 from	 th'	 other	 trees,"	he	had	 said.

"We	couldn't	never	tell	him	how	it	broke,	poor	lad.	If	he	says	anything	about	it
we	mun—we	mun	try	to	look	cheerful."
"Aye,	that	we	mun,"	had	answered	Mary.
But	she	had	not	felt	as	if	she	looked	cheerful	when	she	gazed	at	the	tree.	She

wondered	and	wondered	 in	 those	 few	moments	 if	 there	was	any	 reality	 in	 that
other	 thing	 Dickon	 had	 said.	 He	 had	 gone	 on	 rubbing	 his	 rust-red	 hair	 in	 a
puzzled	way,	but	a	nice	comforted	look	had	begun	to	grow	in	his	blue	eyes.
"Mrs.	 Craven	 was	 a	 very	 lovely	 young	 lady,"	 he	 had	 gone	 on	 rather

hesitatingly.	 "An'	 mother	 she	 thinks	maybe	 she's	 about	Misselthwaite	 many	 a
time	lookin'	after	Mester	Colin,	same	as	all	mothers	do	when	they're	took	out	o'
th'	world.	They	have	to	come	back,	tha'	sees.	Happen	she's	been	in	the	garden	an'
happen	it	was	her	set	us	to	work,	an'	told	us	to	bring	him	here."
Mary	had	thought	he	meant	something	about	Magic.	She	was	a	great	believer

in	Magic.	Secretly	she	quite	believed	that	Dickon	worked	Magic,	of	course	good
Magic,	on	everything	near	him	and	that	was	why	people	liked	him	so	much	and
wild	 creatures	 knew	he	was	 their	 friend.	 She	wondered,	 indeed,	 if	 it	were	 not
possible	that	his	gift	had	brought	the	robin	just	at	the	right	moment	when	Colin
asked	 that	 dangerous	 question.	 She	 felt	 that	 his	 Magic	 was	 working	 all	 the



afternoon	and	making	Colin	look	like	an	entirely	different	boy.	It	did	not	seem
possible	 that	he	could	be	 the	crazy	creature	who	had	screamed	and	beaten	and
bitten	his	pillow.	Even	his	ivory	whiteness	seemed	to	change.	The	faint	glow	of
color	which	had	shown	on	his	face	and	neck	and	hands	when	he	first	got	inside
the	garden	really	never	quite	died	away.	He	looked	as	if	he	were	made	of	flesh
instead	of	ivory	or	wax.
They	saw	the	robin	carry	food	 to	his	mate	 two	or	 three	 times,	and	 it	was	so

suggestive	of	afternoon	tea	that	Colin	felt	they	must	have	some.
"Go	 and	 make	 one	 of	 the	 men	 servants	 bring	 some	 in	 a	 basket	 to	 the

rhododendron	walk,"	he	said.	"And	then	you	and	Dickon	can	bring	it	here."
It	 was	 an	 agreeable	 idea,	 easily	 carried	 out,	 and	 when	 the	 white	 cloth	 was

spread	 upon	 the	 grass,	 with	 hot	 tea	 and	 buttered	 toast	 and	 crumpets,	 a
delightfully	 hungry	 meal	 was	 eaten,	 and	 several	 birds	 on	 domestic	 errands
paused	to	inquire	what	was	going	on	and	were	led	into	investigating	crumbs	with
great	activity.	Nut	and	Shell	whisked	up	trees	with	pieces	of	cake	and	Soot	took
the	entire	half	of	a	buttered	crumpet	into	a	corner	and	pecked	at	and	examined
and	turned	it	over	and	made	hoarse	remarks	about	it	until	he	decided	to	swallow
it	all	joyfully	in	one	gulp.
The	afternoon	was	dragging	towards	its	mellow	hour.	The	sun	was	deepening

the	gold	of	its	lances,	the	bees	were	going	home	and	the	birds	were	flying	past
less	 often.	 Dickon	 and	 Mary	 were	 sitting	 on	 the	 grass,	 the	 tea-basket	 was
repacked	 ready	 to	be	 taken	back	 to	 the	house,	and	Colin	was	 lying	against	his
cushions	 with	 his	 heavy	 locks	 pushed	 back	 from	 his	 forehead	 and	 his	 face
looking	quite	a	natural	color.
"I	don't	want	this	afternoon	to	go,"	he	said;	"but	I	shall	come	back	tomorrow,

and	the	day	after,	and	the	day	after,	and	the	day	after."
"You'll	 get	 plenty	 of	 fresh	 air,	 won't	 you?"	 said	 Mary.	 "I'm	 going	 to	 get

nothing	else,"	he	answered.	"I've	seen	 the	spring	now	and	I'm	going	 to	see	 the
summer.	I'm	going	to	see	everything	grow	here.	I'm	going	to	grow	here	myself."
"That	 tha'	will,"	 said	Dickon.	 "Us'll	have	 thee	walkin'	 about	here	an'	diggin'

same	as	other	folk	afore	long."
Colin	flushed	tremendously.
"Walk!"	he	said.	"Dig!	Shall	I?"
Dickon's	glance	at	him	was	delicately	cautious.	Neither	he	nor	Mary	had	ever

asked	if	anything	was	the	matter	with	his	legs.
"For	sure	tha'	will,"	he	said	stoutly.	"Tha—tha's	got	legs	o'	thine	own,	same	as

other	folks!"
Mary	was	rather	frightened	until	she	heard	Colin's	answer.
"Nothing	 really	 ails	 them,"	 he	 said,	 "but	 they	 are	 so	 thin	 and	 weak.	 They



shake	so	that	I'm	afraid	to	try	to	stand	on	them."
Both	Mary	and	Dickon	drew	a	relieved	breath.
"When	tha'	stops	bein'	afraid	 tha'lt	stand	on	 'em,"	Dickon	said	with	renewed

cheer.	"An'	tha'lt	stop	bein'	afraid	in	a	bit."
"I	shall?"	said	Colin,	and	he	lay	still	as	if	he	were	wondering	about	things.
They	were	really	very	quiet	for	a	little	while.	The	sun	was	dropping	lower.	It

was	 that	hour	when	everything	stills	 itself,	and	 they	really	had	had	a	busy	and
exciting	 afternoon.	 Colin	 looked	 as	 if	 he	 were	 resting	 luxuriously.	 Even	 the
creatures	had	ceased	moving	about	and	had	drawn	together	and	were	resting	near
them.	Soot	had	perched	on	a	low	branch	and	drawn	up	one	leg	and	dropped	the
gray	 film	 drowsily	 over	 his	 eyes.	 Mary	 privately	 thought	 he	 looked	 as	 if	 he
might	snore	in	a	minute.
In	the	midst	of	 this	stillness	it	was	rather	startling	when	Colin	half	 lifted	his

head	and	exclaimed	in	a	loud	suddenly	alarmed	whisper:
"Who	is	that	man?"	Dickon	and	Mary	scrambled	to	their	feet.
"Man!"	they	both	cried	in	low	quick	voices.
Colin	pointed	to	the	high	wall.	"Look!"	he	whispered	excitedly.	"Just	look!"
Mary	 and	Dickon	wheeled	 about	 and	 looked.	There	was	Ben	Weatherstaff's

indignant	face	glaring	at	them	over	the	wall	from	the	top	of	a	ladder!	He	actually
shook	his	fist	at	Mary.
"If	I	wasn't	a	bachelder,	an'	tha'	was	a	wench	o'	mine,"	he	cried,	"I'd	give	thee

a	hidin'!"
He	mounted	another	step	threateningly	as	if	it	were	his	energetic	intention	to

jump	down	and	deal	with	her;	but	as	she	came	toward	him	he	evidently	thought
better	of	it	and	stood	on	the	top	step	of	his	ladder	shaking	his	fist	down	at	her.
"I	 never	 thowt	much	 o'	 thee!"	 he	 harangued.	 "I	 couldna'	 abide	 thee	 th'	 first

time	 I	 set	 eyes	on	 thee.	A	scrawny	buttermilk-faced	young	besom,	allus	askin'
questions	an'	pokin'	tha'	nose	where	it	wasna,	wanted.	I	never	knowed	how	tha'
got	so	thick	wi'	me.	If	it	hadna'	been	for	th'	robin—	Drat	him—"
"Ben	Weatherstaff,"	called	out	Mary,	finding	her	breath.	She	stood	below	him

and	called	up	to	him	with	a	sort	of	gasp.	"Ben	Weatherstaff,	it	was	the	robin	who
showed	me	the	way!"
Then	 it	 did	 seem	 as	 if	 Ben	 really	would	 scramble	 down	 on	 her	 side	 of	 the

wall,	he	was	so	outraged.
"Tha'	young	bad	'un!"	he	called	down	at	her.	"Layin'	tha'	badness	on	a	robin—

not	but	what	he's	 impidint	 enow	 for	 anythin'.	Him	showin'	 thee	 th'	way!	Him!
Eh!	 tha'	young	nowt"—she	could	see	his	next	words	burst	out	because	he	was
overpowered	by	curiosity—"however	i'	this	world	did	tha'	get	in?"
"It	 was	 the	 robin	 who	 showed	me	 the	 way,"	 she	 protested	 obstinately.	 "He



didn't	 know	 he	was	 doing	 it	 but	 he	 did.	And	 I	 can't	 tell	 you	 from	 here	while
you're	shaking	your	fist	at	me."
He	 stopped	 shaking	 his	 fist	 very	 suddenly	 at	 that	 very	moment	 and	 his	 jaw

actually	dropped	as	he	stared	over	her	head	at	something	he	saw	coming	over	the
grass	toward	him.
At	the	first	sound	of	his	torrent	of	words	Colin	had	been	so	surprised	that	he

had	only	sat	up	and	listened	as	if	he	were	spellbound.	But	in	the	midst	of	it	he
had	recovered	himself	and	beckoned	imperiously	to	Dickon.
"Wheel	me	over	there!"	he	commanded.	"Wheel	me	quite	close	and	stop	right

in	front	of	him!"
And	this,	if	you	please,	this	is	what	Ben	Weatherstaff	beheld	and	which	made

his	 jaw	drop.	A	wheeled	 chair	with	 luxurious	 cushions	 and	 robes	which	 came
toward	him	looking	rather	like	some	sort	of	State	Coach	because	a	young	Rajah
leaned	back	in	it	with	royal	command	in	his	great	black-rimmed	eyes	and	a	thin
white	 hand	 extended	 haughtily	 toward	 him.	 And	 it	 stopped	 right	 under	 Ben
Weatherstaff's	nose.	It	was	really	no	wonder	his	mouth	dropped	open.
"Do	you	know	who	I	am?"	demanded	the	Rajah.
How	Ben	Weatherstaff	stared!	His	red	old	eyes	fixed	themselves	on	what	was

before	him	as	if	he	were	seeing	a	ghost.	He	gazed	and	gazed	and	gulped	a	lump
down	his	 throat	and	did	not	say	a	word.	"Do	you	know	who	I	am?"	demanded
Colin	still	more	imperiously.	"Answer!"
Ben	Weatherstaff	put	his	gnarled	hand	up	and	passed	it	over	his	eyes	and	over

his	forehead	and	then	he	did	answer	in	a	queer	shaky	voice.
"Who	tha'	art?"	he	said.	"Aye,	 that	 I	do—wi'	 tha'	mother's	eyes	starin'	at	me

out	o'	tha'	face.	Lord	knows	how	tha'	come	here.	But	tha'rt	th'	poor	cripple."
Colin	forgot	 that	he	had	ever	had	a	back.	His	face	flushed	scarlet	and	he	sat

bolt	upright.
"I'm	not	a	cripple!"	he	cried	out	furiously.	"I'm	not!"
"He's	not!"	cried	Mary,	almost	shouting	up	the	wall	in	her	fierce	indignation.

"He's	 not	 got	 a	 lump	as	 big	 as	 a	 pin!	 I	 looked	 and	 there	was	none	 there—not
one!"
Ben	Weatherstaff	passed	his	hand	over	his	forehead	again	and	gazed	as	if	he

could	 never	 gaze	 enough.	His	 hand	 shook	 and	 his	mouth	 shook	 and	 his	 voice
shook.	He	was	 an	 ignorant	 old	man	 and	 a	 tactless	 old	man	 and	he	 could	only
remember	the	things	he	had	heard.
"Tha'—tha'	hasn't	got	a	crooked	back?"	he	said	hoarsely.
"No!"	shouted	Colin.
"Tha'—tha'	hasn't	got	crooked	legs?"	quavered	Ben	more	hoarsely	yet.	It	was

too	 much.	 The	 strength	 which	 Colin	 usually	 threw	 into	 his	 tantrums	 rushed



through	him	now	in	a	new	way.	Never	yet	had	he	been	accused	of	crooked	legs
—even	in	whispers—and	the	perfectly	simple	belief	in	their	existence	which	was
revealed	by	Ben	Weatherstaff's	voice	was	more	than	Rajah	flesh	and	blood	could
endure.	His	 anger	 and	 insulted	 pride	made	 him	 forget	 everything	 but	 this	 one
moment	 and	 filled	 him	 with	 a	 power	 he	 had	 never	 known	 before,	 an	 almost
unnatural	strength.
"Come	 here!"	 he	 shouted	 to	 Dickon,	 and	 he	 actually	 began	 to	 tear	 the

coverings	off	his	lower	limbs	and	disentangle	himself.	"Come	here!	Come	here!
This	minute!"
Dickon	was	by	his	side	 in	a	second.	Mary	caught	her	breath	 in	a	short	gasp

and	felt	herself	turn	pale.
"He	can	do	it!	He	can	do	it!	He	can	do	it!	He	can!"	she	gabbled	over	to	herself

under	her	breath	as	fast	as	ever	she	could.
There	was	a	brief	fierce	scramble,	the	rugs	were	tossed	on	the	ground,	Dickon

held	Colin's	arm,	 the	 thin	 legs	were	out,	 the	 thin	 feet	were	on	 the	grass.	Colin
was	 standing	 upright—upright—as	 straight	 as	 an	 arrow	 and	 looking	 strangely
tall—his	 head	 thrown	 back	 and	 his	 strange	 eyes	 flashing	 lightning.	 "Look	 at
me!"	he	flung	up	at	Ben	Weatherstaff.	"Just	look	at	me—you!	Just	look	at	me!"
"He's	 as	 straight	 as	 I	 am!"	 cried	 Dickon.	 "He's	 as	 straight	 as	 any	 lad	 i'

Yorkshire!"
What	Ben	Weatherstaff	did	Mary	thought	queer	beyond	measure.	He	choked

and	 gulped	 and	 suddenly	 tears	 ran	 down	 his	 weather-wrinkled	 cheeks	 as	 he
struck	his	old	hands	together.
"Eh!"	he	burst	forth,	"th'	lies	folk	tells!	Tha'rt	as	thin	as	a	lath	an'	as	white	as	a

wraith,	but	there's	not	a	knob	on	thee.	Tha'lt	make	a	mon	yet.	God	bless	thee!"
Dickon	held	Colin's	arm	strongly	but	the	boy	had	not	begun	to	falter.	He	stood

straighter	and	straighter	and	looked	Ben	Weatherstaff	in	the	face.
"I'm	your	master,"	he	said,	"when	my	father	is	away.	And	you	are	to	obey	me.

This	 is	my	garden.	Don't	dare	 to	say	a	word	about	 it!	You	get	down	from	that
ladder	and	go	out	to	the	Long	Walk	and	Miss	Mary	will	meet	you	and	bring	you
here.	I	want	to	talk	to	you.	We	did	not	want	you,	but	now	you	will	have	to	be	in
the	secret.	Be	quick!"
Ben	Weatherstaff's	crabbed	old	face	was	still	wet	with	that	one	queer	rush	of

tears.	It	seemed	as	if	he	could	not	take	his	eyes	from	thin	straight	Colin	standing
on	his	feet	with	his	head	thrown	back.
"Eh!	lad,"	he	almost	whispered.	"Eh!	my	lad!"	And	then	remembering	himself

he	suddenly	touched	his	hat	gardener	fashion	and	said,	"Yes,	sir!	Yes,	sir!"	and
obediently	disappeared	as	he	descended	the	ladder.



Chapter		22	
When	the	sun	went	down
When	his	head	was	out	of	sight	Colin	turned	to	Mary.
"Go	and	meet	him,"	he	said;	and	Mary	flew	across	the	grass	to	the	door	under

the	ivy.
Dickon	was	watching	 him	with	 sharp	 eyes.	 There	were	 scarlet	 spots	 on	 his

cheeks	and	he	looked	amazing,	but	he	showed	no	signs	of	falling.
"I	 can	 stand,"	 he	 said,	 and	 his	 head	 was	 still	 held	 up	 and	 he	 said	 it	 quite

grandly.
"I	told	thee	tha'	could	as	soon	as	tha'	stopped	bein'	afraid,"	answered	Dickon.

"An'	tha's	stopped."
"Yes,	I've	stopped,"	said	Colin.
Then	suddenly	he	remembered	something	Mary	had	said.
"Are	you	making	Magic?"	he	asked	sharply.
Dickon's	curly	mouth	spread	in	a	cheerful	grin.
"Tha's	doin'	Magic	thysel',"	he	said.	"It's	same	Magic	as	made	these	'ere	work

out	o'	 th'	earth,"	and	he	touched	with	his	thick	boot	a	clump	of	crocuses	in	the
grass.	Colin	looked	down	at	them.
"Aye,"	he	said	slowly,	"there	couldna'	be	bigger	Magic	than	that	there—there

couldna'	be."
He	drew	himself	up	straighter	than	ever.
"I'm	going	to	walk	to	that	tree,"	he	said,	pointing	to	one	a	few	feet	away	from

him.	"I'm	going	to	be	standing	when	Weatherstaff	comes	here.	I	can	rest	against
the	tree	if	I	like.	When	I	want	to	sit	down	I	will	sit	down,	but	not	before.	Bring	a
rug	from	the	chair."
He	walked	 to	 the	 tree	 and	 though	Dickon	 held	 his	 arm	he	was	wonderfully

steady.	 When	 he	 stood	 against	 the	 tree	 trunk	 it	 was	 not	 too	 plain	 that	 he
supported	himself	against	it,	and	he	still	held	himself	so	straight	that	he	looked
tall.
When	 Ben	 Weatherstaff	 came	 through	 the	 door	 in	 the	 wall	 he	 saw	 him

standing	there	and	he	heard	Mary	muttering	something	under	her	breath.
"What	art	sayin'?"	he	asked	rather	testily	because	he	did	not	want	his	attention

distracted	from	the	long	thin	straight	boy	figure	and	proud	face.



But	she	did	not	tell	him.	What	she	was	saying	was	this:
"You	can	do	it!	You	can	do	it!	I	told	you	you	could!	You	can	do	it!	You	can	do

it!	You	can!"	She	was	saying	it	to	Colin	because	she	wanted	to	make	Magic	and
keep	him	on	his	feet	looking	like	that.	She	could	not	bear	that	he	should	give	in
before	 Ben	 Weatherstaff.	 He	 did	 not	 give	 in.	 She	 was	 uplifted	 by	 a	 sudden
feeling	that	he	looked	quite	beautiful	in	spite	of	his	thinness.	He	fixed	his	eyes
on	Ben	Weatherstaff	in	his	funny	imperious	way.
"Look	 at	 me!"	 he	 commanded.	 "Look	 at	 me	 all	 over!	 Am	 I	 a	 hunchback?

Have	I	got	crooked	legs?"
Ben	Weatherstaff	had	not	quite	got	over	his	emotion,	but	he	had	recovered	a

little	and	answered	almost	in	his	usual	way.
"Not	 tha',"	 he	 said.	 "Nowt	 o'	 th'	 sort.	What's	 tha'	 been	 doin'	 with	 thysel'—

hidin'	out	o'	sight	an'	lettin'	folk	think	tha'	was	cripple	an'	half-witted?"
"Half-witted!"	said	Colin	angrily.	"Who	thought	that?"
"Lots	o'	fools,"	said	Ben.	"Th'	world's	full	o'	jackasses	brayin'	an'	they	never

bray	nowt	but	lies.	What	did	tha'	shut	thysel'	up	for?"
"Everyone	thought	I	was	going	to	die,"	said	Colin	shortly.	"I'm	not!"
And	he	said	it	with	such	decision	Ben	Weatherstaff	looked	him	over,	up	and

down,	down	and	up.
"Tha'	die!"	he	said	with	dry	exultation.	"Nowt	o'	th'	sort!	Tha's	got	too	much

pluck	 in	 thee.	When	 I	 seed	 thee	 put	 tha'	 legs	 on	 th'	 ground	 in	 such	 a	 hurry	 I
knowed	tha'	was	all	right.	Sit	thee	down	on	th'	rug	a	bit	young	Mester	an'	give
me	thy	orders."
There	was	a	queer	mixture	of	crabbed	tenderness	and	shrewd	understanding	in

his	manner.	Mary	 had	 poured	 out	 speech	 as	 rapidly	 as	 she	 could	 as	 they	 had
come	down	the	Long	Walk.	The	chief	thing	to	be	remembered,	she	had	told	him,
was	that	Colin	was	getting	well—getting	well.	The	garden	was	doing	it.	No	one
must	let	him	remember	about	having	humps	and	dying.
The	Rajah	condescended	to	seat	himself	on	a	rug	under	the	tree.
"What	work	do	you	do	in	the	gardens,	Weatherstaff?"	he	inquired.
"Anythin'	I'm	told	to	do,"	answered	old	Ben.	"I'm	kep'	on	by	favor—because

she	liked	me."
"She?"	said	Colin.
"Tha'	mother,"	answered	Ben	Weatherstaff.
"My	mother?"	 said	 Colin,	 and	 he	 looked	 about	 him	 quietly.	 "This	 was	 her

garden,	wasn't	it?"
"Aye,	 it	 was	 that!"	 and	 Ben	Weatherstaff	 looked	 about	 him	 too.	 "She	were

main	fond	of	it."
"It	is	my	garden	now.	I	am	fond	of	it.	I	shall	come	here	every	day,"	announced



Colin.	 "But	 it	 is	 to	 be	 a	 secret.	My	orders	 are	 that	 no	 one	 is	 to	 know	 that	we
come	here.	Dickon	and	my	cousin	have	worked	and	made	it	come	alive.	I	shall
send	for	you	sometimes	to	help—but	you	must	come	when	no	one	can	see	you."
Ben	Weatherstaff's	face	twisted	itself	in	a	dry	old	smile.
"I've	come	here	before	when	no	one	saw	me,"	he	said.
"What!"	exclaimed	Colin.
"When?"
"Th'	last	time	I	was	here,"	rubbing	his	chin	and	looking	round,	"was	about	two

year'	ago."
"But	no	one	has	been	in	it	for	ten	years!"	cried	Colin.
"There	was	no	door!"
"I'm	no	one,"	said	old	Ben	dryly.	"An'	I	didn't	come	through	th'	door.	I	come

over	th'	wall.	Th'	rheumatics	held	me	back	th'	last	two	year'."
"Tha'	come	an'	did	a	bit	o'	prunin'!"	cried	Dickon.	"I	couldn't	make	out	how	it

had	been	done."
"She	was	so	fond	of	it—she	was!"	said	Ben	Weatherstaff	slowly.	"An'	she	was

such	a	pretty	young	thing.	She	says	to	me	once,	'Ben,'	says	she	laughin',	'if	ever
I'm	ill	or	if	I	go	away	you	must	take	care	of	my	roses.'	When	she	did	go	away	th'
orders	was	no	one	was	ever	to	come	nigh.	But	I	come,"	with	grumpy	obstinacy.
"Over	th'	wall	I	come—until	th'	rheumatics	stopped	me—an'	I	did	a	bit	o'	work
once	a	year.	She'd	gave	her	order	first."
"It	wouldn't	have	been	as	wick	as	it	is	if	tha'	hadn't	done	it,"	said	Dickon.	"I

did	wonder."
"I'm	glad	you	did	it,	Weatherstaff,"	said	Colin.	"You'll	know	how	to	keep	the

secret."
"Aye,	 I'll	 know,	 sir,"	 answered	 Ben.	 "An'	 it'll	 be	 easier	 for	 a	 man	 wi'

rheumatics	to	come	in	at	th'	door."
On	the	grass	near	 the	 tree	Mary	had	dropped	her	 trowel.	Colin	stretched	out

his	hand	and	took	it	up.	An	odd	expression	came	into	his	face	and	he	began	to
scratch	 at	 the	 earth.	 His	 thin	 hand	 was	 weak	 enough	 but	 presently	 as	 they
watched	 him—Mary	 with	 quite	 breathless	 interest—he	 drove	 the	 end	 of	 the
trowel	into	the	soil	and	turned	some	over.
"You	can	do	it!	You	can	do	it!"	said	Mary	to	herself.	"I	tell	you,	you	can!"
Dickon's	 round	 eyes	were	 full	 of	 eager	 curiousness	 but	 he	 said	 not	 a	word.

Ben	Weatherstaff	looked	on	with	interested	face.
Colin	 persevered.	 After	 he	 had	 turned	 a	 few	 trowelfuls	 of	 soil	 he	 spoke

exultantly	to	Dickon	in	his	best	Yorkshire.
"Tha'	 said	 as	 tha'd	 have	me	walkin'	 about	 here	 same	 as	 other	 folk—an'	 tha'

said	tha'd	have	me	diggin'.	I	thowt	tha'	was	just	leein'	to	please	me.	This	is	only



th'	first	day	an'	I've	walked—an'	here	I	am	diggin'."
Ben	Weatherstaff's	mouth	fell	open	again	when	he	heard	him,	but	he	ended	by

chuckling.
"Eh!"	he	said,	"that	sounds	as	if	tha'd	got	wits	enow.	Tha'rt	a	Yorkshire	lad	for

sure.	An'	tha'rt	diggin',	too.	How'd	tha'	like	to	plant	a	bit	o'	somethin'?	I	can	get
thee	a	rose	in	a	pot."
"Go	and	get	it!"	said	Colin,	digging	excitedly.	"Quick!	Quick!"
It	was	done	quickly	enough	indeed.	Ben	Weatherstaff	went	his	way	forgetting

rheumatics.	Dickon	took	his	spade	and	dug	the	hole	deeper	and	wider	than	a	new
digger	with	 thin	white	hands	could	make	 it.	Mary	slipped	out	 to	run	and	bring
back	a	watering-can.	When	Dickon	had	deepened	the	hole	Colin	went	on	turning
the	soft	earth	over	and	over.	He	looked	up	at	the	sky,	flushed	and	glowing	with
the	strangely	new	exercise,	slight	as	it	was.
"I	want	to	do	it	before	the	sun	goes	quite—quite	down,"	he	said.
Mary	thought	 that	perhaps	the	sun	held	back	a	few	minutes	 just	on	purpose.

Ben	Weatherstaff	 brought	 the	 rose	 in	 its	 pot	 from	 the	greenhouse.	He	hobbled
over	 the	 grass	 as	 fast	 as	 he	 could.	He	 had	 begun	 to	 be	 excited,	 too.	He	 knelt
down	by	the	hole	and	broke	the	pot	from	the	mould.
"Here,	 lad,"	 he	 said,	 handing	 the	 plant	 to	 Colin.	 "Set	 it	 in	 the	 earth	 thysel'

same	as	th'	king	does	when	he	goes	to	a	new	place."
The	thin	white	hands	shook	a	little	and	Colin's	flush	grew	deeper	as	he	set	the

rose	in	the	mould	and	held	it	while	old	Ben	made	firm	the	earth.	It	was	filled	in
and	pressed	down	and	made	steady.	Mary	was	leaning	forward	on	her	hands	and
knees.	Soot	had	flown	down	and	marched	forward	to	see	what	was	being	done.
Nut	and	Shell	chattered	about	it	from	a	cherry-tree.
"It's	planted!"	said	Colin	at	last.	"And	the	sun	is	only	slipping	over	the	edge.

Help	 me	 up,	 Dickon.	 I	 want	 to	 be	 standing	 when	 it	 goes.	 That's	 part	 of	 the
Magic."
And	Dickon	 helped	 him,	 and	 the	Magic—or	whatever	 it	was—so	gave	 him

strength	 that	 when	 the	 sun	 did	 slip	 over	 the	 edge	 and	 end	 the	 strange	 lovely
afternoon	for	them	there	he	actually	stood	on	his	two	feet—laughing.



Chapter		23	
Magic
Dr.	Craven	had	been	waiting	some	time	at	the	house	when	they	returned	to	it.	He
had	 indeed	 begun	 to	wonder	 if	 it	might	 not	 be	wise	 to	 send	 some	 one	 out	 to
explore	 the	 garden	paths.	When	Colin	was	 brought	 back	 to	 his	 room	 the	 poor
man	looked	him	over	seriously.
"You	 should	 not	 have	 stayed	 so	 long,"	 he	 said.	 "You	 must	 not	 overexert

yourself."
"I	am	not	tired	at	all,"	said	Colin.	"It	has	made	me	well.	Tomorrow	I	am	going

out	in	the	morning	as	well	as	in	the	afternoon."
"I	am	not	sure	that	I	can	allow	it,"	answered	Dr.	Craven.	"I	am	afraid	it	would

not	be	wise."
"It	 would	 not	 be	wise	 to	 try	 to	 stop	me,"	 said	 Colin	 quite	 seriously.	 "I	 am

going."
Even	Mary	had	found	out	that	one	of	Colin's	chief	peculiarities	was	that	he	did

not	know	 in	 the	 least	what	a	 rude	 little	brute	he	was	with	his	way	of	ordering
people	about.	He	had	 lived	on	a	sort	of	desert	 island	all	his	 life	and	as	he	had
been	the	king	of	it	he	had	made	his	own	manners	and	had	had	no	one	to	compare
himself	with.	Mary	had	 indeed	been	 rather	 like	 him	herself	 and	 since	 she	had
been	 at	Misselthwaite	had	gradually	discovered	 that	 her	 own	manners	had	not
been	 of	 the	 kind	 which	 is	 usual	 or	 popular.	 Having	 made	 this	 discovery	 she
naturally	thought	it	of	enough	interest	to	communicate	to	Colin.	So	she	sat	and
looked	at	him	curiously	for	a	few	minutes	after	Dr.	Craven	had	gone.	She	wanted
to	make	him	ask	her	why	she	was	doing	it	and	of	course	she	did.
"What	are	you	looking	at	me	for?"	he	said.
"I'm	thinking	that	I	am	rather	sorry	for	Dr.	Craven."
"So	am	I,"	said	Colin	calmly,	but	not	without	an	air	of	some	satisfaction.	"He

won't	get	Misselthwaite	at	all	now	I'm	not	going	to	die."
"I'm	sorry	for	him	because	of	that,	of	course,"	said	Mary,	"but	I	was	thinking

just	then	that	it	must	have	been	very	horrid	to	have	had	to	be	polite	for	ten	years
to	a	boy	who	was	always	rude.	I	would	never	have	done	it."
"Am	I	rude?"	Colin	inquired	undisturbedly.
"If	you	had	been	his	own	boy	and	he	had	been	a	slapping	sort	of	man,"	said



Mary,	"he	would	have	slapped	you."
"But	he	daren't,"	said	Colin.
"No,	he	daren't,"	answered	Mistress	Mary,	thinking	the	thing	out	quite	without

prejudice.	"Nobody	ever	dared	to	do	anything	you	didn't	like—because	you	were
going	to	die	and	things	like	that.	You	were	such	a	poor	thing."
"But,"	announced	Colin	stubbornly,	"I	am	not	going	to	be	a	poor	thing.	I	won't

let	people	think	I'm	one.	I	stood	on	my	feet	this	afternoon."
"It	 is	always	having	your	own	way	that	has	made	you	so	queer,"	Mary	went

on,	thinking	aloud.
Colin	turned	his	head,	frowning.
"Am	I	queer?"	he	demanded.
"Yes,"	answered	Mary,	"very.	But	you	needn't	be	cross,"	she	added	impartially,

"because	so	am	I	queer—and	so	is	Ben	Weatherstaff.	But	I	am	not	as	queer	as	I
was	before	I	began	to	like	people	and	before	I	found	the	garden."
"I	don't	want	to	be	queer,"	said	Colin.	"I	am	not	going	to	be,"	and	he	frowned

again	with	determination.
He	was	a	very	proud	boy.	He	lay	thinking	for	a	while	and	then	Mary	saw	his

beautiful	smile	begin	and	gradually	change	his	whole	face.
"I	shall	stop	being	queer,"	he	said,	"if	I	go	every	day	to	the	garden.	There	is

Magic	 in	 there—good	Magic,	you	know,	Mary.	 I	am	sure	 there	 is."	"So	am	I,"
said	Mary.
"Even	 if	 it	 isn't	 real	Magic,"	Colin	said,	 "we	can	pretend	 it	 is.	Something	 is

there—something!"
"It's	Magic,"	said	Mary,	"but	not	black.	It's	as	white	as	snow."
They	always	called	 it	Magic	and	 indeed	 it	 seemed	 like	 it	 in	 the	months	 that

followed—the	wonderful	months—the	radiant	months—the	amazing	ones.	Oh!
the	 things	which	happened	in	 that	garden!	If	you	have	never	had	a	garden	you
cannot	 understand,	 and	 if	 you	have	 had	 a	 garden	you	will	 know	 that	 it	would
take	a	whole	book	to	describe	all	that	came	to	pass	there.	At	first	it	seemed	that
green	things	would	never	cease	pushing	their	way	through	the	earth,	in	the	grass,
in	 the	 beds,	 even	 in	 the	 crevices	 of	 the	walls.	Then	 the	 green	 things	 began	 to
show	buds	 and	 the	buds	began	 to	unfurl	 and	 show	color,	 every	 shade	of	blue,
every	shade	of	purple,	every	tint	and	hue	of	crimson.	In	its	happy	days	flowers
had	been	tucked	away	into	every	inch	and	hole	and	corner.	Ben	Weatherstaff	had
seen	it	done	and	had	himself	scraped	out	mortar	from	between	the	bricks	of	the
wall	and	made	pockets	of	earth	 for	 lovely	clinging	 things	 to	grow	on.	 Iris	and
white	 lilies	 rose	 out	 of	 the	 grass	 in	 sheaves,	 and	 the	 green	 alcoves	 filled
themselves	 with	 amazing	 armies	 of	 the	 blue	 and	 white	 flower	 lances	 of	 tall
delphiniums	or	columbines	or	campanulas.



"She	was	main	 fond	 o'	 them—she	was,"	 Ben	Weatherstaff	 said.	 "She	 liked
them	things	as	was	allus	pointin'	up	to	th'	blue	sky,	she	used	to	tell.	Not	as	she
was	one	o'	them	as	looked	down	on	th'	earth—not	her.	She	just	loved	it	but	she
said	as	th'	blue	sky	allus	looked	so	joyful."
The	seeds	Dickon	and	Mary	had	planted	grew	as	 if	 fairies	had	 tended	 them.

Satiny	 poppies	 of	 all	 tints	 danced	 in	 the	 breeze	 by	 the	 score,	 gaily	 defying
flowers	which	had	lived	in	the	garden	for	years	and	which	it	might	be	confessed
seemed	rather	to	wonder	how	such	new	people	had	got	there.	And	the	roses—the
roses!	 Rising	 out	 of	 the	 grass,	 tangled	 round	 the	 sun-dial,	 wreathing	 the	 tree
trunks	 and	 hanging	 from	 their	 branches,	 climbing	 up	 the	walls	 and	 spreading
over	them	with	long	garlands	falling	in	cascades—they	came	alive	day	by	day,
hour	by	hour.	Fair	fresh	leaves,	and	buds—and	buds—tiny	at	first	but	swelling
and	working	Magic	until	 they	burst	 and	uncurled	 into	 cups	of	 scent	 delicately
spilling	themselves	over	their	brims	and	filling	the	garden	air.
Colin	saw	it	all,	watching	each	change	as	it	took	place.	Every	morning	he	was

brought	 out	 and	 every	 hour	 of	 each	 day	 when	 it	 didn't	 rain	 he	 spent	 in	 the
garden.	Even	gray	days	pleased	him.	He	would	lie	on	the	grass	"watching	things
growing,"	he	said.	If	you	watched	long	enough,	he	declared,	you	could	see	buds
unsheath	 themselves.	 Also	 you	 could	 make	 the	 acquaintance	 of	 strange	 busy
insect	 things	 running	about	on	various	unknown	but	 evidently	 serious	 errands,
sometimes	carrying	tiny	scraps	of	straw	or	feather	or	food,	or	climbing	blades	of
grass	 as	 if	 they	were	 trees	 from	whose	 tops	one	 could	 look	out	 to	 explore	 the
country.	A	mole	throwing	up	its	mound	at	the	end	of	its	burrow	and	making	its
way	out	at	last	with	the	long-nailed	paws	which	looked	so	like	elfish	hands,	had
absorbed	him	one	whole	morning.	Ants'	ways,	beetles'	ways,	bees'	ways,	frogs'
ways,	 birds'	 ways,	 plants'	 ways,	 gave	 him	 a	 new	 world	 to	 explore	 and	 when
Dickon	 revealed	 them	 all	 and	 added	 foxes'	 ways,	 otters'	 ways,	 ferrets'	 ways,
squirrels'	ways,	and	trout'	and	water-rats'	and	badgers'	ways,	there	was	no	end	to
the	things	to	talk	about	and	think	over.
And	this	was	not	the	half	of	the	Magic.	The	fact	that	he	had	really	once	stood

on	his	feet	had	set	Colin	thinking	tremendously	and	when	Mary	told	him	of	the
spell	she	had	worked	he	was	excited	and	approved	of	it	greatly.	He	talked	of	it
constantly.
"Of	course	there	must	be	lots	of	Magic	in	the	world,"	he	said	wisely	one	day,

"but	people	don't	know	what	it	is	like	or	how	to	make	it.	Perhaps	the	beginning
is	just	to	say	nice	things	are	going	to	happen	until	you	make	them	happen.	I	am
going	to	try	and	experiment."
The	next	morning	when	they	went	to	the	secret	garden	he	sent	at	once	for	Ben

Weatherstaff.	Ben	came	as	quickly	as	he	could	and	found	the	Rajah	standing	on



his	feet	under	a	tree	and	looking	very	grand	but	also	very	beautifully	smiling.
"Good	morning,	Ben	Weatherstaff,"	he	said.	"I	want	you	and	Dickon	and	Miss

Mary	to	stand	in	a	row	and	listen	to	me	because	I	am	going	to	tell	you	something
very	important."
"Aye,	 aye,	 sir!"	 answered	Ben	Weatherstaff,	 touching	 his	 forehead.	 (One	 of

the	long	concealed	charms	of	Ben	Weatherstaff	was	that	in	his	boyhood	he	had
once	run	away	to	sea	and	had	made	voyages.	So	he	could	reply	like	a	sailor.)
"I	 am	 going	 to	 try	 a	 scientific	 experiment,"	 explained	 the	 Rajah.	 "When	 I

grow	up	I	am	going	to	make	great	scientific	discoveries	and	I	am	going	to	begin
now	with	this	experiment."
"Aye,	aye,	sir!"	said	Ben	Weatherstaff	promptly,	though	this	was	the	first	time

he	had	heard	of	great	scientific	discoveries.
It	was	the	first	time	Mary	had	heard	of	them,	either,	but	even	at	this	stage	she

had	begun	 to	 realize	 that,	queer	as	he	was,	Colin	had	 read	about	a	great	many
singular	things	and	was	somehow	a	very	convincing	sort	of	boy.	When	he	held
up	his	head	and	fixed	his	strange	eyes	on	you	it	seemed	as	if	you	believed	him
almost	in	spite	of	yourself	though	he	was	only	ten	years	old—going	on	eleven.
At	 this	 moment	 he	 was	 especially	 convincing	 because	 he	 suddenly	 felt	 the
fascination	of	actually	making	a	sort	of	speech	like	a	grown-up	person.
"The	great	 scientific	 discoveries	 I	 am	going	 to	make,"	 he	went	 on,	 "will	 be

about	Magic.	Magic	is	a	great	thing	and	scarcely	any	one	knows	anything	about
it	except	a	few	people	in	old	books—and	Mary	a	little,	because	she	was	born	in
India	where	 there	are	fakirs.	 I	believe	Dickon	knows	some	Magic,	but	perhaps
he	doesn't	know	he	knows	it.	He	charms	animals	and	people.	I	would	never	have
let	him	come	to	see	me	if	he	had	not	been	an	animal	charmer—which	is	a	boy
charmer,	too,	because	a	boy	is	an	animal.	I	am	sure	there	is	Magic	in	everything,
only	we	have	not	sense	enough	to	get	hold	of	it	and	make	it	do	things	for	us—
like	electricity	and	horses	and	steam."
This	 sounded	 so	 imposing	 that	 Ben	Weatherstaff	 became	 quite	 excited	 and

really	could	not	keep	still.	"Aye,	aye,	sir,"	he	said	and	he	began	to	stand	up	quite
straight.
"When	Mary	 found	 this	 garden	 it	 looked	 quite	 dead,"	 the	 orator	 proceeded.

"Then	something	began	pushing	things	up	out	of	the	soil	and	making	things	out
of	 nothing.	 One	 day	 things	 weren't	 there	 and	 another	 they	 were.	 I	 had	 never
watched	 things	 before	 and	 it	made	me	 feel	 very	 curious.	 Scientific	 people	 are
always	curious	and	I	am	going	to	be	scientific.	I	keep	saying	to	myself,	'What	is
it?	What	is	it?'	It's	something.	It	can't	be	nothing!	I	don't	know	its	name	so	I	call
it	Magic.	 I	 have	 never	 seen	 the	 sun	 rise	 but	Mary	 and	Dickon	 have	 and	 from
what	they	tell	me	I	am	sure	that	is	Magic	too.	Something	pushes	it	up	and	draws



it.	Sometimes	since	I've	been	in	the	garden	I've	looked	up	through	the	trees	at	the
sky	 and	 I	 have	 had	 a	 strange	 feeling	 of	 being	 happy	 as	 if	 something	 were
pushing	and	drawing	in	my	chest	and	making	me	breathe	fast.	Magic	is	always
pushing	and	drawing	and	making	things	out	of	nothing.	Everything	is	made	out
of	Magic,	 leaves	 and	 trees,	 flowers	 and	birds,	 badgers	 and	 foxes	 and	 squirrels
and	people.	So	 it	must	be	all	 around	us.	 In	 this	garden—in	all	 the	places.	The
Magic	in	this	garden	has	made	me	stand	up	and	know	I	am	going	to	live	to	be	a
man.	I	am	going	to	make	the	scientific	experiment	of	trying	to	get	some	and	put
it	 in	myself	and	make	 it	push	and	draw	me	and	make	me	strong.	 I	don't	know
how	to	do	it	but	I	think	that	if	you	keep	thinking	about	it	and	calling	it	perhaps	it
will	come.	Perhaps	that	is	the	first	baby	way	to	get	it.	When	I	was	going	to	try	to
stand	that	first	time	Mary	kept	saying	to	herself	as	fast	as	she	could,	'You	can	do
it!	You	can	do	it!'	and	I	did.	I	had	to	try	myself	at	the	same	time,	of	course,	but
her	Magic	helped	me—and	so	did	Dickon's.	Every	morning	and	evening	and	as
often	 in	 the	 daytime	 as	 I	 can	 remember	 I	 am	 going	 to	 say,	 'Magic	 is	 in	 me!
Magic	 is	making	me	well!	 I	 am	going	 to	be	 as	 strong	as	Dickon,	 as	 strong	as
Dickon!'	And	you	must	all	do	it,	too.	That	is	my	experiment	Will	you	help,	Ben
Weatherstaff?"
"Aye,	aye,	sir!"	said	Ben	Weatherstaff.	"Aye,	aye!"
"If	 you	keep	doing	 it	 every	day	 as	 regularly	 as	 soldiers	go	 through	drill	we

shall	 see	what	will	 happen	 and	 find	out	 if	 the	 experiment	 succeeds.	You	 learn
things	by	saying	them	over	and	over	and	thinking	about	them	until	they	stay	in
your	mind	forever	and	I	think	it	will	be	the	same	with	Magic.	If	you	keep	calling
it	to	come	to	you	and	help	you	it	will	get	to	be	part	of	you	and	it	will	stay	and	do
things."	"I	once	heard	an	officer	 in	 India	 tell	my	mother	 that	 there	were	 fakirs
who	said	words	over	and	over	thousands	of	times,"	said	Mary.
"I've	heard	Jem	Fettleworth's	wife	say	th'	same	thing	over	thousands	o'	times

—callin'	 Jem	 a	 drunken	 brute,"	 said	 Ben	 Weatherstaff	 dryly.	 "Summat	 allus
come	o'	that,	sure	enough.	He	gave	her	a	good	hidin'	an'	went	to	th'	Blue	Lion	an'
got	as	drunk	as	a	lord."
Colin	drew	his	brows	 together	 and	 thought	 a	 few	minutes.	Then	he	cheered

up.
"Well,"	he	said,	"you	see	something	did	come	of	it.	She	used	the	wrong	Magic

until	 she	 made	 him	 beat	 her.	 If	 she'd	 used	 the	 right	 Magic	 and	 had	 said
something	nice	perhaps	he	wouldn't	have	got	as	drunk	as	a	lord	and	perhaps—
perhaps	he	might	have	bought	her	a	new	bonnet."
Ben	Weatherstaff	chuckled	and	 there	was	shrewd	admiration	 in	his	 little	old

eyes.
"Tha'rt	a	clever	 lad	as	well	as	a	 straight-legged	one,	Mester	Colin,"	he	said.



"Next	time	I	see	Bess	Fettleworth	I'll	give	her	a	bit	of	a	hint	o'	what	Magic	will
do	for	her.	She'd	be	rare	an'	pleased	if	th'	sinetifik	'speriment	worked—an'	so	'ud
Jem."
Dickon	had	stood	listening	to	the	lecture,	his	round	eyes	shining	with	curious

delight.	 Nut	 and	 Shell	 were	 on	 his	 shoulders	 and	 he	 held	 a	 long-eared	 white
rabbit	in	his	arm	and	stroked	and	stroked	it	softly	while	it	laid	its	ears	along	its
back	and	enjoyed	itself.
"Do	you	think	the	experiment	will	work?"	Colin	asked	him,	wondering	what

he	was	thinking.	He	so	often	wondered	what	Dickon	was	thinking	when	he	saw
him	looking	at	him	or	at	one	of	his	"creatures"	with	his	happy	wide	smile.
He	smiled	now	and	his	smile	was	wider	than	usual.
"Aye,"	he	answered,	 "that	 I	do.	 It'll	work	 same	as	 th'	 seeds	do	when	 th'	 sun

shines	on	'em.	It'll	work	for	sure.	Shall	us	begin	it	now?"
Colin	 was	 delighted	 and	 so	 was	Mary.	 Fired	 by	 recollections	 of	 fakirs	 and

devotees	 in	 illustrations	 Colin	 suggested	 that	 they	 should	 all	 sit	 cross-legged
under	the	tree	which	made	a	canopy.
"It	will	be	like	sitting	in	a	sort	of	temple,"	said	Colin.	"I'm	rather	tired	and	I

want	to	sit	down."
"Eh!"	said	Dickon,	"tha'	mustn't	begin	by	sayin'	 tha'rt	 tired.	Tha'	might	spoil

th'	Magic."
Colin	turned	and	looked	at	him—into	his	innocent	round	eyes.
"That's	true,"	he	said	slowly.	"I	must	only	think	of	the	Magic."	It	all	seemed

most	 majestic	 and	 mysterious	 when	 they	 sat	 down	 in	 their	 circle.	 Ben
Weatherstaff	 felt	 as	 if	 he	 had	 somehow	 been	 led	 into	 appearing	 at	 a	 prayer-
meeting.	 Ordinarily	 he	was	 very	 fixed	 in	 being	what	 he	 called	 "agen'	 prayer-
meetin's"	 but	 this	 being	 the	Rajah's	 affair	 he	 did	 not	 resent	 it	 and	was	 indeed
inclined	 to	 be	 gratified	 at	 being	 called	 upon	 to	 assist.	 Mistress	 Mary	 felt
solemnly	 enraptured.	Dickon	 held	 his	 rabbit	 in	 his	 arm,	 and	 perhaps	 he	made
some	charmer's	signal	no	one	heard,	for	when	he	sat	down,	cross-legged	like	the
rest,	 the	 crow,	 the	 fox,	 the	 squirrels	 and	 the	 lamb	 slowly	drew	near	 and	made
part	of	the	circle,	settling	each	into	a	place	of	rest	as	if	of	their	own	desire.
"The	'creatures'	have	come,"	said	Colin	gravely.	"They	want	to	help	us."
Colin	really	looked	quite	beautiful,	Mary	thought.	He	held	his	head	high	as	if

he	 felt	 like	a	sort	of	priest	and	his	strange	eyes	had	a	wonderful	 look	 in	 them.
The	light	shone	on	him	through	the	tree	canopy.
"Now	we	will	begin,"	he	said.	"Shall	we	sway	backward	and	forward,	Mary,

as	if	we	were	dervishes?"
"I	canna'	do	no	swayin'	back'ard	and	for'ard,"	said	Ben	Weatherstaff.	"I've	got

th'	rheumatics."



"The	Magic	will	 take	 them	away,"	said	Colin	 in	a	High	Priest	 tone,	"but	we
won't	sway	until	it	has	done	it.	We	will	only	chant."
"I	 canna'	do	no	chantin'"	 said	Ben	Weatherstaff	 a	 trifle	 testily.	 "They	 turned

me	out	o'	th'	church	choir	th'	only	time	I	ever	tried	it."
No	one	smiled.	They	were	all	too	much	in	earnest.	Colin's	face	was	not	even

crossed	by	a	shadow.	He	was	thinking	only	of	the	Magic.
"Then	I	will	chant,"	he	said.	And	he	began,	looking	like	a	strange	boy	spirit.

"The	 sun	 is	 shining—the	 sun	 is	 shining.	 That	 is	 the	 Magic.	 The	 flowers	 are
growing—the	roots	are	stirring.	That	 is	 the	Magic.	Being	alive	 is	 the	Magic—
being	strong	is	the	Magic.	The	Magic	is	in	me—the	Magic	is	in	me.	It	is	in	me—
it	is	in	me.	It's	in	every	one	of	us.	It's	in	Ben	Weatherstaff's	back.	Magic!	Magic!
Come	and	help!"
He	 said	 it	 a	 great	 many	 times—not	 a	 thousand	 times	 but	 quite	 a	 goodly

number.	 Mary	 listened	 entranced.	 She	 felt	 as	 if	 it	 were	 at	 once	 queer	 and
beautiful	and	she	wanted	him	to	go	on	and	on.	Ben	Weatherstaff	began	 to	 feel
soothed	 into	 a	 sort	 of	 dream	which	was	 quite	 agreeable.	 The	 humming	 of	 the
bees	in	the	blossoms	mingled	with	the	chanting	voice	and	drowsily	melted	into	a
doze.	 Dickon	 sat	 cross-legged	 with	 his	 rabbit	 asleep	 on	 his	 arm	 and	 a	 hand
resting	on	the	lamb's	back.	Soot	had	pushed	away	a	squirrel	and	huddled	close	to
him	on	his	shoulder,	the	gray	film	dropped	over	his	eyes.	At	last	Colin	stopped.
"Now	I	am	going	to	walk	round	the	garden,"	he	announced.
Ben	Weatherstaff's	head	had	just	dropped	forward	and	he	lifted	it	with	a	jerk.
"You	have	been	asleep,"	said	Colin.
"Nowt	o'	th'	sort,"	mumbled	Ben.	"Th'	sermon	was	good	enow—but	I'm	bound

to	get	out	afore	th'	collection."
He	was	not	quite	awake	yet.
"You're	not	in	church,"	said	Colin.
"Not	me,"	said	Ben,	straightening	himself.	"Who	said	I	were?	I	heard	every	bit

of	it.	You	said	th'	Magic	was	in	my	back.	Th'	doctor	calls	it	rheumatics."
The	Rajah	waved	his	hand.
"That	 was	 the	 wrong	 Magic,"	 he	 said.	 "You	 will	 get	 better.	 You	 have	 my

permission	to	go	to	your	work.	But	come	back	tomorrow."
"I'd	like	to	see	thee	walk	round	the	garden,"	grunted	Ben.
It	was	not	an	unfriendly	grunt,	but	it	was	a	grunt.	In	fact,	being	a	stubborn	old

party	and	not	having	entire	 faith	 in	Magic	he	had	made	up	his	mind	 that	 if	he
were	 sent	 away	 he	 would	 climb	 his	 ladder	 and	 look	 over	 the	 wall	 so	 that	 he
might	be	ready	to	hobble	back	if	there	were	any	stumbling.
The	Rajah	did	not	object	to	his	staying	and	so	the	procession	was	formed.	It

really	did	look	like	a	procession.	Colin	was	at	its	head	with	Dickon	on	one	side



and	Mary	 on	 the	 other.	 Ben	Weatherstaff	 walked	 behind,	 and	 the	 "creatures"
trailed	after	them,	the	lamb	and	the	fox	cub	keeping	close	to	Dickon,	the	white
rabbit	hopping	along	or	stopping	to	nibble	and	Soot	following	with	the	solemnity
of	a	person	who	felt	himself	in	charge.
It	was	a	procession	which	moved	slowly	but	with	dignity.	Every	few	yards	it

stopped	 to	 rest.	 Colin	 leaned	 on	Dickon's	 arm	 and	 privately	Ben	Weatherstaff
kept	a	sharp	lookout,	but	now	and	then	Colin	took	his	hand	from	its	support	and
walked	a	few	steps	alone.	His	head	was	held	up	all	the	time	and	he	looked	very
grand.
"The	Magic	is	in	me!"	he	kept	saying.	"The	Magic	is	making	me	strong!	I	can

feel	it!	I	can	feel	it!"
It	seemed	very	certain	that	something	was	upholding	and	uplifting	him.	He	sat

on	 the	 seats	 in	 the	 alcoves,	 and	 once	 or	 twice	 he	 sat	 down	 on	 the	 grass	 and
several	times	he	paused	in	the	path	and	leaned	on	Dickon,	but	he	would	not	give
up	until	he	had	gone	all	round	the	garden.	When	he	returned	to	the	canopy	tree
his	cheeks	were	flushed	and	he	looked	triumphant.
"I	did	it!	The	Magic	worked!"	he	cried.	"That	is	my	first	scientific	discovery.".
"What	will	Dr.	Craven	say?"	broke	out	Mary.
"He	won't	say	anything,"	Colin	answered,	"because	he	will	not	be	told.	This	is

to	be	the	biggest	secret	of	all.	No	one	is	to	know	anything	about	it	until	I	have
grown	so	 strong	 that	 I	 can	walk	and	 run	 like	any	other	boy.	 I	 shall	 come	here
every	 day	 in	 my	 chair	 and	 I	 shall	 be	 taken	 back	 in	 it.	 I	 won't	 have	 people
whispering	and	asking	questions	and	I	won't	let	my	father	hear	about	it	until	the
experiment	 has	 quite	 succeeded.	 Then	 sometime	 when	 he	 comes	 back	 to
Misselthwaite	I	shall	just	walk	into	his	study	and	say	'Here	I	am;	I	am	like	any
other	boy.	 I	 am	quite	well	 and	 I	 shall	 live	 to	be	a	man.	 It	 has	been	done	by	a
scientific	experiment.'"
"He	will	think	he	is	in	a	dream,"	cried	Mary.	"He	won't	believe	his	eyes."
Colin	flushed	triumphantly.	He	had	made	himself	believe	that	he	was	going	to

get	well,	which	was	really	more	than	half	the	battle,	if	he	had	been	aware	of	it.
And	the	thought	which	stimulated	him	more	than	any	other	was	this	imagining
what	 his	 father	 would	 look	 like	 when	 he	 saw	 that	 he	 had	 a	 son	 who	 was	 as
straight	 and	 strong	 as	 other	 fathers'	 sons.	 One	 of	 his	 darkest	 miseries	 in	 the
unhealthy	morbid	past	days	had	been	his	hatred	of	being	a	sickly	weak-backed
boy	whose	father	was	afraid	to	look	at	him.
"He'll	be	obliged	to	believe	them,"	he	said.
"One	of	the	things	I	am	going	to	do,	after	the	Magic	works	and	before	I	begin

to	make	scientific	discoveries,	is	to	be	an	athlete."
"We	shall	have	thee	takin'	to	boxin'	in	a	week	or	so,"	said	Ben	Weatherstaff.



"Tha'lt	end	wi'	winnin'	th'	Belt	an'	bein'	champion	prize-fighter	of	all	England."
Colin	fixed	his	eyes	on	him	sternly.
"Weatherstaff,"	 he	 said,	 "that	 is	 disrespectful.	 You	 must	 not	 take	 liberties

because	you	are	in	the	secret.	However	much	the	Magic	works	I	shall	not	be	a
prize-fighter.	I	shall	be	a	Scientific	Discoverer."
"Ax	pardon—ax	pardon,	sir"	answered	Ben,	touching	his	forehead	in	salute.	"I

ought	to	have	seed	it	wasn't	a	jokin'	matter,"	but	his	eyes	twinkled	and	secretly
he	 was	 immensely	 pleased.	 He	 really	 did	 not	 mind	 being	 snubbed	 since	 the
snubbing	meant	that	the	lad	was	gaining	strength	and	spirit.



Chapter		24	
"Let	them	laugh"
The	secret	garden	was	not	the	only	one	Dickon	worked	in.	Round	the	cottage	on
the	moor	 there	was	a	piece	of	ground	enclosed	by	a	 low	wall	of	 rough	stones.
Early	in	the	morning	and	late	in	the	fading	twilight	and	on	all	the	days	Colin	and
Mary	 did	 not	 see	 him,	Dickon	worked	 there	 planting	 or	 tending	 potatoes	 and
cabbages,	 turnips	 and	 carrots	 and	 herbs	 for	 his	mother.	 In	 the	 company	of	 his
"creatures"	he	did	wonders	there	and	was	never	tired	of	doing	them,	it	seemed.
While	 he	 dug	or	weeded	he	whistled	 or	 sang	bits	 of	Yorkshire	moor	 songs	 or
talked	to	Soot	or	Captain	or	the	brothers	and	sisters	he	had	taught	to	help	him.
"We'd	never	get	on	as	comfortable	as	we	do,"	Mrs.	Sowerby	said,	"if	it	wasn't

for	Dickon's	garden.	Anything'll	grow	for	him.	His	'taters	and	cabbages	is	twice
th'	size	of	any	one	else's	an'	they've	got	a	flavor	with	'em	as	nobody's	has."
When	she	found	a	moment	to	spare	she	liked	to	go	out	and	talk	to	him.	After

supper	there	was	still	a	long	clear	twilight	to	work	in	and	that	was	her	quiet	time.
She	could	sit	upon	the	low	rough	wall	and	look	on	and	hear	stories	of	the	day.
She	loved	this	time.	There	were	not	only	vegetables	in	this	garden.	Dickon	had
bought	 penny	packages	 of	 flower	 seeds	 now	and	 then	 and	 sown	bright	 sweet-
scented	things	among	gooseberry	bushes	and	even	cabbages	and	he	grew	borders
of	mignonette	and	pinks	and	pansies	and	things	whose	seeds	he	could	save	year
after	year	or	whose	roots	would	bloom	each	spring	and	spread	in	time	into	fine
clumps.	The	low	wall	was	one	of	the	prettiest	things	in	Yorkshire	because	he	had
tucked	moorland	foxglove	and	ferns	and	rock-cress	and	hedgerow	flowers	 into
every	crevice	until	only	here	and	there	glimpses	of	the	stones	were	to	be	seen.
"All	a	chap's	got	 to	do	 to	make	 'em	 thrive,	mother,"	he	would	say,	"is	 to	be

friends	with	 'em	 for	 sure.	They're	 just	 like	 th'	 'creatures.'	 If	 they're	 thirsty	give
'em	drink	and	if	they're	hungry	give	'em	a	bit	o'	food.	They	want	to	live	same	as
we	do.	 If	 they	died	I	 should	 feel	as	 if	 I'd	been	a	bad	 lad	and	somehow	treated
them	heartless."
It	was	in	these	twilight	hours	that	Mrs.	Sowerby	heard	of	all	that	happened	at

Misselthwaite	Manor.	At	first	she	was	only	told	that	"Mester	Colin"	had	taken	a
fancy	to	going	out	 into	 the	grounds	with	Miss	Mary	and	that	 it	was	doing	him
good.	But	 it	was	 not	 long	 before	 it	was	 agreed	 between	 the	 two	 children	 that



Dickon's	mother	might	"come	into	the	secret."	Somehow	it	was	not	doubted	that
she	was	"safe	for	sure."
So	 one	 beautiful	 still	 evening	 Dickon	 told	 the	 whole	 story,	 with	 all	 the

thrilling	 details	 of	 the	 buried	 key	 and	 the	 robin	 and	 the	 gray	 haze	which	 had
seemed	like	deadness	and	the	secret	Mistress	Mary	had	planned	never	to	reveal.
The	 coming	 of	Dickon	 and	 how	 it	 had	 been	 told	 to	 him,	 the	 doubt	 of	Mester
Colin	 and	 the	 final	 drama	of	his	 introduction	 to	 the	hidden	domain,	 combined
with	 the	 incident	 of	 Ben	Weatherstaff's	 angry	 face	 peering	 over	 the	 wall	 and
Mester	 Colin's	 sudden	 indignant	 strength,	 made	 Mrs.	 Sowerby's	 nice-looking
face	quite	change	color	several	times.
"My	word!"	she	said.	"It	was	a	good	thing	that	 little	 lass	came	to	th'	Manor.

It's	 been	 th'	makin'	 o'	 her	 an'	 th'	 savin,	 o'	 him.	Standin'	 on	his	 feet!	An'	 us	 all
thinkin'	he	was	a	poor	half-witted	lad	with	not	a	straight	bone	in	him."
She	 asked	 a	 great	 many	 questions	 and	 her	 blue	 eyes	 were	 full	 of	 deep

thinking.
"What	 do	 they	make	 of	 it	 at	 th'	Manor—him	being	 so	well	 an'	 cheerful	 an'

never	 complainin'?"	 she	 inquired.	 "They	 don't	 know	 what	 to	 make	 of	 it,"
answered	Dickon.	"Every	day	as	comes	round	his	face	looks	different.	It's	fillin'
out	and	doesn't	look	so	sharp	an'	th'	waxy	color	is	goin'.	But	he	has	to	do	his	bit
o'	complainin',"	with	a	highly	entertained	grin.
"What	for,	i'	Mercy's	name?"	asked	Mrs.	Sowerby.
Dickon	chuckled.
"He	does	 it	 to	keep	 them	from	guessin'	what's	happened.	 If	 the	doctor	knew

he'd	 found	 out	 he	 could	 stand	 on	 his	 feet	 he'd	 likely	 write	 and	 tell	 Mester
Craven.	Mester	Colin's	savin'	th'	secret	to	tell	himself.	He's	goin'	to	practise	his
Magic	 on	 his	 legs	 every	 day	 till	 his	 father	 comes	 back	 an'	 then	 he's	 goin'	 to
march	into	his	room	an'	show	him	he's	as	straight	as	other	lads.	But	him	an'	Miss
Mary	thinks	it's	best	plan	to	do	a	bit	o'	groanin'	an'	frettin'	now	an'	then	to	throw
folk	off	th'	scent."
Mrs.	 Sowerby	 was	 laughing	 a	 low	 comfortable	 laugh	 long	 before	 he	 had

finished	his	last	sentence.
"Eh!"	she	said,	"that	pair's	enjoyin'	their-selves	I'll	warrant.	They'll	get	a	good

bit	o'	actin'	out	of	it	an'	there's	nothin'	children	likes	as	much	as	play	actin'.	Let's
hear	what	they	do,	Dickon	lad."	Dickon	stopped	weeding	and	sat	up	on	his	heels
to	tell	her.	His	eyes	were	twinkling	with	fun.
"Mester	 Colin	 is	 carried	 down	 to	 his	 chair	 every	 time	 he	 goes	 out,"	 he

explained.	 "An'	 he	 flies	 out	 at	 John,	 th'	 footman,	 for	 not	 carryin'	 him	 careful
enough.	He	makes	himself	as	helpless	lookin'	as	he	can	an'	never	lifts	his	head
until	we're	out	o'	sight	o'	th'	house.	An'	he	grunts	an'	frets	a	good	bit	when	he's



bein'	settled	into	his	chair.	Him	an'	Miss	Mary's	both	got	to	enjoyin'	it	an'	when
he	groans	an'	complains	she'll	say,	 'Poor	Colin!	Does	it	hurt	you	so	much?	Are
you	 so	weak	 as	 that,	 poor	Colin?'—but	 th'	 trouble	 is	 that	 sometimes	 they	 can
scarce	 keep	 from	burstin'	 out	 laughin'.	When	we	get	 safe	 into	 the	 garden	 they
laugh	till	they've	no	breath	left	to	laugh	with.	An'	they	have	to	stuff	their	faces
into	Mester	Colin's	cushions	to	keep	the	gardeners	from	hearin',	if	any	of,	'em's
about."
"Th'	 more	 they	 laugh	 th'	 better	 for	 'em!"	 said	Mrs.	 Sowerby,	 still	 laughing

herself.	"Good	healthy	child	laughin's	better	 than	pills	any	day	o'	 th'	year.	That
pair'll	plump	up	for	sure."
"They	 are	 plumpin'	 up,"	 said	Dickon.	 "They're	 that	 hungry	 they	don't	 know

how	 to	 get	 enough	 to	 eat	 without	 makin'	 talk.	Mester	 Colin	 says	 if	 he	 keeps
sendin'	 for	more	food	they	won't	believe	he's	an	invalid	at	all.	Miss	Mary	says
she'll	let	him	eat	her	share,	but	he	says	that	if	she	goes	hungry	she'll	get	thin	an'
they	mun	both	get	fat	at	once."
Mrs.	Sowerby	 laughed	so	heartily	at	 the	revelation	of	 this	difficulty	 that	she

quite	rocked	backward	and	forward	in	her	blue	cloak,	and	Dickon	laughed	with
her.
"I'll	 tell	 thee	 what,	 lad,"	 Mrs.	 Sowerby	 said	 when	 she	 could	 speak.	 "I've

thought	of	a	way	to	help	'em.	When	tha'	goes	to	'em	in	th'	mornin's	tha'	shall	take
a	pail	o'	good	new	milk	an'	I'll	bake	'em	a	crusty	cottage	loaf	or	some	buns	wi'
currants	 in	 'em,	 same	 as	 you	 children	 like.	Nothin's	 so	 good	 as	 fresh	milk	 an'
bread.	Then	they	could	take	off	th'	edge	o'	their	hunger	while	they	were	in	their
garden	an'	th,	fine	food	they	get	indoors	'ud	polish	off	th'	corners."
"Eh!	mother!"	said	Dickon	admiringly,	"what	a	wonder	 tha'	art!	Tha'	always

sees	a	way	out	o'	 things.	They	was	quite	 in	a	pother	yesterday.	They	didn't	see
how	 they	was	 to	manage	without	 orderin'	 up	more	 food—they	 felt	 that	 empty
inside."
"They're	two	young	'uns	growin'	fast,	an'	health's	comin'	back	to	both	of	'em.

Children	like	that	feels	like	young	wolves	an'	food's	flesh	an'	blood	to	'em,"	said
Mrs.	 Sowerby.	 Then	 she	 smiled	Dickon's	 own	 curving	 smile.	 "Eh!	 but	 they're
enjoyin'	theirselves	for	sure,"	she	said.
She	was	quite	right,	the	comfortable	wonderful	mother	creature—and	she	had

never	 been	more	 so	 than	when	 she	 said	 their	 "play	 actin'"	would	 be	 their	 joy.
Colin	and	Mary	found	it	one	of	their	most	thrilling	sources	of	entertainment.	The
idea	of	protecting	themselves	from	suspicion	had	been	unconsciously	suggested
to	them	first	by	the	puzzled	nurse	and	then	by	Dr.	Craven	himself.
"Your	appetite.	Is	improving	very	much,	Master	Colin,"	the	nurse	had	said	one

day.	"You	used	to	eat	nothing,	and	so	many	things	disagreed	with	you."



"Nothing	 disagrees	 with	 me	 now"	 replied	 Colin,	 and	 then	 seeing	 the	 nurse
looking	at	him	curiously	he	suddenly	remembered	that	perhaps	he	ought	not	to
appear	too	well	just	yet.	"At	least	things	don't	so	often	disagree	with	me.	It's	the
fresh	air."
"Perhaps	it	is,"	said	the	nurse,	still	looking	at	him	with	a	mystified	expression.

"But	I	must	talk	to	Dr.	Craven	about	it."
"How	she	stared	at	you!"	said	Mary	when	she	went	away.	"As	if	she	thought

there	must	be	something	to	find	out."
"I	won't	have	her	finding	out	things,"	said	Colin.	"No	one	must	begin	to	find

out	 yet."	 When	 Dr.	 Craven	 came	 that	 morning	 he	 seemed	 puzzled,	 also.	 He
asked	a	number	of	questions,	to	Colin's	great	annoyance.
"You	stay	out	in	the	garden	a	great	deal,"	he	suggested.	"Where	do	you	go?"
Colin	put	on	his	favorite	air	of	dignified	indifference	to	opinion.
"I	will	not	let	any	one	know	where	I	go,"	he	answered.	"I	go	to	a	place	I	like.

Every	one	has	orders	to	keep	out	of	the	way.	I	won't	be	watched	and	stared	at.
You	know	that!"
"You	seem	to	be	out	all	day	but	I	do	not	think	it	has	done	you	harm—I	do	not

think	 so.	 The	 nurse	 says	 that	 you	 eat	 much	 more	 than	 you	 have	 ever	 done
before."
"Perhaps,"	 said	 Colin,	 prompted	 by	 a	 sudden	 inspiration,	 "perhaps	 it	 is	 an

unnatural	appetite."
"I	do	not	 think	 so,	 as	your	 food	 seems	 to	agree	with	you,"	 said	Dr.	Craven.

"You	are	gaining	flesh	rapidly	and	your	color	is	better."
"Perhaps—perhaps	 I	 am	 bloated	 and	 feverish,"	 said	 Colin,	 assuming	 a

discouraging	 air	 of	 gloom.	 "People	 who	 are	 not	 going	 to	 live	 are	 often—
different."	 Dr.	 Craven	 shook	 his	 head.	 He	 was	 holding	 Colin's	 wrist	 and	 he
pushed	up	his	sleeve	and	felt	his	arm.
"You	 are	 not	 feverish,"	 he	 said	 thoughtfully,	 "and	 such	 flesh	 as	 you	 have

gained	 is	healthy.	 If	you	can	keep	 this	up,	my	boy,	we	need	not	 talk	of	dying.
Your	father	will	be	happy	to	hear	of	this	remarkable	improvement."
"I	won't	 have	 him	 told!"	Colin	 broke	 forth	 fiercely.	 "It	will	 only	 disappoint

him	if	 I	get	worse	again—and	I	may	get	worse	 this	very	night.	 I	might	have	a
raging	 fever.	 I	 feel	 as	 if	 I	might	 be	 beginning	 to	 have	 one	 now.	 I	won't	 have
letters	written	 to	my	 father—I	won't—I	won't!	You	 are	making	me	 angry	 and
you	know	that	 is	bad	for	me.	 I	 feel	hot	already.	 I	hate	being	written	about	and
being	talked	over	as	much	as	I	hate	being	stared	at!"
"Hush-h!	my	boy,"	Dr.	Craven	soothed	him.	"Nothing	shall	be	written	without

your	permission.	You	are	too	sensitive	about	things.	You	must	not	undo	the	good
which	has	been	done."



He	said	no	more	about	writing	to	Mr.	Craven	and	when	he	saw	the	nurse	he
privately	warned	her	that	such	a	possibility	must	not	be	mentioned	to	the	patient.
"The	 boy	 is	 extraordinarily	 better,"	 he	 said.	 "His	 advance	 seems	 almost

abnormal.	But	of	course	he	is	doing	now	of	his	own	free	will	what	we	could	not
make	him	do	before.	Still,	 he	 excites	 himself	 very	 easily	 and	nothing	must	 be
said	 to	 irritate	 him."	Mary	 and	 Colin	were	much	 alarmed	 and	 talked	 together
anxiously.	From	this	time	dated	their	plan	of	"play	actin'."
"I	may	be	obliged	to	have	a	tantrum,"	said	Colin	regretfully.	"I	don't	want	to

have	 one	 and	 I'm	 not	 miserable	 enough	 now	 to	 work	 myself	 into	 a	 big	 one.
Perhaps	I	couldn't	have	one	at	all.	That	lump	doesn't	come	in	my	throat	now	and
I	 keep	 thinking	 of	 nice	 things	 instead	 of	 horrible	 ones.	 But	 if	 they	 talk	 about
writing	to	my	father	I	shall	have	to	do	something."
He	made	up	his	mind	to	eat	less,	but	unfortunately	it	was	not	possible	to	carry

out	this	brilliant	idea	when	he	wakened	each	morning	with	an	amazing	appetite
and	 the	 table	 near	 his	 sofa	was	 set	with	 a	 breakfast	 of	 home-made	 bread	 and
fresh	 butter,	 snow-white	 eggs,	 raspberry	 jam	 and	 clotted	 cream.	Mary	 always
breakfasted	with	him	and	when	they	found	themselves	at	the	table—particularly
if	 there	were	delicate	slices	of	sizzling	ham	sending	forth	 tempting	odors	from
under	a	hot	silver	cover—they	would	look	into	each	other's	eyes	in	desperation.
"I	think	we	shall	have	to	eat	it	all	this	morning,	Mary,"	Colin	always	ended	by

saying.	"We	can	send	away	some	of	the	lunch	and	a	great	deal	of	the	dinner."
But	they	never	found	they	could	send	away	anything	and	the	highly	polished

condition	of	the	empty	plates	returned	to	the	pantry	awakened	much	comment.
"I	do	wish,"	Colin	would	say	also,	"I	do	wish	the	slices	of	ham	were	thicker,

and	one	muffin	each	is	not	enough	for	any	one."
"It's	enough	for	a	person	who	is	going	to	die,"	answered	Mary	when	first	she

heard	 this,	 "but	 it's	not	 enough	 for	a	person	who	 is	going	 to	 live.	 I	 sometimes
feel	as	if	I	could	eat	three	when	those	nice	fresh	heather	and	gorse	smells	from
the	moor	come	pouring	in	at	the	open	window."
The	 morning	 that	 Dickon—after	 they	 had	 been	 enjoying	 themselves	 in	 the

garden	for	about	two	hours—went	behind	a	big	rosebush	and	brought	forth	two
tin	pails	and	revealed	that	one	was	full	of	rich	new	milk	with	cream	on	the	top	of
it,	and	that	the	other	held	cottage-made	currant	buns	folded	in	a	clean	blue	and
white	napkin,	buns	so	carefully	tucked	in	that	they	were	still	hot,	there	was	a	riot
of	surprised	 joyfulness.	What	a	wonderful	 thing	 for	Mrs.	Sowerby	 to	 think	of!
What	a	kind,	clever	woman	she	must	be!	How	good	 the	buns	were!	And	what
delicious	fresh	milk!
"Magic	 is	 in	 her	 just	 as	 it	 is	 in	Dickon,"	 said	Colin.	 "It	makes	 her	 think	 of

ways	to	do	things—nice	things.	She	is	a	Magic	person.	Tell	her	we	are	grateful,



Dickon—extremely	grateful."	He	was	given	to	using	rather	grown-up	phrases	at
times.	He	enjoyed	them.	He	liked	this	so	much	that	he	improved	upon	it.
"Tell	her	she	has	been	most	bounteous	and	our	gratitude	is	extreme."
And	then	forgetting	his	grandeur	he	fell	to	and	stuffed	himself	with	buns	and

drank	milk	out	of	the	pail	in	copious	draughts	in	the	manner	of	any	hungry	little
boy	who	 had	 been	 taking	 unusual	 exercise	 and	 breathing	 in	moorland	 air	 and
whose	breakfast	was	more	than	two	hours	behind	him.
This	was	 the	beginning	of	many	agreeable	 incidents	of	 the	same	kind.	They

actually	awoke	to	the	fact	that	as	Mrs.	Sowerby	had	fourteen	people	to	provide
food	for	she	might	not	have	enough	to	satisfy	two	extra	appetites	every	day.	So
they	asked	her	to	let	them	send	some	of	their	shillings	to	buy	things.
Dickon	made	 the	 stimulating	discovery	 that	 in	 the	wood	 in	 the	park	outside

the	garden	where	Mary	had	first	found	him	piping	to	the	wild	creatures	there	was
a	deep	 little	hollow	where	you	could	build	a	 sort	of	 tiny	oven	with	stones	and
roast	potatoes	and	eggs	 in	 it.	Roasted	eggs	were	a	previously	unknown	 luxury
and	very	hot	potatoes	with	salt	and	fresh	butter	in	them	were	fit	for	a	woodland
king—besides	 being	 deliciously	 satisfying.	 You	 could	 buy	 both	 potatoes	 and
eggs	and	eat	as	many	as	you	liked	without	feeling	as	if	you	were	taking	food	out
of	the	mouths	of	fourteen	people.
Every	beautiful	morning	the	Magic	was	worked	by	the	mystic	circle	under	the

plum-tree	 which	 provided	 a	 canopy	 of	 thickening	 green	 leaves	 after	 its	 brief
blossom-time	 was	 ended.	 After	 the	 ceremony	 Colin	 always	 took	 his	 walking
exercise	and	throughout	the	day	he	exercised	his	newly	found	power	at	intervals.
Each	day	he	grew	stronger	and	could	walk	more	steadily	and	cover	more	ground.
And	each	day	his	belief	in	the	Magic	grew	stronger—as	well	it	might.	He	tried
one	 experiment	 after	 another	 as	 he	 felt	 himself	 gaining	 strength	 and	 it	 was
Dickon	who	showed	him	the	best	things	of	all.
"Yesterday,"	 he	 said	 one	 morning	 after	 an	 absence,	 "I	 went	 to	 Thwaite	 for

mother	an'	near	th'	Blue	Cow	Inn	I	seed	Bob	Haworth.	He's	the	strongest	chap	on
th'	moor.	He's	the	champion	wrestler	an'	he	can	jump	higher	than	any	other	chap
an'	throw	th'	hammer	farther.	He's	gone	all	th'	way	to	Scotland	for	th'	sports	some
years.	He's	knowed	me	ever	since	I	was	a	little	 'un	an'	he's	a	friendly	sort	an'	I
axed	him	some	questions.	Th'	gentry	 calls	him	a	 athlete	 and	 I	 thought	o'	 thee,
Mester	Colin,	 and	 I	 says,	 'How	did	 tha'	make	 tha'	muscles	 stick	 out	 that	way,
Bob?	Did	tha'	do	anythin'	extra	to	make	thysel'	so	strong?'	An'	he	says	'Well,	yes,
lad,	I	did.	A	strong	man	in	a	show	that	came	to	Thwaite	once	showed	me	how	to
exercise	my	 arms	 an'	 legs	 an'	 every	muscle	 in	my	 body.	An'	 I	 says,	 'Could	 a
delicate	chap	make	himself	stronger	with	'em,	Bob?'	an'	he	laughed	an'	says,	'Art
tha'	 th'	 delicate	 chap?'	 an'	 I	 says,	 'No,	 but	 I	 knows	 a	 young	 gentleman	 that's



gettin'	well	of	a	long	illness	an'	I	wish	I	knowed	some	o'	them	tricks	to	tell	him
about.'	I	didn't	say	no	names	an'	he	didn't	ask	none.	He's	friendly	same	as	I	said
an'	he	stood	up	an'	showed	me	good-natured	like,	an'	I	imitated	what	he	did	till	I
knowed	it	by	heart."
Colin	had	been	listening	excitedly.
"Can	you	show	me?"	he	cried.	"Will	you?"
"Aye,	to	be	sure,"	Dickon	answered,	getting	up.	"But	he	says	tha'	mun	do	'em

gentle	 at	 first	 an'	 be	 careful	 not	 to	 tire	 thysel'.	Rest	 in	 between	 times	 an'	 take
deep	breaths	an'	don't	overdo."
"I'll	be	careful,"	said	Colin.	"Show	me!	Show	me!	Dickon,	you	are	the	most

Magic	boy	in	the	world!"
Dickon	 stood	up	on	 the	grass	 and	 slowly	went	 through	 a	 carefully	 practical

but	simple	series	of	muscle	exercises.	Colin	watched	them	with	widening	eyes.
He	 could	 do	 a	 few	while	 he	was	 sitting	 down.	 Presently	 he	 did	 a	 few	 gently
while	he	stood	upon	his	already	steadied	feet.	Mary	began	to	do	them	also.	Soot,
who	was	watching	the	performance,	became	much	disturbed	and	left	his	branch
and	hopped	about	restlessly	because	he	could	not	do	them	too.
From	 that	 time	 the	 exercises	 were	 part	 of	 the	 day's	 duties	 as	 much	 as	 the

Magic	was.	It	became	possible	for	both	Colin	and	Mary	to	do	more	of	them	each
time	they	tried,	and	such	appetites	were	the	results	that	but	for	the	basket	Dickon
put	down	behind	the	bush	each	morning	when	he	arrived	they	would	have	been
lost.	 But	 the	 little	 oven	 in	 the	 hollow	 and	 Mrs.	 Sowerby's	 bounties	 were	 so
satisfying	 that	Mrs.	Medlock	 and	 the	 nurse	 and	Dr.	 Craven	 became	mystified
again.	You	can	trifle	with	your	breakfast	and	seem	to	disdain	your	dinner	if	you
are	full	to	the	brim	with	roasted	eggs	and	potatoes	and	richly	frothed	new	milk
and	oatcakes	and	buns	and	heather	honey	and	clotted	cream.
"They	are	eating	next	to	nothing,"	said	the	nurse.	"They'll	die	of	starvation	if

they	can't	be	persuaded	to	take	some	nourishment.	And	yet	see	how	they	look."
"Look!"	 exclaimed	Mrs.	Medlock	 indignantly.	 "Eh!	 I'm	moithered	 to	 death

with	them.	They're	a	pair	of	young	Satans.	Bursting	their	jackets	one	day	and	the
next	 turning	up	their	noses	at	 the	best	meals	Cook	can	tempt	 them	with.	Not	a
mouthful	 of	 that	 lovely	 young	 fowl	 and	 bread	 sauce	 did	 they	 set	 a	 fork	 into
yesterday—and	the	poor	woman	fair	invented	a	pudding	for	them—and	back	it's
sent.	 She	 almost	 cried.	 She's	 afraid	 she'll	 be	 blamed	 if	 they	 starve	 themselves
into	their	graves."
Dr.	 Craven	 came	 and	 looked	 at	 Colin	 long	 and	 carefully,	 He	 wore	 an

extremely	worried	expression	when	the	nurse	talked	with	him	and	showed	him
the	almost	untouched	tray	of	breakfast	she	had	saved	for	him	to	look	at—but	it
was	even	more	worried	when	he	sat	down	by	Colin's	sofa	and	examined	him.	He



had	been	called	to	London	on	business	and	had	not	seen	the	boy	for	nearly	two
weeks.	When	young	things	begin	to	gain	health	they	gain	it	rapidly.	The	waxen
tinge	had	left,	Colins	skin	and	a	warm	rose	showed	through	it;	his	beautiful	eyes
were	clear	and	the	hollows	under	them	and	in	his	cheeks	and	temples	had	filled
out.	His	 once	 dark,	 heavy	 locks	 had	 begun	 to	 look	 as	 if	 they	 sprang	 healthily
from	his	forehead	and	were	soft	and	warm	with	life.	His	lips	were	fuller	and	of	a
normal	color.	 In	 fact	as	an	 imitation	of	a	boy	who	was	a	confirmed	 invalid	he
was	a	disgraceful	 sight.	Dr.	Craven	held	his	 chin	 in	his	hand	and	 thought	him
over.
"I	am	sorry	to	hear	that	you	do	not	eat	anything,"	he	said.	"That	will	not	do.

You	will	lose	all	you	have	gained—and	you	have	gained	amazingly.	You	ate	so
well	a	short	time	ago."
"I	told	you	it	was	an	unnatural	appetite,"	answered	Colin.
Mary	was	 sitting	 on	 her	 stool	 nearby	 and	 she	 suddenly	made	 a	 very	 queer

sound	which	she	tried	so	violently	to	repress	that	she	ended	by	almost	choking.
"What	is	the	matter?"	said	Dr.	Craven,	turning	to	look	at	her.
Mary	became	quite	severe	in	her	manner.
"It	 was	 something	 between	 a	 sneeze	 and	 a	 cough,"	 she	 replied	 with

reproachful	dignity,	"and	it	got	into	my	throat."
"But,"	 she	 said	 afterward	 to	Colin,	 "I	 couldn't	 stop	myself.	 It	 just	 burst	 out

because	all	at	once	I	couldn't	help	remembering	that	last	big	potato	you	ate	and
the	way	your	mouth	stretched	when	you	bit	through	that	thick	lovely	crust	with
jam	and	clotted	cream	on	it."
"Is	there	any	way	in	which	those	children	can	get	food	secretly?"	Dr.	Craven

inquired	of	Mrs.	Medlock.
"There's	no	way	unless	they	dig	it	out	of	the	earth	or	pick	it	off	the	trees,"	Mrs.

Medlock	 answered.	 "They	 stay	 out	 in	 the	 grounds	 all	 day	 and	 see	 no	 one	 but
each	 other.	 And	 if	 they	want	 anything	 different	 to	 eat	 from	what's	 sent	 up	 to
them	they	need	only	ask	for	it."
"Well,"	said	Dr.	Craven,	"so	long	as	going	without	food	agrees	with	them	we

need	not	disturb	ourselves.	The	boy	is	a	new	creature."
"So	is	the	girl,"	said	Mrs.	Medlock.	"She's	begun	to	be	downright	pretty	since

she's	 filled	 out	 and	 lost	 her	 ugly	 little	 sour	 look.	 Her	 hair's	 grown	 thick	 and
healthy	looking	and	she's	got	a	bright	color.	The	glummest,	ill-natured	little	thing
she	used	to	be	and	now	her	and	Master	Colin	laugh	together	like	a	pair	of	crazy
young	ones.	Perhaps	they're	growing	fat	on	that."
"Perhaps	they	are,"	said	Dr.	Craven.	"Let	them	laugh."



Chapter		25	
The	curtain
And	 the	secret	garden	bloomed	and	bloomed	and	every	morning	 revealed	new
miracles.	In	the	robin's	nest	there	were	Eggs	and	the	robin's	mate	sat	upon	them
keeping	them	warm	with	her	feathery	little	breast	and	careful	wings.	At	first	she
was	very	nervous	and	the	robin	himself	was	indignantly	watchful.	Even	Dickon
did	 not	 go	 near	 the	 close-grown	 corner	 in	 those	 days,	 but	waited	 until	 by	 the
quiet	working	of	some	mysterious	spell	he	seemed	to	have	conveyed	to	the	soul
of	 the	 little	pair	 that	 in	 the	garden	 there	was	nothing	which	was	not	quite	 like
themselves—nothing	which	did	not	understand	 the	wonderfulness	of	what	was
happening	 to	 them—the	 immense,	 tender,	 terrible,	 heart-breaking	 beauty	 and
solemnity	 of	 Eggs.	 If	 there	 had	 been	 one	 person	 in	 that	 garden	 who	 had	 not
known	through	all	his	or	her	innermost	being	that	if	an	Egg	were	taken	away	or
hurt	the	whole	world	would	whirl	round	and	crash	through	space	and	come	to	an
end—if	 there	had	been	even	one	who	did	not	 feel	 it	 and	act	 accordingly	 there
could	 have	 been	 no	 happiness	 even	 in	 that	 golden	 springtime	 air.	But	 they	 all
knew	it	and	felt	it	and	the	robin	and	his	mate	knew	they	knew	it.
At	 first	 the	 robin	 watched	 Mary	 and	 Colin	 with	 sharp	 anxiety.	 For	 some

mysterious	reason	he	knew	he	need	not	watch	Dickon.	The	first	moment	he	set
his	dew-bright	black	eye	on	Dickon	he	knew	he	was	not	a	stranger	but	a	sort	of
robin	without	beak	or	 feathers.	He	could	speak	robin	 (which	 is	a	quite	distinct
language	 not	 to	 be	mistaken	 for	 any	 other).	 To	 speak	 robin	 to	 a	 robin	 is	 like
speaking	French	to	a	Frenchman.	Dickon	always	spoke	it	to	the	robin	himself,	so
the	queer	gibberish	he	used	when	he	spoke	to	humans	did	not	matter	in	the	least.
The	 robin	 thought	 he	 spoke	 this	 gibberish	 to	 them	 because	 they	 were	 not
intelligent	 enough	 to	 understand	 feathered	 speech.	 His	 movements	 also	 were
robin.	 They	 never	 startled	 one	 by	 being	 sudden	 enough	 to	 seem	 dangerous	 or
threatening.	Any	robin	could	understand	Dickon,	so	his	presence	was	not	even
disturbing.
But	at	the	outset	it	seemed	necessary	to	be	on	guard	against	the	other	two.	In

the	first	place	the	boy	creature	did	not	come	into	the	garden	on	his	legs.	He	was
pushed	in	on	a	thing	with	wheels	and	the	skins	of	wild	animals	were	thrown	over
him.	 That	 in	 itself	 was	 doubtful.	 Then	when	 he	 began	 to	 stand	 up	 and	move



about	he	did	it	 in	a	queer	unaccustomed	way	and	the	others	seemed	to	have	to
help	him.	The	robin	used	to	secrete	himself	in	a	bush	and	watch	this	anxiously,
his	head	tilted	first	on	one	side	and	then	on	the	other.	He	thought	that	the	slow
movements	might	mean	that	he	was	preparing	to	pounce,	as	cats	do.	When	cats
are	preparing	to	pounce	they	creep	over	the	ground	very	slowly.	The	robin	talked
this	over	with	his	mate	a	great	deal	for	a	few	days	but	after	that	he	decided	not	to
speak	of	the	subject	because	her	terror	was	so	great	that	he	was	afraid	it	might	be
injurious	to	the	Eggs.
When	the	boy	began	to	walk	by	himself	and	even	to	move	more	quickly	it	was

an	immense	relief.	But	for	a	long	time—or	it	seemed	a	long	time	to	the	robin—
he	was	 a	 source	 of	 some	 anxiety.	He	did	 not	 act	 as	 the	 other	 humans	 did.	He
seemed	very	 fond	of	walking	but	 he	had	 a	way	of	 sitting	or	 lying	down	 for	 a
while	and	then	getting	up	in	a	disconcerting	manner	to	begin	again.
One	day	the	robin	remembered	that	when	he	himself	had	been	made	to	learn

to	fly	by	his	parents	he	had	done	much	the	same	sort	of	thing.	He	had	taken	short
flights	of	a	 few	yards	and	 then	had	been	obliged	 to	 rest.	So	 it	occurred	 to	him
that	 this	 boy	was	 learning	 to	 fly—or	 rather	 to	walk.	He	mentioned	 this	 to	 his
mate	and	when	he	told	her	that	the	Eggs	would	probably	conduct	themselves	in
the	same	way	after	they	were	fledged	she	was	quite	comforted	and	even	became
eagerly	 interested	 and	 derived	 great	 pleasure	 from	watching	 the	 boy	 over	 the
edge	 of	 her	 nest—though	 she	 always	 thought	 that	 the	 Eggs	 would	 be	 much
cleverer	and	learn	more	quickly.	But	then	she	said	indulgently	that	humans	were
always	more	clumsy	and	slow	than	Eggs	and	most	of	them	never	seemed	really
to	learn	to	fly	at	all.	You	never	met	them	in	the	air	or	on	tree-tops.
After	a	while	the	boy	began	to	move	about	as	the	others	did,	but	all	three	of

the	children	at	 times	did	unusual	 things.	They	would	stand	under	 the	 trees	and
move	their	arms	and	legs	and	heads	about	in	a	way	which	was	neither	walking
nor	running	nor	sitting	down.	They	went	 through	these	movements	at	 intervals
every	day	and	 the	 robin	was	never	able	 to	explain	 to	his	mate	what	 they	were
doing	or	 tying	 to	do.	He	could	only	 say	 that	he	was	 sure	 that	 the	Eggs	would
never	 flap	 about	 in	 such	 a	manner;	 but	 as	 the	 boy	who	 could	 speak	 robin	 so
fluently	was	doing	the	thing	with	them,	birds	could	be	quite	sure	that	the	actions
were	not	of	a	dangerous	nature.	Of	course	neither	the	robin	nor	his	mate	had	ever
heard	of	the	champion	wrestler,	Bob	Haworth,	and	his	exercises	for	making	the
muscles	stand	out	 like	 lumps.	Robins	are	not	 like	human	beings;	 their	muscles
are	always	exercised	from	the	first	and	so	they	develop	themselves	in	a	natural
manner.	If	you	have	to	fly	about	to	find	every	meal	you	eat,	your	muscles	do	not
become	atrophied	(atrophied	means	wasted	away	through	want	of	use).
When	the	boy	was	walking	and	running	about	and	digging	and	weeding	like



the	others,	the	nest	in	the	corner	was	brooded	over	by	a	great	peace	and	content.
Fears	for	the	Eggs	became	things	of	the	past.	Knowing	that	your	Eggs	were	as
safe	as	if	they	were	locked	in	a	bank	vault	and	the	fact	that	you	could	watch	so
many	curious	things	going	on	made	setting	a	most	entertaining	occupation.	On
wet	days	the	Eggs'	mother	sometimes	felt	even	a	little	dull	because	the	children
did	not	come	into	the	garden.
But	even	on	wet	days	it	could	not	be	said	that	Mary	and	Colin	were	dull.	One

morning	when	the	rain	streamed	down	unceasingly	and	Colin	was	beginning	to
feel	a	 little	restive,	as	he	was	obliged	to	remain	on	his	sofa	because	 it	was	not
safe	to	get	up	and	walk	about,	Mary	had	an	inspiration.
"Now	 that	 I	 am	 a	 real	 boy,"	Colin	 had	 said,	 "my	 legs	 and	 arms	 and	 all	my

body	 are	 so	 full	 of	Magic	 that	 I	 can't	 keep	 them	 still.	 They	want	 to	 be	 doing
things	all	the	time.	Do	you	know	that	when	I	waken	in	the	morning,	Mary,	when
it's	quite	early	and	the	birds	are	just	shouting	outside	and	everything	seems	just
shouting	 for	 joy—even	 the	 trees	and	 things	we	can't	 really	hear—I	 feel	 as	 if	 I
must	 jump	 out	 of	 bed	 and	 shout	 myself.	 If	 I	 did	 it,	 just	 think	 what	 would
happen!"
Mary	giggled	inordinately.
"The	nurse	would	come	running	and	Mrs.	Medlock	would	come	running	and

they	would	be	sure	you	had	gone	crazy	and	they'd	send	for	the	doctor,"	she	said.
Colin	giggled	himself.	He	could	see	how	they	would	all	look—how	horrified

by	his	outbreak	and	how	amazed	to	see	him	standing	upright.
"I	wish	my	father	would	come	home,"	he	said.	"I	want	to	tell	him	myself.	I'm

always	 thinking	 about	 it—but	we	 couldn't	 go	 on	 like	 this	much	 longer.	 I	 can't
stand	lying	still	and	pretending,	and	besides	I	look	too	different.	I	wish	it	wasn't
raining	today."
It	was	then	Mistress	Mary	had	her	inspiration.
"Colin,"	she	began	mysteriously,	"do	you	know	how	many	rooms	there	are	in

this	house?"
"About	a	thousand,	I	suppose,"	he	answered.
"There's	about	a	hundred	no	one	ever	goes	 into,"	said	Mary.	"And	one	rainy

day	 I	went	 and	 looked	 into	 ever	 so	many	of	 them.	No	one	 ever	 knew,	 though
Mrs.	Medlock	nearly	found	me	out.	I	lost	my	way	when	I	was	coming	back	and	I
stopped	 at	 the	 end	 of	 your	 corridor.	 That	 was	 the	 second	 time	 I	 heard	 you
crying."
Colin	started	up	on	his	sofa.
"A	hundred	rooms	no	one	goes	into,"	he	said.	"It	sounds	almost	like	a	secret

garden.	 Suppose	we	 go	 and	 look	 at	 them.	Wheel	me	 in	my	 chair	 and	 nobody
would	know	we	went."



"That's	what	 I	was	 thinking,"	 said	Mary.	 "No	 one	would	 dare	 to	 follow	 us.
There	are	galleries	where	you	could	run.	We	could	do	our	exercises.	There	is	a
little	Indian	room	where	there	is	a	cabinet	full	of	ivory	elephants.	There	are	all
sorts	of	rooms."
"Ring	the	bell,"	said	Colin.
When	the	nurse	came	in	he	gave	his	orders.
"I	want	my	chair,"	he	said.	"Miss	Mary	and	I	are	going	to	look	at	the	part	of

the	 house	 which	 is	 not	 used.	 John	 can	 push	 me	 as	 far	 as	 the	 picture-gallery
because	there	are	some	stairs.	Then	he	must	go	away	and	leave	us	alone	until	I
send	for	him	again."
Rainy	days	lost	their	terrors	that	morning.	When	the	footman	had	wheeled	the

chair	 into	 the	 picture-gallery	 and	 left	 the	 two	 together	 in	 obedience	 to	 orders,
Colin	and	Mary	looked	at	each	other	delighted.	As	soon	as	Mary	had	made	sure
that	John	was	really	on	his	way	back	to	his	own	quarters	below	stairs,	Colin	got
out	of	his	chair.
"I	am	going	to	run	from	one	end	of	the	gallery	to	the	other,"	he	said,	"and	then

I	am	going	to	jump	and	then	we	will	do	Bob	Haworth's	exercises."
And	 they	did	 all	 these	 things	 and	many	others.	They	 looked	 at	 the	portraits

and	found	the	plain	little	girl	dressed	in	green	brocade	and	holding	the	parrot	on
her	finger.
"All	 these,"	 said	Colin,	 "must	 be	my	 relations.	They	 lived	 a	 long	 time	 ago.

That	parrot	one,	I	believe,	is	one	of	my	great,	great,	great,	great	aunts.	She	looks
rather	like	you,	Mary—not	as	you	look	now	but	as	you	looked	when	you	came
here.	Now	you	are	a	great	deal	fatter	and	better	looking."
"So	are	you,"	said	Mary,	and	they	both	laughed.
They	 went	 to	 the	 Indian	 room	 and	 amused	 themselves	 with	 the	 ivory

elephants.	 They	 found	 the	 rose-colored	 brocade	 boudoir	 and	 the	 hole	 in	 the
cushion	 the	mouse	had	 left,	 but	 the	mice	had	grown	up	and	 run	away	and	 the
hole	was	empty.	They	saw	more	 rooms	and	made	more	discoveries	 than	Mary
had	made	 on	 her	 first	 pilgrimage.	 They	 found	 new	 corridors	 and	 corners	 and
flights	of	steps	and	new	old	pictures	they	liked	and	weird	old	things	they	did	not
know	 the	 use	 of.	 It	 was	 a	 curiously	 entertaining	 morning	 and	 the	 feeling	 of
wandering	 about	 in	 the	 same	 house	 with	 other	 people	 but	 at	 the	 same	 time
feeling	as	if	one	were	miles	away	from	them	was	a	fascinating	thing.
"I'm	glad	we	came,"	Colin	said.	"I	never	knew	I	lived	in	such	a	big	queer	old

place.	I	like	it.	We	will	ramble	about	every	rainy	day.	We	shall	always	be	finding
new	queer	corners	and	things."
That	 morning	 they	 had	 found	 among	 other	 things	 such	 good	 appetites	 that

when	 they	 returned	 to	 Colin's	 room	 it	 was	 not	 possible	 to	 send	 the	 luncheon



away	untouched.
When	 the	 nurse	 carried	 the	 tray	 down-stairs	 she	 slapped	 it	 down	 on	 the

kitchen	 dresser	 so	 that	Mrs.	 Loomis,	 the	 cook,	 could	 see	 the	 highly	 polished
dishes	and	plates.
"Look	at	that!"	she	said.	"This	is	a	house	of	mystery,	and	those	two	children

are	the	greatest	mysteries	in	it."
"If	they	keep	that	up	every	day,"	said	the	strong	young	footman	John,	"there'd

be	small	wonder	that	he	weighs	twice	as	much	to-day	as	he	did	a	month	ago.	I
should	have	to	give	up	my	place	in	time,	for	fear	of	doing	my	muscles	an	injury."
That	 afternoon	 Mary	 noticed	 that	 something	 new	 had	 happened	 in	 Colin's

room.	She	had	noticed	it	the	day	before	but	had	said	nothing	because	she	thought
the	change	might	have	been	made	by	chance.	She	said	nothing	today	but	she	sat
and	 looked	fixedly	at	 the	picture	over	 the	mantel.	She	could	 look	at	 it	because
the	curtain	had	been	drawn	aside.	That	was	the	change	she	noticed.
"I	know	what	you	want	me	to	tell	you,"	said	Colin,	after	she	had	stared	a	few

minutes.	 "I	 always	 know	 when	 you	 want	 me	 to	 tell	 you	 something.	 You	 are
wondering	why	the	curtain	is	drawn	back.	I	am	going	to	keep	it	like	that."
"Why?"	asked	Mary.
"Because	it	doesn't	make	me	angry	any	more	to	see	her	laughing.	I	wakened

when	it	was	bright	moonlight	two	nights	ago	and	felt	as	if	the	Magic	was	filling
the	room	and	making	everything	so	splendid	that	I	couldn't	lie	still.	I	got	up	and
looked	out	of	 the	window.	The	 room	was	quite	 light	 and	 there	was	 a	patch	of
moonlight	on	the	curtain	and	somehow	that	made	me	go	and	pull	the	cord.	She
looked	 right	 down	 at	me	 as	 if	 she	were	 laughing	 because	 she	was	 glad	 I	was
standing	there.	It	made	me	like	to	look	at	her.	I	want	to	see	her	laughing	like	that
all	the	time.	I	think	she	must	have	been	a	sort	of	Magic	person	perhaps."
"You	are	so	like	her	now,"	said	Mary,	"that	sometimes	I	think	perhaps	you	are

her	ghost	made	into	a	boy."
That	idea	seemed	to	impress	Colin.	He	thought	it	over	and	then	answered	her

slowly.
"If	I	were	her	ghost—my	father	would	be	fond	of	me."
"Do	you	want	him	to	be	fond	of	you?"	inquired	Mary.
"I	used	to	hate	it	because	he	was	not	fond	of	me.	If	he	grew	fond	of	me	I	think

I	should	tell	him	about	the	Magic.	It	might	make	him	more	cheerful."



Chapter		26	
"It's	Mother!"
Their	belief	in	the	Magic	was	an	abiding	thing.	After	the	morning's	incantations
Colin	sometimes	gave	them	Magic	lectures.
"I	 like	 to	 do	 it,"	 he	 explained,	 "because	 when	 I	 grow	 up	 and	 make	 great

scientific	 discoveries	 I	 shall	 be	 obliged	 to	 lecture	 about	 them	 and	 so	 this	 is
practise.	 I	 can	 only	 give	 short	 lectures	 now	 because	 I	 am	 very	 young,	 and
besides	Ben	Weatherstaff	would	feel	as	if	he	were	in	church	and	he	would	go	to
sleep."
"Th'	 best	 thing	about	 lecturin',"	 said	Ben,	 "is	 that	 a	 chap	can	get	up	 an'	 say

aught	 he	 pleases	 an'	 no	 other	 chap	 can	 answer	 him	 back.	 I	 wouldn't	 be	 agen'
lecturin'	a	bit	mysel'	sometimes."
But	when	Colin	held	forth	under	his	tree	old	Ben	fixed	devouring	eyes	on	him

and	kept	 them	 there.	He	 looked	him	over	with	 critical	 affection.	 It	was	not	 so
much	 the	 lecture	which	 interested	him	as	 the	 legs	which	 looked	 straighter	 and
stronger	each	day,	the	boyish	head	which	held	itself	up	so	well,	the	once	sharp
chin	and	hollow	cheeks	which	had	filled	and	rounded	out	and	the	eyes	which	had
begun	to	hold	 the	 light	he	remembered	in	another	pair.	Sometimes	when	Colin
felt	Ben's	earnest	gaze	meant	that	he	was	much	impressed	he	wondered	what	he
was	reflecting	on	and	once	when	he	had	seemed	quite	entranced	he	questioned
him.
"What	are	you	thinking	about,	Ben	Weatherstaff?"	he	asked.
"I	 was	 thinkin'"	 answered	 Ben,	 "as	 I'd	 warrant	 tha's,	 gone	 up	 three	 or	 four

pound	this	week.	I	was	lookin'	at	tha'	calves	an'	tha'	shoulders.	I'd	like	to	get	thee
on	a	pair	o'	scales."
"It's	 the	 Magic	 and—and	 Mrs.	 Sowerby's	 buns	 and	 milk	 and	 things,"	 said

Colin.	"You	see	the	scientific	experiment	has	succeeded."
That	morning	Dickon	was	too	late	to	hear	the	lecture.	When	he	came	he	was

ruddy	with	 running	 and	 his	 funny	 face	 looked	more	 twinkling	 than	 usual.	 As
they	had	 a	 good	deal	 of	weeding	 to	 do	 after	 the	 rains	 they	 fell	 to	work.	They
always	had	plenty	to	do	after	a	warm	deep	sinking	rain.	The	moisture	which	was
good	for	the	flowers	was	also	good	for	the	weeds	which	thrust	up	tiny	blades	of
grass	and	points	of	 leaves	which	must	be	pulled	up	before	 their	 roots	 took	 too



firm	hold.	Colin	was	as	good	at	weeding	as	any	one	in	these	days	and	he	could
lecture	while	he	was	doing	it.	"The	Magic	works	best	when	you	work,	yourself,"
he	said	this	morning.	"You	can	feel	it	in	your	bones	and	muscles.	I	am	going	to
read	 books	 about	 bones	 and	 muscles,	 but	 I	 am	 going	 to	 write	 a	 book	 about
Magic.	I	am	making	it	up	now.	I	keep	finding	out	things."
It	was	not	very	 long	after	he	had	 said	 this	 that	he	 laid	down	his	 trowel	 and

stood	up	on	his	feet.	He	had	been	silent	 for	several	minutes	and	 they	had	seen
that	he	was	 thinking	out	 lectures,	as	he	often	did.	When	he	dropped	his	 trowel
and	stood	upright	 it	seemed	to	Mary	and	Dickon	as	 if	a	sudden	strong	thought
had	made	him	do	it.	He	stretched	himself	out	to	his	tallest	height	and	he	threw
out	his	arms	exultantly.	Color	glowed	in	his	face	and	his	strange	eyes	widened
with	joyfulness.	All	at	once	he	had	realized	something	to	the	full.
"Mary!	Dickon!"	he	cried.	"Just	look	at	me!"
They	stopped	their	weeding	and	looked	at	him.
"Do	you	remember	that	first	morning	you	brought	me	in	here?"	he	demanded.
Dickon	was	looking	at	him	very	hard.	Being	an	animal	charmer	he	could	see

more	 things	 than	most	 people	 could	 and	many	 of	 them	were	 things	 he	 never
talked	 about.	 He	 saw	 some	 of	 them	 now	 in	 this	 boy.	 "Aye,	 that	 we	 do,"	 he
answered.
Mary	looked	hard	too,	but	she	said	nothing.
"Just	 this	minute,"	 said	Colin,	 "all	 at	 once	 I	 remembered	 it	myself—when	 I

looked	at	my	hand	digging	with	the	trowel—and	I	had	to	stand	up	on	my	feet	to
see	if	it	was	real.	And	it	is	real!	I'm	well—I'm	well!"
"Aye,	that	th'	art!"	said	Dickon.
"I'm	well!	I'm	well!"	said	Colin	again,	and	his	face	went	quite	red	all	over.
He	had	known	it	before	in	a	way,	he	had	hoped	it	and	felt	it	and	thought	about

it,	 but	 just	 at	 that	 minute	 something	 had	 rushed	 all	 through	 him—a	 sort	 of
rapturous	belief	and	realization	and	it	had	been	so	strong	that	he	could	not	help
calling	out.
"I	 shall	 live	 forever	 and	 ever	 and	 ever!"	 he	 cried	 grandly.	 "I	 shall	 find	 out

thousands	 and	 thousands	of	 things.	 I	 shall	 find	out	 about	people	 and	 creatures
and	everything	that	grows—like	Dickon—and	I	shall	never	stop	making	Magic.
I'm	well!	I'm	well!	I	feel—I	feel	as	if	I	want	to	shout	out	something—something
thankful,	joyful!"
Ben	Weatherstaff,	who	had	been	working	near	a	rose-bush,	glanced	round	at

him.
"Tha'	might	sing	 th'	Doxology,"	he	suggested	 in	his	dryest	grunt.	He	had	no

opinion	of	the	Doxology	and	he	did	not	make	the	suggestion	with	any	particular
reverence.



But	Colin	was	of	an	exploring	mind	and	he	knew	nothing	about	the	Doxology.
"What	is	that?"	he	inquired.
"Dickon	can	sing	it	for	thee,	I'll	warrant,"	replied	Ben	Weatherstaff.
Dickon	answered	with	his	all-perceiving	animal	charmer's	smile.
"They	sing	it	i'	church,"	he	said.	"Mother	says	she	believes	th'	skylarks	sings	it

when	they	gets	up	i'	th'	mornin'."
"If	she	says	that,	it	must	be	a	nice	song,"	Colin	answered.	"I've	never	been	in	a

church	myself.	I	was	always	too	ill.	Sing	it,	Dickon.	I	want	to	hear	it."
Dickon	was	quite	simple	and	unaffected	about	 it.	He	understood	what	Colin

felt	better	than	Colin	did	himself.	He	understood	by	a	sort	of	instinct	so	natural
that	 he	 did	 not	 know	 it	 was	 understanding.	 He	 pulled	 off	 his	 cap	 and	 looked
round	still	smiling.
"Tha'	must	take	off	tha'	cap,"	he	said	to	Colin,	"an'	so	mun	tha',	Ben—an'	tha'

mun	stand	up,	tha'	knows."
Colin	took	off	his	cap	and	the	sun	shone	on	and	warmed	his	thick	hair	as	he

watched	 Dickon	 intently.	 Ben	Weatherstaff	 scrambled	 up	 from	 his	 knees	 and
bared	his	head	too	with	a	sort	of	puzzled	half-resentful	look	on	his	old	face	as	if
he	didn't	know	exactly	why	he	was	doing	this	remarkable	thing.
Dickon	stood	out	among	the	trees	and	rose-bushes	and	began	to	sing	in	quite	a

simple	matter-of-fact	way	and	in	a	nice	strong	boy	voice:

"Praise	God	from	whom	all	blessings	flow,
Praise	Him	all	creatures	here	below,
Praise	Him	above	ye	Heavenly	Host,
Praise	Father,	Son,	and	Holy	Ghost.
												Amen."

When	he	had	finished,	Ben	Weatherstaff	was	standing	quite	still	with	his	jaws
set	obstinately	but	with	a	disturbed	look	in	his	eyes	fixed	on	Colin.	Colin's	face
was	thoughtful	and	appreciative.
"It	is	a	very	nice	song,"	he	said.	"I	like	it.	Perhaps	it	means	just	what	I	mean

when	 I	 want	 to	 shout	 out	 that	 I	 am	 thankful	 to	 the	Magic."	 He	 stopped	 and
thought	 in	a	puzzled	way.	"Perhaps	 they	are	both	 the	same	thing.	How	can	we
know	the	exact	names	of	everything?	Sing	it	again,	Dickon.	Let	us	try,	Mary.	I
want	to	sing	it,	too.	It's	my	song.	How	does	it	begin?	'Praise	God	from	whom	all
blessings	flow'?"
And	they	sang	it	again,	and	Mary	and	Colin	lifted	their	voices	as	musically	as

they	could	and	Dickon's	swelled	quite	loud	and	beautiful—and	at	the	second	line
Ben	Weatherstaff	 raspingly	cleared	his	 throat	and	at	 the	 third	 line	he	 joined	 in



with	such	vigor	that	it	seemed	almost	savage	and	when	the	"Amen"	came	to	an
end	Mary	 observed	 that	 the	 very	 same	 thing	 had	 happened	 to	 him	which	 had
happened	 when	 he	 found	 out	 that	 Colin	 was	 not	 a	 cripple—his	 chin	 was
twitching	and	he	was	staring	and	winking	and	his	leathery	old	cheeks	were	wet.
"I	 never	 seed	no	 sense	 in	 th'	Doxology	 afore,"	 he	 said	hoarsely,	 "but	 I	may

change	my	mind	i'	time.	I	should	say	tha'd	gone	up	five	pound	this	week	Mester
Colin—five	on	'em!"
Colin	was	looking	across	the	garden	at	something	attracting	his	attention	and

his	expression	had	become	a	startled	one.
"Who	is	coming	in	here?"	he	said	quickly.	"Who	is	it?"
The	 door	 in	 the	 ivied	wall	 had	 been	 pushed	 gently	 open	 and	 a	woman	 had

entered.	She	had	come	in	with	the	last	line	of	their	song	and	she	had	stood	still
listening	 and	 looking	 at	 them.	 With	 the	 ivy	 behind	 her,	 the	 sunlight	 drifting
through	 the	 trees	 and	 dappling	 her	 long	 blue	 cloak,	 and	 her	 nice	 fresh	 face
smiling	across	the	greenery	she	was	rather	like	a	softly	colored	illustration	in	one
of	 Colin's	 books.	 She	 had	 wonderful	 affectionate	 eyes	 which	 seemed	 to	 take
everything	in—all	of	them,	even	Ben	Weatherstaff	and	the	"creatures"	and	every
flower	 that	was	 in	bloom.	Unexpectedly	as	 she	had	appeared,	not	one	of	 them
felt	that	she	was	an	intruder	at	all.	Dickon's	eyes	lighted	like	lamps.
"It's	mother—that's	who	it	is!"	he	cried	and	went	across	the	grass	at	a	run.
Colin	began	to	move	toward	her,	too,	and	Mary	went	with	him.	They	both	felt

their	pulses	beat	faster.
"It's	 mother!"	 Dickon	 said	 again	 when	 they	 met	 halfway.	 "I	 knowed	 tha'

wanted	to	see	her	an'	I	told	her	where	th'	door	was	hid."
Colin	held	out	his	hand	with	a	sort	of	flushed	royal	shyness	but	his	eyes	quite

devoured	her	face.
"Even	when	I	was	ill	I	wanted	to	see	you,"	he	said,	"you	and	Dickon	and	the

secret	garden.	I'd	never	wanted	to	see	any	one	or	anything	before."
The	sight	of	his	uplifted	face	brought	about	a	sudden	change	in	her	own.	She

flushed	and	the	corners	of	her	mouth	shook	and	a	mist	seemed	to	sweep	over	her
eyes.
"Eh!	dear	 lad!"	 she	broke	out	 tremulously.	 "Eh!	dear	 lad!"	as	 if	 she	had	not

known	she	were	going	to	say	it.	She	did	not	say,	"Mester	Colin,"	but	just	"dear
lad"	quite	suddenly.	She	might	have	said	it	to	Dickon	in	the	same	way	if	she	had
seen	something	in	his	face	which	touched	her.	Colin	liked	it.
"Are	you	surprised	because	I	am	so	well?"	he	asked.	She	put	her	hand	on	his

shoulder	 and	 smiled	 the	mist	 out	 of	 her	 eyes.	 "Aye,	 that	 I	 am!"	 she	 said;	 "but
tha'rt	so	like	thy	mother	tha'	made	my	heart	jump."
"Do	you	think,"	said	Colin	a	little	awkwardly,	"that	will	make	my	father	like



me?"
"Aye,	for	sure,	dear	lad,"	she	answered	and	she	gave	his	shoulder	a	soft	quick

pat.	"He	mun	come	home—he	mun	come	home."
"Susan	 Sowerby,"	 said	 Ben	Weatherstaff,	 getting	 close	 to	 her.	 "Look	 at	 th'

lad's	legs,	wilt	tha'?	They	was	like	drumsticks	i'	stockin'	two	month'	ago—an'	I
heard	folk	tell	as	they	was	bandy	an'	knock-kneed	both	at	th'	same	time.	Look	at
'em	now!"
Susan	Sowerby	laughed	a	comfortable	laugh.
"They're	goin'	 to	be	fine	strong	lad's	 legs	 in	a	bit,"	she	said.	"Let	him	go	on

playin'	an'	workin'	in	the	garden	an'	eatin'	hearty	an'	drinkin'	plenty	o'	good	sweet
milk	an'	there'll	not	be	a	finer	pair	i'	Yorkshire,	thank	God	for	it."
She	 put	 both	 hands	 on	Mistress	Mary's	 shoulders	 and	 looked	 her	 little	 face

over	in	a	motherly	fashion.
"An'	thee,	too!"	she	said.	"Tha'rt	grown	near	as	hearty	as	our	'Lisabeth	Ellen.

I'll	warrant	tha'rt	like	thy	mother	too.	Our	Martha	told	me	as	Mrs.	Medlock	heard
she	was	a	pretty	woman.	Tha'lt	be	like	a	blush	rose	when	tha'	grows	up,	my	little
lass,	bless	thee."
She	 did	 not	 mention	 that	 when	 Martha	 came	 home	 on	 her	 "day	 out"	 and

described	 the	 plain	 sallow	 child	 she	 had	 said	 that	 she	 had	 no	 confidence
whatever	 in	 what	Mrs.	Medlock	 had	 heard.	 "It	 doesn't	 stand	 to	 reason	 that	 a
pretty	 woman	 could	 be	 th'	 mother	 o'	 such	 a	 fou'	 little	 lass,"	 she	 had	 added
obstinately.
Mary	had	not	had	 time	to	pay	much	attention	 to	her	changing	face.	She	had

only	known	 that	 she	 looked	 "different"	 and	 seemed	 to	 have	 a	 great	 deal	more
hair	and	that	it	was	growing	very	fast.	But	remembering	her	pleasure	in	looking
at	the	Mem	Sahib	in	the	past	she	was	glad	to	hear	that	she	might	some	day	look
like	her.
Susan	 Sowerby	went	 round	 their	 garden	with	 them	 and	was	 told	 the	whole

story	of	it	and	shown	every	bush	and	tree	which	had	come	alive.	Colin	walked
on	one	side	of	her	and	Mary	on	the	other.	Each	of	them	kept	looking	up	at	her
comfortable	 rosy	 face,	 secretly	 curious	 about	 the	 delightful	 feeling	 she	 gave
them—a	sort	of	warm,	supported	feeling.	It	seemed	as	if	she	understood	them	as
Dickon	 understood	 his	 "creatures."	 She	 stooped	 over	 the	 flowers	 and	 talked
about	them	as	if	they	were	children.	Soot	followed	her	and	once	or	twice	cawed
at	 her	 and	 flew	 upon	 her	 shoulder	 as	 if	 it	were	Dickon's.	When	 they	 told	 her
about	 the	 robin	 and	 the	 first	 flight	 of	 the	 young	 ones	 she	 laughed	 a	motherly
little	mellow	laugh	in	her	throat.
"I	suppose	learnin'	'em	to	fly	is	like	learnin'	children	to	walk,	but	I'm	feared	I

should	be	all	in	a	worrit	if	mine	had	wings	instead	o'	legs,"	she	said.



It	 was	 because	 she	 seemed	 such	 a	 wonderful	 woman	 in	 her	 nice	moorland
cottage	way	that	at	last	she	was	told	about	the	Magic.
"Do	you	believe	in	Magic?"	asked	Colin	after	he	had	explained	about	Indian

fakirs.	"I	do	hope	you	do."
"That	I	do,	lad,"	she	answered.	"I	never	knowed	it	by	that	name	but	what	does

th'	name	matter?	I	warrant	they	call	 it	a	different	name	i'	France	an'	a	different
one	i'	Germany.	Th'	same	thing	as	set	th'	seeds	swellin'	an'	th'	sun	shinin'	made
thee	a	well	lad	an'	it's	th'	Good	Thing.	It	isn't	like	us	poor	fools	as	think	it	matters
if	us	is	called	out	of	our	names.	Th'	Big	Good	Thing	doesn't	stop	to	worrit,	bless
thee.	 It	goes	on	makin'	worlds	by	 th'	million—worlds	 like	us.	Never	 thee	 stop
believin'	in	th'	Big	Good	Thing	an'	knowin'	th'	world's	full	of	it—an'	call	it	what
tha'	likes.	Tha'	wert	singin'	to	it	when	I	come	into	th'	garden."
"I	 felt	 so	 joyful,"	 said	 Colin,	 opening	 his	 beautiful	 strange	 eyes	 at	 her.

"Suddenly	I	felt	how	different	I	was—how	strong	my	arms	and	legs	were,	you
know—and	how	I	could	dig	and	stand—and	I	 jumped	up	and	wanted	 to	 shout
out	something	to	anything	that	would	listen."
"Th'	 Magic	 listened	 when	 tha'	 sung	 th'	 Doxology.	 It	 would	 ha'	 listened	 to

anything	tha'd	sung.	It	was	th'	joy	that	mattered.	Eh!	lad,	lad—what's	names	to
th'	Joy	Maker,"	and	she	gave	his	shoulders	a	quick	soft	pat	again.
She	had	packed	a	basket	which	held	a	 regular	 feast	 this	morning,	and	when

the	hungry	hour	came	and	Dickon	brought	 it	out	 from	its	hiding	place,	she	sat
down	with	them	under	their	tree	and	watched	them	devour	their	food,	laughing
and	quite	gloating	over	their	appetites.	She	was	full	of	fun	and	made	them	laugh
at	 all	 sorts	 of	 odd	 things.	 She	 told	 them	 stories	 in	 broad	Yorkshire	 and	 taught
them	new	words.	She	laughed	as	if	she	could	not	help	it	when	they	told	her	of
the	 increasing	 difficulty	 there	 was	 in	 pretending	 that	 Colin	 was	 still	 a	 fretful
invalid.
"You	 see	we	 can't	 help	 laughing	 nearly	 all	 the	 time	when	we	 are	 together,"

explained	Colin.	"And	 it	doesn't	 sound	 ill	at	all.	We	 try	 to	choke	 it	back	but	 it
will	burst	out	and	that	sounds	worse	than	ever."
"There's	one	thing	that	comes	into	my	mind	so	often,"	said	Mary,	"and	I	can

scarcely	ever	hold	in	when	I	think	of	it	suddenly.	I	keep	thinking	suppose	Colin's
face	should	get	to	look	like	a	full	moon.	It	isn't	like	one	yet	but	he	gets	a	tiny	bit
fatter	 every	 day—and	 suppose	 some	 morning	 it	 should	 look	 like	 one—what
should	we	do!"
"Bless	 us	 all,	 I	 can	 see	 tha'	 has	 a	 good	 bit	 o'	 play	 actin'	 to	 do,"	 said	 Susan

Sowerby.	"But	tha'	won't	have	to	keep	it	up	much	longer.	Mester	Craven'll	come
home."
"Do	you	think	he	will?"	asked	Colin.	"Why?"



Susan	Sowerby	chuckled	softly.
"I	suppose	 it	 'ud	nigh	break	thy	heart	 if	he	found	out	before	 tha'	 told	him	in

tha'	own	way,"	she	said.	"Tha's	laid	awake	nights	plannin'	it."
"I	couldn't	bear	any	one	else	to	tell	him,"	said	Colin.	"I	think	about	different

ways	every	day,	I	think	now	I	just	want	to	run	into	his	room."	"That'd	be	a	fine
start	for	him,"	said	Susan	Sowerby.	"I'd	like	to	see	his	face,	lad.	I	would	that!	He
mun	come	back—that	he	mun."
One	of	the	things	they	talked	of	was	the	visit	they	were	to	make	to	her	cottage.

They	planned	 it	 all.	They	were	 to	drive	over	 the	moor	and	 lunch	out	of	doors
among	the	heather.	They	would	see	all	the	twelve	children	and	Dickon's	garden
and	would	not	come	back	until	they	were	tired.
Susan	Sowerby	got	up	at	last	to	return	to	the	house	and	Mrs.	Medlock.	It	was

time	for	Colin	to	be	wheeled	back	also.	But	before	he	got	into	his	chair	he	stood
quite	 close	 to	 Susan	 and	 fixed	 his	 eyes	 on	 her	 with	 a	 kind	 of	 bewildered
adoration	and	he	suddenly	caught	hold	of	the	fold	of	her	blue	cloak	and	held	it
fast.
"You	are	just	what	I—what	I	wanted,"	he	said.	"I	wish	you	were	my	mother—

as	well	as	Dickon's!"
All	 at	 once	 Susan	 Sowerby	 bent	 down	 and	 drew	 him	with	 her	 warm	 arms

close	 against	 the	 bosom	 under	 the	 blue	 cloak—as	 if	 he	 had	 been	 Dickon's
brother.	The	quick	mist	swept	over	her	eyes.
"Eh!	 dear	 lad!"	 she	 said.	 "Thy	 own	mother's	 in	 this	 'ere	 very	 garden,	 I	 do

believe.	 She	 couldna'	 keep	 out	 of	 it.	 Thy	 father	 mun	 come	 back	 to	 thee—he
mun!"



Chapter		27	
In	the	garden
In	 each	 century	 since	 the	 beginning	 of	 the	world	wonderful	 things	 have	 been
discovered.	In	the	last	century	more	amazing	things	were	found	out	than	in	any
century	before.	In	this	new	century	hundreds	of	things	still	more	astounding	will
be	brought	to	light.	At	first	people	refuse	to	believe	that	a	strange	new	thing	can
be	done,	then	they	begin	to	hope	it	can	be	done,	then	they	see	it	can	be	done—
then	it	is	done	and	all	the	world	wonders	why	it	was	not	done	centuries	ago.	One
of	the	new	things	people	began	to	find	out	in	the	last	century	was	that	thoughts
—just	mere	thoughts—are	as	powerful	as	electric	batteries—as	good	for	one	as
sunlight	is,	or	as	bad	for	one	as	poison.	To	let	a	sad	thought	or	a	bad	one	get	into
your	mind	is	as	dangerous	as	letting	a	scarlet	fever	germ	get	into	your	body.	If
you	let	it	stay	there	after	it	has	got	in	you	may	never	get	over	it	as	long	as	you
live.
So	long	as	Mistress	Mary's	mind	was	full	of	disagreeable	thoughts	about	her

dislikes	and	sour	opinions	of	people	and	her	determination	not	to	be	pleased	by
or	 interested	 in	 anything,	 she	was	 a	 yellow-faced,	 sickly,	 bored	 and	wretched
child.	Circumstances,	however,	were	very	kind	to	her,	though	she	was	not	at	all
aware	 of	 it.	They	 began	 to	 push	 her	 about	 for	 her	 own	good.	When	her	mind
gradually	filled	itself	with	robins,	and	moorland	cottages	crowded	with	children,
with	queer	crabbed	old	gardeners	and	common	little	Yorkshire	housemaids,	with
springtime	 and	with	 secret	 gardens	 coming	 alive	 day	 by	 day,	 and	 also	with	 a
moor	 boy	 and	 his	 "creatures,"	 there	 was	 no	 room	 left	 for	 the	 disagreeable
thoughts	which	 affected	 her	 liver	 and	 her	 digestion	 and	made	 her	 yellow	 and
tired.
So	long	as	Colin	shut	himself	up	in	his	room	and	thought	only	of	his	fears	and

weakness	and	his	detestation	of	people	who	looked	at	him	and	reflected	hourly
on	 humps	 and	 early	 death,	 he	was	 a	 hysterical	 half-crazy	 little	 hypochondriac
who	knew	nothing	of	the	sunshine	and	the	spring	and	also	did	not	know	that	he
could	 get	 well	 and	 could	 stand	 upon	 his	 feet	 if	 he	 tried	 to	 do	 it.	When	 new
beautiful	 thoughts	began	 to	push	out	 the	old	hideous	ones,	 life	began	 to	 come
back	to	him,	his	blood	ran	healthily	through	his	veins	and	strength	poured	into
him	 like	 a	 flood.	His	 scientific	 experiment	was	 quite	 practical	 and	 simple	 and



there	was	nothing	weird	about	it	at	all.	Much	more	surprising	things	can	happen
to	 any	 one	 who,	 when	 a	 disagreeable	 or	 discouraged	 thought	 comes	 into	 his
mind,	 just	has	 the	 sense	 to	 remember	 in	 time	and	push	 it	 out	by	putting	 in	 an
agreeable	determinedly	courageous	one.	Two	things	cannot	be	in	one	place.

"Where,	you	tend	a	rose,	my	lad,
A	thistle	cannot	grow."

While	the	secret	garden	was	coming	alive	and	two	children	were	coming	alive
with	it,	there	was	a	man	wandering	about	certain	far-away	beautiful	places	in	the
Norwegian	 fiords	 and	 the	 valleys	 and	mountains	 of	 Switzerland	 and	 he	was	 a
man	 who	 for	 ten	 years	 had	 kept	 his	 mind	 filled	 with	 dark	 and	 heart-broken
thinking.	 He	 had	 not	 been	 courageous;	 he	 had	 never	 tried	 to	 put	 any	 other
thoughts	 in	 the	 place	 of	 the	 dark	 ones.	 He	 had	 wandered	 by	 blue	 lakes	 and
thought	 them;	he	had	lain	on	mountain-sides	with	sheets	of	deep	blue	gentians
blooming	all	about	him	and	flower	breaths	filling	all	the	air	and	he	had	thought
them.	A	terrible	sorrow	had	fallen	upon	him	when	he	had	been	happy	and	he	had
let	his	soul	fill	itself	with	blackness	and	had	refused	obstinately	to	allow	any	rift
of	light	to	pierce	through.	He	had	forgotten	and	deserted	his	home	and	his	duties.
When	he	traveled	about,	darkness	so	brooded	over	him	that	the	sight	of	him	was
a	wrong	done	to	other	people	because	it	was	as	if	he	poisoned	the	air	about	him
with	gloom.	Most	 strangers	 thought	he	must	be	either	half	mad	or	a	man	with
some	 hidden	 crime	 on	 his	 soul.	 He,	 was	 a	 tall	 man	 with	 a	 drawn	 face	 and
crooked	 shoulders	 and	 the	 name	 he	 always	 entered	 on	 hotel	 registers	 was,
"Archibald	Craven,	Misselthwaite	Manor,	Yorkshire,	England."
He	had	traveled	far	and	wide	since	the	day	he	saw	Mistress	Mary	in	his	study

and	told	her	she	might	have	her	"bit	of	earth."	He	had	been	in	the	most	beautiful
places	 in	Europe,	 though	he	had	 remained	nowhere	more	 than	a	 few	days.	He
had	 chosen	 the	 quietest	 and	 remotest	 spots.	 He	 had	 been	 on	 the	 tops	 of
mountains	 whose	 heads	 were	 in	 the	 clouds	 and	 had	 looked	 down	 on	 other
mountains	when	the	sun	rose	and	touched	them	with	such	light	as	made	it	seem
as	if	the	world	were	just	being	born.
But	 the	 light	 had	 never	 seemed	 to	 touch	 himself	 until	 one	 day	 when	 he

realized	that	for	the	first	time	in	ten	years	a	strange	thing	had	happened.	He	was
in	 a	 wonderful	 valley	 in	 the	 Austrian	 Tyrol	 and	 he	 had	 been	 walking	 alone
through	such	beauty	as	might	have	lifted,	any	man's	soul	out	of	shadow.	He	had
walked	a	long	way	and	it	had	not	lifted	his.	But	at	last	he	had	felt	tired	and	had
thrown	himself	down	to	rest	on	a	carpet	of	moss	by	a	stream.	It	was	a	clear	little
stream	which	 ran	 quite	merrily	 along	 on	 its	 narrow	way	 through	 the	 luscious



damp	greenness.	Sometimes	it	made	a	sound	rather	like	very	low	laughter	as	it
bubbled	over	and	round	stones.	He	saw	birds	come	and	dip	their	heads	to	drink
in	it	and	then	flick	their	wings	and	fly	away.	It	seemed	like	a	thing	alive	and	yet
its	tiny	voice	made	the	stillness	seem	deeper.	The	valley	was	very,	very	still.
As	 he	 sat	 gazing	 into	 the	 clear	 running	 of	 the	 water,	 Archibald	 Craven

gradually	felt	his	mind	and	body	both	grow	quiet,	as	quiet	as	the	valley	itself.	He
wondered	 if	 he	were	 going	 to	 sleep,	 but	 he	was	 not.	He	 sat	 and	 gazed	 at	 the
sunlit	water	and	his	eyes	began	to	see	things	growing	at	its	edge.	There	was	one
lovely	mass	of	blue	forget-me-nots	growing	so	close	to	the	stream	that	its	leaves
were	wet	and	at	these	he	found	himself	looking	as	he	remembered	he	had	looked
at	 such	 things	years	 ago.	He	was	 actually	 thinking	 tenderly	how	 lovely	 it	was
and	what	wonders	of	blue	its	hundreds	of	little	blossoms	were.	He	did	not	know
that	 just	 that	 simple	 thought	was	 slowly	 filling	 his	mind—filling	 and	 filling	 it
until	other	things	were	softly	pushed	aside.	It	was	as	if	a	sweet	clear	spring	had
begun	to	rise	in	a	stagnant	pool	and	had	risen	and	risen	until	at	last	it	swept	the
dark	water	away.	But	of	course	he	did	not	 think	of	 this	himself.	He	only	knew
that	 the	 valley	 seemed	 to	 grow	 quieter	 and	 quieter	 as	 he	 sat	 and	 stared	 at	 the
bright	 delicate	 blueness.	He	 did	 not	 know	 how	 long	 he	 sat	 there	 or	what	was
happening	to	him,	but	at	last	he	moved	as	if	he	were	awakening	and	he	got	up
slowly	 and	 stood	 on	 the	 moss	 carpet,	 drawing	 a	 long,	 deep,	 soft	 breath	 and
wondering	at	himself.	Something	seemed	to	have	been	unbound	and	released	in
him,	very	quietly.
"What	 is	 it?"	 he	 said,	 almost	 in	 a	whisper,	 and	he	 passed	his	 hand	over	 his

forehead.	"I	almost	feel	as	if—I	were	alive!"
I	do	not	know	enough	about	 the	wonderfulness	of	undiscovered	things	to	be

able	to	explain	how	this	had	happened	to	him.	Neither	does	any	one	else	yet.	He
did	not	understand	at	all	himself—but	he	remembered	this	strange	hour	months
afterward	 when	 he	 was	 at	 Misselthwaite	 again	 and	 he	 found	 out	 quite	 by
accident	 that	 on	 this	 very	 day	 Colin	 had	 cried	 out	 as	 he	 went	 into	 the	 secret
garden:
"I	am	going	to	live	forever	and	ever	and	ever!"
The	singular	calmness	remained	with	him	the	rest	of	the	evening	and	he	slept

a	new	reposeful	sleep;	but	it	was	not	with	him	very	long.	He	did	not	know	that	it
could	 be	 kept.	 By	 the	 next	 night	 he	 had	 opened	 the	 doors	 wide	 to	 his	 dark
thoughts	and	 they	had	come	 trooping	and	 rushing	back.	He	 left	 the	valley	and
went	on	his	wandering	way	again.	But,	strange	as	it	seemed	to	him,	there	were
minutes—sometimes	 half-hours—when,	 without	 his	 knowing	 why,	 the	 black
burden	 seemed	 to	 lift	 itself	 again	 and	he	knew	he	was	 a	 living	man	and	not	 a
dead	 one.	 Slowly—slowly—for	 no	 reason	 that	 he	 knew	 of—he	 was	 "coming



alive"	with	the	garden.
As	 the	golden	summer	changed	 into	 the	deep	golden	autumn	he	went	 to	 the

Lake	of	Como.	There	he	found	the	loveliness	of	a	dream.	He	spent	his	days	upon
the	crystal	blueness	of	the	lake	or	he	walked	back	into	the	soft	thick	verdure	of
the	hills	and	tramped	until	he	was	tired	so	that	he	might	sleep.	But	by	this	time
he	had	begun	to	sleep	better,	he	knew,	and	his	dreams	had	ceased	to	be	a	terror	to
him.
"Perhaps,"	he	thought,	"my	body	is	growing	stronger."
It	 was	 growing	 stronger	 but—because	 of	 the	 rare	 peaceful	 hours	 when	 his

thoughts	were	changed—his	soul	was	slowly	growing	stronger,	too.	He	began	to
think	of	Misselthwaite	and	wonder	if	he	should	not	go	home.	Now	and	then	he
wondered	vaguely	about	his	boy	and	asked	himself	what	he	should	feel	when	he
went	 and	 stood	 by	 the	 carved	 four-posted	 bed	 again	 and	 looked	 down	 at	 the
sharply	chiseled	ivory-white	face	while	it	slept	and,	the	black	lashes	rimmed	so
startlingly	the	close-shut	eyes.	He	shrank	from	it.
One	marvel	of	a	day	he	had	walked	so	far	that	when	he	returned	the	moon	was

high	 and	 full	 and	 all	 the	world	was	purple	 shadow	and	 silver.	The	 stillness	 of
lake	and	shore	and	wood	was	so	wonderful	 that	he	did	not	go	into	 the	villa	he
lived	in.	He	walked	down	to	a	little	bowered	terrace	at	the	water's	edge	and	sat
upon	 a	 seat	 and	 breathed	 in	 all	 the	 heavenly	 scents	 of	 the	 night.	 He	 felt	 the
strange	calmness	stealing	over	him	and	 it	grew	deeper	and	deeper	until	he	 fell
asleep.
He	did	not	know	when	he	fell	asleep	and	when	he	began	to	dream;	his	dream

was	 so	 real	 that	 he	 did	 not	 feel	 as	 if	 he	 were	 dreaming.	 He	 remembered
afterward	 how	 intensely	 wide	 awake	 and	 alert	 he	 had	 thought	 he	 was.	 He
thought	that	as	he	sat	and	breathed	in	the	scent	of	the	late	roses	and	listened	to
the	 lapping	of	 the	water	 at	 his	 feet	 he	heard	 a	voice	 calling.	 It	was	 sweet	 and
clear	and	happy	and	far	away.	It	seemed	very	far,	but	he	heard	it	as	distinctly	as
if	it	had	been	at	his	very	side.
"Archie!	 Archie!	 Archie!"	 it	 said,	 and	 then	 again,	 sweeter	 and	 clearer	 than

before,	"Archie!	Archie!"
He	thought	he	sprang	to	his	feet	not	even	startled.	It	was	such	a	real	voice	and

it	seemed	so	natural	that	he	should	hear	it.
"Lilias!	Lilias!"	he	answered.	"Lilias!	where	are	you?"
"In	 the	 garden,"	 it	 came	 back	 like	 a	 sound	 from	 a	 golden	 flute.	 "In	 the

garden!"
And	 then	 the	 dream	 ended.	 But	 he	 did	 not	 awaken.	 He	 slept	 soundly	 and

sweetly	all	 through	the	lovely	night.	When	he	did	awake	at	 last	 it	was	brilliant
morning	and	a	servant	was	standing	staring	at	him.	He	was	an	Italian	servant	and



was	 accustomed,	 as	 all	 the	 servants	 of	 the	 villa	 were,	 to	 accepting	 without
question	any	strange	thing	his	foreign	master	might	do.	No	one	ever	knew	when
he	would	go	out	or	come	in	or	where	he	would	choose	to	sleep	or	if	he	would
roam	about	 the	garden	or	 lie	 in	 the	boat	on	 the	 lake	all	night.	The	man	held	a
salver	with	some	letters	on	it	and	he	waited	quietly	until	Mr.	Craven	took	them.
When	 he	 had	 gone	 away	Mr.	 Craven	 sat	 a	 few	moments	 holding	 them	 in	 his
hand	and	looking	at	the	lake.	His	strange	calm	was	still	upon	him	and	something
more—a	lightness	as	if	the	cruel	thing	which	had	been	done	had	not	happened	as
he	thought—as	if	something	had	changed.	He	was	remembering	the	dream—the
real—real	dream.
"In	the	garden!"	he	said,	wondering	at	himself.	"In	the	garden!	But	the	door	is

locked	and	the	key	is	buried	deep."
When	he	glanced	at	the	letters	a	few	minutes	later	he	saw	that	the	one	lying	at

the	top	of	the	rest	was	an	English	letter	and	came	from	Yorkshire.	It	was	directed
in	a	plain	woman's	hand	but	it	was	not	a	hand	he	knew.	He	opened	it,	scarcely
thinking	of	the	writer,	but	the	first	words	attracted	his	attention	at	once.

"Dear	Sir:
I	am	Susan	Sowerby	that	made	bold	to	speak	to	you	once	on	the	moor.	It	was

about	Miss	Mary	I	spoke.	I	will	make	bold	to	speak	again.	Please,	sir,	I	would
come	home	 if	 I	was	you.	 I	 think	you	would	be	glad	 to	come	and—if	you	will
excuse	me,	sir—I	think	your	lady	would	ask	you	to	come	if	she	was	here.
Your	obedient	servant,
						Susan	Sowerby."

Mr.	Craven	read	the	letter	twice	before	he	put	it	back	in	its	envelope.	He	kept
thinking	about	the	dream.
"I	will	go	back	to	Misselthwaite,"	he	said.	"Yes,	I'll	go	at	once."
And	he	went	through	the	garden	to	the	villa	and	ordered	Pitcher	to	prepare	for

his	return	to	England.

In	a	few	days	he	was	in	Yorkshire	again,	and	on	his	long	railroad	journey	he
found	himself	 thinking	of	his	boy	as	he	had	never	 thought	 in	 all	 the	 ten	years
past.	During	those	years	he	had	only	wished	to	forget	him.	Now,	though	he	did
not	intend	to	think	about	him,	memories	of	him	constantly	drifted	into	his	mind.
He	remembered	 the	black	days	when	he	had	raved	 like	a	madman	because	 the
child	was	alive	and	the	mother	was	dead.	He	had	refused	to	see	it,	and	when	he
had	 gone	 to	 look	 at	 it	 at	 last	 it	 had	 been,	 such	 a	 weak	 wretched	 thing	 that
everyone	had	been	sure	it	would	die	in	a	few	days.	But	to	the	surprise	of	those



who	 took	care	of	 it	 the	days	passed	and	 it	 lived	and	 then	everyone	believed	 it
would	be	a	deformed	and	crippled	creature.
He	had	not	meant	to	be	a	bad	father,	but	he	had	not	felt	like	a	father	at	all.	He

had	supplied	doctors	and	nurses	and	luxuries,	but	he	had	shrunk	from	the	mere
thought	of	the	boy	and	had	buried	himself	in	his	own	misery.	The	first	time	after
a	 year's	 absence	he	 returned	 to	Misselthwaite	 and	 the	 small	miserable	 looking
thing	languidly	and	indifferently	lifted	to	his	face	the	great	gray	eyes	with	black
lashes	 round	 them,	 so	 like	 and	 yet	 so	 horribly	 unlike	 the	 happy	 eyes	 he	 had
adored,	he	could	not	bear	the	sight	of	them	and	turned	away	pale	as	death.	After
that	he	 scarcely	ever	 saw	him	except	when	he	was	asleep,	 and	all	he	knew	of
him	was	that	he	was	a	confirmed	invalid,	with	a	vicious,	hysterical,	half-insane
temper.	He	could	only	be	kept	from	furies	dangerous	to	himself	by	being	given
his	own	way	in	every	detail.
All	 this	 was	 not	 an	 uplifting	 thing	 to	 recall,	 but	 as	 the	 train	 whirled	 him

through	mountain	 passes	 and	 golden	 plains	 the	man	who	was	 "coming	 alive"
began	to	think	in	a	new	way	and	he	thought	long	and	steadily	and	deeply.
"Perhaps	I	have	been	all	wrong	for	ten	years,"	he	said	to	himself.	"Ten	years	is

a	long	time.	It	may	be	too	late	to	do	anything—quite	too	late.	What	have	I	been
thinking	of!"
Of	 course	 this	 was	 the	 wrong	Magic—to	 begin	 by	 saying	 "too	 late."	 Even

Colin	could	have	told	him	that.	But	he	knew	nothing	of	Magic—either	black	or
white.	 This	 he	 had	 yet	 to	 learn.	 He	 wondered	 if	 Susan	 Sowerby	 had	 taken
courage	and	written	to	him	only	because	the	motherly	creature	had	realized	that
the	boy	was	much	worse—was	fatally	ill.	If	he	had	not	been	under	the	spell	of
the	 curious	 calmness	which	 had	 taken	 possession	 of	 him	 he	would	 have	 been
more	wretched	than	ever.	But	the	calm	had	brought	a	sort	of	courage	and	hope
with	it.	Instead	of	giving	way	to	thoughts	of	the	worst	he	actually	found	he	was
trying	to	believe	in	better	things.
"Could	 it	 be	 possible	 that	 she	 sees	 that	 I	may	 be	 able	 to	 do	 him	 good	 and

control	him?"	he	thought.	"I	will	go	and	see	her	on	my	way	to	Misselthwaite."
But	when	on	his	way	across	the	moor	he	stopped	the	carriage	at	the	cottage,

seven	or	eight	children	who	were	playing	about	gathered	in	a	group	and	bobbing
seven	or	eight	friendly	and	polite	curtsies	told	him	that	their	mother	had	gone	to
the	other	side	of	the	moor	early	in	the	morning	to	help	a	woman	who	had	a	new
baby.	"Our	Dickon,"	they	volunteered,	was	over	at	the	Manor	working	in	one	of
the	gardens	where	he	went	several	days	each	week.
Mr.	Craven	 looked	over	 the	collection	of	 sturdy	 little	bodies	and	 round	 red-

cheeked	faces,	each	one	grinning	in	its	own	particular	way,	and	he	awoke	to	the
fact	 that	 they	were	 a	 healthy	 likable	 lot.	He	 smiled	 at	 their	 friendly	 grins	 and



took	a	golden	sovereign	from	his	pocket	and	gave	it	to	"our	'Lizabeth	Ellen"	who
was	the	oldest.
"If	you	divide	that	into	eight	parts	there	will	be	half	a	crown	for	each	of,	you,"

he	said.
Then	amid	grins	and	chuckles	and	bobbing	of	curtsies	he	drove	away,	leaving

ecstasy	and	nudging	elbows	and	little	jumps	of	joy	behind.
The	drive	 across	 the	wonderfulness	of	 the	moor	was	 a	 soothing	 thing.	Why

did	it	seem	to	give	him	a	sense	of	homecoming	which	he	had	been	sure	he	could
never	feel	again—that	sense	of	the	beauty	of	land	and	sky	and	purple	bloom	of
distance	 and	 a	warming	 of	 the	 heart	 at	 drawing,	 nearer	 to	 the	 great	 old	 house
which	 had	 held	 those	 of	 his	 blood	 for	 six	 hundred	 years?	How	he	 had	 driven
away	from	it	the	last	time,	shuddering	to	think	of	its	closed	rooms	and	the	boy
lying	 in	 the	 four-posted	 bed	with	 the	 brocaded	 hangings.	Was	 it	 possible	 that
perhaps	 he	 might	 find	 him	 changed	 a	 little	 for	 the	 better	 and	 that	 he	 might
overcome	 his	 shrinking	 from	 him?	 How	 real	 that	 dream	 had	 been—how
wonderful	and	clear	the	voice	which	called	back	to	him,	"In	the	garden—In	the
garden!"
"I	 will	 try	 to	 find	 the	 key,"	 he	 said.	 "I	 will	 try	 to	 open	 the	 door.	 I	 must—

though	I	don't	know	why."
When	he	arrived	at	 the	Manor	 the	servants	who	received	him	with	the	usual

ceremony	 noticed	 that	 he	 looked	 better	 and	 that	 he	 did	 not	 go	 to	 the	 remote
rooms	where	he	usually	lived	attended	by	Pitcher.	He	went	into	the	library	and
sent	 for	 Mrs.	 Medlock.	 She	 came	 to	 him	 somewhat	 excited	 and	 curious	 and
flustered.
"How	 is	 Master	 Colin,	 Medlock?"	 he	 inquired.	 "Well,	 sir,"	 Mrs.	 Medlock

answered,	"he's—he's	different,	in	a	manner	of	speaking."
"Worse?"	he	suggested.
Mrs.	Medlock	really	was	flushed.
"Well,	you	see,	 sir,"	 she	 tried	 to	explain,	 "neither	Dr.	Craven,	nor	 the	nurse,

nor	me	can	exactly	make	him	out."
"Why	is	that?"
"To	tell	the	truth,	sir,	Master	Colin	might	be	better	and	he	might	be	changing

for	the	worse.	His	appetite,	sir,	is	past	understanding—and	his	ways—"
"Has	he	become	more—more	peculiar?"	her	master,	asked,	knitting	his	brows

anxiously.
"That's	it,	sir.	He's	growing	very	peculiar—when	you	compare	him	with	what

he	 used	 to	 be.	 He	 used	 to	 eat	 nothing	 and	 then	 suddenly	 he	 began	 to	 eat
something	enormous—and	then	he	stopped	again	all	at	once	and	the	meals	were
sent	back	just	as	they	used	to	be.	You	never	knew,	sir,	perhaps,	that	out	of	doors



he	never	would	let	himself	be	taken.	The	things	we've	gone	through	to	get	him	to
go	out	in	his	chair	would	leave	a	body	trembling	like	a	leaf.	He'd	throw	himself
into	such	a	state	that	Dr.	Craven	said	he	couldn't	be	responsible	for	forcing	him.
Well,	 sir,	 just	 without	 warning—not	 long	 after	 one	 of	 his	 worst	 tantrums	 he
suddenly	 insisted	 on	 being	 taken	 out	 every	 day	 by	 Miss	 Mary	 and	 Susan
Sowerby's	boy	Dickon	that	could	push	his	chair.	He	 took	a	fancy	 to	both	Miss
Mary	and	Dickon,	and	Dickon	brought	his	tame	animals,	and,	if	you'll	credit	it,
sir,	out	of	doors	he	will	stay	from	morning	until	night."
"How	does	he	look?"	was	the	next	question.
"If	he	took	his	food	natural,	sir,	you'd	think	he	was	putting	on	flesh—but	we're

afraid	it	may	be	a	sort	of	bloat.	He	laughs	sometimes	in	a	queer	way	when	he's
alone	with	Miss	Mary.	He	never	used	to	laugh	at	all.	Dr.	Craven	is	coming	to	see
you	at	once,	if	you'll	allow	him.	He	never	was	as	puzzled	in	his	life."
"Where	is	Master	Colin	now?"	Mr.	Craven	asked.
"In	the	garden,	sir.	He's	always	in	the	garden—though	not	a	human	creature	is

allowed	to	go	near	for	fear	they'll	look	at	him."
Mr.	Craven	scarcely	heard	her	last	words.
"In	 the	garden,"	he	said,	and	after	he	had	sent	Mrs.	Medlock	away	he	stood

and	repeated	it	again	and	again.	"In	the	garden!"
He	had	to	make	an	effort	to	bring	himself	back	to	the	place	he	was	standing	in

and	when	he	felt	he	was	on	earth	again	he	turned	and	went	out	of	the	room.	He
took	his	way,	as	Mary	had	done,	through	the	door	in	the	shrubbery	and	among
the	 laurels	 and	 the	 fountain	 beds.	 The	 fountain	 was	 playing	 now	 and	 was
encircled	by	beds	of	brilliant	 autumn	 flowers.	He	crossed	 the	 lawn	and	 turned
into	the	Long	Walk	by	the	ivied	walls.	He	did	not	walk	quickly,	but	slowly,	and
his	eyes	were	on	the	path.	He	felt	as	if	he	were	being	drawn	back	to	the	place	he
had	so	long	forsaken,	and	he	did	not	know	why.	As	he	drew	near	to	it	his	step
became	still	more	slow.	He	knew	where	the	door	was	even	though	the	ivy	hung
thick	over	it—but	he	did	not	know	exactly	where	it	lay—that	buried	key.
So	he	stopped	and	stood	still,	looking	about	him,	and	almost	the	moment	after

he	had	paused	he	started	and	 listened—asking	himself	 if	he	were	walking	 in	a
dream.
The	 ivy	 hung	 thick	 over	 the	 door,	 the	 key	was	 buried	 under	 the	 shrubs,	 no

human	 being	 had	 passed	 that	 portal	 for	 ten	 lonely	 years—and	 yet	 inside	 the
garden	 there	 were	 sounds.	 They	 were	 the	 sounds	 of	 running	 scuffling	 feet
seeming	to	chase	round	and	round	under	the	trees,	they	were	strange	sounds	of
lowered	suppressed	voices—exclamations	and	smothered	joyous	cries.	It	seemed
actually	like	the	laughter	of	young	things,	the	uncontrollable	laughter	of	children
who	were	trying	not	to	be	heard	but	who	in	a	moment	or	so—as	their	excitement



mounted—would	burst	forth.	What	in	heaven's	name	was	he	dreaming	of—what
in	heaven's	name	did	he	hear?	Was	he	 losing	his	 reason	and	 thinking	he	heard
things	which	were	not	for	human	ears?	Was	it	that	the	far	clear	voice	had	meant?
And	 then	 the	 moment	 came,	 the	 uncontrollable	 moment	 when	 the	 sounds

forgot	to	hush	themselves.	The	feet	ran	faster	and	faster—they	were	nearing	the
garden	 door—there	was	 quick	 strong	 young	 breathing	 and	 a	wild	 outbreak	 of
laughing	 shows	which	 could	 not	 be	 contained—and	 the	 door	 in	 the	 wall	 was
flung	wide	open,	 the	sheet	of	 ivy	swinging	back,	and	a	boy	burst	 through	 it	at
full	speed	and,	without	seeing	the	outsider,	dashed	almost	into	his	arms.
Mr.	Craven	had	extended	them	just	in	time	to	save	him	from	falling	as	a	result

of	his	unseeing	dash	against	him,	and	when	he	held	him	away	to	look	at	him	in
amazement	at	his	being	there	he	truly	gasped	for	breath.
He	was	 a	 tall	 boy	 and	 a	 handsome	 one.	 He	 was	 glowing	 with	 life	 and	 his

running	had	sent	splendid	color	leaping	to	his	face.	He	threw	the	thick	hair	back
from	 his	 forehead	 and	 lifted	 a	 pair	 of	 strange	 gray	 eyes—eyes	 full	 of	 boyish
laughter	and	rimmed	with	black	lashes	like	a	fringe.	It	was	the	eyes	which	made
Mr.	Craven	gasp	for	breath.	"Who—What?	Who!"	he	stammered.
This	was	not	what	Colin	had	expected—this	was	not	what	he	had	planned.	He

had	never	thought	of	such	a	meeting.	And	yet	to	come	dashing	out—winning	a
race—perhaps	it	was	even	better.	He	drew	himself	up	to	his	very	tallest.	Mary,
who	had	been	running	with	him	and	had	dashed	through	the	door	too,	believed
that	he	managed	 to	make	himself	 look	 taller	 than	he	had	ever	 looked	before—
inches	taller.
"Father,"	he	said,	"I'm	Colin.	You	can't	believe	 it.	 I	scarcely	can	myself.	 I'm

Colin."
Like	Mrs.	Medlock,	he	did	not	understand	what	his	father	meant	when	he	said

hurriedly:
"In	the	garden!	In	the	garden!"
"Yes,"	hurried	on	Colin.	"It	was	the	garden	that	did	it—and	Mary	and	Dickon

and	 the	creatures—and	 the	Magic.	No	one	knows.	We	kept	 it	 to	 tell	you	when
you	came.	I'm	well,	I	can	beat	Mary	in	a	race.	I'm	going	to	be	an	athlete."
He	said	it	all	so	like	a	healthy	boy—his	face	flushed,	his	words	tumbling	over

each	other	in	his	eagerness—that	Mr.	Craven's	soul	shook	with	unbelieving	joy.
Colin	put	out	his	hand	and	laid	it	on	his	father's	arm.
"Aren't	 you	 glad,	 Father?"	 he	 ended.	 "Aren't	 you	 glad?	 I'm	 going	 to	 live

forever	and	ever	and	ever!"
Mr.	Craven	put	his	hands	on	both	 the	boy's	shoulders	and	held	him	still.	He

knew	he	dared	not	even	try	to	speak	for	a	moment.
"Take	me	into	the	garden,	my	boy,"	he	said	at	last.	"And	tell	me	all	about	it."



And	so	they	led	him	in.
The	 place	was	 a	wilderness	 of	 autumn	 gold	 and	 purple	 and	 violet	 blue	 and

flaming	scarlet	and	on	every	side	were	sheaves	of	late	lilies	standing	together—
lilies	which	were	white	or	white	and	ruby.	He	remembered	well	when	the	first	of
them	had	been	planted	that	just	at	this	season	of	the	year	their	late	glories	should
reveal	themselves.	Late	roses	climbed	and	hung	and	clustered	and	the	sunshine
deepening	 the	 hue	 of	 the	 yellowing	 trees	made	 one	 feel	 that	 one,	 stood	 in	 an
embowered	temple	of	gold.	The	newcomer	stood	silent	just	as	the	children	had
done	when	they	came	into	its	grayness.	He	looked	round	and	round.
"I	thought	it	would	be	dead,"	he	said.
"Mary	thought	so	at	first,"	said	Colin.	"But	it	came	alive."
Then	they	sat	down	under	their	tree—all	but	Colin,	who	wanted	to	stand	while

he	told	the	story.
It	was	the	strangest	thing	he	had	ever	heard,	Archibald	Craven	thought,	as	it

was	 poured	 forth	 in	 headlong	 boy	 fashion.	 Mystery	 and	 Magic	 and	 wild
creatures,	 the	weird	midnight	meeting—the	coming	of	 the	 spring—the	passion
of	insulted	pride	which	had	dragged	the	young	Rajah	to	his	feet	to	defy	old	Ben
Weatherstaff	 to	 his	 face.	 The	 odd	 companionship,	 the	 play	 acting,	 the	 great
secret	so	carefully	kept.	The	listener	laughed	until	tears	came	into	his	eyes	and
sometimes	tears	came	into	his	eyes	when	he	was	not	laughing.	The	Athlete,	the
Lecturer,	 the	 Scientific	 Discoverer	 was	 a	 laughable,	 lovable,	 healthy	 young
human	thing.
"Now,"	he	said	at	the	end	of	the	story,	"it	need	not	be	a	secret	any	more.	I	dare

say	it	will	frighten	them	nearly	into	fits	when	they	see	me—but	I	am	never	going
to	get	into	the	chair	again.	I	shall	walk	back	with	you,	Father—to	the	house."

Ben	Weatherstaff's	duties	rarely	took	him	away	from	the	gardens,	but	on	this
occasion	he	made	an	excuse	to	carry	some	vegetables	 to	 the	kitchen	and	being
invited	into	the	servants'	hall	by	Mrs.	Medlock	to	drink	a	glass	of	beer	he	was	on
the	spot—as	he	had	hoped	to	be—when	the	most	dramatic	event	Misselthwaite
Manor	 had	 seen	 during	 the	 present	 generation	 actually	 took	 place.	One	 of	 the
windows	 looking	 upon	 the	 courtyard	 gave	 also	 a	 glimpse	 of	 the	 lawn.	 Mrs.
Medlock,	knowing	Ben	had	come	 from	 the	gardens,	hoped	 that	he	might	have
caught	sight	of	his	master	and	even	by	chance	of	his	meeting	with	Master	Colin.
"Did	you	see	either	of	them,	Weatherstaff?"	she	asked.
Ben	took	his	beer-mug	from	his	mouth	and	wiped	his	lips	with	the	back	of	his

hand.
"Aye,	that	I	did,"	he	answered	with	a	shrewdly	significant	air.
"Both	of	them?"	suggested	Mrs.	Medlock.



"Both	of	 'em,"	 returned	Ben	Weatherstaff.	 "Thank	ye	kindly,	ma'am,	 I	could
sup	up	another	mug	of	it."
"Together?"	 said	 Mrs.	 Medlock,	 hastily	 overfilling	 his	 beer-mug	 in	 her

excitement.
"Together,	ma'am,"	and	Ben	gulped	down	half	of	his	new	mug	at	one	gulp.
"Where	 was	 Master	 Colin?	 How	 did	 he	 look?	 What	 did	 they	 say	 to	 each

other?"
"I	 didna'	 hear	 that,"	 said	Ben,	 "along	 o'	 only	 bein'	 on	 th'	 stepladder	 lookin,

over	 th'	wall.	But	I'll	 tell	 thee	 this.	There's	been	 things	goin'	on	outside	as	you
house	people	knows	nowt	about.	An'	what	tha'll	find	out	tha'll	find	out	soon."
And	 it	 was	 not	 two	 minutes	 before	 he	 swallowed	 the	 last	 of	 his	 beer	 and

waved	 his	 mug	 solemnly	 toward	 the	 window	 which	 took	 in	 through	 the
shrubbery	a	piece	of	the	lawn.
"Look	there,"	he	said,	"if	tha's	curious.	Look	what's	comin'	across	th'	grass."
When	Mrs.	Medlock	 looked	she	 threw	up	her	hands	and	gave	a	 little	 shriek

and	every	man	and	woman	servant	within	hearing	bolted	across	the	servants'	hall
and	stood	looking	through	the	window	with	their	eyes	almost	starting	out	of	their
heads.
Across	the	lawn	came	the	Master	of	Misselthwaite	and	he	looked	as	many	of

them	had	never	seen	him.	And	by	his,	 side	with	his	head	up	 in	 the	air	and	his
eyes	full	of	laughter	walked	as	strongly	and	steadily	as	any	boy	in	Yorkshire—
Master	Colin.



ANNE	OF	GREEN	GABLES
Lucy	Maud	Montgomery



Chapter		1
Mrs.	Rachel	Lynde	is	Surprised
Mrs.	Rachel	Lynde	lived	just	where	the	Avonlea	main	road	dipped	down	into	a
little	hollow,	 fringed	with	alders	and	 ladies'	 eardrops	and	 traversed	by	a	brook
that	 had	 its	 source	 away	 back	 in	 the	woods	 of	 the	 old	 Cuthbert	 place;	 it	 was
reputed	 to	 be	 an	 intricate,	 headlong	 brook	 in	 its	 earlier	 course	 through	 those
woods,	with	dark	secrets	of	pool	and	cascade;	but	by	the	time	it	reached	Lynde's
Hollow	it	was	a	quiet,	well-conducted	little	stream,	for	not	even	a	brook	could
run	past	Mrs.	Rachel	Lynde's	door	without	due	regard	for	decency	and	decorum;
it	probably	was	conscious	that	Mrs.	Rachel	was	sitting	at	her	window,	keeping	a
sharp	eye	on	everything	that	passed,	from	brooks	and	children	up,	and	that	if	she
noticed	anything	odd	or	out	of	place	she	would	never	rest	until	she	had	ferreted
out	the	whys	and	wherefores	thereof.
There	are	plenty	of	people	in	Avonlea	and	out	of	it,	who	can	attend	closely	to

their	neighbor's	business	by	dint	of	neglecting	their	own;	but	Mrs.	Rachel	Lynde
was	 one	 of	 those	 capable	 creatures	 who	 can	 manage	 their	 own	 concerns	 and
those	of	other	folks	into	the	bargain.	She	was	a	notable	housewife;	her	work	was
always	done	and	well	done;	she	"ran"	the	Sewing	Circle,	helped	run	the	Sunday-
school,	 and	 was	 the	 strongest	 prop	 of	 the	 Church	 Aid	 Society	 and	 Foreign
Missions	Auxiliary.	Yet	with	all	this	Mrs.	Rachel	found	abundant	time	to	sit	for
hours	 at	 her	 kitchen	 window,	 knitting	 "cotton	 warp"	 quilts-she	 had	 knitted
sixteen	of	them,	as	Avonlea	housekeepers	were	wont	to	tell	in	awed	voices-and
keeping	a	sharp	eye	on	the	main	road	that	crossed	the	hollow	and	wound	up	the
steep	red	hill	beyond.	Since	Avonlea	occupied	a	little	triangular	peninsula	jutting
out	 into	 the	Gulf	of	St.	Lawrence	with	water	on	 two	sides	of	 it,	 anybody	who
went	 out	 of	 it	 or	 into	 it	 had	 to	 pass	 over	 that	 hill	 road	 and	 so	 run	 the	 unseen
gauntlet	of	Mrs.	Rachel's	all-seeing	eye.
She	was	sitting	there	one	afternoon	in	early	June.	The	sun	was	coming	in	at

the	window	warm	and	bright;	the	orchard	on	the	slope	below	the	house	was	in	a
bridal	flush	of	pinky-white	bloom,	hummed	over	by	a	myriad	of	bees.	Thomas
Lynde-a	 meek	 little	 man	 whom	 Avonlea	 people	 called	 "Rachel	 Lynde's
husband"-was	sowing	his	late	turnip	seed	on	the	hill	field	beyond	the	barn;	and
Matthew	Cuthbert	ought	to	have	been	sowing	his	on	the	big	red	brook	field	away



over	by	Green	Gables.	Mrs.	Rachel	knew	that	he	ought	because	she	had	heard
him	 tell	 Peter	Morrison	 the	 evening	 before	 in	William	 J.	 Blair's	 store	 over	 at
Carmody	 that	 he	 meant	 to	 sow	 his	 turnip	 seed	 the	 next	 afternoon.	 Peter	 had
asked	him,	of	course,	for	Matthew	Cuthbert	had	never	been	known	to	volunteer
information	about	anything	in	his	whole	life.
And	yet	here	was	Matthew	Cuthbert,	at	half-past	 three	on	the	afternoon	of	a

busy	day,	placidly	driving	over	the	hollow	and	up	the	hill;	moreover,	he	wore	a
white	collar	and	his	best	suit	of	clothes,	which	was	plain	proof	that	he	was	going
out	of	Avonlea;	and	he	had	the	buggy	and	the	sorrel	mare,	which	betokened	that
he	was	going	a	considerable	distance.	Now,	where	was	Matthew	Cuthbert	going
and	why	was	he	going	there?
Had	 it	 been	 any	other	man	 in	Avonlea,	Mrs.	Rachel,	 deftly	putting	 this	 and

that	 together,	might	 have	 given	 a	 pretty	 good	 guess	 as	 to	 both	 questions.	 But
Matthew	 so	 rarely	 went	 from	 home	 that	 it	 must	 be	 something	 pressing	 and
unusual	which	was	taking	him;	he	was	the	shyest	man	alive	and	hated	to	have	to
go	 among	 strangers	 or	 to	 any	 place	 where	 he	 might	 have	 to	 talk.	 Matthew,
dressed	up	with	a	white	collar	and	driving	in	a	buggy,	was	something	that	didn't
happen	often.	Mrs.	Rachel,	ponder	as	she	might,	could	make	nothing	of	 it	and
her	afternoon's	enjoyment	was	spoiled.
"I'll	just	step	over	to	Green	Gables	after	tea	and	find	out	from	Marilla	where

he's	gone	and	why,"	the	worthy	woman	finally	concluded.	"He	doesn't	generally
go	to	town	this	time	of	year	and	he	NEVER	visits;	if	he'd	run	out	of	turnip	seed
he	wouldn't	dress	up	and	take	the	buggy	to	go	for	more;	he	wasn't	driving	fast
enough	 to	be	going	for	a	doctor.	Yet	something	must	have	happened	since	 last
night	to	start	him	off.	I'm	clean	puzzled,	that's	what,	and	I	won't	know	a	minute's
peace	of	mind	or	conscience	until	I	know	what	has	taken	Matthew	Cuthbert	out
of	Avonlea	today."
Accordingly	 after	 tea	 Mrs.	 Rachel	 set	 out;	 she	 had	 not	 far	 to	 go;	 the	 big,

rambling,	 orchard-embowered	 house	 where	 the	 Cuthberts	 lived	 was	 a	 scant
quarter	 of	 a	mile	 up	 the	 road	 from	Lynde's	Hollow.	To	 be	 sure,	 the	 long	 lane
made	it	a	good	deal	further.	Matthew	Cuthbert's	father,	as	shy	and	silent	as	his
son	 after	 him,	 had	 got	 as	 far	 away	 as	 he	 possibly	 could	 from	 his	 fellow	men
without	 actually	 retreating	 into	 the	 woods	 when	 he	 founded	 his	 homestead.
Green	Gables	was	built	at	the	furthest	edge	of	his	cleared	land	and	there	it	was	to
this	 day,	 barely	 visible	 from	 the	main	 road	 along	which	 all	 the	 other	Avonlea
houses	were	so	sociably	situated.	Mrs.	Rachel	Lynde	did	not	call	living	in	such	a
place	LIVING	at	all.
"It's	 just	 STAYING,	 that's	 what,"	 she	 said	 as	 she	 stepped	 along	 the	 deep-

rutted,	grassy	lane	bordered	with	wild	rose	bushes.	"It's	no	wonder	Matthew	and



Marilla	are	both	a	little	odd,	 living	away	back	here	by	themselves.	Trees	aren't
much	company,	though	dear	knows	if	they	were	there'd	be	enough	of	them.	I'd
ruther	 look	 at	 people.	 To	 be	 sure,	 they	 seem	 contented	 enough;	 but	 then,	 I
suppose,	 they're	 used	 to	 it.	 A	 body	 can	 get	 used	 to	 anything,	 even	 to	 being
hanged,	as	the	Irishman	said."
With	 this	 Mrs.	 Rachel	 stepped	 out	 of	 the	 lane	 into	 the	 backyard	 of	 Green

Gables.	Very	 green	 and	 neat	 and	 precise	was	 that	 yard,	 set	 about	 on	 one	 side
with	great	patriarchal	willows	and	the	other	with	prim	Lombardies.	Not	a	stray
stick	nor	stone	was	to	be	seen,	for	Mrs.	Rachel	would	have	seen	it	if	there	had
been.	Privately	she	was	of	the	opinion	that	Marilla	Cuthbert	swept	that	yard	over
as	 often	 as	 she	 swept	 her	 house.	One	 could	 have	 eaten	 a	meal	 off	 the	 ground
without	overbrimming	the	proverbial	peck	of	dirt.
Mrs.	Rachel	rapped	smartly	at	the	kitchen	door	and	stepped	in	when	bidden	to

do	 so.	 The	 kitchen	 at	 Green	 Gables	 was	 a	 cheerful	 apartment-or	 would	 have
been	cheerful	if	it	had	not	been	so	painfully	clean	as	to	give	it	something	of	the
appearance	of	an	unused	parlor.	Its	windows	looked	east	and	west;	through	the
west	one,	looking	out	on	the	back	yard,	came	a	flood	of	mellow	June	sunlight;
but	 the	east	one,	whence	you	got	a	glimpse	of	 the	bloom	white	cherry-trees	 in
the	left	orchard	and	nodding,	slender	birches	down	in	the	hollow	by	the	brook,
was	greened	over	by	a	tangle	of	vines.	Here	sat	Marilla	Cuthbert,	when	she	sat	at
all,	always	slightly	distrustful	of	sunshine,	which	seemed	to	her	too	dancing	and
irresponsible	a	thing	for	a	world	which	was	meant	to	be	taken	seriously;	and	here
she	sat	now,	knitting,	and	the	table	behind	her	was	laid	for	supper.
Mrs.	Rachel,	before	she	had	fairly	closed	the	door,	had	taken	a	mental	note	of

everything	 that	was	on	 that	 table.	There	were	 three	plates	 laid,	 so	 that	Marilla
must	 be	 expecting	 some	 one	 home	 with	Matthew	 to	 tea;	 but	 the	 dishes	 were
everyday	dishes	and	there	was	only	crab-apple	preserves	and	one	kind	of	cake,
so	that	the	expected	company	could	not	be	any	particular	company.	Yet	what	of
Matthew's	white	collar	and	the	sorrel	mare?	Mrs.	Rachel	was	getting	fairly	dizzy
with	this	unusual	mystery	about	quiet,	unmysterious	Green	Gables.
"Good	evening,	Rachel,"	Marilla	said	briskly.	"This	is	a	real	fine	evening,	isn't

it?	Won't	you	sit	down?	How	are	all	your	folks?"
Something	that	for	lack	of	any	other	name	might	be	called	friendship	existed

and	always	had	existed	between	Marilla	Cuthbert	and	Mrs.	Rachel,	in	spite	of-or
perhaps	because	of-their	dissimilarity.
Marilla	was	a	tall,	thin	woman,	with	angles	and	without	curves;	her	dark	hair

showed	some	gray	streaks	and	was	always	twisted	up	in	a	hard	little	knot	behind
with	two	wire	hairpins	stuck	aggressively	through	it.	She	looked	like	a	woman	of
narrow	experience	and	rigid	conscience,	which	she	was;	but	there	was	a	saving



something	 about	 her	 mouth	 which,	 if	 it	 had	 been	 ever	 so	 slightly	 developed,
might	have	been	considered	indicative	of	a	sense	of	humor.
"We're	all	pretty	well,"	said	Mrs.	Rachel.	"I	was	kind	of	afraid	YOU	weren't,

though,	when	I	saw	Matthew	starting	off	today.	I	thought	maybe	he	was	going	to
the	doctor's."
Marilla's	lips	twitched	understandingly.	She	had	expected	Mrs.	Rachel	up;	she

had	known	that	the	sight	of	Matthew	jaunting	off	so	unaccountably	would	be	too
much	for	her	neighbor's	curiosity.
"Oh,	no,	 I'm	quite	well	 although	 I	 had	 a	bad	headache	yesterday,"	 she	 said.

"Matthew	went	to	Bright	River.	We're	getting	a	little	boy	from	an	orphan	asylum
in	Nova	Scotia	and	he's	coming	on	the	train	tonight."
If	Marilla	had	said	that	Matthew	had	gone	to	Bright	River	to	meet	a	kangaroo

from	 Australia	 Mrs.	 Rachel	 could	 not	 have	 been	 more	 astonished.	 She	 was
actually	 stricken	dumb	 for	 five	 seconds.	 It	was	 unsupposable	 that	Marilla	was
making	fun	of	her,	but	Mrs.	Rachel	was	almost	forced	to	suppose	it.
"Are	you	in	earnest,	Marilla?"	she	demanded	when	voice	returned	to	her.
"Yes,	of	course,"	said	Marilla,	as	if	getting	boys	from	orphan	asylums	in	Nova

Scotia	were	part	of	 the	usual	 spring	work	on	any	well-regulated	Avonlea	 farm
instead	of	being	an	unheard	of	innovation.
Mrs.	 Rachel	 felt	 that	 she	 had	 received	 a	 severe	mental	 jolt.	 She	 thought	 in

exclamation	points.	A	boy!	Marilla	and	Matthew	Cuthbert	of	all	people	adopting
a	 boy!	 From	 an	 orphan	 asylum!	Well,	 the	 world	was	 certainly	 turning	 upside
down!	She	would	be	surprised	at	nothing	after	this!	Nothing!
"What	 on	 earth	 put	 such	 a	 notion	 into	 your	 head?"	 she	 demanded

disapprovingly.
This	 had	 been	 done	 without	 her	 advice	 being	 asked,	 and	 must	 perforce	 be

disapproved.
"Well,	we've	been	thinking	about	it	for	some	time-all	winter	in	fact,"	returned

Marilla.	"Mrs.	Alexander	Spencer	was	up	here	one	day	before	Christmas	and	she
said	 she	was	going	 to	 get	 a	 little	 girl	 from	 the	 asylum	over	 in	Hopeton	 in	 the
spring.	Her	cousin	lives	 there	and	Mrs.	Spencer	has	visited	here	and	knows	all
about	it.	So	Matthew	and	I	have	talked	it	over	off	and	on	ever	since.	We	thought
we'd	get	a	boy.	Matthew	is	getting	up	in	years,	you	know-he's	sixty-and	he	isn't
so	spry	as	he	once	was.	His	heart	troubles	him	a	good	deal.	And	you	know	how
desperate	hard	it's	got	to	be	to	get	hired	help.	There's	never	anybody	to	be	had
but	 those	stupid,	half-grown	 little	French	boys;	and	as	 soon	as	you	do	get	one
broke	 into	 your	 ways	 and	 taught	 something	 he's	 up	 and	 off	 to	 the	 lobster
canneries	or	 the	States.	At	 first	Matthew	suggested	getting	 a	Home	boy.	But	 I
said	 'no'	 flat	 to	 that.	 'They	may	 be	 all	 right-I'm	 not	 saying	 they're	 not-but	 no



London	street	Arabs	for	me,'	I	said.	'Give	me	a	native	born	at	least.	There'll	be	a
risk,	no	matter	who	we	get.	But	I'll	feel	easier	in	my	mind	and	sleep	sounder	at
nights	if	we	get	a	born	Canadian.'	So	in	the	end	we	decided	to	ask	Mrs.	Spencer
to	pick	us	out	one	when	she	went	over	to	get	her	little	girl.	We	heard	last	week
she	was	going,	so	we	sent	her	word	by	Richard	Spencer's	 folks	at	Carmody	 to
bring	us	a	smart,	likely	boy	of	about	ten	or	eleven.	We	decided	that	would	be	the
best	 age-old	 enough	 to	 be	 of	 some	 use	 in	 doing	 chores	 right	 off	 and	 young
enough	 to	 be	 trained	 up	 proper.	 We	 mean	 to	 give	 him	 a	 good	 home	 and
schooling.	We	had	a	telegram	from	Mrs.	Alexander	Spencer	today-the	mail-man
brought	 it	 from	 the	 station-saying	 they	 were	 coming	 on	 the	 five-thirty	 train
tonight.	So	Matthew	went	to	Bright	River	to	meet	him.	Mrs.	Spencer	will	drop
him	off	there.	Of	course	she	goes	on	to	White	Sands	station	herself."
Mrs.	 Rachel	 prided	 herself	 on	 always	 speaking	 her	mind;	 she	 proceeded	 to

speak	it	now,	having	adjusted	her	mental	attitude	to	this	amazing	piece	of	news.
"Well,	Marilla,	I'll	just	tell	you	plain	that	I	think	you're	doing	a	mighty	foolish

thing-a	 risky	 thing,	 that's	 what.	 You	 don't	 know	 what	 you're	 getting.	 You're
bringing	a	strange	child	into	your	house	and	home	and	you	don't	know	a	single
thing	about	him	nor	what	his	disposition	is	like	nor	what	sort	of	parents	he	had
nor	how	he's	 likely	 to	 turn	out.	Why,	 it	was	only	 last	week	I	 read	 in	 the	paper
how	 a	 man	 and	 his	 wife	 up	 west	 of	 the	 Island	 took	 a	 boy	 out	 of	 an	 orphan
asylum	and	he	 set	 fire	 to	 the	house	 at	 night-set	 it	ON	PURPOSE,	Marilla-and
nearly	 burnt	 them	 to	 a	 crisp	 in	 their	 beds.	And	 I	 know	another	 case	where	 an
adopted	boy	used	to	suck	the	eggs-they	couldn't	break	him	of	it.	If	you	had	asked
my	advice	 in	 the	matter-which	you	didn't	do,	Marilla-I'd	have	said	 for	mercy's
sake	not	to	think	of	such	a	thing,	that's	what."
This	 Job's	 comforting	 seemed	 neither	 to	 offend	 nor	 to	 alarm	 Marilla.	 She

knitted	steadily	on.
"I	don't	deny	there's	something	in	what	you	say,	Rachel.	I've	had	some	qualms

myself.	But	Matthew	was	terrible	set	on	it.	I	could	see	that,	so	I	gave	in.	It's	so
seldom	Matthew	sets	his	mind	on	anything	that	when	he	does	I	always	feel	it's
my	duty	to	give	in.	And	as	for	the	risk,	there's	risks	in	pretty	near	everything	a
body	does	in	this	world.	There's	risks	in	people's	having	children	of	their	own	if
it	comes	to	 that-they	don't	always	turn	out	well.	And	then	Nova	Scotia	 is	right
close	to	the	Island.	It	isn't	as	if	we	were	getting	him	from	England	or	the	States.
He	can't	be	much	different	from	ourselves."
"Well,	I	hope	it	will	turn	out	all	right,"	said	Mrs.	Rachel	in	a	tone	that	plainly

indicated	her	painful	doubts.	"Only	don't	say	I	didn't	warn	you	if	he	burns	Green
Gables	 down	 or	 puts	 strychnine	 in	 the	 well-I	 heard	 of	 a	 case	 over	 in	 New
Brunswick	where	an	orphan	asylum	child	did	that	and	the	whole	family	died	in



fearful	agonies.	Only,	it	was	a	girl	in	that	instance."
"Well,	 we're	 not	 getting	 a	 girl,"	 said	Marilla,	 as	 if	 poisoning	 wells	 were	 a

purely	feminine	accomplishment	and	not	to	be	dreaded	in	the	case	of	a	boy.	"I'd
never	dream	of	taking	a	girl	to	bring	up.	I	wonder	at	Mrs.	Alexander	Spencer	for
doing	it.	But	there,	SHE	wouldn't	shrink	from	adopting	a	whole	orphan	asylum	if
she	took	it	into	her	head."
Mrs.	 Rachel	 would	 have	 liked	 to	 stay	 until	 Matthew	 came	 home	 with	 his

imported	orphan.	But	reflecting	that	it	would	be	a	good	two	hours	at	least	before
his	arrival	she	concluded	to	go	up	the	road	to	Robert	Bell's	and	tell	the	news.	It
would	certainly	make	a	sensation	second	to	none,	and	Mrs.	Rachel	dearly	loved
to	make	a	sensation.	So	she	took	herself	away,	somewhat	to	Marilla's	relief,	for
the	latter	felt	her	doubts	and	fears	reviving	under	the	influence	of	Mrs.	Rachel's
pessimism.
"Well,	of	all	 things	 that	ever	were	or	will	be!"	ejaculated	Mrs.	Rachel	when

she	was	 safely	 out	 in	 the	 lane.	 "It	 does	 really	 seem	 as	 if	 I	must	 be	 dreaming.
Well,	 I'm	 sorry	 for	 that	 poor	young	one	 and	no	mistake.	Matthew	and	Marilla
don't	 know	 anything	 about	 children	 and	 they'll	 expect	 him	 to	 be	 wiser	 and
steadier	that	his	own	grandfather,	if	so	be's	he	ever	had	a	grandfather,	which	is
doubtful.	It	seems	uncanny	to	think	of	a	child	at	Green	Gables	somehow;	there's
never	 been	 one	 there,	 for	Matthew	 and	Marilla	were	 grown	 up	when	 the	 new
house	was	built-if	they	ever	WERE	children,	which	is	hard	to	believe	when	one
looks	at	 them.	I	wouldn't	be	in	that	orphan's	shoes	for	anything.	My,	but	I	pity
him,	that's	what."
So	said	Mrs.	Rachel	to	the	wild	rose	bushes	out	of	the	fulness	of	her	heart;	but

if	 she	could	have	seen	 the	child	who	was	waiting	patiently	at	 the	Bright	River
station	 at	 that	 very	 moment	 her	 pity	 would	 have	 been	 still	 deeper	 and	 more
profound.



Chapter		2
Matthew	Cuthbert	is	surprised
Matthew	Cuthbert	and	the	sorrel	mare	jogged	comfortably	over	the	eight	miles
to	Bright	River.	 It	was	 a	 pretty	 road,	 running	 along	 between	 snug	 farmsteads,
with	now	and	again	a	bit	of	balsamy	fir	wood	to	drive	through	or	a	hollow	where
wild	 plums	 hung	 out	 their	 filmy	 bloom.	The	 air	was	 sweet	with	 the	 breath	 of
many	apple	orchards	and	 the	meadows	 sloped	away	 in	 the	distance	 to	horizon
mists	of	pearl	and	purple;	while

"The	little	birds	sang	as	if	it	were
The	one	day	of	summer	in	all	the	year."

Matthew	enjoyed	the	drive	after	his	own	fashion,	except	during	the	moments
when	he	met	women	and	had	to	nod	to	them-for	in	Prince	Edward	island	you	are
supposed	to	nod	to	all	and	sundry	you	meet	on	the	road	whether	you	know	them
or	not.
Matthew	 dreaded	 all	 women	 except	 Marilla	 and	 Mrs.	 Rachel;	 he	 had	 an

uncomfortable	 feeling	 that	 the	 mysterious	 creatures	 were	 secretly	 laughing	 at
him.	He	may	 have	 been	 quite	 right	 in	 thinking	 so,	 for	 he	was	 an	 odd-looking
personage,	 with	 an	 ungainly	 figure	 and	 long	 iron-gray	 hair	 that	 touched	 his
stooping	shoulders,	and	a	full,	soft	brown	beard	which	he	had	worn	ever	since	he
was	 twenty.	 In	 fact,	 he	had	 looked	at	 twenty	very	much	as	he	 looked	at	 sixty,
lacking	a	little	of	the	grayness.
When	he	reached	Bright	River	there	was	no	sign	of	any	train;	he	thought	he

was	too	early,	so	he	tied	his	horse	in	the	yard	of	the	small	Bright	River	hotel	and
went	over	to	the	station	house.	The	long	platform	was	almost	deserted;	the	only
living	creature	in	sight	being	a	girl	who	was	sitting	on	a	pile	of	shingles	at	 the
extreme	 end.	 Matthew,	 barely	 noting	 that	 it	 WAS	 a	 girl,	 sidled	 past	 her	 as
quickly	as	possible	without	looking	at	her.	Had	he	looked	he	could	hardly	have
failed	to	notice	the	tense	rigidity	and	expectation	of	her	attitude	and	expression.
She	was	sitting	there	waiting	for	something	or	somebody	and,	since	sitting	and
waiting	was	the	only	thing	to	do	just	then,	she	sat	and	waited	with	all	her	might
and	main.
Matthew	 encountered	 the	 stationmaster	 locking	 up	 the	 ticket	 office



preparatory	 to	 going	 home	 for	 supper,	 and	 asked	 him	 if	 the	 five-thirty	 train
would	soon	be	along.
"The	five-thirty	 train	has	been	 in	and	gone	half	an	hour	ago,"	answered	 that

brisk	official.	"But	there	was	a	passenger	dropped	off	for	you-a	little	girl.	She's
sitting	out	there	on	the	shingles.	I	asked	her	to	go	into	the	ladies'	waiting	room,
but	she	informed	me	gravely	that	she	preferred	to	stay	outside.	'There	was	more
scope	for	imagination,'	she	said.	She's	a	case,	I	should	say."
"I'm	not	expecting	a	girl,"	said	Matthew	blankly.	"It's	a	boy	I've	come	for.	He

should	be	here.	Mrs.	Alexander	Spencer	was	to	bring	him	over	from	Nova	Scotia
for	me."
The	stationmaster	whistled.
"Guess	there's	some	mistake,"	he	said.	"Mrs.	Spencer	came	off	the	train	with

that	girl	and	gave	her	into	my	charge.	Said	you	and	your	sister	were	adopting	her
from	an	orphan	asylum	and	that	you	would	be	along	for	her	presently.	That's	all	I
know	about	it-and	I	haven't	got	any	more	orphans	concealed	hereabouts."
"I	 don't	 understand,"	 said	 Matthew	 helplessly,	 wishing	 that	 Marilla	 was	 at

hand	to	cope	with	the	situation.
"Well,	you'd	better	question	the	girl,"	said	the	station-master	carelessly.	"I	dare

say	she'll	be	able	to	explain-she's	got	a	tongue	of	her	own,	that's	certain.	Maybe
they	were	out	of	boys	of	the	brand	you	wanted."
He	walked	jauntily	away,	being	hungry,	and	the	unfortunate	Matthew	was	left

to	do	that	which	was	harder	for	him	than	bearding	a	lion	in	its	den-walk	up	to	a
girl-a	 strange	 girl-an	 orphan	 girl-and	 demand	 of	 her	 why	 she	 wasn't	 a	 boy.
Matthew	 groaned	 in	 spirit	 as	 he	 turned	 about	 and	 shuffled	 gently	 down	 the
platform	towards	her.
She	had	been	watching	him	ever	since	he	had	passed	her	and	she	had	her	eyes

on	him	now.	Matthew	was	not	looking	at	her	and	would	not	have	seen	what	she
was	really	like	if	he	had	been,	but	an	ordinary	observer	would	have	seen	this:	A
child	 of	 about	 eleven,	 garbed	 in	 a	 very	 short,	 very	 tight,	 very	 ugly	 dress	 of
yellowish-gray	wincey.	She	wore	a	faded	brown	sailor	hat	and	beneath	the	hat,
extending	down	her	back,	were	two	braids	of	very	thick,	decidedly	red	hair.	Her
face	was	small,	white	and	thin,	also	much	freckled;	her	mouth	was	large	and	so
were	her	eyes,	which	looked	green	in	some	lights	and	moods	and	gray	in	others.
So	far,	the	ordinary	observer;	an	extraordinary	observer	might	have	seen	that

the	chin	was	very	pointed	and	pronounced;	 that	 the	big	eyes	were	full	of	spirit
and	vivacity;	that	the	mouth	was	sweet-lipped	and	expressive;	that	the	forehead
was	broad	and	 full;	 in	 short,	our	discerning	extraordinary	observer	might	have
concluded	 that	 no	 commonplace	 soul	 inhabited	 the	 body	of	 this	 stray	woman-
child	of	whom	shy	Matthew	Cuthbert	was	so	ludicrously	afraid.



Matthew,	however,	was	spared	the	ordeal	of	speaking	first,	for	as	soon	as	she
concluded	that	he	was	coming	to	her	she	stood	up,	grasping	with	one	thin	brown
hand	the	handle	of	a	shabby,	old-fashioned	carpet-bag;	the	other	she	held	out	to
him.
"I	 suppose	 you	 are	Mr.	Matthew	Cuthbert	 of	Green	Gables?"	 she	 said	 in	 a

peculiarly	clear,	 sweet	voice.	 "I'm	very	glad	 to	 see	you.	 I	was	beginning	 to	be
afraid	you	weren't	coming	for	me	and	I	was	imagining	all	the	things	that	might
have	happened	to	prevent	you.	I	had	made	up	my	mind	that	if	you	didn't	come
for	me	to-night	I'd	go	down	the	track	to	that	big	wild	cherry-tree	at	the	bend,	and
climb	up	into	it	to	stay	all	night.	I	wouldn't	be	a	bit	afraid,	and	it	would	be	lovely
to	sleep	in	a	wild	cherry-tree	all	white	with	bloom	in	the	moonshine,	don't	you
think?	You	could	imagine	you	were	dwelling	in	marble	halls,	couldn't	you?	And
I	was	quite	sure	you	would	come	for	me	in	the	morning,	if	you	didn't	to-night."
Matthew	had	 taken	 the	scrawny	little	hand	awkwardly	 in	his;	 then	and	 there

he	decided	what	 to	do.	He	could	not	 tell	 this	 child	with	 the	glowing	eyes	 that
there	had	been	a	mistake;	he	would	take	her	home	and	let	Marilla	do	that.	She
couldn't	be	left	at	Bright	River	anyhow,	no	matter	what	mistake	had	been	made,
so	all	questions	and	explanations	might	as	well	be	deferred	until	he	was	safely
back	at	Green	Gables.
"I'm	sorry	 I	was	 late,"	he	 said	 shyly.	 "Come	along.	The	horse	 is	over	 in	 the

yard.	Give	me	your	bag."
"Oh,	I	can	carry	it,"	the	child	responded	cheerfully.	"It	isn't	heavy.	I've	got	all

my	worldly	goods	in	it,	but	it	isn't	heavy.	And	if	it	isn't	carried	in	just	a	certain
way	the	handle	pulls	out-so	I'd	better	keep	it	because	I	know	the	exact	knack	of
it.	 It's	 an	 extremely	 old	 carpet-bag.	Oh,	 I'm	 very	 glad	 you've	 come,	 even	 if	 it
would	have	been	nice	 to	sleep	 in	a	wild	cherry-tree.	We've	got	 to	drive	a	 long
piece,	haven't	we?	Mrs.	Spencer	said	it	was	eight	miles.	I'm	glad	because	I	love
driving.	Oh,	it	seems	so	wonderful	that	I'm	going	to	live	with	you	and	belong	to
you.	 I've	never	belonged	 to	anybody-not	 really.	But	 the	asylum	was	 the	worst.
I've	only	been	in	it	four	months,	but	that	was	enough.	I	don't	suppose	you	ever
were	an	orphan	in	an	asylum,	so	you	can't	possibly	understand	what	it	is	like.	It's
worse	than	anything	you	could	imagine.	Mrs.	Spencer	said	it	was	wicked	of	me
to	talk	like	that,	but	I	didn't	mean	to	be	wicked.	It's	so	easy	to	be	wicked	without
knowing	it,	isn't	it?	They	were	good,	you	know-the	asylum	people.	But	there	is
so	little	scope	for	the	imagination	in	an	asylum-only	just	in	the	other	orphans.	It
was	pretty	interesting	to	imagine	things	about	them-to	imagine	that	perhaps	the
girl	who	sat	next	to	you	was	really	the	daughter	of	a	belted	earl,	who	had	been
stolen	away	from	her	parents	in	her	infancy	by	a	cruel	nurse	who	died	before	she
could	confess.	I	used	to	lie	awake	at	nights	and	imagine	things	like	that,	because



I	didn't	have	time	in	the	day.	I	guess	that's	why	I'm	so	thin-I	AM	dreadful	thin,
ain't	I?	There	isn't	a	pick	on	my	bones.	I	do	love	to	imagine	I'm	nice	and	plump,
with	dimples	in	my	elbows."
With	this	Matthew's	companion	stopped	talking,	partly	because	she	was	out	of

breath	and	partly	because	they	had	reached	the	buggy.	Not	another	word	did	she
say	until	 they	had	 left	 the	village	and	were	driving	down	a	steep	 little	hill,	 the
road	 part	 of	 which	 had	 been	 cut	 so	 deeply	 into	 the	 soft	 soil,	 that	 the	 banks,
fringed	 with	 blooming	 wild	 cherry-trees	 and	 slim	white	 birches,	 were	 several
feet	above	their	heads.
The	child	put	out	her	hand	and	broke	off	a	branch	of	wild	plum	that	brushed

against	the	side	of	the	buggy.
"Isn't	 that	beautiful?	What	did	that	 tree,	 leaning	out	from	the	bank,	all	white

and	lacy,	make	you	think	of?"	she	asked.
"Well	now,	I	dunno,"	said	Matthew.
"Why,	 a	 bride,	 of	 course-a	 bride	 all	 in	 white	 with	 a	 lovely	misty	 veil.	 I've

never	seen	one,	but	I	can	imagine	what	she	would	look	like.	I	don't	ever	expect
to	be	a	bride	myself.	I'm	so	homely	nobody	will	ever	want	to	marry	me-unless	it
might	be	a	foreign	missionary.	I	suppose	a	foreign	missionary	mightn't	be	very
particular.	But	 I	do	hope	 that	 some	day	 I	 shall	have	a	white	dress.	That	 is	my
highest	 ideal	 of	 earthly	 bliss.	 I	 just	 love	 pretty	 clothes.	 And	 I've	 never	 had	 a
pretty	dress	in	my	life	that	I	can	remember-but	of	course	it's	all	the	more	to	look
forward	 to,	 isn't	 it?	And	 then	 I	 can	 imagine	 that	 I'm	 dressed	 gorgeously.	 This
morning	when	 I	 left	 the	 asylum	 I	 felt	 so	 ashamed	 because	 I	 had	 to	wear	 this
horrid	 old	 wincey	 dress.	 All	 the	 orphans	 had	 to	 wear	 them,	 you	 know.	 A
merchant	 in	Hopeton	 last	winter	donated	 three	hundred	yards	of	wincey	 to	 the
asylum.	Some	people	said	it	was	because	he	couldn't	sell	it,	but	I'd	rather	believe
that	it	was	out	of	the	kindness	of	his	heart,	wouldn't	you?	When	we	got	on	the
train	I	felt	as	if	everybody	must	be	looking	at	me	and	pitying	me.	But	I	just	went
to	 work	 and	 imagined	 that	 I	 had	 on	 the	 most	 beautiful	 pale	 blue	 silk	 dress-
because	when	you	ARE	imagining	you	might	as	well	imagine	something	worth
while-and	a	big	hat	all	flowers	and	nodding	plumes,	and	a	gold	watch,	and	kid
gloves	and	boots.	I	felt	cheered	up	right	away	and	I	enjoyed	my	trip	to	the	Island
with	all	my	might.	I	wasn't	a	bit	sick	coming	over	in	the	boat.	Neither	was	Mrs.
Spencer	although	she	generally	is.	She	said	she	hadn't	time	to	get	sick,	watching
to	 see	 that	 I	 didn't	 fall	 overboard.	 She	 said	 she	 never	 saw	 the	 beat	 of	me	 for
prowling	about.	But	 if	 it	 kept	her	 from	being	 seasick	 it's	 a	mercy	 I	did	prowl,
isn't	it?	And	I	wanted	to	see	everything	that	was	to	be	seen	on	that	boat,	because
I	didn't	know	whether	I'd	ever	have	another	opportunity.	Oh,	there	are	a	lot	more
cherry-trees	 all	 in	 bloom!	 This	 Island	 is	 the	 bloomiest	 place.	 I	 just	 love	 it



already,	 and	 I'm	 so	 glad	 I'm	 going	 to	 live	 here.	 I've	 always	 heard	 that	 Prince
Edward	Island	was	the	prettiest	place	in	the	world,	and	I	used	to	imagine	I	was
living	 here,	 but	 I	 never	 really	 expected	 I	 would.	 It's	 delightful	 when	 your
imaginations	come	true,	isn't	it?	But	those	red	roads	are	so	funny.	When	we	got
into	the	train	at	Charlottetown	and	the	red	roads	began	to	flash	past	I	asked	Mrs.
Spencer	what	made	them	red	and	she	said	she	didn't	know	and	for	pity's	sake	not
to	 ask	 her	 any	 more	 questions.	 She	 said	 I	 must	 have	 asked	 her	 a	 thousand
already.	I	suppose	I	had,	too,	but	how	you	going	to	find	out	about	things	if	you
don't	ask	questions?	And	what	DOES	make	the	roads	red?"
"Well	now,	I	dunno,"	said	Matthew.
"Well,	that	is	one	of	the	things	to	find	out	sometime.	Isn't	it	splendid	to	think

of	 all	 the	 things	 there	 are	 to	 find	 out	 about?	 It	 just	makes	me	 feel	 glad	 to	 be
alive-it's	such	an	interesting	world.	It	wouldn't	be	half	so	interesting	if	we	know
all	about	everything,	would	it?	There'd	be	no	scope	for	imagination	then,	would
there?	But	am	I	talking	too	much?	People	are	always	telling	me	I	do.	Would	you
rather	I	didn't	talk?	If	you	say	so	I'll	stop.	I	can	STOP	when	I	make	up	my	mind
to	it,	although	it's	difficult."
Matthew,	much	 to	 his	 own	 surprise,	was	 enjoying	 himself.	 Like	most	 quiet

folks	 he	 liked	 talkative	 people	 when	 they	 were	 willing	 to	 do	 the	 talking
themselves	 and	did	not	 expect	him	 to	keep	up	his	 end	of	 it.	But	he	had	never
expected	 to	 enjoy	 the	 society	 of	 a	 little	 girl.	Women	 were	 bad	 enough	 in	 all
conscience,	but	little	girls	were	worse.	He	detested	the	way	they	had	of	sidling
past	him	timidly,	with	sidewise	glances,	as	if	they	expected	him	to	gobble	them
up	at	a	mouthful	 if	 they	ventured	to	say	a	word.	That	was	 the	Avonlea	 type	of
well-bred	little	girl.	But	this	freckled	witch	was	very	different,	and	although	he
found	 it	 rather	 difficult	 for	 his	 slower	 intelligence	 to	 keep	 up	 with	 her	 brisk
mental	 processes	 he	 thought	 that	 he	 "kind	 of	 liked	 her	 chatter."	 So	 he	 said	 as
shyly	as	usual:
"Oh,	you	can	talk	as	much	as	you	like.	I	don't	mind."
"Oh,	 I'm	so	glad.	 I	know	you	and	I	are	going	 to	get	along	 together	 fine.	 It's

such	a	relief	 to	 talk	when	one	wants	 to	and	not	be	 told	 that	children	should	be
seen	and	not	heard.	I've	had	that	said	to	me	a	million	times	if	I	have	once.	And
people	laugh	at	me	because	I	use	big	words.	But	if	you	have	big	ideas	you	have
to	use	big	words	to	express	them,	haven't	you?"
"Well	now,	that	seems	reasonable,"	said	Matthew.
"Mrs.	Spencer	said	that	my	tongue	must	be	hung	in	the	middle.	But	it	isn't-it's

firmly	 fastened	 at	 one	 end.	 Mrs.	 Spencer	 said	 your	 place	 was	 named	 Green
Gables.	I	asked	her	all	about	it.	And	she	said	there	were	trees	all	around	it.	I	was
gladder	than	ever.	I	just	love	trees.	And	there	weren't	any	at	all	about	the	asylum,



only	a	 few	poor	weeny-teeny	 things	out	 in	 front	with	 little	whitewashed	cagey
things	about	them.	They	just	looked	like	orphans	themselves,	those	trees	did.	It
used	 to	make	me	want	 to	cry	 to	 look	at	 them.	 I	used	 to	 say	 to	 them,	 'Oh,	you
POOR	 little	 things!	 If	 you	were	 out	 in	 a	 great	 big	woods	with	 other	 trees	 all
around	you	and	little	mosses	and	Junebells	growing	over	your	roots	and	a	brook
not	far	away	and	birds	singing	in	you	branches,	you	could	grow,	couldn't	you?
But	you	can't	where	you	are.	I	know	just	exactly	how	you	feel,	little	trees.'	I	felt
sorry	 to	 leave	 them	behind	 this	morning.	You	do	get	so	attached	 to	 things	 like
that,	 don't	 you?	 Is	 there	 a	brook	 anywhere	near	Green	Gables?	 I	 forgot	 to	 ask
Mrs.	Spencer	that."
"Well	now,	yes,	there's	one	right	below	the	house."
"Fancy.	 It's	 always	 been	 one	 of	 my	 dreams	 to	 live	 near	 a	 brook.	 I	 never

expected	I	would,	though.	Dreams	don't	often	come	true,	do	they?	Wouldn't	it	be
nice	 if	 they	did?	But	 just	 now	 I	 feel	 pretty	 nearly	 perfectly	 happy.	 I	 can't	 feel
exactly	perfectly	happy	because-well,	what	color	would	you	call	this?"
She	twitched	one	of	her	long	glossy	braids	over	her	thin	shoulder	and	held	it

up	 before	Matthew's	 eyes.	Matthew	 was	 not	 used	 to	 deciding	 on	 the	 tints	 of
ladies'	tresses,	but	in	this	case	there	couldn't	be	much	doubt.
"It's	red,	ain't	it?"	he	said.
The	girl	let	the	braid	drop	back	with	a	sigh	that	seemed	to	come	from	her	very

toes	and	to	exhale	forth	all	the	sorrows	of	the	ages.
"Yes,	 it's	 red,"	 she	 said	 resignedly.	 "Now	 you	 see	 why	 I	 can't	 be	 perfectly

happy.	Nobody	could	who	has	red	hair.	I	don't	mind	the	other	things	so	much-the
freckles	and	the	green	eyes	and	my	skinniness.	I	can	imagine	them	away.	I	can
imagine	 that	 I	 have	 a	 beautiful	 rose-leaf	 complexion	 and	 lovely	 starry	 violet
eyes.	But	I	CANNOT	imagine	that	red	hair	away.	I	do	my	best.	I	think	to	myself,
'Now	my	hair	 is	a	glorious	black,	black	as	 the	raven's	wing.'	But	all	 the	 time	I
KNOW	it	is	just	plain	red	and	it	breaks	my	heart.	It	will	be	my	lifelong	sorrow.	I
read	of	a	girl	once	 in	a	novel	who	had	a	 lifelong	sorrow	but	 it	wasn't	 red	hair.
Her	 hair	 was	 pure	 gold	 rippling	 back	 from	 her	 alabaster	 brow.	 What	 is	 an
alabaster	brow?	I	never	could	find	out.	Can	you	tell	me?"
"Well	now,	I'm	afraid	I	can't,"	said	Matthew,	who	was	getting	a	little	dizzy.	He

felt	as	he	had	once	felt	in	his	rash	youth	when	another	boy	had	enticed	him	on
the	merry-go-round	at	a	picnic.
"Well,	 whatever	 it	 was	 it	 must	 have	 been	 something	 nice	 because	 she	 was

divinely	beautiful.	Have	you	ever	imagined	what	it	must	feel	like	to	be	divinely
beautiful?"
"Well	now,	no,	I	haven't,"	confessed	Matthew	ingenuously.
"I	 have,	 often.	 Which	 would	 you	 rather	 be	 if	 you	 had	 the	 choice-divinely



beautiful	or	dazzlingly	clever	or	angelically	good?"
"Well	now,	I-I	don't	know	exactly."
"Neither	do	I.	I	can	never	decide.	But	it	doesn't	make	much	real	difference	for

it	 isn't	 likely	 I'll	 ever	be	 either.	 It's	 certain	 I'll	 never	be	 angelically	good.	Mrs.
Spencer	says-oh,	Mr.	Cuthbert!	Oh,	Mr.	Cuthbert!!	Oh,	Mr.	Cuthbert!!!"
That	was	not	what	Mrs.	Spencer	had	said;	neither	had	the	child	tumbled	out	of

the	 buggy	 nor	 had	 Matthew	 done	 anything	 astonishing.	 They	 had	 simply
rounded	a	curve	in	the	road	and	found	themselves	in	the	"Avenue."
The	"Avenue,"	so	called	by	the	Newbridge	people,	was	a	stretch	of	road	four

or	 five	hundred	yards	 long,	completely	arched	over	with	huge,	wide-spreading
apple-trees,	planted	years	ago	by	an	eccentric	old	farmer.	Overhead	was	one	long
canopy	of	snowy	fragrant	bloom.	Below	the	boughs	the	air	was	full	of	a	purple
twilight	 and	 far	 ahead	 a	 glimpse	of	 painted	 sunset	 sky	 shone	 like	 a	 great	 rose
window	at	the	end	of	a	cathedral	aisle.
Its	beauty	seemed	to	strike	the	child	dumb.	She	leaned	back	in	the	buggy,	her

thin	hands	clasped	before	her,	her	 face	 lifted	 rapturously	 to	 the	white	 splendor
above.	Even	when	they	had	passed	out	and	were	driving	down	the	long	slope	to
Newbridge	she	never	moved	or	spoke.	Still	with	rapt	face	she	gazed	afar	into	the
sunset	west,	with	eyes	that	saw	visions	trooping	splendidly	across	that	glowing
background.	Through	Newbridge,	a	bustling	little	village	where	dogs	barked	at
them	and	 small	boys	hooted	and	curious	 faces	peered	 from	 the	windows,	 they
drove,	still	in	silence.	When	three	more	miles	had	dropped	away	behind	them	the
child	had	not	spoken.	She	could	keep	silence,	it	was	evident,	as	energetically	as
she	could	talk.
"I	guess	you're	 feeling	pretty	 tired	and	hungry,"	Matthew	ventured	 to	 say	at

last,	 accounting	 for	 her	 long	 visitation	 of	 dumbness	 with	 the	 only	 reason	 he
could	think	of.	"But	we	haven't	very	far	to	go	now-only	another	mile."
She	 came	 out	 of	 her	 reverie	 with	 a	 deep	 sigh	 and	 looked	 at	 him	 with	 the

dreamy	gaze	of	a	soul	that	had	been	wondering	afar,	star-led.
"Oh,	Mr.	Cuthbert,"	 she	whispered,	 "that	 place	we	 came	 through-that	white

place-what	was	it?"
"Well	now,	you	must	mean	the	Avenue,"	said	Matthew	after	a	few	moments'

profound	reflection.	"It	is	a	kind	of	pretty	place."
"Pretty?	 Oh,	 PRETTY	 doesn't	 seem	 the	 right	 word	 to	 use.	 Nor	 beautiful,

either.	They	don't	go	 far	enough.	Oh,	 it	was	wonderful-wonderful.	 It's	 the	 first
thing	I	ever	saw	that	couldn't	be	improved	upon	by	imagination.	It	just	satisfies
me	here"-she	put	one	hand	on	her	breast-"it	made	a	queer	funny	ache	and	yet	it
was	a	pleasant	ache.	Did	you	ever	have	an	ache	like	that,	Mr.	Cuthbert?"
"Well	now,	I	just	can't	recollect	that	I	ever	had."



"I	 have	 it	 lots	 of	 time-whenever	 I	 see	 anything	 royally	 beautiful.	 But	 they
shouldn't	call	that	lovely	place	the	Avenue.	There	is	no	meaning	in	a	name	like
that.	They	should	call	 it-let	me	see-the	White	Way	of	Delight.	 Isn't	 that	a	nice
imaginative	name?	When	I	don't	 like	 the	name	of	a	place	or	a	person	I	always
imagine	a	new	one	and	always	think	of	them	so.	There	was	a	girl	at	the	asylum
whose	 name	 was	 Hepzibah	 Jenkins,	 but	 I	 always	 imagined	 her	 as	 Rosalia
DeVere.	Other	people	may	call	 that	place	the	Avenue,	but	I	shall	always	call	 it
the	White	Way	of	Delight.	Have	we	really	only	another	mile	to	go	before	we	get
home?	I'm	glad	and	I'm	sorry.	I'm	sorry	because	this	drive	has	been	so	pleasant
and	I'm	always	sorry	when	pleasant	 things	end.	Something	still	pleasanter	may
come	 after,	 but	 you	 can	 never	 be	 sure.	 And	 it's	 so	 often	 the	 case	 that	 it	 isn't
pleasanter.	That	has	been	my	experience	anyhow.	But	I'm	glad	to	think	of	getting
home.	You	see,	I've	never	had	a	real	home	since	I	can	remember.	It	gives	me	that
pleasant	ache	again	just	to	think	of	coming	to	a	really	truly	home.	Oh,	isn't	that
pretty!"
They	 had	 driven	 over	 the	 crest	 of	 a	 hill.	 Below	 them	was	 a	 pond,	 looking

almost	like	a	river	so	long	and	winding	was	it.	A	bridge	spanned	it	midway	and
from	 there	 to	 its	 lower	 end,	where	 an	 amber-hued	 belt	 of	 sand-hills	 shut	 it	 in
from	the	dark	blue	gulf	beyond,	the	water	was	a	glory	of	many	shifting	hues-the
most	spiritual	shadings	of	crocus	and	rose	and	ethereal	green,	with	other	elusive
tintings	for	which	no	name	has	ever	been	found.	Above	the	bridge	the	pond	ran
up	 into	 fringing	groves	of	 fir	 and	maple	 and	 lay	all	 darkly	 translucent	 in	 their
wavering	shadows.	Here	and	there	a	wild	plum	leaned	out	from	the	bank	like	a
white-clad	girl	 tip-toeing	 to	her	own	reflection.	From	 the	marsh	at	 the	head	of
the	pond	came	the	clear,	mournfully-sweet	chorus	of	the	frogs.	There	was	a	little
gray	 house	 peering	 around	 a	 white	 apple	 orchard	 on	 a	 slope	 beyond	 and,
although	it	was	not	yet	quite	dark,	a	light	was	shining	from	one	of	its	windows.
"That's	Barry's	pond,"	said	Matthew.
"Oh,	I	don't	like	that	name,	either.	I	shall	call	it-let	me	see-the	Lake	of	Shining

Waters.	Yes,	that	is	the	right	name	for	it.	I	know	because	of	the	thrill.	When	I	hit
on	a	name	that	suits	exactly	it	gives	me	a	thrill.	Do	things	ever	give	you	a	thrill?"
Matthew	ruminated.
"Well	 now,	 yes.	 It	 always	 kind	 of	 gives	me	 a	 thrill	 to	 see	 them	 ugly	white

grubs	that	spade	up	in	the	cucumber	beds.	I	hate	the	look	of	them."
"Oh,	I	don't	think	that	can	be	exactly	the	same	kind	of	a	thrill.	Do	you	think	it

can?	 There	 doesn't	 seem	 to	 be	 much	 connection	 between	 grubs	 and	 lakes	 of
shining	waters,	does	there?	But	why	do	other	people	call	it	Barry's	pond?"
"I	reckon	because	Mr.	Barry	lives	up	there	in	that	house.	Orchard	Slope's	the

name	of	his	place.	 If	 it	wasn't	 for	 that	big	bush	behind	 it	you	could	see	Green



Gables	from	here.	But	we	have	to	go	over	the	bridge	and	round	by	the	road,	so
it's	near	half	a	mile	further."
"Has	Mr.	Barry	any	little	girls?	Well,	not	so	very	little	either-about	my	size."
"He's	got	one	about	eleven.	Her	name	is	Diana."
"Oh!"	with	a	long	indrawing	of	breath.	"What	a	perfectly	lovely	name!"
"Well	now,	I	dunno.	There's	something	dreadful	heathenish	about	it,	seems	to

me.	 I'd	 ruther	 Jane	or	Mary	or	 some	 sensible	 name	 like	 that.	But	when	Diana
was	born	there	was	a	schoolmaster	boarding	there	and	they	gave	him	the	naming
of	her	and	he	called	her	Diana."
"I	wish	there	had	been	a	schoolmaster	like	that	around	when	I	was	born,	then.

Oh,	here	we	are	at	the	bridge.	I'm	going	to	shut	my	eyes	tight.	I'm	always	afraid
going	 over	 bridges.	 I	 can't	 help	 imagining	 that	 perhaps	 just	 as	 we	 get	 to	 the
middle,	they'll	crumple	up	like	a	jack-knife	and	nip	us.	So	I	shut	my	eyes.	But	I
always	 have	 to	 open	 them	 for	 all	when	 I	 think	we're	 getting	 near	 the	middle.
Because,	 you	 see,	 if	 the	 bridge	 DID	 crumple	 up	 I'd	 want	 to	 SEE	 it	 crumple.
What	a	jolly	rumble	it	makes!	I	always	like	the	rumble	part	of	it.	Isn't	it	splendid
there	are	so	many	things	 to	 like	 in	 this	world?	There	we're	over.	Now	I'll	 look
back.	Good	night,	dear	Lake	of	Shining	Waters.	I	always	say	good	night	to	the
things	I	love,	just	as	I	would	to	people.	I	think	they	like	it.	That	water	looks	as	if
it	was	smiling	at	me."
When	they	had	driven	up	the	further	hill	and	around	a	corner	Matthew	said:
"We're	pretty	near	home	now.	That's	Green	Gables	over-"
"Oh,	don't	tell	me,"	she	interrupted	breathlessly,	catching	at	his	partially	raised

arm	and	shutting	her	eyes	that	she	might	not	see	his	gesture.	"Let	me	guess.	I'm
sure	I'll	guess	right."
She	opened	her	eyes	and	 looked	about	her.	They	were	on	 the	crest	of	a	hill.

The	sun	had	set	some	time	since,	but	the	landscape	was	still	clear	in	the	mellow
afterlight.	To	the	west	a	dark	church	spire	rose	up	against	a	marigold	sky.	Below
was	a	 little	valley	and	beyond	a	 long,	gently-rising	slope	with	snug	farmsteads
scattered	along	it.	From	one	to	another	the	child's	eyes	darted,	eager	and	wistful.
At	last	they	lingered	on	one	away	to	the	left,	far	back	from	the	road,	dimly	white
with	blossoming	 trees	 in	 the	 twilight	of	 the	surrounding	woods.	Over	 it,	 in	 the
stainless	 southwest	 sky,	 a	 great	 crystal-white	 star	 was	 shining	 like	 a	 lamp	 of
guidance	and	promise.
"That's	it,	isn't	it?"	she	said,	pointing.
Matthew	slapped	the	reins	on	the	sorrel's	back	delightedly.
"Well	now,	you've	guessed	it!	But	I	reckon	Mrs.	Spencer	described	it	so's	you

could	tell."
"No,	 she	 didn't-really	 she	 didn't.	 All	 she	 said	might	 just	 as	 well	 have	 been



about	most	of	those	other	places.	I	hadn't	any	real	idea	what	it	looked	like.	But
just	as	soon	as	I	saw	it	I	felt	it	was	home.	Oh,	it	seems	as	if	I	must	be	in	a	dream.
Do	 you	 know,	 my	 arm	 must	 be	 black	 and	 blue	 from	 the	 elbow	 up,	 for	 I've
pinched	 myself	 so	 many	 times	 today.	 Every	 little	 while	 a	 horrible	 sickening
feeling	would	 come	over	me	 and	 I'd	 be	 so	 afraid	 it	was	 all	 a	 dream.	Then	 I'd
pinch	 myself	 to	 see	 if	 it	 was	 real-until	 suddenly	 I	 remembered	 that	 even
supposing	it	was	only	a	dream	I'd	better	go	on	dreaming	as	long	as	I	could;	so	I
stopped	pinching.	But	it	IS	real	and	we're	nearly	home."
With	a	sigh	of	rapture	she	relapsed	into	silence.	Matthew	stirred	uneasily.	He

felt	glad	that	it	would	be	Marilla	and	not	he	who	would	have	to	tell	this	waif	of
the	world	that	the	home	she	longed	for	was	not	to	be	hers	after	all.	They	drove
over	Lynde's	Hollow,	where	it	was	already	quite	dark,	but	not	so	dark	that	Mrs.
Rachel	could	not	see	them	from	her	window	vantage,	and	up	the	hill	and	into	the
long	lane	of	Green	Gables.	By	the	time	they	arrived	at	the	house	Matthew	was
shrinking	from	the	approaching	revelation	with	an	energy	he	did	not	understand.
It	was	not	of	Marilla	or	himself	he	was	thinking	of	the	trouble	this	mistake	was
probably	 going	 to	make	 for	 them,	 but	 of	 the	 child's	 disappointment.	When	 he
thought	of	 that	 rapt	 light	being	quenched	 in	her	eyes	he	had	an	uncomfortable
feeling	 that	 he	 was	 going	 to	 assist	 at	 murdering	 something-much	 the	 same
feeling	 that	 came	 over	 him	 when	 he	 had	 to	 kill	 a	 lamb	 or	 calf	 or	 any	 other
innocent	little	creature.
The	 yard	 was	 quite	 dark	 as	 they	 turned	 into	 it	 and	 the	 poplar	 leaves	 were

rustling	silkily	all	round	it.
"Listen	to	the	trees	talking	in	their	sleep,"	she	whispered,	as	he	lifted	her	to	the

ground.	"What	nice	dreams	they	must	have!"
Then,	 holding	 tightly	 to	 the	 carpet-bag	 which	 contained	 "all	 her	 worldly

goods,"	she	followed	him	into	the	house.



Chapter		3
Marilla	Cuthbert	is	Surprised
Marilla	came	briskly	 forward	as	Matthew	opened	 the	door.	But	when	her	eyes
fell	of	the	odd	little	figure	in	the	stiff,	ugly	dress,	with	the	long	braids	of	red	hair
and	the	eager,	luminous	eyes,	she	stopped	short	in	amazement.
"Matthew	Cuthbert,	who's	that?"	she	ejaculated.	"Where	is	the	boy?"
"There	wasn't	any	boy,"	said	Matthew	wretchedly.	"There	was	only	HER."
He	nodded	at	the	child,	remembering	that	he	had	never	even	asked	her	name.
"No	boy!	But	there	MUST	have	been	a	boy,"	insisted	Marilla.	"We	sent	word

to	Mrs.	Spencer	to	bring	a	boy."
"Well,	she	didn't.	She	brought	HER.	I	asked	the	station-master.	And	I	had	to

bring	her	home.	She	couldn't	be	left	there,	no	matter	where	the	mistake	had	come
in."
"Well,	this	is	a	pretty	piece	of	business!"	ejaculated	Marilla.
During	this	dialogue	the	child	had	remained	silent,	her	eyes	roving	from	one

to	 the	other,	 all	 the	 animation	 fading	out	 of	 her	 face.	Suddenly	 she	 seemed	 to
grasp	the	full	meaning	of	what	had	been	said.	Dropping	her	precious	carpet-bag
she	sprang	forward	a	step	and	clasped	her	hands.
"You	don't	want	me!"	she	cried.	"You	don't	want	me	because	I'm	not	a	boy!	I

might	have	expected	it.	Nobody	ever	did	want	me.	I	might	have	known	it	was	all
too	beautiful	to	last.	I	might	have	known	nobody	really	did	want	me.	Oh,	what
shall	I	do?	I'm	going	to	burst	into	tears!"
Burst	into	tears	she	did.	Sitting	down	on	a	chair	by	the	table,	flinging	her	arms

out	upon	it,	and	burying	her	face	in	them,	she	proceeded	to	cry	stormily.	Marilla
and	Matthew	 looked	 at	 each	 other	 deprecatingly	 across	 the	 stove.	 Neither	 of
them	knew	what	to	say	or	do.	Finally	Marilla	stepped	lamely	into	the	breach.
"Well,	well,	there's	no	need	to	cry	so	about	it."
"Yes,	 there	 IS	 need!"	 The	 child	 raised	 her	 head	 quickly,	 revealing	 a	 tear-

stained	face	and	trembling	lips.	"YOU	would	cry,	too,	if	you	were	an	orphan	and
had	come	to	a	place	you	thought	was	going	to	be	home	and	found	that	they	didn't
want	you	because	you	weren't	a	boy.	Oh,	this	is	the	most	TRAGICAL	thing	that
ever	happened	to	me!"
Something	 like	 a	 reluctant	 smile,	 rather	 rusty	 from	 long	 disuse,	 mellowed



Marilla's	grim	expression.
"Well,	don't	cry	any	more.	We're	not	going	to	turn	you	out-of-doors	to-night.

You'll	have	to	stay	here	until	we	investigate	this	affair.	What's	your	name?"
The	child	hesitated	for	a	moment.
"Will	you	please	call	me	Cordelia?"	she	said	eagerly.
"CALL	you	Cordelia?	Is	that	your	name?"
"No-o-o,	it's	not	exactly	my	name,	but	I	would	love	to	be	called	Cordelia.	It's

such	a	perfectly	elegant	name."
"I	don't	know	what	on	earth	you	mean.	If	Cordelia	isn't	your	name,	what	is?"
"Anne	 Shirley,"	 reluctantly	 faltered	 forth	 the	 owner	 of	 that	 name,	 "but,	 oh,

please	do	call	me	Cordelia.	It	can't	matter	much	to	you	what	you	call	me	if	I'm
only	 going	 to	 be	 here	 a	 little	while,	 can	 it?	And	Anne	 is	 such	 an	 unromantic
name."
"Unromantic	 fiddlesticks!"	 said	 the	 unsympathetic	 Marilla.	 "Anne	 is	 a	 real

good	plain	sensible	name.	You've	no	need	to	be	ashamed	of	it."
"Oh,	I'm	not	ashamed	of	it,"	explained	Anne,	"only	I	like	Cordelia	better.	I've

always	 imagined	 that	 my	 name	was	 Cordelia—at	 least,	 I	 always	 have	 of	 late
years.	When	I	was	young	I	used	to	imagine	it	was	Geraldine,	but	I	like	Cordelia
better	now.	But	if	you	call	me	Anne	please	call	me	Anne	spelled	with	an	E."
"What	difference	does	 it	make	how	it's	spelled?"	asked	Marilla	with	another

rusty	smile	as	she	picked	up	the	teapot.
"Oh,	it	makes	SUCH	a	difference.	It	LOOKS	so	much	nicer.	When	you	hear	a

name	pronounced	can't	you	always	see	it	in	your	mind,	just	as	if	it	was	printed
out?	 I	 can;	 and	 A-n-n	 looks	 dreadful,	 but	 A-n-n-e	 looks	 so	 much	 more
distinguished.	 If	 you'll	 only	 call	 me	 Anne	 spelled	 with	 an	 E	 I	 shall	 try	 to
reconcile	myself	to	not	being	called	Cordelia."
"Very	well,	 then,	Anne	 spelled	with	 an	E,	 can	 you	 tell	 us	 how	 this	mistake

came	to	be	made?	We	sent	word	to	Mrs.	Spencer	to	bring	us	a	boy.	Were	there
no	boys	at	the	asylum?"
"Oh,	 yes,	 there	 was	 an	 abundance	 of	 them.	 But	 Mrs.	 Spencer	 said

DISTINCTLY	 that	 you	wanted	 a	 girl	 about	 eleven	 years	 old.	And	 the	matron
said	 she	 thought	 I	would	 do.	You	 don't	 know	 how	 delighted	 I	was.	 I	 couldn't
sleep	 all	 last	 night	 for	 joy.	Oh,"	 she	 added	 reproachfully,	 turning	 to	Matthew,
"why	 didn't	 you	 tell	 me	 at	 the	 station	 that	 you	 didn't	 want	 me	 and	 leave	 me
there?	If	I	hadn't	seen	the	White	Way	of	Delight	and	the	Lake	of	Shining	Waters
it	wouldn't	be	so	hard."
"What	on	earth	does	she	mean?"	demanded	Marilla,	staring	at	Matthew.
"She—she's	 just	 referring	 to	 some	 conversation	 we	 had	 on	 the	 road,"	 said

Matthew	hastily.	"I'm	going	out	to	put	the	mare	in,	Marilla.	Have	tea	ready	when



I	come	back."
"Did	Mrs.	Spencer	bring	anybody	over	besides	you?"	continued	Marilla	when

Matthew	had	gone	out.
"She	brought	Lily	Jones	for	herself.	Lily	is	only	five	years	old	and	she	is	very

beautiful	and	had	nut-brown	hair.	If	I	was	very	beautiful	and	had	nut-brown	hair
would	you	keep	me?"
"No.	We	want	a	boy	to	help	Matthew	on	the	farm.	A	girl	would	be	of	no	use	to

us.	Take	off	your	hat.	I'll	lay	it	and	your	bag	on	the	hall	table."
Anne	 took	 off	 her	 hat	 meekly.	 Matthew	 came	 back	 presently	 and	 they	 sat

down	 to	 supper.	But	Anne	 could	not	 eat.	 In	vain	 she	nibbled	 at	 the	bread	 and
butter	and	pecked	at	the	crab-apple	preserve	out	of	the	little	scalloped	glass	dish
by	her	plate.	She	did	not	really	make	any	headway	at	all.
"You're	 not	 eating	 anything,"	 said	Marilla	 sharply,	 eying	 her	 as	 if	 it	were	 a

serious	shortcoming.	Anne	sighed.
"I	can't.	I'm	in	the	depths	of	despair.	Can	you	eat	when	you	are	in	the	depths	of

despair?"
"I've	never	been	in	the	depths	of	despair,	so	I	can't	say,"	responded	Marilla.
"Weren't	you?	Well,	did	you	ever	try	to	IMAGINE	you	were	in	the	depths	of

despair?"
"No,	I	didn't."
"Then	I	don't	think	you	can	understand	what	it's	like.	It's	very	uncomfortable

feeling	indeed.	When	you	try	to	eat	a	lump	comes	right	up	in	your	throat	and	you
can't	 swallow	 anything,	 not	 even	 if	 it	 was	 a	 chocolate	 caramel.	 I	 had	 one
chocolate	 caramel	 once	 two	 years	 ago	 and	 it	 was	 simply	 delicious.	 I've	 often
dreamed	since	then	that	I	had	a	lot	of	chocolate	caramels,	but	I	always	wake	up
just	when	I'm	going	to	eat	them.	I	do	hope	you	won't	be	offended	because	I	can't
eat.	Everything	is	extremely	nice,	but	still	I	cannot	eat."
"I	guess	she's	 tired,"	said	Matthew,	who	hadn't	 spoken	since	his	 return	 from

the	barn.	"Best	put	her	to	bed,	Marilla."
Marilla	 had	 been	 wondering	 where	 Anne	 should	 be	 put	 to	 bed.	 She	 had

prepared	a	couch	in	the	kitchen	chamber	for	the	desired	and	expected	boy.	But,
although	it	was	neat	and	clean,	it	did	not	seem	quite	the	thing	to	put	a	girl	there
somehow.	But	the	spare	room	was	out	of	the	question	for	such	a	stray	waif,	so
there	remained	only	the	east	gable	room.	Marilla	lighted	a	candle	and	told	Anne
to	follow	her,	which	Anne	spiritlessly	did,	taking	her	hat	and	carpet-bag	from	the
hall	table	as	she	passed.	The	hall	was	fearsomely	clean;	the	little	gable	chamber
in	which	she	presently	found	herself	seemed	still	cleaner.
Marilla	set	the	candle	on	a	three-legged,	three-cornered	table	and	turned	down

the	bedclothes.



"I	suppose	you	have	a	nightgown?"	she	questioned.
Anne	nodded.
"Yes,	 I	 have	 two.	 The	 matron	 of	 the	 asylum	 made	 them	 for	 me.	 They're

fearfully	skimpy.	There	is	never	enough	to	go	around	in	an	asylum,	so	things	are
always	skimpy—at	least	in	a	poor	asylum	like	ours.	I	hate	skimpy	night-dresses.
But	 one	 can	 dream	 just	 as	 well	 in	 them	 as	 in	 lovely	 trailing	 ones,	 with	 frills
around	the	neck,	that's	one	consolation."
"Well,	 undress	 as	 quick	 as	 you	 can	 and	 go	 to	 bed.	 I'll	 come	 back	 in	 a	 few

minutes	for	the	candle.	I	daren't	trust	you	to	put	it	out	yourself.	You'd	likely	set
the	place	on	fire."
When	Marilla	had	gone	Anne	looked	around	her	wistfully.	The	whitewashed

walls	were	 so	 painfully	 bare	 and	 staring	 that	 she	 thought	 they	must	 ache	over
their	own	bareness.	The	floor	was	bare,	 too,	except	for	a	round	braided	mat	 in
the	middle	 such	 as	Anne	had	never	 seen	before.	 In	 one	 corner	was	 the	 bed,	 a
high,	 old-fashioned	 one,	 with	 four	 dark,	 low-turned	 posts.	 In	 the	 other	 corner
was	 the	 aforesaid	 three-corner	 table	 adorned	with	 a	 fat,	 red	velvet	pin-cushion
hard	enough	to	turn	the	point	of	the	most	adventurous	pin.	Above	it	hung	a	little
six-by-eight	mirror.	Midway	between	table	and	bed	was	the	window,	with	an	icy
white	 muslin	 frill	 over	 it,	 and	 opposite	 it	 was	 the	 wash-stand.	 The	 whole
apartment	was	of	a	rigidity	not	to	be	described	in	words,	but	which	sent	a	shiver
to	 the	 very	 marrow	 of	 Anne's	 bones.	 With	 a	 sob	 she	 hastily	 discarded	 her
garments,	put	on	the	skimpy	nightgown	and	sprang	into	bed	where	she	burrowed
face	 downward	 into	 the	 pillow	 and	 pulled	 the	 clothes	 over	 her	 head.	 When
Marilla	came	up	for	the	light	various	skimpy	articles	of	raiment	scattered	most
untidily	over	the	floor	and	a	certain	tempestuous	appearance	of	the	bed	were	the
only	indications	of	any	presence	save	her	own.
She	 deliberately	 picked	 up	 Anne's	 clothes,	 placed	 them	 neatly	 on	 a	 prim

yellow	chair,	and	then,	taking	up	the	candle,	went	over	to	the	bed.
"Good	night,"	she	said,	a	little	awkwardly,	but	not	unkindly.
Anne's	white	face	and	big	eyes	appeared	over	the	bedclothes	with	a	startling

suddenness.
"How	can	you	call	it	a	GOOD	night	when	you	know	it	must	be	the	very	worst

night	I've	ever	had?"	she	said	reproachfully.
Then	she	dived	down	into	invisibility	again.
Marilla	went	 slowly	down	 to	 the	kitchen	 and	proceeded	 to	wash	 the	 supper

dishes.	Matthew	was	smoking—a	sure	sign	of	perturbation	of	mind.	He	seldom
smoked,	for	Marilla	set	her	face	against	it	as	a	filthy	habit;	but	at	certain	times
and	seasons	he	felt	driven	to	it	and	them	Marilla	winked	at	the	practice,	realizing
that	a	mere	man	must	have	some	vent	for	his	emotions.



"Well,	this	is	a	pretty	kettle	of	fish,"	she	said	wrathfully.	"This	is	what	comes
of	sending	word	instead	of	going	ourselves.	Richard	Spencer's	folks	have	twisted
that	message	somehow.	One	of	us	will	have	to	drive	over	and	see	Mrs.	Spencer
tomorrow,	that's	certain.	This	girl	will	have	to	be	sent	back	to	the	asylum."
"Yes,	I	suppose	so,"	said	Matthew	reluctantly.
"You	SUPPOSE	so!	Don't	you	know	it?"
"Well	now,	she's	a	real	nice	little	thing,	Marilla.	It's	kind	of	a	pity	to	send	her

back	when	she's	so	set	on	staying	here."
"Matthew	Cuthbert,	you	don't	mean	to	say	you	think	we	ought	to	keep	her!"
Marilla's	astonishment	could	not	have	been	greater	if	Matthew	had	expressed

a	predilection	for	standing	on	his	head.
"Well,	 now,	 no,	 I	 suppose	 not—not	 exactly,"	 stammered	 Matthew,

uncomfortably	 driven	 into	 a	 corner	 for	 his	 precise	 meaning.	 "I	 suppose—we
could	hardly	be	expected	to	keep	her."
"I	should	say	not.	What	good	would	she	be	to	us?"
"We	might	be	some	good	to	her,"	said	Matthew	suddenly	and	unexpectedly.
"Matthew	Cuthbert,	I	believe	that	child	has	bewitched	you!	I	can	see	as	plain

as	plain	that	you	want	to	keep	her."
"Well	 now,	 she's	 a	 real	 interesting	 little	 thing,"	 persisted	 Matthew.	 "You

should	have	heard	her	talk	coming	from	the	station."
"Oh,	 she	can	 talk	 fast	enough.	 I	 saw	 that	at	once.	 It's	nothing	 in	her	 favour,

either.	I	don't	like	children	who	have	so	much	to	say.	I	don't	want	an	orphan	girl
and	if	I	did	she	isn't	the	style	I'd	pick	out.	There's	something	I	don't	understand
about	her.	No,	she's	got	 to	be	despatched	straight-way	back	to	where	she	came
from."
"I	could	hire	a	French	boy	to	help	me,"	said	Matthew,	"and	she'd	be	company

for	you."
"I'm	not	suffering	for	company,"	said	Marilla	shortly.	"And	I'm	not	going	 to

keep	her."
"Well	now,	 it's	 just	 as	you	say,	of	course,	Marilla,"	 said	Matthew	rising	and

putting	his	pipe	away.	"I'm	going	to	bed."
To	bed	went	Matthew.	And	 to	bed,	when	she	had	put	her	dishes	away,	went

Marilla,	 frowning	 most	 resolutely.	 And	 up-stairs,	 in	 the	 east	 gable,	 a	 lonely,
heart-hungry,	friendless	child	cried	herself	to	sleep.



Chapter		4
Morning	at	Green	Gables
It	was	broad	daylight	when	Anne	awoke	and	sat	up	in	bed,	staring	confusedly	at
the	window	through	which	a	flood	of	cheery	sunshine	was	pouring	and	outside
of	which	something	white	and	feathery	waved	across	glimpses	of	blue	sky.
For	a	moment	she	could	not	remember	where	she	was.	First	came	a	delightful

thrill,	as	something	very	pleasant;	then	a	horrible	remembrance.	This	was	Green
Gables	and	they	didn't	want	her	because	she	wasn't	a	boy!
But	it	was	morning	and,	yes,	it	was	a	cherry-tree	in	full	bloom	outside	of	her

window.	With	a	bound	she	was	out	of	bed	and	across	 the	floor.	She	pushed	up
the	sash—it	went	up	stiffly	and	creakily,	as	 if	 it	hadn't	been	opened	for	a	 long
time,	which	was	the	case;	and	it	stuck	so	tight	that	nothing	was	needed	to	hold	it
up.
Anne	 dropped	 on	 her	 knees	 and	 gazed	 out	 into	 the	 June	morning,	 her	 eyes

glistening	with	delight.	Oh,	wasn't	it	beautiful?	Wasn't	it	a	lovely	place?	Suppose
she	 wasn't	 really	 going	 to	 stay	 here!	 She	 would	 imagine	 she	 was.	 There	 was
scope	for	imagination	here.
A	huge	cherry-tree	grew	outside,	 so	close	 that	 its	boughs	 tapped	against	 the

house,	and	it	was	so	thick-set	with	blossoms	that	hardly	a	leaf	was	to	be	seen.	On
both	sides	of	the	house	was	a	big	orchard,	one	of	apple-trees	and	one	of	cherry-
trees,	also	showered	over	with	blossoms;	and	their	grass	was	all	sprinkled	with
dandelions.	 In	 the	garden	below	were	 lilac-trees	purple	with	 flowers,	and	 their
dizzily	sweet	fragrance	drifted	up	to	the	window	on	the	morning	wind.
Below	 the	 garden	 a	 green	 field	 lush	with	 clover	 sloped	down	 to	 the	 hollow

where	the	brook	ran	and	where	scores	of	white	birches	grew,	upspringing	airily
out	of	an	undergrowth	suggestive	of	delightful	possibilities	in	ferns	and	mosses
and	 woodsy	 things	 generally.	 Beyond	 it	 was	 a	 hill,	 green	 and	 feathery	 with
spruce	and	fir;	there	was	a	gap	in	it	where	the	gray	gable	end	of	the	little	house
she	had	seen	from	the	other	side	of	the	Lake	of	Shining	Waters	was	visible.
Off	 to	 the	 left	were	 the	big	barns	and	beyond	 them,	away	down	over	green,

low-sloping	fields,	was	a	sparkling	blue	glimpse	of	sea.
Anne's	beauty-loving	eyes	lingered	on	it	all,	taking	everything	greedily	in.	She

had	 looked	on	so	many	unlovely	places	 in	her	 life,	poor	child;	but	 this	was	as



lovely	as	anything	she	had	ever	dreamed.
She	knelt	there,	lost	to	everything	but	the	loveliness	around	her,	until	she	was

startled	 by	 a	 hand	on	her	 shoulder.	Marilla	 had	 come	 in	 unheard	 by	 the	 small
dreamer.
"It's	time	you	were	dressed,"	she	said	curtly.
Marilla	 really	did	not	know	how	 to	 talk	 to	 the	child,	 and	her	uncomfortable

ignorance	made	her	crisp	and	curt	when	she	did	not	mean	to	be.
Anne	stood	up	and	drew	a	long	breath.
"Oh,	 isn't	 it	wonderful?"	 she	 said,	waving	 her	 hand	 comprehensively	 at	 the

good	world	outside.
"It's	a	big	tree,"	said	Marilla,	"and	it	blooms	great,	but	the	fruit	don't	amount

to	much	never—small	and	wormy."
"Oh,	 I	don't	mean	 just	 the	 tree;	of	course	 it's	 lovely—yes,	 it's	RADIANTLY

lovely—it	blooms	as	if	it	meant	it—but	I	meant	everything,	the	garden	and	the
orchard	and	the	brook	and	the	woods,	the	whole	big	dear	world.	Don't	you	feel
as	if	you	just	loved	the	world	on	a	morning	like	this?	And	I	can	hear	the	brook
laughing	all	the	way	up	here.	Have	you	ever	noticed	what	cheerful	things	brooks
are?	They're	always	laughing.	Even	in	winter-time	I've	heard	them	under	the	ice.
I'm	so	glad	there's	a	brook	near	Green	Gables.	Perhaps	you	think	it	doesn't	make
any	 difference	 to	 me	 when	 you're	 not	 going	 to	 keep	 me,	 but	 it	 does.	 I	 shall
always	like	to	remember	that	there	is	a	brook	at	Green	Gables	even	if	I	never	see
it	again.	If	there	wasn't	a	brook	I'd	be	HAUNTED	by	the	uncomfortable	feeling
that	there	ought	to	be	one.	I'm	not	in	the	depths	of	despair	this	morning.	I	never
can	be	in	the	morning.	Isn't	it	a	splendid	thing	that	there	are	mornings?	But	I	feel
very	sad.	I've	just	been	imagining	that	it	was	really	me	you	wanted	after	all	and
that	I	was	to	stay	here	for	ever	and	ever.	It	was	a	great	comfort	while	it	lasted.
But	the	worst	of	imagining	things	is	that	the	time	comes	when	you	have	to	stop
and	that	hurts."
"You'd	 better	 get	 dressed	 and	 come	 down-stairs	 and	 never	 mind	 your

imaginings,"	 said	 Marilla	 as	 soon	 as	 she	 could	 get	 a	 word	 in	 edgewise.
"Breakfast	is	waiting.	Wash	your	face	and	comb	your	hair.	Leave	the	window	up
and	turn	your	bedclothes	back	over	the	foot	of	the	bed.	Be	as	smart	as	you	can."
Anne	could	evidently	be	smart	to	some	purpose	for	she	was	down-stairs	in	ten

minutes'	time,	with	her	clothes	neatly	on,	her	hair	brushed	and	braided,	her	face
washed,	 and	 a	 comfortable	 consciousness	 pervading	 her	 soul	 that	 she	 had
fulfilled	 all	 Marilla's	 requirements.	 As	 a	 matter	 of	 fact,	 however,	 she	 had
forgotten	to	turn	back	the	bedclothes.
"I'm	pretty	hungry	this	morning,"	she	announced	as	she	slipped	into	the	chair

Marilla	placed	for	her.	"The	world	doesn't	seem	such	a	howling	wilderness	as	it



did	last	night.	I'm	so	glad	it's	a	sunshiny	morning.	But	I	like	rainy	mornings	real
well,	too.	All	sorts	of	mornings	are	interesting,	don't	you	think?	You	don't	know
what's	 going	 to	 happen	 through	 the	 day,	 and	 there's	 so	 much	 scope	 for
imagination.	But	 I'm	glad	 it's	not	 rainy	 today	because	 it's	 easier	 to	be	cheerful
and	bear	up	under	affliction	on	a	sunshiny	day.	I	feel	that	I	have	a	good	deal	to
bear	 up	 under.	 It's	 all	 very	 well	 to	 read	 about	 sorrows	 and	 imagine	 yourself
living	through	them	heroically,	but	it's	not	so	nice	when	you	really	come	to	have
them,	is	it?"
"For	pity's	sake	hold	your	tongue,"	said	Marilla.	"You	talk	entirely	too	much

for	a	little	girl."
Thereupon	 Anne	 held	 her	 tongue	 so	 obediently	 and	 thoroughly	 that	 her

continued	 silence	 made	 Marilla	 rather	 nervous,	 as	 if	 in	 the	 presence	 of
something	 not	 exactly	 natural.	 Matthew	 also	 held	 his	 tongue,—but	 this	 was
natural,—so	that	the	meal	was	a	very	silent	one.
As	 it	 progressed	 Anne	 became	 more	 and	 more	 abstracted,	 eating

mechanically,	with	her	big	eyes	 fixed	unswervingly	and	unseeingly	on	 the	 sky
outside	 the	 window.	 This	 made	 Marilla	 more	 nervous	 than	 ever;	 she	 had	 an
uncomfortable	feeling	that	while	this	odd	child's	body	might	be	there	at	the	table
her	spirit	was	far	away	in	some	remote	airy	cloudland,	borne	aloft	on	the	wings
of	imagination.	Who	would	want	such	a	child	about	the	place?
Yet	Matthew	wished	to	keep	her,	of	all	unaccountable	things!	Marilla	felt	that

he	wanted	 it	 just	as	much	 this	morning	as	he	had	 the	night	before,	and	 that	he
would	go	on	wanting	 it.	That	was	Matthew's	way—take	a	whim	 into	his	head
and	cling	to	it	with	the	most	amazing	silent	persistency—a	persistency	ten	times
more	potent	and	effectual	in	its	very	silence	than	if	he	had	talked	it	out.
When	the	meal	was	ended	Anne	came	out	of	her	reverie	and	offered	to	wash

the	dishes.
"Can	you	wash	dishes	right?"	asked	Marilla	distrustfully.
"Pretty	 well.	 I'm	 better	 at	 looking	 after	 children,	 though.	 I've	 had	 so	much

experience	at	that.	It's	such	a	pity	you	haven't	any	here	for	me	to	look	after."
"I	 don't	 feel	 as	 if	 I	wanted	 any	more	 children	 to	 look	 after	 than	 I've	 got	 at

present.	YOU'RE	problem	enough	in	all	conscience.	What's	to	be	done	with	you
I	don't	know.	Matthew	is	a	most	ridiculous	man."
"I	think	he's	lovely,"	said	Anne	reproachfully.	"He	is	so	very	sympathetic.	He

didn't	mind	how	much	I	talked—he	seemed	to	like	it.	I	felt	that	he	was	a	kindred
spirit	as	soon	as	ever	I	saw	him."
"You're	both	queer	enough,	 if	 that's	what	you	mean	by	kindred	spirits,"	 said

Marilla	with	a	sniff.	"Yes,	you	may	wash	 the	dishes.	Take	plenty	of	hot	water,
and	be	sure	you	dry	them	well.	I've	got	enough	to	attend	to	this	morning	for	I'll



have	to	drive	over	to	White	Sands	in	the	afternoon	and	see	Mrs.	Spencer.	You'll
come	with	me	and	we'll	settle	what's	to	be	done	with	you.	After	you've	finished
the	dishes	go	up-stairs	and	make	your	bed."
Anne	washed	the	dishes	deftly	enough,	as	Marilla	who	kept	a	sharp	eye	on	the

process,	 discerned.	 Later	 on	 she	 made	 her	 bed	 less	 successfully,	 for	 she	 had
never	learned	the	art	of	wrestling	with	a	feather	tick.	But	is	was	done	somehow
and	smoothed	down;	and	 then	Marilla,	 to	get	 rid	of	her,	 told	her	 she	might	go
out-of-doors	and	amuse	herself	until	dinner	time.
Anne	 flew	 to	 the	door,	 face	alight,	 eyes	glowing.	On	 the	very	 threshold	 she

stopped	 short,	wheeled	 about,	 came	back	 and	 sat	 down	by	 the	 table,	 light	 and
glow	as	 effectually	 blotted	out	 as	 if	 some	one	had	 clapped	 an	 extinguisher	 on
her.
"What's	the	matter	now?"	demanded	Marilla.
"I	 don't	 dare	 go	 out,"	 said	 Anne,	 in	 the	 tone	 of	 a	 martyr	 relinquishing	 all

earthly	joys.	"If	I	can't	stay	here	there	is	no	use	in	my	loving	Green	Gables.	And
if	 I	 go	 out	 there	 and	 get	 acquainted	 with	 all	 those	 trees	 and	 flowers	 and	 the
orchard	and	the	brook	I'll	not	be	able	to	help	loving	it.	It's	hard	enough	now,	so	I
won't	make	 it	 any	 harder.	 I	want	 to	 go	 out	 so	much—everything	 seems	 to	 be
calling	to	me,	'Anne,	Anne,	come	out	to	us.	Anne,	Anne,	we	want	a	playmate'—
but	 it's	better	not.	There	 is	no	use	 in	 loving	 things	 if	you	have	 to	be	 torn	from
them,	is	there?	And	it's	so	hard	to	keep	from	loving	things,	isn't	it?	That	was	why
I	was	so	glad	when	I	thought	I	was	going	to	live	here.	I	thought	I'd	have	so	many
things	 to	 love	 and	 nothing	 to	 hinder	 me.	 But	 that	 brief	 dream	 is	 over.	 I	 am
resigned	 to	my	fate	now,	so	 I	don't	 think	 I'll	go	out	 for	 fear	 I'll	get	unresigned
again.	What	is	the	name	of	that	geranium	on	the	window-sill,	please?"
"That's	the	apple-scented	geranium."
"Oh,	I	don't	mean	that	sort	of	a	name.	I	mean	just	a	name	you	gave	it	yourself.

Didn't	you	give	it	a	name?	May	I	give	it	one	then?	May	I	call	it—let	me	see—
Bonny	would	do—may	I	call	it	Bonny	while	I'm	here?	Oh,	do	let	me!"
"Goodness,	 I	 don't	 care.	 But	 where	 on	 earth	 is	 the	 sense	 of	 naming	 a

geranium?"
"Oh,	I	 like	 things	 to	have	handles	even	if	 they	are	only	geraniums.	It	makes

them	seem	more	 like	people.	How	do	you	know	but	 that	 it	 hurts	 a	geranium's
feelings	just	 to	be	called	a	geranium	and	nothing	else?	You	wouldn't	 like	to	be
called	nothing	but	a	woman	all	the	time.	Yes,	I	shall	call	it	Bonny.	I	named	that
cherry-tree	outside	my	bedroom	window	this	morning.	 I	called	 it	Snow	Queen
because	it	was	so	white.	Of	course,	it	won't	always	be	in	blossom,	but	one	can
imagine	that	it	is,	can't	one?"
"I	never	in	all	my	life	say	or	heard	anything	to	equal	her,"	muttered	Marilla,



beating	a	retreat	down	to	the	cellar	after	potatoes.	"She	is	kind	of	interesting	as
Matthew	 says.	 I	 can	 feel	 already	 that	 I'm	 wondering	 what	 on	 earth	 she'll	 say
next.	She'll	be	casting	a	spell	over	me,	too.	She's	cast	it	over	Matthew.	That	look
he	gave	me	when	he	went	out	said	everything	he	said	or	hinted	last	night	over
again.	 I	wish	 he	was	 like	 other	men	 and	would	 talk	 things	 out.	A	 body	 could
answer	back	then	and	argue	him	into	reason.	But	what's	to	be	done	with	a	man
who	just	LOOKS?"
Anne	had	relapsed	into	reverie,	with	her	chin	in	her	hands	and	her	eyes	on	the

sky,	 when	Marilla	 returned	 from	 her	 cellar	 pilgrimage.	 There	Marilla	 left	 her
until	the	early	dinner	was	on	the	table.
"I	 suppose	 I	 can	 have	 the	 mare	 and	 buggy	 this	 afternoon,	 Matthew?"	 said

Marilla.
Matthew	nodded	 and	 looked	wistfully	 at	Anne.	Marilla	 intercepted	 the	 look

and	said	grimly:
"I'm	going	 to	drive	over	 to	White	Sands	and	 settle	 this	 thing.	 I'll	 take	Anne

with	me	and	Mrs.	Spencer	will	probably	make	arrangements	to	send	her	back	to
Nova	Scotia	at	once.	I'll	set	your	tea	out	for	you	and	I'll	be	home	in	time	to	milk
the	cows."
Still	Matthew	said	nothing	and	Marilla	had	a	 sense	of	having	wasted	words

and	breath.	There	is	nothing	more	aggravating	than	a	man	who	won't	talk	back—
unless	it	is	a	woman	who	won't.
Matthew	hitched	the	sorrel	into	the	buggy	in	due	time	and	Marilla	and	Anne

set	 off.	 Matthew	 opened	 the	 yard	 gate	 for	 them	 and	 as	 they	 drove	 slowly
through,	he	said,	to	nobody	in	particular	as	it	seemed:
"Little	 Jerry	Buote	 from	 the	Creek	was	 here	 this	morning,	 and	 I	 told	 him	 I

guessed	I'd	hire	him	for	the	summer."
Marilla	made	no	reply,	but	she	hit	the	unlucky	sorrel	such	a	vicious	clip	with

the	whip	that	the	fat	mare,	unused	to	such	treatment,	whizzed	indignantly	down
the	 lane	 at	 an	 alarming	pace.	Marilla	 looked	back	once	 as	 the	 buggy	bounced
along	and	saw	that	aggravating	Matthew	leaning	over	the	gate,	looking	wistfully
after	them.



Chapter		5
Anne's	History
"Do	you	know,"	said	Anne	confidentially,	"I've	made	up	my	mind	to	enjoy	this
drive.	 It's	 been	my	 experience	 that	 you	 can	 nearly	 always	 enjoy	 things	 if	 you
make	 up	 your	 mind	 firmly	 that	 you	 will.	 Of	 course,	 you	 must	 make	 it	 up
FIRMLY.	 I	 am	not	going	 to	 think	about	going	back	 to	 the	asylum	while	we're
having	our	drive.	 I'm	 just	going	 to	 think	about	 the	drive.	Oh,	 look,	 there's	one
little	early	wild	rose	out!	Isn't	it	lovely?	Don't	you	think	it	must	be	glad	to	be	a
rose?	Wouldn't	 it	 be	 nice	 if	 roses	 could	 talk?	 I'm	 sure	 they	 could	 tell	 us	 such
lovely	 things.	And	isn't	pink	 the	most	bewitching	color	 in	 the	world?	I	 love	 it,
but	I	can't	wear	it.	Redheaded	people	can't	wear	pink,	not	even	in	imagination.
Did	you	ever	know	of	anybody	whose	hair	was	red	when	she	was	young,	but	got
to	be	another	color	when	she	grew	up?"
"No,	 I	 don't	 know	 as	 I	 ever	 did,"	 said	Marilla	mercilessly,	 "and	 I	 shouldn't

think	it	likely	to	happen	in	your	case	either."
Anne	sighed.
"Well,	 that	 is	 another	 hope	 gone.	 'My	 life	 is	 a	 perfect	 graveyard	 of	 buried

hopes.'	 That's	 a	 sentence	 I	 read	 in	 a	 book	 once,	 and	 I	 say	 it	 over	 to	 comfort
myself	whenever	I'm	disappointed	in	anything."
"I	don't	see	where	the	comforting	comes	in	myself,"	said	Marilla.
"Why,	because	it	sounds	so	nice	and	romantic,	just	as	if	I	were	a	heroine	in	a

book,	you	know.	I	am	so	fond	of	romantic	things,	and	a	graveyard	full	of	buried
hopes	is	about	as	romantic	a	thing	as	one	can	imagine	isn't	it?	I'm	rather	glad	I
have	one.	Are	we	going	across	the	Lake	of	Shining	Waters	today?"
"We're	not	going	over	Barry's	pond,	if	that's	what	you	mean	by	your	Lake	of

Shining	Waters.	We're	going	by	the	shore	road."
"Shore	road	sounds	nice,"	said	Anne	dreamily.	"Is	it	as	nice	as	it	sounds?	Just

when	you	said	'shore	road'	I	saw	it	in	a	picture	in	my	mind,	as	quick	as	that!	And
White	Sands	is	a	pretty	name,	too;	but	I	don't	like	it	as	well	as	Avonlea.	Avonlea
is	a	lovely	name.	It	just	sounds	like	music.	How	far	is	it	to	White	Sands?"
"It's	five	miles;	and	as	you're	evidently	bent	on	talking	you	might	as	well	talk

to	some	purpose	by	telling	me	what	you	know	about	yourself."
"Oh,	 what	 I	 KNOW	 about	 myself	 isn't	 really	 worth	 telling,"	 said	 Anne



eagerly.	 "If	 you'll	 only	 let	 me	 tell	 you	 what	 I	 IMAGINE	 about	 myself	 you'll
think	it	ever	so	much	more	interesting."
"No,	I	don't	want	any	of	your	imaginings.	Just	you	stick	to	bald	facts.	Begin	at

the	beginning.	Where	were	you	born	and	how	old	are	you?"
"I	was	 eleven	 last	March,"	 said	Anne,	 resigning	herself	 to	 bald	 facts	with	 a

little	sigh.	"And	I	was	born	in	Bolingbroke,	Nova	Scotia.	My	father's	name	was
Walter	 Shirley,	 and	 he	 was	 a	 teacher	 in	 the	 Bolingbroke	 High	 School.	 My
mother's	name	was	Bertha	Shirley.	Aren't	Walter	and	Bertha	lovely	names?	I'm
so	glad	my	parents	had	nice	names.	It	would	be	a	real	disgrace	to	have	a	father
named—well,	say	Jedediah,	wouldn't	it?"
"I	 guess	 it	 doesn't	 matter	 what	 a	 person's	 name	 is	 as	 long	 as	 he	 behaves

himself,"	said	Marilla,	feeling	herself	called	upon	to	inculcate	a	good	and	useful
moral.
"Well,	 I	don't	know."	Anne	 looked	 thoughtful.	 "I	 read	 in	a	book	once	 that	a

rose	by	any	other	name	would	smell	as	sweet,	but	I've	never	been	able	to	believe
it.	I	don't	believe	a	rose	WOULD	be	as	nice	if	it	was	called	a	thistle	or	a	skunk
cabbage.	I	suppose	my	father	could	have	been	a	good	man	even	if	he	had	been
called	Jedediah;	but	I'm	sure	it	would	have	been	a	cross.	Well,	my	mother	was	a
teacher	 in	 the	 High	 school,	 too,	 but	 when	 she	 married	 father	 she	 gave	 up
teaching,	of	course.	A	husband	was	enough	responsibility.	Mrs.	Thomas	said	that
they	were	a	pair	of	babies	and	as	poor	as	church	mice.	They	went	 to	 live	 in	a
weeny-teeny	little	yellow	house	in	Bolingbroke.	I've	never	seen	that	house,	but
I've	 imagined	 it	 thousands	of	 times.	 I	 think	 it	must	have	had	honeysuckle	over
the	parlor	window	and	lilacs	in	the	front	yard	and	lilies	of	the	valley	just	inside
the	 gate.	 Yes,	 and	muslin	 curtains	 in	 all	 the	windows.	Muslin	 curtains	 give	 a
house	 such	 an	 air.	 I	 was	 born	 in	 that	 house.	 Mrs.	 Thomas	 said	 I	 was	 the
homeliest	baby	she	ever	saw,	 I	was	so	scrawny	and	 tiny	and	nothing	but	eyes,
but	that	mother	thought	I	was	perfectly	beautiful.	I	should	think	a	mother	would
be	a	better	 judge	than	a	poor	woman	who	came	in	 to	scrub,	wouldn't	you?	I'm
glad	she	was	satisfied	with	me	anyhow,	I	would	feel	so	sad	if	I	thought	I	was	a
disappointment	to	her—because	she	didn't	live	very	long	after	that,	you	see.	She
died	 of	 fever	 when	 I	 was	 just	 three	 months	 old.	 I	 do	 wish	 she'd	 lived	 long
enough	for	me	to	remember	calling	her	mother.	I	think	it	would	be	so	sweet	to
say	 'mother,'	 don't	 you?	And	 father	 died	 four	 days	 afterwards	 from	 fever	 too.
That	left	me	an	orphan	and	folks	were	at	 their	wits'	end,	so	Mrs.	Thomas	said,
what	to	do	with	me.	You	see,	nobody	wanted	me	even	then.	It	seems	to	be	my
fate.	 Father	 and	mother	 had	 both	 come	 from	 places	 far	 away	 and	 it	 was	well
known	they	hadn't	any	relatives	living.	Finally	Mrs.	Thomas	said	she'd	take	me,
though	she	was	poor	and	had	a	drunken	husband.	She	brought	me	up	by	hand.



Do	you	know	if	there	is	anything	in	being	brought	up	by	hand	that	ought	to	make
people	who	are	brought	up	that	way	better	than	other	people?	Because	whenever
I	was	naughty	Mrs.	Thomas	would	ask	me	how	I	could	be	such	a	bad	girl	when
she	had	brought	me	up	by	hand—reproachful-like.
"Mr.	 and	Mrs.	Thomas	moved	 away	 from	Bolingbroke	 to	Marysville,	 and	 I

lived	 with	 them	 until	 I	 was	 eight	 years	 old.	 I	 helped	 look	 after	 the	 Thomas
children—there	were	 four	 of	 them	 younger	 than	me—and	 I	 can	 tell	 you	 they
took	a	lot	of	looking	after.	Then	Mr.	Thomas	was	killed	falling	under	a	train	and
his	mother	offered	to	take	Mrs.	Thomas	and	the	children,	but	she	didn't	want	me.
Mrs.	Thomas	was	at	HER	wits'	end,	so	she	said,	what	to	do	with	me.	Then	Mrs.
Hammond	 from	up	 the	 river	 came	down	and	 said	 she'd	 take	me,	 seeing	 I	was
handy	with	children,	and	I	went	up	the	river	to	live	with	her	in	a	little	clearing
among	 the	 stumps.	 It	was	 a	 very	 lonesome	place.	 I'm	 sure	 I	 could	never	 have
lived	there	if	I	hadn't	had	an	imagination.	Mr.	Hammond	worked	a	little	sawmill
up	 there,	 and	Mrs.	Hammond	had	 eight	 children.	She	had	 twins	 three	 times.	 I
like	babies	in	moderation,	but	twins	three	times	in	succession	is	TOO	MUCH.	I
told	 Mrs.	 Hammond	 so	 firmly,	 when	 the	 last	 pair	 came.	 I	 used	 to	 get	 so
dreadfully	tired	carrying	them	about.
"I	lived	up	river	with	Mrs.	Hammond	over	two	years,	and	then	Mr.	Hammond

died	 and	 Mrs.	 Hammond	 broke	 up	 housekeeping.	 She	 divided	 her	 children
among	her	relatives	and	went	to	the	States.	I	had	to	go	to	the	asylum	at	Hopeton,
because	nobody	would	take	me.	They	didn't	want	me	at	the	asylum,	either;	they
said	they	were	over-crowded	as	it	was.	But	they	had	to	take	me	and	I	was	there
four	months	until	Mrs.	Spencer	came."
Anne	finished	up	with	another	sigh,	of	relief	this	time.	Evidently	she	did	not

like	talking	about	her	experiences	in	a	world	that	had	not	wanted	her.
"Did	you	ever	go	to	school?"	demanded	Marilla,	turning	the	sorrel	mare	down

the	shore	road.
"Not	 a	 great	 deal.	 I	 went	 a	 little	 the	 last	 year	 I	 stayed	 with	Mrs.	 Thomas.

When	 I	went	 up	 river	we	were	 so	 far	 from	 a	 school	 that	 I	 couldn't	walk	 it	 in
winter	and	there	was	a	vacation	in	summer,	so	I	could	only	go	in	the	spring	and
fall.	But	of	course	I	went	while	I	was	at	the	asylum.	I	can	read	pretty	well	and	I
know	ever	so	many	pieces	of	poetry	off	by	heart—'The	Battle	of	Hohenlinden'
and	'Edinburgh	after	Flodden,'	and	'Bingen	of	the	Rhine,'	and	most	of	the	'Lady
of	the	Lake'	and	most	of	'The	Seasons'	by	James	Thompson.	Don't	you	just	love
poetry	that	gives	you	a	crinkly	feeling	up	and	down	your	back?	There	is	a	piece
in	 the	 Fifth	 Reader—'The	Downfall	 of	 Poland'—that	 is	 just	 full	 of	 thrills.	 Of
course,	I	wasn't	in	the	Fifth	Reader—I	was	only	in	the	Fourth—but	the	big	girls
used	to	lend	me	theirs	to	read."



"Were	 those	 women—Mrs.	 Thomas	 and	 Mrs.	 Hammond—good	 to	 you?"
asked	Marilla,	looking	at	Anne	out	of	the	corner	of	her	eye.
"O-o-o-h,"	faltered	Anne.	Her	sensitive	little	face	suddenly	flushed	scarlet	and

embarrassment	sat	on	her	brow.	"Oh,	they	MEANT	to	be—I	know	they	meant	to
be	just	as	good	and	kind	as	possible.	And	when	people	mean	to	be	good	to	you,
you	 don't	 mind	 very	much	when	 they're	 not	 quite—always.	 They	 had	 a	 good
deal	to	worry	them,	you	know.	It's	very	trying	to	have	a	drunken	husband,	you
see;	and	it	must	be	very	trying	to	have	twins	three	times	in	succession,	don't	you
think?	But	I	feel	sure	they	meant	to	be	good	to	me."
Marilla	asked	no	more	questions.	Anne	gave	herself	up	to	a	silent	rapture	over

the	 shore	 road	 and	Marilla	 guided	 the	 sorrel	 abstractedly	 while	 she	 pondered
deeply.	 Pity	 was	 suddenly	 stirring	 in	 her	 heart	 for	 the	 child.	What	 a	 starved,
unloved	life	she	had	had—a	life	of	drudgery	and	poverty	and	neglect;	for	Marilla
was	shrewd	enough	 to	 read	between	 the	 lines	of	Anne's	history	and	divine	 the
truth.	No	wonder	she	had	been	so	delighted	at	the	prospect	of	a	real	home.	It	was
a	pity	she	had	 to	be	sent	back.	What	 if	she,	Marilla,	should	 indulge	Matthew's
unaccountable	whim	and	let	her	stay?	He	was	set	on	it;	and	the	child	seemed	a
nice,	teachable	little	thing.
"She's	got	too	much	to	say,"	thought	Marilla,	"but	she	might	be	trained	out	of

that.	And	there's	nothing	rude	or	slangy	in	what	she	does	say.	She's	ladylike.	It's
likely	her	people	were	nice	folks."
The	 shore	 road	 was	 "woodsy	 and	 wild	 and	 lonesome."	 On	 the	 right	 hand,

scrub	 firs,	 their	 spirits	 quite	 unbroken	 by	 long	 years	 of	 tussle	 with	 the	 gulf
winds,	grew	thickly.	On	the	left	were	the	steep	red	sandstone	cliffs,	so	near	the
track	in	places	that	a	mare	of	less	steadiness	than	the	sorrel	might	have	tried	the
nerves	 of	 the	 people	 behind	her.	Down	at	 the	 base	 of	 the	 cliffs	were	 heaps	 of
surf-worn	rocks	or	 little	sandy	coves	 inlaid	with	pebbles	as	with	ocean	 jewels;
beyond	 lay	 the	 sea,	 shimmering	 and	 blue,	 and	 over	 it	 soared	 the	 gulls,	 their
pinions	flashing	silvery	in	the	sunlight.
"Isn't	the	sea	wonderful?"	said	Anne,	rousing	from	a	long,	wide-eyed	silence.

"Once,	when	I	lived	in	Marysville,	Mr.	Thomas	hired	an	express	wagon	and	took
us	all	to	spend	the	day	at	the	shore	ten	miles	away.	I	enjoyed	every	moment	of
that	day,	even	 if	 I	had	 to	 look	after	 the	children	all	 the	 time.	 I	 lived	 it	over	 in
happy	dreams	for	years.	But	this	shore	is	nicer	than	the	Marysville	shore.	Aren't
those	gulls	splendid?	Would	you	like	to	be	a	gull?	I	think	I	would—that	is,	if	I
couldn't	be	a	human	girl.	Don't	you	think	it	would	be	nice	to	wake	up	at	sunrise
and	swoop	down	over	the	water	and	away	out	over	that	lovely	blue	all	day;	and
then	at	night	 to	 fly	back	 to	one's	nest?	Oh,	 I	can	 just	 imagine	myself	doing	 it.
What	big	house	is	that	just	ahead,	please?"



"That's	the	White	Sands	Hotel.	Mr.	Kirke	runs	it,	but	the	season	hasn't	begun
yet.	There	are	heaps	of	Americans	come	there	for	 the	summer.	They	think	 this
shore	is	just	about	right."
"I	was	afraid	it	might	be	Mrs.	Spencer's	place,"	said	Anne	mournfully.	"I	don't

want	to	get	there.	Somehow,	it	will	seem	like	the	end	of	everything."



Chapter		6
Marilla	Makes	Up	Her	Mind
Get	there	they	did,	however,	 in	due	season.	Mrs.	Spencer	lived	in	a	big	yellow
house	at	White	Sands	Cove,	and	she	came	to	the	door	with	surprise	and	welcome
mingled	on	her	benevolent	face.
"Dear,	dear,"	she	exclaimed,	"you're	the	last	folks	I	was	looking	for	today,	but

I'm	real	glad	to	see	you.	You'll	put	your	horse	in?	And	how	are	you,	Anne?"
"I'm	as	well	as	can	be	expected,	 thank	you,"	said	Anne	smilelessly.	A	blight

seemed	to	have	descended	on	her.
"I	 suppose	 we'll	 stay	 a	 little	 while	 to	 rest	 the	 mare,"	 said	 Marilla,	 "but	 I

promised	Matthew	I'd	be	home	early.	The	 fact	 is,	Mrs.	Spencer,	 there's	been	a
queer	mistake	somewhere,	and	I've	come	over	to	see	where	it	is.	We	send	word,
Matthew	and	I,	for	you	to	bring	us	a	boy	from	the	asylum.	We	told	your	brother
Robert	to	tell	you	we	wanted	a	boy	ten	or	eleven	years	old."
"Marilla	 Cuthbert,	 you	 don't	 say	 so!"	 said	Mrs.	 Spencer	 in	 distress.	 "Why,

Robert	sent	word	down	by	his	daughter	Nancy	and	she	said	you	wanted	a	girl—
didn't	she	Flora	Jane?"	appealing	to	her	daughter	who	had	come	out	to	the	steps.
"She	certainly	did,	Miss	Cuthbert,"	corroborated	Flora	Jane	earnestly.
"I'm	dreadful	 sorry,"	 said	Mrs.	Spencer.	 "It's	 too	bad;	 but	 it	 certainly	wasn't

my	 fault,	 you	 see,	Miss	 Cuthbert.	 I	 did	 the	 best	 I	 could	 and	 I	 thought	 I	 was
following	your	 instructions.	Nancy	 is	 a	 terrible	 flighty	 thing.	 I've	 often	 had	 to
scold	her	well	for	her	heedlessness."
"It	was	our	own	fault,"	said	Marilla	resignedly.	"We	should	have	come	to	you

ourselves	 and	 not	 left	 an	 important	 message	 to	 be	 passed	 along	 by	 word	 of
mouth	in	that	fashion.	Anyhow,	the	mistake	has	been	made	and	the	only	thing	to
do	is	to	set	it	right.	Can	we	send	the	child	back	to	the	asylum?	I	suppose	they'll
take	her	back,	won't	they?"
"I	 suppose	 so,"	 said	Mrs.	 Spencer	 thoughtfully,	 "but	 I	 don't	 think	 it	will	 be

necessary	 to	send	her	back.	Mrs.	Peter	Blewett	was	up	here	yesterday,	and	she
was	saying	to	me	how	much	she	wished	she'd	sent	by	me	for	a	little	girl	to	help
her.	Mrs.	Peter	has	a	 large	family,	you	know,	and	she	finds	 it	hard	 to	get	help.
Anne	will	be	the	very	girl	for	you.	I	call	it	positively	providential."
Marilla	 did	 not	 look	 as	 if	 she	 thought	 Providence	 had	much	 to	 do	with	 the



matter.	Here	was	an	unexpectedly	good	chance	to	get	this	unwelcome	orphan	off
her	hands,	and	she	did	not	even	feel	grateful	for	it.
She	knew	Mrs.	Peter	Blewett	only	by	sight	as	a	small,	shrewish-faced	woman

without	an	ounce	of	superfluous	flesh	on	her	bones.	But	she	had	heard	of	her.	"A
terrible	worker	 and	 driver,"	Mrs.	 Peter	was	 said	 to	 be;	 and	 discharged	 servant
girls	 told	 fearsome	 tales	 of	 her	 temper	 and	 stinginess,	 and	 her	 family	 of	 pert,
quarrelsome	 children.	 Marilla	 felt	 a	 qualm	 of	 conscience	 at	 the	 thought	 of
handing	Anne	over	to	her	tender	mercies.
"Well,	I'll	go	in	and	we'll	talk	the	matter	over,"	she	said.
"And	 if	 there	 isn't	 Mrs.	 Peter	 coming	 up	 the	 lane	 this	 blessed	 minute!"

exclaimed	 Mrs.	 Spencer,	 bustling	 her	 guests	 through	 the	 hall	 into	 the	 parlor,
where	 a	 deadly	 chill	 struck	 on	 them	 as	 if	 the	 air	 had	 been	 strained	 so	 long
through	dark	green,	closely	drawn	blinds	that	it	had	lost	every	particle	of	warmth
it	had	ever	possessed.	"That	is	real	lucky,	for	we	can	settle	the	matter	right	away.
Take	the	armchair,	Miss	Cuthbert.	Anne,	you	sit	here	on	the	ottoman	and	don't
wiggle.	Let	me	 take	your	hats.	Flora	 Jane,	go	out	 and	put	 the	kettle	on.	Good
afternoon,	Mrs.	Blewett.	We	were	just	saying	how	fortunate	it	was	you	happened
along.	 Let	 me	 introduce	 you	 two	 ladies.	Mrs.	 Blewett,	Miss	 Cuthbert.	 Please
excuse	me	for	just	a	moment.	I	forgot	to	tell	Flora	Jane	to	take	the	buns	out	of
the	oven."
Mrs.	Spencer	whisked	away,	after	pulling	up	the	blinds.	Anne	sitting	mutely

on	the	ottoman,	with	her	hands	clasped	tightly	in	her	lap,	stared	at	Mrs	Blewett
as	 one	 fascinated.	 Was	 she	 to	 be	 given	 into	 the	 keeping	 of	 this	 sharp-faced,
sharp-eyed	 woman?	 She	 felt	 a	 lump	 coming	 up	 in	 her	 throat	 and	 her	 eyes
smarted	 painfully.	 She	was	 beginning	 to	 be	 afraid	 she	 couldn't	 keep	 the	 tears
back	when	Mrs.	Spencer	returned,	flushed	and	beaming,	quite	capable	of	taking
any	 and	 every	 difficulty,	 physical,	 mental	 or	 spiritual,	 into	 consideration	 and
settling	it	out	of	hand.
"It	seems	there's	been	a	mistake	about	this	little	girl,	Mrs.	Blewett,"	she	said.

"I	was	under	 the	 impression	 that	Mr.	 and	Miss	Cuthbert	wanted	a	 little	girl	 to
adopt.	I	was	certainly	told	so.	But	it	seems	it	was	a	boy	they	wanted.	So	if	you're
still	 of	 the	 same	mind	 you	were	 yesterday,	 I	 think	 she'll	 be	 just	 the	 thing	 for
you."
Mrs.	Blewett	darted	her	eyes	over	Anne	from	head	to	foot.
"How	old	are	you	and	what's	your	name?"	she	demanded.
"Anne	 Shirley,"	 faltered	 the	 shrinking	 child,	 not	 daring	 to	 make	 any

stipulations	regarding	the	spelling	thereof,	"and	I'm	eleven	years	old."
"Humph!	You	don't	look	as	if	there	was	much	to	you.	But	you're	wiry.	I	don't

know	but	the	wiry	ones	are	the	best	after	all.	Well,	if	I	take	you	you'll	have	to	be



a	good	girl,	you	know—good	and	smart	 and	 respectful.	 I'll	 expect	you	 to	earn
your	keep,	and	no	mistake	about	that.	Yes,	I	suppose	I	might	as	well	take	her	off
your	hands,	Miss	Cuthbert.	The	baby's	awful	fractious,	and	I'm	clean	worn	out
attending	to	him.	If	you	like	I	can	take	her	right	home	now."
Marilla	 looked	at	Anne	and	softened	at	sight	of	 the	child's	pale	face	with	its

look	 of	mute	misery—the	misery	 of	 a	 helpless	 little	 creature	 who	 finds	 itself
once	 more	 caught	 in	 the	 trap	 from	 which	 it	 had	 escaped.	 Marilla	 felt	 an
uncomfortable	 conviction	 that,	 if	 she	 denied	 the	 appeal	 of	 that	 look,	 it	 would
haunt	her	to	her	dying	day.	More-over,	she	did	not	fancy	Mrs.	Blewett.	To	hand	a
sensitive,	"highstrung"	child	over	to	such	a	woman!	No,	she	could	not	take	the
responsibility	of	doing	that!
"Well,	 I	 don't	 know,"	 she	 said	 slowly.	 "I	 didn't	 say	 that	Matthew	 and	 I	 had

absolutely	decided	that	we	wouldn't	keep	her.	In	fact	I	may	say	that	Matthew	is
disposed	to	keep	her.	I	just	came	over	to	find	out	how	the	mistake	had	occurred.
I	think	I'd	better	take	her	home	again	and	talk	it	over	with	Matthew.	I	feel	that	I
oughtn't	to	decide	on	anything	without	consulting	him.	If	we	make	up	our	mind
not	to	keep	her	we'll	bring	or	send	her	over	to	you	tomorrow	night.	If	we	don't
you	 may	 know	 that	 she	 is	 going	 to	 stay	 with	 us.	 Will	 that	 suit	 you,	 Mrs.
Blewett?"
"I	suppose	it'll	have	to,"	said	Mrs.	Blewett	ungraciously.
During	Marilla's	speech	a	sunrise	had	been	dawning	on	Anne's	face.	First	the

look	of	despair	faded	out;	then	came	a	faint	flush	of	hope;	here	eyes	grew	deep
and	 bright	 as	morning	 stars.	 The	 child	was	 quite	 transfigured;	 and,	 a	moment
later,	when	Mrs.	Spencer	and	Mrs.	Blewett	went	out	in	quest	of	a	recipe	the	latter
had	come	to	borrow	she	sprang	up	and	flew	across	the	room	to	Marilla.
"Oh,	Miss	Cuthbert,	did	you	really	say	that	perhaps	you	would	let	me	stay	at

Green	 Gables?"	 she	 said,	 in	 a	 breathless	 whisper,	 as	 if	 speaking	 aloud	might
shatter	the	glorious	possibility.	"Did	you	really	say	it?	Or	did	I	only	imagine	that
you	did?"
"I	 think	you'd	better	 learn	 to	control	 that	 imagination	of	yours,	Anne,	 if	you

can't	distinguish	between	what	is	real	and	what	isn't,"	said	Marilla	crossly.	"Yes,
you	did	hear	me	say	just	 that	and	no	more.	It	 isn't	decided	yet	and	perhaps	we
will	 conclude	 to	 let	 Mrs.	 Blewett	 take	 you	 after	 all.	 She	 certainly	 needs	 you
much	more	than	I	do."
"I'd	 rather	 go	 back	 to	 the	 asylum	 than	 go	 to	 live	 with	 her,"	 said	 Anne

passionately.	"She	looks	exactly	like	a—like	a	gimlet."
Marilla	 smothered	a	 smile	under	 the	conviction	 that	Anne	must	be	 reproved

for	such	a	speech.
"A	 little	 girl	 like	 you	 should	 be	 ashamed	 of	 talking	 so	 about	 a	 lady	 and	 a



stranger,"	she	said	severely.	"Go	back	and	sit	down	quietly	and	hold	your	tongue
and	behave	as	a	good	girl	should."
"I'll	 try	 to	 do	 and	 be	 anything	 you	 want	 me,	 if	 you'll	 only	 keep	me,"	 said

Anne,	returning	meekly	to	her	ottoman.
When	 they	arrived	back	at	Green	Gables	 that	evening	Matthew	met	 them	in

the	 lane.	Marilla	 from	 afar	 had	 noted	 him	 prowling	 along	 it	 and	 guessed	 his
motive.	She	was	prepared	for	the	relief	she	read	in	his	face	when	he	saw	that	she
had	 at	 least	 brought	 back	 Anne	 back	 with	 her.	 But	 she	 said	 nothing,	 to	 him,
relative	to	the	affair,	until	they	were	both	out	in	the	yard	behind	the	barn	milking
the	cows.	Then	she	briefly	told	him	Anne's	history	and	the	result	of	the	interview
with	Mrs.	Spencer.
"I	 wouldn't	 give	 a	 dog	 I	 liked	 to	 that	 Blewett	 woman,"	 said	Matthew	with

unusual	vim.
"I	don't	fancy	her	style	myself,"	admitted	Marilla,	"but	it's	that	or	keeping	her

ourselves,	Matthew.	And	since	you	seem	to	want	her,	I	suppose	I'm	willing—or
have	 to	be.	 I've	been	 thinking	over	 the	 idea	until	 I've	got	kind	of	used	 to	 it.	 It
seems	a	sort	of	duty.	I've	never	brought	up	a	child,	especially	a	girl,	and	I	dare
say	I'll	make	a	terrible	mess	of	it.	But	I'll	do	my	best.	So	far	as	I'm	concerned,
Matthew,	she	may	stay."
Matthew's	shy	face	was	a	glow	of	delight.
"Well	 now,	 I	 reckoned	 you'd	 come	 to	 see	 it	 in	 that	 light,	Marilla,"	 he	 said.

"She's	such	an	interesting	little	thing."
"It'd	 be	 more	 to	 the	 point	 if	 you	 could	 say	 she	 was	 a	 useful	 little	 thing,"

retorted	Marilla,	"but	I'll	make	it	my	business	to	see	she's	trained	to	be	that.	And
mind,	Matthew,	 you're	 not	 to	 go	 interfering	with	my	methods.	 Perhaps	 an	 old
maid	doesn't	know	much	about	bringing	up	a	child,	but	I	guess	she	knows	more
than	 an	old	bachelor.	So	you	 just	 leave	me	 to	manage	her.	When	 I	 fail	 it'll	 be
time	enough	to	put	your	oar	in."
"There,	 there,	 Marilla,	 you	 can	 have	 your	 own	 way,"	 said	 Matthew

reassuringly.	"Only	be	as	good	and	kind	to	her	as	you	can	without	spoiling	her.	I
kind	of	think	she's	one	of	the	sort	you	can	do	anything	with	if	you	only	get	her	to
love	you."
Marilla	 sniffed,	 to	 express	 her	 contempt	 for	Matthew's	 opinions	 concerning

anything	feminine,	and	walked	off	to	the	dairy	with	the	pails.
"I	won't	 tell	her	 tonight	 that	 she	can	 stay,"	 she	 reflected,	 as	 she	 strained	 the

milk	 into	 the	 creamers.	 "She'd	 be	 so	 excited	 that	 she	 wouldn't	 sleep	 a	 wink.
Marilla	Cuthbert,	you're	fairly	in	for	it.	Did	you	ever	suppose	you'd	see	the	day
when	 you'd	 be	 adopting	 an	 orphan	 girl?	 It's	 surprising	 enough;	 but	 not	 so
surprising	as	that	Matthew	should	be	at	the	bottom	of	it,	him	that	always	seemed



to	 have	 such	 a	 mortal	 dread	 of	 little	 girls.	 Anyhow,	 we've	 decided	 on	 the
experiment	and	goodness	only	knows	what	will	come	of	it."



Chapter		7
Anne	Says	Her	Prayers
When	Marilla	took	Anne	up	to	bed	that	night	she	said	stiffly:
"Now,	Anne,	I	noticed	last	night	that	you	threw	your	clothes	all	about	the	floor

when	you	took	them	off.	That	is	a	very	untidy	habit,	and	I	can't	allow	it	at	all.	As
soon	as	you	take	off	any	article	of	clothing	fold	it	neatly	and	place	it	on	the	chair.
I	haven't	any	use	at	all	for	little	girls	who	aren't	neat."
"I	 was	 so	 harrowed	 up	 in	 my	mind	 last	 night	 that	 I	 didn't	 think	 about	 my

clothes	at	all,"	said	Anne.	"I'll	fold	them	nicely	tonight.	They	always	made	us	do
that	at	the	asylum.	Half	the	time,	though,	I'd	forget,	I'd	be	in	such	a	hurry	to	get
into	bed	nice	and	quiet	and	imagine	things."
"You'll	have	to	remember	a	little	better	if	you	stay	here,"	admonished	Marilla.

"There,	that	looks	something	like.	Say	your	prayers	now	and	get	into	bed."
"I	never	say	any	prayers,"	announced	Anne.
Marilla	looked	horrified	astonishment.
"Why,	Anne,	what	do	you	mean?	Were	you	never	taught	to	say	your	prayers?

God	always	wants	little	girls	to	say	their	prayers.	Don't	you	know	who	God	is,
Anne?"
"'God	 is	 a	 spirit,	 infinite,	 eternal	 and	 unchangeable,	 in	 His	 being,	 wisdom,

power,	 holiness,	 justice,	 goodness,	 and	 truth,'"	 responded	 Anne	 promptly	 and
glibly.
Marilla	looked	rather	relieved.
"So	you	do	know	something	then,	thank	goodness!	You're	not	quite	a	heathen.

Where	did	you	learn	that?"
"Oh,	at	the	asylum	Sunday-school.	They	made	us	learn	the	whole	catechism.	I

liked	 it	 pretty	 well.	 There's	 something	 splendid	 about	 some	 of	 the	 words.
'Infinite,	eternal	and	unchangeable.'	Isn't	that	grand?	It	has	such	a	roll	to	it—just
like	a	big	organ	playing.	You	couldn't	quite	call	it	poetry,	I	suppose,	but	it	sounds
a	lot	like	it,	doesn't	it?"
"We're	 not	 talking	 about	 poetry,	 Anne—we	 are	 talking	 about	 saying	 your

prayers.	Don't	you	know	it's	a	terrible	wicked	thing	not	to	say	your	prayers	every
night?	I'm	afraid	you	are	a	very	bad	little	girl."
"You'd	 find	 it	 easier	 to	 be	 bad	 than	 good	 if	 you	 had	 red	 hair,"	 said	 Anne



reproachfully.	 "People	 who	 haven't	 red	 hair	 don't	 know	 what	 trouble	 is.	Mrs.
Thomas	told	me	that	God	made	my	hair	red	ON	PURPOSE,	and	I've	never	cared
about	Him	since.	And	anyhow	I'd	always	be	too	tired	at	night	 to	bother	saying
prayers.	 People	 who	 have	 to	 look	 after	 twins	 can't	 be	 expected	 to	 say	 their
prayers.	Now,	do	you	honestly	think	they	can?"
Marilla	decided	that	Anne's	religious	training	must	be	begun	at	once.	Plainly

there	was	no	time	to	be	lost.
"You	must	say	your	prayers	while	you	are	under	my	roof,	Anne."
"Why,	 of	 course,	 if	 you	 want	 me	 to,"	 assented	 Anne	 cheerfully.	 "I'd	 do

anything	to	oblige	you.	But	you'll	have	to	tell	me	what	to	say	for	this	once.	After
I	get	 into	bed	I'll	 imagine	out	a	real	nice	prayer	 to	say	always.	I	believe	that	 it
will	be	quite	interesting,	now	that	I	come	to	think	of	it."
"You	must	kneel	down,"	said	Marilla	in	embarrassment.
Anne	knelt	at	Marilla's	knee	and	looked	up	gravely.
"Why	must	people	kneel	down	to	pray?	If	I	really	wanted	to	pray	I'll	tell	you

what	 I'd	 do.	 I'd	 go	 out	 into	 a	 great	 big	 field	 all	 alone	 or	 into	 the	 deep,	 deep,
woods,	and	I'd	look	up	into	the	sky—up—up—up—into	that	lovely	blue	sky	that
looks	 as	 if	 there	was	no	 end	 to	 its	 blueness.	And	 then	 I'd	 just	FEEL	a	prayer.
Well,	I'm	ready.	What	am	I	to	say?"
Marilla	felt	more	embarrassed	than	ever.	She	had	intended	to	teach	Anne	the

childish	classic,	"Now	I	lay	me	down	to	sleep."	But	she	had,	as	I	have	told	you,
the	glimmerings	of	a	sense	of	humor—which	is	simply	another	name	for	a	sense
of	fitness	of	things;	and	it	suddenly	occurred	to	her	that	that	simple	little	prayer,
sacred	to	white-robed	childhood	lisping	at	motherly	knees,	was	entirely	unsuited
to	 this	 freckled	witch	 of	 a	 girl	who	 knew	 and	 cared	 nothing	 bout	God's	 love,
since	she	had	never	had	it	translated	to	her	through	the	medium	of	human	love.
"You're	old	enough	 to	pray	 for	yourself,	Anne,"	 she	said	 finally.	 "Just	 thank

God	for	your	blessings	and	ask	Him	humbly	for	the	things	you	want."
"Well,	 I'll	 do	 my	 best,"	 promised	 Anne,	 burying	 her	 face	 in	 Marilla's	 lap.

"Gracious	 heavenly	Father—that's	 the	way	 the	ministers	 say	 it	 in	 church,	 so	 I
suppose	 it's	all	 right	 in	private	prayer,	 isn't	 it?"	she	 interjected,	 lifting	her	head
for	a	moment.

"Gracious	heavenly	Father,	I	thank	Thee	for	the	White	Way	of	Delight	and
the	Lake	of	Shining	Waters	and	Bonny	and	the	Snow	Queen.	I'm	really
extremely	grateful	for	them.	And	that's	all	the	blessings	I	can	think	of	just
now	to	thank	Thee	for.	As	for	the	things	I	want,	they're	so	numerous	that	it
would	take	a	great	deal	of	time	to	name	them	all	so	I	will	only	mention	the
two	most	important.	Please	let	me	stay	at	Green	Gables;	and	please	let	me



be	good-looking	when	I	grow	up.	I	remain,
"Yours	respectfully,	Anne	Shirley.

"There,	did	I	do	all	right?"	she	asked	eagerly,	getting	up.	"I	could	have	made	it
much	more	flowery	if	I'd	had	a	little	more	time	to	think	it	over."
Poor	Marilla	was	only	preserved	from	complete	collapse	by	remembering	that

it	was	not	 irreverence,	 but	 simply	 spiritual	 ignorance	on	 the	part	 of	Anne	 that
was	responsible	 for	 this	extraordinary	petition.	She	 tucked	 the	child	up	 in	bed,
mentally	vowing	that	she	should	be	taught	a	prayer	the	very	next	day,	and	was
leaving	the	room	with	the	light	when	Anne	called	her	back.
"I've	 just	 thought	 of	 it	 now.	 I	 should	 have	 said,	 'Amen'	 in	 place	 of	 'yours

respectfully,'	shouldn't	I?—the	way	the	ministers	do.	I'd	forgotten	it,	but	I	felt	a
prayer	should	be	finished	off	in	some	way,	so	I	put	in	the	other.	Do	you	suppose
it	will	make	any	difference?"
"I—I	don't	suppose	it	will,"	said	Marilla.	"Go	to	sleep	now	like	a	good	child.

Good	night."
"I	 can	 only	 say	 good	 night	 tonight	 with	 a	 clear	 conscience,"	 said	 Anne,

cuddling	luxuriously	down	among	her	pillows.
Marilla	retreated	to	the	kitchen,	set	the	candle	firmly	on	the	table,	and	glared

at	Matthew.
"Matthew	Cuthbert,	 it's	 about	 time	 somebody	 adopted	 that	 child	 and	 taught

her	 something.	She's	 next	 door	 to	 a	 perfect	 heathen.	Will	 you	believe	 that	 she
never	said	a	prayer	 in	her	 life	 till	 tonight?	I'll	send	her	 to	 the	manse	 tomorrow
and	borrow	 the	Peep	of	 the	Day	series,	 that's	what	 I'll	do.	And	she	shall	go	 to
Sunday-school	 just	 as	 soon	 as	 I	 can	 get	 some	 suitable	 clothes	made	 for	 her.	 I
foresee	 that	 I	 shall	 have	my	 hands	 full.	Well,	 well,	 we	 can't	 get	 through	 this
world	without	our	share	of	trouble.	I've	had	a	pretty	easy	life	of	it	so	far,	but	my
time	has	come	at	last	and	I	suppose	I'll	just	have	to	make	the	best	of	it."



Chapter		8
Anne's	Bringing-up	Is	Begun
For	reasons	best	known	to	herself,	Marilla	did	not	tell	Anne	that	she	was	to	stay
at	Green	Gables	until	the	next	afternoon.	During	the	forenoon	she	kept	the	child
busy	with	 various	 tasks	 and	watched	 over	 her	 with	 a	 keen	 eye	while	 she	 did
them.	By	noon	she	had	concluded	that	Anne	was	smart	and	obedient,	willing	to
work	and	quick	to	learn;	her	most	serious	shortcoming	seemed	to	be	a	tendency
to	fall	 into	daydreams	in	 the	middle	of	a	 task	and	forget	all	about	 it	until	such
time	as	she	was	sharply	recalled	to	earth	by	a	reprimand	or	a	catastrophe.
When	Anne	had	finished	washing	the	dinner	dishes	she	suddenly	confronted

Marilla	with	 the	 air	 and	 expression	of	one	desperately	determined	 to	 learn	 the
worst.	Her	thin	little	body	trembled	from	head	to	foot;	her	face	flushed	and	her
eyes	dilated	until	they	were	almost	black;	she	clasped	her	hands	tightly	and	said
in	an	imploring	voice:
"Oh,	 please,	Miss	Cuthbert,	won't	 you	 tell	me	 if	 you	 are	 going	 to	 send	me

away	or	not?	I've	tried	to	be	patient	all	the	morning,	but	I	really	feel	that	I	cannot
bear	not	knowing	any	longer.	It's	a	dreadful	feeling.	Please	tell	me."
"You	haven't	scalded	the	dishcloth	in	clean	hot	water	as	I	told	you	to	do,"	said

Marilla	 immovably.	 "Just	 go	 and	 do	 it	 before	 you	 ask	 any	 more	 questions,
Anne."
Anne	went	 and	 attended	 to	 the	 dishcloth.	 Then	 she	 returned	 to	Marilla	 and

fastened	imploring	eyes	of	the	latter's	face.	"Well,"	said	Marilla,	unable	to	find
any	excuse	for	deferring	her	explanation	longer,	"I	suppose	I	might	as	well	tell
you.	Matthew	and	 I	have	decided	 to	keep	you—that	 is,	 if	 you	will	 try	 to	be	 a
good	little	girl	and	show	yourself	grateful.	Why,	child,	whatever	is	the	matter?"
"I'm	crying,"	said	Anne	in	a	tone	of	bewilderment.	"I	can't	think	why.	I'm	glad

as	glad	can	be.	Oh,	GLAD	doesn't	seem	the	right	word	at	all.	I	was	glad	about
the	White	Way	and	the	cherry	blossoms—but	this!	Oh,	it's	something	more	than
glad.	I'm	so	happy.	I'll	try	to	be	so	good.	It	will	be	uphill	work,	I	expect,	for	Mrs.
Thomas	often	told	me	I	was	desperately	wicked.	However,	I'll	do	my	very	best.
But	can	you	tell	me	why	I'm	crying?"
"I	 suppose	 it's	 because	 you're	 all	 excited	 and	 worked	 up,"	 said	 Marilla

disapprovingly.	"Sit	down	on	that	chair	and	try	to	calm	yourself.	I'm	afraid	you



both	cry	and	 laugh	far	 too	easily.	Yes,	you	can	stay	here	and	we	will	 try	 to	do
right	by	you.	You	must	go	 to	school;	but	 it's	only	a	fortnight	 till	vacation	so	 it
isn't	worth	while	for	you	to	start	before	it	opens	again	in	September."
"What	am	I	to	call	you?"	asked	Anne.	"Shall	I	always	say	Miss	Cuthbert?	Can

I	call	you	Aunt	Marilla?"
"No;	 you'll	 call	 me	 just	 plain	 Marilla.	 I'm	 not	 used	 to	 being	 called	 Miss

Cuthbert	and	it	would	make	me	nervous."
"It	sounds	awfully	disrespectful	to	just	say	Marilla,"	protested	Anne.
"I	 guess	 there'll	 be	 nothing	 disrespectful	 in	 it	 if	 you're	 careful	 to	 speak

respectfully.	Everybody,	young	and	old,	in	Avonlea	calls	me	Marilla	except	the
minister.	He	says	Miss	Cuthbert—when	he	thinks	of	it."
"I'd	 love	 to	 call	 you	Aunt	Marilla,"	 said	Anne	wistfully.	 "I've	 never	 had	 an

aunt	or	any	relation	at	all—not	even	a	grandmother.	It	would	make	me	feel	as	if	I
really	belonged	to	you.	Can't	I	call	you	Aunt	Marilla?"
"No.	I'm	not	your	aunt	and	I	don't	believe	in	calling	people	names	that	don't

belong	to	them."
"But	we	could	imagine	you	were	my	aunt."
"I	couldn't,"	said	Marilla	grimly.
"Do	 you	 never	 imagine	 things	 different	 from	 what	 they	 really	 are?"	 asked

Anne	wide-eyed.
"No."
"Oh!"	Anne	drew	a	long	breath.	"Oh,	Miss—Marilla,	how	much	you	miss!"
"I	 don't	 believe	 in	 imagining	 things	 different	 from	 what	 they	 really	 are,"

retorted	Marilla.	 "When	 the	 Lord	 puts	 us	 in	 certain	 circumstances	 He	 doesn't
mean	 for	 us	 to	 imagine	 them	 away.	And	 that	 reminds	me.	Go	 into	 the	 sitting
room,	Anne—be	sure	your	feet	are	clean	and	don't	let	any	flies	in—and	bring	me
out	the	illustrated	card	that's	on	the	mantelpiece.	The	Lord's	Prayer	is	on	it	and
you'll	devote	your	spare	time	this	afternoon	to	learning	it	off	by	heart.	There's	to
be	no	more	of	such	praying	as	I	heard	last	night."
"I	suppose	I	was	very	awkward,"	said	Anne	apologetically,	"but	then,	you	see,

I'd	never	had	any	practice.	You	couldn't	really	expect	a	person	to	pray	very	well
the	first	time	she	tried,	could	you?	I	thought	out	a	splendid	prayer	after	I	went	to
bed,	just	as	I	promised	you	I	would.	It	was	nearly	as	long	as	a	minister's	and	so
poetical.	But	would	you	believe	it?	I	couldn't	remember	one	word	when	I	woke
up	 this	morning.	And	 I'm	 afraid	 I'll	 never	 be	 able	 to	 think	 out	 another	 one	 as
good.	 Somehow,	 things	 never	 are	 so	 good	when	 they're	 thought	 out	 a	 second
time.	Have	you	ever	noticed	that?"
"Here	 is	something	for	you	 to	notice,	Anne.	When	I	 tell	you	 to	do	a	 thing	I

want	you	to	obey	me	at	once	and	not	stand	stock-still	and	discourse	about	it.	Just



you	go	and	do	as	I	bid	you."
Anne	 promptly	 departed	 for	 the	 sitting-room	 across	 the	 hall;	 she	 failed	 to

return;	 after	 waiting	 ten	 minutes	Marilla	 laid	 down	 her	 knitting	 and	 marched
after	her	with	a	grim	expression.	She	found	Anne	standing	motionless	before	a
picture	hanging	on	the	wall	between	the	two	windows,	with	her	eyes	astar	with
dreams.	 The	white	 and	 green	 light	 strained	 through	 apple	 trees	 and	 clustering
vines	outside	fell	over	the	rapt	little	figure	with	a	half-unearthly	radiance.
"Anne,	whatever	are	you	thinking	of?"	demanded	Marilla	sharply.
Anne	came	back	to	earth	with	a	start.
"That,"	 she	 said,	 pointing	 to	 the	 picture—a	 rather	 vivid	 chromo	 entitled,

"Christ	Blessing	Little	Children"—"and	I	was	just	imagining	I	was	one	of	them
—that	I	was	the	little	girl	in	the	blue	dress,	standing	off	by	herself	in	the	corner
as	if	she	didn't	belong	to	anybody,	like	me.	She	looks	lonely	and	sad,	don't	you
think?	I	guess	she	hadn't	any	father	or	mother	of	her	own.	But	she	wanted	to	be
blessed,	 too,	 so	 she	 just	 crept	 shyly	 up	 on	 the	 outside	 of	 the	 crowd,	 hoping
nobody	would	notice	her—except	Him.	I'm	sure	 I	know	just	how	she	felt.	Her
heart	must	 have	beat	 and	her	 hands	must	 have	got	 cold,	 like	mine	did	when	 I
asked	you	if	I	could	stay.	She	was	afraid	He	mightn't	notice	her.	But	it's	likely	He
did,	don't	 you	 think?	 I've	been	 trying	 to	 imagine	 it	 all	 out—her	 edging	a	 little
nearer	all	the	time	until	she	was	quite	close	to	Him;	and	then	He	would	look	at
her	and	put	His	hand	on	her	hair	and	oh,	such	a	thrill	of	joy	as	would	run	over
her!	 But	 I	 wish	 the	 artist	 hadn't	 painted	 Him	 so	 sorrowful	 looking.	 All	 His
pictures	are	like	that,	if	you've	noticed.	But	I	don't	believe	He	could	really	have
looked	so	sad	or	the	children	would	have	been	afraid	of	Him."
"Anne,"	said	Marilla,	wondering	why	she	had	not	broken	into	this	speech	long

before,	"you	shouldn't	talk	that	way.	It's	irreverent—positively	irreverent."
Anne's	eyes	marveled.
"Why,	 I	 felt	 just	 as	 reverent	 as	 could	 be.	 I'm	 sure	 I	 didn't	 mean	 to	 be

irreverent."
"Well	I	don't	suppose	you	did—but	it	doesn't	sound	right	to	talk	so	familiarly

about	 such	 things.	And	another	 thing,	Anne,	when	 I	 send	you	after	 something
you're	 to	 bring	 it	 at	 once	 and	 not	 fall	 into	 mooning	 and	 imagining	 before
pictures.	Remember	that.	Take	that	card	and	come	right	to	the	kitchen.	Now,	sit
down	in	the	corner	and	learn	that	prayer	off	by	heart."
Anne	set	the	card	up	against	the	jugful	of	apple	blossoms	she	had	brought	in

to	decorate	the	dinner-table—Marilla	had	eyed	that	decoration	askance,	but	had
said	nothing—propped	her	chin	on	her	hands,	and	fell	to	studying	it	intently	for
several	silent	minutes.
"I	 like	 this,"	 she	 announced	 at	 length.	 "It's	 beautiful.	 I've	 heard	 it	 before—I



heard	 the	 superintendent	 of	 the	 asylum	Sunday	 school	 say	 it	 over	 once.	But	 I
didn't	like	it	then.	He	had	such	a	cracked	voice	and	he	prayed	it	so	mournfully.	I
really	felt	sure	he	thought	praying	was	a	disagreeable	duty.	This	isn't	poetry,	but
it	makes	me	feel	just	the	same	way	poetry	does.	 'Our	Father	who	art	in	heaven
hallowed	be	Thy	name.'	That	 is	 just	 like	 a	 line	of	music.	Oh,	 I'm	 so	glad	you
thought	of	making	me	learn	this,	Miss—Marilla."
"Well,	learn	it	and	hold	your	tongue,"	said	Marilla	shortly.
Anne	tipped	the	vase	of	apple	blossoms	near	enough	to	bestow	a	soft	kiss	on	a

pink-cupped	bud,	and	then	studied	diligently	for	some	moments	longer.
"Marilla,"	 she	 demanded	 presently,	 "do	 you	 think	 that	 I	 shall	 ever	 have	 a

bosom	friend	in	Avonlea?"
"A—a	what	kind	of	friend?"
"A	 bosom	 friend—an	 intimate	 friend,	 you	 know—a	 really	 kindred	 spirit	 to

whom	I	can	confide	my	inmost	soul.	I've	dreamed	of	meeting	her	all	my	life.	I
never	really	supposed	I	would,	but	so	many	of	my	loveliest	dreams	have	come
true	all	at	once	that	perhaps	this	one	will,	too.	Do	you	think	it's	possible?"
"Diana	Barry	 lives	 over	 at	Orchard	Slope	 and	 she's	 about	 your	 age.	She's	 a

very	nice	little	girl,	and	perhaps	she	will	be	a	playmate	for	you	when	she	comes
home.	She's	visiting	her	aunt	over	at	Carmody	just	now.	You'll	have	to	be	careful
how	you	behave	yourself,	 though.	Mrs.	Barry	 is	a	very	particular	woman.	She
won't	let	Diana	play	with	any	little	girl	who	isn't	nice	and	good."
Anne	 looked	 at	 Marilla	 through	 the	 apple	 blossoms,	 her	 eyes	 aglow	 with

interest.
"What	is	Diana	like?	Her	hair	isn't	red,	is	it?	Oh,	I	hope	not.	It's	bad	enough	to

have	red	hair	myself,	but	I	positively	couldn't	endure	it	in	a	bosom	friend."
"Diana	is	a	very	pretty	little	girl.	She	has	black	eyes	and	hair	and	rosy	cheeks.

And	she	is	good	and	smart,	which	is	better	than	being	pretty."
Marilla	was	as	fond	of	morals	as	the	Duchess	in	Wonderland,	and	was	firmly

convinced	 that	 one	 should	be	 tacked	on	 to	 every	 remark	made	 to	 a	 child	who
was	being	brought	up.
But	 Anne	 waved	 the	 moral	 inconsequently	 aside	 and	 seized	 only	 on	 the

delightful	possibilities	before	it.
"Oh,	 I'm	 so	 glad	 she's	 pretty.	 Next	 to	 being	 beautiful	 oneself—and	 that's

impossible	in	my	case—it	would	be	best	to	have	a	beautiful	bosom	friend.	When
I	 lived	 with	Mrs.	 Thomas	 she	 had	 a	 bookcase	 in	 her	 sitting	 room	with	 glass
doors.	There	weren't	any	books	in	it;	Mrs.	Thomas	kept	her	best	china	and	her
preserves	 there—when	 she	 had	 any	 preserves	 to	 keep.	 One	 of	 the	 doors	 was
broken.	Mr.	Thomas	smashed	it	one	night	when	he	was	slightly	intoxicated.	But
the	other	was	whole	and	 I	used	 to	pretend	 that	my	reflection	 in	 it	was	another



little	girl	who	lived	in	it.	I	called	her	Katie	Maurice,	and	we	were	very	intimate.	I
used	 to	 talk	 to	 her	 by	 the	 hour,	 especially	 on	Sunday,	 and	 tell	 her	 everything.
Katie	was	 the	comfort	and	consolation	of	my	 life.	We	used	 to	pretend	 that	 the
bookcase	was	enchanted	and	that	if	I	only	knew	the	spell	I	could	open	the	door
and	 step	 right	 into	 the	 room	where	 Katie	Maurice	 lived,	 instead	 of	 into	Mrs.
Thomas'	 shelves	 of	 preserves	 and	 china.	And	 then	Katie	Maurice	would	 have
taken	me	 by	 the	 hand	 and	 led	me	 out	 into	 a	wonderful	 place,	 all	 flowers	 and
sunshine	and	fairies,	and	we	would	have	lived	there	happy	for	ever	after.	When	I
went	to	live	with	Mrs.	Hammond	it	just	broke	my	heart	to	leave	Katie	Maurice.
She	felt	it	dreadfully,	too,	I	know	she	did,	for	she	was	crying	when	she	kissed	me
good-bye	 through	 the	 bookcase	 door.	 There	 was	 no	 bookcase	 at	 Mrs.
Hammond's.	But	 just	up	 the	river	a	 little	way	from	the	house	 there	was	a	 long
green	little	valley,	and	the	loveliest	echo	lived	there.	It	echoed	back	every	word
you	said,	even	if	you	didn't	talk	a	bit	loud.	So	I	imagined	that	it	was	a	little	girl
called	Violetta	 and	we	were	 great	 friends	 and	 I	 loved	 her	 almost	 as	well	 as	 I
loved	Katie	Maurice—not	quite,	but	almost,	you	know.	The	night	before	I	went
to	the	asylum	I	said	good-bye	to	Violetta,	and	oh,	her	good-bye	came	back	to	me
in	such	sad,	sad	tones.	I	had	become	so	attached	to	her	that	I	hadn't	the	heart	to
imagine	 a	 bosom	 friend	 at	 the	 asylum,	 even	 if	 there	 had	 been	 any	 scope	 for
imagination	there."
"I	 think	 it's	 just	as	well	 there	wasn't,"	 said	Marilla	drily.	 "I	don't	approve	of

such	goings-on.	You	seem	to	half	believe	your	own	imaginations.	It	will	be	well
for	you	to	have	a	real	live	friend	to	put	such	nonsense	out	of	your	head.	But	don't
let	Mrs.	Barry	hear	you	talking	about	your	Katie	Maurices	and	your	Violettas	or
she'll	think	you	tell	stories."
"Oh,	 I	won't.	 I	 couldn't	 talk	 of	 them	 to	 everybody—their	memories	 are	 too

sacred	 for	 that.	But	 I	 thought	 I'd	 like	 to	have	you	know	about	 them.	Oh,	 look,
here's	a	big	bee	just	 tumbled	out	of	an	apple	blossom.	Just	 think	what	a	lovely
place	 to	 live—in	 an	 apple	 blossom!	Fancy	going	 to	 sleep	 in	 it	when	 the	wind
was	rocking	it.	If	I	wasn't	a	human	girl	I	think	I'd	like	to	be	a	bee	and	live	among
the	flowers."
"Yesterday	you	wanted	to	be	a	sea	gull,"	sniffed	Marilla.	"I	think	you	are	very

fickle	 minded.	 I	 told	 you	 to	 learn	 that	 prayer	 and	 not	 talk.	 But	 it	 seems
impossible	for	you	to	stop	talking	if	you've	got	anybody	that	will	listen	to	you.
So	go	up	to	your	room	and	learn	it."
"Oh,	I	know	it	pretty	nearly	all	now—all	but	just	the	last	line."
"Well,	 never	mind,	 do	 as	 I	 tell	 you.	Go	 to	 your	 room	 and	 finish	 learning	 it

well,	and	stay	there	until	I	call	you	down	to	help	me	get	tea."
"Can	I	take	the	apple	blossoms	with	me	for	company?"	pleaded	Anne.



"No;	 you	don't	want	 your	 room	cluttered	 up	with	 flowers.	You	 should	 have
left	them	on	the	tree	in	the	first	place."
"I	did	feel	a	little	that	way,	too,"	said	Anne.	"I	kind	of	felt	I	shouldn't	shorten

their	 lovely	 lives	 by	 picking	 them—I	wouldn't	want	 to	 be	 picked	 if	 I	were	 an
apple	blossom.	But	the	temptation	was	IRRESISTIBLE.	What	do	you	do	when
you	meet	with	an	irresistible	temptation?"
"Anne,	did	you	hear	me	tell	you	to	go	to	your	room?"
Anne	 sighed,	 retreated	 to	 the	 east	 gable,	 and	 sat	 down	 in	 a	 chair	 by	 the

window.
"There—I	know	this	prayer.	I	learned	that	last	sentence	coming	upstairs.	Now

I'm	going	to	imagine	things	into	this	room	so	that	they'll	always	stay	imagined.
The	 floor	 is	 covered	with	a	white	velvet	 carpet	with	pink	 roses	all	over	 it	 and
there	 are	pink	 silk	 curtains	 at	 the	windows.	The	walls	 are	hung	with	gold	 and
silver	brocade	tapestry.	The	furniture	is	mahogany.	I	never	saw	any	mahogany,
but	it	does	sound	SO	luxurious.	This	is	a	couch	all	heaped	with	gorgeous	silken
cushions,	pink	and	blue	and	crimson	and	gold,	and	I	am	reclining	gracefully	on
it.	I	can	see	my	reflection	in	that	splendid	big	mirror	hanging	on	the	wall.	I	am
tall	 and	 regal,	 clad	 in	 a	 gown	of	 trailing	white	 lace,	with	 a	 pearl	 cross	 on	my
breast	and	pearls	in	my	hair.	My	hair	 is	of	midnight	darkness	and	my	skin	is	a
clear	ivory	pallor.	My	name	is	the	Lady	Cordelia	Fitzgerald.	No,	it	isn't—I	can't
make	THAT	seem	real."
She	 danced	 up	 to	 the	 little	 looking-glass	 and	 peered	 into	 it.	 Her	 pointed

freckled	face	and	solemn	gray	eyes	peered	back	at	her.
"You're	only	Anne	of	Green	Gables,"	she	said	earnestly,	"and	I	see	you,	just	as

you	are	looking	now,	whenever	I	try	to	imagine	I'm	the	Lady	Cordelia.	But	it's	a
million	 times	 nicer	 to	 be	 Anne	 of	 Green	 Gables	 than	 Anne	 of	 nowhere	 in
particular,	isn't	it?"
She	 bent	 forward,	 kissed	 her	 reflection	 affectionately,	 and	 betook	 herself	 to

the	open	window.
"Dear	Snow	Queen,	good	afternoon.	And	good	afternoon	dear	birches	down	in

the	 hollow.	 And	 good	 afternoon,	 dear	 gray	 house	 up	 on	 the	 hill.	 I	 wonder	 if
Diana	is	to	be	my	bosom	friend.	I	hope	she	will,	and	I	shall	love	her	very	much.
But	 I	must	 never	 quite	 forget	Katie	Maurice	 and	Violetta.	They	would	 feel	 so
hurt	if	I	did	and	I'd	hate	to	hurt	anybody's	feelings,	even	a	little	bookcase	girl's	or
a	 little	 echo	 girl's.	 I	must	 be	 careful	 to	 remember	 them	 and	 send	 them	 a	 kiss
every	day."
Anne	blew	a	couple	of	airy	kisses	from	her	fingertips	past	the	cherry	blossoms

and	 then,	 with	 her	 chin	 in	 her	 hands,	 drifted	 luxuriously	 out	 on	 a	 sea	 of
daydreams.



Chapter		9
Mrs.	Rachel	Lynde	Is	Properly	Horrified
Anne	had	been	a	fortnight	at	Green	Gables	before	Mrs.	Lynde	arrived	to	inspect
her.	 Mrs.	 Rachel,	 to	 do	 her	 justice,	 was	 not	 to	 blame	 for	 this.	 A	 severe	 and
unseasonable	 attack	 of	 grippe	 had	 confined	 that	 good	 lady	 to	 her	 house	 ever
since	the	occasion	of	her	last	visit	 to	Green	Gables.	Mrs.	Rachel	was	not	often
sick	 and	 had	 a	 well-defined	 contempt	 for	 people	 who	 were;	 but	 grippe,	 she
asserted,	was	like	no	other	illness	on	earth	and	could	only	be	interpreted	as	one
of	the	special	visitations	of	Providence.	As	soon	as	her	doctor	allowed	her	to	put
her	foot	out-of-doors	she	hurried	up	to	Green	Gables,	bursting	with	curiosity	to
see	 Matthew	 and	 Marilla's	 orphan,	 concerning	 whom	 all	 sorts	 of	 stories	 and
suppositions	had	gone	abroad	in	Avonlea.
Anne	had	made	good	use	of	every	waking	moment	of	that	fortnight.	Already

she	 was	 acquainted	 with	 every	 tree	 and	 shrub	 about	 the	 place.	 She	 had
discovered	that	a	lane	opened	out	below	the	apple	orchard	and	ran	up	through	a
belt	of	woodland;	and	she	had	explored	it	 to	 its	furthest	end	in	all	 its	delicious
vagaries	 of	 brook	 and	 bridge,	 fir	 coppice	 and	 wild	 cherry	 arch,	 corners	 thick
with	fern,	and	branching	byways	of	maple	and	mountain	ash.
She	 had	made	 friends	 with	 the	 spring	 down	 in	 the	 hollow—that	 wonderful

deep,	 clear	 icy-cold	 spring;	 it	 was	 set	 about	 with	 smooth	 red	 sandstones	 and
rimmed	 in	 by	 great	 palm-like	 clumps	 of	 water	 fern;	 and	 beyond	 it	 was	 a	 log
bridge	over	the	brook.
That	 bridge	 led	 Anne's	 dancing	 feet	 up	 over	 a	 wooded	 hill	 beyond,	 where

perpetual	twilight	reigned	under	the	straight,	thick-growing	firs	and	spruces;	the
only	 flowers	 there	 were	 myriads	 of	 delicate	 "June	 bells,"	 those	 shyest	 and
sweetest	of	woodland	blooms,	and	a	few	pale,	aerial	starflowers,	like	the	spirits
of	 last	year's	blossoms.	Gossamers	glimmered	 like	 threads	of	silver	among	 the
trees	and	the	fir	boughs	and	tassels	seemed	to	utter	friendly	speech.
All	 these	 raptured	 voyages	 of	 exploration	were	made	 in	 the	 odd	 half	 hours

which	she	was	allowed	for	play,	and	Anne	talked	Matthew	and	Marilla	half-deaf
over	her	discoveries.	Not	that	Matthew	complained,	to	be	sure;	he	listened	to	it
all	 with	 a	 wordless	 smile	 of	 enjoyment	 on	 his	 face;	 Marilla	 permitted	 the
"chatter"	 until	 she	 found	 herself	 becoming	 too	 interested	 in	 it,	whereupon	 she



always	promptly	quenched	Anne	by	a	curt	command	to	hold	her	tongue.
Anne	was	out	in	the	orchard	when	Mrs.	Rachel	came,	wandering	at	her	own

sweet	 will	 through	 the	 lush,	 tremulous	 grasses	 splashed	 with	 ruddy	 evening
sunshine;	so	that	good	lady	had	an	excellent	chance	to	talk	her	illness	fully	over,
describing	every	ache	and	pulse	beat	with	such	evident	enjoyment	 that	Marilla
thought	even	grippe	must	bring	its	compensations.	When	details	were	exhausted
Mrs.	Rachel	introduced	the	real	reason	of	her	call.
"I've	been	hearing	some	surprising	things	about	you	and	Matthew."
"I	don't	suppose	you	are	any	more	surprised	than	I	am	myself,"	said	Marilla.

"I'm	getting	over	my	surprise	now."
"It	was	too	bad	there	was	such	a	mistake,"	said	Mrs.	Rachel	sympathetically.

"Couldn't	you	have	sent	her	back?"
"I	suppose	we	could,	but	we	decided	not	to.	Matthew	took	a	fancy	to	her.	And

I	must	 say	 I	 like	 her	myself—although	 I	 admit	 she	 has	 her	 faults.	 The	 house
seems	a	different	place	already.	She's	a	real	bright	little	thing."
Marilla	said	more	than	she	had	intended	to	say	when	she	began,	for	she	read

disapproval	in	Mrs.	Rachel's	expression.
"It's	a	great	responsibility	you've	taken	on	yourself,"	said	that	lady	gloomily,

"especially	when	you've	never	had	any	experience	with	children.	You	don't	know
much	about	her	or	her	real	disposition,	I	suppose,	and	there's	no	guessing	how	a
child	 like	 that	 will	 turn	 out.	 But	 I	 don't	 want	 to	 discourage	 you	 I'm	 sure,
Marilla."
"I'm	not	 feeling	discouraged,"	was	Marilla's	dry	 response,	 "when	 I	make	up

my	mind	to	do	a	thing	it	stays	made	up.	I	suppose	you'd	like	to	see	Anne.	I'll	call
her	in."
Anne	 came	 running	 in	 presently,	 her	 face	 sparkling	with	 the	 delight	 of	 her

orchard	 rovings;	 but,	 abashed	 at	 finding	 the	 delight	 herself	 in	 the	 unexpected
presence	of	a	stranger,	she	halted	confusedly	inside	the	door.	She	certainly	was
an	odd-looking	little	creature	in	the	short	tight	wincey	dress	she	had	worn	from
the	asylum,	below	which	her	 thin	 legs	 seemed	ungracefully	 long.	Her	 freckles
were	more	numerous	and	obtrusive	 than	ever;	 the	wind	had	 ruffled	her	hatless
hair	into	over-brilliant	disorder;	it	had	never	looked	redder	than	at	that	moment.
"Well,	 they	didn't	pick	you	for	your	looks,	 that's	sure	and	certain,"	was	Mrs.

Rachel	Lynde's	emphatic	comment.	Mrs.	Rachel	was	one	of	those	delightful	and
popular	 people	 who	 pride	 themselves	 on	 speaking	 their	 mind	 without	 fear	 or
favor.	"She's	 terrible	skinny	and	homely,	Marilla.	Come	here,	child,	and	let	me
have	a	look	at	you.	Lawful	heart,	did	any	one	ever	see	such	freckles?	And	hair	as
red	as	carrots!	Come	here,	child,	I	say."
Anne	"came	there,"	but	not	exactly	as	Mrs.	Rachel	expected.	With	one	bound



she	crossed	the	kitchen	floor	and	stood	before	Mrs.	Rachel,	her	face	scarlet	with
anger,	 her	 lips	 quivering,	 and	 her	whole	 slender	 form	 trembling	 from	 head	 to
foot.
"I	hate	you,"	 she	cried	 in	a	choked	voice,	 stamping	her	 foot	on	 the	 floor.	 "I

hate	 you—I	 hate	 you—I	 hate	 you—"	 a	 louder	 stamp	 with	 each	 assertion	 of
hatred.	"How	dare	you	call	me	skinny	and	ugly?	How	dare	you	say	I'm	freckled
and	redheaded?	You	are	a	rude,	impolite,	unfeeling	woman!"
"Anne!"	exclaimed	Marilla	in	consternation.
But	Anne	continued	to	face	Mrs.	Rachel	undauntedly,	head	up,	eyes	blazing,

hands	clenched,	passionate	indignation	exhaling	from	her	like	an	atmosphere.
"How	dare	you	 say	 such	 things	 about	me?"	 she	 repeated	vehemently.	 "How

would	you	like	to	have	such	things	said	about	you?	How	would	you	like	to	be
told	 that	you	are	 fat	and	clumsy	and	probably	hadn't	a	spark	of	 imagination	 in
you?	I	don't	care	if	I	do	hurt	your	feelings	by	saying	so!	I	hope	I	hurt	them.	You
have	 hurt	mine	worse	 than	 they	were	 ever	 hurt	 before	 even	 by	Mrs.	 Thomas'
intoxicated	husband.	And	I'll	NEVER	forgive	you	for	it,	never,	never!"
Stamp!	Stamp!
"Did	anybody	ever	see	such	a	temper!"	exclaimed	the	horrified	Mrs.	Rachel.
"Anne	 go	 to	 your	 room	 and	 stay	 there	 until	 I	 come	 up,"	 said	 Marilla,

recovering	her	powers	of	speech	with	difficulty.
Anne,	bursting	into	tears,	rushed	to	the	hall	door,	slammed	it	until	the	tins	on

the	porch	wall	outside	rattled	in	sympathy,	and	fled	through	the	hall	and	up	the
stairs	like	a	whirlwind.	A	subdued	slam	above	told	that	the	door	of	the	east	gable
had	been	shut	with	equal	vehemence.
"Well,	 I	 don't	 envy	 you	 your	 job	 bringing	 THAT	 up,	 Marilla,"	 said	 Mrs.

Rachel	with	unspeakable	solemnity.
Marilla	opened	her	lips	to	say	she	knew	not	what	of	apology	or	deprecation.

What	she	did	say	was	a	surprise	to	herself	then	and	ever	afterwards.
"You	shouldn't	have	twitted	her	about	her	looks,	Rachel."
"Marilla	Cuthbert,	you	don't	mean	to	say	that	you	are	upholding	her	in	such	a

terrible	 display	 of	 temper	 as	 we've	 just	 seen?"	 demanded	 Mrs.	 Rachel
indignantly.
"No,"	 said	 Marilla	 slowly,	 "I'm	 not	 trying	 to	 excuse	 her.	 She's	 been	 very

naughty	 and	 I'll	 have	 to	 give	 her	 a	 talking	 to	 about	 it.	 But	 we	 must	 make
allowances	 for	her.	She's	never	been	 taught	what	 is	 right.	And	you	WERE	 too
hard	on	her,	Rachel."
Marilla	could	not	help	 tacking	on	 that	 last	 sentence,	although	she	was	again

surprised	 at	 herself	 for	 doing	 it.	 Mrs.	 Rachel	 got	 up	 with	 an	 air	 of	 offended
dignity.



"Well,	I	see	that	I'll	have	to	be	very	careful	what	I	say	after	this,	Marilla,	since
the	 fine	 feelings	 of	 orphans,	 brought	 from	goodness	 knows	where,	 have	 to	 be
considered	before	 anything	 else.	Oh,	 no,	 I'm	not	 vexed—don't	worry	yourself.
I'm	too	sorry	for	you	to	leave	any	room	for	anger	in	my	mind.	You'll	have	your
own	troubles	with	that	child.	But	if	you'll	take	my	advice—which	I	suppose	you
won't	do,	although	I've	brought	up	 ten	children	and	buried	 two—you'll	do	 that
'talking	 to'	 you	 mention	 with	 a	 fair-sized	 birch	 switch.	 I	 should	 think	 THAT
would	 be	 the	 most	 effective	 language	 for	 that	 kind	 of	 a	 child.	 Her	 temper
matches	her	hair	I	guess.	Well,	good	evening,	Marilla.	I	hope	you'll	come	down
to	see	me	often	as	usual.	But	you	can't	expect	me	to	visit	here	again	in	a	hurry,	if
I'm	liable	to	be	flown	at	and	insulted	in	such	a	fashion.	It's	something	new	in	MY
experience."
Whereat	 Mrs.	 Rachel	 swept	 out	 and	 away—if	 a	 fat	 woman	 who	 always

waddled	COULD	be	said	to	sweep	away—and	Marilla	with	a	very	solemn	face
betook	herself	to	the	east	gable.
On	the	way	upstairs	she	pondered	uneasily	as	to	what	she	ought	to	do.	She	felt

no	little	dismay	over	the	scene	that	had	just	been	enacted.	How	unfortunate	that
Anne	 should	 have	 displayed	 such	 temper	 before	 Mrs.	 Rachel	 Lynde,	 of	 all
people!	Then	Marilla	suddenly	became	aware	of	an	uncomfortable	and	rebuking
consciousness	 that	 she	 felt	 more	 humiliation	 over	 this	 than	 sorrow	 over	 the
discovery	 of	 such	 a	 serious	 defect	 in	Anne's	 disposition.	And	how	was	 she	 to
punish	 her?	 The	 amiable	 suggestion	 of	 the	 birch	 switch—to	 the	 efficiency	 of
which	all	of	Mrs.	Rachel's	own	children	could	have	borne	smarting	testimony—
did	not	appeal	to	Marilla.	She	did	not	believe	she	could	whip	a	child.	No,	some
other	method	of	punishment	must	be	found	to	bring	Anne	to	a	proper	realization
of	the	enormity	of	her	offense.
Marilla	found	Anne	face	downward	on	her	bed,	crying	bitterly,	quite	oblivious

of	muddy	boots	on	a	clean	counterpane.
"Anne,"	she	said	not	ungently.
No	answer.
"Anne,"	with	greater	severity,	"get	off	that	bed	this	minute	and	listen	to	what	I

have	to	say	to	you."
Anne	 squirmed	 off	 the	 bed	 and	 sat	 rigidly	 on	 a	 chair	 beside	 it,	 her	 face

swollen	and	tear-stained	and	her	eyes	fixed	stubbornly	on	the	floor.
"This	 is	 a	 nice	 way	 for	 you	 to	 behave.	 Anne!	 Aren't	 you	 ashamed	 of

yourself?"
"She	hadn't	any	right	to	call	me	ugly	and	redheaded,"	retorted	Anne,	evasive

and	defiant.
"You	hadn't	any	right	to	fly	into	such	a	fury	and	talk	the	way	you	did	to	her,



Anne.	 I	 was	 ashamed	 of	 you—thoroughly	 ashamed	 of	 you.	 I	 wanted	 you	 to
behave	nicely	to	Mrs.	Lynde,	and	instead	of	that	you	have	disgraced	me.	I'm	sure
I	don't	know	why	you	should	lose	your	temper	like	that	just	because	Mrs.	Lynde
said	you	were	red-haired	and	homely.	You	say	it	yourself	often	enough."
"Oh,	but	there's	such	a	difference	between	saying	a	thing	yourself	and	hearing

other	people	say	 it,"	wailed	Anne.	"You	may	know	a	 thing	 is	so,	but	you	can't
help	hoping	other	people	don't	quite	 think	 it	 is.	 I	 suppose	you	 think	 I	have	an
awful	temper,	but	I	couldn't	help	it.	When	she	said	those	things	something	just
rose	right	up	in	me	and	choked	me.	I	HAD	to	fly	out	at	her."
"Well,	you	made	a	fine	exhibition	of	yourself	I	must	say.	Mrs.	Lynde	will	have

a	nice	story	to	tell	about	you	everywhere—and	she'll	tell	it,	too.	It	was	a	dreadful
thing	for	you	to	lose	your	temper	like	that,	Anne."
"Just	imagine	how	you	would	feel	if	somebody	told	you	to	your	face	that	you

were	skinny	and	ugly,"	pleaded	Anne	tearfully.
An	old	 remembrance	 suddenly	 rose	up	before	Marilla.	She	had	been	 a	very

small	child	when	she	had	heard	one	aunt	say	of	her	to	another,	"What	a	pity	she
is	 such	 a	 dark,	 homely	 little	 thing."	Marilla	was	 every	 day	 of	 fifty	 before	 the
sting	had	gone	out	of	that	memory.
"I	don't	say	that	I	think	Mrs.	Lynde	was	exactly	right	in	saying	what	she	did	to

you,	Anne,"	she	admitted	in	a	softer	tone.	"Rachel	is	too	outspoken.	But	that	is
no	 excuse	 for	 such	 behavior	 on	 your	 part.	 She	 was	 a	 stranger	 and	 an	 elderly
person	and	my	visitor—all	 three	very	good	reasons	why	you	should	have	been
respectful	 to	 her.	 You	 were	 rude	 and	 saucy	 and"—Marilla	 had	 a	 saving
inspiration	of	punishment—"you	must	go	to	her	and	tell	her	you	are	very	sorry
for	your	bad	temper	and	ask	her	to	forgive	you."
"I	can	never	do	that,"	said	Anne	determinedly	and	darkly.	"You	can	punish	me

in	 any	 way	 you	 like,	Marilla.	 You	 can	 shut	 me	 up	 in	 a	 dark,	 damp	 dungeon
inhabited	by	snakes	and	toads	and	feed	me	only	on	bread	and	water	and	I	shall
not	complain.	But	I	cannot	ask	Mrs.	Lynde	to	forgive	me."
"We're	 not	 in	 the	 habit	 of	 shutting	 people	 up	 in	 dark	 damp	dungeons,"	 said

Marilla	 drily,	 "especially	 as	 they're	 rather	 scarce	 in	Avonlea.	But	 apologize	 to
Mrs.	Lynde	you	must	and	shall	and	you'll	stay	here	in	your	room	until	you	can
tell	me	you're	willing	to	do	it."
"I	shall	have	to	stay	here	forever	then,"	said	Anne	mournfully,	"because	I	can't

tell	Mrs.	Lynde	I'm	sorry	I	said	those	things	to	her.	How	can	I?	I'm	NOT	sorry.
I'm	sorry	I've	vexed	you;	but	I'm	GLAD	I	told	her	just	what	I	did.	It	was	a	great
satisfaction.	I	can't	say	I'm	sorry	when	I'm	not,	can	I?	I	can't	even	IMAGINE	I'm
sorry."
"Perhaps	your	 imagination	will	 be	 in	better	working	order	by	 the	morning,"



said	Marilla,	rising	to	depart.	"You'll	have	the	night	to	think	over	your	conduct	in
and	come	to	a	better	frame	of	mind.	You	said	you	would	try	to	be	a	very	good
girl	if	we	kept	you	at	Green	Gables,	but	I	must	say	it	hasn't	seemed	very	much
like	it	this	evening."
Leaving	 this	 Parthian	 shaft	 to	 rankle	 in	 Anne's	 stormy	 bosom,	 Marilla

descended	 to	 the	 kitchen,	 grievously	 troubled	 in	mind	 and	 vexed	 in	 soul.	 She
was	 as	 angry	with	 herself	 as	with	Anne,	 because,	whenever	 she	 recalled	Mrs.
Rachel's	dumbfounded	countenance	her	 lips	 twitched	with	amusement	 and	 she
felt	a	most	reprehensible	desire	to	laugh.



Chapter		10	
Anne's	Apology
Marilla	 said	nothing	 to	Matthew	about	 the	affair	 that	 evening;	but	when	Anne
proved	 still	 refractory	 the	 next	 morning	 an	 explanation	 had	 to	 be	 made	 to
account	for	her	absence	from	the	breakfast	table.	Marilla	told	Matthew	the	whole
story,	 taking	pains	 to	 impress	him	with	 a	due	 sense	of	 the	 enormity	of	Anne's
behavior.
"It's	a	good	thing	Rachel	Lynde	got	a	calling	down;	she's	a	meddlesome	old

gossip,"	was	Matthew's	consolatory	rejoinder.
"Matthew	 Cuthbert,	 I'm	 astonished	 at	 you.	 You	 know	 that	 Anne's	 behavior

was	dreadful,	and	yet	you	take	her	part!	I	suppose	you'll	be	saying	next	thing	that
she	oughtn't	to	be	punished	at	all!"
"Well	now—no—not	exactly,"	said	Matthew	uneasily.	"I	reckon	she	ought	to

be	punished	a	 little.	But	don't	be	 too	hard	on	her,	Marilla.	Recollect	she	hasn't
ever	had	anyone	to	teach	her	right.	You're—you're	going	to	give	her	something
to	eat,	aren't	you?"
"When	 did	 you	 ever	 hear	 of	 me	 starving	 people	 into	 good	 behavior?"

demanded	Marilla	indignantly.	"She'll	have	her	meals	regular,	and	I'll	carry	them
up	to	her	myself.	But	she'll	stay	up	there	until	she's	willing	to	apologize	to	Mrs.
Lynde,	and	that's	final,	Matthew."
Breakfast,	dinner,	and	supper	were	very	silent	meals—for	Anne	still	remained

obdurate.	After	each	meal	Marilla	carried	a	well-filled	tray	to	the	east	gable	and
brought	it	down	later	on	not	noticeably	depleted.	Matthew	eyed	its	last	descent
with	a	troubled	eye.	Had	Anne	eaten	anything	at	all?
When	Marilla	went	out	that	evening	to	bring	the	cows	from	the	back	pasture,

Matthew,	who	had	been	hanging	about	the	barns	and	watching,	slipped	into	the
house	with	 the	air	of	a	burglar	and	crept	upstairs.	As	a	general	 thing	Matthew
gravitated	between	the	kitchen	and	the	little	bedroom	off	the	hall	where	he	slept;
once	in	a	while	he	ventured	uncomfortably	into	the	parlor	or	sitting	room	when
the	minister	came	to	tea.	But	he	had	never	been	upstairs	in	his	own	house	since
the	spring	he	helped	Marilla	paper	 the	spare	bedroom,	and	 that	was	 four	years
ago.
He	tiptoed	along	the	hall	and	stood	for	several	minutes	outside	the	door	of	the



east	 gable	 before	 he	 summoned	 courage	 to	 tap	on	 it	with	 his	 fingers	 and	 then
open	the	door	to	peep	in.
Anne	was	 sitting	on	 the	yellow	chair	 by	 the	window	gazing	mournfully	out

into	the	garden.	Very	small	and	unhappy	she	looked,	and	Matthew's	heart	smote
him.	He	softly	closed	the	door	and	tiptoed	over	to	her.
"Anne,"	he	whispered,	as	if	afraid	of	being	overheard,	"how	are	you	making

it,	Anne?"
Anne	smiled	wanly.
"Pretty	well.	I	imagine	a	good	deal,	and	that	helps	to	pass	the	time.	Of	course,

it's	rather	lonesome.	But	then,	I	may	as	well	get	used	to	that."
Anne	 smiled	 again,	 bravely	 facing	 the	 long	 years	 of	 solitary	 imprisonment

before	her.
Matthew	recollected	that	he	must	say	what	he	had	come	to	say	without	loss	of

time,	 lest	Marilla	 return	 prematurely.	 "Well	 now,	Anne,	 don't	 you	 think	 you'd
better	do	it	and	have	it	over	with?"	he	whispered.	"It'll	have	to	be	done	sooner	or
later,	 you	 know,	 for	 Marilla's	 a	 dreadful	 deter-mined	 woman—dreadful
determined,	Anne.	Do	it	right	off,	I	say,	and	have	it	over."
"Do	you	mean	apologize	to	Mrs.	Lynde?"
"Yes—apologize—that's	 the	very	word,"	said	Matthew	eagerly.	"Just	smooth

it	over	so	to	speak.	That's	what	I	was	trying	to	get	at."
"I	suppose	I	could	do	it	to	oblige	you,"	said	Anne	thoughtfully.	"It	would	be

true	enough	to	say	I	am	sorry,	because	I	AM	sorry	now.	I	wasn't	a	bit	sorry	last
night.	I	was	mad	clear	through,	and	I	stayed	mad	all	night.	I	know	I	did	because	I
woke	up	three	times	and	I	was	just	furious	every	time.	But	this	morning	it	was
over.	I	wasn't	in	a	temper	anymore—and	it	left	a	dreadful	sort	of	goneness,	too.	I
felt	 so	 ashamed	 of	myself.	 But	 I	 just	 couldn't	 think	 of	 going	 and	 telling	Mrs.
Lynde	so.	It	would	be	so	humiliating.	I	made	up	my	mind	I'd	stay	shut	up	here
forever	rather	than	do	that.	But	still—I'd	do	anything	for	you—if	you	really	want
me	to—"
"Well	now,	of	course	I	do.	It's	terrible	lonesome	downstairs	without	you.	Just

go	and	smooth	things	over—that's	a	good	girl."
"Very	well,"	 said	Anne	 resignedly.	 "I'll	 tell	Marilla	 as	 soon	as	 she	comes	 in

I've	repented."
"That's	right—that's	right,	Anne.	But	don't	tell	Marilla	I	said	anything	about	it.

She	might	think	I	was	putting	my	oar	in	and	I	promised	not	to	do	that."
"Wild	horses	won't	drag	the	secret	from	me,"	promised	Anne	solemnly.	"How

would	wild	horses	drag	a	secret	from	a	person	anyhow?"
But	 Matthew	 was	 gone,	 scared	 at	 his	 own	 success.	 He	 fled	 hastily	 to	 the

remotest	 corner	 of	 the	 horse	 pasture	 lest	Marilla	 should	 suspect	 what	 he	 had



been	up	to.	Marilla	herself,	upon	her	return	to	the	house,	was	agreeably	surprised
to	hear	a	plaintive	voice	calling,	"Marilla"	over	the	banisters.
"Well?"	she	said,	going	into	the	hall.
"I'm	sorry	I	lost	my	temper	and	said	rude	things,	and	I'm	willing	to	go	and	tell

Mrs.	Lynde	so."
"Very	 well."	 Marilla's	 crispness	 gave	 no	 sign	 of	 her	 relief.	 She	 had	 been

wondering	what	 under	 the	 canopy	 she	 should	 do	 if	Anne	did	 not	 give	 in.	 "I'll
take	you	down	after	milking."
Accordingly,	after	milking,	behold	Marilla	and	Anne	walking	down	the	lane,

the	 former	erect	and	 triumphant,	 the	 latter	drooping	and	dejected.	But	halfway
down	Anne's	dejection	vanished	as	 if	by	enchantment.	She	 lifted	her	head	and
stepped	 lightly	 along,	 her	 eyes	 fixed	 on	 the	 sunset	 sky	 and	 an	 air	 of	 subdued
exhilaration	 about	 her.	Marilla	 beheld	 the	 change	 disapprovingly.	This	was	 no
meek	penitent	such	as	it	behooved	her	to	take	into	the	presence	of	the	offended
Mrs.	Lynde.
"What	are	you	thinking	of,	Anne?"	she	asked	sharply.
"I'm	imagining	out	what	I	must	say	to	Mrs.	Lynde,"	answered	Anne	dreamily.
This	 was	 satisfactory—or	 should	 have	 been	 so.	 But	 Marilla	 could	 not	 rid

herself	 of	 the	 notion	 that	 something	 in	 her	 scheme	 of	 punishment	 was	 going
askew.	Anne	had	no	business	to	look	so	rapt	and	radiant.
Rapt	and	radiant	Anne	continued	until	they	were	in	the	very	presence	of	Mrs.

Lynde,	 who	 was	 sitting	 knitting	 by	 her	 kitchen	 window.	 Then	 the	 radiance
vanished.	 Mournful	 penitence	 appeared	 on	 every	 feature.	 Before	 a	 word	 was
spoken	 Anne	 suddenly	 went	 down	 on	 her	 knees	 before	 the	 astonished	 Mrs.
Rachel	and	held	out	her	hands	beseechingly.
"Oh,	 Mrs.	 Lynde,	 I	 am	 so	 extremely	 sorry,"	 she	 said	 with	 a	 quiver	 in	 her

voice.	 "I	 could	 never	 express	 all	 my	 sorrow,	 no,	 not	 if	 I	 used	 up	 a	 whole
dictionary.	 You	 must	 just	 imagine	 it.	 I	 behaved	 terribly	 to	 you—and	 I've
disgraced	the	dear	friends,	Matthew	and	Marilla,	who	have	let	me	stay	at	Green
Gables	although	I'm	not	a	boy.	I'm	a	dreadfully	wicked	and	ungrateful	girl,	and	I
deserve	 to	be	punished	and	cast	out	by	 respectable	people	 forever.	 It	was	very
wicked	 of	me	 to	 fly	 into	 a	 temper	 because	 you	 told	me	 the	 truth.	 It	WAS	 the
truth;	every	word	you	said	was	true.	My	hair	is	red	and	I'm	freckled	and	skinny
and	ugly.	What	I	said	to	you	was	true,	too,	but	I	shouldn't	have	said	it.	Oh,	Mrs.
Lynde,	please,	please,	forgive	me.	If	you	refuse	it	will	be	a	lifelong	sorrow	on	a
poor	little	orphan	girl,	would	you,	even	if	she	had	a	dreadful	temper?	Oh,	I	am
sure	you	wouldn't.	Please	say	you	forgive	me,	Mrs.	Lynde."
Anne	clasped	her	hands	together,	bowed	her	head,	and	waited	for	the	word	of

judgment.



There	was	no	mistaking	her	sincerity—it	breathed	in	every	tone	of	her	voice.
Both	Marilla	and	Mrs.	Lynde	 recognized	 its	unmistakable	 ring.	But	 the	 former
under-stood	in	dismay	that	Anne	was	actually	enjoying	her	valley	of	humiliation
—was	reveling	in	the	thoroughness	of	her	abasement.	Where	was	the	wholesome
punishment	 upon	which	 she,	Marilla,	 had	 plumed	 herself?	Anne	 had	 turned	 it
into	a	species	of	positive	pleasure.
Good	Mrs.	Lynde,	not	being	overburdened	with	perception,	did	not	see	 this.

She	 only	 perceived	 that	 Anne	 had	 made	 a	 very	 thorough	 apology	 and	 all
resentment	vanished	from	her	kindly,	if	somewhat	officious,	heart.
"There,	 there,	 get	 up,	 child,"	 she	 said	 heartily.	 "Of	 course	 I	 forgive	 you.	 I

guess	I	was	a	little	too	hard	on	you,	anyway.	But	I'm	such	an	outspoken	person.
You	just	mustn't	mind	me,	that's	what.	It	can't	be	denied	your	hair	is	terrible	red;
but	I	knew	a	girl	once—went	to	school	with	her,	in	fact—whose	hair	was	every
mite	as	red	as	yours	when	she	was	young,	but	when	she	grew	up	it	darkened	to	a
real	 handsome	 auburn.	 I	wouldn't	 be	 a	mite	 surprised	 if	 yours	 did,	 too—not	 a
mite."
"Oh,	Mrs.	Lynde!"	Anne	drew	a	long	breath	as	she	rose	to	her	feet.	"You	have

given	me	a	hope.	I	shall	always	feel	that	you	are	a	benefactor.	Oh,	I	could	endure
anything	if	I	only	thought	my	hair	would	be	a	handsome	auburn	when	I	grew	up.
It	would	be	so	much	easier	to	be	good	if	one's	hair	was	a	handsome	auburn,	don't
you	think?	And	now	may	I	go	out	into	your	garden	and	sit	on	that	bench	under
the	apple-trees	while	you	and	Marilla	are	talking?	There	is	so	much	more	scope
for	imagination	out	there."
"Laws,	yes,	run	along,	child.	And	you	can	pick	a	bouquet	of	them	white	June

lilies	over	in	the	corner	if	you	like."
As	the	door	closed	behind	Anne	Mrs.	Lynde	got	briskly	up	to	light	a	lamp.
"She's	a	real	odd	little	 thing.	Take	this	chair,	Marilla;	 it's	easier	 than	the	one

you've	got;	I	just	keep	that	for	the	hired	boy	to	sit	on.	Yes,	she	certainly	is	an	odd
child,	 but	 there	 is	 something	 kind	 of	 taking	 about	 her	 after	 all.	 I	 don't	 feel	 so
surprised	at	you	and	Matthew	keeping	her	as	I	did—nor	so	sorry	for	you,	either.
She	may	turn	out	all	right.	Of	course,	she	has	a	queer	way	of	expressing	herself
—a	little	too—well,	too	kind	of	forcible,	you	know;	but	she'll	likely	get	over	that
now	that	she's	come	to	live	among	civilized	folks.	And	then,	her	temper's	pretty
quick,	I	guess;	but	there's	one	comfort,	a	child	that	has	a	quick	temper,	just	blaze
up	and	cool	down,	ain't	never	likely	to	be	sly	or	deceitful.	Preserve	me	from	a	sly
child,	that's	what.	On	the	whole,	Marilla,	I	kind	of	like	her."
When	 Marilla	 went	 home	 Anne	 came	 out	 of	 the	 fragrant	 twilight	 of	 the

orchard	with	a	sheaf	of	white	narcissi	in	her	hands.
"I	apologized	pretty	well,	didn't	 I?"	 she	said	proudly	as	 they	went	down	 the



lane.	"I	thought	since	I	had	to	do	it	I	might	as	well	do	it	thoroughly."
"You	did	it	thoroughly,	all	right	enough,"	was	Marilla's	comment.	Marilla	was

dismayed	at	finding	herself	inclined	to	laugh	over	the	recollection.	She	had	also
an	uneasy	feeling	that	she	ought	to	scold	Anne	for	apologizing	so	well;	but	then,
that	was	ridiculous!	She	compromised	with	her	conscience	by	saying	severely:
"I	hope	you	won't	have	occasion	to	make	many	more	such	apologies.	I	hope

you'll	try	to	control	your	temper	now,	Anne."
"That	wouldn't	be	 so	hard	 if	people	wouldn't	 twit	me	about	my	 looks,"	 said

Anne	with	a	sigh.	"I	don't	get	cross	about	other	things;	but	I'm	SO	tired	of	being
twitted	about	my	hair	and	it	just	makes	me	boil	right	over.	Do	you	suppose	my
hair	will	really	be	a	handsome	auburn	when	I	grow	up?"
"You	 shouldn't	 think	 so	much	 about	 your	 looks,	Anne.	 I'm	 afraid	 you	 are	 a

very	vain	little	girl."
"How	can	I	be	vain	when	I	know	I'm	homely?"	protested	Anne.	"I	love	pretty

things;	and	I	hate	to	look	in	the	glass	and	see	something	that	isn't	pretty.	It	makes
me	 feel	 so	 sorrowful—just	 as	 I	 feel	 when	 I	 look	 at	 any	 ugly	 thing.	 I	 pity	 it
because	it	isn't	beautiful."
"Handsome	 is	 as	handsome	does,"	quoted	Marilla.	 "I've	had	 that	 said	 to	me

before,	but	I	have	my	doubts	about	it,"	remarked	skeptical	Anne,	sniffing	at	her
narcissi.	 "Oh,	 aren't	 these	 flowers	 sweet!	 It	was	 lovely	 of	Mrs.	 Lynde	 to	 give
them	 to	 me.	 I	 have	 no	 hard	 feelings	 against	Mrs.	 Lynde	 now.	 It	 gives	 you	 a
lovely,	 comfortable	 feeling	 to	 apologize	 and	be	 forgiven,	doesn't	 it?	Aren't	 the
stars	bright	 tonight?	If	you	could	live	 in	a	star,	which	one	would	you	pick?	I'd
like	that	lovely	clear	big	one	away	over	there	above	that	dark	hill."
"Anne,	 do	 hold	 your	 tongue."	 said	 Marilla,	 thoroughly	 worn	 out	 trying	 to

follow	the	gyrations	of	Anne's	thoughts.
Anne	said	no	more	until	they	turned	into	their	own	lane.	A	little	gypsy	wind

came	 down	 it	 to	meet	 them,	 laden	with	 the	 spicy	 perfume	 of	 young	 dew-wet
ferns.	Far	up	in	the	shadows	a	cheerful	light	gleamed	out	through	the	trees	from
the	kitchen	at	Green	Gables.	Anne	suddenly	came	close	 to	Marilla	and	slipped
her	hand	into	the	older	woman's	hard	palm.
"It's	 lovely	 to	 be	 going	 home	 and	 know	 it's	 home,"	 she	 said.	 "I	 love	Green

Gables	already,	and	I	never	 loved	any	place	before.	No	place	ever	seemed	like
home.	Oh,	Marilla,	 I'm	 so	 happy.	 I	 could	 pray	 right	 now	 and	 not	 find	 it	 a	 bit
hard."
Something	warm	and	pleasant	welled	up	in	Marilla's	heart	at	touch	of	that	thin

little	hand	in	her	own—a	throb	of	the	maternity	she	had	missed,	perhaps.	Its	very
unaccustomedness	 and	 sweetness	 disturbed	 her.	 She	 hastened	 to	 restore	 her
sensations	to	their	normal	calm	by	inculcating	a	moral.



"If	you'll	be	a	good	girl	you'll	always	be	happy,	Anne.	And	you	should	never
find	it	hard	to	say	your	prayers."
"Saying	 one's	 prayers	 isn't	 exactly	 the	 same	 thing	 as	 praying,"	 said	 Anne

meditatively.	 "But	 I'm	 going	 to	 imagine	 that	 I'm	 the	 wind	 that	 is	 blowing	 up
there	 in	 those	 tree	 tops.	When	 I	 get	 tired	 of	 the	 trees	 I'll	 imagine	 I'm	 gently
waving	down	here	in	the	ferns—and	then	I'll	fly	over	to	Mrs.	Lynde's	garden	and
set	 the	flowers	dancing—and	then	I'll	go	with	one	great	swoop	over	 the	clover
field—and	then	I'll	blow	over	the	Lake	of	Shining	Waters	and	ripple	it	all	up	into
little	sparkling	waves.	Oh,	there's	so	much	scope	for	imagination	in	a	wind!	So
I'll	not	talk	any	more	just	now,	Marilla."
"Thanks	be	to	goodness	for	that,"	breathed	Marilla	in	devout	relief.



Chapter		11	
Anne's	Impressions	of	Sunday-School
"Well,	how	do	you	like	them?"	said	Marilla.
Anne	was	standing	in	the	gable	room,	looking	solemnly	at	three	new	dresses

spread	out	on	 the	bed.	One	was	of	 snuffy	colored	gingham	which	Marilla	had
been	tempted	to	buy	from	a	peddler	the	preceding	summer	because	it	looked	so
serviceable;	one	was	of	black-and-white	checkered	sateen	which	she	had	picked
up	at	a	bargain	counter	 in	 the	winter;	and	one	was	a	stiff	print	of	an	ugly	blue
shade	which	she	had	purchased	that	week	at	a	Carmody	store.
She	 had	made	 them	 up	 herself,	 and	 they	 were	 all	 made	 alike—plain	 skirts

fulled	tightly	to	plain	waists,	with	sleeves	as	plain	as	waist	and	skirt	and	tight	as
sleeves	could	be.
"I'll	imagine	that	I	like	them,"	said	Anne	soberly.
"I	don't	want	you	 to	 imagine	 it,"	 said	Marilla,	 offended.	 "Oh,	 I	 can	 see	you

don't	like	the	dresses!	What	is	the	matter	with	them?	Aren't	they	neat	and	clean
and	new?"
"Yes."
"Then	why	don't	you	like	them?"
"They're—they're	not—pretty,"	said	Anne	reluctantly.
"Pretty!"	Marilla	sniffed.	"I	didn't	trouble	my	head	about	getting	pretty	dresses

for	 you.	 I	 don't	 believe	 in	 pampering	 vanity,	Anne,	 I'll	 tell	 you	 that	 right	 off.
Those	 dresses	 are	 good,	 sensible,	 serviceable	 dresses,	 without	 any	 frills	 or
furbelows	 about	 them,	 and	 they're	 all	 you'll	 get	 this	 summer.	 The	 brown
gingham	and	 the	blue	print	will	do	you	 for	 school	when	you	begin	 to	go.	The
sateen	 is	 for	 church	and	Sunday	 school.	 I'll	 expect	you	 to	keep	 them	neat	 and
clean	and	not	to	tear	them.	I	should	think	you'd	be	grateful	to	get	most	anything
after	those	skimpy	wincey	things	you've	been	wearing."
"Oh,	I	AM	grateful,"	protested	Anne.	"But	I'd	be	ever	so	much	gratefuller	if—

if	 you'd	 made	 just	 one	 of	 them	 with	 puffed	 sleeves.	 Puffed	 sleeves	 are	 so
fashionable	now.	It	would	give	me	such	a	thrill,	Marilla,	just	to	wear	a	dress	with
puffed	sleeves."
"Well,	you'll	have	to	do	without	your	thrill.	I	hadn't	any	material	to	waste	on

puffed	 sleeves.	 I	 think	 they	 are	 ridiculous-looking	 things	 anyhow.	 I	 prefer	 the



plain,	sensible	ones."
"But	 I'd	 rather	 look	 ridiculous	 when	 everybody	 else	 does	 than	 plain	 and

sensible	all	by	myself,"	persisted	Anne	mournfully.
"Trust	you	for	that!	Well,	hang	those	dresses	carefully	up	in	your	closet,	and

then	sit	down	and	learn	the	Sunday	school	lesson.	I	got	a	quarterly	from	Mr.	Bell
for	 you	 and	 you'll	 go	 to	 Sunday	 school	 tomorrow,"	 said	Marilla,	 disappearing
downstairs	in	high	dudgeon.
Anne	clasped	her	hands	and	looked	at	the	dresses.
"I	did	hope	 there	would	be	a	white	one	with	puffed	sleeves,"	she	whispered

disconsolately.	"I	prayed	for	one,	but	 I	didn't	much	expect	 it	on	 that	account.	 I
didn't	suppose	God	would	have	time	to	bother	about	a	little	orphan	girl's	dress.	I
knew	I'd	 just	have	 to	depend	on	Marilla	 for	 it.	Well,	 fortunately	 I	can	 imagine
that	one	of	them	is	of	snow-white	muslin	with	lovely	lace	frills	and	three-puffed
sleeves."
The	next	morning	warnings	of	a	sick	headache	prevented	Marilla	from	going

to	Sunday-school	with	Anne.
"You'll	have	to	go	down	and	call	for	Mrs.	Lynde,	Anne."	she	said.	"She'll	see

that	you	get	into	the	right	class.	Now,	mind	you	behave	yourself	properly.	Stay	to
preaching	afterwards	and	ask	Mrs.	Lynde	to	show	you	our	pew.	Here's	a	cent	for
collection.	Don't	stare	at	people	and	don't	fidget.	I	shall	expect	you	to	tell	me	the
text	when	you	come	home."
Anne	 started	 off	 irreproachable,	 arrayed	 in	 the	 stiff	 black-and-white	 sateen,

which,	while	 decent	 as	 regards	 length	 and	 certainly	 not	 open	 to	 the	 charge	 of
skimpiness,	 contrived	 to	 emphasize	 every	 corner	 and	 angle	 of	 her	 thin	 figure.
Her	hat	was	a	little,	flat,	glossy,	new	sailor,	the	extreme	plainness	of	which	had
likewise	much	disappointed	Anne,	who	had	permitted	herself	 secret	 visions	of
ribbon	and	flowers.	The	latter,	however,	were	supplied	before	Anne	reached	the
main	road,	for	being	confronted	halfway	down	the	lane	with	a	golden	frenzy	of
wind-stirred	buttercups	and	a	glory	of	wild	 roses,	Anne	promptly	and	 liberally
garlanded	 her	 hat	with	 a	 heavy	wreath	 of	 them.	Whatever	 other	 people	might
have	thought	of	the	result	it	satisfied	Anne,	and	she	tripped	gaily	down	the	road,
holding	her	ruddy	head	with	its	decoration	of	pink	and	yellow	very	proudly.
When	she	had	reached	Mrs.	Lynde's	house	she	found	that	lady	gone.	Nothing

daunted,	Anne	proceeded	onward	to	the	church	alone.	In	the	porch	she	found	a
crowd	of	little	girls,	all	more	or	less	gaily	attired	in	whites	and	blues	and	pinks,
and	 all	 staring	 with	 curious	 eyes	 at	 this	 stranger	 in	 their	 midst,	 with	 her
extraordinary	 head	 adornment.	 Avonlea	 little	 girls	 had	 already	 heard	 queer
stories	about	Anne.	Mrs.	Lynde	said	she	had	an	awful	temper;	Jerry	Buote,	the
hired	boy	at	Green	Gables,	said	she	talked	all	the	time	to	herself	or	to	the	trees



and	 flowers	 like	 a	 crazy	girl.	They	 looked	 at	 her	 and	whispered	 to	 each	 other
behind	 their	 quarterlies.	Nobody	made	 any	 friendly	 advances,	 then	 or	 later	 on
when	 the	 opening	 exercises	 were	 over	 and	 Anne	 found	 herself	 in	 Miss
Rogerson's	class.
Miss	Rogerson	was	a	middle-aged	lady	who	had	taught	a	Sunday-school	class

for	twenty	years.	Her	method	of	teaching	was	to	ask	the	printed	questions	from
the	quarterly	and	look	sternly	over	its	edge	at	the	particular	little	girl	she	thought
ought	to	answer	the	question.	She	looked	very	often	at	Anne,	and	Anne,	thanks
to	 Marilla's	 drilling,	 answered	 promptly;	 but	 it	 may	 be	 questioned	 if	 she
understood	very	much	about	either	question	or	answer.
She	did	not	think	she	liked	Miss	Rogerson,	and	she	felt	very	miserable;	every

other	little	girl	in	the	class	had	puffed	sleeves.	Anne	felt	that	life	was	really	not
worth	living	without	puffed	sleeves.
"Well,	how	did	you	like	Sunday	school?"	Marilla	wanted	to	know	when	Anne

came	 home.	 Her	 wreath	 having	 faded,	 Anne	 had	 discarded	 it	 in	 the	 lane,	 so
Marilla	was	spared	the	knowledge	of	that	for	a	time.
"I	didn't	like	it	a	bit.	It	was	horrid."
"Anne	Shirley!"	said	Marilla	rebukingly.
Anne	sat	down	on	the	rocker	with	a	long	sigh,	kissed	one	of	Bonny's	leaves,

and	waved	her	hand	to	a	blossoming	fuchsia.
"They	 might	 have	 been	 lonesome	 while	 I	 was	 away,"	 she	 explained.	 "And

now	about	the	Sunday	school.	I	behaved	well,	just	as	you	told	me.	Mrs.	Lynde
was	gone,	but	I	went	right	on	myself.	I	went	into	the	church,	with	a	lot	of	other
little	 girls,	 and	 I	 sat	 in	 the	 corner	 of	 a	 pew	by	 the	window	while	 the	 opening
exercises	went	 on.	Mr.	 Bell	made	 an	 awfully	 long	 prayer.	 I	 would	 have	 been
dreadfully	tired	before	he	got	through	if	I	hadn't	been	sitting	by	that	window.	But
it	 looked	 right	 out	 on	 the	Lake	 of	 Shining	Waters,	 so	 I	 just	 gazed	 at	 that	 and
imagined	all	sorts	of	splendid	things."
"You	 shouldn't	 have	 done	 anything	 of	 the	 sort.	You	 should	 have	 listened	 to

Mr.	Bell."
"But	he	wasn't	talking	to	me,"	protested	Anne.	"He	was	talking	to	God	and	he

didn't	seem	to	be	very	much	inter-ested	in	it,	either.	I	think	he	thought	God	was
too	far	off	though.	There	was	a	long	row	of	white	birches	hanging	over	the	lake
and	the	sunshine	fell	down	through	them,	'way,	'way	down,	deep	into	the	water.
Oh,	Marilla,	 it	was	 like	 a	 beautiful	 dream!	 It	 gave	me	 a	 thrill	 and	 I	 just	 said,
'Thank	you	for	it,	God,'	two	or	three	times."
"Not	out	loud,	I	hope,"	said	Marilla	anxiously.
"Oh,	no,	just	under	my	breath.	Well,	Mr.	Bell	did	get	through	at	last	and	they

told	me	 to	go	 into	 the	 classroom	with	Miss	Rogerson's	 class.	There	were	nine



other	girls	in	it.	They	all	had	puffed	sleeves.	I	tried	to	imagine	mine	were	puffed,
too,	but	I	couldn't.	Why	couldn't	 I?	It	was	as	easy	as	could	be	 to	 imagine	 they
were	puffed	when	 I	was	 alone	 in	 the	 east	 gable,	 but	 it	was	 awfully	hard	 there
among	the	others	who	had	really	truly	puffs."
"You	shouldn't	have	been	thinking	about	your	sleeves	in	Sunday	school.	You

should	have	been	attending	to	the	lesson.	I	hope	you	knew	it."
"Oh,	 yes;	 and	 I	 answered	 a	 lot	 of	 questions.	Miss	 Rogerson	 asked	 ever	 so

many.	 I	 don't	 think	 it	 was	 fair	 for	 her	 to	 do	 all	 the	 asking.	 There	were	 lots	 I
wanted	 to	ask	her,	but	 I	didn't	 like	 to	because	 I	didn't	 think	she	was	a	kindred
spirit.	Then	all	the	other	little	girls	recited	a	paraphrase.	She	asked	me	if	I	knew
any.	I	told	her	I	didn't,	but	I	could	recite,	'The	Dog	at	His	Master's	Grave'	if	she
liked.	That's	 in	 the	Third	Royal	Reader.	 It	 isn't	a	 really	 truly	religious	piece	of
poetry,	 but	 it's	 so	 sad	 and	 melancholy	 that	 it	 might	 as	 well	 be.	 She	 said	 it
wouldn't	do	and	she	told	me	to	learn	the	nineteenth	paraphrase	for	next	Sunday.	I
read	 it	 over	 in	 church	 afterwards	 and	 it's	 splendid.	 There	 are	 two	 lines	 in
particular	that	just	thrill	me.

"'Quick	as	the	slaughtered	squadrons	fell
In	Midian's	evil	day.'

"I	 don't	 know	what	 'squadrons'	means	nor	 'Midian,'	 either,	 but	 it	 sounds	SO
tragical.	 I	 can	 hardly	wait	 until	 next	 Sunday	 to	 recite	 it.	 I'll	 practice	 it	 all	 the
week.	After	 Sunday	 school	 I	 asked	Miss	Rogerson—because	Mrs.	 Lynde	was
too	far	away—to	show	me	your	pew.	I	sat	just	as	still	as	I	could	and	the	text	was
Revelations,	third	chapter,	second	and	third	verses.	It	was	a	very	long	text.	If	I
was	 a	minister	 I'd	 pick	 the	 short,	 snappy	 ones.	The	 sermon	was	 awfully	 long,
too.	I	suppose	the	minister	had	to	match	it	to	the	text.	I	didn't	think	he	was	a	bit
interesting.	The	trouble	with	him	seems	to	be	that	he	hasn't	enough	imagination.
I	didn't	listen	to	him	very	much.	I	just	let	my	thoughts	run	and	I	thought	of	the
most	surprising	things."
Marilla	 felt	 helplessly	 that	 all	 this	 should	 be	 sternly	 reproved,	 but	 she	 was

hampered	 by	 the	 undeniable	 fact	 that	 some	 of	 the	 things	 Anne	 had	 said,
especially	 about	 the	minister's	 sermons	 and	Mr.	Bell's	 prayers,	were	what	 she
herself	had	really	thought	deep	down	in	her	heart	for	years,	but	had	never	given
expression	 to.	 It	 almost	 seemed	 to	 her	 that	 those	 secret,	 unuttered,	 critical
thoughts	had	suddenly	taken	visible	and	accusing	shape	and	form	in	the	person
of	this	outspoken	morsel	of	neglected	humanity.



Chapter		12	
A	Solemn	Vow	and	Promise
It	 was	 not	 until	 the	 next	 Friday	 that	 Marilla	 heard	 the	 story	 of	 the	 flower-
wreathed	hat.	She	came	home	from	Mrs.	Lynde's	and	called	Anne	to	account.
"Anne,	Mrs.	Rachel	says	you	went	to	church	last	Sunday	with	your	hat	rigged

out	 ridiculous	with	 roses	 and	 buttercups.	What	 on	 earth	 put	 you	 up	 to	 such	 a
caper?	A	pretty-looking	object	you	must	have	been!"
"Oh.	I	know	pink	and	yellow	aren't	becoming	to	me,"	began	Anne.
"Becoming	 fiddlesticks!	 It	was	putting	 flowers	on	your	hat	 at	 all,	 no	matter

what	color	they	were,	that	was	ridiculous.	You	are	the	most	aggravating	child!"
"I	don't	see	why	it's	any	more	ridiculous	to	wear	flowers	on	your	hat	than	on

your	dress,"	protested	Anne.	 "Lots	of	 little	girls	 there	had	bouquets	pinned	on
their	dresses.	What's	the	difference?"
Marilla	was	not	to	be	drawn	from	the	safe	concrete	into	dubious	paths	of	the

abstract.
"Don't	answer	me	back	like	that,	Anne.	It	was	very	silly	of	you	to	do	such	a

thing.	Never	let	me	catch	you	at	such	a	trick	again.	Mrs.	Rachel	says	she	thought
she	would	sink	through	the	floor	when	she	saw	you	come	in	all	rigged	out	like
that.	She	couldn't	get	near	enough	to	tell	you	to	take	them	off	till	it	was	too	late.
She	says	people	talked	about	it	something	dreadful.	Of	course	they	would	think	I
had	no	better	sense	than	to	let	you	go	decked	out	like	that."
"Oh,	 I'm	 so	 sorry,"	 said	Anne,	 tears	welling	 into	 her	 eyes.	 "I	 never	 thought

you'd	mind.	The	roses	and	buttercups	were	so	sweet	and	pretty	I	thought	they'd
look	lovely	on	my	hat.	Lots	of	the	little	girls	had	artificial	flowers	on	their	hats.
I'm	afraid	 I'm	going	 to	be	a	dreadful	 trial	 to	you.	Maybe	you'd	better	 send	me
back	to	the	asylum.	That	would	be	terrible;	I	don't	think	I	could	endure	it;	most
likely	I	would	go	into	consumption;	I'm	so	thin	as	it	is,	you	see.	But	that	would
be	better	than	being	a	trial	to	you."
"Nonsense,"	 said	Marilla,	 vexed	at	herself	 for	having	made	 the	child	 cry.	 "I

don't	want	to	send	you	back	to	the	asylum,	I'm	sure.	All	I	want	is	that	you	should
behave	 like	 other	 little	 girls	 and	 not	 make	 yourself	 ridiculous.	 Don't	 cry	 any
more.	 I've	got	some	news	for	you.	Diana	Barry	came	home	this	afternoon.	 I'm
going	up	to	see	if	I	can	borrow	a	skirt	pattern	from	Mrs.	Barry,	and	if	you	like



you	can	come	with	me	and	get	acquainted	with	Diana."
Anne	 rose	 to	 her	 feet,	 with	 clasped	 hands,	 the	 tears	 still	 glistening	 on	 her

cheeks;	the	dish	towel	she	had	been	hemming	slipped	unheeded	to	the	floor.
"Oh,	Marilla,	 I'm	 frightened—now	 that	 it	 has	 come	 I'm	 actually	 frightened.

What	 if	she	shouldn't	 like	me!	It	would	be	 the	most	 tragical	disappointment	of
my	life."
"Now,	 don't	 get	 into	 a	 fluster.	 And	 I	 do	 wish	 you	 wouldn't	 use	 such	 long

words.	It	sounds	so	funny	in	a	little	girl.	I	guess	Diana'll	like	you	well	enough.
It's	her	mother	you've	got	to	reckon	with.	If	she	doesn't	like	you	it	won't	matter
how	much	Diana	does.	If	she	has	heard	about	your	outburst	to	Mrs.	Lynde	and
going	to	church	with	buttercups	round	your	hat	I	don't	know	what	she'll	think	of
you.	You	must	be	polite	and	well	behaved,	and	don't	make	any	of	your	startling
speeches.	For	pity's	sake,	if	the	child	isn't	actually	trembling!"
Anne	WAS	trembling.	Her	face	was	pale	and	tense.
"Oh,	Marilla,	you'd	be	excited,	too,	if	you	were	going	to	meet	a	little	girl	you

hoped	to	be	your	bosom	friend	and	whose	mother	mightn't	like	you,"	she	said	as
she	hastened	to	get	her	hat.
They	went	over	to	Orchard	Slope	by	the	short	cut	across	the	brook	and	up	the

firry	 hill	 grove.	 Mrs.	 Barry	 came	 to	 the	 kitchen	 door	 in	 answer	 to	 Marilla's
knock.	 She	 was	 a	 tall	 black-eyed,	 black-haired	 woman,	 with	 a	 very	 resolute
mouth.	She	had	the	reputation	of	being	very	strict	with	her	children.
"How	do	you	do,	Marilla?"	she	said	cordially.	"Come	in.	And	this	is	the	little

girl	you	have	adopted,	I	suppose?"
"Yes,	this	is	Anne	Shirley,"	said	Marilla.
"Spelled	with	 an	E,"	 gasped	Anne,	who,	 tremulous	 and	 excited	 as	 she	was,

was	determined	there	should	be	no	misunderstanding	on	that	important	point.
Mrs.	Barry,	not	hearing	or	not	comprehending,	merely	shook	hands	and	said

kindly:
"How	are	you?"
"I	 am	 well	 in	 body	 although	 considerable	 rumpled	 up	 in	 spirit,	 thank	 you

ma'am,"	said	Anne	gravely.	Then	aside	to	Marilla	in	an	audible	whisper,	"There
wasn't	anything	startling	in	that,	was	there,	Marilla?"
Diana	was	 sitting	 on	 the	 sofa,	 reading	 a	 book	which	 she	 dropped	when	 the

callers	entered.	She	was	a	very	pretty	little	girl,	with	her	mother's	black	eyes	and
hair,	and	rosy	cheeks,	and	the	merry	expression	which	was	her	inheritance	from
her	father.
"This	 is	my	little	girl	Diana,"	said	Mrs.	Barry.	"Diana,	you	might	 take	Anne

out	 into	 the	 garden	 and	 show	 her	 your	 flowers.	 It	 will	 be	 better	 for	 you	 than
straining	 your	 eyes	 over	 that	 book.	 She	 reads	 entirely	 too	 much—"	 this	 to



Marilla	as	the	little	girls	went	out—"and	I	can't	prevent	her,	for	her	father	aids
and	abets	her.	She's	always	poring	over	a	book.	I'm	glad	she	has	the	prospect	of	a
playmate—perhaps	it	will	take	her	more	out-of-doors."
Outside	 in	 the	 garden,	 which	 was	 full	 of	 mellow	 sunset	 light	 streaming

through	 the	 dark	 old	 firs	 to	 the	 west	 of	 it,	 stood	 Anne	 and	 Diana,	 gazing
bashfully	at	each	other	over	a	clump	of	gorgeous	tiger	lilies.
The	 Barry	 garden	 was	 a	 bowery	 wilderness	 of	 flowers	 which	 would	 have

delighted	Anne's	heart	at	any	time	less	fraught	with	destiny.	It	was	encircled	by
huge	old	willows	and	 tall	 firs,	beneath	which	 flourished	 flowers	 that	 loved	 the
shade.	 Prim,	 right-angled	 paths	 neatly	 bordered	with	 clamshells,	 intersected	 it
like	moist	 red	 ribbons	 and	 in	 the	beds	between	old-fashioned	 flowers	 ran	 riot.
There	 were	 rosy	 bleeding-hearts	 and	 great	 splendid	 crimson	 peonies;	 white,
fragrant	 narcissi	 and	 thorny,	 sweet	 Scotch	 roses;	 pink	 and	 blue	 and	 white
columbines	and	lilac-tinted	Bouncing	Bets;	clumps	of	southernwood	and	ribbon
grass	 and	 mint;	 purple	 Adam-and-Eve,	 daffodils,	 and	 masses	 of	 sweet	 clover
white	with	 its	 delicate,	 fragrant,	 feathery	 sprays;	 scarlet	 lightning	 that	 shot	 its
fiery	 lances	 over	 prim	 white	 musk-flowers;	 a	 garden	 it	 was	 where	 sunshine
lingered	 and	 bees	 hummed,	 and	 winds,	 beguiled	 into	 loitering,	 purred	 and
rustled.
"Oh,	Diana,"	said	Anne	at	 last,	clasping	her	hands	and	speaking	almost	 in	a

whisper,	 "oh,	 do	 you	 think	 you	 can	 like	me	 a	 little—enough	 to	 be	my	 bosom
friend?"
Diana	laughed.	Diana	always	laughed	before	she	spoke.
"Why,	I	guess	so,"	she	said	frankly.	"I'm	awfully	glad	you've	come	to	live	at

Green	Gables.	 It	will	 be	 jolly	 to	 have	 somebody	 to	 play	with.	There	 isn't	 any
other	girl	who	lives	near	enough	to	play	with,	and	I've	no	sisters	big	enough."
"Will	you	swear	to	be	my	friend	forever	and	ever?"	demanded	Anne	eagerly.
Diana	looked	shocked.
"Why	it's	dreadfully	wicked	to	swear,"	she	said	rebukingly.
"Oh	no,	not	my	kind	of	swearing.	There	are	two	kinds,	you	know."
"I	never	heard	of	but	one	kind,"	said	Diana	doubtfully.
"There	 really	 is	another.	Oh,	 it	 isn't	wicked	at	 all.	 It	 just	means	vowing	and

promising	solemnly."
"Well,	I	don't	mind	doing	that,"	agreed	Diana,	relieved.	"How	do	you	do	it?"
"We	must	 join	hands—so,"	 said	Anne	gravely.	 "It	 ought	 to	 be	over	 running

water.	We'll	 just	 imagine	 this	 path	 is	 running	water.	 I'll	 repeat	 the	 oath	 first.	 I
solemnly	swear	 to	be	 faithful	 to	my	bosom	friend,	Diana	Barry,	as	 long	as	 the
sun	and	moon	shall	endure.	Now	you	say	it	and	put	my	name	in."
Diana	repeated	the	"oath"	with	a	laugh	fore	and	aft.	Then	she	said:



"You're	a	queer	girl,	Anne.	I	heard	before	that	you	were	queer.	But	I	believe
I'm	going	to	like	you	real	well."
When	Marilla	and	Anne	went	home	Diana	went	with	 them	as	 for	as	 the	 log

bridge.	The	two	little	girls	walked	with	their	arms	about	each	other.	At	the	brook
they	parted	with	many	promises	to	spend	the	next	afternoon	together.
"Well,	 did	 you	 find	Diana	 a	 kindred	 spirit?"	 asked	Marilla	 as	 they	went	 up

through	the	garden	of	Green	Gables.
"Oh	 yes,"	 sighed	 Anne,	 blissfully	 unconscious	 of	 any	 sarcasm	 on	Marilla's

part.	 "Oh	 Marilla,	 I'm	 the	 happiest	 girl	 on	 Prince	 Edward	 Island	 this	 very
moment.	 I	assure	you	I'll	 say	my	prayers	with	a	 right	good-will	 tonight.	Diana
and	I	are	going	to	build	a	playhouse	in	Mr.	William	Bell's	birch	grove	tomorrow.
Can	I	have	those	broken	pieces	of	china	that	are	out	 in	 the	woodshed?	Diana's
birthday	 is	 in	 February	 and	mine	 is	 in	March.	 Don't	 you	 think	 that	 is	 a	 very
strange	 coincidence?	 Diana	 is	 going	 to	 lend	me	 a	 book	 to	 read.	 She	 says	 it's
perfectly	 splendid	 and	 tremendously	 exciting.	She's	 going	 to	 show	me	 a	 place
back	 in	 the	woods	where	 rice	 lilies	 grow.	Don't	 you	 think	Diana	 has	 got	 very
soulful	eyes?	I	wish	I	had	soulful	eyes.	Diana	is	going	to	teach	me	to	sing	a	song
called	'Nelly	in	the	Hazel	Dell.'	She's	going	to	give	me	a	picture	to	put	up	in	my
room;	it's	a	perfectly	beautiful	picture,	she	says—a	lovely	lady	in	a	pale	blue	silk
dress.	A	 sewing-machine	 agent	 gave	 it	 to	 her.	 I	wish	 I	 had	 something	 to	 give
Diana.	 I'm	 an	 inch	 taller	 than	Diana,	 but	 she	 is	 ever	 so	much	 fatter;	 she	 says
she'd	like	to	be	thin	because	it's	so	much	more	graceful,	but	I'm	afraid	she	only
said	it	to	soothe	my	feelings.	We're	going	to	the	shore	some	day	to	gather	shells.
We	have	agreed	 to	call	 the	spring	down	by	 the	 log	bridge	 the	Dryad's	Bubble.
Isn't	that	a	perfectly	elegant	name?	I	read	a	story	once	about	a	spring	called	that.
A	dryad	is	sort	of	a	grown-up	fairy,	I	think."
"Well,	 all	 I	 hope	 is	 you	 won't	 talk	 Diana	 to	 death,"	 said	 Marilla.	 "But

remember	this	in	all	your	planning,	Anne.	You're	not	going	to	play	all	the	time
nor	most	of	it.	You'll	have	your	work	to	do	and	it'll	have	to	be	done	first."
Anne's	cup	of	happiness	was	full,	and	Matthew	caused	it	to	overflow.	He	had

just	got	home	from	a	trip	to	the	store	at	Carmody,	and	he	sheepishly	produced	a
small	parcel	from	his	pocket	and	handed	it	to	Anne,	with	a	deprecatory	look	at
Marilla.
"I	heard	you	say	you	liked	chocolate	sweeties,	so	I	got	you	some,"	he	said.
"Humph,"	sniffed	Marilla.	"It'll	ruin	her	teeth	and	stomach.	There,	there,	child,

don't	look	so	dismal.	You	can	eat	those,	since	Matthew	has	gone	and	got	them.
He'd	 better	 have	 brought	 you	 peppermints.	 They're	 wholesomer.	 Don't	 sicken
yourself	eating	all	them	at	once	now."
"Oh,	no,	indeed,	I	won't,"	said	Anne	eagerly.	"I'll	just	eat	one	tonight,	Marilla.



And	 I	 can	 give	Diana	 half	 of	 them,	 can't	 I?	The	 other	 half	will	 taste	 twice	 as
sweet	to	me	if	I	give	some	to	her.	It's	delightful	to	think	I	have	something	to	give
her."
"I	will	 say	 it	 for	 the	 child,"	 said	Marilla	when	Anne	had	gone	 to	her	gable,

"she	isn't	stingy.	I'm	glad,	for	of	all	faults	I	detest	stinginess	in	a	child.	Dear	me,
it's	only	three	weeks	since	she	came,	and	it	seems	as	if	she'd	been	here	always.	I
can't	 imagine	 the	 place	 without	 her.	 Now,	 don't	 be	 looking	 I	 told-you-so,
Matthew.	That's	bad	enough	in	a	woman,	but	it	isn't	to	be	endured	in	a	man.	I'm
perfectly	willing	to	own	up	that	I'm	glad	I	consented	to	keep	the	child	and	that
I'm	getting	fond	of	her,	but	don't	you	rub	it	in,	Matthew	Cuthbert."



Chapter		13	
The	Delights	of	Anticipation
"It's	time	Anne	was	in	to	do	her	sewing,"	said	Marilla,	glancing	at	the	clock	and
then	out	into	the	yellow	August	afternoon	where	everything	drowsed	in	the	heat.
"She	stayed	playing	with	Diana	more	than	half	an	hour	more'n	I	gave	her	leave
to;	and	now	she's	perched	out	there	on	the	woodpile	talking	to	Matthew,	nineteen
to	the	dozen,	when	she	knows	perfectly	well	she	ought	to	be	at	her	work.	And	of
course	he's	 listening	to	her	 like	a	perfect	ninny.	I	never	saw	such	an	infatuated
man.	 The	 more	 she	 talks	 and	 the	 odder	 the	 things	 she	 says,	 the	 more	 he's
delighted	 evidently.	Anne	Shirley,	 you	 come	 right	 in	 here	 this	minute,	 do	 you
hear	me!"
A	series	of	staccato	taps	on	the	west	window	brought	Anne	flying	in	from	the

yard,	 eyes	 shining,	 cheeks	 faintly	 flushed	with	 pink,	 unbraided	 hair	 streaming
behind	her	in	a	torrent	of	brightness.
"Oh,	 Marilla,"	 she	 exclaimed	 breathlessly,	 "there's	 going	 to	 be	 a	 Sunday-

school	picnic	next	week—in	Mr.	Harmon	Andrews's	field,	right	near	the	lake	of
Shining	Waters.	And	Mrs.	Superintendent	Bell	and	Mrs.	Rachel	Lynde	are	going
to	make	ice	cream—think	of	it,	Marilla—ICE	CREAM!	And,	oh,	Marilla,	can	I
go	to	it?"
"Just	look	at	the	clock,	if	you	please,	Anne.	What	time	did	I	tell	you	to	come

in?"
"Two	o'clock—but	isn't	it	splendid	about	the	picnic,	Marilla?	Please	can	I	go?

Oh,	I've	never	been	to	a	picnic—I've	dreamed	of	picnics,	but	I've	never—"
"Yes,	I	told	you	to	come	at	two	o'clock.	And	it's	a	quarter	to	three.	I'd	like	to

know	why	you	didn't	obey	me,	Anne."
"Why,	 I	meant	 to,	Marilla,	 as	much	as	could	be.	But	you	have	no	 idea	how

fascinating	 Idlewild	 is.	 And	 then,	 of	 course,	 I	 had	 to	 tell	 Matthew	 about	 the
picnic.	Matthew	is	such	a	sympathetic	listener.	Please	can	I	go?"
"You'll	 have	 to	 learn	 to	 resist	 the	 fascination	 of	 Idle-whatever-you-call-it.

When	I	tell	you	to	come	in	at	a	certain	time	I	mean	that	time	and	not	half	an	hour
later.	And	you	needn't	stop	to	discourse	with	sympathetic	listeners	on	your	way,
either.	As	for	the	picnic,	of	course	you	can	go.	You're	a	Sunday-school	scholar,
and	it's	not	likely	I'd	refuse	to	let	you	go	when	all	the	other	little	girls	are	going."



"But—but,"	faltered	Anne,	"Diana	says	that	everybody	must	take	a	basket	of
things	to	eat.	I	can't	cook,	as	you	know,	Marilla,	and—and—I	don't	mind	going
to	a	picnic	without	puffed	sleeves	so	much,	but	 I'd	 feel	 terribly	humiliated	 if	 I
had	to	go	without	a	basket.	It's	been	preying	on	my	mind	ever	since	Diana	told
me."
"Well,	it	needn't	prey	any	longer.	I'll	bake	you	a	basket."
"Oh,	 you	 dear	 good	Marilla.	 Oh,	 you	 are	 so	 kind	 to	me.	 Oh,	 I'm	 so	much

obliged	to	you."
Getting	 through	 with	 her	 "ohs"	 Anne	 cast	 herself	 into	 Marilla's	 arms	 and

rapturously	kissed	her	sallow	cheek.	 It	was	 the	first	 time	in	her	whole	 life	 that
childish	lips	had	voluntarily	touched	Marilla's	face.	Again	that	sudden	sensation
of	 startling	 sweetness	 thrilled	 her.	 She	 was	 secretly	 vastly	 pleased	 at	 Anne's
impulsive	caress,	which	was	probably	the	reason	why	she	said	brusquely:
"There,	 there,	 never	 mind	 your	 kissing	 nonsense.	 I'd	 sooner	 see	 you	 doing

strictly	as	you're	told.	As	for	cooking,	I	mean	to	begin	giving	you	lessons	in	that
some	of	these	days.	But	you're	so	featherbrained,	Anne,	I've	been	waiting	to	see
if	you'd	sober	down	a	little	and	learn	to	be	steady	before	I	begin.	You've	got	to
keep	your	wits	about	you	in	cooking	and	not	stop	in	the	middle	of	things	to	let
your	thoughts	rove	all	over	creation.	Now,	get	out	your	patchwork	and	have	your
square	done	before	teatime."
"I	do	NOT	like	patchwork,"	said	Anne	dolefully,	hunting	out	her	workbasket

and	sitting	down	before	a	little	heap	of	red	and	white	diamonds	with	a	sigh.	"I
think	some	kinds	of	sewing	would	be	nice;	but	there's	no	scope	for	imagination
in	 patchwork.	 It's	 just	 one	 little	 seam	 after	 another	 and	 you	 never	 seem	 to	 be
getting	 anywhere.	 But	 of	 course	 I'd	 rather	 be	 Anne	 of	 Green	 Gables	 sewing
patchwork	than	Anne	of	any	other	place	with	nothing	to	do	but	play.	I	wish	time
went	as	quick	sewing	patches	as	 it	does	when	I'm	playing	with	Diana,	 though.
Oh,	 we	 do	 have	 such	 elegant	 times,	 Marilla.	 I	 have	 to	 furnish	 most	 of	 the
imagination,	but	I'm	well	able	to	do	that.	Diana	is	simply	perfect	in	every	other
way.	You	know	that	little	piece	of	land	across	the	brook	that	runs	up	between	our
farm	 and	Mr.	 Barry's.	 It	 belongs	 to	Mr.	William	Bell,	 and	 right	 in	 the	 corner
there	is	a	little	ring	of	white	birch	trees—the	most	romantic	spot,	Marilla.	Diana
and	I	have	our	playhouse	there.	We	call	it	Idlewild.	Isn't	that	a	poetical	name?	I
assure	you	it	took	me	some	time	to	think	it	out.	I	stayed	awake	nearly	a	whole
night	before	I	invented	it.	Then,	just	as	I	was	dropping	off	to	sleep,	it	came	like
an	inspiration.	Diana	was	ENRAPTURED	when	she	heard	 it.	We	have	got	our
house	 fixed	 up	 elegantly.	You	must	 come	 and	 see	 it,	Marilla—won't	 you?	We
have	great	big	stones,	all	covered	with	moss,	for	seats,	and	boards	from	tree	to
tree	 for	 shelves.	 And	 we	 have	 all	 our	 dishes	 on	 them.	 Of	 course,	 they're	 all



broken	 but	 it's	 the	 easiest	 thing	 in	 the	 world	 to	 imagine	 that	 they	 are	 whole.
There's	 a	 piece	 of	 a	 plate	 with	 a	 spray	 of	 red	 and	 yellow	 ivy	 on	 it	 that	 is
especially	beautiful.	We	keep	it	 in	the	parlor	and	we	have	the	fairy	glass	there,
too.	 The	 fairy	 glass	 is	 as	 lovely	 as	 a	 dream.	Diana	 found	 it	 out	 in	 the	woods
behind	their	chicken	house.	It's	all	 full	of	rainbows—just	 little	young	rainbows
that	 haven't	 grown	 big	 yet—and	 Diana's	 mother	 told	 her	 it	 was	 broken	 off	 a
hanging	lamp	they	once	had.	But	it's	nice	to	imagine	the	fairies	lost	it	one	night
when	they	had	a	ball,	so	we	call	it	the	fairy	glass.	Matthew	is	going	to	make	us	a
table.	 Oh,	 we	 have	 named	 that	 little	 round	 pool	 over	 in	 Mr.	 Barry's	 field
Willowmere.	I	got	that	name	out	of	the	book	Diana	lent	me.	That	was	a	thrilling
book,	Marilla.	The	 heroine	 had	 five	 lovers.	 I'd	 be	 satisfied	with	 one,	wouldn't
you?	She	was	very	handsome	and	she	went	through	great	tribulations.	She	could
faint	as	easy	as	anything.	I'd	love	to	be	able	to	faint,	wouldn't	you,	Marilla?	It's
so	romantic.	But	I'm	really	very	healthy	for	all	I'm	so	thin.	I	believe	I'm	getting
fatter,	though.	Don't	you	think	I	am?	I	look	at	my	elbows	every	morning	when	I
get	up	to	see	if	any	dimples	are	coming.	Diana	is	having	a	new	dress	made	with
elbow	sleeves.	She	is	going	to	wear	it	to	the	picnic.	Oh,	I	do	hope	it	will	be	fine
next	Wednesday.	I	don't	feel	that	I	could	endure	the	disappointment	if	anything
happened	to	prevent	me	from	getting	to	the	picnic.	I	suppose	I'd	live	through	it,
but	 I'm	 certain	 it	 would	 be	 a	 lifelong	 sorrow.	 It	 wouldn't	 matter	 if	 I	 got	 to	 a
hundred	 picnics	 in	 after	 years;	 they	 wouldn't	 make	 up	 for	 missing	 this	 one.
They're	going	to	have	boats	on	the	Lake	of	Shining	Waters—and	ice	cream,	as	I
told	you.	I	have	never	tasted	ice	cream.	Diana	tried	to	explain	what	it	was	like,
but	I	guess	ice	cream	is	one	of	those	things	that	are	beyond	imagination."
"Anne,	you	have	 talked	even	on	for	 ten	minutes	by	 the	clock,"	said	Marilla.

"Now,	 just	 for	 curiosity's	 sake,	 see	 if	 you	 can	 hold	 your	 tongue	 for	 the	 same
length	of	time."
Anne	held	her	tongue	as	desired.	But	for	the	rest	of	the	week	she	talked	picnic

and	 thought	picnic	and	dreamed	picnic.	On	Saturday	 it	 rained	and	she	worked
herself	up	into	such	a	frantic	state	 lest	 it	should	keep	on	raining	until	and	over
Wednesday	 that	 Marilla	 made	 her	 sew	 an	 extra	 patchwork	 square	 by	 way	 of
steadying	her	nerves.
On	Sunday	Anne	confided	to	Marilla	on	the	way	home	from	church	that	she

grew	 actually	 cold	 all	 over	with	 excitement	when	 the	minister	 announced	 the
picnic	from	the	pulpit.
"Such	a	 thrill	 as	went	up	and	down	my	back,	Marilla!	 I	don't	 think	 I'd	ever

really	believed	until	then	that	there	was	honestly	going	to	be	a	picnic.	I	couldn't
help	fearing	I'd	only	imagined	it.	But	when	a	minister	says	a	thing	in	the	pulpit
you	just	have	to	believe	it."



"You	set	your	heart	too	much	on	things,	Anne,"	said	Marilla,	with	a	sigh.	"I'm
afraid	there'll	be	a	great	many	disappointments	in	store	for	you	through	life."
"Oh,	 Marilla,	 looking	 forward	 to	 things	 is	 half	 the	 pleasure	 of	 them,"

exclaimed	Anne.	"You	mayn't	get	the	things	themselves;	but	nothing	can	prevent
you	from	having	the	fun	of	looking	forward	to	them.	Mrs.	Lynde	says,	'Blessed
are	 they	who	 expect	 nothing	 for	 they	 shall	 not	 be	disappointed.'	But	 I	 think	 it
would	be	worse	to	expect	nothing	than	to	be	disappointed."
Marilla	wore	her	amethyst	brooch	to	church	that	day	as	usual.	Marilla	always

wore	 her	 amethyst	 brooch	 to	 church.	 She	 would	 have	 thought	 it	 rather
sacrilegious	to	leave	it	off—as	bad	as	forgetting	her	Bible	or	her	collection	dime.
That	amethyst	brooch	was	Marilla's	most	treasured	possession.	A	seafaring	uncle
had	given	 it	 to	her	mother	who	 in	 turn	had	bequeathed	 it	 to	Marilla.	 It	was	an
old-fashioned	 oval,	 containing	 a	 braid	 of	 her	 mother's	 hair,	 surrounded	 by	 a
border	of	very	 fine	amethysts.	Marilla	knew	 too	 little	about	precious	 stones	 to
realize	 how	 fine	 the	 amethysts	 actually	 were;	 but	 she	 thought	 them	 very
beautiful	 and	 was	 always	 pleasantly	 conscious	 of	 their	 violet	 shimmer	 at	 her
throat,	above	her	good	brown	satin	dress,	even	although	she	could	not	see	it.
Anne	 had	 been	 smitten	 with	 delighted	 admiration	 when	 she	 first	 saw	 that

brooch.
"Oh,	Marilla,	 it's	 a	perfectly	 elegant	brooch.	 I	 don't	 know	how	you	can	pay

attention	to	the	sermon	or	the	prayers	when	you	have	it	on.	I	couldn't,	I	know.	I
think	 amethysts	 are	 just	 sweet.	 They	 are	what	 I	 used	 to	 think	 diamonds	were
like.	Long	ago,	before	I	had	ever	seen	a	diamond,	I	read	about	them	and	I	tried	to
imagine	what	 they	would	 be	 like.	 I	 thought	 they	would	 be	 lovely	 glimmering
purple	 stones.	When	 I	 saw	 a	 real	 diamond	 in	 a	 lady's	 ring	 one	 day	 I	 was	 so
disappointed	 I	 cried.	Of	 course,	 it	was	 very	 lovely	 but	 it	wasn't	my	 idea	 of	 a
diamond.	Will	you	let	me	hold	the	brooch	for	one	minute,	Marilla?	Do	you	think
amethysts	can	be	the	souls	of	good	violets?"



Chapter		14	
Anne's	Confession
ON	 the	Monday	 evening	before	 the	picnic	Marilla	 came	down	 from	her	 room
with	a	troubled	face.
"Anne,"	 she	 said	 to	 that	 small	 personage,	 who	 was	 shelling	 peas	 by	 the

spotless	table	and	singing,	"Nelly	of	the	Hazel	Dell"	with	a	vigor	and	expression
that	 did	 credit	 to	 Diana's	 teaching,	 "did	 you	 see	 anything	 of	 my	 amethyst
brooch?	I	 thought	 I	 stuck	 it	 in	my	pincushion	when	I	came	home	from	church
yesterday	evening,	but	I	can't	find	it	anywhere."
"I—I	 saw	 it	 this	 afternoon	 when	 you	 were	 away	 at	 the	 Aid	 Society,"	 said

Anne,	a	little	slowly.	"I	was	passing	your	door	when	I	saw	it	on	the	cushion,	so	I
went	in	to	look	at	it."
"Did	you	touch	it?"	said	Marilla	sternly.
"Y-e-e-s,"	admitted	Anne,	"I	took	it	up	and	I	pinned	it	on	my	breast	just	to	see

how	it	would	look."
"You	had	no	business	to	do	anything	of	the	sort.	It's	very	wrong	in	a	little	girl

to	 meddle.	 You	 shouldn't	 have	 gone	 into	 my	 room	 in	 the	 first	 place	 and	 you
shouldn't	have	touched	a	brooch	that	didn't	belong	to	you	in	the	second.	Where
did	you	put	it?"
"Oh,	I	put	it	back	on	the	bureau.	I	hadn't	it	on	a	minute.	Truly,	I	didn't	mean	to

meddle,	Marilla.	 I	 didn't	 think	 about	 its	 being	 wrong	 to	 go	 in	 and	 try	 on	 the
brooch;	but	I	see	now	that	it	was	and	I'll	never	do	it	again.	That's	one	good	thing
about	me.	I	never	do	the	same	naughty	thing	twice."
"You	 didn't	 put	 it	 back,"	 said	 Marilla.	 "That	 brooch	 isn't	 anywhere	 on	 the

bureau.	You've	taken	it	out	or	something,	Anne."
"I	did	put	 it	 back,"	 said	Anne	quickly—pertly,	Marilla	 thought.	 "I	don't	 just

remember	whether	I	stuck	it	on	the	pincushion	or	laid	it	in	the	china	tray.	But	I'm
perfectly	certain	I	put	it	back."
"I'll	go	and	have	another	 look,"	said	Marilla,	determining	 to	be	 just.	 "If	you

put	that	brooch	back	it's	there	still.	If	it	isn't	I'll	know	you	didn't,	that's	all!"
Marilla	 went	 to	 her	 room	 and	 made	 a	 thorough	 search,	 not	 only	 over	 the

bureau	but	in	every	other	place	she	thought	the	brooch	might	possibly	be.	It	was
not	to	be	found	and	she	returned	to	the	kitchen.



"Anne,	the	brooch	is	gone.	By	your	own	admission	you	were	the	last	person	to
handle	it.	Now,	what	have	you	done	with	it?	Tell	me	the	truth	at	once.	Did	you
take	it	out	and	lose	it?"
"No,	I	didn't,"	said	Anne	solemnly,	meeting	Marilla's	angry	gaze	squarely.	"I

never	took	the	brooch	out	of	your	room	and	that	is	the	truth,	if	I	was	to	be	led	to
the	 block	 for	 it—although	 I'm	 not	 very	 certain	 what	 a	 block	 is.	 So	 there,
Marilla."
Anne's	 "so	 there"	was	only	 intended	 to	emphasize	her	assertion,	but	Marilla

took	it	as	a	display	of	defiance.
"I	 believe	you	 are	 telling	me	 a	 falsehood,	Anne,"	 she	 said	 sharply.	 "I	 know

you	are.	There	now,	don't	say	anything	more	unless	you	are	prepared	to	tell	the
whole	truth.	Go	to	your	room	and	stay	there	until	you	are	ready	to	confess."
"Will	I	take	the	peas	with	me?"	said	Anne	meekly.
"No,	I'll	finish	shelling	them	myself.	Do	as	I	bid	you."
When	Anne	had	gone	Marilla	went	about	her	evening	tasks	in	a	very	disturbed

state	of	mind.	She	was	worried	about	her	valuable	brooch.	What	if	Anne	had	lost
it?	And	how	wicked	of	 the	child	 to	deny	having	 taken	 it,	when	anybody	could
see	she	must	have!	With	such	an	innocent	face,	too!
"I	don't	know	what	 I	wouldn't	 sooner	have	had	happen,"	 thought	Marilla,	as

she	nervously	shelled	the	peas.	"Of	course,	I	don't	suppose	she	meant	to	steal	it
or	 anything	 like	 that.	 She's	 just	 taken	 it	 to	 play	 with	 or	 help	 along	 that
imagination	of	hers.	She	must	have	taken	it,	 that's	clear,	for	there	hasn't	been	a
soul	in	that	room	since	she	was	in	it,	by	her	own	story,	until	I	went	up	tonight.
And	 the	 brooch	 is	 gone,	 there's	 nothing	 surer.	 I	 suppose	 she	 has	 lost	 it	 and	 is
afraid	to	own	up	for	fear	she'll	be	punished.	It's	a	dreadful	thing	to	think	she	tells
falsehoods.	 It's	 a	 far	 worse	 thing	 than	 her	 fit	 of	 temper.	 It's	 a	 fearful
responsibility	 to	 have	 a	 child	 in	 your	 house	 you	 can't	 trust.	 Slyness	 and
untruthfulness—that's	what	she	has	displayed.	 I	declare	 I	 feel	worse	about	 that
than	about	the	brooch.	If	she'd	only	have	told	the	truth	about	it	I	wouldn't	mind
so	much."
Marilla	went	to	her	room	at	intervals	all	through	the	evening	and	searched	for

the	 brooch,	 without	 finding	 it.	 A	 bedtime	 visit	 to	 the	 east	 gable	 produced	 no
result.	Anne	persisted	 in	denying	 that	 she	knew	anything	about	 the	brooch	but
Marilla	was	only	the	more	firmly	convinced	that	she	did.
She	 told	Matthew	the	story	 the	next	morning.	Matthew	was	confounded	and

puzzled;	 he	 could	 not	 so	 quickly	 lose	 faith	 in	 Anne	 but	 he	 had	 to	 admit	 that
circumstances	were	against	her.
"You're	sure	 it	hasn't	 fell	down	behind	the	bureau?"	was	the	only	suggestion

he	could	offer.



"I've	moved	the	bureau	and	I've	taken	out	the	drawers	and	I've	looked	in	every
crack	and	cranny"	was	Marilla's	positive	answer.	"The	brooch	 is	gone	and	 that
child	 has	 taken	 it	 and	 lied	 about	 it.	 That's	 the	 plain,	 ugly	 truth,	 Matthew
Cuthbert,	and	we	might	as	well	look	it	in	the	face."
"Well	 now,	 what	 are	 you	 going	 to	 do	 about	 it?"	 Matthew	 asked	 forlornly,

feeling	secretly	 thankful	 that	Marilla	and	not	he	had	 to	deal	with	 the	situation.
He	felt	no	desire	to	put	his	oar	in	this	time.
"She'll	 stay	 in	 her	 room	 until	 she	 confesses,"	 said	 Marilla	 grimly,

remembering	 the	 success	 of	 this	 method	 in	 the	 former	 case.	 "Then	 we'll	 see.
Perhaps	we'll	be	able	to	find	the	brooch	if	she'll	only	tell	where	she	took	it;	but	in
any	case	she'll	have	to	be	severely	punished,	Matthew."
"Well	now,	you'll	have	to	punish	her,"	said	Matthew,	reaching	for	his	hat.	"I've

nothing	to	do	with	it,	remember.	You	warned	me	off	yourself."
Marilla	 felt	deserted	by	everyone.	She	could	not	 even	go	 to	Mrs.	Lynde	 for

advice.	She	went	up	to	the	east	gable	with	a	very	serious	face	and	left	it	with	a
face	 more	 serious	 still.	 Anne	 steadfastly	 refused	 to	 confess.	 She	 persisted	 in
asserting	that	she	had	not	taken	the	brooch.	The	child	had	evidently	been	crying
and	Marilla	felt	a	pang	of	pity	which	she	sternly	repressed.	By	night	she	was,	as
she	expressed	it,	"beat	out."
"You'll	stay	in	this	room	until	you	confess,	Anne.	You	can	make	up	your	mind

to	that,"	she	said	firmly.
"But	the	picnic	is	tomorrow,	Marilla,"	cried	Anne.	"You	won't	keep	me	from

going	to	that,	will	you?	You'll	just	let	me	out	for	the	afternoon,	won't	you?	Then
I'll	stay	here	as	long	as	you	like	AFTERWARDS	cheerfully.	But	I	MUST	go	to
the	picnic."
"You'll	not	go	to	picnics	nor	anywhere	else	until	you've	confessed,	Anne."
"Oh,	Marilla,"	gasped	Anne.
But	Marilla	had	gone	out	and	shut	the	door.
Wednesday	morning	dawned	as	bright	and	fair	as	if	expressly	made	to	order

for	the	picnic.	Birds	sang	around	Green	Gables;	the	Madonna	lilies	in	the	garden
sent	out	whiffs	of	perfume	that	entered	in	on	viewless	winds	at	every	door	and
window,	and	wandered	through	halls	and	rooms	like	spirits	of	benediction.	The
birches	 in	 the	 hollow	 waved	 joyful	 hands	 as	 if	 watching	 for	 Anne's	 usual
morning	greeting	from	the	east	gable.	But	Anne	was	not	at	her	window.	When
Marilla	took	her	breakfast	up	to	her	she	found	the	child	sitting	primly	on	her	bed,
pale	and	resolute,	with	tight-shut	lips	and	gleaming	eyes.
"Marilla,	I'm	ready	to	confess."
"Ah!"	Marilla	laid	down	her	tray.	Once	again	her	method	had	succeeded;	but

her	 success	 was	 very	 bitter	 to	 her.	 "Let	 me	 hear	 what	 you	 have	 to	 say	 then,



Anne."
"I	 took	 the	 amethyst	 brooch,"	 said	 Anne,	 as	 if	 repeating	 a	 lesson	 she	 had

learned.	"I	took	it	just	as	you	said.	I	didn't	mean	to	take	it	when	I	went	in.	But	it
did	look	so	beautiful,	Marilla,	when	I	pinned	it	on	my	breast	that	I	was	overcome
by	an	 irresistible	 temptation.	 I	 imagined	how	perfectly	 thrilling	 it	would	be	 to
take	it	 to	Idlewild	and	play	I	was	 the	Lady	Cordelia	Fitzgerald.	It	would	be	so
much	easier	to	imagine	I	was	the	Lady	Cordelia	if	I	had	a	real	amethyst	brooch
on.	Diana	and	I	make	necklaces	of	roseberries	but	what	are	roseberries	compared
to	amethysts?	So	I	took	the	brooch.	I	thought	I	could	put	it	back	before	you	came
home.	 I	went	all	 the	way	around	by	 the	road	 to	 lengthen	out	 the	 time.	When	I
was	going	over	the	bridge	across	the	Lake	of	Shining	Waters	I	took	the	brooch
off	 to	 have	 another	 look	 at	 it.	Oh,	 how	 it	 did	 shine	 in	 the	 sunlight!	And	 then,
when	I	was	leaning	over	the	bridge,	it	just	slipped	through	my	fingers—so—and
went	down—down—down,	all	purply-sparkling,	and	sank	forevermore	beneath
the	Lake	of	Shining	Waters.	And	that's	the	best	I	can	do	at	confessing,	Marilla."
Marilla	felt	hot	anger	surge	up	into	her	heart	again.	This	child	had	taken	and

lost	her	treasured	amethyst	brooch	and	now	sat	there	calmly	reciting	the	details
thereof	without	the	least	apparent	compunction	or	repentance.
"Anne,	 this	 is	 terrible,"	 she	 said,	 trying	 to	 speak	 calmly.	 "You	 are	 the	 very

wickedest	girl	I	ever	heard	of."
"Yes,	 I	 suppose	 I	 am,"	 agreed	Anne	 tranquilly.	 "And	 I	 know	 I'll	 have	 to	 be

punished.	It'll	be	your	duty	to	punish	me,	Marilla.	Won't	you	please	get	 it	over
right	off	because	I'd	like	to	go	to	the	picnic	with	nothing	on	my	mind."
"Picnic,	indeed!	You'll	go	to	no	picnic	today,	Anne	Shirley.	That	shall	be	your

punishment.	And	it	isn't	half	severe	enough	either	for	what	you've	done!"
"Not	go	to	 the	picnic!"	Anne	sprang	to	her	feet	and	clutched	Marilla's	hand.

"But	you	PROMISED	me	I	might!	Oh,	Marilla,	I	must	go	to	the	picnic.	That	was
why	 I	 confessed.	 Punish	 me	 any	 way	 you	 like	 but	 that.	 Oh,	 Marilla,	 please,
please,	let	me	go	to	the	picnic.	Think	of	the	ice	cream!	For	anything	you	know	I
may	never	have	a	chance	to	taste	ice	cream	again."
Marilla	disengaged	Anne's	clinging	hands	stonily.
"You	needn't	plead,	Anne.	You	are	not	going	to	the	picnic	and	that's	final.	No,

not	a	word."
Anne	 realized	 that	 Marilla	 was	 not	 to	 be	 moved.	 She	 clasped	 her	 hands

together,	 gave	 a	 piercing	 shriek,	 and	 then	 flung	 herself	 face	 downward	 on	 the
bed,	crying	and	writhing	in	an	utter	abandonment	of	disappointment	and	despair.
"For	the	land's	sake!"	gasped	Marilla,	hastening	from	the	room.	"I	believe	the

child	is	crazy.	No	child	in	her	senses	would	behave	as	she	does.	If	she	isn't	she's
utterly	bad.	Oh	dear,	I'm	afraid	Rachel	was	right	from	the	first.	But	I've	put	my



hand	to	the	plow	and	I	won't	look	back."
That	was	a	dismal	morning.	Marilla	worked	fiercely	and	scrubbed	the	porch

floor	and	the	dairy	shelves	when	she	could	find	nothing	else	to	do.	Neither	the
shelves	nor	the	porch	needed	it—but	Marilla	did.	Then	she	went	out	and	raked
the	yard.
When	dinner	was	ready	she	went	to	the	stairs	and	called	Anne.	A	tear-stained

face	appeared,	looking	tragically	over	the	banisters.
"Come	down	to	your	dinner,	Anne."
"I	 don't	 want	 any	 dinner,	 Marilla,"	 said	 Anne,	 sobbingly.	 "I	 couldn't	 eat

anything.	 My	 heart	 is	 broken.	 You'll	 feel	 remorse	 of	 conscience	 someday,	 I
expect,	 for	 breaking	 it,	 Marilla,	 but	 I	 forgive	 you.	 Remember	 when	 the	 time
comes	 that	 I	 forgive	 you.	 But	 please	 don't	 ask	me	 to	 eat	 anything,	 especially
boiled	pork	and	greens.	Boiled	pork	and	greens	are	so	unromantic	when	one	is	in
affliction."
Exasperated,	Marilla	returned	to	the	kitchen	and	poured	out	her	tale	of	woe	to

Matthew,	 who,	 between	 his	 sense	 of	 justice	 and	 his	 unlawful	 sympathy	 with
Anne,	was	a	miserable	man.
"Well	now,	she	shouldn't	have	taken	the	brooch,	Marilla,	or	told	stories	about

it,"	 he	 admitted,	 mournfully	 surveying	 his	 plateful	 of	 unromantic	 pork	 and
greens	as	 if	he,	 like	Anne,	 thought	 it	 a	 food	unsuited	 to	crises	of	 feeling,	 "but
she's	 such	 a	 little	 thing—such	 an	 interesting	 little	 thing.	 Don't	 you	 think	 it's
pretty	rough	not	to	let	her	go	to	the	picnic	when	she's	so	set	on	it?"
"Matthew	Cuthbert,	 I'm	 amazed	 at	 you.	 I	 think	 I've	 let	 her	 off	 entirely	 too

easy.	And	she	doesn't	appear	to	realize	how	wicked	she's	been	at	all—that's	what
worries	me	most.	If	she'd	really	felt	sorry	it	wouldn't	be	so	bad.	And	you	don't
seem	to	realize	it,	neither;	you're	making	excuses	for	her	all	the	time	to	yourself
—I	can	see	that."
"Well	 now,	 she's	 such	 a	 little	 thing,"	 feebly	 reiterated	Matthew.	 "And	 there

should	 be	 allowances	 made,	Marilla.	 You	 know	 she's	 never	 had	 any	 bringing
up."
"Well,	she's	having	it	now"	retorted	Marilla.
The	retort	silenced	Matthew	if	it	did	not	convince	him.	That	dinner	was	a	very

dismal	meal.	The	only	cheerful	thing	about	it	was	Jerry	Buote,	the	hired	boy,	and
Marilla	resented	his	cheerfulness	as	a	personal	insult.
When	 her	 dishes	 were	 washed	 and	 her	 bread	 sponge	 set	 and	 her	 hens	 fed

Marilla	 remembered	 that	 she	 had	 noticed	 a	 small	 rent	 in	 her	 best	 black	 lace
shawl	 when	 she	 had	 taken	 it	 off	 on	Monday	 afternoon	 on	 returning	 from	 the
Ladies'	Aid.
She	would	go	and	mend	it.	The	shawl	was	in	a	box	in	her	trunk.	As	Marilla



lifted	 it	 out,	 the	 sunlight,	 falling	 through	 the	vines	 that	 clustered	 thickly	 about
the	 window,	 struck	 upon	 something	 caught	 in	 the	 shawl—something	 that
glittered	and	sparkled	in	facets	of	violet	light.	Marilla	snatched	at	it	with	a	gasp.
It	was	the	amethyst	brooch,	hanging	to	a	thread	of	the	lace	by	its	catch!
"Dear	life	and	heart,"	said	Marilla	blankly,	"what	does	this	mean?	Here's	my

brooch	 safe	 and	 sound	 that	 I	 thought	 was	 at	 the	 bottom	 of	 Barry's	 pond.
Whatever	did	that	girl	mean	by	saying	she	took	it	and	lost	it?	I	declare	I	believe
Green	 Gables	 is	 bewitched.	 I	 remember	 now	 that	 when	 I	 took	 off	 my	 shawl
Monday	afternoon	I	laid	it	on	the	bureau	for	a	minute.	I	suppose	the	brooch	got
caught	in	it	somehow.	Well!"
Marilla	 betook	 herself	 to	 the	 east	 gable,	 brooch	 in	 hand.	 Anne	 had	 cried

herself	out	and	was	sitting	dejectedly	by	the	window.
"Anne	Shirley,"	said	Marilla	solemnly,	"I've	just	found	my	brooch	hanging	to

my	black	lace	shawl.	Now	I	want	to	know	what	that	rigmarole	you	told	me	this
morning	meant."
"Why,	you	said	you'd	keep	me	here	until	I	confessed,"	returned	Anne	wearily,

"and	so	I	decided	to	confess	because	I	was	bound	to	get	to	the	picnic.	I	thought
out	 a	 confession	 last	 night	 after	 I	went	 to	 bed	 and	made	 it	 as	 interesting	 as	 I
could.	And	I	said	it	over	and	over	so	that	I	wouldn't	forget	it.	But	you	wouldn't
let	me	go	to	the	picnic	after	all,	so	all	my	trouble	was	wasted."
Marilla	had	to	laugh	in	spite	of	herself.	But	her	conscience	pricked	her.
"Anne,	 you	 do	 beat	 all!	But	 I	was	wrong—I	 see	 that	 now.	 I	 shouldn't	 have

doubted	your	word	when	I'd	never	known	you	to	tell	a	story.	Of	course,	it	wasn't
right	for	you	to	confess	to	a	thing	you	hadn't	done—it	was	very	wrong	to	do	so.
But	 I	 drove	you	 to	 it.	So	 if	 you'll	 forgive	me,	Anne,	 I'll	 forgive	you	and	we'll
start	square	again.	And	now	get	yourself	ready	for	the	picnic."
Anne	flew	up	like	a	rocket.
"Oh,	Marilla,	isn't	it	too	late?"
"No,	it's	only	two	o'clock.	They	won't	be	more	than	well	gathered	yet	and	it'll

be	an	hour	before	they	have	tea.	Wash	your	face	and	comb	your	hair	and	put	on
your	gingham.	I'll	fill	a	basket	for	you.	There's	plenty	of	stuff	baked	in	the	house.
And	I'll	get	Jerry	to	hitch	up	the	sorrel	and	drive	you	down	to	the	picnic	ground."
"Oh,	Marilla,"	exclaimed	Anne,	flying	to	the	washstand.	"Five	minutes	ago	I

was	so	miserable	I	was	wishing	I'd	never	been	born	and	now	I	wouldn't	change
places	with	an	angel!"
That	night	a	 thoroughly	happy,	completely	 tired-out	Anne	 returned	 to	Green

Gables	in	a	state	of	beatification	impossible	to	describe.
"Oh,	 Marilla,	 I've	 had	 a	 perfectly	 scrumptious	 time.	 Scrumptious	 is	 a	 new

word	 I	 learned	 today.	 I	 heard	Mary	Alice	Bell	 use	 it.	 Isn't	 it	 very	 expressive?



Everything	was	 lovely.	We	had	 a	 splendid	 tea	 and	 then	Mr.	Harmon	Andrews
took	us	all	 for	a	 row	on	 the	Lake	of	Shining	Waters—six	of	us	at	a	 time.	And
Jane	Andrews	nearly	fell	overboard.	She	was	leaning	out	to	pick	water	lilies	and
if	Mr.	Andrews	hadn't	caught	her	by	her	sash	just	in	the	nick	of	time	she'd	fallen
in	and	prob'ly	been	drowned.	I	wish	it	had	been	me.	It	would	have	been	such	a
romantic	experience	 to	have	been	nearly	drowned.	 It	would	be	such	a	 thrilling
tale	to	tell.	And	we	had	the	ice	cream.	Words	fail	me	to	describe	that	ice	cream.
Marilla,	I	assure	you	it	was	sublime."
That	 evening	 Marilla	 told	 the	 whole	 story	 to	 Matthew	 over	 her	 stocking

basket.
"I'm	willing	 to	own	up	 that	 I	made	a	mistake,"	she	concluded	candidly,	"but

I've	 learned	 a	 lesson.	 I	 have	 to	 laugh	 when	 I	 think	 of	 Anne's	 'confession,'
although	I	suppose	I	shouldn't	for	it	really	was	a	falsehood.	But	it	doesn't	seem
as	bad	as	the	other	would	have	been,	somehow,	and	anyhow	I'm	responsible	for
it.	That	child	is	hard	to	understand	in	some	respects.	But	I	believe	she'll	turn	out
all	right	yet.	And	there's	one	thing	certain,	no	house	will	ever	be	dull	that	she's
in."



Chapter		15	
A	Tempest	in	the	School	Teapot
"What	a	splendid	day!"	said	Anne,	drawing	a	long	breath.	"Isn't	it	good	just	to	be
alive	on	a	day	like	this?	I	pity	the	people	who	aren't	born	yet	for	missing	it.	They
may	 have	 good	 days,	 of	 course,	 but	 they	 can	 never	 have	 this	 one.	 And	 it's
splendider	still	to	have	such	a	lovely	way	to	go	to	school	by,	isn't	it?"
"It's	a	 lot	nicer	 than	going	round	by	 the	road;	 that	 is	so	dusty	and	hot,"	said

Diana	practically,	peeping	into	her	dinner	basket	and	mentally	calculating	if	the
three	 juicy,	 toothsome,	 raspberry	 tarts	 reposing	 there	were	 divided	 among	 ten
girls	how	many	bites	each	girl	would	have.
The	little	girls	of	Avonlea	school	always	pooled	their	lunches,	and	to	eat	three

raspberry	tarts	all	alone	or	even	to	share	them	only	with	one's	best	chum	would
have	 forever	 and	 ever	 branded	 as	 "awful	mean"	 the	 girl	who	 did	 it.	 And	 yet,
when	the	tarts	were	divided	among	ten	girls	you	just	got	enough	to	tantalize	you.
The	way	Anne	 and	Diana	went	 to	 school	WAS	 a	 pretty	 one.	Anne	 thought

those	walks	to	and	from	school	with	Diana	couldn't	be	improved	upon	even	by
imagination.	Going	 around	 by	 the	main	 road	would	 have	 been	 so	 unromantic;
but	 to	go	by	Lover's	Lane	and	Willowmere	and	Violet	Vale	and	the	Birch	Path
was	romantic,	if	ever	anything	was.
Lover's	Lane	opened	out	below	the	orchard	at	Green	Gables	and	stretched	far

up	into	the	woods	to	the	end	of	the	Cuthbert	farm.	It	was	the	way	by	which	the
cows	were	taken	to	the	back	pasture	and	the	wood	hauled	home	in	winter.	Anne
had	named	it	Lover's	Lane	before	she	had	been	a	month	at	Green	Gables.
"Not	that	lovers	ever	really	walk	there,"	she	explained	to	Marilla,	"but	Diana

and	I	are	reading	a	perfectly	magnificent	book	and	there's	a	Lover's	Lane	in	it.
So	we	want	 to	have	one,	 too.	And	 it's	a	very	pretty	name,	don't	you	 think?	So
romantic!	We	can't	imagine	the	lovers	into	it,	you	know.	I	like	that	lane	because
you	can	think	out	loud	there	without	people	calling	you	crazy."
Anne,	starting	out	alone	in	the	morning,	went	down	Lover's	Lane	as	far	as	the

brook.	Here	Diana	met	her,	and	the	two	little	girls	went	on	up	the	lane	under	the
leafy	 arch	 of	 maples—"maples	 are	 such	 sociable	 trees,"	 said	 Anne;	 "they're
always	rustling	and	whispering	to	you"—until	they	came	to	a	rustic	bridge.	Then
they	 left	 the	 lane	 and	 walked	 through	 Mr.	 Barry's	 back	 field	 and	 past



Willowmere.	Beyond	Willowmere	came	Violet	Vale—a	little	green	dimple	in	the
shadow	of	Mr.	Andrew	Bell's	big	woods.	 "Of	course	 there	are	no	violets	 there
now,"	Anne	 told	Marilla,	 "but	Diana	says	 there	are	millions	of	 them	in	spring.
Oh,	Marilla,	 can't	 you	 just	 imagine	 you	 see	 them?	 It	 actually	 takes	 away	my
breath.	 I	 named	 it	 Violet	 Vale.	 Diana	 says	 she	 never	 saw	 the	 beat	 of	 me	 for
hitting	on	fancy	names	for	places.	It's	nice	to	be	clever	at	something,	isn't	it?	But
Diana	named	 the	Birch	Path.	She	wanted	 to,	 so	 I	 let	 her;	 but	 I'm	 sure	 I	 could
have	found	something	more	poetical	 than	plain	Birch	Path.	Anybody	can	think
of	a	name	like	that.	But	the	Birch	Path	is	one	of	the	prettiest	places	in	the	world,
Marilla."
It	was.	Other	people	besides	Anne	thought	so	when	they	stumbled	on	it.	It	was

a	little	narrow,	twisting	path,	winding	down	over	a	long	hill	straight	through	Mr.
Bell's	 woods,	 where	 the	 light	 came	 down	 sifted	 through	 so	 many	 emerald
screens	that	it	was	as	flawless	as	the	heart	of	a	diamond.	It	was	fringed	in	all	its
length	with	slim	young	birches,	white	stemmed	and	lissom	boughed;	ferns	and
starflowers	 and	wild	 lilies-of-the-valley	and	 scarlet	 tufts	of	pigeonberries	grew
thickly	along	it;	and	always	there	was	a	delightful	spiciness	in	the	air	and	music
of	 bird	 calls	 and	 the	murmur	 and	 laugh	 of	wood	winds	 in	 the	 trees	 overhead.
Now	and	then	you	might	see	a	rabbit	skipping	across	the	road	if	you	were	quiet
—which,	with	Anne	and	Diana,	happened	about	once	in	a	blue	moon.	Down	in
the	valley	the	path	came	out	to	the	main	road	and	then	it	was	just	up	the	spruce
hill	to	the	school.
The	Avonlea	school	was	a	whitewashed	building,	low	in	the	eaves	and	wide	in

the	windows,	furnished	inside	with	comfortable	substantial	old-fashioned	desks
that	 opened	 and	 shut,	 and	were	 carved	 all	 over	 their	 lids	with	 the	 initials	 and
hieroglyphics	of	 three	generations	of	school	children.	The	schoolhouse	was	set
back	from	the	road	and	behind	it	was	a	dusky	fir	wood	and	a	brook	where	all	the
children	 put	 their	 bottles	 of	milk	 in	 the	morning	 to	 keep	 cool	 and	 sweet	 until
dinner	hour.
Marilla	had	seen	Anne	start	off	 to	school	on	the	first	day	of	September	with

many	secret	misgivings.	Anne	was	such	an	odd	girl.	How	would	she	get	on	with
the	other	children?	And	how	on	earth	would	she	ever	manage	to	hold	her	tongue
during	school	hours?
Things	 went	 better	 than	 Marilla	 feared,	 however.	 Anne	 came	 home	 that

evening	in	high	spirits.
"I	think	I'm	going	to	like	school	here,"	she	announced.	"I	don't	think	much	of

the	master,	 through.	He's	all	 the	 time	curling	his	mustache	and	making	eyes	at
Prissy	Andrews.	Prissy	is	grown	up,	you	know.	She's	sixteen	and	she's	studying
for	the	entrance	examination	into	Queen's	Academy	at	Charlottetown	next	year.



Tillie	 Boulter	 says	 the	 master	 is	 DEAD	 GONE	 on	 her.	 She's	 got	 a	 beautiful
complexion	and	curly	brown	hair	and	she	does	it	up	so	elegantly.	She	sits	in	the
long	 seat	 at	 the	 back	 and	 he	 sits	 there,	 too,	most	 of	 the	 time—to	 explain	 her
lessons,	 he	 says.	But	Ruby	Gillis	 says	 she	 saw	 him	writing	 something	 on	 her
slate	and	when	Prissy	read	it	she	blushed	as	red	as	a	beet	and	giggled;	and	Ruby
Gillis	says	she	doesn't	believe	it	had	anything	to	do	with	the	lesson."
"Anne	Shirley,	don't	 let	me	hear	you	 talking	about	your	 teacher	 in	 that	way

again,"	 said	Marilla	 sharply.	 "You	 don't	 go	 to	 school	 to	 criticize	 the	master.	 I
guess	he	can	teach	YOU	something,	and	it's	your	business	to	learn.	And	I	want
you	 to	 understand	 right	 off	 that	 you	 are	 not	 to	 come	 home	 telling	 tales	 about
him.	That	is	something	I	won't	encourage.	I	hope	you	were	a	good	girl."
"Indeed	 I	 was,"	 said	 Anne	 comfortably.	 "It	 wasn't	 so	 hard	 as	 you	 might

imagine,	 either.	 I	 sit	with	Diana.	Our	 seat	 is	 right	 by	 the	window	 and	we	 can
look	down	to	the	Lake	of	Shining	Waters.	There	are	a	lot	of	nice	girls	in	school
and	we	had	scrumptious	fun	playing	at	dinnertime.	It's	so	nice	 to	have	a	 lot	of
little	 girls	 to	 play	 with.	 But	 of	 course	 I	 like	 Diana	 best	 and	 always	 will.	 I
ADORE	Diana.	I'm	dreadfully	far	behind	the	others.	They're	all	in	the	fifth	book
and	I'm	only	in	the	fourth.	I	feel	that	it's	kind	of	a	disgrace.	But	there's	not	one	of
them	 has	 such	 an	 imagination	 as	 I	 have	 and	 I	 soon	 found	 that	 out.	 We	 had
reading	 and	 geography	 and	Canadian	 history	 and	 dictation	 today.	Mr.	 Phillips
said	 my	 spelling	 was	 disgraceful	 and	 he	 held	 up	 my	 slate	 so	 that	 everybody
could	 see	 it,	 all	marked	 over.	 I	 felt	 so	mortified,	Marilla;	 he	might	 have	 been
politer	 to	a	 stranger,	 I	 think.	Ruby	Gillis	gave	me	an	apple	and	Sophia	Sloane
lent	me	a	lovely	pink	card	with	'May	I	see	you	home?'	on	it.	I'm	to	give	it	back	to
her	 tomorrow.	And	Tillie	Boulter	 let	me	wear	 her	 bead	 ring	 all	 the	 afternoon.
Can	I	have	some	of	those	pearl	beads	off	the	old	pincushion	in	the	garret	to	make
myself	a	ring?	And	oh,	Marilla,	Jane	Andrews	told	me	that	Minnie	MacPherson
told	her	 that	 she	heard	Prissy	Andrews	 tell	Sara	Gillis	 that	 I	had	a	very	pretty
nose.	Marilla,	 that	 is	 the	 first	 compliment	 I	 have	 ever	 had	 in	my	 life	 and	 you
can't	 imagine	what	a	 strange	 feeling	 it	gave	me.	Marilla,	have	 I	 really	a	pretty
nose?	I	know	you'll	tell	me	the	truth."
"Your	nose	is	well	enough,"	said	Marilla	shortly.	Secretly	she	thought	Anne's

nose	was	a	remarkable	pretty	one;	but	she	had	no	intention	of	telling	her	so.
That	was	 three	weeks	 ago	 and	 all	 had	 gone	 smoothly	 so	 far.	And	 now,	 this

crisp	September	morning,	Anne	and	Diana	were	tripping	blithely	down	the	Birch
Path,	two	of	the	happiest	little	girls	in	Avonlea.
"I	 guess	 Gilbert	 Blythe	 will	 be	 in	 school	 today,"	 said	 Diana.	 "He's	 been

visiting	his	cousins	over	in	New	Brunswick	all	summer	and	he	only	came	home
Saturday	 night.	 He's	 AW'FLY	 handsome,	 Anne.	 And	 he	 teases	 the	 girls



something	terrible.	He	just	torments	our	lives	out."
Diana's	voice	indicated	that	she	rather	liked	having	her	life	tormented	out	than

not.
"Gilbert	 Blythe?"	 said	 Anne.	 "Isn't	 his	 name	 that's	 written	 up	 on	 the	 porch

wall	with	Julia	Bell's	and	a	big	'Take	Notice'	over	them?"
"Yes,"	said	Diana,	tossing	her	head,	"but	I'm	sure	he	doesn't	like	Julia	Bell	so

very	 much.	 I've	 heard	 him	 say	 he	 studied	 the	 multiplication	 table	 by	 her
freckles."
"Oh,	don't	speak	about	freckles	to	me,"	implored	Anne.	"It	isn't	delicate	when

I've	got	so	many.	But	I	do	think	that	writing	take-notices	up	on	the	wall	about	the
boys	and	girls	is	the	silliest	ever.	I	should	just	like	to	see	anybody	dare	to	write
my	name	up	with	a	boy's.	Not,	of	course,"	 she	hastened	 to	add,	 "that	anybody
would."
Anne	 sighed.	 She	 didn't	 want	 her	 name	 written	 up.	 But	 it	 was	 a	 little

humiliating	to	know	that	there	was	no	danger	of	it.
"Nonsense,"	said	Diana,	whose	black	eyes	and	glossy	tresses	had	played	such

havoc	with	the	hearts	of	Avonlea	schoolboys	that	her	name	figured	on	the	porch
walls	in	half	a	dozen	take-notices.	"It's	only	meant	as	a	joke.	And	don't	you	be
too	sure	your	name	won't	ever	be	written	up.	Charlie	Sloane	is	DEAD	GONE	on
you.	He	told	his	mother—his	MOTHER,	mind	you—that	you	were	the	smartest
girl	in	school.	That's	better	than	being	good	looking."
"No,	it	isn't,"	said	Anne,	feminine	to	the	core.	"I'd	rather	be	pretty	than	clever.

And	I	hate	Charlie	Sloane,	I	can't	bear	a	boy	with	goggle	eyes.	If	anyone	wrote
my	name	up	with	his	I'd	never	GET	over	it,	Diana	Barry.	But	it	IS	nice	to	keep
head	of	your	class."
"You'll	 have	Gilbert	 in	 your	 class	 after	 this,"	 said	Diana,	 "and	 he's	 used	 to

being	head	of	his	class,	I	can	tell	you.	He's	only	in	the	fourth	book	although	he's
nearly	fourteen.	Four	years	ago	his	father	was	sick	and	had	to	go	out	to	Alberta
for	his	health	and	Gilbert	went	with	him.	They	were	 there	 three	years	and	Gil
didn't	go	to	school	hardly	any	until	they	came	back.	You	won't	find	it	so	easy	to
keep	head	after	this,	Anne."
"I'm	glad,"	said	Anne	quickly.	"I	couldn't	really	feel	proud	of	keeping	head	of

little	 boys	 and	girls	 of	 just	 nine	or	 ten.	 I	 got	 up	yesterday	 spelling	 'ebullition.'
Josie	Pye	was	head	and,	mind	you,	she	peeped	in	her	book.	Mr.	Phillips	didn't
see	her—he	was	looking	at	Prissy	Andrews—but	I	did.	I	just	swept	her	a	look	of
freezing	scorn	and	she	got	as	red	as	a	beet	and	spelled	it	wrong	after	all."
"Those	Pye	girls	are	cheats	all	round,"	said	Diana	indignantly,	as	they	climbed

the	fence	of	the	main	road.	"Gertie	Pye	actually	went	and	put	her	milk	bottle	in
my	place	in	the	brook	yesterday.	Did	you	ever?	I	don't	speak	to	her	now."



When	 Mr.	 Phillips	 was	 in	 the	 back	 of	 the	 room	 hearing	 Prissy	 Andrews's
Latin,	Diana	whispered	to	Anne,
"That's	Gilbert	Blythe	sitting	right	across	the	aisle	from	you,	Anne.	Just	look

at	him	and	see	if	you	don't	think	he's	handsome."
Anne	looked	accordingly.	She	had	a	good	chance	to	do	so,	for	the	said	Gilbert

Blythe	was	absorbed	in	stealthily	pinning	the	long	yellow	braid	of	Ruby	Gillis,
who	sat	 in	 front	of	him,	 to	 the	back	of	her	 seat.	He	was	a	 tall	boy,	with	curly
brown	 hair,	 roguish	 hazel	 eyes,	 and	 a	 mouth	 twisted	 into	 a	 teasing	 smile.
Presently	Ruby	Gillis	started	up	to	take	a	sum	to	the	master;	she	fell	back	into
her	seat	with	a	little	shriek,	believing	that	her	hair	was	pulled	out	by	the	roots.
Everybody	looked	at	her	and	Mr.	Phillips	glared	so	sternly	 that	Ruby	began	 to
cry.	Gilbert	had	whisked	the	pin	out	of	sight	and	was	studying	his	history	with
the	soberest	 face	 in	 the	world;	but	when	 the	commotion	subsided	he	 looked	at
Anne	and	winked	with	inexpressible	drollery.
"I	 think	 your	Gilbert	Blythe	 IS	 handsome,"	 confided	Anne	 to	Diana,	 "but	 I

think	he's	very	bold.	It	isn't	good	manners	to	wink	at	a	strange	girl."
But	it	was	not	until	the	afternoon	that	things	really	began	to	happen.
Mr.	Phillips	was	back	in	the	corner	explaining	a	problem	in	algebra	to	Prissy

Andrews	 and	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 scholars	were	 doing	 pretty	much	 as	 they	 pleased
eating	 green	 apples,	 whispering,	 drawing	 pictures	 on	 their	 slates,	 and	 driving
crickets	 harnessed	 to	 strings,	 up	 and	 down	 aisle.	Gilbert	 Blythe	was	 trying	 to
make	Anne	 Shirley	 look	 at	 him	 and	 failing	 utterly,	 because	Anne	was	 at	 that
moment	totally	oblivious	not	only	to	the	very	existence	of	Gilbert	Blythe,	but	of
every	other	scholar	in	Avonlea	school	itself.	With	her	chin	propped	on	her	hands
and	her	eyes	 fixed	on	 the	blue	glimpse	of	 the	Lake	of	Shining	Waters	 that	 the
west	window	afforded,	she	was	far	away	in	a	gorgeous	dreamland	hearing	and
seeing	nothing	save	her	own	wonderful	visions.
Gilbert	Blythe	wasn't	used	 to	putting	himself	out	 to	make	a	girl	 look	at	him

and	meeting	with	failure.	She	SHOULD	look	at	him,	that	red-haired	Shirley	girl
with	the	little	pointed	chin	and	the	big	eyes	that	weren't	like	the	eyes	of	any	other
girl	in	Avonlea	school.
Gilbert	 reached	across	 the	aisle,	picked	up	 the	end	of	Anne's	 long	red	braid,

held	it	out	at	arm's	length	and	said	in	a	piercing	whisper:
"Carrots!	Carrots!"
Then	Anne	looked	at	him	with	a	vengeance!
She	did	more	than	look.	She	sprang	to	her	feet,	her	bright	fancies	fallen	into

cureless	ruin.	She	flashed	one	indignant	glance	at	Gilbert	from	eyes	whose	angry
sparkle	was	swiftly	quenched	in	equally	angry	tears.
"You	mean,	hateful	boy!"	she	exclaimed	passionately.	"How	dare	you!"



And	 then—thwack!	Anne	had	brought	her	 slate	down	on	Gilbert's	 head	and
cracked	it—slate	not	head—clear	across.
Avonlea	school	always	enjoyed	a	scene.	This	was	an	especially	enjoyable	one.

Everybody	said	"Oh"	in	horrified	delight.	Diana	gasped.	Ruby	Gillis,	who	was
inclined	 to	 be	 hysterical,	 began	 to	 cry.	Tommy	Sloane	 let	 his	 team	of	 crickets
escape	him	altogether	while	he	stared	open-mouthed	at	the	tableau.
Mr.	 Phillips	 stalked	 down	 the	 aisle	 and	 laid	 his	 hand	 heavily	 on	 Anne's

shoulder.
"Anne	 Shirley,	 what	 does	 this	 mean?"	 he	 said	 angrily.	 Anne	 returned	 no

answer.	It	was	asking	too	much	of	flesh	and	blood	to	expect	her	to	tell	before	the
whole	 school	 that	 she	 had	 been	 called	 "carrots."	Gilbert	 it	was	who	 spoke	 up
stoutly.
"It	was	my	fault	Mr.	Phillips.	I	teased	her."
Mr.	Phillips	paid	no	heed	to	Gilbert.
"I	 am	 sorry	 to	 see	 a	 pupil	 of	 mine	 displaying	 such	 a	 temper	 and	 such	 a

vindictive	spirit,"	he	said	in	a	solemn	tone,	as	if	the	mere	fact	of	being	a	pupil	of
his	ought	to	root	out	all	evil	passions	from	the	hearts	of	small	imperfect	mortals.
"Anne,	go	and	stand	on	the	platform	in	front	of	the	blackboard	for	the	rest	of	the
afternoon."
Anne	 would	 have	 infinitely	 preferred	 a	 whipping	 to	 this	 punishment	 under

which	her	sensitive	spirit	quivered	as	from	a	whiplash.	With	a	white,	set	face	she
obeyed.	Mr.	Phillips	took	a	chalk	crayon	and	wrote	on	the	blackboard	above	her
head.
"Ann	Shirley	 has	 a	 very	 bad	 temper.	Ann	Shirley	must	 learn	 to	 control	 her

temper,"	 and	 then	 read	 it	 out	 loud	 so	 that	 even	 the	 primer	 class,	who	 couldn't
read	writing,	should	understand	it.
Anne	stood	there	the	rest	of	the	afternoon	with	that	legend	above	her.	She	did

not	 cry	 or	 hang	 her	 head.	 Anger	was	 still	 too	 hot	 in	 her	 heart	 for	 that	 and	 it
sustained	her	amid	all	her	agony	of	humiliation.	With	resentful	eyes	and	passion-
red	cheeks	 she	confronted	alike	Diana's	 sympathetic	gaze	and	Charlie	Sloane's
indignant	 nods	 and	 Josie	 Pye's	 malicious	 smiles.	 As	 for	 Gilbert	 Blythe,	 she
would	not	even	look	at	him.	She	would	NEVER	look	at	him	again!	She	would
never	speak	to	him!!
When	school	was	dismissed	Anne	marched	out	with	her	red	head	held	high.

Gilbert	Blythe	tried	to	intercept	her	at	the	porch	door.
"I'm	 awfully	 sorry	 I	made	 fun	of	 your	 hair,	Anne,"	 he	whispered	 contritely.

"Honest	I	am.	Don't	be	mad	for	keeps,	now."
Anne	swept	by	disdainfully,	without	look	or	sign	of	hearing.	"Oh	how	could

you,	Anne?"	breathed	Diana	as	they	went	down	the	road	half	reproachfully,	half



admiringly.	Diana	felt	that	SHE	could	never	have	resisted	Gilbert's	plea.
"I	 shall	 never	 forgive	 Gilbert	 Blythe,"	 said	 Anne	 firmly.	 "And	Mr.	 Phillips

spelled	my	name	without	an	e,	too.	The	iron	has	entered	into	my	soul,	Diana."
Diana	 hadn't	 the	 least	 idea	 what	 Anne	 meant	 but	 she	 understood	 it	 was

something	terrible.
"You	 mustn't	 mind	 Gilbert	 making	 fun	 of	 your	 hair,"	 she	 said	 soothingly.

"Why,	he	makes	fun	of	all	the	girls.	He	laughs	at	mine	because	it's	so	black.	He's
called	me	a	crow	a	dozen	 times;	and	I	never	heard	him	apologize	for	anything
before,	either."
"There's	 a	 great	 deal	 of	 difference	 between	 being	 called	 a	 crow	 and	 being

called	 carrots,"	 said	 Anne	 with	 dignity.	 "Gilbert	 Blythe	 has	 hurt	 my	 feelings
EXCRUCIATINGLY,	Diana."
It	is	possible	the	matter	might	have	blown	over	without	more	excruciation	if

nothing	else	had	happened.	But	when	things	begin	to	happen	they	are	apt	to	keep
on.
Avonlea	 scholars	 often	 spent	 noon	 hour	 picking	 gum	 in	 Mr.	 Bell's	 spruce

grove	over	the	hill	and	across	his	big	pasture	field.	From	there	they	could	keep
an	eye	on	Eben	Wright's	house,	where	the	master	boarded.	When	they	saw	Mr.
Phillips	emerging	therefrom	they	ran	for	the	schoolhouse;	but	the	distance	being
about	 three	 times	 longer	 than	Mr.	Wright's	 lane	 they	 were	 very	 apt	 to	 arrive
there,	breathless	and	gasping,	some	three	minutes	too	late.
On	the	following	day	Mr.	Phillips	was	seized	with	one	of	his	spasmodic	fits	of

reform	and	announced	before	going	home	to	dinner,	that	he	should	expect	to	find
all	the	scholars	in	their	seats	when	he	returned.	Anyone	who	came	in	late	would
be	punished.
All	 the	boys	and	some	of	 the	girls	went	 to	Mr.	Bell's	spruce	grove	as	usual,

fully	intending	to	stay	only	long	enough	to	"pick	a	chew."	But	spruce	groves	are
seductive	 and	 yellow	 nuts	 of	 gum	 beguiling;	 they	 picked	 and	 loitered	 and
strayed;	and	as	usual	the	first	thing	that	recalled	them	to	a	sense	of	the	flight	of
time	 was	 Jimmy	 Glover	 shouting	 from	 the	 top	 of	 a	 patriarchal	 old	 spruce
"Master's	coming."
The	 girls	 who	 were	 on	 the	 ground,	 started	 first	 and	 managed	 to	 reach	 the

schoolhouse	in	time	but	without	a	second	to	spare.	The	boys,	who	had	to	wriggle
hastily	 down	 from	 the	 trees,	were	 later;	 and	Anne,	who	 had	 not	 been	 picking
gum	 at	 all	 but	was	wandering	 happily	 in	 the	 far	 end	 of	 the	 grove,	waist	 deep
among	the	bracken,	singing	softly	to	herself,	with	a	wreath	of	rice	lilies	on	her
hair	as	 if	she	were	some	wild	divinity	of	 the	shadowy	places,	was	latest	of	all.
Anne	could	run	like	a	deer,	however;	run	she	did	with	the	impish	result	that	she
overtook	the	boys	at	the	door	and	was	swept	into	the	schoolhouse	among	them



just	as	Mr.	Phillips	was	in	the	act	of	hanging	up	his	hat.
Mr.	Phillips's	 brief	 reforming	 energy	was	over;	 he	didn't	want	 the	bother	 of

punishing	a	dozen	pupils;	but	it	was	necessary	to	do	something	to	save	his	word,
so	he	looked	about	for	a	scapegoat	and	found	it	in	Anne,	who	had	dropped	into
her	seat,	gasping	for	breath,	with	a	forgotten	lily	wreath	hanging	askew	over	one
ear	and	giving	her	a	particularly	rakish	and	disheveled	appearance.
"Anne	Shirley,	 since	you	seem	to	be	so	 fond	of	 the	boys'	company	we	shall

indulge	your	taste	for	it	this	afternoon,"	he	said	sarcastically.	"Take	those	flowers
out	of	your	hair	and	sit	with	Gilbert	Blythe."
The	other	 boys	 snickered.	Diana,	 turning	pale	with	pity,	 plucked	 the	wreath

from	Anne's	hair	and	squeezed	her	hand.	Anne	stared	at	the	master	as	if	turned	to
stone.
"Did	you	hear	what	I	said,	Anne?"	queried	Mr.	Phillips	sternly.
"Yes,	sir,"	said	Anne	slowly	"but	I	didn't	suppose	you	really	meant	it."
"I	assure	you	I	did"—still	with	the	sarcastic	inflection	which	all	the	children,

and	Anne	especially,	hated.	It	flicked	on	the	raw.	"Obey	me	at	once."
For	 a	moment	Anne	 looked	 as	 if	 she	meant	 to	 disobey.	Then,	 realizing	 that

there	was	no	help	 for	 it,	 she	 rose	haughtily,	 stepped	across	 the	aisle,	 sat	down
beside	Gilbert	Blythe,	and	buried	her	face	in	her	arms	on	the	desk.	Ruby	Gillis,
who	got	a	glimpse	of	it	as	it	went	down,	told	the	others	going	home	from	school
that	 she'd	 "acksually	 never	 seen	 anything	 like	 it—it	was	 so	white,	with	 awful
little	red	spots	in	it."
To	Anne,	this	was	as	the	end	of	all	things.	It	was	bad	enough	to	be	singled	out

for	punishment	from	among	a	dozen	equally	guilty	ones;	it	was	worse	still	to	be
sent	 to	 sit	with	 a	 boy,	 but	 that	 that	 boy	 should	be	Gilbert	Blythe	was	 heaping
insult	on	injury	to	a	degree	utterly	unbearable.	Anne	felt	that	she	could	not	bear
it	 and	 it	would	 be	 of	 no	 use	 to	 try.	Her	whole	 being	 seethed	with	 shame	 and
anger	and	humiliation.
At	first	the	other	scholars	looked	and	whispered	and	giggled	and	nudged.	But

as	Anne	 never	 lifted	 her	 head	 and	 as	Gilbert	worked	 fractions	 as	 if	 his	whole
soul	was	absorbed	in	them	and	them	only,	they	soon	returned	to	their	own	tasks
and	Anne	was	 forgotten.	When	Mr.	 Phillips	 called	 the	 history	 class	 out	Anne
should	 have	 gone,	 but	 Anne	 did	 not	 move,	 and	 Mr.	 Phillips,	 who	 had	 been
writing	some	verses	"To	Priscilla"	before	he	called	the	class,	was	thinking	about
an	obstinate	rhyme	still	and	never	missed	her.	Once,	when	nobody	was	looking,
Gilbert	took	from	his	desk	a	little	pink	candy	heart	with	a	gold	motto	on	it,	"You
are	 sweet,"	 and	 slipped	 it	 under	 the	 curve	 of	 Anne's	 arm.	 Whereupon	 Anne
arose,	took	the	pink	heart	gingerly	between	the	tips	of	her	fingers,	dropped	it	on
the	floor,	ground	it	to	powder	beneath	her	heel,	and	resumed	her	position	without



deigning	to	bestow	a	glance	on	Gilbert.
When	 school	 went	 out	 Anne	 marched	 to	 her	 desk,	 ostentatiously	 took	 out

everything	 therein,	 books	 and	 writing	 tablet,	 pen	 and	 ink,	 testament	 and
arithmetic,	and	piled	them	neatly	on	her	cracked	slate.
"What	 are	 you	 taking	 all	 those	 things	 home	 for,	 Anne?"	 Diana	 wanted	 to

know,	 as	 soon	 as	 they	 were	 out	 on	 the	 road.	 She	 had	 not	 dared	 to	 ask	 the
question	before.
"I	 am	 not	 coming	 back	 to	 school	 any	more,"	 said	Anne.	Diana	 gasped	 and

stared	at	Anne	to	see	if	she	meant	it.
"Will	Marilla	let	you	stay	home?"	she	asked.
"She'll	have	to,"	said	Anne.	"I'll	NEVER	go	to	school	to	that	man	again."
"Oh,	Anne!"	Diana	looked	as	if	she	were	ready	to	cry.	"I	do	think	you're	mean.

What	 shall	 I	 do?	Mr.	Phillips	will	make	me	 sit	with	 that	 horrid	Gertie	Pye—I
know	he	will	because	she	is	sitting	alone.	Do	come	back,	Anne."
"I'd	do	almost	anything	in	the	world	for	you,	Diana,"	said	Anne	sadly.	"I'd	let

myself	be	torn	limb	from	limb	if	it	would	do	you	any	good.	But	I	can't	do	this,	so
please	don't	ask	it.	You	harrow	up	my	very	soul."
"Just	 think	 of	 all	 the	 fun	 you	will	miss,"	mourned	Diana.	 "We	 are	 going	 to

build	the	loveliest	new	house	down	by	the	brook;	and	we'll	be	playing	ball	next
week	and	you've	never	played	ball,	Anne.	It's	tremendously	exciting.	And	we're
going	 to	 learn	 a	 new	 song—Jane	Andrews	 is	 practicing	 it	 up	 now;	 and	Alice
Andrews	is	going	to	bring	a	new	Pansy	book	next	week	and	we're	all	going	to
read	 it	out	 loud,	chapter	about,	down	by	 the	brook.	And	you	know	you	are	 so
fond	of	reading	out	loud,	Anne."
Nothing	moved	Anne	in	the	least.	Her	mind	was	made	up.	She	would	not	go

to	school	to	Mr.	Phillips	again;	she	told	Marilla	so	when	she	got	home.
"Nonsense,"	said	Marilla.
"It	 isn't	 nonsense	 at	 all,"	 said	 Anne,	 gazing	 at	 Marilla	 with	 solemn,

reproachful	eyes.	"Don't	you	understand,	Marilla?	I've	been	insulted."
"Insulted	fiddlesticks!	You'll	go	to	school	tomorrow	as	usual."
"Oh,	no."	Anne	shook	her	head	gently.	"I'm	not	going	back,	Marilla.	I'll	learn

my	lessons	at	home	and	I'll	be	as	good	as	I	can	be	and	hold	my	tongue	all	 the
time	if	it's	possible	at	all.	But	I	will	not	go	back	to	school,	I	assure	you."
Marilla	 saw	something	 remarkably	 like	unyielding	 stubbornness	 looking	out

of	Anne's	small	face.	She	understood	that	she	would	have	trouble	in	overcoming
it;	but	she	re-solved	wisely	to	say	nothing	more	just	then.	"I'll	run	down	and	see
Rachel	about	it	this	evening,"	she	thought.	"There's	no	use	reasoning	with	Anne
now.	She's	too	worked	up	and	I've	an	idea	she	can	be	awful	stubborn	if	she	takes
the	notion.	Far	as	I	can	make	out	from	her	story,	Mr.	Phillips	has	been	carrying



matters	with	a	rather	high	hand.	But	it	would	never	do	to	say	so	to	her.	I'll	just
talk	it	over	with	Rachel.	She's	sent	ten	children	to	school	and	she	ought	to	know
something	about	it.	She'll	have	heard	the	whole	story,	too,	by	this	time."
Marilla	 found	Mrs.	 Lynde	 knitting	 quilts	 as	 industriously	 and	 cheerfully	 as

usual.
"I	suppose	you	know	what	I've	come	about,"	she	said,	a	little	shamefacedly.
Mrs.	Rachel	nodded.
"About	Anne's	fuss	in	school,	I	reckon,"	she	said.	"Tillie	Boulter	was	in	on	her

way	home	from	school	and	told	me	about	it."	"I	don't	know	what	to	do	with	her,"
said	Marilla.	"She	declares	she	won't	go	back	to	school.	I	never	saw	a	child	so
worked	up.	I've	been	expecting	trouble	ever	since	she	started	to	school.	I	knew
things	 were	 going	 too	 smooth	 to	 last.	 She's	 so	 high	 strung.	What	 would	 you
advise,	Rachel?"
"Well,	 since	 you've	 asked	my	 advice,	Marilla,"	 said	Mrs.	 Lynde	 amiably—

Mrs.	Lynde	dearly	 loved	 to	be	asked	for	advice—"I'd	 just	humor	her	a	 little	at
first,	 that's	 what	 I'd	 do.	 It's	 my	 belief	 that	Mr.	 Phillips	 was	 in	 the	 wrong.	 Of
course,	 it	doesn't	do	to	say	so	to	the	children,	you	know.	And	of	course	he	did
right	 to	 punish	 her	 yesterday	 for	 giving	 way	 to	 temper.	 But	 today	 it	 was
different.	The	others	who	were	late	should	have	been	punished	as	well	as	Anne,
that's	 what.	 And	 I	 don't	 believe	 in	 making	 the	 girls	 sit	 with	 the	 boys	 for
punishment.	 It	 isn't	modest.	Tillie	Boulter	was	 real	 indignant.	She	 took	Anne's
part	 right	 through	 and	 said	 all	 the	 scholars	 did	 too.	 Anne	 seems	 real	 popular
among	them,	somehow.	I	never	thought	she'd	take	with	them	so	well."
"Then	 you	 really	 think	 I'd	 better	 let	 her	 stay	 home,"	 said	 Marilla	 in

amazement.
"Yes.	 That	 is	 I	 wouldn't	 say	 school	 to	 her	 again	 until	 she	 said	 it	 herself.

Depend	upon	it,	Marilla,	she'll	cool	off	in	a	week	or	so	and	be	ready	enough	to
go	back	of	her	own	accord,	that's	what,	while,	if	you	were	to	make	her	go	back
right	 off,	 dear	 knows	 what	 freak	 or	 tantrum	 she'd	 take	 next	 and	 make	 more
trouble	than	ever.	The	less	fuss	made	the	better,	in	my	opinion.	She	won't	miss
much	by	not	going	to	school,	as	far	as	THAT	goes.	Mr.	Phillips	isn't	any	good	at
all	as	a	teacher.	The	order	he	keeps	is	scandalous,	that's	what,	and	he	neglects	the
young	 fry	 and	 puts	 all	 his	 time	 on	 those	 big	 scholars	 he's	 getting	 ready	 for
Queen's.	He'd	never	have	got	the	school	for	another	year	if	his	uncle	hadn't	been
a	trustee—THE	trustee,	for	he	just	leads	the	other	two	around	by	the	nose,	that's
what.	I	declare,	I	don't	know	what	education	in	this	Island	is	coming	to."
Mrs.	Rachel	shook	her	head,	as	much	as	to	say	if	she	were	only	at	the	head	of

the	educational	system	of	the	Province	things	would	be	much	better	managed.
Marilla	 took	Mrs.	 Rachel's	 advice	 and	 not	 another	 word	 was	 said	 to	 Anne



about	going	back	to	school.	She	learned	her	lessons	at	home,	did	her	chores,	and
played	 with	 Diana	 in	 the	 chilly	 purple	 autumn	 twilights;	 but	 when	 she	 met
Gilbert	Blythe	on	the	road	or	encountered	him	in	Sunday	school	she	passed	him
by	 with	 an	 icy	 contempt	 that	 was	 no	 whit	 thawed	 by	 his	 evident	 desire	 to
appease	her.	Even	Diana's	efforts	as	a	peacemaker	were	of	no	avail.	Anne	had
evidently	made	up	her	mind	to	hate	Gilbert	Blythe	to	the	end	of	life.
As	much	as	she	hated	Gilbert,	however,	did	she	love	Diana,	with	all	the	love

of	 her	 passionate	 little	 heart,	 equally	 intense	 in	 its	 likes	 and	 dislikes.	 One
evening	 Marilla,	 coming	 in	 from	 the	 orchard	 with	 a	 basket	 of	 apples,	 found
Anne	sitting	along	by	the	east	window	in	the	twilight,	crying	bitterly.
"Whatever's	the	matter	now,	Anne?"	she	asked.
"It's	 about	 Diana,"	 sobbed	 Anne	 luxuriously.	 "I	 love	 Diana	 so,	 Marilla.	 I

cannot	ever	live	without	her.	But	I	know	very	well	when	we	grow	up	that	Diana
will	get	married	and	go	away	and	leave	me.	And	oh,	what	shall	I	do?	I	hate	her
husband—I	just	hate	him	furiously.	I've	been	imagining	it	all	out—the	wedding
and	everything—Diana	dressed	in	snowy	garments,	with	a	veil,	and	looking	as
beautiful	and	regal	as	a	queen;	and	me	the	bridesmaid,	with	a	lovely	dress	too,
and	puffed	sleeves,	but	with	a	breaking	heart	hid	beneath	my	smiling	face.	And
then	 bidding	Diana	 goodbye-e-e—"	Here	Anne	 broke	 down	 entirely	 and	wept
with	increasing	bitterness.
Marilla	turned	quickly	away	to	hide	her	twitching	face;	but	it	was	no	use;	she

collapsed	on	 the	nearest	chair	and	burst	 into	such	a	hearty	and	unusual	peal	of
laughter	 that	Matthew,	 crossing	 the	 yard	 outside,	 halted	 in	 amazement.	When
had	he	heard	Marilla	laugh	like	that	before?
"Well,	Anne	Shirley,"	 said	Marilla	as	 soon	as	 she	could	speak,	 "if	you	must

borrow	trouble,	for	pity's	sake	borrow	it	handier	home.	I	should	think	you	had	an
imagination,	sure	enough."



Chapter		16	
Diana	Is	Invited	to	Tea	with	Tragic	Results
OCTOBER	 was	 a	 beautiful	 month	 at	 Green	 Gables,	 when	 the	 birches	 in	 the
hollow	 turned	 as	 golden	 as	 sunshine	 and	 the	maples	 behind	 the	 orchard	were
royal	crimson	and	the	wild	cherry	trees	along	the	lane	put	on	the	loveliest	shades
of	dark	red	and	bronzy	green,	while	the	fields	sunned	themselves	in	aftermaths.
Anne	reveled	in	the	world	of	color	about	her.
"Oh,	Marilla,"	she	exclaimed	one	Saturday	morning,	coming	dancing	in	with

her	arms	full	of	gorgeous	boughs,	"I'm	so	glad	I	live	in	a	world	where	there	are
Octobers.	It	would	be	terrible	if	we	just	skipped	from	September	to	November,
wouldn't	it?	Look	at	these	maple	branches.	Don't	they	give	you	a	thrill—several
thrills?	I'm	going	to	decorate	my	room	with	them."
"Messy	 things,"	 said	 Marilla,	 whose	 aesthetic	 sense	 was	 not	 noticeably

developed.	"You	clutter	up	your	room	entirely	too	much	with	out-of-doors	stuff,
Anne.	Bedrooms	were	made	to	sleep	in."
"Oh,	and	dream	in	too,	Marilla.	And	you	know	one	can	dream	so	much	better

in	a	room	where	there	are	pretty	things.	I'm	going	to	put	these	boughs	in	the	old
blue	jug	and	set	them	on	my	table."
"Mind	you	don't	drop	leaves	all	over	the	stairs	then.	I'm	going	on	a	meeting	of

the	Aid	Society	 at	Carmody	 this	 afternoon,	Anne,	 and	 I	won't	 likely	 be	 home
before	dark.	You'll	have	to	get	Matthew	and	Jerry	their	supper,	so	mind	you	don't
forget	to	put	the	tea	to	draw	until	you	sit	down	at	the	table	as	you	did	last	time."
"It	was	dreadful	of	me	to	forget,"	said	Anne	apologetically,	"but	that	was	the

afternoon	I	was	 trying	 to	 think	of	a	name	for	Violet	Vale	and	 it	crowded	other
things	out.	Matthew	was	so	good.	He	never	scolded	a	bit.	He	put	the	tea	down
himself	and	said	we	could	wait	awhile	as	well	as	not.	And	I	 told	him	a	 lovely
fairy	story	while	we	were	waiting,	so	he	didn't	find	the	time	long	at	all.	It	was	a
beautiful	 fairy	 story,	Marilla.	 I	 forgot	 the	end	of	 it,	 so	 I	made	up	an	end	 for	 it
myself	and	Matthew	said	he	couldn't	tell	where	the	join	came	in."
"Matthew	would	 think	 it	 all	 right,	Anne,	 if	 you	 took	a	notion	 to	get	 up	 and

have	dinner	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	night.	But	you	keep	your	wits	about	you	 this
time.	 And—I	 don't	 really	 know	 if	 I'm	 doing	 right—it	 may	 make	 you	 more
addlepated	 than	 ever—but	 you	 can	 ask	 Diana	 to	 come	 over	 and	 spend	 the



afternoon	with	you	and	have	tea	here."
"Oh,	Marilla!"	Anne	clasped	her	hands.	"How	perfectly	lovely!	You	ARE	able

to	imagine	things	after	all	or	else	you'd	never	have	understood	how	I've	longed
for	 that	 very	 thing.	 It	 will	 seem	 so	 nice	 and	 grown-uppish.	 No	 fear	 of	 my
forgetting	to	put	the	tea	to	draw	when	I	have	company.	Oh,	Marilla,	can	I	use	the
rosebud	spray	tea	set?"
"No,	indeed!	The	rosebud	tea	set!	Well,	what	next?	You	know	I	never	use	that

except	for	 the	minister	or	 the	Aids.	You'll	put	down	the	old	brown	tea	set.	But
you	can	open	 the	 little	yellow	crock	of	cherry	preserves.	 It's	 time	 it	was	being
used	anyhow—I	believe	it's	beginning	to	work.	And	you	can	cut	some	fruit	cake
and	have	some	of	the	cookies	and	snaps."
"I	can	 just	 imagine	myself	sitting	down	at	 the	head	of	 the	 table	and	pouring

out	the	tea,"	said	Anne,	shutting	her	eyes	ecstatically.	"And	asking	Diana	if	she
takes	sugar!	I	know	she	doesn't	but	of	course	I'll	ask	her	just	as	if	I	didn't	know.
And	then	pressing	her	to	take	another	piece	of	fruit	cake	and	another	helping	of
preserves.	Oh,	Marilla,	 it's	a	wonderful	sensation	 just	 to	 think	of	 it.	Can	I	 take
her	 into	 the	 spare	 room	 to	 lay	off	her	hat	when	 she	comes?	And	 then	 into	 the
parlor	to	sit?"
"No.	The	sitting	room	will	do	for	you	and	your	company.	But	there's	a	bottle

half	full	of	raspberry	cordial	that	was	left	over	from	the	church	social	the	other
night.	It's	on	the	second	shelf	of	the	sitting-room	closet	and	you	and	Diana	can
have	it	if	you	like,	and	a	cooky	to	eat	with	it	along	in	the	afternoon,	for	I	daresay
Matthew'll	be	late	coming	in	to	tea	since	he's	hauling	potatoes	to	the	vessel."
Anne	flew	down	to	the	hollow,	past	the	Dryad's	Bubble	and	up	the	spruce	path

to	Orchard	Slope,	to	ask	Diana	to	tea.	As	a	result	just	after	Marilla	had	driven	off
to	Carmody,	Diana	 came	 over,	 dressed	 in	HER	 second-best	 dress	 and	 looking
exactly	as	it	is	proper	to	look	when	asked	out	to	tea.	At	other	times	she	was	wont
to	 run	 into	 the	 kitchen	without	 knocking;	 but	 now	 she	 knocked	 primly	 at	 the
front	door.	And	when	Anne,	dressed	in	her	second	best,	as	primly	opened	it,	both
little	girls	shook	hands	as	gravely	as	if	they	had	never	met	before.	This	unnatural
solemnity	lasted	until	after	Diana	had	been	taken	to	the	east	gable	to	lay	off	her
hat	and	then	had	sat	for	ten	minutes	in	the	sitting	room,	toes	in	position.
"How	is	your	mother?"	inquired	Anne	politely,	just	as	if	she	had	not	seen	Mrs.

Barry	picking	apples	that	morning	in	excellent	health	and	spirits.
"She	is	very	well,	thank	you.	I	suppose	Mr.	Cuthbert	is	hauling	potatoes	to	the

LILY	SANDS	 this	afternoon,	 is	he?"	 said	Diana,	who	had	 ridden	down	 to	Mr.
Harmon	Andrews's	that	morning	in	Matthew's	cart.
"Yes.	Our	potato	crop	is	very	good	this	year.	I	hope	your	father's	crop	is	good

too."



"It	is	fairly	good,	thank	you.	Have	you	picked	many	of	your	apples	yet?"
"Oh,	 ever	 so	 many,"	 said	 Anne	 forgetting	 to	 be	 dignified	 and	 jumping	 up

quickly.	"Let's	go	out	to	the	orchard	and	get	some	of	the	Red	Sweetings,	Diana.
Marilla	says	we	can	have	all	that	are	left	on	the	tree.	Marilla	is	a	very	generous
woman.	She	said	we	could	have	 fruit	cake	and	cherry	preserves	 for	 tea.	But	 it
isn't	good	manners	to	tell	your	company	what	you	are	going	to	give	them	to	eat,
so	I	won't	tell	you	what	she	said	we	could	have	to	drink.	Only	it	begins	with	an
R	and	a	C	and	it's	bright	red	color.	I	love	bright	red	drinks,	don't	you?	They	taste
twice	as	good	as	any	other	color."
The	orchard,	with	its	great	sweeping	boughs	that	bent	to	the	ground	with	fruit,

proved	so	delightful	that	the	little	girls	spent	most	of	the	afternoon	in	it,	sitting	in
a	 grassy	 corner	where	 the	 frost	 had	 spared	 the	 green	 and	 the	mellow	 autumn
sunshine	lingered	warmly,	eating	apples	and	talking	as	hard	as	they	could.	Diana
had	much	to	tell	Anne	of	what	went	on	in	school.	She	had	to	sit	with	Gertie	Pye
and	she	hated	it;	Gertie	squeaked	her	pencil	all	the	time	and	it	just	made	her—
Diana's—blood	run	cold;	Ruby	Gillis	had	charmed	all	her	warts	away,	true's	you
live,	with	a	magic	pebble	that	old	Mary	Joe	from	the	Creek	gave	her.	You	had	to
rub	the	warts	with	the	pebble	and	then	throw	it	away	over	your	left	shoulder	at
the	time	of	the	new	moon	and	the	warts	would	all	go.	Charlie	Sloane's	name	was
written	up	with	Em	White's	on	the	porch	wall	and	Em	White	was	AWFUL	MAD
about	it;	Sam	Boulter	had	"sassed"	Mr.	Phillips	in	class	and	Mr.	Phillips	whipped
him	and	Sam's	 father	came	down	 to	 the	school	and	dared	Mr.	Phillips	 to	 lay	a
hand	on	one	of	his	children	again;	and	Mattie	Andrews	had	a	new	red	hood	and	a
blue	crossover	with	tassels	on	it	and	the	airs	she	put	on	about	it	were	perfectly
sickening;	 and	 Lizzie	 Wright	 didn't	 speak	 to	 Mamie	 Wilson	 because	 Mamie
Wilson's	 grown-up	 sister	 had	 cut	 out	Lizzie	Wright's	 grown-up	 sister	with	 her
beau;	 and	 everybody	missed	Anne	 so	 and	wished	 she's	 come	 to	 school	 again;
and	Gilbert	Blythe—
But	Anne	didn't	want	to	hear	about	Gilbert	Blythe.	She	jumped	up	hurriedly

and	said	suppose	they	go	in	and	have	some	raspberry	cordial.
Anne	looked	on	the	second	shelf	of	the	room	pantry	but	there	was	no	bottle	of

raspberry	cordial	there.	Search	revealed	it	away	back	on	the	top	shelf.	Anne	put
it	on	a	tray	and	set	it	on	the	table	with	a	tumbler.
"Now,	please	help	yourself,	Diana,"	she	said	politely.	"I	don't	believe	I'll	have

any	just	now.	I	don't	feel	as	if	I	wanted	any	after	all	those	apples."
Diana	poured	herself	out	a	tumblerful,	looked	at	its	bright-red	hue	admiringly,

and	then	sipped	it	daintily.
"That's	 awfully	 nice	 raspberry	 cordial,	 Anne,"	 she	 said.	 "I	 didn't	 know

raspberry	cordial	was	so	nice."



"I'm	real	glad	you	like	it.	Take	as	much	as	you	want.	I'm	going	to	run	out	and
stir	 the	 fire	 up.	 There	 are	 so	 many	 responsibilities	 on	 a	 person's	 mind	 when
they're	keeping	house,	isn't	there?"
When	 Anne	 came	 back	 from	 the	 kitchen	 Diana	 was	 drinking	 her	 second

glassful	 of	 cordial;	 and,	 being	 entreated	 thereto	 by	 Anne,	 she	 offered	 no
particular	 objection	 to	 the	 drinking	 of	 a	 third.	 The	 tumblerfuls	were	 generous
ones	and	the	raspberry	cordial	was	certainly	very	nice.
"The	 nicest	 I	 ever	 drank,"	 said	 Diana.	 "It's	 ever	 so	 much	 nicer	 than	 Mrs.

Lynde's,	although	she	brags	of	hers	so	much.	It	doesn't	taste	a	bit	like	hers."
"I	should	 think	Marilla's	 raspberry	cordial	would	prob'ly	be	much	nicer	 than

Mrs.	 Lynde's,"	 said	Anne	 loyally.	 "Marilla	 is	 a	 famous	 cook.	 She	 is	 trying	 to
teach	me	to	cook	but	I	assure	you,	Diana,	it	is	uphill	work.	There's	so	little	scope
for	imagination	in	cookery.	You	just	have	to	go	by	rules.	The	last	time	I	made	a
cake	I	forgot	to	put	the	flour	in.	I	was	thinking	the	loveliest	story	about	you	and
me,	 Diana.	 I	 thought	 you	 were	 desperately	 ill	 with	 smallpox	 and	 everybody
deserted	you,	but	I	went	boldly	to	your	bedside	and	nursed	you	back	to	life;	and
then	I	 took	the	smallpox	and	died	and	I	was	buried	under	those	poplar	 trees	in
the	graveyard	and	you	planted	a	rosebush	by	my	grave	and	watered	it	with	your
tears;	and	you	never,	never	forgot	the	friend	of	your	youth	who	sacrificed	her	life
for	you.	Oh,	it	was	such	a	pathetic	tale,	Diana.	The	tears	just	rained	down	over
my	 cheeks	while	 I	mixed	 the	 cake.	But	 I	 forgot	 the	 flour	 and	 the	 cake	was	 a
dismal	failure.	Flour	is	so	essential	to	cakes,	you	know.	Marilla	was	very	cross
and	I	don't	wonder.	I'm	a	great	trial	to	her.	She	was	terribly	mortified	about	the
pudding	 sauce	 last	week.	We	 had	 a	 plum	 pudding	 for	 dinner	 on	 Tuesday	 and
there	was	half	the	pudding	and	a	pitcherful	of	sauce	left	over.	Marilla	said	there
was	enough	for	another	dinner	and	told	me	to	set	it	on	the	pantry	shelf	and	cover
it.	I	meant	to	cover	it	just	as	much	as	could	be,	Diana,	but	when	I	carried	it	in	I
was	 imagining	I	was	a	nun—of	course	I'm	a	Protestant	but	 I	 imagined	I	was	a
Catholic—taking	 the	 veil	 to	 bury	 a	 broken	 heart	 in	 cloistered	 seclusion;	 and	 I
forgot	all	about	covering	the	pudding	sauce.	I	thought	of	it	next	morning	and	ran
to	 the	 pantry.	 Diana,	 fancy	 if	 you	 can	my	 extreme	 horror	 at	 finding	 a	mouse
drowned	in	that	pudding	sauce!	I	lifted	the	mouse	out	with	a	spoon	and	threw	it
out	 in	 the	 yard	 and	 then	 I	washed	 the	 spoon	 in	 three	waters.	Marilla	was	 out
milking	and	I	fully	intended	to	ask	her	when	she	came	in	if	I'd	give	the	sauce	to
the	pigs;	but	when	she	did	come	in	I	was	imagining	that	I	was	a	frost	fairy	going
through	 the	woods	 turning	 the	 trees	 red	and	yellow,	whichever	 they	wanted	 to
be,	so	I	never	thought	about	the	pudding	sauce	again	and	Marilla	sent	me	out	to
pick	apples.	Well,	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Chester	Ross	from	Spencervale	came	here	that
morning.	You	know	they	are	very	stylish	people,	especially	Mrs.	Chester	Ross.



When	Marilla	called	me	in	dinner	was	all	ready	and	everybody	was	at	the	table.	I
tried	to	be	as	polite	and	dignified	as	I	could	be,	for	I	wanted	Mrs.	Chester	Ross
to	think	I	was	a	ladylike	little	girl	even	if	I	wasn't	pretty.	Everything	went	right
until	I	saw	Marilla	coming	with	the	plum	pudding	in	one	hand	and	the	pitcher	of
pudding	sauce	WARMED	UP,	in	the	other.	Diana,	that	was	a	terrible	moment.	I
remembered	 everything	 and	 I	 just	 stood	 up	 in	 my	 place	 and	 shrieked	 out
'Marilla,	you	mustn't	use	that	pudding	sauce.	There	was	a	mouse	drowned	in	it.	I
forgot	to	tell	you	before.'	Oh,	Diana,	I	shall	never	forget	that	awful	moment	if	I
live	 to	 be	 a	 hundred.	Mrs.	Chester	Ross	 just	LOOKED	at	me	 and	 I	 thought	 I
would	 sink	 through	 the	 floor	 with	 mortification.	 She	 is	 such	 a	 perfect
housekeeper	and	fancy	what	she	must	have	thought	of	us.	Marilla	turned	red	as
fire	but	she	never	said	a	word—then.	She	just	carried	that	sauce	and	pudding	out
and	 brought	 in	 some	 strawberry	 preserves.	 She	 even	 offered	 me	 some,	 but	 I
couldn't	swallow	a	mouthful.	It	was	like	heaping	coals	of	fire	on	my	head.	After
Mrs.	Chester	Ross	went	away,	Marilla	gave	me	a	dreadful	scolding.	Why,	Diana,
what	is	the	matter?"
Diana	 had	 stood	 up	 very	 unsteadily;	 then	 she	 sat	 down	 again,	 putting	 her

hands	to	her	head.
"I'm—I'm	awful	sick,"	she	said,	a	little	thickly.	"I—I—must	go	right	home."
"Oh,	 you	 mustn't	 dream	 of	 going	 home	 without	 your	 tea,"	 cried	 Anne	 in

distress.	"I'll	get	it	right	off—I'll	go	and	put	the	tea	down	this	very	minute."
"I	must	go	home,"	repeated	Diana,	stupidly	but	determinedly.
"Let	me	get	you	a	lunch	anyhow,"	implored	Anne.	"Let	me	give	you	a	bit	of

fruit	 cake	 and	 some	 of	 the	 cherry	 preserves.	 Lie	 down	 on	 the	 sofa	 for	 a	 little
while	and	you'll	be	better.	Where	do	you	feel	bad?"
"I	must	go	home,"	said	Diana,	and	that	was	all	she	would	say.	In	vain	Anne

pleaded.
"I	 never	 heard	 of	 company	 going	 home	 without	 tea,"	 she	 mourned.	 "Oh,

Diana,	do	you	suppose	that	it's	possible	you're	really	taking	the	smallpox?	If	you
are	I'll	go	and	nurse	you,	you	can	depend	on	that.	I'll	never	forsake	you.	But	I	do
wish	you'd	stay	till	after	tea.	Where	do	you	feel	bad?"
"I'm	awful	dizzy,"	said	Diana.
And	 indeed,	 she	walked	very	dizzily.	Anne,	with	 tears	 of	 disappointment	 in

her	eyes,	got	Diana's	hat	and	went	with	her	as	far	as	the	Barry	yard	fence.	Then
she	 wept	 all	 the	 way	 back	 to	 Green	 Gables,	 where	 she	 sorrowfully	 put	 the
remainder	 of	 the	 raspberry	 cordial	 back	 into	 the	 pantry	 and	 got	 tea	 ready	 for
Matthew	and	Jerry,	with	all	the	zest	gone	out	of	the	performance.
The	next	day	was	Sunday	and	as	the	rain	poured	down	in	torrents	from	dawn

till	dusk	Anne	did	not	stir	abroad	from	Green	Gables.	Monday	afternoon	Marilla



sent	her	down	to	Mrs.	Lynde's	on	an	errand.	In	a	very	short	space	of	time	Anne
came	flying	back	up	the	lane	with	tears	rolling	down	her	cheeks.	Into	the	kitchen
she	dashed	and	flung	herself	face	downward	on	the	sofa	in	an	agony.
"Whatever	has	gone	wrong	now,	Anne?"	queried	Marilla	in	doubt	and	dismay.

"I	do	hope	you	haven't	gone	and	been	saucy	to	Mrs.	Lynde	again."
No	answer	from	Anne	save	more	tears	and	stormier	sobs!
"Anne	Shirley,	when	I	ask	you	a	question	I	want	to	be	answered.	Sit	right	up

this	very	minute	and	tell	me	what	you	are	crying	about."
Anne	sat	up,	tragedy	personified.
"Mrs.	Lynde	was	up	to	see	Mrs.	Barry	today	and	Mrs.	Barry	was	in	an	awful

state,"	 she	 wailed.	 "She	 says	 that	 I	 set	 Diana	 DRUNK	 Saturday	 and	 sent	 her
home	 in	 a	 disgraceful	 condition.	 And	 she	 says	 I	 must	 be	 a	 thoroughly	 bad,
wicked	little	girl	and	she's	never,	never	going	to	 let	Diana	play	with	me	again.
Oh,	Marilla,	I'm	just	overcome	with	woe."
Marilla	stared	in	blank	amazement.
"Set	Diana	drunk!"	she	said	when	she	found	her	voice.	"Anne	are	you	or	Mrs.

Barry	crazy?	What	on	earth	did	you	give	her?"
"Not	a	thing	but	raspberry	cordial,"	sobbed	Anne.	"I	never	thought	raspberry

cordial	 would	 set	 people	 drunk,	 Marilla—not	 even	 if	 they	 drank	 three	 big
tumblerfuls	 as	Diana	did.	Oh,	 it	 sounds	 so—so—like	Mrs.	Thomas's	husband!
But	I	didn't	mean	to	set	her	drunk."
"Drunk	fiddlesticks!"	said	Marilla,	marching	to	the	sitting	room	pantry.	There

on	the	shelf	was	a	bottle	which	she	at	once	recognized	as	one	containing	some	of
her	 three-year-old	 homemade	 currant	 wine	 for	 which	 she	 was	 celebrated	 in
Avonlea,	 although	 certain	 of	 the	 stricter	 sort,	 Mrs.	 Barry	 among	 them,
disapproved	strongly	of	it.	And	at	the	same	time	Marilla	recollected	that	she	had
put	the	bottle	of	raspberry	cordial	down	in	the	cellar	instead	of	in	the	pantry	as
she	had	told	Anne.
She	went	back	to	the	kitchen	with	the	wine	bottle	in	her	hand.	Her	face	was

twitching	in	spite	of	herself.
"Anne,	you	certainly	have	a	genius	for	getting	into	trouble.	You	went	and	gave

Diana	currant	wine	instead	of	raspberry	cordial.	Didn't	you	know	the	difference
yourself?"
"I	never	tasted	it,"	said	Anne.	"I	thought	it	was	the	cordial.	I	meant	to	be	so—

so—hospitable.	 Diana	 got	 awfully	 sick	 and	 had	 to	 go	 home.	Mrs.	 Barry	 told
Mrs.	 Lynde	 she	 was	 simply	 dead	 drunk.	 She	 just	 laughed	 silly-like	 when	 her
mother	asked	her	what	was	the	matter	and	went	to	sleep	and	slept	for	hours.	Her
mother	smelled	her	breath	and	knew	she	was	drunk.	She	had	a	fearful	headache
all	day	yesterday.	Mrs.	Barry	is	so	indignant.	She	will	never	believe	but	what	I



did	it	on	purpose."
"I	should	think	she	would	better	punish	Diana	for	being	so	greedy	as	to	drink

three	 glassfuls	 of	 anything,"	 said	 Marilla	 shortly.	 "Why,	 three	 of	 those	 big
glasses	would	 have	made	 her	 sick	 even	 if	 it	 had	 only	 been	 cordial.	Well,	 this
story	will	be	a	nice	handle	for	 those	folks	who	are	so	down	on	me	for	making
currant	wine,	although	I	haven't	made	any	for	three	years	ever	since	I	found	out
that	the	minister	didn't	approve.	I	just	kept	that	bottle	for	sickness.	There,	there,
child,	don't	cry.	I	can't	see	as	you	were	to	blame	although	I'm	sorry	it	happened
so."
"I	must	cry,"	said	Anne.	"My	heart	is	broken.	The	stars	in	their	courses	fight

against	me,	Marilla.	Diana	and	I	are	parted	forever.	Oh,	Marilla,	I	little	dreamed
of	this	when	first	we	swore	our	vows	of	friendship."
"Don't	 be	 foolish,	 Anne.	 Mrs.	 Barry	 will	 think	 better	 of	 it	 when	 she	 finds

you're	 not	 to	 blame.	 I	 suppose	 she	 thinks	 you've	 done	 it	 for	 a	 silly	 joke	 or
something	of	that	sort.	You'd	best	go	up	this	evening	and	tell	her	how	it	was."
"My	courage	fails	me	at	the	thought	of	facing	Diana's	injured	mother,"	sighed

Anne.	 "I	 wish	 you'd	 go,	 Marilla.	 You're	 so	 much	 more	 dignified	 than	 I	 am.
Likely	she'd	listen	to	you	quicker	than	to	me."
"Well,	 I	 will,"	 said	 Marilla,	 reflecting	 that	 it	 would	 probably	 be	 the	 wiser

course.	"Don't	cry	any	more,	Anne.	It	will	be	all	right."
Marilla	had	changed	her	mind	about	it	being	all	right	by	the	time	she	got	back

from	Orchard	Slope.	Anne	was	watching	for	her	coming	and	flew	to	the	porch
door	to	meet	her.
"Oh,	Marilla,	I	know	by	your	face	that	it's	been	no	use,"	she	said	sorrowfully.

"Mrs.	Barry	won't	forgive	me?"
"Mrs.	Barry	indeed!"	snapped	Marilla.	"Of	all	the	unreasonable	women	I	ever

saw	she's	the	worst.	I	told	her	it	was	all	a	mistake	and	you	weren't	to	blame,	but
she	 just	 simply	didn't	 believe	me.	And	 she	 rubbed	 it	well	 in	 about	my	currant
wine	and	how	I'd	always	said	it	couldn't	have	the	least	effect	on	anybody.	I	just
told	her	plainly	that	currant	wine	wasn't	meant	to	be	drunk	three	tumblerfuls	at	a
time	and	that	 if	a	child	I	had	 to	do	with	was	so	greedy	I'd	sober	her	up	with	a
right	good	spanking."
Marilla	whisked	 into	 the	kitchen,	grievously	disturbed,	 leaving	a	very	much

distracted	 little	 soul	 in	 the	 porch	 behind	 her.	 Presently	 Anne	 stepped	 out
bareheaded	into	the	chill	autumn	dusk;	very	determinedly	and	steadily	she	took
her	way	down	through	the	sere	clover	field	over	the	log	bridge	and	up	through
the	 spruce	 grove,	 lighted	 by	 a	 pale	 little	moon	 hanging	 low	 over	 the	western
woods.	 Mrs.	 Barry,	 coming	 to	 the	 door	 in	 answer	 to	 a	 timid	 knock,	 found	 a
white-lipped	eager-eyed	suppliant	on	the	doorstep.



Her	face	hardened.	Mrs.	Barry	was	a	woman	of	strong	prejudices	and	dislikes,
and	her	anger	was	of	the	cold,	sullen	sort	which	is	always	hardest	to	overcome.
To	do	her	justice,	she	really	believed	Anne	had	made	Diana	drunk	out	of	sheer
malice	 prepense,	 and	 she	was	 honestly	 anxious	 to	 preserve	 her	 little	 daughter
from	the	contamination	of	further	intimacy	with	such	a	child.
"What	do	you	want?"	she	said	stiffly.
Anne	clasped	her	hands.
"Oh,	Mrs.	Barry,	please	forgive	me.	I	did	not	mean	to—to—intoxicate	Diana.

How	could	I?	Just	imagine	if	you	were	a	poor	little	orphan	girl	that	kind	people
had	adopted	and	you	had	 just	one	bosom	friend	 in	all	 the	world.	Do	you	 think
you	would	intoxicate	her	on	purpose?	I	thought	it	was	only	raspberry	cordial.	I
was	 firmly	 convinced	 it	 was	 raspberry	 cordial.	 Oh,	 please	 don't	 say	 that	 you
won't	let	Diana	play	with	me	any	more.	If	you	do	you	will	cover	my	life	with	a
dark	cloud	of	woe."
This	 speech	 which	 would	 have	 softened	 good	 Mrs.	 Lynde's	 heart	 in	 a

twinkling,	had	no	effect	on	Mrs.	Barry	except	to	irritate	her	still	more.	She	was
suspicious	 of	 Anne's	 big	 words	 and	 dramatic	 gestures	 and	 imagined	 that	 the
child	was	making	fun	of	her.	So	she	said,	coldly	and	cruelly:
"I	don't	think	you	are	a	fit	little	girl	for	Diana	to	associate	with.	You'd	better

go	home	and	behave	yourself."
Anne's	lips	quivered.
"Won't	you	let	me	see	Diana	just	once	to	say	farewell?"	she	implored.
"Diana	has	gone	over	to	Carmody	with	her	father,"	said	Mrs.	Barry,	going	in

and	shutting	the	door.
Anne	went	back	to	Green	Gables	calm	with	despair.
"My	 last	 hope	 is	 gone,"	 she	 told	 Marilla.	 "I	 went	 up	 and	 saw	Mrs.	 Barry

myself	 and	 she	 treated	me	 very	 insultingly.	Marilla,	 I	 do	 NOT	 think	 she	 is	 a
well-bred	woman.	There	is	nothing	more	to	do	except	to	pray	and	I	haven't	much
hope	 that	 that'll	 do	 much	 good	 because,	 Marilla,	 I	 do	 not	 believe	 that	 God
Himself	can	do	very	much	with	such	an	obstinate	person	as	Mrs.	Barry."
"Anne,	you	shouldn't	say	such	things"	rebuked	Marilla,	striving	to	overcome

that	unholy	tendency	to	laughter	which	she	was	dismayed	to	find	growing	upon
her.	And	 indeed,	when	she	 told	 the	whole	story	 to	Matthew	that	night,	she	did
laugh	heartily	over	Anne's	tribulations.
But	when	she	slipped	into	 the	east	gable	before	going	to	bed	and	found	that

Anne	had	cried	herself	to	sleep	an	unaccustomed	softness	crept	into	her	face.
"Poor	 little	soul,"	she	murmured,	 lifting	a	 loose	curl	of	hair	 from	the	child's

tear-stained	 face.	 Then	 she	 bent	 down	 and	 kissed	 the	 flushed	 cheek	 on	 the
pillow.



Chapter		17	
A	New	Interest	in	Life
THE	next	afternoon	Anne,	bending	over	her	patchwork	at	 the	kitchen	window,
happened	 to	 glance	 out	 and	 beheld	 Diana	 down	 by	 the	 Dryad's	 Bubble
beckoning	mysteriously.	In	a	trice	Anne	was	out	of	the	house	and	flying	down	to
the	 hollow,	 astonishment	 and	 hope	 struggling	 in	 her	 expressive	 eyes.	 But	 the
hope	faded	when	she	saw	Diana's	dejected	countenance.
"Your	mother	hasn't	relented?"	she	gasped.
Diana	shook	her	head	mournfully.
"No;	and	oh,	Anne,	she	says	I'm	never	to	play	with	you	again.	I've	cried	and

cried	and	I	told	her	it	wasn't	your	fault,	but	it	wasn't	any	use.	I	had	ever	such	a
time	coaxing	her	to	let	me	come	down	and	say	good-bye	to	you.	She	said	I	was
only	to	stay	ten	minutes	and	she's	timing	me	by	the	clock."
"Ten	minutes	isn't	very	long	to	say	an	eternal	farewell	in,"	said	Anne	tearfully.

"Oh,	Diana,	will	 you	promise	 faithfully	never	 to	 forget	me,	 the	 friend	of	 your
youth,	no	matter	what	dearer	friends	may	caress	thee?"
"Indeed	I	will,"	 sobbed	Diana,	"and	I'll	never	have	another	bosom	friend—I

don't	want	to	have.	I	couldn't	love	anybody	as	I	love	you."
"Oh,	Diana,"	cried	Anne,	clasping	her	hands,	"do	you	LOVE	me?"
"Why,	of	course	I	do.	Didn't	you	know	that?"
"No."	Anne	 drew	 a	 long	 breath.	 "I	 thought	 you	LIKED	me	 of	 course	 but	 I

never	 hoped	 you	LOVED	me.	Why,	Diana,	 I	 didn't	 think	 anybody	 could	 love
me.	Nobody	ever	has	loved	me	since	I	can	remember.	Oh,	this	is	wonderful!	It's
a	 ray	of	 light	which	will	 forever	 shine	on	 the	darkness	of	a	path	 severed	 from
thee,	Diana.	Oh,	just	say	it	once	again."
"I	 love	 you	 devotedly,	Anne,"	 said	Diana	 stanchly,	 "and	 I	 always	will,	 you

may	be	sure	of	that."
"And	 I	 will	 always	 love	 thee,	 Diana,"	 said	 Anne,	 solemnly	 extending	 her

hand.	"In	the	years	to	come	thy	memory	will	shine	like	a	star	over	my	lonely	life,
as	 that	 last	story	we	read	together	says.	Diana,	wilt	 thou	give	me	a	lock	of	 thy
jet-black	tresses	in	parting	to	treasure	forevermore?"
"Have	you	got	anything	to	cut	it	with?"	queried	Diana,	wiping	away	the	tears

which	 Anne's	 affecting	 accents	 had	 caused	 to	 flow	 afresh,	 and	 returning	 to



practicalities.
"Yes.	 I've	 got	my	 patchwork	 scissors	 in	my	 apron	 pocket	 fortunately,"	 said

Anne.	She	solemnly	clipped	one	of	Diana's	curls.	 "Fare	 thee	well,	my	beloved
friend.	Henceforth	we	must	be	as	strangers	 though	 living	side	by	side.	But	my
heart	will	ever	be	faithful	to	thee."
Anne	stood	and	watched	Diana	out	of	sight,	mournfully	waving	her	hand	 to

the	latter	whenever	she	turned	to	look	back.	Then	she	returned	to	the	house,	not
a	little	consoled	for	the	time	being	by	this	romantic	parting.
"It	 is	all	over,"	she	 informed	Marilla.	"I	shall	never	have	another	 friend.	 I'm

really	worse	off	than	ever	before,	for	I	haven't	Katie	Maurice	and	Violetta	now.
And	even	 if	 I	had	 it	wouldn't	be	 the	same.	Somehow,	 little	dream	girls	are	not
satisfying	after	a	real	friend.	Diana	and	I	had	such	an	affecting	farewell	down	by
the	 spring.	 It	 will	 be	 sacred	 in	 my	memory	 forever.	 I	 used	 the	 most	 pathetic
language	 I	 could	 think	 of	 and	 said	 'thou'	 and	 'thee.'	 'Thou'	 and	 'thee'	 seem	 so
much	more	romantic	than	'you.'	Diana	gave	me	a	lock	of	her	hair	and	I'm	going
to	sew	it	up	in	a	little	bag	and	wear	it	around	my	neck	all	my	life.	Please	see	that
it	is	buried	with	me,	for	I	don't	believe	I'll	live	very	long.	Perhaps	when	she	sees
me	lying	cold	and	dead	before	her	Mrs.	Barry	may	feel	remorse	for	what	she	has
done	and	will	let	Diana	come	to	my	funeral."
"I	don't	think	there	is	much	fear	of	your	dying	of	grief	as	long	as	you	can	talk,

Anne,"	said	Marilla	unsympathetically.
The	 following	 Monday	 Anne	 surprised	 Marilla	 by	 coming	 down	 from	 her

room	with	her	basket	of	books	on	her	arm	and	hip	and	her	lips	primmed	up	into
a	line	of	determination.
"I'm	going	back	to	school,"	she	announced.	"That	is	all	there	is	left	in	life	for

me,	now	that	my	friend	has	been	ruthlessly	torn	from	me.	In	school	I	can	look	at
her	and	muse	over	days	departed."
"You'd	better	muse	over	your	lessons	and	sums,"	said	Marilla,	concealing	her

delight	 at	 this	 development	 of	 the	 situation.	 "If	 you're	 going	 back	 to	 school	 I
hope	 we'll	 hear	 no	 more	 of	 breaking	 slates	 over	 people's	 heads	 and	 such
carryings	on.	Behave	yourself	and	do	just	what	your	teacher	tells	you."
"I'll	try	to	be	a	model	pupil,"	agreed	Anne	dolefully.	"There	won't	be	much	fun

in	 it,	 I	 expect.	Mr.	Phillips	 said	Minnie	Andrews	was	a	model	pupil	 and	 there
isn't	 a	 spark	of	 imagination	or	 life	 in	her.	She	 is	 just	 dull	 and	poky	and	never
seems	to	have	a	good	time.	But	I	feel	so	depressed	that	perhaps	it	will	come	easy
to	me	now.	I'm	going	round	by	the	road.	I	couldn't	bear	to	go	by	the	Birch	Path
all	alone.	I	should	weep	bitter	tears	if	I	did."
Anne	 was	 welcomed	 back	 to	 school	 with	 open	 arms.	 Her	 imagination	 had

been	sorely	missed	in	games,	her	voice	in	the	singing	and	her	dramatic	ability	in



the	 perusal	 aloud	 of	 books	 at	 dinner	 hour.	 Ruby	 Gillis	 smuggled	 three	 blue
plums	over	to	her	during	testament	reading;	Ella	May	MacPherson	gave	her	an
enormous	yellow	pansy	cut	from	the	covers	of	a	floral	catalogue—a	species	of
desk	decoration	much	prized	in	Avonlea	school.	Sophia	Sloane	offered	to	teach
her	 a	 perfectly	 elegant	 new	 pattern	 of	 knit	 lace,	 so	 nice	 for	 trimming	 aprons.
Katie	Boulter	 gave	 her	 a	 perfume	bottle	 to	 keep	 slate	water	 in,	 and	 Julia	Bell
copied	 carefully	 on	 a	 piece	 of	 pale	 pink	 paper	 scalloped	 on	 the	 edges	 the
following	effusion:

When	twilight	drops	her	curtain	down
And	pins	it	with	a	star
Remember	that	you	have	a	friend
Though	she	may	wander	far.

"It's	so	nice	to	be	appreciated,"	sighed	Anne	rapturously	to	Marilla	that	night.
The	girls	were	not	the	only	scholars	who	"appreciated"	her.	When	Anne	went

to	her	seat	after	dinner	hour—she	had	been	 told	by	Mr.	Phillips	 to	sit	with	 the
model	 Minnie	 Andrews—she	 found	 on	 her	 desk	 a	 big	 luscious	 "strawberry
apple."	Anne	caught	it	up	all	ready	to	take	a	bite	when	she	remembered	that	the
only	 place	 in	 Avonlea	 where	 strawberry	 apples	 grew	 was	 in	 the	 old	 Blythe
orchard	on	the	other	side	of	the	Lake	of	Shining	Waters.	Anne	dropped	the	apple
as	 if	 it	 were	 a	 red-hot	 coal	 and	 ostentatiously	 wiped	 her	 fingers	 on	 her
handkerchief.	The	apple	lay	untouched	on	her	desk	until	the	next	morning,	when
little	Timothy	Andrews,	who	swept	the	school	and	kindled	the	fire,	annexed	it	as
one	of	his	perquisites.	Charlie	Sloane's	slate	pencil,	gorgeously	bedizened	with
striped	red	and	yellow	paper,	costing	two	cents	where	ordinary	pencils	cost	only
one,	 which	 he	 sent	 up	 to	 her	 after	 dinner	 hour,	 met	 with	 a	 more	 favorable
reception.	Anne	was	graciously	pleased	to	accept	it	and	rewarded	the	donor	with
a	smile	which	exalted	that	infatuated	youth	straightway	into	the	seventh	heaven
of	delight	and	caused	him	 to	make	such	 fearful	errors	 in	his	dictation	 that	Mr.
Phillips	kept	him	in	after	school	to	rewrite	it.
But	as,

The	Caesar's	pageant	shorn	of	Brutus'	bust
Did	but	of	Rome's	best	son	remind	her	more.

so	 the	marked	 absence	 of	 any	 tribute	 or	 recognition	 from	Diana	Barry	who
was	sitting	with	Gertie	Pye	embittered	Anne's	little	triumph.
"Diana	might	 just	have	smiled	at	me	once,	 I	 think,"	she	mourned	 to	Marilla



that	night.	But	 the	next	morning	a	note	most	fearfully	and	wonderfully	 twisted
and	folded,	and	a	small	parcel	were	passed	across	to	Anne.

Dear	Anne	(ran	the	former)
Mother	says	I'm	not	to	play	with	you	or	talk	to	you	even	in	school.	It	isn't
my	fault	and	don't	be	cross	at	me,	because	I	love	you	as	much	as	ever.	I
miss	you	awfully	to	tell	all	my	secrets	to	and	I	don't	like	Gertie	Pye	one	bit.
I	made	you	one	of	the	new	bookmarkers	out	of	red	tissue	paper.	They	are
awfully	fashionable	now	and	only	three	girls	in	school	know	how	to	make
them.	When	you	look	at	it	remember
Your	true	friend
Diana	Barry.

Anne	read	the	note,	kissed	the	bookmark,	and	dispatched	a	prompt	reply	back
to	the	other	side	of	the	school.
My	own	darling	Diana:—
Of	course	I	am	not	cross	at	you	because	you	have	to	obey	your	mother.	Our

spirits	can	commune.	I	shall	keep	your	lovely	present	forever.	Minnie	Andrews
is	a	very	nice	little	girl—although	she	has	no	imagination—but	after	having	been
Diana's	busum	friend	I	cannot	be	Minnie's.	Please	excuse	mistakes	because	my
spelling	isn't	very	good	yet,	although	much	improoved.
Yours	until	death	us	do	part
Anne	or	Cordelia	Shirley.
P.S.	I	shall	sleep	with	your	letter	under	my	pillow	tonight.	A.	OR	C.S.
Marilla	pessimistically	expected	more	trouble	since	Anne	had	again	begun	to

go	 to	 school.	 But	 none	 developed.	 Perhaps	 Anne	 caught	 something	 of	 the
"model"	 spirit	 from	Minnie	 Andrews;	 at	 least	 she	 got	 on	 very	 well	 with	Mr.
Phillips	thenceforth.	She	flung	herself	into	her	studies	heart	and	soul,	determined
not	to	be	outdone	in	any	class	by	Gilbert	Blythe.	The	rivalry	between	them	was
soon	apparent;	it	was	entirely	good	natured	on	Gilbert's	side;	but	it	is	much	to	be
feared	 that	 the	 same	 thing	 cannot	 be	 said	 of	 Anne,	 who	 had	 certainly	 an
unpraiseworthy	 tenacity	for	holding	grudges.	She	was	as	 intense	 in	her	hatreds
as	in	her	loves.	She	would	not	stoop	to	admit	that	she	meant	to	rival	Gilbert	in
schoolwork,	because	that	would	have	been	to	acknowledge	his	existence	which
Anne	 persistently	 ignored;	 but	 the	 rivalry	 was	 there	 and	 honors	 fluctuated
between	 them.	Now	Gilbert	was	 head	of	 the	 spelling	 class;	 now	Anne,	with	 a
toss	of	her	long	red	braids,	spelled	him	down.	One	morning	Gilbert	had	all	his
sums	done	correctly	and	had	his	name	written	on	the	blackboard	on	the	roll	of
honor;	the	next	morning	Anne,	having	wrestled	wildly	with	decimals	the	entire



evening	 before,	would	 be	 first.	One	 awful	 day	 they	were	 ties	 and	 their	 names
were	 written	 up	 together.	 It	 was	 almost	 as	 bad	 as	 a	 take-notice	 and	 Anne's
mortification	 was	 as	 evident	 as	 Gilbert's	 satisfaction.	 When	 the	 written
examinations	at	the	end	of	each	month	were	held	the	suspense	was	terrible.	The
first	month	Gilbert	came	out	three	marks	ahead.	The	second	Anne	beat	him	by
five.	 But	 her	 triumph	 was	 marred	 by	 the	 fact	 that	 Gilbert	 congratulated	 her
heartily	before	the	whole	school.	It	would	have	been	ever	so	much	sweeter	to	her
if	he	had	felt	the	sting	of	his	defeat.
Mr.	 Phillips	 might	 not	 be	 a	 very	 good	 teacher;	 but	 a	 pupil	 so	 inflexibly

determined	on	learning	as	Anne	was	could	hardly	escape	making	progress	under
any	 kind	 of	 teacher.	 By	 the	 end	 of	 the	 term	 Anne	 and	 Gilbert	 were	 both
promoted	into	the	fifth	class	and	allowed	to	begin	studying	the	elements	of	"the
branches"—by	 which	 Latin,	 geometry,	 French,	 and	 algebra	 were	 meant.	 In
geometry	Anne	met	her	Waterloo.
"It's	perfectly	awful	stuff,	Marilla,"	she	groaned.	"I'm	sure	I'll	never	be	able	to

make	head	or	tail	of	it.	There	is	no	scope	for	imagination	in	it	at	all.	Mr.	Phillips
says	I'm	the	worst	dunce	he	ever	saw	at	it.	And	Gil—I	mean	some	of	the	others
are	so	smart	at	it.	It	is	extremely	mortifying,	Marilla.
"Even	Diana	 gets	 along	 better	 than	 I	 do.	 But	 I	 don't	mind	 being	 beaten	 by

Diana.	 Even	 although	 we	 meet	 as	 strangers	 now	 I	 still	 love	 her	 with	 an
INEXTINGUISHABLE	love.	It	makes	me	very	sad	at	times	to	think	about	her.
But	really,	Marilla,	one	can't	stay	sad	very	long	in	such	an	interesting	world,	can
one?"



Chapter		18	
Anne	to	the	Rescue
ALL	things	great	are	wound	up	with	all	things	little.	At	first	glance	it	might	not
seem	that	 the	decision	of	a	certain	Canadian	Premier	to	include	Prince	Edward
Island	in	a	political	tour	could	have	much	or	anything	to	do	with	the	fortunes	of
little	Anne	Shirley	at	Green	Gables.	But	it	had.
It	was	a	January	the	Premier	came,	to	address	his	loyal	supporters	and	such	of

his	 nonsupporters	 as	 chose	 to	 be	 present	 at	 the	monster	mass	meeting	 held	 in
Charlottetown.	Most	 of	 the	Avonlea	people	were	on	Premier's	 side	of	 politics;
hence	on	the	night	of	the	meeting	nearly	all	the	men	and	a	goodly	proportion	of
the	women	 had	 gone	 to	 town	 thirty	miles	 away.	Mrs.	Rachel	Lynde	 had	 gone
too.	Mrs.	Rachel	Lynde	was	a	red-hot	politician	and	couldn't	have	believed	that
the	political	rally	could	be	carried	through	without	her,	although	she	was	on	the
opposite	 side	of	politics.	So	she	went	 to	 town	and	 took	her	husband—Thomas
would	 be	 useful	 in	 looking	 after	 the	 horse—and	 Marilla	 Cuthbert	 with	 her.
Marilla	had	a	sneaking	interest	in	politics	herself,	and	as	she	thought	it	might	be
her	only	chance	 to	 see	a	 real	 live	Premier,	 she	promptly	 took	 it,	 leaving	Anne
and	Matthew	to	keep	house	until	her	return	the	following	day.
Hence,	while	Marilla	and	Mrs.	Rachel	were	enjoying	themselves	hugely	at	the

mass	meeting,	Anne	and	Matthew	had	the	cheerful	kitchen	at	Green	Gables	all	to
themselves.	A	bright	fire	was	glowing	in	 the	old-fashioned	Waterloo	stove	and
blue-white	 frost	 crystals	 were	 shining	 on	 the	 windowpanes.	 Matthew	 nodded
over	a	FARMERS'	ADVOCATE	on	 the	sofa	and	Anne	at	 the	 table	studied	her
lessons	 with	 grim	 determination,	 despite	 sundry	 wistful	 glances	 at	 the	 clock
shelf,	where	lay	a	new	book	that	Jane	Andrews	had	lent	her	that	day.	Jane	had
assured	her	that	it	was	warranted	to	produce	any	number	of	thrills,	or	words	to
that	effect,	and	Anne's	 fingers	 tingled	 to	 reach	out	 for	 it.	But	 that	would	mean
Gilbert	Blythe's	triumph	on	the	morrow.	Anne	turned	her	back	on	the	clock	shelf
and	tried	to	imagine	it	wasn't	there.
"Matthew,	did	you	ever	study	geometry	when	you	went	to	school?"
"Well	now,	no,	I	didn't,"	said	Matthew,	coming	out	of	his	doze	with	a	start.
"I	wish	 you	 had,"	 sighed	Anne,	 "because	 then	 you'd	 be	 able	 to	 sympathize

with	me.	You	can't	sympathize	properly	if	you've	never	studied	it.	It	is	casting	a



cloud	over	my	whole	life.	I'm	such	a	dunce	at	it,	Matthew."
"Well	 now,	 I	 dunno,"	 said	 Matthew	 soothingly.	 "I	 guess	 you're	 all	 right	 at

anything.	Mr.	Phillips	told	me	last	week	in	Blair's	store	at	Carmody	that	you	was
the	smartest	scholar	 in	school	and	was	making	rapid	progress.	 'Rapid	progress'
was	his	very	words.	There's	them	as	runs	down	Teddy	Phillips	and	says	he	ain't
much	of	a	teacher,	but	I	guess	he's	all	right."
Matthew	would	have	thought	anyone	who	praised	Anne	was	"all	right."
"I'm	 sure	 I'd	 get	 on	 better	 with	 geometry	 if	 only	 he	 wouldn't	 change	 the

letters,"	 complained	 Anne.	 "I	 learn	 the	 proposition	 off	 by	 heart	 and	 then	 he
draws	it	on	the	blackboard	and	puts	different	 letters	from	what	are	 in	 the	book
and	I	get	all	mixed	up.	I	don't	think	a	teacher	should	take	such	a	mean	advantage,
do	you?	We're	 studying	agriculture	now	and	 I've	 found	out	at	 last	what	makes
the	 roads	 red.	 It's	 a	 great	 comfort.	 I	wonder	 how	Marilla	 and	Mrs.	 Lynde	 are
enjoying	 themselves.	 Mrs.	 Lynde	 says	 Canada	 is	 going	 to	 the	 dogs	 the	 way
things	are	being	run	at	Ottawa	and	that	it's	an	awful	warning	to	the	electors.	She
says	if	women	were	allowed	to	vote	we	would	soon	see	a	blessed	change.	What
way	do	you	vote,	Matthew?"
"Conservative,"	 said	 Matthew	 promptly.	 To	 vote	 Conservative	 was	 part	 of

Matthew's	religion.
"Then	 I'm	Conservative	 too,"	 said	Anne	 decidedly.	 "I'm	glad	 because	Gil—

because	some	of	the	boys	in	school	are	Grits.	I	guess	Mr.	Phillips	is	a	Grit	 too
because	Prissy	Andrews's	father	is	one,	and	Ruby	Gillis	says	that	when	a	man	is
courting	he	always	has	to	agree	with	the	girl's	mother	in	religion	and	her	father
in	politics.	Is	that	true,	Matthew?"
"Well	now,	I	dunno,"	said	Matthew.
"Did	you	ever	go	courting,	Matthew?"
"Well	now,	no,	I	dunno's	I	ever	did,"	said	Matthew,	who	had	certainly	never

thought	of	such	a	thing	in	his	whole	existence.
Anne	reflected	with	her	chin	in	her	hands.
"It	 must	 be	 rather	 interesting,	 don't	 you	 think,	 Matthew?	 Ruby	 Gillis	 says

when	 she	grows	up	 she's	 going	 to	 have	 ever	 so	many	beaus	 on	 the	 string	 and
have	them	all	crazy	about	her;	but	I	think	that	would	be	too	exciting.	I'd	rather
have	just	one	in	his	right	mind.	But	Ruby	Gillis	knows	a	great	deal	about	such
matters	because	she	has	so	many	big	sisters,	and	Mrs.	Lynde	says	the	Gillis	girls
have	gone	off	like	hot	cakes.	Mr.	Phillips	goes	up	to	see	Prissy	Andrews	nearly
every	evening.	He	says	it	is	to	help	her	with	her	lessons	but	Miranda	Sloane	is
studying	 for	Queen's	 too,	 and	 I	 should	 think	 she	 needed	 help	 a	 lot	more	 than
Prissy	because	she's	ever	so	much	stupider,	but	he	never	goes	to	help	her	in	the
evenings	 at	 all.	 There	 are	 a	 great	 many	 things	 in	 this	 world	 that	 I	 can't



understand	very	well,	Matthew."
"Well	 now,	 I	 dunno	 as	 I	 comprehend	 them	 all	 myself,"	 acknowledged

Matthew.
"Well,	I	suppose	I	must	finish	up	my	lessons.	I	won't	allow	myself	to	open	that

new	book	Jane	lent	me	until	I'm	through.	But	it's	a	terrible	temptation,	Matthew.
Even	when	I	turn	my	back	on	it	I	can	see	it	there	just	as	plain.	Jane	said	she	cried
herself	sick	over	 it.	 I	 love	a	book	that	makes	me	cry.	But	 I	 think	I'll	carry	 that
book	into	the	sitting	room	and	lock	it	in	the	jam	closet	and	give	you	the	key.	And
you	must	NOT	give	it	to	me,	Matthew,	until	my	lessons	are	done,	not	even	if	I
implore	you	on	my	bended	knees.	It's	all	very	well	to	say	resist	temptation,	but
it's	ever	so	much	easier	to	resist	it	if	you	can't	get	the	key.	And	then	shall	I	run
down	 the	 cellar	 and	 get	 some	 russets,	 Matthew?	 Wouldn't	 you	 like	 some
russets?"
"Well	now,	 I	dunno	but	what	 I	would,"	said	Matthew,	who	never	ate	 russets

but	knew	Anne's	weakness	for	them.
Just	as	Anne	emerged	triumphantly	from	the	cellar	with	her	plateful	of	russets

came	 the	sound	of	 flying	 footsteps	on	 the	 icy	board	walk	outside	and	 the	next
moment	the	kitchen	door	was	flung	open	and	in	rushed	Diana	Barry,	white	faced
and	breathless,	with	a	shawl	wrapped	hastily	around	her	head.	Anne	promptly	let
go	of	her	candle	and	plate	in	her	surprise,	and	plate,	candle,	and	apples	crashed
together	 down	 the	 cellar	 ladder	 and	 were	 found	 at	 the	 bottom	 embedded	 in
melted	 grease,	 the	 next	 day,	 by	 Marilla,	 who	 gathered	 them	 up	 and	 thanked
mercy	the	house	hadn't	been	set	on	fire.
"Whatever	 is	 the	matter,	Diana?"	 cried	Anne.	 "Has	 your	mother	 relented	 at

last?"
"Oh,	Anne,	do	come	quick,"	implored	Diana	nervously.	"Minnie	May	is	awful

sick—she's	got	croup.	Young	Mary	Joe	says—and	Father	and	Mother	are	away
to	 town	and	 there's	nobody	 to	go	for	 the	doctor.	Minnie	May	 is	awful	bad	and
Young	Mary	Joe	doesn't	know	what	to	do—and	oh,	Anne,	I'm	so	scared!"
Matthew,	without	a	word,	reached	out	for	cap	and	coat,	slipped	past	Diana	and

away	into	the	darkness	of	the	yard.
"He's	gone	to	harness	the	sorrel	mare	to	go	to	Carmody	for	the	doctor,"	said

Anne,	who	was	hurrying	on	hood	and	jacket.	"I	know	it	as	well	as	if	he'd	said	so.
Matthew	and	I	are	such	kindred	spirits	I	can	read	his	thoughts	without	words	at
all."
"I	don't	believe	he'll	find	the	doctor	at	Carmody,"	sobbed	Diana.	"I	know	that

Dr.	Blair	went	to	town	and	I	guess	Dr.	Spencer	would	go	too.	Young	Mary	Joe
never	saw	anybody	with	croup	and	Mrs.	Lynde	is	away.	Oh,	Anne!"
"Don't	cry,	Di,"	said	Anne	cheerily.	"I	know	exactly	what	to	do	for	croup.	You



forget	 that	Mrs.	 Hammond	 had	 twins	 three	 times.	When	 you	 look	 after	 three
pairs	of	twins	you	naturally	get	a	lot	of	experience.	They	all	had	croup	regularly.
Just	wait	till	I	get	the	ipecac	bottle—you	mayn't	have	any	at	your	house.	Come
on	now."
The	 two	 little	 girls	 hastened	 out	 hand	 in	 hand	 and	 hurried	 through	 Lover's

Lane	and	across	the	crusted	field	beyond,	for	the	snow	was	too	deep	to	go	by	the
shorter	wood	way.	Anne,	although	sincerely	sorry	for	Minnie	May,	was	far	from
being	 insensible	 to	 the	 romance	 of	 the	 situation	 and	 to	 the	 sweetness	 of	 once
more	sharing	that	romance	with	a	kindred	spirit.
The	night	was	clear	and	frosty,	all	ebony	of	shadow	and	silver	of	snowy	slope;

big	stars	were	shining	over	the	silent	fields;	here	and	there	the	dark	pointed	firs
stood	 up	with	 snow	powdering	 their	 branches	 and	 the	wind	whistling	 through
them.	 Anne	 thought	 it	 was	 truly	 delightful	 to	 go	 skimming	 through	 all	 this
mystery	and	loveliness	with	your	bosom	friend	who	had	been	so	long	estranged.
Minnie	May,	 aged	 three,	 was	 really	 very	 sick.	 She	 lay	 on	 the	 kitchen	 sofa

feverish	 and	 restless,	 while	 her	 hoarse	 breathing	 could	 be	 heard	 all	 over	 the
house.	Young	Mary	Joe,	a	buxom,	broad-faced	French	girl	from	the	creek,	whom
Mrs.	 Barry	 had	 engaged	 to	 stay	 with	 the	 children	 during	 her	 absence,	 was
helpless	and	bewildered,	quite	incapable	of	thinking	what	to	do,	or	doing	it	if	she
thought	of	it.
Anne	went	to	work	with	skill	and	promptness.
"Minnie	May	has	croup	all	 right;	she's	pretty	bad,	but	 I've	seen	 them	worse.

First	we	must	 have	 lots	 of	 hot	water.	 I	 declare,	Diana,	 there	 isn't	more	 than	 a
cupful	 in	 the	kettle!	There,	 I've	 filled	 it	up,	and,	Mary	Joe,	you	may	put	 some
wood	 in	 the	 stove.	 I	 don't	 want	 to	 hurt	 your	 feelings	 but	 it	 seems	 to	me	 you
might	 have	 thought	 of	 this	 before	 if	 you'd	 any	 imagination.	 Now,	 I'll	 undress
Minnie	May	 and	 put	 her	 to	 bed	 and	 you	 try	 to	 find	 some	 soft	 flannel	 cloths,
Diana.	I'm	going	to	give	her	a	dose	of	ipecac	first	of	all."
Minnie	May	did	not	 take	kindly	 to	 the	 ipecac	but	Anne	had	not	brought	up

three	pairs	of	twins	for	nothing.	Down	that	ipecac	went,	not	only	once,	but	many
times	during	 the	 long,	anxious	night	when	 the	 two	 little	girls	worked	patiently
over	the	suffering	Minnie	May,	and	Young	Mary	Joe,	honestly	anxious	to	do	all
she	could,	kept	up	a	 roaring	fire	and	heated	more	water	 than	would	have	been
needed	for	a	hospital	of	croupy	babies.
It	 was	 three	 o'clock	 when	 Matthew	 came	 with	 a	 doctor,	 for	 he	 had	 been

obliged	 to	 go	 all	 the	 way	 to	 Spencervale	 for	 one.	 But	 the	 pressing	 need	 for
assistance	was	past.	Minnie	May	was	much	better	and	was	sleeping	soundly.
"I	was	awfully	near	giving	up	in	despair,"	explained	Anne.	"She	got	worse	and

worse	until	she	was	sicker	than	ever	the	Hammond	twins	were,	even	the	last	pair.



I	 actually	 thought	 she	was	 going	 to	 choke	 to	 death.	 I	 gave	 her	 every	 drop	 of
ipecac	in	that	bottle	and	when	the	last	dose	went	down	I	said	to	myself—not	to
Diana	or	Young	Mary	Joe,	because	I	didn't	want	 to	worry	 them	any	more	 than
they	were	worried,	but	I	had	to	say	it	to	myself	just	to	relieve	my	feelings—'This
is	 the	 last	 lingering	hope	and	I	fear,	 tis	a	vain	one.'	But	 in	about	 three	minutes
she	 coughed	up	 the	phlegm	and	began	 to	 get	 better	 right	 away.	You	must	 just
imagine	my	relief,	doctor,	because	 I	can't	express	 it	 in	words.	You	know	 there
are	some	things	that	cannot	be	expressed	in	words."
"Yes,	 I	know,"	nodded	the	doctor.	He	 looked	at	Anne	as	 if	he	were	 thinking

some	things	about	her	that	couldn't	be	expressed	in	words.	Later	on,	however,	he
expressed	them	to	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Barry.
"That	 little	 redheaded	 girl	 they	 have	 over	 at	 Cuthbert's	 is	 as	 smart	 as	 they

make	'em.	I	tell	you	she	saved	that	baby's	life,	for	it	would	have	been	too	late	by
the	 time	 I	got	 there.	She	 seems	 to	have	a	 skill	 and	presence	of	mind	perfectly
wonderful	in	a	child	of	her	age.	I	never	saw	anything	like	the	eyes	of	her	when
she	was	explaining	the	case	to	me."
Anne	had	gone	home	in	 the	wonderful,	white-frosted	winter	morning,	heavy

eyed	from	loss	of	sleep,	but	still	talking	unweariedly	to	Matthew	as	they	crossed
the	 long	white	 field	 and	walked	 under	 the	 glittering	 fairy	 arch	 of	 the	 Lover's
Lane	maples.
"Oh,	Matthew,	isn't	it	a	wonderful	morning?	The	world	looks	like	something

God	had	just	imagined	for	His	own	pleasure,	doesn't	it?	Those	trees	look	as	if	I
could	blow	them	away	with	a	breath—pouf!	I'm	so	glad	I	live	in	a	world	where
there	 are	 white	 frosts,	 aren't	 you?	And	 I'm	 so	 glad	Mrs.	 Hammond	 had	 three
pairs	of	twins	after	all.	If	she	hadn't	I	mightn't	have	known	what	to	do	for	Minnie
May.	I'm	real	sorry	I	was	ever	cross	with	Mrs.	Hammond	for	having	twins.	But,
oh,	Matthew,	I'm	so	sleepy.	I	can't	go	to	school.	I	just	know	I	couldn't	keep	my
eyes	open	and	 I'd	be	 so	 stupid.	But	 I	hate	 to	 stay	home,	 for	Gil—some	of	 the
others	will	get	head	of	 the	class,	 and	 it's	 so	hard	 to	get	up	again—although	of
course	 the	 harder	 it	 is	 the	 more	 satisfaction	 you	 have	 when	 you	 do	 get	 up,
haven't	you?"
"Well	now,	I	guess	you'll	manage	all	right,"	said	Matthew,	looking	at	Anne's

white	little	face	and	the	dark	shadows	under	her	eyes.	"You	just	go	right	to	bed
and	have	a	good	sleep.	I'll	do	all	the	chores."
Anne	accordingly	went	to	bed	and	slept	so	long	and	soundly	that	it	was	well

on	in	the	white	and	rosy	winter	afternoon	when	she	awoke	and	descended	to	the
kitchen	 where	 Marilla,	 who	 had	 arrived	 home	 in	 the	 meantime,	 was	 sitting
knitting.
"Oh,	did	you	see	 the	Premier?"	exclaimed	Anne	at	once.	"What	did	he	 look



like	Marilla?"
"Well,	he	never	got	to	be	Premier	on	account	of	his	looks,"	said	Marilla.	"Such

a	nose	as	that	man	had!	But	he	can	speak.	I	was	proud	of	being	a	Conservative.
Rachel	Lynde,	of	course,	being	a	Liberal,	had	no	use	for	him.	Your	dinner	is	in
the	oven,	Anne,	 and	you	 can	get	 yourself	 some	blue	plum	preserve	out	of	 the
pantry.	 I	 guess	 you're	 hungry.	Matthew	has	 been	 telling	me	 about	 last	 night.	 I
must	 say	 it	was	 fortunate	you	knew	what	 to	do.	 I	wouldn't	 have	had	 any	 idea
myself,	 for	 I	 never	 saw	 a	 case	 of	 croup.	 There	 now,	 never	 mind	 talking	 till
you've	had	your	dinner.	I	can	tell	by	the	look	of	you	that	you're	just	full	up	with
speeches,	but	they'll	keep."
Marilla	 had	 something	 to	 tell	Anne,	 but	 she	 did	 not	 tell	 it	 just	 then	 for	 she

knew	 if	 she	 did	Anne's	 consequent	 excitement	would	 lift	 her	 clear	 out	 of	 the
region	of	such	material	matters	as	appetite	or	dinner.	Not	until	Anne	had	finished
her	saucer	of	blue	plums	did	Marilla	say:
"Mrs.	 Barry	 was	 here	 this	 afternoon,	 Anne.	 She	 wanted	 to	 see	 you,	 but	 I

wouldn't	wake	you	up.	She	says	you	saved	Minnie	May's	 life,	 and	she	 is	very
sorry	she	acted	as	she	did	in	that	affair	of	the	currant	wine.	She	says	she	knows
now	you	didn't	mean	to	set	Diana	drunk,	and	she	hopes	you'll	forgive	her	and	be
good	 friends	with	Diana	 again.	You're	 to	 go	 over	 this	 evening	 if	 you	 like	 for
Diana	can't	stir	outside	the	door	on	account	of	a	bad	cold	she	caught	last	night.
Now,	Anne	Shirley,	for	pity's	sake	don't	fly	up	into	the	air."
The	 warning	 seemed	 not	 unnecessary,	 so	 uplifted	 and	 aerial	 was	 Anne's

expression	 and	 attitude	 as	 she	 sprang	 to	 her	 feet,	 her	 face	 irradiated	 with	 the
flame	of	her	spirit.
"Oh,	Marilla,	can	I	go	right	now—without	washing	my	dishes?	I'll	wash	them

when	I	come	back,	but	 I	cannot	 tie	myself	down	to	anything	so	unromantic	as
dishwashing	at	this	thrilling	moment."
"Yes,	yes,	run	along,"	said	Marilla	indulgently.	"Anne	Shirley—are	you	crazy?

Come	 back	 this	 instant	 and	 put	 something	 on	 you.	 I	might	 as	well	 call	 to	 the
wind.	She's	gone	without	a	cap	or	wrap.	Look	at	her	tearing	through	the	orchard
with	her	hair	streaming.	It'll	be	a	mercy	if	she	doesn't	catch	her	death	of	cold."
Anne	 came	 dancing	 home	 in	 the	 purple	 winter	 twilight	 across	 the	 snowy

places.	Afar	in	the	southwest	was	the	great	shimmering,	pearl-like	sparkle	of	an
evening	star	in	a	sky	that	was	pale	golden	and	ethereal	rose	over	gleaming	white
spaces	 and	 dark	 glens	 of	 spruce.	The	 tinkles	 of	 sleigh	 bells	 among	 the	 snowy
hills	 came	 like	 elfin	 chimes	 through	 the	 frosty	 air,	 but	 their	 music	 was	 not
sweeter	than	the	song	in	Anne's	heart	and	on	her	lips.
"You	see	before	you	a	perfectly	happy	person,	Marilla,"	she	announced.	"I'm

perfectly	happy—yes,	in	spite	of	my	red	hair.	Just	at	present	I	have	a	soul	above



red	hair.	Mrs.	Barry	kissed	me	and	cried	and	said	she	was	so	sorry	and	she	could
never	repay	me.	I	felt	fearfully	embarrassed,	Marilla,	but	I	just	said	as	politely	as
I	could,	 'I	have	no	hard	 feelings	 for	you,	Mrs.	Barry.	 I	assure	you	once	 for	all
that	I	did	not	mean	to	intoxicate	Diana	and	henceforth	I	shall	cover	the	past	with
the	mantle	of	oblivion.'	That	was	 a	pretty	dignified	way	of	 speaking	wasn't	 it,
Marilla?"
"I	felt	that	I	was	heaping	coals	of	fire	on	Mrs.	Barry's	head.	And	Diana	and	I

had	 a	 lovely	 afternoon.	Diana	 showed	me	 a	 new	 fancy	 crochet	 stitch	 her	 aunt
over	 at	 Carmody	 taught	 her.	 Not	 a	 soul	 in	 Avonlea	 knows	 it	 but	 us,	 and	 we
pledged	 a	 solemn	 vow	 never	 to	 reveal	 it	 to	 anyone	 else.	 Diana	 gave	 me	 a
beautiful	card	with	a	wreath	of	roses	on	it	and	a	verse	of	poetry:

"If	you	love	me	as	I	love	you
Nothing	but	death	can	part	us	two.

"And	that	is	true,	Marilla.	We're	going	to	ask	Mr.	Phillips	to	let	us	sit	together
in	school	again,	and	Gertie	Pye	can	go	with	Minnie	Andrews.	We	had	an	elegant
tea.	Mrs.	 Barry	 had	 the	 very	 best	 china	 set	 out,	Marilla,	 just	 as	 if	 I	 was	 real
company.	I	can't	 tell	you	what	a	thrill	 it	gave	me.	Nobody	ever	used	their	very
best	 china	 on	my	 account	 before.	And	we	 had	 fruit	 cake	 and	 pound	 cake	 and
doughnuts	 and	 two	kinds	of	 preserves,	Marilla.	And	Mrs.	Barry	 asked	me	 if	 I
took	tea	and	said	'Pa,	why	don't	you	pass	the	biscuits	to	Anne?'	It	must	be	lovely
to	be	grown	up,	Marilla,	when	just	being	treated	as	if	you	were	is	so	nice."
"I	don't	know	about	that,"	said	Marilla,	with	a	brief	sigh.
"Well,	anyway,	when	I	am	grown	up,"	said	Anne	decidedly,	"I'm	always	going

to	talk	to	little	girls	as	if	 they	were	too,	and	I'll	never	laugh	when	they	use	big
words.	I	know	from	sorrowful	experience	how	that	hurts	one's	feelings.	After	tea
Diana	and	 I	made	 taffy.	The	 taffy	wasn't	very	good,	 I	 suppose	because	neither
Diana	nor	I	had	ever	made	any	before.	Diana	left	me	to	stir	it	while	she	buttered
the	plates	and	I	forgot	and	let	it	burn;	and	then	when	we	set	it	out	on	the	platform
to	cool	 the	cat	walked	over	one	plate	and	 that	had	 to	be	 thrown	away.	But	 the
making	of	it	was	splendid	fun.	Then	when	I	came	home	Mrs.	Barry	asked	me	to
come	over	as	often	as	I	could	and	Diana	stood	at	the	window	and	threw	kisses	to
me	 all	 the	 way	 down	 to	 Lover's	 Lane.	 I	 assure	 you,	 Marilla,	 that	 I	 feel	 like
praying	tonight	and	I'm	going	to	think	out	a	special	brand-new	prayer	in	honor	of
the	occasion."



Chapter		19	
A	Concert	a	Catastrophe	and	a	Confession
"MARILLA,	can	I	go	over	to	see	Diana	just	for	a	minute?"	asked	Anne,	running
breathlessly	down	from	the	east	gable	one	February	evening.
"I	don't	see	what	you	want	to	be	traipsing	about	after	dark	for,"	said	Marilla

shortly.	"You	and	Diana	walked	home	from	school	together	and	then	stood	down
there	in	the	snow	for	half	an	hour	more,	your	tongues	going	the	whole	blessed
time,	clickety-clack.	So	I	don't	think	you're	very	badly	off	to	see	her	again."
"But	she	wants	to	see	me,"	pleaded	Anne.	"She	has	something	very	important

to	tell	me."
"How	do	you	know	she	has?"
"Because	she	just	signaled	to	me	from	her	window.	We	have	arranged	a	way

to	signal	with	our	candles	and	cardboard.	We	set	the	candle	on	the	window	sill
and	 make	 flashes	 by	 passing	 the	 cardboard	 back	 and	 forth.	 So	 many	 flashes
mean	a	certain	thing.	It	was	my	idea,	Marilla."
"I'll	warrant	you	it	was,"	said	Marilla	emphatically.	"And	the	next	thing	you'll

be	setting	fire	to	the	curtains	with	your	signaling	nonsense."
"Oh,	we're	 very	 careful,	Marilla.	And	 it's	 so	 interesting.	 Two	 flashes	mean,

'Are	you	there?'	Three	mean	'yes'	and	four	'no.'	Five	mean,	'Come	over	as	soon
as	 possible,	 because	 I	 have	 something	 important	 to	 reveal.'	 Diana	 has	 just
signaled	five	flashes,	and	I'm	really	suffering	to	know	what	it	is."
"Well,	you	needn't	suffer	any	longer,"	said	Marilla	sarcastically.	"You	can	go,

but	you're	to	be	back	here	in	just	ten	minutes,	remember	that."
Anne	did	remember	it	and	was	back	in	the	stipulated	time,	although	probably

no	 mortal	 will	 ever	 know	 just	 what	 it	 cost	 her	 to	 confine	 the	 discussion	 of
Diana's	 important	communication	within	 the	 limits	of	 ten	minutes.	But	at	 least
she	had	made	good	use	of	them.
"Oh,	Marilla,	 what	 do	 you	 think?	 You	 know	 tomorrow	 is	 Diana's	 birthday.

Well,	her	mother	told	her	she	could	ask	me	to	go	home	with	her	from	school	and
stay	all	night	with	her.	And	her	cousins	are	coming	over	 from	Newbridge	 in	a
big	pung	sleigh	to	go	to	 the	Debating	Club	concert	at	 the	hall	 tomorrow	night.
And	they	are	going	to	take	Diana	and	me	to	the	concert—if	you'll	let	me	go,	that
is.	You	will,	won't	you,	Marilla?	Oh,	I	feel	so	excited."



"You	can	calm	down	then,	because	you're	not	going.	You're	better	at	home	in
your	 own	 bed,	 and	 as	 for	 that	 club	 concert,	 it's	 all	 nonsense,	 and	 little	 girls
should	not	be	allowed	to	go	out	to	such	places	at	all."
"I'm	sure	the	Debating	Club	is	a	most	respectable	affair,"	pleaded	Anne.
"I'm	 not	 saying	 it	 isn't.	 But	 you're	 not	 going	 to	 begin	 gadding	 about	 to

concerts	 and	 staying	out	 all	 hours	 of	 the	 night.	 Pretty	 doings	 for	 children.	 I'm
surprised	at	Mrs.	Barry's	letting	Diana	go."
"But	it's	such	a	very	special	occasion,"	mourned	Anne,	on	the	verge	of	tears.

"Diana	 has	 only	 one	 birthday	 in	 a	 year.	 It	 isn't	 as	 if	 birthdays	 were	 common
things,	 Marilla.	 Prissy	 Andrews	 is	 going	 to	 recite	 'Curfew	 Must	 Not	 Ring
Tonight.'	That	is	such	a	good	moral	piece,	Marilla,	I'm	sure	it	would	do	me	lots
of	good	to	hear	it.	And	the	choir	are	going	to	sing	four	lovely	pathetic	songs	that
are	pretty	near	as	good	as	hymns.	And	oh,	Marilla,	the	minister	is	going	to	take
part;	yes,	indeed,	he	is;	he's	going	to	give	an	address.	That	will	be	just	about	the
same	thing	as	a	sermon.	Please,	mayn't	I	go,	Marilla?"
"You	heard	what	I	said,	Anne,	didn't	you?	Take	off	your	boots	now	and	go	to

bed.	It's	past	eight."
"There's	 just	one	more	 thing,	Marilla,"	 said	Anne,	with	 the	air	of	producing

the	 last	 shot	 in	 her	 locker.	 "Mrs.	Barry	 told	Diana	 that	we	might	 sleep	 in	 the
spare-room	bed.	Think	of	 the	honor	of	your	 little	Anne	being	put	 in	 the	spare-
room	bed."
"It's	an	honor	you'll	have	to	get	along	without.	Go	to	bed,	Anne,	and	don't	let

me	hear	another	word	out	of	you."
When	Anne,	with	tears	rolling	over	her	cheeks,	had	gone	sorrowfully	upstairs,

Matthew,	who	had	been	apparently	sound	asleep	on	the	lounge	during	the	whole
dialogue,	opened	his	eyes	and	said	decidedly:
"Well	now,	Marilla,	I	think	you	ought	to	let	Anne	go."
"I	don't	then,"	retorted	Marilla.	"Who's	bringing	this	child	up,	Matthew,	you	or

me?"
"Well	now,	you,"	admitted	Matthew.
"Don't	interfere	then."
"Well	 now,	 I	 ain't	 interfering.	 It	 ain't	 interfering	 to	 have	 your	 own	 opinion.

And	my	opinion	is	that	you	ought	to	let	Anne	go."
"You'd	think	I	ought	to	let	Anne	go	to	the	moon	if	she	took	the	notion,	I've	no

doubt"	 was	Marilla's	 amiable	 rejoinder.	 "I	might	 have	 let	 her	 spend	 the	 night
with	Diana,	 if	 that	was	 all.	 But	 I	 don't	 approve	 of	 this	 concert	 plan.	 She'd	 go
there	and	catch	cold	like	as	not,	and	have	her	head	filled	up	with	nonsense	and
excitement.	It	would	unsettle	her	for	a	week.	I	understand	that	child's	disposition
and	what's	good	for	it	better	than	you,	Matthew."



"I	 think	you	ought	 to	 let	Anne	go,"	repeated	Matthew	firmly.	Argument	was
not	his	strong	point,	but	holding	fast	to	his	opinion	certainly	was.	Marilla	gave	a
gasp	of	helplessness	and	took	refuge	in	silence.	The	next	morning,	when	Anne
was	washing	the	breakfast	dishes	in	the	pantry,	Matthew	paused	on	his	way	out
to	the	barn	to	say	to	Marilla	again:
"I	think	you	ought	to	let	Anne	go,	Marilla."
For	a	moment	Marilla	looked	things	not	lawful	to	be	uttered.	Then	she	yielded

to	the	inevitable	and	said	tartly:
"Very	well,	she	can	go,	since	nothing	else'll	please	you."
Anne	flew	out	of	the	pantry,	dripping	dishcloth	in	hand.
"Oh,	Marilla,	Marilla,	say	those	blessed	words	again."
"I	guess	once	is	enough	to	say	them.	This	is	Matthew's	doings	and	I	wash	my

hands	of	it.	If	you	catch	pneumonia	sleeping	in	a	strange	bed	or	coming	out	of
that	hot	hall	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	night,	don't	blame	me,	blame	Matthew.	Anne
Shirley,	 you're	 dripping	 greasy	 water	 all	 over	 the	 floor.	 I	 never	 saw	 such	 a
careless	child."
"Oh,	I	know	I'm	a	great	trial	to	you,	Marilla,"	said	Anne	repentantly.	"I	make

so	many	mistakes.	But	then	just	think	of	all	the	mistakes	I	don't	make,	although	I
might.	 I'll	 get	 some	 sand	 and	 scrub	 up	 the	 spots	 before	 I	 go	 to	 school.	 Oh,
Marilla,	my	heart	was	just	set	on	going	to	that	concert.	I	never	was	to	a	concert
in	my	life,	and	when	the	other	girls	talk	about	them	in	school	I	feel	so	out	of	it.
You	 didn't	 know	 just	 how	 I	 felt	 about	 it,	 but	 you	 see	Matthew	 did.	Matthew
understands	me,	and	it's	so	nice	to	be	understood,	Marilla."
Anne	 was	 too	 excited	 to	 do	 herself	 justice	 as	 to	 lessons	 that	 morning	 in

school.	Gilbert	Blythe	spelled	her	down	in	class	and	left	her	clear	out	of	sight	in
mental	 arithmetic.	 Anne's	 consequent	 humiliation	was	 less	 than	 it	might	 have
been,	however,	 in	view	of	 the	concert	 and	 the	 spare-room	bed.	She	and	Diana
talked	so	constantly	about	it	all	day	that	with	a	stricter	teacher	than	Mr.	Phillips
dire	disgrace	must	inevitably	have	been	their	portion.
Anne	 felt	 that	 she	 could	 not	 have	 borne	 it	 if	 she	 had	 not	 been	 going	 to	 the

concert,	for	nothing	else	was	discussed	that	day	in	school.	The	Avonlea	Debating
Club,	 which	 met	 fortnightly	 all	 winter,	 had	 had	 several	 smaller	 free
entertainments;	but	this	was	to	be	a	big	affair,	admission	ten	cents,	in	aid	of	the
library.	 The	Avonlea	 young	 people	 had	 been	 practicing	 for	weeks,	 and	 all	 the
scholars	were	especially	 interested	 in	 it	by	 reason	of	older	brothers	and	 sisters
who	 were	 going	 to	 take	 part.	 Everybody	 in	 school	 over	 nine	 years	 of	 age
expected	 to	 go,	 except	 Carrie	 Sloane,	 whose	 father	 shared	Marilla's	 opinions
about	 small	 girls	 going	 out	 to	 night	 concerts.	 Carrie	 Sloane	 cried	 into	 her
grammar	all	the	afternoon	and	felt	that	life	was	not	worth	living.



For	Anne	the	real	excitement	began	with	the	dismissal	of	school	and	increased
therefrom	 in	 crescendo	 until	 it	 reached	 to	 a	 crash	 of	 positive	 ecstasy	 in	 the
concert	 itself.	They	 had	 a	 "perfectly	 elegant	 tea;"	 and	 then	 came	 the	 delicious
occupation	of	dressing	in	Diana's	little	room	upstairs.	Diana	did	Anne's	front	hair
in	the	new	pompadour	style	and	Anne	tied	Diana's	bows	with	the	especial	knack
she	possessed;	and	they	experimented	with	at	least	half	a	dozen	different	ways	of
arranging	 their	 back	 hair.	 At	 last	 they	 were	 ready,	 cheeks	 scarlet	 and	 eyes
glowing	with	excitement.
True,	Anne	could	not	help	a	 little	pang	when	she	contrasted	her	plain	black

tam	and	shapeless,	tight-sleeved,	homemade	gray-cloth	coat	with	Diana's	jaunty
fur	 cap	 and	 smart	 little	 jacket.	 But	 she	 remembered	 in	 time	 that	 she	 had	 an
imagination	and	could	use	it.
Then	Diana's	cousins,	 the	Murrays	from	Newbridge,	came;	 they	all	crowded

into	the	big	pung	sleigh,	among	straw	and	furry	robes.	Anne	reveled	in	the	drive
to	 the	 hall,	 slipping	 along	 over	 the	 satin-smooth	 roads	with	 the	 snow	 crisping
under	 the	 runners.	 There	 was	 a	 magnificent	 sunset,	 and	 the	 snowy	 hills	 and
deep-blue	water	of	 the	St.	Lawrence	Gulf	seemed	to	rim	in	 the	splendor	 like	a
huge	bowl	of	pearl	and	sapphire	brimmed	with	wine	and	fire.	Tinkles	of	sleigh
bells	and	distant	laughter,	that	seemed	like	the	mirth	of	wood	elves,	came	from
every	quarter.
"Oh,	Diana,"	breathed	Anne,	 squeezing	Diana's	mittened	hand	under	 the	 fur

robe,	"isn't	it	all	like	a	beautiful	dream?	Do	I	really	look	the	same	as	usual?	I	feel
so	different	that	it	seems	to	me	it	must	show	in	my	looks."
"You	look	awfully	nice,"	said	Diana,	who	having	just	received	a	compliment

from	 one	 of	 her	 cousins,	 felt	 that	 she	 ought	 to	 pass	 it	 on.	 "You've	 got	 the
loveliest	color."
The	program	that	night	was	a	series	of	"thrills"	for	at	least	one	listener	in	the

audience,	and,	as	Anne	assured	Diana,	every	succeeding	thrill	was	thrillier	than
the	last.	When	Prissy	Andrews,	attired	in	a	new	pink-silk	waist	with	a	string	of
pearls	 about	 her	 smooth	 white	 throat	 and	 real	 carnations	 in	 her	 hair—rumor
whispered	 that	 the	 master	 had	 sent	 all	 the	 way	 to	 town	 for	 them	 for	 her
—"climbed	 the	 slimy	 ladder,	 dark	without	 one	 ray	of	 light,"	Anne	 shivered	 in
luxurious	sympathy;	when	the	choir	sang	"Far	Above	the	Gentle	Daisies"	Anne
gazed	 at	 the	 ceiling	 as	 if	 it	 were	 frescoed	 with	 angels;	 when	 Sam	 Sloane
proceeded	to	explain	and	illustrate	"How	Sockery	Set	a	Hen"	Anne	laughed	until
people	 sitting	 near	 her	 laughed	 too,	more	 out	 of	 sympathy	with	 her	 than	with
amusement	at	a	selection	that	was	rather	threadbare	even	in	Avonlea;	and	when
Mr.	 Phillips	 gave	Mark	Antony's	 oration	 over	 the	 dead	 body	 of	Caesar	 in	 the
most	 heart-stirring	 tones—looking	 at	 Prissy	 Andrews	 at	 the	 end	 of	 every



sentence—Anne	felt	that	she	could	rise	and	mutiny	on	the	spot	if	but	one	Roman
citizen	led	the	way.
Only	one	number	on	the	program	failed	to	interest	her.	When	Gilbert	Blythe

recited	"Bingen	on	the	Rhine"	Anne	picked	up	Rhoda	Murray's	library	book	and
read	 it	 until	 he	 had	 finished,	 when	 she	 sat	 rigidly	 stiff	 and	 motionless	 while
Diana	clapped	her	hands	until	they	tingled.
It	 was	 eleven	 when	 they	 got	 home,	 sated	 with	 dissipation,	 but	 with	 the

exceeding	sweet	pleasure	of	talking	it	all	over	still	to	come.	Everybody	seemed
asleep	and	the	house	was	dark	and	silent.	Anne	and	Diana	tiptoed	into	the	parlor,
a	long	narrow	room	out	of	which	the	spare	room	opened.	It	was	pleasantly	warm
and	dimly	lighted	by	the	embers	of	a	fire	in	the	grate.
"Let's	undress	here,"	said	Diana.	"It's	so	nice	and	warm."
"Hasn't	 it	 been	 a	 delightful	 time?"	 sighed	 Anne	 rapturously.	 "It	 must	 be

splendid	to	get	up	and	recite	there.	Do	you	suppose	we	will	ever	be	asked	to	do
it,	Diana?"
"Yes,	of	course,	 someday.	They're	always	wanting	 the	big	scholars	 to	 recite.

Gilbert	Blythe	does	often	and	he's	only	two	years	older	than	us.	Oh,	Anne,	how
could	you	pretend	not	to	listen	to	him?	When	he	came	to	the	line,

"THERE'S	ANOTHER,	not	A	SISTER,

he	looked	right	down	at	you."
"Diana,"	said	Anne	with	dignity,	"you	are	my	bosom	friend,	but	I	cannot	allow

even	you	to	speak	to	me	of	that	person.	Are	you	ready	for	bed?	Let's	run	a	race
and	see	who'll	get	to	the	bed	first."
The	suggestion	appealed	to	Diana.	The	two	little	white-clad	figures	flew	down

the	long	room,	through	the	spare-room	door,	and	bounded	on	the	bed	at	the	same
moment.	And	 then—something—moved	beneath	 them,	 there	was	a	gasp	and	a
cry—and	somebody	said	in	muffled	accents:
"Merciful	goodness!"
Anne	and	Diana	were	never	able	to	tell	just	how	they	got	off	that	bed	and	out

of	 the	room.	They	only	knew	that	after	one	frantic	rush	they	found	themselves
tiptoeing	shiveringly	upstairs.
"Oh,	who	was	it—WHAT	was	it?"	whispered	Anne,	her	teeth	chattering	with

cold	and	fright.
"It	was	Aunt	Josephine,"	said	Diana,	gasping	with	laughter.	"Oh,	Anne,	it	was

Aunt	 Josephine,	 however	 she	 came	 to	 be	 there.	 Oh,	 and	 I	 know	 she	 will	 be
furious.	 It's	 dreadful—it's	 really	 dreadful—but	 did	you	 ever	 know	anything	 so
funny,	Anne?"



"Who	is	your	Aunt	Josephine?"
"She's	father's	aunt	and	she	lives	in	Charlottetown.	She's	awfully	old—seventy

anyhow—and	I	don't	believe	she	was	EVER	a	little	girl.	We	were	expecting	her
out	 for	a	visit,	but	not	 so	soon.	She's	awfully	prim	and	proper	and	she'll	 scold
dreadfully	about	this,	I	know.	Well,	we'll	have	to	sleep	with	Minnie	May—and
you	can't	think	how	she	kicks."
Miss	Josephine	Barry	did	not	appear	at	the	early	breakfast	the	next	morning.

Mrs.	Barry	smiled	kindly	at	the	two	little	girls.
"Did	you	have	a	good	 time	 last	 night?	 I	 tried	 to	 stay	 awake	until	 you	came

home,	 for	 I	wanted	 to	 tell	 you	Aunt	 Josephine	 had	 come	 and	 that	 you	would
have	 to	go	upstairs	 after	 all,	 but	 I	was	 so	 tired	 I	 fell	 asleep.	 I	 hope	you	didn't
disturb	your	aunt,	Diana."
Diana	preserved	a	discreet	silence,	but	she	and	Anne	exchanged	furtive	smiles

of	guilty	amusement	across	the	table.	Anne	hurried	home	after	breakfast	and	so
remained	in	blissful	ignorance	of	the	disturbance	which	presently	resulted	in	the
Barry	household	until	 the	 late	afternoon,	when	she	went	down	to	Mrs.	Lynde's
on	an	errand	for	Marilla.
"So	you	and	Diana	nearly	frightened	poor	old	Miss	Barry	to	death	last	night?"

said	Mrs.	Lynde	severely,	but	with	a	twinkle	in	her	eye.	"Mrs.	Barry	was	here	a
few	minutes	ago	on	her	way	to	Carmody.	She's	feeling	real	worried	over	it.	Old
Miss	 Barry	 was	 in	 a	 terrible	 temper	 when	 she	 got	 up	 this	 morning—and
Josephine	Barry's	 temper	 is	no	 joke,	 I	can	 tell	you	 that.	She	wouldn't	 speak	 to
Diana	at	all."
"It	wasn't	Diana's	fault,"	said	Anne	contritely.	"It	was	mine.	I	suggested	racing

to	see	who	would	get	into	bed	first."
"I	knew	it!"	said	Mrs.	Lynde,	with	the	exultation	of	a	correct	guesser.	"I	knew

that	idea	came	out	of	your	head.	Well,	it's	made	a	nice	lot	of	trouble,	that's	what.
Old	Miss	Barry	 came	out	 to	 stay	 for	 a	month,	but	 she	declares	 she	won't	 stay
another	day	and	 is	going	right	back	 to	 town	tomorrow,	Sunday	and	all	as	 it	 is.
She'd	have	gone	today	if	they	could	have	taken	her.	She	had	promised	to	pay	for
a	quarter's	music	lessons	for	Diana,	but	now	she	is	determined	to	do	nothing	at
all	for	such	a	tomboy.	Oh,	I	guess	they	had	a	lively	time	of	it	there	this	morning.
The	Barrys	must	feel	cut	up.	Old	Miss	Barry	is	rich	and	they'd	like	to	keep	on
the	good	side	of	her.	Of	course,	Mrs.	Barry	didn't	say	just	that	to	me,	but	I'm	a
pretty	good	judge	of	human	nature,	that's	what."
"I'm	such	an	unlucky	girl,"	mourned	Anne.	 "I'm	always	getting	 into	 scrapes

myself	and	getting	my	best	friends—people	I'd	shed	my	heart's	blood	for—into
them	too.	Can	you	tell	me	why	it	is	so,	Mrs.	Lynde?"
"It's	because	you're	too	heedless	and	impulsive,	child,	that's	what.	You	never



stop	 to	 think—whatever	 comes	 into	 your	 head	 to	 say	 or	 do	 you	 say	 or	 do	 it
without	a	moment's	reflection."
"Oh,	 but	 that's	 the	 best	 of	 it,"	 protested	Anne.	 "Something	 just	 flashes	 into

your	mind,	so	exciting,	and	you	must	out	with	it.	If	you	stop	to	think	it	over	you
spoil	it	all.	Haven't	you	never	felt	that	yourself,	Mrs.	Lynde?"
No,	Mrs.	Lynde	had	not.	She	shook	her	head	sagely.
"You	must	learn	to	think	a	little,	Anne,	that's	what.	The	proverb	you	need	to

go	by	is	'Look	before	you	leap'—especially	into	spare-room	beds."
Mrs.	 Lynde	 laughed	 comfortably	 over	 her	 mild	 joke,	 but	 Anne	 remained

pensive.	She	saw	nothing	to	laugh	at	in	the	situation,	which	to	her	eyes	appeared
very	 serious.	When	 she	 left	Mrs.	Lynde's	 she	 took	 her	way	 across	 the	 crusted
fields	to	Orchard	Slope.	Diana	met	her	at	the	kitchen	door.
"Your	Aunt	Josephine	was	very	cross	about	it,	wasn't	she?"	whispered	Anne.
"Yes,"	answered	Diana,	stifling	a	giggle	with	an	apprehensive	glance	over	her

shoulder	 at	 the	 closed	 sitting-room	 door.	 "She	 was	 fairly	 dancing	 with	 rage,
Anne.	Oh,	how	she	scolded.	She	said	I	was	the	worst-behaved	girl	she	ever	saw
and	 that	my	parents	ought	 to	be	ashamed	of	 the	way	 they	had	brought	me	up.
She	says	she	won't	stay	and	I'm	sure	I	don't	care.	But	Father	and	Mother	do."
"Why	didn't	you	tell	them	it	was	my	fault?"	demanded	Anne.
"It's	 likely	 I'd	 do	 such	 a	 thing,	 isn't	 it?"	 said	Diana	with	 just	 scorn.	 "I'm	no

telltale,	Anne	Shirley,	and	anyhow	I	was	just	as	much	to	blame	as	you."
"Well,	I'm	going	in	to	tell	her	myself,"	said	Anne	resolutely.
Diana	stared.
"Anne	Shirley,	you'd	never!	why—she'll	eat	you	alive!"
"Don't	frighten	me	any	more	than	I	am	frightened,"	implored	Anne.	"I'd	rather

walk	up	to	a	cannon's	mouth.	But	I've	got	to	do	it,	Diana.	It	was	my	fault	and	I've
got	to	confess.	I've	had	practice	in	confessing,	fortunately."
"Well,	she's	in	the	room,"	said	Diana.	"You	can	go	in	if	you	want	to.	I	wouldn't

dare.	And	I	don't	believe	you'll	do	a	bit	of	good."
With	 this	 encouragement	 Anne	 bearded	 the	 lion	 in	 its	 den—that	 is	 to	 say,

walked	 resolutely	 up	 to	 the	 sitting-room	 door	 and	 knocked	 faintly.	 A	 sharp
"Come	in"	followed.
Miss	Josephine	Barry,	 thin,	prim,	and	rigid,	was	knitting	fiercely	by	the	fire,

her	 wrath	 quite	 unappeased	 and	 her	 eyes	 snapping	 through	 her	 gold-rimmed
glasses.	She	wheeled	around	in	her	chair,	expecting	to	see	Diana,	and	beheld	a
white-faced	girl	whose	great	eyes	were	brimmed	up	with	a	mixture	of	desperate
courage	and	shrinking	terror.
"Who	are	you?"	demanded	Miss	Josephine	Barry,	without	ceremony.
"I'm	Anne	of	Green	Gables,"	said	 the	small	visitor	 tremulously,	clasping	her



hands	with	her	characteristic	gesture,	"and	I've	come	to	confess,	if	you	please."
"Confess	what?"
"That	it	was	all	my	fault	about	jumping	into	bed	on	you	last	night.	I	suggested

it.	Diana	would	never	have	thought	of	such	a	 thing,	I	am	sure.	Diana	is	a	very
ladylike	girl,	Miss	Barry.	So	you	must	see	how	unjust	it	is	to	blame	her."
"Oh,	 I	must,	hey?	I	 rather	 think	Diana	did	her	share	of	 the	 jumping	at	 least.

Such	carryings	on	in	a	respectable	house!"
"But	we	were	only	in	fun,"	persisted	Anne.	"I	think	you	ought	to	forgive	us,

Miss	Barry,	now	that	we've	apologized.	And	anyhow,	please	forgive	Diana	and
let	her	have	her	music	 lessons.	Diana's	heart	 is	 set	on	her	music	 lessons,	Miss
Barry,	and	I	know	too	well	what	it	is	to	set	your	heart	on	a	thing	and	not	get	it.	If
you	must	be	cross	with	anyone,	be	cross	with	me.	I've	been	so	used	in	my	early
days	 to	having	people	cross	at	me	 that	 I	 can	endure	 it	much	better	 than	Diana
can."
Much	of	 the	 snap	had	gone	out	 of	 the	old	 lady's	 eyes	 by	 this	 time	 and	was

replaced	by	a	twinkle	of	amused	interest.	But	she	still	said	severely:
"I	don't	 think	 it	 is	any	excuse	 for	you	 that	you	were	only	 in	 fun.	Little	girls

never	indulged	in	that	kind	of	fun	when	I	was	young.	You	don't	know	what	it	is
to	be	awakened	out	of	a	sound	sleep,	after	a	 long	and	arduous	journey,	by	two
great	girls	coming	bounce	down	on	you."
"I	don't	KNOW,	but	 I	 can	 IMAGINE,"	 said	Anne	eagerly.	 "I'm	sure	 it	must

have	been	very	disturbing.	But	 then,	 there	 is	 our	 side	 of	 it	 too.	Have	you	 any
imagination,	Miss	Barry?	If	you	have,	 just	put	yourself	 in	our	place.	We	didn't
know	there	was	anybody	 in	 that	bed	and	you	nearly	scared	us	 to	death.	 It	was
simply	awful	the	way	we	felt.	And	then	we	couldn't	sleep	in	the	spare	room	after
being	 promised.	 I	 suppose	 you	 are	 used	 to	 sleeping	 in	 spare	 rooms.	 But	 just
imagine	what	you	would	feel	like	if	you	were	a	little	orphan	girl	who	had	never
had	such	an	honor."
All	 the	 snap	 had	 gone	 by	 this	 time.	Miss	 Barry	 actually	 laughed—a	 sound

which	caused	Diana,	waiting	in	speechless	anxiety	in	the	kitchen	outside,	to	give
a	great	gasp	of	relief.
"I'm	afraid	my	imagination	 is	a	 little	 rusty—it's	so	 long	since	I	used	 it,"	she

said.	"I	dare	say	your	claim	to	sympathy	is	just	as	strong	as	mine.	It	all	depends
on	the	way	we	look	at	it.	Sit	down	here	and	tell	me	about	yourself."
"I	am	very	sorry	I	can't,"	said	Anne	firmly.	"I	would	like	to,	because	you	seem

like	 an	 interesting	 lady,	 and	 you	might	 even	 be	 a	 kindred	 spirit	 although	 you
don't	 look	 very	 much	 like	 it.	 But	 it	 is	 my	 duty	 to	 go	 home	 to	 Miss	 Marilla
Cuthbert.	Miss	Marilla	Cuthbert	is	a	very	kind	lady	who	has	taken	me	to	bring
up	properly.	She	is	doing	her	best,	but	it	is	very	discouraging	work.	You	must	not



blame	her	because	I	jumped	on	the	bed.	But	before	I	go	I	do	wish	you	would	tell
me	if	you	will	forgive	Diana	and	stay	just	as	long	as	you	meant	to	in	Avonlea."
"I	think	perhaps	I	will	if	you	will	come	over	and	talk	to	me	occasionally,"	said

Miss	Barry.
That	 evening	 Miss	 Barry	 gave	 Diana	 a	 silver	 bangle	 bracelet	 and	 told	 the

senior	members	of	the	household	that	she	had	unpacked	her	valise.
"I've	made	up	my	mind	to	stay	simply	for	the	sake	of	getting	better	acquainted

with	that	Anne-girl,"	she	said	frankly.	"She	amuses	me,	and	at	my	time	of	life	an
amusing	person	is	a	rarity."
Marilla's	only	comment	when	she	heard	 the	story	was,	"I	 told	you	so."	This

was	for	Matthew's	benefit.
Miss	Barry	 stayed	her	month	out	and	over.	She	was	a	more	agreeable	guest

than	usual,	for	Anne	kept	her	in	good	humor.	They	became	firm	friends.
When	Miss	Barry	went	away	she	said:
"Remember,	you	Anne-girl,	when	you	come	to	town	you're	to	visit	me	and	I'll

put	you	in	my	very	sparest	spare-room	bed	to	sleep."
"Miss	Barry	was	a	kindred	 spirit,	 after	 all,"	Anne	confided	 to	Marilla.	 "You

wouldn't	think	so	to	look	at	her,	but	she	is.	You	don't	find	it	right	out	at	first,	as
in	Matthew's	case,	but	after	a	while	you	come	to	see	it.	Kindred	spirits	are	not	so
scarce	as	I	used	to	think.	It's	splendid	to	find	out	there	are	so	many	of	them	in	the
world."



Chapter		20	
A	Good	Imagination	Gone	Wrong
Spring	had	come	once	more	to	Green	Gables—the	beautiful	capricious,	reluctant
Canadian	 spring,	 lingering	 along	 through	 April	 and	 May	 in	 a	 succession	 of
sweet,	 fresh,	 chilly	 days,	 with	 pink	 sunsets	 and	 miracles	 of	 resurrection	 and
growth.	 The	 maples	 in	 Lover's	 Lane	 were	 red	 budded	 and	 little	 curly	 ferns
pushed	up	around	the	Dryad's	Bubble.	Away	up	in	the	barrens,	behind	Mr.	Silas
Sloane's	place,	the	Mayflowers	blossomed	out,	pink	and	white	stars	of	sweetness
under	their	brown	leaves.	All	the	school	girls	and	boys	had	one	golden	afternoon
gathering	 them,	 coming	 home	 in	 the	 clear,	 echoing	 twilight	 with	 arms	 and
baskets	full	of	flowery	spoil.
"I'm	so	 sorry	 for	people	who	 live	 in	 lands	where	 there	are	no	Mayflowers,"

said	Anne.	"Diana	says	perhaps	they	have	something	better,	but	there	couldn't	be
anything	better	 than	Mayflowers,	could	 there,	Marilla?	And	Diana	says	 if	 they
don't	know	what	they	are	like	they	don't	miss	them.	But	I	think	that	is	the	saddest
thing	of	all.	I	think	it	would	be	TRAGIC,	Marilla,	not	to	know	what	Mayflowers
are	 like	 and	 NOT	 to	 miss	 them.	 Do	 you	 know	what	 I	 think	Mayflowers	 are,
Marilla?	I	think	they	must	be	the	souls	of	the	flowers	that	died	last	summer	and
this	is	their	heaven.	But	we	had	a	splendid	time	today,	Marilla.	We	had	our	lunch
down	in	a	big	mossy	hollow	by	an	old	well—such	a	ROMANTIC	spot.	Charlie
Sloane	dared	Arty	Gillis	to	jump	over	it,	and	Arty	did	because	he	wouldn't	take	a
dare.	Nobody	would	in	school.	It	 is	very	FASHIONABLE	to	dare.	Mr.	Phillips
gave	 all	 the	Mayflowers	 he	 found	 to	 Prissy	 Andrews	 and	 I	 heard	 him	 to	 say
'sweets	to	the	sweet.'	He	got	that	out	of	a	book,	I	know;	but	it	shows	he	has	some
imagination.	I	was	offered	some	Mayflowers	too,	but	I	rejected	them	with	scorn.
I	can't	tell	you	the	person's	name	because	I	have	vowed	never	to	let	it	cross	my
lips.	We	made	wreaths	of	 the	Mayflowers	and	put	 them	on	our	hats;	and	when
the	time	came	to	go	home	we	marched	in	procession	down	the	road,	two	by	two,
with	 our	 bouquets	 and	wreaths,	 singing	 'My	Home	on	 the	Hill.'	Oh,	 it	was	 so
thrilling,	Marilla.	All	Mr.	Silas	Sloane's	folks	rushed	out	to	see	us	and	everybody
we	met	on	the	road	stopped	and	stared	after	us.	We	made	a	real	sensation."
"Not	much	wonder!	Such	silly	doings!"	was	Marilla's	response.
After	 the	Mayflowers	came	the	violets,	and	Violet	Vale	was	empurpled	with



them.	 Anne	 walked	 through	 it	 on	 her	 way	 to	 school	 with	 reverent	 steps	 and
worshiping	eyes,	as	if	she	trod	on	holy	ground.
"Somehow,"	she	told	Diana,	"when	I'm	going	through	here	I	don't	really	care

whether	Gil—whether	anybody	gets	ahead	of	me	in	class	or	not.	But	when	I'm
up	 in	 school	 it's	 all	 different	 and	 I	 care	 as	much	as	 ever.	There's	 such	a	 lot	of
different	Annes	 in	me.	 I	 sometimes	 think	 that	 is	why	 I'm	 such	 a	 troublesome
person.	If	I	was	just	the	one	Anne	it	would	be	ever	so	much	more	comfortable,
but	then	it	wouldn't	be	half	so	interesting."
One	June	evening,	when	 the	orchards	were	pink	blossomed	again,	when	 the

frogs	were	singing	silverly	sweet	 in	the	marshes	about	the	head	of	 the	Lake	of
Shining	Waters,	and	the	air	was	full	of	the	savor	of	clover	fields	and	balsamic	fir
woods,	 Anne	 was	 sitting	 by	 her	 gable	 window.	 She	 had	 been	 studying	 her
lessons,	but	it	had	grown	too	dark	to	see	the	book,	so	she	had	fallen	into	wide-
eyed	 reverie,	 looking	 out	 past	 the	 boughs	 of	 the	 Snow	 Queen,	 once	 more
bestarred	with	its	tufts	of	blossom.
In	 all	 essential	 respects	 the	 little	 gable	 chamber	 was	 unchanged.	 The	 walls

were	as	white,	the	pincushion	as	hard,	the	chairs	as	stiffly	and	yellowly	upright
as	 ever.	Yet	 the	whole	 character	of	 the	 room	was	altered.	 It	was	 full	 of	 a	new
vital,	pulsing	personality	that	seemed	to	pervade	it	and	to	be	quite	independent
of	 schoolgirl	books	and	dresses	and	 ribbons,	 and	even	of	 the	cracked	blue	 jug
full	 of	 apple	 blossoms	 on	 the	 table.	 It	 was	 as	 if	 all	 the	 dreams,	 sleeping	 and
waking,	of	its	vivid	occupant	had	taken	a	visible	although	unmaterial	form	and
had	 tapestried	 the	 bare	 room	 with	 splendid	 filmy	 tissues	 of	 rainbow	 and
moonshine.	Presently	Marilla	came	briskly	in	with	some	of	Anne's	freshly	ironed
school	aprons.	She	hung	them	over	a	chair	and	sat	down	with	a	short	sigh.	She
had	had	one	of	her	headaches	that	afternoon,	and	although	the	pain	had	gone	she
felt	weak	and	"tuckered	out,"	as	she	expressed	it.	Anne	looked	at	her	with	eyes
limpid	with	sympathy.
"I	do	truly	wish	I	could	have	had	the	headache	in	your	place,	Marilla.	I	would

have	endured	it	joyfully	for	your	sake."
"I	guess	you	did	your	part	in	attending	to	the	work	and	letting	me	rest,"	said

Marilla.	 "You	 seem	 to	 have	 got	 on	 fairly	well	 and	made	 fewer	mistakes	 than
usual.	Of	course	it	wasn't	exactly	necessary	to	starch	Matthew's	handkerchiefs!
And	most	people	when	they	put	a	pie	in	the	oven	to	warm	up	for	dinner	take	it
out	and	eat	it	when	it	gets	hot	instead	of	leaving	it	to	be	burned	to	a	crisp.	But
that	doesn't	seem	to	be	your	way	evidently."
Headaches	always	left	Marilla	somewhat	sarcastic.
"Oh,	I'm	so	sorry,"	said	Anne	penitently.	"I	never	thought	about	that	pie	from

the	moment	I	put	 it	 in	 the	oven	till	now,	although	I	felt	 INSTINCTIVELY	that



there	was	 something	missing	on	 the	dinner	 table.	 I	was	 firmly	 resolved,	when
you	 left	 me	 in	 charge	 this	 morning,	 not	 to	 imagine	 anything,	 but	 keep	 my
thoughts	on	facts.	I	did	pretty	well	until	I	put	the	pie	in,	and	then	an	irresistible
temptation	 came	 to	 me	 to	 imagine	 I	 was	 an	 enchanted	 princess	 shut	 up	 in	 a
lonely	tower	with	a	handsome	knight	riding	to	my	rescue	on	a	coal-black	steed.
So	 that	 is	 how	 I	 came	 to	 forget	 the	 pie.	 I	 didn't	 know	 I	 starched	 the
handkerchiefs.	All	 the	time	I	was	ironing	I	was	trying	to	think	of	a	name	for	a
new	 island	Diana	 and	 I	 have	 discovered	 up	 the	 brook.	 It's	 the	most	 ravishing
spot,	Marilla.	There	are	two	maple	trees	on	it	and	the	brook	flows	right	around	it.
At	last	it	struck	me	that	it	would	be	splendid	to	call	it	Victoria	Island	because	we
found	it	on	the	Queen's	birthday.	Both	Diana	and	I	are	very	loyal.	But	I'm	sorry
about	that	pie	and	the	handkerchiefs.	I	wanted	to	be	extra	good	today	because	it's
an	anniversary.	Do	you	remember	what	happened	this	day	last	year,	Marilla?"
"No,	I	can't	think	of	anything	special."
"Oh,	Marilla,	it	was	the	day	I	came	to	Green	Gables.	I	shall	never	forget	it.	It

was	the	turning	point	in	my	life.	Of	course	it	wouldn't	seem	so	important	to	you.
I've	been	here	for	a	year	and	I've	been	so	happy.	Of	course,	I've	had	my	troubles,
but	one	can	live	down	troubles.	Are	you	sorry	you	kept	me,	Marilla?"
"No,	 I	 can't	 say	 I'm	sorry,"	 said	Marilla,	who	sometimes	wondered	how	she

could	have	 lived	before	Anne	came	 to	Green	Gables,	"no,	not	exactly	sorry.	 If
you've	finished	your	lessons,	Anne,	I	want	you	to	run	over	and	ask	Mrs.	Barry	if
she'll	lend	me	Diana's	apron	pattern."
"Oh—it's—it's	too	dark,"	cried	Anne.
"Too	 dark?	Why,	 it's	 only	 twilight.	 And	 goodness	 knows	 you've	 gone	 over

often	enough	after	dark."
"I'll	go	over	early	 in	 the	morning,"	 said	Anne	eagerly.	 "I'll	get	up	at	 sunrise

and	go	over,	Marilla."
"What	has	got	into	your	head	now,	Anne	Shirley?	I	want	that	pattern	to	cut	out

your	new	apron	this	evening.	Go	at	once	and	be	smart	too."
"I'll	 have	 to	 go	 around	 by	 the	 road,	 then,"	 said	 Anne,	 taking	 up	 her	 hat

reluctantly.
"Go	by	the	road	and	waste	half	an	hour!	I'd	like	to	catch	you!"
"I	can't	go	through	the	Haunted	Wood,	Marilla,"	cried	Anne	desperately.
Marilla	stared.
"The	Haunted	Wood!	Are	you	crazy?	What	under	the	canopy	is	the	Haunted

Wood?"
"The	spruce	wood	over	the	brook,"	said	Anne	in	a	whisper.
"Fiddlesticks!	There	is	no	such	thing	as	a	haunted	wood	anywhere.	Who	has

been	telling	you	such	stuff?"



"Nobody,"	confessed	Anne.	"Diana	and	I	just	imagined	the	wood	was
haunted.	All	the	places	around	here	are	so—so—COMMONPLACE.	We
just	got	this	up	for	our	own	amusement.	We	began	it	in	April.	A	haunted
wood	is	so	very	romantic,	Marilla.	We	chose	the	spruce	grove	because	it's
so	gloomy.	Oh,	we	have	imagined	the	most	harrowing	things.	There's	a
white	lady	walks	along	the	brook	just	about	this	time	of	the	night	and
wrings	her	hands	and	utters	wailing	cries.	She	appears	when	there	is	to	be	a
death	in	the	family.	And	the	ghost	of	a	little	murdered	child	haunts	the
corner	up	by	Idlewild;	it	creeps	up	behind	you	and	lays	its	cold	fingers	on
your	hand—so.	Oh,	Marilla,	it	gives	me	a	shudder	to	think	of	it.	And	there's
a	headless	man	stalks	up	and	down	the	path	and	skeletons	glower	at	you
between	the	boughs.	Oh,	Marilla,	I	wouldn't	go	through	the	Haunted	Wood
after	dark	now	for	anything.	I'd	be	sure	that	white	things	would	reach	out
from	behind	the	trees	and	grab	me."
"Did	ever	anyone	hear	the	like!"	ejaculated	Marilla,	who	had	listened	in
dumb	amazement.	"Anne	Shirley,	do	you	mean	to	tell	me	you	believe	all
that	wicked	nonsense	of	your	own	imagination?"

"Not	 believe	 EXACTLY,"	 faltered	 Anne.	 "At	 least,	 I	 don't	 believe	 it	 in
daylight.	But	after	dark,	Marilla,	it's	different.	That	is	when	ghosts	walk."
"There	are	no	such	things	as	ghosts,	Anne."
"Oh,	 but	 there	 are,	Marilla,"	 cried	Anne	 eagerly.	 "I	 know	 people	who	 have

seen	 them.	 And	 they	 are	 respectable	 people.	 Charlie	 Sloane	 says	 that	 his
grandmother	 saw	 his	 grandfather	 driving	 home	 the	 cows	 one	 night	 after	 he'd
been	buried	for	a	year.	You	know	Charlie	Sloane's	grandmother	wouldn't	 tell	a
story	for	anything.	She's	a	very	religious	woman.	And	Mrs.	Thomas's	father	was
pursued	home	one	night	by	a	lamb	of	fire	with	its	head	cut	off	hanging	by	a	strip
of	skin.	He	said	he	knew	it	was	the	spirit	of	his	brother	and	that	it	was	a	warning
he	would	die	within	nine	days.	He	didn't,	but	he	died	two	years	after,	so	you	see
it	was	really	true.	And	Ruby	Gillis	says—"
"Anne	Shirley,"	 interrupted	Marilla	firmly,	"I	never	want	 to	hear	you	talking

in	 this	 fashion	again.	 I've	had	my	doubts	about	 that	 imagination	of	yours	 right
along,	and	if	this	is	going	to	be	the	outcome	of	it,	I	won't	countenance	any	such
doings.	You'll	go	right	over	to	Barry's,	and	you'll	go	through	that	spruce	grove,
just	for	a	lesson	and	a	warning	to	you.	And	never	let	me	hear	a	word	out	of	your
head	about	haunted	woods	again."
Anne	might	plead	and	cry	as	she	liked—and	did,	for	her	terror	was	very	real.

Her	imagination	had	run	away	with	her	and	she	held	the	spruce	grove	in	mortal
dread	 after	 nightfall.	 But	 Marilla	 was	 inexorable.	 She	 marched	 the	 shrinking



ghost-seer	down	to	the	spring	and	ordered	her	to	proceed	straightaway	over	the
bridge	 and	 into	 the	 dusky	 retreats	 of	 wailing	 ladies	 and	 headless	 specters
beyond.
"Oh,	Marilla,	how	can	you	be	so	cruel?"	sobbed	Anne.	"What	would	you	feel

like	if	a	white	thing	did	snatch	me	up	and	carry	me	off?"
"I'll	risk	it,"	said	Marilla	unfeelingly.	"You	know	I	always	mean	what	I	say.	I'll

cure	you	of	imagining	ghosts	into	places.	March,	now."
Anne	marched.	That	is,	she	stumbled	over	the	bridge	and	went	shuddering	up

the	 horrible	 dim	 path	 beyond.	 Anne	 never	 forgot	 that	 walk.	 Bitterly	 did	 she
repent	 the	 license	 she	 had	 given	 to	 her	 imagination.	 The	 goblins	 of	 her	 fancy
lurked	 in	 every	 shadow	 about	 her,	 reaching	 out	 their	 cold,	 fleshless	 hands	 to
grasp	 the	 terrified	 small	 girl	who	had	 called	 them	 into	being.	A	white	 strip	 of
birch	bark	blowing	up	from	the	hollow	over	the	brown	floor	of	the	grove	made
her	 heart	 stand	 still.	 The	 long-drawn	 wail	 of	 two	 old	 boughs	 rubbing	 against
each	other	brought	out	the	perspiration	in	beads	on	her	forehead.	The	swoop	of
bats	in	the	darkness	over	her	was	as	the	wings	of	unearthly	creatures.	When	she
reached	Mr.	William	Bell's	 field	she	fled	across	 it	as	 if	pursued	by	an	army	of
white	things,	and	arrived	at	the	Barry	kitchen	door	so	out	of	breath	that	she	could
hardly	gasp	out	her	request	for	the	apron	pattern.	Diana	was	away	so	that	she	had
no	excuse	to	linger.	The	dreadful	return	journey	had	to	be	faced.	Anne	went	back
over	it	with	shut	eyes,	preferring	to	take	the	risk	of	dashing	her	brains	out	among
the	boughs	to	that	of	seeing	a	white	thing.	When	she	finally	stumbled	over	the
log	bridge	she	drew	one	long	shivering	breath	of	relief.
"Well,	so	nothing	caught	you?"	said	Marilla	unsympathetically.
"Oh,	 Mar—Marilla,"	 chattered	 Anne,	 "I'll	 b-b-be	 contt-tented	 with	 c-c-

commonplace	places	after	this."



Chapter		21	
A	New	Departure	in	Flavorings
"Dear	 me,	 there	 is	 nothing	 but	 meetings	 and	 partings	 in	 this	 world,	 as	 Mrs.
Lynde	says,"	remarked	Anne	plaintively,	putting	her	slate	and	books	down	on	the
kitchen	table	on	the	last	day	of	June	and	wiping	her	red	eyes	with	a	very	damp
handkerchief.	"Wasn't	 it	 fortunate,	Marilla,	 that	 I	 took	an	extra	handkerchief	 to
school	today?	I	had	a	presentiment	that	it	would	be	needed."
"I	 never	 thought	 you	 were	 so	 fond	 of	 Mr.	 Phillips	 that	 you'd	 require	 two

handkerchiefs	to	dry	your	tears	just	because	he	was	going	away,"	said	Marilla.
"I	don't	think	I	was	crying	because	I	was	really	so	very	fond	of	him,"	reflected

Anne.	"I	just	cried	because	all	the	others	did.	It	was	Ruby	Gillis	started	it.	Ruby
Gillis	has	always	declared	she	hated	Mr.	Phillips,	but	just	as	soon	as	he	got	up	to
make	his	farewell	speech	she	burst	into	tears.	Then	all	the	girls	began	to	cry,	one
after	 the	 other.	 I	 tried	 to	 hold	 out,	Marilla.	 I	 tried	 to	 remember	 the	 time	Mr.
Phillips	made	me	 sit	with	Gil—with	a,	 boy;	 and	 the	 time	he	 spelled	my	name
without	an	e	on	the	blackboard;	and	how	he	said	I	was	the	worst	dunce	he	ever
saw	at	geometry	and	 laughed	at	my	spelling;	and	all	 the	 times	he	had	been	so
horrid	and	sarcastic;	but	somehow	I	couldn't,	Marilla,	and	I	just	had	to	cry	too.
Jane	Andrews	has	been	talking	for	a	month	about	how	glad	she'd	be	when	Mr.
Phillips	went	away	and	she	declared	she'd	never	shed	a	tear.	Well,	she	was	worse
than	any	of	us	and	had	to	borrow	a	handkerchief	from	her	brother—of	course	the
boys	 didn't	 cry—because	 she	 hadn't	 brought	 one	 of	 her	 own,	 not	 expecting	 to
need	 it.	 Oh,	 Marilla,	 it	 was	 heartrending.	 Mr.	 Phillips	 made	 such	 a	 beautiful
farewell	 speech	 beginning,	 'The	 time	 has	 come	 for	 us	 to	 part.'	 It	 was	 very
affecting.	And	he	had	 tears	 in	his	eyes	 too,	Marilla.	Oh,	 I	 felt	dreadfully	sorry
and	remorseful	for	all	the	times	I'd	talked	in	school	and	drawn	pictures	of	him	on
my	 slate	 and	made	 fun	 of	 him	 and	 Prissy.	 I	 can	 tell	 you	 I	 wished	 I'd	 been	 a
model	pupil	 like	Minnie	Andrews.	She	hadn't	anything	on	her	conscience.	The
girls	cried	all	 the	way	home	from	school.	Carrie	Sloane	kept	saying	every	few
minutes,	 'The	 time	 has	 come	 for	 us	 to	 part,'	 and	 that	would	 start	 us	 off	 again
whenever	 we	 were	 in	 any	 danger	 of	 cheering	 up.	 I	 do	 feel	 dreadfully	 sad,
Marilla.	 But	 one	 can't	 feel	 quite	 in	 the	 depths	 of	 despair	 with	 two	 months'
vacation	before	them,	can	they,	Marilla?	And	besides,	we	met	the	new	minister



and	 his	wife	 coming	 from	 the	 station.	 For	 all	 I	 was	 feeling	 so	 bad	 about	Mr.
Phillips	going	away	I	couldn't	help	taking	a	little	interest	in	a	new	minister,	could
I?	His	wife	is	very	pretty.	Not	exactly	regally	lovely,	of	course—it	wouldn't	do,	I
suppose,	for	a	minister	to	have	a	regally	lovely	wife,	because	it	might	set	a	bad
example.	Mrs.	Lynde	says	the	minister's	wife	over	at	Newbridge	sets	a	very	bad
example	 because	 she	 dresses	 so	 fashionably.	 Our	 new	 minister's	 wife	 was
dressed	in	blue	muslin	with	lovely	puffed	sleeves	and	a	hat	trimmed	with	roses.
Jane	Andrews	said	she	thought	puffed	sleeves	were	too	worldly	for	a	minister's
wife,	but	 I	didn't	make	any	such	uncharitable	 remark,	Marilla,	because	 I	know
what	 it	 is	 to	 long	for	puffed	sleeves.	Besides,	she's	only	been	a	minister's	wife
for	a	little	while,	so	one	should	make	allowances,	shouldn't	they?	They	are	going
to	board	with	Mrs.	Lynde	until	the	manse	is	ready."
If	Marilla,	 in	going	down	to	Mrs.	Lynde's	 that	evening,	was	actuated	by	any

motive	save	her	avowed	one	of	returning	the	quilting	frames	she	had	borrowed
the	preceding	winter,	it	was	an	amiable	weakness	shared	by	most	of	the	Avonlea
people.	Many	a	thing	Mrs.	Lynde	had	lent,	sometimes	never	expecting	to	see	it
again,	came	home	that	night	in	charge	of	the	borrowers	thereof.	A	new	minister,
and	moreover	a	minister	with	a	wife,	was	a	lawful	object	of	curiosity	in	a	quiet
little	country	settlement	where	sensations	were	few	and	far	between.
Old	Mr.	Bentley,	the	minister	whom	Anne	had	found	lacking	in	imagination,

had	been	pastor	of	Avonlea	for	eighteen	years.	He	was	a	widower	when	he	came,
and	a	widower	he	remained,	despite	the	fact	that	gossip	regularly	married	him	to
this,	that,	or	the	other	one,	every	year	of	his	sojourn.	In	the	preceding	February
he	had	resigned	his	charge	and	departed	amid	the	regrets	of	his	people,	most	of
whom	had	 the	affection	born	of	 long	 intercourse	for	 their	good	old	minister	 in
spite	 of	 his	 shortcomings	 as	 an	 orator.	 Since	 then	 the	 Avonlea	 church	 had
enjoyed	 a	 variety	 of	 religious	 dissipation	 in	 listening	 to	 the	many	 and	 various
candidates	 and	 "supplies"	 who	 came	 Sunday	 after	 Sunday	 to	 preach	 on	 trial.
These	stood	or	 fell	by	 the	 judgment	of	 the	 fathers	and	mothers	 in	 Israel;	but	a
certain	 small,	 red-haired	girl	who	sat	meekly	 in	 the	corner	of	 the	old	Cuthbert
pew	 also	 had	 her	 opinions	 about	 them	 and	 discussed	 the	 same	 in	 full	 with
Matthew,	Marilla	 always	 declining	 from	 principle	 to	 criticize	ministers	 in	 any
shape	or	form.
"I	 don't	 think	 Mr.	 Smith	 would	 have	 done,	 Matthew"	 was	 Anne's	 final

summing	up.	 "Mrs.	Lynde	says	his	delivery	was	 so	poor,	but	 I	 think	his	worst
fault	was	just	like	Mr.	Bentley's—he	had	no	imagination.	And	Mr.	Terry	had	too
much;	he	let	it	run	away	with	him	just	as	I	did	mine	in	the	matter	of	the	Haunted
Wood.	Besides,	Mrs.	Lynde	says	his	theology	wasn't	sound.	Mr.	Gresham	was	a
very	good	man	and	a	very	religious	man,	but	he	told	too	many	funny	stories	and



made	the	people	laugh	in	church;	he	was	undignified,	and	you	must	have	some
dignity	 about	 a	 minister,	 mustn't	 you,	 Matthew?	 I	 thought	 Mr.	 Marshall	 was
decidedly	 attractive;	 but	 Mrs.	 Lynde	 says	 he	 isn't	 married,	 or	 even	 engaged,
because	she	made	special	inquiries	about	him,	and	she	says	it	would	never	do	to
have	 a	 young	 unmarried	 minister	 in	 Avonlea,	 because	 he	 might	 marry	 in	 the
congregation	 and	 that	 would	 make	 trouble.	 Mrs.	 Lynde	 is	 a	 very	 farseeing
woman,	isn't	she,	Matthew?	I'm	very	glad	they've	called	Mr.	Allan.	I	liked	him
because	his	sermon	was	interesting	and	he	prayed	as	if	he	meant	it	and	not	just
as	if	he	did	it	because	he	was	in	the	habit	of	it.	Mrs.	Lynde	says	he	isn't	perfect,
but	 she	 says	 she	 supposes	 we	 couldn't	 expect	 a	 perfect	 minister	 for	 seven
hundred	and	fifty	dollars	a	year,	and	anyhow	his	theology	is	sound	because	she
questioned	 him	 thoroughly	 on	 all	 the	 points	 of	 doctrine.	 And	 she	 knows	 his
wife's	 people	 and	 they	 are	 most	 respectable	 and	 the	 women	 are	 all	 good
housekeepers.	 Mrs.	 Lynde	 says	 that	 sound	 doctrine	 in	 the	 man	 and	 good
housekeeping	in	the	woman	make	an	ideal	combination	for	a	minister's	family."
The	new	minister	and	his	wife	were	a	young,	pleasant-faced	couple,	 still	on

their	honeymoon,	and	full	of	all	good	and	beautiful	enthusiasms	for	their	chosen
lifework.	Avonlea	opened	its	heart	to	them	from	the	start.	Old	and	young	liked
the	frank,	cheerful	young	man	with	his	high	 ideals,	and	 the	bright,	gentle	 little
lady	who	 assumed	 the	mistress-ship	 of	 the	manse.	With	Mrs.	Allan	Anne	 fell
promptly	and	wholeheartedly	in	love.	She	had	discovered	another	kindred	spirit.
"Mrs.	Allan	is	perfectly	lovely,"	she	announced	one	Sunday	afternoon.	"She's

taken	our	class	and	she's	a	splendid	teacher.	She	said	right	away	she	didn't	think
it	was	fair	for	the	teacher	to	ask	all	the	questions,	and	you	know,	Marilla,	that	is
exactly	what	 I've	 always	 thought.	 She	 said	we	 could	 ask	 her	 any	 question	we
liked	and	I	asked	ever	so	many.	I'm	good	at	asking	questions,	Marilla."
"I	believe	you"	was	Marilla's	emphatic	comment.
"Nobody	else	asked	any	except	Ruby	Gillis,	and	she	asked	if	there	was	to	be	a

Sunday-school	picnic	this	summer.	I	didn't	think	that	was	a	very	proper	question
to	ask	because	 it	 hadn't	 any	connection	with	 the	 lesson—the	 lesson	was	about
Daniel	in	the	lions'	den—but	Mrs.	Allan	just	smiled	and	said	she	thought	there
would	be.	Mrs.	Allan	has	a	lovely	smile;	she	has	such	EXQUISITE	dimples	in
her	cheeks.	I	wish	I	had	dimples	in	my	cheeks,	Marilla.	I'm	not	half	so	skinny	as
I	was	when	 I	 came	 here,	 but	 I	 have	 no	 dimples	 yet.	 If	 I	 had	 perhaps	 I	 could
influence	people	for	good.	Mrs.	Allan	said	we	ought	always	to	try	to	influence
other	people	for	good.	She	talked	so	nice	about	everything.	I	never	knew	before
that	 religion	 was	 such	 a	 cheerful	 thing.	 I	 always	 thought	 it	 was	 kind	 of
melancholy,	but	Mrs.	Allan's	isn't,	and	I'd	like	to	be	a	Christian	if	I	could	be	one
like	her.	I	wouldn't	want	to	be	one	like	Mr.	Superintendent	Bell."



"It's	very	naughty	of	you	 to	speak	so	about	Mr.	Bell,"	 said	Marilla	severely.
"Mr.	Bell	is	a	real	good	man."
"Oh,	 of	 course	 he's	 good,"	 agreed	 Anne,	 "but	 he	 doesn't	 seem	 to	 get	 any

comfort	out	of	it.	If	I	could	be	good	I'd	dance	and	sing	all	day	because	I	was	glad
of	it.	I	suppose	Mrs.	Allan	is	too	old	to	dance	and	sing	and	of	course	it	wouldn't
be	dignified	in	a	minister's	wife.	But	I	can	just	feel	she's	glad	she's	a	Christian
and	that	she'd	be	one	even	if	she	could	get	to	heaven	without	it."
"I	suppose	we	must	have	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Allan	up	 to	 tea	someday	soon,"	said

Marilla	reflectively.	"They've	been	most	everywhere	but	here.	Let	me	see.	Next
Wednesday	would	be	a	good	time	to	have	them.	But	don't	say	a	word	to	Matthew
about	it,	for	if	he	knew	they	were	coming	he'd	find	some	excuse	to	be	away	that
day.	He'd	got	so	used	to	Mr.	Bentley	he	didn't	mind	him,	but	he's	going	to	find	it
hard	 to	 get	 acquainted	 with	 a	 new	 minister,	 and	 a	 new	 minister's	 wife	 will
frighten	him	to	death."
"I'll	be	as	secret	as	the	dead,"	assured	Anne.	"But	oh,	Marilla,	will	you	let	me

make	a	cake	for	the	occasion?	I'd	love	to	do	something	for	Mrs.	Allan,	and	you
know	I	can	make	a	pretty	good	cake	by	this	time."
"You	can	make	a	layer	cake,"	promised	Marilla.
Monday	and	Tuesday	great	preparations	went	on	at	Green	Gables.	Having	the

minister	and	his	wife	to	tea	was	a	serious	and	important	undertaking,	and	Marilla
was	 determined	not	 to	 be	 eclipsed	 by	 any	of	 the	Avonlea	 housekeepers.	Anne
was	wild	with	excitement	and	delight.	She	talked	it	all	over	with	Diana	Tuesday
night	in	the	twilight,	as	they	sat	on	the	big	red	stones	by	the	Dryad's	Bubble	and
made	rainbows	in	the	water	with	little	twigs	dipped	in	fir	balsam.
"Everything	 is	 ready,	 Diana,	 except	 my	 cake	 which	 I'm	 to	 make	 in	 the

morning,	 and	 the	 baking-powder	 biscuits	which	Marilla	will	make	 just	 before
teatime.	I	assure	you,	Diana,	that	Marilla	and	I	have	had	a	busy	two	days	of	it.
It's	such	a	responsibility	having	a	minister's	family	to	tea.	I	never	went	through
such	an	experience	before.	You	should	just	see	our	pantry.	It's	a	sight	to	behold.
We're	going	to	have	jellied	chicken	and	cold	tongue.	We're	to	have	two	kinds	of
jelly,	 red	 and	 yellow,	 and	whipped	 cream	 and	 lemon	 pie,	 and	 cherry	 pie,	 and
three	 kinds	 of	 cookies,	 and	 fruit	 cake,	 and	 Marilla's	 famous	 yellow	 plum
preserves	that	she	keeps	especially	for	ministers,	and	pound	cake	and	layer	cake,
and	 biscuits	 as	 aforesaid;	 and	 new	 bread	 and	 old	 both,	 in	 case	 the	minister	 is
dyspeptic	and	can't	eat	new.	Mrs.	Lynde	says	ministers	are	dyspeptic,	but	I	don't
think	Mr.	Allan	has	been	a	minister	long	enough	for	it	to	have	had	a	bad	effect
on	him.	 I	 just	grow	cold	when	 I	 think	of	my	 layer	cake.	Oh,	Diana,	what	 if	 it
shouldn't	be	good!	I	dreamed	last	night	that	I	was	chased	all	around	by	a	fearful
goblin	with	a	big	layer	cake	for	a	head."



"It'll	be	good,	all	 right,"	assured	Diana,	who	was	a	very	comfortable	 sort	of
friend.	"I'm	sure	that	piece	of	the	one	you	made	that	we	had	for	lunch	in	Idlewild
two	weeks	ago	was	perfectly	elegant."
"Yes;	 but	 cakes	have	 such	 a	 terrible	 habit	 of	 turning	out	 bad	 just	when	you

especially	 want	 them	 to	 be	 good,"	 sighed	 Anne,	 setting	 a	 particularly	 well-
balsamed	 twig	 afloat.	 "However,	 I	 suppose	 I	 shall	 just	 have	 to	 trust	 to
Providence	 and	 be	 careful	 to	 put	 in	 the	 flour.	Oh,	 look,	Diana,	what	 a	 lovely
rainbow!	Do	you	suppose	the	dryad	will	come	out	after	we	go	away	and	take	it
for	a	scarf?"
"You	know	there	is	no	such	thing	as	a	dryad,"	said	Diana.	Diana's	mother	had

found	out	about	the	Haunted	Wood	and	had	been	decidedly	angry	over	it.	As	a
result	Diana	had	abstained	from	any	further	imitative	flights	of	imagination	and
did	not	think	it	prudent	to	cultivate	a	spirit	of	belief	even	in	harmless	dryads.
"But	it's	so	easy	to	imagine	there	is,"	said	Anne.	"Every	night	before	I	go	to

bed,	 I	 look	 out	 of	my	window	 and	wonder	 if	 the	 dryad	 is	 really	 sitting	 here,
combing	 her	 locks	 with	 the	 spring	 for	 a	 mirror.	 Sometimes	 I	 look	 for	 her
footprints	in	the	dew	in	the	morning.	Oh,	Diana,	don't	give	up	your	faith	in	the
dryad!"
Wednesday	 morning	 came.	 Anne	 got	 up	 at	 sunrise	 because	 she	 was	 too

excited	 to	 sleep.	 She	 had	 caught	 a	 severe	 cold	 in	 the	 head	 by	 reason	 of	 her
dabbling	 in	 the	 spring	on	 the	preceding	evening;	but	nothing	 short	of	 absolute
pneumonia	 could	have	quenched	her	 interest	 in	 culinary	matters	 that	morning.
After	breakfast	she	proceeded	to	make	her	cake.	When	she	finally	shut	the	oven
door	upon	it	she	drew	a	long	breath.
"I'm	sure	 I	haven't	 forgotten	anything	 this	 time,	Marilla.	But	do	you	 think	 it

will	rise?	Just	suppose	perhaps	the	baking	powder	isn't	good?	I	used	it	out	of	the
new	can.	And	Mrs.	Lynde	 says	 you	 can	never	 be	 sure	 of	 getting	 good	baking
powder	 nowadays	 when	 everything	 is	 so	 adulterated.	 Mrs.	 Lynde	 says	 the
Government	 ought	 to	 take	 the	matter	 up,	 but	 she	 says	we'll	 never	 see	 the	 day
when	a	Tory	Government	will	do	it.	Marilla,	what	if	that	cake	doesn't	rise?"
"We'll	have	plenty	without	it"	was	Marilla's	unimpassioned	way	of	looking	at

the	subject.
The	cake	did	rise,	however,	and	came	out	of	the	oven	as	light	and	feathery	as

golden	foam.	Anne,	flushed	with	delight,	clapped	it	together	with	layers	of	ruby
jelly	 and,	 in	 imagination,	 saw	 Mrs.	 Allan	 eating	 it	 and	 possibly	 asking	 for
another	piece!
"You'll	be	using	the	best	 tea	set,	of	course,	Marilla,"	she	said.	"Can	I	fix	the

table	with	ferns	and	wild	roses?"
"I	 think	 that's	all	nonsense,"	sniffed	Marilla.	"In	my	opinion	 it's	 the	eatables



that	matter	and	not	flummery	decorations."
"Mrs.	 Barry	 had	 HER	 table	 decorated,"	 said	 Anne,	 who	 was	 not	 entirely

guiltless	 of	 the	 wisdom	 of	 the	 serpent,	 "and	 the	 minister	 paid	 her	 an	 elegant
compliment.	He	said	it	was	a	feast	for	the	eye	as	well	as	the	palate."
"Well,	 do	 as	 you	 like,"	 said	 Marilla,	 who	 was	 quite	 determined	 not	 to	 be

surpassed	by	Mrs.	Barry	or	anybody	else.	"Only	mind	you	 leave	enough	room
for	the	dishes	and	the	food."
Anne	laid	herself	out	to	decorate	in	a	manner	and	after	a	fashion	that	should

leave	Mrs.	 Barry's	 nowhere.	Having	 abundance	 of	 roses	 and	 ferns	 and	 a	 very
artistic	taste	of	her	own,	she	made	that	tea	table	such	a	thing	of	beauty	that	when
the	 minister	 and	 his	 wife	 sat	 down	 to	 it	 they	 exclaimed	 in	 chorus	 over	 it
loveliness.
"It's	Anne's	doings,"	said	Marilla,	grimly	just;	and	Anne	felt	that	Mrs.	Allan's

approving	smile	was	almost	too	much	happiness	for	this	world.
Matthew	was	 there,	having	been	 inveigled	 into	 the	party	only	goodness	and

Anne	knew	how.	He	had	been	 in	 such	a	 state	of	 shyness	and	nervousness	 that
Marilla	had	given	him	up	in	despair,	but	Anne	took	him	in	hand	so	successfully
that	he	now	sat	at	the	table	in	his	best	clothes	and	white	collar	and	talked	to	the
minister	not	uninterestingly.	He	never	said	a	word	to	Mrs.	Allan,	but	that	perhaps
was	not	to	be	expected.
All	went	merry	 as	 a	marriage	bell	 until	Anne's	 layer	 cake	was	passed.	Mrs.

Allan,	 having	 already	 been	 helped	 to	 a	 bewildering	 variety,	 declined	 it.	 But
Marilla,	seeing	the	disappointment	on	Anne's	face,	said	smilingly:
"Oh,	you	must	take	a	piece	of	this,	Mrs.	Allan.	Anne	made	it	on	purpose	for

you."
"In	that	case	I	must	sample	it,"	laughed	Mrs.	Allan,	helping	herself	to	a	plump

triangle,	as	did	also	the	minister	and	Marilla.
Mrs.	Allan	took	a	mouthful	of	hers	and	a	most	peculiar	expression	crossed	her

face;	not	a	word	did	she	say,	however,	but	steadily	ate	away	at	it.	Marilla	saw	the
expression	and	hastened	to	taste	the	cake.
"Anne	Shirley!"	she	exclaimed,	"what	on	earth	did	you	put	into	that	cake?"
"Nothing	 but	 what	 the	 recipe	 said,	 Marilla,"	 cried	 Anne	 with	 a	 look	 of

anguish.	"Oh,	isn't	it	all	right?"
"All	 right!	 It's	 simply	 horrible.	Mr.	 Allan,	 don't	 try	 to	 eat	 it.	 Anne,	 taste	 it

yourself.	What	flavoring	did	you	use?"
"Vanilla,"	said	Anne,	her	face	scarlet	with	mortification	after	tasting	the	cake.

"Only	 vanilla.	 Oh,	 Marilla,	 it	 must	 have	 been	 the	 baking	 powder.	 I	 had	 my
suspicions	of	that	bak—"
"Baking	powder	fiddlesticks!	Go	and	bring	me	the	bottle	of	vanilla	you	used."



Anne	fled	to	the	pantry	and	returned	with	a	small	bottle	partially	filled	with	a
brown	liquid	and	labeled	yellowly,	"Best	Vanilla."
Marilla	took	it,	uncorked	it,	smelled	it.
"Mercy	on	us,	Anne,	you've	flavored	that	cake	with	ANODYNE	LINIMENT.

I	broke	the	liniment	bottle	last	week	and	poured	what	was	left	into	an	old	empty
vanilla	bottle.	I	suppose	it's	partly	my	fault—I	should	have	warned	you—but	for
pity's	sake	why	couldn't	you	have	smelled	it?"
Anne	dissolved	into	tears	under	this	double	disgrace.
"I	 couldn't—I	 had	 such	 a	 cold!"	 and	 with	 this	 she	 fairly	 fled	 to	 the	 gable

chamber,	where	she	cast	herself	on	the	bed	and	wept	as	one	who	refuses	 to	be
comforted.
Presently	a	light	step	sounded	on	the	stairs	and	somebody	entered	the	room.
"Oh,	 Marilla,"	 sobbed	 Anne,	 without	 looking	 up,	 "I'm	 disgraced	 forever.	 I

shall	never	be	able	to	live	this	down.	It	will	get	out—things	always	do	get	out	in
Avonlea.	Diana	will	ask	me	how	my	cake	turned	out	and	I	shall	have	to	tell	her
the	 truth.	 I	 shall	 always	 be	 pointed	 at	 as	 the	 girl	 who	 flavored	 a	 cake	 with
anodyne	liniment.	Gil—the	boys	in	school	will	never	get	over	laughing	at	it.	Oh,
Marilla,	if	you	have	a	spark	of	Christian	pity	don't	tell	me	that	I	must	go	down
and	wash	the	dishes	after	this.	I'll	wash	them	when	the	minister	and	his	wife	are
gone,	but	I	cannot	ever	look	Mrs.	Allan	in	the	face	again.	Perhaps	she'll	think	I
tried	 to	 poison	 her.	 Mrs.	 Lynde	 says	 she	 knows	 an	 orphan	 girl	 who	 tried	 to
poison	 her	 benefactor.	But	 the	 liniment	 isn't	 poisonous.	 It's	meant	 to	 be	 taken
internally—although	not	in	cakes.	Won't	you	tell	Mrs.	Allan	so,	Marilla?"
"Suppose	you	jump	up	and	tell	her	so	yourself,"	said	a	merry	voice.
Anne	 flew	 up,	 to	 find	Mrs.	 Allan	 standing	 by	 her	 bed,	 surveying	 her	 with

laughing	eyes.
"My	dear	little	girl,	you	mustn't	cry	like	this,"	she	said,	genuinely	disturbed	by

Anne's	tragic	face.	"Why,	it's	all	just	a	funny	mistake	that	anybody	might	make."
"Oh,	 no,	 it	 takes	me	 to	make	 such	 a	mistake,"	 said	Anne	 forlornly.	 "And	 I

wanted	to	have	that	cake	so	nice	for	you,	Mrs.	Allan."
"Yes,	 I	 know,	 dear.	 And	 I	 assure	 you	 I	 appreciate	 your	 kindness	 and

thoughtfulness	just	as	much	as	if	it	had	turned	out	all	right.	Now,	you	mustn't	cry
any	 more,	 but	 come	 down	 with	 me	 and	 show	 me	 your	 flower	 garden.	 Miss
Cuthbert	tells	me	you	have	a	little	plot	all	your	own.	I	want	to	see	it,	for	I'm	very
much	interested	in	flowers."
Anne	permitted	herself	 to	be	 led	down	and	comforted,	 reflecting	 that	 it	was

really	providential	that	Mrs.	Allan	was	a	kindred	spirit.	Nothing	more	was	said
about	 the	 liniment	 cake,	 and	when	 the	 guests	went	 away	Anne	 found	 that	 she
had	enjoyed	the	evening	more	than	could	have	been	expected,	considering	that



terrible	incident.	Nevertheless,	she	sighed	deeply.
"Marilla,	isn't	it	nice	to	think	that	tomorrow	is	a	new	day	with	no	mistakes	in

it	yet?"
"I'll	warrant	you'll	make	plenty	in	it,"	said	Marilla.	"I	never	saw	your	beat	for

making	mistakes,	Anne."
"Yes,	 and	 well	 I	 know	 it,"	 admitted	 Anne	 mournfully.	 "But	 have	 you	 ever

noticed	 one	 encouraging	 thing	 about	 me,	 Marilla?	 I	 never	 make	 the	 same
mistake	twice."
"I	don't	know	as	that's	much	benefit	when	you're	always	making	new	ones."
"Oh,	don't	you	see,	Marilla?	There	must	be	a	limit	to	the	mistakes	one	person

can	make,	 and	when	 I	 get	 to	 the	 end	 of	 them,	 then	 I'll	 be	 through	with	 them.
That's	a	very	comforting	thought."
"Well,	you'd	better	go	and	give	that	cake	to	the	pigs,"	said	Marilla.	"It	isn't	fit

for	any	human	to	eat,	not	even	Jerry	Boute."



Chapter		22	
Anne	is	Invited	Out	to	Tea
"And	what	are	your	eyes	popping	out	of	your	head	about.	Now?"	asked	Marilla,
when	Anne	had	just	come	in	from	a	run	to	the	post	office.	"Have	you	discovered
another	kindred	spirit?"	Excitement	hung	around	Anne	like	a	garment,	shone	in
her	 eyes,	 kindled	 in	 every	 feature.	 She	 had	 come	 dancing	 up	 the	 lane,	 like	 a
wind-blown	sprite,	through	the	mellow	sunshine	and	lazy	shadows	of	the	August
evening.
"No,	Marilla,	 but	 oh,	 what	 do	 you	 think?	 I	 am	 invited	 to	 tea	 at	 the	manse

tomorrow	afternoon!	Mrs.	Allan	left	the	letter	for	me	at	the	post	office.	Just	look
at	it,	Marilla.	'Miss	Anne	Shirley,	Green	Gables.'	That	is	the	first	time	I	was	ever
called	 'Miss.'	 Such	 a	 thrill	 as	 it	 gave	me!	 I	 shall	 cherish	 it	 forever	 among	my
choicest	treasures."
"Mrs.	Allan	told	me	she	meant	to	have	all	the	members	of	her	Sunday-school

class	 to	 tea	 in	 turn,"	 said	Marilla,	 regarding	 the	 wonderful	 event	 very	 coolly.
"You	needn't	get	in	such	a	fever	over	it.	Do	learn	to	take	things	calmly,	child."
For	Anne	 to	 take	 things	 calmly	would	 have	 been	 to	 change	 her	 nature.	All

"spirit	and	fire	and	dew,"	as	she	was,	the	pleasures	and	pains	of	life	came	to	her
with	trebled	intensity.	Marilla	felt	this	and	was	vaguely	troubled	over	it,	realizing
that	 the	 ups	 and	 downs	 of	 existence	 would	 probably	 bear	 hardly	 on	 this
impulsive	soul	and	not	sufficiently	understanding	that	the	equally	great	capacity
for	 delight	might	more	 than	 compensate.	 Therefore	Marilla	 conceived	 it	 to	 be
her	duty	to	drill	Anne	into	a	tranquil	uniformity	of	disposition	as	impossible	and
alien	to	her	as	to	a	dancing	sunbeam	in	one	of	the	brook	shallows.	She	did	not
make	much	 headway,	 as	 she	 sorrowfully	 admitted	 to	 herself.	 The	 downfall	 of
some	dear	hope	or	plan	plunged	Anne	into	"deeps	of	affliction."	The	fulfillment
thereof	 exalted	 her	 to	 dizzy	 realms	 of	 delight.	 Marilla	 had	 almost	 begun	 to
despair	 of	 ever	 fashioning	 this	 waif	 of	 the	 world	 into	 her	 model	 little	 girl	 of
demure	manners	and	prim	deportment.	Neither	would	she	have	believed	that	she
really	liked	Anne	much	better	as	she	was.
Anne	went	to	bed	that	night	speechless	with	misery	because	Matthew	had	said

the	wind	was	round	northeast	and	he	feared	it	would	be	a	rainy	day	tomorrow.
The	rustle	of	 the	poplar	 leaves	about	 the	house	worried	her,	 it	 sounded	so	 like



pattering	raindrops,	and	the	full,	faraway	roar	of	the	gulf,	to	which	she	listened
delightedly	 at	 other	 times,	 loving	 its	 strange,	 sonorous,	 haunting	 rhythm,	 now
seemed	like	a	prophecy	of	storm	and	disaster	to	a	small	maiden	who	particularly
wanted	a	fine	day.	Anne	thought	that	the	morning	would	never	come.
But	 all	 things	 have	 an	 end,	 even	 nights	 before	 the	 day	 on	 which	 you	 are

invited	to	take	tea	at	the	manse.	The	morning,	in	spite	of	Matthew's	predictions,
was	 fine	 and	 Anne's	 spirits	 soared	 to	 their	 highest.	 "Oh,	 Marilla,	 there	 is
something	in	me	today	that	makes	me	just	love	everybody	I	see,"	she	exclaimed
as	she	washed	the	breakfast	dishes.	"You	don't	know	how	good	I	feel!	Wouldn't
it	be	nice	if	it	could	last?	I	believe	I	could	be	a	model	child	if	I	were	just	invited
out	 to	 tea	 every	 day.	 But	 oh,	 Marilla,	 it's	 a	 solemn	 occasion	 too.	 I	 feel	 so
anxious.	What	 if	 I	 shouldn't	 behave	 properly?	You	 know	 I	 never	 had	 tea	 at	 a
manse	before,	and	I'm	not	sure	that	I	know	all	the	rules	of	etiquette,	although	I've
been	studying	the	rules	given	in	the	Etiquette	Department	of	the	Family	Herald
ever	 since	 I	 came	 here.	 I'm	 so	 afraid	 I'll	 do	 something	 silly	 or	 forget	 to	 do
something	 I	 should	do.	Would	 it	be	good	manners	 to	 take	a	 second	helping	of
anything	if	you	wanted	to	VERY	much?"
"The	trouble	with	you,	Anne,	is	that	you're	thinking	too	much	about	yourself.

You	 should	 just	 think	 of	 Mrs.	 Allan	 and	 what	 would	 be	 nicest	 and	 most
agreeable	to	her,"	said	Marilla,	hitting	for	once	in	her	life	on	a	very	sound	and
pithy	piece	of	advice.	Anne	instantly	realized	this.
"You	are	right,	Marilla.	I'll	try	not	to	think	about	myself	at	all."
Anne	evidently	got	through	her	visit	without	any	serious	breach	of	"etiquette,"

for	she	came	home	through	the	twilight,	under	a	great,	high-sprung	sky	gloried
over	with	 trails	of	saffron	and	rosy	cloud,	 in	a	beatified	state	of	mind	and	 told
Marilla	all	about	 it	happily,	sitting	on	 the	big	red-sandstone	slab	at	 the	kitchen
door	with	her	tired	curly	head	in	Marilla's	gingham	lap.
A	cool	wind	was	blowing	down	over	the	long	harvest	fields	from	the	rims	of

firry	western	hills	 and	whistling	 through	 the	poplars.	One	clear	 star	hung	over
the	orchard	and	the	fireflies	were	flitting	over	in	Lover's	Lane,	in	and	out	among
the	 ferns	and	 rustling	boughs.	Anne	watched	 them	as	she	 talked	and	somehow
felt	that	wind	and	stars	and	fireflies	were	all	tangled	up	together	into	something
unutterably	sweet	and	enchanting.
"Oh,	Marilla,	I've	had	a	most	FASCINATING	time.	I	feel	that	I	have	not	lived

in	vain	and	I	shall	always	feel	like	that	even	if	I	should	never	be	invited	to	tea	at
a	manse	again.	When	I	got	there	Mrs.	Allan	met	me	at	the	door.	She	was	dressed
in	 the	 sweetest	 dress	 of	 pale-pink	 organdy,	 with	 dozens	 of	 frills	 and	 elbow
sleeves,	and	she	looked	just	like	a	seraph.	I	really	think	I'd	like	to	be	a	minister's
wife	when	I	grow	up,	Marilla.	A	minister	mightn't	mind	my	red	hair	because	he



wouldn't	be	thinking	of	such	worldly	things.	But	then	of	course	one	would	have
to	be	naturally	good	and	I'll	never	be	that,	so	I	suppose	there's	no	use	in	thinking
about	it.	Some	people	are	naturally	good,	you	know,	and	others	are	not.	I'm	one
of	the	others.	Mrs.	Lynde	says	I'm	full	of	original	sin.	No	matter	how	hard	I	try
to	be	good	I	can	never	make	such	a	success	of	it	as	those	who	are	naturally	good.
It's	a	good	deal	 like	geometry,	 I	expect.	But	don't	you	 think	 the	 trying	so	hard
ought	to	count	for	something?	Mrs.	Allan	is	one	of	the	naturally	good	people.	I
love	her	passionately.	You	know	there	are	some	people,	like	Matthew	and	Mrs.
Allan	that	you	can	love	right	off	without	any	trouble.	And	there	are	others,	like
Mrs.	Lynde,	 that	you	have	 to	 try	very	hard	 to	 love.	You	know	you	OUGHT	to
love	 them	 because	 they	 know	 so	 much	 and	 are	 such	 active	 workers	 in	 the
church,	but	you	have	 to	keep	 reminding	yourself	of	 it	 all	 the	 time	or	 else	you
forget.	There	was	another	 little	girl	 at	 the	manse	 to	 tea,	 from	 the	White	Sands
Sunday	school.	Her	name	was	Laurette	Bradley,	and	she	was	a	very	nice	 little
girl.	 Not	 exactly	 a	 kindred	 spirit,	 you	 know,	 but	 still	 very	 nice.	 We	 had	 an
elegant	tea,	and	I	think	I	kept	all	the	rules	of	etiquette	pretty	well.	After	tea	Mrs.
Allan	played	and	sang	and	she	got	Lauretta	and	me	to	sing	too.	Mrs.	Allan	says	I
have	a	good	voice	and	she	says	I	must	sing	in	the	Sunday-school	choir	after	this.
You	can't	think	how	I	was	thrilled	at	the	mere	thought.	I've	longed	so	to	sing	in
the	 Sunday-school	 choir,	 as	 Diana	 does,	 but	 I	 feared	 it	 was	 an	 honor	 I	 could
never	aspire	to.	Lauretta	had	to	go	home	early	because	there	is	a	big	concert	in
the	White	Sands	Hotel	tonight	and	her	sister	is	to	recite	at	it.	Lauretta	says	that
the	 Americans	 at	 the	 hotel	 give	 a	 concert	 every	 fortnight	 in	 aid	 of	 the
Charlottetown	hospital,	 and	 they	 ask	 lots	 of	 the	White	 Sands	 people	 to	 recite.
Lauretta	 said	 she	 expected	 to	 be	 asked	herself	 someday.	 I	 just	 gazed	 at	 her	 in
awe.	After	 she	 had	 gone	Mrs.	Allan	 and	 I	 had	 a	 heart-to-heart	 talk.	 I	 told	 her
everything—about	Mrs.	Thomas	and	 the	 twins	and	Katie	Maurice	and	Violetta
and	 coming	 to	Green	Gables	 and	my	 troubles	 over	 geometry.	And	would	 you
believe	 it,	Marilla?	Mrs.	Allan	 told	me	 she	was	 a	dunce	 at	 geometry	 too.	You
don't	know	how	that	encouraged	me.	Mrs.	Lynde	came	to	the	manse	just	before	I
left,	and	what	do	you	think,	Marilla?	The	trustees	have	hired	a	new	teacher	and
it's	 a	 lady.	 Her	 name	 is	Miss	Muriel	 Stacy.	 Isn't	 that	 a	 romantic	 name?	Mrs.
Lynde	says	they've	never	had	a	female	teacher	in	Avonlea	before	and	she	thinks
it	is	a	dangerous	innovation.	But	I	think	it	will	be	splendid	to	have	a	lady	teacher,
and	I	really	don't	see	how	I'm	going	to	live	through	the	two	weeks	before	school
begins.	I'm	so	impatient	to	see	her."



Chapter		23	
Anne	Comes	to	Grief	in	an	Affair	of	Honor
Anne	had	to	live	through	more	than	two	weeks,	as	it	happened.	Almost	a	month
having	elapsed	since	 the	 liniment	cake	episode,	 it	was	high	 time	for	her	 to	get
into	fresh	trouble	of	some	sort,	little	mistakes,	such	as	absentmindedly	emptying
a	pan	of	skim	milk	 into	a	basket	of	yarn	balls	 in	 the	pantry	 instead	of	 into	 the
pigs'	bucket,	 and	walking	clean	over	 the	edge	of	 the	 log	bridge	 into	 the	brook
while	wrapped	in	imaginative	reverie,	not	really	being	worth	counting.
A	week	after	the	tea	at	the	manse	Diana	Barry	gave	a	party.
"Small	and	select,"	Anne	assured	Marilla.	"Just	the	girls	in	our	class."
They	 had	 a	 very	 good	 time	 and	 nothing	 untoward	 happened	 until	 after	 tea,

when	they	found	themselves	in	the	Barry	garden,	a	little	tired	of	all	their	games
and	 ripe	 for	 any	 enticing	 form	 of	 mischief	 which	 might	 present	 itself.	 This
presently	took	the	form	of	"daring."
Daring	was	the	fashionable	amusement	among	the	Avonlea	small	fry	just	then.

It	had	begun	among	the	boys,	but	soon	spread	to	the	girls,	and	all	the	silly	things
that	were	done	in	Avonlea	that	summer	because	the	doers	thereof	were	"dared"
to	do	them	would	fill	a	book	by	themselves.
First	of	all	Carrie	Sloane	dared	Ruby	Gillis	to	climb	to	a	certain	point	in	the

huge	old	willow	tree	before	 the	front	door;	which	Ruby	Gillis,	albeit	 in	mortal
dread	of	the	fat	green	caterpillars	with	which	said	tree	was	infested	and	with	the
fear	 of	 her	 mother	 before	 her	 eyes	 if	 she	 should	 tear	 her	 new	 muslin	 dress,
nimbly	did,	 to	 the	discomfiture	of	 the	aforesaid	Carrie	Sloane.	Then	Josie	Pye
dared	Jane	Andrews	 to	hop	on	her	 left	 leg	around	 the	garden	without	stopping
once	or	putting	her	right	foot	to	the	ground;	which	Jane	Andrews	gamely	tried	to
do,	but	gave	out	at	the	third	corner	and	had	to	confess	herself	defeated.
Josie's	triumph	being	rather	more	pronounced	than	good	taste	permitted,	Anne

Shirley	dared	her	 to	walk	along	 the	 top	of	 the	board	 fence	which	bounded	 the
garden	 to	 the	 east.	 Now,	 to	 "walk"	 board	 fences	 requires	 more	 skill	 and
steadiness	of	head	and	heel	than	one	might	suppose	who	has	never	tried	it.	But
Josie	Pye,	 if	deficient	 in	some	qualities	 that	make	for	popularity,	had	at	 least	a
natural	and	inborn	gift,	duly	cultivated,	for	walking	board	fences.	Josie	walked
the	Barry	fence	with	an	airy	unconcern	which	seemed	to	imply	that	a	little	thing



like	 that	 wasn't	 worth	 a	 "dare."	 Reluctant	 admiration	 greeted	 her	 exploit,	 for
most	 of	 the	 other	 girls	 could	 appreciate	 it,	 having	 suffered	 many	 things
themselves	 in	 their	 efforts	 to	 walk	 fences.	 Josie	 descended	 from	 her	 perch,
flushed	with	victory,	and	darted	a	defiant	glance	at	Anne.
Anne	tossed	her	red	braids.
"I	 don't	 think	 it's	 such	 a	 very	 wonderful	 thing	 to	 walk	 a	 little,	 low,	 board

fence,"	she	said.	"I	knew	a	girl	in	Marysville	who	could	walk	the	ridgepole	of	a
roof."
"I	 don't	 believe	 it,"	 said	 Josie	 flatly.	 "I	 don't	 believe	 anybody	 could	walk	 a

ridgepole.	YOU	couldn't,	anyhow."
"Couldn't	I?"	cried	Anne	rashly.
"Then	I	dare	you	to	do	it,"	said	Josie	defiantly.	"I	dare	you	to	climb	up	there

and	walk	the	ridgepole	of	Mr.	Barry's	kitchen	roof."
Anne	turned	pale,	but	there	was	clearly	only	one	thing	to	be	done.	She	walked

toward	 the	house,	where	a	 ladder	was	 leaning	against	 the	kitchen	roof.	All	 the
fifth-class	girls	said,	"Oh!"	partly	in	excitement,	partly	in	dismay.
"Don't	you	do	it,	Anne,"	entreated	Diana.	"You'll	fall	off	and	be	killed.	Never

mind	Josie	Pye.	It	isn't	fair	to	dare	anybody	to	do	anything	so	dangerous."
"I	must	do	 it.	My	honor	 is	 at	 stake,"	 said	Anne	 solemnly.	 "I	 shall	walk	 that

ridgepole,	Diana,	or	perish	in	the	attempt.	If	I	am	killed	you	are	to	have	my	pearl
bead	ring."
Anne	 climbed	 the	 ladder	 amid	 breathless	 silence,	 gained	 the	 ridgepole,

balanced	herself	uprightly	on	that	precarious	footing,	and	started	to	walk	along
it,	dizzily	conscious	 that	 she	was	uncomfortably	high	up	 in	 the	world	and	 that
walking	 ridgepoles	was	not	 a	 thing	 in	which	your	 imagination	helped	you	out
much.	Nevertheless,	 she	managed	 to	 take	 several	 steps	 before	 the	 catastrophe
came.	Then	she	swayed,	lost	her	balance,	stumbled,	staggered,	and	fell,	sliding
down	over	the	sun-baked	roof	and	crashing	off	it	through	the	tangle	of	Virginia
creeper	 beneath—all	 before	 the	 dismayed	 circle	 below	 could	 give	 a
simultaneous,	terrified	shriek.
If	Anne	had	tumbled	off	the	roof	on	the	side	up	which	she	had	ascended	Diana

would	 probably	 have	 fallen	 heir	 to	 the	 pearl	 bead	 ring	 then	 and	 there.
Fortunately	 she	 fell	 on	 the	 other	 side,	where	 the	 roof	 extended	down	over	 the
porch	so	nearly	to	the	ground	that	a	fall	therefrom	was	a	much	less	serious	thing.
Nevertheless,	when	Diana	and	the	other	girls	had	rushed	frantically	around	the
house—except	Ruby	Gillis,	who	remained	as	 if	 rooted	 to	 the	ground	and	went
into	hysterics—they	found	Anne	lying	all	white	and	limp	among	the	wreck	and
ruin	of	the	Virginia	creeper.
"Anne,	are	you	killed?"	shrieked	Diana,	throwing	herself	on	her	knees	beside



her	 friend.	 "Oh,	 Anne,	 dear	 Anne,	 speak	 just	 one	 word	 to	 me	 and	 tell	 me	 if
you're	killed."
To	the	immense	relief	of	all	the	girls,	and	especially	of	Josie	Pye,	who,	in	spite

of	lack	of	imagination,	had	been	seized	with	horrible	visions	of	a	future	branded
as	the	girl	who	was	the	cause	of	Anne	Shirley's	early	and	tragic	death,	Anne	sat
dizzily	up	and	answered	uncertainly:
"No,	Diana,	I	am	not	killed,	but	I	think	I	am	rendered	unconscious."
"Where?"	 sobbed	 Carrie	 Sloane.	 "Oh,	 where,	 Anne?"	 Before	 Anne	 could

answer	Mrs.	Barry	appeared	on	the	scene.	At	sight	of	her	Anne	tried	to	scramble
to	her	feet,	but	sank	back	again	with	a	sharp	little	cry	of	pain.
"What's	the	matter?	Where	have	you	hurt	yourself?"	demanded	Mrs.	Barry.
"My	ankle,"	gasped	Anne.	"Oh,	Diana,	please	find	your	father	and	ask	him	to

take	me	home.	I	know	I	can	never	walk	there.	And	I'm	sure	I	couldn't	hop	so	far
on	one	foot	when	Jane	couldn't	even	hop	around	the	garden."
Marilla	was	out	 in	 the	orchard	picking	a	panful	of	summer	apples	when	she

saw	Mr.	Barry	 coming	 over	 the	 log	 bridge	 and	 up	 the	 slope,	with	Mrs.	Barry
beside	him	and	a	whole	procession	of	little	girls	trailing	after	him.	In	his	arms	he
carried	Anne,	whose	head	lay	limply	against	his	shoulder.
At	 that	 moment	 Marilla	 had	 a	 revelation.	 In	 the	 sudden	 stab	 of	 fear	 that

pierced	 her	 very	 heart	 she	 realized	what	Anne	 had	 come	 to	mean	 to	 her.	 She
would	have	admitted	that	she	liked	Anne—nay,	that	she	was	very	fond	of	Anne.
But	now	she	knew	as	she	hurried	wildly	down	the	slope	that	Anne	was	dearer	to
her	than	anything	else	on	earth.
"Mr.	Barry,	what	has	happened	 to	her?"	she	gasped,	more	white	and	shaken

than	the	self-contained,	sensible	Marilla	had	been	for	many	years.
Anne	herself	answered,	lifting	her	head.
"Don't	be	very	frightened,	Marilla.	I	was	walking	the	ridgepole	and	I	fell	off.	I

expect	I	have	sprained	my	ankle.	But,	Marilla,	I	might	have	broken	my	neck.	Let
us	look	on	the	bright	side	of	things."
"I	might	have	known	you'd	go	and	do	something	of	the	sort	when	I	let	you	go

to	that	party,"	said	Marilla,	sharp	and	shrewish	in	her	very	relief.	"Bring	her	in
here,	 Mr.	 Barry,	 and	 lay	 her	 on	 the	 sofa.	 Mercy	 me,	 the	 child	 has	 gone	 and
fainted!"
It	was	quite	true.	Overcome	by	the	pain	of	her	injury,	Anne	had	one	more	of

her	wishes	granted	to	her.	She	had	fainted	dead	away.
Matthew,	 hastily	 summoned	 from	 the	 harvest	 field,	 was	 straightway

dispatched	for	the	doctor,	who	in	due	time	came,	to	discover	that	the	injury	was
more	serious	than	they	had	supposed.	Anne's	ankle	was	broken.
That	night,	when	Marilla	went	up	to	the	east	gable,	where	a	white-faced	girl



was	lying,	a	plaintive	voice	greeted	her	from	the	bed.
"Aren't	you	very	sorry	for	me,	Marilla?"
"It	was	your	own	fault,"	said	Marilla,	twitching	down	the	blind	and	lighting	a

lamp.
"And	 that	 is	 just	why	you	should	be	sorry	 for	me,"	 said	Anne,	"because	 the

thought	that	it	is	all	my	own	fault	is	what	makes	it	so	hard.	If	I	could	blame	it	on
anybody	I	would	feel	so	much	better.	But	what	would	you	have	done,	Marilla,	if
you	had	been	dared	to	walk	a	ridgepole?"
"I'd	 have	 stayed	 on	 good	 firm	 ground	 and	 let	 them	 dare	 away.	 Such

absurdity!"	said	Marilla.
Anne	sighed.
"But	 you	 have	 such	 strength	 of	 mind,	 Marilla.	 I	 haven't.	 I	 just	 felt	 that	 I

couldn't	bear	Josie	Pye's	scorn.	She	would	have	crowed	over	me	all	my	life.	And
I	 think	 I	have	been	punished	so	much	 that	you	needn't	be	very	cross	with	me,
Marilla.	 It's	not	a	bit	nice	 to	 faint,	after	all.	And	 the	doctor	hurt	me	dreadfully
when	 he	was	 setting	my	 ankle.	 I	won't	 be	 able	 to	 go	 around	 for	 six	 or	 seven
weeks	and	I'll	miss	the	new	lady	teacher.	She	won't	be	new	any	more	by	the	time
I'm	able	to	go	to	school.	And	Gil—everybody	will	get	ahead	of	me	in	class.	Oh,
I	am	an	afflicted	mortal.	But	 I'll	 try	 to	bear	 it	 all	bravely	 if	only	you	won't	be
cross	with	me,	Marilla."
"There,	there,	I'm	not	cross,"	said	Marilla.	"You're	an	unlucky	child,	there's	no

doubt	about	that;	but	as	you	say,	you'll	have	the	suffering	of	it.	Here	now,	try	and
eat	some	supper."
"Isn't	 it	 fortunate	 I've	got	such	an	 imagination?"	said	Anne.	"It	will	help	me

through	 splendidly,	 I	 expect.	What	 do	 people	who	haven't	 any	 imagination	 do
when	they	break	their	bones,	do	you	suppose,	Marilla?"
Anne	had	good	reason	to	bless	her	imagination	many	a	time	and	oft	during	the

tedious	seven	weeks	that	followed.	But	she	was	not	solely	dependent	on	it.	She
had	many	visitors	and	not	a	day	passed	without	one	or	more	of	 the	schoolgirls
dropping	in	to	bring	her	flowers	and	books	and	tell	her	all	the	happenings	in	the
juvenile	world	of	Avonlea.
"Everybody	has	been	so	good	and	kind,	Marilla,"	sighed	Anne	happily,	on	the

day	when	she	could	first	 limp	across	the	floor.	"It	 isn't	very	pleasant	 to	be	laid
up;	but	there	is	a	bright	side	to	it,	Marilla.	You	find	out	how	many	friends	you
have.	Why,	even	Superintendent	Bell	came	to	see	me,	and	he's	really	a	very	fine
man.	Not	a	kindred	spirit,	of	course;	but	still	I	like	him	and	I'm	awfully	sorry	I
ever	criticized	his	prayers.	I	believe	now	he	really	does	mean	them,	only	he	has
got	 into	 the	habit	of	saying	 them	as	 if	he	didn't.	He	could	get	over	 that	 if	he'd
take	a	little	trouble.	I	gave	him	a	good	broad	hint.	I	told	him	how	hard	I	tried	to



make	my	own	little	private	prayers	interesting.	He	told	me	all	about	the	time	he
broke	 his	 ankle	 when	 he	 was	 a	 boy.	 It	 does	 seem	 so	 strange	 to	 think	 of
Superintendent	Bell	ever	being	a	boy.	Even	my	imagination	has	its	limits,	for	I
can't	 imagine	THAT.	When	 I	 try	 to	 imagine	him	as	a	boy	 I	 see	him	with	gray
whiskers	and	spectacles,	just	as	he	looks	in	Sunday	school,	only	small.	Now,	it's
so	 easy	 to	 imagine	Mrs.	Allan	 as	 a	 little	 girl.	Mrs.	Allan	 has	 been	 to	 see	me
fourteen	 times.	 Isn't	 that	something	 to	be	proud	of,	Marilla?	When	a	minister's
wife	has	so	many	claims	on	her	time!	She	is	such	a	cheerful	person	to	have	visit
you,	too.	She	never	tells	you	it's	your	own	fault	and	she	hopes	you'll	be	a	better
girl	on	account	of	it.	Mrs.	Lynde	always	told	me	that	when	she	came	to	see	me;
and	she	said	it	in	a	kind	of	way	that	made	me	feel	she	might	hope	I'd	be	a	better
girl	but	didn't	really	believe	I	would.	Even	Josie	Pye	came	to	see	me.	I	received
her	as	politely	as	I	could,	because	I	think	she	was	sorry	she	dared	me	to	walk	a
ridgepole.	If	I	had	been	killed	she	would	had	to	carry	a	dark	burden	of	remorse
all	her	life.	Diana	has	been	a	faithful	friend.	She's	been	over	every	day	to	cheer
my	 lonely	 pillow.	But	 oh,	 I	 shall	 be	 so	 glad	when	 I	 can	 go	 to	 school	 for	 I've
heard	 such	 exciting	 things	 about	 the	 new	 teacher.	 The	 girls	 all	 think	 she	 is
perfectly	 sweet.	 Diana	 says	 she	 has	 the	 loveliest	 fair	 curly	 hair	 and	 such
fascinating	 eyes.	 She	 dresses	 beautifully,	 and	 her	 sleeve	 puffs	 are	 bigger	 than
anybody	else's	in	Avonlea.	Every	other	Friday	afternoon	she	has	recitations	and
everybody	has	to	say	a	piece	or	take	part	in	a	dialogue.	Oh,	it's	just	glorious	to
think	of	it.	Josie	Pye	says	she	hates	it	but	that	is	just	because	Josie	has	so	little
imagination.	Diana	and	Ruby	Gillis	and	Jane	Andrews	are	preparing	a	dialogue,
called	 'A	Morning	Visit,'	 for	next	Friday.	And	 the	Friday	afternoons	 they	don't
have	recitations	Miss	Stacy	takes	them	all	to	the	woods	for	a	'field'	day	and	they
study	 ferns	 and	 flowers	 and	 birds.	 And	 they	 have	 physical	 culture	 exercises
every	morning	and	evening.	Mrs.	Lynde	says	she	never	heard	of	such	goings	on
and	it	all	comes	of	having	a	lady	teacher.	But	I	 think	it	must	be	splendid	and	I
believe	I	shall	find	that	Miss	Stacy	is	a	kindred	spirit."
"There's	one	thing	plain	to	be	seen,	Anne,"	said	Marilla,	"and	that	is	that	your

fall	off	the	Barry	roof	hasn't	injured	your	tongue	at	all."



Chapter		24	
Miss	Stacy	and	Her	Pupils	Get	Up	a	Concert
It	was	October	 again	when	Anne	was	 ready	 to	 go	 back	 to	 school—a	 glorious
October,	 all	 red	 and	gold,	with	mellow	mornings	when	 the	valleys	were	 filled
with	delicate	mists	as	if	 the	spirit	of	autumn	had	poured	them	in	for	the	sun	to
drain—amethyst,	 pearl,	 silver,	 rose,	 and	 smoke-blue.	The	 dews	were	 so	 heavy
that	the	fields	glistened	like	cloth	of	silver	and	there	were	such	heaps	of	rustling
leaves	in	the	hollows	of	many-stemmed	woods	to	run	crisply	through.	The	Birch
Path	was	 a	 canopy	 of	 yellow	 and	 the	 ferns	were	 sear	 and	 brown	 all	 along	 it.
There	 was	 a	 tang	 in	 the	 very	 air	 that	 inspired	 the	 hearts	 of	 small	 maidens
tripping,	 unlike	 snails,	 swiftly	 and	willingly	 to	 school;	 and	 it	WAS	 jolly	 to	 be
back	 again	 at	 the	 little	 brown	 desk	 beside	 Diana,	 with	 Ruby	 Gillis	 nodding
across	 the	 aisle	 and	 Carrie	 Sloane	 sending	 up	 notes	 and	 Julia	 Bell	 passing	 a
"chew"	of	gum	down	from	the	back	seat.	Anne	drew	a	long	breath	of	happiness
as	she	sharpened	her	pencil	and	arranged	her	picture	cards	in	her	desk.	Life	was
certainly	very	interesting.
In	the	new	teacher	she	found	another	true	and	helpful	friend.	Miss	Stacy	was	a

bright,	 sympathetic	 young	woman	with	 the	 happy	gift	 of	winning	 and	holding
the	affections	of	her	pupils	and	bringing	out	the	best	that	was	in	them	mentally
and	morally.	Anne	expanded	like	a	flower	under	 this	wholesome	influence	and
carried	home	to	the	admiring	Matthew	and	the	critical	Marilla	glowing	accounts
of	schoolwork	and	aims.
"I	 love	Miss	Stacy	with	my	whole	heart,	Marilla.	She	 is	so	 ladylike	and	she

has	such	a	sweet	voice.	When	she	pronounces	my	name	I	feel	INSTINCTIVELY
that	she's	spelling	it	with	an	E.	We	had	recitations	this	afternoon.	I	just	wish	you
could	have	been	 there	 to	 hear	me	 recite	 'Mary,	Queen	of	Scots.'	 I	 just	 put	my
whole	soul	into	it.	Ruby	Gillis	told	me	coming	home	that	the	way	I	said	the	line,
'Now	for	my	father's	arm,'	she	said,	 'my	woman's	heart	farewell,'	 just	made	her
blood	run	cold."
"Well	now,	you	might	 recite	 it	 for	me	 some	of	 these	days,	out	 in	 the	barn,"

suggested	Matthew.
"Of	 course	 I	will,"	 said	Anne	meditatively,	 "but	 I	won't	 be	 able	 to	 do	 it	 so

well,	 I	know.	 It	won't	be	so	exciting	as	 it	 is	when	you	have	a	whole	schoolful



before	you	hanging	breathlessly	on	your	words.	I	know	I	won't	be	able	to	make
your	blood	run	cold."
"Mrs.	Lynde	says	it	made	HER	blood	run	cold	to	see	the	boys	climbing	to	the

very	 tops	 of	 those	 big	 trees	 on	 Bell's	 hill	 after	 crows'	 nests	 last	 Friday,"	 said
Marilla.	"I	wonder	at	Miss	Stacy	for	encouraging	it."
"But	we	wanted	a	crow's	nest	for	nature	study,"	explained	Anne.	"That	was	on

our	 field	 afternoon.	 Field	 afternoons	 are	 splendid,	 Marilla.	 And	 Miss	 Stacy
explains	everything	so	beautifully.	We	have	 to	write	compositions	on	our	 field
afternoons	and	I	write	the	best	ones."
"It's	very	vain	of	you	to	say	so	then.	You'd	better	let	your	teacher	say	it."
"But	she	DID	say	it,	Marilla.	And	indeed	I'm	not	vain	about	it.	How	can	I	be,

when	 I'm	 such	 a	 dunce	 at	 geometry?	 Although	 I'm	 really	 beginning	 to	 see
through	it	a	little,	too.	Miss	Stacy	makes	it	so	clear.	Still,	I'll	never	be	good	at	it
and	 I	 assure	 you	 it	 is	 a	 humbling	 reflection.	 But	 I	 love	writing	 compositions.
Mostly	Miss	 Stacy	 lets	 us	 choose	 our	 own	 subjects;	 but	 next	week	we	 are	 to
write	 a	 composition	on	 some	 remarkable	person.	 It's	hard	 to	 choose	among	 so
many	remarkable	people	who	have	lived.	Mustn't	it	be	splendid	to	be	remarkable
and	have	compositions	written	about	you	after	you're	dead?	Oh,	I	would	dearly
love	to	be	remarkable.	I	think	when	I	grow	up	I'll	be	a	trained	nurse	and	go	with
the	Red	Crosses	to	the	field	of	battle	as	a	messenger	of	mercy.	That	is,	if	I	don't
go	out	as	a	foreign	missionary.	That	would	be	very	romantic,	but	one	would	have
to	 be	 very	good	 to	 be	 a	missionary,	 and	 that	would	be	 a	 stumbling	block.	We
have	 physical	 culture	 exercises	 every	 day,	 too.	 They	 make	 you	 graceful	 and
promote	digestion."
"Promote	 fiddlesticks!"	 said	 Marilla,	 who	 honestly	 thought	 it	 was	 all

nonsense.
But	 all	 the	 field	 afternoons	 and	 recitation	 Fridays	 and	 physical	 culture

contortions	 paled	 before	 a	 project	 which	 Miss	 Stacy	 brought	 forward	 in
November.	This	was	that	the	scholars	of	Avonlea	school	should	get	up	a	concert
and	hold	it	in	the	hall	on	Christmas	Night,	for	the	laudable	purpose	of	helping	to
pay	for	a	schoolhouse	flag.	The	pupils	one	and	all	taking	graciously	to	this	plan,
the	 preparations	 for	 a	 program	 were	 begun	 at	 once.	 And	 of	 all	 the	 excited
performers-elect	none	was	so	excited	as	Anne	Shirley,	who	threw	herself	into	the
undertaking	 heart	 and	 soul,	 hampered	 as	 she	 was	 by	 Marilla's	 disapproval.
Marilla	thought	it	all	rank	foolishness.
"It's	just	filling	your	heads	up	with	nonsense	and	taking	time	that	ought	to	be

put	 on	 your	 lessons,"	 she	 grumbled.	 "I	 don't	 approve	 of	 children's	 getting	 up
concerts	and	racing	about	to	practices.	It	makes	them	vain	and	forward	and	fond
of	gadding."



"But	think	of	the	worthy	object,"	pleaded	Anne.	"A	flag	will	cultivate	a	spirit
of	patriotism,	Marilla."
"Fudge!	There's	 precious	 little	 patriotism	 in	 the	 thoughts	 of	 any	of	 you.	All

you	want	is	a	good	time."
"Well,	when	you	can	combine	patriotism	and	fun,	isn't	it	all	right?	Of	course

it's	 real	 nice	 to	 be	 getting	 up	 a	 concert.	We're	 going	 to	 have	 six	 choruses	 and
Diana	is	to	sing	a	solo.	I'm	in	two	dialogues—'The	Society	for	the	Suppression
of	Gossip'	 and	 'The	Fairy	Queen.'	 The	 boys	 are	 going	 to	 have	 a	 dialogue	 too.
And	I'm	to	have	two	recitations,	Marilla.	I	just	tremble	when	I	think	of	it,	but	it's
a	 nice	 thrilly	 kind	 of	 tremble.	And	we're	 to	 have	 a	 tableau	 at	 the	 last—'Faith,
Hope	and	Charity.'	Diana	and	Ruby	and	I	are	to	be	in	it,	all	draped	in	white	with
flowing	hair.	I'm	to	be	Hope,	with	my	hands	clasped—so—and	my	eyes	uplifted.
I'm	going	to	practice	my	recitations	 in	 the	garret.	Don't	be	alarmed	if	you	hear
me	groaning.	I	have	to	groan	heartrendingly	in	one	of	them,	and	it's	really	hard
to	get	up	a	good	artistic	groan,	Marilla.	Josie	Pye	is	sulky	because	she	didn't	get
the	 part	 she	 wanted	 in	 the	 dialogue.	 She	 wanted	 to	 be	 the	 fairy	 queen.	 That
would	have	been	ridiculous,	for	who	ever	heard	of	a	fairy	queen	as	fat	as	Josie?
Fairy	queens	must	be	slender.	Jane	Andrews	is	 to	be	 the	queen	and	I	am	to	be
one	 of	 her	 maids	 of	 honor.	 Josie	 says	 she	 thinks	 a	 red-haired	 fairy	 is	 just	 as
ridiculous	as	a	fat	one,	but	I	do	not	let	myself	mind	what	Josie	says.	I'm	to	have	a
wreath	 of	 white	 roses	 on	 my	 hair	 and	 Ruby	 Gillis	 is	 going	 to	 lend	 me	 her
slippers	 because	 I	 haven't	 any	 of	 my	 own.	 It's	 necessary	 for	 fairies	 to	 have
slippers,	 you	 know.	 You	 couldn't	 imagine	 a	 fairy	 wearing	 boots,	 could	 you?
Especially	with	 copper	 toes?	We	 are	 going	 to	 decorate	 the	 hall	 with	 creeping
spruce	and	fir	mottoes	with	pink	 tissue-paper	 roses	 in	 them.	And	we	are	all	 to
march	 in	 two	 by	 two	 after	 the	 audience	 is	 seated,	while	Emma	White	 plays	 a
march	on	the	organ.	Oh,	Marilla,	I	know	you	are	not	so	enthusiastic	about	it	as	I
am,	but	don't	you	hope	your	little	Anne	will	distinguish	herself?"
"All	I	hope	is	that	you'll	behave	yourself.	I'll	be	heartily	glad	when	all	this	fuss

is	over	and	you'll	be	able	 to	settle	down.	You	are	simply	good	for	nothing	just
now	with	 your	 head	 stuffed	 full	 of	 dialogues	 and	 groans	 and	 tableaus.	As	 for
your	tongue,	it's	a	marvel	it's	not	clean	worn	out."
Anne	 sighed	 and	 betook	 herself	 to	 the	 back	 yard,	 over	which	 a	 young	 new

moon	 was	 shining	 through	 the	 leafless	 poplar	 boughs	 from	 an	 apple-green
western	sky,	and	where	Matthew	was	splitting	wood.	Anne	perched	herself	on	a
block	 and	 talked	 the	 concert	 over	 with	 him,	 sure	 of	 an	 appreciative	 and
sympathetic	listener	in	this	instance	at	least.
"Well	now,	I	reckon	it's	going	to	be	a	pretty	good	concert.	And	I	expect	you'll

do	 your	 part	 fine,"	 he	 said,	 smiling	 down	 into	 her	 eager,	 vivacious	 little	 face.



Anne	 smiled	 back	 at	 him.	 Those	 two	 were	 the	 best	 of	 friends	 and	 Matthew
thanked	his	stars	many	a	time	and	oft	that	he	had	nothing	to	do	with	bringing	her
up.	 That	was	Marilla's	 exclusive	 duty;	 if	 it	 had	 been	 his	 he	would	 have	 been
worried	over	frequent	conflicts	between	inclination	and	said	duty.	As	it	was,	he
was	free	to,	"spoil	Anne"—Marilla's	phrasing—as	much	as	he	liked.	But	it	was
not	such	a	bad	arrangement	after	all;	a	little	"appreciation"	sometimes	does	quite
as	much	good	as	all	the	conscientious	"bringing	up"	in	the	world.



Chapter		25	
Matthew	Insists	on	Puffed	Sleeves
Matthew	was	having	a	bad	ten	minutes	of	it.	He	had	come	into	the	kitchen,	in	the
twilight	 of	 a	 cold,	 gray	December	 evening,	 and	had	 sat	 down	 in	 the	woodbox
corner	to	take	off	his	heavy	boots,	unconscious	of	the	fact	that	Anne	and	a	bevy
of	her	 schoolmates	were	having	a	practice	of	 "The	Fairy	Queen"	 in	 the	 sitting
room.	 Presently	 they	 came	 trooping	 through	 the	 hall	 and	 out	 into	 the	 kitchen,
laughing	and	chattering	gaily.	They	did	not	see	Matthew,	who	shrank	bashfully
back	 into	 the	 shadows	 beyond	 the	 woodbox	 with	 a	 boot	 in	 one	 hand	 and	 a
bootjack	in	the	other,	and	he	watched	them	shyly	for	the	aforesaid	ten	minutes	as
they	put	on	caps	and	jackets	and	talked	about	the	dialogue	and	the	concert.	Anne
stood	 among	 them,	 bright	 eyed	 and	 animated	 as	 they;	 but	Matthew	 suddenly
became	conscious	that	there	was	something	about	her	different	from	her	mates.
And	 what	 worried	 Matthew	 was	 that	 the	 difference	 impressed	 him	 as	 being
something	 that	 should	 not	 exist.	Anne	 had	 a	 brighter	 face,	 and	 bigger,	 starrier
eyes,	and	more	delicate	features	than	the	other;	even	shy,	unobservant	Matthew
had	learned	to	take	note	of	these	things;	but	the	difference	that	disturbed	him	did
not	consist	in	any	of	these	respects.	Then	in	what	did	it	consist?
Matthew	was	haunted	by	 this	question	 long	after	 the	girls	had	gone,	 arm	 in

arm,	down	the	long,	hard-frozen	lane	and	Anne	had	betaken	herself	to	her	books.
He	 could	 not	 refer	 it	 to	 Marilla,	 who,	 he	 felt,	 would	 be	 quite	 sure	 to	 sniff
scornfully	 and	 remark	 that	 the	 only	 difference	 she	 saw	between	Anne	 and	 the
other	girls	was	 that	 they	 sometimes	kept	 their	 tongues	quiet	while	Anne	never
did.	This,	Matthew	felt,	would	be	no	great	help.
He	 had	 recourse	 to	 his	 pipe	 that	 evening	 to	 help	 him	 study	 it	 out,	much	 to

Marilla's	 disgust.	 After	 two	 hours	 of	 smoking	 and	 hard	 reflection	 Matthew
arrived	at	a	solution	of	his	problem.	Anne	was	not	dressed	like	the	other	girls!
The	more	Matthew	thought	about	the	matter	the	more	he	was	convinced	that

Anne	never	had	been	dressed	like	the	other	girls—never	since	she	had	come	to
Green	Gables.	Marilla	kept	her	clothed	in	plain,	dark	dresses,	all	made	after	the
same	unvarying	pattern.	 If	Matthew	knew	there	was	such	a	 thing	as	fashion	 in
dress	it	was	as	much	as	he	did;	but	he	was	quite	sure	that	Anne's	sleeves	did	not
look	at	all	 like	 the	sleeves	 the	other	girls	wore.	He	recalled	 the	cluster	of	 little



girls	he	had	seen	around	her	that	evening—all	gay	in	waists	of	red	and	blue	and
pink	and	white—and	he	wondered	why	Marilla	always	kept	her	so	plainly	and
soberly	gowned.
Of	course,	it	must	be	all	right.	Marilla	knew	best	and	Marilla	was	bringing	her

up.	Probably	some	wise,	inscrutable	motive	was	to	be	served	thereby.	But	surely
it	would	do	no	harm	to	let	the	child	have	one	pretty	dress—something	like	Diana
Barry	 always	wore.	Matthew	 decided	 that	 he	would	 give	 her	 one;	 that	 surely
could	not	be	objected	to	as	an	unwarranted	putting	in	of	his	oar.	Christmas	was
only	 a	 fortnight	 off.	 A	 nice	 new	 dress	would	 be	 the	 very	 thing	 for	 a	 present.
Matthew,	with	a	sigh	of	satisfaction,	put	away	his	pipe	and	went	 to	bed,	while
Marilla	opened	all	the	doors	and	aired	the	house.
The	very	next	evening	Matthew	betook	himself	to	Carmody	to	buy	the	dress,

determined	 to	 get	 the	 worst	 over	 and	 have	 done	 with	 it.	 It	 would	 be,	 he	 felt
assured,	 no	 trifling	 ordeal.	 There	 were	 some	 things	 Matthew	 could	 buy	 and
prove	 himself	 no	 mean	 bargainer;	 but	 he	 knew	 he	 would	 be	 at	 the	 mercy	 of
shopkeepers	when	it	came	to	buying	a	girl's	dress.
After	 much	 cogitation	 Matthew	 resolved	 to	 go	 to	 Samuel	 Lawson's	 store

instead	of	William	Blair's.	To	be	sure,	the	Cuthberts	always	had	gone	to	William
Blair's;	it	was	almost	as	much	a	matter	of	conscience	with	them	as	to	attend	the
Presbyterian	 church	 and	 vote	Conservative.	But	William	Blair's	 two	 daughters
frequently	waited	on	customers	there	and	Matthew	held	them	in	absolute	dread.
He	could	contrive	to	deal	with	them	when	he	knew	exactly	what	he	wanted	and
could	 point	 it	 out;	 but	 in	 such	 a	 matter	 as	 this,	 requiring	 explanation	 and
consultation,	Matthew	felt	that	he	must	be	sure	of	a	man	behind	the	counter.	So
he	would	go	to	Lawson's,	where	Samuel	or	his	son	would	wait	on	him.
Alas!	 Matthew	 did	 not	 know	 that	 Samuel,	 in	 the	 recent	 expansion	 of	 his

business,	had	set	up	a	 lady	clerk	also;	she	was	a	niece	of	his	wife's	and	a	very
dashing	 young	 person	 indeed,	 with	 a	 huge,	 drooping	 pompadour,	 big,	 rolling
brown	eyes,	and	a	most	extensive	and	bewildering	smile.	She	was	dressed	with
exceeding	smartness	and	wore	several	bangle	bracelets	that	glittered	and	rattled
and	 tinkled	 with	 every	 movement	 of	 her	 hands.	 Matthew	 was	 covered	 with
confusion	at	finding	her	there	at	all;	and	those	bangles	completely	wrecked	his
wits	at	one	fell	swoop.
"What	 can	 I	 do	 for	 you	 this	 evening,	 Mr.	 Cuthbert?"	 Miss	 Lucilla	 Harris

inquired,	briskly	and	ingratiatingly,	tapping	the	counter	with	both	hands.
"Have	 you	 any—any—any—well	 now,	 say	 any	 garden	 rakes?"	 stammered

Matthew.
Miss	 Harris	 looked	 somewhat	 surprised,	 as	 well	 she	 might,	 to	 hear	 a	 man

inquiring	for	garden	rakes	in	the	middle	of	December.



"I	believe	we	have	one	or	two	left	over,"	she	said,	"but	they're	upstairs	in	the
lumber	 room.	 I'll	 go	 and	 see."	 During	 her	 absence	 Matthew	 collected	 his
scattered	senses	for	another	effort.
When	Miss	Harris	returned	with	the	rake	and	cheerfully	inquired:	"Anything

else	tonight,	Mr.	Cuthbert?"	Matthew	took	his	courage	in	both	hands	and	replied:
"Well	now,	since	you	suggest	 it,	 I	might	as	well—take—that	 is—look	at—buy
some—some	hayseed."
Miss	Harris	had	heard	Matthew	Cuthbert	called	odd.	She	now	concluded	that

he	was	entirely	crazy.
"We	only	keep	hayseed	in	 the	spring,"	she	explained	loftily.	"We've	none	on

hand	just	now."
"Oh,	 certainly—certainly—just	 as	 you	 say,"	 stammered	 unhappy	 Matthew,

seizing	the	rake	and	making	for	the	door.	At	the	threshold	he	recollected	that	he
had	 not	 paid	 for	 it	 and	 he	 turned	 miserably	 back.	 While	 Miss	 Harris	 was
counting	out	his	change	he	rallied	his	powers	for	a	final	desperate	attempt.
"Well	now—if	it	isn't	too	much	trouble—I	might	as	well—that	is—I'd	like	to

look	at—at—some	sugar."
"White	or	brown?"	queried	Miss	Harris	patiently.
"Oh—well	now—brown,"	said	Matthew	feebly.
"There's	a	barrel	of	it	over	there,"	said	Miss	Harris,	shaking	her	bangles	at	it.

"It's	the	only	kind	we	have."
"I'll—I'll	take	twenty	pounds	of	it,"	said	Matthew,	with	beads	of	perspiration

standing	on	his	forehead.
Matthew	had	driven	halfway	home	before	he	was	his	own	man	again.	It	had

been	a	gruesome	experience,	but	it	served	him	right,	he	thought,	for	committing
the	heresy	of	going	to	a	strange	store.	When	he	reached	home	he	hid	the	rake	in
the	tool	house,	but	the	sugar	he	carried	in	to	Marilla.
"Brown	sugar!"	exclaimed	Marilla.	"Whatever	possessed	you	to	get	so	much?

You	know	I	never	use	it	except	for	the	hired	man's	porridge	or	black	fruit	cake.
Jerry's	 gone	 and	 I've	made	my	 cake	 long	 ago.	 It's	 not	 good	 sugar,	 either—it's
coarse	and	dark—William	Blair	doesn't	usually	keep	sugar	like	that."
"I—I	thought	it	might	come	in	handy	sometime,"	said	Matthew,	making	good

his	escape.
When	Matthew	came	 to	 think	 the	matter	over	he	decided	 that	a	woman	was

required	to	cope	with	the	situation.	Marilla	was	out	of	the	question.	Matthew	felt
sure	 she	would	 throw	 cold	water	 on	 his	 project	 at	 once.	 Remained	 only	Mrs.
Lynde;	 for	 of	 no	 other	 woman	 in	 Avonlea	 would	Matthew	 have	 dared	 to	 ask
advice.	To	Mrs.	Lynde	he	went	accordingly,	and	 that	good	 lady	promptly	 took
the	matter	out	of	the	harassed	man's	hands.



"Pick	 out	 a	 dress	 for	 you	 to	 give	 Anne?	 To	 be	 sure	 I	 will.	 I'm	 going	 to
Carmody	tomorrow	and	I'll	attend	to	it.	Have	you	something	particular	in	mind?
No?	Well,	 I'll	 just	 go	 by	my	 own	 judgment	 then.	 I	 believe	 a	 nice	 rich	 brown
would	just	suit	Anne,	and	William	Blair	has	some	new	gloria	in	that's	real	pretty.
Perhaps	you'd	 like	me	 to	make	 it	up	 for	her,	 too,	 seeing	 that	 if	Marilla	was	 to
make	 it	 Anne	 would	 probably	 get	 wind	 of	 it	 before	 the	 time	 and	 spoil	 the
surprise?	Well,	I'll	do	it.	No,	it	isn't	a	mite	of	trouble.	I	like	sewing.	I'll	make	it	to
fit	my	 niece,	 Jenny	Gillis,	 for	 she	 and	Anne	 are	 as	 like	 as	 two	 peas	 as	 far	 as
figure	goes."
"Well	 now,	 I'm	much	obliged,"	 said	Matthew,	 "and—and—I	dunno—but	 I'd

like—I	think	they	make	the	sleeves	different	nowadays	to	what	they	used	to	be.
If	it	wouldn't	be	asking	too	much	I—I'd	like	them	made	in	the	new	way."
"Puffs?	 Of	 course.	 You	 needn't	 worry	 a	 speck	 more	 about	 it,	 Matthew.	 I'll

make	 it	 up	 in	 the	 very	 latest	 fashion,"	 said	Mrs.	 Lynde.	 To	 herself	 she	 added
when	Matthew	had	gone:
"It'll	be	a	real	satisfaction	to	see	that	poor	child	wearing	something	decent	for

once.	The	way	Marilla	dresses	her	is	positively	ridiculous,	that's	what,	and	I've
ached	to	tell	her	so	plainly	a	dozen	times.	I've	held	my	tongue	though,	for	I	can
see	Marilla	doesn't	want	advice	and	she	thinks	she	knows	more	about	bringing
children	up	than	I	do	for	all	she's	an	old	maid.	But	that's	always	the	way.	Folks
that	 has	 brought	 up	 children	 know	 that	 there's	 no	 hard	 and	 fast	method	 in	 the
world	 that'll	suit	every	child.	But	 them	as	never	have	think	it's	all	as	plain	and
easy	as	Rule	of	Three—just	set	your	three	terms	down	so	fashion,	and	the	sum'll
work	out	correct.	But	 flesh	and	blood	don't	come	under	 the	head	of	arithmetic
and	 that's	where	Marilla	Cuthbert	makes	her	mistake.	 I	 suppose	she's	 trying	 to
cultivate	a	spirit	of	humility	in	Anne	by	dressing	her	as	she	does;	but	it's	more
likely	to	cultivate	envy	and	discontent.	I'm	sure	the	child	must	feel	the	difference
between	her	clothes	and	the	other	girls'.	But	to	think	of	Matthew	taking	notice	of
it!	That	man	is	waking	up	after	being	asleep	for	over	sixty	years."
Marilla	knew	all	 the	 following	 fortnight	 that	Matthew	had	something	on	his

mind,	 but	 what	 it	 was	 she	 could	 not	 guess,	 until	 Christmas	 Eve,	 when	 Mrs.
Lynde	 brought	 up	 the	 new	 dress.	 Marilla	 behaved	 pretty	 well	 on	 the	 whole,
although	it	is	very	likely	she	distrusted	Mrs.	Lynde's	diplomatic	explanation	that
she	had	made	the	dress	because	Matthew	was	afraid	Anne	would	find	out	about
it	too	soon	if	Marilla	made	it.
"So	 this	 is	what	Matthew	has	been	 looking	so	mysterious	over	and	grinning

about	 to	himself	 for	 two	weeks,	 is	 it?"	 she	said	a	 little	 stiffly	but	 tolerantly.	 "I
knew	he	was	up	to	some	foolishness.	Well,	I	must	say	I	don't	think	Anne	needed
any	more	dresses.	 I	made	her	 three	good,	warm,	serviceable	ones	 this	 fall,	and



anything	more	 is	 sheer	 extravagance.	There's	 enough	material	 in	 those	 sleeves
alone	 to	 make	 a	 waist,	 I	 declare	 there	 is.	 You'll	 just	 pamper	 Anne's	 vanity,
Matthew,	and	she's	as	vain	as	a	peacock	now.	Well,	I	hope	she'll	be	satisfied	at
last,	 for	 I	 know	 she's	 been	 hankering	 after	 those	 silly	 sleeves	 ever	 since	 they
came	 in,	 although	 she	 never	 said	 a	 word	 after	 the	 first.	 The	 puffs	 have	 been
getting	bigger	and	more	 ridiculous	 right	along;	 they're	as	big	as	balloons	now.
Next	year	anybody	who	wears	them	will	have	to	go	through	a	door	sideways."
Christmas	morning	broke	on	a	beautiful	white	world.	It	had	been	a	very	mild

December	and	people	had	looked	forward	to	a	green	Christmas;	but	just	enough
snow	fell	softly	 in	 the	night	 to	 transfigure	Avonlea.	Anne	peeped	out	 from	her
frosted	gable	window	with	delighted	eyes.	The	firs	 in	 the	Haunted	Wood	were
all	 feathery	 and	wonderful;	 the	 birches	 and	wild	 cherry	 trees	were	 outlined	 in
pearl;	the	plowed	fields	were	stretches	of	snowy	dimples;	and	there	was	a	crisp
tang	 in	 the	 air	 that	was	 glorious.	Anne	 ran	 downstairs	 singing	 until	 her	 voice
reechoed	through	Green	Gables.
"Merry	 Christmas,	 Marilla!	 Merry	 Christmas,	 Matthew!	 Isn't	 it	 a	 lovely

Christmas?	I'm	so	glad	it's	white.	Any	other	kind	of	Christmas	doesn't	seem	real,
does	 it?	 I	 don't	 like	 green	 Christmases.	 They're	 not	 green—they're	 just	 nasty
faded	 browns	 and	 grays.	What	 makes	 people	 call	 them	 green?	Why—why—
Matthew,	is	that	for	me?	Oh,	Matthew!"
Matthew	had	sheepishly	unfolded	the	dress	from	its	paper	swathings	and	held

it	out	with	a	deprecatory	glance	at	Marilla,	who	 feigned	 to	be	contemptuously
filling	the	teapot,	but	nevertheless	watched	the	scene	out	of	the	corner	of	her	eye
with	a	rather	interested	air.
Anne	took	the	dress	and	looked	at	it	in	reverent	silence.	Oh,	how	pretty	it	was

—a	lovely	soft	brown	gloria	with	all	 the	gloss	of	silk;	a	skirt	with	dainty	frills
and	shirrings;	a	waist	elaborately	pintucked	in	the	most	fashionable	way,	with	a
little	 ruffle	of	 filmy	 lace	at	 the	neck.	But	 the	sleeves—they	were	 the	crowning
glory!	Long	elbow	cuffs,	and	above	them	two	beautiful	puffs	divided	by	rows	of
shirring	and	bows	of	brown-silk	ribbon.
"That's	a	Christmas	present	for	you,	Anne,"	said	Matthew	shyly.	"Why—why

—Anne,	don't	you	like	it?	Well	now—well	now."
For	Anne's	eyes	had	suddenly	filled	with	tears.
"Like	 it!	 Oh,	 Matthew!"	 Anne	 laid	 the	 dress	 over	 a	 chair	 and	 clasped	 her

hands.	 "Matthew,	 it's	 perfectly	 exquisite.	 Oh,	 I	 can	 never	 thank	 you	 enough.
Look	at	those	sleeves!	Oh,	it	seems	to	me	this	must	be	a	happy	dream."
"Well,	well,	 let	us	have	breakfast,"	 interrupted	Marilla.	 "I	must	 say,	Anne,	 I

don't	think	you	needed	the	dress;	but	since	Matthew	has	got	it	for	you,	see	that
you	 take	 good	 care	 of	 it.	 There's	 a	 hair	 ribbon	 Mrs.	 Lynde	 left	 for	 you.	 It's



brown,	to	match	the	dress.	Come	now,	sit	in."
"I	don't	see	how	I'm	going	to	eat	breakfast,"	said	Anne	rapturously.	"Breakfast

seems	so	commonplace	at	such	an	exciting	moment.	I'd	rather	feast	my	eyes	on
that	dress.	I'm	so	glad	that	puffed	sleeves	are	still	fashionable.	It	did	seem	to	me
that	I'd	never	get	over	it	if	they	went	out	before	I	had	a	dress	with	them.	I'd	never
have	 felt	 quite	 satisfied,	 you	 see.	 It	was	 lovely	 of	Mrs.	 Lynde	 to	 give	me	 the
ribbon	too.	I	feel	that	I	ought	to	be	a	very	good	girl	indeed.	It's	at	times	like	this
I'm	sorry	I'm	not	a	model	little	girl;	and	I	always	resolve	that	I	will	be	in	future.
But	somehow	it's	hard	to	carry	out	your	resolutions	when	irresistible	temptations
come.	Still,	I	really	will	make	an	extra	effort	after	this."
When	 the	 commonplace	 breakfast	 was	 over	 Diana	 appeared,	 crossing	 the

white	log	bridge	in	the	hollow,	a	gay	little	figure	in	her	crimson	ulster.	Anne	flew
down	the	slope	to	meet	her.
"Merry	Christmas,	Diana!	And	oh,	it's	a	wonderful	Christmas.	I've	something

splendid	 to	 show	 you.	Matthew	 has	 given	me	 the	 loveliest	 dress,	with	 SUCH
sleeves.	I	couldn't	even	imagine	any	nicer."
"I've	got	something	more	for	you,"	said	Diana	breathlessly.	"Here—this	box.

Aunt	Josephine	sent	us	out	a	big	box	with	ever	so	many	things	in	it—and	this	is
for	you.	I'd	have	brought	it	over	last	night,	but	it	didn't	come	until	after	dark,	and
I	 never	 feel	 very	 comfortable	 coming	 through	 the	 Haunted	Wood	 in	 the	 dark
now."
Anne	opened	the	box	and	peeped	in.	First	a	card	with	"For	the	Anne-girl	and

Merry	 Christmas,"	 written	 on	 it;	 and	 then,	 a	 pair	 of	 the	 daintiest	 little	 kid
slippers,	with	beaded	toes	and	satin	bows	and	glistening	buckles.
"Oh,"	said	Anne,	"Diana,	this	is	too	much.	I	must	be	dreaming."
"I	call	it	providential,"	said	Diana.	"You	won't	have	to	borrow	Ruby's	slippers

now,	and	that's	a	blessing,	for	they're	two	sizes	too	big	for	you,	and	it	would	be
awful	 to	 hear	 a	 fairy	 shuffling.	 Josie	 Pye	would	 be	 delighted.	Mind	 you,	Rob
Wright	went	home	with	Gertie	Pye	from	the	practice	night	before	last.	Did	you
ever	hear	anything	equal	to	that?"
All	 the	Avonlea	scholars	were	 in	a	 fever	of	excitement	 that	day,	 for	 the	hall

had	to	be	decorated	and	a	last	grand	rehearsal	held.
The	concert	came	off	in	the	evening	and	was	a	pronounced	success.	The	little

hall	 was	 crowded;	 all	 the	 performers	 did	 excellently	 well,	 but	 Anne	 was	 the
bright	 particular	 star	 of	 the	 occasion,	 as	 even	 envy,	 in	 the	 shape	 of	 Josie	Pye,
dared	not	deny.
"Oh,	hasn't	it	been	a	brilliant	evening?"	sighed	Anne,	when	it	was	all	over	and

she	and	Diana	were	walking	home	together	under	a	dark,	starry	sky.
"Everything	went	off	very	well,"	said	Diana	practically.	"I	guess	we	must	have



made	as	much	as	ten	dollars.	Mind	you,	Mr.	Allan	is	going	to	send	an	account	of
it	to	the	Charlottetown	papers."
"Oh,	Diana,	will	we	really	see	our	names	in	print?	It	makes	me	thrill	to	think

of	it.	Your	solo	was	perfectly	elegant,	Diana.	I	felt	prouder	than	you	did	when	it
was	 encored.	 I	 just	 said	 to	 myself,	 'It	 is	 my	 dear	 bosom	 friend	 who	 is	 so
honored.'"
"Well,	your	recitations	just	brought	down	the	house,	Anne.	That	sad	one	was

simply	splendid."
"Oh,	 I	was	 so	nervous,	Diana.	When	Mr.	Allan	called	out	my	name	 I	 really

cannot	 tell	how	I	ever	got	up	on	 that	platform.	 I	 felt	 as	 if	 a	million	eyes	were
looking	at	me	and	through	me,	and	for	one	dreadful	moment	I	was	sure	I	couldn't
begin	 at	 all.	 Then	 I	 thought	 of	 my	 lovely	 puffed	 sleeves	 and	 took	 courage.	 I
knew	that	I	must	live	up	to	those	sleeves,	Diana.	So	I	started	in,	and	my	voice
seemed	 to	 be	 coming	 from	 ever	 so	 far	 away.	 I	 just	 felt	 like	 a	 parrot.	 It's
providential	 that	 I	 practiced	 those	 recitations	 so	 often	 up	 in	 the	 garret,	 or	 I'd
never	have	been	able	to	get	through.	Did	I	groan	all	right?"
"Yes,	indeed,	you	groaned	lovely,"	assured	Diana.
"I	saw	old	Mrs.	Sloane	wiping	away	tears	when	I	sat	down.	It	was	splendid	to

think	I	had	touched	somebody's	heart.	It's	so	romantic	to	take	part	in	a	concert,
isn't	it?	Oh,	it's	been	a	very	memorable	occasion	indeed."
"Wasn't	 the	 boys'	 dialogue	 fine?"	 said	 Diana.	 "Gilbert	 Blythe	 was	 just

splendid.	Anne,	I	do	think	it's	awful	mean	the	way	you	treat	Gil.	Wait	till	I	tell
you.	When	you	ran	off	the	platform	after	the	fairy	dialogue	one	of	your	roses	fell
out	of	your	hair.	I	saw	Gil	pick	it	up	and	put	it	in	his	breast	pocket.	There	now.
You're	so	romantic	that	I'm	sure	you	ought	to	be	pleased	at	that."
"It's	nothing	to	me	what	that	person	does,"	said	Anne	loftily.	"I	simply	never

waste	a	thought	on	him,	Diana."
That	night	Marilla	and	Matthew,	who	had	been	out	 to	a	concert	 for	 the	 first

time	in	twenty	years,	sat	for	a	while	by	the	kitchen	fire	after	Anne	had	gone	to
bed.
"Well	 now,	 I	 guess	 our	 Anne	 did	 as	 well	 as	 any	 of	 them,"	 said	 Matthew

proudly.
"Yes,	 she	 did,"	 admitted	 Marilla.	 "She's	 a	 bright	 child,	 Matthew.	 And	 she

looked	 real	 nice	 too.	 I've	 been	 kind	 of	 opposed	 to	 this	 concert	 scheme,	 but	 I
suppose	there's	no	real	harm	in	it	after	all.	Anyhow,	I	was	proud	of	Anne	tonight,
although	I'm	not	going	to	tell	her	so."
"Well	now,	 I	was	proud	of	her	and	I	did	 tell	her	so	 'fore	she	went	upstairs,"

said	Matthew.	"We	must	see	what	we	can	do	for	her	some	of	these	days,	Marilla.
I	guess	she'll	need	something	more	than	Avonlea	school	by	and	by."



"There's	 time	 enough	 to	 think	 of	 that,"	 said	Marilla.	 "She's	 only	 thirteen	 in
March.	Though	tonight	it	struck	me	she	was	growing	quite	a	big	girl.	Mrs.	Lynde
made	that	dress	a	mite	too	long,	and	it	makes	Anne	look	so	tall.	She's	quick	to
learn	and	I	guess	the	best	thing	we	can	do	for	her	will	be	to	send	her	to	Queen's
after	a	spell.	But	nothing	need	be	said	about	that	for	a	year	or	two	yet."
"Well	now,	it'll	do	no	harm	to	be	thinking	it	over	off	and	on,"	said	Matthew.

"Things	like	that	are	all	the	better	for	lots	of	thinking	over."



Chapter		26	
The	Story	Club	Is	Formed
Junior	 Avonlea	 found	 it	 hard	 to	 settle	 down	 to	 humdrum	 existence	 again.	 To
Anne	in	particular	 things	seemed	fearfully	flat,	stale,	and	unprofitable	after	 the
goblet	of	excitement	she	had	been	sipping	for	weeks.	Could	she	go	back	to	the
former	quiet	pleasures	of	those	faraway	days	before	the	concert?	At	first,	as	she
told	Diana,	she	did	not	really	think	she	could.
"I'm	positively	certain,	Diana,	that	life	can	never	be	quite	the	same	again	as	it

was	 in	 those	olden	days,"	 she	 said	mournfully,	 as	 if	 referring	 to	a	period	of	at
least	 fifty	 years	 back.	 "Perhaps	 after	 a	while	 I'll	 get	 used	 to	 it,	 but	 I'm	 afraid
concerts	 spoil	 people	 for	 everyday	 life.	 I	 suppose	 that	 is	 why	 Marilla
disapproves	of	them.	Marilla	is	such	a	sensible	woman.	It	must	be	a	great	deal
better	 to	 be	 sensible;	 but	 still,	 I	 don't	 believe	 I'd	 really	 want	 to	 be	 a	 sensible
person,	because	they	are	so	unromantic.	Mrs.	Lynde	says	 there	 is	no	danger	of
my	ever	being	one,	but	you	can	never	tell.	I	feel	just	now	that	I	may	grow	up	to
be	sensible	yet.	But	perhaps	that	is	only	because	I'm	tired.	I	simply	couldn't	sleep
last	night	for	ever	so	 long.	I	 just	 lay	awake	and	imagined	the	concert	over	and
over	again.	That's	one	 splendid	 thing	about	 such	affairs—it's	 so	 lovely	 to	 look
back	to	them."
Eventually,	however,	Avonlea	school	slipped	back	into	its	old	groove	and	took

up	 its	 old	 interests.	To	be	 sure,	 the	 concert	 left	 traces.	Ruby	Gillis	 and	Emma
White,	who	had	quarreled	over	a	point	of	precedence	in	their	platform	seats,	no
longer	 sat	 at	 the	 same	 desk,	 and	 a	 promising	 friendship	 of	 three	 years	 was
broken	up.	 Josie	Pye	and	 Julia	Bell	 did	not	 "speak"	 for	 three	months,	 because
Josie	Pye	had	told	Bessie	Wright	that	Julia	Bell's	bow	when	she	got	up	to	recite
made	her	think	of	a	chicken	jerking	its	head,	and	Bessie	told	Julia.	None	of	the
Sloanes	would	have	any	dealings	with	the	Bells,	because	the	Bells	had	declared
that	the	Sloanes	had	too	much	to	do	in	the	program,	and	the	Sloanes	had	retorted
that	the	Bells	were	not	capable	of	doing	the	little	they	had	to	do	properly.	Finally,
Charlie	Sloane	fought	Moody	Spurgeon	MacPherson,	because	Moody	Spurgeon
had	 said	 that	 Anne	 Shirley	 put	 on	 airs	 about	 her	 recitations,	 and	 Moody
Spurgeon	was	"licked";	consequently	Moody	Spurgeon's	sister,	Ella	May,	would
not	"speak"	to	Anne	Shirley	all	the	rest	of	the	winter.	With	the	exception	of	these



trifling	frictions,	work	in	Miss	Stacy's	little	kingdom	went	on	with	regularity	and
smoothness.
The	winter	weeks	 slipped	by.	 It	was	an	unusually	mild	winter,	with	 so	 little

snow	 that	Anne	and	Diana	could	go	 to	 school	nearly	every	day	by	way	of	 the
Birch	Path.	On	Anne's	birthday	they	were	tripping	lightly	down	it,	keeping	eyes
and	ears	alert	amid	all	their	chatter,	for	Miss	Stacy	had	told	them	that	they	must
soon	write	a	composition	on	"A	Winter's	Walk	in	the	Woods,"	and	it	behooved
them	to	be	observant.
"Just	 think,	Diana,	 I'm	 thirteen	years	old	 today,"	 remarked	Anne	 in	an	awed

voice.	"I	can	scarcely	realize	that	I'm	in	my	teens.	When	I	woke	this	morning	it
seemed	 to	 me	 that	 everything	 must	 be	 different.	 You've	 been	 thirteen	 for	 a
month,	 so	 I	 suppose	 it	doesn't	 seem	such	a	novelty	 to	you	as	 it	does	 to	me.	 It
makes	life	seem	so	much	more	interesting.	In	two	more	years	I'll	be	really	grown
up.	 It's	 a	great	 comfort	 to	 think	 that	 I'll	 be	able	 to	use	big	words	 then	without
being	laughed	at."
"Ruby	Gillis	 says	 she	means	 to	 have	 a	 beau	 as	 soon	 as	 she's	 fifteen,"	 said

Diana.
"Ruby	 Gillis	 thinks	 of	 nothing	 but	 beaus,"	 said	 Anne	 disdainfully.	 "She's

actually	delighted	when	anyone	writes	her	name	up	 in	a	 take-notice	for	all	she
pretends	to	be	so	mad.	But	I'm	afraid	that	is	an	uncharitable	speech.	Mrs.	Allan
says	we	should	never	make	uncharitable	speeches;	but	they	do	slip	out	so	often
before	you	think,	don't	they?	I	simply	can't	talk	about	Josie	Pye	without	making
an	uncharitable	speech,	so	I	never	mention	her	at	all.	You	may	have	noticed	that.
I'm	 trying	 to	 be	 as	 much	 like	Mrs.	 Allan	 as	 I	 possibly	 can,	 for	 I	 think	 she's
perfect.	Mr.	Allan	thinks	so	too.	Mrs.	Lynde	says	he	just	worships	the	ground	she
treads	on	and	she	doesn't	really	think	it	right	for	a	minister	to	set	his	affections	so
much	on	 a	mortal	 being.	But	 then,	Diana,	 even	ministers	 are	human	and	have
their	besetting	sins	 just	 like	everybody	else.	I	had	such	an	interesting	talk	with
Mrs.	 Allan	 about	 besetting	 sins	 last	 Sunday	 afternoon.	 There	 are	 just	 a	 few
things	it's	proper	to	talk	about	on	Sundays	and	that	is	one	of	them.	My	besetting
sin	 is	 imagining	 too	much	 and	 forgetting	my	 duties.	 I'm	 striving	 very	 hard	 to
overcome	it	and	now	that	I'm	really	thirteen	perhaps	I'll	get	on	better."
"In	four	more	years	we'll	be	able	to	put	our	hair	up,"	said	Diana.	"Alice	Bell	is

only	sixteen	and	she	is	wearing	hers	up,	but	I	think	that's	ridiculous.	I	shall	wait
until	I'm	seventeen."
"If	 I	 had	Alice	Bell's	 crooked	 nose,"	 said	Anne	 decidedly,	 "I	wouldn't—but

there!	 I	won't	 say	what	 I	was	 going	 to	 because	 it	was	 extremely	 uncharitable.
Besides,	 I	 was	 comparing	 it	 with	my	 own	 nose	 and	 that's	 vanity.	 I'm	 afraid	 I
think	too	much	about	my	nose	ever	since	I	heard	that	compliment	about	it	long



ago.	 It	 really	 is	a	great	comfort	 to	me.	Oh,	Diana,	 look,	 there's	a	 rabbit.	That's
something	to	remember	for	our	woods	composition.	I	really	think	the	woods	are
just	as	lovely	in	winter	as	in	summer.	They're	so	white	and	still,	as	if	they	were
asleep	and	dreaming	pretty	dreams."
"I	won't	mind	writing	that	composition	when	its	time	comes,"	sighed	Diana.	"I

can	manage	 to	write	about	 the	woods,	but	 the	one	we're	 to	hand	 in	Monday	 is
terrible.	The	idea	of	Miss	Stacy	telling	us	to	write	a	story	out	of	our	own	heads!"
"Why,	it's	as	easy	as	wink,"	said	Anne.
"It's	easy	for	you	because	you	have	an	imagination,"	retorted	Diana,	"but	what

would	 you	 do	 if	 you	 had	 been	 born	 without	 one?	 I	 suppose	 you	 have	 your
composition	all	done?"
Anne	 nodded,	 trying	 hard	 not	 to	 look	 virtuously	 complacent	 and	 failing

miserably.
"I	wrote	it	last	Monday	evening.	It's	called	'The	Jealous	Rival;	or	In	Death	Not

Divided.'	I	read	it	to	Marilla	and	she	said	it	was	stuff	and	nonsense.	Then	I	read
it	to	Matthew	and	he	said	it	was	fine.	That	is	the	kind	of	critic	I	like.	It's	a	sad,
sweet	story.	I	just	cried	like	a	child	while	I	was	writing	it.	It's	about	two	beautiful
maidens	called	Cordelia	Montmorency	and	Geraldine	Seymour	who	lived	in	the
same	 village	 and	were	 devotedly	 attached	 to	 each	 other.	 Cordelia	was	 a	 regal
brunette	with	a	coronet	of	midnight	hair	and	duskly	flashing	eyes.	Geraldine	was
a	queenly	blonde	with	hair	like	spun	gold	and	velvety	purple	eyes."
"I	never	saw	anybody	with	purple	eyes,"	said	Diana	dubiously.
"Neither	did	I.	I	just	imagined	them.	I	wanted	something	out	of	the	common.

Geraldine	had	an	alabaster	brow	too.	 I've	 found	out	what	an	alabaster	brow	is.
That	 is	one	of	 the	advantages	of	being	 thirteen.	You	know	so	much	more	 than
you	did	when	you	were	only	twelve."
"Well,	 what	 became	 of	 Cordelia	 and	 Geraldine?"	 asked	 Diana,	 who	 was

beginning	to	feel	rather	interested	in	their	fate.
"They	 grew	 in	 beauty	 side	 by	 side	 until	 they	 were	 sixteen.	 Then	 Bertram

DeVere	came	to	their	native	village	and	fell	in	love	with	the	fair	Geraldine.	He
saved	her	life	when	her	horse	ran	away	with	her	in	a	carriage,	and	she	fainted	in
his	 arms	 and	 he	 carried	 her	 home	 three	 miles;	 because,	 you	 understand,	 the
carriage	 was	 all	 smashed	 up.	 I	 found	 it	 rather	 hard	 to	 imagine	 the	 proposal
because	I	had	no	experience	to	go	by.	I	asked	Ruby	Gillis	if	she	knew	anything
about	how	men	proposed	because	 I	 thought	she'd	 likely	be	an	authority	on	 the
subject,	having	 so	many	 sisters	married.	Ruby	 told	me	she	was	hid	 in	 the	hall
pantry	when	Malcolm	Andres	proposed	 to	her	 sister	Susan.	She	 said	Malcolm
told	Susan	that	his	dad	had	given	him	the	farm	in	his	own	name	and	then	said,
'What	do	you	say,	darling	pet,	if	we	get	hitched	this	fall?'	And	Susan	said,	'Yes—



no—I	don't	know—let	me	see'—and	there	they	were,	engaged	as	quick	as	that.
But	I	didn't	think	that	sort	of	a	proposal	was	a	very	romantic	one,	so	in	the	end	I
had	to	imagine	it	out	as	well	as	I	could.	I	made	it	very	flowery	and	poetical	and
Bertram	went	 on	 his	 knees,	 although	Ruby	Gillis	 says	 it	 isn't	 done	 nowadays.
Geraldine	accepted	him	 in	 a	 speech	a	page	 long.	 I	 can	 tell	 you	 I	 took	a	 lot	of
trouble	 with	 that	 speech.	 I	 rewrote	 it	 five	 times	 and	 I	 look	 upon	 it	 as	 my
masterpiece.	Bertram	gave	her	a	diamond	ring	and	a	ruby	necklace	and	told	her
they	would	go	to	Europe	for	a	wedding	tour,	for	he	was	immensely	wealthy.	But
then,	 alas,	 shadows	 began	 to	 darken	 over	 their	 path.	 Cordelia	 was	 secretly	 in
love	with	Bertram	herself	and	when	Geraldine	told	her	about	the	engagement	she
was	simply	furious,	especially	when	she	saw	the	necklace	and	the	diamond	ring.
All	 her	 affection	 for	 Geraldine	 turned	 to	 bitter	 hate	 and	 she	 vowed	 that	 she
should	never	marry	Bertram.	But	she	pretended	to	be	Geraldine's	friend	the	same
as	ever.	One	evening	they	were	standing	on	the	bridge	over	a	rushing	turbulent
stream	and	Cordelia,	thinking	they	were	alone,	pushed	Geraldine	over	the	brink
with	a	wild,	mocking,	'Ha,	ha,	ha.'	But	Bertram	saw	it	all	and	he	at	once	plunged
into	the	current,	exclaiming,	 'I	will	save	thee,	my	peerless	Geraldine.'	But	alas,
he	had	forgotten	he	couldn't	swim,	and	they	were	both	drowned,	clasped	in	each
other's	 arms.	 Their	 bodies	 were	 washed	 ashore	 soon	 afterwards.	 They	 were
buried	in	the	one	grave	and	their	funeral	was	most	imposing,	Diana.	It's	so	much
more	romantic	to	end	a	story	up	with	a	funeral	than	a	wedding.	As	for	Cordelia,
she	went	insane	with	remorse	and	was	shut	up	in	a	lunatic	asylum.	I	thought	that
was	a	poetical	retribution	for	her	crime."
"How	perfectly	lovely!"	sighed	Diana,	who	belonged	to	Matthew's	school	of

critics.	"I	don't	see	how	you	can	make	up	such	thrilling	things	out	of	your	own
head,	Anne.	I	wish	my	imagination	was	as	good	as	yours."
"It	would	be	if	you'd	only	cultivate	it,"	said	Anne	cheeringly.	"I've	just	thought

of	a	plan,	Diana.	Let	you	and	me	have	a	story	club	all	our	own	and	write	stories
for	practice.	I'll	help	you	along	until	you	can	do	them	by	yourself.	You	ought	to
cultivate	your	imagination,	you	know.	Miss	Stacy	says	so.	Only	we	must	take	the
right	way.	I	 told	her	about	the	Haunted	Wood,	but	she	said	we	went	the	wrong
way	about	it	in	that."
This	was	how	the	story	club	came	into	existence.	It	was	limited	to	Diana	and

Anne	at	first,	but	soon	it	was	extended	to	include	Jane	Andrews	and	Ruby	Gillis
and	 one	 or	 two	 others	who	 felt	 that	 their	 imaginations	 needed	 cultivating.	No
boys	 were	 allowed	 in	 it—although	 Ruby	 Gillis	 opined	 that	 their	 admission
would	 make	 it	 more	 exciting—and	 each	 member	 had	 to	 produce	 one	 story	 a
week.
"It's	extremely	interesting,"	Anne	told	Marilla.	"Each	girl	has	to	read	her	story



out	 loud	and	 then	we	 talk	 it	over.	We	are	going	 to	keep	 them	all	 sacredly	and
have	 them	 to	 read	 to	 our	 descendants.	We	 each	write	 under	 a	 nom-de-plume.
Mine	 is	 Rosamond	Montmorency.	 All	 the	 girls	 do	 pretty	 well.	 Ruby	Gillis	 is
rather	sentimental.	She	puts	too	much	lovemaking	into	her	stories	and	you	know
too	much	is	worse	than	too	little.	Jane	never	puts	any	because	she	says	it	makes
her	 feel	 so	 silly	when	 she	had	 to	 read	 it	 out	 loud.	 Jane's	 stories	 are	 extremely
sensible.	Then	Diana	puts	too	many	murders	into	hers.	She	says	most	of	the	time
she	doesn't	know	what	to	do	with	the	people	so	she	kills	them	off	to	get	rid	of
them.	I	mostly	always	have	to	tell	 them	what	to	write	about,	but	that	 isn't	hard
for	I've	millions	of	ideas."
"I	 think	 this	 story-writing	 business	 is	 the	 foolishest	 yet,"	 scoffed	 Marilla.

"You'll	get	a	pack	of	nonsense	into	your	heads	and	waste	time	that	should	be	put
on	your	lessons.	Reading	stories	is	bad	enough	but	writing	them	is	worse."
"But	we're	so	careful	to	put	a	moral	into	them	all,	Marilla,"	explained	Anne.	"I

insist	 upon	 that.	 All	 the	 good	 people	 are	 rewarded	 and	 all	 the	 bad	 ones	 are
suitably	punished.	I'm	sure	that	must	have	a	wholesome	effect.	The	moral	is	the
great	 thing.	Mr.	Allan	says	so.	 I	 read	one	of	my	stories	 to	him	and	Mrs.	Allan
and	 they	 both	 agreed	 that	 the	 moral	 was	 excellent.	 Only	 they	 laughed	 in	 the
wrong	places.	I	like	it	better	when	people	cry.	Jane	and	Ruby	almost	always	cry
when	 I	 come	 to	 the	 pathetic	 parts.	Diana	wrote	 her	Aunt	 Josephine	 about	 our
club	and	her	Aunt	Josephine	wrote	back	that	we	were	 to	send	her	some	of	our
stories.	So	we	copied	out	 four	of	our	very	best	and	sent	 them.	Miss	 Josephine
Barry	wrote	back	that	she	had	never	read	anything	so	amusing	in	her	life.	That
kind	 of	 puzzled	 us	 because	 the	 stories	 were	 all	 very	 pathetic	 and	 almost
everybody	died.	But	I'm	glad	Miss	Barry	liked	them.	It	shows	our	club	is	doing
some	 good	 in	 the	 world.	 Mrs.	 Allan	 says	 that	 ought	 to	 be	 our	 object	 in
everything.	 I	do	 really	 try	 to	make	 it	my	object	but	 I	 forget	so	often	when	I'm
having	 fun.	 I	 hope	 I	 shall	 be	 a	 little	 like	Mrs.	Allan	when	 I	 grow	up.	Do	you
think	there	is	any	prospect	of	it,	Marilla?"
"I	shouldn't	say	there	was	a	great	deal"	was	Marilla's	encouraging	answer.	"I'm

sure	Mrs.	Allan	was	never	such	a	silly,	forgetful	little	girl	as	you	are."
"No;	but	she	wasn't	always	so	good	as	she	is	now	either,"	said	Anne	seriously.

"She	told	me	so	herself—that	is,	she	said	she	was	a	dreadful	mischief	when	she
was	a	girl	and	was	always	getting	into	scrapes.	I	felt	so	encouraged	when	I	heard
that.	Is	it	very	wicked	of	me,	Marilla,	to	feel	encouraged	when	I	hear	that	other
people	have	been	bad	and	mischievous?	Mrs.	Lynde	says	it	is.	Mrs.	Lynde	says
she	always	feels	shocked	when	she	hears	of	anyone	ever	having	been	naughty,
no	 matter	 how	 small	 they	 were.	 Mrs.	 Lynde	 says	 she	 once	 heard	 a	 minister
confess	that	when	he	was	a	boy	he	stole	a	strawberry	tart	out	of	his	aunt's	pantry



and	she	never	had	any	respect	for	that	minister	again.	Now,	I	wouldn't	have	felt
that	way.	I'd	have	thought	that	it	was	real	noble	of	him	to	confess	it,	and	I'd	have
thought	what	an	encouraging	thing	it	would	be	for	small	boys	nowadays	who	do
naughty	things	and	are	sorry	for	them	to	know	that	perhaps	they	may	grow	up	to
be	ministers	in	spite	of	it.	That's	how	I'd	feel,	Marilla."
"The	way	I	feel	at	present,	Anne,"	said	Marilla,	"is	that	it's	high	time	you	had

those	dishes	washed.	You've	taken	half	an	hour	longer	than	you	should	with	all
your	chattering.	Learn	to	work	first	and	talk	afterwards."



Chapter		27	
Vanity	and	Vexation	of	Spirit
Marilla,	walking	home	one	late	April	evening	from	an	Aid	meeting,	realized	that
the	winter	was	over	and	gone	with	the	thrill	of	delight	that	spring	never	fails	to
bring	to	the	oldest	and	saddest	as	well	as	to	the	youngest	and	merriest.	Marilla
was	not	given	to	subjective	analysis	of	her	thoughts	and	feelings.	She	probably
imagined	that	she	was	thinking	about	the	Aids	and	their	missionary	box	and	the
new	 carpet	 for	 the	 vestry	 room,	 but	 under	 these	 reflections	was	 a	 harmonious
consciousness	of	red	fields	smoking	into	pale-purply	mists	in	the	declining	sun,
of	long,	sharp-pointed	fir	shadows	falling	over	the	meadow	beyond	the	brook,	of
still,	 crimson-budded	maples	around	a	mirrorlike	wood	pool,	of	a	wakening	 in
the	world	and	a	stir	of	hidden	pulses	under	the	gray	sod.	The	spring	was	abroad
in	the	land	and	Marilla's	sober,	middle-aged	step	was	lighter	and	swifter	because
of	its	deep,	primal	gladness.
Her	eyes	dwelt	affectionately	on	Green	Gables,	peering	through	its	network	of

trees	 and	 reflecting	 the	 sunlight	 back	 from	 its	 windows	 in	 several	 little
coruscations	 of	 glory.	 Marilla,	 as	 she	 picked	 her	 steps	 along	 the	 damp	 lane,
thought	 that	 it	was	 really	a	 satisfaction	 to	know	 that	 she	was	going	home	 to	a
briskly	 snapping	wood	 fire	 and	 a	 table	 nicely	 spread	 for	 tea,	 instead	 of	 to	 the
cold	 comfort	 of	 old	 Aid	 meeting	 evenings	 before	 Anne	 had	 come	 to	 Green
Gables.
Consequently,	when	Marilla	entered	her	kitchen	and	found	the	fire	black	out,

with	 no	 sign	 of	Anne	 anywhere,	 she	 felt	 justly	 disappointed	 and	 irritated.	 She
had	 told	Anne	 to	be	sure	and	have	 tea	ready	at	 five	o'clock,	but	now	she	must
hurry	 to	 take	 off	 her	 second-best	 dress	 and	 prepare	 the	 meal	 herself	 against
Matthew's	return	from	plowing.
"I'll	 settle	 Miss	 Anne	 when	 she	 comes	 home,"	 said	 Marilla	 grimly,	 as	 she

shaved	up	kindlings	with	 a	 carving	knife	 and	with	more	vim	 than	was	 strictly
necessary.	Matthew	 had	 come	 in	 and	 was	 waiting	 patiently	 for	 his	 tea	 in	 his
corner.	 "She's	gadding	off	 somewhere	with	Diana,	writing	stories	or	practicing
dialogues	or	 some	such	 tomfoolery,	and	never	 thinking	once	about	 the	 time	or
her	duties.	She's	just	got	to	be	pulled	up	short	and	sudden	on	this	sort	of	thing.	I
don't	care	if	Mrs.	Allan	does	say	she's	the	brightest	and	sweetest	child	she	ever



knew.	She	may	be	bright	and	sweet	enough,	but	her	head	is	full	of	nonsense	and
there's	never	any	knowing	what	shape	it'll	break	out	in	next.	Just	as	soon	as	she
grows	out	of	one	freak	she	 takes	up	with	another.	But	 there!	Here	I	am	saying
the	very	thing	I	was	so	riled	with	Rachel	Lynde	for	saying	at	the	Aid	today.	I	was
real	glad	when	Mrs.	Allan	spoke	up	for	Anne,	for	if	she	hadn't	I	know	I'd	have
said	 something	 too	 sharp	 to	 Rachel	 before	 everybody.	 Anne's	 got	 plenty	 of
faults,	goodness	knows,	and	far	be	it	from	me	to	deny	it.	But	I'm	bringing	her	up
and	not	Rachel	Lynde,	who'd	pick	faults	in	the	Angel	Gabriel	himself	if	he	lived
in	 Avonlea.	 Just	 the	 same,	 Anne	 has	 no	 business	 to	 leave	 the	 house	 like	 this
when	I	told	her	she	was	to	stay	home	this	afternoon	and	look	after	things.	I	must
say,	with	all	her	faults,	I	never	found	her	disobedient	or	untrustworthy	before	and
I'm	real	sorry	to	find	her	so	now."
"Well	now,	I	dunno,"	said	Matthew,	who,	being	patient	and	wise	and,	above

all,	 hungry,	 had	 deemed	 it	 best	 to	 let	 Marilla	 talk	 her	 wrath	 out	 unhindered,
having	 learned	by	experience	 that	she	got	 through	with	whatever	work	was	on
hand	 much	 quicker	 if	 not	 delayed	 by	 untimely	 argument.	 "Perhaps	 you're
judging	her	too	hasty,	Marilla.	Don't	call	her	untrustworthy	until	you're	sure	she
has	 disobeyed	 you.	 Mebbe	 it	 can	 all	 be	 explained—Anne's	 a	 great	 hand	 at
explaining."
"She's	not	here	when	I	told	her	to	stay,"	retorted	Marilla.	"I	reckon	she'll	find

it	hard	to	explain	THAT	to	my	satisfaction.	Of	course	I	knew	you'd	take	her	part,
Matthew.	But	I'm	bringing	her	up,	not	you."
It	 was	 dark	 when	 supper	 was	 ready,	 and	 still	 no	 sign	 of	 Anne,	 coming

hurriedly	over	the	log	bridge	or	up	Lover's	Lane,	breathless	and	repentant	with	a
sense	of	neglected	duties.	Marilla	washed	and	put	away	the	dishes	grimly.	Then,
wanting	a	candle	to	light	her	way	down	the	cellar,	she	went	up	to	the	east	gable
for	the	one	that	generally	stood	on	Anne's	table.	Lighting	it,	she	turned	around	to
see	Anne	herself	lying	on	the	bed,	face	downward	among	the	pillows.
"Mercy	on	us,"	said	astonished	Marilla,	"have	you	been	asleep,	Anne?"
"No,"	was	the	muffled	reply.
"Are	you	sick	then?"	demanded	Marilla	anxiously,	going	over	to	the	bed.
Anne	cowered	deeper	into	her	pillows	as	if	desirous	of	hiding	herself	forever

from	mortal	eyes.
"No.	But	please,	Marilla,	go	away	and	don't	 look	at	me.	I'm	in	the	depths	of

despair	and	I	don't	care	who	gets	head	in	class	or	writes	the	best	composition	or
sings	 in	 the	 Sunday-school	 choir	 any	 more.	 Little	 things	 like	 that	 are	 of	 no
importance	now	because	I	don't	suppose	I'll	ever	be	able	to	go	anywhere	again.
My	career	is	closed.	Please,	Marilla,	go	away	and	don't	look	at	me."
"Did	anyone	ever	hear	the	like?"	the	mystified	Marilla	wanted	to	know.	"Anne



Shirley,	whatever	is	the	matter	with	you?	What	have	you	done?	Get	right	up	this
minute	and	tell	me.	This	minute,	I	say.	There	now,	what	is	it?"
Anne	had	slid	to	the	floor	in	despairing	obedience.
"Look	at	my	hair,	Marilla,"	she	whispered.
Accordingly,	Marilla	lifted	her	candle	and	looked	scrutinizingly	at	Anne's	hair,

flowing	 in	 heavy	 masses	 down	 her	 back.	 It	 certainly	 had	 a	 very	 strange
appearance.
"Anne	Shirley,	what	have	you	done	to	your	hair?	Why,	it's	GREEN!"
Green	 it	might	be	called,	 if	 it	were	any	earthly	color—a	queer,	dull,	bronzy

green,	 with	 streaks	 here	 and	 there	 of	 the	 original	 red	 to	 heighten	 the	 ghastly
effect.	Never	in	all	her	life	had	Marilla	seen	anything	so	grotesque	as	Anne's	hair
at	that	moment.
"Yes,	it's	green,"	moaned	Anne.	"I	thought	nothing	could	be	as	bad	as	red	hair.

But	now	I	know	it's	 ten	 times	worse	 to	have	green	hair.	Oh,	Marilla,	you	 little
know	how	utterly	wretched	I	am."
"I	little	know	how	you	got	into	this	fix,	but	I	mean	to	find	out,"	said	Marilla.

"Come	right	down	to	 the	kitchen—it's	 too	cold	up	here—and	tell	me	just	what
you've	done.	I've	been	expecting	something	queer	for	some	time.	You	haven't	got
into	any	scrape	for	over	two	months,	and	I	was	sure	another	one	was	due.	Now,
then,	what	did	you	do	to	your	hair?"
"I	dyed	it."
"Dyed	 it!	 Dyed	 your	 hair!	 Anne	 Shirley,	 didn't	 you	 know	 it	 was	 a	 wicked

thing	to	do?"
"Yes,	 I	 knew	 it	 was	 a	 little	 wicked,"	 admitted	Anne.	 "But	 I	 thought	 it	 was

worth	while	to	be	a	little	wicked	to	get	rid	of	red	hair.	I	counted	the	cost,	Marilla.
Besides,	I	meant	to	be	extra	good	in	other	ways	to	make	up	for	it."
"Well,"	said	Marilla	sarcastically,	"if	I'd	decided	it	was	worth	while	to	dye	my

hair	I'd	have	dyed	it	a	decent	color	at	least.	I	wouldn't	have	dyed	it	green."
"But	I	didn't	mean	to	dye	 it	green,	Marilla,"	protested	Anne	dejectedly.	"If	 I

was	wicked	I	meant	to	be	wicked	to	some	purpose.	He	said	it	would	turn	my	hair
a	 beautiful	 raven	 black—he	 positively	 assured	me	 that	 it	would.	How	 could	 I
doubt	his	word,	Marilla?	 I	know	what	 it	 feels	 like	 to	have	your	word	doubted.
And	Mrs.	Allan	says	we	should	never	suspect	anyone	of	not	telling	us	the	truth
unless	 we	 have	 proof	 that	 they're	 not.	 I	 have	 proof	 now—green	 hair	 is	 proof
enough	 for	 anybody.	 But	 I	 hadn't	 then	 and	 I	 believed	 every	 word	 he	 said
IMPLICITLY."
"Who	said?	Who	are	you	talking	about?"
"The	peddler	that	was	here	this	afternoon.	I	bought	the	dye	from	him."
"Anne	Shirley,	how	often	have	I	told	you	never	to	let	one	of	those	Italians	in



the	house!	I	don't	believe	in	encouraging	them	to	come	around	at	all."
"Oh,	I	didn't	let	him	in	the	house.	I	remembered	what	you	told	me,	and	I	went

out,	 carefully	 shut	 the	 door,	 and	 looked	 at	 his	 things	 on	 the	 step.	 Besides,	 he
wasn't	 an	 Italian—he	 was	 a	 German	 Jew.	 He	 had	 a	 big	 box	 full	 of	 very
interesting	things	and	he	told	me	he	was	working	hard	to	make	enough	money	to
bring	his	wife	and	children	out	from	Germany.	He	spoke	so	feelingly	about	them
that	 it	 touched	my	heart.	 I	wanted	 to	 buy	 something	 from	him	 to	 help	 him	 in
such	a	worthy	object.	Then	all	at	once	I	saw	the	bottle	of	hair	dye.	The	peddler
said	it	was	warranted	to	dye	any	hair	a	beautiful	raven	black	and	wouldn't	wash
off.	 In	 a	 trice	 I	 saw	myself	with	 beautiful	 raven-black	hair	 and	 the	 temptation
was	irresistible.	But	the	price	of	the	bottle	was	seventy-five	cents	and	I	had	only
fifty	 cents	 left	 out	 of	my	 chicken	money.	 I	 think	 the	 peddler	 had	 a	 very	 kind
heart,	for	he	said	that,	seeing	it	was	me,	he'd	sell	it	for	fifty	cents	and	that	was
just	giving	it	away.	So	I	bought	 it,	and	as	soon	as	he	had	gone	I	came	up	here
and	applied	it	with	an	old	hairbrush	as	the	directions	said.	I	used	up	the	whole
bottle,	 and	 oh,	 Marilla,	 when	 I	 saw	 the	 dreadful	 color	 it	 turned	 my	 hair	 I
repented	of	being	wicked,	I	can	tell	you.	And	I've	been	repenting	ever	since."
"Well,	I	hope	you'll	repent	to	good	purpose,"	said	Marilla	severely,	"and	that

you've	got	your	eyes	opened	to	where	your	vanity	has	led	you,	Anne.	Goodness
knows	what's	 to	 be	done.	 I	 suppose	 the	 first	 thing	 is	 to	 give	your	 hair	 a	 good
washing	and	see	if	that	will	do	any	good."
Accordingly,	 Anne	 washed	 her	 hair,	 scrubbing	 it	 vigorously	 with	 soap	 and

water,	but	for	all	the	difference	it	made	she	might	as	well	have	been	scouring	its
original	 red.	The	peddler	had	certainly	 spoken	 the	 truth	when	he	declared	 that
the	 dye	wouldn't	wash	 off,	 however	 his	 veracity	might	 be	 impeached	 in	 other
respects.
"Oh,	Marilla,	what	shall	I	do?"	questioned	Anne	in	tears.	"I	can	never	live	this

down.	People	have	pretty	well	 forgotten	my	other	mistakes—the	 liniment	cake
and	 setting	Diana	drunk	and	 flying	 into	a	 temper	with	Mrs.	Lynde.	But	 they'll
never	 forget	 this.	 They	 will	 think	 I	 am	 not	 respectable.	 Oh,	 Marilla,	 'what	 a
tangled	web	we	weave	when	first	we	practice	to	deceive.'	That	is	poetry,	but	it	is
true.	And	oh,	how	Josie	Pye	will	laugh!	Marilla,	I	CANNOT	face	Josie	Pye.	I	am
the	unhappiest	girl	in	Prince	Edward	Island."
Anne's	unhappiness	continued	for	a	week.	During	that	time	she	went	nowhere

and	 shampooed	 her	 hair	 every	 day.	 Diana	 alone	 of	 outsiders	 knew	 the	 fatal
secret,	 but	 she	promised	 solemnly	never	 to	 tell,	 and	 it	may	be	 stated	here	 and
now	that	she	kept	her	word.	At	the	end	of	the	week	Marilla	said	decidedly:
"It's	no	use,	Anne.	That	is	fast	dye	if	ever	there	was	any.	Your	hair	must	be	cut

off;	there	is	no	other	way.	You	can't	go	out	with	it	looking	like	that."



Anne's	 lips	 quivered,	 but	 she	 realized	 the	 bitter	 truth	 of	 Marilla's	 remarks.
With	a	dismal	sigh	she	went	for	the	scissors.
"Please	cut	it	off	at	once,	Marilla,	and	have	it	over.	Oh,	I	feel	that	my	heart	is

broken.	This	is	such	an	unromantic	affliction.	The	girls	in	books	lose	their	hair	in
fevers	or	sell	it	to	get	money	for	some	good	deed,	and	I'm	sure	I	wouldn't	mind
losing	 my	 hair	 in	 some	 such	 fashion	 half	 so	 much.	 But	 there	 is	 nothing
comforting	in	having	your	hair	cut	off	because	you've	dyed	it	a	dreadful	color,	is
there?	I'm	going	to	weep	all	the	time	you're	cutting	it	off,	if	it	won't	interfere.	It
seems	such	a	tragic	thing."
Anne	wept	then,	but	later	on,	when	she	went	upstairs	and	looked	in	the	glass,

she	was	 calm	with	 despair.	Marilla	 had	 done	 her	 work	 thoroughly	 and	 it	 had
been	 necessary	 to	 shingle	 the	 hair	 as	 closely	 as	 possible.	 The	 result	 was	 not
becoming,	to	state	the	case	as	mildly	as	may	be.	Anne	promptly	turned	her	glass
to	the	wall.
"I'll	 never,	 never	 look	 at	myself	 again	 until	my	 hair	 grows,"	 she	 exclaimed

passionately.
Then	she	suddenly	righted	the	glass.
"Yes,	I	will,	too.	I'd	do	penance	for	being	wicked	that	way.	I'll	look	at	myself

every	 time	 I	 come	 to	 my	 room	 and	 see	 how	 ugly	 I	 am.	 And	 I	 won't	 try	 to
imagine	it	away,	either.	I	never	thought	I	was	vain	about	my	hair,	of	all	things,
but	now	I	know	I	was,	in	spite	of	its	being	red,	because	it	was	so	long	and	thick
and	curly.	I	expect	something	will	happen	to	my	nose	next."
Anne's	clipped	head	made	a	sensation	in	school	on	the	following	Monday,	but

to	 her	 relief	 nobody	 guessed	 the	 real	 reason	 for	 it,	 not	 even	 Josie	 Pye,	 who,
however,	did	not	fail	to	inform	Anne	that	she	looked	like	a	perfect	scarecrow.
"I	didn't	say	anything	when	Josie	said	that	to	me,"	Anne	confided	that	evening

to	Marilla,	 who	was	 lying	 on	 the	 sofa	 after	 one	 of	 her	 headaches,	 "because	 I
thought	it	was	part	of	my	punishment	and	I	ought	to	bear	it	patiently.	It's	hard	to
be	 told	 you	 look	 like	 a	 scarecrow	 and	 I	wanted	 to	 say	 something	 back.	But	 I
didn't.	 I	 just	 swept	her	one	 scornful	 look	and	 then	 I	 forgave	her.	 It	makes	you
feel	very	virtuous	when	you	forgive	people,	doesn't	it?	I	mean	to	devote	all	my
energies	 to	being	good	after	 this	and	I	shall	never	 try	 to	be	beautiful	again.	Of
course	it's	better	to	be	good.	I	know	it	is,	but	it's	sometimes	so	hard	to	believe	a
thing	even	when	you	know	it.	I	do	really	want	to	be	good,	Marilla,	like	you	and
Mrs.	Allan	and	Miss	Stacy,	and	grow	up	to	be	a	credit	to	you.	Diana	says	when
my	hair	begins	to	grow	to	tie	a	black	velvet	ribbon	around	my	head	with	a	bow
at	one	side.	She	says	she	thinks	it	will	be	very	becoming.	I	will	call	it	a	snood—
that	sounds	so	romantic.	But	am	I	talking	too	much,	Marilla?	Does	it	hurt	your
head?"



"My	 head	 is	 better	 now.	 It	 was	 terrible	 bad	 this	 afternoon,	 though.	 These
headaches	of	mine	are	getting	worse	and	worse.	 I'll	have	 to	see	a	doctor	about
them.	As	for	your	chatter,	I	don't	know	that	I	mind	it—I've	got	so	used	to	it."
Which	was	Marilla's	way	of	saying	that	she	liked	to	hear	it.



Chapter		28	
An	Unfortunate	Lily	Maid
"OF	 course	 you	 must	 be	 Elaine,	 Anne,"	 said	 Diana.	 "I	 could	 never	 have	 the
courage	to	float	down	there."
"Nor	 I,"	 said	Ruby	Gillis,	with	 a	 shiver.	 "I	 don't	mind	 floating	 down	when

there's	 two	or	 three	of	us	 in	 the	flat	and	we	can	sit	up.	 It's	 fun	 then.	But	 to	 lie
down	and	pretend	I	was	dead—I	just	couldn't.	I'd	die	really	of	fright."
"Of	 course	 it	 would	 be	 romantic,"	 conceded	 Jane	 Andrews,	 "but	 I	 know	 I

couldn't	keep	still.	I'd	be	popping	up	every	minute	or	so	to	see	where	I	was	and	if
I	wasn't	drifting	too	far	out.	And	you	know,	Anne,	that	would	spoil	the	effect."
"But	 it's	 so	 ridiculous	 to	have	a	 redheaded	Elaine,"	mourned	Anne.	"I'm	not

afraid	to	float	down	and	I'd	 love	to	be	Elaine.	But	 it's	ridiculous	just	 the	same.
Ruby	ought	to	be	Elaine	because	she	is	so	fair	and	has	such	lovely	long	golden
hair—Elaine	had	'all	her	bright	hair	streaming	down,'	you	know.	And	Elaine	was
the	lily	maid.	Now,	a	red-haired	person	cannot	be	a	lily	maid."
"Your	complexion	 is	 just	 as	 fair	 as	Ruby's,"	 said	Diana	earnestly,	 "and	your

hair	is	ever	so	much	darker	than	it	used	to	be	before	you	cut	it."
"Oh,	 do	 you	 really	 think	 so?"	 exclaimed	 Anne,	 flushing	 sensitively	 with

delight.	"I've	sometimes	thought	it	was	myself—but	I	never	dared	to	ask	anyone
for	fear	she	would	tell	me	it	wasn't.	Do	you	think	it	could	be	called	auburn	now,
Diana?"
"Yes,	and	I	think	it	is	real	pretty,"	said	Diana,	looking	admiringly	at	the	short,

silky	 curls	 that	 clustered	 over	 Anne's	 head	 and	 were	 held	 in	 place	 by	 a	 very
jaunty	black	velvet	ribbon	and	bow.
They	were	standing	on	 the	bank	of	 the	pond,	below	Orchard	Slope,	where	a

little	headland	fringed	with	birches	ran	out	from	the	bank;	at	its	tip	was	a	small
wooden	platform	built	out	 into	the	water	for	 the	convenience	of	fishermen	and
duck	 hunters.	 Ruby	 and	 Jane	 were	 spending	 the	 midsummer	 afternoon	 with
Diana,	and	Anne	had	come	over	to	play	with	them.
Anne	and	Diana	had	spent	most	of	 their	playtime	that	summer	on	and	about

the	pond.	Idlewild	was	a	thing	of	the	past,	Mr.	Bell	having	ruthlessly	cut	down
the	little	circle	of	trees	in	his	back	pasture	in	the	spring.	Anne	had	sat	among	the
stumps	and	wept,	not	without	an	eye	to	the	romance	of	it;	but	she	was	speedily



consoled,	 for,	 after	 all,	 as	 she	 and	 Diana	 said,	 big	 girls	 of	 thirteen,	 going	 on
fourteen,	were	 too	 old	 for	 such	 childish	 amusements	 as	 playhouses,	 and	 there
were	more	fascinating	sports	to	be	found	about	the	pond.	It	was	splendid	to	fish
for	trout	over	the	bridge	and	the	two	girls	learned	to	row	themselves	about	in	the
little	flat-bottomed	dory	Mr.	Barry	kept	for	duck	shooting.
It	was	Anne's	 idea	 that	 they	dramatize	Elaine.	They	had	 studied	Tennyson's

poem	 in	 school	 the	 preceding	winter,	 the	 Superintendent	 of	 Education	 having
prescribed	 it	 in	 the	English	course	 for	 the	Prince	Edward	 Island	schools.	They
had	analyzed	and	parsed	it	and	torn	it	to	pieces	in	general	until	it	was	a	wonder
there	was	any	meaning	at	all	left	in	it	for	them,	but	at	least	the	fair	lily	maid	and
Lancelot	and	Guinevere	and	King	Arthur	had	become	very	real	people	to	them,
and	Anne	was	devoured	by	secret	regret	that	she	had	not	been	born	in	Camelot.
Those	days,	she	said,	were	so	much	more	romantic	than	the	present.
Anne's	plan	was	hailed	with	enthusiasm.	The	girls	had	discovered	that	 if	 the

flat	were	pushed	off	from	the	landing	place	it	would	drift	down	with	the	current
under	the	bridge	and	finally	strand	itself	on	another	headland	lower	down	which
ran	out	at	a	curve	in	the	pond.	They	had	often	gone	down	like	this	and	nothing
could	be	more	convenient	for	playing	Elaine.
"Well,	I'll	be	Elaine,"	said	Anne,	yielding	reluctantly,	for,	although	she	would

have	 been	 delighted	 to	 play	 the	 principal	 character,	 yet	 her	 artistic	 sense
demanded	 fitness	 for	 it	 and	 this,	 she	 felt,	 her	 limitations	 made	 impossible.
"Ruby,	you	must	be	King	Arthur	and	Jane	will	be	Guinevere	and	Diana	must	be
Lancelot.	But	first	you	must	be	the	brothers	and	the	father.	We	can't	have	the	old
dumb	 servitor	 because	 there	 isn't	 room	 for	 two	 in	 the	 flat	 when	 one	 is	 lying
down.	We	must	 pall	 the	barge	 all	 its	 length	 in	blackest	 samite.	That	old	black
shawl	of	your	mother's	will	be	just	the	thing,	Diana."
The	black	shawl	having	been	procured,	Anne	spread	it	over	the	flat	and	then

lay	down	on	the	bottom,	with	closed	eyes	and	hands	folded	over	her	breast.
"Oh,	she	does	 look	 really	dead,"	whispered	Ruby	Gillis	nervously,	watching

the	still,	white	little	face	under	the	flickering	shadows	of	the	birches.	"It	makes
me	feel	 frightened,	girls.	Do	you	suppose	 it's	 really	 right	 to	act	 like	 this?	Mrs.
Lynde	says	that	all	play-acting	is	abominably	wicked."
"Ruby,	you	shouldn't	talk	about	Mrs.	Lynde,"	said	Anne	severely.	"It	spoils	the

effect	because	this	is	hundreds	of	years	before	Mrs.	Lynde	was	born.	Jane,	you
arrange	this.	It's	silly	for	Elaine	to	be	talking	when	she's	dead."
Jane	rose	to	the	occasion.	Cloth	of	gold	for	coverlet	there	was	none,	but	an	old

piano	 scarf	 of	 yellow	 Japanese	 crepe	was	 an	 excellent	 substitute.	A	white	 lily
was	 not	 obtainable	 just	 then,	 but	 the	 effect	 of	 a	 tall	 blue	 iris	 placed	 in	 one	 of
Anne's	folded	hands	was	all	that	could	be	desired.



"Now,	she's	all	ready,"	said	Jane.	"We	must	kiss	her	quiet	brows	and,	Diana,
you	 say,	 'Sister,	 farewell	 forever,'	 and	 Ruby,	 you	 say,	 'Farewell,	 sweet	 sister,'
both	of	you	as	sorrowfully	as	you	possibly	can.	Anne,	for	goodness	sake	smile	a
little.	You	know	Elaine	 'lay	as	 though	she	smiled.'	That's	better.	Now	push	 the
flat	off."
The	flat	was	accordingly	pushed	off,	scraping	roughly	over	an	old	embedded

stake	in	the	process.	Diana	and	Jane	and	Ruby	only	waited	long	enough	to	see	it
caught	in	the	current	and	headed	for	the	bridge	before	scampering	up	through	the
woods,	across	the	road,	and	down	to	the	lower	headland	where,	as	Lancelot	and
Guinevere	and	the	King,	they	were	to	be	in	readiness	to	receive	the	lily	maid.
For	 a	 few	minutes	Anne,	 drifting	 slowly	down,	 enjoyed	 the	 romance	of	 her

situation	to	the	full.	Then	something	happened	not	at	all	romantic.	The	flat	began
to	 leak.	 In	a	very	 few	moments	 it	was	necessary	 for	Elaine	 to	 scramble	 to	her
feet,	 pick	 up	 her	 cloth	 of	 gold	 coverlet	 and	 pall	 of	 blackest	 samite	 and	 gaze
blankly	at	a	big	crack	 in	 the	bottom	of	her	barge	 through	which	 the	water	was
literally	pouring.	That	sharp	stake	at	the	landing	had	torn	off	the	strip	of	batting
nailed	on	the	flat.	Anne	did	not	know	this,	but	it	did	not	take	her	long	to	realize
that	she	was	in	a	dangerous	plight.	At	this	rate	the	flat	would	fill	and	sink	long
before	it	could	drift	to	the	lower	headland.	Where	were	the	oars?	Left	behind	at
the	landing!
Anne	gave	one	gasping	little	scream	which	nobody	ever	heard;	she	was	white

to	the	lips,	but	she	did	not	lose	her	self-possession.	There	was	one	chance—just
one.
"I	was	horribly	frightened,"	she	told	Mrs.	Allan	the	next	day,	"and	it	seemed

like	years	while	the	flat	was	drifting	down	to	the	bridge	and	the	water	rising	in	it
every	moment.	I	prayed,	Mrs.	Allan,	most	earnestly,	but	I	didn't	shut	my	eyes	to
pray,	for	I	knew	the	only	way	God	could	save	me	was	to	let	the	flat	float	close
enough	to	one	of	the	bridge	piles	for	me	to	climb	up	on	it.	You	know	the	piles
are	just	old	tree	trunks	and	there	are	lots	of	knots	and	old	branch	stubs	on	them.
It	was	proper	to	pray,	but	I	had	to	do	my	part	by	watching	out	and	right	well	I
knew	it.	I	just	said,	'Dear	God,	please	take	the	flat	close	to	a	pile	and	I'll	do	the
rest,'	over	and	over	again.	Under	such	circumstances	you	don't	think	much	about
making	a	flowery	prayer.	But	mine	was	answered,	for	the	flat	bumped	right	into
a	 pile	 for	 a	minute	 and	 I	 flung	 the	 scarf	 and	 the	 shawl	 over	my	 shoulder	 and
scrambled	up	on	a	big	providential	stub.	And	there	I	was,	Mrs.	Allan,	clinging	to
that	 slippery	 old	 pile	 with	 no	 way	 of	 getting	 up	 or	 down.	 It	 was	 a	 very
unromantic	 position,	 but	 I	 didn't	 think	 about	 that	 at	 the	 time.	You	 don't	 think
much	about	romance	when	you	have	just	escaped	from	a	watery	grave.	I	said	a
grateful	prayer	at	once	and	then	I	gave	all	my	attention	to	holding	on	tight,	for	I



knew	I	should	probably	have	to	depend	on	human	aid	to	get	back	to	dry	land."
The	flat	drifted	under	the	bridge	and	then	promptly	sank	in	midstream.	Ruby,

Jane,	 and	 Diana,	 already	 awaiting	 it	 on	 the	 lower	 headland,	 saw	 it	 disappear
before	their	very	eyes	and	had	not	a	doubt	but	that	Anne	had	gone	down	with	it.
For	a	moment	they	stood	still,	white	as	sheets,	frozen	with	horror	at	the	tragedy;
then,	shrieking	at	the	tops	of	their	voices,	they	started	on	a	frantic	run	up	through
the	woods,	never	pausing	as	they	crossed	the	main	road	to	glance	the	way	of	the
bridge.	Anne,	 clinging	 desperately	 to	 her	 precarious	 foothold,	 saw	 their	 flying
forms	 and	 heard	 their	 shrieks.	 Help	 would	 soon	 come,	 but	 meanwhile	 her
position	was	a	very	uncomfortable	one.
The	minutes	 passed	 by,	 each	 seeming	 an	 hour	 to	 the	 unfortunate	 lily	maid.

Why	 didn't	 somebody	 come?	 Where	 had	 the	 girls	 gone?	 Suppose	 they	 had
fainted,	one	and	all!	Suppose	nobody	ever	came!	Suppose	she	grew	so	tired	and
cramped	 that	 she	 could	 hold	 on	 no	 longer!	 Anne	 looked	 at	 the	 wicked	 green
depths	 below	 her,	 wavering	 with	 long,	 oily	 shadows,	 and	 shivered.	 Her
imagination	began	to	suggest	all	manner	of	gruesome	possibilities	to	her.
Then,	just	as	she	thought	she	really	could	not	endure	the	ache	in	her	arms	and

wrists	another	moment,	Gilbert	Blythe	came	rowing	under	the	bridge	in	Harmon
Andrews's	dory!
Gilbert	glanced	up	and,	much	to	his	amazement,	beheld	a	little	white	scornful

face	looking	down	upon	him	with	big,	frightened	but	also	scornful	gray	eyes.
"Anne	Shirley!	How	on	earth	did	you	get	there?"	he	exclaimed.
Without	waiting	 for	 an	 answer	 he	 pulled	 close	 to	 the	 pile	 and	 extended	 his

hand.	 There	 was	 no	 help	 for	 it;	 Anne,	 clinging	 to	 Gilbert	 Blythe's	 hand,
scrambled	down	into	the	dory,	where	she	sat,	drabbled	and	furious,	in	the	stern
with	her	arms	full	of	dripping	shawl	and	wet	crepe.	 It	was	certainly	extremely
difficult	to	be	dignified	under	the	circumstances!
"What	 has	 happened,	 Anne?"	 asked	 Gilbert,	 taking	 up	 his	 oars.	 "We	 were

playing	 Elaine"	 explained	 Anne	 frigidly,	 without	 even	 looking	 at	 her	 rescuer,
"and	I	had	to	drift	down	to	Camelot	in	the	barge—I	mean	the	flat.	The	flat	began
to	leak	and	I	climbed	out	on	the	pile.	The	girls	went	for	help.	Will	you	be	kind
enough	to	row	me	to	the	landing?"
Gilbert	 obligingly	 rowed	 to	 the	 landing	 and	 Anne,	 disdaining	 assistance,

sprang	nimbly	on	shore.
"I'm	very	much	obliged	 to	you,"	 she	said	haughtily	as	 she	 turned	away.	But

Gilbert	had	also	sprung	from	the	boat	and	now	laid	a	detaining	hand	on	her	arm.
"Anne,"	he	said	hurriedly,	"look	here.	Can't	we	be	good	friends?	I'm	awfully

sorry	 I	made	 fun	 of	 your	 hair	 that	 time.	 I	 didn't	mean	 to	 vex	 you	 and	 I	 only
meant	it	for	a	joke.	Besides,	it's	so	long	ago.	I	think	your	hair	is	awfully	pretty



now—honest	I	do.	Let's	be	friends."
For	 a	 moment	 Anne	 hesitated.	 She	 had	 an	 odd,	 newly	 awakened

consciousness	 under	 all	 her	 outraged	 dignity	 that	 the	 half-shy,	 half-eager
expression	in	Gilbert's	hazel	eyes	was	something	that	was	very	good	to	see.	Her
heart	 gave	 a	 quick,	 queer	 little	 beat.	 But	 the	 bitterness	 of	 her	 old	 grievance
promptly	 stiffened	 up	 her	 wavering	 determination.	 That	 scene	 of	 two	 years
before	 flashed	 back	 into	 her	 recollection	 as	 vividly	 as	 if	 it	 had	 taken	 place
yesterday.	Gilbert	 had	 called	 her	 "carrots"	 and	had	brought	 about	 her	 disgrace
before	the	whole	school.	Her	resentment,	which	to	other	and	older	people	might
be	 as	 laughable	 as	 its	 cause,	 was	 in	 no	 whit	 allayed	 and	 softened	 by	 time
seemingly.	She	hated	Gilbert	Blythe!	She	would	never	forgive	him!
"No,"	she	said	coldly,	"I	shall	never	be	friends	with	you,	Gilbert	Blythe;	and	I

don't	want	to	be!"
"All	right!"	Gilbert	sprang	into	his	skiff	with	an	angry	color	in	his	cheeks.	"I'll

never	ask	you	to	be	friends	again,	Anne	Shirley.	And	I	don't	care	either!"
He	pulled	away	with	swift	defiant	strokes,	and	Anne	went	up	the	steep,	ferny

little	path	under	the	maples.	She	held	her	head	very	high,	but	she	was	conscious
of	 an	 odd	 feeling	 of	 regret.	 She	 almost	 wished	 she	 had	 answered	 Gilbert
differently.	Of	course,	he	had	insulted	her	terribly,	but	still—!	Altogether,	Anne
rather	 thought	 it	would	 be	 a	 relief	 to	 sit	 down	 and	 have	 a	 good	 cry.	 She	was
really	quite	unstrung,	for	the	reaction	from	her	fright	and	cramped	clinging	was
making	itself	felt.
Halfway	up	 the	path	 she	met	 Jane	 and	Diana	 rushing	back	 to	 the	pond	 in	 a

state	narrowly	removed	from	positive	frenzy.	They	had	found	nobody	at	Orchard
Slope,	both	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Barry	being	away.	Here	Ruby	Gillis	had	succumbed	to
hysterics,	and	was	 left	 to	recover	from	them	as	best	she	might,	while	Jane	and
Diana	 flew	 through	 the	Haunted	Wood	 and	 across	 the	brook	 to	Green	Gables.
There	 they	 had	 found	 nobody	 either,	 for	 Marilla	 had	 gone	 to	 Carmody	 and
Matthew	was	making	hay	in	the	back	field.
"Oh,	Anne,"	 gasped	Diana,	 fairly	 falling	 on	 the	 former's	 neck	 and	weeping

with	relief	and	delight,	"oh,	Anne—we	thought—you	were—drowned—and	we
felt	 like	murderers—because	 we	 had	made—you	 be—Elaine.	 And	 Ruby	 is	 in
hysterics—oh,	Anne,	how	did	you	escape?"
"I	 climbed	 up	 on	 one	 of	 the	 piles,"	 explained	 Anne	 wearily,	 "and	 Gilbert

Blythe	came	along	in	Mr.	Andrews's	dory	and	brought	me	to	land."
"Oh,	Anne,	how	splendid	of	him!	Why,	 it's	 so	 romantic!"	 said	 Jane,	 finding

breath	enough	for	utterance	at	last.	"Of	course	you'll	speak	to	him	after	this."
"Of	course	I	won't,"	flashed	Anne,	with	a	momentary	return	of	her	old	spirit.

"And	 I	 don't	 want	 ever	 to	 hear	 the	 word	 'romantic'	 again,	 Jane	 Andrews.	 I'm



awfully	sorry	you	were	so	 frightened,	girls.	 It	 is	all	my	fault.	 I	 feel	 sure	 I	was
born	under	an	unlucky	star.	Everything	I	do	gets	me	or	my	dearest	friends	into	a
scrape.	We've	gone	and	lost	your	father's	flat,	Diana,	and	I	have	a	presentiment
that	we'll	not	be	allowed	to	row	on	the	pond	any	more."
Anne's	 presentiment	 proved	more	 trustworthy	 than	 presentiments	 are	 apt	 to

do.	Great	was	the	consternation	in	the	Barry	and	Cuthbert	households	when	the
events	of	the	afternoon	became	known.
"Will	you	ever	have	any	sense,	Anne?"	groaned	Marilla.
"Oh,	 yes,	 I	 think	 I	will,	Marilla,"	 returned	Anne	 optimistically.	A	 good	 cry,

indulged	 in	 the	grateful	 solitude	of	 the	 east	gable,	 had	 soothed	her	nerves	 and
restored	 her	 to	 her	 wonted	 cheerfulness.	 "I	 think	 my	 prospects	 of	 becoming
sensible	are	brighter	now	than	ever."
"I	don't	see	how,"	said	Marilla.
"Well,"	explained	Anne,	"I've	learned	a	new	and	valuable	lesson	today.	Ever

since	I	came	to	Green	Gables	I've	been	making	mistakes,	and	each	mistake	has
helped	to	cure	me	of	some	great	shortcoming.	The	affair	of	the	amethyst	brooch
cured	me	of	meddling	with	things	that	didn't	belong	to	me.	The	Haunted	Wood
mistake	 cured	me	 of	 letting	my	 imagination	 run	 away	with	me.	 The	 liniment
cake	mistake	cured	me	of	carelessness	in	cooking.	Dyeing	my	hair	cured	me	of
vanity.	 I	never	 think	about	my	hair	 and	nose	now—at	 least,	very	 seldom.	And
today's	mistake	 is	going	 to	cure	me	of	being	 too	 romantic.	 I	have	come	 to	 the
conclusion	 that	 it	 is	 no	 use	 trying	 to	 be	 romantic	 in	Avonlea.	 It	was	 probably
easy	 enough	 in	 towered	 Camelot	 hundreds	 of	 years	 ago,	 but	 romance	 is	 not
appreciated	now.	I	feel	quite	sure	that	you	will	soon	see	a	great	improvement	in
me	in	this	respect,	Marilla."
"I'm	sure	I	hope	so,"	said	Marilla	skeptically.
But	Matthew,	who	had	been	sitting	mutely	in	his	corner,	laid	a	hand	on	Anne's

shoulder	when	Marilla	had	gone	out.
"Don't	give	up	all	your	romance,	Anne,"	he	whispered	shyly,	"a	little	of	it	is	a

good	thing—not	too	much,	of	course—but	keep	a	little	of	it,	Anne,	keep	a	little
of	it."



Chapter		29	
An	Epoch	in	Anne's	Life
Anne	 was	 bringing	 the	 cows	 home	 from	 the	 back	 pasture	 by	 way	 of	 Lover's
Lane.	 It	was	a	September	evening	and	all	 the	gaps	and	clearings	 in	 the	woods
were	brimmed	up	with	ruby	sunset	 light.	Here	and	there	 the	 lane	was	splashed
with	it,	but	for	the	most	part	 it	was	already	quite	shadowy	beneath	the	maples,
and	the	spaces	under	the	firs	were	filled	with	a	clear	violet	dusk	like	airy	wine.
The	winds	were	out	in	their	tops,	and	there	is	no	sweeter	music	on	earth	than	that
which	the	wind	makes	in	the	fir	trees	at	evening.
The	cows	swung	placidly	down	the	 lane,	and	Anne	followed	them	dreamily,

repeating	aloud	the	battle	canto	from	MARMION—which	had	also	been	part	of
their	English	course	the	preceding	winter	and	which	Miss	Stacy	had	made	them
learn	off	by	heart—and	exulting	in	its	rushing	lines	and	the	clash	of	spears	in	its
imagery.	When	she	came	to	the	lines

The	stubborn	spearsmen	still	made	good
Their	dark	impenetrable	wood,

she	stopped	in	ecstasy	to	shut	her	eyes	that	she	might	the	better	fancy	herself
one	 of	 that	 heroic	 ring.	When	 she	 opened	 them	 again	 it	 was	 to	 behold	Diana
coming	 through	 the	gate	 that	 led	 into	 the	Barry	 field	and	 looking	so	 important
that	 Anne	 instantly	 divined	 there	 was	 news	 to	 be	 told.	 But	 betray	 too	 eager
curiosity	she	would	not.
"Isn't	this	evening	just	like	a	purple	dream,	Diana?	It	makes	me	so	glad	to	be

alive.	 In	 the	mornings	 I	always	 think	 the	mornings	are	best;	but	when	evening
comes	I	think	it's	lovelier	still."
"It's	a	very	fine	evening,"	said	Diana,	"but	oh,	I	have	such	news,	Anne.	Guess.

You	can	have	three	guesses."
"Charlotte	Gillis	is	going	to	be	married	in	the	church	after	all	and	Mrs.	Allan

wants	us	to	decorate	it,"	cried	Anne.
"No.	 Charlotte's	 beau	 won't	 agree	 to	 that,	 because	 nobody	 ever	 has	 been

married	in	the	church	yet,	and	he	thinks	it	would	seem	too	much	like	a	funeral.
It's	too	mean,	because	it	would	be	such	fun.	Guess	again."
"Jane's	mother	is	going	to	let	her	have	a	birthday	party?"



Diana	shook	her	head,	her	black	eyes	dancing	with	merriment.
"I	 can't	 think	what	 it	 can	 be,"	 said	Anne	 in	 despair,	 "unless	 it's	 that	Moody

Spurgeon	MacPherson	saw	you	home	from	prayer	meeting	last	night.	Did	he?"
"I	 should	 think	 not,"	 exclaimed	 Diana	 indignantly.	 "I	 wouldn't	 be	 likely	 to

boast	of	it	if	he	did,	the	horrid	creature!	I	knew	you	couldn't	guess	it.	Mother	had
a	letter	from	Aunt	Josephine	today,	and	Aunt	Josephine	wants	you	and	me	to	go
to	town	next	Tuesday	and	stop	with	her	for	the	Exhibition.	There!"
"Oh,	Diana,"	whispered	Anne,	finding	it	necessary	to	lean	up	against	a	maple

tree	for	support,	"do	you	really	mean	it?	But	I'm	afraid	Marilla	won't	let	me	go.
She	will	say	that	she	can't	encourage	gadding	about.	That	was	what	she	said	last
week	when	Jane	invited	me	to	go	with	them	in	their	double-seated	buggy	to	the
American	concert	at	the	White	Sands	Hotel.	I	wanted	to	go,	but	Marilla	said	I'd
be	 better	 at	 home	 learning	 my	 lessons	 and	 so	 would	 Jane.	 I	 was	 bitterly
disappointed,	Diana.	I	felt	so	heartbroken	that	I	wouldn't	say	my	prayers	when	I
went	to	bed.	But	I	repented	of	that	and	got	up	in	the	middle	of	the	night	and	said
them."
"I'll	 tell	 you,"	 said	Diana,	 "we'll	 get	Mother	 to	 ask	Marilla.	 She'll	 be	more

likely	to	let	you	go	then;	and	if	she	does	we'll	have	the	time	of	our	lives,	Anne.
I've	never	been	 to	an	Exhibition,	and	 it's	 so	aggravating	 to	hear	 the	other	girls
talking	about	their	trips.	Jane	and	Ruby	have	been	twice,	and	they're	going	this
year	again."
"I'm	not	going	to	think	about	 it	at	all	until	 I	know	whether	I	can	go	or	not,"

said	Anne	resolutely.	"If	I	did	and	then	was	disappointed,	it	would	be	more	than
I	could	bear.	But	in	case	I	do	go	I'm	very	glad	my	new	coat	will	be	ready	by	that
time.	Marilla	didn't	 think	 I	needed	a	new	coat.	She	said	my	old	one	would	do
very	well	for	another	winter	and	that	I	ought	to	be	satisfied	with	having	a	new
dress.	 The	 dress	 is	 very	 pretty,	 Diana—navy	 blue	 and	 made	 so	 fashionably.
Marilla	always	makes	my	dresses	fashionably	now,	because	she	says	she	doesn't
intend	to	have	Matthew	going	to	Mrs.	Lynde	to	make	them.	I'm	so	glad.	It	is	ever
so	much	easier	to	be	good	if	your	clothes	are	fashionable.	At	least,	it	is	easier	for
me.	 I	 suppose	 it	 doesn't	make	 such	 a	 difference	 to	 naturally	 good	 people.	But
Matthew	said	I	must	have	a	new	coat,	so	Marilla	bought	a	lovely	piece	of	blue
broadcloth,	and	it's	being	made	by	a	real	dressmaker	over	at	Carmody.	It's	to	be
done	Saturday	night,	and	I'm	trying	not	to	imagine	myself	walking	up	the	church
aisle	 on	 Sunday	 in	 my	 new	 suit	 and	 cap,	 because	 I'm	 afraid	 it	 isn't	 right	 to
imagine	such	things.	But	it	just	slips	into	my	mind	in	spite	of	me.	My	cap	is	so
pretty.	Matthew	bought	it	for	me	the	day	we	were	over	at	Carmody.	It	is	one	of
those	little	blue	velvet	ones	that	are	all	the	rage,	with	gold	cord	and	tassels.	Your
new	hat	is	elegant,	Diana,	and	so	becoming.	When	I	saw	you	come	into	church



last	Sunday	my	heart	swelled	with	pride	to	think	you	were	my	dearest	friend.	Do
you	suppose	it's	wrong	for	us	to	think	so	much	about	our	clothes?	Marilla	says	it
is	very	sinful.	But	it	is	such	an	interesting	subject,	isn't	it?"
Marilla	 agreed	 to	 let	 Anne	 go	 to	 town,	 and	 it	 was	 arranged	 that	Mr.	 Barry

should	 take	 the	girls	 in	on	 the	following	Tuesday.	As	Charlottetown	was	 thirty
miles	away	and	Mr.	Barry	wished	to	go	and	return	the	same	day,	it	was	necessary
to	make	a	very	early	start.	But	Anne	counted	it	all	joy,	and	was	up	before	sunrise
on	Tuesday	morning.	A	glance	from	her	window	assured	her	that	the	day	would
be	fine,	for	the	eastern	sky	behind	the	firs	of	the	Haunted	Wood	was	all	silvery
and	cloudless.	Through	 the	gap	 in	 the	 trees	 a	 light	was	 shining	 in	 the	western
gable	of	Orchard	Slope,	a	token	that	Diana	was	also	up.
Anne	was	dressed	by	the	time	Matthew	had	the	fire	on	and	had	the	breakfast

ready	when	Marilla	came	down,	but	for	her	own	part	was	much	too	excited	 to
eat.	 After	 breakfast	 the	 jaunty	 new	 cap	 and	 jacket	 were	 donned,	 and	 Anne
hastened	over	the	brook	and	up	through	the	firs	to	Orchard	Slope.	Mr.	Barry	and
Diana	were	waiting	for	her,	and	they	were	soon	on	the	road.
It	was	 a	 long	drive,	 but	Anne	and	Diana	 enjoyed	every	minute	of	 it.	 It	was

delightful	to	rattle	along	over	the	moist	roads	in	the	early	red	sunlight	that	was
creeping	across	 the	shorn	harvest	 fields.	The	air	was	 fresh	and	crisp,	and	 little
smoke-blue	 mists	 curled	 through	 the	 valleys	 and	 floated	 off	 from	 the	 hills.
Sometimes	the	road	went	through	woods	where	maples	were	beginning	to	hang
out	 scarlet	 banners;	 sometimes	 it	 crossed	 rivers	 on	 bridges	 that	 made	 Anne's
flesh	cringe	with	the	old,	half-delightful	fear;	sometimes	it	wound	along	a	harbor
shore	and	passed	by	a	little	cluster	of	weather-gray	fishing	huts;	again	it	mounted
to	hills	whence	a	far	sweep	of	curving	upland	or	misty-blue	sky	could	be	seen;
but	wherever	it	went	there	was	much	of	interest	 to	discuss.	It	was	almost	noon
when	they	reached	town	and	found	their	way	to	"Beechwood."	It	was	quite	a	fine
old	mansion,	set	back	from	the	street	in	a	seclusion	of	green	elms	and	branching
beeches.	Miss	Barry	met	them	at	the	door	with	a	twinkle	in	her	sharp	black	eyes.
"So	you've	 come	 to	 see	me	 at	 last,	 you	Anne-girl,"	 she	 said.	 "Mercy,	 child,

how	you	have	grown!	You're	taller	than	I	am,	I	declare.	And	you're	ever	so	much
better	 looking	 than	you	used	 to	be,	 too.	But	 I	dare	 say	you	know	 that	without
being	told."
"Indeed	I	didn't,"	said	Anne	radiantly.	"I	know	I'm	not	so	freckled	as	I	used	to

be,	so	I've	much	to	be	 thankful	for,	but	I	 really	hadn't	dared	to	hope	there	was
any	other	improvement.	I'm	so	glad	you	think	there	is,	Miss	Barry."	Miss	Barry's
house	was	furnished	with	"great	magnificence,"	as	Anne	told	Marilla	afterward.
The	 two	 little	 country	 girls	were	 rather	 abashed	 by	 the	 splendor	 of	 the	 parlor
where	Miss	Barry	left	them	when	she	went	to	see	about	dinner.



"Isn't	it	just	like	a	palace?"	whispered	Diana.	"I	never	was	in	Aunt	Josephine's
house	before,	and	I'd	no	idea	it	was	so	grand.	I	just	wish	Julia	Bell	could	see	this
—she	puts	on	such	airs	about	her	mother's	parlor."
"Velvet	carpet,"	sighed	Anne	luxuriously,	"and	silk	curtains!	I've	dreamed	of

such	things,	Diana.	But	do	you	know	I	don't	believe	I	feel	very	comfortable	with
them	 after	 all.	 There	 are	 so	many	 things	 in	 this	 room	 and	 all	 so	 splendid	 that
there	is	no	scope	for	imagination.	That	is	one	consolation	when	you	are	poor—
there	are	so	many	more	things	you	can	imagine	about."
Their	 sojourn	 in	 town	 was	 something	 that	 Anne	 and	 Diana	 dated	 from	 for

years.	From	first	to	last	it	was	crowded	with	delights.
On	Wednesday	Miss	Barry	took	them	to	the	Exhibition	grounds	and	kept	them

there	all	day.
"It	was	splendid,"	Anne	related	to	Marilla	later	on.	"I	never	imagined	anything

so	interesting.	I	don't	really	know	which	department	was	the	most	interesting.	I
think	I	liked	the	horses	and	the	flowers	and	the	fancywork	best.	Josie	Pye	took
first	prize	for	knitted	lace.	I	was	real	glad	she	did.	And	I	was	glad	that	I	felt	glad,
for	it	shows	I'm	improving,	don't	you	think,	Marilla,	when	I	can	rejoice	in	Josie's
success?	Mr.	Harmon	Andrews	took	second	prize	for	Gravenstein	apples	and	Mr.
Bell	 took	 first	 prize	 for	 a	 pig.	 Diana	 said	 she	 thought	 it	 was	 ridiculous	 for	 a
Sunday-school	 superintendent	 to	 take	 a	 prize	 in	 pigs,	 but	 I	 don't	 see	why.	Do
you?	She	 said	 she	would	always	 think	of	 it	 after	 this	when	he	was	praying	 so
solemnly.	Clara	Louise	MacPherson	 took	a	prize	 for	painting,	 and	Mrs.	Lynde
got	 first	 prize	 for	 homemade	 butter	 and	 cheese.	 So	 Avonlea	 was	 pretty	 well
represented,	wasn't	 it?	Mrs.	 Lynde	was	 there	 that	 day,	 and	 I	 never	 knew	 how
much	I	 really	 liked	her	until	 I	saw	her	familiar	 face	among	all	 those	strangers.
There	 were	 thousands	 of	 people	 there,	 Marilla.	 It	 made	 me	 feel	 dreadfully
insignificant.	And	Miss	Barry	took	us	up	to	the	grandstand	to	see	the	horse	races.
Mrs.	 Lynde	 wouldn't	 go;	 she	 said	 horse	 racing	 was	 an	 abomination	 and,	 she
being	a	church	member,	 thought	 it	her	bounden	duty	to	set	a	good	example	by
staying	away.	But	there	were	so	many	there	I	don't	believe	Mrs.	Lynde's	absence
would	 ever	 be	 noticed.	 I	 don't	 think,	 though,	 that	 I	 ought	 to	 go	 very	 often	 to
horse	races,	because	they	ARE	awfully	fascinating.	Diana	got	so	excited	that	she
offered	 to	 bet	 me	 ten	 cents	 that	 the	 red	 horse	 would	 win.	 I	 didn't	 believe	 he
would,	 but	 I	 refused	 to	 bet,	 because	 I	 wanted	 to	 tell	 Mrs.	 Allan	 all	 about
everything,	and	I	felt	sure	it	wouldn't	do	to	tell	her	that.	It's	always	wrong	to	do
anything	you	can't	tell	the	minister's	wife.	It's	as	good	as	an	extra	conscience	to
have	a	minister's	wife	for	your	friend.	And	I	was	very	glad	I	didn't	bet,	because
the	red	horse	DID	win,	and	I	would	have	lost	 ten	cents.	So	you	see	 that	virtue
was	 its	own	 reward.	We	 saw	a	man	go	up	 in	 a	balloon.	 I'd	 love	 to	go	up	 in	 a



balloon,	Marilla;	it	would	be	simply	thrilling;	and	we	saw	a	man	selling	fortunes.
You	paid	him	 ten	cents	and	a	 little	bird	picked	out	your	 fortune	 for	you.	Miss
Barry	gave	Diana	and	me	ten	cents	each	to	have	our	fortunes	told.	Mine	was	that
I	would	marry	a	dark-complected	man	who	was	very	wealthy,	and	 I	would	go
across	water	to	live.	I	looked	carefully	at	all	the	dark	men	I	saw	after	that,	but	I
didn't	 care	 much	 for	 any	 of	 them,	 and	 anyhow	 I	 suppose	 it's	 too	 early	 to	 be
looking	out	for	him	yet.	Oh,	it	was	a	never-to-be-forgotten	day,	Marilla.	I	was	so
tired	I	couldn't	sleep	at	night.	Miss	Barry	put	us	in	the	spare	room,	according	to
promise.	It	was	an	elegant	room,	Marilla,	but	somehow	sleeping	in	a	spare	room
isn't	 what	 I	 used	 to	 think	 it	 was.	 That's	 the	 worst	 of	 growing	 up,	 and	 I'm
beginning	to	realize	it.	The	things	you	wanted	so	much	when	you	were	a	child
don't	seem	half	so	wonderful	to	you	when	you	get	them."
Thursday	the	girls	had	a	drive	in	the	park,	and	in	the	evening	Miss	Barry	took

them	to	a	concert	in	the	Academy	of	Music,	where	a	noted	prima	donna	was	to
sing.	To	Anne	the	evening	was	a	glittering	vision	of	delight.
"Oh,	Marilla,	it	was	beyond	description.	I	was	so	excited	I	couldn't	even	talk,

so	 you	may	 know	what	 it	 was	 like.	 I	 just	 sat	 in	 enraptured	 silence.	Madame
Selitsky	was	perfectly	beautiful,	and	wore	white	satin	and	diamonds.	But	when
she	began	to	sing	I	never	thought	about	anything	else.	Oh,	I	can't	tell	you	how	I
felt.	But	it	seemed	to	me	that	it	could	never	be	hard	to	be	good	any	more.	I	felt
like	I	do	when	I	look	up	to	the	stars.	Tears	came	into	my	eyes,	but,	oh,	they	were
such	happy	 tears.	 I	was	so	sorry	when	 it	was	all	over,	and	 I	 told	Miss	Barry	 I
didn't	see	how	I	was	ever	to	return	to	common	life	again.	She	said	she	thought	if
we	went	over	 to	 the	 restaurant	 across	 the	 street	 and	had	an	 ice	cream	 it	might
help	me.	 That	 sounded	 so	 prosaic;	 but	 to	my	 surprise	 I	 found	 it	 true.	 The	 ice
cream	was	delicious,	Marilla,	 and	 it	was	 so	 lovely	 and	dissipated	 to	be	 sitting
there	eating	 it	at	eleven	o'clock	at	night.	Diana	said	she	believed	she	was	born
for	city	life.	Miss	Barry	asked	me	what	my	opinion	was,	but	I	said	I	would	have
to	think	it	over	very	seriously	before	I	could	tell	her	what	I	really	thought.	So	I
thought	it	over	after	I	went	to	bed.	That	is	the	best	time	to	think	things	out.	And	I
came	 to	 the	 conclusion,	Marilla,	 that	 I	wasn't	 born	 for	 city	 life	 and	 that	 I	was
glad	of	it.	It's	nice	to	be	eating	ice	cream	at	brilliant	restaurants	at	eleven	o'clock
at	night	once	in	a	while;	but	as	a	regular	thing	I'd	rather	be	in	the	east	gable	at
eleven,	sound	asleep,	but	kind	of	knowing	even	in	my	sleep	that	the	stars	were
shining	outside	and	that	the	wind	was	blowing	in	the	firs	across	the	brook.	I	told
Miss	 Barry	 so	 at	 breakfast	 the	 next	 morning	 and	 she	 laughed.	 Miss	 Barry
generally	laughed	at	anything	I	said,	even	when	I	said	the	most	solemn	things.	I
don't	 think	I	 liked	 it,	Marilla,	because	I	wasn't	 trying	 to	be	funny.	But	she	 is	a
most	hospitable	lady	and	treated	us	royally."



Friday	brought	going-home	time,	and	Mr.	Barry	drove	in	for	the	girls.
"Well,	I	hope	you've	enjoyed	yourselves,"	said	Miss	Barry,	as	she	bade	them

good-bye.
"Indeed	we	have,"	said	Diana.
"And	you,	Anne-girl?"
"I've	 enjoyed	 every	 minute	 of	 the	 time,"	 said	 Anne,	 throwing	 her	 arms

impulsively	about	the	old	woman's	neck	and	kissing	her	wrinkled	cheek.	Diana
would	 never	 have	 dared	 to	 do	 such	 a	 thing	 and	 felt	 rather	 aghast	 at	 Anne's
freedom.	But	Miss	Barry	was	pleased,	and	she	stood	on	her	veranda	and	watched
the	 buggy	out	 of	 sight.	Then	 she	went	 back	 into	 her	 big	 house	with	 a	 sigh.	 It
seemed	 very	 lonely,	 lacking	 those	 fresh	 young	 lives.	Miss	 Barry	was	 a	 rather
selfish	old	lady,	if	the	truth	must	be	told,	and	had	never	cared	much	for	anybody
but	herself.	She	valued	people	only	as	they	were	of	service	to	her	or	amused	her.
Anne	had	amused	her,	and	consequently	stood	high	in	the	old	lady's	good	graces.
But	Miss	Barry	found	herself	thinking	less	about	Anne's	quaint	speeches	than	of
her	fresh	enthusiasms,	her	transparent	emotions,	her	little	winning	ways,	and	the
sweetness	of	her	eyes	and	lips.
"I	thought	Marilla	Cuthbert	was	an	old	fool	when	I	heard	she'd	adopted	a	girl

out	of	an	orphan	asylum,"	she	said	to	herself,	"but	I	guess	she	didn't	make	much
of	a	mistake	after	all.	 If	I'd	a	child	 like	Anne	in	 the	house	all	 the	 time	I'd	be	a
better	and	happier	woman."
Anne	and	Diana	found	the	drive	home	as	pleasant	as	the	drive	in—pleasanter,

indeed,	since	there	was	the	delightful	consciousness	of	home	waiting	at	the	end
of	 it.	 It	was	sunset	when	 they	passed	 through	White	Sands	and	 turned	 into	 the
shore	 road.	Beyond,	 the	Avonlea	hills	came	out	darkly	against	 the	 saffron	sky.
Behind	 them	 the	 moon	 was	 rising	 out	 of	 the	 sea	 that	 grew	 all	 radiant	 and
transfigured	in	her	light.	Every	little	cove	along	the	curving	road	was	a	marvel	of
dancing	ripples.	The	waves	broke	with	a	soft	swish	on	the	rocks	below	them,	and
the	tang	of	the	sea	was	in	the	strong,	fresh	air.
"Oh,	but	it's	good	to	be	alive	and	to	be	going	home,"	breathed	Anne.
When	 she	 crossed	 the	 log	 bridge	 over	 the	 brook	 the	 kitchen	 light	 of	Green

Gables	winked	her	a	 friendly	welcome	back,	and	 through	 the	open	door	shone
the	hearth	fire,	sending	out	 its	warm	red	glow	athwart	 the	chilly	autumn	night.
Anne	 ran	 blithely	 up	 the	 hill	 and	 into	 the	 kitchen,	 where	 a	 hot	 supper	 was
waiting	on	the	table.
"So	you've	got	back?"	said	Marilla,	folding	up	her	knitting.
"Yes,	 and	 oh,	 it's	 so	 good	 to	 be	 back,"	 said	 Anne	 joyously.	 "I	 could	 kiss

everything,	even	to	the	clock.	Marilla,	a	broiled	chicken!	You	don't	mean	to	say
you	cooked	that	for	me!"



"Yes,	 I	did,"	said	Marilla.	"I	 thought	you'd	be	hungry	after	such	a	drive	and
need	something	real	appetizing.	Hurry	and	take	off	your	 things,	and	we'll	have
supper	as	soon	as	Matthew	comes	in.	I'm	glad	you've	got	back,	I	must	say.	It's
been	fearful	lonesome	here	without	you,	and	I	never	put	in	four	longer	days."
After	supper	Anne	sat	before	the	fire	between	Matthew	and	Marilla,	and	gave

them	a	full	account	of	her	visit.
"I've	had	a	splendid	time,"	she	concluded	happily,	"and	I	feel	that	it	marks	an

epoch	in	my	life.	But	the	best	of	it	all	was	the	coming	home."



Chapter		30	
The	Queens	Class	Is	Organized
Marilla	laid	her	knitting	on	her	lap	and	leaned	back	in	her	chair.	Her	eyes	were
tired,	 and	 she	 thought	 vaguely	 that	 she	 must	 see	 about	 having	 her	 glasses
changed	the	next	time	she	went	to	town,	for	her	eyes	had	grown	tired	very	often
of	late.
It	was	 nearly	 dark,	 for	 the	 full	November	 twilight	 had	 fallen	 around	Green

Gables,	and	the	only	light	in	the	kitchen	came	from	the	dancing	red	flames	in	the
stove.
Anne	was	 curled	 up	 Turk-fashion	 on	 the	 hearthrug,	 gazing	 into	 that	 joyous

glow	where	 the	 sunshine	 of	 a	 hundred	 summers	 was	 being	 distilled	 from	 the
maple	cordwood.	She	had	been	 reading,	but	her	book	had	slipped	 to	 the	 floor,
and	now	she	was	dreaming,	with	a	smile	on	her	parted	lips.	Glittering	castles	in
Spain	were	shaping	themselves	out	of	the	mists	and	rainbows	of	her	lively	fancy;
adventures	 wonderful	 and	 enthralling	 were	 happening	 to	 her	 in	 cloudland—
adventures	 that	 always	 turned	 out	 triumphantly	 and	 never	 involved	 her	 in
scrapes	like	those	of	actual	life.
Marilla	looked	at	her	with	a	tenderness	that	would	never	have	been	suffered	to

reveal	itself	in	any	clearer	light	than	that	soft	mingling	of	fireshine	and	shadow.
The	 lesson	of	a	 love	 that	 should	display	 itself	easily	 in	spoken	word	and	open
look	was	one	Marilla	could	never	 learn.	But	 she	had	 learned	 to	 love	 this	 slim,
gray-eyed	 girl	 with	 an	 affection	 all	 the	 deeper	 and	 stronger	 from	 its	 very
undemonstrativeness.	 Her	 love	 made	 her	 afraid	 of	 being	 unduly	 indulgent,
indeed.	She	had	an	uneasy	feeling	that	 it	was	rather	sinful	 to	set	one's	heart	so
intensely	on	any	human	creature	as	she	had	set	hers	on	Anne,	and	perhaps	she
performed	 a	 sort	 of	 unconscious	 penance	 for	 this	 by	 being	 stricter	 and	 more
critical	than	if	the	girl	had	been	less	dear	to	her.	Certainly	Anne	herself	had	no
idea	how	Marilla	 loved	her.	She	 sometimes	 thought	wistfully	 that	Marilla	was
very	hard	 to	please	 and	distinctly	 lacking	 in	 sympathy	 and	understanding.	But
she	 always	 checked	 the	 thought	 reproachfully,	 remembering	what	 she	owed	 to
Marilla.
"Anne,"	said	Marilla	abruptly,	"Miss	Stacy	was	here	this	afternoon	when	you

were	out	with	Diana."



Anne	came	back	from	her	other	world	with	a	start	and	a	sigh.
"Was	 she?	 Oh,	 I'm	 so	 sorry	 I	 wasn't	 in.	Why	 didn't	 you	 call	 me,	 Marilla?

Diana	and	I	were	only	over	in	the	Haunted	Wood.	It's	lovely	in	the	woods	now.
All	the	little	wood	things—the	ferns	and	the	satin	leaves	and	the	crackerberries
—have	 gone	 to	 sleep,	 just	 as	 if	 somebody	 had	 tucked	 them	 away	 until	 spring
under	a	blanket	of	leaves.	I	 think	it	was	a	little	gray	fairy	with	a	rainbow	scarf
that	came	tiptoeing	along	the	last	moonlight	night	and	did	it.	Diana	wouldn't	say
much	about	that,	though.	Diana	has	never	forgotten	the	scolding	her	mother	gave
her	about	imagining	ghosts	into	the	Haunted	Wood.	It	had	a	very	bad	effect	on
Diana's	 imagination.	 It	 blighted	 it.	Mrs.	 Lynde	 says	Myrtle	 Bell	 is	 a	 blighted
being.	I	asked	Ruby	Gillis	why	Myrtle	was	blighted,	and	Ruby	said	she	guessed
it	 was	 because	 her	 young	 man	 had	 gone	 back	 on	 her.	 Ruby	 Gillis	 thinks	 of
nothing	but	young	men,	and	the	older	she	gets	the	worse	she	is.	Young	men	are
all	very	well	in	their	place,	but	it	doesn't	do	to	drag	them	into	everything,	does
it?	Diana	and	I	are	thinking	seriously	of	promising	each	other	that	we	will	never
marry	but	be	nice	old	maids	and	live	together	forever.	Diana	hasn't	quite	made
up	 her	mind	 though,	 because	 she	 thinks	 perhaps	 it	 would	 be	 nobler	 to	marry
some	wild,	dashing,	wicked	young	man	and	reform	him.	Diana	and	I	talk	a	great
deal	about	serious	subjects	now,	you	know.	We	feel	 that	we	are	so	much	older
than	we	used	to	be	 that	 it	 isn't	becoming	to	 talk	of	childish	matters.	 It's	such	a
solemn	thing	to	be	almost	fourteen,	Marilla.	Miss	Stacy	took	all	us	girls	who	are
in	our	 teens	down	 to	 the	brook	 last	Wednesday,	 and	 talked	 to	us	 about	 it.	She
said	 we	 couldn't	 be	 too	 careful	 what	 habits	 we	 formed	 and	 what	 ideals	 we
acquired	in	our	teens,	because	by	the	time	we	were	twenty	our	characters	would
be	developed	and	the	foundation	laid	for	our	whole	future	life.	And	she	said	if
the	foundation	was	shaky	we	could	never	build	anything	really	worth	while	on	it.
Diana	and	I	talked	the	matter	over	coming	home	from	school.	We	felt	extremely
solemn,	Marilla.	And	we	decided	that	we	would	try	to	be	very	careful	indeed	and
form	respectable	habits	and	learn	all	we	could	and	be	as	sensible	as	possible,	so
that	by	the	time	we	were	twenty	our	characters	would	be	properly	developed.	It's
perfectly	appalling	 to	 think	of	being	 twenty,	Marilla.	 It	 sounds	so	 fearfully	old
and	grown	up.	But	why	was	Miss	Stacy	here	this	afternoon?"
"That	is	what	I	want	to	tell	you,	Anne,	if	you'll	ever	give	me	a	chance	to	get	a

word	in	edgewise.	She	was	talking	about	you."
"About	me?"	Anne	looked	rather	scared.	Then	she	flushed	and	exclaimed:
"Oh,	I	know	what	she	was	saying.	I	meant	to	tell	you,	Marilla,	honestly	I	did,

but	 I	 forgot.	 Miss	 Stacy	 caught	 me	 reading	 Ben	 Hur	 in	 school	 yesterday
afternoon	when	I	should	have	been	studying	my	Canadian	history.	Jane	Andrews
lent	it	to	me.	I	was	reading	it	at	dinner	hour,	and	I	had	just	got	to	the	chariot	race



when	school	went	in.	I	was	simply	wild	to	know	how	it	turned	out—although	I
felt	sure	Ben	Hur	must	win,	because	it	wouldn't	be	poetical	justice	if	he	didn't—
so	I	spread	the	history	open	on	my	desk	lid	and	then	tucked	Ben	Hur	between	the
desk	 and	 my	 knee.	 I	 just	 looked	 as	 if	 I	 were	 studying	 Canadian	 history,	 you
know,	while	all	the	while	I	was	reveling	in	Ben	Hur.	I	was	so	interested	in	it	that
I	never	noticed	Miss	Stacy	coming	down	the	aisle	until	all	at	once	I	just	looked
up	and	 there	 she	was	 looking	down	at	me,	 so	 reproachful-like.	 I	 can't	 tell	 you
how	ashamed	 I	 felt,	Marilla,	 especially	when	 I	heard	 Josie	Pye	giggling.	Miss
Stacy	 took	Ben	Hur	 away,	 but	 she	 never	 said	 a	word	 then.	 She	 kept	me	 in	 at
recess	and	talked	to	me.	She	said	I	had	done	very	wrong	in	two	respects.	First,	I
was	wasting	 the	 time	 I	 ought	 to	 have	 put	 on	my	 studies;	 and	 secondly,	 I	was
deceiving	my	teacher	in	trying	to	make	it	appear	I	was	reading	a	history	when	it
was	 a	 storybook	 instead.	 I	 had	 never	 realized	 until	 that	moment,	Marilla,	 that
what	I	was	doing	was	deceitful.	I	was	shocked.	I	cried	bitterly,	and	asked	Miss
Stacy	 to	 forgive	me	 and	 I'd	 never	 do	 such	 a	 thing	 again;	 and	 I	 offered	 to	 do
penance	by	never	so	much	as	looking	at	Ben	Hur	for	a	whole	week,	not	even	to
see	 how	 the	 chariot	 race	 turned	out.	But	Miss	Stacy	 said	 she	wouldn't	 require
that,	and	she	forgave	me	freely.	So	I	think	it	wasn't	very	kind	of	her	to	come	up
here	to	you	about	it	after	all."
"Miss	 Stacy	 never	 mentioned	 such	 a	 thing	 to	 me,	 Anne,	 and	 its	 only	 your

guilty	conscience	that's	the	matter	with	you.	You	have	no	business	to	be	taking
storybooks	 to	 school.	You	 read	 too	many	novels	 anyhow.	When	 I	was	 a	girl	 I
wasn't	so	much	as	allowed	to	look	at	a	novel."
"Oh,	 how	 can	 you	 call	 Ben	 Hur	 a	 novel	 when	 it's	 really	 such	 a	 religious

book?"	protested	Anne.	"Of	course	it's	a	little	too	exciting	to	be	proper	reading
for	Sunday,	and	I	only	read	 it	on	weekdays.	And	I	never	 read	ANY	book	now
unless	 either	 Miss	 Stacy	 or	 Mrs.	 Allan	 thinks	 it	 is	 a	 proper	 book	 for	 a	 girl
thirteen	and	three-quarters	to	read.	Miss	Stacy	made	me	promise	that.	She	found
me	 reading	a	book	one	day	called,	The	Lurid	Mystery	of	 the	Haunted	Hall.	 It
was	 one	 Ruby	Gillis	 had	 lent	me,	 and,	 oh,	Marilla,	 it	 was	 so	 fascinating	 and
creepy.	It	just	curdled	the	blood	in	my	veins.	But	Miss	Stacy	said	it	was	a	very
silly,	unwholesome	book,	and	she	asked	me	not	to	read	any	more	of	it	or	any	like
it.	I	didn't	mind	promising	not	to	read	any	more	like	it,	but	it	was	AGONIZING
to	give	back	that	book	without	knowing	how	it	turned	out.	But	my	love	for	Miss
Stacy	 stood	 the	 test	 and	 I	 did.	 It's	 really	wonderful,	Marilla,	what	 you	 can	 do
when	you're	truly	anxious	to	please	a	certain	person."
"Well,	I	guess	I'll	light	the	lamp	and	get	to	work,"	said	Marilla.	"I	see	plainly

that	you	don't	want	to	hear	what	Miss	Stacy	had	to	say.	You're	more	interested	in
the	sound	of	your	own	tongue	than	in	anything	else."



"Oh,	indeed,	Marilla,	I	do	want	to	hear	it,"	cried	Anne	contritely.	"I	won't	say
another	 word—not	 one.	 I	 know	 I	 talk	 too	 much,	 but	 I	 am	 really	 trying	 to
overcome	it,	and	although	I	say	far	too	much,	yet	if	you	only	knew	how	many
things	I	want	to	say	and	don't,	you'd	give	me	some	credit	for	it.	Please	tell	me,
Marilla."
"Well,	Miss	Stacy	wants	to	organize	a	class	among	her	advanced	students	who

mean	 to	 study	 for	 the	 entrance	 examination	 into	Queen's.	 She	 intends	 to	 give
them	extra	lessons	for	an	hour	after	school.	And	she	came	to	ask	Matthew	and
me	 if	we	would	 like	 to	have	you	 join	 it.	What	do	you	 think	 about	 it	 yourself,
Anne?	Would	you	like	to	go	to	Queen's	and	pass	for	a	teacher?"
"Oh,	Marilla!"	 Anne	 straightened	 to	 her	 knees	 and	 clasped	 her	 hands.	 "It's

been	the	dream	of	my	life—that	is,	for	the	last	six	months,	ever	since	Ruby	and
Jane	began	to	talk	of	studying	for	the	Entrance.	But	I	didn't	say	anything	about
it,	because	I	supposed	it	would	be	perfectly	useless.	I'd	love	to	be	a	teacher.	But
won't	it	be	dreadfully	expensive?	Mr.	Andrews	says	it	cost	him	one	hundred	and
fifty	dollars	to	put	Prissy	through,	and	Prissy	wasn't	a	dunce	in	geometry."
"I	guess	you	needn't	worry	about	that	part	of	it.	When	Matthew	and	I	took	you

to	bring	up	we	resolved	we	would	do	the	best	we	could	for	you	and	give	you	a
good	education.	I	believe	in	a	girl	being	fitted	to	earn	her	own	living	whether	she
ever	 has	 to	 or	 not.	 You'll	 always	 have	 a	 home	 at	 Green	 Gables	 as	 long	 as
Matthew	 and	 I	 are	 here,	 but	 nobody	 knows	 what	 is	 going	 to	 happen	 in	 this
uncertain	world,	and	it's	just	as	well	to	be	prepared.	So	you	can	join	the	Queen's
class	if	you	like,	Anne."
"Oh,	 Marilla,	 thank	 you."	 Anne	 flung	 her	 arms	 about	 Marilla's	 waist	 and

looked	up	earnestly	 into	her	face.	"I'm	extremely	grateful	 to	you	and	Matthew.
And	I'll	study	as	hard	as	I	can	and	do	my	very	best	to	be	a	credit	to	you.	I	warn
you	not	to	expect	much	in	geometry,	but	I	think	I	can	hold	my	own	in	anything
else	if	I	work	hard."
"I	dare	say	you'll	get	along	well	enough.	Miss	Stacy	says	you	are	bright	and

diligent."	Not	for	worlds	would	Marilla	have	told	Anne	just	what	Miss	Stacy	had
said	about	her;	that	would	have	been	to	pamper	vanity.	"You	needn't	rush	to	any
extreme	 of	 killing	 yourself	 over	 your	 books.	 There	 is	 no	 hurry.	You	won't	 be
ready	to	try	the	Entrance	for	a	year	and	a	half	yet.	But	it's	well	to	begin	in	time
and	be	thoroughly	grounded,	Miss	Stacy	says."
"I	shall	take	more	interest	than	ever	in	my	studies	now,"	said	Anne	blissfully,

"because	 I	 have	 a	 purpose	 in	 life.	 Mr.	 Allan	 says	 everybody	 should	 have	 a
purpose	in	life	and	pursue	it	faithfully.	Only	he	says	we	must	first	make	sure	that
it	is	a	worthy	purpose.	I	would	call	it	a	worthy	purpose	to	want	to	be	a	teacher
like	Miss	Stacy,	wouldn't	you,	Marilla?	I	think	it's	a	very	noble	profession."



The	Queen's	 class	was	organized	 in	due	 time.	Gilbert	Blythe,	Anne	Shirley,
Ruby	 Gillis,	 Jane	 Andrews,	 Josie	 Pye,	 Charlie	 Sloane,	 and	 Moody	 Spurgeon
MacPherson	joined	it.	Diana	Barry	did	not,	as	her	parents	did	not	intend	to	send
her	 to	Queen's.	This	seemed	nothing	short	of	a	calamity	 to	Anne.	Never,	since
the	 night	 on	 which	Minnie	May	 had	 had	 the	 croup,	 had	 she	 and	 Diana	 been
separated	in	anything.	On	the	evening	when	the	Queen's	class	first	remained	in
school	for	the	extra	lessons	and	Anne	saw	Diana	go	slowly	out	with	the	others,
to	walk	home	alone	through	the	Birch	Path	and	Violet	Vale,	it	was	all	the	former
could	do	to	keep	her	seat	and	refrain	from	rushing	impulsively	after	her	chum.	A
lump	 came	 into	 her	 throat,	 and	 she	 hastily	 retired	 behind	 the	 pages	 of	 her
uplifted	Latin	grammar	to	hide	the	tears	in	her	eyes.	Not	for	worlds	would	Anne
have	had	Gilbert	Blythe	or	Josie	Pye	see	those	tears.
"But,	oh,	Marilla,	I	really	felt	that	I	had	tasted	the	bitterness	of	death,	as	Mr.

Allan	said	in	his	sermon	last	Sunday,	when	I	saw	Diana	go	out	alone,"	she	said
mournfully	that	night.	"I	thought	how	splendid	it	would	have	been	if	Diana	had
only	been	going	to	study	for	the	Entrance,	too.	But	we	can't	have	things	perfect
in	 this	 imperfect	 world,	 as	 Mrs.	 Lynde	 says.	 Mrs.	 Lynde	 isn't	 exactly	 a
comforting	person	sometimes,	but	 there's	no	doubt	she	says	a	great	many	very
true	 things.	And	 I	 think	 the	Queen's	class	 is	going	 to	be	extremely	 interesting.
Jane	and	Ruby	are	just	going	to	study	to	be	teachers.	That	is	the	height	of	their
ambition.	Ruby	says	she	will	only	teach	for	two	years	after	she	gets	through,	and
then	 she	 intends	 to	 be	 married.	 Jane	 says	 she	 will	 devote	 her	 whole	 life	 to
teaching,	and	never,	never	marry,	because	you	are	paid	a	salary	for	teaching,	but
a	husband	won't	pay	you	anything,	and	growls	if	you	ask	for	a	share	in	the	egg
and	 butter	 money.	 I	 expect	 Jane	 speaks	 from	 mournful	 experience,	 for	 Mrs.
Lynde	 says	 that	 her	 father	 is	 a	 perfect	 old	 crank,	 and	 meaner	 than	 second
skimmings.	 Josie	 Pye	 says	 she	 is	 just	 going	 to	 college	 for	 education's	 sake,
because	she	won't	have	to	earn	her	own	living;	she	says	of	course	it	is	different
with	orphans	who	are	living	on	charity—THEY	have	to	hustle.	Moody	Spurgeon
is	going	 to	be	a	minister.	Mrs.	Lynde	 says	he	couldn't	 be	 anything	else	with	 a
name	like	that	to	live	up	to.	I	hope	it	isn't	wicked	of	me,	Marilla,	but	really	the
thought	 of	 Moody	 Spurgeon	 being	 a	 minister	 makes	 me	 laugh.	 He's	 such	 a
funny-looking	 boy	with	 that	 big	 fat	 face,	 and	 his	 little	 blue	 eyes,	 and	 his	 ears
sticking	out	like	flaps.	But	perhaps	he	will	be	more	intellectual	looking	when	he
grows	up.	Charlie	Sloane	says	he's	going	to	go	into	politics	and	be	a	member	of
Parliament,	but	Mrs.	Lynde	says	he'll	never	succeed	at	that,	because	the	Sloanes
are	all	honest	people,	and	it's	only	rascals	that	get	on	in	politics	nowadays."
"What	is	Gilbert	Blythe	going	to	be?"	queried	Marilla,	seeing	that	Anne	was

opening	her	Caesar.



"I	don't	happen	 to	know	what	Gilbert	Blythe's	ambition	 in	 life	 is—if	he	has
any,"	said	Anne	scornfully.
There	was	open	rivalry	between	Gilbert	and	Anne	now.	Previously	the	rivalry

had	been	rather	onesided,	but	there	was	no	longer	any	doubt	that	Gilbert	was	as
determined	 to	 be	 first	 in	 class	 as	Anne	was.	He	was	 a	 foeman	worthy	 of	 her
steel.	The	other	members	of	the	class	tacitly	acknowledged	their	superiority,	and
never	dreamed	of	trying	to	compete	with	them.
Since	 the	 day	 by	 the	 pond	 when	 she	 had	 refused	 to	 listen	 to	 his	 plea	 for

forgiveness,	Gilbert,	 save	 for	 the	 aforesaid	 determined	 rivalry,	 had	 evinced	 no
recognition	whatever	of	the	existence	of	Anne	Shirley.	He	talked	and	jested	with
the	other	girls,	exchanged	books	and	puzzles	with	 them,	discussed	 lessons	and
plans,	 sometimes	 walked	 home	 with	 one	 or	 the	 other	 of	 them	 from	 prayer
meeting	or	Debating	Club.	But	Anne	Shirley	he	simply	ignored,	and	Anne	found
out	that	it	is	not	pleasant	to	be	ignored.	It	was	in	vain	that	she	told	herself	with	a
toss	of	her	head	that	she	did	not	care.	Deep	down	in	her	wayward,	feminine	little
heart	she	knew	that	she	did	care,	and	that	if	she	had	that	chance	of	the	Lake	of
Shining	 Waters	 again	 she	 would	 answer	 very	 differently.	 All	 at	 once,	 as	 it
seemed,	 and	 to	 her	 secret	 dismay,	 she	 found	 that	 the	 old	 resentment	 she	 had
cherished	against	him	was	gone—gone	just	when	she	most	needed	its	sustaining
power.	 It	 was	 in	 vain	 that	 she	 recalled	 every	 incident	 and	 emotion	 of	 that
memorable	occasion	and	 tried	 to	 feel	 the	old	satisfying	anger.	That	day	by	 the
pond	 had	 witnessed	 its	 last	 spasmodic	 flicker.	 Anne	 realized	 that	 she	 had
forgiven	and	forgotten	without	knowing	it.	But	it	was	too	late.
And	 at	 least	 neither	Gilbert	 nor	 anybody	 else,	 not	 even	Diana,	 should	 ever

suspect	how	sorry	she	was	and	how	much	she	wished	she	hadn't	been	so	proud
and	horrid!	She	determined	to	"shroud	her	feelings	 in	deepest	oblivion,"	and	 it
may	 be	 stated	 here	 and	 now	 that	 she	 did	 it,	 so	 successfully	 that	Gilbert,	 who
possibly	was	 not	 quite	 so	 indifferent	 as	 he	 seemed,	 could	 not	 console	 himself
with	any	belief	that	Anne	felt	his	retaliatory	scorn.	The	only	poor	comfort	he	had
was	 that	 she	 snubbed	 Charlie	 Sloane,	 unmercifully,	 continually,	 and
undeservedly.
Otherwise	 the	winter	passed	away	 in	a	 round	of	pleasant	duties	and	studies.

For	Anne	the	days	slipped	by	like	golden	beads	on	the	necklace	of	the	year.	She
was	happy,	 eager,	 interested;	 there	were	 lessons	 to	be	 learned	and	honor	 to	be
won;	delightful	books	to	read;	new	pieces	to	be	practiced	for	the	Sunday-school
choir;	 pleasant	 Saturday	 afternoons	 at	 the	 manse	 with	 Mrs.	 Allan;	 and	 then,
almost	before	Anne	realized	it,	spring	had	come	again	to	Green	Gables	and	all
the	world	was	abloom	once	more.
Studies	 palled	 just	 a	 wee	 bit	 then;	 the	 Queen's	 class,	 left	 behind	 in	 school



while	 the	 others	 scattered	 to	 green	 lanes	 and	 leafy	 wood	 cuts	 and	 meadow
byways,	 looked	wistfully	 out	 of	 the	windows	 and	 discovered	 that	 Latin	 verbs
and	French	exercises	had	somehow	lost	the	tang	and	zest	they	had	possessed	in
the	 crisp	 winter	months.	 Even	Anne	 and	Gilbert	 lagged	 and	 grew	 indifferent.
Teacher	 and	 taught	 were	 alike	 glad	 when	 the	 term	 was	 ended	 and	 the	 glad
vacation	days	stretched	rosily	before	them.
"But	you've	done	good	work	this	past	year,"	Miss	Stacy	told	them	on	the	last

evening,	"and	you	deserve	a	good,	jolly	vacation.	Have	the	best	time	you	can	in
the	out-of-door	world	and	lay	in	a	good	stock	of	health	and	vitality	and	ambition
to	carry	you	through	next	year.	It	will	be	the	tug	of	war,	you	know—the	last	year
before	the	Entrance."
"Are	you	going	to	be	back	next	year,	Miss	Stacy?"	asked	Josie	Pye.
Josie	Pye	never	scrupled	to	ask	questions;	in	this	instance	the	rest	of	the	class

felt	grateful	to	her;	none	of	them	would	have	dared	to	ask	it	of	Miss	Stacy,	but
all	wanted	 to,	 for	 there	had	been	alarming	rumors	 running	at	 large	 through	 the
school	for	some	time	that	Miss	Stacy	was	not	coming	back	the	next	year—that
she	had	been	offered	a	position	in	the	grade	school	of	her	own	home	district	and
meant	 to	 accept.	 The	 Queen's	 class	 listened	 in	 breathless	 suspense	 for	 her
answer.
"Yes,	I	think	I	will,"	said	Miss	Stacy.	"I	thought	of	taking	another	school,	but	I

have	decided	to	come	back	to	Avonlea.	To	tell	the	truth,	I've	grown	so	interested
in	my	 pupils	 here	 that	 I	 found	 I	 couldn't	 leave	 them.	 So	 I'll	 stay	 and	 see	 you
through."
"Hurrah!"	said	Moody	Spurgeon.	Moody	Spurgeon	had	never	been	so	carried

away	 by	 his	 feelings	 before,	 and	 he	 blushed	 uncomfortably	 every	 time	 he
thought	about	it	for	a	week.
"Oh,	 I'm	 so	 glad,"	 said	 Anne,	 with	 shining	 eyes.	 "Dear	 Stacy,	 it	 would	 be

perfectly	dreadful	if	you	didn't	come	back.	I	don't	believe	I	could	have	the	heart
to	go	on	with	my	studies	at	all	if	another	teacher	came	here."
When	Anne	got	home	that	night	she	stacked	all	her	textbooks	away	in	an	old

trunk	in	the	attic,	locked	it,	and	threw	the	key	into	the	blanket	box.
"I'm	 not	 even	 going	 to	 look	 at	 a	 schoolbook	 in	 vacation,"	 she	 told	Marilla.

"I've	 studied	 as	 hard	 all	 the	 term	 as	 I	 possibly	 could	 and	 I've	 pored	 over	 that
geometry	until	I	know	every	proposition	in	the	first	book	off	by	heart,	even	when
the	letters	ARE	changed.	I	just	feel	tired	of	everything	sensible	and	I'm	going	to
let	my	imagination	run	riot	for	the	summer.	Oh,	you	needn't	be	alarmed,	Marilla.
I'll	only	 let	 it	 run	 riot	within	 reasonable	 limits.	But	 I	want	 to	have	a	 real	good
jolly	 time	 this	 summer,	 for	maybe	 it's	 the	 last	 summer	 I'll	be	a	 little	girl.	Mrs.
Lynde	says	that	if	I	keep	stretching	out	next	year	as	I've	done	this	I'll	have	to	put



on	longer	skirts.	She	says	I'm	all	 running	 to	 legs	and	eyes.	And	when	I	put	on
longer	skirts	I	shall	feel	that	I	have	to	live	up	to	them	and	be	very	dignified.	It
won't	 even	 do	 to	 believe	 in	 fairies	 then,	 I'm	 afraid;	 so	 I'm	going	 to	 believe	 in
them	with	all	my	whole	heart	this	summer.	I	think	we're	going	to	have	a	very	gay
vacation.	 Ruby	 Gillis	 is	 going	 to	 have	 a	 birthday	 party	 soon	 and	 there's	 the
Sunday	 school	 picnic	 and	 the	missionary	 concert	 next	month.	 And	Mr.	 Barry
says	that	some	evening	he'll	 take	Diana	and	me	over	to	the	White	Sands	Hotel
and	have	dinner	 there.	They	have	dinner	 there	 in	 the	evening,	you	know.	 Jane
Andrews	was	over	once	last	summer	and	she	says	it	was	a	dazzling	sight	to	see
the	 electric	 lights	 and	 the	 flowers	 and	 all	 the	 lady	 guests	 in	 such	 beautiful
dresses.	Jane	says	it	was	her	first	glimpse	into	high	life	and	she'll	never	forget	it
to	her	dying	day."
Mrs.	Lynde	came	up	the	next	afternoon	to	find	out	why	Marilla	had	not	been

at	 the	Aid	meeting	on	Thursday.	When	Marilla	was	not	at	Aid	meeting	people
knew	there	was	something	wrong	at	Green	Gables.
"Matthew	had	a	bad	spell	with	his	heart	Thursday,"	Marilla	explained,	"and	I

didn't	feel	like	leaving	him.	Oh,	yes,	he's	all	right	again	now,	but	he	takes	them
spells	 oftener	 than	 he	 used	 to	 and	 I'm	 anxious	 about	 him.	The	 doctor	 says	 he
must	be	careful	to	avoid	excitement.	That's	easy	enough,	for	Matthew	doesn't	go
about	looking	for	excitement	by	any	means	and	never	did,	but	he's	not	to	do	any
very	heavy	work	either	and	you	might	as	well	tell	Matthew	not	to	breathe	as	not
to	work.	Come	and	lay	off	your	things,	Rachel.	You'll	stay	to	tea?"
"Well,	 seeing	 you're	 so	 pressing,	 perhaps	 I	 might	 as	 well,	 stay"	 said	 Mrs.

Rachel,	who	had	not	the	slightest	intention	of	doing	anything	else.
Mrs.	Rachel	and	Marilla	sat	comfortably	in	the	parlor	while	Anne	got	the	tea

and	 made	 hot	 biscuits	 that	 were	 light	 and	 white	 enough	 to	 defy	 even	 Mrs.
Rachel's	criticism.
"I	must	say	Anne	has	turned	out	a	real	smart	girl,"	admitted	Mrs.	Rachel,	as

Marilla	accompanied	her	 to	the	end	of	 the	lane	at	sunset.	"She	must	be	a	great
help	to	you."
"She	 is,"	 said	Marilla,	 "and	 she's	 real	 steady	 and	 reliable	 now.	 I	 used	 to	 be

afraid	she'd	never	get	over	her	featherbrained	ways,	but	she	has	and	I	wouldn't
be	afraid	to	trust	her	in	anything	now."
"I	never	would	have	thought	she'd	have	turned	out	so	well	that	first	day	I	was

here	 three	years	ago,"	 said	Mrs.	Rachel.	 "Lawful	heart,	 shall	 I	 ever	 forget	 that
tantrum	of	hers!	When	I	went	home	that	night	I	says	 to	Thomas,	says	I,	 'Mark
my	words,	Thomas,	Marilla	Cuthbert'll	live	to	rue	the	step	she's	took.'	But	I	was
mistaken	and	I'm	real	glad	of	it.	I	ain't	one	of	those	kind	of	people,	Marilla,	as
can	never	be	brought	to	own	up	that	they've	made	a	mistake.	No,	that	never	was



my	way,	thank	goodness.	I	did	make	a	mistake	in	judging	Anne,	but	it	weren't	no
wonder,	 for	 an	 odder,	 unexpecteder	 witch	 of	 a	 child	 there	 never	 was	 in	 this
world,	that's	what.	There	was	no	ciphering	her	out	by	the	rules	that	worked	with
other	 children.	 It's	 nothing	 short	 of	wonderful	 how	 she's	 improved	 these	 three
years,	but	especially	in	looks.	She's	a	real	pretty	girl	got	to	be,	though	I	can't	say
I'm	overly	partial	to	that	pale,	big-eyed	style	myself.	I	like	more	snap	and	color,
like	 Diana	 Barry	 has	 or	 Ruby	 Gillis.	 Ruby	 Gillis's	 looks	 are	 real	 showy.	 But
somehow—I	don't	know	how	it	is	but	when	Anne	and	them	are	together,	though
she	ain't	half	as	handsome,	she	makes	them	look	kind	of	common	and	overdone
—something	like	them	white	June	lilies	she	calls	narcissus	alongside	of	the	big,
red	peonies,	that's	what."



Chapter		31	
Where	the	Brook	and	River	Meet
Anne	 had	 her	 "good"	 summer	 and	 enjoyed	 it	 wholeheartedly.	 She	 and	 Diana
fairly	 lived	 outdoors,	 reveling	 in	 all	 the	 delights	 that	 Lover's	 Lane	 and	 the
Dryad's	Bubble	and	Willowmere	and	Victoria	Island	afforded.	Marilla	offered	no
objections	to	Anne's	gypsyings.	The	Spencervale	doctor	who	had	come	the	night
Minnie	May	 had	 the	 croup	met	Anne	 at	 the	 house	 of	 a	 patient	 one	 afternoon
early	 in	 vacation,	 looked	 her	 over	 sharply,	 screwed	 up	 his	 mouth,	 shook	 his
head,	and	sent	a	message	to	Marilla	Cuthbert	by	another	person.	It	was:
"Keep	that	redheaded	girl	of	yours	in	the	open	air	all	summer	and	don't	let	her

read	books	until	she	gets	more	spring	into	her	step."
This	message	frightened	Marilla	wholesomely.	She	read	Anne's	death	warrant

by	consumption	 in	 it	unless	 it	was	scrupulously	obeyed.	As	a	result,	Anne	had
the	 golden	 summer	 of	 her	 life	 as	 far	 as	 freedom	and	 frolic	went.	 She	walked,
rowed,	berried,	and	dreamed	 to	her	heart's	content;	and	when	September	came
she	 was	 bright-eyed	 and	 alert,	 with	 a	 step	 that	 would	 have	 satisfied	 the
Spencervale	doctor	and	a	heart	full	of	ambition	and	zest	once	more.
"I	 feel	 just	 like	studying	with	might	and	main,"	 she	declared	as	 she	brought

her	books	down	from	the	attic.	"Oh,	you	good	old	friends,	I'm	glad	to	see	your
honest	faces	once	more—yes,	even	you,	geometry.	I've	had	a	perfectly	beautiful
summer,	Marilla,	 and	now	 I'm	 rejoicing	 as	 a	 strong	man	 to	 run	 a	 race,	 as	Mr.
Allan	 said	 last	 Sunday.	 Doesn't	 Mr.	 Allan	 preach	 magnificent	 sermons?	Mrs.
Lynde	 says	 he	 is	 improving	 every	 day	 and	 the	 first	 thing	we	 know	 some	 city
church	will	gobble	him	up	and	then	we'll	be	left	and	have	to	turn	to	and	break	in
another	green	preacher.	But	 I	don't	 see	 the	use	of	meeting	 trouble	halfway,	do
you,	Marilla?	 I	 think	 it	would	be	better	 just	 to	enjoy	Mr.	Allan	while	we	have
him.	If	I	were	a	man	I	think	I'd	be	a	minister.	They	can	have	such	an	influence
for	good,	 if	 their	 theology	 is	sound;	and	 it	must	be	 thrilling	 to	preach	splendid
sermons	and	stir	your	hearers'	hearts.	Why	can't	women	be	ministers,	Marilla?	I
asked	Mrs.	Lynde	 that	and	she	was	shocked	and	said	 it	would	be	a	scandalous
thing.	She	 said	 there	might	 be	 female	ministers	 in	 the	States	 and	 she	believed
there	was,	but	thank	goodness	we	hadn't	got	to	that	stage	in	Canada	yet	and	she
hoped	we	never	would.	But	I	don't	see	why.	I	think	women	would	make	splendid



ministers.	When	there	is	a	social	to	be	got	up	or	a	church	tea	or	anything	else	to
raise	money	the	women	have	to	turn	to	and	do	the	work.	I'm	sure	Mrs.	Lynde	can
pray	every	bit	as	well	as	Superintendent	Bell	and	I've	no	doubt	she	could	preach
too	with	a	little	practice."
"Yes,	 I	believe	she	could,"	said	Marilla	dryly.	"She	does	plenty	of	unofficial

preaching	as	 it	 is.	Nobody	has	much	of	a	chance	 to	go	wrong	in	Avonlea	with
Rachel	to	oversee	them."
"Marilla,"	said	Anne	 in	a	burst	of	confidence,	"I	want	 to	 tell	you	something

and	 ask	 you	 what	 you	 think	 about	 it.	 It	 has	 worried	 me	 terribly—on	 Sunday
afternoons,	that	is,	when	I	think	specially	about	such	matters.	I	do	really	want	to
be	good;	and	when	I'm	with	you	or	Mrs.	Allan	or	Miss	Stacy	I	want	it	more	than
ever	and	I	want	to	do	just	what	would	please	you	and	what	you	would	approve
of.	But	mostly	when	I'm	with	Mrs.	Lynde	I	feel	desperately	wicked	and	as	 if	 I
wanted	to	go	and	do	the	very	thing	she	tells	me	I	oughtn't	to	do.	I	feel	irresistibly
tempted	to	do	it.	Now,	what	do	you	think	is	the	reason	I	feel	like	that?	Do	you
think	it's	because	I'm	really	bad	and	unregenerate?"
Marilla	looked	dubious	for	a	moment.	Then	she	laughed.
"If	you	are	I	guess	I	am	too,	Anne,	for	Rachel	often	has	that	very	effect	on	me.

I	sometimes	think	she'd	have	more	of	an	influence	for	good,	as	you	say	yourself,
if	she	didn't	keep	nagging	people	to	do	right.	There	should	have	been	a	special
commandment	against	nagging.	But	there,	I	shouldn't	 talk	so.	Rachel	is	a	good
Christian	woman	and	she	means	well.	There	isn't	a	kinder	soul	 in	Avonlea	and
she	never	shirks	her	share	of	work."
"I'm	very	glad	you	feel	the	same,"	said	Anne	decidedly.	"It's	so	encouraging.	I

shan't	worry	so	much	over	that	after	this.	But	I	dare	say	there'll	be	other	things	to
worry	me.	They	keep	coming	up	new	all	 the	 time—things	 to	perplex	you,	you
know.	You	settle	one	question	and	there's	another	right	after.	There	are	so	many
things	 to	 be	 thought	 over	 and	 decided	 when	 you're	 beginning	 to	 grow	 up.	 It
keeps	me	busy	all	the	time	thinking	them	over	and	deciding	what	is	right.	It's	a
serious	thing	to	grow	up,	isn't	it,	Marilla?	But	when	I	have	such	good	friends	as
you	 and	 Matthew	 and	 Mrs.	 Allan	 and	 Miss	 Stacy	 I	 ought	 to	 grow	 up
successfully,	 and	 I'm	 sure	 it	will	 be	my	 own	 fault	 if	 I	 don't.	 I	 feel	 it's	 a	 great
responsibility	because	I	have	only	the	one	chance.	If	I	don't	grow	up	right	I	can't
go	back	and	begin	over	again.	I've	grown	two	inches	this	summer,	Marilla.	Mr.
Gillis	 measured	 me	 at	 Ruby's	 party.	 I'm	 so	 glad	 you	 made	 my	 new	 dresses
longer.	That	dark-green	one	 is	 so	pretty	and	 it	was	 sweet	of	you	 to	put	on	 the
flounce.	Of	course	I	know	it	wasn't	really	necessary,	but	flounces	are	so	stylish
this	fall	and	Josie	Pye	has	flounces	on	all	her	dresses.	I	know	I'll	be	able	to	study
better	because	of	mine.	I	shall	have	such	a	comfortable	feeling	deep	down	in	my



mind	about	that	flounce."
"It's	worth	something	to	have	that,"	admitted	Marilla.
Miss	Stacy	came	back	 to	Avonlea	 school	 and	 found	all	 her	pupils	 eager	 for

work	once	more.	Especially	did	the	Queen's	class	gird	up	their	loins	for	the	fray,
for	 at	 the	 end	 of	 the	 coming	 year,	 dimly	 shadowing	 their	 pathway	 already,
loomed	up	 that	 fateful	 thing	known	as	"the	Entrance,"	at	 the	 thought	of	which
one	and	all	felt	their	hearts	sink	into	their	very	shoes.	Suppose	they	did	not	pass!
That	 thought	 was	 doomed	 to	 haunt	 Anne	 through	 the	 waking	 hours	 of	 that
winter,	Sunday	afternoons	inclusive,	to	the	almost	entire	exclusion	of	moral	and
theological	 problems.	 When	 Anne	 had	 bad	 dreams	 she	 found	 herself	 staring
miserably	at	pass	lists	of	the	Entrance	exams,	where	Gilbert	Blythe's	name	was
blazoned	at	the	top	and	in	which	hers	did	not	appear	at	all.
But	 it	 was	 a	 jolly,	 busy,	 happy	 swift-flying	 winter.	 Schoolwork	 was	 as

interesting,	 class	 rivalry	 as	 absorbing,	 as	 of	 yore.	 New	 worlds	 of	 thought,
feeling,	and	ambition,	fresh,	fascinating	fields	of	unexplored	knowledge	seemed
to	be	opening	out	before	Anne's	eager	eyes.

"Hills	peeped	o'er	hill	and	Alps	on	Alps	arose."

Much	 of	 all	 this	 was	 due	 to	 Miss	 Stacy's	 tactful,	 careful,	 broadminded
guidance.	She	led	her	class	to	think	and	explore	and	discover	for	themselves	and
encouraged	 straying	 from	 the	 old	 beaten	 paths	 to	 a	 degree	 that	 quite	 shocked
Mrs.	Lynde	and	the	school	 trustees,	who	viewed	all	 innovations	on	established
methods	rather	dubiously.
Apart	 from	 her	 studies	Anne	 expanded	 socially,	 for	Marilla,	mindful	 of	 the

Spencervale	doctor's	dictum,	no	longer	vetoed	occasional	outings.	The	Debating
Club	flourished	and	gave	several	concerts;	there	were	one	or	two	parties	almost
verging	on	grown-up	affairs;	there	were	sleigh	drives	and	skating	frolics	galore.
Betweentimes	Anne	grew,	shooting	up	so	rapidly	that	Marilla	was	astonished

one	day,	when	 they	were	 standing	side	by	side,	 to	 find	 the	girl	was	 taller	 than
herself.
"Why,	 Anne,	 how	 you've	 grown!"	 she	 said,	 almost	 unbelievingly.	 A	 sigh

followed	on	the	words.	Marilla	felt	a	queer	regret	over	Anne's	inches.	The	child
she	had	 learned	 to	 love	had	vanished	somehow	and	here	was	 this	 tall,	 serious-
eyed	girl	of	fifteen,	with	the	thoughtful	brows	and	the	proudly	poised	little	head,
in	her	place.	Marilla	loved	the	girl	as	much	as	she	had	loved	the	child,	but	she
was	conscious	of	a	queer	sorrowful	sense	of	loss.	And	that	night,	when	Anne	had
gone	to	prayer	meeting	with	Diana,	Marilla	sat	alone	in	the	wintry	twilight	and
indulged	in	the	weakness	of	a	cry.	Matthew,	coming	in	with	a	lantern,	caught	her



at	it	and	gazed	at	her	in	such	consternation	that	Marilla	had	to	laugh	through	her
tears.
"I	was	thinking	about	Anne,"	she	explained.	"She's	got	to	be	such	a	big	girl—

and	she'll	probably	be	away	from	us	next	winter.	I'll	miss	her	terrible."
"She'll	be	able	to	come	home	often,"	comforted	Matthew,	to	whom	Anne	was

as	 yet	 and	 always	 would	 be	 the	 little,	 eager	 girl	 he	 had	 brought	 home	 from
Bright	River	on	that	June	evening	four	years	before.	"The	branch	railroad	will	be
built	to	Carmody	by	that	time."
"It	won't	 be	 the	 same	 thing	 as	 having	her	 here	 all	 the	 time,"	 sighed	Marilla

gloomily,	determined	to	enjoy	her	luxury	of	grief	uncomforted.	"But	there—men
can't	understand	these	things!"
There	were	other	changes	in	Anne	no	less	real	than	the	physical	change.	For

one	 thing,	 she	 became	 much	 quieter.	 Perhaps	 she	 thought	 all	 the	 more	 and
dreamed	 as	 much	 as	 ever,	 but	 she	 certainly	 talked	 less.	 Marilla	 noticed	 and
commented	on	this	also.
"You	don't	chatter	half	as	much	as	you	used	to,	Anne,	nor	use	half	as	many	big

words.	What	has	come	over	you?"
Anne	 colored	 and	 laughed	 a	 little,	 as	 she	 dropped	 her	 book	 and	 looked

dreamily	 out	 of	 the	window,	where	 big	 fat	 red	 buds	were	 bursting	 out	 on	 the
creeper	in	response	to	the	lure	of	the	spring	sunshine.
"I	 don't	 know—I	 don't	 want	 to	 talk	 as	 much,"	 she	 said,	 denting	 her	 chin

thoughtfully	 with	 her	 forefinger.	 "It's	 nicer	 to	 think	 dear,	 pretty	 thoughts	 and
keep	them	in	one's	heart,	 like	treasures.	I	don't	 like	to	have	them	laughed	at	or
wondered	 over.	 And	 somehow	 I	 don't	 want	 to	 use	 big	 words	 any	 more.	 It's
almost	a	pity,	isn't	it,	now	that	I'm	really	growing	big	enough	to	say	them	if	I	did
want	to.	It's	fun	to	be	almost	grown	up	in	some	ways,	but	it's	not	the	kind	of	fun
I	 expected,	Marilla.	There's	 so	much	 to	 learn	 and	do	 and	 think	 that	 there	 isn't
time	for	big	words.	Besides,	Miss	Stacy	says	 the	short	ones	are	much	stronger
and	better.	She	makes	us	write	all	our	essays	as	simply	as	possible.	It	was	hard	at
first.	I	was	so	used	to	crowding	in	all	the	fine	big	words	I	could	think	of—and	I
thought	of	any	number	of	them.	But	I've	got	used	to	it	now	and	I	see	it's	so	much
better."
"What	has	become	of	your	 story	club?	 I	haven't	heard	you	 speak	of	 it	 for	 a

long	time."
"The	 story	 club	 isn't	 in	 existence	 any	 longer.	 We	 hadn't	 time	 for	 it—and

anyhow	I	think	we	had	got	tired	of	it.	It	was	silly	to	be	writing	about	love	and
murder	 and	 elopements	 and	 mysteries.	 Miss	 Stacy	 sometimes	 has	 us	 write	 a
story	 for	 training	 in	 composition,	but	 she	won't	 let	 us	write	 anything	but	what
might	happen	in	Avonlea	in	our	own	lives,	and	she	criticizes	it	very	sharply	and



makes	us	criticize	our	own	too.	I	never	 thought	my	compositions	had	so	many
faults	until	I	began	to	look	for	them	myself.	I	felt	so	ashamed	I	wanted	to	give	up
altogether,	but	Miss	Stacy	said	I	could	learn	to	write	well	if	I	only	trained	myself
to	be	my	own	severest	critic.	And	so	I	am	trying	to."
"You've	 only	 two	more	months	 before	 the	Entrance,"	 said	Marilla.	 "Do	you

think	you'll	be	able	to	get	through?"
Anne	shivered.
"I	 don't	 know.	 Sometimes	 I	 think	 I'll	 be	 all	 right—and	 then	 I	 get	 horribly

afraid.	 We've	 studied	 hard	 and	 Miss	 Stacy	 has	 drilled	 us	 thoroughly,	 but	 we
mayn't	 get	 through	 for	 all	 that.	 We've	 each	 got	 a	 stumbling	 block.	 Mine	 is
geometry	of	course,	and	Jane's	is	Latin,	and	Ruby	and	Charlie's	is	algebra,	and
Josie's	 is	 arithmetic.	Moody	 Spurgeon	 says	 he	 feels	 it	 in	 his	 bones	 that	 he	 is
going	to	fail	 in	English	history.	Miss	Stacy	is	going	to	give	us	examinations	in
June	 just	 as	hard	 as	we'll	 have	 at	 the	Entrance	 and	mark	us	 just	 as	 strictly,	 so
we'll	have	some	idea.	I	wish	it	was	all	over,	Marilla.	It	haunts	me.	Sometimes	I
wake	up	in	the	night	and	wonder	what	I'll	do	if	I	don't	pass."
"Why,	go	to	school	next	year	and	try	again,"	said	Marilla	unconcernedly.
"Oh,	I	don't	believe	I'd	have	the	heart	for	it.	It	would	be	such	a	disgrace	to	fail,

especially	if	Gil—if	the	others	passed.	And	I	get	so	nervous	in	an	examination
that	 I'm	 likely	 to	make	 a	mess	 of	 it.	 I	 wish	 I	 had	 nerves	 like	 Jane	 Andrews.
Nothing	rattles	her."
Anne	sighed	and,	dragging	her	eyes	from	the	witcheries	of	the	spring	world,

the	beckoning	day	of	breeze	and	blue,	 and	 the	green	 things	upspringing	 in	 the
garden,	buried	herself	resolutely	in	her	book.	There	would	be	other	springs,	but
if	 she	 did	 not	 succeed	 in	 passing	 the	 Entrance,	 Anne	 felt	 convinced	 that	 she
would	never	recover	sufficiently	to	enjoy	them.



Chapter		32	
The	Pass	List	Is	Out
With	 the	end	of	June	came	 the	close	of	 the	 term	and	 the	close	of	Miss	Stacy's
rule	in	Avonlea	school.	Anne	and	Diana	walked	home	that	evening	feeling	very
sober	 indeed.	Red	 eyes	 and	 damp	handkerchiefs	 bore	 convincing	 testimony	 to
the	fact	that	Miss	Stacy's	farewell	words	must	have	been	quite	as	touching	as	Mr.
Phillips's	had	been	under	similar	circumstances	three	years	before.	Diana	looked
back	at	the	schoolhouse	from	the	foot	of	the	spruce	hill	and	sighed	deeply.
"It	does	seem	as	if	it	was	the	end	of	everything,	doesn't	it?"	she	said	dismally.
"You	oughtn't	to	feel	half	as	badly	as	I	do,"	said	Anne,	hunting	vainly	for	a	dry

spot	on	her	handkerchief.	"You'll	be	back	again	next	winter,	but	 I	suppose	I've
left	the	dear	old	school	forever—if	I	have	good	luck,	that	is."
"It	won't	be	a	bit	 the	same.	Miss	Stacy	won't	be	 there,	nor	you	nor	Jane	nor

Ruby	probably.	 I	shall	have	 to	sit	all	alone,	 for	 I	couldn't	bear	 to	have	another
deskmate	after	you.	Oh,	we	have	had	jolly	times,	haven't	we,	Anne?	It's	dreadful
to	think	they're	all	over."
Two	big	tears	rolled	down	by	Diana's	nose.
"If	you	would	stop	crying	I	could,"	said	Anne	imploringly.	"Just	as	soon	as	I

put	away	my	hanky	I	see	you	brimming	up	and	that	starts	me	off	again.	As	Mrs.
Lynde	says,	'If	you	can't	be	cheerful,	be	as	cheerful	as	you	can.'	After	all,	I	dare
say	I'll	be	back	next	year.	This	is	one	of	the	times	I	KNOW	I'm	not	going	to	pass.
They're	getting	alarmingly	frequent."
"Why,	you	came	out	splendidly	in	the	exams	Miss	Stacy	gave."
"Yes,	but	those	exams	didn't	make	me	nervous.	When	I	think	of	the	real	thing

you	can't	imagine	what	a	horrid	cold	fluttery	feeling	comes	round	my	heart.	And
then	 my	 number	 is	 thirteen	 and	 Josie	 Pye	 says	 it's	 so	 unlucky.	 I	 am	 NOT
superstitious	 and	 I	 know	 it	 can	make	 no	 difference.	 But	 still	 I	 wish	 it	 wasn't
thirteen."
"I	 do	 wish	 I	 was	 going	 in	 with	 you,"	 said	 Diana.	 "Wouldn't	 we	 have	 a

perfectly	elegant	time?	But	I	suppose	you'll	have	to	cram	in	the	evenings."
"No;	Miss	Stacy	has	made	us	promise	not	 to	open	a	book	at	all.	She	says	 it

would	only	tire	and	confuse	us	and	we	are	to	go	out	walking	and	not	think	about
the	exams	at	all	and	go	to	bed	early.	It's	good	advice,	but	I	expect	it	will	be	hard



to	follow;	good	advice	is	apt	to	be,	I	think.	Prissy	Andrews	told	me	that	she	sat
up	half	 the	night	every	night	of	her	Entrance	week	and	crammed	for	dear	 life;
and	I	had	determined	to	sit	up	AT	LEAST	as	long	as	she	did.	It	was	so	kind	of
your	Aunt	Josephine	to	ask	me	to	stay	at	Beechwood	while	I'm	in	town."
"You'll	write	to	me	while	you're	in,	won't	you?"
"I'll	write	Tuesday	night	and	tell	you	how	the	first	day	goes,"	promised	Anne.
"I'll	be	haunting	the	post	office	Wednesday,"	vowed	Diana.
Anne	went	to	town	the	following	Monday	and	on	Wednesday	Diana	haunted

the	post	office,	as	agreed,	and	got	her	letter.
"Dearest	Diana"	[wrote	Anne],
"Here	 it	 is	 Tuesday	 night	 and	 I'm	writing	 this	 in	 the	 library	 at	Beechwood.

Last	night	 I	was	horribly	 lonesome	all	 alone	 in	my	 room	and	wished	so	much
you	were	with	me.	I	couldn't	"cram"	because	I'd	promised	Miss	Stacy	not	to,	but
it	was	 as	hard	 to	keep	 from	opening	my	history	 as	 it	 used	 to	be	 to	keep	 from
reading	a	story	before	my	lessons	were	learned.
"This	morning	Miss	Stacy	came	for	me	and	we	went	to	the	Academy,	calling

for	Jane	and	Ruby	and	Josie	on	our	way.	Ruby	asked	me	to	feel	her	hands	and
they	were	as	cold	as	ice.	Josie	said	I	 looked	as	if	I	hadn't	slept	a	wink	and	she
didn't	believe	I	was	strong	enough	to	stand	the	grind	of	the	teacher's	course	even
if	I	did	get	through.	There	are	times	and	seasons	even	yet	when	I	don't	feel	that
I've	made	any	great	headway	in	learning	to	like	Josie	Pye!
"When	we	reached	the	Academy	there	were	scores	of	students	there	from	all

over	 the	 Island.	 The	 first	 person	we	 saw	was	Moody	 Spurgeon	 sitting	 on	 the
steps	and	muttering	away	to	himself.	Jane	asked	him	what	on	earth	he	was	doing
and	he	said	he	was	repeating	the	multiplication	table	over	and	over	to	steady	his
nerves	 and	 for	 pity's	 sake	 not	 to	 interrupt	 him,	 because	 if	 he	 stopped	 for	 a
moment	 he	 got	 frightened	 and	 forgot	 everything	 he	 ever	 knew,	 but	 the
multiplication	table	kept	all	his	facts	firmly	in	their	proper	place!
"When	we	were	assigned	to	our	rooms	Miss	Stacy	had	to	leave	us.	Jane	and	I

sat	 together	 and	 Jane	 was	 so	 composed	 that	 I	 envied	 her.	 No	 need	 of	 the
multiplication	table	for	good,	steady,	sensible	Jane!	I	wondered	if	I	 looked	as	I
felt	and	if	they	could	hear	my	heart	thumping	clear	across	the	room.	Then	a	man
came	in	and	began	distributing	the	English	examination	sheets.	My	hands	grew
cold	 then	and	my	head	 fairly	whirled	around	as	 I	picked	 it	 up.	 Just	one	awful
moment—Diana,	I	felt	exactly	as	I	did	four	years	ago	when	I	asked	Marilla	if	I
might	stay	at	Green	Gables—and	then	everything	cleared	up	in	my	mind	and	my
heart	began	beating	again—I	forgot	to	say	that	it	had	stopped	altogether!—for	I
knew	I	could	do	something	with	THAT	paper	anyhow.
"At	 noon	 we	 went	 home	 for	 dinner	 and	 then	 back	 again	 for	 history	 in	 the



afternoon.	The	history	was	a	pretty	hard	paper	and	I	got	dreadfully	mixed	up	in
the	 dates.	 Still,	 I	 think	 I	 did	 fairly	 well	 today.	 But	 oh,	 Diana,	 tomorrow	 the
geometry	 exam	 comes	 off	 and	 when	 I	 think	 of	 it	 it	 takes	 every	 bit	 of
determination	 I	 possess	 to	 keep	 from	 opening	 my	 Euclid.	 If	 I	 thought	 the
multiplication	table	would	help	me	any	I	would	recite	it	from	now	till	tomorrow
morning.
"I	went	 down	 to	 see	 the	 other	 girls	 this	 evening.	On	my	way	 I	met	Moody

Spurgeon	 wandering	 distractedly	 around.	 He	 said	 he	 knew	 he	 had	 failed	 in
history	and	he	was	born	to	be	a	disappointment	to	his	parents	and	he	was	going
home	 on	 the	 morning	 train;	 and	 it	 would	 be	 easier	 to	 be	 a	 carpenter	 than	 a
minister,	anyhow.	I	cheered	him	up	and	persuaded	him	to	stay	to	the	end	because
it	would	 be	 unfair	 to	Miss	 Stacy	 if	 he	 didn't.	 Sometimes	 I	 have	wished	 I	was
born	a	boy,	but	when	I	see	Moody	Spurgeon	I'm	always	glad	I'm	a	girl	and	not
his	sister.
"Ruby	 was	 in	 hysterics	 when	 I	 reached	 their	 boardinghouse;	 she	 had	 just

discovered	 a	 fearful	 mistake	 she	 had	 made	 in	 her	 English	 paper.	 When	 she
recovered	we	went	uptown	and	had	an	ice	cream.	How	we	wished	you	had	been
with	us.
"Oh,	Diana,	 if	only	 the	geometry	examination	were	over!	But	 there,	as	Mrs.

Lynde	would	say,	the	sun	will	go	on	rising	and	setting	whether	I	fail	in	geometry
or	not.	That	is	true	but	not	especially	comforting.	I	think	I'd	rather	it	didn't	go	on
if	I	failed!
"Yours	devotedly,
"Anne"
The	geometry	examination	and	all	the	others	were	over	in	due	time	and	Anne

arrived	home	on	Friday	evening,	rather	tired	but	with	an	air	of	chastened	triumph
about	her.	Diana	was	over	at	Green	Gables	when	she	arrived	and	they	met	as	if
they	had	been	parted	for	years.
"You	old	darling,	it's	perfectly	splendid	to	see	you	back	again.	It	seems	like	an

age	since	you	went	to	town	and	oh,	Anne,	how	did	you	get	along?"
"Pretty	well,	 I	 think,	 in	everything	but	 the	geometry.	 I	don't	know	whether	I

passed	in	it	or	not	and	I	have	a	creepy,	crawly	presentiment	that	I	didn't.	Oh,	how
good	it	is	to	be	back!	Green	Gables	is	the	dearest,	loveliest	spot	in	the	world."
"How	did	the	others	do?"
"The	 girls	 say	 they	 know	 they	 didn't	 pass,	 but	 I	 think	 they	 did	 pretty	well.

Josie	says	the	geometry	was	so	easy	a	child	of	ten	could	do	it!	Moody	Spurgeon
still	thinks	he	failed	in	history	and	Charlie	says	he	failed	in	algebra.	But	we	don't
really	know	anything	about	it	and	won't	until	the	pass	list	is	out.	That	won't	be
for	a	 fortnight.	Fancy	 living	a	 fortnight	 in	 such	suspense!	 I	wish	 I	could	go	 to



sleep	and	never	wake	up	until	it	is	over."
Diana	knew	it	would	be	useless	 to	ask	how	Gilbert	Blythe	had	fared,	so	she

merely	said:
"Oh,	you'll	pass	all	right.	Don't	worry."
"I'd	rather	not	pass	at	all	than	not	come	out	pretty	well	up	on	the	list,"	flashed

Anne,	by	which	she	meant—and	Diana	knew	she	meant—that	success	would	be
incomplete	and	bitter	if	she	did	not	come	out	ahead	of	Gilbert	Blythe.
With	this	end	in	view	Anne	had	strained	every	nerve	during	the	examinations.

So	had	Gilbert.	They	had	met	and	passed	each	other	on	the	street	a	dozen	times
without	any	sign	of	recognition	and	every	time	Anne	had	held	her	head	a	little
higher	and	wished	a	little	more	earnestly	that	she	had	made	friends	with	Gilbert
when	he	asked	her,	and	vowed	a	little	more	determinedly	to	surpass	him	in	the
examination.	 She	 knew	 that	 all	 Avonlea	 junior	 was	 wondering	 which	 would
come	out	first;	she	even	knew	that	Jimmy	Glover	and	Ned	Wright	had	a	bet	on
the	 question	 and	 that	 Josie	Pye	 had	 said	 there	was	 no	 doubt	 in	 the	world	 that
Gilbert	would	be	first;	and	she	felt	 that	her	humiliation	would	be	unbearable	if
she	failed.
But	she	had	another	and	nobler	motive	for	wishing	to	do	well.	She	wanted	to

"pass	high"	for	the	sake	of	Matthew	and	Marilla—especially	Matthew.	Matthew
had	declared	to	her	his	conviction	that	she	"would	beat	the	whole	Island."	That,
Anne	 felt,	 was	 something	 it	 would	 be	 foolish	 to	 hope	 for	 even	 in	 the	wildest
dreams.	But	she	did	hope	fervently	that	she	would	be	among	the	first	ten	at	least,
so	 that	 she	 might	 see	 Matthew's	 kindly	 brown	 eyes	 gleam	 with	 pride	 in	 her
achievement.	 That,	 she	 felt,	 would	 be	 a	 sweet	 reward	 indeed	 for	 all	 her	 hard
work	and	patient	grubbing	among	unimaginative	equations	and	conjugations.
At	the	end	of	the	fortnight	Anne	took	to	"haunting"	the	post	office	also,	in	the

distracted	company	of	Jane,	Ruby,	and	Josie,	opening	the	Charlottetown	dailies
with	 shaking	 hands	 and	 cold,	 sinkaway	 feelings	 as	 bad	 as	 any	 experienced
during	the	Entrance	week.	Charlie	and	Gilbert	were	not	above	doing	this	too,	but
Moody	Spurgeon	stayed	resolutely	away.
"I	haven't	got	the	grit	 to	go	there	and	look	at	a	paper	in	cold	blood,"	he	told

Anne.	 "I'm	 just	 going	 to	 wait	 until	 somebody	 comes	 and	 tells	 me	 suddenly
whether	I've	passed	or	not."
When	three	weeks	had	gone	by	without	the	pass	list	appearing	Anne	began	to

feel	that	she	really	couldn't	stand	the	strain	much	longer.	Her	appetite	failed	and
her	interest	in	Avonlea	doings	languished.	Mrs.	Lynde	wanted	to	know	what	else
you	could	expect	with	a	Tory	superintendent	of	education	at	the	head	of	affairs,
and	Matthew,	noting	Anne's	paleness	and	indifference	and	the	lagging	steps	that
bore	her	home	from	the	post	office	every	afternoon,	began	seriously	to	wonder	if



he	hadn't	better	vote	Grit	at	the	next	election.
But	one	evening	the	news	came.	Anne	was	sitting	at	her	open	window,	for	the

time	 forgetful	 of	 the	woes	 of	 examinations	 and	 the	 cares	 of	 the	world,	 as	 she
drank	in	the	beauty	of	the	summer	dusk,	sweet-scented	with	flower	breaths	from
the	garden	below	and	sibilant	and	rustling	from	the	stir	of	poplars.	The	eastern
sky	above	the	firs	was	flushed	faintly	pink	from	the	reflection	of	the	west,	and
Anne	was	wondering	dreamily	 if	 the	 spirit	of	color	 looked	 like	 that,	when	she
saw	Diana	come	 flying	down	 through	 the	 firs,	over	 the	 log	bridge,	 and	up	 the
slope,	with	a	fluttering	newspaper	in	her	hand.
Anne	sprang	to	her	feet,	knowing	at	once	what	that	paper	contained.	The	pass

list	was	out!	Her	head	whirled	and	her	heart	beat	until	it	hurt	her.	She	could	not
move	a	step.	It	seemed	an	hour	to	her	before	Diana	came	rushing	along	the	hall
and	burst	into	the	room	without	even	knocking,	so	great	was	her	excitement.
"Anne,	you've	passed,"	she	cried,	"passed	the	VERY	FIRST—you	and	Gilbert

both—you're	ties—but	your	name	is	first.	Oh,	I'm	so	proud!"
Diana	 flung	 the	 paper	 on	 the	 table	 and	 herself	 on	 Anne's	 bed,	 utterly

breathless	 and	 incapable	 of	 further	 speech.	Anne	 lighted	 the	 lamp,	 oversetting
the	 match	 safe	 and	 using	 up	 half	 a	 dozen	 matches	 before	 her	 shaking	 hands
could	accomplish	the	task.	Then	she	snatched	up	the	paper.	Yes,	she	had	passed
—there	was	her	name	at	the	very	top	of	a	list	of	two	hundred!	That	moment	was
worth	living	for.
"You	did	just	splendidly,	Anne,"	puffed	Diana,	recovering	sufficiently	to	sit	up

and	 speak,	 for	 Anne,	 starry	 eyed	 and	 rapt,	 had	 not	 uttered	 a	 word.	 "Father
brought	the	paper	home	from	Bright	River	not	ten	minutes	ago—it	came	out	on
the	 afternoon	 train,	 you	 know,	 and	won't	 be	 here	 till	 tomorrow	 by	mail—and
when	I	saw	the	pass	list	I	 just	rushed	over	like	a	wild	thing.	You've	all	passed,
every	one	of	you,	Moody	Spurgeon	and	all,	although	he's	conditioned	in	history.
Jane	and	Ruby	did	pretty	well—they're	halfway	up—and	 so	did	Charlie.	 Josie
just	 scraped	 through	with	 three	marks	 to	 spare,	 but	 you'll	 see	 she'll	 put	 on	 as
many	airs	as	if	she'd	led.	Won't	Miss	Stacy	be	delighted?	Oh,	Anne,	what	does	it
feel	like	to	see	your	name	at	the	head	of	a	pass	list	like	that?	If	it	were	me	I	know
I'd	go	crazy	with	joy.	I	am	pretty	near	crazy	as	it	is,	but	you're	as	calm	and	cool
as	a	spring	evening."
"I'm	 just	 dazzled	 inside,"	 said	Anne.	 "I	want	 to	 say	 a	 hundred	 things,	 and	 I

can't	 find	words	 to	 say	 them	 in.	 I	 never	 dreamed	 of	 this—yes,	 I	 did	 too,	 just
once!	I	let	myself	think	ONCE,	'What	if	I	should	come	out	first?'	quakingly,	you
know,	for	it	seemed	so	vain	and	presumptuous	to	think	I	could	lead	the	Island.
Excuse	me	 a	minute,	Diana.	 I	must	 run	 right	 out	 to	 the	 field	 to	 tell	Matthew.
Then	we'll	go	up	the	road	and	tell	the	good	news	to	the	others."



They	hurried	to	the	hayfield	below	the	barn	where	Matthew	was	coiling	hay,
and,	as	luck	would	have	it,	Mrs.	Lynde	was	talking	to	Marilla	at	the	lane	fence.
"Oh,	Matthew,"	 exclaimed	 Anne,	 "I've	 passed	 and	 I'm	 first—or	 one	 of	 the

first!	I'm	not	vain,	but	I'm	thankful."
"Well	now,	I	always	said	it,"	said	Matthew,	gazing	at	the	pass	list	delightedly.

"I	knew	you	could	beat	them	all	easy."
"You've	done	pretty	well,	 I	must	say,	Anne,"	said	Marilla,	 trying	 to	hide	her

extreme	pride	 in	Anne	from	Mrs.	Rachel's	critical	eye.	But	 that	good	soul	said
heartily:
"I	just	guess	she	has	done	well,	and	far	be	it	from	me	to	be	backward	in	saying

it.	You're	a	credit	to	your	friends,	Anne,	that's	what,	and	we're	all	proud	of	you."
That	 night	 Anne,	 who	 had	 wound	 up	 the	 delightful	 evening	 with	 a	 serious

little	talk	with	Mrs.	Allan	at	the	manse,	knelt	sweetly	by	her	open	window	in	a
great	sheen	of	moonshine	and	murmured	a	prayer	of	gratitude	and	aspiration	that
came	 straight	 from	 her	 heart.	 There	 was	 in	 it	 thankfulness	 for	 the	 past	 and
reverent	 petition	 for	 the	 future;	 and	 when	 she	 slept	 on	 her	 white	 pillow	 her
dreams	were	as	fair	and	bright	and	beautiful	as	maidenhood	might	desire.



Chapter		33	
The	Hotel	Concert
"Put	on	your	white	organdy,	by	all	means,	Anne,"	advised	Diana	decidedly.
They	were	together	in	the	east	gable	chamber;	outside	it	was	only	twilight—a

lovely	 yellowish-green	 twilight	 with	 a	 clear-blue	 cloudless	 sky.	 A	 big	 round
moon,	slowly	deepening	from	her	pallid	 luster	 into	burnished	silver,	hung	over
the	 Haunted	 Wood;	 the	 air	 was	 full	 of	 sweet	 summer	 sounds—sleepy	 birds
twittering,	freakish	breezes,	faraway	voices	and	laughter.	But	in	Anne's	room	the
blind	was	drawn	and	the	lamp	lighted,	for	an	important	toilet	was	being	made.
The	east	gable	was	a	very	different	place	from	what	it	had	been	on	that	night

four	years	before,	when	Anne	had	felt	its	bareness	penetrate	to	the	marrow	of	her
spirit	with	its	inhospitable	chill.	Changes	had	crept	in,	Marilla	conniving	at	them
resignedly,	until	it	was	as	sweet	and	dainty	a	nest	as	a	young	girl	could	desire.
The	velvet	carpet	with	the	pink	roses	and	the	pink	silk	curtains	of	Anne's	early

visions	had	certainly	never	materialized;	but	her	dreams	had	kept	pace	with	her
growth,	and	it	is	not	probable	she	lamented	them.	The	floor	was	covered	with	a
pretty	matting,	and	 the	curtains	 that	 softened	 the	high	window	and	 fluttered	 in
the	vagrant	breezes	were	of	pale-green	art	muslin.	The	walls,	hung	not	with	gold
and	silver	brocade	tapestry,	but	with	a	dainty	apple-blossom	paper,	were	adorned
with	 a	 few	good	 pictures	 given	Anne	 by	Mrs.	Allan.	Miss	 Stacy's	 photograph
occupied	the	place	of	honor,	and	Anne	made	a	sentimental	point	of	keeping	fresh
flowers	on	the	bracket	under	it.	Tonight	a	spike	of	white	lilies	faintly	perfumed
the	room	like	the	dream	of	a	fragrance.	There	was	no	"mahogany	furniture,"	but
there	was	a	white-painted	bookcase	filled	with	books,	a	cushioned	wicker	rocker,
a	 toilet	 table	 befrilled	 with	 white	 muslin,	 a	 quaint,	 gilt-framed	 mirror	 with
chubby	pink	Cupids	and	purple	grapes	painted	over	its	arched	top,	that	used	to
hang	in	the	spare	room,	and	a	low	white	bed.
Anne	was	dressing	for	a	concert	at	the	White	Sands	Hotel.	The	guests	had	got

it	up	 in	aid	of	 the	Charlottetown	hospital,	and	had	hunted	out	all	 the	available
amateur	talent	in	the	surrounding	districts	to	help	it	along.	Bertha	Sampson	and
Pearl	 Clay	 of	 the	 White	 Sands	 Baptist	 choir	 had	 been	 asked	 to	 sing	 a	 duet;
Milton	Clark	 of	Newbridge	was	 to	 give	 a	 violin	 solo;	Winnie	Adella	Blair	 of
Carmody	was	 to	 sing	 a	 Scotch	 ballad;	 and	Laura	 Spencer	 of	 Spencervale	 and



Anne	Shirley	of	Avonlea	were	to	recite.
As	Anne	would	have	said	at	one	time,	it	was	"an	epoch	in	her	life,"	and	she

was	 deliciously	 athrill	 with	 the	 excitement	 of	 it.	Matthew	was	 in	 the	 seventh
heaven	of	gratified	pride	over	the	honor	conferred	on	his	Anne	and	Marilla	was
not	far	behind,	although	she	would	have	died	rather	than	admit	it,	and	said	she
didn't	think	it	was	very	proper	for	a	lot	of	young	folks	to	be	gadding	over	to	the
hotel	without	any	responsible	person	with	them.
Anne	and	Diana	were	to	drive	over	with	Jane	Andrews	and	her	brother	Billy

in	 their	 double-seated	 buggy;	 and	 several	 other	 Avonlea	 girls	 and	 boys	 were
going	 too.	There	was	a	party	of	visitors	expected	out	 from	 town,	and	after	 the
concert	a	supper	was	to	be	given	to	the	performers.

"Do	you	really	think	the	organdy	will	be	best?"	queried	Anne	anxiously.
"I	don't	think	it's	as	pretty	as	my	blue-flowered	muslin—and	it	certainly
isn't	so	fashionable."
"But	it	suits	you	ever	so	much	better,"	said	Diana.	"It's	so	soft	and	frilly	and
clinging.	The	muslin	is	stiff,	and	makes	you	look	too	dressed	up.	But	the
organdy	seems	as	if	it	grew	on	you."

Anne	 sighed	 and	 yielded.	 Diana	 was	 beginning	 to	 have	 a	 reputation	 for
notable	taste	in	dressing,	and	her	advice	on	such	subjects	was	much	sought	after.
She	 was	 looking	 very	 pretty	 herself	 on	 this	 particular	 night	 in	 a	 dress	 of	 the
lovely	wild-rose	pink,	from	which	Anne	was	forever	debarred;	but	she	was	not
to	take	any	part	in	the	concert,	so	her	appearance	was	of	minor	importance.	All
her	 pains	were	 bestowed	 upon	Anne,	who,	 she	 vowed,	must,	 for	 the	 credit	 of
Avonlea,	be	dressed	and	combed	and	adorned	to	the	Queen's	taste.
"Pull	out	that	frill	a	little	more—so;	here,	let	me	tie	your	sash;	now	for	your

slippers.	I'm	going	to	braid	your	hair	in	two	thick	braids,	and	tie	them	halfway
up	with	big	white	bows—no,	don't	pull	out	a	single	curl	over	your	 forehead—
just	have	the	soft	part.	There	is	no	way	you	do	your	hair	suits	you	so	well,	Anne,
and	Mrs.	Allan	says	you	look	like	a	Madonna	when	you	part	it	so.	I	shall	fasten
this	little	white	house	rose	just	behind	your	ear.	There	was	just	one	on	my	bush,
and	I	saved	it	for	you."
"Shall	I	put	my	pearl	beads	on?"	asked	Anne.	"Matthew	brought	me	a	string

from	town	last	week,	and	I	know	he'd	like	to	see	them	on	me."
Diana	pursed	up	her	lips,	put	her	black	head	on	one	side	critically,	and	finally

pronounced	in	favor	of	the	beads,	which	were	thereupon	tied	around	Anne's	slim
milk-white	throat.
"There's	 something	so	 stylish	about	you,	Anne,"	 said	Diana,	with	unenvious



admiration.	"You	hold	your	head	with	such	an	air.	I	suppose	it's	your	figure.	I	am
just	a	dumpling.	 I've	always	been	afraid	of	 it,	and	now	I	know	it	 is	so.	Well,	 I
suppose	I	shall	just	have	to	resign	myself	to	it."
"But	you	have	such	dimples,"	said	Anne,	smiling	affectionately	into	the	pretty,

vivacious	 face	 so	 near	 her	 own.	 "Lovely	 dimples,	 like	 little	 dents	 in	 cream.	 I
have	given	up	all	hope	of	dimples.	My	dimple-dream	will	never	come	true;	but
so	many	of	my	dreams	have	that	I	mustn't	complain.	Am	I	all	ready	now?"
"All	ready,"	assured	Diana,	as	Marilla	appeared	in	the	doorway,	a	gaunt	figure

with	grayer	hair	than	of	yore	and	no	fewer	angles,	but	with	a	much	softer	face.
"Come	right	in	and	look	at	our	elocutionist,	Marilla.	Doesn't	she	look	lovely?"
Marilla	emitted	a	sound	between	a	sniff	and	a	grunt.
"She	 looks	 neat	 and	 proper.	 I	 like	 that	way	 of	 fixing	 her	 hair.	But	 I	 expect

she'll	ruin	that	dress	driving	over	there	in	the	dust	and	dew	with	it,	and	it	looks
most	 too	 thin	 for	 these	damp	nights.	Organdy's	 the	most	unserviceable	stuff	 in
the	world	anyhow,	and	I	told	Matthew	so	when	he	got	it.	But	there	is	no	use	in
saying	 anything	 to	 Matthew	 nowadays.	 Time	 was	 when	 he	 would	 take	 my
advice,	 but	 now	 he	 just	 buys	 things	 for	 Anne	 regardless,	 and	 the	 clerks	 at
Carmody	know	they	can	palm	anything	off	on	him.	Just	let	them	tell	him	a	thing
is	pretty	and	fashionable,	and	Matthew	plunks	his	money	down	for	it.	Mind	you
keep	your	skirt	clear	of	the	wheel,	Anne,	and	put	your	warm	jacket	on."
Then	Marilla	 stalked	 downstairs,	 thinking	 proudly	 how	 sweet	Anne	 looked,

with	that

"One	moonbeam	from	the	forehead	to	the	crown"

and	 regretting	 that	 she	 could	 not	 go	 to	 the	 concert	 herself	 to	 hear	 her	 girl
recite.
"I	wonder	if	it	IS	too	damp	for	my	dress,"	said	Anne	anxiously.
"Not	a	bit	of	it,"	said	Diana,	pulling	up	the	window	blind.	"It's	a	perfect	night,

and	there	won't	be	any	dew.	Look	at	the	moonlight."
"I'm	so	glad	my	window	looks	east	into	the	sunrising,"	said	Anne,	going	over

to	Diana.	 "It's	 so	 splendid	 to	 see	 the	morning	coming	up	over	 those	 long	hills
and	glowing	through	those	sharp	fir	tops.	It's	new	every	morning,	and	I	feel	as	if
I	washed	my	very	soul	 in	 that	bath	of	earliest	 sunshine.	Oh,	Diana,	 I	 love	 this
little	room	so	dearly.	I	don't	know	how	I'll	get	along	without	it	when	I	go	to	town
next	month."
"Don't	 speak	 of	 your	 going	 away	 tonight,"	 begged	 Diana.	 "I	 don't	 want	 to

think	of	 it,	 it	makes	me	 so	miserable,	 and	 I	 do	want	 to	 have	 a	 good	 time	 this
evening.	What	are	you	going	to	recite,	Anne?	And	are	you	nervous?"



"Not	a	bit.	I've	recited	so	often	in	public	I	don't	mind	at	all	now.	I've	decided
to	 give	 'The	Maiden's	Vow.'	 It's	 so	 pathetic.	 Laura	 Spencer	 is	 going	 to	 give	 a
comic	recitation,	but	I'd	rather	make	people	cry	than	laugh."
"What	will	you	recite	if	they	encore	you?"
"They	won't	dream	of	encoring	me,"	scoffed	Anne,	who	was	not	without	her

own	secret	hopes	that	they	would,	and	already	visioned	herself	telling	Matthew
all	about	it	at	the	next	morning's	breakfast	table.	"There	are	Billy	and	Jane	now
—I	hear	the	wheels.	Come	on."
Billy	Andrews	 insisted	 that	Anne	 should	 ride	on	 the	 front	 seat	with	him,	 so

she	unwillingly	climbed	up.	She	would	have	much	preferred	to	sit	back	with	the
girls,	where	she	could	have	 laughed	and	chattered	 to	her	heart's	content.	There
was	not	much	of	either	laughter	or	chatter	in	Billy.	He	was	a	big,	fat,	stolid	youth
of	twenty,	with	a	round,	expressionless	face,	and	a	painful	lack	of	conversational
gifts.	But	he	admired	Anne	 immensely,	and	was	puffed	up	with	pride	over	 the
prospect	of	driving	to	White	Sands	with	that	slim,	upright	figure	beside	him.
Anne,	 by	 dint	 of	 talking	 over	 her	 shoulder	 to	 the	 girls	 and	 occasionally

passing	 a	 sop	of	 civility	 to	Billy—who	grinned	 and	 chuckled	 and	never	 could
think	of	any	reply	until	it	was	too	late—contrived	to	enjoy	the	drive	in	spite	of
all.	It	was	a	night	for	enjoyment.	The	road	was	full	of	buggies,	all	bound	for	the
hotel,	 and	 laughter,	 silver	 clear,	 echoed	 and	 reechoed	 along	 it.	 When	 they
reached	the	hotel	it	was	a	blaze	of	light	from	top	to	bottom.	They	were	met	by
the	 ladies	 of	 the	 concert	 committee,	 one	 of	 whom	 took	 Anne	 off	 to	 the
performers'	 dressing	 room	 which	 was	 filled	 with	 the	 members	 of	 a
Charlottetown	 Symphony	 Club,	 among	 whom	 Anne	 felt	 suddenly	 shy	 and
frightened	 and	 countrified.	Her	 dress,	which,	 in	 the	 east	 gable,	 had	 seemed	 so
dainty	 and	 pretty,	 now	 seemed	 simple	 and	 plain—too	 simple	 and	 plain,	 she
thought,	among	all	the	silks	and	laces	that	glistened	and	rustled	around	her.	What
were	her	pearl	beads	compared	to	the	diamonds	of	the	big,	handsome	lady	near
her?	And	how	poor	her	one	wee	white	 rose	must	 look	beside	 all	 the	hothouse
flowers	 the	 others	 wore!	 Anne	 laid	 her	 hat	 and	 jacket	 away,	 and	 shrank
miserably	 into	 a	 corner.	 She	wished	 herself	 back	 in	 the	 white	 room	 at	 Green
Gables.
It	was	still	worse	on	 the	platform	of	 the	big	concert	hall	of	 the	hotel,	where

she	presently	found	herself.	The	electric	lights	dazzled	her	eyes,	the	perfume	and
hum	 bewildered	 her.	 She	 wished	 she	 were	 sitting	 down	 in	 the	 audience	 with
Diana	and	Jane,	who	seemed	to	be	having	a	splendid	time	away	at	the	back.	She
was	wedged	in	between	a	stout	lady	in	pink	silk	and	a	tall,	scornful-looking	girl
in	 a	 white-lace	 dress.	 The	 stout	 lady	 occasionally	 turned	 her	 head	 squarely
around	and	surveyed	Anne	through	her	eyeglasses	until	Anne,	acutely	sensitive



of	being	so	scrutinized,	felt	that	she	must	scream	aloud;	and	the	white-lace	girl
kept	 talking	 audibly	 to	 her	 next	 neighbor	 about	 the	 "country	 bumpkins"	 and
"rustic	 belles"	 in	 the	 audience,	 languidly	 anticipating	 "such	 fun"	 from	 the
displays	of	local	talent	on	the	program.	Anne	believed	that	she	would	hate	that
white-lace	girl	to	the	end	of	life.
Unfortunately	 for	Anne,	 a	 professional	 elocutionist	was	 staying	 at	 the	 hotel

and	had	consented	 to	 recite.	She	was	a	 lithe,	dark-eyed	woman	 in	a	wonderful
gown	of	shimmering	gray	stuff	like	woven	moonbeams,	with	gems	on	her	neck
and	in	her	dark	hair.	She	had	a	marvelously	flexible	voice	and	wonderful	power
of	 expression;	 the	 audience	went	wild	 over	 her	 selection.	Anne,	 forgetting	 all
about	herself	and	her	troubles	for	the	time,	listened	with	rapt	and	shining	eyes;
but	 when	 the	 recitation	 ended	 she	 suddenly	 put	 her	 hands	 over	 her	 face.	 She
could	never	get	up	and	recite	after	that—never.	Had	she	ever	thought	she	could
recite?	Oh,	if	she	were	only	back	at	Green	Gables!
At	this	unpropitious	moment	her	name	was	called.	Somehow	Anne—who	did

not	 notice	 the	 rather	 guilty	 little	 start	 of	 surprise	 the	white-lace	 girl	 gave,	 and
would	not	have	understood	the	subtle	compliment	 implied	therein	if	she	had—
got	on	her	feet,	and	moved	dizzily	out	to	the	front.	She	was	so	pale	that	Diana
and	Jane,	down	in	the	audience,	clasped	each	other's	hands	in	nervous	sympathy.
Anne	was	the	victim	of	an	overwhelming	attack	of	stage	fright.	Often	as	she

had	recited	in	public,	she	had	never	before	faced	such	an	audience	as	this,	and
the	sight	of	it	paralyzed	her	energies	completely.	Everything	was	so	strange,	so
brilliant,	so	bewildering—the	rows	of	ladies	in	evening	dress,	the	critical	faces,
the	whole	atmosphere	of	wealth	and	culture	about	her.	Very	different	 this	from
the	plain	benches	at	the	Debating	Club,	filled	with	the	homely,	sympathetic	faces
of	friends	and	neighbors.	These	people,	she	thought,	would	be	merciless	critics.
Perhaps,	 like	 the	white-lace	girl,	 they	anticipated	amusement	 from	her	 "rustic"
efforts.	 She	 felt	 hopelessly,	 helplessly	 ashamed	 and	 miserable.	 Her	 knees
trembled,	 her	 heart	 fluttered,	 a	 horrible	 faintness	 came	 over	 her;	 not	 a	 word
could	 she	 utter,	 and	 the	 next	moment	 she	 would	 have	 fled	 from	 the	 platform
despite	the	humiliation	which,	she	felt,	must	ever	after	be	her	portion	if	she	did
so.
But	suddenly,	as	her	dilated,	frightened	eyes	gazed	out	over	the	audience,	she

saw	Gilbert	Blythe	away	at	the	back	of	the	room,	bending	forward	with	a	smile
on	his	face—a	smile	which	seemed	to	Anne	at	once	triumphant	and	taunting.	In
reality	it	was	nothing	of	the	kind.	Gilbert	was	merely	smiling	with	appreciation
of	the	whole	affair	in	general	and	of	the	effect	produced	by	Anne's	slender	white
form	and	 spiritual	 face	against	 a	background	of	palms	 in	particular.	 Josie	Pye,
whom	 he	 had	 driven	 over,	 sat	 beside	 him,	 and	 her	 face	 certainly	 was	 both



triumphant	and	taunting.	But	Anne	did	not	see	Josie,	and	would	not	have	cared	if
she	 had.	 She	 drew	 a	 long	 breath	 and	 flung	 her	 head	 up	 proudly,	 courage	 and
determination	 tingling	 over	 her	 like	 an	 electric	 shock.	 She	WOULD	NOT	 fail
before	Gilbert	Blythe—he	should	never	be	able	to	laugh	at	her,	never,	never!	Her
fright	and	nervousness	vanished;	and	she	began	her	 recitation,	her	clear,	 sweet
voice	 reaching	 to	 the	 farthest	 corner	 of	 the	 room	without	 a	 tremor	or	 a	 break.
Self-possession	was	fully	restored	to	her,	and	in	the	reaction	from	that	horrible
moment	of	powerlessness	 she	 recited	as	 she	had	never	done	before.	When	she
finished	 there	were	bursts	of	honest	applause.	Anne,	stepping	back	 to	her	seat,
blushing	 with	 shyness	 and	 delight,	 found	 her	 hand	 vigorously	 clasped	 and
shaken	by	the	stout	lady	in	pink	silk.
"My	 dear,	 you	 did	 splendidly,"	 she	 puffed.	 "I've	 been	 crying	 like	 a	 baby,

actually	I	have.	There,	they're	encoring	you—they're	bound	to	have	you	back!"
"Oh,	I	can't	go,"	said	Anne	confusedly.	"But	yet—I	must,	or	Matthew	will	be

disappointed.	He	said	they	would	encore	me."
"Then	don't	disappoint	Matthew,"	said	the	pink	lady,	laughing.
Smiling,	blushing,	 limpid	eyed,	Anne	 tripped	back	and	gave	a	quaint,	 funny

little	selection	that	captivated	her	audience	still	further.	The	rest	of	the	evening
was	quite	a	little	triumph	for	her.
When	 the	 concert	 was	 over,	 the	 stout,	 pink	 lady—who	was	 the	 wife	 of	 an

American	 millionaire—took	 her	 under	 her	 wing,	 and	 introduced	 her	 to
everybody;	 and	everybody	was	very	nice	 to	her.	The	professional	 elocutionist,
Mrs.	Evans,	came	and	chatted	with	her,	telling	her	that	she	had	a	charming	voice
and	"interpreted"	her	selections	beautifully.	Even	 the	white-lace	girl	paid	her	a
languid	 little	 compliment.	 They	 had	 supper	 in	 the	 big,	 beautifully	 decorated
dining	room;	Diana	and	Jane	were	invited	to	partake	of	this,	also,	since	they	had
come	with	Anne,	but	Billy	was	nowhere	to	be	found,	having	decamped	in	mortal
fear	 of	 some	 such	 invitation.	 He	 was	 in	 waiting	 for	 them,	 with	 the	 team,
however,	when	it	was	all	over,	and	the	three	girls	came	merrily	out	into	the	calm,
white	moonshine	radiance.	Anne	breathed	deeply,	and	looked	into	the	clear	sky
beyond	the	dark	boughs	of	the	firs.
Oh,	 it	was	good	 to	be	out	again	 in	 the	purity	and	silence	of	 the	night!	How

great	 and	 still	 and	 wonderful	 everything	 was,	 with	 the	 murmur	 of	 the	 sea
sounding	 through	 it	 and	 the	 darkling	 cliffs	 beyond	 like	 grim	 giants	 guarding
enchanted	coasts.
"Hasn't	it	been	a	perfectly	splendid	time?"	sighed	Jane,	as	they	drove	away.	"I

just	wish	I	was	a	rich	American	and	could	spend	my	summer	at	a	hotel	and	wear
jewels	 and	 low-necked	 dresses	 and	 have	 ice	 cream	 and	 chicken	 salad	 every
blessed	day.	I'm	sure	it	would	be	ever	so	much	more	fun	than	teaching	school.



Anne,	 your	 recitation	 was	 simply	 great,	 although	 I	 thought	 at	 first	 you	 were
never	going	to	begin.	I	think	it	was	better	than	Mrs.	Evans's."
"Oh,	 no,	 don't	 say	 things	 like	 that,	 Jane,"	 said	 Anne	 quickly,	 "because	 it

sounds	 silly.	 It	 couldn't	 be	 better	 than	 Mrs.	 Evans's,	 you	 know,	 for	 she	 is	 a
professional,	and	I'm	only	a	schoolgirl,	with	a	little	knack	of	reciting.	I'm	quite
satisfied	if	the	people	just	liked	mine	pretty	well."
"I've	a	compliment	for	you,	Anne,"	said	Diana.	"At	least	I	think	it	must	be	a

compliment	because	of	the	tone	he	said	it	in.	Part	of	it	was	anyhow.	There	was
an	American	 sitting	 behind	 Jane	 and	me—such	 a	 romantic-looking	man,	with
coal-black	hair	and	eyes.	Josie	Pye	says	he	is	a	distinguished	artist,	and	that	her
mother's	cousin	in	Boston	is	married	to	a	man	that	used	to	go	to	school	with	him.
Well,	 we	 heard	 him	 say—didn't	 we,	 Jane?—'Who	 is	 that	 girl	 on	 the	 platform
with	the	splendid	Titian	hair?	She	has	a	face	I	should	like	to	paint.'	There	now,
Anne.	But	what	does	Titian	hair	mean?"
"Being	interpreted	 it	means	plain	red,	 I	guess,"	 laughed	Anne.	"Titian	was	a

very	famous	artist	who	liked	to	paint	red-haired	women."
"DID	you	see	all	 the	diamonds	those	ladies	wore?"	sighed	Jane.	"They	were

simply	dazzling.	Wouldn't	you	just	love	to	be	rich,	girls?"
"We	 ARE	 rich,"	 said	 Anne	 staunchly.	 "Why,	 we	 have	 sixteen	 years	 to	 our

credit,	and	we're	happy	as	queens,	and	we've	all	got	imaginations,	more	or	less.
Look	at	that	sea,	girls—all	silver	and	shadow	and	vision	of	things	not	seen.	We
couldn't	enjoy	its	loveliness	any	more	if	we	had	millions	of	dollars	and	ropes	of
diamonds.	You	wouldn't	 change	 into	any	of	 those	women	 if	you	could.	Would
you	want	to	be	that	white-lace	girl	and	wear	a	sour	look	all	your	life,	as	if	you'd
been	born	turning	up	your	nose	at	the	world?	Or	the	pink	lady,	kind	and	nice	as
she	is,	so	stout	and	short	that	you'd	really	no	figure	at	all?	Or	even	Mrs.	Evans,
with	 that	 sad,	 sad	 look	 in	 her	 eyes?	 She	must	 have	 been	 dreadfully	 unhappy
sometime	to	have	such	a	look.	You	KNOW	you	wouldn't,	Jane	Andrews!"
"I	DON'T	know—exactly,"	said	Jane	unconvinced.	"I	 think	diamonds	would

comfort	a	person	for	a	good	deal."
"Well,	 I	 don't	 want	 to	 be	 anyone	 but	 myself,	 even	 if	 I	 go	 uncomforted	 by

diamonds	all	my	 life,"	declared	Anne.	 "I'm	quite	content	 to	be	Anne	of	Green
Gables,	with	my	string	of	pearl	beads.	I	know	Matthew	gave	me	as	much	love
with	them	as	ever	went	with	Madame	the	Pink	Lady's	jewels."



Chapter		34	
A	Queen's	Girl
The	 next	 three	weeks	were	 busy	 ones	 at	Green	Gables,	 for	Anne	was	 getting
ready	to	go	to	Queen's,	and	there	was	much	sewing	to	be	done,	and	many	things
to	be	talked	over	and	arranged.	Anne's	outfit	was	ample	and	pretty,	for	Matthew
saw	 to	 that,	 and	Marilla	 for	once	made	no	objections	whatever	 to	 anything	he
purchased	or	suggested.	More—one	evening	she	went	up	to	the	east	gable	with
her	arms	full	of	a	delicate	pale	green	material.
"Anne,	 here's	 something	 for	 a	 nice	 light	 dress	 for	 you.	 I	 don't	 suppose	 you

really	 need	 it;	 you've	 plenty	 of	 pretty	 waists;	 but	 I	 thought	 maybe	 you'd	 like
something	real	dressy	to	wear	if	you	were	asked	out	anywhere	of	an	evening	in
town,	to	a	party	or	anything	like	that.	I	hear	that	Jane	and	Ruby	and	Josie	have
got	 'evening	 dresses,'	 as	 they	 call	 them,	 and	 I	 don't	mean	 you	 shall	 be	 behind
them.	I	got	Mrs.	Allan	to	help	me	pick	it	in	town	last	week,	and	we'll	get	Emily
Gillis	to	make	it	for	you.	Emily	has	got	taste,	and	her	fits	aren't	to	be	equaled."
"Oh,	Marilla,	it's	just	lovely,"	said	Anne.	"Thank	you	so	much.	I	don't	believe

you	 ought	 to	 be	 so	 kind	 to	me—it's	making	 it	 harder	 every	 day	 for	me	 to	 go
away."
The	green	dress	was	made	up	with	as	many	 tucks	and	frills	and	shirrings	as

Emily's	taste	permitted.	Anne	put	it	on	one	evening	for	Matthew's	and	Marilla's
benefit,	 and	 recited	 "The	Maiden's	 Vow"	 for	 them	 in	 the	 kitchen.	 As	Marilla
watched	the	bright,	animated	face	and	graceful	motions	her	thoughts	went	back
to	the	evening	Anne	had	arrived	at	Green	Gables,	and	memory	recalled	a	vivid
picture	of	the	odd,	frightened	child	in	her	preposterous	yellowish-brown	wincey
dress,	the	heartbreak	looking	out	of	her	tearful	eyes.	Something	in	the	memory
brought	tears	to	Marilla's	own	eyes.
"I	declare,	my	recitation	has	made	you	cry,	Marilla,"	said	Anne	gaily	stooping

over	Marilla's	chair	to	drop	a	butterfly	kiss	on	that	lady's	cheek.	"Now,	I	call	that
a	positive	triumph."
"No,	I	wasn't	crying	over	your	piece,"	said	Marilla,	who	would	have	scorned

to	 be	 betrayed	 into	 such	 weakness	 by	 any	 poetry	 stuff.	 "I	 just	 couldn't	 help
thinking	of	 the	 little	 girl	 you	used	 to	 be,	Anne.	And	 I	was	wishing	you	 could
have	 stayed	a	 little	girl,	 even	with	all	your	queer	ways.	You've	grown	up	now



and	you're	going	away;	and	you	 look	so	 tall	 and	 stylish	and	so—so—different
altogether	in	that	dress—as	if	you	didn't	belong	in	Avonlea	at	all—and	I	just	got
lonesome	thinking	it	all	over."
"Marilla!"	Anne	sat	down	on	Marilla's	gingham	lap,	took	Marilla's	lined	face

between	her	hands,	and	looked	gravely	and	tenderly	into	Marilla's	eyes.	"I'm	not
a	bit	changed—not	really.	I'm	only	just	pruned	down	and	branched	out.	The	real
ME—back	here—is	just	the	same.	It	won't	make	a	bit	of	difference	where	I	go	or
how	much	I	change	outwardly;	at	heart	I	shall	always	be	your	little	Anne,	who
will	love	you	and	Matthew	and	dear	Green	Gables	more	and	better	every	day	of
her	life."
Anne	laid	her	fresh	young	cheek	against	Marilla's	faded	one,	and	reached	out

a	hand	 to	pat	Matthew's	shoulder.	Marilla	would	have	given	much	 just	 then	 to
have	possessed	Anne's	power	of	putting	her	feelings	into	words;	but	nature	and
habit	had	willed	 it	otherwise,	and	she	could	only	put	her	arms	close	about	her
girl	and	hold	her	tenderly	to	her	heart,	wishing	that	she	need	never	let	her	go.
Matthew,	 with	 a	 suspicious	 moisture	 in	 his	 eyes,	 got	 up	 and	 went	 out-of-

doors.	Under	the	stars	of	the	blue	summer	night	he	walked	agitatedly	across	the
yard	to	the	gate	under	the	poplars.
"Well	 now,	 I	 guess	 she	 ain't	 been	 much	 spoiled,"	 he	 muttered,	 proudly.	 "I

guess	 my	 putting	 in	 my	 oar	 occasional	 never	 did	 much	 harm	 after	 all.	 She's
smart	and	pretty,	and	loving,	 too,	which	is	better	 than	all	 the	rest.	She's	been	a
blessing	 to	 us,	 and	 there	 never	was	 a	 luckier	mistake	 than	what	Mrs.	 Spencer
made—if	it	WAS	luck.	I	don't	believe	it	was	any	such	thing.	It	was	Providence,
because	the	Almighty	saw	we	needed	her,	I	reckon."
The	day	finally	came	when	Anne	must	go	to	town.	She	and	Matthew	drove	in

one	fine	September	morning,	after	a	tearful	parting	with	Diana	and	an	untearful
practical	one—on	Marilla's	side	at	least—with	Marilla.	But	when	Anne	had	gone
Diana	dried	her	 tears	and	went	 to	a	beach	picnic	at	White	Sands	with	some	of
her	Carmody	cousins,	where	she	contrived	to	enjoy	herself	tolerably	well;	while
Marilla	plunged	fiercely	into	unnecessary	work	and	kept	at	it	all	day	long	with
the	bitterest	kind	of	heartache—the	ache	that	burns	and	gnaws	and	cannot	wash
itself	away	in	ready	tears.	But	that	night,	when	Marilla	went	to	bed,	acutely	and
miserably	 conscious	 that	 the	 little	 gable	 room	 at	 the	 end	 of	 the	 hall	 was
untenanted	 by	 any	 vivid	 young	 life	 and	 unstirred	 by	 any	 soft	 breathing,	 she
buried	 her	 face	 in	 her	 pillow,	 and	 wept	 for	 her	 girl	 in	 a	 passion	 of	 sobs	 that
appalled	her	when	she	grew	calm	enough	to	reflect	how	very	wicked	it	must	be
to	take	on	so	about	a	sinful	fellow	creature.
Anne	and	the	rest	of	the	Avonlea	scholars	reached	town	just	in	time	to	hurry

off	 to	 the	 Academy.	 That	 first	 day	 passed	 pleasantly	 enough	 in	 a	 whirl	 of



excitement,	 meeting	 all	 the	 new	 students,	 learning	 to	 know	 the	 professors	 by
sight	and	being	assorted	and	organized	into	classes.	Anne	intended	taking	up	the
Second	Year	work	being	advised	to	do	so	by	Miss	Stacy;	Gilbert	Blythe	elected
to	 do	 the	 same.	 This	meant	 getting	 a	 First	 Class	 teacher's	 license	 in	 one	 year
instead	of	two,	if	they	were	successful;	but	it	also	meant	much	more	and	harder
work.	Jane,	Ruby,	Josie,	Charlie,	and	Moody	Spurgeon,	not	being	troubled	with
the	stirrings	of	ambition,	were	content	to	take	up	the	Second	Class	work.	Anne
was	 conscious	of	 a	 pang	of	 loneliness	when	 she	 found	herself	 in	 a	 room	with
fifty	 other	 students,	 not	 one	 of	whom	 she	 knew,	 except	 the	 tall,	 brown-haired
boy	across	the	room;	and	knowing	him	in	the	fashion	she	did,	did	not	help	her
much,	 as	 she	 reflected	 pessimistically.	 Yet	 she	 was	 undeniably	 glad	 that	 they
were	in	the	same	class;	the	old	rivalry	could	still	be	carried	on,	and	Anne	would
hardly	have	known	what	to	do	if	it	had	been	lacking.
"I	wouldn't	 feel	comfortable	without	 it,"	 she	 thought.	 "Gilbert	 looks	awfully

determined.	I	suppose	he's	making	up	his	mind,	here	and	now,	to	win	the	medal.
What	a	splendid	chin	he	has!	I	never	noticed	it	before.	I	do	wish	Jane	and	Ruby
had	gone	 in	 for	First	Class,	 too.	 I	 suppose	 I	won't	 feel	so	much	 like	a	cat	 in	a
strange	garret	when	I	get	acquainted,	 though.	 I	wonder	which	of	 the	girls	here
are	 going	 to	 be	 my	 friends.	 It's	 really	 an	 interesting	 speculation.	 Of	 course	 I
promised	Diana	 that	 no	Queen's	 girl,	 no	matter	 how	much	 I	 liked	 her,	 should
ever	be	as	dear	to	me	as	she	is;	but	I've	lots	of	second-best	affections	to	bestow.	I
like	the	look	of	that	girl	with	the	brown	eyes	and	the	crimson	waist.	She	looks
vivid	and	red-rosy;	there's	that	pale,	fair	one	gazing	out	of	the	window.	She	has
lovely	 hair,	 and	 looks	 as	 if	 she	 knew	 a	 thing	 or	 two	 about	 dreams.	 I'd	 like	 to
know	 them	 both—know	 them	well—well	 enough	 to	walk	with	my	 arm	 about
their	waists,	and	call	them	nicknames.	But	just	now	I	don't	know	them	and	they
don't	 know	 me,	 and	 probably	 don't	 want	 to	 know	 me	 particularly.	 Oh,	 it's
lonesome!"
It	was	lonesomer	still	when	Anne	found	herself	alone	in	her	hall	bedroom	that

night	at	twilight.	She	was	not	to	board	with	the	other	girls,	who	all	had	relatives
in	 town	to	 take	pity	on	 them.	Miss	Josephine	Barry	would	have	 liked	 to	board
her,	but	Beechwood	was	so	far	from	the	Academy	that	it	was	out	of	the	question;
so	miss	Barry	hunted	up	a	boarding-house,	assuring	Matthew	and	Marilla	that	it
was	the	very	place	for	Anne.
"The	 lady	 who	 keeps	 it	 is	 a	 reduced	 gentlewoman,"	 explained	Miss	 Barry.

"Her	husband	was	a	British	officer,	and	she	is	very	careful	what	sort	of	boarders
she	 takes.	Anne	will	 not	meet	with	 any	 objectionable	 persons	 under	 her	 roof.
The	table	is	good,	and	the	house	is	near	the	Academy,	in	a	quiet	neighborhood."
All	 this	 might	 be	 quite	 true,	 and	 indeed,	 proved	 to	 be	 so,	 but	 it	 did	 not



materially	 help	Anne	 in	 the	 first	 agony	 of	 homesickness	 that	 seized	 upon	 her.
She	 looked	 dismally	 about	 her	 narrow	 little	 room,	 with	 its	 dull-papered,
pictureless	walls,	 its	 small	 iron	 bedstead	 and	 empty	 book-case;	 and	 a	 horrible
choke	 came	 into	 her	 throat	 as	 she	 thought	 of	 her	 own	 white	 room	 at	 Green
Gables,	where	she	would	have	 the	pleasant	consciousness	of	a	great	green	still
outdoors,	 of	 sweet	 peas	 growing	 in	 the	 garden,	 and	 moonlight	 falling	 on	 the
orchard,	of	the	brook	below	the	slope	and	the	spruce	boughs	tossing	in	the	night
wind	beyond	it,	of	a	vast	starry	sky,	and	the	light	from	Diana's	window	shining
out	through	the	gap	in	the	trees.	Here	there	was	nothing	of	this;	Anne	knew	that
outside	 of	 her	 window	 was	 a	 hard	 street,	 with	 a	 network	 of	 telephone	 wires
shutting	out	the	sky,	the	tramp	of	alien	feet,	and	a	thousand	lights	gleaming	on
stranger	faces.	She	knew	that	she	was	going	to	cry,	and	fought	against	it.
"I	WON'T	cry.	It's	silly—and	weak—there's	the	third	tear	splashing	down	by

my	nose.	There	are	more	coming!	I	must	think	of	something	funny	to	stop	them.
But	there's	nothing	funny	except	what	is	connected	with	Avonlea,	and	that	only
makes	things	worse—four—five—I'm	going	home	next	Friday,	but	that	seems	a
hundred	years	away.	Oh,	Matthew	is	nearly	home	by	now—and	Marilla	is	at	the
gate,	looking	down	the	lane	for	him—six—seven—eight—oh,	there's	no	use	in
counting	 them!	 They're	 coming	 in	 a	 flood	 presently.	 I	 can't	 cheer	 up—I	 don't
WANT	to	cheer	up.	It's	nicer	to	be	miserable!"
The	flood	of	tears	would	have	come,	no	doubt,	had	not	Josie	Pye	appeared	at

that	 moment.	 In	 the	 joy	 of	 seeing	 a	 familiar	 face	 Anne	 forgot	 that	 there	 had
never	been	much	love	lost	between	her	and	Josie.	As	a	part	of	Avonlea	life	even
a	Pye	was	welcome.
"I'm	so	glad	you	came	up,"	Anne	said	sincerely.
"You've	been	crying,"	remarked	Josie,	with	aggravating	pity.	"I	suppose	you're

homesick—some	 people	 have	 so	 little	 self-control	 in	 that	 respect.	 I've	 no
intention	of	being	homesick,	I	can	tell	you.	Town's	too	jolly	after	that	poky	old
Avonlea.	I	wonder	how	I	ever	existed	there	so	long.	You	shouldn't	cry,	Anne;	it
isn't	becoming,	for	your	nose	and	eyes	get	red,	and	then	you	seem	ALL	red.	I'd	a
perfectly	 scrumptious	 time	 in	 the	 Academy	 today.	 Our	 French	 professor	 is
simply	a	duck.	His	moustache	would	give	you	kerwollowps	of	 the	heart.	Have
you	anything	eatable	around,	Anne?	 I'm	 literally	starving.	Ah,	 I	guessed	 likely
Marilla'd	load	you	up	with	cake.	That's	why	I	called	round.	Otherwise	I'd	have
gone	 to	 the	 park	 to	 hear	 the	 band	 play	with	 Frank	 Stockley.	 He	 boards	 same
place	as	I	do,	and	he's	a	sport.	He	noticed	you	in	class	today,	and	asked	me	who
the	 red-headed	girl	was.	 I	 told	him	you	were	an	orphan	 that	 the	Cuthberts	had
adopted,	and	nobody	knew	very	much	about	what	you'd	been	before	that."
Anne	was	wondering	if,	after	all,	solitude	and	tears	were	not	more	satisfactory



than	 Josie	 Pye's	 companionship	 when	 Jane	 and	 Ruby	 appeared,	 each	 with	 an
inch	of	Queen's	 color	 ribbon—purple	and	 scarlet—pinned	proudly	 to	her	 coat.
As	 Josie	 was	 not	 "speaking"	 to	 Jane	 just	 then	 she	 had	 to	 subside	 into
comparative	harmlessness.
"Well,"	 said	 Jane	with	 a	 sigh,	 "I	 feel	 as	 if	 I'd	 lived	many	moons	 since	 the

morning.	I	ought	to	be	home	studying	my	Virgil—that	horrid	old	professor	gave
us	 twenty	 lines	 to	 start	 in	 on	 tomorrow.	 But	 I	 simply	 couldn't	 settle	 down	 to
study	tonight.	Anne,	methinks	I	see	the	traces	of	tears.	If	you've	been	crying	DO
own	 up.	 It	will	 restore	my	 self-respect,	 for	 I	was	 shedding	 tears	 freely	 before
Ruby	 came	 along.	 I	 don't	 mind	 being	 a	 goose	 so	 much	 if	 somebody	 else	 is
goosey,	 too.	Cake?	You'll	give	me	a	 teeny	piece,	won't	you?	Thank	you.	It	has
the	real	Avonlea	flavor."
Ruby,	perceiving	 the	Queen's	calendar	 lying	on	 the	 table,	wanted	 to	know	if

Anne	meant	to	try	for	the	gold	medal.
Anne	blushed	and	admitted	she	was	thinking	of	it.
"Oh,	 that	 reminds	 me,"	 said	 Josie,	 "Queen's	 is	 to	 get	 one	 of	 the	 Avery

scholarships	after	all.	The	word	came	today.	Frank	Stockley	told	me—his	uncle
is	one	of	the	board	of	governors,	you	know.	It	will	be	announced	in	the	Academy
tomorrow."
An	Avery	scholarship!	Anne	felt	her	heart	beat	more	quickly,	and	the	horizons

of	her	ambition	shifted	and	broadened	as	if	by	magic.	Before	Josie	had	told	the
news	 Anne's	 highest	 pinnacle	 of	 aspiration	 had	 been	 a	 teacher's	 provincial
license,	First	Class,	at	 the	end	of	 the	year,	and	perhaps	 the	medal!	But	now	 in
one	moment	Anne	 saw	 herself	 winning	 the	Avery	 scholarship,	 taking	 an	Arts
course	at	Redmond	College,	and	graduating	in	a	gown	and	mortar	board,	before
the	 echo	 of	 Josie's	 words	 had	 died	 away.	 For	 the	 Avery	 scholarship	 was	 in
English,	and	Anne	felt	that	here	her	foot	was	on	native	heath.
A	 wealthy	 manufacturer	 of	 New	 Brunswick	 had	 died	 and	 left	 part	 of	 his

fortune	 to	 endow	 a	 large	 number	 of	 scholarships	 to	 be	 distributed	 among	 the
various	 high	 schools	 and	 academies	 of	 the	 Maritime	 Provinces,	 according	 to
their	 respective	 standings.	 There	 had	 been	much	 doubt	whether	 one	would	 be
allotted	to	Queen's,	but	the	matter	was	settled	at	last,	and	at	the	end	of	the	year
the	graduate	who	made	the	highest	mark	in	English	and	English	Literature	would
win	 the	 scholarship—two	 hundred	 and	 fifty	 dollars	 a	 year	 for	 four	 years	 at
Redmond	College.	No	wonder	 that	Anne	went	 to	 bed	 that	 night	with	 tingling
cheeks!
"I'll	 win	 that	 scholarship	 if	 hard	 work	 can	 do	 it,"	 she	 resolved.	 "Wouldn't

Matthew	be	proud	if	I	got	to	be	a	B.A.?	Oh,	it's	delightful	to	have	ambitions.	I'm
so	glad	I	have	such	a	lot.	And	there	never	seems	to	be	any	end	to	them—that's



the	 best	 of	 it.	 Just	 as	 soon	 as	 you	 attain	 to	 one	 ambition	 you	 see	 another	 one
glittering	higher	up	still.	It	does	make	life	so	interesting."



Chapter		35	
The	Winter	at	Queen's
Anne's	 homesickness	wore	 off,	 greatly	 helped	 in	 the	wearing	 by	 her	weekend
visits	home.	As	long	as	the	open	weather	lasted	the	Avonlea	students	went	out	to
Carmody	on	the	new	branch	railway	every	Friday	night.	Diana	and	several	other
Avonlea	young	folks	were	generally	on	hand	to	meet	them	and	they	all	walked
over	to	Avonlea	in	a	merry	party.	Anne	thought	those	Friday	evening	gypsyings
over	 the	autumnal	hills	 in	 the	crisp	golden	air,	with	 the	homelights	of	Avonlea
twinkling	beyond,	were	the	best	and	dearest	hours	in	the	whole	week.
Gilbert	Blythe	nearly	always	walked	with	Ruby	Gillis	and	carried	her	satchel

for	 her.	Ruby	was	 a	very	handsome	young	 lady,	 now	 thinking	herself	 quite	 as
grown	up	as	she	really	was;	she	wore	her	skirts	as	long	as	her	mother	would	let
her	and	did	her	hair	up	in	town,	though	she	had	to	take	it	down	when	she	went
home.	 She	 had	 large,	 bright-blue	 eyes,	 a	 brilliant	 complexion,	 and	 a	 plump
showy	 figure.	 She	 laughed	 a	 great	 deal,	was	 cheerful	 and	 good-tempered,	 and
enjoyed	the	pleasant	things	of	life	frankly.
"But	I	shouldn't	think	she	was	the	sort	of	girl	Gilbert	would	like,"	whispered

Jane	to	Anne.	Anne	did	not	think	so	either,	but	she	would	not	have	said	so	for
the	Avery	 scholarship.	 She	 could	 not	 help	 thinking,	 too,	 that	 it	would	 be	 very
pleasant	 to	have	such	a	 friend	as	Gilbert	 to	 jest	and	chatter	with	and	exchange
ideas	about	books	and	studies	and	ambitions.	Gilbert	had	ambitions,	she	knew,
and	 Ruby	 Gillis	 did	 not	 seem	 the	 sort	 of	 person	 with	 whom	 such	 could	 be
profitably	discussed.
There	was	no	silly	sentiment	in	Anne's	ideas	concerning	Gilbert.	Boys	were	to

her,	when	she	thought	about	them	at	all,	merely	possible	good	comrades.	If	she
and	Gilbert	had	been	friends	she	would	not	have	cared	how	many	other	friends
he	had	nor	with	whom	he	walked.	She	had	a	genius	for	friendship;	girl	friends
she	had	in	plenty;	but	she	had	a	vague	consciousness	that	masculine	friendship
might	also	be	a	good	thing	to	round	out	one's	conceptions	of	companionship	and
furnish	broader	 standpoints	of	 judgment	 and	comparison.	Not	 that	Anne	could
have	 put	 her	 feelings	 on	 the	 matter	 into	 just	 such	 clear	 definition.	 But	 she
thought	 that	 if	Gilbert	had	ever	walked	home	with	her	 from	the	 train,	over	 the
crisp	 fields	and	along	 the	 ferny	byways,	 they	might	have	had	many	and	merry



and	interesting	conversations	about	the	new	world	that	was	opening	around	them
and	their	hopes	and	ambitions	 therein.	Gilbert	was	a	clever	young	fellow,	with
his	own	thoughts	about	things	and	a	determination	to	get	the	best	out	of	life	and
put	the	best	into	it.	Ruby	Gillis	told	Jane	Andrews	that	she	didn't	understand	half
the	things	Gilbert	Blythe	said;	he	talked	just	like	Anne	Shirley	did	when	she	had
a	 thoughtful	 fit	 on	 and	 for	 her	 part	 she	 didn't	 think	 it	 any	 fun	 to	 be	 bothering
about	books	and	that	sort	of	thing	when	you	didn't	have	to.	Frank	Stockley	had
lots	more	dash	and	go,	but	then	he	wasn't	half	as	good-looking	as	Gilbert	and	she
really	couldn't	decide	which	she	liked	best!
In	 the	 Academy	 Anne	 gradually	 drew	 a	 little	 circle	 of	 friends	 about	 her,

thoughtful,	imaginative,	ambitious	students	like	herself.	With	the	"rose-red"	girl,
Stella	Maynard,	and	the	"dream	girl,"	Priscilla	Grant,	she	soon	became	intimate,
finding	the	latter	pale	spiritual-looking	maiden	to	be	full	to	the	brim	of	mischief
and	pranks	and	fun,	while	the	vivid,	black-eyed	Stella	had	a	heartful	of	wistful
dreams	and	fancies,	as	aerial	and	rainbow-like	as	Anne's	own.
After	 the	 Christmas	 holidays	 the	 Avonlea	 students	 gave	 up	 going	 home	 on

Fridays	and	settled	down	to	hard	work.	By	this	time	all	the	Queen's	scholars	had
gravitated	into	their	own	places	in	the	ranks	and	the	various	classes	had	assumed
distinct	and	settled	shadings	of	individuality.	Certain	facts	had	become	generally
accepted.	 It	 was	 admitted	 that	 the	medal	 contestants	 had	 practically	 narrowed
down	 to	 three—Gilbert	 Blythe,	 Anne	 Shirley,	 and	 Lewis	 Wilson;	 the	 Avery
scholarship	was	more	doubtful,	any	one	of	a	certain	six	being	a	possible	winner.
The	 bronze	 medal	 for	 mathematics	 was	 considered	 as	 good	 as	 won	 by	 a	 fat,
funny	little	up-country	boy	with	a	bumpy	forehead	and	a	patched	coat.
Ruby	 Gillis	 was	 the	 handsomest	 girl	 of	 the	 year	 at	 the	 Academy;	 in	 the

Second	Year	classes	Stella	Maynard	carried	off	the	palm	for	beauty,	with	small
but	 critical	minority	 in	 favor	of	Anne	Shirley.	Ethel	Marr	was	 admitted	by	 all
competent	 judges	 to	 have	 the	 most	 stylish	 modes	 of	 hair-dressing,	 and	 Jane
Andrews—plain,	 plodding,	 conscientious	 Jane—carried	 off	 the	 honors	 in	 the
domestic	 science	course.	Even	 Josie	Pye	attained	a	 certain	preeminence	as	 the
sharpest-tongued	young	lady	in	attendance	at	Queen's.	So	it	may	be	fairly	stated
that	Miss	Stacy's	old	pupil's	held	their	own	in	the	wider	arena	of	the	academical
course.
Anne	worked	hard	and	steadily.	Her	rivalry	with	Gilbert	was	as	intense	as	it

had	ever	been	in	Avonlea	school,	although	it	was	not	known	in	the	class	at	large,
but	somehow	the	bitterness	had	gone	out	of	it.	Anne	no	longer	wished	to	win	for
the	sake	of	defeating	Gilbert;	rather,	for	the	proud	consciousness	of	a	well-won
victory	over	a	worthy	foeman.	It	would	be	worth	while	to	win,	but	she	no	longer
thought	life	would	be	insupportable	if	she	did	not.



In	spite	of	 lessons	 the	students	 found	opportunities	 for	pleasant	 times.	Anne
spent	 many	 of	 her	 spare	 hours	 at	 Beechwood	 and	 generally	 ate	 her	 Sunday
dinners	 there	 and	 went	 to	 church	 with	 Miss	 Barry.	 The	 latter	 was,	 as	 she
admitted,	 growing	 old,	 but	 her	 black	 eyes	 were	 not	 dim	 nor	 the	 vigor	 of	 her
tongue	 in	 the	 least	 abated.	 But	 she	 never	 sharpened	 the	 latter	 on	 Anne,	 who
continued	to	be	a	prime	favorite	with	the	critical	old	lady.
"That	Anne-girl	 improves	all	 the	time,"	she	said.	"I	get	tired	of	other	girls—

there	 is	such	a	provoking	and	eternal	sameness	about	 them.	Anne	has	as	many
shades	as	a	rainbow	and	every	shade	is	the	prettiest	while	it	lasts.	I	don't	know
that	she	is	as	amusing	as	she	was	when	she	was	a	child,	but	she	makes	me	love
her	and	I	 like	people	who	make	me	love	them.	It	saves	me	so	much	trouble	in
making	myself	love	them."
Then,	almost	before	anybody	realized	it,	spring	had	come;	out	in	Avonlea	the

Mayflowers	were	 peeping	 pinkly	 out	 on	 the	 sere	 barrens	where	 snow-wreaths
lingered;	 and	 the	 "mist	 of	green"	was	on	 the	woods	 and	 in	 the	valleys.	But	 in
Charlottetown	 harassed	 Queen's	 students	 thought	 and	 talked	 only	 of
examinations.
"It	doesn't	seem	possible	that	the	term	is	nearly	over,"	said	Anne.	"Why,	last

fall	it	seemed	so	long	to	look	forward	to—a	whole	winter	of	studies	and	classes.
And	here	we	are,	with	the	exams	looming	up	next	week.	Girls,	sometimes	I	feel
as	if	those	exams	meant	everything,	but	when	I	look	at	the	big	buds	swelling	on
those	 chestnut	 trees	 and	 the	misty	 blue	 air	 at	 the	 end	 of	 the	 streets	 they	 don't
seem	half	so	important."
Jane	and	Ruby	and	Josie,	who	had	dropped	in,	did	not	take	this	view	of	it.	To

them	the	coming	examinations	were	constantly	very	important	indeed—far	more
important	 than	chestnut	buds	or	Maytime	hazes.	 It	was	all	very	well	 for	Anne,
who	was	 sure	 of	 passing	 at	 least,	 to	 have	 her	moments	 of	 belittling	 them,	 but
when	your	whole	future	depended	on	them—as	the	girls	truly	thought	theirs	did
—you	could	not	regard	them	philosophically.
"I've	lost	seven	pounds	in	the	last	two	weeks,"	sighed	Jane.	"It's	no	use	to	say

don't	worry.	I	WILL	worry.	Worrying	helps	you	some—it	seems	as	if	you	were
doing	something	when	you're	worrying.	It	would	be	dreadful	if	I	failed	to	get	my
license	after	going	to	Queen's	all	winter	and	spending	so	much	money."
"I	don't	care,"	said	Josie	Pye.	"If	I	don't	pass	this	year	I'm	coming	back	next.

My	 father	 can	 afford	 to	 send	 me.	 Anne,	 Frank	 Stockley	 says	 that	 Professor
Tremaine	 said	 Gilbert	 Blythe	 was	 sure	 to	 get	 the	medal	 and	 that	 Emily	 Clay
would	likely	win	the	Avery	scholarship."
"That	may	make	me	feel	badly	tomorrow,	Josie,"	laughed	Anne,	"but	just	now

I	honestly	feel	that	as	long	as	I	know	the	violets	are	coming	out	all	purple	down



in	the	hollow	below	Green	Gables	and	that	little	ferns	are	poking	their	heads	up
in	Lovers'	Lane,	it's	not	a	great	deal	of	difference	whether	I	win	the	Avery	or	not.
I've	 done	my	 best	 and	 I	 begin	 to	 understand	what	 is	meant	 by	 the	 'joy	 of	 the
strife.'	 Next	 to	 trying	 and	 winning,	 the	 best	 thing	 is	 trying	 and	 failing.	 Girls,
don't	 talk	 about	 exams!	Look	at	 that	 arch	of	pale	green	 sky	over	 those	houses
and	picture	to	yourself	what	it	must	look	like	over	the	purply-dark	beech-woods
back	of	Avonlea."
"What	 are	 you	 going	 to	 wear	 for	 commencement,	 Jane?"	 asked	 Ruby

practically.
Jane	and	Josie	both	answered	at	once	and	the	chatter	drifted	into	a	side	eddy

of	fashions.	But	Anne,	with	her	elbows	on	the	window	sill,	her	soft	cheek	laid
against	 her	 clasped	 hands,	 and	 her	 eyes	 filled	 with	 visions,	 looked	 out
unheedingly	across	city	 roof	and	spire	 to	 that	glorious	dome	of	sunset	sky	and
wove	 her	 dreams	 of	 a	 possible	 future	 from	 the	 golden	 tissue	 of	 youth's	 own
optimism.	 All	 the	 Beyond	was	 hers	 with	 its	 possibilities	 lurking	 rosily	 in	 the
oncoming	 years—each	 year	 a	 rose	 of	 promise	 to	 be	 woven	 into	 an	 immortal
chaplet.



Chapter		36	
The	Glory	and	the	Dream
On	the	morning	when	the	final	results	of	all	the	examinations	were	to	be	posted
on	the	bulletin	board	at	Queen's,	Anne	and	Jane	walked	down	the	street	together.
Jane	was	smiling	and	happy;	examinations	were	over	and	she	was	comfortably
sure	she	had	made	a	pass	at	least;	further	considerations	troubled	Jane	not	at	all;
she	had	no	soaring	ambitions	and	consequently	was	not	affected	with	the	unrest
attendant	thereon.	For	we	pay	a	price	for	everything	we	get	or	take	in	this	world;
and	although	ambitions	are	well	worth	having,	they	are	not	to	be	cheaply	won,
but	exact	their	dues	of	work	and	self-denial,	anxiety	and	discouragement.	Anne
was	 pale	 and	 quiet;	 in	 ten	 more	 minutes	 she	 would	 know	 who	 had	 won	 the
medal	 and	who	 the	Avery.	 Beyond	 those	 ten	minutes	 there	 did	 not	 seem,	 just
then,	to	be	anything	worth	being	called	Time.
"Of	 course	 you'll	 win	 one	 of	 them	 anyhow,"	 said	 Jane,	 who	 couldn't

understand	how	the	faculty	could	be	so	unfair	as	to	order	it	otherwise.
"I	have	not	hope	of	the	Avery,"	said	Anne.	"Everybody	says	Emily	Clay	will

win	it.	And	I'm	not	going	to	march	up	to	that	bulletin	board	and	look	at	it	before
everybody.	I	haven't	 the	moral	courage.	I'm	going	straight	to	the	girls'	dressing
room.	You	must	read	the	announcements	and	then	come	and	tell	me,	Jane.	And	I
implore	you	in	the	name	of	our	old	friendship	to	do	it	as	quickly	as	possible.	If	I
have	 failed	 just	 say	so,	without	 trying	 to	break	 it	gently;	and	whatever	you	do
DON'T	sympathize	with	me.	Promise	me	this,	Jane."
Jane	promised	solemnly;	but,	as	it	happened,	there	was	no	necessity	for	such	a

promise.	When	 they	went	up	 the	entrance	steps	of	Queen's	 they	found	 the	hall
full	 of	 boys	 who	 were	 carrying	 Gilbert	 Blythe	 around	 on	 their	 shoulders	 and
yelling	at	the	tops	of	their	voices,	"Hurrah	for	Blythe,	Medalist!"
For	a	moment	Anne	felt	one	sickening	pang	of	defeat	and	disappointment.	So

she	 had	 failed	 and	 Gilbert	 had	 won!	Well,	 Matthew	 would	 be	 sorry—he	 had
been	so	sure	she	would	win.
And	then!
Somebody	called	out:
"Three	cheers	for	Miss	Shirley,	winner	of	the	Avery!"
"Oh,	Anne,"	gasped	Jane,	as	they	fled	to	the	girls'	dressing	room	amid	hearty



cheers.	"Oh,	Anne	I'm	so	proud!	Isn't	it	splendid?"
And	then	the	girls	were	around	them	and	Anne	was	the	center	of	a	laughing,

congratulating	 group.	 Her	 shoulders	 were	 thumped	 and	 her	 hands	 shaken
vigorously.	 She	 was	 pushed	 and	 pulled	 and	 hugged	 and	 among	 it	 all	 she
managed	to	whisper	to	Jane:
"Oh,	won't	Matthew	and	Marilla	be	pleased!	I	must	write	the	news	home	right

away."
Commencement	was	 the	next	 important	happening.	The	exercises	were	held

in	 the	 big	 assembly	 hall	 of	 the	Academy.	Addresses	were	 given,	 essays	 read,
songs	sung,	the	public	award	of	diplomas,	prizes	and	medals	made.
Matthew	and	Marilla	were	there,	with	eyes	and	ears	for	only	one	student	on

the	 platform—a	 tall	 girl	 in	 pale	 green,	 with	 faintly	 flushed	 cheeks	 and	 starry
eyes,	who	read	 the	best	essay	and	was	pointed	out	and	whispered	about	as	 the
Avery	winner.
"Reckon	you're	glad	we	kept	her,	Marilla?"	whispered	Matthew,	speaking	for

the	first	time	since	he	had	entered	the	hall,	when	Anne	had	finished	her	essay.
"It's	 not	 the	 first	 time	 I've	 been	 glad,"	 retorted	Marilla.	 "You	 do	 like	 to	 rub

things	in,	Matthew	Cuthbert."
Miss	Barry,	who	was	sitting	behind	them,	leaned	forward	and	poked	Marilla

in	the	back	with	her	parasol.
"Aren't	you	proud	of	that	Anne-girl?	I	am,"	she	said.
Anne	went	home	to	Avonlea	with	Matthew	and	Marilla	that	evening.	She	had

not	been	home	since	April	and	she	felt	that	she	could	not	wait	another	day.	The
apple	blossoms	were	out	and	the	world	was	fresh	and	young.	Diana	was	at	Green
Gables	 to	meet	her.	 In	her	own	white	room,	where	Marilla	had	set	a	 flowering
house	rose	on	the	window	sill,	Anne	looked	about	her	and	drew	a	long	breath	of
happiness.
"Oh,	Diana,	it's	so	good	to	be	back	again.	It's	so	good	to	see	those	pointed	firs

coming	 out	 against	 the	 pink	 sky—and	 that	 white	 orchard	 and	 the	 old	 Snow
Queen.	Isn't	the	breath	of	the	mint	delicious?	And	that	tea	rose—why,	it's	a	song
and	a	hope	and	a	prayer	all	in	one.	And	it's	GOOD	to	see	you	again,	Diana!"
"I	 thought	 you	 liked	 that	 Stella	 Maynard	 better	 than	 me,"	 said	 Diana

reproachfully.	 "Josie	Pye	 told	me	you	did.	 Josie	 said	you	were	 INFATUATED
with	her."
Anne	laughed	and	pelted	Diana	with	the	faded	"June	lilies"	of	her	bouquet.
"Stella	Maynard	 is	 the	dearest	girl	 in	 the	world	except	one	and	you	are	 that

one,	Diana,"	she	said.	"I	 love	you	more	 than	ever—and	I've	so	many	things	 to
tell	you.	But	just	now	I	feel	as	if	it	were	joy	enough	to	sit	here	and	look	at	you.
I'm	tired,	I	think—tired	of	being	studious	and	ambitious.	I	mean	to	spend	at	least



two	 hours	 tomorrow	 lying	 out	 in	 the	 orchard	 grass,	 thinking	 of	 absolutely
nothing."
"You've	 done	 splendidly,	 Anne.	 I	 suppose	 you	 won't	 be	 teaching	 now	 that

you've	won	the	Avery?"
"No.	I'm	going	to	Redmond	in	September.	Doesn't	it	seem	wonderful?	I'll	have

a	brand	new	stock	of	ambition	 laid	 in	by	 that	 time	after	 three	glorious,	golden
months	of	vacation.	Jane	and	Ruby	are	going	to	teach.	Isn't	it	splendid	to	think
we	all	got	through	even	to	Moody	Spurgeon	and	Josie	Pye?"
"The	Newbridge	trustees	have	offered	Jane	their	school	already,"	said	Diana.

"Gilbert	Blythe	is	going	to	teach,	too.	He	has	to.	His	father	can't	afford	to	send
him	to	college	next	year,	after	all,	so	he	means	to	earn	his	own	way	through.	I
expect	he'll	get	the	school	here	if	Miss	Ames	decides	to	leave."
Anne	 felt	 a	 queer	 little	 sensation	 of	 dismayed	 surprise.	 She	 had	 not	 known

this;	 she	 had	 expected	 that	 Gilbert	 would	 be	 going	 to	 Redmond	 also.	 What
would	 she	 do	 without	 their	 inspiring	 rivalry?	 Would	 not	 work,	 even	 at	 a
coeducational	college	with	a	 real	degree	 in	prospect,	be	 rather	 flat	without	her
friend	the	enemy?
The	next	morning	at	breakfast	it	suddenly	struck	Anne	that	Matthew	was	not

looking	well.	Surely	he	was	much	grayer	than	he	had	been	a	year	before.
"Marilla,"	 she	 said	 hesitatingly	 when	 he	 had	 gone	 out,	 "is	 Matthew	 quite

well?"
"No,	he	isn't,"	said	Marilla	in	a	troubled	tone.	"He's	had	some	real	bad	spells

with	 his	 heart	 this	 spring	 and	 he	 won't	 spare	 himself	 a	 mite.	 I've	 been	 real
worried	about	him,	but	he's	 some	better	 this	while	back	and	we've	got	 a	good
hired	 man,	 so	 I'm	 hoping	 he'll	 kind	 of	 rest	 and	 pick	 up.	Maybe	 he	 will	 now
you're	home.	You	always	cheer	him	up."
Anne	leaned	across	the	table	and	took	Marilla's	face	in	her	hands.
"You	are	not	looking	as	well	yourself	as	I'd	like	to	see	you,	Marilla.	You	look

tired.	I'm	afraid	you've	been	working	too	hard.	You	must	take	a	rest,	now	that	I'm
home.	I'm	just	going	to	 take	 this	one	day	off	 to	visit	all	 the	dear	old	spots	and
hunt	up	my	old	dreams,	and	then	it	will	be	your	 turn	 to	be	 lazy	while	I	do	 the
work."
Marilla	smiled	affectionately	at	her	girl.
"It's	 not	 the	work—it's	my	 head.	 I've	 got	 a	 pain	 so	 often	 now—behind	my

eyes.	Doctor	Spencer's	been	fussing	with	glasses,	but	they	don't	do	me	any	good.
There	 is	 a	 distinguished	 oculist	 coming	 to	 the	 Island	 the	 last	 of	 June	 and	 the
doctor	 says	 I	must	 see	 him.	 I	 guess	 I'll	 have	 to.	 I	 can't	 read	 or	 sew	with	 any
comfort	now.	Well,	Anne,	you've	done	real	well	at	Queen's	I	must	say.	To	take
First	Class	License	in	one	year	and	win	the	Avery	scholarship—well,	well,	Mrs.



Lynde	 says	 pride	 goes	 before	 a	 fall	 and	 she	 doesn't	 believe	 in	 the	 higher
education	 of	women	 at	 all;	 she	 says	 it	 unfits	 them	 for	woman's	 true	 sphere.	 I
don't	 believe	 a	 word	 of	 it.	 Speaking	 of	 Rachel	 reminds	 me—did	 you	 hear
anything	about	the	Abbey	Bank	lately,	Anne?"
"I	heard	it	was	shaky,"	answered	Anne.	"Why?"
"That	is	what	Rachel	said.	She	was	up	here	one	day	last	week	and	said	there

was	some	talk	about	it.	Matthew	felt	real	worried.	All	we	have	saved	is	in	that
bank—every	penny.	I	wanted	Matthew	to	put	it	in	the	Savings	Bank	in	the	first
place,	but	old	Mr.	Abbey	was	a	great	friend	of	father's	and	he'd	always	banked
with	him.	Matthew	said	any	bank	with	him	at	the	head	of	it	was	good	enough	for
anybody."
"I	think	he	has	only	been	its	nominal	head	for	many	years,"	said	Anne.	"He	is

a	very	old	man;	his	nephews	are	really	at	the	head	of	the	institution."
"Well,	when	Rachel	told	us	that,	I	wanted	Matthew	to	draw	our	money	right

out	and	he	said	he'd	think	of	it.	But	Mr.	Russell	told	him	yesterday	that	the	bank
was	all	right."
Anne	had	her	good	day	in	the	companionship	of	the	outdoor	world.	She	never

forgot	that	day;	it	was	so	bright	and	golden	and	fair,	so	free	from	shadow	and	so
lavish	of	blossom.	Anne	spent	some	of	its	rich	hours	in	the	orchard;	she	went	to
the	Dryad's	Bubble	and	Willowmere	and	Violet	Vale;	she	called	at	the	manse	and
had	a	satisfying	talk	with	Mrs.	Allan;	and	finally	 in	 the	evening	she	went	with
Matthew	 for	 the	 cows,	 through	 Lovers'	 Lane	 to	 the	 back	 pasture.	 The	 woods
were	all	gloried	through	with	sunset	and	the	warm	splendor	of	it	streamed	down
through	the	hill	gaps	in	the	west.	Matthew	walked	slowly	with	bent	head;	Anne,
tall	and	erect,	suited	her	springing	step	to	his.
"You've	been	working	too	hard	today,	Matthew,"	she	said	reproachfully.	"Why

won't	you	take	things	easier?"
"Well	now,	I	can't	seem	to,"	said	Matthew,	as	he	opened	 the	yard	gate	 to	 let

the	 cows	 through.	 "It's	 only	 that	 I'm	getting	old,	Anne,	 and	keep	 forgetting	 it.
Well,	well,	I've	always	worked	pretty	hard	and	I'd	rather	drop	in	harness."
"If	I	had	been	the	boy	you	sent	for,"	said	Anne	wistfully,	"I'd	be	able	to	help

you	so	much	now	and	spare	you	in	a	hundred	ways.	I	could	find	it	in	my	heart	to
wish	I	had	been,	just	for	that."
"Well	 now,	 I'd	 rather	 have	 you	 than	 a	 dozen	 boys,	 Anne,"	 said	 Matthew

patting	 her	 hand.	 "Just	mind	 you	 that—rather	 than	 a	 dozen	 boys.	Well	 now,	 I
guess	it	wasn't	a	boy	that	took	the	Avery	scholarship,	was	it?	It	was	a	girl—my
girl—my	girl	that	I'm	proud	of."
He	 smiled	 his	 shy	 smile	 at	 her	 as	 he	 went	 into	 the	 yard.	 Anne	 took	 the

memory	of	it	with	her	when	she	went	to	her	room	that	night	and	sat	for	a	long



while	 at	 her	 open	 window,	 thinking	 of	 the	 past	 and	 dreaming	 of	 the	 future.
Outside	 the	 Snow	Queen	was	mistily	white	 in	 the	moonshine;	 the	 frogs	were
singing	 in	 the	 marsh	 beyond	 Orchard	 Slope.	 Anne	 always	 remembered	 the
silvery,	 peaceful	 beauty	 and	 fragrant	 calm	 of	 that	 night.	 It	 was	 the	 last	 night
before	 sorrow	 touched	 her	 life;	 and	 no	 life	 is	 ever	 quite	 the	 same	 again	when
once	that	cold,	sanctifying	touch	has	been	laid	upon	it.



Chapter		37	
The	Reaper	Whose	Name	Is	Death
"Matthew—Matthew—what	is	the	matter?	Matthew,	are	you	sick?"
It	was	Marilla	who	spoke,	alarm	in	every	jerky	word.	Anne	came	through	the

hall,	her	hands	full	of	white	narcissus,—it	was	long	before	Anne	could	love	the
sight	or	odor	of	white	narcissus	again,—in	time	to	hear	her	and	to	see	Matthew
standing	in	the	porch	doorway,	a	folded	paper	in	his	hand,	and	his	face	strangely
drawn	and	gray.	Anne	dropped	her	flowers	and	sprang	across	the	kitchen	to	him
at	the	same	moment	as	Marilla.	They	were	both	too	late;	before	they	could	reach
him	Matthew	had	fallen	across	the	threshold.
"He's	fainted,"	gasped	Marilla.	"Anne,	run	for	Martin—quick,	quick!	He's	at

the	barn."
Martin,	the	hired	man,	who	had	just	driven	home	from	the	post	office,	started

at	once	for	the	doctor,	calling	at	Orchard	Slope	on	his	way	to	send	Mr.	and	Mrs.
Barry	 over.	 Mrs.	 Lynde,	 who	 was	 there	 on	 an	 errand,	 came	 too.	 They	 found
Anne	and	Marilla	distractedly	trying	to	restore	Matthew	to	consciousness.
Mrs.	Lynde	 pushed	 them	gently	 aside,	 tried	 his	 pulse,	 and	 then	 laid	 her	 ear

over	his	heart.	She	looked	at	their	anxious	faces	sorrowfully	and	the	tears	came
into	her	eyes.
"Oh,	Marilla,"	she	said	gravely.	"I	don't	think—we	can	do	anything	for	him."
"Mrs.	Lynde,	you	don't	think—you	can't	think	Matthew	is—is—"	Anne	could

not	say	the	dreadful	word;	she	turned	sick	and	pallid.
"Child,	yes,	I'm	afraid	of	it.	Look	at	his	face.	When	you've	seen	that	look	as

often	as	I	have	you'll	know	what	it	means."
Anne	looked	at	the	still	face	and	there	beheld	the	seal	of	the	Great	Presence.
When	the	doctor	came	he	said	that	death	had	been	instantaneous	and	probably

painless,	caused	in	all	likelihood	by	some	sudden	shock.	The	secret	of	the	shock
was	 discovered	 to	 be	 in	 the	 paper	 Matthew	 had	 held	 and	 which	 Martin	 had
brought	from	the	office	that	morning.	It	contained	an	account	of	the	failure	of	the
Abbey	Bank.
The	news	spread	quickly	through	Avonlea,	and	all	day	friends	and	neighbors

thronged	Green	Gables	and	came	and	went	on	errands	of	kindness	for	the	dead
and	living.	For	the	first	time	shy,	quiet	Matthew	Cuthbert	was	a	person	of	central



importance;	 the	white	majesty	of	death	had	 fallen	on	him	and	set	him	apart	as
one	crowned.
When	the	calm	night	came	softly	down	over	Green	Gables	the	old	house	was

hushed	and	 tranquil.	 In	 the	parlor	 lay	Matthew	Cuthbert	 in	his	coffin,	his	 long
gray	hair	framing	his	placid	face	on	which	there	was	a	little	kindly	smile	as	if	he
but	slept,	dreaming	pleasant	dreams.	There	were	flowers	about	him—sweet	old-
fashioned	flowers	which	his	mother	had	planted	in	the	homestead	garden	in	her
bridal	days	and	for	which	Matthew	had	always	had	a	secret,	wordless	love.	Anne
had	gathered	them	and	brought	them	to	him,	her	anguished,	tearless	eyes	burning
in	her	white	face.	It	was	the	last	thing	she	could	do	for	him.
The	Barrys	and	Mrs.	Lynde	stayed	with	them	that	night.	Diana,	going	to	the

east	gable,	where	Anne	was	standing	at	her	window,	said	gently:
"Anne	dear,	would	you	like	to	have	me	sleep	with	you	tonight?"
"Thank	you,	Diana."	Anne	looked	earnestly	into	her	friend's	face.	"I	think	you

won't	misunderstand	me	when	I	say	I	want	to	be	alone.	I'm	not	afraid.	I	haven't
been	alone	one	minute	since	it	happened—and	I	want	 to	be.	I	want	 to	be	quite
silent	and	quiet	and	try	to	realize	it.	I	can't	realize	it.	Half	the	time	it	seems	to	me
that	Matthew	can't	be	dead;	and	the	other	half	it	seems	as	if	he	must	have	been
dead	for	a	long	time	and	I've	had	this	horrible	dull	ache	ever	since."
Diana	did	not	quite	understand.	Marilla's	 impassioned	grief,	breaking	all	 the

bounds	 of	 natural	 reserve	 and	 lifelong	 habit	 in	 its	 stormy	 rush,	 she	 could
comprehend	 better	 than	 Anne's	 tearless	 agony.	 But	 she	 went	 away	 kindly,
leaving	Anne	alone	to	keep	her	first	vigil	with	sorrow.
Anne	hoped	that	the	tears	would	come	in	solitude.	It	seemed	to	her	a	terrible

thing	that	she	could	not	shed	a	tear	for	Matthew,	whom	she	had	loved	so	much
and	who	had	been	so	kind	to	her,	Matthew	who	had	walked	with	her	last	evening
at	sunset	and	was	now	lying	in	the	dim	room	below	with	that	awful	peace	on	his
brow.	 But	 no	 tears	 came	 at	 first,	 even	 when	 she	 knelt	 by	 her	 window	 in	 the
darkness	and	prayed,	looking	up	to	the	stars	beyond	the	hills—no	tears,	only	the
same	horrible	dull	ache	of	misery	that	kept	on	aching	until	she	fell	asleep,	worn
out	with	the	day's	pain	and	excitement.
In	the	night	she	awakened,	with	the	stillness	and	the	darkness	about	her,	and

the	recollection	of	the	day	came	over	her	like	a	wave	of	sorrow.	She	could	see
Matthew's	face	smiling	at	her	as	he	had	smiled	when	they	parted	at	the	gate	that
last	evening—she	could	hear	his	voice	saying,	"My	girl—my	girl	that	I'm	proud
of."	 Then	 the	 tears	 came	 and	Anne	wept	 her	 heart	 out.	Marilla	 heard	 her	 and
crept	in	to	comfort	her.
"There—there—don't	cry	so,	dearie.	It	can't	bring	him	back.	It—it—isn't	right

to	cry	so.	I	knew	that	today,	but	I	couldn't	help	it	then.	He'd	always	been	such	a



good,	kind	brother	to	me—but	God	knows	best."
"Oh,	just	let	me	cry,	Marilla,"	sobbed	Anne.	"The	tears	don't	hurt	me	like	that

ache	did.	Stay	here	for	a	little	while	with	me	and	keep	your	arm	round	me—so.	I
couldn't	have	Diana	stay,	she's	good	and	kind	and	sweet—but	it's	not	her	sorrow
—she's	outside	of	it	and	she	couldn't	come	close	enough	to	my	heart	to	help	me.
It's	our	sorrow—yours	and	mine.	Oh,	Marilla,	what	will	we	do	without	him?"
"We've	got	each	other,	Anne.	I	don't	know	what	I'd	do	if	you	weren't	here—if

you'd	never	come.	Oh,	Anne,	I	know	I've	been	kind	of	strict	and	harsh	with	you
maybe—but	you	mustn't	think	I	didn't	love	you	as	well	as	Matthew	did,	for	all
that.	I	want	to	tell	you	now	when	I	can.	It's	never	been	easy	for	me	to	say	things
out	of	my	heart,	but	at	times	like	this	it's	easier.	I	love	you	as	dear	as	if	you	were
my	 own	 flesh	 and	 blood	 and	 you've	 been	my	 joy	 and	 comfort	 ever	 since	 you
came	to	Green	Gables."
Two	 days	 afterwards	 they	 carried	 Matthew	 Cuthbert	 over	 his	 homestead

threshold	and	away	from	the	fields	he	had	tilled	and	the	orchards	he	had	loved
and	the	trees	he	had	planted;	and	then	Avonlea	settled	back	to	its	usual	placidity
and	 even	 at	 Green	Gables	 affairs	 slipped	 into	 their	 old	 groove	 and	work	was
done	 and	 duties	 fulfilled	 with	 regularity	 as	 before,	 although	 always	 with	 the
aching	sense	of	"loss	in	all	familiar	things."	Anne,	new	to	grief,	thought	it	almost
sad	 that	 it	 could	 be	 so—that	 they	 COULD	 go	 on	 in	 the	 old	 way	 without
Matthew.	She	felt	something	like	shame	and	remorse	when	she	discovered	that
the	sunrises	behind	 the	 firs	and	 the	pale	pink	buds	opening	 in	 the	garden	gave
her	 the	 old	 inrush	 of	 gladness	 when	 she	 saw	 them—that	 Diana's	 visits	 were
pleasant	 to	her	 and	 that	Diana's	merry	words	 and	ways	moved	her	 to	 laughter
and	 smiles—that,	 in	 brief,	 the	 beautiful	 world	 of	 blossom	 and	 love	 and
friendship	had	lost	none	of	its	power	to	please	her	fancy	and	thrill	her	heart,	that
life	still	called	to	her	with	many	insistent	voices.
"It	seems	like	disloyalty	to	Matthew,	somehow,	to	find	pleasure	in	these	things

now	that	he	has	gone,"	she	said	wistfully	to	Mrs.	Allan	one	evening	when	they
were	together	in	the	manse	garden.	"I	miss	him	so	much—all	the	time—and	yet,
Mrs.	Allan,	the	world	and	life	seem	very	beautiful	and	interesting	to	me	for	all.
Today	Diana	said	something	funny	and	I	found	myself	laughing.	I	thought	when
it	happened	 I	 could	never	 laugh	again.	And	 it	 somehow	seems	as	 if	 I	oughtn't
to."
"When	Matthew	was	here	he	liked	to	hear	you	laugh	and	he	liked	to	know	that

you	 found	pleasure	 in	 the	pleasant	 things	around	you,"	 said	Mrs.	Allan	gently.
"He	is	just	away	now;	and	he	likes	to	know	it	just	the	same.	I	am	sure	we	should
not	shut	our	hearts	against	the	healing	influences	that	nature	offers	us.	But	I	can
understand	your	feeling.	I	think	we	all	experience	the	same	thing.	We	resent	the



thought	that	anything	can	please	us	when	someone	we	love	is	no	longer	here	to
share	 the	pleasure	with	us,	 and	we	almost	 feel	 as	 if	we	were	unfaithful	 to	our
sorrow	when	we	find	our	interest	in	life	returning	to	us."
"I	 was	 down	 to	 the	 graveyard	 to	 plant	 a	 rosebush	 on	Matthew's	 grave	 this

afternoon,"	said	Anne	dreamily.	"I	took	a	slip	of	the	little	white	Scotch	rosebush
his	 mother	 brought	 out	 from	 Scotland	 long	 ago;	Matthew	 always	 liked	 those
roses	the	best—they	were	so	small	and	sweet	on	their	thorny	stems.	It	made	me
feel	 glad	 that	 I	 could	plant	 it	 by	his	 grave—as	 if	 I	were	doing	 something	 that
must	please	him	in	taking	it	there	to	be	near	him.	I	hope	he	has	roses	like	them	in
heaven.	Perhaps	the	souls	of	all	those	little	white	roses	that	he	has	loved	so	many
summers	were	all	 there	 to	meet	him.	 I	must	go	home	now.	Marilla	 is	all	alone
and	she	gets	lonely	at	twilight."
"She	will	 be	 lonelier	 still,	 I	 fear,	when	you	go	 away	 again	 to	 college,"	 said

Mrs.	Allan.
Anne	 did	 not	 reply;	 she	 said	 good	 night	 and	 went	 slowly	 back	 to	 green

Gables.	Marilla	was	 sitting	 on	 the	 front	 door-steps	 and	Anne	 sat	 down	 beside
her.	The	door	was	open	behind	them,	held	back	by	a	big	pink	conch	shell	with
hints	of	sea	sunsets	in	its	smooth	inner	convolutions.
Anne	gathered	some	sprays	of	pale-yellow	honeysuckle	and	put	 them	in	her

hair.	She	liked	the	delicious	hint	of	fragrance,	as	some	aerial	benediction,	above
her	every	time	she	moved.
"Doctor	Spencer	was	here	while	you	were	away,"	Marilla	said.	"He	says	that

the	specialist	will	be	in	town	tomorrow	and	he	insists	that	I	must	go	in	and	have
my	 eyes	 examined.	 I	 suppose	 I'd	 better	 go	 and	 have	 it	 over.	 I'll	 be	more	 than
thankful	 if	 the	man	can	give	me	the	right	kind	of	glasses	 to	suit	my	eyes.	You
won't	mind	 staying	 here	 alone	while	 I'm	 away,	will	 you?	Martin	will	 have	 to
drive	me	in	and	there's	ironing	and	baking	to	do."
"I	shall	be	all	right.	Diana	will	come	over	for	company	for	me.	I	shall	attend	to

the	 ironing	 and	 baking	 beautifully—you	 needn't	 fear	 that	 I'll	 starch	 the
handkerchiefs	or	flavor	the	cake	with	liniment."
Marilla	laughed.
"What	 a	 girl	 you	were	 for	making	mistakes	 in	 them	 days,	Anne.	You	were

always	getting	into	scrapes.	I	did	use	to	think	you	were	possessed.	Do	you	mind
the	time	you	dyed	your	hair?"
"Yes,	indeed.	I	shall	never	forget	it,"	smiled	Anne,	touching	the	heavy	braid	of

hair	 that	was	wound	 about	 her	 shapely	 head.	 "I	 laugh	 a	 little	 now	 sometimes
when	I	think	what	a	worry	my	hair	used	to	be	to	me—but	I	don't	laugh	MUCH,
because	it	was	a	very	real	trouble	then.	I	did	suffer	terribly	over	my	hair	and	my
freckles.	My	freckles	are	really	gone;	and	people	are	nice	enough	to	tell	me	my



hair	is	auburn	now—all	but	Josie	Pye.	She	informed	me	yesterday	that	she	really
thought	it	was	redder	than	ever,	or	at	least	my	black	dress	made	it	look	redder,
and	she	asked	me	if	people	who	had	red	hair	ever	got	used	to	having	it.	Marilla,
I've	almost	decided	to	give	up	trying	to	like	Josie	Pye.	I've	made	what	I	would
once	have	called	a	heroic	effort	to	like	her,	but	Josie	Pye	won't	BE	liked."
"Josie	is	a	Pye,"	said	Marilla	sharply,	"so	she	can't	help	being	disagreeable.	I

suppose	people	of	that	kind	serve	some	useful	purpose	in	society,	but	I	must	say
I	don't	know	what	it	is	any	more	than	I	know	the	use	of	thistles.	Is	Josie	going	to
teach?"
"No,	 she	 is	 going	 back	 to	 Queen's	 next	 year.	 So	 are	Moody	 Spurgeon	 and

Charlie	Sloane.	Jane	and	Ruby	are	going	to	teach	and	they	have	both	got	schools
—Jane	at	Newbridge	and	Ruby	at	some	place	up	west."
"Gilbert	Blythe	is	going	to	teach	too,	isn't	he?"
"Yes"—briefly.
"What	 a	 nice-looking	 fellow	 he	 is,"	 said	 Marilla	 absently.	 "I	 saw	 him	 in

church	 last	 Sunday	 and	 he	 seemed	 so	 tall	 and	manly.	 He	 looks	 a	 lot	 like	 his
father	did	at	the	same	age.	John	Blythe	was	a	nice	boy.	We	used	to	be	real	good
friends,	he	and	I.	People	called	him	my	beau."
Anne	looked	up	with	swift	interest.
"Oh,	Marilla—and	what	happened?—why	didn't	you—"
"We	had	a	quarrel.	 I	wouldn't	 forgive	him	when	he	asked	me	to.	 I	meant	 to,

after	 awhile—but	 I	was	 sulky	 and	 angry	 and	 I	wanted	 to	 punish	him	 first.	He
never	came	back—the	Blythes	were	all	mighty	independent.	But	I	always	felt—
rather	sorry.	I've	always	kind	of	wished	I'd	forgiven	him	when	I	had	the	chance."
"So	you've	had	a	bit	of	romance	in	your	life,	too,"	said	Anne	softly.
"Yes,	 I	 suppose	you	might	call	 it	 that.	You	wouldn't	 think	 so	 to	 look	at	me,

would	you?	But	you	never	can	tell	about	people	from	their	outsides.	Everybody
has	forgot	about	me	and	John.	I'd	forgotten	myself.	But	it	all	came	back	to	me
when	I	saw	Gilbert	last	Sunday."



Chapter		38	
The	Bend	in	the	road
Marilla	went	to	town	the	next	day	and	returned	in	the	evening.	Anne	had	gone
over	to	Orchard	Slope	with	Diana	and	came	back	to	find	Marilla	in	the	kitchen,
sitting	by	the	table	with	her	head	leaning	on	her	hand.	Something	in	her	dejected
attitude	struck	a	chill	to	Anne's	heart.	She	had	never	seen	Marilla	sit	limply	inert
like	that.
"Are	you	very	tired,	Marilla?"
"Yes—no—I	don't	know,"	 said	Marilla	wearily,	 looking	up.	 "I	 suppose	 I	am

tired	but	I	haven't	thought	about	it.	It's	not	that."
"Did	you	see	the	oculist?	What	did	he	say?"	asked	Anne	anxiously.
"Yes,	I	saw	him.	He	examined	my	eyes.	He	says	that	if	I	give	up	all	reading

and	sewing	entirely	and	any	kind	of	work	that	strains	the	eyes,	and	if	I'm	careful
not	to	cry,	and	if	I	wear	the	glasses	he's	given	me	he	thinks	my	eyes	may	not	get
any	worse	and	my	headaches	will	be	cured.	But	if	I	don't	he	says	I'll	certainly	be
stone-blind	in	six	months.	Blind!	Anne,	just	think	of	it!"
For	a	minute	Anne,	after	her	first	quick	exclamation	of	dismay,	was	silent.	It

seemed	to	her	that	she	could	NOT	speak.	Then	she	said	bravely,	but	with	a	catch
in	her	voice:
"Marilla,	 DON'T	 think	 of	 it.	 You	 know	 he	 has	 given	 you	 hope.	 If	 you	 are

careful	 you	 won't	 lose	 your	 sight	 altogether;	 and	 if	 his	 glasses	 cure	 your
headaches	it	will	be	a	great	thing."
"I	don't	 call	 it	much	hope,"	 said	Marilla	bitterly.	 "What	am	 I	 to	 live	 for	 if	 I

can't	 read	or	 sew	or	do	 anything	 like	 that?	 I	might	 as	well	 be	blind—or	dead.
And	as	for	crying,	I	can't	help	that	when	I	get	lonesome.	But	there,	it's	no	good
talking	about	it.	If	you'll	get	me	a	cup	of	tea	I'll	be	thankful.	I'm	about	done	out.
Don't	say	anything	about	this	to	any	one	for	a	spell	yet,	anyway.	I	can't	bear	that
folks	should	come	here	to	question	and	sympathize	and	talk	about	it."
When	Marilla	 had	 eaten	 her	 lunch	Anne	 persuaded	 her	 to	 go	 to	 bed.	 Then

Anne	went	herself	to	the	east	gable	and	sat	down	by	her	window	in	the	darkness
alone	with	her	tears	and	her	heaviness	of	heart.	How	sadly	things	had	changed
since	she	had	sat	there	the	night	after	coming	home!	Then	she	had	been	full	of
hope	and	 joy	and	 the	 future	had	 looked	 rosy	with	promise.	Anne	 felt	as	 if	 she



had	lived	years	since	then,	but	before	she	went	to	bed	there	was	a	smile	on	her
lips	and	peace	in	her	heart.	She	had	looked	her	duty	courageously	in	the	face	and
found	it	a	friend—as	duty	ever	is	when	we	meet	it	frankly.
One	 afternoon	 a	 few	 days	 later	Marilla	 came	 slowly	 in	 from	 the	 front	 yard

where	 she	 had	 been	 talking	 to	 a	 caller—a	man	whom	Anne	 knew	by	 sight	 as
Sadler	from	Carmody.	Anne	wondered	what	he	could	have	been	saying	to	bring
that	look	to	Marilla's	face.
"What	did	Mr.	Sadler	want,	Marilla?"
Marilla	sat	down	by	the	window	and	looked	at	Anne.	There	were	tears	in	her

eyes	in	defiance	of	the	oculist's	prohibition	and	her	voice	broke	as	she	said:
"He	heard	that	I	was	going	to	sell	Green	Gables	and	he	wants	to	buy	it."
"Buy	 it!	Buy	Green	Gables?"	Anne	wondered	 if	 she	 had	 heard	 aright.	 "Oh,

Marilla,	you	don't	mean	to	sell	Green	Gables!"
"Anne,	I	don't	know	what	else	is	to	be	done.	I've	thought	it	all	over.	If	my	eyes

were	strong	I	could	stay	here	and	make	out	to	look	after	things	and	manage,	with
a	good	hired	man.	But	as	it	is	I	can't.	I	may	lose	my	sight	altogether;	and	anyway
I'll	not	be	fit	 to	run	things.	Oh,	I	never	thought	I'd	live	to	see	the	day	when	I'd
have	to	sell	my	home.	But	things	would	only	go	behind	worse	and	worse	all	the
time,	 till	 nobody	would	want	 to	 buy	 it.	Every	 cent	 of	 our	money	went	 in	 that
bank;	and	there's	some	notes	Matthew	gave	last	fall	to	pay.	Mrs.	Lynde	advises
me	 to	 sell	 the	 farm	 and	 board	 somewhere—with	 her	 I	 suppose.	 It	won't	 bring
much—it's	small	and	the	buildings	are	old.	But	it'll	be	enough	for	me	to	live	on	I
reckon.	 I'm	 thankful	you're	provided	for	with	 that	scholarship,	Anne.	 I'm	sorry
you	won't	 have	 a	 home	 to	 come	 to	 in	 your	 vacations,	 that's	 all,	 but	 I	 suppose
you'll	manage	somehow."
Marilla	broke	down	and	wept	bitterly.
"You	mustn't	sell	Green	Gables,"	said	Anne	resolutely.
"Oh,	Anne,	I	wish	I	didn't	have	to.	But	you	can	see	for	yourself.	I	can't	stay

here	alone.	I'd	go	crazy	with	trouble	and	loneliness.	And	my	sight	would	go—I
know	it	would."
"You	won't	have	to	stay	here	alone,	Marilla.	I'll	be	with	you.	I'm	not	going	to

Redmond."
"Not	 going	 to	 Redmond!"	Marilla	 lifted	 her	worn	 face	 from	 her	 hands	 and

looked	at	Anne.	"Why,	what	do	you	mean?"
"Just	what	I	say.	I'm	not	going	to	take	the	scholarship.	I	decided	so	the	night

after	you	came	home	from	town.	You	surely	don't	think	I	could	leave	you	alone
in	 your	 trouble,	Marilla,	 after	 all	 you've	 done	 for	 me.	 I've	 been	 thinking	 and
planning.	Let	me	 tell	you	my	plans.	Mr.	Barry	wants	 to	 rent	 the	 farm	for	next
year.	 So	 you	 won't	 have	 any	 bother	 over	 that.	 And	 I'm	 going	 to	 teach.	 I've



applied	 for	 the	 school	 here—but	 I	 don't	 expect	 to	 get	 it	 for	 I	 understand	 the
trustees	have	promised	it	to	Gilbert	Blythe.	But	I	can	have	the	Carmody	school
—Mr.	Blair	 told	me	so	 last	night	at	 the	store.	Of	course	 that	won't	be	quite	as
nice	 or	 convenient	 as	 if	 I	 had	 the	Avonlea	 school.	But	 I	 can	 board	 home	 and
drive	myself	over	to	Carmody	and	back,	in	the	warm	weather	at	least.	And	even
in	winter	I	can	come	home	Fridays.	We'll	keep	a	horse	for	that.	Oh,	I	have	it	all
planned	out,	Marilla.	And	I'll	read	to	you	and	keep	you	cheered	up.	You	sha'n't
be	dull	or	lonesome.	And	we'll	be	real	cozy	and	happy	here	together,	you	and	I."
Marilla	had	listened	like	a	woman	in	a	dream.
"Oh,	Anne,	I	could	get	on	real	well	 if	you	were	here,	I	know.	But	I	can't	 let

you	sacrifice	yourself	so	for	me.	It	would	be	terrible."
"Nonsense!"	Anne	 laughed	merrily.	"There	 is	no	sacrifice.	Nothing	could	be

worse	than	giving	up	Green	Gables—nothing	could	hurt	me	more.	We	must	keep
the	 dear	 old	 place.	 My	 mind	 is	 quite	 made	 up,	 Marilla.	 I'm	 NOT	 going	 to
Redmond;	and	I	AM	going	to	stay	here	and	teach.	Don't	you	worry	about	me	a
bit."
"But	your	ambitions—and—"
"I'm	just	as	ambitious	as	ever.	Only,	I've	changed	the	object	of	my	ambitions.

I'm	going	to	be	a	good	teacher—and	I'm	going	to	save	your	eyesight.	Besides,	I
mean	 to	 study	at	home	here	and	 take	a	 little	college	course	all	by	myself.	Oh,
I've	dozens	of	plans,	Marilla.	I've	been	thinking	them	out	for	a	week.	I	shall	give
life	here	my	best,	and	I	believe	it	will	give	its	best	to	me	in	return.	When	I	left
Queen's	my	future	seemed	to	stretch	out	before	me	like	a	straight	road.	I	thought
I	could	see	along	it	for	many	a	milestone.	Now	there	is	a	bend	in	it.	I	don't	know
what	 lies	around	 the	bend,	but	 I'm	going	 to	believe	 that	 the	best	does.	 It	has	a
fascination	of	its	own,	that	bend,	Marilla.	I	wonder	how	the	road	beyond	it	goes
—what	there	is	of	green	glory	and	soft,	checkered	light	and	shadows—what	new
landscapes—what	new	beauties—what	curves	and	hills	and	valleys	further	on."
"I	don't	feel	as	if	I	ought	to	let	you	give	it	up,"	said	Marilla,	referring	to	the

scholarship.
"But	you	can't	prevent	me.	I'm	sixteen	and	a	half,	'obstinate	as	a	mule,'	as	Mrs.

Lynde	once	 told	me,"	 laughed	Anne.	 "Oh,	Marilla,	 don't	 you	go	pitying	me.	 I
don't	 like	 to	be	pitied,	and	 there	 is	no	need	for	 it.	 I'm	heart	glad	over	 the	very
thought	of	staying	at	dear	Green	Gables.	Nobody	could	love	it	as	you	and	I	do—
so	we	must	keep	it."
"You	blessed	girl!"	said	Marilla,	yielding.	"I	feel	as	if	you'd	given	me	new	life.

I	guess	I	ought	to	stick	out	and	make	you	go	to	college—but	I	know	I	can't,	so	I
ain't	going	to	try.	I'll	make	it	up	to	you	though,	Anne."
When	it	became	noised	abroad	in	Avonlea	that	Anne	Shirley	had	given	up	the



idea	of	going	to	college	and	intended	to	stay	home	and	teach	there	was	a	good
deal	of	discussion	over	it.	Most	of	the	good	folks,	not	knowing	about	Marilla's
eyes,	thought	she	was	foolish.	Mrs.	Allan	did	not.	She	told	Anne	so	in	approving
words	 that	 brought	 tears	 of	 pleasure	 to	 the	 girl's	 eyes.	 Neither	 did	 good	Mrs.
Lynde.	She	came	up	one	evening	and	found	Anne	and	Marilla	sitting	at	the	front
door	in	the	warm,	scented	summer	dusk.	They	liked	to	sit	there	when	the	twilight
came	down	and	the	white	moths	flew	about	in	the	garden	and	the	odor	of	mint
filled	the	dewy	air.
Mrs.	 Rachel	 deposited	 her	 substantial	 person	 upon	 the	 stone	 bench	 by	 the

door,	behind	which	grew	a	row	of	tall	pink	and	yellow	hollyhocks,	with	a	long
breath	of	mingled	weariness	and	relief.
"I	declare	I'm	getting	glad	to	sit	down.	I've	been	on	my	feet	all	day,	and	two

hundred	pounds	is	a	good	bit	for	two	feet	to	carry	round.	It's	a	great	blessing	not
to	be	fat,	Marilla.	 I	hope	you	appreciate	 it.	Well,	Anne,	I	hear	you've	given	up
your	notion	of	going	 to	college.	 I	was	real	glad	 to	hear	 it.	You've	got	as	much
education	 now	 as	 a	 woman	 can	 be	 comfortable	 with.	 I	 don't	 believe	 in	 girls
going	to	college	with	the	men	and	cramming	their	heads	full	of	Latin	and	Greek
and	all	that	nonsense."
"But	 I'm	 going	 to	 study	 Latin	 and	 Greek	 just	 the	 same,	Mrs.	 Lynde,"	 said

Anne	 laughing.	 "I'm	going	 to	 take	my	Arts	 course	 right	here	at	Green	Gables,
and	study	everything	that	I	would	at	college."
Mrs.	Lynde	lifted	her	hands	in	holy	horror.
"Anne	Shirley,	you'll	kill	yourself."
"Not	 a	 bit	 of	 it.	 I	 shall	 thrive	 on	 it.	Oh,	 I'm	not	 going	 to	 overdo	 things.	As

'Josiah	Allen's	wife,'	says,	I	shall	be	 'mejum'.	But	I'll	have	lots	of	spare	time	in
the	long	winter	evenings,	and	I've	no	vocation	for	fancy	work.	I'm	going	to	teach
over	at	Carmody,	you	know."
"I	 don't	 know	 it.	 I	 guess	 you're	 going	 to	 teach	 right	 here	 in	 Avonlea.	 The

trustees	have	decided	to	give	you	the	school."
"Mrs.	 Lynde!"	 cried	 Anne,	 springing	 to	 her	 feet	 in	 her	 surprise.	 "Why,	 I

thought	they	had	promised	it	to	Gilbert	Blythe!"
"So	they	did.	But	as	soon	as	Gilbert	heard	that	you	had	applied	for	it	he	went

to	them—they	had	a	business	meeting	at	 the	school	last	night,	you	know—and
told	them	that	he	withdrew	his	application,	and	suggested	that	they	accept	yours.
He	said	he	was	going	to	teach	at	White	Sands.	Of	course	he	knew	how	much	you
wanted	 to	 stay	 with	 Marilla,	 and	 I	 must	 say	 I	 think	 it	 was	 real	 kind	 and
thoughtful	in	him,	that's	what.	Real	self-sacrificing,	too,	for	he'll	have	his	board
to	 pay	 at	 White	 Sands,	 and	 everybody	 knows	 he's	 got	 to	 earn	 his	 own	 way
through	college.	So	the	trustees	decided	to	take	you.	I	was	tickled	to	death	when



Thomas	came	home	and	told	me."
"I	don't	feel	that	I	ought	to	take	it,"	murmured	Anne.	"I	mean—I	don't	think	I

ought	to	let	Gilbert	make	such	a	sacrifice	for—for	me."
"I	guess	you	can't	prevent	him	now.	He's	signed	papers	with	the	White	Sands

trustees.	So	 it	wouldn't	do	him	any	good	now	if	you	were	 to	refuse.	Of	course
you'll	 take	 the	 school.	 You'll	 get	 along	 all	 right,	 now	 that	 there	 are	 no	 Pyes
going.	Josie	was	the	last	of	them,	and	a	good	thing	she	was,	that's	what.	There's
been	some	Pye	or	other	going	to	Avonlea	school	for	the	last	twenty	years,	and	I
guess	their	mission	in	life	was	to	keep	school	teachers	reminded	that	earth	isn't
their	home.	Bless	my	heart!	What	does	all	that	winking	and	blinking	at	the	Barry
gable	mean?"
"Diana	is	signaling	for	me	to	go	over,"	laughed	Anne.	"You	know	we	keep	up

the	old	custom.	Excuse	me	while	I	run	over	and	see	what	she	wants."
Anne	 ran	 down	 the	 clover	 slope	 like	 a	 deer,	 and	 disappeared	 in	 the	 firry

shadows	of	the	Haunted	Wood.	Mrs.	Lynde	looked	after	her	indulgently.
"There's	a	good	deal	of	the	child	about	her	yet	in	some	ways."
"There's	a	good	deal	more	of	the	woman	about	her	in	others,"	retorted	Marilla,

with	a	momentary	return	of	her	old	crispness.
But	 crispness	was	 no	 longer	Marilla's	 distinguishing	 characteristic.	As	Mrs.

Lynde	told	her	Thomas	that	night.
"Marilla	Cuthbert	has	got	MELLOW.	That's	what."
Anne	 went	 to	 the	 little	 Avonlea	 graveyard	 the	 next	 evening	 to	 put	 fresh

flowers	on	Matthew's	grave	and	water	 the	Scotch	 rosebush.	She	 lingered	 there
until	dusk,	 liking	 the	peace	and	calm	of	 the	 little	place,	with	 its	poplars	whose
rustle	was	like	low,	friendly	speech,	and	its	whispering	grasses	growing	at	will
among	 the	graves.	When	 she	 finally	 left	 it	 and	walked	down	 the	 long	hill	 that
sloped	 to	 the	 Lake	 of	 Shining	Waters	 it	 was	 past	 sunset	 and	 all	 Avonlea	 lay
before	 her	 in	 a	 dreamlike	 afterlight—"a	 haunt	 of	 ancient	 peace."	 There	was	 a
freshness	 in	 the	 air	 as	 of	 a	 wind	 that	 had	 blown	 over	 honey-sweet	 fields	 of
clover.	 Home	 lights	 twinkled	 out	 here	 and	 there	 among	 the	 homestead	 trees.
Beyond	lay	the	sea,	misty	and	purple,	with	its	haunting,	unceasing	murmur.	The
west	was	a	glory	of	 soft	mingled	hues,	and	 the	pond	 reflected	 them	all	 in	 still
softer	 shadings.	 The	 beauty	 of	 it	 all	 thrilled	 Anne's	 heart,	 and	 she	 gratefully
opened	the	gates	of	her	soul	to	it.
"Dear	old	world,"	 she	murmured,	 "you	are	very	 lovely,	 and	 I	 am	glad	 to	be

alive	in	you."
Halfway	down	the	hill	a	tall	lad	came	whistling	out	of	a	gate	before	the	Blythe

homestead.	 It	 was	 Gilbert,	 and	 the	 whistle	 died	 on	 his	 lips	 as	 he	 recognized
Anne.	He	lifted	his	cap	courteously,	but	he	would	have	passed	on	in	silence,	if



Anne	had	not	stopped	and	held	out	her	hand.
"Gilbert,"	she	said,	with	scarlet	cheeks,	"I	want	to	thank	you	for	giving	up	the

school	 for	 me.	 It	 was	 very	 good	 of	 you—and	 I	 want	 you	 to	 know	 that	 I
appreciate	it."
Gilbert	took	the	offered	hand	eagerly.
"It	wasn't	particularly	good	of	me	at	all,	Anne.	I	was	pleased	to	be	able	to	do

you	some	small	service.	Are	we	going	to	be	friends	after	this?	Have	you	really
forgiven	me	my	old	fault?"
Anne	laughed	and	tried	unsuccessfully	to	withdraw	her	hand.
"I	forgave	you	that	day	by	the	pond	landing,	although	I	didn't	know	it.	What	a

stubborn	 little	 goose	 I	 was.	 I've	 been—I	 may	 as	 well	 make	 a	 complete
confession—I've	been	sorry	ever	since."
"We	 are	 going	 to	 be	 the	 best	 of	 friends,"	 said	Gilbert,	 jubilantly.	 "We	were

born	to	be	good	friends,	Anne.	You've	thwarted	destiny	enough.	I	know	we	can
help	each	other	in	many	ways.	You	are	going	to	keep	up	your	studies,	aren't	you?
So	am	I.	Come,	I'm	going	to	walk	home	with	you."
Marilla	looked	curiously	at	Anne	when	the	latter	entered	the	kitchen.
"Who	was	that	came	up	the	lane	with	you,	Anne?"
"Gilbert	Blythe,"	answered	Anne,	vexed	to	find	herself	blushing.	"I	met	him

on	Barry's	hill."
"I	didn't	think	you	and	Gilbert	Blythe	were	such	good	friends	that	you'd	stand

for	half	an	hour	at	the	gate	talking	to	him,"	said	Marilla	with	a	dry	smile.
"We	haven't	been—we've	been	good	enemies.	But	we	have	decided	that	it	will

be	much	more	sensible	to	be	good	friends	in	the	future.	Were	we	really	there	half
an	 hour?	 It	 seemed	 just	 a	 few	minutes.	But,	 you	 see,	we	 have	 five	 years'	 lost
conversations	to	catch	up	with,	Marilla."
Anne	sat	long	at	her	window	that	night	companioned	by	a	glad	content.	The

wind	purred	 softly	 in	 the	 cherry	boughs,	 and	 the	mint	breaths	 came	up	 to	her.
The	stars	twinkled	over	the	pointed	firs	in	the	hollow	and	Diana's	light	gleamed
through	the	old	gap.
Anne's	horizons	had	closed	 in	since	 the	night	she	had	sat	 there	after	coming

home	from	Queen's;	but	if	the	path	set	before	her	feet	was	to	be	narrow	she	knew
that	 flowers	of	quiet	happiness	would	bloom	along	 it.	The	 joy	of	sincere	work
and	worthy	aspiration	and	congenial	 friendship	were	 to	be	hers;	nothing	could
rob	her	of	her	birthright	of	 fancy	or	her	 ideal	world	of	dreams.	And	 there	was
always	the	bend	in	the	road!
"'God's	 in	 his	 heaven,	 all's	 right	 with	 the	 world,'"	 whispered	 Anne	 softly.

softly.	
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Chapter		1
Playing	Pilgrims

"Christmas	won't	be	Christmas	without	any	presents,"	grumbled	Jo,	lying	on	the
rug.
"It's	so	dreadful	to	be	poor!"	sighed	Meg,	looking	down	at	her	old	dress.
"I	don't	think	it's	fair	for	some	girls	to	have	plenty	of	pretty	things,	and	other

girls	nothing	at	all,"	added	little	Amy,	with	an	injured	sniff.
"We've	got	Father	 and	Mother,	 and	 each	other,"	 said	Beth	 contentedly	 from

her	corner.
The	four	young	faces	on	which	the	firelight	shone	brightened	at	the	cheerful

words,	but	darkened	again	as	Jo	said	sadly,	"We	haven't	got	Father,	and	shall	not
have	 him	 for	 a	 long	 time."	 She	 didn't	 say	 "perhaps	 never,"	 but	 each	 silently
added	it,	thinking	of	Father	far	away,	where	the	fighting	was.
Nobody	spoke	for	a	minute;	then	Meg	said	in	an	altered	tone,	"You	know	the

reason	Mother	proposed	not	having	any	presents	this	Christmas	was	because	it	is
going	 to	be	 a	hard	winter	 for	 everyone;	 and	 she	 thinks	we	ought	not	 to	 spend
money	 for	 pleasure,	 when	 our	men	 are	 suffering	 so	 in	 the	 army.	We	 can't	 do
much,	but	we	can	make	our	little	sacrifices,	and	ought	to	do	it	gladly.	But	I	am
afraid	 I	 don't,"	 and	Meg	 shook	 her	 head,	 as	 she	 thought	 regretfully	 of	 all	 the
pretty	things	she	wanted.
"But	I	don't	think	the	little	we	should	spend	would	do	any	good.	We've	each

got	a	dollar,	and	the	army	wouldn't	be	much	helped	by	our	giving	that.	I	agree
not	 to	 expect	 anything	 from	Mother	or	 you,	 but	 I	 do	want	 to	buy	Undine	and
Sintran	for	myself.	I've	wanted	it	so	long,"	said	Jo,	who	was	a	bookworm.
"I	planned	to	spend	mine	in	new	music,"	said	Beth,	with	a	little	sigh,	which	no

one	heard	but	the	hearth	brush	and	kettle-holder.
"I	 shall	 get	 a	nice	box	of	Faber's	 drawing	pencils;	 I	 really	need	 them,"	 said

Amy	decidedly.
"Mother	didn't	say	anything	about	our	money,	and	she	won't	wish	us	to	give

up	everything.	Let's	each	buy	what	we	want,	and	have	a	 little	fun;	I'm	sure	we
work	 hard	 enough	 to	 earn	 it,"	 cried	 Jo,	 examining	 the	 heels	 of	 her	 shoes	 in	 a
gentlemanly	manner.
"I	 know	 I	 do—teaching	 those	 tiresome	 children	 nearly	 all	 day,	 when	 I'm

longing	to	enjoy	myself	at	home,"	began	Meg,	in	the	complaining	tone	again.



"You	don't	have	half	such	a	hard	time	as	I	do,"	said	Jo.	"How	would	you	like
to	be	shut	up	for	hours	with	a	nervous,	fussy	old	lady,	who	keeps	you	trotting,	is
never	satisfied,	and	worries	you	till	you're	ready	to	fly	out	the	window	or	cry?"
"It's	naughty	to	fret,	but	I	do	think	washing	dishes	and	keeping	things	tidy	is

the	worst	work	in	the	world.	It	makes	me	cross,	and	my	hands	get	so	stiff,	I	can't
practice	well	 at	 all."	And	Beth	 looked	at	her	 rough	hands	with	a	 sigh	 that	any
one	could	hear	that	time.
"I	don't	believe	any	of	you	suffer	as	I	do,"	cried	Amy,	"for	you	don't	have	to

go	 to	 school	 with	 impertinent	 girls,	 who	 plague	 you	 if	 you	 don't	 know	 your
lessons,	and	laugh	at	your	dresses,	and	label	your	father	if	he	isn't	rich,	and	insult
you	when	your	nose	isn't	nice."
"If	you	mean	libel,	I'd	say	so,	and	not	talk	about	labels,	as	if	Papa	was	a	pickle

bottle,"	advised	Jo,	laughing.
"I	know	what	I	mean,	and	you	needn't	be	statirical	about	it.	It's	proper	to	use

good	words,	and	improve	your	vocabilary,"	returned	Amy,	with	dignity.
"Don't	peck	at	one	another,	children.	Don't	you	wish	we	had	the	money	Papa

lost	when	we	were	little,	Jo?	Dear	me!	How	happy	and	good	we'd	be,	if	we	had
no	worries!"	said	Meg,	who	could	remember	better	times.
"You	 said	 the	 other	 day	 you	 thought	we	were	 a	 deal	 happier	 than	 the	King

children,	for	they	were	fighting	and	fretting	all	the	time,	in	spite	of	their	money."
"So	I	did,	Beth.	Well,	I	think	we	are.	For	though	we	do	have	to	work,	we	make

fun	of	ourselves,	and	are	a	pretty	jolly	set,	as	Jo	would	say."
"Jo	does	use	such	slang	words!"	observed	Amy,	with	a	reproving	look	at	the

long	figure	stretched	on	the	rug.
Jo	immediately	sat	up,	put	her	hands	in	her	pockets,	and	began	to	whistle.
"Don't,	Jo.	It's	so	boyish!"
"That's	why	I	do	it."
"I	detest	rude,	unladylike	girls!"
"I	hate	affected,	niminy-piminy	chits!"
"Birds	 in	 their	 little	 nests	 agree,"	 sang	 Beth,	 the	 peacemaker,	 with	 such	 a

funny	face	that	both	sharp	voices	softened	to	a	laugh,	and	the	"pecking"	ended
for	that	time.
"Really,	girls,	you	are	both	to	be	blamed,"	said	Meg,	beginning	to	 lecture	 in

her	elder-sisterly	fashion.	"You	are	old	enough	to	leave	off	boyish	tricks,	and	to
behave	better,	Josephine.	It	didn't	matter	so	much	when	you	were	a	little	girl,	but
now	you	are	so	tall,	and	turn	up	your	hair,	you	should	remember	that	you	are	a
young	lady."
"I'm	not!	And	if	turning	up	my	hair	makes	me	one,	I'll	wear	it	in	two	tails	till

I'm	twenty,"	cried	Jo,	pulling	off	her	net,	and	shaking	down	a	chestnut	mane.	"I



hate	to	think	I've	got	to	grow	up,	and	be	Miss	March,	and	wear	long	gowns,	and
look	as	prim	as	a	China	Aster!	It's	bad	enough	to	be	a	girl,	anyway,	when	I	like
boy's	games	and	work	and	manners!	 I	can't	get	over	my	disappointment	 in	not
being	 a	boy.	And	 it's	worse	 than	 ever	now,	 for	 I'm	dying	 to	go	 and	 fight	with
Papa.	And	I	can	only	stay	home	and	knit,	like	a	poky	old	woman!"
And	Jo	shook	the	blue	army	sock	till	the	needles	rattled	like	castanets,	and	her

ball	bounded	across	the	room.
"Poor	Jo!	It's	too	bad,	but	it	can't	be	helped.	So	you	must	try	to	be	contented

with	 making	 your	 name	 boyish,	 and	 playing	 brother	 to	 us	 girls,"	 said	 Beth,
stroking	the	rough	head	with	a	hand	that	all	the	dish	washing	and	dusting	in	the
world	could	not	make	ungentle	in	its	touch.
"As	 for	 you,	 Amy,"	 continued	Meg,	 "you	 are	 altogether	 too	 particular	 and

prim.	Your	airs	are	funny	now,	but	you'll	grow	up	an	affected	little	goose,	if	you
don't	take	care.	I	like	your	nice	manners	and	refined	ways	of	speaking,	when	you
don't	try	to	be	elegant.	But	your	absurd	words	are	as	bad	as	Jo's	slang."
"If	Jo	is	a	tomboy	and	Amy	a	goose,	what	am	I,	please?"	asked	Beth,	ready	to

share	the	lecture.
"You're	 a	 dear,	 and	 nothing	 else,"	 answered	 Meg	 warmly,	 and	 no	 one

contradicted	her,	for	the	'Mouse'	was	the	pet	of	the	family.
As	young	readers	like	to	know	'how	people	look',	we	will	take	this	moment	to

give	them	a	little	sketch	of	the	four	sisters,	who	sat	knitting	away	in	the	twilight,
while	 the	December	snow	fell	quietly	without,	and	 the	 fire	crackled	cheerfully
within.	It	was	a	comfortable	room,	though	the	carpet	was	faded	and	the	furniture
very	plain,	for	a	good	picture	or	two	hung	on	the	walls,	books	filled	the	recesses,
chrysanthemums	and	Christmas	 roses	bloomed	 in	 the	windows,	 and	a	pleasant
atmosphere	of	home	peace	pervaded	it.
Margaret,	the	eldest	of	the	four,	was	sixteen,	and	very	pretty,	being	plump	and

fair,	with	large	eyes,	plenty	of	soft	brown	hair,	a	sweet	mouth,	and	white	hands,
of	which	she	was	rather	vain.	Fifteen-year-old	Jo	was	very	tall,	thin,	and	brown,
and	reminded	one	of	a	colt,	for	she	never	seemed	to	know	what	to	do	with	her
long	 limbs,	 which	 were	 very	 much	 in	 her	 way.	 She	 had	 a	 decided	 mouth,	 a
comical	nose,	and	sharp,	gray	eyes,	which	appeared	to	see	everything,	and	were
by	turns	fierce,	funny,	or	thoughtful.	Her	long,	thick	hair	was	her	one	beauty,	but
it	was	usually	bundled	into	a	net,	to	be	out	of	her	way.	Round	shoulders	had	Jo,
big	 hands	 and	 feet,	 a	 flyaway	 look	 to	 her	 clothes,	 and	 the	 uncomfortable
appearance	of	a	girl	who	was	rapidly	shooting	up	into	a	woman	and	didn't	like	it.
Elizabeth,	 or	 Beth,	 as	 everyone	 called	 her,	 was	 a	 rosy,	 smooth-haired,	 bright-
eyed	girl	of	thirteen,	with	a	shy	manner,	a	timid	voice,	and	a	peaceful	expression
which	was	seldom	disturbed.	Her	father	called	her	'Little	Miss	Tranquility',	and



the	name	suited	her	excellently,	for	she	seemed	to	live	in	a	happy	world	of	her
own,	 only	 venturing	 out	 to	 meet	 the	 few	 whom	 she	 trusted	 and	 loved.	 Amy,
though	the	youngest,	was	a	most	important	person,	in	her	own	opinion	at	least.	A
regular	snow	maiden,	with	blue	eyes,	and	yellow	hair	curling	on	her	shoulders,
pale	and	slender,	and	always	carrying	herself	 like	a	young	 lady	mindful	of	her
manners.	What	the	characters	of	the	four	sisters	were	we	will	leave	to	be	found
out.
The	 clock	 struck	 six	 and,	 having	 swept	 up	 the	 hearth,	 Beth	 put	 a	 pair	 of

slippers	down	 to	warm.	Somehow	 the	sight	of	 the	old	shoes	had	a	good	effect
upon	the	girls,	for	Mother	was	coming,	and	everyone	brightened	to	welcome	her.
Meg	 stopped	 lecturing,	 and	 lighted	 the	 lamp,	 Amy	 got	 out	 of	 the	 easy	 chair
without	being	asked,	and	Jo	forgot	how	tired	she	was	as	she	sat	up	to	hold	the
slippers	nearer	to	the	blaze.
"They	are	quite	worn	out.	Marmee	must	have	a	new	pair."
"I	thought	I'd	get	her	some	with	my	dollar,"	said	Beth.
"No,	I	shall!"	cried	Amy.
"I'm	the	oldest,"	began	Meg,	but	Jo	cut	in	with	a	decided,	"I'm	the	man	of	the

family	now	Papa	is	away,	and	I	shall	provide	the	slippers,	for	he	told	me	to	take
special	care	of	Mother	while	he	was	gone."
"I'll	 tell	 you	 what	 we'll	 do,"	 said	 Beth,	 "let's	 each	 get	 her	 something	 for

Christmas,	and	not	get	anything	for	ourselves."
"That's	like	you,	dear!	What	will	we	get?"	exclaimed	Jo.
Everyone	 thought	 soberly	 for	 a	minute,	 then	Meg	 announced,	 as	 if	 the	 idea

was	suggested	by	the	sight	of	her	own	pretty	hands,	"I	shall	give	her	a	nice	pair
of	gloves."
"Army	shoes,	best	to	be	had,"	cried	Jo.
"Some	handkerchiefs,	all	hemmed,"	said	Beth.
"I'll	get	a	 little	bottle	of	cologne.	She	 likes	 it,	and	 it	won't	cost	much,	so	I'll

have	some	left	to	buy	my	pencils,"	added	Amy.
"How	will	we	give	the	things?"	asked	Meg.
"Put	them	on	the	table,	and	bring	her	in	and	see	her	open	the	bundles.	Don't

you	remember	how	we	used	to	do	on	our	birthdays?"	answered	Jo.
"I	used	 to	be	 so	 frightened	when	 it	was	my	 turn	 to	 sit	 in	 the	 chair	with	 the

crown	on,	and	see	you	all	come	marching	round	to	give	the	presents,	with	a	kiss.
I	liked	the	things	and	the	kisses,	but	it	was	dreadful	to	have	you	sit	looking	at	me
while	I	opened	the	bundles,"	said	Beth,	who	was	toasting	her	face	and	the	bread
for	tea	at	the	same	time.
"Let	Marmee	think	we	are	getting	things	for	ourselves,	and	then	surprise	her.

We	must	go	shopping	tomorrow	afternoon,	Meg.	There	is	so	much	to	do	about



the	play	 for	Christmas	night,"	 said	 Jo,	marching	up	and	down,	with	her	hands
behind	her	back,	and	her	nose	in	the	air.
"I	 don't	 mean	 to	 act	 any	more	 after	 this	 time.	 I'm	 getting	 too	 old	 for	 such

things,"	 observed	Meg,	 who	 was	 as	 much	 a	 child	 as	 ever	 about	 'dressing-up'
frolics.
"You	won't	stop,	I	know,	as	long	as	you	can	trail	round	in	a	white	gown	with

your	hair	down,	and	wear	gold-paper	jewelry.	You	are	the	best	actress	we've	got,
and	there'll	be	an	end	of	everything	if	you	quit	the	boards,"	said	Jo.	"We	ought	to
rehearse	tonight.	Come	here,	Amy,	and	do	the	fainting	scene,	for	you	are	as	stiff
as	a	poker	in	that."
"I	can't	help	it.	I	never	saw	anyone	faint,	and	I	don't	choose	to	make	myself	all

black	and	blue,	 tumbling	 flat	as	you	do.	 If	 I	can	go	down	easily,	 I'll	drop.	 If	 I
can't,	I	shall	fall	into	a	chair	and	be	graceful.	I	don't	care	if	Hugo	does	come	at
me	with	a	pistol,"	 returned	Amy,	who	was	not	gifted	with	dramatic	power,	but
was	 chosen	 because	 she	 was	 small	 enough	 to	 be	 borne	 out	 shrieking	 by	 the
villain	of	the	piece.
"Do	 it	 this	 way.	 Clasp	 your	 hands	 so,	 and	 stagger	 across	 the	 room,	 crying

frantically,	 'Roderigo!	 Save	 me!	 Save	 me!'"	 and	 away	 went	 Jo,	 with	 a
melodramatic	scream	which	was	truly	thrilling.
Amy	 followed,	 but	 she	 poked	 her	 hands	 out	 stiffly	 before	 her,	 and	 jerked

herself	along	as	if	she	went	by	machinery,	and	her	"Ow!"	was	more	suggestive
of	pins	being	run	into	her	than	of	fear	and	anguish.	Jo	gave	a	despairing	groan,
and	Meg	laughed	outright,	while	Beth	let	her	bread	burn	as	she	watched	the	fun
with	interest.	"It's	no	use!	Do	the	best	you	can	when	the	time	comes,	and	if	the
audience	laughs,	don't	blame	me.	Come	on,	Meg."
Then	things	went	smoothly,	for	Don	Pedro	defied	the	world	in	a	speech	of	two

pages	 without	 a	 single	 break.	 Hagar,	 the	 witch,	 chanted	 an	 awful	 incantation
over	her	kettleful	of	simmering	toads,	with	weird	effect.	Roderigo	rent	his	chains
asunder	manfully,	and	Hugo	died	in	agonies	of	remorse	and	arsenic,	with	a	wild,
"Ha!	Ha!"
"It's	the	best	we've	had	yet,"	said	Meg,	as	the	dead	villain	sat	up	and	rubbed

his	elbows.
"I	 don't	 see	 how	 you	 can	 write	 and	 act	 such	 splendid	 things,	 Jo.	 You're	 a

regular	Shakespeare!"	exclaimed	Beth,	who	firmly	believed	that	her	sisters	were
gifted	with	wonderful	genius	in	all	things.
"Not	quite,"	replied	Jo	modestly.	"I	do	think	The	Witches	Curse,	an	Operatic

Tragedy	 is	 rather	 a	 nice	 thing,	 but	 I'd	 like	 to	 tryMacbeth,	 if	 we	 only	 had	 a
trapdoor	for	Banquo.	I	always	wanted	to	do	the	killing	part.	'Is	that	a	dagger	that
I	 see	before	me?"	muttered	Jo,	 rolling	her	eyes	and	clutching	at	 the	air,	as	she



had	seen	a	famous	tragedian	do.
"No,	it's	the	toasting	fork,	with	Mother's	shoe	on	it	instead	of	the	bread.	Beth's

stage-struck!"	cried	Meg,	and	the	rehearsal	ended	in	a	general	burst	of	laughter.
"Glad	 to	 find	 you	 so	merry,	my	 girls,"	 said	 a	 cheery	 voice	 at	 the	 door,	 and

actors	and	audience	 turned	 to	welcome	a	 tall,	motherly	 lady	with	a	 'can	 I	help
you'	 look	about	her	which	was	 truly	delightful.	She	was	not	elegantly	dressed,
but	 a	 noble-looking	 woman,	 and	 the	 girls	 thought	 the	 gray	 cloak	 and
unfashionable	bonnet	covered	the	most	splendid	mother	in	the	world.
"Well,	dearies,	how	have	you	got	on	today?	There	was	so	much	to	do,	getting

the	boxes	ready	to	go	tomorrow,	that	I	didn't	come	home	to	dinner.	Has	anyone
called,	Beth?	How	is	your	cold,	Meg?	Jo,	you	look	tired	to	death.	Come	and	kiss
me,	baby."
While	making	these	maternal	inquiries	Mrs.	March	got	her	wet	things	off,	her

warm	 slippers	 on,	 and	 sitting	 down	 in	 the	 easy	 chair,	 drew	 Amy	 to	 her	 lap,
preparing	to	enjoy	the	happiest	hour	of	her	busy	day.	The	girls	flew	about,	trying
to	make	things	comfortable,	each	in	her	own	way.	Meg	arranged	the	tea	table,	Jo
brought	wood	and	 set	 chairs,	 dropping,	 over-turning,	 and	 clattering	 everything
she	 touched.	 Beth	 trotted	 to	 and	 fro	 between	 parlor	 kitchen,	 quiet	 and	 busy,
while	Amy	gave	directions	to	everyone,	as	she	sat	with	her	hands	folded.
As	they	gathered	about	the	table,	Mrs.	March	said,	with	a	particularly	happy

face,	"I've	got	a	treat	for	you	after	supper."
A	quick,	bright	smile	went	round	like	a	streak	of	sunshine.	Beth	clapped	her

hands,	regardless	of	the	biscuit	she	held,	and	Jo	tossed	up	her	napkin,	crying,	"A
letter!	A	letter!	Three	cheers	for	Father!"
"Yes,	 a	nice	 long	 letter.	He	 is	well,	 and	 thinks	he	 shall	get	 through	 the	cold

season	better	than	we	feared.	He	sends	all	sorts	of	loving	wishes	for	Christmas,
and	an	especial	message	to	you	girls,"	said	Mrs.	March,	patting	her	pocket	as	if
she	had	got	a	treasure	there.
"Hurry	 and	 get	 done!	Don't	 stop	 to	 quirk	 your	 little	 finger	 and	 simper	 over

your	 plate,	Amy,"	 cried	 Jo,	 choking	 on	 her	 tea	 and	 dropping	 her	 bread,	 butter
side	down,	on	the	carpet	in	her	haste	to	get	at	the	treat.
Beth	ate	no	more,	but	crept	away	to	sit	in	her	shadowy	corner	and	brood	over

the	delight	to	come,	till	the	others	were	ready.
"I	think	it	was	so	splendid	in	Father	to	go	as	chaplain	when	he	was	too	old	to

be	drafted,	and	not	strong	enough	for	a	soldier,"	said	Meg	warmly.
"Don't	I	wish	I	could	go	as	a	drummer,	a	vivan—what's	its	name?	Or	a	nurse,

so	I	could	be	near	him	and	help	him,"	exclaimed	Jo,	with	a	groan.
"It	must	be	very	disagreeable	to	sleep	in	a	tent,	and	eat	all	sorts	of	bad-tasting

things,	and	drink	out	of	a	tin	mug,"	sighed	Amy.



"When	will	he	come	home,	Marmee?"	asked	Beth,	with	a	little	quiver	in	her
voice.
"Not	for	many	months,	dear,	unless	he	is	sick.	He	will	stay	and	do	his	work

faithfully	as	long	as	he	can,	and	we	won't	ask	for	him	back	a	minute	sooner	than
he	can	be	spared.	Now	come	and	hear	the	letter."
They	all	drew	to	the	fire,	Mother	in	the	big	chair	with	Beth	at	her	feet,	Meg

and	Amy	perched	on	either	arm	of	the	chair,	and	Jo	leaning	on	the	back,	where
no	one	would	see	any	sign	of	emotion	if	the	letter	should	happen	to	be	touching.
Very	 few	 letters	 were	 written	 in	 those	 hard	 times	 that	 were	 not	 touching,
especially	 those	 which	 fathers	 sent	 home.	 In	 this	 one	 little	 was	 said	 of	 the
hardships	endured,	 the	dangers	faced,	or	 the	homesickness	conquered.	It	was	a
cheerful,	 hopeful	 letter,	 full	 of	 lively	 descriptions	 of	 camp	 life,	 marches,	 and
military	news,	and	only	at	the	end	did	the	writer's	heart	over-flow	with	fatherly
love	and	longing	for	the	little	girls	at	home.
"Give	them	all	of	my	dear	love	and	a	kiss.	Tell	them	I	think	of	them	by	day,

pray	for	them	by	night,	and	find	my	best	comfort	in	their	affection	at	all	times.	A
year	seems	very	long	to	wait	before	I	see	them,	but	remind	them	that	while	we
wait	we	may	all	work,	so	that	these	hard	days	need	not	be	wasted.	I	know	they
will	remember	all	I	said	to	them,	that	they	will	be	loving	children	to	you,	will	do
their	duty	faithfully,	fight	their	bosom	enemies	bravely,	and	conquer	themselves
so	beautifully	that	when	I	come	back	to	them	I	may	be	fonder	and	prouder	than
ever	 of	my	 little	women."	 Everybody	 sniffed	when	 they	 came	 to	 that	 part.	 Jo
wasn't	ashamed	of	the	great	tear	that	dropped	off	the	end	of	her	nose,	and	Amy
never	 minded	 the	 rumpling	 of	 her	 curls	 as	 she	 hid	 her	 face	 on	 her	 mother's
shoulder	and	sobbed	out,	"I	am	a	selfish	girl!	But	I'll	truly	try	to	be	better,	so	he
mayn't	be	disappointed	in	me	by-and-by."
"We	all	will,"	cried	Meg.	"I	think	too	much	of	my	looks	and	hate	to	work,	but

won't	any	more,	if	I	can	help	it."
"I'll	try	and	be	what	he	loves	to	call	me,	'a	little	woman'	and	not	be	rough	and

wild,	 but	 do	my	duty	 here	 instead	 of	wanting	 to	 be	 somewhere	 else,"	 said	 Jo,
thinking	that	keeping	her	temper	at	home	was	a	much	harder	task	than	facing	a
rebel	or	two	down	South.
Beth	 said	 nothing,	 but	 wiped	 away	 her	 tears	 with	 the	 blue	 army	 sock	 and

began	to	knit	with	all	her	might,	losing	no	time	in	doing	the	duty	that	lay	nearest
her,	while	she	resolved	in	her	quiet	little	soul	to	be	all	that	Father	hoped	to	find
her	when	the	year	brought	round	the	happy	coming	home.
Mrs.	 March	 broke	 the	 silence	 that	 followed	 Jo's	 words,	 by	 saying	 in	 her

cheery	voice,	"Do	you	remember	how	you	used	to	play	Pilgrims	Progress	when
you	were	little	things?	Nothing	delighted	you	more	than	to	have	me	tie	my	piece



bags	on	your	backs	for	burdens,	give	you	hats	and	sticks	and	rolls	of	paper,	and
let	 you	 travel	 through	 the	 house	 from	 the	 cellar,	 which	 was	 the	 City	 of
Destruction,	 up,	 up,	 to	 the	 housetop,	where	 you	 had	 all	 the	 lovely	 things	 you
could	collect	to	make	a	Celestial	City."
"What	 fun	 it	 was,	 especially	 going	 by	 the	 lions,	 fighting	 Apollyon,	 and

passing	through	the	valley	where	the	hob-goblins	were,"	said	Jo.
"I	 liked	 the	 place	where	 the	 bundles	 fell	 off	 and	 tumbled	 downstairs,"	 said

Meg.
"I	don't	remember	much	about	it,	except	that	I	was	afraid	of	the	cellar	and	the

dark	entry,	and	always	liked	the	cake	and	milk	we	had	up	at	the	top.	If	I	wasn't
too	 old	 for	 such	 things,	 I'd	 rather	 like	 to	 play	 it	 over	 again,"	 said	 Amy,	 who
began	to	talk	of	renouncing	childish	things	at	the	mature	age	of	twelve.
"We	never	are	too	old	for	this,	my	dear,	because	it	is	a	play	we	are	playing	all

the	time	in	one	way	or	another.	Our	burdens	are	here,	our	road	is	before	us,	and
the	longing	for	goodness	and	happiness	is	the	guide	that	leads	us	through	many
troubles	and	mistakes	to	the	peace	which	is	a	true	Celestial	City.	Now,	my	little
pilgrims,	suppose	you	begin	again,	not	in	play,	but	in	earnest,	and	see	how	far	on
you	can	get	before	Father	comes	home."
"Really,	Mother?	Where	are	our	bundles?"	asked	Amy,	who	was	a	very	literal

young	lady.
"Each	of	you	told	what	your	burden	was	just	now,	except	Beth.	I	rather	think

she	hasn't	got	any,"	said	her	mother.
"Yes,	I	have.	Mine	is	dishes	and	dusters,	and	envying	girls	with	nice	pianos,

and	being	afraid	of	people."
Beth's	 bundle	 was	 such	 a	 funny	 one	 that	 everybody	 wanted	 to	 laugh,	 but

nobody	did,	for	it	would	have	hurt	her	feelings	very	much.
"Let	us	do	it,"	said	Meg	thoughtfully.	"It	is	only	another	name	for	trying	to	be

good,	 and	 the	 story	may	help	 us,	 for	 though	we	do	want	 to	 be	 good,	 it's	 hard
work	and	we	forget,	and	don't	do	our	best."
"We	were	in	the	Slough	of	Despond	tonight,	and	Mother	came	and	pulled	us

out	 as	 Help	 did	 in	 the	 book.	 We	 ought	 to	 have	 our	 roll	 of	 directions,	 like
Christian.	 What	 shall	 we	 do	 about	 that?"	 asked	 Jo,	 delighted	 with	 the	 fancy
which	lent	a	little	romance	to	the	very	dull	task	of	doing	her	duty.
"Look	 under	 your	 pillows	 Christmas	 morning,	 and	 you	 will	 find	 your

guidebook,"	replied	Mrs.	March.
They	 talked	over	 the	new	plan	while	old	Hannah	cleared	 the	 table,	 then	out

came	the	four	little	work	baskets,	and	the	needles	flew	as	the	girls	made	sheets
for	Aunt	March.	It	was	uninteresting	sewing,	but	tonight	no	one	grumbled.	They
adopted	 Jo's	 plan	 of	 dividing	 the	 long	 seams	 into	 four	 parts,	 and	 calling	 the



quarters	 Europe,	Asia,	Africa,	 and	America,	 and	 in	 that	way	 got	 on	 capitally,
especially	when	 they	 talked	 about	 the	 different	 countries	 as	 they	 stitched	 their
way	through	them.
At	nine	 they	stopped	work,	and	sang,	as	usual,	before	 they	went	 to	bed.	No

one	but	Beth	could	get	much	music	out	of	 the	old	piano,	but	she	had	a	way	of
softly	 touching	 the	 yellow	 keys	 and	making	 a	 pleasant	 accompaniment	 to	 the
simple	songs	they	sang.	Meg	had	a	voice	like	a	flute,	and	she	and	her	mother	led
the	little	choir.	Amy	chirped	like	a	cricket,	and	Jo	wandered	through	the	airs	at
her	 own	 sweet	will,	 always	 coming	 out	 at	 the	wrong	 place	with	 a	 croak	 or	 a
quaver	that	spoiled	the	most	pensive	tune.	They	had	always	done	this	from	the
time	they	could	lisp…

Crinkle,	crinkle,	'ittle	'tar,

and	 it	had	become	a	household	custom,	 for	 the	mother	was	a	born	singer.	The
first	sound	in	the	morning	was	her	voice	as	she	went	about	the	house	singing	like
a	lark,	and	the	last	sound	at	night	was	the	same	cheery	sound,	for	the	girls	never
grew	too	old	for	that	familiar	lullaby.



Chapter		2
A	Merry	Christmas

Jo	was	 the	first	 to	wake	 in	 the	gray	dawn	of	Christmas	morning.	No	stockings
hung	at	the	fireplace,	and	for	a	moment	she	felt	as	much	disappointed	as	she	did
long	 ago,	 when	 her	 little	 sock	 fell	 down	 because	 it	 was	 crammed	 so	 full	 of
goodies.	 Then	 she	 remembered	 her	 mother's	 promise	 and,	 slipping	 her	 hand
under	her	pillow,	drew	out	a	little	crimson-covered	book.	She	knew	it	very	well,
for	it	was	that	beautiful	old	story	of	the	best	life	ever	lived,	and	Jo	felt	that	it	was
a	true	guidebook	for	any	pilgrim	going	on	a	long	journey.	She	woke	Meg	with	a
"Merry	 Christmas,"	 and	 bade	 her	 see	 what	 was	 under	 her	 pillow.	 A	 green-
covered	book	appeared,	with	the	same	picture	inside,	and	a	few	words	written	by
their	mother,	which	made	their	one	present	very	precious	in	their	eyes.	Presently
Beth	 and	 Amy	 woke	 to	 rummage	 and	 find	 their	 little	 books	 also,	 one	 dove-
colored,	the	other	blue,	and	all	sat	looking	at	and	talking	about	them,	while	the
east	grew	rosy	with	the	coming	day.
In	spite	of	her	small	vanities,	Margaret	had	a	sweet	and	pious	nature,	which

unconsciously	influenced	her	sisters,	especially	Jo,	who	loved	her	very	tenderly,
and	obeyed	her	because	her	advice	was	so	gently	given.
"Girls,"	said	Meg	seriously,	looking	from	the	tumbled	head	beside	her	to	the

two	little	night-capped	ones	in	the	room	beyond,	"Mother	wants	us	to	read	and
love	and	mind	these	books,	and	we	must	begin	at	once.	We	used	to	be	faithful
about	 it,	 but	 since	 Father	went	 away	 and	 all	 this	war	 trouble	 unsettled	 us,	we
have	neglected	many	things.	You	can	do	as	you	please,	but	I	shall	keep	my	book
on	the	table	here	and	read	a	little	every	morning	as	soon	as	I	wake,	for	I	know	it
will	do	me	good	and	help	me	through	the	day."
Then	she	opened	her	new	book	and	began	to	read.	Jo	put	her	arm	round	her

and,	leaning	cheek	to	cheek,	read	also,	with	the	quiet	expression	so	seldom	seen
on	her	restless	face.
"How	good	Meg	is!	Come,	Amy,	let's	do	as	they	do.	I'll	help	you	with	the	hard

words,	and	they'll	explain	things	if	we	don't	understand,"	whispered	Beth,	very
much	impressed	by	the	pretty	books	and	her	sisters'	example.
"I'm	glad	mine	 is	blue,"	said	Amy.	and	 then	 the	rooms	were	very	still	while

the	pages	were	softly	turned,	and	the	winter	sunshine	crept	in	to	touch	the	bright
heads	and	serious	faces	with	a	Christmas	greeting.



"Where	is	Mother?"	asked	Meg,	as	she	and	Jo	ran	down	to	thank	her	for	their
gifts,	half	an	hour	later.
"Goodness	only	knows.	Some	poor	creeter	came	a-beggin',	and	your	ma	went

straight	off	 to	see	what	was	needed.	There	never	was	such	a	woman	for	givin'
away	vittles	and	drink,	clothes	and	firin',"	 replied	Hannah,	who	had	 lived	with
the	family	since	Meg	was	born,	and	was	considered	by	them	all	more	as	a	friend
than	a	servant.
"She	will	be	back	soon,	I	think,	so	fry	your	cakes,	and	have	everything	ready,"

said	Meg,	 looking	over	 the	presents	which	were	collected	 in	a	basket	and	kept
under	the	sofa,	ready	to	be	produced	at	the	proper	time.	"Why,	where	is	Amy's
bottle	of	cologne?"	she	added,	as	the	little	flask	did	not	appear.
"She	 took	 it	out	a	minute	ago,	and	went	off	with	 it	 to	put	a	 ribbon	on	 it,	or

some	such	notion,"	replied	Jo,	dancing	about	the	room	to	take	the	first	stiffness
off	the	new	army	slippers.
"How	 nice	 my	 handkerchiefs	 look,	 don't	 they?	 Hannah	 washed	 and	 ironed

them	for	me,	and	I	marked	 them	all	myself,"	said	Beth,	 looking	proudly	at	 the
somewhat	uneven	letters	which	had	cost	her	such	labor.
"Bless	the	child!	She's	gone	and	put	 'Mother'	on	them	instead	of	 'M.	March'.

How	funny!"	cried	Jo,	taking	one	up.
"Isn't	that	right?	I	thought	it	was	better	to	do	it	so,	because	Meg's	initials	are

M.M.,	 and	 I	 don't	want	 anyone	 to	 use	 these	 but	Marmee,"	 said	Beth,	 looking
troubled.
"It's	all	 right,	dear,	and	a	very	pretty	 idea,	quite	sensible	 too,	for	no	one	can

ever	mistake	now.	It	will	please	her	very	much,	I	know,"	said	Meg,	with	a	frown
for	Jo	and	a	smile	for	Beth.
"There's	Mother.	Hide	 the	 basket,	 quick!"	 cried	 Jo,	 as	 a	 door	 slammed	 and

steps	sounded	in	the	hall.
Amy	came	in	hastily,	and	looked	rather	abashed	when	she	saw	her	sisters	all

waiting	for	her.
"Where	 have	 you	 been,	 and	what	 are	 you	 hiding	 behind	 you?"	 asked	Meg,

surprised	to	see,	by	her	hood	and	cloak,	that	lazy	Amy	had	been	out	so	early.
"Don't	laugh	at	me,	Jo!	I	didn't	mean	anyone	should	know	till	the	time	came.	I

only	meant	to	change	the	little	bottle	for	a	big	one,	and	I	gave	all	my	money	to
get	it,	and	I'm	truly	trying	not	to	be	selfish	any	more."
As	she	spoke,	Amy	showed	the	handsome	flask	which	replaced	the	cheap	one,

and	 looked	so	earnest	and	humble	 in	her	 little	effort	 to	forget	herself	 that	Meg
hugged	her	on	the	spot,	and	Jo	pronounced	her	 'a	trump',	while	Beth	ran	to	the
window,	and	picked	her	finest	rose	to	ornament	the	stately	bottle.
"You	see	I	felt	ashamed	of	my	present,	after	reading	and	talking	about	being



good	this	morning,	so	I	ran	round	the	corner	and	changed	it	the	minute	I	was	up,
and	I'm	so	glad,	for	mine	is	the	handsomest	now."
Another	bang	of	the	street	door	sent	the	basket	under	the	sofa,	and	the	girls	to

the	table,	eager	for	breakfast.
"Merry	 Christmas,	Marmee!	Many	 of	 them!	 Thank	 you	 for	 our	 books.	We

read	some,	and	mean	to	every	day,"	they	all	cried	in	chorus.
"Merry	Christmas,	little	daughters!	I'm	glad	you	began	at	once,	and	hope	you

will	keep	on.	But	I	want	to	say	one	word	before	we	sit	down.	Not	far	away	from
here	lies	a	poor	woman	with	a	little	newborn	baby.	Six	children	are	huddled	into
one	bed	to	keep	from	freezing,	for	they	have	no	fire.	There	is	nothing	to	eat	over
there,	and	 the	oldest	boy	came	to	 tell	me	they	were	suffering	hunger	and	cold.
My	girls,	will	you	give	them	your	breakfast	as	a	Christmas	present?"
They	 were	 all	 unusually	 hungry,	 having	 waited	 nearly	 an	 hour,	 and	 for	 a

minute	no	one	spoke,	only	a	minute,	for	Jo	exclaimed	impetuously,	"I'm	so	glad
you	came	before	we	began!"
"May	 I	go	and	help	carry	 the	 things	 to	 the	poor	 little	children?"	asked	Beth

eagerly.
"I	shall	take	the	cream	and	the	muffings,"	added	Amy,	heroically	giving	up	the

article	she	most	liked.
Meg	was	already	covering	the	buckwheats,	and	piling	the	bread	into	one	big

plate.
"I	thought	you'd	do	it,"	said	Mrs.	March,	smiling	as	if	satisfied.	"You	shall	all

go	 and	 help	 me,	 and	 when	 we	 come	 back	 we	 will	 have	 bread	 and	 milk	 for
breakfast,	and	make	it	up	at	dinnertime."
They	were	soon	ready,	and	the	procession	set	out.	Fortunately	it	was	early,	and

they	went	through	back	streets,	so	few	people	saw	them,	and	no	one	laughed	at
the	queer	party.
A	 poor,	 bare,	miserable	 room	 it	was,	with	 broken	windows,	 no	 fire,	 ragged

bedclothes,	 a	 sick	mother,	wailing	 baby,	 and	 a	 group	 of	 pale,	 hungry	 children
cuddled	under	one	old	quilt,	trying	to	keep	warm.
How	the	big	eyes	stared	and	the	blue	lips	smiled	as	the	girls	went	in.
"Ach,	mein	Gott!	It	is	good	angels	come	to	us!"	said	the	poor	woman,	crying

for	joy.
"Funny	angels	in	hoods	and	mittens,"	said	Jo,	and	set	them	to	laughing.
In	a	few	minutes	it	really	did	seem	as	if	kind	spirits	had	been	at	work	there.

Hannah,	who	had	carried	wood,	made	a	 fire,	and	stopped	up	 the	broken	panes
with	old	hats	and	her	own	cloak.	Mrs.	March	gave	the	mother	tea	and	gruel,	and
comforted	her	with	promises	of	help,	while	she	dressed	the	little	baby	as	tenderly
as	if	it	had	been	her	own.	The	girls	meantime	spread	the	table,	set	the	children



round	 the	 fire,	and	 fed	 them	 like	so	many	hungry	birds,	 laughing,	 talking,	and
trying	to	understand	the	funny	broken	English.
"Das	 ist	 gut!"	 "Die	 Engel-kinder!"	 cried	 the	 poor	 things	 as	 they	 ate	 and

warmed	 their	 purple	 hands	 at	 the	 comfortable	 blaze.	The	 girls	 had	 never	 been
called	 angel	 children	before,	 and	 thought	 it	 very	 agreeable,	 especially	 Jo,	who
had	been	considered	a	'Sancho'	ever	since	she	was	born.	That	was	a	very	happy
breakfast,	 though	 they	didn't	get	 any	of	 it.	And	when	 they	went	 away,	 leaving
comfort	behind,	I	think	there	were	not	in	all	the	city	four	merrier	people	than	the
hungry	little	girls	who	gave	away	their	breakfasts	and	contented	themselves	with
bread	and	milk	on	Christmas	morning.
"That's	loving	our	neighbor	better	than	ourselves,	and	I	like	it,"	said	Meg,	as

they	set	out	their	presents	while	their	mother	was	upstairs	collecting	clothes	for
the	poor	Hummels.
Not	a	very	splendid	show,	but	 there	was	a	great	deal	of	 love	done	up	 in	 the

few	 little	 bundles,	 and	 the	 tall	 vase	 of	 red	 roses,	 white	 chrysanthemums,	 and
trailing	vines,	which	stood	in	the	middle,	gave	quite	an	elegant	air	to	the	table.
"She's	 coming!	 Strike	 up,	 Beth!	 Open	 the	 door,	 Amy!	 Three	 cheers	 for

Marmee!"	 cried	 Jo,	 prancing	 about	while	Meg	went	 to	 conduct	Mother	 to	 the
seat	of	honor.
Beth	 played	her	 gayest	march,	Amy	 threw	open	 the	 door,	 and	Meg	 enacted

escort	 with	 great	 dignity.	 Mrs.	 March	 was	 both	 surprised	 and	 touched,	 and
smiled	with	her	eyes	full	as	she	examined	her	presents	and	read	the	little	notes
which	accompanied	them.	The	slippers	went	on	at	once,	a	new	handkerchief	was
slipped	into	her	pocket,	well	scented	with	Amy's	cologne,	the	rose	was	fastened
in	her	bosom,	and	the	nice	gloves	were	pronounced	a	perfect	fit.
There	was	a	good	deal	of	laughing	and	kissing	and	explaining,	in	the	simple,

loving	 fashion	 which	 makes	 these	 home	 festivals	 so	 pleasant	 at	 the	 time,	 so
sweet	to	remember	long	afterward,	and	then	all	fell	to	work.
The	morning	charities	and	ceremonies	took	so	much	time	that	the	rest	of	the

day	was	devoted	to	preparations	for	the	evening	festivities.	Being	still	too	young
to	 go	 often	 to	 the	 theater,	 and	 not	 rich	 enough	 to	 afford	 any	 great	 outlay	 for
private	 performances,	 the	 girls	 put	 their	wits	 to	work,	 and	 necessity	 being	 the
mother	of	invention,	made	whatever	they	needed.	Very	clever	were	some	of	their
productions,	 pasteboard	 guitars,	 antique	 lamps	 made	 of	 old-fashioned	 butter
boats	covered	with	silver	paper,	gorgeous	robes	of	old	cotton,	glittering	with	tin
spangles	from	a	pickle	factory,	and	armor	covered	with	the	same	useful	diamond
shaped	bits	 left	 in	 sheets	when	 the	 lids	of	preserve	pots	were	cut	out.	The	big
chamber	was	the	scene	of	many	innocent	revels.
No	gentleman	were	 admitted,	 so	 Jo	played	male	parts	 to	 her	 heart's	 content



and	 took	 immense	 satisfaction	 in	 a	 pair	 of	 russet	 leather	 boots	 given	 her	 by	 a
friend,	 who	 knew	 a	 lady	 who	 knew	 an	 actor.	 These	 boots,	 an	 old	 foil,	 and	 a
slashed	doublet	once	used	by	an	artist	for	some	picture,	were	Jo's	chief	treasures
and	appeared	on	all	occasions.	The	smallness	of	the	company	made	it	necessary
for	 the	 two	 principal	 actors	 to	 take	 several	 parts	 apiece,	 and	 they	 certainly
deserved	 some	 credit	 for	 the	 hard	 work	 they	 did	 in	 learning	 three	 or	 four
different	parts,	whisking	in	and	out	of	various	costumes,	and	managing	the	stage
besides.	 It	 was	 excellent	 drill	 for	 their	memories,	 a	 harmless	 amusement,	 and
employed	many	hours	which	otherwise	would	have	been	idle,	lonely,	or	spent	in
less	profitable	society.
On	 Christmas	 night,	 a	 dozen	 girls	 piled	 onto	 the	 bed	 which	 was	 the	 dress

circle,	and	sat	before	the	blue	and	yellow	chintz	curtains	in	a	most	flattering	state
of	 expectancy.	 There	 was	 a	 good	 deal	 of	 rustling	 and	 whispering	 behind	 the
curtain,	a	trifle	of	lamp	smoke,	and	an	occasional	giggle	from	Amy,	who	was	apt
to	get	hysterical	in	the	excitement	of	the	moment.	Presently	a	bell	sounded,	the
curtains	flew	apart,	and	the	operatic	tragedy	began.
"A	 gloomy	wood,"	 according	 to	 the	 one	 playbill,	was	 represented	 by	 a	 few

shrubs	in	pots,	green	baize	on	the	floor,	and	a	cave	in	the	distance.	This	cave	was
made	with	 a	 clothes	 horse	 for	 a	 roof,	 bureaus	 for	walls,	 and	 in	 it	was	 a	 small
furnace	in	full	blast,	with	a	black	pot	on	it	and	an	old	witch	bending	over	it.	The
stage	was	dark	and	the	glow	of	the	furnace	had	a	fine	effect,	especially	as	real
steam	issued	from	the	kettle	when	the	witch	took	off	the	cover.	A	moment	was
allowed	 for	 the	 first	 thrill	 to	 subside,	 then	Hugo,	 the	 villain,	 stalked	 in	with	 a
clanking	sword	at	his	side,	a	slouching	hat,	black	beard,	mysterious	cloak,	and
the	boots.	After	pacing	to	and	fro	in	much	agitation,	he	struck	his	forehead,	and
burst	out	in	a	wild	strain,	singing	of	his	hatred	for	Roderigo,	his	love	for	Zara,
and	his	pleasing	resolution	to	kill	the	one	and	win	the	other.	The	gruff	tones	of
Hugo's	voice,	with	 an	occasional	 shout	when	his	 feelings	overcame	him,	were
very	impressive,	and	the	audience	applauded	the	moment	he	paused	for	breath.
Bowing	with	 the	air	of	one	accustomed	to	public	praise,	he	stole	 to	 the	cavern
and	ordered	Hagar	to	come	forth	with	a	commanding,	"What	ho,	minion!	I	need
thee!"
Out	came	Meg,	with	gray	horsehair	hanging	about	her	 face,	a	 red	and	black

robe,	 a	 staff,	 and	 cabalistic	 signs	 upon	her	 cloak.	Hugo	demanded	 a	 potion	 to
make	Zara	 adore	 him,	 and	 one	 to	 destroy	Roderigo.	Hagar,	 in	 a	 fine	 dramatic
melody,	promised	both,	and	proceeded	to	call	up	the	spirit	who	would	bring	the
love	philter.

Hither,	hither,	from	thy	home,



Airy	sprite,	I	bid	thee	come!
Born	of	roses,	fed	on	dew,
Charms	and	potions	canst	thou	brew?
Bring	me	here,	with	elfin	speed,
The	fragrant	philter	which	I	need.
Make	it	sweet	and	swift	and	strong,
Spirit,	answer	now	my	song!

A	soft	 strain	of	music	sounded,	and	 then	at	 the	back	of	 the	cave	appeared	a
little	figure	in	cloudy	white,	with	glittering	wings,	golden	hair,	and	a	garland	of
roses	on	its	head.	Waving	a	wand,	it	sang…

Hither	I	come,
From	my	airy	home,
Afar	in	the	silver	moon.
Take	the	magic	spell,
And	use	it	well,
Or	its	power	will	vanish	soon!

And	 dropping	 a	 small,	 gilded	 bottle	 at	 the	 witch's	 feet,	 the	 spirit	 vanished.
Another	 chant	 from	Hagar	 produced	 another	 apparition,	 not	 a	 lovely	 one,	 for
with	a	bang	an	ugly	black	 imp	appeared	and,	having	croaked	a	 reply,	 tossed	a
dark	bottle	at	Hugo	and	disappeared	with	a	mocking	laugh.	Having	warbled	his
thanks	and	put	the	potions	in	his	boots,	Hugo	departed,	and	Hagar	informed	the
audience	that	as	he	had	killed	a	few	of	her	friends	in	times	past,	she	had	cursed
him,	and	intends	to	thwart	his	plans,	and	be	revenged	on	him.	Then	the	curtain
fell,	and	the	audience	reposed	and	ate	candy	while	discussing	the	merits	of	 the
play.
A	good	deal	of	hammering	went	on	before	the	curtain	rose	again,	but	when	it

became	evident	what	a	masterpiece	of	stage	carpentery	had	been	got	up,	no	one
murmured	at	the	delay.	It	was	truly	superb.	A	tower	rose	to	the	ceiling,	halfway
up	appeared	a	window	with	a	 lamp	burning	 in	 it,	and	behind	 the	white	curtain
appeared	Zara	in	a	lovely	blue	and	silver	dress,	waiting	for	Roderigo.	He	came
in	gorgeous	array,	with	plumed	cap,	red	cloak,	chestnut	lovelocks,	a	guitar,	and
the	 boots,	 of	 course.	Kneeling	 at	 the	 foot	 of	 the	 tower,	 he	 sang	 a	 serenade	 in
melting	tones.	Zara	replied	and,	after	a	musical	dialogue,	consented	to	fly.	Then
came	 the	 grand	 effect	 of	 the	 play.	Roderigo	 produced	 a	 rope	 ladder,	with	 five
steps	to	it,	threw	up	one	end,	and	invited	Zara	to	descend.	Timidly	she	crept	from
her	lattice,	put	her	hand	on	Roderigo's	shoulder,	and	was	about	to	leap	gracefully



down	when	"Alas!	Alas	for	Zara!"	she	forgot	her	train.	It	caught	in	the	window,
the	 tower	 tottered,	 leaned	 forward,	 fell	 with	 a	 crash,	 and	 buried	 the	 unhappy
lovers	in	the	ruins.
A	universal	shriek	arose	as	the	russet	boots	waved	wildly	from	the	wreck	and

a	 golden	 head	 emerged,	 exclaiming,	 "I	 told	 you	 so!	 I	 told	 you	 so!"	 With
wonderful	presence	of	mind,	Don	Pedro,	 the	cruel	 sire,	 rushed	 in,	dragged	out
his	daughter,	with	a	hasty	aside…
"Don't	laugh!	Act	as	if	it	was	all	right!"	and,	ordering	Roderigo	up,	banished

him	from	 the	kingdom	with	wrath	and	scorn.	Though	decidedly	shaken	by	 the
fall	from	the	tower	upon	him,	Roderigo	defied	the	old	gentleman	and	refused	to
stir.	This	dauntless	example	fired	Zara.	She	also	defied	her	sire,	and	he	ordered
them	both	 to	 the	deepest	dungeons	of	 the	castle.	A	stout	 little	 retainer	came	 in
with	 chains	 and	 led	 them	 away,	 looking	 very	 much	 frightened	 and	 evidently
forgetting	the	speech	he	ought	to	have	made.
Act	 third	was	 the	castle	hall,	 and	here	Hagar	appeared,	having	come	 to	 free

the	 lovers	and	finish	Hugo.	She	hears	him	coming	and	hides,	 sees	him	put	 the
potions	into	two	cups	of	wine	and	bid	the	timid	little	servant,	"Bear	them	to	the
captives	in	their	cells,	and	tell	them	I	shall	come	anon."	The	servant	takes	Hugo
aside	 to	 tell	him	something,	and	Hagar	changes	 the	cups	 for	 two	others	which
are	harmless.	Ferdinando,	the	 'minion',	carries	them	away,	and	Hagar	puts	back
the	cup	which	holds	the	poison	meant	for	Roderigo.	Hugo,	getting	thirsty	after	a
long	 warble,	 drinks	 it,	 loses	 his	 wits,	 and	 after	 a	 good	 deal	 of	 clutching	 and
stamping,	 falls	 flat	 and	dies,	while	Hagar	 informs	him	what	 she	has	done	 in	a
song	of	exquisite	power	and	melody.
This	was	a	truly	thrilling	scene,	though	some	persons	might	have	thought	that

the	sudden	tumbling	down	of	a	quantity	of	long	red	hair	rather	marred	the	effect
of	the	villain's	death.	He	was	called	before	the	curtain,	and	with	great	propriety
appeared,	leading	Hagar,	whose	singing	was	considered	more	wonderful	than	all
the	rest	of	the	performance	put	together.
Act	fourth	displayed	the	despairing	Roderigo	on	the	point	of	stabbing	himself

because	he	has	been	told	that	Zara	has	deserted	him.	Just	as	the	dagger	is	at	his
heart,	a	 lovely	song	 is	sung	under	his	window,	 informing	him	that	Zara	 is	 true
but	in	danger,	and	he	can	save	her	if	he	will.	A	key	is	thrown	in,	which	unlocks
the	door,	 and	 in	a	 spasm	of	 rapture	he	 tears	off	his	chains	and	 rushes	away	 to
find	and	rescue	his	lady	love.
Act	fifth	opened	with	a	stormy	scene	between	Zara	and	Don	Pedro.	He	wishes

her	to	go	into	a	convent,	but	she	won't	hear	of	it,	and	after	a	touching	appeal,	is
about	 to	 faint	 when	 Roderigo	 dashes	 in	 and	 demands	 her	 hand.	 Don	 Pedro
refuses,	 because	 he	 is	 not	 rich.	 They	 shout	 and	 gesticulate	 tremendously	 but



cannot	agree,	and	Rodrigo	 is	about	 to	bear	away	the	exhausted	Zara,	when	the
timid	servant	enters	with	a	 letter	and	a	bag	 from	Hagar,	who	has	mysteriously
disappeared.	The	latter	informs	the	party	that	she	bequeaths	untold	wealth	to	the
young	pair	 and	 an	 awful	 doom	 to	Don	Pedro,	 if	 he	doesn't	make	 them	happy.
The	bag	is	opened,	and	several	quarts	of	tin	money	shower	down	upon	the	stage
till	 it	 is	 quite	 glorified	with	 the	 glitter.	 This	 entirely	 softens	 the	 stern	 sire.	He
consents	without	a	murmur,	all	join	in	a	joyful	chorus,	and	the	curtain	falls	upon
the	 lovers	 kneeling	 to	 receive	 Don	 Pedro's	 blessing	 in	 attitudes	 of	 the	 most
romantic	grace.
Tumultuous	applause	followed	but	received	an	unexpected	check,	for	the	cot

bed,	on	which	the	dress	circle	was	built,	suddenly	shut	up	and	extinguished	the
enthusiastic	audience.	Roderigo	and	Don	Pedro	flew	to	the	rescue,	and	all	were
taken	 out	 unhurt,	 though	many	were	 speechless	with	 laughter.	 The	 excitement
had	hardly	subsided	when	Hannah	appeared,	with	"Mrs.	March's	compliments,
and	would	the	ladies	walk	down	to	supper."
This	 was	 a	 surprise	 even	 to	 the	 actors,	 and	 when	 they	 saw	 the	 table,	 they

looked	at	one	another	 in	rapturous	amazement.	It	was	 like	Marmee	to	get	up	a
little	 treat	 for	 them,	 but	 anything	 so	 fine	 as	 this	 was	 unheard	 of	 since	 the
departed	days	of	plenty.	There	was	ice	cream,	actually	two	dishes	of	it,	pink	and
white,	and	cake	and	fruit	and	distracting	French	bonbons	and,	 in	 the	middle	of
the	table,	four	great	bouquets	of	hot	house	flowers.
It	 quite	 took	 their	 breath	 away,	 and	 they	 stared	 first	 at	 the	 table	 and	 then	 at

their	mother,	who	looked	as	if	she	enjoyed	it	immensely.
"Is	it	fairies?"	asked	Amy.
"Santa	Claus,"	said	Beth.
"Mother	did	it."	And	Meg	smiled	her	sweetest,	in	spite	of	her	gray	beard	and

white	eyebrows.
"Aunt	March	 had	 a	 good	 fit	 and	 sent	 the	 supper,"	 cried	 Jo,	 with	 a	 sudden

inspiration.
"All	wrong.	Old	Mr.	Laurence	sent	it,"	replied	Mrs.	March.
"The	Laurence	boy's	grandfather!	What	in	the	world	put	such	a	thing	into	his

head?	We	don't	know	him!"	exclaimed	Meg.
"Hannah	told	one	of	his	servants	about	your	breakfast	party.	He	is	an	odd	old

gentleman,	but	that	pleased	him.	He	knew	my	father	years	ago,	and	he	sent	me	a
polite	 note	 this	 afternoon,	 saying	 he	 hoped	 I	 would	 allow	 him	 to	 express	 his
friendly	feeling	toward	my	children	by	sending	them	a	few	trifles	in	honor	of	the
day.	I	could	not	refuse,	and	so	you	have	a	little	feast	at	night	to	make	up	for	the
bread-and-milk	breakfast."
"That	boy	put	it	into	his	head,	I	know	he	did!	He's	a	capital	fellow,	and	I	wish



we	could	get	acquainted.	He	looks	as	if	he'd	like	to	know	us	but	he's	bashful,	and
Meg	 is	 so	prim	 she	won't	 let	me	 speak	 to	him	when	we	pass,"	 said	 Jo,	 as	 the
plates	went	 round,	and	 the	 ice	began	 to	melt	out	of	 sight,	with	ohs	and	ahs	of
satisfaction.
"You	mean	the	people	who	live	in	the	big	house	next	door,	don't	you?"	asked

one	of	the	girls.	"My	mother	knows	old	Mr.	Laurence,	but	says	he's	very	proud
and	doesn't	like	to	mix	with	his	neighbors.	He	keeps	his	grandson	shut	up,	when
he	 isn't	 riding	 or	walking	with	 his	 tutor,	 and	makes	 him	 study	 very	 hard.	We
invited	him	to	our	party,	but	he	didn't	come.	Mother	says	he's	very	nice,	though
he	never	speaks	to	us	girls."
"Our	 cat	 ran	 away	 once,	 and	 he	 brought	 her	 back,	 and	 we	 talked	 over	 the

fence,	and	were	getting	on	capitally,	all	about	cricket,	and	so	on,	when	he	saw
Meg	coming,	and	walked	off.	I	mean	to	know	him	some	day,	for	he	needs	fun,
I'm	sure	he	does,"	said	Jo	decidedly.
"I	like	his	manners,	and	he	looks	like	a	little	gentleman,	so	I've	no	objection	to

your	 knowing	 him,	 if	 a	 proper	 opportunity	 comes.	 He	 brought	 the	 flowers
himself,	and	I	should	have	asked	him	in,	if	I	had	been	sure	what	was	going	on
upstairs.	He	looked	so	wistful	as	he	went	away,	hearing	the	frolic	and	evidently
having	none	of	his	own."
"It's	a	mercy	you	didn't,	Mother!"	laughed	Jo,	looking	at	her	boots.	"But	we'll

have	another	play	sometime	that	he	can	see.	Perhaps	he'll	help	act.	Wouldn't	that
be	jolly?"
"I	 never	 had	 such	 a	 fine	 bouquet	 before!	 How	 pretty	 it	 is!"	 And	 Meg

examined	her	flowers	with	great	interest.
"They	 are	 lovely.	 But	 Beth's	 roses	 are	 sweeter	 to	 me,"	 said	 Mrs.	 March,

smelling	the	half-dead	posy	in	her	belt.
Beth	nestled	up	to	her,	and	whispered	softly,	"I	wish	I	could	send	my	bunch	to

Father.	I'm	afraid	he	isn't	having	such	a	merry	Christmas	as	we	are."



Chapter		3
The	Laurence	Boy

"Jo!	Jo!	Where	are	you?"	cried	Meg	at	the	foot	of	the	garret	stairs.
"Here!"	answered	a	husky	voice	from	above,	and,	running	up,	Meg	found	her

sister	 eating	 apples	 and	 crying	 over	 the	 Heir	 of	 Redclyffe,	 wrapped	 up	 in	 a
comforter	 on	 an	 old	 three-legged	 sofa	 by	 the	 sunny	 window.	 This	 was	 Jo's
favorite	refuge,	and	here	she	loved	to	retire	with	half	a	dozen	russets	and	a	nice
book,	to	enjoy	the	quiet	and	the	society	of	a	pet	rat	who	lived	near	by	and	didn't
mind	her	a	particle.	As	Meg	appeared,	Scrabble	whisked	into	his	hole.	Jo	shook
the	tears	off	her	cheeks	and	waited	to	hear	the	news.
"Such	 fun!	 Only	 see!	 A	 regular	 note	 of	 invitation	 from	 Mrs.	 Gardiner	 for

tomorrow	night!"	cried	Meg,	waving	the	precious	paper	and	then	proceeding	to
read	it	with	girlish	delight.
"'Mrs.	Gardiner	would	be	happy	to	see	Miss	March	and	Miss	Josephine	at	a

little	dance	on	New	Year's	Eve.'	Marmee	is	willing	we	should	go,	now	what	shall
we	wear?"
"What's	 the	 use	 of	 asking	 that,	 when	 you	 know	we	 shall	wear	 our	 poplins,

because	we	haven't	got	anything	else?"	answered	Jo	with	her	mouth	full.
"If	 I	 only	 had	 a	 silk!"	 sighed	Meg.	 "Mother	 says	 I	may	when	 I'm	 eighteen

perhaps,	but	two	years	is	an	everlasting	time	to	wait."
"I'm	sure	our	pops	look	like	silk,	and	they	are	nice	enough	for	us.	Yours	is	as

good	as	new,	but	I	forgot	the	burn	and	the	tear	in	mine.	Whatever	shall	I	do?	The
burn	shows	badly,	and	I	can't	take	any	out."
"You	must	sit	still	all	you	can	and	keep	your	back	out	of	sight.	The	front	is	all

right.	I	shall	have	a	new	ribbon	for	my	hair,	and	Marmee	will	lend	me	her	little
pearl	pin,	and	my	new	slippers	are	 lovely,	and	my	gloves	will	do,	 though	 they
aren't	as	nice	as	I'd	like."
"Mine	are	spoiled	with	lemonade,	and	I	can't	get	any	new	ones,	so	I	shall	have

to	go	without,"	said	Jo,	who	never	troubled	herself	much	about	dress.
"You	must	have	gloves,	or	I	won't	go,"	cried	Meg	decidedly.	"Gloves	are	more

important	 than	anything	else.	You	can't	dance	without	 them,	and	 if	you	don't	 I
should	be	so	mortified."
"Then	I'll	stay	still.	I	don't	care	much	for	company	dancing.	It's	no	fun	to	go

sailing	round.	I	like	to	fly	about	and	cut	capers."



"You	 can't	 ask	Mother	 for	 new	ones,	 they	 are	 so	 expensive,	 and	you	 are	 so
careless.	 She	 said	when	 you	 spoiled	 the	 others	 that	 she	 shouldn't	 get	 you	 any
more	this	winter.	Can't	you	make	them	do?"
"I	can	hold	them	crumpled	up	in	my	hand,	so	no	one	will	know	how	stained

they	are.	That's	all	I	can	do.	No!	I'll	tell	you	how	we	can	manage,	each	wear	one
good	one	and	carry	a	bad	one.	Don't	you	see?"
"Your	hands	are	bigger	than	mine,	and	you	will	stretch	my	glove	dreadfully,"

began	Meg,	whose	gloves	were	a	tender	point	with	her.
"Then	 I'll	go	without.	 I	don't	 care	what	people	 say!"	cried	 Jo,	 taking	up	her

book.
"You	may	have	it,	you	may!	Only	don't	stain	it,	and	do	behave	nicely.	Don't

put	your	hands	behind	you,	or	stare,	or	say	'Christopher	Columbus!'	will	you?"
"Don't	worry	about	me.	I'll	be	as	prim	as	I	can	and	not	get	into	any	scrapes,	if

I	 can	 help	 it.	 Now	 go	 and	 answer	 your	 note,	 and	 let	 me	 finish	 this	 splendid
story."
So	 Meg	 went	 away	 to	 'accept	 with	 thanks',	 look	 over	 her	 dress,	 and	 sing

blithely	as	she	did	up	her	one	real	lace	frill,	while	Jo	finished	her	story,	her	four
apples,	and	had	a	game	of	romps	with	Scrabble.
On	New	Year's	Eve	the	parlor	was	deserted,	for	the	two	younger	girls	played

dressing	maids	and	the	two	elder	were	absorbed	in	the	all-important	business	of
'getting	ready	for	the	party'.	Simple	as	the	toilets	were,	there	was	a	great	deal	of
running	up	and	down,	 laughing	and	 talking,	 and	at	one	 time	a	 strong	 smell	of
burned	hair	pervaded	the	house.	Meg	wanted	a	few	curls	about	her	face,	and	Jo
undertook	to	pinch	the	papered	locks	with	a	pair	of	hot	tongs.
"Ought	they	to	smoke	like	that?"	asked	Beth	from	her	perch	on	the	bed.
"It's	the	dampness	drying,"	replied	Jo.
"What	a	queer	smell!	It's	like	burned	feathers,"	observed	Amy,	smoothing	her

own	pretty	curls	with	a	superior	air.
"There,	now	 I'll	 take	off	 the	papers	 and	you'll	 see	a	 cloud	of	 little	 ringlets,"

said	Jo,	putting	down	the	tongs.
She	 did	 take	 off	 the	 papers,	 but	 no	 cloud	 of	 ringlets	 appeared,	 for	 the	 hair

came	with	the	papers,	and	the	horrified	hairdresser	laid	a	row	of	little	scorched
bundles	on	the	bureau	before	her	victim.
"Oh,	oh,	oh!	What	have	you	done?	 I'm	spoiled!	 I	can't	go!	My	hair,	oh,	my

hair!"	wailed	Meg,	looking	with	despair	at	the	uneven	frizzle	on	her	forehead.
"Just	 my	 luck!	 You	 shouldn't	 have	 asked	 me	 to	 do	 it.	 I	 always	 spoil

everything.	I'm	so	sorry,	but	the	tongs	were	too	hot,	and	so	I've	made	a	mess,"
groaned	poor	Jo,	regarding	the	little	black	pancakes	with	tears	of	regret.
"It	isn't	spoiled.	Just	frizzle	it,	and	tie	your	ribbon	so	the	ends	come	on	your



forehead	a	bit,	and	it	will	look	like	the	last	fashion.	I've	seen	many	girls	do	it	so,"
said	Amy	consolingly.
"Serves	me	right	for	trying	to	be	fine.	I	wish	I'd	let	my	hair	alone,"	cried	Meg

petulantly.
"So	do	I,	it	was	so	smooth	and	pretty.	But	it	will	soon	grow	out	again,"	said

Beth,	coming	to	kiss	and	comfort	the	shorn	sheep.
After	 various	 lesser	 mishaps,	 Meg	 was	 finished	 at	 last,	 and	 by	 the	 united

exertions	of	the	entire	family	Jo's	hair	was	got	up	and	her	dress	on.	They	looked
very	well	in	their	simple	suits,	Meg's	in	silvery	drab,	with	a	blue	velvet	snood,
lace	frills,	and	the	pearl	pin.	Jo	in	maroon,	with	a	stiff,	gentlemanly	linen	collar,
and	a	white	chrysanthemum	or	two	for	her	only	ornament.	Each	put	on	one	nice
light	glove,	and	carried	one	soiled	one,	and	all	pronounced	the	effect	"quite	easy
and	 fine".	Meg's	high-heeled	 slippers	were	very	 tight	 and	hurt	her,	 though	 she
would	not	own	 it,	 and	 Jo's	nineteen	hairpins	all	 seemed	stuck	 straight	 into	her
head,	which	was	not	exactly	comfortable,	but,	dear	me,	let	us	be	elegant	or	die.
"Have	 a	 good	 time,	 dearies!"	 said	Mrs.	March,	 as	 the	 sisters	 went	 daintily

down	the	walk.	"Don't	eat	much	supper,	and	come	away	at	eleven	when	I	send
Hannah	 for	 you."	 As	 the	 gate	 clashed	 behind	 them,	 a	 voice	 cried	 from	 a
window…
"Girls,	girls!	Have	you	you	both	got	nice	pocket	handkerchiefs?"
"Yes,	yes,	spandy	nice,	and	Meg	has	cologne	on	hers,"	cried	Jo,	adding	with	a

laugh	 as	 they	 went	 on,	 "I	 do	 believe	Marmee	 would	 ask	 that	 if	 we	 were	 all
running	away	from	an	earthquake."
"It	is	one	of	her	aristocratic	tastes,	and	quite	proper,	for	a	real	lady	is	always

known	by	neat	boots,	gloves,	and	handkerchief,"	replied	Meg,	who	had	a	good
many	little	'aristocratic	tastes'	of	her	own.
"Now	don't	forget	to	keep	the	bad	breadth	out	of	sight,	Jo.	Is	my	sash	right?

And	does	my	hair	look	very	bad?"	said	Meg,	as	she	turned	from	the	glass	in	Mrs.
Gardiner's	dressing	room	after	a	prolonged	prink.
"I	know	I	shall	forget.	If	you	see	me	doing	anything	wrong,	just	remind	me	by

a	wink,	will	you?"	returned	Jo,	giving	her	collar	a	 twitch	and	her	head	a	hasty
brush.
"No,	winking	 isn't	 ladylike.	 I'll	 lift	my	eyebrows	 if	 any	 thing	 is	wrong,	 and

nod	 if	you	are	all	 right.	Now	hold	your	shoulder	straight,	and	 take	short	steps,
and	don't	shake	hands	if	you	are	introduced	to	anyone.	It	isn't	the	thing."
"How	do	you	learn	all	the	proper	ways?	I	never	can.	Isn't	that	music	gay?"
Down	 they	went,	 feeling	a	 trifle	 timid,	 for	 they	 seldom	went	 to	parties,	 and

informal	as	 this	 little	gathering	was,	 it	was	an	event	 to	 them.	Mrs.	Gardiner,	 a
stately	old	lady,	greeted	them	kindly	and	handed	them	over	to	the	eldest	of	her



six	daughters.	Meg	knew	Sallie	and	was	at	her	ease	very	soon,	but	Jo,	who	didn't
care	much	for	girls	or	girlish	gossip,	stood	about,	with	her	back	carefully	against
the	wall,	and	felt	as	much	out	of	place	as	a	colt	in	a	flower	garden.	Half	a	dozen
jovial	lads	were	talking	about	skates	in	another	part	of	the	room,	and	she	longed
to	go	and	join	them,	for	skating	was	one	of	the	joys	of	her	life.	She	telegraphed
her	wish	to	Meg,	but	the	eyebrows	went	up	so	alarmingly	that	she	dared	not	stir.
No	one	came	to	talk	to	her,	and	one	by	one	the	group	dwindled	away	till	she	was
left	alone.	She	could	not	roam	about	and	amuse	herself,	for	the	burned	breadth
would	show,	so	she	stared	at	people	rather	forlornly	till	the	dancing	began.	Meg
was	asked	at	once,	and	the	tight	slippers	tripped	about	so	briskly	that	none	would
have	guessed	the	pain	their	wearer	suffered	smilingly.	Jo	saw	a	big	red	headed
youth	approaching	her	corner,	and	 fearing	he	meant	 to	engage	her,	 she	slipped
into	 a	 curtained	 recess,	 intending	 to	 peep	 and	 enjoy	 herself	 in	 peace.
Unfortunately,	 another	 bashful	 person	 had	 chosen	 the	 same	 refuge,	 for,	 as	 the
curtain	fell	behind	her,	she	found	herself	face	to	face	with	the	'Laurence	boy'.
"Dear	me,	I	didn't	know	anyone	was	here!"	stammered	Jo,	preparing	to	back

out	as	speedily	as	she	had	bounced	in.
But	 the	 boy	 laughed	 and	 said	 pleasantly,	 though	 he	 looked	 a	 little	 startled,

"Don't	mind	me,	stay	if	you	like."
"Shan't	I	disturb	you?"
"Not	a	bit.	I	only	came	here	because	I	don't	know	many	people	and	felt	rather

strange	at	first,	you	know."
"So	did	I.	Don't	go	away,	please,	unless	you'd	rather."
The	 boy	 sat	 down	 again	 and	 looked	 at	 his	 pumps,	 till	 Jo	 said,	 trying	 to	 be

polite	and	easy,	"I	think	I've	had	the	pleasure	of	seeing	you	before.	You	live	near
us,	don't	you?"
"Next	 door."	And	 he	 looked	 up	 and	 laughed	 outright,	 for	 Jo's	 prim	manner

was	rather	funny	when	he	remembered	how	they	had	chatted	about	cricket	when
he	brought	the	cat	home.
That	put	Jo	at	her	ease	and	she	laughed	too,	as	she	said,	in	her	heartiest	way,

"We	did	have	such	a	good	time	over	your	nice	Christmas	present."
"Grandpa	sent	it."
"But	you	put	it	into	his	head,	didn't	you,	now?"
"How	is	your	cat,	Miss	March?"	asked	the	boy,	trying	to	look	sober	while	his

black	eyes	shone	with	fun.
"Nicely,	 thank	 you,	Mr.	 Laurence.	 But	 I	 am	 not	Miss	March,	 I'm	 only	 Jo,"

returned	the	young	lady.
"I'm	not	Mr.	Laurence,	I'm	only	Laurie."
"Laurie	Laurence,	what	an	odd	name."



"My	first	name	is	Theodore,	but	I	don't	like	it,	for	the	fellows	called	me	Dora,
so	I	made	them	say	Laurie	instead."
"I	hate	my	name,	too,	so	sentimental!	I	wish	every	one	would	say	Jo	instead	of

Josephine.	How	did	you	make	the	boys	stop	calling	you	Dora?"
"I	thrashed	'em."
"I	 can't	 thrash	 Aunt	 March,	 so	 I	 suppose	 I	 shall	 have	 to	 bear	 it."	 And	 Jo

resigned	herself	with	a	sigh.
"Don't	you	like	to	dance,	Miss	Jo?"	asked	Laurie,	looking	as	if	he	thought	the

name	suited	her.
"I	 like	 it	well	enough	if	 there	 is	plenty	of	room,	and	everyone	 is	 lively.	 In	a

place	 like	 this	 I'm	 sure	 to	 upset	 something,	 tread	 on	 people's	 toes,	 or	 do
something	dreadful,	so	I	keep	out	of	mischief	and	let	Meg	sail	about.	Don't	you
dance?"
"Sometimes.	You	see	I've	been	abroad	a	good	many	years,	and	haven't	been

into	company	enough	yet	to	know	how	you	do	things	here."
"Abroad!"	cried	Jo.	"Oh,	tell	me	about	it!	I	love	dearly	to	hear	people	describe

their	travels."
Laurie	didn't	seem	to	know	where	to	begin,	but	Jo's	eager	questions	soon	set

him	going,	and	he	told	her	how	he	had	been	at	school	in	Vevay,	where	the	boys
never	wore	hats	and	had	a	fleet	of	boats	on	the	lake,	and	for	holiday	fun	went	on
walking	trips	about	Switzerland	with	their	teachers.
"Don't	I	wish	I'd	been	there!"	cried	Jo.	"Did	you	go	to	Paris?"
"We	spent	last	winter	there."
"Can	you	talk	French?"
"We	were	not	allowed	to	speak	anything	else	at	Vevay."
"Do	say	some!	I	can	read	it,	but	can't	pronounce."
"Quel	nom	a	cette	jeune	demoiselle	en	les	pantoufles	jolis?"
"How	nicely	you	do	it!	Let	me	see	…	you	said,	'Who	is	the	young	lady	in	the

pretty	slippers',	didn't	you?"
"Oui,	mademoiselle."
"It's	my	sister	Margaret,	and	you	knew	it	was!	Do	you	think	she	is	pretty?"
"Yes,	she	makes	me	think	of	 the	German	girls,	she	 looks	so	fresh	and	quiet,

and	dances	like	a	lady."
Jo	quite	glowed	with	pleasure	at	this	boyish	praise	of	her	sister,	and	stored	it

up	to	repeat	to	Meg.	Both	peeped	and	critisized	and	chatted	till	they	felt	like	old
acquaintances.	 Laurie's	 bashfulness	 soon	 wore	 off,	 for	 Jo's	 gentlemanly
demeanor	 amused	 and	 set	 him	 at	 his	 ease,	 and	 Jo	 was	 her	 merry	 self	 again,
because	 her	 dress	was	 forgotten	 and	 nobody	 lifted	 their	 eyebrows	 at	 her.	 She
liked	the	'Laurence	boy'	better	than	ever	and	took	several	good	looks	at	him,	so



that	she	might	describe	him	to	the	girls,	for	they	had	no	brothers,	very	few	male
cousins,	and	boys	were	almost	unknown	creatures	to	them.
"Curly	 black	 hair,	 brown	 skin,	 big	 black	 eyes,	 handsome	 nose,	 fine	 teeth,

small	hands	and	feet,	taller	than	I	am,	very	polite,	for	a	boy,	and	altogether	jolly.
Wonder	how	old	he	is?"
It	was	on	 the	 tip	of	 Jo's	 tongue	 to	ask,	but	 she	checked	herself	 in	 time	and,

with	unusual	tact,	tried	to	find	out	in	a	round-about	way.
"I	 suppose	 you	 are	 going	 to	 college	 soon?	 I	 see	 you	 pegging	 away	 at	 your

books,	 no,	 I	 mean	 studying	 hard."	 And	 Jo	 blushed	 at	 the	 dreadful	 'pegging'
which	had	escaped	her.
Laurie	smiled	but	didn't	seem	shocked,	and	answered	with	a	shrug.	"Not	for	a

year	or	two.	I	won't	go	before	seventeen,	anyway."
"Aren't	 you	 but	 fifteen?"	 asked	 Jo,	 looking	 at	 the	 tall	 lad,	 whom	 she	 had

imagined	seventeen	already.
"Sixteen,	next	month."
"How	I	wish	I	was	going	to	college!	You	don't	look	as	if	you	liked	it."
"I	hate	it!	Nothing	but	grinding	or	skylarking.	And	I	don't	like	the	way	fellows

do	either,	in	this	country."
"What	do	you	like?"
"To	live	in	Italy,	and	to	enjoy	myself	in	my	own	way."
Jo	 wanted	 very	 much	 to	 ask	 what	 his	 own	 way	 was,	 but	 his	 black	 brows

looked	rather	threatening	as	he	knit	them,	so	she	changed	the	subject	by	saying,
as	her	foot	kept	time,	"That's	a	splendid	polka!	Why	don't	you	go	and	try	it?"
"If	you	will	come	too,"	he	answered,	with	a	gallant	little	bow.
"I	can't,	for	I	told	Meg	I	wouldn't,	because…	"	There	Jo	stopped,	and	looked

undecided	whether	to	tell	or	to	laugh.
"Because,	what?"
"You	won't	tell?"
"Never!"
"Well,	I	have	a	bad	trick	of	standing	before	the	fire,	and	so	I	burn	my	frocks,

and	I	scorched	this	one,	and	though	it's	nicely	mended,	it	shows,	and	Meg	told
me	 to	 keep	 still	 so	 no	 one	would	 see	 it.	You	may	 laugh,	 if	 you	want	 to.	 It	 is
funny,	I	know."
But	Laurie	didn't	laugh.	He	only	looked	down	a	minute,	and	the	expression	of

his	face	puzzled	Jo	when	he	said	very	gently,	"Never	mind	that.	I'll	tell	you	how
we	can	manage.	There's	a	long	hall	out	there,	and	we	can	dance	grandly,	and	no
one	will	see	us.	Please	come."
Jo	 thanked	him	and	gladly	went,	wishing	she	had	 two	neat	gloves	when	she

saw	the	nice,	pearl-colored	ones	her	partner	wore.	The	hall	was	empty,	and	they



had	 a	 grand	 polka,	 for	 Laurie	 danced	 well,	 and	 taught	 her	 the	 German	 step,
which	 delighted	 Jo,	 being	 full	 of	 swing	 and	 spring.	When	 the	music	 stopped,
they	sat	down	on	the	stairs	to	get	their	breath,	and	Laurie	was	in	the	midst	of	an
account	of	a	students'	festival	at	Heidelberg	when	Meg	appeared	in	search	of	her
sister.	She	beckoned,	and	Jo	reluctantly	followed	her	into	a	side	room,	where	she
found	her	on	a	sofa,	holding	her	foot,	and	looking	pale.
"I've	 sprained	 my	 ankle.	 That	 stupid	 high	 heel	 turned	 and	 gave	 me	 a	 sad

wrench.	It	aches	so,	I	can	hardly	stand,	and	I	don't	know	how	I'm	ever	going	to
get	home,"	she	said,	rocking	to	and	fro	in	pain.
"I	knew	you'd	hurt	your	feet	with	those	silly	shoes.	I'm	sorry.	But	I	don't	see

what	 you	 can	 do,	 except	 get	 a	 carriage,	 or	 stay	 here	 all	 night,"	 answered	 Jo,
softly	rubbing	the	poor	ankle	as	she	spoke.
"I	can't	have	a	carriage	without	its	costing	ever	so	much.	I	dare	say	I	can't	get

one	at	all,	for	most	people	come	in	their	own,	and	it's	a	long	way	to	the	stable,
and	no	one	to	send."
"I'll	go."
"No,	indeed!	It's	past	nine,	and	dark	as	Egypt.	I	can't	stop	here,	for	the	house

is	full.	Sallie	has	some	girls	staying	with	her.	I'll	rest	till	Hannah	comes,	and	then
do	the	best	I	can."
"I'll	ask	Laurie.	He	will	go,"	said	Jo,	looking	relieved	as	the	idea	occurred	to

her.
"Mercy,	 no!	 Don't	 ask	 or	 tell	 anyone.	 Get	 me	 my	 rubbers,	 and	 put	 these

slippers	with	our	 things.	 I	 can't	 dance	anymore,	but	 as	 soon	as	 supper	 is	over,
watch	for	Hannah	and	tell	me	the	minute	she	comes."
"They	are	going	out	to	supper	now.	I'll	stay	with	you.	I'd	rather."
"No,	dear,	run	along,	and	bring	me	some	coffee.	I'm	so	tired	I	can't	stir."
So	Meg	reclined,	with	rubbers	well	hidden,	and	Jo	went	blundering	away	to

the	dining	room,	which	she	found	after	going	into	a	china	closet,	and	opening	the
door	of	a	room	where	old	Mr.	Gardiner	was	taking	a	 little	private	refreshment.
Making	 a	 dart	 at	 the	 table,	 she	 secured	 the	 coffee,	 which	 she	 immediately
spilled,	thereby	making	the	front	of	her	dress	as	bad	as	the	back.
"Oh,	dear,	what	a	blunderbuss	I	am!"	exclaimed	Jo,	finishing	Meg's	glove	by

scrubbing	her	gown	with	it.
"Can	I	help	you?"	said	a	friendly	voice.	And	there	was	Laurie,	with	a	full	cup

in	one	hand	and	a	plate	of	ice	in	the	other.
"I	was	trying	to	get	something	for	Meg,	who	is	very	tired,	and	someone	shook

me,	 and	 here	 I	 am	 in	 a	 nice	 state,"	 answered	 Jo,	 glancing	 dismally	 from	 the
stained	skirt	to	the	coffee-colored	glove.
"Too	 bad!	 I	was	 looking	 for	 someone	 to	 give	 this	 to.	May	 I	 take	 it	 to	 your



sister?"
"Oh,	thank	you!	I'll	show	you	where	she	is.	I	don't	offer	to	take	it	myself,	for	I

should	only	get	into	another	scrape	if	I	did."
Jo	 led	 the	way,	 and	 as	 if	 used	 to	waiting	 on	 ladies,	 Laurie	 drew	 up	 a	 little

table,	brought	a	second	installment	of	coffee	and	ice	for	Jo,	and	was	so	obliging
that	 even	particular	Meg	pronounced	him	a	 'nice	boy'.	They	had	 a	merry	 time
over	 the	bonbons	and	mottoes,	and	were	 in	 the	midst	of	a	quiet	game	of	Buzz,
with	 two	 or	 three	 other	 young	 people	 who	 had	 strayed	 in,	 when	 Hannah
appeared.	Meg	forgot	her	foot	and	rose	so	quickly	that	she	was	forced	to	catch
hold	of	Jo,	with	an	exclamation	of	pain.
"Hush!	 Don't	 say	 anything,"	 she	 whispered,	 adding	 aloud,	 "It's	 nothing.	 I

turned	my	foot	a	little,	that's	all,"	and	limped	upstairs	to	put	her	things	on.
Hannah	 scolded,	Meg	 cried,	 and	 Jo	was	 at	 her	wits'	 end,	 till	 she	decided	 to

take	 things	 into	 her	 own	 hands.	 Slipping	 out,	 she	 ran	 down	 and,	 finding	 a
servant,	asked	if	he	could	get	her	a	carriage.	It	happened	to	be	a	hired	waiter	who
knew	nothing	about	the	neighborhood	and	Jo	was	looking	round	for	help	when
Laurie,	 who	 had	 heard	 what	 she	 said,	 came	 up	 and	 offered	 his	 grandfather's
carriage,	which	had	just	come	for	him,	he	said.
"It's	 so	 early!	 You	 can't	 mean	 to	 go	 yet?"	 began	 Jo,	 looking	 relieved	 but

hesitating	to	accept	the	offer.
"I	always	go	early,	I	do,	truly!	Please	let	me	take	you	home.	It's	all	on	my	way,

you	know,	and	it	rains,	they	say."
That	 settled	 it,	 and	 telling	 him	of	Meg's	mishap,	 Jo	 gratefully	 accepted	 and

rushed	up	to	bring	down	the	rest	of	the	party.	Hannah	hated	rain	as	much	as	a	cat
does	 so	 she	 made	 no	 trouble,	 and	 they	 rolled	 away	 in	 the	 luxurious	 close
carriage,	feeling	very	festive	and	elegant.	Laurie	went	on	the	box	so	Meg	could
keep	her	foot	up,	and	the	girls	talked	over	their	party	in	freedom.
"I	had	a	capital	 time.	Did	you?"	asked	Jo,	rumpling	up	her	hair,	and	making

herself	comfortable.
"Yes,	till	I	hurt	myself.	Sallie's	friend,	Annie	Moffat,	took	a	fancy	to	me,	and

asked	me	to	come	and	spend	a	week	with	her	when	Sallie	does.	She	is	going	in
the	 spring	when	 the	 opera	 comes,	 and	 it	will	 be	 perfectly	 splendid,	 if	Mother
only	lets	me	go,"	answered	Meg,	cheering	up	at	the	thought.
"I	saw	you	dancing	with	the	red	headed	man	I	ran	away	from.	Was	he	nice?"
"Oh,	 very!	His	 hair	 is	 auburn,	 not	 red,	 and	 he	was	 very	 polite,	 and	 I	 had	 a

delicious	redowa	with	him."
"He	looked	like	a	grasshopper	in	a	fit	when	he	did	the	new	step.	Laurie	and	I

couldn't	help	laughing.	Did	you	hear	us?"
"No,	but	 it	was	very	 rude.	What	were	you	about	 all	 that	 time,	hidden	 away



there?"
Jo	 told	her	adventures,	and	by	 the	 time	she	had	finished	 they	were	at	home.

With	many	thanks,	they	said	good	night	and	crept	in,	hoping	to	disturb	no	one,
but	the	instant	their	door	creaked,	two	little	nightcaps	bobbed	up,	and	two	sleepy
but	eager	voices	cried	out…
"Tell	about	the	party!	Tell	about	the	party!"
With	what	Meg	called	 'a	great	want	of	manners'	Jo	had	saved	some	bonbons

for	the	little	girls,	and	they	soon	subsided,	after	hearing	the	most	thrilling	events
of	the	evening.
"I	declare,	it	really	seems	like	being	a	fine	young	lady,	to	come	home	from	the

party	in	a	carriage	and	sit	in	my	dressing	gown	with	a	maid	to	wait	on	me,"	said
Meg,	as	Jo	bound	up	her	foot	with	arnica	and	brushed	her	hair.
"I	don't	believe	fine	young	ladies	enjoy	themselves	a	bit	more	than	we	do,	in

spite	 of	 our	 burned	 hair,	 old	 gowns,	 one	 glove	 apiece	 and	 tight	 slippers	 that
sprain	our	ankles	when	we	are	silly	enough	to	wear	them."	And	I	think	Jo	was
quite	right.



Chapter		4
Burdens

"Oh,	dear,	how	hard	it	does	seem	to	take	up	our	packs	and	go	on,"	sighed	Meg
the	 morning	 after	 the	 party,	 for	 now	 the	 holidays	 were	 over,	 the	 week	 of
merrymaking	did	not	fit	her	for	going	on	easily	with	the	task	she	never	liked.
"I	 wish	 it	 was	 Christmas	 or	 New	 Year's	 all	 the	 time.	Wouldn't	 it	 be	 fun?"

answered	Jo,	yawning	dismally.
"We	shouldn't	enjoy	ourselves	half	so	much	as	we	do	now.	But	it	does	seem	so

nice	to	have	little	suppers	and	bouquets,	and	go	to	parties,	and	drive	home,	and
read	and	rest,	and	not	work.	It's	like	other	people,	you	know,	and	I	always	envy
girls	 who	 do	 such	 things,	 I'm	 so	 fond	 of	 luxury,"	 said	Meg,	 trying	 to	 decide
which	of	two	shabby	gowns	was	the	least	shabby.
"Well,	we	can't	have	it,	so	don't	let	us	grumble	but	shoulder	our	bundles	and

trudge	along	as	cheerfully	as	Marmee	does.	I'm	sure	Aunt	March	is	a	regular	Old
Man	 of	 the	 Sea	 to	 me,	 but	 I	 suppose	 when	 I've	 learned	 to	 carry	 her	 without
complaining,	she	will	tumble	off,	or	get	so	light	that	I	shan't	mind	her."
This	 idea	 tickled	 Jo's	 fancy	 and	 put	 her	 in	 good	 spirits,	 but	 Meg	 didn't

brighten,	for	her	burden,	consisting	of	four	spoiled	children,	seemed	heavier	than
ever.	She	had	not	heart	enough	even	to	make	herself	pretty	as	usual	by	putting	on
a	blue	neck	ribbon	and	dressing	her	hair	in	the	most	becoming	way.
"Where's	 the	 use	 of	 looking	 nice,	 when	 no	 one	 sees	 me	 but	 those	 cross

midgets,	and	no	one	cares	whether	I'm	pretty	or	not?"	she	muttered,	shutting	her
drawer	with	a	jerk.	"I	shall	have	to	toil	and	moil	all	my	days,	with	only	little	bits
of	fun	now	and	then,	and	get	old	and	ugly	and	sour,	because	I'm	poor	and	can't
enjoy	my	life	as	other	girls	do.	It's	a	shame!"
So	Meg	went	 down,	wearing	 an	 injured	 look,	 and	wasn't	 at	 all	 agreeable	 at

breakfast	time.	Everyone	seemed	rather	out	of	sorts	and	inclined	to	croak.
Beth	had	a	headache	and	lay	on	the	sofa,	trying	to	comfort	herself	with	the	cat

and	 three	kittens.	Amy	was	 fretting	because	her	 lessons	were	not	 learned,	 and
she	couldn't	find	her	rubbers.	Jo	would	whistle	and	make	a	great	racket	getting
ready.
Mrs.	March	was	very	busy	trying	to	finish	a	letter,	which	must	go	at	once,	and

Hannah	had	the	grumps,	for	being	up	late	didn't	suit	her.
"There	never	was	such	a	cross	family!"	cried	Jo,	losing	her	temper	when	she



had	upset	an	inkstand,	broken	both	boot	lacings,	and	sat	down	upon	her	hat.
"You're	the	crossest	person	in	it!"	returned	Amy,	washing	out	the	sum	that	was

all	wrong	with	the	tears	that	had	fallen	on	her	slate.
"Beth,	if	you	don't	keep	these	horrid	cats	down	cellar	I'll	have	them	drowned,"

exclaimed	Meg	angrily	as	she	tried	to	get	rid	of	the	kitten	which	had	scrambled
up	her	back	and	stuck	like	a	burr	just	out	of	reach.
Jo	 laughed,	 Meg	 scolded,	 Beth	 implored,	 and	 Amy	 wailed	 because	 she

couldn't	remember	how	much	nine	times	twelve	was.
"Girls,	girls,	do	be	quiet	one	minute!	I	must	get	this	off	by	the	early	mail,	and

you	 drive	me	 distracted	with	 your	worry,"	 cried	Mrs.	March,	 crossing	 out	 the
third	spoiled	sentence	in	her	letter.
There	was	a	momentary	lull,	broken	by	Hannah,	who	stalked	in,	laid	two	hot

turnovers	 on	 the	 table,	 and	 stalked	 out	 again.	 These	 turnovers	 were	 an
institution,	and	the	girls	called	them	'muffs',	for	they	had	no	others	and	found	the
hot	pies	very	comforting	to	their	hands	on	cold	mornings.
Hannah	never	forgot	to	make	them,	no	matter	how	busy	or	grumpy	she	might

be,	for	the	walk	was	long	and	bleak.	The	poor	things	got	no	other	lunch	and	were
seldom	home	before	two.
"Cuddle	your	cats	and	get	over	your	headache,	Bethy.	Goodbye,	Marmee.	We

are	a	set	of	rascals	this	morning,	but	we'll	come	home	regular	angels.	Now	then,
Meg!"	And	 Jo	 tramped	 away,	 feeling	 that	 the	 pilgrims	were	 not	 setting	out	 as
they	ought	to	do.
They	 always	 looked	 back	 before	 turning	 the	 corner,	 for	 their	 mother	 was

always	at	the	window	to	nod	and	smile,	and	wave	her	hand	to	them.	Somehow	it
seemed	as	 if	 they	couldn't	have	got	 through	 the	day	without	 that,	 for	whatever
their	mood	might	be,	 the	 last	 glimpse	of	 that	motherly	 face	was	 sure	 to	 affect
them	like	sunshine.
"If	Marmee	shook	her	fist	instead	of	kissing	her	hand	to	us,	it	would	serve	us

right,	 for	 more	 ungrateful	 wretches	 than	 we	 are	 were	 never	 seen,"	 cried	 Jo,
taking	a	remorseful	satisfaction	in	the	snowy	walk	and	bitter	wind.
"Don't	use	such	dreadful	expressions,"	replied	Meg	from	the	depths	of	the	veil

in	which	she	had	shrouded	herself	like	a	nun	sick	of	the	world.
"I	like	good	strong	words	that	mean	something,"	replied	Jo,	catching	her	hat

as	it	took	a	leap	off	her	head	preparatory	to	flying	away	altogether.
"Call	yourself	any	names	you	like,	but	I	am	neither	a	rascal	nor	a	wretch	and	I

don't	choose	to	be	called	so."
"You're	a	blighted	being,	and	decidedly	cross	today	because	you	can't	sit	in	the

lap	of	 luxury	all	 the	 time.	Poor	dear,	 just	wait	 till	 I	make	my	fortune,	and	you
shall	revel	in	carriages	and	ice	cream	and	high-heeled	slippers,	and	posies,	and



red-headed	boys	to	dance	with."
"How	ridiculous	you	are,	Jo!"	But	Meg	laughed	at	the	nonsense	and	felt	better

in	spite	of	herself.
"Lucky	for	you	I	am,	for	if	I	put	on	crushed	airs	and	tried	to	be	dismal,	as	you

do,	we	should	be	in	a	nice	state.	Thank	goodness,	I	can	always	find	something
funny	to	keep	me	up.	Don't	croak	any	more,	but	come	home	jolly,	there's	a	dear."
Jo	gave	her	 sister	 an	encouraging	pat	on	 the	 shoulder	as	 they	parted	 for	 the

day,	each	going	a	different	way,	each	hugging	her	little	warm	turnover,	and	each
trying	 to	be	cheerful	 in	spite	of	wintry	weather,	hard	work,	and	 the	unsatisfied
desires	of	pleasure-loving	youth.
When	Mr.	March	lost	his	property	in	trying	to	help	an	unfortunate	friend,	the

two	oldest	girls	begged	to	be	allowed	to	do	something	toward	their	own	support,
at	 least.	 Believing	 that	 they	 could	 not	 begin	 too	 early	 to	 cultivate	 energy,
industry,	and	independence,	their	parents	consented,	and	both	fell	 to	work	with
the	hearty	good	will	which	in	spite	of	all	obstacles	is	sure	to	succeed	at	last.
Margaret	 found	 a	 place	 as	 nursery	 governess	 and	 felt	 rich	 with	 her	 small

salary.	As	she	said,	she	was	'fond	of	luxury',	and	her	chief	trouble	was	poverty.
She	found	it	harder	to	bear	than	the	others	because	she	could	remember	a	time
when	home	was	beautiful,	 life	 full	of	ease	and	pleasure,	and	want	of	any	kind
unknown.	She	tried	not	to	be	envious	or	discontented,	but	it	was	very	natural	that
the	young	girl	should	long	for	pretty	things,	gay	friends,	accomplishments,	and	a
happy	 life.	At	 the	Kings'	 she	daily	saw	all	 she	wanted,	 for	 the	children's	older
sisters	were	 just	 out,	 and	Meg	 caught	 frequent	 glimpses	of	 dainty	ball	 dresses
and	bouquets,	heard	lively	gossip	about	theaters,	concerts,	sleighing	parties,	and
merrymakings	of	all	kinds,	and	saw	money	lavished	on	trifles	which	would	have
been	so	precious	to	her.	Poor	Meg	seldom	complained,	but	a	sense	of	 injustice
made	her	feel	bitter	toward	everyone	sometimes,	for	she	had	not	yet	learned	to
know	how	rich	she	was	in	the	blessings	which	alone	can	make	life	happy.
Jo	happened	to	suit	Aunt	March,	who	was	lame	and	needed	an	active	person

to	wait	 upon	 her.	 The	 childless	 old	 lady	 had	 offered	 to	 adopt	 one	 of	 the	 girls
when	the	troubles	came,	and	was	much	offended	because	her	offer	was	declined.
Other	friends	told	the	Marches	that	they	had	lost	all	chance	of	being	remembered
in	the	rich	old	lady's	will,	but	the	unworldly	Marches	only	said…
"We	can't	give	up	our	girls	 for	a	dozen	fortunes.	Rich	or	poor,	we	will	keep

together	and	be	happy	in	one	another."
The	old	lady	wouldn't	speak	to	them	for	a	time,	but	happening	to	meet	Jo	at	a

friend's,	something	in	her	comical	face	and	blunt	manners	struck	the	old	lady's
fancy,	and	she	proposed	to	take	her	for	a	companion.	This	did	not	suit	Jo	at	all,
but	 she	 accepted	 the	 place	 since	 nothing	 better	 appeared	 and,	 to	 every	 one's



surprise,	 got	 on	 remarkably	 well	 with	 her	 irascible	 relative.	 There	 was	 an
occasional	 tempest,	 and	 once	 Jo	marched	 home,	 declaring	 she	 couldn't	 bear	 it
longer,	but	Aunt	March	always	cleared	up	quickly,	and	sent	for	her	to	come	back
again	with	 such	 urgency	 that	 she	 could	 not	 refuse,	 for	 in	 her	 heart	 she	 rather
liked	the	peppery	old	lady.
I	suspect	that	the	real	attraction	was	a	large	library	of	fine	books,	which	was

left	 to	 dust	 and	 spiders	 since	Uncle	March	 died.	 Jo	 remembered	 the	 kind	 old
gentleman,	 who	 used	 to	 let	 her	 build	 railroads	 and	 bridges	 with	 his	 big
dictionaries,	tell	her	stories	about	queer	pictures	in	his	Latin	books,	and	buy	her
cards	of	 gingerbread	whenever	he	met	 her	 in	 the	 street.	The	dim,	dusty	 room,
with	the	busts	staring	down	from	the	tall	bookcases,	the	cozy	chairs,	the	globes,
and	best	of	 all,	 the	wilderness	of	books	 in	which	 she	could	wander	where	 she
liked,	made	the	library	a	region	of	bliss	to	her.
The	moment	Aunt	March	took	her	nap,	or	was	busy	with	company,	Jo	hurried

to	 this	 quiet	 place,	 and	 curling	 herself	 up	 in	 the	 easy	 chair,	 devoured	 poetry,
romance,	 history,	 travels,	 and	 pictures	 like	 a	 regular	 bookworm.	 But,	 like	 all
happiness,	it	did	not	last	long,	for	as	sure	as	she	had	just	reached	the	heart	of	the
story,	the	sweetest	verse	of	a	song,	or	the	most	perilous	adventure	of	her	traveler,
a	shrill	voice	called,	"Josy-phine!	Josy-phine!"	and	she	had	to	leave	her	paradise
to	wind	yarn,	wash	the	poodle,	or	read	Belsham's	Essays	by	the	hour	together.
Jo's	ambition	was	to	do	something	very	splendid.	What	it	was,	she	had	no	idea

as	yet,	but	left	it	for	time	to	tell	her,	and	meanwhile,	found	her	greatest	affliction
in	 the	 fact	 that	 she	 couldn't	 read,	 run,	 and	 ride	 as	much	 as	 she	 liked.	A	quick
temper,	 sharp	 tongue,	 and	 restless	 spirit	 were	 always	 getting	 her	 into	 scrapes,
and	her	life	was	a	series	of	ups	and	downs,	which	were	both	comic	and	pathetic.
But	the	training	she	received	at	Aunt	March's	was	just	what	she	needed,	and	the
thought	that	she	was	doing	something	to	support	herself	made	her	happy	in	spite
of	the	perpetual	"Josy-phine!"
Beth	was	 too	bashful	 to	go	 to	 school.	 It	 had	been	 tried,	 but	 she	 suffered	 so

much	that	it	was	given	up,	and	she	did	her	lessons	at	home	with	her	father.	Even
when	he	went	away,	and	her	mother	was	called	to	devote	her	skill	and	energy	to
Soldiers'	Aid	Societies,	Beth	went	faithfully	on	by	herself	and	did	 the	best	she
could.	She	was	a	housewifely	little	creature,	and	helped	Hannah	keep	home	neat
and	comfortable	for	the	workers,	never	thinking	of	any	reward	but	to	be	loved.
Long,	quiet	days	she	spent,	not	lonely	nor	idle,	for	her	little	world	was	peopled
with	imaginary	friends,	and	she	was	by	nature	a	busy	bee.	There	were	six	dolls
to	be	taken	up	and	dressed	every	morning,	for	Beth	was	a	child	still	and	loved
her	pets	as	well	as	ever.	Not	one	whole	or	handsome	one	among	them,	all	were
outcasts	 till	 Beth	 took	 them	 in,	 for	when	 her	 sisters	 outgrew	 these	 idols,	 they



passed	to	her	because	Amy	would	have	nothing	old	or	ugly.	Beth	cherished	them
all	the	more	tenderly	for	that	very	reason,	and	set	up	a	hospital	for	infirm	dolls.
No	pins	were	ever	stuck	into	their	cotton	vitals,	no	harsh	words	or	blows	were
ever	given	them,	no	neglect	ever	saddened	the	heart	of	the	most	repulsive,	but	all
were	fed	and	clothed,	nursed	and	caressed	with	an	affection	which	never	failed.
One	 forlorn	 fragment	 of	 dollanity	 had	 belonged	 to	 Jo	 and,	 having	 led	 a
tempestuous	life,	was	left	a	wreck	in	the	rag	bag,	from	which	dreary	poorhouse	it
was	rescued	by	Beth	and	taken	to	her	refuge.	Having	no	top	to	its	head,	she	tied
on	 a	 neat	 little	 cap,	 and	 as	 both	 arms	 and	 legs	 were	 gone,	 she	 hid	 these
deficiencies	by	folding	it	in	a	blanket	and	devoting	her	best	bed	to	this	chronic
invalid.	 If	 anyone	 had	 known	 the	 care	 lavished	 on	 that	 dolly,	 I	 think	 it	would
have	 touched	 their	 hearts,	 even	 while	 they	 laughed.	 She	 brought	 it	 bits	 of
bouquets,	she	read	 to	 it,	 took	 it	out	 to	breathe	fresh	air,	hidden	under	her	coat,
she	 sang	 it	 lullabies	 and	 never	 went	 to	 bed	without	 kissing	 its	 dirty	 face	 and
whispering	tenderly,	"I	hope	you'll	have	a	good	night,	my	poor	dear."
Beth	had	her	troubles	as	well	as	the	others,	and	not	being	an	angel	but	a	very

human	 little	girl,	 she	often	 'wept	a	 little	weep'	as	Jo	said,	because	she	couldn't
take	music	 lessons	 and	 have	 a	 fine	 piano.	 She	 loved	music	 so	 dearly,	 tried	 so
hard	to	learn,	and	practiced	away	so	patiently	at	the	jingling	old	instrument,	that
it	did	seem	as	 if	someone	(not	 to	hint	Aunt	March)	ought	 to	help	her.	Nobody
did,	 however,	 and	 nobody	 saw	 Beth	 wipe	 the	 tears	 off	 the	 yellow	 keys,	 that
wouldn't	keep	in	tune,	when	she	was	all	alone.	She	sang	like	a	little	lark	about
her	work,	never	was	too	tired	for	Marmee	and	the	girls,	and	day	after	day	said
hopefully	to	herself,	"I	know	I'll	get	my	music	some	time,	if	I'm	good."
There	 are	 many	 Beths	 in	 the	 world,	 shy	 and	 quiet,	 sitting	 in	 corners	 till

needed,	and	living	for	others	so	cheerfully	that	no	one	sees	the	sacrifices	till	the
little	 cricket	 on	 the	 hearth	 stops	 chirping,	 and	 the	 sweet,	 sunshiny	 presence
vanishes,	leaving	silence	and	shadow	behind.
If	anybody	had	asked	Amy	what	the	greatest	trial	of	her	life	was,	she	would

have	 answered	 at	 once,	 "My	 nose."	When	 she	 was	 a	 baby,	 Jo	 had	 accidently
dropped	her	into	the	coal	hod,	and	Amy	insisted	that	the	fall	had	ruined	her	nose
forever.	It	was	not	big	nor	red,	like	poor	'Petrea's',	it	was	only	rather	flat,	and	all
the	pinching	in	the	world	could	not	give	it	an	aristocratic	point.	No	one	minded	it
but	herself,	and	it	was	doing	its	best	to	grow,	but	Amy	felt	deeply	the	want	of	a
Grecian	nose,	and	drew	whole	sheets	of	handsome	ones	to	console	herself.
"Little	Raphael,"	 as	 her	 sisters	 called	 her,	 had	 a	 decided	 talent	 for	 drawing,

and	 was	 never	 so	 happy	 as	 when	 copying	 flowers,	 designing	 fairies,	 or
illustrating	 stories	 with	 queer	 specimens	 of	 art.	 Her	 teachers	 complained	 that
instead	of	doing	her	sums	she	covered	her	slate	with	animals,	the	blank	pages	of



her	 atlas	 were	 used	 to	 copy	 maps	 on,	 and	 caricatures	 of	 the	 most	 ludicrous
description	 came	 fluttering	 out	 of	 all	 her	 books	 at	 unlucky	moments.	 She	 got
through	her	lessons	as	well	as	she	could,	and	managed	to	escape	reprimands	by
being	 a	model	 of	 deportment.	 She	was	 a	 great	 favorite	with	 her	mates,	 being
good-tempered	and	possessing	the	happy	art	of	pleasing	without	effort.	Her	little
airs	and	graces	were	much	admired,	 so	were	her	accomplishments,	 for	besides
her	 drawing,	 she	 could	 play	 twelve	 tunes,	 crochet,	 and	 read	 French	 without
mispronouncing	more	than	two-thirds	of	the	words.	She	had	a	plaintive	way	of
saying,	"When	Papa	was	rich	we	did	so-and-so,"	which	was	very	touching,	and
her	long	words	were	considered	'perfectly	elegant'	by	the	girls.
Amy	was	in	a	fair	way	to	be	spoiled,	for	everyone	petted	her,	and	her	small

vanities	 and	 selfishnesses	 were	 growing	 nicely.	 One	 thing,	 however,	 rather
quenched	 the	 vanities.	 She	 had	 to	 wear	 her	 cousin's	 clothes.	 Now	 Florence's
mama	hadn't	a	particle	of	taste,	and	Amy	suffered	deeply	at	having	to	wear	a	red
instead	of	a	blue	bonnet,	unbecoming	gowns,	and	fussy	aprons	that	did	not	fit.
Everything	was	good,	well	made,	and	 little	worn,	but	Amy's	artistic	eyes	were
much	afflicted,	especially	 this	winter,	when	her	 school	dress	was	a	dull	purple
with	yellow	dots	and	no	trimming.
"My	only	comfort,"	 she	said	 to	Meg,	with	 tears	 in	her	eyes,	 "is	 that	Mother

doesn't	take	tucks	in	my	dresses	whenever	I'm	naughty,	as	Maria	Parks's	mother
does.	My	dear,	it's	really	dreadful,	for	sometimes	she	is	so	bad	her	frock	is	up	to
her	knees,	and	she	can't	come	to	school.	When	I	think	of	this	deggerredation,	I
feegorcer	I	can	bear	even	my	flat	nose	and	purple	gown	with	yellow	skyrockets
on	it."
Meg	 was	 Amy's	 confidant	 and	 monitor,	 and	 by	 some	 strange	 attraction	 of

opposites	Jo	was	gentle	Beth's.	To	Jo	alone	did	 the	shy	child	 tell	her	 thoughts,
and	 over	 her	 big	 harum-scarum	 sister	 Beth	 unconsciously	 exercised	 more
influence	than	anyone	in	the	family.	The	two	older	girls	were	a	great	deal	to	one
another,	but	each	took	one	of	the	younger	sisters	into	her	keeping	and	watched
over	her	in	her	own	way,	'playing	mother'	they	called	it,	and	put	their	sisters	in
the	places	of	discarded	dolls	with	the	maternal	instinct	of	little	women.
"Has	anybody	got	anything	to	tell?	It's	been	such	a	dismal	day	I'm	really	dying

for	some	amusement,"	said	Meg,	as	they	sat	sewing	together	that	evening.
"I	had	a	queer	 time	with	Aunt	 today,	and,	as	I	got	 the	best	of	 it,	 I'll	 tell	you

about	 it,"	 began	 Jo,	 who	 dearly	 loved	 to	 tell	 stories.	 "I	 was	 reading	 that
everlasting	Belsham,	and	droning	away	as	I	always	do,	for	Aunt	soon	drops	off,
and	 then	 I	 take	 out	 some	 nice	 book,	 and	 read	 like	 fury	 till	 she	 wakes	 up.	 I
actually	made	myself	 sleepy,	and	before	 she	began	 to	nod,	 I	gave	such	a	gape
that	she	asked	me	what	I	meant	by	opening	my	mouth	wide	enough	to	take	the



whole	book	in	at	once."
"I	wish	I	could,	and	be	done	with	it,"	said	I,	trying	not	to	be	saucy.
"Then	 she	 gave	me	 a	 long	 lecture	 on	my	 sins,	 and	 told	me	 to	 sit	 and	 think

them	over	while	she	just	'lost'	herself	for	a	moment.	She	never	finds	herself	very
soon,	so	the	minute	her	cap	began	to	bob	like	a	top-heavy	dahlia,	I	whipped	the
Vicar	of	Wakefield	out	of	my	pocket,	and	 read	away,	with	one	eye	on	him	and
one	on	Aunt.	I'd	just	got	to	where	they	all	tumbled	into	the	water	when	I	forgot
and	laughed	out	loud.	Aunt	woke	up	and,	being	more	good-natured	after	her	nap,
told	me	to	read	a	bit	and	show	what	frivolous	work	I	preferred	to	the	worthy	and
instructive	Belsham.	I	did	my	very	best,	and	she	liked	it,	though	she	only	said…
"'I	don't	understand	what	it's	all	about.	Go	back	and	begin	it,	child.'"
"Back	I	went,	and	made	the	Primroses	as	 interesting	as	ever	I	could.	Once	I

was	wicked	enough	to	stop	in	a	thrilling	place,	and	say	meekly,	'I'm	afraid	it	tires
you,	ma'am.	Shan't	I	stop	now?'"
"She	caught	up	her	knitting,	which	had	dropped	out	of	her	hands,	gave	me	a

sharp	look	through	her	specs,	and	said,	in	her	short	way,	'Finish	the	chapter,	and
don't	be	impertinent,	miss'."
"Did	she	own	she	liked	it?"	asked	Meg.
"Oh,	bless	you,	no!	But	she	let	old	Belsham	rest,	and	when	I	ran	back	after	my

gloves	this	afternoon,	there	she	was,	so	hard	at	the	Vicar	that	she	didn't	hear	me
laugh	 as	 I	 danced	 a	 jig	 in	 the	 hall	 because	 of	 the	 good	 time	 coming.	What	 a
pleasant	life	she	might	have	if	only	she	chose!	I	don't	envy	her	much,	in	spite	of
her	money,	for	after	all	rich	people	have	about	as	many	worries	as	poor	ones,	I
think,"	added	Jo.
"That	 reminds	me,"	said	Meg,	"that	 I've	got	something	 to	 tell.	 It	 isn't	 funny,

like	Jo's	story,	but	I	thought	about	it	a	good	deal	as	I	came	home.	At	the	Kings'
today	I	found	everybody	in	a	flurry,	and	one	of	the	children	said	that	her	oldest
brother	had	done	something	dreadful,	and	Papa	had	sent	him	away.	I	heard	Mrs.
King	crying	and	Mr.	King	talking	very	loud,	and	Grace	and	Ellen	turned	away
their	 faces	when	 they	passed	me,	 so	 I	 shouldn't	 see	how	red	and	swollen	 their
eyes	were.	I	didn't	ask	any	questions,	of	course,	but	I	felt	so	sorry	for	them	and
was	rather	glad	I	hadn't	any	wild	brothers	to	do	wicked	things	and	disgrace	the
family."
"I	 think	being	disgraced	 in	 school	 is	a	great	deal	 tryinger	 than	anything	bad

boys	can	do,"	said	Amy,	shaking	her	head,	as	if	her	experience	of	life	had	been	a
deep	one.	"Susie	Perkins	came	to	school	today	with	a	lovely	red	carnelian	ring.	I
wanted	it	dreadfully,	and	wished	I	was	her	with	all	my	might.	Well,	she	drew	a
picture	of	Mr.	Davis,	with	a	monstrous	nose	and	a	hump,	and	the	words,	'Young
ladies,	my	 eye	 is	 upon	 you!'	 coming	 out	 of	 his	mouth	 in	 a	 balloon	 thing.	We



were	 laughing	over	 it	when	all	of	a	 sudden	his	eye	was	on	us,	and	he	ordered
Susie	to	bring	up	her	slate.	She	was	parrylized	with	fright,	but	she	went,	and	oh,
what	 do	 you	 think	 he	 did?	 He	 took	 her	 by	 the	 ear—the	 ear!	 Just	 fancy	 how
horrid!—and	led	her	to	the	recitation	platform,	and	made	her	stand	there	half	an
hour,	holding	the	slate	so	everyone	could	see."
"Didn't	the	girls	laugh	at	the	picture?"	asked	Jo,	who	relished	the	scrape.
"Laugh?	Not	one!	They	sat	still	as	mice,	and	Susie	cried	quarts,	 I	know	she

did.	I	didn't	envy	her	then,	for	I	felt	that	millions	of	carnelian	rings	wouldn't	have
made	me	happy	after	that.	I	never,	never	should	have	got	over	such	a	agonizing
mortification."	And	Amy	went	on	with	her	work,	in	the	proud	consciousness	of
virtue	and	the	successful	utterance	of	two	long	words	in	a	breath.
"I	 saw	something	 I	 liked	 this	morning,	and	 I	meant	 to	 tell	 it	 at	dinner,	but	 I

forgot,"	said	Beth,	putting	Jo's	topsy-turvy	basket	in	order	as	she	talked.	"When	I
went	to	get	some	oysters	for	Hannah,	Mr.	Laurence	was	in	the	fish	shop,	but	he
didn't	see	me,	for	I	kept	behind	the	fish	barrel,	and	he	was	busy	with	Mr.	Cutter
the	fishman.	A	poor	woman	came	in	with	a	pail	and	a	mop,	and	asked	Mr.	Cutter
if	he	would	let	her	do	some	scrubbing	for	a	bit	of	fish,	because	she	hadn't	any
dinner	 for	her	children,	and	had	been	disappointed	of	a	day's	work.	Mr.	Cutter
was	 in	 a	 hurry	 and	 said	 'No',	 rather	 crossly,	 so	 she	 was	 going	 away,	 looking
hungry	and	sorry,	when	Mr.	Laurence	hooked	up	a	big	fish	with	the	crooked	end
of	his	cane	and	held	it	out	to	her.	She	was	so	glad	and	surprised	she	took	it	right
into	her	arms,	and	thanked	him	over	and	over.	He	told	her	to	'go	along	and	cook
it',	 and	 she	hurried	off,	 so	 happy!	Wasn't	 it	 good	of	 him?	Oh,	 she	did	 look	 so
funny,	hugging	the	big,	slippery	fish,	and	hoping	Mr.	Laurence's	bed	in	heaven
would	be	'aisy'."
When	they	had	laughed	at	Beth's	story,	 they	asked	their	mother	for	one,	and

after	 a	 moments	 thought,	 she	 said	 soberly,	 "As	 I	 sat	 cutting	 out	 blue	 flannel
jackets	 today	 at	 the	 rooms,	 I	 felt	 very	 anxious	 about	 Father,	 and	 thought	 how
lonely	and	helpless	we	should	be,	if	anything	happened	to	him.	It	was	not	a	wise
thing	 to	 do,	 but	 I	 kept	 on	worrying	 till	 an	 old	man	 came	 in	with	 an	 order	 for
some	clothes.	He	sat	down	near	me,	and	 I	began	 to	 talk	 to	him,	 for	he	 looked
poor	and	tired	and	anxious.
"'Have	you	sons	in	the	army?'	I	asked,	for	the	note	he	brought	was	not	to	me."
"Yes,	ma'am.	I	had	four,	but	two	were	killed,	one	is	a	prisoner,	and	I'm	going

to	the	other,	who	is	very	sick	in	a	Washington	hospital.'	he	answered	quietly."
"'You	have	done	a	great	deal	for	your	country,	sir,'	I	said,	feeling	respect	now,

instead	of	pity."
"'Not	a	mite	more	than	I	ought,	ma'am.	I'd	go	myself,	 if	I	was	any	use.	As	I

ain't,	I	give	my	boys,	and	give	'em	free.'"



"He	spoke	so	cheerfully,	looked	so	sincere,	and	seemed	so	glad	to	give	his	all,
that	I	was	ashamed	of	myself.	I'd	given	one	man	and	thought	it	too	much,	while
he	gave	four	without	grudging	them.	I	had	all	my	girls	to	comfort	me	at	home,
and	his	last	son	was	waiting,	miles	away,	to	say	good-by	to	him,	perhaps!	I	felt
so	rich,	so	happy	thinking	of	my	blessings,	that	I	made	him	a	nice	bundle,	gave
him	some	money,	and	thanked	him	heartily	for	the	lesson	he	had	taught	me."
"Tell	 another	 story,	Mother,	 one	with	 a	moral	 to	 it,	 like	 this.	 I	 like	 to	 think

about	 them	 afterward,	 if	 they	 are	 real	 and	 not	 too	 preachy,"	 said	 Jo,	 after	 a
minute's	silence.
Mrs.	March	 smiled	 and	 began	 at	 once,	 for	 she	 had	 told	 stories	 to	 this	 little

audience	for	many	years,	and	knew	how	to	please	them.
"Once	upon	a	time,	there	were	four	girls,	who	had	enough	to	eat	and	drink	and

wear,	a	good	many	comforts	and	pleasures,	kind	friends	and	parents	who	loved
them	dearly,	and	yet	they	were	not	contented."	(Here	the	listeners	stole	sly	looks
at	 one	 another,	 and	 began	 to	 sew	 diligently.)	 "These	 girls	 were	 anxious	 to	 be
good	 and	 made	 many	 excellent	 resolutions,	 but	 they	 did	 not	 keep	 them	 very
well,	and	were	constantly	saying,	 'If	only	we	had	 this,'	or	 'If	we	could	only	do
that,'	 quite	 forgetting	 how	much	 they	 already	 had,	 and	 how	many	 things	 they
actually	 could	 do.	 So	 they	 asked	 an	 old	 woman	what	 spell	 they	 could	 use	 to
make	 them	happy,	 and	 she	 said,	 'When	you	 feel	 discontented,	 think	over	 your
blessings,	and	be	grateful.'"	(Here	Jo	looked	up	quickly,	as	if	about	to	speak,	but
changed	her	mind,	seeing	that	the	story	was	not	done	yet.)
"Being	sensible	girls,	they	decided	to	try	her	advice,	and	soon	were	surprised

to	see	how	well	off	they	were.	One	discovered	that	money	couldn't	keep	shame
and	sorrow	out	of	 rich	people's	houses,	another	 that,	 though	she	was	poor,	 she
was	a	great	deal	happier,	with	her	youth,	health,	and	good	spirits,	than	a	certain
fretful,	feeble	old	lady	who	couldn't	enjoy	her	comforts,	a	third	that,	disagreeable
as	it	was	to	help	get	dinner,	it	was	harder	still	to	go	begging	for	it	and	the	fourth,
that	even	carnelian	rings	were	not	so	valuable	as	good	behavior.	So	they	agreed
to	stop	complaining,	to	enjoy	the	blessings	already	possessed,	and	try	to	deserve
them,	lest	they	should	be	taken	away	entirely,	instead	of	increased,	and	I	believe
they	were	never	disappointed	or	sorry	that	they	took	the	old	woman's	advice."
"Now,	Marmee,	that	is	very	cunning	of	you	to	turn	our	own	stories	against	us,

and	give	us	a	sermon	instead	of	a	romance!"	cried	Meg.
"I	 like	 that	 kind	 of	 sermon.	 It's	 the	 sort	 Father	 used	 to	 tell	 us,"	 said	 Beth

thoughtfully,	putting	the	needles	straight	on	Jo's	cushion.
"I	don't	complain	near	as	much	as	the	others	do,	and	I	shall	be	more	careful

than	ever	now,	for	I've	had	warning	from	Susie's	downfall,"	said	Amy	morally.
"We	needed	that	lesson,	and	we	won't	forget	it.	If	we	do	so,	you	just	say	to	us,



as	 old	 Chloe	 did	 in	Uncle	 Tom,	 'Tink	 ob	 yer	 marcies,	 chillen!'	 'Tink	 ob	 yer
marcies!'"	added	Jo,	who	could	not,	for	the	life	of	her,	help	getting	a	morsel	of
fun	out	of	the	little	sermon,	though	she	took	it	to	heart	as	much	as	any	of	them.



Chapter		5
Being	Neighborly

"What	 in	 the	 world	 are	 you	 going	 to	 do	 now,	 Jo?"	 asked	 Meg	 one	 snowy
afternoon,	as	her	sister	came	tramping	through	the	hall,	in	rubber	boots,	old	sack,
and	hood,	with	a	broom	in	one	hand	and	a	shovel	in	the	other.
"Going	out	for	exercise,"	answered	Jo	with	a	mischievous	twinkle	in	her	eyes.
"I	 should	 think	 two	 long	walks	 this	morning	would	 have	 been	 enough!	 It's

cold	and	dull	out,	and	I	advise	you	 to	stay	warm	and	dry	by	 the	fire,	as	 I	do,"
said	Meg	with	a	shiver.
"Never	take	advice!	Can't	keep	still	all	day,	and	not	being	a	pussycat,	I	don't

like	to	doze	by	the	fire.	I	like	adventures,	and	I'm	going	to	find	some."
Meg	went	back	to	toast	her	feet	and	read	Ivanhoe,	and	Jo	began	to	dig	paths

with	 great	 energy.	The	 snow	was	 light,	 and	with	 her	 broom	 she	 soon	 swept	 a
path	all	 round	 the	garden,	 for	Beth	 to	walk	 in	when	 the	 sun	came	out	 and	 the
invalid	dolls	needed	air.	Now,	the	garden	separated	the	Marches'	house	from	that
of	Mr.	Laurence.	Both	stood	in	a	suburb	of	the	city,	which	was	still	countrylike,
with	groves	and	lawns,	large	gardens,	and	quiet	streets.	A	low	hedge	parted	the
two	 estates.	 On	 one	 side	 was	 an	 old,	 brown	 house,	 looking	 rather	 bare	 and
shabby,	 robbed	of	 the	 vines	 that	 in	 summer	 covered	 its	walls	 and	 the	 flowers,
which	then	surrounded	it.	On	the	other	side	was	a	stately	stone	mansion,	plainly
betokening	every	sort	of	comfort	and	luxury,	from	the	big	coach	house	and	well-
kept	grounds	 to	 the	conservatory	and	 the	glimpses	of	 lovely	 things	one	caught
between	the	rich	curtains.
Yet	it	seemed	a	lonely,	lifeless	sort	of	house,	for	no	children	frolicked	on	the

lawn,	no	motherly	face	ever	smiled	at	the	windows,	and	few	people	went	in	and
out,	except	the	old	gentleman	and	his	grandson.
To	Jo's	lively	fancy,	this	fine	house	seemed	a	kind	of	enchanted	palace,	full	of

splendors	 and	 delights	which	 no	 one	 enjoyed.	 She	 had	 long	wanted	 to	 behold
these	hidden	glories,	and	to	know	the	Laurence	boy,	who	looked	as	if	he	would
like	to	be	known,	 if	he	only	knew	how	to	begin.	Since	the	party,	she	had	been
more	eager	than	ever,	and	had	planned	many	ways	of	making	friends	with	him,
but	he	had	not	been	seen	lately,	and	Jo	began	to	think	he	had	gone	away,	when
she	one	day	spied	a	brown	face	at	an	upper	window,	looking	wistfully	down	into
their	garden,	where	Beth	and	Amy	were	snow-balling	one	another.



"That	boy	is	suffering	for	society	and	fun,"	she	said	to	herself.	"His	grandpa
does	not	know	what's	good	for	him,	and	keeps	him	shut	up	all	alone.	He	needs	a
party	of	jolly	boys	to	play	with,	or	somebody	young	and	lively.	I've	a	great	mind
to	go	over	and	tell	the	old	gentleman	so!"
The	 idea	 amused	 Jo,	 who	 liked	 to	 do	 daring	 things	 and	 was	 always

scandalizing	Meg	by	her	queer	performances.	The	plan	of	 'going	over'	was	not
forgotten.	And	when	the	snowy	afternoon	came,	Jo	resolved	to	try	what	could	be
done.	She	saw	Mr.	Lawrence	drive	off,	and	then	sallied	out	to	dig	her	way	down
to	the	hedge,	where	she	paused	and	took	a	survey.	All	quiet,	curtains	down	at	the
lower	 windows,	 servants	 out	 of	 sight,	 and	 nothing	 human	 visible	 but	 a	 curly
black	head	leaning	on	a	thin	hand	at	the	upper	window.
"There	he	is,"	thought	Jo,	"Poor	boy!	All	alone	and	sick	this	dismal	day.	It's	a

shame!	I'll	toss	up	a	snowball	and	make	him	look	out,	and	then	say	a	kind	word
to	him."
Up	went	a	handful	of	soft	snow,	and	the	head	turned	at	once,	showing	a	face

which	lost	its	listless	look	in	a	minute,	as	the	big	eyes	brightened	and	the	mouth
began	to	smile.	Jo	nodded	and	laughed,	and	flourished	her	broom	as	she	called
out…
"How	do	you	do?	Are	you	sick?"
Laurie	opened	the	window,	and	croaked	out	as	hoarsely	as	a	raven…
"Better,	thank	you.	I've	had	a	bad	cold,	and	been	shut	up	a	week."
"I'm	sorry.	What	do	you	amuse	yourself	with?"
"Nothing.	It's	dull	as	tombs	up	here."
"Don't	you	read?"
"Not	much.	They	won't	let	me."
"Can't	somebody	read	to	you?"
"Grandpa	does	sometimes,	but	my	books	don't	interest	him,	and	I	hate	to	ask

Brooke	all	the	time."
"Have	someone	come	and	see	you	then."
"There	 isn't	 anyone	 I'd	 like	 to	 see.	Boys	make	 such	 a	 row,	 and	my	 head	 is

weak."
"Isn't	there	some	nice	girl	who'd	read	and	amuse	you?	Girls	are	quiet	and	like

to	play	nurse."
"Don't	know	any."
"You	know	us,"	began	Jo,	then	laughed	and	stopped.
"So	I	do!	Will	you	come,	please?"	cried	Laurie.
"I'm	not	 quiet	 and	nice,	 but	 I'll	 come,	 if	Mother	will	 let	me.	 I'll	 go	 ask	her.

Shut	the	window,	like	a	good	boy,	and	wait	till	I	come."
With	 that,	 Jo	 shouldered	her	 broom	and	marched	 into	 the	house,	wondering



what	they	would	all	say	to	her.	Laurie	was	in	a	flutter	of	excitement	at	the	idea	of
having	company,	and	flew	about	to	get	ready,	for	as	Mrs.	March	said,	he	was	'a
little	gentleman',	and	did	honor	to	the	coming	guest	by	brushing	his	curly	pate,
putting	on	a	fresh	color,	and	trying	to	tidy	up	the	room,	which	in	spite	of	half	a
dozen	servants,	was	anything	but	neat.	Presently	there	came	a	loud	ring,	than	a
decided	 voice,	 asking	 for	 'Mr.	 Laurie',	 and	 a	 surprised-looking	 servant	 came
running	up	to	announce	a	young	lady.
"All	right,	show	her	up,	it's	Miss	Jo,"	said	Laurie,	going	to	the	door	of	his	little

parlor	 to	 meet	 Jo,	 who	 appeared,	 looking	 rosy	 and	 quite	 at	 her	 ease,	 with	 a
covered	dish	in	one	hand	and	Beth's	three	kittens	in	the	other.
"Here	 I	 am,	 bag	 and	baggage,"	 she	 said	 briskly.	 "Mother	 sent	 her	 love,	 and

was	glad	 if	 I	could	do	anything	for	you.	Meg	wanted	me	to	bring	some	of	her
blanc	 mange,	 she	 makes	 it	 very	 nicely,	 and	 Beth	 thought	 her	 cats	 would	 be
comforting.	I	knew	you'd	laugh	at	them,	but	I	couldn't	refuse,	she	was	so	anxious
to	do	something."
It	so	happened	that	Beth's	funny	loan	was	just	the	thing,	for	in	laughing	over

the	kits,	Laurie	forgot	his	bashfulness,	and	grew	sociable	at	once.
"That	looks	too	pretty	to	eat,"	he	said,	smiling	with	pleasure,	as	Jo	uncovered

the	dish,	and	showed	the	blanc	mange,	surrounded	by	a	garland	of	green	leaves,
and	the	scarlet	flowers	of	Amy's	pet	geranium.
"It	isn't	anything,	only	they	all	felt	kindly	and	wanted	to	show	it.	Tell	the	girl

to	put	it	away	for	your	tea.	It's	so	simple	you	can	eat	it,	and	being	soft,	it	will	slip
down	without	hurting	your	sore	throat.	What	a	cozy	room	this	is!"
"It	might	be	if	it	was	kept	nice,	but	the	maids	are	lazy,	and	I	don't	know	how

to	make	them	mind.	It	worries	me	though."
"I'll	right	it	up	in	two	minutes,	for	it	only	needs	to	have	the	hearth	brushed,	so

—and	the	things	made	straight	on	the	mantelpiece,	so—and	the	books	put	here,
and	 the	 bottles	 there,	 and	 your	 sofa	 turned	 from	 the	 light,	 and	 the	 pillows
plumped	up	a	bit.	Now	then,	you're	fixed."
And	 so	 he	was,	 for,	 as	 she	 laughed	 and	 talked,	 Jo	 had	whisked	 things	 into

place	and	given	quite	a	different	air	to	the	room.	Laurie	watched	her	in	respectful
silence,	 and	 when	 she	 beckoned	 him	 to	 his	 sofa,	 he	 sat	 down	with	 a	 sigh	 of
satisfaction,	saying	gratefully…
"How	kind	you	are!	Yes,	that's	what	it	wanted.	Now	please	take	the	big	chair

and	let	me	do	something	to	amuse	my	company."
"No,	I	came	to	amuse	you.	Shall	I	read	aloud?"	and	Jo	looked	affectionately

toward	some	inviting	books	near	by.
"Thank	 you!	 I've	 read	 all	 those,	 and	 if	 you	 don't	 mind,	 I'd	 rather	 talk,"

answered	Laurie.



"Not	a	bit.	I'll	talk	all	day	if	you'll	only	set	me	going.	Beth	says	I	never	know
when	to	stop."
"Is	Beth	the	rosy	one,	who	stays	at	home	good	deal	and	sometimes	goes	out

with	a	little	basket?"	asked	Laurie	with	interest.
"Yes,	that's	Beth.	She's	my	girl,	and	a	regular	good	one	she	is,	too."
"The	pretty	one	is	Meg,	and	the	curly-haired	one	is	Amy,	I	believe?"
"How	did	you	find	that	out?"
Laurie	 colored	 up,	 but	 answered	 frankly,	 "Why,	 you	 see	 I	 often	 hear	 you

calling	to	one	another,	and	when	I'm	alone	up	here,	I	can't	help	looking	over	at
your	house,	you	always	seem	to	be	having	such	good	times.	I	beg	your	pardon
for	 being	 so	 rude,	 but	 sometimes	 you	 forget	 to	 put	 down	 the	 curtain	 at	 the
window	where	the	flowers	are.	And	when	the	lamps	are	lighted,	it's	like	looking
at	a	picture	 to	see	 the	fire,	and	you	all	around	 the	 table	with	your	mother.	Her
face	 is	 right	 opposite,	 and	 it	 looks	 so	 sweet	 behind	 the	 flowers,	 I	 can't	 help
watching	it.	I	haven't	got	any	mother,	you	know."	And	Laurie	poked	the	fire	to
hide	a	little	twitching	of	the	lips	that	he	could	not	control.
The	solitary,	hungry	look	in	his	eyes	went	straight	to	Jo's	warm	heart.	She	had

been	so	simply	taught	that	there	was	no	nonsense	in	her	head,	and	at	fifteen	she
was	as	innocent	and	frank	as	any	child.	Laurie	was	sick	and	lonely,	and	feeling
how	rich	she	was	in	home	and	happiness,	she	gladly	tried	to	share	it	with	him.
Her	face	was	very	friendly	and	her	sharp	voice	unusually	gentle	as	she	said…
"We'll	never	draw	that	curtain	any	more,	and	I	give	you	leave	to	look	as	much

as	you	like.	I	just	wish,	though,	instead	of	peeping,	you'd	come	over	and	see	us.
Mother	is	so	splendid,	she'd	do	you	heaps	of	good,	and	Beth	would	sing	to	you	if
I	begged	her	to,	and	Amy	would	dance.	Meg	and	I	would	make	you	laugh	over
our	funny	stage	properties,	and	we'd	have	jolly	times.	Wouldn't	your	grandpa	let
you?"
"I	think	he	would,	if	your	mother	asked	him.	He's	very	kind,	though	he	does

not	look	so,	and	he	lets	me	do	what	I	like,	pretty	much,	only	he's	afraid	I	might
be	a	bother	to	strangers,"	began	Laurie,	brightening	more	and	more.
"We	 are	 not	 strangers,	 we	 are	 neighbors,	 and	 you	 needn't	 think	 you'd	 be	 a

bother.	We	want	to	know	you,	and	I've	been	trying	to	do	it	this	ever	so	long.	We
haven't	been	here	a	great	while,	you	know,	but	we	have	got	acquainted	with	all
our	neighbors	but	you."
"You	 see,	 Grandpa	 lives	 among	 his	 books,	 and	 doesn't	 mind	 much	 what

happens	outside.	Mr.	Brooke,	my	tutor,	doesn't	stay	here,	you	know,	and	I	have
no	one	to	go	about	with	me,	so	I	just	stop	at	home	and	get	on	as	I	can."
"That's	bad.	You	ought	to	make	an	effort	and	go	visiting	everywhere	you	are

asked,	 then	 you'll	 have	 plenty	 of	 friends,	 and	 pleasant	 places	 to	 go	 to.	 Never



mind	being	bashful.	It	won't	last	long	if	you	keep	going."
Laurie	turned	red	again,	but	wasn't	offended	at	being	accused	of	bashfulness,

for	 there	was	 so	much	good	will	 in	 Jo	 it	was	 impossible	not	 to	 take	her	blunt
speeches	as	kindly	as	they	were	meant.
"Do	you	like	your	school?"	asked	the	boy,	changing	the	subject,	after	a	little

pause,	during	which	he	stared	at	the	fire	and	Jo	looked	about	her,	well	pleased.
"Don't	 go	 to	 school,	 I'm	 a	 businessman—girl,	 I	 mean.	 I	 go	 to	 wait	 on	 my

great-aunt,	and	a	dear,	cross	old	soul	she	is,	too,"	answered	Jo.
Laurie	 opened	 his	 mouth	 to	 ask	 another	 question,	 but	 remembering	 just	 in

time	that	it	wasn't	manners	to	make	too	many	inquiries	into	people's	affairs,	he
shut	it	again,	and	looked	uncomfortable.
Jo	liked	his	good	breeding,	and	didn't	mind	having	a	laugh	at	Aunt	March,	so

she	 gave	 him	 a	 lively	 description	 of	 the	 fidgety	 old	 lady,	 her	 fat	 poodle,	 the
parrot	that	talked	Spanish,	and	the	library	where	she	reveled.
Laurie	 enjoyed	 that	 immensely,	 and	 when	 she	 told	 about	 the	 prim	 old

gentleman	 who	 came	 once	 to	 woo	 Aunt	 March,	 and	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 a	 fine
speech,	how	Poll	had	tweaked	his	wig	off	to	his	great	dismay,	the	boy	lay	back
and	laughed	till	the	tears	ran	down	his	cheeks,	and	a	maid	popped	her	head	in	to
see	what	was	the	matter.
"Oh!	That	does	me	no	end	of	good.	Tell	on,	please,"	he	said,	taking	his	face

out	of	the	sofa	cushion,	red	and	shining	with	merriment.
Much	elated	with	her	success,	Jo	did	'tell	on',	all	about	their	plays	and	plans,

their	 hopes	 and	 fears	 for	 Father,	 and	 the	 most	 interesting	 events	 of	 the	 little
world	in	which	the	sisters	lived.	Then	they	got	to	talking	about	books,	and	to	Jo's
delight,	she	found	that	Laurie	loved	them	as	well	as	she	did,	and	had	read	even
more	than	herself.
"If	you	 like	 them	so	much,	come	down	and	see	ours.	Grandfather	 is	out,	 so

you	needn't	be	afraid,"	said	Laurie,	getting	up.
"I'm	not	afraid	of	anything,"	returned	Jo,	with	a	toss	of	the	head.
"I	 don't	 believe	 you	 are!"	 exclaimed	 the	 boy,	 looking	 at	 her	 with	 much

admiration,	 though	 he	 privately	 thought	 she	 would	 have	 good	 reason	 to	 be	 a
trifle	afraid	of	the	old	gentleman,	if	she	met	him	in	some	of	his	moods.
The	 atmosphere	 of	 the	 whole	 house	 being	 summerlike,	 Laurie	 led	 the	 way

from	room	to	room,	 letting	Jo	stop	 to	examine	whatever	struck	her	fancy.	And
so,	at	last	they	came	to	the	library,	where	she	clapped	her	hands	and	pranced,	as
she	 always	 did	 when	 especially	 delighted.	 It	 was	 lined	 with	 books,	 and	 there
were	 pictures	 and	 statues,	 and	 distracting	 little	 cabinets	 full	 of	 coins	 and
curiosities,	and	Sleepy	Hollow	chairs,	and	queer	tables,	and	bronzes,	and	best	of
all,	a	great	open	fireplace	with	quaint	tiles	all	round	it.



"What	richness!"	sighed	Jo,	sinking	into	the	depth	of	a	velour	chair	and	gazing
about	her	with	an	air	of	intense	satisfaction.	"Theodore	Laurence,	you	ought	to
be	the	happiest	boy	in	the	world,"	she	added	impressively.
"A	fellow	can't	live	on	books,"	said	Laurie,	shaking	his	head	as	he	perched	on

a	table	opposite.
Before	 he	 could	more,	 a	 bell	 rang,	 and	 Jo	 flew	 up,	 exclaiming	with	 alarm,

"Mercy	me!	It's	your	grandpa!"
"Well,	what	 if	 it	 is?	You	are	not	afraid	of	anything,	you	know,"	returned	 the

boy,	looking	wicked.
"I	 think	 I	 am	 a	 little	 bit	 afraid	 of	 him,	 but	 I	 don't	 know	why	 I	 should	 be.

Marmee	said	I	might	come,	and	I	don't	think	you're	any	the	worse	for	it,"	said	Jo,
composing	herself,	though	she	kept	her	eyes	on	the	door.
"I'm	a	great	deal	better	for	it,	and	ever	so	much	obliged.	I'm	only	afraid	you

are	very	tired	of	talking	to	me.	It	was	so	pleasant,	I	couldn't	bear	to	stop,"	said
Laurie	gratefully.
"The	doctor	to	see	you,	sir,"	and	the	maid	beckoned	as	she	spoke.
"Would	you	mind	if	I	 left	you	for	a	minute?	I	suppose	I	must	see	him,"	said

Laurie.
"Don't	mind	me.	I'm	happy	as	a	cricket	here,"	answered	Jo.
Laurie	 went	 away,	 and	 his	 guest	 amused	 herself	 in	 her	 own	 way.	 She	 was

standing	before	a	fine	portrait	of	the	old	gentleman	when	the	door	opened	again,
and	without	turning,	she	said	decidedly,	"I'm	sure	now	that	I	shouldn't	be	afraid
of	him,	for	he's	got	kind	eyes,	 though	his	mouth	is	grim,	and	he	 looks	as	 if	he
had	a	tremendous	will	of	his	own.	He	isn't	as	handsome	as	my	grandfather,	but	I
like	him."
"Thank	 you,	ma'am,"	 said	 a	 gruff	 voice	 behind	 her,	 and	 there,	 to	 her	 great

dismay,	stood	old	Mr.	Laurence.
Poor	Jo	blushed	till	she	couldn't	blush	any	redder,	and	her	heart	began	to	beat

uncomfortably	fast	as	she	thought	what	she	had	said.	For	a	minute	a	wild	desire
to	run	away	possessed	her,	but	that	was	cowardly,	and	the	girls	would	laugh	at
her,	so	she	resolved	to	stay	and	get	out	of	the	scrape	as	she	could.	A	second	look
showed	 her	 that	 the	 living	 eyes,	 under	 the	 bushy	 eyebrows,	were	 kinder	 even
than	the	painted	ones,	and	there	was	a	sly	twinkle	in	them,	which	lessened	her
fear	a	good	deal.	The	gruff	voice	was	gruffer	than	ever,	as	the	old	gentleman	said
abruptly,	after	the	dreadful	pause,	"So	you're	not	afraid	of	me,	hey?"
"Not	much,	sir."
"And	you	don't	think	me	as	handsome	as	your	grandfather?"
"Not	quite,	sir."
"And	I've	got	a	tremendous	will,	have	I?"



"I	only	said	I	thought	so."
"But	you	like	me	in	spite	of	it?"
"Yes,	I	do,	sir."
That	answer	pleased	 the	old	gentleman.	He	gave	a	short	 laugh,	shook	hands

with	her,	and,	putting	his	finger	under	her	chin,	turned	up	her	face,	examined	it
gravely,	and	let	it	go,	saying	with	a	nod,	"You've	got	your	grandfather's	spirit,	if
you	haven't	his	face.	He	was	a	fine	man,	my	dear,	but	what	 is	better,	he	was	a
brave	and	an	honest	one,	and	I	was	proud	to	be	his	friend."
"Thank	 you,	 sir,"	And	 Jo	was	 quite	 comfortable	 after	 that,	 for	 it	 suited	 her

exactly.
"What	have	you	been	doing	to	this	boy	of	mine,	hey?"	was	the	next	question,

sharply	put.
"Only	trying	to	be	neighborly,	sir."	And	Jo	told	how	her	visit	came	about.
"You	think	he	needs	cheering	up	a	bit,	do	you?"
"Yes,	 sir,	 he	 seems	 a	 little	 lonely,	 and	 young	 folks	 would	 do	 him	 good

perhaps.	We	are	only	girls,	 but	we	 should	be	glad	 to	help	 if	we	 could,	 for	we
don't	forget	the	splendid	Christmas	present	you	sent	us,"	said	Jo	eagerly.
"Tut,	tut,	tut!	That	was	the	boy's	affair.	How	is	the	poor	woman?"
"Doing	nicely,	sir."	And	off	went	Jo,	talking	very	fast,	as	she	told	all	about	the

Hummels,	in	whom	her	mother	had	interested	richer	friends	than	they	were.
"Just	her	father's	way	of	doing	good.	I	shall	come	and	see	your	mother	some

fine	day.	Tell	her	so.	There's	the	tea	bell,	we	have	it	early	on	the	boy's	account.
Come	down	and	go	on	being	neighborly."
"If	you'd	like	to	have	me,	sir."
"Shouldn't	 ask	you,	 if	 I	 didn't."	And	Mr.	Laurence	offered	her	 his	 arm	with

old-fashioned	courtesy.
"What	would	Meg	say	to	this?"	thought	Jo,	as	she	was	marched	away,	while

her	eyes	danced	with	fun	as	she	imagined	herself	telling	the	story	at	home.
"Hey!	Why,	what	the	dickens	has	come	to	the	fellow?"	said	the	old	gentleman,

as	Laurie	came	running	downstairs	and	brought	up	with	a	start	of	surprise	at	the
astounding	sight	of	Jo	arm	in	arm	with	his	redoubtable	grandfather.
"I	didn't	know	you'd	come,	sir,"	he	began,	as	Jo	gave	him	a	triumphant	little

glance.
"That's	evident,	by	the	way	you	racket	downstairs.	Come	to	your	tea,	sir,	and

behave	like	a	gentleman."	And	having	pulled	the	boy's	hair	by	way	of	a	caress,
Mr.	Laurence	walked	on,	while	Laurie	went	through	a	series	of	comic	evolutions
behind	their	backs,	which	nearly	produced	an	explosion	of	laughter	from	Jo.
The	old	gentleman	did	not	say	much	as	he	drank	his	four	cups	of	tea,	but	he

watched	 the	 young	 people,	 who	 soon	 chatted	 away	 like	 old	 friends,	 and	 the



change	in	his	grandson	did	not	escape	him.	There	was	color,	light,	and	life	in	the
boy's	face	now,	vivacity	in	his	manner,	and	genuine	merriment	in	his	laugh.
"She's	 right,	 the	 lad	 is	 lonely.	 I'll	 see	what	 these	 little	girls	can	do	 for	him,"

thought	Mr.	Laurence,	as	he	looked	and	listened.	He	liked	Jo,	for	her	odd,	blunt
ways	suited	him,	and	she	seemed	to	understand	the	boy	almost	as	well	as	if	she
had	been	one	herself.
If	the	Laurences	had	been	what	Jo	called	'prim	and	poky',	she	would	not	have

got	 on	 at	 all,	 for	 such	people	 always	made	her	 shy	 and	 awkward.	But	 finding
them	free	and	easy,	she	was	so	herself,	and	made	a	good	impression.	When	they
rose	she	proposed	to	go,	but	Laurie	said	he	had	something	more	to	show	her,	and
took	 her	 away	 to	 the	 conservatory,	 which	 had	 been	 lighted	 for	 her	 benefit.	 It
seemed	quite	 fairylike	 to	Jo,	as	she	went	up	and	down	the	walks,	enjoying	 the
blooming	 walls	 on	 either	 side,	 the	 soft	 light,	 the	 damp	 sweet	 air,	 and	 the
wonderful	vines	and	trees	that	hung	about	her,	while	her	new	friend	cut	the	finest
flowers	 till	 his	 hands	were	 full.	Then	he	 tied	 them	up,	 saying,	with	 the	happy
look	 Jo	 liked	 to	 see,	 "Please	 give	 these	 to	 your	mother,	 and	 tell	 her	 I	 like	 the
medicine	she	sent	me	very	much."
They	found	Mr.	Laurence	standing	before	the	fire	in	the	great	drawing	room,

but	Jo's	attention	was	entirely	absorbed	by	a	grand	piano,	which	stood	open.
"Do	you	play?"	she	asked,	turning	to	Laurie	with	a	respectful	expression.
"Sometimes,"	he	answered	modestly.
"Please	do	now.	I	want	to	hear	it,	so	I	can	tell	Beth."
"Won't	you	first?"
"Don't	know	how.	Too	stupid	to	learn,	but	I	love	music	dearly."
So	 Laurie	 played	 and	 Jo	 listened,	 with	 her	 nose	 luxuriously	 buried	 in

heliotrope	and	tea	roses.	Her	respect	and	regard	for	the	'Laurence'	boy	increased
very	much,	for	he	played	remarkably	well	and	didn't	put	on	any	airs.	She	wished
Beth	could	hear	him,	but	she	did	not	say	so,	only	praised	him	till	he	was	quite
abashed,	and	his	grandfather	came	to	his	rescue.
"That	will	do,	that	will	do,	young	lady.	Too	many	sugarplums	are	not	good	for

him.	His	music	isn't	bad,	but	I	hope	he	will	do	as	well	in	more	important	things.
Going?	 well,	 I'm	 much	 obliged	 to	 you,	 and	 I	 hope	 you'll	 come	 again.	 My
respects	to	your	mother.	Good	night,	Doctor	Jo."
He	shook	hands	kindly,	but	looked	as	if	something	did	not	please	him.	When

they	got	into	the	hall,	Jo	asked	Laurie	if	she	had	said	something	amiss.	He	shook
his	head.
"No,	it	was	me.	He	doesn't	like	to	hear	me	play."
"Why	not?"
"I'll	tell	you	some	day.	John	is	going	home	with	you,	as	I	can't."



"No	 need	 of	 that.	 I	 am	 not	 a	 young	 lady,	 and	 it's	 only	 a	 step.	 Take	 care	 of
yourself,	won't	you?"
"Yes,	but	you	will	come	again,	I	hope?"
"If	you	promise	to	come	and	see	us	after	you	are	well."
"I	will."
"Good	night,	Laurie!"
"Good	night,	Jo,	good	night!"
When	all	the	afternoon's	adventures	had	been	told,	the	family	felt	inclined	to

go	visiting	in	a	body,	for	each	found	something	very	attractive	in	the	big	house
on	the	other	side	of	the	hedge.	Mrs.	March	wanted	to	talk	of	her	father	with	the
old	man	who	had	 not	 forgotten	 him,	Meg	 longed	 to	walk	 in	 the	 conservatory,
Beth	sighed	for	the	grand	piano,	and	Amy	was	eager	to	see	the	fine	pictures	and
statues.
"Mother,	why	didn't	Mr.	Laurence	 like	 to	have	Laurie	play?"	asked	Jo,	who

was	of	an	inquiring	disposition.
"I	am	not	sure,	but	I	think	it	was	because	his	son,	Laurie's	father,	married	an

Italian	lady,	a	musician,	which	displeased	the	old	man,	who	is	very	proud.	The
lady	was	good	and	lovely	and	accomplished,	but	he	did	not	like	her,	and	never
saw	his	son	after	he	married.	They	both	died	when	Laurie	was	a	little	child,	and
then	his	grandfather	 took	him	home.	I	 fancy	the	boy,	who	was	born	in	Italy,	 is
not	very	 strong,	 and	 the	old	man	 is	 afraid	of	 losing	him,	which	makes	him	so
careful.	Laurie	comes	naturally	by	his	 love	of	music,	 for	he	 is	 like	his	mother,
and	I	dare	say	his	grandfather	fears	that	he	may	want	to	be	a	musician.	At	any
rate,	his	skill	reminds	him	of	the	woman	he	did	not	like,	and	so	he	'glowered'	as
Jo	said."
"Dear	me,	how	romantic!"	exclaimed	Meg.
"How	silly!"	said	Jo.	"Let	him	be	a	musician	if	he	wants	to,	and	not	plague	his

life	out	sending	him	to	college,	when	he	hates	to	go."
"That's	why	he	has	such	handsome	black	eyes	and	pretty	manners,	I	suppose.

Italians	are	always	nice,"	said	Meg,	who	was	a	little	sentimental.
"What	do	you	know	about	his	eyes	and	his	manners?	You	never	spoke	to	him,

hardly,"	cried	Jo,	who	was	not	sentimental.
"I	saw	him	at	the	party,	and	what	you	tell	shows	that	he	knows	how	to	behave.

That	was	a	nice	little	speech	about	the	medicine	Mother	sent	him."
"He	meant	the	blanc	mange,	I	suppose."
"How	stupid	you	are,	child!	He	meant	you,	of	course."
"Did	he?"	And	Jo	opened	her	eyes	as	if	it	had	never	occurred	to	her	before.
"I	never	saw	such	a	girl!	You	don't	know	a	compliment	when	you	get	it,"	said

Meg,	with	the	air	of	a	young	lady	who	knew	all	about	the	matter.



"I	think	they	are	great	nonsense,	and	I'll	thank	you	not	to	be	silly	and	spoil	my
fun.	Laurie's	a	nice	boy	and	I	 like	him,	and	I	won't	have	any	sentimental	 stuff
about	compliments	and	such	rubbish.	We'll	all	be	good	to	him	because	he	hasn't
got	any	mother,	and	he	may	come	over	and	see	us,	mayn't	he,	Marmee?"
"Yes,	 Jo,	your	 little	 friend	 is	very	welcome,	and	 I	hope	Meg	will	 remember

that	children	should	be	children	as	long	as	they	can."
"I	 don't	 call	 myself	 a	 child,	 and	 I'm	 not	 in	 my	 teens	 yet,"	 observed	 Amy.

"What	do	you	say,	Beth?"
"I	was	thinking	about	our	 'Pilgrim's	Progress',"	answered	Beth,	who	had	not

heard	a	word.	"How	we	got	out	of	the	Slough	and	through	the	Wicket	Gate	by
resolving	to	be	good,	and	up	the	steep	hill	by	trying,	and	that	maybe	the	house
over	there,	full	of	splendid	things,	is	going	to	be	our	Palace	Beautiful."
"We	 have	 got	 to	 get	 by	 the	 lions	 first,"	 said	 Jo,	 as	 if	 she	 rather	 liked	 the

prospect.



Chapter		6
Beth	Finds	the	Palace	Beautiful

The	big	house	did	prove	a	Palace	Beautiful,	though	it	took	some	time	for	all	to
get	in,	and	Beth	found	it	very	hard	to	pass	the	lions.	Old	Mr.	Laurence	was	the
biggest	one,	but	after	he	had	called,	said	something	funny	or	kind	to	each	one	of
the	girls,	and	talked	over	old	times	with	their	mother,	nobody	felt	much	afraid	of
him,	 except	 timid	 Beth.	 The	 other	 lion	 was	 the	 fact	 that	 they	 were	 poor	 and
Laurie	 rich,	 for	 this	made	 them	 shy	 of	 accepting	 favors	which	 they	 could	 not
return.	But,	 after	 a	while,	 they	 found	 that	 he	 considered	 them	 the	benefactors,
and	could	not	do	enough	to	show	how	grateful	he	was	for	Mrs.	March's	motherly
welcome,	their	cheerful	society,	and	the	comfort	he	took	in	that	humble	home	of
theirs.	 So	 they	 soon	 forgot	 their	 pride	 and	 interchanged	 kindnesses	 without
stopping	to	think	which	was	the	greater.
All	sorts	of	pleasant	 things	happened	about	 that	 time,	for	 the	new	friendship

flourished	like	grass	in	spring.	Every	one	liked	Laurie,	and	he	privately	informed
his	 tutor	 that	 "the	Marches	were	 regularly	 splendid	 girls."	With	 the	 delightful
enthusiasm	of	youth,	they	took	the	solitary	boy	into	their	midst	and	made	much
of	him,	and	he	found	something	very	charming	in	the	innocent	companionship	of
these	simple-hearted	girls.	Never	having	known	mother	or	sisters,	he	was	quick
to	feel	the	influences	they	brought	about	him,	and	their	busy,	lively	ways	made
him	ashamed	of	the	indolent	life	he	led.	He	was	tired	of	books,	and	found	people
so	 interesting	 now	 that	 Mr.	 Brooke	 was	 obliged	 to	 make	 very	 unsatisfactory
reports,	for	Laurie	was	always	playing	truant	and	running	over	to	the	Marches'.
"Never	mind,	let	him	take	a	holiday,	and	make	it	up	afterward,"	said	the	old

gentleman.	 "The	 good	 lady	 next	 door	 says	 he	 is	 studying	 too	 hard	 and	 needs
young	society,	amusement,	and	exercise.	I	suspect	she	is	right,	and	that	I've	been
coddling	the	fellow	as	if	I'd	been	his	grandmother.	Let	him	do	what	he	likes,	as
long	as	he	is	happy.	He	can't	get	into	mischief	in	that	little	nunnery	over	there,
and	Mrs.	March	is	doing	more	for	him	than	we	can."
What	good	 times	 they	had,	 to	be	 sure.	Such	plays	and	 tableaux,	 such	sleigh

rides	and	skating	frolics,	such	pleasant	evenings	in	the	old	parlor,	and	now	and
then	 such	 gay	 little	 parties	 at	 the	 great	 house.	 Meg	 could	 walk	 in	 the
conservatory	whenever	she	liked	and	revel	in	bouquets,	Jo	browsed	over	the	new
library	voraciously,	and	convulsed	 the	old	gentleman	with	her	criticisms,	Amy



copied	pictures	and	enjoyed	beauty	to	her	heart's	content,	and	Laurie	played	'lord
of	the	manor'	in	the	most	delightful	style.
But	Beth,	though	yearning	for	the	grand	piano,	could	not	pluck	up	courage	to

go	to	the	'Mansion	of	Bliss',	as	Meg	called	it.	She	went	once	with	Jo,	but	the	old
gentleman,	not	being	aware	of	her	infirmity,	stared	at	her	so	hard	from	under	his
heavy	 eyebrows,	 and	 said	 "Hey!"	 so	 loud,	 that	 he	 frightened	 her	 so	much	 her
'feet	 chattered	 on	 the	 floor',	 she	 never	 told	 her	 mother,	 and	 she	 ran	 away,
declaring	she	would	never	go	 there	any	more,	not	even	 for	 the	dear	piano.	No
persuasions	or	enticements	could	overcome	her	fear,	till,	the	fact	coming	to	Mr.
Laurence's	 ear	 in	 some	mysterious	way,	he	 set	 about	mending	matters.	During
one	 of	 the	 brief	 calls	 he	made,	 he	 artfully	 led	 the	 conversation	 to	music,	 and
talked	 away	 about	 great	 singers	whom	he	had	 seen,	 fine	 organs	 he	 had	heard,
and	 told	 such	 charming	 anecdotes	 that	Beth	 found	 it	 impossible	 to	 stay	 in	 her
distant	 corner,	 but	 crept	 nearer	 and	nearer,	 as	 if	 fascinated.	At	 the	back	of	 his
chair	 she	 stopped	 and	 stood	 listening,	 with	 her	 great	 eyes	wide	 open	 and	 her
cheeks	red	with	excitement	of	this	unusual	performance.	Taking	no	more	notice
of	her	than	if	she	had	been	a	fly,	Mr.	Laurence	talked	on	about	Laurie's	lessons
and	 teachers.	And	presently,	as	 if	 the	 idea	had	 just	occurred	 to	him,	he	said	 to
Mrs.	March…
"The	boy	neglects	his	music	now,	and	 I'm	glad	of	 it,	 for	he	was	getting	 too

fond	of	it.	But	the	piano	suffers	for	want	of	use.	Wouldn't	some	of	your	girls	like
to	run	over,	and	practice	on	it	now	and	then,	 just	 to	keep	it	 in	tune,	you	know,
ma'am?"
Beth	took	a	step	forward,	and	pressed	her	hands	tightly	together	to	keep	from

clapping	 them,	 for	 this	 was	 an	 irresistible	 temptation,	 and	 the	 thought	 of
practicing	on	 that	 splendid	 instrument	quite	 took	her	breath	away.	Before	Mrs.
March	could	reply,	Mr.	Laurence	went	on	with	an	odd	little	nod	and	smile…
"They	needn't	see	or	speak	to	anyone,	but	run	in	at	any	time.	For	I'm	shut	up

in	my	 study	 at	 the	 other	 end	 of	 the	 house,	 Laurie	 is	 out	 a	 great	 deal,	 and	 the
servants	are	never	near	the	drawing	room	after	nine	o'clock."
Here	he	rose,	as	 if	going,	and	Beth	made	up	her	mind	to	speak,	for	 that	 last

arrangement	left	nothing	to	be	desired.	"Please,	tell	the	young	ladies	what	I	say,
and	if	they	don't	care	to	come,	why,	never	mind."	Here	a	little	hand	slipped	into
his,	and	Beth	looked	up	at	him	with	a	face	full	of	gratitude,	as	she	said,	 in	her
earnest	yet	timid	way…
"Oh	sir,	they	do	care,	very	very	much!"
"Are	 you	 the	 musical	 girl?"	 he	 asked,	 without	 any	 startling	 "Hey!"	 as	 he

looked	down	at	her	very	kindly.
"I'm	Beth.	I	love	it	dearly,	and	I'll	come,	if	you	are	quite	sure	nobody	will	hear



me,	and	be	disturbed,"	she	added,	fearing	to	be	rude,	and	trembling	at	her	own
boldness	as	she	spoke.
"Not	 a	 soul,	my	 dear.	 The	 house	 is	 empty	 half	 the	 day,	 so	 come	 and	 drum

away	as	much	as	you	like,	and	I	shall	be	obliged	to	you."
"How	kind	you	are,	sir!"
Beth	 blushed	 like	 a	 rose	 under	 the	 friendly	 look	 he	 wore,	 but	 she	 was	 not

frightened	now,	and	gave	the	hand	a	grateful	squeeze	because	she	had	no	words
to	 thank	 him	 for	 the	 precious	 gift	 he	 had	 given	 her.	 The	 old	 gentleman	 softly
stroked	the	hair	off	her	forehead,	and,	stooping	down,	he	kissed	her,	saying,	in	a
tone	few	people	ever	heard…
"I	had	a	little	girl	once,	with	eyes	like	these.	God	bless	you,	my	dear!	Good

day,	madam."	And	away	he	went,	in	a	great	hurry.
Beth	had	a	rapture	with	her	mother,	and	then	rushed	up	to	impart	the	glorious

news	to	her	family	of	invalids,	as	the	girls	were	not	home.	How	blithely	she	sang
that	evening,	and	how	they	all	laughed	at	her	because	she	woke	Amy	in	the	night
by	playing	the	piano	on	her	face	in	her	sleep.	Next	day,	having	seen	both	the	old
and	young	gentleman	out	of	the	house,	Beth,	after	two	or	three	retreats,	fairly	got
in	at	the	side	door,	and	made	her	way	as	noiselessly	as	any	mouse	to	the	drawing
room	where	her	idol	stood.	Quite	by	accident,	of	course,	some	pretty,	easy	music
lay	on	the	piano,	and	with	trembling	fingers	and	frequent	stops	to	listen	and	look
about,	Beth	at	last	touched	the	great	instrument,	and	straightway	forgot	her	fear,
herself,	 and	 everything	 else	but	 the	unspeakable	delight	which	 the	music	gave
her,	for	it	was	like	the	voice	of	a	beloved	friend.
She	 stayed	 till	 Hannah	 came	 to	 take	 her	 home	 to	 dinner,	 but	 she	 had	 no

appetite,	 and	 could	 only	 sit	 and	 smile	 upon	 everyone	 in	 a	 general	 state	 of
beatitude.
After	that,	 the	little	brown	hood	slipped	through	the	hedge	nearly	every	day,

and	the	great	drawing	room	was	haunted	by	a	tuneful	spirit	that	came	and	went
unseen.	She	never	knew	that	Mr.	Laurence	opened	his	study	door	to	hear	the	old-
fashioned	airs	he	liked.	She	never	saw	Laurie	mount	guard	in	the	hall	to	warn	the
servants	away.	She	never	suspected	that	the	exercise	books	and	new	songs	which
she	found	in	the	rack	were	put	there	for	her	especial	benefit,	and	when	he	talked
to	her	about	music	at	home,	she	only	thought	how	kind	he	was	to	tell	things	that
helped	her	so	much.	So	she	enjoyed	herself	heartily,	and	found,	what	isn't	always
the	case,	that	her	granted	wish	was	all	she	had	hoped.	Perhaps	it	was	because	she
was	 so	 grateful	 for	 this	 blessing	 that	 a	 greater	was	 given	 her.	At	 any	 rate	 she
deserved	both.
"Mother,	I'm	going	to	work	Mr.	Laurence	a	pair	of	slippers.	He	is	so	kind	to

me,	I	must	thank	him,	and	I	don't	know	any	other	way.	Can	I	do	it?"	asked	Beth,



a	few	weeks	after	that	eventful	call	of	his.
"Yes,	dear.	It	will	please	him	very	much,	and	be	a	nice	way	of	thanking	him.

The	girls	will	help	you	about	 them,	and	I	will	pay	 for	 the	making	up,"	 replied
Mrs.	March,	who	took	peculiar	pleasure	in	granting	Beth's	requests	because	she
so	seldom	asked	anything	for	herself.
After	many	serious	discussions	with	Meg	and	Jo,	the	pattern	was	chosen,	the

materials	bought,	and	the	slippers	begun.	A	cluster	of	grave	yet	cheerful	pansies
on	a	deeper	purple	ground	was	pronounced	very	appropriate	and	pretty,	and	Beth
worked	 away	 early	 and	 late,	 with	 occasional	 lifts	 over	 hard	 parts.	 She	 was	 a
nimble	 little	 needlewoman,	 and	 they	were	 finished	 before	 anyone	 got	 tired	 of
them.	 Then	 she	 wrote	 a	 short,	 simple	 note,	 and	 with	 Laurie's	 help,	 got	 them
smuggled	onto	the	study	table	one	morning	before	the	old	gentleman	was	up.
When	 this	excitement	was	over,	Beth	waited	 to	see	what	would	happen.	All

day	passed	and	a	part	of	the	next	before	any	acknowledgement	arrived,	and	she
was	beginning	to	fear	she	had	offended	her	crochety	friend.	On	the	afternoon	of
the	second	day,	she	went	out	to	do	an	errand,	and	give	poor	Joanna,	the	invalid
doll,	her	daily	exercise.	As	she	came	up	the	street,	on	her	return,	she	saw	three,
yes,	four	heads	popping	in	and	out	of	the	parlor	windows,	and	the	moment	they
saw	her,	several	hands	were	waved,	and	several	joyful	voices	screamed…
"Here's	a	letter	from	the	old	gentleman!	Come	quick,	and	read	it!"
"Oh,	Beth,	he's	sent	you…	"	began	Amy,	gesticulating	with	unseemly	energy,

but	she	got	no	further,	for	Jo	quenched	her	by	slamming	down	the	window.
Beth	hurried	on	in	a	flutter	of	suspense.	At	the	door	her	sisters	seized	and	bore

her	 to	 the	parlor	 in	a	 triumphal	procession,	all	pointing	and	all	 saying	at	once,
"Look	 there!	 Look	 there!"	 Beth	 did	 look,	 and	 turned	 pale	 with	 delight	 and
surprise,	 for	 there	stood	a	 little	cabinet	piano,	with	a	 letter	 lying	on	 the	glossy
lid,	directed	like	a	sign	board	to	"Miss	Elizabeth	March."
"For	me?"	gasped	Beth,	holding	onto	Jo	and	feeling	as	 if	she	should	 tumble

down,	it	was	such	an	overwhelming	thing	altogether.
"Yes,	all	for	you,	my	precious!	Isn't	 it	splendid	of	him?	Don't	you	think	he's

the	dearest	old	man	in	the	world?	Here's	the	key	in	the	letter.	We	didn't	open	it,
but	we	are	dying	to	know	what	he	says,"	cried	Jo,	hugging	her	sister	and	offering
the	note.
"You	read	 it!	 I	can't,	 I	 feel	 so	queer!	Oh,	 it	 is	 too	 lovely!"	and	Beth	hid	her

face	in	Jo's	apron,	quite	upset	by	her	present.
Jo	opened	the	paper	and	began	to	laugh,	for	the	first	words	she	saw	were…
"Miss	March:	"Dear	Madam—"
"How	nice	it	sounds!	I	wish	someone	would	write	to	me	so!"	said	Amy,	who

thought	the	old-fashioned	address	very	elegant.



"'I	have	had	many	pairs	of	slippers	in	my	life,	but	I	never	had	any	that	suited
me	so	well	as	yours,'"	continues	Jo.	"'Heartsease	is	my	favorite	flower,	and	these
will	always	remind	me	of	the	gentle	giver.	I	like	to	pay	my	debts,	so	I	know	you
will	allow	'the	old	gentleman'	to	send	you	something	which	once	belonged	to	the
little	grand	daughter	he	lost.	With	hearty	thanks	and	best	wishes,	I	remain	"'Your
grateful	friend	and	humble	servant,	'JAMES	LAURENCE'."
"There,	Beth,	 that's	 an	 honor	 to	 be	 proud	 of,	 I'm	 sure!	 Laurie	 told	me	 how

fond	Mr.	Laurence	used	to	be	of	the	child	who	died,	and	how	he	kept	all	her	little
things	carefully.	Just	think,	he's	given	you	her	piano.	That	comes	of	having	big
blue	eyes	and	 loving	music,"	said	Jo,	 trying	 to	soothe	Beth,	who	 trembled	and
looked	more	excited	than	she	had	ever	been	before.
"See	 the	cunning	brackets	 to	hold	candles,	and	 the	nice	green	silk,	puckered

up,	with	a	gold	rose	in	the	middle,	and	the	pretty	rack	and	stool,	all	complete,"
added	Meg,	opening	the	instrument	and	displaying	its	beauties.
"'Your	humble	servant,	James	Laurence'.	Only	think	of	his	writing	that	to	you.

I'll	 tell	 the	girls.	They'll	 think	 it's	 splendid,"	said	Amy,	much	 impressed	by	 the
note.
"Try	 it,	 honey.	Let's	 hear	 the	 sound	 of	 the	 baby	 pianny,"	 said	Hannah,	who

always	took	a	share	in	the	family	joys	and	sorrows.
So	Beth	tried	it,	and	everyone	pronounced	it	the	most	remarkable	piano	ever

heard.	It	had	evidently	been	newly	tuned	and	put	in	apple-pie	order,	but,	perfect
as	 it	was,	 I	 think	 the	 real	 charm	 lay	 in	 the	 happiest	 of	 all	 happy	 faces	which
leaned	over	it,	as	Beth	lovingly	touched	the	beautiful	black	and	white	keys	and
pressed	the	bright	pedals.
"You'll	have	to	go	and	thank	him,"	said	Jo,	by	way	of	a	joke,	for	the	idea	of

the	child's	really	going	never	entered	her	head.
"Yes,	I	mean	to.	I	guess	I'll	go	now,	before	I	get	frightened	thinking	about	it."

And,	to	the	utter	amazement	of	the	assembled	family,	Beth	walked	deliberately
down	the	garden,	through	the	hedge,	and	in	at	the	Laurences'	door.
"Well,	I	wish	I	may	die	if	it	ain't	the	queerest	thing	I	ever	see!	The	pianny	has

turned	her	head!	She'd	never	have	gone	in	her	right	mind,"	cried	Hannah,	staring
after	her,	while	the	girls	were	rendered	quite	speechless	by	the	miracle.
They	 would	 have	 been	 still	 more	 amazed	 if	 they	 had	 seen	 what	 Beth	 did

afterward.	If	you	will	believe	me,	she	went	and	knocked	at	the	study	door	before
she	gave	herself	time	to	think,	and	when	a	gruff	voice	called	out,	"come	in!"	she
did	go	in,	right	up	to	Mr.	Laurence,	who	looked	quite	taken	aback,	and	held	out
her	hand,	saying,	with	only	a	small	quaver	in	her	voice,	"I	came	to	thank	you,	sir,
for…	"	But	she	didn't	finish,	for	he	looked	so	friendly	that	she	forgot	her	speech
and,	only	remembering	that	he	had	lost	the	little	girl	he	loved,	she	put	both	arms



round	his	neck	and	kissed	him.
If	 the	 roof	of	 the	house	had	suddenly	 flown	off,	 the	old	gentleman	wouldn't

have	been	more	astonished.	But	he	liked	it.	Oh,	dear,	yes,	he	liked	it	amazingly!
And	 was	 so	 touched	 and	 pleased	 by	 that	 confiding	 little	 kiss	 that	 all	 his
crustiness	vanished,	and	he	just	set	her	on	his	knee,	and	laid	his	wrinkled	cheek
against	her	rosy	one,	feeling	as	if	he	had	got	his	own	little	granddaughter	back
again.	Beth	ceased	to	fear	him	from	that	moment,	and	sat	there	talking	to	him	as
cozily	as	if	she	had	known	him	all	her	life,	for	love	casts	out	fear,	and	gratitude
can	conquer	pride.	When	she	went	home,	he	walked	with	her	 to	her	own	gate,
shook	hands	 cordially,	 and	 touched	his	hat	 as	he	marched	back	 again,	 looking
very	stately	and	erect,	like	a	handsome,	soldierly	old	gentleman,	as	he	was.
When	 the	 girls	 saw	 that	 performance,	 Jo	 began	 to	 dance	 a	 jig,	 by	 way	 of

expressing	her	satisfaction,	Amy	nearly	 fell	out	of	 the	window	in	her	surprise,
and	 Meg	 exclaimed,	 with	 up-lifted	 hands,	 "Well,	 I	 do	 believe	 the	 world	 is
coming	to	an	end."



Chapter		7
Amy’s	Valley	of	Humiliation

"That	boy	is	a	perfect	cyclops,	isn't	he?"	said	Amy	one	day,	as	Laurie	clattered
by	on	horseback,	with	a	flourish	of	his	whip	as	he	passed.
"How	dare	you	say	so,	when	he's	got	both	his	eyes?	And	very	handsome	ones

they	are,	too,"	cried	Jo,	who	resented	any	slighting	remarks	about	her	friend.
"I	 didn't	 say	 anything	 about	 his	 eyes,	 and	 I	 don't	 see	why	 you	 need	 fire	 up

when	I	admire	his	riding."
"Oh,	my	goodness!	That	 little	 goose	means	 a	 centaur,	 and	 she	 called	 him	 a

Cyclops,"	exclaimed	Jo,	with	a	burst	of	laughter.
"You	needn't	be	so	rude,	it's	only	a	'lapse	of	lingy',	as	Mr.	Davis	says,"	retorted

Amy,	finishing	Jo	with	her	Latin.	"I	just	wish	I	had	a	little	of	the	money	Laurie
spends	on	 that	horse,"	 she	added,	as	 if	 to	herself,	yet	hoping	her	 sisters	would
hear.
"Why?"	 asked	Meg	 kindly,	 for	 Jo	 had	 gone	 off	 in	 another	 laugh	 at	 Amy's

second	blunder.
"I	need	it	so	much.	I'm	dreadfully	in	debt,	and	it	won't	be	my	turn	to	have	the

rag	money	for	a	month."
"In	debt,	Amy?	What	do	you	mean?"	And	Meg	looked	sober.
"Why,	I	owe	at	least	a	dozen	pickled	limes,	and	I	can't	pay	them,	you	know,

till	I	have	money,	for	Marmee	forbade	my	having	anything	charged	at	the	shop."
"Tell	me	all	about	it.	Are	limes	the	fashion	now?	It	used	to	be	pricking	bits	of

rubber	to	make	balls."	And	Meg	tried	to	keep	her	countenance,	Amy	looked	so
grave	and	important.
"Why,	you	see,	 the	girls	are	always	buying	them,	and	unless	you	want	 to	be

thought	mean,	 you	must	 do	 it	 too.	 It's	 nothing	 but	 limes	 now,	 for	 everyone	 is
sucking	them	in	their	desks	in	schooltime,	and	trading	them	off	for	pencils,	bead
rings,	paper	dolls,	or	something	else,	at	recess.	If	one	girl	likes	another,	she	gives
her	a	lime.	If	she's	mad	with	her,	she	eats	one	before	her	face,	and	doesn't	offer
even	a	suck.	They	treat	by	turns,	and	I've	had	ever	so	many	but	haven't	returned
them,	and	I	ought	for	they	are	debts	of	honor,	you	know."
"How	much	will	pay	them	off	and	restore	your	credit?"	asked	Meg,	taking	out

her	purse.
"A	quarter	would	more	 than	do	 it,	and	 leave	a	 few	cents	over	 for	a	 treat	 for



you.	Don't	you	like	limes?"
"Not	much.	You	may	have	my	share.	Here's	the	money.	Make	it	last	as	long	as

you	can,	for	it	isn't	very	plenty,	you	know."
"Oh,	 thank	you!	 It	must	be	 so	nice	 to	have	pocket	money!	 I'll	have	a	grand

feast,	for	I	haven't	 tasted	a	lime	this	week.	I	felt	delicate	about	taking	any,	as	I
couldn't	return	them,	and	I'm	actually	suffering	for	one."
Next	day	Amy	was	rather	late	at	school,	but	could	not	resist	the	temptation	of

displaying,	 with	 pardonable	 pride,	 a	 moist	 brown-paper	 parcel,	 before	 she
consigned	it	to	the	inmost	recesses	of	her	desk.	During	the	next	few	minutes	the
rumor	that	Amy	March	had	got	twenty-four	delicious	limes	(she	ate	one	on	the
way)	and	was	going	to	treat	circulated	through	her	'set',	and	the	attentions	of	her
friends	became	quite	overwhelming.	Katy	Brown	invited	her	to	her	next	party	on
the	spot.	Mary	Kinglsey	insisted	on	lending	her	her	watch	till	recess,	and	Jenny
Snow,	 a	 satirical	 young	 lady,	 who	 had	 basely	 twitted	 Amy	 upon	 her	 limeless
state,	 promptly	 buried	 the	 hatchet	 and	 offered	 to	 furnish	 answers	 to	 certain
appalling	sums.	But	Amy	had	not	forgotten	Miss	Snow's	cutting	remarks	about
'some	persons	whose	noses	were	not	 too	flat	 to	smell	other	people's	 limes,	and
stuck-up	 people	 who	 were	 not	 too	 proud	 to	 ask	 for	 them',	 and	 she	 instantly
crushed	 'that	Snow	girl's'	 hopes	by	 the	withering	 telegram,	 "You	needn't	 be	 so
polite	all	of	a	sudden,	for	you	won't	get	any."
A	 distinguished	 personage	 happened	 to	 visit	 the	 school	 that	 morning,	 and

Amy's	beautifully	drawn	maps	received	praise,	which	honor	to	her	foe	rankled	in
the	soul	of	Miss	Snow,	and	caused	Miss	March	to	assume	the	airs	of	a	studious
young	peacock.	But,	alas,	alas!	Pride	goes	before	a	fall,	and	the	revengeful	Snow
turned	the	tables	with	disastrous	success.	No	sooner	had	the	guest	paid	the	usual
stale	compliments	and	bowed	himself	out,	than	Jenny,	under	pretense	of	asking
an	 important	 question,	 informed	Mr.	 Davis,	 the	 teacher,	 that	 Amy	March	 had
pickled	limes	in	her	desk.
Now	Mr.	Davis	had	declared	limes	a	contraband	article,	and	solemnly	vowed

to	publicly	ferrule	the	first	person	who	was	found	breaking	the	law.	This	much-
enduring	man	had	succeeded	in	banishing	chewing	gum	after	a	long	and	stormy
war,	 had	 made	 a	 bonfire	 of	 the	 confiscated	 novels	 and	 newspapers,	 had
suppressed	 a	 private	 post	 office,	 had	 forbidden	 distortions	 of	 the	 face,
nicknames,	and	caricatures,	and	done	all	 that	one	man	could	do	 to	keep	half	a
hundred	 rebellious	 girls	 in	 order.	 Boys	 are	 trying	 enough	 to	 human	 patience,
goodness	 knows,	 but	 girls	 are	 infinitely	 more	 so,	 especially	 to	 nervous
gentlemen	 with	 tyrannical	 tempers	 and	 no	 more	 talent	 for	 teaching	 than	 Dr.
Blimber.	Mr.	Davis	knew	any	quantity	of	Greek,	Latin,	algebra,	and	ologies	of
all	 sorts	 so	 he	 was	 called	 a	 fine	 teacher,	 and	 manners,	 morals,	 feelings,	 and



examples	 were	 not	 considered	 of	 any	 particular	 importance.	 It	 was	 a	 most
unfortunate	 moment	 for	 denouncing	 Amy,	 and	 Jenny	 knew	 it.	Mr.	 Davis	 had
evidently	taken	his	coffee	too	strong	that	morning,	there	was	an	east	wind,	which
always	affected	his	neuralgia,	and	his	pupils	had	not	done	him	the	credit	which
he	felt	he	deserved.	Therefore,	to	use	the	expressive,	if	not	elegant,	language	of	a
schoolgirl,	 "He	was	 as	 nervous	 as	 a	witch	 and	 as	 cross	 as	 a	 bear".	 The	word
'limes'	was	 like	 fire	 to	 powder,	 his	 yellow	 face	 flushed,	 and	 he	 rapped	 on	 his
desk	with	an	energy	which	made	Jenny	skip	to	her	seat	with	unusual	rapidity.
"Young	ladies,	attention,	if	you	please!"
At	 the	 stern	 order	 the	 buzz	 ceased,	 and	 fifty	 pairs	 of	 blue,	 black,	 gray,	 and

brown	eyes	were	obediently	fixed	upon	his	awful	countenance.
"Miss	March,	come	to	the	desk."
Amy	rose	to	comply	with	outward	composure,	but	a	secret	fear	oppressed	her,

for	the	limes	weighed	upon	her	conscience.
"Bring	 with	 you	 the	 limes	 you	 have	 in	 your	 desk,"	 was	 the	 unexpected

command	which	arrested	her	before	she	got	out	of	her	seat.
"Don't	 take	 all."	whispered	 her	 neighbor,	 a	 young	 lady	 of	 great	 presence	 of

mind.
Amy	hastily	shook	out	half	a	dozen	and	laid	the	rest	down	before	Mr.	Davis,

feeling	that	any	man	possessing	a	human	heart	would	relent	when	that	delicious
perfume	met	his	nose.	Unfortunately,	Mr.	Davis	particularly	detested	the	odor	of
the	fashionable	pickle,	and	disgust	added	to	his	wrath.
"Is	that	all?"
"Not	quite,"	stammered	Amy.
"Bring	the	rest	immediately."
With	a	despairing	glance	at	her	set,	she	obeyed.
"You	are	sure	there	are	no	more?"
"I	never	lie,	sir."
"So	I	see.	Now	take	these	disgusting	things	two	by	two,	and	throw	them	out	of

the	window."
There	was	 a	 simultaneous	 sigh,	which	 created	 quite	 a	 little	 gust,	 as	 the	 last

hope	fled,	and	the	treat	was	ravished	from	their	longing	lips.	Scarlet	with	shame
and	anger,	Amy	went	to	and	fro	six	dreadful	times,	and	as	each	doomed	couple,
looking	oh,	so	plump	and	juicy,	fell	from	her	reluctant	hands,	a	shout	from	the
street	 completed	 the	 anguish	 of	 the	 girls,	 for	 it	 told	 them	 that	 their	 feast	 was
being	exulted	over	by	the	little	Irish	children,	who	were	their	sworn	foes.	This—
this	was	too	much.	All	flashed	indignant	or	appealing	glances	at	the	inexorable
Davis,	and	one	passionate	lime	lover	burst	into	tears.
As	Amy	returned	from	her	last	trip,	Mr.	Davis	gave	a	portentous	"Hem!"	and



said,	in	his	most	impressive	manner…
"Young	ladies,	you	remember	what	I	said	to	you	a	week	ago.	I	am	sorry	this

has	happened,	but	I	never	allow	my	rules	to	be	infringed,	and	I	never	break	my
word.	Miss	March,	hold	out	your	hand."
Amy	started,	and	put	both	hands	behind	her,	turning	on	him	an	imploring	look

which	pleaded	for	her	better	than	the	words	she	could	not	utter.	She	was	rather	a
favorite	with	'old	Davis',	as,	of	course,	he	was	called,	and	it's	my	private	belief
that	he	would	have	broken	his	word	if	the	indignation	of	one	irrepressible	young
lady	had	not	found	vent	in	a	hiss.	That	hiss,	faint	as	it	was,	irritated	the	irascible
gentleman,	and	sealed	the	culprit's	fate.
"Your	hand,	Miss	March!"	was	the	only	answer	her	mute	appeal	received,	and

too	proud	 to	cry	or	beseech,	Amy	set	her	 teeth,	 threw	back	her	head	defiantly,
and	bore	without	flinching	several	tingling	blows	on	her	little	palm.	They	were
neither	many	nor	heavy,	but	that	made	no	difference	to	her.	For	the	first	time	in
her	life	she	had	been	struck,	and	the	disgrace,	in	her	eyes,	was	as	deep	as	if	he
had	knocked	her	down.
"You	will	now	stand	on	the	platform	till	recess,"	said	Mr.	Davis,	resolved	to

do	the	thing	thoroughly,	since	he	had	begun.
That	was	dreadful.	It	would	have	been	bad	enough	to	go	to	her	seat,	and	see

the	pitying	faces	of	her	friends,	or	the	satisfied	ones	of	her	few	enemies,	but	to
face	the	whole	school,	with	that	shame	fresh	upon	her,	seemed	impossible,	and
for	a	second	she	felt	as	if	she	could	only	drop	down	where	she	stood,	and	break
her	heart	with	 crying.	A	bitter	 sense	of	wrong	and	 the	 thought	of	 Jenny	Snow
helped	her	to	bear	it,	and,	taking	the	ignominious	place,	she	fixed	her	eyes	on	the
stove	 funnel	 above	 what	 now	 seemed	 a	 sea	 of	 faces,	 and	 stood	 there,	 so
motionless	and	white	that	the	girls	found	it	hard	to	study	with	that	pathetic	figure
before	them.
During	 the	 fifteen	 minutes	 that	 followed,	 the	 proud	 and	 sensitive	 little	 girl

suffered	 a	 shame	 and	 pain	which	 she	 never	 forgot.	 To	 others	 it	might	 seem	 a
ludicrous	 or	 trivial	 affair,	 but	 to	 her	 it	 was	 a	 hard	 experience,	 for	 during	 the
twelve	years	of	her	life	she	had	been	governed	by	love	alone,	and	a	blow	of	that
sort	 had	never	 touched	her	 before.	The	 smart	 of	 her	 hand	 and	 the	 ache	of	 her
heart	were	forgotten	in	the	sting	of	the	thought,	"I	shall	have	to	tell	at	home,	and
they	will	be	so	disappointed	in	me!"
The	fifteen	minutes	seemed	an	hour,	but	they	came	to	an	end	at	last,	and	the

word	'Recess!'	had	never	seemed	so	welcome	to	her	before.
"You	can	go,	Miss	March,"	said	Mr.	Davis,	looking,	as	he	felt,	uncomfortable.
He	 did	 not	 soon	 forget	 the	 reproachful	 glance	Amy	gave	 him,	 as	 she	went,

without	a	word	 to	anyone,	 straight	 into	 the	anteroom,	snatched	her	 things,	and



left	the	place	"forever,"	as	she	passionately	declared	to	herself.	She	was	in	a	sad
state	when	she	got	home,	and	when	the	older	girls	arrived,	some	time	later,	an
indignation	meeting	was	held	at	once.	Mrs.	March	did	not	say	much	but	looked
disturbed,	 and	 comforted	 her	 afflicted	 little	 daughter	 in	 her	 tenderest	 manner.
Meg	bathed	 the	 insulted	hand	with	glycerine	and	 tears,	Beth	 felt	 that	 even	her
beloved	kittens	would	fail	as	a	balm	for	griefs	like	this,	Jo	wrathfully	proposed
that	 Mr.	 Davis	 be	 arrested	 without	 delay,	 and	 Hannah	 shook	 her	 fist	 at	 the
'villain'	and	pounded	potatoes	for	dinner	as	if	she	had	him	under	her	pestle.
No	notice	was	taken	of	Amy's	flight,	except	by	her	mates,	but	the	sharp-eyed

demoiselles	discovered	that	Mr.	Davis	was	quite	benignant	in	the	afternoon,	also
unusually	 nervous.	 Just	 before	 school	 closed,	 Jo	 appeared,	 wearing	 a	 grim
expression	as	she	stalked	up	to	the	desk,	and	delivered	a	letter	from	her	mother,
then	 collected	Amy's	 property,	 and	 departed,	 carefully	 scraping	 the	mud	 from
her	boots	on	the	door	mat,	as	if	she	shook	the	dust	of	the	place	off	her	feet.
"Yes,	 you	 can	 have	 a	 vacation	 from	 school,	 but	 I	want	 you	 to	 study	 a	 little

every	day	with	Beth,"	said	Mrs.	March	that	evening.	"I	don't	approve	of	corporal
punishment,	 especially	 for	 girls.	 I	 dislike	Mr.	Davis's	manner	 of	 teaching	 and
don't	 think	 the	girls	you	associate	with	are	doing	you	any	good,	 so	 I	 shall	 ask
your	father's	advice	before	I	send	you	anywhere	else."
"That's	 good!	 I	wish	 all	 the	 girls	would	 leave,	 and	 spoil	 his	 old	 school.	 It's

perfectly	maddening	to	think	of	those	lovely	limes,"	sighed	Amy,	with	the	air	of
a	martyr.
"I	 am	 not	 sorry	 you	 lost	 them,	 for	 you	 broke	 the	 rules,	 and	 deserved	 some

punishment	 for	disobedience,"	was	 the	 severe	 reply,	which	 rather	disappointed
the	young	lady,	who	expected	nothing	but	sympathy.
"Do	you	mean	you	are	glad	I	was	disgraced	before	the	whole	school?"	cried

Amy.
"I	should	not	have	chosen	 that	way	of	mending	a	 fault,"	 replied	her	mother,

"but	I'm	not	sure	that	it	won't	do	you	more	good	than	a	bolder	method.	You	are
getting	 to	 be	 rather	 conceited,	 my	 dear,	 and	 it	 is	 quite	 time	 you	 set	 about
correcting	it.	You	have	a	good	many	little	gifts	and	virtues,	but	there	is	no	need
of	parading	them,	for	conceit	spoils	the	finest	genius.	There	is	not	much	danger
that	 real	 talent	 or	 goodness	 will	 be	 overlooked	 long,	 even	 if	 it	 is,	 the
consciousness	of	possessing	and	using	 it	well	should	satisfy	one,	and	 the	great
charm	of	all	power	is	modesty."
"So	it	is!"	cried	Laurie,	who	was	playing	chess	in	a	corner	with	Jo.	"I	knew	a

girl	once,	who	had	a	really	remarkable	talent	for	music,	and	she	didn't	know	it,
never	guessed	what	 sweet	 little	 things	she	composed	when	she	was	alone,	and
wouldn't	have	believed	it	if	anyone	had	told	her."



"I	wish	 I'd	 known	 that	 nice	 girl.	Maybe	 she	would	 have	 helped	me,	 I'm	 so
stupid,"	said	Beth,	who	stood	beside	him,	listening	eagerly.
"You	do	know	her,	and	she	helps	you	better	than	anyone	else	could,"	answered

Laurie,	 looking	at	her	with	such	mischievous	meaning	 in	his	merry	black	eyes
that	Beth	suddenly	 turned	very	 red,	and	hid	her	 face	 in	 the	sofa	cushion,	quite
overcome	by	such	an	unexpected	discovery.
Jo	let	Laurie	win	the	game	to	pay	for	that	praise	of	her	Beth,	who	could	not	be

prevailed	upon	to	play	for	them	after	her	compliment.	So	Laurie	did	his	best,	and
sang	 delightfully,	 being	 in	 a	 particularly	 lively	 humor,	 for	 to	 the	Marches	 he
seldom	showed	the	moody	side	of	his	character.	When	he	was	gone,	Amy,	who
had	been	pensive	all	evening,	said	suddenly,	as	if	busy	over	some	new	idea,	"Is
Laurie	an	accomplished	boy?"
"Yes,	he	has	had	an	excellent	education,	and	has	much	talent.	He	will	make	a

fine	man,	if	not	spoiled	by	petting,"	replied	her	mother.
"And	he	isn't	conceited,	is	he?"	asked	Amy.
"Not	in	the	least.	That	is	why	he	is	so	charming	and	we	all	like	him	so	much."
"I	see.	It's	nice	to	have	accomplishments	and	be	elegant,	but	not	to	show	off	or

get	perked	up,"	said	Amy	thoughtfully.
"These	things	are	always	seen	and	felt	in	a	person's	manner	and	conversations,

if	modestly	used,	but	it	is	not	necessary	to	display	them,"	said	Mrs.	March.
"Any	more	than	it's	proper	to	wear	all	your	bonnets	and	gowns	and	ribbons	at

once,	that	folks	may	know	you've	got	them,"	added	Jo,	and	the	lecture	ended	in	a
laugh.



Chapter		8
Jo	Meets	Apollyon

"Girls,	where	are	you	going?"	asked	Amy,	coming	into	their	room	one	Saturday
afternoon,	and	finding	them	getting	ready	to	go	out	with	an	air	of	secrecy	which
excited	her	curiosity.
"Never	mind.	Little	girls	shouldn't	ask	questions,"	returned	Jo	sharply.
Now	if	there	is	anything	mortifying	to	our	feelings	when	we	are	young,	it	is	to

be	told	that,	and	to	be	bidden	to	"run	away,	dear"	is	still	more	trying	to	us.	Amy
bridled	up	at	this	insult,	and	determined	to	find	out	the	secret,	if	she	teased	for	an
hour.	 Turning	 to	 Meg,	 who	 never	 refused	 her	 anything	 very	 long,	 she	 said
coaxingly,	 "Do	 tell	 me!	 I	 should	 think	 you	might	 let	 me	 go,	 too,	 for	 Beth	 is
fussing	over	her	piano,	and	I	haven't	got	anything	to	do,	and	am	so	lonely."
"I	 can't,	 dear,	 because	 you	 aren't	 invited,"	 began	 Meg,	 but	 Jo	 broke	 in

impatiently,	"Now,	Meg,	be	quiet	or	you	will	spoil	it	all.	You	can't	go,	Amy,	so
don't	be	a	baby	and	whine	about	it."
"You	are	going	somewhere	with	Laurie,	I	know	you	are.	You	were	whispering

and	 laughing	 together	on	 the	sofa	 last	night,	and	you	stopped	when	 I	came	 in.
Aren't	you	going	with	him?"
"Yes,	we	are.	Now	do	be	still,	and	stop	bothering."
Amy	 held	 her	 tongue,	 but	 used	 her	 eyes,	 and	 saw	Meg	 slip	 a	 fan	 into	 her

pocket.
"I	know!	 I	know!	You're	going	 to	 the	 theater	 to	 see	 the	Seven	Castles!"	 she

cried,	adding	resolutely,	"and	I	shall	go,	for	Mother	said	I	might	see	it,	and	I've
got	my	rag	money,	and	it	was	mean	not	to	tell	me	in	time."
"Just	 listen	 to	 me	 a	 minute,	 and	 be	 a	 good	 child,"	 said	 Meg	 soothingly.

"Mother	 doesn't	 wish	 you	 to	 go	 this	 week,	 because	 your	 eyes	 are	 not	 well
enough	yet	to	bear	the	light	of	this	fairy	piece.	Next	week	you	can	go	with	Beth
and	Hannah,	and	have	a	nice	time."
"I	don't	like	that	half	as	well	as	going	with	you	and	Laurie.	Please	let	me.	I've

been	sick	with	this	cold	so	long,	and	shut	up,	I'm	dying	for	some	fun.	Do,	Meg!
I'll	be	ever	so	good,"	pleaded	Amy,	looking	as	pathetic	as	she	could.
"Suppose	we	take	her.	I	don't	believe	Mother	would	mind,	if	we	bundle	her	up

well,"	began	Meg.
"If	 she	 goes	 I	 shan't,	 and	 if	 I	 don't,	Laurie	won't	 like	 it,	 and	 it	will	 be	 very



rude,	after	he	invited	only	us,	to	go	and	drag	in	Amy.	I	should	think	she'd	hate	to
poke	herself	where	she	isn't	wanted,"	said	Jo	crossly,	for	she	disliked	the	trouble
of	overseeing	a	fidgety	child	when	she	wanted	to	enjoy	herself.
Her	tone	and	manner	angered	Amy,	who	began	to	put	her	boots	on,	saying,	in

her	most	aggravating	way,	"I	shall	go.	Meg	says	I	may,	and	if	I	pay	for	myself,
Laurie	hasn't	anything	to	do	with	it."
"You	can't	sit	with	us,	for	our	seats	are	reserved,	and	you	mustn't	sit	alone,	so

Laurie	 will	 give	 you	 his	 place,	 and	 that	 will	 spoil	 our	 pleasure.	 Or	 he'll	 get
another	seat	for	you,	and	that	isn't	proper	when	you	weren't	asked.	You	shan't	stir
a	step,	so	you	may	just	stay	where	you	are,"	scolded	Jo,	crosser	than	ever,	having
just	pricked	her	finger	in	her	hurry.
Sitting	on	 the	 floor	with	one	boot	on,	Amy	began	 to	cry	and	Meg	 to	 reason

with	her,	when	Laurie	called	from	below,	and	the	two	girls	hurried	down,	leaving
their	sister	wailing.	For	now	and	then	she	forgot	her	grown-up	ways	and	acted
like	 a	 spoiled	 child.	 Just	 as	 the	 party	 was	 setting	 out,	 Amy	 called	 over	 the
banisters	 in	 a	 threatening	 tone,	 "You'll	 be	 sorry	 for	 this,	 Jo	March,	 see	 if	 you
ain't."
"Fiddlesticks!"	returned	Jo,	slamming	the	door.
They	had	a	charming	time,	for	The	Seven	Castles	Of	The	Diamond	Lake	was

as	brilliant	 and	wonderful	 as	heart	 could	wish.	But	 in	 spite	of	 the	 comical	 red
imps,	sparkling	elves,	and	the	gorgeous	princes	and	princesses,	Jo's	pleasure	had
a	drop	of	bitterness	 in	 it.	The	fairy	queen's	yellow	curls	reminded	her	of	Amy,
and	between	the	acts	she	amused	herself	with	wondering	what	her	sister	would
do	to	make	her	'sorry	for	it'.	She	and	Amy	had	had	many	lively	skirmishes	in	the
course	of	their	lives,	for	both	had	quick	tempers	and	were	apt	to	be	violent	when
fairly	 roused.	 Amy	 teased	 Jo,	 and	 Jo	 irritated	 Amy,	 and	 semioccasional
explosions	occurred,	of	which	both	were	much	ashamed	afterward.	Although	the
oldest,	Jo	had	the	least	self-control,	and	had	hard	times	trying	to	curb	the	fiery
spirit	 which	 was	 continually	 getting	 her	 into	 trouble.	 Her	 anger	 never	 lasted
long,	and	having	humbly	confessed	her	fault,	she	sincerely	repented	and	tried	to
do	 better.	 Her	 sisters	 used	 to	 say	 that	 they	 rather	 liked	 to	 get	 Jo	 into	 a	 fury
because	she	was	such	an	angel	afterward.	Poor	Jo	tried	desperately	to	be	good,
but	her	bosom	enemy	was	always	ready	to	flame	up	and	defeat	her,	and	it	took
years	of	patient	effort	to	subdue	it.
When	they	got	home,	they	found	Amy	reading	in	the	parlor.	She	assumed	an

injured	air	as	they	came	in,	never	lifted	her	eyes	from	her	book,	or	asked	a	single
question.	 Perhaps	 curiosity	might	 have	 conquered	 resentment,	 if	 Beth	 had	 not
been	there	to	inquire	and	receive	a	glowing	description	of	the	play.	On	going	up
to	put	away	her	best	hat,	Jo's	first	 look	was	toward	the	bureau,	for	 in	 their	 last



quarrel	Amy	had	soothed	her	feelings	by	turning	Jo's	top	drawer	upside	down	on
the	floor.	Everything	was	in	its	place,	however,	and	after	a	hasty	glance	into	her
various	closets,	bags,	and	boxes,	Jo	decided	that	Amy	had	forgiven	and	forgotten
her	wrongs.
There	Jo	was	mistaken,	for	next	day	she	made	a	discovery	which	produced	a

tempest.	Meg,	Beth,	and	Amy	were	sitting	together,	late	in	the	afternoon,	when
Jo	burst	into	the	room,	looking	excited	and	demanding	breathlessly,	"Has	anyone
taken	my	book?"
Meg	and	Beth	said,	"No."	at	once,	and	looked	surprised.	Amy	poked	the	fire

and	said	nothing.	Jo	saw	her	color	rise	and	was	down	upon	her	in	a	minute.
"Amy,	you've	got	it!"
"No,	I	haven't."
"You	know	where	it	is,	then!"
"No,	I	don't."
"That's	a	fib!"	cried	Jo,	taking	her	by	the	shoulders,	and	looking	fierce	enough

to	frighten	a	much	braver	child	than	Amy.
"It	isn't.	I	haven't	got	it,	don't	know	where	it	is	now,	and	don't	care."
"You	know	something	about	it,	and	you'd	better	tell	at	once,	or	I'll	make	you."

And	Jo	gave	her	a	slight	shake.
"Scold	as	much	as	you	like,	you'll	never	see	your	silly	old	book	again,"	cried

Amy,	getting	excited	in	her	turn.
"Why	not?"
"I	burned	it	up."
"What!	My	little	book	I	was	so	fond	of,	and	worked	over,	and	meant	to	finish

before	Father	got	home?	Have	you	really	burned	it?"	said	Jo,	turning	very	pale,
while	her	eyes	kindled	and	her	hands	clutched	Amy	nervously.
"Yes,	 I	did!	 I	 told	you	 I'd	make	you	pay	 for	being	 so	cross	yesterday,	 and	 I

have,	so…	"
Amy	got	no	farther,	for	Jo's	hot	temper	mastered	her,	and	she	shook	Amy	till

her	teeth	chattered	in	her	head,	crying	in	a	passion	of	grief	and	anger…
"You	wicked,	wicked	girl!	I	never	can	write	it	again,	and	I'll	never	forgive	you

as	long	as	I	live."
Meg	 flew	 to	 rescue	 Amy,	 and	 Beth	 to	 pacify	 Jo,	 but	 Jo	 was	 quite	 beside

herself,	and	with	a	parting	box	on	her	sister's	ear,	she	rushed	out	of	the	room	up
to	the	old	sofa	in	the	garret,	and	finished	her	fight	alone.
The	storm	cleared	up	below,	 for	Mrs.	March	came	home,	and,	having	heard

the	story,	soon	brought	Amy	to	a	sense	of	the	wrong	she	had	done	her	sister.	Jo's
book	was	 the	 pride	 of	 her	 heart,	 and	was	 regarded	 by	 her	 family	 as	 a	 literary
sprout	 of	 great	 promise.	 It	was	 only	 half	 a	 dozen	 little	 fairy	 tales,	 but	 Jo	 had



worked	 over	 them	 patiently,	 putting	 her	whole	 heart	 into	 her	work,	 hoping	 to
make	something	good	enough	to	print.	She	had	just	copied	them	with	great	care,
and	had	destroyed	the	old	manuscript,	so	that	Amy's	bonfire	had	consumed	the
loving	work	of	several	years.	It	seemed	a	small	loss	to	others,	but	to	Jo	it	was	a
dreadful	 calamity,	 and	 she	 felt	 that	 it	 never	 could	 be	 made	 up	 to	 her.	 Beth
mourned	as	for	a	departed	kitten,	and	Meg	refused	to	defend	her	pet.	Mrs.	March
looked	grave	and	grieved,	and	Amy	felt	that	no	one	would	love	her	till	she	had
asked	pardon	for	the	act	which	she	now	regretted	more	than	any	of	them.
When	the	tea	bell	rang,	Jo	appeared,	looking	so	grim	and	unapproachable	that

it	took	all	Amy's	courage	to	say	meekly…
"Please	forgive	me,	Jo.	I'm	very,	very	sorry."
"I	never	shall	forgive	you,"	was	Jo's	stern	answer,	and	from	that	moment	she

ignored	Amy	entirely.
No	one	spoke	of	the	great	trouble,	not	even	Mrs.	March,	for	all	had	learned	by

experience	 that	when	 Jo	was	 in	 that	mood	words	were	wasted,	 and	 the	wisest
course	was	to	wait	till	some	little	accident,	or	her	own	generous	nature,	softened
Jo's	 resentment	 and	healed	 the	breach.	 It	was	not	 a	happy	evening,	 for	 though
they	 sewed	 as	 usual,	 while	 their	 mother	 read	 aloud	 from	 Bremer,	 Scott,	 or
Edgeworth,	 something	was	wanting,	 and	 the	 sweet	home	peace	was	disturbed.
They	felt	this	most	when	singing	time	came,	for	Beth	could	only	play,	Jo	stood
dumb	as	a	stone,	and	Amy	broke	down,	so	Meg	and	Mother	sang	alone.	But	in
spite	of	their	efforts	to	be	as	cheery	as	larks,	the	flutelike	voices	did	not	seem	to
chord	as	well	as	usual,	and	all	felt	out	of	tune.
As	Jo	received	her	good-night	kiss,	Mrs.	March	whispered	gently,	"My	dear,

don't	let	the	sun	go	down	upon	your	anger.	Forgive	each	other,	help	each	other,
and	begin	again	tomorrow."
Jo	wanted	to	lay	her	head	down	on	that	motherly	bosom,	and	cry	her	grief	and

anger	 all	 away,	 but	 tears	 were	 an	 unmanly	 weakness,	 and	 she	 felt	 so	 deeply
injured	that	she	really	couldn't	quite	forgive	yet.	So	she	winked	hard,	shook	her
head,	and	said	gruffly	because	Amy	was	listening,	"It	was	an	abominable	thing,
and	she	doesn't	deserve	to	be	forgiven."
With	 that	 she	 marched	 off	 to	 bed,	 and	 there	 was	 no	 merry	 or	 confidential

gossip	that	night.
Amy	was	much	offended	that	her	overtures	of	peace	had	been	repulsed,	and

began	to	wish	she	had	not	humbled	herself,	to	feel	more	injured	than	ever,	and	to
plume	 herself	 on	 her	 superior	 virtue	 in	 a	 way	 which	 was	 particularly
exasperating.	Jo	still	looked	like	a	thunder	cloud,	and	nothing	went	well	all	day.
It	was	bitter	cold	in	the	morning,	she	dropped	her	precious	turnover	in	the	gutter,
Aunt	March	had	an	attack	of	 the	 fidgets,	Meg	was	 sensitive,	Beth	would	 look



grieved	and	wistful	when	 she	got	home,	 and	Amy	kept	making	 remarks	about
people	 who	 were	 always	 talking	 about	 being	 good	 and	 yet	 wouldn't	 even	 try
when	other	people	set	them	a	virtuous	example.
"Everybody	is	so	hateful,	I'll	ask	Laurie	to	go	skating.	He	is	always	kind	and

jolly,	and	will	put	me	to	rights,	I	know,"	said	Jo	to	herself,	and	off	she	went.
Amy	heard	the	clash	of	skates,	and	looked	out	with	an	impatient	exclamation.
"There!	She	promised	 I	 should	go	next	 time,	 for	 this	 is	 the	 last	 ice	we	shall

have.	But	it's	no	use	to	ask	such	a	crosspatch	to	take	me."
"Don't	say	that.	You	were	very	naughty,	and	it	is	hard	to	forgive	the	loss	of	her

precious	little	book,	but	I	think	she	might	do	it	now,	and	I	guess	she	will,	if	you
try	her	at	the	right	minute,"	said	Meg.	"Go	after	them.	Don't	say	anything	till	Jo
has	got	good-natured	with	Laurie,	than	take	a	quiet	minute	and	just	kiss	her,	or
do	some	kind	thing,	and	I'm	sure	she'll	be	friends	again	with	all	her	heart."
"I'll	 try,"	said	Amy,	 for	 the	advice	suited	her,	and	after	a	 flurry	 to	get	 ready,

she	ran	after	the	friends,	who	were	just	disappearing	over	the	hill.
It	was	not	far	to	the	river,	but	both	were	ready	before	Amy	reached	them.	Jo

saw	her	coming,	 and	 turned	her	back.	Laurie	did	not	 see,	 for	he	was	carefully
skating	along	the	shore,	sounding	the	ice,	for	a	warm	spell	had	preceded	the	cold
snap.
"I'll	go	on	to	the	first	bend,	and	see	if	 it's	all	 right	before	we	begin	to	race,"

Amy	heard	him	say,	as	he	shot	away,	 looking	 like	a	young	Russian	 in	his	 fur-
trimmed	coat	and	cap.
Jo	 heard	Amy	 panting	 after	 her	 run,	 stamping	 her	 feet	 and	 blowing	 on	 her

fingers	 as	 she	 tried	 to	 put	 her	 skates	 on,	 but	 Jo	 never	 turned	 and	went	 slowly
zigzagging	 down	 the	 river,	 taking	 a	 bitter,	 unhappy	 sort	 of	 satisfaction	 in	 her
sister's	 troubles.	 She	 had	 cherished	 her	 anger	 till	 it	 grew	 strong	 and	 took
possession	of	her,	as	evil	thoughts	and	feelings	always	do	unless	cast	out	at	once.
As	Laurie	turned	the	bend,	he	shouted	back…
"Keep	 near	 the	 shore.	 It	 isn't	 safe	 in	 the	 middle."	 Jo	 heard,	 but	 Amy	 was

struggling	to	her	feet	and	did	not	catch	a	word.	Jo	glanced	over	her	shoulder,	and
the	little	demon	she	was	harboring	said	in	her	ear…
"No	matter	whether	she	heard	or	not,	let	her	take	care	of	herself."
Laurie	 had	 vanished	 round	 the	 bend,	 Jo	was	 just	 at	 the	 turn,	 and	Amy,	 far

behind,	 striking	 out	 toward	 the	 smoother	 ice	 in	 the	middle	 of	 the	 river.	 For	 a
minute	Jo	stood	still	with	a	strange	feeling	in	her	heart,	then	she	resolved	to	go
on,	but	something	held	and	turned	her	round,	just	in	time	to	see	Amy	throw	up
her	hands	and	go	down,	with	a	sudden	crash	of	 rotten	 ice,	 the	splash	of	water,
and	a	cry	that	made	Jo's	heart	stand	still	with	fear.	She	tried	to	call	Laurie,	but
her	voice	was	gone.	She	 tried	 to	 rush	 forward,	but	her	 feet	 seemed	 to	have	no



strength	in	them,	and	for	a	second,	she	could	only	stand	motionless,	staring	with
a	 terror-stricken	 face	 at	 the	 little	 blue	 hood	 above	 the	 black	water.	 Something
rushed	swiftly	by	her,	and	Laurie's	voice	cried	out…
"Bring	a	rail.	Quick,	quick!"
How	she	did	it,	she	never	knew,	but	for	the	next	few	minutes	she	worked	as	if

possessed,	blindly	obeying	Laurie,	who	was	quite	self-possessed,	and	lying	flat,
held	Amy	up	by	his	arm	and	hockey	stick	till	Jo	dragged	a	rail	from	the	fence,
and	together	they	got	the	child	out,	more	frightened	than	hurt.
"Now	then,	we	must	walk	her	home	as	fast	as	we	can.	Pile	our	things	on	her,

while	I	get	off	these	confounded	skates,"	cried	Laurie,	wrapping	his	coat	round
Amy,	and	tugging	away	at	the	straps	which	never	seemed	so	intricate	before.
Shivering,	 dripping,	 and	 crying,	 they	 got	 Amy	 home,	 and	 after	 an	 exciting

time	of	it,	she	fell	asleep,	rolled	in	blankets	before	a	hot	fire.	During	the	bustle
Jo	had	scarcely	spoken	but	flown	about,	looking	pale	and	wild,	with	her	things
half	 off,	 her	 dress	 torn,	 and	 her	 hands	 cut	 and	 bruised	 by	 ice	 and	 rails	 and
refractory	 buckles.	 When	 Amy	 was	 comfortably	 asleep,	 the	 house	 quiet,	 and
Mrs.	March	sitting	by	the	bed,	she	called	Jo	to	her	and	began	to	bind	up	the	hurt
hands.
"Are	you	sure	she	is	safe?"	whispered	Jo,	looking	remorsefully	at	the	golden

head,	 which	 might	 have	 been	 swept	 away	 from	 her	 sight	 forever	 under	 the
treacherous	ice.
"Quite	safe,	dear.	She	is	not	hurt,	and	won't	even	take	cold,	I	think,	you	were

so	 sensible	 in	 covering	 and	 getting	 her	 home	 quickly,"	 replied	 her	 mother
cheerfully.
"Laurie	did	it	all.	I	only	let	her	go.	Mother,	if	she	should	die,	it	would	be	my

fault."	And	Jo	dropped	down	beside	the	bed	in	a	passion	of	penitent	tears,	telling
all	 that	 had	happened,	 bitterly	 condemning	her	 hardness	 of	 heart,	 and	 sobbing
out	her	gratitude	for	being	spared	the	heavy	punishment	which	might	have	come
upon	her.
"It's	my	dreadful	temper!	I	try	to	cure	it,	I	think	I	have,	and	then	it	breaks	out

worse	than	ever.	Oh,	Mother,	what	shall	I	do?	What	shall	I	do?"	cried	poor	Jo,	in
despair.
"Watch	 and	 pray,	 dear,	 never	 get	 tired	 of	 trying,	 and	 never	 think	 it	 is

impossible	to	conquer	your	fault,"	said	Mrs.	March,	drawing	the	blowzy	head	to
her	shoulder	and	kissing	the	wet	cheek	so	tenderly	that	Jo	cried	even	harder.
"You	 don't	 know,	 you	 can't	 guess	 how	 bad	 it	 is!	 It	 seems	 as	 if	 I	 could	 do

anything	when	I'm	in	a	passion.	I	get	so	savage,	I	could	hurt	anyone	and	enjoy	it.
I'm	afraid	I	shall	do	something	dreadful	some	day,	and	spoil	my	life,	and	make
everybody	hate	me.	Oh,	Mother,	help	me,	do	help	me!"



"I	 will,	 my	 child,	 I	 will.	 Don't	 cry	 so	 bitterly,	 but	 remember	 this	 day,	 and
resolve	with	all	your	soul	that	you	will	never	know	another	like	it.	Jo,	dear,	we
all	have	our	temptations,	some	far	greater	than	yours,	and	it	often	takes	us	all	our
lives	to	conquer	them.	You	think	your	temper	is	the	worst	in	the	world,	but	mine
used	to	be	just	like	it."
"Yours,	Mother?	Why,	you	are	never	angry!"	And	 for	 the	moment	 Jo	 forgot

remorse	in	surprise.
"I've	 been	 trying	 to	 cure	 it	 for	 forty	 years,	 and	 have	 only	 succeeded	 in

controlling	it.	I	am	angry	nearly	every	day	of	my	life,	Jo,	but	I	have	learned	not
to	show	it,	and	I	still	hope	to	learn	not	to	feel	it,	though	it	may	take	me	another
forty	years	to	do	so."
The	patience	and	the	humility	of	the	face	she	loved	so	well	was	a	better	lesson

to	Jo	than	the	wisest	lecture,	the	sharpest	reproof.	She	felt	comforted	at	once	by
the	 sympathy	and	confidence	given	her.	The	knowledge	 that	her	mother	had	a
fault	 like	 hers,	 and	 tried	 to	 mend	 it,	 made	 her	 own	 easier	 to	 bear	 and
strengthened	her	 resolution	 to	 cure	 it,	 though	 forty	years	 seemed	 rather	 a	 long
time	to	watch	and	pray	to	a	girl	of	fifteen.
"Mother,	are	you	angry	when	you	fold	your	lips	tight	together	and	go	out	of

the	room	sometimes,	when	Aunt	March	scolds	or	people	worry	you?"	asked	Jo,
feeling	nearer	and	dearer	to	her	mother	than	ever	before.
"Yes,	 I've	 learned	 to	check	 the	hasty	words	 that	 rise	 to	my	 lips,	 and	when	 I

feel	that	they	mean	to	break	out	against	my	will,	I	just	go	away	for	a	minute,	and
give	myself	a	little	shake	for	being	so	weak	and	wicked,"	answered	Mrs.	March
with	a	sigh	and	a	smile,	as	she	smoothed	and	fastened	up	Jo's	disheveled	hair.
"How	 did	 you	 learn	 to	 keep	 still?	 That	 is	 what	 troubles	 me,	 for	 the	 sharp

words	fly	out	before	I	know	what	I'm	about,	and	the	more	I	say	the	worse	I	get,
till	it's	a	pleasure	to	hurt	people's	feelings	and	say	dreadful	things.	Tell	me	how
you	do	it,	Marmee	dear."
"My	good	mother	used	to	help	me…	"
"As	you	do	us…	"	interrupted	Jo,	with	a	grateful	kiss.
"But	 I	 lost	 her	when	 I	was	 a	 little	 older	 than	 you	 are,	 and	 for	 years	 had	 to

struggle	on	alone,	for	I	was	too	proud	to	confess	my	weakness	to	anyone	else.	I
had	a	hard	time,	Jo,	and	shed	a	good	many	bitter	 tears	over	my	failures,	for	 in
spite	of	my	efforts	I	never	seemed	to	get	on.	Then	your	father	came,	and	I	was	so
happy	 that	 I	 found	 it	 easy	 to	 be	 good.	 But	 by-and-by,	 when	 I	 had	 four	 little
daughters	round	me	and	we	were	poor,	then	the	old	trouble	began	again,	for	I	am
not	 patient	 by	 nature,	 and	 it	 tried	me	 very	much	 to	 see	 my	 children	 wanting
anything."
"Poor	Mother!	What	helped	you	then?"



"Your	 father,	 Jo.	 He	 never	 loses	 patience,	 never	 doubts	 or	 complains,	 but
always	 hopes,	 and	 works	 and	 waits	 so	 cheerfully	 that	 one	 is	 ashamed	 to	 do
otherwise	before	him.	He	helped	and	comforted	me,	and	showed	me	that	I	must
try	to	practice	all	the	virtues	I	would	have	my	little	girls	possess,	for	I	was	their
example.	 It	 was	 easier	 to	 try	 for	 your	 sakes	 than	 for	 my	 own.	 A	 startled	 or
surprised	look	from	one	of	you	when	I	spoke	sharply	rebuked	me	more	than	any
words	could	have	done,	and	the	love,	respect,	and	confidence	of	my	children	was
the	sweetest	reward	I	could	receive	for	my	efforts	to	be	the	woman	I	would	have
them	copy."
"Oh,	Mother,	 if	 I'm	ever	half	 as	good	as	you,	 I	 shall	 be	 satisfied,"	 cried	 Jo,

much	touched.
"I	hope	you	will	be	a	great	deal	better,	 dear,	but	you	must	keep	watch	over

your	 'bosom	enemy',	 as	 father	 calls	 it,	 or	 it	may	 sadden,	 if	not	 spoil	your	 life.
You	have	had	a	warning.	Remember	it,	and	try	with	heart	and	soul	to	master	this
quick	 temper,	 before	 it	 brings	 you	 greater	 sorrow	 and	 regret	 than	 you	 have
known	today."
"I	will	 try,	Mother,	I	truly	will.	But	you	must	help	me,	remind	me,	and	keep

me	from	flying	out.	I	used	to	see	Father	sometimes	put	his	finger	on	his	lips,	and
look	 at	 you	with	 a	 very	 kind	 but	 sober	 face,	 and	 you	 always	 folded	 your	 lips
tight	and	went	away.	Was	he	reminding	you	then?"	asked	Jo	softly.
"Yes.	 I	 asked	him	 to	help	me	so,	 and	he	never	 forgot	 it,	but	 saved	me	 from

many	a	sharp	word	by	that	little	gesture	and	kind	look."
Jo	saw	 that	her	mother's	 eyes	 filled	and	her	 lips	 trembled	as	 she	 spoke,	and

fearing	 that	she	had	said	 too	much,	she	whispered	anxiously,	"Was	 it	wrong	to
watch	you	and	to	speak	of	it?	I	didn't	mean	to	be	rude,	but	it's	so	comfortable	to
say	all	I	think	to	you,	and	feel	so	safe	and	happy	here."
"My	Jo,	you	may	say	anything	to	your	mother,	for	it	is	my	greatest	happiness

and	pride	to	feel	that	my	girls	confide	in	me	and	know	how	much	I	love	them."
"I	thought	I'd	grieved	you."
"No,	dear,	 but	 speaking	of	Father	 reminded	me	how	much	 I	miss	him,	how

much	I	owe	him,	and	how	faithfully	I	should	watch	and	work	to	keep	his	little
daughters	safe	and	good	for	him."
"Yet	 you	 told	 him	 to	 go,	 Mother,	 and	 didn't	 cry	 when	 he	 went,	 and	 never

complain	now,	or	seem	as	if	you	needed	any	help,"	said	Jo,	wondering.
"I	gave	my	best	to	the	country	I	love,	and	kept	my	tears	till	he	was	gone.	Why

should	I	complain,	when	we	both	have	merely	done	our	duty	and	will	surely	be
the	happier	for	it	in	the	end?	If	I	don't	seem	to	need	help,	it	is	because	I	have	a
better	friend,	even	than	Father,	to	comfort	and	sustain	me.	My	child,	the	troubles
and	 temptations	 of	 your	 life	 are	 beginning	 and	 may	 be	 many,	 but	 you	 can



overcome	and	outlive	them	all	if	you	learn	to	feel	the	strength	and	tenderness	of
your	Heavenly	Father	as	you	do	that	of	your	earthly	one.	The	more	you	love	and
trust	 Him,	 the	 nearer	 you	 will	 feel	 to	 Him,	 and	 the	 less	 you	 will	 depend	 on
human	power	and	wisdom.	His	love	and	care	never	tire	or	change,	can	never	be
taken	 from	you,	 but	may	 become	 the	 source	 of	 lifelong	 peace,	 happiness,	 and
strength.	Believe	this	heartily,	and	go	to	God	with	all	your	little	cares,	and	hopes,
and	sins,	and	sorrows,	as	freely	and	confidingly	as	you	come	to	your	mother."
Jo's	 only	 answer	 was	 to	 hold	 her	 mother	 close,	 and	 in	 the	 silence	 which

followed	the	sincerest	prayer	she	had	ever	prayed	left	her	heart	without	words.
For	in	that	sad	yet	happy	hour,	she	had	learned	not	only	the	bitterness	of	remorse
and	 despair,	 but	 the	 sweetness	 of	 self-denial	 and	 self-control,	 and	 led	 by	 her
mother's	hand,	she	had	drawn	nearer	to	the	Friend	who	always	welcomes	every
child	 with	 a	 love	 stronger	 than	 that	 of	 any	 father,	 tenderer	 than	 that	 of	 any
mother.
Amy	stirred	and	sighed	in	her	sleep,	and	as	if	eager	to	begin	at	once	to	mend

her	fault,	Jo	looked	up	with	an	expression	on	her	face	which	it	had	never	worn
before.
"I	 let	 the	 sun	go	down	on	my	 anger.	 I	wouldn't	 forgive	 her,	 and	 today,	 if	 it

hadn't	been	for	Laurie,	it	might	have	been	too	late!	How	could	I	be	so	wicked?"
said	 Jo,	 half	 aloud,	 as	 she	 leaned	 over	 her	 sister	 softly	 stroking	 the	 wet	 hair
scattered	on	the	pillow.
As	 if	 she	heard,	Amy	opened	her	eyes,	 and	held	out	her	arms,	with	a	 smile

that	went	straight	to	Jo's	heart.	Neither	said	a	word,	but	they	hugged	one	another
close,	in	spite	of	the	blankets,	and	everything	was	forgiven	and	forgotten	in	one
hearty	kiss.



Chapter		9
Meg	Goes	to	Vanity	Fair

"I	do	think	it	was	the	most	fortunate	thing	in	the	world	that	those	children	should
have	 the	measles	 just	now,"	said	Meg,	one	April	day,	as	she	stood	packing	 the
'go	abroady'	trunk	in	her	room,	surrounded	by	her	sisters.
"And	so	nice	of	Annie	Moffat	not	to	forget	her	promise.	A	whole	fortnight	of

fun	will	be	regularly	splendid,"	replied	Jo,	looking	like	a	windmill	as	she	folded
skirts	with	her	long	arms.
"And	such	lovely	weather,	I'm	so	glad	of	that,"	added	Beth,	tidily	sorting	neck

and	hair	ribbons	in	her	best	box,	lent	for	the	great	occasion.
"I	wish	I	was	going	to	have	a	fine	time	and	wear	all	 these	nice	things,"	said

Amy	 with	 her	 mouth	 full	 of	 pins,	 as	 she	 artistically	 replenished	 her	 sister's
cushion.
"I	wish	you	were	all	going,	but	as	you	can't,	I	shall	keep	my	adventures	to	tell

you	when	I	come	back.	 I'm	sure	 it's	 the	 least	 I	can	do	when	you	have	been	so
kind,	lending	me	things	and	helping	me	get	ready,"	said	Meg,	glancing	round	the
room	at	the	very	simple	outfit,	which	seemed	nearly	perfect	in	their	eyes.
"What	did	Mother	give	you	out	of	the	treasure	box?"	asked	Amy,	who	had	not

been	present	at	the	opening	of	a	certain	cedar	chest	in	which	Mrs.	March	kept	a
few	relics	of	past	splendor,	as	gifts	for	her	girls	when	the	proper	time	came.
"A	 pair	 of	 silk	 stockings,	 that	 pretty	 carved	 fan,	 and	 a	 lovely	 blue	 sash.	 I

wanted	the	violet	silk,	but	there	isn't	time	to	make	it	over,	so	I	must	be	contented
with	my	old	tarlaton."
"It	 will	 look	 nice	 over	 my	 new	 muslin	 skirt,	 and	 the	 sash	 will	 set	 it	 off

beautifully.	 I	wish	I	hadn't	 smashed	my	coral	bracelet,	 for	you	might	have	had
it,"	said	Jo,	who	loved	to	give	and	lend,	but	whose	possessions	were	usually	too
dilapidated	to	be	of	much	use.
"There	is	a	lovely	old-fashioned	pearl	set	in	the	treasure	chest,	but	Mother	said

real	flowers	were	the	prettiest	ornament	for	a	young	girl,	and	Laurie	promised	to
send	me	all	I	want,"	replied	Meg.	"Now,	let	me	see,	there's	my	new	gray	walking
suit,	just	curl	up	the	feather	in	my	hat,	Beth,	then	my	poplin	for	Sunday	and	the
small	party,	it	looks	heavy	for	spring,	doesn't	it?	The	violet	silk	would	be	so	nice.
Oh,	dear!"
"Never	mind,	you've	got	 the	 tarlaton	 for	 the	big	party,	 and	you	always	 look



like	 an	 angel	 in	 white,"	 said	 Amy,	 brooding	 over	 the	 little	 store	 of	 finery	 in
which	her	soul	delighted.
"It	 isn't	 low-necked,	and	it	doesn't	sweep	enough,	but	 it	will	have	to	do.	My

blue	housedress	looks	so	well,	turned	and	freshly	trimmed,	that	I	feel	as	if	I'd	got
a	new	one.	My	silk	sacque	isn't	a	bit	the	fashion,	and	my	bonnet	doesn't	look	like
Sallie's.	 I	 didn't	 like	 to	 say	 anything,	 but	 I	 was	 sadly	 disappointed	 in	 my
umbrella.	I	told	Mother	black	with	a	white	handle,	but	she	forgot	and	bought	a
green	 one	 with	 a	 yellowish	 handle.	 It's	 strong	 and	 neat,	 so	 I	 ought	 not	 to
complain,	but	 I	know	I	 shall	 feel	ashamed	of	 it	beside	Annie's	 silk	one	with	a
gold	top,"	sighed	Meg,	surveying	the	little	umbrella	with	great	disfavor.
"Change	it,"	advised	Jo.
"I	won't	be	so	silly,	or	hurt	Marmee's	feelings,	when	she	took	so	much	pains	to

get	my	things.	It's	a	nonsensical	notion	of	mine,	and	I'm	not	going	to	give	up	to
it.	My	silk	stockings	and	two	pairs	of	new	gloves	are	my	comfort.	You	are	a	dear
to	lend	me	yours,	Jo.	I	feel	so	rich	and	sort	of	elegant,	with	two	new	pairs,	and
the	old	ones	cleaned	up	 for	common."	And	Meg	 took	a	 refreshing	peep	at	her
glove	box.
"Annie	Moffat	has	blue	and	pink	bows	on	her	nightcaps.	Would	you	put	some

on	mine?"	 she	 asked,	 as	Beth	brought	 up	 a	 pile	 of	 snowy	muslins,	 fresh	 from
Hannah's	hands.
"No,	I	wouldn't,	for	the	smart	caps	won't	match	the	plain	gowns	without	any

trimming	on	them.	Poor	folks	shouldn't	rig,"	said	Jo	decidedly.
"I	wonder	if	I	shall	ever	be	happy	enough	to	have	real	lace	on	my	clothes	and

bows	on	my	caps?"	said	Meg	impatiently.
"You	said	the	other	day	that	you'd	be	perfectly	happy	if	you	could	only	go	to

Annie	Moffat's,"	observed	Beth	in	her	quiet	way.
"So	I	did!	Well,	I	am	happy,	and	I	won't	fret,	but	it	does	seem	as	if	the	more

one	 gets	 the	 more	 one	 wants,	 doesn't	 it?	 There	 now,	 the	 trays	 are	 ready,	 and
everything	 in	 but	my	ball	 dress,	which	 I	 shall	 leave	 for	Mother	 to	 pack,"	 said
Meg,	 cheering	up,	 as	 she	glanced	 from	 the	half-filled	 trunk	 to	 the	many	 times
pressed	 and	 mended	 white	 tarlaton,	 which	 she	 called	 her	 'ball	 dress'	 with	 an
important	air.
The	next	day	was	 fine,	 and	Meg	departed	 in	 style	 for	 a	 fortnight	of	novelty

and	 pleasure.	Mrs.	March	 had	 consented	 to	 the	 visit	 rather	 reluctantly,	 fearing
that	 Margaret	 would	 come	 back	 more	 discontented	 than	 she	 went.	 But	 she
begged	 so	hard,	 and	Sallie	 had	promised	 to	 take	good	 care	 of	 her,	 and	 a	 little
pleasure	 seemed	 so	 delightful	 after	 a	 winter	 of	 irksome	work	 that	 the	mother
yielded,	and	the	daughter	went	to	take	her	first	taste	of	fashionable	life.
The	Moffats	were	 very	 fashionable,	 and	 simple	Meg	was	 rather	 daunted,	 at



first,	 by	 the	 splendor	of	 the	house	 and	 the	 elegance	of	 its	 occupants.	But	 they
were	 kindly	 people,	 in	 spite	 of	 the	 frivolous	 life	 they	 led,	 and	 soon	 put	 their
guest	at	her	ease.	Perhaps	Meg	felt,	without	understanding	why,	that	 they	were
not	particularly	 cultivated	or	 intelligent	people,	 and	 that	 all	 their	gilding	could
not	quite	conceal	the	ordinary	material	of	which	they	were	made.	It	certainly	was
agreeable	to	fare	sumptuously,	drive	in	a	fine	carriage,	wear	her	best	frock	every
day,	and	do	nothing	but	enjoy	herself.	It	suited	her	exactly,	and	soon	she	began
to	imitate	 the	manners	and	conversation	of	 those	about	her,	 to	put	on	little	airs
and	graces,	use	French	phrases,	crimp	her	hair,	take	in	her	dresses,	and	talk	about
the	 fashions	 as	well	 as	 she	 could.	The	more	 she	 saw	of	Annie	Moffat's	 pretty
things,	 the	more	 she	envied	her	and	sighed	 to	be	 rich.	Home	now	 looked	bare
and	dismal	as	she	thought	of	it,	work	grew	harder	than	ever,	and	she	felt	that	she
was	a	very	destitute	and	much-injured	girl,	 in	spite	of	 the	new	gloves	and	silk
stockings.
She	had	not	much	time	for	repining,	however,	for	the	three	young	girls	were

busily	employed	in	'having	a	good	time'.	They	shopped,	walked,	rode,	and	called
all	 day,	 went	 to	 theaters	 and	 operas	 or	 frolicked	 at	 home	 in	 the	 evening,	 for
Annie	had	many	friends	and	knew	how	to	entertain	them.	Her	older	sisters	were
very	fine	young	 ladies,	and	one	was	engaged,	which	was	extremely	 interesting
and	 romantic,	 Meg	 thought.	 Mr.	 Moffat	 was	 a	 fat,	 jolly	 old	 gentleman,	 who
knew	her	father,	and	Mrs.	Moffat,	a	fat,	jolly	old	lady,	who	took	as	great	a	fancy
to	Meg	 as	 her	 daughter	 had	 done.	 Everyone	 petted	 her,	 and	 'Daisey',	 as	 they
called	her,	was	in	a	fair	way	to	have	her	head	turned.
When	the	evening	for	the	small	party	came,	she	found	that	the	poplin	wouldn't

do	at	all,	for	the	other	girls	were	putting	on	thin	dresses	and	making	themselves
very	 fine	 indeed.	So	out	came	 the	 tarlatan,	 looking	older,	 limper,	 and	 shabbier
than	ever	beside	Sallie's	crisp	new	one.	Meg	saw	the	girls	glance	at	it	and	then	at
one	another,	and	her	cheeks	began	to	burn,	 for	with	all	her	gentleness	she	was
very	proud.	No	one	said	a	word	about	it,	but	Sallie	offered	to	dress	her	hair,	and
Annie	to	tie	her	sash,	and	Belle,	the	engaged	sister,	praised	her	white	arms.	But
in	their	kindness	Meg	saw	only	pity	for	her	poverty,	and	her	heart	felt	very	heavy
as	she	stood	by	herself,	while	the	others	laughed,	chattered,	and	flew	about	like
gauzy	butterflies.	The	hard,	bitter	feeling	was	getting	pretty	bad,	when	the	maid
brought	 in	a	box	of	 flowers.	Before	 she	could	 speak,	Annie	had	 the	cover	off,
and	all	were	exclaiming	at	the	lovely	roses,	heath,	and	fern	within.
"It's	 for	 Belle,	 of	 course,	 George	 always	 sends	 her	 some,	 but	 these	 are

altogether	ravishing,"	cried	Annie,	with	a	great	sniff.
"They	are	for	Miss	March,	the	man	said.	And	here's	a	note,"	put	in	the	maid,

holding	it	to	Meg.



"What	fun!	Who	are	they	from?	Didn't	know	you	had	a	lover,"	cried	the	girls,
fluttering	about	Meg	in	a	high	state	of	curiosity	and	surprise.
"The	note	is	from	Mother,	and	the	flowers	from	Laurie,"	said	Meg	simply,	yet

much	gratified	that	he	had	not	forgotten	her.
"Oh,	indeed!"	said	Annie	with	a	funny	look,	as	Meg	slipped	the	note	into	her

pocket	 as	 a	 sort	 of	 talisman	 against	 envy,	 vanity,	 and	 false	 pride,	 for	 the	 few
loving	words	had	done	her	good,	and	the	flowers	cheered	her	up	by	their	beauty.
Feeling	almost	happy	again,	she	laid	by	a	few	ferns	and	roses	for	herself,	and

quickly	made	up	the	rest	in	dainty	bouquets	for	the	breasts,	hair,	or	skirts	of	her
friends,	offering	them	so	prettily	that	Clara,	the	elder	sister,	told	her	she	was	'the
sweetest	little	thing	she	ever	saw',	and	they	looked	quite	charmed	with	her	small
attention.	Somehow	the	kind	act	finished	her	despondency,	and	when	all	the	rest
went	 to	show	themselves	 to	Mrs.	Moffat,	 she	saw	a	happy,	bright-eyed	face	 in
the	mirror,	as	she	laid	her	ferns	against	her	rippling	hair	and	fastened	the	roses	in
the	dress	that	didn't	strike	her	as	so	very	shabby	now.
She	 enjoyed	 herself	 very	 much	 that	 evening,	 for	 she	 danced	 to	 her	 heart's

content.	Everyone	was	very	kind,	and	she	had	 three	compliments.	Annie	made
her	 sing,	 and	 some	 one	 said	 she	 had	 a	 remarkably	 fine	 voice.	Major	 Lincoln
asked	 who	 'the	 fresh	 little	 girl	 with	 the	 beautiful	 eyes'	 was,	 and	 Mr.	 Moffat
insisted	on	dancing	with	her	because	she	'didn't	dawdle,	but	had	some	spring	in
her',	as	he	gracefully	expressed	it.	So	altogether	she	had	a	very	nice	time,	till	she
overheard	a	bit	of	conversation,	which	disturbed	her	extremely.	She	was	sitting
just	inside	the	conservatory,	waiting	for	her	partner	to	bring	her	an	ice,	when	she
heard	a	voice	ask	on	the	other	side	of	the	flowery	wall…
"How	old	is	he?"
"Sixteen	or	seventeen,	I	should	say,"	replied	another	voice.
"It	would	be	a	grand	thing	for	one	of	those	girls,	wouldn't	it?	Sallie	says	they

are	very	intimate	now,	and	the	old	man	quite	dotes	on	them."
"Mrs.	M.	has	made	her	plans,	I	dare	say,	and	will	play	her	cards	well,	early	as

it	is.	The	girl	evidently	doesn't	think	of	it	yet,"	said	Mrs.	Moffat.
"She	told	that	fib	about	her	momma,	as	if	she	did	know,	and	colored	up	when

the	flowers	came	quite	prettily.	Poor	thing!	She'd	be	so	nice	if	she	was	only	got
up	in	style.	Do	you	think	she'd	be	offended	if	we	offered	to	lend	her	a	dress	for
Thursday?"	asked	another	voice.
"She's	proud,	but	I	don't	believe	she'd	mind,	for	that	dowdy	tarlaton	is	all	she

has	got.	She	may	 tear	 it	 tonight,	 and	 that	will	be	a	good	excuse	 for	offering	a
decent	one."
Here	 Meg's	 partner	 appeared,	 to	 find	 her	 looking	 much	 flushed	 and	 rather

agitated.	She	was	proud,	and	her	pride	was	useful	just	then,	for	it	helped	her	hide



her	mortification,	 anger,	 and	 disgust	 at	what	 she	 had	 just	 heard.	 For,	 innocent
and	unsuspicious	as	she	was,	she	could	not	help	understanding	the	gossip	of	her
friends.	She	tried	to	forget	it,	but	could	not,	and	kept	repeating	to	herself,	"Mrs.
M.	has	made	her	plans,"	"that	fib	about	her	mamma,"	and	"dowdy	tarlaton,"	till
she	was	ready	to	cry	and	rush	home	to	tell	her	 troubles	and	ask	for	advice.	As
that	was	impossible,	she	did	her	best	to	seem	gay,	and	being	rather	excited,	she
succeeded	so	well	that	no	one	dreamed	what	an	effort	she	was	making.	She	was
very	glad	when	 it	was	all	over	 and	 she	was	quiet	 in	her	bed,	where	 she	could
think	and	wonder	and	fume	till	her	head	ached	and	her	hot	cheeks	were	cooled
by	a	few	natural	tears.	Those	foolish,	yet	well	meant	words,	had	opened	a	new
world	to	Meg,	and	much	disturbed	the	peace	of	the	old	one	in	which	till	now	she
had	lived	as	happily	as	a	child.	Her	innocent	friendship	with	Laurie	was	spoiled
by	 the	 silly	 speeches	 she	 had	 overheard.	 Her	 faith	 in	 her	 mother	 was	 a	 little
shaken	by	the	worldly	plans	attributed	to	her	by	Mrs.	Moffat,	who	judged	others
by	herself,	and	the	sensible	resolution	to	be	contented	with	the	simple	wardrobe
which	 suited	 a	 poor	man's	 daughter	was	weakened	by	 the	 unnecessary	 pity	 of
girls	who	thought	a	shabby	dress	one	of	the	greatest	calamities	under	heaven.
Poor	Meg	had	a	restless	night,	and	got	up	heavy-eyed,	unhappy,	half	resentful

toward	her	friends,	and	half	ashamed	of	herself	for	not	speaking	out	frankly	and
setting	 everything	 right.	 Everybody	 dawdled	 that	 morning,	 and	 it	 was	 noon
before	 the	 girls	 found	 energy	 enough	 even	 to	 take	 up	 their	 worsted	 work.
Something	 in	 the	manner	 of	 her	 friends	 struck	Meg	 at	 once.	 They	 treated	 her
with	more	respect,	she	thought,	took	quite	a	tender	interest	in	what	she	said,	and
looked	 at	 her	 with	 eyes	 that	 plainly	 betrayed	 curiosity.	 All	 this	 surprised	 and
flattered	her,	though	she	did	not	understand	it	till	Miss	Belle	looked	up	from	her
writing,	and	said,	with	a	sentimental	air…
"Daisy,	dear,	I've	sent	an	invitation	to	your	friend,	Mr.	Laurence,	for	Thursday.

We	should	like	to	know	him,	and	it's	only	a	proper	compliment	to	you."
Meg	 colored,	 but	 a	 mischievous	 fancy	 to	 tease	 the	 girls	 made	 her	 reply

demurely,	"You	are	very	kind,	but	I'm	afraid	he	won't	come."
"Why	not,	Cherie?"	asked	Miss	Belle.
"He's	too	old."
"My	child,	what	do	you	mean?	What	 is	his	age,	 I	beg	 to	know!"	cried	Miss

Clara.
"Nearly	 seventy,	 I	 believe,"	 answered	 Meg,	 counting	 stitches	 to	 hide	 the

merriment	in	her	eyes.
"You	 sly	 creature!	 Of	 course	 we	 meant	 the	 young	 man,"	 exclaimed	 Miss

Belle,	laughing.
"There	 isn't	 any,	 Laurie	 is	 only	 a	 little	 boy."	 And	Meg	 laughed	 also	 at	 the



queer	look	which	the	sisters	exchanged	as	she	thus	described	her	supposed	lover.
"About	your	age,"	Nan	said.
"Nearer	my	sister	Jo's;	I	am	seventeen	in	August,"	returned	Meg,	tossing	her

head.
"It's	very	nice	of	him	to	send	you	flowers,	isn't	it?"	said	Annie,	looking	wise

about	nothing.
"Yes,	he	often	does,	to	all	of	us,	for	their	house	is	full,	and	we	are	so	fond	of

them.	My	mother	 and	 old	Mr.	 Laurence	 are	 friends,	 you	 know,	 so	 it	 is	 quite
natural	 that	we	children	should	play	 together,"	and	Meg	hoped	 they	would	say
no	more.
"It's	evident	Daisy	isn't	out	yet,"	said	Miss	Clara	to	Belle	with	a	nod.
"Quite	 a	 pastoral	 state	 of	 innocence	 all	 round,"	 returned	Miss	 Belle	 with	 a

shrug.
"I'm	going	out	 to	get	some	 little	matters	 for	my	girls.	Can	I	do	anything	for

you,	young	ladies?"	asked	Mrs.	Moffat,	lumbering	in	like	an	elephant	in	silk	and
lace.
"No,	 thank	 you,	 ma'am,"	 replied	 Sallie.	 "I've	 got	 my	 new	 pink	 silk	 for

Thursday	and	don't	want	a	thing."
"Nor	 I…	 "	 began	Meg,	 but	 stopped	 because	 it	 occurred	 to	 her	 that	 she	 did

want	several	things	and	could	not	have	them.
"What	shall	you	wear?"	asked	Sallie.
"My	old	white	one	again,	if	I	can	mend	it	fit	to	be	seen,	it	got	sadly	torn	last

night,"	said	Meg,	trying	to	speak	quite	easily,	but	feeling	very	uncomfortable.
"Why	 don't	 you	 send	 home	 for	 another?"	 said	 Sallie,	 who	 was	 not	 an

observing	young	lady.
"I	haven't	got	any	other."	It	cost	Meg	an	effort	to	say	that,	but	Sallie	did	not

see	it	and	exclaimed	in	amiable	surprise,	"Only	that?	How	funny…	"	She	did	not
finish	her	speech,	for	Belle	shook	her	head	at	her	and	broke	in,	saying	kindly…
"Not	at	all.	Where	is	the	use	of	having	a	lot	of	dresses	when	she	isn't	out	yet?

There's	no	need	of	sending	home,	Daisy,	even	if	you	had	a	dozen,	for	I've	got	a
sweet	blue	silk	laid	away,	which	I've	outgrown,	and	you	shall	wear	it	to	please
me,	won't	you,	dear?"
"You	are	very	kind,	but	 I	don't	mind	my	old	dress	 if	you	don't,	 it	does	well

enough	for	a	little	girl	like	me,"	said	Meg.
"Now	do	let	me	please	myself	by	dressing	you	up	in	style.	I	admire	to	do	it,

and	 you'd	 be	 a	 regular	 little	 beauty	 with	 a	 touch	 here	 and	 there.	 I	 shan't	 let
anyone	see	you	till	you	are	done,	and	then	we'll	burst	upon	them	like	Cinderella
and	her	godmother	going	to	the	ball,"	said	Belle	in	her	persuasive	tone.
Meg	couldn't	refuse	the	offer	so	kindly	made,	for	a	desire	to	see	if	she	would



be	'a	little	beauty'	after	touching	up	caused	her	to	accept	and	forget	all	her	former
uncomfortable	feelings	toward	the	Moffats.
On	 the	Thursday	evening,	Belle	shut	herself	up	with	her	maid,	and	between

them	they	 turned	Meg	 into	a	 fine	 lady.	They	crimped	and	curled	her	hair,	 they
polished	 her	 neck	 and	 arms	with	 some	 fragrant	 powder,	 touched	 her	 lips	with
coralline	salve	to	make	them	redder,	and	Hortense	would	have	added	'a	soupcon
of	rouge',	 if	Meg	had	not	rebelled.	They	laced	her	into	a	sky-blue	dress,	which
was	so	 tight	she	could	hardly	breathe	and	so	 low	in	 the	neck	 that	modest	Meg
blushed	 at	 herself	 in	 the	mirror.	 A	 set	 of	 silver	 filagree	was	 added,	 bracelets,
necklace,	brooch,	and	even	earrings,	for	Hortense	tied	them	on	with	a	bit	of	pink
silk	which	did	not	show.	A	cluster	of	 tea-rose	buds	at	 the	bosom,	and	a	 ruche,
reconciled	Meg	to	the	display	of	her	pretty,	white	shoulders,	and	a	pair	of	high-
heeled	 silk	 boots	 satisfied	 the	 last	 wish	 of	 her	 heart.	 A	 lace	 handkerchief,	 a
plumy	fan,	and	a	bouquet	in	a	shoulder	holder	finished	her	off,	and	Miss	Belle
surveyed	her	with	the	satisfaction	of	a	little	girl	with	a	newly	dressed	doll.
"Mademoiselle	 is	charmante,	 tres	 jolie,	 is	 she	not?"	cried	Hortense,	clasping

her	hands	in	an	affected	rapture.
"Come	 and	 show	 yourself,"	 said	 Miss	 Belle,	 leading	 the	 way	 to	 the	 room

where	the	others	were	waiting.
As	Meg	went	rustling	after,	with	her	long	skirts	trailing,	her	earrings	tinkling,

her	curls	waving,	and	her	heart	beating,	she	felt	as	if	her	fun	had	really	begun	at
last,	for	the	mirror	had	plainly	told	her	that	she	was	'a	little	beauty'.	Her	friends
repeated	the	pleasing	phrase	enthusiastically,	and	for	several	minutes	she	stood,
like	 a	 jackdaw	 in	 the	 fable,	 enjoying	 her	 borrowed	 plumes,	 while	 the	 rest
chattered	like	a	party	of	magpies.
"While	I	dress,	do	you	drill	her,	Nan,	in	the	management	of	her	skirt	and	those

French	heels,	or	she	will	trip	herself	up.	Take	your	silver	butterfly,	and	catch	up
that	long	curl	on	the	left	side	of	her	head,	Clara,	and	don't	any	of	you	disturb	the
charming	 work	 of	 my	 hands,"	 said	 Belle,	 as	 she	 hurried	 away,	 looking	 well
pleased	with	her	success.
"You	don't	look	a	bit	like	yourself,	but	you	are	very	nice.	I'm	nowhere	beside

you,	for	Belle	has	heaps	of	taste,	and	you're	quite	French,	I	assure	you.	Let	your
flowers	hang,	don't	be	so	careful	of	 them,	and	be	sure	you	don't	 trip,"	returned
Sallie,	trying	not	to	care	that	Meg	was	prettier	than	herself.
Keeping	that	warning	carefully	in	mind,	Margaret	got	safely	down	stairs	and

sailed	 into	 the	 drawing	 rooms	where	 the	Moffats	 and	 a	 few	 early	 guests	were
assembled.	 She	 very	 soon	 discovered	 that	 there	 is	 a	 charm	 about	 fine	 clothes
which	attracts	a	certain	class	of	people	and	secures	their	respect.	Several	young
ladies,	who	 had	 taken	 no	 notice	 of	 her	 before,	were	 very	 affectionate	 all	 of	 a



sudden.	Several	young	gentlemen,	who	had	only	stared	at	her	at	the	other	party,
now	not	only	stared,	but	asked	to	be	introduced,	and	said	all	manner	of	foolish
but	 agreeable	 things	 to	 her,	 and	 several	 old	 ladies,	 who	 sat	 on	 the	 sofas,	 and
criticized	the	rest	of	the	party,	inquired	who	she	was	with	an	air	of	interest.	She
heard	Mrs.	Moffat	reply	to	one	of	them…
"Daisy	March—father	 a	 colonel	 in	 the	 army—one	 of	 our	 first	 families,	 but

reverses	of	fortune,	you	know;	intimate	friends	of	the	Laurences;	sweet	creature,
I	assure	you;	my	Ned	is	quite	wild	about	her."
"Dear	me!"	said	the	old	lady,	putting	up	her	glass	for	another	observation	of

Meg,	who	tried	to	look	as	if	she	had	not	heard	and	been	rather	shocked	at	Mrs.
Moffat's	 fibs.	 The	 'queer	 feeling'	 did	 not	 pass	 away,	 but	 she	 imagined	 herself
acting	the	new	part	of	fine	lady	and	so	got	on	pretty	well,	though	the	tight	dress
gave	 her	 a	 side-ache,	 the	 train	 kept	 getting	 under	 her	 feet,	 and	 she	 was	 in
constant	 fear	 lest	 her	 earrings	 should	 fly	 off	 and	 get	 lost	 or	 broken.	 She	was
flirting	her	fan	and	laughing	at	the	feeble	jokes	of	a	young	gentleman	who	tried
to	be	witty,	when	she	suddenly	stopped	laughing	and	looked	confused,	 for	 just
opposite,	 she	saw	Laurie.	He	was	staring	at	her	with	undisguised	surprise,	and
disapproval	also,	she	thought,	for	though	he	bowed	and	smiled,	yet	something	in
his	honest	eyes	made	her	blush	and	wish	she	had	her	old	dress	on.	To	complete
her	confusion,	she	saw	Belle	nudge	Annie,	and	both	glance	from	her	to	Laurie,
who,	she	was	happy	to	see,	looked	unusually	boyish	and	shy.
"Silly	creatures,	to	put	such	thoughts	into	my	head.	I	won't	care	for	it,	or	let	it

change	me	a	bit,"	thought	Meg,	and	rustled	across	the	room	to	shake	hands	with
her	friend.
"I'm	 glad	 you	 came,	 I	 was	 afraid	 you	 wouldn't."	 she	 said,	 with	 her	 most

grown-up	air.
"Jo	 wanted	me	 to	 come,	 and	 tell	 her	 how	 you	 looked,	 so	 I	 did,"	 answered

Laurie,	without	turning	his	eyes	upon	her,	though	he	half	smiled	at	her	maternal
tone.
"What	shall	you	tell	her?"	asked	Meg,	full	of	curiosity	to	know	his	opinion	of

her,	yet	feeling	ill	at	ease	with	him	for	the	first	time.
"I	shall	say	I	didn't	know	you,	for	you	look	so	grown-up	and	unlike	yourself,

I'm	quite	afraid	of	you,"	he	said,	fumbling	at	his	glove	button.
"How	 absurd	 of	 you!	 The	 girls	 dressed	me	 up	 for	 fun,	 and	 I	 rather	 like	 it.

Wouldn't	Jo	stare	if	she	saw	me?"	said	Meg,	bent	on	making	him	say	whether	he
thought	her	improved	or	not.
"Yes,	I	think	she	would,"	returned	Laurie	gravely.
"Don't	you	like	me	so?"	asked	Meg.
"No,	I	don't,"	was	the	blunt	reply.



"Why	not?"	in	an	anxious	tone.
He	 glanced	 at	 her	 frizzled	 head,	 bare	 shoulders,	 and	 fantastically	 trimmed

dress	with	an	expression	that	abashed	her	more	than	his	answer,	which	had	not	a
particle	of	his	usual	politeness	in	it.
"I	don't	like	fuss	and	feathers."
That	 was	 altogether	 too	 much	 from	 a	 lad	 younger	 than	 herself,	 and	 Meg

walked	away,	saying	petulantly,	"You	are	the	rudest	boy	I	ever	saw."
Feeling	very	much	ruffled,	she	went	and	stood	at	a	quiet	window	to	cool	her

cheeks,	 for	 the	 tight	 dress	 gave	 her	 an	 uncomfortably	 brilliant	 color.	 As	 she
stood	there,	Major	Lincoln	passed	by,	and	a	minute	after	she	heard	him	saying	to
his	mother…
"They	are	making	a	 fool	of	 that	 little	girl.	 I	wanted	you	 to	see	her,	but	 they

have	spoiled	her	entirely.	She's	nothing	but	a	doll	tonight."
"Oh,	dear!"	sighed	Meg.	"I	wish	I'd	been	sensible	and	worn	my	own	things,

then	 I	 should	 not	 have	 disgusted	 other	 people,	 or	 felt	 so	 uncomfortable	 and
ashamed	of	myself."
She	 leaned	 her	 forehead	 on	 the	 cool	 pane,	 and	 stood	 half	 hidden	 by	 the

curtains,	never	minding	that	her	favorite	waltz	had	begun,	till	some	one	touched
her,	and	turning,	she	saw	Laurie,	looking	penitent,	as	he	said,	with	his	very	best
bow	and	his	hand	out…
"Please	forgive	my	rudeness,	and	come	and	dance	with	me."
"I'm	 afraid	 it	 will	 be	 too	 disagreeable	 to	 you,"	 said	 Meg,	 trying	 to	 look

offended	and	failing	entirely.
"Not	a	bit	of	it,	I'm	dying	to	do	it.	Come,	I'll	be	good.	I	don't	like	your	gown,

but	I	do	think	you	are	just	splendid."	And	he	waved	his	hands,	as	if	words	failed
to	express	his	admiration.
Meg	 smiled	 and	 relented,	 and	whispered	 as	 they	 stood	waiting	 to	 catch	 the

time,	"Take	care	my	skirt	doesn't	trip	you	up.	It's	the	plague	of	my	life	and	I	was
a	goose	to	wear	it."
"Pin	it	round	your	neck,	and	then	it	will	be	useful,"	said	Laurie,	looking	down

at	the	little	blue	boots,	which	he	evidently	approved	of.
Away	 they	 went	 fleetly	 and	 gracefully,	 for	 having	 practiced	 at	 home,	 they

were	well	matched,	and	the	blithe	young	couple	were	a	pleasant	sight	to	see,	as
they	twirled	merrily	round	and	round,	feeling	more	friendly	than	ever	after	their
small	tiff.
"Laurie,	I	want	you	to	do	me	a	favor,	will	you?"	said	Meg,	as	he	stood	fanning

her	when	her	breath	gave	out,	which	it	did	very	soon	though	she	would	not	own
why.
"Won't	I!"	said	Laurie,	with	alacrity.



"Please	don't	tell	them	at	home	about	my	dress	tonight.	They	won't	understand
the	joke,	and	it	will	worry	Mother."
"Then	 why	 did	 you	 do	 it?"	 said	 Laurie's	 eyes,	 so	 plainly	 that	 Meg	 hastily

added…
"I	shall	tell	them	myself	all	about	it,	and	'fess'	to	Mother	how	silly	I've	been.

But	I'd	rather	do	it	myself.	So	you'll	not	tell,	will	you?"
"I	give	you	my	word	I	won't,	only	what	shall	I	say	when	they	ask	me?"
"Just	say	I	looked	pretty	well	and	was	having	a	good	time."
"I'll	say	the	first	with	all	my	heart,	but	how	about	the	other?	You	don't	look	as

if	 you	were	having	 a	good	 time.	Are	you?"	And	Laurie	 looked	 at	 her	with	 an
expression	which	made	her	answer	in	a	whisper…
"No,	not	 just	now.	Don't	 think	I'm	horrid.	 I	only	wanted	a	 little	 fun,	but	 this

sort	doesn't	pay,	I	find,	and	I'm	getting	tired	of	it."
"Here	comes	Ned	Moffat.	What	does	he	want?"	said	Laurie,	knitting	his	black

brows	as	if	he	did	not	regard	his	young	host	in	the	light	of	a	pleasant	addition	to
the	party.
"He	put	his	name	down	for	three	dances,	and	I	suppose	he's	coming	for	them.

What	 a	 bore!"	 said	 Meg,	 assuming	 a	 languid	 air	 which	 amused	 Laurie
immensely.
He	 did	 not	 speak	 to	 her	 again	 till	 suppertime,	 when	 he	 saw	 her	 drinking

champagne	with	Ned	 and	 his	 friend	Fisher,	who	were	 behaving	 'like	 a	 pair	 of
fools',	as	Laurie	said	to	himself,	for	he	felt	a	brotherly	sort	of	right	to	watch	over
the	Marches	and	fight	their	battles	whenever	a	defender	was	needed.
"You'll	 have	 a	 splitting	 headache	 tomorrow,	 if	 you	 drink	 much	 of	 that.	 I

wouldn't,	Meg,	 your	mother	 doesn't	 like	 it,	 you	 know,"	 he	whispered,	 leaning
over	her	chair,	as	Ned	turned	to	refill	her	glass	and	Fisher	stooped	to	pick	up	her
fan.
"I'm	not	Meg	tonight,	I'm	'a	doll'	who	does	all	sorts	of	crazy	things.	Tomorrow

I	 shall	 put	 away	 my	 'fuss	 and	 feathers'	 and	 be	 desperately	 good	 again,"	 she
answered	with	an	affected	little	laugh.
"Wish	tomorrow	was	here,	then,"	muttered	Laurie,	walking	off,	ill-pleased	at

the	change	he	saw	in	her.
Meg	 danced	 and	 flirted,	 chattered	 and	 giggled,	 as	 the	 other	 girls	 did.	After

supper	she	undertook	the	German,	and	blundered	through	it,	nearly	upsetting	her
partner	with	her	long	skirt,	and	romping	in	a	way	that	scandalized	Laurie,	who
looked	on	and	meditated	a	 lecture.	But	he	got	no	chance	to	deliver	 it,	 for	Meg
kept	away	from	him	till	he	came	to	say	good	night.
"Remember!"	she	said,	trying	to	smile,	for	the	splitting	headache	had	already

begun.



"Silence	a	la	mort,"	replied	Laurie,	with	a	melodramatic	flourish,	as	he	went
away.
This	 little	bit	of	byplay	excited	Annie's	 curiosity,	but	Meg	was	 too	 tired	 for

gossip	and	went	 to	bed,	 feeling	as	 if	 she	had	been	 to	a	masquerade	and	hadn't
enjoyed	herself	as	much	as	she	expected.	She	was	sick	all	the	next	day,	and	on
Saturday	went	home,	quite	used	up	with	her	fortnight's	fun	and	feeling	that	she
had	'sat	in	the	lap	of	luxury'	long	enough.
"It	does	seem	pleasant	to	be	quiet,	and	not	have	company	manners	on	all	the

time.	Home	is	a	nice	place,	though	it	isn't	splendid,"	said	Meg,	looking	about	her
with	 a	 restful	 expression,	 as	 she	 sat	 with	 her	 mother	 and	 Jo	 on	 the	 Sunday
evening.
"I'm	glad	to	hear	you	say	so,	dear,	for	I	was	afraid	home	would	seem	dull	and

poor	 to	 you	 after	 your	 fine	 quarters,"	 replied	 her	 mother,	 who	 had	 given	 her
many	anxious	looks	that	day.	For	motherly	eyes	are	quick	to	see	any	change	in
children's	faces.
Meg	had	 told	her	adventures	gayly	and	said	over	and	over	what	a	charming

time	she	had	had,	but	something	still	seemed	to	weigh	upon	her	spirits,	and	when
the	younger	girls	were	gone	to	bed,	she	sat	thoughtfully	staring	at	the	fire,	saying
little	and	 looking	worried.	As	 the	clock	struck	nine	and	Jo	proposed	bed,	Meg
suddenly	 left	 her	 chair	 and,	 taking	 Beth's	 stool,	 leaned	 her	 elbows	 on	 her
mother's	knee,	saying	bravely…
"Marmee,	I	want	to	'fess'."
"I	thought	so.	What	is	it,	dear?"
"Shall	I	go	away?"	asked	Jo	discreetly.
"Of	course	not.	Don't	I	always	tell	you	everything?	I	was	ashamed	to	speak	of

it	before	the	younger	children,	but	I	want	you	to	know	all	the	dreadful	things	I
did	at	the	Moffats'."
"We	are	prepared,"	said	Mrs.	March,	smiling	but	looking	a	little	anxious.
"I	 told	you	 they	dressed	me	up,	but	 I	didn't	 tell	you	 that	 they	powdered	and

squeezed	and	frizzled,	and	made	me	look	like	a	fashion-plate.	Laurie	thought	I
wasn't	proper.	I	know	he	did,	though	he	didn't	say	so,	and	one	man	called	me	'a
doll'.	 I	 knew	 it	 was	 silly,	 but	 they	 flattered	 me	 and	 said	 I	 was	 a	 beauty,	 and
quantities	of	nonsense,	so	I	let	them	make	a	fool	of	me."
"Is	that	all?"	asked	Jo,	as	Mrs.	March	looked	silently	at	the	downcast	face	of

her	pretty	daughter,	and	could	not	find	it	in	her	heart	to	blame	her	little	follies.
"No,	 I	 drank	 champagne	 and	 romped	 and	 tried	 to	 flirt,	 and	 was	 altogether

abominable,"	said	Meg	self-reproachfully.
"There	is	something	more,	I	think."	And	Mrs.	March	smoothed	the	soft	cheek,

which	suddenly	grew	rosy	as	Meg	answered	slowly…



"Yes.	It's	very	silly,	but	I	want	to	tell	it,	because	I	hate	to	have	people	say	and
think	such	things	about	us	and	Laurie."
Then	she	told	the	various	bits	of	gossip	she	had	heard	at	the	Moffats',	and	as

she	spoke,	Jo	saw	her	mother	fold	her	lips	tightly,	as	if	ill	pleased	that	such	ideas
should	be	put	into	Meg's	innocent	mind.
"Well,	 if	 that	 isn't	 the	 greatest	 rubbish	 I	 ever	 heard,"	 cried	 Jo	 indignantly.

"Why	didn't	you	pop	out	and	tell	them	so	on	the	spot?"
"I	couldn't,	it	was	so	embarrassing	for	me.	I	couldn't	help	hearing	at	first,	and

then	I	was	so	angry	and	ashamed,	I	didn't	remember	that	I	ought	to	go	away."
"Just	 wait	 till	 I	 see	 Annie	 Moffat,	 and	 I'll	 show	 you	 how	 to	 settle	 such

ridiculous	stuff.	The	idea	of	having	'plans'	and	being	kind	to	Laurie	because	he's
rich	 and	may	marry	us	 by-and-by!	Won't	 he	 shout	when	 I	 tell	 him	what	 those
silly	 things	 say	 about	 us	 poor	 children?"	 And	 Jo	 laughed,	 as	 if	 on	 second
thoughts	the	thing	struck	her	as	a	good	joke.
"If	 you	 tell	 Laurie,	 I'll	 never	 forgive	 you!	 She	mustn't,	must	 she,	Mother?"

said	Meg,	looking	distressed.
"No,	never	repeat	 that	foolish	gossip,	and	forget	 it	as	soon	as	you	can,"	said

Mrs.	March	gravely.	"I	was	very	unwise	to	let	you	go	among	people	of	whom	I
know	 so	 little,	 kind,	 I	 dare	 say,	 but	worldly,	 ill-bred,	 and	 full	 of	 these	 vulgar
ideas	about	young	people.	 I	am	more	sorry	 than	I	can	express	for	 the	mischief
this	visit	may	have	done	you,	Meg."
"Don't	be	sorry,	I	won't	let	it	hurt	me.	I'll	forget	all	the	bad	and	remember	only

the	good,	for	I	did	enjoy	a	great	deal,	and	thank	you	very	much	for	letting	me	go.
I'll	not	be	sentimental	or	dissatisfied,	Mother.	I	know	I'm	a	silly	little	girl,	and	I'll
stay	with	you	till	I'm	fit	 to	take	care	of	myself.	But	it	 is	nice	to	be	praised	and
admired,	and	I	can't	help	saying	I	like	it,"	said	Meg,	looking	half	ashamed	of	the
confession.
"That	is	perfectly	natural,	and	quite	harmless,	if	the	liking	does	not	become	a

passion	 and	 lead	 one	 to	 do	 foolish	 or	 unmaidenly	 things.	 Learn	 to	 know	 and
value	the	praise	which	is	worth	having,	and	to	excite	the	admiration	of	excellent
people	by	being	modest	as	well	as	pretty,	Meg."
Margaret	 sat	 thinking	 a	moment,	while	 Jo	 stood	with	 her	 hands	 behind	 her,

looking	both	interested	and	a	little	perplexed,	for	it	was	a	new	thing	to	see	Meg
blushing	and	talking	about	admiration,	lovers,	and	things	of	that	sort.	And	Jo	felt
as	 if	during	 that	 fortnight	her	 sister	had	grown	up	amazingly,	 and	was	drifting
away	from	her	into	a	world	where	she	could	not	follow.
"Mother,	do	you	have	'plans',	as	Mrs.	Moffat	said?"	asked	Meg	bashfully.
"Yes,	my	dear,	I	have	a	great	many,	all	mothers	do,	but	mine	differ	somewhat

from	Mrs.	Moffat's,	I	suspect.	I	will	tell	you	some	of	them,	for	the	time	has	come



when	a	word	may	set	this	romantic	little	head	and	heart	of	yours	right,	on	a	very
serious	subject.	You	are	young,	Meg,	but	not	 too	young	to	understand	me,	and
mothers'	lips	are	the	fittest	to	speak	of	such	things	to	girls	like	you.	Jo,	your	turn
will	come	in	time,	perhaps,	so	listen	to	my	'plans'	and	help	me	carry	them	out,	if
they	are	good."
Jo	went	and	sat	on	one	arm	of	the	chair,	looking	as	if	she	thought	they	were

about	to	join	in	some	very	solemn	affair.	Holding	a	hand	of	each,	and	watching
the	two	young	faces	wistfully,	Mrs.	March	said,	in	her	serious	yet	cheery	way…
"I	want	my	daughters	to	be	beautiful,	accomplished,	and	good.	To	be	admired,

loved,	and	respected.	To	have	a	happy	youth,	to	be	well	and	wisely	married,	and
to	lead	useful,	pleasant	 lives,	with	as	 little	care	and	sorrow	to	 try	 them	as	God
sees	fit	to	send.	To	be	loved	and	chosen	by	a	good	man	is	the	best	and	sweetest
thing	which	can	happen	 to	a	woman,	and	I	 sincerely	hope	my	girls	may	know
this	beautiful	experience.	It	is	natural	to	think	of	it,	Meg,	right	to	hope	and	wait
for	 it,	and	wise	to	prepare	for	 it,	so	that	when	the	happy	time	comes,	you	may
feel	ready	for	the	duties	and	worthy	of	the	joy.	My	dear	girls,	I	am	ambitious	for
you,	 but	 not	 to	 have	 you	 make	 a	 dash	 in	 the	 world,	 marry	 rich	 men	 merely
because	 they	 are	 rich,	 or	 have	 splendid	 houses,	which	 are	 not	 homes	 because
love	is	wanting.	Money	is	a	needful	and	precious	thing,	and	when	well	used,	a
noble	thing,	but	I	never	want	you	to	think	it	is	the	first	or	only	prize	to	strive	for.
I'd	rather	see	you	poor	men's	wives,	if	you	were	happy,	beloved,	contented,	than
queens	on	thrones,	without	self-respect	and	peace."
"Poor	 girls	 don't	 stand	 any	 chance,	 Belle	 says,	 unless	 they	 put	 themselves

forward,"	sighed	Meg.
"Then	we'll	be	old	maids,"	said	Jo	stoutly.
"Right,	 Jo.	 Better	 be	 happy	 old	 maids	 than	 unhappy	 wives,	 or	 unmaidenly

girls,	 running	 about	 to	 find	 husbands,"	 said	Mrs.	March	 decidedly.	 "Don't	 be
troubled,	Meg,	poverty	seldom	daunts	a	sincere	lover.	Some	of	the	best	and	most
honored	women	I	know	were	poor	girls,	but	so	love-worthy	that	 they	were	not
allowed	to	be	old	maids.	Leave	these	things	to	time.	Make	this	home	happy,	so
that	you	may	be	fit	for	homes	of	your	own,	if	they	are	offered	you,	and	contented
here	if	they	are	not.	One	thing	remember,	my	girls.	Mother	is	always	ready	to	be
your	confidant,	Father	to	be	your	friend,	and	both	of	us	hope	and	trust	that	our
daughters,	whether	married	or	single,	will	be	the	pride	and	comfort	of	our	lives."
"We	will,	Marmee,	we	will!"	cried	both,	with	all	their	hearts,	as	she	bade	them

good	night.



Chapter		10	
The	P.C.	and	P.O.

As	 spring	 came	 on,	 a	 new	 set	 of	 amusements	 became	 the	 fashion,	 and	 the
lengthening	days	gave	long	afternoons	for	work	and	play	of	all	sorts.	The	garden
had	to	be	put	in	order,	and	each	sister	had	a	quarter	of	the	little	plot	to	do	what
she	 liked	 with.	 Hannah	 used	 to	 say,	 "I'd	 know	 which	 each	 of	 them	 gardings
belonged	to,	ef	I	see	'em	in	Chiny,"	and	so	she	might,	for	the	girls'	tastes	differed
as	much	as	their	characters.	Meg's	had	roses	and	heliotrope,	myrtle,	and	a	little
orange	tree	in	it.	Jo's	bed	was	never	alike	two	seasons,	for	she	was	always	trying
experiments.	 This	 year	 it	 was	 to	 be	 a	 plantation	 of	 sun	 flowers,	 the	 seeds	 of
which	cheerful	land	aspiring	plant	were	to	feed	Aunt	Cockle-top	and	her	family
of	chicks.	Beth	had	old-fashioned	fragrant	flowers	in	her	garden,	sweet	peas	and
mignonette,	larkspur,	pinks,	pansies,	and	southernwood,	with	chickweed	for	the
birds	 and	 catnip	 for	 the	 pussies.	 Amy	 had	 a	 bower	 in	 hers,	 rather	 small	 and
earwiggy,	 but	 very	 pretty	 to	 look	 at,	 with	 honeysuckle	 and	 morning-glories
hanging	 their	colored	horns	and	bells	 in	graceful	wreaths	all	over	 it,	 tall	white
lilies,	delicate	ferns,	and	as	many	brilliant,	picturesque	plants	as	would	consent
to	blossom	there.
Gardening,	walks,	rows	on	the	river,	and	flower	hunts	employed	the	fine	days,

and	for	rainy	ones,	they	had	house	diversions,	some	old,	some	new,	all	more	or
less	original.	One	of	these	was	the	'P.C.',	for	as	secret	societies	were	the	fashion,
it	was	thought	proper	to	have	one,	and	as	all	of	the	girls	admired	Dickens,	they
called	 themselves	 the	 Pickwick	Club.	With	 a	 few	 interruptions,	 they	 had	 kept
this	up	 for	a	year,	and	met	every	Saturday	evening	 in	 the	big	garret,	on	which
occasions	the	ceremonies	were	as	follows:	Three	chairs	were	arranged	in	a	row
before	a	table	on	which	was	a	lamp,	also	four	white	badges,	with	a	big	'P.C.'	in
different	 colors	 on	 each,	 and	 the	 weekly	 newspaper	 called,	 The	 Pickwick
Portfolio,	to	which	all	contributed	something,	while	Jo,	who	reveled	in	pens	and
ink,	 was	 the	 editor.	 At	 seven	 o'clock,	 the	 four	 members	 ascended	 to	 the
clubroom,	 tied	 their	 badges	 round	 their	 heads,	 and	 took	 their	 seats	with	 great
solemnity.	Meg,	as	the	eldest,	was	Samuel	Pickwick,	Jo,	being	of	a	literary	turn,
Augustus	Snodgrass,	Beth,	because	she	was	round	and	rosy,	Tracy	Tupman,	and
Amy,	who	was	 always	 trying	 to	 do	what	 she	 couldn't,	 was	Nathaniel	Winkle.
Pickwick,	 the	 president,	 read	 the	 paper,	 which	 was	 filled	 with	 original	 tales,



poetry,	 local	 news,	 funny	 advertisements,	 and	 hints,	 in	 which	 they	 good-
naturedly	 reminded	 each	 other	 of	 their	 faults	 and	 short	 comings.	 On	 one
occasion,	Mr.	 Pickwick	 put	 on	 a	 pair	 of	 spectacles	 without	 any	 glass,	 rapped
upon	 the	 table,	 hemmed,	 and	 having	 stared	 hard	 at	 Mr.	 Snodgrass,	 who	 was
tilting	back	in	his	chair,	till	he	arranged	himself	properly,	began	to	read:

"THE	PICKWICK	PORTFOLIO"
MAY	20,	18—
POET'S	CORNER
ANNIVERSARY	ODE
Again	we	meet	to	celebrate
With	badge	and	solemn	rite,
Our	fifty-second	anniversary,
In	Pickwick	Hall,	tonight.
We	all	are	here	in	perfect	health,
None	gone	from	our	small	band:
Again	we	see	each	well-known	face,
And	press	each	friendly	hand.
Our	Pickwick,	always	at	his	post,
With	reverence	we	greet,
As,	spectacles	on	nose,	he	reads
Our	well-filled	weekly	sheet.
Although	he	suffers	from	a	cold,
We	joy	to	hear	him	speak,
For	words	of	wisdom	from	him	fall,
In	spite	of	croak	or	squeak.
Old	six-foot	Snodgrass	looms	on	high,
With	elephantine	grace,
And	beams	upon	the	company,
With	brown	and	jovial	face.
Poetic	fire	lights	up	his	eye,
He	struggles	'gainst	his	lot.
Behold	ambition	on	his	brow,
And	on	his	nose,	a	blot.
Next	our	peaceful	Tupman	comes,
So	rosy,	plump,	and	sweet,
Who	chokes	with	laughter	at	the	puns,
And	tumbles	off	his	seat.
Prim	little	Winkle	too	is	here,



With	every	hair	in	place,
A	model	of	propriety,
Though	he	hates	to	wash	his	face.
The	year	is	gone,	we	still	unite
To	joke	and	laugh	and	read,
And	tread	the	path	of	literature
That	doth	to	glory	lead.
Long	may	our	paper	prosper	well,
Our	club	unbroken	be,
And	coming	years	their	blessings	pour
On	the	useful,	gay	'P.	C.'.
A.	SNODGRASS
________
THE	MASKED	MARRIAGE
(A	Tale	Of	Venice)
Gondola	after	gondola	swept	up	to	the	marble	steps,	and	left	its	lovely	load
to	swell	the	brilliant	throng	that	filled	the	stately	halls	of	Count	Adelon.
Knights	and	ladies,	elves	and	pages,	monks	and	flower	girls,	all	mingled
gaily	in	the	dance.	Sweet	voices	and	rich	melody	filled	the	air,	and	so	with
mirth	and	music	the	masquerade	went	on.	"Has	your	Highness	seen	the
Lady	Viola	tonight?"	asked	a	gallant	troubadour	of	the	fairy	queen	who
floated	down	the	hall	upon	his	arm.
"Yes,	is	she	not	lovely,	though	so	sad!	Her	dress	is	well	chosen,	too,	for	in	a
week	she	weds	Count	Antonio,	whom	she	passionately	hates."
"By	my	faith,	I	envy	him.	Yonder	he	comes,	arrayed	like	a	bridegroom,
except	the	black	mask.	When	that	is	off	we	shall	see	how	he	regards	the	fair
maid	whose	heart	he	cannot	win,	though	her	stern	father	bestows	her	hand,"
returned	the	troubadour.
"Tis	whispered	that	she	loves	the	young	English	artist	who	haunts	her	steps,
and	is	spurned	by	the	old	Count,"	said	the	lady,	as	they	joined	the	dance.
The	revel	was	at	its	height	when	a	priest	appeared,	and	withdrawing	the
young	pair	to	an	alcove,	hung	with	purple	velvet,	he	motioned	them	to
kneel.	Instant	silence	fell	on	the	gay	throng,	and	not	a	sound,	but	the	dash	of
fountains	or	the	rustle	of	orange	groves	sleeping	in	the	moonlight,	broke	the
hush,	as	Count	de	Adelon	spoke	thus:
"My	lords	and	ladies,	pardon	the	ruse	by	which	I	have	gathered	you	here	to
witness	the	marriage	of	my	daughter.	Father,	we	wait	your	services."	All
eyes	turned	toward	the	bridal	party,	and	a	murmur	of	amazement	went
through	the	throng,	for	neither	bride	nor	groom	removed	their	masks.



Curiosity	and	wonder	possessed	all	hearts,	but	respect	restrained	all	tongues
till	the	holy	rite	was	over.	Then	the	eager	spectators	gathered	round	the
count,	demanding	an	explanation.
"Gladly	would	I	give	it	if	I	could,	but	I	only	know	that	it	was	the	whim	of
my	timid	Viola,	and	I	yielded	to	it.	Now,	my	children,	let	the	play	end.
Unmask	and	receive	my	blessing."
But	neither	bent	the	knee,	for	the	young	bridegroom	replied	in	a	tone	that
startled	all	listeners	as	the	mask	fell,	disclosing	the	noble	face	of	Ferdinand
Devereux,	the	artist	lover,	and	leaning	on	the	breast	where	now	flashed	the
star	of	an	English	earl	was	the	lovely	Viola,	radiant	with	joy	and	beauty.
"My	lord,	you	scornfully	bade	me	claim	your	daughter	when	I	could	boast
as	high	a	name	and	vast	a	fortune	as	the	Count	Antonio.	I	can	do	more,	for
even	your	ambitious	soul	cannot	refuse	the	Earl	of	Devereux	and	De	Vere,
when	he	gives	his	ancient	name	and	boundless	wealth	in	return	for	the
beloved	hand	of	this	fair	lady,	now	my	wife."
The	count	stood	like	one	changed	to	stone,	and	turning	to	the	bewildered
crowd,	Ferdinand	added,	with	a	gay	smile	of	triumph,	"To	you,	my	gallant
friends,	I	can	only	wish	that	your	wooing	may	prosper	as	mine	has	done,
and	that	you	may	all	win	as	fair	a	bride	as	I	have	by	this	masked	marriage."
S.	PICKWICK
Why	is	the	P.	C.	like	the	Tower	of	Babel?
It	is	full	of	unruly	members.
________
THE	HISTORY	OF	A	SQUASH
Once	upon	a	time	a	farmer	planted	a	little	seed	in	his	garden,	and	after	a
while	it	sprouted	and	became	a	vine	and	bore	many	squashes.	One	day	in
October,	when	they	were	ripe,	he	picked	one	and	took	it	to	market.	A
gorcerman	bought	and	put	it	in	his	shop.	That	same	morning,	a	little	girl	in
a	brown	hat	and	blue	dress,	with	a	round	face	and	snub	nose,	went	and
bought	it	for	her	mother.	She	lugged	it	home,	cut	it	up,	and	boiled	it	in	the
big	pot,	mashed	some	of	it	with	salt	and	butter,	for	dinner.	And	to	the	rest
she	added	a	pint	of	milk,	two	eggs,	four	spoons	of	sugar,	nutmeg,	and	some
crackers,	put	it	in	a	deep	dish,	and	baked	it	till	it	was	brown	and	nice,	and
next	day	it	was	eaten	by	a	family	named	March.
T.	TUPMAN
________
Mr.	Pickwick,	Sir:—
I	address	you	upon	the	subject	of	sin	the	sinner	I	mean	is	a	man	named
Winkle	who	makes	trouble	in	his	club	by	laughing	and	sometimes	won't



write	his	piece	in	this	fine	paper	I	hope	you	will	pardon	his	badness	and	let
him	send	a	French	fable	because	he	can't	write	out	of	his	head	as	he	has	so
many	lessons	to	do	and	no	brains	in	future	I	will	try	to	take	time	by	the
fetlock	and	prepare	some	work	which	will	be	all	commy	la	fo	that	means	all
right	I	am	in	haste	as	it	is	nearly	school	time.
Yours	respectably,
N.	WINKLE
[The	above	is	a	manly	and	handsome	aknowledgment	of	past
misdemeanors.	If	our	young	friend	studied	punctuation,	it	would	be	well.]
________
A	SAD	ACCIDENT
On	Friday	last,	we	were	startled	by	a	violent	shock	in	our	basement,
followed	by	cries	of	distress.	On	rushing	in	a	body	to	the	cellar,	we
discovered	our	beloved	President	prostrate	upon	the	floor,	having	tripped
and	fallen	while	getting	wood	for	domestic	purposes.	A	perfect	scene	of
ruin	met	our	eyes,	for	in	his	fall	Mr.	Pickwick	had	plunged	his	head	and
shoulders	into	a	tub	of	water,	upset	a	keg	of	soft	soap	upon	his	manly	form,
and	torn	his	garments	badly.	On	being	removed	from	this	perilous	situation,
it	was	discovered	that	he	had	suffered	no	injury	but	several	bruises,	and	we
are	happy	to	add,	is	now	doing	well.
ED.
________
THE	PUBLIC	BEREAVEMENT
It	is	our	painful	duty	to	record	the	sudden	and	mysterious	disappearance	of
our	cherished	friend,	Mrs.	Snowball	Pat	Paw.	This	lovely	and	beloved	cat
was	the	pet	of	a	large	circle	of	warm	and	admiring	friends;	for	her	beauty
attracted	all	eyes,	her	graces	and	virtues	endeared	her	to	all	hearts,	and	her
loss	is	deeply	felt	by	the	whole	community.
When	last	seen,	she	was	sitting	at	the	gate,	watching	the	butcher's	cart,	and
it	is	feared	that	some	villain,	tempted	by	her	charms,	basely	stole	her.
Weeks	have	passed,	but	no	trace	of	her	has	been	discovered,	and	we
relinquish	all	hope,	tie	a	black	ribbon	to	her	basket,	set	aside	her	dish,	and
weep	for	her	as	one	lost	to	us	forever.
________
A	sympathizing	friend	sends	the	following	gem:
A	LAMENT
(FOR	S.	B.	PAT	PAW)
We	mourn	the	loss	of	our	little	pet,
And	sigh	o'er	her	hapless	fate,



For	never	more	by	the	fire	she'll	sit,
Nor	play	by	the	old	green	gate.
The	little	grave	where	her	infant	sleeps
Is	'neath	the	chestnut	tree.
But	o'er	her	grave	we	may	not	weep,
We	know	not	where	it	may	be.
Her	empty	bed,	her	idle	ball,
Will	never	see	her	more;
No	gentle	tap,	no	loving	purr
Is	heard	at	the	parlor	door.
Another	cat	comes	after	her	mice,
A	cat	with	a	dirty	face,
But	she	does	not	hunt	as	our	darling	did,
Nor	play	with	her	airy	grace.
Her	stealthy	paws	tread	the	very	hall
Where	Snowball	used	to	play,
But	she	only	spits	at	the	dogs	our	pet
So	gallantly	drove	away.
She	is	useful	and	mild,	and	does	her	best,
But	she	is	not	fair	to	see,
And	we	cannot	give	her	your	place	dear,
Nor	worship	her	as	we	worship	thee.
A.S.
________
ADVERTISEMENTS
MISS	ORANTHY	BLUGGAGE,	the	accomplished	strong-minded	lecturer,
will	deliver	her	famous	lecture	on	"WOMAN	AND	HER	POSITION"	at
Pickwick	Hall,	next	Saturday	Evening,	after	the	usual	performances.
A	WEEKLY	MEETING	will	be	held	at	Kitchen	Place,	to	teach	young	ladies
how	to	cook.	Hannah	Brown	will	preside,	and	all	are	invited	to	attend.
The	DUSTPAN	SOCIETY	will	meet	on	Wednesday	next,	and	parade	in	the
upper	story	of	the	Club	House.	All	members	to	appear	in	uniform	and
shoulder	their	brooms	at	nine	precisely.
Mrs.	BETH	BOUNCER	will	open	her	new	assortment	of	Doll's	Millinery
next	week.	The	latest	Paris	fashions	have	arrived,	and	orders	are
respectfully	solicited.
A	NEW	PLAY	will	appear	at	the	Barnville	Theatre,	in	the	course	of	a	few
weeks,	which	will	surpass	anything	ever	seen	on	the	American	stage.	"The
Greek	Slave,	or	Constantine	the	Avenger,"	is	the	name	of	this	thrilling



drama!!!
HINTS
If	S.P.	didn't	use	so	much	soap	on	his	hands,	he	wouldn't	always	be	late	at
breakfast.	A.S.	is	requested	not	to	whistle	in	the	street.	T.T	please	don't
forget	Amy's	napkin.	N.W.	must	not	fret	because	his	dress	has	not	nine
tucks.
WEEKLY	REPORT
Meg—Good.
Jo—Bad.
Beth—Very	Good.
Amy—Middling.
_________________________________________________

As	 the	President	 finished	reading	 the	paper	 (which	I	beg	 leave	 to	assure	my
readers	is	a	bona	fide	copy	of	one	written	by	bona	fide	girls	once	upon	a	time),	a
round	of	applause	followed,	and	then	Mr.	Snodgrass	rose	to	make	a	proposition.
"Mr.	President	 and	gentlemen,"	he	began,	 assuming	a	parliamentary	attitude

and	tone,	"I	wish	to	propose	the	admission	of	a	new	member—one	who	highly
deserves	the	honor,	would	be	deeply	grateful	for	it,	and	would	add	immensely	to
the	spirit	of	the	club,	the	literary	value	of	the	paper,	and	be	no	end	jolly	and	nice.
I	 propose	Mr.	 Theodore	 Laurence	 as	 an	 honorary	member	 of	 the	 P.	 C.	 Come
now,	do	have	him."
Jo's	sudden	change	of	tone	made	the	girls	laugh,	but	all	looked	rather	anxious,

and	no	one	said	a	word	as	Snodgrass	took	his	seat.
"We'll	put	it	to	a	vote,"	said	the	President.	"All	in	favor	of	this	motion	please

to	manifest	it	by	saying,	'Aye'."
A	loud	response	from	Snodgrass,	followed,	to	everybody's	surprise,	by	a	timid

one	from	Beth.
"Contrary-minded	say,	'No'."
Meg	and	Amy	were	contrary-minded,	and	Mr.	Winkle	rose	to	say	with	great

elegance,	"We	don't	wish	any	boys,	they	only	joke	and	bounce	about.	This	is	a
ladies'	club,	and	we	wish	to	be	private	and	proper."
"I'm	afraid	he'll	laugh	at	our	paper,	and	make	fun	of	us	afterward,"	observed

Pickwick,	 pulling	 the	 little	 curl	 on	 her	 forehead,	 as	 she	 always	 did	 when
doubtful.
Up	 rose	 Snodgrass,	 very	 much	 in	 earnest.	 "Sir,	 I	 give	 you	 my	 word	 as	 a

gentleman,	Laurie	won't	do	anything	of	the	sort.	He	likes	to	write,	and	he'll	give
a	 tone	 to	our	contributions	and	keep	us	from	being	sentimental,	don't	you	see?
We	can	do	so	little	for	him,	and	he	does	so	much	for	us,	I	think	the	least	we	can



do	is	to	offer	him	a	place	here,	and	make	him	welcome	if	he	comes."
This	artful	allusion	to	benefits	conferred	brought	Tupman	to	his	feet,	looking

as	if	he	had	quite	made	up	his	mind.
"Yes;	we	 ought	 to	 do	 it,	 even	 if	we	 are	 afraid.	 I	 say	 he	may	 come,	 and	 his

grandpa,	too,	if	he	likes."
This	spirited	burst	from	Beth	electrified	the	club,	and	Jo	left	her	seat	to	shake

hands	approvingly.	"Now	then,	vote	again.	Everybody	remember	it's	our	Laurie,
and	say,	'Aye!'"	cried	Snodgrass	excitedly.
"Aye!	Aye!	Aye!"	replied	three	voices	at	once.
"Good!	Bless	you!	Now,	as	there's	nothing	like	'taking	time	by	the	fetlock',	as

Winkle	characteristically	observes,	allow	me	to	present	the	new	member."	And,
to	 the	dismay	of	 the	rest	of	 the	club,	Jo	 threw	open	the	door	of	 the	closet,	and
displayed	 Laurie	 sitting	 on	 a	 rag	 bag,	 flushed	 and	 twinkling	 with	 suppressed
laughter.
"You	 rogue!	 You	 traitor!	 Jo,	 how	 could	 you?"	 cried	 the	 three	 girls,	 as

Snodgrass	 led	her	 friend	 triumphantly	 forth,	 and	producing	both	 a	 chair	 and	 a
badge,	installed	him	in	a	jiffy.
"The	coolness	of	you	two	rascals	is	amazing,"	began	Mr.	Pickwick,	trying	to

get	up	an	awful	frown	and	only	succeeding	in	producing	an	amiable	smile.	But
the	new	member	was	equal	to	the	occasion,	and	rising,	with	a	grateful	salutation
to	the	Chair,	said	in	the	most	engaging	manner,	"Mr.	President	and	ladies—I	beg
pardon,	 gentlemen—allow	 me	 to	 introduce	 myself	 as	 Sam	 Weller,	 the	 very
humble	servant	of	the	club."
"Good!	Good!"	cried	Jo,	pounding	with	the	handle	of	the	old	warming	pan	on

which	she	leaned.
"My	 faithful	 friend	 and	 noble	 patron,"	 continued	Laurie	with	 a	wave	 of	 the

hand,	 "who	 has	 so	 flatteringly	 presented	me,	 is	 not	 to	 be	 blamed	 for	 the	 base
stratagem	of	tonight.	I	planned	it,	and	she	only	gave	in	after	lots	of	teasing."
"Come	now,	don't	lay	it	all	on	yourself.	You	know	I	proposed	the	cupboard,"

broke	in	Snodgrass,	who	was	enjoying	the	joke	amazingly.
"Never	 mind	 what	 she	 says.	 I'm	 the	 wretch	 that	 did	 it,	 sir,"	 said	 the	 new

member,	with	 a	Welleresque	 nod	 to	Mr.	 Pickwick.	 "But	 on	my	honor,	 I	 never
will	do	so	again,	and	henceforth	devote	myself	 to	 the	 interest	of	 this	 immortal
club."
"Hear!	Hear!"	cried	Jo,	clashing	the	lid	of	the	warming	pan	like	a	cymbal.
"Go	 on,	 go	 on!"	 added	 Winkle	 and	 Tupman,	 while	 the	 President	 bowed

benignly.
"I	merely	wish	to	say,	that	as	a	slight	token	of	my	gratitude	for	the	honor	done

me,	and	as	a	means	of	promoting	friendly	relations	between	adjoining	nations,	I



have	set	up	a	post	office	in	the	hedge	in	the	lower	corner	of	the	garden,	a	fine,
spacious	 building	 with	 padlocks	 on	 the	 doors	 and	 every	 convenience	 for	 the
mails,	 also	 the	 females,	 if	 I	may	be	allowed	 the	expression.	 It's	 the	old	martin
house,	but	 I've	stopped	up	 the	door	and	made	 the	roof	open,	so	 it	will	hold	all
sorts	 of	 things,	 and	 save	 our	 valuable	 time.	 Letters,	 manuscripts,	 books,	 and
bundles	 can	 be	 passed	 in	 there,	 and	 as	 each	 nation	 has	 a	 key,	 it	 will	 be
uncommonly	 nice,	 I	 fancy.	Allow	me	 to	 present	 the	 club	 key,	 and	with	many
thanks	for	your	favor,	take	my	seat."
Great	applause	as	Mr.	Weller	deposited	a	little	key	on	the	table	and	subsided,

the	warming	pan	clashed	and	waved	wildly,	and	it	was	some	time	before	order
could	 be	 restored.	 A	 long	 discussion	 followed,	 and	 everyone	 came	 out
surprising,	for	everyone	did	her	best.	So	it	was	an	unusually	lively	meeting,	and
did	not	adjourn	till	a	late	hour,	when	it	broke	up	with	three	shrill	cheers	for	the
new	member.
No	one	ever	regretted	the	admittance	of	Sam	Weller,	for	a	more	devoted,	well-

behaved,	and	jovial	member	no	club	could	have.	He	certainly	did	add	'spirit'	to
the	meetings,	and	'a	tone'	to	the	paper,	for	his	orations	convulsed	his	hearers	and
his	contributions	were	excellent,	being	patriotic,	classical,	comical,	or	dramatic,
but	 never	 sentimental.	 Jo	 regarded	 them	 as	 worthy	 of	 Bacon,	 Milton,	 or
Shakespeare,	and	remodeled	her	own	works	with	good	effect,	she	thought.
The	P.	O.	was	a	capital	little	institution,	and	flourished	wonderfully,	for	nearly

as	many	queer	things	passed	through	it	as	through	the	real	post	office.	Tragedies
and	 cravats,	 poetry	 and	 pickles,	 garden	 seeds	 and	 long	 letters,	 music	 and
gingerbread,	 rubbers,	 invitations,	 scoldings,	 and	 puppies.	 The	 old	 gentleman
liked	the	fun,	and	amused	himself	by	sending	odd	bundles,	mysterious	messages,
and	funny	telegrams,	and	his	gardener,	who	was	smitten	with	Hannah's	charms,
actually	sent	a	love	letter	to	Jo's	care.	How	they	laughed	when	the	secret	came
out,	never	dreaming	how	many	love	 letters	 that	 little	post	office	would	hold	 in
the	years	to	come.



Chapter		11	
Experiments

"The	 first	 of	 June!	 The	Kings	 are	 off	 to	 the	 seashore	 tomorrow,	 and	 I'm	 free.
Three	months'	 vacation—how	 I	 shall	 enjoy	 it!"	 exclaimed	Meg,	 coming	home
one	warm	day	 to	 find	 Jo	 laid	upon	 the	 sofa	 in	 an	unusual	 state	of	 exhaustion,
while	 Beth	 took	 off	 her	 dusty	 boots,	 and	 Amy	 made	 lemonade	 for	 the
refreshment	of	the	whole	party.
"Aunt	March	went	 today,	 for	which,	oh,	be	 joyful!"	said	Jo.	"I	was	mortally

afraid	she'd	ask	me	to	go	with	her.	If	she	had,	I	should	have	felt	as	if	I	ought	to
do	it,	but	Plumfield	is	about	as	gay	as	a	churchyard,	you	know,	and	I'd	rather	be
excused.	We	had	a	flurry	getting	the	old	lady	off,	and	I	had	a	fright	every	time
she	spoke	to	me,	for	I	was	in	such	a	hurry	to	be	through	that	I	was	uncommonly
helpful	and	sweet,	and	feared	she'd	find	it	impossible	to	part	from	me.	I	quaked
till	 she	was	fairly	 in	 the	carriage,	and	had	a	 final	 fright,	 for	as	 it	drove	of,	she
popped	out	her	head,	saying,	 'Josyphine,	won't	you—?'	 I	didn't	hear	any	more,
for	 I	 basely	 turned	 and	 fled.	 I	 did	 actually	 run,	 and	whisked	 round	 the	 corner
where	I	felt	safe."
"Poor	old	Jo!	She	came	in	looking	as	if	bears	were	after	her,"	said	Beth,	as	she

cuddled	her	sister's	feet	with	a	motherly	air.
"Aunt	March	 is	 a	 regular	 samphire,	 is	 she	 not?"	 observed	Amy,	 tasting	 her

mixture	critically.
"She	means	vampire,	not	 seaweed,	but	 it	doesn't	matter.	 It's	 too	warm	 to	be

particular	about	one's	parts	of	speech,"	murmured	Jo.
"What	shall	you	do	all	your	vacation?"	asked	Amy,	changing	the	subject	with

tact.
"I	 shall	 lie	 abed	 late,	 and	 do	 nothing,"	 replied	Meg,	 from	 the	 depths	 of	 the

rocking	 chair.	 "I've	 been	 routed	up	 early	 all	winter	 and	had	 to	 spend	my	days
working	 for	 other	 people,	 so	 now	 I'm	 going	 to	 rest	 and	 revel	 to	 my	 heart's
content."
"No,"	said	Jo,	"that	dozy	way	wouldn't	suit	me.	I've	laid	in	a	heap	of	books,

and	I'm	going	to	improve	my	shining	hours	reading	on	my	perch	in	the	old	apple
tree,	when	I'm	not	having	l——"
"Don't	 say	 'larks!'"	 implored	 Amy,	 as	 a	 return	 snub	 for	 the	 'samphire'

correction.



"I'll	 say	 'nightingales'	 then,	with	Laurie.	That's	proper	and	appropriate,	since
he's	a	warbler."
"Don't	let	us	do	any	lessons,	Beth,	for	a	while,	but	play	all	the	time	and	rest,	as

the	girls	mean	to,"	proposed	Amy.
"Well,	I	will,	if	Mother	doesn't	mind.	I	want	to	learn	some	new	songs,	and	my

children	 need	 fitting	 up	 for	 the	 summer.	They	 are	 dreadfully	 out	 of	 order	 and
really	suffering	for	clothes."
"May	we,	Mother?"	 asked	Meg,	 turning	 to	Mrs.	March,	 who	 sat	 sewing	 in

what	they	called	'Marmee's	corner'.
"You	may	try	your	experiment	for	a	week	and	see	how	you	like	it.	I	think	by

Saturday	night	you	will	find	that	all	play	and	no	work	is	as	bad	as	all	work	and
no	play."
"Oh,	dear,	no!	It	will	be	delicious,	I'm	sure,"	said	Meg	complacently.
"I	 now	 propose	 a	 toast,	 as	my	 'friend	 and	 pardner,	 Sairy	 Gamp',	 says.	 Fun

forever,	and	no	grubbing!"	cried	Jo,	rising,	glass	in	hand,	as	the	lemonade	went
round.
They	all	drank	it	merrily,	and	began	the	experiment	by	lounging	for	the	rest	of

the	day.	Next	morning,	Meg	did	not	appear	till	ten	o'clock.	Her	solitary	breakfast
did	not	taste	good,	and	the	room	seemed	lonely	and	untidy,	for	Jo	had	not	filled
the	vases,	Beth	had	not	dusted,	 and	Amy's	books	 lay	 scattered	 about.	Nothing
was	neat	and	pleasant	but	 'Marmee's	corner',	which	looked	as	usual.	And	there
Meg	 sat,	 to	 'rest	 and	 read',	 which	 meant	 to	 yawn	 and	 imagine	 what	 pretty
summer	dresses	she	would	get	with	her	salary.	Jo	spent	the	morning	on	the	river
with	Laurie	and	the	afternoon	reading	and	crying	over	The	Wide,	Wide	World,	up
in	 the	 apple	 tree.	 Beth	 began	 by	 rummaging	 everything	 out	 of	 the	 big	 closet
where	 her	 family	 resided,	 but	 getting	 tired	 before	 half	 done,	 she	 left	 her
establishment	 topsy-turvy	 and	 went	 to	 her	 music,	 rejoicing	 that	 she	 had	 no
dishes	to	wash.	Amy	arranged	her	bower,	put	on	her	best	white	frock,	smoothed
her	curls,	and	sat	down	to	draw	under	the	honeysuckle,	hoping	someone	would
see	and	inquire	who	the	young	artist	was.	As	no	one	appeared	but	an	inquisitive
daddy-longlegs,	 who	 examined	 her	 work	 with	 interest,	 she	 went	 to	 walk,	 got
caught	in	a	shower,	and	came	home	dripping.
At	 teatime	they	compared	notes,	and	all	agreed	that	 it	had	been	a	delightful,

though	unusually	long	day.	Meg,	who	went	shopping	in	the	afternoon	and	got	a
'sweet	 blue	muslin',	 had	 discovered,	 after	 she	 had	 cut	 the	 breadths	 off,	 that	 it
wouldn't	wash,	which	mishap	made	her	slightly	cross.	Jo	had	burned	the	skin	off
her	 nose	 boating,	 and	 got	 a	 raging	 headache	 by	 reading	 too	 long.	 Beth	 was
worried	by	the	confusion	of	her	closet	and	the	difficulty	of	learning	three	or	four
songs	at	once,	and	Amy	deeply	 regretted	 the	damage	done	her	 frock,	 for	Katy



Brown's	party	was	 to	be	 the	next	 day	 and	now	 like	Flora	McFlimsey,	 she	had
'nothing	to	wear'.	But	these	were	mere	trifles,	and	they	assured	their	mother	that
the	experiment	was	working	finely.	She	smiled,	said	nothing,	and	with	Hannah's
help	 did	 their	 neglected	 work,	 keeping	 home	 pleasant	 and	 the	 domestic
machinery	 running	 smoothly.	 It	 was	 astonishing	 what	 a	 peculiar	 and
uncomfortable	state	of	things	was	produced	by	the	'resting	and	reveling'	process.
The	days	kept	getting	longer	and	longer,	the	weather	was	unusually	variable	and
so	 were	 tempers;	 an	 unsettled	 feeling	 possessed	 everyone,	 and	 Satan	 found
plenty	of	mischief	for	the	idle	hands	to	do.	As	the	height	of	luxury,	Meg	put	out
some	 of	 her	 sewing,	 and	 then	 found	 time	 hang	 so	 heavily,	 that	 she	 fell	 to
snipping	and	spoiling	her	clothes	in	her	attempts	to	furbish	them	up	a	la	Moffat.
Jo	read	till	her	eyes	gave	out	and	she	was	sick	of	books,	got	so	fidgety	that	even
good-natured	Laurie	 had	 a	 quarrel	with	 her,	 and	 so	 reduced	 in	 spirits	 that	 she
desperately	wished	she	had	gone	with	Aunt	March.	Beth	got	on	pretty	well,	for
she	was	constantly	forgetting	that	it	was	to	be	all	play	and	no	work,	and	fell	back
into	her	old	ways	now	and	then.	But	something	in	the	air	affected	her,	and	more
than	once	her	tranquility	was	much	disturbed,	so	much	so	that	on	one	occasion
she	actually	shook	poor	dear	Joanna	and	told	her	she	was	 'a	fright'.	Amy	fared
worst	of	all,	for	her	resources	were	small,	and	when	her	sisters	left	her	to	amuse
herself,	 she	 soon	 found	 that	 accomplished	 and	 important	 little	 self	 a	 great
burden.	She	didn't	like	dolls,	fairy	tales	were	childish,	and	one	couldn't	draw	all
the	time.	Tea	parties	didn't	amount	to	much,	neither	did	picnics,	unless	very	well
conducted.	"If	one	could	have	a	fine	house,	full	of	nice	girls,	or	go	traveling,	the
summer	would	be	delightful,	but	to	stay	at	home	with	three	selfish	sisters	and	a
grown-up	 boy	 was	 enough	 to	 try	 the	 patience	 of	 a	 Boaz,"	 complained	 Miss
Malaprop,	after	several	days	devoted	to	pleasure,	fretting,	and	ennui.
No	one	would	own	that	they	were	tired	of	the	experiment,	but	by	Friday	night

each	 acknowledged	 to	 herself	 that	 she	 was	 glad	 the	 week	 was	 nearly	 done.
Hoping	to	impress	the	lesson	more	deeply,	Mrs.	March,	who	had	a	good	deal	of
humor,	 resolved	 to	 finish	 off	 the	 trial	 in	 an	 appropriate	 manner,	 so	 she	 gave
Hannah	a	holiday	and	let	the	girls	enjoy	the	full	effect	of	the	play	system.
When	they	got	up	on	Saturday	morning,	 there	was	no	fire	 in	the	kitchen,	no

breakfast	in	the	dining	room,	and	no	mother	anywhere	to	be	seen.
"Mercy	on	us!	What	has	happened?"	cried	Jo,	staring	about	her	in	dismay.
Meg	 ran	 upstairs	 and	 soon	 came	 back	 again,	 looking	 relieved	 but	 rather

bewildered,	and	a	little	ashamed.
"Mother	isn't	sick,	only	very	tired,	and	she	says	she	is	going	to	stay	quietly	in

her	room	all	day	and	let	us	do	the	best	we	can.	It's	a	very	queer	thing	for	her	to
do,	she	doesn't	act	a	bit	like	herself.	But	she	says	it	has	been	a	hard	week	for	her,



so	we	mustn't	grumble	but	take	care	of	ourselves."
"That's	easy	enough,	and	I	like	the	idea,	I'm	aching	for	something	to	do,	that

is,	some	new	amusement,	you	know,"	added	Jo	quickly.
In	fact	it	was	an	immense	relief	to	them	all	to	have	a	little	work,	and	they	took

hold	with	a	will,	but	soon	realized	the	truth	of	Hannah's	saying,	"Housekeeping
ain't	no	joke."	There	was	plenty	of	food	in	the	larder,	and	while	Beth	and	Amy
set	the	table,	Meg	and	Jo	got	breakfast,	wondering	as	they	did	why	servants	ever
talked	about	hard	work.
"I	shall	take	some	up	to	Mother,	though	she	said	we	were	not	to	think	of	her,

for	she'd	 take	care	of	herself,"	said	Meg,	who	presided	and	felt	quite	matronly
behind	the	teapot.
So	 a	 tray	was	 fitted	 out	 before	 anyone	began,	 and	 taken	up	with	 the	 cook's

compliments.	 The	 boiled	 tea	 was	 very	 bitter,	 the	 omelet	 scorched,	 and	 the
biscuits	speckled	with	saleratus,	but	Mrs.	March	received	her	repast	with	thanks
and	laughed	heartily	over	it	after	Jo	was	gone.
"Poor	little	souls,	they	will	have	a	hard	time,	I'm	afraid,	but	they	won't	suffer,

and	 it	will	do	 them	good,"	 she	 said,	producing	 the	more	palatable	viands	with
which	she	had	provided	herself,	and	disposing	of	the	bad	breakfast,	so	that	their
feelings	 might	 not	 be	 hurt,	 a	 motherly	 little	 deception	 for	 which	 they	 were
grateful.
Many	were	 the	complaints	below,	and	great	 the	chagrin	of	 the	head	cook	at

her	 failures.	 "Never	mind,	 I'll	 get	 the	 dinner	 and	 be	 servant,	 you	 be	mistress,
keep	your	 hands	 nice,	 see	 company,	 and	give	 orders,"	 said	 Jo,	who	knew	 still
less	than	Meg	about	culinary	affairs.
This	 obliging	 offer	was	 gladly	 accepted,	 and	Margaret	 retired	 to	 the	 parlor,

which	she	hastily	put	in	order	by	whisking	the	litter	under	the	sofa	and	shutting
the	blinds	to	save	the	trouble	of	dusting.	Jo,	with	perfect	faith	in	her	own	powers
and	a	friendly	desire	to	make	up	the	quarrel,	immediately	put	a	note	in	the	office,
inviting	Laurie	to	dinner.
"You'd	 better	 see	what	 you	 have	 got	 before	 you	 think	 of	 having	 company,"

said	Meg,	when	informed	of	the	hospitable	but	rash	act.
"Oh,	there's	corned	beef	and	plenty	of	poatoes,	and	I	shall	get	some	asparagus

and	a	lobster,	'for	a	relish',	as	Hannah	says.	We'll	have	lettuce	and	make	a	salad.	I
don't	know	how,	but	 the	book	 tells.	 I'll	have	blanc	mange	and	strawberries	 for
dessert,	and	coffee	too,	if	you	want	to	be	elegant."
"Don't	try	too	many	messes,	Jo,	for	you	can't	make	anything	but	gingerbread

and	molasses	candy	fit	to	eat.	I	wash	my	hands	of	the	dinner	party,	and	since	you
have	asked	Laurie	on	your	own	responsibility,	you	may	just	take	care	of	him."
"I	don't	want	you	to	do	anything	but	be	civil	to	him	and	help	to	the	pudding.



You'll	 give	me	 your	 advice	 if	 I	 get	 in	 a	muddle,	won't	 you?"	 asked	 Jo,	 rather
hurt.
"Yes,	but	 I	don't	know	much,	except	about	bread	and	a	 few	 trifles.	You	had

better	ask	Mother's	leave	before	you	order	anything,"	returned	Meg	prudently.
"Of	 course	 I	 shall.	 I'm	 not	 a	 fool."	And	 Jo	went	 off	 in	 a	 huff	 at	 the	 doubts

expressed	of	her	powers.
"Get	what	 you	 like,	 and	don't	 disturb	me.	 I'm	going	out	 to	 dinner	 and	 can't

worry	about	 things	at	home,"	said	Mrs.	March,	when	Jo	spoke	 to	her.	"I	never
enjoyed	housekeeping,	and	I'm	going	 to	 take	a	vacation	 today,	and	read,	write,
go	visiting,	and	amuse	myself."
The	 unusual	 spectacle	 of	 her	 busy	mother	 rocking	 comfortably	 and	 reading

early	 in	 the	 morning	 made	 Jo	 feel	 as	 if	 some	 unnatural	 phenomenon	 had
occurred,	for	an	eclipse,	an	earthquake,	or	a	volcanic	eruption	would	hardly	have
seemed	stranger.
"Everything	is	out	of	sorts,	somehow,"	she	said	to	herself,	going	downstairs.

"There's	Beth	crying,	that's	a	sure	sign	that	something	is	wrong	in	this	family.	If
Amy	is	bothering,	I'll	shake	her."
Feeling	very	much	out	of	sorts	herself,	Jo	hurried	into	the	parlor	to	find	Beth

sobbing	 over	 Pip,	 the	 canary,	 who	 lay	 dead	 in	 the	 cage	 with	 his	 little	 claws
pathetically	extended,	as	if	imploring	the	food	for	want	of	which	he	had	died.
"It's	all	my	fault,	 I	 forgot	him,	 there	 isn't	a	seed	or	a	drop	left.	Oh,	Pip!	Oh,

Pip!	How	could	I	be	so	cruel	 to	you?"	cried	Beth,	 taking	 the	poor	 thing	 in	her
hands	and	trying	to	restore	him.
Jo	peeped	into	his	half-open	eye,	felt	his	little	heart,	and	finding	him	stiff	and

cold,	shook	her	head,	and	offered	her	domino	box	for	a	coffin.
"Put	 him	 in	 the	 oven,	 and	maybe	 he	will	 get	 warm	 and	 revive,"	 said	Amy

hopefully.
"He's	 been	 starved,	 and	 he	 shan't	 be	 baked	 now	 he's	 dead.	 I'll	 make	 him	 a

shroud,	 and	he	 shall	 be	 buried	 in	 the	 garden,	 and	 I'll	 never	 have	 another	 bird,
never,	my	Pip!	for	I	am	too	bad	to	own	one,"	murmured	Beth,	sitting	on	the	floor
with	her	pet	folded	in	her	hands.
"The	funeral	shall	be	this	afternoon,	and	we	will	all	go.	Now,	don't	cry,	Bethy.

It's	 a	 pity,	 but	 nothing	 goes	 right	 this	week,	 and	 Pip	 has	 had	 the	worst	 of	 the
experiment.	Make	the	shroud,	and	lay	him	in	my	box,	and	after	the	dinner	party,
we'll	 have	 a	 nice	 little	 funeral,"	 said	 Jo,	 beginning	 to	 feel	 as	 if	 she	 had
undertaken	a	good	deal.
Leaving	the	others	to	console	Beth,	she	departed	to	the	kitchen,	which	was	in

a	most	discouraging	state	of	confusion.	Putting	on	a	big	apron,	she	fell	to	work
and	got	the	dishes	piled	up	ready	for	washing,	when	she	discovered	that	the	fire



was	out.
"Here's	 a	 sweet	 prospect!"	muttered	 Jo,	 slamming	 the	 stove	 door	 open,	 and

poking	vigorously	among	the	cinders.
Having	rekindled	the	fire,	she	thought	she	would	go	to	market	while	the	water

heated.	 The	walk	 revived	 her	 spirits,	 and	 flattering	 herself	 that	 she	 had	made
good	bargains,	she	trudged	home	again,	after	buying	a	very	young	lobster,	some
very	 old	 asparagus,	 and	 two	 boxes	 of	 acid	 strawberries.	 By	 the	 time	 she	 got
cleared	up,	the	dinner	arrived	and	the	stove	was	red-hot.	Hannah	had	left	a	pan
of	bread	 to	 rise,	Meg	had	worked	 it	up	early,	 set	 it	on	 the	hearth	 for	a	 second
rising,	and	forgotten	it.	Meg	was	entertaining	Sallie	Gardiner	in	the	parlor,	when
the	door	flew	open	and	a	floury,	crocky,	flushed,	and	disheveled	figure	appeared,
demanding	tartly…
"I	say,	isn't	bread	'riz'	enough	when	it	runs	over	the	pans?"
Sallie	began	to	laugh,	but	Meg	nodded	and	lifted	her	eyebrows	as	high	as	they

would	go,	which	caused	the	apparition	to	vanish	and	put	the	sour	bread	into	the
oven	without	further	delay.	Mrs.	March	went	out,	after	peeping	here	and	there	to
see	how	matters	went,	also	saying	a	word	of	comfort	to	Beth,	who	sat	making	a
winding	sheet,	while	the	dear	departed	lay	in	state	in	the	domino	box.	A	strange
sense	of	helplessness	 fell	upon	 the	girls	as	 the	gray	bonnet	vanished	round	 the
corner,	 and	 despair	 seized	 them	 when	 a	 few	 minutes	 later	 Miss	 Crocker
appeared,	 and	 said	 she'd	 come	 to	 dinner.	 Now	 this	 lady	 was	 a	 thin,	 yellow
spinster,	 with	 a	 sharp	 nose	 and	 inquisitive	 eyes,	 who	 saw	 everything	 and
gossiped	about	all	she	saw.	They	disliked	her,	but	had	been	taught	to	be	kind	to
her,	simply	because	she	was	old	and	poor	and	had	few	friends.	So	Meg	gave	her
the	 easy	 chair	 and	 tried	 to	 entertain	 her,	 while	 she	 asked	 questions,	 critsized
everything,	and	told	stories	of	the	people	whom	she	knew.
Language	cannot	describe	 the	anxieties,	experiences,	and	exertions	which	Jo

underwent	 that	morning,	and	the	dinner	she	served	up	became	a	standing	joke.
Fearing	 to	 ask	 any	 more	 advice,	 she	 did	 her	 best	 alone,	 and	 discovered	 that
something	more	 than	 energy	 and	 good	will	 is	 necessary	 to	make	 a	 cook.	 She
boiled	 the	asparagus	 for	an	hour	and	was	grieved	 to	 find	 the	heads	cooked	off
and	the	stalks	harder	than	ever.	The	bread	burned	black;	for	the	salad	dressing	so
aggravated	 her	 that	 she	 could	 not	make	 it	 fit	 to	 eat.	 The	 lobster	was	 a	 scarlet
mystery	to	her,	but	she	hammered	and	poked	till	it	was	unshelled	and	its	meager
proportions	 concealed	 in	 a	 grove	 of	 lettuce	 leaves.	 The	 potatoes	 had	 to	 be
hurried,	 not	 to	 keep	 the	 asparagus	waiting,	 and	were	not	 done	 at	 the	 last.	The
blanc	mange	was	lumpy,	and	the	strawberries	not	as	ripe	as	they	looked,	having
been	skilfully	'deaconed'.
"Well,	 they	 can	 eat	 beef	 and	 bread	 and	 butter,	 if	 they	 are	 hungry,	 only	 it's



mortifying	to	have	to	spend	your	whole	morning	for	nothing,"	thought	Jo,	as	she
rang	the	bell	half	an	hour	 later	 than	usual,	and	stood,	hot,	 tired,	and	dispirited,
surveying	the	feast	spread	before	Laurie,	accustomed	to	all	sorts	of	elegance,	and
Miss	Crocker,	whose	tattling	tongue	would	report	them	far	and	wide.
Poor	 Jo	would	 gladly	 have	 gone	 under	 the	 table,	 as	 one	 thing	 after	 another

was	 tasted	 and	 left,	while	Amy	giggled,	Meg	 looked	 distressed,	Miss	Crocker
pursed	 her	 lips,	 and	 Laurie	 talked	 and	 laughed	 with	 all	 his	 might	 to	 give	 a
cheerful	tone	to	the	festive	scene.	Jo's	one	strong	point	was	the	fruit,	for	she	had
sugared	 it	well,	 and	had	a	pitcher	of	 rich	 cream	 to	 eat	with	 it.	Her	hot	 cheeks
cooled	a	trifle,	and	she	drew	a	long	breath	as	the	pretty	glass	plates	went	round,
and	 everyone	 looked	 graciously	 at	 the	 little	 rosy	 islands	 floating	 in	 a	 sea	 of
cream.	Miss	Crocker	tasted	first,	made	a	wry	face,	and	drank	some	water	hastily.
Jo,	who	 refused,	 thinking	 there	might	 not	 be	 enough,	 for	 they	 dwindled	 sadly
after	 the	 picking	 over,	 glanced	 at	 Laurie,	 but	 he	 was	 eating	 away	 manfully,
though	there	was	a	slight	pucker	about	his	mouth	and	he	kept	his	eye	fixed	on
his	plate.	Amy,	who	was	fond	of	delicate	fare,	took	a	heaping	spoonful,	choked,
hid	her	face	in	her	napkin,	and	left	the	table	precipitately.
"Oh,	what	is	it?"	exclaimed	Jo,	trembling.
"Salt	 instead	 of	 sugar,	 and	 the	 cream	 is	 sour,"	 replied	 Meg	 with	 a	 tragic

gesture.
Jo	uttered	a	groan	and	fell	back	in	her	chair,	remembering	that	she	had	given	a

last	hasty	powdering	 to	 the	berries	out	of	one	of	 the	 two	boxes	on	 the	kitchen
table,	and	had	neglected	to	put	the	milk	in	the	refrigerator.	She	turned	scarlet	and
was	on	the	verge	of	crying,	when	she	met	Laurie's	eyes,	which	would	look	merry
in	spite	of	his	heroic	efforts.	The	comical	side	of	the	affair	suddenly	struck	her,
and	she	 laughed	 till	 the	 tears	 ran	down	her	cheeks.	So	did	everyone	else,	even
'Croaker'	as	the	girls	called	the	old	lady,	and	the	unfortunate	dinner	ended	gaily,
with	bread	and	butter,	olives	and	fun.
"I	haven't	strength	of	mind	enough	to	clear	up	now,	so	we	will	sober	ourselves

with	a	funeral,"	said	Jo,	as	they	rose,	and	Miss	Crocker	made	ready	to	go,	being
eager	to	tell	the	new	story	at	another	friend's	dinner	table.
They	did	sober	themselves	for	Beth's	sake.	Laurie	dug	a	grave	under	the	ferns

in	 the	 grove,	 little	 Pip	 was	 laid	 in,	 with	 many	 tears	 by	 his	 tender-hearted
mistress,	and	covered	with	moss,	while	a	wreath	of	violets	and	chickweed	was
hung	on	the	stone	which	bore	his	epitaph,	composed	by	Jo	while	she	struggled
with	the	dinner.

Here	lies	Pip	March,
Who	died	the	7th	of	June;



Loved	and	lamented	sore,
And	not	forgotten	soon.

At	the	conclusion	of	the	ceremonies,	Beth	retired	to	her	room,	overcome	with
emotion	 and	 lobster,	 but	 there	 was	 no	 place	 of	 repose,	 for	 the	 beds	 were	 not
made,	 and	 she	 found	 her	 grief	 much	 assuaged	 by	 beating	 up	 the	 pillows	 and
putting	things	in	order.	Meg	helped	Jo	clear	away	the	remains	of	the	feast,	which
took	half	 the	afternoon	and	 left	 them	so	 tired	 that	 they	agreed	 to	be	contented
with	tea	and	toast	for	supper.
Laurie	 took	Amy	 to	 drive,	which	was	 a	 deed	 of	 charity,	 for	 the	 sour	 cream

seemed	to	have	had	a	bad	effect	upon	her	temper.	Mrs.	March	came	home	to	find
the	three	older	girls	hard	at	work	in	the	middle	of	the	afternoon,	and	a	glance	at
the	closet	gave	her	an	idea	of	the	success	of	one	part	of	the	experiment.
Before	 the	 housewives	 could	 rest,	 several	 people	 called,	 and	 there	 was	 a

scramble	to	get	ready	to	see	them.	Then	tea	must	be	got,	errands	done,	and	one
or	two	necessary	bits	of	sewing	neglected	until	the	last	minute.	As	twilight	fell,
dewy	and	still,	one	by	one	they	gathered	on	the	porch	where	the	June	roses	were
budding	beautifully,	and	each	groaned	or	sighed	as	she	sat	down,	as	 if	 tired	or
troubled.
"What	a	dreadful	day	this	has	been!"	began	Jo,	usually	the	first	to	speak.
"It	has	seemed	shorter	than	usual,	but	so	uncomfortable,"	said	Meg.
"Not	a	bit	like	home,"	added	Amy.
"It	can't	seem	so	without	Marmee	and	little	Pip,"	sighed	Beth,	glancing	with

full	eyes	at	the	empty	cage	above	her	head.
"Here's	Mother,	dear,	and	you	shall	have	another	bird	tomorrow,	if	you	want

it."
As	she	spoke,	Mrs.	March	came	and	took	her	place	among	them,	looking	as	if

her	holiday	had	not	been	much	pleasanter	than	theirs.
"Are	you	satisfied	with	your	experiment,	girls,	or	do	you	want	another	week

of	it?"	she	asked,	as	Beth	nestled	up	to	her	and	the	rest	turned	toward	her	with
brightening	faces,	as	flowers	turn	toward	the	sun.
"I	don't!"	cried	Jo	decidedly.
"Nor	I,"	echoed	the	others.
"You	think	then,	that	it	is	better	to	have	a	few	duties	and	live	a	little	for	others,

do	you?"
"Lounging	and	larking	doesn't	pay,"	observed	Jo,	shaking	her	head.	"I'm	tired

of	it	and	mean	to	go	to	work	at	something	right	off."
"Suppose	you	learn	plain	cooking.	That's	a	useful	accomplishment,	which	no

woman	 should	 be	 without,"	 said	 Mrs.	 March,	 laughing	 inaudibly	 at	 the



recollection	 of	 Jo's	 dinner	 party,	 for	 she	 had	met	Miss	Crocker	 and	 heard	 her
account	of	it.
"Mother,	did	you	go	away	and	let	everything	be,	just	to	see	how	we'd	get	on?"

cried	Meg,	who	had	had	suspicions	all	day.
"Yes,	I	wanted	you	to	see	how	the	comfort	of	all	depends	on	each	doing	her

share	 faithfully.	While	 Hannah	 and	 I	 did	 your	 work,	 you	 got	 on	 pretty	 well,
though	 I	 don't	 think	you	were	 very	happy	or	 amiable.	So	 I	 thought,	 as	 a	 little
lesson,	 I	would	show	you	what	happens	when	everyone	 thinks	only	of	herself.
Don't	you	feel	that	it	is	pleasanter	to	help	one	another,	to	have	daily	duties	which
make	 leisure	sweet	when	 it	comes,	and	 to	bear	and	 forbear,	 that	home	may	be
comfortable	and	lovely	to	us	all?"
"We	do,	Mother,	we	do!"	cried	the	girls.
"Then	let	me	advise	you	to	take	up	your	little	burdens	again,	for	though	they

seem	heavy	 sometimes,	 they	 are	good	 for	us,	 and	 lighten	 as	we	 learn	 to	 carry
them.	Work	 is	wholesome,	 and	 there	 is	 plenty	 for	 everyone.	 It	 keeps	 us	 from
ennui	and	mischief,	is	good	for	health	and	spirits,	and	gives	us	a	sense	of	power
and	independence	better	than	money	or	fashion."
"We'll	work	like	bees,	and	love	it	too,	see	if	we	don't,"	said	Jo.	"I'll	learn	plain

cooking	for	my	holiday	task,	and	the	next	dinner	party	I	have	shall	be	a	success."
"I'll	make	the	set	of	shirts	for	father,	instead	of	letting	you	do	it,	Marmee.	I	can

and	I	will,	though	I'm	not	fond	of	sewing.	That	will	be	better	than	fussing	over
my	own	things,	which	are	plenty	nice	enough	as	they	are."	said	Meg.
"I'll	do	my	lessons	every	day,	and	not	spend	so	much	time	with	my	music	and

dolls.	 I	 am	 a	 stupid	 thing,	 and	 ought	 to	 be	 studying,	 not	 playing,"	was	Beth's
resolution,	while	Amy	 followed	 their	 example	by	heroically	declaring,	 "I	 shall
learn	to	make	buttonholes,	and	attend	to	my	parts	of	speech."
"Very	good!	Then	I	am	quite	satisfied	with	the	experiment,	and	fancy	that	we

shall	 not	 have	 to	 repeat	 it,	 only	 don't	 go	 to	 the	 other	 extreme	 and	 delve	 like
slaves.	Have	 regular	 hours	 for	work	 and	 play,	make	 each	 day	 both	 useful	 and
pleasant,	and	prove	that	you	understand	the	worth	of	time	by	employing	it	well.
Then	youth	will	be	delightful,	old	age	will	bring	few	regrets,	and	life	become	a
beautiful	success,	in	spite	of	poverty."
"We'll	remember,	Mother!"	and	they	did.



Chapter		12	
Camp	Laurence

Beth	was	postmistress,	for,	being	most	at	home,	she	could	attend	to	it	regularly,
and	dearly	 liked	 the	daily	 task	of	unlocking	 the	 little	door	and	distributing	 the
mail.	One	July	day	she	came	 in	with	her	hands	full,	and	went	about	 the	house
leaving	letters	and	parcels	like	the	penny	post.
"Here's	 your	 posy,	Mother!	 Laurie	 never	 forgets	 that,"	 she	 said,	 putting	 the

fresh	nosegay	in	the	vase	that	stood	in	'Marmee's	corner',	and	was	kept	supplied
by	the	affectionate	boy.
"Miss	 Meg	March,	 one	 letter	 and	 a	 glove,"	 continued	 Beth,	 delivering	 the

articles	to	her	sister,	who	sat	near	her	mother,	stitching	wristbands.
"Why,	I	left	a	pair	over	there,	and	here	is	only	one,"	said	Meg,	looking	at	the

gray	cotton	glove.	"Didn't	you	drop	the	other	in	the	garden?"
"No,	I'm	sure	I	didn't,	for	there	was	only	one	in	the	office."
"I	hate	to	have	odd	gloves!	Never	mind,	the	other	may	be	found.	My	letter	is

only	a	 translation	of	 the	German	song	 I	wanted.	 I	 think	Mr.	Brooke	did	 it,	 for
this	isn't	Laurie's	writing."
Mrs.	March	 glanced	 at	Meg,	 who	 was	 looking	 very	 pretty	 in	 her	 gingham

morning	 gown,	 with	 the	 little	 curls	 blowing	 about	 her	 forehead,	 and	 very
womanly,	 as	 she	 sat	 sewing	 at	 her	 little	worktable,	 full	 of	 tidy	white	 rolls,	 so
unconscious	of	 the	 thought	 in	her	mother's	mind	as	she	sewed	and	sang,	while
her	 fingers	 flew	and	her	 thoughts	were	busied	with	girlish	 fancies	 as	 innocent
and	fresh	as	the	pansies	in	her	belt,	that	Mrs.	March	smiled	and	was	satisfied.
"Two	 letters	 for	Doctor	 Jo,	 a	 book,	 and	 a	 funny	old	 hat,	which	 covered	 the

whole	post	office	 and	 stuck	outside,"	 said	Beth,	 laughing	as	 she	went	 into	 the
study	where	Jo	sat	writing.
"What	 a	 sly	 fellow	Laurie	 is!	 I	 said	 I	wished	 bigger	 hats	were	 the	 fashion,

because	I	burn	my	face	every	hot	day.	He	said,	'Why	mind	the	fashion?	Wear	a
big	hat,	and	be	comfortable!'	I	said	I	would	if	I	had	one,	and	he	has	sent	me	this,
to	 try	me.	 I'll	wear	 it	 for	 fun,	and	show	him	I	don't	care	 for	 the	 fashion."	And
hanging	the	antique	broad-brim	on	a	bust	of	Plato,	Jo	read	her	letters.
One	 from	her	mother	made	her	 cheeks	glow	and	her	 eyes	 fill,	 for	 it	 said	 to

her…



My	Dear:
I	write	a	little	word	to	tell	you	with	how	much	satisfaction	I	watch	your
efforts	to	control	your	temper.	You	say	nothing	about	your	trials,	failures,	or
successes,	and	think,	perhaps,	that	no	one	sees	them	but	the	Friend	whose
help	you	daily	ask,	if	I	may	trust	the	well-worn	cover	of	your	guidebook.	I,
too,	have	seen	them	all,	and	heartily	believe	in	the	sincerity	of	your
resolution,	since	it	begins	to	bear	fruit.	Go	on,	dear,	patiently	and	bravely,
and	always	believe	that	no	one	sympathizes	more	tenderly	with	you	than
your	loving…
Mother

"That	does	me	good!	That's	worth	millions	of	money	and	pecks	of	praise.	Oh,
Marmee,	 I	do	 try!	 I	will	keep	on	 trying,	and	not	get	 tired,	 since	 I	have	you	 to
help	me."
Laying	her	head	on	her	arms,	Jo	wet	her	little	romance	with	a	few	happy	tears,

for	she	had	thought	that	no	one	saw	and	appreciated	her	efforts	to	be	good,	and
this	 assurance	 was	 doubly	 precious,	 doubly	 encouraging,	 because	 unexpected
and	 from	 the	 person	 whose	 commendation	 she	 most	 valued.	 Feeling	 stronger
than	ever	to	meet	and	subdue	her	Apollyon,	she	pinned	the	note	inside	her	frock,
as	a	shield	and	a	reminder,	lest	she	be	taken	unaware,	and	proceeded	to	open	her
other	 letter,	 quite	 ready	 for	 either	 good	 or	 bad	 news.	 In	 a	 big,	 dashing	 hand,
Laurie	wrote…

Dear	Jo,	What	ho!
Some	english	girls	and	boys	are	coming	to	see	me	tomorrow	and	I	want	to
have	a	jolly	time.	If	it's	fine,	I'm	going	to	pitch	my	tent	in	Longmeadow,
and	row	up	the	whole	crew	to	lunch	and	croquet—have	a	fire,	make
messes,	gypsy	fashion,	and	all	sorts	of	larks.	They	are	nice	people,	and	like
such	things.	Brooke	will	go	to	keep	us	boys	steady,	and	Kate	Vaughn	will
play	propriety	for	the	girls.	I	want	you	all	to	come,	can't	let	Beth	off	at	any
price,	and	nobody	shall	worry	her.	Don't	bother	about	rations,	I'll	see	to	that
and	everything	else,	only	do	come,	there's	a	good	fellow!
In	a	tearing	hurry,	Yours	ever,	Laurie.

"Here's	richness!"	cried	Jo,	flying	in	to	tell	the	news	to	Meg.
"Of	course	we	can	go,	Mother?	It	will	be	such	a	help	to	Laurie,	for	I	can	row,

and	Meg	see	to	the	lunch,	and	the	children	be	useful	in	some	way."
"I	 hope	 the	Vaughns	 are	 not	 fine	 grown-up	 people.	 Do	 you	 know	 anything

about	them,	Jo?"	asked	Meg.



"Only	 that	 there	 are	 four	 of	 them.	 Kate	 is	 older	 than	 you,	 Fred	 and	 Frank
(twins)	about	my	age,	and	a	little	girl	(Grace),	who	is	nine	or	ten.	Laurie	knew
them	 abroad,	 and	 liked	 the	 boys.	 I	 fancied,	 from	 the	way	 he	 primmed	 up	 his
mouth	in	speaking	of	her,	that	he	didn't	admire	Kate	much."
"I'm	 so	 glad	my	French	 print	 is	 clean,	 it's	 just	 the	 thing	 and	 so	 becoming!"

observed	Meg	complacently.	"Have	you	anything	decent,	Jo?"
"Scarlet	 and	 gray	 boating	 suit,	 good	 enough	 for	me.	 I	 shall	 row	 and	 tramp

about,	so	I	don't	want	any	starch	to	think	of.	You'll	come,	Betty?"
"If	you	won't	let	any	boys	talk	to	me."
"Not	a	boy!"
"I	like	to	please	Laurie,	and	I'm	not	afraid	of	Mr.	Brooke,	he	is	so	kind.	But	I

don't	 want	 to	 play,	 or	 sing,	 or	 say	 anything.	 I'll	 work	 hard	 and	 not	 trouble
anyone,	and	you'll	take	care	of	me,	Jo,	so	I'll	go."
"That's	my	good	girl.	You	do	try	to	fight	off	your	shyness,	and	I	love	you	for

it.	Fighting	 faults	 isn't	easy,	as	 I	know,	and	a	cheery	word	kind	of	gives	a	 lift.
Thank	you,	Mother,"	And	Jo	gave	the	thin	cheek	a	grateful	kiss,	more	precious
to	Mrs.	March	than	if	it	had	given	back	the	rosy	roundness	of	her	youth.
"I	had	a	box	of	chocolate	drops,	and	the	picture	I	wanted	to	copy,"	said	Amy,

showing	her	mail.
"And	I	got	a	note	from	Mr.	Laurence,	asking	me	to	come	over	and	play	to	him

tonight,	 before	 the	 lamps	 are	 lighted,	 and	 I	 shall	 go,"	 added	 Beth,	 whose
friendship	with	the	old	gentleman	prospered	finely.
"Now	let's	fly	round,	and	do	double	duty	today,	so	that	we	can	play	tomorrow

with	free	minds,"	said	Jo,	preparing	to	replace	her	pen	with	a	broom.
When	the	sun	peeped	into	the	girls'	room	early	next	morning	to	promise	them

a	fine	day,	he	saw	a	comical	sight.	Each	had	made	such	preparation	for	the	fete
as	seemed	necessary	and	proper.	Meg	had	an	extra	row	of	little	curlpapers	across
her	forehead,	Jo	had	copiously	anointed	her	afflicted	face	with	cold	cream,	Beth
had	 taken	 Joanna	 to	bed	with	her	 to	 atone	 for	 the	approaching	 separation,	 and
Amy	 had	 capped	 the	 climax	 by	 putting	 a	 clothespin	 on	 her	 nose	 to	 uplift	 the
offending	 feature.	 It	was	one	of	 the	kind	 artists	 use	 to	hold	 the	paper	 on	 their
drawing	boards,	therefore	quite	appropriate	and	effective	for	the	purpose	it	was
now	being	put.	This	funny	spectacle	appeared	to	amuse	the	sun,	for	he	burst	out
with	such	radiance	that	Jo	woke	up	and	roused	her	sisters	by	a	hearty	 laugh	at
Amy's	ornament.
Sunshine	and	laughter	were	good	omens	for	a	pleasure	party,	and	soon	a	lively

bustle	began	in	both	houses.	Beth,	who	was	ready	first,	kept	reporting	what	went
on	 next	 door,	 and	 enlivened	 her	 sisters'	 toilets	 by	 frequent	 telegrams	 from	 the
window.



"There	goes	the	man	with	the	tent!	I	see	Mrs.	Barker	doing	up	the	lunch	in	a
hamper	and	a	great	basket.	Now	Mr.	Laurence	is	looking	up	at	the	sky	and	the
weathercock.	I	wish	he	would	go	too.	There's	Laurie,	looking	like	a	sailor,	nice
boy!	Oh,	mercy	me!	Here's	a	carriage	full	of	people,	a	tall	lady,	a	little	girl,	and
two	dreadful	boys.	One	is	lame,	poor	thing,	he's	got	a	crutch.	Laurie	didn't	tell	us
that.	Be	 quick,	 girls!	 It's	 getting	 late.	Why,	 there	 is	Ned	Moffat,	 I	 do	 declare.
Meg,	isn't	that	the	man	who	bowed	to	you	one	day	when	we	were	shopping?"
"So	it	is.	How	queer	that	he	should	come.	I	thought	he	was	at	the	mountains.

There	is	Sallie.	I'm	glad	she	got	back	in	time.	Am	I	all	right,	Jo?"	cried	Meg	in	a
flutter.
"A	 regular	 daisy.	 Hold	 up	 your	 dress	 and	 put	 your	 hat	 on	 straight,	 it	 looks

sentimental	 tipped	 that	way	 and	will	 fly	 off	 at	 the	 first	 puff.	Now	 then,	 come
on!"
"Oh,	Jo,	you	are	not	going	to	wear	that	awful	hat?	It's	 too	absurd!	You	shall

not	 make	 a	 guy	 of	 yourself,"	 remonstrated	 Meg,	 as	 Jo	 tied	 down	 with	 a	 red
ribbon	the	broad-brimmed,	old-fashioned	leghorn	Laurie	had	sent	for	a	joke.
"I	just	will,	though,	for	it's	capital,	so	shady,	light,	and	big.	It	will	make	fun,

and	I	don't	mind	being	a	guy	if	I'm	comfortable."	With	that	Jo	marched	straight
away	and	the	rest	followed,	a	bright	little	band	of	sisters,	all	looking	their	best	in
summer	suits,	with	happy	faces	under	the	jaunty	hatbrims.
Laurie	ran	to	meet	and	present	them	to	his	friends	in	the	most	cordial	manner.

The	 lawn	was	 the	 reception	 room,	 and	 for	 several	minutes	 a	 lively	 scene	was
enacted	 there.	 Meg	 was	 grateful	 to	 see	 that	 Miss	 Kate,	 though	 twenty,	 was
dressed	with	 a	 simplicity	which	American	 girls	would	 do	well	 to	 imitate,	 and
who	was	much	flattered	by	Mr.	Ned's	assurances	that	he	came	especially	to	see
her.	Jo	understood	why	Laurie	 'primmed	up	his	mouth'	when	speaking	of	Kate,
for	that	young	lady	had	a	standoff-don't-touch-me	air,	which	contrasted	strongly
with	the	free	and	easy	demeanor	of	the	other	girls.	Beth	took	an	observation	of
the	new	boys	and	decided	 that	 the	 lame	one	was	not	 'dreadful',	 but	gentle	and
feeble,	and	she	would	be	kind	to	him	on	that	account.	Amy	found	Grace	a	well-
mannered,	merry,	little	person,	and	after	staring	dumbly	at	one	another	for	a	few
minutes,	they	suddenly	became	very	good	friends.
Tents,	 lunch,	and	croquet	utensils	having	been	sent	on	beforehand,	 the	party

was	soon	embarked,	and	the	two	boats	pushed	off	together,	leaving	Mr.	Laurence
waving	his	hat	on	the	shore.	Laurie	and	Jo	rowed	one	boat,	Mr.	Brooke	and	Ned
the	 other,	 while	 Fred	 Vaughn,	 the	 riotous	 twin,	 did	 his	 best	 to	 upset	 both	 by
paddling	about	in	a	wherry	like	a	disturbed	water	bug.	Jo's	funny	hat	deserved	a
vote	of	thanks,	for	it	was	of	general	utility.	It	broke	the	ice	in	the	beginning	by
producing	a	laugh,	it	created	quite	a	refreshing	breeze,	flapping	to	and	fro	as	she



rowed,	and	would	make	an	excellent	umbrella	for	 the	whole	party,	 if	a	shower
came	up,	she	said.	Miss	Kate	decided	that	she	was	 'odd',	but	rather	clever,	and
smiled	upon	her	from	afar.
Meg,	in	the	other	boat,	was	delightfully	situated,	face	to	face	with	the	rowers,

who	 both	 admired	 the	 prospect	 and	 feathered	 their	 oars	with	 uncommon	 'skill
and	dexterity'.	Mr.	Brooke	was	a	grave,	silent	young	man,	with	handsome	brown
eyes	 and	 a	 pleasant	 voice.	Meg	 liked	 his	 quiet	manners	 and	 considered	 him	 a
walking	encyclopedia	of	useful	knowledge.	He	never	talked	to	her	much,	but	he
looked	 at	 her	 a	 good	 deal,	 and	 she	 felt	 sure	 that	 he	 did	 not	 regard	 her	 with
aversion.	Ned,	 being	 in	 college,	 of	 course	 put	 on	 all	 the	 airs	which	 freshmen
think	 it	 their	 bounden	 duty	 to	 assume.	He	was	 not	 very	wise,	 but	 very	 good-
natured,	and	altogether	an	excellent	person	to	carry	on	a	picnic.	Sallie	Gardiner
was	 absorbed	 in	 keeping	 her	 white	 pique	 dress	 clean	 and	 chattering	 with	 the
ubiquitous	Fred,	who	kept	Beth	in	constant	terror	by	his	pranks.
It	was	not	far	to	Longmeadow,	but	the	tent	was	pitched	and	the	wickets	down

by	the	time	they	arrived.	A	pleasant	green	field,	with	three	wide-spreading	oaks
in	the	middle	and	a	smooth	strip	of	turf	for	croquet.
"Welcome	 to	 Camp	 Laurence!"	 said	 the	 young	 host,	 as	 they	 landed	 with

exclamations	of	delight.
"Brooke	 is	commander	 in	chief,	 I	am	commissary	general,	 the	other	 fellows

are	 staff	 officers,	 and	 you,	 ladies,	 are	 company.	 The	 tent	 is	 for	 your	 especial
benefit	and	that	oak	is	your	drawing	room,	this	is	the	messroom	and	the	third	is
the	camp	kitchen.	Now,	let's	have	a	game	before	it	gets	hot,	and	then	we'll	see
about	dinner."
Frank,	Beth,	Amy,	and	Grace	sat	down	to	watch	the	game	played	by	the	other

eight.	Mr.	Brooke	chose	Meg,	Kate,	and	Fred.	Laurie	 took	Sallie,	Jo,	and	Ned.
The	English	played	well,	but	 the	Americans	played	better,	and	contested	every
inch	of	the	ground	as	strongly	as	if	 the	spirit	of	 '76	inspired	them.	Jo	and	Fred
had	several	skirmishes	and	once	narrowly	escaped	high	words.	Jo	was	 through
the	last	wicket	and	had	missed	the	stroke,	which	failure	ruffled	her	a	good	deal.
Fred	was	close	behind	her	and	his	turn	came	before	hers.	He	gave	a	stroke,	his
ball	hit	the	wicket,	and	stopped	an	inch	on	the	wrong	side.	No	one	was	very	near,
and	running	up	to	examine,	he	gave	it	a	sly	nudge	with	his	toe,	which	put	it	just
an	inch	on	the	right	side.
"I'm	through!	Now,	Miss	Jo,	I'll	settle	you,	and	get	 in	first,"	cried	the	young

gentleman,	swinging	his	mallet	for	another	blow.
"You	pushed	it.	I	saw	you.	It's	my	turn	now,"	said	Jo	sharply.
"Upon	my	word,	I	didn't	move	it.	It	rolled	a	bit,	perhaps,	but	that	is	allowed.

So,	stand	off	please,	and	let	me	have	a	go	at	the	stake."



"We	don't	cheat	in	America,	but	you	can,	if	you	choose,"	said	Jo	angrily.
"Yankees	 are	 a	 deal	 the	 most	 tricky,	 everybody	 knows.	 There	 you	 go!"

returned	Fred,	croqueting	her	ball	far	away.
Jo	opened	her	lips	to	say	something	rude,	but	checked	herself	in	time,	colored

up	 to	her	 forehead	and	stood	a	minute,	hammering	down	a	wicket	with	all	her
might,	while	Fred	hit	 the	stake	and	declared	himself	out	with	much	exultation.
She	went	off	to	get	her	ball,	and	was	a	long	time	finding	it	among	the	bushes,	but
she	 came	 back,	 looking	 cool	 and	 quiet,	 and	waited	 her	 turn	 patiently.	 It	 took
several	strokes	to	regain	the	place	she	had	lost,	and	when	she	got	there,	the	other
side	had	nearly	won,	for	Kate's	ball	was	the	last	but	one	and	lay	near	the	stake.
"By	George,	it's	all	up	with	us!	Goodbye,	Kate.	Miss	Jo	owes	me	one,	so	you

are	finished,"	cried	Fred	excitedly,	as	they	all	drew	near	to	see	the	finish.
"Yankees	have	a	trick	of	being	generous	to	their	enemies,"	said	Jo,	with	a	look

that	 made	 the	 lad	 redden,	 "especially	 when	 they	 beat	 them,"	 she	 added,	 as,
leaving	Kate's	ball	untouched,	she	won	the	game	by	a	clever	stroke.
Laurie	threw	up	his	hat,	then	remembered	that	it	wouldn't	do	to	exult	over	the

defeat	 of	 his	 guests,	 and	 stopped	 in	 the	middle	 of	 the	 cheer	 to	whisper	 to	 his
friend,	"Good	for	you,	Jo!	He	did	cheat,	I	saw	him.	We	can't	tell	him	so,	but	he
won't	do	it	again,	take	my	word	for	it."
Meg	 drew	 her	 aside,	 under	 pretense	 of	 pinning	 up	 a	 loose	 braid,	 and	 said

approvingly,	"It	was	dreadfully	provoking,	but	you	kept	your	temper,	and	I'm	so
glad,	Jo."
"Don't	praise	me,	Meg,	for	I	could	box	his	ears	this	minute.	I	should	certainly

have	 boiled	 over	 if	 I	 hadn't	 stayed	 among	 the	 nettles	 till	 I	 got	my	 rage	 under
control	enough	to	hold	my	tongue.	It's	simmering	now,	so	I	hope	he'll	keep	out
of	my	way,"	returned	Jo,	biting	her	lips	as	she	glowered	at	Fred	from	under	her
big	hat.
"Time	 for	 lunch,"	 said	 Mr.	 Brooke,	 looking	 at	 his	 watch.	 "Commissary

general,	will	 you	make	 the	 fire	 and	get	water,	while	Miss	March,	Miss	Sallie,
and	I	spread	the	table?	Who	can	make	good	coffee?"
"Jo	can,"	said	Meg,	glad	to	recommend	her	sister.	So	Jo,	feeling	that	her	late

lessons	 in	 cookery	 were	 to	 do	 her	 honor,	 went	 to	 preside	 over	 the	 coffeepot,
while	 the	children	collected	dry	sticks,	and	the	boys	made	a	fire	and	got	water
from	a	spring	near	by.	Miss	Kate	sketched	and	Frank	 talked	 to	Beth,	who	was
making	little	mats	of	braided	rushes	to	serve	as	plates.
The	 commander	 in	 chief	 and	 his	 aides	 soon	 spread	 the	 tablecloth	 with	 an

inviting	array	of	eatables	and	drinkables,	prettily	decorated	with	green	leaves.	Jo
announced	that	the	coffee	was	ready,	and	everyone	settled	themselves	to	a	hearty
meal,	for	youth	is	seldom	dyspeptic,	and	exercise	develops	wholesome	appetites.



A	very	merry	lunch	it	was,	for	everything	seemed	fresh	and	funny,	and	frequent
peals	 of	 laughter	 startled	 a	 venerable	 horse	 who	 fed	 near	 by.	 There	 was	 a
pleasing	 inequality	 in	 the	 table,	 which	 produced	 many	 mishaps	 to	 cups	 and
plates,	acorns	dropped	in	the	milk,	 little	black	ants	partook	of	the	refreshments
without	 being	 invited,	 and	 fuzzy	 caterpillars	 swung	down	 from	 the	 tree	 to	 see
what	was	going	on.	Three	white-headed	children	peeped	over	the	fence,	and	an
objectionable	 dog	 barked	 at	 them	 from	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 river	with	 all	 his
might	and	main.
"There's	salt	here,"	said	Laurie,	as	he	handed	Jo	a	saucer	of	berries.
"Thank	you,	 I	prefer	spiders,"	she	 replied,	 fishing	up	 two	unwary	 little	ones

who	had	gone	to	a	creamy	death.	"How	dare	you	remind	me	of	that	horrid	dinner
party,	when	yours	is	so	nice	in	every	way?"	added	Jo,	as	they	both	laughed	and
ate	out	of	one	plate,	the	china	having	run	short.
"I	had	an	uncommonly	good	time	that	day,	and	haven't	got	over	it	yet.	This	is

no	 credit	 to	me,	 you	know,	 I	 don't	 do	 anything.	 It's	 you	 and	Meg	 and	Brooke
who	make	it	all	go,	and	I'm	no	end	obliged	to	you.	What	shall	we	do	when	we
can't	 eat	 anymore?"	 asked	Laurie,	 feeling	 that	 his	 trump	card	had	been	played
when	lunch	was	over.
"Have	 games	 till	 it's	 cooler.	 I	 brought	 Authors,	 and	 I	 dare	 say	 Miss	 Kate

knows	something	new	and	nice.	Go	and	ask	her.	She's	company,	and	you	ought
to	stay	with	her	more."
"Aren't	you	company	too?	I	thought	she'd	suit	Brooke,	but	he	keeps	talking	to

Meg,	 and	 Kate	 just	 stares	 at	 them	 through	 that	 ridiculous	 glass	 of	 hers.	 I'm
going,	so	you	needn't	try	to	preach	propriety,	for	you	can't	do	it,	Jo."
Miss	Kate	did	know	several	new	games,	and	as	 the	girls	would	not,	and	 the

boys	 could	 not,	 eat	 any	more,	 they	 all	 adjourned	 to	 the	 drawing	 room	 to	 play
Rig-marole.
"One	 person	 begins	 a	 story,	 any	 nonsense	 you	 like,	 and	 tells	 as	 long	 as	 he

pleases,	 only	 taking	 care	 to	 stop	 short	 at	 some	 exciting	 point,	 when	 the	 next
takes	 it	 up	 and	 does	 the	 same.	 It's	 very	 funny	 when	 well	 done,	 and	makes	 a
perfect	 jumble	 of	 tragical	 comical	 stuff	 to	 laugh	 over.	 Please	 start	 it,	 Mr.
Brooke,"	said	Kate,	with	a	commanding	air,	which	surprised	Meg,	who	treated
the	tutor	with	as	much	respect	as	any	other	gentleman.
Lying	on	the	grass	at	the	feet	of	the	two	young	ladies,	Mr.	Brooke	obediently

began	the	story,	with	the	handsome	brown	eyes	steadily	fixed	upon	the	sunshiny
river.
"Once	on	a	time,	a	knight	went	out	into	the	world	to	seek	his	fortune,	for	he

had	nothing	but	his	sword	and	his	shield.	He	traveled	a	long	while,	nearly	eight-
and-twenty	years,	and	had	a	hard	time	of	it,	till	he	came	to	the	palace	of	a	good



old	king,	who	had	offered	a	reward	to	anyone	who	could	tame	and	train	a	fine
but	unbroken	colt,	of	which	he	was	very	fond.	The	knight	agreed	to	try,	and	got
on	slowly	but	surely,	for	the	colt	was	a	gallant	fellow,	and	soon	learned	to	love
his	new	master,	though	he	was	freakish	and	wild.	Every	day,	when	he	gave	his
lessons	to	this	pet	of	the	king's,	the	knight	rode	him	through	the	city,	and	as	he
rode,	he	looked	everywhere	for	a	certain	beautiful	face,	which	he	had	seen	many
times	in	his	dreams,	but	never	found.	One	day,	as	he	went	prancing	down	a	quiet
street,	 he	 saw	 at	 the	 window	 of	 a	 ruinous	 castle	 the	 lovely	 face.	 He	 was
delighted,	inquired	who	lived	in	this	old	castle,	and	was	told	that	several	captive
princesses	were	kept	there	by	a	spell,	and	spun	all	day	to	lay	up	money	to	buy
their	 liberty.	 The	 knight	wished	 intensely	 that	 he	 could	 free	 them,	 but	 he	was
poor	and	could	only	go	by	each	day,	watching	for	the	sweet	face	and	longing	to
see	it	out	in	the	sunshine.	At	last	he	resolved	to	get	into	the	castle	and	ask	how
he	 could	 help	 them.	He	went	 and	 knocked.	The	 great	 door	 flew	 open,	 and	 he
beheld…	"
"A	ravishingly	lovely	lady,	who	exclaimed,	with	a	cry	of	rapture,	'At	last!	At

last!'"	continued	Kate,	who	had	read	French	novels,	and	admired	the	style.	"'Tis
she!'	cried	Count	Gustave,	and	fell	at	her	feet	in	an	ecstasy	of	joy.	'Oh,	rise!'	she
said,	 extending	 a	hand	of	marble	 fairness.	 'Never!	Till	 you	 tell	me	how	 I	may
rescue	you,'	swore	the	knight,	still	kneeling.	'Alas,	my	cruel	fate	condemns	me	to
remain	 here	 till	 my	 tyrant	 is	 destroyed.'	 'Where	 is	 the	 villain?'	 'In	 the	 mauve
salon.	Go,	brave	heart,	and	save	me	from	despair.'	'I	obey,	and	return	victorious
or	dead!'	With	these	thrilling	words	he	rushed	away,	and	flinging	open	the	door
of	the	mauve	salon,	was	about	to	enter,	when	he	received…	"
"A	stunning	blow	from	the	big	Greek	lexicon,	which	an	old	fellow	in	a	black

gown	fired	at	him,"	said	Ned.	"Instantly,	Sir	What's-his-name	recovered	himself,
pitched	the	tyrant	out	of	the	window,	and	turned	to	join	the	lady,	victorious,	but
with	a	bump	on	his	brow,	 found	 the	door	 locked,	 tore	up	 the	curtains,	made	a
rope	ladder,	got	halfway	down	when	the	ladder	broke,	and	he	went	headfirst	into
the	moat,	sixty	feet	below.	Could	swim	like	a	duck,	paddled	round	the	castle	till
he	 came	 to	 a	 little	 door	 guarded	 by	 two	 stout	 fellows,	 knocked	 their	 heads
together	till	they	cracked	like	a	couple	of	nuts,	then,	by	a	trifling	exertion	of	his
prodigious	 strength,	 he	 smashed	 in	 the	 door,	 went	 up	 a	 pair	 of	 stone	 steps
covered	with	dust	a	foot	thick,	toads	as	big	as	your	fist,	and	spiders	that	would
frighten	you	into	hysterics,	Miss	March.	At	the	top	of	these	steps	he	came	plump
upon	a	sight	that	took	his	breath	away	and	chilled	his	blood…	"
"A	tall	 figure,	all	 in	white	with	a	veil	over	 its	 face	and	a	 lamp	 in	 its	wasted

hand,"	 went	 on	 Meg.	 "It	 beckoned,	 gliding	 noiselessly	 before	 him	 down	 a
corridor	as	dark	and	cold	as	any	tomb.	Shadowy	effigies	in	armor	stood	on	either



side,	a	dead	silence	 reigned,	 the	 lamp	burned	blue,	and	 the	ghostly	 figure	ever
and	anon	turned	its	face	toward	him,	showing	the	glitter	of	awful	eyes	through
its	 white	 veil.	 They	 reached	 a	 curtained	 door,	 behind	 which	 sounded	 lovely
music.	He	sprang	forward	to	enter,	but	the	specter	plucked	him	back,	and	waved
threateningly	before	him	a…	"
"Snuffbox,"	 said	 Jo,	 in	 a	 sepulchral	 tone,	 which	 convulsed	 the	 audience.

"'Thankee,'	said	the	knight	politely,	as	he	took	a	pinch	and	sneezed	seven	times
so	violently	that	his	head	fell	off.	'Ha!	Ha!'	laughed	the	ghost,	and	having	peeped
through	the	keyhole	at	the	princesses	spinning	away	for	dear	life,	the	evil	spirit
picked	 up	 her	 victim	 and	 put	 him	 in	 a	 large	 tin	 box,	where	 there	were	 eleven
other	knights	packed	together	without	their	heads,	like	sardines,	who	all	rose	and
began	to…	"
"Dance	a	hornpipe,"	cut	in	Fred,	as	Jo	paused	for	breath,	"and,	as	they	danced,

the	rubbishy	old	castle	turned	to	a	man-of-war	in	full	sail.	'Up	with	the	jib,	reef
the	 tops'l	halliards,	helm	hard	alee,	and	man	the	guns!'	 roared	 the	captain,	as	a
Portuguese	 pirate	 hove	 in	 sight,	 with	 a	 flag	 black	 as	 ink	 flying	 from	 her
foremast.	'Go	in	and	win,	my	hearties!'	says	the	captain,	and	a	tremendous	fight
began.	Of	course	the	British	beat—they	always	do."
"No,	they	don't!"	cried	Jo,	aside.
"Having	taken	the	pirate	captain	prisoner,	sailed	slap	over	the	schooner,	whose

decks	were	piled	high	with	dead	and	whose	lee	scuppers	ran	blood,	for	the	order
had	been	 'Cutlasses,	and	die	hard!'	 'Bosun's	mate,	 take	a	bight	of	 the	flying-jib
sheet,	and	start	 this	villain	if	he	doesn't	confess	his	sins	double	quick,'	said	the
British	 captain.	 The	 Portuguese	 held	 his	 tongue	 like	 a	 brick,	 and	 walked	 the
plank,	 while	 the	 jolly	 tars	 cheered	 like	mad.	 But	 the	 sly	 dog	 dived,	 came	 up
under	the	man-of-war,	scuttled	her,	and	down	she	went,	with	all	sail	set,	'To	the
bottom	of	the	sea,	sea,	sea'	where…	"
"Oh,	gracious!	What	shall	I	say?"	cried	Sallie,	as	Fred	ended	his	rigmarole,	in

which	he	had	jumbled	together	pell-mell	nautical	phrases	and	facts	out	of	one	of
his	 favorite	 books.	 "Well,	 they	 went	 to	 the	 bottom,	 and	 a	 nice	 mermaid
welcomed	them,	but	was	much	grieved	on	finding	the	box	of	headless	knights,
and	kindly	pickled	them	in	brine,	hoping	to	discover	the	mystery	about	them,	for
being	 a	 woman,	 she	 was	 curious.	 By-and-by	 a	 diver	 came	 down,	 and	 the
mermaid	said,	'I'll	give	you	a	box	of	pearls	if	you	can	take	it	up,'	for	she	wanted
to	restore	the	poor	things	to	life,	and	couldn't	raise	the	heavy	load	herself.	So	the
diver	hoisted	it	up,	and	was	much	disappointed	on	opening	it	to	find	no	pearls.
He	left	it	in	a	great	lonely	field,	where	it	was	found	by	a…	"
"Little	goose	girl,	who	kept	a	hundred	fat	geese	in	the	field,"	said	Amy,	when

Sallie's	invention	gave	out.	"The	little	girl	was	sorry	for	them,	and	asked	an	old



woman	what	she	should	do	 to	help	 them.	 'Your	geese	will	 tell	you,	 they	know
everything.'	 said	 the	 old	 woman.	 So	 she	 asked	 what	 she	 should	 use	 for	 new
heads,	 since	 the	 old	 ones	 were	 lost,	 and	 all	 the	 geese	 opened	 their	 hundred
mouths	and	screamed…	"
"'Cabbages!'"	 continued	Laurie	 promptly.	 "'Just	 the	 thing,'	 said	 the	 girl,	 and

ran	to	get	twelve	fine	ones	from	her	garden.	She	put	them	on,	the	knights	revived
at	 once,	 thanked	 her,	 and	 went	 on	 their	 way	 rejoicing,	 never	 knowing	 the
difference,	for	there	were	so	many	other	heads	like	them	in	the	world	that	no	one
thought	anything	of	it.	The	knight	in	whom	I'm	interested	went	back	to	find	the
pretty	face,	and	learned	that	the	princesses	had	spun	themselves	free	and	all	gone
and	married,	but	one.	He	was	in	a	great	state	of	mind	at	that,	and	mounting	the
colt,	who	stood	by	him	through	thick	and	thin,	rushed	to	the	castle	to	see	which
was	 left.	 Peeping	 over	 the	 hedge,	 he	 saw	 the	 queen	 of	 his	 affections	 picking
flowers	in	her	garden.	'Will	you	give	me	a	rose?'	said	he.	'You	must	come	and	get
it.	 I	 can't	 come	 to	you,	 it	 isn't	proper,'	 said	 she,	as	 sweet	as	honey.	He	 tried	 to
climb	over	the	hedge,	but	it	seemed	to	grow	higher	and	higher.	Then	he	tried	to
push	 through,	 but	 it	 grew	 thicker	 and	 thicker,	 and	 he	 was	 in	 despair.	 So	 he
patiently	broke	 twig	after	 twig	 till	 he	had	made	a	 little	hole	 through	which	he
peeped,	 saying	 imploringly,	 'Let	me	 in!	Let	me	 in!'	But	 the	pretty	princess	did
not	seem	to	understand,	for	she	picked	her	roses	quietly,	and	left	him	to	fight	his
way	in.	Whether	he	did	or	not,	Frank	will	tell	you."
"I	can't.	I'm	not	playing,	I	never	do,"	said	Frank,	dismayed	at	the	sentimental

predicament	 out	 of	 which	 he	 was	 to	 rescue	 the	 absurd	 couple.	 Beth	 had
disappeared	behind	Jo,	and	Grace	was	asleep.
"So	 the	 poor	 knight	 is	 to	 be	 left	 sticking	 in	 the	 hedge,	 is	 he?"	 asked	 Mr.

Brooke,	still	watching	the	river,	and	playing	with	the	wild	rose	in	his	buttonhole.
"I	guess	the	princess	gave	him	a	posy,	and	opened	the	gate	after	a	while,"	said

Laurie,	smiling	to	himself,	as	he	threw	acorns	at	his	tutor.
"What	 a	 piece	 of	 nonsense	 we	 have	 made!	 With	 practice	 we	 might	 do

something	quite	clever.	Do	you	know	Truth?"
"I	hope	so,"	said	Meg	soberly.
"The	game,	I	mean?"
"What	is	it?"	said	Fred.
"Why,	you	pile	up	your	hands,	choose	a	number,	and	draw	out	in	turn,	and	the

person	who	draws	at	the	number	has	to	answer	truly	any	question	put	by	the	rest.
It's	great	fun."
"Let's	try	it,"	said	Jo,	who	liked	new	experiments.
Miss	Kate	and	Mr.	Brooke,	Meg,	and	Ned	declined,	but	Fred,	Sallie,	Jo,	and

Laurie	piled	and	drew,	and	the	lot	fell	to	Laurie.



"Who	are	your	heroes?"	asked	Jo.
"Grandfather	and	Napoleon."
"Which	lady	here	do	you	think	prettiest?"	said	Sallie.
"Margaret."
"Which	do	you	like	best?"	from	Fred.
"Jo,	of	course."
"What	 silly	 questions	 you	 ask!"	And	 Jo	 gave	 a	 disdainful	 shrug	 as	 the	 rest

laughed	at	Laurie's	matter-of-fact	tone.
"Try	again.	Truth	isn't	a	bad	game,"	said	Fred.
"It's	a	very	good	one	for	you,"	retorted	Jo	in	a	low	voice.	Her	turn	came	next.
"What	is	your	greatest	fault?"	asked	Fred,	by	way	of	testing	in	her	the	virtue

he	lacked	himself.
"A	quick	temper."
"What	do	you	most	wish	for?"	said	Laurie.
"A	pair	of	boot	lacings,"	returned	Jo,	guessing	and	defeating	his	purpose.
"Not	a	true	answer.	You	must	say	what	you	really	do	want	most."
"Genius.	 Don't	 you	 wish	 you	 could	 give	 it	 to	 me,	 Laurie?"	 And	 she	 slyly

smiled	in	his	disappointed	face.
"What	virtues	do	you	most	admire	in	a	man?"	asked	Sallie.
"Courage	and	honesty."
"Now	my	turn,"	said	Fred,	as	his	hand	came	last.
"Let's	 give	 it	 to	 him,"	 whispered	 Laurie	 to	 Jo,	 who	 nodded	 and	 asked	 at

once…
"Didn't	you	cheat	at	croquet?"
"Well,	yes,	a	little	bit."
"Good!	Didn't	you	take	your	story	out	of	The	Sea	Lion?"	said	Laurie.
"Rather."
"Don't	you	think	the	English	nation	perfect	in	every	respect?"	asked	Sallie.
"I	should	be	ashamed	of	myself	if	I	didn't."
"He's	 a	 true	 John	 Bull.	 Now,	Miss	 Sallie,	 you	 shall	 have	 a	 chance	 without

waiting	 to	draw.	 I'll	harrrow	up	your	 feelings	 first	by	asking	 if	you	don't	 think
you	are	 something	of	 a	 flirt,"	 said	Laurie,	 as	 Jo	nodded	 to	Fred	 as	 a	 sign	 that
peace	was	declared.
"You	 impertinent	boy!	Of	course	I'm	not,"	exclaimed	Sallie,	with	an	air	 that

proved	the	contrary.
"What	do	you	hate	most?"	asked	Fred.
"Spiders	and	rice	pudding."
"What	do	you	like	best?"	asked	Jo.
"Dancing	and	French	gloves."



"Well,	I	think	Truth	is	a	very	silly	play.	Let's	have	a	sensible	game	of	Authors
to	refresh	our	minds,"	proposed	Jo.
Ned,	Frank,	and	the	little	girls	 joined	in	this,	and	while	 it	went	on,	 the	three

elders	 sat	 apart,	 talking.	 Miss	 Kate	 took	 out	 her	 sketch	 again,	 and	 Margaret
watched	her,	while	Mr.	Brooke	lay	on	the	grass	with	a	book,	which	he	did	not
read.
"How	 beautifully	 you	 do	 it!	 I	 wish	 I	 could	 draw,"	 said	Meg,	 with	mingled

admiration	and	regret	in	her	voice.
"Why	don't	you	learn?	I	should	think	you	had	taste	and	talent	for	it,"	replied

Miss	Kate	graciously.
"I	haven't	time."
"Your	 mamma	 prefers	 other	 accomplishments,	 I	 fancy.	 So	 did	 mine,	 but	 I

proved	to	her	that	I	had	talent	by	taking	a	few	lessons	privately,	and	then	she	was
quite	willing	I	should	go	on.	Can't	you	do	the	same	with	your	governess?"
"I	have	none."
"I	forgot	young	ladies	in	America	go	to	school	more	than	with	us.	Very	fine

schools	they	are,	too,	Papa	says.	You	go	to	a	private	one,	I	suppose?"
"I	don't	go	at	all.	I	am	a	governess	myself."
"Oh,	indeed!"	said	Miss	Kate,	but	she	might	as	well	have	said,	"Dear	me,	how

dreadful!"	 for	her	 tone	 implied	 it,	 and	 something	 in	her	 face	made	Meg	color,
and	wish	she	had	not	been	so	frank.
Mr.	 Brooke	 looked	 up	 and	 said	 quickly,	 "Young	 ladies	 in	 America	 love

independence	as	much	as	their	ancestors	did,	and	are	admired	and	respected	for
supporting	themselves."
"Oh,	yes,	of	course	it's	very	nice	and	proper	in	them	to	do	so.	We	have	many

most	respectable	and	worthy	young	women	who	do	the	same	and	are	employed
by	 the	 nobility,	 because,	 being	 the	 daughters	 of	 gentlemen,	 they	 are	 both	well
bred	 and	 accomplished,	 you	 know,"	 said	Miss	Kate	 in	 a	 patronizing	 tone	 that
hurt	 Meg's	 pride,	 and	 made	 her	 work	 seem	 not	 only	 more	 distasteful,	 but
degrading.
"Did	the	German	song	suit,	Miss	March?"	inquired	Mr.	Brooke,	breaking	an

awkward	pause.
"Oh,	yes!	It	was	very	sweet,	and	I'm	much	obliged	to	whoever	translated	it	for

me."	And	Meg's	downcast	face	brightened	as	she	spoke.
"Don't	you	read	German?"	asked	Miss	Kate	with	a	look	of	surprise.
"Not	very	well.	My	father,	who	taught	me,	is	away,	and	I	don't	get	on	very	fast

alone,	for	I've	no	one	to	correct	my	pronunciation."
"Try	 a	 little	 now.	 Here	 is	 Schiller's	 Mary	 Stuart	 and	 a	 tutor	 who	 loves	 to

teach."	And	Mr.	Brooke	laid	his	book	on	her	lap	with	an	inviting	smile.



"It's	so	hard	I'm	afraid	to	try,"	said	Meg,	grateful,	but	bashful	in	the	presence
of	the	accomplished	young	lady	beside	her.
"I'll	 read	 a	 bit	 to	 encourage	 you."	 And	 Miss	 Kate	 read	 one	 of	 the	 most

beautiful	passages	in	a	perfectly	correct	but	perfectly	expressionless	manner.
Mr.	 Brooke	made	 no	 comment	 as	 she	 returned	 the	 book	 to	Meg,	 who	 said

innocently,	"I	thought	it	was	poetry."
"Some	of	it	is.	Try	this	passage."
There	 was	 a	 queer	 smile	 about	 Mr.	 Brooke's	 mouth	 as	 he	 opened	 at	 poor

Mary's	lament.
Meg	obediently	 following	 the	 long	grass-blade	which	her	 new	 tutor	 used	 to

point	with,	 read	 slowly	 and	 timidly,	 unconsciously	making	 poetry	 of	 the	 hard
words	by	the	soft	intonation	of	her	musical	voice.	Down	the	page	went	the	green
guide,	and	presently,	forgetting	her	listener	in	the	beauty	of	the	sad	scene,	Meg
read	 as	 if	 alone,	 giving	 a	 little	 touch	 of	 tragedy	 to	 the	words	 of	 the	 unhappy
queen.	If	she	had	seen	the	brown	eyes	then,	she	would	have	stopped	short,	but
she	never	looked	up,	and	the	lesson	was	not	spoiled	for	her.
"Very	well	indeed!"	said	Mr.	Brooke,	as	she	paused,	quite	ignoring	her	many

mistakes,	and	looking	as	if	he	did	indeed	love	to	teach.
Miss	Kate	 put	 up	 her	 glass,	 and,	 having	 taken	 a	 survey	 of	 the	 little	 tableau

before	 her,	 shut	 her	 sketch	 book,	 saying	 with	 condescension,	 "You've	 a	 nice
accent	and	in	time	will	be	a	clever	reader.	I	advise	you	to	learn,	for	German	is	a
valuable	accomplishment	to	teachers.	I	must	look	after	Grace,	she	is	romping."
And	Miss	Kate	strolled	away,	adding	to	herself	with	a	shrug,	"I	didn't	come	to
chaperone	a	governess,	 though	she	is	young	and	pretty.	What	odd	people	these
Yankees	are.	I'm	afraid	Laurie	will	be	quite	spoiled	among	them."
"I	 forgot	 that	 English	 people	 rather	 turn	 up	 their	 noses	 at	 governesses	 and

don't	treat	them	as	we	do,"	said	Meg,	looking	after	the	retreating	figure	with	an
annoyed	expression.
"Tutors	 also	 have	 rather	 a	 hard	 time	 of	 it	 there,	 as	 I	 know	 to	 my	 sorrow.

There's	no	place	like	America	for	us	workers,	Miss	Margaret."	And	Mr.	Brooke
looked	so	contented	and	cheerful	that	Meg	was	ashamed	to	lament	her	hard	lot.
"I'm	 glad	 I	 live	 in	 it	 then.	 I	 don't	 like	 my	 work,	 but	 I	 get	 a	 good	 deal	 of

satisfaction	out	of	it	after	all,	so	I	won't	complain.	I	only	wished	I	liked	teaching
as	you	do."
"I	think	you	would	if	you	had	Laurie	for	a	pupil.	I	shall	be	very	sorry	to	lose

him	next	year,"	said	Mr.	Brooke,	busily	punching	holes	in	the	turf.
"Going	 to	 college,	 I	 suppose?"	Meg's	 lips	 asked	 the	 question,	 but	 her	 eyes

added,	"And	what	becomes	of	you?"
"Yes,	 it's	high	time	he	went,	for	he	is	ready,	and	as	soon	as	he	is	off,	 I	shall



turn	soldier.	I	am	needed."
"I	am	glad	of	that!"	exclaimed	Meg.	"I	should	think	every	young	man	would

want	to	go,	though	it	is	hard	for	the	mothers	and	sisters	who	stay	at	home,"	she
added	sorrowfully.
"I	have	neither,	and	very	few	friends	 to	care	whether	I	 live	or	die,"	said	Mr.

Brooke	rather	bitterly	as	he	absently	put	the	dead	rose	in	the	hole	he	had	made
and	covered	it	up,	like	a	little	grave.
"Laurie	and	his	grandfather	would	care	a	great	deal,	and	we	should	all	be	very

sorry	to	have	any	harm	happen	to	you,"	said	Meg	heartily.
"Thank	you,	that	sounds	pleasant,"	began	Mr.	Brooke,	looking	cheerful	again,

but	 before	 he	 could	 finish	 his	 speech,	 Ned,	 mounted	 on	 the	 old	 horse,	 came
lumbering	up	 to	display	his	 equestrian	 skill	 before	 the	young	 ladies,	 and	 there
was	no	more	quiet	that	day.
"Don't	you	 love	 to	 ride?"	asked	Grace	of	Amy,	as	 they	 stood	 resting	after	 a

race	round	the	field	with	the	others,	led	by	Ned.
"I	dote	upon	it.	My	sister,	Meg,	used	to	ride	when	Papa	was	rich,	but	we	don't

keep	any	horses	now,	except	Ellen	Tree,"	added	Amy,	laughing.
"Tell	me	about	Ellen	Tree.	Is	it	a	donkey?"	asked	Grace	curiously.
"Why,	you	see,	Jo	is	crazy	about	horses	and	so	am	I,	but	we've	only	got	an	old

sidesaddle	and	no	horse.	Out	in	our	garden	is	an	apple	tree	that	has	a	nice	low
branch,	so	Jo	put	the	saddle	on	it,	fixed	some	reins	on	the	part	that	turns	up,	and
we	bounce	away	on	Ellen	Tree	whenever	we	like."
"How	funny!"	laughed	Grace.	"I	have	a	pony	at	home,	and	ride	nearly	every

day	in	the	park	with	Fred	and	Kate.	It's	very	nice,	for	my	friends	go	too,	and	the
Row	is	full	of	ladies	and	gentlemen."
"Dear,	how	charming!	I	hope	I	shall	go	abroad	some	day,	but	I'd	rather	go	to

Rome	 than	 the	Row,"	 said	Amy,	who	had	not	 the	 remotest	 idea	what	 the	Row
was	and	wouldn't	have	asked	for	the	world.
Frank,	 sitting	 just	 behind	 the	 little	 girls,	 heard	 what	 they	 were	 saying,	 and

pushed	his	crutch	away	 from	him	with	an	 impatient	gesture	as	he	watched	 the
active	 lads	 going	 through	 all	 sorts	 of	 comical	 gymnastics.	 Beth,	 who	 was
collecting	the	scattered	Author	cards,	looked	up	and	said,	in	her	shy	yet	friendly
way,	"I'm	afraid	you	are	tired.	Can	I	do	anything	for	you?"
"Talk	 to	me,	 please.	 It's	 dull,	 sitting	 by	myself,"	 answered	 Frank,	 who	 had

evidently	been	used	to	being	made	much	of	at	home.
If	he	asked	her	 to	deliver	a	Latin	oration,	 it	would	not	have	seemed	a	more

impossible	task	to	bashful	Beth,	but	there	was	no	place	to	run	to,	no	Jo	to	hide
behind	 now,	 and	 the	 poor	 boy	 looked	 so	 wistfully	 at	 her	 that	 she	 bravely
resolved	to	try.



"What	 do	 you	 like	 to	 talk	 about?"	 she	 asked,	 fumbling	 over	 the	 cards	 and
dropping	half	as	she	tried	to	tie	them	up.
"Well,	I	like	to	hear	about	cricket	and	boating	and	hunting,"	said	Frank,	who

had	not	yet	learned	to	suit	his	amusements	to	his	strength.
My	heart!	What	shall	I	do?	I	don't	know	anything	about	them,	thought	Beth,

and	forgetting	 the	boy's	misfortune	 in	her	flurry,	she	said,	hoping	 to	make	him
talk,	"I	never	saw	any	hunting,	but	I	suppose	you	know	all	about	it."
"I	did	once,	but	 I	 can	never	hunt	again,	 for	 I	got	hurt	 leaping	a	confounded

five-barred	 gate,	 so	 there	 are	 no	more	 horses	 and	 hounds	 for	me,"	 said	 Frank
with	a	sigh	that	made	Beth	hate	herself	for	her	innocent	blunder.
"Your	deer	are	much	prettier	than	our	ugly	buffaloes,"	she	said,	turning	to	the

prairies	 for	 help	 and	 feeling	 glad	 that	 she	 had	 read	 one	 of	 the	 boys'	 books	 in
which	Jo	delighted.
Buffaloes	 proved	 soothing	 and	 satisfactory,	 and	 in	 her	 eagerness	 to	 amuse

another,	Beth	 forgot	 herself,	 and	was	quite	 unconscious	of	 her	 sisters'	 surprise
and	delight	at	the	unusual	spectacle	of	Beth	talking	away	to	one	of	the	dreadful
boys,	against	whom	she	had	begged	protection.
"Bless	her	heart!	She	pities	him,	so	she	is	good	to	him,"	said	Jo,	beaming	at

her	from	the	croquet	ground.
"I	 always	 said	 she	 was	 a	 little	 saint,"	 added	Meg,	 as	 if	 there	 could	 be	 no

further	doubt	of	it.
"I	haven't	heard	Frank	laugh	so	much	for	ever	so	long,"	said	Grace	to	Amy,	as

they	sat	discussing	dolls	and	making	tea	sets	out	of	the	acorn	cups.
"My	sister	Beth	is	a	very	fastidious	girl,	when	she	likes	to	be,"	said	Amy,	well

pleased	at	Beth's	 success.	She	meant	 'facinating',	but	 as	Grace	didn't	know	 the
exact	 meaning	 of	 either	 word,	 fastidious	 sounded	 well	 and	 made	 a	 good
impression.
An	 impromptu	 circus,	 fox	 and	 geese,	 and	 an	 amicable	 game	 of	 croquet

finished	 the	afternoon.	At	 sunset	 the	 tent	was	struck,	hampers	packed,	wickets
pulled	up,	boats	 loaded,	and	 the	whole	party	 floated	down	the	river,	singing	at
the	 tops	of	 their	voices.	Ned,	getting	 sentimental,	warbled	a	 serenade	with	 the
pensive	refrain…

Alone,	alone,	ah!	Woe,	alone,

and	at	the	lines…

We	each	are	young,	we	each	have	a	heart,
Oh,	why	should	we	stand	thus	coldly	apart?



he	looked	at	Meg	with	such	a	lackadiasical	expression	that	she	laughed	outright
and	spoiled	his	song.
"How	 can	 you	 be	 so	 cruel	 to	 me?"	 he	 whispered,	 under	 cover	 of	 a	 lively

chorus.	"You've	kept	close	 to	 that	 starched-up	Englishwoman	all	day,	and	now
you	snub	me."
"I	didn't	mean	 to,	but	you	 looked	 so	 funny	 I	 really	couldn't	help	 it,"	 replied

Meg,	passing	over	the	first	part	of	his	reproach,	for	it	was	quite	true	that	she	had
shunned	him,	remembering	the	Moffat	party	and	the	talk	after	it.
Ned	was	 offended	 and	 turned	 to	 Sallie	 for	 consolation,	 saying	 to	 her	 rather

pettishly,	"There	isn't	a	bit	of	flirt	in	that	girl,	is	there?"
"Not	 a	 particle,	 but	 she's	 a	 dear,"	 returned	Sallie,	 defending	her	 friend	 even

while	confessing	her	shortcomings.
"She's	 not	 a	 stricken	 deer	 anyway,"	 said	 Ned,	 trying	 to	 be	 witty,	 and

succeeding	as	well	as	very	young	gentlemen	usually	do.
On	the	lawn	where	it	had	gathered,	the	little	party	separated	with	cordial	good

nights	and	good-bys,	for	the	Vaughns	were	going	to	Canada.	As	the	four	sisters
went	home	through	the	garden,	Miss	Kate	looked	after	them,	saying,	without	the
patronizing	 tone	 in	 her	 voice,	 "In	 spite	 of	 their	 demonstrative	 manners,
American	girls	are	very	nice	when	one	knows	them."
"I	quite	agree	with	you,"	said	Mr.	Brooke.



Chapter		13	
Castles	in	the	Air

Laurie	lay	luxuriously	swinging	to	and	fro	in	his	hammock	one	warm	September
afternoon,	wondering	what	his	neighbors	were	about,	but	too	lazy	to	go	and	find
out.	He	was	 in	 one	 of	 his	moods,	 for	 the	 day	 had	 been	 both	 unprofitable	 and
unsatisfactory,	and	he	was	wishing	he	could	live	it	over	again.	The	hot	weather
made	him	indolent,	and	he	had	shirked	his	studies,	tried	Mr.	Brooke's	patience	to
the	 utmost,	 displeased	 his	 grandfather	 by	 practicing	 half	 the	 afternoon,
frightened	the	maidservants	half	out	of	their	wits	by	mischievously	hinting	that
one	of	his	dogs	was	going	mad,	and,	after	high	words	with	the	stableman	about
some	 fancied	 neglect	 of	 his	 horse,	 he	 had	 flung	 himself	 into	 his	 hammock	 to
fume	over	the	stupidity	of	the	world	in	general,	till	the	peace	of	the	lovely	day
quieted	him	 in	 spite	 of	 himself.	 Staring	up	 into	 the	green	gloom	of	 the	horse-
chestnut	trees	above	him,	he	dreamed	dreams	of	all	sorts,	and	was	just	imagining
himself	 tossing	on	 the	ocean	 in	 a	 voyage	 round	 the	world,	when	 the	 sound	of
voices	 brought	 him	 ashore	 in	 a	 flash.	 Peeping	 through	 the	 meshes	 of	 the
hammock,	he	saw	the	Marches	coming	out,	as	if	bound	on	some	expedition.
"What	 in	 the	world	are	 those	girls	 about	now?"	 thought	Laurie,	opening	his

sleepy	eyes	 to	 take	a	good	look,	for	 there	was	something	rather	peculiar	 in	 the
appearance	 of	 his	 neighbors.	 Each	 wore	 a	 large,	 flapping	 hat,	 a	 brown	 linen
pouch	slung	over	one	shoulder,	and	carried	a	long	staff.	Meg	had	a	cushion,	Jo	a
book,	 Beth	 a	 basket,	 and	 Amy	 a	 portfolio.	 All	 walked	 quietly	 through	 the
garden,	out	at	 the	 little	back	gate,	and	began	to	climb	the	hill	 that	 lay	between
the	house	and	river.
"Well,	that's	cool,"	said	Laurie	to	himself,	"to	have	a	picnic	and	never	ask	me!

They	can't	be	going	in	the	boat,	for	they	haven't	got	the	key.	Perhaps	they	forgot
it.	I'll	take	it	to	them,	and	see	what's	going	on."
Though	possessed	of	half	a	dozen	hats,	it	took	him	some	time	to	find	one,	then

there	was	a	hunt	for	the	key,	which	was	at	last	discovered	in	his	pocket,	so	that
the	girls	were	quite	 out	 of	 sight	when	he	 leaped	 the	 fence	 and	 ran	 after	 them.
Taking	the	shortest	way	to	the	boathouse,	he	waited	for	them	to	appear,	but	no
one	 came,	 and	 he	 went	 up	 the	 hill	 to	 take	 an	 observation.	 A	 grove	 of	 pines
covered	one	part	of	it,	and	from	the	heart	of	this	green	spot	came	a	clearer	sound
than	the	soft	sigh	of	the	pines	or	the	drowsy	chirp	of	the	crickets.



"Here's	a	landscape!"	thought	Laurie,	peeping	through	the	bushes,	and	looking
wide-awake	and	good-natured	already.
It	 was	 a	 rather	 pretty	 little	 picture,	 for	 the	 sisters	 sat	 together	 in	 the	 shady

nook,	with	sun	and	shadow	flickering	over	them,	the	aromatic	wind	lifting	their
hair	and	cooling	 their	hot	cheeks,	and	all	 the	 little	wood	people	going	on	with
their	 affairs	 as	 if	 these	 were	 no	 strangers	 but	 old	 friends.	 Meg	 sat	 upon	 her
cushion,	sewing	daintily	with	her	white	hands,	and	looking	as	fresh	and	sweet	as
a	 rose	 in	 her	 pink	dress	 among	 the	 green.	Beth	was	 sorting	 the	 cones	 that	 lay
thick	under	the	hemlock	near	by,	for	she	made	pretty	things	with	them.	Amy	was
sketching	 a	 group	 of	 ferns,	 and	 Jo	was	 knitting	 as	 she	 read	 aloud.	 A	 shadow
passed	over	the	boy's	face	as	he	watched	them,	feeling	that	he	ought	to	go	away
because	uninvited;	yet	lingering	because	home	seemed	very	lonely	and	this	quiet
party	 in	 the	woods	most	attractive	 to	his	 restless	spirit.	He	stood	so	still	 that	a
squirrel,	 busy	with	 its	 harvesting,	 ran	 down	 a	 pine	 close	 beside	 him,	 saw	him
suddenly	and	skipped	back,	scolding	so	shrilly	 that	Beth	 looked	up,	espied	 the
wistful	face	behind	the	birches,	and	beckoned	with	a	reassuring	smile.
"May	I	come	in,	please?	Or	shall	I	be	a	bother?"	he	asked,	advancing	slowly.
Meg	lifted	her	eyebrows,	but	Jo	scowled	at	her	defiantly	and	said	at	once,	"Of

course	 you	 may.	 We	 should	 have	 asked	 you	 before,	 only	 we	 thought	 you
wouldn't	care	for	such	a	girl's	game	as	this."
"I	always	like	your	games,	but	if	Meg	doesn't	want	me,	I'll	go	away."
"I've	no	objection,	if	you	do	something.	It's	against	the	rules	to	be	idle	here,"

replied	Meg	gravely	but	graciously.
"Much	obliged.	I'll	do	anything	if	you'll	let	me	stop	a	bit,	for	it's	as	dull	as	the

Desert	 of	Sahara	down	 there.	Shall	 I	 sew,	 read,	 cone,	draw,	or	do	 all	 at	 once?
Bring	 on	 your	 bears.	 I'm	 ready."	 And	 Laurie	 sat	 down	 with	 a	 submissive
expression	delightful	to	behold.
"Finish	this	story	while	I	set	my	heel,"	said	Jo,	handing	him	the	book.
"Yes'm."	 was	 the	 meek	 answer,	 as	 he	 began,	 doing	 his	 best	 to	 prove	 his

gratitude	for	the	favor	of	admission	into	the	'Busy	Bee	Society'.
The	story	was	not	a	long	one,	and	when	it	was	finished,	he	ventured	to	ask	a

few	questions	as	a	reward	of	merit.
"Please,	 ma'am,	 could	 I	 inquire	 if	 this	 highly	 instructive	 and	 charming

institution	is	a	new	one?"
"Would	you	tell	him?"	asked	Meg	of	her	sisters.
"He'll	laugh,"	said	Amy	warningly.
"Who	cares?"	said	Jo.
"I	guess	he'll	like	it,"	added	Beth.
"Of	course	I	shall!	I	give	you	my	word	I	won't	laugh.	Tell	away,	Jo,	and	don't



be	afraid."
"The	 idea	 of	 being	 afraid	 of	 you!	Well,	 you	 see	 we	 used	 to	 play	 Pilgrim's

Progress,	and	we	have	been	going	on	with	it	in	earnest,	all	winter	and	summer."
"Yes,	I	know,"	said	Laurie,	nodding	wisely.
"Who	told	you?"	demanded	Jo.
"Spirits."
"No,	I	did.	I	wanted	to	amuse	him	one	night	when	you	were	all	away,	and	he

was	rather	dismal.	He	did	like	it,	so	don't	scold,	Jo,"	said	Beth	meekly.
"You	can't	keep	a	secret.	Never	mind,	it	saves	trouble	now."
"Go	on,	please,"	 said	Laurie,	 as	 Jo	became	absorbed	 in	her	work,	 looking	a

trifle	displeased.
"Oh,	didn't	she	tell	you	about	this	new	plan	of	ours?	Well,	we	have	tried	not	to

waste	 our	 holiday,	 but	 each	 has	 had	 a	 task	 and	worked	 at	 it	 with	 a	will.	 The
vacation	is	nearly	over,	the	stints	are	all	done,	and	we	are	ever	so	glad	that	we
didn't	dawdle."
"Yes,	I	should	think	so,"	and	Laurie	thought	regretfully	of	his	own	idle	days.
"Mother	 likes	 to	have	us	out-of-doors	 as	much	as	possible,	 so	we	bring	our

work	 here	 and	 have	 nice	 times.	 For	 the	 fun	 of	 it	we	 bring	 our	 things	 in	 these
bags,	wear	the	old	hats,	use	poles	to	climb	the	hill,	and	play	pilgrims,	as	we	used
to	do	years	ago.	We	call	 this	hill	 the	Delectable	Mountain,	for	we	can	look	far
away	and	see	the	country	where	we	hope	to	live	some	time."
Jo	pointed,	and	Laurie	sat	up	to	examine,	for	through	an	opening	in	the	wood

one	could	look	cross	the	wide,	blue	river,	the	meadows	on	the	other	side,	far	over
the	outskirts	of	the	great	city,	to	the	green	hills	that	rose	to	meet	the	sky.	The	sun
was	low,	and	the	heavens	glowed	with	 the	splendor	of	an	autumn	sunset.	Gold
and	purple	clouds	lay	on	the	hilltops,	and	rising	high	into	 the	ruddy	light	were
silvery	white	peaks	that	shone	like	the	airy	spires	of	some	Celestial	City.
"How	beautiful	 that	 is!"	 said	Laurie	 softly,	 for	he	was	quick	 to	 see	and	 feel

beauty	of	any	kind.
"It's	 often	 so,	 and	we	 like	 to	watch	 it,	 for	 it	 is	 never	 the	 same,	 but	 always

splendid,"	replied	Amy,	wishing	she	could	paint	it.
"Jo	talks	about	the	country	where	we	hope	to	live	sometime—the	real	country,

she	means,	with	pigs	and	chickens	and	haymaking.	It	would	be	nice,	but	I	wish
the	beautiful	country	up	 there	was	 real,	and	we	could	ever	go	 to	 it,"	 said	Beth
musingly.
"There	 is	 a	 lovelier	 country	 even	 than	 that,	 where	 we	 shall	 go,	 by-and-by,

when	we	are	good	enough,"	answered	Meg	with	her	sweetest	voice.
"It	seems	so	long	to	wait,	so	hard	to	do.	I	want	to	fly	away	at	once,	as	those

swallows	fly,	and	go	in	at	that	splendid	gate."



"You'll	get	there,	Beth,	sooner	or	later,	no	fear	of	that,"	said	Jo.	"I'm	the	one
that	will	 have	 to	 fight	 and	work,	 and	 climb	 and	wait,	 and	maybe	never	 get	 in
after	all."
"You'll	have	me	for	company,	if	that's	any	comfort.	I	shall	have	to	do	a	deal	of

traveling	before	I	come	in	sight	of	your	Celestial	City.	If	I	arrive	late,	you'll	say	a
good	word	for	me,	won't	you,	Beth?"
Something	in	the	boy's	face	troubled	his	little	friend,	but	she	said	cheerfully,

with	 her	 quiet	 eyes	 on	 the	 changing	 clouds,	 "If	 people	 really	want	 to	 go,	 and
really	try	all	their	lives,	I	think	they	will	get	in,	for	I	don't	believe	there	are	any
locks	on	that	door	or	any	guards	at	the	gate.	I	always	imagine	it	is	as	it	is	in	the
picture,	where	the	shining	ones	stretch	out	their	hands	to	welcome	poor	Christian
as	he	comes	up	from	the	river."
"Wouldn't	it	be	fun	if	all	the	castles	in	the	air	which	we	make	could	come	true,

and	we	could	live	in	them?"	said	Jo,	after	a	little	pause.
"I've	made	 such	quantities	 it	would	be	hard	 to	 choose	which	 I'd	have,"	 said

Laurie,	lying	flat	and	throwing	cones	at	the	squirrel	who	had	betrayed	him.
"You'd	have	to	take	your	favorite	one.	What	is	it?"	asked	Meg.
"If	I	tell	mine,	will	you	tell	yours?"
"Yes,	if	the	girls	will	too."
"We	will.	Now,	Laurie."
"After	I'd	seen	as	much	of	the	world	as	I	want	to,	I'd	like	to	settle	in	Germany

and	have	just	as	much	music	as	I	choose.	I'm	to	be	a	famous	musician	myself,
and	all	creation	is	to	rush	to	hear	me.	And	I'm	never	to	be	bothered	about	money
or	 business,	 but	 just	 enjoy	myself	 and	 live	 for	what	 I	 like.	 That's	my	 favorite
castle.	What's	yours,	Meg?"
Margaret	seemed	to	find	it	a	little	hard	to	tell	hers,	and	waved	a	brake	before

her	face,	as	if	to	disperse	imaginary	gnats,	while	she	said	slowly,	"I	should	like	a
lovely	 house,	 full	 of	 all	 sorts	 of	 luxurious	 things—nice	 food,	 pretty	 clothes,
handsome	furniture,	pleasant	people,	and	heaps	of	money.	I	am	to	be	mistress	of
it,	and	manage	 it	as	 I	 like,	with	plenty	of	servants,	so	I	never	need	work	a	bit.
How	I	should	enjoy	it!	For	I	wouldn't	be	idle,	but	do	good,	and	make	everyone
love	me	dearly."
"Wouldn't	you	have	a	master	for	your	castle	in	the	air?"	asked	Laurie	slyly.
"I	said	'pleasant	people',	you	know,"	and	Meg	carefully	tied	up	her	shoe	as	she

spoke,	so	that	no	one	saw	her	face.
"Why	 don't	 you	 say	 you'd	 have	 a	 splendid,	 wise,	 good	 husband	 and	 some

angelic	little	children?	You	know	your	castle	wouldn't	be	perfect	without,"	said
blunt	Jo,	who	had	no	tender	fancies	yet,	and	rather	scorned	romance,	except	in
books.



"You'd	 have	 nothing	 but	 horses,	 inkstands,	 and	 novels	 in	 yours,"	 answered
Meg	petulantly.
"Wouldn't	I	though?	I'd	have	a	stable	full	of	Arabian	steeds,	rooms	piled	high

with	books,	and	I'd	write	out	of	a	magic	inkstand,	so	that	my	works	should	be	as
famous	as	Laurie's	music.	I	want	to	do	something	splendid	before	I	go	into	my
castle,	 something	heroic	 or	wonderful	 that	won't	 be	 forgotten	 after	 I'm	dead.	 I
don't	know	what,	but	I'm	on	the	watch	for	it,	and	mean	to	astonish	you	all	some
day.	I	think	I	shall	write	books,	and	get	rich	and	famous,	that	would	suit	me,	so
that	is	my	favorite	dream."
"Mine	is	 to	stay	at	home	safe	with	Father	and	Mother,	and	help	take	care	of

the	family,"	said	Beth	contentedly.
"Don't	you	wish	for	anything	else?"	asked	Laurie.
"Since	I	had	my	little	piano,	I	am	perfectly	satisfied.	I	only	wish	we	may	all

keep	well	and	be	together,	nothing	else."
"I	 have	 ever	 so	 many	 wishes,	 but	 the	 pet	 one	 is	 to	 be	 an	 artist,	 and	 go	 to

Rome,	 and	 do	 fine	 pictures,	 and	 be	 the	 best	 artist	 in	 the	 whole	 world,"	 was
Amy's	modest	desire.
"We're	an	ambitious	set,	aren't	we?	Every	one	of	us,	but	Beth,	wants	to	be	rich

and	famous,	and	gorgeous	in	every	respect.	I	do	wonder	if	any	of	us	will	ever	get
our	wishes,"	said	Laurie,	chewing	grass	like	a	meditative	calf.
"I've	 got	 the	 key	 to	my	 castle	 in	 the	 air,	 but	whether	 I	 can	 unlock	 the	 door

remains	to	be	seen,"	observed	Jo	mysteriously.
"I've	 got	 the	 key	 to	 mine,	 but	 I'm	 not	 allowed	 to	 try	 it.	 Hang	 college!"

muttered	Laurie	with	an	impatient	sigh.
"Here's	mine!"	and	Amy	waved	her	pencil.
"I	haven't	got	any,"	said	Meg	forlornly.
"Yes,	you	have,"	said	Laurie	at	once.
"Where?"
"In	your	face."
"Nonsense,	that's	of	no	use."
"Wait	and	see	if	it	doesn't	bring	you	something	worth	having,"	replied	the	boy,

laughing	at	the	thought	of	a	charming	little	secret	which	he	fancied	he	knew.
Meg	colored	behind	the	brake,	but	asked	no	questions	and	looked	across	the

river	with	the	same	expectant	expression	which	Mr.	Brooke	had	worn	when	he
told	the	story	of	the	knight.
"If	we	are	all	alive	ten	years	hence,	let's	meet,	and	see	how	many	of	us	have

got	our	wishes,	or	how	much	nearer	we	are	then	than	now,"	said	Jo,	always	ready
with	a	plan.
"Bless	 me!	 How	 old	 I	 shall	 be,	 twenty-seven!"	 exclaimed	 Meg,	 who	 felt



grown	up	already,	having	just	reached	seventeen.
"You	and	I	will	be	twenty-six,	Teddy,	Beth	twenty-four,	and	Amy	twenty-two.

What	a	venerable	party!"	said	Jo.
"I	hope	I	shall	have	done	something	to	be	proud	of	by	that	time,	but	I'm	such	a

lazy	dog,	I'm	afraid	I	shall	dawdle,	Jo."
"You	need	a	motive,	Mother	says,	and	when	you	get	it,	she	is	sure	you'll	work

splendidly."
"Is	she?	By	Jupiter,	 I	will,	 if	 I	only	get	 the	chance!"	cried	Laurie,	 sitting	up

with	sudden	energy.	"I	ought	to	be	satisfied	to	please	Grandfather,	and	I	do	try,
but	it's	working	against	the	grain,	you	see,	and	comes	hard.	He	wants	me	to	be
an	 India	 merchant,	 as	 he	 was,	 and	 I'd	 rather	 be	 shot.	 I	 hate	 tea	 and	 silk	 and
spices,	and	every	sort	of	rubbish	his	old	ships	bring,	and	I	don't	care	how	soon
they	go	to	the	bottom	when	I	own	them.	Going	to	college	ought	to	satisfy	him,
for	if	I	give	him	four	years	he	ought	to	let	me	off	from	the	business.	But	he's	set,
and	I've	got	to	do	just	as	he	did,	unless	I	break	away	and	please	myself,	as	my
father	 did.	 If	 there	 was	 anyone	 left	 to	 stay	 with	 the	 old	 gentleman,	 I'd	 do	 it
tomorrow."
Laurie	spoke	excitedly,	and	looked	ready	to	carry	his	threat	into	execution	on

the	 slightest	 provocation,	 for	 he	was	 growing	up	very	 fast	 and,	 in	 spite	 of	 his
indolent	ways,	had	a	young	man's	hatred	of	 subjection,	 a	young	man's	 restless
longing	to	try	the	world	for	himself.
"I	advise	you	to	sail	away	in	one	of	your	ships,	and	never	come	home	again

till	you	have	tried	your	own	way,"	said	Jo,	whose	imagination	was	fired	by	the
thought	of	such	a	daring	exploit,	and	whose	sympathy	was	excited	by	what	she
called	'Teddy's	Wrongs'.
"That's	not	right,	Jo.	You	mustn't	talk	in	that	way,	and	Laurie	mustn't	take	your

bad	advice.	You	should	do	just	what	your	grandfather	wishes,	my	dear	boy,"	said
Meg	in	her	most	maternal	tone.	"Do	your	best	at	college,	and	when	he	sees	that
you	try	to	please	him,	I'm	sure	he	won't	be	hard	on	you	or	unjust	to	you.	As	you
say,	 there	 is	 no	 one	 else	 to	 stay	 with	 and	 love	 him,	 and	 you'd	 never	 forgive
yourself	 if	you	left	him	without	his	permission.	Don't	be	dismal	or	fret,	but	do
your	 duty	 and	 you'll	 get	 your	 reward,	 as	 good	 Mr.	 Brooke	 has,	 by	 being
respected	and	loved."
"What	do	you	know	about	him?"	asked	Laurie,	grateful	for	the	good	advice,

but	objecting	to	the	lecture,	and	glad	to	turn	the	conversation	from	himself	after
his	unusual	outbreak.
"Only	what	your	grandpa	told	us	about	him,	how	he	took	good	care	of	his	own

mother	till	she	died,	and	wouldn't	go	abroad	as	tutor	to	some	nice	person	because
he	wouldn't	leave	her.	And	how	he	provides	now	for	an	old	woman	who	nursed



his	mother,	and	never	tells	anyone,	but	is	just	as	generous	and	patient	and	good
as	he	can	be."
"So	 he	 is,	 dear	 old	 fellow!"	 said	 Laurie	 heartily,	 as	 Meg	 paused,	 looking

flushed	and	earnest	with	her	 story.	 "It's	 like	Grandpa	 to	 find	out	all	 about	him
without	 letting	 him	 know,	 and	 to	 tell	 all	 his	 goodness	 to	 others,	 so	 that	 they
might	 like	 him.	 Brooke	 couldn't	 understand	 why	 your	mother	 was	 so	 kind	 to
him,	asking	him	over	with	me	and	treating	him	in	her	beautiful	friendly	way.	He
thought	she	was	just	perfect,	and	talked	about	it	for	days	and	days,	and	went	on
about	you	all	in	flaming	style.	If	ever	I	do	get	my	wish,	you	see	what	I'll	do	for
Brooke."
"Begin	to	do	something	now	by	not	plaguing	his	life	out,"	said	Meg	sharply.
"How	do	you	know	I	do,	Miss?"
"I	can	always	tell	by	his	face	when	he	goes	away.	If	you	have	been	good,	he

looks	satisfied	and	walks	briskly.	If	you	have	plagued	him,	he's	sober	and	walks
slowly,	as	if	he	wanted	to	go	back	and	do	his	work	better."
"Well,	 I	 like	 that?	 So	 you	 keep	 an	 account	 of	 my	 good	 and	 bad	 marks	 in

Brooke's	face,	do	you?	I	see	him	bow	and	smile	as	he	passes	your	window,	but	I
didn't	know	you'd	got	up	a	telegraph."
"We	haven't.	Don't	be	angry,	and	oh,	don't	tell	him	I	said	anything!	It	was	only

to	show	that	I	cared	how	you	get	on,	and	what	is	said	here	is	said	in	confidence,
you	know,"	cried	Meg,	much	alarmed	at	the	thought	of	what	might	follow	from
her	careless	speech.
"I	don't	tell	tales,"	replied	Laurie,	with	his	'high	and	mighty'	air,	as	Jo	called	a

certain	expression	which	he	occasionally	wore.	"Only	if	Brooke	is	going	to	be	a
thermometer,	I	must	mind	and	have	fair	weather	for	him	to	report."
"Please	 don't	 be	 offended.	 I	 didn't	mean	 to	 preach	 or	 tell	 tales	 or	 be	 silly.	 I

only	thought	Jo	was	encouraging	you	in	a	feeling	which	you'd	be	sorry	for	by-
and-by.	You	are	 so	kind	 to	us,	we	 feel	as	 if	you	were	our	brother	and	say	 just
what	we	think.	Forgive	me,	I	meant	it	kindly."	And	Meg	offered	her	hand	with	a
gesture	both	affectionate	and	timid.
Ashamed	of	his	momentary	pique,	Laurie	 squeezed	 the	kind	 little	hand,	and

said	frankly,	"I'm	the	one	to	be	forgiven.	I'm	cross	and	have	been	out	of	sorts	all
day.	 I	 like	 to	have	you	 tell	me	my	faults	and	be	sisterly,	 so	don't	mind	 if	 I	am
grumpy	sometimes.	I	thank	you	all	the	same."
Bent	on	showing	 that	he	was	not	offended,	he	made	himself	as	agreeable	as

possible,	wound	cotton	for	Meg,	recited	poetry	to	please	Jo,	shook	down	cones
for	Beth,	and	helped	Amy	with	her	ferns,	proving	himself	a	fit	person	to	belong
to	the	'Busy	Bee	Society'.	In	the	midst	of	an	animated	discussion	on	the	domestic
habits	 of	 turtles	 (one	 of	 those	 amiable	 creatures	 having	 strolled	 up	 from	 the



river),	 the	 faint	 sound	 of	 a	 bell	 warned	 them	 that	 Hannah	 had	 put	 the	 tea	 'to
draw',	and	they	would	just	have	time	to	get	home	to	supper.
"May	I	come	again?"	asked	Laurie.
"Yes,	if	you	are	good,	and	love	your	book,	as	the	boys	in	the	primer	are	told	to

do,"	said	Meg,	smiling.
"I'll	try."
"Then	you	may	come,	and	I'll	teach	you	to	knit	as	the	Scotchmen	do.	There's	a

demand	 for	 socks	 just	 now,"	 added	 Jo,	 waving	 hers	 like	 a	 big	 blue	 worsted
banner	as	they	parted	at	the	gate.
That	night,	when	Beth	played	to	Mr.	Laurence	in	the	twilight,	Laurie,	standing

in	 the	 shadow	 of	 the	 curtain,	 listened	 to	 the	 little	David,	whose	 simple	music
always	quieted	his	moody	spirit,	and	watched	the	old	man,	who	sat	with	his	gray
head	 on	 his	 hand,	 thinking	 tender	 thoughts	 of	 the	 dead	 child	 he	 had	 loved	 so
much.	Remembering	the	conversation	of	the	afternoon,	the	boy	said	to	himself,
with	the	resolve	to	make	the	sacrifice	cheerfully,	"I'll	let	my	castle	go,	and	stay
with	the	dear	old	gentleman	while	he	needs	me,	for	I	am	all	he	has."



Chapter		14	
Secrets

Jo	was	very	busy	in	the	garret,	for	the	October	days	began	to	grow	chilly,	and	the
afternoons	were	 short.	 For	 two	 or	 three	 hours	 the	 sun	 lay	warmly	 in	 the	 high
window,	 showing	 Jo	 seated	 on	 the	 old	 sofa,	 writing	 busily,	 with	 her	 papers
spread	out	upon	a	trunk	before	her,	while	Scrabble,	the	pet	rat,	promenaded	the
beams	overhead,	accompanied	by	his	oldest	son,	a	fine	young	fellow,	who	was
evidently	very	proud	of	his	whiskers.	Quite	absorbed	in	her	work,	Jo	scribbled
away	till	the	last	page	was	filled,	when	she	signed	her	name	with	a	flourish	and
threw	down	her	pen,	exclaiming…
"There,	I've	done	my	best!	If	 this	won't	suit	I	shall	have	to	wait	till	I	can	do

better."
Lying	 back	 on	 the	 sofa,	 she	 read	 the	manuscript	 carefully	 through,	making

dashes	 here	 and	 there,	 and	 putting	 in	many	 exclamation	 points,	which	 looked
like	little	balloons.	Then	she	tied	it	up	with	a	smart	red	ribbon,	and	sat	a	minute
looking	at	it	with	a	sober,	wistful	expression,	which	plainly	showed	how	earnest
her	work	had	been.	Jo's	desk	up	here	was	an	old	tin	kitchen	which	hung	against
the	 wall.	 In	 it	 she	 kept	 her	 papers,	 and	 a	 few	 books,	 safely	 shut	 away	 from
Scrabble,	who,	being	likewise	of	a	literary	turn,	was	fond	of	making	a	circulating
library	of	such	books	as	were	left	in	his	way	by	eating	the	leaves.	From	this	tin
receptacle	Jo	produced	another	manuscript,	and	putting	both	in	her	pocket,	crept
quietly	downstairs,	leaving	her	friends	to	nibble	on	her	pens	and	taste	her	ink.
She	put	on	her	hat	and	jacket	as	noiselessly	as	possible,	and	going	to	the	back

entry	window,	got	out	upon	the	roof	of	a	low	porch,	swung	herself	down	to	the
grassy	bank,	and	took	a	roundabout	way	to	the	road.	Once	there,	she	composed
herself,	hailed	a	passing	omnibus,	and	rolled	away	to	town,	looking	very	merry
and	mysterious.
If	 anyone	 had	 been	 watching	 her,	 he	 would	 have	 thought	 her	 movements

decidedly	peculiar,	for	on	alighting,	she	went	off	at	a	great	pace	till	she	reached	a
certain	 number	 in	 a	 certain	 busy	 street.	 Having	 found	 the	 place	 with	 some
difficulty,	 she	 went	 into	 the	 doorway,	 looked	 up	 the	 dirty	 stairs,	 and	 after
standing	stock	still	a	minute,	suddenly	dived	into	the	street	and	walked	away	as
rapidly	 as	 she	 came.	 This	 maneuver	 she	 repeated	 several	 times,	 to	 the	 great
amusement	 of	 a	 black-eyed	 young	 gentleman	 lounging	 in	 the	 window	 of	 a



building	opposite.	On	returning	for	the	third	time,	Jo	gave	herself	a	shake,	pulled
her	hat	over	her	eyes,	and	walked	up	the	stairs,	looking	as	if	she	were	going	to
have	all	her	teeth	out.
There	 was	 a	 dentist's	 sign,	 among	 others,	 which	 adorned	 the	 entrance,	 and

after	staring	a	moment	at	the	pair	of	artificial	jaws	which	slowly	opened	and	shut
to	draw	attention	to	a	fine	set	of	teeth,	the	young	gentleman	put	on	his	coat,	took
his	hat,	and	went	down	to	post	himself	 in	 the	opposite	doorway,	saying	with	a
smile	and	a	shiver,	"It's	 like	her	to	come	alone,	but	 if	she	has	a	bad	time	she'll
need	someone	to	help	her	home."
In	 ten	 minutes	 Jo	 came	 running	 downstairs	 with	 a	 very	 red	 face	 and	 the

general	appearance	of	a	person	who	had	 just	passed	 through	a	 trying	ordeal	of
some	sort.	When	she	saw	the	young	gentleman	she	looked	anything	but	pleased,
and	 passed	 him	with	 a	 nod.	But	 he	 followed,	 asking	with	 an	 air	 of	 sympathy,
"Did	you	have	a	bad	time?"
"Not	very."
"You	got	through	quickly."
"Yes,	thank	goodness!"
"Why	did	you	go	alone?"
"Didn't	want	anyone	to	know."
"You're	the	oddest	fellow	I	ever	saw.	How	many	did	you	have	out?"
Jo	looked	at	her	friend	as	if	she	did	not	understand	him,	then	began	to	laugh	as

if	mightily	amused	at	something.
"There	are	two	which	I	want	to	have	come	out,	but	I	must	wait	a	week."
"What	 are	 you	 laughing	 at?	You	 are	 up	 to	 some	mischief,	 Jo,"	 said	 Laurie,

looking	mystified.
"So	are	you.	What	were	you	doing,	sir,	up	in	that	billiard	saloon?"
"Begging	your	pardon,	ma'am,	 it	wasn't	 a	billiard	 saloon,	but	 a	gymnasium,

and	I	was	taking	a	lesson	in	fencing."
"I'm	glad	of	that."
"Why?"
"You	can	teach	me,	and	then	when	we	play	Hamlet,	you	can	be	Laertes,	and

we'll	make	a	fine	thing	of	the	fencing	scene."
Laurie	 burst	 out	 with	 a	 hearty	 boy's	 laugh,	 which	 made	 several	 passers-by

smile	in	spite	of	themselves.
"I'll	 teach	 you	 whether	 we	 play	 Hamlet	 or	 not.	 It's	 grand	 fun	 and	 will

straighten	 you	 up	 capitally.	 But	 I	 don't	 believe	 that	 was	 your	 only	 reason	 for
saying	'I'm	glad'	in	that	decided	way,	was	it	now?"
"No,	I	was	glad	that	you	were	not	in	the	saloon,	because	I	hope	you	never	go

to	such	places.	Do	you?"



"Not	often."
"I	wish	you	wouldn't."
"It's	no	harm,	Jo.	I	have	billiards	at	home,	but	it's	no	fun	unless	you	have	good

players,	 so,	 as	 I'm	 fond	 of	 it,	 I	 come	 sometimes	 and	 have	 a	 game	 with	 Ned
Moffat	or	some	of	the	other	fellows."
"Oh,	 dear,	 I'm	 so	 sorry,	 for	 you'll	 get	 to	 liking	 it	 better	 and	 better,	 and	will

waste	time	and	money,	and	grow	like	those	dreadful	boys.	I	did	hope	you'd	stay
respectable	and	be	a	satisfaction	to	your	friends,"	said	Jo,	shaking	her	head.
"Can't	a	fellow	take	a	little	innocent	amusement	now	and	then	without	losing

his	respectability?"	asked	Laurie,	looking	nettled.
"That	depends	upon	how	and	where	he	 takes	 it.	 I	don't	 like	Ned	and	his	set,

and	wish	you'd	keep	out	of	it.	Mother	won't	let	us	have	him	at	our	house,	though
he	wants	 to	 come.	And	 if	 you	 grow	 like	 him	 she	won't	 be	willing	 to	 have	 us
frolic	together	as	we	do	now."
"Won't	she?"	asked	Laurie	anxiously.
"No,	 she	 can't	 bear	 fashionable	 young	 men,	 and	 she'd	 shut	 us	 all	 up	 in

bandboxes	rather	than	have	us	associate	with	them."
"Well,	she	needn't	get	out	her	bandboxes	yet.	I'm	not	a	fashionable	party	and

don't	mean	to	be,	but	I	do	like	harmless	larks	now	and	then,	don't	you?"
"Yes,	nobody	minds	them,	so	lark	away,	but	don't	get	wild,	will	you?	Or	there

will	be	an	end	of	all	our	good	times."
"I'll	be	a	double	distilled	saint."
"I	can't	bear	saints.	Just	be	a	simple,	honest,	respectable	boy,	and	we'll	never

desert	you.	I	don't	know	what	I	should	do	if	you	acted	like	Mr.	King's	son.	He
had	 plenty	 of	 money,	 but	 didn't	 know	 how	 to	 spend	 it,	 and	 got	 tipsy	 and
gambled,	 and	 ran	 away,	 and	 forged	 his	 father's	 name,	 I	 believe,	 and	 was
altogether	horrid."
"You	think	I'm	likely	to	do	the	same?	Much	obliged."
"No,	I	don't—oh,	dear,	no!—but	I	hear	people	talking	about	money	being	such

a	temptation,	and	I	sometimes	wish	you	were	poor.	I	shouldn't	worry	then."
"Do	you	worry	about	me,	Jo?"
"A	 little,	when	you	 look	moody	and	discontented,	 as	you	sometimes	do,	 for

you've	got	such	a	strong	will,	if	you	once	get	started	wrong,	I'm	afraid	it	would
be	hard	to	stop	you."
Laurie	walked	in	silence	a	few	minutes,	and	Jo	watched	him,	wishing	she	had

held	 her	 tongue,	 for	 his	 eyes	 looked	 angry,	 though	his	 lips	 smiled	 as	 if	 at	 her
warnings.
"Are	you	going	to	deliver	lectures	all	the	way	home?"	he	asked	presently.
"Of	course	not.	Why?"



"Because	if	you	are,	I'll	take	a	bus.	If	you're	not,	I'd	like	to	walk	with	you	and
tell	you	something	very	interesting."
"I	won't	preach	any	more,	and	I'd	like	to	hear	the	news	immensely."
"Very	well,	 then,	 come	 on.	 It's	 a	 secret,	 and	 if	 I	 tell	 you,	 you	must	 tell	me

yours."
"I	haven't	got	any,"	began	Jo,	but	stopped	suddenly,	remembering	that	she	had.
"You	 know	 you	 have—you	 can't	 hide	 anything,	 so	 up	 and	 'fess,	 or	 I	 won't

tell,"	cried	Laurie.
"Is	your	secret	a	nice	one?"
"Oh,	isn't	it!	All	about	people	you	know,	and	such	fun!	You	ought	to	hear	it,

and	I've	been	aching	to	tell	it	this	long	time.	Come,	you	begin."
"You'll	not	say	anything	about	it	at	home,	will	you?"
"Not	a	word."
"And	you	won't	tease	me	in	private?"
"I	never	tease."
"Yes,	you	do.	You	get	everything	you	want	out	of	people.	I	don't	know	how

you	do	it,	but	you	are	a	born	wheedler."
"Thank	you.	Fire	away."
"Well,	I've	left	two	stories	with	a	newspaperman,	and	he's	to	give	his	answer

next	week,"	whispered	Jo,	in	her	confidant's	ear.
"Hurrah	 for	Miss	March,	 the	 celebrated	American	 authoress!"	 cried	 Laurie,

throwing	up	his	hat	and	catching	it	again,	to	the	great	delight	of	two	ducks,	four
cats,	five	hens,	and	half	a	dozen	Irish	children,	for	they	were	out	of	the	city	now.
"Hush!	It	won't	come	to	anything,	I	dare	say,	but	I	couldn't	rest	till	I	had	tried,

and	I	said	nothing	about	it	because	I	didn't	want	anyone	else	to	be	disappointed."
"It	won't	 fail.	Why,	 Jo,	 your	 stories	 are	works	 of	 Shakespeare	 compared	 to

half	the	rubbish	that	is	published	every	day.	Won't	it	be	fun	to	see	them	in	print,
and	shan't	we	feel	proud	of	our	authoress?"
Jo's	 eyes	 sparkled,	 for	 it	 is	 always	pleasant	 to	be	believed	 in,	 and	 a	 friend's

praise	is	always	sweeter	than	a	dozen	newspaper	puffs.
"Where's	 your	 secret?	Play	 fair,	Teddy,	 or	 I'll	 never	 believe	you	 again,"	 she

said,	 trying	 to	 extinguish	 the	 brilliant	 hopes	 that	 blazed	 up	 at	 a	 word	 of
encouragement.
"I	may	get	into	a	scrape	for	telling,	but	I	didn't	promise	not	to,	so	I	will,	for	I

never	 feel	 easy	 in	my	mind	 till	 I've	 told	 you	 any	plummy	bit	 of	 news	 I	 get.	 I
know	where	Meg's	glove	is."
"Is	 that	 all?"	 said	 Jo,	 looking	 disappointed,	 as	 Laurie	 nodded	 and	 twinkled

with	a	face	full	of	mysterious	intelligence.
"It's	quite	enough	for	the	present,	as	you'll	agree	when	I	tell	you	where	it	is."



"Tell,	then."
Laurie	bent,	and	whispered	three	words	in	Jo's	ear,	which	produced	a	comical

change.	 She	 stood	 and	 stared	 at	 him	 for	 a	minute,	 looking	 both	 surprised	 and
displeased,	then	walked	on,	saying	sharply,	"How	do	you	know?"
"Saw	it."
"Where?"
"Pocket."
"All	this	time?"
"Yes,	isn't	that	romantic?"
"No,	it's	horrid."
"Don't	you	like	it?"
"Of	 course	 I	 don't.	 It's	 ridiculous,	 it	 won't	 be	 allowed.	My	 patience!	What

would	Meg	say?"
"You	are	not	to	tell	anyone.	Mind	that."
"I	didn't	promise."
"That	was	understood,	and	I	trusted	you."
"Well,	I	won't	for	the	present,	anyway,	but	I'm	disgusted,	and	wish	you	hadn't

told	me."
"I	thought	you'd	be	pleased."
"At	the	idea	of	anybody	coming	to	take	Meg	away?	No,	thank	you."
"You'll	feel	better	about	it	when	somebody	comes	to	take	you	away."
"I'd	like	to	see	anyone	try	it,"	cried	Jo	fiercely.
"So	should	I!"	and	Laurie	chuckled	at	the	idea.
"I	don't	think	secrets	agree	with	me,	I	feel	rumpled	up	in	my	mind	since	you

told	me	that,"	said	Jo	rather	ungratefully.
"Race	down	this	hill	with	me,	and	you'll	be	all	right,"	suggested	Laurie.
No	one	was	in	sight,	the	smooth	road	sloped	invitingly	before	her,	and	finding

the	temptation	irresistible,	Jo	darted	away,	soon	leaving	hat	and	comb	behind	her
and	 scattering	 hairpins	 as	 she	 ran.	Laurie	 reached	 the	 goal	 first	 and	was	 quite
satisfied	with	the	success	of	his	treatment,	for	his	Atlanta	came	panting	up	with
flying	hair,	bright	eyes,	ruddy	cheeks,	and	no	signs	of	dissatisfaction	in	her	face.
"I	wish	I	was	a	horse,	then	I	could	run	for	miles	in	this	splendid	air,	and	not

lose	my	breath.	It	was	capital,	but	see	what	a	guy	it's	made	me.	Go,	pick	up	my
things,	 like	 a	 cherub,	 as	you	are,"	 said	 Jo,	dropping	down	under	 a	maple	 tree,
which	was	carpeting	the	bank	with	crimson	leaves.
Laurie	 leisurely	departed	 to	recover	 the	 lost	property,	and	Jo	bundled	up	her

braids,	hoping	no	one	would	pass	by	 till	 she	was	 tidy	again.	But	 someone	did
pass,	and	who	should	it	be	but	Meg,	looking	particularly	ladylike	in	her	state	and
festival	suit,	for	she	had	been	making	calls.



"What	in	the	world	are	you	doing	here?"	she	asked,	regarding	her	disheveled
sister	with	well-bred	surprise.
"Getting	 leaves,"	meekly	answered	 Jo,	 sorting	 the	 rosy	handful	 she	had	 just

swept	up.
"And	hairpins,"	added	Laurie,	throwing	half	a	dozen	into	Jo's	lap.	"They	grow

on	this	road,	Meg,	so	do	combs	and	brown	straw	hats."
"You	 have	 been	 running,	 Jo.	 How	 could	 you?	 When	 will	 you	 stop	 such

romping	ways?"	said	Meg	reprovingly,	as	she	settled	her	cuffs	and	smoothed	her
hair,	with	which	the	wind	had	taken	liberties.
"Never	 till	 I'm	 stiff	 and	old	and	have	 to	use	a	 crutch.	Don't	 try	 to	make	me

grow	 up	 before	 my	 time,	Meg.	 It's	 hard	 enough	 to	 have	 you	 change	 all	 of	 a
sudden.	Let	me	be	a	little	girl	as	long	as	I	can."
As	 she	 spoke,	 Jo	 bent	 over	 the	 leaves	 to	 hide	 the	 trembling	 of	 her	 lips,	 for

lately	 she	had	 felt	 that	Margaret	was	 fast	 getting	 to	 be	 a	woman,	 and	Laurie's
secret	made	 her	 dread	 the	 separation	which	must	 surely	 come	 some	 time	 and
now	seemed	very	near.	He	saw	the	trouble	in	her	face	and	drew	Meg's	attention
from	it	by	asking	quickly,	"Where	have	you	been	calling,	all	so	fine?"
"At	 the	 Gardiners',	 and	 Sallie	 has	 been	 telling	 me	 all	 about	 Belle	Moffat's

wedding.	It	was	very	splendid,	and	they	have	gone	to	spend	the	winter	in	Paris.
Just	think	how	delightful	that	must	be!"
"Do	you	envy	her,	Meg?"	said	Laurie.
"I'm	afraid	I	do."
"I'm	glad	of	it!"	muttered	Jo,	tying	on	her	hat	with	a	jerk.
"Why?"	asked	Meg,	looking	surprised.
"Because	if	you	care	much	about	riches,	you	will	never	go	and	marry	a	poor

man,"	 said	 Jo,	 frowning	at	Laurie,	who	was	mutely	warning	her	 to	mind	what
she	said.
"I	shall	never	 'go	and	marry'	anyone,"	observed	Meg,	walking	on	with	great

dignity	 while	 the	 others	 followed,	 laughing,	 whispering,	 skipping	 stones,	 and
'behaving	 like	 children',	 as	 Meg	 said	 to	 herself,	 though	 she	 might	 have	 been
tempted	to	join	them	if	she	had	not	had	her	best	dress	on.
For	 a	 week	 or	 two,	 Jo	 behaved	 so	 queerly	 that	 her	 sisters	 were	 quite

bewildered.	 She	 rushed	 to	 the	 door	 when	 the	 postman	 rang,	 was	 rude	 to	Mr.
Brooke	whenever	 they	met,	would	sit	 looking	at	Meg	with	a	woe-begone	face,
occasionally	jumping	up	to	shake	and	then	kiss	her	in	a	very	mysterious	manner.
Laurie	 and	 she	 were	 always	 making	 signs	 to	 one	 another,	 and	 talking	 about
'Spread	Eagles'	till	the	girls	declared	they	had	both	lost	their	wits.	On	the	second
Saturday	after	Jo	got	out	of	the	window,	Meg,	as	she	sat	sewing	at	her	window,
was	scandalized	by	the	sight	of	Laurie	chasing	Jo	all	over	the	garden	and	finally



capturing	 her	 in	 Amy's	 bower.	 What	 went	 on	 there,	 Meg	 could	 not	 see,	 but
shrieks	of	 laughter	were	heard,	 followed	by	 the	murmur	of	 voices	 and	 a	great
flapping	of	newspapers.
"What	shall	we	do	with	 that	girl?	She	never	will	behave	 like	a	young	 lady,"

sighed	Meg,	as	she	watched	the	race	with	a	disapproving	face.
"I	 hope	 she	won't.	 She	 is	 so	 funny	 and	dear	 as	 she	 is,"	 said	Beth,	who	had

never	betrayed	 that	 she	was	a	 little	hurt	at	 Jo's	having	secrets	with	anyone	but
her.
"It's	very	trying,	but	we	never	can	make	her	comme	la	fo,"	added	Amy,	who

sat	making	some	new	frills	for	herself,	with	her	curls	tied	up	in	a	very	becoming
way,	two	agreeable	things	that	made	her	feel	unusually	elegant	and	ladylike.
In	a	few	minutes	Jo	bounced	in,	laid	herself	on	the	sofa,	and	affected	to	read.
"Have	you	anything	interesting	there?"	asked	Meg,	with	condescension.
"Nothing	but	a	story,	won't	amount	 to	much,	 I	guess,"	 returned	Jo,	carefully

keeping	the	name	of	the	paper	out	of	sight.
"You'd	better	read	it	aloud.	That	will	amuse	us	and	keep	you	out	of	mischief,"

said	Amy	in	her	most	grown-up	tone.
"What's	 the	name?"	asked	Beth,	wondering	why	Jo	kept	her	 face	behind	 the

sheet.
"The	Rival	Painters."
"That	sounds	well.	Read	it,"	said	Meg.
With	a	 loud	"Hem!"	and	a	 long	breath,	Jo	began	 to	read	very	fast.	The	girls

listened	with	interest,	for	the	tale	was	romantic,	and	somewhat	pathetic,	as	most
of	 the	 characters	 died	 in	 the	 end.	 "I	 like	 that	 about	 the	 splendid	 picture,"	was
Amy's	approving	remark,	as	Jo	paused.
"I	prefer	 the	 lovering	part.	Viola	and	Angelo	are	 two	of	our	 favorite	names,

isn't	that	queer?"	said	Meg,	wiping	her	eyes,	for	the	lovering	part	was	tragical.
"Who	wrote	it?"	asked	Beth,	who	had	caught	a	glimpse	of	Jo's	face.
The	 reader	 suddenly	 sat	 up,	 cast	 away	 the	 paper,	 displaying	 a	 flushed

countenance,	and	with	a	funny	mixture	of	solemnity	and	excitement	replied	in	a
loud	voice,	"Your	sister."
"You?"	cried	Meg,	dropping	her	work.
"It's	very	good,"	said	Amy	critically.
"I	 knew	 it!	 I	 knew	 it!	Oh,	my	 Jo,	 I	 am	 so	proud!"	 and	Beth	 ran	 to	 hug	her

sister	and	exult	over	this	splendid	success.
Dear	me,	how	delighted	they	all	were,	to	be	sure!	How	Meg	wouldn't	believe

it	till	she	saw	the	words.	"Miss	Josephine	March,"	actually	printed	in	the	paper.
How	graciously	Amy	critisized	 the	artistic	parts	of	 the	 story,	 and	offered	hints
for	a	sequel,	which	unfortunately	couldn't	be	carried	out,	as	the	hero	and	heroine



were	dead.	How	Beth	got	excited,	and	skipped	and	sang	with	joy.	How	Hannah
came	in	to	exclaim,	"Sakes	alive,	well	I	never!"	in	great	astonishment	at	'that	Jo's
doin's'.	How	proud	Mrs.	March	was	when	 she	knew	 it.	How	 Jo	 laughed,	with
tears	in	her	eyes,	as	she	declared	she	might	as	well	be	a	peacock	and	done	with
it,	and	how	the	'Spread	Eagle'	might	be	said	to	flap	his	wings	triumphantly	over
the	House	of	March,	as	the	paper	passed	from	hand	to	hand.
"Tell	us	about	it."	"When	did	it	come?"	"How	much	did	you	get	for	it?"	"What

will	Father	say?"	"Won't	Laurie	laugh?"	cried	the	family,	all	in	one	breath	as	they
clustered	about	Jo,	for	these	foolish,	affectionate	people	made	a	jubilee	of	every
little	household	joy.
"Stop	jabbering,	girls,	and	I'll	tell	you	everything,"	said	Jo,	wondering	if	Miss

Burney	felt	any	grander	over	her	Evelina	than	she	did	over	her	'Rival	Painters'.
Having	told	how	she	disposed	of	her	 tales,	Jo	added,	"And	when	I	went	 to	get
my	answer,	 the	man	said	he	liked	them	both,	but	didn't	pay	beginners,	only	let
them	print	in	his	paper,	and	noticed	the	stories.	It	was	good	practice,	he	said,	and
when	 the	 beginners	 improved,	 anyone	 would	 pay.	 So	 I	 let	 him	 have	 the	 two
stories,	and	today	this	was	sent	to	me,	and	Laurie	caught	me	with	it	and	insisted
on	seeing	it,	so	I	let	him.	And	he	said	it	was	good,	and	I	shall	write	more,	and
he's	going	to	get	the	next	paid	for,	and	I	am	so	happy,	for	in	time	I	may	be	able
to	support	myself	and	help	the	girls."
Jo's	breath	gave	out	here,	 and	wrapping	her	head	 in	 the	paper,	 she	bedewed

her	little	story	with	a	few	natural	tears,	for	to	be	independent	and	earn	the	praise
of	those	she	loved	were	the	dearest	wishes	of	her	heart,	and	this	seemed	to	be	the
first	step	toward	that	happy	end.



Chapter		15	
A	Telegram

"November	 is	 the	most	 disagreeable	month	 in	 the	whole	 year,"	 said	Margaret,
standing	at	the	window	one	dull	afternoon,	looking	out	at	the	frostbitten	garden.
"That's	the	reason	I	was	born	in	it,"	observed	Jo	pensively,	quite	unconscious

of	the	blot	on	her	nose.
"If	 something	 very	 pleasant	 should	 happen	 now,	 we	 should	 think	 it	 a

delightful	 month,"	 said	 Beth,	 who	 took	 a	 hopeful	 view	 of	 everything,	 even
November.
"I	dare	say,	but	nothing	pleasant	ever	does	happen	in	this	family,"	said	Meg,

who	was	 out	 of	 sorts.	 "We	 go	 grubbing	 along	 day	 after	 day,	 without	 a	 bit	 of
change,	and	very	little	fun.	We	might	as	well	be	in	a	treadmill."
"My	patience,	how	blue	we	are!"	cried	Jo.	"I	don't	much	wonder,	poor	dear,

for	you	see	other	girls	having	splendid	times,	while	you	grind,	grind,	year	in	and
year	out.	Oh,	don't	I	wish	I	could	manage	things	for	you	as	I	do	for	my	heroines!
You're	 pretty	 enough	 and	 good	 enough	 already,	 so	 I'd	 have	 some	 rich	 relation
leave	 you	 a	 fortune	 unexpectedly.	 Then	 you'd	 dash	 out	 as	 an	 heiress,	 scorn
everyone	who	has	slighted	you,	go	abroad,	and	come	home	my	Lady	Something
in	a	blaze	of	splendor	and	elegance."
"People	 don't	 have	 fortunes	 left	 them	 in	 that	 style	 nowadays,	 men	 have	 to

work	 and	women	marry	 for	money.	 It's	 a	 dreadfully	 unjust	 world,"	 said	Meg
bitterly.
"Jo	and	I	are	going	to	make	fortunes	for	you	all.	Just	wait	ten	years,	and	see	if

we	don't,"	said	Amy,	who	sat	in	a	corner	making	mud	pies,	as	Hannah	called	her
little	clay	models	of	birds,	fruit,	and	faces.
"Can't	wait,	 and	 I'm	 afraid	 I	 haven't	much	 faith	 in	 ink	 and	 dirt,	 though	 I'm

grateful	for	your	good	intentions."
Meg	sighed,	and	turned	to	the	frostbitten	garden	again.	Jo	groaned	and	leaned

both	 elbows	 on	 the	 table	 in	 a	 despondent	 attitude,	 but	 Amy	 spatted	 away
energetically,	 and	 Beth,	 who	 sat	 at	 the	 other	 window,	 said,	 smiling,	 "Two
pleasant	 things	 are	 going	 to	 happen	 right	 away.	Marmee	 is	 coming	 down	 the
street,	and	Laurie	is	tramping	through	the	garden	as	if	he	had	something	nice	to
tell."
In	 they	 both	 came,	 Mrs.	 March	 with	 her	 usual	 question,	 "Any	 letter	 from



Father,	girls?"	and	Laurie	to	say	in	his	persuasive	way,	"Won't	some	of	you	come
for	a	drive?	I've	been	working	away	at	mathematics	till	my	head	is	in	a	muddle,
and	I'm	going	to	freshen	my	wits	by	a	brisk	turn.	It's	a	dull	day,	but	the	air	isn't
bad,	and	I'm	going	to	take	Brooke	home,	so	it	will	be	gay	inside,	if	it	isn't	out.
Come,	Jo,	you	and	Beth	will	go,	won't	you?"
"Of	course	we	will."
"Much	obliged,	but	I'm	busy."	And	Meg	whisked	out	her	workbasket,	for	she

had	agreed	with	her	mother	that	it	was	best,	for	her	at	least,	not	to	drive	too	often
with	the	young	gentleman.
"We	three	will	be	 ready	 in	a	minute,"	cried	Amy,	 running	away	 to	wash	her

hands.
"Can	I	do	anything	for	you,	Madam	Mother?"	asked	Laurie,	leaning	over	Mrs.

March's	chair	with	the	affectionate	look	and	tone	he	always	gave	her.
"No,	thank	you,	except	call	at	the	office,	if	you'll	be	so	kind,	dear.	It's	our	day

for	 a	 letter,	 and	 the	 postman	 hasn't	 been.	 Father	 is	 as	 regular	 as	 the	 sun,	 but
there's	some	delay	on	the	way,	perhaps."
A	sharp	ring	interrupted	her,	and	a	minute	after	Hannah	came	in	with	a	letter.
"It's	one	of	them	horrid	telegraph	things,	mum,"	she	said,	handling	it	as	if	she

was	afraid	it	would	explode	and	do	some	damage.
At	 the	 word	 'telegraph',	 Mrs.	 March	 snatched	 it,	 read	 the	 two	 lines	 it

contained,	and	dropped	back	into	her	chair	as	white	as	if	the	little	paper	had	sent
a	bullet	to	her	heart.	Laurie	dashed	downstairs	for	water,	while	Meg	and	Hannah
supported	her,	and	Jo	read	aloud,	in	a	frightened	voice…

Mrs.	March:
Your	husband	is	very	ill.	Come	at	once.
S.	HALE
Blank	Hospital,	Washington.

How	still	 the	 room	was	 as	 they	 listened	breathlessly,	 how	 strangely	 the	day
darkened	outside,	and	how	suddenly	the	whole	world	seemed	to	change,	as	the
girls	gathered	about	 their	mother,	 feeling	as	 if	all	 the	happiness	and	support	of
their	lives	was	about	to	be	taken	from	them.
Mrs.	March	was	herself	again	directly,	 read	 the	message	over,	and	stretched

out	her	arms	to	her	daughters,	saying,	in	a	tone	they	never	forgot,	"I	shall	go	at
once,	but	it	may	be	too	late.	Oh,	children,	children,	help	me	to	bear	it!"
For	several	minutes	there	was	nothing	but	the	sound	of	sobbing	in	the	room,

mingled	with	broken	words	of	comfort,	 tender	assurances	of	help,	and	hopeful
whispers	that	died	away	in	tears.	Poor	Hannah	was	the	first	to	recover,	and	with



unconscious	wisdom	she	set	all	the	rest	a	good	example,	for	with	her,	work	was
panacea	for	most	afflictions.
"The	 Lord	 keep	 the	 dear	man!	 I	 won't	 waste	 no	 time	 a-cryin',	 but	 git	 your

things	ready	right	away,	mum,"	she	said	heartily,	as	she	wiped	her	 face	on	her
apron,	gave	her	mistress	a	warm	shake	of	the	hand	with	her	own	hard	one,	and
went	away	to	work	like	three	women	in	one.
"She's	right,	there's	no	time	for	tears	now.	Be	calm,	girls,	and	let	me	think."
They	 tried	 to	 be	 calm,	 poor	 things,	 as	 their	mother	 sat	 up,	 looking	pale	 but

steady,	and	put	away	her	grief	to	think	and	plan	for	them.
"Where's	Laurie?"	 she	asked	presently,	when	 she	had	collected	her	 thoughts

and	decided	on	the	first	duties	to	be	done.
"Here,	ma'am.	 Oh,	 let	me	 do	 something!"	 cried	 the	 boy,	 hurrying	 from	 the

next	 room	 whither	 he	 had	 withdrawn,	 feeling	 that	 their	 first	 sorrow	 was	 too
sacred	for	even	his	friendly	eyes	to	see.
"Send	a	telegram	saying	I	will	come	at	once.	The	next	train	goes	early	in	the

morning.	I'll	take	that."
"What	else?	The	horses	are	ready.	I	can	go	anywhere,	do	anything,"	he	said,

looking	ready	to	fly	to	the	ends	of	the	earth.
"Leave	a	note	at	Aunt	March's.	Jo,	give	me	that	pen	and	paper."
Tearing	off	the	blank	side	of	one	of	her	newly	copied	pages,	Jo	drew	the	table

before	her	mother,	well	knowing	that	money	for	 the	 long,	sad	 journey	must	be
borrowed,	and	feeling	as	if	she	could	do	anything	to	add	a	little	to	the	sum	for
her	father.
"Now	go,	dear,	but	don't	kill	yourself	driving	at	a	desperate	pace.	There	is	no

need	of	that."
Mrs.	 March's	 warning	 was	 evidently	 thrown	 away,	 for	 five	 minutes	 later

Laurie	tore	by	the	window	on	his	own	fleet	horse,	riding	as	if	for	his	life.
"Jo,	 run	 to	 the	 rooms,	 and	 tell	Mrs.	King	 that	 I	 can't	 come.	On	 the	way	get

these	 things.	 I'll	 put	 them	down,	 they'll	 be	 needed	 and	 I	must	 go	 prepared	 for
nursing.	Hospital	stores	are	not	always	good.	Beth,	go	and	ask	Mr.	Laurence	for
a	couple	of	bottles	of	old	wine.	I'm	not	too	proud	to	beg	for	Father.	He	shall	have
the	best	of	everything.	Amy,	tell	Hannah	to	get	down	the	black	trunk,	and	Meg,
come	and	help	me	find	my	things,	for	I'm	half	bewildered."
Writing,	thinking,	and	directing	all	at	once	might	well	bewilder	the	poor	lady,

and	Meg	begged	her	 to	 sit	 quietly	 in	 her	 room	 for	 a	 little	while,	 and	 let	 them
work.	Everyone	scattered	like	leaves	before	a	gust	of	wind,	and	the	quiet,	happy
household	was	broken	up	as	suddenly	as	if	the	paper	had	been	an	evil	spell.
Mr.	Laurence	came	hurrying	back	with	Beth,	bringing	every	comfort	the	kind

old	 gentleman	 could	 think	 of	 for	 the	 invalid,	 and	 friendliest	 promises	 of



protection	 for	 the	girls	during	 the	mother's	 absence,	which	comforted	her	very
much.	There	was	nothing	he	didn't	offer,	from	his	own	dressing	gown	to	himself
as	 escort.	 But	 the	 last	was	 impossible.	Mrs.	March	would	 not	 hear	 of	 the	 old
gentleman's	undertaking	the	long	journey,	yet	an	expression	of	relief	was	visible
when	he	spoke	of	it,	for	anxiety	ill	fits	one	for	traveling.	He	saw	the	look,	knit
his	heavy	eyebrows,	rubbed	his	hands,	and	marched	abruptly	away,	saying	he'd
be	back	directly.	No	one	had	time	to	think	of	him	again	till,	as	Meg	ran	through
the	entry,	with	a	pair	of	 rubbers	 in	one	hand	and	a	cup	of	 tea	 in	 the	other,	she
came	suddenly	upon	Mr.	Brooke.
"I'm	very	sorry	 to	hear	of	 this,	Miss	March,"	he	said,	 in	 the	kind,	quiet	 tone

which	sounded	very	pleasantly	to	her	perturbed	spirit.	"I	came	to	offer	myself	as
escort	to	your	mother.	Mr.	Laurence	has	commissions	for	me	in	Washington,	and
it	will	give	me	real	satisfaction	to	be	of	service	to	her	there."
Down	dropped	the	rubbers,	and	the	tea	was	very	near	following,	as	Meg	put

out	 her	 hand,	with	 a	 face	 so	 full	 of	 gratitude	 that	Mr.	Brooke	would	have	 felt
repaid	 for	 a	 much	 greater	 sacrifice	 than	 the	 trifling	 one	 of	 time	 and	 comfort
which	he	was	about	to	take.
"How	 kind	 you	 all	 are!	Mother	will	 accept,	 I'm	 sure,	 and	 it	 will	 be	 such	 a

relief	 to	know	 that	 she	has	 someone	 to	 take	care	of	her.	Thank	you	very,	very
much!"
Meg	 spoke	earnestly,	 and	 forgot	herself	 entirely	 till	 something	 in	 the	brown

eyes	looking	down	at	her	made	her	remember	the	cooling	tea,	and	lead	the	way
into	the	parlor,	saying	she	would	call	her	mother.
Everything	was	arranged	by	the	 time	Laurie	returned	with	a	note	from	Aunt

March,	enclosing	the	desired	sum,	and	a	few	lines	repeating	what	she	had	often
said	before,	that	she	had	always	told	them	it	was	absurd	for	March	to	go	into	the
army,	always	predicted	that	no	good	would	come	of	it,	and	she	hoped	they	would
take	her	advice	the	next	time.	Mrs.	March	put	the	note	in	the	fire,	the	money	in
her	 purse,	 and	went	 on	with	her	 preparations,	with	her	 lips	 folded	 tightly	 in	 a
way	which	Jo	would	have	understood	if	she	had	been	there.
The	short	afternoon	wore	away.	All	other	errands	were	done,	and	Meg	and	her

mother	busy	 at	 some	necessary	needlework,	while	Beth	 and	Amy	got	 tea,	 and
Hannah	finished	her	ironing	with	what	she	called	a	'slap	and	a	bang',	but	still	Jo
did	not	come.	They	began	to	get	anxious,	and	Laurie	went	off	to	find	her,	for	no
one	knew	what	freak	Jo	might	take	into	her	head.	He	missed	her,	however,	and
she	came	walking	in	with	a	very	queer	expression	of	countenance,	for	there	was
a	mixture	of	fun	and	fear,	satisfaction	and	regret	in	it,	which	puzzled	the	family
as	much	as	did	 the	 roll	of	bills	 she	 laid	before	her	mother,	 saying	with	a	 little
choke	 in	her	voice,	"That's	my	contribution	 toward	making	Father	comfortable



and	bringing	him	home!"
"My	dear,	where	did	you	get	 it?	Twenty-five	dollars!	 Jo,	 I	hope	you	haven't

done	anything	rash?"
"No,	it's	mine	honestly.	I	didn't	beg,	borrow,	or	steal	it.	I	earned	it,	and	I	don't

think	you'll	blame	me,	for	I	only	sold	what	was	my	own."
As	she	spoke,	Jo	 took	off	her	bonnet,	and	a	general	outcry	arose,	 for	all	her

abundant	hair	was	cut	short.
"Your	hair!	Your	beautiful	hair!"	"Oh,	Jo,	how	could	you?	Your	one	beauty."

"My	dear	girl,	there	was	no	need	of	this."	"She	doesn't	look	like	my	Jo	any	more,
but	I	love	her	dearly	for	it!"
As	 everyone	 exclaimed,	 and	 Beth	 hugged	 the	 cropped	 head	 tenderly,	 Jo

assumed	 an	 indifferent	 air,	which	 did	 not	 deceive	 anyone	 a	 particle,	 and	 said,
rumpling	up	the	brown	bush	and	trying	to	look	as	if	she	liked	it,	"It	doesn't	affect
the	fate	of	 the	nation,	so	don't	wail,	Beth.	 It	will	be	good	for	my	vanity,	 I	was
getting	too	proud	of	my	wig.	It	will	do	my	brains	good	to	have	that	mop	taken
off.	My	head	 feels	deliciously	 light	and	cool,	and	 the	barber	 said	 I	could	soon
have	a	curly	crop,	which	will	be	boyish,	becoming,	and	easy	to	keep	in	order.	I'm
satisfied,	so	please	take	the	money	and	let's	have	supper."
"Tell	me	all	about	it,	Jo.	I	am	not	quite	satisfied,	but	I	can't	blame	you,	for	I

know	how	willingly	you	sacrificed	your	vanity,	as	you	call	it,	to	your	love.	But,
my	dear,	it	was	not	necessary,	and	I'm	afraid	you	will	regret	it	one	of	these	days,"
said	Mrs.	March.
"No,	 I	won't!"	 returned	 Jo	 stoutly,	 feeling	much	 relieved	 that	her	prank	was

not	entirely	condemned.
"What	 made	 you	 do	 it?"	 asked	 Amy,	 who	 would	 as	 soon	 have	 thought	 of

cutting	off	her	head	as	her	pretty	hair.
"Well,	 I	was	wild	 to	 do	 something	 for	 Father,"	 replied	 Jo,	 as	 they	 gathered

about	the	table,	for	healthy	young	people	can	eat	even	in	the	midst	of	trouble.	"I
hate	to	borrow	as	much	as	Mother	does,	and	I	knew	Aunt	March	would	croak,
she	always	does,	 if	you	ask	 for	a	ninepence.	Meg	gave	all	her	quarterly	salary
toward	the	rent,	and	I	only	got	some	clothes	with	mine,	so	I	felt	wicked,	and	was
bound	to	have	some	money,	if	I	sold	the	nose	off	my	face	to	get	it."
"You	 needn't	 feel	 wicked,	my	 child!	 You	 had	 no	winter	 things	 and	 got	 the

simplest	 with	 your	 own	 hard	 earnings,"	 said	 Mrs.	 March	 with	 a	 look	 that
warmed	Jo's	heart.
"I	hadn't	 the	 least	 idea	of	 selling	my	hair	at	 first,	but	as	 I	went	along	 I	kept

thinking	what	I	could	do,	and	feeling	as	if	I'd	like	to	dive	into	some	of	the	rich
stores	and	help	myself.	In	a	barber's	window	I	saw	tails	of	hair	with	the	prices
marked,	and	one	black	tail,	not	so	thick	as	mine,	was	forty	dollars.	It	came	to	me



all	of	a	sudden	that	I	had	one	thing	to	make	money	out	of,	and	without	stopping
to	 think,	 I	walked	 in,	 asked	 if	 they	bought	hair,	 and	what	 they	would	give	 for
mine."
"I	don't	see	how	you	dared	to	do	it,"	said	Beth	in	a	tone	of	awe.
"Oh,	he	was	a	little	man	who	looked	as	if	he	merely	lived	to	oil	his	hair.	He

rather	stared	at	first,	as	if	he	wasn't	used	to	having	girls	bounce	into	his	shop	and
ask	 him	 to	 buy	 their	 hair.	 He	 said	 he	 didn't	 care	 about	 mine,	 it	 wasn't	 the
fashionable	color,	and	he	never	paid	much	for	it	in	the	first	place.	The	work	put
into	it	made	it	dear,	and	so	on.	It	was	getting	late,	and	I	was	afraid	if	 it	wasn't
done	right	away	that	I	shouldn't	have	it	done	at	all,	and	you	know	when	I	start	to
do	a	thing,	I	hate	to	give	it	up.	So	I	begged	him	to	take	it,	and	told	him	why	I
was	 in	 such	a	hurry.	 It	was	silly,	 I	dare	say,	but	 it	 changed	his	mind,	 for	 I	got
rather	excited,	and	told	the	story	in	my	topsy-turvy	way,	and	his	wife	heard,	and
said	so	kindly,	 'Take	it,	Thomas,	and	oblige	the	young	lady.	I'd	do	as	much	for
our	Jimmy	any	day	if	I	had	a	spire	of	hair	worth	selling."
"Who	was	Jimmy?"	asked	Amy,	who	 liked	 to	have	 things	explained	as	 they

went	along.
"Her	 son,	 she	 said,	 who	 was	 in	 the	 army.	 How	 friendly	 such	 things	 make

strangers	 feel,	 don't	 they?	 She	 talked	 away	 all	 the	 time	 the	man	 clipped,	 and
diverted	my	mind	nicely."
"Didn't	 you	 feel	 dreadfully	 when	 the	 first	 cut	 came?"	 asked	 Meg,	 with	 a

shiver.
"I	 took	a	 last	 look	at	my	hair	while	 the	man	got	his	 things,	and	that	was	the

end	of	it.	I	never	snivel	over	trifles	like	that.	I	will	confess,	though,	I	felt	queer
when	I	saw	the	dear	old	hair	laid	out	on	the	table,	and	felt	only	the	short	rough
ends	of	my	head.	It	almost	seemed	as	if	I'd	an	arm	or	leg	off.	The	woman	saw
me	 look	 at	 it,	 and	 picked	 out	 a	 long	 lock	 for	 me	 to	 keep.	 I'll	 give	 it	 to	 you,
Marmee,	 just	 to	 remember	past	glories	by,	 for	a	crop	 is	 so	comfortable	 I	don't
think	I	shall	ever	have	a	mane	again."
Mrs.	March	folded	the	wavy	chestnut	lock,	and	laid	it	away	with	a	short	gray

one	 in	her	desk.	She	only	 said,	 "Thank	you,	deary,"	but	 something	 in	her	 face
made	the	girls	change	the	subject,	and	talk	as	cheerfully	as	they	could	about	Mr.
Brooke's	 kindness,	 the	 prospect	 of	 a	 fine	 day	 tomorrow,	 and	 the	 happy	 times
they	would	have	when	Father	came	home	to	be	nursed.
No	one	wanted	 to	go	 to	bed	when	at	 ten	o'clock	Mrs.	March	put	by	 the	 last

finished	 job,	 and	 said,	 "Come	 girls."	 Beth	 went	 to	 the	 piano	 and	 played	 the
father's	favorite	hymn.	All	began	bravely,	but	broke	down	one	by	one	till	Beth
was	 left	alone,	singing	with	all	her	heart,	 for	 to	her	music	was	always	a	sweet
consoler.



"Go	to	bed	and	don't	talk,	for	we	must	be	up	early	and	shall	need	all	the	sleep
we	can	get.	Good	night,	my	darlings,"	said	Mrs.	March,	as	the	hymn	ended,	for
no	one	cared	to	try	another.
They	kissed	her	quietly,	and	went	to	bed	as	silently	as	if	the	dear	invalid	lay	in

the	next	room.	Beth	and	Amy	soon	fell	asleep	in	spite	of	the	great	trouble,	but
Meg	 lay	awake,	 thinking	 the	most	serious	 thoughts	she	had	ever	known	in	her
short	 life.	 Jo	 lay	motionless,	 and	 her	 sister	 fancied	 that	 she	 was	 asleep,	 till	 a
stifled	sob	made	her	exclaim,	as	she	touched	a	wet	cheek…
"Jo,	dear,	what	is	it?	Are	you	crying	about	father?"
"No,	not	now."
"What	then?"
"My…	My	hair!"	burst	out	poor	Jo,	 trying	vainly	 to	smother	her	emotion	 in

the	pillow.
It	did	not	seem	at	all	comical	 to	Meg,	who	kissed	and	caressed	 the	afflicted

heroine	in	the	tenderest	manner.
"I'm	 not	 sorry,"	 protested	 Jo,	 with	 a	 choke.	 "I'd	 do	 it	 again	 tomorrow,	 if	 I

could.	It's	only	the	vain	part	of	me	that	goes	and	cries	in	this	silly	way.	Don't	tell
anyone,	it's	all	over	now.	I	thought	you	were	asleep,	so	I	just	made	a	little	private
moan	for	my	one	beauty.	How	came	you	to	be	awake?"
"I	can't	sleep,	I'm	so	anxious,"	said	Meg.
"Think	about	something	pleasant,	and	you'll	soon	drop	off."
"I	tried	it,	but	felt	wider	awake	than	ever."
"What	did	you	think	of?"
"Handsome	faces—eyes	particularly,"	answered	Meg,	smiling	to	herself	in	the

dark.
"What	color	do	you	like	best?"
"Brown,	that	is,	sometimes.	Blue	are	lovely."
Jo	laughed,	and	Meg	sharply	ordered	her	not	to	talk,	then	amiably	promised	to

make	her	hair	curl,	and	fell	asleep	to	dream	of	living	in	her	castle	in	the	air.
The	clocks	were	 striking	midnight	and	 the	 rooms	were	very	 still	 as	a	 figure

glided	quietly	from	bed	to	bed,	smoothing	a	coverlet	here,	settling	a	pillow	there,
and	pausing	to	look	long	and	tenderly	at	each	unconscious	face,	to	kiss	each	with
lips	 that	 mutely	 blessed,	 and	 to	 pray	 the	 fervent	 prayers	 which	 only	 mothers
utter.	As	she	lifted	the	curtain	to	look	out	into	the	dreary	night,	the	moon	broke
suddenly	 from	 behind	 the	 clouds	 and	 shone	 upon	 her	 like	 a	 bright,	 benignant
face,	which	seemed	to	whisper	in	the	silence,	"Be	comforted,	dear	soul!	There	is
always	light	behind	the	clouds."



Chapter		16	
Letters

In	 the	 cold	 gray	 dawn	 the	 sisters	 lit	 their	 lamp	 and	 read	 their	 chapter	with	 an
earnestness	never	felt	before.	For	now	the	shadow	of	a	real	trouble	had	come,	the
little	books	were	full	of	help	and	comfort,	and	as	they	dressed,	they	agreed	to	say
goodbye	cheerfully	and	hopefully,	and	send	their	mother	on	her	anxious	journey
unsaddened	by	tears	or	complaints	from	them.	Everything	seemed	very	strange
when	they	went	down,	so	dim	and	still	outside,	so	full	of	light	and	bustle	within.
Breakfast	at	that	early	hour	seemed	odd,	and	even	Hannah's	familiar	face	looked
unnatural	 as	 she	 flew	 about	 her	 kitchen	 with	 her	 nightcap	 on.	 The	 big	 trunk
stood	ready	in	the	hall,	Mother's	cloak	and	bonnet	 lay	on	the	sofa,	and	Mother
herself	 sat	 trying	 to	 eat,	 but	 looking	 so	 pale	 and	worn	with	 sleeplessness	 and
anxiety	that	the	girls	found	it	very	hard	to	keep	their	resolution.	Meg's	eyes	kept
filling	 in	 spite	 of	 herself,	 Jo	was	obliged	 to	hide	her	 face	 in	 the	kitchen	 roller
more	 than	 once,	 and	 the	 little	 girls	 wore	 a	 grave,	 troubled	 expression,	 as	 if
sorrow	was	a	new	experience	to	them.
Nobody	talked	much,	but	as	the	time	drew	very	near	and	they	sat	waiting	for

the	 carriage,	Mrs.	March	 said	 to	 the	girls,	who	were	 all	 busied	 about	 her,	 one
folding	 her	 shawl,	 another	 smoothing	 out	 the	 strings	 of	 her	 bonnet,	 a	 third
putting	on	her	overshoes,	and	a	fourth	fastening	up	her	travelling	bag…
"Children,	 I	 leave	 you	 to	 Hannah's	 care	 and	 Mr.	 Laurence's	 protection.

Hannah	 is	 faithfulness	 itself,	 and	 our	 good	 neighbor	will	 guard	 you	 as	 if	 you
were	his	own.	I	have	no	fears	for	you,	yet	I	am	anxious	that	you	should	take	this
trouble	rightly.	Don't	grieve	and	fret	when	I	am	gone,	or	 think	that	you	can	be
idle	and	comfort	yourselves	by	being	idle	and	trying	to	forget.	Go	on	with	your
work	as	usual,	for	work	is	a	blessed	solace.	Hope	and	keep	busy,	and	whatever
happens,	remember	that	you	never	can	be	fatherless."
"Yes,	Mother."
"Meg,	dear,	be	prudent,	watch	over	your	sisters,	consult	Hannah,	and	 in	any

perplexity,	go	 to	Mr.	Laurence.	Be	patient,	 Jo,	don't	get	despondent	or	do	 rash
things,	write	to	me	often,	and	be	my	brave	girl,	ready	to	help	and	cheer	all.	Beth,
comfort	yourself	with	your	music,	and	be	faithful	to	the	little	home	duties,	and
you,	Amy,	help	all	you	can,	be	obedient,	and	keep	happy	safe	at	home."
"We	will,	Mother!	We	will!"



The	rattle	of	an	approaching	carriage	made	them	all	start	and	listen.	That	was
the	hard	minute,	 but	 the	girls	 stood	 it	well.	No	one	cried,	no	one	 ran	away	or
uttered	 a	 lamentation,	 though	 their	 hearts	were	very	heavy	as	 they	 sent	 loving
messages	 to	 Father,	 remembering,	 as	 they	 spoke	 that	 it	 might	 be	 too	 late	 to
deliver	 them.	 They	 kissed	 their	 mother	 quietly,	 clung	 about	 her	 tenderly,	 and
tried	to	wave	their	hands	cheerfully	when	she	drove	away.
Laurie	and	his	grandfather	came	over	to	see	her	off,	and	Mr.	Brooke	looked	so

strong	and	sensible	and	kind	that	the	girls	christened	him	'Mr.	Greatheart'	on	the
spot.
"Goodby,	my	darlings!	God	bless	and	keep	us	all!"	whispered	Mrs.	March,	as

she	kissed	one	dear	little	face	after	the	other,	and	hurried	into	the	carriage.
As	she	rolled	away,	the	sun	came	out,	and	looking	back,	she	saw	it	shining	on

the	group	at	the	gate	like	a	good	omen.	They	saw	it	also,	and	smiled	and	waved
their	hands,	and	the	last	thing	she	beheld	as	she	turned	the	corner	was	the	four
bright	 faces,	 and	 behind	 them	 like	 a	 bodyguard,	 old	 Mr.	 Laurence,	 faithful
Hannah,	and	devoted	Laurie.
"How	kind	everyone	is	to	us!"	she	said,	turning	to	find	fresh	proof	of	it	in	the

respectful	sympathy	of	the	young	man's	face.
"I	 don't	 see	 how	 they	 can	 help	 it,"	 returned	 Mr.	 Brooke,	 laughing	 so

infectiously	that	Mrs.	March	could	not	help	smiling.	And	so	the	journey	began
with	the	good	omens	of	sunshine,	smiles,	and	cheerful	words.
"I	 feel	 as	 if	 there	had	been	 an	 earthquake,"	 said	 Jo,	 as	 their	 neighbors	went

home	to	breakfast,	leaving	them	to	rest	and	refresh	themselves.
"It	seems	as	if	half	the	house	was	gone,"	added	Meg	forlornly.
Beth	 opened	 her	 lips	 to	 say	 something,	 but	 could	 only	 point	 to	 the	 pile	 of

nicely	mended	hose	which	lay	on	Mother's	 table,	showing	that	even	in	her	 last
hurried	moments	she	had	thought	and	worked	for	them.	It	was	a	little	thing,	but
it	went	 straight	 to	 their	 hearts,	 and	 in	 spite	 of	 their	 brave	 resolutions,	 they	 all
broke	down	and	cried	bitterly.
Hannah	wisely	 allowed	 them	 to	 relieve	 their	 feelings,	 and	when	 the	 shower

showed	signs	of	clearing	up,	she	came	to	the	rescue,	armed	with	a	coffeepot.
"Now,	my	 dear	 young	 ladies,	 remember	 what	 your	ma	 said,	 and	 don't	 fret.

Come	and	have	a	 cup	of	 coffee	 all	 round,	 and	 then	 let's	 fall	 to	work	and	be	a
credit	to	the	family."
Coffee	was	a	treat,	and	Hannah	showed	great	tact	in	making	it	that	morning.

No	one	could	resist	her	persuasive	nods,	or	the	fragrant	invitation	issuing	from
the	 nose	 of	 the	 coffee	 pot.	 They	 drew	 up	 to	 the	 table,	 exchanged	 their
handkerchiefs	for	napkins,	and	in	ten	minutes	were	all	right	again.
"'Hope	and	keep	busy',	that's	the	motto	for	us,	so	let's	see	who	will	remember



it	best.	I	shall	go	to	Aunt	March,	as	usual.	Oh,	won't	she	lecture	though!"	said	Jo,
as	she	sipped	with	returning	spirit.
"I	 shall	 go	 to	my	Kings,	 though	 I'd	much	 rather	 stay	 at	 home	and	 attend	 to

things	here,"	said	Meg,	wishing	she	hadn't	made	her	eyes	so	red.
"No	need	of	that.	Beth	and	I	can	keep	house	perfectly	well,"	put	in	Amy,	with

an	important	air.
"Hannah	 will	 tell	 us	 what	 to	 do,	 and	 we'll	 have	 everything	 nice	 when	 you

come	home,"	added	Beth,	getting	out	her	mop	and	dish	tub	without	delay.
"I	think	anxiety	is	very	interesting,"	observed	Amy,	eating	sugar	pensively.
The	girls	couldn't	help	laughing,	and	felt	better	for	it,	though	Meg	shook	her

head	at	the	young	lady	who	could	find	consolation	in	a	sugar	bowl.
The	sight	of	the	turnovers	made	Jo	sober	again;	and	when	the	two	went	out	to

their	daily	 tasks,	 they	 looked	sorrowfully	back	at	 the	window	where	 they	were
accustomed	to	see	their	mother's	face.	It	was	gone,	but	Beth	had	remembered	the
little	 household	 ceremony,	 and	 there	 she	 was,	 nodding	 away	 at	 them	 like	 a
rosyfaced	mandarin.
"That's	 so	 like	 my	 Beth!"	 said	 Jo,	 waving	 her	 hat,	 with	 a	 grateful	 face.

"Goodbye,	Meggy,	I	hope	the	Kings	won't	strain	today.	Don't	fret	about	Father,
dear,"	she	added,	as	they	parted.
"And	I	hope	Aunt	March	won't	croak.	Your	hair	is	becoming,	and	it	looks	very

boyish	 and	 nice,"	 returned	Meg,	 trying	 not	 to	 smile	 at	 the	 curly	 head,	 which
looked	comically	small	on	her	tall	sister's	shoulders.
"That's	my	only	comfort."	And,	 touching	her	hat	a	 la	Laurie,	away	went	Jo,

feeling	like	a	shorn	sheep	on	a	wintry	day.
News	from	their	father	comforted	the	girls	very	much,	for	though	dangerously

ill,	the	presence	of	the	best	and	tenderest	of	nurses	had	already	done	him	good.
Mr.	Brooke	sent	a	bulletin	every	day,	and	as	the	head	of	the	family,	Meg	insisted
on	 reading	 the	 dispatches,	 which	 grew	more	 cheerful	 as	 the	 week	 passed.	 At
first,	 everyone	was	 eager	 to	write,	 and	 plump	 envelopes	were	 carefully	 poked
into	the	letter	box	by	one	or	other	of	the	sisters,	who	felt	rather	important	with
their	 Washington	 correspondence.	 As	 one	 of	 these	 packets	 contained
characteristic	 notes	 from	 the	 party,	 we	 will	 rob	 an	 imaginary	 mail,	 and	 read
them.

My	dearest	Mother:
It	is	impossible	to	tell	you	how	happy	your	last	letter	made	us,	for	the	news
was	so	good	we	couldn't	help	laughing	and	crying	over	it.	How	very	kind
Mr.	Brooke	is,	and	how	fortunate	that	Mr.	Laurence's	business	detains	him
near	you	so	long,	since	he	is	so	useful	to	you	and	Father.	The	girls	are	all	as



good	as	gold.	Jo	helps	me	with	the	sewing,	and	insists	on	doing	all	sorts	of
hard	jobs.	I	should	be	afraid	she	might	overdo,	if	I	didn't	know	her	'moral
fit'	wouldn't	last	long.	Beth	is	as	regular	about	her	tasks	as	a	clock,	and
never	forgets	what	you	told	her.	She	grieves	about	Father,	and	looks	sober
except	when	she	is	at	her	little	piano.	Amy	minds	me	nicely,	and	I	take
great	care	of	her.	She	does	her	own	hair,	and	I	am	teaching	her	to	make
buttonholes	and	mend	her	stockings.	She	tries	very	hard,	and	I	know	you
will	be	pleased	with	her	improvement	when	you	come.	Mr.	Laurence
watches	over	us	like	a	motherly	old	hen,	as	Jo	says,	and	Laurie	is	very	kind
and	neighborly.	He	and	Jo	keep	us	merry,	for	we	get	pretty	blue	sometimes,
and	feel	like	orphans,	with	you	so	far	away.	Hannah	is	a	perfect	saint.	She
does	not	scold	at	all,	and	always	calls	me	Miss	Margaret,	which	is	quite
proper,	you	know,	and	treats	me	with	respect.	We	are	all	well	and	busy,	but
we	long,	day	and	night,	to	have	you	back.	Give	my	dearest	love	to	Father,
and	believe	me,	ever	your	own…
MEG

This	note,	prettily	written	on	scented	paper,	was	a	great	contrast	 to	 the	next,
which	was	scribbled	on	a	big	sheet	of	thin	foreign	paper,	ornamented	with	blots
and	all	manner	of	flourishes	and	curly-tailed	letters.

My	precious	Marmee:
Three	cheers	for	dear	Father!	Brooke	was	a	trump	to	telegraph	right	off,	and
let	us	know	the	minute	he	was	better.	I	rushed	up	garret	when	the	letter
came,	and	tried	to	thank	god	for	being	so	good	to	us,	but	I	could	only	cry,
and	say,	"I'm	glad!	I'm	glad!"	Didn't	that	do	as	well	as	a	regular	prayer?	For
I	felt	a	great	many	in	my	heart.	We	have	such	funny	times,	and	now	I	can
enjoy	them,	for	everyone	is	so	desperately	good,	it's	like	living	in	a	nest	of
turtledoves.	You'd	laugh	to	see	Meg	head	the	table	and	try	to	be	motherish.
She	gets	prettier	every	day,	and	I'm	in	love	with	her	sometimes.	The
children	are	regular	archangels,	and	I—well,	I'm	Jo,	and	never	shall	be
anything	else.	Oh,	I	must	tell	you	that	I	came	near	having	a	quarrel	with
Laurie.	I	freed	my	mind	about	a	silly	little	thing,	and	he	was	offended.	I	was
right,	but	didn't	speak	as	I	ought,	and	he	marched	home,	saying	he	wouldn't
come	again	till	I	begged	pardon.	I	declared	I	wouldn't	and	got	mad.	It	lasted
all	day.	I	felt	bad	and	wanted	you	very	much.	Laurie	and	I	are	both	so
proud,	it's	hard	to	beg	pardon.	But	I	thought	he'd	come	to	it,	for	I	was	in	the
right.	He	didn't	come,	and	just	at	night	I	remembered	what	you	said	when
Amy	fell	into	the	river.	I	read	my	little	book,	felt	better,	resolved	not	to	let



the	sun	set	on	my	anger,	and	ran	over	to	tell	Laurie	I	was	sorry.	I	met	him	at
the	gate,	coming	for	the	same	thing.	We	both	laughed,	begged	each	other's
pardon,	and	felt	all	good	and	comfortable	again.
I	made	a	'pome'	yesterday,	when	I	was	helping	Hannah	wash,	and	as	Father
likes	my	silly	little	things,	I	put	it	in	to	amuse	him.	Give	him	my	lovingest
hug	that	ever	was,	and	kiss	yourself	a	dozen	times	for	your…
TOPSY-TURVY	JO
A	SONG	FROM	THE	SUDS
Queen	of	my	tub,	I	merrily	sing,
While	the	white	foam	rises	high,
And	sturdily	wash	and	rinse	and	wring,
And	fasten	the	clothes	to	dry.
Then	out	in	the	free	fresh	air	they	swing,
Under	the	sunny	sky.
I	wish	we	could	wash	from	our	hearts	and	souls
The	stains	of	the	week	away,
And	let	water	and	air	by	their	magic	make
Ourselves	as	pure	as	they.
Then	on	the	earth	there	would	be	indeed,
A	glorious	washing	day!
Along	the	path	of	a	useful	life,
Will	heartsease	ever	bloom.
The	busy	mind	has	no	time	to	think
Of	sorrow	or	care	or	gloom.
And	anxious	thoughts	may	be	swept	away,
As	we	bravely	wield	a	broom.
I	am	glad	a	task	to	me	is	given,
To	labor	at	day	by	day,
For	it	brings	me	health	and	strength	and	hope,
And	I	cheerfully	learn	to	say,
"Head,	you	may	think,	Heart,	you	may	feel,
But,	Hand,	you	shall	work	alway!"
Dear	Mother,
There	is	only	room	for	me	to	send	my	love,	and	some	pressed	pansies	from
the	root	I	have	been	keeping	safe	in	the	house	for	Father	to	see.	I	read	every
morning,	try	to	be	good	all	day,	and	sing	myself	to	sleep	with	Father's	tune.
I	can't	sing	'LAND	OF	THE	LEAL'	now,	it	makes	me	cry.	Everyone	is	very
kind,	and	we	are	as	happy	as	we	can	be	without	you.	Amy	wants	the	rest	of
the	page,	so	I	must	stop.	I	didn't	forget	to	cover	the	holders,	and	I	wind	the



clock	and	air	the	rooms	every	day.
Kiss	dear	Father	on	the	cheek	he	calls	mine.	Oh,	do	come	soon	to	your
loving…
LITTLE	BETH
Ma	Chere	Mamma,
We	are	all	well	I	do	my	lessons	always	and	never	corroberate	the	girls—
Meg	says	I	mean	contradick	so	I	put	in	both	words	and	you	can	take	the
properest.	Meg	is	a	great	comfort	to	me	and	lets	me	have	jelly	every	night
at	tea	its	so	good	for	me	Jo	says	because	it	keeps	me	sweet	tempered.
Laurie	is	not	as	respeckful	as	he	ought	to	be	now	I	am	almost	in	my	teens,
he	calls	me	Chick	and	hurts	my	feelings	by	talking	French	to	me	very	fast
when	I	say	Merci	or	Bon	jour	as	Hattie	King	does.	The	sleeves	of	my	blue
dress	were	all	worn	out,	and	Meg	put	in	new	ones,	but	the	full	front	came
wrong	and	they	are	more	blue	than	the	dress.	I	felt	bad	but	did	not	fret	I
bear	my	troubles	well	but	I	do	wish	Hannah	would	put	more	starch	in	my
aprons	and	have	buckwheats	every	day.	Can't	she?	Didn't	I	make	that
interrigation	point	nice?	Meg	says	my	punchtuation	and	spelling	are
disgraceful	and	I	am	mortyfied	but	dear	me	I	have	so	many	things	to	do,	I
can't	stop.	Adieu,	I	send	heaps	of	love	to	Papa.	Your	affectionate
daughter…
AMY	CURTIS	MARCH
Dear	Mis	March,
I	jes	drop	a	line	to	say	we	git	on	fust	rate.	The	girls	is	clever	and	fly	round
right	smart.	Miss	Meg	is	going	to	make	a	proper	good	housekeeper.	She	hes
the	liking	for	it,	and	gits	the	hang	of	things	surprisin	quick.	Jo	doos	beat	all
for	goin	ahead,	but	she	don't	stop	to	cal'k'late	fust,	and	you	never	know
where	she's	like	to	bring	up.	She	done	out	a	tub	of	clothes	on	Monday,	but
she	starched	'em	afore	they	was	wrenched,	and	blued	a	pink	calico	dress	till
I	thought	I	should	a	died	a	laughin.	Beth	is	the	best	of	little	creeters,	and	a
sight	of	help	to	me,	bein	so	forehanded	and	dependable.	She	tries	to	learn
everything,	and	really	goes	to	market	beyond	her	years,	likewise	keeps
accounts,	with	my	help,	quite	wonderful.	We	have	got	on	very	economical
so	fur.	I	don't	let	the	girls	hev	coffee	only	once	a	week,	accordin	to	your
wish,	and	keep	em	on	plain	wholesome	vittles.	Amy	does	well	without
frettin,	wearin	her	best	clothes	and	eatin	sweet	stuff.	Mr.	Laurie	is	as	full	of
didoes	as	usual,	and	turns	the	house	upside	down	frequent,	but	he	heartens
the	girls,	so	I	let	em	hev	full	swing.	The	old	gentleman	sends	heaps	of
things,	and	is	rather	wearin,	but	means	wal,	and	it	aint	my	place	to	say
nothin.	My	bread	is	riz,	so	no	more	at	this	time.	I	send	my	duty	to	Mr.



March,	and	hope	he's	seen	the	last	of	his	Pewmonia.
Yours	respectful,	
Hannah	Mullet
Head	Nurse	of	Ward	No.	2,	

All	serene	on	the	Rappahannock,	troops	in	fine	condition,	commisary
department	well	conducted,	the	Home	Guard	under	Colonel	Teddy	always
on	duty,	Commander	in	Chief	General	Laurence	reviews	the	army	daily,
Quartermaster	Mullet	keeps	order	in	camp,	and	Major	Lion	does	picket
duty	at	night.	A	salute	of	twenty-four	guns	was	fired	on	reciept	of	good
news	from	Washington,	and	a	dress	parade	took	place	at	headquarters.
Commander	in	chief	sends	best	wishes,	in	which	he	is	heartily	joined	by…	

COLONEL	TEDDY
Dear	Madam:
The	little	girls	are	all	well.	Beth	and	my	boy	report	daily.	Hannah	is	a	model
servant,	and	guards	pretty	Meg	like	a	dragon.	Glad	the	fine	weather	holds.
Pray	make	Brooke	useful,	and	draw	on	me	for	funds	if	expenses	exceed
your	estimate.	Don't	let	your	husband	want	anything.	Thank	God	he	is
mending.
Your	sincere	friend	and	servant,	JAMES	LAURENCE



Chapter		17	
Little	Faithful

For	 a	 week	 the	 amount	 of	 virtue	 in	 the	 old	 house	 would	 have	 supplied	 the
neighborhood.	It	was	really	amazing,	for	everyone	seemed	in	a	heavenly	frame
of	mind,	and	self-denial	was	all	the	fashion.	Relieved	of	their	first	anxiety	about
their	 father,	 the	 girls	 insensibly	 relaxed	 their	 praiseworthy	 efforts	 a	 little,	 and
began	to	fall	back	into	old	ways.	They	did	not	forget	their	motto,	but	hoping	and
keeping	busy	seemed	to	grow	easier,	and	after	such	tremendous	exertions,	they
felt	that	Endeavor	deserved	a	holiday,	and	gave	it	a	good	many.
Jo	caught	a	bad	cold	through	neglect	to	cover	the	shorn	head	enough,	and	was

ordered	 to	 stay	 at	 home	 till	 she	was	better,	 for	Aunt	March	didn't	 like	 to	hear
people	 read	 with	 colds	 in	 their	 heads.	 Jo	 liked	 this,	 and	 after	 an	 energetic
rummage	 from	 garret	 to	 cellar,	 subsided	 on	 the	 sofa	 to	 nurse	 her	 cold	 with
arsenicum	 and	 books.	 Amy	 found	 that	 housework	 and	 art	 did	 not	 go	 well
together,	and	returned	to	her	mud	pies.	Meg	went	daily	to	her	pupils,	and	sewed,
or	thought	she	did,	at	home,	but	much	time	was	spent	in	writing	long	letters	to
her	mother,	or	 reading	the	Washington	dispatches	over	and	over.	Beth	kept	on,
with	only	slight	relapses	into	idleness	or	grieving.
All	 the	 little	 duties	were	 faithfully	 done	 each	 day,	 and	many	 of	 her	 sisters'

also,	for	they	were	forgetful,	and	the	house	seemed	like	a	clock	whose	pendulum
was	gone	a-visiting.	When	her	heart	got	heavy	with	longings	for	Mother	or	fears
for	Father,	she	went	away	into	a	certain	closet,	hid	her	face	in	the	folds	of	a	dear
old	 gown,	 and	 made	 her	 little	 moan	 and	 prayed	 her	 little	 prayer	 quietly	 by
herself.	Nobody	knew	what	 cheered	 her	 up	 after	 a	 sober	 fit,	 but	 everyone	 felt
how	sweet	and	helpful	Beth	was,	and	fell	into	a	way	of	going	to	her	for	comfort
or	advice	in	their	small	affairs.
All	were	unconscious	 that	 this	experience	was	a	 test	of	character,	 and	when

the	first	excitement	was	over,	felt	 that	 they	had	done	well	and	deserved	praise.
So	 they	did,	but	 their	mistake	was	 in	ceasing	 to	do	well,	and	 they	 learned	 this
lesson	through	much	anxiety	and	regret.
"Meg,	I	wish	you'd	go	and	see	the	Hummels.	You	know	Mother	told	us	not	to

forget	them."	said	Beth,	ten	days	after	Mrs.	March's	departure.
"I'm	too	tired	to	go	this	afternoon,"	replied	Meg,	rocking	comfortably	as	she

sewed.



"Can't	you,	Jo?"	asked	Beth.
"Too	stormy	for	me	with	my	cold."
"I	thought	it	was	almost	well."
"It's	well	enough	for	me	to	go	out	with	Laurie,	but	not	well	enough	to	go	to

the	 Hummels',"	 said	 Jo,	 laughing,	 but	 looking	 a	 little	 ashamed	 of	 her
inconsistency.
"Why	don't	you	go	yourself?"	asked	Meg.
"I	have	been	every	day,	but	the	baby	is	sick,	and	I	don't	know	what	to	do	for	it.

Mrs.	Hummel	goes	away	to	work,	and	Lottchen	takes	care	of	it.	But	it	gets	sicker
and	sicker,	and	I	think	you	or	Hannah	ought	to	go."
Beth	spoke	earnestly,	and	Meg	promised	she	would	go	tomorrow.
"Ask	Hannah	for	some	nice	little	mess,	and	take	it	round,	Beth,	the	air	will	do

you	 good,"	 said	 Jo,	 adding	 apologetically,	 "I'd	 go	 but	 I	 want	 to	 finish	 my
writing."
"My	head	 aches	 and	 I'm	 tired,	 so	 I	 thought	maybe	 some	of	you	would	go,"

said	Beth.
"Amy	will	be	in	presently,	and	she	will	run	down	for	us,"	suggested	Meg.
So	 Beth	 lay	 down	 on	 the	 sofa,	 the	 others	 returned	 to	 their	 work,	 and	 the

Hummels	were	forgotten.	An	hour	passed.	Amy	did	not	come,	Meg	went	to	her
room	to	try	on	a	new	dress,	Jo	was	absorbed	in	her	story,	and	Hannah	was	sound
asleep	 before	 the	 kitchen	 fire,	 when	 Beth	 quietly	 put	 on	 her	 hood,	 filled	 her
basket	with	odds	and	ends	for	the	poor	children,	and	went	out	into	the	chilly	air
with	a	heavy	head	and	a	grieved	look	in	her	patient	eyes.	It	was	late	when	she
came	back,	and	no	one	saw	her	creep	upstairs	and	shut	herself	into	her	mother's
room.	Half	an	hour	after,	 Jo	went	 to	 'Mother's	 closet'	 for	 something,	and	 there
found	little	Beth	sitting	on	the	medicine	chest,	looking	very	grave,	with	red	eyes
and	a	camphor	bottle	in	her	hand.
"Christopher	 Columbus!	 What's	 the	 matter?"	 cried	 Jo,	 as	 Beth	 put	 out	 her

hand	as	if	to	warn	her	off,	and	asked	quickly…
"You've	had	the	scarlet	fever,	haven't	you?"
"Years	ago,	when	Meg	did.	Why?"
"Then	I'll	tell	you.	Oh,	Jo,	the	baby's	dead!"
"What	baby?"
"Mrs.	Hummel's.	 It	 died	 in	my	 lap	before	 she	got	home,"	 cried	Beth	with	 a

sob.
"My	poor	dear,	how	dreadful	for	you!	I	ought	to	have	gone,"	said	Jo,	 taking

her	sister	in	her	arms	as	she	sat	down	in	her	mother's	big	chair,	with	a	remorseful
face.
"It	 wasn't	 dreadful,	 Jo,	 only	 so	 sad!	 I	 saw	 in	 a	 minute	 it	 was	 sicker,	 but



Lottchen	said	her	mother	had	gone	for	a	doctor,	so	I	took	Baby	and	let	Lotty	rest.
It	seemed	asleep,	but	all	of	a	sudden	if	gave	a	little	cry	and	trembled,	and	then
lay	very	still.	I	tried	to	warm	its	feet,	and	Lotty	gave	it	some	milk,	but	it	didn't
stir,	and	I	knew	it	was	dead."
"Don't	cry,	dear!	What	did	you	do?"
"I	just	sat	and	held	it	softly	till	Mrs.	Hummel	came	with	the	doctor.	He	said	it

was	 dead,	 and	 looked	 at	 Heinrich	 and	Minna,	 who	 have	 sore	 throats.	 'Scarlet
fever,	ma'am.	Ought	 to	 have	 called	me	 before,'	 he	 said	 crossly.	Mrs.	Hummel
told	him	she	was	poor,	and	had	tried	to	cure	baby	herself,	but	now	it	was	too	late,
and	she	could	only	ask	him	to	help	the	others	and	trust	to	charity	for	his	pay.	He
smiled	 then,	and	was	kinder,	but	 it	was	very	sad,	and	 I	cried	with	 them	 till	he
turned	round	all	of	a	sudden,	and	told	me	to	go	home	and	take	belladonna	right
away,	or	I'd	have	the	fever."
"No,	 you	won't!"	 cried	 Jo,	 hugging	 her	 close,	 with	 a	 frightened	 look.	 "Oh,

Beth,	if	you	should	be	sick	I	never	could	forgive	myself!	What	shall	we	do?"
"Don't	be	frightened,	I	guess	I	shan't	have	it	badly.	I	looked	in	Mother's	book,

and	saw	that	it	begins	with	headache,	sore	throat,	and	queer	feelings	like	mine,
so	I	did	take	some	belladonna,	and	I	feel	better,"	said	Beth,	laying	her	cold	hands
on	her	hot	forehead	and	trying	to	look	well.
"If	Mother	was	 only	 at	 home!"	 exclaimed	 Jo,	 seizing	 the	 book,	 and	 feeling

that	Washington	was	an	immense	way	off.	She	read	a	page,	looked	at	Beth,	felt
her	head,	peeped	 into	her	 throat,	 and	 then	 said	gravely,	 "You've	been	over	 the
baby	every	day	for	more	 than	a	week,	and	among	 the	others	who	are	going	 to
have	it,	so	I'm	afraid	you	are	going	to	have	it,	Beth.	I'll	call	Hannah,	she	knows
all	about	sickness."
"Don't	 let	Amy	 come.	She	 never	 had	 it,	 and	 I	 should	 hate	 to	 give	 it	 to	 her.

Can't	you	and	Meg	have	it	over	again?"	asked	Beth,	anxiously.
"I	guess	not.	Don't	care	if	I	do.	Serve	me	right,	selfish	pig,	to	let	you	go,	and

stay	writing	rubbish	myself!"	muttered	Jo,	as	she	went	to	consult	Hannah.
The	 good	 soul	 was	 wide	 awake	 in	 a	 minute,	 and	 took	 the	 lead	 at	 once,

assuring	 that	 there	 was	 no	 need	 to	 worry;	 every	 one	 had	 scarlet	 fever,	 and	 if
rightly	treated,	nobody	died,	all	of	which	Jo	believed,	and	felt	much	relieved	as
they	went	up	to	call	Meg.
"Now	I'll	 tell	you	what	we'll	do,"	said	Hannah,	when	she	had	examined	and

questioned	Beth,	"we	will	have	Dr.	Bangs,	 just	 to	take	a	look	at	you,	dear,	and
see	that	we	start	right.	Then	we'll	send	Amy	off	to	Aunt	March's	for	a	spell,	to
keep	her	out	of	harm's	way,	and	one	of	you	girls	 can	 stay	at	home	and	amuse
Beth	for	a	day	or	two."
"I	 shall	 stay,	 of	 course,	 I'm	 oldest,"	 began	Meg,	 looking	 anxious	 and	 self-



reproachful.
"I	shall,	because	it's	my	fault	she	is	sick.	I	told	Mother	I'd	do	the	errands,	and	I

haven't,"	said	Jo	decidedly.
"Which	will	you	have,	Beth?	There	ain't	no	need	of	but	one,"	aid	Hannah.
"Jo,	 please."	 And	 Beth	 leaned	 her	 head	 against	 her	 sister	 with	 a	 contented

look,	which	effectually	settled	that	point.
"I'll	go	and	tell	Amy,"	said	Meg,	feeling	a	little	hurt,	yet	rather	relieved	on	the

whole,	for	she	did	not	like	nursing,	and	Jo	did.
Amy	rebelled	outright,	and	passionately	declared	that	she	had	rather	have	the

fever	 than	 go	 to	Aunt	March.	Meg	 reasoned,	 pleaded,	 and	 commanded,	 all	 in
vain.	Amy	protested	 that	 she	would	not	go,	and	Meg	 left	her	 in	despair	 to	ask
Hannah	 what	 should	 be	 done.	 Before	 she	 came	 back,	 Laurie	 walked	 into	 the
parlor	 to	 find	Amy	 sobbing,	with	 her	 head	 in	 the	 sofa	 cushions.	 She	 told	 her
story,	expecting	to	be	consoled,	but	Laurie	only	put	his	hands	in	his	pockets	and
walked	about	 the	 room,	whistling	 softly,	 as	he	knit	his	brows	 in	deep	 thought.
Presently	he	sat	down	beside	her,	and	said,	in	his	most	wheedlesome	tone,	"Now
be	 a	 sensible	 little	woman,	 and	do	 as	 they	 say.	No,	 don't	 cry,	 but	 hear	what	 a
jolly	plan	I've	got.	You	go	to	Aunt	March's,	and	I'll	come	and	take	you	out	every
day,	driving	or	walking,	and	we'll	have	capital	 times.	Won't	 that	be	better	 than
moping	here?"
"I	don't	wish	to	be	sent	off	as	if	I	was	in	the	way,"	began	Amy,	in	an	injured

voice.
"Bless	your	heart,	child,	 it's	 to	keep	you	well.	You	don't	want	 to	be	sick,	do

you?"
"No,	I'm	sure	I	don't,	but	I	dare	say	I	shall	be,	for	I've	been	with	Beth	all	the

time."
"That's	the	very	reason	you	ought	to	go	away	at	once,	so	that	you	may	escape

it.	Change	of	air	and	care	will	keep	you	well,	I	dare	say,	or	if	it	does	not	entirely,
you	will	have	the	fever	more	lightly.	I	advise	you	to	be	off	as	soon	as	you	can,
for	scarlet	fever	is	no	joke,	miss."
"But	it's	dull	at	Aunt	March's,	and	she	is	so	cross,"	said	Amy,	looking	rather

frightened.
"It	won't	be	dull	with	me	popping	 in	every	day	 to	 tell	you	how	Beth	 is,	and

take	you	out	gallivanting.	The	old	lady	likes	me,	and	I'll	be	as	sweet	as	possible
to	her,	so	she	won't	peck	at	us,	whatever	we	do."
"Will	you	take	me	out	in	the	trotting	wagon	with	Puck?"
"On	my	honor	as	a	gentleman."
"And	come	every	single	day?"
"See	if	I	don't!"



"And	bring	me	back	the	minute	Beth	is	well?"
"The	identical	minute."
"And	go	to	the	theater,	truly?"
"A	dozen	theaters,	if	we	may."
"Well—I	guess	I	will,"	said	Amy	slowly.
"Good	 girl!	 Call	 Meg,	 and	 tell	 her	 you'll	 give	 in,"	 said	 Laurie,	 with	 an

approving	pat,	which	annoyed	Amy	more	than	the	'giving	in'.
Meg	 and	 Jo	 came	 running	 down	 to	 behold	 the	 miracle	 which	 had	 been

wrought,	and	Amy,	feeling	very	precious	and	self-sacrificing,	promised	to	go,	if
the	doctor	said	Beth	was	going	to	be	ill.
"How	is	 the	 little	dear?"	asked	Laurie,	 for	Beth	was	his	especial	pet,	and	he

felt	more	anxious	about	her	than	he	liked	to	show.
"She	 is	 lying	 down	 on	 Mother's	 bed,	 and	 feels	 better.	 The	 baby's	 death

troubled	her,	but	I	dare	say	she	has	only	got	cold.	Hannah	says	she	thinks	so,	but
she	looks	worried,	and	that	makes	me	fidgety,"	answered	Meg.
"What	a	trying	world	it	is!"	said	Jo,	rumpling	up	her	hair	in	a	fretful	way.	"No

sooner	 do	we	 get	 out	 of	 one	 trouble	 than	 down	 comes	 another.	 There	 doesn't
seem	to	be	anything	to	hold	on	to	when	Mother's	gone,	so	I'm	all	at	sea."
"Well,	don't	make	a	porcupine	of	yourself,	it	isn't	becoming.	Settle	your	wig,

Jo,	and	tell	me	if	I	shall	telegraph	to	your	mother,	or	do	anything?"	asked	Laurie,
who	never	had	been	reconciled	to	the	loss	of	his	friend's	one	beauty.
"That	is	what	troubles	me,"	said	Meg.	"I	think	we	ought	to	tell	her	if	Beth	is

really	ill,	but	Hannah	says	we	mustn't,	for	Mother	can't	leave	Father,	and	it	will
only	make	them	anxious.	Beth	won't	be	sick	long,	and	Hannah	knows	just	what
to	do,	and	Mother	said	we	were	to	mind	her,	so	I	suppose	we	must,	but	it	doesn't
seem	quite	right	to	me."
"Hum,	 well,	 I	 can't	 say.	 Suppose	 you	 ask	 Grandfather	 after	 the	 doctor	 has

been."
"We	 will.	 Jo,	 go	 and	 get	 Dr.	 Bangs	 at	 once,"	 commanded	Meg.	 "We	 can't

decide	anything	till	he	has	been."
"Stay	where	 you	 are,	 Jo.	 I'm	 errand	 boy	 to	 this	 establishment,"	 said	Laurie,

taking	up	his	cap.
"I'm	afraid	you	are	busy,"	began	Meg.
"No,	I've	done	my	lessons	for	the	day."
"Do	you	study	in	vacation	time?"	asked	Jo.
"I	follow	the	good	example	my	neighbors	set	me,"	was	Laurie's	answer,	as	he

swung	himself	out	of	the	room.
"I	have	great	hopes	for	my	boy,"	observed	Jo,	watching	him	fly	over	the	fence

with	an	approving	smile.



"He	does	very	well,	for	a	boy,"	was	Meg's	somewhat	ungracious	answer,	for
the	subject	did	not	interest	her.
Dr.	 Bangs	 came,	 said	 Beth	 had	 symptoms	 of	 the	 fever,	 but	 he	 thought	 she

would	have	it	lightly,	though	he	looked	sober	over	the	Hummel	story.	Amy	was
ordered	 off	 at	 once,	 and	 provided	 with	 something	 to	 ward	 off	 danger,	 she
departed	in	great	state,	with	Jo	and	Laurie	as	escort.
Aunt	March	received	them	with	her	usual	hospitality.
"What	 do	 you	 want	 now?"	 she	 asked,	 looking	 sharply	 over	 her	 spectacles,

while	the	parrot,	sitting	on	the	back	of	her	chair,	called	out…
"Go	away.	No	boys	allowed	here."
Laurie	retired	to	the	window,	and	Jo	told	her	story.
"No	more	than	I	expected,	if	you	are	allowed	to	go	poking	about	among	poor

folks.	Amy	can	stay	and	make	herself	useful	if	she	isn't	sick,	which	I've	no	doubt
she	 will	 be,	 looks	 like	 it	 now.	 Don't	 cry,	 child,	 it	 worries	 me	 to	 hear	 people
sniff."
Amy	was	on	the	point	of	crying,	but	Laurie	slyly	pulled	the	parrot's	tail,	which

caused	Polly	to	utter	an	astonished	croak	and	call	out,	"Bless	my	boots!"	in	such
a	funny	way,	that	she	laughed	instead.
"What	do	you	hear	from	your	mother?"	asked	the	old	lady	gruffly.
"Father	is	much	better,"	replied	Jo,	trying	to	keep	sober.
"Oh,	is	he?	Well,	that	won't	last	long,	I	fancy.	March	never	had	any	stamina,"

was	the	cheerful	reply.
"Ha,	ha!	Never	 say	die,	 take	 a	pinch	of	 snuff,	 goodbye,	 goodbye!"	 squalled

Polly,	dancing	on	her	perch,	and	clawing	at	the	old	lady's	cap	as	Laurie	tweaked
him	in	the	rear.
"Hold	 your	 tongue,	 you	 disrespectful	 old	 bird!	 And,	 Jo,	 you'd	 better	 go	 at

once.	It	isn't	proper	to	be	gadding	about	so	late	with	a	rattlepated	boy	like…	"
"Hold	your	tongue,	you	disrespectful	old	bird!"	cried	Polly,	 tumbling	off	 the

chair	with	a	bounce,	and	running	to	peck	the	'rattlepated'	boy,	who	was	shaking
with	laughter	at	the	last	speech.
"I	 don't	 think	 I	 can	bear	 it,	 but	 I'll	 try,"	 thought	Amy,	 as	 she	was	 left	 alone

with	Aunt	March.
"Get	along,	you	fright!"	screamed	Polly,	and	at	 that	 rude	speech	Amy	could

not	restrain	a	sniff.



Chapter		18	
Dark	Days

Beth	did	have	the	fever,	and	was	much	sicker	than	anyone	but	Hannah	and	the
doctor	 suspected.	The	girls	 knew	nothing	 about	 illness,	 and	Mr.	Laurence	was
not	 allowed	 to	 see	 her,	 so	Hannah	 had	 everything	 her	 own	way,	 and	 busy	Dr.
Bangs	 did	 his	 best,	 but	 left	 a	 good	 deal	 to	 the	 excellent	 nurse.	Meg	 stayed	 at
home,	lest	she	should	infect	the	Kings,	and	kept	house,	feeling	very	anxious	and
a	 little	guilty	when	 she	wrote	 letters	 in	which	no	mention	was	made	of	Beth's
illness.	 She	 could	 not	 think	 it	 right	 to	 deceive	 her	 mother,	 but	 she	 had	 been
bidden	 to	mind	Hannah,	 and	Hannah	wouldn't	 hear	 of	 'Mrs.	March	 bein'	 told,
and	worried	just	for	sech	a	trifle.'
Jo	devoted	herself	 to	Beth	day	and	night,	not	a	hard	task,	for	Beth	was	very

patient,	and	bore	her	pain	uncomplainingly	as	long	as	she	could	control	herself.
But	there	came	a	time	when	during	the	fever	fits	she	began	to	talk	in	a	hoarse,
broken	voice,	to	play	on	the	coverlet	as	if	on	her	beloved	little	piano,	and	try	to
sing	with	a	throat	so	swollen	that	there	was	no	music	left,	a	time	when	she	did
not	know	the	familiar	faces	around	her,	but	addressed	them	by	wrong	names,	and
called	 imploringly	for	her	mother.	Then	Jo	grew	frightened,	Meg	begged	to	be
allowed	to	write	the	truth,	and	even	Hannah	said	she	'would	think	of	it,	though
there	was	no	danger	yet'.	A	letter	from	Washington	added	to	their	trouble,	for	Mr.
March	had	had	a	relapse,	and	could	not	think	of	coming	home	for	a	long	while.
How	 dark	 the	 days	 seemed	 now,	 how	 sad	 and	 lonely	 the	 house,	 and	 how

heavy	were	the	hearts	of	the	sisters	as	they	worked	and	waited,	while	the	shadow
of	death	hovered	over	the	once	happy	home.	Then	it	was	that	Margaret,	sitting
alone	with	tears	dropping	often	on	her	work,	felt	how	rich	she	had	been	in	things
more	precious	 than	any	 luxuries	money	could	buy—in	 love,	protection,	peace,
and	health,	the	real	blessings	of	life.	Then	it	was	that	Jo,	living	in	the	darkened
room,	with	 that	 suffering	 little	 sister	 always	 before	 her	 eyes	 and	 that	 pathetic
voice	sounding	in	her	ears,	learned	to	see	the	beauty	and	the	sweetness	of	Beth's
nature,	 to	 feel	 how	 deep	 and	 tender	 a	 place	 she	 filled	 in	 all	 hearts,	 and	 to
acknowledge	the	worth	of	Beth's	unselfish	ambition	to	live	for	others,	and	make
home	happy	by	that	exercise	of	those	simple	virtues	which	all	may	possess,	and
which	all	should	love	and	value	more	than	talent,	wealth,	or	beauty.	And	Amy,	in
her	 exile,	 longed	eagerly	 to	be	 at	home,	 that	 she	might	work	 for	Beth,	 feeling



now	that	no	service	would	be	hard	or	irksome,	and	remembering,	with	regretful
grief,	 how	many	 neglected	 tasks	 those	willing	 hands	 had	 done	 for	 her.	 Laurie
haunted	the	house	like	a	restless	ghost,	and	Mr.	Laurence	locked	the	grand	piano,
because	he	 could	not	bear	 to	be	 reminded	of	 the	young	neighbor	who	used	 to
make	the	twilight	pleasant	for	him.	Everyone	missed	Beth.	The	milkman,	baker,
grocer,	 and	 butcher	 inquired	 how	 she	 did,	 poor	 Mrs.	 Hummel	 came	 to	 beg
pardon	for	her	thoughtlessness	and	to	get	a	shroud	for	Minna,	the	neighbors	sent
all	sorts	of	comforts	and	good	wishes,	and	even	those	who	knew	her	best	were
surprised	to	find	how	many	friends	shy	little	Beth	had	made.
Meanwhile	 she	 lay	 on	 her	 bed	with	 old	 Joanna	 at	 her	 side,	 for	 even	 in	 her

wanderings	she	did	not	 forget	her	 forlorn	protege.	She	 longed	for	her	cats,	but
would	not	have	 them	brought,	 lest	 they	should	get	sick,	and	 in	her	quiet	hours
she	was	full	of	anxiety	about	Jo.	She	sent	 loving	messages	 to	Amy,	bade	them
tell	her	mother	that	she	would	write	soon,	and	often	begged	for	pencil	and	paper
to	try	to	say	a	word,	that	Father	might	not	think	she	had	neglected	him.	But	soon
even	these	intervals	of	consciousness	ended,	and	she	lay	hour	after	hour,	tossing
to	and	fro,	with	incoherent	words	on	her	lips,	or	sank	into	a	heavy	sleep	which
brought	her	no	refreshment.	Dr.	Bangs	came	twice	a	day,	Hannah	sat	up	at	night,
Meg	kept	a	telegram	in	her	desk	all	ready	to	send	off	at	any	minute,	and	Jo	never
stirred	from	Beth's	side.
The	first	of	December	was	a	wintry	day	indeed	to	them,	for	a	bitter	wind	blew,

snow	fell	fast,	and	the	year	seemed	getting	ready	for	its	death.	When	Dr.	Bangs
came	that	morning,	he	looked	long	at	Beth,	held	the	hot	hand	in	both	his	own	for
a	minute,	 and	 laid	 it	 gently	 down,	 saying,	 in	 a	 low	voice	 to	Hannah,	 "If	Mrs.
March	can	leave	her	husband	she'd	better	be	sent	for."
Hannah	 nodded	 without	 speaking,	 for	 her	 lips	 twitched	 nervously,	 Meg

dropped	down	into	a	chair	as	the	strength	seemed	to	go	out	of	her	limbs	at	 the
sound	of	those	words,	and	Jo,	standing	with	a	pale	face	for	a	minute,	ran	to	the
parlor,	snatched	up	the	telegram,	and	throwing	on	her	things,	rushed	out	into	the
storm.	 She	was	 soon	 back,	 and	while	 noiselessly	 taking	 off	 her	 cloak,	 Laurie
came	 in	 with	 a	 letter,	 saying	 that	 Mr.	 March	 was	 mending	 again.	 Jo	 read	 it
thankfully,	but	 the	heavy	weight	did	not	seem	lifted	off	her	heart,	and	her	face
was	so	full	of	misery	that	Laurie	asked	quickly,	"What	is	it?	Is	Beth	worse?"
"I've	 sent	 for	 Mother,"	 said	 Jo,	 tugging	 at	 her	 rubber	 boots	 with	 a	 tragic

expression.
"Good	for	you,	Jo!	Did	you	do	it	on	your	own	responsibility?"	asked	Laurie,

as	he	seated	her	 in	 the	hall	chair	and	 took	off	 the	rebellious	boots,	seeing	how
her	hands	shook.
"No.	The	doctor	told	us	to."



"Oh,	Jo,	it's	not	so	bad	as	that?"	cried	Laurie,	with	a	startled	face.
"Yes,	it	is.	She	doesn't	know	us,	she	doesn't	even	talk	about	the	flocks	of	green

doves,	as	she	calls	 the	vine	 leaves	on	 the	wall.	She	doesn't	 look	 like	my	Beth,
and	 there's	 nobody	 to	 help	 us	 bear	 it.	Mother	 and	 father	 both	 gone,	 and	God
seems	so	far	away	I	can't	find	Him."
As	the	tears	streamed	fast	down	poor	Jo's	cheeks,	she	stretched	out	her	hand	in

a	 helpless	 sort	 of	 way,	 as	 if	 groping	 in	 the	 dark,	 and	 Laurie	 took	 it	 in	 his,
whispering	as	well	as	he	could	with	a	lump	in	his	throat,	"I'm	here.	Hold	on	to
me,	Jo,	dear!"
She	could	not	speak,	but	she	did	'hold	on',	and	the	warm	grasp	of	the	friendly

human	 hand	 comforted	 her	 sore	 heart,	 and	 seemed	 to	 lead	 her	 nearer	 to	 the
Divine	arm	which	alone	could	uphold	her	in	her	trouble.
Laurie	longed	to	say	something	tender	and	comfortable,	but	no	fitting	words

came	to	him,	so	he	stood	silent,	gently	stroking	her	bent	head	as	her	mother	used
to	do.	It	was	the	best	thing	he	could	have	done,	far	more	soothing	than	the	most
eloquent	words,	for	Jo	felt	the	unspoken	sympathy,	and	in	the	silence	learned	the
sweet	 solace	 which	 affection	 administers	 to	 sorrow.	 Soon	 she	 dried	 the	 tears
which	had	relieved	her,	and	looked	up	with	a	grateful	face.
"Thank	you,	Teddy,	I'm	better	now.	I	don't	feel	so	forlorn,	and	will	try	to	bear

it	if	it	comes."
"Keep	hoping	 for	 the	best,	 that	will	help	you,	 Jo.	Soon	your	mother	will	be

here,	and	then	everything	will	be	all	right."
"I'm	so	glad	Father	is	better.	Now	she	won't	feel	so	bad	about	leaving	him.	Oh,

me!	It	does	seem	as	if	all	the	troubles	came	in	a	heap,	and	I	got	the	heaviest	part
on	my	shoulders,"	sighed	Jo,	spreading	her	wet	handkerchief	over	her	knees	to
dry.
"Doesn't	Meg	pull	fair?"	asked	Laurie,	looking	indignant.
"Oh,	yes,	she	tries	to,	but	she	can't	love	Bethy	as	I	do,	and	she	won't	miss	her

as	I	shall.	Beth	is	my	conscience,	and	I	can't	give	her	up.	I	can't!	I	can't!"
Down	went	Jo's	face	into	the	wet	handkerchief,	and	she	cried	despairingly,	for

she	 had	 kept	 up	 bravely	 till	 now	 and	 never	 shed	 a	 tear.	 Laurie	 drew	 his	 hand
across	his	eyes,	but	could	not	speak	till	he	had	subdued	the	choky	feeling	in	his
throat	and	steadied	his	lips.	It	might	be	unmanly,	but	he	couldn't	help	it,	and	I	am
glad	of	it.	Presently,	as	Jo's	sobs	quieted,	he	said	hopefully,	"I	don't	think	she	will
die.	She's	so	good,	and	we	all	love	her	so	much,	I	don't	believe	God	will	take	her
away	yet."
"The	 good	 and	 dear	 people	 always	 do	 die,"	 groaned	 Jo,	 but	 she	 stopped

crying,	 for	 her	 friend's	 words	 cheered	 her	 up	 in	 spite	 of	 her	 own	 doubts	 and
fears.



"Poor	 girl,	 you're	 worn	 out.	 It	 isn't	 like	 you	 to	 be	 forlorn.	 Stop	 a	 bit.	 I'll
hearten	you	up	in	a	jiffy."
Laurie	went	 off	 two	 stairs	 at	 a	 time,	 and	 Jo	 laid	her	wearied	head	down	on

Beth's	 little	 brown	 hood,	which	 no	 one	 had	 thought	 of	moving	 from	 the	 table
where	she	left	it.	It	must	have	possessed	some	magic,	for	the	submissive	spirit	of
its	gentle	owner	seemed	to	enter	 into	Jo,	and	when	Laurie	came	running	down
with	a	glass	of	wine,	she	took	it	with	a	smile,	and	said	bravely,	"I	drink—	Health
to	my	Beth!	You	are	a	good	doctor,	Teddy,	and	such	a	comfortable	friend.	How
can	 I	 ever	 pay	 you?"	 she	 added,	 as	 the	 wine	 refreshed	 her	 body,	 as	 the	 kind
words	had	done	her	troubled	mind.
"I'll	 send	 my	 bill,	 by-and-by,	 and	 tonight	 I'll	 give	 you	 something	 that	 will

warm	the	cockles	of	your	heart	better	than	quarts	of	wine,"	said	Laurie,	beaming
at	her	with	a	face	of	suppressed	satisfaction	at	something.
"What	is	it?"	cried	Jo,	forgetting	her	woes	for	a	minute	in	her	wonder.
"I	telegraphed	to	your	mother	yesterday,	and	Brooke	answered	she'd	come	at

once,	and	she'll	be	here	tonight,	and	everything	will	be	all	right.	Aren't	you	glad
I	did	it?"
Laurie	spoke	very	fast,	and	turned	red	and	excited	all	in	a	minute,	for	he	had

kept	his	plot	a	secret,	for	fear	of	disappointing	the	girls	or	harming	Beth.	Jo	grew
quite	 white,	 flew	 out	 of	 her	 chair,	 and	 the	 moment	 he	 stopped	 speaking	 she
electrified	 him	 by	 throwing	 her	 arms	 round	 his	 neck,	 and	 crying	 out,	 with	 a
joyful	cry,	"Oh,	Laurie!	Oh,	Mother!	I	am	so	glad!"	She	did	not	weep	again,	but
laughed	hysterically,	and	trembled	and	clung	to	her	friend	as	if	she	was	a	little
bewildered	by	the	sudden	news.
Laurie,	 though	decidedly	 amazed,	 behaved	with	great	 presence	of	mind.	He

patted	her	back	soothingly,	and	finding	that	she	was	recovering,	followed	it	up
by	 a	 bashful	 kiss	 or	 two,	which	 brought	 Jo	 round	 at	 once.	 Holding	 on	 to	 the
banisters,	she	put	him	gently	away,	saying	breathlessly,	"Oh,	don't!	I	didn't	mean
to,	 it	was	dreadful	of	me,	but	you	were	such	a	dear	 to	go	and	do	 it	 in	spite	of
Hannah	that	I	couldn't	help	flying	at	you.	Tell	me	all	about	it,	and	don't	give	me
wine	again,	it	makes	me	act	so."
"I	 don't	 mind,"	 laughed	 Laurie,	 as	 he	 settled	 his	 tie.	 "Why,	 you	 see	 I	 got

fidgety,	 and	 so	 did	Grandpa.	We	 thought	Hannah	was	 overdoing	 the	 authority
business,	and	your	mother	ought	to	know.	She'd	never	forgive	us	if	Beth…	Well,
if	anything	happened,	you	know.	So	I	got	grandpa	to	say	it	was	high	time	we	did
something,	and	off	I	pelted	to	the	office	yesterday,	for	the	doctor	looked	sober,
and	Hannah	most	took	my	head	off	when	I	proposed	a	telegram.	I	never	can	bear
to	be	'lorded	over',	so	that	settled	my	mind,	and	I	did	it.	Your	mother	will	come,	I
know,	and	the	late	train	is	in	at	two	A.M.	I	shall	go	for	her,	and	you've	only	got



to	bottle	up	your	rapture,	and	keep	Beth	quiet	till	that	blessed	lady	gets	here."
"Laurie,	you're	an	angel!	How	shall	I	ever	thank	you?"
"Fly	at	me	again.	I	rather	liked	it,"	said	Laurie,	looking	mischievous,	a	thing

he	had	not	done	for	a	fortnight.
"No,	thank	you.	I'll	do	it	by	proxy,	when	your	grandpa	comes.	Don't	tease,	but

go	home	and	rest,	for	you'll	be	up	half	the	night.	Bless	you,	Teddy,	bless	you!"
Jo	 had	 backed	 into	 a	 corner,	 and	 as	 she	 finished	 her	 speech,	 she	 vanished

precipitately	 into	 the	 kitchen,	where	 she	 sat	 down	upon	 a	 dresser	 and	 told	 the
assembled	 cats	 that	 she	 was	 "happy,	 oh,	 so	 happy!"	 while	 Laurie	 departed,
feeling	that	he	had	made	a	rather	neat	thing	of	it.
"That's	the	interferingest	chap	I	ever	see,	but	I	forgive	him	and	do	hope	Mrs.

March	is	coming	right	away,"	said	Hannah,	with	an	air	of	relief,	when	Jo	told	the
good	news.
Meg	 had	 a	 quiet	 rapture,	 and	 then	 brooded	 over	 the	 letter,	while	 Jo	 set	 the

sickroom	in	order,	and	Hannah	"knocked	up	a	couple	of	pies	in	case	of	company
unexpected".	 A	 breath	 of	 fresh	 air	 seemed	 to	 blow	 through	 the	 house,	 and
something	better	than	sunshine	brightened	the	quiet	rooms.	Everything	appeared
to	 feel	 the	hopeful	 change.	Beth's	 bird	began	 to	 chirp	 again,	 and	 a	half-blown
rose	was	 discovered	 on	Amy's	 bush	 in	 the	window.	 The	 fires	 seemed	 to	 burn
with	unusual	cheeriness,	and	every	time	the	girls	met,	their	pale	faces	broke	into
smiles	as	they	hugged	one	another,	whispering	encouragingly,	"Mother's	coming,
dear!	 Mother's	 coming!"	 Every	 one	 rejoiced	 but	 Beth.	 She	 lay	 in	 that	 heavy
stupor,	 alike	 unconscious	 of	 hope	 and	 joy,	 doubt	 and	 danger.	 It	was	 a	 piteous
sight,	 the	once	 rosy	 face	so	changed	and	vacant,	 the	once	busy	hands	so	weak
and	wasted,	the	once	smiling	lips	quite	dumb,	and	the	once	pretty,	well-kept	hair
scattered	rough	and	tangled	on	the	pillow.	All	day	she	lay	so,	only	rousing	now
and	 then	 to	mutter,	 "Water!"	with	 lips	 so	 parched	 they	 could	 hardly	 shape	 the
word.	 All	 day	 Jo	 and	Meg	 hovered	 over	 her,	 watching,	 waiting,	 hoping,	 and
trusting	in	God	and	Mother,	and	all	day	the	snow	fell,	the	bitter	wind	raged,	and
the	hours	dragged	 slowly	by.	But	night	 came	at	 last,	 and	every	 time	 the	clock
struck,	the	sisters,	still	sitting	on	either	side	of	the	bed,	looked	at	each	other	with
brightening	eyes,	 for	each	hour	brought	help	nearer.	The	doctor	had	been	 in	 to
say	 that	 some	 change,	 for	 better	 or	 worse,	 would	 probably	 take	 place	 about
midnight,	at	which	time	he	would	return.
Hannah,	quite	worn	out,	 lay	down	on	 the	 sofa	at	 the	bed's	 foot	and	 fell	 fast

asleep,	Mr.	 Laurence	marched	 to	 and	 fro	 in	 the	 parlor,	 feeling	 that	 he	 would
rather	face	a	rebel	battery	than	Mrs.	March's	countenance	as	she	entered.	Laurie
lay	 on	 the	 rug,	 pretending	 to	 rest,	 but	 staring	 into	 the	 fire	with	 the	 thoughtful
look	which	made	his	black	eyes	beautifully	soft	and	clear.



The	girls	never	forgot	that	night,	for	no	sleep	came	to	them	as	they	kept	their
watch,	with	that	dreadful	sense	of	powerlessness	which	comes	to	us	in	hours	like
those.
"If	God	spares	Beth,	I	never	will	complain	again,"	whispered	Meg	earnestly.
"If	god	spares	Beth,	I'll	 try	to	love	and	serve	Him	all	my	life,"	answered	Jo,

with	equal	fervor.
"I	wish	I	had	no	heart,	it	aches	so,"	sighed	Meg,	after	a	pause.
"If	life	is	often	as	hard	as	this,	I	don't	see	how	we	ever	shall	get	through	it,"

added	her	sister	despondently.
Here	 the	 clock	 struck	 twelve,	 and	both	 forgot	 themselves	 in	watching	Beth,

for	they	fancied	a	change	passed	over	her	wan	face.	The	house	was	still	as	death,
and	 nothing	 but	 the	wailing	 of	 the	wind	 broke	 the	 deep	 hush.	Weary	Hannah
slept	on,	and	no	one	but	 the	 sisters	 saw	 the	pale	 shadow	which	seemed	 to	 fall
upon	the	little	bed.	An	hour	went	by,	and	nothing	happened	except	Laurie's	quiet
departure	for	 the	station.	Another	hour,	still	no	one	came,	and	anxious	fears	of
delay	 in	 the	 storm,	 or	 accidents	 by	 the	 way,	 or,	 worst	 of	 all,	 a	 great	 grief	 at
Washington,	haunted	the	girls.
It	was	past	 two,	when	Jo,	who	stood	at	 the	window	thinking	how	dreary	the

world	 looked	 in	 its	winding	sheet	of	 snow,	heard	a	movement	by	 the	bed,	and
turning	quickly,	saw	Meg	kneeling	before	their	mother's	easy	chair	with	her	face
hidden.	A	dreadful	fear	passed	coldly	over	Jo,	as	she	thought,	"Beth	is	dead,	and
Meg	is	afraid	to	tell	me."
She	was	back	at	her	post	in	an	instant,	and	to	her	excited	eyes	a	great	change

seemed	to	have	taken	place.	The	fever	flush	and	the	look	of	pain	were	gone,	and
the	beloved	little	face	looked	so	pale	and	peaceful	in	its	utter	repose	that	Jo	felt
no	desire	to	weep	or	to	lament.	Leaning	low	over	this	dearest	of	her	sisters,	she
kissed	 the	 damp	 forehead	 with	 her	 heart	 on	 her	 lips,	 and	 softly	 whispered,
"Goodby,	my	Beth.	Goodby!"
As	if	awaked	by	the	stir,	Hannah	started	out	of	her	sleep,	hurried	to	the	bed,

looked	at	Beth,	felt	her	hands,	listened	at	her	lips,	and	then,	throwing	her	apron
over	her	head,	sat	down	to	rock	to	and	fro,	exclaiming,	under	her	breath,	"The
fever's	 turned,	 she's	 sleepin'	 nat'ral,	 her	 skin's	 damp,	 and	 she	 breathes	 easy.
Praise	be	given!	Oh,	my	goodness	me!"
Before	the	girls	could	believe	the	happy	truth,	the	doctor	came	to	confirm	it.

He	was	a	homely	man,	but	they	thought	his	face	quite	heavenly	when	he	smiled
and	said,	with	a	fatherly	look	at	them,	"Yes,	my	dears,	I	think	the	little	girl	will
pull	through	this	time.	Keep	the	house	quiet,	let	her	sleep,	and	when	she	wakes,
give	her…	"
What	they	were	to	give,	neither	heard,	for	both	crept	into	the	dark	hall,	and,



sitting	 on	 the	 stairs,	 held	 each	 other	 close,	 rejoicing	 with	 hearts	 too	 full	 for
words.	When	they	went	back	to	be	kissed	and	cuddled	by	faithful	Hannah,	they
found	Beth	 lying,	as	 she	used	 to	do,	with	her	cheek	pillowed	on	her	hand,	 the
dreadful	pallor	gone,	and	breathing	quietly,	as	if	just	fallen	asleep.
"If	Mother	would	only	come	now!"	said	Jo,	as	the	winter	night	began	to	wane.
"See,"	 said	Meg,	 coming	 up	with	 a	white,	 half-opened	 rose,	 "I	 thought	 this

would	hardly	be	ready	to	lay	in	Beth's	hand	tomorrow	if	she—went	away	from
us.	But	it	has	blossomed	in	the	night,	and	now	I	mean	to	put	it	in	my	vase	here,
so	that	when	the	darling	wakes,	the	first	thing	she	sees	will	be	the	little	rose,	and
Mother's	face."
Never	 had	 the	 sun	 risen	 so	 beautifully,	 and	 never	 had	 the	world	 seemed	 so

lovely	as	it	did	to	the	heavy	eyes	of	Meg	and	Jo,	as	they	looked	out	in	the	early
morning,	when	their	long,	sad	vigil	was	done.
"It	looks	like	a	fairy	world,"	said	Meg,	smiling	to	herself,	as	she	stood	behind

the	curtain,	watching	the	dazzling	sight.
"Hark!"	cried	Jo,	starting	to	her	feet.
Yes,	there	was	a	sound	of	bells	at	the	door	below,	a	cry	from	Hannah,	and	then

Laurie's	voice	saying	in	a	joyful	whisper,	"Girls,	she's	come!	She's	come!"



Chapter		19	
Amy’s	Will

While	these	things	were	happening	at	home,	Amy	was	having	hard	times	at	Aunt
March's.	She	felt	her	exile	deeply,	and	for	the	first	time	in	her	life,	realized	how
much	she	was	beloved	and	petted	at	home.	Aunt	March	never	petted	any	one;
she	did	not	approve	of	 it,	but	 she	meant	 to	be	kind,	 for	 the	well-behaved	 little
girl	pleased	her	very	much,	and	Aunt	March	had	a	soft	place	in	her	old	heart	for
her	nephew's	children,	though	she	didn't	think	it	proper	to	confess	it.	She	really
did	her	best	to	make	Amy	happy,	but,	dear	me,	what	mistakes	she	made.	Some
old	 people	 keep	 young	 at	 heart	 in	 spite	 of	 wrinkles	 and	 gray	 hairs,	 can
sympathize	with	children's	little	cares	and	joys,	make	them	feel	at	home,	and	can
hide	wise	 lessons	 under	 pleasant	 plays,	 giving	 and	 receiving	 friendship	 in	 the
sweetest	way.	But	Aunt	March	had	not	this	gift,	and	she	worried	Amy	very	much
with	her	rules	and	orders,	her	prim	ways,	and	long,	prosy	talks.	Finding	the	child
more	docile	and	amiable	 than	her	sister,	 the	old	 lady	felt	 it	her	duty	 to	 try	and
counteract,	as	far	as	possible,	the	bad	effects	of	home	freedom	and	indulgence.
So	she	took	Amy	by	the	hand,	and	taught	her	as	she	herself	had	been	taught	sixty
years	ago,	a	process	which	carried	dismay	to	Amy's	soul,	and	made	her	feel	like
a	fly	in	the	web	of	a	very	strict	spider.
She	 had	 to	 wash	 the	 cups	 every	 morning,	 and	 polish	 up	 the	 old-fashioned

spoons,	the	fat	silver	teapot,	and	the	glasses	till	they	shone.	Then	she	must	dust
the	room,	and	what	a	trying	job	that	was.	Not	a	speck	escaped	Aunt	March's	eye,
and	all	the	furniture	had	claw	legs	and	much	carving,	which	was	never	dusted	to
suit.	Then	Polly	had	 to	be	 fed,	 the	 lap	dog	combed,	and	a	dozen	 trips	upstairs
and	 down	 to	 get	 things	 or	 deliver	 orders,	 for	 the	 old	 lady	was	 very	 lame	 and
seldom	left	her	big	chair.	After	 these	 tiresome	labors,	she	must	do	her	 lessons,
which	was	a	daily	trial	of	every	virtue	she	possessed.	Then	she	was	allowed	one
hour	for	exercise	or	play,	and	didn't	she	enjoy	it?
Laurie	came	every	day,	and	wheedled	Aunt	March	till	Amy	was	allowed	to	go

out	with	him,	when	 they	walked	and	 rode	and	had	capital	 times.	After	dinner,
she	had	to	read	aloud,	and	sit	still	while	the	old	lady	slept,	which	she	usually	did
for	 an	hour,	 as	 she	dropped	off	 over	 the	 first	 page.	Then	patchwork	or	 towels
appeared,	 and	 Amy	 sewed	 with	 outward	 meekness	 and	 inward	 rebellion	 till
dusk,	 when	 she	 was	 allowed	 to	 amuse	 herself	 as	 she	 liked	 till	 teatime.	 The



evenings	were	the	worst	of	all,	for	Aunt	March	fell	to	telling	long	stories	about
her	youth,	which	were	so	unutterably	dull	 that	Amy	was	always	ready	to	go	to
bed,	intending	to	cry	over	her	hard	fate,	but	usually	going	to	sleep	before	she	had
squeezed	out	more	than	a	tear	or	two.
If	it	had	not	been	for	Laurie,	and	old	Esther,	the	maid,	she	felt	that	she	never

could	have	got	through	that	dreadful	time.	The	parrot	alone	was	enough	to	drive
her	distracted,	for	he	soon	felt	that	she	did	not	admire	him,	and	revenged	himself
by	being	as	mischievous	as	possible.	He	pulled	her	hair	whenever	she	came	near
him,	 upset	 his	 bread	 and	milk	 to	 plague	 her	when	 she	 had	 newly	 cleaned	 his
cage,	made	Mop	bark	by	pecking	at	him	while	Madam	dozed,	called	her	names
before	company,	and	behaved	in	all	respects	like	an	reprehensible	old	bird.	Then
she	could	not	endure	 the	dog,	a	 fat,	 cross	beast	who	snarled	and	yelped	at	her
when	she	made	his	toilet,	and	who	lay	on	his	back	with	all	his	legs	in	the	air	and
a	 most	 idiotic	 expression	 of	 countenance	 when	 he	 wanted	 something	 to	 eat,
which	 was	 about	 a	 dozen	 times	 a	 day.	 The	 cook	 was	 bad-tempered,	 the	 old
coachman	was	 deaf,	 and	Esther	 the	 only	 one	who	 ever	 took	 any	notice	 of	 the
young	lady.
Esther	was	 a	Frenchwoman,	who	had	 lived	with'Madame',	 as	 she	 called	her

mistress,	for	many	years,	and	who	rather	tyrannized	over	the	old	lady,	who	could
not	get	along	without	her.	Her	 real	name	was	Estelle,	but	Aunt	March	ordered
her	 to	 change	 it,	 and	 she	 obeyed,	 on	 condition	 that	 she	 was	 never	 asked	 to
change	 her	 religion.	 She	 took	 a	 fancy	 to	Mademoiselle,	 and	 amused	 her	 very
much	with	odd	stories	of	her	life	in	France,	when	Amy	sat	with	her	while	she	got
up	Madame's	 laces.	 She	 also	 allowed	 her	 to	 roam	 about	 the	 great	 house,	 and
examine	the	curious	and	pretty	things	stored	away	in	the	big	wardrobes	and	the
ancient	chests,	for	Aunt	March	hoarded	like	a	magpie.	Amy's	chief	delight	was
an	Indian	cabinet,	full	of	queer	drawers,	little	pigeonholes,	and	secret	places,	in
which	were	kept	all	sorts	of	ornaments,	some	precious,	some	merely	curious,	all
more	 or	 less	 antique.	 To	 examine	 and	 arrange	 these	 things	 gave	 Amy	 great
satisfaction,	especially	the	jewel	cases,	in	which	on	velvet	cushions	reposed	the
ornaments	which	had	adorned	a	belle	forty	years	ago.	There	was	the	garnet	set
which	Aunt	March	wore	when	she	came	out,	 the	pearls	her	 father	gave	her	on
her	 wedding	 day,	 her	 lover's	 diamonds,	 the	 jet	 mourning	 rings	 and	 pins,	 the
queer	lockets,	with	portraits	of	dead	friends	and	weeping	willows	made	of	hair
inside,	 the	baby	bracelets	 her	 one	 little	 daughter	 had	worn,	Uncle	March's	 big
watch,	with	the	red	seal	so	many	childish	hands	had	played	with,	and	in	a	box	all
by	itself	lay	Aunt	March's	wedding	ring,	too	small	now	for	her	fat	finger,	but	put
carefully	away	like	the	most	precious	jewel	of	them	all.
"Which	would	Mademoiselle	choose	if	she	had	her	will?"	asked	Esther,	who



always	sat	near	to	watch	over	and	lock	up	the	valuables.
"I	like	the	diamonds	best,	but	there	is	no	necklace	among	them,	and	I'm	fond

of	 necklaces,	 they	 are	 so	 becoming.	 I	 should	 choose	 this	 if	 I	 might,"	 replied
Amy,	 looking	with	 great	 admiration	 at	 a	 string	 of	 gold	 and	 ebony	beads	 from
which	hung	a	heavy	cross	of	the	same.
"I,	too,	covet	that,	but	not	as	a	necklace.	Ah,	no!	To	me	it	is	a	rosary,	and	as

such	I	should	use	it	like	a	good	catholic,"	said	Esther,	eyeing	the	handsome	thing
wistfully.
"Is	 it	 meant	 to	 use	 as	 you	 use	 the	 string	 of	 good-smelling	 wooden	 beads

hanging	over	your	glass?"	asked	Amy.
"Truly,	yes,	to	pray	with.	It	would	be	pleasing	to	the	saints	if	one	used	so	fine

a	rosary	as	this,	instead	of	wearing	it	as	a	vain	bijou."
"You	seem	to	take	a	great	deal	of	comfort	in	your	prayers,	Esther,	and	always

come	down	looking	quiet	and	satisfied.	I	wish	I	could."
"If	Mademoiselle	was	a	Catholic,	she	would	find	true	comfort,	but	as	that	 is

not	to	be,	 it	would	be	well	 if	you	went	apart	each	day	to	meditate	and	pray,	as
did	 the	 good	mistress	whom	 I	 served	before	Madame.	She	had	 a	 little	 chapel,
and	in	it	found	solacement	for	much	trouble."
"Would	it	be	right	for	me	to	do	so	too?"	asked	Amy,	who	in	her	loneliness	felt

the	need	of	help	of	some	sort,	and	found	that	she	was	apt	to	forget	her	little	book,
now	that	Beth	was	not	there	to	remind	her	of	it.
"It	 would	 be	 excellent	 and	 charming,	 and	 I	 shall	 gladly	 arrange	 the	 little

dressing	 room	 for	 you	 if	 you	 like	 it.	 Say	 nothing	 to	 Madame,	 but	 when	 she
sleeps	 go	you	 and	 sit	 alone	 a	while	 to	 think	good	 thoughts,	 and	pray	 the	 dear
God	preserve	your	sister."
Esther	 was	 truly	 pious,	 and	 quite	 sincere	 in	 her	 advice,	 for	 she	 had	 an

affectionate	heart,	 and	 felt	much	 for	 the	 sisters	 in	 their	 anxiety.	Amy	 liked	 the
idea,	 and	 gave	 her	 leave	 to	 arrange	 the	 light	 closet	 next	 her	 room,	 hoping	 it
would	do	her	good.
"I	wish	I	knew	where	all	these	pretty	things	would	go	when	Aunt	March	dies,"

she	said,	as	she	slowly	replaced	the	shining	rosary	and	shut	the	jewel	cases	one
by	one.
"To	you	and	your	sisters.	I	know	it,	Madame	confides	in	me.	I	witnessed	her

will,	and	it	is	to	be	so,"	whispered	Esther	smiling.
"How	 nice!	 But	 I	 wish	 she'd	 let	 us	 have	 them	 now.	 Procrastination	 is	 not

agreeable,"	observed	Amy,	taking	a	last	look	at	the	diamonds.
"It	is	too	soon	yet	for	the	young	ladies	to	wear	these	things.	The	first	one	who

is	affianced	will	have	the	pearls,	Madame	has	said	it,	and	I	have	a	fancy	that	the
little	 turquoise	 ring	will	 be	 given	 to	 you	when	 you	 go,	 for	Madame	 approves



your	good	behavior	and	charming	manners."
"Do	you	think	so?	Oh,	I'll	be	a	lamb,	if	I	can	only	have	that	lovely	ring!	It's

ever	so	much	prettier	 than	Kitty	Bryant's.	 I	do	like	Aunt	March	after	all."	And
Amy	tried	on	the	blue	ring	with	a	delighted	face	and	a	firm	resolve	to	earn	it.
From	that	day	she	was	a	model	of	obedience,	and	the	old	lady	complacently

admired	the	success	of	her	training.	Esther	fitted	up	the	closet	with	a	little	table,
placed	a	footstool	before	it,	and	over	it	a	picture	taken	from	one	of	the	shut-up
rooms.	 She	 thought	 it	 was	 of	 no	 great	 value,	 but,	 being	 appropriate,	 she
borrowed	 it,	well	 knowing	 that	Madame	would	 never	 know	 it,	 nor	 care	 if	 she
did.	It	was,	however,	a	very	valuable	copy	of	one	of	the	famous	pictures	of	the
world,	and	Amy's	beauty-loving	eyes	were	never	tired	of	looking	up	at	the	sweet
face	of	the	Divine	Mother,	while	her	tender	thoughts	of	her	own	were	busy	at	her
heart.	 On	 the	 table	 she	 laid	 her	 little	 testament	 and	 hymnbook,	 kept	 a	 vase
always	 full	 of	 the	 best	 flowers	Laurie	 brought	 her,	 and	 came	 every	 day	 to	 'sit
alone'	 thinking	good	 thoughts,	and	praying	 the	dear	God	 to	preserve	her	sister.
Esther	had	given	her	a	rosary	of	black	beads	with	a	silver	cross,	but	Amy	hung	it
up	and	did	not	use	it,	feeling	doubtful	as	to	its	fitness	for	Protestant	prayers.
The	little	girl	was	very	sincere	in	all	this,	for	being	left	alone	outside	the	safe

home	 nest,	 she	 felt	 the	 need	 of	 some	 kind	 hand	 to	 hold	 by	 so	 sorely	 that	 she
instinctively	 turned	 to	 the	 strong	 and	 tender	 Friend,	whose	 fatherly	 love	most
closely	surrounds	His	little	children.	She	missed	her	mother's	help	to	understand
and	rule	herself,	but	having	been	taught	where	to	look,	she	did	her	best	to	find
the	way	and	walk	in	it	confidingly.	But,	Amy	was	a	young	pilgrim,	and	just	now
her	burden	seemed	very	heavy.	She	tried	to	forget	herself,	to	keep	cheerful,	and
be	satisfied	with	doing	right,	though	no	one	saw	or	praised	her	for	it.	In	her	first
effort	at	being	very,	very	good,	she	decided	to	make	her	will,	as	Aunt	March	had
done,	 so	 that	 if	 she	 did	 fall	 ill	 and	 die,	 her	 possessions	 might	 be	 justly	 and
generously	 divided.	 It	 cost	 her	 a	 pang	 even	 to	 think	 of	 giving	 up	 the	 little
treasures	which	in	her	eyes	were	as	precious	as	the	old	lady's	jewels.
During	one	of	her	play	hours	she	wrote	out	the	important	document	as	well	as

she	could,	with	some	help	 from	Esther	as	 to	certain	 legal	 terms,	and	when	 the
good-natured	Frenchwoman	had	signed	her	name,	Amy	felt	relieved	and	laid	it
by	to	show	Laurie,	whom	she	wanted	as	a	second	witness.	As	it	was	a	rainy	day,
she	went	upstairs	to	amuse	herself	in	one	of	the	large	chambers,	and	took	Polly
with	her	 for	company.	 In	 this	 room	there	was	a	wardrobe	full	of	old-fashioned
costumes	 with	 which	 Esther	 allowed	 her	 to	 play,	 and	 it	 was	 her	 favorite
amusement	 to	 array	 herself	 in	 the	 faded	 brocades,	 and	 parade	 up	 and	 down
before	 the	 long	 mirror,	 making	 stately	 curtsies,	 and	 sweeping	 her	 train	 about
with	a	rustle	which	delighted	her	ears.	So	busy	was	she	on	this	day	that	she	did



not	 hear	 Laurie's	 ring	 nor	 see	 his	 face	 peeping	 in	 at	 her	 as	 she	 gravely
promenaded	to	and	fro,	flirting	her	fan	and	tossing	her	head,	on	which	she	wore
a	 great	 pink	 turban,	 contrasting	 oddly	with	 her	 blue	 brocade	 dress	 and	 yellow
quilted	petticoat.	She	was	obliged	 to	walk	carefully,	 for	she	had	on	highheeled
shoes,	and,	as	Laurie	told	Jo	afterward,	it	was	a	comical	sight	to	see	her	mince
along	 in	her	gay	suit,	with	Polly	sidling	and	bridling	 just	behind	her,	 imitating
her	as	well	as	he	could,	and	occasionally	stopping	to	laugh	or	exclaim,	"Ain't	we
fine?	Get	along,	you	fright!	Hold	your	tongue!	Kiss	me,	dear!	Ha!	Ha!"
Having	 with	 difficulty	 restrained	 an	 explosion	 of	 merriment,	 lest	 it	 should

offend	her	majesty,	Laurie	tapped	and	was	graciously	received.
"Sit	down	and	rest	while	I	put	these	things	away,	then	I	want	to	consult	you

about	a	very	serious	matter,"	said	Amy,	when	she	had	shown	her	splendor	and
driven	 Polly	 into	 a	 corner.	 "That	 bird	 is	 the	 trial	 of	 my	 life,"	 she	 continued,
removing	the	pink	mountain	from	her	head,	while	Laurie	seated	himself	astride	a
chair.
"Yesterday,	when	Aunt	was	asleep	and	I	was	trying	to	be	as	still	as	a	mouse,

Polly	began	 to	 squall	and	 flap	about	 in	his	cage,	 so	 I	went	 to	 let	him	out,	 and
found	 a	 big	 spider	 there.	 I	 poked	 it	 out,	 and	 it	 ran	 under	 the	 bookcase.	 Polly
marched	straight	after	it,	stooped	down	and	peeped	under	the	bookcase,	saying,
in	his	funny	way,	with	a	cock	of	his	eye,	'Come	out	and	take	a	walk,	my	dear.'	I
couldn't	help	laughing,	which	made	Poll	swear,	and	Aunt	woke	up	and	scolded
us	both."
"Did	the	spider	accept	the	old	fellow's	invitation?"	asked	Laurie,	yawning.
"Yes,	out	it	came,	and	away	ran	Polly,	frightened	to	death,	and	scrambled	up

on	Aunt's	 chair,	 calling	out,	 'Catch	her!	Catch	her!	Catch	her!'	 as	 I	 chased	 the
spider."
"That's	a	lie!	Oh,	lor!"	cried	the	parrot,	pecking	at	Laurie's	toes.
"I'd	 wring	 your	 neck	 if	 you	 were	 mine,	 you	 old	 torment,"	 cried	 Laurie,

shaking	his	fist	at	 the	bird,	who	put	his	head	on	one	side	and	gravely	croaked,
"Allyluyer!	bless	your	buttons,	dear!"
"Now	I'm	ready,"	said	Amy,	shutting	the	wardrobe	and	taking	a	piece	of	paper

out	of	her	pocket.	"I	want	you	to	read	that,	please,	and	tell	me	if	it	is	legal	and
right.	I	felt	I	ought	to	do	it,	for	life	is	uncertain	and	I	don't	want	any	ill	feeling
over	my	tomb."
Laurie	 bit	 his	 lips,	 and	 turning	 a	 little	 from	 the	 pensive	 speaker,	 read	 the

following	document,	with	praiseworthy	gravity,	considering	the	spelling:

MY	LAST	WILL	AND	TESTIMENT
I,	Amy	Curtis	March,	being	in	my	sane	mind,	go	give	and	bequeethe	all	my



earthly	property—viz.	to	wit:—namely
To	my	father,	my	best	pictures,	sketches,	maps,	and	works	of	art,	including
frames.	Also	my	$100,	to	do	what	he	likes	with.
To	my	mother,	all	my	clothes,	except	the	blue	apron	with	pockets—also	my
likeness,	and	my	medal,	with	much	love.
To	my	dear	sister	Margaret,	I	give	my	turkquoise	ring	(if	I	get	it),	also	my
green	box	with	the	doves	on	it,	also	my	piece	of	real	lace	for	her	neck,	and
my	sketch	of	her	as	a	memorial	of	her	'little	girl'.
To	Jo	I	leave	my	breastpin,	the	one	mended	with	sealing	wax,	also	my
bronze	inkstand—she	lost	the	cover—and	my	most	precious	plaster	rabbit,
because	I	am	sorry	I	burned	up	her	story.
To	Beth	(if	she	lives	after	me)	I	give	my	dolls	and	the	little	bureau,	my	fan,
my	linen	collars	and	my	new	slippers	if	she	can	wear	them	being	thin	when
she	gets	well.	And	I	herewith	also	leave	her	my	regret	that	I	ever	made	fun
of	old	Joanna.
To	my	friend	and	neighbor	Theodore	Laurence	I	bequeethe	my	paper
mashay	portfolio,	my	clay	model	of	a	horse	though	he	did	say	it	hadn't	any
neck.	Also	in	return	for	his	great	kindness	in	the	hour	of	affliction	any	one
of	my	artistic	works	he	likes,	Noter	Dame	is	the	best.
To	our	venerable	benefactor	Mr.	Laurence	I	leave	my	purple	box	with	a
looking	glass	in	the	cover	which	will	be	nice	for	his	pens	and	remind	him	of
the	departed	girl	who	thanks	him	for	his	favors	to	her	family,	especially
Beth.
I	wish	my	favorite	playmate	Kitty	Bryant	to	have	the	blue	silk	apron	and
my	gold-bead	ring	with	a	kiss.
To	Hannah	I	give	the	bandbox	she	wanted	and	all	the	patchwork	I	leave
hoping	she	'will	remember	me,	when	it	you	see'.
And	now	having	disposed	of	my	most	valuable	property	I	hope	all	will	be
satisfied	and	not	blame	the	dead.	I	forgive	everyone,	and	trust	we	may	all
meet	when	the	trump	shall	sound.	Amen.
To	this	will	and	testiment	I	set	my	hand	and	seal	on	this	20th	day	of	Nov.
Anni	Domino	1861.
Amy	Curtis	March
Witnesses:
Estelle	Valnor,	Theodore	Laurence.

The	last	name	was	written	in	pencil,	and	Amy	explained	that	he	was	to	rewrite
it	in	ink	and	seal	it	up	for	her	properly.
"What	put	it	into	your	head?	Did	anyone	tell	you	about	Beth's	giving	away	her



things?"	asked	Laurie	soberly,	as	Amy	laid	a	bit	of	red	tape,	with	sealing	wax,	a
taper,	and	a	standish	before	him.
She	explained	and	then	asked	anxiously,	"What	about	Beth?"
"I'm	sorry	I	spoke,	but	as	I	did,	I'll	tell	you.	She	felt	so	ill	one	day	that	she	told

Jo	she	wanted	to	give	her	piano	to	Meg,	her	cats	to	you,	and	the	poor	old	doll	to
Jo,	who	would	love	it	for	her	sake.	She	was	sorry	she	had	so	little	to	give,	and
left	 locks	 of	 hair	 to	 the	 rest	 of	 us,	 and	 her	 best	 love	 to	 Grandpa.	 She	 never
thought	of	a	will."
Laurie	was	 signing	and	sealing	as	he	 spoke,	and	did	not	 look	up	 till	 a	great

tear	 dropped	 on	 the	 paper.	 Amy's	 face	 was	 full	 of	 trouble,	 but	 she	 only	 said,
"Don't	people	put	sort	of	postscripts	to	their	wills,	sometimes?"
"Yes,	'codicils',	they	call	them."
"Put	one	in	mine	then,	that	I	wish	all	my	curls	cut	off,	and	given	round	to	my

friends.	I	forgot	it,	but	I	want	it	done	though	it	will	spoil	my	looks."
Laurie	added	it,	smiling	at	Amy's	last	and	greatest	sacrifice.	Then	he	amused

her	for	an	hour,	and	was	much	interested	in	all	her	trials.	But	when	he	came	to
go,	 Amy	 held	 him	 back	 to	 whisper	 with	 trembling	 lips,	 "Is	 there	 really	 any
danger	about	Beth?"
"I'm	afraid	 there	 is,	 but	we	must	 hope	 for	 the	best,	 so	don't	 cry,	 dear."	And

Laurie	 put	 his	 arm	 about	 her	 with	 a	 brotherly	 gesture	 which	 was	 very
comforting.
When	he	had	gone,	 she	went	 to	her	 little	 chapel,	 and	 sitting	 in	 the	 twilight,

prayed	for	Beth,	with	streaming	tears	and	an	aching	heart,	feeling	that	a	million
turquoise	rings	would	not	console	her	for	the	loss	of	her	gentle	little	sister.



Chapter		20	
Confidential

I	 don't	 think	 I	 have	 any	words	 in	which	 to	 tell	 the	meeting	of	 the	mother	 and
daughters.	Such	hours	are	beautiful	 to	 live,	but	very	hard	 to	describe,	so	I	will
leave	it	to	the	imagination	of	my	readers,	merely	saying	that	the	house	was	full
of	genuine	happiness,	and	 that	Meg's	 tender	hope	was	 realized,	 for	when	Beth
woke	from	that	long,	healing	sleep,	the	first	objects	on	which	her	eyes	fell	were
the	 little	 rose	 and	 Mother's	 face.	 Too	 weak	 to	 wonder	 at	 anything,	 she	 only
smiled	 and	 nestled	 close	 in	 the	 loving	 arms	 about	 her,	 feeling	 that	 the	 hungry
longing	was	satisfied	at	last.	Then	she	slept	again,	and	the	girls	waited	upon	their
mother,	 for	 she	would	 not	 unclasp	 the	 thin	 hand	which	 clung	 to	 hers	 even	 in
sleep.
Hannah	 had	 'dished	 up'	 an	 astonishing	 breakfast	 for	 the	 traveler,	 finding	 it

impossible	 to	vent	her	 excitement	 in	 any	other	way,	 and	Meg	and	 Jo	 fed	 their
mother	like	dutiful	young	storks,	while	they	listened	to	her	whispered	account	of
Father's	state,	Mr.	Brooke's	promise	to	stay	and	nurse	him,	the	delays	which	the
storm	 occasioned	 on	 the	 homeward	 journey,	 and	 the	 unspeakable	 comfort
Laurie's	 hopeful	 face	 had	 given	 her	 when	 she	 arrived,	 worn	 out	 with	 fatigue,
anxiety,	and	cold.
What	a	strange	yet	pleasant	day	that	was.	So	brilliant	and	gay	without,	for	all

the	 world	 seemed	 abroad	 to	 welcome	 the	 first	 snow.	 So	 quiet	 and	 reposeful
within,	for	everyone	slept,	spent	with	watching,	and	a	Sabbath	stillness	reigned
through	 the	 house,	while	 nodding	Hannah	mounted	 guard	 at	 the	 door.	With	 a
blissful	sense	of	burdens	lifted	off,	Meg	and	Jo	closed	their	weary	eyes,	and	lay
at	 rest,	 like	 storm-beaten	 boats	 safe	 at	 anchor	 in	 a	 quiet	 harbor.	 Mrs.	 March
would	not	leave	Beth's	side,	but	rested	in	the	big	chair,	waking	often	to	look	at,
touch,	and	brood	over	her	child,	like	a	miser	over	some	recovered	treasure.
Laurie	meanwhile	posted	off	to	comfort	Amy,	and	told	his	story	so	well	that

Aunt	March	actually	'sniffed'	herself,	and	never	once	said	"I	told	you	so".	Amy
came	out	 so	 strong	on	 this	occasion	 that	 I	 think	 the	good	 thoughts	 in	 the	 little
chapel	 really	 began	 to	 bear	 fruit.	 She	 dried	 her	 tears	 quickly,	 restrained	 her
impatience	to	see	her	mother,	and	never	even	thought	of	the	turquoise	ring,	when
the	old	lady	heartily	agreed	in	Laurie's	opinion,	that	she	behaved	 'like	a	capital
little	 woman'.	 Even	 Polly	 seemed	 impressed,	 for	 he	 called	 her	 a	 good	 girl,



blessed	her	buttons,	and	begged	her	to	"come	and	take	a	walk,	dear",	in	his	most
affable	 tone.	 She	would	 very	 gladly	 have	 gone	 out	 to	 enjoy	 the	 bright	wintry
weather,	but	discovering	that	Laurie	was	dropping	with	sleep	in	spite	of	manful
efforts	to	conceal	the	fact,	she	persuaded	him	to	rest	on	the	sofa,	while	she	wrote
a	note	 to	her	mother.	She	was	a	 long	 time	about	 it,	 and	when	she	 returned,	he
was	 stretched	 out	 with	 both	 arms	 under	 his	 head,	 sound	 asleep,	 while	 Aunt
March	had	pulled	down	the	curtains	and	sat	doing	nothing	 in	an	unusual	 fit	of
benignity.
After	a	while,	they	began	to	think	he	was	not	going	to	wake	up	till	night,	and

I'm	not	sure	that	he	would,	had	he	not	been	effectually	roused	by	Amy's	cry	of
joy	at	sight	of	her	mother.	There	probably	were	a	good	many	happy	little	girls	in
and	 about	 the	 city	 that	 day,	 but	 it	 is	 my	 private	 opinion	 that	 Amy	 was	 the
happiest	 of	 all,	when	 she	 sat	 in	 her	mother's	 lap	 and	 told	 her	 trials,	 receiving
consolation	 and	 compensation	 in	 the	 shape	 of	 approving	 smiles	 and	 fond
caresses.	They	were	alone	 together	 in	 the	chapel,	 to	which	her	mother	did	not
object	when	its	purpose	was	explained	to	her.
"On	the	contrary,	I	like	it	very	much,	dear,"	looking	from	the	dusty	rosary	to

the	well-worn	little	book,	and	the	lovely	picture	with	its	garland	of	evergreen.	"It
is	an	excellent	plan	to	have	some	place	where	we	can	go	to	be	quiet,	when	things
vex	or	grieve	us.	There	are	a	good	many	hard	times	in	this	life	of	ours,	but	we
can	 always	 bear	 them	 if	we	 ask	 help	 in	 the	 right	way.	 I	 think	my	 little	 girl	 is
learning	this."
"Yes,	Mother,	and	when	I	go	home	I	mean	to	have	a	corner	in	the	big	closet	to

put	my	books	and	the	copy	of	that	picture	which	I've	tried	to	make.	The	woman's
face	is	not	good,	it's	too	beautiful	for	me	to	draw,	but	the	baby	is	done	better,	and
I	 love	 it	 very	much.	 I	 like	 to	 think	He	was	 a	 little	 child	once,	 for	 then	 I	don't
seem	so	far	away,	and	that	helps	me."
As	Amy	pointed	to	the	smiling	Christ	child	on	his	Mother's	knee,	Mrs.	March

saw	 something	 on	 the	 lifted	 hand	 that	 made	 her	 smile.	 She	 said	 nothing,	 but
Amy	 understood	 the	 look,	 and	 after	 a	 minute's	 pause,	 she	 added	 gravely,	 "I
wanted	to	speak	to	you	about	this,	but	I	forgot	it.	Aunt	gave	me	the	ring	today.
She	called	me	 to	her	and	kissed	me,	and	put	 it	on	my	finger,	and	said	 I	was	a
credit	 to	 her,	 and	 she'd	 like	 to	 keep	me	 always.	 She	 gave	 that	 funny	 guard	 to
keep	the	turquoise	on,	as	it's	too	big.	I'd	like	to	wear	them	Mother,	can	I?"
"They	are	very	pretty,	but	I	think	you're	rather	too	young	for	such	ornaments,

Amy,"	said	Mrs.	March,	looking	at	the	plump	little	hand,	with	the	band	of	sky-
blue	 stones	 on	 the	 forefinger,	 and	 the	 quaint	 guard	 formed	of	 two	 tiny	golden
hands	clasped	together.
"I'll	 try	not	to	be	vain,"	said	Amy.	"I	don't	think	I	like	it	only	because	it's	so



pretty,	but	I	want	to	wear	it	as	the	girl	in	the	story	wore	her	bracelet,	to	remind
me	of	something."
"Do	you	mean	Aunt	March?"	asked	her	mother,	laughing.
"No,	to	remind	me	not	to	be	selfish."	Amy	looked	so	earnest	and	sincere	about

it	that	her	mother	stopped	laughing,	and	listened	respectfully	to	the	little	plan.
"I've	 thought	 a	 great	 deal	 lately	 about	 my	 'bundle	 of	 naughties',	 and	 being

selfish	is	 the	largest	one	in	it,	so	I'm	going	to	try	hard	to	cure	it,	 if	I	can.	Beth
isn't	 selfish,	 and	 that's	 the	 reason	 everyone	 loves	 her	 and	 feels	 so	 bad	 at	 the
thoughts	of	losing	her.	People	wouldn't	feel	so	bad	about	me	if	I	was	sick,	and	I
don't	deserve	to	have	them,	but	I'd	like	to	be	loved	and	missed	by	a	great	many
friends,	 so	 I'm	 going	 to	 try	 and	 be	 like	 Beth	 all	 I	 can.	 I'm	 apt	 to	 forget	 my
resolutions,	 but	 if	 I	 had	 something	 always	 about	me	 to	 remind	me,	 I	 guess	 I
should	do	better.	May	we	try	this	way?"
"Yes,	 but	 I	 have	more	 faith	 in	 the	 corner	 of	 the	 big	 closet.	Wear	 your	 ring,

dear,	and	do	your	best.	I	think	you	will	prosper,	for	the	sincere	wish	to	be	good	is
half	the	battle.	Now	I	must	go	back	to	Beth.	Keep	up	your	heart,	little	daughter,
and	we	will	soon	have	you	home	again."
That	evening	while	Meg	was	writing	to	her	father	to	report	the	traveler's	safe

arrival,	Jo	slipped	upstairs	into	Beth's	room,	and	finding	her	mother	in	her	usual
place,	stood	a	minute	twisting	her	fingers	in	her	hair,	with	a	worried	gesture	and
an	undecided	look.
"What	 is	 it,	 deary?"	 asked	 Mrs.	 March,	 holding	 out	 her	 hand,	 with	 a	 face

which	invited	confidence.
"I	want	to	tell	you	something,	Mother."
"About	Meg?"
"How	quickly	you	guessed!	Yes,	it's	about	her,	and	though	it's	a	little	thing,	it

fidgets	me."
"Beth	 is	asleep.	Speak	 low,	and	 tell	me	all	about	 it.	That	Moffat	hasn't	been

here,	I	hope?"	asked	Mrs.	March	rather	sharply.
"No.	I	should	have	shut	the	door	in	his	face	if	he	had,"	said	Jo,	settling	herself

on	the	floor	at	her	mother's	feet.	"Last	summer	Meg	left	a	pair	of	gloves	over	at
the	Laurences'	and	only	one	was	returned.	We	forgot	about	it,	till	Teddy	told	me
that	Mr.	 Brooke	 owned	 that	 he	 liked	Meg	 but	 didn't	 dare	 say	 so,	 she	 was	 so
young	and	he	so	poor.	Now,	isn't	it	a	dreadful	state	of	things?"
"Do	you	think	Meg	cares	for	him?"	asked	Mrs.	March,	with	an	anxious	look.
"Mercy	me!	I	don't	know	anything	about	 love	and	such	nonsense!"	cried	Jo,

with	a	funny	mixture	of	 interest	and	contempt.	"In	novels,	 the	girls	show	it	by
starting	 and	 blushing,	 fainting	 away,	 growing	 thin,	 and	 acting	 like	 fools.	Now
Meg	 does	 not	 do	 anything	 of	 the	 sort.	 She	 eats	 and	 drinks	 and	 sleeps	 like	 a



sensible	creature,	she	looks	straight	in	my	face	when	I	talk	about	that	man,	and
only	blushes	a	little	bit	when	Teddy	jokes	about	lovers.	I	forbid	him	to	do	it,	but
he	doesn't	mind	me	as	he	ought."
"Then	you	fancy	that	Meg	is	not	interested	in	John?"
"Who?"	cried	Jo,	staring.
"Mr.	Brooke.	 I	 call	 him	 'John'	 now.	We	 fell	 into	 the	way	of	doing	 so	 at	 the

hospital,	and	he	likes	it."
"Oh,	dear!	I	know	you'll	take	his	part.	He's	been	good	to	Father,	and	you	won't

send	 him	 away,	 but	 let	 Meg	 marry	 him,	 if	 she	 wants	 to.	 Mean	 thing!	 To	 go
petting	 Papa	 and	 helping	 you,	 just	 to	 wheedle	 you	 into	 liking	 him."	 And	 Jo
pulled	her	hair	again	with	a	wrathful	tweak.
"My	dear,	don't	get	angry	about	it,	and	I	will	tell	you	how	it	happened.	John

went	with	me	at	Mr.	Laurence's	request,	and	was	so	devoted	to	poor	Father	that
we	couldn't	help	getting	fond	of	him.	He	was	perfectly	open	and	honorable	about
Meg,	for	he	told	us	he	loved	her,	but	would	earn	a	comfortable	home	before	he
asked	her	to	marry	him.	He	only	wanted	our	leave	to	love	her	and	work	for	her,
and	 the	 right	 to	make	 her	 love	 him	 if	 he	 could.	He	 is	 a	 truly	 excellent	 young
man,	and	we	could	not	 refuse	 to	 listen	 to	him,	but	 I	will	not	consent	 to	Meg's
engaging	herself	so	young."
"Of	course	not.	It	would	be	idiotic!	I	knew	there	was	mischief	brewing.	I	felt

it,	and	now	it's	worse	than	I	imagined.	I	just	wish	I	could	marry	Meg	myself,	and
keep	her	safe	in	the	family."
This	 odd	 arrangement	made	Mrs.	March	 smile,	 but	 she	 said	 gravely,	 "Jo,	 I

confide	in	you	and	don't	wish	you	to	say	anything	to	Meg	yet.	When	John	comes
back,	and	I	see	them	together,	I	can	judge	better	of	her	feelings	toward	him."
"She'll	see	those	handsome	eyes	that	she	talks	about,	and	then	it	will	be	all	up

with	her.	She's	got	such	a	soft	heart,	it	will	melt	like	butter	in	the	sun	if	anyone
looks	sentimentlly	at	her.	She	 read	 the	short	 reports	he	sent	more	 than	she	did
your	 letters,	 and	 pinched	 me	 when	 I	 spoke	 of	 it,	 and	 likes	 brown	 eyes,	 and
doesn't	think	John	an	ugly	name,	and	she'll	go	and	fall	in	love,	and	there's	an	end
of	peace	and	fun,	and	cozy	times	together.	I	see	it	all!	They'll	go	lovering	around
the	house,	and	we	shall	have	to	dodge.	Meg	will	be	absorbed	and	no	good	to	me
any	more.	Brooke	will	scratch	up	a	fortune	somehow,	carry	her	off,	and	make	a
hole	in	the	family,	and	I	shall	break	my	heart,	and	everything	will	be	abominably
uncomfortable.	Oh,	dear	me!	Why	weren't	we	all	boys,	 then	 there	wouldn't	 be
any	bother."
Jo	leaned	her	chin	on	her	knees	in	a	disconsolate	attitude	and	shook	her	fist	at

the	 reprehensible	 John.	 Mrs.	 March	 sighed,	 and	 Jo	 looked	 up	 with	 an	 air	 of
relief.



"You	don't	 like	 it,	Mother?	I'm	glad	of	 it.	Let's	send	him	about	his	business,
and	not	tell	Meg	a	word	of	it,	but	all	be	happy	together	as	we	always	have	been."
"I	did	wrong	to	sigh,	Jo.	It	is	natural	and	right	you	should	all	go	to	homes	of

your	own	in	time,	but	I	do	want	to	keep	my	girls	as	long	as	I	can,	and	I	am	sorry
that	this	happened	so	soon,	for	Meg	is	only	seventeen	and	it	will	be	some	years
before	 John	 can	make	 a	 home	 for	 her.	Your	 father	 and	 I	 have	 agreed	 that	 she
shall	not	bind	herself	in	any	way,	nor	be	married,	before	twenty.	If	she	and	John
love	 one	 another,	 they	 can	 wait,	 and	 test	 the	 love	 by	 doing	 so.	 She	 is
conscientious,	and	I	have	no	fear	of	her	treating	him	unkindly.	My	pretty,	tender
hearted	girl!	I	hope	things	will	go	happily	with	her."
"Hadn't	 you	 rather	 have	 her	 marry	 a	 rich	 man?"	 asked	 Jo,	 as	 her	 mother's

voice	faltered	a	little	over	the	last	words.
"Money	is	a	good	and	useful	thing,	Jo,	and	I	hope	my	girls	will	never	feel	the

need	of	 it	 too	bitterly,	nor	be	 tempted	by	 too	much.	 I	should	 like	 to	know	that
John	was	firmly	established	in	some	good	business,	which	gave	him	an	income
large	 enough	 to	 keep	 free	 from	 debt	 and	 make	 Meg	 comfortable.	 I'm	 not
ambitious	for	a	splendid	fortune,	a	fashionable	position,	or	a	great	name	for	my
girls.	If	rank	and	money	come	with	love	and	virtue,	also,	I	should	accept	 them
gratefully,	and	enjoy	your	good	fortune,	but	 I	know,	by	experience,	how	much
genuine	 happiness	 can	 be	 had	 in	 a	 plain	 little	 house,	where	 the	 daily	 bread	 is
earned,	and	some	privations	give	sweetness	to	the	few	pleasures.	I	am	content	to
see	 Meg	 begin	 humbly,	 for	 if	 I	 am	 not	 mistaken,	 she	 will	 be	 rich	 in	 the
possession	of	a	good	man's	heart,	and	that	is	better	than	a	fortune."
"I	understand,	Mother,	and	quite	agree,	but	 I'm	disappointed	about	Meg,	 for

I'd	planned	to	have	her	marry	Teddy	by-and-by	and	sit	in	the	lap	of	luxury	all	her
days.	Wouldn't	it	be	nice?"	asked	Jo,	looking	up	with	a	brighter	face.
"He	is	younger	than	she,	you	know,"	began	Mrs.	March,	but	Jo	broke	in…
"Only	a	little,	he's	old	for	his	age,	and	tall,	and	can	be	quite	grown-up	in	his

manners	if	he	likes.	Then	he's	rich	and	generous	and	good,	and	loves	us	all,	and	I
say	it's	a	pity	my	plan	is	spoiled."
"I'm	 afraid	 Laurie	 is	 hardly	 grown-up	 enough	 for	 Meg,	 and	 altogether	 too

much	of	a	weathercock	just	now	for	anyone	to	depend	on.	Don't	make	plans,	Jo,
but	 let	 time	and	 their	own	hearts	mate	your	 friends.	We	can't	meddle	safely	 in
such	matters,	 and	 had	 better	 not	 get	 'romantic	 rubbish'	 as	 you	 call	 it,	 into	 our
heads,	lest	it	spoil	our	friendship."
"Well,	I	won't,	but	I	hate	to	see	things	going	all	crisscross	and	getting	snarled

up,	when	 a	 pull	 here	 and	 a	 snip	 there	would	 straighten	 it	 out.	 I	wish	wearing
flatirons	on	our	heads	would	keep	us	from	growing	up.	But	buds	will	be	roses,
and	kittens	cats,	more's	the	pity!"



"What's	that	about	flatirons	and	cats?"	asked	Meg,	as	she	crept	into	the	room
with	the	finished	letter	in	her	hand.
"Only	one	of	my	stupid	 speeches.	 I'm	going	 to	bed.	Come,	Peggy,"	 said	 Jo,

unfolding	herself	like	an	animated	puzzle.
"Quite	right,	and	beautifully	written.	Please	add	that	I	send	my	love	to	John,"

said	Mrs.	March,	as	she	glanced	over	the	letter	and	gave	it	back.
"Do	you	call	him	'John'?"	asked	Meg,	smiling,	with	her	innocent	eyes	looking

down	into	her	mother's.
"Yes,	he	has	been	like	a	son	to	us,	and	we	are	very	fond	of	him,"	replied	Mrs.

March,	returning	the	look	with	a	keen	one.
"I'm	 glad	 of	 that,	 he	 is	 so	 lonely.	 Good	 night,	 Mother,	 dear.	 It	 is	 so

inexpressibly	comfortable	to	have	you	here,"	was	Meg's	answer.
The	kiss	her	mother	gave	her	was	a	very	 tender	one,	and	as	she	went	away,

Mrs.	March	said,	with	a	mixture	of	 satisfaction	and	 regret,	 "She	does	not	 love
John	yet,	but	will	soon	learn	to."



Chapter		21	
Laurie	Makes	Mischief,	and	Jo	Makes	Peace

Jo's	face	was	a	study	next	day,	for	 the	secret	rather	weighed	upon	her,	and	she
found	it	hard	not	to	look	mysterious	and	important.	Meg	observed	it,	but	did	not
trouble	 herself	 to	 make	 inquiries,	 for	 she	 had	 learned	 that	 the	 best	 way	 to
manage	Jo	was	by	the	law	of	contraries,	so	she	felt	sure	of	being	told	everything
if	she	did	not	ask.	She	was	rather	surprised,	therefore,	when	the	silence	remained
unbroken,	and	Jo	assumed	a	patronizing	air,	which	decidedly	aggravated	Meg,
who	 in	 turn	 assumed	 an	 air	 of	 dignified	 reserve	 and	 devoted	 herself	 to	 her
mother.	This	left	Jo	to	her	own	devices,	for	Mrs.	March	had	taken	her	place	as
nurse,	and	bade	her	rest,	exercise,	and	amuse	herself	after	her	long	confinement.
Amy	 being	 gone,	 Laurie	 was	 her	 only	 refuge,	 and	 much	 as	 she	 enjoyed	 his
society,	 she	 rather	dreaded	him	 just	 then,	 for	he	was	an	 incorrigible	 tease,	 and
she	feared	he	would	coax	the	secret	from	her.
She	was	quite	right,	for	the	mischief-loving	lad	no	sooner	suspected	a	mystery

than	 he	 set	 himself	 to	 find	 it	 out,	 and	 led	 Jo	 a	 trying	 life	 of	 it.	He	wheedled,
bribed,	 ridiculed,	 threatened,	 and	 scolded;	 affected	 indifference,	 that	 he	might
surprise	the	truth	from	her;	declared	he	knew,	then	that	he	didn't	care;	and	at	last,
by	 dint	 of	 perseverance,	 he	 satisfied	 himself	 that	 it	 concerned	 Meg	 and	 Mr.
Brooke.	Feeling	 indignant	 that	he	was	not	 taken	 into	his	 tutor's	confidence,	he
set	his	wits	to	work	to	devise	some	proper	retaliation	for	the	slight.
Meg	 meanwhile	 had	 apparently	 forgotten	 the	 matter	 and	 was	 absorbed	 in

preparations	for	her	father's	return,	but	all	of	a	sudden	a	change	seemed	to	come
over	her,	and,	 for	a	day	or	 two,	she	was	quite	unlike	herself.	She	started	when
spoken	to,	blushed	when	looked	at,	was	very	quiet,	and	sat	over	her	sewing,	with
a	 timid,	 troubled	 look	on	her	 face.	To	her	mother's	 inquiries	she	answered	 that
she	was	quite	well,	and	Jo's	she	silenced	by	begging	to	be	let	alone.
"She	 feels	 it	 in	 the	 air—love,	 I	mean—and	 she's	 going	 very	 fast.	 She's	 got

most	of	the	symptoms—is	twittery	and	cross,	doesn't	eat,	lies	awake,	and	mopes
in	corners.	I	caught	her	singing	that	song	he	gave	her,	and	once	she	said	'John',	as
you	 do,	 and	 then	 turned	 as	 red	 as	 a	 poppy.	Whatever	 shall	 we	 do?"	 said	 Jo,
looking	ready	for	any	measures,	however	violent.
"Nothing	but	wait.	Let	her	alone,	be	kind	and	patient,	and	Father's	coming	will

settle	everything,"	replied	her	mother.



"Here's	a	note	to	you,	Meg,	all	sealed	up.	How	odd!	Teddy	never	seals	mine,"
said	Jo	next	day,	as	she	distributed	the	contents	of	the	little	post	office.
Mrs.	March	and	Jo	were	deep	 in	 their	own	affairs,	when	a	sound	from	Meg

made	them	look	up	to	see	her	staring	at	her	note	with	a	frightened	face.
"My	child,	what	is	it?"	cried	her	mother,	running	to	her,	while	Jo	tried	to	take

the	paper	which	had	done	the	mischief.
"It's	all	a	mistake,	he	didn't	send	it.	Oh,	Jo,	how	could	you	do	it?"	and	Meg	hid

her	face	in	her	hands,	crying	as	if	her	heart	were	quite	broken.
"Me!	I've	done	nothing!	What's	she	talking	about?"	cried	Jo,	bewildered.
Meg's	mild	eyes	kindled	with	anger	as	 she	pulled	a	crumpled	note	 from	her

pocket	and	threw	it	at	Jo,	saying	reproachfully,	"You	wrote	it,	and	that	bad	boy
helped	you.	How	could	you	be	so	rude,	so	mean,	and	cruel	to	us	both?"
Jo	hardly	heard	her,	for	she	and	her	mother	were	reading	the	note,	which	was

written	in	a	peculiar	hand.

"My	Dearest	Margaret,
"I	can	no	longer	restrain	my	passion,	and	must	know	my	fate	before	I
return.	I	dare	not	tell	your	parents	yet,	but	I	think	they	would	consent	if	they
knew	that	we	adored	one	another.	Mr.	Laurence	will	help	me	to	some	good
place,	and	then,	my	sweet	girl,	you	will	make	me	happy.	I	implore	you	to
say	nothing	to	your	family	yet,	but	to	send	one	word	of	hope	through	Laurie
to,
"Your	devoted	John."

"Oh,	the	little	villain!	That's	the	way	he	meant	to	pay	me	for	keeping	my	word
to	Mother.	 I'll	 give	 him	 a	 hearty	 scolding	 and	 bring	 him	over	 to	 beg	 pardon,"
cried	 Jo,	 burning	 to	 execute	 immediate	 justice.	But	 her	mother	 held	 her	 back,
saying,	with	a	look	she	seldom	wore…
"Stop,	Jo,	you	must	clear	yourself	first.	You	have	played	so	many	pranks	that	I

am	afraid	you	have	had	a	hand	in	this."
"On	my	word,	Mother,	I	haven't!	I	never	saw	that	note	before,	and	don't	know

anything	about	it,	as	true	as	I	live!"	said	Jo,	so	earnestly	that	they	believed	her.
"If	 I	 had	 taken	 part	 in	 it	 I'd	 have	 done	 it	 better	 than	 this,	 and	 have	written	 a
sensible	note.	I	should	think	you'd	have	known	Mr.	Brooke	wouldn't	write	such
stuff	as	that,"	she	added,	scornfully	tossing	down	the	paper.
"It's	like	his	writing,"	faltered	Meg,	comparing	it	with	the	note	in	her	hand.
"Oh,	Meg,	you	didn't	answer	it?"	cried	Mrs.	March	quickly.
"Yes,	I	did!"	and	Meg	hid	her	face	again,	overcome	with	shame.
"Here's	 a	 scrape!	 Do	 let	 me	 bring	 that	 wicked	 boy	 over	 to	 explain	 and	 be



lectured.	I	can't	rest	till	I	get	hold	of	him."	And	Jo	made	for	the	door	again.
"Hush!	Let	me	handle	this,	for	it	is	worse	than	I	thought.	Margaret,	tell	me	the

whole	story,"	commanded	Mrs.	March,	sitting	down	by	Meg,	yet	keeping	hold	of
Jo,	lest	she	should	fly	off.
"I	received	the	first	letter	from	Laurie,	who	didn't	look	as	if	he	knew	anything

about	 it,"	began	Meg,	without	 looking	up.	"I	was	worried	at	first	and	meant	 to
tell	 you,	 then	 I	 remembered	 how	 you	 liked	 Mr.	 Brooke,	 so	 I	 thought	 you
wouldn't	mind	if	I	kept	my	little	secret	for	a	few	days.	I'm	so	silly	that	I	liked	to
think	no	one	knew,	and	while	I	was	deciding	what	to	say,	I	felt	like	the	girls	in
books,	who	have	such	things	to	do.	Forgive	me,	Mother,	I'm	paid	for	my	silliness
now.	I	never	can	look	him	in	the	face	again."
"What	did	you	say	to	him?"	asked	Mrs.	March.
"I	only	said	I	was	too	young	to	do	anything	about	it	yet,	that	I	didn't	wish	to

have	secrets	from	you,	and	he	must	speak	to	father.	 I	was	very	grateful	for	his
kindness,	and	would	be	his	friend,	but	nothing	more,	for	a	long	while."
Mrs.	March	smiled,	as	if	well	pleased,	and	Jo	clapped	her	hands,	exclaiming,

with	 a	 laugh,	 "You	 are	 almost	 equal	 to	 Caroline	 Percy,	 who	was	 a	 pattern	 of
prudence!	Tell	on,	Meg.	What	did	he	say	to	that?"
"He	writes	in	a	different	way	entirely,	 telling	me	that	he	never	sent	any	love

letter	at	all,	and	is	very	sorry	that	my	roguish	sister,	Jo,	should	take	liberties	with
our	names.	It's	very	kind	and	respectful,	but	think	how	dreadful	for	me!"
Meg	leaned	against	her	mother,	looking	the	image	of	despair,	and	Jo	tramped

about	the	room,	calling	Laurie	names.	All	of	a	sudden	she	stopped,	caught	up	the
two	 notes,	 and	 after	 looking	 at	 them	 closely,	 said	 decidedly,	 "I	 don't	 believe
Brooke	 ever	 saw	either	 of	 these	 letters.	Teddy	wrote	 both,	 and	keeps	 yours	 to
crow	over	me	with	because	I	wouldn't	tell	him	my	secret."
"Don't	 have	 any	 secrets,	 Jo.	 Tell	 it	 to	Mother	 and	 keep	 out	 of	 trouble,	 as	 I

should	have	done,"	said	Meg	warningly.
"Bless	you,	child!	Mother	told	me."
"That	will	do,	Jo.	I'll	comfort	Meg	while	you	go	and	get	Laurie.	I	shall	sift	the

matter	to	the	bottom,	and	put	a	stop	to	such	pranks	at	once."
Away	 ran	 Jo,	 and	Mrs.	March	 gently	 told	Meg	Mr.	 Brooke's	 real	 feelings.

"Now,	 dear,	what	 are	 your	 own?	Do	 you	 love	 him	 enough	 to	wait	 till	 he	 can
make	a	home	for	you,	or	will	you	keep	yourself	quite	free	for	the	present?"
"I've	 been	 so	 scared	 and	worried,	 I	 don't	want	 to	 have	 anything	 to	 do	with

lovers	 for	 a	 long	 while,	 perhaps	 never,"	 answered	 Meg	 petulantly.	 "If	 John
doesn't	 know	 anything	 about	 this	 nonsense,	 don't	 tell	 him,	 and	 make	 Jo	 and
Laurie	hold	their	tongues.	I	won't	be	deceived	and	plagued	and	made	a	fool	of.
It's	a	shame!"



Seeing	Meg's	 usually	 gentle	 temper	 was	 roused	 and	 her	 pride	 hurt	 by	 this
mischievous	 joke,	Mrs.	March	 soothed	 her	 by	 promises	 of	 entire	 silence	 and
great	 discretion	 for	 the	 future.	The	 instant	Laurie's	 step	was	 heard	 in	 the	 hall,
Meg	fled	into	 the	study,	and	Mrs.	March	received	the	culprit	alone.	Jo	had	not
told	him	why	he	was	wanted,	fearing	he	wouldn't	come,	but	he	knew	the	minute
he	 saw	Mrs.	March's	 face,	 and	 stood	 twirling	 his	 hat	 with	 a	 guilty	 air	 which
convicted	him	at	once.	Jo	was	dismissed,	but	chose	to	march	up	and	down	the
hall	like	a	sentinel,	having	some	fear	that	the	prisoner	might	bolt.	The	sound	of
voices	in	the	parlor	rose	and	fell	for	half	an	hour,	but	what	happened	during	that
interview	the	girls	never	knew.
When	 they	were	called	 in,	Laurie	was	 standing	by	 their	mother	with	 such	a

penitent	face	that	Jo	forgave	him	on	the	spot,	but	did	not	think	it	wise	to	betray
the	 fact.	 Meg	 received	 his	 humble	 apology,	 and	 was	 much	 comforted	 by	 the
assurance	that	Brooke	knew	nothing	of	the	joke.
"I'll	never	 tell	him	to	my	dying	day,	wild	horses	shan't	drag	 it	out	of	me,	so

you'll	 forgive	me,	Meg,	 and	 I'll	 do	 anything	 to	 show	 how	 out-and-out	 sorry	 I
am,"	he	added,	looking	very	much	ashamed	of	himself.
"I'll	try,	but	it	was	a	very	ungentlemanly	thing	to	do,	I	didn't	think	you	could

be	 so	 sly	 and	 malicious,	 Laurie,"	 replied	 Meg,	 trying	 to	 hide	 her	 maidenly
confusion	under	a	gravely	reproachful	air.
"It	 was	 altogether	 abominable,	 and	 I	 don't	 deserve	 to	 be	 spoken	 to	 for	 a

month,	but	you	will,	though,	won't	you?"	And	Laurie	folded	his	hands	together
with	such	and	imploring	gesture,	as	he	spoke	in	his	irresistibly	persuasive	tone,
that	it	was	impossible	to	frown	upon	him	in	spite	of	his	scandalous	behavior.
Meg	 pardoned	 him,	 and	 Mrs.	 March's	 grave	 face	 relaxed,	 in	 spite	 of	 her

efforts	 to	 keep	 sober,	when	 she	heard	him	declare	 that	 he	would	 atone	 for	 his
sins	by	all	sorts	of	penances,	and	abase	himself	 like	a	worm	before	the	injured
damsel.
Jo	 stood	 aloof,	 meanwhile,	 trying	 to	 harden	 her	 heart	 against	 him,	 and

succeeding	 only	 in	 primming	 up	 her	 face	 into	 an	 expression	 of	 entire
disapprobation.	Laurie	looked	at	her	once	or	twice,	but	as	she	showed	no	sign	of
relenting,	 he	 felt	 injured,	 and	 turned	 his	 back	 on	 her	 till	 the	 others	were	 done
with	him,	when	he	made	her	a	low	bow	and	walked	off	without	a	word.
As	soon	as	he	had	gone,	she	wished	she	had	been	more	forgiving,	and	when

Meg	and	her	mother	went	upstairs,	she	felt	 lonely	and	 longed	for	Teddy.	After
resisting	 for	 some	 time,	 she	yielded	 to	 the	 impulse,	 and	armed	with	 a	book	 to
return,	went	over	to	the	big	house.
"Is	Mr.	Laurence	in?"	asked	Jo,	of	a	housemaid,	who	was	coming	downstairs.
"Yes,	Miss,	but	I	don't	believe	he's	seeable	just	yet."



"Why	not?	Is	he	ill?"
"La,	 no	 Miss,	 but	 he's	 had	 a	 scene	 with	 Mr.	 Laurie,	 who	 is	 in	 one	 of	 his

tantrums	about	something,	which	vexes	the	old	gentleman,	so	I	dursn't	go	nigh
him."
"Where	is	Laurie?"
"Shut	up	in	his	room,	and	he	won't	answer,	though	I've	been	a-tapping.	I	don't

know	what's	to	become	of	the	dinner,	for	it's	ready,	and	there's	no	one	to	eat	it."
"I'll	go	and	see	what	the	matter	is.	I'm	not	afraid	of	either	of	them."
Up	went	Jo,	and	knocked	smartly	on	the	door	of	Laurie's	little	study.
"Stop	 that,	 or	 I'll	 open	 the	 door	 and	 make	 you!"	 called	 out	 the	 young

gentleman	in	a	threatening	tone.
Jo	 immediately	 knocked	 again.	 The	 door	 flew	 open,	 and	 in	 she	 bounced

before	Laurie	could	recover	from	his	surprise.	Seeing	that	he	really	was	out	of
temper,	Jo,	who	knew	how	to	manage	him,	assumed	a	contrite	expression,	and
going	 artistically	 down	 upon	 her	 knees,	 said	 meekly,	 "Please	 forgive	 me	 for
being	so	cross.	I	came	to	make	it	up,	and	can't	go	away	till	I	have."
"It's	all	right.	Get	up,	and	don't	be	a	goose,	Jo,"	was	the	cavalier	reply	to	her

petition.
"Thank	you,	I	will.	Could	I	ask	what's	the	matter?	You	don't	look	exactly	easy

in	your	mind."
"I've	been	shaken,	and	I	won't	bear	it!"	growled	Laurie	indignantly.
"Who	did	it?"	demanded	Jo.
"Grandfather.	 If	 it	had	been	anyone	else	 I'd	have…	"	And	 the	 injured	youth

finished	his	sentence	by	an	energetic	gesture	of	the	right	arm.
"That's	nothing.	I	often	shake	you,	and	you	don't	mind,"	said	Jo	soothingly.
"Pooh!	You're	a	girl,	and	it's	fun,	but	I'll	allow	no	man	to	shake	me!"
"I	 don't	 think	 anyone	 would	 care	 to	 try	 it,	 if	 you	 looked	 as	 much	 like	 a

thundercloud	as	you	do	now.	Why	were	you	treated	so?"
"Just	because	 I	wouldn't	 say	what	your	mother	wanted	me	 for.	 I'd	promised

not	to	tell,	and	of	course	I	wasn't	going	to	break	my	word."
"Couldn't	you	satisfy	your	grandpa	in	any	other	way?"
"No,	he	would	have	 the	 truth,	 the	whole	 truth,	and	nothing	but	 the	 truth.	 I'd

have	told	my	part	of	the	scrape,	if	I	could	without	bringing	Meg	in.	As	I	couldn't,
I	held	my	tongue,	and	bore	the	scolding	till	the	old	gentleman	collared	me.	Then
I	bolted,	for	fear	I	should	forget	myself."
"It	wasn't	nice,	but	he's	sorry,	I	know,	so	go	down	and	make	up.	I'll	help	you."
"Hanged	if	I	do!	I'm	not	going	to	be	lectured	and	pummelled	by	everyone,	just

for	a	bit	of	a	frolic.	I	was	sorry	about	Meg,	and	begged	pardon	like	a	man,	but	I
won't	do	it	again,	when	I	wasn't	in	the	wrong."



"He	didn't	know	that."
"He	ought	to	trust	me,	and	not	act	as	if	I	was	a	baby.	It's	no	use,	Jo,	he's	got	to

learn	that	I'm	able	to	take	care	of	myself,	and	don't	need	anyone's	apron	string	to
hold	on	by."
"What	 pepper	 pots	 you	 are!"	 sighed	 Jo.	 "How	 do	 you	 mean	 to	 settle	 this

affair?"
"Well,	he	ought	to	beg	pardon,	and	believe	me	when	I	say	I	can't	tell	him	what

the	fuss's	about."
"Bless	you!	He	won't	do	that."
"I	won't	go	down	till	he	does."
"Now,	Teddy,	be	 sensible.	Let	 it	 pass,	 and	 I'll	 explain	what	 I	 can.	You	can't

stay	here,	so	what's	the	use	of	being	melodramatic?"
"I	 don't	 intend	 to	 stay	 here	 long,	 anyway.	 I'll	 slip	 off	 and	 take	 a	 journey

somewhere,	and	when	Grandpa	misses	me	he'll	come	round	fast	enough."
"I	dare	say,	but	you	ought	not	to	go	and	worry	him."
"Don't	 preach.	 I'll	 go	 to	Washington	 and	 see	Brooke.	 It's	 gay	 there,	 and	 I'll

enjoy	myself	after	the	troubles."
"What	fun	you'd	have!	I	wish	I	could	run	off	too,"	said	Jo,	forgetting	her	part

of	mentor	in	lively	visions	of	martial	life	at	the	capital.
"Come	on,	then!	Why	not?	You	go	and	surprise	your	father,	and	I'll	stir	up	old

Brooke.	It	would	be	a	glorious	joke.	Let's	do	it,	Jo.	We'll	leave	a	letter	saying	we
are	all	right,	and	trot	off	at	once.	I've	got	money	enough.	It	will	do	you	good,	and
no	harm,	as	you	go	to	your	father."
For	a	moment	Jo	looked	as	if	she	would	agree,	for	wild	as	the	plan	was,	it	just

suited	 her.	 She	 was	 tired	 of	 care	 and	 confinement,	 longed	 for	 change,	 and
thoughts	of	her	father	blended	temptingly	with	 the	novel	charms	of	camps	and
hospitals,	 liberty	and	fun.	Her	eyes	kindled	as	 they	turned	wistfully	 toward	the
window,	but	 they	 fell	 on	 the	old	house	opposite,	 and	 she	 shook	her	head	with
sorrowful	decision.
"If	I	was	a	boy,	we'd	run	away	together,	and	have	a	capital	time,	but	as	I'm	a

miserable	girl,	I	must	be	proper	and	stop	at	home.	Don't	tempt	me,	Teddy,	it's	a
crazy	plan."
"That's	the	fun	of	it,"	began	Laurie,	who	had	got	a	willful	fit	on	him	and	was

possessed	to	break	out	of	bounds	in	some	way.
"Hold	your	tongue!"	cried	Jo,	covering	her	ears.	"'Prunes	and	prisms'	are	my

doom,	and	I	may	as	well	make	up	my	mind	to	it.	I	came	here	to	moralize,	not	to
hear	things	that	make	me	skip	to	think	of."
"I	know	Meg	would	wet-blanket	such	a	proposal,	but	I	thought	you	had	more

spirit,"	began	Laurie	insinuatingly.



"Bad	boy,	be	quiet!	Sit	down	and	think	of	your	own	sins,	don't	go	making	me
add	to	mine.	If	I	get	your	grandpa	to	apologize	for	the	shaking,	will	you	give	up
running	away?"	asked	Jo	seriously.
"Yes,	but	you	won't	do	it,"	answered	Laurie,	who	wished	to	make	up,	but	felt

that	his	outraged	dignity	must	be	appeased	first.
"If	I	can	manage	the	young	one,	I	can	the	old	one,"	muttered	Jo,	as	she	walked

away,	leaving	Laurie	bent	over	a	railroad	map	with	his	head	propped	up	on	both
hands.
"Come	 in!"	 and	Mr.	Laurence's	gruff	voice	 sounded	gruffer	 than	ever,	 as	 Jo

tapped	at	his	door.
"It's	only	me,	Sir,	come	to	return	a	book,"	she	said	blandly,	as	she	entered.
"Want	 any	 more?"	 asked	 the	 old	 gentleman,	 looking	 grim	 and	 vexed,	 but

trying	not	to	show	it.
"Yes,	 please.	 I	 like	 old	 Sam	 so	 well,	 I	 think	 I'll	 try	 the	 second	 volume,"

returned	 Jo,	 hoping	 to	 propitiate	 him	by	 accepting	 a	 second	dose	of	Boswell's
Johnson,	as	he	had	recommended	that	lively	work.
The	 shaggy	 eyebrows	 unbent	 a	 little	 as	 he	 rolled	 the	 steps	 toward	 the	 shelf

where	the	Johnsonian	literature	was	placed.	Jo	skipped	up,	and	sitting	on	the	top
step,	affected	to	be	searching	for	her	book,	but	was	really	wondering	how	best	to
introduce	the	dangerous	object	of	her	visit.	Mr.	Laurence	seemed	to	suspect	that
something	was	brewing	in	her	mind,	for	after	taking	several	brisk	turns	about	the
room,	 he	 faced	 round	on	 her,	 speaking	 so	 abruptly	 that	Rasselas	 tumbled	 face
downward	on	the	floor.
"What	has	that	boy	been	about?	Don't	try	to	shield	him.	I	know	he	has	been	in

mischief	by	the	way	he	acted	when	he	came	home.	I	can't	get	a	word	from	him,
and	when	I	threatened	to	shake	the	truth	out	of	him	he	bolted	upstairs	and	locked
himself	into	his	room."
"He	did	wrong,	 but	we	 forgave	 him,	 and	 all	 promised	 not	 to	 say	 a	word	 to

anyone,"	began	Jo	reluctantly.
"That	 won't	 do.	 He	 shall	 not	 shelter	 himself	 behind	 a	 promise	 from	 you

softhearted	girls.	If	he's	done	anything	amiss,	he	shall	confess,	beg	pardon,	and
be	punished.	Out	with	it,	Jo.	I	won't	be	kept	in	the	dark."
Mr.	 Laurence	 looked	 so	 alarming	 and	 spoke	 so	 sharply	 that	 Jo	would	 have

gladly	 run	 away,	 if	 she	 could,	 but	 she	was	 perched	 aloft	 on	 the	 steps,	 and	 he
stood	at	the	foot,	a	lion	in	the	path,	so	she	had	to	stay	and	brave	it	out.
"Indeed,	 Sir,	 I	 cannot	 tell.	 Mother	 forbade	 it.	 Laurie	 has	 confessed,	 asked

pardon,	 and	been	punished	quite	 enough.	We	don't	keep	 silence	 to	 shield	him,
but	someone	else,	and	it	will	make	more	trouble	if	you	interfere.	Please	don't.	It
was	partly	my	 fault,	 but	 it's	 all	 right	now.	So	 let's	 forget	 it,	 and	 talk	about	 the



Rambler	or	something	pleasant."
"Hang	 the	Rambler!	 Come	 down	 and	 give	 me	 your	 word	 that	 this	 harum-

scarum	boy	of	mine	 hasn't	 done	 anything	 ungrateful	 or	 impertinent.	 If	 he	 has,
after	all	your	kindness	to	him,	I'll	thrash	him	with	my	own	hands."
The	threat	sounded	awful,	but	did	not	alarm	Jo,	for	she	knew	the	irascible	old

gentleman	would	never	lift	a	finger	against	his	grandson,	whatever	he	might	say
to	the	contrary.	She	obediently	descended,	and	made	as	light	of	the	prank	as	she
could	without	betraying	Meg	or	forgetting	the	truth.
"Hum…	ha…	well,	 if	 the	boy	held	his	 tongue	because	he	promised,	and	not

from	 obstinacy,	 I'll	 forgive	 him.	He's	 a	 stubborn	 fellow	 and	 hard	 to	manage,"
said	Mr.	Laurence,	 rubbing	up	his	hair	 till	 it	 looked	as	 if	he	had	been	out	 in	a
gale,	and	smoothing	the	frown	from	his	brow	with	an	air	of	relief.
"So	am	I,	but	a	kind	word	will	govern	me	when	all	 the	king's	horses	and	all

the	king's	men	couldn't,"	said	Jo,	 trying	to	say	a	kind	word	for	her	friend,	who
seemed	to	get	out	of	one	scrape	only	to	fall	into	another.
"You	think	I'm	not	kind	to	him,	hey?"	was	the	sharp	answer.
"Oh,	 dear	 no,	 Sir.	You	 are	 rather	 too	 kind	 sometimes,	 and	 then	 just	 a	 trifle

hasty	when	he	tries	your	patience.	Don't	you	think	you	are?"
Jo	was	determined	 to	have	 it	out	now,	and	 tried	 to	 look	quite	placid,	 though

she	quaked	a	little	after	her	bold	speech.	To	her	great	relief	and	surprise,	the	old
gentleman	only	 threw	his	 spectacles	onto	 the	 table	with	a	 rattle	and	exclaimed
frankly,	 "You're	 right,	 girl,	 I	 am!	 I	 love	 the	 boy,	 but	 he	 tries	my	patience	past
bearing,	and	I	know	how	it	will	end,	if	we	go	on	so."
"I'll	 tell	you,	he'll	 run	away."	Jo	was	sorry	for	 that	speech	 the	minute	 it	was

made.	 She	meant	 to	warn	 him	 that	Laurie	would	 not	 bear	much	 restraint,	 and
hoped	he	would	be	more	forebearing	with	the	lad.
Mr.	Laurence's	ruddy	face	changed	suddenly,	and	he	sat	down,	with	a	troubled

glance	 at	 the	 picture	 of	 a	 handsome	 man,	 which	 hung	 over	 his	 table.	 It	 was
Laurie's	 father,	 who	 had	 run	 away	 in	 his	 youth,	 and	 married	 against	 the
imperious	old	man's	will.	Jo	fancied	he	remembered	and	regretted	the	past,	and
she	wished	she	had	held	her	tongue.
"He	 won't	 do	 it	 unless	 he	 is	 very	 much	 worried,	 and	 only	 threatens	 it

sometimes,	 when	 he	 gets	 tired	 of	 studying.	 I	 often	 think	 I	 should	 like	 to,
especially	since	my	hair	was	cut,	so	if	you	ever	miss	us,	you	may	advertise	for
two	boys	and	look	among	the	ships	bound	for	India."
She	laughed	as	she	spoke,	and	Mr.	Laurence	looked	relieved,	evidently	taking

the	whole	as	a	joke.
"You	hussy,	how	dare	you	talk	in	that	way?	Where's	your	respect	for	me,	and

your	proper	bringing	up?	Bless	the	boys	and	girls!	What	torments	they	are,	yet



we	can't	do	without	 them,"	he	 said,	pinching	her	cheeks	good-humoredly.	 "Go
and	bring	that	boy	down	to	his	dinner,	tell	him	it's	all	right,	and	advise	him	not	to
put	on	tragedy	airs	with	his	grandfather.	I	won't	bear	it."
"He	won't	come,	Sir.	He	feels	badly	because	you	didn't	believe	him	when	he

said	he	couldn't	tell.	I	think	the	shaking	hurt	his	feelings	very	much."
Jo	 tried	 to	 look	 pathetic	 but	 must	 have	 failed,	 for	 Mr.	 Laurence	 began	 to

laugh,	and	she	knew	the	day	was	won.
"I'm	 sorry	 for	 that,	 and	 ought	 to	 thank	 him	 for	 not	 shaking	me,	 I	 suppose.

What	the	dickens	does	the	fellow	expect?"	and	the	old	gentleman	looked	a	trifle
ashamed	of	his	own	testiness.
"If	I	were	you,	I'd	write	him	an	apology,	Sir.	He	says	he	won't	come	down	till

he	has	one,	and	talks	about	Washington,	and	goes	on	in	an	absurd	way.	A	formal
apology	will	make	him	see	how	foolish	he	is,	and	bring	him	down	quite	amiable.
Try	it.	He	likes	fun,	and	this	way	is	better	than	talking.	I'll	carry	it	up,	and	teach
him	his	duty."
Mr.	Laurence	gave	her	a	sharp	look,	and	put	on	his	spectacles,	saying	slowly,

"You're	a	sly	puss,	but	I	don't	mind	being	managed	by	you	and	Beth.	Here,	give
me	a	bit	of	paper,	and	let	us	have	done	with	this	nonsense."
The	note	was	written	in	the	terms	which	one	gentleman	would	use	to	another

after	offering	some	deep	insult.	Jo	dropped	a	kiss	on	the	 top	of	Mr.	Laurence's
bald	 head,	 and	 ran	 up	 to	 slip	 the	 apology	 under	 Laurie's	 door,	 advising	 him
through	 the	 keyhole	 to	 be	 submissive,	 decorous,	 and	 a	 few	 other	 agreeable
impossibilities.	Finding	 the	door	 locked	again,	she	 left	 the	note	 to	do	 its	work,
and	was	going	quietly	away,	when	the	young	gentleman	slid	down	the	banisters,
and	waited	 for	her	 at	 the	bottom,	 saying,	with	his	most	virtuous	expression	of
countenance,	 "What	 a	 good	 fellow	 you	 are,	 Jo!	 Did	 you	 get	 blown	 up?"	 he
added,	laughing.
"No,	he	was	pretty	mild,	on	the	whole."
"Ah!	I	got	it	all	round.	Even	you	cast	me	off	over	there,	and	I	felt	just	ready	to

go	to	the	deuce,"	he	began	apologetically.
"Don't	talk	that	way,	turn	over	a	new	leaf	and	begin	again,	Teddy,	my	son."
"I	 keep	 turning	 over	 new	 leaves,	 and	 spoiling	 them,	 as	 I	 used	 to	 spoil	 my

copybooks,	and	I	make	so	many	beginnings	there	never	will	be	an	end,"	he	said
dolefully.
"Go	 and	 eat	 your	 dinner,	 you'll	 feel	 better	 after	 it.	Men	 always	 croak	when

they	are	hungry,"	and	Jo	whisked	out	at	the	front	door	after	that.
"That's	 a	 'label'	on	my	 'sect',"	 answered	Laurie,	quoting	Amy,	as	he	went	 to

partake	 of	 humble	 pie	 dutifully	with	 his	 grandfather,	who	was	 quite	 saintly	 in
temper	and	overwhelmingly	respectful	in	manner	all	the	rest	of	the	day.



Everyone	 thought	 the	matter	 ended	 and	 the	 little	 cloud	 blown	 over,	 but	 the
mischief	 was	 done,	 for	 though	 others	 forgot	 it,	 Meg	 remembered.	 She	 never
alluded	to	a	certain	person,	but	she	thought	of	him	a	good	deal,	dreamed	dreams
more	than	ever,	and	once	Jo,	rummaging	her	sister's	desk	for	stamps,	found	a	bit
of	paper	scribbled	over	with	the	words,	'Mrs.	John	Brooke',	whereat	she	groaned
tragically	 and	 cast	 it	 into	 the	 fire,	 feeling	 that	Laurie's	 prank	had	hastened	 the
evil	day	for	her.



Chapter		22	
Pleasant	Meadows

Like	 sunshine	 after	 a	 storm	 were	 the	 peaceful	 weeks	 which	 followed.	 The
invalids	improved	rapidly,	and	Mr.	March	began	to	talk	of	returning	early	in	the
new	year.	Beth	was	soon	able	 to	 lie	on	 the	study	sofa	all	day,	amusing	herself
with	 the	well-beloved	 cats	 at	 first,	 and	 in	 time	with	 doll's	 sewing,	which	 had
fallen	sadly	behind-hand.	Her	once	active	limbs	were	so	stiff	and	feeble	that	Jo
took	her	 for	 a	daily	airing	about	 the	house	 in	her	 strong	arms.	Meg	cheerfully
blackened	 and	 burned	 her	 white	 hands	 cooking	 delicate	messes	 for	 'the	 dear',
while	Amy,	 a	 loyal	 slave	 of	 the	 ring,	 celebrated	 her	 return	 by	 giving	 away	 as
many	of	her	treasures	as	she	could	prevail	on	her	sisters	to	accept.
As	Christmas	approached,	the	usual	mysteries	began	to	haunt	the	house,	and

Jo	 frequently	 convulsed	 the	 family	 by	 proposing	 utterly	 impossible	 or
magnificently	 absurd	 ceremonies,	 in	 honor	 of	 this	 unusually	merry	Christmas.
Laurie	was	equally	impracticable,	and	would	have	had	bonfires,	skyrockets,	and
triumphal	 arches,	 if	 he	 had	 had	 his	 own	 way.	 After	 many	 skirmishes	 and
snubbings,	 the	 ambitious	 pair	 were	 considered	 effectually	 quenched	 and	went
about	 with	 forlorn	 faces,	 which	 were	 rather	 belied	 by	 explosions	 of	 laughter
when	the	two	got	together.
Several	days	of	unusually	mild	weather	fitly	ushered	in	a	splendid	Christmas

Day.	Hannah	'felt	in	her	bones'	that	it	was	going	to	be	an	unusually	fine	day,	and
she	 proved	 herself	 a	 true	 prophetess,	 for	 everybody	 and	 everything	 seemed
bound	 to	 produce	 a	 grand	 success.	 To	 begin	 with,	 Mr.	 March	 wrote	 that	 he
should	soon	be	with	 them,	 then	Beth	felt	uncommonly	well	 that	morning,	and,
being	dressed	in	her	mother's	gift,	a	soft	crimson	merino	wrapper,	was	borne	in
high	 triumph	 to	 the	 window	 to	 behold	 the	 offering	 of	 Jo	 and	 Laurie.	 The
Unquenchables	had	done	their	best	to	be	worthy	of	the	name,	for	like	elves	they
had	worked	by	night	and	conjured	up	a	comical	surprise.	Out	in	the	garden	stood
a	stately	snow	maiden,	crowned	with	holly,	bearing	a	basket	of	fruit	and	flowers
in	one	hand,	a	great	roll	of	music	 in	 the	other,	a	perfect	rainbow	of	an	Afghan
round	her	chilly	shoulders,	and	a	Christmas	carol	issuing	from	her	lips	on	a	pink
paper	streamer.

THE	JUNGFRAU	TO	BETH



God	bless	you,	dear	Queen	Bess!
May	nothing	you	dismay,
But	health	and	peace	and	happiness
Be	yours,	this	Christmas	day.
Here's	fruit	to	feed	our	busy	bee,
And	flowers	for	her	nose.
Here's	music	for	her	pianee,
An	afghan	for	her	toes,
A	portrait	of	Joanna,	see,
By	Raphael	No.	2,
Who	laboured	with	great	industry
To	make	it	fair	and	true.
Accept	a	ribbon	red,	I	beg,
For	Madam	Purrer's	tail,
And	ice	cream	made	by	lovely	Peg,
A	Mont	Blanc	in	a	pail.
Their	dearest	love	my	makers	laid
Within	my	breast	of	snow.
Accept	it,	and	the	Alpine	maid,
From	Laurie	and	from	Jo.

How	Beth	laughed	when	she	saw	it,	how	Laurie	ran	up	and	down	to	bring	in
the	gifts,	and	what	ridiculous	speeches	Jo	made	as	she	presented	them.
"I'm	so	full	of	happiness,	that	if	Father	was	only	here,	I	couldn't	hold	one	drop

more,"	 said	 Beth,	 quite	 sighing	 with	 contentment	 as	 Jo	 carried	 her	 off	 to	 the
study	 to	 rest	 after	 the	 excitement,	 and	 to	 refresh	 herself	 with	 some	 of	 the
delicious	grapes	the	'Jungfrau'	had	sent	her.
"So	 am	 I,"	 added	 Jo,	 slapping	 the	 pocket	wherein	 reposed	 the	 long-desired

Undine	and	Sintram.
"I'm	sure	I	am,"	echoed	Amy,	poring	over	the	engraved	copy	of	the	Madonna

and	Child,	which	her	mother	had	given	her	in	a	pretty	frame.
"Of	 course	 I	 am!"	 cried	 Meg,	 smoothing	 the	 silvery	 folds	 of	 her	 first	 silk

dress,	for	Mr.	Laurence	had	insisted	on	giving	it.	"How	can	I	be	otherwise?"	said
Mrs.	 March	 gratefully,	 as	 her	 eyes	 went	 from	 her	 husband's	 letter	 to	 Beth's
smiling	 face,	 and	 her	 hand	 carressed	 the	 brooch	 made	 of	 gray	 and	 golden,
chestnut	and	dark	brown	hair,	which	the	girls	had	just	fastened	on	her	breast.
Now	 and	 then,	 in	 this	 workaday	 world,	 things	 do	 happen	 in	 the	 delightful

storybook	fashion,	and	what	a	comfort	it	is.	Half	an	hour	after	everyone	had	said
they	were	so	happy	they	could	only	hold	one	drop	more,	the	drop	came.	Laurie



opened	 the	 parlor	 door	 and	 popped	 his	 head	 in	 very	 quietly.	He	might	 just	 as
well	have	turned	a	somersault	and	uttered	an	Indian	war	whoop,	for	his	face	was
so	 full	 of	 suppressed	 excitement	 and	 his	 voice	 so	 treacherously	 joyful	 that
everyone	 jumped	up,	 though	he	only	said,	 in	a	queer,	breathless	voice,	"Here's
another	Christmas	present	for	the	March	family."
Before	the	words	were	well	out	of	his	mouth,	he	was	whisked	away	somehow,

and	in	his	place	appeared	a	tall	man,	muffled	up	to	the	eyes,	leaning	on	the	arm
of	another	tall	man,	who	tried	to	say	something	and	couldn't.	Of	course	there	was
a	general	stampede,	and	for	several	minutes	everybody	seemed	to	lose	their	wits,
for	the	strangest	things	were	done,	and	no	one	said	a	word.
Mr.	March	became	 invisible	 in	 the	embrace	of	 four	pairs	of	 loving	arms.	 Jo

disgraced	herself	by	nearly	 fainting	away,	and	had	 to	be	doctored	by	Laurie	 in
the	 china	 closet.	Mr.	Brooke	 kissed	Meg	 entirely	 by	mistake,	 as	 he	 somewhat
incoherently	explained.	And	Amy,	the	dignified,	tumbled	over	a	stool,	and	never
stopping	to	get	up,	hugged	and	cried	over	her	father's	boots	in	the	most	touching
manner.	Mrs.	March	was	the	first	to	recover	herself,	and	held	up	her	hand	with	a
warning,	"Hush!	Remember	Beth."
But	it	was	too	late.	The	study	door	flew	open,	the	little	red	wrapper	appeared

on	the	threshold,	joy	put	strength	into	the	feeble	limbs,	and	Beth	ran	straight	into
her	 father's	arms.	Never	mind	what	happened	 just	after	 that,	 for	 the	 full	hearts
overflowed,	 washing	 away	 the	 bitterness	 of	 the	 past	 and	 leaving	 only	 the
sweetness	of	the	present.
It	was	not	at	all	romantic,	but	a	hearty	laugh	set	everybody	straight	again,	for

Hannah	was	discovered	behind	the	door,	sobbing	over	the	fat	turkey,	which	she
had	 forgotten	 to	put	down	when	she	 rushed	up	 from	 the	kitchen.	As	 the	 laugh
subsided,	Mrs.	March	 began	 to	 thank	Mr.	 Brooke	 for	 his	 faithful	 care	 of	 her
husband,	 at	 which	 Mr.	 Brooke	 suddenly	 remembered	 that	 Mr.	 March	 needed
rest,	 and	 seizing	 Laurie,	 he	 precipitately	 retired.	 Then	 the	 two	 invalids	 were
ordered	 to	 repose,	which	 they	did,	by	both	 sitting	 in	one	big	chair	 and	 talking
hard.
Mr.	March	told	how	he	had	longed	to	surprise	them,	and	how,	when	the	fine

weather	came,	he	had	been	allowed	by	his	doctor	 to	 take	advantage	of	 it,	how
devoted	 Brooke	 had	 been,	 and	 how	 he	 was	 altogether	 a	 most	 estimable	 and
upright	 young	 man.	 Why	 Mr.	 March	 paused	 a	 minute	 just	 there,	 and	 after	 a
glance	 at	Meg,	who	was	 violently	 poking	 the	 fire,	 looked	 at	 his	wife	with	 an
inquiring	 lift	 of	 the	 eyebrows,	 I	 leave	 you	 to	 imagine.	 Also	why	Mrs.	March
gently	 nodded	her	 head	 and	 asked,	 rather	 abruptly,	 if	 he	wouldn't	 like	 to	 have
something	to	eat.	Jo	saw	and	understood	the	look,	and	she	stalked	grimly	away
to	get	wine	and	beef	 tea,	muttering	to	herself	as	she	slammed	the	door,	"I	hate



estimable	young	men	with	brown	eyes!"
There	never	was	such	a	Christmas	dinner	as	they	had	that	day.	The	fat	turkey

was	 a	 sight	 to	 behold,	 when	 Hannah	 sent	 him	 up,	 stuffed,	 browned,	 and
decorated.	So	was	the	plum	pudding,	which	melted	in	one's	mouth,	likewise	the
jellies,	 in	which	Amy	 reveled	 like	 a	 fly	 in	 a	 honeypot.	 Everything	 turned	 out
well,	which	was	a	mercy,	Hannah	said,	"For	my	mind	was	that	flustered,	Mum,
that	it's	a	merrycle	I	didn't	roast	the	pudding,	and	stuff	the	turkey	with	raisins,	let
alone	bilin'	of	it	in	a	cloth."
Mr.	Laurence	and	his	grandson	dined	with	them,	also	Mr.	Brooke,	at	whom	Jo

glowered	darkly,	to	Laurie's	infinite	amusement.	Two	easy	chairs	stood	side	by
side	at	the	head	of	the	table,	in	which	sat	Beth	and	her	father,	feasting	modestly
on	 chicken	 and	 a	 little	 fruit.	 They	 drank	 healths,	 told	 stories,	 sang	 songs,
'reminisced',	as	the	old	folks	say,	and	had	a	thoroughly	good	time.	A	sleigh	ride
had	 been	 planned,	 but	 the	 girls	 would	 not	 leave	 their	 father,	 so	 the	 guests
departed	early,	and	as	twilight	gathered,	the	happy	family	sat	together	round	the
fire.
"Just	a	year	ago	we	were	groaning	over	the	dismal	Christmas	we	expected	to

have.	Do	you	remember?"	asked	Jo,	breaking	a	short	pause	which	had	followed
a	long	conversation	about	many	things.
"Rather	 a	 pleasant	 year	 on	 the	 whole!"	 said	 Meg,	 smiling	 at	 the	 fire,	 and

congratulating	herself	on	having	treated	Mr.	Brooke	with	dignity.
"I	 think	it's	been	a	pretty	hard	one,"	observed	Amy,	watching	the	light	shine

on	her	ring	with	thoughtful	eyes.
"I'm	glad	it's	over,	because	we've	got	you	back,"	whispered	Beth,	who	sat	on

her	father's	knee.
"Rather	a	rough	road	for	you	to	travel,	my	little	pilgrims,	especially	the	latter

part	of	it.	But	you	have	got	on	bravely,	and	I	think	the	burdens	are	in	a	fair	way
to	 tumble	off	very	 soon,"	 said	Mr.	March,	 looking	with	 fatherly	 satisfaction	at
the	four	young	faces	gathered	round	him.
"How	do	you	know?	Did	Mother	tell	you?"	asked	Jo.
"Not	much.	Straws	 show	which	way	 the	wind	blows,	 and	 I've	made	 several

discoveries	today."
"Oh,	tell	us	what	they	are!"	cried	Meg,	who	sat	beside	him.
"Here	is	one."	And	taking	up	the	hand	which	lay	on	the	arm	of	his	chair,	he

pointed	to	 the	roughened	forefinger,	a	burn	on	the	back,	and	two	or	 three	little
hard	 spots	 on	 the	 palm.	 "I	 remember	 a	 time	 when	 this	 hand	 was	 white	 and
smooth,	and	your	first	care	was	to	keep	it	so.	It	was	very	pretty	then,	but	to	me	it
is	much	prettier	now,	for	in	this	seeming	blemishes	I	read	a	little	history.	A	burnt
offering	 has	 been	 made	 to	 vanity,	 this	 hardened	 palm	 has	 earned	 something



better	 than	blisters,	and	I'm	sure	 the	sewing	done	by	 these	pricked	fingers	will
last	a	long	time,	so	much	good	will	went	into	the	stitches.	Meg,	my	dear,	I	value
the	 womanly	 skill	 which	 keeps	 home	 happy	 more	 than	 white	 hands	 or
fashionable	 accomplishments.	 I'm	 proud	 to	 shake	 this	 good,	 industrious	 little
hand,	and	hope	I	shall	not	soon	be	asked	to	give	it	away."
If	Meg	had	wanted	a	reward	for	hours	of	patient	labor,	she	received	it	in	the

hearty	pressure	of	her	father's	hand	and	the	approving	smile	he	gave	her.
"What	about	Jo?	Please	say	something	nice,	for	she	has	tried	so	hard	and	been

so	very,	very	good	to	me,"	said	Beth	in	her	father's	ear.
He	 laughed	 and	 looked	 across	 at	 the	 tall	 girl	 who	 sat	 opposite,	 with	 an

unusually	mild	expression	in	her	face.
"In	spite	of	the	curly	crop,	I	don't	see	the	'son	Jo'	whom	I	left	a	year	ago,"	said

Mr.	March.	 "I	 see	 a	 young	 lady	 who	 pins	 her	 collar	 straight,	 laces	 her	 boots
neatly,	and	neither	whistles,	talks	slang,	nor	lies	on	the	rug	as	she	used	to	do.	Her
face	is	rather	thin	and	pale	just	now,	with	watching	and	anxiety,	but	I	like	to	look
at	 it,	 for	 it	 has	 grown	gentler,	 and	her	 voice	 is	 lower.	She	doesn't	 bounce,	 but
moves	quietly,	and	takes	care	of	a	certain	little	person	in	a	motherly	way	which
delights	 me.	 I	 rather	 miss	 my	 wild	 girl,	 but	 if	 I	 get	 a	 strong,	 helpful,
tenderhearted	 woman	 in	 her	 place,	 I	 shall	 feel	 quite	 satisfied.	 I	 don't	 know
whether	 the	 shearing	 sobered	 our	 black	 sheep,	 but	 I	 do	 know	 that	 in	 all
Washington	I	couldn't	find	anything	beautiful	enough	to	be	bought	with	the	five-
and-twenty	dollars	my	good	girl	sent	me."
Jo's	keen	eyes	were	rather	dim	for	a	minute,	and	her	thin	face	grew	rosy	in	the

firelight	as	she	received	her	father's	praise,	feeling	that	she	did	deserve	a	portion
of	it.
"Now,	Beth,"	said	Amy,	longing	for	her	turn,	but	ready	to	wait.
"There's	 so	 little	 of	 her,	 I'm	 afraid	 to	 say	much,	 for	 fear	 she	will	 slip	 away

altogether,	 though	 she	 is	 not	 so	 shy	 as	 she	 used	 to	 be,"	 began	 their	 father
cheerfully.	But	recollecting	how	nearly	he	had	lost	her,	he	held	her	close,	saying
tenderly,	with	her	 cheek	 against	 his	 own,	 "I've	 got	 you	 safe,	my	Beth,	 and	 I'll
keep	you	so,	please	God."
After	a	minute's	silence,	he	looked	down	at	Amy,	who	sat	on	the	cricket	at	his

feet,	and	said,	with	a	caress	of	the	shining	hair…
"I	observed	that	Amy	took	drumsticks	at	dinner,	ran	errands	for	her	mother	all

the	 afternoon,	 gave	Meg	 her	 place	 tonight,	 and	 has	waited	 on	 every	 one	with
patience	and	good	humor.	I	also	observe	that	she	does	not	fret	much	nor	look	in
the	glass,	and	has	not	even	mentioned	a	very	pretty	ring	which	she	wears,	so	I
conclude	that	she	has	learned	to	think	of	other	people	more	and	of	herself	less,
and	has	decided	to	try	and	mold	her	character	as	carefully	as	she	molds	her	little



clay	figures.	I	am	glad	of	 this,	for	 though	I	should	be	very	proud	of	a	graceful
statue	made	 by	 her,	 I	 shall	 be	 infinitely	 prouder	 of	 a	 lovable	 daughter	with	 a
talent	for	making	life	beautiful	to	herself	and	others."
"What	are	you	thinking	of,	Beth?"	asked	Jo,	when	Amy	had	thanked	her	father

and	told	about	her	ring.
"I	 read	 in	Pilgrim's	Progress	 today	 how,	 after	many	 troubles,	 Christian	 and

Hopeful	came	to	a	pleasant	green	meadow	where	lilies	bloomed	all	year	round,
and	 there	 they	 rested	 happily,	 as	 we	 do	 now,	 before	 they	 went	 on	 to	 their
journey's	 end,"	 answered	Beth,	 adding,	 as	 she	 slipped	 out	 of	 her	 father's	 arms
and	went	 to	 the	 instrument,	"It's	singing	 time	now,	and	I	want	 to	be	 in	my	old
place.	 I'll	 try	 to	sing	 the	song	of	 the	shepherd	boy	which	 the	Pilgrims	heard.	 I
made	the	music	for	Father,	because	he	likes	the	verses."
So,	 sitting	 at	 the	 dear	 little	 piano,	 Beth	 softly	 touched	 the	 keys,	 and	 in	 the

sweet	 voice	 they	 had	 never	 thought	 to	 hear	 again,	 sang	 to	 her	 own
accompaniment	the	quaint	hymn,	which	was	a	singularly	fitting	song	for	her.

He	that	is	down	need	fear	no	fall,
He	that	is	low	no	pride.
He	that	is	humble	ever	shall
Have	God	to	be	his	guide.
I	am	content	with	what	I	have,
Little	be	it,	or	much.
And,	Lord!	Contentment	still	I	crave,
Because	Thou	savest	such.
Fulness	to	them	a	burden	is,
That	go	on	pilgrimage.
Here	little,	and	hereafter	bliss,
Is	best	from	age	to	age!



Chapter		23	
Aunt	March	Settles	the	Question

Like	bees	swarming	after	their	queen,	mother	and	daughters	hovered	about	Mr.
March	the	next	day,	neglecting	everything	to	look	at,	wait	upon,	and	listen	to	the
new	invalid,	who	was	in	a	fair	way	to	be	killed	by	kindness.	As	he	sat	propped
up	 in	 a	 big	 chair	 by	 Beth's	 sofa,	 with	 the	 other	 three	 close	 by,	 and	 Hannah
popping	 in	 her	 head	 now	 and	 then	 'to	 peek	 at	 the	 dear	man',	 nothing	 seemed
needed	 to	 complete	 their	 happiness.	But	 something	was	 needed,	 and	 the	 elder
ones	felt	it,	 though	none	confessed	the	fact.	Mr.	and	Mrs.	March	looked	at	one
another	with	an	anxious	expression,	as	their	eyes	followed	Meg.	Jo	had	sudden
fits	of	sobriety,	and	was	seen	to	shake	her	fist	at	Mr.	Brooke's	umbrella,	which
had	been	left	in	the	hall.	Meg	was	absent-minded,	shy,	and	silent,	started	when
the	 bell	 rang,	 and	 colored	 when	 John's	 name	 was	 mentioned.	 Amy	 said,
"Everyone	seemed	waiting	for	something,	and	couldn't	settle	down,	which	was
queer,	since	Father	was	safe	at	home,"	and	Beth	innocently	wondered	why	their
neighbors	didn't	run	over	as	usual.
Laurie	 went	 by	 in	 the	 afternoon,	 and	 seeing	 Meg	 at	 the	 window,	 seemed

suddenly	possessed	with	a	melodramatic	fit,	for	he	fell	down	on	one	knee	in	the
snow,	 beat	 his	 breast,	 tore	 his	 hair,	 and	 clasped	 his	 hands	 imploringly,	 as	 if
begging	some	boon.	And	when	Meg	told	him	to	behave	himself	and	go	away,	he
wrung	imaginary	tears	out	of	his	handkerchief,	and	staggered	round	the	corner	as
if	in	utter	despair.
"What	 does	 the	 goose	 mean?"	 said	 Meg,	 laughing	 and	 trying	 to	 look

unconscious.
"He's	showing	you	how	your	John	will	go	on	by-and-by.	Touching,	 isn't	 it?"

answered	Jo	scornfully.
"Don't	say	my	John,	it	isn't	proper	or	true,"	but	Meg's	voice	lingered	over	the

words	as	 if	 they	sounded	pleasant	 to	her.	"Please	don't	plague	me,	Jo,	I've	 told
you	I	don't	care	much	about	him,	and	there	isn't	to	be	anything	said,	but	we	are
all	to	be	friendly,	and	go	on	as	before."
"We	can't,	for	something	has	been	said,	and	Laurie's	mischief	has	spoiled	you

for	me.	 I	 see	 it,	 and	 so	does	Mother.	You	 are	 not	 like	your	 old	 self	 a	 bit,	 and
seem	ever	so	far	away	from	me.	I	don't	mean	to	plague	you	and	will	bear	it	like	a
man,	but	I	do	wish	it	was	all	settled.	I	hate	to	wait,	so	if	you	mean	ever	to	do	it,



make	haste	and	have	it	over	quickly,"	said	Jo	pettishly.
"I	can't	say	anything	till	he	speaks,	and	he	won't,	because	Father	said	I	was	too

young,"	 began	 Meg,	 bending	 over	 her	 work	 with	 a	 queer	 little	 smile,	 which
suggested	that	she	did	not	quite	agree	with	her	father	on	that	point.
"If	he	did	speak,	you	wouldn't	know	what	to	say,	but	would	cry	or	blush,	or	let

him	have	his	own	way,	instead	of	giving	a	good,	decided	no."
"I'm	not	so	silly	and	weak	as	you	think.	I	know	just	what	I	should	say,	for	I've

planned	 it	 all,	 so	 I	 needn't	 be	 taken	 unawares.	 There's	 no	 knowing	what	may
happen,	and	I	wished	to	be	prepared."
Jo	 couldn't	 help	 smiling	 at	 the	 important	 air	which	Meg	 had	 unconsciously

assumed	and	which	was	as	becoming	as	the	pretty	color	varying	in	her	cheeks.
"Would	you	mind	telling	me	what	you'd	say?"	asked	Jo	more	respectfully.
"Not	at	all.	You	are	sixteen	now,	quite	old	enough	to	be	my	confident,	and	my

experience	will	be	useful	to	you	by-and-by,	perhaps,	in	your	own	affairs	of	this
sort."
"Don't	mean	to	have	any.	It's	fun	to	watch	other	people	philander,	but	I	should

feel	like	a	fool	doing	it	myself,"	said	Jo,	looking	alarmed	at	the	thought.
"I	think	not,	if	you	liked	anyone	very	much,	and	he	liked	you."	Meg	spoke	as

if	to	herself,	and	glanced	out	at	the	lane	where	she	had	often	seen	lovers	walking
together	in	the	summer	twilight.
"I	 thought	 you	were	 going	 to	 tell	 your	 speech	 to	 that	man,"	 said	 Jo,	 rudely

shortening	her	sister's	little	reverie.
"Oh,	I	should	merely	say,	quite	calmly	and	decidedly,	'Thank	you,	Mr.	Brooke,

you	are	very	kind,	but	I	agree	with	Father	that	I	am	too	young	to	enter	into	any
engagement	at	present,	so	please	say	no	more,	but	let	us	be	friends	as	we	were.'"
"Hum,	 that's	 stiff	 and	 cool	 enough!	 I	 don't	 believe	 you'll	 ever	 say	 it,	 and	 I

know	he	won't	 be	 satisfied	 if	 you	do.	 If	 he	goes	on	 like	 the	 rejected	 lovers	 in
books,	you'll	give	in,	rather	than	hurt	his	feelings."
"No,	I	won't.	I	shall	tell	him	I've	made	up	my	mind,	and	shall	walk	out	of	the

room	with	dignity."
Meg	rose	as	she	spoke,	and	was	just	going	to	rehearse	the	dignified	exit,	when

a	step	in	the	hall	made	her	fly	into	her	seat	and	begin	to	sew	as	fast	as	if	her	life
depended	on	finishing	that	particular	seam	in	a	given	time.	Jo	smothered	a	laugh
at	 the	 sudden	change,	 and	when	 someone	gave	a	modest	 tap,	opened	 the	door
with	a	grim	aspect	which	was	anything	but	hospitable.
"Good	afternoon.	 I	came	 to	get	my	umbrella,	 that	 is,	 to	see	how	your	 father

finds	himself	today,"	said	Mr.	Brooke,	getting	a	trifle	confused	as	his	eyes	went
from	one	telltale	face	to	the	other.
"It's	 very	well,	 he's	 in	 the	 rack.	 I'll	 get	 him,	 and	 tell	 it	 you	 are	 here."	And



having	jumbled	her	father	and	the	umbrella	well	together	in	her	reply,	Jo	slipped
out	of	the	room	to	give	Meg	a	chance	to	make	her	speech	and	air	her	dignity.	But
the	instant	she	vanished,	Meg	began	to	sidle	toward	the	door,	murmuring…
"Mother	will	like	to	see	you.	Pray	sit	down,	I'll	call	her."
"Don't	go.	Are	you	afraid	of	me,	Margaret?"	and	Mr.	Brooke	 looked	so	hurt

that	Meg	 thought	 she	must	have	done	something	very	 rude.	She	blushed	up	 to
the	little	curls	on	her	forehead,	for	he	had	never	called	her	Margaret	before,	and
she	was	 surprised	 to	 find	how	natural	 and	 sweet	 it	 seemed	 to	hear	 him	 say	 it.
Anxious	to	appear	friendly	and	at	her	ease,	she	put	out	her	hand	with	a	confiding
gesture,	and	said	gratefully…
"How	can	 I	be	 afraid	when	you	have	been	 so	kind	 to	Father?	 I	 only	wish	 I

could	thank	you	for	it."
"Shall	I	tell	you	how?"	asked	Mr.	Brooke,	holding	the	small	hand	fast	in	both

his	own,	and	looking	down	at	Meg	with	so	much	love	in	the	brown	eyes	that	her
heart	began	to	flutter,	and	she	both	longed	to	run	away	and	to	stop	and	listen.
"Oh	no,	please	don't,	I'd	rather	not,"	she	said,	trying	to	withdraw	her	hand,	and

looking	frightened	in	spite	of	her	denial.
"I	won't	 trouble	you.	I	only	want	 to	know	if	you	care	for	me	a	 little,	Meg.	I

love	you	so	much,	dear,"	added	Mr.	Brooke	tenderly.
This	was	the	moment	for	the	calm,	proper	speech,	but	Meg	didn't	make	it.	She

forgot	every	word	of	it,	hung	her	head,	and	answered,	"I	don't	know,"	so	softly
that	John	had	to	stoop	down	to	catch	the	foolish	little	reply.
He	 seemed	 to	 think	 it	was	worth	 the	 trouble,	 for	 he	 smiled	 to	 himself	 as	 if

quite	 satisfied,	 pressed	 the	 plump	 hand	 gratefully,	 and	 said	 in	 his	 most
persuasive	tone,	"Will	you	try	and	find	out?	I	want	to	know	so	much,	for	I	can't
go	to	work	with	any	heart	until	I	 learn	whether	I	am	to	have	my	reward	in	the
end	or	not."
"I'm	too	young,"	faltered	Meg,	wondering	why	she	was	so	fluttered,	yet	rather

enjoying	it.
"I'll	wait,	and	in	the	meantime,	you	could	be	learning	to	like	me.	Would	it	be	a

very	hard	lesson,	dear?"
"Not	if	I	chose	to	learn	it,	but…	"
"Please	choose	to	learn,	Meg.	I	love	to	teach,	and	this	is	easier	than	German,"

broke	 in	John,	getting	possession	of	 the	other	hand,	so	 that	she	had	no	way	of
hiding	her	face	as	he	bent	to	look	into	it.
His	 tone	was	properly	beseeching,	but	 stealing	 a	 shy	 look	at	him,	Meg	 saw

that	his	eyes	were	merry	as	well	as	tender,	and	that	he	wore	the	satisfied	smile	of
one	who	had	no	doubt	 of	 his	 success.	This	 nettled	her.	Annie	Moffat's	 foolish
lessons	in	coquetry	came	into	her	mind,	and	the	love	of	power,	which	sleeps	in



the	 bosoms	 of	 the	 best	 of	 little	 women,	 woke	 up	 all	 of	 a	 sudden	 and	 took
possession	of	her.	She	felt	excited	and	strange,	and	not	knowing	what	else	to	do,
followed	 a	 capricious	 impulse,	 and,	withdrawing	her	 hands,	 said	 petulantly,	 "I
don't	choose.	Please	go	away	and	let	me	be!"
Poor	Mr.	Brooke	looked	as	if	his	lovely	castle	in	the	air	was	tumbling	about

his	 ears,	 for	 he	 had	 never	 seen	 Meg	 in	 such	 a	 mood	 before,	 and	 it	 rather
bewildered	him.
"Do	you	really	mean	that?"	he	asked	anxiously,	following	her	as	she	walked

away.
"Yes,	I	do.	I	don't	want	to	be	worried	about	such	things.	Father	says	I	needn't,

it's	too	soon	and	I'd	rather	not."
"Mayn't	I	hope	you'll	change	your	mind	by-and-by?	I'll	wait	and	say	nothing

till	you	have	had	more	time.	Don't	play	with	me,	Meg.	I	didn't	think	that	of	you."
"Don't	think	of	me	at	all.	I'd	rather	you	wouldn't,"	said	Meg,	taking	a	naughty

satisfaction	in	trying	her	lover's	patience	and	her	own	power.
He	was	grave	and	pale	now,	and	looked	decidedly	more	like	the	novel	heroes

whom	she	admired,	but	he	neither	 slapped	his	 forehead	nor	 tramped	about	 the
room	as	they	did.	He	just	stood	looking	at	her	so	wistfully,	so	tenderly,	that	she
found	her	heart	relenting	in	spite	of	herself.	What	would	have	happened	next	I
cannot	say,	if	Aunt	March	had	not	come	hobbling	in	at	this	interesting	minute.
The	old	 lady	 couldn't	 resist	 her	 longing	 to	 see	her	 nephew,	 for	 she	had	met

Laurie	as	she	took	her	airing,	and	hearing	of	Mr.	March's	arrival,	drove	straight
out	to	see	him.	The	family	were	all	busy	in	the	back	part	of	the	house,	and	she
had	made	her	way	quietly	 in,	hoping	 to	surprise	 them.	She	did	surprise	 two	of
them	 so	 much	 that	 Meg	 started	 as	 if	 she	 had	 seen	 a	 ghost,	 and	 Mr.	 Brooke
vanished	into	the	study.
"Bless	me,	what's	 all	 this?"	cried	 the	old	 lady	with	a	 rap	of	her	cane	as	 she

glanced	from	the	pale	young	gentleman	to	the	scarlet	young	lady.
"It's	Father's	friend.	I'm	so	surprised	to	see	you!"	stammered	Meg,	feeling	that

she	was	in	for	a	lecture	now.
"That's	 evident,"	 returned	 Aunt	 March,	 sitting	 down.	 "But	 what	 is	 Father's

friend	saying	to	make	you	look	like	a	peony?	There's	mischief	going	on,	and	I
insist	upon	knowing	what	it	is,"	with	another	rap.
"We	 were	 only	 talking.	 Mr.	 Brooke	 came	 for	 his	 umbrella,"	 began	 Meg,

wishing	that	Mr.	Brooke	and	the	umbrella	were	safely	out	of	the	house.
"Brooke?	 That	 boy's	 tutor?	 Ah!	 I	 understand	 now.	 I	 know	 all	 about	 it.	 Jo

blundered	into	a	wrong	message	in	one	of	your	Father's	letters,	and	I	made	her
tell	me.	You	haven't	gone	and	accepted	him,	child?"	cried	Aunt	March,	looking
scandalized.



"Hush!	He'll	hear.	Shan't	I	call	Mother?"	said	Meg,	much	troubled.
"Not	yet.	I've	something	to	say	to	you,	and	I	must	free	my	mind	at	once.	Tell

me,	do	you	mean	 to	marry	 this	Cook?	 If	you	do,	not	one	penny	of	my	money
ever	 goes	 to	 you.	 Remember	 that,	 and	 be	 a	 sensible	 girl,"	 said	 the	 old	 lady
impressively.
Now	 Aunt	 March	 possessed	 in	 perfection	 the	 art	 of	 rousing	 the	 spirit	 of

opposition	 in	 the	 gentlest	 people,	 and	 enjoyed	doing	 it.	The	 best	 of	 us	 have	 a
spice	 of	 perversity	 in	 us,	 especially	 when	we	 are	 young	 and	 in	 love.	 If	 Aunt
March	 had	 begged	 Meg	 to	 accept	 John	 Brooke,	 she	 would	 probably	 have
declared	she	couldn't	think	of	it,	but	as	she	was	preemptorily	ordered	not	to	like
him,	she	 immediately	made	up	her	mind	 that	she	would.	 Inclination	as	well	as
perversity	 made	 the	 decision	 easy,	 and	 being	 already	 much	 excited,	 Meg
opposed	the	old	lady	with	unusual	spirit.
"I	shall	marry	whom	I	please,	Aunt	March,	and	you	can	leave	your	money	to

anyone	you	like,"	she	said,	nodding	her	head	with	a	resolute	air.
"Highty-tighty!	Is	that	the	way	you	take	my	advice,	Miss?	You'll	be	sorry	for

it	by-and-by,	when	you've	tried	love	in	a	cottage	and	found	it	a	failure."
"It	can't	be	a	worse	one	than	some	people	find	in	big	houses,"	retorted	Meg.
Aunt	March	 put	 on	 her	 glasses	 and	 took	 a	 look	 at	 the	 girl,	 for	 she	 did	 not

know	 her	 in	 this	 new	mood.	Meg	 hardly	 knew	 herself,	 she	 felt	 so	 brave	 and
independent,	so	glad	to	defend	John	and	assert	her	right	to	love	him,	if	she	liked.
Aunt	March	saw	that	she	had	begun	wrong,	and	after	a	little	pause,	made	a	fresh
start,	saying	as	mildly	as	she	could,	"Now,	Meg,	my	dear,	be	reasonable	and	take
my	 advice.	 I	 mean	 it	 kindly,	 and	 don't	 want	 you	 to	 spoil	 your	 whole	 life	 by
making	 a	 mistake	 at	 the	 beginning.	 You	 ought	 to	 marry	 well	 and	 help	 your
family.	 It's	your	duty	 to	make	a	 rich	match	and	 it	ought	 to	be	 impressed	upon
you."
"Father	and	Mother	don't	think	so.	They	like	John	though	he	is	poor."
"Your	parents,	my	dear,	have	no	more	worldly	wisdom	than	a	pair	of	babies."
"I'm	glad	of	it,"	cried	Meg	stoutly.
Aunt	March	took	no	notice,	but	went	on	with	her	lecture.	"This	Rook	is	poor

and	hasn't	got	any	rich	relations,	has	he?"
"No,	but	he	has	many	warm	friends."
"You	can't	live	on	friends,	try	it	and	see	how	cool	they'll	grow.	He	hasn't	any

business,	has	he?"
"Not	yet.	Mr.	Laurence	is	going	to	help	him."
"That	won't	last	long.	James	Laurence	is	a	crotchety	old	fellow	and	not	to	be

depended	 on.	 So	 you	 intend	 to	 marry	 a	 man	 without	 money,	 position,	 or
business,	 and	 go	 on	 working	 harder	 than	 you	 do	 now,	 when	 you	 might	 be



comfortable	all	your	days	by	minding	me	and	doing	better?	 I	 thought	you	had
more	sense,	Meg."
"I	couldn't	do	better	if	I	waited	half	my	life!	John	is	good	and	wise,	he's	got

heaps	 of	 talent,	 he's	willing	 to	work	 and	 sure	 to	 get	 on,	 he's	 so	 energetic	 and
brave.	Everyone	likes	and	respects	him,	and	I'm	proud	to	think	he	cares	for	me,
though	I'm	so	poor	and	young	and	silly,"	said	Meg,	looking	prettier	than	ever	in
her	earnestness.
"He	knows	you	have	got	rich	relations,	child.	That's	the	secret	of	his	liking,	I

suspect."
"Aunt	March,	how	dare	you	say	such	a	thing?	John	is	above	such	meanness,

and	 I	 won't	 listen	 to	 you	 a	 minute	 if	 you	 talk	 so,"	 cried	 Meg	 indignantly,
forgetting	 everything	 but	 the	 injustice	 of	 the	 old	 lady's	 suspicions.	 "My	 John
wouldn't	marry	for	money,	any	more	than	I	would.	We	are	willing	to	work	and
we	mean	to	wait.	I'm	not	afraid	of	being	poor,	for	I've	been	happy	so	far,	and	I
know	I	shall	be	with	him	because	he	loves	me,	and	I…	"
Meg	stopped	there,	remembering	all	of	a	sudden	that	she	hadn't	made	up	her

mind,	that	she	had	told	'her	John'	to	go	away,	and	that	he	might	be	overhearing
her	inconsistent	remarks.
Aunt	March	was	 very	 angry,	 for	 she	 had	 set	 her	 heart	 on	 having	 her	 pretty

niece	make	a	fine	match,	and	something	in	the	girl's	happy	young	face	made	the
lonely	old	woman	feel	both	sad	and	sour.
"Well,	 I	 wash	 my	 hands	 of	 the	 whole	 affair!	 You	 are	 a	 willful	 child,	 and

you've	 lost	 more	 than	 you	 know	 by	 this	 piece	 of	 folly.	 No,	 I	 won't	 stop.	 I'm
disappointed	 in	 you,	 and	 haven't	 spirits	 to	 see	 your	 father	 now.	 Don't	 expect
anything	 from	me	when	you	are	married.	Your	Mr.	Brooke's	 friends	must	 take
care	of	you.	I'm	done	with	you	forever."
And	slamming	the	door	in	Meg's	face,	Aunt	March	drove	off	in	high	dudgeon.

She	seemed	to	take	all	the	girl's	courage	with	her,	for	when	left	alone,	Meg	stood
for	a	moment,	undecided	whether	to	laugh	or	cry.	Before	she	could	make	up	her
mind,	she	was	taken	possession	of	by	Mr.	Brooke,	who	said	all	in	one	breath,	"I
couldn't	help	hearing,	Meg.	Thank	you	 for	defending	me,	and	Aunt	March	 for
proving	that	you	do	care	for	me	a	little	bit."
"I	didn't	know	how	much	till	she	abused	you,"	began	Meg.
"And	I	needn't	go	away,	but	may	stay	and	be	happy,	may	I,	dear?"
Here	was	another	fine	chance	to	make	the	crushing	speech	and	the	stately	exit,

but	Meg	never	thought	of	doing	either,	and	disgraced	herself	forever	in	Jo's	eyes
by	 meekly	 whispering,	 "Yes,	 John,"	 and	 hiding	 her	 face	 on	 Mr.	 Brooke's
waistcoat.
Fifteen	 minutes	 after	 Aunt	 March's	 departure,	 Jo	 came	 softly	 downstairs,



paused	an	 instant	at	 the	parlor	door,	 and	hearing	no	sound	within,	nodded	and
smiled	with	a	satisfied	expression,	saying	to	herself,	"She	has	seen	him	away	as
we	planned,	and	that	affair	 is	settled.	I'll	go	and	hear	 the	fun,	and	have	a	good
laugh	over	it."
But	poor	Jo	never	got	her	laugh,	for	she	was	transfixed	upon	the	threshold	by

a	spectacle	which	held	her	there,	staring	with	her	mouth	nearly	as	wide	open	as
her	eyes.	Going	 in	 to	exult	over	 a	 fallen	enemy	and	 to	praise	a	 strong-minded
sister	 for	 the	banishment	of	 an	objectionable	 lover,	 it	 certainly	was	 a	 shock	 to
behold	the	aforesaid	enemy	serenely	sitting	on	the	sofa,	with	the	strongminded
sister	 enthroned	 upon	 his	 knee	 and	 wearing	 an	 expression	 of	 the	 most	 abject
submission.	Jo	gave	a	sort	of	gasp,	as	if	a	cold	shower	bath	had	suddenly	fallen
upon	her,	 for	such	an	unexpected	 turning	of	 the	 tables	actually	 took	her	breath
away.	At	the	odd	sound	the	lovers	turned	and	saw	her.	Meg	jumped	up,	looking
both	proud	and	shy,	but	 'that	man',	as	Jo	called	him,	actually	 laughed	and	said
coolly,	as	he	kissed	the	astonished	newcomer,	"Sister	Jo,	congratulate	us!"
That	was	adding	insult	to	injury,	it	was	altogether	too	much,	and	making	some

wild	 demonstration	 with	 her	 hands,	 Jo	 vanished	 without	 a	 word.	 Rushing
upstairs,	 she	startled	 the	 invalids	by	exclaiming	 tragically	as	 she	burst	 into	 the
room,	"Oh,	do	somebody	go	down	quick!	John	Brooke	is	acting	dreadfully,	and
Meg	likes	it!"
Mr.	 and	Mrs.	March	 left	 the	 room	with	 speed,	 and	 casting	 herself	 upon	 the

bed,	Jo	cried	and	scolded	tempestuously	as	she	told	the	awful	news	to	Beth	and
Amy.	 The	 little	 girls,	 however,	 considered	 it	 a	most	 agreeable	 and	 interesting
event,	and	Jo	got	 little	comfort	from	them,	so	she	went	up	to	her	refuge	in	 the
garret,	and	confided	her	troubles	to	the	rats.
Nobody	ever	knew	what	went	on	in	the	parlor	that	afternoon,	but	a	great	deal

of	 talking	 was	 done,	 and	 quiet	 Mr.	 Brooke	 astonished	 his	 friends	 by	 the
eloquence	 and	 spirit	 with	 which	 he	 pleaded	 his	 suit,	 told	 his	 plans,	 and
persuaded	them	to	arrange	everything	just	as	he	wanted	it.
The	 tea	 bell	 rang	 before	 he	 had	 finished	 describing	 the	 paradise	 which	 he

meant	 to	 earn	 for	Meg,	 and	he	proudly	 took	her	 in	 to	 supper,	 both	 looking	 so
happy	 that	 Jo	 hadn't	 the	 heart	 to	 be	 jealous	 or	 dismal.	 Amy	 was	 very	 much
impressed	by	 John's	 devotion	 and	Meg's	 dignity,	Beth	beamed	 at	 them	 from	a
distance,	while	Mr.	and	Mrs.	March	surveyed	the	young	couple	with	such	tender
satisfaction	that	it	was	perfectly	evident	Aunt	March	was	right	in	calling	them	as
'unworldly	 as	 a	 pair	 of	 babies'.	 No	 one	 ate	 much,	 but	 everyone	 looked	 very
happy,	 and	 the	 old	 room	 seemed	 to	 brighten	 up	 amazingly	 when	 the	 first
romance	of	the	family	began	there.
"You	can't	say	nothing	pleasant	ever	happens	now,	can	you,	Meg?"	said	Amy,



trying	to	decide	how	she	would	group	the	lovers	in	a	sketch	she	was	planning	to
make.
"No,	 I'm	 sure	 I	 can't.	How	much	has	happened	 since	 I	 said	 that!	 It	 seems	a

year	 ago,"	 answered	Meg,	 who	 was	 in	 a	 blissful	 dream	 lifted	 far	 above	 such
common	things	as	bread	and	butter.
"The	 joys	 come	 close	 upon	 the	 sorrows	 this	 time,	 and	 I	 rather	 think	 the

changes	have	begun,"	said	Mrs.	March.	"In	most	families	there	comes,	now	and
then,	a	year	full	of	events.	This	has	been	such	a	one,	but	it	ends	well,	after	all."
"Hope	 the	next	will	 end	better,"	muttered	 Jo,	who	 found	 it	 very	hard	 to	 see

Meg	 absorbed	 in	 a	 stranger	 before	 her	 face,	 for	 Jo	 loved	 a	 few	 persons	 very
dearly	and	dreaded	to	have	their	affection	lost	or	lessened	in	any	way.
"I	hope	the	third	year	from	this	will	end	better.	I	mean	it	shall,	if	I	live	to	work

out	my	plans,"	 said	Mr.	Brooke,	 smiling	 at	Meg,	 as	 if	 everything	had	become
possible	to	him	now.
"Doesn't	 it	seem	very	long	to	wait?"	asked	Amy,	who	was	in	a	hurry	for	the

wedding.
"I've	got	so	much	to	learn	before	I	shall	be	ready,	it	seems	a	short	time	to	me,"

answered	Meg,	with	a	sweet	gravity	in	her	face	never	seen	there	before.
"You	have	only	to	wait,	I	am	to	do	the	work,"	said	John	beginning	his	labors

by	picking	up	Meg's	napkin,	with	an	expression	which	caused	 Jo	 to	 shake	her
head,	and	then	say	to	herself	with	an	air	of	relief	as	the	front	door	banged,	"Here
comes	Laurie.	Now	we	shall	have	some	sensible	conversation."
But	 Jo	 was	 mistaken,	 for	 Laurie	 came	 prancing	 in,	 overflowing	 with	 good

spirits,	 bearing	 a	 great	 bridal-looking	 bouquet	 for	 'Mrs.	 John	 Brooke',	 and
evidently	 laboring	 under	 the	 delusion	 that	 the	 whole	 affair	 had	 been	 brought
about	by	his	excellent	management.
"I	knew	Brooke	would	have	it	all	his	own	way,	he	always	does,	for	when	he

makes	up	his	mind	to	accomplish	anything,	it's	done	though	the	sky	falls,"	said
Laurie,	when	he	had	presented	his	offering	and	his	congratulations.
"Much	 obliged	 for	 that	 recommendation.	 I	 take	 it	 as	 a	 good	 omen	 for	 the

future	and	 invite	you	 to	my	wedding	on	 the	 spot,"	answered	Mr.	Brooke,	who
felt	at	peace	with	all	mankind,	even	his	mischievous	pupil.
"I'll	come	if	I'm	at	the	ends	of	the	earth,	for	the	sight	of	Jo's	face	alone	on	that

occasion	would	be	worth	a	 long	journey.	You	don't	 look	festive,	ma'am,	what's
the	matter?"	asked	Laurie,	following	her	into	a	corner	of	the	parlor,	whither	all
had	adjourned	to	greet	Mr.	Laurence.
"I	don't	approve	of	the	match,	but	I've	made	up	my	mind	to	bear	it,	and	shall

not	say	a	word	against	it,"	said	Jo	solemnly.	"You	can't	know	how	hard	it	is	for
me	to	give	up	Meg,"	she	continued	with	a	little	quiver	in	her	voice.



"You	don't	give	her	up.	You	only	go	halves,"	said	Laurie	consolingly.
"It	can	never	be	the	same	again.	I've	lost	my	dearest	friend,"	sighed	Jo.
"You've	got	me,	anyhow.	I'm	not	good	for	much,	I	know,	but	I'll	stand	by	you,

Jo,	 all	 the	 days	 of	my	 life.	Upon	my	word	 I	will!"	 and	Laurie	meant	what	 he
said.
"I	 know	 you	 will,	 and	 I'm	 ever	 so	 much	 obliged.	 You	 are	 always	 a	 great

comfort	to	me,	Teddy,"	returned	Jo,	gratefully	shaking	hands.
"Well,	now,	don't	be	dismal,	there's	a	good	fellow.	It's	all	right	you	see.	Meg	is

happy,	Brooke	will	fly	round	and	get	settled	immediately,	Grandpa	will	attend	to
him,	 and	 it	 will	 be	 very	 jolly	 to	 see	Meg	 in	 her	 own	 little	 house.	We'll	 have
capital	 times	 after	 she	 is	 gone,	 for	 I	 shall	 be	 through	 college	before	 long,	 and
then	we'll	go	abroad	on	some	nice	trip	or	other.	Wouldn't	that	console	you?"
"I	 rather	 think	 it	 would,	 but	 there's	 no	 knowing	 what	 may	 happen	 in	 three

years,"	said	Jo	thoughtfully.
"That's	true.	Don't	you	wish	you	could	take	a	look	forward	and	see	where	we

shall	all	be	then?	I	do,"	returned	Laurie.
"I	think	not,	for	I	might	see	something	sad,	and	everyone	looks	so	happy	now,

I	don't	believe	they	could	be	much	improved."	And	Jo's	eyes	went	slowly	round
the	room,	brightening	as	they	looked,	for	the	prospect	was	a	pleasant	one.
Father	 and	 Mother	 sat	 together,	 quietly	 reliving	 the	 first	 chapter	 of	 the

romance	which	 for	 them	began	some	 twenty	years	ago.	Amy	was	drawing	 the
lovers,	 who	 sat	 apart	 in	 a	 beautiful	 world	 of	 their	 own,	 the	 light	 of	 which
touched	their	faces	with	a	grace	the	little	artist	could	not	copy.	Beth	lay	on	her
sofa,	 talking	cheerily	with	her	old	 friend,	who	held	her	 little	hand	as	 if	he	 felt
that	 it	possessed	 the	power	 to	 lead	him	along	 the	peaceful	way	she	walked.	Jo
lounged	 in	her	 favorite	 low	seat,	with	 the	grave	quiet	 look	which	best	became
her,	 and	Laurie,	 leaning	on	 the	back	of	 her	 chair,	 his	 chin	on	 a	 level	with	her
curly	head,	smiled	with	his	friendliest	aspect,	and	nodded	at	her	in	the	long	glass
which	reflected	them	both.
So	the	curtain	falls	upon	Meg,	Jo,	Beth,	and	Amy.	Whether	it	ever	rises	again,

depends	upon	the	reception	given	the	first	act	of	the	domestic	drama	called	Little
Women.



Part	2



Chapter		1
Gossip

In	order	 that	we	may	start	afresh	and	go	 to	Meg's	wedding	with	 free	minds,	 it
will	 be	well	 to	 begin	with	 a	 little	 gossip	 about	 the	Marches.	And	 here	 let	me
premise	that	if	any	of	the	elders	think	there	is	too	much	'lovering'	in	the	story,	as
I	fear	they	may	(I'm	not	afraid	the	young	folks	will	make	that	objection),	I	can
only	say	with	Mrs.	March,	"What	can	you	expect	when	I	have	four	gay	girls	in
the	house,	and	a	dashing	young	neighbor	over	the	way?"
The	 three	years	 that	have	passed	have	brought	but	 few	changes	 to	 the	quiet

family.	The	war	is	over,	and	Mr.	March	safely	at	home,	busy	with	his	books	and
the	small	parish	which	 found	 in	him	a	minister	by	nature	as	by	grace,	a	quiet,
studious	man,	rich	in	the	wisdom	that	is	better	than	learning,	the	charity	which
calls	 all	 mankind	 'brother',	 the	 piety	 that	 blossoms	 into	 character,	 making	 it
august	and	lovely.
These	attributes,	in	spite	of	poverty	and	the	strict	integrity	which	shut	him	out

from	 the	more	worldly	 successes,	attracted	 to	him	many	admirable	persons,	as
naturally	as	sweet	herbs	draw	bees,	and	as	naturally	he	gave	them	the	honey	into
which	fifty	years	of	hard	experience	had	distilled	no	bitter	drop.	Earnest	young
men	 found	 the	 gray-headed	 scholar	 as	 young	 at	 heart	 as	 they;	 thoughtful	 or
troubled	women	 instinctively	 brought	 their	 doubts	 to	 him,	 sure	 of	 finding	 the
gentlest	sympathy,	the	wisest	counsel.	Sinners	told	their	sins	to	the	pure-hearted
old	man	 and	were	both	 rebuked	 and	 saved.	Gifted	men	 found	 a	 companion	 in
him.	Ambitious	men	 caught	 glimpses	 of	 nobler	 ambitions	 than	 their	 own,	 and
even	worldlings	confessed	that	his	beliefs	were	beautiful	and	true,	although	'they
wouldn't	pay'.
To	outsiders	the	five	energetic	women	seemed	to	rule	the	house,	and	so	they

did	in	many	things,	but	the	quiet	scholar,	sitting	among	his	books,	was	still	the
head	of	the	family,	the	household	conscience,	anchor,	and	comforter,	for	to	him
the	busy,	anxious	women	always	 turned	 in	 troublous	 times,	 finding	him,	 in	 the
truest	sense	of	those	sacred	words,	husband	and	father.
The	 girls	 gave	 their	 hearts	 into	 their	mother's	 keeping,	 their	 souls	 into	 their

father's,	and	to	both	parents,	who	lived	and	labored	so	faithfully	for	them,	they
gave	a	love	that	grew	with	their	growth	and	bound	them	tenderly	together	by	the
sweetest	tie	which	blesses	life	and	outlives	death.



Mrs.	March	 is	 as	brisk	and	cheery,	 though	 rather	grayer,	 than	when	we	 saw
her	last,	and	just	now	so	absorbed	in	Meg's	affairs	that	the	hospitals	and	homes
still	 full	 of	wounded	 'boys'	 and	 soldiers'	widows,	 decidedly	miss	 the	motherly
missionary's	visits.
John	Brooke	did	his	duty	manfully	for	a	year,	got	wounded,	was	sent	home,

and	not	allowed	to	return.	He	received	no	stars	or	bars,	but	he	deserved	them,	for
he	cheerfully	risked	all	he	had,	and	life	and	love	are	very	precious	when	both	are
in	full	bloom.	Perfectly	resigned	to	his	discharge,	he	devoted	himself	to	getting
well,	preparing	for	business,	and	earning	a	home	for	Meg.	With	the	good	sense
and	sturdy	independence	that	characterized	him,	he	refused	Mr.	Laurence's	more
generous	offers,	and	accepted	the	place	of	bookkeeper,	feeling	better	satisfied	to
begin	with	an	honestly	earned	salary	 than	by	 running	any	 risks	with	borrowed
money.
Meg	had	spent	 the	 time	in	working	as	well	as	waiting,	growing	womanly	 in

character,	 wise	 in	 housewifely	 arts,	 and	 prettier	 than	 ever,	 for	 love	 is	 a	 great
beautifier.	 She	 had	 her	 girlish	 ambitions	 and	 hopes,	 and	 felt	 some
disappointment	at	the	humble	way	in	which	the	new	life	must	begin.	Ned	Moffat
had	 just	married	 Sallie	Gardiner,	 and	Meg	 couldn't	 help	 contrasting	 their	 fine
house	and	carriage,	many	gifts,	 and	 splendid	outfit	with	her	own,	 and	 secretly
wishing	 she	 could	 have	 the	 same.	 But	 somehow	 envy	 and	 discontent	 soon
vanished	when	she	thought	of	all	the	patient	love	and	labor	John	had	put	into	the
little	home	awaiting	her,	and	when	they	sat	together	in	the	twilight,	talking	over
their	small	plans,	the	future	always	grew	so	beautiful	and	bright	that	she	forgot
Sallie's	splendor	and	felt	herself	the	richest,	happiest	girl	in	Christendom.
Jo	never	went	back	to	Aunt	March,	for	the	old	lady	took	such	a	fancy	to	Amy

that	 she	 bribed	 her	 with	 the	 offer	 of	 drawing	 lessons	 from	 one	 of	 the	 best
teachers	going,	and	for	the	sake	of	this	advantage,	Amy	would	have	served	a	far
harder	mistress.	So	 she	gave	her	mornings	 to	duty,	 her	 afternoons	 to	pleasure,
and	prospered	 finely.	 Jo	meantime	devoted	herself	 to	 literature	 and	Beth,	who
remained	 delicate	 long	 after	 the	 fever	was	 a	 thing	 of	 the	 past.	 Not	 an	 invalid
exactly,	 but	 never	 again	 the	 rosy,	 healthy	 creature	 she	 had	 been,	 yet	 always
hopeful,	happy,	and	serene,	and	busy	with	the	quiet	duties	she	loved,	everyone's
friend,	 and	 an	 angel	 in	 the	 house,	 long	 before	 those	who	 loved	 her	most	 had
learned	to	know	it.
As	long	as	The	Spread	Eagle	paid	her	a	dollar	a	column	for	her	 'rubbish',	as

she	 called	 it,	 Jo	 felt	 herself	 a	 woman	 of	means,	 and	 spun	 her	 little	 romances
diligently.	But	great	plans	fermented	in	her	busy	brain	and	ambitious	mind,	and
the	 old	 tin	 kitchen	 in	 the	 garret	 held	 a	 slowly	 increasing	 pile	 of	 blotted
manuscript,	 which	was	 one	 day	 to	 place	 the	 name	 of	March	 upon	 the	 roll	 of



fame.
Laurie,	 having	 dutifully	 gone	 to	 college	 to	 please	 his	 grandfather,	was	 now

getting	 through	 it	 in	 the	easiest	possible	manner	 to	please	himself.	A	universal
favorite,	thanks	to	money,	manners,	much	talent,	and	the	kindest	heart	that	ever
got	its	owner	into	scrapes	by	trying	to	get	other	people	out	of	them,	he	stood	in
great	danger	of	being	spoiled,	and	probably	would	have	been,	like	many	another
promising	boy,	if	he	had	not	possessed	a	talisman	against	evil	in	the	memory	of
the	 kind	 old	man	who	was	 bound	 up	 in	 his	 success,	 the	motherly	 friend	who
watched	over	him	as	if	he	were	her	son,	and	last,	but	not	least	by	any	means,	the
knowledge	that	four	innocent	girls	loved,	admired,	and	believed	in	him	with	all
their	hearts.
Being	 only	 'a	 glorious	 human	 boy',	 of	 course	 he	 frolicked	 and	 flirted,	 grew

dandified,	 aquatic,	 sentimental,	 or	 gymnastic,	 as	 college	 fashions	 ordained,
hazed	 and	was	 hazed,	 talked	 slang,	 and	more	 than	 once	 came	 perilously	 near
suspension	and	expulsion.	But	as	high	spirits	and	the	love	of	fun	were	the	causes
of	 these	 pranks,	 he	 always	 managed	 to	 save	 himself	 by	 frank	 confession,
honorable	atonement,	or	the	irresistible	power	of	persuasion	which	he	possessed
in	perfection.	In	fact,	he	rather	prided	himself	on	his	narrow	escapes,	and	liked
to	 thrill	 the	 girls	 with	 graphic	 accounts	 of	 his	 triumphs	 over	 wrathful	 tutors,
dignified	 professors,	 and	 vanquished	 enemies.	 The	 'men	 of	 my	 class',	 were
heroes	in	the	eyes	of	the	girls,	who	never	wearied	of	the	exploits	of	'our	fellows',
and	were	frequently	allowed	to	bask	in	the	smiles	of	these	great	creatures,	when
Laurie	brought	them	home	with	him.
Amy	 especially	 enjoyed	 this	 high	 honor,	 and	 became	 quite	 a	 belle	 among

them,	 for	her	 ladyship	early	 felt	and	 learned	 to	use	 the	gift	of	 fascination	with
which	 she	 was	 endowed.	 Meg	 was	 too	 much	 absorbed	 in	 her	 private	 and
particular	 John	 to	 care	 for	 any	other	 lords	of	 creation,	 and	Beth	 too	 shy	 to	do
more	than	peep	at	them	and	wonder	how	Amy	dared	to	order	them	about	so,	but
Jo	 felt	 quite	 in	 her	 own	 element,	 and	 found	 it	 very	 difficult	 to	 refrain	 from
imitating	 the	 gentlemanly	 attitudes,	 phrases,	 and	 feats,	 which	 seemed	 more
natural	 to	her	 than	the	decorums	prescribed	for	young	ladies.	They	all	 liked	Jo
immensely,	 but	 never	 fell	 in	 love	 with	 her,	 though	 very	 few	 escaped	 without
paying	the	tribute	of	a	sentimental	sigh	or	two	at	Amy's	shrine.	And	speaking	of
sentiment	brings	us	very	naturally	to	the	'Dovecote'.
That	 was	 the	 name	 of	 the	 little	 brown	 house	Mr.	 Brooke	 had	 prepared	 for

Meg's	 first	 home.	Laurie	had	 christened	 it,	 saying	 it	was	highly	 appropriate	 to
the	gentle	lovers	who	'went	on	together	like	a	pair	of	turtledoves,	with	first	a	bill
and	then	a	coo'.	It	was	a	tiny	house,	with	a	little	garden	behind	and	a	lawn	about
as	big	as	a	pocket	handkerchief	in	the	front.	Here	Meg	meant	to	have	a	fountain,



shrubbery,	and	a	profusion	of	lovely	flowers,	though	just	at	present	the	fountain
was	 represented	by	a	weather-beaten	urn,	very	 like	a	dilapidated	slopbowl,	 the
shrubbery	consisted	of	several	young	larches,	undecided	whether	to	live	or	die,
and	the	profusion	of	flowers	was	merely	hinted	by	regiments	of	sticks	to	show
where	seeds	were	planted.	But	inside,	it	was	altogether	charming,	and	the	happy
bride	saw	no	fault	from	garret	to	cellar.	To	be	sure,	the	hall	was	so	narrow	it	was
fortunate	that	they	had	no	piano,	for	one	never	could	have	been	got	in	whole,	the
dining	room	was	so	small	that	six	people	were	a	tight	fit,	and	the	kitchen	stairs
seemed	 built	 for	 the	 express	 purpose	 of	 precipitating	 both	 servants	 and	 china
pell-mell	 into	 the	 coalbin.	 But	 once	 get	 used	 to	 these	 slight	 blemishes	 and
nothing	 could	 be	more	 complete,	 for	 good	 sense	 and	 good	 taste	 had	 presided
over	 the	 furnishing,	 and	 the	 result	 was	 highly	 satisfactory.	 There	 were	 no
marble-topped	tables,	long	mirrors,	or	lace	curtains	in	the	little	parlor,	but	simple
furniture,	 plenty	of	 books,	 a	 fine	picture	or	 two,	 a	 stand	of	 flowers	 in	 the	bay
window,	and,	scattered	all	about,	the	pretty	gifts	which	came	from	friendly	hands
and	were	the	fairer	for	the	loving	messages	they	brought.
I	don't	think	the	Parian	Psyche	Laurie	gave	lost	any	of	its	beauty	because	John

put	up	the	bracket	it	stood	upon,	that	any	upholsterer	could	have	draped	the	plain
muslin	curtains	more	gracefully	than	Amy's	artistic	hand,	or	that	any	store-room
was	ever	better	provided	with	good	wishes,	merry	words,	and	happy	hopes	than
that	in	which	Jo	and	her	mother	put	away	Meg's	few	boxes,	barrels,	and	bundles,
and	I	am	morally	certain	that	the	spandy	new	kitchen	never	could	have	looked	so
cozy	and	neat	if	Hannah	had	not	arranged	every	pot	and	pan	a	dozen	times	over,
and	laid	the	fire	all	ready	for	lighting	the	minute	'Mis.	Brooke	came	home'.	I	also
doubt	 if	 any	 young	 matron	 ever	 began	 life	 with	 so	 rich	 a	 supply	 of	 dusters,
holders,	 and	 piece	 bags,	 for	 Beth	made	 enough	 to	 last	 till	 the	 silver	 wedding
came	 round,	 and	 invented	 three	 different	 kinds	 of	 dishcloths	 for	 the	 express
service	of	the	bridal	china.
People	who	hire	all	these	things	done	for	them	never	know	what	they	lose,	for

the	 homeliest	 tasks	 get	 beautified	 if	 loving	hands	 do	 them,	 and	Meg	 found	 so
many	proofs	of	this	that	everything	in	her	small	nest,	from	the	kitchen	roller	to
the	 silver	 vase	 on	 her	 parlor	 table,	 was	 eloquent	 of	 home	 love	 and	 tender
forethought.
What	 happy	 times	 they	 had	 planning	 together,	 what	 solemn	 shopping

excursions,	what	 funny	mistakes	 they	made,	and	what	shouts	of	 laughter	arose
over	 Laurie's	 ridiculous	 bargains.	 In	 his	 love	 of	 jokes,	 this	 young	 gentleman,
though	nearly	through	college,	was	a	much	of	a	boy	as	ever.	His	last	whim	had
been	 to	 bring	with	 him	 on	 his	weekly	 visits	 some	 new,	 useful,	 and	 ingenious
article	for	the	young	housekeeper.	Now	a	bag	of	remarkable	clothespins,	next,	a



wonderful	nutmeg	grater	which	fell	to	pieces	at	the	first	trial,	a	knife	cleaner	that
spoiled	all	the	knives,	or	a	sweeper	that	picked	the	nap	neatly	off	the	carpet	and
left	 the	 dirt,	 labor-saving	 soap	 that	 took	 the	 skin	 off	 one's	 hands,	 infallible
cements	which	stuck	firmly	to	nothing	but	the	fingers	of	the	deluded	buyer,	and
every	kind	of	tinware,	from	a	toy	savings	bank	for	odd	pennies,	to	a	wonderful
boiler	 which	 would	 wash	 articles	 in	 its	 own	 steam	 with	 every	 prospect	 of
exploding	in	the	process.
In	vain	Meg	begged	him	to	stop.	John	laughed	at	him,	and	Jo	called	him	'Mr.

Toodles'.	He	was	possessed	with	a	mania	for	patronizing	Yankee	ingenuity,	and
seeing	 his	 friends	 fitly	 furnished	 forth.	 So	 each	 week	 beheld	 some	 fresh
absurdity.
Everything	was	done	at	last,	even	to	Amy's	arranging	different	colored	soaps

to	match	 the	 different	 colored	 rooms,	 and	Beth's	 setting	 the	 table	 for	 the	 first
meal.
"Are	you	satisfied?	Does	it	seem	like	home,	and	do	you	feel	as	if	you	should

be	happy	here?"	 asked	Mrs.	March,	 as	 she	 and	her	 daughter	went	 through	 the
new	 kingdom	 arm	 in	 arm,	 for	 just	 then	 they	 seemed	 to	 cling	 together	 more
tenderly	than	ever.
"Yes,	Mother,	perfectly	satisfied,	 thanks	 to	you	all,	and	so	happy	that	 I	can't

talk	about	it,"	with	a	look	that	was	far	better	than	words.
"If	she	only	had	a	servant	or	two	it	would	be	all	right,"	said	Amy,	coming	out

of	the	parlor,	where	she	had	been	trying	to	decide	whether	the	bronze	Mercury
looked	best	on	the	whatnot	or	the	mantlepiece.
"Mother	and	I	have	talked	that	over,	and	I	have	made	up	my	mind	to	try	her

way	first.	There	will	be	so	little	to	do	that	with	Lotty	to	run	my	errands	and	help
me	here	and	there,	I	shall	only	have	enough	work	to	keep	me	from	getting	lazy
or	homesick,"	answered	Meg	tranquilly.
"Sallie	Moffat	has	four,"	began	Amy.
"If	Meg	had	four,	the	house	wouldn't	hold	them,	and	master	and	missis	would

have	to	camp	in	the	garden,"	broke	in	Jo,	who,	enveloped	in	a	big	blue	pinafore,
was	giving	the	last	polish	to	the	door	handles.
"Sallie	 isn't	a	poor	man's	wife,	and	many	maids	are	in	keeping	with	her	fine

establishment.	Meg	and	John	begin	humbly,	but	I	have	a	feeling	that	there	will
be	 quite	 as	 much	 happiness	 in	 the	 little	 house	 as	 in	 the	 big	 one.	 It's	 a	 great
mistake	 for	 young	girls	 like	Meg	 to	 leave	 themselves	nothing	 to	do	but	 dress,
give	 orders,	 and	 gossip.	When	 I	was	 first	married,	 I	 used	 to	 long	 for	my	new
clothes	 to	wear	 out	 or	 get	 torn,	 so	 that	 I	might	 have	 the	 pleasure	 of	mending
them,	 for	 I	 got	 heartily	 sick	 of	 doing	 fancywork	 and	 tending	 my	 pocket
handkerchief."



"Why	didn't	you	go	into	the	kitchen	and	make	messes,	as	Sallie	says	she	does
to	amuse	herself,	though	they	never	turn	out	well	and	the	servants	laugh	at	her,"
said	Meg.
"I	did	after	a	while,	not	to	'mess'	but	to	learn	of	Hannah	how	things	should	be

done,	that	my	servants	need	not	laugh	at	me.	It	was	play	then,	but	there	came	a
time	when	I	was	truly	grateful	that	I	not	only	possessed	the	will	but	the	power	to
cook	wholesome	food	for	my	little	girls,	and	help	myself	when	I	could	no	longer
afford	 to	hire	help.	You	begin	at	 the	other	end,	Meg,	dear,	but	 the	 lessons	you
learn	now	will	be	of	use	 to	you	by-and-by	when	 John	 is	 a	 richer	man,	 for	 the
mistress	of	a	house,	however	splendid,	should	know	how	work	ought	to	be	done,
if	she	wishes	to	be	well	and	honestly	served."
"Yes,	Mother,	 I'm	 sure	 of	 that,"	 said	Meg,	 listening	 respectfully	 to	 the	 little

lecture,	for	the	best	of	women	will	hold	forth	upon	the	all	absorbing	subject	of
house	keeping.	"Do	you	know	I	 like	 this	 room	most	of	all	 in	my	baby	house,"
added	Meg,	a	minute	after,	as	 they	went	upstairs	and	she	looked	into	her	well-
stored	linen	closet.
Beth	was	there,	laying	the	snowy	piles	smoothly	on	the	shelves	and	exulting

over	the	goodly	array.	All	three	laughed	as	Meg	spoke,	for	that	linen	closet	was	a
joke.	You	see,	having	said	that	if	Meg	married	'that	Brooke'	she	shouldn't	have	a
cent	 of	 her	 money,	 Aunt	 March	 was	 rather	 in	 a	 quandary	 when	 time	 had
appeased	her	wrath	and	made	her	repent	her	vow.	She	never	broke	her	word,	and
was	much	exercised	in	her	mind	how	to	get	round	it,	and	at	last	devised	a	plan
whereby	she	could	satisfy	herself.	Mrs.	Carrol,	Florence's	mamma,	was	ordered
to	buy,	have	made,	and	marked	a	generous	supply	of	house	and	table	linen,	and
send	it	as	her	present,	all	of	which	was	faithfully	done,	but	the	secret	leaked	out,
and	 was	 greatly	 enjoyed	 by	 the	 family,	 for	 Aunt	 March	 tried	 to	 look	 utterly
unconscious,	 and	 insisted	 that	 she	 could	 give	 nothing	 but	 the	 old-fashioned
pearls	long	promised	to	the	first	bride.
"That's	a	housewifely	taste	which	I	am	glad	to	see.	I	had	a	young	friend	who

set	up	housekeeping	with	six	sheets,	but	she	had	finger	bowls	for	company	and
that	satisfied	her,"	said	Mrs.	March,	patting	the	damask	tablecloths,	with	a	truly
feminine	appreciation	of	their	fineness.
"I	 haven't	 a	 single	 finger	 bowl,	 but	 this	 is	 a	 setout	 that	will	 last	me	 all	my

days,	Hannah	says."	And	Meg	looked	quite	contented,	as	well	she	might.
A	tall,	broad-shouldered	young	fellow,	with	a	cropped	head,	a	felt	basin	of	a

hat,	and	a	 flyaway	coat,	came	 tramping	down	the	road	at	a	great	pace,	walked
over	the	low	fence	without	stopping	to	open	the	gate,	straight	up	to	Mrs.	March,
with	both	hands	out	and	a	hearty…
"Here	I	am,	Mother!	Yes,	it's	all	right."



The	last	words	were	 in	answer	 to	 the	 look	the	elder	 lady	gave	him,	a	kindly
questioning	 look	 which	 the	 handsome	 eyes	 met	 so	 frankly	 that	 the	 little
ceremony	closed,	as	usual,	with	a	motherly	kiss.
"For	Mrs.	 John	 Brooke,	 with	 the	maker's	 congratulations	 and	 compliments.

Bless	you,	Beth!	What	a	refreshing	spectacle	you	are,	Jo.	Amy,	you	are	getting
altogether	too	handsome	for	a	single	lady."
As	Laurie	spoke,	he	delivered	a	brown	paper	parcel	to	Meg,	pulled	Beth's	hair

ribbon,	stared	at	Jo's	big	pinafore,	and	fell	into	an	attitude	of	mock	rapture	before
Amy,	then	shook	hands	all	round,	and	everyone	began	to	talk.
"Where	is	John?"	asked	Meg	anxiously.
"Stopped	to	get	the	license	for	tomorrow,	ma'am."
"Which	side	won	the	last	match,	Teddy?"	inquired	Jo,	who	persisted	in	feeling

an	interest	in	manly	sports	despite	her	nineteen	years.
"Ours,	of	course.	Wish	you'd	been	there	to	see."
"How	is	the	lovely	Miss	Randal?"	asked	Amy	with	a	significant	smile.
"More	cruel	than	ever.	Don't	you	see	how	I'm	pining	away?"	and	Laurie	gave

his	broad	chest	a	sounding	slap	and	heaved	a	melodramatic	sigh.
"What's	 the	 last	 joke?	Undo	 the	bundle	and	 see,	Meg,"	 said	Beth,	 eying	 the

knobby	parcel	with	curiosity.
"It's	a	useful	 thing	 to	have	 in	 the	house	 in	case	of	 fire	or	 thieves,"	observed

Laurie,	as	a	watchman's	rattle	appeared,	amid	the	laughter	of	the	girls.
"Any	time	when	John	is	away	and	you	get	frightened,	Mrs.	Meg,	 just	swing

that	out	of	the	front	window,	and	it	will	rouse	the	neighborhood	in	a	jiffy.	Nice
thing,	 isn't	 it?"	 and	 Laurie	 gave	 them	 a	 sample	 of	 its	 powers	 that	made	 them
cover	up	their	ears.
"There's	gratitude	for	you!	And	speaking	of	gratitude	reminds	me	to	mention

that	 you	may	 thank	Hannah	 for	 saving	 your	wedding	 cake	 from	destruction.	 I
saw	it	going	into	your	house	as	I	came	by,	and	if	she	hadn't	defended	it	manfully
I'd	have	had	a	pick	at	it,	for	it	looked	like	a	remarkably	plummy	one."
"I	wonder	if	you	will	ever	grow	up,	Laurie,"	said	Meg	in	a	matronly	tone.
"I'm	doing	my	best,	ma'am,	but	can't	get	much	higher,	I'm	afraid,	as	six	feet	is

about	all	men	can	do	in	these	degenerate	days,"	responded	the	young	gentleman,
whose	head	was	about	level	with	the	little	chandelier.
"I	 suppose	 it	 would	 be	 profanation	 to	 eat	 anything	 in	 this	 spick-and-span

bower,	 so	 as	 I'm	 tremendously	 hungry,	 I	 propose	 an	 adjournment,"	 he	 added
presently.
"Mother	and	I	are	going	to	wait	for	John.	There	are	some	last	things	to	settle,"

said	Meg,	bustling	away.
"Beth	 and	 I	 are	 going	 over	 to	 Kitty	 Bryant's	 to	 get	 more	 flowers	 for



tomorrow,"	added	Amy,	tying	a	picturesque	hat	over	her	picturesque	curls,	and
enjoying	the	effect	as	much	as	anybody.
"Come,	Jo,	don't	desert	a	fellow.	I'm	in	such	a	state	of	exhaustion	I	can't	get

home	without	help.	Don't	 take	off	your	apron,	whatever	you	do,	 it's	peculiarly
becoming,"	 said	Laurie,	 as	 Jo	 bestowed	his	 especial	 aversion	 in	 her	 capacious
pocket	and	offered	her	arm	to	support	his	feeble	steps.
"Now,	Teddy,	 I	want	 to	 talk	 seriously	 to	you	about	 tomorrow,"	began	Jo,	 as

they	strolled	away	together.	"You	must	promise	 to	behave	well,	and	not	cut	up
any	pranks,	and	spoil	our	plans."
"Not	a	prank."
"And	don't	say	funny	things	when	we	ought	to	be	sober."
"I	never	do.	You	are	the	one	for	that."
"And	I	 implore	you	not	 to	 look	at	me	during	 the	ceremony.	 I	 shall	certainly

laugh	if	you	do."
"You	won't	see	me,	you'll	be	crying	so	hard	that	the	thick	fog	round	you	will

obscure	the	prospect."
"I	never	cry	unless	for	some	great	affliction."
"Such	as	fellows	going	to	college,	hey?"	cut	in	Laurie,	with	suggestive	laugh.
"Don't	be	a	peacock.	I	only	moaned	a	trifle	to	keep	the	girls	company."
"Exactly.	I	say,	Jo,	how	is	Grandpa	this	week?	Pretty	amiable?"
"Very.	Why,	have	you	got	into	a	scrape	and	want	to	know	how	he'll	take	it?"

asked	Jo	rather	sharply.
"Now,	Jo,	do	you	think	I'd	look	your	mother	in	the	face	and	say	'All	right',	if	it

wasn't?"	and	Laurie	stopped	short,	with	an	injured	air.
"No,	I	don't."
"Then	 don't	 go	 and	 be	 suspicious.	 I	 only	 want	 some	 money,"	 said	 Laurie,

walking	on	again,	appeased	by	her	hearty	tone.
"You	spend	a	great	deal,	Teddy."
"Bless	 you,	 I	 don't	 spend	 it,	 it	 spends	 itself	 somehow,	 and	 is	 gone	 before	 I

know	it."
"You	are	so	generous	and	kind-hearted	 that	you	 let	people	borrow,	and	can't

say	 'No'	 to	 anyone.	We	 heard	 about	Henshaw	 and	 all	 you	 did	 for	 him.	 If	 you
always	spent	money	in	that	way,	no	one	would	blame	you,"	said	Jo	warmly.
"Oh,	he	made	a	mountain	out	of	a	molehill.	You	wouldn't	have	me	let	that	fine

fellow	work	himself	 to	death	 just	 for	want	of	a	 little	help,	when	he	 is	worth	a
dozen	of	us	lazy	chaps,	would	you?"
"Of	course	not,	but	 I	don't	 see	 the	use	of	your	having	 seventeen	waistcoats,

endless	neckties,	and	a	new	hat	every	time	you	come	home.	I	thought	you'd	got
over	the	dandy	period,	but	every	now	and	then	it	breaks	out	in	a	new	spot.	Just



now	 it's	 the	 fashion	 to	 be	 hideous,	 to	 make	 your	 head	 look	 like	 a	 scrubbing
brush,	wear	a	strait	jacket,	orange	gloves,	and	clumping	square-toed	boots.	If	it
was	cheap	ugliness,	I'd	say	nothing,	but	it	costs	as	much	as	the	other,	and	I	don't
get	any	satisfaction	out	of	it."
Laurie	threw	back	his	head,	and	laughed	so	heartily	at	this	attack,	that	the	felt

hat	fell	off,	and	Jo	walked	on	it,	which	insult	only	afforded	him	an	opportunity
for	expatiating	on	the	advantages	of	a	rough-and-ready	costume,	as	he	folded	up
the	maltreated	hat,	and	stuffed	it	into	his	pocket.
"Don't	 lecture	 any	more,	 there's	 a	 good	 soul!	 I	 have	 enough	 all	 through	 the

week,	and	like	to	enjoy	myself	when	I	come	home.	I'll	get	myself	up	regardless
of	expense	tomorrow	and	be	a	satisfaction	to	my	friends."
"I'll	 leave	you	 in	peace	 if	you'll	only	 let	your	hair	grow.	I'm	not	aristocratic,

but	I	do	object	to	being	seen	with	a	person	who	looks	like	a	young	prize	fighter,"
observed	Jo	severely.
"This	 unassuming	 style	 promotes	 study,	 that's	 why	 we	 adopt	 it,"	 returned

Laurie,	 who	 certainly	 could	 not	 be	 accused	 of	 vanity,	 having	 voluntarily
sacrificed	a	handsome	curly	crop	to	the	demand	for	quarter-inch-long	stubble.
"By	 the	 way,	 Jo,	 I	 think	 that	 little	 Parker	 is	 really	 getting	 desperate	 about

Amy.	 He	 talks	 of	 her	 constantly,	 writes	 poetry,	 and	 moons	 about	 in	 a	 most
suspicious	manner.	He'd	better	nip	his	little	passion	in	the	bud,	hadn't	he?"	added
Laurie,	in	a	confidential,	elder	brotherly	tone,	after	a	minute's	silence.
"Of	course	he	had.	We	don't	want	any	more	marrying	in	this	family	for	years

to	come.	Mercy	on	us,	what	are	the	children	thinking	of?"	and	Jo	looked	as	much
scandalized	as	if	Amy	and	little	Parker	were	not	yet	in	their	teens.
"It's	 a	 fast	 age,	 and	 I	don't	 know	what	we	are	 coming	 to,	ma'am.	You	are	 a

mere	 infant,	 but	 you'll	 go	 next,	 Jo,	 and	 we'll	 be	 left	 lamenting,"	 said	 Laurie,
shaking	his	head	over	the	degeneracy	of	the	times.
"Don't	be	alarmed.	 I'm	not	one	of	 the	agreeable	 sort.	Nobody	will	want	me,

and	it's	a	mercy,	for	there	should	always	be	one	old	maid	in	a	family."
"You	won't	give	anyone	a	chance,"	said	Laurie,	with	a	sidelong	glance	and	a

little	more	color	than	before	in	his	sunburned	face.	"You	won't	show	the	soft	side
of	 your	 character,	 and	 if	 a	 fellow	 gets	 a	 peep	 at	 it	 by	 accident	 and	 can't	 help
showing	 that	 he	 likes	 it,	 you	 treat	 him	as	Mrs.	Gummidge	did	her	 sweetheart,
throw	cold	water	over	him,	and	get	so	thorny	no	one	dares	touch	or	look	at	you."
"I	don't	like	that	sort	of	thing.	I'm	too	busy	to	be	worried	with	nonsense,	and	I

think	 it's	 dreadful	 to	 break	 up	 families	 so.	 Now	 don't	 say	 any	more	 about	 it.
Meg's	wedding	has	turned	all	our	heads,	and	we	talk	of	nothing	but	 lovers	and
such	absurdities.	 I	 don't	wish	 to	get	 cross,	 so	 let's	 change	 the	 subject;"	 and	 Jo
looked	quite	ready	to	fling	cold	water	on	the	slightest	provocation.



Whatever	his	feelings	might	have	been,	Laurie	found	a	vent	for	them	in	a	long
low	 whistle	 and	 the	 fearful	 prediction	 as	 they	 parted	 at	 the	 gate,	 "Mark	 my
words,	Jo,	you'll	go	next."



Chapter		2
The	First	Wedding

The	 June	 roses	 over	 the	 porch	were	 awake	 bright	 and	 early	 on	 that	morning,
rejoicing	 with	 all	 their	 hearts	 in	 the	 cloudless	 sunshine,	 like	 friendly	 little
neighbors,	as	 they	were.	Quite	flushed	with	excitement	were	 their	 ruddy	faces,
as	 they	 swung	 in	 the	wind,	whispering	 to	one	another	what	 they	had	 seen,	 for
some	peeped	in	at	 the	dining	room	windows	where	the	feast	was	spread,	some
climbed	up	to	nod	and	smile	at	the	sisters	as	they	dressed	the	bride,	others	waved
a	welcome	to	those	who	came	and	went	on	various	errands	in	garden,	porch,	and
hall,	and	all,	 from	the	rosiest	 full-blown	flower	 to	 the	palest	baby	bud,	offered
their	 tribute	of	beauty	and	 fragrance	 to	 the	gentle	mistress	who	had	 loved	and
tended	them	so	long.
Meg	looked	very	like	a	rose	herself,	for	all	that	was	best	and	sweetest	in	heart

and	soul	seemed	to	bloom	into	her	face	that	day,	making	it	fair	and	tender,	with	a
charm	more	beautiful	than	beauty.	Neither	silk,	 lace,	nor	orange	flowers	would
she	have.	"I	don't	want	a	fashionable	wedding,	but	only	those	about	me	whom	I
love,	and	to	them	I	wish	to	look	and	be	my	familiar	self."
So	she	made	her	wedding	gown	herself,	 sewing	 into	 it	 the	 tender	hopes	and

innocent	romances	of	a	girlish	heart.	Her	sisters	braided	up	her	pretty	hair,	and
the	only	ornaments	she	wore	were	the	lilies	of	the	valley,	which	'her	John'	liked
best	of	all	the	flowers	that	grew.
"You	do	look	just	like	our	own	dear	Meg,	only	so	very	sweet	and	lovely	that	I

should	 hug	 you	 if	 it	 wouldn't	 crumple	 your	 dress,"	 cried	 Amy,	 surveying	 her
with	delight	when	all	was	done.
"Then	I	am	satisfied.	But	please	hug	and	kiss	me,	everyone,	and	don't	mind

my	dress.	I	want	a	great	many	crumples	of	this	sort	put	into	it	today,"	and	Meg
opened	 her	 arms	 to	 her	 sisters,	 who	 clung	 about	 her	 with	 April	 faces	 for	 a
minute,	feeling	that	the	new	love	had	not	changed	the	old.
"Now	I'm	going	 to	 tie	John's	cravat	 for	him,	and	 then	 to	stay	a	 few	minutes

with	 Father	 quietly	 in	 the	 study,"	 and	 Meg	 ran	 down	 to	 perform	 these	 little
ceremonies,	and	then	to	follow	her	mother	wherever	she	went,	conscious	that	in
spite	 of	 the	 smiles	 on	 the	motherly	 face,	 there	was	 a	 secret	 sorrow	 hid	 in	 the
motherly	heart	at	the	flight	of	the	first	bird	from	the	nest.
As	 the	 younger	 girls	 stand	 together,	 giving	 the	 last	 touches	 to	 their	 simple



toilet,	 it	may	 be	 a	 good	 time	 to	 tell	 of	 a	 few	 changes	which	 three	 years	 have
wrought	in	their	appearance,	for	all	are	looking	their	best	just	now.
Jo's	angles	are	much	softened,	she	has	learned	to	carry	herself	with	ease,	if	not

grace.	 The	 curly	 crop	 has	 lengthened	 into	 a	 thick	 coil,	more	 becoming	 to	 the
small	head	atop	of	the	tall	figure.	There	is	a	fresh	color	in	her	brown	cheeks,	a
soft	shine	in	her	eyes,	and	only	gentle	words	fall	from	her	sharp	tongue	today.
Beth	has	grown	slender,	pale,	 and	more	quiet	 than	ever.	The	beautiful,	 kind

eyes	are	larger,	and	in	them	lies	an	expression	that	saddens	one,	although	it	is	not
sad	 itself.	 It	 is	 the	 shadow	 of	 pain	 which	 touches	 the	 young	 face	 with	 such
pathetic	 patience,	 but	 Beth	 seldom	 complains	 and	 always	 speaks	 hopefully	 of
'being	better	soon'.
Amy	is	with	truth	considered	'the	flower	of	the	family',	for	at	sixteen	she	has

the	air	and	bearing	of	a	full-grown	woman,	not	beautiful,	but	possessed	of	that
indescribable	charm	called	grace.	One	saw	it	in	the	lines	of	her	figure,	the	make
and	 motion	 of	 her	 hands,	 the	 flow	 of	 her	 dress,	 the	 droop	 of	 her	 hair,
unconscious	yet	harmonious,	 and	as	 attractive	 to	many	as	beauty	 itself.	Amy's
nose	still	afflicted	her,	for	it	never	would	grow	Grecian,	so	did	her	mouth,	being
too	wide,	and	having	a	decided	chin.	These	offending	features	gave	character	to
her	 whole	 face,	 but	 she	 never	 could	 see	 it,	 and	 consoled	 herself	 with	 her
wonderfully	 fair	 complexion,	 keen	 blue	 eyes,	 and	 curls	 more	 golden	 and
abundant	than	ever.
All	three	wore	suits	of	thin	silver	gray	(their	best	gowns	for	the	summer),	with

blush	roses	in	hair	and	bosom,	and	all	 three	looked	just	what	 they	were,	fresh-
faced,	 happy-hearted	 girls,	 pausing	 a	moment	 in	 their	 busy	 lives	 to	 read	with
wistful	eyes	the	sweetest	chapter	in	the	romance	of	womanhood.
There	 were	 to	 be	 no	 ceremonious	 performances,	 everything	 was	 to	 be	 as

natural	 and	 homelike	 as	 possible,	 so	 when	 Aunt	 March	 arrived,	 she	 was
scandalized	to	see	the	bride	come	running	to	welcome	and	lead	her	in,	to	find	the
bridegroom	fastening	up	a	garland	that	had	fallen	down,	and	to	catch	a	glimpse
of	the	paternal	minister	marching	upstairs	with	a	grave	countenance	and	a	wine
bottle	under	each	arm.
"Upon	my	word,	here's	a	state	of	things!"	cried	the	old	lady,	taking	the	seat	of

honor	prepared	for	her,	and	settling	the	folds	of	her	lavender	moire	with	a	great
rustle.	"You	oughtn't	to	be	seen	till	the	last	minute,	child."
"I'm	not	a	show,	Aunty,	and	no	one	is	coming	to	stare	at	me,	to	criticize	my

dress,	or	count	the	cost	of	my	luncheon.	I'm	too	happy	to	care	what	anyone	says
or	 thinks,	and	 I'm	going	 to	have	my	 little	wedding	 just	as	 I	 like	 it.	 John,	dear,
here's	 your	 hammer."	 And	 away	 went	 Meg	 to	 help	 'that	 man'	 in	 his	 highly
improper	employment.



Mr.	Brooke	didn't	even	say,	"Thank	you,"	but	as	he	stooped	for	the	unromantic
tool,	 he	 kissed	 his	 little	 bride	 behind	 the	 folding	 door,	 with	 a	 look	 that	made
Aunt	March	whisk	out	her	pocket	handkerchief	with	a	sudden	dew	in	her	sharp
old	eyes.
A	 crash,	 a	 cry,	 and	 a	 laugh	 from	 Laurie,	 accompanied	 by	 the	 indecorous

exclamation,	"Jupiter	Ammon!	Jo's	upset	the	cake	again!"	caused	a	momentary
flurry,	which	was	 hardly	 over	when	 a	 flock	 of	 cousins	 arrived,	 and	 'the	 party
came	in',	as	Beth	used	to	say	when	a	child.
"Don't	 let	 that	 young	 giant	 come	 near	 me,	 he	 worries	 me	 worse	 than

mosquitoes,"	whispered	 the	 old	 lady	 to	Amy,	 as	 the	 rooms	 filled	 and	Laurie's
black	head	towered	above	the	rest.
"He	has	promised	to	be	very	good	today,	and	he	can	be	perfectly	elegant	if	he

likes,"	 returned	 Amy,	 and	 gliding	 away	 to	 warn	 Hercules	 to	 beware	 of	 the
dragon,	which	warning	 caused	 him	 to	 haunt	 the	 old	 lady	with	 a	 devotion	 that
nearly	distracted	her.
There	was	no	bridal	procession,	but	a	sudden	silence	fell	upon	the	room	as	Mr.

March	and	the	young	couple	took	their	places	under	the	green	arch.	Mother	and
sisters	gathered	close,	as	if	loath	to	give	Meg	up.	The	fatherly	voice	broke	more
than	once,	which	only	seemed	 to	make	 the	service	more	beautiful	and	solemn.
The	bridegroom's	hand	trembled	visibly,	and	no	one	heard	his	replies.	But	Meg
looked	straight	up	in	her	husband's	eyes,	and	said,	"I	will!"	with	such	tender	trust
in	 her	 own	 face	 and	 voice	 that	 her	 mother's	 heart	 rejoiced	 and	 Aunt	 March
sniffed	audibly.
Jo	did	not	cry,	though	she	was	very	near	it	once,	and	was	only	saved	from	a

demonstration	by	the	consciousness	that	Laurie	was	staring	fixedly	at	her,	with	a
comical	mixture	of	merriment	and	emotion	in	his	wicked	black	eyes.	Beth	kept
her	face	hidden	on	her	mother's	shoulder,	but	Amy	stood	like	a	graceful	statue,
with	 a	 most	 becoming	 ray	 of	 sunshine	 touching	 her	 white	 forehead	 and	 the
flower	in	her	hair.
It	wasn't	 at	 all	 the	 thing,	 I'm	 afraid,	 but	 the	minute	 she	was	 fairly	married,

Meg	cried,	"The	first	kiss	 for	Marmee!"	and	 turning,	gave	 it	with	her	heart	on
her	lips.	During	the	next	fifteen	minutes	she	looked	more	like	a	rose	than	ever,
for	everyone	availed	themselves	of	their	privileges	to	the	fullest	extent,	from	Mr.
Laurence	 to	 old	 Hannah,	 who,	 adorned	 with	 a	 headdress	 fearfully	 and
wonderfully	made,	 fell	 upon	 her	 in	 the	 hall,	 crying	with	 a	 sob	 and	 a	 chuckle,
"Bless	you,	deary,	a	hundred	 times!	The	cake	ain't	hurt	a	mite,	and	everything
looks	lovely."
Everybody	 cleared	 up	 after	 that,	 and	 said	 something	 brilliant,	 or	 tried	 to,

which	did	just	as	well,	for	laughter	is	ready	when	hearts	are	light.	There	was	no



display	 of	 gifts,	 for	 they	 were	 already	 in	 the	 little	 house,	 nor	 was	 there	 an
elaborate	breakfast,	but	a	plentiful	lunch	of	cake	and	fruit,	dressed	with	flowers.
Mr.	Laurence	and	Aunt	March	shrugged	and	smiled	at	one	another	when	water,
lemonade,	and	coffee	were	 found	 to	be	 to	only	 sorts	of	nectar	which	 the	 three
Hebes	carried	round.	No	one	said	anything,	till	Laurie,	who	insisted	on	serving
the	bride,	 appeared	before	her,	with	 a	 loaded	 salver	 in	his	hand	and	a	puzzled
expression	on	his	face.
"Has	Jo	smashed	all	the	bottles	by	accident?"	he	whispered,	"or	am	I	merely

laboring	under	a	delusion	that	I	saw	some	lying	about	loose	this	morning?"
"No,	your	grandfather	kindly	offered	us	his	best,	and	Aunt	March	actually	sent

some,	 but	 Father	 put	 away	 a	 little	 for	 Beth,	 and	 dispatched	 the	 rest	 to	 the
Soldier's	Home.	You	know	he	 thinks	 that	wine	 should	be	used	only	 in	 illness,
and	Mother	says	that	neither	she	nor	her	daughters	will	ever	offer	it	to	any	young
man	under	her	roof."
Meg	 spoke	 seriously	 and	 expected	 to	 see	Laurie	 frown	or	 laugh,	 but	 he	did

neither,	for	after	a	quick	look	at	her,	he	said,	in	his	impetuous	way,	"I	like	that!
For	I've	seen	enough	harm	done	to	wish	other	women	would	think	as	you	do."
"You	 are	 not	made	wise	 by	 experience,	 I	 hope?"	 and	 there	was	 an	 anxious

accent	in	Meg's	voice.
"No.	I	give	you	my	word	for	it.	Don't	think	too	well	of	me,	either,	this	is	not

one	of	my	temptations.	Being	brought	up	where	wine	is	as	common	as	water	and
almost	as	harmless,	I	don't	care	for	it,	but	when	a	pretty	girl	offers	it,	one	doesn't
like	to	refuse,	you	see."
"But	 you	 will,	 for	 the	 sake	 of	 others,	 if	 not	 for	 your	 own.	 Come,	 Laurie,

promise,	and	give	me	one	more	reason	to	call	this	the	happiest	day	of	my	life."
A	demand	so	sudden	and	so	serious	made	the	young	man	hesitate	a	moment,

for	ridicule	is	often	harder	to	bear	than	self-denial.	Meg	knew	that	if	he	gave	the
promise	he	would	keep	it	at	all	costs,	and	feeling	her	power,	used	it	as	a	woman
may	for	her	 friend's	good.	She	did	not	 speak,	but	 she	 looked	up	at	him	with	a
face	made	 very	 eloquent	 by	 happiness,	 and	 a	 smile	 which	 said,	 "No	 one	 can
refuse	me	anything	today."
Laurie	certainly	could	not,	and	with	an	answering	smile,	he	gave	her	his	hand,

saying	heartily,	"I	promise,	Mrs.	Brooke!"
"I	thank	you,	very,	very	much."
"And	I	drink	'long	life	to	your	resolution',	Teddy,"	cried	Jo,	baptizing	him	with

a	splash	of	lemonade,	as	she	waved	her	glass	and	beamed	approvingly	upon	him.
So	 the	 toast	was	 drunk,	 the	 pledge	made	 and	 loyally	 kept	 in	 spite	 of	many

temptations,	for	with	instinctive	wisdom,	the	girls	seized	a	happy	moment	to	do
their	friend	a	service,	for	which	he	thanked	them	all	his	life.



After	lunch,	people	strolled	about,	by	twos	and	threes,	through	the	house	and
garden,	enjoying	the	sunshine	without	and	within.	Meg	and	John	happened	to	be
standing	together	in	the	middle	of	the	grass	plot,	when	Laurie	was	seized	with	an
inspiration	which	put	the	finishing	touch	to	this	unfashionable	wedding.
"All	 the	married	people	 take	hands	and	dance	 round	 the	new-made	husband

and	wife,	as	the	Germans	do,	while	we	bachelors	and	spinsters	prance	in	couples
outside!"	 cried	 Laurie,	 promenading	 down	 the	 path	 with	 Amy,	 with	 such
infectious	 spirit	 and	 skill	 that	 everyone	 else	 followed	 their	 example	without	 a
murmur.	Mr.	 and	Mrs.	March,	Aunt	 and	Uncle	Carrol	 began	 it,	 others	 rapidly
joined	 in,	 even	Sallie	Moffat,	 after	 a	moment's	hesitation,	 threw	her	 train	over
her	arm	and	whisked	Ned	into	the	ring.	But	the	crowning	joke	was	Mr.	Laurence
and	Aunt	March,	for	when	the	stately	old	gentleman	chasseed	solemnly	up	to	the
old	lady,	she	just	tucked	her	cane	under	her	arm,	and	hopped	briskly	away	to	join
hands	 with	 the	 rest	 and	 dance	 about	 the	 bridal	 pair,	 while	 the	 young	 folks
pervaded	the	garden	like	butterflies	on	a	midsummer	day.
Want	of	breath	brought	the	impromptu	ball	to	a	close,	and	then	people	began

to	go.
"I	wish	you	well,	my	dear,	I	heartily	wish	you	well,	but	I	think	you'll	be	sorry

for	it,"	said	Aunt	March	to	Meg,	adding	to	the	bridegroom,	as	he	led	her	to	the
carriage,	"You've	got	a	treasure,	young	man,	see	that	you	deserve	it."
"That	is	the	prettiest	wedding	I've	been	to	for	an	age,	Ned,	and	I	don't	see	why,

for	there	wasn't	a	bit	of	style	about	it,"	observed	Mrs.	Moffat	to	her	husband,	as
they	drove	away.
"Laurie,	my	lad,	 if	you	ever	want	 to	 indulge	 in	 this	sort	of	 thing,	get	one	of

those	 little	 girls	 to	 help	 you,	 and	 I	 shall	 be	 perfectly	 satisfied,"	 said	 Mr.
Laurence,	 settling	 himself	 in	 his	 easy	 chair	 to	 rest	 after	 the	 excitement	 of	 the
morning.
"I'll	do	my	best	to	gratify	you,	Sir,"	was	Laurie's	unusually	dutiful	reply,	as	he

carefully	unpinned	the	posy	Jo	had	put	in	his	buttonhole.
The	 little	house	was	not	 far	away,	and	 the	only	bridal	 journey	Meg	had	was

the	quiet	walk	with	John	from	the	old	home	to	the	new.	When	she	came	down,
looking	 like	a	pretty	Quakeress	 in	her	dove-colored	 suit	 and	 straw	bonnet	 tied
with	white,	they	all	gathered	about	her	to	say	'good-by',	as	tenderly	as	if	she	had
been	going	to	make	the	grand	tour.
"Don't	feel	that	I	am	separated	from	you,	Marmee	dear,	or	that	I	love	you	any

the	less	for	loving	John	so	much,"	she	said,	clinging	to	her	mother,	with	full	eyes
for	a	moment.	"I	shall	come	every	day,	Father,	and	expect	to	keep	my	old	place
in	all	your	hearts,	though	I	am	married.	Beth	is	going	to	be	with	me	a	great	deal,
and	 the	 other	 girls	 will	 drop	 in	 now	 and	 then	 to	 laugh	 at	 my	 housekeeping



struggles.	Thank	you	all	for	my	happy	wedding	day.	Goodby,	goodby!"
They	stood	watching	her,	with	faces	full	of	love	and	hope	and	tender	pride	as

she	walked	away,	 leaning	on	her	husband's	arm,	with	her	hands	full	of	flowers
and	 the	 June	 sunshine	 brightening	 her	 happy	 face—and	 so	Meg's	married	 life
began.



Chapter		3
Artistic	Attempts

It	 takes	 people	 a	 long	 time	 to	 learn	 the	 difference	 between	 talent	 and	 genius,
especially	ambitious	young	men	and	women.	Amy	was	learning	this	distinction
through	 much	 tribulation,	 for	 mistaking	 enthusiasm	 for	 inspiration,	 she
attempted	every	branch	of	art	with	youthful	audacity.	For	a	long	time	there	was	a
lull	 in	 the	 'mud-pie'	business,	and	she	devoted	herself	 to	 the	finest	pen-and-ink
drawing,	 in	which	she	showed	such	 taste	and	skill	 that	her	graceful	handiwork
proved	both	pleasant	and	profitable.	But	over-strained	eyes	caused	pen	and	ink
to	be	 laid	aside	for	a	bold	attempt	at	poker-sketching.	While	 this	attack	 lasted,
the	family	lived	in	constant	fear	of	a	conflagration,	for	the	odor	of	burning	wood
pervaded	the	house	at	all	hours,	smoke	issued	from	attic	and	shed	with	alarming
frequency,	 red-hot	 pokers	 lay	 about	 promiscuously,	 and	Hannah	never	went	 to
bed	 without	 a	 pail	 of	 water	 and	 the	 dinner	 bell	 at	 her	 door	 in	 case	 of	 fire.
Raphael's	 face	 was	 found	 boldly	 executed	 on	 the	 underside	 of	 the	 moulding
board,	and	Bacchus	on	the	head	of	a	beer	barrel.	A	chanting	cherub	adorned	the
cover	 of	 the	 sugar	 bucket,	 and	 attempts	 to	 portray	Romeo	 and	 Juliet	 supplied
kindling	for	some	time.
From	fire	 to	oil	was	a	natural	 transition	 for	burned	 fingers,	and	Amy	fell	 to

painting	with	undiminished	ardor.	An	artist	friend	fitted	her	out	with	his	castoff
palettes,	 brushes,	 and	 colors,	 and	 she	 daubed	 away,	 producing	 pastoral	 and
marine	views	such	as	were	never	seen	on	 land	or	sea.	Her	monstrosities	 in	 the
way	 of	 cattle	would	 have	 taken	 prizes	 at	 an	 agricultural	 fair,	 and	 the	 perilous
pitching	 of	 her	 vessels	would	 have	 produced	 seasickness	 in	 the	most	 nautical
observer,	if	the	utter	disregard	to	all	known	rules	of	shipbuilding	and	rigging	had
not	convulsed	him	with	laughter	at	the	first	glance.	Swarthy	boys	and	dark-eyed
Madonnas,	staring	at	you	from	one	corner	of	the	studio,	suggested	Murillo;	oily
brown	 shadows	 of	 faces	 with	 a	 lurid	 streak	 in	 the	 wrong	 place,	 meant
Rembrandt;	buxom	ladies	and	dropiscal	infants,	Rubens;	and	Turner	appeared	in
tempests	of	blue	thunder,	orange	lightning,	brown	rain,	and	purple	clouds,	with	a
tomato-colored	splash	in	the	middle,	which	might	be	the	sun	or	a	bouy,	a	sailor's
shirt	or	a	king's	robe,	as	the	spectator	pleased.
Charcoal	portraits	came	next,	and	the	entire	family	hung	in	a	row,	looking	as

wild	and	crocky	as	if	just	evoked	from	a	coalbin.	Softened	into	crayon	sketches,



they	did	better,	 for	 the	 likenesses	were	good,	and	Amy's	hair,	 Jo's	nose,	Meg's
mouth,	 and	Laurie's	 eyes	were	pronounced	 'wonderfully	 fine'.	A	 return	 to	 clay
and	plaster	followed,	and	ghostly	casts	of	her	acquaintances	haunted	corners	of
the	 house,	 or	 tumbled	 off	 closet	 shelves	 onto	 people's	 heads.	 Children	 were
enticed	 in	 as	 models,	 till	 their	 incoherent	 accounts	 of	 her	 mysterious	 doings
caused	Miss	Amy	to	be	 regarded	 in	 the	 light	of	a	young	ogress.	Her	efforts	 in
this	 line,	 however,	 were	 brought	 to	 an	 abrupt	 close	 by	 an	 untoward	 accident,
which	quenched	her	ardor.	Other	models	failing	her	for	a	time,	she	undertook	to
cast	her	own	pretty	foot,	and	the	family	were	one	day	alarmed	by	an	unearthly
bumping	and	screaming	and	 running	 to	 the	 rescue,	 found	 the	young	enthusiast
hopping	wildly	 about	 the	 shed	with	 her	 foot	 held	 fast	 in	 a	 pan	 full	 of	 plaster,
which	 had	 hardened	with	 unexpected	 rapidity.	With	much	 difficulty	 and	 some
danger	 she	 was	 dug	 out,	 for	 Jo	 was	 so	 overcome	 with	 laughter	 while	 she
excavated	 that	 her	 knife	 went	 too	 far,	 cut	 the	 poor	 foot,	 and	 left	 a	 lasting
memorial	of	one	artistic	attempt,	at	least.
After	 this	 Amy	 subsided,	 till	 a	 mania	 for	 sketching	 from	 nature	 set	 her	 to

haunting	river,	field,	and	wood,	for	picturesque	studies,	and	sighing	for	ruins	to
copy.	She	 caught	 endless	 colds	 sitting	on	damp	grass	 to	book	 'a	 delicious	bit',
composed	of	a	stone,	a	stump,	one	mushroom,	and	a	broken	mullein	stalk,	or	'a
heavenly	mass	of	clouds',	that	looked	like	a	choice	display	of	featherbeds	when
done.	She	sacrificed	her	complexion	floating	on	the	river	in	the	midsummer	sun
to	study	light	and	shade,	and	got	a	wrinkle	over	her	nose	trying	after	 'points	of
sight',	or	whatever	the	squint-and-string	performance	is	called.
If	 'genius	is	eternal	patience',	as	Michelangelo	affirms,	Amy	had	some	claim

to	the	divine	attribute,	for	she	persevered	in	spite	of	all	obstacles,	failures,	and
discouragements,	firmly	believing	that	in	time	she	should	do	something	worthy
to	be	called	'high	art'.
She	was	 learning,	 doing,	 and	 enjoying	other	 things,	meanwhile,	 for	 she	had

resolved	to	be	an	attractive	and	accomplished	woman,	even	if	she	never	became
a	great	artist.	Here	she	succeeded	better,	for	she	was	one	of	those	happily	created
beings	 who	 please	 without	 effort,	 make	 friends	 everywhere,	 and	 take	 life	 so
gracefully	and	easily	that	less	fortunate	souls	are	tempted	to	believe	that	such	are
born	under	a	lucky	star.	Everybody	liked	her,	for	among	her	good	gifts	was	tact.
She	had	an	 instinctive	 sense	of	what	was	pleasing	and	proper,	 always	 said	 the
right	thing	to	the	right	person,	did	just	what	suited	the	time	and	place,	and	was	so
self-possessed	 that	 her	 sisters	 used	 to	 say,	 "If	Amy	went	 to	 court	without	 any
rehearsal	beforehand,	she'd	know	exactly	what	to	do."
One	 of	 her	 weaknesses	 was	 a	 desire	 to	 move	 in	 'our	 best	 society',	 without

being	 quite	 sure	 what	 the	 best	 really	 was.	 Money,	 position,	 fashionable



accomplishments,	and	elegant	manners	were	most	desirable	 things	 in	her	eyes,
and	she	 liked	 to	associate	with	 those	who	possessed	 them,	often	mistaking	 the
false	for	the	true,	and	admiring	what	was	not	admirable.	Never	forgetting	that	by
birth	she	was	a	gentlewoman,	she	cultivated	her	aristocratic	tastes	and	feelings,
so	 that	when	 the	 opportunity	 came	 she	might	 be	 ready	 to	 take	 the	 place	 from
which	poverty	now	excluded	her.
"My	 lady,"	 as	 her	 friends	 called	her,	 sincerely	 desired	 to	 be	 a	 genuine	 lady,

and	was	so	at	heart,	but	had	yet	 to	 learn	 that	money	cannot	buy	 refinement	of
nature,	 that	 rank	does	not	always	confer	nobility,	and	 that	 true	breeding	makes
itself	felt	in	spite	of	external	drawbacks.
"I	 want	 to	 ask	 a	 favor	 of	 you,	 Mamma,"	 Amy	 said,	 coming	 in	 with	 an

important	air	one	day.
"Well,	 little	 girl,	 what	 is	 it?"	 replied	 her	 mother,	 in	 whose	 eyes	 the	 stately

young	lady	still	remained	'the	baby'.
"Our	drawing	class	breaks	up	next	week,	and	before	the	girls	separate	for	the

summer,	 I	want	 to	ask	 them	out	here	 for	a	day.	They	are	wild	 to	see	 the	 river,
sketch	the	broken	bridge,	and	copy	some	of	the	things	they	admire	in	my	book.
They	have	been	very	kind	to	me	in	many	ways,	and	I	am	grateful,	for	they	are	all
rich	and	I	know	I	am	poor,	yet	they	never	made	any	difference."
"Why	 should	 they?"	 and	 Mrs.	 March	 put	 the	 question	 with	 what	 the	 girls

called	her	'Maria	Theresa	air'.
"You	know	as	well	as	I	that	it	does	make	a	difference	with	nearly	everyone,	so

don't	 ruffle	 up	 like	 a	 dear,	 motherly	 hen,	 when	 your	 chickens	 get	 pecked	 by
smarter	birds.	The	ugly	duckling	turned	out	a	swan,	you	know."	and	Amy	smiled
without	bitterness,	for	she	possessed	a	happy	temper	and	hopeful	spirit.
Mrs.	March	 laughed,	 and	 smoothed	 down	 her	maternal	 pride	 as	 she	 asked,

"Well,	my	swan,	what	is	your	plan?"
"I	should	like	to	ask	the	girls	out	to	lunch	next	week,	to	take	them	for	a	drive

to	 the	 places	 they	want	 to	 see,	 a	 row	 on	 the	 river,	 perhaps,	 and	make	 a	 little
artistic	fete	for	them."
"That	 looks	 feasible.	What	 do	you	want	 for	 lunch?	Cake,	 sandwiches,	 fruit,

and	coffee	will	be	all	that	is	necessary,	I	suppose?"
"Oh,	dear,	no!	We	must	have	cold	tongue	and	chicken,	French	chocolate	and

ice	cream,	besides.	The	girls	are	used	to	such	things,	and	I	want	my	lunch	to	be
proper	and	elegant,	though	I	do	work	for	my	living."
"How	 many	 young	 ladies	 are	 there?"	 asked	 her	 mother,	 beginning	 to	 look

sober.
"Twelve	or	fourteen	in	the	class,	but	I	dare	say	they	won't	all	come."
"Bless	me,	child,	you	will	have	to	charter	an	omnibus	to	carry	them	about."



"Why,	Mother,	how	can	you	think	of	such	a	thing?	Not	more	than	six	or	eight
will	 probably	 come,	 so	 I	 shall	 hire	 a	beach	wagon	and	borrow	Mr.	Laurence's
cherry-bounce."	(Hannah's	pronunciation	of	char-a-banc.)
"All	of	this	will	be	expensive,	Amy."
"Not	very.	I've	calculated	the	cost,	and	I'll	pay	for	it	myself."
"Don't	you	think,	dear,	that	as	these	girls	are	used	to	such	things,	and	the	best

we	can	do	will	be	nothing	new,	 that	some	simpler	plan	would	be	pleasanter	 to
them,	 as	 a	 change	 if	 nothing	 more,	 and	 much	 better	 for	 us	 than	 buying	 or
borrowing	what	we	don't	need,	 and	attempting	a	 style	not	 in	keeping	with	our
circumstances?"
"If	I	can't	have	it	as	I	like,	I	don't	care	to	have	it	at	all.	I	know	that	I	can	carry

it	out	perfectly	well,	if	you	and	the	girls	will	help	a	little,	and	I	don't	see	why	I
can't	if	I'm	willing	to	pay	for	it,"	said	Amy,	with	the	decision	which	opposition
was	apt	to	change	into	obstinacy.
Mrs.	March	knew	that	experience	was	an	excellent	 teacher,	and	when	it	was

possible	she	left	her	children	to	learn	alone	the	lessons	which	she	would	gladly
have	made	easier,	if	they	had	not	objected	to	taking	advice	as	much	as	they	did
salts	and	senna.
"Very	well,	Amy,	 if	your	heart	 is	set	upon	it,	and	you	see	your	way	through

without	too	great	an	outlay	of	money,	time,	and	temper,	I'll	say	no	more.	Talk	it
over	with	the	girls,	and	whichever	way	you	decide,	I'll	do	my	best	to	help	you."
"Thanks,	Mother,	 you	 are	 always	 so	 kind."	 and	 away	went	Amy	 to	 lay	 her

plan	before	her	sisters.
Meg	 agreed	 at	 once,	 and	 promised	 her	 aid,	 gladly	 offering	 anything	 she

possessed,	from	her	little	house	itself	to	her	very	best	saltspoons.	But	Jo	frowned
upon	the	whole	project	and	would	have	nothing	to	do	with	it	at	first.
"Why	in	the	world	should	you	spend	your	money,	worry	your	family,	and	turn

the	house	upside	down	for	a	parcel	of	girls	who	don't	care	a	sixpence	for	you?	I
thought	you	had	too	much	pride	and	sense	to	truckle	to	any	mortal	woman	just
because	she	wears	French	boots	and	rides	in	a	coupe,"	said	Jo,	who,	being	called
from	 the	 tragic	 climax	 of	 her	 novel,	 was	 not	 in	 the	 best	 mood	 for	 social
enterprises.
"I	 don't	 truckle,	 and	 I	 hate	 being	 patronized	 as	 much	 as	 you	 do!"	 returned

Amy	indignantly,	for	the	two	still	jangled	when	such	questions	arose.	"The	girls
do	care	for	me,	and	I	for	them,	and	there's	a	great	deal	of	kindness	and	sense	and
talent	 among	 them,	 in	 spite	 of	what	 you	 call	 fashionable	 nonsense.	You	 don't
care	to	make	people	like	you,	to	go	into	good	society,	and	cultivate	your	manners
and	tastes.	I	do,	and	I	mean	to	make	the	most	of	every	chance	that	comes.	You
can	go	through	the	world	with	your	elbows	out	and	your	nose	in	the	air,	and	call



it	independence,	if	you	like.	That's	not	my	way."
When	Amy	had	whetted	 her	 tongue	 and	 freed	 her	mind	 she	 usually	 got	 the

best	 of	 it,	 for	 she	 seldom	 failed	 to	 have	 common	 sense	 on	 her	 side,	while	 Jo
carried	 her	 love	 of	 liberty	 and	 hate	 of	 conventionalities	 to	 such	 an	 unlimited
extent	that	she	naturally	found	herself	worsted	in	an	argument.	Amy's	definition
of	Jo's	 idea	of	 independence	was	such	a	good	hit	 that	both	burst	out	 laughing,
and	the	discussion	took	a	more	amiable	turn.	Much	against	her	will,	Jo	at	length
consented	to	sacrifice	a	day	to	Mrs.	Grundy,	and	help	her	sister	through	what	she
regarded	as	'a	nonsensical	business'.
The	invitations	were	sent,	nearly	all	accepted,	and	the	following	Monday	was

set	apart	for	the	grand	event.	Hannah	was	out	of	humor	because	her	week's	work
was	deranged,	and	prophesied	that	"ef	the	washin'	and	ironin'	warn't	done	reg'lar,
nothin'	would	go	well	anywheres".	This	hitch	in	the	mainspring	of	the	domestic
machinery	had	a	bad	effect	upon	the	whole	concern,	but	Amy's	motto	was	 'Nil
desperandum',	and	having	made	up	her	mind	what	to	do,	she	proceeded	to	do	it
in	 spite	of	 all	 obstacles.	To	begin	with,	Hannah's	 cooking	didn't	 turn	out	well.
The	 chicken	was	 tough,	 the	 tongue	 too	 salty,	 and	 the	 chocolate	wouldn't	 froth
properly.	Then	the	cake	and	ice	cost	more	than	Amy	expected,	so	did	the	wagon,
and	 various	 other	 expenses,	 which	 seemed	 trifling	 at	 the	 outset,	 counted	 up
rather	 alarmingly	 afterward.	Beth	got	 a	 cold	 and	 took	 to	her	bed.	Meg	had	 an
unusual	 number	 of	 callers	 to	 keep	 her	 at	 home,	 and	 Jo	was	 in	 such	 a	 divided
state	 of	 mind	 that	 her	 breakages,	 accidents,	 and	 mistakes	 were	 uncommonly
numerous,	serious,	and	trying.
If	 it	was	not	fair	on	Monday,	 the	young	ladies	were	to	come	on	Tuesday,	an

arrangement	which	 aggravated	 Jo	 and	Hannah	 to	 the	 last	 degree.	On	Monday
morning	the	weather	was	in	that	undecided	state	which	is	more	exasperating	than
a	steady	pour.	It	drizzled	a	little,	shone	a	little,	blew	a	little,	and	didn't	make	up
its	mind	 till	 it	was	 too	 late	 for	 anyone	else	 to	make	up	 theirs.	Amy	was	up	at
dawn,	 hustling	 people	 out	 of	 their	 beds	 and	 through	 their	 breakfasts,	 that	 the
house	 might	 be	 got	 in	 order.	 The	 parlor	 struck	 her	 as	 looking	 uncommonly
shabby,	but	without	stopping	to	sigh	for	what	she	had	not,	she	skillfully	made	the
best	 of	 what	 she	 had,	 arranging	 chairs	 over	 the	 worn	 places	 in	 the	 carpet,
covering	stains	on	the	walls	with	homemade	statuary,	which	gave	an	artistic	air
to	the	room,	as	did	the	lovely	vases	of	flowers	Jo	scattered	about.
The	 lunch	 looked	 charming,	 and	 as	 she	 surveyed	 it,	 she	 sincerely	 hoped	 it

would	taste	well,	and	that	the	borrowed	glass,	china,	and	silver	would	get	safely
home	again.	The	carriages	were	promised,	Meg	and	Mother	were	all	ready	to	do
the	honors,	Beth	was	able	to	help	Hannah	behind	the	scenes,	Jo	had	engaged	to
be	as	lively	and	amiable	as	an	absent	mind,	and	aching	head,	and	a	very	decided



disapproval	 of	 everybody	 and	 everything	 would	 allow,	 and	 as	 she	 wearily
dressed,	 Amy	 cheered	 herself	 with	 anticipations	 of	 the	 happy	 moment	 when,
lunch	 safely	 over,	 she	 should	 drive	 away	with	 her	 friends	 for	 an	 afternoon	 of
artistic	delights,	 for	 the	 'cherry	bounce'	 and	 the	broken	bridge	were	her	 strong
points.
Then	came	 the	hours	of	 suspense,	 during	which	 she	vibrated	 from	parlor	 to

porch,	 while	 public	 opinion	 varied	 like	 the	 weathercock.	 A	 smart	 shower	 at
eleven	had	evidently	quenched	the	enthusiasm	of	the	young	ladies	who	were	to
arrive	at	twelve,	for	nobody	came,	and	at	two	the	exhausted	family	sat	down	in	a
blaze	of	 sunshine	 to	consume	 the	perishable	portions	of	 the	 feast,	 that	nothing
might	be	lost.
"No	doubt	about	the	weather	today,	they	will	certainly	come,	so	we	must	fly

round	and	be	ready	for	them,"	said	Amy,	as	the	sun	woke	her	next	morning.	She
spoke	 briskly,	 but	 in	 her	 secret	 soul	 she	 wished	 she	 had	 said	 nothing	 about
Tuesday,	for	her	interest	like	her	cake	was	getting	a	little	stale.
"I	can't	get	any	lobsters,	so	you	will	have	to	do	without	salad	today,"	said	Mr.

March,	coming	in	half	an	hour	later,	with	an	expression	of	placid	despair.
"Use	 the	 chicken	 then,	 the	 toughness	 won't	 matter	 in	 a	 salad,"	 advised	 his

wife.
"Hannah	left	it	on	the	kitchen	table	a	minute,	and	the	kittens	got	at	it.	I'm	very

sorry,	Amy,"	added	Beth,	who	was	still	a	patroness	of	cats.
"Then	I	must	have	a	lobster,	for	tongue	alone	won't	do,"	said	Amy	decidedly.
"Shall	I	rush	into	town	and	demand	one?"	asked	Jo,	with	the	magnanimity	of	a

martyr.
"You'd	come	bringing	 it	home	under	your	arm	without	any	paper,	 just	 to	 try

me.	I'll	go	myself,"	answered	Amy,	whose	temper	was	beginning	to	fail.
Shrouded	 in	 a	 thick	 veil	 and	 armed	 with	 a	 genteel	 traveling	 basket,	 she

departed,	feeling	that	a	cool	drive	would	soothe	her	ruffled	spirit	and	fit	her	for
the	 labors	of	 the	day.	After	 some	delay,	 the	object	of	her	desire	was	procured,
likewise	a	bottle	of	dressing	to	prevent	further	loss	of	time	at	home,	and	off	she
drove	again,	well	pleased	with	her	own	forethought.
As	 the	omnibus	contained	only	one	other	passenger,	a	sleepy	old	 lady,	Amy

pocketed	her	veil	and	beguiled	the	tedium	of	the	way	by	trying	to	find	out	where
all	 her	 money	 had	 gone	 to.	 So	 busy	 was	 she	 with	 her	 card	 full	 of	 refractory
figures	that	she	did	not	observe	a	newcomer,	who	entered	without	stopping	the
vehicle,	till	a	masculine	voice	said,	"Good	morning,	Miss	March,"	and,	looking
up,	 she	 beheld	 one	 of	 Laurie's	most	 elegant	 college	 friends.	 Fervently	 hoping
that	he	would	get	out	before	she	did,	Amy	utterly	ignored	the	basket	at	her	feet,
and	congratulating	herself	that	she	had	on	her	new	traveling	dress,	returned	the



young	man's	greeting	with	her	usual	suavity	and	spirit.
They	got	on	excellently,	for	Amy's	chief	care	was	soon	set	at	rest	by	learning

that	the	gentleman	would	leave	first,	and	she	was	chatting	away	in	a	peculiarly
lofty	 strain,	when	 the	old	 lady	got	out.	 In	 stumbling	 to	 the	door,	 she	upset	 the
basket,	 and—oh	 horror!—the	 lobster,	 in	 all	 its	 vulgar	 size	 and	 brilliancy,	was
revealed	to	the	highborn	eyes	of	a	Tudor!
"By	Jove,	she's	forgotten	her	dinner!"	cried	the	unconscious	youth,	poking	the

scarlet	monster	into	its	place	with	his	cane,	and	preparing	to	hand	out	the	basket
after	the	old	lady.
"Please	don't—it's—it's	mine,"	murmured	Amy,	with	a	 face	nearly	as	 red	as

her	fish.
"Oh,	really,	I	beg	pardon.	It's	an	uncommonly	fine	one,	 isn't	 it?"	said	Tudor,

with	 great	 presence	 of	mind,	 and	 an	 air	 of	 sober	 interest	 that	 did	 credit	 to	 his
breeding.
Amy	recovered	herself	in	a	breath,	set	her	basket	boldly	on	the	seat,	and	said,

laughing,	 "Don't	 you	 wish	 you	 were	 to	 have	 some	 of	 the	 salad	 he's	 going	 to
make,	and	to	see	the	charming	young	ladies	who	are	to	eat	it?"
Now	that	was	 tact,	 for	 two	of	 the	ruling	foibles	of	 the	masculine	mind	were

touched.	 The	 lobster	 was	 instantly	 surrounded	 by	 a	 halo	 of	 pleasing
reminiscences,	and	curiosity	about	'the	charming	young	ladies'	diverted	his	mind
from	the	comical	mishap.
"I	suppose	he'll	laugh	and	joke	over	it	with	Laurie,	but	I	shan't	see	them,	that's

a	comfort,"	thought	Amy,	as	Tudor	bowed	and	departed.
She	did	not	mention	this	meeting	at	home	(though	she	discovered	that,	thanks

to	 the	upset,	her	new	dress	was	much	damaged	by	 the	rivulets	of	dressing	 that
meandered	down	the	skirt),	but	went	 through	with	 the	preparations	which	now
seemed	more	 irksome	 than	 before,	 and	 at	 twelve	 o'clock	 all	was	 ready	 again.
Feeling	 that	 the	 neighbors	 were	 interested	 in	 her	 movements,	 she	 wished	 to
efface	the	memory	of	yesterday's	failure	by	a	grand	success	today,	so	she	ordered
the	'cherry	bounce',	and	drove	away	in	state	to	meet	and	escort	her	guests	to	the
banquet.
"There's	the	rumble,	they're	coming!	I'll	go	onto	the	porch	and	meet	them.	It

looks	 hospitable,	 and	 I	 want	 the	 poor	 child	 to	 have	 a	 good	 time	 after	 all	 her
trouble,"	said	Mrs.	March,	suiting	the	action	to	the	word.	But	after	one	glance,
she	 retired,	with	 an	 indescribable	 expression,	 for	 looking	 quite	 lost	 in	 the	 big
carriage,	sat	Amy	and	one	young	lady.
"Run,	Beth,	and	help	Hannah	clear	half	the	things	off	the	table.	It	will	be	too

absurd	to	put	a	luncheon	for	twelve	before	a	single	girl,"	cried	Jo,	hurrying	away
to	the	lower	regions,	too	excited	to	stop	even	for	a	laugh.



In	 came	Amy,	quite	 calm	and	delightfully	 cordial	 to	 the	one	guest	who	had
kept	her	promise.	The	rest	of	 the	family,	being	of	a	dramatic	 turn,	played	their
parts	 equally	well,	 and	Miss	Eliott	 found	 them	a	most	hilarious	 set,	 for	 it	was
impossible	 to	 control	 entirely	 the	 merriment	 which	 possessed	 them.	 The
remodeled	lunch	being	gaily	partaken	of,	 the	studio	and	garden	visited,	and	art
discussed	with	 enthusiasm,	Amy	ordered	 a	buggy	 (alas	 for	 the	 elegant	 cherry-
bounce),	and	drove	her	 friend	quietly	about	 the	neighborhood	 till	 sunset,	when
'the	party	went	out'.
As	 she	 came	 walking	 in,	 looking	 very	 tired	 but	 as	 composed	 as	 ever,	 she

observed	 that	 every	 vestige	 of	 the	 unfortunate	 fete	 had	 disappeared,	 except	 a
suspicious	pucker	about	the	corners	of	Jo's	mouth.
"You've	 had	 a	 loverly	 afternoon	 for	 your	 drive,	 dear,"	 said	 her	 mother,	 as

respectfully	as	if	the	whole	twelve	had	come.
"Miss	 Eliott	 is	 a	 very	 sweet	 girl,	 and	 seemed	 to	 enjoy	 herself,	 I	 thought,"

observed	Beth,	with	unusual	warmth.
"Could	you	spare	me	some	of	your	cake?	I	really	need	some,	I	have	so	much

company,	and	I	can't	make	such	delicious	stuff	as	yours,"	asked	Meg	soberly.
"Take	 it	 all.	 I'm	 the	 only	 one	 here	who	 likes	 sweet	 things,	 and	 it	will	mold

before	I	can	dispose	of	it,"	answered	Amy,	thinking	with	a	sigh	of	the	generous
store	she	had	laid	in	for	such	an	end	as	this.
"It's	 a	 pity	 Laurie	 isn't	 here	 to	 help	 us,"	 began	 Jo,	 as	 they	 sat	 down	 to	 ice

cream	and	salad	for	the	second	time	in	two	days.
A	warning	look	from	her	mother	checked	any	further	remarks,	and	the	whole

family	ate	 in	heroic	silence,	 till	Mr.	March	mildly	observed,	"salad	was	one	of
the	favorite	dishes	of	the	ancients,	and	Evelyn…	"	Here	a	general	explosion	of
laughter	 cut	 short	 the	 'history	 of	 salads',	 to	 the	 great	 surprise	 of	 the	 learned
gentleman.
"Bundle	everything	 into	a	basket	and	send	 it	 to	 the	Hummels.	Germans	 like

messes.	I'm	sick	of	the	sight	of	this,	and	there's	no	reason	you	should	all	die	of	a
surfeit	because	I've	been	a	fool,"	cried	Amy,	wiping	her	eyes.
"I	 thought	I	should	have	died	when	I	saw	you	two	girls	rattling	about	 in	 the

what-you-call-it,	like	two	little	kernels	in	a	very	big	nutshell,	and	Mother	waiting
in	state	to	receive	the	throng,"	sighed	Jo,	quite	spent	with	laughter.
"I'm	very	sorry	you	were	disappointed,	dear,	but	we	all	did	our	best	to	satisfy

you,"	said	Mrs.	March,	in	a	tone	full	of	motherly	regret.
"I	am	satisfied.	I've	done	what	I	undertook,	and	it's	not	my	fault	that	it	failed.	I

comfort	myself	with	 that,"	 said	Amy	with	a	 little	quiver	 in	her	voice.	 "I	 thank
you	 all	 very	much	 for	 helping	me,	 and	 I'll	 thank	 you	 still	 more	 if	 you	 won't
allude	to	it	for	a	month,	at	least."



No	one	did	for	several	months,	but	the	word	'fete'	always	produced	a	general
smile,	and	Laurie's	birthday	gift	to	Amy	was	a	tiny	coral	lobster	in	the	shape	of	a
charm	for	her	watch	guard.



Chapter		4
Literary	Lessons

Fortune	suddenly	smiled	upon	Jo,	and	dropped	a	good	 luck	penny	 in	her	path.
Not	a	golden	penny,	exactly,	but	I	doubt	if	half	a	million	would	have	given	more
real	happiness	then	did	the	little	sum	that	came	to	her	in	this	wise.
Every	few	weeks	she	would	shut	herself	up	in	her	room,	put	on	her	scribbling

suit,	and	'fall	into	a	vortex',	as	she	expressed	it,	writing	away	at	her	novel	with
all	 her	 heart	 and	 soul,	 for	 till	 that	 was	 finished	 she	 could	 find	 no	 peace.	 Her
'scribbling	suit'	 consisted	of	a	black	woolen	pinafore	on	which	she	could	wipe
her	pen	at	will,	and	a	cap	of	the	same	material,	adorned	with	a	cheerful	red	bow,
into	which	she	bundled	her	hair	when	the	decks	were	cleared	for	action.	This	cap
was	a	beacon	to	the	inquiring	eyes	of	her	family,	who	during	these	periods	kept
their	 distance,	 merely	 popping	 in	 their	 heads	 semi-occasionally	 to	 ask,	 with
interest,	"Does	genius	burn,	Jo?"	They	did	not	always	venture	even	 to	ask	 this
question,	 but	 took	 an	 observation	 of	 the	 cap,	 and	 judged	 accordingly.	 If	 this
expressive	article	of	dress	was	drawn	low	upon	the	forehead,	it	was	a	sign	that
hard	work	was	going	on,	in	exciting	moments	it	was	pushed	rakishly	askew,	and
when	 despair	 seized	 the	 author	 it	 was	 plucked	 wholly	 off,	 and	 cast	 upon	 the
floor.	At	such	times	the	intruder	silently	withdrew,	and	not	until	the	red	bow	was
seen	gaily	erect	upon	the	gifted	brow,	did	anyone	dare	address	Jo.
She	did	not	think	herself	a	genius	by	any	means,	but	when	the	writing	fit	came

on,	 she	 gave	 herself	 up	 to	 it	 with	 entire	 abandon,	 and	 led	 a	 blissful	 life,
unconscious	of	want,	 care,	or	bad	weather,	while	 she	 sat	 safe	and	happy	 in	an
imaginary	world,	full	of	friends	almost	as	real	and	dear	to	her	as	any	in	the	flesh.
Sleep	forsook	her	eyes,	meals	stood	untasted,	day	and	night	were	all	too	short	to
enjoy	the	happiness	which	blessed	her	only	at	such	times,	and	made	these	hours
worth	living,	even	if	they	bore	no	other	fruit.	The	devine	afflatus	usually	lasted	a
week	or	 two,	and	 then	she	emerged	from	her	 'vortex',	hungry,	 sleepy,	cross,	or
despondent.
She	was	 just	 recovering	 from	 one	 of	 these	 attacks	when	 she	was	 prevailed

upon	 to	 escort	 Miss	 Crocker	 to	 a	 lecture,	 and	 in	 return	 for	 her	 virtue	 was
rewarded	with	a	new	idea.	It	was	a	People's	Course,	the	lecture	on	the	Pyramids,
and	Jo	rather	wondered	at	the	choice	of	such	a	subject	for	such	an	audience,	but
took	it	for	granted	that	some	great	social	evil	would	be	remedied	or	some	great



want	 supplied	 by	 unfolding	 the	 glories	 of	 the	 Pharaohs	 to	 an	 audience	whose
thoughts	were	busy	with	the	price	of	coal	and	flour,	and	whose	lives	were	spent
in	trying	to	solve	harder	riddles	than	that	of	the	Sphinx.
They	 were	 early,	 and	 while	 Miss	 Crocker	 set	 the	 heel	 of	 her	 stocking,	 Jo

amused	herself	by	examining	the	faces	of	the	people	who	occupied	the	seat	with
them.	 On	 her	 left	 were	 two	 matrons,	 with	 massive	 foreheads	 and	 bonnets	 to
match,	 discussing	 Women's	 Rights	 and	 making	 tatting.	 Beyond	 sat	 a	 pair	 of
humble	lovers,	artlessly	holding	each	other	by	the	hand,	a	somber	spinster	eating
peppermints	out	of	a	paper	bag,	and	an	old	gentleman	taking	his	preparatory	nap
behind	 a	 yellow	 bandanna.	 On	 her	 right,	 her	 only	 neighbor	 was	 a	 studious
looking	lad	absorbed	in	a	newspaper.
It	 was	 a	 pictorial	 sheet,	 and	 Jo	 examined	 the	 work	 of	 art	 nearest	 her,	 idly

wondering	 what	 fortuitous	 concatenation	 of	 circumstances	 needed	 the
melodramatic	 illustration	 of	 an	 Indian	 in	 full	 war	 costume,	 tumbling	 over	 a
precipice	with	a	wolf	at	his	throat,	while	two	infuriated	young	gentlemen,	with
unnaturally	 small	 feet	 and	 big	 eyes,	were	 stabbing	 each	 other	 close	 by,	 and	 a
disheveled	 female	 was	 flying	 away	 in	 the	 background	 with	 her	 mouth	 wide
open.	 Pausing	 to	 turn	 a	 page,	 the	 lad	 saw	 her	 looking	 and,	 with	 boyish	 good
nature	offered	half	his	paper,	saying	bluntly,	"want	to	read	it?	That's	a	first-rate
story."
Jo	accepted	it	with	a	smile,	for	she	had	never	outgrown	her	liking	for	lads,	and

soon	found	herself	involved	in	the	usual	labyrinth	of	love,	mystery,	and	murder,
for	the	story	belonged	to	that	class	of	light	literature	in	which	the	passions	have	a
holiday,	 and	 when	 the	 author's	 invention	 fails,	 a	 grand	 catastrophe	 clears	 the
stage	of	one	half	the	dramatis	personae,	leaving	the	other	half	to	exult	over	their
downfall.
"Prime,	isn't	it?"	asked	the	boy,	as	her	eye	went	down	the	last	paragraph	of	her

portion.
"I	think	you	and	I	could	do	as	well	as	that	if	we	tried,"	returned	Jo,	amused	at

his	admiration	of	the	trash.
"I	should	think	I	was	a	pretty	lucky	chap	if	I	could.	She	makes	a	good	living

out	of	 such	 stories,	 they	 say."	 and	he	pointed	 to	 the	name	of	Mrs.	S.L.A.N.G.
Northbury,	under	the	title	of	the	tale.
"Do	you	know	her?"	asked	Jo,	with	sudden	interest.
"No,	but	 I	 read	all	her	pieces,	and	 I	know	a	 fellow	who	works	 in	 the	office

where	this	paper	is	printed."
"Do	you	say	she	makes	a	good	living	out	of	stories	like	this?"	and	Jo	looked

more	respectfully	at	the	agitated	group	and	thickly	sprinkled	exclamation	points
that	adorned	the	page.



"Guess	 she	 does!	 She	 knows	 just	 what	 folks	 like,	 and	 gets	 paid	 well	 for
writing	it."
Here	the	lecture	began,	but	Jo	heard	very	little	of	it,	for	while	Professor	Sands

was	prosing	away	about	Belzoni,	Cheops,	scarabei,	and	hieroglyphics,	she	was
covertly	taking	down	the	address	of	the	paper,	and	boldly	resolving	to	try	for	the
hundred-dollar	prize	offered	 in	 its	columns	for	a	sensational	story.	By	the	 time
the	lecture	ended	and	the	audience	awoke,	she	had	built	up	a	splendid	fortune	for
herself	(not	the	first	founded	on	paper),	and	was	already	deep	in	the	concoction
of	 her	 story,	 being	 unable	 to	 decide	whether	 the	 duel	 should	 come	 before	 the
elopement	or	after	the	murder.
She	said	nothing	of	her	plan	at	home,	but	fell	to	work	next	day,	much	to	the

disquiet	of	her	mother,	who	always	looked	a	little	anxious	when	'genius	took	to
burning'.	Jo	had	never	 tried	this	style	before,	contenting	herself	with	very	mild
romances	for	The	Spread	Eagle.	Her	experience	and	miscellaneous	reading	were
of	service	now,	for	they	gave	her	some	idea	of	dramatic	effect,	and	supplied	plot,
language,	and	costumes.	Her	story	was	as	full	of	desperation	and	despair	as	her
limited	acquaintance	with	those	uncomfortable	emotions	enabled	her	to	make	it,
and	having	located	it	in	Lisbon,	she	wound	up	with	an	earthquake,	as	a	striking
and	 appropriate	 denouement.	 The	 manuscript	 was	 privately	 dispatched,
accompanied	 by	 a	 note,	 modestly	 saying	 that	 if	 the	 tale	 didn't	 get	 the	 prize,
which	the	writer	hardly	dared	expect,	she	would	be	very	glad	to	receive	any	sum
it	might	be	considered	worth.
Six	weeks	 is	a	 long	 time	 to	wait,	and	a	still	 longer	 time	 for	a	girl	 to	keep	a

secret,	but	Jo	did	both,	and	was	just	beginning	to	give	up	all	hope	of	ever	seeing
her	manuscript	again,	when	a	letter	arrived	which	almost	took	her	breath	away,
for	on	opening	it,	a	check	for	a	hundred	dollars	fell	into	her	lap.	For	a	minute	she
stared	at	it	as	if	it	had	been	a	snake,	then	she	read	her	letter	and	began	to	cry.	If
the	 amiable	 gentleman	 who	 wrote	 that	 kindly	 note	 could	 have	 known	 what
intense	happiness	he	was	giving	a	fellow	creature,	 I	 think	he	would	devote	his
leisure	hours,	if	he	has	any,	to	that	amusement,	for	Jo	valued	the	letter	more	than
the	 money,	 because	 it	 was	 encouraging,	 and	 after	 years	 of	 effort	 it	 was	 so
pleasant	to	find	that	she	had	learned	to	do	something,	though	it	was	only	to	write
a	sensation	story.
A	prouder	young	woman	was	seldom	seen	than	she,	when,	having	composed

herself,	she	electrified	the	family	by	appearing	before	them	with	the	letter	in	one
hand,	the	check	in	the	other,	announcing	that	she	had	won	the	prize.	Of	course
there	was	a	great	jubilee,	and	when	the	story	came	everyone	read	and	praised	it,
though	 after	 her	 father	 had	 told	 her	 that	 the	 language	was	 good,	 the	 romance
fresh	and	hearty,	and	the	tragedy	quite	 thrilling,	he	shook	his	head,	and	said	in



his	unworldly	way…
"You	 can	 do	 better	 than	 this,	 Jo.	 Aim	 at	 the	 highest,	 and	 never	 mind	 the

money."
"I	 think	 the	 money	 is	 the	 best	 part	 of	 it.	 What	 will	 you	 do	 with	 such	 a

fortune?"	asked	Amy,	regarding	the	magic	slip	of	paper	with	a	reverential	eye.
"Send	 Beth	 and	 Mother	 to	 the	 seaside	 for	 a	 month	 or	 two,"	 answered	 Jo

promptly.
To	the	seaside	they	went,	after	much	discussion,	and	though	Beth	didn't	come

home	as	plump	and	rosy	as	could	be	desired,	she	was	much	better,	while	Mrs.
March	 declared	 she	 felt	 ten	 years	 younger.	 So	 Jo	 was	 satisfied	 with	 the
investment	 of	 her	 prize	money,	 and	 fell	 to	work	with	 a	 cheery	 spirit,	 bent	 on
earning	 more	 of	 those	 delightful	 checks.	 She	 did	 earn	 several	 that	 year,	 and
began	 to	 feel	 herself	 a	 power	 in	 the	 house,	 for	 by	 the	 magic	 of	 a	 pen,	 her
'rubbish'	 turned	 into	 comforts	 for	 them	 all.	 The	 Duke's	 Daughter	 paid	 the
butcher's	 bill,	 A	 Phantom	Hand	 put	 down	 a	 new	 carpet,	 and	 the	Curse	 of	 the
Coventrys	 proved	 the	 blessing	 of	 the	 Marches	 in	 the	 way	 of	 groceries	 and
gowns.
Wealth	is	certainly	a	most	desirable	thing,	but	poverty	has	its	sunny	side,	and

one	of	the	sweet	uses	of	adversity	is	the	genuine	satisfaction	which	comes	from
hearty	work	of	head	or	hand,	and	to	the	inspiration	of	necessity,	we	owe	half	the
wise,	 beautiful,	 and	 useful	 blessings	 of	 the	 world.	 Jo	 enjoyed	 a	 taste	 of	 this
satisfaction,	 and	 ceased	 to	 envy	 richer	 girls,	 taking	 great	 comfort	 in	 the
knowledge	 that	 she	 could	 supply	 her	 own	 wants,	 and	 need	 ask	 no	 one	 for	 a
penny.
Little	notice	was	taken	of	her	stories,	but	they	found	a	market,	and	encouraged

by	 this	 fact,	 she	 resolved	 to	make	 a	 bold	 stroke	 for	 fame	 and	 fortune.	Having
copied	her	novel	 for	 the	fourth	 time,	 read	 it	 to	all	her	confidential	 friends,	and
submitted	it	with	fear	and	trembling	to	three	publishers,	she	at	last	disposed	of	it,
on	condition	that	she	would	cut	it	down	one	third,	and	omit	all	the	parts	which
she	particularly	admired.
"Now	 I	 must	 either	 bundle	 it	 back	 in	 to	 my	 tin	 kitchen	 to	 mold,	 pay	 for

printing	it	myself,	or	chop	it	up	to	suit	purchasers	and	get	what	I	can	for	it.	Fame
is	a	very	good	thing	to	have	in	the	house,	but	cash	is	more	convenient,	so	I	wish
to	 take	 the	 sense	 of	 the	meeting	 on	 this	 important	 subject,"	 said	 Jo,	 calling	 a
family	council.
"Don't	spoil	your	book,	my	girl,	for	there	is	more	in	it	than	you	know,	and	the

idea	is	well	worked	out.	Let	 it	wait	and	ripen,"	was	her	father's	advice,	and	he
practiced	what	he	preached,	having	waited	patiently	thirty	years	for	fruit	of	his
own	to	ripen,	and	being	in	no	haste	to	gather	it	even	now	when	it	was	sweet	and



mellow.
"It	seems	to	me	that	Jo	will	profit	more	by	taking	the	trial	 than	by	waiting,"

said	Mrs.	March.	 "Criticism	 is	 the	best	 test	of	 such	work,	 for	 it	will	 show	her
both	unsuspected	merits	and	faults,	and	help	her	to	do	better	next	time.	We	are
too	partial,	but	 the	praise	and	blame	of	outsiders	will	prove	useful,	even	 if	she
gets	but	little	money."
"Yes,"	 said	 Jo,	 knitting	 her	 brows,	 "that's	 just	 it.	 I've	 been	 fussing	 over	 the

thing	so	long,	I	really	don't	know	whether	it's	good,	bad,	or	indifferent.	It	will	be
a	great	help	 to	have	cool,	 impartial	persons	 take	a	 look	at	 it,	 and	 tell	me	what
they	think	of	it."
"I	wouldn't	leave	a	word	out	of	it.	You'll	spoil	it	if	you	do,	for	the	interest	of

the	story	is	more	in	the	minds	than	in	the	actions	of	the	people,	and	it	will	be	all
a	muddle	if	you	don't	explain	as	you	go	on,"	said	Meg,	who	firmly	believed	that
this	book	was	the	most	remarkable	novel	ever	written.
"But	Mr.	Allen	says,	'Leave	out	the	explanations,	make	it	brief	and	dramatic,

and	 let	 the	 characters	 tell	 the	 story',"	 interrupted	 Jo,	 turning	 to	 the	 publisher's
note.
"Do	 as	 he	 tells	 you.	He	 knows	what	will	 sell,	 and	we	 don't.	Make	 a	 good,

popular	book,	and	get	as	much	money	as	you	can.	By-and-by,	when	you've	got	a
name,	you	can	afford	to	digress,	and	have	philosophical	and	metaphysical	people
in	your	novels,"	said	Amy,	who	took	a	strictly	practical	view	of	the	subject.
"Well,"	said	Jo,	laughing,	"if	my	people	are	'philosophical	and	metaphysical',

it	isn't	my	fault,	for	I	know	nothing	about	such	things,	except	what	I	hear	father
say,	sometimes.	If	I've	got	some	of	his	wise	ideas	jumbled	up	with	my	romance,
so	much	the	better	for	me.	Now,	Beth,	what	do	you	say?"
"I	 should	 so	 like	 to	 see	 it	 printed	 soon,"	 was	 all	 Beth	 said,	 and	 smiled	 in

saying	it.	But	there	was	an	unconscious	emphasis	on	the	last	word,	and	a	wistful
look	in	the	eyes	that	never	lost	their	childlike	candor,	which	chilled	Jo's	heart	for
a	minute	with	a	forboding	fear,	and	decided	her	to	make	her	little	venture	'soon'.
So,	with	Spartan	firmness,	the	young	authoress	laid	her	first-born	on	her	table,

and	chopped	 it	up	as	 ruthlessly	as	any	ogre.	 In	 the	hope	of	pleasing	everyone,
she	 took	 everyone's	 advice,	 and	 like	 the	 old	man	 and	 his	 donkey	 in	 the	 fable
suited	nobody.
Her	father	liked	the	metaphysical	streak	which	had	unconsciously	got	into	it,

so	 that	was	allowed	 to	 remain	 though	she	had	her	doubts	about	 it.	Her	mother
thought	that	there	was	a	trifle	too	much	description.	Out,	therefore	it	came,	and
with	it	many	necessary	links	in	the	story.	Meg	admired	the	tragedy,	so	Jo	piled
up	 the	 agony	 to	 suit	 her,	 while	 Amy	 objected	 to	 the	 fun,	 and,	 with	 the	 best
intentions	 in	 life,	 Jo	 quenched	 the	 spritly	 scenes	 which	 relieved	 the	 somber



character	of	 the	 story.	Then,	 to	complicate	 the	 ruin,	 she	cut	 it	down	one	 third,
and	confidingly	sent	the	poor	little	romance,	like	a	picked	robin,	out	into	the	big,
busy	world	to	try	its	fate.
Well,	it	was	printed,	and	she	got	three	hundred	dollars	for	it,	likewise	plenty	of

praise	and	blame,	both	so	much	greater	 than	she	expected	that	she	was	thrown
into	a	state	of	bewilderment	from	which	it	took	her	some	time	to	recover.
"You	said,	Mother,	that	criticism	would	help	me.	But	how	can	it,	when	it's	so

contradictory	that	I	don't	know	whether	I've	written	a	promising	book	or	broken
all	 the	 ten	commandments?"	cried	poor	 Jo,	 turning	over	 a	heap	of	notices,	 the
perusal	of	which	filled	her	with	pride	and	joy	one	minute,	wrath	and	dismay	the
next.	"This	man	says,	'An	exquisite	book,	full	of	truth,	beauty,	and	earnestness.'
'All	is	sweet,	pure,	and	healthy.'"	continued	the	perplexed	authoress.	"The	next,
'The	 theory	of	 the	 book	 is	 bad,	 full	 of	morbid	 fancies,	 spiritualistic	 ideas,	 and
unnatural	 characters.'	 Now,	 as	 I	 had	 no	 theory	 of	 any	 kind,	 don't	 believe	 in
Spiritualism,	and	copied	my	characters	from	life,	I	don't	see	how	this	critic	can
be	right.	Another	says,	'It's	one	of	the	best	American	novels	which	has	appeared
for	 years.'	 (I	 know	 better	 than	 that),	 and	 the	 next	 asserts	 that	 'Though	 it	 is
original,	and	written	with	great	force	and	feeling,	it	is	a	dangerous	book.'	'Tisn't!
Some	make	 fun	 of	 it,	 some	 overpraise,	 and	 nearly	 all	 insist	 that	 I	 had	 a	 deep
theory	to	expound,	when	I	only	wrote	it	for	the	pleasure	and	the	money.	I	wish
I'd	printed	the	whole	or	not	at	all,	for	I	do	hate	to	be	so	misjudged."
Her	family	and	friends	administered	comfort	and	commendation	liberally.	Yet

it	was	 a	 hard	 time	 for	 sensitive,	 high-spirited	 Jo,	who	meant	 so	well	 and	 had
apparently	 done	 so	 ill.	 But	 it	 did	 her	 good,	 for	 those	whose	 opinion	 had	 real
value	gave	her	 the	criticism	which	 is	an	author's	best	 education,	and	when	 the
first	soreness	was	over,	she	could	laugh	at	her	poor	little	book,	yet	believe	in	it
still,	and	feel	herself	the	wiser	and	stronger	for	the	buffeting	she	had	received.
"Not	being	a	genius,	 like	Keats,	 it	won't	kill	me,"	she	said	stoutly,	"and	I've

got	the	joke	on	my	side,	after	all,	for	the	parts	that	were	taken	straight	out	of	real
life	are	denounced	as	impossible	and	absurd,	and	the	scenes	that	I	made	up	out
of	my	own	silly	head	are	pronounced	 'charmingly	natural,	 tender,	and	 true'.	So
I'll	comfort	myself	with	that,	and	when	I'm	ready,	I'll	up	again	and	take	another."



Chapter		5
Domestic	Experiences

Like	 most	 other	 young	 matrons,	 Meg	 began	 her	 married	 life	 with	 the
determination	to	be	a	model	housekeeper.	John	should	find	home	a	paradise,	he
should	always	see	a	smiling	face,	should	fare	sumptuously	every	day,	and	never
know	the	loss	of	a	button.	She	brought	so	much	love,	energy,	and	cheerfulness	to
the	work	that	she	could	not	but	succeed,	in	spite	of	some	obstacles.	Her	paradise
was	not	a	tranquil	one,	for	the	little	woman	fussed,	was	over-anxious	to	please,
and	bustled	about	 like	a	 true	Martha,	 cumbered	with	many	cares.	She	was	 too
tired,	 sometimes,	 even	 to	 smile,	 John	 grew	 dyspeptic	 after	 a	 course	 of	 dainty
dishes	and	ungratefully	demanded	plain	fare.	As	for	buttons,	she	soon	learned	to
wonder	where	they	went,	to	shake	her	head	over	the	carelessness	of	men,	and	to
threaten	 to	make	 him	 sew	 them	 on	 himself,	 and	 see	 if	 his	 work	 would	 stand
impatient	and	clumsy	fingers	any	better	than	hers.
They	were	very	happy,	 even	after	 they	discovered	 that	 they	couldn't	 live	on

love	 alone.	 John	 did	 not	 find	Meg's	 beauty	 diminished,	 though	 she	 beamed	 at
him	from	behind	the	familiar	coffee	pot.	Nor	did	Meg	miss	any	of	the	romance
from	 the	daily	parting,	when	her	husband	 followed	up	his	kiss	with	 the	 tender
inquiry,	"Shall	I	send	some	veal	or	mutton	for	dinner,	darling?"	The	little	house
ceased	to	be	a	glorified	bower,	but	it	became	a	home,	and	the	young	couple	soon
felt	 that	 it	 was	 a	 change	 for	 the	 better.	 At	 first	 they	 played	 keep-house,	 and
frolicked	over	 it	 like	children.	Then	John	 took	steadily	 to	business,	 feeling	 the
cares	of	 the	head	of	a	family	upon	his	shoulders,	and	Meg	laid	by	her	cambric
wrappers,	put	on	a	big	apron,	and	fell	to	work,	as	before	said,	with	more	energy
than	discretion.
While	 the	 cooking	mania	 lasted	 she	went	 through	Mrs.	 Cornelius's	 Receipt

Book	 as	 if	 it	 were	 a	 mathematical	 exercise,	 working	 out	 the	 problems	 with
patience	 and	 care.	 Sometimes	 her	 family	were	 invited	 in	 to	 help	 eat	 up	 a	 too
bounteous	 feast	 of	 successes,	 or	 Lotty	 would	 be	 privately	 dispatched	 with	 a
batch	 of	 failures,	which	were	 to	 be	 concealed	 from	 all	 eyes	 in	 the	 convenient
stomachs	of	 the	 little	Hummels.	An	evening	with	John	over	 the	account	books
usually	 produced	 a	 temporary	 lull	 in	 the	 culinary	 enthusiasm,	 and	 a	 frugal	 fit
would	 ensue,	 during	 which	 the	 poor	 man	 was	 put	 through	 a	 course	 of	 bread
pudding,	hash,	and	warmed-over	coffee,	which	tried	his	soul,	although	he	bore	it



with	praiseworthy	fortitude.	Before	the	golden	mean	was	found,	however,	Meg
added	 to	 her	 domestic	 possessions	 what	 young	 couples	 seldom	 get	 on	 long
without,	a	family	jar.
Fired	a	with	housewifely	wish	to	see	her	storeroom	stocked	with	homemade

preserves,	she	undertook	to	put	up	her	own	currant	jelly.	John	was	requested	to
order	home	a	dozen	or	so	of	little	pots	and	an	extra	quantity	of	sugar,	for	their
own	 currants	 were	 ripe	 and	 were	 to	 be	 attended	 to	 at	 once.	 As	 John	 firmly
believed	 that	 'my	wife'	was	 equal	 to	 anything,	 and	 took	 a	 natural	 pride	 in	 her
skill,	he	resolved	that	she	should	be	gratified,	and	their	only	crop	of	fruit	laid	by
in	a	most	pleasing	form	for	winter	use.	Home	came	four	dozen	delightful	 little
pots,	half	a	barrel	of	sugar,	and	a	small	boy	to	pick	the	currants	for	her.	With	her
pretty	hair	tucked	into	a	little	cap,	arms	bared	to	the	elbow,	and	a	checked	apron
which	had	a	coquettish	look	in	spite	of	the	bib,	the	young	housewife	fell	to	work,
feeling	no	doubts	about	her	success,	for	hadn't	she	seen	Hannah	do	it	hundreds
of	times?	The	array	of	pots	rather	amazed	her	at	first,	but	John	was	so	fond	of
jelly,	 and	 the	 nice	 little	 jars	 would	 look	 so	 well	 on	 the	 top	 shelf,	 that	 Meg
resolved	 to	 fill	 them	 all,	 and	 spent	 a	 long	 day	 picking,	 boiling,	 straining,	 and
fussing	over	her	jelly.	She	did	her	best,	she	asked	advice	of	Mrs.	Cornelius,	she
racked	 her	 brain	 to	 remember	 what	 Hannah	 did	 that	 she	 left	 undone,	 she
reboiled,	resugared,	and	restrained,	but	that	dreadful	stuff	wouldn't	'jell'.
She	longed	to	run	home,	bib	and	all,	and	ask	Mother	to	lend	her	a	hand,	but

John	and	she	had	agreed	that	they	would	never	annoy	anyone	with	their	private
worries,	experiments,	or	quarrels.	They	had	laughed	over	that	last	word	as	if	the
idea	it	suggested	was	a	most	preposterous	one,	but	they	had	held	to	their	resolve,
and	whenever	they	could	get	on	without	help	they	did	so,	and	no	one	interfered,
for	Mrs.	March	had	advised	the	plan.	So	Meg	wrestled	alone	with	the	refractory
sweetmeats	all	 that	hot	summer	day,	and	at	five	o'clock	sat	down	in	her	 topsy-
turvey	kitchen,	wrung	her	bedaubed	hands,	lifted	up	her	voice	and	wept.
Now,	in	the	first	flush	of	the	new	life,	she	had	often	said,	"My	husband	shall

always	 feel	 free	 to	 bring	 a	 friend	 home	whenever	 he	 likes.	 I	 shall	 always	 be
prepared.	There	shall	be	no	flurry,	no	scolding,	no	discomfort,	but	a	neat	house,	a
cheerful	wife,	and	a	good	dinner.	John,	dear,	never	stop	to	ask	my	leave,	invite
whom	you	please,	and	be	sure	of	a	welcome	from	me."
How	charming	that	was,	to	be	sure!	John	quite	glowed	with	pride	to	hear	her

say	it,	and	felt	what	a	blessed	thing	it	was	to	have	a	superior	wife.	But,	although
they	had	had	company	from	time	 to	 time,	 it	never	happened	 to	be	unexpected,
and	Meg	had	never	had	an	opportunity	to	distinguish	herself	till	now.	It	always
happens	so	in	this	vale	of	tears,	there	is	an	inevitability	about	such	things	which
we	can	only	wonder	at,	deplore,	and	bear	as	we	best	can.



If	 John	 had	 not	 forgotten	 all	 about	 the	 jelly,	 it	 really	 would	 have	 been
unpardonable	 in	him	 to	 choose	 that	day,	of	 all	 the	days	 in	 the	year,	 to	bring	a
friend	 home	 to	 dinner	 unexpectedly.	 Congratulating	 himself	 that	 a	 handsome
repast	had	been	ordered	that	morning,	feeling	sure	that	it	would	be	ready	to	the
minute,	and	 indulging	 in	pleasant	anticipations	of	 the	charming	effect	 it	would
produce,	when	 his	 pretty	wife	 came	 running	 out	 to	meet	 him,	 he	 escorted	 his
friend	 to	 his	 mansion,	 with	 the	 irrepressible	 satisfaction	 of	 a	 young	 host	 and
husband.
It	 is	 a	 world	 of	 disappointments,	 as	 John	 discovered	 when	 he	 reached	 the

Dovecote.	The	 front	 door	 usually	 stood	 hospitably	 open.	Now	 it	was	 not	 only
shut,	but	locked,	and	yesterday's	mud	still	adorned	the	steps.	The	parlor	windows
were	closed	and	curtained,	no	picture	of	the	pretty	wife	sewing	on	the	piazza,	in
white,	with	a	distracting	little	bow	in	her	hair,	or	a	bright-eyed	hostess,	smiling	a
shy	 welcome	 as	 she	 greeted	 her	 guest.	 Nothing	 of	 the	 sort,	 for	 not	 a	 soul
appeared	but	a	sanginary-looking	boy	asleep	under	the	current	bushes.
"I'm	afraid	something	has	happened.	Step	into	the	garden,	Scott,	while	I	look

up	Mrs.	Brooke,"	said	John,	alarmed	at	the	silence	and	solitude.
Round	the	house	he	hurried,	led	by	a	pungent	smell	of	burned	sugar,	and	Mr.

Scott	strolled	after	him,	with	a	queer	look	on	his	face.	He	paused	discreetly	at	a
distance	when	Brooke	disappeared,	but	he	could	both	see	and	hear,	and	being	a
bachelor,	enjoyed	the	prospect	mightily.
In	the	kitchen	reigned	confusion	and	despair.	One	edition	of	jelly	was	trickled

from	pot	to	pot,	another	lay	upon	the	floor,	and	a	third	was	burning	gaily	on	the
stove.	Lotty,	with	Teutonic	phlegm,	was	calmly	eating	bread	and	currant	wine,
for	 the	 jelly	was	 still	 in	a	hopelessly	 liquid	 state,	while	Mrs.	Brooke,	with	her
apron	over	her	head,	sat	sobbing	dismally.
"My	 dearest	 girl,	 what	 is	 the	 matter?"	 cried	 John,	 rushing	 in,	 with	 awful

visions	of	scalded	hands,	sudden	news	of	affliction,	and	secret	consternation	at
the	thought	of	the	guest	in	the	garden.
"Oh,	John,	I	am	so	tired	and	hot	and	cross	and	worried!	I've	been	at	it	till	I'm

all	worn	out.	Do	come	and	help	me	or	I	shall	die!"	and	the	exhausted	housewife
cast	herself	upon	his	breast,	giving	him	a	sweet	welcome	in	every	sense	of	 the
word,	for	her	pinafore	had	been	baptized	at	the	same	time	as	the	floor.
"What	worries	you	dear?	Has	anything	dreadful	happened?"	asked	the	anxious

John,	tenderly	kissing	the	crown	of	the	little	cap,	which	was	all	askew.
"Yes,"	sobbed	Meg	despairingly.
"Tell	me	quick,	then.	Don't	cry.	I	can	bear	anything	better	than	that.	Out	with

it,	love."
"The…	The	jelly	won't	jell	and	I	don't	know	what	to	do!"



John	 Brooke	 laughed	 then	 as	 he	 never	 dared	 to	 laugh	 afterward,	 and	 the
derisive	 Scott	 smiled	 involuntarily	 as	 he	 heard	 the	 hearty	 peal,	 which	 put	 the
finishing	stroke	to	poor	Meg's	woe.
"Is	that	all?	Fling	it	out	of	the	window,	and	don't	bother	any	more	about	it.	I'll

buy	you	quarts	if	you	want	it,	but	for	heaven's	sake	don't	have	hysterics,	for	I've
brought	Jack	Scott	home	to	dinner,	and…	"
John	got	no	further,	for	Meg	cast	him	off,	and	clasped	her	hands	with	a	tragic

gesture	 as	 she	 fell	 into	 a	 chair,	 exclaiming	 in	 a	 tone	 of	 mingled	 indignation,
reproach,	and	dismay…
"A	man	to	dinner,	and	everything	in	a	mess!	John	Brooke,	how	could	you	do

such	a	thing?"
"Hush,	he's	in	the	garden!	I	forgot	the	confounded	jelly,	but	it	can't	be	helped

now,"	said	John,	surveying	the	prospect	with	an	anxious	eye.
"You	ought	to	have	sent	word,	or	told	me	this	morning,	and	you	ought	to	have

remembered	 how	busy	 I	was,"	 continued	Meg	 petulantly,	 for	 even	 turtledoves
will	peck	when	ruffled.
"I	didn't	know	it	this	morning,	and	there	was	no	time	to	send	word,	for	I	met

him	on	the	way	out.	I	never	thought	of	asking	leave,	when	you	have	always	told
me	to	do	as	I	liked.	I	never	tried	it	before,	and	hang	me	if	I	ever	do	again!"	added
John,	with	an	aggrieved	air.
"I	should	hope	not!	Take	him	away	at	once.	I	can't	see	him,	and	there	isn't	any

dinner."
"Well,	 I	 like	 that!	 Where's	 the	 beef	 and	 vegetables	 I	 sent	 home,	 and	 the

pudding	you	promised?"	cried	John,	rushing	to	the	larder.
"I	hadn't	 time	to	cook	anything.	 I	meant	 to	dine	at	Mother's.	 I'm	sorry,	but	 I

was	so	busy,"	and	Meg's	tears	began	again.
John	was	a	mild	man,	but	he	was	human,	and	after	a	long	day's	work	to	come

home	tired,	hungry,	and	hopeful,	to	find	a	chaotic	house,	an	empty	table,	and	a
cross	wife	was	not	exactly	conducive	to	repose	of	mind	or	manner.	He	restrained
himself	 however,	 and	 the	 little	 squall	 would	 have	 blown	 over,	 but	 for	 one
unlucky	word.
"It's	a	scrape,	 I	acknowledge,	but	 if	you	will	 lend	a	hand,	we'll	pull	 through

and	have	a	good	time	yet.	Don't	cry,	dear,	but	just	exert	yourself	a	bit,	and	fix	us
up	something	to	eat.	We're	both	as	hungry	as	hunters,	so	we	shan't	mind	what	it
is.	Give	us	the	cold	meat,	and	bread	and	cheese.	We	won't	ask	for	jelly."
He	meant	it	to	be	a	good-natured	joke,	but	that	one	word	sealed	his	fate.	Meg

thought	 it	 was	 too	 cruel	 to	 hint	 about	 her	 sad	 failure,	 and	 the	 last	 atom	 of
patience	vanished	as	he	spoke.
"You	must	get	yourself	out	of	the	scrape	as	you	can.	I'm	too	used	up	to	'exert'



myself	for	anyone.	It's	like	a	man	to	propose	a	bone	and	vulgar	bread	and	cheese
for	company.	I	won't	have	anything	of	the	sort	in	my	house.	Take	that	Scott	up	to
Mother's,	and	tell	him	I'm	away,	sick,	dead,	anything.	I	won't	see	him,	and	you
two	can	laugh	at	me	and	my	jelly	as	much	as	you	like.	You	won't	have	anything
else	here."	and	having	delivered	her	defiance	all	on	one	breath,	Meg	cast	away
her	pinafore	and	precipitately	left	the	field	to	bemoan	herself	in	her	own	room.
What	 those	 two	creatures	did	 in	her	absence,	 she	never	knew,	but	Mr.	Scott

was	not	taken	'up	to	Mother's',	and	when	Meg	descended,	after	they	had	strolled
away	 together,	 she	 found	 traces	 of	 a	 promiscuous	 lunch	which	 filled	 her	with
horror.	Lotty	reported	that	they	had	eaten	"a	much,	and	greatly	laughed,	and	the
master	bid	her	throw	away	all	the	sweet	stuff,	and	hide	the	pots."
Meg	 longed	 to	 go	 and	 tell	Mother,	 but	 a	 sense	 of	 shame	 at	 her	 own	 short-

comings,	of	loyalty	to	John,	"who	might	be	cruel,	but	nobody	should	know	it,"
restrained	her,	and	after	a	summary	cleaning	up,	she	dressed	herself	prettily,	and
sat	down	to	wait	for	John	to	come	and	be	forgiven.
Unfortunately,	 John	didn't	 come,	 not	 seeing	 the	matter	 in	 that	 light.	He	 had

carried	 it	 off	 as	 a	 good	 joke	 with	 Scott,	 excused	 his	 little	 wife	 as	 well	 as	 he
could,	and	played	the	host	so	hospitably	that	his	friend	enjoyed	the	impromptu
dinner,	and	promised	to	come	again,	but	John	was	angry,	though	he	did	not	show
it,	he	felt	that	Meg	had	deserted	him	in	his	hour	of	need.	"It	wasn't	fair	to	tell	a
man	to	bring	folks	home	any	time,	with	perfect	freedom,	and	when	he	took	you
at	 your	 word,	 to	 flame	 up	 and	 blame	 him,	 and	 leave	 him	 in	 the	 lurch,	 to	 be
laughed	at	or	pitied.	No,	by	George,	it	wasn't!	And	Meg	must	know	it."
He	had	fumed	inwardly	during	the	feast,	but	when	the	flurry	was	over	and	he

strolled	home	after	seeing	Scott	off,	a	milder	mood	came	over	him.	"Poor	little
thing!	 It	was	 hard	 upon	 her	when	 she	 tried	 so	 heartily	 to	 please	me.	 She	was
wrong,	of	course,	but	then	she	was	young.	I	must	be	patient	and	teach	her."	He
hoped	she	had	not	gone	home—he	hated	gossip	and	interference.	For	a	minute
he	was	ruffled	again	at	the	mere	thought	of	it,	and	then	the	fear	that	Meg	would
cry	herself	sick	softened	his	heart,	and	sent	him	on	at	a	quicker	pace,	resolving
to	be	calm	and	kind,	but	firm,	quite	firm,	and	show	her	where	she	had	failed	in
her	duty	to	her	spouse.
Meg	likewise	resolved	to	be	'calm	and	kind,	but	firm',	and	show	him	his	duty.

She	longed	to	run	to	meet	him,	and	beg	pardon,	and	be	kissed	and	comforted,	as
she	was	sure	of	being,	but,	of	course,	she	did	nothing	of	the	sort,	and	when	she
saw	John	coming,	began	to	hum	quite	naturally,	as	she	rocked	and	sewed,	like	a
lady	of	leisure	in	her	best	parlor.
John	was	a	little	disappointed	not	to	find	a	tender	Niobe,	but	feeling	that	his

dignity	demanded	 the	 first	 apology,	he	made	none,	 only	 came	 leisurely	 in	 and



laid	himself	upon	the	sofa	with	the	singularly	relevant	remark,	"We	are	going	to
have	a	new	moon,	my	dear."
"I've	no	objection,"	was	Meg's	equally	soothing	remark.	A	few	other	topics	of

general	 interest	 were	 introduced	 by	 Mr.	 Brooke	 and	 wet-blanketed	 by	 Mrs.
Brooke,	 and	 conversation	 languished.	 John	went	 to	 one	window,	 unfolded	 his
paper,	and	wrapped	himself	 in	 it,	 figuratively	speaking.	Meg	went	 to	 the	other
window,	and	sewed	as	if	new	rosettes	for	slippers	were	among	the	necessaries	of
life.	Neither	spoke.	Both	looked	quite	'calm	and	firm',	and	both	felt	desperately
uncomfortable.
"Oh,	dear,"	 thought	Meg,	"married	 life	 is	very	 trying,	and	does	need	 infinite

patience	 as	well	 as	 love,	 as	Mother	 says."	 The	word	 'Mother'	 suggested	 other
maternal	counsels	given	long	ago,	and	received	with	unbelieving	protests.
"John	is	a	good	man,	but	he	has	his	faults,	and	you	must	learn	to	see	and	bear

with	 them,	 remembering	 your	 own.	 He	 is	 very	 decided,	 but	 never	 will	 be
obstinate,	if	you	reason	kindly,	not	oppose	impatiently.	He	is	very	accurate,	and
particular	 about	 the	 truth—a	 good	 trait,	 though	 you	 call	 him	 'fussy'.	 Never
deceive	 him	 by	 look	 or	word,	Meg,	 and	 he	will	 give	 you	 the	 confidence	 you
deserve,	 the	 support	 you	 need.	He	 has	 a	 temper,	 not	 like	 ours—one	 flash	 and
then	all	over—but	the	white,	still	anger	that	is	seldom	stirred,	but	once	kindled	is
hard	 to	 quench.	 Be	 careful,	 be	 very	 careful,	 not	 to	 wake	 his	 anger	 against
yourself,	for	peace	and	happiness	depend	on	keeping	his	respect.	Watch	yourself,
be	 the	 first	 to	 ask	 pardon	 if	 you	 both	 err,	 and	 guard	 against	 the	 little	 piques,
misunderstandings,	 and	 hasty	words	 that	 often	 pave	 the	way	 for	 bitter	 sorrow
and	regret."
These	words	came	back	to	Meg,	as	she	sat	sewing	in	the	sunset,	especially	the

last.	 This	was	 the	 first	 serious	 disagreement,	 her	 own	 hasty	 speeches	 sounded
both	silly	and	unkind,	as	she	recalled	them,	her	own	anger	looked	childish	now,
and	thoughts	of	poor	John	coming	home	to	such	a	scene	quite	melted	her	heart.
She	glanced	at	him	with	tears	in	her	eyes,	but	he	did	not	see	them.	She	put	down
her	work	and	got	up,	thinking,	"I	will	be	the	first	to	say,	'Forgive	me'",	but	he	did
not	seem	to	hear	her.	She	went	very	slowly	across	the	room,	for	pride	was	hard
to	swallow,	and	stood	by	him,	but	he	did	not	turn	his	head.	For	a	minute	she	felt
as	if	she	really	couldn't	do	it,	then	came	the	thought,	"This	is	the	beginning.	I'll
do	my	part,	and	have	nothing	to	reproach	myself	with,"	and	stooping	down,	she
softly	kissed	her	husband	on	the	forehead.	Of	course	that	settled	it.	The	penitent
kiss	was	better	than	a	world	of	words,	and	John	had	her	on	his	knee	in	a	minute,
saying	tenderly…
"It	was	too	bad	to	laugh	at	the	poor	little	jelly	pots.	Forgive	me,	dear.	I	never

will	again!"



But	 he	 did,	 oh	 bless	 you,	 yes,	 hundreds	 of	 times,	 and	 so	 did	 Meg,	 both
declaring	 that	 it	 was	 the	 sweetest	 jelly	 they	 ever	made,	 for	 family	 peace	was
preserved	in	that	little	family	jar.
After	this,	Meg	had	Mr.	Scott	to	dinner	by	special	invitation,	and	served	him

up	a	pleasant	feast	without	a	cooked	wife	for	the	first	course,	on	which	occasion
she	was	so	gay	and	gracious,	and	made	everything	go	off	so	charmingly,	that	Mr.
Scott	told	John	he	was	a	lucky	fellow,	and	shook	his	head	over	the	hardships	of
bachelorhood	all	the	way	home.
In	 the	 autumn,	 new	 trials	 and	 experiences	 came	 to	 Meg.	 Sallie	 Moffat

renewed	her	friendship,	was	always	running	out	for	a	dish	of	gossip	at	the	little
house,	or	inviting	'that	poor	dear'	to	come	in	and	spend	the	day	at	the	big	house.
It	was	pleasant,	for	in	dull	weather	Meg	often	felt	lonely.	All	were	busy	at	home,
John	absent	till	night,	and	nothing	to	do	but	sew,	or	read,	or	potter	about.	So	it
naturally	 fell	out	 that	Meg	got	 into	 the	way	of	gadding	and	gossiping	with	her
friend.	 Seeing	 Sallie's	 pretty	 things	 made	 her	 long	 for	 such,	 and	 pity	 herself
because	 she	had	not	 got	 them.	Sallie	was	very	kind,	 and	often	offered	her	 the
coveted	trifles,	but	Meg	declined	them,	knowing	that	John	wouldn't	like	it,	and
then	this	foolish	little	woman	went	and	did	what	John	disliked	even	worse.
She	knew	her	husband's	income,	and	she	loved	to	feel	that	he	trusted	her,	not

only	with	his	happiness,	but	what	 some	men	 seem	 to	value	more—his	money.
She	knew	where	 it	was,	was	 free	 to	 take	what	 she	 liked,	and	all	he	asked	was
that	 she	 should	 keep	 account	 of	 every	 penny,	 pay	 bills	 once	 a	 month,	 and
remember	 that	 she	 was	 a	 poor	man's	 wife.	 Till	 now	 she	 had	 done	well,	 been
prudent	and	exact,	kept	her	little	account	books	neatly,	and	showed	them	to	him
monthly	without	fear.	But	that	autumn	the	serpent	got	into	Meg's	paradise,	and
tempted	her	like	many	a	modern	Eve,	not	with	apples,	but	with	dress.	Meg	didn't
like	to	be	pitied	and	made	to	feel	poor.	It	 irritated	her,	but	she	was	ashamed	to
confess	 it,	 and	now	and	 then	she	 tried	 to	console	herself	by	buying	something
pretty,	so	that	Sallie	needn't	think	she	had	to	economize.	She	always	felt	wicked
after	it,	for	the	pretty	things	were	seldom	necessaries,	but	then	they	cost	so	little,
it	wasn't	worth	worrying	about,	so	the	trifles	increased	unconsciously,	and	in	the
shopping	excursions	she	was	no	longer	a	passive	looker-on.
But	 the	 trifles	cost	more	 than	one	would	 imagine,	and	when	she	cast	up	her

accounts	at	the	end	of	the	month	the	sum	total	rather	scared	her.	John	was	busy
that	month	and	left	the	bills	to	her,	the	next	month	he	was	absent,	but	the	third	he
had	a	grand	quarterly	settling	up,	and	Meg	never	forgot	it.	A	few	days	before	she
had	done	a	dreadful	thing,	and	it	weighed	upon	her	conscience.	Sallie	had	been
buying	 silks,	 and	 Meg	 longed	 for	 a	 new	 one,	 just	 a	 handsome	 light	 one	 for
parties,	 her	 black	 silk	was	 so	 common,	 and	 thin	 things	 for	 evening	wear	were



only	proper	 for	girls.	Aunt	March	usually	gave	 the	sisters	a	present	of	 twenty-
five	dollars	apiece	at	New	Year's.	That	was	only	a	month	to	wait,	and	here	was	a
lovely	violet	silk	going	at	a	bargain,	and	she	had	the	money,	if	she	only	dared	to
take	 it.	 John	always	said	what	was	his	was	hers,	but	would	he	 think	 it	 right	 to
spend	not	only	the	prospective	five-and-twenty,	but	another	five-and-twenty	out
of	the	household	fund?	That	was	the	question.	Sallie	had	urged	her	to	do	it,	had
offered	to	lend	the	money,	and	with	the	best	intentions	in	life	had	tempted	Meg
beyond	 her	 strength.	 In	 an	 evil	 moment	 the	 shopman	 held	 up	 the	 lovely,
shimmering	 folds,	 and	 said,	 "A	bargain,	 I	 assure,	 you,	ma'am."	She	 answered,
"I'll	take	it,"	and	it	was	cut	off	and	paid	for,	and	Sallie	had	exulted,	and	she	had
laughed	as	 if	 it	were	a	 thing	of	no	consequence,	and	driven	away,	feeling	as	 if
she	had	stolen	something,	and	the	police	were	after	her.
When	she	got	home,	she	tried	to	assuage	the	pangs	of	remorse	by	spreading

forth	the	lovely	silk,	but	it	looked	less	silvery	now,	didn't	become	her,	after	all,
and	 the	words	 'fifty	dollars'	 seemed	stamped	 like	a	pattern	down	each	breadth.
She	put	 it	away,	but	 it	haunted	her,	not	delightfully	as	a	new	dress	should,	but
dreadfully	like	the	ghost	of	a	folly	that	was	not	easily	laid.	When	John	got	out
his	books	that	night,	Meg's	heart	sank,	and	for	the	first	time	in	her	married	life,
she	was	afraid	of	her	husband.	The	kind,	brown	eyes	looked	as	if	they	could	be
stern,	and	though	he	was	unusually	merry,	she	fancied	he	had	found	her	out,	but
didn't	mean	 to	 let	 her	 know	 it.	The	 house	 bills	were	 all	 paid,	 the	 books	 all	 in
order.	 John	 had	 praised	 her,	 and	was	 undoing	 the	 old	 pocketbook	which	 they
called	the	'bank',	when	Meg,	knowing	that	it	was	quite	empty,	stopped	his	hand,
saying	nervously…
"You	haven't	seen	my	private	expense	book	yet."
John	never	asked	to	see	it,	but	she	always	insisted	on	his	doing	so,	and	used	to

enjoy	 his	masculine	 amazement	 at	 the	 queer	 things	women	wanted,	 and	made
him	guess	what	piping	was,	demand	fiercely	the	meaning	of	a	hug-me-tight,	or
wonder	how	a	little	thing	composed	of	three	rosebuds,	a	bit	of	velvet,	and	a	pair
of	strings,	could	possibly	be	a	bonnet,	and	cost	six	dollars.	That	night	he	looked
as	if	he	would	like	the	fun	of	quizzing	her	figures	and	pretending	to	be	horrified
at	her	extravagance,	as	he	often	did,	being	particularly	proud	of	his	prudent	wife.
The	 little	 book	was	brought	 slowly	out	 and	 laid	down	before	him.	Meg	got

behind	 his	 chair	 under	 pretense	 of	 smoothing	 the	 wrinkles	 out	 of	 his	 tired
forehead,	 and	 standing	 there,	 she	 said,	 with	 her	 panic	 increasing	 with	 every
word…
"John,	dear,	I'm	ashamed	to	show	you	my	book,	for	I've	really	been	dreadfully

extravagant	lately.	I	go	about	so	much	I	must	have	things,	you	know,	and	Sallie
advised	my	getting	it,	so	I	did,	and	my	New	Year's	money	will	partly	pay	for	it,



but	I	was	sorry	after	I	had	done	it,	for	I	knew	you'd	think	it	wrong	in	me."
John	laughed,	and	drew	her	round	beside	him,	saying	goodhumoredly,	"Don't

go	and	hide.	I	won't	beat	you	if	you	have	got	a	pair	of	killing	boots.	I'm	rather
proud	of	my	wife's	feet,	and	don't	mind	if	she	does	pay	eight	or	nine	dollars	for
her	boots,	if	they	are	good	ones."
That	 had	 been	 one	 of	 her	 last	 'trifles',	 and	 John's	 eye	 had	 fallen	 on	 it	 as	 he

spoke.	"Oh,	what	will	he	say	when	he	comes	to	that	awful	fifty	dollars!"	thought
Meg,	with	a	shiver.
"It's	 worse	 than	 boots,	 it's	 a	 silk	 dress,"	 she	 said,	 with	 the	 calmness	 of

desperation,	for	she	wanted	the	worst	over.
"Well,	dear,	what	is	the	'dem'd	total',	as	Mr.	Mantalini	says?"
That	didn't	sound	like	John,	and	she	knew	he	was	looking	up	at	her	with	the

straightforward	 look	 that	 she	 had	 always	 been	 ready	 to	meet	 and	 answer	with
one	 as	 frank	 till	 now.	 She	 turned	 the	 page	 and	 her	 head	 at	 the	 same	 time,
pointing	 to	 the	 sum	which	would	have	been	bad	 enough	without	 the	 fifty,	 but
which	was	appalling	to	her	with	that	added.	For	a	minute	the	room	was	very	still,
then	 John	 said	 slowly—but	 she	 could	 feel	 it	 cost	 him	 an	 effort	 to	 express	 no
displeasure—…
"Well,	I	don't	know	that	fifty	is	much	for	a	dress,	with	all	 the	furbelows	and

notions	you	have	to	have	to	finish	it	off	these	days."
"It	 isn't	made	or	 trimmed,"	 sighed	Meg,	 faintly,	 for	a	 sudden	 recollection	of

the	cost	still	to	be	incurred	quite	overwhelmed	her.
"Twenty-five	yards	of	silk	seems	a	good	deal	to	cover	one	small	woman,	but

I've	no	doubt	my	wife	will	 look	as	 fine	as	Ned	Moffat's	when	she	gets	 it	on,"
said	John	dryly.
"I	know	you	are	angry,	 John,	but	 I	 can't	help	 it.	 I	don't	mean	 to	waste	your

money,	and	I	didn't	think	those	little	things	would	count	up	so.	I	can't	resist	them
when	I	see	Sallie	buying	all	she	wants,	and	pitying	me	because	I	don't.	I	try	to	be
contented,	but	it	is	hard,	and	I'm	tired	of	being	poor."
The	last	words	were	spoken	so	low	she	thought	he	did	not	hear	them,	but	he

did,	and	they	wounded	him	deeply,	for	he	had	denied	himself	many	pleasures	for
Meg's	sake.	She	could	have	bitten	her	tongue	out	the	minute	she	had	said	it,	for
John	pushed	the	books	away	and	got	up,	saying	with	a	little	quiver	in	his	voice,
"I	was	afraid	of	this.	I	do	my	best,	Meg."	If	he	had	scolded	her,	or	even	shaken
her,	it	would	not	have	broken	her	heart	like	those	few	words.	She	ran	to	him	and
held	 him	 close,	 crying,	 with	 repentant	 tears,	 "Oh,	 John,	 my	 dear,	 kind,	 hard-
working	boy.	I	didn't	mean	it!	It	was	so	wicked,	so	untrue	and	ungrateful,	how
could	I	say	it!	Oh,	how	could	I	say	it!"
He	was	very	kind,	forgave	her	readily,	and	did	not	utter	one	reproach,	but	Meg



knew	 that	 she	 had	 done	 and	 said	 a	 thing	which	would	 not	 be	 forgotten	 soon,
although	 he	might	 never	 allude	 to	 it	 again.	 She	 had	 promised	 to	 love	 him	 for
better	 or	worse,	 and	 then	 she,	 his	wife,	 had	 reproached	 him	with	 his	 poverty,
after	 spending	his	 earnings	 recklessly.	 It	was	dreadful,	 and	 the	worst	of	 it	was
John	went	on	so	quietly	afterward,	just	as	if	nothing	had	happened,	except	that
he	stayed	in	town	later,	and	worked	at	night	when	she	had	gone	to	cry	herself	to
sleep.	A	week	of	remorse	nearly	made	Meg	sick,	and	the	discovery	that	John	had
countermanded	the	order	for	his	new	greatcoat	reduced	her	to	a	state	of	despair
which	was	 pathetic	 to	 behold.	He	 had	 simply	 said,	 in	 answer	 to	 her	 surprised
inquiries	as	to	the	change,	"I	can't	afford	it,	my	dear."
Meg	said	no	more,	but	a	few	minutes	after	he	found	her	in	the	hall	with	her

face	buried	in	the	old	greatcoat,	crying	as	if	her	heart	would	break.
They	had	a	 long	 talk	 that	night,	and	Meg	learned	 to	 love	her	husband	better

for	his	poverty,	 because	 it	 seemed	 to	have	made	a	man	of	him,	given	him	 the
strength	and	courage	to	fight	his	own	way,	and	taught	him	a	tender	patience	with
which	to	bear	and	comfort	the	natural	longings	and	failures	of	those	he	loved.
Next	day	 she	put	 her	 pride	 in	her	 pocket,	went	 to	Sallie,	 told	 the	 truth,	 and

asked	her	to	buy	the	silk	as	a	favor.	The	good-natured	Mrs.	Moffat	willingly	did
so,	and	had	the	delicacy	not	to	make	her	a	present	of	it	immediately	afterward.
Then	Meg	ordered	home	the	greatcoat,	and	when	John	arrived,	she	put	it	on,	and
asked	him	how	he	 liked	her	new	silk	gown.	One	can	 imagine	what	 answer	he
made,	how	he	 received	his	present,	 and	what	 a	blissful	 state	of	 things	 ensued.
John	came	home	early,	Meg	gadded	no	more,	and	 that	greatcoat	was	put	on	 in
the	morning	by	a	very	happy	husband,	and	taken	off	at	night	by	a	most	devoted
little	wife.	So	the	year	rolled	round,	and	at	midsummer	there	came	to	Meg	a	new
experience,	the	deepest	and	tenderest	of	a	woman's	life.
Laurie	came	sneaking	into	the	kitchen	of	the	Dovecote	one	Saturday,	with	an

excited	 face,	 and	was	 received	with	 the	 clash	of	 cymbals,	 for	Hannah	clapped
her	hands	with	a	saucepan	in	one	and	the	cover	in	the	other.
"How's	the	little	mamma?	Where	is	everybody?	Why	didn't	you	tell	me	before

I	came	home?"	began	Laurie	in	a	loud	whisper.
"Happy	as	a	queen,	 the	dear!	Every	soul	of	 'em	 is	upstairs	a	worshipin'.	We

didn't	want	no	hurrycanes	round.	Now	you	go	into	the	parlor,	and	I'll	send	 'em
down	to	you,"	with	which	somewhat	involved	reply	Hannah	vanished,	chuckling
ecstatically.
Presently	Jo	appeared,	proudly	bearing	a	flannel	bundle	laid	forth	upon	a	large

pillow.	 Jo's	 face	was	 very	 sober,	 but	 her	 eyes	 twinkled,	 and	 there	was	 an	 odd
sound	in	her	voice	of	repressed	emotion	of	some	sort.
"Shut	your	eyes	and	hold	out	your	arms,"	she	said	invitingly.



Laurie	backed	precipitately	into	a	corner,	and	put	his	hands	behind	him	with
an	imploring	gesture.	"No,	thank	you.	I'd	rather	not.	I	shall	drop	it	or	smash	it,	as
sure	as	fate."
"Then	you	shan't	see	your	nevvy,"	said	Jo	decidedly,	turning	as	if	to	go.
"I	 will,	 I	 will!	 Only	 you	 must	 be	 responsible	 for	 damages."	 and	 obeying

orders,	Laurie	heroically	shut	his	eyes	while	something	was	put	into	his	arms.	A
peal	 of	 laughter	 from	 Jo,	Amy,	Mrs.	March,	Hannah,	 and	 John	 caused	 him	 to
open	them	the	next	minute,	to	find	himself	invested	with	two	babies	instead	of
one.
No	wonder	 they	 laughed,	 for	 the	expression	of	his	 face	was	droll	enough	 to

convulse	a	Quaker,	as	he	stood	and	stared	wildly	from	the	unconscious	innocents
to	 the	hilarious	 spectators	with	 such	dismay	 that	 Jo	 sat	down	on	 the	 floor	 and
screamed.
"Twins,	by	Jupiter!"	was	all	he	said	for	a	minute,	then	turning	to	the	women

with	an	appealing	 look	that	was	comically	piteous,	he	added,	"Take	 'em	quick,
somebody!	I'm	going	to	laugh,	and	I	shall	drop	'em."
Jo	rescued	his	babies,	and	marched	up	and	down,	with	one	on	each	arm,	as	if

already	initiated	into	the	mysteries	of	babytending,	while	Laurie	laughed	till	the
tears	ran	down	his	cheeks.
"It's	the	best	joke	of	the	season,	isn't	it?	I	wouldn't	have	told	you,	for	I	set	my

heart	on	surprising	you,	and	I	flatter	myself	I've	done	it,"	said	Jo,	when	she	got
her	breath.
"I	never	was	more	staggered	in	my	life.	Isn't	it	fun?	Are	they	boys?	What	are

you	going	to	name	them?	Let's	have	another	look.	Hold	me	up,	Jo,	for	upon	my
life	it's	one	too	many	for	me,"	returned	Laurie,	regarding	the	infants	with	the	air
of	a	big,	benevolent	Newfoundland	looking	at	a	pair	of	infantile	kittens.
"Boy	and	girl.	Aren't	 they	beauties?"	said	the	proud	papa,	beaming	upon	the

little	red	squirmers	as	if	they	were	unfledged	angels.
"Most	remarkable	children	I	ever	saw.	Which	is	which?"	and	Laurie	bent	like

a	well-sweep	to	examine	the	prodigies.
"Amy	put	a	blue	ribbon	on	the	boy	and	a	pink	on	the	girl,	French	fashion,	so

you	can	always	tell.	Besides,	one	has	blue	eyes	and	one	brown.	Kiss	them,	Uncle
Teddy,"	said	wicked	Jo.
"I'm	afraid	they	mightn't	like	it,"	began	Laurie,	with	unusual	timidity	in	such

matters.
"Of	 course	 they	 will,	 they	 are	 used	 to	 it	 now.	 Do	 it	 this	 minute,	 sir!"

commanded	Jo,	fearing	he	might	propose	a	proxy.
Laurie	 screwed	 up	 his	 face	 and	 obeyed	 with	 a	 gingerly	 peck	 at	 each	 little

cheek	that	produced	another	laugh,	and	made	the	babies	squeal.



"There,	I	knew	they	didn't	like	it!	That's	the	boy,	see	him	kick,	he	hits	out	with
his	fists	like	a	good	one.	Now	then,	young	Brooke,	pitch	into	a	man	of	your	own
size,	will	you?"	cried	Laurie,	delighted	with	a	poke	in	the	face	from	a	tiny	fist,
flapping	aimlessly	about.
"He's	 to	 be	 named	 John	 Laurence,	 and	 the	 girl	Margaret,	 after	 mother	 and

grandmother.	 We	 shall	 call	 her	 Daisey,	 so	 as	 not	 to	 have	 two	 Megs,	 and	 I
suppose	the	mannie	will	be	Jack,	unless	we	find	a	better	name,"	said	Amy,	with
aunt-like	interest.
"Name	him	Demijohn,	and	call	him	Demi	for	short,"	said	Laurie
"Daisy	and	Demi,	just	the	thing!	I	knew	Teddy	would	do	it,"	cried	Jo	clapping

her	hands.
Teddy	certainly	had	done	it	that	time,	for	the	babies	were	'Daisy'	and	'Demi'	to

the	end	of	the	chapter.



Chapter		6
Calls

"Come,	Jo,	it's	time."
"For	what?"
"You	don't	mean	to	say	you	have	forgotten	that	you	promised	to	make	half	a

dozen	calls	with	me	today?"
"I've	done	a	good	many	rash	and	foolish	things	in	my	life,	but	I	don't	think	I

ever	was	mad	enough	 to	 say	 I'd	make	 six	 calls	 in	one	day,	when	a	 single	one
upsets	me	for	a	week."
"Yes,	you	did,	it	was	a	bargain	between	us.	I	was	to	finish	the	crayon	of	Beth

for	you,	and	you	were	to	go	properly	with	me,	and	return	our	neighbors'	visits."
"If	 it	 was	 fair,	 that	 was	 in	 the	 bond,	 and	 I	 stand	 to	 the	 letter	 of	 my	 bond,

Shylock.	There	is	a	pile	of	clouds	in	the	east,	it's	not	fair,	and	I	don't	go."
"Now,	 that's	 shirking.	 It's	 a	 lovely	 day,	 no	 prospect	 of	 rain,	 and	 you	 pride

yourself	on	keeping	promises,	so	be	honorable,	come	and	do	your	duty,	and	then
be	at	peace	for	another	six	months."
At	 that	 minute	 Jo	 was	 particularly	 absorbed	 in	 dressmaking,	 for	 she	 was

mantua-maker	general	to	the	family,	and	took	especial	credit	to	herself	because
she	could	use	a	needle	as	well	as	a	pen.	It	was	very	provoking	to	be	arrested	in
the	act	of	a	first	trying-on,	and	ordered	out	to	make	calls	in	her	best	array	on	a
warm	July	day.	She	hated	calls	of	the	formal	sort,	and	never	made	any	till	Amy
compelled	 her	with	 a	 bargain,	 bribe,	 or	 promise.	 In	 the	 present	 instance	 there
was	no	escape,	and	having	clashed	her	scissors	rebelliously,	while	protesting	that
she	smelled	thunder,	she	gave	in,	put	away	her	work,	and	taking	up	her	hat	and
gloves	with	an	air	of	resignation,	told	Amy	the	victim	was	ready.
"Jo	March,	you	are	perverse	enough	 to	provoke	a	 saint!	You	don't	 intend	 to

make	calls	in	that	state,	I	hope,"	cried	Amy,	surveying	her	with	amazement.
"Why	not?	I'm	neat	and	cool	and	comfortable,	quite	proper	for	a	dusty	walk

on	a	warm	day.	If	people	care	more	for	my	clothes	than	they	do	for	me,	I	don't
wish	to	see	them.	You	can	dress	for	both,	and	be	as	elegant	as	you	please.	It	pays
for	you	to	be	fine.	It	doesn't	for	me,	and	furbelows	only	worry	me."
"Oh,	 dear!"	 sighed	 Amy,	 "now	 she's	 in	 a	 contrary	 fit,	 and	 will	 drive	 me

distracted	before	I	can	get	her	properly	ready.	I'm	sure	it's	no	pleasure	to	me	to
go	today,	but	it's	a	debt	we	owe	society,	and	there's	no	one	to	pay	it	but	you	and



me.	I'll	do	anything	for	you,	Jo,	if	you'll	only	dress	yourself	nicely,	and	come	and
help	 me	 do	 the	 civil.	 You	 can	 talk	 so	 well,	 look	 so	 aristocratic	 in	 your	 best
things,	and	behave	so	beautifully,	if	you	try,	that	I'm	proud	of	you.	I'm	afraid	to
go	alone,	do	come	and	take	care	of	me."
"You're	an	artful	little	puss	to	flatter	and	wheedle	your	cross	old	sister	in	that

way.	The	idea	of	my	being	aristocratic	and	well-bred,	and	your	being	afraid	to	go
anywhere	alone!	I	don't	know	which	is	the	most	absurd.	Well,	I'll	go	if	I	must,
and	do	my	best.	You	shall	be	commander	of	the	expedition,	and	I'll	obey	blindly,
will	that	satisfy	you?"	said	Jo,	with	a	sudden	change	from	perversity	to	lamblike
submission.
"You're	a	perfect	cherub!	Now	put	on	all	your	best	things,	and	I'll	tell	you	how

to	behave	at	each	place,	so	that	you	will	make	a	good	impression.	I	want	people
to	 like	you,	and	 they	would	 if	you'd	only	 try	 to	be	a	 little	more	agreeable.	Do
your	hair	the	pretty	way,	and	put	the	pink	rose	in	your	bonnet.	It's	becoming,	and
you	look	too	sober	in	your	plain	suit.	Take	your	light	gloves	and	the	embroidered
handkerchief.	We'll	stop	at	Meg's,	and	borrow	her	white	sunshade,	and	then	you
can	have	my	dove-colored	one."
While	Amy	dressed,	she	 issued	her	orders,	and	Jo	obeyed	them,	not	without

entering	 her	 protest,	 however,	 for	 she	 sighed	 as	 she	 rustled	 into	 her	 new
organdie,	 frowned	 darkly	 at	 herself	 as	 she	 tied	 her	 bonnet	 strings	 in	 an
irreproachable	 bow,	 wrestled	 viciously	 with	 pins	 as	 she	 put	 on	 her	 collar,
wrinkled	 up	 her	 features	 generally	 as	 she	 shook	 out	 the	 handkerchief,	 whose
embroidery	 was	 as	 irritating	 to	 her	 nose	 as	 the	 present	 mission	 was	 to	 her
feelings,	 and	 when	 she	 had	 squeezed	 her	 hands	 into	 tight	 gloves	 with	 three
buttons	 and	a	 tassel,	 as	 the	 last	 touch	of	 elegance,	 she	 turned	 to	Amy	with	 an
imbecile	expression	of	countenance,	saying	meekly…
"I'm	perfectly	miserable,	but	if	you	consider	me	presentable,	I	die	happy."
"You're	highly	satisfactory.	Turn	slowly	round,	and	let	me	get	a	careful	view."

Jo	revolved,	and	Amy	gave	a	touch	here	and	there,	then	fell	back,	with	her	head
on	one	side,	observing	graciously,	"Yes,	you'll	do.	Your	head	is	all	I	could	ask,
for	that	white	bonnet	with	the	rose	is	quite	ravishing.	Hold	back	your	shoulders,
and	carry	your	hands	easily,	no	matter	if	your	gloves	do	pinch.	There's	one	thing
you	can	do	well,	Jo,	that	is,	wear	a	shawl.	I	can't,	but	it's	very	nice	to	see	you,
and	I'm	so	glad	Aunt	March	gave	you	that	lovely	one.	It's	simple,	but	handsome,
and	those	folds	over	the	arm	are	really	artistic.	Is	the	point	of	my	mantle	in	the
middle,	and	have	I	looped	my	dress	evenly?	I	like	to	show	my	boots,	for	my	feet
are	pretty,	though	my	nose	isn't."
"You	 are	 a	 thing	 of	 beauty	 and	 a	 joy	 forever,"	 said	 Jo,	 looking	 through	 her

hand	with	 the	 air	 of	 a	 connoisseur	 at	 the	 blue	 feather	 against	 the	 golden	 hair.



"Am	I	to	drag	my	best	dress	through	the	dust,	or	loop	it	up,	please,	ma'am?"
"Hold	it	up	when	you	walk,	but	drop	it	in	the	house.	The	sweeping	style	suits

you	 best,	 and	 you	 must	 learn	 to	 trail	 your	 skirts	 gracefully.	 You	 haven't	 half
buttoned	one	cuff,	do	it	at	once.	You'll	never	look	finished	if	you	are	not	careful
about	the	little	details,	for	they	make	up	the	pleasing	whole."
Jo	sighed,	and	proceeded	 to	burst	 the	buttons	off	her	glove,	 in	doing	up	her

cuff,	but	at	 last	both	were	ready,	and	sailed	away,	 looking	as	 'pretty	as	picters',
Hannah	said,	as	she	hung	out	of	the	upper	window	to	watch	them.
"Now,	 Jo	 dear,	 the	 Chesters	 consider	 themselves	 very	 elegant	 people,	 so	 I

want	 you	 to	 put	 on	 your	 best	 deportment.	 Don't	 make	 any	 of	 your	 abrupt
remarks,	or	do	anything	odd,	will	you?	Just	be	calm,	cool,	and	quiet,	that's	safe
and	 ladylike,	 and	 you	 can	 easily	 do	 it	 for	 fifteen	minutes,"	 said	Amy,	 as	 they
approached	 the	 first	 place,	 having	 borrowed	 the	 white	 parasol	 and	 been
inspected	by	Meg,	with	a	baby	on	each	arm.
"Let	me	see.	'Calm,	cool,	and	quiet',	yes,	I	think	I	can	promise	that.	I've	played

the	 part	 of	 a	 prim	 young	 lady	 on	 the	 stage,	 and	 I'll	 try	 it	 off.	My	 powers	 are
great,	as	you	shall	see,	so	be	easy	in	your	mind,	my	child."
Amy	looked	relieved,	but	naughty	Jo	took	her	at	her	word,	for	during	the	first

call	 she	 sat	with	 every	 limb	gracefully	 composed,	 every	 fold	 correctly	draped,
calm	as	a	summer	sea,	cool	as	a	snowbank,	and	as	silent	as	the	sphinx.	In	vain
Mrs.	Chester	alluded	to	her	'charming	novel',	and	the	Misses	Chester	introduced
parties,	 picnics,	 the	 opera,	 and	 the	 fashions.	Each	 and	 all	were	 answered	 by	 a
smile,	 a	 bow,	 and	 a	 demure	 "Yes"	 or	 "No"	 with	 the	 chill	 on.	 In	 vain	 Amy
telegraphed	the	word	'talk',	tried	to	draw	her	out,	and	administered	covert	pokes
with	 her	 foot.	 Jo	 sat	 as	 if	 blandly	 unconscious	 of	 it	 all,	 with	 deportment	 like
Maud's	face,	'icily	regular,	splendidly	null'.
"What	a	haughty,	uninteresting	creature	 that	oldest	Miss	March	 is!"	was	 the

unfortunately	audible	remark	of	one	of	the	ladies,	as	the	door	closed	upon	their
guests.	Jo	laughed	noiselessly	all	through	the	hall,	but	Amy	looked	disgusted	at
the	failure	of	her	instructions,	and	very	naturally	laid	the	blame	upon	Jo.
"How	could	you	mistake	me	so?	I	merely	meant	you	to	be	properly	dignified

and	 composed,	 and	 you	 made	 yourself	 a	 perfect	 stock	 and	 stone.	 Try	 to	 be
sociable	at	 the	Lambs'.	Gossip	as	other	girls	do,	and	be	 interested	 in	dress	and
flirtations	and	whatever	nonsense	comes	up.	They	move	in	the	best	society,	are
valuable	persons	for	us	to	know,	and	I	wouldn't	fail	to	make	a	good	impression
there	for	anything."
"I'll	 be	 agreeable.	 I'll	 gossip	 and	giggle,	 and	have	horrors	 and	 raptures	 over

any	 trifle	 you	 like.	 I	 rather	 enjoy	 this,	 and	 now	 I'll	 imitate	 what	 is	 called	 'a
charming	girl'.	I	can	do	it,	for	I	have	May	Chester	as	a	model,	and	I'll	improve



upon	her.	See	if	the	Lambs	don't	say,	'What	a	lively,	nice	creature	that	Jo	March
is!"
Amy	felt	anxious,	as	well	she	might,	for	when	Jo	turned	freakish	there	was	no

knowing	where	she	would	stop.	Amy's	face	was	a	study	when	she	saw	her	sister
skim	into	the	next	drawing	room,	kiss	all	 the	young	ladies	with	effusion,	beam
graciously	upon	 the	young	gentlemen,	 and	 join	 in	 the	 chat	with	 a	 spirit	which
amazed	the	beholder.	Amy	was	taken	possession	of	by	Mrs.	Lamb,	with	whom
she	was	 a	 favorite,	 and	 forced	 to	hear	 a	 long	 account	of	Lucretia's	 last	 attack,
while	three	delightful	young	gentlemen	hovered	near,	waiting	for	a	pause	when
they	might	 rush	 in	and	rescue	her.	So	situated,	she	was	powerless	 to	check	Jo,
who	seemed	possessed	by	a	spirit	of	mischief,	and	talked	away	as	volubly	as	the
lady.	A	knot	of	heads	gathered	about	her,	and	Amy	strained	her	ears	to	hear	what
was	going	on,	for	broken	sentences	filled	her	with	curiosity,	and	frequent	peals
of	 laughter	made	her	wild	 to	share	 the	 fun.	One	may	 imagine	her	 suffering	on
overhearing	fragments	of	this	sort	of	conversation.
"She	rides	splendidly.	Who	taught	her?"
"No	one.	She	used	to	practice	mounting,	holding	the	reins,	and	sitting	straight

on	an	old	saddle	 in	a	 tree.	Now	she	 rides	anything,	 for	she	doesn't	know	what
fear	is,	and	the	stableman	lets	her	have	horses	cheap	because	she	trains	them	to
carry	ladies	so	well.	She	has	such	a	passion	for	it,	I	often	tell	her	if	everything
else	fails,	she	can	be	a	horsebreaker,	and	get	her	living	so."
At	this	awful	speech	Amy	contained	herself	with	difficulty,	for	the	impression

was	being	given	 that	 she	was	 rather	a	 fast	young	 lady,	which	was	her	especial
aversion.	But	what	could	she	do?	For	the	old	lady	was	in	the	middle	of	her	story,
and	long	before	it	was	done,	Jo	was	off	again,	making	more	droll	revelations	and
committing	still	more	fearful	blunders.
"Yes,	Amy	was	in	despair	that	day,	for	all	the	good	beasts	were	gone,	and	of

three	left,	one	was	lame,	one	blind,	and	the	other	so	balky	that	you	had	to	put	dirt
in	his	mouth	before	he	would	start.	Nice	animal	for	a	pleasure	party,	wasn't	it?"
"Which	did	she	choose?"	asked	one	of	the	laughing	gentlemen,	who	enjoyed

the	subject.
"None	of	them.	She	heard	of	a	young	horse	at	the	farm	house	over	the	river,

and	 though	 a	 lady	 had	 never	 ridden	 him,	 she	 resolved	 to	 try,	 because	 he	was
handsome	and	spirited.	Her	struggles	were	really	pathetic.	There	was	no	one	to
bring	 the	 horse	 to	 the	 saddle,	 so	 she	 took	 the	 saddle	 to	 the	 horse.	 My	 dear
creature,	she	actually	rowed	it	over	the	river,	put	it	on	her	head,	and	marched	up
to	the	barn	to	the	utter	amazement	of	the	old	man!"
"Did	she	ride	the	horse?"
"Of	course	she	did,	and	had	a	capital	time.	I	expected	to	see	her	brought	home



in	fragments,	but	she	managed	him	perfectly,	and	was	the	life	of	the	party."
"Well,	 I	 call	 that	plucky!"	and	young	Mr.	Lamb	 turned	an	approving	glance

upon	Amy,	wondering	what	his	mother	could	be	saying	to	make	the	girl	look	so
red	and	uncomfortable.
She	was	still	redder	and	more	uncomfortable	a	moment	after,	when	a	sudden

turn	in	the	conversation	introduced	the	subject	of	dress.	One	of	the	young	ladies
asked	Jo	where	she	got	the	pretty	drab	hat	she	wore	to	the	picnic	and	stupid	Jo,
instead	of	mentioning	the	place	where	it	was	bought	two	years	ago,	must	needs
answer	with	 unnecessary	 frankness,	 "Oh,	Amy	painted	 it.	You	 can't	 buy	 those
soft	shades,	so	we	paint	ours	any	color	we	like.	It's	a	great	comfort	 to	have	an
artistic	sister."
"Isn't	that	an	original	idea?"	cried	Miss	Lamb,	who	found	Jo	great	fun.
"That's	 nothing	 compared	 to	 some	 of	 her	 brilliant	 performances.	 There's

nothing	the	child	can't	do.	Why,	she	wanted	a	pair	of	blue	boots	for	Sallie's	party,
so	she	just	painted	her	soiled	white	ones	the	loveliest	shade	of	sky	blue	you	ever
saw,	 and	 they	 looked	 exactly	 like	 satin,"	 added	 Jo,	with	 an	 air	 of	 pride	 in	 her
sister's	 accomplishments	 that	 exasperated	 Amy	 till	 she	 felt	 that	 it	 would	 be	 a
relief	to	throw	her	cardcase	at	her.
"We	read	a	story	of	yours	the	other	day,	and	enjoyed	it	very	much,"	observed

the	elder	Miss	Lamb,	wishing	to	compliment	the	literary	lady,	who	did	not	look
the	character	just	then,	it	must	be	confessed.
Any	mention	of	her	'works'	always	had	a	bad	effect	upon	Jo,	who	either	grew

rigid	 and	 looked	 offended,	 or	 changed	 the	 subject	 with	 a	 brusque	 remark,	 as
now.	"Sorry	you	could	find	nothing	better	to	read.	I	write	that	rubbish	because	it
sells,	and	ordinary	people	like	it.	Are	you	going	to	New	York	this	winter?"
As	Miss	Lamb	had	'enjoyed'	the	story,	this	speech	was	not	exactly	grateful	or

complimentary.	The	minute	it	was	made	Jo	saw	her	mistake,	but	fearing	to	make
the	 matter	 worse,	 suddenly	 remembered	 that	 it	 was	 for	 her	 to	 make	 the	 first
move	toward	departure,	and	did	so	with	an	abruptness	that	left	three	people	with
half-finished	sentences	in	their	mouths.
"Amy,	we	must	go.	Good-by,	dear,	do	come	and	see	us.	We	are	pining	for	a

visit.	I	don't	dare	to	ask	you,	Mr.	Lamb,	but	if	you	should	come,	I	don't	think	I
shall	have	the	heart	to	send	you	away."
Jo	 said	 this	with	 such	 a	 droll	 imitation	 of	May	Chester's	 gushing	 style	 that

Amy	got	out	of	the	room	as	rapidly	as	possible,	feeling	a	strong	desire	to	laugh
and	cry	at	the	same	time.
"Didn't	I	do	well?"	asked	Jo,	with	a	satisfied	air	as	they	walked	away.
"Nothing	 could	 have	 been	 worse,"	 was	 Amy's	 crushing	 reply.	 "What

possessed	you	to	tell	those	stories	about	my	saddle,	and	the	hats	and	boots,	and



all	the	rest	of	it?"
"Why,	 it's	 funny,	and	amuses	people.	They	know	we	are	poor,	 so	 it's	no	use

pretending	that	we	have	grooms,	buy	three	or	four	hats	a	season,	and	have	things
as	easy	and	fine	as	they	do."
"You	needn't	go	and	 tell	 them	all	our	 little	shifts,	and	expose	our	poverty	 in

that	perfectly	unnecessary	way.	You	haven't	a	bit	of	proper	pride,	and	never	will
learn	when	to	hold	your	tongue	and	when	to	speak,"	said	Amy	despairingly.
Poor	Jo	looked	abashed,	and	silently	chafed	the	end	of	her	nose	with	the	stiff

handkerchief,	as	if	performing	a	penance	for	her	misdemeanors.
"How	shall	I	behave	here?"	she	asked,	as	they	approached	the	third	mansion.
"Just	as	you	please.	I	wash	my	hands	of	you,"	was	Amy's	short	answer.
"Then	I'll	enjoy	myself.	The	boys	are	at	home,	and	we'll	have	a	comfortable

time.	Goodness	knows	I	need	a	little	change,	for	elegance	has	a	bad	effect	upon
my	constitution,"	returned	Jo	gruffly,	being	disturbed	by	her	failure	to	suit.
An	 enthusiastic	 welcome	 from	 three	 big	 boys	 and	 several	 pretty	 children

speedily	soothed	her	 ruffled	feelings,	and	 leaving	Amy	to	entertain	 the	hostess
and	Mr.	Tudor,	who	happened	 to	be	calling	 likewise,	 Jo	devoted	herself	 to	 the
young	folks	and	found	the	change	refreshing.	She	listened	to	college	stories	with
deep	 interest,	 caressed	pointers	and	poodles	without	a	murmur,	agreed	heartily
that	 "Tom	Brown	was	a	brick,"	 regardless	of	 the	 improper	 form	of	praise,	 and
when	one	lad	proposed	a	visit	to	his	turtle	tank,	she	went	with	an	alacrity	which
caused	Mamma	 to	smile	upon	her,	as	 that	motherly	 lady	settled	 the	cap	which
was	 left	 in	 a	 ruinous	 condition	 by	 filial	 hugs,	 bearlike	 but	 affectionate,	 and
dearer	 to	 her	 than	 the	 most	 faultless	 coiffure	 from	 the	 hands	 of	 an	 inspired
Frenchwoman.
Leaving	her	sister	to	her	own	devices,	Amy	proceeded	to	enjoy	herself	to	her

heart's	 content.	Mr.	 Tudor's	 uncle	 had	married	 an	English	 lady	who	was	 third
cousin	to	a	living	lord,	and	Amy	regarded	the	whole	family	with	great	respect,
for	in	spite	of	her	American	birth	and	breeding,	she	possessed	that	reverence	for
titles	which	haunts	the	best	of	us—that	unacknowledged	loyalty	to	the	early	faith
in	kings	which	 set	 the	most	democratic	nation	under	 the	 sun	 in	 ferment	 at	 the
coming	 of	 a	 royal	 yellow-haired	 laddie,	 some	 years	 ago,	 and	 which	 still	 has
something	to	do	with	the	love	the	young	country	bears	the	old,	like	that	of	a	big
son	for	an	imperious	little	mother,	who	held	him	while	she	could,	and	let	him	go
with	a	 farewell	 scolding	when	he	 rebelled.	But	even	 the	satisfaction	of	 talking
with	a	distant	connection	of	the	British	nobility	did	not	render	Amy	forgetful	of
time,	 and	when	 the	proper	number	of	minutes	had	passed,	 she	 reluctantly	 tore
herself	 from	this	aristocratic	society,	and	 looked	about	 for	Jo,	 fervently	hoping
that	 her	 incorrigible	 sister	 would	 not	 be	 found	 in	 any	 position	 which	 should



bring	disgrace	upon	the	name	of	March.
It	might	have	been	worse,	but	Amy	considered	it	bad.	For	Jo	sat	on	the	grass,

with	an	encampment	of	boys	about	her,	and	a	dirty-footed	dog	reposing	on	the
skirt	of	her	state	and	festival	dress,	as	she	related	one	of	Laurie's	pranks	to	her
admiring	 audience.	 One	 small	 child	 was	 poking	 turtles	 with	 Amy's	 cherished
parasol,	 a	 second	 was	 eating	 gingerbread	 over	 Jo's	 best	 bonnet,	 and	 a	 third
playing	 ball	 with	 her	 gloves,	 but	 all	 were	 enjoying	 themselves,	 and	 when	 Jo
collected	her	damaged	property	to	go,	her	escort	accompanied	her,	begging	her
to	come	again,	"It	was	such	fun	to	hear	about	Laurie's	larks."
"Capital	boys,	aren't	they?	I	feel	quite	young	and	brisk	again	after	that."	said

Jo,	strolling	along	with	her	hands	behind	her,	partly	from	habit,	partly	to	conceal
the	bespattered	parasol.
"Why	do	you	always	avoid	Mr.	Tudor?"	asked	Amy,	wisely	 refraining	 from

any	comment	upon	Jo's	dilapidated	appearance.
"Don't	 like	 him,	 he	 puts	 on	 airs,	 snubs	 his	 sisters,	 worries	 his	 father,	 and

doesn't	 speak	 respectfully	 of	 his	 mother.	 Laurie	 says	 he	 is	 fast,	 and	 I	 don't
consider	him	a	desirable	acquaintance,	so	I	let	him	alone."
"You	might	treat	him	civilly,	at	least.	You	gave	him	a	cool	nod,	and	just	now

you	bowed	and	smiled	in	the	politest	way	to	Tommy	Chamberlain,	whose	father
keeps	 a	 grocery	 store.	 If	 you	 had	 just	 reversed	 the	 nod	 and	 the	 bow,	 it	would
have	been	right,"	said	Amy	reprovingly.
"No,	 it	 wouldn't,"	 returned	 Jo,	 "I	 neither	 like,	 respect,	 nor	 admire	 Tudor,

though	 his	 grandfather's	 uncle's	 nephew's	 niece	 was	 a	 third	 cousin	 to	 a	 lord.
Tommy	is	poor	and	bashful	and	good	and	very	clever.	I	think	well	of	him,	and
like	to	show	that	I	do,	for	he	is	a	gentleman	in	spite	of	the	brown	paper	parcels."
"It's	no	use	trying	to	argue	with	you,"	began	Amy.
"Not	 the	 least,	my	dear,"	 interrupted	Jo,	 "so	 let	us	 look	amiable,	 and	drop	a

card	here,	as	the	Kings	are	evidently	out,	for	which	I'm	deeply	grateful."
The	family	cardcase	having	done	its	duty	the	girls	walked	on,	and	Jo	uttered

another	thanksgiving	on	reaching	the	fifth	house,	and	being	told	that	the	young
ladies	were	engaged.
"Now	let	us	go	home,	and	never	mind	Aunt	March	today.	We	can	run	down

there	any	time,	and	it's	really	a	pity	to	trail	through	the	dust	in	our	best	bibs	and
tuckers,	when	we	are	tired	and	cross."
"Speak	 for	yourself,	 if	you	please.	Aunt	March	 likes	 to	have	us	pay	her	 the

compliment	of	coming	in	style,	and	making	a	formal	call.	It's	a	little	thing	to	do,
but	it	gives	her	pleasure,	and	I	don't	believe	it	will	hurt	your	things	half	so	much
as	letting	dirty	dogs	and	clumping	boys	spoil	them.	Stoop	down,	and	let	me	take
the	crumbs	off	of	your	bonnet."



"What	a	good	girl	you	are,	Amy!"	said	Jo,	with	a	repentant	glance	from	her
own	damaged	costume	to	that	of	her	sister,	which	was	fresh	and	spotless	still.	"I
wish	it	was	as	easy	for	me	to	do	little	things	to	please	people	as	it	is	for	you.	I
think	of	them,	but	it	 takes	too	much	time	to	do	them,	so	I	wait	for	a	chance	to
confer	a	great	 favor,	and	 let	 the	small	ones	slip,	but	 they	 tell	best	 in	 the	end,	 I
fancy."
Amy	smiled	and	was	mollified	at	once,	saying	with	a	maternal	air,	"Women

should	learn	to	be	agreeable,	particularly	poor	ones,	for	they	have	no	other	way
of	repaying	the	kindnesses	they	receive.	If	you'd	remember	that,	and	practice	it,
you'd	be	better	liked	than	I	am,	because	there	is	more	of	you."
"I'm	a	crotchety	old	thing,	and	always	shall	be,	but	I'm	willing	to	own	that	you

are	right,	only	it's	easier	for	me	to	risk	my	life	for	a	person	than	to	be	pleasant	to
him	when	I	don't	feel	like	it.	It's	a	great	misfortune	to	have	such	strong	likes	and
dislikes,	isn't	it?"
"It's	 a	 greater	 not	 to	 be	 able	 to	 hide	 them.	 I	 don't	mind	 saying	 that	 I	 don't

approve	of	Tudor	any	more	than	you	do,	but	I'm	not	called	upon	to	tell	him	so.
Neither	are	you,	and	there	is	no	use	in	making	yourself	disagreeable	because	he
is."
"But	I	think	girls	ought	to	show	when	they	disapprove	of	young	men,	and	how

can	 they	do	 it	 except	 by	 their	manners?	Preaching	does	not	 do	 any	good,	 as	 I
know	to	my	sorrow,	since	I've	had	Teddie	to	manage.	But	 there	are	many	little
ways	in	which	I	can	influence	him	without	a	word,	and	I	say	we	ought	to	do	it	to
others	if	we	can."
"Teddy	is	a	remarkable	boy,	and	can't	be	taken	as	a	sample	of	other	boys,"	said

Amy,	 in	 a	 tone	 of	 solemn	 conviction,	 which	 would	 have	 convulsed	 the
'remarkable	boy'	if	he	had	heard	it.	"If	we	were	belles,	or	women	of	wealth	and
position,	 we	 might	 do	 something,	 perhaps,	 but	 for	 us	 to	 frown	 at	 one	 set	 of
young	gentlemen	because	we	don't	approve	of	them,	and	smile	upon	another	set
because	 we	 do,	 wouldn't	 have	 a	 particle	 of	 effect,	 and	 we	 should	 only	 be
considered	odd	and	puritanical."
"So	we	are	to	countenance	things	and	people	which	we	detest,	merely	because

we	are	not	belles	and	millionaires,	are	we?	That's	a	nice	sort	of	morality."
"I	can't	argue	about	it,	I	only	know	that	it's	the	way	of	the	world,	and	people

who	 set	 themselves	 against	 it	 only	 get	 laughed	 at	 for	 their	 pains.	 I	 don't	 like
reformers,	and	I	hope	you	never	try	to	be	one."
"I	 do	 like	 them,	 and	 I	 shall	 be	one	 if	 I	 can,	 for	 in	 spite	 of	 the	 laughing	 the

world	 would	 never	 get	 on	 without	 them.	 We	 can't	 agree	 about	 that,	 for	 you
belong	to	the	old	set,	and	I	to	the	new.	You	will	get	on	the	best,	but	I	shall	have
the	liveliest	time	of	it.	I	should	rather	enjoy	the	brickbats	and	hooting,	I	think."



"Well,	compose	yourself	now,	and	don't	worry	Aunt	with	your	new	ideas."
"I'll	 try	not	 to,	but	 I'm	always	possessed	 to	burst	out	with	 some	particularly

blunt	speech	or	revolutionary	sentiment	before	her.	It's	my	doom,	and	I	can't	help
it."
They	 found	 Aunt	 Carrol	 with	 the	 old	 lady,	 both	 absorbed	 in	 some	 very

interesting	 subject,	 but	 they	 dropped	 it	 as	 the	 girls	 came	 in,	with	 a	 conscious
look	which	betrayed	that	they	had	been	talking	about	their	nieces.	Jo	was	not	in	a
good	humor,	and	the	perverse	fit	returned,	but	Amy,	who	had	virtuously	done	her
duty,	 kept	 her	 temper	 and	 pleased	 everybody,	was	 in	 a	most	 angelic	 frame	 of
mind.	 This	 amiable	 spirit	 was	 felt	 at	 once,	 and	 both	 aunts	 'my	 deared'	 her
affectionately,	 looking	 what	 they	 afterward	 said	 emphatically,	 "That	 child
improves	every	day."
"Are	you	going	to	help	about	 the	fair,	dear?"	asked	Mrs.	Carrol,	as	Amy	sat

down	beside	her	with	the	confiding	air	elderly	people	like	so	well	in	the	young.
"Yes,	Aunt.	Mrs.	Chester	asked	me	if	I	would,	and	I	offered	to	tend	a	table,	as

I	have	nothing	but	my	time	to	give."
"I'm	not,"	put	in	Jo	decidedly.	"I	hate	to	be	patronized,	and	the	Chesters	think

it's	a	great	 favor	 to	allow	us	 to	help	with	 their	highly	connected	 fair.	 I	wonder
you	consented,	Amy,	they	only	want	you	to	work."
"I	am	willing	to	work.	It's	for	the	freedmen	as	well	as	the	Chesters,	and	I	think

it	very	kind	of	 them	 to	 let	me	share	 the	 labor	and	 the	 fun.	Patronage	does	not
trouble	me	when	it	is	well	meant."
"Quite	right	and	proper.	I	 like	your	grateful	spirit,	my	dear.	It's	a	pleasure	to

help	 people	 who	 appreciate	 our	 efforts.	 Some	 do	 not,	 and	 that	 is	 trying,"
observed	Aunt	March,	looking	over	her	spectacles	at	Jo,	who	sat	apart,	rocking
herself,	with	a	somewhat	morose	expression.
If	Jo	had	only	known	what	a	great	happiness	was	wavering	in	the	balance	for

one	of	them,	she	would	have	turned	dove-like	in	a	minute,	but	unfortunately,	we
don't	have	windows	in	our	breasts,	and	cannot	see	what	goes	on	in	the	minds	of
our	friends.	Better	for	us	that	we	cannot	as	a	general	thing,	but	now	and	then	it
would	be	such	a	comfort,	such	a	saving	of	time	and	temper.	By	her	next	speech,
Jo	deprived	herself	of	several	years	of	pleasure,	and	received	a	timely	lesson	in
the	art	of	holding	her	tongue.
"I	don't	like	favors,	they	oppress	and	make	me	feel	like	a	slave.	I'd	rather	do

everything	for	myself,	and	be	perfectly	independent."
"Ahem!"	coughed	Aunt	Carrol	softly,	with	a	look	at	Aunt	March.
"I	told	you	so,"	said	Aunt	March,	with	a	decided	nod	to	Aunt	Carrol.
Mercifully	unconscious	of	what	she	had	done,	Jo	sat	with	her	nose	in	the	air,

and	a	revolutionary	aspect	which	was	anything	but	inviting.



"Do	you	speak	French,	dear?"	asked	Mrs.	Carrol,	laying	a	hand	on	Amy's.
"Pretty	well,	 thanks	 to	Aunt	March,	who	 lets	Esther	 talk	 to	me	as	often	as	 I

like,"	 replied	 Amy,	 with	 a	 grateful	 look,	 which	 caused	 the	 old	 lady	 to	 smile
affably.
"How	are	you	about	languages?"	asked	Mrs.	Carrol	of	Jo.
"Don't	 know	 a	 word.	 I'm	 very	 stupid	 about	 studying	 anything,	 can't	 bear

French,	it's	such	a	slippery,	silly	sort	of	language,"	was	the	brusque	reply.
Another	look	passed	between	the	ladies,	and	Aunt	March	said	to	Amy,	"You

are	quite	strong	and	well	now,	dear,	I	believe?	Eyes	don't	trouble	you	any	more,
do	they?"
"Not	at	all,	thank	you,	ma'am.	I'm	very	well,	and	mean	to	do	great	things	next

winter,	so	that	I	may	be	ready	for	Rome,	whenever	that	joyful	time	arrives."
"Good	girl!	You	deserve	 to	go,	 and	 I'm	 sure	you	will	 some	day,"	 said	Aunt

March,	with	an	approving	pat	on	the	head,	as	Amy	picked	up	her	ball	for	her.

Crosspatch,	draw	the	latch,
Sit	by	the	fire	and	spin,

squalled	Polly,	 bending	down	 from	his	perch	on	 the	back	of	her	 chair	 to	peep
into	 Jo's	 face,	 with	 such	 a	 comical	 air	 of	 impertinent	 inquiry	 that	 it	 was
impossible	to	help	laughing.
"Most	observing	bird,"	said	the	old	lady.
"Come	 and	 take	 a	 walk,	 my	 dear?"	 cried	 Polly,	 hopping	 toward	 the	 china

closet,	with	a	look	suggestive	of	a	lump	of	sugar.
"Thank	you,	 I	will.	Come	Amy."	and	Jo	brought	 the	visit	 to	an	end,	 feeling

more	 strongly	 than	ever	 that	 calls	did	have	a	bad	effect	upon	her	 constitution.
She	shook	hands	in	a	gentlemanly	manner,	but	Amy	kissed	both	the	aunts,	and
the	girls	departed,	leaving	behind	them	the	impression	of	shadow	and	sunshine,
which	impression	caused	Aunt	March	to	say,	as	they	vanished…
"You'd	 better	 do	 it,	Mary.	 I'll	 supply	 the	money."	 and	Aunt	 Carrol	 to	 reply

decidedly,	"I	certainly	will,	if	her	father	and	mother	consent."



Chapter		7
Consequences

Mrs.	Chester's	fair	was	so	very	elegant	and	select	that	it	was	considered	a	great
honor	by	the	young	ladies	of	the	neighborhood	to	be	invited	to	take	a	table,	and
everyone	was	much	 interested	 in	 the	matter.	Amy	was	 asked,	 but	 Jo	was	 not,
which	was	fortunate	for	all	parties,	as	her	elbows	were	decidedly	akimbo	at	this
period	of	her	life,	and	it	took	a	good	many	hard	knocks	to	teach	her	how	to	get
on	easily.	The	'haughty,	uninteresting	creature'	was	let	severely	alone,	but	Amy's
talent	 and	 taste	were	 duly	 complimented	 by	 the	 offer	 of	 the	 art	 table,	 and	 she
exerted	herself	to	prepare	and	secure	appropriate	and	valuable	contributions	to	it.
Everything	went	 on	 smoothly	 till	 the	 day	 before	 the	 fair	 opened,	 then	 there

occurred	one	of	the	little	skirmishes	which	it	is	almost	impossible	to	avoid,	when
some	five-and-twenty	women,	old	and	young,	with	all	 their	private	piques	and
prejudices,	try	to	work	together.
May	 Chester	 was	 rather	 jealous	 of	 Amy	 because	 the	 latter	 was	 a	 greater

favorite	than	herself,	and	just	at	this	time	several	trifling	circumstances	occurred
to	 increase	 the	feeling.	Amy's	dainty	pen-and-ink	work	entirely	eclipsed	May's
painted	vases—that	was	one	 thorn.	Then	 the	 all	 conquering	Tudor	had	danced
four	 times	with	Amy	 at	 a	 late	 party	 and	 only	 once	with	May—that	was	 thorn
number	two.	But	the	chief	grievance	that	rankled	in	her	soul,	and	gave	an	excuse
for	 her	 unfriendly	 conduct,	 was	 a	 rumor	 which	 some	 obliging	 gossip	 had
whispered	to	her,	that	the	March	girls	had	made	fun	of	her	at	the	Lambs'.	All	the
blame	of	this	should	have	fallen	upon	Jo,	for	her	naughty	imitation	had	been	too
lifelike	to	escape	detection,	and	the	frolicsome	Lambs	had	permitted	the	joke	to
escape.	No	hint	of	this	had	reached	the	culprits,	however,	and	Amy's	dismay	can
be	imagined,	when,	the	very	evening	before	the	fair,	as	she	was	putting	the	last
touches	to	her	pretty	table,	Mrs.	Chester,	who,	of	course,	resented	the	supposed
ridicule	of	her	daughter,	said,	in	a	bland	tone,	but	with	a	cold	look…
"I	 find,	 dear,	 that	 there	 is	 some	 feeling	 among	 the	 young	 ladies	 about	 my

giving	this	table	to	anyone	but	my	girls.	As	this	is	the	most	prominent,	and	some
say	the	most	attractive	table	of	all,	and	they	are	the	chief	getters-up	of	the	fair,	it
is	 thought	 best	 for	 them	 to	 take	 this	 place.	 I'm	 sorry,	 but	 I	 know	 you	 are	 too
sincerely	 interested	 in	 the	 cause	 to	mind	 a	 little	 personal	 disappointment,	 and
you	shall	have	another	table	if	you	like."



Mrs.	 Chester	 fancied	 beforehand	 that	 it	 would	 be	 easy	 to	 deliver	 this	 little
speech,	but	when	the	time	came,	she	found	it	rather	difficult	to	utter	it	naturally,
with	Amy's	unsuspicious	eyes	looking	straight	at	her	full	of	surprise	and	trouble.
Amy	felt	that	there	was	something	behind	this,	but	could	not	guess	what,	and

said	 quietly,	 feeling	hurt,	 and	 showing	 that	 she	 did,	 "Perhaps	 you	had	 rather	 I
took	no	table	at	all?"
"Now,	 my	 dear,	 don't	 have	 any	 ill	 feeling,	 I	 beg.	 It's	 merely	 a	 matter	 of

expediency,	 you	 see,	 my	 girls	 will	 naturally	 take	 the	 lead,	 and	 this	 table	 is
considered	 their	 proper	place.	 I	 think	 it	 very	 appropriate	 to	you,	 and	 feel	 very
grateful	 for	 your	 efforts	 to	make	 it	 so	 pretty,	 but	we	must	 give	 up	our	 private
wishes,	of	course,	and	I	will	see	that	you	have	a	good	place	elsewhere.	Wouldn't
you	like	the	flower	table?	The	little	girls	undertook	it,	but	they	are	discouraged.
You	could	make	a	charming	thing	of	it,	and	the	flower	table	is	always	attractive
you	know."
"Especially	to	gentlemen,"	added	May,	with	a	look	which	enlightened	Amy	as

to	one	cause	of	her	sudden	fall	from	favor.	She	colored	angrily,	but	took	no	other
notice	of	that	girlish	sarcasm,	and	answered	with	unexpected	amiability…
"It	shall	be	as	you	please,	Mrs.	Chester.	I'll	give	up	my	place	here	at	once,	and

attend	to	the	flowers,	if	you	like."
"You	can	put	your	own	things	on	your	own	table,	if	you	prefer,"	began	May,

feeling	a	little	conscience-stricken,	as	she	looked	at	the	pretty	racks,	the	painted
shells,	 and	 quaint	 illuminations	Amy	 had	 so	 carefully	made	 and	 so	 gracefully
arranged.	 She	 meant	 it	 kindly,	 but	 Amy	 mistook	 her	 meaning,	 and	 said
quickly…
"Oh,	certainly,	 if	 they	are	 in	your	way,"	and	sweeping	her	contributions	 into

her	apron,	pell-mell,	she	walked	off,	feeling	that	herself	and	her	works	of	art	had
been	insulted	past	forgiveness.
"Now	she's	mad.	Oh,	dear,	 I	wish	 I	hadn't	asked	you	 to	speak,	Mama,"	 said

May,	looking	disconsolately	at	the	empty	spaces	on	her	table.
"Girls'	quarrels	are	soon	over,"	returned	her	mother,	feeling	a	trifle	ashamed	of

her	own	part	in	this	one,	as	well	she	might.
The	 little	 girls	 hailed	 Amy	 and	 her	 treasures	 with	 delight,	 which	 cordial

reception	 somewhat	 soothed	 her	 perturbed	 spirit,	 and	 she	 fell	 to	 work,
determined	 to	 succeed	 florally,	 if	 she	 could	 not	 artistically.	 But	 everything
seemed	against	her.	It	was	late,	and	she	was	tired.	Everyone	was	too	busy	with
their	 own	 affairs	 to	 help	 her,	 and	 the	 little	 girls	were	 only	 hindrances,	 for	 the
dears	 fussed	 and	 chattered	 like	 so	 many	 magpies,	 making	 a	 great	 deal	 of
confusion	 in	 their	 artless	 efforts	 to	 preserve	 the	 most	 perfect	 order.	 The
evergreen	arch	wouldn't	stay	firm	after	she	got	it	up,	but	wiggled	and	threatened



to	tumble	down	on	her	head	when	the	hanging	baskets	were	filled.	Her	best	tile
got	a	splash	of	water,	which	left	a	sepia	tear	on	the	Cupid's	cheek.	She	bruised
her	hands	with	hammering,	and	got	cold	working	in	a	draft,	which	last	affliction
filled	her	with	apprehensions	for	the	morrow.	Any	girl	reader	who	has	suffered
like	 afflictions	will	 sympathize	with	poor	Amy	and	wish	her	well	 through	her
task.
There	was	great	indignation	at	home	when	she	told	her	story	that	evening.	Her

mother	said	it	was	a	shame,	but	 told	her	she	had	done	right.	Beth	declared	she
wouldn't	go	to	the	fair	at	all,	and	Jo	demanded	why	she	didn't	take	all	her	pretty
things	and	leave	those	mean	people	to	get	on	without	her.
"Because	they	are	mean	is	no	reason	why	I	should	be.	I	hate	such	things,	and

though	I	think	I've	a	right	to	be	hurt,	I	don't	intend	to	show	it.	They	will	feel	that
more	than	angry	speeches	or	huffy	actions,	won't	they,	Marmee?"
"That's	 the	right	spirit,	my	dear.	A	kiss	for	a	blow	is	always	best,	 though	it's

not	very	easy	to	give	it	sometimes,"	said	her	mother,	with	the	air	of	one	who	had
learned	the	difference	between	preaching	and	practicing.
In	 spite	 of	 various	 very	 natural	 temptations	 to	 resent	 and	 retaliate,	 Amy

adhered	 to	 her	 resolution	 all	 the	 next	 day,	 bent	 on	 conquering	 her	 enemy	 by
kindness.	 She	 began	 well,	 thanks	 to	 a	 silent	 reminder	 that	 came	 to	 her
unexpectedly,	 but	 most	 opportunely.	 As	 she	 arranged	 her	 table	 that	 morning,
while	the	little	girls	were	in	the	anteroom	filling	the	baskets,	she	took	up	her	pet
production,	a	little	book,	the	antique	cover	of	which	her	father	had	found	among
his	 treasures,	and	in	which	on	leaves	of	vellum	she	had	beautifully	 illuminated
different	 texts.	 As	 she	 turned	 the	 pages	 rich	 in	 dainty	 devices	 with	 very
pardonable	 pride,	 her	 eye	 fell	 upon	 one	 verse	 that	 made	 her	 stop	 and	 think.
Framed	 in	 a	 brilliant	 scrollwork	 of	 scarlet,	 blue	 and	 gold,	with	 little	 spirits	 of
good	will	helping	one	another	up	and	down	among	the	thorns	and	flowers,	were
the	words,	"Thou	shalt	love	thy	neighbor	as	thyself."
"I	ought,	but	I	don't,"	 thought	Amy,	as	her	eye	went	from	the	bright	page	to

May's	discontented	face	behind	the	big	vases,	that	could	not	hide	the	vacancies
her	pretty	work	had	once	filled.	Amy	stood	a	minute,	 turning	 the	 leaves	 in	her
hand,	 reading	 on	 each	 some	 sweet	 rebuke	 for	 all	 heartburnings	 and
uncharitableness	 of	 spirit.	Many	wise	 and	 true	 sermons	 are	 preached	 us	 every
day	by	unconscious	ministers	in	street,	school,	office,	or	home.	Even	a	fair	table
may	become	a	pulpit,	if	it	can	offer	the	good	and	helpful	words	which	are	never
out	of	season.	Amy's	conscience	preached	her	a	little	sermon	from	that	text,	then
and	 there,	 and	 she	did	what	many	of	us	do	not	always	do,	 took	 the	 sermon	 to
heart,	and	straightway	put	it	in	practice.
A	group	of	girls	were	standing	about	May's	table,	admiring	the	pretty	things,



and	talking	over	the	change	of	saleswomen.	They	dropped	their	voices,	but	Amy
knew	 they	 were	 speaking	 of	 her,	 hearing	 one	 side	 of	 the	 story	 and	 judging
accordingly.	 It	 was	 not	 pleasant,	 but	 a	 better	 spirit	 had	 come	 over	 her,	 and
presently	a	chance	offered	for	proving	it.	She	heard	May	say	sorrowfully…
"It's	too	bad,	for	there	is	no	time	to	make	other	things,	and	I	don't	want	to	fill

up	with	odds	and	ends.	The	table	was	just	complete	then.	Now	it's	spoiled."
"I	dare	say	she'd	put	them	back	if	you	asked	her,"	suggested	someone.
"How	could	I	after	all	the	fuss?"	began	May,	but	she	did	not	finish,	for	Amy's

voice	came	across	the	hall,	saying	pleasantly…
"You	may	have	them,	and	welcome,	without	asking,	if	you	want	them.	I	was

just	thinking	I'd	offer	to	put	them	back,	for	they	belong	to	your	table	rather	than
mine.	Here	they	are,	please	take	them,	and	forgive	me	if	I	was	hasty	in	carrying
them	away	last	night."
As	 she	 spoke,	 Amy	 returned	 her	 contribution,	 with	 a	 nod	 and	 a	 smile,	 and

hurried	away	again,	feeling	that	it	was	easier	to	do	a	friendly	thing	than	it	was	to
stay	and	be	thanked	for	it.
"Now,	I	call	that	lovely	of	her,	don't	you?"	cried	one	girl.
May's	 answer	 was	 inaudible,	 but	 another	 young	 lady,	 whose	 temper	 was

evidently	a	little	soured	by	making	lemonade,	added,	with	a	disagreeable	laugh,
"Very	lovely,	for	she	knew	she	wouldn't	sell	them	at	her	own	table."
Now,	 that	 was	 hard.	When	 we	 make	 little	 sacrifices	 we	 like	 to	 have	 them

appreciated,	 at	 least,	 and	 for	 a	minute	Amy	was	 sorry	 she	had	done	 it,	 feeling
that	virtue	was	not	always	its	own	reward.	But	it	is,	as	she	presently	discovered,
for	her	spirits	began	to	rise,	and	her	table	to	blossom	under	her	skillful	hands,	the
girls	 were	 very	 kind,	 and	 that	 one	 little	 act	 seemed	 to	 have	 cleared	 the
atmosphere	amazingly.
It	was	a	very	 long	day	and	a	hard	one	for	Amy,	as	she	sat	behind	her	 table,

often	quite	alone,	for	the	little	girls	deserted	very	soon.	Few	cared	to	buy	flowers
in	summer,	and	her	bouquets	began	to	droop	long	before	night.
The	art	table	was	the	most	attractive	in	the	room.	There	was	a	crowd	about	it

all	 day	 long,	 and	 the	 tenders	were	 constantly	 flying	 to	 and	 fro	with	 important
faces	and	 rattling	money	boxes.	Amy	often	 looked	wistfully	across,	 longing	 to
be	there,	where	she	felt	at	home	and	happy,	instead	of	in	a	corner	with	nothing	to
do.	It	might	seem	no	hardship	to	some	of	us,	but	to	a	pretty,	blithe	young	girl,	it
was	not	only	tedious,	but	very	trying,	and	the	thought	of	Laurie	and	his	friends
made	it	a	real	martyrdom.
She	did	not	go	home	till	night,	and	then	she	looked	so	pale	and	quiet	that	they

knew	the	day	had	been	a	hard	one,	though	she	made	no	complaint,	and	did	not
even	 tell	what	 she	had	done.	Her	mother	gave	her	 an	extra	 cordial	 cup	of	 tea.



Beth	helped	her	dress,	and	made	a	charming	little	wreath	for	her	hair,	while	Jo
astonished	her	family	by	getting	herself	up	with	unusual	care,	and	hinting	darkly
that	the	tables	were	about	to	be	turned.
"Don't	do	anything	rude,	pray	Jo;	I	won't	have	any	fuss	made,	so	let	it	all	pass

and	 behave	 yourself,"	 begged	 Amy,	 as	 she	 departed	 early,	 hoping	 to	 find	 a
reinforcement	of	flowers	to	refresh	her	poor	little	table.
"I	merely	intend	to	make	myself	entrancingly	agreeable	to	every	one	I	know,

and	to	keep	them	in	your	corner	as	long	as	possible.	Teddy	and	his	boys	will	lend
a	hand,	 and	we'll	 have	 a	 good	 time	yet."	 returned	 Jo,	 leaning	over	 the	 gate	 to
watch	for	Laurie.	Presently	the	familiar	tramp	was	heard	in	the	dusk,	and	she	ran
out	to	meet	him.
"Is	that	my	boy?"
"As	sure	as	this	is	my	girl!"	and	Laurie	tucked	her	hand	under	his	arm	with	the

air	of	a	man	whose	every	wish	was	gratified.
"Oh,	Teddy,	such	doings!"	and	Jo	told	Amy's	wrongs	with	sisterly	zeal.
"A	flock	of	our	fellows	are	going	to	drive	over	by-and-by,	and	I'll	be	hanged	if

I	don't	make	them	buy	every	flower	she's	got,	and	camp	down	before	her	table
afterward,"	said	Laurie,	espousing	her	cause	with	warmth.
"The	flowers	are	not	at	all	nice,	Amy	says,	and	the	fresh	ones	may	not	arrive

in	 time.	 I	don't	wish	 to	be	unjust	or	 suspicious,	but	 I	 shouldn't	wonder	 if	 they
never	 came	 at	 all.	When	people	 do	 one	mean	 thing	 they	 are	 very	 likely	 to	 do
another,"	observed	Jo	in	a	disgusted	tone.
"Didn't	Hayes	give	you	the	best	out	of	our	gardens?	I	told	him	to."
"I	didn't	know	that,	he	forgot,	 I	suppose,	and,	as	your	grandpa	was	poorly,	 I

didn't	like	to	worry	him	by	asking,	though	I	did	want	some."
"Now,	Jo,	how	could	you	think	there	was	any	need	of	asking?	They	are	just	as

much	yours	as	mine.	Don't	we	always	go	halves	in	everything?"	began	Laurie,	in
the	tone	that	always	made	Jo	turn	thorny.
"Gracious,	I	hope	not!	Half	of	some	of	your	things	wouldn't	suit	me	at	all.	But

we	mustn't	stand	philandering	here.	 I've	got	 to	help	Amy,	so	you	go	and	make
yourself	splendid,	and	if	you'll	be	so	very	kind	as	 to	 let	Hayes	 take	a	few	nice
flowers	up	to	the	Hall,	I'll	bless	you	forever."
"Couldn't	you	do	it	now?"	asked	Laurie,	so	suggestively	that	Jo	shut	the	gate

in	his	face	with	inhospitable	haste,	and	called	through	the	bars,	"Go	away,	Teddy,
I'm	busy."
Thanks	to	the	conspirators,	the	tables	were	turned	that	night,	for	Hayes	sent	up

a	wilderness	of	flowers,	with	a	loverly	basket	arranged	in	his	best	manner	for	a
centerpiece.	Then	the	March	family	turned	out	en	masse,	and	Jo	exerted	herself
to	some	purpose,	for	people	not	only	came,	but	stayed,	laughing	at	her	nonsense,



admiring	 Amy's	 taste,	 and	 apparently	 enjoying	 themselves	 very	much.	 Laurie
and	 his	 friends	 gallantly	 threw	 themselves	 into	 the	 breach,	 bought	 up	 the
bouquets,	encamped	before	 the	table,	and	made	that	corner	 the	liveliest	spot	 in
the	room.	Amy	was	 in	her	element	now,	and	out	of	gratitude,	 if	nothing	more,
was	 as	 spritely	 and	 gracious	 as	 possible,	 coming	 to	 the	 conclusion,	 about	 that
time,	that	virtue	was	its	own	reward,	after	all.
Jo	 behaved	 herself	 with	 exemplary	 propriety,	 and	 when	 Amy	 was	 happily

surrounded	 by	 her	 guard	 of	 honor,	 Jo	 circulated	 about	 the	 Hall,	 picking	 up
various	 bits	 of	 gossip,	 which	 enlightened	 her	 upon	 the	 subject	 of	 the	 Chester
change	 of	 base.	 She	 reproached	 herself	 for	 her	 share	 of	 the	 ill	 feeling	 and
resolved	to	exonerate	Amy	as	soon	as	possible.	She	also	discovered	what	Amy
had	 done	 about	 the	 things	 in	 the	 morning,	 and	 considered	 her	 a	 model	 of
magnanimity.	 As	 she	 passed	 the	 art	 table,	 she	 glanced	 over	 it	 for	 her	 sister's
things,	but	saw	no	sign	of	them.	"Tucked	away	out	of	sight,	I	dare	say,"	thought
Jo,	who	could	forgive	her	own	wrongs,	but	hotly	resented	any	insult	offered	her
family.
"Good	 evening,	 Miss	 Jo.	 How	 does	 Amy	 get	 on?"	 asked	 May	 with	 a

conciliatory	air,	for	she	wanted	to	show	that	she	also	could	be	generous.
"She	 has	 sold	 everything	 she	 had	 that	 was	 worth	 selling,	 and	 now	 she	 is

enjoying	herself.	The	flower	table	is	always	attractive,	you	know,	 'especially	to
gentlemen'."	Jo	couldn't	resist	giving	that	little	slap,	but	May	took	it	so	meekly
she	 regretted	 it	 a	minute	 after,	 and	 fell	 to	 praising	 the	 great	 vases,	which	 still
remained	unsold.
"Is	Amy's	illumination	anywhere	about?	I	took	a	fancy	to	buy	that	for	Father,"

said	Jo,	very	anxious	to	learn	the	fate	of	her	sister's	work.
"Everything	 of	 Amy's	 sold	 long	 ago.	 I	 took	 care	 that	 the	 right	 people	 saw

them,	and	they	made	a	nice	little	sum	of	money	for	us,"	returned	May,	who	had
overcome	sundry	small	temptations,	as	well	as	Amy	had,	that	day.
Much	gratified,	Jo	rushed	back	 to	 tell	 the	good	news,	and	Amy	looked	both

touched	and	surprised	by	the	report	of	May's	word	and	manner.
"Now,	gentlemen,	 I	want	you	 to	go	and	do	your	duty	by	 the	other	 tables	 as

generously	as	you	have	by	mine,	especially	the	art	table,"	she	said,	ordering	out
'Teddy's	own',	as	the	girls	called	the	college	friends.
"'Charge,	Chester,	 charge!'	 is	 the	motto	 for	 that	 table,	 but	 do	your	 duty	 like

men,	and	you'll	get	your	money's	worth	of	art	in	every	sense	of	the	word,"	said
the	irrepressible	Jo,	as	the	devoted	phalanx	prepared	to	take	the	field.
"To	 hear	 is	 to	 obey,	 but	 March	 is	 fairer	 far	 than	 May,"	 said	 little	 Parker,

making	 a	 frantic	 effort	 to	 be	 both	 witty	 and	 tender,	 and	 getting	 promptly
quenched	by	Laurie,	who	said…



"Very	well,	my	son,	for	a	small	boy!"	and	walked	him	off,	with	a	paternal	pat
on	the	head.
"Buy	the	vases,"	whispered	Amy	to	Laurie,	as	a	final	heaping	of	coals	of	fire

on	her	enemy's	head.
To	May's	great	delight,	Mr.	Laurence	not	only	bought	the	vases,	but	pervaded

the	 hall	with	 one	 under	 each	 arm.	 The	 other	 gentlemen	 speculated	with	 equal
rashness	 in	 all	 sorts	 of	 frail	 trifles,	 and	 wandered	 helplessly	 about	 afterward,
burdened	with	wax	flowers,	painted	fans,	filigree	portfolios,	and	other	useful	and
appropriate	purchases.
Aunt	Carrol	was	there,	heard	the	story,	looked	pleased,	and	said	something	to

Mrs.	March	in	a	corner,	which	made	the	latter	lady	beam	with	satisfaction,	and
watch	Amy	with	 a	 face	 full	 of	mingled	 pride	 and	 anxiety,	 though	 she	 did	 not
betray	the	cause	of	her	pleasure	till	several	days	later.
The	fair	was	pronounced	a	success,	and	when	May	bade	Amy	goodnight,	she

did	not	gush	as	usual,	but	gave	her	an	affectionate	kiss,	and	a	 look	which	said
'forgive	and	forget'.	That	satisfied	Amy,	and	when	she	got	home	she	found	the
vases	paraded	on	 the	parlor	 chimney	piece	with	a	great	bouquet	 in	 each.	 "The
reward	 of	 merit	 for	 a	 magnanimous	 March,"	 as	 Laurie	 announced	 with	 a
flourish.
"You've	a	deal	more	principle	and	generosity	and	nobleness	of	character	than	I

ever	gave	you	credit	for,	Amy.	You've	behaved	sweetly,	and	I	respect	you	with
all	my	heart,"	said	Jo	warmly,	as	they	brushed	their	hair	together	late	that	night.
"Yes,	we	all	do,	and	love	her	for	being	so	ready	to	forgive.	It	must	have	been

dreadfully	hard,	after	working	so	long	and	setting	your	heart	on	selling	your	own
pretty	 things.	 I	don't	believe	 I	could	have	done	 it	as	kindly	as	you	did,"	added
Beth	from	her	pillow.
"Why,	girls,	you	needn't	praise	me	so.	I	only	did	as	I'd	be	done	by.	You	laugh

at	me	when	I	say	I	want	to	be	a	lady,	but	I	mean	a	true	gentlewoman	in	mind	and
manners,	 and	 I	 try	 to	do	 it	 as	 far	 as	 I	know	how.	 I	 can't	 explain	exactly,	but	 I
want	to	be	above	the	little	meannesses	and	follies	and	faults	that	spoil	so	many
women.	 I'm	 far	 from	 it	 now,	 but	 I	 do	 my	 best,	 and	 hope	 in	 time	 to	 be	 what
Mother	is."
Amy	spoke	earnestly,	and	Jo	said,	with	a	cordial	hug,	"I	understand	now	what

you	mean,	and	I'll	never	laugh	at	you	again.	You	are	getting	on	faster	than	you
think,	and	I'll	take	lessons	of	you	in	true	politeness,	for	you've	learned	the	secret,
I	believe.	Try	away,	deary,	you'll	get	your	reward	some	day,	and	no	one	will	be
more	delighted	than	I	shall."
A	 week	 later	 Amy	 did	 get	 her	 reward,	 and	 poor	 Jo	 found	 it	 hard	 to	 be

delighted.	 A	 letter	 came	 from	 Aunt	 Carrol,	 and	 Mrs.	 March's	 face	 was



illuminated	to	such	a	degree	when	she	read	it	 that	Jo	and	Beth,	who	were	with
her,	demanded	what	the	glad	tidings	were.
"Aunt	Carrol	is	going	abroad	next	month,	and	wants…	"
"Me	to	go	with	her!"	burst	in	Jo,	flying	out	of	her	chair	in	an	uncontrollable

rapture.
"No,	dear,	not	you.	It's	Amy."
"Oh,	Mother!	 She's	 too	 young,	 it's	 my	 turn	 first.	 I've	 wanted	 it	 so	 long.	 It

would	do	me	so	much	good,	and	be	so	altogether	splendid.	I	must	go!"
"I'm	afraid	it's	impossible,	Jo.	Aunt	says	Amy,	decidedly,	and	it	is	not	for	us	to

dictate	when	she	offers	such	a	favor."
"It's	always	so.	Amy	has	all	the	fun	and	I	have	all	the	work.	It	isn't	fair,	oh,	it

isn't	fair!"	cried	Jo	passionately.
"I'm	afraid	it's	partly	your	own	fault,	dear.	When	Aunt	spoke	to	me	the	other

day,	 she	 regretted	your	blunt	manners	and	 too	 independent	 spirit,	 and	here	 she
writes,	as	if	quoting	something	you	had	said—'I	planned	at	first	to	ask	Jo,	but	as
'favors	burden	her',	and	she	 'hates	French',	I	 think	I	won't	venture	to	invite	her.
Amy	is	more	docile,	will	make	a	good	companion	for	Flo,	and	receive	gratefully
any	help	the	trip	may	give	her."
"Oh,	my	tongue,	my	abominable	tongue!	Why	can't	I	learn	to	keep	it	quiet?"

groaned	 Jo,	 remembering	 words	 which	 had	 been	 her	 undoing.	When	 she	 had
heard	the	explanation	of	the	quoted	phrases,	Mrs.	March	said	sorrowfully…
"I	wish	you	could	have	gone,	but	there	is	no	hope	of	it	this	time,	so	try	to	bear

it	cheerfully,	and	don't	sadden	Amy's	pleasure	by	reproaches	or	regrets."
"I'll	try,"	said	Jo,	winking	hard	as	she	knelt	down	to	pick	up	the	basket	she	had

joyfully	upset.	"I'll	take	a	leaf	out	of	her	book,	and	try	not	only	to	seem	glad,	but
to	be	so,	and	not	grudge	her	one	minute	of	happiness.	But	it	won't	be	easy,	for	it
is	a	dreadful	disappointment,"	and	poor	Jo	bedewed	the	little	fat	pincushion	she
held	with	several	very	bitter	tears.
"Jo,	dear,	I'm	very	selfish,	but	I	couldn't	spare	you,	and	I'm	glad	you	are	not

going	 quite	 yet,"	 whispered	 Beth,	 embracing	 her,	 basket	 and	 all,	 with	 such	 a
clinging	touch	and	loving	face	that	Jo	felt	comforted	in	spite	of	the	sharp	regret
that	made	her	want	to	box	her	own	ears,	and	humbly	beg	Aunt	Carrol	to	burden
her	with	this	favor,	and	see	how	gratefully	she	would	bear	it.
By	the	time	Amy	came	in,	Jo	was	able	to	take	her	part	in	the	family	jubilation,

not	 quite	 as	 heartily	 as	 usual,	 perhaps,	 but	 without	 repinings	 at	 Amy's	 good
fortune.	The	young	lady	herself	received	the	news	as	tidings	of	great	 joy,	went
about	 in	 a	 solemn	 sort	 of	 rapture,	 and	 began	 to	 sort	 her	 colors	 and	 pack	 her
pencils	 that	 evening,	 leaving	 such	 trifles	 as	 clothes,	 money,	 and	 passports	 to
those	less	absorbed	in	visions	of	art	than	herself.



"It	isn't	a	mere	pleasure	trip	to	me,	girls,"	she	said	impressively,	as	she	scraped
her	best	palette.	"It	will	decide	my	career,	for	if	I	have	any	genius,	I	shall	find	it
out	in	Rome,	and	will	do	something	to	prove	it."
"Suppose	you	haven't?"	said	Jo,	sewing	away,	with	red	eyes,	at	the	new	collars

which	were	to	be	handed	over	to	Amy.
"Then	 I	 shall	 come	 home	 and	 teach	 drawing	 for	 my	 living,"	 replied	 the

aspirant	for	fame,	with	philosophic	composure.	But	she	made	a	wry	face	at	the
prospect,	 and	 scratched	 away	 at	 her	 palette	 as	 if	 bent	 on	 vigorous	 measures
before	she	gave	up	her	hopes.
"No,	 you	won't.	You	 hate	 hard	work,	 and	 you'll	marry	 some	 rich	man,	 and

come	home	to	sit	in	the	lap	of	luxury	all	your	days,"	said	Jo.
"Your	predictions	sometimes	come	 to	pass,	but	 I	don't	believe	 that	one	will.

I'm	sure	I	wish	it	would,	for	if	I	can't	be	an	artist	myself,	I	should	like	to	be	able
to	help	those	who	are,"	said	Amy,	smiling,	as	if	the	part	of	Lady	Bountiful	would
suit	her	better	than	that	of	a	poor	drawing	teacher.
"Hum!"	said	Jo,	with	a	sigh.	"If	you	wish	it	you'll	have	it,	for	your	wishes	are

always	granted—mine	never."
"Would	you	 like	 to	go?"	 asked	Amy,	 thoughtfully	patting	her	nose	with	her

knife.
"Rather!"
"Well,	in	a	year	or	two	I'll	send	for	you,	and	we'll	dig	in	the	Forum	for	relics,

and	carry	out	all	the	plans	we've	made	so	many	times."
"Thank	you.	I'll	remind	you	of	your	promise	when	that	joyful	day	comes,	if	it

ever	does,"	returned	Jo,	accepting	the	vague	but	magnificent	offer	as	gratefully
as	she	could.
There	was	not	much	time	for	preparation,	and	the	house	was	in	a	ferment	till

Amy	was	off.	 Jo	bore	up	very	well	 till	 the	 last	 flutter	of	blue	ribbon	vanished,
when	 she	 retired	 to	 her	 refuge,	 the	 garret,	 and	 cried	 till	 she	 couldn't	 cry	 any
more.	 Amy	 likewise	 bore	 up	 stoutly	 till	 the	 steamer	 sailed.	 Then	 just	 as	 the
gangway	was	 about	 to	 be	withdrawn,	 it	 suddenly	 came	 over	 her	 that	 a	whole
ocean	was	soon	to	roll	between	her	and	those	who	loved	her	best,	and	she	clung
to	Laurie,	the	last	lingerer,	saying	with	a	sob…
"Oh,	take	care	of	them	for	me,	and	if	anything	should	happen…	"
"I	 will,	 dear,	 I	 will,	 and	 if	 anything	 happens,	 I'll	 come	 and	 comfort	 you,"

whispered	Laurie,	little	dreaming	that	he	would	be	called	upon	to	keep	his	word.
So	Amy	sailed	away	to	find	the	Old	World,	which	is	always	new	and	beautiful

to	young	eyes,	while	her	father	and	friend	watched	her	from	the	shore,	fervently
hoping	 that	 none	 but	 gentle	 fortunes	would	 befall	 the	 happy-hearted	 girl,	who
waved	 her	 hand	 to	 them	 till	 they	 could	 see	 nothing	 but	 the	 summer	 sunshine



dazzling	on	the	sea.



Chapter		8
Our	Foreign	Correspondent

London
Dearest	People,	Here	I	really	sit	at	a	front	window	of	the	Bath	Hotel,
Piccadilly.	It's	not	a	fashionable	place,	but	Uncle	stopped	here	years	ago,
and	won't	go	anywhere	else.	However,	we	don't	mean	to	stay	long,	so	it's	no
great	matter.	Oh,	I	can't	begin	to	tell	you	how	I	enjoy	it	all!	I	never	can,	so
I'll	only	give	you	bits	out	of	my	notebook,	for	I've	done	nothing	but	sketch
and	scribble	since	I	started.
I	sent	a	line	from	Halifax,	when	I	felt	pretty	miserable,	but	after	that	I	got
on	delightfully,	seldom	ill,	on	deck	all	day,	with	plenty	of	pleasant	people	to
amuse	me.	Everyone	was	very	kind	to	me,	especially	the	officers.	Don't
laugh,	Jo,	gentlemen	really	are	very	necessary	aboard	ship,	to	hold	on	to,	or
to	wait	upon	one,	and	as	they	have	nothing	to	do,	it's	a	mercy	to	make	them
useful,	otherwise	they	would	smoke	themselves	to	death,	I'm	afraid.
Aunt	and	Flo	were	poorly	all	the	way,	and	liked	to	be	let	alone,	so	when	I
had	done	what	I	could	for	them,	I	went	and	enjoyed	myself.	Such	walks	on
deck,	such	sunsets,	such	splendid	air	and	waves!	It	was	almost	as	exciting
as	riding	a	fast	horse,	when	we	went	rushing	on	so	grandly.	I	wish	Beth
could	have	come,	it	would	have	done	her	so	much	good.	As	for	Jo,	she
would	have	gone	up	and	sat	on	the	maintop	jib,	or	whatever	the	high	thing
is	called,	made	friends	with	the	engineers,	and	tooted	on	the	captain's
speaking	trumpet,	she'd	have	been	in	such	a	state	of	rapture.
It	was	all	heavenly,	but	I	was	glad	to	see	the	Irish	coast,	and	found	it	very
lovely,	so	green	and	sunny,	with	brown	cabins	here	and	there,	ruins	on	some
of	the	hills,	and	gentlemen's	countryseats	in	the	valleys,	with	deer	feeding
in	the	parks.	It	was	early	in	the	morning,	but	I	didn't	regret	getting	up	to	see
it,	for	the	bay	was	full	of	little	boats,	the	shore	so	picturesque,	and	a	rosy
sky	overhead.	I	never	shall	forget	it.
At	Queenstown	one	of	my	new	acquaintances	left	us,	Mr.	Lennox,	and
when	I	said	something	about	the	Lakes	of	Killarney,	he	sighed,	and	sung,
with	a	look	at	me…
"Oh,	have	you	e'er	heard	of	Kate	Kearney?
She	lives	on	the	banks	of	Killarney;



From	the	glance	of	her	eye,
Shun	danger	and	fly,
For	fatal's	the	glance	of	Kate	Kearney."
Wasn't	that	nonsensical?
We	only	stopped	at	Liverpool	a	few	hours.	It's	a	dirty,	noisy	place,	and	I
was	glad	to	leave	it.	Uncle	rushed	out	and	bought	a	pair	of	dogskin	gloves,
some	ugly,	thick	shoes,	and	an	umbrella,	and	got	shaved	à	la	mutton	chop,
the	first	thing.	Then	he	flattered	himself	that	he	looked	like	a	true	Briton,
but	the	first	time	he	had	the	mud	cleaned	off	his	shoes,	the	little	bootblack
knew	that	an	American	stood	in	them,	and	said,	with	a	grin,	"There	yer	har,
sir.	I've	given	'em	the	latest	Yankee	shine."	It	amused	Uncle	immensely.	Oh,
I	must	tell	you	what	that	absurd	Lennox	did!	He	got	his	friend	Ward,	who
came	on	with	us,	to	order	a	bouquet	for	me,	and	the	first	thing	I	saw	in	my
room	was	a	lovely	one,	with	"Robert	Lennox's	compliments,"	on	the	card.
Wasn't	that	fun,	girls?	I	like	traveling.
I	never	shall	get	to	London	if	I	don't	hurry.	The	trip	was	like	riding	through
a	long	picture	gallery,	full	of	lovely	landscapes.	The	farmhouses	were	my
delight,	with	thatched	roofs,	ivy	up	to	the	eaves,	latticed	windows,	and	stout
women	with	rosy	children	at	the	doors.	The	very	cattle	looked	more
tranquil	than	ours,	as	they	stood	knee-deep	in	clover,	and	the	hens	had	a
contented	cluck,	as	if	they	never	got	nervous	like	Yankee	biddies.	Such
perfect	color	I	never	saw,	the	grass	so	green,	sky	so	blue,	grain	so	yellow,
woods	so	dark,	I	was	in	a	rapture	all	the	way.	So	was	Flo,	and	we	kept
bouncing	from	one	side	to	the	other,	trying	to	see	everything	while	we	were
whisking	along	at	the	rate	of	sixty	miles	an	hour.	Aunt	was	tired	and	went
to	sleep,	but	Uncle	read	his	guidebook,	and	wouldn't	be	astonished	at
anything.	This	is	the	way	we	went	on.	Amy,	flying	up—"Oh,	that	must	be
Kenilworth,	that	gray	place	among	the	trees!"	Flo,	darting	to	my	window
—"How	sweet!	We	must	go	there	sometime,	won't	we	Papa?"	Uncle,
calmly	admiring	his	boots—"No,	my	dear,	not	unless	you	want	beer,	that's	a
brewery."
A	pause—then	Flo	cried	out,	"Bless	me,	there's	a	gallows	and	a	man	going
up."	"Where,	where?"	shrieks	Amy,	staring	out	at	two	tall	posts	with	a
crossbeam	and	some	dangling	chains.	"A	colliery,"	remarks	Uncle,	with	a
twinkle	of	the	eye.	"Here's	a	lovely	flock	of	lambs	all	lying	down,"	says
Amy.	"See,	Papa,	aren't	they	pretty?"	added	Flo	sentimentally.	"Geese,
young	ladies,"	returns	Uncle,	in	a	tone	that	keeps	us	quiet	till	Flo	settles
down	to	enjoy	the	Flirtations	of	Captain	Cavendish,	and	I	have	the	scenery
all	to	myself.



Of	course	it	rained	when	we	got	to	London,	and	there	was	nothing	to	be
seen	but	fog	and	umbrellas.	We	rested,	unpacked,	and	shopped	a	little
between	the	showers.	Aunt	Mary	got	me	some	new	things,	for	I	came	off	in
such	a	hurry	I	wasn't	half	ready.	A	white	hat	and	blue	feather,	a	muslin	dress
to	match,	and	the	loveliest	mantle	you	ever	saw.	Shopping	in	Regent	Street
is	perfectly	splendid.	Things	seem	so	cheap,	nice	ribbons	only	sixpence	a
yard.	I	laid	in	a	stock,	but	shall	get	my	gloves	in	Paris.	Doesn't	that	sound
sort	of	elegant	and	rich?
Flo	and	I,	for	the	fun	of	it,	ordered	a	hansom	cab,	while	Aunt	and	Uncle
were	out,	and	went	for	a	drive,	though	we	learned	afterward	that	it	wasn't
the	thing	for	young	ladies	to	ride	in	them	alone.	It	was	so	droll!	For	when
we	were	shut	in	by	the	wooden	apron,	the	man	drove	so	fast	that	Flo	was
frightened,	and	told	me	to	stop	him,	but	he	was	up	outside	behind
somewhere,	and	I	couldn't	get	at	him.	He	didn't	hear	me	call,	nor	see	me
flap	my	parasol	in	front,	and	there	we	were,	quite	helpless,	rattling	away,
and	whirling	around	corners	at	a	breakneck	pace.	At	last,	in	my	despair,	I
saw	a	little	door	in	the	roof,	and	on	poking	it	open,	a	red	eye	appeared,	and
a	beery	voice	said…
"Now,	then,	mum?"
I	gave	my	order	as	soberly	as	I	could,	and	slamming	down	the	door,	with	an
"Aye,	aye,	mum,"	the	man	made	his	horse	walk,	as	if	going	to	a	funeral.	I
poked	again	and	said,	"A	little	faster,"	then	off	he	went,	helter-skelter	as
before,	and	we	resigned	ourselves	to	our	fate.
Today	was	fair,	and	we	went	to	Hyde	Park,	close	by,	for	we	are	more
aristocratic	than	we	look.	The	Duke	of	Devonshire	lives	near.	I	often	see	his
footmen	lounging	at	the	back	gate,	and	the	Duke	of	Wellington's	house	is
not	far	off.	Such	sights	as	I	saw,	my	dear!	It	was	as	good	as	Punch,	for	there
were	fat	dowagers	rolling	about	in	their	red	and	yellow	coaches,	with
gorgeous	Jeameses	in	silk	stockings	and	velvet	coats,	up	behind,	and
powdered	coachmen	in	front.	Smart	maids,	with	the	rosiest	children	I	ever
saw,	handsome	girls,	looking	half	asleep,	dandies	in	queer	English	hats	and
lavender	kids	lounging	about,	and	tall	soldiers,	in	short	red	jackets	and
muffin	caps	stuck	on	one	side,	looking	so	funny	I	longed	to	sketch	them.
Rotten	Row	means	'Route	de	Roi',	or	the	king's	way,	but	now	it's	more	like
a	riding	school	than	anything	else.	The	horses	are	splendid,	and	the	men,
especially	the	grooms,	ride	well,	but	the	women	are	stiff,	and	bounce,
which	isn't	according	to	our	rules.	I	longed	to	show	them	a	tearing
American	gallop,	for	they	trotted	solemnly	up	and	down,	in	their	scant
habits	and	high	hats,	looking	like	the	women	in	a	toy	Noah's	Ark.	Everyone



rides—old	men,	stout	ladies,	little	children—and	the	young	folks	do	a	deal
of	flirting	here,	I	saw	a	pair	exchange	rose	buds,	for	it's	the	thing	to	wear
one	in	the	button-hole,	and	I	thought	it	rather	a	nice	little	idea.
In	the	P.M.	to	Westminster	Abbey,	but	don't	expect	me	to	describe	it,	that's
impossible,	so	I'll	only	say	it	was	sublime!	This	evening	we	are	going	to	see
Fechter,	which	will	be	an	appropriate	end	to	the	happiest	day	of	my	life.
It's	very	late,	but	I	can't	let	my	letter	go	in	the	morning	without	telling	you
what	happened	last	evening.	Who	do	you	think	came	in,	as	we	were	at	tea?
Laurie's	English	friends,	Fred	and	Frank	Vaughn!	I	was	so	surprised,	for	I
shouldn't	have	known	them	but	for	the	cards.	Both	are	tall	fellows	with
whiskers,	Fred	handsome	in	the	English	style,	and	Frank	much	better,	for	he
only	limps	slightly,	and	uses	no	crutches.	They	had	heard	from	Laurie
where	we	were	to	be,	and	came	to	ask	us	to	their	house,	but	Uncle	won't	go,
so	we	shall	return	the	call,	and	see	them	as	we	can.	They	went	to	the	theater
with	us,	and	we	did	have	such	a	good	time,	for	Frank	devoted	himself	to
Flo,	and	Fred	and	I	talked	over	past,	present,	and	future	fun	as	if	we	had
known	each	other	all	our	days.	Tell	Beth	Frank	asked	for	her,	and	was	sorry
to	hear	of	her	ill	health.	Fred	laughed	when	I	spoke	of	Jo,	and	sent	his
'respectful	compliments	to	the	big	hat'.	Neither	of	them	had	forgotten	Camp
Laurence,	or	the	fun	we	had	there.	What	ages	ago	it	seems,	doesn't	it?
Aunt	is	tapping	on	the	wall	for	the	third	time,	so	I	must	stop.	I	really	feel
like	a	dissipated	London	fine	lady,	writing	here	so	late,	with	my	room	full
of	pretty	things,	and	my	head	a	jumble	of	parks,	theaters,	new	gowns,	and
gallant	creatures	who	say	"Ah!"	and	twirl	their	blond	mustaches	with	the
true	English	lordliness.	I	long	to	see	you	all,	and	in	spite	of	my	nonsense
am,	as	ever,	your	loving…
AMY
PARIS
Dear	girls,
In	my	last	I	told	you	about	our	London	visit,	how	kind	the	Vaughns	were,
and	what	pleasant	parties	they	made	for	us.	I	enjoyed	the	trips	to	Hampton
Court	and	the	Kensington	Museum	more	than	anything	else,	for	at	Hampton
I	saw	Raphael's	cartoons,	and	at	the	Museum,	rooms	full	of	pictures	by
Turner,	Lawrence,	Reynolds,	Hogarth,	and	the	other	great	creatures.	The
day	in	Richmond	Park	was	charming,	for	we	had	a	regular	English	picnic,
and	I	had	more	splendid	oaks	and	groups	of	deer	than	I	could	copy,	also
heard	a	nightingale,	and	saw	larks	go	up.	We	'did'	London	to	our	heart's
content,	thanks	to	Fred	and	Frank,	and	were	sorry	to	go	away,	for	though
English	people	are	slow	to	take	you	in,	when	they	once	make	up	their



minds	to	do	it	they	cannot	be	outdone	in	hospitality,	I	think.	The	Vaughns
hope	to	meet	us	in	Rome	next	winter,	and	I	shall	be	dreadfully	disappointed
if	they	don't,	for	Grace	and	I	are	great	friends,	and	the	boys	very	nice
fellows,	especially	Fred.
Well,	we	were	hardly	settled	here,	when	he	turned	up	again,	saying	he	had
come	for	a	holiday,	and	was	going	to	Switzerland.	Aunt	looked	sober	at
first,	but	he	was	so	cool	about	it	she	couldn't	say	a	word.	And	now	we	get
on	nicely,	and	are	very	glad	he	came,	for	he	speaks	French	like	a	native,	and
I	don't	know	what	we	should	do	without	him.	Uncle	doesn't	know	ten
words,	and	insists	on	talking	English	very	loud,	as	if	it	would	make	people
understand	him.	Aunt's	pronunciation	is	old-fashioned,	and	Flo	and	I,
though	we	flattered	ourselves	that	we	knew	a	good	deal,	find	we	don't,	and
are	very	grateful	to	have	Fred	do	the	'parley	vooing',	as	Uncle	calls	it.
Such	delightful	times	as	we	are	having!	Sight-seeing	from	morning	till
night,	stopping	for	nice	lunches	in	the	gay	cafes,	and	meeting	with	all	sorts
of	droll	adventures.	Rainy	days	I	spend	in	the	Louvre,	revelling	in	pictures.
Jo	would	turn	up	her	naughty	nose	at	some	of	the	finest,	because	she	has	no
soul	for	art,	but	I	have,	and	I'm	cultivating	eye	and	taste	as	fast	as	I	can.	She
would	like	the	relics	of	great	people	better,	for	I've	seen	her	Napoleon's
cocked	hat	and	gray	coat,	his	baby's	cradle	and	his	old	toothbrush,	also
Marie	Antoinette's	little	shoe,	the	ring	of	Saint	Denis,	Charlemagne's	sword,
and	many	other	interesting	things.	I'll	talk	for	hours	about	them	when	I
come,	but	haven't	time	to	write.
The	Palais	Royale	is	a	heavenly	place,	so	full	of	bijouterie	and	lovely	things
that	I'm	nearly	distracted	because	I	can't	buy	them.	Fred	wanted	to	get	me
some,	but	of	course	I	didn't	allow	it.	Then	the	Bois	and	Champs	Elysees	are
tres	magnifique.	I've	seen	the	imperial	family	several	times,	the	emperor	an
ugly,	hard-looking	man,	the	empress	pale	and	pretty,	but	dressed	in	bad
taste,	I	thought—purple	dress,	green	hat,	and	yellow	gloves.	Little	Nap	is	a
handsome	boy,	who	sits	chatting	to	his	tutor,	and	kisses	his	hand	to	the
people	as	he	passes	in	his	four-horse	barouche,	with	postilions	in	red	satin
jackets	and	a	mounted	guard	before	and	behind.
We	often	walk	in	the	Tuileries	Gardens,	for	they	are	lovely,	though	the
antique	Luxembourg	Gardens	suit	me	better.	Pere	la	Chaise	is	very	curious,
for	many	of	the	tombs	are	like	small	rooms,	and	looking	in,	one	sees	a
table,	with	images	or	pictures	of	the	dead,	and	chairs	for	the	mourners	to	sit
in	when	they	come	to	lament.	That	is	so	Frenchy.
Our	rooms	are	on	the	Rue	de	Rivoli,	and	sitting	on	the	balcony,	we	look	up
and	down	the	long,	brilliant	street.	It	is	so	pleasant	that	we	spend	our



evenings	talking	there	when	too	tired	with	our	day's	work	to	go	out.	Fred	is
very	entertaining,	and	is	altogether	the	most	agreeable	young	man	I	ever
knew—except	Laurie,	whose	manners	are	more	charming.	I	wish	Fred	was
dark,	for	I	don't	fancy	light	men,	however,	the	Vaughns	are	very	rich	and
come	of	an	excellent	family,	so	I	won't	find	fault	with	their	yellow	hair,	as
my	own	is	yellower.
Next	week	we	are	off	to	Germany	and	Switzerland,	and	as	we	shall	travel
fast,	I	shall	only	be	able	to	give	you	hasty	letters.	I	keep	my	diary,	and	try	to
'remember	correctly	and	describe	clearly	all	that	I	see	and	admire',	as	Father
advised.	It	is	good	practice	for	me,	and	with	my	sketchbook	will	give	you	a
better	idea	of	my	tour	than	these	scribbles.
Adieu,	I	embrace	you	tenderly.	"Votre	Amie."
HEIDELBERG
My	dear	Mamma,
Having	a	quiet	hour	before	we	leave	for	Berne,	I'll	try	to	tell	you	what	has
happened,	for	some	of	it	is	very	important,	as	you	will	see.
The	sail	up	the	Rhine	was	perfect,	and	I	just	sat	and	enjoyed	it	with	all	my
might.	Get	Father's	old	guidebooks	and	read	about	it.	I	haven't	words
beautiful	enough	to	describe	it.	At	Coblentz	we	had	a	lovely	time,	for	some
students	from	Bonn,	with	whom	Fred	got	acquainted	on	the	boat,	gave	us	a
serenade.	It	was	a	moonlight	night,	and	about	one	o'clock	Flo	and	I	were
waked	by	the	most	delicious	music	under	our	windows.	We	flew	up,	and
hid	behind	the	curtains,	but	sly	peeps	showed	us	Fred	and	the	students
singing	away	down	below.	It	was	the	most	romantic	thing	I	ever	saw—the
river,	the	bridge	of	boats,	the	great	fortress	opposite,	moonlight	everywhere,
and	music	fit	to	melt	a	heart	of	stone.
When	they	were	done	we	threw	down	some	flowers,	and	saw	them
scramble	for	them,	kiss	their	hands	to	the	invisible	ladies,	and	go	laughing
away,	to	smoke	and	drink	beer,	I	suppose.	Next	morning	Fred	showed	me
one	of	the	crumpled	flowers	in	his	vest	pocket,	and	looked	very
sentimental.	I	laughed	at	him,	and	said	I	didn't	throw	it,	but	Flo,	which
seemed	to	disgust	him,	for	he	tossed	it	out	of	the	window,	and	turned
sensible	again.	I'm	afraid	I'm	going	to	have	trouble	with	that	boy,	it	begins
to	look	like	it.
The	baths	at	Nassau	were	very	gay,	so	was	Baden-Baden,	where	Fred	lost
some	money,	and	I	scolded	him.	He	needs	someone	to	look	after	him	when
Frank	is	not	with	him.	Kate	said	once	she	hoped	he'd	marry	soon,	and	I
quite	agree	with	her	that	it	would	be	well	for	him.	Frankfurt	was	delightful.
I	saw	Goethe's	house,	Schiller's	statue,	and	Dannecker's	famous	'Ariadne.'	It



was	very	lovely,	but	I	should	have	enjoyed	it	more	if	I	had	known	the	story
better.	I	didn't	like	to	ask,	as	everyone	knew	it	or	pretended	they	did.	I	wish
Jo	would	tell	me	all	about	it.	I	ought	to	have	read	more,	for	I	find	I	don't
know	anything,	and	it	mortifies	me.
Now	comes	the	serious	part,	for	it	happened	here,	and	Fred	has	just	gone.
He	has	been	so	kind	and	jolly	that	we	all	got	quite	fond	of	him.	I	never
thought	of	anything	but	a	traveling	friendship	till	the	serenade	night.	Since
then	I've	begun	to	feel	that	the	moonlight	walks,	balcony	talks,	and	daily
adventures	were	something	more	to	him	than	fun.	I	haven't	flirted,	Mother,
truly,	but	remembered	what	you	said	to	me,	and	have	done	my	very	best.	I
can't	help	it	if	people	like	me.	I	don't	try	to	make	them,	and	it	worries	me	if
I	don't	care	for	them,	though	Jo	says	I	haven't	got	any	heart.	Now	I	know
Mother	will	shake	her	head,	and	the	girls	say,	"Oh,	the	mercenary	little
wretch!",	but	I've	made	up	my	mind,	and	if	Fred	asks	me,	I	shall	accept
him,	though	I'm	not	madly	in	love.	I	like	him,	and	we	get	on	comfortably
together.	He	is	handsome,	young,	clever	enough,	and	very	rich—ever	so
much	richer	than	the	Laurences.	I	don't	think	his	family	would	object,	and	I
should	be	very	happy,	for	they	are	all	kind,	well-bred,	generous	people,	and
they	like	me.	Fred,	as	the	eldest	twin,	will	have	the	estate,	I	suppose,	and
such	a	splendid	one	it	is!	A	city	house	in	a	fashionable	street,	not	so	showy
as	our	big	houses,	but	twice	as	comfortable	and	full	of	solid	luxury,	such	as
English	people	believe	in.	I	like	it,	for	it's	genuine.	I've	seen	the	plate,	the
family	jewels,	the	old	servants,	and	pictures	of	the	country	place,	with	its
park,	great	house,	lovely	grounds,	and	fine	horses.	Oh,	it	would	be	all	I
should	ask!	And	I'd	rather	have	it	than	any	title	such	as	girls	snap	up	so
readily,	and	find	nothing	behind.	I	may	be	mercenary,	but	I	hate	poverty,
and	don't	mean	to	bear	it	a	minute	longer	than	I	can	help.	One	of	us	must
marry	well.	Meg	didn't,	Jo	won't,	Beth	can't	yet,	so	I	shall,	and	make
everything	okay	all	round.	I	wouldn't	marry	a	man	I	hated	or	despised.	You
may	be	sure	of	that,	and	though	Fred	is	not	my	model	hero,	he	does	very
well,	and	in	time	I	should	get	fond	enough	of	him	if	he	was	very	fond	of
me,	and	let	me	do	just	as	I	liked.	So	I've	been	turning	the	matter	over	in	my
mind	the	last	week,	for	it	was	impossible	to	help	seeing	that	Fred	liked	me.
He	said	nothing,	but	little	things	showed	it.	He	never	goes	with	Flo,	always
gets	on	my	side	of	the	carriage,	table,	or	promenade,	looks	sentimental
when	we	are	alone,	and	frowns	at	anyone	else	who	ventures	to	speak	to	me.
Yesterday	at	dinner,	when	an	Austrian	officer	stared	at	us	and	then	said
something	to	his	friend,	a	rakish-looking	baron,	about	'ein	wonderschones
Blondchen',	Fred	looked	as	fierce	as	a	lion,	and	cut	his	meat	so	savagely	it



nearly	flew	off	his	plate.	He	isn't	one	of	the	cool,	stiff	Englishmen,	but	is
rather	peppery,	for	he	has	Scotch	blood	in	him,	as	one	might	guess	from	his
bonnie	blue	eyes.
Well,	last	evening	we	went	up	to	the	castle	about	sunset,	at	least	all	of	us
but	Fred,	who	was	to	meet	us	there	after	going	to	the	Post	Restante	for
letters.	We	had	a	charming	time	poking	about	the	ruins,	the	vaults	where	the
monster	tun	is,	and	the	beautiful	gardens	made	by	the	elector	long	ago	for
his	English	wife.	I	liked	the	great	terrace	best,	for	the	view	was	divine,	so
while	the	rest	went	to	see	the	rooms	inside,	I	sat	there	trying	to	sketch	the
gray	stone	lion's	head	on	the	wall,	with	scarlet	woodbine	sprays	hanging
round	it.	I	felt	as	if	I'd	got	into	a	romance,	sitting	there,	watching	the	Neckar
rolling	through	the	valley,	listening	to	the	music	of	the	Austrian	band
below,	and	waiting	for	my	lover,	like	a	real	storybook	girl.	I	had	a	feeling
that	something	was	going	to	happen	and	I	was	ready	for	it.	I	didn't	feel
blushy	or	quakey,	but	quite	cool	and	only	a	little	excited.
By-and-by	I	heard	Fred's	voice,	and	then	he	came	hurrying	through	the
great	arch	to	find	me.	He	looked	so	troubled	that	I	forgot	all	about	myself,
and	asked	what	the	matter	was.	He	said	he'd	just	got	a	letter	begging	him	to
come	home,	for	Frank	was	very	ill.	So	he	was	going	at	once	on	the	night
train	and	only	had	time	to	say	good-by.	I	was	very	sorry	for	him,	and
disappointed	for	myself,	but	only	for	a	minute	because	he	said,	as	he	shook
hands,	and	said	it	in	a	way	that	I	could	not	mistake,	"I	shall	soon	come
back,	you	won't	forget	me,	Amy?"
I	didn't	promise,	but	I	looked	at	him,	and	he	seemed	satisfied,	and	there	was
no	time	for	anything	but	messages	and	good-byes,	for	he	was	off	in	an	hour,
and	we	all	miss	him	very	much.	I	know	he	wanted	to	speak,	but	I	think,
from	something	he	once	hinted,	that	he	had	promised	his	father	not	to	do
anything	of	the	sort	yet	a	while,	for	he	is	a	rash	boy,	and	the	old	gentleman
dreads	a	foreign	daughter-in-law.	We	shall	soon	meet	in	Rome,	and	then,	if
I	don't	change	my	mind,	I'll	say	"Yes,	thank	you,"	when	he	says	"Will	you,
please?"
Of	course	this	is	all	very	private,	but	I	wished	you	to	know	what	was	going
on.	Don't	be	anxious	about	me,	remember	I	am	your	'prudent	Amy',	and	be
sure	I	will	do	nothing	rashly.	Send	me	as	much	advice	as	you	like.	I'll	use	it
if	I	can.	I	wish	I	could	see	you	for	a	good	talk,	Marmee.	Love	and	trust	me.
Ever	your	AMY



Chapter		9
Tender	Troubles

"Jo,	I'm	anxious	about	Beth."
"Why,	Mother,	she	has	seemed	unusually	well	since	the	babies	came."
"It's	 not	 her	 health	 that	 troubles	 me	 now,	 it's	 her	 spirits.	 I'm	 sure	 there	 is

something	on	her	mind,	and	I	want	you	to	discover	what	it	is."
"What	makes	you	think	so,	Mother?"
"She	sits	alone	a	good	deal,	and	doesn't	talk	to	her	father	as	much	as	she	used.

I	found	her	crying	over	the	babies	the	other	day.	When	she	sings,	the	songs	are
always	 sad	 ones,	 and	 now	 and	 then	 I	 see	 a	 look	 in	 her	 face	 that	 I	 don't
understand.	This	isn't	like	Beth,	and	it	worries	me."
"Have	you	asked	her	about	it?"
"I	have	tried	once	or	twice,	but	she	either	evaded	my	questions	or	looked	so

distressed	 that	 I	 stopped.	 I	never	 force	my	children's	confidence,	and	 I	 seldom
have	to	wait	for	long."
Mrs.	March	 glanced	 at	 Jo	 as	 she	 spoke,	 but	 the	 face	 opposite	 seemed	 quite

unconscious	of	any	secret	disquietude	but	Beth's,	and	after	sewing	thoughtfully
for	a	minute,	Jo	said,	"I	think	she	is	growing	up,	and	so	begins	to	dream	dreams,
and	 have	 hopes	 and	 fears	 and	 fidgets,	 without	 knowing	why	 or	 being	 able	 to
explain	them.	Why,	Mother,	Beth's	eighteen,	but	we	don't	realize	it,	and	treat	her
like	a	child,	forgetting	she's	a	woman."
"So	she	is.	Dear	heart,	how	fast	you	do	grow	up,"	returned	her	mother	with	a

sigh	and	a	smile.
"Can't	be	helped,	Marmee,	so	you	must	resign	yourself	to	all	sorts	of	worries,

and	let	your	birds	hop	out	of	the	nest,	one	by	one.	I	promise	never	to	hop	very
far,	if	that	is	any	comfort	to	you."
"It's	a	great	comfort,	Jo.	I	always	feel	strong	when	you	are	at	home,	now	Meg

is	gone.	Beth	is	too	feeble	and	Amy	too	young	to	depend	upon,	but	when	the	tug
comes,	you	are	always	ready."
"Why,	you	know	I	don't	mind	hard	jobs	much,	and	there	must	always	be	one

scrub	 in	a	 family.	Amy	 is	 splendid	 in	 fine	works	and	 I'm	not,	but	 I	 feel	 in	my
element	when	all	 the	carpets	 are	 to	be	 taken	up,	or	half	 the	 family	 fall	 sick	at
once.	Amy	is	distinguishing	herself	abroad,	but	if	anything	is	amiss	at	home,	I'm
your	man."



"I	 leave	Beth	 to	your	hands,	 then,	 for	she	will	open	her	 tender	 little	heart	 to
her	Jo	sooner	than	to	anyone	else.	Be	very	kind,	and	don't	let	her	think	anyone
watches	or	talks	about	her.	If	she	only	would	get	quite	strong	and	cheerful	again,
I	shouldn't	have	a	wish	in	the	world."
"Happy	woman!	I've	got	heaps."
"My	dear,	what	are	they?"
"I'll	 settle	 Bethy's	 troubles,	 and	 then	 I'll	 tell	 you	 mine.	 They	 are	 not	 very

wearing,	 so	 they'll	keep."	and	Jo	stitched	away,	with	a	wise	nod	which	set	her
mother's	heart	at	rest	about	her	for	the	present	at	least.
While	 apparently	 absorbed	 in	 her	 own	 affairs,	 Jo	 watched	 Beth,	 and	 after

many	conflicting	conjectures,	finally	settled	upon	one	which	seemed	to	explain
the	change	in	her.	A	slight	incident	gave	Jo	the	clue	to	the	mystery,	she	thought,
and	lively	fancy,	loving	heart	did	the	rest.	She	was	affecting	to	write	busily	one
Saturday	afternoon,	when	she	and	Beth	were	alone	together.	Yet	as	she	scribbled,
she	 kept	 her	 eye	 on	 her	 sister,	 who	 seemed	 unusually	 quiet.	 Sitting	 at	 the
window,	Beth's	work	often	dropped	into	her	lap,	and	she	leaned	her	head	upon
her	 hand,	 in	 a	 dejected	 attitude,	 while	 her	 eyes	 rested	 on	 the	 dull,	 autumnal
landscape.	 Suddenly	 some	 one	 passed	 below,	 whistling	 like	 an	 operatic
blackbird,	and	a	voice	called	out,	"All	serene!	Coming	in	tonight."
Beth	 started,	 leaned	 forward,	 smiled	 and	 nodded,	watched	 the	 passer-by	 till

his	quick	tramp	died	away,	then	said	softly	as	if	to	herself,	"How	strong	and	well
and	happy	that	dear	boy	looks."
"Hum!"	said	Jo,	still	intent	upon	her	sister's	face,	for	the	bright	color	faded	as

quickly	as	 it	 came,	 the	 smile	vanished,	 and	presently	a	 tear	 lay	 shining	on	 the
window	 ledge.	Beth	whisked	 it	 off,	 and	 in	 her	 half-averted	 face	 read	 a	 tender
sorrow	that	made	her	own	eyes	fill.	Fearing	to	betray	herself,	she	slipped	away,
murmuring	something	about	needing	more	paper.
"Mercy	on	me,	Beth	 loves	Laurie!"	she	said,	 sitting	down	 in	her	own	room,

pale	with	 the	shock	of	 the	discovery	which	she	believed	she	had	 just	made.	 "I
never	dreamed	of	such	a	thing.	What	will	Mother	say?	I	wonder	if	her…	"	there
Jo	stopped	and	turned	scarlet	with	a	sudden	thought.	"If	he	shouldn't	love	back
again,	 how	 dreadful	 it	would	 be.	He	must.	 I'll	make	 him!"	 and	 she	 shook	 her
head	threateningly	at	the	picture	of	the	mischievous-looking	boy	laughing	at	her
from	 the	 wall.	 "Oh	 dear,	 we	 are	 growing	 up	 with	 a	 vengeance.	 Here's	 Meg
married	and	a	mamma,	Amy	flourishing	away	at	Paris,	and	Beth	in	love.	I'm	the
only	one	that	has	sense	enough	to	keep	out	of	mischief."	Jo	thought	intently	for	a
minute	with	her	eyes	fixed	on	 the	picture,	 then	she	smoothed	out	her	wrinkled
forehead	and	said,	with	a	decided	nod	at	 the	face	opposite,	"No	thank	you,	sir,
you're	very	charming,	but	you've	no	more	stability	than	a	weathercock.	So	you



needn't	write	touching	notes	and	smile	in	that	insinuating	way,	for	it	won't	do	a
bit	of	good,	and	I	won't	have	it."
Then	she	sighed,	and	fell	into	a	reverie	from	which	she	did	not	wake	till	the

early	twilight	sent	her	down	to	take	new	observations,	which	only	confirmed	her
suspicion.	 Though	 Laurie	 flirted	 with	 Amy	 and	 joked	 with	 Jo,	 his	 manner	 to
Beth	 had	 always	 been	 peculiarly	 kind	 and	 gentle,	 but	 so	 was	 everybody's.
Therefore,	no	one	thought	of	imagining	that	he	cared	more	for	her	than	for	the
others.	Indeed,	a	general	impression	had	prevailed	in	the	family	of	late	that	'our
boy'	was	 getting	 fonder	 than	 ever	 of	 Jo,	who,	 however,	wouldn't	 hear	 a	word
upon	the	subject	and	scolded	violently	if	anyone	dared	to	suggest	it.	If	they	had
known	 the	 various	 tender	 passages	 which	 had	 been	 nipped	 in	 the	 bud,	 they
would	have	had	the	immense	satisfaction	of	saying,	"I	told	you	so."	But	Jo	hated
'philandering',	and	wouldn't	allow	it,	always	having	a	joke	or	a	smile	ready	at	the
least	sign	of	impending	danger.
When	 Laurie	 first	went	 to	 college,	 he	 fell	 in	 love	 about	 once	 a	month,	 but

these	small	flames	were	as	brief	as	ardent,	did	no	damage,	and	much	amused	Jo,
who	 took	 great	 interest	 in	 the	 alternations	 of	 hope,	 despair,	 and	 resignation,
which	were	confided	to	her	in	their	weekly	conferences.	But	there	came	a	time
when	 Laurie	 ceased	 to	 worship	 at	 many	 shrines,	 hinted	 darkly	 at	 one	 all-
absorbing	passion,	and	indulged	occasionally	in	Byronic	fits	of	gloom.	Then	he
avoided	 the	 tender	 subject	 altogether,	 wrote	 philosophical	 notes	 to	 Jo,	 turned
studious,	and	gave	out	that	he	was	going	to	'dig',	intending	to	graduate	in	a	blaze
of	 glory.	 This	 suited	 the	 young	 lady	 better	 than	 twilight	 confidences,	 tender
pressures	 of	 the	 hand,	 and	 eloquent	 glances	 of	 the	 eye,	 for	 with	 Jo,	 brain
developed	 earlier	 than	 heart,	 and	 she	 preferred	 imaginary	 heroes	 to	 real	 ones,
because	when	 tired	of	 them,	 the	 former	could	be	shut	up	 in	 the	 tin	kitchen	 till
called	for,	and	the	latter	were	less	manageable.
Things	were	in	this	state	when	the	grand	discovery	was	made,	and	Jo	watched

Laurie	that	night	as	she	had	never	done	before.	If	she	had	not	got	the	new	idea
into	 her	 head,	 she	would	 have	 seen	 nothing	 unusual	 in	 the	 fact	 that	Beth	was
very	quiet,	and	Laurie	very	kind	to	her.	But	having	given	the	rein	to	her	 lively
fancy,	it	galloped	away	with	her	at	a	great	pace,	and	common	sense,	being	rather
weakened	by	a	long	course	of	romance	writing,	did	not	come	to	the	rescue.	As
usual	Beth	 lay	on	 the	sofa	and	Laurie	sat	 in	a	 low	chair	close	by,	amusing	her
with	 all	 sorts	 of	 gossip,	 for	 she	 depended	 on	 her	 weekly	 'spin',	 and	 he	 never
disappointed	 her.	 But	 that	 evening	 Jo	 fancied	 that	 Beth's	 eyes	 rested	 on	 the
lively,	 dark	 face	 beside	 her	 with	 peculiar	 pleasure,	 and	 that	 she	 listened	 with
intense	interest	to	an	account	of	some	exciting	cricket	match,	though	the	phrases,
'caught	off	 a	 tice',	 'stumped	off	his	ground',	 and	 'the	 leg	hit	 for	 three',	were	 as



intelligible	to	her	as	Sanskrit.	She	also	fancied,	having	set	her	heart	upon	seeing
it,	 that	 she	 saw	 a	 certain	 increase	 of	 gentleness	 in	 Laurie's	 manner,	 that	 he
dropped	 his	 voice	 now	 and	 then,	 laughed	 less	 than	 usual,	 was	 a	 little	 absent-
minded,	and	settled	the	afghan	over	Beth's	feet	with	an	assiduity	that	was	really
almost	tender.
"Who	knows?	Stranger	things	have	happened,"	thought	Jo,	as	she	fussed	about

the	 room.	 "She	 will	 make	 quite	 an	 angel	 of	 him,	 and	 he	 will	 make	 life
delightfully	easy	and	pleasant	for	 the	dear,	 if	 they	only	love	each	other.	 I	don't
see	how	he	can	help	it,	and	I	do	believe	he	would	if	the	rest	of	us	were	out	of	the
way."
As	everyone	was	out	of	the	way	but	herself,	Jo	began	to	feel	that	she	ought	to

dispose	of	herself	with	all	speed.	But	where	should	she	go?	And	burning	to	lay
herself	upon	the	shrine	of	sisterly	devotion,	she	sat	down	to	settle	that	point.
Now,	 the	 old	 sofa	 was	 a	 regular	 patriarch	 of	 a	 sofa—long,	 broad,	 well-

cushioned,	and	low,	a	trifle	shabby,	as	well	it	might	be,	for	the	girls	had	slept	and
sprawled	 on	 it	 as	 babies,	 fished	 over	 the	 back,	 rode	 on	 the	 arms,	 and	 had
menageries	 under	 it	 as	 children,	 and	 rested	 tired	 heads,	 dreamed	 dreams,	 and
listened	 to	 tender	 talk	 on	 it	 as	 young	 women.	 They	 all	 loved	 it,	 for	 it	 was	 a
family	 refuge,	 and	 one	 corner	 had	 always	 been	 Jo's	 favorite	 lounging	 place.
Among	the	many	pillows	that	adorned	the	venerable	couch	was	one,	hard,	round,
covered	with	prickly	horsehair,	and	furnished	with	a	knobby	button	at	each	end.
This	 repulsive	 pillow	 was	 her	 especial	 property,	 being	 used	 as	 a	 weapon	 of
defense,	a	barricade,	or	a	stern	preventive	of	too	much	slumber.
Laurie	knew	this	pillow	well,	and	had	cause	to	regard	it	with	deep	aversion,

having	been	unmercifully	pummeled	with	it	 in	former	days	when	romping	was
allowed,	and	now	frequently	debarred	by	it	from	the	seat	he	most	coveted	next	to
Jo	in	the	sofa	corner.	If	'the	sausage'	as	they	called	it,	stood	on	end,	it	was	a	sign
that	he	might	approach	and	repose,	but	if	it	lay	flat	across	the	sofa,	woe	to	man,
woman,	or	 child	who	dared	disturb	 it!	That	 evening	 Jo	 forgot	 to	barricade	her
corner,	 and	 had	 not	 been	 in	 her	 seat	 five	 minutes,	 before	 a	 massive	 form
appeared	beside	 her,	 and	with	 both	 arms	 spread	over	 the	 sofa	 back,	 both	 long
legs	stretched	out	before	him,	Laurie	exclaimed,	with	a	sigh	of	satisfaction…
"Now,	this	is	filling	at	the	price."
"No	slang,"	snapped	Jo,	slamming	down	the	pillow.	But	it	was	too	late,	there

was	 no	 room	 for	 it,	 and	 coasting	 onto	 the	 floor,	 it	 disappeared	 in	 a	 most
mysterious	manner.
"Come,	Jo,	don't	be	thorny.	After	studying	himself	to	a	skeleton	all	the	week,

a	fellow	deserves	petting	and	ought	to	get	it."
"Beth	will	pet	you.	I'm	busy."



"No,	she's	not	to	be	bothered	with	me,	but	you	like	that	sort	of	thing,	unless
you've	suddenly	lost	your	taste	for	it.	Have	you?	Do	you	hate	your	boy,	and	want
to	fire	pillows	at	him?"
Anything	more	wheedlesome	than	that	touching	appeal	was	seldom	heard,	but

Jo	 quenched	 'her	 boy'	 by	 turning	 on	 him	 with	 a	 stern	 query,	 "How	 many
bouquets	have	you	sent	Miss	Randal	this	week?"
"Not	one,	upon	my	word.	She's	engaged.	Now	then."
"I'm	glad	of	it,	 that's	one	of	your	foolish	extravagances,	sending	flowers	and

things	to	girls	for	whom	you	don't	care	two	pins,"	continued	Jo	reprovingly.
"Sensible	 girls	 for	whom	 I	 do	 care	whole	 papers	 of	 pins	won't	 let	me	 send

them	'flowers	and	things',	so	what	can	I	do?	My	feelings	need	a	'vent'."
"Mother	doesn't	approve	of	flirting	even	in	fun,	and	you	do	flirt	desperately,

Teddy."
"I'd	give	anything	if	I	could	answer,	'So	do	you'.	As	I	can't,	I'll	merely	say	that

I	don't	see	any	harm	in	that	pleasant	little	game,	if	all	parties	understand	that	it's
only	play."
"Well,	it	does	look	pleasant,	but	I	can't	learn	how	it's	done.	I've	tried,	because

one	feels	awkward	in	company	not	to	do	as	everybody	else	is	doing,	but	I	don't
seem	to	get	on",	said	Jo,	forgetting	to	play	mentor.
"Take	lessons	of	Amy,	she	has	a	regular	talent	for	it."
"Yes,	 she	 does	 it	 very	 prettily,	 and	never	 seems	 to	 go	 too	 far.	 I	 suppose	 it's

natural	to	some	people	to	please	without	trying,	and	others	to	always	say	and	do
the	wrong	thing	in	the	wrong	place."
"I'm	glad	you	can't	flirt.	It's	really	refreshing	to	see	a	sensible,	straightforward

girl,	 who	 can	 be	 jolly	 and	 kind	 without	 making	 a	 fool	 of	 herself.	 Between
ourselves,	Jo,	some	of	the	girls	I	know	really	do	go	on	at	such	a	rate	I'm	ashamed
of	them.	They	don't	mean	any	harm,	I'm	sure,	but	if	they	knew	how	we	fellows
talked	about	them	afterward,	they'd	mend	their	ways,	I	fancy."
"They	do	the	same,	and	as	their	tongues	are	the	sharpest,	you	fellows	get	the

worst	of	it,	for	you	are	as	silly	as	they,	every	bit.	If	you	behaved	properly,	they
would,	but	knowing	you	like	their	nonsense,	they	keep	it	up,	and	then	you	blame
them."
"Much	you	know	about	it,	ma'am,"	said	Laurie	in	a	superior	tone.	"We	don't

like	 romps	 and	 flirts,	 though	we	may	 act	 as	 if	we	 did	 sometimes.	 The	 pretty,
modest	girls	are	never	talked	about,	except	respectfully,	among	gentleman.	Bless
your	innocent	soul!	If	you	could	be	in	my	place	for	a	month	you'd	see	things	that
would	 astonish	 you	 a	 trifle.	 Upon	my	word,	 when	 I	 see	 one	 of	 those	 harum-
scarum	girls,	I	always	want	to	say	with	our	friend	Cock	Robin…



"Out	upon	you,	fie	upon	you,
Bold-faced	jig!"

It	 was	 impossible	 to	 help	 laughing	 at	 the	 funny	 conflict	 between	 Laurie's
chivalrous	reluctance	to	speak	ill	of	womankind,	and	his	very	natural	dislike	of
the	unfeminine	folly	of	which	fashionable	society	showed	him	many	samples.	Jo
knew	 that	 'young	 Laurence'	 was	 regarded	 as	 a	 most	 eligible	 parti	 by	 worldly
mamas,	 was	 much	 smiled	 upon	 by	 their	 daughters,	 and	 flattered	 enough	 by
ladies	 of	 all	 ages	 to	 make	 a	 coxcomb	 of	 him,	 so	 she	 watched	 him	 rather
jealously,	fearing	he	would	be	spoiled,	and	rejoiced	more	than	she	confessed	to
find	that	he	still	believed	in	modest	girls.	Returning	suddenly	to	her	admonitory
tone,	 she	 said,	 dropping	 her	 voice,	 "If	 you	must	 have	 a	 'vent',	 Teddy,	 go	 and
devote	yourself	to	one	of	the	'pretty,	modest	girls'	whom	you	do	respect,	and	not
waste	your	time	with	the	silly	ones."
"You	 really	 advise	 it?"	 and	 Laurie	 looked	 at	 her	 with	 an	 odd	 mixture	 of

anxiety	and	merriment	in	his	face.
"Yes,	I	do,	but	you'd	better	wait	till	you	are	through	college,	on	the	whole,	and

be	 fitting	 yourself	 for	 the	 place	meantime.	You're	 not	 half	 good	 enough	 for—
well,	whoever	the	modest	girl	may	be."	and	Jo	looked	a	little	queer	likewise,	for
a	name	had	almost	escaped	her.
"That	I'm	not!"	acquiesced	Laurie,	with	an	expression	of	humility	quite	new	to

him,	 as	 he	 dropped	 his	 eyes	 and	 absently	 wound	 Jo's	 apron	 tassel	 round	 his
finger.
"Mercy	on	us,	this	will	never	do,"	thought	Jo,	adding	aloud,	"Go	and	sing	to

me.	I'm	dying	for	some	music,	and	always	like	yours."
"I'd	rather	stay	here,	thank	you."
"Well,	you	can't,	there	isn't	room.	Go	and	make	yourself	useful,	since	you	are

too	 big	 to	 be	 ornamental.	 I	 thought	 you	 hated	 to	 be	 tied	 to	 a	 woman's	 apron
string?"	retorted	Jo,	quoting	certain	rebellious	words	of	his	own.
"Ah,	 that	 depends	 on	who	wears	 the	 apron!"	 and	Laurie	 gave	 an	 audacious

tweak	at	the	tassel.
"Are	you	going?"	demanded	Jo,	diving	for	the	pillow.
He	fled	at	once,	and	the	minute	it	was	well,	"Up	with	the	bonnets	of	bonnie

Dundee,"	she	slipped	away	to	return	no	more	till	the	young	gentleman	departed
in	high	dudgeon.
Jo	lay	long	awake	that	night,	and	was	just	dropping	off	when	the	sound	of	a

stifled	sob	made	her	fly	to	Beth's	bedside,	with	the	anxious	inquiry,	"What	is	it,
dear?"
"I	thought	you	were	asleep,"	sobbed	Beth.



"Is	it	the	old	pain,	my	precious?"
"No,	it's	a	new	one,	but	I	can	bear	it,"	and	Beth	tried	to	check	her	tears.
"Tell	me	all	about	it,	and	let	me	cure	it	as	I	often	did	the	other."
"You	can't,	there	is	no	cure."	There	Beth's	voice	gave	way,	and	clinging	to	her

sister,	she	cried	so	despairingly	that	Jo	was	frightened.
"Where	is	it?	Shall	I	call	Mother?"
"No,	no,	don't	call	her,	don't	tell	her.	I	shall	be	better	soon.	Lie	down	here	and

'poor'	my	head.	I'll	be	quiet	and	go	to	sleep,	indeed	I	will."
Jo	obeyed,	but	as	her	hand	went	softly	 to	and	fro	across	Beth's	hot	forehead

and	wet	eyelids,	her	heart	was	very	full	and	she	longed	to	speak.	But	young	as
she	was,	Jo	had	learned	that	hearts,	 like	flowers,	cannot	be	rudely	handled,	but
must	open	naturally,	so	 though	she	believed	she	knew	the	cause	of	Beth's	new
pain,	she	only	said,	in	her	tenderest	tone,	"Does	anything	trouble	you,	deary?"
"Yes,	Jo,"	after	a	long	pause.
"Wouldn't	it	comfort	you	to	tell	me	what	it	is?"
"Not	now,	not	yet."
"Then	I	won't	ask,	but	remember,	Bethy,	that	Mother	and	Jo	are	always	glad	to

hear	and	help	you,	if	they	can."
"I	know	it.	I'll	tell	you	by-and-by."
"Is	the	pain	better	now?"
"Oh,	yes,	much	better,	you	are	so	comfortable,	Jo."
"Go	to	sleep,	dear.	I'll	stay	with	you."
So	 cheek	 to	 cheek	 they	 fell	 asleep,	 and	 on	 the	 morrow	 Beth	 seemed	 quite

herself	 again,	 for	 at	 eighteen	 neither	 heads	 nor	 hearts	 ache	 long,	 and	 a	 loving
word	can	medicine	most	ills.
But	 Jo	 had	made	 up	 her	mind,	 and	 after	 pondering	 over	 a	 project	 for	 some

days,	she	confided	it	to	her	mother.
"You	asked	me	the	other	day	what	my	wishes	were.	I'll	tell	you	one	of	them,

Marmee,"	she	began,	as	they	sat	along	together.	"I	want	to	go	away	somewhere
this	winter	for	a	change."
"Why,	 Jo?"	 and	 her	mother	 looked	 up	 quickly,	 as	 if	 the	words	 suggested	 a

double	meaning.
With	her	eyes	on	her	work	Jo	answered	soberly,	"I	want	something	new.	I	feel

restless	and	anxious	 to	be	seeing,	doing,	and	 learning	more	 than	 I	am.	 I	brood
too	much	over	my	own	small	affairs,	and	need	stirring	up,	so	as	I	can	be	spared
this	winter,	I'd	like	to	hop	a	little	way	and	try	my	wings."
"Where	will	you	hop?"
"To	New	York.	 I	 had	 a	bright	 idea	yesterday,	 and	 this	 is	 it.	You	know	Mrs.

Kirke	wrote	to	you	for	some	respectable	young	person	to	teach	her	children	and



sew.	It's	rather	hard	to	find	just	the	thing,	but	I	think	I	should	suit	if	I	tried."
"My	 dear,	 go	 out	 to	 service	 in	 that	 great	 boarding	 house!"	 and	Mrs.	March

looked	surprised,	but	not	displeased.
"It's	 not	 exactly	 going	 out	 to	 service,	 for	 Mrs.	 Kirke	 is	 your	 friend—the

kindest	 soul	 that	 ever	 lived—and	would	make	 things	pleasant	 for	me,	 I	 know.
Her	family	 is	separate	from	the	rest,	and	no	one	knows	me	there.	Don't	care	 if
they	do.	It's	honest	work,	and	I'm	not	ashamed	of	it."
"Nor	I.	But	your	writing?"
"All	the	better	for	the	change.	I	shall	see	and	hear	new	things,	get	new	ideas,

and	even	if	I	haven't	much	time	there,	I	shall	bring	home	quantities	of	material
for	my	rubbish."
"I	have	no	doubt	of	it,	but	are	these	your	only	reasons	for	this	sudden	fancy?"
"No,	Mother."
"May	I	know	the	others?"
Jo	looked	up	and	Jo	looked	down,	then	said	slowly,	with	sudden	color	in	her

cheeks.	"It	may	be	vain	and	wrong	to	say	it,	but—I'm	afraid—Laurie	is	getting
too	fond	of	me."
"Then	 you	 don't	 care	 for	 him	 in	 the	way	 it	 is	 evident	 he	 begins	 to	 care	 for

you?"	and	Mrs.	March	looked	anxious	as	she	put	the	question.
"Mercy,	no!	I	love	the	dear	boy,	as	I	always	have,	and	am	immensely	proud	of

him,	but	as	for	anything	more,	it's	out	of	the	question."
"I'm	glad	of	that,	Jo."
"Why,	please?"
"Because,	dear,	I	don't	think	you	suited	to	one	another.	As	friends	you	are	very

happy,	 and	 your	 frequent	 quarrels	 soon	 blow	 over,	 but	 I	 fear	 you	would	 both
rebel	if	you	were	mated	for	life.	You	are	too	much	alike	and	too	fond	of	freedom,
not	 to	 mention	 hot	 tempers	 and	 strong	 wills,	 to	 get	 on	 happily	 together,	 in	 a
relation	which	needs	infinite	patience	and	forbearance,	as	well	as	love."
"That's	just	the	feeling	I	had,	though	I	couldn't	express	it.	I'm	glad	you	think

he	 is	 only	 beginning	 to	 care	 for	 me.	 It	 would	 trouble	 me	 sadly	 to	 make	 him
unhappy,	 for	 I	 couldn't	 fall	 in	 love	 with	 the	 dear	 old	 fellow	 merely	 out	 of
gratitude,	could	I?"
"You	are	sure	of	his	feeling	for	you?"
The	color	deepened	in	Jo's	cheeks	as	she	answered,	with	the	look	of	mingled

pleasure,	pride,	and	pain	which	young	girls	wear	when	speaking	of	first	lovers,
"I'm	afraid	it	is	so,	Mother.	He	hasn't	said	anything,	but	he	looks	a	great	deal.	I
think	I	had	better	go	away	before	it	comes	to	anything."
"I	agree	with	you,	and	if	it	can	be	managed	you	shall	go."
Jo	looked	relieved,	and	after	a	pause,	said,	smiling,	"How	Mrs.	Moffat	would



wonder	at	your	want	of	management,	if	she	knew,	and	how	she	will	rejoice	that
Annie	may	still	hope."
"Ah,	Jo,	mothers	may	differ	in	their	management,	but	the	hope	is	the	same	in

all—the	desire	to	see	their	children	happy.	Meg	is	so,	and	I	am	content	with	her
success.	You	I	leave	to	enjoy	your	liberty	till	you	tire	of	it,	for	only	then	will	you
find	 that	 there	 is	 something	 sweeter.	Amy	 is	my	 chief	 care	 now,	but	 her	 good
sense	will	help	her.	For	Beth,	I	indulge	no	hopes	except	that	she	may	be	well.	By
the	way,	she	seems	brighter	this	last	day	or	two.	Have	you	spoken	to	her?'
"Yes,	she	owned	she	had	a	trouble,	and	promised	to	tell	me	by-and-by.	I	said

no	more,	for	I	think	I	know	it,"	and	Jo	told	her	little	story.
Mrs.	March	shook	her	head,	and	did	not	take	so	romantic	a	view	of	the	case,

but	 looked	grave,	and	 repeated	her	opinion	 that	 for	Laurie's	 sake	Jo	should	go
away	for	a	time.
"Let	us	say	nothing	about	 it	 to	him	till	 the	plan	 is	settled,	 then	I'll	 run	away

before	he	can	collect	his	wits	and	be	tragic.	Beth	must	think	I'm	going	to	please
myself,	as	I	am,	for	I	can't	talk	about	Laurie	to	her.	But	she	can	pet	and	comfort
him	after	I'm	gone,	and	so	cure	him	of	this	romantic	notion.	He's	been	through	so
many	 little	 trials	 of	 the	 sort,	 he's	 used	 to	 it,	 and	 will	 soon	 get	 over	 his
lovelornity."
Jo	 spoke	hopefully,	but	could	not	 rid	herself	of	 the	 foreboding	 fear	 that	 this

'little	trial'	would	be	harder	than	the	others,	and	that	Laurie	would	not	get	over
his	'lovelornity'	as	easily	as	heretofore.
The	plan	was	talked	over	in	a	family	council	and	agreed	upon,	for	Mrs.	Kirke

gladly	accepted	Jo,	and	promised	to	make	a	pleasant	home	for	her.	The	teaching
would	 render	 her	 independent,	 and	 such	 leisure	 as	 she	 got	 might	 be	 made
profitable	by	writing,	while	the	new	scenes	and	society	would	be	both	useful	and
agreeable.	Jo	liked	the	prospect	and	was	eager	to	be	gone,	for	the	home	nest	was
growing	too	narrow	for	her	restless	nature	and	adventurous	spirit.	When	all	was
settled,	with	 fear	 and	 trembling	 she	 told	Laurie,	 but	 to	 her	 surprise	 he	 took	 it
very	quietly.	He	had	been	graver	than	usual	of	late,	but	very	pleasant,	and	when
jokingly	accused	of	turning	over	a	new	leaf,	he	answered	soberly,	"So	I	am,	and	I
mean	this	one	shall	stay	turned."
Jo	was	very	much	 relieved	 that	one	of	his	virtuous	 fits	 should	come	on	 just

then,	 and	made	her	preparations	with	 a	 lightened	heart,	 for	Beth	 seemed	more
cheerful,	and	hoped	she	was	doing	the	best	for	all.
"One	thing	I	leave	in	your	especial	care,"	she	said,	the	night	before	she	left.
"You	mean	your	papers?"	asked	Beth.
"No,	my	boy.	Be	very	good	to	him,	won't	you?"
"Of	course	I	will,	but	I	can't	fill	your	place,	and	he'll	miss	you	sadly."



"It	won't	hurt	him,	 so	 remember,	 I	 leave	him	 in	your	charge,	 to	plague,	pet,
and	keep	in	order."
"I'll	do	my	best,	for	your	sake,"	promised	Beth,	wondering	why	Jo	looked	at

her	so	queerly.
When	Laurie	 said	 good-by,	 he	whispered	 significantly,	 "It	won't	 do	 a	 bit	 of

good,	 Jo.	My	eye	 is	on	you,	 so	mind	what	you	do,	or	 I'll	 come	and	bring	you
home."



Chapter		10	
Jo’s	Journal

New	York,	November
Dear	Marmee	and	Beth,
I'm	going	to	write	you	a	regular	volume,	for	I've	got	heaps	to	tell,	though
I'm	not	a	fine	young	lady	traveling	on	the	continent.	When	I	lost	sight	of
Father's	dear	old	face,	I	felt	a	trifle	blue,	and	might	have	shed	a	briny	drop
or	two,	if	an	Irish	lady	with	four	small	children,	all	crying	more	or	less,
hadn't	diverted	my	mind,	for	I	amused	myself	by	dropping	gingerbread	nuts
over	the	seat	every	time	they	opened	their	mouths	to	roar.
Soon	the	sun	came	out,	and	taking	it	as	a	good	omen,	I	cleared	up	likewise
and	enjoyed	my	journey	with	all	my	heart.
Mrs.	Kirke	welcomed	me	so	kindly	I	felt	at	home	at	once,	even	in	that	big
house	full	of	strangers.	She	gave	me	a	funny	little	sky	parlor—all	she	had,
but	there	is	a	stove	in	it,	and	a	nice	table	in	a	sunny	window,	so	I	can	sit
here	and	write	whenever	I	like.	A	fine	view	and	a	church	tower	opposite
atone	for	the	many	stairs,	and	I	took	a	fancy	to	my	den	on	the	spot.	The
nursery,	where	I	am	to	teach	and	sew,	is	a	pleasant	room	next	Mrs.	Kirke's
private	parlor,	and	the	two	little	girls	are	pretty	children,	rather	spoiled,	I
fancy,	but	they	took	to	me	after	telling	them	The	Seven	Bad	Pigs,	and	I've
no	doubt	I	shall	make	a	model	governess.
I	am	to	have	my	meals	with	the	children,	if	I	prefer	it	to	the	great	table,	and
for	the	present	I	do,	for	I	am	bashful,	though	no	one	will	believe	it.
"Now,	my	dear,	make	yourself	at	home,"	said	Mrs.	K.	in	her	motherly	way,
"I'm	on	the	drive	from	morning	to	night,	as	you	may	suppose	with	such	a
family,	but	a	great	anxiety	will	be	off	my	mind	if	I	know	the	children	are
safe	with	you.	My	rooms	are	always	open	to	you,	and	your	own	shall	be	as
comfortable	as	I	can	make	it.	There	are	some	pleasant	people	in	the	house	if
you	feel	sociable,	and	your	evenings	are	always	free.	Come	to	me	if
anything	goes	wrong,	and	be	as	happy	as	you	can.	There's	the	tea	bell,	I
must	run	and	change	my	cap."	And	off	she	bustled,	leaving	me	to	settle
myself	in	my	new	nest.
As	I	went	downstairs	soon	after,	I	saw	something	I	liked.	The	flights	are
very	long	in	this	tall	house,	and	as	I	stood	waiting	at	the	head	of	the	third



one	for	a	little	servant	girl	to	lumber	up,	I	saw	a	gentleman	come	along
behind	her,	take	the	heavy	hod	of	coal	out	of	her	hand,	carry	it	all	the	way
up,	put	it	down	at	a	door	near	by,	and	walk	away,	saying,	with	a	kind	nod
and	a	foreign	accent,	"It	goes	better	so.	The	little	back	is	too	young	to	haf
such	heaviness."
Wasn't	it	good	of	him?	I	like	such	things,	for	as	Father	says,	trifles	show
character.	When	I	mentioned	it	to	Mrs.	K.,	that	evening,	she	laughed,	and
said,	"That	must	have	been	Professor	Bhaer,	he's	always	doing	things	of
that	sort."
Mrs.	K.	told	me	he	was	from	Berlin,	very	learned	and	good,	but	poor	as	a
church	mouse,	and	gives	lessons	to	support	himself	and	two	little	orphan
nephews	whom	he	is	educating	here,	according	to	the	wishes	of	his	sister,
who	married	an	American.	Not	a	very	romantic	story,	but	it	interested	me,
and	I	was	glad	to	hear	that	Mrs.	K.	lends	him	her	parlor	for	some	of	his
scholars.	There	is	a	glass	door	between	it	and	the	nursery,	and	I	mean	to
peep	at	him,	and	then	I'll	tell	you	how	he	looks.	He's	almost	forty,	so	it's	no
harm,	Marmee.
After	tea	and	a	go-to-bed	romp	with	the	little	girls,	I	attacked	the	big
workbasket,	and	had	a	quiet	evening	chatting	with	my	new	friend.	I	shall
keep	a	journal-letter,	and	send	it	once	a	week,	so	goodnight,	and	more
tomorrow.
Tuesday	Eve
Had	a	lively	time	in	my	seminary	this	morning,	for	the	children	acted	like
Sancho,	and	at	one	time	I	really	thought	I	should	shake	them	all	round.
Some	good	angel	inspired	me	to	try	gymnastics,	and	I	kept	it	up	till	they
were	glad	to	sit	down	and	keep	still.	After	luncheon,	the	girl	took	them	out
for	a	walk,	and	I	went	to	my	needlework	like	little	Mabel	'with	a	willing
mind'.	I	was	thanking	my	stars	that	I'd	learned	to	make	nice	buttonholes,
when	the	parlor	door	opened	and	shut,	and	someone	began	to	hum,	Kennst
Du	Das	Land,	like	a	big	bumblebee.	It	was	dreadfully	improper,	I	know,	but
I	couldn't	resist	the	temptation,	and	lifting	one	end	of	the	curtain	before	the
glass	door,	I	peeped	in.	Professor	Bhaer	was	there,	and	while	he	arranged
his	books,	I	took	a	good	look	at	him.	A	regular	German—rather	stout,	with
brown	hair	tumbled	all	over	his	head,	a	bushy	beard,	good	nose,	the	kindest
eyes	I	ever	saw,	and	a	splendid	big	voice	that	does	one's	ears	good,	after	our
sharp	or	slipshod	American	gabble.	His	clothes	were	rusty,	his	hands	were
large,	and	he	hadn't	a	really	handsome	feature	in	his	face,	except	his
beautiful	teeth,	yet	I	liked	him,	for	he	had	a	fine	head,	his	linen	was	very
nice,	and	he	looked	like	a	gentleman,	though	two	buttons	were	off	his	coat



and	there	was	a	patch	on	one	shoe.	He	looked	sober	in	spite	of	his
humming,	till	he	went	to	the	window	to	turn	the	hyacinth	bulbs	toward	the
sun,	and	stroke	the	cat,	who	received	him	like	an	old	friend.	Then	he
smiled,	and	when	a	tap	came	at	the	door,	called	out	in	a	loud,	brisk	tone,
"Herein!"
I	was	just	going	to	run,	when	I	caught	sight	of	a	morsel	of	a	child	carrying	a
big	book,	and	stopped,	to	see	what	was	going	on.
"Me	wants	me	Bhaer,"	said	the	mite,	slamming	down	her	book	and	running
to	meet	him.
"Thou	shalt	haf	thy	Bhaer.	Come,	then,	and	take	a	goot	hug	from	him,	my
Tina,"	said	the	Professor,	catching	her	up	with	a	laugh,	and	holding	her	so
high	over	his	head	that	she	had	to	stoop	her	little	face	to	kiss	him.
"Now	me	mus	tuddy	my	lessin,"	went	on	the	funny	little	thing.	So	he	put
her	up	at	the	table,	opened	the	great	dictionary	she	had	brought,	and	gave
her	a	paper	and	pencil,	and	she	scribbled	away,	turning	a	leaf	now	and	then,
and	passing	her	little	fat	finger	down	the	page,	as	if	finding	a	word,	so
soberly	that	I	nearly	betrayed	myself	by	a	laugh,	while	Mr.	Bhaer	stood
stroking	her	pretty	hair	with	a	fatherly	look	that	made	me	think	she	must	be
his	own,	though	she	looked	more	French	than	German.
Another	knock	and	the	appearance	of	two	young	ladies	sent	me	back	to	my
work,	and	there	I	virtuously	remained	through	all	the	noise	and	gabbling
that	went	on	next	door.	One	of	the	girls	kept	laughing	affectedly,	and
saying,	"Now	Professor,"	in	a	coquettish	tone,	and	the	other	pronounced	her
German	with	an	accent	that	must	have	made	it	hard	for	him	to	keep	sober.
Both	seemed	to	try	his	patience	sorely,	for	more	than	once	I	heard	him	say
emphatically,	"No,	no,	it	is	not	so,	you	haf	not	attend	to	what	I	say,"	and
once	there	was	a	loud	rap,	as	if	he	struck	the	table	with	his	book,	followed
by	the	despairing	exclamation,	"Prut!	It	all	goes	bad	this	day."
Poor	man,	I	pitied	him,	and	when	the	girls	were	gone,	took	just	one	more
peep	to	see	if	he	survived	it.	He	seemed	to	have	thrown	himself	back	in	his
chair,	tired	out,	and	sat	there	with	his	eyes	shut	till	the	clock	struck	two,
when	he	jumped	up,	put	his	books	in	his	pocket,	as	if	ready	for	another
lesson,	and	taking	little	Tina	who	had	fallen	asleep	on	the	sofa	in	his	arms,
he	carried	her	quietly	away.	I	fancy	he	has	a	hard	life	of	it.	Mrs.	Kirke	asked
me	if	I	wouldn't	go	down	to	the	five	o'clock	dinner,	and	feeling	a	little	bit
homesick,	I	thought	I	would,	just	to	see	what	sort	of	people	are	under	the
same	roof	with	me.	So	I	made	myself	respectable	and	tried	to	slip	in	behind
Mrs.	Kirke,	but	as	she	is	short	and	I'm	tall,	my	efforts	at	concealment	were
rather	a	failure.	She	gave	me	a	seat	by	her,	and	after	my	face	cooled	off,	I



plucked	up	courage	and	looked	about	me.	The	long	table	was	full,	and
every	one	intent	on	getting	their	dinner,	the	gentlemen	especially,	who
seemed	to	be	eating	on	time,	for	they	bolted	in	every	sense	of	the	word,
vanishing	as	soon	as	they	were	done.	There	was	the	usual	assortment	of
young	men	absorbed	in	themselves,	young	couples	absorbed	in	each	other,
married	ladies	in	their	babies,	and	old	gentlemen	in	politics.	I	don't	think	I
shall	care	to	have	much	to	do	with	any	of	them,	except	one	sweetfaced
maiden	lady,	who	looks	as	if	she	had	something	in	her.
Cast	away	at	the	very	bottom	of	the	table	was	the	Professor,	shouting
answers	to	the	questions	of	a	very	inquisitive,	deaf	old	gentleman	on	one
side,	and	talking	philosophy	with	a	Frenchman	on	the	other.	If	Amy	had
been	here,	she'd	have	turned	her	back	on	him	forever	because,	sad	to	relate,
he	had	a	great	appetite,	and	shoveled	in	his	dinner	in	a	manner	which	would
have	horrified	'her	ladyship'.	I	didn't	mind,	for	I	like	'to	see	folks	eat	with	a
relish',	as	Hannah	says,	and	the	poor	man	must	have	needed	a	deal	of	food
after	teaching	idiots	all	day.
As	I	went	upstairs	after	dinner,	two	of	the	young	men	were	settling	their
hats	before	the	hall	mirror,	and	I	heard	one	say	low	to	the	other,	"Who's	the
new	party?"
"Governess,	or	something	of	that	sort."
"What	the	deuce	is	she	at	our	table	for?"
"Friend	of	the	old	lady's."
"Handsome	head,	but	no	style."
"Not	a	bit	of	it.	Give	us	a	light	and	come	on."
I	felt	angry	at	first,	and	then	I	didn't	care,	for	a	governess	is	as	good	as	a
clerk,	and	I've	got	sense,	if	I	haven't	style,	which	is	more	than	some	people
have,	judging	from	the	remarks	of	the	elegant	beings	who	clattered	away,
smoking	like	bad	chimneys.	I	hate	ordinary	people!
Thursday
Yesterday	was	a	quiet	day	spent	in	teaching,	sewing,	and	writing	in	my	little
room,	which	is	very	cozy,	with	a	light	and	fire.	I	picked	up	a	few	bits	of
news	and	was	introduced	to	the	Professor.	It	seems	that	Tina	is	the	child	of
the	Frenchwoman	who	does	the	fine	ironing	in	the	laundry	here.	The	little
thing	has	lost	her	heart	to	Mr.	Bhaer,	and	follows	him	about	the	house	like	a
dog	whenever	he	is	at	home,	which	delights	him,	as	he	is	very	fond	of
children,	though	a	'bacheldore'.	Kitty	and	Minnie	Kirke	likewise	regard	him
with	affection,	and	tell	all	sorts	of	stories	about	the	plays	he	invents,	the
presents	he	brings,	and	the	splendid	tales	he	tells.	The	younger	men	quiz
him,	it	seems,	call	him	Old	Fritz,	Lager	Beer,	Ursa	Major,	and	make	all



manner	of	jokes	on	his	name.	But	he	enjoys	it	like	a	boy,	Mrs.	Kirke	says,
and	takes	it	so	good-naturedly	that	they	all	like	him	in	spite	of	his	foreign
ways.
The	maiden	lady	is	a	Miss	Norton,	rich,	cultivated,	and	kind.	She	spoke	to
me	at	dinner	today	(for	I	went	to	table	again,	it's	such	fun	to	watch	people),
and	asked	me	to	come	and	see	her	at	her	room.	She	has	fine	books	and
pictures,	knows	interesting	persons,	and	seems	friendly,	so	I	shall	make
myself	agreeable,	for	I	do	want	to	get	into	good	society,	only	it	isn't	the
same	sort	that	Amy	likes.
I	was	in	our	parlor	last	evening	when	Mr.	Bhaer	came	in	with	some
newspapers	for	Mrs.	Kirke.	She	wasn't	there,	but	Minnie,	who	is	a	little	old
woman,	introduced	me	very	prettily.	"This	is	Mamma's	friend,	Miss
March."
"Yes,	and	she's	jolly	and	we	like	her	lots,"	added	Kitty,	who	is	an	'enfant
terrible'.
We	both	bowed,	and	then	we	laughed,	for	the	prim	introduction	and	the
blunt	addition	were	rather	a	comical	contrast.
"Ah,	yes,	I	hear	these	naughty	ones	go	to	vex	you,	Mees	Marsch.	If	so
again,	call	at	me	and	I	come,"	he	said,	with	a	threatening	frown	that
delighted	the	little	wretches.
I	promised	I	would,	and	he	departed,	but	it	seems	as	if	I	was	doomed	to	see
a	good	deal	of	him,	for	today	as	I	passed	his	door	on	my	way	out,	by
accident	I	knocked	against	it	with	my	umbrella.	It	flew	open,	and	there	he
stood	in	his	dressing	gown,	with	a	big	blue	sock	on	one	hand	and	a	darning
needle	in	the	other.	He	didn't	seem	at	all	ashamed	of	it,	for	when	I	explained
and	hurried	on,	he	waved	his	hand,	sock	and	all,	saying	in	his	loud,	cheerful
way…
"You	haf	a	fine	day	to	make	your	walk.	Bon	voyage,	Mademoiselle."
I	laughed	all	the	way	downstairs,	but	it	was	a	little	pathetic,	also	to	think	of
the	poor	man	having	to	mend	his	own	clothes.	The	German	gentlemen
embroider,	I	know,	but	darning	hose	is	another	thing	and	not	so	pretty.
Saturday
Nothing	has	happened	to	write	about,	except	a	call	on	Miss	Norton,	who
has	a	room	full	of	pretty	things,	and	who	was	very	charming,	for	she
showed	me	all	her	treasures,	and	asked	me	if	I	would	sometimes	go	with
her	to	lectures	and	concerts,	as	her	escort,	if	I	enjoyed	them.	She	put	it	as	a
favor,	but	I'm	sure	Mrs.	Kirke	has	told	her	about	us,	and	she	does	it	out	of
kindness	to	me.	I'm	as	proud	as	Lucifer,	but	such	favors	from	such	people
don't	burden	me,	and	I	accepted	gratefully.



When	I	got	back	to	the	nursery	there	was	such	an	uproar	in	the	parlor	that	I
looked	in,	and	there	was	Mr.	Bhaer	down	on	his	hands	and	knees,	with	Tina
on	his	back,	Kitty	leading	him	with	a	jump	rope,	and	Minnie	feeding	two
small	boys	with	seedcakes,	as	they	roared	and	ramped	in	cages	built	of
chairs.
"We	are	playing	nargerie,"	explained	Kitty.
"Dis	is	mine	effalunt!"	added	Tina,	holding	on	by	the	Professor's	hair.
"Mamma	always	allows	us	to	do	what	we	like	Saturday	afternoon,	when
Franz	and	Emil	come,	doesn't	she,	Mr.	Bhaer?"	said	Minnie.
The	'effalunt'	sat	up,	looking	as	much	in	earnest	as	any	of	them,	and	said
soberly	to	me,	"I	gif	you	my	wort	it	is	so,	if	we	make	too	large	a	noise	you
shall	say	Hush!	to	us,	and	we	go	more	softly."
I	promised	to	do	so,	but	left	the	door	open	and	enjoyed	the	fun	as	much	as
they	did,	for	a	more	glorious	frolic	I	never	witnessed.	They	played	tag	and
soldiers,	danced	and	sang,	and	when	it	began	to	grow	dark	they	all	piled
onto	the	sofa	about	the	Professor,	while	he	told	charming	fairy	stories	of	the
storks	on	the	chimney	tops,	and	the	little	'koblods',	who	ride	the	snowflakes
as	they	fall.	I	wish	Americans	were	as	simple	and	natural	as	Germans,	don't
you?
I'm	so	fond	of	writing,	I	should	go	spinning	on	forever	if	motives	of
economy	didn't	stop	me,	for	though	I've	used	thin	paper	and	written	fine,	I
tremble	to	think	of	the	stamps	this	long	letter	will	need.	Pray	forward	Amy's
as	soon	as	you	can	spare	them.	My	small	news	will	sound	very	flat	after	her
splendors,	but	you	will	like	them,	I	know.	Is	Teddy	studying	so	hard	that	he
can't	find	time	to	write	to	his	friends?	Take	good	care	of	him	for	me,	Beth,
and	tell	me	all	about	the	babies,	and	give	heaps	of	love	to	everyone.	From
your	faithful	Jo.
P.S.	On	reading	over	my	letter,	it	strikes	me	as	rather	Bhaery,	but	I	am
always	interested	in	odd	people,	and	I	really	had	nothing	else	to	write
about.	Bless	you!
DECEMBER
My	Precious	Betsey,
As	this	is	to	be	a	scribble-scrabble	letter,	I	direct	it	to	you,	for	it	may	amuse
you,	and	give	you	some	idea	of	my	goings	on,	for	though	quiet,	they	are
rather	amusing,	for	which,	oh,	be	joyful!	After	what	Amy	would	call
Herculaneum	efforts,	in	the	way	of	mental	and	moral	agriculture,	my	young
ideas	begin	to	shoot	and	my	little	twigs	to	bend	as	I	could	wish.	They	are
not	so	interesting	to	me	as	Tina	and	the	boys,	but	I	do	my	duty	by	them,	and
they	are	fond	of	me.	Franz	and	Emil	are	jolly	little	lads,	quite	after	my	own



heart,	for	the	mixture	of	German	and	American	spirit	in	them	produces	a
constant	state	of	effervescence.	Saturday	afternoons	are	riotous	times,
whether	spent	in	the	house	or	out,	for	on	pleasant	days	they	all	go	to	walk,
like	a	seminary,	with	the	Professor	and	myself	to	keep	order,	and	then	such
fun!
We	are	very	good	friends	now,	and	I've	begun	to	take	lessons.	I	really
couldn't	help	it,	and	it	all	came	about	in	such	a	droll	way	that	I	must	tell
you.	To	begin	at	the	beginning,	Mrs.	Kirke	called	to	me	one	day	as	I	passed
Mr.	Bhaer's	room	where	she	was	rummaging.
"Did	you	ever	see	such	a	den,	my	dear?	Just	come	and	help	me	put	these
books	to	rights,	for	I've	turned	everything	upside	down,	trying	to	discover
what	he	has	done	with	the	six	new	handkerchiefs	I	gave	him	not	long	ago."
I	went	in,	and	while	we	worked	I	looked	about	me,	for	it	was	'a	den'	to	be
sure.	Books	and	papers	everywhere,	a	broken	meerschaum,	and	an	old	flute
over	the	mantlepiece	as	if	done	with,	a	ragged	bird	without	any	tail	chirped
on	one	window	seat,	and	a	box	of	white	mice	adorned	the	other.	Half-
finished	boats	and	bits	of	string	lay	among	the	manuscripts.	Dirty	little
boots	stood	drying	before	the	fire,	and	traces	of	the	dearly	beloved	boys,	for
whom	he	makes	a	slave	of	himself,	were	to	be	seen	all	over	the	room.	After
a	grand	rummage	three	of	the	missing	articles	were	found,	one	over	the	bird
cage,	one	covered	with	ink,	and	a	third	burned	brown,	having	been	used	as
a	holder.
"Such	a	man!"	laughed	good-natured	Mrs.	K.,	as	she	put	the	relics	in	the	rag
bay.	"I	suppose	the	others	are	torn	up	to	rig	ships,	bandage	cut	fingers,	or
make	kite	tails.	It's	dreadful,	but	I	can't	scold	him.	He's	so	absent-minded
and	goodnatured,	he	lets	those	boys	ride	over	him	roughshod.	I	agreed	to	do
his	washing	and	mending,	but	he	forgets	to	give	out	his	things	and	I	forget
to	look	them	over,	so	he	comes	to	a	sad	pass	sometimes."
"Let	me	mend	them,"	said	I.	"I	don't	mind	it,	and	he	needn't	know.	I'd	like
to,	he's	so	kind	to	me	about	bringing	my	letters	and	lending	books."
So	I	have	got	his	things	in	order,	and	knit	heels	into	two	pairs	of	the	socks,
for	they	were	boggled	out	of	shape	with	his	queer	darns.	Nothing	was	said,
and	I	hoped	he	wouldn't	find	it	out,	but	one	day	last	week	he	caught	me	at
it.	Hearing	the	lessons	he	gives	to	others	has	interested	and	amused	me	so
much	that	I	took	a	fancy	to	learn,	for	Tina	runs	in	and	out,	leaving	the	door
open,	and	I	can	hear.	I	had	been	sitting	near	this	door,	finishing	off	the	last
sock,	and	trying	to	understand	what	he	said	to	a	new	scholar,	who	is	as
stupid	as	I	am.	The	girl	had	gone,	and	I	thought	he	had	also,	it	was	so	still,
and	I	was	busily	gabbling	over	a	verb,	and	rocking	to	and	fro	in	a	most



absurd	way,	when	a	little	crow	made	me	look	up,	and	there	was	Mr.	Bhaer
looking	and	laughing	quietly,	while	he	made	signs	to	Tina	not	to	betray
him.
"So!"	he	said,	as	I	stopped	and	stared	like	a	goose,	"you	peep	at	me,	I	peep
at	you,	and	this	is	not	bad,	but	see,	I	am	not	pleasanting	when	I	say,	haf	you
a	wish	for	German?"
"Yes,	but	you	are	too	busy.	I	am	too	stupid	to	learn,"	I	blundered	out,	as	red
as	a	peony.
"Prut!	We	will	make	the	time,	and	we	fail	not	to	find	the	sense.	At	efening	I
shall	gif	a	little	lesson	with	much	gladness,	for	look	you,	Mees	Marsch,	I
haf	this	debt	to	pay."	And	he	pointed	to	my	work	'Yes,'	they	say	to	one
another,	these	so	kind	ladies,	'he	is	a	stupid	old	fellow,	he	will	see	not	what
we	do,	he	will	never	observe	that	his	sock	heels	go	not	in	holes	any	more,
he	will	think	his	buttons	grow	out	new	when	they	fall,	and	believe	that
strings	make	theirselves.'	"Ah!	But	I	haf	an	eye,	and	I	see	much.	I	haf	a
heart,	and	I	feel	thanks	for	this.	Come,	a	little	lesson	then	and	now,	or—no
more	good	fairy	works	for	me	and	mine."
Of	course	I	couldn't	say	anything	after	that,	and	as	it	really	is	a	splendid
opportunity,	I	made	the	bargain,	and	we	began.	I	took	four	lessons,	and	then
I	stuck	fast	in	a	grammatical	bog.	The	Professor	was	very	patient	with	me,
but	it	must	have	been	torment	to	him,	and	now	and	then	he'd	look	at	me
with	such	an	expression	of	mild	despair	that	it	was	a	toss-up	with	me
whether	to	laugh	or	cry.	I	tried	both	ways,	and	when	it	came	to	a	sniff	or
utter	mortification	and	woe,	he	just	threw	the	grammar	on	to	the	floor	and
marched	out	of	the	room.	I	felt	myself	disgraced	and	deserted	forever,	but
didn't	blame	him	a	particle,	and	was	scrambling	my	papers	together,
meaning	to	rush	upstairs	and	shake	myself	hard,	when	in	he	came,	as	brisk
and	beaming	as	if	I'd	covered	myself	in	glory.
"Now	we	shall	try	a	new	way.	You	and	I	will	read	these	pleasant	little
marchen	together,	and	dig	no	more	in	that	dry	book,	that	goes	in	the	corner
for	making	us	trouble."
He	spoke	so	kindly,	and	opened	Hans	Andersons's	fairy	tales	so	invitingly
before	me,	that	I	was	more	ashamed	than	ever,	and	went	at	my	lesson	in	a
neck-or-nothing	style	that	seemed	to	amuse	him	immensely.	I	forgot	my
bashfulness,	and	pegged	away	(no	other	word	will	express	it)	with	all	my
might,	tumbling	over	long	words,	pronouncing	according	to	inspiration	of
the	minute,	and	doing	my	very	best.	When	I	finished	reading	my	first	page,
and	stopped	for	breath,	he	clapped	his	hands	and	cried	out	in	his	hearty
way,	"Das	ist	gut!	Now	we	go	well!	My	turn.	I	do	him	in	German,	gif	me



your	ear."	And	away	he	went,	rumbling	out	the	words	with	his	strong	voice
and	a	relish	which	was	good	to	see	as	well	as	hear.	Fortunately	the	story
was	The	Constant	Tin	Soldier,	which	is	droll,	you	know,	so	I	could	laugh,
and	I	did,	though	I	didn't	understand	half	he	read,	for	I	couldn't	help	it,	he
was	so	earnest,	I	so	excited,	and	the	whole	thing	so	comical.
After	that	we	got	on	better,	and	now	I	read	my	lessons	pretty	well,	for	this
way	of	studying	suits	me,	and	I	can	see	that	the	grammar	gets	tucked	into
the	tales	and	poetry	as	one	gives	pills	in	jelly.	I	like	it	very	much,	and	he
doesn't	seem	tired	of	it	yet,	which	is	very	good	of	him,	isn't	it?	I	mean	to
give	him	something	on	Christmas,	for	I	dare	not	offer	money.	Tell	me
something	nice,	Marmee.
I'm	glad	Laurie	seems	so	happy	and	busy,	that	he	has	given	up	smoking	and
lets	his	hair	grow.	You	see	Beth	manages	him	better	than	I	did.	I'm	not
jealous,	dear,	do	your	best,	only	don't	make	a	saint	of	him.	I'm	afraid	I
couldn't	like	him	without	a	spice	of	human	naughtiness.	Read	him	bits	of
my	letters.	I	haven't	time	to	write	much,	and	that	will	do	just	as	well.	Thank
Heaven	Beth	continues	so	comfortable.
JANUARY
A	Happy	New	Year	to	you	all,	my	dearest	family,	which	of	course	includes
Mr.	L.	and	a	young	man	by	the	name	of	Teddy.	I	can't	tell	you	how	much	I
enjoyed	your	Christmas	bundle,	for	I	didn't	get	it	till	night	and	had	given	up
hoping.	Your	letter	came	in	the	morning,	but	you	said	nothing	about	a
parcel,	meaning	it	for	a	surprise,	so	I	was	disappointed,	for	I'd	had	a	'kind	of
feeling'	that	you	wouldn't	forget	me.	I	felt	a	little	low	in	my	mind	as	I	sat	up
in	my	room	after	tea,	and	when	the	big,	muddy,	battered-looking	bundle
was	brought	to	me,	I	just	hugged	it	and	pranced.	It	was	so	homey	and
refreshing	that	I	sat	down	on	the	floor	and	read	and	looked	and	ate	and
laughed	and	cried,	in	my	usual	absurd	way.	The	things	were	just	what	I
wanted,	and	all	the	better	for	being	made	instead	of	bought.	Beth's	new	'ink
bib'	was	capital,	and	Hannah's	box	of	hard	gingerbread	will	be	a	treasure.
I'll	be	sure	and	wear	the	nice	flannels	you	sent,	Marmee,	and	read	carefully
the	books	Father	has	marked.	Thank	you	all,	heaps	and	heaps!
Speaking	of	books	reminds	me	that	I'm	getting	rich	in	that	line,	for	on	New
Year's	Day	Mr.	Bhaer	gave	me	a	fine	Shakespeare.	It	is	one	he	values	much,
and	I've	often	admired	it,	set	up	in	the	place	of	honor	with	his	German
Bible,	Plato,	Homer,	and	Milton,	so	you	may	imagine	how	I	felt	when	he
brought	it	down,	without	its	cover,	and	showed	me	my	own	name	in	it,
"from	my	friend	Friedrich	Bhaer".
"You	say	often	you	wish	a	library.	Here	I	gif	you	one,	for	between	these	lids



(he	meant	covers)	is	many	books	in	one.	Read	him	well,	and	he	will	help
you	much,	for	the	study	of	character	in	this	book	will	help	you	to	read	it	in
the	world	and	paint	it	with	your	pen."
I	thanked	him	as	well	as	I	could,	and	talk	now	about	'my	library',	as	if	I	had
a	hundred	books.	I	never	knew	how	much	there	was	in	Shakespeare	before,
but	then	I	never	had	a	Bhaer	to	explain	it	to	me.	Now	don't	laugh	at	his
horrid	name.	It	isn't	pronounced	either	Bear	or	Beer,	as	people	will	say	it,
but	something	between	the	two,	as	only	Germans	can	give	it.	I'm	glad	you
both	like	what	I	tell	you	about	him,	and	hope	you	will	know	him	some	day.
Mother	would	admire	his	warm	heart,	Father	his	wise	head.	I	admire	both,
and	feel	rich	in	my	new	'friend	Friedrich	Bhaer'.
Not	having	much	money,	or	knowing	what	he'd	like,	I	got	several	little
things,	and	put	them	about	the	room,	where	he	would	find	them
unexpectedly.	They	were	useful,	pretty,	or	funny,	a	new	standish	on	his
table,	a	little	vase	for	his	flower,	he	always	has	one,	or	a	bit	of	green	in	a
glass,	to	keep	him	fresh,	he	says,	and	a	holder	for	his	blower,	so	that	he
needn't	burn	up	what	Amy	calls	'mouchoirs'.	I	made	it	like	those	Beth
invented,	a	big	butterfly	with	a	fat	body,	and	black	and	yellow	wings,
worsted	feelers,	and	bead	eyes.	It	took	his	fancy	immensely,	and	he	put	it
on	his	mantlepiece	as	an	article	of	virtue,	so	it	was	rather	a	failure	after	all.
Poor	as	he	is,	he	didn't	forget	a	servant	or	a	child	in	the	house,	and	not	a
soul	here,	from	the	French	laundrywoman	to	Miss	Norton	forgot	him.	I	was
so	glad	of	that.
They	got	up	a	masquerade,	and	had	a	gay	time	New	Year's	Eve.	I	didn't
mean	to	go	down,	having	no	dress.	But	at	the	last	minute,	Mrs.	Kirke
remembered	some	old	brocades,	and	Miss	Norton	lent	me	lace	and	feathers.
So	I	dressed	up	as	Mrs.	Malaprop,	and	sailed	in	with	a	mask	on.	No	one
knew	me,	for	I	disguised	my	voice,	and	no	one	dreamed	of	the	silent,
haughty	Miss	March	(for	they	think	I	am	very	stiff	and	cool,	most	of	them,
and	so	I	am	to	whippersnappers)	could	dance	and	dress,	and	burst	out	into	a
'nice	derangement	of	epitaphs,	like	an	allegory	on	the	banks	of	the	Nile'.	I
enjoyed	it	very	much,	and	when	we	unmasked	it	was	fun	to	see	them	stare
at	me.	I	heard	one	of	the	young	men	tell	another	that	he	knew	I'd	been	an
actress,	in	fact,	he	thought	he	remembered	seeing	me	at	one	of	the	minor
theaters.	Meg	will	relish	that	joke.	Mr.	Bhaer	was	Nick	Bottom,	and	Tina
was	Titania,	a	perfect	little	fairy	in	his	arms.	To	see	them	dance	was	'quite	a
landscape',	to	use	a	Teddyism.
I	had	a	very	happy	New	Year,	after	all,	and	when	I	thought	it	over	in	my
room,	I	felt	as	if	I	was	getting	on	a	little	in	spite	of	my	many	failures,	for



I'm	cheerful	all	the	time	now,	work	with	a	will,	and	take	more	interest	in
other	people	than	I	used	to,	which	is	satisfactory.	Bless	you	all!	Ever	your
loving…	Jo



Chapter		11	
A	Friend

Though	very	happy	in	the	social	atmosphere	about	her,	and	very	busy	with	the
daily	work	that	earned	her	bread	and	made	it	sweeter	for	the	effort,	Jo	still	found
time	 for	 literary	 labors.	The	purpose	which	now	 took	possession	of	 her	was	 a
natural	one	to	a	poor	and	ambitious	girl,	but	the	means	she	took	to	gain	her	end
were	 not	 the	 best.	 She	 saw	 that	 money	 conferred	 power,	 money	 and	 power,
therefore,	 she	 resolved	 to	 have,	 not	 to	 be	 used	 for	 herself	 alone,	 but	 for	 those
whom	she	loved	more	than	life.	The	dream	of	filling	home	with	comforts,	giving
Beth	 everything	 she	 wanted,	 from	 strawberries	 in	 winter	 to	 an	 organ	 in	 her
bedroom,	going	abroad	herself,	and	always	having	more	than	enough,	so	that	she
might	 indulge	 in	 the	 luxury	of	 charity,	 had	been	 for	 years	 Jo's	most	 cherished
castle	in	the	air.
The	prize-story	experience	had	seemed	to	open	a	way	which	might,	after	long

traveling	and	much	uphill	work,	lead	to	this	delightful	chateau	en	Espagne.	But
the	novel	disaster	quenched	her	courage	for	a	time,	for	public	opinion	is	a	giant
which	has	frightened	stouter-hearted	Jacks	on	bigger	beanstalks	than	hers.	Like
that	immortal	hero,	she	reposed	awhile	after	the	first	attempt,	which	resulted	in	a
tumble	and	the	least	lovely	of	the	giant's	treasures,	if	I	remember	rightly.	But	the
'up	again	and	take	another'	spirit	was	as	strong	in	Jo	as	in	Jack,	so	she	scrambled
up	 on	 the	 shady	 side	 this	 time	 and	 got	more	 booty,	 but	 nearly	 left	 behind	 her
what	was	far	more	precious	than	the	moneybags.
She	took	to	writing	sensation	stories,	for	 in	 those	dark	ages,	even	all-perfect

America	read	rubbish.	She	told	no	one,	but	concocted	a	'thrilling	tale',	and	boldly
carried	it	herself	to	Mr.	Dashwood,	editor	of	the	Weekly	Volcano.	She	had	never
read	 Sartor	 Resartus,	 but	 she	 had	 a	 womanly	 instinct	 that	 clothes	 possess	 an
influence	more	powerful	over	many	than	the	worth	of	character	or	the	magic	of
manners.	So	she	dressed	herself	 in	her	best,	and	trying	to	persuade	herself	 that
she	was	neither	excited	nor	nervous,	bravely	climbed	two	pairs	of	dark	and	dirty
stairs	 to	 find	 herself	 in	 a	 disorderly	 room,	 a	 cloud	 of	 cigar	 smoke,	 and	 the
presence	of	three	gentlemen,	sitting	with	their	heels	rather	higher	than	their	hats,
which	 articles	 of	 dress	 none	 of	 them	 took	 the	 trouble	 to	 remove	 on	 her
appearance.	Somewhat	daunted	by	this	reception,	Jo	hesitated	on	the	threshold,
murmuring	in	much	embarrassment…



"Excuse	me,	I	was	looking	for	the	Weekly	Volcano	office.	I	wished	to	see	Mr.
Dashwood."
Down	went	 the	 highest	 pair	 of	 heels,	 up	 rose	 the	 smokiest	 gentleman,	 and

carefully	cherishing	his	cigar	between	his	fingers,	he	advanced	with	a	nod	and	a
countenance	expressive	of	nothing	but	sleep.	Feeling	that	she	must	get	through
the	 matter	 somehow,	 Jo	 produced	 her	 manuscript	 and,	 blushing	 redder	 and
redder	with	each	sentence,	blundered	out	fragments	of	the	little	speech	carefully
prepared	for	the	occasion.
"A	 friend	 of	 mine	 desired	 me	 to	 offer—a	 story—just	 as	 an	 experiment—

would	like	your	opinion—be	glad	to	write	more	if	this	suits."
While	 she	blushed	and	blundered,	Mr.	Dashwood	had	 taken	 the	manuscript,

and	was	 turning	over	 the	 leaves	with	a	pair	of	 rather	dirty	 fingers,	and	casting
critical	glances	up	and	down	the	neat	pages.
"Not	 a	 first	 attempt,	 I	 take	 it?"	 observing	 that	 the	 pages	 were	 numbered,

covered	only	on	one	side,	and	not	tied	up	with	a	ribbon—sure	sign	of	a	novice.
"No,	 sir.	 She	 has	 had	 some	 experience,	 and	 got	 a	 prize	 for	 a	 tale	 in	 the

Blarneystone	Banner."
"Oh,	did	she?"	and	Mr.	Dashwood	gave	Jo	a	quick	look,	which	seemed	to	take

note	of	everything	she	had	on,	from	the	bow	in	her	bonnet	to	the	buttons	on	her
boots.	 "Well,	you	can	 leave	 it,	 if	you	 like.	We've	more	of	 this	 sort	of	 thing	on
hand	than	we	know	what	to	do	with	at	present,	but	I'll	run	my	eye	over	it,	and
give	you	an	answer	next	week."
Now,	Jo	did	not	 like	to	leave	it,	for	Mr.	Dashwood	didn't	suit	her	at	all,	but,

under	the	circumstances,	there	was	nothing	for	her	to	do	but	bow	and	walk	away,
looking	 particularly	 tall	 and	 dignified,	 as	 she	 was	 apt	 to	 do	 when	 nettled	 or
abashed.	Just	 then	she	was	both,	for	 it	was	perfectly	evident	from	the	knowing
glances	exchanged	among	the	gentlemen	that	her	little	fiction	of	'my	friend'	was
considered	a	good	joke,	and	a	laugh,	produced	by	some	inaudible	remark	of	the
editor,	as	he	closed	the	door,	completed	her	discomfiture.	Half	resolving	never	to
return,	 she	 went	 home,	 and	 worked	 off	 her	 irritation	 by	 stitching	 pinafores
vigorously,	and	in	an	hour	or	two	was	cool	enough	to	laugh	over	the	scene	and
long	for	next	week.
When	 she	went	 again,	Mr.	Dashwood	was	 alone,	whereat	 she	 rejoiced.	Mr.

Dashwood	was	much	wider	 awake	 than	before,	which	was	 agreeable,	 and	Mr.
Dashwood	was	not	too	deeply	absorbed	in	a	cigar	to	remember	his	manners,	so
the	second	interview	was	much	more	comfortable	than	the	first.
"We'll	 take	this	(editors	never	say	I),	 if	you	don't	object	 to	a	few	alterations.

It's	 too	 long,	 but	 omitting	 the	 passages	 I've	marked	will	make	 it	 just	 the	 right
length,"	he	said,	in	a	businesslike	tone.



Jo	 hardly	 knew	 her	 own	MS.	 again,	 so	 crumpled	 and	 underscored	were	 its
pages	and	paragraphs,	but	feeling	as	a	tender	parent	might	on	being	asked	to	cut
off	her	baby's	legs	in	order	that	it	might	fit	into	a	new	cradle,	she	looked	at	the
marked	passages	and	was	surprised	to	find	that	all	the	moral	reflections—which
she	had	carefully	put	in	as	ballast	for	much	romance—had	been	stricken	out.
"But,	Sir,	 I	 thought	every	story	should	have	some	sort	of	a	moral,	 so	 I	 took

care	to	have	a	few	of	my	sinners	repent."
Mr.	Dashwoods's	 editorial	 gravity	 relaxed	 into	 a	 smile,	 for	 Jo	 had	 forgotten

her	'friend',	and	spoken	as	only	an	author	could.
"People	 want	 to	 be	 amused,	 not	 preached	 at,	 you	 know.	 Morals	 don't	 sell

nowadays."	Which	was	not	quite	a	correct	statement,	by	the	way.
"You	think	it	would	do	with	these	alterations,	then?"
"Yes,	it's	a	new	plot,	and	pretty	well	worked	up—language	good,	and	so	on,"

was	Mr.	Dashwood's	affable	reply.
"What	do	you—that	is,	what	compensation—"	began	Jo,	not	exactly	knowing

how	to	express	herself.
"Oh,	yes,	well,	we	give	from	twenty-five	to	thirty	for	things	of	this	sort.	Pay

when	 it	comes	out,"	 returned	Mr.	Dashwood,	as	 if	 that	point	had	escaped	him.
Such	trifles	do	escape	the	editorial	mind,	it	is	said.
"Very	well,	you	can	have	it,"	said	Jo,	handing	back	the	story	with	a	satisfied

air,	for	after	the	dollar-a-column	work,	even	twenty-five	seemed	good	pay.
"Shall	I	tell	my	friend	you	will	take	another	if	she	has	one	better	than	this?"

asked	 Jo,	 unconscious	 of	 her	 little	 slip	 of	 the	 tongue,	 and	 emboldened	 by	 her
success.
"Well,	we'll	 look	at	 it.	Can't	promise	to	take	it.	Tell	her	 to	make	it	short	and

spicy,	and	never	mind	 the	moral.	What	name	would	your	 friend	 like	 to	put	on
it?"	in	a	careless	tone.
"None	at	all,	 if	you	please,	 she	doesn't	wish	her	name	 to	appear	and	has	no

nom	de	plume,"	said	Jo,	blushing	in	spite	of	herself.
"Just	as	she	likes,	of	course.	The	tale	will	be	out	next	week.	Will	you	call	for

the	money,	or	shall	I	send	it?"	asked	Mr.	Dashwood,	who	felt	a	natural	desire	to
know	who	his	new	contributor	might	be.
"I'll	call.	Good	morning,	Sir."
As	 she	 departed,	Mr.	 Dashwood	 put	 up	 his	 feet,	 with	 the	 graceful	 remark,

"Poor	and	proud,	as	usual,	but	she'll	do."
Following	Mr.	Dashwood's	directions,	and	making	Mrs.	Northbury	her	model,

Jo	rashly	took	a	plunge	into	the	frothy	sea	of	sensational	literature,	but	thanks	to
the	life	preserver	thrown	her	by	a	friend,	she	came	up	again	not	much	the	worse
for	her	ducking.



Like	most	young	scribblers,	 she	went	abroad	 for	her	characters	and	scenery,
and	banditti,	counts,	gypsies,	nuns,	and	duchesses	appeared	upon	her	stage,	and
played	 their	 parts	with	 as	much	 accuracy	 and	 spirit	 as	 could	be	 expected.	Her
readers	 were	 not	 particular	 about	 such	 trifles	 as	 grammar,	 punctuation,	 and
probability,	and	Mr.	Dashwood	graciously	permitted	her	to	fill	his	columns	at	the
lowest	 prices,	 not	 thinking	 it	 necessary	 to	 tell	 her	 that	 the	 real	 cause	 of	 his
hospitality	was	the	fact	that	one	of	his	hacks,	on	being	offered	higher	wages,	had
basely	left	him	in	the	lurch.
She	soon	became	interested	in	her	work,	for	her	emaciated	purse	grew	stout,

and	the	little	hoard	she	was	making	to	take	Beth	to	the	mountains	next	summer
grew	slowly	but	surely	as	the	weeks	passed.	One	thing	disturbed	her	satisfaction,
and	that	was	that	she	did	not	tell	them	at	home.	She	had	a	feeling	that	Father	and
Mother	would	 not	 approve,	 and	 preferred	 to	 have	 her	 own	way	 first,	 and	 beg
pardon	afterward.	It	was	easy	to	keep	her	secret,	for	no	name	appeared	with	her
stories.	Mr.	Dashwood	had	of	course	found	it	out	very	soon,	but	promised	to	be
dumb,	and	for	a	wonder	kept	his	word.
She	thought	it	would	do	her	no	harm,	for	she	sincerely	meant	to	write	nothing

of	 which	 she	 would	 be	 ashamed,	 and	 quieted	 all	 pricks	 of	 conscience	 by
anticipations	of	the	happy	minute	when	she	should	show	her	earnings	and	laugh
over	her	well-kept	secret.
But	Mr.	Dashwood	rejected	any	but	thrilling	tales,	and	as	thrills	could	not	be

produced	except	by	harrowing	up	the	souls	of	the	readers,	history	and	romance,
land	 and	 sea,	 science	 and	 art,	 police	 records	 and	 lunatic	 asylums,	 had	 to	 be
ransacked	for	the	purpose.	Jo	soon	found	that	her	innocent	experience	had	given
her	but	few	glimpses	of	the	tragic	world	which	underlies	society,	so	regarding	it
in	a	business	 light,	 she	 set	 about	 supplying	her	deficiencies	with	characteristic
energy.	Eager	 to	find	material	 for	stories,	and	bent	on	making	 them	original	 in
plot,	 if	 not	 masterly	 in	 execution,	 she	 searched	 newspapers	 for	 accidents,
incidents,	and	crimes.	She	excited	the	suspicions	of	public	 librarians	by	asking
for	works	on	poisons.	She	studied	faces	in	the	street,	and	characters,	good,	bad,
and	indifferent,	all	about	her.	She	delved	in	the	dust	of	ancient	times	for	facts	or
fictions	so	old	that	they	were	as	good	as	new,	and	introduced	herself	to	folly,	sin,
and	misery,	 as	well	 as	 her	 limited	opportunities	 allowed.	She	 thought	 she	was
prospering	finely,	but	unconsciously	she	was	beginning	to	desecrate	some	of	the
womanliest	attributes	of	a	woman's	character.	She	was	living	in	bad	society,	and
imaginary	though	it	was,	its	influence	affected	her,	for	she	was	feeding	heart	and
fancy	on	dangerous	and	unsubstantial	food,	and	was	fast	brushing	the	innocent
bloom	from	her	nature	by	a	premature	acquaintance	with	the	darker	side	of	life,
which	comes	soon	enough	to	all	of	us.



She	was	beginning	 to	 feel	 rather	 than	 see	 this,	 for	much	describing	of	other
people's	passions	and	feelings	set	her	to	studying	and	speculating	about	her	own,
a	morbid	amusement	in	which	healthy	young	minds	do	not	voluntarily	indulge.
Wrongdoing	always	brings	its	own	punishment,	and	when	Jo	most	needed	hers,
she	got	it.
I	don't	know	whether	the	study	of	Shakespeare	helped	her	to	read	character,	or

the	natural	instinct	of	a	woman	for	what	was	honest,	brave,	and	strong,	but	while
endowing	 her	 imaginary	 heroes	 with	 every	 perfection	 under	 the	 sun,	 Jo	 was
discovering	 a	 live	 hero,	 who	 interested	 her	 in	 spite	 of	 many	 human
imperfections.	Mr.	Bhaer,	in	one	of	their	conversations,	had	advised	her	to	study
simple,	 true,	and	 lovely	characters,	wherever	 she	 found	 them,	as	good	 training
for	a	writer.	Jo	took	him	at	his	word,	for	she	coolly	turned	round	and	studied	him
—a	proceeding	which	would	have	much	surprised	him,	had	he	known	it,	for	the
worthy	Professor	was	very	humble	in	his	own	conceit.
Why	everybody	liked	him	was	what	puzzled	Jo,	at	first.	He	was	neither	rich

nor	 great,	 young	 nor	 handsome,	 in	 no	 respect	 what	 is	 called	 fascinating,
imposing,	or	brilliant,	 and	yet	he	was	as	attractive	as	a	genial	 fire,	 and	people
seemed	to	gather	about	him	as	naturally	as	about	a	warm	hearth.	He	was	poor,
yet	always	appeared	to	be	giving	something	away;	a	stranger,	yet	everyone	was
his	 friend;	no	 longer	young,	but	as	happy-hearted	as	a	boy;	plain	and	peculiar,
yet	his	face	looked	beautiful	 to	many,	and	his	oddities	were	freely	forgiven	for
his	sake.	Jo	often	watched	him,	trying	to	discover	the	charm,	and	at	last	decided
that	it	was	benevolence	which	worked	the	miracle.	If	he	had	any	sorrow,	 'it	sat
with	 its	 head	 under	 its	wing',	 and	 he	 turned	 only	 his	 sunny	 side	 to	 the	world.
There	 were	 lines	 upon	 his	 forehead,	 but	 Time	 seemed	 to	 have	 touched	 him
gently,	 remembering	how	kind	he	was	 to	others.	The	pleasant	curves	about	his
mouth	were	the	memorials	of	many	friendly	words	and	cheery	laughs,	his	eyes
were	 never	 cold	 or	 hard,	 and	 his	 big	 hand	 had	 a	warm,	 strong	 grasp	 that	was
more	expressive	than	words.
His	 very	 clothes	 seemed	 to	 partake	 of	 the	 hospitable	 nature	 of	 the	 wearer.

They	 looked	 as	 if	 they	were	 at	 ease,	 and	 liked	 to	make	 him	 comfortable.	His
capacious	waistcoat	was	 suggestive	of	 a	 large	heart	underneath.	His	 rusty	coat
had	a	social	air,	and	the	baggy	pockets	plainly	proved	that	little	hands	often	went
in	 empty	 and	 came	 out	 full.	 His	 very	 boots	 were	 benevolent,	 and	 his	 collars
never	stiff	and	raspy	like	other	people's.
"That's	it!"	said	Jo	to	herself,	when	she	at	length	discovered	that	genuine	good

will	 toward	 one's	 fellow	men	 could	 beautify	 and	dignify	 even	 a	 stout	German
teacher,	who	 shoveled	 in	 his	 dinner,	 darned	 his	 own	 socks,	 and	was	 burdened
with	the	name	of	Bhaer.



Jo	valued	goodness	highly,	but	she	also	possessed	a	most	feminine	respect	for
intellect,	and	a	little	discovery	which	she	made	about	the	Professor	added	much
to	her	regard	for	him.	He	never	spoke	of	himself,	and	no	one	ever	knew	that	in
his	native	city	he	had	been	a	man	much	honored	and	esteemed	for	learning	and
integrity,	till	a	countryman	came	to	see	him.	He	never	spoke	of	himself,	and	in	a
conversation	with	Miss	Norton	divulged	the	pleasing	fact.	From	her	Jo	learned
it,	and	liked	it	all	the	better	because	Mr.	Bhaer	had	never	told	it.	She	felt	proud	to
know	that	he	was	an	honored	Professor	in	Berlin,	though	only	a	poor	language-
master	 in	America,	 and	his	homely,	hard-working	 life	was	much	beautified	by
the	spice	of	romance	which	this	discovery	gave	it.	Another	and	a	better	gift	than
intellect	 was	 shown	 her	 in	 a	 most	 unexpected	 manner.	 Miss	 Norton	 had	 the
entree	into	most	society,	which	Jo	would	have	had	no	chance	of	seeing	but	for
her.	 The	 solitary	 woman	 felt	 an	 interest	 in	 the	 ambitious	 girl,	 and	 kindly
conferred	many	favors	of	this	sort	both	on	Jo	and	the	Professor.	She	took	them
with	her	one	night	to	a	select	symposium,	held	in	honor	of	several	celebrities.
Jo	 went	 prepared	 to	 bow	 down	 and	 adore	 the	 mighty	 ones	 whom	 she	 had

worshiped	 with	 youthful	 enthusiasm	 afar	 off.	 But	 her	 reverence	 for	 genius
received	a	severe	shock	that	night,	and	it	took	her	some	time	to	recover	from	the
discovery	that	 the	great	creatures	were	only	men	and	women	after	all.	 Imagine
her	 dismay,	 on	 stealing	 a	 glance	 of	 timid	 admiration	 at	 the	 poet	 whose	 lines
suggested	 an	 ethereal	 being	 fed	 on	 'spirit,	 fire,	 and	 dew',	 to	 behold	 him
devouring	his	supper	with	an	ardor	which	flushed	his	 intellectual	countenance.
Turning	as	from	a	fallen	idol,	she	made	other	discoveries	which	rapidly	dispelled
her	 romantic	 illusions.	The	great	novelist	vibrated	between	 two	decanters	with
the	 regularity	of	a	pendulum;	 the	 famous	divine	 flirted	openly	with	one	of	 the
Madame	de	Staels	of	the	age,	who	looked	daggers	at	another	Corinne,	who	was
amiably	satirizing	her,	after	outmaneuvering	her	in	efforts	to	absorb	the	profound
philosopher,	 who	 imbibed	 tea	 Johnsonianly	 and	 appeared	 to	 slumber,	 the
loquacity	 of	 the	 lady	 rendering	 speech	 impossible.	 The	 scientific	 celebrities,
forgetting	their	mollusks	and	glacial	periods,	gossiped	about	art,	while	devoting
themselves	 to	 oysters	 and	 ices	with	 characteristic	 energy;	 the	young	musician,
who	 was	 charming	 the	 city	 like	 a	 second	 Orpheus,	 talked	 horses;	 and	 the
specimen	of	the	British	nobility	present	happened	to	be	the	most	ordinary	man	of
the	party.
Before	the	evening	was	half	over,	Jo	felt	so	completely	disillusioned,	that	she

sat	down	in	a	corner	to	recover	herself.	Mr.	Bhaer	soon	joined	her,	looking	rather
out	of	his	element,	and	presently	several	of	 the	philosophers,	each	mounted	on
his	hobby,	came	ambling	up	to	hold	an	intellectual	tournament	in	the	recess.	The
conversations	were	miles	beyond	Jo's	comprehension,	but	she	enjoyed	it,	though



Kant	and	Hegel	were	unknown	gods,	the	Subjective	and	Objective	unintelligible
terms,	 and	 the	 only	 thing	 'evolved	 from	 her	 inner	 consciousness'	 was	 a	 bad
headache	after	it	was	all	over.	It	dawned	upon	her	gradually	that	the	world	was
being	picked	to	pieces,	and	put	together	on	new	and,	according	to	the	talkers,	on
infinitely	 better	 principles	 than	 before,	 that	 religion	 was	 in	 a	 fair	 way	 to	 be
reasoned	into	nothingness,	and	intellect	was	to	be	the	only	God.	Jo	knew	nothing
about	 philosophy	 or	 metaphysics	 of	 any	 sort,	 but	 a	 curious	 excitement,	 half
pleasurable,	 half	 painful,	 came	 over	 her	 as	 she	 listened	with	 a	 sense	 of	 being
turned	adrift	into	time	and	space,	like	a	young	balloon	out	on	a	holiday.
She	looked	round	to	see	how	the	Professor	liked	it,	and	found	him	looking	at

her	with	the	grimmest	expression	she	had	ever	seen	him	wear.	He	shook	his	head
and	beckoned	her	to	come	away,	but	she	was	fascinated	just	then	by	the	freedom
of	Speculative	 Philosophy,	 and	 kept	 her	 seat,	 trying	 to	 find	 out	what	 the	wise
gentlemen	intended	to	rely	upon	after	they	had	annihilated	all	the	old	beliefs.
Now,	Mr.	Bhaer	was	a	diffident	man	and	slow	to	offer	his	own	opinions,	not

because	they	were	unsettled,	but	too	sincere	and	earnest	to	be	lightly	spoken.	As
he	glanced	from	Jo	to	several	other	young	people,	attracted	by	the	brilliancy	of
the	philosophic	pyrotechnics,	he	knit	his	brows	and	longed	to	speak,	fearing	that
some	inflammable	young	soul	would	be	led	astray	by	the	rockets,	to	find	when
the	display	was	over	that	they	had	only	an	empty	stick	or	a	scorched	hand.
He	bore	it	as	long	as	he	could,	but	when	he	was	appealed	to	for	an	opinion,	he

blazed	up	with	honest	indignation	and	defended	religion	with	all	the	eloquence
of	 truth—an	 eloquence	which	made	 his	 broken	 English	musical	 and	 his	 plain
face	beautiful.	He	had	a	hard	fight,	for	the	wise	men	argued	well,	but	he	didn't
know	when	he	was	beaten	and	stood	to	his	colors	 like	a	man.	Somehow,	as	he
talked,	the	world	got	right	again	to	Jo.	The	old	beliefs,	 that	had	lasted	so	long,
seemed	better	than	the	new.	God	was	not	a	blind	force,	and	immortality	was	not
a	pretty	 fable,	but	a	blessed	 fact.	She	 felt	as	 if	 she	had	solid	ground	under	her
feet	again,	and	when	Mr.	Bhaer	paused,	outtalked	but	not	one	whit	convinced,	Jo
wanted	to	clap	her	hands	and	thank	him.
She	 did	 neither,	 but	 she	 remembered	 the	 scene,	 and	 gave	 the	 Professor	 her

heartiest	respect,	for	she	knew	it	cost	him	an	effort	to	speak	out	then	and	there,
because	 his	 conscience	 would	 not	 let	 him	 be	 silent.	 She	 began	 to	 see	 that
character	is	a	better	possession	than	money,	rank,	intellect,	or	beauty,	and	to	feel
that	 if	greatness	 is	what	a	wise	man	has	defined	 it	 to	be,	 'truth,	 reverence,	and
good	will',	then	her	friend	Friedrich	Bhaer	was	not	only	good,	but	great.
This	belief	strengthened	daily.	She	valued	his	esteem,	she	coveted	his	respect,

she	wanted	to	be	worthy	of	his	friendship,	and	just	when	the	wish	was	sincerest,
she	 came	 near	 to	 losing	 everything.	 It	 all	 grew	 out	 of	 a	 cocked	 hat,	 for	 one



evening	the	Professor	came	in	to	give	Jo	her	lesson	with	a	paper	soldier	cap	on
his	head,	which	Tina	had	put	there	and	he	had	forgotten	to	take	off.
"It's	 evident	 he	 doesn't	 look	 in	 his	 glass	 before	 coming	 down,"	 thought	 Jo,

with	a	smile,	as	he	said	"Goot	efening,"	and	sat	soberly	down,	quite	unconscious
of	the	ludicrous	contrast	between	his	subject	and	his	headgear,	for	he	was	going
to	read	her	the	Death	of	Wallenstein.
She	 said	nothing	at	 first,	 for	 she	 liked	 to	hear	him	 laugh	out	his	big,	hearty

laugh	when	anything	funny	happened,	so	she	left	him	to	discover	it	for	himself,
and	presently	forgot	all	about	it,	for	to	hear	a	German	read	Schiller	is	rather	an
absorbing	occupation.	After	the	reading	came	the	lesson,	which	was	a	lively	one,
for	Jo	was	in	a	gay	mood	that	night,	and	the	cocked	hat	kept	her	eyes	dancing
with	merriment.	The	Professor	didn't	know	what	to	make	of	her,	and	stopped	at
last	to	ask	with	an	air	of	mild	surprise	that	was	irresistible…
"Mees	 Marsch,	 for	 what	 do	 you	 laugh	 in	 your	 master's	 face?	 Haf	 you	 no

respect	for	me,	that	you	go	on	so	bad?"
"How	can	I	be	respectful,	Sir,	when	you	forget	to	take	your	hat	off?"	said	Jo.
Lifting	 his	 hand	 to	 his	 head,	 the	 absent-minded	 Professor	 gravely	 felt	 and

removed	the	little	cocked	hat,	looked	at	it	a	minute,	and	then	threw	back	his	head
and	laughed	like	a	merry	bass	viol.
"Ah!	 I	 see	him	now,	 it	 is	 that	 imp	Tina	who	makes	me	a	 fool	with	my	cap.

Well,	it	 is	nothing,	but	see	you,	if	this	lesson	goes	not	well,	you	too	shall	wear
him."
But	 the	 lesson	did	not	go	at	all	 for	a	few	minutes	because	Mr.	Bhaer	caught

sight	of	 a	picture	on	 the	hat,	 and	unfolding	 it,	 said	with	great	disgust,	 "I	wish
these	 papers	 did	 not	 come	 in	 the	 house.	 They	 are	 not	 for	 children	 to	 see,	 nor
young	people	to	read.	It	is	not	well,	and	I	haf	no	patience	with	those	who	make
this	harm."
Jo	glanced	at	the	sheet	and	saw	a	pleasing	illustration	composed	of	a	lunatic,	a

corpse,	a	villain,	and	a	viper.	She	did	not	like	it,	but	the	impulse	that	made	her
turn	it	over	was	not	one	of	displeasure	but	fear,	because	for	a	minute	she	fancied
the	paper	was	 the	Volcano.	 It	was	not,	however,	and	her	panic	subsided	as	she
remembered	that	even	if	it	had	been	and	one	of	her	own	tales	in	it,	there	would
have	been	no	name	to	betray	her.	She	had	betrayed	herself,	however,	by	a	look
and	a	blush,	for	though	an	absent	man,	the	Professor	saw	a	good	deal	more	than
people	 fancied.	 He	 knew	 that	 Jo	 wrote,	 and	 had	 met	 her	 down	 among	 the
newspaper	 offices	more	 than	 once,	 but	 as	 she	 never	 spoke	 of	 it,	 he	 asked	 no
questions	in	spite	of	a	strong	desire	to	see	her	work.	Now	it	occurred	to	him	that
she	was	doing	what	she	was	ashamed	to	own,	and	it	troubled	him.	He	did	not	say
to	himself,	 "It	 is	none	of	my	business.	 I've	no	 right	 to	 say	anything,"	as	many



people	would	have	done.	He	only	remembered	 that	she	was	young	and	poor,	a
girl	far	away	from	mother's	love	and	father's	care,	and	he	was	moved	to	help	her
with	an	impulse	as	quick	and	natural	as	that	which	would	prompt	him	to	put	out
his	hand	 to	 save	a	baby	 from	a	puddle.	All	 this	 flashed	 through	his	mind	 in	 a
minute,	but	not	a	trace	of	it	appeared	in	his	face,	and	by	the	time	the	paper	was
turned,	 and	 Jo's	 needle	 threaded,	 he	was	 ready	 to	 say	quite	 naturally,	 but	 very
gravely…
"Yes,	 you	 are	 right	 to	 put	 it	 from	you.	 I	 do	not	 think	 that	 good	young	girls

should	see	such	things.	They	are	made	pleasant	to	some,	but	I	would	more	rather
give	my	boys	gunpowder	to	play	with	than	this	bad	trash."
"All	may	not	be	bad,	only	silly,	you	know,	and	 if	 there	 is	a	demand	for	 it,	 I

don't	see	any	harm	in	supplying	it.	Many	very	respectable	people	make	an	honest
living	 out	 of	what	 are	 called	 sensation	 stories,"	 said	 Jo,	 scratching	 gathers	 so
energetically	that	a	row	of	little	slits	followed	her	pin.
"There	is	a	demand	for	whisky,	but	I	think	you	and	I	do	not	care	to	sell	it.	If

the	 respectable	 people	 knew	what	 harm	 they	 did,	 they	would	 not	 feel	 that	 the
living	was	honest.	They	haf	no	right	to	put	poison	in	the	sugarplum,	and	let	the
small	 ones	 eat	 it.	 No,	 they	 should	 think	 a	 little,	 and	 sweep	mud	 in	 the	 street
before	they	do	this	thing."
Mr.	Bhaer	 spoke	warmly,	and	walked	 to	 the	 fire,	crumpling	 the	paper	 in	his

hands.	Jo	sat	still,	looking	as	if	the	fire	had	come	to	her,	for	her	cheeks	burned
long	 after	 the	 cocked	 hat	 had	 turned	 to	 smoke	 and	 gone	 harmlessly	 up	 the
chimney.
"I	 should	 like	much	 to	 send	 all	 the	 rest	 after	 him,"	muttered	 the	 Professor,

coming	back	with	a	relieved	air.
Jo	thought	what	a	blaze	her	pile	of	papers	upstairs	would	make,	and	her	hard-

earned	 money	 lay	 rather	 heavily	 on	 her	 conscience	 at	 that	 minute.	 Then	 she
thought	consolingly	to	herself,	"Mine	are	not	like	that,	they	are	only	silly,	never
bad,	 so	 I	won't	be	worried,"	and	 taking	up	her	book,	 she	 said,	with	a	 studious
face,	"Shall	we	go	on,	Sir?	I'll	be	very	good	and	proper	now."
"I	shall	hope	so,"	was	all	he	said,	but	he	meant	more	than	she	imagined,	and

the	grave,	kind	look	he	gave	her	made	her	feel	as	if	the	words	Weekly	Volcano
were	printed	in	large	type	on	her	forehead.
As	soon	as	she	went	to	her	room,	she	got	out	her	papers,	and	carefully	reread

every	one	of	her	stories.	Being	a	 little	shortsighted,	Mr.	Bhaer	sometimes	used
eye	glasses,	and	Jo	had	tried	them	once,	smiling	to	see	how	they	magnified	the
fine	 print	 of	 her	 book.	Now	 she	 seemed	 to	 have	 on	 the	 Professor's	mental	 or
moral	spectacles	also,	for	the	faults	of	these	poor	stories	glared	at	her	dreadfully
and	filled	her	with	dismay.



"They	 are	 trash,	 and	will	 soon	 be	worse	 trash	 if	 I	 go	 on,	 for	 each	 is	more
sensational	than	the	last.	I've	gone	blindly	on,	hurting	myself	and	other	people,
for	the	sake	of	money.	I	know	it's	so,	for	I	can't	read	this	stuff	in	sober	earnest
without	being	horribly	ashamed	of	it,	and	what	should	I	do	if	they	were	seen	at
home	or	Mr.	Bhaer	got	hold	of	them?"
Jo	 turned	 hot	 at	 the	 bare	 idea,	 and	 stuffed	 the	whole	 bundle	 into	 her	 stove,

nearly	setting	the	chimney	afire	with	the	blaze.
"Yes,	 that's	 the	best	place	for	such	inflammable	nonsense.	I'd	better	burn	the

house	 down,	 I	 suppose,	 than	 let	 other	 people	 blow	 themselves	 up	 with	 my
gunpowder,"	she	thought	as	she	watched	the	Demon	of	 the	Jura	whisk	away,	a
little	black	cinder	with	fiery	eyes.
But	when	 nothing	 remained	 of	 all	 her	 three	month's	work	 except	 a	 heap	 of

ashes	 and	 the	 money	 in	 her	 lap,	 Jo	 looked	 sober,	 as	 she	 sat	 on	 the	 floor,
wondering	what	she	ought	to	do	about	her	wages.
"I	think	I	haven't	done	much	harm	yet,	and	may	keep	this	to	pay	for	my	time,"

she	said,	after	a	long	meditation,	adding	impatiently,	"I	almost	wish	I	hadn't	any
conscience,	it's	so	inconvenient.	If	I	didn't	care	about	doing	right,	and	didn't	feel
uncomfortable	when	doing	wrong,	I	should	get	on	capitally.	I	can't	help	wishing
sometimes,	that	Mother	and	Father	hadn't	been	so	particular	about	such	things."
Ah,	 Jo,	 instead	 of	 wishing	 that,	 thank	 God	 that	 'Father	 and	 Mother	 were

particular',	and	pity	from	your	heart	those	who	have	no	such	guardians	to	hedge
them	round	with	principles	which	may	seem	like	prison	walls	to	impatient	youth,
but	which	will	prove	sure	foundations	to	build	character	upon	in	womanhood.
Jo	wrote	no	more	sensational	stories,	deciding	that	the	money	did	not	pay	for

her	 share	 of	 the	 sensation,	 but	 going	 to	 the	 other	 extreme,	 as	 is	 the	way	with
people	of	her	stamp,	she	took	a	course	of	Mrs.	Sherwood,	Miss	Edgeworth,	and
Hannah	More,	and	 then	produced	a	 tale	which	might	have	been	more	properly
called	an	essay	or	a	sermon,	so	intensely	moral	was	it.	She	had	her	doubts	about
it	from	the	beginning,	for	her	lively	fancy	and	girlish	romance	felt	as	ill	at	ease
in	the	new	style	as	she	would	have	done	masquerading	in	the	stiff	and	cumbrous
costume	of	the	last	century.	She	sent	this	didactic	gem	to	several	markets,	but	it
found	 no	 purchaser,	 and	 she	 was	 inclined	 to	 agree	 with	 Mr.	 Dashwood	 that
morals	didn't	sell.
Then	she	tried	a	child's	story,	which	she	could	easily	have	disposed	of	if	she

had	not	been	mercenary	enough	 to	demand	 filthy	 lucre	 for	 it.	The	only	person
who	offered	enough	 to	make	 it	worth	her	while	 to	 try	 juvenile	 literature	was	a
worthy	gentleman	who	felt	it	his	mission	to	convert	all	the	world	to	his	particular
belief.	But	much	as	she	liked	to	write	for	children,	Jo	could	not	consent	to	depict
all	her	naughty	boys	as	being	eaten	by	bears	or	tossed	by	mad	bulls	because	they



did	not	go	to	a	particular	Sabbath	school,	nor	all	the	good	infants	who	did	go	as
rewarded	 by	 every	 kind	 of	 bliss,	 from	 gilded	 gingerbread	 to	 escorts	 of	 angels
when	they	departed	this	life	with	psalms	or	sermons	on	their	lisping	tongues.	So
nothing	came	of	these	trials,	and	Jo	corked	up	her	inkstand,	and	said	in	a	fit	of
very	wholesome	humility…
"I	don't	know	anything.	I'll	wait	until	 I	do	before	I	 try	again,	and	meantime,

'sweep	 mud	 in	 the	 street'	 if	 I	 can't	 do	 better,	 that's	 honest,	 at	 least."	 Which
decision	proved	that	her	second	tumble	down	the	beanstalk	had	done	her	some
good.
While	these	internal	revolutions	were	going	on,	her	external	life	had	been	as

busy	and	uneventful	as	usual,	and	if	she	sometimes	looked	serious	or	a	little	sad
no	one	observed	it	but	Professor	Bhaer.	He	did	it	so	quietly	that	Jo	never	knew
he	was	watching	 to	 see	 if	 she	would	 accept	 and	profit	 by	his	 reproof,	 but	 she
stood	the	test,	and	he	was	satisfied,	for	though	no	words	passed	between	them,
he	knew	that	she	had	given	up	writing.	Not	only	did	he	guess	it	by	the	fact	that
the	 second	 finger	 of	 her	 right	 hand	 was	 no	 longer	 inky,	 but	 she	 spent	 her
evenings	 downstairs	 now,	 was	 met	 no	 more	 among	 newspaper	 offices,	 and
studied	 with	 a	 dogged	 patience,	 which	 assured	 him	 that	 she	 was	 bent	 on
occupying	her	mind	with	something	useful,	if	not	pleasant.
He	helped	her	in	many	ways,	proving	himself	a	true	friend,	and	Jo	was	happy,

for	while	her	pen	lay	idle,	she	was	learning	other	 lessons	besides	German,	and
laying	a	foundation	for	the	sensation	story	of	her	own	life.
It	was	a	pleasant	winter	and	a	long	one,	for	she	did	not	leave	Mrs.	Kirke	till

June.	 Everyone	 seemed	 sorry	 when	 the	 time	 came.	 The	 children	 were
inconsolable,	 and	Mr.	 Bhaer's	 hair	 stuck	 straight	 up	 all	 over	 his	 head,	 for	 he
always	rumpled	it	wildly	when	disturbed	in	mind.
"Going	home?	Ah,	you	are	happy	that	you	haf	a	home	to	go	in,"	he	said,	when

she	 told	him,	 and	 sat	 silently	pulling	his	 beard	 in	 the	 corner,	while	 she	held	 a
little	levee	on	that	last	evening.
She	was	going	early,	so	she	bade	 them	all	goodbye	overnight,	and	when	his

turn	came,	she	said	warmly,	"Now,	Sir,	you	won't	forget	to	come	and	see	us,	if
you	ever	 travel	our	way,	will	you?	 I'll	 never	 forgive	you	 if	you	do,	 for	 I	want
them	all	to	know	my	friend."
"Do	 you?	 Shall	 I	 come?"	 he	 asked,	 looking	 down	 at	 her	 with	 an	 eager

expression	which	she	did	not	see.
"Yes,	 come	 next	 month.	 Laurie	 graduates	 then,	 and	 you'd	 enjoy

commencement	as	something	new."
"That	is	your	best	friend,	of	whom	you	speak?"	he	said	in	an	altered	tone.
"Yes,	my	boy	Teddy.	I'm	very	proud	of	him	and	should	like	you	to	see	him."



Jo	looked	up	then,	quite	unconscious	of	anything	but	her	own	pleasure	in	the
prospect	 of	 showing	 them	 to	 one	 another.	 Something	 in	 Mr.	 Bhaer's	 face
suddenly	 recalled	 the	 fact	 that	 she	might	 find	Laurie	more	 than	a	 'best	 friend',
and	 simply	because	 she	particularly	wished	not	 to	 look	 as	 if	 anything	was	 the
matter,	she	involuntarily	began	to	blush,	and	the	more	she	tried	not	to,	the	redder
she	grew.	If	it	had	not	been	for	Tina	on	her	knee.	She	didn't	know	what	would
have	become	of	her.	Fortunately	the	child	was	moved	to	hug	her,	so	she	managed
to	hide	her	face	an	instant,	hoping	the	Professor	did	not	see	it.	But	he	did,	and	his
own	changed	again	from	that	momentary	anxiety	 to	 its	usual	expression,	as	he
said	cordially…
"I	fear	I	shall	not	make	the	time	for	that,	but	I	wish	the	friend	much	success,

and	you	all	happiness.	Gott	bless	you!"	And	with	that,	he	shook	hands	warmly,
shouldered	Tina,	and	went	away.
But	after	the	boys	were	abed,	he	sat	long	before	his	fire	with	the	tired	look	on

his	 face	 and	 the	 'heimweh',	 or	 homesickness,	 lying	 heavy	 at	 his	 heart.	 Once,
when	he	remembered	Jo	as	she	sat	with	 the	 little	child	 in	her	 lap	and	that	new
softness	in	her	face,	he	leaned	his	head	on	his	hands	a	minute,	and	then	roamed
about	the	room,	as	if	in	search	of	something	that	he	could	not	find.
"It	is	not	for	me,	I	must	not	hope	it	now,"	he	said	to	himself,	with	a	sigh	that

was	almost	a	groan.	Then,	as	if	reproaching	himself	for	the	longing	that	he	could
not	 repress,	 he	 went	 and	 kissed	 the	 two	 tousled	 heads	 upon	 the	 pillow,	 took
down	his	seldom-used	meerschaum,	and	opened	his	Plato.
He	did	his	best	and	did	 it	manfully,	but	 I	don't	 think	he	found	 that	a	pair	of

rampant	boys,	a	pipe,	or	even	the	divine	Plato,	were	very	satisfactory	substitutes
for	wife	and	child	at	home.
Early	as	it	was,	he	was	at	the	station	next	morning	to	see	Jo	off,	and	thanks	to

him,	she	began	her	solitary	journey	with	the	pleasant	memory	of	a	familiar	face
smiling	its	farewell,	a	bunch	of	violets	to	keep	her	company,	and	best	of	all,	the
happy	 thought,	 "Well,	 the	winter's	 gone,	 and	 I've	written	 no	 books,	 earned	 no
fortune,	but	I've	made	a	friend	worth	having	and	I'll	try	to	keep	him	all	my	life."



Chapter		12	
Heartache

Whatever	his	motive	might	have	been,	Laurie	studied	to	some	purpose	that	year,
for	 he	 graduated	 with	 honor,	 and	 gave	 the	 Latin	 oration	 with	 the	 grace	 of	 a
Phillips	and	the	eloquence	of	a	Demosthenes,	so	his	friends	said.	They	were	all
there,	 his	 grandfather—oh,	 so	proud—Mr.	 and	Mrs.	March,	 John	 and	Meg,	 Jo
and	Beth,	and	all	exulted	over	him	with	the	sincere	admiration	which	boys	make
light	of	at	the	time,	but	fail	to	win	from	the	world	by	any	after-triumphs.
"I've	 got	 to	 stay	 for	 this	 confounded	 supper,	 but	 I	 shall	 be	 home	 early

tomorrow.	You'll	come	and	meet	me	as	usual,	girls?"	Laurie	said,	as	he	put	the
sisters	into	the	carriage	after	the	joys	of	the	day	were	over.	He	said	'girls',	but	he
meant	Jo,	for	she	was	the	only	one	who	kept	up	the	old	custom.	She	had	not	the
heart	to	refuse	her	splendid,	successful	boy	anything,	and	answered	warmly…
"I'll	 come,	 Teddy,	 rain	 or	 shine,	 and	 march	 before	 you,	 playing	 'Hail	 the

conquering	hero	comes'	on	a	jew's-harp."
Laurie	 thanked	her	with	a	 look	 that	made	her	 think	 in	a	 sudden	panic,	 "Oh,

deary	me!	I	know	he'll	say	something,	and	then	what	shall	I	do?"
Evening	 meditation	 and	 morning	 work	 somewhat	 allayed	 her	 fears,	 and

having	decided	that	she	wouldn't	be	vain	enough	to	think	people	were	going	to
propose	when	she	had	given	them	every	reason	to	know	what	her	answer	would
be,	 she	 set	 forth	 at	 the	 appointed	 time,	 hoping	Teddy	wouldn't	 do	 anything	 to
make	her	hurt	his	poor	feelings.	A	call	at	Meg's,	and	a	refreshing	sniff	and	sip	at
the	Daisy	and	Demijohn,	 still	 further	 fortified	her	 for	 the	 tete-a-tete,	but	when
she	saw	a	stalwart	figure	looming	in	the	distance,	she	had	a	strong	desire	to	turn
about	and	run	away.
"Where's	the	jew's-harp,	Jo?"	cried	Laurie,	as	soon	as	he	was	within	speaking

distance.
"I	 forgot	 it."	And	Jo	 took	heart	again,	 for	 that	salutation	could	not	be	called

lover-like.
She	always	used	to	take	his	arm	on	these	occasions,	now	she	did	not,	and	he

made	no	complaint,	which	was	a	bad	sign,	but	talked	on	rapidly	about	all	sorts	of
faraway	 subjects,	 till	 they	 turned	 from	 the	 road	 into	 the	 little	 path	 that	 led
homeward	 through	 the	 grove.	 Then	 he	walked	more	 slowly,	 suddenly	 lost	 his
fine	 flow	of	 language,	and	now	and	 then	a	dreadful	pause	occurred.	To	 rescue



the	conversation	 from	one	of	 the	wells	of	silence	 into	which	 it	kept	 falling,	 Jo
said	hastily,	"Now	you	must	have	a	good	long	holiday!"
"I	intend	to."
Something	 in	his	resolute	 tone	made	Jo	 look	up	quickly	 to	find	him	looking

down	at	her	with	an	expression	that	assured	her	the	dreaded	moment	had	come,
and	made	her	put	out	her	hand	with	an	imploring,	"No,	Teddy.	Please	don't!"
"I	will,	and	you	must	hear	me.	It's	no	use,	Jo,	we've	got	to	have	it	out,	and	the

sooner	the	better	for	both	of	us,"	he	answered,	getting	flushed	and	excited	all	at
once.
"Say	what	you	like	then.	I'll	listen,"	said	Jo,	with	a	desperate	sort	of	patience.
Laurie	was	a	young	lover,	but	he	was	in	earnest,	and	meant	to	'have	it	out',	if

he	 died	 in	 the	 attempt,	 so	 he	 plunged	 into	 the	 subject	 with	 characteristic
impetuousity,	saying	in	a	voice	 that	would	get	choky	now	and	then,	 in	spite	of
manful	efforts	to	keep	it	steady…
"I've	loved	you	ever	since	I've	known	you,	Jo,	couldn't	help	it,	you've	been	so

good	 to	me.	 I've	 tried	 to	 show	 it,	 but	 you	wouldn't	 let	me.	Now	 I'm	 going	 to
make	you	hear,	and	give	me	an	answer,	for	I	can't	go	on	so	any	longer."
"I	wanted	to	save	you	this.	I	thought	you'd	understand…	"	began	Jo,	finding	it

a	great	deal	harder	than	she	expected.
"I	know	you	did,	but	the	girls	are	so	queer	you	never	know	what	they	mean.

They	say	no	when	they	mean	yes,	and	drive	a	man	out	of	his	wits	just	for	the	fun
of	it,"	returned	Laurie,	entrenching	himself	behind	an	undeniable	fact.
"I	don't.	I	never	wanted	to	make	you	care	for	me	so,	and	I	went	away	to	keep

you	from	it	if	I	could."
"I	thought	so.	It	was	like	you,	but	it	was	no	use.	I	only	loved	you	all	the	more,

and	 I	 worked	 hard	 to	 please	 you,	 and	 I	 gave	 up	 billiards	 and	 everything	 you
didn't	like,	and	waited	and	never	complained,	for	I	hoped	you'd	love	me,	though
I'm	not	half	good	enough…	"	Here	there	was	a	choke	that	couldn't	be	controlled,
so	he	decapitated	buttercups	while	he	cleared	his	'confounded	throat'.
"You,	you	are,	you're	a	great	deal	too	good	for	me,	and	I'm	so	grateful	to	you,

and	so	proud	and	fond	of	you,	I	don't	know	why	I	can't	love	you	as	you	want	me
to.	I've	tried,	but	I	can't	change	the	feeling,	and	it	would	be	a	lie	to	say	I	do	when
I	don't."
"Really,	truly,	Jo?"
He	stopped	short,	and	caught	both	her	hands	as	he	put	his	question	with	a	look

that	she	did	not	soon	forget.
"Really,	truly,	dear."
They	were	in	the	grove	now,	close	by	the	stile,	and	when	the	last	words	fell

reluctantly	from	Jo's	lips,	Laurie	dropped	her	hands	and	turned	as	if	to	go	on,	but



for	once	in	his	life	the	fence	was	too	much	for	him.	So	he	just	laid	his	head	down
on	the	mossy	post,	and	stood	so	still	that	Jo	was	frightened.
"Oh,	Teddy,	I'm	sorry,	so	desperately	sorry,	I	could	kill	myself	if	it	would	do

any	 good!	 I	 wish	 you	 wouldn't	 take	 it	 so	 hard,	 I	 can't	 help	 it.	 You	 know	 it's
impossible	for	people	to	make	themselves	love	other	people	if	they	don't,"	cried
Jo	 inelegantly	but	 remorsefully,	as	 she	softly	patted	his	shoulder,	 remembering
the	time	when	he	had	comforted	her	so	long	ago.
"They	do	sometimes,"	said	a	muffled	voice	from	the	post.	"I	don't	believe	it's

the	right	sort	of	love,	and	I'd	rather	not	try	it,"	was	the	decided	answer.
There	was	a	long	pause,	while	a	blackbird	sung	blithely	on	the	willow	by	the

river,	and	the	tall	grass	rustled	in	the	wind.	Presently	Jo	said	very	soberly,	as	she
sat	down	on	the	step	of	the	stile,	"Laurie,	I	want	to	tell	you	something."
He	started	as	if	he	had	been	shot,	threw	up	his	head,	and	cried	out	in	a	fierce

tone,	"Don't	tell	me	that,	Jo,	I	can't	bear	it	now!"
"Tell	what?"	she	asked,	wondering	at	his	violence.
"That	you	love	that	old	man."
"What	old	man?"	demanded	Jo,	thinking	he	must	mean	his	grandfather.
"That	devilish	Professor	you	were	always	writing	about.	If	you	say	you	love

him,	I	know	I	shall	do	something	desperate;"	and	he	looked	as	if	he	would	keep
his	word,	as	he	clenched	his	hands	with	a	wrathful	spark	in	his	eyes.
Jo	wanted	 to	 laugh,	but	 restrained	herself	and	said	warmly,	 for	 she	 too,	was

getting	excited	with	all	this,	"Don't	swear,	Teddy!	He	isn't	old,	nor	anything	bad,
but	good	and	kind,	and	the	best	friend	I've	got,	next	to	you.	Pray,	don't	fly	into	a
passion.	 I	 want	 to	 be	 kind,	 but	 I	 know	 I	 shall	 get	 angry	 if	 you	 abuse	 my
Professor.	I	haven't	the	least	idea	of	loving	him	or	anybody	else."
"But	you	will	after	a	while,	and	then	what	will	become	of	me?"
"You'll	love	someone	else	too,	like	a	sensible	boy,	and	forget	all	this	trouble."
"I	can't	love	anyone	else,	and	I'll	never	forget	you,	Jo,	Never!	Never!"	with	a

stamp	to	emphasize	his	passionate	words.
"What	 shall	 I	 do	 with	 him?"	 sighed	 Jo,	 finding	 that	 emotions	 were	 more

unmanagable	 than	she	expected.	"You	haven't	heard	what	 I	wanted	 to	 tell	you.
Sit	down	and	listen,	for	indeed	I	want	to	do	right	and	make	you	happy,"	she	said,
hoping	 to	soothe	him	with	a	 little	 reason,	which	proved	 that	she	knew	nothing
about	love.
Seeing	 a	 ray	 of	 hope	 in	 that	 last	 speech,	Laurie	 threw	himself	 down	on	 the

grass	at	her	feet,	leaned	his	arm	on	the	lower	step	of	the	stile,	and	looked	up	at
her	with	 an	 expectant	 face.	Now	 that	 arrangement	was	 not	 conducive	 to	 calm
speech	or	clear	thought	on	Jo's	part,	for	how	could	she	say	hard	things	to	her	boy
while	he	watched	her	with	eyes	full	of	love	and	longing,	and	lashes	still	wet	with



the	 bitter	 drop	 or	 two	 her	 hardness	 of	 heart	 had	wrung	 from	 him?	She	 gently
turned	 his	 head	 away,	 saying,	 as	 she	 stroked	 the	 wavy	 hair	 which	 had	 been
allowed	to	grow	for	her	sake—how	touching	that	was,	to	be	sure!	"I	agree	with
Mother	 that	you	and	 I	 are	not	 suited	 to	each	other,	because	our	quick	 tempers
and	strong	wills	would	probably	make	us	very	miserable,	if	we	were	so	foolish
as	 to…	 "	 Jo	 paused	 a	 little	 over	 the	 last	 word,	 but	 Laurie	 uttered	 it	 with	 a
rapturous	expression.
"Marry—no	we	shouldn't!	If	you	loved	me,	Jo,	I	should	be	a	perfect	saint,	for

you	could	make	me	anything	you	like."
"No,	 I	 can't.	 I've	 tried	 and	 failed,	 and	 I	won't	 risk	 our	 happiness	 by	 such	 a

serious	experiment.	We	don't	agree	and	we	never	shall,	so	we'll	be	good	friends
all	our	lives,	but	we	won't	go	and	do	anything	rash."
"Yes,	we	will	if	we	get	the	chance,"	muttered	Laurie	rebelliously.
"Now	do	be	 reasonable,	 and	 take	a	 sensible	view	of	 the	case,"	 implored	 Jo,

almost	at	her	wit's	end.
"I	won't	be	reasonable.	I	don't	want	to	take	what	you	call	'a	sensible	view'.	It

won't	help	me,	and	it	only	makes	it	harder.	I	don't	believe	you've	got	any	heart."
"I	wish	I	hadn't."
There	was	 a	 little	 quiver	 in	 Jo's	 voice,	 and	 thinking	 it	 a	 good	omen,	Laurie

turned	 round,	 bringing	 all	 his	 persuasive	 powers	 to	 bear	 as	 he	 said,	 in	 the
wheedlesome	 tone	 that	 had	 never	 been	 so	 dangerously	 wheedlesome	 before,
"Don't	disappoint	us,	dear!	Everyone	expects	it.	Grandpa	has	set	his	heart	upon
it,	your	people	like	it,	and	I	can't	get	on	without	you.	Say	you	will,	and	let's	be
happy.	Do,	do!"
Not	 until	 months	 afterward	 did	 Jo	 understand	 how	 she	 had	 the	 strength	 of

mind	to	hold	fast	to	the	resolution	she	had	made	when	she	decided	that	she	did
not	love	her	boy,	and	never	could.	It	was	very	hard	to	do,	but	she	did	it,	knowing
that	delay	was	both	useless	and	cruel.
"I	can't	say	'yes'	truly,	so	I	won't	say	it	at	all.	You'll	see	that	I'm	right,	by-and-

by,	and	thank	me	for	it…	"	she	began	solemnly.
"I'll	 be	 hanged	 if	 I	 do!"	 and	Laurie	 bounced	 up	 off	 the	 grass,	 burning	with

indignation	at	the	very	idea.
"Yes,	you	will!"	persisted	Jo.	"You'll	get	over	this	after	a	while,	and	find	some

lovely	accomplished	girl,	who	will	adore	you,	and	make	a	fine	mistress	for	your
fine	house.	I	shouldn't.	I'm	homely	and	awkward	and	odd	and	old,	and	you'd	be
ashamed	of	me,	and	we	should	quarrel—we	can't	help	it	even	now,	you	see—and
I	shouldn't	like	elegant	society	and	you	would,	and	you'd	hate	my	scribbling,	and
I	couldn't	get	on	without	it,	and	we	should	be	unhappy,	and	wish	we	hadn't	done
it,	and	everything	would	be	horrid!"



"Anything	 more?"	 asked	 Laurie,	 finding	 it	 hard	 to	 listen	 patiently	 to	 this
prophetic	burst.
"Nothing	more,	except	 that	I	don't	believe	I	shall	ever	marry.	I'm	happy	as	I

am,	and	 love	my	 liberty	 too	well	 to	be	 in	 a	hurry	 to	give	 it	 up	 for	 any	mortal
man."
"I	know	better!"	broke	in	Laurie.	"You	think	so	now,	but	there'll	come	a	time

when	 you	will	 care	 for	 somebody,	 and	 you'll	 love	 him	 tremendously,	 and	 live
and	die	for	him.	I	know	you	will,	it's	your	way,	and	I	shall	have	to	stand	by	and
see	it,"	and	the	despairing	lover	cast	his	hat	upon	the	ground	with	a	gesture	that
would	have	seemed	comical,	if	his	face	had	not	been	so	tragic.
"Yes,	I	will	live	and	die	for	him,	if	he	ever	comes	and	makes	me	love	him	in

spite	of	myself,	and	you	must	do	the	best	you	can!"	cried	Jo,	losing	patience	with
poor	Teddy.	"I've	done	my	best,	but	you	won't	be	reasonable,	and	it's	selfish	of
you	to	keep	teasing	for	what	I	can't	give.	I	shall	always	be	fond	of	you,	very	fond
indeed,	 as	a	 friend,	but	 I'll	never	marry	you,	 and	 the	 sooner	you	believe	 it	 the
better	for	both	of	us—so	now!"
That	speech	was	 like	gunpowder.	Laurie	 looked	at	her	a	minute	as	 if	he	did

not	quite	know	what	 to	do	with	himself,	 then	 turned	sharply	away,	saying	 in	a
desperate	sort	of	tone,	"You'll	be	sorry	some	day,	Jo."
"Oh,	where	are	you	going?"	she	cried,	for	his	face	frightened	her.
"To	the	devil!"	was	the	consoling	answer.
For	a	minute	Jo's	heart	stood	still,	as	he	swung	himself	down	the	bank	toward

the	river,	but	it	takes	much	folly,	sin	or	misery	to	send	a	young	man	to	a	violent
death,	and	Laurie	was	not	one	of	 the	weak	sort	who	are	conquered	by	a	single
failure.	He	had	no	thought	of	a	melodramatic	plunge,	but	some	blind	instinct	led
him	to	fling	hat	and	coat	into	his	boat,	and	row	away	with	all	his	might,	making
better	time	up	the	river	than	he	had	done	in	any	race.	Jo	drew	a	long	breath	and
unclasped	her	hands	as	she	watched	the	poor	fellow	trying	to	outstrip	the	trouble
which	he	carried	in	his	heart.
"That	will	do	him	good,	and	he'll	come	home	in	such	a	tender,	penitent	state

of	 mind,	 that	 I	 shan't	 dare	 to	 see	 him,"	 she	 said,	 adding,	 as	 she	 went	 slowly
home,	feeling	as	 if	she	had	murdered	some	innocent	 thing,	and	buried	 it	under
the	leaves.	"Now	I	must	go	and	prepare	Mr.	Laurence	to	be	very	kind	to	my	poor
boy.	 I	wish	he'd	 love	Beth,	perhaps	he	may	 in	 time,	but	 I	begin	 to	 think	I	was
mistaken	about	her.	Oh	dear!	How	can	girls	like	to	have	lovers	and	refuse	them?
I	think	it's	dreadful."
Being	sure	that	no	one	could	do	it	so	well	as	herself,	she	went	straight	to	Mr.

Laurence,	 told	 the	hard	story	bravely	 through,	and	 then	broke	down,	crying	so
dismally	over	her	own	 insensibility	 that	 the	kind	old	gentleman,	 though	sorely



disappointed,	did	not	utter	 a	 reproach.	He	 found	 it	 difficult	 to	understand	how
any	girl	could	help	loving	Laurie,	and	hoped	she	would	change	her	mind,	but	he
knew	even	better	than	Jo	that	love	cannot	be	forced,	so	he	shook	his	head	sadly
and	resolved	to	carry	his	boy	out	of	harm's	way,	for	Young	Impetuosity's	parting
words	to	Jo	disturbed	him	more	than	he	would	confess.
When	Laurie	came	home,	dead	tired	but	quite	composed,	his	grandfather	met

him	 as	 if	 he	 knew	 nothing,	 and	 kept	 up	 the	 delusion	 very	 successfully	 for	 an
hour	 or	 two.	But	when	 they	 sat	 together	 in	 the	 twilight,	 the	 time	 they	used	 to
enjoy	 so	much,	 it	 was	 hard	work	 for	 the	 old	man	 to	 ramble	 on	 as	 usual,	 and
harder	still	for	the	young	one	to	listen	to	praises	of	the	last	year's	success,	which
to	him	now	seemed	 like	 love's	 labor	 lost.	He	bore	 it	 as	 long	as	he	could,	 then
went	to	his	piano	and	began	to	play.	The	window's	were	open,	and	Jo,	walking	in
the	 garden	with	Beth,	 for	 once	 understood	music	 better	 than	 her	 sister,	 for	 he
played	the	'Sonata	Pathetique',	and	played	it	as	he	never	did	before.
"That's	 very	 fine,	 I	 dare	 say,	 but	 it's	 sad	 enough	 to	make	 one	 cry.	 Give	 us

something	 gayer,	 lad,"	 said	 Mr.	 Laurence,	 whose	 kind	 old	 heart	 was	 full	 of
sympathy,	which	he	longed	to	show	but	knew	not	how.
Laurie	dashed	 into	a	 livelier	 strain,	played	stormily	 for	 several	minutes,	and

would	have	got	through	bravely,	if	in	a	momentary	lull	Mrs.	March's	voice	had
not	been	heard	calling,	"Jo,	dear,	come	in.	I	want	you."
Just	what	Laurie	 longed	 to	say,	with	a	different	meaning!	As	he	 listened,	he

lost	his	place,	the	music	ended	with	a	broken	chord,	and	the	musician	sat	silent
in	the	dark.
"I	can't	stand	this,"	muttered	the	old	gentleman.	Up	he	got,	groped	his	way	to

the	piano,	laid	a	kind	hand	on	either	of	the	broad	shoulders,	and	said,	as	gently
as	a	woman,	"I	know,	my	boy,	I	know."
No	answer	for	an	instant,	then	Laurie	asked	sharply,	"Who	told	you?"
"Jo	herself."
"Then	there's	an	end	of	it!"	And	he	shook	off	his	grandfather's	hands	with	an

impatient	motion,	for	though	grateful	for	the	sympathy,	his	man's	pride	could	not
bear	a	man's	pity.
"Not	 quite.	 I	 want	 to	 say	 one	 thing,	 and	 then	 there	 shall	 be	 an	 end	 of	 it,"

returned	Mr.	Laurence	with	unusual	mildness.	"You	won't	care	 to	stay	at	home
now,	perhaps?"
"I	don't	intend	to	run	away	from	a	girl.	Jo	can't	prevent	my	seeing	her,	and	I

shall	stay	and	do	it	as	long	as	I	like,"	interrupted	Laurie	in	a	defiant	tone.
"Not	if	you	are	the	gentleman	I	think	you.	I'm	disappointed,	but	the	girl	can't

help	it,	and	the	only	thing	left	for	you	to	do	is	to	go	away	for	a	time.	Where	will
you	go?"



"Anywhere.	 I	 don't	 care	 what	 becomes	 of	 me,"	 and	 Laurie	 got	 up	 with	 a
reckless	laugh	that	grated	on	his	grandfather's	ear.
"Take	it	 like	a	man,	and	don't	do	anything	rash,	for	God's	sake.	Why	not	go

abroad,	as	you	planned,	and	forget	it?"
"I	can't."
"But	you've	been	wild	to	go,	and	I	promised	you	should	when	you	got	through

college."
"Ah,	but	I	didn't	mean	to	go	alone!"	and	Laurie	walked	fast	through	the	room

with	an	expression	which	it	was	well	his	grandfather	did	not	see.
"I	don't	ask	you	to	go	alone.	There's	someone	ready	and	glad	to	go	with	you,

anywhere	in	the	world."
"Who,	Sir?"	stopping	to	listen.
"Myself."
Laurie	came	back	as	quickly	as	he	went,	and	put	out	his	hand,	saying	huskily,

"I'm	a	selfish	brute,	but—you	know—Grandfather—"
"Lord	help	me,	yes,	I	do	know,	for	I've	been	through	it	all	before,	once	in	my

own	young	days,	and	 then	with	your	 father.	Now,	my	dear	boy,	 just	sit	quietly
down	and	hear	my	plan.	It's	all	settled,	and	can	be	carried	out	at	once,"	said	Mr.
Laurence,	keeping	hold	of	the	young	man,	as	if	fearful	that	he	would	break	away
as	his	father	had	done	before	him.
"Well,	sir,	what	is	it?"	and	Laurie	sat	down,	without	a	sign	of	interest	in	face

or	voice.
"There	 is	 business	 in	 London	 that	 needs	 looking	 after.	 I	 meant	 you	 should

attend	to	it,	but	I	can	do	it	better	myself,	and	things	here	will	get	on	very	well
with	 Brooke	 to	 manage	 them.	My	 partners	 do	 almost	 everything,	 I'm	 merely
holding	on	until	you	take	my	place,	and	can	be	off	at	any	time."
"But	you	hate	traveling,	Sir.	I	can't	ask	it	of	you	at	your	age,"	began	Laurie,

who	was	grateful	for	the	sacrifice,	but	much	preferred	to	go	alone,	if	he	went	at
all.
The	 old	 gentleman	 knew	 that	 perfectly	 well,	 and	 particularly	 desired	 to

prevent	 it,	 for	 the	 mood	 in	 which	 he	 found	 his	 grandson	 assured	 him	 that	 it
would	not	be	wise	to	leave	him	to	his	own	devices.	So,	stifling	a	natural	regret	at
the	 thought	 of	 the	home	comforts	 he	would	 leave	behind	him,	he	 said	 stoutly,
"Bless	your	soul,	I'm	not	superannuated	yet.	I	quite	enjoy	the	idea.	It	will	do	me
good,	and	my	old	bones	won't	suffer,	for	traveling	nowadays	is	almost	as	easy	as
sitting	in	a	chair."
A	restless	movement	from	Laurie	suggested	that	his	chair	was	not	easy,	or	that

he	did	not	like	the	plan,	and	made	the	old	man	add	hastily,	"I	don't	mean	to	be	a
marplot	 or	 a	burden.	 I	 go	because	 I	 think	you'd	 feel	 happier	 than	 if	 I	was	 left



behind.	I	don't	intend	to	gad	about	with	you,	but	leave	you	free	to	go	where	you
like,	while	I	amuse	myself	in	my	own	way.	I've	friends	in	London	and	Paris,	and
should	like	to	visit	them.	Meantime	you	can	go	to	Italy,	Germany,	Switzerland,
where	 you	 will,	 and	 enjoy	 pictures,	 music,	 scenery,	 and	 adventures	 to	 your
heart's	content."
Now,	Laurie	felt	 just	 then	that	his	heart	was	entirely	broken	and	the	world	a

howling	wilderness,	but	at	the	sound	of	certain	words	which	the	old	gentleman
artfully	 introduced	 into	 his	 closing	 sentence,	 the	 broken	 heart	 gave	 an
unexpected	 leap,	 and	 a	 green	 oasis	 or	 two	 suddenly	 appeared	 in	 the	 howling
wilderness.	He	sighed,	and	then	said,	in	a	spiritless	tone,	"Just	as	you	like,	Sir.	It
doesn't	matter	where	I	go	or	what	I	do."
"It	does	to	me,	remember	that,	my	lad.	I	give	you	entire	liberty,	but	I	trust	you

to	make	an	honest	use	of	it.	Promise	me	that,	Laurie."
"Anything	you	like,	Sir."
"Good,"	thought	the	old	gentleman.	"You	don't	care	now,	but	there'll	come	a

time	when	that	promise	will	keep	you	out	of	mischief,	or	I'm	much	mistaken."
Being	an	energetic	individual,	Mr.	Laurence	struck	while	the	iron	was	hot,	and

before	the	blighted	being	recovered	spirit	enough	to	rebel,	they	were	off.	During
the	 time	 necessary	 for	 preparation,	 Laurie	 bore	 himself	 as	 young	 gentleman
usually	do	in	such	cases.	He	was	moody,	irritable,	and	pensive	by	turns,	lost	his
appetite,	neglected	his	dress	and	devoted	much	time	to	playing	tempestuously	on
his	piano,	avoided	Jo,	but	consoled	himself	by	staring	at	her	from	his	window,
with	 a	 tragic	 face	 that	 haunted	 her	 dreams	 by	 night	 and	 oppressed	 her	with	 a
heavy	 sense	 of	 guilt	 by	 day.	 Unlike	 some	 sufferers,	 he	 never	 spoke	 of	 his
unrequited	passion,	 and	would	 allow	no	one,	 not	 even	Mrs.	March,	 to	 attempt
consolation	or	offer	sympathy.	On	some	accounts,	this	was	a	relief	to	his	friends,
but	 the	 weeks	 before	 his	 departure	 were	 very	 uncomfortable,	 and	 everyone
rejoiced	 that	 the	 'poor,	 dear	 fellow	was	 going	 away	 to	 forget	 his	 trouble,	 and
come	home	happy'.	Of	course,	he	smiled	darkly	at	 their	delusion,	but	passed	it
by	with	 the	sad	superiority	of	one	who	knew	that	his	fidelity	 like	his	 love	was
unalterable.
When	 the	 parting	 came	 he	 affected	 high	 spirits,	 to	 conceal	 certain

inconvenient	emotions	which	seemed	inclined	to	assert	themselves.	This	gaiety
did	not	impose	upon	anybody,	but	they	tried	to	look	as	if	it	did	for	his	sake,	and
he	got	on	very	well	till	Mrs.	March	kissed	him,	with	a	whisper	full	of	motherly
solicitude.	Then	feeling	that	he	was	going	very	fast,	he	hastily	embraced	them	all
round,	not	forgetting	the	afflicted	Hannah,	and	ran	downstairs	as	if	for	his	life.	Jo
followed	a	minute	after	to	wave	her	hand	to	him	if	he	looked	round.	He	did	look
round,	came	back,	put	his	arms	about	her	as	 she	 stood	on	 the	 step	above	him,



and	 looked	 up	 at	 her	 with	 a	 face	 that	 made	 his	 short	 appeal	 eloquent	 and
pathetic.
"Oh,	Jo,	can't	you?"
"Teddy,	dear,	I	wish	I	could!"
That	was	all,	except	a	little	pause.	Then	Laurie	straightened	himself	up,	said,

"It's	 all	 right,	 never	 mind,"	 and	 went	 away	 without	 another	 word.	 Ah,	 but	 it
wasn't	 all	 right,	 and	 Jo	 did	 mind,	 for	 while	 the	 curly	 head	 lay	 on	 her	 arm	 a
minute	after	her	hard	answer,	 she	 felt	 as	 if	 she	had	 stabbed	her	dearest	 friend,
and	when	he	 left	her	without	a	 look	behind	him,	she	knew	that	 the	boy	Laurie
never	would	come	again.



Chapter		13	
Beth’s	Secret

When	Jo	came	home	that	spring,	she	had	been	struck	with	the	change	in	Beth.
No	one	spoke	of	it	or	seemed	aware	of	it,	for	it	had	come	too	gradually	to	startle
those	who	saw	her	daily,	but	to	eyes	sharpened	by	absence,	it	was	very	plain	and
a	heavy	weight	fell	on	Jo's	heart	as	she	saw	her	sister's	face.	It	was	no	paler	and
but	 littler	 thinner	 than	 in	 the	autumn,	yet	 there	was	a	 strange,	 transparent	 look
about	 it,	 as	 if	 the	 mortal	 was	 being	 slowly	 refined	 away,	 and	 the	 immortal
shining	through	the	frail	flesh	with	an	indescribably	pathetic	beauty.	Jo	saw	and
felt	it,	but	said	nothing	at	the	time,	and	soon	the	first	impression	lost	much	of	its
power,	for	Beth	seemed	happy,	no	one	appeared	to	doubt	that	she	was	better,	and
presently	in	other	cares	Jo	for	a	time	forgot	her	fear.
But	 when	 Laurie	 was	 gone,	 and	 peace	 prevailed	 again,	 the	 vague	 anxiety

returned	 and	 haunted	 her.	 She	 had	 confessed	 her	 sins	 and	 been	 forgiven,	 but
when	she	showed	her	savings	and	proposed	a	mountain	 trip,	Beth	had	 thanked
her	heartily,	but	begged	not	to	go	so	far	away	from	home.	Another	little	visit	to
the	seashore	would	suit	her	better,	and	as	Grandma	could	not	be	prevailed	upon
to	leave	the	babies,	Jo	took	Beth	down	to	the	quiet	place,	where	she	could	live
much	in	the	open	air,	and	let	the	fresh	sea	breezes	blow	a	little	color	into	her	pale
cheeks.
It	was	not	a	fashionable	place,	but	even	among	the	pleasant	people	there,	the

girls	made	 few	 friends,	preferring	 to	 live	 for	one	another.	Beth	was	 too	shy	 to
enjoy	society,	and	Jo	too	wrapped	up	in	her	to	care	for	anyone	else.	So	they	were
all	in	all	to	each	other,	and	came	and	went,	quite	unconscious	of	the	interest	they
exited	in	those	about	them,	who	watched	with	sympathetic	eyes	the	strong	sister
and	 the	 feeble	 one,	 always	 together,	 as	 if	 they	 felt	 instinctively	 that	 a	 long
separation	was	not	far	away.
They	did	feel	it,	yet	neither	spoke	of	it,	for	often	between	ourselves	and	those

nearest	and	dearest	to	us	there	exists	a	reserve	which	it	is	very	hard	to	overcome.
Jo	felt	as	if	a	veil	had	fallen	between	her	heart	and	Beth's,	but	when	she	put	out
her	 hand	 to	 lift	 it	 up,	 there	 seemed	 something	 sacred	 in	 the	 silence,	 and	 she
waited	for	Beth	to	speak.	She	wondered,	and	was	thankful	also,	that	her	parents
did	not	seem	to	see	what	she	saw,	and	during	the	quiet	weeks	when	the	shadows
grew	 so	 plain	 to	 her,	 she	 said	 nothing	 of	 it	 to	 those	 at	 home,	 believing	 that	 it



would	tell	itself	when	Beth	came	back	no	better.	She	wondered	still	more	if	her
sister	really	guessed	the	hard	truth,	and	what	thoughts	were	passing	through	her
mind	during	the	long	hours	when	she	lay	on	the	warm	rocks	with	her	head	in	Jo's
lap,	while	 the	winds	 blew	healthfully	 over	 her	 and	 the	 sea	made	music	 at	 her
feet.
One	day	Beth	told	her.	Jo	thought	she	was	asleep,	she	lay	so	still,	and	putting

down	her	book,	sat	looking	at	her	with	wistful	eyes,	trying	to	see	signs	of	hope
in	the	faint	color	on	Beth's	cheeks.	But	she	could	not	find	enough	to	satisfy	her,
for	the	cheeks	were	very	thin,	and	the	hands	seemed	too	feeble	to	hold	even	the
rosy	little	shells	they	had	been	collecting.	It	came	to	her	then	more	bitterly	than
ever	 that	 Beth	 was	 slowly	 drifting	 away	 from	 her,	 and	 her	 arms	 instinctively
tightened	 their	 hold	upon	 the	dearest	 treasure	 she	possessed.	For	 a	minute	 her
eyes	were	too	dim	for	seeing,	and	when	they	cleared,	Beth	was	looking	up	at	her
so	tenderly	that	there	was	hardly	any	need	for	her	to	say,	"Jo,	dear,	I'm	glad	you
know	it.	I've	tried	to	tell	you,	but	I	couldn't."
There	was	no	answer	except	her	sister's	cheek	against	her	own,	not	even	tears,

for	when	most	deeply	moved,	Jo	did	not	cry.	She	was	the	weaker	then,	and	Beth
tried	to	comfort	and	sustain	her,	with	her	arms	about	her	and	the	soothing	words
she	whispered	in	her	ear.
"I've	known	it	for	a	good	while,	dear,	and	now	I'm	used	to	it,	 it	 isn't	hard	to

think	of	or	to	bear.	Try	to	see	it	so	and	don't	be	troubled	about	me,	because	it's
best,	indeed	it	is."
"Is	 this	what	made	you	so	unhappy	in	 the	autumn,	Beth?	You	did	not	feel	 it

then,	and	keep	it	to	yourself	so	long,	did	you?"	asked	Jo,	refusing	to	see	or	say
that	it	was	best,	but	glad	to	know	that	Laurie	had	no	part	in	Beth's	trouble.
"Yes,	I	gave	up	hoping	then,	but	I	didn't	like	to	own	it.	I	tried	to	think	it	was	a

sick	fancy,	and	would	not	let	it	trouble	anyone.	But	when	I	saw	you	all	so	well
and	strong	and	full	of	happy	plans,	it	was	hard	to	feel	that	I	could	never	be	like
you,	and	then	I	was	miserable,	Jo."
"Oh,	Beth,	and	you	didn't	 tell	me,	didn't	 let	me	comfort	and	help	you?	How

could	you	shut	me	out,	bear	it	all	alone?"
Jo's	 voice	 was	 full	 of	 tender	 reproach,	 and	 her	 heart	 ached	 to	 think	 of	 the

solitary	struggle	 that	must	have	gone	on	while	Beth	 learned	 to	say	goodbye	 to
health,	love,	and	life,	and	take	up	her	cross	so	cheerfully.
"Perhaps	 it	 was	 wrong,	 but	 I	 tried	 to	 do	 right.	 I	 wasn't	 sure,	 no	 one	 said

anything,	and	I	hoped	I	was	mistaken.	It	would	have	been	selfish	to	frighten	you
all	when	Marmee	was	so	anxious	about	Meg,	and	Amy	away,	and	you	so	happy
with	Laurie—at	least	I	thought	so	then."
"And	 I	 thought	 you	 loved	 him,	Beth,	 and	 I	went	 away	 because	 I	 couldn't,"



cried	Jo,	glad	to	say	all	the	truth.
Beth	 looked	 so	 amazed	 at	 the	 idea	 that	 Jo	 smiled	 in	 spite	 of	 her	 pain,	 and

added	softly,	"Then	you	didn't,	dearie?	I	was	afraid	it	was	so,	and	imagined	your
poor	little	heart	full	of	lovelornity	all	that	while."
"Why,	 Jo,	 how	 could	 I,	 when	 he	 was	 so	 fond	 of	 you?"	 asked	 Beth,	 as

innocently	as	a	child.	"I	do	love	him	dearly.	He	is	so	good	to	me,	how	can	I	help
It?	But	he	could	never	be	anything	to	me	but	my	brother.	I	hope	he	truly	will	be,
sometime."
"Not	through	me,"	said	Jo	decidedly.	"Amy	is	left	for	him,	and	they	would	suit

excellently,	but	I	have	no	heart	for	such	things,	now.	I	don't	care	what	becomes
of	anybody	but	you,	Beth.	You	must	get	well."
"I	want	to,	oh,	so	much!	I	try,	but	every	day	I	lose	a	little,	and	feel	more	sure

that	I	shall	never	gain	it	back.	It's	like	the	tide,	Jo,	when	it	turns,	it	goes	slowly,
but	it	can't	be	stopped."
"It	 shall	be	stopped,	your	 tide	must	not	 turn	so	soon,	nineteen	 is	 too	young,

Beth.	I	can't	 let	you	go.	I'll	work	and	pray	and	fight	against	 it.	 I'll	keep	you	in
spite	 of	 everything.	There	must	 be	ways,	 it	 can't	 be	 too	 late.	God	won't	 be	 so
cruel	as	 to	take	you	from	me,"	cried	poor	Jo	rebelliously,	for	her	spirit	was	far
less	piously	submissive	than	Beth's.
Simple,	sincere	people	seldom	speak	much	of	their	piety.	It	shows	itself	in	acts

rather	than	in	words,	and	has	more	influence	than	homilies	or	protestations.	Beth
could	not	reason	upon	or	explain	the	faith	that	gave	her	courage	and	patience	to
give	up	life,	and	cheerfully	wait	for	death.	Like	a	confiding	child,	she	asked	no
questions,	 but	 left	 everything	 to	God	 and	 nature,	 Father	 and	Mother	 of	 us	 all,
feeling	sure	that	they,	and	they	only,	could	teach	and	strengthen	heart	and	spirit
for	 this	 life	and	 the	 life	 to	come.	She	did	not	 rebuke	 Jo	with	 saintly	 speeches,
only	loved	her	better	for	her	passionate	affection,	and	clung	more	closely	to	the
dear	 human	 love,	 from	 which	 our	 Father	 never	 means	 us	 to	 be	 weaned,	 but
through	which	He	draws	us	 closer	 to	Himself.	She	could	not	 say,	 "I'm	glad	 to
go,"	for	life	was	very	sweet	for	her.	She	could	only	sob	out,	"I	try	to	be	willing,"
while	she	held	fast	to	Jo,	as	the	first	bitter	wave	of	this	great	sorrow	broke	over
them	together.
By	and	by	Beth	said,	with	recovered	serenity,	"You'll	tell	them	this	when	we

go	home?"
"I	 think	 they	will	see	 it	without	words,"	sighed	Jo,	 for	now	it	seemed	to	her

that	Beth	changed	every	day.
"Perhaps	 not.	 I've	 heard	 that	 the	 people	who	 love	 best	 are	 often	 blindest	 to

such	 things.	 If	 they	 don't	 see	 it,	 you	 will	 tell	 them	 for	 me.	 I	 don't	 want	 any
secrets,	and	it's	kinder	to	prepare	them.	Meg	has	John	and	the	babies	to	comfort



her,	but	you	must	stand	by	Father	and	Mother,	won't	you	Jo?"
"If	I	can.	But,	Beth,	I	don't	give	up	yet.	I'm	going	to	believe	that	 it	 is	a	sick

fancy,	and	not	let	you	think	it's	true."	said	Jo,	trying	to	speak	cheerfully.
Beth	lay	a	minute	thinking,	and	then	said	in	her	quiet	way,	"I	don't	know	how

to	express	myself,	and	shouldn't	try	to	anyone	but	you,	because	I	can't	speak	out
except	 to	 my	 Jo.	 I	 only	 mean	 to	 say	 that	 I	 have	 a	 feeling	 that	 it	 never	 was
intended	I	should	live	long.	I'm	not	like	the	rest	of	you.	I	never	made	any	plans
about	what	I'd	do	when	I	grew	up.	I	never	thought	of	being	married,	as	you	all
did.	 I	 couldn't	 seem	 to	 imagine	myself	 anything	 but	 stupid	 little	Beth,	 trotting
about	at	home,	of	no	use	anywhere	but	there.	I	never	wanted	to	go	away,	and	the
hard	part	now	is	the	leaving	you	all.	I'm	not	afraid,	but	it	seems	as	if	I	should	be
homesick	for	you	even	in	heaven."
Jo	could	not	speak,	and	for	several	minutes	there	was	no	sound	but	the	sigh	of

the	wind	and	the	lapping	of	the	tide.	A	white-winged	gull	flew	by,	with	the	flash
of	 sunshine	on	 its	 silvery	breast.	Beth	watched	 it	 till	 it	 vanished,	 and	her	eyes
were	full	of	sadness.	A	little	gray-coated	sand	bird	came	tripping	over	the	beach
'peeping'	 softly	 to	 itself,	 as	 if	 enjoying	 the	 sun	 and	 sea.	 It	 came	quite	 close	 to
Beth,	and	looked	at	her	with	a	friendly	eye	and	sat	upon	a	warm	stone,	dressing
its	wet	feathers,	quite	at	home.	Beth	smiled	and	felt	comforted,	for	the	tiny	thing
seemed	 to	 offer	 its	 small	 friendship	 and	 remind	 her	 that	 a	 pleasant	world	was
still	to	be	enjoyed.
"Dear	 little	 bird!	 See,	 Jo,	 how	 tame	 it	 is.	 I	 like	 peeps	 better	 than	 the	 gulls.

They	are	not	so	wild	and	handsome,	but	they	seem	happy,	confiding	little	things.
I	used	to	call	them	my	birds	last	summer,	and	Mother	said	they	reminded	her	of
me—busy,	quaker-colored	creatures,	always	near	the	shore,	and	always	chirping
that	contented	little	song	of	theirs.	You	are	the	gull,	Jo,	strong	and	wild,	fond	of
the	 storm	and	 the	wind,	 flying	 far	 out	 to	 sea,	 and	happy	all	 alone.	Meg	 is	 the
turtledove,	and	Amy	is	like	the	lark	she	writes	about,	trying	to	get	up	among	the
clouds,	but	 always	dropping	down	 into	 its	nest	 again.	Dear	 little	girl!	She's	 so
ambitious,	but	her	heart	is	good	and	tender,	and	no	matter	how	high	she	flies,	she
never	will	forget	home.	I	hope	I	shall	see	her	again,	but	she	seems	so	far	away."
"She	is	coming	in	the	spring,	and	I	mean	that	you	shall	be	all	ready	to	see	and

enjoy	her.	I'm	going	to	have	you	well	and	rosy	by	that	time,"	began	Jo,	feeling
that	of	all	the	changes	in	Beth,	the	talking	change	was	the	greatest,	for	it	seemed
to	cost	no	effort	now,	and	she	thought	aloud	in	a	way	quite	unlike	bashful	Beth.
"Jo,	 dear,	 don't	 hope	 any	more.	 It	 won't	 do	 any	 good.	 I'm	 sure	 of	 that.	We

won't	 be	miserable,	 but	 enjoy	being	 together	while	we	wait.	We'll	 have	happy
times,	for	I	don't	suffer	much,	and	I	think	the	tide	will	go	out	easily,	if	you	help
me."



Jo	 leaned	 down	 to	 kiss	 the	 tranquil	 face,	 and	 with	 that	 silent	 kiss,	 she
dedicated	herself	soul	and	body	to	Beth.
She	 was	 right.	 There	 was	 no	 need	 of	 any	 words	 when	 they	 got	 home,	 for

Father	 and	 Mother	 saw	 plainly	 now	 what	 they	 had	 prayed	 to	 be	 saved	 from
seeing.	Tired	with	her	short	journey,	Beth	went	at	once	to	bed,	saying	how	glad
she	 was	 to	 be	 home,	 and	 when	 Jo	 went	 down,	 she	 found	 that	 she	 would	 be
spared	the	hard	task	of	telling	Beth's	secret.	Her	father	stood	leaning	his	head	on
the	mantelpiece	and	did	not	turn	as	she	came	in,	but	her	mother	stretched	out	her
arms	as	if	for	help,	and	Jo	went	to	comfort	her	without	a	word.



Chapter		14	
New	Impressions

At	three	o'clock	in	the	afternoon,	all	the	fashionable	world	at	Nice	may	be	seen
on	the	Promenade	des	Anglais—a	charming	place,	for	the	wide	walk,	bordered
with	palms,	flowers,	and	tropical	shrubs,	is	bounded	on	one	side	by	the	sea,	on
the	other	by	the	grand	drive,	lined	with	hotels	and	villas,	while	beyond	lie	orange
orchards	 and	 the	 hills.	Many	nations	 are	 represented,	many	 languages	 spoken,
many	costumes	worn,	and	on	a	sunny	day	the	spectacle	is	as	gay	and	brilliant	as
a	carnival.	Haughty	English,	lively	French,	sober	Germans,	handsome	Spaniards,
ugly	 Russians,	 meek	 Jews,	 free-and-easy	 Americans,	 all	 drive,	 sit,	 or	 saunter
here,	chatting	over	the	news,	and	criticizing	the	latest	celebrity	who	has	arrived
—Ristori	or	Dickens,	Victor	Emmanuel	or	 the	Queen	of	 the	Sandwich	Islands.
The	 equipages	 are	 as	 varied	 as	 the	 company	 and	 attract	 as	 much	 attention,
especially	the	low	basket	barouches	in	which	ladies	drive	themselves,	with	a	pair
of	dashing	ponies,	gay	nets	to	keep	their	voluminous	flounces	from	overflowing
the	diminutive	vehicles,	and	little	grooms	on	the	perch	behind.
Along	this	walk,	on	Christmas	Day,	a	tall	young	man	walked	slowly,	with	his

hands	behind	him,	and	a	somewhat	absent	expression	of	countenance.	He	looked
like	an	Italian,	was	dressed	like	an	Englishman,	and	had	the	independent	air	of
an	 American—a	 combination	 which	 caused	 sundry	 pairs	 of	 feminine	 eyes	 to
look	approvingly	after	him,	and	sundry	dandies	in	black	velvet	suits,	with	rose-
colored	neckties,	buff	gloves,	and	orange	flowers	in	 their	buttonholes,	 to	shrug
their	shoulders,	and	then	envy	him	his	inches.	There	were	plenty	of	pretty	faces
to	admire,	but	 the	young	man	 took	 little	notice	of	 them,	except	 to	glance	now
and	then	at	some	blonde	girl	in	blue.	Presently	he	strolled	out	of	the	promenade
and	stood	a	moment	at	the	crossing,	as	if	undecided	whether	to	go	and	listen	to
the	band	in	the	Jardin	Publique,	or	to	wander	along	the	beach	toward	Castle	Hill.
The	quick	 trot	of	ponies'	 feet	made	him	 look	up,	 as	one	of	 the	 little	 carriages,
containing	 a	 single	 young	 lady,	 came	 rapidly	 down	 the	 street.	 The	 lady	 was
young,	 blonde,	 and	 dressed	 in	 blue.	 He	 stared	 a	 minute,	 then	 his	 whole	 face
woke	up,	and,	waving	his	hat	like	a	boy,	he	hurried	forward	to	meet	her.
"Oh,	 Laurie,	 is	 it	 really	 you?	 I	 thought	 you'd	 never	 come!"	 cried	 Amy,

dropping	 the	 reins	and	holding	out	both	hands,	 to	 the	great	 scandalization	of	a
French	 mamma,	 who	 hastened	 her	 daughter's	 steps,	 lest	 she	 should	 be



demoralized	by	beholding	the	free	manners	of	these	'mad	English'.
"I	was	detained	by	the	way,	but	I	promised	to	spend	Christmas	with	you,	and

here	I	am."
"How	is	your	grandfather?	When	did	you	come?	Where	are	you	staying?"
"Very	well—last	night—at	the	Chauvain.	I	called	at	your	hotel,	but	you	were

out."
"I	have	so	much	to	say,	I	don't	know	where	to	begin!	Get	in	and	we	can	talk	at

our	ease.	I	was	going	for	a	drive	and	longing	for	company.	Flo's	saving	up	for
tonight."
"What	happens	then,	a	ball?"
"A	Christmas	party	 at	 our	 hotel.	There	 are	many	Americans	 there,	 and	 they

give	it	in	honor	of	the	day.	You'll	go	with	us,	of	course?	Aunt	will	be	charmed."
"Thank	you.	Where	now?"	asked	Laurie,	leaning	back	and	folding	his	arms,	a

proceeding	which	suited	Amy,	who	preferred	to	drive,	for	her	parasol	whip	and
blue	reins	over	the	white	ponies	backs	afforded	her	infinite	satisfaction.
"I'm	going	to	the	bankers	first	for	letters,	and	then	to	Castle	Hill.	The	view	is

so	lovely,	and	I	like	to	feed	the	peacocks.	Have	you	ever	been	there?"
"Often,	years	ago,	but	I	don't	mind	having	a	look	at	it."
"Now	 tell	 me	 all	 about	 yourself.	 The	 last	 I	 heard	 of	 you,	 your	 grandfather

wrote	that	he	expected	you	from	Berlin."
"Yes,	I	spent	a	month	there	and	then	joined	him	in	Paris,	where	he	has	settled

for	the	winter.	He	has	friends	there	and	finds	plenty	to	amuse	him,	so	I	go	and
come,	and	we	get	on	capitally."
"That's	 a	 sociable	 arrangement,"	 said	 Amy,	 missing	 something	 in	 Laurie's

manner,	though	she	couldn't	tell	what.
"Why,	 you	 see,	 he	 hates	 to	 travel,	 and	 I	 hate	 to	 keep	 still,	 so	we	 each	 suit

ourselves,	 and	 there	 is	 no	 trouble.	 I	 am	 often	 with	 him,	 and	 he	 enjoys	 my
adventures,	while	I	like	to	feel	that	someone	is	glad	to	see	me	when	I	get	back
from	my	wanderings.	Dirty	old	hole,	isn't	it?"	he	added,	with	a	look	of	disgust	as
they	drove	along	the	boulevard	to	the	Place	Napoleon	in	the	old	city.
"The	dirt	is	picturesque,	so	I	don't	mind.	The	river	and	the	hills	are	delicious,

and	these	glimpses	of	the	narrow	cross	streets	are	my	delight.	Now	we	shall	have
to	wait	for	that	procession	to	pass.	It's	going	to	the	Church	of	St.	John."
While	Laurie	listlessly	watched	the	procession	of	priests	under	their	canopies,

white-veiled	nuns	bearing	lighted	tapers,	and	some	brotherhood	in	blue	chanting
as	they	walked,	Amy	watched	him,	and	felt	a	new	sort	of	shyness	steal	over	her,
for	he	was	changed,	and	she	could	not	find	the	merry-faced	boy	she	left	 in	 the
moody-looking	 man	 beside	 her.	 He	 was	 handsomer	 than	 ever	 and	 greatly
improved,	 she	 thought,	 but	 now	 that	 the	 flush	 of	 pleasure	 at	meeting	 her	was



over,	he	looked	tired	and	spiritless—not	sick,	nor	exactly	unhappy,	but	older	and
graver	than	a	year	or	two	of	prosperous	life	should	have	made	him.	She	couldn't
understand	 it	 and	did	not	 venture	 to	 ask	questions,	 so	 she	 shook	her	head	 and
touched	up	her	ponies,	 as	 the	procession	wound	away	across	 the	arches	of	 the
Paglioni	bridge	and	vanished	in	the	church.
"Que	 pensez-vous?"	 she	 said,	 airing	 her	 French,	 which	 had	 improved	 in

quantity,	if	not	in	quality,	since	she	came	abroad.
"That	 mademoiselle	 has	 made	 good	 use	 of	 her	 time,	 and	 the	 result	 is

charming,"	 replied	Laurie,	bowing	with	his	hand	on	his	heart	 and	an	admiring
look.
She	blushed	with	pleasure,	but	 somehow	 the	compliment	did	not	 satisfy	her

like	 the	blunt	praises	he	used	to	give	her	at	home,	when	he	promenaded	round
her	on	 festival	occasions,	 and	 told	her	 she	was	 'altogether	 jolly',	with	 a	hearty
smile	and	an	approving	pat	on	the	head.	She	didn't	like	the	new	tone,	for	though
not	blase,	it	sounded	indifferent	in	spite	of	the	look.
"If	that's	the	way	he's	going	to	grow	up,	I	wish	he'd	stay	a	boy,"	she	thought,

with	a	curious	sense	of	disappointment	and	discomfort,	trying	meantime	to	seem
quite	easy	and	gay.
At	 Avigdor's	 she	 found	 the	 precious	 home	 letters	 and,	 giving	 the	 reins	 to

Laurie,	 read	 them	luxuriously	as	 they	wound	up	 the	shady	road	between	green
hedges,	where	tea	roses	bloomed	as	freshly	as	in	June.
"Beth	is	very	poorly,	Mother	says.	I	often	think	I	ought	to	go	home,	but	they

all	say	'stay'.	So	I	do,	for	I	shall	never	have	another	chance	like	this,"	said	Amy,
looking	sober	over	one	page.
"I	 think	you	are	right,	 there.	You	could	do	nothing	at	home,	and	it	 is	a	great

comfort	to	them	to	know	that	you	are	well	and	happy,	and	enjoying	so	much,	my
dear."
He	drew	a	little	nearer,	and	looked	more	like	his	old	self	as	he	said	that,	and

the	fear	that	sometimes	weighed	on	Amy's	heart	was	lightened,	for	the	look,	the
act,	 the	brotherly	 'my	dear',	 seemed	 to	assure	her	 that	 if	any	 trouble	did	come,
she	would	not	be	alone	in	a	strange	land.	Presently	she	laughed	and	showed	him
a	small	sketch	of	Jo	in	her	scribbling	suit,	with	the	bow	rampantly	erect	upon	her
cap,	and	issuing	from	her	mouth	the	words,	'Genius	burns!'.
Laurie	smiled,	took	it,	put	it	in	his	vest	pocket	'to	keep	it	from	blowing	away',

and	listened	with	interest	to	the	lively	letter	Amy	read	him.
"This	will	be	a	regularly	merry	Christmas	to	me,	with	presents	in	the	morning,

you	and	letters	in	the	afternoon,	and	a	party	at	night,"	said	Amy,	as	they	alighted
among	the	ruins	of	the	old	fort,	and	a	flock	of	splendid	peacocks	came	trooping
about	 them,	 tamely	waiting	 to	be	 fed.	While	Amy	stood	 laughing	on	 the	bank



above	him	as	she	scattered	crumbs	to	the	brilliant	birds,	Laurie	looked	at	her	as
she	 had	 looked	 at	 him,	with	 a	 natural	 curiosity	 to	 see	what	 changes	 time	 and
absence	 had	 wrought.	 He	 found	 nothing	 to	 perplex	 or	 disappoint,	 much	 to
admire	 and	 approve,	 for	 overlooking	 a	 few	 little	 affectations	 of	 speech	 and
manner,	 she	 was	 as	 sprightly	 and	 graceful	 as	 ever,	 with	 the	 addition	 of	 that
indescribable	 something	 in	 dress	 and	 bearing	which	we	 call	 elegance.	Always
mature	 for	 her	 age,	 she	 had	 gained	 a	 certain	 aplomb	 in	 both	 carriage	 and
conversation,	which	made	her	seem	more	of	a	woman	of	the	world	than	she	was,
but	her	old	petulance	now	and	 then	 showed	 itself,	 her	 strong	will	 still	 held	 its
own,	and	her	native	frankness	was	unspoiled	by	foreign	polish.
Laurie	did	not	read	all	this	while	he	watched	her	feed	the	peacocks,	but	he	saw

enough	 to	satisfy	and	 interest	him,	and	carried	away	a	pretty	 little	picture	of	a
bright-faced	girl	standing	in	the	sunshine,	which	brought	out	the	soft	hue	of	her
dress,	the	fresh	color	of	her	cheeks,	the	golden	gloss	of	her	hair,	and	made	her	a
prominent	figure	in	the	pleasant	scene.
As	they	came	up	onto	the	stone	plateau	that	crowns	the	hill,	Amy	waved	her

hand	 as	 if	 welcoming	 him	 to	 her	 favorite	 haunt,	 and	 said,	 pointing	 here	 and
there,	"Do	you	remember	 the	Cathedral	and	 the	Corso,	 the	fishermen	dragging
their	nets	in	the	bay,	and	the	lovely	road	to	Villa	Franca,	Schubert's	Tower,	just
below,	and	best	of	all,	that	speck	far	out	to	sea	which	they	say	is	Corsica?"
"I	remember.	It's	not	much	changed,"	he	answered	without	enthusiasm.
"What	Jo	would	give	for	a	sight	of	that	famous	speck!"	said	Amy,	feeling	in

good	spirits	and	anxious	to	see	him	so	also.
"Yes,"	was	 all	 he	 said,	 but	 he	 turned	 and	 strained	his	 eyes	 to	 see	 the	 island

which	a	greater	usurper	than	even	Napoleon	now	made	interesting	in	his	sight.
"Take	a	good	look	at	it	for	her	sake,	and	then	come	and	tell	me	what	you	have

been	doing	with	yourself	all	 this	while,"	said	Amy,	seating	herself,	 ready	for	a
good	talk.
But	she	did	not	get	it,	for	though	he	joined	her	and	answered	all	her	questions

freely,	 she	could	only	 learn	 that	he	had	 roved	about	 the	Continent	and	been	 to
Greece.	So	after	 idling	away	an	hour,	 they	drove	home	again,	and	having	paid
his	respects	to	Mrs.	Carrol,	Laurie	left	them,	promising	to	return	in	the	evening.
It	must	be	recorded	of	Amy	that	she	deliberately	prinked	that	night.	Time	and

absence	had	done	its	work	on	both	the	young	people.	She	had	seen	her	old	friend
in	a	new	light,	not	as	 'our	boy',	but	as	a	handsome	and	agreeable	man,	and	she
was	conscious	of	a	very	natural	desire	to	find	favor	in	his	sight.	Amy	knew	her
good	 points,	 and	 made	 the	 most	 of	 them	 with	 the	 taste	 and	 skill	 which	 is	 a
fortune	to	a	poor	and	pretty	woman.
Tarlatan	 and	 tulle	were	 cheap	 at	Nice,	 so	 she	 enveloped	 herself	 in	 them	on



such	occasions,	 and	 following	 the	 sensible	English	 fashion	of	 simple	dress	 for
young	girls,	got	up	charming	little	toilettes	with	fresh	flowers,	a	few	trinkets,	and
all	manner	of	dainty	devices,	which	were	both	inexpensive	and	effective.	It	must
be	 confessed	 that	 the	 artist	 sometimes	 got	 possession	 of	 the	 woman,	 and
indulged	 in	 antique	 coiffures,	 statuesque	 attitudes,	 and	 classic	 draperies.	 But,
dear	heart,	we	all	have	our	little	weaknesses,	and	find	it	easy	to	pardon	such	in
the	young,	who	satisfy	our	eyes	with	their	comeliness,	and	keep	our	hearts	merry
with	their	artless	vanities.
"I	do	want	him	to	think	I	 look	well,	and	tell	 them	so	at	home,"	said	Amy	to

herself,	as	she	put	on	Flo's	old	white	silk	ball	dress,	and	covered	it	with	a	cloud
of	fresh	illusion,	out	of	which	her	white	shoulders	and	golden	head	emerged	with
a	most	artistic	effect.	Her	hair	she	had	the	sense	to	let	alone,	after	gathering	up
the	thick	waves	and	curls	into	a	Hebe-like	knot	at	the	back	of	her	head.
"It's	not	 the	fashion,	but	 it's	becoming,	and	I	can't	afford	to	make	a	fright	of

myself,"	she	used	to	say,	when	advised	to	frizzle,	puff,	or	braid,	as	the	latest	style
commanded.
Having	 no	 ornaments	 fine	 enough	 for	 this	 important	 occasion,	Amy	 looped

her	fleecy	skirts	with	rosy	clusters	of	azalea,	and	framed	the	white	shoulders	in
delicate	 green	 vines.	 Remembering	 the	 painted	 boots,	 she	 surveyed	 her	 white
satin	slippers	with	girlish	satisfaction,	and	chassed	down	the	room,	admiring	her
aristocratic	feet	all	by	herself.
"My	new	fan	just	matches	my	flowers,	my	gloves	fit	to	a	charm,	and	the	real

lace	on	Aunt's	mouchoir	gives	an	air	to	my	whole	dress.	If	I	only	had	a	classical
nose	and	mouth	I	should	be	perfectly	happy,"	she	said,	surveying	herself	with	a
critical	eye	and	a	candle	in	each	hand.
In	spite	of	this	affliction,	she	looked	unusually	gay	and	graceful	as	she	glided

away.	She	seldom	ran—it	did	not	suit	her	style,	she	 thought,	 for	being	tall,	 the
stately	and	Junoesque	was	more	appropriate	 than	 the	sportive	or	piquante.	She
walked	up	and	down	the	long	saloon	while	waiting	for	Laurie,	and	once	arranged
herself	 under	 the	 chandelier,	 which	 had	 a	 good	 effect	 upon	 her	 hair,	 then	 she
thought	better	of	it,	and	went	away	to	the	other	end	of	the	room,	as	if	ashamed	of
the	girlish	desire	to	have	the	first	view	a	propitious	one.	It	so	happened	that	she
could	not	have	done	a	better	thing,	for	Laurie	came	in	so	quietly	she	did	not	hear
him,	and	as	she	stood	at	the	distant	window,	with	her	head	half	turned	and	one
hand	 gathering	 up	 her	 dress,	 the	 slender,	white	 figure	 against	 the	 red	 curtains
was	as	effective	as	a	well-placed	statue.
"Good	evening,	Diana!"	said	Laurie,	with	the	look	of	satisfaction	she	liked	to

see	in	his	eyes	when	they	rested	on	her.
"Good	evening,	Apollo!"	she	answered,	smiling	back	at	him,	for	he	too	looked



unusually	debonair,	and	the	thought	of	entering	the	ballroom	on	the	arm	of	such
a	 personable	 man	 caused	 Amy	 to	 pity	 the	 four	 plain	 Misses	 Davis	 from	 the
bottom	of	her	heart.
"Here	are	your	flowers.	I	arranged	them	myself,	remembering	that	you	didn't

like	 what	 Hannah	 calls	 a	 'sot-bookay',"	 said	 Laurie,	 handing	 her	 a	 delicate
nosegay,	 in	 a	 holder	 that	 she	 had	 long	 coveted	 as	 she	 daily	 passed	 it	 in
Cardiglia's	window.
"How	kind	you	are!"	she	exclaimed	gratefully.	"If	I'd	known	you	were	coming

I'd	 have	 had	 something	 ready	 for	 you	 today,	 though	 not	 as	 pretty	 as	 this,	 I'm
afraid."
"Thank	you.	It	isn't	what	it	should	be,	but	you	have	improved	it,"	he	added,	as

she	snapped	the	silver	bracelet	on	her	wrist.
"Please	don't."
"I	thought	you	liked	that	sort	of	thing."
"Not	from	you,	it	doesn't	sound	natural,	and	I	like	your	old	bluntness	better."
"I'm	glad	of	 it,"	he	answered,	with	a	look	of	relief,	 then	buttoned	her	gloves

for	her,	and	asked	if	his	tie	was	straight,	just	as	he	used	to	do	when	they	went	to
parties	together	at	home.
The	company	assembled	in	the	long	salle	a	manger,	that	evening,	was	such	as

one	 sees	nowhere	but	on	 the	Continent.	The	hospitable	Americans	had	 invited
every	 acquaintance	 they	 had	 in	 Nice,	 and	 having	 no	 prejudice	 against	 titles,
secured	a	few	to	add	luster	to	their	Christmas	ball.
A	Russian	prince	condescended	to	sit	in	a	corner	for	an	hour	and	talk	with	a

massive	 lady,	 dressed	 like	Hamlet's	mother	 in	 black	 velvet	with	 a	 pearl	 bridle
under	her	chin.	A	Polish	count,	aged	eighteen,	devoted	himself	to	the	ladies,	who
pronounced	him,	 'a	 fascinating	dear',	 and	a	German	Serene	Something,	having
come	 to	 supper	 alone,	 roamed	 vaguely	 about,	 seeking	 what	 he	 might	 devour.
Baron	 Rothschild's	 private	 secretary,	 a	 large-nosed	 Jew	 in	 tight	 boots,	 affably
beamed	upon	the	world,	as	if	his	master's	name	crowned	him	with	a	golden	halo.
A	 stout	 Frenchman,	 who	 knew	 the	 Emperor,	 came	 to	 indulge	 his	 mania	 for
dancing,	and	Lady	de	Jones,	a	British	matron,	adorned	the	scene	with	her	little
family	of	eight.	Of	course,	there	were	many	light-footed,	shrill-voiced	American
girls,	 handsome,	 lifeless-looking	 English	 ditto,	 and	 a	 few	 plain	 but	 piquante
French	 demoiselles,	 likewise	 the	 usual	 set	 of	 traveling	 young	 gentlemen	 who
disported	 themselves	 gaily,	 while	 mammas	 of	 all	 nations	 lined	 the	 walls	 and
smiled	upon	them	benignly	when	they	danced	with	their	daughters.
Any	young	girl	can	imagine	Amy's	state	of	mind	when	she	'took	the	stage'	that

night,	 leaning	on	Laurie's	arm.	She	knew	she	 looked	well,	 she	 loved	 to	dance,
she	 felt	 that	 her	 foot	 was	 on	 her	 native	 heath	 in	 a	 ballroom,	 and	 enjoyed	 the



delightful	sense	of	power	which	comes	when	young	girls	first	discover	the	new
and	 lovely	 kingdom	 they	 are	 born	 to	 rule	 by	 virtue	 of	 beauty,	 youth,	 and
womanhood.	 She	 did	 pity	 the	 Davis	 girls,	 who	 were	 awkward,	 plain,	 and
destitute	of	escort,	except	a	grim	papa	and	three	grimmer	maiden	aunts,	and	she
bowed	to	them	in	her	friendliest	manner	as	she	passed,	which	was	good	of	her,
as	 it	permitted	them	to	see	her	dress,	and	burn	with	curiosity	to	know	who	her
distinguished-looking	 friend	might	 be.	With	 the	 first	 burst	 of	 the	 band,	Amy's
color	rose,	her	eyes	began	to	sparkle,	and	her	feet	to	tap	the	floor	impatiently,	for
she	danced	well	and	wanted	Laurie	to	know	it.	Therefore	the	shock	she	received
can	better	be	imagined	than	described,	when	he	said	in	a	perfectly	tranquil	tone,
"Do	you	care	to	dance?"
"One	usually	does	at	a	ball."
Her	amazed	look	and	quick	answer	caused	Laurie	to	repair	his	error	as	fast	as

possible.
"I	meant	the	first	dance.	May	I	have	the	honor?"
"I	 can	 give	 you	 one	 if	 I	 put	 off	 the	Count.	He	 dances	 devinely,	 but	 he	will

excuse	me,	 as	 you	 are	 an	 old	 friend,"	 said	Amy,	 hoping	 that	 the	 name	would
have	a	good	effect,	and	show	Laurie	that	she	was	not	to	be	trifled	with.
"Nice	little	boy,	but	rather	a	short	Pole	to	support…

A	daughter	of	the	gods,
Devinely	tall,	and	most	devinely	fair,"

was	all	the	satisfaction	she	got,	however.
The	set	in	which	they	found	themselves	was	composed	of	English,	and	Amy

was	compelled	to	walk	decorously	through	a	cotillion,	feeling	all	the	while	as	if
she	could	dance	the	tarantella	with	relish.	Laurie	resigned	her	 to	 the	 'nice	 little
boy',	and	went	to	do	his	duty	to	Flo,	without	securing	Amy	for	the	joys	to	come,
which	 reprehensible	 want	 of	 forethought	 was	 properly	 punished,	 for	 she
immediately	engaged	herself	 till	 supper,	meaning	 to	 relent	 if	he	 then	gave	any
signs	penitence.	She	showed	him	her	ball	book	with	demure	satisfaction	when	he
strolled	instead	of	rushed	up	to	claim	her	for	the	next,	a	glorious	polka	redowa.
But	his	polite	regrets	didn't	impose	upon	her,	and	when	she	galloped	away	with
the	 Count,	 she	 saw	 Laurie	 sit	 down	 by	 her	 aunt	 with	 an	 actual	 expression	 of
relief.
That	 was	 unpardonable,	 and	 Amy	 took	 no	 more	 notice	 of	 him	 for	 a	 long

while,	except	a	word	now	and	then	when	she	came	to	her	chaperon	between	the
dances	 for	 a	 necessary	 pin	 or	 a	 moment's	 rest.	 Her	 anger	 had	 a	 good	 effect,
however,	 for	 she	hid	 it	 under	 a	 smiling	 face,	 and	 seemed	unusually	blithe	 and



brilliant.	 Laurie's	 eyes	 followed	 her	with	 pleasure,	 for	 she	 neither	 romped	 nor
sauntered,	 but	 danced	 with	 spirit	 and	 grace,	 making	 the	 delightsome	 pastime
what	it	should	be.	He	very	naturally	fell	to	studying	her	from	this	new	point	of
view,	 and	 before	 the	 evening	was	 half	 over,	 had	 decided	 that	 'little	Amy	was
going	to	make	a	very	charming	woman'.
It	was	a	lively	scene,	for	soon	the	spirit	of	the	social	season	took	possession	of

everyone,	and	Christmas	merriment	made	all	faces	shine,	hearts	happy,	and	heels
light.	The	musicians	fiddled,	tooted,	and	banged	as	if	they	enjoyed	it,	everybody
danced	 who	 could,	 and	 those	 who	 couldn't	 admired	 their	 neighbors	 with
uncommon	warmth.	The	air	was	dark	with	Davises,	and	many	Joneses	gamboled
like	a	flock	of	young	giraffes.	The	golden	secretary	darted	through	the	room	like
a	meteor	with	 a	 dashing	 French-woman	who	 carpeted	 the	 floor	with	 her	 pink
satin	 train.	 The	 serene	 Teuton	 found	 the	 supper-table	 and	 was	 happy,	 eating
steadily	 through	 the	 bill	 of	 fare,	 and	 dismayed	 the	 garcons	 by	 the	 ravages	 he
committed.	But	the	Emperor's	friend	covered	himself	with	glory,	for	he	danced
everything,	 whether	 he	 knew	 it	 or	 not,	 and	 introduced	 impromptu	 pirouettes
when	 the	 figures	 bewildered	 him.	 The	 boyish	 abandon	 of	 that	 stout	man	was
charming	 to	 behold,	 for	 though	 he	 'carried	 weight',	 he	 danced	 like	 an	 India-
rubber	ball.	He	ran,	he	flew,	he	pranced,	his	face	glowed,	his	bald	head	shown,
his	coattails	waved	wildly,	his	pumps	actually	twinkled	in	the	air,	and	when	the
music	stopped,	he	wiped	the	drops	from	his	brow,	and	beamed	upon	his	fellow
men	like	a	French	Pickwick	without	glasses.
Amy	 and	 her	 Pole	 distinguished	 themselves	 by	 equal	 enthusiasm	 but	 more

graceful	 agility,	 and	 Laurie	 found	 himself	 involuntarily	 keeping	 time	 to	 the
rhythmic	rise	and	fall	of	the	white	slippers	as	they	flew	by	as	indefatigably	as	if
winged.	When	 little	Vladimir	 finally	 relinquished	 her,	with	 assurances	 that	 he
was	'desolated	to	leave	so	early',	she	was	ready	to	rest,	and	see	how	her	recreant
knight	had	borne	his	punishment.
It	had	been	successful,	for	at	three-and-twenty,	blighted	affections	find	a	balm

in	friendly	society,	and	young	nerves	will	thrill,	young	blood	dance,	and	healthy
young	 spirits	 rise,	when	 subjected	 to	 the	 enchantment	 of	 beauty,	 light,	music,
and	motion.	 Laurie	 had	 a	waked-up	 look	 as	 he	 rose	 to	 give	 her	 his	 seat,	 and
when	 he	 hurried	 away	 to	 bring	 her	 some	 supper,	 she	 said	 to	 herself,	 with	 a
satisfied	smile,	"Ah,	I	thought	that	would	do	him	good!"
"You	look	like	Balzac's	'Femme	Peinte	Par	Elle-Meme',"	he	said,	as	he	fanned

her	with	one	hand	and	held	her	coffee	cup	in	the	other.
"My	rouge	won't	come	off."	and	Amy	rubbed	her	brilliant	cheek,	and	showed

him	her	white	glove	with	a	sober	simplicity	that	made	him	laugh	outright.
"What	do	you	call	this	stuff?"	he	asked,	touching	a	fold	of	her	dress	that	had



blown	over	his	knee.
"Illusion."
"Good	name	for	it.	It's	very	pretty—new	thing,	isn't	it?"
"It's	 as	 old	 as	 the	 hills.	You	 have	 seen	 it	 on	 dozens	 of	 girls,	 and	 you	 never

found	out	that	it	was	pretty	till	now—stupide!"
"I	never	saw	it	on	you	before,	which	accounts	for	the	mistake,	you	see."
"None	of	that,	it	is	forbidden.	I'd	rather	take	coffee	than	compliments	just	now.

No,	don't	lounge,	it	makes	me	nervous."
Laurie	sat	bold	upright,	and	meekly	took	her	empty	plate	feeling	an	odd	sort

of	pleasure	in	having	 'little	Amy'	order	him	about,	for	she	had	lost	her	shyness
now,	and	felt	an	irrestible	desire	to	trample	on	him,	as	girls	have	a	delightful	way
of	doing	when	lords	of	creation	show	any	signs	of	subjection.
"Where	did	you	learn	all	this	sort	of	thing?"	he	asked	with	a	quizzical	look.
"As	 'this	 sort	 of	 thing'	 is	 rather	 a	 vague	 expression,	 would	 you	 kindly

explain?"	 returned	Amy,	 knowing	 perfectly	well	what	 he	meant,	 but	wickedly
leaving	him	to	describe	what	is	indescribable.
"Well—the	general	air,	the	style,	the	self-possession,	the—the—illusion—you

know",	laughed	Laurie,	breaking	down	and	helping	himself	out	of	his	quandary
with	the	new	word.
Amy	 was	 gratified,	 but	 of	 course	 didn't	 show	 it,	 and	 demurely	 answered,

"Foreign	life	polishes	one	in	spite	of	one's	self.	I	study	as	well	as	play,	and	as	for
this"—with	a	little	gesture	toward	her	dress—"why,	tulle	is	cheap,	posies	to	be
had	for	nothing,	and	I	am	used	to	making	the	most	of	my	poor	little	things."
Amy	 rather	 regretted	 that	 last	 sentence,	 fearing	 it	 wasn't	 in	 good	 taste,	 but

Laurie	liked	her	better	for	it,	and	found	himself	both	admiring	and	respecting	the
brave	 patience	 that	made	 the	most	 of	 opportunity,	 and	 the	 cheerful	 spirit	 that
covered	 poverty	 with	 flowers.	 Amy	 did	 not	 know	 why	 he	 looked	 at	 her	 so
kindly,	nor	why	he	filled	up	her	book	with	his	own	name,	and	devoted	himself	to
her	for	the	rest	of	the	evening	in	the	most	delightful	manner;	but	the	impulse	that
wrought	 this	 agreeable	 change	 was	 the	 result	 of	 one	 of	 the	 new	 impressions
which	both	of	them	were	unconsciously	giving	and	receiving.



Chapter		15	
On	the	Shelf

In	France	the	young	girls	have	a	dull	time	of	it	till	they	are	married,	when	'Vive
la	liberte!'	becomes	their	motto.	In	America,	as	everyone	knows,	girls	early	sign
the	declaration	of	 independence,	and	enjoy	 their	 freedom	with	 republican	zest,
but	 the	young	matrons	usually	abdicate	with	 the	first	heir	 to	 the	 throne	and	go
into	 a	 seclusion	 almost	 as	 close	 as	 a	 French	 nunnery,	 though	 by	 no	means	 as
quiet.	Whether	they	like	it	or	not,	they	are	virtually	put	upon	the	shelf	as	soon	as
the	wedding	excitement	is	over,	and	most	of	them	might	exclaim,	as	did	a	very
pretty	 woman	 the	 other	 day,	 "I'm	 as	 handsome	 as	 ever,	 but	 no	 one	 takes	 any
notice	of	me	because	I'm	married."
Not	 being	 a	 belle	 or	 even	 a	 fashionable	 lady,	Meg	 did	 not	 experience	 this

affliction	till	her	babies	were	a	year	old,	for	in	her	little	world	primitive	customs
prevailed,	and	she	found	herself	more	admired	and	beloved	than	ever.
As	 she	was	 a	womanly	 little	woman,	 the	maternal	 instinct	was	 very	 strong,

and	 she	 was	 entirely	 absorbed	 in	 her	 children,	 to	 the	 utter	 exclusion	 of
everything	 and	 everybody	 else.	 Day	 and	 night	 she	 brooded	 over	 them	 with
tireless	devotion	and	anxiety,	leaving	John	to	the	tender	mercies	of	the	help,	for
an	Irish	lady	now	presided	over	the	kitchen	department.	Being	a	domestic	man,
John	decidedly	missed	the	wifely	attentions	he	had	been	accustomed	to	receive,
but	 as	 he	 adored	his	 babies,	 he	 cheerfully	 relinquished	his	 comfort	 for	 a	 time,
supposing	 with	 masculine	 ignorance	 that	 peace	 would	 soon	 be	 restored.	 But
three	months	passed,	and	 there	was	no	return	of	repose.	Meg	looked	worn	and
nervous,	the	babies	absorbed	every	minute	of	her	time,	the	house	was	neglected,
and	Kitty,	the	cook,	who	took	life	 'aisy',	kept	him	on	short	commons.	When	he
went	out	in	the	morning	he	was	bewildered	by	small	commissions	for	the	captive
mamma,	 if	 he	 came	 gaily	 in	 at	 night,	 eager	 to	 embrace	 his	 family,	 he	 was
quenched	 by	 a	 "Hush!	 They	 are	 just	 asleep	 after	 worrying	 all	 day."	 If	 he
proposed	 a	 little	 amusement	 at	 home,	 "No,	 it	would	 disturb	 the	 babies."	 If	 he
hinted	at	a	lecture	or	a	concert,	he	was	answered	with	a	reproachful	look,	and	a
decided—"Leave	 my	 children	 for	 pleasure,	 never!"	 His	 sleep	 was	 broken	 by
infant	wails	and	visions	of	a	phantom	figure	pacing	noiselessly	to	and	fro	in	the
watches	 of	 the	 night.	His	meals	were	 interrupted	 by	 the	 frequent	 flight	 of	 the
presiding	 genius,	 who	 deserted	 him,	 half-helped,	 if	 a	 muffled	 chirp	 sounded



from	the	nest	above.	And	when	he	read	his	paper	of	an	evening,	Demi's	colic	got
into	 the	 shipping	 list	 and	 Daisy's	 fall	 affected	 the	 price	 of	 stocks,	 for	 Mrs.
Brooke	was	only	interested	in	domestic	news.
The	poor	man	was	very	uncomfortable,	for	the	children	had	bereft	him	of	his

wife,	home	was	merely	a	nursery	and	the	perpetual	'hushing'	made	him	feel	like
a	brutal	intruder	whenever	he	entered	the	sacred	precincts	of	Babyland.	He	bore
it	very	patiently	for	six	months,	and	when	no	signs	of	amendment	appeared,	he
did	what	other	paternal	exiles	do—tried	to	get	a	 little	comfort	elsewhere.	Scott
had	married	and	gone	to	housekeeping	not	far	off,	and	John	fell	into	the	way	of
running	over	for	an	hour	or	two	of	an	evening,	when	his	own	parlor	was	empty,
and	his	own	wife	singing	lullabies	that	seemed	to	have	no	end.	Mrs.	Scott	was	a
lively,	 pretty	 girl,	with	 nothing	 to	 do	but	 be	 agreeable,	 and	 she	performed	her
mission	 most	 successfully.	 The	 parlor	 was	 always	 bright	 and	 attractive,	 the
chessboard	ready,	the	piano	in	tune,	plenty	of	gay	gossip,	and	a	nice	little	supper
set	forth	in	tempting	style.
John	would	have	preferred	his	own	fireside	if	it	had	not	been	so	lonely,	but	as

it	was	he	gratefully	took	the	next	best	thing	and	enjoyed	his	neighbor's	society.
Meg	rather	approved	of	the	new	arrangement	at	first,	and	found	it	a	relief	to

know	 that	 John	 was	 having	 a	 good	 time	 instead	 of	 dozing	 in	 the	 parlor,	 or
tramping	 about	 the	 house	 and	 waking	 the	 children.	 But	 by-and-by,	 when	 the
teething	 worry	 was	 over	 and	 the	 idols	 went	 to	 sleep	 at	 proper	 hours,	 leaving
Mamma	 time	 to	 rest,	 she	 began	 to	 miss	 John,	 and	 find	 her	 workbasket	 dull
company,	 when	 he	 was	 not	 sitting	 opposite	 in	 his	 old	 dressing	 gown,
comfortably	scorching	his	slippers	on	the	fender.	She	would	not	ask	him	to	stay
at	home,	but	felt	injured	because	he	did	not	know	that	she	wanted	him	without
being	told,	entirely	forgetting	the	many	evenings	he	had	waited	for	her	in	vain.
She	 was	 nervous	 and	 worn	 out	 with	 watching	 and	 worry,	 and	 in	 that
unreasonable	frame	of	mind	which	the	best	of	mothers	occasionally	experience
when	domestic	cares	oppress	them.	Want	of	exercise	robs	them	of	cheerfulness,
and	too	much	devotion	to	that	idol	of	American	women,	the	teapot,	makes	them
feel	as	if	they	were	all	nerve	and	no	muscle.
"Yes,"	 she	would	 say,	 looking	 in	 the	 glass,	 "I'm	 getting	 old	 and	 ugly.	 John

doesn't	 find	me	 interesting	any	 longer,	so	he	 leaves	his	 faded	wife	and	goes	 to
see	his	pretty	neighbor,	who	has	no	incumbrances.	Well,	the	babies	love	me,	they
don't	care	if	I	am	thin	and	pale	and	haven't	time	to	crimp	my	hair,	they	are	my
comfort,	and	some	day	John	will	see	what	I've	gladly	sacrificed	for	them,	won't
he,	my	precious?"
To	which	 pathetic	 appeal	 Daisy	 would	 answer	 with	 a	 coo,	 or	 Demi	 with	 a

crow,	 and	 Meg	 would	 put	 by	 her	 lamentations	 for	 a	 maternal	 revel,	 which



soothed	 her	 solitude	 for	 the	 time	 being.	 But	 the	 pain	 increased	 as	 politics
absorbed	John,	who	was	always	running	over	to	discuss	interesting	points	with
Scott,	quite	unconscious	that	Meg	missed	him.	Not	a	word	did	she	say,	however,
till	 her	mother	 found	 her	 in	 tears	 one	 day,	 and	 insisted	 on	 knowing	what	 the
matter	was,	for	Meg's	drooping	spirits	had	not	escaped	her	observation.
"I	wouldn't	tell	anyone	except	you,	Mother,	but	I	really	do	need	advice,	for	if

John	goes	on	much	 longer	 I	might	as	well	be	widowed,"	 replied	Mrs.	Brooke,
drying	her	tears	on	Daisy's	bib	with	an	injured	air.
"Goes	on	how,	my	dear?"	asked	her	mother	anxiously.
"He's	 away	 all	 day,	 and	 at	 night	when	 I	want	 to	 see	 him,	 he	 is	 continually

going	 over	 to	 the	Scotts'.	 It	 isn't	 fair	 that	 I	 should	 have	 the	 hardest	work,	 and
never	any	amusement.	Men	are	very	selfish,	even	the	best	of	them."
"So	are	women.	Don't	blame	John	till	you	see	where	you	are	wrong	yourself."
"But	it	can't	be	right	for	him	to	neglect	me."
"Don't	you	neglect	him?"
"Why,	Mother,	I	thought	you'd	take	my	part!"
"So	I	do,	as	far	as	sympathizing	goes,	but	I	think	the	fault	is	yours,	Meg."
"I	don't	see	how."
"Let	me	show	you.	Did	John	ever	neglect	you,	as	you	call	it,	while	you	made

it	a	point	to	give	him	your	society	of	an	evening,	his	only	leisure	time?"
"No,	but	I	can't	do	it	now,	with	two	babies	to	tend."
"I	think	you	could,	dear,	and	I	think	you	ought.	May	I	speak	quite	freely,	and

will	 you	 remember	 that	 it's	 Mother	 who	 blames	 as	 well	 as	 Mother	 who
sympathizes?"
"Indeed	I	will!	Speak	 to	me	as	 if	 I	were	 little	Meg	again.	 I	often	feel	as	 if	 I

needed	teaching	more	than	ever	since	these	babies	look	to	me	for	everything."
Meg	drew	her	low	chair	beside	her	mother's,	and	with	a	little	 interruption	in

either	 lap,	 the	 two	women	rocked	and	talked	 lovingly	 together,	 feeling	 that	 the
tie	of	motherhood	made	them	more	one	than	ever.
"You	 have	 only	 made	 the	 mistake	 that	 most	 young	 wives	 make—forgotten

your	 duty	 to	 your	 husband	 in	 your	 love	 for	 your	 children.	A	 very	 natural	 and
forgivable	mistake,	Meg,	but	one	that	had	better	be	remedied	before	you	take	to
different	ways,	for	children	should	draw	you	nearer	than	ever,	not	separate	you,
as	if	they	were	all	yours,	and	John	had	nothing	to	do	but	support	them.	I've	seen
it	 for	 some	 weeks,	 but	 have	 not	 spoken,	 feeling	 sure	 it	 would	 come	 right	 in
time."
"I'm	afraid	it	won't.	If	I	ask	him	to	stay,	he'll	think	I'm	jealous,	and	I	wouldn't

insult	him	by	such	an	idea.	He	doesn't	see	that	I	want	him,	and	I	don't	know	how
to	tell	him	without	words."



"Make	it	so	pleasant	he	won't	want	to	go	away.	My	dear,	he's	longing	for	his
little	home,	but	it	isn't	home	without	you,	and	you	are	always	in	the	nursery."
"Oughtn't	I	to	be	there?"
"Not	all	the	time,	too	much	confinement	makes	you	nervous,	and	then	you	are

unfitted	 for	 everything.	Besides,	 you	 owe	 something	 to	 John	 as	well	 as	 to	 the
babies.	Don't	neglect	husband	for	children,	don't	shut	him	out	of	the	nursery,	but
teach	him	how	to	help	in	it.	His	place	is	there	as	well	as	yours,	and	the	children
need	 him.	 Let	 him	 feel	 that	 he	 has	 a	 part	 to	 do,	 and	 he	will	 do	 it	 gladly	 and
faithfully,	and	it	will	be	better	for	you	all."
"You	really	think	so,	Mother?"
"I	know	it,	Meg,	for	I've	tried	it,	and	I	seldom	give	advice	unless	I've	proved

its	practicability.	When	you	and	Jo	were	little,	I	went	on	just	as	you	are,	feeling
as	if	I	didn't	do	my	duty	unless	I	devoted	myself	wholly	to	you.	Poor	Father	took
to	 his	 books,	 after	 I	 had	 refused	 all	 offers	 of	 help,	 and	 left	 me	 to	 try	 my
experiment	alone.	I	struggled	along	as	well	as	I	could,	but	Jo	was	too	much	for
me.	 I	 nearly	 spoiled	her	 by	 indulgence.	You	were	 poorly,	 and	 I	worried	 about
you	 till	 I	 fell	 sick	 myself.	 Then	 Father	 came	 to	 the	 rescue,	 quietly	 managed
everything,	and	made	himself	so	helpful	that	I	saw	my	mistake,	and	never	have
been	able	to	got	on	without	him	since.	That	is	the	secret	of	our	home	happiness.
He	does	not	let	business	wean	him	from	the	little	cares	and	duties	that	affect	us
all,	and	I	try	not	to	let	domestic	worries	destroy	my	interest	in	his	pursuits.	Each
do	our	part	alone	in	many	things,	but	at	home	we	work	together,	always."
"It	is	so,	Mother,	and	my	great	wish	is	to	be	to	my	husband	and	children	what

you	have	been	to	yours.	Show	me	how,	I'll	do	anything	you	say."
"You	always	were	my	docile	daughter.	Well,	dear,	 if	I	were	you,	I'd	 let	John

have	more	to	do	with	the	management	of	Demi,	for	the	boy	needs	training,	and
it's	none	too	soon	to	begin.	Then	I'd	do	what	I	have	often	proposed,	let	Hannah
come	and	help	you.	She	is	a	capital	nurse,	and	you	may	trust	the	precious	babies
to	 her	 while	 you	 do	 more	 housework.	 You	 need	 the	 exercise,	 Hannah	 would
enjoy	the	rest,	and	John	would	find	his	wife	again.	Go	out	more,	keep	cheerful	as
well	as	busy,	for	you	are	the	sunshine-maker	of	the	family,	and	if	you	get	dismal
there	is	no	fair	weather.	Then	I'd	try	to	take	an	interest	in	whatever	John	likes—
talk	with	him,	 let	him	read	 to	you,	exchange	 ideas,	and	help	each	other	 in	 that
way.	 Don't	 shut	 yourself	 up	 in	 a	 bandbox	 because	 you	 are	 a	 woman,	 but
understand	 what	 is	 going	 on,	 and	 educate	 yourself	 to	 take	 your	 part	 in	 the
world's	work,	for	it	all	affects	you	and	yours."
"John	is	so	sensible,	I'm	afraid	he	will	think	I'm	stupid	if	I	ask	questions	about

politics	and	things."
"I	don't	believe	he	would.	Love	covers	a	multitude	of	sins,	and	of	whom	could



you	ask	more	freely	than	of	him?	Try	it,	and	see	if	he	doesn't	find	your	society
far	more	agreeable	than	Mrs.	Scott's	suppers."
"I	will.	Poor	John!	I'm	afraid	I	have	neglected	him	sadly,	but	I	thought	I	was

right,	and	he	never	said	anything."
"He	tried	not	to	be	selfish,	but	he	has	felt	rather	forlorn,	I	fancy.	This	is	just

the	time,	Meg,	when	young	married	people	are	apt	 to	grow	apart,	and	the	very
time	when	they	ought	to	be	most	together,	for	the	first	tenderness	soon	wears	off,
unless	care	 is	 taken	 to	preserve	 it.	And	no	 time	 is	so	beautiful	and	precious	 to
parents	as	the	first	years	of	the	little	lives	given	to	them	to	train.	Don't	let	John
be	a	stranger	to	the	babies,	for	they	will	do	more	to	keep	him	safe	and	happy	in
this	world	of	trial	and	temptation	than	anything	else,	and	through	them	you	will
learn	 to	know	and	 love	one	another	as	you	should.	Now,	dear,	good-by.	Think
over	Mother's	preachment,	act	upon	it	if	it	seems	good,	and	God	bless	you	all."
Meg	 did	 think	 it	 over,	 found	 it	 good,	 and	 acted	 upon	 it,	 though	 the	 first

attempt	was	not	made	exactly	as	she	planned	to	have	it.	Of	course	the	children
tyrannized	over	her,	and	ruled	the	house	as	soon	as	they	found	out	that	kicking
and	squalling	brought	them	whatever	they	wanted.	Mamma	was	an	abject	slave
to	 their	 caprices,	 but	 Papa	 was	 not	 so	 easily	 subjugated,	 and	 occasionally
afflicted	 his	 tender	 spouse	 by	 an	 attempt	 at	 paternal	 discipline	 with	 his
obstreperous	son.	For	Demi	inherited	a	trifle	of	his	sire's	firmness	of	character,
we	won't	call	it	obstinacy,	and	when	he	made	up	his	little	mind	to	have	or	to	do
anything,	 all	 the	 king's	 horses	 and	 all	 the	 king's	 men	 could	 not	 change	 that
pertinacious	 little	 mind.	 Mamma	 thought	 the	 dear	 too	 young	 to	 be	 taught	 to
conquer	 his	 prejudices,	 but	 Papa	 believed	 that	 it	 never	 was	 too	 soon	 to	 learn
obedience.	So	Master	Demi	early	discovered	that	when	he	undertook	to	'wrastle'
with	 'Parpar',	 he	 always	 got	 the	 worst	 of	 it,	 yet	 like	 the	 Englishman,	 baby
respected	 the	man	who	conquered	him,	and	 loved	 the	father	whose	grave	"No,
no,"	was	more	impressive	than	all	Mamma's	love	pats.
A	few	days	after	the	talk	with	her	mother,	Meg	resolved	to	try	a	social	evening

with	John,	so	she	ordered	a	nice	supper,	set	 the	parlor	 in	order,	dressed	herself
prettily,	and	put	the	children	to	bed	early,	that	nothing	should	interfere	with	her
experiment.	But	unfortunately	Demi's	most	unconquerable	prejudice	was	against
going	to	bed,	and	that	night	he	decided	to	go	on	a	rampage.	So	poor	Meg	sang
and	rocked,	 told	stories	and	 tried	every	sleep-prevoking	wile	she	could	devise,
but	 all	 in	 vain,	 the	 big	 eyes	 wouldn't	 shut,	 and	 long	 after	 Daisy	 had	 gone	 to
byelow,	like	the	chubby	little	bunch	of	good	nature	she	was,	naughty	Demi	lay
staring	 at	 the	 light,	 with	 the	 most	 discouragingly	 wide-awake	 expression	 of
countenance.
"Will	Demi	lie	still	like	a	good	boy,	while	Mamma	runs	down	and	gives	poor



Papa	 his	 tea?"	 asked	Meg,	 as	 the	 hall	 door	 softly	 closed,	 and	 the	well-known
step	went	tip-toeing	into	the	dining	room.
"Me	has	tea!"	said	Demi,	preparing	to	join	in	the	revel.
"No,	but	I'll	save	you	some	little	cakies	for	breakfast,	if	you'll	go	bye-bye	like

Daisy.	Will	you,	lovey?"
"Iss!"	and	Demi	shut	his	eyes	tight,	as	if	to	catch	sleep	and	hurry	the	desired

day.
Taking	advantage	of	the	propitious	moment,	Meg	slipped	away	and	ran	down

to	greet	her	husband	with	a	smiling	face	and	the	little	blue	bow	in	her	hair	which
was	his	 especial	 admiration.	He	 saw	 it	 at	 once	 and	 said	with	pleased	 surprise,
"Why,	little	mother,	how	gay	we	are	tonight.	Do	you	expect	company?"
"Only	you,	dear."
"Is	it	a	birthday,	anniversary,	or	anything?"
"No,	I'm	tired	of	being	dowdy,	so	I	dressed	up	as	a	change.	You	always	make

yourself	nice	for	table,	no	matter	how	tired	you	are,	so	why	shouldn't	I	when	I
have	the	time?"
"I	do	it	out	of	respect	for	you,	my	dear,"	said	old-fashioned	John.
"Ditto,	ditto,	Mr.	Brooke,"	 laughed	Meg,	 looking	young	and	pretty	again,	as

she	nodded	to	him	over	the	teapot.
"Well,	 it's	 altogether	 delightful,	 and	 like	old	 times.	This	 tastes	 right.	 I	 drink

your	health,	dear."	and	John	sipped	his	tea	with	an	air	of	reposeful	rapture,	which
was	of	very	short	duration	however,	for	as	he	put	down	his	cup,	the	door	handle
rattled	mysteriously,	and	a	little	voice	was	heard,	saying	impatiently…
"Opy	doy.	Me's	tummin!"
"It's	 that	 naughty	 boy.	 I	 told	 him	 to	 go	 to	 sleep	 alone,	 and	 here	 he	 is,

downstairs,	 getting	 his	 death	 a-cold	 pattering	 over	 that	 canvas,"	 said	 Meg,
answering	the	call.
"Mornin'	 now,"	 announced	Demi	 in	 joyful	 tone	 as	he	 entered,	with	his	 long

nightgown	gracefully	festooned	over	his	arm	and	every	curl	bobbing	gayly	as	he
pranced	about	the	table,	eyeing	the	'cakies'	with	loving	glances.
"No,	it	isn't	morning	yet.	You	must	go	to	bed,	and	not	trouble	poor	Mamma.

Then	you	can	have	the	little	cake	with	sugar	on	it."
"Me	 loves	Parpar,"	 said	 the	 artful	 one,	 preparing	 to	 climb	 the	paternal	 knee

and	revel	in	forbidden	joys.	But	John	shook	his	head,	and	said	to	Meg…
"If	you	told	him	to	stay	up	there,	and	go	to	sleep	alone,	make	him	do	it,	or	he

will	never	learn	to	mind	you."
"Yes,	 of	 course.	Come,	Demi,"	 and	Meg	 led	 her	 son	 away,	 feeling	 a	 strong

desire	 to	 spank	 the	 little	 marplot	 who	 hopped	 beside	 her,	 laboring	 under	 the
delusion	 that	 the	 bribe	 was	 to	 be	 administered	 as	 soon	 as	 they	 reached	 the



nursery.
Nor	was	 he	 disappointed,	 for	 that	 shortsighted	woman	 actually	 gave	 him	 a

lump	of	 sugar,	 tucked	him	 into	his	bed,	and	 forbade	any	more	promenades	 till
morning.
"Iss!"	said	Demi	the	perjured,	blissfully	sucking	his	sugar,	and	regarding	his

first	attempt	as	eminently	successful.
Meg	 returned	 to	her	place,	and	supper	was	progressing	pleasantly,	when	 the

little	 ghost	 walked	 again,	 and	 exposed	 the	 maternal	 delinquencies	 by	 boldly
demanding,	"More	sudar,	Marmar."
"Now	this	won't	do,"	said	John,	hardening	his	heart	against	the	engaging	little

sinner.	 "We	 shall	 never	 know	 any	 peace	 till	 that	 child	 learns	 to	 go	 to	 bed
properly.	You	have	made	a	slave	of	yourself	long	enough.	Give	him	one	lesson,
and	then	there	will	be	an	end	of	it.	Put	him	in	his	bed	and	leave	him,	Meg."
"He	won't	stay	there,	he	never	does	unless	I	sit	by	him."
"I'll	manage	him.	Demi,	go	upstairs,	 and	get	 into	your	bed,	as	Mamma	bids

you."
"S'ant!"	 replied	 the	 young	 rebel,	 helping	 himself	 to	 the	 coveted	 'cakie',	 and

beginning	to	eat	the	same	with	calm	audacity.
"You	must	never	say	that	to	Papa.	I	shall	carry	you	if	you	don't	go	yourself."
"Go	 'way,	me	don't	 love	Parpar."	 and	Demi	 retired	 to	his	mother's	 skirts	 for

protection.
But	 even	 that	 refuge	 proved	 unavailing,	 for	 he	 was	 delivered	 over	 to	 the

enemy,	with	a	"Be	gentle	with	him,	John,"	which	struck	the	culprit	with	dismay,
for	when	Mamma	deserted	him,	then	the	judgment	day	was	at	hand.	Bereft	of	his
cake,	defrauded	of	his	frolic,	and	borne	away	by	a	strong	hand	to	that	detested
bed,	poor	Demi	could	not	restrain	his	wrath,	but	openly	defied	Papa,	and	kicked
and	screamed	lustily	all	the	way	upstairs.	The	minute	he	was	put	into	bed	on	one
side,	he	rolled	out	on	the	other,	and	made	for	the	door,	only	to	be	ignominiously
caught	 up	 by	 the	 tail	 of	 his	 little	 toga	 and	 put	 back	 again,	 which	 lively
performance	 was	 kept	 up	 till	 the	 young	 man's	 strength	 gave	 out,	 when	 he
devoted	himself	 to	 roaring	 at	 the	 top	of	 his	 voice.	This	 vocal	 exercise	 usually
conquered	Meg,	but	John	sat	as	unmoved	as	the	post	which	is	popularly	believed
to	be	deaf.	No	coaxing,	no	sugar,	no	lullaby,	no	story,	even	the	light	was	put	out
and	only	the	red	glow	of	the	fire	enlivened	the	 'big	dark'	which	Demi	regarded
with	curiosity	 rather	 than	 fear.	This	new	order	of	 things	disgusted	him,	and	he
howled	dismally	for	'Marmar',	as	his	angry	passions	subsided,	and	recollections
of	 his	 tender	 bondwoman	 returned	 to	 the	 captive	 autocrat.	 The	 plaintive	 wail
which	succeeded	the	passionate	roar	went	to	Meg's	heart,	and	she	ran	up	to	say
beseechingly…



"Let	me	stay	with	him,	he'll	be	good	now,	John."
"No,	my	dear.	I've	told	him	he	must	go	to	sleep,	as	you	bid	him,	and	he	must,

if	I	stay	here	all	night."
"But	 he'll	 cry	 himself	 sick,"	 pleaded	Meg,	 reproaching	 herself	 for	 deserting

her	boy.
"No,	he	won't,	he's	so	tired	he	will	soon	drop	off	and	then	the	matter	is	settled,

for	he	will	understand	that	he	has	got	to	mind.	Don't	interfere,	I'll	manage	him."
"He's	my	child,	and	I	can't	have	his	spirit	broken	by	harshness."
"He's	my	child,	and	I	won't	have	his	temper	spoiled	by	indulgence.	Go	down,

my	dear,	and	leave	the	boy	to	me."
When	 John	 spoke	 in	 that	 masterful	 tone,	 Meg	 always	 obeyed,	 and	 never

regretted	her	docility.
"Please	let	me	kiss	him	once,	John?"
"Certainly.	Demi,	say	good	night	to	Mamma,	and	let	her	go	and	rest,	for	she	is

very	tired	with	taking	care	of	you	all	day."
Meg	 always	 insisted	 upon	 it	 that	 the	 kiss	 won	 the	 victory,	 for	 after	 it	 was

given,	Demi	 sobbed	more	quietly,	 and	 lay	quite	 still	 at	 the	bottom	of	 the	bed,
whither	he	had	wriggled	in	his	anguish	of	mind.
"Poor	 little	man,	he's	worn	out	with	sleep	and	crying.	 I'll	cover	him	up,	and

then	 go	 and	 set	 Meg's	 heart	 at	 rest,"	 thought	 John,	 creeping	 to	 the	 bedside,
hoping	to	find	his	rebellious	heir	asleep.
But	he	wasn't,	for	the	moment	his	father	peeped	at	him,	Demi's	eyes	opened,

his	 little	 chin	 began	 to	 quiver,	 and	 he	 put	 up	 his	 arms,	 saying	with	 a	 penitent
hiccough,	"Me's	dood,	now."
Sitting	on	the	stairs	outside	Meg	wondered	at	the	long	silence	which	followed

the	uproar,	and	after	imagining	all	sorts	of	impossible	accidents,	she	slipped	into
the	 room	 to	 set	 her	 fears	 at	 rest.	 Demi	 lay	 fast	 asleep,	 not	 in	 his	 usual
spreadeagle	attitude,	but	 in	a	subdued	bunch,	cuddled	close	 in	 the	circle	of	his
father's	arm	and	holding	his	father's	finger,	as	if	he	felt	that	justice	was	tempered
with	mercy,	and	had	gone	 to	sleep	a	sadder	and	wiser	baby.	So	held,	John	had
waited	with	 a	womanly	patience	 till	 the	 little	 hand	 relaxed	 its	 hold,	 and	while
waiting	 had	 fallen	 asleep,	more	 tired	 by	 that	 tussle	with	 his	 son	 than	with	 his
whole	day's	work.
As	Meg	stood	watching	the	two	faces	on	the	pillow,	she	smiled	to	herself,	and

then	slipped	away	again,	saying	in	a	satisfied	tone,	"I	never	need	fear	that	John
will	be	too	harsh	with	my	babies.	He	does	know	how	to	manage	them,	and	will
be	a	great	help,	for	Demi	is	getting	too	much	for	me."
When	John	came	down	at	last,	expecting	to	find	a	pensive	or	reproachful	wife,

he	was	agreeably	 surprised	 to	 find	Meg	placidly	 trimming	a	bonnet,	 and	 to	be



greeted	with	the	request	to	read	something	about	the	election,	if	he	was	not	too
tired.	 John	 saw	 in	 a	minute	 that	 a	 revolution	 of	 some	 kind	was	 going	 on,	 but
wisely	 asked	 no	 questions,	 knowing	 that	 Meg	 was	 such	 a	 transparent	 little
person,	she	couldn't	keep	a	secret	to	save	her	life,	and	therefore	the	clue	would
soon	 appear.	He	 read	 a	 long	 debate	with	 the	most	 amiable	 readiness	 and	 then
explained	it	in	his	most	lucid	manner,	while	Meg	tried	to	look	deeply	interested,
to	ask	intelligent	questions,	and	keep	her	thoughts	from	wandering	from	the	state
of	the	nation	to	the	state	of	her	bonnet.	In	her	secret	soul,	however,	she	decided
that	 politics	 were	 as	 bad	 as	 mathematics,	 and	 that	 the	 mission	 of	 politicians
seemed	 to	 be	 calling	 each	 other	 names,	 but	 she	 kept	 these	 feminine	 ideas	 to
herself,	and	when	John	paused,	shook	her	head	and	said	with	what	she	thought
diplomatic	ambiguity,	"Well,	I	really	don't	see	what	we	are	coming	to."
John	 laughed,	 and	 watched	 her	 for	 a	 minute,	 as	 she	 poised	 a	 pretty	 little

preparation	of	 lace	 and	 flowers	 on	her	 hand,	 and	 regarded	 it	with	 the	 genuine
interest	which	his	harangue	had	failed	to	waken.
"She	is	trying	to	like	politics	for	my	sake,	so	I'll	try	and	like	millinery	for	hers,

that's	 only	 fair,"	 thought	 John	 the	 Just,	 adding	 aloud,	 "That's	 very	 pretty.	 Is	 it
what	you	call	a	breakfast	cap?"
"My	dear	man,	it's	a	bonnet!	My	very	best	go-to-concert-and-theater	bonnet."
"I	 beg	 your	 pardon,	 it	 was	 so	 small,	 I	 naturally	 mistook	 it	 for	 one	 of	 the

flyaway	things	you	sometimes	wear.	How	do	you	keep	it	on?"
"These	bits	of	lace	are	fastened	under	the	chin	with	a	rosebud,	so,"	and	Meg

illustrated	 by	 putting	 on	 the	 bonnet	 and	 regarding	 him	 with	 an	 air	 of	 calm
satisfaction	that	was	irresistible.
"It's	 a	 love	 of	 a	 bonnet,	 but	 I	 prefer	 the	 face	 inside,	 for	 it	 looks	 young	 and

happy	 again,"	 and	 John	 kissed	 the	 smiling	 face,	 to	 the	 great	 detriment	 of	 the
rosebud	under	the	chin.
"I'm	glad	you	 like	 it,	 for	 I	want	 you	 to	 take	me	 to	 one	of	 the	 new	concerts

some	night.	I	really	need	some	music	to	put	me	in	tune.	Will	you,	please?"
"Of	course	I	will,	with	all	my	heart,	or	anywhere	else	you	like.	You	have	been

shut	up	so	long,	it	will	do	you	no	end	of	good,	and	I	shall	enjoy	it,	of	all	things.
What	put	it	into	your	head,	little	mother?"
"Well,	I	had	a	talk	with	Marmee	the	other	day,	and	told	her	how	nervous	and

cross	 and	 out	 of	 sorts	 I	 felt,	 and	 she	 said	 I	 needed	 change	 and	 less	 care,	 so
Hannah	is	to	help	me	with	the	children,	and	I'm	to	see	to	things	about	the	house
more,	and	now	and	 then	have	a	 little	 fun,	 just	 to	keep	me	from	getting	 to	be	a
fidgety,	broken-down	old	woman	before	my	time.	It's	only	an	experiment,	John,
and	I	want	to	try	it	for	your	sake	as	much	as	for	mine,	because	I've	neglected	you
shamefully	lately,	and	I'm	going	to	make	home	what	it	used	to	be,	if	I	can.	You



don't	object,	I	hope?"
Never	mind	what	John	said,	or	what	a	very	narrow	escape	the	little	bonnet	had

from	 utter	 ruin.	 All	 that	 we	 have	 any	 business	 to	 know	 is	 that	 John	 did	 not
appear	 to	 object,	 judging	 from	 the	 changes	which	 gradually	 took	 place	 in	 the
house	and	 its	 inmates.	 It	was	not	all	Paradise	by	any	means,	but	everyone	was
better	 for	 the	 division	 of	 labor	 system.	The	 children	 throve	 under	 the	 paternal
rule,	 for	 accurate,	 stedfast	 John	 brought	 order	 and	 obedience	 into	 Babydom,
while	 Meg	 recovered	 her	 spirits	 and	 composed	 her	 nerves	 by	 plenty	 of
wholesome	exercise,	a	 little	pleasure,	and	much	confidential	conversation	with
her	sensible	husband.	Home	grew	homelike	again,	and	John	had	no	wish	to	leave
it,	 unless	 he	 took	Meg	 with	 him.	 The	 Scotts	 came	 to	 the	 Brookes'	 now,	 and
everyone	found	the	little	house	a	cheerful	place,	full	of	happiness,	content,	and
family	 love.	 Even	 Sallie	Moffatt	 liked	 to	 go	 there.	 "It	 is	 always	 so	 quiet	 and
pleasant	here,	 it	does	me	good,	Meg,"	 she	used	 to	 say,	 looking	about	her	with
wistful	eyes,	as	if	trying	to	discover	the	charm,	that	she	might	use	it	in	her	great
house,	full	of	splendid	loneliness,	for	there	were	no	riotous,	sunny-faced	babies
there,	and	Ned	lived	in	a	world	of	his	own,	where	there	was	no	place	for	her.
This	 household	 happiness	 did	 not	 come	 all	 at	 once,	 but	 John	 and	Meg	 had

found	 the	 key	 to	 it,	 and	 each	 year	 of	married	 life	 taught	 them	 how	 to	 use	 it,
unlocking	 the	 treasuries	 of	 real	 home	 love	 and	mutual	 helpfulness,	 which	 the
poorest	 may	 possess,	 and	 the	 richest	 cannot	 buy.	 This	 is	 the	 sort	 of	 shelf	 on
which	young	wives	and	mothers	may	consent	 to	be	 laid,	 safe	 from	the	 restless
fret	and	fever	of	the	world,	finding	loyal	lovers	in	the	little	sons	and	daughters
who	cling	to	them,	undaunted	by	sorrow,	poverty,	or	age,	walking	side	by	side,
through	fair	and	stormy	weather,	with	a	faithful	friend,	who	is,	in	the	true	sense
of	the	good	old	Saxon	word,	the	'house-band',	and	learning,	as	Meg	learned,	that
a	woman's	happiest	kingdom	is	home,	her	highest	honor	the	art	of	ruling	it	not	as
a	queen,	but	as	a	wise	wife	and	mother.



Chapter		16	
Lazy	Laurence

Laurie	went	 to	Nice	 intending	 to	 stay	a	week,	 and	 remained	a	month.	He	was
tired	of	wandering	about	alone,	 and	Amy's	 familiar	presence	 seemed	 to	give	a
homelike	charm	to	the	foreign	scenes	in	which	she	bore	a	part.	He	rather	missed
the	'petting'	he	used	to	receive,	and	enjoyed	a	taste	of	it	again,	for	no	attentions,
however	flattering,	from	strangers,	were	half	so	pleasant	as	the	sisterly	adoration
of	the	girls	at	home.	Amy	never	would	pet	him	like	the	others,	but	she	was	very
glad	 to	 see	 him	 now,	 and	 quite	 clung	 to	 him,	 feeling	 that	 he	 was	 the
representative	 of	 the	 dear	 family	 for	 whom	 she	 longed	 more	 than	 she	 would
confess.	 They	 naturally	 took	 comfort	 in	 each	 other's	 society	 and	 were	 much
together,	riding,	walking,	dancing,	or	dawdling,	for	at	Nice	no	one	can	be	very
industrious	during	the	gay	season.	But,	while	apparently	amusing	themselves	in
the	most	 careless	 fashion,	 they	 were	 half-consciously	making	 discoveries	 and
forming	 opinions	 about	 each	 other.	 Amy	 rose	 daily	 in	 the	 estimation	 of	 her
friend,	 but	 he	 sank	 in	 hers,	 and	 each	 felt	 the	 truth	 before	 a	word	was	 spoken.
Amy	tried	to	please,	and	succeeded,	for	she	was	grateful	for	the	many	pleasures
he	gave	her,	 and	 repaid	him	with	 the	 little	 services	 to	which	womanly	women
know	how	 to	 lend	an	 indescribable	charm.	Laurie	made	no	effort	of	 any	kind,
but	 just	 let	himself	drift	along	as	comfortably	as	possible,	 trying	 to	forget,	and
feeling	that	all	women	owed	him	a	kind	word	because	one	had	been	cold	to	him.
It	 cost	 him	 no	 effort	 to	 be	 generous,	 and	 he	 would	 have	 given	 Amy	 all	 the
trinkets	in	Nice	if	she	would	have	taken	them,	but	at	the	same	time	he	felt	that	he
could	not	change	the	opinion	she	was	forming	of	him,	and	he	rather	dreaded	the
keen	blue	eyes	that	seemed	to	watch	him	with	such	half-sorrowful,	half-scornful
surprise.
"All	the	rest	have	gone	to	Monaco	for	the	day.	I	preferred	to	stay	at	home	and

write	letters.	They	are	done	now,	and	I	am	going	to	Valrosa	to	sketch,	will	you
come?"	said	Amy,	as	 she	 joined	Laurie	one	 lovely	day	when	he	 lounged	 in	as
usual,	about	noon.
"Well,	yes,	but	isn't	it	rather	warm	for	such	a	long	walk?"	he	answered	slowly,

for	the	shaded	salon	looked	inviting	after	the	glare	without.
"I'm	going	 to	 have	 the	 little	 carriage,	 and	Baptiste	 can	drive,	 so	 you'll	 have

nothing	to	do	but	hold	your	umbrella,	and	keep	your	gloves	nice,"	returned	Amy,



with	 a	 sarcastic	 glance	 at	 the	 immaculate	 kids,	which	were	 a	weak	point	with
Laurie.
"Then	I'll	go	with	pleasure."	and	he	put	out	his	hand	for	her	sketchbook.	But

she	tucked	it	under	her	arm	with	a	sharp…
"Don't	trouble	yourself.	It's	no	exertion	to	me,	but	you	don't	look	equal	to	it."
Laurie	 lifted	 his	 eyebrows	 and	 followed	 at	 a	 leisurely	 pace	 as	 she	 ran

downstairs,	but	when	they	got	into	the	carriage	he	took	the	reins	himself,	and	left
little	Baptiste	nothing	to	do	but	fold	his	arms	and	fall	asleep	on	his	perch.
The	 two	never	 quarreled.	Amy	was	 too	well-bred,	 and	 just	 now	Laurie	was

too	lazy,	so	in	a	minute	he	peeped	under	her	hatbrim	with	an	inquiring	air.	She
answered	 him	 with	 a	 smile,	 and	 they	 went	 on	 together	 in	 the	 most	 amicable
manner.
It	was	a	lovely	drive,	along	winding	roads	rich	in	the	picturesque	scenes	that

delight	 beauty-loving	 eyes.	 Here	 an	 ancient	 monastery,	 whence	 the	 solemn
chanting	 of	 the	monks	 came	 down	 to	 them.	 There	 a	 bare-legged	 shepherd,	 in
wooden	shoes,	pointed	hat,	and	rough	jacket	over	one	shoulder,	sat	piping	on	a
stone	while	his	goats	skipped	among	the	rocks	or	lay	at	his	feet.	Meek,	mouse-
colored	donkeys,	laden	with	panniers	of	freshly	cut	grass	passed	by,	with	a	pretty
girl	in	a	capaline	sitting	between	the	green	piles,	or	an	old	woman	spinning	with
a	distaff	 as	 she	went.	Brown,	 soft-eyed	 children	 ran	out	 from	 the	quaint	 stone
hovels	to	offer	nosegays,	or	bunches	of	oranges	still	on	the	bough.	Gnarled	olive
trees	covered	the	hills	with	their	dusky	foliage,	fruit	hung	golden	in	the	orchard,
and	great	scarlet	anemones	fringed	the	roadside,	while	beyond	green	slopes	and
craggy	heights,	the	Maritime	Alps	rose	sharp	and	white	against	the	blue	Italian
sky.
Valrosa	well	deserved	its	name,	for	in	that	climate	of	perpetual	summer	roses

blossomed	everywhere.	They	overhung	the	archway,	thrust	themselves	between
the	 bars	 of	 the	 great	 gate	 with	 a	 sweet	 welcome	 to	 passers-by,	 and	 lined	 the
avenue,	winding	 through	lemon	trees	and	feathery	palms	up	 to	 the	villa	on	 the
hill.	Every	shadowy	nook,	where	seats	invited	one	to	stop	and	rest,	was	a	mass
of	bloom,	every	cool	grotto	had	its	marble	nymph	smiling	from	a	veil	of	flowers
and	every	fountain	reflected	crimson,	white,	or	pale	pink	roses,	leaning	down	to
smile	 at	 their	 own	 beauty.	 Roses	 covered	 the	 walls	 of	 the	 house,	 draped	 the
cornices,	climbed	the	pillars,	and	ran	riot	over	the	balustrade	of	the	wide	terrace,
whence	one	looked	down	on	the	sunny	Mediterranean,	and	the	white-walled	city
on	its	shore.
"This	is	a	regular	honeymoon	paradise,	isn't	it?	Did	you	ever	see	such	roses?"

asked	Amy,	pausing	on	 the	 terrace	 to	enjoy	 the	view,	and	a	 luxurious	whiff	of
perfume	that	came	wandering	by.



"No,	nor	felt	such	thorns,"	returned	Laurie,	with	his	thumb	in	his	mouth,	after
a	 vain	 attempt	 to	 capture	 a	 solitary	 scarlet	 flower	 that	 grew	 just	 beyond	 his
reach.
"Try	 lower	down,	 and	pick	 those	 that	 have	no	 thorns,"	 said	Amy,	 gathering

three	 of	 the	 tiny	 cream-colored	 ones	 that	 starred	 the	wall	 behind	 her.	 She	 put
them	in	his	buttonhole	as	a	peace	offering,	and	he	stood	a	minute	looking	down
at	them	with	a	curious	expression,	for	in	the	Italian	part	of	his	nature	there	was	a
touch	of	superstition,	and	he	was	just	then	in	that	state	of	half-sweet,	half-bitter
melancholy,	when	 imaginative	young	men	 find	 significance	 in	 trifles	 and	 food
for	romance	everywhere.	He	had	thought	of	Jo	in	reaching	after	 the	thorny	red
rose,	for	vivid	flowers	became	her,	and	she	had	often	worn	ones	like	that	from
the	 greenhouse	 at	 home.	The	 pale	 roses	Amy	gave	 him	were	 the	 sort	 that	 the
Italians	 lay	 in	 dead	 hands,	 never	 in	 bridal	 wreaths,	 and	 for	 a	 moment	 he
wondered	 if	 the	 omen	 was	 for	 Jo	 or	 for	 himself,	 but	 the	 next	 instant	 his
American	 common	 sense	 got	 the	 better	 of	 sentimentality,	 and	 he	 laughed	 a
heartier	laugh	than	Amy	had	heard	since	he	came.
"It's	good	advice,	you'd	better	take	it	and	save	your	fingers,"	she	said,	thinking

her	speech	amused	him.
"Thank	you,	I	will,"	he	answered	in	jest,	and	a	few	months	later	he	did	it	 in

earnest.
"Laurie,	when	are	you	going	to	your	grandfather?"	she	asked	presently,	as	she

settled	herself	on	a	rustic	seat.
"Very	soon."
"You	have	said	that	a	dozen	times	within	the	last	three	weeks."
"I	dare	say,	short	answers	save	trouble."
"He	expects	you,	and	you	really	ought	to	go."
"Hospitable	creature!	I	know	it."
"Then	why	don't	you	do	it?"
"Natural	depravity,	I	suppose."
"Natural	indolence,	you	mean.	It's	really	dreadful!"	and	Amy	looked	severe.
"Not	so	bad	as	it	seems,	for	I	should	only	plague	him	if	I	went,	so	I	might	as

well	stay	and	plague	you	a	little	longer,	you	can	bear	it	better,	in	fact	I	think	it
agrees	with	you	excellently,"	and	Laurie	composed	himself	for	a	lounge	on	the
broad	ledge	of	the	balustrade.
Amy	shook	her	head	and	opened	her	 sketchbook	with	 an	 air	 of	 resignation,

but	 she	had	made	up	her	mind	 to	 lecture	 'that	boy'	 and	 in	 a	minute	 she	began
again.
"What	are	you	doing	just	now?"
"Watching	lizards."



"No,	no.	I	mean	what	do	you	intend	and	wish	to	do?"
"Smoke	a	cigarette,	if	you'll	allow	me."
"How	provoking	you	are!	I	don't	approve	of	cigars	and	I	will	only	allow	it	on

condition	that	you	let	me	put	you	into	my	sketch.	I	need	a	figure."
"With	 all	 the	 pleasure	 in	 life.	 How	will	 you	 have	me,	 full	 length	 or	 three-

quarters,	 on	my	 head	 or	my	 heels?	 I	 should	 respectfully	 suggest	 a	 recumbent
posture,	then	put	yourself	in	also	and	call	it	'Dolce	far	niente'."
"Stay	as	you	are,	and	go	to	sleep	if	you	like.	I	intend	to	work	hard,"	said	Amy

in	her	most	energetic	tone.
"What	delightful	enthusiasm!"	and	he	leaned	against	a	tall	urn	with	an	air	of

entire	satisfaction.
"What	would	Jo	say	if	she	saw	you	now?"	asked	Amy	impatiently,	hoping	to

stir	him	up	by	the	mention	of	her	still	more	energetic	sister's	name.
"As	usual,	'Go	away,	Teddy.	I'm	busy!'"	He	laughed	as	he	spoke,	but	the	laugh

was	 not	 natural,	 and	 a	 shade	 passed	 over	 his	 face,	 for	 the	 utterance	 of	 the
familiar	name	touched	the	wound	that	was	not	healed	yet.	Both	tone	and	shadow
struck	Amy,	for	she	had	seen	and	heard	them	before,	and	now	she	looked	up	in
time	to	catch	a	new	expression	on	Laurie's	face—a	hard	bitter	look,	full	of	pain,
dissatisfaction,	and	regret.	It	was	gone	before	she	could	study	it	and	the	listless
expression	 back	 again.	 She	 watched	 him	 for	 a	moment	 with	 artistic	 pleasure,
thinking	 how	 like	 an	 Italian	 he	 looked,	 as	 he	 lay	 basking	 in	 the	 sun	 with
uncovered	 head	 and	 eyes	 full	 of	 southern	 dreaminess,	 for	 he	 seemed	 to	 have
forgotten	her	and	fallen	into	a	reverie.
"You	 look	 like	 the	 effigy	 of	 a	 young	 knight	 asleep	 on	 his	 tomb,"	 she	 said,

carefully	tracing	the	well-cut	profile	defined	against	the	dark	stone.
"Wish	I	was!"
"That's	a	foolish	wish,	unless	you	have	spoiled	your	life.	You	are	so	changed,	I

sometimes	 think—"	 there	 Amy	 stopped,	 with	 a	 half-timid,	 half-wistful	 look,
more	significant	than	her	unfinished	speech.
Laurie	 saw	 and	 understood	 the	 affectionate	 anxiety	 which	 she	 hesitated	 to

express,	and	looking	straight	into	her	eyes,	said,	just	as	he	used	to	say	it	to	her
mother,	"It's	all	right,	ma'am."
That	satisfied	her	and	set	at	rest	the	doubts	that	had	begun	to	worry	her	lately.

It	also	touched	her,	and	she	showed	that	it	did,	by	the	cordial	tone	in	which	she
said…
"I'm	glad	of	that!	I	didn't	think	you'd	been	a	very	bad	boy,	but	I	fancied	you

might	have	wasted	money	at	that	wicked	Baden-Baden,	lost	your	heart	to	some
charming	 Frenchwoman	with	 a	 husband,	 or	 got	 into	 some	 of	 the	 scrapes	 that
young	men	seem	 to	consider	a	necessary	part	of	 a	 foreign	 tour.	Don't	 stay	out



there	in	the	sun,	come	and	lie	on	the	grass	here	and	'let	us	be	friendly',	as	Jo	used
to	say	when	we	got	in	the	sofa	corner	and	told	secrets."
Laurie	obediently	threw	himself	down	on	the	turf,	and	began	to	amuse	himself

by	sticking	daisies	into	the	ribbons	of	Amy's	hat,	that	lay	there.
"I'm	all	ready	for	the	secrets."	and	he	glanced	up	with	a	decided	expression	of

interest	in	his	eyes.
"I've	none	to	tell.	You	may	begin."
"Haven't	 one	 to	 bless	myself	with.	 I	 thought	 perhaps	 you'd	 had	 some	 news

from	home.."
"You	have	heard	all	 that	has	come	 lately.	Don't	you	hear	often?	I	 fancied	Jo

would	send	you	volumes."
"She's	very	busy.	I'm	roving	about	so,	it's	impossible	to	be	regular,	you	know.

When	do	you	begin	your	great	work	of	art,	Raphaella?"	he	asked,	changing	the
subject	 abruptly	 after	 another	 pause,	 in	which	 he	 had	 been	wondering	 if	Amy
knew	his	secret	and	wanted	to	talk	about	it.
"Never,"	she	answered,	with	a	despondent	but	decided	air.	"Rome	took	all	the

vanity	out	of	me,	for	after	seeing	the	wonders	there,	I	felt	too	insignificant	to	live
and	gave	up	all	my	foolish	hopes	in	despair."
"Why	should	you,	with	so	much	energy	and	talent?"
"That's	 just	 why,	 because	 talent	 isn't	 genius,	 and	 no	 amount	 of	 energy	 can

make	it	so.	I	want	to	be	great,	or	nothing.	I	won't	be	a	common-place	dauber,	so	I
don't	intend	to	try	any	more."
"And	what	are	you	going	to	do	with	yourself	now,	if	I	may	ask?"
"Polish	 up	 my	 other	 talents,	 and	 be	 an	 ornament	 to	 society,	 if	 I	 get	 the

chance."
It	 was	 a	 characteristic	 speech,	 and	 sounded	 daring,	 but	 audacity	 becomes

young	people,	and	Amy's	ambition	had	a	good	foundation.	Laurie	smiled,	but	he
liked	the	spirit	with	which	she	took	up	a	new	purpose	when	a	long-cherished	one
died,	and	spent	no	time	lamenting.
"Good!	And	here	is	where	Fred	Vaughn	comes	in,	I	fancy."
Amy	 preserved	 a	 discreet	 silence,	 but	 there	 was	 a	 conscious	 look	 in	 her

downcast	face	that	made	Laurie	sit	up	and	say	gravely,	"Now	I'm	going	to	play
brother,	and	ask	questions.	May	I?"
"I	don't	promise	to	answer."
"Your	face	will,	if	your	tongue	won't.	You	aren't	woman	of	the	world	enough

yet	to	hide	your	feelings,	my	dear.	I	heard	rumors	about	Fred	and	you	last	year,
and	it's	my	private	opinion	that	if	he	had	not	been	called	home	so	suddenly	and
detained	so	long,	something	would	have	come	of	it,	hey?"
"That's	not	 for	me	 to	 say,"	was	Amy's	grim	 reply,	but	her	 lips	would	 smile,



and	there	was	a	traitorous	sparkle	of	the	eye	which	betrayed	that	she	knew	her
power	and	enjoyed	the	knowledge.
"You	 are	 not	 engaged,	 I	 hope?"	 and	Laurie	 looked	 very	 elder-brotherly	 and

grave	all	of	a	sudden.
"No."
"But	 you	 will	 be,	 if	 he	 comes	 back	 and	 goes	 properly	 down	 on	 his	 knees,

won't	you?"
"Very	likely."
"Then	you	are	fond	of	old	Fred?"
"I	could	be,	if	I	tried."
"But	 you	 don't	 intend	 to	 try	 till	 the	 proper	 moment?	 Bless	 my	 soul,	 what

unearthly	prudence!	He's	a	good	 fellow,	Amy,	but	not	 the	man	 I	 fancied	you'd
like."
"He	is	 rich,	a	gentleman,	and	has	delightful	manners,"	began	Amy,	 trying	 to

be	quite	cool	and	dignified,	but	feeling	a	little	ashamed	of	herself,	in	spite	of	the
sincerity	of	her	intentions.
"I	understand.	Queens	of	society	can't	get	on	without	money,	so	you	mean	to

make	a	good	match,	and	start	in	that	way?	Quite	right	and	proper,	as	the	world
goes,	but	it	sounds	odd	from	the	lips	of	one	of	your	mother's	girls."
"True,	nevertheless."
A	 short	 speech,	 but	 the	 quiet	 decision	with	which	 it	 was	 uttered	 contrasted

curiously	with	the	young	speaker.	Laurie	felt	 this	 instinctively	and	laid	himself
down	 again,	 with	 a	 sense	 of	 disappointment	 which	 he	 could	 not	 explain.	 His
look	and	silence,	as	well	as	a	certain	inward	self-disapproval,	ruffled	Amy,	and
made	her	resolve	to	deliver	her	lecture	without	delay.
"I	wish	you'd	do	me	the	favor	to	rouse	yourself	a	little,"	she	said	sharply.
"Do	it	for	me,	there's	a	dear	girl."
"I	could,	 if	I	 tried."	and	she	looked	as	 if	she	would	like	doing	it	 in	 the	most

summary	style.
"Try,	then.	I	give	you	leave,"	returned	Laurie,	who	enjoyed	having	someone	to

tease,	after	his	long	abstinence	from	his	favorite	pastime.
"You'd	be	angry	in	five	minutes."
"I'm	never	angry	with	you.	It	takes	two	flints	to	make	a	fire.	You	are	as	cool

and	soft	as	snow."
"You	don't	know	what	I	can	do.	Snow	produces	a	glow	and	a	tingle,	if	applied

rightly.	Your	indifference	is	half	affectation,	and	a	good	stirring	up	would	prove
it."
"Stir	away,	it	won't	hurt	me	and	it	may	amuse	you,	as	the	big	man	said	when

his	little	wife	beat	him.	Regard	me	in	the	light	of	a	husband	or	a	carpet,	and	beat



till	you	are	tired,	if	that	sort	of	exercise	agrees	with	you."
Being	decidedly	nettled	herself,	and	longing	to	see	him	shake	off	 the	apathy

that	so	altered	him,	Amy	sharpened	both	tongue	and	pencil,	and	began.
"Flo	and	I	have	got	a	new	name	for	you.	It's	Lazy	Laurence.	How	do	you	like

it?"
She	thought	it	would	annoy	him,	but	he	only	folded	his	arms	under	his	head,

with	an	imperturbable,	"That's	not	bad.	Thank	you,	ladies."
"Do	you	want	to	know	what	I	honestly	think	of	you?"
"Pining	to	be	told."
"Well,	I	despise	you."
If	she	had	even	said	'I	hate	you'	in	a	petulant	or	coquettish	tone,	he	would	have

laughed	and	rather	liked	it,	but	the	grave,	almost	sad,	accent	in	her	voice	made
him	open	his	eyes,	and	ask	quickly…
"Why,	if	you	please?"
"Because,	with	every	chance	for	being	good,	useful,	and	happy,	you	are	faulty,

lazy,	and	miserable."
"Strong	language,	mademoiselle."
"If	you	like	it,	I'll	go	on."
"Pray	do,	it's	quite	interesting."
"I	 thought	 you'd	 find	 it	 so.	 Selfish	 people	 always	 like	 to	 talk	 about

themselves."
"Am	 I	 selfish?"	 the	 question	 slipped	 out	 involuntarily	 and	 in	 a	 tone	 of

surprise,	for	the	one	virtue	on	which	he	prided	himself	was	generosity.
"Yes,	very	selfish,"	continued	Amy,	 in	a	calm,	cool	voice,	 twice	as	effective

just	then	as	an	angry	one.	"I'll	show	you	how,	for	I've	studied	you	while	we	were
frolicking,	 and	 I'm	 not	 at	 all	 satisfied	 with	 you.	 Here	 you	 have	 been	 abroad
nearly	six	months,	and	done	nothing	but	waste	time	and	money	and	disappoint
your	friends."
"Isn't	a	fellow	to	have	any	pleasure	after	a	four-year	grind?"
"You	don't	look	as	if	you'd	had	much.	At	any	rate,	you	are	none	the	better	for

it,	as	far	as	I	can	see.	I	said	when	we	first	met	that	you	had	improved.	Now	I	take
it	all	back,	for	I	don't	think	you	half	so	nice	as	when	I	left	you	at	home.	You	have
grown	abominably	lazy,	you	like	gossip,	and	waste	time	on	frivolous	things,	you
are	contented	 to	be	petted	and	admired	by	 silly	people,	 instead	of	being	 loved
and	respected	by	wise	ones.	With	money,	talent,	position,	health,	and	beauty,	ah
you	like	that	old	Vanity!	But	it's	the	truth,	so	I	can't	help	saying	it,	with	all	these
splendid	 things	 to	 use	 and	 enjoy,	 you	 can	 find	 nothing	 to	 do	 but	 dawdle,	 and
instead	of	being	 the	man	you	ought	 to	be,	you	are	only…	"	 there	she	stopped,
with	a	look	that	had	both	pain	and	pity	in	it.



"Saint	Laurence	on	a	gridiron,"	added	Laurie,	blandly	finishing	the	sentence.
But	 the	 lecture	began	 to	 take	effect,	 for	 there	was	a	wide-awake	sparkle	 in	his
eyes	 now	 and	 a	 half-angry,	 half-injured	 expression	 replaced	 the	 former
indifference.
"I	supposed	you'd	take	it	so.	You	men	tell	us	we	are	angels,	and	say	we	can

make	 you	what	we	will,	 but	 the	 instant	we	 honestly	 try	 to	 do	 you	 good,	 you
laugh	 at	 us	 and	won't	 listen,	which	 proves	 how	much	 your	 flattery	 is	worth."
Amy	spoke	bitterly,	and	turned	her	back	on	the	exasperating	martyr	at	her	feet.
In	a	minute	a	hand	came	down	over	the	page,	so	that	she	could	not	draw,	and

Laurie's	voice	said,	with	a	droll	imitation	of	a	penitent	child,	"I	will	be	good,	oh,
I	will	be	good!"
But	Amy	did	not	laugh,	for	she	was	in	earnest,	and	tapping	on	the	outspread

hand	with	her	pencil,	said	soberly,	"Aren't	you	ashamed	of	a	hand	like	that?	It's
as	soft	and	white	as	a	woman's,	and	 looks	as	 if	 it	never	did	anything	but	wear
Jouvin's	 best	 gloves	 and	 pick	 flowers	 for	 ladies.	 You	 are	 not	 a	 dandy,	 thank
Heaven,	so	I'm	glad	to	see	there	are	no	diamonds	or	big	seal	rings	on	it,	only	the
little	old	one	Jo	gave	you	so	 long	ago.	Dear	 soul,	 I	wish	she	was	here	 to	help
me!"
"So	do	I!"
The	hand	vanished	as	suddenly	as	it	came,	and	there	was	energy	enough	in	the

echo	of	her	wish	to	suit	even	Amy.	She	glanced	down	at	him	with	a	new	thought
in	her	mind,	but	he	was	lying	with	his	hat	half	over	his	face,	as	if	for	shade,	and
his	mustache	 hid	 his	mouth.	 She	 only	 saw	his	 chest	 rise	 and	 fall,	with	 a	 long
breath	that	might	have	been	a	sigh,	and	the	hand	that	wore	the	ring	nestled	down
into	the	grass,	as	if	to	hide	something	too	precious	or	too	tender	to	be	spoken	of.
All	 in	 a	 minute	 various	 hints	 and	 trifles	 assumed	 shape	 and	 significance	 in
Amy's	 mind,	 and	 told	 her	 what	 her	 sister	 never	 had	 confided	 to	 her.	 She
remembered	that	Laurie	never	spoke	voluntarily	of	Jo,	she	recalled	the	shadow
on	his	face	just	now,	the	change	in	his	character,	and	the	wearing	of	the	little	old
ring	which	was	no	ornament	 to	a	handsome	hand.	Girls	are	quick	 to	read	such
signs	and	feel	their	eloquence.	Amy	had	fancied	that	perhaps	a	love	trouble	was
at	the	bottom	of	the	alteration,	and	now	she	was	sure	of	it.	Her	keen	eyes	filled,
and	when	she	spoke	again,	 it	was	 in	a	voice	 that	could	be	beautifully	soft	and
kind	when	she	chose	to	make	it	so.
"I	 know	 I	 have	 no	 right	 to	 talk	 so	 to	 you,	 Laurie,	 and	 if	 you	 weren't	 the

sweetest-tempered	fellow	in	the	world,	you'd	be	very	angry	with	me.	But	we	are
all	so	fond	and	proud	of	you,	I	couldn't	bear	to	think	they	should	be	disappointed
in	 you	 at	 home	 as	 I	 have	 been,	 though,	 perhaps	 they	 would	 understand	 the
change	better	than	I	do."



"I	 think	 they	 would,"	 came	 from	 under	 the	 hat,	 in	 a	 grim	 tone,	 quite	 as
touching	as	a	broken	one.
"They	ought	to	have	told	me,	and	not	let	me	go	blundering	and	scolding,	when

I	should	have	been	more	kind	and	patient	 than	ever.	 I	never	did	 like	 that	Miss
Randal	and	now	I	hate	her!"	said	artful	Amy,	wishing	to	be	sure	of	her	facts	this
time.
"Hang	Miss	Randal!"	and	Laurie	knocked	the	hat	off	his	face	with	a	look	that

left	no	doubt	of	his	sentiments	toward	that	young	lady.
"I	beg	pardon,	I	thought…	"	and	there	she	paused	diplomatically.
"No,	 you	 didn't,	 you	 knew	 perfectly	well	 I	 never	 cared	 for	 anyone	 but	 Jo,"

Laurie	said	that	in	his	old,	impetuous	tone,	and	turned	his	face	away	as	he	spoke.
"I	did	think	so,	but	as	they	never	said	anything	about	it,	and	you	came	away,	I

supposed	I	was	mistaken.	And	Jo	wouldn't	be	kind	to	you?	Why,	I	was	sure	she
loved	you	dearly."
"She	was	kind,	but	not	in	the	right	way,	and	it's	lucky	for	her	she	didn't	love

me,	 if	 I'm	 the	good-for-nothing	 fellow	you	 think	me.	 It's	her	 fault	 though,	and
you	may	tell	her	so."
The	hard,	bitter	look	came	back	again	as	he	said	that,	and	it	troubled	Amy,	for

she	did	not	know	what	balm	to	apply.
"I	was	wrong,	 I	 didn't	 know.	 I'm	very	 sorry	 I	was	 so	 cross,	 but	 I	 can't	 help

wishing	you'd	bear	it	better,	Teddy,	dear."
"Don't,	 that's	 her	 name	 for	 me!"	 and	 Laurie	 put	 up	 his	 hand	 with	 a	 quick

gesture	to	stop	the	words	spoken	in	Jo's	half-kind,	half-reproachful	 tone.	"Wait
till	you've	tried	it	yourself,"	he	added	in	a	low	voice,	as	he	pulled	up	the	grass	by
the	handful.
"I'd	take	it	manfully,	and	be	respected	if	I	couldn't	be	loved,"	said	Amy,	with

the	decision	of	one	who	knew	nothing	about	it.
Now,	Laurie	flattered	himself	that	he	had	borne	it	remarkably	well,	making	no

moan,	 asking	no	 sympathy,	 and	 taking	his	 trouble	 away	 to	 live	 it	 down	alone.
Amy's	lecture	put	the	matter	in	a	new	light,	and	for	the	first	time	it	did	look	weak
and	 selfish	 to	 lose	 heart	 at	 the	 first	 failure,	 and	 shut	 himself	 up	 in	 moody
indifference.	He	felt	as	if	suddenly	shaken	out	of	a	pensive	dream	and	found	it
impossible	to	go	to	sleep	again.	Presently	he	sat	up	and	asked	slowly,	"Do	you
think	Jo	would	despise	me	as	you	do?"
"Yes,	if	she	saw	you	now.	She	hates	lazy	people.	Why	don't	you	do	something

splendid,	and	make	her	love	you?"
"I	did	my	best,	but	it	was	no	use."
"Graduating	well,	you	mean?	That	was	no	more	than	you	ought	to	have	done,

for	your	grandfather's	sake.	It	would	have	been	shameful	to	fail	after	spending	so



much	time	and	money,	when	everyone	knew	that	you	could	do	well."
"I	did	fail,	say	what	you	will,	for	Jo	wouldn't	love	me,"	began	Laurie,	leaning

his	head	on	his	hand	in	a	despondent	attitude.
"No,	you	didn't,	and	you'll	say	so	in	the	end,	for	it	did	you	good,	and	proved

that	you	could	do	something	if	you	tried.	If	you'd	only	set	about	another	task	of
some	sort,	you'd	soon	be	your	hearty,	happy	self	again,	and	forget	your	trouble."
"That's	impossible."
"Try	it	and	see.	You	needn't	shrug	your	shoulders,	and	think,	'Much	she	knows

about	 such	 things'.	 I	 don't	 pretend	 to	be	wise,	 but	 I	 am	observing,	 and	 I	 see	 a
great	deal	more	than	you'd	imagine.	I'm	interested	in	other	people's	experiences
and	inconsistencies,	and	though	I	can't	explain,	I	remember	and	use	them	for	my
own	benefit.	Love	Jo	all	your	days,	if	you	choose,	but	don't	let	it	spoil	you,	for
it's	wicked	to	throw	away	so	many	good	gifts	because	you	can't	have	the	one	you
want.	There,	I	won't	lecture	any	more,	for	I	know	you'll	wake	up	and	be	a	man	in
spite	of	that	hardhearted	girl."
Neither	 spoke	 for	 several	 minutes.	 Laurie	 sat	 turning	 the	 little	 ring	 on	 his

finger,	and	Amy	put	the	last	touches	to	the	hasty	sketch	she	had	been	working	at
while	she	talked.	Presently	she	put	it	on	his	knee,	merely	saying,	"How	do	you
like	that?"
He	 looked	 and	 then	 he	 smiled,	 as	 he	 could	 not	well	 help	 doing,	 for	 it	 was

capitally	 done,	 the	 long,	 lazy	 figure	 on	 the	 grass,	 with	 listless	 face,	 half-shut
eyes,	and	one	hand	holding	a	cigar,	from	which	came	the	little	wreath	of	smoke
that	encircled	the	dreamer's	head.
"How	well	 you	 draw!"	 he	 said,	with	 a	 genuine	 surprise	 and	 pleasure	 at	 her

skill,	adding,	with	a	half-laugh,	"Yes,	that's	me."
"As	you	are.	This	is	as	you	were."	and	Amy	laid	another	sketch	beside	the	one

he	held.
It	 was	 not	 nearly	 so	 well	 done,	 but	 there	 was	 a	 life	 and	 spirit	 in	 it	 which

atoned	for	many	faults,	and	it	recalled	the	past	so	vividly	that	a	sudden	change
swept	over	 the	young	man's	 face	 as	he	 looked.	Only	a	 rough	 sketch	of	Laurie
taming	 a	 horse.	 Hat	 and	 coat	 were	 off,	 and	 every	 line	 of	 the	 active	 figure,
resolute	 face,	 and	 commanding	 attitude	 was	 full	 of	 energy	 and	meaning.	 The
handsome	 brute,	 just	 subdued,	 stood	 arching	 his	 neck	 under	 the	 tightly	 drawn
rein,	 with	 one	 foot	 impatiently	 pawing	 the	 ground,	 and	 ears	 pricked	 up	 as	 if
listening	 for	 the	 voice	 that	 had	mastered	 him.	 In	 the	 ruffled	mane,	 the	 rider's
breezy	 hair	 and	 erect	 attitude,	 there	 was	 a	 suggestion	 of	 suddenly	 arrested
motion,	of	strength,	courage,	and	youthful	buoyancy	that	contrasted	sharply	with
the	supine	grace	of	the	'Dolce	far	Niente'	sketch.	Laurie	said	nothing	but	as	his
eye	went	from	one	to	the	other,	Amy	saw	him	flush	up	and	fold	his	lips	together



as	if	he	read	and	accepted	the	little	lesson	she	had	given	him.	That	satisfied	her,
and	without	waiting	for	him	to	speak,	she	said,	in	her	sprightly	way…
"Don't	you	remember	the	day	you	played	Rarey	with	Puck,	and	we	all	looked

on?	Meg	and	Beth	were	frightened,	but	Jo	clapped	and	pranced,	and	I	sat	on	the
fence	and	drew	you.	I	found	that	sketch	in	my	portfolio	the	other	day,	touched	it
up,	and	kept	it	to	show	you."
"Much	 obliged.	 You've	 improved	 immensely	 since	 then,	 and	 I	 congratulate

you.	May	I	venture	to	suggest	in	'a	honeymoon	paradise'	that	five	o'clock	is	the
dinner	hour	at	your	hotel?"
Laurie	 rose	 as	 he	 spoke,	 returned	 the	 pictures	 with	 a	 smile	 and	 a	 bow	 and

looked	at	his	watch,	as	if	to	remind	her	that	even	moral	lectures	should	have	an
end.	He	tried	to	resume	his	former	easy,	indifferent	air,	but	it	was	an	affectation
now,	for	the	rousing	had	been	more	effacious	than	he	would	confess.	Amy	felt
the	shade	of	coldness	in	his	manner,	and	said	to	herself…
"Now,	I've	offended	him.	Well,	if	it	does	him	good,	I'm	glad,	if	it	makes	him

hate	me,	I'm	sorry,	but	it's	true,	and	I	can't	take	back	a	word	of	it."
They	 laughed	 and	 chatted	 all	 the	way	 home,	 and	 little	 Baptiste,	 up	 behind,

thought	that	monsieur	and	madamoiselle	were	in	charming	spirits.	But	both	felt
ill	at	ease.	The	friendly	frankness	was	disturbed,	the	sunshine	had	a	shadow	over
it,	and	despite	their	apparent	gaiety,	there	was	a	secret	discontent	in	the	heart	of
each.
"Shall	we	see	you	this	evening,	mon	frere?"	asked	Amy,	as	they	parted	at	her

aunt's	door.
"Unfortunately	I	have	an	engagement.	Au	revoir,	madamoiselle,"	and	Laurie

bent	as	if	to	kiss	her	hand,	in	the	foreign	fashion,	which	became	him	better	than
many	men.	Something	in	his	face	made	Amy	say	quickly	and	warmly…
"No,	be	yourself	with	me,	Laurie,	and	part	in	the	good	old	way.	I'd	rather	have

a	hearty	English	handshake	than	all	the	sentimental	salutations	in	France."
"Goodbye,	dear,"	and	with	 these	words,	uttered	 in	 the	 tone	she	 liked,	Laurie

left	her,	after	a	handshake	almost	painful	in	its	heartiness.
Next	morning,	instead	of	the	usual	call,	Amy	received	a	note	which	made	her

smile	at	the	beginning	and	sigh	at	the	end.

My	Dear	Mentor,	Please	make	my	adieux	to	your	aunt,	and	exult	within
yourself,	for	'Lazy	Laurence'	has	gone	to	his	grandpa,	like	the	best	of	boys.
A	pleasant	winter	to	you,	and	may	the	gods	grant	you	a	blissful	honeymoon
at	Valrosa!	I	think	Fred	would	be	benefited	by	a	rouser.	Tell	him	so,	with
my	congratulations.
Yours	gratefully,	Telemachus



"Good	boy!	I'm	glad	he's	gone,"	said	Amy,	with	an	approving	smile.	The	next
minute	 her	 face	 fell	 as	 she	 glanced	 about	 the	 empty	 room,	 adding,	 with	 an
involuntary	sigh,	"Yes,	I	am	glad,	but	how	I	shall	miss	him."



Chapter		17	
The	Valley	of	the	Shadow

When	the	first	bitterness	was	over,	the	family	accepted	the	inevitable,	and	tried
to	bear	it	cheerfully,	helping	one	another	by	the	increased	affection	which	comes
to	 bind	 households	 tenderly	 together	 in	 times	 of	 trouble.	 They	 put	 away	 their
grief,	and	each	did	his	or	her	part	toward	making	that	last	year	a	happy	one.
The	 pleasantest	 room	 in	 the	 house	 was	 set	 apart	 for	 Beth,	 and	 in	 it	 was

gathered	everything	 that	 she	most	 loved,	 flowers,	pictures,	 her	piano,	 the	 little
worktable,	 and	 the	beloved	pussies.	Father's	best	books	 found	 their	way	 there,
Mother's	 easy	 chair,	 Jo's	 desk,	 Amy's	 finest	 sketches,	 and	 every	 day	 Meg
brought	 her	 babies	 on	 a	 loving	 pilgrimage,	 to	make	 sunshine	 for	Aunty	Beth.
John	quietly	set	apart	a	little	sum,	that	he	might	enjoy	the	pleasure	of	keeping	the
invalid	 supplied	 with	 the	 fruit	 she	 loved	 and	 longed	 for.	 Old	 Hannah	 never
wearied	 of	 concocting	 dainty	 dishes	 to	 tempt	 a	 capricious	 appetite,	 dropping
tears	as	she	worked,	and	from	across	the	sea	came	little	gifts	and	cheerful	letters,
seeming	 to	 bring	 breaths	 of	 warmth	 and	 fragrance	 from	 lands	 that	 know	 no
winter.
Here,	cherished	like	a	household	saint	in	its	shrine,	sat	Beth,	tranquil	and	busy

as	 ever,	 for	 nothing	 could	 change	 the	 sweet,	 unselfish	 nature,	 and	 even	while
preparing	to	leave	life,	she	tried	to	make	it	happier	for	those	who	should	remain
behind.	The	feeble	fingers	were	never	idle,	and	one	of	her	pleasures	was	to	make
little	 things	 for	 the	 school	 children	 daily	 passing	 to	 and	 fro,	 to	 drop	 a	 pair	 of
mittens	 from	 her	 window	 for	 a	 pair	 of	 purple	 hands,	 a	 needlebook	 for	 some
small	mother	of	many	dolls,	penwipers	for	young	penmen	toiling	through	forests
of	 pothooks,	 scrapbooks	 for	 picture-loving	 eyes,	 and	 all	 manner	 of	 pleasant
devices,	 till	 the	 reluctant	 climbers	 of	 the	 ladder	 of	 learning	 found	 their	 way
strewn	with	flowers,	as	it	were,	and	came	to	regard	the	gentle	giver	as	a	sort	of
fairy	 godmother,	 who	 sat	 above	 there,	 and	 showered	 down	 gifts	miraculously
suited	to	their	tastes	and	needs.	If	Beth	had	wanted	any	reward,	she	found	it	in
the	bright	little	faces	always	turned	up	to	her	window,	with	nods	and	smiles,	and
the	droll	little	letters	which	came	to	her,	full	of	blots	and	gratitude.
The	 first	 few	 months	 were	 very	 happy	 ones,	 and	 Beth	 often	 used	 to	 look

round,	 and	 say	 "How	 beautiful	 this	 is!"	 as	 they	 all	 sat	 together	 in	 her	 sunny
room,	 the	babies	kicking	and	crowing	on	the	floor,	mother	and	sisters	working



near,	 and	 father	 reading,	 in	his	pleasant	voice,	 from	 the	wise	old	books	which
seemed	rich	in	good	and	comfortable	words,	as	applicable	now	as	when	written
centuries	 ago,	 a	 little	 chapel,	where	 a	 paternal	 priest	 taught	 his	 flock	 the	 hard
lessons	all	must	learn,	trying	to	show	them	that	hope	can	comfort	love,	and	faith
make	 resignation	 possible.	 Simple	 sermons,	 that	 went	 straight	 to	 the	 souls	 of
those	who	 listened,	 for	 the	 father's	heart	was	 in	 the	minister's	 religion,	and	 the
frequent	 falter	 in	 the	voice	gave	 a	double	 eloquence	 to	 the	words	he	 spoke	or
read.
It	was	well	for	all	that	this	peaceful	time	was	given	them	as	preparation	for	the

sad	hours	to	come,	for	by-and-by,	Beth	said	the	needle	was	'so	heavy',	and	put	it
down	 forever.	Talking	wearied	her,	 faces	 troubled	her,	pain	claimed	her	 for	 its
own,	and	her	tranquil	spirit	was	sorrowfully	perturbed	by	the	ills	that	vexed	her
feeble	flesh.	Ah	me!	Such	heavy	days,	such	long,	long	nights,	such	aching	hearts
and	 imploring	 prayers,	when	 those	who	 loved	 her	 best	were	 forced	 to	 see	 the
thin	hands	stretched	out	to	them	beseechingly,	 to	hear	the	bitter	cry,	"Help	me,
help	me!"	and	to	feel	that	there	was	no	help.	A	sad	eclipse	of	the	serene	soul,	a
sharp	struggle	of	the	young	life	with	death,	but	both	were	mercifully	brief,	and
then	the	natural	rebellion	over,	the	old	peace	returned	more	beautiful	than	ever.
With	 the	wreck	of	her	frail	body,	Beth's	soul	grew	strong,	and	 though	she	said
little,	those	about	her	felt	that	she	was	ready,	saw	that	the	first	pilgrim	called	was
likewise	 the	fittest,	and	waited	with	her	on	 the	shore,	 trying	 to	see	 the	Shining
Ones	coming	to	receive	her	when	she	crossed	the	river.
Jo	never	left	her	for	an	hour	since	Beth	had	said	"I	feel	stronger	when	you	are

here."	She	slept	on	a	couch	in	the	room,	waking	often	to	renew	the	fire,	to	feed,
lift,	or	wait	upon	the	patient	creature	who	seldom	asked	for	anything,	and	'tried
not	 to	be	a	 trouble'.	All	day	she	haunted	 the	 room,	 jealous	of	any	other	nurse,
and	prouder	of	being	chosen	 then	 than	of	 any	honor	her	 life	 ever	brought	her.
Precious	and	helpful	hours	to	Jo,	for	now	her	heart	received	the	teaching	that	it
needed.	Lessons	in	patience	were	so	sweetly	taught	her	that	she	could	not	fail	to
learn	 them,	 charity	 for	 all,	 the	 lovely	 spirit	 that	 can	 forgive	 and	 truly	 forget
unkindness,	the	loyalty	to	duty	that	makes	the	hardest	easy,	and	the	sincere	faith
that	fears	nothing,	but	trusts	undoubtingly.
Often	 when	 she	 woke	 Jo	 found	 Beth	 reading	 in	 her	 well-worn	 little	 book,

heard	her	singing	softly,	to	beguile	the	sleepless	night,	or	saw	her	lean	her	face
upon	her	hands,	while	slow	tears	dropped	through	the	transparent	fingers,	and	Jo
would	lie	watching	her	with	thoughts	too	deep	for	tears,	feeling	that	Beth,	in	her
simple,	unselfish	way,	was	trying	to	wean	herself	from	the	dear	old	life,	and	fit
herself	for	 the	life	 to	come,	by	sacred	words	of	comfort,	quiet	prayers,	and	the
music	she	loved	so	well.



Seeing	this	did	more	for	Jo	than	the	wisest	sermons,	the	saintliest	hymns,	the
most	 fervent	 prayers	 that	 any	 voice	 could	 utter.	 For	 with	 eyes	made	 clear	 by
many	 tears,	 and	 a	 heart	 softened	 by	 the	 tenderest	 sorrow,	 she	 recognized	 the
beauty	 of	 her	 sister's	 life—uneventful,	 unambitious,	 yet	 full	 of	 the	 genuine
virtues	which	 'smell	sweet,	and	blossom	in	 the	dust',	 the	self-forgetfulness	 that
makes	 the	 humblest	 on	 earth	 remembered	 soonest	 in	 heaven,	 the	 true	 success
which	is	possible	to	all.
One	 night	 when	 Beth	 looked	 among	 the	 books	 upon	 her	 table,	 to	 find

something	 to	make	her	 forget	 the	mortal	weariness	 that	was	 almost	 as	 hard	 to
bear	as	pain,	as	she	turned	the	leaves	of	her	old	favorite,	Pilgrims's	Progress,	she
found	a	little	paper,	scribbled	over	in	Jo's	hand.	The	name	caught	her	eye	and	the
blurred	look	of	the	lines	made	her	sure	that	tears	had	fallen	on	it.
"Poor	Jo!	She's	fast	asleep,	so	I	won't	wake	her	to	ask	leave.	She	shows	me	all

her	 things,	and	I	don't	 think	she'll	mind	 if	 I	 look	at	 this",	 thought	Beth,	with	a
glance	at	her	sister,	who	lay	on	the	rug,	with	the	tongs	beside	her,	ready	to	wake
up	the	minute	the	log	fell	apart.

MY	BETH
Sitting	patient	in	the	shadow
Till	the	blessed	light	shall	come,
A	serene	and	saintly	presence
Sanctifies	our	troubled	home.
Earthly	joys	and	hopes	and	sorrows
Break	like	ripples	on	the	strand
Of	the	deep	and	solemn	river
Where	her	willing	feet	now	stand.
O	my	sister,	passing	from	me,
Out	of	human	care	and	strife,
Leave	me,	as	a	gift,	those	virtues
Which	have	beautified	your	life.
Dear,	bequeath	me	that	great	patience
Which	has	power	to	sustain
A	cheerful,	uncomplaining	spirit
In	its	prison-house	of	pain.
Give	me,	for	I	need	it	sorely,
Of	that	courage,	wise	and	sweet,
Which	has	made	the	path	of	duty
Green	beneath	your	willing	feet.
Give	me	that	unselfish	nature,



That	with	charity	devine
Can	pardon	wrong	for	love's	dear	sake—
Meek	heart,	forgive	me	mine!
Thus	our	parting	daily	loseth
Something	of	its	bitter	pain,
And	while	learning	this	hard	lesson,
My	great	loss	becomes	my	gain.
For	the	touch	of	grief	will	render
My	wild	nature	more	serene,
Give	to	life	new	aspirations,
A	new	trust	in	the	unseen.
Henceforth,	safe	across	the	river,
I	shall	see	forever	more
A	beloved,	household	spirit
Waiting	for	me	on	the	shore.
Hope	and	faith,	born	of	my	sorrow,
Guardian	angels	shall	become,
And	the	sister	gone	before	me
By	their	hands	shall	lead	me	home.

Blurred	and	blotted,	faulty	and	feeble	as	the	lines	were,	they	brought	a	look	of
inexpressible	 comfort	 to	Beth's	 face,	 for	 her	 one	 regret	 had	 been	 that	 she	 had
done	so	 little,	and	 this	 seemed	 to	assure	her	 that	her	 life	had	not	been	useless,
that	her	death	would	not	bring	the	despair	she	feared.	As	she	sat	with	the	paper
folded	between	her	hands,	the	charred	log	fell	asunder.	Jo	started	up,	revived	the
blaze,	and	crept	to	the	bedside,	hoping	Beth	slept.
"Not	 asleep,	 but	 so	 happy,	 dear.	 See,	 I	 found	 this	 and	 read	 it.	 I	 knew	 you

wouldn't	care.	Have	I	been	all	that	to	you,	Jo?"	she	asked,	with	wistful,	humble
earnestness.
"Oh,	 Beth,	 so	 much,	 so	 much!"	 and	 Jo's	 head	 went	 down	 upon	 the	 pillow

beside	her	sister's.
"Then	I	don't	feel	as	if	I'd	wasted	my	life.	I'm	not	so	good	as	you	make	me,

but	 I	 have	 tried	 to	 do	 right.	 And	 now,	when	 it's	 too	 late	 to	 begin	 even	 to	 do
better,	it's	such	a	comfort	to	know	that	someone	loves	me	so	much,	and	feels	as
if	I'd	helped	them."
"More	than	any	one	in	the	world,	Beth.	I	used	to	think	I	couldn't	let	you	go,

but	I'm	learning	to	feel	that	I	don't	lose	you,	that	you'll	be	more	to	me	than	ever,
and	death	can't	part	us,	though	it	seems	to."
"I	know	it	cannot,	and	I	don't	 fear	 it	any	 longer,	 for	 I'm	sure	I	shall	be	your



Beth	still,	to	love	and	help	you	more	than	ever.	You	must	take	my	place,	Jo,	and
be	everything	to	Father	and	Mother	when	I'm	gone.	They	will	turn	to	you,	don't
fail	 them,	and	 if	 it's	hard	 to	work	alone,	 remember	 that	 I	don't	 forget	you,	and
that	you'll	be	happier	in	doing	that	than	writing	splendid	books	or	seeing	all	the
world,	 for	 love	 is	 the	only	 thing	 that	we	can	carry	with	us	when	we	go,	and	 it
makes	the	end	so	easy."
"I'll	 try,	 Beth."	 and	 then	 and	 there	 Jo	 renounced	 her	 old	 ambition,	 pledged

herself	to	a	new	and	better	one,	acknowledging	the	poverty	of	other	desires,	and
feeling	the	blessed	solace	of	a	belief	in	the	immortality	of	love.
So	the	spring	days	came	and	went,	the	sky	grew	clearer,	the	earth	greener,	the

flowers	were	up	fairly	early,	and	the	birds	came	back	in	time	to	say	goodbye	to
Beth,	who,	like	a	tired	but	trustful	child,	clung	to	the	hands	that	had	led	her	all
her	 life,	 as	 Father	 and	Mother	 guided	 her	 tenderly	 through	 the	 Valley	 of	 the
Shadow,	and	gave	her	up	to	God.
Seldom	except	in	books	do	the	dying	utter	memorable	words,	see	visions,	or

depart	with	beatified	countenances,	and	those	who	have	sped	many	parting	souls
know	that	to	most	the	end	comes	as	naturally	and	simply	as	sleep.	As	Beth	had
hoped,	the	'tide	went	out	easily',	and	in	the	dark	hour	before	dawn,	on	the	bosom
where	she	had	drawn	her	first	breath,	she	quietly	drew	her	last,	with	no	farewell
but	one	loving	look,	one	little	sigh.
With	 tears	and	prayers	and	 tender	hands,	Mother	and	sisters	made	her	ready

for	the	long	sleep	that	pain	would	never	mar	again,	seeing	with	grateful	eyes	the
beautiful	 serenity	 that	 soon	 replaced	 the	pathetic	patience	 that	had	wrung	 their
hearts	 so	 long,	 and	 feeling	with	 reverent	 joy	 that	 to	 their	 darling	 death	was	 a
benignant	angel,	not	a	phantom	full	of	dread.
When	morning	came,	for	the	first	time	in	many	months	the	fire	was	out,	Jo's

place	 was	 empty,	 and	 the	 room	 was	 very	 still.	 But	 a	 bird	 sang	 blithely	 on	 a
budding	bough,	close	by,	 the	snowdrops	blossomed	freshly	at	 the	window,	and
the	spring	sunshine	streamed	in	like	a	benediction	over	the	placid	face	upon	the
pillow,	 a	 face	 so	 full	 of	 painless	 peace	 that	 those	 who	 loved	 it	 best	 smiled
through	their	tears,	and	thanked	God	that	Beth	was	well	at	last.



Chapter		18	
Learning	to	Forget

Amy's	 lecture	 did	 Laurie	 good,	 though,	 of	 course,	 he	 did	 not	 own	 it	 till	 long
afterward.	 Men	 seldom	 do,	 for	 when	 women	 are	 the	 advisers,	 the	 lords	 of
creation	don't	 take	the	advice	till	 they	have	persuaded	themselves	 that	 it	 is	 just
what	they	intended	to	do.	Then	they	act	upon	it,	and,	if	it	succeeds,	they	give	the
weaker	vessel	half	the	credit	of	it.	If	it	fails,	they	generously	give	her	the	whole.
Laurie	went	 back	 to	 his	 grandfather,	 and	was	 so	 dutifully	 devoted	 for	 several
weeks	 that	 the	 old	 gentleman	 declared	 the	 climate	 of	Nice	 had	 improved	 him
wonderfully,	 and	 he	 had	 better	 try	 it	 again.	 There	 was	 nothing	 the	 young
gentleman	would	 have	 liked	 better,	 but	 elephants	 could	 not	 have	 dragged	 him
back	after	the	scolding	he	had	received.	Pride	forbid,	and	whenever	the	longing
grew	 very	 strong,	 he	 fortified	 his	 resolution	 by	 repeating	 the	 words	 that	 had
made	the	deepest	impression—"I	despise	you."	"Go	and	do	something	splendid
that	will	make	her	love	you."
Laurie	 turned	 the	 matter	 over	 in	 his	 mind	 so	 often	 that	 he	 soon	 brought

himself	to	confess	that	he	had	been	selfish	and	lazy,	but	then	when	a	man	has	a
great	 sorrow,	 he	 should	 be	 indulged	 in	 all	 sorts	 of	 vagaries	 till	 he	 has	 lived	 it
down.	He	 felt	 that	his	blighted	affections	were	quite	dead	now,	and	 though	he
should	never	cease	 to	be	a	faithful	mourner,	 there	was	no	occasion	to	wear	his
weeds	ostentatiously.	Jo	wouldn't	 love	him,	but	he	might	make	her	respect	and
admire	 him	 by	 doing	 something	which	 should	 prove	 that	 a	 girl's	 'No'	 had	 not
spoiled	his	 life.	He	had	always	meant	 to	do	something,	and	Amy's	advice	was
quite	unnecessary.	He	had	only	been	waiting	till	the	aforesaid	blighted	affections
were	decently	 interred.	That	being	done,	 he	 felt	 that	 he	was	 ready	 to	 'hide	his
stricken	heart,	and	still	toil	on'.
As	Goethe,	when	he	had	a	joy	or	a	grief,	put	it	into	a	song,	so	Laurie	resolved

to	embalm	his	 love	sorrow	in	music,	and	to	compose	a	Requiem	which	should
harrow	up	Jo's	soul	and	melt	 the	heart	of	every	hearer.	Therefore	the	next	time
the	old	gentleman	found	him	getting	restless	and	moody	and	ordered	him	off,	he
went	 to	Vienna,	where	 he	 had	musical	 friends,	 and	 fell	 to	work	with	 the	 firm
determination	to	distinguish	himself.	But	whether	the	sorrow	was	too	vast	to	be
embodied	 in	 music,	 or	 music	 too	 ethereal	 to	 uplift	 a	 mortal	 woe,	 he	 soon
discovered	that	the	Requiem	was	beyond	him	just	at	present.	It	was	evident	that



his	mind	was	not	in	working	order	yet,	and	his	ideas	needed	clarifying,	for	often
in	 the	middle	 of	 a	 plaintive	 strain,	 he	would	 find	 himself	 humming	 a	 dancing
tune	 that	 vividly	 recalled	 the	 Christmas	 ball	 at	 Nice,	 especially	 the	 stout
Frenchman,	and	put	an	effectual	stop	to	tragic	composition	for	the	time	being.
Then	he	 tried	an	opera,	 for	nothing	seemed	impossible	 in	 the	beginning,	but

here	again	unforeseen	difficulties	beset	him.	He	wanted	Jo	for	his	heroine,	and
called	 upon	 his	memory	 to	 supply	 him	with	 tender	 recollections	 and	 romantic
visions	 of	 his	 love.	 But	 memory	 turned	 traitor,	 and	 as	 if	 possessed	 by	 the
perverse	 spirit	 of	 the	 girl,	 would	 only	 recall	 Jo's	 oddities,	 faults,	 and	 freaks,
would	only	show	her	in	the	most	unsentimental	aspects—beating	mats	with	her
head	tied	up	in	a	bandanna,	barricading	herself	with	the	sofa	pillow,	or	throwing
cold	water	over	his	passion	a	 la	Gummidge—and	an	 irresistable	 laugh	 spoiled
the	 pensive	 picture	 he	 was	 endeavoring	 to	 paint.	 Jo	 wouldn't	 be	 put	 into	 the
opera	 at	 any	 price,	 and	 he	 had	 to	 give	 her	 up	with	 a	 "Bless	 that	 girl,	 what	 a
torment	she	is!"	and	a	clutch	at	his	hair,	as	became	a	distracted	composer.
When	 he	 looked	 about	 him	 for	 another	 and	 a	 less	 intractable	 damsel	 to

immortalize	in	melody,	memory	produced	one	with	the	most	obliging	readiness.
This	phantom	wore	many	faces,	but	it	always	had	golden	hair,	was	enveloped	in
a	diaphanous	cloud,	and	floated	airily	before	his	mind's	eye	in	a	pleasing	chaos
of	 roses,	 peacocks,	 white	 ponies,	 and	 blue	 ribbons.	 He	 did	 not	 give	 the
complacent	wraith	any	name,	but	he	took	her	for	his	heroine	and	grew	quite	fond
of	her,	as	well	he	might,	for	he	gifted	her	with	every	gift	and	grace	under	the	sun,
and	 escorted	 her,	 unscathed,	 through	 trials	 which	 would	 have	 annihilated	 any
mortal	woman.
Thanks	to	this	inspiration,	he	got	on	swimmingly	for	a	time,	but	gradually	the

work	lost	its	charm,	and	he	forgot	to	compose,	while	he	sat	musing,	pen	in	hand,
or	roamed	about	the	gay	city	to	get	some	new	ideas	and	refresh	his	mind,	which
seemed	to	be	in	a	somewhat	unsettled	state	that	winter.	He	did	not	do	much,	but
he	thought	a	great	deal	and	was	conscious	of	a	change	of	some	sort	going	on	in
spite	of	himself.	"It's	genius	simmering,	perhaps.	I'll	let	it	simmer,	and	see	what
comes	of	it,"	he	said,	with	a	secret	suspicion	all	the	while	that	it	wasn't	genius,
but	something	far	more	common.	Whatever	it	was,	it	simmered	to	some	purpose,
for	he	grew	more	and	more	discontented	with	his	desultory	 life,	began	 to	 long
for	some	real	and	earnest	work	to	go	at,	soul	and	body,	and	finally	came	to	the
wise	conclusion	that	everyone	who	loved	music	was	not	a	composer.	Returning
from	one	of	Mozart's	grand	operas,	splendidly	performed	at	the	Royal	Theatre,
he	looked	over	his	own,	played	a	few	of	the	best	parts,	sat	staring	at	the	busts	of
Mendelssohn,	 Beethoven,	 and	 Bach,	 who	 stared	 benignly	 back	 again.	 Then
suddenly	he	tore	up	his	music	sheets,	one	by	one,	and	as	the	last	fluttered	out	of



his	hand,	he	said	soberly	to	himself…
"She	 is	 right!	 Talent	 isn't	 genius,	 and	 you	 can't	make	 it	 so.	 That	music	 has

taken	the	vanity	out	of	me	as	Rome	took	it	out	of	her,	and	I	won't	be	a	humbug
any	longer.	Now	what	shall	I	do?"
That	seemed	a	hard	question	 to	answer,	and	Laurie	began	 to	wish	he	had	 to

work	for	his	daily	bread.	Now	if	ever,	occurred	an	eligible	opportunity	for	'going
to	 the	devil',	 as	he	once	 forcibly	expressed	 it,	 for	he	had	plenty	of	money	and
nothing	to	do,	and	Satan	is	proverbially	fond	of	providing	employment	for	full
and	idle	hands.	The	poor	fellow	had	temptations	enough	from	without	and	from
within,	 but	 he	 withstood	 them	 pretty	 well,	 for	 much	 as	 he	 valued	 liberty,	 he
valued	good	 faith	and	confidence	more,	 so	his	promise	 to	his	grandfather,	 and
his	desire	to	be	able	to	look	honestly	into	the	eyes	of	the	women	who	loved	him,
and	say	"All's	well,"	kept	him	safe	and	steady.
Very	 likely	some	Mrs.	Grundy	will	observe,	"I	don't	believe	 it,	boys	will	be

boys,	 young	 men	 must	 sow	 their	 wild	 oats,	 and	 women	 must	 not	 expect
miracles."	I	dare	say	you	don't,	Mrs.	Grundy,	but	it's	true	nevertheless.	Women
work	a	good	many	miracles,	and	I	have	a	persuasion	that	they	may	perform	even
that	of	raising	the	standard	of	manhood	by	refusing	to	echo	such	sayings.	Let	the
boys	be	boys,	the	longer	the	better,	and	let	the	young	men	sow	their	wild	oats	if
they	must.	But	mothers,	sisters,	and	friends	may	help	to	make	the	crop	a	small
one,	and	keep	many	tares	from	spoiling	the	harvest,	by	believing,	and	showing
that	 they	 believe,	 in	 the	 possibility	 of	 loyalty	 to	 the	 virtues	 which	make	men
manliest	in	good	women's	eyes.	If	it	is	a	feminine	delusion,	leave	us	to	enjoy	it
while	we	may,	for	without	it	half	the	beauty	and	the	romance	of	life	is	lost,	and
sorrowful	forebodings	would	embitter	all	our	hopes	of	the	brave,	tenderhearted
little	 lads,	 who	 still	 love	 their	 mothers	 better	 than	 themselves	 and	 are	 not
ashamed	to	own	it.
Laurie	thought	that	the	task	of	forgetting	his	love	for	Jo	would	absorb	all	his

powers	for	years,	but	to	his	great	surprise	he	discovered	it	grew	easier	every	day.
He	refused	to	believe	it	at	first,	got	angry	with	himself,	and	couldn't	understand
it,	but	these	hearts	of	ours	are	curious	and	contrary	things,	and	time	and	nature
work	their	will	in	spite	of	us.	Laurie's	heart	wouldn't	ache.	The	wound	persisted
in	healing	with	a	rapidity	that	astonished	him,	and	instead	of	trying	to	forget,	he
found	himself	trying	to	remember.	He	had	not	foreseen	this	turn	of	affairs,	and
was	 not	 prepared	 for	 it.	 He	 was	 disgusted	 with	 himself,	 surprised	 at	 his	 own
fickleness,	and	full	of	a	queer	mixture	of	disappointment	and	relief	that	he	could
recover	 from	 such	 a	 tremendous	 blow	 so	 soon.	 He	 carefully	 stirred	 up	 the
embers	of	his	lost	love,	but	they	refused	to	burst	into	a	blaze.	There	was	only	a
comfortable	 glow	 that	 warmed	 and	 did	 him	 good	 without	 putting	 him	 into	 a



fever,	 and	 he	 was	 reluctantly	 obliged	 to	 confess	 that	 the	 boyish	 passion	 was
slowly	 subsiding	 into	 a	 more	 tranquil	 sentiment,	 very	 tender,	 a	 little	 sad	 and
resentful	 still,	 but	 that	 was	 sure	 to	 pass	 away	 in	 time,	 leaving	 a	 brotherly
affection	which	would	last	unbroken	to	the	end.
As	 the	 word	 'brotherly'	 passed	 through	 his	 mind	 in	 one	 of	 his	 reveries,	 he

smiled,	and	glanced	up	at	the	picture	of	Mozart	that	was	before	him…
"Well,	he	was	a	great	man,	and	when	he	couldn't	have	one	sister	he	took	the

other,	and	was	happy."
Laurie	did	not	utter	the	words,	but	he	thought	them,	and	the	next	instant	kissed

the	 little	 old	 ring,	 saying	 to	 himself,	 "No,	 I	won't!	 I	 haven't	 forgotten,	 I	 never
can.	I'll	try	again,	and	if	that	fails,	why	then…	"
Leaving	 his	 sentence	 unfinished,	 he	 seized	 pen	 and	 paper	 and	 wrote	 to	 Jo,

telling	her	that	he	could	not	settle	to	anything	while	there	was	the	least	hope	of
her	changing	her	mind.	Couldn't	she,	wouldn't	she—and	let	him	come	home	and
be	 happy?	 While	 waiting	 for	 an	 answer	 he	 did	 nothing,	 but	 he	 did	 it
energetically,	for	he	was	in	a	fever	of	impatience.	It	came	at	last,	and	settled	his
mind	effectually	on	one	point,	for	Jo	decidedly	couldn't	and	wouldn't.	She	was
wrapped	 up	 in	Beth,	 and	 never	wished	 to	 hear	 the	word	 love	 again.	Then	 she
begged	him	to	be	happy	with	somebody	else,	but	always	keep	a	little	corner	of
his	heart	for	his	loving	sister	Jo.	In	a	postscript	she	desired	him	not	to	tell	Amy
that	Beth	was	worse,	she	was	coming	home	in	the	spring	and	there	was	no	need
of	saddening	the	remainder	of	her	stay.	That	would	be	time	enough,	please	God,
but	 Laurie	 must	 write	 to	 her	 often,	 and	 not	 let	 her	 feel	 lonely,	 homesick	 or
anxious.
"So	 I	will,	 at	 once.	Poor	 little	 girl,	 it	will	 be	 a	 sad	going	home	 for	 her,	 I'm

afraid,"	and	Laurie	opened	his	desk,	as	 if	writing	 to	Amy	had	been	 the	proper
conclusion	of	the	sentence	left	unfinished	some	weeks	before.
But	he	did	not	write	the	letter	that	day,	for	as	he	rummaged	out	his	best	paper,

he	 came	across	 something	which	changed	his	purpose.	Tumbling	about	 in	one
part	of	the	desk	among	bills,	passports,	and	business	documents	of	various	kinds
were	several	of	 Jo's	 letters,	and	 in	another	compartment	were	 three	notes	 from
Amy,	carefully	 tied	up	with	one	of	her	blue	 ribbons	and	sweetly	suggestive	of
the	 little	 dead	 roses	 put	 away	 inside.	 With	 a	 half-repentant,	 half-amused
expression,	Laurie	gathered	up	 all	 Jo's	 letters,	 smoothed,	 folded,	 and	put	 them
neatly	 into	 a	 small	 drawer	 of	 the	 desk,	 stood	 a	 minute	 turning	 the	 ring
thoughtfully	on	his	finger,	then	slowly	drew	it	off,	laid	it	with	the	letters,	locked
the	drawer,	and	went	out	to	hear	High	Mass	at	Saint	Stefan's,	feeling	as	if	there
had	been	a	funeral,	and	though	not	overwhelmed	with	affliction,	 this	seemed	a
more	proper	way	to	spend	the	rest	of	the	day	than	in	writing	letters	to	charming



young	ladies.
The	 letter	 went	 very	 soon,	 however,	 and	was	 promptly	 answered,	 for	 Amy

was	homesick,	and	confessed	it	 in	the	most	delightfully	confiding	manner.	The
correspondence	 flourished	 famously,	 and	 letters	 flew	 to	 and	 fro	with	 unfailing
regularity	all	through	the	early	spring.	Laurie	sold	his	busts,	made	allumettes	of
his	opera,	and	went	back	 to	Paris,	hoping	somebody	would	arrive	before	 long.
He	wanted	desperately	to	go	to	Nice,	but	would	not	till	he	was	asked,	and	Amy
would	not	ask	him,	 for	 just	 then	she	was	having	 little	experiences	of	her	own,
which	made	her	rather	wish	to	avoid	the	quizzical	eyes	of	'our	boy'.
Fred	Vaughn	had	returned,	and	put	the	question	to	which	she	had	once	decided

to	 answer,	 "Yes,	 thank	 you,"	 but	 now	 she	 said,	 "No,	 thank	 you,"	 kindly	 but
steadily,	 for	 when	 the	 time	 came,	 her	 courage	 failed	 her,	 and	 she	 found	 that
something	more	than	money	and	position	was	needed	to	satisfy	the	new	longing
that	filled	her	heart	so	full	of	tender	hopes	and	fears.	The	words,	"Fred	is	a	good
fellow,	but	not	at	all	 the	man	I	fancied	you	would	ever	 like,"	and	Laurie's	face
when	 he	 uttered	 them,	 kept	 returning	 to	 her	 as	 pertinaciously	 as	 her	 own	 did
when	she	said	in	look,	if	not	in	words,	"I	shall	marry	for	money."	It	troubled	her
to	 remember	 that	 now,	 she	 wished	 she	 could	 take	 it	 back,	 it	 sounded	 so
unwomanly.	 She	 didn't	 want	 Laurie	 to	 think	 her	 a	 heartless,	worldly	 creature.
She	 didn't	 care	 to	 be	 a	 queen	 of	 society	 now	half	 so	much	 as	 she	 did	 to	 be	 a
lovable	woman.	She	was	 so	glad	he	didn't	hate	her	 for	 the	dreadful	 things	 she
said,	but	took	them	so	beautifully	and	was	kinder	than	ever.	His	letters	were	such
a	comfort,	for	the	home	letters	were	very	irregular	and	not	half	so	satisfactory	as
his	when	they	did	come.	It	was	not	only	a	pleasure,	but	a	duty	to	answer	them,
for	the	poor	fellow	was	forlorn,	and	needed	petting,	since	Jo	persisted	in	being
stonyhearted.	She	ought	to	have	made	an	effort	and	tried	to	love	him.	It	couldn't
be	very	hard,	many	people	would	be	proud	and	glad	to	have	such	a	dear	boy	care
for	them.	But	Jo	never	would	act	like	other	girls,	so	there	was	nothing	to	do	but
be	very	kind	and	treat	him	like	a	brother.
If	all	brothers	were	treated	as	well	as	Laurie	was	at	this	period,	they	would	be

a	much	happier	race	of	beings	than	they	are.	Amy	never	lectured	now.	She	asked
his	 opinion	 on	 all	 subjects,	 she	 was	 interested	 in	 everything	 he	 did,	 made
charming	little	presents	for	him,	and	sent	him	two	letters	a	week,	full	of	 lively
gossip,	sisterly	confidences,	and	captivating	sketches	of	the	lovely	scenes	about
her.	As	 few	brothers	 are	 complimented	by	having	 their	 letters	 carried	about	 in
their	 sister's	 pockets,	 read	 and	 reread	 diligently,	 cried	 over	when	 short,	 kissed
when	long,	and	treasured	carefully,	we	will	not	hint	 that	Amy	did	any	of	 these
fond	and	foolish	things.	But	she	certainly	did	grow	a	little	pale	and	pensive	that
spring,	lost	much	of	her	relish	for	society,	and	went	out	sketching	alone	a	good



deal.	 She	 never	 had	 much	 to	 show	 when	 she	 came	 home,	 but	 was	 studying
nature,	I	dare	say,	while	she	sat	for	hours,	with	her	hands	folded,	on	the	terrace	at
Valrosa,	 or	 absently	 sketched	 any	 fancy	 that	 occurred	 to	 her,	 a	 stalwart	 knight
carved	on	a	tomb,	a	young	man	asleep	in	the	grass,	with	his	hat	over	his	eyes,	or
a	curly	haired	girl	in	gorgeous	array,	promenading	down	a	ballroom	on	the	arm
of	a	tall	gentleman,	both	faces	being	left	a	blur	according	to	the	last	fashion	in
art,	which	was	safe	but	not	altogether	satisfactory.
Her	 aunt	 thought	 that	 she	 regretted	 her	 answer	 to	 Fred,	 and	 finding	 denials

useless	and	explanations	impossible,	Amy	left	her	to	think	what	she	liked,	taking
care	that	Laurie	should	know	that	Fred	had	gone	to	Egypt.	That	was	all,	but	he
understood	it,	and	looked	relieved,	as	he	said	to	himself,	with	a	venerable	air…
"I	was	sure	she	would	think	better	of	it.	Poor	old	fellow!	I've	been	through	it

all,	and	I	can	sympathize."
With	that	he	heaved	a	great	sigh,	and	then,	as	if	he	had	discharged	his	duty	to

the	past,	put	his	feet	up	on	the	sofa	and	enjoyed	Amy's	letter	luxuriously.
While	these	changes	were	going	on	abroad,	trouble	had	come	at	home.	But	the

letter	telling	that	Beth	was	failing	never	reached	Amy,	and	when	the	next	found
her	 at	 Vevay,	 for	 the	 heat	 had	 driven	 them	 from	 Nice	 in	 May,	 and	 they	 had
travelled	slowly	to	Switzerland,	by	way	of	Genoa	and	the	Italian	lakes.	She	bore
it	 very	 well,	 and	 quietly	 submitted	 to	 the	 family	 decree	 that	 she	 should	 not
shorten	her	visit,	for	since	it	was	too	late	to	say	goodbye	to	Beth,	she	had	better
stay,	and	let	absence	soften	her	sorrow.	But	her	heart	was	very	heavy,	she	longed
to	be	at	home,	and	every	day	looked	wistfully	across	the	lake,	waiting	for	Laurie
to	come	and	comfort	her.
He	did	come	very	soon,	for	the	same	mail	brought	letters	to	them	both,	but	he

was	in	Germany,	and	it	took	some	days	to	reach	him.	The	moment	he	read	it,	he
packed	his	knapsack,	bade	adieu	to	his	fellow	pedestrians,	and	was	off	 to	keep
his	promise,	with	a	heart	full	of	joy	and	sorrow,	hope	and	suspense.
He	 knew	 Vevay	 well,	 and	 as	 soon	 as	 the	 boat	 touched	 the	 little	 quay,	 he

hurried	 along	 the	 shore	 to	La	Tour,	where	 the	Carrols	were	 living	 en	pension.
The	garcon	was	in	despair	that	the	whole	family	had	gone	to	take	a	promenade
on	the	lake,	but	no,	the	blonde	mademoiselle	might	be	in	the	chateau	garden.	If
monsieur	would	 give	 himself	 the	 pain	 of	 sitting	 down,	 a	 flash	 of	 time	 should
present	her.	But	monsieur	could	not	wait	even	a	'flash	of	time',	and	in	the	middle
of	the	speech	departed	to	find	mademoiselle	himself.
A	pleasant	old	garden	on	the	borders	of	the	lovely	lake,	with	chestnuts	rustling

overhead,	 ivy	climbing	everywhere,	 and	 the	black	 shadow	of	 the	 tower	 falling
far	across	the	sunny	water.	At	one	corner	of	the	wide,	low	wall	was	a	seat,	and
here	Amy	 often	 came	 to	 read	 or	 work,	 or	 console	 herself	 with	 the	 beauty	 all



about	her.	She	was	 sitting	here	 that	 day,	 leaning	her	 head	on	her	 hand,	with	 a
homesick	heart	and	heavy	eyes,	thinking	of	Beth	and	wondering	why	Laurie	did
not	come.	She	did	not	hear	him	cross	the	courtyard	beyond,	nor	see	him	pause	in
the	 archway	 that	 led	 from	 the	 subterranean	 path	 into	 the	 garden.	 He	 stood	 a
minute	looking	at	her	with	new	eyes,	seeing	what	no	one	had	ever	seen	before,
the	tender	side	of	Amy's	character.	Everything	about	her	mutely	suggested	love
and	sorrow,	the	blotted	letters	in	her	lap,	 the	black	ribbon	that	tied	up	her	hair,
the	womanly	 pain	 and	 patience	 in	 her	 face,	 even	 the	 little	 ebony	 cross	 at	 her
throat	seemed	pathetic	to	Laurie,	for	he	had	given	it	to	her,	and	she	wore	it	as	her
only	 ornament.	 If	 he	 had	 any	 doubts	 about	 the	 reception	 she	would	 give	 him,
they	 were	 set	 at	 rest	 the	 minute	 she	 looked	 up	 and	 saw	 him,	 for	 dropping
everything,	 she	 ran	 to	 him,	 exclaiming	 in	 a	 tone	 of	 unmistakable	 love	 and
longing…
"Oh,	Laurie,	Laurie,	I	knew	you'd	come	to	me!"
I	 think	everything	was	said	and	settled	then,	for	as	 they	stood	together	quite

silent	 for	 a	moment,	with	 the	 dark	 head	bent	 down	protectingly	 over	 the	 light
one,	Amy	felt	that	no	one	could	comfort	and	sustain	her	so	well	as	Laurie,	and
Laurie	decided	 that	Amy	was	 the	only	woman	in	 the	world	who	could	fill	Jo's
place	and	make	him	happy.	He	did	not	tell	her	so,	but	she	was	not	disappointed,
for	both	felt	the	truth,	were	satisfied,	and	gladly	left	the	rest	to	silence.
In	a	minute	Amy	went	back	to	her	place,	and	while	she	dried	her	tears,	Laurie

gathered	up	the	scattered	papers,	finding	in	the	sight	of	sundry	well-worn	letters
and	suggestive	sketches	good	omens	for	the	future.	As	he	sat	down	beside	her,
Amy	 felt	 shy	 again,	 and	 turned	 rosy	 red	 at	 the	 recollection	 of	 her	 impulsive
greeting.
"I	couldn't	help	it,	I	felt	so	lonely	and	sad,	and	was	so	very	glad	to	see	you.	It

was	such	a	surprise	to	look	up	and	find	you,	just	as	I	was	beginning	to	fear	you
wouldn't	come,"	she	said,	trying	in	vain	to	speak	quite	naturally.
"I	came	the	minute	I	heard.	I	wish	I	could	say	something	to	comfort	you	for

the	 loss	 of	 dear	 little	Beth,	 but	 I	 can	 only	 feel,	 and…	"	He	 could	 not	 get	 any
further,	for	he	too	turned	bashful	all	of	a	sudden,	and	did	not	quite	know	what	to
say.	He	longed	to	lay	Amy's	head	down	on	his	shoulder,	and	tell	her	 to	have	a
good	cry,	but	he	did	not	dare,	so	took	her	hand	instead,	and	gave	it	a	sympathetic
squeeze	that	was	better	than	words.
"You	needn't	 say	 anything,	 this	 comforts	me,"	 she	 said	 softly.	 "Beth	 is	well

and	happy,	and	I	mustn't	wish	her	back,	but	I	dread	the	going	home,	much	as	I
long	to	see	them	all.	We	won't	talk	about	it	now,	for	it	makes	me	cry,	and	I	want
to	enjoy	you	while	you	stay.	You	needn't	go	right	back,	need	you?"
"Not	if	you	want	me,	dear."



"I	 do,	 so	much.	 Aunt	 and	 Flo	 are	 very	 kind,	 but	 you	 seem	 like	 one	 of	 the
family,	and	it	would	be	so	comfortable	to	have	you	for	a	little	while."
Amy	 spoke	 and	 looked	 so	 like	 a	 homesick	 child	whose	 heart	 was	 full	 that

Laurie	forgot	his	bashfulness	all	at	once,	and	gave	her	just	what	she	wanted—the
petting	she	was	used	to	and	the	cheerful	conversation	she	needed.
"Poor	little	soul,	you	look	as	if	you'd	grieved	yourself	half	sick!	I'm	going	to

take	care	of	you,	so	don't	cry	any	more,	but	come	and	walk	about	with	me,	the
wind	 is	 too	 chilly	 for	 you	 to	 sit	 still,"	 he	 said,	 in	 the	 half-caressing,	 half-
commanding	way	 that	Amy	liked,	as	he	 tied	on	her	hat,	drew	her	arm	through
his,	 and	 began	 to	 pace	 up	 and	 down	 the	 sunny	 walk	 under	 the	 new-leaved
chestnuts.	He	felt	more	at	ease	upon	his	legs,	and	Amy	found	it	pleasant	to	have
a	strong	arm	to	lean	upon,	a	familiar	face	to	smile	at	her,	and	a	kind	voice	to	talk
delightfully	for	her	alone.
The	 quaint	 old	 garden	 had	 sheltered	 many	 pairs	 of	 lovers,	 and	 seemed

expressly	made	 for	 them,	 so	 sunny	 and	 secluded	was	 it,	 with	 nothing	 but	 the
tower	to	overlook	them,	and	the	wide	lake	to	carry	away	the	echo	of	their	words,
as	it	rippled	by	below.	For	an	hour	this	new	pair	walked	and	talked,	or	rested	on
the	wall,	 enjoying	 the	 sweet	 influences	which	 gave	 such	 a	 charm	 to	 time	 and
place,	and	when	an	unromantic	dinner	bell	warned	them	away,	Amy	felt	as	if	she
left	her	burden	of	loneliness	and	sorrow	behind	her	in	the	chateau	garden.
The	moment	Mrs.	Carrol	saw	the	girl's	altered	face,	she	was	illuminated	with

a	 new	 idea,	 and	 exclaimed	 to	 herself,	 "Now	 I	 understand	 it	 all—the	 child	 has
been	 pining	 for	 young	 Laurence.	 Bless	 my	 heart,	 I	 never	 thought	 of	 such	 a
thing!"
With	 praiseworthy	 discretion,	 the	 good	 lady	 said	 nothing,	 and	 betrayed	 no

sign	 of	 enlightenment,	 but	 cordially	 urged	 Laurie	 to	 stay	 and	 begged	Amy	 to
enjoy	his	 society,	 for	 it	would	 do	 her	more	 good	 than	 so	much	 solitude.	Amy
was	a	model	of	docility,	and	as	her	aunt	was	a	good	deal	occupied	with	Flo,	she
was	left	to	entertain	her	friend,	and	did	it	with	more	than	her	usual	success.
At	 Nice,	 Laurie	 had	 lounged	 and	 Amy	 had	 scolded.	 At	 Vevay,	 Laurie	 was

never	idle,	but	always	walking,	riding,	boating,	or	studying	in	the	most	energetic
manner,	while	Amy	admired	everything	he	did	and	followed	his	example	as	far
and	as	fast	as	she	could.	He	said	the	change	was	owing	to	the	climate,	and	she
did	not	contradict	him,	being	glad	of	a	like	excuse	for	her	own	recovered	health
and	spirits.
The	 invigorating	 air	 did	 them	 both	 good,	 and	 much	 exercise	 worked

wholesome	 changes	 in	 minds	 as	 well	 as	 bodies.	 They	 seemed	 to	 get	 clearer
views	of	life	and	duty	up	there	among	the	everlasting	hills.	The	fresh	winds	blew
away	desponding	doubts,	delusive	fancies,	and	moody	mists.	The	warm	spring



sunshine	 brought	 out	 all	 sorts	 of	 aspiring	 ideas,	 tender	 hopes,	 and	 happy
thoughts.	The	lake	seemed	to	wash	away	the	troubles	of	the	past,	and	the	grand
old	mountains	 to	 look	benignly	down	upon	 them	 saying,	 "Little	 children,	 love
one	another."
In	 spite	 of	 the	 new	 sorrow,	 it	was	 a	 very	 happy	 time,	 so	 happy	 that	 Laurie

could	not	bear	to	disturb	it	by	a	word.	It	took	him	a	little	while	to	recover	from
his	 surprise	 at	 the	cure	of	his	 first,	 and	as	he	had	 firmly	believed,	his	 last	 and
only	 love.	He	 consoled	 himself	 for	 the	 seeming	 disloyalty	 by	 the	 thought	 that
Jo's	sister	was	almost	the	same	as	Jo's	self,	and	the	conviction	that	it	would	have
been	impossible	to	love	any	other	woman	but	Amy	so	soon	and	so	well.	His	first
wooing	 had	 been	 of	 the	 tempestuous	 order,	 and	 he	 looked	 back	 upon	 it	 as	 if
through	a	long	vista	of	years	with	a	feeling	of	compassion	blended	with	regret.
He	was	not	ashamed	of	it,	but	put	it	away	as	one	of	the	bitter-sweet	experiences
of	his	 life,	 for	which	he	could	be	grateful	when	 the	pain	was	over.	His	second
wooing,	 he	 resolved,	 should	be	 as	 calm	and	 simple	 as	 possible.	There	was	no
need	of	having	a	scene,	hardly	any	need	of	 telling	Amy	 that	he	 loved	her,	 she
knew	it	without	words	and	had	given	him	his	answer	long	ago.	It	all	came	about
so	naturally	that	no	one	could	complain,	and	he	knew	that	everybody	would	be
pleased,	even	Jo.	But	when	our	first	little	passion	has	been	crushed,	we	are	apt	to
be	wary	and	slow	in	making	a	second	trial,	so	Laurie	let	the	days	pass,	enjoying
every	hour,	 and	 leaving	 to	chance	 the	utterance	of	 the	word	 that	would	put	an
end	to	the	first	and	sweetest	part	of	his	new	romance.
He	had	 rather	 imagined	 that	 the	denoument	would	 take	place	 in	 the	chateau

garden	 by	 moonlight,	 and	 in	 the	 most	 graceful	 and	 decorous	 manner,	 but	 it
turned	out	exactly	the	reverse,	for	the	matter	was	settled	on	the	lake	at	noonday
in	 a	 few	 blunt	 words.	 They	 had	 been	 floating	 about	 all	 the	 morning,	 from
gloomy	 St.	 Gingolf	 to	 sunny	Montreux,	 with	 the	 Alps	 of	 Savoy	 on	 one	 side,
Mont	St.	Bernard	and	the	Dent	du	Midi	on	the	other,	pretty	Vevay	in	the	valley,
and	Lausanne	upon	the	hill	beyond,	a	cloudless	blue	sky	overhead,	and	the	bluer
lake	below,	dotted	with	the	picturesque	boats	that	look	like	white-winged	gulls.
They	 had	 been	 talking	 of	 Bonnivard,	 as	 they	 glided	 past	 Chillon,	 and	 of

Rousseau,	as	they	looked	up	at	Clarens,	where	he	wrote	his	Heloise.	Neither	had
read	it,	but	they	knew	it	was	a	love	story,	and	each	privately	wondered	if	it	was
half	as	 interesting	as	 their	own.	Amy	had	been	dabbling	her	hand	 in	 the	water
during	 the	 little	pause	 that	 fell	between	 them,	and	when	she	 looked	up,	Laurie
was	leaning	on	his	oars	with	an	expression	in	his	eyes	that	made	her	say	hastily,
merely	for	the	sake	of	saying	something…
"You	must	be	tired.	Rest	a	little,	and	let	me	row.	It	will	do	me	good,	for	since

you	came	I	have	been	altogether	lazy	and	luxurious."



"I'm	 not	 tired,	 but	 you	may	 take	 an	 oar,	 if	 you	 like.	 There's	 room	 enough,
though	 I	 have	 to	 sit	 nearly	 in	 the	 middle,	 else	 the	 boat	 won't	 trim,"	 returned
Laurie,	as	if	he	rather	liked	the	arrangement.
Feeling	that	she	had	not	mended	matters	much,	Amy	took	the	offered	third	of

a	seat,	shook	her	hair	over	her	face,	and	accepted	an	oar.	She	rowed	as	well	as
she	did	many	other	things,	and	though	she	used	both	hands,	and	Laurie	but	one,
the	oars	kept	time,	and	the	boat	went	smoothly	through	the	water.
"How	well	we	pull	together,	don't	we?"	said	Amy,	who	objected	to	silence	just

then.
"So	well	that	I	wish	we	might	always	pull	in	the	same	boat.	Will	you,	Amy?"

very	tenderly.
"Yes,	Laurie,"	very	low.
Then	 they	 both	 stopped	 rowing,	 and	 unconsciously	 added	 a	 pretty	 little

tableau	 of	 human	 love	 and	 happiness	 to	 the	 dissolving	 views	 reflected	 in	 the
lake.



Chapter		19	
All	Alone

It	was	easy	to	promise	self-abnegation	when	self	was	wrapped	up	in	another,	and
heart	and	soul	were	purified	by	a	sweet	example.	But	when	the	helpful	voice	was
silent,	 the	daily	 lesson	over,	 the	beloved	presence	gone,	 and	nothing	 remained
but	loneliness	and	grief,	then	Jo	found	her	promise	very	hard	to	keep.	How	could
she	 'comfort	 Father	 and	 Mother'	 when	 her	 own	 heart	 ached	 with	 a	 ceaseless
longing	for	her	sister,	how	could	she	'make	the	house	cheerful'	when	all	its	light
and	warmth	and	beauty	seemed	to	have	deserted	it	when	Beth	left	the	old	home
for	the	new,	and	where	in	all	the	world	could	she	'find	some	useful,	happy	work
to	do',	 that	would	 take	 the	place	of	 the	 loving	service	which	had	been	 its	own
reward?	 She	 tried	 in	 a	 blind,	 hopeless	 way	 to	 do	 her	 duty,	 secretly	 rebelling
against	it	all	the	while,	for	it	seemed	unjust	that	her	few	joys	should	be	lessened,
her	 burdens	made	 heavier,	 and	 life	 get	 harder	 and	 harder	 as	 she	 toiled	 along.
Some	people	seemed	to	get	all	sunshine,	and	some	all	shadow.	It	was	not	fair,	for
she	 tried	 more	 than	 Amy	 to	 be	 good,	 but	 never	 got	 any	 reward,	 only
disappointment,	trouble	and	hard	work.
Poor	Jo,	these	were	dark	days	to	her,	for	something	like	despair	came	over	her

when	 she	 thought	 of	 spending	 all	 her	 life	 in	 that	 quiet	 house,	 devoted	 to
humdrum	cares,	a	few	small	pleasures,	and	the	duty	that	never	seemed	to	grow
any	easier.	 "I	 can't	do	 it.	 I	wasn't	meant	 for	a	 life	 like	 this,	 and	 I	know	I	 shall
break	away	and	do	something	desperate	if	somebody	doesn't	come	and	help	me,"
she	 said	 to	 herself,	 when	 her	 first	 efforts	 failed	 and	 she	 fell	 into	 the	 moody,
miserable	state	of	mind	which	often	comes	when	strong	wills	have	to	yield	to	the
inevitable.
But	 someone	 did	 come	 and	 help	 her,	 though	 Jo	 did	 not	 recognize	 her	 good

angels	at	once	because	they	wore	familiar	shapes	and	used	the	simple	spells	best
fitted	to	poor	humanity.	Often	she	started	up	at	night,	 thinking	Beth	called	her,
and	when	 the	 sight	 of	 the	 little	 empty	bed	made	her	 cry	with	 the	bitter	 cry	of
unsubmissive	 sorrow,	 "Oh,	Beth,	 come	back!	Come	back!"	 she	did	not	 stretch
out	her	yearning	arms	in	vain.	For,	as	quick	to	hear	her	sobbing	as	she	had	been
to	 hear	 her	 sister's	 faintest	whisper,	 her	mother	 came	 to	 comfort	 her,	 not	with
words	 only,	 but	 the	 patient	 tenderness	 that	 soothes	 by	 a	 touch,	 tears	 that	were
mute	reminders	of	a	greater	grief	than	Jo's,	and	broken	whispers,	more	eloquent



than	 prayers,	 because	 hopeful	 resignation	 went	 hand-in-hand	 with	 natural
sorrow.	Sacred	moments,	when	heart	talked	to	heart	in	the	silence	of	the	night,
turning	 affliction	 to	 a	 blessing,	 which	 chastened	 grief	 and	 strengthned	 love.
Feeling	 this,	 Jo's	 burden	 seemed	 easier	 to	 bear,	 duty	 grew	 sweeter,	 and	 life
looked	more	endurable,	seen	from	the	safe	shelter	of	her	mother's	arms.
When	aching	heart	was	a	little	comforted,	troubled	mind	likewise	found	help,

for	one	day	she	went	to	the	study,	and	leaning	over	the	good	gray	head	lifted	to
welcome	her	with	a	tranquil	smile,	she	said	very	humbly,	"Father,	talk	to	me	as
you	did	to	Beth.	I	need	it	more	than	she	did,	for	I'm	all	wrong."
"My	dear,	nothing	can	comfort	me	like	this,"	he	answered,	with	a	falter	in	his

voice,	and	both	arms	round	her,	as	if	he	too,	needed	help,	and	did	not	fear	to	ask
for	it.
Then,	 sitting	 in	Beth's	 little	 chair	 close	beside	him,	 Jo	 told	her	 troubles,	 the

resentful	sorrow	for	her	loss,	the	fruitless	efforts	that	discouraged	her,	the	want
of	faith	that	made	life	look	so	dark,	and	all	the	sad	bewilderment	which	we	call
despair.	She	gave	him	entire	confidence,	he	gave	her	 the	help	she	needed,	and
both	found	consolation	in	the	act.	For	the	time	had	come	when	they	could	talk
together	not	only	as	father	and	daughter,	but	as	man	and	woman,	able	and	glad	to
serve	 each	 other	 with	 mutual	 sympathy	 as	 well	 as	 mutual	 love.	 Happy,
thoughtful	 times	 there	 in	 the	 old	 study	 which	 Jo	 called	 'the	 church	 of	 one
member',	and	from	which	she	came	with	fresh	courage,	recovered	cheerfulness,
and	a	more	submissive	spirit.	For	the	parents	who	had	taught	one	child	to	meet
death	 without	 fear,	 were	 trying	 now	 to	 teach	 another	 to	 accept	 life	 without
despondency	or	distrust,	and	to	use	its	beautiful	opportunities	with	gratitude	and
power.
Other	helps	had	Jo—humble,	wholesome	duties	and	delights	that	would	not	be

denied	their	part	in	serving	her,	and	which	she	slowly	learned	to	see	and	value.
Brooms	and	dishcloths	never	could	be	as	distasteful	as	they	once	had	been,	for
Beth	had	presided	over	both,	and	something	of	her	housewifely	spirit	seemed	to
linger	around	the	little	mop	and	the	old	brush,	never	thrown	away.	As	she	used
them,	 Jo	 found	herself	humming	 the	 songs	Beth	used	 to	hum,	 imitating	Beth's
orderly	ways,	 and	giving	 the	 little	 touches	here	 and	 there	 that	 kept	 everything
fresh	and	cozy,	which	was	the	first	step	toward	making	home	happy,	though	she
didn't	know	it	till	Hannah	said	with	an	approving	squeeze	of	the	hand…
"You	 thoughtful	 creeter,	 you're	determined	we	 shan't	miss	 that	 dear	 lamb	ef

you	can	help	it.	We	don't	say	much,	but	we	see	it,	and	the	Lord	will	bless	you
for't,	see	ef	He	don't."
As	they	sat	sewing	together,	Jo	discovered	how	much	improved	her	sister	Meg

was,	 how	 well	 she	 could	 talk,	 how	 much	 she	 knew	 about	 good,	 womanly



impulses,	 thoughts,	 and	 feelings,	how	happy	she	was	 in	husband	and	children,
and	how	much	they	were	all	doing	for	each	other.
"Marriage	is	an	excellent	thing,	after	all.	I	wonder	if	I	should	blossom	out	half

as	 well	 as	 you	 have,	 if	 I	 tried	 it?,	 always	 'perwisin'	 I	 could,"	 said	 Jo,	 as	 she
constructed	a	kite	for	Demi	in	the	topsy-turvy	nursery.
"It's	just	what	you	need	to	bring	out	the	tender	womanly	half	of	your	nature,

Jo.	 You	 are	 like	 a	 chestnut	 burr,	 prickly	 outside,	 but	 silky-soft	 within,	 and	 a
sweet	kernal,	if	one	can	only	get	at	it.	Love	will	make	you	show	your	heart	one
day,	and	then	the	rough	burr	will	fall	off."
"Frost	opens	chestnut	burrs,	ma'am,	and	 it	 takes	a	good	shake	 to	bring	 them

down.	 Boys	 go	 nutting,	 and	 I	 don't	 care	 to	 be	 bagged	 by	 them,"	 returned	 Jo,
pasting	 away	 at	 the	 kite	 which	 no	 wind	 that	 blows	 would	 ever	 carry	 up,	 for
Daisy	had	tied	herself	on	as	a	bob.
Meg	laughed,	for	she	was	glad	to	see	a	glimmer	of	Jo's	old	spirit,	but	she	felt

it	 her	 duty	 to	 enforce	 her	 opinion	 by	 every	 argument	 in	 her	 power,	 and	 the
sisterly	 chats	 were	 not	 wasted,	 especially	 as	 two	 of	 Meg's	 most	 effective
arguments	were	the	babies,	whom	Jo	loved	tenderly.	Grief	is	the	best	opener	of
some	 hearts,	 and	 Jo's	 was	 nearly	 ready	 for	 the	 bag.	A	 little	more	 sunshine	 to
ripen	the	nut,	then,	not	a	boy's	impatient	shake,	but	a	man's	hand	reached	up	to
pick	 it	 gently	 from	 the	 burr,	 and	 find	 the	 kernal	 sound	 and	 sweet.	 If	 she
suspected	 this,	she	would	have	shut	up	 tight,	and	been	more	prickly	 than	ever,
fortunately	she	wasn't	thinking	about	herself,	so	when	the	time	came,	down	she
dropped.
Now,	 if	 she	 had	 been	 the	 heroine	 of	 a	 moral	 storybook,	 she	 ought	 at	 this

period	of	her	 life	 to	have	become	quite	saintly,	 renounced	the	world,	and	gone
about	doing	good	in	a	mortified	bonnet,	with	tracts	in	her	pocket.	But,	you	see,
Jo	 wasn't	 a	 heroine,	 she	 was	 only	 a	 struggling	 human	 girl	 like	 hundreds	 of
others,	and	she	just	acted	out	her	nature,	being	sad,	cross,	listless,	or	energetic,	as
the	mood	suggested.	It's	highly	virtuous	to	say	we'll	be	good,	but	we	can't	do	it
all	at	once,	and	it	takes	a	long	pull,	a	strong	pull,	and	a	pull	all	together	before
some	 of	 us	 even	 get	 our	 feet	 set	 in	 the	 right	way.	 Jo	 had	 got	 so	 far,	 she	was
learning	to	do	her	duty,	and	to	feel	unhappy	if	she	did	not,	but	to	do	it	cheerfully,
ah,	 that	 was	 another	 thing!	 She	 had	 often	 said	 she	 wanted	 to	 do	 something
splendid,	no	matter	how	hard,	and	now	she	had	her	wish,	for	what	could	be	more
beautiful	 than	 to	devote	her	 life	 to	Father	and	Mother,	 trying	 to	make	home	as
happy	to	them	as	they	had	to	her?	And	if	difficulties	were	necessary	to	increase
the	splendor	of	the	effort,	what	could	be	harder	for	a	restless,	ambitious	girl	than
to	give	up	her	own	hopes,	plans,	and	desires,	and	cheerfully	live	for	others?
Providence	had	 taken	her	 at	 her	word.	Here	was	 the	 task,	 not	what	 she	had



expected,	 but	 better	 because	 self	 had	 no	 part	 in	 it.	Now,	 could	 she	 do	 it?	 She
decided	 that	 she	would	 try,	and	 in	her	 first	 attempt	 she	 found	 the	helps	 I	have
suggested.	Still	another	was	given	her,	and	she	took	it,	not	as	a	reward,	but	as	a
comfort,	as	Christian	took	the	refreshment	afforded	by	the	little	arbor	where	he
rested,	as	he	climbed	the	hill	called	Difficulty.
"Why	don't	you	write?	That	always	used	to	make	you	happy,"	said	her	mother

once,	when	the	desponding	fit	over-shadowed	Jo.
"I've	no	heart	to	write,	and	if	I	had,	nobody	cares	for	my	things."
"We	do.	Write	something	for	us,	and	never	mind	the	rest	of	the	world.	Try	it,

dear.	I'm	sure	it	would	do	you	good,	and	please	us	very	much."
"Don't	believe	I	can."	But	Jo	got	out	her	desk	and	began	to	overhaul	her	half-

finished	manuscripts.
An	hour	afterward	her	mother	peeped	in	and	there	she	was,	scratching	away,

with	 her	 black	 pinafore	 on,	 and	 an	 absorbed	 expression,	 which	 caused	 Mrs.
March	to	smile	and	slip	away,	well	pleased	with	the	success	of	her	suggestion.	Jo
never	knew	how	it	happened,	but	something	got	into	that	story	that	went	straight
to	 the	 hearts	 of	 those	who	 read	 it,	 for	when	her	 family	 had	 laughed	 and	 cried
over	it,	her	father	sent	it,	much	against	her	will,	to	one	of	the	popular	magazines,
and	 to	her	utter	surprise,	 it	was	not	only	paid	for,	but	others	 requested.	Letters
from	several	persons,	whose	praise	was	honor,	 followed	 the	 appearance	of	 the
little	story,	newspapers	copied	it,	and	strangers	as	well	as	friends	admired	it.	For
a	small	thing	it	was	a	great	success,	and	Jo	was	more	astonished	than	when	her
novel	was	commended	and	condemned	all	at	once.
"I	 don't	 understand	 it.	What	 can	 there	be	 in	 a	 simple	 little	 story	 like	 that	 to

make	people	praise	it	so?"	she	said,	quite	bewildered.
"There	is	truth	in	it,	Jo,	that's	the	secret.	Humor	and	pathos	make	it	alive,	and

you	 have	 found	 your	 style	 at	 last.	 You	 wrote	 with	 no	 thoughts	 of	 fame	 and
money,	 and	 put	 your	 heart	 into	 it,	my	 daughter.	You	 have	 had	 the	 bitter,	 now
comes	the	sweet.	Do	your	best,	and	grow	as	happy	as	we	are	in	your	success."
"If	there	is	anything	good	or	true	in	what	I	write,	it	isn't	mine.	I	owe	it	all	to

you	and	Mother	and	Beth,"	said	Jo,	more	touched	by	her	father's	words	than	by
any	amount	of	praise	from	the	world.
So	taught	by	love	and	sorrow,	Jo	wrote	her	little	stories,	and	sent	them	away

to	make	friends	for	themselves	and	her,	finding	it	a	very	charitable	world	to	such
humble	wanderers,	for	they	were	kindly	welcomed,	and	sent	home	comfortable
tokens	to	their	mother,	like	dutiful	children	whom	good	fortune	overtakes.
When	Amy	and	Laurie	wrote	of	their	engagement,	Mrs.	March	feared	that	Jo

would	find	it	difficult	 to	rejoice	over	 it,	but	her	fears	were	soon	set	at	 rest,	 for
though	Jo	 looked	grave	at	 first,	 she	 took	 it	very	quietly,	and	was	 full	of	hopes



and	 plans	 for	 'the	 children'	 before	 she	 read	 the	 letter	 twice.	 It	 was	 a	 sort	 of
written	duet,	wherein	each	glorified	the	other	in	loverlike	fashion,	very	pleasant
to	read	and	satisfactory	to	think	of,	for	no	one	had	any	objection	to	make.
"You	like	it,	Mother?"	said	Jo,	as	they	laid	down	the	closely	written	sheets	and

looked	at	one	another.
"Yes,	I	hoped	it	would	be	so,	ever	since	Amy	wrote	that	she	had	refused	Fred.

I	felt	sure	then	that	something	better	than	what	you	call	the	'mercenary	spirit'	had
come	over	her,	and	a	hint	here	and	there	in	her	letters	made	me	suspect	that	love
and	Laurie	would	win	the	day."
"How	sharp	you	are,	Marmee,	and	how	silent!	You	never	said	a	word	to	me."
"Mothers	have	need	of	sharp	eyes	and	discreet	tongues	when	they	have	girls

to	manage.	I	was	half	afraid	to	put	the	idea	into	your	head,	lest	you	should	write
and	congratulate	them	before	the	thing	was	settled."
"I'm	 not	 the	 scatterbrain	 I	 was.	 You	 may	 trust	 me.	 I'm	 sober	 and	 sensible

enough	for	anyone's	confidante	now."
"So	 you	 are,	my	 dear,	 and	 I	 should	 have	made	 you	mine,	 only	 I	 fancied	 it

might	pain	you	to	learn	that	your	Teddy	loved	someone	else."
"Now,	Mother,	 did	 you	 really	 think	 I	 could	 be	 so	 silly	 and	 selfish,	 after	 I'd

refused	his	love,	when	it	was	freshest,	if	not	best?"
"I	knew	you	were	sincere	 then,	Jo,	but	 lately	 I	have	 thought	 that	 if	he	came

back,	 and	 asked	 again,	 you	 might	 perhaps,	 feel	 like	 giving	 another	 answer.
Forgive	me,	 dear,	 I	 can't	 help	 seeing	 that	 you	 are	 very	 lonely,	 and	 sometimes
there	is	a	hungry	look	in	your	eyes	that	goes	to	my	heart.	So	I	fancied	that	your
boy	might	fill	the	empty	place	if	he	tried	now."
"No,	Mother,	 it	 is	better	as	 it	 is,	and	I'm	glad	Amy	has	 learned	 to	 love	him.

But	you	are	right	in	one	thing.	I	am	lonely,	and	perhaps	if	Teddy	had	tried	again,
I	might	 have	 said	 'Yes',	 not	 because	 I	 love	 him	 any	more,	 but	 because	 I	 care
more	to	be	loved	than	when	he	went	away."
"I'm	glad	of	that,	Jo,	for	it	shows	that	you	are	getting	on.	There	are	plenty	to

love	 you,	 so	 try	 to	 be	 satisfied	 with	 Father	 and	Mother,	 sisters	 and	 brothers,
friends	and	babies,	till	the	best	lover	of	all	comes	to	give	you	your	reward."
"Mothers	 are	 the	 best	 lovers	 in	 the	 world,	 but	 I	 don't	 mind	 whispering	 to

Marmee	that	I'd	like	to	try	all	kinds.	It's	very	curious,	but	the	more	I	try	to	satisfy
myself	with	all	sorts	of	natural	affections,	the	more	I	seem	to	want.	I'd	no	idea
hearts	could	take	in	so	many.	Mine	is	so	elastic,	 it	never	seems	full	now,	and	I
used	to	be	quite	contented	with	my	family.	I	don't	understand	it."
"I	do,"	and	Mrs.	March	smiled	her	wise	smile,	as	Jo	turned	back	the	leaves	to

read	what	Amy	said	of	Laurie.
"It	is	so	beautiful	to	be	loved	as	Laurie	loves	me.	He	isn't	sentimental,	doesn't



say	much	about	it,	but	I	see	and	feel	it	in	all	he	says	and	does,	and	it	makes	me
so	happy	and	so	humble	that	I	don't	seem	to	be	the	same	girl	I	was.	I	never	knew
how	good	and	generous	and	tender	he	was	till	now,	for	he	lets	me	read	his	heart,
and	I	find	it	full	of	noble	impulses	and	hopes	and	purposes,	and	am	so	proud	to
know	it's	mine.	He	says	he	feels	as	if	he	'could	make	a	prosperous	voyage	now
with	me	aboard	as	mate,	and	lots	of	love	for	ballast'.	I	pray	he	may,	and	try	to	be
all	he	believes	me,	for	I	love	my	gallant	captain	with	all	my	heart	and	soul	and
might,	and	never	will	desert	him,	while	God	 lets	us	be	 together.	Oh,	Mother,	 I
never	knew	how	much	 like	heaven	 this	world	could	be,	when	 two	people	 love
and	live	for	one	another!"
"And	 that's	 our	 cool,	 reserved,	 and	 worldly	 Amy!	 Truly,	 love	 does	 work

miracles.	How	very,	very	happy	 they	must	be!"	 and	 Jo	 laid	 the	 rustling	 sheets
together	with	a	careful	hand,	as	one	might	shut	the	covers	of	a	lovely	romance,
which	holds	the	reader	fast	till	the	end	comes,	and	he	finds	himself	alone	in	the
workaday	world	again.
By-and-by	Jo	roamed	away	upstairs,	for	it	was	rainy,	and	she	could	not	walk.

A	 restless	 spirit	 possessed	 her,	 and	 the	 old	 feeling	 came	 again,	 not	 bitter	 as	 it
once	was,	but	a	sorrowfully	patient	wonder	why	one	sister	should	have	all	she
asked,	the	other	nothing.	It	was	not	true,	she	knew	that	and	tried	to	put	it	away,
but	the	natural	craving	for	affection	was	strong,	and	Amy's	happiness	woke	the
hungry	longing	for	someone	to	'love	with	heart	and	soul,	and	cling	to	while	God
let	 them	 be	 together'.	 Up	 in	 the	 garret,	 where	 Jo's	 unquiet	 wanderings	 ended
stood	four	little	wooden	chests	in	a	row,	each	marked	with	its	owners	name,	and
each	 filled	 with	 relics	 of	 the	 childhood	 and	 girlhood	 ended	 now	 for	 all.	 Jo
glanced	into	them,	and	when	she	came	to	her	own,	leaned	her	chin	on	the	edge,
and	stared	absently	at	the	chaotic	collection,	till	a	bundle	of	old	exercise	books
caught	her	eye.	She	drew	them	out,	 turned	them	over,	and	relived	that	pleasant
winter	at	kind	Mrs.	Kirke's.	She	had	smiled	at	first,	then	she	looked	thoughtful,
next	sad,	and	when	she	came	to	a	little	message	written	in	the	Professor's	hand,
her	lips	began	to	tremble,	the	books	slid	out	of	her	lap,	and	she	sat	looking	at	the
friendly	words,	 as	 they	 took	 a	new	meaning,	 and	 touched	 a	 tender	 spot	 in	her
heart.
"Wait	for	me,	my	friend.	I	may	be	a	little	late,	but	I	shall	surely	come."
"Oh,	if	he	only	would!	So	kind,	so	good,	so	patient	with	me	always,	my	dear

old	Fritz.	I	didn't	value	him	half	enough	when	I	had	him,	but	now	how	I	should
love	to	see	him,	for	everyone	seems	going	away	from	me,	and	I'm	all	alone."
And	holding	the	little	paper	fast,	as	if	it	were	a	promise	yet	to	be	fulfilled,	Jo

laid	her	head	down	on	a	comfortable	rag	bag,	and	cried,	as	if	in	opposition	to	the
rain	pattering	on	the	roof.



Was	 it	 all	 self-pity,	 loneliness,	 or	 low	 spirits?	Or	was	 it	 the	waking	up	of	 a
sentiment	which	had	bided	its	time	as	patiently	as	its	inspirer?	Who	shall	say?



Chapter		20	
Surprises

Jo	 was	 alone	 in	 the	 twilight,	 lying	 on	 the	 old	 sofa,	 looking	 at	 the	 fire,	 and
thinking.	It	was	her	favorite	way	of	spending	the	hour	of	dusk.	No	one	disturbed
her,	 and	 she	 used	 to	 lie	 there	 on	 Beth's	 little	 red	 pillow,	 planning	 stories,
dreaming	dreams,	or	thinking	tender	thoughts	of	the	sister	who	never	seemed	far
away.	 Her	 face	 looked	 tired,	 grave,	 and	 rather	 sad,	 for	 tomorrow	 was	 her
birthday,	 and	 she	 was	 thinking	 how	 fast	 the	 years	 went	 by,	 how	 old	 she	 was
getting,	 and	 how	 little	 she	 seemed	 to	 have	 accomplished.	Almost	 twenty-five,
and	nothing	 to	 show	for	 it.	 Jo	was	mistaken	 in	 that.	There	was	a	good	deal	 to
show,	and	by-and-by	she	saw,	and	was	grateful	for	it.
"An	 old	 maid,	 that's	 what	 I'm	 to	 be.	 A	 literary	 spinster,	 with	 a	 pen	 for	 a

spouse,	 a	 family	 of	 stories	 for	 children,	 and	 twenty	 years	 hence	 a	 morsel	 of
fame,	perhaps,	when,	like	poor	Johnson,	I'm	old	and	can't	enjoy	it,	solitary,	and
can't	share	it,	independent,	and	don't	need	it.	Well,	I	needn't	be	a	sour	saint	nor	a
selfish	sinner,	and,	I	dare	say,	old	maids	are	very	comfortable	when	they	get	used
to	it,	but…	"	and	there	Jo	sighed,	as	if	the	prospect	was	not	inviting.
It	seldom	is,	at	first,	and	thirty	seems	the	end	of	all	things	to	five-and-twenty.

But	 it's	 not	 as	 bad	 as	 it	 looks,	 and	 one	 can	 get	 on	 quite	 happily	 if	 one	 has
something	in	one's	self	to	fall	back	upon.	At	twenty-five,	girls	begin	to	talk	about
being	old	maids,	but	secretly	resolve	that	they	never	will	be.	At	thirty	they	say
nothing	about	it,	but	quietly	accept	the	fact,	and	if	sensible,	console	themselves
by	remembering	that	they	have	twenty	more	useful,	happy	years,	in	which	they
may	be	learning	to	grow	old	gracefully.	Don't	 laugh	at	the	spinsters,	dear	girls,
for	often	very	tender,	tragic	romances	are	hidden	away	in	the	hearts	that	beat	so
quietly	 under	 the	 sober	 gowns,	 and	 many	 silent	 sacrifices	 of	 youth,	 health,
ambition,	love	itself,	make	the	faded	faces	beautiful	in	God's	sight.	Even	the	sad,
sour	sisters	should	be	kindly	dealt	with,	because	they	have	missed	the	sweetest
part	 of	 life,	 if	 for	 no	 other	 reason.	And	 looking	 at	 them	with	 compassion,	 not
contempt,	 girls	 in	 their	 bloom	 should	 remember	 that	 they	 too	 may	 miss	 the
blossom	time.	That	rosy	cheeks	don't	last	forever,	that	silver	threads	will	come	in
the	bonnie	brown	hair,	and	that,	by-and-by,	kindness	and	respect	will	be	as	sweet
as	love	and	admiration	now.
Gentlemen,	which	means	boys,	be	courteous	to	the	old	maids,	no	matter	how



poor	and	plain	and	prim,	for	the	only	chivalry	worth	having	is	that	which	is	the
readiest	 to	 pay	 deference	 to	 the	 old,	 protect	 the	 feeble,	 and	 serve	womankind,
regardless	of	rank,	age,	or	color.	Just	recollect	the	good	aunts	who	have	not	only
lectured	and	fussed,	but	nursed	and	petted,	too	often	without	thanks,	the	scrapes
they	have	helped	you	out	of,	the	tips	they	have	given	you	from	their	small	store,
the	stitches	the	patient	old	fingers	have	set	for	you,	the	steps	the	willing	old	feet
have	taken,	and	gratefully	pay	the	dear	old	ladies	the	little	attentions	that	women
love	to	receive	as	long	as	they	live.	The	bright-eyed	girls	are	quick	to	see	such
traits,	 and	 will	 like	 you	 all	 the	 better	 for	 them,	 and	 if	 death,	 almost	 the	 only
power	that	can	part	mother	and	son,	should	rob	you	of	yours,	you	will	be	sure	to
find	a	 tender	welcome	and	maternal	cherishing	 from	some	Aunt	Priscilla,	who
has	 kept	 the	warmest	 corner	 of	 her	 lonely	 old	 heart	 for	 'the	 best	 nevvy	 in	 the
world'.
Jo	 must	 have	 fallen	 asleep	 (as	 I	 dare	 say	 my	 reader	 has	 during	 this	 little

homily),	 for	 suddenly	Laurie's	ghost	 seemed	 to	 stand	before	her,	 a	 substantial,
lifelike	ghost,	leaning	over	her	with	the	very	look	he	used	to	wear	when	he	felt	a
good	deal	and	didn't	like	to	show	it.	But,	like	Jenny	in	the	ballad…
"She	could	not	think	it	he,"
and	 lay	 staring	 up	 at	 him	 in	 startled	 silence,	 till	 he	 stooped	 and	 kissed	 her.

Then	she	knew	him,	and	flew	up,	crying	joyfully…
"Oh	my	Teddy!	Oh	my	Teddy!"
"Dear	Jo,	you	are	glad	to	see	me,	then?"
"Glad!	My	blessed	boy,	words	can't	express	my	gladness.	Where's	Amy?"
"Your	mother	has	got	her	down	at	Meg's.	We	stopped	 there	by	 the	way,	and

there	was	no	getting	my	wife	out	of	their	clutches."
"Your	 what?"	 cried	 Jo,	 for	 Laurie	 uttered	 those	 two	 words	 with	 an

unconscious	pride	and	satisfaction	which	betrayed	him.
"Oh,	the	dickens!	Now	I've	done	it,"	and	he	looked	so	guilty	that	Jo	was	down

on	him	like	a	flash.
"You've	gone	and	got	married!"
"Yes,	please,	but	I	never	will	again,"	and	he	went	down	upon	his	knees,	with	a

penitent	clasping	of	hands,	and	a	face	full	of	mischief,	mirth,	and	triumph.
"Actually	married?"
"Very	much	so,	thank	you."
"Mercy	on	us.	What	dreadful	thing	will	you	do	next?"	and	Jo	fell	into	her	seat

with	a	gasp.
"A	 characteristic,	 but	 not	 exactly	 complimentary,	 congratulation,"	 returned

Laurie,	still	in	an	abject	attitude,	but	beaming	with	satisfaction.
"What	 can	you	 expect,	when	you	 take	one's	 breath	 away,	 creeping	 in	 like	 a



burglar,	and	letting	cats	out	of	bags	like	that?	Get	up,	you	ridiculous	boy,	and	tell
me	all	about	it."
"Not	 a	word,	 unless	 you	 let	me	 come	 in	my	 old	 place,	 and	 promise	 not	 to

barricade."
Jo	laughed	at	that	as	she	had	not	done	for	many	a	long	day,	and	patted	the	sofa

invitingly,	as	she	said	in	a	cordial	tone,	"The	old	pillow	is	up	garret,	and	we	don't
need	it	now.	So,	come	and	'fess,	Teddy."
"How	good	it	sounds	to	hear	you	say	 'Teddy'!	No	one	ever	calls	me	that	but

you,"	and	Laurie	sat	down	with	an	air	of	great	content.
"What	does	Amy	call	you?"
"My	lord."
"That's	 like	 her.	 Well,	 you	 look	 it,"	 and	 Jo's	 eye	 plainly	 betrayed	 that	 she

found	her	boy	comelier	than	ever.
The	pillow	was	gone,	but	 there	was	a	barricade,	nevertheless,	a	natural	one,

raised	 by	 time,	 absence,	 and	 change	 of	 heart.	 Both	 felt	 it,	 and	 for	 a	 minute
looked	at	one	another	as	if	that	invisible	barrier	cast	a	little	shadow	over	them.	It
was	gone	directly	however,	for	Laurie	said,	with	a	vain	attempt	at	dignity…
"Don't	I	look	like	a	married	man	and	the	head	of	a	family?"
"Not	a	bit,	and	you	never	will.	You've	grown	bigger	and	bonnier,	but	you	are

the	same	scapegrace	as	ever."
"Now	really,	Jo,	you	ought	to	treat	me	with	more	respect,"	began	Laurie,	who

enjoyed	it	all	immensely.
"How	can	I,	when	the	mere	idea	of	you,	married	and	settled,	is	so	irresistibly

funny	 that	 I	 can't	 keep	 sober!"	 answered	 Jo,	 smiling	 all	 over	 her	 face,	 so
infectiously	that	they	had	another	laugh,	and	then	settled	down	for	a	good	talk,
quite	in	the	pleasant	old	fashion.
"It's	no	use	your	going	out	in	the	cold	to	get	Amy,	for	they	are	all	coming	up

presently.	I	couldn't	wait.	I	wanted	to	be	the	one	to	tell	you	the	grand	surprise,
and	have	'first	skim'	as	we	used	to	say	when	we	squabbled	about	the	cream."
"Of	 course	 you	 did,	 and	 spoiled	 your	 story	 by	 beginning	 at	 the	wrong	 end.

Now,	start	right,	and	tell	me	how	it	all	happened.	I'm	pining	to	know."
"Well,	 I	 did	 it	 to	 please	 Amy,"	 began	 Laurie,	 with	 a	 twinkle	 that	 made	 Jo

exclaim…
"Fib	number	one.	Amy	did	it	 to	please	you.	Go	on,	and	tell	 the	truth,	 if	you

can,	sir."
"Now	she's	beginning	to	marm	it.	Isn't	it	jolly	to	hear	her?"	said	Laurie	to	the

fire,	and	the	fire	glowed	and	sparkled	as	if	it	quite	agreed.	"It's	all	the	same,	you
know,	she	and	I	being	one.	We	planned	to	come	home	with	the	Carrols,	a	month
or	more	ago,	but	they	suddenly	changed	their	minds,	and	decided	to	pass	another



winter	in	Paris.	But	Grandpa	wanted	to	come	home.	He	went	to	please	me,	and	I
couldn't	 let	 him	go	alone,	neither	 could	 I	 leave	Amy,	 and	Mrs.	Carrol	had	got
English	notions	about	chaperons	and	such	nonsense,	and	wouldn't	let	Amy	come
with	us.	So	I	just	settled	the	difficulty	by	saying,	'Let's	be	married,	and	then	we
can	do	as	we	like'."
"Of	course	you	did.	You	always	have	things	to	suit	you."
"Not	always,"	and	something	in	Laurie's	voice	made	Jo	say	hastily…
"How	did	you	ever	get	Aunt	to	agree?"
"It	was	hard	work,	but	between	us,	we	 talked	her	over,	 for	we	had	heaps	of

good	reasons	on	our	side.	There	wasn't	time	to	write	and	ask	leave,	but	you	all
liked	 it,	 had	 consented	 to	 it	 by-and-by,	 and	 it	 was	 only	 'taking	 time	 by	 the
fetlock',	as	my	wife	says."
"Aren't	 we	 proud	 of	 those	 two	 words,	 and	 don't	 we	 like	 to	 say	 them?"

interrupted	 Jo,	 addressing	 the	 fire	 in	 her	 turn,	 and	 watching	 with	 delight	 the
happy	 light	 it	 seemed	 to	kindle	 in	 the	eyes	 that	had	been	so	 tragically	gloomy
when	she	saw	them	last.
"A	 trifle,	 perhaps,	 she's	 such	 a	 captivating	 little	 woman	 I	 can't	 help	 being

proud	of	her.	Well,	then	Uncle	and	Aunt	were	there	to	play	propriety.	We	were	so
absorbed	 in	 one	 another	 we	 were	 of	 no	 mortal	 use	 apart,	 and	 that	 charming
arrangement	would	make	everything	easy	all	round,	so	we	did	it."
"When,	where,	how?"	asked	Jo,	in	a	fever	of	feminine	interest	and	curiosity,

for	she	could	not	realize	it	a	particle.
"Six	weeks	ago,	at	 the	American	consul's,	 in	Paris,	 a	very	quiet	wedding	of

course,	for	even	in	our	happiness	we	didn't	forget	dear	little	Beth."
Jo	put	her	hand	in	his	as	he	said	that,	and	Laurie	gently	smoothed	the	little	red

pillow,	which	he	remembered	well.
"Why	 didn't	 you	 let	 us	 know	 afterward?"	 asked	 Jo,	 in	 a	 quieter	 tone,	when

they	had	sat	quite	still	a	minute.
"We	wanted	 to	 surprise	you.	We	 thought	we	were	 coming	directly	home,	 at

first,	but	the	dear	old	gentleman,	as	soon	as	we	were	married,	found	he	couldn't
be	 ready	 under	 a	 month,	 at	 least,	 and	 sent	 us	 off	 to	 spend	 our	 honeymoon
wherever	we	liked.	Amy	had	once	called	Valrosa	a	regular	honeymoon	home,	so
we	went	there,	and	were	as	happy	as	people	are	but	once	in	their	lives.	My	faith!
Wasn't	it	love	among	the	roses!"
Laurie	seemed	to	forget	Jo	for	a	minute,	and	Jo	was	glad	of	it,	for	the	fact	that

he	told	her	these	things	so	freely	and	so	naturally	assured	her	that	he	had	quite
forgiven	and	forgotten.	She	tried	to	draw	away	her	hand,	but	as	if	he	guessed	the
thought	that	prompted	the	half-involuntary	impulse,	Laurie	held	it	fast,	and	said,
with	a	manly	gravity	she	had	never	seen	in	him	before…



"Jo,	dear,	 I	want	 to	say	one	 thing,	and	 then	we'll	put	 it	by	forever.	As	I	 told
you	in	my	letter	when	I	wrote	 that	Amy	had	been	so	kind	 to	me,	 I	never	shall
stop	loving	you,	but	the	love	is	altered,	and	I	have	learned	to	see	that	it	is	better
as	it	is.	Amy	and	you	changed	places	in	my	heart,	that's	all.	I	think	it	was	meant
to	be	so,	and	would	have	come	about	naturally,	 if	I	had	waited,	as	you	tried	to
make	me,	but	I	never	could	be	patient,	and	so	I	got	a	heartache.	I	was	a	boy	then,
headstrong	and	violent,	and	it	took	a	hard	lesson	to	show	me	my	mistake.	For	it
was	one,	Jo,	as	you	said,	and	I	found	it	out,	after	making	a	fool	of	myself.	Upon
my	word,	I	was	so	tumbled	up	in	my	mind,	at	one	time,	that	I	didn't	know	which
I	 loved	best,	you	or	Amy,	and	 tried	 to	 love	you	both	alike.	But	 I	couldn't,	and
when	I	saw	her	 in	Switzerland,	everything	seemed	to	clear	up	all	at	once.	You
both	got	 into	your	right	places,	and	I	felt	sure	 that	 it	was	well	off	with	 the	old
love	before	it	was	on	with	the	new,	that	I	could	honestly	share	my	heart	between
sister	Jo	and	wife	Amy,	and	love	them	dearly.	Will	you	believe	it,	and	go	back	to
the	happy	old	times	when	we	first	knew	one	another?"
"I'll	 believe	 it,	with	 all	my	 heart,	 but,	 Teddy,	we	 never	 can	 be	 boy	 and	 girl

again.	The	happy	old	 times	can't	come	back,	and	we	mustn't	expect	 it.	We	are
man	and	woman	now,	with	sober	work	to	do,	for	playtime	is	over,	and	we	must
give	up	frolicking.	I'm	sure	you	feel	this.	I	see	the	change	in	you,	and	you'll	find
it	in	me.	I	shall	miss	my	boy,	but	I	shall	love	the	man	as	much,	and	admire	him
more,	 because	 he	 means	 to	 be	 what	 I	 hoped	 he	 would.	 We	 can't	 be	 little
playmates	 any	 longer,	 but	we	will	 be	 brother	 and	 sister,	 to	 love	 and	 help	 one
another	all	our	lives,	won't	we,	Laurie?"
He	did	not	 say	a	word,	but	 took	 the	hand	she	offered	him,	and	 laid	his	 face

down	on	it	for	a	minute,	feeling	that	out	of	the	grave	of	a	boyish	passion,	there
had	 risen	 a	 beautiful,	 strong	 friendship	 to	 bless	 them	 both.	 Presently	 Jo	 said
cheerfully,	for	she	didn't	want	the	coming	home	to	be	a	sad	one,	"I	can't	make	it
true	that	you	children	are	really	married	and	going	to	set	up	housekeeping.	Why,
it	 seems	only	yesterday	 that	 I	was	buttoning	Amy's	pinafore,	 and	pulling	your
hair	when	you	teased.	Mercy	me,	how	time	does	fly!"
"As	 one	 of	 the	 children	 is	 older	 than	 yourself,	 you	 needn't	 talk	 so	 like	 a

grandma.	 I	 flatter	myself	 I'm	 a	 'gentleman	growed'	 as	Peggotty	 said	of	David,
and	when	you	see	Amy,	you'll	find	her	rather	a	precocious	infant,"	said	Laurie,
looking	amused	at	her	maternal	air.
"You	may	 be	 a	 little	 older	 in	 years,	 but	 I'm	 ever	 so	much	 older	 in	 feeling,

Teddy.	Women	always	are,	and	this	last	year	has	been	such	a	hard	one	that	I	feel
forty."
"Poor	 Jo!	We	 left	 you	 to	 bear	 it	 alone,	 while	 we	went	 pleasuring.	 You	 are

older.	Here's	 a	 line,	 and	 there's	 another.	Unless	you	smile,	your	eyes	 look	sad,



and	when	I	touched	the	cushion,	just	now,	I	found	a	tear	on	it.	You've	had	a	great
deal	 to	bear,	 and	had	 to	bear	 it	 all	 alone.	What	 a	 selfish	beast	 I've	been!"	 and
Laurie	pulled	his	own	hair,	with	a	remorseful	look.
But	Jo	only	turned	over	the	traitorous	pillow,	and	answered,	 in	a	tone	which

she	tried	to	make	more	cheerful,	"No,	I	had	Father	and	Mother	to	help	me,	and
the	dear	babies	to	comfort	me,	and	the	thought	that	you	and	Amy	were	safe	and
happy,	 to	make	 the	 troubles	 here	 easier	 to	 bear.	 I	 am	 lonely,	 sometimes,	 but	 I
dare	say	it's	good	for	me,	and…	"
"You	never	shall	be	again,"	broke	in	Laurie,	putting	his	arm	about	her,	as	if	to

fence	out	 every	human	 ill.	 "Amy	and	 I	 can't	 get	 on	without	 you,	 so	you	must
come	and	teach	'the	children'	to	keep	house,	and	go	halves	in	everything,	just	as
we	 used	 to	 do,	 and	 let	 us	 pet	 you,	 and	 all	 be	 blissfully	 happy	 and	 friendly
together."
"If	 I	shouldn't	be	 in	 the	way,	 it	would	be	very	pleasant.	 I	begin	 to	feel	quite

young	already,	for	somehow	all	my	troubles	seemed	to	fly	away	when	you	came.
You	always	were	a	comfort,	Teddy,"	and	Jo	leaned	her	head	on	his	shoulder,	just
as	she	did	years	ago,	when	Beth	lay	ill	and	Laurie	told	her	to	hold	on	to	him.
He	 looked	 down	 at	 her,	wondering	 if	 she	 remembered	 the	 time,	 but	 Jo	was

smiling	to	herself,	as	if	in	truth	her	troubles	had	all	vanished	at	his	coming.
"You	are	the	same	Jo	still,	dropping	tears	about	one	minute,	and	laughing	the

next.	You	look	a	little	wicked	now.	What	is	it,	Grandma?"
"I	was	wondering	how	you	and	Amy	get	on	together."
"Like	angels!"
"Yes,	of	course,	but	which	rules?"
"I	don't	mind	telling	you	that	she	does	now,	at	least	I	let	her	think	so,	it	pleases

her,	 you	 know.	 By-and-by	 we	 shall	 take	 turns,	 for	 marriage,	 they	 say,	 halves
one's	rights	and	doubles	one's	duties."
"You'll	go	on	as	you	begin,	and	Amy	will	rule	you	all	the	days	of	your	life."
"Well,	she	does	it	so	imperceptibly	that	I	don't	think	I	shall	mind	much.	She	is

the	sort	of	woman	who	knows	how	to	rule	well.	In	fact,	I	rather	like	it,	for	she
winds	one	 round	her	 finger	as	softly	and	prettily	as	a	skein	of	silk,	and	makes
you	feel	as	if	she	was	doing	you	a	favor	all	the	while."
"That	 ever	 I	 should	 live	 to	 see	 you	 a	 henpecked	 husband	 and	 enjoying	 it!"

cried	Jo,	with	uplifted	hands.
It	 was	 good	 to	 see	 Laurie	 square	 his	 shoulders,	 and	 smile	 with	 masculine

scorn	at	that	insinuation,	as	he	replied,	with	his	"high	and	mighty"	air,	"Amy	is
too	well-bred	for	that,	and	I	am	not	the	sort	of	man	to	submit	to	it.	My	wife	and	I
respect	ourselves	and	one	another	too	much	ever	to	tyrannize	or	quarrel."
Jo	liked	that,	and	thought	the	new	dignity	very	becoming,	but	the	boy	seemed



changing	very	fast	into	the	man,	and	regret	mingled	with	her	pleasure.
"I	am	sure	of	that.	Amy	and	you	never	did	quarrel	as	we	used	to.	She	is	 the

sun	 and	 I	 the	 wind,	 in	 the	 fable,	 and	 the	 sun	 managed	 the	 man	 best,	 you
remember."
"She	 can	 blow	 him	 up	 as	 well	 as	 shine	 on	 him,"	 laughed	 Laurie.	 "such	 a

lecture	as	I	got	at	Nice!	I	give	you	my	word	it	was	a	deal	worse	than	any	of	your
scoldings,	 a	 regular	 rouser.	 I'll	 tell	 you	 all	 about	 it	 sometime,	 she	 never	 will,
because	after	telling	me	that	she	despised	and	was	ashamed	of	me,	she	lost	her
heart	to	the	despicable	party	and	married	the	good-for-nothing."
"What	baseness!	Well,	if	she	abuses	you,	come	to	me,	and	I'll	defend	you."
"I	 look	 as	 if	 I	 needed	 it,	 don't	 I?"	 said	 Laurie,	 getting	 up	 and	 striking	 an

attitude	which	suddenly	changed	from	the	 imposing	to	 the	rapturous,	as	Amy's
voice	was	heard	calling,	"Where	is	she?	Where's	my	dear	old	Jo?"
In	 trooped	 the	whole	 family,	 and	 everyone	was	 hugged	 and	 kissed	 all	 over

again,	and	after	several	vain	attempts,	the	three	wanderers	were	set	down	to	be
looked	at	and	exulted	over.	Mr.	Laurence,	hale	and	hearty	as	ever,	was	quite	as
much	improved	as	the	others	by	his	foreign	tour,	for	the	crustiness	seemed	to	be
nearly	gone,	and	the	old-fashioned	courtliness	had	received	a	polish	which	made
it	kindlier	than	ever.	It	was	good	to	see	him	beam	at	 'my	children',	as	he	called
the	young	pair.	 It	was	better	still	 to	see	Amy	pay	him	 the	daughterly	duty	and
affection	which	completely	won	his	old	heart,	 and	best	of	 all,	 to	watch	Laurie
revolve	about	the	two,	as	if	never	tired	of	enjoying	the	pretty	picture	they	made.
The	minute	she	put	her	eyes	upon	Amy,	Meg	became	conscious	that	her	own

dress	hadn't	a	Parisian	air,	that	young	Mrs.	Moffat	would	be	entirely	eclipsed	by
young	Mrs.	Laurence,	and	that	 'her	ladyship'	was	altogether	a	most	elegant	and
graceful	 woman.	 Jo	 thought,	 as	 she	 watched	 the	 pair,	 "How	 well	 they	 look
together!	I	was	right,	and	Laurie	has	found	the	beautiful,	accomplished	girl	who
will	become	his	home	better	than	clumsy	old	Jo,	and	be	a	pride,	not	a	torment	to
him."	Mrs.	March	and	her	husband	smiled	and	nodded	at	each	other	with	happy
faces,	for	they	saw	that	their	youngest	had	done	well,	not	only	in	worldly	things,
but	the	better	wealth	of	love,	confidence,	and	happiness.
For	 Amy's	 face	 was	 full	 of	 the	 soft	 brightness	 which	 betokens	 a	 peaceful

heart,	 her	 voice	 had	 a	 new	 tenderness	 in	 it,	 and	 the	 cool,	 prim	 carriage	 was
changed	 to	 a	 gentle	 dignity,	 both	womanly	 and	winning.	No	 little	 affectations
marred	it,	and	the	cordial	sweetness	of	her	manner	was	more	charming	than	the
new	beauty	or	 the	old	grace,	 for	 it	 stamped	her	 at	once	with	 the	unmistakable
sign	of	the	true	gentlewoman	she	had	hoped	to	become.
"Love	has	done	much	for	our	little	girl,"	said	her	mother	softly.
"She	 has	 had	 a	 good	 example	 before	 her	 all	 her	 life,	my	 dear,"	Mr.	March



whispered	back,	with	a	loving	look	at	the	worn	face	and	gray	head	beside	him.
Daisy	found	it	 impossible	 to	keep	her	eyes	off	her	 'pitty	aunty',	but	attached

herself	like	a	lap	dog	to	the	wonderful	chatelaine	full	of	delightful	charms.	Demi
paused	to	consider	 the	new	relationship	before	he	compromised	himself	by	the
rash	acceptance	of	a	bribe,	which	took	the	tempting	form	of	a	family	of	wooden
bears	 from	 Berne.	 A	 flank	 movement	 produced	 an	 unconditional	 surrender,
however,	for	Laurie	knew	where	to	have	him.
"Young	man,	when	I	first	had	the	honor	of	making	your	acquaintance	you	hit

me	in	the	face.	Now	I	demand	the	satisfaction	of	a	gentleman,"	and	with	that	the
tall	uncle	proceeded	to	toss	and	tousle	the	small	nephew	in	a	way	that	damaged
his	philosophical	dignity	as	much	as	it	delighted	his	boyish	soul.
"Blest	if	she	ain't	in	silk	from	head	to	foot;	ain't	it	a	relishin'	sight	to	see	her

settin'	there	as	fine	as	a	fiddle,	and	hear	folks	calling	little	Amy	'Mis.	Laurence!'"
muttered	old	Hannah,	who	could	not	resist	frequent	"peeks"	through	the	slide	as
she	set	the	table	in	a	most	decidedly	promiscuous	manner.
Mercy	on	us,	 how	 they	did	 talk!	 first	 one,	 then	 the	 other,	 then	 all	 burst	 out

together—trying	to	tell	the	history	of	three	years	in	half	an	hour.	It	was	fortunate
that	tea	was	at	hand,	to	produce	a	lull	and	provide	refreshment—for	they	would
have	 been	 hoarse	 and	 faint	 if	 they	 had	 gone	 on	 much	 longer.	 Such	 a	 happy
procession	as	filed	away	into	the	little	dining	room!	Mr.	March	proudly	escorted
Mrs.	Laurence.	Mrs.	March	as	proudly	 leaned	on	 the	arm	of	 'my	son'.	The	old
gentleman	took	Jo,	with	a	whispered,	"You	must	be	my	girl	now,"	and	a	glance
at	 the	 empty	 corner	by	 the	 fire,	 that	made	 Jo	whisper	back,	 "I'll	 try	 to	 fill	 her
place,	sir."
The	 twins	 pranced	 behind,	 feeling	 that	 the	 millennium	 was	 at	 hand,	 for

everyone	was	 so	busy	with	 the	newcomers	 that	 they	were	 left	 to	 revel	 at	 their
own	 sweet	will,	 and	 you	may	 be	 sure	 they	made	 the	most	 of	 the	 opportunity.
Didn't	they	steal	sips	of	tea,	stuff	gingerbread	ad	libitum,	get	a	hot	biscuit	apiece,
and	as	 a	 crowning	 trespass,	 didn't	 they	each	whisk	 a	 captivating	 little	 tart	 into
their	 tiny	pockets,	 there	 to	 stick	and	crumble	 treacherously,	 teaching	 them	 that
both	 human	 nature	 and	 a	 pastry	 are	 frail?	 Burdened	 with	 the	 guilty
consciousness	of	the	sequestered	tarts,	and	fearing	that	Dodo's	sharp	eyes	would
pierce	 the	 thin	disguise	of	cambric	and	merino	which	hid	 their	booty,	 the	 little
sinners	attached	themselves	to	'Dranpa',	who	hadn't	his	spectacles	on.	Amy,	who
was	handed	about	like	refreshments,	returned	to	the	parlor	on	Father	Laurence's
arm.	The	others	paired	off	as	before,	and	this	arrangement	left	Jo	companionless.
She	 did	 not	mind	 it	 at	 the	minute,	 for	 she	 lingered	 to	 answer	Hannah's	 eager
inquiry.
"Will	Miss	Amy	ride	in	her	coop	(coupe),	and	use	all	them	lovely	silver	dishes



that's	stored	away	over	yander?"
"Shouldn't	wonder	if	she	drove	six	white	horses,	ate	off	gold	plate,	and	wore

diamonds	 and	 point	 lace	 every	 day.	 Teddy	 thinks	 nothing	 too	 good	 for	 her,"
returned	Jo	with	infinite	satisfaction.
"No	 more	 there	 is!	 Will	 you	 have	 hash	 or	 fishballs	 for	 breakfast?"	 asked

Hannah,	who	wisely	mingled	poetry	and	prose.
"I	don't	care,"	and	Jo	shut	the	door,	feeling	that	food	was	an	uncongenial	topic

just	then.	She	stood	a	minute	looking	at	the	party	vanishing	above,	and	as	Demi's
short	plaid	 legs	 toiled	up	 the	 last	stair,	a	sudden	sense	of	 loneliness	came	over
her	so	strongly	that	she	looked	about	her	with	dim	eyes,	as	if	to	find	something
to	lean	upon,	for	even	Teddy	had	deserted	her.	If	she	had	known	what	birthday
gift	 was	 coming	 every	 minute	 nearer	 and	 nearer,	 she	 would	 not	 have	 said	 to
herself,	"I'll	weep	a	little	weep	when	I	go	to	bed.	It	won't	do	to	be	dismal	now."
Then	she	drew	her	hand	over	her	eyes,	for	one	of	her	boyish	habits	was	never	to
know	where	her	handkerchief	was,	and	had	just	managed	to	call	up	a	smile	when
there	came	a	knock	at	the	porch	door.
She	opened	with	hospitable	haste,	and	started	as	if	another	ghost	had	come	to

surprise	her,	for	there	stood	a	tall	bearded	gentleman,	beaming	on	her	from	the
darkness	like	a	midnight	sun.
"Oh,	Mr.	Bhaer,	 I	 am	 so	glad	 to	 see	you!"	 cried	 Jo,	with	 a	 clutch,	 as	 if	 she

feared	the	night	would	swallow	him	up	before	she	could	get	him	in.
"And	I	to	see	Miss	Marsch,	but	no,	you	haf	a	party,"	and	the	Professor	paused

as	the	sound	of	voices	and	the	tap	of	dancing	feet	came	down	to	them.
"No,	we	haven't,	only	the	family.	My	sister	and	friends	have	just	come	home,

and	we	are	all	very	happy.	Come	in,	and	make	one	of	us."
Though	 a	 very	 social	 man,	 I	 think	Mr.	 Bhaer	 would	 have	 gone	 decorously

away,	 and	 come	 again	 another	 day,	 but	 how	 could	 he,	when	 Jo	 shut	 the	 door
behind	 him,	 and	 bereft	 him	 of	 his	 hat?	 Perhaps	 her	 face	 had	 something	 to	 do
with	 it,	 for	 she	 forgot	 to	 hide	 her	 joy	 at	 seeing	 him,	 and	 showed	 it	 with	 a
frankness	 that	 proved	 irresistible	 to	 the	 solitary	 man,	 whose	 welcome	 far
exceeded	his	boldest	hopes.
"If	I	shall	not	be	Monsieur	de	Trop,	I	will	so	gladly	see	them	all.	You	haf	been

ill,	my	friend?"
He	put	the	question	abruptly,	for,	as	Jo	hung	up	his	coat,	the	light	fell	on	her

face,	and	he	saw	a	change	in	it.
"Not	ill,	but	tired	and	sorrowful.	We	have	had	trouble	since	I	saw	you	last."
"Ah,	yes,	I	know.	My	heart	was	sore	for	you	when	I	heard	that,"	and	he	shook

hands	 again,	 with	 such	 a	 sympathetic	 face	 that	 Jo	 felt	 as	 if	 no	 comfort	 could
equal	the	look	of	the	kind	eyes,	the	grasp	of	the	big,	warm	hand.



"Father,	Mother,	this	is	my	friend,	Professor	Bhaer,"	she	said,	with	a	face	and
tone	of	such	irrepressible	pride	and	pleasure	that	she	might	as	well	have	blown	a
trumpet	and	opened	the	door	with	a	flourish.
If	 the	stranger	had	any	doubts	about	his	 reception,	 they	were	set	at	 rest	 in	a

minute	 by	 the	 cordial	welcome	 he	 received.	 Everyone	 greeted	 him	 kindly,	 for
Jo's	sake	at	first,	but	very	soon	they	liked	him	for	his	own.	They	could	not	help
it,	 for	 he	 carried	 the	 talisman	 that	 opens	 all	 hearts,	 and	 these	 simple	 people
warmed	to	him	at	once,	feeling	even	the	more	friendly	because	he	was	poor.	For
poverty	 enriches	 those	 who	 live	 above	 it,	 and	 is	 a	 sure	 passport	 to	 truly
hospitable	spirits.	Mr.	Bhaer	sat	looking	about	him	with	the	air	of	a	traveler	who
knocks	at	a	strange	door,	and	when	it	opens,	finds	himself	at	home.	The	children
went	to	him	like	bees	to	a	honeypot,	and	establishing	themselves	on	each	knee,
proceeded	 to	 captivate	 him	 by	 rifling	 his	 pockets,	 pulling	 his	 beard,	 and
investigating	 his	 watch,	 with	 juvenile	 audacity.	 The	 women	 telegraphed	 their
approval	to	one	another,	and	Mr.	March,	feeling	that	he	had	got	a	kindred	spirit,
opened	his	choicest	stores	for	his	guest's	benefit,	while	silent	John	listened	and
enjoyed	the	talk,	but	said	not	a	word,	and	Mr.	Laurence	found	it	impossible	to	go
to	sleep.
If	Jo	had	not	been	otherwise	engaged,	Laurie's	behavior	would	have	amused

her,	for	a	faint	twinge,	not	of	jealousy,	but	something	like	suspicion,	caused	that
gentleman	 to	 stand	 aloof	 at	 first,	 and	 observe	 the	 newcomer	 with	 brotherly
circumspection.	But	it	did	not	last	long.	He	got	interested	in	spite	of	himself,	and
before	he	knew	it,	was	drawn	into	 the	circle.	For	Mr.	Bhaer	 talked	well	 in	 this
genial	 atmosphere,	 and	did	himself	 justice.	He	seldom	spoke	 to	Laurie,	but	he
looked	at	him	often,	and	a	shadow	would	pass	across	his	face,	as	if	regretting	his
own	lost	youth,	as	he	watched	the	young	man	in	his	prime.	Then	his	eyes	would
turn	to	Jo	so	wistfully	that	she	would	have	surely	answered	the	mute	inquiry	if
she	had	seen	 it.	But	Jo	had	her	own	eyes	 to	 take	care	of,	and	feeling	 that	 they
could	not	be	trusted,	she	prudently	kept	them	on	the	little	sock	she	was	knitting,
like	a	model	maiden	aunt.
A	stealthy	glance	now	and	 then	refreshed	her	 like	sips	of	fresh	water	after	a

dusty	 walk,	 for	 the	 sidelong	 peeps	 showed	 her	 several	 propitious	 omens.	Mr.
Bhaer's	 face	 had	 lost	 the	 absent-minded	 expression,	 and	 looked	 all	 alive	with
interest	 in	 the	 present	 moment,	 actually	 young	 and	 handsome,	 she	 thought,
forgetting	to	compare	him	with	Laurie,	as	she	usually	did	strange	men,	to	their
great	detriment.	Then	he	seemed	quite	inspired,	though	the	burial	customs	of	the
ancients,	 to	 which	 the	 conversation	 had	 strayed,	 might	 not	 be	 considered	 an
exhilarating	topic.	Jo	quite	glowed	with	triumph	when	Teddy	got	quenched	in	an
argument,	 and	 thought	 to	 herself,	 as	 she	 watched	 her	 father's	 absorbed	 face,



"How	 he	would	 enjoy	 having	 such	 a	man	 as	my	 Professor	 to	 talk	with	 every
day!"	Lastly,	Mr.	Bhaer	was	dressed	in	a	new	suit	of	black,	which	made	him	look
more	 like	 a	 gentleman	 than	 ever.	 His	 bushy	 hair	 had	 been	 cut	 and	 smoothly
brushed,	but	didn't	stay	in	order	long,	for	in	exciting	moments,	he	rumpled	it	up
in	 the	droll	way	he	used	 to	do,	and	Jo	 liked	 it	 rampantly	erect	better	 than	flat,
because	she	 thought	 it	gave	his	 fine	 forehead	a	 Jove-like	aspect.	Poor	 Jo,	how
she	 did	 glorify	 that	 plain	man,	 as	 she	 sat	 knitting	 away	 so	 quietly,	 yet	 letting
nothing	 escape	her,	 not	 even	 the	 fact	 that	Mr.	Bhaer	 actually	had	gold	 sleeve-
buttons	in	his	immaculate	wristbands.
"Dear	old	fellow!	He	couldn't	have	got	himself	up	with	more	care	if	he'd	been

going	a-wooing,"	said	Jo	to	herself,	and	then	a	sudden	thought	born	of	the	words
made	her	blush	so	dreadfully	that	she	had	to	drop	her	ball,	and	go	down	after	it
to	hide	her	face.
The	maneuver	did	not	succeed	as	well	as	she	expected,	however,	 for	 though

just	 in	 the	act	of	setting	fire	 to	a	funeral	pyre,	 the	Professor	dropped	his	 torch,
metaphorically	 speaking,	 and	made	 a	 dive	 after	 the	 little	 blue	 ball.	 Of	 course
they	bumped	their	heads	smartly	together,	saw	stars,	and	both	came	up	flushed
and	 laughing,	without	 the	ball,	 to	 resume	 their	 seats,	wishing	 they	had	not	 left
them.
Nobody	knew	where	the	evening	went	to,	for	Hannah	skillfully	abstracted	the

babies	at	an	early	hour,	nodding	like	two	rosy	poppies,	and	Mr.	Laurence	went
home	to	rest.	The	others	sat	round	the	fire,	talking	away,	utterly	regardless	of	the
lapse	 of	 time,	 till	 Meg,	 whose	 maternal	 mind	 was	 impressed	 with	 a	 firm
conviction	that	Daisy	had	tumbled	out	of	bed,	and	Demi	set	his	nightgown	afire
studying	the	structure	of	matches,	made	a	move	to	go.
"We	must	have	our	 sing,	 in	 the	good	old	way,	 for	we	are	 all	 together	 again

once	more,"	said	Jo,	feeling	that	a	good	shout	would	be	a	safe	and	pleasant	vent
for	the	jubilant	emotions	of	her	soul.
They	were	not	all	there.	But	no	one	found	the	words	thougtless	or	untrue,	for

Beth	 still	 seemed	 among	 them,	 a	 peaceful	 presence,	 invisible,	 but	 dearer	 than
ever,	since	death	could	not	break	the	household	league	that	love	made	disoluble.
The	little	chair	stood	in	its	old	place.	The	tidy	basket,	with	the	bit	of	work	she
left	 unfinished	 when	 the	 needle	 grew	 'so	 heavy',	 was	 still	 on	 its	 accustomed
shelf.	 The	 beloved	 instrument,	 seldom	 touched	 now	had	 not	 been	moved,	 and
above	it	Beth's	face,	serene	and	smiling,	as	in	the	early	days,	looked	down	upon
them,	seeming	to	say,	"Be	happy.	I	am	here."
"Play	 something,	Amy.	Let	 them	hear	 how	much	 you	 have	 improved,"	 said

Laurie,	with	pardonable	pride	in	his	promising	pupil.
But	 Amy	 whispered,	 with	 full	 eyes,	 as	 she	 twirled	 the	 faded	 stool,	 "Not



tonight,	dear.	I	can't	show	off	tonight."
But	she	did	show	something	better	than	brilliancy	or	skill,	for	she	sang	Beth's

songs	with	 a	 tender	music	 in	 her	 voice	which	 the	 best	master	 could	 not	 have
taught,	 and	 touched	 the	 listener's	 hearts	 with	 a	 sweeter	 power	 than	 any	 other
inspiration	could	have	given	her.	The	room	was	very	still,	when	the	clear	voice
failed	suddenly	at	the	last	line	of	Beth's	favorite	hymn.	It	was	hard	to	say…

Earth	hath	no	sorrow	that	heaven	cannot	heal;

and	 Amy	 leaned	 against	 her	 husband,	 who	 stood	 behind	 her,	 feeling	 that	 her
welcome	home	was	not	quite	perfect	without	Beth's	kiss.
"Now,	we	must	finish	with	Mignon's	song,	for	Mr.	Bhaer	sings	that,"	said	Jo,

before	the	pause	grew	painful.	And	Mr.	Bhaer	cleared	his	throat	with	a	gratified
"Hem!"	as	he	stepped	into	the	corner	where	Jo	stood,	saying…
"You	will	sing	with	me?	We	go	excellently	well	together."
A	 pleasing	 fiction,	 by	 the	 way,	 for	 Jo	 had	 no	 more	 idea	 of	 music	 than	 a

grasshopper.	But	she	would	have	consented	if	he	had	proposed	to	sing	a	whole
opera,	and	warbled	away,	blissfully	 regardless	of	 time	and	 tune.	 It	didn't	much
matter,	 for	Mr.	Bhaer	 sang	 like	 a	 true	German,	 heartily	 and	well,	 and	 Jo	 soon
subsided	 into	 a	 subdued	 hum,	 that	 she	 might	 listen	 to	 the	 mellow	 voice	 that
seemed	to	sing	for	her	alone.

Know'st	thou	the	land	where	the	citron	blooms,

used	to	be	the	Professor's	favorite	line,	for	'das	land'	meant	Germany	to	him,	but
now	he	seemed	to	dwell,	with	peculiar	warmth	and	melody,	upon	the	words…

There,	oh	there,	might	I	with	thee,
O,	my	beloved,	go

and	one	listener	was	so	thrilled	by	the	tender	invitation	that	she	longed	to	say	she
did	know	the	land,	and	would	joyfully	depart	thither	whenever	he	liked.
The	song	was	considered	a	great	success,	and	the	singer	retired	covered	with

laurels.	But	a	few	minutes	afterward,	he	forgot	his	manners	entirely,	and	stared
at	Amy	putting	on	her	bonnet,	for	she	had	been	introduced	simply	as	'my	sister',
and	no	one	had	called	her	by	her	new	name	since	he	came.	He	 forgot	himself
still	further	when	Laurie	said,	in	his	most	gracious	manner,	at	parting…
"My	wife	and	I	are	very	glad	to	meet	you,	sir.	Please	remember	that	there	is

always	a	welcome	waiting	for	you	over	the	way."



Then	 the	 Professor	 thanked	 him	 so	 heartily,	 and	 looked	 so	 suddenly
illuminated	 with	 satisfaction,	 that	 Laurie	 thought	 him	 the	 most	 delightfully
demonstrative	old	fellow	he	ever	met.
"I	 too	shall	go,	but	 I	 shall	gladly	come	again,	 if	you	will	gif	me	 leave,	dear

madame,	for	a	little	business	in	the	city	will	keep	me	here	some	days."
He	spoke	to	Mrs.	March,	but	he	looked	at	Jo,	and	the	mother's	voice	gave	as

cordial	an	assent	as	did	the	daughter's	eyes,	for	Mrs.	March	was	not	so	blind	to
her	children's	interest	as	Mrs.	Moffat	supposed.
"I	suspect	that	is	a	wise	man,"	remarked	Mr.	March,	with	placid	satisfaction,

from	the	hearthrug,	after	the	last	guest	had	gone.
"I	know	he	is	a	good	one,"	added	Mrs.	March,	with	decided	approval,	as	she

wound	up	the	clock.
"I	thought	you'd	like	him,"	was	all	Jo	said,	as	she	slipped	away	to	her	bed.
She	wondered	what	the	business	was	that	brought	Mr.	Bhaer	to	the	city,	and

finally	decided	that	he	had	been	appointed	to	some	great	honor,	somewhere,	but
had	been	too	modest	to	mention	the	fact.	If	she	had	seen	his	face	when,	safe	in
his	own	room,	he	looked	at	the	picture	of	a	severe	and	rigid	young	lady,	with	a
good	deal	of	hair,	who	appeared	to	be	gazing	darkly	into	futurity,	it	might	have
thrown	some	light	upon	the	subject,	especially	when	he	turned	off	the	gas,	and
kissed	the	picture	in	the	dark.



Chapter		21	
My	Lord	and	Lady

"Please,	 Madam	 Mother,	 could	 you	 lend	 me	 my	 wife	 for	 half	 an	 hour?	 The
luggage	has	come,	and	I've	been	making	hay	of	Amy's	Paris	finery,	trying	to	find
some	things	I	want,"	said	Laurie,	coming	in	the	next	day	to	find	Mrs.	Laurence
sitting	in	her	mother's	lap,	as	if	being	made	'the	baby'	again.
"Certainly.	 Go,	 dear,	 I	 forgot	 that	 you	 have	 any	 home	 but	 this,"	 and	 Mrs.

March	pressed	 the	white	hand	 that	wore	 the	wedding	 ring,	as	 if	asking	pardon
for	her	maternal	covetousness.
"I	shouldn't	have	come	over	if	I	could	have	helped	it,	but	I	can't	get	on	without

my	little	woman	any	more	than	a…	"
"Weathercock	can	without	the	wind,"	suggested	Jo,	as	he	paused	for	a	simile.

Jo	had	grown	quite	her	own	saucy	self	again	since	Teddy	came	home.
"Exactly,	for	Amy	keeps	me	pointing	due	west	most	of	the	time,	with	only	an

occasional	whiffle	round	to	the	south,	and	I	haven't	had	an	easterly	spell	since	I
was	married.	Don't	know	anything	about	the	north,	but	am	altogether	salubrious
and	balmy,	hey,	my	lady?"
"Lovely	weather	so	far.	I	don't	know	how	long	it	will	last,	but	I'm	not	afraid	of

storms,	for	I'm	learning	how	to	sail	my	ship.	Come	home,	dear,	and	I'll	find	your
bootjack.	I	suppose	that's	what	you	are	rummaging	after	among	my	things.	Men
are	 so	 helpless,	Mother,"	 said	 Amy,	 with	 a	 matronly	 air,	 which	 delighted	 her
husband.
"What	are	you	going	 to	do	with	yourselves	after	you	get	 settled?"	asked	Jo,

buttoning	Amy's	cloak	as	she	used	to	button	her	pinafores.
"We	have	our	plans.	We	don't	mean	to	say	much	about	them	yet,	because	we

are	such	very	new	brooms,	but	we	don't	intend	to	be	idle.	I'm	going	into	business
with	 a	 devotion	 that	 shall	 delight	 Grandfather,	 and	 prove	 to	 him	 that	 I'm	 not
spoiled.	 I	need	something	of	 the	sort	 to	keep	me	steady.	 I'm	tired	of	dawdling,
and	mean	to	work	like	a	man."
"And	 Amy,	 what	 is	 she	 going	 to	 do?"	 asked	 Mrs.	 March,	 well	 pleased	 at

Laurie's	decision	and	the	energy	with	which	he	spoke.
"After	doing	the	civil	all	round,	and	airing	our	best	bonnet,	we	shall	astonish

you	 by	 the	 elegant	 hospitalities	 of	 our	mansion,	 the	 brilliant	 society	 we	 shall
draw	 about	 us,	 and	 the	 beneficial	 influence	 we	 shall	 exert	 over	 the	 world	 at



large.	That's	about	it,	isn't	it,	Madame	Recamier?"	asked	Laurie	with	a	quizzical
look	at	Amy.
"Time	will	 show.	Come	 away,	 Impertinence,	 and	 don't	 shock	my	 family	 by

calling	me	names	before	their	faces,"	answered	Amy,	resolving	that	there	should
be	a	home	with	a	good	wife	in	it	before	she	set	up	a	salon	as	a	queen	of	society.
"How	happy	 those	 children	 seem	 together!"	 observed	Mr.	March,	 finding	 it

difficult	to	become	absorbed	in	his	Aristotle	after	the	young	couple	had	gone.
"Yes,	and	I	think	it	will	last,"	added	Mrs.	March,	with	the	restful	expression	of

a	pilot	who	has	brought	a	ship	safely	into	port.
"I	know	it	will.	Happy	Amy!"	and	Jo	sighed,	then	smiled	brightly	as	Professor

Bhaer	opened	the	gate	with	an	impatient	push.
Later	 in	 the	evening,	when	his	mind	had	been	set	at	 rest	about	 the	bootjack,

Laurie	said	suddenly	to	his	wife,	"Mrs.	Laurence."
"My	Lord!"
"That	man	intends	to	marry	our	Jo!"
"I	hope	so,	don't	you,	dear?"
"Well,	my	love,	I	consider	him	a	trump,	in	the	fullest	sense	of	that	expressive

word,	but	I	do	wish	he	was	a	little	younger	and	a	good	deal	richer."
"Now,	 Laurie,	 don't	 be	 too	 fastidious	 and	worldly-minded.	 If	 they	 love	 one

another	it	doesn't	matter	a	particle	how	old	they	are	nor	how	poor.	Women	never
should	marry	for	money…	"	Amy	caught	herself	up	short	as	the	words	escaped
her,	and	looked	at	her	husband,	who	replied,	with	malicious	gravity…
"Certainly	not,	though	you	do	hear	charming	girls	say	that	they	intend	to	do	it

sometimes.	If	my	memory	serves	me,	you	once	thought	it	your	duty	to	make	a
rich	match.	That	 accounts,	 perhaps,	 for	 your	marrying	 a	 good-for-nothing	 like
me."
"Oh,	my	dearest	boy,	don't,	don't	say	that!	I	forgot	you	were	rich	when	I	said

'Yes'.	I'd	have	married	you	if	you	hadn't	a	penny,	and	I	sometimes	wish	you	were
poor	 that	 I	 might	 show	 how	 much	 I	 love	 you."	 And	 Amy,	 who	 was	 very
dignified	in	public	and	very	fond	in	private,	gave	convincing	proofs	of	the	truth
of	her	words.
"You	don't	really	think	I	am	such	a	mercenary	creature	as	I	tried	to	be	once,	do

you?	It	would	break	my	heart	if	you	didn't	believe	that	I'd	gladly	pull	in	the	same
boat	with	you,	even	if	you	had	to	get	your	living	by	rowing	on	the	lake."
"Am	I	an	idiot	and	a	brute?	How	could	I	think	so,	when	you	refused	a	richer

man	for	me,	and	won't	let	me	give	you	half	I	want	to	now,	when	I	have	the	right?
Girls	 do	 it	 every	 day,	 poor	 things,	 and	 are	 taught	 to	 think	 it	 is	 their	 only
salvation,	but	you	had	better	lessons,	and	though	I	trembled	for	you	at	one	time,
I	was	not	disappointed,	for	the	daughter	was	true	to	the	mother's	teaching.	I	told



Mamma	so	yesterday,	and	she	 looked	as	glad	and	grateful	as	 if	 I'd	given	her	a
check	 for	 a	million,	 to	 be	 spent	 in	 charity.	You	 are	 not	 listening	 to	my	moral
remarks,	Mrs.	Laurence,"	and	Laurie	paused,	for	Amy's	eyes	had	an	absent	look,
though	fixed	upon	his	face.
"Yes,	I	am,	and	admiring	the	mole	in	your	chin	at	the	same	time.	I	don't	wish

to	make	you	vain,	but	I	must	confess	that	I'm	prouder	of	my	handsome	husband
than	of	all	his	money.	Don't	laugh,	but	your	nose	is	such	a	comfort	to	me,"	and
Amy	softly	caressed	the	well-cut	feature	with	artistic	satisfaction.
Laurie	had	 received	many	compliments	 in	his	 life,	but	never	one	 that	 suited

him	better,	as	he	plainly	showed	though	he	did	laugh	at	his	wife's	peculiar	taste,
while	she	said	slowly,	"May	I	ask	you	a	question,	dear?"
"Of	course,	you	may."
"Shall	you	care	if	Jo	does	marry	Mr.	Bhaer?"
"Oh,	that's	the	trouble	is	it?	I	thought	there	was	something	in	the	dimple	that

didn't	 quite	 suit	 you.	 Not	 being	 a	 dog	 in	 the	manger,	 but	 the	 happiest	 fellow
alive,	I	assure	you	I	can	dance	at	Jo's	wedding	with	a	heart	as	light	as	my	heels.
Do	you	doubt	it,	my	darling?"
Amy	 looked	 up	 at	 him,	 and	 was	 satisfied.	 Her	 little	 jealous	 fear	 vanished

forever,	and	she	thanked	him,	with	a	face	full	of	love	and	confidence.
"I	 wish	 we	 could	 do	 something	 for	 that	 capital	 old	 Professor.	 Couldn't	 we

invent	a	rich	relation,	who	shall	obligingly	die	out	there	in	Germany,	and	leave
him	a	tidy	little	fortune?"	said	Laurie,	when	they	began	to	pace	up	and	down	the
long	drawing	room,	arm	in	arm,	as	 they	were	fond	of	doing,	 in	memory	of	 the
chateau	garden.
"Jo	would	find	us	out,	and	spoil	it	all.	She	is	very	proud	of	him,	just	as	he	is,

and	said	yesterday	that	she	thought	poverty	was	a	beautiful	thing."
"Bless	her	dear	heart!	She	won't	think	so	when	she	has	a	literary	husband,	and

a	dozen	little	professors	and	professorins	to	support.	We	won't	interfere	now,	but
watch	our	chance,	and	do	them	a	good	turn	in	spite	of	themselves.	I	owe	Jo	for	a
part	of	my	education,	and	she	believes	in	people's	paying	their	honest	debts,	so
I'll	get	round	her	in	that	way."
"How	delightful	it	is	to	be	able	to	help	others,	isn't	it?	That	was	always	one	of

my	dreams,	to	have	the	power	of	giving	freely,	and	thanks	to	you,	the	dream	has
come	true."
"Ah,	we'll	do	quantities	of	good,	won't	we?	There's	one	sort	of	poverty	that	I

particularly	like	to	help.	Out-and-out	beggars	get	taken	care	of,	but	poor	gentle
folks	fare	badly,	because	they	won't	ask,	and	people	don't	dare	to	offer	charity.
Yet	there	are	a	thousand	ways	of	helping	them,	if	one	only	knows	how	to	do	it	so
delicately	that	it	does	not	offend.	I	must	say,	I	like	to	serve	a	decayed	gentleman



better	 than	 a	 blarnerying	 beggar.	 I	 suppose	 it's	 wrong,	 but	 I	 do,	 though	 it	 is
harder."
"Because	 it	 takes	 a	 gentleman	 to	 do	 it,"	 added	 the	 other	 member	 of	 the

domestic	admiration	society.
"Thank	you,	I'm	afraid	I	don't	deserve	that	pretty	compliment.	But	I	was	going

to	 say	 that	 while	 I	 was	 dawdling	 about	 abroad,	 I	 saw	 a	 good	 many	 talented
young	 fellows	making	 all	 sorts	 of	 sacrifices,	 and	 enduring	 real	 hardships,	 that
they	might	 realize	 their	dreams.	Splendid	 fellows,	 some	of	 them,	working	 like
heros,	poor	and	friendless,	but	so	full	of	courage,	patience,	and	ambition	that	I
was	 ashamed	 of	myself,	 and	 longed	 to	 give	 them	 a	 right	 good	 lift.	 Those	 are
people	whom	it's	a	satisfaction	to	help,	for	if	they've	got	genius,	it's	an	honor	to
be	 allowed	 to	 serve	 them,	 and	not	 let	 it	 be	 lost	 or	 delayed	 for	want	 of	 fuel	 to
keep	the	pot	boiling.	If	they	haven't,	it's	a	pleasure	to	comfort	the	poor	souls,	and
keep	them	from	despair	when	they	find	it	out."
"Yes,	 indeed,	 and	 there's	 another	 class	 who	 can't	 ask,	 and	 who	 suffer	 in

silence.	I	know	something	of	it,	for	I	belonged	to	it	before	you	made	a	princess
of	me,	as	the	king	does	the	beggarmaid	in	the	old	story.	Ambitious	girls	have	a
hard	time,	Laurie,	and	often	have	to	see	youth,	health,	and	precious	opportunities
go	by,	 just	 for	want	of	a	 little	help	at	 the	 right	minute.	People	have	been	very
kind	to	me,	and	whenever	I	see	girls	struggling	along,	as	we	used	to	do,	I	want	to
put	out	my	hand	and	help	them,	as	I	was	helped."
"And	so	you	shall,	 like	an	angel	as	you	are!"	cried	Laurie,	 resolving,	with	a

glow	 of	 philanthropic	 zeal,	 to	 found	 and	 endow	 an	 institution	 for	 the	 express
benefit	of	young	women	with	artistic	tendencies.	"Rich	people	have	no	right	to
sit	 down	 and	 enjoy	 themselves,	 or	 let	 their	 money	 accumulate	 for	 others	 to
waste.	It's	not	half	so	sensible	to	leave	legacies	when	one	dies	as	it	is	to	use	the
money	wisely	while	alive,	and	enjoy	making	one's	fellow	creatures	happy	with
it.	We'll	have	a	good	time	ourselves,	and	add	an	extra	relish	to	our	own	pleasure
by	giving	other	people	a	generous	taste.	Will	you	be	a	little	Dorcas,	going	about
emptying	a	big	basket	of	comforts,	and	filling	it	up	with	good	deeds?"
"With	 all	my	 heart,	 if	 you	will	 be	 a	 brave	 St.	Martin,	 stopping	 as	 you	 ride

gallantly	through	the	world	to	share	your	cloak	with	the	beggar."
"It's	a	bargain,	and	we	shall	get	the	best	of	it!"
So	 the	 young	 pair	 shook	 hands	 upon	 it,	 and	 then	 paced	 happily	 on	 again,

feeling	 that	 their	 pleasant	 home	 was	 more	 homelike	 because	 they	 hoped	 to
brighten	other	homes,	believing	 that	 their	own	feet	would	walk	more	uprightly
along	the	flowery	path	before	them,	if	they	smoothed	rough	ways	for	other	feet,
and	 feeling	 that	 their	 hearts	 were	more	 closely	 knit	 together	 by	 a	 love	which
could	tenderly	remember	those	less	blest	than	they.



Chapter		22	
Daisy	and	Demi

I	cannot	feel	that	I	have	done	my	duty	as	humble	historian	of	the	March	family,
without	 devoting	 at	 least	 one	 chapter	 to	 the	 two	most	 precious	 and	 important
members	of	it.	Daisy	and	Demi	had	now	arrived	at	years	of	discretion,	for	in	this
fast	 age	babies	of	 three	or	 four	 assert	 their	 rights,	 and	get	 them,	 too,	which	 is
more	than	many	of	their	elders	do.	If	there	ever	were	a	pair	of	twins	in	danger	of
being	utterly	spoiled	by	adoration,	it	was	these	prattling	Brookes.	Of	course	they
were	the	most	remarkable	children	ever	born,	as	will	be	shown	when	I	mention
that	 they	walked	at	eight	months,	 talked	 fluently	at	 twelve	months,	and	at	 two
years	 they	 took	 their	 places	 at	 table,	 and	 behaved	 with	 a	 propriety	 which
charmed	all	beholders.	At	three,	Daisy	demanded	a	'needler',	and	actually	made	a
bag	with	four	stitches	 in	 it.	She	likewise	set	up	housekeeping	in	 the	sideboard,
and	managed	a	microscopic	cooking	stove	with	a	skill	that	brought	tears	of	pride
to	 Hannah's	 eyes,	 while	 Demi	 learned	 his	 letters	 with	 his	 grandfather,	 who
invented	a	new	mode	of	teaching	the	alphabet	by	forming	letters	with	his	arms
and	legs,	thus	uniting	gymnastics	for	head	and	heels.	The	boy	early	developed	a
mechanical	genius	which	delighted	his	 father	and	distracted	his	mother,	 for	he
tried	 to	 imitate	 every	 machine	 he	 saw,	 and	 kept	 the	 nursery	 in	 a	 chaotic
condition,	 with	 his	 'sewinsheen',	 a	 mysterious	 structure	 of	 string,	 chairs,
clothespins,	and	spools,	for	wheels	to	go	'wound	and	wound'.	Also	a	basket	hung
over	the	back	of	a	chair,	in	which	he	vainly	tried	to	hoist	his	too	confiding	sister,
who,	with	feminine	devotion,	allowed	her	little	head	to	be	bumped	till	rescued,
when	 the	 young	 inventor	 indignantly	 remarked,	 "Why,	 Marmar,	 dat's	 my
lellywaiter,	and	me's	trying	to	pull	her	up."
Though	utterly	unlike	in	character,	the	twins	got	on	remarkably	well	together,

and	seldom	quarreled	more	than	thrice	a	day.	Of	course,	Demi	tyrannized	over
Daisy,	and	gallantly	defended	her	from	every	other	aggressor,	while	Daisy	made
a	galley	slave	of	herself,	and	adored	her	brother	as	the	one	perfect	being	in	the
world.	 A	 rosy,	 chubby,	 sunshiny	 little	 soul	 was	Daisy,	 who	 found	 her	 way	 to
everybody's	heart,	and	nestled	there.	One	of	the	captivating	children,	who	seem
made	 to	 be	 kissed	 and	 cuddled,	 adorned	 and	 adored	 like	 little	 goddesses,	 and
produced	for	general	approval	on	all	festive	occasions.	Her	small	virtues	were	so
sweet	 that	she	would	have	been	quite	angelic	 if	a	 few	small	naughtinesses	had



not	kept	her	delightfully	human.	It	was	all	fair	weather	in	her	world,	and	every
morning	she	scrambled	up	to	the	window	in	her	little	nightgown	to	look	out,	and
say,	 no	 matter	 whether	 it	 rained	 or	 shone,	 "Oh,	 pitty	 day,	 oh,	 pitty	 day!"
Everyone	was	a	 friend,	and	she	offered	kisses	 to	a	stranger	so	confidingly	 that
the	 most	 inveterate	 bachelor	 relented,	 and	 baby-lovers	 became	 faithful
worshipers.
"Me	loves	evvybody,"	she	once	said,	opening	her	arms,	with	her	spoon	in	one

hand,	 and	her	mug	 in	 the	 other,	 as	 if	 eager	 to	 embrace	 and	nourish	 the	whole
world.
As	she	grew,	her	mother	began	to	feel	that	the	Dovecote	would	be	blessed	by

the	presence	of	an	inmate	as	serene	and	loving	as	that	which	had	helped	to	make
the	old	house	home,	and	to	pray	that	she	might	be	spared	a	loss	like	that	which
had	 lately	 taught	 them	how	 long	 they	 had	 entertained	 an	 angel	 unawares.	Her
grandfather	often	called	her	 'Beth',	and	her	grandmother	watched	over	her	with
untiring	devotion,	as	if	trying	to	atone	for	some	past	mistake,	which	no	eye	but
her	own	could	see.
Demi,	 like	 a	 true	 Yankee,	 was	 of	 an	 inquiring	 turn,	 wanting	 to	 know

everything,	 and	 often	 getting	 much	 disturbed	 because	 he	 could	 not	 get
satisfactory	answers	to	his	perpetual	"What	for?"
He	also	possessed	a	philosophic	bent,	 to	 the	great	delight	of	his	grandfather,

who	used	to	hold	Socratic	conversations	with	him,	in	which	the	precocious	pupil
occasionally	posed	his	teacher,	to	the	undisguised	satisfaction	of	the	womenfolk.
"What	makes	my	 legs	go,	Dranpa?"	asked	 the	young	philosopher,	 surveying

those	active	portions	of	his	frame	with	a	meditative	air,	while	resting	after	a	go-
to-bed	frolic	one	night.
"It's	 your	 little	 mind,	 Demi,"	 replied	 the	 sage,	 stroking	 the	 yellow	 head

respectfully.
"What	is	a	little	mine?"
"It	is	something	which	makes	your	body	move,	as	the	spring	made	the	wheels

go	in	my	watch	when	I	showed	it	to	you."
"Open	me.	I	want	to	see	it	go	wound."
"I	can't	do	that	any	more	than	you	could	open	the	watch.	God	winds	you	up,

and	you	go	till	He	stops	you."
"Does	I?"	and	Demi's	brown	eyes	grew	big	and	bright	as	he	took	in	the	new

thought.	"Is	I	wounded	up	like	the	watch?"
"Yes,	but	I	can't	show	you	how,	for	it	is	done	when	we	don't	see."
Demi	felt	his	back,	as	 if	expecting	to	find	it	 like	 that	of	 the	watch,	and	then

gravely	remarked,	"I	dess	Dod	does	it	when	I's	asleep."
A	 careful	 explanation	 followed,	 to	 which	 he	 listened	 so	 attentively	 that	 his



anxious	 grandmother	 said,	 "My	 dear,	 do	 you	 think	 it	 wise	 to	 talk	 about	 such
things	to	that	baby?	He's	getting	great	bumps	over	his	eyes,	and	learning	to	ask
the	most	unanswerable	questions."
"If	 he	 is	 old	 enough	 to	 ask	 the	 question	 he	 is	 old	 enough	 to	 receive	 true

answers.	 I	 am	 not	 putting	 the	 thoughts	 into	 his	 head,	 but	 helping	 him	 unfold
those	already	there.	These	children	are	wiser	 than	we	are,	and	I	have	no	doubt
the	boy	understands	every	word	I	have	said	to	him.	Now,	Demi,	 tell	me	where
you	keep	your	mind."
If	the	boy	had	replied	like	Alcibiades,	"By	the	gods,	Socrates,	I	cannot	tell,"

his	 grandfather	 would	 not	 have	 been	 surprised,	 but	 when,	 after	 standing	 a
moment	 on	 one	 leg,	 like	 a	meditative	 young	 stork,	 he	 answered,	 in	 a	 tone	 of
calm	 conviction,	 "In	 my	 little	 belly,"	 the	 old	 gentleman	 could	 only	 join	 in
Grandma's	laugh,	and	dismiss	the	class	in	metaphysics.
There	 might	 have	 been	 cause	 for	 maternal	 anxiety,	 if	 Demi	 had	 not	 given

convincing	proofs	that	he	was	a	true	boy,	as	well	as	a	budding	philosopher,	for
often,	after	a	discussion	which	caused	Hannah	to	prophesy,	with	ominous	nods,
"That	child	ain't	 long	 for	 this	world,"	he	would	 turn	about	and	set	her	 fears	at
rest	by	some	of	the	pranks	with	which	dear,	dirty,	naughty	little	rascals	distract
and	delight	their	parent's	souls.
Meg	made	many	moral	 rules,	 and	 tried	 to	 keep	 them,	 but	what	mother	was

ever	 proof	 against	 the	 winning	 wiles,	 the	 ingenious	 evasions,	 or	 the	 tranquil
audacity	 of	 the	 miniature	 men	 and	 women	 who	 so	 early	 show	 themselves
accomplished	Artful	Dodgers?
"No	more	raisins,	Demi.	They'll	make	you	sick,"	says	Mamma	to	 the	young

person	who	offers	his	services	in	the	kitchen	with	unfailing	regularity	on	plum-
pudding	day.
"Me	likes	to	be	sick."
"I	don't	want	to	have	you,	so	run	away	and	help	Daisy	make	patty	cakes."
He	 reluctantly	departs,	 but	his	wrongs	weigh	upon	his	 spirit,	 and	by-and-by

when	 an	 opportunity	 comes	 to	 redress	 them,	 he	 outwits	Mamma	 by	 a	 shrewd
bargain.
"Now	 you	 have	 been	 good	 children,	 and	 I'll	 play	 anything	 you	 like,"	 says

Meg,	 as	 she	 leads	 her	 assistant	 cooks	 upstairs,	 when	 the	 pudding	 is	 safely
bouncing	in	the	pot.
"Truly,	Marmar?"	asks	Demi,	with	a	brilliant	idea	in	his	well-powdered	head.
"Yes,	 truly.	 Anything	 you	 say,"	 replies	 the	 shortsighted	 parent,	 preparing

herself	to	sing,	"The	Three	Little	Kittens"	half	a	dozen	times	over,	or	to	take	her
family	to	"Buy	a	penny	bun,"	regardless	of	wind	or	limb.	But	Demi	corners	her
by	the	cool	reply…



"Then	we'll	go	and	eat	up	all	the	raisins."
Aunt	Dodo	was	chief	playmate	and	confidante	of	both	children,	and	 the	 trio

turned	the	little	house	topsy-turvy.	Aunt	Amy	was	as	yet	only	a	name	to	them,
Aunt	Beth	 soon	 faded	 into	 a	 pleasantly	 vague	memory,	 but	Aunt	Dodo	was	 a
living	 reality,	 and	 they	made	 the	most	 of	 her,	 for	 which	 compliment	 she	was
deeply	 grateful.	 But	when	Mr.	Bhaer	 came,	 Jo	 neglected	 her	 playfellows,	 and
dismay	and	desolation	fell	upon	their	little	souls.	Daisy,	who	was	fond	of	going
about	peddling	kisses,	lost	her	best	customer	and	became	bankrupt.	Demi,	with
infantile	penetration,	soon	discovered	that	Dodo	like	to	play	with	'the	bear-man'
better	than	she	did	him,	but	though	hurt,	he	concealed	his	anguish,	for	he	hadn't
the	heart	 to	 insult	 a	 rival	who	kept	 a	mine	of	 chocolate	drops	 in	his	waistcoat
pocket,	 and	 a	 watch	 that	 could	 be	 taken	 out	 of	 its	 case	 and	 freely	 shaken	 by
ardent	admirers.
Some	 persons	 might	 have	 considered	 these	 pleasing	 liberties	 as	 bribes,	 but

Demi	didn't	see	it	in	that	light,	and	continued	to	patronize	the	'the	bear-man'	with
pensive	 affability,	while	Daisy	 bestowed	 her	 small	 affections	 upon	 him	 at	 the
third	call,	 and	considered	his	 shoulder	her	 throne,	his	arm	her	 refuge,	his	gifts
treasures	surpassing	worth.
Gentlemen	are	sometimes	seized	with	sudden	fits	of	admiration	for	the	young

relatives	 of	 ladies	 whom	 they	 honor	 with	 their	 regard,	 but	 this	 counterfeit
philoprogenitiveness	 sits	 uneasily	 upon	 them,	 and	does	not	 deceive	 anybody	 a
particle.	 Mr.	 Bhaer's	 devotion	 was	 sincere,	 however	 likewise	 effective—for
honesty	is	the	best	policy	in	love	as	in	law.	He	was	one	of	the	men	who	are	at
home	 with	 children,	 and	 looked	 particularly	 well	 when	 little	 faces	 made	 a
pleasant	 contrast	 with	 his	manly	 one.	 His	 business,	 whatever	 it	 was,	 detained
him	from	day	to	day,	but	evening	seldom	failed	to	bring	him	out	to	see—well,	he
always	asked	 for	Mr.	March,	 so	 I	 suppose	he	was	 the	attraction.	The	excellent
papa	 labored	 under	 the	 delusion	 that	 he	 was,	 and	 reveled	 in	 long	 discussions
with	 the	 kindred	 spirit,	 till	 a	 chance	 remark	 of	 his	 more	 observing	 grandson
suddenly	enlightened	him.
Mr.	 Bhaer	 came	 in	 one	 evening	 to	 pause	 on	 the	 threshold	 of	 the	 study,

astonished	by	the	spectacle	that	met	his	eye.	Prone	upon	the	floor	lay	Mr.	March,
with	his	respectable	 legs	 in	 the	air,	and	beside	him,	 likewise	prone,	was	Demi,
trying	 to	 imitate	 the	 attitude	with	 his	 own	 short,	 scarlet-stockinged	 legs,	 both
grovelers	so	seriously	absorbed	that	they	were	unconscious	of	spectators,	till	Mr.
Bhaer	laughed	his	sonorous	laugh,	and	Jo	cried	out,	with	a	scandalized	face…
"Father,	Father,	here's	the	Professor!"
Down	went	the	black	legs	and	up	came	the	gray	head,	as	the	preceptor	said,

with	undisturbed	dignity,	"Good	evening,	Mr.	Bhaer.	Excuse	me	for	a	moment.



We	are	just	finishing	our	lesson.	Now,	Demi,	make	the	letter	and	tell	its	name."
"I	knows	him!"	and,	after	a	few	convulsive	efforts,	the	red	legs	took	the	shape

of	a	pair	of	compasses,	and	the	intelligent	pupil	triumphantly	shouted,	"It's	a	We,
Dranpa,	it's	a	We!"
"He's	a	born	Weller,"	 laughed	Jo,	as	her	parent	gathered	himself	up,	and	her

nephew	 tried	 to	 stand	 on	 his	 head,	 as	 the	 only	 mode	 of	 expressing	 his
satisfaction	that	school	was	over.
"What	 have	 you	 been	 at	 today,	 bubchen?"	 asked	Mr.	Bhaer,	 picking	 up	 the

gymnast.
"Me	went	to	see	little	Mary."
"And	what	did	you	there?"
"I	kissed	her,"	began	Demi,	with	artless	frankness.
"Prut!	Thou	beginnest	early.	What	did	the	little	Mary	say	to	that?"	asked	Mr.

Bhaer,	 continuing	 to	 confess	 the	 young	 sinner,	 who	 stood	 upon	 the	 knee,
exploring	the	waistcoat	pocket.
"Oh,	she	liked	it,	and	she	kissed	me,	and	I	liked	it.	Don't	little	boys	like	little

girls?"	asked	Demi,	with	his	mouth	full,	and	an	air	of	bland	satisfaction.
"You	precocious	chick!	Who	put	 that	 into	your	head?"	said	Jo,	enjoying	 the

innocent	revelation	as	much	as	the	Professor.
"'Tisn't	in	mine	head,	it's	in	mine	mouf,"	answered	literal	Demi,	putting	out	his

tongue,	with	 a	 chocolate	drop	on	 it,	 thinking	 she	 alluded	 to	 confectionery,	 not
ideas.
"Thou	shouldst	save	some	for	the	little	friend.	Sweets	to	the	sweet,	mannling,"

and	Mr.	Bhaer	offered	Jo	some,	with	a	look	that	made	her	wonder	if	chocolate
was	not	the	nectar	drunk	by	the	gods.	Demi	also	saw	the	smile,	was	impressed
by	it,	and	artlessy	inquired…
"Do	great	boys	like	great	girls,	to,	'Fessor?"
Like	 young	 Washington,	 Mr.	 Bhaer	 'couldn't	 tell	 a	 lie',	 so	 he	 gave	 the

somewhat	vague	reply	that	he	believed	they	did	sometimes,	in	a	tone	that	made
Mr.	March	put	down	his	clothesbrush,	glance	at	Jo's	retiring	face,	and	then	sink
into	his	chair,	 looking	as	if	 the	 'precocious	chick'	had	put	an	idea	into	his	head
that	was	both	sweet	and	sour.
Why	Dodo,	when	she	caught	him	in	 the	china	closet	half	an	hour	afterward,

nearly	squeezed	the	breath	out	of	his	little	body	with	a	tender	embrace,	instead
of	shaking	him	for	being	there,	and	why	she	followed	up	this	novel	performance
by	 the	 unexpected	 gift	 of	 a	 big	 slice	 of	 bread	 and	 jelly,	 remained	 one	 of	 the
problems	 over	 which	 Demi	 puzzled	 his	 small	 wits,	 and	 was	 forced	 to	 leave
unsolved	forever.



Chapter		23	
Under	the	Umbrella

While	Laurie	and	Amy	were	taking	conjugal	strolls	over	velvet	carpets,	as	they
set	 their	 house	 in	 order,	 and	 planned	 a	 blissful	 future,	Mr.	Bhaer	 and	 Jo	were
enjoying	promenades	of	a	different	sort,	along	muddy	roads	and	sodden	fields.
"I	always	do	take	a	walk	toward	evening,	and	I	don't	know	why	I	should	give

it	 up,	 just	 because	 I	 happen	 to	meet	 the	Professor	 on	 his	way	 out,"	 said	 Jo	 to
herself,	after	two	or	three	encounters,	for	though	there	were	two	paths	to	Meg's
whichever	one	she	took	she	was	sure	to	meet	him,	either	going	or	returning.	He
was	always	walking	rapidly,	and	never	seemed	to	see	her	until	quite	close,	when
he	 would	 look	 as	 if	 his	 short-sighted	 eyes	 had	 failed	 to	 recognize	 the
approaching	 lady	 till	 that	moment.	Then,	 if	 she	was	going	 to	Meg's	he	always
had	something	for	the	babies.	If	her	face	was	turned	homeward,	he	had	merely
strolled	down	to	see	the	river,	and	was	just	returning,	unless	they	were	tired	of
his	frequent	calls.
Under	 the	 circumstances,	what	 could	 Jo	do	but	 greet	 him	civilly,	 and	 invite

him	in?	If	she	was	 tired	of	his	visits,	she	concealed	her	weariness	with	perfect
skill,	and	took	care	that	there	should	be	coffee	for	supper,	"as	Friedrich—I	mean
Mr.	Bhaer—doesn't	like	tea."
By	 the	 second	week,	 everyone	 knew	perfectly	well	what	was	 going	 on,	 yet

everyone	 tried	 to	 look	 as	 if	 they	were	 stone-blind	 to	 the	 changes	 in	 Jo's	 face.
They	never	 asked	why	 she	 sang	about	her	work,	did	up	her	hair	 three	 times	a
day,	and	got	so	blooming	with	her	evening	exercise.	And	no	one	seemed	to	have
the	 slightest	 suspicion	 that	 Professor	Bhaer,	while	 talking	 philosophy	with	 the
father,	was	giving	the	daughter	lessons	in	love.
Jo	 couldn't	 even	 lose	 her	 heart	 in	 a	 decorous	 manner,	 but	 sternly	 tried	 to

quench	her	feelings,	and	failing	to	do	so,	led	a	somewhat	agitated	life.	She	was
mortally	 afraid	 of	 being	 laughed	 at	 for	 surrendering,	 after	 her	 many	 and
vehement	 declarations	 of	 independence.	 Laurie	 was	 her	 especial	 dread,	 but
thanks	to	the	new	manager,	he	behaved	with	praiseworthy	propriety,	never	called
Mr.	Bhaer	'a	capital	old	fellow'	in	public,	never	alluded,	in	the	remotest	manner,
to	 Jo's	 improved	 appearance,	 or	 expressed	 the	 least	 surprise	 at	 seeing	 the
Professor's	 hat	 on	 the	Marches'	 table	 nearly	 every	 evening.	 But	 he	 exulted	 in
private	and	longed	for	the	time	to	come	when	he	could	give	Jo	a	piece	of	plate,



with	a	bear	and	a	ragged	staff	on	it	as	an	appropriate	coat	of	arms.
For	a	fortnight,	the	Professor	came	and	went	with	lover-like	regularity.	Then

he	 stayed	 away	 for	 three	 whole	 days,	 and	made	 no	 sign,	 a	 proceeding	which
caused	everybody	to	look	sober,	and	Jo	to	become	pensive,	at	first,	and	then—
alas	for	romance—very	cross.
"Disgusted,	I	dare	say,	and	gone	home	as	suddenly	as	he	came.	It's	nothing	to

me,	of	course,	but	I	should	think	he	would	have	come	and	bid	us	goodbye	like	a
gentleman,"	she	said	to	herself,	with	a	despairing	look	at	the	gate,	as	she	put	on
her	things	for	the	customary	walk	one	dull	afternoon.
"You'd	better	take	the	little	umbrella,	dear.	It	looks	like	rain,"	said	her	mother,

observing	that	she	had	on	her	new	bonnet,	but	not	alluding	to	the	fact.
"Yes,	Marmee,	do	you	want	anything	in	town?	I've	got	to	run	in	and	get	some

paper,"	 returned	 Jo,	 pulling	 out	 the	 bow	under	 her	 chin	 before	 the	 glass	 as	 an
excuse	for	not	looking	at	her	mother.
"Yes,	 I	want	 some	 twilled	 silesia,	 a	 paper	 of	 number	 nine	 needles,	 and	 two

yards	 of	 narrow	 lavender	 ribbon.	 Have	 you	 got	 your	 thick	 boots	 on,	 and
something	warm	under	your	cloak?"
"I	believe	so,"	answered	Jo	absently.
"If	you	happen	to	meet	Mr.	Bhaer,	bring	him	home	to	tea.	I	quite	long	to	see

the	dear	man,"	added	Mrs.	March.
Jo	heard	that,	but	made	no	answer,	except	to	kiss	her	mother,	and	walk	rapidly

away,	 thinking	with	 a	glow	of	gratitude,	 in	 spite	of	her	heartache,	 "How	good
she	 is	 to	me!	What	do	girls	do	who	haven't	any	mothers	 to	help	 them	 through
their	troubles?"
The	dry-goods	stores	were	not	down	among	the	counting-houses,	banks,	and

wholesale	 warerooms,	 where	 gentlemen	 most	 do	 congregate,	 but	 Jo	 found
herself	in	that	part	of	the	city	before	she	did	a	single	errand,	loitering	along	as	if
waiting	 for	 someone,	 examining	 engineering	 instruments	 in	 one	 window	 and
samples	 of	 wool	 in	 another,	 with	 most	 unfeminine	 interest,	 tumbling	 over
barrels,	being	half-smothered	by	descending	bales,	and	hustled	unceremoniously
by	busy	men	who	looked	as	if	 they	wondered	 'how	the	deuce	she	got	 there'.	A
drop	 of	 rain	 on	 her	 cheek	 recalled	 her	 thoughts	 from	 baffled	 hopes	 to	 ruined
ribbons.	For	the	drops	continued	to	fall,	and	being	a	woman	as	well	as	a	lover,
she	felt	that,	though	it	was	too	late	to	save	her	heart,	she	might	her	bonnet.	Now
she	remembered	the	little	umbrella,	which	she	had	forgotten	to	take	in	her	hurry
to	be	off,	but	regret	was	unavailing,	and	nothing	could	be	done	but	borrow	one
or	submit	to	a	drenching.	She	looked	up	at	the	lowering	sky,	down	at	the	crimson
bow	already	flecked	with	black,	forward	along	the	muddy	street,	then	one	long,
lingering	look	behind,	at	a	certain	grimy	warehouse,	with	'Hoffmann,	Swartz,	&



Co.'	over	the	door,	and	said	to	herself,	with	a	sternly	reproachful	air…
"It	serves	me	right!	what	business	had	I	to	put	on	all	my	best	things	and	come

philandering	down	here,	hoping	 to	 see	 the	Professor?	 Jo,	 I'm	ashamed	of	you!
No,	you	shall	not	go	there	to	borrow	an	umbrella,	or	find	out	where	he	is,	from
his	 friends.	You	shall	 trudge	away,	and	do	your	errands	 in	 the	 rain,	and	 if	you
catch	 your	 death	 and	 ruin	 your	 bonnet,	 it's	 no	 more	 than	 you	 deserve.	 Now
then!"
With	 that	 she	 rushed	 across	 the	 street	 so	 impetuously	 that	 she	 narrowly

escaped	annihilation	from	a	passing	truck,	and	precipitated	herself	into	the	arms
of	a	stately	old	gentleman,	who	said,	"I	beg	pardon,	ma'am,"	and	looked	mortally
offended.	 Somewhat	 daunted,	 Jo	 righted	 herself,	 spread	 her	 handkerchief	 over
the	 devoted	 ribbons,	 and	 putting	 temptation	 behind	 her,	 hurried	 on,	 with
increasing	dampness	about	the	ankles,	and	much	clashing	of	umbrellas	overhead.
The	 fact	 that	 a	 somewhat	 dilapidated	 blue	 one	 remained	 stationary	 above	 the
unprotected	bonnet	 attracted	 her	 attention,	 and	 looking	up,	 she	 saw	Mr.	Bhaer
looking	down.
"I	feel	to	know	the	strong-minded	lady	who	goes	so	bravely	under	many	horse

noses,	and	so	fast	through	much	mud.	What	do	you	down	here,	my	friend?"
"I'm	shopping."
Mr.	Bhaer	 smiled,	 as	 he	 glanced	 from	 the	 pickle	 factory	 on	 one	 side	 to	 the

wholesale	hide	and	leather	concern	on	the	other,	but	he	only	said	politely,	"You
haf	no	umbrella.	May	I	go	also,	and	take	for	you	the	bundles?"
"Yes,	thank	you."
Jo's	cheeks	were	as	red	as	her	ribbon,	and	she	wondered	what	he	 thought	of

her,	but	she	didn't	care,	for	in	a	minute	she	found	herself	walking	away	arm	in
arm	 with	 her	 Professor,	 feeling	 as	 if	 the	 sun	 had	 suddenly	 burst	 out	 with
uncommon	brilliancy,	that	the	world	was	all	right	again,	and	that	one	thoroughly
happy	woman	was	paddling	through	the	wet	that	day.
"We	thought	you	had	gone,"	said	Jo	hastily,	 for	she	knew	he	was	 looking	at

her.	Her	bonnet	wasn't	big	enough	to	hide	her	face,	and	she	feared	he	might	think
the	joy	it	betrayed	unmaidenly.
"Did	you	believe	that	I	should	go	with	no	farewell	to	those	who	haf	been	so

heavenly	 kind	 to	 me?"	 he	 asked	 so	 reproachfully	 that	 she	 felt	 as	 if	 she	 had
insulted	him	by	the	suggestion,	and	answered	heartily…
"No,	 I	 didn't.	 I	 knew	 you	were	 busy	 about	 your	 own	 affairs,	 but	we	 rather

missed	you,	Father	and	Mother	especially."
"And	you?"
"I'm	always	glad	to	see	you,	sir."
In	her	 anxiety	 to	keep	her	voice	quite	 calm,	 Jo	made	 it	 rather	 cool,	 and	 the



frosty	little	monosyllable	at	the	end	seemed	to	chill	the	Professor,	for	his	smile
vanished,	as	he	said	gravely…
"I	thank	you,	and	come	one	more	time	before	I	go."
"You	are	going,	then?"
"I	haf	no	longer	any	business	here,	it	is	done."
"Successfully,	 I	 hope?"	 said	 Jo,	 for	 the	 bitterness	 of	 disappointment	was	 in

that	short	reply	of	his.
"I	ought	to	think	so,	for	I	haf	a	way	opened	to	me	by	which	I	can	make	my

bread	and	gif	my	Junglings	much	help."
"Tell	me,	please!	I	like	to	know	all	about	the—the	boys,"	said	Jo	eagerly.
"That	is	so	kind,	I	gladly	tell	you.	My	friends	find	for	me	a	place	in	a	college,

where	I	 teach	as	at	home,	and	earn	enough	 to	make	 the	way	smooth	for	Franz
and	Emil.	For	this	I	should	be	grateful,	should	I	not?"
"Indeed	you	should.	How	splendid	it	will	be	to	have	you	doing	what	you	like,

and	be	able	to	see	you	often,	and	the	boys!"	cried	Jo,	clinging	to	the	lads	as	an
excuse	for	the	satisfaction	she	could	not	help	betraying.
"Ah!	But	we	shall	not	meet	often,	I	fear,	this	place	is	at	the	West."
"So	 far	 away!"	 and	 Jo	 left	 her	 skirts	 to	 their	 fate,	 as	 if	 it	 didn't	matter	 now

what	became	of	her	clothes	or	herself.
Mr.	Bhaer	could	read	several	languages,	but	he	had	not	learned	to	read	women

yet.	He	flattered	himself	 that	he	knew	Jo	pretty	well,	and	was,	 therefore,	much
amazed	by	the	contradictions	of	voice,	face,	and	manner,	which	she	showed	him
in	rapid	succession	that	day,	for	she	was	in	half	a	dozen	different	moods	in	the
course	of	half	an	hour.	When	she	met	him	she	 looked	surprised,	 though	 it	was
impossible	to	help	suspecting	that	she	had	come	for	that	express	purpose.	When
he	offered	her	his	arm,	she	 took	it	with	a	 look	that	filled	him	with	delight,	but
when	 he	 asked	 if	 she	 missed	 him,	 she	 gave	 such	 a	 chilly,	 formal	 reply	 that
despair	 fell	 upon	 him.	 On	 learning	 his	 good	 fortune	 she	 almost	 clapped	 her
hands.	Was	 the	 joy	all	 for	 the	boys?	Then	on	hearing	his	destination,	 she	said,
"So	far	away!"	in	a	tone	of	despair	that	lifted	him	on	to	a	pinnacle	of	hope,	but
the	 next	 minute	 she	 tumbled	 him	 down	 again	 by	 observing,	 like	 one	 entirely
absorbed	in	the	matter…
"Here's	the	place	for	my	errands.	Will	you	come	in?	It	won't	take	long."
Jo	 rather	 prided	 herself	 upon	 her	 shopping	 capabilities,	 and	 particularly

wished	 to	 impress	 her	 escort	 with	 the	 neatness	 and	 dispatch	 with	 which	 she
would	accomplish	the	business.	But	owing	to	the	flutter	she	was	in,	everything
went	amiss.	She	upset	the	tray	of	needles,	forgot	the	silesia	was	to	be	'twilled'	till
it	was	 cut	 off,	 gave	 the	wrong	 change,	 and	 covered	 herself	with	 confusion	 by
asking	 for	 lavender	 ribbon	at	 the	calico	counter.	Mr.	Bhaer	 stood	by,	watching



her	 blush	 and	 blunder,	 and	 as	 he	 watched,	 his	 own	 bewilderment	 seemed	 to
subside,	 for	 he	 was	 beginning	 to	 see	 that	 on	 some	 occasions,	 women,	 like
dreams,	go	by	contraries.
When	 they	 came	out,	 he	 put	 the	 parcel	 under	 his	 arm	with	 a	more	 cheerful

aspect,	and	splashed	through	the	puddles	as	if	he	rather	enjoyed	it	on	the	whole.
"Should	we	 no	 do	 a	 little	what	 you	 call	 shopping	 for	 the	 babies,	 and	 haf	 a

farewell	feast	tonight	if	I	go	for	my	last	call	at	your	so	pleasant	home?"	he	asked,
stopping	before	a	window	full	of	fruit	and	flowers.
"What	 will	 we	 buy?"	 asked	 Jo,	 ignoring	 the	 latter	 part	 of	 his	 speech,	 and

sniffing	the	mingled	odors	with	an	affectation	of	delight	as	they	went	in.
"May	they	haf	oranges	and	figs?"	asked	Mr.	Bhaer,	with	a	paternal	air.
"They	eat	them	when	they	can	get	them."
"Do	you	care	for	nuts?"
"Like	a	squirrel."
"Hamburg	grapes.	Yes,	we	shall	drink	to	the	Fatherland	in	those?"
Jo	 frowned	upon	 that	piece	of	 extravagance,	 and	asked	why	he	didn't	buy	a

frail	 of	 dates,	 a	 cask	 of	 raisins,	 and	 a	 bag	 of	 almonds,	 and	 be	 done	 with	 it?
Whereat	Mr.	Bhaer	 confiscated	 her	 purse,	 produced	 his	 own,	 and	 finished	 the
marketing	by	buying	several	pounds	of	grapes,	a	pot	of	rosy	daisies,	and	a	pretty
jar	 of	 honey,	 to	 be	 regarded	 in	 the	 light	 of	 a	 demijohn.	 Then	 distorting	 his
pockets	with	knobby	bundles,	and	giving	her	the	flowers	to	hold,	he	put	up	the
old	umbrella,	and	they	traveled	on	again.
"Miss	Marsch,	I	haf	a	great	favor	to	ask	of	you,"	began	the	Professor,	after	a

moist	promenade	of	half	a	block.
"Yes,	sir?"	and	Jo's	heart	began	to	beat	so	hard	she	was	afraid	he	would	hear

it.
"I	 am	bold	 to	 say	 it	 in	 spite	 of	 the	 rain,	 because	 so	 short	 a	 time	 remains	 to

me."
"Yes,	sir,"	and	Jo	nearly	crushed	the	small	flowerpot	with	the	sudden	squeeze

she	gave	it.
"I	wish	to	get	a	little	dress	for	my	Tina,	and	I	am	too	stupid	to	go	alone.	Will

you	kindly	gif	me	a	word	of	taste	and	help?"
"Yes,	sir,"	and	Jo	felt	as	calm	and	cool	all	of	a	sudden	as	if	she	had	stepped

into	a	refrigerator.
"Perhaps	 also	 a	 shawl	 for	 Tina's	 mother,	 she	 is	 so	 poor	 and	 sick,	 and	 the

husband	is	such	a	care.	Yes,	yes,	a	thick,	warm	shawl	would	be	a	friendly	thing
to	take	the	little	mother."
"I'll	 do	 it	 with	 pleasure,	Mr.	 Bhaer."	 "I'm	 going	 very	 fast,	 and	 he's	 getting

dearer	every	minute,"	added	Jo	to	herself,	then	with	a	mental	shake	she	entered



into	the	business	with	an	energy	that	was	pleasant	to	behold.
Mr.	 Bhaer	 left	 it	 all	 to	 her,	 so	 she	 chose	 a	 pretty	 gown	 for	 Tina,	 and	 then

ordered	out	the	shawls.	The	clerk,	being	a	married	man,	condescended	to	take	an
interest	in	the	couple,	who	appeared	to	be	shopping	for	their	family.
"Your	lady	may	prefer	this.	It's	a	superior	article,	a	most	desirable	color,	quite

chaste	and	genteel,"	he	said,	shaking	out	a	comfortable	gray	shawl,	and	throwing
it	over	Jo's	shoulders.
"Does	 this	 suit	 you,	 Mr.	 Bhaer?"	 she	 asked,	 turning	 her	 back	 to	 him,	 and

feeling	deeply	grateful	for	the	chance	of	hiding	her	face.
"Excellently	well,	we	will	haf	it,"	answered	the	Professor,	smiling	to	himself

as	he	paid	for	 it,	while	Jo	continued	to	rummage	the	counters	 like	a	confirmed
bargain-hunter.
"Now	shall	we	go	home?"	he	asked,	as	if	the	words	were	very	pleasant	to	him.
"Yes,	it's	late,	and	I'm	so	 tired."	Jo's	voice	was	more	pathetic	than	she	knew.

For	 now	 the	 sun	 seemed	 to	 have	 gone	 in	 as	 suddenly	 as	 it	 came	 out,	 and	 the
world	grew	muddy	and	miserable	again,	and	for	the	first	time	she	discovered	that
her	feet	were	cold,	her	head	ached,	and	that	her	heart	was	colder	than	the	former,
fuller	of	pain	than	the	latter.	Mr.	Bhaer	was	going	away,	he	only	cared	for	her	as
a	friend,	it	was	all	a	mistake,	and	the	sooner	it	was	over	the	better.	With	this	idea
in	her	head,	 she	hailed	an	approaching	omnibus	with	such	a	hasty	gesture	 that
the	daisies	flew	out	of	the	pot	and	were	badly	damaged.
"This	 is	 not	 our	 omniboos,"	 said	 the	 Professor,	 waving	 the	 loaded	 vehicle

away,	and	stopping	to	pick	up	the	poor	little	flowers.
"I	beg	your	pardon.	I	didn't	see	the	name	distinctly.	Never	mind,	I	can	walk.

I'm	used	to	plodding	in	the	mud,"	returned	Jo,	winking	hard,	because	she	would
have	died	rather	than	openly	wipe	her	eyes.
Mr.	Bhaer	saw	the	drops	on	her	cheeks,	though	she	turned	her	head	away.	The

sight	seemed	to	touch	him	very	much,	for	suddenly	stooping	down,	he	asked	in	a
tone	that	meant	a	great	deal,	"Heart's	dearest,	why	do	you	cry?"
Now,	 if	 Jo	 had	 not	 been	 new	 to	 this	 sort	 of	 thing	 she	would	 have	 said	 she

wasn't	crying,	had	a	cold	in	her	head,	or	told	any	other	feminine	fib	proper	to	the
occasion.	 Instead	 of	 which,	 that	 undignified	 creature	 answered,	 with	 an
irrepressible	sob,	"Because	you	are	going	away."
"Ach,	 mein	 Gott,	 that	 is	 so	 good!"	 cried	Mr.	 Bhaer,	 managing	 to	 clasp	 his

hands	in	spite	of	the	umbrella	and	the	bundles,	"Jo,	I	haf	nothing	but	much	love
to	gif	you.	I	came	to	see	if	you	could	care	for	it,	and	I	waited	to	be	sure	that	I
was	something	more	 than	a	 friend.	Am	I?	Can	you	make	a	 little	place	 in	your
heart	for	old	Fritz?"	he	added,	all	in	one	breath.
"Oh,	yes!"	said	Jo,	and	he	was	quite	satisfied,	for	she	folded	both	hands	over



his	arm,	and	looked	up	at	him	with	an	expression	that	plainly	showed	how	happy
she	would	 be	 to	walk	 through	 life	 beside	 him,	 even	 though	 she	 had	 no	 better
shelter	than	the	old	umbrella,	if	he	carried	it.
It	was	certainly	proposing	under	difficulties,	for	even	if	he	had	desired	to	do

so,	Mr.	Bhaer	could	not	go	down	upon	his	knees,	on	account	of	the	mud.	Neither
could	 he	 offer	 Jo	 his	 hand,	 except	 figuratively,	 for	 both	 were	 full.	Much	 less
could	he	indulge	in	tender	remonstrations	in	the	open	street,	though	he	was	near
it.	So	the	only	way	in	which	he	could	express	his	rapture	was	to	look	at	her,	with
an	 expression	 which	 glorified	 his	 face	 to	 such	 a	 degree	 that	 there	 actually
seemed	to	be	little	rainbows	in	the	drops	that	sparkled	on	his	beard.	If	he	had	not
loved	Jo	very	much,	I	don't	think	he	could	have	done	it	then,	for	she	looked	far
from	lovely,	with	her	skirts	in	a	deplorable	state,	her	rubber	boots	splashed	to	the
ankle,	 and	 her	 bonnet	 a	 ruin.	 Fortunately,	Mr.	 Bhaer	 considered	 her	 the	most
beautiful	woman	living,	and	she	found	him	more	"Jove-like"	than	ever,	 though
his	hatbrim	was	quite	limp	with	the	little	rills	trickling	thence	upon	his	shoulders
(for	 he	 held	 the	 umbrella	 all	 over	 Jo),	 and	 every	 finger	 of	 his	 gloves	 needed
mending.
Passers-by	probably	thought	them	a	pair	of	harmless	lunatics,	for	they	entirely

forgot	to	hail	a	bus,	and	strolled	leisurely	along,	oblivious	of	deepening	dusk	and
fog.	Little	 they	cared	what	anybody	thought,	 for	 they	were	enjoying	 the	happy
hour	that	seldom	comes	but	once	in	any	life,	the	magical	moment	which	bestows
youth	on	the	old,	beauty	on	the	plain,	wealth	on	the	poor,	and	gives	human	hearts
a	foretaste	of	heaven.	The	Professor	looked	as	if	he	had	conquered	a	kingdom,
and	 the	 world	 had	 nothing	 more	 to	 offer	 him	 in	 the	 way	 of	 bliss.	 While	 Jo
trudged	beside	him,	feeling	as	if	her	place	had	always	been	there,	and	wondering
how	 she	 ever	 could	have	 chosen	 any	other	 lot.	Of	 course,	 she	was	 the	 first	 to
speak—intelligibly,	 I	 mean,	 for	 the	 emotional	 remarks	 which	 followed	 her
impetuous	"Oh,	yes!"	were	not	of	a	coherent	or	reportable	character.
"Friedrich,	why	didn't	you…	"
"Ah,	 heaven,	 she	 gifs	me	 the	 name	 that	 no	 one	 speaks	 since	Minna	 died!"

cried	the	Professor,	pausing	in	a	puddle	to	regard	her	with	grateful	delight.
"I	always	call	you	so	to	myself—I	forgot,	but	I	won't	unless	you	like	it."
"Like	it?	It	is	more	sweet	to	me	than	I	can	tell.	Say	'thou',	also,	and	I	shall	say

your	language	is	almost	as	beautiful	as	mine."
"Isn't	 'thou'	 a	 little	 sentimental?"	 asked	 Jo,	 privately	 thinking	 it	 a	 lovely

monosyllable.
"Sentimental?	Yes.	Thank	Gott,	we	Germans	believe	 in	 sentiment,	 and	keep

ourselves	young	mit	it.	Your	English	'you'	is	so	cold,	say	'thou',	heart's	dearest,	it
means	so	much	to	me,"	pleaded	Mr.	Bhaer,	more	like	a	romantic	student	than	a



grave	professor.
"Well,	then,	why	didn't	thou	tell	me	all	this	sooner?"	asked	Jo	bashfully.
"Now	I	shall	haf	to	show	thee	all	my	heart,	and	I	so	gladly	will,	because	thou

must	take	care	of	it	hereafter.	See,	then,	my	Jo—ah,	the	dear,	funny	little	name—
I	had	a	wish	to	tell	something	the	day	I	said	goodbye	in	New	York,	but	I	thought
the	 handsome	 friend	was	 betrothed	 to	 thee,	 and	 so	 I	 spoke	 not.	Wouldst	 thou
have	said	'Yes',	then,	if	I	had	spoken?"
"I	don't	know.	I'm	afraid	not,	for	I	didn't	have	any	heart	just	then."
"Prut!	That	 I	do	not	believe.	 It	was	asleep	 till	 the	 fairy	prince	came	 through

the	wood,	 and	waked	 it	 up.	Ah,	well,	 'Die	 erste	Liebe	 ist	 die	beste',	 but	 that	 I
should	not	expect."
"Yes,	 the	 first	 love	 is	 the	best,	but	be	 so	contented,	 for	 I	never	had	another.

Teddy	was	 only	 a	 boy,	 and	 soon	got	 over	 his	 little	 fancy,"	 said	 Jo,	 anxious	 to
correct	the	Professor's	mistake.
"Good!	 Then	 I	 shall	 rest	 happy,	 and	 be	 sure	 that	 thou	 givest	 me	 all.	 I	 haf

waited	so	long,	I	am	grown	selfish,	as	thou	wilt	find,	Professorin."
"I	 like	 that,"	 cried	 Jo,	 delighted	 with	 her	 new	 name.	 "Now	 tell	 me	 what

brought	you,	at	last,	just	when	I	wanted	you?"
"This,"	and	Mr.	Bhaer	took	a	little	worn	paper	out	of	his	waistcoat	pocket.
Jo	 unfolded	 it,	 and	 looked	 much	 abashed,	 for	 it	 was	 one	 of	 her	 own

contributions	to	a	paper	that	paid	for	poetry,	which	accounted	for	her	sending	it
an	occasional	attempt.
"How	could	that	bring	you?"	she	asked,	wondering	what	he	meant.
"I	found	it	by	chance.	I	knew	it	by	the	names	and	the	initials,	and	in	it	there

was	one	little	verse	that	seemed	to	call	me.	Read	and	find	him.	I	will	see	that	you
go	not	in	the	wet."

IN	THE	GARRET
Four	little	chests	all	in	a	row,
Dim	with	dust,	and	worn	by	time,
All	fashioned	and	filled,	long	ago,
By	children	now	in	their	prime.
Four	little	keys	hung	side	by	side,
With	faded	ribbons,	brave	and	gay
When	fastened	there,	with	childish	pride,
Long	ago,	on	a	rainy	day.
Four	little	names,	one	on	each	lid,
Carved	out	by	a	boyish	hand,
And	underneath	there	lieth	hid



Histories	of	the	happy	band
Once	playing	here,	and	pausing	oft
To	hear	the	sweet	refrain,
That	came	and	went	on	the	roof	aloft,
In	the	falling	summer	rain.
"Meg"	on	the	first	lid,	smooth	and	fair.
I	look	in	with	loving	eyes,
For	folded	here,	with	well-known	care,
A	goodly	gathering	lies,
The	record	of	a	peaceful	life—
Gifts	to	gentle	child	and	girl,
A	bridal	gown,	lines	to	a	wife,
A	tiny	shoe,	a	baby	curl.
No	toys	in	this	first	chest	remain,
For	all	are	carried	away,
In	their	old	age,	to	join	again
In	another	small	Meg's	play.
Ah,	happy	mother!	Well	I	know
You	hear,	like	a	sweet	refrain,
Lullabies	ever	soft	and	low
In	the	falling	summer	rain.
"Jo"	on	the	next	lid,	scratched	and	worn,
And	within	a	motley	store
Of	headless	dolls,	of	schoolbooks	torn,
Birds	and	beasts	that	speak	no	more,
Spoils	brought	home	from	the	fairy	ground
Only	trod	by	youthful	feet,
Dreams	of	a	future	never	found,
Memories	of	a	past	still	sweet,
Half-writ	poems,	stories	wild,
April	letters,	warm	and	cold,
Diaries	of	a	wilful	child,
Hints	of	a	woman	early	old,
A	woman	in	a	lonely	home,
Hearing,	like	a	sad	refrain—
"Be	worthy,	love,	and	love	will	come,"
In	the	falling	summer	rain.
My	Beth!	the	dust	is	always	swept
From	the	lid	that	bears	your	name,



As	if	by	loving	eyes	that	wept,
By	careful	hands	that	often	came.
Death	canonized	for	us	one	saint,
Ever	less	human	than	divine,
And	still	we	lay,	with	tender	plaint,
Relics	in	this	household	shrine—
The	silver	bell,	so	seldom	rung,
The	little	cap	which	last	she	wore,
The	fair,	dead	Catherine	that	hung
By	angels	borne	above	her	door.
The	songs	she	sang,	without	lament,
In	her	prison-house	of	pain,
Forever	are	they	sweetly	blent
With	the	falling	summer	rain.
Upon	the	last	lid's	polished	field—
Legend	now	both	fair	and	true
A	gallant	knight	bears	on	his	shield,
"Amy"	in	letters	gold	and	blue.
Within	lie	snoods	that	bound	her	hair,
Slippers	that	have	danced	their	last,
Faded	flowers	laid	by	with	care,
Fans	whose	airy	toils	are	past,
Gay	valentines,	all	ardent	flames,
Trifles	that	have	borne	their	part
In	girlish	hopes	and	fears	and	shames,
The	record	of	a	maiden	heart
Now	learning	fairer,	truer	spells,
Hearing,	like	a	blithe	refrain,
The	silver	sound	of	bridal	bells
In	the	falling	summer	rain.
Four	little	chests	all	in	a	row,
Dim	with	dust,	and	worn	by	time,
Four	women,	taught	by	weal	and	woe
To	love	and	labor	in	their	prime.
Four	sisters,	parted	for	an	hour,
None	lost,	one	only	gone	before,
Made	by	love's	immortal	power,
Nearest	and	dearest	evermore.
Oh,	when	these	hidden	stores	of	ours



Lie	open	to	the	Father's	sight,
May	they	be	rich	in	golden	hours,
Deeds	that	show	fairer	for	the	light,
Lives	whose	brave	music	long	shall	ring,
Like	a	spirit-stirring	strain,
Souls	that	shall	gladly	soar	and	sing
In	the	long	sunshine	after	rain.

"It's	very	bad	poetry,	but	 I	 felt	 it	when	 I	wrote	 it,	one	day	when	 I	was	very
lonely,	and	had	a	good	cry	on	a	 rag	bag.	 I	never	 thought	 it	would	go	where	 it
could	 tell	 tales,"	 said	 Jo,	 tearing	 up	 the	 verses	 the	 Professor	 had	 treasured	 so
long.
"Let	it	go,	it	has	done	its	duty,	and	I	will	haf	a	fresh	one	when	I	read	all	the

brown	book	in	which	she	keeps	her	little	secrets,"	said	Mr.	Bhaer	with	a	smile	as
he	watched	 the	 fragments	 fly	 away	on	 the	wind.	 "Yes,"	 he	 added	 earnestly,	 "I
read	that,	and	I	think	to	myself,	She	has	a	sorrow,	she	is	lonely,	she	would	find
comfort	in	true	love.	I	haf	a	heart	full,	full	for	her.	Shall	I	not	go	and	say,	'If	this
is	not	 too	poor	a	 thing	 to	gif	 for	what	 I	 shall	hope	 to	 receive,	 take	 it	 in	Gott's
name?'"
"And	so	you	came	to	find	that	it	was	not	too	poor,	but	the	one	precious	thing	I

needed,"	whispered	Jo.
"I	had	no	courage	to	think	that	at	first,	heavenly	kind	as	was	your	welcome	to

me.	But	soon	I	began	to	hope,	and	then	I	said,	'I	will	haf	her	if	I	die	for	it,'	and	so
I	will!"	cried	Mr.	Bhaer,	with	a	defiant	nod,	as	if	the	walls	of	mist	closing	round
them	were	barriers	which	he	was	to	surmount	or	valiantly	knock	down.
Jo	thought	that	was	splendid,	and	resolved	to	be	worthy	of	her	knight,	though

he	did	not	come	prancing	on	a	charger	in	gorgeous	array.
"What	 made	 you	 stay	 away	 so	 long?"	 she	 asked	 presently,	 finding	 it	 so

pleasant	to	ask	confidential	questions	and	get	delightful	answers	that	she	could
not	keep	silent.
"It	was	not	easy,	but	I	could	not	find	the	heart	to	take	you	from	that	so	happy

home	until	 I	 could	haf	a	prospect	of	one	 to	gif	you,	after	much	 time,	perhaps,
and	hard	work.	How	could	 I	 ask	you	 to	gif	up	 so	much	 for	a	poor	old	 fellow,
who	has	no	fortune	but	a	little	learning?"
"I'm	 glad	 you	 are	 poor.	 I	 couldn't	 bear	 a	 rich	 husband,"	 said	 Jo	 decidedly,

adding	in	a	softer	tone,	"Don't	fear	poverty.	I've	known	it	long	enough	to	lose	my
dread	and	be	happy	working	for	those	I	love,	and	don't	call	yourself	old—forty	is
the	prime	of	life.	I	couldn't	help	loving	you	if	you	were	seventy!"
The	 Professor	 found	 that	 so	 touching	 that	 he	 would	 have	 been	 glad	 of	 his



handkerchief,	 if	 he	 could	have	got	 at	 it.	As	he	 couldn't,	 Jo	wiped	his	 eyes	 for
him,	and	said,	laughing,	as	she	took	away	a	bundle	or	two…
"I	may	be	strong-minded,	but	no	one	can	say	I'm	out	of	my	sphere	now,	for

woman's	special	mission	is	supposed	to	be	drying	tears	and	bearing	burdens.	I'm
to	carry	my	share,	Friedrich,	and	help	to	earn	the	home.	Make	up	your	mind	to
that,	or	I'll	never	go,"	she	added	resolutely,	as	he	tried	to	reclaim	his	load.
"We	shall	see.	Haf	you	patience	to	wait	a	long	time,	Jo?	I	must	go	away	and

do	my	work	alone.	I	must	help	my	boys	first,	because,	even	for	you,	I	may	not
break	my	word	to	Minna.	Can	you	forgif	that,	and	be	happy	while	we	hope	and
wait?"
"Yes,	I	know	I	can,	for	we	love	one	another,	and	that	makes	all	the	rest	easy	to

bear.	I	have	my	duty,	also,	and	my	work.	I	couldn't	enjoy	myself	if	I	neglected
them	even	for	you,	so	there's	no	need	of	hurry	or	impatience.	You	can	do	your
part	out	West,	 I	can	do	mine	here,	and	both	be	happy	hoping	for	 the	best,	and
leaving	the	future	to	be	as	God	wills."
"Ah!	Thou	gifest	me	such	hope	and	courage,	and	I	haf	nothing	to	gif	back	but

a	full	heart	and	these	empty	hands,"	cried	the	Professor,	quite	overcome.
Jo	never,	never	would	learn	to	be	proper,	for	when	he	said	that	as	they	stood

upon	the	steps,	she	just	put	both	hands	into	his,	whispering	tenderly,	"Not	empty
now,"	 and	 stooping	 down,	 kissed	 her	 Friedrich	 under	 the	 umbrella.	 It	 was
dreadful,	but	she	would	have	done	 it	 if	 the	flock	of	draggle-tailed	sparrows	on
the	hedge	had	been	human	beings,	for	she	was	very	far	gone	indeed,	and	quite
regardless	of	everything	but	her	own	happiness.	Though	it	came	in	such	a	very
simple	guise,	 that	was	 the	crowning	moment	of	both	 their	 lives,	when,	 turning
from	the	night	and	storm	and	loneliness	to	the	household	light	and	warmth	and
peace	waiting	to	receive	them,	with	a	glad	"Welcome	home!"	Jo	led	her	lover	in,
and	shut	the	door.



Chapter		24	
Harvest	Time

For	 a	 year	 Jo	 and	 her	 Professor	 worked	 and	 waited,	 hoped	 and	 loved,	 met
occasionally,	and	wrote	such	voluminous	letters	that	the	rise	in	the	price	of	paper
was	accounted	for,	Laurie	said.	The	second	year	began	rather	soberly,	 for	 their
prospects	did	not	brighten,	and	Aunt	March	died	suddenly.	But	when	their	first
sorrow	was	over—for	they	loved	the	old	lady	in	spite	of	her	sharp	tongue—they
found	they	had	cause	for	rejoicing,	for	she	had	left	Plumfield	to	Jo,	which	made
all	sorts	of	joyful	things	possible.
"It's	a	fine	old	place,	and	will	bring	a	handsome	sum,	for	of	course	you	intend

to	sell	it,"	said	Laurie,	as	they	were	all	talking	the	matter	over	some	weeks	later.
"No,	I	don't,"	was	Jo's	decided	answer,	as	she	petted	the	fat	poodle,	whom	she

had	adopted,	out	of	respect	to	his	former	mistress.
"You	don't	mean	to	live	there?"
"Yes,	I	do."
"But,	my	dear	girl,	it's	an	immense	house,	and	will	take	a	power	of	money	to

keep	 it	 in	 order.	 The	 garden	 and	 orchard	 alone	 need	 two	 or	 three	 men,	 and
farming	isn't	in	Bhaer's	line,	I	take	it."
"He'll	try	his	hand	at	it	there,	if	I	propose	it."
"And	 you	 expect	 to	 live	 on	 the	 produce	 of	 the	 place?	 Well,	 that	 sounds

paradisiacal,	but	you'll	find	it	desperate	hard	work."
"The	crop	we	are	going	to	raise	is	a	profitable	one,"	and	Jo	laughed.
"Of	what	is	this	fine	crop	to	consist,	ma'am?"
"Boys.	 I	 want	 to	 open	 a	 school	 for	 little	 lads—a	 good,	 happy,	 homelike

school,	with	me	to	take	care	of	them	and	Fritz	to	teach	them."
"That's	 a	 truly	 Joian	 plan	 for	 you!	 Isn't	 that	 just	 like	 her?"	 cried	 Laurie,

appealing	to	the	family,	who	looked	as	much	surprised	as	he.
"I	like	it,"	said	Mrs.	March	decidedly.
"So	 do	 I,"	 added	 her	 husband,	 who	 welcomed	 the	 thought	 of	 a	 chance	 for

trying	the	Socratic	method	of	education	on	modern	youth.
"It	will	be	an	immense	care	for	Jo,"	said	Meg,	stroking	the	head	of	her	one	all-

absorbing	son.
"Jo	can	do	it,	and	be	happy	in	it.	It's	a	splendid	idea.	Tell	us	all	about	it,"	cried

Mr.	Laurence,	who	had	been	 longing	 to	 lend	 the	 lovers	 a	 hand,	 but	 knew	 that



they	would	refuse	his	help.
"I	knew	you'd	stand	by	me,	sir.	Amy	does	too—I	see	it	in	her	eyes,	though	she

prudently	 waits	 to	 turn	 it	 over	 in	 her	 mind	 before	 she	 speaks.	 Now,	my	 dear
people,"	 continued	 Jo	 earnestly,	 "just	 understand	 that	 this	 isn't	 a	 new	 idea	 of
mine,	 but	 a	 long	 cherished	 plan.	 Before	my	 Fritz	 came,	 I	 used	 to	 think	 how,
when	I'd	made	my	fortune,	and	no	one	needed	me	at	home,	I'd	hire	a	big	house,
and	pick	up	some	poor,	forlorn	little	lads	who	hadn't	any	mothers,	and	take	care
of	them,	and	make	life	jolly	for	them	before	it	was	too	late.	I	see	so	many	going
to	ruin	for	want	of	help	at	the	right	minute,	I	love	so	to	do	anything	for	them,	I
seem	to	feel	their	wants,	and	sympathize	with	their	troubles,	and	oh,	I	should	so
like	to	be	a	mother	to	them!"
Mrs.	March	held	out	 her	 hand	 to	 Jo,	who	 took	 it,	 smiling,	with	 tears	 in	her

eyes,	and	went	on	in	the	old	enthusiastic	way,	which	they	had	not	seen	for	a	long
while.
"I	told	my	plan	to	Fritz	once,	and	he	said	it	was	just	what	he	would	like,	and

agreed	to	try	it	when	we	got	rich.	Bless	his	dear	heart,	he's	been	doing	it	all	his
life—helping	 poor	 boys,	 I	 mean,	 not	 getting	 rich,	 that	 he'll	 never	 be.	 Money
doesn't	stay	in	his	pocket	long	enough	to	lay	up	any.	But	now,	thanks	to	my	good
old	aunt,	who	 loved	me	better	 than	I	ever	deserved,	 I'm	rich,	at	 least	 I	 feel	so,
and	we	can	live	at	Plumfield	perfectly	well,	if	we	have	a	flourishing	school.	It's
just	 the	 place	 for	 boys,	 the	 house	 is	 big,	 and	 the	 furniture	 strong	 and	 plain.
There's	 plenty	 of	 room	 for	 dozens	 inside,	 and	 splendid	 grounds	 outside.	 They
could	 help	 in	 the	 garden	 and	orchard.	 Such	work	 is	 healthy,	 isn't	 it,	 sir?	Then
Fritz	could	train	and	teach	in	his	own	way,	and	Father	will	help	him.	I	can	feed
and	nurse	and	pet	and	scold	them,	and	Mother	will	be	my	stand-by.	I've	always
longed	for	lots	of	boys,	and	never	had	enough,	now	I	can	fill	the	house	full	and
revel	in	the	little	dears	to	my	heart's	content.	Think	what	luxury—	Plumfield	my
own,	and	a	wilderness	of	boys	to	enjoy	it	with	me."
As	Jo	waved	her	hands	and	gave	a	sigh	of	rapture,	the	family	went	off	into	a

gale	 of	 merriment,	 and	 Mr.	 Laurence	 laughed	 till	 they	 thought	 he'd	 have	 an
apoplectic	fit.
"I	 don't	 see	 anything	 funny,"	 she	 said	 gravely,	 when	 she	 could	 be	 heard.

"Nothing	 could	 be	 more	 natural	 and	 proper	 than	 for	 my	 Professor	 to	 open	 a
school,	and	for	me	to	prefer	to	reside	in	my	own	estate."
"She	is	putting	on	airs	already,"	said	Laurie,	who	regarded	the	idea	in	the	light

of	 a	 capital	 joke.	 "But	 may	 I	 inquire	 how	 you	 intend	 to	 support	 the
establishment?	If	all	the	pupils	are	little	ragamuffins,	I'm	afraid	your	crop	won't
be	profitable	in	a	worldly	sense,	Mrs.	Bhaer."
"Now	don't	be	a	wet-blanket,	Teddy.	Of	course	I	shall	have	rich	pupils,	also—



perhaps	begin	with	such	altogether.	Then,	when	I've	got	a	start,	 I	can	take	in	a
ragamuffin	or	 two,	 just	 for	a	relish.	Rich	people's	children	often	need	care	and
comfort,	as	well	as	poor.	I've	seen	unfortunate	little	creatures	left	to	servants,	or
backward	ones	pushed	forward,	when	it's	real	cruelty.	Some	are	naughty	through
mismanagment	or	neglect,	and	some	lose	their	mothers.	Besides,	the	best	have	to
get	 through	 the	 hobbledehoy	 age,	 and	 that's	 the	 very	 time	 they	 need	 most
patience	and	kindness.	People	laugh	at	them,	and	hustle	them	about,	try	to	keep
them	out	of	sight,	and	expect	them	to	turn	all	at	once	from	pretty	children	into
fine	young	men.	They	don't	complain	much—plucky	little	souls—but	they	feel
it.	 I've	 been	 through	 something	 of	 it,	 and	 I	 know	 all	 about	 it.	 I've	 a	 special
interest	in	such	young	bears,	and	like	to	show	them	that	I	see	the	warm,	honest,
well-meaning	boys'	hearts,	 in	spite	of	 the	clumsy	arms	and	legs	and	 the	 topsy-
turvy	heads.	 I've	had	experience,	 too,	 for	haven't	 I	brought	up	one	boy	 to	be	a
pride	and	honor	to	his	family?"
"I'll	testify	that	you	tried	to	do	it,"	said	Laurie	with	a	grateful	look.
"And	 I've	 succeeded	 beyond	my	 hopes,	 for	 here	 you	 are,	 a	 steady,	 sensible

businessman,	doing	heaps	of	good	with	your	money,	and	laying	up	the	blessings
of	the	poor,	instead	of	dollars.	But	you	are	not	merely	a	businessman,	you	love
good	and	beautiful	things,	enjoy	them	yourself,	and	let	others	go	halves,	as	you
always	did	in	the	old	times.	I	am	proud	of	you,	Teddy,	for	you	get	better	every
year,	and	everyone	feels	 it,	 though	you	won't	 let	 them	say	so.	Yes,	and	when	I
have	my	flock,	I'll	just	point	to	you,	and	say	'There's	your	model,	my	lads'."
Poor	Laurie	didn't	know	where	to	look,	for,	man	though	he	was,	something	of

the	 old	 bashfulness	 came	 over	 him	 as	 this	 burst	 of	 praise	made	 all	 faces	 turn
approvingly	upon	him.
"I	say,	Jo,	that's	rather	too	much,"	he	began,	just	in	his	old	boyish	way.	"You

have	all	done	more	 for	me	 than	 I	 can	ever	 thank	you	 for,	 except	by	doing	my
best	not	to	disappoint	you.	You	have	rather	cast	me	off	lately,	Jo,	but	I've	had	the
best	of	help,	nevertheless.	So,	if	I've	got	on	at	all,	you	may	thank	these	two	for
it,"	 and	 he	 laid	 one	 hand	 gently	 on	 his	 grandfather's	 head,	 and	 the	 other	 on
Amy's	golden	one,	for	the	three	were	never	far	apart.
"I	do	think	that	families	are	the	most	beautiful	things	in	all	the	world!"	burst

out	Jo,	who	was	in	an	unusually	up-lifted	frame	of	mind	just	then.	"When	I	have
one	of	my	own,	I	hope	it	will	be	as	happy	as	the	three	I	know	and	love	the	best.
If	John	and	my	Fritz	were	only	here,	it	would	be	quite	a	little	heaven	on	earth,"
she	 added	 more	 quietly.	 And	 that	 night	 when	 she	 went	 to	 her	 room	 after	 a
blissful	 evening	of	 family	 counsels,	 hopes,	 and	plans,	 her	 heart	was	 so	 full	 of
happiness	that	she	could	only	calm	it	by	kneeling	beside	the	empty	bed	always
near	her	own,	and	thinking	tender	thoughts	of	Beth.



It	was	a	very	astonishing	year	altogether,	 for	 things	seemed	 to	happen	 in	an
unusually	rapid	and	delightful	manner.	Almost	before	she	knew	where	she	was,
Jo	found	herself	married	and	settled	at	Plumfield.	Then	a	family	of	six	or	seven
boys	sprung	up	like	mushrooms,	and	flourished	surprisingly,	poor	boys	as	well
as	 rich,	 for	 Mr.	 Laurence	 was	 continually	 finding	 some	 touching	 case	 of
destitution,	and	begging	the	Bhaers	to	take	pity	on	the	child,	and	he	would	gladly
pay	a	trifle	for	its	support.	In	this	way,	the	sly	old	gentleman	got	round	proud	Jo,
and	furnished	her	with	the	style	of	boy	in	which	she	most	delighted.
Of	course	it	was	uphill	work	at	first,	and	Jo	made	queer	mistakes,	but	the	wise

Professor	steered	her	safely	into	calmer	waters,	and	the	most	rampant	ragamuffin
was	conquered	in	the	end.	How	Jo	did	enjoy	her	 'wilderness	of	boys',	and	how
poor,	dear	Aunt	March	would	have	lamented	had	she	been	there	to	see	the	sacred
precincts	 of	 prim,	 well-ordered	 Plumfield	 overrun	 with	 Toms,	 Dicks,	 and
Harrys!	There	was	a	sort	of	poetic	justice	about	it,	after	all,	for	the	old	lady	had
been	the	terror	of	the	boys	for	miles	around,	and	now	the	exiles	feasted	freely	on
forbidden	 plums,	 kicked	 up	 the	 gravel	 with	 profane	 boots	 unreproved,	 and
played	 cricket	 in	 the	 big	 field	where	 the	 irritable	 'cow	with	 a	 crumpled	 horn'
used	 to	 invite	 rash	 youths	 to	 come	 and	 be	 tossed.	 It	 became	 a	 sort	 of	 boys'
paradise,	 and	Laurie	 suggested	 that	 it	 should	 be	 called	 the	 'Bhaer-garten',	 as	 a
compliment	to	its	master	and	appropriate	to	its	inhabitants.
It	never	was	a	fashionable	school,	and	the	Professor	did	not	lay	up	a	fortune,

but	it	was	just	what	Jo	intended	it	to	be—'a	happy,	homelike	place	for	boys,	who
needed	teaching,	care,	and	kindness'.	Every	room	in	the	big	house	was	soon	full.
Every	little	plot	in	the	garden	soon	had	its	owner.	A	regular	menagerie	appeared
in	barn	and	shed,	for	pet	animals	were	allowed.	And	three	times	a	day,	Jo	smiled
at	her	Fritz	from	the	head	of	a	long	table	lined	on	either	side	with	rows	of	happy
young	faces,	which	all	turned	to	her	with	affectionate	eyes,	confiding	words,	and
grateful	hearts,	 full	of	 love	for	 'Mother	Bhaer'.	She	had	boys	enough	now,	and
did	not	 tire	of	 them,	 though	 they	were	not	angels,	by	any	means,	and	some	of
them	caused	both	Professor	and	Professorin	much	 trouble	and	anxiety.	But	her
faith	in	the	good	spot	which	exists	in	the	heart	of	the	naughtiest,	sauciest,	most
tantalizing	little	ragamuffin	gave	her	patience,	skill,	and	in	time	success,	for	no
mortal	 boy	 could	 hold	 out	 long	 with	 Father	 Bhaer	 shining	 on	 him	 as
benevolently	as	 the	sun,	and	Mother	Bhaer	 forgiving	him	seventy	 times	seven.
Very	 precious	 to	 Jo	 was	 the	 friendship	 of	 the	 lads,	 their	 penitent	 sniffs	 and
whispers	 after	 wrongdoing,	 their	 droll	 or	 touching	 little	 confidences,	 their
pleasant	 enthusiasms,	 hopes,	 and	 plans,	 even	 their	 misfortunes,	 for	 they	 only
endeared	 them	 to	 her	 all	 the	 more.	 There	 were	 slow	 boys	 and	 bashful	 boys,
feeble	boys	and	riotous	boys,	boys	that	lisped	and	boys	that	stuttered,	one	or	two



lame	ones,	and	a	merry	little	quadroon,	who	could	not	be	taken	in	elsewhere,	but
who	was	welcome	to	 the	 'Bhaer-garten',	 though	some	people	predicted	 that	his
admission	would	ruin	the	school.
Yes,	Jo	was	a	very	happy	woman	there,	in	spite	of	hard	work,	much	anxiety,

and	 a	 perpetual	 racket.	 She	 enjoyed	 it	 heartily	 and	 found	 the	 applause	 of	 her
boys	more	 satisfying	 than	any	praise	of	 the	world,	 for	now	she	 told	no	stories
except	to	her	flock	of	enthusiastic	believers	and	admirers.	As	the	years	went	on,
two	 little	 lads	 of	 her	 own	 came	 to	 increase	 her	 happiness—Rob,	 named	 for
Grandpa,	and	Teddy,	a	happy-go-lucky	baby,	who	seemed	to	have	inherited	his
papa's	sunshiny	temper	as	well	as	his	mother's	lively	spirit.	How	they	ever	grew
up	alive	in	that	whirlpool	of	boys	was	a	mystery	to	their	grandma	and	aunts,	but
they	 flourished	 like	 dandelions	 in	 spring,	 and	 their	 rough	 nurses	 loved	 and
served	them	well.
There	were	a	great	many	holidays	at	Plumfield,	and	one	of	the	most	delightful

was	 the	 yearly	 apple-picking.	 For	 then	 the	Marches,	 Laurences,	 Brookes	 and
Bhaers	 turned	 out	 in	 full	 force	 and	 made	 a	 day	 of	 it.	 Five	 years	 after	 Jo's
wedding,	 one	of	 these	 fruitful	 festivals	 occurred,	 a	mellow	October	day,	when
the	air	was	full	of	an	exhilarating	freshness	which	made	the	spirits	rise	and	the
blood	 dance	 healthily	 in	 the	 veins.	 The	 old	 orchard	 wore	 its	 holiday	 attire.
Goldenrod	and	asters	fringed	the	mossy	walls.	Grasshoppers	skipped	briskly	in
the	 sere	 grass,	 and	 crickets	 chirped	 like	 fairy	 pipers	 at	 a	 feast.	 Squirrels	were
busy	with	their	small	harvesting.	Birds	twittered	their	adieux	from	the	alders	in
the	 lane,	 and	every	 tree	 stood	 ready	 to	 send	down	 its	 shower	of	 red	or	yellow
apples	 at	 the	 first	 shake.	 Everybody	 was	 there.	 Everybody	 laughed	 and	 sang,
climbed	 up	 and	 tumbled	 down.	Everybody	 declared	 that	 there	 never	 had	 been
such	a	perfect	day	or	such	a	jolly	set	to	enjoy	it,	and	everyone	gave	themselves
up	to	the	simple	pleasures	of	the	hour	as	freely	as	if	there	were	no	such	things	as
care	or	sorrow	in	the	world.
Mr.	March	strolled	placidly	about,	quoting	Tusser,	Cowley,	and	Columella	to

Mr.	Laurence,	while	enjoying…
The	gentle	apple's	winey	juice.
The	 Professor	 charged	 up	 and	 down	 the	 green	 aisles	 like	 a	 stout	 Teutonic

knight,	with	a	pole	for	a	lance,	leading	on	the	boys,	who	made	a	hook	and	ladder
company	of	themselves,	and	performed	wonders	in	the	way	of	ground	and	lofty
tumbling.	Laurie	devoted	himself	to	the	little	ones,	rode	his	small	daughter	in	a
bushel-basket,	took	Daisy	up	among	the	bird's	nests,	and	kept	adventurous	Rob
from	breaking	his	neck.	Mrs.	March	and	Meg	sat	among	 the	apple	piles	 like	a
pair	of	Pomonas,	sorting	the	contributions	that	kept	pouring	in,	while	Amy	with
a	 beautiful	 motherly	 expression	 in	 her	 face	 sketched	 the	 various	 groups,	 and



watched	over	one	pale	lad,	who	sat	adoring	her	with	his	little	crutch	beside	him.
Jo	was	 in	her	element	 that	day,	and	rushed	about,	with	her	gown	pinned	up,

and	her	hat	anywhere	but	on	her	head,	and	her	baby	tucked	under	her	arm,	ready
for	any	lively	adventure	which	might	turn	up.	Little	Teddy	bore	a	charmed	life,
for	nothing	 ever	happened	 to	him,	 and	 Jo	never	 felt	 any	 anxiety	when	he	was
whisked	 up	 into	 a	 tree	 by	 one	 lad,	 galloped	 off	 on	 the	 back	 of	 another,	 or
supplied	 with	 sour	 russets	 by	 his	 indulgent	 papa,	 who	 labored	 under	 the
Germanic	 delusion	 that	 babies	 could	 digest	 anything,	 from	pickled	 cabbage	 to
buttons,	nails,	and	their	own	small	shoes.	She	knew	that	little	Ted	would	turn	up
again	in	time,	safe	and	rosy,	dirty	and	serene,	and	she	always	received	him	back
with	a	hearty	welcome,	for	Jo	loved	her	babies	tenderly.
At	four	o'clock	a	lull	took	place,	and	baskets	remained	empty,	while	the	apple

pickers	 rested	 and	 compared	 rents	 and	 bruises.	 Then	 Jo	 and	 Meg,	 with	 a
detachment	of	 the	bigger	boys,	set	forth	the	supper	on	the	grass,	for	an	out-of-
door	tea	was	always	the	crowning	joy	of	the	day.	The	land	literally	flowed	with
milk	and	honey	on	such	occasions,	for	the	lads	were	not	required	to	sit	at	table,
but	 allowed	 to	 partake	 of	 refreshment	 as	 they	 liked—freedom	being	 the	 sauce
best	beloved	by	the	boyish	soul.	They	availed	themselves	of	the	rare	privilege	to
the	fullest	extent,	for	some	tried	the	pleasing	experiment	of	drinking	milk	while
standing	 on	 their	 heads,	 others	 lent	 a	 charm	 to	 leapfrog	 by	 eating	 pie	 in	 the
pauses	 of	 the	 game,	 cookies	 were	 sown	 broadcast	 over	 the	 field,	 and	 apple
turnovers	 roosted	 in	 the	 trees	 like	 a	 new	 style	 of	 bird.	 The	 little	 girls	 had	 a
private	tea	party,	and	Ted	roved	among	the	edibles	at	his	own	sweet	will.
When	 no	 one	 could	 eat	 any	 more,	 the	 Professor	 proposed	 the	 first	 regular

toast,	which	was	always	drunk	at	such	times—"Aunt	March,	God	bless	her!"	A
toast	heartily	given	by	the	good	man,	who	never	forgot	how	much	he	owed	her,
and	quietly	drunk	by	the	boys,	who	had	been	taught	to	keep	her	memory	green.
"Now,	Grandma's	sixtieth	birthday!	Long	life	to	her,	with	three	times	three!"
That	was	given	with	a	will,	as	you	may	well	believe,	and	 the	cheering	once

begun,	 it	 was	 hard	 to	 stop	 it.	 Everybody's	 health	 was	 proposed,	 from	 Mr.
Laurence,	who	was	considered	their	special	patron,	to	the	astonished	guinea	pig,
who	had	strayed	from	its	proper	sphere	in	search	of	its	young	master.	Demi,	as
the	oldest	grandchild,	then	presented	the	queen	of	the	day	with	various	gifts,	so
numerous	 that	 they	 were	 transported	 to	 the	 festive	 scene	 in	 a	 wheelbarrow.
Funny	presents,	some	of	them,	but	what	would	have	been	defects	to	other	eyes
were	ornaments	to	Grandma's—for	the	children's	gifts	were	all	their	own.	Every
stitch	Daisy's	 patient	 little	 fingers	 had	 put	 into	 the	 handkerchiefs	 she	 hemmed
was	better	than	embroidery	to	Mrs.	March.	Demi's	miracle	of	mechanical	skill,
though	the	cover	wouldn't	shut,	Rob's	footstool	had	a	wiggle	in	its	uneven	legs



that	she	declared	was	soothing,	and	no	page	of	the	costly	book	Amy's	child	gave
her	was	so	fair	as	that	on	which	appeared	in	tipsy	capitals,	the	words—"To	dear
Grandma,	from	her	little	Beth."
During	the	ceremony	the	boys	had	mysteriously	disappeared,	and	when	Mrs.

March	had	tried	to	thank	her	children,	and	broken	down,	while	Teddy	wiped	her
eyes	 on	 his	 pinafore,	 the	 Professor	 suddenly	 began	 to	 sing.	 Then,	 from	 above
him,	voice	after	voice	took	up	the	words,	and	from	tree	to	tree	echoed	the	music
of	the	unseen	choir,	as	the	boys	sang	with	all	their	hearts	the	little	song	that	Jo
had	written,	Laurie	set	to	music,	and	the	Professor	trained	his	lads	to	give	with
the	 best	 effect.	 This	 was	 something	 altogether	 new,	 and	 it	 proved	 a	 grand
success,	for	Mrs.	March	couldn't	get	over	her	surprise,	and	insisted	on	shaking
hands	with	 every	one	of	 the	 featherless	 birds,	 from	 tall	Franz	 and	Emil	 to	 the
little	quadroon,	who	had	the	sweetest	voice	of	all.
After	 this,	 the	 boys	 dispersed	 for	 a	 final	 lark,	 leaving	Mrs.	March	 and	 her

daughters	under	the	festival	tree.
"I	don't	think	I	ever	ought	to	call	myself	'unlucky	Jo'	again,	when	my	greatest

wish	has	been	so	beautifully	gratified,"	said	Mrs.	Bhaer,	taking	Teddy's	little	fist
out	of	the	milk	pitcher,	in	which	he	was	rapturously	churning.
"And	yet	your	life	is	very	different	from	the	one	you	pictured	so	long	ago.	Do

you	remember	our	castles	in	the	air?"	asked	Amy,	smiling	as	she	watched	Laurie
and	John	playing	cricket	with	the	boys.
"Dear	fellows!	It	does	my	heart	good	to	see	them	forget	business	and	frolic	for

a	day,"	answered	Jo,	who	now	spoke	in	a	maternal	way	of	all	mankind.	"Yes,	I
remember,	but	the	life	I	wanted	then	seems	selfish,	lonely,	and	cold	to	me	now.	I
haven't	given	up	the	hope	that	I	may	write	a	good	book	yet,	but	I	can	wait,	and
I'm	sure	it	will	be	all	the	better	for	such	experiences	and	illustrations	as	these,"
and	Jo	pointed	from	the	lively	lads	in	the	distance	to	her	father,	 leaning	on	the
Professor's	 arm,	 as	 they	walked	 to	 and	 fro	 in	 the	 sunshine,	 deep	 in	one	of	 the
conversations	 which	 both	 enjoyed	 so	 much,	 and	 then	 to	 her	 mother,	 sitting
enthroned	among	her	daughters,	with	their	children	in	her	lap	and	at	her	feet,	as
if	all	found	help	and	happiness	in	the	face	which	never	could	grow	old	to	them.
"My	castle	was	the	most	nearly	realized	of	all.	I	asked	for	splendid	things,	to

be	sure,	but	in	my	heart	I	knew	I	should	be	satisfied,	if	I	had	a	little	home,	and
John,	and	some	dear	children	like	these.	I've	got	them	all,	thank	God,	and	am	the
happiest	woman	 in	 the	world,"	 and	Meg	 laid	 her	 hand	 on	 her	 tall	 boy's	 head,
with	a	face	full	of	tender	and	devout	content.
"My	 castle	 is	 very	 different	 from	 what	 I	 planned,	 but	 I	 would	 not	 alter	 it,

though,	 like	 Jo,	 I	 don't	 relinquish	 all	 my	 artistic	 hopes,	 or	 confine	 myself	 to
helping	 others	 fulfill	 their	 dreams	 of	 beauty.	 I've	 begun	 to	 model	 a	 figure	 of



baby,	and	Laurie	says	it	is	the	best	thing	I've	ever	done.	I	think	so,	myself,	and
mean	to	do	it	in	marble,	so	that,	whatever	happens,	I	may	at	least	keep	the	image
of	my	little	angel."
As	Amy	spoke,	a	great	tear	dropped	on	the	golden	hair	of	the	sleeping	child	in

her	 arms,	 for	 her	 one	well-beloved	 daughter	was	 a	 frail	 little	 creature	 and	 the
dread	of	losing	her	was	the	shadow	over	Amy's	sunshine.	This	cross	was	doing
much	for	both	 father	and	mother,	 for	one	 love	and	sorrow	bound	 them	closely
together.	 Amy's	 nature	 was	 growing	 sweeter,	 deeper,	 and	more	 tender.	 Laurie
was	growing	more	serious,	strong,	and	firm,	and	both	were	learning	that	beauty,
youth,	good	fortune,	even	love	itself,	cannot	keep	care	and	pain,	loss	and	sorrow,
from	the	most	blessed	for	…

Into	each	life	some	rain	must	fall,
Some	days	must	be	dark	and	sad	and	dreary.

"She	is	growing	better,	I	am	sure	of	it,	my	dear.	Don't	despond,	but	hope	and
keep	happy,"	said	Mrs.	March,	as	tenderhearted	Daisy	stooped	from	her	knee	to
lay	her	rosy	cheek	against	her	little	cousin's	pale	one.
"I	never	ought	 to,	while	 I	have	you	 to	cheer	me	up,	Marmee,	 and	Laurie	 to

take	more	 than	half	of	every	burden,"	 replied	Amy	warmly.	"He	never	 lets	me
see	his	anxiety,	but	is	so	sweet	and	patient	with	me,	so	devoted	to	Beth,	and	such
a	stay	and	comfort	to	me	always	that	I	can't	love	him	enough.	So,	in	spite	of	my
one	cross,	I	can	say	with	Meg,	'Thank	God,	I'm	a	happy	woman.'"
"There's	 no	need	 for	me	 to	 say	 it,	 for	 everyone	 can	 see	 that	 I'm	 far	 happier

than	 I	 deserve,"	 added	 Jo,	 glancing	 from	 her	 good	 husband	 to	 her	 chubby
children,	 tumbling	on	 the	grass	beside	her.	 "Fritz	 is	getting	gray	and	stout.	 I'm
growing	 as	 thin	 as	 a	 shadow,	 and	 am	 thirty.	 We	 never	 shall	 be	 rich,	 and
Plumfield	may	burn	up	any	night,	for	that	incorrigible	Tommy	Bangs	will	smoke
sweet-fern	cigars	under	the	bed-clothes,	though	he's	set	himself	afire	three	times
already.	But	 in	 spite	of	 these	unromantic	 facts,	 I	 have	nothing	 to	 complain	of,
and	never	was	so	jolly	in	my	life.	Excuse	the	remark,	but	living	among	boys,	I
can't	help	using	their	expressions	now	and	then."
"Yes,	 Jo,	 I	 think	 your	 harvest	 will	 be	 a	 good	 one,"	 began	 Mrs.	 March,

frightening	away	a	big	black	cricket	that	was	staring	Teddy	out	of	countenance.
"Not	half	 so	good	as	yours,	Mother.	Here	 it	 is,	and	we	never	can	 thank	you

enough	 for	 the	 patient	 sowing	 and	 reaping	 you	 have	 done,"	 cried	 Jo,	with	 the
loving	impetuosity	which	she	never	would	outgrow.
"I	hope	there	will	be	more	wheat	and	fewer	tares	every	year,"	said	Amy	softly.
"A	 large	 sheaf,	 but	 I	 know	 there's	 room	 in	 your	 heart	 for	 it,	Marmee	dear,"



added	Meg's	tender	voice.
Touched	 to	 the	 heart,	Mrs.	March	 could	 only	 stretch	 out	 her	 arms,	 as	 if	 to

gather	children	and	grandchildren	to	herself,	and	say,	with	face	and	voice	full	of
motherly	love,	gratitude,	and	humility…
"Oh,	my	 girls,	 however	 long	 you	may	 live,	 I	 never	 can	wish	 you	 a	 greater

happiness	than	this!"



BLACK	BEAUTY
Anna	Sewell



To	my	dear	and	honored	Mother,
whose	life,	no	less	than	her	pen,
has	been	devoted	to	the	welfare	of	others,
this	little	book	is	affectionately	dedicated.



Part	1



Chapter		1
My	Early	Home

The	 first	 place	 that	 I	 can	well	 remember	was	 a	 large	 pleasant	meadow	with	 a
pond	of	clear	water	in	it.	Some	shady	trees	leaned	over	it,	and	rushes	and	water-
lilies	grew	at	the	deep	end.	Over	the	hedge	on	one	side	we	looked	into	a	plowed
field,	and	on	the	other	we	looked	over	a	gate	at	our	master's	house,	which	stood
by	 the	 roadside;	 at	 the	 top	of	 the	meadow	was	 a	grove	of	 fir	 trees,	 and	 at	 the
bottom	a	running	brook	overhung	by	a	steep	bank.
While	I	was	young	I	lived	upon	my	mother's	milk,	as	I	could	not	eat	grass.	In

the	daytime	I	ran	by	her	side,	and	at	night	I	lay	down	close	by	her.	When	it	was
hot	we	used	to	stand	by	the	pond	in	the	shade	of	the	trees,	and	when	it	was	cold
we	had	a	nice	warm	shed	near	the	grove.
As	soon	as	I	was	old	enough	to	eat	grass	my	mother	used	to	go	out	to	work	in

the	daytime,	and	come	back	in	the	evening.
There	were	six	young	colts	in	the	meadow	besides	me;	they	were	older	than	I

was;	some	were	nearly	as	large	as	grown-up	horses.	I	used	to	run	with	them,	and
had	great	fun;	we	used	to	gallop	all	together	round	and	round	the	field	as	hard	as
we	could	go.	Sometimes	we	had	rather	rough	play,	for	they	would	frequently	bite
and	kick	as	well	as	gallop.
One	day,	when	there	was	a	good	deal	of	kicking,	my	mother	whinnied	to	me

to	come	to	her,	and	then	she	said:
"I	wish	you	to	pay	attention	to	what	I	am	going	to	say	to	you.	The	colts	who

live	here	 are	very	good	colts,	 but	 they	are	 cart-horse	 colts,	 and	of	 course	 they
have	not	 learned	manners.	You	have	been	well-bred	and	well-born;	your	father
has	a	great	name	in	these	parts,	and	your	grandfather	won	the	cup	two	years	at
the	Newmarket	races;	your	grandmother	had	the	sweetest	temper	of	any	horse	I
ever	knew,	and	I	think	you	have	never	seen	me	kick	or	bite.	I	hope	you	will	grow
up	gentle	and	good,	and	never	learn	bad	ways;	do	your	work	with	a	good	will,
lift	your	feet	up	well	when	you	trot,	and	never	bite	or	kick	even	in	play."
I	have	never	forgotten	my	mother's	advice;	I	knew	she	was	a	wise	old	horse,

and	our	master	thought	a	great	deal	of	her.	Her	name	was	Duchess,	but	he	often
called	her	Pet.
Our	master	was	a	good,	kind	man.	He	gave	us	good	food,	good	lodging,	and

kind	words;	he	spoke	as	kindly	to	us	as	he	did	to	his	little	children.	We	were	all



fond	of	him,	and	my	mother	loved	him	very	much.	When	she	saw	him	at	the	gate
she	would	neigh	with	joy,	and	trot	up	to	him.	He	would	pat	and	stroke	her	and
say,	 "Well,	 old	 Pet,	 and	 how	 is	 your	 little	Darkie?"	 I	 was	 a	 dull	 black,	 so	 he
called	me	Darkie;	then	he	would	give	me	a	piece	of	bread,	which	was	very	good,
and	sometimes	he	brought	a	carrot	for	my	mother.	All	the	horses	would	come	to
him,	but	I	think	we	were	his	favorites.	My	mother	always	took	him	to	the	town
on	a	market	day	in	a	light	gig.
There	 was	 a	 plowboy,	 Dick,	 who	 sometimes	 came	 into	 our	 field	 to	 pluck

blackberries	 from	 the	hedge.	When	he	had	eaten	all	he	wanted	he	would	have
what	 he	 called	 fun	with	 the	 colts,	 throwing	 stones	 and	 sticks	 at	 them	 to	make
them	gallop.	We	did	not	much	mind	him,	for	we	could	gallop	off;	but	sometimes
a	stone	would	hit	and	hurt	us.
One	day	he	was	at	this	game,	and	did	not	know	that	the	master	was	in	the	next

field;	but	he	was	there,	watching	what	was	going	on;	over	the	hedge	he	jumped
in	a	snap,	and	catching	Dick	by	the	arm,	he	gave	him	such	a	box	on	the	ear	as
made	 him	 roar	with	 the	 pain	 and	 surprise.	As	 soon	 as	we	 saw	 the	master	we
trotted	up	nearer	to	see	what	went	on.
"Bad	boy!"	he	said,	"bad	boy!	to	chase	the	colts.	This	is	not	the	first	time,	nor

the	second,	but	it	shall	be	the	last.	There—take	your	money	and	go	home;	I	shall
not	want	you	on	my	farm	again."	So	we	never	saw	Dick	any	more.	Old	Daniel,
the	man	who	 looked	 after	 the	 horses,	was	 just	 as	 gentle	 as	 our	master,	 so	we
were	well	off.



Chapter		2
The	Hunt

Before	 I	 was	 two	 years	 old	 a	 circumstance	 happened	 which	 I	 have	 never
forgotten.	It	was	early	in	the	spring;	there	had	been	a	little	frost	in	the	night,	and
a	light	mist	still	hung	over	the	woods	and	meadows.	I	and	the	other	colts	were
feeding	at	the	lower	part	of	the	field	when	we	heard,	quite	in	the	distance,	what
sounded	like	the	cry	of	dogs.	The	oldest	of	the	colts	raised	his	head,	pricked	his
ears,	and	said,	"There	are	the	hounds!"	and	immediately	cantered	off,	followed
by	 the	 rest	 of	 us	 to	 the	 upper	 part	 of	 the	 field,	where	we	 could	 look	 over	 the
hedge	and	see	several	fields	beyond.	My	mother	and	an	old	riding	horse	of	our
master's	were	also	standing	near,	and	seemed	to	know	all	about	it.
"They	 have	 found	 a	 hare,"	 said	my	mother,	 "and	 if	 they	 come	 this	way	we

shall	see	the	hunt."
And	 soon	 the	 dogs	were	 all	 tearing	 down	 the	 field	 of	 young	wheat	 next	 to

ours.	I	never	heard	such	a	noise	as	they	made.	They	did	not	bark,	nor	howl,	nor
whine,	but	kept	on	a	"yo!	yo,	o,	o!	yo!	yo,	o,	o!"	at	the	top	of	their	voices.	After
them	 came	 a	 number	 of	men	 on	 horseback,	 some	 of	 them	 in	 green	 coats,	 all
galloping	as	fast	as	 they	could.	The	old	horse	snorted	and	 looked	eagerly	after
them,	and	we	young	colts	wanted	to	be	galloping	with	them,	but	they	were	soon
away	into	the	fields	lower	down;	here	it	seemed	as	if	they	had	come	to	a	stand;
the	dogs	left	off	barking,	and	ran	about	every	way	with	their	noses	to	the	ground.
"They	have	lost	the	scent,"	said	the	old	horse;	"perhaps	the	hare	will	get	off."
"What	hare?"	I	said.
"Oh!	I	don't	know	what	hare;	 likely	enough	it	may	be	one	of	our	own	hares

out	of	 the	woods;	 any	hare	 they	can	 find	will	 do	 for	 the	dogs	 and	men	 to	 run
after;"	and	before	long	the	dogs	began	their	"yo!	yo,	o,	o!"	again,	and	back	they
came	altogether	at	full	speed,	making	straight	for	our	meadow	at	the	part	where
the	high	bank	and	hedge	overhang	the	brook.
"Now	we	shall	see	the	hare,"	said	my	mother;	and	just	then	a	hare	wild	with

fright	rushed	by	and	made	for	the	woods.	On	came	the	dogs;	they	burst	over	the
bank,	 leaped	 the	 stream,	 and	 came	 dashing	 across	 the	 field	 followed	 by	 the
huntsmen.	Six	or	eight	men	leaped	their	horses	clean	over,	close	upon	the	dogs.
The	hare	 tried	 to	get	 through	 the	 fence;	 it	was	 too	 thick,	 and	 she	 turned	 sharp
round	to	make	for	the	road,	but	it	was	too	late;	the	dogs	were	upon	her	with	their



wild	 cries;	 we	 heard	 one	 shriek,	 and	 that	 was	 the	 end	 of	 her.	 One	 of	 the
huntsmen	rode	up	and	whipped	off	 the	dogs,	who	would	soon	have	torn	her	to
pieces.	 He	 held	 her	 up	 by	 the	 leg	 torn	 and	 bleeding,	 and	 all	 the	 gentlemen
seemed	well	pleased.
As	for	me,	I	was	so	astonished	that	I	did	not	at	first	see	what	was	going	on	by

the	brook;	but	when	I	did	look	there	was	a	sad	sight;	two	fine	horses	were	down,
one	was	struggling	in	the	stream,	and	the	other	was	groaning	on	the	grass.	One
of	the	riders	was	getting	out	of	the	water	covered	with	mud,	the	other	lay	quite
still.
"His	neck	is	broke,"	said	my	mother.
"And	serve	him	right,	too,"	said	one	of	the	colts.
I	thought	the	same,	but	my	mother	did	not	join	with	us.
"Well,	no,"	she	said,	"you	must	not	say	that;	but	though	I	am	an	old	horse,	and

have	 seen	and	heard	a	great	deal,	 I	never	yet	 could	make	out	why	men	are	 so
fond	of	this	sport;	they	often	hurt	themselves,	often	spoil	good	horses,	and	tear
up	the	fields,	and	all	for	a	hare	or	a	fox,	or	a	stag,	that	they	could	get	more	easily
some	other	way;	but	we	are	only	horses,	and	don't	know."
While	my	mother	was	saying	this	we	stood	and	looked	on.	Many	of	the	riders

had	gone	 to	 the	young	man;	but	my	master,	who	had	been	watching	what	was
going	on,	was	the	first	to	raise	him.	His	head	fell	back	and	his	arms	hung	down,
and	every	one	looked	very	serious.	There	was	no	noise	now;	even	the	dogs	were
quiet,	and	seemed	to	know	that	something	was	wrong.	They	carried	him	to	our
master's	house.	I	heard	afterward	that	it	was	young	George	Gordon,	the	squire's
only	son,	a	fine,	tall	young	man,	and	the	pride	of	his	family.
There	was	now	riding	off	in	all	directions	to	the	doctor's,	to	the	farrier's,	and

no	doubt	to	Squire	Gordon's,	to	let	him	know	about	his	son.	When	Mr.	Bond,	the
farrier,	came	to	look	at	the	black	horse	that	lay	groaning	on	the	grass,	he	felt	him
all	over,	and	shook	his	head;	one	of	his	legs	was	broken.	Then	some	one	ran	to
our	master's	house	and	came	back	with	a	gun;	presently	there	was	a	loud	bang
and	a	dreadful	shriek,	and	then	all	was	still;	the	black	horse	moved	no	more.
My	 mother	 seemed	 much	 troubled;	 she	 said	 she	 had	 known	 that	 horse	 for

years,	and	that	his	name	was	"Rob	Roy";	he	was	a	good	horse,	and	there	was	no
vice	in	him.	She	never	would	go	to	that	part	of	the	field	afterward.
Not	 many	 days	 after	 we	 heard	 the	 church-bell	 tolling	 for	 a	 long	 time,	 and

looking	over	the	gate	we	saw	a	long,	strange	black	coach	that	was	covered	with
black	cloth	and	was	drawn	by	black	horses;	after	that	came	another	and	another
and	another,	and	all	were	black,	while	 the	bell	kept	 tolling,	 tolling.	They	were
carrying	 young	 Gordon	 to	 the	 churchyard	 to	 bury	 him.	 He	 would	 never	 ride
again.	What	they	did	with	Rob	Roy	I	never	knew;	but	'twas	all	for	one	little	hare.



Chapter		3
My	Breaking	In

I	was	now	beginning	to	grow	handsome;	my	coat	had	grown	fine	and	soft,	and
was	bright	black.	I	had	one	white	foot	and	a	pretty	white	star	on	my	forehead.	I
was	thought	very	handsome;	my	master	would	not	sell	me	till	I	was	four	years
old;	he	said	 lads	ought	not	 to	work	 like	men,	and	colts	ought	not	 to	work	 like
horses	till	they	were	quite	grown	up.
When	I	was	four	years	old	Squire	Gordon	came	to	look	at	me.	He	examined

my	eyes,	my	mouth,	and	my	legs;	he	felt	them	all	down;	and	then	I	had	to	walk
and	trot	and	gallop	before	him.	He	seemed	to	like	me,	and	said,	"When	he	has
been	well	broken	in	he	will	do	very	well."	My	master	said	he	would	break	me	in
himself,	as	he	should	not	 like	me	 to	be	 frightened	or	hurt,	and	he	 lost	no	 time
about	it,	for	the	next	day	he	began.
Every	one	may	not	know	what	breaking	 in	 is,	 therefore	 I	will	describe	 it.	 It

means	 to	 teach	a	horse	 to	wear	a	saddle	and	bridle,	and	 to	carry	on	his	back	a
man,	woman	or	child;	 to	go	 just	 the	way	they	wish,	and	 to	go	quietly.	Besides
this	he	has	to	learn	to	wear	a	collar,	a	crupper,	and	a	breeching,	and	to	stand	still
while	 they	 are	put	on;	 then	 to	have	 a	 cart	 or	 a	 chaise	 fixed	behind,	 so	 that	 he
cannot	walk	or	 trot	without	dragging	it	after	him;	and	he	must	go	fast	or	slow,
just	as	his	driver	wishes.	He	must	never	start	at	what	he	sees,	nor	speak	to	other
horses,	 nor	 bite,	 nor	 kick,	 nor	 have	 any	 will	 of	 his	 own;	 but	 always	 do	 his
master's	will,	even	though	he	may	be	very	tired	or	hungry;	but	the	worst	of	all	is,
when	 his	 harness	 is	 once	 on,	 he	 may	 neither	 jump	 for	 joy	 nor	 lie	 down	 for
weariness.	So	you	see	this	breaking	in	is	a	great	thing.
I	had	of	course	long	been	used	to	a	halter	and	a	headstall,	and	to	be	led	about

in	the	fields	and	lanes	quietly,	but	now	I	was	to	have	a	bit	and	bridle;	my	master
gave	me	some	oats	as	usual,	and	after	a	good	deal	of	coaxing	he	got	the	bit	into
my	mouth,	and	the	bridle	fixed,	but	it	was	a	nasty	thing!	Those	who	have	never
had	a	bit	in	their	mouths	cannot	think	how	bad	it	feels;	a	great	piece	of	cold	hard
steel	 as	 thick	 as	 a	man's	 finger	 to	 be	 pushed	 into	 one's	mouth,	 between	 one's
teeth,	 and	 over	 one's	 tongue,	 with	 the	 ends	 coming	 out	 at	 the	 corner	 of	 your
mouth,	 and	 held	 fast	 there	 by	 straps	 over	 your	 head,	 under	 your	 throat,	 round
your	nose,	and	under	your	chin;	so	that	no	way	in	the	world	can	you	get	rid	of
the	nasty	 hard	 thing;	 it	 is	 very	bad!	 yes,	 very	bad!	 at	 least	 I	 thought	 so;	 but	 I



knew	my	mother	always	wore	one	when	she	went	out,	and	all	horses	did	when
they	were	grown	up;	and	so,	what	with	the	nice	oats,	and	what	with	my	master's
pats,	kind	words,	and	gentle	ways,	I	got	to	wear	my	bit	and	bridle.
Next	came	 the	saddle,	but	 that	was	not	half	so	bad;	my	master	put	 it	on	my

back	very	gently,	while	old	Daniel	held	my	head;	he	 then	made	 the	girths	 fast
under	my	body,	patting	and	talking	to	me	all	the	time;	then	I	had	a	few	oats,	then
a	little	leading	about;	and	this	he	did	every	day	till	I	began	to	look	for	the	oats
and	the	saddle.	At	length,	one	morning,	my	master	got	on	my	back	and	rode	me
round	the	meadow	on	the	soft	grass.	It	certainly	did	feel	queer;	but	I	must	say	I
felt	rather	proud	to	carry	my	master,	and	as	he	continued	to	ride	me	a	little	every
day	I	soon	became	accustomed	to	it.
The	next	unpleasant	business	was	putting	on	the	iron	shoes;	that	too	was	very

hard	at	first.	My	master	went	with	me	to	the	smith's	forge,	to	see	that	I	was	not
hurt	 or	 got	 any	 fright.	The	 blacksmith	 took	my	 feet	 in	 his	 hand,	 one	 after	 the
other,	and	cut	away	some	of	the	hoof.	It	did	not	pain	me,	so	I	stood	still	on	three
legs	till	he	had	done	them	all.	Then	he	took	a	piece	of	iron	the	shape	of	my	foot,
and	clapped	it	on,	and	drove	some	nails	through	the	shoe	quite	into	my	hoof,	so
that	the	shoe	was	firmly	on.	My	feet	felt	very	stiff	and	heavy,	but	in	time	I	got
used	to	it.
And	now	having	got	so	far,	my	master	went	on	to	break	me	to	harness;	there

were	more	new	things	to	wear.	First,	a	stiff	heavy	collar	just	on	my	neck,	and	a
bridle	with	great	side-pieces	against	my	eyes	called	blinkers,	and	blinkers	indeed
they	were,	 for	 I	 could	 not	 see	 on	 either	 side,	 but	 only	 straight	 in	 front	 of	me;
next,	 there	was	a	small	saddle	with	a	nasty	stiff	strap	that	went	right	under	my
tail;	 that	was	 the	crupper.	 I	hated	the	crupper;	 to	have	my	long	tail	doubled	up
and	poked	through	that	strap	was	almost	as	bad	as	the	bit.	I	never	felt	more	like
kicking,	but	of	course	I	could	not	kick	such	a	good	master,	and	so	in	time	I	got
used	to	everything,	and	could	do	my	work	as	well	as	my	mother.
I	must	 not	 forget	 to	mention	 one	 part	 of	my	 training,	which	 I	 have	 always

considered	 a	 very	 great	 advantage.	 My	 master	 sent	 me	 for	 a	 fortnight	 to	 a
neighboring	farmer's,	who	had	a	meadow	which	was	skirted	on	one	side	by	the
railway.	Here	were	some	sheep	and	cows,	and	I	was	turned	in	among	them.
I	 shall	never	 forget	 the	 first	 train	 that	 ran	by.	 I	was	 feeding	quietly	near	 the

pales	 which	 separated	 the	 meadow	 from	 the	 railway,	 when	 I	 heard	 a	 strange
sound	 at	 a	 distance,	 and	 before	 I	 knew	 whence	 it	 came—with	 a	 rush	 and	 a
clatter,	and	a	puffing	out	of	smoke—a	long	black	train	of	something	flew	by,	and
was	 gone	 almost	 before	 I	 could	 draw	my	 breath.	 I	 turned	 and	 galloped	 to	 the
further	side	of	the	meadow	as	fast	as	I	could	go,	and	there	I	stood	snorting	with
astonishment	and	fear.	In	the	course	of	the	day	many	other	trains	went	by,	some



more	slowly;	these	drew	up	at	the	station	close	by,	and	sometimes	made	an	awful
shriek	 and	groan	before	 they	 stopped.	 I	 thought	 it	 very	dreadful,	 but	 the	 cows
went	on	eating	very	quietly,	and	hardly	raised	their	heads	as	the	black	frightful
thing	came	puffing	and	grinding	past.
For	the	first	few	days	I	could	not	feed	in	peace;	but	as	I	found	that	this	terrible

creature	never	came	into	the	field,	or	did	me	any	harm,	I	began	to	disregard	it,
and	very	soon	I	cared	as	little	about	the	passing	of	a	train	as	the	cows	and	sheep
did.
Since	then	I	have	seen	many	horses	much	alarmed	and	restive	at	the	sight	or

sound	of	a	steam	engine;	but	thanks	to	my	good	master's	care,	I	am	as	fearless	at
railway	stations	as	in	my	own	stable.
Now	if	any	one	wants	to	break	in	a	young	horse	well,	that	is	the	way.
My	master	often	drove	me	in	double	harness	with	my	mother,	because	she	was

steady	and	could	teach	me	how	to	go	better	than	a	strange	horse.	She	told	me	the
better	I	behaved	the	better	I	should	be	treated,	and	that	it	was	wisest	always	to	do
my	best	 to	please	my	master;	"but,"	said	she,	"there	are	a	great	many	kinds	of
men;	there	are	good	thoughtful	men	like	our	master,	that	any	horse	may	be	proud
to	serve;	and	there	are	bad,	cruel	men,	who	never	ought	to	have	a	horse	or	dog	to
call	their	own.	Besides,	there	are	a	great	many	foolish	men,	vain,	ignorant,	and
careless,	who	never	trouble	themselves	to	think;	these	spoil	more	horses	than	all,
just	for	want	of	sense;	they	don't	mean	it,	but	they	do	it	for	all	that.	I	hope	you
will	 fall	 into	good	hands;	but	a	horse	never	knows	who	may	buy	him,	or	who
may	drive	him;	it	is	all	a	chance	for	us;	but	still	I	say,	do	your	best	wherever	it	is,
and	keep	up	your	good	name."



Chapter		4
Birtwick	Park

At	this	time	I	used	to	stand	in	the	stable	and	my	coat	was	brushed	every	day	till
it	 shone	 like	a	 rook's	wing.	 It	was	early	 in	May,	when	 there	came	a	man	from
Squire	 Gordon's,	 who	 took	 me	 away	 to	 the	 hall.	 My	 master	 said,	 "Good-by,
Darkie;	be	a	good	horse,	and	always	do	your	best."	I	could	not	say	"good-by",	so
I	put	my	nose	into	his	hand;	he	patted	me	kindly,	and	I	left	my	first	home.	As	I
lived	 some	 years	with	 Squire	Gordon,	 I	may	 as	well	 tell	 something	 about	 the
place.
Squire	Gordon's	park	skirted	the	village	of	Birtwick.	It	was	entered	by	a	large

iron	gate,	at	which	stood	the	first	lodge,	and	then	you	trotted	along	on	a	smooth
road	 between	 clumps	 of	 large	 old	 trees;	 then	 another	 lodge	 and	 another	 gate,
which	 brought	 you	 to	 the	 house	 and	 the	 gardens.	 Beyond	 this	 lay	 the	 home
paddock,	 the	old	orchard,	and	the	stables.	There	was	accommodation	for	many
horses	and	carriages;	but	I	need	only	describe	the	stable	into	which	I	was	taken;
this	was	very	roomy,	with	four	good	stalls;	a	large	swinging	window	opened	into
the	yard,	which	made	it	pleasant	and	airy.
The	first	stall	was	a	large	square	one,	shut	in	behind	with	a	wooden	gate;	the

others	were	common	stalls,	good	stalls,	but	not	nearly	so	large;	it	had	a	low	rack
for	hay	and	a	low	manger	for	corn;	it	was	called	a	loose	box,	because	the	horse
that	was	put	into	it	was	not	tied	up,	but	left	loose,	to	do	as	he	liked.	It	is	a	great
thing	to	have	a	loose	box.
Into	this	fine	box	the	groom	put	me;	it	was	clean,	sweet,	and	airy.	I	never	was

in	a	better	box	than	that,	and	the	sides	were	not	so	high	but	that	I	could	see	all
that	went	on	through	the	iron	rails	that	were	at	the	top.
He	gave	me	some	very	nice	oats,	he	patted	me,	spoke	kindly,	and	then	went

away.
When	I	had	eaten	my	corn	 I	 looked	 round.	 In	 the	stall	next	 to	mine	stood	a

little	fat	gray	pony,	with	a	thick	mane	and	tail,	a	very	pretty	head,	and	a	pert	little
nose.
I	put	my	head	up	to	the	iron	rails	at	the	top	of	my	box,	and	said,	"How	do	you

do?	What	is	your	name?"
He	turned	round	as	far	as	his	halter	would	allow,	held	up	his	head,	and	said,

"My	name	 is	Merrylegs.	 I	 am	very	handsome;	 I	 carry	 the	young	 ladies	on	my



back,	and	sometimes	I	take	our	mistress	out	in	the	low	chair.	They	think	a	great
deal	 of	me,	 and	 so	 does	 James.	Are	 you	 going	 to	 live	 next	 door	 to	me	 in	 the
box?"
I	said,	"Yes."
"Well,	 then,"	he	 said,	 "I	hope	you	are	good-tempered;	 I	do	not	 like	any	one

next	door	who	bites."
Just	then	a	horse's	head	looked	over	from	the	stall	beyond;	the	ears	were	laid

back,	and	the	eye	looked	rather	ill-tempered.	This	was	a	tall	chestnut	mare,	with
a	long	handsome	neck.	She	looked	across	to	me	and	said:
"So	it	is	you	who	have	turned	me	out	of	my	box;	it	is	a	very	strange	thing	for	a

colt	like	you	to	come	and	turn	a	lady	out	of	her	own	home."
"I	beg	your	pardon,"	I	said,	"I	have	turned	no	one	out;	the	man	who	brought

me	put	me	here,	and	I	had	nothing	to	do	with	it;	and	as	to	my	being	a	colt,	I	am
turned	four	years	old	and	am	a	grown-up	horse.	I	never	had	words	yet	with	horse
or	mare,	and	it	is	my	wish	to	live	at	peace."
"Well,"	she	said,	"we	shall	see.	Of	course,	I	do	not	want	to	have	words	with	a

young	thing	like	you."	I	said	no	more.
In	the	afternoon,	when	she	went	out,	Merrylegs	told	me	all	about	it.
"The	 thing	 is	 this,"	 said	 Merrylegs.	 "Ginger	 has	 a	 bad	 habit	 of	 biting	 and

snapping;	 that	 is	why	they	call	her	Ginger,	and	when	she	was	in	 the	 loose	box
she	used	to	snap	very	much.	One	day	she	bit	James	in	the	arm	and	made	it	bleed,
and	so	Miss	Flora	and	Miss	Jessie,	who	are	very	fond	of	me,	were	afraid	to	come
into	the	stable.	They	used	to	bring	me	nice	things	to	eat,	an	apple	or	a	carrot,	or	a
piece	 of	 bread,	 but	 after	Ginger	 stood	 in	 that	 box	 they	 dared	 not	 come,	 and	 I
missed	them	very	much.	I	hope	they	will	now	come	again,	if	you	do	not	bite	or
snap."
I	 told	him	I	never	bit	anything	but	grass,	hay,	and	corn,	and	could	not	 think

what	pleasure	Ginger	found	it.
"Well,	 I	don't	 think	she	does	find	pleasure,"	says	Merrylegs;	"it	 is	 just	a	bad

habit;	 she	 says	no	one	was	 ever	kind	 to	her,	 and	why	 should	 she	not	 bite?	Of
course,	it	is	a	very	bad	habit;	but	I	am	sure,	if	all	she	says	be	true,	she	must	have
been	very	ill-used	before	she	came	here.	John	does	all	he	can	to	please	her,	and
James	does	all	he	can,	and	our	master	never	uses	a	whip	if	a	horse	acts	right;	so	I
think	she	might	be	good-tempered	here.	You	see,"	he	said,	with	a	wise	look,	"I
am	twelve	years	old;	I	know	a	great	deal,	and	I	can	tell	you	there	is	not	a	better
place	for	a	horse	all	round	the	country	than	this.	John	is	the	best	groom	that	ever
was;	 he	 has	 been	 here	 fourteen	 years;	 and	 you	 never	 saw	 such	 a	 kind	 boy	 as
James	is;	so	that	it	is	all	Ginger's	own	fault	that	she	did	not	stay	in	that	box."



Chapter		5
A	Fair	Start

The	name	of	the	coachman	was	John	Manly;	he	had	a	wife	and	one	little	child,
and	they	lived	in	the	coachman's	cottage,	very	near	the	stables.
The	next	morning	he	took	me	into	the	yard	and	gave	me	a	good	grooming,	and

just	as	I	was	going	into	my	box,	with	my	coat	soft	and	bright,	the	squire	came	in
to	 look	at	me,	and	seemed	pleased.	 "John,"	he	 said,	 "I	meant	 to	have	 tried	 the
new	horse	 this	morning,	 but	 I	 have	other	 business.	You	may	 as	well	 take	him
around	after	breakfast;	go	by	 the	common	and	the	Highwood,	and	back	by	 the
watermill	and	the	river;	that	will	show	his	paces."
"I	will,	sir,"	said	John.	After	breakfast	he	came	and	fitted	me	with	a	bridle.	He

was	 very	 particular	 in	 letting	 out	 and	 taking	 in	 the	 straps,	 to	 fit	 my	 head
comfortably;	then	he	brought	a	saddle,	but	it	was	not	broad	enough	for	my	back;
he	saw	it	in	a	minute	and	went	for	another,	which	fitted	nicely.	He	rode	me	first
slowly,	then	a	trot,	then	a	canter,	and	when	we	were	on	the	common	he	gave	me
a	light	touch	with	his	whip,	and	we	had	a	splendid	gallop.
"Ho,	ho!	my	boy,"	he	said,	as	he	pulled	me	up,	"you	would	like	to	follow	the

hounds,	I	think."
As	 we	 came	 back	 through	 the	 park	 we	 met	 the	 Squire	 and	 Mrs.	 Gordon

walking;	they	stopped,	and	John	jumped	off.
"Well,	John,	how	does	he	go?"
"First-rate,	sir,"	answered	John;	"he	is	as	fleet	as	a	deer,	and	has	a	fine	spirit

too;	 but	 the	 lightest	 touch	 of	 the	 rein	will	 guide	 him.	Down	 at	 the	 end	 of	 the
common	we	met	one	of	 those	 traveling	carts	hung	all	over	with	baskets,	 rugs,
and	such	 like;	you	know,	sir,	many	horses	will	not	pass	 those	carts	quietly;	he
just	took	a	good	look	at	it,	and	then	went	on	as	quiet	and	pleasant	as	could	be.
They	were	shooting	rabbits	near	the	Highwood,	and	a	gun	went	off	close	by;	he
pulled	up	a	little	and	looked,	but	did	not	stir	a	step	to	right	or	left.	I	just	held	the
rein	steady	and	did	not	hurry	him,	and	it's	my	opinion	he	has	not	been	frightened
or	ill-used	while	he	was	young."
"That's	well,"	said	the	squire,	"I	will	try	him	myself	to-morrow."
The	 next	 day	 I	 was	 brought	 up	 for	 my	master.	 I	 remembered	my	mother's

counsel	and	my	good	old	master's,	and	I	tried	to	do	exactly	what	he	wanted	me
to	do.	I	found	he	was	a	very	good	rider,	and	thoughtful	for	his	horse	too.	When



he	came	home	the	lady	was	at	the	hall	door	as	he	rode	up.
"Well,	my	dear,"	she	said,	"how	do	you	like	him?"
"He	is	exactly	what	John	said,"	he	replied;	"a	pleasanter	creature	I	never	wish

to	mount.	What	shall	we	call	him?"
"Would	you	like	Ebony?"	said	she;	"he	is	as	black	as	ebony."
"No,	not	Ebony."
"Will	you	call	him	Blackbird,	like	your	uncle's	old	horse?"
"No,	he	is	far	handsomer	than	old	Blackbird	ever	was."
"Yes,"	she	said,	"he	 is	 really	quite	a	beauty,	and	he	has	such	a	sweet,	good-

tempered	face,	and	such	a	fine,	intelligent	eye—what	do	you	say	to	calling	him
Black	Beauty?"
"Black	Beauty—why,	yes,	I	think	that	is	a	very	good	name.	If	you	like	it	shall

be	his	name;"	and	so	it	was.
When	 John	went	 into	 the	 stable	 he	 told	 James	 that	master	 and	mistress	 had

chosen	 a	 good,	 sensible	 English	 name	 for	me,	 that	meant	 something;	 not	 like
Marengo,	or	Pegasus,	or	Abdallah.	They	both	laughed,	and	James	said,	"If	it	was
not	 for	bringing	back	 the	past,	 I	 should	have	named	him	Rob	Roy,	 for	 I	never
saw	two	horses	more	alike."
"That's	 no	 wonder,"	 said	 John;	 "didn't	 you	 know	 that	 Farmer	 Grey's	 old

Duchess	was	the	mother	of	them	both?"
I	 had	never	 heard	 that	 before;	 and	 so	 poor	Rob	Roy	who	was	killed	 at	 that

hunt	was	my	brother!	I	did	not	wonder	that	my	mother	was	so	troubled.	It	seems
that	horses	have	no	relations;	at	least	they	never	know	each	other	after	they	are
sold.
John	seemed	very	proud	of	me;	he	used	to	make	my	mane	and	tail	almost	as

smooth	as	a	lady's	hair,	and	he	would	talk	to	me	a	great	deal;	of	course	I	did	not
understand	all	he	said,	but	I	learned	more	and	more	to	know	what	he	meant,	and
what	he	wanted	me	to	do.	I	grew	very	fond	of	him,	he	was	so	gentle	and	kind;	he
seemed	 to	know	 just	how	a	horse	 feels,	 and	when	he	cleaned	me	he	knew	 the
tender	 places	 and	 the	 ticklish	 places;	 when	 he	 brushed	 my	 head	 he	 went	 as
carefully	 over	my	 eyes	 as	 if	 they	were	 his	 own,	 and	 never	 stirred	 up	 any	 ill-
temper.
James	Howard,	the	stable	boy,	was	just	as	gentle	and	pleasant	in	his	way,	so	I

thought	myself	well	off.	There	was	another	man	who	helped	in	the	yard,	but	he
had	very	little	to	do	with	Ginger	and	me.
A	few	days	after	this	I	had	to	go	out	with	Ginger	in	the	carriage.	I	wondered

how	we	should	get	on	together;	but	except	laying	her	ears	back	when	I	was	led
up	 to	 her,	 she	 behaved	 very	well.	 She	 did	 her	work	 honestly,	 and	 did	 her	 full
share,	 and	 I	 never	 wish	 to	 have	 a	 better	 partner	 in	 double	 harness.	When	we



came	to	a	hill,	instead	of	slackening	her	pace,	she	would	throw	her	weight	right
into	the	collar,	and	pull	away	straight	up.	We	had	both	the	same	sort	of	courage
at	our	work,	and	John	had	oftener	to	hold	us	in	than	to	urge	us	forward;	he	never
had	to	use	the	whip	with	either	of	us;	then	our	paces	were	much	the	same,	and	I
found	it	very	easy	to	keep	step	with	her	when	trotting,	which	made	it	pleasant,
and	master	always	 liked	 it	when	we	kept	 step	well,	 and	so	did	 John.	After	we
had	been	out	 two	or	 three	 times	 together	we	grew	quite	 friendly	 and	 sociable,
which	made	me	feel	very	much	at	home.
As	for	Merrylegs,	he	and	I	soon	became	great	friends;	he	was	such	a	cheerful,

plucky,	good-tempered	 little	 fellow	 that	 he	was	 a	 favorite	with	 every	one,	 and
especially	with	Miss	Jessie	and	Flora,	who	used	to	ride	him	about	in	the	orchard,
and	have	fine	games	with	him	and	their	little	dog	Frisky.
Our	master	had	two	other	horses	that	stood	in	another	stable.	One	was	Justice,

a	roan	cob,	used	for	riding	or	for	the	luggage	cart;	 the	other	was	an	old	brown
hunter,	named	Sir	Oliver;	he	was	past	work	now,	but	was	a	great	favorite	with
the	master,	who	 gave	 him	 the	 run	 of	 the	 park;	 he	 sometimes	 did	 a	 little	 light
carting	on	the	estate,	or	carried	one	of	the	young	ladies	when	they	rode	out	with
their	father,	for	he	was	very	gentle	and	could	be	trusted	with	a	child	as	well	as
Merrylegs.	 The	 cob	 was	 a	 strong,	 well-made,	 good-tempered	 horse,	 and	 we
sometimes	 had	 a	 little	 chat	 in	 the	 paddock,	 but	 of	 course	 I	 could	 not	 be	 so
intimate	with	him	as	with	Ginger,	who	stood	in	the	same	stable.



Chapter		6
Liberty

I	was	quite	happy	in	my	new	place,	and	if	 there	was	one	thing	that	I	missed	it
must	not	be	 thought	I	was	discontented;	all	who	had	to	do	with	me	were	good
and	I	had	a	light	airy	stable	and	the	best	of	food.	What	more	could	I	want?	Why,
liberty!	For	three	years	and	a	half	of	my	life	I	had	had	all	the	liberty	I	could	wish
for;	but	now,	week	after	week,	month	after	month,	and	no	doubt	year	after	year,	I
must	 stand	up	 in	 a	 stable	night	 and	day	 except	when	 I	 am	wanted,	 and	 then	 I
must	be	just	as	steady	and	quiet	as	any	old	horse	who	has	worked	twenty	years.
Straps	here	and	straps	there,	a	bit	in	my	mouth,	and	blinkers	over	my	eyes.	Now,
I	 am	not	 complaining,	 for	 I	know	 it	must	be	 so.	 I	only	mean	 to	 say	 that	 for	 a
young	horse	full	of	strength	and	spirits,	who	has	been	used	to	some	large	field	or
plain	where	he	can	fling	up	his	head	and	toss	up	his	tail	and	gallop	away	at	full
speed,	then	round	and	back	again	with	a	snort	to	his	companions—I	say	it	is	hard
never	to	have	a	bit	more	liberty	to	do	as	you	like.	Sometimes,	when	I	have	had
less	exercise	than	usual,	I	have	felt	so	full	of	life	and	spring	that	when	John	has
taken	 me	 out	 to	 exercise	 I	 really	 could	 not	 keep	 quiet;	 do	 what	 I	 would,	 it
seemed	as	if	I	must	jump,	or	dance,	or	prance,	and	many	a	good	shake	I	know	I
must	have	given	him,	especially	at	the	first;	but	he	was	always	good	and	patient.
"Steady,	steady,	my	boy,"	he	would	say;	"wait	a	bit,	and	we	will	have	a	good

swing,	and	soon	get	the	tickle	out	of	your	feet."	Then	as	soon	as	we	were	out	of
the	village,	he	would	give	me	a	few	miles	at	a	spanking	trot,	and	then	bring	me
back	 as	 fresh	 as	 before,	 only	 clear	 of	 the	 fidgets,	 as	 he	 called	 them.	 Spirited
horses,	when	not	enough	exercised,	are	often	called	skittish,	when	it	is	only	play;
and	some	grooms	will	punish	 them,	but	our	John	did	not;	he	knew	it	was	only
high	spirits.	Still,	he	had	his	own	ways	of	making	me	understand	by	the	tone	of
his	voice	or	the	touch	of	the	rein.	If	he	was	very	serious	and	quite	determined,	I
always	knew	 it	 by	his	 voice,	 and	 that	 had	more	power	with	me	 than	 anything
else,	for	I	was	very	fond	of	him.
I	ought	to	say	that	sometimes	we	had	our	liberty	for	a	few	hours;	this	used	to

be	 on	 fine	 Sundays	 in	 the	 summer-time.	 The	 carriage	 never	 went	 out	 on
Sundays,	because	the	church	was	not	far	off.
It	was	a	great	 treat	 to	us	 to	be	 turned	out	 into	 the	home	paddock	or	 the	old

orchard;	 the	 grass	 was	 so	 cool	 and	 soft	 to	 our	 feet,	 the	 air	 so	 sweet,	 and	 the



freedom	to	do	as	we	liked	was	so	pleasant—to	gallop,	to	lie	down,	and	roll	over
on	 our	 backs,	 or	 to	 nibble	 the	 sweet	 grass.	 Then	 it	 was	 a	 very	 good	 time	 for
talking,	as	we	stood	together	under	the	shade	of	the	large	chestnut	tree.



Chapter		7
Ginger

One	day	when	Ginger	 and	 I	were	 standing	 alone	 in	 the	 shade,	we	had	 a	great
deal	of	talk;	she	wanted	to	know	all	about	my	bringing	up	and	breaking	in,	and	I
told	her.
"Well,"	said	she,	"if	 I	had	had	your	bringing	up	I	might	have	had	as	good	a

temper	as	you,	but	now	I	don't	believe	I	ever	shall."
"Why	not?"	I	said.
"Because	it	has	been	all	so	different	with	me,"	she	replied.	"I	never	had	any

one,	horse	or	man,	that	was	kind	to	me,	or	that	I	cared	to	please,	for	in	the	first
place	I	was	taken	from	my	mother	as	soon	as	I	was	weaned,	and	put	with	a	lot	of
other	 young	 colts;	 none	 of	 them	 cared	 for	me,	 and	 I	 cared	 for	 none	 of	 them.
There	was	no	kind	master	like	yours	to	look	after	me,	and	talk	to	me,	and	bring
me	nice	things	to	eat.	The	man	that	had	the	care	of	us	never	gave	me	a	kind	word
in	my	life.	I	do	not	mean	that	he	ill-used	me,	but	he	did	not	care	for	us	one	bit
further	than	to	see	that	we	had	plenty	to	eat,	and	shelter	in	the	winter.	A	footpath
ran	through	our	field,	and	very	often	the	great	boys	passing	through	would	fling
stones	to	make	us	gallop.	I	was	never	hit,	but	one	fine	young	colt	was	badly	cut
in	 the	 face,	 and	 I	 should	 think	 it	would	be	a	 scar	 for	 life.	We	did	not	 care	 for
them,	but	 of	 course	 it	made	us	more	wild,	 and	we	 settled	 it	 in	 our	minds	 that
boys	were	our	enemies.	We	had	very	good	fun	in	the	free	meadows,	galloping	up
and	down	and	chasing	each	other	round	and	round	the	field;	 then	standing	still
under	 the	 shade	of	 the	 trees.	But	when	 it	 came	 to	 breaking	 in,	 that	was	 a	 bad
time	for	me;	several	men	came	to	catch	me,	and	when	at	last	they	closed	me	in	at
one	corner	of	the	field,	one	caught	me	by	the	forelock,	another	caught	me	by	the
nose	and	held	 it	 so	 tight	 I	could	hardly	draw	my	breath;	 then	another	 took	my
under	jaw	in	his	hard	hand	and	wrenched	my	mouth	open,	and	so	by	force	they
got	on	the	halter	and	the	bar	into	my	mouth;	then	one	dragged	me	along	by	the
halter,	another	flogging	behind,	and	this	was	the	first	experience	I	had	of	men's
kindness;	 it	was	 all	 force.	 They	 did	 not	 give	me	 a	 chance	 to	 know	what	 they
wanted.	 I	was	high	bred	 and	had	 a	great	 deal	 of	 spirit,	 and	was	very	wild,	 no
doubt,	and	gave	them,	I	dare	say,	plenty	of	trouble,	but	then	it	was	dreadful	to	be
shut	up	 in	 a	 stall	 day	after	day	 instead	of	having	my	 liberty,	 and	 I	 fretted	 and
pined	 and	wanted	 to	 get	 loose.	 You	 know	 yourself	 it's	 bad	 enough	when	 you



have	a	kind	master	and	plenty	of	coaxing,	but	there	was	nothing	of	that	sort	for
me.
"There	was	one—the	old	master,	Mr.	Ryder—who,	 I	 think,	could	soon	have

brought	me	round,	and	could	have	done	anything	with	me;	but	he	had	given	up
all	the	hard	part	of	the	trade	to	his	son	and	to	another	experienced	man,	and	he
only	came	at	times	to	oversee.	His	son	was	a	strong,	tall,	bold	man;	they	called
him	Samson,	 and	he	 used	 to	 boast	 that	 he	 had	never	 found	 a	 horse	 that	 could
throw	him.	There	was	no	gentleness	in	him,	as	there	was	in	his	father,	but	only
hardness,	a	hard	voice,	a	hard	eye,	a	hard	hand;	and	I	felt	from	the	first	that	what
he	wanted	was	 to	wear	all	 the	spirit	out	of	me,	and	 just	make	me	 into	a	quiet,
humble,	obedient	piece	of	horseflesh.	'Horseflesh'!	Yes,	that	is	all	that	he	thought
about,"	 and	 Ginger	 stamped	 her	 foot	 as	 if	 the	 very	 thought	 of	 him	made	 her
angry.	Then	she	went	on:
"If	 I	did	not	do	exactly	what	he	wanted	he	would	get	put	out,	and	make	me

run	round	with	that	long	rein	in	the	training	field	till	he	had	tired	me	out.	I	think
he	drank	a	good	deal,	and	I	am	quite	sure	that	the	oftener	he	drank	the	worse	it
was	for	me.	One	day	he	had	worked	me	hard	in	every	way	he	could,	and	when	I
lay	down	I	was	tired,	and	miserable,	and	angry;	it	all	seemed	so	hard.	The	next
morning	he	came	 for	me	early,	 and	 ran	me	 round	again	 for	 a	 long	 time.	 I	had
scarcely	had	an	hour's	rest,	when	he	came	again	for	me	with	a	saddle	and	bridle
and	a	new	kind	of	bit.	 I	could	never	quite	 tell	how	it	came	about;	he	had	only
just	mounted	me	on	 the	 training	ground,	when	something	 I	did	put	him	out	of
temper,	and	he	chucked	me	hard	with	the	rein.	The	new	bit	was	very	painful,	and
I	reared	up	suddenly,	which	angered	him	still	more,	and	he	began	to	flog	me.	I
felt	my	whole	spirit	set	against	him,	and	I	began	to	kick,	and	plunge,	and	rear	as
I	had	never	done	before,	and	we	had	a	regular	fight;	for	a	long	time	he	stuck	to
the	saddle	and	punished	me	cruelly	with	his	whip	and	spurs,	but	my	blood	was
thoroughly	up,	and	I	cared	for	nothing	he	could	do	if	only	I	could	get	him	off.	At
last	after	a	terrible	struggle	I	threw	him	off	backward.	I	heard	him	fall	heavily	on
the	 turf,	and	without	 looking	behind	me,	 I	galloped	off	 to	 the	other	end	of	 the
field;	there	I	turned	round	and	saw	my	persecutor	slowly	rising	from	the	ground
and	 going	 into	 the	 stable.	 I	 stood	 under	 an	 oak	 tree	 and	watched,	 but	 no	 one
came	to	catch	me.	The	time	went	on,	and	the	sun	was	very	hot;	the	flies	swarmed
round	me	and	settled	on	my	bleeding	flanks	where	 the	spurs	had	dug	 in.	 I	 felt
hungry,	 for	 I	 had	not	 eaten	 since	 the	early	morning,	but	 there	was	not	 enough
grass	in	that	meadow	for	a	goose	to	live	on.	I	wanted	to	lie	down	and	rest,	but
with	 the	 saddle	 strapped	 tightly	 on	 there	was	no	 comfort,	 and	 there	was	not	 a
drop	of	water	 to	drink.	The	afternoon	wore	on,	and	 the	sun	got	 low.	 I	 saw	 the
other	colts	led	in,	and	I	knew	they	were	having	a	good	feed.



"At	last,	just	as	the	sun	went	down,	I	saw	the	old	master	come	out	with	a	sieve
in	his	hand.	He	was	a	very	fine	old	gentleman	with	quite	white	hair,	but	his	voice
was	what	I	should	know	him	by	among	a	thousand.	It	was	not	high,	nor	yet	low,
but	 full,	 and	 clear,	 and	 kind,	 and	 when	 he	 gave	 orders	 it	 was	 so	 steady	 and
decided	 that	 every	 one	 knew,	 both	 horses	 and	 men,	 that	 he	 expected	 to	 be
obeyed.	He	came	quietly	along,	now	and	then	shaking	the	oats	about	that	he	had
in	the	sieve,	and	speaking	cheerfully	and	gently	to	me:	'Come	along,	lassie,	come
along,	lassie;	come	along,	come	along.'	I	stood	still	and	let	him	come	up;	he	held
the	oats	to	me,	and	I	began	to	eat	without	fear;	his	voice	took	all	my	fear	away.
He	stood	by,	patting	and	stroking	me	while	I	was	eating,	and	seeing	the	clots	of
blood	on	my	side	he	seemed	very	vexed.	 'Poor	 lassie!	 it	was	a	bad	business,	a
bad	business;'	 then	he	quietly	took	the	rein	and	led	me	to	the	stable;	just	at	the
door	stood	Samson.	 I	 laid	my	ears	back	and	snapped	at	him.	 'Stand	back,'	said
the	master,	'and	keep	out	of	her	way;	you've	done	a	bad	day's	work	for	this	filly.'
He	 growled	 out	 something	 about	 a	 vicious	 brute.	 'Hark	 ye,'	 said	 the	 father,	 'a
bad-tempered	man	will	never	make	a	good-tempered	horse.	You've	not	 learned
your	 trade	yet,	Samson.'	Then	he	 led	me	 into	my	box,	 took	off	 the	 saddle	and
bridle	with	 his	 own	 hands,	 and	 tied	me	 up;	 then	 he	 called	 for	 a	 pail	 of	warm
water	and	a	sponge,	took	off	his	coat,	and	while	the	stable-man	held	the	pail,	he
sponged	my	sides	a	good	while,	so	 tenderly	 that	 I	was	sure	he	knew	how	sore
and	bruised	they	were.	'Whoa!	my	pretty	one,'	he	said,	'stand	still,	stand	still.'	His
very	voice	did	me	good,	and	the	bathing	was	very	comfortable.	The	skin	was	so
broken	at	the	corners	of	my	mouth	that	I	could	not	eat	the	hay,	the	stalks	hurt	me.
He	 looked	closely	at	 it,	 shook	his	head,	and	 told	 the	man	 to	 fetch	a	good	bran
mash	 and	 put	 some	 meal	 into	 it.	 How	 good	 that	 mash	 was!	 and	 so	 soft	 and
healing	 to	my	mouth.	He	 stood	 by	 all	 the	 time	 I	was	 eating,	 stroking	me	 and
talking	to	the	man.	'If	a	high-mettled	creature	like	this,'	said	he,	'can't	be	broken
by	fair	means,	she	will	never	be	good	for	anything.'
"After	that	he	often	came	to	see	me,	and	when	my	mouth	was	healed	the	other

breaker,	Job,	they	called	him,	went	on	training	me;	he	was	steady	and	thoughtful,
and	I	soon	learned	what	he	wanted."



Chapter		8
Ginger's	Story	Continued

The	next	time	that	Ginger	and	I	were	together	in	the	paddock	she	told	me	about
her	first	place.
"After	my	breaking	in,"	she	said,	"I	was	bought	by	a	dealer	to	match	another

chestnut	horse.	For	some	weeks	he	drove	us	together,	and	then	we	were	sold	to	a
fashionable	 gentleman,	 and	were	 sent	 up	 to	London.	 I	 had	been	driven	with	 a
check-rein	by	the	dealer,	and	I	hated	it	worse	than	anything	else;	but	in	this	place
we	 were	 reined	 far	 tighter,	 the	 coachman	 and	 his	 master	 thinking	 we	 looked
more	 stylish	 so.	We	were	often	driven	about	 in	 the	park	and	other	 fashionable
places.	You	who	never	had	a	check-rein	on	don't	know	what	it	is,	but	I	can	tell
you	it	is	dreadful.
"I	like	to	toss	my	head	about	and	hold	it	as	high	as	any	horse;	but	fancy	now

yourself,	if	you	tossed	your	head	up	high	and	were	obliged	to	hold	it	there,	and
that	for	hours	together,	not	able	to	move	it	at	all,	except	with	a	jerk	still	higher,
your	neck	aching	till	you	did	not	know	how	to	bear	it.	Besides	that,	to	have	two
bits	 instead	of	one—and	mine	was	a	sharp	one,	 it	hurt	my	tongue	and	my	jaw,
and	the	blood	from	my	tongue	colored	the	froth	that	kept	flying	from	my	lips	as	I
chafed	and	fretted	at	the	bits	and	rein.	It	was	worst	when	we	had	to	stand	by	the
hour	 waiting	 for	 our	 mistress	 at	 some	 grand	 party	 or	 entertainment,	 and	 if	 I
fretted	or	stamped	with	impatience	the	whip	was	laid	on.	It	was	enough	to	drive
one	mad."
"Did	not	your	master	take	any	thought	for	you?"	I	said.
"No,"	said	she,	"he	only	cared	to	have	a	stylish	turnout,	as	they	call	it;	I	think

he	knew	very	little	about	horses;	he	left	that	to	his	coachman,	who	told	him	I	had
an	 irritable	 temper!	 that	 I	 had	 not	 been	 well	 broken	 to	 the	 check-rein,	 but	 I
should	soon	get	used	to	it;	but	he	was	not	the	man	to	do	it,	for	when	I	was	in	the
stable,	miserable	and	angry,	instead	of	being	smoothed	and	quieted	by	kindness,
I	got	only	a	surly	word	or	a	blow.	If	he	had	been	civil	I	would	have	tried	to	bear
it.	 I	was	willing	 to	work,	 and	 ready	 to	work	hard	 too;	but	 to	be	 tormented	 for
nothing	but	their	fancies	angered	me.	What	right	had	they	to	make	me	suffer	like
that?	Besides	the	soreness	in	my	mouth,	and	the	pain	in	my	neck,	it	always	made
my	windpipe	 feel	 bad,	 and	 if	 I	 had	 stopped	 there	 long	 I	 know	 it	 would	 have
spoiled	my	breathing;	but	 I	grew	more	and	more	 restless	 and	 irritable,	 I	 could



not	help	it;	and	I	began	to	snap	and	kick	when	any	one	came	to	harness	me;	for
this	 the	 groom	 beat	 me,	 and	 one	 day,	 as	 they	 had	 just	 buckled	 us	 into	 the
carriage,	 and	were	 straining	my	head	up	with	 that	 rein,	 I	 began	 to	plunge	 and
kick	with	all	my	might.	I	soon	broke	a	lot	of	harness,	and	kicked	myself	clear;	so
that	was	an	end	of	that	place.
"After	 this	 I	 was	 sent	 to	 Tattersall's	 to	 be	 sold;	 of	 course	 I	 could	 not	 be

warranted	 free	 from	 vice,	 so	 nothing	 was	 said	 about	 that.	 My	 handsome
appearance	and	good	paces	soon	brought	a	gentleman	to	bid	for	me,	and	I	was
bought	by	another	dealer;	he	tried	me	in	all	kinds	of	ways	and	with	different	bits,
and	he	soon	found	out	what	I	could	not	bear.	At	last	he	drove	me	quite	without	a
check-rein,	 and	 then	 sold	me	 as	 a	 perfectly	 quiet	 horse	 to	 a	 gentleman	 in	 the
country;	he	was	a	good	master,	and	I	was	getting	on	very	well,	but	his	old	groom
left	him	and	a	new	one	came.	This	man	was	as	hard-tempered	and	hard-handed
as	Samson;	he	always	spoke	in	a	rough,	impatient	voice,	and	if	I	did	not	move	in
the	stall	 the	moment	he	wanted	me,	he	would	hit	me	above	 the	hocks	with	his
stable	broom	or	 the	 fork,	whichever	he	might	have	 in	his	hand.	Everything	he
did	was	rough,	and	I	began	to	hate	him;	he	wanted	to	make	me	afraid	of	him,	but
I	was	too	high-mettled	for	 that,	and	one	day	when	he	had	aggravated	me	more
than	usual	I	bit	him,	which	of	course	put	him	in	a	great	rage,	and	he	began	to	hit
me	about	the	head	with	a	riding	whip.	After	that	he	never	dared	to	come	into	my
stall	again;	either	my	heels	or	my	teeth	were	ready	for	him,	and	he	knew	it.	I	was
quite	quiet	with	my	master,	but	of	course	he	listened	to	what	the	man	said,	and
so	I	was	sold	again.
"The	same	dealer	heard	of	me,	and	said	he	thought	he	knew	one	place	where	I

should	do	well.	 ''Twas	a	pity,'	 he	 said,	 'that	 such	a	 fine	horse	 should	go	 to	 the
bad,	for	want	of	a	real	good	chance,'	and	the	end	of	it	was	that	I	came	here	not
long	before	you	did;	but	I	had	then	made	up	my	mind	that	men	were	my	natural
enemies	and	 that	 I	must	defend	myself.	Of	course	 it	 is	very	different	here,	but
who	knows	how	long	it	will	last?	I	wish	I	could	think	about	things	as	you	do;	but
I	can't,	after	all	I	have	gone	through."
"Well,"	 I	 said,	 "I	 think	 it	would	be	a	 real	 shame	 if	you	were	 to	bite	or	kick

John	or	James."
"I	don't	mean	to,"	she	said,	"while	they	are	good	to	me.	I	did	bite	James	once

pretty	sharp,	but	John	said,	'Try	her	with	kindness,'	and	instead	of	punishing	me
as	I	expected,	James	came	to	me	with	his	arm	bound	up,	and	brought	me	a	bran
mash	and	stroked	me;	and	I	have	never	snapped	at	him	since,	and	I	won't	either."
I	was	 sorry	 for	Ginger,	 but	 of	 course	 I	 knew	very	 little	 then,	 and	 I	 thought

most	likely	she	made	the	worst	of	it;	however,	I	found	that	as	the	weeks	went	on
she	grew	much	more	gentle	and	cheerful,	and	had	lost	the	watchful,	defiant	look



that	 she	 used	 to	 turn	 on	 any	 strange	 person	who	 came	 near	 her;	 and	 one	 day
James	 said,	 "I	 do	 believe	 that	mare	 is	 getting	 fond	 of	me,	 she	 quite	whinnied
after	me	this	morning	when	I	had	been	rubbing	her	forehead."
"Ay,	ay,	 Jim,	 'tis	 'the	Birtwick	balls',"	 said	John,	"she'll	be	as	good	as	Black

Beauty	 by	 and	 by;	 kindness	 is	 all	 the	 physic	 she	 wants,	 poor	 thing!"	Master
noticed	the	change,	too,	and	one	day	when	he	got	out	of	the	carriage	and	came	to
speak	to	us,	as	he	often	did,	he	stroked	her	beautiful	neck.	"Well,	my	pretty	one,
well,	how	do	things	go	with	you	now?	You	are	a	good	bit	happier	than	when	you
came	to	us,	I	think."
She	 put	 her	 nose	 up	 to	 him	 in	 a	 friendly,	 trustful	 way,	 while	 he	 rubbed	 it

gently.
"We	shall	make	a	cure	of	her,	John,"	he	said.
"Yes,	 sir,	 she's	 wonderfully	 improved;	 she's	 not	 the	 same	 creature	 that	 she

was;	it's	'the	Birtwick	balls',	sir,"	said	John,	laughing.
This	was	a	 little	 joke	of	 John's;	he	used	 to	 say	 that	 a	 regular	 course	of	 "the

Birtwick	horseballs"	would	cure	almost	any	vicious	horse;	 these	balls,	he	said,
were	made	 up	 of	 patience	 and	 gentleness,	 firmness	 and	 petting,	 one	 pound	 of
each	to	be	mixed	up	with	half	a	pint	of	common	sense,	and	given	to	 the	horse
every	day.



Chapter		9
Merrylegs

Mr.	Blomefield,	the	vicar,	had	a	large	family	of	boys	and	girls;	sometimes	they
used	to	come	and	play	with	Miss	Jessie	and	Flora.	One	of	the	girls	was	as	old	as
Miss	Jessie;	two	of	the	boys	were	older,	and	there	were	several	little	ones.	When
they	came	there	was	plenty	of	work	for	Merrylegs,	for	nothing	pleased	them	so
much	as	getting	on	him	by	 turns	 and	 riding	him	all	 about	 the	orchard	 and	 the
home	paddock,	and	this	they	would	do	by	the	hour	together.
One	 afternoon	 he	 had	 been	 out	 with	 them	 a	 long	 time,	 and	 when	 James

brought	him	in	and	put	on	his	halter	he	said:
"There,	 you	 rogue,	 mind	 how	 you	 behave	 yourself,	 or	 we	 shall	 get	 into

trouble."
"What	have	you	been	doing,	Merrylegs?"	I	asked.
"Oh!"	 said	 he,	 tossing	his	 little	 head,	 "I	 have	only	 been	giving	 those	 young

people	a	lesson;	they	did	not	know	when	they	had	had	enough,	nor	when	I	had
had	enough,	 so	 I	 just	pitched	 them	off	backward;	 that	was	 the	only	 thing	 they
could	understand."
"What!"	 said	 I,	 "you	 threw	 the	 children	 off?	 I	 thought	 you	 did	 know	better

than	that!	Did	you	throw	Miss	Jessie	or	Miss	Flora?"
He	looked	very	much	offended,	and	said:
"Of	course	not;	I	would	not	do	such	a	 thing	for	 the	best	oats	 that	ever	came

into	the	stable;	why,	I	am	as	careful	of	our	young	ladies	as	the	master	could	be,
and	 as	 for	 the	 little	 ones	 it	 is	 I	 who	 teach	 them	 to	 ride.	 When	 they	 seem
frightened	or	 a	 little	 unsteady	on	my	back	 I	 go	 as	 smooth	 and	 as	 quiet	 as	 old
pussy	when	she	is	after	a	bird;	and	when	they	are	all	right	I	go	on	again	faster,
you	see,	just	to	use	them	to	it;	so	don't	you	trouble	yourself	preaching	to	me;	I
am	the	best	friend	and	the	best	riding-master	those	children	have.	It	is	not	them,
it	is	the	boys;	boys,"	said	he,	shaking	his	mane,	"are	quite	different;	they	must	be
broken	in	as	we	were	broken	in	when	we	were	colts,	and	just	be	 taught	what's
what.	The	other	children	had	ridden	me	about	for	nearly	two	hours,	and	then	the
boys	 thought	 it	was	 their	 turn,	 and	 so	 it	was,	 and	 I	was	quite	 agreeable.	They
rode	me	 by	 turns,	 and	 I	 galloped	 them	 about,	 up	 and	 down	 the	 fields	 and	 all
about	 the	orchard,	for	a	good	hour.	They	had	each	cut	a	great	hazel	stick	for	a
riding-whip,	and	laid	it	on	a	little	too	hard;	but	I	took	it	in	good	part,	till	at	last	I



thought	we	had	had	enough,	so	I	stopped	 two	or	 three	 times	by	way	of	a	hint.
Boys,	 you	 see,	 think	 a	 horse	 or	 pony	 is	 like	 a	 steam-engine	 or	 a	 thrashing-
machine,	and	can	go	on	as	long	and	as	fast	as	they	please;	they	never	think	that	a
pony	can	get	 tired,	or	have	any	 feelings;	 so	 as	 the	one	who	was	whipping	me
could	not	understand	I	just	rose	up	on	my	hind	legs	and	let	him	slip	off	behind—
that	was	all.	He	mounted	me	again,	and	I	did	the	same.	Then	the	other	boy	got
up,	and	as	soon	as	he	began	to	use	his	stick	I	laid	him	on	the	grass,	and	so	on,	till
they	were	 able	 to	understand—that	was	 all.	They	 are	not	 bad	boys;	 they	don't
wish	to	be	cruel.	I	like	them	very	well;	but	you	see	I	had	to	give	them	a	lesson.
When	they	brought	me	to	James	and	told	him	I	think	he	was	very	angry	to	see
such	big	 sticks.	He	 said	 they	were	only	 fit	 for	 drovers	 or	 gypsies,	 and	not	 for
young	gentlemen."
"If	I	had	been	you,"	said	Ginger,	"I	would	have	given	those	boys	a	good	kick,

and	that	would	have	given	them	a	lesson."
"No	doubt	you	would,"	said	Merrylegs;	"but	 then	I	am	not	quite	such	a	fool

(begging	your	 pardon)	 as	 to	 anger	 our	master	 or	make	 James	 ashamed	of	me.
Besides,	those	children	are	under	my	charge	when	they	are	riding;	I	tell	you	they
are	 intrusted	 to	 me.	Why,	 only	 the	 other	 day	 I	 heard	 our	 master	 say	 to	Mrs.
Blomefield,	 'My	dear	madam,	you	need	not	be	anxious	about	 the	children;	my
old	Merrylegs	will	take	as	much	care	of	them	as	you	or	I	could;	I	assure	you	I
would	not	 sell	 that	pony	 for	 any	money,	he	 is	 so	perfectly	good-tempered	and
trustworthy;'	and	do	you	think	I	am	such	an	ungrateful	brute	as	to	forget	all	the
kind	treatment	I	have	had	here	for	five	years,	and	all	the	trust	they	place	in	me,
and	turn	vicious	because	a	couple	of	ignorant	boys	used	me	badly?	No,	no!	you
never	had	a	good	place	where	they	were	kind	to	you,	and	so	you	don't	know,	and
I'm	sorry	for	you;	but	I	can	tell	you	good	places	make	good	horses.	I	wouldn't
vex	our	people	for	anything;	I	 love	them,	I	do,"	said	Merrylegs,	and	he	gave	a
low	 "ho,	 ho,	 ho!"	 through	 his	 nose,	 as	 he	 used	 to	 do	 in	 the	morning	when	 he
heard	James'	footstep	at	the	door.
"Besides,"	he	went	on,	"if	I	took	to	kicking	where	should	I	be?	Why,	sold	off

in	 a	 jiffy,	 and	 no	 character,	 and	 I	 might	 find	 myself	 slaved	 about	 under	 a
butcher's	boy,	or	worked	to	death	at	some	seaside	place	where	no	one	cared	for
me,	except	to	find	out	how	fast	I	could	go,	or	be	flogged	along	in	some	cart	with
three	or	four	great	men	in	it	going	out	for	a	Sunday	spree,	as	I	have	often	seen	in
the	place	I	lived	in	before	I	came	here;	no,"	said	he,	shaking	his	head,	"I	hope	I
shall	never	come	to	that."



Chapter		10	
A	Talk	in	the	Orchard

Ginger	and	I	were	not	of	 the	regular	 tall	carriage	horse	breed,	we	had	more	of
the	 racing	blood	 in	us.	We	stood	about	 fifteen	and	a	half	hands	high;	we	were
therefore	just	as	good	for	riding	as	we	were	for	driving,	and	our	master	used	to
say	that	he	disliked	either	horse	or	man	that	could	do	but	one	thing;	and	as	he	did
not	want	to	show	off	in	London	parks,	he	preferred	a	more	active	and	useful	kind
of	horse.	As	for	us,	our	greatest	pleasure	was	when	we	were	saddled	for	a	riding
party;	 the	master	 on	Ginger,	 the	mistress	 on	me,	 and	 the	 young	 ladies	 on	 Sir
Oliver	and	Merrylegs.	It	was	so	cheerful	to	be	trotting	and	cantering	all	together
that	it	always	put	us	in	high	spirits.	I	had	the	best	of	it,	for	I	always	carried	the
mistress;	her	weight	was	little,	her	voice	was	sweet,	and	her	hand	was	so	light	on
the	rein	that	I	was	guided	almost	without	feeling	it.
Oh!	if	people	knew	what	a	comfort	to	horses	a	light	hand	is,	and	how	it	keeps

a	good	mouth	and	a	good	 temper,	 they	 surely	would	not	 chuck,	 and	drag,	 and
pull	at	the	rein	as	they	often	do.	Our	mouths	are	so	tender	that	where	they	have
not	 been	 spoiled	 or	 hardened	 with	 bad	 or	 ignorant	 treatment,	 they	 feel	 the
slightest	 movement	 of	 the	 driver's	 hand,	 and	 we	 know	 in	 an	 instant	 what	 is
required	of	us.	My	mouth	has	never	been	spoiled,	and	I	believe	that	was	why	the
mistress	preferred	me	to	Ginger,	although	her	paces	were	certainly	quite	as	good.
She	used	often	to	envy	me,	and	said	it	was	all	the	fault	of	breaking	in,	and	the
gag	bit	in	London,	that	her	mouth	was	not	so	perfect	as	mine;	and	then	old	Sir
Oliver	would	say,	"There,	there!	don't	vex	yourself;	you	have	the	greatest	honor;
a	mare	that	can	carry	a	tall	man	of	our	master's	weight,	with	all	your	spring	and
sprightly	action,	does	not	need	to	hold	her	head	down	because	she	does	not	carry
the	lady;	we	horses	must	take	things	as	they	come,	and	always	be	contented	and
willing	so	long	as	we	are	kindly	used."
I	had	often	wondered	how	it	was	that	Sir	Oliver	had	such	a	very	short	tail;	it

really	was	only	six	or	seven	 inches	 long,	with	a	 tassel	of	hair	hanging	from	it;
and	on	one	of	our	holidays	in	the	orchard	I	ventured	to	ask	him	by	what	accident
it	was	that	he	had	lost	his	tail.	"Accident!"	he	snorted	with	a	fierce	look,	"it	was
no	accident!	it	was	a	cruel,	shameful,	cold-blooded	act!	When	I	was	young	I	was
taken	to	a	place	where	these	cruel	things	were	done;	I	was	tied	up,	and	made	fast
so	that	I	could	not	stir,	and	then	they	came	and	cut	off	my	long	and	beautiful	tail,



through	the	flesh	and	through	the	bone,	and	took	it	away.
"How	dreadful!"	I	exclaimed.
"Dreadful,	ah!	 it	was	dreadful;	but	 it	was	not	only	 the	pain,	 though	that	was

terrible	and	lasted	a	long	time;	 it	was	not	only	the	indignity	of	having	my	best
ornament	taken	from	me,	though	that	was	bad;	but	it	was	this,	how	could	I	ever
brush	the	flies	off	my	sides	and	my	hind	legs	any	more?	You	who	have	tails	just
whisk	the	flies	off	without	thinking	about	it,	and	you	can't	tell	what	a	torment	it
is	 to	 have	 them	 settle	 upon	 you	 and	 sting	 and	 sting,	 and	 have	 nothing	 in	 the
world	to	lash	them	off	with.	I	tell	you	it	is	a	lifelong	wrong,	and	a	lifelong	loss;
but	thank	heaven,	they	don't	do	it	now."
"What	did	they	do	it	for	then?"	said	Ginger.
"For	fashion!"	said	the	old	horse	with	a	stamp	of	his	foot;	"for	fashion!	if	you

know	what	 that	means;	 there	was	not	a	well-bred	young	horse	 in	my	 time	 that
had	not	his	tail	docked	in	that	shameful	way,	just	as	if	the	good	God	that	made	us
did	not	know	what	we	wanted	and	what	looked	best."
"I	suppose	it	is	fashion	that	makes	them	strap	our	heads	up	with	those	horrid

bits	that	I	was	tortured	with	in	London,"	said	Ginger.
"Of	course	it	is,"	said	he;	"to	my	mind,	fashion	is	one	of	the	wickedest	things

in	the	world.	Now	look,	for	instance,	at	the	way	they	serve	dogs,	cutting	off	their
tails	to	make	them	look	plucky,	and	shearing	up	their	pretty	little	ears	to	a	point
to	make	them	both	look	sharp,	forsooth.	I	had	a	dear	friend	once,	a	brown	terrier;
'Skye'	they	called	her.	She	was	so	fond	of	me	that	she	never	would	sleep	out	of
my	stall;	she	made	her	bed	under	the	manger,	and	there	she	had	a	litter	of	five	as
pretty	 little	 puppies	 as	 need	 be;	 none	were	 drowned,	 for	 they	were	 a	 valuable
kind,	 and	how	pleased	 she	was	with	 them!	and	when	 they	got	 their	 eyes	open
and	crawled	about,	it	was	a	real	pretty	sight;	but	one	day	the	man	came	and	took
them	all	away;	I	thought	he	might	be	afraid	I	should	tread	upon	them.	But	it	was
not	 so;	 in	 the	 evening	 poor	Skye	 brought	 them	back	 again,	 one	 by	 one	 in	 her
mouth;	 not	 the	 happy	 little	 things	 that	 they	 were,	 but	 bleeding	 and	 crying
pitifully;	they	had	all	had	a	piece	of	their	tails	cut	off,	and	the	soft	flap	of	their
pretty	 little	 ears	 was	 cut	 quite	 off.	 How	 their	 mother	 licked	 them,	 and	 how
troubled	 she	was,	 poor	 thing!	 I	 never	 forgot	 it.	 They	 healed	 in	 time,	 and	 they
forgot	the	pain,	but	the	nice	soft	flap,	that	of	course	was	intended	to	protect	the
delicate	part	of	their	ears	from	dust	and	injury,	was	gone	forever.	Why	don't	they
cut	 their	 own	 children's	 ears	 into	 points	 to	make	 them	 look	 sharp?	Why	 don't
they	cut	the	end	off	their	noses	to	make	them	look	plucky?	One	would	be	just	as
sensible	 as	 the	 other.	 What	 right	 have	 they	 to	 torment	 and	 disfigure	 God's
creatures?"
Sir	Oliver,	though	he	was	so	gentle,	was	a	fiery	old	fellow,	and	what	he	said



was	all	so	new	to	me,	and	so	dreadful,	that	I	found	a	bitter	feeling	toward	men
rise	 up	 in	my	mind	 that	 I	 never	 had	before.	Of	 course	Ginger	was	 very	much
excited;	 she	 flung	 up	 her	 head	 with	 flashing	 eyes	 and	 distended	 nostrils,
declaring	that	men	were	both	brutes	and	blockheads.
"Who	talks	about	blockheads?"	said	Merrylegs,	who	just	came	up	from	the	old

apple-tree,	 where	 he	 had	 been	 rubbing	 himself	 against	 the	 low	 branch.	 "Who
talks	about	blockheads?	I	believe	that	is	a	bad	word."
"Bad	words	were	made	for	bad	things,"	said	Ginger,	and	she	told	him	what	Sir

Oliver	had	said.
"It	 is	all	 true,"	said	Merrylegs	sadly,	"and	I've	seen	 that	about	 the	dogs	over

and	over	again	where	I	lived	first;	but	we	won't	talk	about	it	here.	You	know	that
master,	and	John	and	James	are	always	good	 to	us,	and	 talking	against	men	 in
such	a	place	as	this	doesn't	seem	fair	or	grateful,	and	you	know	there	are	good
masters	and	good	grooms	beside	ours,	though	of	course	ours	are	the	best."
This	 wise	 speech	 of	 good	 little	Merrylegs,	 which	 we	 knew	was	 quite	 true,

cooled	us	all	down,	especially	Sir	Oliver,	who	was	dearly	fond	of	his	master;	and
to	turn	the	subject	I	said,	"Can	any	one	tell	me	the	use	of	blinkers?"
"No!"	said	Sir	Oliver	shortly,	"because	they	are	no	use."
"They	are	supposed,"	said	Justice,	the	roan	cob,	in	his	calm	way,	"to	prevent

horses	from	shying	and	starting,	and	getting	so	frightened	as	to	cause	accidents."
"Then	what	is	the	reason	they	do	not	put	them	on	riding	horses;	especially	on

ladies'	horses?"	said	I.
"There	is	no	reason	at	all,"	said	he	quietly,	"except	the	fashion;	they	say	that	a

horse	 would	 be	 so	 frightened	 to	 see	 the	 wheels	 of	 his	 own	 cart	 or	 carriage
coming	behind	him	that	he	would	be	sure	to	run	away,	although	of	course	when
he	is	ridden	he	sees	them	all	about	him	if	the	streets	are	crowded.	I	admit	they	do
sometimes	come	too	close	to	be	pleasant,	but	we	don't	run	away;	we	are	used	to
it,	and	understand	it,	and	if	we	never	had	blinkers	put	on	we	should	never	want
them;	we	should	see	what	was	there,	and	know	what	was	what,	and	be	much	less
frightened	than	by	only	seeing	bits	of	things	that	we	can't	understand.	Of	course
there	may	be	some	nervous	horses	who	have	been	hurt	or	frightened	when	they
were	young,	who	may	be	the	better	for	them;	but	as	I	never	was	nervous,	I	can't
judge."
"I	consider,"	said	Sir	Oliver,	"that	blinkers	are	dangerous	things	in	the	night;

we	horses	can	see	much	better	in	the	dark	than	men	can,	and	many	an	accident
would	never	have	happened	if	horses	might	have	had	the	full	use	of	their	eyes.
Some	years	ago,	I	remember,	there	was	a	hearse	with	two	horses	returning	one
dark	night,	and	just	by	Farmer	Sparrow's	house,	where	the	pond	is	close	to	the
road,	the	wheels	went	too	near	the	edge,	and	the	hearse	was	overturned	into	the



water;	both	the	horses	were	drowned,	and	the	driver	hardly	escaped.	Of	course
after	this	accident	a	stout	white	rail	was	put	up	that	might	be	easily	seen,	but	if
those	horses	 had	not	 been	partly	 blinded,	 they	would	of	 themselves	 have	kept
further	from	the	edge,	and	no	accident	would	have	happened.	When	our	master's
carriage	was	overturned,	before	you	came	here,	 it	was	said	 that	 if	 the	 lamp	on
the	left	side	had	not	gone	out,	John	would	have	seen	the	great	hole	that	the	road-
makers	had	 left;	 and	 so	he	might,	 but	 if	 old	Colin	had	not	 had	blinkers	on	he
would	have	seen	it,	lamp	or	no	lamp,	for	he	was	far	too	knowing	an	old	horse	to
run	into	danger.	As	it	was,	he	was	very	much	hurt,	the	carriage	was	broken,	and
how	John	escaped	nobody	knew."
"I	 should	 say,"	 said	Ginger,	 curling	her	 nostril,	 "that	 these	men,	who	 are	 so

wise,	had	better	give	orders	that	in	the	future	all	foals	should	be	born	with	their
eyes	set	just	in	the	middle	of	their	foreheads,	instead	of	on	the	side;	they	always
think	they	can	improve	upon	nature	and	mend	what	God	has	made."
Things	were	getting	 rather	sore	again,	when	Merrylegs	held	up	his	knowing

little	 face	 and	 said,	 "I'll	 tell	 you	 a	 secret:	 I	 believe	 John	 does	 not	 approve	 of
blinkers;	I	heard	him	talking	with	master	about	it	one	day.	The	master	said	that
'if	horses	had	been	used	to	them,	it	might	be	dangerous	in	some	cases	to	leave
them	off';	 and	 John	 said	he	 thought	 it	would	be	 a	 good	 thing	 if	 all	 colts	were
broken	in	without	blinkers,	as	was	the	case	in	some	foreign	countries.	So	let	us
cheer	up,	and	have	a	run	to	the	other	end	of	the	orchard;	I	believe	the	wind	has
blown	down	some	apples,	and	we	might	just	as	well	eat	them	as	the	slugs."
Merrylegs	could	not	be	 resisted,	 so	we	broke	off	our	 long	conversation,	and

got	up	our	spirits	by	munching	some	very	sweet	apples	which	 lay	scattered	on
the	grass.



Chapter		11	
Plain	Speaking

The	longer	I	lived	at	Birtwick	the	more	proud	and	happy	I	felt	at	having	such	a
place.	 Our	master	 and	mistress	 were	 respected	 and	 beloved	 by	 all	 who	 knew
them;	they	were	good	and	kind	to	everybody	and	everything;	not	only	men	and
women,	but	 horses	 and	donkeys,	 dogs	 and	 cats,	 cattle	 and	birds;	 there	was	no
oppressed	or	 ill-used	creature	 that	had	not	 a	 friend	 in	 them,	 and	 their	 servants
took	 the	 same	 tone.	 If	 any	 of	 the	 village	 children	 were	 known	 to	 treat	 any
creature	cruelly	they	soon	heard	about	it	from	the	Hall.
The	squire	and	Farmer	Grey	had	worked	together,	as	they	said,	for	more	than

twenty	years	 to	get	 check-reins	on	 the	 cart-horses	done	away	with,	 and	 in	our
parts	you	seldom	saw	them;	and	sometimes,	if	mistress	met	a	heavily	laden	horse
with	 his	 head	 strained	 up	 she	would	 stop	 the	 carriage	 and	get	 out,	 and	 reason
with	the	driver	in	her	sweet	serious	voice,	and	try	to	show	him	how	foolish	and
cruel	it	was.
I	don't	think	any	man	could	withstand	our	mistress.	I	wish	all	ladies	were	like

her.	Our	master,	too,	used	to	come	down	very	heavy	sometimes.	I	remember	he
was	riding	me	toward	home	one	morning	when	we	saw	a	powerful	man	driving
toward	us	 in	a	 light	pony	chaise,	with	a	beautiful	 little	bay	pony,	with	 slender
legs	and	a	high-bred	sensitive	head	and	face.	Just	as	he	came	to	the	park	gates
the	little	thing	turned	toward	them;	the	man,	without	word	or	warning,	wrenched
the	creature's	head	round	with	such	a	force	and	suddenness	that	he	nearly	threw
it	on	 its	haunches.	Recovering	 itself	 it	was	going	on,	when	he	began	 to	 lash	 it
furiously.	The	pony	plunged	forward,	but	the	strong,	heavy	hand	held	the	pretty
creature	back	with	force	almost	enough	to	break	its	jaw,	while	the	whip	still	cut
into	him.	It	was	a	dreadful	sight	to	me,	for	I	knew	what	fearful	pain	it	gave	that
delicate	little	mouth;	but	master	gave	me	the	word,	and	we	were	up	with	him	in	a
second.
"Sawyer,"	he	cried	in	a	stern	voice,	"is	that	pony	made	of	flesh	and	blood?"
"Flesh	and	blood	and	temper,"	he	said;	"he's	too	fond	of	his	own	will,	and	that

won't	suit	me."	He	spoke	as	if	he	was	in	a	strong	passion.	He	was	a	builder	who
had	often	been	to	the	park	on	business.
"And	 do	 you	 think,"	 said	master	 sternly,	 "that	 treatment	 like	 this	will	make

him	fond	of	your	will?"



"He	had	no	business	to	make	that	turn;	his	road	was	straight	on!"	said	the	man
roughly.
"You	have	often	driven	that	pony	up	to	my	place,"	said	master;	"it	only	shows

the	 creature's	 memory	 and	 intelligence;	 how	 did	 he	 know	 that	 you	 were	 not
going	there	again?	But	that	has	little	to	do	with	it.	I	must	say,	Mr.	Sawyer,	that	a
more	unmanly,	 brutal	 treatment	 of	 a	 little	 pony	 it	was	never	my	painful	 lot	 to
witness,	 and	 by	 giving	way	 to	 such	 passion	 you	 injure	 your	 own	 character	 as
much,	nay	more,	than	you	injure	your	horse;	and	remember,	we	shall	all	have	to
be	judged	according	to	our	works,	whether	they	be	toward	man	or	toward	beast."
Master	rode	me	home	slowly,	and	I	could	tell	by	his	voice	how	the	thing	had

grieved	him.	He	was	 just	 as	 free	 to	 speak	 to	 gentlemen	of	 his	 own	 rank	 as	 to
those	below	him;	for	another	day,	when	we	were	out,	we	met	a	Captain	Langley,
a	 friend	 of	 our	master's;	 he	was	 driving	 a	 splendid	 pair	 of	 grays	 in	 a	 kind	 of
break.	After	a	little	conversation	the	captain	said:
"What	do	you	 think	of	my	new	 team,	Mr.	Douglas?	You	know,	you	are	 the

judge	of	horses	in	these	parts,	and	I	should	like	your	opinion."
The	master	backed	me	a	little,	so	as	to	get	a	good	view	of	them.	"They	are	an

uncommonly	handsome	pair,"	he	said,	"and	if	they	are	as	good	as	they	look	I	am
sure	 you	 need	 not	 wish	 for	 anything	 better;	 but	 I	 see	 you	 still	 hold	 that	 pet
scheme	of	yours	for	worrying	your	horses	and	lessening	their	power."
"What	do	you	mean,"	said	the	other,	"the	check-reins?	Oh,	ah!	I	know	that's	a

hobby	of	yours;	well,	the	fact	is,	I	like	to	see	my	horses	hold	their	heads	up."
"So	do	I,"	said	master,	"as	well	as	any	man,	but	I	don't	like	to	see	them	held

up;	that	takes	all	the	shine	out	of	it.	Now,	you	are	a	military	man,	Langley,	and
no	doubt	like	to	see	your	regiment	look	well	on	parade,	'heads	up',	and	all	that;
but	you	would	not	take	much	credit	for	your	drill	if	all	your	men	had	their	heads
tied	to	a	backboard!	It	might	not	be	much	harm	on	parade,	except	to	worry	and
fatigue	them;	but	how	would	it	be	in	a	bayonet	charge	against	the	enemy,	when
they	want	the	free	use	of	every	muscle,	and	all	their	strength	thrown	forward?	I
would	 not	 give	much	 for	 their	 chance	 of	 victory.	And	 it	 is	 just	 the	 same	with
horses:	you	fret	and	worry	their	tempers,	and	decrease	their	power;	you	will	not
let	them	throw	their	weight	against	their	work,	and	so	they	have	to	do	too	much
with	 their	 joints	 and	muscles,	 and	of	 course	 it	wears	 them	up	 faster.	You	may
depend	upon	it,	horses	were	intended	to	have	their	heads	free,	as	free	as	men's
are;	 and	 if	we	could	act	 a	 little	more	according	 to	 common	sense,	 and	a	good
deal	less	according	to	fashion,	we	should	find	many	things	work	easier;	besides,
you	know	as	well	as	I	that	if	a	horse	makes	a	false	step,	he	has	much	less	chance
of	recovering	himself	if	his	head	and	neck	are	fastened	back.	And	now,"	said	the
master,	 laughing,	 "I	 have	 given	my	hobby	 a	 good	 trot	 out,	 can't	 you	make	 up



your	mind	to	mount	him,	too,	captain?	Your	example	would	go	a	long	way."
"I	believe	you	are	right	in	theory,"	said	the	other,	"and	that's	rather	a	hard	hit

about	the	soldiers;	but—well—I'll	think	about	it,"	and	so	they	parted.



Chapter		12	
A	Stormy	Day

One	day	late	 in	 the	autumn	my	master	had	a	 long	journey	to	go	on	business.	 I
was	put	into	the	dog-cart,	and	John	went	with	his	master.	I	always	liked	to	go	in
the	dog-cart,	it	was	so	light	and	the	high	wheels	ran	along	so	pleasantly.	There
had	been	a	great	deal	of	rain,	and	now	the	wind	was	very	high	and	blew	the	dry
leaves	across	 the	 road	 in	a	 shower.	We	went	along	merrily	 till	we	came	 to	 the
toll-bar	and	 the	 low	wooden	bridge.	The	 river	banks	were	 rather	high,	and	 the
bridge,	instead	of	rising,	went	across	just	level,	so	that	in	the	middle,	if	the	river
was	full,	the	water	would	be	nearly	up	to	the	woodwork	and	planks;	but	as	there
were	good	substantial	rails	on	each	side,	people	did	not	mind	it.
The	man	at	the	gate	said	the	river	was	rising	fast,	and	he	feared	it	would	be	a

bad	night.	Many	of	 the	meadows	were	under	water,	and	in	one	low	part	of	 the
road	 the	water	was	halfway	up	 to	my	knees;	 the	bottom	was	good,	and	master
drove	gently,	so	it	was	no	matter.
When	 we	 got	 to	 the	 town	 of	 course	 I	 had	 a	 good	 bait,	 but	 as	 the	master's

business	engaged	him	a	long	time	we	did	not	start	for	home	till	rather	late	in	the
afternoon.	The	wind	was	then	much	higher,	and	I	heard	the	master	say	to	John
that	he	had	never	been	out	in	such	a	storm;	and	so	I	thought,	as	we	went	along
the	 skirts	of	a	wood,	where	 the	great	branches	were	 swaying	about	 like	 twigs,
and	the	rushing	sound	was	terrible.
"I	wish	we	were	well	out	of	this	wood,"	said	my	master.
"Yes,	 sir,"	 said	 John,	 "it	would	 be	 rather	 awkward	 if	 one	 of	 these	 branches

came	down	upon	us."
The	 words	 were	 scarcely	 out	 of	 his	 mouth	 when	 there	 was	 a	 groan,	 and	 a

crack,	and	a	 splitting	sound,	and	 tearing,	crashing	down	among	 the	other	 trees
came	an	oak,	torn	up	by	the	roots,	and	it	fell	right	across	the	road	just	before	us.
I	will	never	say	 I	was	not	 frightened,	 for	 I	was.	 I	 stopped	still,	and	I	believe	 I
trembled;	of	course	 I	did	not	 turn	 round	or	 run	away;	 I	was	not	brought	up	 to
that.	John	jumped	out	and	was	in	a	moment	at	my	head.
"That	was	a	very	near	touch,"	said	my	master.	"What's	to	be	done	now?"
"Well,	 sir,	 we	 can't	 drive	 over	 that	 tree,	 nor	 yet	 get	 round	 it;	 there	 will	 be

nothing	for	it,	but	to	go	back	to	the	four	crossways,	and	that	will	be	a	good	six
miles	before	we	get	round	to	the	wooden	bridge	again;	it	will	make	us	late,	but



the	horse	is	fresh."
So	back	we	went	and	round	by	the	crossroads,	but	by	the	time	we	got	to	the

bridge	 it	was	 very	 nearly	 dark;	we	 could	 just	 see	 that	 the	water	was	 over	 the
middle	of	it;	but	as	that	happened	sometimes	when	the	floods	were	out,	master
did	 not	 stop.	We	 were	 going	 along	 at	 a	 good	 pace,	 but	 the	 moment	 my	 feet
touched	the	first	part	of	the	bridge	I	felt	sure	there	was	something	wrong.	I	dare
not	go	forward,	and	I	made	a	dead	stop.	"Go	on,	Beauty,"	said	my	master,	and	he
gave	me	 a	 touch	with	 the	whip,	 but	 I	 dare	 not	 stir;	 he	 gave	me	 a	 sharp	 cut;	 I
jumped,	but	I	dare	not	go	forward.
"There's	something	wrong,	sir,"	said	John,	and	he	sprang	out	of	 the	dog-cart

and	came	to	my	head	and	looked	all	about.	He	tried	to	lead	me	forward.	"Come
on,	Beauty,	what's	the	matter?"	Of	course	I	could	not	tell	him,	but	I	knew	very
well	that	the	bridge	was	not	safe.
Just	then	the	man	at	the	toll-gate	on	the	other	side	ran	out	of	the	house,	tossing

a	torch	about	like	one	mad.
"Hoy,	hoy,	hoy!	halloo!	stop!"	he	cried.
"What's	the	matter?"	shouted	my	master.
"The	bridge	is	broken	in	the	middle,	and	part	of	it	is	carried	away;	if	you	come

on	you'll	be	into	the	river."
"Thank	God!"	said	my	master.	"You	Beauty!"	said	John,	and	 took	 the	bridle

and	gently	turned	me	round	to	the	right-hand	road	by	the	river	side.	The	sun	had
set	some	time;	the	wind	seemed	to	have	lulled	off	after	that	furious	blast	which
tore	 up	 the	 tree.	 It	 grew	 darker	 and	 darker,	 stiller	 and	 stiller.	 I	 trotted	 quietly
along,	 the	 wheels	 hardly	making	 a	 sound	 on	 the	 soft	 road.	 For	 a	 good	 while
neither	master	nor	John	spoke,	and	then	master	began	in	a	serious	voice.	I	could
not	understand	much	of	what	they	said,	but	I	found	they	thought,	if	I	had	gone
on	as	the	master	wanted	me,	most	likely	the	bridge	would	have	given	way	under
us,	and	horse,	chaise,	master,	and	man	would	have	fallen	into	 the	river;	and	as
the	 current	 was	 flowing	 very	 strongly,	 and	 there	 was	 no	 light	 and	 no	 help	 at
hand,	 it	was	more	 than	 likely	we	 should	 all	 have	 been	 drowned.	Master	 said,
God	had	given	men	reason,	by	which	they	could	find	out	things	for	themselves;
but	he	had	given	animals	knowledge	which	did	not	depend	on	reason,	and	which
was	much	more	 prompt	 and	 perfect	 in	 its	 way,	 and	 by	 which	 they	 had	 often
saved	the	lives	of	men.	John	had	many	stories	to	tell	of	dogs	and	horses,	and	the
wonderful	 things	 they	had	done;	he	 thought	people	did	not	value	 their	animals
half	enough	nor	make	friends	of	them	as	they	ought	to	do.	I	am	sure	he	makes
friends	of	them	if	ever	a	man	did.
At	last	we	came	to	the	park	gates	and	found	the	gardener	looking	out	for	us.

He	said	that	mistress	had	been	in	a	dreadful	way	ever	since	dark,	fearing	some



accident	had	happened,	and	that	she	had	sent	James	off	on	Justice,	the	roan	cob,
toward	the	wooden	bridge	to	make	inquiry	after	us.
We	saw	a	light	at	the	hall-door	and	at	the	upper	windows,	and	as	we	came	up

mistress	 ran	 out,	 saying,	 "Are	 you	 really	 safe,	 my	 dear?	 Oh!	 I	 have	 been	 so
anxious,	fancying	all	sorts	of	things.	Have	you	had	no	accident?"
"No,	my	dear;	but	if	your	Black	Beauty	had	not	been	wiser	than	we	were	we

should	all	have	been	carried	down	 the	 river	at	 the	wooden	bridge."	 I	heard	no
more,	as	 they	went	 into	 the	house,	and	John	 took	me	to	 the	stable.	Oh,	what	a
good	supper	he	gave	me	that	night,	a	good	bran	mash	and	some	crushed	beans
with	my	oats,	and	such	a	thick	bed	of	straw!	and	I	was	glad	of	it,	for	I	was	tired.



Chapter		13	
The	Devil's	Trade	Mark

One	day	when	John	and	 I	had	been	out	on	some	business	of	our	master's,	and
were	 returning	gently	on	a	 long,	 straight	 road,	 at	 some	distance	we	 saw	a	boy
trying	to	leap	a	pony	over	a	gate;	the	pony	would	not	take	the	leap,	and	the	boy
cut	 him	 with	 the	 whip,	 but	 he	 only	 turned	 off	 on	 one	 side.	 He	 whipped	 him
again,	but	the	pony	turned	off	on	the	other	side.	Then	the	boy	got	off	and	gave
him	a	hard	thrashing,	and	knocked	him	about	the	head;	then	he	got	up	again	and
tried	to	make	him	leap	the	gate,	kicking	him	all	the	time	shamefully,	but	still	the
pony	refused.	When	we	were	nearly	at	the	spot	the	pony	put	down	his	head	and
threw	up	his	heels,	and	sent	the	boy	neatly	over	into	a	broad	quickset	hedge,	and
with	 the	 rein	 dangling	 from	 his	 head	 he	 set	 off	 home	 at	 a	 full	 gallop.	 John
laughed	out	quite	loud.	"Served	him	right,"	he	said.
"Oh,	oh,	 oh!"	 cried	 the	boy	as	he	 struggled	 about	 among	 the	 thorns;	 "I	 say,

come	and	help	me	out."
"Thank	ye,"	said	John,	"I	think	you	are	quite	in	the	right	place,	and	maybe	a

little	scratching	will	teach	you	not	to	leap	a	pony	over	a	gate	that	is	too	high	for
him,"	and	so	with	that	John	rode	off.	"It	may	be,"	said	he	to	himself,	"that	young
fellow	is	a	 liar	as	well	as	a	cruel	one;	we'll	 just	go	home	by	Farmer	Bushby's,
Beauty,	and	then	if	anybody	wants	to	know	you	and	I	can	tell	 'em,	ye	see."	So
we	turned	off	to	the	right,	and	soon	came	up	to	the	stack-yard,	and	within	sight
of	 the	 house.	 The	 farmer	 was	 hurrying	 out	 into	 the	 road,	 and	 his	 wife	 was
standing	at	the	gate,	looking	very	frightened.
"Have	you	seen	my	boy?"	said	Mr.	Bushby	as	we	came	up;	"he	went	out	an

hour	ago	on	my	black	pony,	and	the	creature	is	just	come	back	without	a	rider."
"I	should	think,	sir,"	said	John,	"he	had	better	be	without	a	rider,	unless	he	can

be	ridden	properly."
"What	do	you	mean?"	said	the	farmer.
"Well,	sir,	I	saw	your	son	whipping,	and	kicking,	and	knocking	that	good	little

pony	about	shamefully	because	he	would	not	 leap	a	gate	 that	was	 too	high	for
him.	The	pony	behaved	well,	sir,	and	showed	no	vice;	but	at	last	he	just	threw	up
his	heels	and	tipped	the	young	gentleman	into	the	thorn	hedge.	He	wanted	me	to
help	him	out,	but	I	hope	you	will	excuse	me,	sir,	I	did	not	feel	inclined	to	do	so.
There's	no	bones	broken,	sir;	he'll	only	get	a	few	scratches.	I	love	horses,	and	it



riles	me	 to	see	 them	badly	used;	 it	 is	a	bad	plan	 to	aggravate	an	animal	 till	he
uses	his	heels;	the	first	time	is	not	always	the	last."
During	 this	 time	 the	mother	began	 to	cry,	"Oh,	my	poor	Bill,	 I	must	go	and

meet	him;	he	must	be	hurt."
"You	had	better	go	into	the	house,	wife,"	said	the	farmer;	"Bill	wants	a	lesson

about	this,	and	I	must	see	that	he	gets	it;	this	is	not	the	first	time,	nor	the	second,
that	 he	 has	 ill-used	 that	 pony,	 and	 I	 shall	 stop	 it.	 I	 am	much	 obliged	 to	 you,
Manly.	Good-evening."
So	we	went	on,	John	chuckling	all	the	way	home;	then	he	told	James	about	it,

who	laughed	and	said,	"Serve	him	right.	I	knew	that	boy	at	school;	he	took	great
airs	 on	 himself	 because	 he	was	 a	 farmer's	 son;	 he	 used	 to	 swagger	 about	 and
bully	 the	 little	 boys.	 Of	 course,	 we	 elder	 ones	 would	 not	 have	 any	 of	 that
nonsense,	and	let	him	know	that	in	the	school	and	the	playground	farmers'	sons
and	laborers'	sons	were	all	alike.	I	well	remember	one	day,	just	before	afternoon
school,	 I	 found	 him	 at	 the	 large	 window	 catching	 flies	 and	 pulling	 off	 their
wings.	 He	 did	 not	 see	 me	 and	 I	 gave	 him	 a	 box	 on	 the	 ears	 that	 laid	 him
sprawling	on	the	floor.	Well,	angry	as	I	was,	I	was	almost	frightened,	he	roared
and	bellowed	in	such	a	style.	The	boys	rushed	in	from	the	playground,	and	the
master	ran	in	from	the	road	to	see	who	was	being	murdered.	Of	course	I	said	fair
and	square	at	once	what	I	had	done,	and	why;	then	I	showed	the	master	the	flies,
some	crushed	and	some	crawling	about	helpless,	and	I	showed	him	the	wings	on
the	window	sill.	I	never	saw	him	so	angry	before;	but	as	Bill	was	still	howling
and	 whining,	 like	 the	 coward	 that	 he	 was,	 he	 did	 not	 give	 him	 any	 more
punishment	of	that	kind,	but	set	him	up	on	a	stool	for	the	rest	of	the	afternoon,
and	said	that	he	should	not	go	out	to	play	for	that	week.	Then	he	talked	to	all	the
boys	 very	 seriously	 about	 cruelty,	 and	 said	 how	 hard-hearted	 and	 cowardly	 it
was	to	hurt	 the	weak	and	the	helpless;	but	what	stuck	in	my	mind	was	this,	he
said	that	cruelty	was	the	devil's	own	trade-mark,	and	if	we	saw	any	one	who	took
pleasure	 in	 cruelty	 we	 might	 know	 who	 he	 belonged	 to,	 for	 the	 devil	 was	 a
murderer	 from	 the	 beginning,	 and	 a	 tormentor	 to	 the	 end.	On	 the	 other	 hand,
where	 we	 saw	 people	 who	 loved	 their	 neighbors,	 and	 were	 kind	 to	 man	 and
beast,	we	might	know	that	was	God's	mark."
"Your	master	never	taught	you	a	truer	thing,"	said	John;	"there	is	no	religion

without	love,	and	people	may	talk	as	much	as	they	like	about	their	religion,	but
if	it	does	not	teach	them	to	be	good	and	kind	to	man	and	beast	it	is	all	a	sham—
all	a	sham,	James,	and	it	won't	stand	when	things	come	to	be	turned	inside	out."



Chapter		14	
James	Howard

Early	one	morning	in	December	John	had	just	led	me	into	my	box	after	my	daily
exercise,	and	was	strapping	my	cloth	on	and	James	was	coming	in	from	the	corn
chamber	with	some	oats,	when	the	master	came	into	the	stable.	He	looked	rather
serious,	and	held	an	open	letter	in	his	hand.	John	fastened	the	door	of	my	box,
touched	his	cap,	and	waited	for	orders.
"Good-morning,	 John,"	 said	 the	 master.	 "I	 want	 to	 know	 if	 you	 have	 any

complaint	to	make	of	James."
"Complaint,	sir?	No,	sir."
"Is	he	industrious	at	his	work	and	respectful	to	you?"
"Yes,	sir,	always."
"You	never	find	he	slights	his	work	when	your	back	is	turned?"
"Never,	sir."
"That's	well;	but	I	must	put	another	question.	Have	you	no	reason	to	suspect,

when	he	goes	out	with	the	horses	to	exercise	them	or	to	take	a	message,	that	he
stops	 about	 talking	 to	 his	 acquaintances,	 or	 goes	 into	 houses	where	 he	 has	 no
business,	leaving	the	horses	outside?"
"No,	 sir,	 certainly	 not;	 and	 if	 anybody	 has	 been	 saying	 that	 about	 James,	 I

don't	 believe	 it,	 and	 I	 don't	 mean	 to	 believe	 it	 unless	 I	 have	 it	 fairly	 proved
before	witnesses;	it's	not	for	me	to	say	who	has	been	trying	to	take	away	James'
character,	 but	 I	 will	 say	 this,	 sir,	 that	 a	 steadier,	 pleasanter,	 honester,	 smarter
young	fellow	I	never	had	in	 this	stable.	I	can	trust	his	word	and	I	can	trust	his
work;	he	 is	gentle	and	clever	with	 the	horses,	and	I	would	rather	have	them	in
charge	with	him	 than	with	half	 the	young	 fellows	 I	know	of	 in	 laced	hats	and
liveries;	 and	whoever	wants	 a	 character	 of	 James	Howard,"	 said	 John,	with	 a
decided	jerk	of	his	head,	"let	them	come	to	John	Manly."
The	master	 stood	 all	 this	 time	 grave	 and	 attentive,	 but	 as	 John	 finished	 his

speech	a	broad	smile	spread	over	his	face,	and	looking	kindly	across	at	James,
who	all	this	time	had	stood	still	at	the	door,	he	said,	"James,	my	lad,	set	down	the
oats	and	come	here;	I	am	very	glad	to	find	that	John's	opinion	of	your	character
agrees	 so	exactly	with	my	own.	 John	 is	 a	 cautious	man,"	he	 said,	with	a	droll
smile,	"and	it	is	not	always	easy	to	get	his	opinion	about	people,	so	I	thought	if	I
beat	 the	 bush	 on	 this	 side	 the	 birds	 would	 fly	 out,	 and	 I	 should	 learn	what	 I



wanted	to	know	quickly;	so	now	we	will	come	to	business.	I	have	a	letter	from
my	brother-in-law,	Sir	Clifford	Williams,	of	Clifford	Hall.	He	wants	me	to	find
him	 a	 trustworthy	 young	 groom,	 about	 twenty	 or	 twenty-one,	 who	 knows	 his
business.	 His	 old	 coachman,	 who	 has	 lived	 with	 him	 thirty	 years,	 is	 getting
feeble,	and	he	wants	a	man	to	work	with	him	and	get	into	his	ways,	who	would
be	able,	when	the	old	man	was	pensioned	off,	 to	step	into	his	place.	He	would
have	 eighteen	 shillings	 a	week	 at	 first,	 a	 stable	 suit,	 a	 driving	 suit,	 a	 bedroom
over	the	coachhouse,	and	a	boy	under	him.	Sir	Clifford	is	a	good	master,	and	if
you	could	get	the	place	it	would	be	a	good	start	for	you.	I	don't	want	to	part	with
you,	and	if	you	left	us	I	know	John	would	lose	his	right	hand."
"That	 I	 should,	 sir,"	 said	 John,	 "but	 I	 would	 not	 stand	 in	 his	 light	 for	 the

world."
"How	old	are	you,	James?"	said	master.
"Nineteen	next	May,	sir."
"That's	young;	what	do	you	think,	John?"
"Well,	 sir,	 it	 is	young;	but	he	 is	 as	 steady	as	a	man,	 and	 is	 strong,	 and	well

grown,	 and	 though	 he	 has	 not	 had	much	 experience	 in	 driving,	 he	 has	 a	 light
firm	hand	and	a	quick	eye,	and	he	is	very	careful,	and	I	am	quite	sure	no	horse	of
his	will	be	ruined	for	want	of	having	his	feet	and	shoes	looked	after."
"Your	word	will	go	the	furthest,	John,"	said	the	master,	"for	Sir	Clifford	adds

in	 a	 postscript,	 'If	 I	 could	 find	 a	man	 trained	 by	 your	 John	 I	 should	 like	 him
better	than	any	other;'	so,	James,	lad,	think	it	over,	talk	to	your	mother	at	dinner-
time,	and	then	let	me	know	what	you	wish."
In	a	few	days	after	this	conversation	it	was	fully	settled	that	James	should	go

to	 Clifford	 Hall,	 in	 a	 month	 or	 six	 weeks,	 as	 it	 suited	 his	 master,	 and	 in	 the
meantime	he	was	to	get	all	the	practice	in	driving	that	could	be	given	to	him.	I
never	knew	the	carriage	to	go	out	so	often	before;	when	the	mistress	did	not	go
out	the	master	drove	himself	in	the	two-wheeled	chaise;	but	now,	whether	it	was
master	 or	 the	 young	 ladies,	 or	 only	 an	 errand,	 Ginger	 and	 I	 were	 put	 in	 the
carriage	and	James	drove	us.	At	the	first	John	rode	with	him	on	the	box,	telling
him	this	and	that,	and	after	that	James	drove	alone.
Then	it	was	wonderful	what	a	number	of	places	the	master	would	go	to	in	the

city	on	Saturday,	and	what	queer	streets	we	were	driven	through.	He	was	sure	to
go	to	the	railway	station	just	as	the	train	was	coming	in,	and	cabs	and	carriages,
carts	and	omnibuses	were	all	 trying	to	get	over	the	bridge	together;	 that	bridge
wanted	good	horses	and	good	drivers	when	the	railway	bell	was	ringing,	 for	 it
was	narrow,	and	there	was	a	very	sharp	turn	up	to	the	station,	where	it	would	not
have	been	at	all	difficult	 for	people	 to	run	 into	each	other,	 if	 they	did	not	 look
sharp	and	keep	their	wits	about	them.



Chapter		15	
The	Old	Hostler

After	this	it	was	decided	by	my	master	and	mistress	to	pay	a	visit	to	some	friends
who	 lived	about	 forty-six	miles	 from	our	home,	and	James	was	 to	drive	 them.
The	 first	day	we	 traveled	 thirty-two	miles.	There	were	some	 long,	heavy	hills,
but	James	drove	so	carefully	and	thoughtfully	that	we	were	not	at	all	harassed.
He	never	forgot	to	put	on	the	brake	as	we	went	downhill,	nor	to	take	it	off	at	the
right	place.	He	kept	our	feet	on	the	smoothest	part	of	the	road,	and	if	the	uphill
was	very	long,	he	set	the	carriage	wheels	a	little	across	the	road,	so	as	not	to	run
back,	 and	 gave	 us	 a	 breathing.	All	 these	 little	 things	 help	 a	 horse	 very	much,
particularly	if	he	gets	kind	words	into	the	bargain.
We	stopped	once	or	twice	on	the	road,	and	just	as	the	sun	was	going	down	we

reached	the	town	where	we	were	to	spend	the	night.	We	stopped	at	the	principal
hotel,	which	was	in	the	market-place;	it	was	a	very	large	one;	we	drove	under	an
archway	 into	 a	 long	 yard,	 at	 the	 further	 end	 of	 which	 were	 the	 stables	 and
coachhouses.	Two	hostlers	came	to	take	us	out.	The	head	hostler	was	a	pleasant,
active	little	man,	with	a	crooked	leg,	and	a	yellow	striped	waistcoat.	I	never	saw
a	man	unbuckle	harness	so	quickly	as	he	did,	and	with	a	pat	and	a	good	word	he
led	me	to	a	long	stable,	with	six	or	eight	stalls	in	it,	and	two	or	three	horses.	The
other	 man	 brought	 Ginger;	 James	 stood	 by	 while	 we	 were	 rubbed	 down	 and
cleaned.
I	never	was	cleaned	so	lightly	and	quickly	as	by	that	little	old	man.	When	he

had	 done	 James	 stepped	 up	 and	 felt	me	 over,	 as	 if	 he	 thought	 I	 could	 not	 be
thoroughly	done,	but	he	found	my	coat	as	clean	and	smooth	as	silk.
"Well,"	he	said,	"I	thought	I	was	pretty	quick,	and	our	John	quicker	still,	but

you	do	beat	all	I	ever	saw	for	being	quick	and	thorough	at	the	same	time."
"Practice	makes	perfect,"	said	the	crooked	little	hostler,	"and	'twould	be	a	pity

if	it	didn't;	forty	years'	practice,	and	not	perfect!	ha,	ha!	that	would	be	a	pity;	and
as	to	being	quick,	why,	bless	you!	that	is	only	a	matter	of	habit;	if	you	get	into
the	habit	of	being	quick	it	is	just	as	easy	as	being	slow;	easier,	I	should	say;	in
fact	it	don't	agree	with	my	health	to	be	hulking	about	over	a	job	twice	as	long	as
it	 need	 take.	Bless	you!	 I	 couldn't	whistle	 if	 I	 crawled	over	my	work	 as	 some
folks	do!	You	see,	I	have	been	about	horses	ever	since	I	was	twelve	years	old,	in
hunting	 stables,	 and	 racing	 stables;	 and	 being	 small,	 ye	 see,	 I	 was	 jockey	 for



several	years;	but	at	 the	Goodwood,	ye	see,	 the	 turf	was	very	slippery	and	my
poor	Larkspur	got	a	fall,	and	I	broke	my	knee,	and	so	of	course	I	was	of	no	more
use	there.	But	I	could	not	live	without	horses,	of	course	I	couldn't,	so	I	took	to
the	hotels.	And	I	can	tell	ye	it	is	a	downright	pleasure	to	handle	an	animal	like
this,	well-bred,	well-mannered,	well-cared-for;	bless	ye!	I	can	tell	how	a	horse	is
treated.	Give	me	 the	 handling	 of	 a	 horse	 for	 twenty	minutes,	 and	 I'll	 tell	 you
what	sort	of	a	groom	he	has	had.	Look	at	 this	one,	pleasant,	quiet,	 turns	about
just	as	you	want	him,	holds	up	his	feet	 to	be	cleaned	out,	or	anything	else	you
please	to	wish;	then	you'll	find	another	fidgety,	fretty,	won't	move	the	right	way,
or	starts	across	the	stall,	tosses	up	his	head	as	soon	as	you	come	near	him,	lays
his	 ears,	 and	 seems	afraid	of	you;	or	 else	 squares	 about	 at	 you	with	his	heels.
Poor	 things!	 I	 know	what	 sort	 of	 treatment	 they	have	had.	 If	 they	 are	 timid	 it
makes	 them	 start	 or	 shy;	 if	 they	 are	 high-mettled	 it	 makes	 them	 vicious	 or
dangerous;	their	tempers	are	mostly	made	when	they	are	young.	Bless	you!	they
are	like	children,	train	'em	up	in	the	way	they	should	go,	as	the	good	book	says,
and	when	they	are	old	they	will	not	depart	from	it,	if	they	have	a	chance."
"I	like	to	hear	you	talk,"	said	James,	"that's	the	way	we	lay	it	down	at	home,	at

our	master's."
"Who	is	your	master,	young	man?	if	it	be	a	proper	question.	I	should	judge	he

is	a	good	one,	from	what	I	see."
"He	is	Squire	Gordon,	of	Birtwick	Park,	the	other	side	the	Beacon	Hills,"	said

James.
"Ah!	so,	so,	 I	have	heard	 tell	of	him;	fine	 judge	of	horses,	ain't	he?	 the	best

rider	in	the	county."
"I	 believe	 he	 is,"	 said	 James,	 "but	 he	 rides	 very	 little	 now,	 since	 the	 poor

young	master	was	killed."
"Ah!	poor	gentleman;	I	read	all	about	it	in	the	paper	at	the	time.	A	fine	horse

killed,	too,	wasn't	there?"
"Yes,"	 said	 James;	 "he	was	a	 splendid	creature,	brother	 to	 this	one,	 and	 just

like	him."
"Pity!	pity!"	said	the	old	man;	"'twas	a	bad	place	to	leap,	if	I	remember;	a	thin

fence	at	top,	a	steep	bank	down	to	the	stream,	wasn't	it?	No	chance	for	a	horse	to
see	where	he	is	going.	Now,	I	am	for	bold	riding	as	much	as	any	man,	but	still
there	 are	 some	 leaps	 that	 only	 a	 very	 knowing	 old	 huntsman	 has	 any	 right	 to
take.	A	man's	 life	and	a	horse's	 life	are	worth	more	 than	a	 fox's	 tail;	at	 least,	 I
should	say	they	ought	to	be."
During	this	time	the	other	man	had	finished	Ginger	and	had	brought	our	corn,

and	James	and	the	old	man	left	the	stable	together.



Chapter		16	
The	Fire

Later	on	in	the	evening	a	traveler's	horse	was	brought	in	by	the	second	hostler,
and	while	he	was	cleaning	him	a	young	man	with	a	pipe	in	his	mouth	lounged
into	the	stable	to	gossip.
"I	say,	Towler,"	said	 the	hostler,	"just	 run	up	 the	 ladder	 into	 the	 loft	and	put

some	hay	down	into	this	horse's	rack,	will	you?	only	lay	down	your	pipe."
"All	right,"	said	the	other,	and	went	up	through	the	trapdoor;	and	I	heard	him

step	across	the	floor	overhead	and	put	down	the	hay.	James	came	in	to	look	at	us
the	last	thing,	and	then	the	door	was	locked.
I	cannot	say	how	long	I	had	slept,	nor	what	time	in	the	night	it	was,	but	I	woke

up	very	uncomfortable,	 though	I	hardly	knew	why.	I	got	up;	the	air	seemed	all
thick	and	choking.	I	heard	Ginger	coughing	and	one	of	the	other	horses	seemed
very	 restless;	 it	was	quite	dark,	and	 I	could	see	nothing,	but	 the	stable	seemed
full	of	smoke,	and	I	hardly	knew	how	to	breathe.
The	 trapdoor	 had	 been	 left	 open,	 and	 I	 thought	 that	 was	 the	 place	 it	 came

through.	I	listened,	and	heard	a	soft	rushing	sort	of	noise	and	a	low	crackling	and
snapping.	I	did	not	know	what	it	was,	but	there	was	something	in	the	sound	so
strange	that	it	made	me	tremble	all	over.	The	other	horses	were	all	awake;	some
were	pulling	at	their	halters,	others	stamping.
At	 last	 I	 heard	 steps	 outside,	 and	 the	 hostler	 who	 had	 put	 up	 the	 traveler's

horse	burst	into	the	stable	with	a	lantern,	and	began	to	untie	the	horses,	and	try	to
lead	them	out;	but	he	seemed	in	such	a	hurry	and	so	frightened	himself	that	he
frightened	me	 still	more.	 The	 first	 horse	would	 not	 go	with	 him;	 he	 tried	 the
second	and	third,	and	they	too	would	not	stir.	He	came	to	me	next	and	tried	to
drag	me	out	of	 the	stall	by	force;	of	course	 that	was	no	use.	He	tried	us	all	by
turns	and	then	left	the	stable.
No	doubt	we	were	very	foolish,	but	danger	seemed	to	be	all	round,	and	there

was	nobody	we	knew	to	trust	in,	and	all	was	strange	and	uncertain.	The	fresh	air
that	had	come	in	through	the	open	door	made	it	easier	to	breathe,	but	the	rushing
sound	 overhead	 grew	 louder,	 and	 as	 I	 looked	 upward	 through	 the	 bars	 of	my
empty	rack	I	saw	a	red	light	flickering	on	the	wall.	Then	I	heard	a	cry	of	"Fire!"
outside,	and	 the	old	hostler	quietly	and	quickly	came	 in;	he	got	one	horse	out,
and	went	 to	 another,	 but	 the	 flames	were	 playing	 round	 the	 trapdoor,	 and	 the



roaring	overhead	was	dreadful.
The	next	thing	I	heard	was	James'	voice,	quiet	and	cheery,	as	it	always	was.
"Come,	my	beauties,	it	is	time	for	us	to	be	off,	so	wake	up	and	come	along."	I

stood	nearest	the	door,	so	he	came	to	me	first,	patting	me	as	he	came	in.
"Come,	 Beauty,	 on	 with	 your	 bridle,	 my	 boy,	 we'll	 soon	 be	 out	 of	 this

smother."	 It	was	on	 in	no	 time;	 then	he	 took	 the	 scarf	off	his	neck,	and	 tied	 it
lightly	over	my	eyes,	and	patting	and	coaxing	he	led	me	out	of	the	stable.	Safe	in
the	yard,	he	slipped	 the	scarf	off	my	eyes,	and	shouted,	"Here	somebody!	 take
this	horse	while	I	go	back	for	the	other."
A	tall,	broad	man	stepped	forward	and	 took	me,	and	James	darted	back	 into

the	stable.	I	set	up	a	shrill	whinny	as	I	saw	him	go.	Ginger	told	me	afterward	that
whinny	was	the	best	thing	I	could	have	done	for	her,	for	had	she	not	heard	me
outside	she	would	never	have	had	courage	to	come	out.
There	 was	 much	 confusion	 in	 the	 yard;	 the	 horses	 being	 got	 out	 of	 other

stables,	and	the	carriages	and	gigs	being	pulled	out	of	houses	and	sheds,	lest	the
flames	should	spread	further.	On	the	other	side	 the	yard	windows	were	 thrown
up,	and	people	were	shouting	all	sorts	of	things;	but	I	kept	my	eye	fixed	on	the
stable	 door,	 where	 the	 smoke	 poured	 out	 thicker	 than	 ever,	 and	 I	 could	 see
flashes	 of	 red	 light;	 presently	 I	 heard	 above	 all	 the	 stir	 and	 din	 a	 loud,	 clear
voice,	which	I	knew	was	master's:
"James	Howard!	James	Howard!	Are	you	there?"	There	was	no	answer,	but	I

heard	a	crash	of	something	falling	 in	 the	stable,	and	 the	next	moment	I	gave	a
loud,	 joyful	 neigh,	 for	 I	 saw	 James	 coming	 through	 the	 smoke	 leading	Ginger
with	him;	she	was	coughing	violently,	and	he	was	not	able	to	speak.
"My	brave	lad!"	said	master,	laying	his	hand	on	his	shoulder,	"are	you	hurt?"
James	shook	his	head,	for	he	could	not	yet	speak.
"Ay,"	said	the	big	man	who	held	me;	"he	is	a	brave	lad,	and	no	mistake."
"And	now,"	said	master,	"when	you	have	got	your	breath,	James,	we'll	get	out

of	this	place	as	quickly	as	we	can,"	and	we	were	moving	toward	the	entry,	when
from	the	market-place	 there	came	a	sound	of	galloping	feet	and	 loud	rumbling
wheels.
"'Tis	 the	 fire-engine!	 the	 fire-engine!"	 shouted	 two	 or	 three	 voices,	 "stand

back,	 make	 way!"	 and	 clattering	 and	 thundering	 over	 the	 stones	 two	 horses
dashed	into	the	yard	with	a	heavy	engine	behind	them.	The	firemen	leaped	to	the
ground;	there	was	no	need	to	ask	where	the	fire	was—it	was	rolling	up	in	a	great
blaze	from	the	roof.
We	 got	 out	 as	 fast	 as	we	 could	 into	 the	 broad	 quiet	market-place;	 the	 stars

were	shining,	and	except	the	noise	behind	us,	all	was	still.	Master	led	the	way	to
a	large	hotel	on	the	other	side,	and	as	soon	as	the	hostler	came,	he	said,	"James,	I



must	 now	 hasten	 to	 your	 mistress;	 I	 trust	 the	 horses	 entirely	 to	 you,	 order
whatever	you	 think	 is	needed,"	and	with	 that	he	was	gone.	The	master	did	not
run,	but	I	never	saw	mortal	man	walk	so	fast	as	he	did	that	night.
There	was	a	dreadful	sound	before	we	got	into	our	stalls—the	shrieks	of	those

poor	horses	 that	were	 left	 burning	 to	death	 in	 the	 stable—it	was	very	 terrible!
and	made	both	Ginger	 and	me	 feel	very	bad.	We,	however,	were	 taken	 in	 and
well	done	by.
The	next	morning	the	master	came	to	see	how	we	were	and	to	speak	to	James.

I	did	not	hear	much,	for	the	hostler	was	rubbing	me	down,	but	I	could	see	that
James	 looked	 very	 happy,	 and	 I	 thought	 the	 master	 was	 proud	 of	 him.	 Our
mistress	had	been	so	much	alarmed	in	the	night	that	the	journey	was	put	off	till
the	afternoon,	so	James	had	the	morning	on	hand,	and	went	first	to	the	inn	to	see
about	our	harness	and	the	carriage,	and	then	to	hear	more	about	the	fire.	When
he	came	back	we	heard	him	tell	the	hostler	about	it.	At	first	no	one	could	guess
how	the	fire	had	been	caused,	but	at	last	a	man	said	he	saw	Dick	Towler	go	into
the	stable	with	a	pipe	in	his	mouth,	and	when	he	came	out	he	had	not	one,	and
went	to	the	tap	for	another.	Then	the	under	hostler	said	he	had	asked	Dick	to	go
up	the	ladder	to	put	down	some	hay,	but	told	him	to	lay	down	his	pipe	first.	Dick
denied	taking	the	pipe	with	him,	but	no	one	believed	him.	I	remember	our	John
Manly's	rule,	never	to	allow	a	pipe	in	the	stable,	and	thought	it	ought	to	be	the
rule	everywhere.
James	said	 the	roof	and	floor	had	all	 fallen	 in,	and	 that	only	 the	black	walls

were	standing;	the	two	poor	horses	that	could	not	be	got	out	were	buried	under
the	burnt	rafters	and	tiles.



Chapter		17	
John	Manly's	Talk

The	 rest	of	our	 journey	was	very	easy,	and	a	 little	after	 sunset	we	 reached	 the
house	of	my	master's	friend.	We	were	taken	into	a	clean,	snug	stable;	there	was	a
kind	coachman,	who	made	us	very	comfortable,	and	who	seemed	to	think	a	good
deal	of	James	when	he	heard	about	the	fire.
"There	is	one	thing	quite	clear,	young	man,"	he	said,	"your	horses	know	who

they	can	trust;	it	is	one	of	the	hardest	things	in	the	world	to	get	horses	out	of	a
stable	when	there	is	either	fire	or	flood.	I	don't	know	why	they	won't	come	out,
but	they	won't—not	one	in	twenty."
We	stopped	two	or	three	days	at	this	place	and	then	returned	home.	All	went

well	on	the	journey;	we	were	glad	to	be	in	our	own	stable	again,	and	John	was
equally	glad	to	see	us.
Before	he	and	James	left	us	for	the	night	James	said,	"I	wonder	who	is	coming

in	my	place."
"Little	Joe	Green	at	the	lodge,"	said	John.
"Little	Joe	Green!	why,	he's	a	child!"
"He	is	fourteen	and	a	half,"	said	John.
"But	he	is	such	a	little	chap!"
"Yes,	he	is	small,	but	he	is	quick	and	willing,	and	kind-hearted,	too,	and	then

he	 wishes	 very	 much	 to	 come,	 and	 his	 father	 would	 like	 it;	 and	 I	 know	 the
master	would	like	to	give	him	the	chance.	He	said	if	I	thought	he	would	not	do
he	would	look	out	for	a	bigger	boy;	but	I	said	I	was	quite	agreeable	to	try	him	for
six	weeks."
"Six	weeks!"	said	James;	"why,	it	will	be	six	months	before	he	can	be	of	much

use!	It	will	make	you	a	deal	of	work,	John."
"Well,"	said	John	with	a	laugh,	"work	and	I	are	very	good	friends;	I	never	was

afraid	of	work	yet."
"You	are	a	very	good	man,"	said	James.	"I	wish	I	may	ever	be	like	you."
"I	don't	often	speak	of	myself,"	said	John,	"but	as	you	are	going	away	from	us

out	into	the	world	to	shift	for	yourself	I'll	just	tell	you	how	I	look	on	these	things.
I	was	just	as	old	as	Joseph	when	my	father	and	mother	died	of	the	fever	within
ten	 days	 of	 each	 other,	 and	 left	 me	 and	 my	 cripple	 sister	 Nelly	 alone	 in	 the
world,	without	a	relation	that	we	could	look	to	for	help.	I	was	a	farmer's	boy,	not



earning	enough	to	keep	myself,	much	less	both	of	us,	and	she	must	have	gone	to
the	workhouse	but	for	our	mistress	(Nelly	calls	her	her	angel,	and	she	has	good
right	to	do	so).	She	went	and	hired	a	room	for	her	with	old	Widow	Mallet,	and
she	gave	her	knitting	and	needlework	when	she	was	able	to	do	it;	and	when	she
was	 ill	 she	sent	her	dinners	and	many	nice,	comfortable	 things,	and	was	 like	a
mother	to	her.	Then	the	master	he	took	me	into	the	stable	under	old	Norman,	the
coachman	that	was	then.	I	had	my	food	at	the	house	and	my	bed	in	the	loft,	and	a
suit	of	clothes,	and	three	shillings	a	week,	so	that	I	could	help	Nelly.	Then	there
was	Norman;	 he	might	 have	 turned	 round	 and	 said	 at	 his	 age	he	 could	not	 be
troubled	with	a	raw	boy	from	the	plow-tail,	but	he	was	like	a	father	to	me,	and
took	no	end	of	pains	with	me.	When	the	old	man	died	some	years	after	I	stepped
into	his	place,	and	now	of	course	I	have	 top	wages,	and	can	lay	by	for	a	rainy
day	or	a	sunny	day,	as	 it	may	happen,	and	Nelly	 is	as	happy	as	a	bird.	So	you
see,	James,	I	am	not	the	man	that	should	turn	up	his	nose	at	a	little	boy	and	vex	a
good,	kind	master.	No,	no!	I	shall	miss	you	very	much,	James,	but	we	shall	pull
through,	and	there's	nothing	like	doing	a	kindness	when	'tis	put	in	your	way,	and
I	am	glad	I	can	do	it."
"Then,"	 said	 James,	 "you	don't	 hold	with	 that	 saying,	 'Everybody	 look	 after

himself,	and	take	care	of	number	one'?"
"No,	 indeed,"	said	John,	"where	should	I	and	Nelly	have	been	 if	master	and

mistress	and	old	Norman	had	only	 taken	care	of	number	one?	Why,	she	 in	 the
workhouse	and	 I	hoeing	 turnips!	Where	would	Black	Beauty	and	Ginger	have
been	if	you	had	only	thought	of	number	one?	why,	roasted	to	death!	No,	Jim,	no!
that	is	a	selfish,	heathenish	saying,	whoever	uses	it;	and	any	man	who	thinks	he
has	nothing	to	do	but	take	care	of	number	one,	why,	it's	a	pity	but	what	he	had
been	drowned	like	a	puppy	or	a	kitten,	before	he	got	his	eyes	open;	that's	what	I
think,"	said	John,	with	a	very	decided	jerk	of	his	head.
James	 laughed	 at	 this;	 but	 there	was	 a	 thickness	 in	 his	 voice	when	 he	 said,

"You	have	been	my	best	friend	except	my	mother;	I	hope	you	won't	forget	me."
"No,	 lad,	 no!"	 said	 John,	 "and	 if	 ever	 I	 can	do	you	 a	 good	 turn	 I	 hope	you

won't	forget	me."
The	next	day	Joe	came	to	the	stables	to	learn	all	he	could	before	James	left.

He	learned	to	sweep	the	stable,	to	bring	in	the	straw	and	hay;	he	began	to	clean
the	 harness,	 and	 helped	 to	wash	 the	 carriage.	As	 he	was	 quite	 too	 short	 to	 do
anything	 in	 the	 way	 of	 grooming	 Ginger	 and	 me,	 James	 taught	 him	 upon
Merrylegs,	for	he	was	to	have	full	charge	of	him,	under	John.	He	was	a	nice	little
bright	fellow,	and	always	came	whistling	to	his	work.
Merrylegs	was	a	good	deal	put	out	at	being	"mauled	about,"	as	he	said,	"by	a

boy	 who	 knew	 nothing;"	 but	 toward	 the	 end	 of	 the	 second	 week	 he	 told	 me



confidentially	that	he	thought	the	boy	would	turn	out	well.
At	last	the	day	came	when	James	had	to	leave	us;	cheerful	as	he	always	was,

he	looked	quite	down-hearted	that	morning.
"You	see,"	he	said	to	John,	"I	am	leaving	a	great	deal	behind;	my	mother	and

Betsy,	and	you,	and	a	good	master	and	mistress,	and	then	the	horses,	and	my	old
Merrylegs.	At	the	new	place	there	will	not	be	a	soul	that	I	shall	know.	If	it	were
not	that	I	shall	get	a	higher	place,	and	be	able	to	help	my	mother	better,	I	don't
think	I	should	have	made	up	my	mind	to	it;	it	is	a	real	pinch,	John."
"Ay,	James,	lad,	so	it	is;	but	I	should	not	think	much	of	you	if	you	could	leave

your	home	for	the	first	time	and	not	feel	it.	Cheer	up,	you'll	make	friends	there;
and	 if	 you	 get	 on	well,	 as	 I	 am	 sure	 you	will,	 it	will	 be	 a	 fine	 thing	 for	 your
mother,	and	she	will	be	proud	enough	that	you	have	got	into	such	a	good	place
as	that."
So	 John	 cheered	 him	 up,	 but	 every	 one	 was	 sorry	 to	 lose	 James;	 as	 for

Merrylegs,	he	pined	after	him	for	several	days,	and	went	quite	off	his	appetite.
So	John	took	him	out	several	mornings	with	a	 leading	rein,	when	he	exercised
me,	and,	trotting	and	galloping	by	my	side,	got	up	the	little	fellow's	spirits	again,
and	he	was	soon	all	right.
Joe's	 father	would	often	come	in	and	give	a	 little	help,	as	he	understood	 the

work;	and	Joe	took	a	great	deal	of	pains	to	learn,	and	John	was	quite	encouraged
about	him.



Chapter		18	
Going	for	the	Doctor

One	night,	 a	 few	days	after	 James	had	 left,	 I	had	eaten	my	hay	and	was	 lying
down	 in	my	 straw	 fast	 asleep,	when	 I	was	 suddenly	 roused	 by	 the	 stable	 bell
ringing	very	loud.	I	heard	the	door	of	John's	house	open,	and	his	feet	running	up
to	the	hall.	He	was	back	again	in	no	time;	he	unlocked	the	stable	door,	and	came
in,	calling	out,	"Wake	up,	Beauty!	You	must	go	well	now,	if	ever	you	did;"	and
almost	before	I	could	think	he	had	got	the	saddle	on	my	back	and	the	bridle	on
my	head.	He	just	ran	round	for	his	coat,	and	then	took	me	at	a	quick	trot	up	to
the	hall	door.	The	squire	stood	there,	with	a	lamp	in	his	hand.
"Now,	John,"	he	said,	"ride	for	your	life—that	is,	for	your	mistress'	life;	there

is	not	a	moment	to	lose.	Give	this	note	to	Dr.	White;	give	your	horse	a	rest	at	the
inn,	and	be	back	as	soon	as	you	can."
John	said,	"Yes,	sir,"	and	was	on	my	back	in	a	minute.	The	gardener	who	lived

at	the	lodge	had	heard	the	bell	ring,	and	was	ready	with	the	gate	open,	and	away
we	went	 through	 the	 park,	 and	 through	 the	 village,	 and	 down	 the	 hill	 till	 we
came	to	the	toll-gate.	John	called	very	loud	and	thumped	upon	the	door;	the	man
was	soon	out	and	flung	open	the	gate.
"Now,"	 said	 John,	 "do	 you	 keep	 the	 gate	 open	 for	 the	 doctor;	 here's	 the

money,"	and	off	he	went	again.
There	was	before	us	a	long	piece	of	level	road	by	the	river	side;	John	said	to

me,	"Now,	Beauty,	do	your	best,"	and	so	I	did;	I	wanted	no	whip	nor	spur,	and
for	 two	miles	 I	 galloped	 as	 fast	 as	 I	 could	 lay	my	 feet	 to	 the	 ground;	 I	 don't
believe	 that	my	 old	 grandfather,	who	won	 the	 race	 at	Newmarket,	 could	 have
gone	faster.	When	we	came	to	 the	bridge	John	pulled	me	up	a	 little	and	patted
my	neck.	"Well	done,	Beauty!	good	old	fellow,"	he	said.	He	would	have	let	me
go	slower,	but	my	spirit	was	up,	and	I	was	off	again	as	 fast	as	before.	The	air
was	 frosty,	 the	 moon	 was	 bright;	 it	 was	 very	 pleasant.	 We	 came	 through	 a
village,	 then	 through	 a	 dark	 wood,	 then	 uphill,	 then	 downhill,	 till	 after	 eight
miles'	run	we	came	to	the	town,	through	the	streets	and	into	the	market-place.	It
was	 all	 quite	 still	 except	 the	 clatter	 of	my	 feet	 on	 the	 stones—everybody	was
asleep.	The	church	clock	struck	 three	as	we	drew	up	at	Dr.	White's	door.	 John
rang	 the	bell	 twice,	and	 then	knocked	at	 the	door	 like	 thunder.	A	window	was
thrown	up,	and	Dr.	White,	in	his	nightcap,	put	his	head	out	and	said,	"What	do



you	want?"
"Mrs.	Gordon	 is	very	 ill,	 sir;	master	wants	you	 to	go	at	once;	he	 thinks	 she

will	die	if	you	cannot	get	there.	Here	is	a	note."
"Wait,"	he	said,	"I	will	come."
He	shut	the	window,	and	was	soon	at	the	door.
"The	worst	of	it	is,"	he	said,	"that	my	horse	has	been	out	all	day	and	is	quite

done	up;	my	son	has	just	been	sent	for,	and	he	has	taken	the	other.	What	is	to	be
done?	Can	I	have	your	horse?"
"He	has	come	at	a	gallop	nearly	all	the	way,	sir,	and	I	was	to	give	him	a	rest

here;	but	I	think	my	master	would	not	be	against	it,	if	you	think	fit,	sir."
"All	right,"	he	said;	"I	will	soon	be	ready."
John	stood	by	me	and	stroked	my	neck;	I	was	very	hot.	The	doctor	came	out

with	his	riding-whip.
"You	need	not	 take	that,	sir,"	said	John;	"Black	Beauty	will	go	till	he	drops.

Take	care	of	him,	sir,	if	you	can;	I	should	not	like	any	harm	to	come	to	him."
"No,	no,	John,"	said	the	doctor,	"I	hope	not,"	and	in	a	minute	we	had	left	John

far	behind.
I	will	not	tell	about	our	way	back.	The	doctor	was	a	heavier	man	than	John,

and	not	so	good	a	rider;	however,	 I	did	my	very	best.	The	man	at	 the	 toll-gate
had	it	open.	When	we	came	to	the	hill	the	doctor	drew	me	up.	"Now,	my	good
fellow,"	he	said,	"take	some	breath."	 I	was	glad	he	did,	 for	I	was	nearly	spent,
but	 that	breathing	helped	me	on,	and	soon	we	were	 in	 the	park.	Joe	was	at	 the
lodge	 gate;	 my	master	 was	 at	 the	 hall	 door,	 for	 he	 had	 heard	 us	 coming.	 He
spoke	not	a	word;	the	doctor	went	into	the	house	with	him,	and	Joe	led	me	to	the
stable.	I	was	glad	to	get	home;	my	legs	shook	under	me,	and	I	could	only	stand
and	pant.	 I	had	not	a	dry	hair	on	my	body,	 the	water	 ran	down	my	 legs,	and	I
steamed	all	over,	Joe	used	to	say,	like	a	pot	on	the	fire.	Poor	Joe!	he	was	young
and	small,	and	as	yet	he	knew	very	little,	and	his	father,	who	would	have	helped
him,	 had	 been	 sent	 to	 the	 next	 village;	 but	 I	 am	 sure	 he	 did	 the	 very	 best	 he
knew.	He	rubbed	my	 legs	and	my	chest,	but	he	did	not	put	my	warm	cloth	on
me;	he	 thought	 I	was	so	hot	 I	 should	not	 like	 it.	Then	he	gave	me	a	pailful	of
water	 to	drink;	 it	was	cold	and	very	good,	and	 I	drank	 it	 all;	 then	he	gave	me
some	hay	and	some	corn,	and	thinking	he	had	done	right,	he	went	away.	Soon	I
began	 to	 shake	 and	 tremble,	 and	 turned	 deadly	 cold;	my	 legs	 ached,	my	 loins
ached,	 and	my	chest	 ached,	 and	 I	 felt	 sore	 all	 over.	Oh!	how	 I	wished	 for	my
warm,	thick	cloth,	as	I	stood	and	trembled.	I	wished	for	John,	but	he	had	eight
miles	to	walk,	so	I	lay	down	in	my	straw	and	tried	to	go	to	sleep.	After	a	long
while	I	heard	John	at	 the	door;	I	gave	a	 low	moan,	for	I	was	in	great	pain.	He
was	at	my	side	in	a	moment,	stooping	down	by	me.	I	could	not	tell	him	how	I



felt,	 but	 he	 seemed	 to	 know	 it	 all;	 he	 covered	me	 up	with	 two	 or	 three	warm
cloths,	and	 then	ran	 to	 the	house	 for	some	hot	water;	he	made	me	some	warm
gruel,	which	I	drank,	and	then	I	think	I	went	to	sleep.
John	 seemed	 to	 be	 very	much	put	 out.	 I	 heard	him	 say	 to	 himself	 over	 and

over	again,	 "Stupid	boy!	stupid	boy!	no	cloth	put	on,	and	 I	dare	say	 the	water
was	cold,	too;	boys	are	no	good;"	but	Joe	was	a	good	boy,	after	all.
I	was	now	very	ill;	a	strong	inflammation	had	attacked	my	lungs,	and	I	could

not	draw	my	breath	without	pain.	John	nursed	me	night	and	day;	he	would	get	up
two	or	three	times	in	the	night	to	come	to	me.	My	master,	too,	often	came	to	see
me.	 "My	 poor	 Beauty,"	 he	 said	 one	 day,	 "my	 good	 horse,	 you	 saved	 your
mistress'	life,	Beauty;	yes,	you	saved	her	life."	I	was	very	glad	to	hear	that,	for	it
seems	the	doctor	had	said	if	we	had	been	a	little	longer	it	would	have	been	too
late.	John	told	my	master	he	never	saw	a	horse	go	so	fast	in	his	life.	It	seemed	as
if	the	horse	knew	what	was	the	matter.	Of	course	I	did,	though	John	thought	not;
at	least	I	knew	as	much	as	this—that	John	and	I	must	go	at	the	top	of	our	speed,
and	that	it	was	for	the	sake	of	the	mistress.



Chapter		19	
Only	Ignorance

I	do	not	know	how	long	I	was	ill.	Mr.	Bond,	the	horse-doctor,	came	every	day.
One	day	he	bled	me;	John	held	a	pail	for	the	blood.	I	felt	very	faint	after	it	and
thought	I	should	die,	and	I	believe	they	all	thought	so	too.
Ginger	and	Merrylegs	had	been	moved	into	the	other	stable,	so	that	I	might	be

quiet,	for	the	fever	made	me	very	quick	of	hearing;	any	little	noise	seemed	quite
loud,	and	I	could	tell	every	one's	footstep	going	to	and	from	the	house.	I	knew	all
that	 was	 going	 on.	 One	 night	 John	 had	 to	 give	me	 a	 draught;	 Thomas	Green
came	in	to	help	him.	After	I	had	taken	it	and	John	had	made	me	as	comfortable
as	he	could,	he	said	he	should	stay	half	an	hour	to	see	how	the	medicine	settled.
Thomas	said	he	would	stay	with	him,	so	they	went	and	sat	down	on	a	bench	that
had	been	brought	into	Merrylegs'	stall,	and	put	down	the	lantern	at	their	feet,	that
I	might	not	be	disturbed	with	the	light.
For	awhile	both	men	sat	silent,	and	then	Tom	Green	said	in	a	low	voice:
"I	wish,	John,	you'd	say	a	bit	of	a	kind	word	to	Joe.	The	boy	is	quite	broken-

hearted;	he	can't	eat	his	meals,	and	he	can't	smile.	He	says	he	knows	it	was	all
his	fault,	though	he	is	sure	he	did	the	best	he	knew,	and	he	says	if	Beauty	dies	no
one	will	ever	speak	 to	him	again.	 It	goes	 to	my	heart	 to	hear	him.	 I	 think	you
might	give	him	just	a	word;	he	is	not	a	bad	boy."
After	 a	 short	 pause	 John	 said	 slowly,	 "You	must	 not	 be	 too	 hard	 upon	me,

Tom.	I	know	he	meant	no	harm,	I	never	said	he	did;	I	know	he	is	not	a	bad	boy.
But	you	see,	I	am	sore	myself;	that	horse	is	the	pride	of	my	heart,	to	say	nothing
of	his	being	such	a	 favorite	with	 the	master	and	mistress;	and	 to	 think	 that	his
life	may	be	flung	away	in	this	manner	is	more	than	I	can	bear.	But	if	you	think	I
am	hard	 on	 the	 boy	 I	will	 try	 to	 give	 him	 a	 good	word	 to-morrow—that	 is,	 I
mean	if	Beauty	is	better."
"Well,	John,	thank	you.	I	knew	you	did	not	wish	to	be	too	hard,	and	I	am	glad

you	see	it	was	only	ignorance."
John's	voice	almost	startled	me	as	he	answered:
"Only	 ignorance!	 only	 ignorance!	 how	 can	 you	 talk	 about	 only	 ignorance?

Don't	you	know	that	it	is	the	worst	thing	in	the	world,	next	to	wickedness?—and
which	does	the	most	mischief	heaven	only	knows.	If	people	can	say,	 'Oh!	I	did
not	know,	I	did	not	mean	any	harm,'	they	think	it	is	all	right.	I	suppose	Martha



Mulwash	 did	 not	 mean	 to	 kill	 that	 baby	 when	 she	 dosed	 it	 with	 Dalby	 and
soothing	syrups;	but	she	did	kill	it,	and	was	tried	for	manslaughter."
"And	serve	her	right,	too,"	said	Tom.	"A	woman	should	not	undertake	to	nurse

a	tender	little	child	without	knowing	what	is	good	and	what	is	bad	for	it."
"Bill	Starkey,"	continued	John,	"did	not	mean	to	frighten	his	brother	into	fits

when	he	dressed	up	like	a	ghost	and	ran	after	him	in	the	moonlight;	but	he	did;
and	 that	 bright,	 handsome	 little	 fellow,	 that	might	 have	 been	 the	 pride	 of	 any
mother's	heart	is	just	no	better	than	an	idiot,	and	never	will	be,	if	he	lives	to	be
eighty	years	old.	You	were	 a	good	deal	 cut	up	yourself,	Tom,	 two	weeks	ago,
when	those	young	ladies	 left	your	hothouse	door	open,	with	a	frosty	east	wind
blowing	right	in;	you	said	it	killed	a	good	many	of	your	plants."
"A	good	many!"	said	Tom;	"there	was	not	one	of	the	tender	cuttings	that	was

not	nipped	off.	I	shall	have	to	strike	all	over	again,	and	the	worst	of	it	 is	that	I
don't	know	where	to	go	to	get	fresh	ones.	I	was	nearly	mad	when	I	came	in	and
saw	what	was	done."
"And	yet,"	said	John,	"I	am	sure	the	young	ladies	did	not	mean	it;	it	was	only

ignorance."
I	heard	no	more	of	this	conversation,	for	the	medicine	did	well	and	sent	me	to

sleep,	and	in	the	morning	I	felt	much	better;	but	I	often	thought	of	John's	words
when	I	came	to	know	more	of	the	world.



Chapter		20	
Joe	Green

Joe	 Green	 went	 on	 very	 well;	 he	 learned	 quickly,	 and	 was	 so	 attentive	 and
careful	 that	John	began	to	trust	him	in	many	things;	but	as	I	have	said,	he	was
small	of	his	age,	and	it	was	seldom	that	he	was	allowed	to	exercise	either	Ginger
or	me;	 but	 it	 so	 happened	 one	morning	 that	 John	was	 out	with	 Justice	 in	 the
luggage	 cart,	 and	 the	 master	 wanted	 a	 note	 to	 be	 taken	 immediately	 to	 a
gentleman's	house,	about	three	miles	distant,	and	sent	his	orders	for	Joe	to	saddle
me	and	take	it,	adding	the	caution	that	he	was	to	ride	steadily.
The	note	was	delivered,	and	we	were	quietly	returning	when	we	came	to	the

brick-field.	Here	we	saw	a	cart	heavily	laden	with	bricks;	the	wheels	had	stuck
fast	in	the	stiff	mud	of	some	deep	ruts,	and	the	carter	was	shouting	and	flogging
the	 two	horses	unmercifully.	 Joe	pulled	up.	 It	was	 a	 sad	 sight.	There	were	 the
two	horses	straining	and	struggling	with	all	their	might	to	drag	the	cart	out,	but
they	could	not	move	it;	the	sweat	streamed	from	their	legs	and	flanks,	their	sides
heaved,	 and	 every	muscle	was	 strained,	while	 the	man,	 fiercely	 pulling	 at	 the
head	of	the	fore	horse,	swore	and	lashed	most	brutally.
"Hold	hard,"	said	Joe;	"don't	go	on	 flogging	 the	horses	 like	 that;	 the	wheels

are	so	stuck	that	they	cannot	move	the	cart."
The	man	took	no	heed,	but	went	on	lashing.
"Stop!	pray	stop!"	said	Joe.	"I'll	help	you	to	lighten	the	cart;	they	can't	move	it

now."
"Mind	your	own	business,	 you	 impudent	young	 rascal,	 and	 I'll	mind	mine!"

The	man	was	in	a	towering	passion	and	the	worse	for	drink,	and	laid	on	the	whip
again.	 Joe	 turned	 my	 head,	 and	 the	 next	 moment	 we	 were	 going	 at	 a	 round
gallop	 toward	 the	house	of	 the	master	brick-maker.	 I	cannot	say	 if	John	would
have	approved	of	our	pace,	but	Joe	and	I	were	both	of	one	mind,	and	so	angry
that	we	could	not	have	gone	slower.
The	house	stood	close	by	the	roadside.	Joe	knocked	at	the	door,	and	shouted,

"Halloo!	 Is	Mr.	 Clay	 at	 home?"	 The	 door	 was	 opened,	 and	Mr.	 Clay	 himself
came	out.
"Halloo,	 young	man!	You	 seem	 in	 a	 hurry;	 any	 orders	 from	 the	 squire	 this

morning?"
"No,	Mr.	Clay,	but	there's	a	fellow	in	your	brick-yard	flogging	two	horses	to



death.	I	told	him	to	stop,	and	he	wouldn't;	I	said	I'd	help	him	to	lighten	the	cart,
and	he	wouldn't;	so	I	have	come	to	tell	you.	Pray,	sir,	go."	Joe's	voice	shook	with
excitement.
"Thank	ye,	my	lad,"	said	 the	man,	 running	 in	for	his	hat;	 then	pausing	for	a

moment,	"Will	you	give	evidence	of	what	you	saw	if	I	should	bring	the	fellow
up	before	a	magistrate?"
"That	I	will,"	said	Joe,	"and	glad	too."	The	man	was	gone,	and	we	were	on	our

way	home	at	a	smart	trot.
"Why,	what's	the	matter	with	you,	Joe?	You	look	angry	all	over,"	said	John,	as

the	boy	flung	himself	from	the	saddle.
"I	am	angry	all	over,	I	can	tell	you,"	said	the	boy,	and	then	in	hurried,	excited

words	he	 told	all	 that	had	happened.	Joe	was	usually	such	a	quiet,	gentle	 little
fellow	that	it	was	wonderful	to	see	him	so	roused.
"Right,	Joe!	you	did	right,	my	boy,	whether	the	fellow	gets	a	summons	or	not.

Many	folks	would	have	ridden	by	and	said	it	was	not	their	business	to	interfere.
Now	I	say	that	with	cruelty	and	oppression	it	is	everybody's	business	to	interfere
when	they	see	it;	you	did	right,	my	boy."
Joe	was	quite	 calm	by	 this	 time,	 and	proud	 that	 John	approved	of	him,	 and

cleaned	out	my	feet	and	rubbed	me	down	with	a	firmer	hand	than	usual.
They	were	 just	 going	 home	 to	 dinner	when	 the	 footman	 came	 down	 to	 the

stable	to	say	that	Joe	was	wanted	directly	in	master's	private	room;	there	was	a
man	 brought	 up	 for	 ill-using	 horses,	 and	 Joe's	 evidence	was	wanted.	 The	 boy
flushed	up	to	his	forehead,	and	his	eyes	sparkled.	"They	shall	have	it,"	said	he.
"Put	 yourself	 a	 bit	 straight,"	 said	 John.	 Joe	 gave	 a	 pull	 at	 his	 necktie	 and	 a

twitch	 at	 his	 jacket,	 and	 was	 off	 in	 a	 moment.	 Our	 master	 being	 one	 of	 the
county	magistrates,	cases	were	often	brought	to	him	to	settle,	or	say	what	should
be	 done.	 In	 the	 stable	 we	 heard	 no	 more	 for	 some	 time,	 as	 it	 was	 the	 men's
dinner	hour,	but	when	Joe	came	next	into	the	stable	I	saw	he	was	in	high	spirits;
he	gave	me	a	good-natured	slap,	and	said,	"We	won't	see	such	things	done,	will
we,	old	fellow?"	We	heard	afterward	that	he	had	given	his	evidence	so	clearly,
and	 the	 horses	were	 in	 such	 an	 exhausted	 state,	 bearing	marks	 of	 such	 brutal
usage,	 that	 the	 carter	 was	 committed	 to	 take	 his	 trial,	 and	 might	 possibly	 be
sentenced	to	two	or	three	months	in	prison.
It	was	wonderful	what	a	change	had	come	over	Joe.	John	laughed,	and	said	he

had	grown	an	inch	taller	in	that	week,	and	I	believe	he	had.	He	was	just	as	kind
and	gentle	as	before,	but	there	was	more	purpose	and	determination	in	all	that	he
did—as	if	he	had	jumped	at	once	from	a	boy	into	a	man.



Chapter		21	
The	Parting

Now	I	had	lived	in	this	happy	place	three	years,	but	sad	changes	were	about	to
come	over	us.	We	heard	from	time	to	time	that	our	mistress	was	ill.	The	doctor
was	often	at	the	house,	and	the	master	looked	grave	and	anxious.	Then	we	heard
that	she	must	leave	her	home	at	once,	and	go	to	a	warm	country	for	two	or	three
years.	 The	 news	 fell	 upon	 the	 household	 like	 the	 tolling	 of	 a	 deathbell.
Everybody	was	 sorry;	 but	 the	master	 began	directly	 to	make	 arrangements	 for
breaking	 up	 his	 establishment	 and	 leaving	England.	We	 used	 to	 hear	 it	 talked
about	in	our	stable;	indeed,	nothing	else	was	talked	about.
John	went	about	his	work	silent	and	sad,	and	Joe	scarcely	whistled.	There	was

a	great	deal	of	coming	and	going;	Ginger	and	I	had	full	work.
The	 first	 of	 the	 party	 who	 went	 were	 Miss	 Jessie	 and	 Flora,	 with	 their

governess.	They	came	 to	bid	us	good-by.	They	hugged	poor	Merrylegs	 like	an
old	friend,	and	so	indeed	he	was.	Then	we	heard	what	had	been	arranged	for	us.
Master	 had	 sold	 Ginger	 and	me	 to	 his	 old	 friend,	 the	 Earl	 of	W——,	 for	 he
thought	we	should	have	a	good	place	there.	Merrylegs	he	had	given	to	the	vicar,
who	was	wanting	a	pony	for	Mrs.	Blomefield,	but	it	was	on	the	condition	that	he
should	 never	 be	 sold,	 and	 that	when	 he	was	 past	work	 he	 should	 be	 shot	 and
buried.
Joe	was	engaged	to	take	care	of	him	and	to	help	in	the	house,	so	I	thought	that

Merrylegs	was	well	off.	John	had	the	offer	of	several	good	places,	but	he	said	he
should	wait	a	little	and	look	round.
The	 evening	 before	 they	 left	 the	 master	 came	 into	 the	 stable	 to	 give	 some

directions,	 and	 to	 give	 his	 horses	 the	 last	 pat.	He	 seemed	 very	 low-spirited;	 I
knew	that	by	his	voice.	I	believe	we	horses	can	tell	more	by	the	voice	than	many
men	can.
"Have	you	decided	what	to	do,	John?"	he	said.	"I	find	you	have	not	accepted

either	of	those	offers."
"No,	 sir;	 I	 have	made	up	my	mind	 that	 if	 I	 could	get	 a	 situation	with	 some

first-rate	colt-breaker	and	horse-trainer,	it	would	be	the	right	thing	for	me.	Many
young	animals	are	frightened	and	spoiled	by	wrong	treatment,	which	need	not	be
if	 the	 right	man	 took	 them	 in	hand.	 I	 always	get	on	well	with	horses,	 and	 if	 I
could	help	some	of	them	to	a	fair	start	I	should	feel	as	if	I	was	doing	some	good.



What	do	you	think	of	it,	sir?"
"I	don't	know	a	man	anywhere,"	said	master,	"that	I	should	think	so	suitable

for	it	as	yourself.	You	understand	horses,	and	somehow	they	understand	you,	and
in	time	you	might	set	up	for	yourself;	I	think	you	could	not	do	better.	If	in	any
way	I	can	help	you,	write	to	me.	I	shall	speak	to	my	agent	in	London,	and	leave
your	character	with	him."
Master	gave	John	the	name	and	address,	and	then	he	thanked	him	for	his	long

and	faithful	service;	but	that	was	too	much	for	John.	"Pray,	don't,	sir,	I	can't	bear
it;	you	and	my	dear	mistress	have	done	so	much	for	me	that	I	could	never	repay
it.	 But	we	 shall	 never	 forget	 you,	 sir,	 and	 please	God,	we	may	 some	 day	 see
mistress	back	again	like	herself;	we	must	keep	up	hope,	sir."	Master	gave	John
his	hand,	but	he	did	not	speak,	and	they	both	left	the	stable.
The	last	sad	day	had	come;	the	footman	and	the	heavy	luggage	had	gone	off

the	day	before,	 and	 there	were	only	master	and	mistress	and	her	maid.	Ginger
and	 I	 brought	 the	 carriage	 up	 to	 the	 hall	 door	 for	 the	 last	 time.	 The	 servants
brought	 out	 cushions	 and	 rugs	 and	 many	 other	 things;	 and	 when	 all	 were
arranged	master	came	down	the	steps	carrying	the	mistress	in	his	arms	(I	was	on
the	 side	 next	 to	 the	 house,	 and	 could	 see	 all	 that	 went	 on);	 he	 placed	 her
carefully	in	the	carriage,	while	the	house	servants	stood	round	crying.
"Good-by,	 again,"	 he	 said;	 "we	 shall	 not	 forget	 any	 of	 you,"	 and	 he	 got	 in.

"Drive	on,	John."
Joe	 jumped	 up,	 and	 we	 trotted	 slowly	 through	 the	 park	 and	 through	 the

village,	where	the	people	were	standing	at	their	doors	to	have	a	last	look	and	to
say,	"God	bless	them."
When	we	reached	the	railway	station	I	think	mistress	walked	from	the	carriage

to	 the	waiting-room.	 I	 heard	her	 say	 in	her	 own	 sweet	 voice,	 "Good-by,	 John.
God	 bless	 you."	 I	 felt	 the	 rein	 twitch,	 but	 John	 made	 no	 answer;	 perhaps	 he
could	not	 speak.	As	 soon	as	 Joe	had	 taken	 the	 things	out	of	 the	 carriage	 John
called	him	to	stand	by	the	horses,	while	he	went	on	the	platform.	Poor	Joe!	he
stood	close	up	to	our	heads	to	hide	his	tears.	Very	soon	the	train	came	puffing	up
into	the	station;	then	two	or	three	minutes,	and	the	doors	were	slammed	to,	the
guard	whistled,	and	the	train	glided	away,	leaving	behind	it	only	clouds	of	white
smoke	and	some	very	heavy	hearts.
When	it	was	quite	out	of	sight	John	came	back.
"We	shall	never	see	her	again,"	he	said—"never."	He	took	the	reins,	mounted

the	box,	and	with	Joe	drove	slowly	home;	but	it	was	not	our	home	now.



Part	2



Chapter		1
Earlshall

The	next	morning	after	breakfast	Joe	put	Merrylegs	into	the	mistress'	low	chaise
to	take	him	to	the	vicarage;	he	came	first	and	said	good-by	to	us,	and	Merrylegs
neighed	to	us	from	the	yard.	Then	John	put	the	saddle	on	Ginger	and	the	leading
rein	on	me,	and	rode	us	across	the	country	about	fifteen	miles	to	Earlshall	Park,
where	the	Earl	of	W——	lived.	There	was	a	very	fine	house	and	a	great	deal	of
stabling.	We	went	into	the	yard	through	a	stone	gateway,	and	John	asked	for	Mr.
York.	 It	 was	 some	 time	 before	 he	 came.	 He	 was	 a	 fine-looking,	 middle-aged
man,	 and	 his	 voice	 said	 at	 once	 that	 he	 expected	 to	 be	 obeyed.	 He	was	 very
friendly	and	polite	to	John,	and	after	giving	us	a	slight	look	he	called	a	groom	to
take	us	to	our	boxes,	and	invited	John	to	take	some	refreshment.
We	were	taken	to	a	light,	airy	stable,	and	placed	in	boxes	adjoining	each	other,

where	we	were	rubbed	down	and	fed.	In	about	half	an	hour	John	and	Mr.	York,
who	was	to	be	our	new	coachman,	came	in	to	see	us.
"Now,	Mr.	Manly,"	he	 said,	 after	carefully	 looking	at	us	both,	 "I	can	see	no

fault	in	these	horses;	but	we	all	know	that	horses	have	their	peculiarities	as	well
as	men,	and	that	sometimes	they	need	different	treatment.	I	should	like	to	know
if	there	is	anything	particular	in	either	of	these	that	you	would	like	to	mention."
"Well,"	 said	 John,	 "I	 don't	 believe	 there	 is	 a	 better	 pair	 of	 horses	 in	 the

country,	 and	 right	 grieved	 I	 am	 to	 part	with	 them,	 but	 they	 are	 not	 alike.	The
black	one	is	the	most	perfect	temper	I	ever	knew;	I	suppose	he	has	never	known
a	hard	word	or	a	blow	since	he	was	foaled,	and	all	his	pleasure	seems	to	be	to	do
what	you	wish;	but	the	chestnut,	I	fancy,	must	have	had	bad	treatment;	we	heard
as	much	from	the	dealer.	She	came	to	us	snappish	and	suspicious,	but	when	she
found	what	sort	of	place	ours	was,	 it	all	went	off	by	degrees;	 for	 three	years	 I
have	never	seen	the	smallest	sign	of	temper,	and	if	she	is	well	treated	there	is	not
a	 better,	more	willing	 animal	 than	 she	 is.	But	 she	 is	 naturally	 a	more	 irritable
constitution	 than	 the	 black	 horse;	 flies	 tease	 her	more;	 anything	wrong	 in	 the
harness	frets	her	more;	and	if	she	were	ill-used	or	unfairly	treated	she	would	not
be	unlikely	to	give	tit	for	 tat.	You	know	that	many	high-mettled	horses	will	do
so."
"Of	 course,"	 said	York,	 "I	 quite	 understand;	 but	 you	 know	 it	 is	 not	 easy	 in

stables	like	these	to	have	all	the	grooms	just	what	they	should	be.	I	do	my	best,



and	there	I	must	leave	it.	I'll	remember	what	you	have	said	about	the	mare."
They	were	going	out	of	the	stable,	when	John	stopped	and	said,	"I	had	better

mention	 that	we	have	never	used	 the	check-rein	with	either	of	 them;	 the	black
horse	never	had	one	on,	 and	 the	dealer	 said	 it	was	 the	gag-bit	 that	 spoiled	 the
other's	temper."
"Well,"	said	York,	"if	they	come	here	they	must	wear	the	check-rein.	I	prefer	a

loose	rein	myself,	and	his	 lordship	 is	always	very	reasonable	about	horses;	but
my	lady—that's	another	thing;	she	will	have	style,	and	if	her	carriage	horses	are
not	reined	up	tight	she	wouldn't	look	at	them.	I	always	stand	out	against	the	gag-
bit,	and	shall	do	so,	but	it	must	be	tight	up	when	my	lady	rides!"
"I	am	sorry	for	it,	very	sorry,"	said	John;	"but	I	must	go	now,	or	I	shall	lose	the

train."
He	came	round	to	each	of	us	to	pat	and	speak	to	us	for	the	last	time;	his	voice

sounded	very	sad.
I	held	my	face	close	to	him;	that	was	all	I	could	do	to	say	good-by;	and	then

he	was	gone,	and	I	have	never	seen	him	since.
The	next	 day	Lord	W——	came	 to	 look	 at	 us;	 he	 seemed	pleased	with	our

appearance.
"I	 have	 great	 confidence	 in	 these	 horses,"	 he	 said,	 "from	 the	 character	 my

friend	Mr.	 Gordon	 has	 given	me	 of	 them.	 Of	 course	 they	 are	 not	 a	match	 in
color,	but	my	idea	is	that	they	will	do	very	well	for	the	carriage	while	we	are	in
the	country.	Before	we	go	to	London	I	must	try	to	match	Baron;	the	black	horse,
I	believe,	is	perfect	for	riding."
York	then	told	him	what	John	had	said	about	us.
"Well,"	 said	he,	 "you	must	 keep	 an	 eye	 to	 the	mare,	 and	put	 the	 check-rein

easy;	I	dare	say	they	will	do	very	well	with	a	little	humoring	at	first.	I'll	mention
it	to	your	lady."
In	the	afternoon	we	were	harnessed	and	put	in	the	carriage,	and	as	the	stable

clock	struck	 three	we	were	 led	 round	 to	 the	 front	of	 the	house.	 It	was	all	very
grand,	and	three	or	four	times	as	large	as	the	old	house	at	Birtwick,	but	not	half
so	pleasant,	if	a	horse	may	have	an	opinion.	Two	footmen	were	standing	ready,
dressed	 in	drab	 livery,	with	 scarlet	breeches	and	white	 stockings.	Presently	we
heard	the	rustling	sound	of	silk	as	my	lady	came	down	the	flight	of	stone	steps.
She	stepped	round	to	look	at	us;	she	was	a	tall,	proud-looking	woman,	and	did
not	 seem	 pleased	 about	 something,	 but	 she	 said	 nothing,	 and	 got	 into	 the
carriage.	This	was	the	first	time	of	wearing	a	check-rein,	and	I	must	say,	though
it	certainly	was	a	nuisance	not	to	be	able	to	get	my	head	down	now	and	then,	it
did	 not	 pull	my	 head	 higher	 than	 I	was	 accustomed	 to	 carry	 it.	 I	 felt	 anxious
about	Ginger,	but	she	seemed	to	be	quiet	and	content.



The	next	day	at	 three	o'clock	we	were	again	at	 the	door,	and	the	footmen	as
before;	we	heard	the	silk	dress	rustle	and	the	lady	came	down	the	steps,	and	in
an	 imperious	 voice	 she	 said,	 "York,	 you	must	 put	 those	 horses'	 heads	 higher;
they	are	not	fit	to	be	seen."
York	got	down,	and	said	very	respectfully,	"I	beg	your	pardon,	my	 lady,	but

these	horses	have	not	been	reined	up	for	three	years,	and	my	lord	said	it	would
be	safer	 to	bring	 them	to	 it	by	degrees;	but	 if	your	 ladyship	pleases	 I	can	 take
them	up	a	little	more."
"Do	so,"	she	said.
York	 came	 round	 to	 our	 heads	 and	 shortened	 the	 rein	 himself—one	 hole,	 I

think;	every	little	makes	a	difference,	be	it	for	better	or	worse,	and	that	day	we
had	a	 steep	hill	 to	go	up.	Then	 I	began	 to	understand	what	 I	had	heard	of.	Of
course,	I	wanted	to	put	my	head	forward	and	take	the	carriage	up	with	a	will,	as
we	had	been	used	to	do;	but	no,	I	had	to	pull	with	my	head	up	now,	and	that	took
all	the	spirit	out	of	me,	and	the	strain	came	on	my	back	and	legs.	When	we	came
in	Ginger	said,	"Now	you	see	what	it	is	like;	but	this	is	not	bad,	and	if	it	does	not
get	much	worse	than	this	I	shall	say	nothing	about	it,	for	we	are	very	well	treated
here;	but	 if	 they	strain	me	up	tight,	why,	 let	 'em	look	out!	I	can't	bear	 it,	and	I
won't."
Day	 by	 day,	 hole	 by	 hole,	 our	 bearing	 reins	were	 shortened,	 and	 instead	 of

looking	 forward	with	pleasure	 to	having	my	harness	put	on,	 as	 I	used	 to	do,	 I
began	to	dread	it.	Ginger,	too,	seemed	restless,	though	she	said	very	little.	At	last
I	thought	the	worst	was	over;	for	several	days	there	was	no	more	shortening,	and
I	determined	to	make	the	best	of	it	and	do	my	duty,	though	it	was	now	a	constant
harass	instead	of	a	pleasure;	but	the	worst	was	not	come.



Chapter		2
A	Strike	for	Liberty

One	 day	my	 lady	 came	 down	 later	 than	 usual,	 and	 the	 silk	 rustled	more	 than
ever.
"Drive	to	the	Duchess	of	B——'s,"	she	said,	and	then	after	a	pause,	"Are	you

never	going	to	get	those	horses'	heads	up,	York?	Raise	them	at	once	and	let	us
have	no	more	of	this	humoring	and	nonsense."
York	came	to	me	first,	while	the	groom	stood	at	Ginger's	head.	He	drew	my

head	back	and	fixed	the	rein	so	tight	that	it	was	almost	intolerable;	then	he	went
to	Ginger,	who	was	impatiently	jerking	her	head	up	and	down	against	the	bit,	as
was	her	way	now.	She	had	a	good	 idea	of	what	was	coming,	 and	 the	moment
York	 took	 the	 rein	off	 the	 terret	 in	order	 to	shorten	 it	 she	 took	her	opportunity
and	reared	up	so	suddenly	that	York	had	his	nose	roughly	hit	and	his	hat	knocked
off;	 the	 groom	was	 nearly	 thrown	 off	 his	 legs.	At	 once	 they	 both	 flew	 to	 her
head;	but	she	was	a	match	for	them,	and	went	on	plunging,	rearing,	and	kicking
in	a	most	desperate	manner.	At	last	she	kicked	right	over	the	carriage	pole	and
fell	 down,	 after	 giving	 me	 a	 severe	 blow	 on	 my	 near	 quarter.	 There	 is	 no
knowing	what	further	mischief	she	might	have	done	had	not	York	promptly	sat
himself	down	flat	on	her	head	to	prevent	her	struggling,	at	the	same	time	calling
out,	 "Unbuckle	 the	 black	 horse!	 Run	 for	 the	 winch	 and	 unscrew	 the	 carriage
pole!	Cut	the	trace	here,	somebody,	if	you	can't	unhitch	it!"	One	of	the	footmen
ran	for	the	winch,	and	another	brought	a	knife	from	the	house.	The	groom	soon
set	me	free	from	Ginger	and	the	carriage,	and	led	me	to	my	box.	He	just	turned
me	in	as	I	was	and	ran	back	to	York.	I	was	much	excited	by	what	had	happened,
and	if	I	had	ever	been	used	to	kick	or	rear	I	am	sure	I	should	have	done	it	then;
but	I	never	had,	and	there	I	stood,	angry,	sore	in	my	leg,	my	head	still	strained	up
to	the	terret	on	the	saddle,	and	no	power	to	get	it	down.	I	was	very	miserable	and
felt	much	inclined	to	kick	the	first	person	who	came	near	me.
Before	long,	however,	Ginger	was	led	in	by	two	grooms,	a	good	deal	knocked

about	 and	bruised.	York	 came	with	her	 and	gave	his	 orders,	 and	 then	 came	 to
look	at	me.	In	a	moment	he	let	down	my	head.
"Confound	these	check-reins!"	he	said	to	himself;	"I	thought	we	should	have

some	 mischief	 soon.	 Master	 will	 be	 sorely	 vexed.	 But	 there,	 if	 a	 woman's
husband	can't	rule	her	of	course	a	servant	can't;	so	I	wash	my	hands	of	it,	and	if



she	can't	get	to	the	duchess'	garden	party	I	can't	help	it."
York	did	not	say	this	before	the	men;	he	always	spoke	respectfully	when	they

were	 by.	 Now	 he	 felt	 me	 all	 over,	 and	 soon	 found	 the	 place	 above	my	 hock
where	I	had	been	kicked.	It	was	swelled	and	painful;	he	ordered	it	to	be	sponged
with	hot	water,	and	then	some	lotion	was	put	on.
Lord	 W——	 was	 much	 put	 out	 when	 he	 learned	 what	 had	 happened;	 he

blamed	York	for	giving	way	to	his	mistress,	to	which	he	replied	that	in	future	he
would	 much	 prefer	 to	 receive	 his	 orders	 only	 from	 his	 lordship;	 but	 I	 think
nothing	came	of	it,	for	things	went	on	the	same	as	before.	I	thought	York	might
have	stood	up	better	for	his	horses,	but	perhaps	I	am	no	judge.
Ginger	was	never	put	 into	 the	carriage	again,	but	when	 she	was	well	of	her

bruises	one	of	the	Lord	W——'s	younger	sons	said	he	should	like	to	have	her;	he
was	sure	she	would	make	a	good	hunter.	As	for	me,	I	was	obliged	still	to	go	in
the	carriage,	and	had	a	fresh	partner	called	Max;	he	had	always	been	used	to	the
tight	rein.	I	asked	him	how	it	was	he	bore	it.
"Well,"	he	said,	"I	bear	 it	because	I	must;	but	 it	 is	shortening	my	life,	and	it

will	shorten	yours	too	if	you	have	to	stick	to	it."
"Do	you	think,"	I	said,	"that	our	masters	know	how	bad	it	is	for	us?"
"I	can't	 say,"	he	 replied,	"but	 the	dealers	and	 the	horse-doctors	know	it	very

well.	I	was	at	a	dealer's	once,	who	was	training	me	and	another	horse	to	go	as	a
pair;	he	was	getting	our	heads	up,	as	he	 said,	a	 little	higher	and	a	 little	higher
every	day.	A	gentleman	who	was	there	asked	him	why	he	did	so.	'Because,'	said
he,	'people	won't	buy	them	unless	we	do.	The	London	people	always	want	their
horses	to	carry	their	heads	high	and	to	step	high.	Of	course	it	is	very	bad	for	the
horses,	but	 then	it	 is	good	for	 trade.	The	horses	soon	wear	up,	or	get	diseased,
and	they	come	for	another	pair.'	That,"	said	Max,	"is	what	he	said	in	my	hearing,
and	you	can	judge	for	yourself."
What	 I	 suffered	with	 that	 rein	 for	 four	 long	months	 in	my	 lady's	 carriage	 it

would	be	hard	 to	describe;	but	 I	am	quite	sure	 that,	had	 it	 lasted	much	 longer,
either	my	health	or	my	temper	would	have	given	way.	Before	that,	I	never	knew
what	 it	was	 to	 foam	 at	 the	mouth,	 but	 now	 the	 action	 of	 the	 sharp	 bit	 on	my
tongue	 and	 jaw,	 and	 the	 constrained	 position	 of	 my	 head	 and	 throat,	 always
caused	me	to	froth	at	the	mouth	more	or	less.	Some	people	think	it	very	fine	to
see	 this,	 and	 say,	 "What	 fine	 spirited	 creatures!"	But	 it	 is	 just	 as	unnatural	 for
horses	as	for	men	to	foam	at	the	mouth;	it	is	a	sure	sign	of	some	discomfort,	and
should	be	attended	to.	Besides	this,	there	was	a	pressure	on	my	windpipe,	which
often	made	my	breathing	 very	 uncomfortable;	when	 I	 returned	 from	my	work
my	neck	and	chest	were	strained	and	painful,	my	mouth	and	tongue	tender,	and	I
felt	worn	and	depressed.



In	my	old	home	I	always	knew	that	John	and	my	master	were	my	friends;	but
here,	although	in	many	ways	I	was	well	treated,	I	had	no	friend.	York	might	have
known,	and	very	 likely	did	know,	how	that	 rein	harassed	me;	but	 I	suppose	he
took	it	as	a	matter	of	course	that	it	could	not	be	helped;	at	any	rate,	nothing	was
done	to	relieve	me.



Chapter		3
The	Lady	Anne,	or	a	Runaway	Horse

Early	in	the	spring,	Lord	W——	and	part	of	his	family	went	up	to	London,	and
took	York	with	them.	I	and	Ginger	and	some	other	horses	were	left	at	home	for
use,	and	the	head	groom	was	left	in	charge.
The	Lady	Harriet,	who	 remained	 at	 the	 hall,	was	 a	 great	 invalid,	 and	 never

went	out	in	the	carriage,	and	the	Lady	Anne	preferred	riding	on	horseback	with
her	brother	or	cousins.	She	was	a	perfect	horsewoman,	and	as	gay	and	gentle	as
she	was	beautiful.	She	chose	me	for	her	horse,	and	named	me	"Black	Auster".	I
enjoyed	 these	 rides	 very	 much	 in	 the	 clear	 cold	 air,	 sometimes	 with	 Ginger,
sometimes	with	Lizzie.	This	Lizzie	was	a	bright	bay	mare,	almost	thoroughbred,
and	a	great	favorite	with	the	gentlemen,	on	account	of	her	fine	action	and	lively
spirit;	 but	 Ginger,	 who	 knew	more	 of	 her	 than	 I	 did,	 told	 me	 she	 was	 rather
nervous.
There	was	a	gentleman	of	the	name	of	Blantyre	staying	at	the	hall;	he	always

rode	Lizzie,	and	praised	her	so	much	that	one	day	Lady	Anne	ordered	the	side-
saddle	to	be	put	on	her,	and	the	other	saddle	on	me.	When	we	came	to	the	door
the	gentleman	seemed	very	uneasy.
"How	is	this?"	he	said.	"Are	you	tired	of	your	good	Black	Auster?"
"Oh,	no,	not	at	all,"	she	replied,	"but	I	am	amiable	enough	to	let	you	ride	him

for	once,	and	I	will	try	your	charming	Lizzie.	You	must	confess	that	in	size	and
appearance	she	is	far	more	like	a	lady's	horse	than	my	own	favorite."
"Do	let	me	advise	you	not	to	mount	her,"	he	said;	"she	is	a	charming	creature,

but	she	is	too	nervous	for	a	lady.	I	assure	you,	she	is	not	perfectly	safe;	let	me
beg	you	to	have	the	saddles	changed."
"My	dear	cousin,"	said	Lady	Anne,	laughing,	"pray	do	not	trouble	your	good

careful	head	about	me.	I	have	been	a	horsewoman	ever	since	I	was	a	baby,	and	I
have	followed	the	hounds	a	great	many	times,	though	I	know	you	do	not	approve
of	ladies	hunting;	but	still	that	is	the	fact,	and	I	intend	to	try	this	Lizzie	that	you
gentlemen	are	all	so	fond	of;	so	please	help	me	to	mount,	like	a	good	friend	as
you	are."
There	was	no	more	to	be	said;	he	placed	her	carefully	on	the	saddle,	looked	to

the	bit	and	curb,	gave	the	reins	gently	into	her	hand,	and	then	mounted	me.	Just
as	we	were	moving	off	 a	 footman	 came	out	with	 a	 slip	of	 paper	 and	message



from	the	Lady	Harriet.	"Would	they	ask	this	question	for	her	at	Dr.	Ashley's,	and
bring	the	answer?"
The	village	was	about	a	mile	off,	and	the	doctor's	house	was	the	last	in	it.	We

went	along	gayly	enough	till	we	came	to	his	gate.	There	was	a	short	drive	up	to
the	house	between	tall	evergreens.
Blantyre	alighted	at	the	gate,	and	was	going	to	open	it	for	Lady	Anne,	but	she

said,	"I	will	wait	for	you	here,	and	you	can	hang	Auster's	rein	on	the	gate."
He	looked	at	her	doubtfully.	"I	will	not	be	five	minutes,"	he	said.
"Oh,	do	not	hurry	yourself;	Lizzie	and	I	shall	not	run	away	from	you."
He	hung	my	rein	on	one	of	the	iron	spikes,	and	was	soon	hidden	among	the

trees.	Lizzie	was	standing	quietly	by	the	side	of	 the	road	a	few	paces	off,	with
her	back	to	me.	My	young	mistress	was	sitting	easily	with	a	loose	rein,	humming
a	little	song.	I	listened	to	my	rider's	footsteps	until	they	reached	the	house,	and
heard	him	knock	at	 the	door.	There	was	a	meadow	on	 the	opposite	side	of	 the
road,	the	gate	of	which	stood	open;	just	then	some	cart	horses	and	several	young
colts	 came	 trotting	 out	 in	 a	 very	 disorderly	 manner,	 while	 a	 boy	 behind	 was
cracking	 a	 great	 whip.	 The	 colts	 were	 wild	 and	 frolicsome,	 and	 one	 of	 them
bolted	across	the	road	and	blundered	up	against	Lizzie's	hind	legs,	and	whether	it
was	the	stupid	colt,	or	the	loud	cracking	of	the	whip,	or	both	together,	I	cannot
say,	but	she	gave	a	violent	kick,	and	dashed	off	into	a	headlong	gallop.	It	was	so
sudden	 that	Lady	Anne	was	nearly	unseated,	but	 she	 soon	 recovered	herself.	 I
gave	a	loud,	shrill	neigh	for	help;	again	and	again	I	neighed,	pawing	the	ground
impatiently,	 and	 tossing	my	head	 to	get	 the	 rein	 loose.	 I	 had	not	 long	 to	wait.
Blantyre	came	 running	 to	 the	gate;	he	 looked	anxiously	about,	and	 just	caught
sight	of	 the	flying	figure,	now	far	away	on	the	road.	In	an	instant	he	sprang	to
the	saddle.	I	needed	no	whip,	no	spur,	for	I	was	as	eager	as	my	rider;	he	saw	it,
and	giving	me	a	free	rein,	and	leaning	a	little	forward,	we	dashed	after	them.
For	about	a	mile	and	a	half	 the	 road	ran	straight,	and	 then	bent	 to	 the	 right,

after	which	it	divided	into	two	roads.	Long	before	we	came	to	the	bend	she	was
out	of	sight.	Which	way	had	she	turned?	A	woman	was	standing	at	her	garden
gate,	shading	her	eyes	with	her	hand,	and	looking	eagerly	up	the	road.	Scarcely
drawing	 the	 rein,	 Blantyre	 shouted,	 "Which	 way?"	 "To	 the	 right!"	 cried	 the
woman,	pointing	with	her	hand,	and	away	we	went	up	the	right-hand	road;	then
for	a	moment	we	caught	 sight	of	her;	another	bend	and	she	was	hidden	again.
Several	 times	we	caught	glimpses,	 and	 then	 lost	 them.	We	 scarcely	 seemed	 to
gain	ground	upon	them	at	all.	An	old	road-mender	was	standing	near	a	heap	of
stones,	his	shovel	dropped	and	his	hands	raised.	As	we	came	near	he	made	a	sign
to	speak.	Blantyre	drew	 the	 rein	a	 little.	 "To	 the	common,	 to	 the	common,	 sir;
she	has	turned	off	there."	I	knew	this	common	very	well;	it	was	for	the	most	part



very	 uneven	 ground,	 covered	 with	 heather	 and	 dark-green	 furze	 bushes,	 with
here	and	there	a	scrubby	old	thorn-tree;	there	were	also	open	spaces	of	fine	short
grass,	with	ant-hills	and	mole-turns	everywhere;	the	worst	place	I	ever	knew	for
a	headlong	gallop.
We	 had	 hardly	 turned	 on	 the	 common,	 when	 we	 caught	 sight	 again	 of	 the

green	habit	flying	on	before	us.	My	lady's	hat	was	gone,	and	her	long	brown	hair
was	streaming	behind	her.	Her	head	and	body	were	thrown	back,	as	if	she	were
pulling	 with	 all	 her	 remaining	 strength,	 and	 as	 if	 that	 strength	 were	 nearly
exhausted.	It	was	clear	that	the	roughness	of	the	ground	had	very	much	lessened
Lizzie's	speed,	and	there	seemed	a	chance	that	we	might	overtake	her.
While	we	were	 on	 the	 highroad,	Blantyre	 had	 given	me	my	head;	 but	 now,

with	a	 light	hand	and	a	practiced	eye,	he	guided	me	over	 the	ground	in	such	a
masterly	manner	 that	my	pace	was	scarcely	 slackened,	and	we	were	decidedly
gaining	on	them.
About	halfway	across	the	heath	there	had	been	a	wide	dike	recently	cut,	and

the	 earth	 from	 the	 cutting	 was	 cast	 up	 roughly	 on	 the	 other	 side.	 Surely	 this
would	stop	them!	But	no;	with	scarcely	a	pause	Lizzie	took	the	leap,	stumbled
among	the	rough	clods	and	fell.	Blantyre	groaned,	"Now,	Auster,	do	your	best!"
He	 gave	 me	 a	 steady	 rein.	 I	 gathered	 myself	 well	 together	 and	 with	 one
determined	leap	cleared	both	dike	and	bank.
Motionless	among	the	heather,	with	her	face	to	the	earth,	lay	my	poor	young

mistress.	 Blantyre	 kneeled	 down	 and	 called	 her	 name:	 there	 was	 no	 sound.
Gently	he	turned	her	face	upward:	it	was	ghastly	white	and	the	eyes	were	closed.
"Annie,	 dear	 Annie,	 do	 speak!"	 But	 there	 was	 no	 answer.	 He	 unbuttoned	 her
habit,	 loosened	her	 collar,	 felt	her	hands	and	wrist,	 then	 started	up	and	 looked
wildly	round	him	for	help.
At	 no	 great	 distance	 there	 were	 two	 men	 cutting	 turf,	 who,	 seeing	 Lizzie

running	wild	without	a	rider,	had	left	their	work	to	catch	her.
Blantyre's	 halloo	 soon	 brought	 them	 to	 the	 spot.	 The	 foremost	man	 seemed

much	troubled	at	the	sight,	and	asked	what	he	could	do.
"Can	you	ride?"
"Well,	 sir,	 I	 bean't	much	 of	 a	 horseman,	 but	 I'd	 risk	my	 neck	 for	 the	 Lady

Anne;	she	was	uncommon	good	to	my	wife	in	the	winter."
"Then	mount	this	horse,	my	friend—your	neck	will	be	quite	safe—and	ride	to

the	doctor's	and	ask	him	to	come	instantly;	then	on	to	the	hall;	tell	them	all	that
you	know,	and	bid	them	send	me	the	carriage,	with	Lady	Anne's	maid	and	help.	I
shall	stay	here."
"All	right,	sir,	I'll	do	my	best,	and	I	pray	God	the	dear	young	lady	may	open

her	 eyes	 soon."	Then,	 seeing	 the	other	man,	 he	 called	out,	 "Here,	 Joe,	 run	 for



some	water,	and	tell	my	missis	to	come	as	quick	as	she	can	to	the	Lady	Anne."
He	then	somehow	scrambled	into	the	saddle,	and	with	a	"Gee	up"	and	a	clap

on	my	sides	with	both	his	legs,	he	started	on	his	journey,	making	a	little	circuit	to
avoid	the	dike.	He	had	no	whip,	which	seemed	to	trouble	him;	but	my	pace	soon
cured	that	difficulty,	and	he	found	the	best	thing	he	could	do	was	to	stick	to	the
saddle	and	hold	me	 in,	which	he	did	manfully.	 I	 shook	him	as	 little	as	 I	could
help,	 but	 once	 or	 twice	 on	 the	 rough	 ground	 he	 called	 out,	 "Steady!	 Woah!
Steady!"	On	the	highroad	we	were	all	 right;	and	at	 the	doctor's	and	the	hall	he
did	his	 errand	 like	 a	 good	man	 and	 true.	They	 asked	him	 in	 to	 take	 a	 drop	of
something.	"No,	no,"	he	said;	"I'll	be	back	to	'em	again	by	a	short	cut	through	the
fields,	and	be	there	afore	the	carriage."
There	was	a	great	deal	of	hurry	and	excitement	after	the	news	became	known.

I	was	just	turned	into	my	box;	the	saddle	and	bridle	were	taken	off,	and	a	cloth
thrown	over	me.
Ginger	was	 saddled	and	 sent	off	 in	great	haste	 for	Lord	George,	 and	 I	 soon

heard	the	carriage	roll	out	of	the	yard.
It	 seemed	 a	 long	 time	 before	 Ginger	 came	 back,	 and	 before	 we	 were	 left

alone;	and	then	she	told	me	all	that	she	had	seen.
"I	 can't	 tell	much,"	 she	 said.	 "We	went	 a	 gallop	nearly	 all	 the	way,	 and	got

there	just	as	the	doctor	rode	up.	There	was	a	woman	sitting	on	the	ground	with
the	lady's	head	in	her	lap.	The	doctor	poured	something	into	her	mouth,	but	all
that	 I	 heard	 was,	 'She	 is	 not	 dead.'	 Then	 I	 was	 led	 off	 by	 a	 man	 to	 a	 little
distance.	After	awhile	she	was	taken	to	the	carriage,	and	we	came	home	together.
I	heard	my	master	say	to	a	gentleman	who	stopped	him	to	inquire,	that	he	hoped
no	bones	were	broken,	but	that	she	had	not	spoken	yet."
When	Lord	George	took	Ginger	for	hunting,	York	shook	his	head;	he	said	it

ought	to	be	a	steady	hand	to	train	a	horse	for	the	first	season,	and	not	a	random
rider	like	Lord	George.
Ginger	used	to	like	it	very	much,	but	sometimes	when	she	came	back	I	could

see	 that	 she	 had	been	very	much	 strained,	 and	now	and	 then	 she	gave	 a	 short
cough.	She	had	too	much	spirit	to	complain,	but	I	could	not	help	feeling	anxious
about	her.
Two	days	after	the	accident	Blantyre	paid	me	a	visit;	he	patted	me	and	praised

me	very	much;	he	told	Lord	George	that	he	was	sure	the	horse	knew	of	Annie's
danger	as	well	as	he	did.	"I	could	not	have	held	him	in	if	I	would,"	said	he,	"she
ought	 never	 to	 ride	 any	 other	 horse."	 I	 found	 by	 their	 conversation	 that	 my
young	mistress	was	now	out	of	danger,	 and	would	 soon	be	 able	 to	 ride	 again.
This	was	good	news	to	me	and	I	looked	forward	to	a	happy	life.



Chapter		4
Reuben	Smith

Now	 I	 must	 say	 a	 little	 about	 Reuben	 Smith,	 who	 was	 left	 in	 charge	 of	 the
stables	 when	 York	 went	 to	 London.	 No	 one	 more	 thoroughly	 understood	 his
business	than	he	did,	and	when	he	was	all	right	there	could	not	be	a	more	faithful
or	valuable	man.	He	was	gentle	 and	very	clever	 in	his	management	of	horses,
and	could	doctor	them	almost	as	well	as	a	farrier,	for	he	had	lived	two	years	with
a	veterinary	surgeon.	He	was	a	first-rate	driver;	he	could	take	a	four-in-hand	or	a
tandem	 as	 easily	 as	 a	 pair.	He	was	 a	 handsome	man,	 a	 good	 scholar,	 and	 had
very	pleasant	manners.	I	believe	everybody	liked	him;	certainly	the	horses	did.
The	only	wonder	was	that	he	should	be	in	an	under	situation	and	not	in	the	place
of	a	head	coachman	like	York;	but	he	had	one	great	fault	and	that	was	the	love	of
drink.	He	was	not	like	some	men,	always	at	it;	he	used	to	keep	steady	for	weeks
or	months	together,	and	then	he	would	break	out	and	have	a	"bout"	of	it,	as	York
called	it,	and	be	a	disgrace	to	himself,	a	terror	to	his	wife,	and	a	nuisance	to	all
that	had	to	do	with	him.	He	was,	however,	so	useful	that	two	or	three	times	York
had	hushed	the	matter	up	and	kept	 it	 from	the	earl's	knowledge;	but	one	night,
when	Reuben	 had	 to	 drive	 a	 party	 home	 from	 a	 ball	 he	was	 so	 drunk	 that	 he
could	not	hold	the	reins,	and	a	gentleman	of	the	party	had	to	mount	the	box	and
drive	 the	 ladies	home.	Of	course,	 this	could	not	be	hidden,	and	Reuben	was	at
once	 dismissed;	 his	 poor	wife	 and	 little	 children	 had	 to	 turn	 out	 of	 the	 pretty
cottage	by	the	park	gate	and	go	where	they	could.	Old	Max	told	me	all	this,	for	it
happened	 a	 good	while	 ago;	 but	 shortly	 before	Ginger	 and	 I	 came	 Smith	 had
been	 taken	back	again.	York	had	 interceded	for	him	with	 the	earl,	who	 is	very
kind-hearted,	 and	 the	 man	 had	 promised	 faithfully	 that	 he	 would	 never	 taste
another	drop	as	long	as	he	lived	there.	He	had	kept	his	promise	so	well	that	York
thought	he	might	be	 safely	 trusted	 to	 fill	 his	place	while	he	was	away,	 and	he
was	so	clever	and	honest	that	no	one	else	seemed	so	well	fitted	for	it.
It	was	now	early	 in	April,	 and	 the	 family	was	 expected	home	 some	 time	 in

May.	The	light	brougham	was	to	be	fresh	done	up,	and	as	Colonel	Blantyre	was
obliged	to	return	to	his	regiment	it	was	arranged	that	Smith	should	drive	him	to
the	town	in	it,	and	ride	back;	for	this	purpose	he	took	the	saddle	with	him,	and	I
was	 chosen	 for	 the	 journey.	 At	 the	 station	 the	 colonel	 put	 some	 money	 into
Smith's	hand	and	bid	him	good-by,	 saying,	"Take	care	of	your	young	mistress,



Reuben,	and	don't	let	Black	Auster	be	hacked	about	by	any	random	young	prig
that	wants	to	ride	him—keep	him	for	the	lady."
We	left	the	carriage	at	the	maker's,	and	Smith	rode	me	to	the	White	Lion,	and

ordered	the	hostler	to	feed	me	well,	and	have	me	ready	for	him	at	four	o'clock.	A
nail	in	one	of	my	front	shoes	had	started	as	I	came	along,	but	the	hostler	did	not
notice	 it	 till	 just	about	 four	o'clock.	Smith	did	not	come	 into	 the	yard	 till	 five,
and	then	he	said	he	should	not	leave	till	six,	as	he	had	met	with	some	old	friends.
The	man	then	told	him	of	the	nail,	and	asked	if	he	should	have	the	shoe	looked
to.
"No,"	said	Smith,	"that	will	be	all	right	till	we	get	home."
He	spoke	in	a	very	loud,	offhand	way,	and	I	thought	it	very	unlike	him	not	to

see	about	the	shoe,	as	he	was	generally	wonderfully	particular	about	loose	nails
in	our	shoes.	He	did	not	come	at	six	nor	seven,	nor	eight,	and	it	was	nearly	nine
o'clock	 before	 he	 called	 for	me,	 and	 then	 it	was	with	 a	 loud,	 rough	voice.	He
seemed	in	a	very	bad	temper,	and	abused	the	hostler,	though	I	could	not	tell	what
for.
The	 landlord	 stood	 at	 the	 door	 and	 said,	 "Have	 a	 care,	Mr.	 Smith!"	 but	 he

answered	 angrily	with	 an	 oath;	 and	 almost	 before	 he	was	 out	 of	 the	 town	 he
began	 to	gallop,	 frequently	giving	me	a	sharp	cut	with	his	whip,	 though	 I	was
going	at	full	speed.	The	moon	had	not	yet	risen,	and	it	was	very	dark.	The	roads
were	stony,	having	been	recently	mended;	going	over	them	at	this	pace,	my	shoe
became	looser,	and	as	we	neared	the	turnpike	gate	it	came	off.
If	 Smith	 had	 been	 in	 his	 right	 senses	 he	 would	 have	 been	 sensible	 of

something	wrong	in	my	pace,	but	he	was	too	drunk	to	notice.
Beyond	 the	 turnpike	was	a	 long	piece	of	 road,	upon	which	 fresh	 stones	had

just	been	laid—large	sharp	stones,	over	which	no	horse	could	be	driven	quickly
without	risk	of	danger.	Over	this	road,	with	one	shoe	gone,	I	was	forced	to	gallop
at	my	utmost	speed,	my	rider	meanwhile	cutting	into	me	with	his	whip,	and	with
wild	 curses	 urging	 me	 to	 go	 still	 faster.	 Of	 course	 my	 shoeless	 foot	 suffered
dreadfully;	the	hoof	was	broken	and	split	down	to	the	very	quick,	and	the	inside
was	terribly	cut	by	the	sharpness	of	the	stones.
This	 could	 not	 go	 on;	 no	 horse	 could	 keep	 his	 footing	 under	 such

circumstances;	the	pain	was	too	great.	I	stumbled,	and	fell	with	violence	on	both
my	knees.	Smith	was	flung	off	by	my	fall,	and,	owing	to	the	speed	I	was	going
at,	he	must	have	fallen	with	great	force.	I	soon	recovered	my	feet	and	limped	to
the	 side	 of	 the	 road,	 where	 it	 was	 free	 from	 stones.	 The	moon	 had	 just	 risen
above	the	hedge,	and	by	its	light	I	could	see	Smith	lying	a	few	yards	beyond	me.
He	did	not	rise;	he	made	one	slight	effort	to	do	so,	and	then	there	was	a	heavy
groan.	I	could	have	groaned,	too,	for	I	was	suffering	intense	pain	both	from	my



foot	 and	 knees;	 but	 horses	 are	 used	 to	 bear	 their	 pain	 in	 silence.	 I	 uttered	 no
sound,	 but	 I	 stood	 there	 and	 listened.	One	more	 heavy	 groan	 from	Smith;	 but
though	 he	 now	 lay	 in	 the	 full	 moonlight	 I	 could	 see	 no	 motion.	 I	 could	 do
nothing	 for	him	nor	myself,	 but,	 oh!	how	 I	 listened	 for	 the	 sound	of	horse,	or
wheels,	or	footsteps!	The	road	was	not	much	frequented,	and	at	this	time	of	the
night	 we	 might	 stay	 for	 hours	 before	 help	 came	 to	 us.	 I	 stood	 watching	 and
listening.	It	was	a	calm,	sweet	April	night;	there	were	no	sounds	but	a	few	low
notes	of	a	nightingale,	and	nothing	moved	but	 the	white	clouds	near	 the	moon
and	 a	 brown	owl	 that	 flitted	 over	 the	 hedge.	 It	made	me	 think	 of	 the	 summer
nights	 long	 ago,	 when	 I	 used	 to	 lie	 beside	 my	 mother	 in	 the	 green	 pleasant
meadow	at	Farmer	Grey's.



Chapter		5
How	it	Ended

It	must	have	been	nearly	midnight	when	I	heard	at	a	great	distance	the	sound	of	a
horse's	 feet.	 Sometimes	 the	 sound	 died	 away,	 then	 it	 grew	 clearer	 again	 and
nearer.	 The	 road	 to	Earlshall	 led	 through	woods	 that	 belonged	 to	 the	 earl;	 the
sound	came	in	that	direction,	and	I	hoped	it	might	be	some	one	coming	in	search
of	us.	As	the	sound	came	nearer	and	nearer	I	was	almost	sure	I	could	distinguish
Ginger's	 step;	 a	 little	 nearer	 still,	 and	 I	 could	 tell	 she	 was	 in	 the	 dog-cart.	 I
neighed	loudly,	and	was	overjoyed	to	hear	an	answering	neigh	from	Ginger,	and
men's	voices.	They	came	slowly	over	the	stones,	and	stopped	at	the	dark	figure
that	lay	upon	the	ground.
One	of	the	men	jumped	out,	and	stooped	down	over	it.	"It	is	Reuben,"	he	said,

"and	he	does	not	stir!"
The	other	man	followed,	and	bent	over	him.	"He's	dead,"	he	said;	"feel	how

cold	his	hands	are."
They	raised	him	up,	but	there	was	no	life,	and	his	hair	was	soaked	with	blood.

They	laid	him	down	again,	and	came	and	looked	at	me.	They	soon	saw	my	cut
knees.
"Why,	the	horse	has	been	down	and	thrown	him!	Who	would	have	thought	the

black	horse	would	have	done	that?	Nobody	thought	he	could	fall.	Reuben	must
have	been	lying	here	for	hours!	Odd,	too,	that	the	horse	has	not	moved	from	the
place."
Robert	then	attempted	to	lead	me	forward.	I	made	a	step,	but	almost	fell	again.
"Halloo!	he's	bad	in	his	foot	as	well	as	his	knees.	Look	here—his	hoof	is	cut

all	 to	pieces;	he	might	well	come	down,	poor	fellow!	I	 tell	you	what,	Ned,	I'm
afraid	it	hasn't	been	all	right	with	Reuben.	Just	 think	of	his	riding	a	horse	over
these	 stones	without	a	 shoe!	Why,	 if	he	had	been	 in	his	 right	 senses	he	would
just	as	soon	have	tried	to	ride	him	over	the	moon.	I'm	afraid	it	has	been	the	old
thing	 over	 again.	 Poor	 Susan!	 she	 looked	 awfully	 pale	when	 she	 came	 to	my
house	 to	 ask	 if	 he	 had	 not	 come	 home.	 She	 made	 believe	 she	 was	 not	 a	 bit
anxious,	and	talked	of	a	lot	of	things	that	might	have	kept	him.	But	for	all	that
she	begged	me	to	go	and	meet	him.	But	what	must	we	do?	There's	the	horse	to
get	home	as	well	as	the	body,	and	that	will	be	no	easy	matter."
Then	followed	a	conversation	between	them,	till	it	was	agreed	that	Robert,	as



the	groom,	should	lead	me,	and	that	Ned	must	take	the	body.	It	was	a	hard	job	to
get	it	into	the	dog-cart,	for	there	was	no	one	to	hold	Ginger;	but	she	knew	as	well
as	I	did	what	was	going	on,	and	stood	as	still	as	a	stone.	I	noticed	that,	because,
if	she	had	a	fault,	it	was	that	she	was	impatient	in	standing.
Ned	started	off	very	slowly	with	his	sad	load,	and	Robert	came	and	looked	at

my	foot	again;	then	he	took	his	handkerchief	and	bound	it	closely	round,	and	so
he	 led	me	 home.	 I	 shall	 never	 forget	 that	 night	 walk;	 it	 was	more	 than	 three
miles.	Robert	led	me	on	very	slowly,	and	I	limped	and	hobbled	on	as	well	as	I
could	with	 great	 pain.	 I	 am	 sure	 he	was	 sorry	 for	me,	 for	 he	 often	 patted	 and
encouraged	me,	talking	to	me	in	a	pleasant	voice.
At	 last	 I	 reached	 my	 own	 box,	 and	 had	 some	 corn;	 and	 after	 Robert	 had

wrapped	up	my	knees	 in	wet	 cloths,	 he	 tied	 up	my	 foot	 in	 a	 bran	 poultice,	 to
draw	out	 the	heat	and	cleanse	it	before	 the	horse-doctor	saw	it	 in	 the	morning,
and	I	managed	to	get	myself	down	on	the	straw,	and	slept	in	spite	of	the	pain.
The	next	day	after	the	farrier	had	examined	my	wounds,	he	said	he	hoped	the

joint	was	not	 injured;	and	 if	 so,	 I	 should	not	be	spoiled	 for	work,	but	 I	 should
never	 lose	 the	blemish.	 I	believe	 they	did	 the	best	 to	make	a	good	cure,	but	 it
was	a	long	and	painful	one.	Proud	flesh,	as	they	called	it,	came	up	in	my	knees,
and	 was	 burned	 out	 with	 caustic;	 and	 when	 at	 last	 it	 was	 healed,	 they	 put	 a
blistering	 fluid	 over	 the	 front	 of	 both	 knees	 to	 bring	 all	 the	 hair	 off;	 they	 had
some	reason	for	this,	and	I	suppose	it	was	all	right.
As	Smith's	death	had	been	so	sudden,	and	no	one	was	there	to	see	it,	there	was

an	inquest	held.	The	landlord	and	hostler	at	 the	White	Lion,	with	several	other
people,	gave	evidence	that	he	was	intoxicated	when	he	started	from	the	inn.	The
keeper	 of	 the	 toll-gate	 said	 he	 rode	 at	 a	 hard	gallop	 through	 the	 gate;	 and	my
shoe	was	picked	up	among	the	stones,	so	that	the	case	was	quite	plain	to	them,
and	I	was	cleared	of	all	blame.
Everybody	pitied	Susan.	She	was	nearly	out	of	her	mind;	she	kept	saying	over

and	over	again,	"Oh!	he	was	so	good—so	good!	It	was	all	that	cursed	drink;	why
will	they	sell	that	cursed	drink?	Oh	Reuben,	Reuben!"	So	she	went	on	till	after
he	was	buried;	and	then,	as	she	had	no	home	or	relations,	she,	with	her	six	little
children,	was	obliged	once	more	to	leave	the	pleasant	home	by	the	tall	oak-trees,
and	go	into	that	great	gloomy	Union	House.



Chapter		6
Ruined	and	Going	Downhill

As	soon	as	my	knees	were	sufficiently	healed	I	was	turned	into	a	small	meadow
for	a	month	or	two;	no	other	creature	was	there;	and	though	I	enjoyed	the	liberty
and	the	sweet	grass,	yet	I	had	been	so	long	used	to	society	that	I	felt	very	lonely.
Ginger	and	I	had	become	fast	friends,	and	now	I	missed	her	company	extremely.
I	often	neighed	when	I	heard	horses'	feet	passing	in	the	road,	but	I	seldom	got	an
answer;	till	one	morning	the	gate	was	opened,	and	who	should	come	in	but	dear
old	 Ginger.	 The	 man	 slipped	 off	 her	 halter,	 and	 left	 her	 there.	With	 a	 joyful
whinny	I	 trotted	up	to	her;	we	were	both	glad	to	meet,	but	I	soon	found	that	 it
was	not	for	our	pleasure	that	she	was	brought	to	be	with	me.	Her	story	would	be
too	long	to	tell,	but	the	end	of	it	was	that	she	had	been	ruined	by	hard	riding,	and
was	now	turned	off	to	see	what	rest	would	do.
Lord	George	was	young	and	would	take	no	warning;	he	was	a	hard	rider,	and

would	hunt	whenever	he	could	get	the	chance,	quite	careless	of	his	horse.	Soon
after	I	left	the	stable	there	was	a	steeplechase,	and	he	determined	to	ride.	Though
the	groom	told	him	she	was	a	little	strained,	and	was	not	fit	for	the	race,	he	did
not	 believe	 it,	 and	 on	 the	 day	 of	 the	 race	 urged	 Ginger	 to	 keep	 up	 with	 the
foremost	riders.	With	her	high	spirit,	she	strained	herself	to	the	utmost;	she	came
in	with	 the	first	 three	horses,	but	her	wind	was	 touched,	besides	which	he	was
too	heavy	for	her,	and	her	back	was	strained.	"And	so,"	she	said,	"here	we	are,
ruined	in	the	prime	of	our	youth	and	strength,	you	by	a	drunkard,	and	I	by	a	fool;
it	 is	very	hard."	We	both	felt	 in	ourselves	 that	we	were	not	what	we	had	been.
However,	that	did	not	spoil	the	pleasure	we	had	in	each	other's	company;	we	did
not	gallop	about	as	we	once	did,	but	we	used	to	feed,	and	lie	down	together,	and
stand	for	hours	under	one	of	 the	shady	lime-trees	with	our	heads	close	 to	each
other;	and	so	we	passed	our	time	till	the	family	returned	from	town.
One	 day	 we	 saw	 the	 earl	 come	 into	 the	 meadow,	 and	 York	 was	 with	 him.

Seeing	who	it	was,	we	stood	still	under	our	lime-tree,	and	let	them	come	up	to
us.	They	examined	us	carefully.	The	earl	seemed	much	annoyed.
"There	is	three	hundred	pounds	flung	away	for	no	earthly	use,"	said	he;	"but

what	 I	 care	most	 for	 is	 that	 these	 horses	 of	my	 old	 friend,	 who	 thought	 they
would	 find	 a	 good	 home	with	me,	 are	 ruined.	 The	mare	 shall	 have	 a	 twelve-
month's	 run,	 and	we	 shall	 see	what	 that	will	 do	 for	 her;	 but	 the	black	one,	 he



must	 be	 sold;	 'tis	 a	 great	 pity,	 but	 I	 could	 not	 have	 knees	 like	 these	 in	 my
stables."
"No,	 my	 lord,	 of	 course	 not,"	 said	 York;	 "but	 he	 might	 get	 a	 place	 where

appearance	is	not	of	much	consequence,	and	still	be	well	treated.	I	know	a	man
in	Bath,	the	master	of	some	livery	stables,	who	often	wants	a	good	horse	at	a	low
figure;	 I	 know	 he	 looks	 well	 after	 his	 horses.	 The	 inquest	 cleared	 the	 horse's
character,	 and	 your	 lordship's	 recommendation,	 or	 mine,	 would	 be	 sufficient
warrant	for	him."
"You	had	better	write	to	him,	York.	I	should	be	more	particular	about	the	place

than	the	money	he	would	fetch."
After	this	they	left	us.
"They'll	soon	take	you	away,"	said	Ginger,	"and	I	shall	lose	the	only	friend	I

have,	and	most	likely	we	shall	never	see	each	other	again.	'Tis	a	hard	world!"
About	 a	week	 after	 this	 Robert	 came	 into	 the	 field	with	 a	 halter,	 which	 he

slipped	over	my	head,	and	 led	me	away.	There	was	no	 leave-taking	of	Ginger;
we	neighed	to	each	other	as	I	was	led	off,	and	she	trotted	anxiously	along	by	the
hedge,	calling	to	me	as	long	as	she	could	hear	the	sound	of	my	feet.
Through	 the	 recommendation	 of	 York,	 I	 was	 bought	 by	 the	 master	 of	 the

livery	stables.	I	had	to	go	by	train,	which	was	new	to	me,	and	required	a	good
deal	of	courage	the	first	time;	but	as	I	found	the	puffing,	rushing,	whistling,	and,
more	 than	 all,	 the	 trembling	of	 the	horse-box	 in	which	 I	 stood	did	me	no	 real
harm,	I	soon	took	it	quietly.
When	 I	 reached	 the	 end	 of	 my	 journey	 I	 found	 myself	 in	 a	 tolerably

comfortable	 stable,	 and	 well	 attended	 to.	 These	 stables	 were	 not	 so	 airy	 and
pleasant	as	 those	I	had	been	used	to.	The	stalls	were	laid	on	a	slope	instead	of
being	level,	and	as	my	head	was	kept	tied	to	the	manger,	I	was	obliged	always	to
stand	on	the	slope,	which	was	very	fatiguing.	Men	do	not	seem	to	know	yet	that
horses	 can	 do	 more	 work	 if	 they	 can	 stand	 comfortably	 and	 can	 turn	 about;
however,	I	was	well	fed	and	well	cleaned,	and,	on	the	whole,	I	think	our	master
took	as	much	care	of	us	as	he	could.	He	kept	a	good	many	horses	and	carriages
of	different	 kinds	 for	 hire.	Sometimes	his	 own	men	drove	 them;	 at	 others,	 the
horse	and	chaise	were	let	to	gentlemen	or	ladies	who	drove	themselves.



Chapter		7
A	Job	Horse	and	His	Drivers

Hitherto	I	had	always	been	driven	by	people	who	at	least	knew	how	to	drive;	but
in	 this	 place	 I	was	 to	 get	my	 experience	 of	 all	 the	 different	 kinds	 of	 bad	 and
ignorant	driving	to	which	we	horses	are	subjected;	for	I	was	a	"job	horse",	and
was	 let	 out	 to	 all	 sorts	 of	 people	who	wished	 to	 hire	me;	 and	 as	 I	was	 good-
tempered	 and	 gentle,	 I	 think	 I	was	 oftener	 let	 out	 to	 the	 ignorant	 drivers	 than
some	 of	 the	 other	 horses,	 because	 I	 could	 be	 depended	 upon.	 It	would	 take	 a
long	 time	 to	 tell	 of	 all	 the	 different	 styles	 in	 which	 I	 was	 driven,	 but	 I	 will
mention	a	few	of	them.
First,	 there	 were	 the	 tight-rein	 drivers—men	 who	 seemed	 to	 think	 that	 all

depended	on	holding	the	reins	as	hard	as	they	could,	never	relaxing	the	pull	on
the	horse's	mouth,	or	giving	him	the	least	liberty	of	movement.	They	are	always
talking	about	"keeping	the	horse	well	in	hand",	and	"holding	a	horse	up",	just	as
if	a	horse	was	not	made	to	hold	himself	up.
Some	 poor,	 broken-down	 horses,	 whose	 mouths	 have	 been	 made	 hard	 and

insensible	by	 just	 such	drivers	as	 these,	may,	perhaps,	 find	 some	support	 in	 it;
but	for	a	horse	who	can	depend	upon	his	own	legs,	and	who	has	a	tender	mouth
and	is	easily	guided,	it	is	not	only	tormenting,	but	it	is	stupid.
Then	there	are	the	loose-rein	drivers,	who	let	the	reins	lie	easily	on	our	backs,

and	their	own	hand	rest	lazily	on	their	knees.	Of	course,	such	gentlemen	have	no
control	over	a	horse,	if	anything	happens	suddenly.	If	a	horse	shies,	or	starts,	or
stumbles,	 they	 are	 nowhere,	 and	 cannot	 help	 the	 horse	 or	 themselves	 till	 the
mischief	is	done.	Of	course,	for	myself	I	had	no	objection	to	it,	as	I	was	not	in
the	habit	either	of	starting	or	stumbling,	and	had	only	been	used	to	depend	on	my
driver	for	guidance	and	encouragement.	Still,	one	likes	to	feel	the	rein	a	little	in
going	downhill,	and	likes	to	know	that	one's	driver	is	not	gone	to	sleep.
Besides,	a	slovenly	way	of	driving	gets	a	horse	into	bad	and	often	lazy	habits,

and	when	he	changes	hands	he	has	to	be	whipped	out	of	them	with	more	or	less
pain	and	 trouble.	Squire	Gordon	always	kept	us	 to	our	best	paces	and	our	best
manners.	He	said	 that	 spoiling	a	horse	and	 letting	him	get	 into	bad	habits	was
just	as	cruel	as	spoiling	a	child,	and	both	had	to	suffer	for	it	afterward.
Besides,	these	drivers	are	often	careless	altogether,	and	will	attend	to	anything

else	more	than	their	horses.	I	went	out	in	the	phaeton	one	day	with	one	of	them;



he	had	a	lady	and	two	children	behind.	He	flopped	the	reins	about	as	we	started,
and	of	course	gave	me	several	unmeaning	cuts	with	the	whip,	though	I	was	fairly
off.	There	had	been	a	good	deal	of	road-mending	going	on,	and	even	where	the
stones	were	not	freshly	laid	down	there	were	a	great	many	loose	ones	about.	My
driver	was	laughing	and	joking	with	the	lady	and	the	children,	and	talking	about
the	country	to	the	right	and	the	left;	but	he	never	thought	it	worth	while	to	keep
an	eye	on	his	horse	or	to	drive	on	the	smoothest	parts	of	the	road;	and	so	it	easily
happened	that	I	got	a	stone	in	one	of	my	fore	feet.
Now,	 if	Mr.	Gordon	or	 John,	 or	 in	 fact	 any	good	driver,	 had	been	 there,	 he

would	have	 seen	 that	 something	was	wrong	before	 I	had	gone	 three	paces.	Or
even	if	it	had	been	dark	a	practiced	hand	would	have	felt	by	the	rein	that	there
was	something	wrong	in	the	step,	and	they	would	have	got	down	and	picked	out
the	 stone.	But	 this	man	went	 on	 laughing	 and	 talking,	while	 at	 every	 step	 the
stone	became	more	 firmly	wedged	between	my	 shoe	 and	 the	 frog	of	my	 foot.
The	stone	was	sharp	on	the	inside	and	round	on	the	outside,	which,	as	every	one
knows,	 is	 the	most	 dangerous	 kind	 that	 a	 horse	 can	pick	up,	 at	 the	 same	 time
cutting	his	foot	and	making	him	most	liable	to	stumble	and	fall.
Whether	 the	man	was	 partly	 blind	 or	 only	 very	 careless	 I	 can't	 say,	 but	 he

drove	me	with	that	stone	in	my	foot	for	a	good	half-mile	before	he	saw	anything.
By	that	time	I	was	going	so	lame	with	the	pain	that	at	last	he	saw	it,	and	called
out,	"Well,	here's	a	go!	Why,	 they	have	sent	us	out	with	a	 lame	horse!	What	a
shame!"
He	 then	 chucked	 the	 reins	 and	 flipped	 about	 with	 the	 whip,	 saying,	 "Now,

then,	it's	no	use	playing	the	old	soldier	with	me;	there's	the	journey	to	go,	and	it's
no	use	turning	lame	and	lazy."
Just	at	this	time	a	farmer	came	riding	up	on	a	brown	cob.	He	lifted	his	hat	and

pulled	up.
"I	 beg	 your	 pardon,	 sir,"	 he	 said,	 "but	 I	 think	 there	 is	 something	 the	matter

with	your	horse;	he	goes	very	much	as	if	he	had	a	stone	in	his	shoe.	If	you	will
allow	me	 I	 will	 look	 at	 his	 feet;	 these	 loose	 scattered	 stones	 are	 confounded
dangerous	things	for	the	horses."
"He's	a	hired	horse,"	said	my	driver.	"I	don't	know	what's	the	matter	with	him,

but	it	is	a	great	shame	to	send	out	a	lame	beast	like	this."
The	farmer	dismounted,	and	slipping	his	rein	over	his	arm	at	once	took	up	my

near	foot.
"Bless	me,	there's	a	stone!	Lame!	I	should	think	so!"
At	 first	 he	 tried	 to	dislodge	 it	with	his	hand,	but	 as	 it	was	now	very	 tightly

wedged	he	drew	a	stone-pick	out	of	his	pocket,	and	very	carefully	and	with	some
trouble	got	it	out.	Then	holding	it	up	he	said,	"There,	that's	the	stone	your	horse



had	picked	up.	It	is	a	wonder	he	did	not	fall	down	and	break	his	knees	into	the
bargain!"
"Well,	 to	be	 sure!"	 said	my	driver;	 "that	 is	 a	queer	 thing!	 I	never	knew	 that

horses	picked	up	stones	before."
"Didn't	 you?"	 said	 the	 farmer	 rather	 contemptuously;	 "but	 they	 do,	 though,

and	 the	 best	 of	 them	will	 do	 it,	 and	 can't	 help	 it	 sometimes	 on	 such	 roads	 as
these.	And	 if	 you	don't	want	 to	 lame	your	 horse	 you	must	 look	 sharp	 and	get
them	out	quickly.	This	foot	is	very	much	bruised,"	he	said,	setting	it	gently	down
and	 patting	 me.	 "If	 I	 might	 advise,	 sir,	 you	 had	 better	 drive	 him	 gently	 for
awhile;	the	foot	is	a	good	deal	hurt,	and	the	lameness	will	not	go	off	directly."
Then	mounting	his	cob	and	raising	his	hat	to	the	lady	he	trotted	off.
When	 he	 was	 gone	 my	 driver	 began	 to	 flop	 the	 reins	 about	 and	 whip	 the

harness,	by	which	I	understood	that	I	was	to	go	on,	which	of	course	I	did,	glad
that	the	stone	was	gone,	but	still	in	a	good	deal	of	pain.
This	was	the	sort	of	experience	we	job	horses	often	came	in	for.



Chapter		8
Cockneys

Then	there	is	the	steam-engine	style	of	driving;	these	drivers	were	mostly	people
from	towns,	who	never	had	a	horse	of	their	own	and	generally	traveled	by	rail.
They	always	seemed	to	think	that	a	horse	was	something	like	a	steam-engine,

only	smaller.	At	any	rate,	they	think	that	if	only	they	pay	for	it	a	horse	is	bound
to	go	just	as	far	and	just	as	fast	and	with	just	as	heavy	a	load	as	they	please.	And
be	the	roads	heavy	and	muddy,	or	dry	and	good;	be	they	stony	or	smooth,	uphill
or	downhill,	it	is	all	the	same—on,	on,	on,	one	must	go,	at	the	same	pace,	with
no	relief	and	no	consideration.
These	people	never	think	of	getting	out	to	walk	up	a	steep	hill.	Oh,	no,	they

have	paid	to	ride,	and	ride	they	will!	The	horse?	Oh,	he's	used	to	it!	What	were
horses	made	for,	if	not	to	drag	people	uphill?	Walk!	A	good	joke	indeed!	And	so
the	whip	is	plied	and	the	rein	is	chucked	and	often	a	rough,	scolding	voice	cries
out,	"Go	along,	you	lazy	beast!"	And	then	another	slash	of	the	whip,	when	all	the
time	 we	 are	 doing	 our	 very	 best	 to	 get	 along,	 uncomplaining	 and	 obedient,
though	often	sorely	harassed	and	down-hearted.
This	 steam-engine	 style	of	driving	wears	us	up	 faster	 than	any	other	kind.	 I

would	far	rather	go	twenty	miles	with	a	good	considerate	driver	than	I	would	go
ten	with	some	of	these;	it	would	take	less	out	of	me.
Another	 thing,	 they	 scarcely	 ever	 put	 on	 the	 brake,	 however	 steep	 the

downhill	may	be,	and	thus	bad	accidents	sometimes	happen;	or	if	they	do	put	it
on,	they	often	forget	to	take	it	off	at	the	bottom	of	the	hill,	and	more	than	once	I
have	 had	 to	 pull	 halfway	 up	 the	 next	 hill,	with	 one	 of	 the	wheels	 held	 by	 the
brake,	before	my	driver	chose	to	think	about	it;	and	that	is	a	terrible	strain	on	a
horse.
Then	these	cockneys,	instead	of	starting	at	an	easy	pace,	as	a	gentleman	would

do,	generally	set	off	at	full	speed	from	the	very	stable-yard;	and	when	they	want
to	 stop,	 they	 first	 whip	 us,	 and	 then	 pull	 up	 so	 suddenly	 that	 we	 are	 nearly
thrown	 on	 our	 haunches,	 and	 our	 mouths	 jagged	 with	 the	 bit—they	 call	 that
pulling	up	with	a	dash;	and	when	they	 turn	a	corner	 they	do	 it	as	sharply	as	 if
there	were	no	right	side	or	wrong	side	of	the	road.
I	 well	 remember	 one	 spring	 evening	 I	 and	 Rory	 had	 been	 out	 for	 the	 day.

(Rory	was	the	horse	 that	mostly	went	with	me	when	a	pair	was	ordered,	and	a



good	 honest	 fellow	 he	 was.)	 We	 had	 our	 own	 driver,	 and	 as	 he	 was	 always
considerate	 and	 gentle	with	 us,	we	 had	 a	 very	 pleasant	 day.	We	were	 coming
home	at	a	good	smart	pace,	about	twilight.	Our	road	turned	sharp	to	the	left;	but
as	we	were	close	to	the	hedge	on	our	own	side,	and	there	was	plenty	of	room	to
pass,	our	driver	did	not	pull	us	in.	As	we	neared	the	corner	I	heard	a	horse	and
two	wheels	coming	rapidly	down	the	hill	toward	us.	The	hedge	was	high,	and	I
could	see	nothing,	but	 the	next	moment	we	were	upon	each	other.	Happily	 for
me,	I	was	on	the	side	next	the	hedge.	Rory	was	on	the	left	side	of	the	pole,	and
had	 not	 even	 a	 shaft	 to	 protect	 him.	 The	 man	 who	 was	 driving	 was	 making
straight	for	the	corner,	and	when	he	came	in	sight	of	us	he	had	no	time	to	pull
over	to	his	own	side.	The	whole	shock	came	upon	Rory.	The	gig	shaft	ran	right
into	the	chest,	making	him	stagger	back	with	a	cry	that	I	shall	never	forget.	The
other	horse	was	 thrown	upon	his	haunches	and	one	shaft	broken.	 It	 turned	out
that	 it	 was	 a	 horse	 from	 our	 own	 stables,	 with	 the	 high-wheeled	 gig	 that	 the
young	men	were	so	fond	of.
The	driver	was	one	of	those	random,	ignorant	fellows,	who	don't	even	know

which	is	their	own	side	of	the	road,	or,	if	they	know,	don't	care.	And	there	was
poor	Rory	with	his	flesh	torn	open	and	bleeding,	and	the	blood	streaming	down.
They	said	if	it	had	been	a	little	more	to	one	side	it	would	have	killed	him;	and	a
good	thing	for	him,	poor	fellow,	if	it	had.
As	it	was,	it	was	a	long	time	before	the	wound	healed,	and	then	he	was	sold

for	 coal-carting;	 and	what	 that	 is,	 up	 and	 down	 those	 steep	 hills,	 only	 horses
know.	Some	of	the	sights	I	saw	there,	where	a	horse	had	to	come	downhill	with	a
heavily	loaded	two-wheel	cart	behind	him,	on	which	no	brake	could	be	placed,
make	me	sad	even	now	to	think	of.
After	 Rory	 was	 disabled	 I	 often	 went	 in	 the	 carriage	 with	 a	 mare	 named

Peggy,	who	stood	in	the	next	stall	to	mine.	She	was	a	strong,	well-made	animal,
of	a	bright	dun	color,	beautifully	dappled,	and	with	a	dark-brown	mane	and	tail.
There	was	no	high	breeding	about	her,	but	she	was	very	pretty	and	remarkably
sweet-tempered	and	willing.	Still,	 there	was	an	anxious	 look	about	her	eye,	by
which	I	knew	that	she	had	some	trouble.	The	first	 time	we	went	out	 together	I
thought	she	had	a	very	odd	pace;	she	seemed	to	go	partly	a	trot,	partly	a	canter,
three	or	four	paces,	and	then	a	little	jump	forward.
It	was	very	unpleasant	for	any	horse	who	pulled	with	her,	and	made	me	quite

fidgety.	When	we	got	home	I	asked	her	what	made	her	go	in	that	odd,	awkward
way.
"Ah,"	she	said	in	a	troubled	manner,	"I	know	my	paces	are	very	bad,	but	what

can	I	do?	It	really	is	not	my	fault;	it	is	just	because	my	legs	are	so	short.	I	stand
nearly	as	high	as	you,	but	your	legs	are	a	good	three	inches	longer	above	your



knee	 than	mine,	 and	 of	 course	 you	 can	 take	 a	much	 longer	 step	 and	 go	much
faster.	You	see	I	did	not	make	myself.	I	wish	I	could	have	done	so;	I	would	have
had	long	legs	then.	All	my	troubles	come	from	my	short	legs,"	said	Peggy,	in	a
desponding	tone.
"But	 how	 is	 it,"	 I	 said,	 "when	 you	 are	 so	 strong	 and	 good-tempered	 and

willing?"
"Why,	 you	 see,"	 said	 she,	 "men	will	 go	 so	 fast,	 and	 if	 one	 can't	 keep	up	 to

other	horses	it	is	nothing	but	whip,	whip,	whip,	all	the	time.	And	so	I	have	had	to
keep	up	as	I	could,	and	have	got	into	this	ugly	shuffling	pace.	It	was	not	always
so;	when	I	lived	with	my	first	master	I	always	went	a	good	regular	trot,	but	then
he	was	 not	 in	 such	 a	 hurry.	He	was	 a	 young	 clergyman	 in	 the	 country,	 and	 a
good,	kind	master	he	was.	He	had	two	churches	a	good	way	apart,	and	a	great
deal	of	work,	but	he	never	scolded	or	whipped	me	for	not	going	faster.	He	was
very	fond	of	me.	I	only	wish	I	was	with	him	now;	but	he	had	to	leave	and	go	to	a
large	town,	and	then	I	was	sold	to	a	farmer.
"Some	farmers,	you	know,	are	capital	masters;	but	I	think	this	one	was	a	low

sort	of	man.	He	cared	nothing	about	good	horses	or	good	driving;	he	only	cared
for	going	fast.	I	went	as	fast	as	I	could,	but	that	would	not	do,	and	he	was	always
whipping;	 so	 I	 got	 into	 this	 way	 of	making	 a	 spring	 forward	 to	 keep	 up.	 On
market	 nights	 he	 used	 to	 stay	 very	 late	 at	 the	 inn,	 and	 then	 drive	 home	 at	 a
gallop.
"One	 dark	 night	 he	was	 galloping	 home	 as	 usual,	when	 all	 of	 a	 sudden	 the

wheel	came	against	some	great	heavy	thing	in	the	road,	and	turned	the	gig	over
in	a	minute.	He	was	thrown	out	and	his	arm	broken,	and	some	of	his	ribs,	I	think.
At	any	rate,	it	was	the	end	of	my	living	with	him,	and	I	was	not	sorry.	But	you
see	it	will	be	the	same	everywhere	for	me,	if	men	must	go	so	fast.	I	wish	my	legs
were	longer!"
Poor	Peggy!	I	was	very	sorry	for	her,	and	I	could	not	comfort	her,	for	I	knew

how	 hard	 it	 was	 upon	 slow-paced	 horses	 to	 be	 put	 with	 fast	 ones;	 all	 the
whipping	comes	to	their	share,	and	they	can't	help	it.
She	was	often	used	in	the	phaeton,	and	was	very	much	liked	by	some	of	the

ladies,	because	she	was	so	gentle;	and	some	time	after	this	she	was	sold	to	two
ladies	who	drove	themselves,	and	wanted	a	safe,	good	horse.
I	 met	 her	 several	 times	 out	 in	 the	 country,	 going	 a	 good	 steady	 pace,	 and

looking	as	gay	and	contented	as	a	horse	could	be.	I	was	very	glad	to	see	her,	for
she	deserved	a	good	place.
After	 she	 left	us	another	horse	came	 in	her	 stead.	He	was	young,	and	had	a

bad	name	for	shying	and	starting,	by	which	he	had	lost	a	good	place.	I	asked	him
what	made	him	shy.



"Well,	 I	 hardly	 know,"	 he	 said.	 "I	was	 timid	when	 I	was	 young,	 and	was	 a
good	deal	frightened	several	times,	and	if	I	saw	anything	strange	I	used	to	turn
and	 look	 at	 it—you	 see,	with	 our	 blinkers	 one	 can't	 see	 or	 understand	what	 a
thing	 is	 unless	 one	 looks	 round—and	 then	 my	 master	 always	 gave	 me	 a
whipping,	which	of	course	made	me	start	on,	and	did	not	make	me	less	afraid.	I
think	if	he	would	have	let	me	just	look	at	things	quietly,	and	see	that	there	was
nothing	to	hurt	me,	it	would	have	been	all	right,	and	I	should	have	got	used	to
them.	One	day	an	old	gentleman	was	riding	with	him,	and	a	large	piece	of	white
paper	or	rag	blew	across	just	on	one	side	of	me.	I	shied	and	started	forward.	My
master	as	usual	whipped	me	smartly,	but	the	old	man	cried	out,	 'You're	wrong!
you're	wrong!	You	should	never	whip	a	horse	for	shying;	he	shies	because	he	is
frightened,	 and	 you	 only	 frighten	 him	 more	 and	 make	 the	 habit	 worse.'	 So	 I
suppose	all	men	don't	do	so.	I	am	sure	I	don't	want	to	shy	for	the	sake	of	it;	but
how	should	one	know	what	is	dangerous	and	what	is	not,	if	one	is	never	allowed
to	get	used	to	anything?	I	am	never	afraid	of	what	I	know.	Now	I	was	brought	up
in	a	park	where	there	were	deer;	of	course	I	knew	them	as	well	as	I	did	a	sheep
or	a	cow,	but	 they	are	not	common,	and	I	know	many	sensible	horses	who	are
frightened	 at	 them,	 and	 who	 kick	 up	 quite	 a	 shindy	 before	 they	 will	 pass	 a
paddock	where	there	are	deer."
I	 knew	 what	 my	 companion	 said	 was	 true,	 and	 I	 wished	 that	 every	 young

horse	had	as	good	masters	as	Farmer	Grey	and	Squire	Gordon.
Of	 course	 we	 sometimes	 came	 in	 for	 good	 driving	 here.	 I	 remember	 one

morning	I	was	put	into	the	light	gig,	and	taken	to	a	house	in	Pulteney	Street.	Two
gentlemen	came	out;	the	taller	of	them	came	round	to	my	head;	he	looked	at	the
bit	 and	 bridle,	 and	 just	 shifted	 the	 collar	 with	 his	 hand,	 to	 see	 if	 it	 fitted
comfortably.
"Do	you	consider	this	horse	wants	a	curb?"	he	said	to	the	hostler.
"Well,"	said	the	man,	"I	should	say	he	would	go	just	as	well	without;	he	has	an

uncommon	good	mouth,	and	though	he	has	a	fine	spirit	he	has	no	vice;	but	we
generally	find	people	like	the	curb."
"I	don't	like	it,"	said	the	gentleman;	"be	so	good	as	to	take	it	off,	and	put	the

rein	in	at	the	cheek.	An	easy	mouth	is	a	great	thing	on	a	long	journey,	is	it	not,
old	fellow?"	he	said,	patting	my	neck.
Then	he	took	the	reins,	and	they	both	got	up.	I	can	remember	now	how	quietly

he	turned	me	round,	and	then	with	a	light	feel	of	the	rein,	and	drawing	the	whip
gently	across	my	back,	we	were	off.
I	arched	my	neck	and	set	off	at	my	best	pace.	I	found	I	had	some	one	behind

me	who	knew	how	a	 good	horse	 ought	 to	 be	 driven.	 It	 seemed	 like	 old	 times
again,	and	made	me	feel	quite	gay.



This	gentleman	 took	 a	great	 liking	 to	me,	 and	 after	 trying	me	 several	 times
with	the	saddle	he	prevailed	upon	my	master	to	sell	me	to	a	friend	of	his,	who
wanted	 a	 safe,	 pleasant	 horse	 for	 riding.	 And	 so	 it	 came	 to	 pass	 that	 in	 the
summer	I	was	sold	to	Mr.	Barry.



Chapter		9
A	Thief

My	new	master	was	an	unmarried	man.	He	lived	at	Bath,	and	was	much	engaged
in	business.	His	doctor	advised	him	to	take	horse	exercise,	and	for	this	purpose
he	bought	me.	He	hired	a	stable	a	short	distance	from	his	lodgings,	and	engaged
a	man	named	Filcher	as	groom.	My	master	knew	very	little	about	horses,	but	he
treated	 me	 well,	 and	 I	 should	 have	 had	 a	 good	 and	 easy	 place	 but	 for
circumstances	of	which	he	was	ignorant.	He	ordered	the	best	hay	with	plenty	of
oats,	crushed	beans,	and	bran,	with	vetches,	or	rye	grass,	as	the	man	might	think
needful.	 I	heard	 the	master	give	 the	order,	so	I	knew	there	was	plenty	of	good
food,	and	I	thought	I	was	well	off.
For	 a	 few	 days	 all	 went	 on	 well.	 I	 found	 that	 my	 groom	 understood	 his

business.	He	kept	the	stable	clean	and	airy,	and	he	groomed	me	thoroughly;	and
was	 never	 otherwise	 than	 gentle.	 He	 had	 been	 an	 hostler	 in	 one	 of	 the	 great
hotels	in	Bath.	He	had	given	that	up,	and	now	cultivated	fruit	and	vegetables	for
the	market,	 and	 his	wife	 bred	 and	 fattened	 poultry	 and	 rabbits	 for	 sale.	 After
awhile	it	seemed	to	me	that	my	oats	came	very	short;	I	had	the	beans,	but	bran
was	mixed	with	them	instead	of	oats,	of	which	there	were	very	few;	certainly	not
more	than	a	quarter	of	what	there	should	have	been.	In	two	or	three	weeks	this
began	 to	 tell	 upon	my	 strength	 and	 spirits.	The	grass	 food,	 though	very	good,
was	not	 the	 thing	 to	keep	up	my	condition	without	corn.	However,	 I	could	not
complain,	nor	make	known	my	wants.	So	it	went	on	for	about	two	months;	and	I
wondered	 that	my	master	did	not	see	 that	something	was	 the	matter.	However,
one	 afternoon	he	 rode	out	 into	 the	 country	 to	 see	 a	 friend	of	 his,	 a	 gentleman
farmer,	who	lived	on	the	road	to	Wells.
This	gentleman	had	a	very	quick	eye	for	horses;	and	after	he	had	welcomed

his	friend	he	said,	casting	his	eye	over	me:
"It	seems	to	me,	Barry,	that	your	horse	does	not	look	so	well	as	he	did	when

you	first	had	him;	has	he	been	well?"
"Yes,	I	believe	so,"	said	my	master;	"but	he	is	not	nearly	so	lively	as	he	was;

my	groom	tells	me	that	horses	are	always	dull	and	weak	in	the	autumn,	and	that	I
must	expect	it."
"Autumn,	fiddlesticks!"	said	the	farmer.	"Why,	this	is	only	August;	and	with

your	light	work	and	good	food	he	ought	not	to	go	down	like	this,	even	if	it	was



autumn.	How	do	you	feed	him?"
My	master	 told	him.	The	other	shook	his	head	slowly,	and	began	 to	feel	me

over.
"I	can't	 say	who	eats	your	corn,	my	dear	 fellow,	but	 I	 am	much	mistaken	 if

your	horse	gets	it.	Have	you	ridden	very	fast?"
"No,	very	gently."
"Then	just	put	your	hand	here,"	said	he,	passing	his	hand	over	my	neck	and

shoulder;	"he	is	as	warm	and	damp	as	a	horse	just	come	up	from	grass.	I	advise
you	 to	 look	 into	 your	 stable	 a	 little	more.	 I	 hate	 to	 be	 suspicious,	 and,	 thank
heaven,	I	have	no	cause	to	be,	for	I	can	trust	my	men,	present	or	absent;	but	there
are	mean	scoundrels,	wicked	enough	to	rob	a	dumb	beast	of	his	food.	You	must
look	into	it."	And	turning	to	his	man,	who	had	come	to	take	me,	"Give	this	horse
a	right	good	feed	of	bruised	oats,	and	don't	stint	him."
"Dumb	beasts!"	Yes,	we	are;	but	if	I	could	have	spoken	I	could	have	told	my

master	where	his	oats	went	to.	My	groom	used	to	come	every	morning	about	six
o'clock,	and	with	him	a	little	boy,	who	always	had	a	covered	basket	with	him.	He
used	to	go	with	his	father	into	the	harness-room,	where	the	corn	was	kept,	and	I
could	see	them,	when	the	door	stood	ajar,	fill	a	little	bag	with	oats	out	of	the	bin,
and	then	he	used	to	be	off.
Five	or	six	mornings	after	this,	just	as	the	boy	had	left	the	stable,	the	door	was

pushed	 open,	 and	 a	 policeman	walked	 in,	 holding	 the	 child	 tight	 by	 the	 arm;
another	policeman	 followed,	and	 locked	 the	door	on	 the	 inside,	 saying,	 "Show
me	the	place	where	your	father	keeps	his	rabbits'	food."
The	boy	 looked	very	 frightened	 and	began	 to	 cry;	 but	 there	was	 no	 escape,

and	he	led	the	way	to	the	corn-bin.	Here	the	policeman	found	another	empty	bag
like	that	which	was	found	full	of	oats	in	the	boy's	basket.
Filcher	was	cleaning	my	feet	at	the	time,	but	they	soon	saw	him,	and	though

he	blustered	a	good	deal	they	walked	him	off	to	the	"lock-up",	and	his	boy	with
him.	I	heard	afterward	that	 the	boy	was	not	held	 to	be	guilty,	but	 the	man	was
sentenced	to	prison	for	two	months.



Chapter		10	
A	Humbug

My	master	was	not	immediately	suited,	but	in	a	few	days	my	new	groom	came.
He	was	a	tall,	good-looking	fellow	enough;	but	if	ever	there	was	a	humbug	in	the
shape	of	a	groom	Alfred	Smirk	was	the	man.	He	was	very	civil	to	me,	and	never
used	me	ill;	in	fact,	he	did	a	great	deal	of	stroking	and	patting	when	his	master
was	 there	 to	 see	 it.	 He	 always	 brushed	my	mane	 and	 tail	 with	water	 and	my
hoofs	with	oil	before	he	brought	me	to	the	door,	to	make	me	look	smart;	but	as	to
cleaning	my	feet	or	looking	to	my	shoes,	or	grooming	me	thoroughly,	he	thought
no	more	of	that	than	if	I	had	been	a	cow.	He	left	my	bit	rusty,	my	saddle	damp,
and	my	crupper	stiff.
Alfred	Smirk	considered	himself	very	handsome;	he	spent	a	great	deal	of	time

about	his	hair,	whiskers	and	necktie,	before	a	little	looking-glass	in	the	harness-
room.	When	his	master	was	speaking	to	him	it	was	always,	"Yes,	sir;	yes,	sir"—
touching	his	hat	at	every	word;	and	every	one	thought	he	was	a	very	nice	young
man	and	that	Mr.	Barry	was	very	fortunate	to	meet	with	him.	I	should	say	he	was
the	 laziest,	most	 conceited	 fellow	 I	 ever	 came	 near.	Of	 course,	 it	 was	 a	 great
thing	not	to	be	ill-used,	but	then	a	horse	wants	more	than	that.	I	had	a	loose	box,
and	might	have	been	very	comfortable	if	he	had	not	been	too	indolent	to	clean	it
out.	He	never	took	all	 the	straw	away,	and	the	smell	from	what	lay	underneath
was	 very	 bad;	 while	 the	 strong	 vapors	 that	 rose	 made	 my	 eyes	 smart	 and
inflame,	and	I	did	not	feel	the	same	appetite	for	my	food.
One	day	his	master	came	in	and	said,	"Alfred,	the	stable	smells	rather	strong;

should	not	you	give	that	stall	a	good	scrub	and	throw	down	plenty	of	water?"
"Well,	 sir,"	 he	 said,	 touching	 his	 cap,	 "I'll	 do	 so	 if	 you	 please,	 sir;	 but	 it	 is

rather	dangerous,	sir,	throwing	down	water	in	a	horse's	box;	they	are	very	apt	to
take	cold,	sir.	 I	should	not	 like	 to	do	him	an	 injury,	but	 I'll	do	 it	 if	you	please,
sir."
"Well,"	said	his	master,	"I	should	not	like	him	to	take	cold;	but	I	don't	like	the

smell	of	this	stable.	Do	you	think	the	drains	are	all	right?"
"Well,	sir,	now	you	mention	it,	I	think	the	drain	does	sometimes	send	back	a

smell;	there	may	be	something	wrong,	sir."
"Then	send	for	the	bricklayer	and	have	it	seen	to,"	said	his	master.
"Yes,	sir,	I	will."



The	 bricklayer	 came	 and	 pulled	 up	 a	 great	many	 bricks,	 but	 found	 nothing
amiss;	so	he	put	down	some	lime	and	charged	the	master	five	shillings,	and	the
smell	in	my	box	was	as	bad	as	ever.	But	that	was	not	all:	standing	as	I	did	on	a
quantity	of	moist	straw	my	feet	grew	unhealthy	and	tender,	and	the	master	used
to	say:
"I	don't	know	what	is	the	matter	with	this	horse;	he	goes	very	fumble-footed.	I

am	sometimes	afraid	he	will	stumble."
"Yes,	sir,"	said	Alfred,	"I	have	noticed	the	same	myself,	when	I	have	exercised

him."
Now	the	 fact	was	 that	he	hardly	ever	did	exercise	me,	and	when	 the	master

was	busy	I	often	stood	for	days	 together	without	stretching	my	legs	at	all,	and
yet	being	 fed	 just	 as	high	as	 if	 I	were	at	hard	work.	This	often	disordered	my
health,	 and	 made	 me	 sometimes	 heavy	 and	 dull,	 but	 more	 often	 restless	 and
feverish.	He	never	 even	gave	me	a	meal	of	green	 food	or	 a	bran	mash,	which
would	have	cooled	me,	 for	he	was	altogether	as	 ignorant	as	he	was	conceited;
and	 then,	 instead	 of	 exercise	 or	 change	 of	 food,	 I	 had	 to	 take	 horse	 balls	 and
draughts;	which,	 beside	 the	 nuisance	 of	 having	 them	 poured	 down	my	 throat,
used	to	make	me	feel	ill	and	uncomfortable.
One	day	my	feet	were	so	tender	that,	trotting	over	some	fresh	stones	with	my

master	 on	my	back,	 I	made	 two	 such	 serious	 stumbles	 that,	 as	 he	 came	 down
Lansdown	 into	 the	 city,	 he	 stopped	 at	 the	 farrier's,	 and	 asked	him	 to	 see	what
was	 the	matter	with	me.	 The	man	 took	 up	my	 feet	 one	 by	 one	 and	 examined
them;	then	standing	up	and	dusting	his	hands	one	against	the	other,	he	said:
"Your	horse	has	got	the	 'thrush',	and	badly,	too;	his	feet	are	very	tender;	it	is

fortunate	 that	 he	 has	 not	 been	 down.	 I	wonder	 your	 groom	 has	 not	 seen	 to	 it
before.	This	is	the	sort	of	thing	we	find	in	foul	stables,	where	the	litter	is	never
properly	cleaned	out.	 If	you	will	 send	him	here	 to-morrow	 I	will	 attend	 to	 the
hoof,	 and	 I	will	 direct	 your	man	 how	 to	 apply	 the	 liniment	which	 I	will	 give
him."
The	next	day	I	had	my	feet	thoroughly	cleansed	and	stuffed	with	tow	soaked

in	some	strong	lotion;	and	an	unpleasant	business	it	was.
The	farrier	ordered	all	the	litter	to	be	taken	out	of	my	box	day	by	day,	and	the

floor	kept	very	clean.	Then	I	was	to	have	bran	mashes,	a	 little	green	food,	and
not	 so	 much	 corn,	 till	 my	 feet	 were	 well	 again.	 With	 this	 treatment	 I	 soon
regained	 my	 spirits;	 but	 Mr.	 Barry	 was	 so	 much	 disgusted	 at	 being	 twice
deceived	by	his	grooms	 that	he	determined	 to	give	up	keeping	a	horse,	 and	 to
hire	when	he	wanted	one.	I	was	therefore	kept	till	my	feet	were	quite	sound,	and
was	then	sold	again.



Part	3



Chapter		1
A	Horse	Fair

No	doubt	a	horse	fair	is	a	very	amusing	place	to	those	who	have	nothing	to	lose;
at	any	rate,	there	is	plenty	to	see.
Long	strings	of	young	horses	out	of	the	country,	fresh	from	the	marshes;	and

droves	of	shaggy	little	Welsh	ponies,	no	higher	than	Merrylegs;	and	hundreds	of
cart	horses	of	 all	 sorts,	 some	of	 them	with	 their	 long	 tails	braided	up	and	 tied
with	 scarlet	 cord;	 and	 a	 good	many	 like	myself,	 handsome	 and	high-bred,	 but
fallen	into	the	middle	class,	 through	some	accident	or	blemish,	unsoundness	of
wind,	or	some	other	complaint.	There	were	some	splendid	animals	quite	in	their
prime,	and	 fit	 for	anything;	 they	were	 throwing	out	 their	 legs	and	showing	off
their	paces	in	high	style,	as	they	were	trotted	out	with	a	leading	rein,	the	groom
running	by	the	side.	But	round	in	the	background	there	were	a	number	of	poor
things,	sadly	broken	down	with	hard	work,	with	their	knees	knuckling	over	and
their	hind	 legs	swinging	out	at	every	step,	and	 there	were	some	very	dejected-
looking	 old	 horses,	 with	 the	 under	 lip	 hanging	 down	 and	 the	 ears	 lying	 back
heavily,	as	if	there	were	no	more	pleasure	in	life,	and	no	more	hope;	there	were
some	so	thin	you	might	see	all	their	ribs,	and	some	with	old	sores	on	their	backs
and	hips.	These	were	sad	sights	for	a	horse	to	look	upon,	who	knows	not	but	he
may	come	to	the	same	state.
There	was	a	great	deal	of	bargaining,	of	running	up	and	beating	down;	and	if	a

horse	may	speak	his	mind	so	far	as	he	understands,	I	should	say	there	were	more
lies	 told	 and	more	 trickery	 at	 that	 horse	 fair	 than	 a	 clever	man	 could	 give	 an
account	of.	I	was	put	with	two	or	three	other	strong,	useful-looking	horses,	and	a
good	many	people	 came	 to	 look	 at	 us.	The	gentlemen	 always	 turned	 from	me
when	they	saw	my	broken	knees;	though	the	man	who	had	me	swore	it	was	only
a	slip	in	the	stall.
The	first	thing	was	to	pull	my	mouth	open,	then	to	look	at	my	eyes,	then	feel

all	the	way	down	my	legs,	and	give	me	a	hard	feel	of	the	skin	and	flesh,	and	then
try	my	 paces.	 It	 was	wonderful	 what	 a	 difference	 there	was	 in	 the	way	 these
things	were	done.	Some	did	it	in	a	rough,	offhand	way,	as	if	one	was	only	a	piece
of	wood;	while	others	would	take	their	hands	gently	over	one's	body,	with	a	pat
now	and	 then,	 as	much	as	 to	 say,	 "By	your	 leave."	Of	course	 I	 judged	a	good
deal	of	the	buyers	by	their	manners	to	myself.



There	was	one	man,	I	thought,	if	he	would	buy	me,	I	should	be	happy.	He	was
not	a	gentleman,	nor	yet	one	of	the	loud,	flashy	sort	that	call	themselves	so.	He
was	rather	a	small	man,	but	well	made,	and	quick	in	all	his	motions.	I	knew	in	a
moment	by	the	way	he	handled	me,	that	he	was	used	to	horses;	he	spoke	gently,
and	his	gray	eye	had	a	kindly,	cheery	look	in	it.	It	may	seem	strange	to	say—but
it	is	true	all	the	same—that	the	clean,	fresh	smell	there	was	about	him	made	me
take	to	him;	no	smell	of	old	beer	and	tobacco,	which	I	hated,	but	a	fresh	smell	as
if	he	had	come	out	of	a	hayloft.	He	offered	twenty-three	pounds	for	me,	but	that
was	 refused,	 and	he	walked	 away.	 I	 looked	 after	 him,	but	 he	was	gone,	 and	 a
very	hard-looking,	loud-voiced	man	came.	I	was	dreadfully	afraid	he	would	have
me;	but	he	walked	off.	One	or	two	more	came	who	did	not	mean	business.	Then
the	hard-faced	man	 came	back	 again	 and	offered	 twenty-three	 pounds.	A	very
close	bargain	was	being	driven,	 for	my	salesman	began	 to	 think	he	should	not
get	 all	 he	 asked,	 and	must	 come	down;	 but	 just	 then	 the	gray-eyed	man	 came
back	again.	I	could	not	help	reaching	out	my	head	toward	him.	He	stroked	my
face	kindly.
"Well,	old	chap,"	he	said,	"I	think	we	should	suit	each	other.	I'll	give	twenty-

four	for	him."
"Say	twenty-five	and	you	shall	have	him."
"Twenty-four	 ten,"	 said	my	 friend,	 in	 a	 very	decided	 tone,	 "and	not	 another

sixpence—yes	or	no?"
"Done,"	said	the	salesman;	"and	you	may	depend	upon	it	there's	a	monstrous

deal	of	quality	in	that	horse,	and	if	you	want	him	for	cab	work	he's	a	bargain."
The	money	was	paid	on	the	spot,	and	my	new	master	took	my	halter,	and	led

me	out	of	the	fair	to	an	inn,	where	he	had	a	saddle	and	bridle	ready.	He	gave	me
a	good	feed	of	oats	and	stood	by	while	I	ate	it,	talking	to	himself	and	talking	to
me.	Half	an	hour	after	we	were	on	our	way	 to	London,	 through	pleasant	 lanes
and	country	roads,	until	we	came	into	the	great	London	thoroughfare,	on	which
we	traveled	steadily,	till	in	the	twilight	we	reached	the	great	city.	The	gas	lamps
were	already	 lighted;	 there	were	streets	 to	 the	right,	and	streets	 to	 the	 left,	and
streets	crossing	each	other,	for	mile	upon	mile.	I	thought	we	should	never	come
to	the	end	of	them.	At	last,	in	passing	through	one,	we	came	to	a	long	cab	stand,
when	my	rider	called	out	in	a	cheery	voice,	"Good-night,	governor!"
"Halloo!"	cried	a	voice.	"Have	you	got	a	good	one?"
"I	think	so,"	replied	my	owner.
"I	wish	you	luck	with	him."
"Thank	you,	 governor,"	 and	he	 rode	on.	We	 soon	 turned	up	one	of	 the	 side

streets,	 and	 about	 halfway	 up	 that	 we	 turned	 into	 a	 very	 narrow	 street,	 with
rather	poor-looking	houses	on	one	side,	and	what	seemed	to	be	coach-houses	and



stables	on	the	other.
My	owner	pulled	up	at	one	of	the	houses	and	whistled.	The	door	flew	open,

and	a	young	woman,	followed	by	a	little	girl	and	boy,	ran	out.	There	was	a	very
lively	greeting	as	my	rider	dismounted.
"Now,	 then,	 Harry,	 my	 boy,	 open	 the	 gates,	 and	 mother	 will	 bring	 us	 the

lantern."
The	next	minute	they	were	all	standing	round	me	in	a	small	stable-yard.
"Is	he	gentle,	father?"
"Yes,	Dolly,	as	gentle	as	your	own	kitten;	come	and	pat	him."
At	once	 the	 little	hand	was	patting	about	 all	over	my	shoulder	without	 fear.

How	good	it	felt!
"Let	me	get	him	a	bran	mash	while	you	rub	him	down,"	said	the	mother.
"Do,	Polly,	 it's	 just	what	 he	wants;	 and	 I	 know	you've	got	 a	 beautiful	mash

ready	for	me."
"Sausage	dumpling	and	apple	turnover!"	shouted	the	boy,	which	set	them	all

laughing.	 I	was	 led	 into	a	comfortable,	clean-smelling	stall,	with	plenty	of	dry
straw,	and	after	a	capital	supper	I	lay	down,	thinking	I	was	going	to	be	happy.



Chapter		2
A	London	Cab	Horse

Jeremiah	Barker	was	my	new	master's	name,	but	as	every	one	called	him	Jerry,	I
shall	do	the	same.	Polly,	his	wife,	was	just	as	good	a	match	as	a	man	could	have.
She	was	a	plump,	trim,	tidy	little	woman,	with	smooth,	dark	hair,	dark	eyes,	and
a	merry	little	mouth.	The	boy	was	twelve	years	old,	a	tall,	frank,	good-tempered
lad;	 and	 little	 Dorothy	 (Dolly	 they	 called	 her)	 was	 her	 mother	 over	 again,	 at
eight	years	old.	They	were	all	wonderfully	fond	of	each	other;	I	never	knew	such
a	 happy,	 merry	 family	 before	 or	 since.	 Jerry	 had	 a	 cab	 of	 his	 own,	 and	 two
horses,	which	he	drove	and	attended	to	himself.	His	other	horse	was	a	tall,	white,
rather	 large-boned	animal	called	"Captain".	He	was	old	now,	but	when	he	was
young	he	must	have	been	splendid;	he	had	still	a	proud	way	of	holding	his	head
and	 arching	 his	 neck;	 in	 fact,	 he	 was	 a	 high-bred,	 fine-mannered,	 noble	 old
horse,	 every	 inch	 of	 him.	 He	 told	 me	 that	 in	 his	 early	 youth	 he	 went	 to	 the
Crimean	War;	 he	 belonged	 to	 an	 officer	 in	 the	 cavalry,	 and	 used	 to	 lead	 the
regiment.	I	will	tell	more	of	that	hereafter.
The	next	morning,	when	I	was	well-groomed,	Polly	and	Dolly	came	into	the

yard	 to	 see	me	 and	make	 friends.	Harry	 had	 been	 helping	 his	 father	 since	 the
early	morning,	and	had	stated	his	opinion	that	I	should	turn	out	a	"regular	brick".
Polly	brought	me	a	slice	of	apple,	and	Dolly	a	piece	of	bread,	and	made	as	much
of	me	as	if	I	had	been	the	"Black	Beauty"	of	olden	time.	It	was	a	great	treat	to	be
petted	again	and	talked	to	in	a	gentle	voice,	and	I	let	them	see	as	well	as	I	could
that	I	wished	to	be	friendly.	Polly	thought	I	was	very	handsome,	and	a	great	deal
too	good	for	a	cab,	if	it	was	not	for	the	broken	knees.
"Of	course	there's	no	one	to	tell	us	whose	fault	that	was,"	said	Jerry,	"and	as

long	as	I	don't	know	I	shall	give	him	the	benefit	of	the	doubt;	for	a	firmer,	neater
stepper	I	never	rode.	We'll	call	him	'Jack',	after	the	old	one—shall	we,	Polly?"
"Do,"	she	said,	"for	I	like	to	keep	a	good	name	going."
Captain	went	out	in	the	cab	all	the	morning.	Harry	came	in	after	school	to	feed

me	 and	 give	me	water.	 In	 the	 afternoon	 I	was	 put	 into	 the	 cab.	 Jerry	 took	 as
much	pains	 to	 see	 if	 the	collar	 and	bridle	 fitted	comfortably	as	 if	he	had	been
John	Manly	over	again.	When	the	crupper	was	let	out	a	hole	or	two	it	all	fitted
well.	There	was	no	check-rein,	no	curb,	nothing	but	a	plain	ring	snaffle.	What	a
blessing	that	was!



After	 driving	 through	 the	 side	 street	we	 came	 to	 the	 large	 cab	 stand	where
Jerry	had	said	"Good-night".	On	one	side	of	 this	wide	street	were	high	houses
with	wonderful	shop	fronts,	and	on	the	other	was	an	old	church	and	churchyard,
surrounded	by	iron	palisades.	Alongside	these	iron	rails	a	number	of	cabs	were
drawn	up,	waiting	 for	passengers;	bits	of	hay	were	 lying	about	on	 the	ground;
some	 of	 the	 men	 were	 standing	 together	 talking;	 some	 were	 sitting	 on	 their
boxes	reading	the	newspaper;	and	one	or	two	were	feeding	their	horses	with	bits
of	hay,	and	giving	them	a	drink	of	water.	We	pulled	up	in	the	rank	at	the	back	of
the	 last	 cab.	Two	or	 three	men	 came	 round	 and	began	 to	 look	 at	me	 and	pass
their	remarks.
"Very	good	for	a	funeral,"	said	one.
"Too	 smart-looking,"	 said	 another,	 shaking	 his	 head	 in	 a	 very	 wise	 way;

"you'll	find	out	something	wrong	one	of	these	fine	mornings,	or	my	name	isn't
Jones."
"Well,"	said	Jerry	pleasantly,	"I	suppose	I	need	not	find	it	out	till	it	finds	me

out,	eh?	And	if	so,	I'll	keep	up	my	spirits	a	little	longer."
Then	there	came	up	a	broad-faced	man,	dressed	in	a	great	gray	coat	with	great

gray	cape	and	great	white	buttons,	a	gray	hat,	and	a	blue	comforter	loosely	tied
round	his	neck;	his	hair	was	gray,	too;	but	he	was	a	jolly-looking	fellow,	and	the
other	men	made	way	for	him.	He	looked	me	all	over,	as	if	he	had	been	going	to
buy	me;	and	then	straightening	himself	up	with	a	grunt,	he	said,	"He's	the	right
sort	for	you,	Jerry;	I	don't	care	what	you	gave	for	him,	he'll	be	worth	it."	Thus
my	character	was	established	on	the	stand.
This	man's	 name	was	Grant,	 but	 he	was	 called	 "Gray	Grant",	 or	 "Governor

Grant".	He	had	been	the	longest	on	that	stand	of	any	of	the	men,	and	he	took	it
upon	 himself	 to	 settle	 matters	 and	 stop	 disputes.	 He	 was	 generally	 a	 good-
humored,	 sensible	man;	but	 if	his	 temper	was	a	 little	out,	 as	 it	was	 sometimes
when	 he	 had	 drunk	 too	much,	 nobody	 liked	 to	 come	 too	 near	 his	 fist,	 for	 he
could	deal	a	very	heavy	blow.
The	first	week	of	my	life	as	a	cab	horse	was	very	trying.	I	had	never	been	used

to	London,	 and	 the	noise,	 the	hurry,	 the	 crowds	of	horses,	 carts,	 and	carriages
that	 I	had	 to	make	my	way	 through	made	me	 feel	 anxious	and	harassed;	but	 I
soon	found	that	 I	could	perfectly	 trust	my	driver,	and	 then	I	made	myself	easy
and	got	used	to	it.
Jerry	was	as	good	a	driver	as	I	had	ever	known,	and	what	was	better,	he	took

as	much	thought	for	his	horses	as	he	did	for	himself.	He	soon	found	out	 that	I
was	willing	to	work	and	do	my	best,	and	he	never	laid	the	whip	on	me	unless	it
was	 gently	 drawing	 the	 end	 of	 it	 over	 my	 back	 when	 I	 was	 to	 go	 on;	 but
generally	I	knew	this	quite	well	by	the	way	in	which	he	took	up	the	reins,	and	I



believe	his	whip	was	more	frequently	stuck	up	by	his	side	than	in	his	hand.
In	a	 short	 time	 I	and	my	master	understood	each	other	as	well	 as	horse	and

man	can	do.	In	the	stable,	too,	he	did	all	that	he	could	for	our	comfort.	The	stalls
were	 the	 old-fashioned	 style,	 too	much	 on	 the	 slope;	 but	 he	 had	 two	movable
bars	 fixed	 across	 the	 back	 of	 our	 stalls,	 so	 that	 at	 night,	 and	 when	 we	 were
resting,	he	just	took	off	our	halters	and	put	up	the	bars,	and	thus	we	could	turn
about	and	stand	whichever	way	we	pleased,	which	is	a	great	comfort.
Jerry	kept	us	very	clean,	and	gave	us	as	much	change	of	food	as	he	could,	and

always	plenty	of	it;	and	not	only	that,	but	he	always	gave	us	plenty	of	clean	fresh
water,	 which	 he	 allowed	 to	 stand	 by	 us	 both	 night	 and	 day,	 except	 of	 course
when	we	came	in	warm.	Some	people	say	that	a	horse	ought	not	to	drink	all	he
likes;	but	 I	know	 if	we	are	allowed	 to	drink	when	we	want	 it	we	drink	only	a
little	at	a	time,	and	it	does	us	a	great	deal	more	good	than	swallowing	down	half
a	bucketful	at	a	 time,	because	we	have	been	left	without	 till	we	are	thirsty	and
miserable.	Some	grooms	will	go	home	to	their	beer	and	leave	us	for	hours	with
our	dry	hay	and	oats	and	nothing	to	moisten	them;	then	of	course	we	gulp	down
too	much	at	once,	which	helps	 to	spoil	our	breathing	and	sometimes	chills	our
stomachs.	But	the	best	thing	we	had	here	was	our	Sundays	for	rest;	we	worked
so	hard	in	the	week	that	I	do	not	think	we	could	have	kept	up	to	it	but	for	that
day;	besides,	we	had	 then	 time	 to	enjoy	each	other's	company.	 It	was	on	 these
days	that	I	learned	my	companion's	history.



Chapter		3
An	Old	War	Horse

Captain	had	been	broken	in	and	trained	for	an	army	horse;	his	first	owner	was	an
officer	 of	 cavalry	going	out	 to	 the	Crimean	war.	He	 said	he	quite	 enjoyed	 the
training	with	all	the	other	horses,	trotting	together,	turning	together,	to	the	right
hand	 or	 the	 left,	 halting	 at	 the	 word	 of	 command,	 or	 dashing	 forward	 at	 full
speed	at	the	sound	of	the	trumpet	or	signal	of	the	officer.	He	was,	when	young,	a
dark,	 dappled	 iron-gray,	 and	 considered	 very	 handsome.	His	master,	 a	 young,
high-spirited	 gentleman,	was	 very	 fond	 of	 him,	 and	 treated	 him	 from	 the	 first
with	 the	greatest	care	and	kindness.	He	 told	me	he	 thought	 the	 life	of	an	army
horse	was	very	pleasant;	but	when	it	came	to	being	sent	abroad	over	the	sea	in	a
great	ship,	he	almost	changed	his	mind.
"That	part	of	it,"	said	he,	"was	dreadful!	Of	course	we	could	not	walk	off	the

land	 into	 the	 ship;	 so	 they	were	obliged	 to	put	 strong	 straps	under	our	bodies,
and	 then	we	were	 lifted	off	our	 legs	 in	spite	of	our	struggles,	and	were	swung
through	 the	 air	 over	 the	water,	 to	 the	deck	of	 the	great	 vessel.	There	we	were
placed	in	small	close	stalls,	and	never	for	a	long	time	saw	the	sky,	or	were	able
to	stretch	our	legs.	The	ship	sometimes	rolled	about	in	high	winds,	and	we	were
knocked	about,	and	felt	bad	enough.
"However,	at	last	it	came	to	an	end,	and	we	were	hauled	up,	and	swung	over

again	to	the	land;	we	were	very	glad,	and	snorted	and	neighed	for	joy,	when	we
once	more	felt	firm	ground	under	our	feet.
"We	soon	found	that	the	country	we	had	come	to	was	very	different	from	our

own	and	that	we	had	many	hardships	to	endure	besides	the	fighting;	but	many	of
the	men	were	so	fond	of	their	horses	that	they	did	everything	they	could	to	make
them	comfortable	in	spite	of	snow,	wet,	and	all	things	out	of	order."
"But	what	about	the	fighting?"	said	I,	"was	not	that	worse	than	anything	else?"
"Well,"	said	he,	"I	hardly	know;	we	always	 liked	 to	hear	 the	 trumpet	sound,

and	to	be	called	out,	and	were	impatient	to	start	off,	though	sometimes	we	had	to
stand	for	hours,	waiting	for	the	word	of	command;	and	when	the	word	was	given
we	used	to	spring	forward	as	gayly	and	eagerly	as	if	there	were	no	cannon	balls,
bayonets,	or	bullets.	I	believe	so	long	as	we	felt	our	rider	firm	in	the	saddle,	and
his	hand	steady	on	the	bridle,	not	one	of	us	gave	way	to	fear,	not	even	when	the
terrible	bomb-shells	whirled	through	the	air	and	burst	into	a	thousand	pieces.



"I,	with	my	noble	master,	went	into	many	actions	together	without	a	wound;
and	 though	 I	 saw	 horses	 shot	 down	with	 bullets,	 pierced	 through	with	 lances,
and	 gashed	with	 fearful	 saber-cuts;	 though	we	 left	 them	 dead	 on	 the	 field,	 or
dying	in	the	agony	of	their	wounds,	I	don't	think	I	feared	for	myself.	My	master's
cheery	voice,	as	he	encouraged	his	men,	made	me	feel	as	if	he	and	I	could	not	be
killed.	I	had	such	perfect	trust	in	him	that	while	he	was	guiding	me	I	was	ready
to	charge	up	to	the	very	cannon's	mouth.	I	saw	many	brave	men	cut	down,	many
fall	mortally	wounded	from	their	saddles.	I	had	heard	the	cries	and	groans	of	the
dying,	I	had	cantered	over	ground	slippery	with	blood,	and	frequently	had	to	turn
aside	to	avoid	trampling	on	wounded	man	or	horse,	but,	until	one	dreadful	day,	I
had	never	felt	terror;	that	day	I	shall	never	forget."
Here	old	Captain	paused	for	awhile	and	drew	a	long	breath;	I	waited,	and	he

went	on.
"It	 was	 one	 autumn	 morning,	 and	 as	 usual,	 an	 hour	 before	 daybreak	 our

cavalry	had	turned	out,	ready	caparisoned	for	the	day's	work,	whether	it	might	be
fighting	or	waiting.	The	men	stood	by	their	horses	waiting,	ready	for	orders.	As
the	light	increased	there	seemed	to	be	some	excitement	among	the	officers;	and
before	the	day	was	well	begun	we	heard	the	firing	of	the	enemy's	guns.
"Then	one	of	 the	officers	 rode	up	and	gave	 the	word	 for	 the	men	 to	mount,

and	 in	a	second	every	man	was	 in	his	saddle,	and	every	horse	stood	expecting
the	touch	of	the	rein,	or	the	pressure	of	his	rider's	heels,	all	animated,	all	eager;
but	still	we	had	been	trained	so	well	that,	except	by	the	champing	of	our	bits,	and
the	restive	 tossing	of	our	heads	from	time	to	 time,	 it	could	not	be	said	 that	we
stirred.
"My	dear	master	and	I	were	at	the	head	of	the	line,	and	as	all	sat	motionless

and	watchful,	he	 took	a	 little	stray	 lock	of	my	mane	which	had	turned	over	on
the	wrong	side,	 laid	 it	over	on	 the	 right,	 and	smoothed	 it	down	with	his	hand;
then	 patting	my	 neck,	 he	 said,	 'We	 shall	 have	 a	 day	 of	 it	 to-day,	 Bayard,	my
beauty;	but	we'll	do	our	duty	as	we	have	done.'	He	stroked	my	neck	that	morning
more,	 I	 think,	 than	 he	 had	 ever	 done	 before;	 quietly	 on	 and	 on,	 as	 if	 he	were
thinking	of	something	else.	I	loved	to	feel	his	hand	on	my	neck,	and	arched	my
crest	proudly	and	happily;	but	 I	stood	very	still,	 for	 I	knew	all	his	moods,	and
when	he	liked	me	to	be	quiet,	and	when	gay.
"I	cannot	tell	all	that	happened	on	that	day,	but	I	will	tell	of	the	last	charge	that

we	made	together;	it	was	across	a	valley	right	in	front	of	the	enemy's	cannon.	By
this	time	we	were	well	used	to	the	roar	of	heavy	guns,	the	rattle	of	musket	fire,
and	the	flying	of	shot	near	us;	but	never	had	I	been	under	such	a	fire	as	we	rode
through	on	that	day.	From	the	right,	from	the	left,	and	from	the	front,	shot	and
shell	 poured	 in	 upon	 us.	 Many	 a	 brave	 man	 went	 down,	 many	 a	 horse	 fell,



flinging	his	rider	to	the	earth;	many	a	horse	without	a	rider	ran	wildly	out	of	the
ranks;	then	terrified	at	being	alone,	with	no	hand	to	guide	him,	came	pressing	in
among	his	old	companions,	to	gallop	with	them	to	the	charge.
"Fearful	 as	 it	was,	 no	 one	 stopped,	 no	 one	 turned	 back.	 Every	moment	 the

ranks	were	thinned,	but	as	our	comrades	fell,	we	closed	in	to	keep	them	together;
and	 instead	of	being	shaken	or	 staggered	 in	our	pace	our	gallop	became	faster
and	faster	as	we	neared	the	cannon.
"My	master,	my	dear	master	was	cheering	on	his	comrades	with	his	right	arm

raised	on	high,	when	one	of	 the	balls	whizzing	close	 to	my	head	struck	him.	 I
felt	him	stagger	with	 the	 shock,	 though	he	uttered	no	cry;	 I	 tried	 to	 check	my
speed,	but	 the	 sword	dropped	 from	his	 right	hand,	 the	 rein	 fell	 loose	 from	 the
left,	and	sinking	backward	from	the	saddle	he	fell	 to	 the	earth;	 the	other	riders
swept	past	us,	and	by	the	force	of	their	charge	I	was	driven	from	the	spot.
"I	wanted	to	keep	my	place	by	his	side	and	not	leave	him	under	that	rush	of

horses'	feet,	but	it	was	in	vain;	and	now	without	a	master	or	a	friend	I	was	alone
on	 that	great	 slaughter	ground;	 then	 fear	 took	hold	on	me,	and	 I	 trembled	as	 I
had	never	trembled	before;	and	I	too,	as	I	had	seen	other	horses	do,	tried	to	join
in	 the	 ranks	 and	 gallop	with	 them;	 but	 I	was	 beaten	 off	 by	 the	 swords	 of	 the
soldiers.	Just	then	a	soldier	whose	horse	had	been	killed	under	him	caught	at	my
bridle	and	mounted	me,	and	with	this	new	master	I	was	again	going	forward;	but
our	 gallant	 company	was	 cruelly	 overpowered,	 and	 those	who	 remained	 alive
after	 the	 fierce	 fight	 for	 the	 guns	 came	 galloping	 back	 over	 the	 same	 ground.
Some	of	 the	horses	had	been	so	badly	wounded	 that	 they	could	scarcely	move
from	 the	 loss	of	blood;	other	noble	creatures	were	 trying	on	 three	 legs	 to	drag
themselves	along,	and	others	were	struggling	to	rise	on	their	fore	feet,	when	their
hind	 legs	 had	 been	 shattered	 by	 shot.	After	 the	 battle	 the	wounded	men	were
brought	in	and	the	dead	were	buried."
"And	what	about	the	wounded	horses?"	I	said;	"were	they	left	to	die?"
"No,	 the	army	farriers	went	over	 the	field	with	 their	pistols	and	shot	all	 that

were	ruined;	some	that	had	only	slight	wounds	were	brought	back	and	attended
to,	but	the	greater	part	of	the	noble,	willing	creatures	that	went	out	that	morning
never	came	back!	In	our	stables	there	was	only	about	one	in	four	that	returned.
"I	never	saw	my	dear	master	again.	 I	believe	he	fell	dead	from	the	saddle.	 I

never	loved	any	other	master	so	well.	I	went	into	many	other	engagements,	but
was	only	once	wounded,	and	 then	not	 seriously;	and	when	 the	war	was	over	 I
came	back	again	to	England,	as	sound	and	strong	as	when	I	went	out."
I	said,	"I	have	heard	people	talk	about	war	as	if	it	was	a	very	fine	thing."
"Ah!"	said	he,	"I	should	think	they	never	saw	it.	No	doubt	it	is	very	fine	when

there	is	no	enemy,	when	it	is	just	exercise	and	parade	and	sham	fight.	Yes,	it	is



very	fine	then;	but	when	thousands	of	good	brave	men	and	horses	are	killed	or
crippled	for	life,	it	has	a	very	different	look."
"Do	you	know	what	they	fought	about?"	said	I.
"No,"	he	said,	"that	is	more	than	a	horse	can	understand,	but	the	enemy	must

have	been	awfully	wicked	people,	if	it	was	right	to	go	all	that	way	over	the	sea
on	purpose	to	kill	them."



Chapter		4
Jerry	Barker

I	never	knew	a	better	man	than	my	new	master.	He	was	kind	and	good,	and	as
strong	for	 the	 right	as	John	Manly;	and	so	good-tempered	and	merry	 that	very
few	 people	 could	 pick	 a	 quarrel	with	 him.	He	was	 very	 fond	 of	making	 little
songs,	and	singing	them	to	himself.	One	he	was	very	fond	of	was	this:
"Come,	father	and	mother,
And	sister	and	brother,
Come,	all	of	you,	turn	to
And	help	one	another."
And	so	they	did;	Harry	was	as	clever	at	stable-work	as	a	much	older	boy,	and

always	wanted	to	do	what	he	could.	Then	Polly	and	Dolly	used	to	come	in	the
morning	to	help	with	the	cab—to	brush	and	beat	the	cushions,	and	rub	the	glass,
while	 Jerry	 was	 giving	 us	 a	 cleaning	 in	 the	 yard,	 and	Harry	 was	 rubbing	 the
harness.	There	used	to	be	a	great	deal	of	laughing	and	fun	between	them,	and	it
put	Captain	and	me	in	much	better	spirits	than	if	we	had	heard	scolding	and	hard
words.	They	were	always	early	in	the	morning,	for	Jerry	would	say:
"If	you	in	the	morning
Throw	minutes	away,
You	can't	pick	them	up
In	the	course	of	a	day.
You	may	hurry	and	scurry,
And	flurry	and	worry,
You've	lost	them	forever,
Forever	and	aye."
He	could	not	bear	any	careless	loitering	and	waste	of	time;	and	nothing	was	so

near	making	him	angry	as	to	find	people,	who	were	always	late,	wanting	a	cab
horse	to	be	driven	hard,	to	make	up	for	their	idleness.
One	day	two	wild-looking	young	men	came	out	of	a	tavern	close	by	the	stand,

and	called	Jerry.
"Here,	cabby!	look	sharp,	we	are	rather	late;	put	on	the	steam,	will	you,	and

take	us	to	the	Victoria	in	time	for	the	one	o'clock	train?	You	shall	have	a	shilling
extra."
"I	will	take	you	at	the	regular	pace,	gentlemen;	shillings	don't	pay	for	putting



on	the	steam	like	that."
Larry's	cab	was	standing	next	to	ours;	he	flung	open	the	door,	and	said,	"I'm

your	man,	gentlemen!	take	my	cab,	my	horse	will	get	you	there	all	right;"	and	as
he	shut	them	in,	with	a	wink	toward	Jerry,	said,	"It's	against	his	conscience	to	go
beyond	a	jog-trot."	Then	slashing	his	jaded	horse,	he	set	off	as	hard	as	he	could.
Jerry	patted	me	on	the	neck:	"No,	Jack,	a	shilling	would	not	pay	for	that	sort	of
thing,	would	it,	old	boy?"
Although	Jerry	was	determinedly	 set	against	hard	driving,	 to	please	careless

people,	 he	 always	 went	 a	 good	 fair	 pace,	 and	 was	 not	 against	 putting	 on	 the
steam,	as	he	said,	if	only	he	knew	why.
I	well	remember	one	morning,	as	we	were	on	the	stand	waiting	for	a	fare,	that

a	 young	 man,	 carrying	 a	 heavy	 portmanteau,	 trod	 on	 a	 piece	 of	 orange	 peel
which	lay	on	the	pavement,	and	fell	down	with	great	force.
Jerry	was	 the	 first	 to	 run	and	 lift	 him	up.	He	 seemed	much	 stunned,	 and	as

they	led	him	into	a	shop	he	walked	as	if	he	were	in	great	pain.	Jerry	of	course
came	back	to	the	stand,	but	in	about	ten	minutes	one	of	the	shopmen	called	him,
so	we	drew	up	to	the	pavement.
"Can	you	take	me	to	the	South-Eastern	Railway?"	said	the	young	man;	"this

unlucky	fall	has	made	me	late,	I	fear;	but	it	is	of	great	importance	that	I	should
not	lose	the	twelve	o'clock	train.	I	should	be	most	thankful	if	you	could	get	me
there	in	time,	and	will	gladly	pay	you	an	extra	fare."
"I'll	do	my	very	best,"	said	Jerry	heartily,	"if	you	think	you	are	well	enough,

sir,"	for	he	looked	dreadfully	white	and	ill.
"I	must	 go,"	 he	 said	 earnestly,	 "please	 to	 open	 the	 door,	 and	 let	 us	 lose	 no

time."
The	 next	minute	 Jerry	was	 on	 the	 box;	with	 a	 cheery	 chirrup	 to	me,	 and	 a

twitch	of	the	rein	that	I	well	understood.
"Now	then,	Jack,	my	boy,"	said	he,	"spin	along,	we'll	show	them	how	we	can

get	over	the	ground,	if	we	only	know	why."
It	is	always	difficult	to	drive	fast	in	the	city	in	the	middle	of	the	day,	when	the

streets	are	full	of	traffic,	but	we	did	what	could	be	done;	and	when	a	good	driver
and	a	good	horse,	who	understand	each	other,	are	of	one	mind,	 it	 is	wonderful
what	 they	 can	do.	 I	 had	 a	 very	good	mouth—that	 is	 I	 could	be	guided	by	 the
slightest	touch	of	the	rein;	and	that	is	a	great	thing	in	London,	among	carriages,
omnibuses,	 carts,	 vans,	 trucks,	 cabs,	 and	 great	 wagons	 creeping	 along	 at	 a
walking	 pace;	 some	 going	 one	way,	 some	 another,	 some	 going	 slowly,	 others
wanting	to	pass	them;	omnibuses	stopping	short	every	few	minutes	to	take	up	a
passenger,	obliging	the	horse	that	is	coming	behind	to	pull	up	too,	or	to	pass,	and
get	 before	 them;	 perhaps	 you	 try	 to	 pass,	 but	 just	 then	 something	 else	 comes



dashing	 in	 through	 the	 narrow	 opening,	 and	 you	 have	 to	 keep	 in	 behind	 the
omnibus	again;	presently	you	think	you	see	a	chance,	and	manage	to	get	to	the
front,	 going	 so	near	 the	wheels	 on	 each	 side	 that	 half	 an	 inch	nearer	 and	 they
would	scrape.	Well,	you	get	along	for	a	bit,	but	soon	find	yourself	in	a	long	train
of	carts	and	carriages	all	obliged	to	go	at	a	walk;	perhaps	you	come	to	a	regular
block-up,	and	have	 to	stand	still	 for	minutes	 together,	 till	 something	clears	out
into	 a	 side	 street,	 or	 the	 policeman	 interferes;	 you	 have	 to	 be	 ready	 for	 any
chance—to	dash	forward	if	there	be	an	opening,	and	be	quick	as	a	rat-dog	to	see
if	 there	be	 room	and	 if	 there	be	 time,	 lest	you	get	your	own	wheels	 locked	or
smashed,	or	the	shaft	of	some	other	vehicle	run	into	your	chest	or	shoulder.	All
this	is	what	you	have	to	be	ready	for.	If	you	want	to	get	through	London	fast	in
the	middle	of	the	day	it	wants	a	deal	of	practice.
Jerry	and	I	were	used	to	it,	and	no	one	could	beat	us	at	getting	through	when

we	were	 set	 upon	 it.	 I	was	 quick	 and	 bold	 and	 could	 always	 trust	my	 driver;
Jerry	was	quick	and	patient	at	 the	 same	 time,	and	could	 trust	his	horse,	which
was	a	great	thing	too.	He	very	seldom	used	the	whip;	I	knew	by	his	voice,	and
his	click,	click,	when	he	wanted	to	get	on	fast,	and	by	the	rein	where	I	was	to	go;
so	there	was	no	need	for	whipping;	but	I	must	go	back	to	my	story.
The	 streets	were	 very	 full	 that	 day,	 but	we	 got	 on	 pretty	well	 as	 far	 as	 the

bottom	 of	Cheapside,	where	 there	was	 a	 block	 for	 three	 or	 four	minutes.	 The
young	man	put	his	head	out	and	said	anxiously,	"I	think	I	had	better	get	out	and
walk;	I	shall	never	get	there	if	this	goes	on."
"I'll	do	all	that	can	be	done,	sir,"	said	Jerry;	"I	think	we	shall	be	in	time.	This

block-up	 cannot	 last	much	 longer,	 and	 your	 luggage	 is	 very	 heavy	 for	 you	 to
carry,	sir."
Just	 then	 the	cart	 in	 front	of	us	began	 to	move	on,	 and	 then	we	had	a	good

turn.	In	and	out,	in	and	out	we	went,	as	fast	as	horseflesh	could	do	it,	and	for	a
wonder	had	a	good	clear	time	on	London	Bridge,	for	there	was	a	whole	train	of
cabs	and	carriages	 all	 going	our	way	at	 a	quick	 trot,	 perhaps	wanting	 to	 catch
that	very	train.	At	any	rate,	we	whirled	into	the	station	with	many	more,	just	as
the	great	clock	pointed	to	eight	minutes	to	twelve	o'clock.
"Thank	God!	we	are	 in	 time,"	said	 the	young	man,	"and	 thank	you,	 too,	my

friend,	and	your	good	horse.	You	have	saved	me	more	than	money	can	ever	pay
for.	Take	this	extra	half-crown."
"No,	sir,	no,	thank	you	all	the	same;	so	glad	we	hit	the	time,	sir;	but	don't	stay

now,	sir,	the	bell	is	ringing.	Here,	porter!	take	this	gentleman's	luggage—Dover
line	twelve	o'clock	train—that's	it,"	and	without	waiting	for	another	word	Jerry
wheeled	me	round	to	make	room	for	other	cabs	that	were	dashing	up	at	the	last
minute,	and	drew	up	on	one	side	till	the	crush	was	past.



"'So	 glad!'	 he	 said,	 'so	 glad!'	 Poor	 young	 fellow!	 I	wonder	what	 it	was	 that
made	him	so	anxious!"
Jerry	often	talked	to	himself	quite	loud	enough	for	me	to	hear	when	we	were

not	moving.
On	Jerry's	return	to	the	rank	there	was	a	good	deal	of	laughing	and	chaffing	at

him	 for	driving	hard	 to	 the	 train	 for	 an	 extra	 fare,	 as	 they	 said,	 all	 against	 his
principles,	and	they	wanted	to	know	how	much	he	had	pocketed.
"A	good	deal	more	than	I	generally	get,"	said	he,	nodding	slyly;	"what	he	gave

me	will	keep	me	in	little	comforts	for	several	days."
"Gammon!"	said	one.
"He's	 a	 humbug,"	 said	 another;	 "preaching	 to	 us	 and	 then	 doing	 the	 same

himself."
"Look	here,	mates,"	said	Jerry;	"the	gentleman	offered	me	half	a	crown	extra,

but	 I	 didn't	 take	 it;	 'twas	 quite	 pay	 enough	 for	me	 to	 see	 how	 glad	 he	was	 to
catch	 that	 train;	and	 if	 Jack	and	 I	choose	 to	have	a	quick	 run	now	and	 then	 to
please	ourselves,	that's	our	business	and	not	yours."
"Well,"	said	Larry,	"you'll	never	be	a	rich	man."
"Most	likely	not,"	said	Jerry;	"but	I	don't	know	that	I	shall	be	the	less	happy

for	 that.	 I	have	heard	 the	commandments	 read	a	great	many	 times	and	 I	never
noticed	 that	 any	of	 them	said,	 'Thou	shalt	be	 rich';	 and	 there	are	a	good	many
curious	 things	 said	 in	 the	 New	 Testament	 about	 rich	 men	 that	 I	 think	 would
make	me	feel	rather	queer	if	I	was	one	of	them."
"If	 you	 ever	 do	 get	 rich,"	 said	 Governor	 Gray,	 looking	 over	 his	 shoulder

across	 the	 top	 of	 his	 cab,	 "you'll	 deserve	 it,	 Jerry,	 and	 you	won't	 find	 a	 curse
come	with	your	wealth.	As	for	you,	Larry,	you'll	die	poor;	you	spend	too	much
in	whipcord."
"Well,"	said	Larry,	"what	is	a	fellow	to	do	if	his	horse	won't	go	without	it?"
"You	never	take	the	trouble	to	see	if	he	will	go	without	it;	your	whip	is	always

going	as	if	you	had	the	St.	Vitus'	dance	in	your	arm,	and	if	it	does	not	wear	you
out	it	wears	your	horse	out;	you	know	you	are	always	changing	your	horses;	and
why?	Because	you	never	give	them	any	peace	or	encouragement."
"Well,	I	have	not	had	good	luck,"	said	Larry,	"that's	where	it	is."
"And	you	never	will,"	said	the	governor.	"Good	Luck	is	rather	particular	who

she	rides	with,	and	mostly	prefers	those	who	have	got	common	sense	and	a	good
heart;	at	least	that	is	my	experience."
Governor	Gray	turned	round	again	to	his	newspaper,	and	the	other	men	went

to	their	cabs.



Chapter		5
The	Sunday	Cab

One	morning,	 as	 Jerry	 had	 just	 put	 me	 into	 the	 shafts	 and	 was	 fastening	 the
traces,	a	gentleman	walked	into	the	yard.	"Your	servant,	sir,"	said	Jerry.
"Good-morning,	Mr.	Barker,"	said	 the	gentleman.	"I	should	be	glad	 to	make

some	 arrangements	 with	 you	 for	 taking	 Mrs.	 Briggs	 regularly	 to	 church	 on
Sunday	mornings.	We	go	to	the	New	Church	now,	and	that	is	rather	further	than
she	can	walk."
"Thank	you,	 sir,"	 said	 Jerry,	 "but	 I	have	only	 taken	out	 a	 six-days'	 license,*

and	therefore	I	could	not	take	a	fare	on	a	Sunday;	it	would	not	be	legal."
*	 A	 few	 years	 since	 the	 annual	 charge	 for	 a	 cab	 license	 was	 very	 much

reduced,	and	the	difference	between	the	six	and	seven	days'	cabs	was	abolished.
"Oh!"	said	the	other,	"I	did	not	know	yours	was	a	six-days'	cab;	but	of	course

it	would	be	very	easy	to	alter	your	license.	I	would	see	that	you	did	not	lose	by
it;	the	fact	is,	Mrs.	Briggs	very	much	prefers	you	to	drive	her."
"I	should	be	glad	to	oblige	the	lady,	sir,	but	I	had	a	seven-days'	license	once,

and	the	work	was	too	hard	for	me,	and	too	hard	for	my	horses.	Year	in	and	year
out,	not	a	day's	rest,	and	never	a	Sunday	with	my	wife	and	children;	and	never
able	 to	go	 to	a	place	of	worship,	which	I	had	always	been	used	 to	do	before	 I
took	to	the	driving	box.	So	for	 the	last	five	years	I	have	only	taken	a	six-days'
license,	and	I	find	it	better	all	the	way	round."
"Well,	 of	 course,"	 replied	 Mr.	 Briggs,	 "it	 is	 very	 proper	 that	 every	 person

should	 have	 rest,	 and	 be	 able	 to	 go	 to	 church	 on	 Sundays,	 but	 I	 should	 have
thought	you	would	not	have	minded	such	a	short	distance	for	the	horse,	and	only
once	a	day;	you	would	have	all	the	afternoon	and	evening	for	yourself,	and	we
are	very	good	customers,	you	know."
"Yes,	sir,	that	is	true,	and	I	am	grateful	for	all	favors,	I	am	sure;	and	anything

that	I	could	do	to	oblige	you,	or	the	lady,	I	should	be	proud	and	happy	to	do;	but
I	can't	give	up	my	Sundays,	sir,	indeed	I	can't.	I	read	that	God	made	man,	and	he
made	horses	and	all	the	other	beasts,	and	as	soon	as	He	had	made	them	He	made
a	day	of	rest,	and	bade	that	all	should	rest	one	day	in	seven;	and	I	think,	sir,	He
must	have	known	what	was	good	for	them,	and	I	am	sure	it	is	good	for	me;	I	am
stronger	 and	healthier	 altogether,	 now	 that	 I	 have	 a	day	of	 rest;	 the	horses	 are
fresh	too,	and	do	not	wear	up	nearly	so	fast.	The	six-day	drivers	all	tell	me	the



same,	and	I	have	laid	by	more	money	in	the	savings	bank	than	ever	I	did	before;
and	as	for	the	wife	and	children,	sir,	why,	heart	alive!	they	would	not	go	back	to
the	seven	days	for	all	they	could	see."
"Oh,	very	well,"	said	the	gentleman.	"Don't	trouble	yourself,	Mr.	Barker,	any

further.	I	will	inquire	somewhere	else,"	and	he	walked	away.
"Well,"	says	Jerry	 to	me,	"we	can't	help	 it,	Jack,	old	boy;	we	must	have	our

Sundays."
"Polly!"	he	shouted,	"Polly!	come	here."
She	was	there	in	a	minute.
"What	is	it	all	about,	Jerry?"
"Why,	my	 dear,	Mr.	 Briggs	 wants	 me	 to	 take	Mrs.	 Briggs	 to	 church	 every

Sunday	morning.	 I	 say	 I	 have	 only	 a	 six-days'	 license.	He	 says,	 'Get	 a	 seven-
days'	 license,	and	I'll	make	it	worth	your	while;'	and	you	know,	Polly,	 they	are
very	good	 customers	 to	 us.	Mrs.	Briggs	 often	goes	 out	 shopping	 for	 hours,	 or
making	calls,	and	then	she	pays	down	fair	and	honorable	like	a	lady;	there's	no
beating	down	or	making	three	hours	into	two	hours	and	a	half,	as	some	folks	do;
and	it	is	easy	work	for	the	horses;	not	like	tearing	along	to	catch	trains	for	people
that	 are	 always	 a	 quarter	 of	 an	 hour	 too	 late;	 and	 if	 I	 don't	 oblige	 her	 in	 this
matter	 it	 is	 very	 likely	 we	 shall	 lose	 them	 altogether.	What	 do	 you	 say,	 little
woman?"
"I	say,	Jerry,"	says	she,	speaking	very	slowly,	"I	say,	if	Mrs.	Briggs	would	give

you	 a	 sovereign	 every	 Sunday	 morning,	 I	 would	 not	 have	 you	 a	 seven-days'
cabman	 again.	We	have	 known	what	 it	was	 to	 have	 no	Sundays,	 and	 now	we
know	what	it	is	to	call	them	our	own.	Thank	God,	you	earn	enough	to	keep	us,
though	it	is	sometimes	close	work	to	pay	for	all	the	oats	and	hay,	the	license,	and
the	rent	besides;	but	Harry	will	soon	be	earning	something,	and	I	would	rather
struggle	 on	 harder	 than	 we	 do	 than	 go	 back	 to	 those	 horrid	 times	 when	 you
hardly	had	a	minute	 to	 look	at	your	own	children,	and	we	never	could	go	 to	a
place	of	worship	together,	or	have	a	happy,	quiet	day.	God	forbid	that	we	should
ever	turn	back	to	those	times;	that's	what	I	say,	Jerry."
"And	 that	 is	 just	 what	 I	 told	Mr.	 Briggs,	my	 dear,"	 said	 Jerry,	 "and	what	 I

mean	to	stick	to.	So	don't	go	and	fret	yourself,	Polly"	(for	she	had	begun	to	cry);
"I	would	not	go	back	to	the	old	times	if	I	earned	twice	as	much,	so	that	is	settled,
little	woman.	Now,	cheer	up,	and	I'll	be	off	to	the	stand."
Three	weeks	had	passed	away	after	this	conversation,	and	no	order	had	come

from	Mrs.	Briggs;	so	there	was	nothing	but	taking	jobs	from	the	stand.	Jerry	took
it	to	heart	a	good	deal,	for	of	course	the	work	was	harder	for	horse	and	man.	But
Polly	would	always	cheer	him	up,	and	say,	"Never	mind,	father,	never,	mind.
"'Do	your	best,



And	leave	the	rest,
'Twill	all	come	right
Some	day	or	night.'"
It	 soon	 became	 known	 that	 Jerry	 had	 lost	 his	 best	 customer,	 and	 for	 what

reason.	Most	of	the	men	said	he	was	a	fool,	but	two	or	three	took	his	part.
"If	workingmen	don't	stick	to	their	Sunday,"	said	Truman,	"they'll	soon	have

none	left;	it	is	every	man's	right	and	every	beast's	right.	By	God's	law	we	have	a
day	of	rest,	and	by	the	law	of	England	we	have	a	day	of	rest;	and	I	say	we	ought
to	hold	to	the	rights	these	laws	give	us	and	keep	them	for	our	children."
"All	very	well	for	you	religious	chaps	to	talk	so,"	said	Larry;	"but	I'll	 turn	a

shilling	when	I	can.	I	don't	believe	in	religion,	for	I	don't	see	that	your	religious
people	are	any	better	than	the	rest."
"If	they	are	not	better,"	put	in	Jerry,	"it	is	because	they	are	not	religious.	You

might	 as	 well	 say	 that	 our	 country's	 laws	 are	 not	 good	 because	 some	 people
break	them.	If	a	man	gives	way	to	his	 temper,	and	speaks	evil	of	his	neighbor,
and	does	not	pay	his	debts,	he	is	not	religious,	I	don't	care	how	much	he	goes	to
church.	If	some	men	are	shams	and	humbugs,	that	does	not	make	religion	untrue.
Real	religion	is	the	best	and	truest	thing	in	the	world,	and	the	only	thing	that	can
make	a	man	really	happy	or	make	the	world	we	live	in	any	better."
"If	 religion	 was	 good	 for	 anything,"	 said	 Jones,	 "it	 would	 prevent	 your

religious	people	from	making	us	work	on	Sundays,	as	you	know	many	of	them
do,	and	that's	why	I	say	religion	is	nothing	but	a	sham;	why,	if	it	was	not	for	the
church	 and	 chapel-goers	 it	would	 be	 hardly	worth	while	 our	 coming	 out	 on	 a
Sunday.	But	 they	 have	 their	 privileges,	 as	 they	 call	 them,	 and	 I	 go	without.	 I
shall	expect	them	to	answer	for	my	soul,	if	I	can't	get	a	chance	of	saving	it."
Several	of	the	men	applauded	this,	till	Jerry	said:
"That	may	sound	well	enough,	but	it	won't	do;	every	man	must	look	after	his

own	soul;	you	can't	lay	it	down	at	another	man's	door	like	a	foundling	and	expect
him	to	take	care	of	 it;	and	don't	you	see,	 if	you	are	always	sitting	on	your	box
waiting	for	a	fare,	they	will	say,	'If	we	don't	take	him	some	one	else	will,	and	he
does	not	 look	 for	any	Sunday.'	Of	course,	 they	don't	go	 to	 the	bottom	of	 it,	or
they	would	see	 if	 they	never	came	 for	a	cab	 it	would	be	no	use	your	 standing
there;	but	people	don't	always	like	to	go	to	the	bottom	of	things;	it	may	not	be
convenient	to	do	it;	but	if	you	Sunday	drivers	would	all	strike	for	a	day	of	rest
the	thing	would	be	done."
"And	what	would	all	the	good	people	do	if	they	could	not	get	to	their	favorite

preachers?"	said	Larry.
"'Tis	not	 for	me	 to	 lay	down	plans	 for	other	people,"	said	Jerry,	"but	 if	 they

can't	walk	so	far	they	can	go	to	what	is	nearer;	and	if	it	should	rain	they	can	put



on	their	mackintoshes	as	they	do	on	a	week-day.	If	a	thing	is	right	it	can	be	done,
and	if	it	is	wrong	it	can	be	done	without;	and	a	good	man	will	find	a	way.	And
that	is	as	true	for	us	cabmen	as	it	is	for	the	church-goers."



Chapter		6
The	Golden	Rule

Two	or	three	weeks	after	this,	as	we	came	into	the	yard	rather	late	in	the	evening,
Polly	 came	 running	 across	 the	 road	with	 the	 lantern	 (she	 always	 brought	 it	 to
him	if	it	was	not	very	wet).
"It	has	all	come	right,	Jerry;	Mrs.	Briggs	sent	her	servant	this	afternoon	to	ask

you	to	take	her	out	to-morrow	at	eleven	o'clock.	I	said,	'Yes,	I	thought	so,	but	we
supposed	she	employed	some	one	else	now.'"
"'Well,'	 said	 he,	 'the	 real	 fact	 is,	 master	 was	 put	 out	 because	 Mr.	 Barker

refused	 to	 come	 on	 Sundays,	 and	 he	 has	 been	 trying	 other	 cabs,	 but	 there's
something	wrong	with	them	all;	some	drive	too	fast,	and	some	too	slow,	and	the
mistress	says	 there	 is	not	one	of	 them	so	nice	and	clean	as	yours,	and	nothing
will	suit	her	but	Mr.	Barker's	cab	again.'"
Polly	was	almost	out	of	breath,	and	Jerry	broke	out	into	a	merry	laugh.
"''Twill	 all	 come	 right	 some	 day	 or	 night':	 you	 were	 right,	 my	 dear;	 you

generally	 are.	 Run	 in	 and	 get	 the	 supper,	 and	 I'll	 have	 Jack's	 harness	 off	 and
make	him	snug	and	happy	in	no	time."
After	 this	 Mrs.	 Briggs	 wanted	 Jerry's	 cab	 quite	 as	 often	 as	 before,	 never,

however,	on	a	Sunday;	but	there	came	a	day	when	we	had	Sunday	work,	and	this
was	how	it	happened.	We	had	all	come	home	on	the	Saturday	night	very	tired,
and	very	glad	to	think	that	the	next	day	would	be	all	rest,	but	so	it	was	not	to	be.
On	Sunday	morning	Jerry	was	cleaning	me	in	the	yard,	when	Polly	stepped	up

to	him,	looking	very	full	of	something.
"What	is	it?"	said	Jerry.
"Well,	my	dear,"	she	said,	"poor	Dinah	Brown	has	just	had	a	letter	brought	to

say	that	her	mother	is	dangerously	ill,	and	that	she	must	go	directly	if	she	wishes
to	 see	 her	 alive.	The	 place	 is	more	 than	 ten	miles	 away	 from	here,	 out	 in	 the
country,	 and	 she	 says	 if	 she	 takes	 the	 train	 she	 should	 still	 have	 four	miles	 to
walk;	and	so	weak	as	she	 is,	and	 the	baby	only	 four	weeks	old,	of	course	 that
would	be	impossible;	and	she	wants	to	know	if	you	would	take	her	in	your	cab,
and	she	promises	to	pay	you	faithfully,	as	she	can	get	the	money."
"Tut,	tut!	we'll	see	about	that.	It	was	not	the	money	I	was	thinking	about,	but

of	 losing	our	Sunday;	 the	horses	are	 tired,	 and	 I	 am	 tired,	 too—that's	where	 it
pinches."



"It	 pinches	 all	 round,	 for	 that	matter,"	 said	 Polly,	 "for	 it's	 only	 half	 Sunday
without	you,	but	you	know	we	should	do	to	other	people	as	we	should	like	they
should	 do	 to	 us;	 and	 I	 know	 very	 well	 what	 I	 should	 like	 if	 my	mother	 was
dying;	and	Jerry,	dear,	I	am	sure	it	won't	break	the	Sabbath;	for	if	pulling	a	poor
beast	or	donkey	out	of	a	pit	would	not	spoil	it,	I	am	quite	sure	taking	poor	Dinah
would	not	do	it."
"Why,	Polly,	you	are	as	good	as	the	minister,	and	so,	as	I've	had	my	Sunday-

morning	sermon	early	to-day,	you	may	go	and	tell	Dinah	that	I'll	be	ready	for	her
as	the	clock	strikes	ten;	but	stop—just	step	round	to	butcher	Braydon's	with	my
compliments,	and	ask	him	if	he	would	 lend	me	his	 light	 trap;	 I	know	he	never
uses	it	on	the	Sunday,	and	it	would	make	a	wonderful	difference	to	the	horse."
Away	 she	 went,	 and	 soon	 returned,	 saying	 that	 he	 could	 have	 the	 trap	 and

welcome.
"All	right,"	said	he;	"now	put	me	up	a	bit	of	bread	and	cheese,	and	I'll	be	back

in	the	afternoon	as	soon	as	I	can."
"And	I'll	have	the	meat	pie	ready	for	an	early	tea	instead	of	for	dinner,"	said

Polly;	and	away	she	went,	while	he	made	his	preparations	to	the	tune	of	"Polly's
the	woman	and	no	mistake",	of	which	tune	he	was	very	fond.
I	was	selected	for	the	journey,	and	at	ten	o'clock	we	started,	in	a	light,	high-

wheeled	gig,	which	ran	so	easily	that	after	 the	four-wheeled	cab	it	seemed	like
nothing.
It	was	a	fine	May	day,	and	as	soon	as	we	were	out	of	the	town,	the	sweet	air,

the	smell	of	the	fresh	grass,	and	the	soft	country	roads	were	as	pleasant	as	they
used	to	be	in	the	old	times,	and	I	soon	began	to	feel	quite	fresh.
Dinah's	family	lived	in	a	small	farmhouse,	up	a	green	lane,	close	by	a	meadow

with	 some	 fine	 shady	 trees;	 there	were	 two	 cows	 feeding	 in	 it.	 A	 young	man
asked	 Jerry	 to	 bring	 his	 trap	 into	 the	meadow,	 and	 he	would	 tie	me	 up	 in	 the
cowshed;	he	wished	he	had	a	better	stable	to	offer.
"If	your	cows	would	not	be	offended,"	said	Jerry,	"there	is	nothing	my	horse

would	 like	 so	well	 as	 to	 have	 an	 hour	 or	 two	 in	 your	 beautiful	meadow;	 he's
quiet,	and	it	would	be	a	rare	treat	for	him."
"Do,	and	welcome,"	said	the	young	man;	"the	best	we	have	is	at	your	service

for	your	kindness	to	my	sister;	we	shall	be	having	some	dinner	in	an	hour,	and	I
hope	 you'll	 come	 in,	 though	with	mother	 so	 ill	 we	 are	 all	 out	 of	 sorts	 in	 the
house."
Jerry	thanked	him	kindly,	but	said	as	he	had	some	dinner	with	him	there	was

nothing	he	should	like	so	well	as	walking	about	in	the	meadow.
When	 my	 harness	 was	 taken	 off	 I	 did	 not	 know	 what	 I	 should	 do	 first—

whether	to	eat	the	grass,	or	roll	over	on	my	back,	or	lie	down	and	rest,	or	have	a



gallop	across	the	meadow	out	of	sheer	spirits	at	being	free;	and	I	did	all	by	turns.
Jerry	seemed	to	be	quite	as	happy	as	I	was;	he	sat	down	by	a	bank	under	a	shady
tree,	 and	 listened	 to	 the	 birds,	 then	 he	 sang	 himself,	 and	 read	 out	 of	 the	 little
brown	book	he	is	so	fond	of,	then	wandered	round	the	meadow,	and	down	by	a
little	 brook,	where	 he	 picked	 the	 flowers	 and	 the	 hawthorn,	 and	 tied	 them	 up
with	long	sprays	of	ivy;	then	he	gave	me	a	good	feed	of	the	oats	which	he	had
brought	with	him;	but	 the	 time	seemed	all	 too	short—I	had	not	been	 in	a	field
since	I	left	poor	Ginger	at	Earlshall.
We	came	home	gently,	and	Jerry's	first	words	were,	as	we	came	into	the	yard,

"Well,	 Polly,	 I	 have	 not	 lost	 my	 Sunday	 after	 all,	 for	 the	 birds	 were	 singing
hymns	in	every	bush,	and	I	joined	in	the	service;	and	as	for	Jack,	he	was	like	a
young	colt."
When	he	handed	Dolly	the	flowers	she	jumped	about	for	joy.



Chapter		7
Dolly	and	a	Real	Gentleman

Winter	came	in	early,	with	a	great	deal	of	cold	and	wet.	There	was	snow,	or	sleet,
or	 rain	 almost	 every	 day	 for	weeks,	 changing	 only	 for	 keen	 driving	winds	 or
sharp	frosts.	The	horses	all	felt	it	very	much.	When	it	is	a	dry	cold	a	couple	of
good	thick	rugs	will	keep	the	warmth	in	us;	but	when	it	is	soaking	rain	they	soon
get	wet	through	and	are	no	good.	Some	of	the	drivers	had	a	waterproof	cover	to
throw	over,	which	was	a	fine	thing;	but	some	of	the	men	were	so	poor	that	they
could	not	protect	either	 themselves	or	 their	horses,	and	many	of	 them	suffered
very	much	that	winter.	When	we	horses	had	worked	half	the	day	we	went	to	our
dry	 stables,	 and	 could	 rest,	 while	 they	 had	 to	 sit	 on	 their	 boxes,	 sometimes
staying	out	as	 late	as	one	or	 two	o'clock	 in	 the	morning	 if	 they	had	a	party	 to
wait	for.
When	the	streets	were	slippery	with	frost	or	snow	that	was	the	worst	of	all	for

us	horses.	One	mile	of	such	traveling,	with	a	weight	to	draw	and	no	firm	footing,
would	take	more	out	of	us	than	four	on	a	good	road;	every	nerve	and	muscle	of
our	bodies	 is	 on	 the	 strain	 to	keep	our	balance;	 and,	 added	 to	 this,	 the	 fear	 of
falling	 is	more	exhausting	 than	anything	else.	 If	 the	 roads	are	very	bad	 indeed
our	shoes	are	roughed,	but	that	makes	us	feel	nervous	at	first.
When	 the	weather	was	 very	 bad	many	 of	 the	men	would	 go	 and	 sit	 in	 the

tavern	close	by,	and	get	some	one	to	watch	for	them;	but	they	often	lost	a	fare	in
that	 way,	 and	 could	 not,	 as	 Jerry	 said,	 be	 there	 without	 spending	 money.	 He
never	went	to	the	Rising	Sun;	there	was	a	coffee-shop	near,	where	he	now	and
then	went,	or	he	bought	of	an	old	man,	who	came	 to	our	 rank	with	 tins	of	hot
coffee	 and	 pies.	 It	 was	 his	 opinion	 that	 spirits	 and	 beer	 made	 a	 man	 colder
afterward,	and	that	dry	clothes,	good	food,	cheerfulness,	and	a	comfortable	wife
at	home,	were	the	best	things	to	keep	a	cabman	warm.	Polly	always	supplied	him
with	something	to	eat	when	he	could	not	get	home,	and	sometimes	he	would	see
little	Dolly	peeping	from	the	corner	of	the	street,	to	make	sure	if	"father"	was	on
the	stand.	 If	 she	saw	him	she	would	 run	off	at	 full	 speed	and	soon	come	back
with	something	in	a	tin	or	basket,	some	hot	soup	or	pudding	Polly	had	ready.	It
was	wonderful	 how	 such	 a	 little	 thing	 could	get	 safely	 across	 the	 street,	 often
thronged	with	horses	and	carriages;	but	 she	was	a	brave	 little	maid,	and	 felt	 it
quite	 an	honor	 to	 bring	 "father's	 first	 course",	 as	 he	used	 to	 call	 it.	 She	was	 a



general	favorite	on	the	stand,	and	there	was	not	a	man	who	would	not	have	seen
her	safely	across	the	street,	if	Jerry	had	not	been	able	to	do	it.
One	cold	windy	day	Dolly	had	brought	 Jerry	 a	basin	of	 something	hot,	 and

was	standing	by	him	while	he	ate	it.	He	had	scarcely	begun	when	a	gentleman,
walking	 toward	 us	 very	 fast,	 held	 up	 his	 umbrella.	 Jerry	 touched	 his	 hat	 in
return,	 gave	 the	 basin	 to	 Dolly,	 and	 was	 taking	 off	 my	 cloth,	 when	 the
gentleman,	hastening	up,	cried	out,	"No,	no,	finish	your	soup,	my	friend;	I	have
not	much	time	to	spare,	but	I	can	wait	till	you	have	done,	and	set	your	little	girl
safe	 on	 the	 pavement."	 So	 saying,	 he	 seated	 himself	 in	 the	 cab.	 Jerry	 thanked
him	kindly,	and	came	back	to	Dolly.
"There,	Dolly,	 that's	 a	 gentleman;	 that's	 a	 real	 gentleman,	Dolly;	 he	 has	 got

time	and	thought	for	the	comfort	of	a	poor	cabman	and	a	little	girl."
Jerry	finished	his	soup,	set	the	child	across,	and	then	took	his	orders	to	drive

to	Clapham	Rise.	 Several	 times	 after	 that	 the	 same	 gentleman	 took	 our	 cab.	 I
think	he	was	very	fond	of	dogs	and	horses,	for	whenever	we	took	him	to	his	own
door	 two	or	 three	dogs	would	come	bounding	out	 to	meet	him.	Sometimes	he
came	round	and	patted	me,	saying	in	his	quiet,	pleasant	way,	"This	horse	has	got
a	good	master,	and	he	deserves	it."	It	was	a	very	rare	thing	for	any	one	to	notice
the	horse	that	had	been	working	for	him.	I	have	known	ladies	to	do	it	now	and
then,	and	this	gentleman,	and	one	or	two	others	have	given	me	a	pat	and	a	kind
word;	but	ninety-nine	persons	out	of	a	hundred	would	as	soon	 think	of	patting
the	steam	engine	that	drew	the	train.
The	gentleman	was	not	young,	and	there	was	a	forward	stoop	in	his	shoulders

as	if	he	was	always	going	at	something.	His	lips	were	thin	and	close	shut,	though
they	had	a	very	pleasant	smile;	his	eye	was	keen,	and	there	was	something	in	his
jaw	and	the	motion	of	his	head	that	made	one	think	he	was	very	determined	in
anything	he	 set	 about.	His	voice	was	pleasant	and	kind;	any	horse	would	 trust
that	voice,	though	it	was	just	as	decided	as	everything	else	about	him.
One	day	he	and	another	gentleman	took	our	cab;	they	stopped	at	a	shop	in	R

——	Street,	and	while	his	friend	went	in	he	stood	at	the	door.	A	little	ahead	of	us
on	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 street	 a	 cart	 with	 two	 very	 fine	 horses	 was	 standing
before	 some	wine	 vaults;	 the	 carter	was	 not	with	 them,	 and	 I	 cannot	 tell	 how
long	 they	 had	 been	 standing,	 but	 they	 seemed	 to	 think	 they	 had	 waited	 long
enough,	 and	 began	 to	move	 off.	 Before	 they	 had	 gone	many	 paces	 the	 carter
came	 running	out	 and	caught	 them.	He	 seemed	 furious	 at	 their	having	moved,
and	 with	 whip	 and	 rein	 punished	 them	 brutally,	 even	 beating	 them	 about	 the
head.	Our	gentleman	saw	it	all,	and	stepping	quickly	across	the	street,	said	in	a
decided	voice:
"If	you	don't	stop	that	directly,	I'll	have	you	arrested	for	leaving	your	horses,



and	for	brutal	conduct."
The	man,	who	had	clearly	been	drinking,	poured	forth	some	abusive	language,

but	he	left	off	knocking	the	horses	about,	and	taking	the	reins,	got	into	his	cart;
meantime	our	friend	had	quietly	taken	a	note-book	from	his	pocket,	and	looking
at	the	name	and	address	painted	on	the	cart,	he	wrote	something	down.
"What	do	you	want	with	that?"	growled	the	carter,	as	he	cracked	his	whip	and

was	moving	on.	A	nod	and	a	grim	smile	was	the	only	answer	he	got.
On	 returning	 to	 the	 cab	 our	 friend	was	 joined	 by	 his	 companion,	who	 said

laughingly,	 "I	 should	 have	 thought,	Wright,	 you	 had	 enough	 business	 of	 your
own	 to	 look	 after,	 without	 troubling	 yourself	 about	 other	 people's	 horses	 and
servants."
Our	friend	stood	still	for	a	moment,	and	throwing	his	head	a	little	back,	"Do

you	know	why	this	world	is	as	bad	as	it	is?"
"No,"	said	the	other.
"Then	I'll	 tell	you.	 It	 is	because	people	 think	only	about	 their	own	business,

and	 won't	 trouble	 themselves	 to	 stand	 up	 for	 the	 oppressed,	 nor	 bring	 the
wrongdoer	to	light.	I	never	see	a	wicked	thing	like	this	without	doing	what	I	can,
and	many	a	master	has	 thanked	me	 for	 letting	him	know	how	his	horses	have
been	used."
"I	 wish	 there	 were	 more	 gentlemen	 like	 you,	 sir,"	 said	 Jerry,	 "for	 they	 are

wanted	badly	enough	in	this	city."
After	this	we	continued	our	journey,	and	as	they	got	out	of	the	cab	our	friend

was	saying,	"My	doctrine	is	this,	that	if	we	see	cruelty	or	wrong	that	we	have	the
power	to	stop,	and	do	nothing,	we	make	ourselves	sharers	in	the	guilt."



Chapter		8
Seedy	Sam

I	should	say	that	for	a	cab-horse	I	was	very	well	off	indeed;	my	driver	was	my
owner,	and	it	was	his	interest	to	treat	me	well	and	not	overwork	me,	even	had	he
not	been	so	good	a	man	as	he	was;	but	 there	were	a	great	many	horses	which
belonged	to	the	large	cab-owners,	who	let	them	out	to	their	drivers	for	so	much
money	 a	 day.	 As	 the	 horses	 did	 not	 belong	 to	 these	men	 the	 only	 thing	 they
thought	of	was	how	to	get	their	money	out	of	them,	first,	to	pay	the	master,	and
then	 to	provide	 for	 their	own	 living;	and	a	dreadful	 time	some	of	 these	horses
had	of	 it.	Of	course,	I	understood	but	 little,	but	 it	was	often	talked	over	on	the
stand,	and	the	governor,	who	was	a	kind-hearted	man	and	fond	of	horses,	would
sometimes	speak	up	if	one	came	in	very	much	jaded	or	ill-used.
One	day	a	shabby,	miserable-looking	driver,	who	went	by	the	name	of	"Seedy

Sam",	brought	in	his	horse	looking	dreadfully	beat,	and	the	governor	said:
"You	and	your	horse	look	more	fit	for	the	police	station	than	for	this	rank."
The	 man	 flung	 his	 tattered	 rug	 over	 the	 horse,	 turned	 full	 round	 upon	 the

Governor	and	said	in	a	voice	that	sounded	almost	desperate:
"If	the	police	have	any	business	with	the	matter	it	ought	to	be	with	the	masters

who	charge	us	so	much,	or	with	the	fares	that	are	fixed	so	low.	If	a	man	has	to
pay	eighteen	shillings	a	day	for	the	use	of	a	cab	and	two	horses,	as	many	of	us
have	 to	 do	 in	 the	 season,	 and	must	make	 that	 up	 before	we	 earn	 a	 penny	 for
ourselves	I	say	'tis	more	than	hard	work;	nine	shillings	a	day	to	get	out	of	each
horse	before	you	begin	to	get	your	own	living.	You	know	that's	true,	and	if	the
horses	don't	work	we	must	starve,	and	I	and	my	children	have	known	what	that
is	before	now.	 I've	 six	of	 'em,	and	only	one	earns	anything;	 I	 am	on	 the	 stand
fourteen	or	sixteen	hours	a	day,	and	I	haven't	had	a	Sunday	these	ten	or	twelve
weeks;	you	know	Skinner	never	gives	a	day	if	he	can	help	it,	and	if	I	don't	work
hard,	tell	me	who	does!	I	want	a	warm	coat	and	a	mackintosh,	but	with	so	many
to	 feed	 how	 can	 a	 man	 get	 it?	 I	 had	 to	 pledge	 my	 clock	 a	 week	 ago	 to	 pay
Skinner,	and	I	shall	never	see	it	again."
Some	of	the	other	drivers	stood	round	nodding	their	heads	and	saying	he	was

right.	The	man	went	on:
"You	that	have	your	own	horses	and	cabs,	or	drive	for	good	masters,	have	a

chance	of	getting	on	and	a	chance	of	doing	right;	I	haven't.	We	can't	charge	more



than	 sixpence	 a	 mile	 after	 the	 first,	 within	 the	 four-mile	 radius.	 This	 very
morning	I	had	to	go	a	clear	six	miles	and	only	took	three	shillings.	I	could	not
get	a	return	fare,	and	had	to	come	all	the	way	back;	there's	twelve	miles	for	the
horse	 and	 three	 shillings	 for	me.	After	 that	 I	 had	 a	 three-mile	 fare,	 and	 there
were	bags	and	boxes	enough	to	have	brought	in	a	good	many	twopences	if	they
had	been	put	outside;	but	you	know	how	people	do;	all	 that	could	be	piled	up
inside	on	the	front	seat	were	put	in	and	three	heavy	boxes	went	on	the	top.	That
was	sixpence,	and	 the	fare	one	and	sixpence;	 then	I	got	a	 return	for	a	shilling.
Now	 that	makes	 eighteen	miles	 for	 the	 horse	 and	 six	 shillings	 for	me;	 there's
three	 shillings	 still	 for	 that	 horse	 to	 earn	 and	 nine	 shillings	 for	 the	 afternoon
horse	before	I	touch	a	penny.	Of	course,	it	is	not	always	so	bad	as	that,	but	you
know	it	often	is,	and	I	say	'tis	a	mockery	to	tell	a	man	that	he	must	not	overwork
his	horse,	 for	when	a	beast	 is	downright	 tired	 there's	nothing	but	 the	whip	 that
will	keep	his	legs	a-going;	you	can't	help	yourself—you	must	put	your	wife	and
children	before	the	horse;	the	masters	must	look	to	that,	we	can't.	I	don't	ill-use
my	 horse	 for	 the	 sake	 of	 it;	 none	 of	 you	 can	 say	 I	 do.	 There's	 wrong	 lays
somewhere—never	a	day's	rest,	never	a	quiet	hour	with	the	wife	and	children.	I
often	 feel	 like	 an	 old	 man,	 though	 I'm	 only	 forty-five.	 You	 know	 how	 quick
some	 of	 the	 gentry	 are	 to	 suspect	 us	 of	 cheating	 and	 overcharging;	why,	 they
stand	with	their	purses	in	their	hands	counting	it	over	to	a	penny	and	looking	at
us	 as	 if	 we	 were	 pickpockets.	 I	 wish	 some	 of	 'em	 had	 got	 to	 sit	 on	 my	 box
sixteen	hours	a	day	and	get	a	living	out	of	it	and	eighteen	shillings	beside,	and
that	in	all	weathers;	they	would	not	be	so	uncommon	particular	never	to	give	us
a	sixpence	over	or	to	cram	all	the	luggage	inside.	Of	course,	some	of	'em	tip	us
pretty	handsome	now	and	then,	or	else	we	could	not	live;	but	you	can't	depend
upon	that."
The	men	who	stood	round	much	approved	this	speech,	and	one	of	them	said,

"It	is	desperate	hard,	and	if	a	man	sometimes	does	what	is	wrong	it	is	no	wonder,
and	if	he	gets	a	dram	too	much	who's	to	blow	him	up?"
Jerry	had	taken	no	part	in	this	conversation,	but	I	never	saw	his	face	look	so

sad	before.	The	governor	had	stood	with	both	his	hands	in	his	pockets;	now	he
took	his	handkerchief	out	of	his	hat	and	wiped	his	forehead.
"You've	beaten	me,	Sam,"	he	said,	"for	 it's	all	 true,	and	I	won't	cast	 it	up	 to

you	any	more	about	the	police;	it	was	the	look	in	that	horse's	eye	that	came	over
me.	It	is	hard	lines	for	man	and	it	is	hard	lines	for	beast,	and	who's	to	mend	it	I
don't	know:	but	anyway	you	might	tell	the	poor	beast	that	you	were	sorry	to	take
it	out	of	him	 in	 that	way.	Sometimes	a	kind	word	 is	all	we	can	give	 'em,	poor
brutes,	and	'tis	wonderful	what	they	do	understand."
A	few	mornings	after	this	talk	a	new	man	came	on	the	stand	with	Sam's	cab.



"Halloo!"	said	one,	"what's	up	with	Seedy	Sam?"
"He's	ill	in	bed,"	said	the	man;	"he	was	taken	last	night	in	the	yard,	and	could

scarcely	crawl	home.	His	wife	sent	a	boy	this	morning	to	say	his	father	was	in	a
high	fever	and	could	not	get	out,	so	I'm	here	instead."
The	next	morning	the	same	man	came	again.
"How	is	Sam?"	inquired	the	governor.
"He's	gone,"	said	the	man.
"What,	gone?	You	don't	mean	to	say	he's	dead?"
"Just	 snuffed	 out,"	 said	 the	 other;	 "he	 died	 at	 four	 o'clock	 this	morning;	 all

yesterday	he	was	raving—raving	about	Skinner,	and	having	no	Sundays.	'I	never
had	a	Sunday's	rest,'	these	were	his	last	words."
No	 one	 spoke	 for	 a	 while,	 and	 then	 the	 governor	 said,	 "I'll	 tell	 you	 what,

mates,	this	is	a	warning	for	us."



Chapter		9
Poor	Ginger

One	day,	while	our	cab	and	many	others	were	waiting	outside	one	of	the	parks
where	music	was	playing,	a	shabby	old	cab	drove	up	beside	ours.	The	horse	was
an	old	worn-out	 chestnut,	with	an	 ill-kept	 coat,	 and	bones	 that	 showed	plainly
through	it,	the	knees	knuckled	over,	and	the	fore-legs	were	very	unsteady.	I	had
been	 eating	 some	hay,	 and	 the	wind	 rolled	 a	 little	 lock	of	 it	 that	way,	 and	 the
poor	creature	put	out	her	 long	 thin	neck	and	picked	 it	up,	and	 then	 turned	and
looked	about	for	more.	There	was	a	hopeless	look	in	the	dull	eye	that	I	could	not
help	noticing,	and	then,	as	I	was	thinking	where	I	had	seen	that	horse	before,	she
looked	full	at	me	and	said,	"Black	Beauty,	is	that	you?"
It	was	Ginger!	but	how	changed!	The	beautifully	arched	and	glossy	neck	was

now	straight,	and	lank,	and	fallen	in;	the	clean	straight	legs	and	delicate	fetlocks
were	swelled;	the	joints	were	grown	out	of	shape	with	hard	work;	the	face,	that
was	once	so	full	of	spirit	and	life,	was	now	full	of	suffering,	and	I	could	tell	by
the	heaving	of	her	sides,	and	her	frequent	cough,	how	bad	her	breath	was.
Our	drivers	were	standing	together	a	little	way	off,	so	I	sidled	up	to	her	a	step

or	two,	that	we	might	have	a	little	quiet	talk.	It	was	a	sad	tale	that	she	had	to	tell.
After	 a	 twelvemonth's	 run	 off	 at	 Earlshall,	 she	was	 considered	 to	 be	 fit	 for

work	again,	and	was	sold	to	a	gentleman.	For	a	little	while	she	got	on	very	well,
but	after	a	longer	gallop	than	usual	the	old	strain	returned,	and	after	being	rested
and	doctored	she	was	again	sold.	In	this	way	she	changed	hands	several	 times,
but	always	getting	lower	down.
"And	 so	 at	 last,"	 said	 she,	 "I	was	bought	by	 a	man	who	keeps	 a	number	of

cabs	and	horses,	and	lets	them	out.	You	look	well	off,	and	I	am	glad	of	it,	but	I
could	 not	 tell	 you	what	my	 life	 has	 been.	When	 they	 found	 out	my	weakness
they	said	I	was	not	worth	what	they	gave	for	me,	and	that	I	must	go	into	one	of
the	 low	 cabs,	 and	 just	 be	 used	 up;	 that	 is	what	 they	 are	 doing,	whipping	 and
working	with	never	one	thought	of	what	I	suffer—they	paid	for	me,	and	must	get
it	out	of	me,	they	say.	The	man	who	hires	me	now	pays	a	deal	of	money	to	the
owner	every	day,	and	so	he	has	to	get	it	out	of	me	too;	and	so	it's	all	the	week
round	and	round,	with	never	a	Sunday	rest."
I	said,	"You	used	to	stand	up	for	yourself	if	you	were	ill-used."
"Ah!"	she	said,	"I	did	once,	but	it's	no	use;	men	are	strongest,	and	if	they	are



cruel	and	have	no	feeling,	there	is	nothing	that	we	can	do,	but	just	bear	it—bear
it	on	and	on	to	the	end.	I	wish	the	end	was	come,	I	wish	I	was	dead.	I	have	seen
dead	horses,	and	I	am	sure	they	do	not	suffer	pain;	I	wish	I	may	drop	down	dead
at	my	work,	and	not	be	sent	off	to	the	knackers."
I	 was	 very	 much	 troubled,	 and	 I	 put	 my	 nose	 up	 to	 hers,	 but	 I	 could	 say

nothing	to	comfort	her.	I	think	she	was	pleased	to	see	me,	for	she	said,	"You	are
the	only	friend	I	ever	had."
Just	then	her	driver	came	up,	and	with	a	tug	at	her	mouth	backed	her	out	of	the

line	and	drove	off,	leaving	me	very	sad	indeed.
A	short	time	after	this	a	cart	with	a	dead	horse	in	it	passed	our	cab-stand.	The

head	 hung	 out	 of	 the	 cart-tail,	 the	 lifeless	 tongue	 was	 slowly	 dropping	 with
blood;	and	the	sunken	eyes!	but	I	can't	speak	of	them,	the	sight	was	too	dreadful.
It	was	 a	 chestnut	 horse	with	 a	 long,	 thin	 neck.	 I	 saw	 a	white	 streak	 down	 the
forehead.	I	believe	it	was	Ginger;	I	hoped	it	was,	for	then	her	troubles	would	be
over.	Oh!	 if	men	were	more	merciful	 they	would	 shoot	 us	 before	we	 came	 to
such	misery.



Chapter		10	
The	Butcher

I	saw	a	great	deal	of	trouble	among	the	horses	in	London,	and	much	of	it	might
have	been	prevented	by	a	little	common	sense.	We	horses	do	not	mind	hard	work
if	we	are	treated	reasonably,	and	I	am	sure	there	are	many	driven	by	quite	poor
men	who	have	a	happier	life	than	I	had	when	I	used	to	go	in	the	Countess	of	W
——'s	carriage,	with	my	silver-mounted	harness	and	high	feeding.
It	 often	 went	 to	 my	 heart	 to	 see	 how	 the	 little	 ponies	 were	 used,	 straining

along	with	heavy	 loads	or	staggering	under	heavy	blows	from	some	low,	cruel
boy.	Once	I	saw	a	little	gray	pony	with	a	thick	mane	and	a	pretty	head,	and	so
much	like	Merrylegs	that	if	I	had	not	been	in	harness	I	should	have	neighed	to
him.	He	was	doing	his	best	 to	pull	a	heavy	cart,	while	a	strong	rough	boy	was
cutting	 him	 under	 the	 belly	 with	 his	 whip	 and	 chucking	 cruelly	 at	 his	 little
mouth.	Could	it	be	Merrylegs?	It	was	just	like	him;	but	then	Mr.	Blomefield	was
never	to	sell	him,	and	I	think	he	would	not	do	it;	but	this	might	have	been	quite
as	good	a	little	fellow,	and	had	as	happy	a	place	when	he	was	young.
I	 often	 noticed	 the	 great	 speed	 at	 which	 butchers'	 horses	were	made	 to	 go,

though	I	did	not	know	why	it	was	so	till	one	day	when	we	had	to	wait	some	time
in	 St.	 John's	 Wood.	 There	 was	 a	 butcher's	 shop	 next	 door,	 and	 as	 we	 were
standing	a	butcher's	cart	came	dashing	up	at	a	great	pace.	The	horse	was	hot	and
much	exhausted;	he	hung	his	head	down,	while	his	heaving	sides	and	trembling
legs	showed	how	hard	he	had	been	driven.	The	 lad	 jumped	out	of	 the	cart	and
was	getting	the	basket	when	the	master	came	out	of	the	shop	much	displeased.
After	looking	at	the	horse	he	turned	angrily	to	the	lad.
"How	many	times	shall	I	tell	you	not	to	drive	in	this	way?	You	ruined	the	last

horse	and	broke	his	wind,	and	you	are	going	to	ruin	this	in	the	same	way.	If	you
were	not	my	own	son	I	would	dismiss	you	on	the	spot;	it	is	a	disgrace	to	have	a
horse	brought	to	the	shop	in	a	condition	like	that;	you	are	liable	to	be	taken	up
by	the	police	for	such	driving,	and	if	you	are	you	need	not	look	to	me	for	bail,
for	I	have	spoken	to	you	till	I'm	tired;	you	must	look	out	for	yourself."
During	 this	 speech	 the	 boy	 had	 stood	 by,	 sullen	 and	 dogged,	 but	 when	 his

father	ceased	he	broke	out	angrily.	 It	wasn't	his	 fault,	and	he	wouldn't	 take	 the
blame;	he	was	only	going	by	orders	all	the	time.
"You	always	say,	'Now	be	quick;	now	look	sharp!'	and	when	I	go	to	the	houses



one	wants	 a	 leg	of	mutton	 for	 an	early	dinner	 and	 I	must	be	back	with	 it	 in	 a
quarter	of	an	hour;	another	cook	has	forgotten	to	order	the	beef;	I	must	go	and
fetch	it	and	be	back	in	no	time,	or	the	mistress	will	scold;	and	the	housekeeper
says	 they	have	company	coming	unexpectedly	and	must	have	some	chops	sent
up	directly;	and	the	lady	at	No.	4,	in	the	Crescent,	never	orders	her	dinner	till	the
meat	 comes	 in	 for	 lunch,	 and	 it's	 nothing	 but	 hurry,	 hurry,	 all	 the	 time.	 If	 the
gentry	would	think	of	what	they	want,	and	order	their	meat	the	day	before,	there
need	not	be	this	blow	up!"
"I	 wish	 to	 goodness	 they	 would,"	 said	 the	 butcher;	 "'twould	 save	 me	 a

wonderful	deal	of	harass,	and	I	could	suit	my	customers	much	better	 if	I	knew
beforehand—But	there!	what's	the	use	of	talking—who	ever	thinks	of	a	butcher's
convenience	or	a	butcher's	horse!	Now,	then,	take	him	in	and	look	to	him	well;
mind,	he	does	not	go	out	again	to-day,	and	if	anything	else	is	wanted	you	must
carry	it	yourself	in	the	basket."	With	that	he	went	in,	and	the	horse	was	led	away.
But	all	boys	are	not	cruel.	I	have	seen	some	as	fond	of	their	pony	or	donkey	as

if	 it	 had	 been	 a	 favorite	 dog,	 and	 the	 little	 creatures	 have	 worked	 away	 as
cheerfully	 and	willingly	 for	 their	 young	drivers	 as	 I	work	 for	 Jerry.	 It	may	be
hard	work	sometimes,	but	a	friend's	hand	and	voice	make	it	easy.
There	 was	 a	 young	 coster-boy	 who	 came	 up	 our	 street	 with	 greens	 and

potatoes;	 he	 had	 an	 old	 pony,	 not	 very	 handsome,	 but	 the	 cheerfullest	 and
pluckiest	 little	 thing	 I	 ever	 saw,	 and	 to	 see	 how	 fond	 those	 two	were	 of	 each
other	was	a	treat.	The	pony	followed	his	master	like	a	dog,	and	when	he	got	into
his	cart	would	 trot	off	without	a	whip	or	a	word,	and	 rattle	down	 the	street	as
merrily	 as	 if	 he	 had	 come	 out	 of	 the	 queen's	 stables.	 Jerry	 liked	 the	 boy,	 and
called	him	"Prince	Charlie",	for	he	said	he	would	make	a	king	of	drivers	some
day.
There	was	an	old	man,	too,	who	used	to	come	up	our	street	with	a	little	coal

cart;	 he	wore	 a	 coal-heaver's	 hat,	 and	 looked	 rough	and	black.	He	 and	his	 old
horse	 used	 to	 plod	 together	 along	 the	 street,	 like	 two	 good	 partners	 who
understood	 each	 other;	 the	 horse	 would	 stop	 of	 his	 own	 accord	 at	 the	 doors
where	they	took	coal	of	him;	he	used	to	keep	one	ear	bent	toward	his	master.	The
old	man's	 cry	 could	 be	 heard	 up	 the	 street	 long	 before	 he	 came	 near.	 I	 never
knew	what	he	said,	but	the	children	called	him	"Old	Ba-a-ar	Hoo",	for	it	sounded
like	that.	Polly	took	her	coal	of	him,	and	was	very	friendly,	and	Jerry	said	it	was
a	comfort	to	think	how	happy	an	old	horse	might	be	in	a	poor	place.



Chapter		11	
The	Election

As	we	came	into	the	yard	one	afternoon	Polly	came	out.	"Jerry!	I've	had	Mr.	B
——	here	asking	about	your	vote,	and	he	wants	to	hire	your	cab	for	the	election;
he	will	call	for	an	answer."
"Well,	Polly,	you	may	say	that	my	cab	will	be	otherwise	engaged.	I	should	not

like	 to	 have	 it	 pasted	 over	 with	 their	 great	 bills,	 and	 as	 to	 making	 Jack	 and
Captain	race	about	to	the	public-houses	to	bring	up	half-drunken	voters,	why,	I
think	'twould	be	an	insult	to	the	horses.	No,	I	shan't	do	it."
"I	suppose	you'll	vote	for	the	gentleman?	He	said	he	was	of	your	politics."
"So	he	is	in	some	things,	but	I	shall	not	vote	for	him,	Polly;	you	know	what

his	trade	is?"
"Yes."
"Well,	a	man	who	gets	rich	by	that	trade	may	be	all	very	well	in	some	ways,

but	he	is	blind	as	to	what	workingmen	want;	I	could	not	in	my	conscience	send
him	up	to	make	the	laws.	I	dare	say	they'll	be	angry,	but	every	man	must	do	what
he	thinks	to	be	the	best	for	his	country."
On	the	morning	before	the	election,	Jerry	was	putting	me	into	the	shafts,	when

Dolly	came	into	the	yard	sobbing	and	crying,	with	her	little	blue	frock	and	white
pinafore	spattered	all	over	with	mud.
"Why,	Dolly,	what	is	the	matter?"
"Those	 naughty	 boys,"	 she	 sobbed,	 "have	 thrown	 the	 dirt	 all	 over	 me,	 and

called	me	a	little	raga—raga—"
"They	 called	 her	 a	 little	 'blue'	 ragamuffin,	 father,"	 said	 Harry,	 who	 ran	 in

looking	 very	 angry;	 "but	 I	 have	 given	 it	 to	 them;	 they	 won't	 insult	 my	 sister
again.	 I	 have	 given	 them	 a	 thrashing	 they	 will	 remember;	 a	 set	 of	 cowardly,
rascally	'orange'	blackguards."
Jerry	kissed	the	child	and	said,	"Run	in	to	mother,	my	pet,	and	tell	her	I	think

you	had	better	stay	at	home	to-day	and	help	her."
Then	turning	gravely	to	Harry:
"My	boy,	 I	hope	you	will	 always	defend	your	 sister,	 and	give	anybody	who

insults	her	a	good	thrashing—that	is	as	it	should	be;	but	mind,	I	won't	have	any
election	blackguarding	on	my	premises.	There	are	as	many	'blue'	blackguards	as
there	are	'orange',	and	as	many	white	as	there	are	purple,	or	any	other	color,	and	I



won't	 have	 any	of	my	 family	mixed	up	with	 it.	Even	women	 and	 children	 are
ready	to	quarrel	for	the	sake	of	a	color,	and	not	one	in	ten	of	them	knows	what	it
is	about."
"Why,	father,	I	thought	blue	was	for	Liberty."
"My	boy,	Liberty	does	not	come	from	colors,	they	only	show	party,	and	all	the

liberty	you	can	get	out	of	them	is,	liberty	to	get	drunk	at	other	people's	expense,
liberty	to	ride	to	the	poll	in	a	dirty	old	cab,	liberty	to	abuse	any	one	that	does	not
wear	your	color,	and	to	shout	yourself	hoarse	at	what	you	only	half-understand
—that's	your	liberty!"
"Oh,	father,	you	are	laughing."
"No,	Harry,	I	am	serious,	and	I	am	ashamed	to	see	how	men	go	on	who	ought

to	know	better.	An	election	 is	a	very	serious	 thing;	at	 least	 it	ought	 to	be,	and
every	man	ought	to	vote	according	to	his	conscience,	and	let	his	neighbor	do	the
same."



Chapter		12	
A	Friend	in	Need

The	election	day	came	at	last;	there	was	no	lack	of	work	for	Jerry	and	me.	First
came	 a	 stout	 puffy	 gentleman	 with	 a	 carpet	 bag;	 he	 wanted	 to	 go	 to	 the
Bishopsgate	station;	then	we	were	called	by	a	party	who	wished	to	be	taken	to
the	 Regent's	 Park;	 and	 next	 we	 were	 wanted	 in	 a	 side	 street	 where	 a	 timid,
anxious	old	 lady	was	waiting	 to	be	 taken	 to	 the	bank;	 there	we	had	 to	 stop	 to
take	her	back	again,	and	just	as	we	had	set	her	down	a	red-faced	gentleman,	with
a	handful	of	papers,	came	running	up	out	of	breath,	and	before	Jerry	could	get
down	he	had	opened	 the	door,	popped	himself	 in,	 and	called	out,	 "Bow	Street
Police	Station,	quick!"	so	off	we	went	with	him,	and	when	after	another	turn	or
two	we	came	back,	there	was	no	other	cab	on	the	stand.	Jerry	put	on	my	nose-
bag,	for	as	he	said,	"We	must	eat	when	we	can	on	such	days	as	these;	so	munch
away,	Jack,	and	make	the	best	of	your	time,	old	boy."
I	 found	 I	 had	 a	 good	 feed	 of	 crushed	 oats	wetted	 up	with	 a	 little	 bran;	 this

would	be	a	treat	any	day,	but	very	refreshing	then.	Jerry	was	so	thoughtful	and
kind—what	horse	would	not	do	his	best	for	such	a	master?	Then	he	took	out	one
of	Polly's	meat	pies,	and	standing	near	me,	he	began	to	eat	it.	The	streets	were
very	full,	and	the	cabs,	with	the	candidates'	colors	on	them,	were	dashing	about
through	 the	 crowd	 as	 if	 life	 and	 limb	 were	 of	 no	 consequence;	 we	 saw	 two
people	knocked	down	that	day,	and	one	was	a	woman.	The	horses	were	having	a
bad	time	of	it,	poor	things!	but	the	voters	inside	thought	nothing	of	that;	many	of
them	were	half-drunk,	hurrahing	out	of	the	cab	windows	if	their	own	party	came
by.	It	was	the	first	election	I	had	seen,	and	I	don't	want	to	be	in	another,	though	I
have	heard	things	are	better	now.
Jerry	 and	 I	 had	 not	 eaten	 many	 mouthfuls	 before	 a	 poor	 young	 woman,

carrying	a	heavy	child,	came	along	the	street.	She	was	looking	this	way	and	that
way,	and	seemed	quite	bewildered.	Presently	she	made	her	way	up	to	Jerry	and
asked	if	he	could	tell	her	the	way	to	St.	Thomas'	Hospital,	and	how	far	it	was	to
get	 there.	 She	 had	 come	 from	 the	 country	 that	morning,	 she	 said,	 in	 a	market
cart;	 she	did	not	know	about	 the	election,	and	was	quite	a	stranger	 in	London.
She	had	got	an	order	for	the	hospital	for	her	little	boy.	The	child	was	crying	with
a	feeble,	pining	cry.
"Poor	 little	 fellow!"	she	said,	"he	suffers	a	deal	of	pain;	he	 is	 four	years	old



and	can't	walk	any	more	than	a	baby;	but	the	doctor	said	if	I	could	get	him	into
the	hospital	he	might	get	well;	pray,	sir,	how	far	is	it;	and	which	way	is	it?"
"Why,	missis,"	 said	 Jerry,	 "you	 can't	 get	 there	walking	 through	 crowds	 like

this!	why,	it	is	three	miles	away,	and	that	child	is	heavy."
"Yes,	bless	him,	he	 is;	but	 I	 am	strong,	 thank	God,	and	 if	 I	knew	 the	way	 I

think	I	should	get	on	somehow;	please	tell	me	the	way."
"You	can't	do	it,"	said	Jerry,	"you	might	be	knocked	down	and	the	child	be	run

over.	Now	look	here,	just	get	into	this	cab,	and	I'll	drive	you	safe	to	the	hospital.
Don't	you	see	the	rain	is	coming	on?"
"No,	sir,	no;	I	can't	do	that,	thank	you,	I	have	only	just	money	enough	to	get

back	with.	Please	tell	me	the	way."
"Look	you	here,	missis,"	said	Jerry,	"I've	got	a	wife	and	dear	children	at	home,

and	I	know	a	father's	feelings;	now	get	you	into	that	cab,	and	I'll	take	you	there
for	nothing.	I'd	be	ashamed	of	myself	to	let	a	woman	and	a	sick	child	run	a	risk
like	that."
"Heaven	bless	you!"	said	the	woman,	and	burst	into	tears.
"There,	there,	cheer	up,	my	dear,	I'll	soon	take	you	there;	come,	let	me	put	you

inside."
As	 Jerry	 went	 to	 open	 the	 door	 two	 men,	 with	 colors	 in	 their	 hats	 and

buttonholes,	ran	up	calling	out,	"Cab!"
"Engaged,"	cried	Jerry;	but	one	of	the	men,	pushing	past	 the	woman,	sprang

into	the	cab,	followed	by	the	other.	Jerry	looked	as	stern	as	a	policeman.	"This
cab	is	already	engaged,	gentlemen,	by	that	lady."
"Lady!"	said	one	of	them;	"oh!	she	can	wait;	our	business	is	very	important,

besides	we	were	in	first,	it	is	our	right,	and	we	shall	stay	in."
A	droll	smile	came	over	Jerry's	face	as	he	shut	the	door	upon	them.	"All	right,

gentlemen,	 pray	 stay	 in	 as	 long	 as	 it	 suits	 you;	 I	 can	 wait	 while	 you	 rest
yourselves."	And	turning	his	back	upon	them	he	walked	up	to	the	young	woman,
who	 was	 standing	 near	 me.	 "They'll	 soon	 be	 gone,"	 he	 said,	 laughing;	 "don't
trouble	yourself,	my	dear."
And	 they	 soon	were	gone,	 for	when	 they	understood	 Jerry's	 dodge	 they	got

out,	 calling	 him	 all	 sorts	 of	 bad	 names	 and	 blustering	 about	 his	 number	 and
getting	 a	 summons.	After	 this	 little	 stoppage	we	were	 soon	on	our	way	 to	 the
hospital,	going	as	much	as	possible	through	by-streets.	Jerry	rung	the	great	bell
and	helped	the	young	woman	out.
"Thank	you	a	thousand	times,"	she	said;	"I	could	never	have	got	here	alone."
"You're	kindly	welcome,	and	I	hope	the	dear	child	will	soon	be	better."
He	watched	her	go	in	at	the	door,	and	gently	he	said	to	himself,	"Inasmuch	as

ye	have	done	it	to	one	of	the	least	of	these."	Then	he	patted	my	neck,	which	was



always	his	way	when	anything	pleased	him.
The	rain	was	now	coming	down	fast,	and	just	as	we	were	leaving	the	hospital

the	door	opened	again,	and	the	porter	called	out,	"Cab!"	We	stopped,	and	a	lady
came	down	the	steps.	Jerry	seemed	 to	know	her	at	once;	she	put	back	her	veil
and	said,	"Barker!	Jeremiah	Barker,	 is	 it	you?	I	am	very	glad	to	find	you	here;
you	are	just	 the	friend	I	want,	for	it	 is	very	difficult	 to	get	a	cab	in	this	part	of
London	to-day."
"I	shall	be	proud	to	serve	you,	ma'am;	I	am	right	glad	I	happened	to	be	here.

Where	may	I	take	you	to,	ma'am?"
"To	 the	 Paddington	Station,	 and	 then	 if	we	 are	 in	 good	 time,	 as	 I	 think	we

shall	be,	you	shall	tell	me	all	about	Mary	and	the	children."
We	got	 to	 the	station	 in	good	 time,	and	being	under	shelter	 the	 lady	stood	a

good	while	talking	to	Jerry.	I	found	she	had	been	Polly's	mistress,	and	after	many
inquiries	about	her	she	said:
"How	do	you	find	the	cab	work	suit	you	in	winter?	I	know	Mary	was	rather

anxious	about	you	last	year."
"Yes,	ma'am,	she	was;	I	had	a	bad	cough	that	followed	me	up	quite	 into	 the

warm	weather,	and	when	I	am	kept	out	late	she	does	worry	herself	a	good	deal.
You	 see,	 ma'am,	 it	 is	 all	 hours	 and	 all	 weathers,	 and	 that	 does	 try	 a	 man's
constitution;	but	I	am	getting	on	pretty	well,	and	I	should	feel	quite	lost	if	I	had
not	horses	to	look	after.	I	was	brought	up	to	it,	and	I	am	afraid	I	should	not	do	so
well	at	anything	else."
"Well,	Barker,"	 she	 said,	 "it	would	be	a	great	pity	 that	you	 should	 seriously

risk	 your	 health	 in	 this	 work,	 not	 only	 for	 your	 own	 but	 for	 Mary's	 and	 the
children's	 sake;	 there	are	many	places	where	good	drivers	or	good	grooms	are
wanted,	and	if	ever	you	think	you	ought	to	give	up	this	cab	work	let	me	know."
Then	sending	some	kind	messages	to	Mary	she	put	something	into	his	hand,

saying,	"There	is	five	shillings	each	for	the	two	children;	Mary	will	know	how	to
spend	it."
Jerry	thanked	her	and	seemed	much	pleased,	and	turning	out	of	the	station	we

at	last	reached	home,	and	I,	at	least,	was	tired.



Chapter		13	
Old	Captain	and	His	Successor

Captain	and	 I	were	great	 friends.	He	was	a	noble	old	 fellow,	 and	he	was	very
good	 company.	 I	 never	 thought	 that	 he	would	 have	 to	 leave	 his	 home	 and	 go
down	the	hill;	but	his	turn	came,	and	this	was	how	it	happened.	I	was	not	there,
but	I	heard	all	about	it.
He	 and	 Jerry	 had	 taken	 a	 party	 to	 the	 great	 railway	 station	 over	 London

Bridge,	 and	 were	 coming	 back,	 somewhere	 between	 the	 bridge	 and	 the
monument,	when	Jerry	saw	a	brewer's	empty	dray	coming	along,	drawn	by	two
powerful	horses.	The	drayman	was	lashing	his	horses	with	his	heavy	whip;	the
dray	was	light,	and	they	started	off	at	a	furious	rate;	the	man	had	no	control	over
them,	and	the	street	was	full	of	traffic.
One	young	girl	was	knocked	down	and	run	over,	and	 the	next	moment	 they

dashed	up	against	our	cab;	both	the	wheels	were	torn	off	and	the	cab	was	thrown
over.	Captain	was	dragged	down,	the	shafts	splintered,	and	one	of	them	ran	into
his	side.	Jerry,	too,	was	thrown,	but	was	only	bruised;	nobody	could	tell	how	he
escaped;	he	always	said	'twas	a	miracle.	When	poor	Captain	was	got	up	he	was
found	to	be	very	much	cut	and	knocked	about.	Jerry	led	him	home	gently,	and	a
sad	sight	it	was	to	see	the	blood	soaking	into	his	white	coat	and	dropping	from
his	side	and	shoulder.	The	drayman	was	proved	to	be	very	drunk,	and	was	fined,
and	the	brewer	had	to	pay	damages	to	our	master;	but	there	was	no	one	to	pay
damages	to	poor	Captain.
The	 farrier	and	Jerry	did	 the	best	 they	could	 to	ease	his	pain	and	make	him

comfortable.	The	fly	had	to	be	mended,	and	for	several	days	I	did	not	go	out,	and
Jerry	earned	nothing.	The	first	 time	we	went	to	the	stand	after	 the	accident	 the
governor	came	up	to	hear	how	Captain	was.
"He'll	never	get	over	 it,"	 said	Jerry,	 "at	 least	not	 for	my	work,	 so	 the	 farrier

said	this	morning.	He	says	he	may	do	for	carting,	and	that	sort	of	work.	It	has	put
me	out	very	much.	Carting,	indeed!	I've	seen	what	horses	come	to	at	that	work
round	London.	 I	 only	wish	 all	 the	 drunkards	 could	 be	 put	 in	 a	 lunatic	 asylum
instead	of	being	allowed	to	run	foul	of	sober	people.	 If	 they	would	break	 their
own	bones,	and	smash	their	own	carts,	and	lame	their	own	horses,	that	would	be
their	 own	 affair,	 and	 we	 might	 let	 them	 alone,	 but	 it	 seems	 to	 me	 that	 the
innocent	always	suffer;	and	then	they	talk	about	compensation!	You	can't	make



compensation;	 there's	 all	 the	 trouble,	 and	 vexation,	 and	 loss	 of	 time,	 besides
losing	 a	 good	 horse	 that's	 like	 an	 old	 friend—it's	 nonsense	 talking	 of
compensation!	If	there's	one	devil	that	I	should	like	to	see	in	the	bottomless	pit
more	than	another,	it's	the	drink	devil."
"I	say,	Jerry,"	said	the	governor,	"you	are	treading	pretty	hard	on	my	toes,	you

know;	I'm	not	so	good	as	you	are,	more	shame	to	me;	I	wish	I	was."
"Well,"	said	Jerry,	"why	don't	you	cut	with	it,	governor?	You	are	too	good	a

man	to	be	the	slave	of	such	a	thing."
"I'm	a	great	fool,	Jerry,	but	I	 tried	once	for	two	days,	and	I	 thought	I	should

have	died;	how	did	you	do?"
"I	had	hard	work	at	it	for	several	weeks;	you	see	I	never	did	get	drunk,	but	I

found	that	I	was	not	my	own	master,	and	that	when	the	craving	came	on	it	was
hard	work	to	say	'no'.	I	saw	that	one	of	us	must	knock	under,	the	drink	devil	or
Jerry	Barker,	and	I	said	that	it	should	not	be	Jerry	Barker,	God	helping	me;	but	it
was	a	struggle,	and	I	wanted	all	the	help	I	could	get,	for	till	I	tried	to	break	the
habit	 I	 did	 not	 know	how	 strong	 it	was;	 but	 then	Polly	 took	 such	 pains	 that	 I
should	have	good	 food,	 and	when	 the	 craving	 came	on	 I	 used	 to	 get	 a	 cup	of
coffee,	or	some	peppermint,	or	read	a	bit	in	my	book,	and	that	was	a	help	to	me;
sometimes	I	had	to	say	over	and	over	to	myself,	'Give	up	the	drink	or	lose	your
soul!	Give	up	 the	drink	or	break	Polly's	heart!'	But	 thanks	be	 to	God,	 and	my
dear	wife,	my	 chains	were	 broken,	 and	 now	 for	 ten	 years	 I	 have	 not	 tasted	 a
drop,	and	never	wish	for	it."
"I've	a	great	mind	to	try	at	it,"	said	Grant,	"for	'tis	a	poor	thing	not	to	be	one's

own	master."
"Do,	governor,	do,	you'll	never	repent	it,	and	what	a	help	it	would	be	to	some

of	the	poor	fellows	in	our	rank	if	they	saw	you	do	without	it.	I	know	there's	two
or	three	would	like	to	keep	out	of	that	tavern	if	they	could."
At	 first	Captain	 seemed	 to	do	well,	but	he	was	a	very	old	horse,	and	 it	was

only	his	wonderful	constitution,	and	Jerry's	care,	that	had	kept	him	up	at	the	cab
work	so	long;	now	he	broke	down	very	much.	The	farrier	said	he	might	mend	up
enough	to	sell	for	a	few	pounds,	but	Jerry	said,	no!	a	few	pounds	got	by	selling	a
good	 old	 servant	 into	 hard	 work	 and	 misery	 would	 canker	 all	 the	 rest	 of	 his
money,	 and	 he	 thought	 the	 kindest	 thing	 he	 could	 do	 for	 the	 fine	 old	 fellow
would	be	to	put	a	sure	bullet	 through	his	head,	and	then	he	would	never	suffer
more;	for	he	did	not	know	where	to	find	a	kind	master	for	the	rest	of	his	days.
The	 day	 after	 this	 was	 decided	 Harry	 took	 me	 to	 the	 forge	 for	 some	 new

shoes;	when	I	returned	Captain	was	gone.	I	and	the	family	all	felt	it	very	much.
Jerry	had	now	to	look	out	for	another	horse,	and	he	soon	heard	of	one	through

an	 acquaintance	 who	 was	 under-groom	 in	 a	 nobleman's	 stables.	 He	 was	 a



valuable	young	horse,	but	he	had	run	away,	smashed	into	another	carriage,	flung
his	lordship	out,	and	so	cut	and	blemished	himself	that	he	was	no	longer	fit	for	a
gentleman's	stables,	and	the	coachman	had	orders	to	look	round,	and	sell	him	as
well	as	he	could.
"I	 can	 do	 with	 high	 spirits,"	 said	 Jerry,	 "if	 a	 horse	 is	 not	 vicious	 or	 hard-

mouthed."
"There	is	not	a	bit	of	vice	in	him,"	said	the	man;	"his	mouth	is	very	tender,	and

I	 think	 myself	 that	 was	 the	 cause	 of	 the	 accident;	 you	 see	 he	 had	 just	 been
clipped,	and	the	weather	was	bad,	and	he	had	not	had	exercise	enough,	and	when
he	did	go	out	he	was	as	full	of	spring	as	a	balloon.	Our	governor	(the	coachman,
I	 mean)	 had	 him	 harnessed	 in	 as	 tight	 and	 strong	 as	 he	 could,	 with	 the
martingale,	 and	 the	 check-rein,	 a	 very	 sharp	 curb,	 and	 the	 reins	 put	 in	 at	 the
bottom	bar.	It	is	my	belief	that	it	made	the	horse	mad,	being	tender	in	the	mouth
and	so	full	of	spirit."
"Likely	enough;	I'll	come	and	see	him,"	said	Jerry.
The	next	day	Hotspur,	 that	was	his	name,	came	home;	he	was	a	 fine	brown

horse,	 without	 a	 white	 hair	 in	 him,	 as	 tall	 as	 Captain,	 with	 a	 very	 handsome
head,	 and	 only	 five	 years	 old.	 I	 gave	 him	 a	 friendly	 greeting	 by	way	 of	 good
fellowship,	 but	 did	 not	 ask	 him	 any	 questions.	 The	 first	 night	 he	 was	 very
restless.	 Instead	 of	 lying	 down,	 he	 kept	 jerking	 his	 halter	 rope	 up	 and	 down
through	 the	 ring,	 and	knocking	 the	block	about	 against	 the	manger	 till	 I	 could
not	sleep.	However,	 the	next	day,	after	five	or	six	hours	in	the	cab,	he	came	in
quiet	 and	 sensible.	 Jerry	 patted	 and	 talked	 to	 him	 a	 good	 deal,	 and	 very	 soon
they	 understood	 each	 other,	 and	 Jerry	 said	 that	with	 an	 easy	 bit	 and	 plenty	 of
work	 he	would	 be	 as	 gentle	 as	 a	 lamb;	 and	 that	 it	 was	 an	 ill	 wind	 that	 blew
nobody	good,	for	if	his	lordship	had	lost	a	hundred-guinea	favorite,	the	cabman
had	gained	a	good	horse	with	all	his	strength	in	him.
Hotspur	thought	it	a	great	come-down	to	be	a	cab-horse,	and	was	disgusted	at

standing	in	the	rank,	but	he	confessed	to	me	at	the	end	of	the	week	that	an	easy
mouth	and	a	free	head	made	up	for	a	great	deal,	and	after	all,	the	work	was	not
so	degrading	as	having	one's	head	and	tail	fastened	to	each	other	at	the	saddle.	In
fact,	he	settled	in	well,	and	Jerry	liked	him	very	much.



Chapter		14	
Jerry's	New	Year

For	 some	 people	 Christmas	 and	 the	 New	 Year	 are	 very	 merry	 times;	 but	 for
cabmen	and	cabmen's	horses	it	is	no	holiday,	though	it	may	be	a	harvest.	There
are	so	many	parties,	balls,	and	places	of	amusement	open	that	the	work	is	hard
and	often	late.	Sometimes	driver	and	horse	have	to	wait	for	hours	in	the	rain	or
frost,	shivering	with	the	cold,	while	the	merry	people	within	are	dancing	away	to
the	 music.	 I	 wonder	 if	 the	 beautiful	 ladies	 ever	 think	 of	 the	 weary	 cabman
waiting	on	his	box,	and	his	patient	beast	standing,	till	his	legs	get	stiff	with	cold.
I	had	now	most	of	 the	evening	work,	as	 I	was	well	accustomed	 to	standing,

and	Jerry	was	also	more	afraid	of	Hotspur	 taking	cold.	We	had	a	great	deal	of
late	work	in	the	Christmas	week,	and	Jerry's	cough	was	bad;	but	however	late	we
were,	 Polly	 sat	 up	 for	 him,	 and	 came	out	with	 a	 lantern	 to	meet	 him,	 looking
anxious	and	troubled.
On	the	evening	of	the	New	Year	we	had	to	take	two	gentlemen	to	a	house	in

one	of	the	West	End	Squares.	We	set	them	down	at	nine	o'clock,	and	were	told	to
come	again	at	eleven,	"but,"	said	one,	"as	it	is	a	card	party,	you	may	have	to	wait
a	few	minutes,	but	don't	be	late."
As	the	clock	struck	eleven	we	were	at	the	door,	for	Jerry	was	always	punctual.

The	clock	chimed	the	quarters,	one,	 two,	three,	and	then	struck	twelve,	but	 the
door	did	not	open.
The	wind	had	been	very	changeable,	with	squalls	of	rain	during	the	day,	but

now	it	came	on	sharp,	driving	sleet,	which	seemed	to	come	all	the	way	round;	it
was	 very	 cold,	 and	 there	 was	 no	 shelter.	 Jerry	 got	 off	 his	 box	 and	 came	 and
pulled	one	of	my	cloths	a	little	more	over	my	neck;	then	he	took	a	turn	or	two	up
and	down,	stamping	his	feet;	then	he	began	to	beat	his	arms,	but	that	set	him	off
coughing;	so	he	opened	the	cab	door	and	sat	at	the	bottom	with	his	feet	on	the
pavement,	and	was	a	little	sheltered.	Still	the	clock	chimed	the	quarters,	and	no
one	came.	At	half-past	twelve	he	rang	the	bell	and	asked	the	servant	if	he	would
be	wanted	that	night.
"Oh,	yes,	you'll	be	wanted	safe	enough,"	said	 the	man;	"you	must	not	go,	 it

will	soon	be	over,"	and	again	Jerry	sat	down,	but	his	voice	was	so	hoarse	I	could
hardly	hear	him.
At	a	quarter	past	one	the	door	opened,	and	the	two	gentlemen	came	out;	they



got	 into	 the	cab	without	a	word,	and	told	Jerry	where	 to	drive,	 that	was	nearly
two	miles.	My	legs	were	numb	with	cold,	and	I	thought	I	should	have	stumbled.
When	the	men	got	out	they	never	said	they	were	sorry	to	have	kept	us	waiting	so
long,	but	were	angry	at	 the	charge;	however,	as	Jerry	never	charged	more	than
was	his	due,	so	he	never	took	less,	and	they	had	to	pay	for	the	two	hours	and	a
quarter	waiting;	but	it	was	hard-earned	money	to	Jerry.
At	last	we	got	home;	he	could	hardly	speak,	and	his	cough	was	dreadful.	Polly

asked	no	questions,	but	opened	the	door	and	held	the	lantern	for	him.
"Can't	I	do	something?"	she	said.
"Yes;	get	Jack	something	warm,	and	then	boil	me	some	gruel."
This	was	said	in	a	hoarse	whisper;	he	could	hardly	get	his	breath,	but	he	gave

me	a	rub-down	as	usual,	and	even	went	up	into	the	hayloft	for	an	extra	bundle	of
straw	for	my	bed.	Polly	brought	me	a	warm	mash	that	made	me	comfortable,	and
then	they	locked	the	door.
It	was	late	the	next	morning	before	any	one	came,	and	then	it	was	only	Harry.

He	cleaned	us	and	 fed	us,	and	swept	out	 the	stalls,	 then	he	put	 the	straw	back
again	as	 if	 it	was	Sunday.	He	was	very	still,	and	neither	whistled	nor	sang.	At
noon	he	came	again	and	gave	us	our	food	and	water;	this	time	Dolly	came	with
him;	 she	 was	 crying,	 and	 I	 could	 gather	 from	 what	 they	 said	 that	 Jerry	 was
dangerously	ill,	and	the	doctor	said	it	was	a	bad	case.	So	two	days	passed,	and
there	 was	 great	 trouble	 indoors.	We	 only	 saw	 Harry,	 and	 sometimes	 Dolly.	 I
think	she	came	for	company,	for	Polly	was	always	with	Jerry,	and	he	had	to	be
kept	very	quiet.
On	 the	 third	day,	while	Harry	was	 in	 the	stable,	a	 tap	came	at	 the	door,	and

Governor	Grant	came	in.
"I	wouldn't	go	to	the	house,	my	boy,"	he	said,	"but	I	want	to	know	how	your

father	is."
"He	is	very	bad,"	said	Harry,	"he	can't	be	much	worse;	they	call	it	'bronchitis';

the	doctor	thinks	it	will	turn	one	way	or	another	to-night."
"That's	bad,	very	bad,"	said	Grant,	 shaking	his	head;	"I	know	two	men	who

died	of	 that	 last	week;	 it	 takes	 'em	off	 in	no	 time;	but	while	 there's	 life	 there's
hope,	so	you	must	keep	up	your	spirits."
"Yes,"	said	Harry	quickly,	"and	the	doctor	said	that	father	had	a	better	chance

than	most	men,	because	he	didn't	drink.	He	said	yesterday	the	fever	was	so	high
that	if	father	had	been	a	drinking	man	it	would	have	burned	him	up	like	a	piece
of	paper;	but	I	believe	he	thinks	he	will	get	over	it;	don't	you	think	he	will,	Mr.
Grant?"
The	governor	looked	puzzled.
"If	 there's	 any	 rule	 that	 good	men	 should	 get	 over	 these	 things,	 I'm	 sure	 he



will,	my	boy;	he's	the	best	man	I	know.	I'll	look	in	early	to-morrow."
Early	next	morning	he	was	there.
"Well?"	said	he.
"Father	is	better,"	said	Harry.	"Mother	hopes	he	will	get	over	it."
"Thank	God!"	 said	 the	 governor,	 "and	 now	 you	must	 keep	 him	warm,	 and

keep	his	mind	easy,	and	that	brings	me	to	the	horses;	you	see	Jack	will	be	all	the
better	for	the	rest	of	a	week	or	two	in	a	warm	stable,	and	you	can	easily	take	him
a	turn	up	and	down	the	street	to	stretch	his	legs;	but	this	young	one,	if	he	does
not	get	work,	he	will	soon	be	all	up	on	end,	as	you	may	say,	and	will	be	rather
too	much	for	you;	and	when	he	does	go	out	there'll	be	an	accident."
"It	is	like	that	now,"	said	Harry.	"I	have	kept	him	short	of	corn,	but	he's	so	full

of	spirit	I	don't	know	what	to	do	with	him."
"Just	so,"	said	Grant.	"Now	look	here,	will	you	tell	your	mother	that	if	she	is

agreeable	I	will	come	for	him	every	day	till	something	is	arranged,	and	take	him
for	a	good	spell	of	work,	and	whatever	he	earns,	I'll	bring	your	mother	half	of	it,
and	that	will	help	with	the	horses'	feed.	Your	father	is	in	a	good	club,	I	know,	but
that	won't	keep	the	horses,	and	they'll	be	eating	their	heads	off	all	this	time;	I'll
come	at	noon	and	hear	what	she	says,"	and	without	waiting	for	Harry's	thanks	he
was	gone.
At	noon	I	 think	he	went	and	saw	Polly,	 for	he	and	Harry	came	 to	 the	stable

together,	harnessed	Hotspur,	and	took	him	out.
For	a	week	or	more	he	came	for	Hotspur,	and	when	Harry	thanked	him	or	said

anything	about	his	kindness,	he	 laughed	 it	 off,	 saying	 it	was	 all	 good	 luck	 for
him,	 for	 his	 horses	were	wanting	 a	 little	 rest	which	 they	would	 not	 otherwise
have	had.
Jerry	grew	better	steadily,	but	the	doctor	said	that	he	must	never	go	back	to	the

cab	 work	 again	 if	 he	 wished	 to	 be	 an	 old	 man.	 The	 children	 had	 many
consultations	 together	 about	 what	 father	 and	mother	 would	 do,	 and	 how	 they
could	help	to	earn	money.
One	afternoon	Hotspur	was	brought	in	very	wet	and	dirty.
"The	streets	are	nothing	but	slush,"	said	the	governor;	"it	will	give	you	a	good

warming,	my	boy,	to	get	him	clean	and	dry."
"All	right,	governor,"	said	Harry,	"I	shall	not	leave	him	till	he	is;	you	know	I

have	been	trained	by	my	father."
"I	wish	all	the	boys	had	been	trained	like	you,"	said	the	governor.
While	Harry	was	sponging	off	 the	mud	from	Hotspur's	body	and	 legs	Dolly

came	in,	looking	very	full	of	something.
"Who	lives	at	Fairstowe,	Harry?	Mother	has	got	a	letter	from	Fairstowe;	she

seemed	so	glad,	and	ran	upstairs	to	father	with	it."



"Don't	you	know?	Why,	 it	 is	 the	name	of	Mrs.	Fowler's	place—mother's	old
mistress,	you	know—the	lady	that	father	met	last	summer,	who	sent	you	and	me
five	shillings	each."
"Oh!	 Mrs.	 Fowler.	 Of	 course,	 I	 know	 all	 about	 her.	 I	 wonder	 what	 she	 is

writing	to	mother	about."
"Mother	wrote	to	her	last	week,"	said	Harry;	"you	know	she	told	father	if	ever

he	gave	up	the	cab	work	she	would	like	to	know.	I	wonder	what	she	says;	run	in
and	see,	Dolly."
Harry	scrubbed	away	at	Hotspur	with	a	huish!	huish!	like	any	old	hostler.	In	a

few	minutes	Dolly	came	dancing	into	the	stable.
"Oh!	Harry,	 there	never	was	anything	so	beautiful;	Mrs.	Fowler	says	we	are

all	 to	go	and	 live	near	her.	There	 is	a	cottage	now	empty	 that	will	 just	suit	us,
with	 a	 garden	 and	 a	 henhouse,	 and	 apple-trees,	 and	 everything!	 and	 her
coachman	is	going	away	in	the	spring,	and	then	she	will	want	father	in	his	place;
and	there	are	good	families	round,	where	you	can	get	a	place	in	the	garden	or	the
stable,	 or	 as	 a	 page-boy;	 and	 there's	 a	 good	 school	 for	 me;	 and	 mother	 is
laughing	and	crying	by	turns,	and	father	does	look	so	happy!"
"That's	uncommon	jolly,"	said	Harry,	"and	just	the	right	thing,	I	should	say;	it

will	suit	 father	and	mother	both;	but	 I	don't	 intend	 to	be	a	page-boy	with	 tight
clothes	and	rows	of	buttons.	I'll	be	a	groom	or	a	gardener."
It	 was	 quickly	 settled	 that	 as	 soon	 as	 Jerry	 was	 well	 enough	 they	 should

remove	 to	 the	 country,	 and	 that	 the	 cab	 and	 horses	 should	 be	 sold	 as	 soon	 as
possible.
This	was	heavy	news	for	me,	for	I	was	not	young	now,	and	could	not	look	for

any	 improvement	 in	 my	 condition.	 Since	 I	 left	 Birtwick	 I	 had	 never	 been	 so
happy	as	with	my	dear	master	Jerry;	but	three	years	of	cab	work,	even	under	the
best	conditions,	will	tell	on	one's	strength,	and	I	felt	that	I	was	not	the	horse	that
I	had	been.
Grant	 said	 at	 once	 that	 he	would	 take	Hotspur,	 and	 there	were	men	 on	 the

stand	who	would	have	bought	me;	 but	 Jerry	 said	 I	 should	not	 go	 to	 cab	work
again	with	just	anybody,	and	the	governor	promised	to	find	a	place	for	me	where
I	should	be	comfortable.
The	day	came	for	going	away.	Jerry	had	not	been	allowed	to	go	out	yet,	and	I

never	saw	him	after	that	New	Year's	eve.	Polly	and	the	children	came	to	bid	me
good-by.	"Poor	old	Jack!	dear	old	Jack!	I	wish	we	could	take	you	with	us,"	she
said,	and	then	laying	her	hand	on	my	mane	she	put	her	face	close	to	my	neck	and
kissed	me.	Dolly	was	crying	and	kissed	me	too.	Harry	stroked	me	a	great	deal,
but	 said	nothing,	 only	he	 seemed	very	 sad,	 and	 so	 I	was	 led	 away	 to	my	new
place.



Part	4



Chapter		1
Jakes	and	the	Lady

I	was	sold	to	a	corn	dealer	and	baker,	whom	Jerry	knew,	and	with	him	he	thought
I	should	have	good	food	and	fair	work.	In	the	first	he	was	quite	right,	and	if	my
master	 had	 always	 been	 on	 the	 premises	 I	 do	 not	 think	 I	 should	 have	 been
overloaded,	but	there	was	a	foreman	who	was	always	hurrying	and	driving	every
one,	and	frequently	when	I	had	quite	a	full	load	he	would	order	something	else
to	be	taken	on.	My	carter,	whose	name	was	Jakes,	often	said	it	was	more	than	I
ought	 to	 take,	 but	 the	 other	 always	 overruled	 him.	 "'Twas	 no	 use	 going	 twice
when	once	would	do,	and	he	chose	to	get	business	forward."
Jakes,	 like	 the	other	 carters,	 always	had	 the	 check-rein	up,	which	prevented

me	from	drawing	easily,	and	by	the	time	I	had	been	there	three	or	four	months	I
found	the	work	telling	very	much	on	my	strength.
One	day	I	was	loaded	more	than	usual,	and	part	of	the	road	was	a	steep	uphill.

I	 used	 all	my	 strength,	 but	 I	 could	 not	 get	 on,	 and	was	 obliged	 continually	 to
stop.	This	did	not	please	my	driver,	and	he	laid	his	whip	on	badly.	"Get	on,	you
lazy	fellow,"	he	said,	"or	I'll	make	you."
Again	I	started	the	heavy	load,	and	struggled	on	a	few	yards;	again	the	whip

came	down,	and	again	I	struggled	forward.	The	pain	of	that	great	cart	whip	was
sharp,	but	my	mind	was	hurt	quite	as	much	as	my	poor	sides.	To	be	punished	and
abused	when	I	was	doing	my	very	best	was	so	hard	it	took	the	heart	out	of	me.	A
third	time	he	was	flogging	me	cruelly,	when	a	 lady	stepped	quickly	up	to	him,
and	said	in	a	sweet,	earnest	voice:
"Oh!	pray	do	not	whip	your	good	horse	any	more;	I	am	sure	he	is	doing	all	he

can,	and	the	road	is	very	steep;	I	am	sure	he	is	doing	his	best."
"If	doing	his	best	won't	get	this	load	up	he	must	do	something	more	than	his

best;	that's	all	I	know,	ma'am,"	said	Jakes.
"But	is	it	not	a	heavy	load?"	she	said.
"Yes,	yes,	too	heavy,"	he	said;	"but	that's	not	my	fault;	the	foreman	came	just

as	we	were	starting,	and	would	have	 three	hundredweight	more	put	on	 to	save
him	trouble,	and	I	must	get	on	with	it	as	well	as	I	can."
He	was	raising	the	whip	again,	when	the	lady	said:
"Pray,	stop;	I	think	I	can	help	you	if	you	will	let	me."
The	man	laughed.



"You	see,"	she	said,	"you	do	not	give	him	a	fair	chance;	he	cannot	use	all	his
power	with	his	head	held	back	as	it	is	with	that	check-rein;	if	you	would	take	it
off	I	am	sure	he	would	do	better—do	try	it,"	she	said	persuasively,	"I	should	be
very	glad	if	you	would."
"Well,	 well,"	 said	 Jakes,	 with	 a	 short	 laugh,	 "anything	 to	 please	 a	 lady,	 of

course.	How	far	would	you	wish	it	down,	ma'am?"
"Quite	down,	give	him	his	head	altogether."
The	 rein	was	 taken	 off,	 and	 in	 a	moment	 I	 put	my	 head	 down	 to	my	 very

knees.	What	a	comfort	it	was!	Then	I	tossed	it	up	and	down	several	times	to	get
the	aching	stiffness	out	of	my	neck.
"Poor	fellow!	that	is	what	you	wanted,"	said	she,	patting	and	stroking	me	with

her	 gentle	 hand;	 "and	 now	 if	 you	will	 speak	 kindly	 to	 him	 and	 lead	 him	on	 I
believe	he	will	be	able	to	do	better."
Jakes	took	the	rein.	"Come	on,	Blackie."	I	put	down	my	head,	and	threw	my

whole	weight	against	the	collar;	I	spared	no	strength;	the	load	moved	on,	and	I
pulled	it	steadily	up	the	hill,	and	then	stopped	to	take	breath.
The	lady	had	walked	along	the	footpath,	and	now	came	across	into	the	road.

She	stroked	and	patted	my	neck,	as	I	had	not	been	patted	for	many	a	long	day.
"You	see	he	was	quite	willing	when	you	gave	him	the	chance;	I	am	sure	he	is

a	 fine-tempered	creature,	and	 I	dare	say	has	known	better	days.	You	won't	put
that	rein	on	again,	will	you?"	for	he	was	just	going	to	hitch	it	up	on	the	old	plan.
"Well,	ma'am,	I	can't	deny	that	having	his	head	has	helped	him	up	the	hill,	and

I'll	 remember	 it	 another	 time,	 and	 thank	you,	ma'am;	but	 if	 he	went	without	 a
check-rein	I	should	be	the	laughing-stock	of	all	the	carters;	it	is	the	fashion,	you
see."
"Is	it	not	better,"	she	said,	"to	lead	a	good	fashion	than	to	follow	a	bad	one?	A

great	many	gentlemen	do	not	use	check-reins	now;	our	carriage	horses	have	not
worn	 them	 for	 fifteen	 years,	 and	work	with	much	 less	 fatigue	 than	 those	who
have	 them;	 besides,"	 she	 added	 in	 a	 very	 serious	 voice,	 "we	 have	 no	 right	 to
distress	any	of	God's	creatures	without	a	very	good	reason;	we	call	them	dumb
animals,	and	so	they	are,	for	they	cannot	tell	us	how	they	feel,	but	they	do	not
suffer	less	because	they	have	no	words.	But	I	must	not	detain	you	now;	I	thank
you	for	trying	my	plan	with	your	good	horse,	and	I	am	sure	you	will	find	it	far
better	 than	 the	 whip.	 Good-day,"	 and	 with	 another	 soft	 pat	 on	 my	 neck	 she
stepped	lightly	across	the	path,	and	I	saw	her	no	more.
"That	was	a	real	 lady,	I'll	be	bound	for	it,"	said	Jakes	to	himself;	"she	spoke

just	as	polite	as	if	I	was	a	gentleman,	and	I'll	try	her	plan,	uphill,	at	any	rate;"	and
I	must	do	him	the	justice	to	say	that	he	let	my	rein	out	several	holes,	and	going
uphill	after	that,	he	always	gave	me	my	head;	but	the	heavy	loads	went	on.	Good



feed	and	fair	rest	will	keep	up	one's	strength	under	full	work,	but	no	horse	can
stand	against	overloading;	and	I	was	getting	so	thoroughly	pulled	down	from	this
cause	that	a	younger	horse	was	bought	in	my	place.	I	may	as	well	mention	here
what	I	suffered	at	 this	 time	from	another	cause.	I	had	heard	horses	speak	of	 it,
but	had	never	myself	had	experience	of	the	evil;	this	was	a	badly-lighted	stable;
there	was	only	one	very	small	window	at	the	end,	and	the	consequence	was	that
the	stalls	were	almost	dark.
Besides	 the	depressing	effect	 this	had	on	my	spirits,	 it	very	much	weakened

my	sight,	and	when	I	was	suddenly	brought	out	of	the	darkness	into	the	glare	of
daylight	 it	 was	 very	 painful	 to	 my	 eyes.	 Several	 times	 I	 stumbled	 over	 the
threshold,	and	could	scarcely	see	where	I	was	going.
I	believe,	had	 I	 stayed	 there	very	 long,	 I	 should	have	become	purblind,	 and

that	would	have	been	a	great	misfortune,	for	I	have	heard	men	say	that	a	stone-
blind	horse	was	safer	to	drive	than	one	which	had	imperfect	sight,	as	it	generally
makes	them	very	timid.	However,	I	escaped	without	any	permanent	injury	to	my
sight,	and	was	sold	to	a	large	cab	owner.



Chapter		2
Hard	Times

My	new	master	 I	shall	never	 forget;	he	had	black	eyes	and	a	hooked	nose,	his
mouth	was	 as	 full	 of	 teeth	 as	 a	 bull-dog's,	 and	 his	 voice	was	 as	 harsh	 as	 the
grinding	of	 cart	wheels	over	graveled	 stones.	His	name	was	Nicholas	Skinner,
and	I	believe	he	was	the	man	that	poor	Seedy	Sam	drove	for.
I	have	heard	men	say	that	seeing	is	believing;	but	I	should	say	that	feeling	is

believing;	for	much	as	I	had	seen	before,	I	never	knew	till	now	the	utter	misery
of	a	cab-horse's	life.
Skinner	 had	 a	 low	 set	 of	 cabs	 and	 a	 low	 set	 of	 drivers;	 he	was	hard	on	 the

men,	and	the	men	were	hard	on	the	horses.	In	this	place	we	had	no	Sunday	rest,
and	it	was	in	the	heat	of	summer.
Sometimes	on	a	Sunday	morning	a	party	of	 fast	men	would	hire	 the	cab	for

the	day;	four	of	them	inside	and	another	with	the	driver,	and	I	had	to	take	them
ten	 or	 fifteen	miles	 out	 into	 the	 country,	 and	 back	 again;	 never	would	 any	 of
them	get	down	to	walk	up	a	hill,	let	it	be	ever	so	steep,	or	the	day	ever	so	hot—
unless,	indeed,	when	the	driver	was	afraid	I	should	not	manage	it,	and	sometimes
I	was	so	fevered	and	worn	that	I	could	hardly	touch	my	food.	How	I	used	to	long
for	 the	 nice	 bran	mash	with	 niter	 in	 it	 that	 Jerry	 used	 to	 give	 us	 on	 Saturday
nights	 in	hot	weather,	 that	 used	 to	 cool	us	down	and	make	us	 so	 comfortable.
Then	we	 had	 two	 nights	 and	 a	whole	 day	 for	 unbroken	 rest,	 and	 on	Monday
morning	we	were	as	fresh	as	young	horses	again;	but	here	there	was	no	rest,	and
my	driver	was	just	as	hard	as	his	master.	He	had	a	cruel	whip	with	something	so
sharp	at	the	end	that	it	sometimes	drew	blood,	and	he	would	even	whip	me	under
the	belly,	and	flip	 the	 lash	out	at	my	head.	Indignities	 like	 these	 took	the	heart
out	 of	 me	 terribly,	 but	 still	 I	 did	 my	 best	 and	 never	 hung	 back;	 for,	 as	 poor
Ginger	said,	it	was	no	use;	men	are	the	strongest.
My	life	was	now	so	utterly	wretched	that	I	wished	I	might,	like	Ginger,	drop

down	 dead	 at	my	work	 and	 be	 out	 of	my	misery,	 and	 one	 day	my	wish	 very
nearly	came	to	pass.
I	went	 on	 the	 stand	 at	 eight	 in	 the	morning,	 and	 had	 done	 a	 good	 share	 of

work,	when	we	had	to	take	a	fare	to	the	railway.	A	long	train	was	just	expected
in,	 so	my	driver	pulled	up	at	 the	back	of	 some	of	 the	outside	 cabs	 to	 take	 the
chance	of	a	return	fare.	It	was	a	very	heavy	train,	and	as	all	the	cabs	were	soon



engaged	ours	was	called	for.	There	was	a	party	of	four;	a	noisy,	blustering	man
with	a	lady,	a	little	boy	and	a	young	girl,	and	a	great	deal	of	luggage.	The	lady
and	the	boy	got	 into	 the	cab,	and	while	 the	man	ordered	about	 the	 luggage	the
young	girl	came	and	looked	at	me.
"Papa,"	she	said,	"I	am	sure	this	poor	horse	cannot	take	us	and	all	our	luggage

so	far,	he	is	so	very	weak	and	worn	up.	Do	look	at	him."
"Oh!	he's	all	right,	miss,"	said	my	driver,	"he's	strong	enough."
The	 porter,	 who	 was	 pulling	 about	 some	 heavy	 boxes,	 suggested	 to	 the

gentleman,	as	there	was	so	much	luggage,	whether	he	would	not	take	a	second
cab.
"Can	your	horse	do	it,	or	can't	he?"	said	the	blustering	man.
"Oh!	he	can	do	it	all	right,	sir;	send	up	the	boxes,	porter;	he	could	take	more

than	that;"	and	he	helped	to	haul	up	a	box	so	heavy	that	I	could	feel	the	springs
go	down.
"Papa,	papa,	do	take	a	second	cab,"	said	the	young	girl	in	a	beseeching	tone.

"I	am	sure	we	are	wrong,	I	am	sure	it	is	very	cruel."
"Nonsense,	Grace,	get	in	at	once,	and	don't	make	all	this	fuss;	a	pretty	thing	it

would	be	if	a	man	of	business	had	to	examine	every	cab-horse	before	he	hired	it
—the	 man	 knows	 his	 own	 business	 of	 course;	 there,	 get	 in	 and	 hold	 your
tongue!"
My	gentle	friend	had	to	obey,	and	box	after	box	was	dragged	up	and	lodged

on	the	top	of	the	cab	or	settled	by	the	side	of	the	driver.	At	last	all	was	ready,	and
with	his	usual	jerk	at	the	rein	and	slash	of	the	whip	he	drove	out	of	the	station.
The	load	was	very	heavy	and	I	had	had	neither	food	nor	rest	since	morning;

but	I	did	my	best,	as	I	always	had	done,	in	spite	of	cruelty	and	injustice.
I	got	along	fairly	 till	we	came	to	Ludgate	Hill;	but	 there	 the	heavy	load	and

my	 own	 exhaustion	 were	 too	 much.	 I	 was	 struggling	 to	 keep	 on,	 goaded	 by
constant	 chucks	 of	 the	 rein	 and	use	 of	 the	whip,	when	 in	 a	 single	moment—I
cannot	tell	how—my	feet	slipped	from	under	me,	and	I	fell	heavily	to	the	ground
on	my	side;	the	suddenness	and	the	force	with	which	I	fell	seemed	to	beat	all	the
breath	out	of	my	body.	I	lay	perfectly	still;	indeed,	I	had	no	power	to	move,	and	I
thought	 now	 I	 was	 going	 to	 die.	 I	 heard	 a	 sort	 of	 confusion	 round	me,	 loud,
angry	voices,	and	the	getting	down	of	the	luggage,	but	it	was	all	like	a	dream.	I
thought	I	heard	that	sweet,	pitiful	voice	saying,	"Oh!	that	poor	horse!	it	is	all	our
fault."	Some	one	came	and	loosened	the	throat	strap	of	my	bridle,	and	undid	the
traces	which	kept	 the	collar	so	tight	upon	me.	Some	one	said,	"He's	dead,	he'll
never	get	up	again."	Then	I	could	hear	a	policeman	giving	orders,	but	I	did	not
even	open	my	eyes;	I	could	only	draw	a	gasping	breath	now	and	then.	Some	cold
water	was	thrown	over	my	head,	and	some	cordial	was	poured	into	my	mouth,



and	 something	was	 covered	 over	me.	 I	 cannot	 tell	 how	 long	 I	 lay	 there,	 but	 I
found	 my	 life	 coming	 back,	 and	 a	 kind-voiced	 man	 was	 patting	 me	 and
encouraging	me	to	rise.	After	some	more	cordial	had	been	given	me,	and	after
one	or	two	attempts,	I	staggered	to	my	feet,	and	was	gently	led	to	some	stables
which	were	close	by.	Here	 I	was	put	 into	a	well-littered	 stall,	 and	 some	warm
gruel	was	brought	to	me,	which	I	drank	thankfully.
In	the	evening	I	was	sufficiently	recovered	to	be	led	back	to	Skinner's	stables,

where	I	think	they	did	the	best	for	me	they	could.	In	the	morning	Skinner	came
with	a	farrier	to	look	at	me.	He	examined	me	very	closely	and	said:
"This	is	a	case	of	overwork	more	than	disease,	and	if	you	could	give	him	a	run

off	for	six	months	he	would	be	able	to	work	again;	but	now	there	is	not	an	ounce
of	strength	left	in	him."
"Then	he	must	just	go	to	the	dogs,"	said	Skinner.	"I	have	no	meadows	to	nurse

sick	horses	in—he	might	get	well	or	he	might	not;	that	sort	of	thing	don't	suit	my
business;	my	plan	is	to	work	'em	as	long	as	they'll	go,	and	then	sell	'em	for	what
they'll	fetch,	at	the	knacker's	or	elsewhere."
"If	he	was	broken-winded,"	 said	 the	 farrier,	 "you	had	better	have	him	killed

out	of	hand,	but	he	is	not;	there	is	a	sale	of	horses	coming	off	in	about	ten	days;
if	you	rest	him	and	feed	him	up	he	may	pick	up,	and	you	may	get	more	than	his
skin	is	worth,	at	any	rate."
Upon	this	advice	Skinner,	rather	unwillingly,	I	think,	gave	orders	that	I	should

be	well	 fed	 and	 cared	 for,	 and	 the	 stable	man,	 happily	 for	me,	 carried	 out	 the
orders	with	a	much	better	will	 than	his	master	had	in	giving	them.	Ten	days	of
perfect	rest,	plenty	of	good	oats,	hay,	bran	mashes,	with	boiled	linseed	mixed	in
them,	did	more	to	get	up	my	condition	than	anything	else	could	have	done;	those
linseed	mashes	were	delicious,	and	I	began	to	think,	after	all,	it	might	be	better
to	live	than	go	to	the	dogs.	When	the	twelfth	day	after	the	accident	came,	I	was
taken	 to	 the	 sale,	 a	 few	miles	 out	 of	 London.	 I	 felt	 that	 any	 change	 from	my
present	place	must	be	an	improvement,	so	I	held	up	my	head,	and	hoped	for	the
best.



Chapter		3
Farmer	Thoroughgood	and	His	Grandson	Willie

At	 this	 sale,	 of	 course	 I	 found	myself	 in	 company	with	 the	 old	 broken-down
horses—some	lame,	some	broken-winded,	some	old,	and	some	that	I	am	sure	it
would	have	been	merciful	to	shoot.
The	buyers	and	sellers,	too,	many	of	them,	looked	not	much	better	off	than	the

poor	beasts	they	were	bargaining	about.	There	were	poor	old	men,	trying	to	get	a
horse	or	a	pony	for	a	few	pounds,	that	might	drag	about	some	little	wood	or	coal
cart.	 There	 were	 poor	 men	 trying	 to	 sell	 a	 worn-out	 beast	 for	 two	 or	 three
pounds,	rather	than	have	the	greater	loss	of	killing	him.	Some	of	them	looked	as
if	poverty	and	hard	times	had	hardened	them	all	over;	but	there	were	others	that	I
would	have	willingly	used	the	last	of	my	strength	in	serving;	poor	and	shabby,
but	kind	and	human,	with	voices	that	I	could	trust.	There	was	one	tottering	old
man	who	took	a	great	fancy	to	me,	and	I	to	him,	but	I	was	not	strong	enough—it
was	an	anxious	 time!	Coming	 from	 the	better	part	of	 the	 fair,	 I	noticed	a	man
who	 looked	 like	 a	 gentleman	 farmer,	with	 a	 young	 boy	 by	 his	 side;	 he	 had	 a
broad	 back	 and	 round	 shoulders,	 a	 kind,	 ruddy	 face,	 and	 he	 wore	 a	 broad-
brimmed	hat.	When	 he	 came	up	 to	me	 and	my	 companions	 he	 stood	 still	 and
gave	a	pitiful	 look	round	upon	us.	 I	 saw	his	eye	 rest	on	me;	 I	had	still	a	good
mane	and	 tail,	which	did	something	 for	my	appearance.	 I	pricked	my	ears	and
looked	at	him.
"There's	a	horse,	Willie,	that	has	known	better	days."
"Poor	 old	 fellow!"	 said	 the	 boy,	 "do	 you	 think,	 grandpapa,	 he	 was	 ever	 a

carriage	horse?"
"Oh,	 yes!	 my	 boy,"	 said	 the	 farmer,	 coming	 closer,	 "he	 might	 have	 been

anything	when	he	was	young;	look	at	his	nostrils	and	his	ears,	the	shape	of	his
neck	and	shoulder;	 there's	a	deal	of	breeding	about	 that	horse."	He	put	out	his
hand	and	gave	me	a	kind	pat	on	 the	neck.	 I	 put	out	my	nose	 in	 answer	 to	his
kindness;	the	boy	stroked	my	face.
"Poor	old	 fellow!	 see,	 grandpapa,	how	well	 he	understands	kindness.	Could

not	you	buy	him	and	make	him	young	again	as	you	did	with	Ladybird?"
"My	dear	boy,	I	can't	make	all	old	horses	young;	besides,	Ladybird	was	not	so

very	old,	as	she	was	run	down	and	badly	used."
"Well,	grandpapa,	I	don't	believe	that	this	one	is	old;	look	at	his	mane	and	tail.



I	wish	you	would	look	into	his	mouth,	and	then	you	could	tell;	though	he	is	so
very	thin,	his	eyes	are	not	sunk	like	some	old	horses'."
The	 old	 gentleman	 laughed.	 "Bless	 the	 boy!	 he	 is	 as	 horsey	 as	 his	 old

grandfather."
"But	do	look	at	his	mouth,	grandpapa,	and	ask	the	price;	I	am	sure	he	would

grow	young	in	our	meadows."
The	man	who	had	brought	me	for	sale	now	put	in	his	word.
"The	young	gentleman's	a	real	knowing	one,	sir.	Now	the	fact	is,	this	'ere	hoss

is	just	pulled	down	with	overwork	in	the	cabs;	he's	not	an	old	one,	and	I	heerd	as
how	the	vetenary	should	say,	that	a	six	months'	run	off	would	set	him	right	up,
being	as	how	his	wind	was	not	broken.	I've	had	the	tending	of	him	these	ten	days
past,	and	a	gratefuller,	pleasanter	animal	I	never	met	with,	and	'twould	be	worth
a	 gentleman's	 while	 to	 give	 a	 five-pound	 note	 for	 him,	 and	 let	 him	 have	 a
chance.	I'll	be	bound	he'd	be	worth	twenty	pounds	next	spring."
The	old	gentleman	laughed,	and	the	little	boy	looked	up	eagerly.
"Oh,	grandpapa,	did	you	not	say	the	colt	sold	for	five	pounds	more	than	you

expected?	You	would	not	be	poorer	if	you	did	buy	this	one."
The	farmer	slowly	felt	my	legs,	which	were	much	swelled	and	strained;	then

he	 looked	 at	my	mouth.	 "Thirteen	 or	 fourteen,	 I	 should	 say;	 just	 trot	 him	out,
will	you?"
I	arched	my	poor	 thin	neck,	raised	my	tail	a	 little,	and	threw	out	my	legs	as

well	as	I	could,	for	they	were	very	stiff.
"What	is	the	lowest	you	will	take	for	him?"	said	the	farmer	as	I	came	back.
"Five	pounds,	sir;	that	was	the	lowest	price	my	master	set."
"'Tis	a	speculation,"	said	the	old	gentleman,	shaking	his	head,	but	at	the	same

time	 slowly	 drawing	 out	 his	 purse,	 "quite	 a	 speculation!	 Have	 you	 any	more
business	here?"	he	said,	counting	the	sovereigns	into	his	hand.
"No,	sir,	I	can	take	him	for	you	to	the	inn,	if	you	please."
"Do	so,	I	am	now	going	there."
They	walked	forward,	and	I	was	led	behind.	The	boy	could	hardly	control	his

delight,	and	the	old	gentleman	seemed	to	enjoy	his	pleasure.	I	had	a	good	feed	at
the	inn,	and	was	then	gently	ridden	home	by	a	servant	of	my	new	master's,	and
turned	into	a	large	meadow	with	a	shed	in	one	corner	of	it.
Mr.	Thoroughgood,	for	that	was	the	name	of	my	benefactor,	gave	orders	that	I

should	have	hay	and	oats	every	night	and	morning,	and	the	run	of	the	meadow
during	 the	 day,	 and,	 "you,	Willie,"	 said	 he,	 "must	 take	 the	 oversight	 of	 him;	 I
give	him	in	charge	to	you."
The	boy	was	proud	of	his	charge,	 and	undertook	 it	 in	all	 seriousness.	There

was	not	a	day	when	he	did	not	pay	me	a	visit;	sometimes	picking	me	out	from



among	 the	 other	 horses,	 and	 giving	me	 a	 bit	 of	 carrot,	 or	 something	 good,	 or
sometimes	standing	by	me	while	I	ate	my	oats.	He	always	came	with	kind	words
and	caresses,	and	of	course	I	grew	very	fond	of	him.	He	called	me	Old	Crony,	as
I	used	to	come	to	him	in	the	field	and	follow	him	about.	Sometimes	he	brought
his	grandfather,	who	always	looked	closely	at	my	legs.
"This	is	our	point,	Willie,"	he	would	say;	"but	he	is	improving	so	steadily	that

I	think	we	shall	see	a	change	for	the	better	in	the	spring."
The	perfect	rest,	the	good	food,	the	soft	turf,	and	gentle	exercise,	soon	began

to	tell	on	my	condition	and	my	spirits.	I	had	a	good	constitution	from	my	mother,
and	I	was	never	strained	when	I	was	young,	so	 that	 I	had	a	better	chance	 than
many	 horses	 who	 have	 been	 worked	 before	 they	 came	 to	 their	 full	 strength.
During	 the	winter	my	 legs	 improved	so	much	 that	 I	began	 to	 feel	quite	young
again.	 The	 spring	 came	 round,	 and	 one	 day	 in	 March	 Mr.	 Thoroughgood
determined	that	he	would	try	me	in	the	phaeton.	I	was	well	pleased,	and	he	and
Willie	drove	me	a	few	miles.	My	legs	were	not	stiff	now,	and	I	did	the	work	with
perfect	ease.
"He's	growing	young,	Willie;	we	must	give	him	a	little	gentle	work	now,	and

by	mid-summer	he	will	be	as	good	as	Ladybird.	He	has	a	beautiful	mouth	and
good	paces;	they	can't	be	better."
"Oh,	grandpapa,	how	glad	I	am	you	bought	him!"
"So	am	I,	my	boy;	but	he	has	 to	 thank	you	more	 than	me;	we	must	now	be

looking	out	for	a	quiet,	genteel	place	for	him,	where	he	will	be	valued."



Chapter		4
My	Last	Home

One	 day	 during	 this	 summer	 the	 groom	 cleaned	 and	 dressed	 me	 with	 such
extraordinary	care	that	I	thought	some	new	change	must	be	at	hand;	he	trimmed
my	 fetlocks	 and	 legs,	 passed	 the	 tarbrush	 over	my	hoofs,	 and	 even	 parted	my
forelock.	 I	 think	 the	 harness	 had	 an	 extra	 polish.	Willie	 seemed	 half-anxious,
half-merry,	as	he	got	into	the	chaise	with	his	grandfather.
"If	the	ladies	take	to	him,"	said	the	old	gentleman,	"they'll	be	suited	and	he'll

be	suited.	We	can	but	try."
At	 the	 distance	 of	 a	mile	 or	 two	 from	 the	 village	we	 came	 to	 a	 pretty,	 low

house,	with	a	lawn	and	shrubbery	at	the	front	and	a	drive	up	to	the	door.	Willie
rang	the	bell,	and	asked	if	Miss	Blomefield	or	Miss	Ellen	was	at	home.	Yes,	they
were.	So,	while	Willie	stayed	with	me,	Mr.	Thoroughgood	went	into	the	house.
In	 about	 ten	minutes	he	 returned,	 followed	by	 three	 ladies;	 one	 tall,	 pale	 lady,
wrapped	in	a	white	shawl,	leaned	on	a	younger	lady,	with	dark	eyes	and	a	merry
face;	 the	 other,	 a	 very	 stately-looking	 person,	 was	Miss	 Blomefield.	 They	 all
came	and	looked	at	me	and	asked	questions.	The	younger	lady—that	was	Miss
Ellen—took	to	me	very	much;	she	said	she	was	sure	she	should	like	me,	I	had
such	a	good	face.	The	tall,	pale	lady	said	that	she	should	always	be	nervous	in
riding	behind	a	horse	that	had	once	been	down,	as	I	might	come	down	again,	and
if	I	did	she	should	never	get	over	the	fright.
"You	 see,	 ladies,"	 said	Mr.	Thoroughgood,	 "many	 first-rate	 horses	 have	had

their	knees	broken	through	the	carelessness	of	their	drivers	without	any	fault	of
their	own,	and	from	what	I	see	of	this	horse	I	should	say	that	is	his	case;	but	of
course	I	do	not	wish	to	influence	you.	If	you	incline	you	can	have	him	on	trial,
and	then	your	coachman	will	see	what	he	thinks	of	him."
"You	have	always	been	such	a	good	adviser	to	us	about	our	horses,"	said	the

stately	lady,	"that	your	recommendation	would	go	a	long	way	with	me,	and	if	my
sister	Lavinia	sees	no	objection	we	will	accept	your	offer	of	a	trial,	with	thanks."
It	was	then	arranged	that	I	should	be	sent	for	the	next	day.
In	 the	morning	a	 smart-looking	young	man	came	 for	me.	At	 first	he	 looked

pleased;	but	when	he	saw	my	knees	he	said	in	a	disappointed	voice:
"I	didn't	think,	sir,	you	would	have	recommended	my	ladies	a	blemished	horse

like	that."



"'Handsome	 is	 that	 handsome	 does',"	 said	my	master;	 "you	 are	 only	 taking
him	on	trial,	and	I	am	sure	you	will	do	fairly	by	him,	young	man.	If	he	is	not	as
safe	as	any	horse	you	ever	drove	send	him	back."
I	was	 led	 to	my	 new	 home,	 placed	 in	 a	 comfortable	 stable,	 fed,	 and	 left	 to

myself.	The	next	day,	when	the	groom	was	cleaning	my	face,	he	said:
"That	is	just	like	the	star	that	'Black	Beauty'	had;	he	is	much	the	same	height,

too.	I	wonder	where	he	is	now."
A	 little	 further	 on	 he	 came	 to	 the	 place	 in	my	 neck	 where	 I	 was	 bled	 and

where	a	little	knot	was	left	in	the	skin.	He	almost	started,	and	began	to	look	me
over	carefully,	talking	to	himself.
"White	star	in	the	forehead,	one	white	foot	on	the	off	side,	this	little	knot	just

in	that	place;"	then	looking	at	the	middle	of	my	back—"and,	as	I	am	alive,	there
is	that	little	patch	of	white	hair	that	John	used	to	call	'Beauty's	three-penny	bit'.	It
must	 be	 'Black	 Beauty'!	Why,	 Beauty!	 Beauty!	 do	 you	 know	 me?—little	 Joe
Green,	that	almost	killed	you?"	And	he	began	patting	and	patting	me	as	if	he	was
quite	overjoyed.
I	could	not	say	 that	 I	 remembered	him,	 for	now	he	was	a	 fine	grown	young

fellow,	with	black	whiskers	and	a	man's	voice,	but	I	was	sure	he	knew	me,	and
that	he	was	Joe	Green,	and	I	was	very	glad.	I	put	my	nose	up	to	him,	and	tried	to
say	that	we	were	friends.	I	never	saw	a	man	so	pleased.
"Give	you	a	fair	trial!	I	should	think	so	indeed!	I	wonder	who	the	rascal	was

that	 broke	 your	 knees,	my	 old	 Beauty!	 you	must	 have	 been	 badly	 served	 out
somewhere;	well,	well,	it	won't	be	my	fault	if	you	haven't	good	times	of	it	now.	I
wish	John	Manly	was	here	to	see	you."
In	the	afternoon	I	was	put	into	a	low	park	chair	and	brought	to	the	door.	Miss

Ellen	was	going	to	try	me,	and	Green	went	with	her.	I	soon	found	that	she	was	a
good	driver,	and	she	seemed	pleased	with	my	paces.	I	heard	Joe	telling	her	about
me,	and	that	he	was	sure	I	was	Squire	Gordon's	old	"Black	Beauty".
When	 we	 returned	 the	 other	 sisters	 came	 out	 to	 hear	 how	 I	 had	 behaved

myself.	She	told	them	what	she	had	just	heard,	and	said:
"I	shall	certainly	write	to	Mrs.	Gordon,	and	tell	her	that	her	favorite	horse	has

come	to	us.	How	pleased	she	will	be!"
After	 this	 I	was	driven	every	day	 for	 a	week	or	 so,	 and	as	 I	 appeared	 to	be

quite	safe,	Miss	Lavinia	at	last	ventured	out	in	the	small	close	carriage.	After	this
it	was	quite	decided	to	keep	me	and	call	me	by	my	old	name	of	"Black	Beauty".
I	have	now	lived	in	this	happy	place	a	whole	year.	Joe	is	the	best	and	kindest

of	grooms.	My	work	is	easy	and	pleasant,	and	I	feel	my	strength	and	spirits	all
coming	back	again.	Mr.	Thoroughgood	said	to	Joe	the	other	day:
"In	your	place	he	will	last	till	he	is	twenty	years	old—perhaps	more."



Willie	always	speaks	to	me	when	he	can,	and	treats	me	as	his	special	friend.
My	ladies	have	promised	that	I	shall	never	be	sold,	and	so	I	have	nothing	to	fear;
and	here	my	story	ends.	My	troubles	are	all	over,	and	I	am	at	home;	and	often
before	I	am	quite	awake,	I	fancy	I	am	still	 in	the	orchard	at	Birtwick,	standing
with	my	old	friends	under	the	apple-trees.
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Characters
ELNORA,	who	 collects	moths	 to	 pay	 for	 her	 education,	 and	 lives	 the	Golden
Rule.
PHILIP	AMMON,	who	assists	 in	moth	hunting,	and	gains	a	new	conception

of	love.
MRS.	COMSTOCK,	who	lost	a	delusion	and	found	a	treasure.
WESLEY	SINTON,	who	always	did	his	best.
MARGARET	SINTON,	who	"mothers"	Elnora.
BILLY,	a	boy	from	real	life.
EDITH	CARR,	who	discovers	herself.
HART	HENDERSON,	to	whom	love	means	all	things.
POLLY	AMMON,	who	pays	an	old	score.
TOM	LEVERING,	engaged	to	Polly.
TERENCE	O'MORE,	Freckles	grown	tall.
MRS.	O'MORE,	who	remained	the	Angel.
TERENCE,	ALICE	and	LITTLE	BROTHER,	the	O'MORE	children.



Chapter		1
Wherein	Elnora	goes	to	high	school	and	learns	many
lessons	not	found	in	her	books
"Elnora	 Comstock,	 have	 you	 lost	 your	 senses?"	 demanded	 the	 angry	 voice	 of
Katharine	Comstock	while	she	glared	at	her	daughter.
"Why	mother!"	faltered	the	girl.
"Don't	 you	 'why	mother'	 me!"	 cried	Mrs.	 Comstock.	 "You	 know	 very	 well

what	 I	mean.	You've	given	me	no	peace	until	 you've	had	your	way	 about	 this
going	to	school	business;	I've	fixed	you	good	enough,	and	you're	ready	to	start.
But	no	child	of	mine	walks	 the	streets	of	Onabasha	 looking	 like	a	play-actress
woman.	You	wet	your	hair	and	comb	it	down	modest	and	decent	and	then	be	off,
or	you'll	have	no	time	to	find	where	you	belong."
Elnora	 gave	 one	 despairing	 glance	 at	 the	 white	 face,	 framed	 in	 a	 most

becoming	riot	of	reddish-brown	hair,	which	she	saw	in	the	little	kitchen	mirror.
Then	she	untied	the	narrow	black	ribbon,	wet	the	comb	and	plastered	the	waving
curls	 close	 to	 her	 head,	 bound	 them	 fast,	 pinned	 on	 the	 skimpy	 black	 hat	 and
opened	the	back	door.
"You've	 gone	 so	 plumb	 daffy	 you	 are	 forgetting	 your	 dinner,"	 jeered	 her

mother.
"I	don't	want	anything	to	eat,"	replied	Elnora.
"You'll	take	your	dinner	or	you'll	not	go	one	step.	Are	you	crazy?	Walk	almost

three	miles	and	no	food	from	six	in	the	morning	until	six	at	night.	A	pretty	figure
you'd	cut	if	you	had	your	way!	And	after	I've	gone	and	bought	you	this	nice	new
pail	and	filled	it	especial	to	start	on!"
Elnora	 came	 back	with	 a	 face	 still	whiter	 and	 picked	 up	 the	 lunch.	 "Thank

you,	mother!	Good-bye!"	 she	 said.	Mrs.	Comstock	did	not	 reply.	She	watched
the	girl	 follow	 the	 long	walk	 to	 the	gate	and	go	 from	sight	on	 the	 road,	 in	 the
bright	sunshine	of	the	first	Monday	of	September.
"I	bet	a	dollar	she	gets	enough	of	it	by	night!"	commented	Mrs.	Comstock.
Elnora	walked	by	 instinct,	 for	her	eyes	were	blinded	with	 tears.	She	 left	 the

road	 where	 it	 turned	 south,	 at	 the	 corner	 of	 the	 Limberlost,	 climbed	 a	 snake
fence	and	entered	a	path	worn	by	her	own	feet.	Dodging	under	willow	and	scrub
oak	branches	she	came	at	last	to	the	faint	outline	of	an	old	trail	made	in	the	days



when	the	precious	timber	of	 the	swamp	was	guarded	by	armed	men.	This	path
she	followed	until	she	reached	a	thick	clump	of	bushes.	From	the	debris	 in	the
end	 of	 a	 hollow	 log	 she	 took	 a	 key	 that	 unlocked	 the	 padlock	 of	 a	 large
weatherbeaten	old	box,	inside	of	which	lay	several	books,	a	butterfly	apparatus,
and	a	small	cracked	mirror.	The	walls	were	lined	thickly	with	gaudy	butterflies,
dragonflies,	and	moths.	She	set	up	the	mirror	and	once	more	pulling	the	ribbon
from	her	hair,	she	shook	the	bright	mass	over	her	shoulders,	tossing	it	dry	in	the
sunshine.	Then	 she	 straightened	 it,	 bound	 it	 loosely,	 and	 replaced	her	hat.	She
tugged	 vainly	 at	 the	 low	 brown	 calico	 collar	 and	 gazed	 despairingly	 at	 the
generous	 length	 of	 the	 narrow	 skirt.	 She	 lifted	 it	 as	 she	 would	 have	 cut	 it	 if
possible.	 That	 disclosed	 the	 heavy	 high	 leather	 shoes,	 at	 sight	 of	 which	 she
seemed	 positively	 ill,	 and	 hastily	 dropped	 the	 skirt.	 She	 opened	 the	 pail,
removed	the	lunch,	wrapped	it	in	the	napkin,	and	placed	it	in	a	small	pasteboard
box.	Locking	the	case	again	she	hid	the	key	and	hurried	down	the	trail.
She	followed	it	around	the	north	end	of	the	swamp	and	then	entered	a	footpath

crossing	a	farm	leading	in	the	direction	of	the	spires	of	the	city	to	the	northeast.
Again	she	climbed	a	fence	and	was	on	the	open	road.	For	an	instant	she	leaned
against	the	fence	staring	before	her,	then	turned	and	looked	back.	Behind	her	lay
the	 land	on	which	 she	had	been	born	 to	drudgery	 and	 a	mother	who	made	no
pretence	of	loving	her;	before	her	lay	the	city	through	whose	schools	she	hoped
to	 find	means	 of	 escape	 and	 the	way	 to	 reach	 the	 things	 for	which	 she	 cared.
When	 she	 thought	 of	 how	 she	 appeared	 she	 leaned	 more	 heavily	 against	 the
fence	and	groaned;	when	she	thought	of	turning	back	and	wearing	such	clothing
in	 ignorance	 all	 the	 days	 of	 her	 life	 she	 set	 her	 teeth	 firmly	 and	went	 hastily
toward	Onabasha.
On	the	bridge	crossing	a	deep	culvert	at	the	suburbs	she	glanced	around,	and

then	kneeling	she	thrust	the	lunch	box	between	the	foundation	and	the	flooring.
This	left	her	empty-handed	as	she	approached	the	big	stone	high	school	building.
She	 entered	 bravely	 and	 inquired	 her	way	 to	 the	 office	 of	 the	 superintendent.
There	 she	 learned	 that	 she	 should	 have	 come	 the	 previous	week	 and	 arranged
about	her	classes.	There	were	many	things	incident	to	the	opening	of	school,	and
one	man	unable	to	cope	with	all	of	them.
"Where	 have	 you	 been	 attending	 school?"	 he	 asked,	 while	 he	 advised	 the

teacher	of	Domestic	Science	not	to	telephone	for	groceries	until	she	knew	how
many	 she	 would	 have	 in	 her	 classes;	 wrote	 an	 order	 for	 chemicals	 for	 the
students	of	science;	and	advised	the	leader	of	the	orchestra	to	hire	a	professional
to	take	the	place	of	the	bass	violist,	reported	suddenly	ill.
"I	 finished	 last	 spring	 at	 Brushwood	 school,	 district	 number	 nine,"	 said

Elnora.	"I	have	been	studying	all	summer.	I	am	quite	sure	I	can	do	the	first	year



work,	if	I	have	a	few	days	to	get	started."
"Of	 course,	 of	 course,"	 assented	 the	 superintendent.	 "Almost	 invariably

country	pupils	do	good	work.	You	may	enter	first	year,	and	if	it	is	too	difficult,
we	will	find	it	out	speedily.	Your	teachers	will	tell	you	the	list	of	books	you	must
have,	and	if	you	will	come	with	me	I	will	show	you	the	way	to	the	auditorium.	It
is	now	time	for	opening	exercises.	Take	any	seat	you	find	vacant."
Elnora	stood	before	the	entrance	and	stared	into	the	largest	room	she	ever	had

seen.	 The	 floor	 sloped	 to	 a	 yawning	 stage	 on	 which	 a	 band	 of	 musicians,
grouped	 around	 a	 grand	 piano,	 were	 tuning	 their	 instruments.	 She	 had	 two
fleeting	impressions.	That	 it	was	all	a	mistake;	 this	was	no	school,	but	a	grand
display	of	enormous	ribbon	bows;	and	the	second,	that	she	was	sinking,	and	had
forgotten	how	to	walk.	Then	a	burst	from	the	orchestra	nerved	her	while	a	bevy
of	daintily	clad,	sweet-smelling	things	that	might	have	been	birds,	or	flowers,	or
possibly	gaily	dressed,	happy	young	girls,	pushed	her	forward.	She	found	herself
plodding	across	 the	back	of	 the	auditorium,	praying	 for	guidance,	 to	an	empty
seat.
As	the	girls	passed	her,	vacancies	seemed	to	open	to	meet	them.	Their	friends

were	moving	 over,	 beckoning	 and	whispering	 invitations.	 Every	 one	 else	was
seated,	 but	 no	 one	 paid	 any	 attention	 to	 the	 white-faced	 girl	 stumbling	 half-
blindly	 down	 the	 aisle	 next	 the	 farthest	wall.	 So	 she	went	 on	 to	 the	 very	 end
facing	 the	stage.	No	one	moved,	and	she	could	not	 summon	courage	 to	crowd
past	others	to	several	empty	seats	she	saw.	At	the	end	of	the	aisle	she	paused	in
desperation,	while	 she	 stared	 back	 at	 the	whole	 forest	 of	 faces	most	 of	which
were	now	turned	upon	her.
In	a	flash	came	the	full	realization	of	her	scanty	dress,	her	pitiful	little	hat	and

ribbon,	her	big,	heavy	shoes,	her	 ignorance	of	where	 to	go	or	what	 to	do;	and
from	a	sickening	wave	which	crept	over	her,	she	felt	she	was	going	to	become
very	ill.	Then	out	of	the	mass	she	saw	a	pair	of	big,	brown	boy	eyes,	three	seats
from	her,	and	there	was	a	message	in	them.	Without	moving	his	body	he	reached
forward	 and	 with	 a	 pencil	 touched	 the	 back	 of	 the	 seat	 before	 him.	 Instantly
Elnora	took	another	step	which	brought	her	to	a	row	of	vacant	front	seats.
She	heard	laughter	behind	her;	the	knowledge	that	she	wore	the	only	hat	in	the

room	 burned	 her;	 every	 matter	 of	 moment,	 and	 some	 of	 none	 at	 all,	 cut	 and
stung.	She	had	no	books.	Where	should	she	go	when	this	was	over?	What	would
she	 give	 to	 be	 on	 the	 trail	 going	 home!	She	was	 shaking	with	 a	 nervous	 chill
when	 the	music	ceased,	and	 the	superintendent	arose,	and	coming	down	to	 the
front	of	 the	 flower-decked	platform,	opened	a	Bible	and	began	 to	 read.	Elnora
did	not	know	what	he	was	reading,	and	she	felt	that	she	did	not	care.	Wildly	she
was	racking	her	brain	to	decide	whether	she	should	sit	still	when	the	others	left



the	room	or	follow,	and	ask	some	one	where	the	Freshmen	went	first.
In	the	midst	of	the	struggle	one	sentence	fell	on	her	ear.	"Hide	me	under	the

shadow	of	Thy	wings."
Elnora	began	to	pray	frantically.	"Hide	me,	O	God,	hide	me,	under	the	shadow

of	Thy	wings."
Again	and	again	she	 implored	 that	prayer,	and	before	she	 realized	what	was

coming,	every	one	had	arisen	and	the	room	was	emptying	rapidly.	Elnora	hurried
after	the	nearest	girl	and	in	the	press	at	the	door	touched	her	sleeve	timidly.
"Will	you	please	tell	me	where	the	Freshmen	go?"	she	asked	huskily.
The	girl	gave	her	one	surprised	glance,	and	drew	away.
"Same	 place	 as	 the	 fresh	 women,"	 she	 answered,	 and	 those	 nearest	 her

laughed.
Elnora	stopped	praying	suddenly	and	the	colour	crept	into	her	face.	"I'll	wager

you	are	the	first	person	I	meet	when	I	find	it,"	she	said	and	stopped	short.	"Not
that!	Oh,	I	must	not	do	that!"	she	thought	in	dismay.	"Make	an	enemy	the	first
thing	I	do.	Oh,	not	that!"
She	 followed	with	her	 eyes	as	 the	young	people	 separated	 in	 the	hall,	 some

climbing	 stairs,	 some	 disappearing	 down	 side	 halls,	 some	 entering	 adjoining
doors.	 She	 saw	 the	 girl	 overtake	 the	 brown-eyed	 boy	 and	 speak	 to	 him.	 He
glanced	back	at	Elnora	with	a	scowl	on	his	face.	Then	she	stood	alone	in	the	hall.
Presently	 a	 door	 opened	 and	 a	 young	woman	 came	out	 and	 entered	 another

room.	Elnora	waited	until	she	returned,	and	hurried	to	her.	"Would	you	tell	me
where	the	Freshmen	are?"	she	panted.
"Straight	down	the	hall,	 three	doors	to	your	left,"	was	the	answer,	as	the	girl

passed.
"One	minute	please,	oh	please,"	begged	Elnora:	"Should	I	knock	or	just	open

the	door?"
"Go	in	and	take	a	seat,"	replied	the	teacher.
"What	if	there	aren't	any	seats?"	gasped	Elnora.
"Classrooms	are	never	half-filled,	there	will	be	plenty,"	was	the	answer.
Elnora	removed	her	hat.	There	was	no	place	to	put	it,	so	she	carried	it	in	her

hand.	 She	 looked	 infinitely	 better	 without	 it.	 After	 several	 efforts	 she	 at	 last
opened	 the	 door	 and	 stepping	 inside	 faced	 a	 smaller	 and	 more	 concentrated
battery	of	eyes.
"The	 superintendent	 sent	 me.	 He	 thinks	 I	 belong	 here,"	 she	 said	 to	 the

professor	in	charge	of	the	class,	but	she	never	before	heard	the	voice	with	which
she	 spoke.	As	 she	 stood	waiting,	 the	girl	 of	 the	hall	 passed	on	her	way	 to	 the
blackboard,	 and	 suppressed	 laughter	 told	 Elnora	 that	 her	 thrust	 had	 been
repeated.



"Be	 seated,"	 said	 the	 professor,	 and	 then	 because	 he	 saw	 Elnora	 was
desperately	embarrassed	he	proceeded	 to	 lend	her	a	book	and	 to	ask	her	 if	she
had	studied	algebra.	She	said	she	had	a	little,	but	not	the	same	book	they	were
using.	He	asked	her	if	she	felt	that	she	could	do	the	work	they	were	beginning,
and	she	said	she	did.
That	was	how	it	happened,	that	three	minutes	after	entering	the	room	she	was

told	to	take	her	place	beside	the	girl	who	had	gone	last	to	the	board,	and	whose
flushed	 face	 and	 angry	 eyes	 avoided	 meeting	 Elnora's.	 Being	 compelled	 to
concentrate	on	her	proposition	she	forgot	herself.	When	the	professor	asked	that
all	 pupils	 sign	 their	 work	 she	 firmly	 wrote	 "Elnora	 Comstock"	 under	 her
demonstration.	Then	she	took	her	seat	and	waited	with	white	lips	and	trembling
limbs,	as	one	after	another	professor	called	the	names	on	the	board,	while	their
owners	arose	and	explained	their	propositions,	or	"flunked"	if	they	had	not	found
a	 correct	 solution.	 She	 was	 so	 eager	 to	 catch	 their	 forms	 of	 expression	 and
prepare	 herself	 for	 her	 recitation,	 that	 she	 never	 looked	 from	 the	work	 on	 the
board,	until	clearly	and	distinctly,	"Elnora	Cornstock,"	called	the	professor.
The	dazed	girl	stared	at	the	board.	One	tiny	curl	added	to	the	top	of	the	first

curve	 of	 the	 m	 in	 her	 name,	 had	 transformed	 it	 from	 a	 good	 old	 English
patronymic	that	any	girl	might	bear	proudly,	to	Cornstock.	Elnora	sat	speechless.
When	and	how	did	it	happen?	She	could	feel	the	wave	of	smothered	laughter	in
the	air	around	her.	A	rush	of	anger	turned	her	face	scarlet	and	her	soul	sick.	The
voice	of	the	professor	addressed	her	directly.
"This	proposition	seems	 to	be	beautifully	demonstrated,	Miss	Cornstalk,"	he

said.	"Surely,	you	can	tell	us	how	you	did	it."
That	word	 of	 praise	 saved	 her.	 She	 could	 do	 good	work.	 They	might	wear

their	pretty	clothes,	have	their	friends	and	make	life	a	greater	misery	than	it	ever
before	had	been	for	her,	but	not	one	of	them	should	do	better	work	or	be	more
womanly.	That	lay	with	her.	She	was	tall,	straight,	and	handsome	as	she	arose.
"Of	course	 I	 can	explain	my	work,"	 she	 said	 in	natural	 tones.	 "What	 I	 can't

explain	 is	how	I	happened	 to	be	so	stupid	as	 to	make	a	mistake	 in	writing	my
own	name.	I	must	have	been	a	little	nervous.	Please	excuse	me."
She	went	to	the	board,	swept	off	the	signature	with	one	stroke,	then	rewrote	it

plainly.	"My	name	is	Comstock,"	she	said	distinctly.	She	returned	to	her	seat	and
following	the	formula	used	by	the	others	made	her	first	high	school	recitation.
As	 Elnora	 resumed	 her	 seat	 Professor	 Henley	 looked	 at	 her	 steadily.	 "It

puzzles	 me,"	 he	 said	 deliberately,	 "how	 you	 can	 write	 as	 beautiful	 a
demonstration,	 and	 explain	 it	 as	 clearly	 as	 ever	 has	 been	 done	 in	 any	 of	 my
classes	and	still	be	so	disturbed	as	to	make	a	mistake	in	your	own	name.	Are	you
very	sure	you	did	that	yourself,	Miss	Comstock?"



"It	is	impossible	that	any	one	else	should	have	done	it,"	answered	Elnora.
"I	am	very	glad	you	think	so,"	said	the	professor.	"Being	Freshmen,	all	of	you

are	strangers	to	me.	I	should	dislike	to	begin	the	year	with	you	feeling	there	was
one	 among	 you	 small	 enough	 to	 do	 a	 trick	 like	 that.	 The	 next	 proposition,
please."
When	 the	 hour	 had	 gone	 the	 class	 filed	 back	 to	 the	 study	 room	 and	Elnora

followed	in	desperation,	because	she	did	not	know	where	else	to	go.	She	could
not	study	as	she	had	no	books,	and	when	the	class	again	left	the	room	to	go	to
another	professor	for	 the	next	recitation,	she	went	also.	At	 least	 they	could	put
her	 out	 if	 she	 did	 not	 belong	 there.	Noon	 came	 at	 last,	 and	 she	 kept	with	 the
others	 until	 they	 dispersed	 on	 the	 sidewalk.	 She	 was	 so	 abnormally	 self-
conscious	she	fancied	all	the	hundreds	of	that	laughing,	throng	saw	and	jested	at
her.	When	she	passed	the	brown-eyed	boy	walking	with	the	girl	of	her	encounter,
she	knew,	for	she	heard	him	say:	"Did	you	really	let	that	gawky	piece	of	calico
get	ahead	of	you?"	The	answer	was	indistinct.
Elnora	hurried	from	the	city.	She	intended	to	get	her	lunch,	eat	it	in	the	shade

of	 the	 first	 tree,	 and	 then	decide	whether	 she	would	go	back	or	go	home.	She
knelt	on	the	bridge	and	reached	for	her	box,	but	it	was	so	very	light	that	she	was
prepared	for	 the	fact	 that	 it	was	empty,	before	opening	 it.	There	was	one	 thing
for	which	to	be	thankful.	The	boy	or	tramp	who	had	seen	her	hide	it,	had	left	the
napkin.	She	would	not	have	to	face	her	mother	and	account	for	its	loss.	She	put	it
in	her	pocket,	and	threw	the	box	into	the	ditch.	Then	she	sat	on	the	bridge	and
tried	to	think,	but	her	brain	was	confused.
"Perhaps	 the	 worst	 is	 over,"	 she	 said	 at	 last.	 "I	 will	 go	 back.	What	 would

mother	say	to	me	if	I	came	home	now?"
So	 she	 returned	 to	 the	 high	 school,	 followed	 some	 other	 pupils	 to	 the	 coat

room,	hung	her	hat,	and	found	her	way	to	the	study	where	she	had	been	in	the
morning.	Twice	that	afternoon,	with	aching	head	and	empty	stomach,	she	faced
strange	 professors,	 in	 different	 branches.	Once	 she	 escaped	 notice;	 the	 second
time	the	worst	happened.	She	was	asked	a	question	she	could	not	answer.
"Have	you	not	decided	on	your	course,	and	secured	your	books?"	inquired	the

professor.
"I	have	decided	on	my	course,"	replied	Elnora,	"I	do	not	know	where	to	ask

for	my	books."
"Ask?"	the	professor	was	bewildered.
"I	understood	the	books	were	furnished,"	faltered	Elnora.
"Only	 to	 those	 bringing	 an	 order	 from	 the	 township	 trustee,"	 replied	 the

Professor.
"No!	Oh	 no!"	 cried	 Elnora.	 "I	will	 have	 them	 to-morrow,"	 and	 gripped	 her



desk	for	support	for	she	knew	that	was	not	true.	Four	books,	ranging	perhaps	at	a
dollar	and	a	half	apiece;	would	her	mother	buy	them?	Of	course	she	would	not—
could	not.
Did	not	Elnora	know	the	story	of	old.	There	was	enough	land,	but	no	one	to

do	clearing	 and	 farm.	Tax	on	 all	 those	 acres,	 recently	 the	new	gravel	 road	 tax
added,	the	expense	of	living	and	only	the	work	of	two	women	to	meet	all	of	it.
She	was	 insane	 to	 think	she	could	come	 to	 the	city	 to	 school.	Her	mother	had
been	right.	The	girl	decided	that	if	only	she	lived	to	reach	home,	she	would	stay
there	 and	 lead	 any	 sort	 of	 life	 to	 avoid	more	 of	 this	 torture.	 Bad	 as	what	 she
wished	to	escape	had	been,	it	was	nothing	like	this.	She	never	could	live	down
the	movement	 that	went	 through	 the	class	when	she	 inadvertently	 revealed	 the
fact	that	she	had	expected	books	to	be	furnished.	Her	mother	would	not	secure
them;	that	settled	the	question.
But	the	end	of	misery	is	never	in	a	hurry	to	come;	before	the	day	was	over	the

superintendent	entered	the	room	and	explained	that	pupils	from	the	country	were
charged	a	 tuition	of	 twenty	dollars	 a	year.	That	 really	was	 the	 end.	Previously
Elnora	 had	 canvassed	 a	 dozen	 methods	 for	 securing	 the	 money	 for	 books,
ranging	all	the	way	from	offering	to	wash	the	superintendent's	dishes	to	breaking
into	 the	 bank.	 This	 additional	 expense	 made	 her	 plans	 so	 wildly	 impossible,
there	was	nothing	to	do	but	hold	up	her	head	until	she	was	from	sight.
Down	 the	 long	 corridor	 alone	 among	 hundreds,	 down	 the	 long	 street	 alone

among	 thousands,	 out	 into	 the	 country	 she	 came	 at	 last.	Across	 the	 fence	 and
field,	along	 the	old	 trail	once	 trodden	by	a	boy's	bitter	agony,	now	stumbled	a
white-faced	girl,	sick	at	heart.	She	sat	on	a	log	and	began	to	sob	in	spite	of	her
efforts	 at	 self-control.	 At	 first	 it	 was	 physical	 breakdown,	 later,	 thought	 came
crowding.
Oh	the	shame,	the	mortification!	Why	had	she	not	known	of	the	tuition?	How

did	 she	 happen	 to	 think	 that	 in	 the	 city	 books	were	 furnished?	Perhaps	 it	was
because	 she	 had	 read	 they	were	 in	 several	 states.	But	why	 did	 she	 not	 know?
Why	did	not	her	mother	go	with	her?	Other	mothers—but	when	had	her	mother
ever	 been	 or	 done	 anything	 at	 all	 like	 other	mothers?	 Because	 she	 never	 had
been	it	was	useless	 to	blame	her	now.	Elnora	realized	she	should	have	gone	to
town	the	week	before,	called	on	some	one	and	 learned	all	 these	 things	herself.
She	should	have	remembered	how	her	clothing	would	look,	before	she	wore	it	in
public	places.	Now	she	knew,	and	her	dreams	were	over.	She	must	go	home	to
feed	chickens,	calves,	and	pigs,	wear	calico	and	coarse	shoes,	and	with	averted
head,	pass	a	library	all	her	life.	She	sobbed	again.
"For	 pity's	 sake,	 honey,	 what's	 the	 matter?"	 asked	 the	 voice	 of	 the	 nearest

neighbour,	Wesley	Sinton,	as	he	seated	himself	beside	Elnora.	"There,	there,"	he



continued,	smearing	 tears	all	over	her	 face	 in	an	effort	 to	dry	 them.	"Was	 it	as
bad	 as	 that,	 now?	 Maggie	 has	 been	 just	 wild	 over	 you	 all	 day.	 She's	 got
nervouser	every	minute.	She	said	we	were	foolish	 to	 let	you	go.	She	said	your
clothes	were	not	right,	you	ought	not	to	carry	that	tin	pail,	and	that	they	would
laugh	at	you.	By	gum,	I	see	they	did!"
"Oh,	Uncle	Wesley,"	sobbed	the	girl,	"why	didn't	she	tell	me?"
"Well,	you	see,	Elnora,	she	didn't	 like	 to.	You	got	such	a	way	of	holding	up

your	 head,	 and	 going	 through	 with	 things.	 She	 thought	 some	 way	 that	 you'd
make	 it,	 till	 you	 got	 started,	 and	 then	 she	 begun	 to	 see	 a	 hundred	 things	 we
should	 have	 done.	 I	 reckon	 you	 hadn't	 reached	 that	 building	 before	 she
remembered	 that	your	skirt	should	have	been	pleated	 instead	of	gathered,	your
shoes	been	low,	and	lighter	for	hot	September	weather,	and	a	new	hat.	Were	your
clothes	right,	Elnora?"
The	 girl	 broke	 into	 hysterical	 laughter.	 "Right!"	 she	 cried.	 "Right!	 Uncle

Wesley,	you	 should	have	 seen	me	among	 them!	 I	was	 a	picture!	They'll	 never
forget	me.	No,	they	won't	get	the	chance,	for	they'll	see	me	again	to-morrow!
"Now	that	is	what	I	call	spunk,	Elnora!	Downright	grit,"	said	Wesley	Sinton.

"Don't	you	let	them	laugh	you	out.	You've	helped	Margaret	and	me	for	years	at
harvest	and	busy	times,	what	you've	earned	must	amount	to	quite	a	sum.	You	can
get	yourself	a	good	many	clothes	with	it."
"Don't	mention	clothes,	Uncle	Wesley,"	sobbed	Elnora,	"I	don't	care	now	how

I	look.	If	I	don't	go	back	all	of	them	will	know	it's	because	I	am	so	poor	I	can't
buy	my	books."
"Oh,	I	don't	know	as	you	are	so	dratted	poor,"	said	Sinton	meditatively.	"There

are	three	hundred	acres	of	good	land,	with	fine	timber	as	ever	grew	on	it."
"It	takes	all	we	can	earn	to	pay	the	tax,	and	mother	wouldn't	cut	a	tree	for	her

life."
"Well	 then,	maybe,	 I'll	 be	 compelled	 to	 cut	 one	 for	 her,"	 suggested	 Sinton.

"Anyway,	stop	tearing	yourself	 to	pieces	and	tell	me.	If	 it	 isn't	clothes,	what	 is
it?"
"It's	books	and	tuition.	Over	twenty	dollars	in	all."
"Humph!	First	time	I	ever	knew	you	to	be	stumped	by	twenty	dollars,	Elnora,"

said	Sinton,	patting	her	hand.
"It's	the	first	time	you	ever	knew	me	to	want	money,"	answered	Elnora.	"This

is	different	from	anything	that	ever	happened	to	me.	Oh,	how	can	I	get	it,	Uncle
Wesley?"
"Drive	to	town	with	me	in	the	morning	and	I'll	draw	it	from	the	bank	for	you.

I	owe	you	every	cent	of	it."
"You	know	you	don't	 owe	me	a	penny,	 and	 I	wouldn't	 touch	one	 from	you,



unless	 I	 really	 could	 earn	 it.	 For	 anything	 that's	 past	 I	 owe	 you	 and	 Aunt
Margaret	for	all	the	home	life	and	love	I've	ever	known.	I	know	how	you	work,
and	I'll	not	take	your	money."
"Just	a	loan,	Elnora,	just	a	loan	for	a	little	while	until	you	can	earn	it.	You	can

be	proud	with	all	the	rest	of	the	world,	but	there	are	no	secrets	between	us,	are
there,	Elnora?"
"No,"	said	Elnora,	"there	are	none.	You	and	Aunt	Margaret	have	given	me	all

the	love	there	has	been	in	my	life.	That	is	the	one	reason	above	all	others	why
you	shall	not	give	me	charity.	Hand	me	money	because	you	find	me	crying	for
it!	This	isn't	the	first	time	this	old	trail	has	known	tears	and	heartache.	All	of	us
know	that	story.	Freckles	stuck	to	what	he	undertook	and	won	out.	I	stick,	too.
When	Duncan	moved	away	he	gave	me	all	Freckles	left	in	the	swamp,	and	as	I
have	inherited	his	property	maybe	his	luck	will	come	with	it.	I	won't	touch	your
money,	 but	 I'll	 win	 some	way.	 First,	 I'm	 going	 home	 and	 try	mother.	 It's	 just
possible	I	could	find	second-hand	books,	and	perhaps	all	the	tuition	need	not	be
paid	at	once.	Maybe	they	would	accept	it	quarterly.	But	oh,	Uncle	Wesley,	you
and	Aunt	Margaret	keep	on	loving	me!	I'm	so	lonely,	and	no	one	else	cares!"
Wesley	Sinton's	jaws	met	with	a	click.	He	swallowed	hard	on	bitter	words	and

changed	what	he	would	have	liked	to	say	three	times	before	it	became	articulate.
"Elnora,"	he	said	at	last,	"if	it	hadn't	been	for	one	thing	I'd	have	tried	to	take

legal	steps	to	make	you	ours	when	you	were	three	years	old.	Maggie	said	then	it
wasn't	any	use,	but	I've	always	held	on.	You	see,	I	was	the	first	man	there,	honey,
and	there	are	things	you	see,	that	you	can't	ever	make	anybody	else	understand.
She	loved	him	Elnora,	she	just	made	an	idol	of	him.	There	was	that	oozy	green
hole,	with	the	thick	scum	broke,	and	two	or	three	big	bubbles	slowly	rising	that
were	the	breath	of	his	body.	There	she	was	in	spasms	of	agony,	and	beside	her
the	great	heavy	log	she'd	tried	to	throw	him.	I	can't	ever	forgive	her	for	turning
against	 you,	 and	 spoiling	 your	 childhood	 as	 she	 has,	 but	 I	 couldn't	 forgive
anybody	else	for	abusing	her.	Maggie	has	got	no	mercy	on	her,	but	Maggie	didn't
see	what	I	did,	and	I've	never	tried	to	make	it	very	clear	to	her.	It's	been	a	little
too	plain	for	me	ever	since.	Whenever	I	 look	at	your	mother's	face,	I	see	what
she	saw,	so	I	hold	my	tongue	and	say,	in	my	heart,	'Give	her	a	mite	more	time.'
Some	day	it	will	come.	She	does	love	you,	Elnora.	Everybody	does,	honey.	It's
just	that	she's	feeling	so	much,	she	can't	express	herself.	You	be	a	patient	girl	and
wait	 a	 little	 longer.	After	 all,	 she's	 your	mother,	 and	you're	 all	 she's	got,	 but	 a
memory,	and	it	might	do	her	good	to	let	her	know	that	she	was	fooled	in	that."
"It	would	 kill	 her!"	 cried	 the	 girl	 swiftly.	 "Uncle	Wesley,	 it	would	 kill	 her!

What	do	you	mean?"
"Nothing,"	said	Wesley	Sinton	soothingly.	"Nothing,	honey.	That	was	just	one



of	them	fool	things	a	man	says,	when	he	is	trying	his	best	to	be	wise.	You	see,
she	loved	him	mightily,	and	they'd	been	married	only	a	year,	and	what	she	was
loving	was	what	she	 thought	he	was.	She	hadn't	 really	got	acquainted	with	 the
man	yet.	If	it	had	been	even	one	more	year,	she	could	have	borne	it,	and	you'd
have	got	justice.	Having	been	a	teacher	she	was	better	educated	and	smarter	than
the	rest	of	us,	and	so	she	was	more	sensitive	like.	She	can't	understand	she	was
loving	a	dream.	So	I	say	it	might	do	her	good	if	somebody	that	knew,	could	tell
her,	but	I	swear	to	gracious,	I	never	could.	I've	heard	her	out	at	the	edge	of	that
quagmire	calling	in	them	wild	spells	of	hers	off	and	on	for	the	last	sixteen	years,
and	imploring	the	swamp	to	give	him	back	to	her,	and	I've	got	out	of	bed	when	I
was	pretty	 tired,	 and	 come	down	 to	 see	 she	didn't	 go	 in	 herself,	 or	 harm	you.
What	she	feels	is	too	deep	for	me.	I've	got	to	respectin'	her	grief,	and	I	can't	get
over	it.	Go	home	and	tell	your	ma,	honey,	and	ask	her	nice	and	kind	to	help	you.
If	she	won't,	then	you	got	to	swallow	that	little	lump	of	pride	in	your	neck,	and
come	to	Aunt	Maggie,	like	you	been	a-coming	all	your	life."
"I'll	ask	mother,	but	I	can't	take	your	money,	Uncle	Wesley,	indeed	I	can't.	I'll

wait	a	year,	and	earn	some,	and	enter	next	year."
"There's	one	 thing	you	don't	consider,	Elnora,"	said	 the	man	earnestly.	"And

that's	what	you	are	to	Maggie.	She's	a	little	like	your	ma.	She	hasn't	given	up	to
it,	 and	 she's	 struggling	on	brave,	but	when	we	buried	our	 second	 little	girl	 the
light	went	out	of	Maggie's	eyes,	and	it's	not	come	back.	The	only	time	I	ever	see
a	 hint	 of	 it	 is	 when	 she	 thinks	 she's	 done	 something	 that	 makes	 you	 happy,
Elnora.	Now,	you	go	easy	about	refusing	her	anything	she	wants	to	do	for	you.
There's	 times	in	this	world	when	it's	our	bounden	duty	to	forget	ourselves,	and
think	what	will	help	other	people.	Young	woman,	you	owe	me	and	Maggie	all
the	comfort	we	can	get	out	of	you.	There's	the	two	of	our	own	we	can't	ever	do
anything	 for.	Don't	 you	 get	 the	 idea	 into	 your	 head	 that	 a	 fool	 thing	 you	 call
pride	is	going	to	cut	us	out	of	all	the	pleasure	we	have	in	life	beside	ourselves."
"Uncle	Wesley,	you	are	a	dear,"	said	Elnora.	"Just	a	dear!	 If	 I	can't	possibly

get	that	money	any	way	else	on	earth,	I'll	come	and	borrow	it	of	you,	and	then
I'll	pay	 it	back	 if	 I	must	dig	 ferns	 from	the	swamp	and	sell	 them	from	door	 to
door	in	the	city.	I'll	even	plant	them,	so	that	they	will	be	sure	to	come	up	in	the
spring.	I	have	been	sort	of	panic	stricken	all	day	and	couldn't	think.	I	can	gather
nuts	and	sell	them.	Freckles	sold	moths	and	butterflies,	and	I've	a	lot	collected.
Of	course,	I	am	going	back	to-morrow!	I	can	find	a	way	to	get	the	books.	Don't
you	worry	about	me.	I	am	all	right!
"Now,	what	do	you	 think	of	 that?"	 inquired	Wesley	Sinton	of	 the	 swamp	 in

general.	"Here's	our	Elnora	come	back	to	stay.	Head	high	and	right	as	a	 trivet!
You've	named	three	ways	in	three	minutes	that	you	could	earn	ten	dollars,	which



I	figure	would	be	enough,	to	start	you.	Let's	go	to	supper	and	stop	worrying!"
Elnora	 unlocked	 the	 case,	 took	 out	 the	 pail,	 put	 the	 napkin	 in	 it,	 pulled	 the

ribbon	 from	 her	 hair,	 binding	 it	 down	 tightly	 again	 and	 followed	 to	 the	 road.
From	afar	she	could	see	her	mother	 in	 the	doorway.	She	blinked	her	eyes,	and
tried	to	smile	as	she	answered	Wesley	Sinton,	and	indeed	she	did	feel	better.	She
knew	now	what	she	had	to	expect,	where	to	go,	and	what	to	do.	Get	the	books
she	must;	when	she	had	them,	she	would	show	those	city	girls	and	boys	how	to
prepare	and	recite	lessons,	how	to	walk	with	a	brave	heart;	and	they	could	show
her	how	to	wear	pretty	clothes	and	have	good	times.
As	she	neared	the	door	her	mother	reached	for	the	pail.	"I	forgot	to	tell	you	to

bring	home	your	scraps	for	the	chickens,"	she	said.
Elnora	entered.	"There	weren't	any	scraps,	and	I'm	hungry	again	as	I	ever	was

in	my	life."
"I	 thought	 likely	 you	would	 be,"	 said	Mrs.	Comstock,	 "and	 so	 I	 got	 supper

ready.	We	can	eat	first,	and	do	the	work	afterward.	What	kept	you	so?	I	expected
you	an	hour	ago."
Elnora	looked	into	her	mother's	face	and	smiled.	It	was	a	queer	sort	of	a	little

smile,	and	would	have	reached	the	depths	with	any	normal	mother.
"I	 see	you've	been	bawling,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"I	 thought	you'd	get	your

fill	 in	a	hurry.	That's	why	 I	wouldn't	go	 to	any	expense.	 If	we	keep	out	of	 the
poor-house	we	have	to	cut	the	corners	close.	It's	likely	this	Brushwood	road	tax
will	eat	up	all	we've	saved	in	years.	Where	the	land	tax	is	to	come	from	I	don't
know.	 It	 gets	 bigger	 every	 year.	 If	 they	 are	 going	 to	 dredge	 the	 swamp	 ditch
again	they'll	just	have	to	take	the	land	to	pay	for	it.	I	can't,	that's	all!	We'll	get	up
early	in	the	morning	and	gather	and	hull	the	beans	for	winter,	and	put	in	the	rest
of	the	day	hoeing	the	turnips."
Elnora	again	smiled	that	pitiful	smile.
"Do	you	think	I	didn't	know	that	I	was	funny	and	would	be	laughed	at?"	she

asked.
"Funny?"	cried	Mrs.	Comstock	hotly.
"Yes,	 funny!	 A	 regular	 caricature,"	 answered	 Elnora.	 "No	 one	 else	 wore

calico,	not	even	one	other.	No	one	else	wore	high	heavy	shoes,	not	even	one.	No
one	 else	 had	 such	 a	 funny	 little	 old	 hat;	 my	 hair	 was	 not	 right,	 my	 ribbon
invisible	compared	with	the	others,	I	did	not	know	where	to	go,	or	what	to	do,
and	 I	 had	 no	 books.	 What	 a	 spectacle	 I	 made	 for	 them!"	 Elnora	 laughed
nervously	at	her	own	picture.	"But	there	are	always	two	sides!	The	professor	said
in	the	algebra	class	that	he	never	had	a	better	solution	and	explanation	than	mine
of	the	proposition	he	gave	me,	which	scored	one	for	me	in	spite	of	my	clothes."
"Well,	I	wouldn't	brag	on	myself!"



"That	was	poor	taste,"	admitted	Elnora.	"But,	you	see,	it	is	a	case	of	whistling
to	 keep	 up	my	 courage.	 I	 honestly	 could	 see	 that	 I	would	 have	 looked	 just	 as
well	as	the	rest	of	them	if	I	had	been	dressed	as	they	were.	We	can't	afford	that,
so	I	have	to	find	something	else	to	brace	me.	It	was	rather	bad,	mother!"
"Well,	I'm	glad	you	got	enough	of	it!"
"Oh,	but	I	haven't,"	hurried	in	Elnora.	"I	just	got	a	start.	The	hardest	is	over.

To-morrow	they	won't	be	surprised.	They	will	know	what	to	expect.	I	am	sorry
to	hear	about	the	dredge.	Is	it	really	going	through?"
"Yes.	I	got	my	notification	today.	The	tax	will	be	something	enormous.	I	don't

know	as	I	can	spare	you,	even	if	you	are	willing	to	be	a	laughing-stock	for	the
town."
With	every	bite	Elnora's	courage	returned,	for	she	was	a	healthy	young	thing.
"You've	heard	about	doing	evil	that	good	might	come	from	it,"	she	said.	"Well,

mother	mine,	it's	something	like	that	with	me.	I'm	willing	to	bear	the	hard	part	to
pay	for	what	I'll	learn.	Already	I	have	selected	the	ward	building	in	which	I	shall
teach	in	about	four	years.	I	am	going	to	ask	for	a	room	with	a	south	exposure	so
that	the	flowers	and	moths	I	take	in	from	the	swamp	to	show	the	children	will	do
well."
"You	 little	 idiot!"	 said	 Mrs.	 Comstock.	 "How	 are	 you	 going	 to	 pay	 your

expenses?"
"Now	that	is	just	what	I	was	going	to	ask	you!"	said	Elnora.	"You	see,	I	have

had	two	startling	pieces	of	news	to-day.	I	did	not	know	I	would	need	any	money.
I	thought	the	city	furnished	the	books,	and	there	is	an	out-of-town	tuition,	also.	I
need	ten	dollars	in	the	morning.	Will	you	please	let	me	have	it?"
"Ten	 dollars!"	 cried	 Mrs.	 Comstock.	 "Ten	 dollars!	 Why	 don't	 you	 say	 a

hundred	and	be	done	with	it!	I	could	get	one	as	easy	as	the	other.	I	 told	you!	I
told	you	I	couldn't	 raise	a	cent.	Every	year	expenses	grow	bigger	and	bigger.	I
told	you	not	to	ask	for	money!"
"I	never	meant	to,"	replied	Elnora.	"I	thought	clothes	were	all	I	needed	and	I

could	bear	them.	I	never	knew	about	buying	books	and	tuition."
"Well,	I	did!"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"I	knew	what	you	would	run	into!	But	you

are	so	bull-dog	stubborn,	and	so	set	in	your	way,	I	thought	I	would	just	let	you
try	the	world	a	little	and	see	how	you	liked	it!"
Elnora	pushed	back	her	chair	and	looked	at	her	mother.
"Do	you	mean	 to	 say,"	 she	demanded,	 "that	you	knew,	when	you	 let	me	go

into	 a	 city	 classroom	 and	 reveal	 the	 fact	 before	 all	 of	 them	 that	 I	 expected	 to
have	my	books	handed	out	to	me;	do	you	mean	to	say	that	you	knew	I	had	to	pay
for	them?"
Mrs.	Comstock	evaded	the	direct	question.



"Anybody	 but	 an	 idiot	 mooning	 over	 a	 book	 or	 wasting	 time	 prowling	 the
woods	would	have	known	you	had	to	pay.	Everybody	has	to	pay	for	everything.
Life	 is	made	up	of	pay,	pay,	pay!	It's	always	and	forever	pay!	If	you	don't	pay
one	way	you	do	another!	Of	course,	I	knew	you	had	to	pay.	Of	course,	I	knew
you	would	come	home	blubbering!	But	you	don't	get	a	penny!	I	haven't	one	cent,
and	can't	get	one!	Have	your	way	if	you	are	determined,	but	I	think	you	will	find
the	road	somewhat	rocky."
"Swampy,	 you	 mean,	 mother,"	 corrected	 Elnora.	 She	 arose	 white	 and

trembling.	 "Perhaps	 some	 day	God	will	 teach	me	 how	 to	 understand	 you.	He
knows	I	do	not	now.	You	can't	possibly	realize	just	what	you	let	me	go	through
to-day,	or	how	you	let	me	go,	but	I'll	tell	you	this:	You	understand	enough	that	if
you	had	the	money,	and	would	offer	 it	 to	me,	I	wouldn't	 touch	it	now.	And	I'll
tell	you	this	much	more.	I'll	get	it	myself.	I'll	raise	it,	and	do	it	some	honest	way.
I	am	going	back	to-morrow,	the	next	day,	and	the	next.	You	need	not	come	out,
I'll	do	the	night	work,	and	hoe	the	turnips."
It	was	 ten	 o'clock	when	 the	 chickens,	 pigs,	 and	 cattle	were	 fed,	 the	 turnips

hoed,	and	a	heap	of	bean	vines	was	stacked	beside	the	back	door.



Chapter		2
Wherein	 Wesley	 and	 Margaret	 go	 shopping,	 and
Elnora's	wardrobe	is	replenished
Wesley	Sinton	walked	down	the	road	half	a	mile	and	turned	at	the	lane	leading	to
his	home.	His	heart	was	hot	and	filled	with	indignation.	He	had	told	Elnora	he
did	not	blame	her	mother,	but	he	did.	His	wife	met	him	at	the	door.
"Did	you	see	anything	of	Elnora?"	she	questioned.
"Most	too	much,	Maggie,"	he	answered.	"What	do	you	say	to	going	to	town?

There's	a	few	things	has	to	be	got	right	away."
"Where	did	you	see	her,	Wesley?"
"Along	the	old	Limberlost	trail,	my	girl,	torn	to	pieces	sobbing.	Her	courage

always	 has	 been	 fine,	 but	 the	 thing	 she	met	 to-day	was	 too	much	 for	 her.	We
ought	 to	have	known	better	 than	 to	 let	her	go	 that	way.	 It	wasn't	only	clothes;
there	were	books,	and	entrance	fees	for	out-of-town	people,	that	she	didn't	know
about;	while	there	must	have	been	jeers,	whispers,	and	laughing.	Maggie,	I	feel
as	 if	 I'd	been	a	 traitor	 to	 those	girls	of	ours.	 I	ought	 to	have	gone	 in	and	 seen
about	this	school	business.	Don't	cry,	Maggie.	Get	me	some	supper,	and	I'll	hitch
up	and	see	what	we	can	do	now."
"What	can	we	do,	Wesley?
"I	don't	 just	know.	But	we've	got	 to	do	something.	Kate	Comstock	will	be	a

handful,	while	Elnora	will	be	two,	but	between	us	we	must	see	that	the	girl	is	not
too	hard	pressed	about	money,	and	 that	 she	 is	dressed	so	she	 is	not	 ridiculous.
She's	 saved	 us	 the	wages	 of	 a	 woman	many	 a	 day,	 can't	 you	make	 her	 some
decent	dresses?"
"Well,	I'm	not	just	what	you	call	expert,	but	I	could	beat	Kate	Comstock	all	to

pieces.	I	know	that	skirts	should	be	pleated	to	the	band	instead	of	gathered,	and
full	enough	to	sit	in,	and	short	enough	to	walk	in.	I	could	try.	There	are	patterns
for	sale.	Let's	go	right	away,	Wesley."
"Set	me	a	bit	of	supper,	while	I	hitch	up."
Margaret	built	a	fire,	made	coffee,	and	fried	ham	and	eggs.	She	set	out	pie	and

cake	and	had	enough	for	a	hungry	man	by	the	time	the	carriage	was	at	the	door,
but	she	had	no	appetite.	She	dressed	while	Wesley	ate,	put	away	the	food	while
he	dressed,	and	then	they	drove	toward	the	city	through	the	beautiful	September



evening,	and	as	they	went	they	planned	for	Elnora.	The	trouble	was,	not	whether
they	 were	 generous	 enough	 to	 buy	 what	 she	 needed,	 but	 whether	 she	 would
accept	their	purchases,	and	what	her	mother	would	say.
They	went	 to	a	drygoods	store	and	when	a	clerk	asked	what	 they	wanted	 to

see	 neither	 of	 them	 knew,	 so	 they	 stepped	 aside	 and	 held	 a	 whispered
consultation.
"What	had	we	better	get,	Wesley?"
"Dresses,"	said	Wesley	promptly,
"But	how	many	dresses,	and	what	kind?"
"Blest	 if	 I	 know!"	 exclaimed	Wesley.	 "I	 thought	 you	would	manage	 that.	 I

know	about	some	things	I'm	going	to	get."
At	 that	 instant	 several	 high	 school	girls	 came	 into	 the	 store	 and	approached

them.
"There!"	 exclaimed	Wesley	 breathlessly.	 "There,	Maggie!	Like	 them!	That's

what	she	needs!	Buy	like	they	have!"
Margaret	stared.	What	did	they	wear?	They	were	rapidly	passing;	they	seemed

to	have	so	much,	and	she	could	not	decide	 so	quickly.	Before	 she	knew	 it	 she
was	among	them.
"I	beg	your	pardon,	but	won't	you	wait	one	minute?"	she	asked.
The	girls	stopped	with	wondering	faces.
"It's	your	clothes,"	explained	Mrs.	Sinton.	"You	look	just	beautiful	to	me.	You

look	 exactly	 as	 I	 should	 have	 wanted	 to	 see	 my	 girls.	 They	 both	 died	 of
diphtheria	when	 they	were	 little,	 but	 they	had	yellow	hair,	 dark	 eyes	 and	pink
cheeks,	and	everybody	thought	they	were	lovely.	If	 they	had	lived,	 they'd	been
near	your	age	now,	and	I'd	want	them	to	look	like	you."
There	was	sympathy	on	every	girl	face.
"Why	thank	you!"	said	one	of	them.	"We	are	very	sorry	for	you."
"Of	 course	 you	 are,"	 said	 Margaret.	 "Everybody	 always	 has	 been.	 And

because	I	can't	ever	have	the	joy	of	a	mother	in	thinking	for	my	girls	and	buying
pretty	things	for	them,	there	is	nothing	left	for	me,	but	to	do	what	I	can	for	some
one	who	has	no	mother	to	care	for	her.	I	know	a	girl,	who	would	be	just	as	pretty
as	any	of	you,	if	she	had	the	clothes,	but	her	mother	does	not	think	about	her,	so
I	mother	her	some	myself."
"She	must	be	a	lucky	girl,"	said	another.
"Oh,	she	loves	me,"	said	Margaret,	"and	I	love	her.	I	want	her	to	look	just	like

you	 do.	 Please	 tell	me	 about	 your	 clothes.	Are	 these	 the	 dresses	 and	 hats	 you
wear	to	school?	What	kind	of	goods	are	they,	and	where	do	you	buy	them?"
The	girls	began	to	laugh	and	cluster	around	Margaret.	Wesley	strode	down	the

store	with	 his	 head	 high	 through	 pride	 in	 her,	 but	 his	 heart	was	 sore	 over	 the



memory	 of	 two	 little	 faces	 under	Brushwood	 sod.	He	 inquired	 his	way	 to	 the
shoe	department.
"Why,	every	one	of	us	have	on	gingham	or	linen	dresses,"	they	said,	"and	they

are	our	school	clothes."
For	 a	 few	moments	 there	was	 a	 babel	 of	 laughing	 voices	 explaining	 to	 the

delighted	Margaret	 that	 school	 dresses	 should	 be	 bright	 and	 pretty,	 but	 simple
and	plain,	and	until	cold	weather	they	should	wash.
"I'll	tell	you,"	said	Ellen	Brownlee,	"my	father	owns	this	store,	I	know	all	the

clerks.	 I'll	 take	 you	 to	Miss	Hartley.	You	 tell	 her	 just	 how	much	 you	want	 to
spend,	 and	what	 you	want	 to	 buy,	 and	 she	will	 know	how	 to	get	 the	most	 for
your	money.	 I've	heard	papa	say	she	was	 the	best	clerk	 in	 the	store	 for	people
who	didn't	know	precisely	what	they	wanted."
"That's	 the	 very	 thing,"	 agreed	Margaret.	 "But	 before	 you	go,	 tell	me	 about

your	 hair.	 Elnora's	 hair	 is	 bright	 and	wavy,	 but	 yours	 is	 silky	 as	 hackled	 flax.
How	do	you	do	it?"
"Elnora?"	asked	four	girls	in	concert.
"Yes,	Elnora	is	the	name	of	the	girl	I	want	these	things	for."
"Did	she	come	to	the	high	school	to-day?"	questioned	one	of	them.
"Was	she	in	your	classes?"	demanded	Margaret	without	reply.
Four	girls	stood	silent	and	thought	fast.	Had	there	been	a	strange	girl	among

them,	and	had	she	been	overlooked	and	passed	by	with	indifference,	because	she
was	so	very	shabby?	 If	 she	had	appeared	as	much	better	 than	 they,	as	 she	had
looked	worse,	would	her	reception	have	been	the	same?
"There	was	a	strange	girl	from	the	country	in	the	Freshman	class	to-day,"	said

Ellen	Brownlee,	"and	her	name	was	Elnora."
"That	was	the	girl,"	said	Margaret.
"Are	her	people	so	very	poor?"	questioned	Ellen.
"No,	not	poor	at	all,	come	to	think	of	it,"	answered	Margaret.	"It's	a	peculiar

case.	Mrs.	Comstock	had	a	great	trouble	and	she	let	it	change	her	whole	life	and
make	a	different	woman	of	her.	She	used	to	be	lovely;	now	she	is	forever	saving
and	scared	to	death	for	fear	they	will	go	to	the	poorhouse;	but	there	is	a	big	farm,
covered	 with	 lots	 of	 good	 timber.	 The	 taxes	 are	 high	 for	 women	 who	 can't
manage	 to	 clear	 and	work	 the	 land.	There	 ought	 to	 be	 enough	 to	 keep	 two	of
them	in	good	shape	all	 their	 lives,	 if	 they	only	knew	how	to	do	 it.	But	no	one
ever	told	Kate	Comstock	anything,	and	never	will,	for	she	won't	 listen.	All	she
does	is	droop	all	day,	and	walk	the	edge	of	the	swamp	half	the	night,	and	neglect
Elnora.	 If	 you	girls	would	make	 life	 just	 a	 little	 easier	 for	her	 it	would	be	 the
finest	thing	you	ever	did."
All	of	them	promised	they	would.



"Now	tell	me	about	your	hair,"	persisted	Margaret	Sinton.
So	they	took	her	to	a	toilet	counter,	and	she	bought	the	proper	hair	soap,	also	a

nail	 file,	and	cold	cream,	for	use	after	windy	days.	Then	 they	 left	her	with	 the
experienced	 clerk,	 and	 when	 at	 last	 Wesley	 found	 her	 she	 was	 loaded	 with
bundles	and	the	light	of	other	days	was	in	her	beautiful	eyes.	Wesley	also	carried
some	packages.
"Did	you	get	any	stockings?"	he	whispered.
"No,	I	didn't,"	she	said.	"I	was	so	interested	in	dresses	and	hair	ribbons	and	a

—a	hat——"	she	hesitated	and	glanced	at	Wesley.	"Of	course,	a	hat!"	prompted
Wesley.	 "That	 I	 forgot	 all	 about	 those	horrible	 shoes.	She's	got	 to	have	decent
shoes,	Wesley."
"Sure!"	 said	Wesley.	 "She's	got	decent	 shoes.	But	 the	man	said	some	brown

stockings	ought	to	go	with	them.	Take	a	peep,	will	you!"
Wesley	opened	a	box	and	displayed	a	pair	of	 thick-soled,	beautifully	shaped

brown	walking	shoes	of	low	cut.	Margaret	cried	out	with	pleasure.
"But	do	you	suppose	they	are	the	right	size,	Wesley?	What	did	you	get?"
"I	just	said	for	a	girl	of	sixteen	with	a	slender	foot."
"Well,	 that's	 about	 as	 near	 as	 I	 could	 come.	 If	 they	 don't	 fit	when	 she	 tries

them,	we	will	drive	straight	in	and	change	them.	Come	on	now,	let's	get	home."
All	 the	way	they	discussed	how	they	should	give	Elnora	their	purchases	and

what	Mrs.	Comstock	would	say.
"I	am	afraid	she	will	be	awful	mad,"	said	Margaret.
"She'll	 just	 rip!"	 replied	Wesley	 graphically.	 "But	 if	 she	 wants	 to	 leave	 the

raising	of	her	girl	to	the	neighbours,	she	needn't	get	fractious	if	they	take	some
pride	 in	doing	a	good	 job.	From	now	on	 I	calculate	Elnora	 shall	go	 to	 school;
and	she	shall	have	all	the	clothes	and	books	she	needs,	if	I	go	around	on	the	back
of	Kate	Comstock's	land	and	cut	a	tree,	or	drive	off	a	calf	to	pay	for	them.	Why	I
know	one	tree	she	owns	that	would	put	Elnora	in	heaven	for	a	year.	Just	think	of
it,	Margaret!	 It's	 not	 fair.	One-third	of	what	 is	 there	belongs	 to	Elnora	by	 law,
and	if	Kate	Comstock	raises	a	row	I'll	tell	her	so,	and	see	that	the	girl	gets	it.	You
go	to	see	Kate	in	the	morning,	and	I'll	go	with	you.	Tell	her	you	want	Elnora's
pattern,	that	you	are	going	to	make	her	a	dress,	for	helping	us.	And	sort	of	hint	at
a	few	more	things.	If	Kate	balks,	I'll	take	a	hand	and	settle	her.	I'll	go	to	law	for
Elnora's	share	of	that	land	and	sell	enough	to	educate	her."
"Why,	Wesley	Sinton,	you're	perfectly	wild."
"I'm	not!	Did	you	ever	stop	to	think	that	such	cases	are	so	frequent	there	have

been	laws	made	to	provide	for	them?	I	can	bring	it	up	in	court	and	force	Kate	to
educate	Elnora,	and	board	and	clothe	her	till	she's	of	age,	and	then	she	can	take
her	share."



"Wesley,	Kate	would	go	crazy!"
"She's	crazy	now.	The	idea	of	any	mother	living	with	as	sweet	a	girl	as	Elnora

and	 letting	her	 suffer	 till	 I	 find	her	crying	 like	a	 funeral.	 It	makes	me	 fighting
mad.	 All	 uncalled	 for.	 Not	 a	 grain	 of	 sense	 in	 it.	 I've	 offered	 and	 offered	 to
oversee	clearing	her	 land	and	working	her	fields.	Let	her	sell	a	good	tree,	or	a
few	acres.	Something	is	going	to	be	done,	right	now.	Elnora's	been	fairly	happy
up	to	this,	but	to	spoil	the	school	life	she's	planned,	is	to	ruin	all	her	life.	I	won't
have	 it!	 If	Elnora	won't	 take	 these	 things,	 so	 help	me,	 I'll	 tell	 her	what	 she	 is
worth,	and	loan	her	the	money	and	she	can	pay	me	back	when	she	comes	of	age.
I	am	going	to	have	it	out	with	Kate	Comstock	in	the	morning.	Here	we	are!	You
open	up	what	you	got	while	I	put	away	the	horses,	and	then	I'll	show	you."
When	Wesley	came	from	the	barn	Margaret	had	four	pieces	of	crisp	gingham,

a	pale	blue,	a	pink,	a	gray	with	green	stripes	and	a	rich	brown	and	blue	plaid.	On
each	 of	 them	 lay	 a	 yard	 and	 a	 half	 of	 wide	 ribbon	 to	 match.	 There	 were
handkerchiefs	and	a	brown	leather	belt.	 In	her	hands	she	held	a	wide-brimmed
tan	 straw	 hat,	 having	 a	 high	 crown	 banded	 with	 velvet	 strips	 each	 of	 which
fastened	with	a	tiny	gold	buckle.
"It	looks	kind	of	bare	now,"	she	explained.	"It	had	three	quills	on	it	here."
"Did	you	have	them	taken	off?"	asked	Wesley.
"Yes,	I	did.	The	price	was	two	and	a	half	for	the	hat,	and	those	things	were	a

dollar	and	a	half	apiece.	I	couldn't	pay	that."
"It	does	seem	considerable,"	admitted	Wesley,	"but	will	 it	 look	right	without

them?"
"No,	 it	 won't!"	 said	 Margaret.	 "It's	 going	 to	 have	 quills	 on	 it.	 Do	 you

remember	 those	beautiful	peacock	wing	 feathers	 that	Phoebe	Simms	gave	me?
Three	of	them	go	on	just	where	those	came	off,	and	nobody	will	ever	know	the
difference.	They	match	 the	hat	 to	a	moral,	and	 they	are	 just	a	 little	 longer	and
richer	than	the	ones	that	I	had	taken	off.	I	was	wondering	whether	I	better	sew
them	on	to-night	while	I	remember	how	they	set,	or	wait	till	morning."
"Don't	risk	it!"	exclaimed	Wesley	anxiously.	"Don't	you	risk	it!	Sew	them	on

right	now!"
"Open	your	bundles,	while	I	get	the	thread,"	said	Margaret.
Wesley	unwrapped	the	shoes.	Margaret	took	them	up	and	pinched	the	leather

and	stroked	them.
"My,	but	they	are	fine!"	she	cried.
Wesley	picked	up	one	and	slowly	turned	it	in	his	big	hands.	He	glanced	at	his

foot	and	back	to	the	shoe.
"It's	a	 little	bit	of	a	 thing,	Margaret,"	he	said	softly.	"Like	as	not	 I'll	have	 to

take	it	back.	It	seems	as	if	it	couldn't	fit."



"It	seems	as	if	it	didn't	dare	do	anything	else,"	said	Margaret.	"That's	a	happy
little	shoe	to	get	the	chance	to	carry	as	fine	a	girl	as	Elnora	to	high	school.	Now
what's	in	the	other	box?"
Wesley	looked	at	Margaret	doubtfully.
"Why,"	he	said,	"you	know	there's	going	to	be	rainy	days,	and	those	things	she

has	now	ain't	fit	for	anything	but	to	drive	up	the	cows——"
"Wesley,	did	you	get	high	shoes,	too?"
"Well,	she	ought	to	have	them!	The	man	said	he	would	make	them	cheaper	if	I

took	both	pairs	at	once."
Margaret	 laughed	 aloud.	 "Those	 will	 do	 her	 past	 Christmas,"	 she	 exulted.

"What	else	did	you	buy?"
"Well	 sir,"	 said	Wesley,	 "I	 saw	 something	 to-day.	 You	 told	 me	 about	 Kate

getting	that	tin	pail	for	Elnora	to	carry	to	high	school	and	you	said	you	told	her	it
was	a	shame.	I	guess	Elnora	was	ashamed	all	right,	for	 to-night	she	stopped	at
the	old	case	Duncan	gave	her,	and	took	out	that	pail,	where	it	had	been	all	day,
and	 put	 a	 napkin	 inside	 it.	 Coming	 home	 she	 confessed	 she	 was	 half	 starved
because	she	hid	her	dinner	under	a	culvert,	and	a	tramp	took	it.	She	hadn't	had	a
bite	to	eat	the	whole	day.	But	she	never	complained	at	all,	she	was	pleased	that
she	hadn't	lost	the	napkin.	So	I	just	inquired	around	till	I	found	this,	and	I	think
it's	about	the	ticket."
Wesley	opened	the	package	and	laid	a	brown	leather	lunch	box	on	the	table.

"Might	be	a	couple	of	books,	or	drawing	tools	or	most	anything	that's	neat	and
genteel.	You	see,	it	opens	this	way."
It	did	open,	and	inside	was	a	space	for	sandwiches,	a	little	porcelain	box	for

cold	meat	or	 fried	chicken,	another	for	salad,	a	glass	with	a	 lid	which	screwed
on,	 held	 by	 a	 ring	 in	 a	 corner,	 for	 custard	 or	 jelly,	 a	 flask	 for	 tea	 or	 milk,	 a
beautiful	 little	 knife,	 fork,	 and	 spoon	 fastened	 in	 holders,	 and	 a	 place	 for	 a
napkin.
Margaret	was	almost	crying	over	it.
"How	I'd	love	to	fill	it!"	she	exclaimed.
"Do	it	the	first	time,	just	to	show	Kate	Comstock	what	love	is!"	said	Wesley.

"Get	up	 early	 in	 the	morning	 and	make	one	of	 those	dresses	 to-morrow.	Can't
you	make	a	plain	gingham	dress	in	a	day?	I'll	pick	a	chicken,	and	you	fry	it	and
fix	a	little	custard	for	the	cup,	and	do	it	up	brown.	Go	on,	Maggie,	you	do	it!"
"I	never	can,"	said	Margaret.	"I	am	slow	as	the	itch	about	sewing,	and	these

are	not	going	to	be	plain	dresses	when	it	comes	to	making	them.	There	are	going
to	be	edgings	of	plain	green,	pink,	and	brown	 to	 the	bias	strips,	and	 tucks	and
pleats	around	the	hips,	fancy	belts	and	collars,	and	all	of	it	takes	time."
"Then	Kate	Comstock's	got	to	help,"	said	Wesley.	"Can	the	two	of	you	make



one,	and	get	that	lunch	to-morrow?"
"Easy,	but	she'll	never	do	it!"
"You	see	if	she	doesn't!"	said	Wesley.	"You	get	up	and	cut	it	out,	and	soon	as

Elnora	is	gone	I'll	go	after	Kate	myself.	She'll	take	what	I'll	say	better	alone.	But
she'll	come,	and	she'll	help	make	the	dress.	These	other	things	are	our	Christmas
gifts	to	Elnora.	She'll	no	doubt	need	them	more	now	than	she	will	then,	and	we
can	give	them	just	as	well.	That's	yours,	and	this	is	mine,	or	whichever	way	you
choose."
Wesley	 untied	 a	 good	 brown	 umbrella	 and	 shook	 out	 the	 folds	 of	 a	 long,

brown	raincoat.	Margaret	dropped	the	hat,	arose	and	 took	the	coat.	She	 tried	 it
on,	felt	it,	cooed	over	it	and	matched	it	with	the	umbrella.
"Did	 it	 look	 anything	 like	 rain	 to-night?"	 she	 inquired	 so	 anxiously	 that

Wesley	laughed.
"And	this	last	bundle?"	she	said,	dropping	back	in	her	chair,	the	coat	still	over

her	shoulders.
"I	couldn't	buy	this	much	stuff	for	any	other	woman	and	nothing	for	my	own,"

said	Wesley.	"It's	Christmas	for	you,	too,	Margaret!"	He	shook	out	fold	after	fold
of	soft	gray	satiny	goods	that	would	look	lovely	against	Margaret's	pink	cheeks
and	whitening	hair.
"Oh,	you	old	darling!"	she	exclaimed,	and	fled	sobbing	into	his	arms.
But	she	soon	dried	her	eyes,	raked	together	the	coals	in	the	cooking	stove	and

boiled	one	of	 the	dress	patterns	 in	salt	water	 for	half	an	hour.	Wesley	held	 the
lamp	while	she	hung	the	goods	on	the	line	to	dry.	Then	she	set	the	irons	on	the
stove	so	they	would	be	hot	the	first	thing	in	the	morning.



Chapter		3
Wherein	 Elnora	 visits	 the	 bird	 woman,	 and	 opens	 a
bank	account
Four	o'clock	the	following	morning	Elnora	was	shelling	beans.	At	six	she	fed	the
chickens	and	pigs,	swept	two	of	the	rooms	of	the	cabin,	built	a	fire,	and	put	on
the	kettle	for	breakfast.	Then	she	climbed	the	narrow	stairs	to	the	attic	she	had
occupied	 since	 a	 very	 small	 child,	 and	 dressed	 in	 the	 hated	 shoes	 and	 brown
calico,	plastered	down	her	crisp	curls,	ate	what	breakfast	she	could,	and	pinning
on	her	hat	started	for	town.
"There	is	no	sense	in	your	going	for	an	hour	yet,"	said	her	mother.
"I	must	try	to	discover	some	way	to	earn	those	books,"	replied	Elnora.	"I	am

perfectly	positive	I	shall	not	 find	 them	lying	beside	 the	road	wrapped	 in	 tissue
paper,	and	tagged	with	my	name."
She	went	 toward	 the	city	as	on	yesterday.	Her	perplexity	as	 to	where	 tuition

and	books	were	to	come	from	was	worse	but	she	did	not	feel	quite	so	badly.	She
never	again	would	have	to	face	all	of	it	for	the	first	time.	There	had	been	times
yesterday	when	she	had	prayed	 to	be	hidden,	or	 to	drop	dead,	and	neither	had
happened.	"I	believe	the	best	way	to	get	an	answer	to	prayer	is	to	work	for	it,"
muttered	Elnora	grimly.
Again	she	followed	the	trail	to	the	swamp,	rearranged	her	hair	and	left	the	tin

pail.	This	time	she	folded	a	couple	of	sandwiches	in	the	napkin,	and	tied	them	in
a	neat	light	paper	parcel	which	she	carried	in	her	hand.	Then	she	hurried	along
the	road	to	Onabasha	and	found	a	book-store.	There	she	asked	the	prices	of	the
list	of	books	that	she	needed,	and	learned	that	six	dollars	would	not	quite	supply
them.	She	anxiously	inquired	for	second-hand	books,	but	was	told	that	the	only
way	to	secure	them	was	from	the	last	year's	Freshmen.	Just	then	Elnora	felt	that
she	positively	could	not	approach	any	of	those	she	supposed	to	be	Sophomores
and	 ask	 to	 buy	 their	 old	 books.	 The	 only	 balm	 the	 girl	 could	 see	 for	 the
humiliation	of	yesterday	was	to	appear	that	day	with	a	set	of	new	books.
"Do	 you	 wish	 these?"	 asked	 the	 clerk	 hurriedly,	 for	 the	 store	 was	 rapidly

filling	with	school	children	wanting	anything	from	a	dictionary	to	a	pen.
"Yes,"	gasped	Elnora,	"Oh,	yes!	But	I	cannot	pay	for	them	just	now.	Please	let

me	take	them,	and	I	will	pay	for	them	on	Friday,	or	return	them	as	perfect	as	they



are.	Please	trust	me	for	them	a	few	days."
"I'll	ask	the	proprietor,"	he	said.	When	he	came	back	Elnora	knew	the	answer

before	he	spoke.
"I'm	sorry,"	he	said,	"but	Mr.	Hann	doesn't	recognize	your	name.	You	are	not	a

customer	of	ours,	and	he	feels	that	he	can't	take	the	risk."
Elnora	clumped	out	of	 the	store,	 the	 thump	of	her	heavy,	shoes	beating	as	a

hammer	on	her	brain.	She	tried	two	other	dealers	with	the	same	result,	and	then
in	sick	despair	came	into	the	street.	What	could	she	do?	She	was	too	frightened
to	think.	Should	she	stay	from	school	that	day	and	canvass	the	homes	appearing
to	belong	to	the	wealthy,	and	try	to	sell	beds	of	wild	ferns,	as	she	had	suggested
to	Wesley	Sinton?	What	would	she	dare	ask	for	bringing	in	and	planting	a	clump
of	 ferns?	 How	 could	 she	 carry	 them?	 Would	 people	 buy	 them?	 She	 slowly
moved	 past	 the	 hotel	 and	 then	 glanced	 around	 to	 see	 if	 there	 were	 a	 clock
anywhere,	for	she	felt	sure	the	young	people	passing	her	constantly	were	on	their
way	to	school.
There	it	stood	in	a	bank	window	in	big	black	letters	staring	straight	at	her:
WANTED:	 CATERPILLARS,	 COCOONS,	 CHRYSALIDES,	 PUPAE

CASES,	 BUTTERFLIES,	 MOTHS,	 INDIAN	 RELICS	 OF	 ALL	 KINDS.
HIGHEST	SCALE	OF	PRICES	PAID	IN	CASH
Elnora	caught	the	wicket	at	the	cashier's	desk	with	both	hands	to	brace	herself

against	disappointment.
"Who	is	it	wants	to	buy	cocoons,	butterflies,	and	moths?"	she	panted.
"The	Bird	Woman,"	answered	the	cashier.	"Have	you	some	for	sale?"
"I	have	some,	I	do	not	know	if	they	are	what	she	would	want."
"Well,	 you	 had	 better	 see	 her,"	 said	 the	 cashier.	 "Do	 you	 know	 where	 she

lives?"
"Yes,"	said	Elnora.	"Would	you	tell	me	the	time?"
"Twenty-one	after	eight,"	was	the	answer.
She	 had	 nine	minutes	 to	 reach	 the	 auditorium	 or	 be	 late.	 Should	 she	 go	 to

school,	or	to	the	Bird	Woman?	Several	girls	passed	her	walking	swiftly	and	she
remembered	 their	 faces.	 They	 were	 hurrying	 to	 school.	 Elnora	 caught	 the
infection.	She	would	see	the	Bird	Woman	at	noon.	Algebra	came	first,	and	that
professor	was	kind.	Perhaps	she	could	slip	to	the	superintendent	and	ask	him	for
a	 book	 for	 the	 next	 lesson,	 and	 at	 noon—"Oh,	 dear	Lord	make	 it	 come	 true,"
prayed	Elnora,	at	noon	possibly	she	could	sell	some	of	those	wonderful	shining-
winged	 things	 she	 had	 been	 collecting	 all	 her	 life	 around	 the	 outskirts	 of	 the
Limberlost.
As	 she	 went	 down	 the	 long	 hall	 she	 noticed	 the	 professor	 of	 mathematics

standing	in	the	door	of	his	recitation	room.	When	she	passed	him	he	smiled	and



spoke	to	her.
"I	have	been	watching	for	you,"	he	said,	and	Elnora	stopped	bewildered.
"For	me?"	she	questioned.
"Yes,"	said	Professor	Henley.	"Step	inside."
Elnora	followed	him	into	the	room	and	closed	the	door	behind	them.
"At	 teachers'	 meeting	 last	 evening,	 one	 of	 the	 professors	 mentioned	 that	 a

pupil	had	betrayed	 in	class	 that	she	had	expected	her	books	 to	be	furnished	by
the	city.	I	thought	possibly	it	was	you.	Was	it?"
"Yes,"	breathed	Elnora.
"That	being	 the	case,"	 said	Professor	Henley,	 "it	 just	occurred	 to	me	as	you

had	expected	that,	you	might	require	a	little	time	to	secure	them,	and	you	are	too
fine	a	mathematician	to	fall	behind	for	want	of	supplies.	So	I	telephoned	one	of
our	Sophomores	 to	bring	her	 last	year's	books	 this	morning.	 I	 am	sorry	 to	 say
they	are	somewhat	abused,	but	 the	 text	 is	all	here.	You	can	have	 them	for	 two
dollars,	and	pay	when	you	are	ready.	Would	you	care	to	take	them?"
Elnora	sat	suddenly,	because	she	could	not	stand	another	instant.	She	reached

both	hands	for	the	books,	and	said	never	a	word.	The	professor	was	silent	also.
At	 last	 Eleanor	 arose,	 hugging	 those	 books	 to	 her	 heart	 as	 a	 mother	 clasps	 a
baby.
"One	 thing	more,"	 said	 the	 professor.	 "You	may	 pay	 your	 tuition	 quarterly.

You	need	not	bother	about	the	first	instalment	this	month.	Any	time	in	October
will	do."
It	 seemed	 as	 if	 Elnora's	 gasp	 of	 relief	 must	 have	 reached	 the	 soles	 of	 her

brogans.
"Did	any	one	ever	tell	you	how	beautiful	you	are!"	she	cried.
As	 the	professor	was	 lank,	 tow-haired	and	so	near-sighted,	 that	he	peered	at

his	pupils	through	spectacles,	no	one	ever	had.
"No,"	said	Professor	Henley,	"I've	waited	some	time	for	that;	for	which	reason

I	 shall	 appreciate	 it	 all	 the	more.	 Come	 now,	 or	 we	 shall	 be	 late	 for	 opening
exercises."
So	 Elnora	 entered	 the	 auditorium	 a	 second	 time.	 Her	 face	 was	 like	 the

brightest	 dawn	 that	 ever	 broke	 over	 the	 Limberlost.	 No	 matter	 about	 the
lumbering	shoes	and	skimpy	dress.	No	matter	about	anything,	she	had	the	books.
She	could	take	them	home.	In	her	garret	she	could	commit	them	to	memory,	if
need	be.	She	could	prove	 that	clothes	were	not	all.	 If	 the	Bird	Woman	did	not
want	any	of	 the	many	different	kinds	of	 specimens	 she	had	collected,	 she	was
quite	sure	now	she	could	sell	ferns,	nuts,	and	a	great	many	things.	Then,	too,	a
girl	made	 a	place	 for	 her	 that	morning,	 and	 several	 smiled	 and	bowed.	Elnora
forgot	 everything	 save	 her	 books,	 and	 that	 she	was	where	 she	 could	 use	 them



intelligently—everything	 except	 one	 little	 thing	 away	 back	 in	 her	 head.	 Her
mother	had	known	about	 the	books	and	 the	 tuition,	and	had	not	 told	her	when
she	agreed	to	her	coming.
At	noon	Elnora	took	her	little	parcel	of	lunch	and	started	to	the	home	of	the

Bird	Woman.	She	must	know	about	the	specimens	first	and	then	she	would	walk
to	 the	 suburbs	 somewhere	 and	 eat	 a	 few	 bites.	 She	 dropped	 the	 heavy	 iron
knocker	 on	 the	 door	 of	 a	 big	 red	 log	 cabin,	 and	 her	 heart	 thumped	 at	 the
resounding	stroke.
"Is	the	Bird	Woman	at	home?"	she	asked	of	the	maid.
"She	is	at	lunch,"	was	the	answer.
"Please	ask	her	if	she	will	see	a	girl	from	the	Limberlost	about	some	moths?"

inquired	Elnora.
"I	never	need	ask,	if	it's	moths,"	laughed	the	girl.	"Orders	are	to	bring	any	one

with	specimens	right	in.	Come	this	way."
Elnora	 followed	 down	 the	 hall	 and	 entered	 a	 long	 room	with	 high	 panelled

wainscoting,	 old	 English	 fireplace	 with	 an	 overmantel	 and	 closets	 of	 peculiar
china	 filling	 the	 corners.	At	 a	 bare	 table	 of	 oak,	 yellow	 as	 gold,	 sat	 a	woman
Elnora	often	had	watched	and	followed	covertly	around	the	Limberlost.	The	Bird
Woman	was	holding	out	a	hand	of	welcome.
"I	 heard!"	 she	 laughed.	 "A	 little	 pasteboard	 box,	 or	 just	 the	 mere	 word

'specimen,'	passes	you	at	my	door.	If	it	is	moths	I	hope	you	have	hundreds.	I've
been	very	busy	all	summer	and	unable	to	collect,	and	I	need	so	many.	Sit	down
and	lunch	with	me,	while	we	talk	it	over.	From	the	Limberlost,	did	you	say?"
"I	live	near	the	swamp,"	replied	Elnora.	"Since	it's	so	cleared	I	dare	go	around

the	edge	in	daytime,	though	we	are	all	afraid	at	night."
"What	have	you	collected?"	asked	 the	Bird	Woman,	as	she	helped	Elnora	 to

sandwiches	unlike	any	she	ever	before	had	tasted,	salad	that	seemed	to	be	made
of	many	 familiar	 things,	 and	a	cup	of	hot	chocolate	 that	would	have	delighted
any	hungry	schoolgirl.
"I	am	afraid	I	am	bothering	you	for	nothing,	and	imposing	on	you,"	she	said.

"That	 'collected'	 frightens	 me.	 I've	 only	 gathered.	 I	 always	 loved	 everything
outdoors,	 so	 I	 made	 friends	 and	 playmates	 of	 them.	When	 I	 learned	 that	 the
moths	die	so	soon,	I	saved	them	especially,	because	there	seemed	no	wickedness
in	it."
"I	 have	 thought	 the	 same	 thing,"	 said	 the	Bird	Woman	 encouragingly.	Then

because	the	girl	could	not	eat	until	she	learned	about	the	moths,	the	Bird	Woman
asked	Elnora	if	she	knew	what	kinds	she	had.
"Not	 all	 of	 them,"	 answered	 Elnora.	 "Before	 Mr.	 Duncan	 moved	 away	 he

often	 saw	me	 near	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 swamp	 and	 he	 showed	me	 the	 box	 he	 had



fixed	for	Freckles,	and	gave	me	the	key.	There	were	some	books	and	things,	so
from	that	time	on	I	studied	and	tried	to	take	moths	right,	but	I	am	afraid	they	are
not	what	you	want."
"Are	they	the	big	ones	that	fly	mostly	in	June	nights?"	asked	the	Bird	Woman.
"Yes,"	 said	 Elnora.	 "Big	 gray	 ones	 with	 reddish	markings,	 pale	 blue-green,

yellow	with	lavender,	and	red	and	yellow."
"What	do	you	mean	by	 'red	and	yellow?'"	asked	the	Bird	Woman	so	quickly

that	the	girl	almost	jumped.
"Not	 exactly	 red,"	 explained	 Elnora,	 with	 tremulous	 voice.	 "A	 reddish,

yellowish	brown,	with	canary-coloured	spots	and	gray	lines	on	their	wings."
"How	many	of	them?"	It	was	the	same	quick	question.
"I	had	over	 two	hundred	eggs,"	said	Elnora,	"but	some	of	 them	didn't	hatch,

and	 some	of	 the	 caterpillars	 died,	 but	 there	must	 be	 at	 least	 a	 hundred	perfect
ones."
"Perfect!	How	perfect?"	cried	the	Bird	Woman.
"I	mean	whole	wings,	no	down	gone,	and	all	their	legs	and	antennae,"	faltered

Elnora.
"Young	 woman,	 that's	 the	 rarest	 moth	 in	 America,"	 said	 the	 Bird	 Woman

solemnly.	 "If	 you	 have	 a	 hundred	 of	 them,	 they	 are	 worth	 a	 hundred	 dollars
according	to	my	list.	I	can	use	all	that	are	not	damaged."
"What	if	they	are	not	pinned	right,"	quavered	Elnora.
"If	they	are	perfect,	that	does	not	make	the	slightest	difference.	I	know	how	to

soften	 them	 so	 that	 I	 can	 put	 them	 into	 any	 shape	 I	 choose.	Where	 are	 they?
When	may	I	see	them?"
"They	 are	 in	 Freckles's	 old	 case	 in	 the	Limberlost,"	 said	Elnora.	 "I	 couldn't

carry	many	for	fear	of	breaking	them,	but	I	could	bring	a	few	after	school."
"You	come	here	at	 four,"	said	 the	Bird	Woman,	"and	we	will	drive	out	with

some	specimen	boxes,	and	a	price	list,	and	see	what	you	have	to	sell.	Are	they
your	very	own?	Are	you	free	to	part	with	them?"
"They	 are	 mine,"	 said	 Elnora.	 "No	 one	 but	 God	 knows	 I	 have	 them.	 Mr.

Duncan	gave	me	the	books	and	the	box.	He	told	Freckles	about	me,	and	Freckles
told	 him	 to	 give	me	 all	 he	 left.	He	 said	 for	me	 to	 stick	 to	 the	 swamp	 and	 be
brave,	and	my	hour	would	come,	and	it	has!	I	know	most	of	them	are	all	right,
and	oh,	I	do	need	the	money!"
"Could	you	tell	me?"	asked	the	Bird	Woman	softly.
"You	see	the	swamp	and	all	the	fields	around	it	are	so	full,"	explained	Elnora.

"Every	day	I	felt	smaller	and	smaller,	and	I	wanted	to	know	more	and	more,	and
pretty	 soon	 I	 grew	desperate,	 just	 as	Freckles	did.	But	 I	 am	better	 off	 than	he
was,	for	I	have	his	books,	and	I	have	a	mother;	even	if	she	doesn't	care	for	me	as



other	girls'	mothers	do	for	them,	it's	better	than	no	one."
The	Bird	Woman's	glance	fell,	for	the	girl	was	not	conscious	of	how	much	she

was	 revealing.	Her	eyes	were	 fixed	on	a	black	pitcher	 filled	with	goldenrod	 in
the	centre	of	the	table	and	she	was	saying	what	she	thought.
"As	long	as	I	could	go	to	the	Brushwood	school	I	was	happy,	but	I	couldn't	go

further	just	when	things	were	the	most	interesting,	so	I	was	determined	I'd	come
to	high	school	and	mother	wouldn't	consent.	You	see	there's	plenty	of	land,	but
father	was	drowned	when	I	was	a	baby,	and	mother	and	I	can't	make	money	as
men	do.	The	 taxes	 are	higher	 every	year,	 and	 she	 said	 it	was	 too	 expensive.	 I
wouldn't	give	her	any	rest,	until	at	last	she	bought	me	this	dress,	and	these	shoes
and	I	came.	It	was	awful!"
"Do	you	live	in	that	beautiful	cabin	at	the	northwest	end	of	the	swamp?"	asked

the	Bird	Woman.
"Yes,"	said	Elnora.
"I	remember	the	place	and	a	story	about	it,	now.	You	entered	the	high	school

yesterday?"
"Yes."
"It	was	rather	bad?"
"Rather	bad!"	echoed	Elnora.
The	Bird	Woman	laughed.
"You	can't	tell	me	anything	about	that,"	she	said.	"I	once	entered	a	city	school

straight	 from	 the	 country.	 My	 dress	 was	 brown	 calico,	 and	 my	 shoes	 were
heavy."
The	tears	began	to	roll	down	Elnora's	cheeks.
"Did	they——?"	she	faltered.
"They	did!"	said	the	Bird	Woman.	"All	of	it.	I	am	sure	they	did	not	miss	one

least	little	thing."
Then	she	wiped	away	some	tears	that	began	coursing	her	cheeks,	and	laughed

at	the	same	time.
"Where	are	they	now?"	asked	Elnora	suddenly.
"They	 are	 widely	 scattered,	 but	 none	 of	 them	 have	 attained	 heights	 out	 of

range.	Some	of	 the	 rich	 are	 poor,	 and	 some	of	 the	 poor	 are	 rich.	 Some	of	 the
brightest	died	insane,	and	some	of	the	dullest	worked	out	high	positions;	some	of
the	very	worst	to	bear	have	gone	out,	and	I	frequently	hear	from	others.	Now	I
am	here,	able	to	remember	it,	and	mingle	laughter	with	what	used	to	be	all	tears;
for	every	day	I	have	my	beautiful	work,	and	almost	every	day	God	sends	some
one	like	you	to	help	me.	What	is	your	name,	my	girl?"
"Elnora	Comstock,"	answered	Elnora.	"Yesterday	on	 the	board	 it	changed	 to

Cornstock,	and	for	a	minute	I	thought	I'd	die,	but	I	can	laugh	over	that	already."



The	Bird	Woman	arose	and	kissed	her.	"Finish	your	 lunch,"	she	said,	"and	I
will	bring	my	price	lists,	and	make	a	memorandum	of	what	you	think	you	have,
so	I	will	know	how	many	boxes	 to	prepare.	And	remember	 this:	What	you	are
lies	with	you.	If	you	are	lazy,	and	accept	your	lot,	you	may	live	in	it.	If	you	are
willing	to	work,	you	can	write	your	name	anywhere	you	choose,	among	the	only
ones	who	live	beyond	the	grave	in	this	world,	 the	people	who	write	books	that
help,	make	 exquisite	music,	 carve	 statues,	 paint	 pictures,	 and	work	 for	 others.
Never	 mind	 the	 calico	 dress,	 and	 the	 coarse	 shoes.	Work	 at	 your	 books,	 and
before	 long	 you	will	 hear	 yesterday's	 tormentors	 boasting	 that	 they	were	 once
classmates	of	yours.	'I	could	a	tale	unfold'——!"
She	 laughingly	 left	 the	 room	and	Elnora	 sat	 thinking,	 until	 she	 remembered

how	hungry	she	was,	so	she	ate	the	food,	drank	the	hot	chocolate	and	began	to
feel	better.
Then	 the	 Bird	 Woman	 came	 back	 and	 showed	 Elnora	 a	 long	 printed	 slip

giving	a	list	of	graduated	prices	for	moths,	butterflies,	and	dragonflies.
"Oh,	do	you	want	them!"	exulted	Elnora.	"I	have	a	few	and	I	can	get	more	by

the	thousand,	with	every	colour	in	the	world	on	their	wings."
"Yes,"	said	the	Bird	Woman,	"I	will	buy	them,	also	the	big	moth	caterpillars

that	are	creeping	everywhere	now,	and	the	cocoons	that	they	will	spin	just	about
this	time.	I	have	a	sneaking	impression	that	the	mystery,	wonder,	and	the	urge	of
their	pure	beauty,	are	going	to	force	me	to	picture	and	paint	our	moths	and	put
them	into	a	book	for	all	the	world	to	see	and	know.	We	Limberlost	people	must
not	be	selfish	with	the	wonders	God	has	given	to	us.	We	must	share	with	those
poor	cooped-up	city	people	the	best	we	can.	To	send	them	a	beautiful	book,	that
is	the	way,	is	it	not,	little	new	friend	of	mine?"
"Yes,	 oh	 yes!"	 cried	 Elnora.	 "And	 please	 God	 they	 find	 a	 way	 to	 earn	 the

money	to	buy	the	books,	as	I	have	those	I	need	so	badly."
"I	will	pay	good	prices	for	all	the	moths	you	can	find,"	said	the	Bird	Woman,

"because	 you	 see	 I	 exchange	 them	with	 foreign	 collectors.	 I	 want	 a	 complete
series	of	the	moths	of	America	to	trade	with	a	German	scientist,	another	with	a
man	in	India,	and	another	in	Brazil.	Others	I	can	exchange	with	home	collectors
for	 those	 of	California	 and	Canada,	 so	 you	 see	 I	 can	 use	 all	 you	 can	 raise,	 or
find.	The	banker	will	buy	stone	axes,	arrow	points,	and	Indian	pipes.	There	was
a	teacher	from	the	city	grade	schools	here	to-day	for	specimens.	There	is	a	fund
to	 supply	 the	 ward	 buildings.	 I'll	 help	 you	 get	 in	 touch	 with	 that.	 They	 want
leaves	 of	 different	 trees,	 flowers,	 grasses,	 moths,	 insects,	 birds'	 nests	 and
anything	about	birds."
Elnora's	 eyes	were	blazing.	 "Had	 I	 better	 go	back	 to	 school	or	 open	 a	bank

account	 and	 begin	 being	 a	millionaire?	 Uncle	Wesley	 and	 I	 have	 a	 bushel	 of



arrow	 points	 gathered,	 a	 stack	 of	 axes,	 pipes,	 skin-dressing	 tools,	 tubes	 and
mortars.	I	don't	know	how	I	ever	shall	wait	three	hours."
"You	must	go,	or	you	will	be	late,"	said	the	Bird	Woman.	"I	will	be	ready	at

four."
After	school	closed	Elnora,	seated	beside	the	Bird	Woman,	drove	to	Freckles's

room	in	the	Limberlost.	One	at	a	time	the	beautiful	big	moths	were	taken	from
the	interior	of	the	old	black	case.	Not	a	fourth	of	them	could	be	moved	that	night
and	 it	was	almost	dark	when	 the	 last	box	was	closed,	 the	 list	 figured,	and	 into
Elnora's	trembling	fingers	were	paid	fifty-nine	dollars	and	sixteen	cents.	Elnora
clasped	the	money	closely.
"Oh	you	beautiful	stuff!"	she	cried.	"You	are	going	to	buy	the	books,	pay	the

tuition,	and	take	me	to	high	school."
Then	 because	 she	was	 a	woman,	 she	 sat	 on	 a	 log	 and	 looked	 at	 her	 shoes.

Long	after	the	Bird	Woman	drove	away	Elnora	remained.	She	had	her	problem,
and	it	was	a	big	one.	If	she	told	her	mother,	would	she	take	the	money	to	pay	the
taxes?	If	she	did	not	tell	her,	how	could	she	account	for	the	books,	and	things	for
which	she	would	spend	it.	At	last	she	counted	out	what	she	needed	for	the	next
day,	placed	the	remainder	in	the	farthest	corner	of	the	case,	and	locked	the	door.
She	then	filled	the	front	of	her	skirt	from	a	heap	of	arrow	points	beneath	the	case
and	started	home.



Chapter		4
Wherein	 the	 Sintons	 are	 disappointed,	 and	 Mrs.
Comstock	learns	that	she	can	laugh
With	the	first	streak	of	red	above	the	Limberlost	Margaret	Sinton	was	busy	with
the	gingham	and	 the	 intricate	paper	pattern	 she	had	purchased.	Wesley	cooked
the	breakfast	and	worked	until	he	thought	Elnora	would	be	gone,	then	he	started
to	bring	her	mother.
"Now	you	be	mighty	careful,"	cautioned	Margaret.	"I	don't	know	how	she	will

take	it."
"I	 don't	 either,"	 said	Wesley	 philosophically,	 "but	 she's	 got	 to	 take	 it	 some

way.	That	dress	has	to	be	finished	by	school	time	in	the	morning."
Wesley	had	not	slept	well	that	night.	He	had	been	so	busy	framing	diplomatic

speeches	to	make	to	Mrs.	Comstock	that	sleep	had	little	chance	with	him.	Every
step	nearer	to	her	he	approached	his	position	seemed	less	enviable.	By	the	time
he	reached	the	front	gate	and	started	down	the	walk	between	the	rows	of	asters
and	lady	slippers	he	was	perspiring,	and	every	plausible	and	convincing	speech
had	fled	his	brain.	Mrs.	Comstock	helped	him.	She	met	him	at	the	door.
"Good	morning,"	she	said.	"Did	Margaret	send	you	for	something?"
"Yes,"	said	Wesley.	"She's	got	a	job	that's	too	big	for	her,	and	she	wants	you	to

help."
"Of	course	I	will,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	It	was	no	one's	affair	how	lonely	the

previous	 day	 had	 been,	 or	 how	 the	 endless	 hours	 of	 the	 present	 would	 drag.
"What	is	she	doing	in	such	a	rush?"
Now	was	his	chance.
"She's	 making	 a	 dress	 for	 Elnora,"	 answered,	 Wesley.	 He	 saw	 Mrs.

Comstock's	form	straighten,	and	her	face	harden,	so	he	continued	hastily.	"You
see	Elnora	has	been	helping	us	at	harvest	time,	butchering,	and	with	unexpected
visitors	for	years.	We've	made	out	that	she's	saved	us	a	considerable	sum,	and	as
she	wouldn't	 ever	 touch	any	pay	 for	anything,	we	 just	went	 to	 town	and	got	 a
few	clothes	we	thought	would	fix	her	up	a	little	for	the	high	school.	We	want	to
get	a	dress	done	to-day	mighty	bad,	but	Margaret	is	slow	about	sewing,	and	she
never	can	finish	alone,	so	I	came	after	you."
"And	 it's	 such	 a	 simple	 little	 matter,	 so	 dead	 easy;	 and	 all	 so	 between	 old



friends	like,	that	you	can't	look	above	your	boots	while	you	explain	it,"	sneered
Mrs.	Comstock.	 "Wesley	Sinton,	what	 put	 the	 idea	 into	 your	 head	 that	Elnora
would	take	things	bought	with	money,	when	she	wouldn't	take	the	money?"
Then	Sinton's	eyes	came	up	straightly.
"Finding	her	on	the	trail	last	night	sobbing	as	hard	as	I	ever	saw	any	one	at	a

funeral.	She	wasn't	complaining	at	all,	but	she's	come	to	me	all	her	life	with	her
little	hurts,	and	she	couldn't	hide	how	she'd	been	laughed	at,	twitted,	and	run	face
to	 face	 against	 the	 fact	 that	 there	 were	 books	 and	 tuition,	 unexpected,	 and
nothing	will	ever	make	me	believe	you	didn't	know	that,	Kate	Comstock."
"If	any	doubts	are	 troubling	you	on	 that	 subject,	 sure	 I	knew	 it!	She	was	so

anxious	to	try	the	world,	I	thought	I'd	just	let	her	take	a	few	knocks	and	see	how
she	liked	them."
"As	if	she'd	ever	taken	anything	but	knocks	all	her	life!"	cried	Wesley	Sinton.

"Kate	Comstock,	you	are	a	heartless,	selfish	woman.	You've	never	shown	Elnora
any	real	love	in	her	life.	If	ever	she	finds	out	that	thing	you'll	lose	her,	and	it	will
serve	you	right."
"She	knows	 it	now,"	 said	Mrs.	Comstock	 icily,	 "and	she'll	be	home	 to-night

just	as	usual."
"Well,	you	are	a	brave	woman	if	you	dared	put	a	girl	of	Elnora's	make	through

what	she	suffered	yesterday,	and	will	suffer	again	to-day,	and	let	her	know	you
did	 it	on	purpose.	 I	admire	your	nerve.	But	I've	watched	 this	since	Elnora	was
born,	and	I	got	enough.	Things	have	come	to	a	pass	where	they	go	better	for	her,
or	I	interfere."
"As	 if	 you'd	 ever	 done	 anything	 but	 interfere	 all	 her	 life!	 Think	 I	 haven't

watched	you?	Think	I,	with	my	heart	raw	in	my	breast,	and	too	numb	to	resent	it
openly,	haven't	 seen	you	and	Mag	Sinton	 trying	 to	 turn	Elnora	against	me	day
after	day?	When	did	you	ever	 tell	her	what	her	father	meant	 to	me?	When	did
you	ever	 try	 to	make	her	see	 the	wreck	of	my	life,	and	what	I've	suffered?	No
indeed!	 Always	 it's	 been	 poor	 little	 abused	 Elnora,	 and	 cakes,	 kissing,	 extra
clothes,	and	encouraging	her	to	run	to	you	with	a	pitiful	mouth	every	time	I	tried
to	make	a	woman	of	her."
"Kate	Comstock,	that's	unjust,"	cried	Sinton.	"Only	last	night	I	tried	to	show

her	the	picture	I	saw	the	day	she	was	born.	I	begged	her	to	come	to	you	and	tell
you	pleasant	what	she	needed,	and	ask	you	for	what	I	happen	to	know	you	can
well	afford	to	give	her."
"I	can't!"	cried	Mrs.	Comstock.	"You	know	I	can't!"
"Then	get	so	you	can!"	said	Wesley	Sinton.	"Any	day	you	say	the	word	you

can	sell	six	thousand	worth	of	rare	timber	off	this	place	easy.	I'll	see	to	clearing
and	working	the	fields	cheap	as	dirt,	for	Elnora's	sake.	I'll	buy	you	more	cattle	to



fatten.	All	you've	got	to	do	is	sign	a	lease,	to	pull	thousands	from	the	ground	in
oil,	as	the	rest	of	us	are	doing	all	around	you!"
"Cut	down	Robert's	trees!"	shrieked	Mrs.	Comstock.	"Tear	up	his	land!	Cover

everything	with	horrid,	greasy	oil!	I'll	die	first."
"You	mean	you'll	 let	Elnora	go	 like	 a	beggar,	 and	hurt	 and	mortify	her	past

bearing.	 I've	 got	 to	 the	 place	 where	 I	 tell	 you	 plain	 what	 I	 am	 going	 to	 do.
Maggie	and	I	went	to	town	last	night,	and	we	bought	what	things	Elnora	needs
most	urgent	to	make	her	look	a	little	like	the	rest	of	the	high	school	girls.	Now
here	 it	 is	 in	plain	English.	You	can	help	get	 these	 things	ready,	and	 let	us	give
them	to	her	as	we	want——"
"She	won't	touch	them!"	cried	Mrs.	Comstock.
"Then	you	can	pay	us,	and	she	can	take	them	as	her	right——"
"I	won't!"
"Then	I	will	tell	Elnora	just	what	you	are	worth,	what	you	can	afford,	and	how

much	of	this	she	owns.	I'll	loan	her	the	money	to	buy	books	and	decent	clothes,
and	when	she	is	of	age	she	can	sell	her	share	and	pay	me."
Mrs.	Comstock	gripped	a	chair-back	and	opened	her	lips,	but	no	words	came.
"And,"	Sinton	continued,	"if	she	is	so	much	like	you	that	she	won't	do	that,	I'll

go	 to	 the	county	seat	and	 lay	complaint	against	you	as	her	guardian	before	 the
judge.	I'll	swear	 to	what	you	are	worth,	and	how	you	are	raising	her,	and	have
you	 discharged,	 or	 have	 the	 judge	 appoint	 some	man	who	will	 see	 that	 she	 is
comfortable,	educated,	and	decent	looking!"
"You—you	wouldn't!"	gasped	Kate	Comstock.
"I	won't	 need	 to,	Kate!"	 said	Sinton,	his	heart	 softening	 the	 instant	 the	hard

words	were	said.	"You	won't	show	it,	but	you	do	love	Elnora!	You	can't	help	it!
You	 must	 see	 how	 she	 needs	 things;	 come	 help	 us	 fix	 them,	 and	 be	 friends.
Maggie	 and	 I	 couldn't	 live	without	 her,	 and	 you	 couldn't	 either.	You've	 got	 to
love	such	a	fine	girl	as	she	is;	let	it	show	a	little!"
"You	can	hardly	expect	me	to	love	her,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock	coldly.	"But	for

her	a	man	would	stand	back	of	me	now,	who	would	beat	the	breath	out	of	your
sneaking	body	for	the	cowardly	thing	with	which	you	threaten	me.	After	all	I've
suffered	you'd	drag	me	to	court	and	compel	me	to	tear	up	Robert's	property.	If	I
ever	 go	 they	 carry	me.	 If	 they	 touch	one	 tree,	 or	 put	 down	one	greasy	old	oil
well,	it	will	be	over	all	I	can	shoot,	before	they	begin.	Now,	see	how	quick	you
can	clear	out	of	here!"
"You	won't	come	and	help	Maggie	with	the	dress?"
For	answer	Mrs.	Comstock	looked	around	swiftly	for	some	object	on	which	to

lay	 her	 hands.	 Knowing	 her	 temper,	 Wesley	 Sinton	 left	 with	 all	 the	 haste
consistent	with	dignity.	But	he	did	not	go	home.	He	crossed	a	 field,	and	 in	an



hour	brought	another	neighbour	who	was	skilful	with	her	needle.	With	sinking
heart	Margaret	saw	them	coming.
"Kate	is	too	busy	to	help	to-day,	she	can't	sew	before	to-morrow,"	said	Wesley

cheerfully	as	they	entered.
That	 quieted	Margaret's	 apprehension	 a	 little,	 though	 she	 had	 some	 doubts.

Wesley	prepared	the	lunch,	and	by	four	o'clock	the	dress	was	finished	as	far	as	it
possibly	 could	be	until	 it	was	 fitted	on	Elnora.	 If	 that	 did	not	 entail	 too	much
work,	it	could	be	completed	in	two	hours.
Then	Margaret	packed	their	purchases	into	the	big	market	basket.	Wesley	took

the	 hat,	 umbrella,	 and	 raincoat,	 and	 they	 went	 to	 Mrs.	 Comstock's.	 As	 they
reached	the	step,	Margaret	spoke	pleasantly	to	Mrs.	Comstock,	who	sat	reading
just	inside	the	door,	but	she	did	not	answer	and	deliberately	turned	a	leaf	without
looking	up.
Wesley	Sinton	opened	the	door	and	went	in	followed	by	Margaret.
"Kate,"	 he	 said,	 "you	 needn't	 take	 out	 your	 mad	 over	 our	 little	 racket	 on

Maggie.	I	ain't	told	her	a	word	I	said	to	you,	or	you	said	to	me.	She's	not	so	very
strong,	and	she's	sewed	since	four	o'clock	this	morning	to	get	this	dress	ready	for
to-morrow.	It's	done	and	we	came	down	to	try	it	on	Elnora."
"Is	that	the	truth,	Mag	Sinton?"	demanded	Mrs.	Comstock.
"You	heard	Wesley	say	so,"	proudly	affirmed	Mrs.	Sinton.
"I	 want	 to	 make	 you	 a	 proposition,"	 said	Wesley.	 "Wait	 till	 Elnora	 comes.

Then	we'll	show	her	the	things	and	see	what	she	says."
"How	would	 it	 do	 to	 see	what	 she	 says	without	 bribing	 her,"	 sneered	Mrs.

Comstock.
"If	she	can	stand	what	she	did	yesterday,	and	will	 to-day,	she	can	bear	 'most

anything,"	said	Wesley.	"Put	away	the	clothes	if	you	want	to,	till	we	tell	her."
"Well,	you	don't	take	this	waist	I'm	working	on,"	said	Margaret,	"for	I	have	to

baste	in	the	sleeves	and	set	the	collar.	Put	the	rest	out	of	sight	if	you	like."
Mrs.	 Comstock	 picked	 up	 the	 basket	 and	 bundles,	 placed	 them	 inside	 her

room	and	closed	the	door.
Margaret	 threaded	her	 needle	 and	began	 to	 sew.	Mrs.	Comstock	 returned	 to

her	book,	while	Wesley	fidgeted	and	raged	inwardly.	He	could	see	that	Margaret
was	nervous	and	almost	in	tears,	but	the	lines	in	Mrs.	Comstock's	impassive	face
were	 set	 and	 cold.	 So	 they	 sat	while	 the	 clock	 ticked	 off	 the	 time—one	 hour,
two,	 dusk,	 and	 no	 Elnora.	 Just	 when	 Margaret	 and	 Wesley	 were	 discussing
whether	he	had	not	better	go	to	town	to	meet	Elnora,	they	heard	her	coming	up
the	walk.	Wesley	dropped	his	tilted	chair	and	squared	himself.	Margaret	gripped
her	sewing,	and	turned	pleading	eyes	toward	the	door.	Mrs.	Comstock	closed	her
book	and	grimly	smiled.



"Mother,	please	open	the	door,"	called	Elnora.
Mrs.	Comstock	 arose,	 and	 swung	 back	 the	 screen.	Elnora	 stepped	 in	 beside

her,	 bent	 half	 double,	 the	whole	 front	 of	 her	 dress	 gathered	 into	 a	 sort	 of	 bag
filled	with	a	heavy	load,	and	one	arm	stacked	high	with	books.	In	the	dim	light
she	did	not	see	the	Sintons.
"Please	hand	me	the	empty	bucket	in	the	kitchen,	mother,"	she	said.	"I	just	had

to	bring	these	arrow	points	home,	but	I'm	scared	for	fear	I've	spoiled	my	dress
and	will	have	to	wash	it.	I'm	to	clean	them,	and	take	them	to	the	banker	in	the
morning,	and	oh,	mother,	I've	sold	enough	stuff	to	pay	for	my	books,	my	tuition,
and	maybe	 a	 dress	 and	 some	 lighter	 shoes	 besides.	Oh,	mother	 I'm	 so	 happy!
Take	the	books	and	bring	the	bucket!"
Then	 she	 saw	 Margaret	 and	 Wesley.	 "Oh,	 glory!"	 she	 exulted.	 "I	 was	 just

wondering	 how	 I'd	 ever	 wait	 to	 tell	 you,	 and	 here	 you	 are!	 It's	 too	 perfectly
splendid	to	be	true!"
"Tell	us,	Elnora,"	said	Sinton.
"Well	 sir,"	 said	 Elnora,	 doubling	 down	 on	 the	 floor	 and	 spreading	 out	 her

skirt,	"set	the	bucket	here,	mother.	These	points	are	brittle,	and	should	be	put	in
one	at	a	time.	If	they	are	chipped	I	can't	sell	them.	Well	sir!	I've	had	a	time!	You
know	I	 just	had	to	have	books.	I	 tried	three	stores,	and	they	wouldn't	 trust	me,
not	even	three	days,	I	didn't	know	what	in	this	world	I	could	do	quickly	enough.
Just	 when	 I	 was	 almost	 frantic	 I	 saw	 a	 sign	 in	 a	 bank	 window	 asking	 for
caterpillars,	cocoons,	butterflies,	arrow	points,	and	everything.	I	went	in,	and	it
was	this	Bird	Woman	who	wants	the	insects,	and	the	banker	wants	the	stones.	I
had	to	go	to	school	then,	but,	if	you'll	believe	it"—Elnora	beamed	on	all	of	them
in	turn	as	she	talked	and	slipped	the	arrow	points	from	her	dress	to	the	pail—"if
you'll	believe	it—but	you	won't,	hardly,	until	you	look	at	the	books—there	was
the	mathematics	 teacher,	waiting	at	his	door,	and	he	had	a	set	of	books	for	me
that	he	had	telephoned	a	Sophomore	to	bring."
"How	did	he	happen	to	do	that,	Elnora?"	interrupted	Sinton.
Elnora	blushed.
"It	was	a	 fool	mistake	 I	made	yesterday	 in	 thinking	books	were	 just	handed

out	to	one.	There	was	a	teachers'	meeting	last	night	and	the	history	teacher	told
about	that.	Professor	Henley	thought	of	me.	You	know	I	 told	you	what	he	said
about	 my	 algebra,	 mother.	 Ain't	 I	 glad	 I	 studied	 out	 some	 of	 it	 myself	 this
summer!	 So	 he	 telephoned	 and	 a	 girl	 brought	 the	 books.	 Because	 they	 are
marked	and	abused	some	I	get	the	whole	outfit	for	two	dollars.	I	can	erase	most
of	the	marks,	paste	down	the	covers,	and	fix	them	so	they	look	better.	But	I	must
hurry	to	the	joy	part.	I	didn't	stop	to	eat,	at	noon,	I	just	ran	to	the	Bird	Woman's,
and	I	had	lunch	with	her.	It	was	salad,	hot	chocolate,	and	lovely	things,	and	she



wants	to	buy	most	every	old	scrap	I	ever	gathered.	She	wants	dragonflies,	moths,
butterflies,	 and	 he—the	 banker,	 I	 mean—wants	 everything	 Indian.	 This	 very
night	she	came	to	the	swamp	with	me	and	took	away	enough	stuff	to	pay	for	the
books	and	tuition,	and	to-morrow	she	is	going	to	buy	some	more."
Elnora	laid	the	last	arrow	point	in	the	pail	and	arose,	shaking	leaves	and	bits

of	baked	earth	from	her	dress.	She	reached	into	her	pocket,	produced	her	money
and	waved	it	before	their	wondering	eyes.
"And	 that's	 the	 joy	 part!"	 she	 exulted.	 "Put	 it	 up	 in	 the	 clock	 till	 morning,

mother.	That	pays	for	the	books	and	tuition	and—"	Elnora	hesitated,	for	she	saw
the	nervous	grasp	with	which	her	mother's	fingers	closed	on	the	bills.	Then	she
continued,	but	more	slowly	and	thinking	before	she	spoke.
"What	I	get	to-morrow	pays	for	more	books	and	tuition,	and	maybe	a	few,	just

a	 few,	 things	 to	wear.	 These	 shoes	 are	 so	 dreadfully	 heavy	 and	 hot,	 and	 they
make	 such	 a	 noise	 on	 the	 floor.	 There	 isn't	 another	 calico	 dress	 in	 the	 whole
building,	not	among	hundreds	of	us.	Why,	what	is	that?	Aunt	Margaret,	what	are
you	hiding	in	your	lap?"
She	snatched	the	waist	and	shook	it	out,	and	her	face	was	beaming.	"Have	you

taken	to	waists	all	fancy	and	buttoned	in	the	back?	I	bet	you	this	is	mine!"
"I	bet	you	so	 too,"	said	Margaret	Sinton.	"You	undress	 right	away	and	 try	 it

on,	and	if	it	fits,	it	will	be	done	for	morning.	There	are	some	low	shoes,	too!"
Elnora	began	to	dance.	"Oh,	you	dear	people!"	she	cried.	"I	can	pay	for	them

to-morrow	night!	Isn't	it	too	splendid!	I	was	just	thinking	on	the	way	home	that	I
certainly	 would	 be	 compelled	 to	 have	 cooler	 shoes	 until	 later,	 and	 I	 was
wondering	what	I'd	do	when	the	fall	rains	begin."
"I	 meant	 to	 get	 you	 some	 heavy	 dress	 skirts	 and	 a	 coat	 then,"	 said	 Mrs.

Comstock.
"I	know	you	said	so!"	cried	Elnora.	"But	you	needn't,	now!	I	can	buy	every

single	stitch	I	need	myself.	Next	summer	I	can	gather	up	a	lot	more	stuff,	and	all
winter	on	the	way	to	school.	I	am	sure	I	can	sell	ferns,	I	know	I	can	nuts,	and	the
Bird	 Woman	 says	 the	 grade	 rooms	 want	 leaves,	 grasses,	 birds'	 nests,	 and
cocoons.	Oh,	isn't	this	world	lovely!	I'll	be	helping	with	the	tax,	next,	mother!"
Elnora	waved	 the	waist	 and	 started	 for	 the	 bedroom.	When	 she	 opened	 the

door	she	gave	a	little	cry.
"What	 have	you	people	 been	doing?"	 she	demanded.	 "I	 never	 saw	 so	many

interesting	bundles	 in	all	my	 life.	 I'm	 'skeered'	 to	death	 for	 fear	 I	can't	pay	 for
them,	and	will	have	to	give	up	something."
"Wouldn't	you	 take	 them,	 if	you	could	not	pay	for	 them,	Elnora?"	asked	her

mother	instantly.
"Why,	not	unless	you	did,"	 answered	Elnora.	 "People	have	no	 right	 to	wear



things	they	can't	afford,	have	they?"
"But	 from	 such	old	 friends	 as	Maggie	 and	Wesley!"	Mrs.	Comstock's	 voice

was	oily	with	triumph.
"From	 them	 least	of	 all,"	 cried	Elnora	 stoutly.	 "From	a	 stranger	 sooner	 than

from	them,	to	whom	I	owe	so	much	more	than	I	ever	can	pay	now."
"Well,	 you	 don't	 have	 to,"	 said	Mrs.	Comstock.	 "Maggie	 just	 selected	 these

things,	because	she	is	more	in	touch	with	the	world,	and	has	got	such	good	taste.
You	 can	 pay	 as	 long	 as	 your	money	 holds	 out,	 and	 if	 there's	more	 necessary,
maybe	I	can	sell	the	butcher	a	calf,	or	if	things	are	too	costly	for	us,	of	course,
they	can	take	them	back.	Put	on	the	waist	now,	and	then	you	can	look	over	the
rest	and	see	if	they	are	suitable,	and	what	you	want."
Elnora	stepped	 into	 the	adjoining	 room	and	closed	 the	door.	Mrs.	Comstock

picked	up	the	bucket	and	started	for	the	well	with	it.	At	the	bedroom	she	paused.
"Elnora,	were	you	going	to	wash	these	arrow	points?"
"Yes.	The	Bird	Woman	says	they	sell	better	if	they	are	clean,	so	it	can	be	seen

that	there	are	no	defects	in	them."
"Of	course,"	 said	Mrs.	Comstock.	 "Some	of	 them	seem	quite	baked.	Shall	 I

put	them	to	soak?	Do	you	want	to	take	them	in	the	morning?"
"Yes,	I	do,"	answered	Elnora.	"If	you	would	just	fill	the	pail	with	water."
Mrs.	Comstock	left	the	room.	Wesley	Sinton	sat	with	his	back	to	the	window

in	 the	 west	 end	 of	 the	 cabin	 which	 overlooked	 the	 well.	 A	 suppressed	 sound
behind	him	caused	him	to	turn	quickly.	Then	he	arose	and	leaned	over	Margaret.
"She's	out	there	laughing	like	a	blamed	monkey!"	he	whispered	indignantly.
"Well,	she	can't	help	it!"	exclaimed	Margaret.
"I'm	going	home!"	said	Wesley.
"Oh	no,	you	are	not!"	retorted	Margaret.	"You	are	missing	the	point.	The	point

is	not	how	you	look,	or	feel.	It	is	to	get	these	things	in	Elnora's	possession	past
dispute.	 You	 go	 now,	 and	 to-morrow	 Elnora	 will	 wear	 calico,	 and	 Kate
Comstock	will	return	these	goods.	Right	here	I	stay	until	everything	we	bought
is	Elnora's."
"What	are	you	going	to	do?"	asked	Wesley.
"I	don't	know	yet,	myself,"	said	Margaret.
Then	she	arose	and	peered	from	the	window.	At	the	well	curb	stood	Katharine

Comstock.	The	strain	of	 the	day	was	 finding	reaction.	Her	chin	was	 in	 the	air,
she	was	heaving,	shaking	and	strangling	 to	suppress	any	sound.	The	word	 that
slipped	between	Margaret	Sinton's	lips	shocked	Wesley	until	he	dropped	on	his
chair,	and	recalled	her	 to	her	senses.	She	was	fairly	composed	as	she	turned	to
Elnora,	 and	 began	 the	 fitting.	 When	 she	 had	 pinched,	 pulled,	 and	 patted	 she
called,	"Come	see	if	you	think	this	fits,	Kate."



Mrs.	 Comstock	 had	 gone	 around	 to	 the	 back	 door	 and	 answered	 from	 the
kitchen.	"You	know	more	about	it	than	I	do.	Go	ahead!	I'm	getting	supper.	Don't
forget	to	allow	for	what	it	will	shrink	in	washing!"
"I	set	the	colours	and	washed	the	goods	last	night;	it	can	be	made	to	fit	right

now,"	answered	Margaret.
When	she	could	find	nothing	more	to	alter	she	told	Elnora	to	heat	some	water.

After	she	had	done	that	the	girl	began	opening	packages.
The	hat	came	first.
"Mother!"	 cried	 Elnora.	 "Mother,	 of	 course,	 you	 have	 seen	 this,	 but	 you

haven't	seen	it	on	me.	I	must	try	it	on."
"Don't	you	dare	put	that	on	your	head	until	your	hair	is	washed	and	properly

combed,"	said	Margaret.
"Oh!"	cried	Elnora.	"Is	that	water	to	wash	my	hair?	I	thought	it	was	to	set	the

colour	in	another	dress."
"Well,	 you	 thought	wrong,"	 said	Margaret	 simply.	 "Your	hair	 is	 going	 to	be

washed	and	brushed	until	 it	shines	like	copper.	While	it	dries	you	can	eat	your
supper,	 and	 this	dress	will	be	 finished.	Then	you	can	put	on	your	new	 ribbon,
and	your	hat.	You	can	try	your	shoes	now,	and	if	they	don't	fit,	you	and	Wesley
can	drive	 to	 town	and	change	 them.	That	 little	 round	bundle	on	 the	 top	of	 the
basket	is	your	stockings."
Margaret	 sat	 down	 and	 began	 sewing	 swiftly,	 and	 a	 little	 later	 opened	 the

machine,	and	ran	several	long	seams.
Elnora	returned	in	a	few	minutes	holding	up	her	skirts	and	stepping	daintily	in

the	new	shoes.
"Don't	soil	them,	honey,	else	you're	sure	they	fit,"	cautioned	Wesley.
"They	 seem	 just	 a	 trifle	 large,	 maybe,"	 said	 Elnora	 dubiously,	 and	Wesley

knelt	 to	 feel.	He	and	Margaret	 thought	 them	a	fit,	and	 then	Elnora	appealed	 to
her	 mother.	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 appeared	 wiping	 her	 hands	 on	 her	 apron.	 She
examined	the	shoes	critically.
"They	 seem	 to	 fit,"	 she	 said,	 "but	 they	 are	 away	 too	 fine	 to	 walk	 country

roads."
"I	think	so,	too,"	said	Elnora	instantly.	"We	had	better	take	these	back	and	get

a	cheaper	pair."
"Oh,	 let	 them	go	 for	 this	 time,"	 said	Mrs.	Comstock.	 "They	 are	 so	 pretty,	 I

hate	to	part	with	them.	You	can	get	cheaper	ones	after	this."
Wesley	and	Margaret	scarcely	breathed	for	a	long	time.
When	Wesley	went	 to	 do	 the	 feeding.	Elnora	 set	 the	 table.	When	 the	water

was	hot,	Margaret	pinned	a	big	towel	around	Elnora's	shoulders	and	washed	and
dried	 the	 lovely	 hair	 according	 to	 the	 instructions	 she	 had	 been	 given	 the



previous	night.	As	the	hair	began	to	dry	it	billowed	out	in	a	sparkling	sheen	that
caught	the	light	and	gleamed	and	flashed.
"Now,	the	idea	is	 to	 let	 it	stand	naturally,	 just	as	 the	curl	will	make	it.	Don't

you	do	any	of	that	nasty,	untidy	snarling,	Elnora,"	cautioned	Margaret.	"Wash	it
this	way	every	two	weeks	while	you	are	in	school,	shake	it	out,	and	dry	it.	Then
part	it	in	the	middle	and	turn	a	front	quarter	on	each	side	from	your	face.	You	tie
the	back	at	your	neck	with	a	string—so,	and	the	ribbon	goes	in	a	big,	loose	bow.
I'll	show	you."	One	after	another	Margaret	Sinton	tied	the	ribbons,	creasing	each
of	 them	so	 they	could	not	be	 returned,	as	 she	explained	 that	 she	was	 trying	 to
find	 the	 colour	most	 becoming.	Then	 she	 produced	 the	 raincoat	which	 carried
Elnora	into	transports.
Mrs.	Comstock	objected.	"That	won't	be	warm	enough	for	cold	weather,	and

you	can't	afford	it	and	a	coat,	too."
"I'll	tell	you	what	I	thought,"	said	Elnora.	"I	was	planning	on	the	way	home.

These	coats	are	fine	because	they	keep	you	dry.	I	thought	I	would	get	one,	and	a
warm	 sweater	 to	 wear	 under	 it	 cold	 days.	 Then	 I	 always	 would	 be	 dry,	 and
warm.	The	 sweater	 only	 costs	 three	 dollars,	 so	 I	 could	 get	 it	 and	 the	 raincoat
both	for	half	the	price	of	a	heavy	cloth	coat."
"You	are	right	about	 that,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"You	can	change	more	with

the	weather,	too.	Keep	the	raincoat,	Elnora."
"Wear	it	until	you	try	the	hat,"	said	Margaret.	"It	will	have	to	do	until	the	dress

is	finished."
Elnora	 picked	 up	 the	 hat	 dubiously.	 "Mother,	 may	 I	 wear	 my	 hair	 as	 it	 is

now?"	she	asked.
"Let	me	take	a	good	look,"	said	Katharine	Comstock.
Heaven	 only	 knows	 what	 she	 saw.	 To	 Wesley	 and	 to	 Margaret	 the	 bright

young	face	of	Elnora,	with	 its	pink	 tints,	 its	heavy	dark	brows,	 its	bright	blue-
gray	eyes,	and	its	frame	of	curling	reddish-brown	hair	was	the	sweetest	sight	on
earth,	and	at	that	instant	Elnora	was	radiant.
"So	long	as	it's	your	own	hair,	and	combed	back	as	plain	as	it	will	go,	I	don't

suppose	 it	 cuts	much	 ice	whether	 it's	 tied	 a	 little	 tighter	 or	 looser,"	 conceded
Mrs.	Comstock.	"If	you	stop	right	there,	you	may	let	it	go	at	that."
Elnora	 set	 the	 hat	 on	 her	 head.	 It	 was	 only	 a	 wide	 tan	 straw	 with	 three

exquisite	peacock	quills	at	one	side.	Margaret	Sinton	cried	out,	Wesley	slapped
his	knee	and	sighed	deeply	while	Mrs.	Comstock	stood	speechless	for	a	second.
"I	wish	you	had	asked	the	price	before	you	put	that	on,"	she	said	impatiently.

"We	never	can	afford	it."
"It's	not	so	much	as	you	 think,"	said	Margaret.	"Don't	you	see	what	 I	did?	I

had	them	take	off	the	quills,	and	put	on	some	of	those	Phoebe	Simms	gave	me



from	her	peacocks.	The	hat	will	only	cost	you	a	dollar	and	a	half."
She	 avoided	 Wesley's	 eyes,	 and	 looked	 straight	 at	 Mrs.	 Comstock.	 Elnora

removed	the	hat	to	examine	it.
"Why,	 they	 are	 those	 reddish-tan	 quills	 of	 yours!"	 she	 cried.	 "Mother,	 look

how	beautifully	they	are	set	on!	I'd	much	rather	have	them	than	those	from	the
store."
"So	would	I,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"If	Margaret	wants	to	spare	them,	that	will

make	 you	 a	 beautiful	 hat;	 dirt	 cheap,	 too!	You	must	 go	 past	Mrs.	 Simms	 and
show	her.	She	would	be	pleased	to	see	them."
Elnora	sank	 into	a	chair	and	contemplated	her	 toe.	"Landy,	ain't	 I	a	queen?"

she	murmured.	"What	else	have	I	got?"
"Just	 a	belt,	 some	handkerchiefs,	 and	a	pair	of	 top	 shoes	 for	 rainy	days	and

colder	weather,"	said	Margaret.
"About	 those	high	 shoes,	 that	was	my	 idea,"	 said	Wesley.	 "Soon	as	 it	 rains,

low	 shoes	 won't	 do,	 and	 by	 taking	 two	 pairs	 at	 once	 I	 could	 get	 them	 some
cheaper.	 The	 low	 ones	 are	 two	 and	 the	 high	 ones	 two	 fifty,	 together	 three
seventy-five.	Ain't	that	cheap?"
"That's	a	real	bargain,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock,	"if	they	are	good	shoes,	and	they

look	it."
"This,"	 said	Wesley,	 producing	 the	 last	 package,	 "is	 your	Christmas	 present

from	your	Aunt	Maggie.	I	got	mine,	too,	but	it's	at	the	house.	I'll	bring	it	up	in
the	morning."
He	 handed	 Margaret	 the	 umbrella,	 and	 she	 passed	 it	 over	 to	 Elnora	 who

opened	it	and	sat	laughing	under	its	shelter.	Then	she	kissed	both	of	them.	She
brought	 a	 pencil	 and	 a	 slip	 of	 paper	 to	 set	 down	 the	 prices	 they	 gave	 her	 of
everything	 they	 had	 brought	 except	 the	 umbrella,	 added	 the	 sum,	 and	 said
laughingly:	 "Will	 you	please	wait	 till	 to-morrow	 for	 the	money?	 I	will	 have	 it
then,	sure."
"Elnora,"	said	Wesley	Sinton.	"Wouldn't	you——"
"Elnora,	 hustle	 here	 a	 minute!"	 called	Mrs.	 Comstock	 from	 the	 kitchen.	 "I

need	you!"
"One	 second,	mother,"	 answered	Elnora,	 throwing	 off	 the	 coat	 and	 hat,	 and

closing	the	umbrella	as	she	ran.	There	were	several	errands	to	do	in	a	hurry,	and
then	 supper.	Elnora	 chattered	 incessantly,	Wesley	 and	Margaret	 talked	 all	 they
could,	while	Mrs.	Comstock	said	a	word	now	and	then,	which	was	all	she	ever
did.	But	Wesley	Sinton	was	watching	her,	and	time	and	again	he	saw	a	peculiar
little	twist	around	her	mouth.	He	knew	that	for	the	first	time	in	sixteen	years	she
really	was	 laughing	 over	 something.	 She	 had	 all	 she	 could	 do	 to	 preserve	 her
usually	sober	face.	Wesley	knew	what	she	was	thinking.



After	supper	the	dress	was	finished,	the	pattern	for	the	next	one	discussed,	and
then	 the	 Sintons	 went	 home.	 Elnora	 gathered	 her	 treasures.	When	 she	 started
upstairs	she	stopped.	"May	I	kiss	you	good-night,	mother?"	she	asked	lightly.
"Never	mind	any	slobbering,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"I	should	think	you'd	lived

with	me	long	enough	to	know	that	I	don't	care	for	it."
"Well,	 I'd	 love	 to	show	you	 in	some	way	how	happy	I	am,	and	how	I	 thank

you."
"I	wonder	what	for?"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"Mag	Sinton	chose	that	stuff	and

brought	it	here	and	you	pay	for	it."
"Yes,	but	you	seemed	willing	for	me	to	have	it,	and	you	said	you	would	help

me	if	I	couldn't	pay	all."
"Maybe	I	did,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"Maybe	I	did.	I	meant	 to	get	you	some

heavy	dress	skirts	about	Thanksgiving,	and	I	still	can	get	them.	Go	to	bed,	and
for	 any	 sake	 don't	 begin	 mooning	 before	 a	 mirror,	 and	 make	 a	 dunce	 of
yourself."
Mrs.	Comstock	picked	up	several	papers	and	blew	out	the	kitchen	light.	She

stood	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	sitting-room	floor	 for	a	 time	and	 then	went	 into	her
room	and	closed	the	door.	Sitting	on	the	edge	of	the	bed	she	thought	for	a	few
minutes	and	then	suddenly	buried	her	face	in	the	pillow	and	again	heaved	with
laughter.
Down	 the	 road	 plodded	Margaret	 and	Wesley	 Sinton.	 Neither	 of	 them	 had

words	to	utter	their	united	thought.
"Done!"	 hissed	 Wesley	 at	 last.	 "Done	 brown!	 Did	 you	 ever	 feel	 like	 a

bloomin',	confounded	donkey?	How	did	the	woman	do	it?"
"She	didn't	do	it!"	gulped	Margaret	through	her	tears.	"She	didn't	do	anything.

She	trusted	to	Elnora's	great	big	soul	 to	bring	her	out	right,	and	really	she	was
right,	 and	 so	 it	 had	 to	bring	her.	She's	 a	 darling,	Wesley!	But	 she's	 got	 a	 time
before	 her.	 Did	 you	 see	 Kate	 Comstock	 grab	 that	 money?	 Before	 six	months
she'll	be	out	combing	the	Limberlost	for	bugs	and	arrow	points	to	help	pay	the
tax.	I	know	her."
"Well,	I	don't!"	exclaimed	Sinton,	"she's	too	many	for	me.	But	there	is	a	laugh

left	in	her	yet!	I	didn't	s'pose	there	was.	Bet	you	a	dollar,	if	we	could	see	her	this
minute,	she'd	be	chuckling	over	the	way	we	got	left."
Both	of	them	stopped	in	the	road	and	looked	back.
"There's	Elnora's	light	in	her	room,"	said	Margaret.	"The	poor	child	will	feel

those	clothes,	and	pore	over	her	books	till	morning,	but	she'll	look	decent	to	go
to	school,	anyway.	Nothing	is	too	big	a	price	to	pay	for	that."
"Yes,	 if	Kate	 lets	her	wear	 them.	Ten	 to	one,	she	makes	her	 finish	 the	week

with	that	old	stuff!"



"No,	 she	 won't,"	 said	 Margaret.	 "She'll	 hardly	 dare.	 Kate	 made	 some
concessions,	all	right;	big	ones	for	her—if	she	did	get	her	way	in	the	main.	She
bent	some,	and	if	Elnora	proves	that	she	can	walk	out	barehanded	in	the	morning
and	come	back	with	that	much	money	in	her	pocket,	an	armful	of	books,	and	buy
a	turnout	like	that,	she	proves	that	she	is	of	some	consideration,	and	Kate's	smart
enough.	She'll	think	twice	before	she'll	do	that.	Elnora	won't	wear	a	calico	dress
to	 high	 school	 again.	 You	watch	 and	 see	 if	 she	 does.	 She	may	 have	 the	 best
clothes	she'll	get	for	a	time,	for	the	least	money,	but	she	won't	know	it	until	she
tries	 to	 buy	 goods	 herself	 at	 the	 same	 rates.	Wesley,	what	 about	 those	 prices?
Didn't	they	shrink	considerable?"
"You	began	it,"	said	Wesley.	"Those	prices	were	all	right.	We	didn't	say	what

the	goods	cost	us,	we	said	what	they	would	cost	her.	Surely,	she's	mistaken	about
being	 able	 to	 pay	 all	 that.	 Can	 she	 pick	 up	 stuff	 of	 that	 value	 around	 the
Limberlost?	 Didn't	 the	 Bird	 Woman	 see	 her	 trouble,	 and	 just	 give	 her	 the
money?"
"I	don't	 think	so,"	 said	Margaret.	 "Seems	 to	me	 I've	heard	of	her	paying,	or

offering	 to	pay	 those	who	would	 take	 the	money,	 for	bugs	and	butterflies,	 and
I've	known	people	who	sold	that	banker	Indian	stuff.	Once	I	heard	that	his	pipe
collection	 beat	 that	 of	 the	 Government	 at	 the	 Philadelphia	 Centennial.	 Those
things	have	come	to	have	a	value."
"Well,	 there's	 about	 a	 bushel	 of	 that	 kind	 of	 valuables	 piled	 up	 in	 the

woodshed,	 that	belongs	 to	Elnora.	At	 least,	 I	picked	 them	up	because	 she	 said
she	wanted	 them.	Ain't	 it	queer	 that	 she'd	 take	 to	 stones,	bugs,	 and	butterflies,
and	 save	 them.	Now	 they	 are	 going	 to	 bring	 her	 the	 very	 thing	 she	wants	 the
worst.	 Lord,	 but	 this	 is	 a	 funny	 world	 when	 you	 get	 to	 studying!	 Looks	 like
things	didn't	all	come	by	accident.	Looks	as	 if	 there	was	a	plan	back	of	 it,	and
somebody	driving	 that	 knows	 the	 road,	 and	how	 to	 handle	 the	 lines.	Anyhow,
Elnora's	in	the	wagon,	and	when	I	get	out	in	the	night	and	the	dark	closes	around
me,	and	I	see	 the	stars,	 I	don't	 feel	so	cheap.	Maggie,	how	the	nation	did	Kate
Comstock	do	that?"
"You	will	keep	on	harping,	Wesley.	I	told	you	she	didn't	do	it.	Elnora	did	it!

She	walked	in	and	took	things	right	out	of	our	hands.	All	Kate	had	to	do	was	to
enjoy	having	it	go	her	way,	and	she	was	cute	enough	to	put	in	a	few	questions
that	sort	of	guided	Elnora.	But	I	don't	know,	Wesley.	This	thing	makes	me	think,
too.	S'pose	we'd	taken	Elnora	when	she	was	a	baby,	and	we'd	heaped	on	her	all
the	love	we	can't	on	our	own,	and	we'd	coddled,	petted,	and	shielded	her,	would
she	 have	made	 the	woman	 that	 living	 alone,	 learning	 to	 think	 for	 herself,	 and
taking	all	the	knocks	Kate	Comstock	could	give,	have	made	of	her?"
"You	bet	your	life!"	cried	Wesley,	warmly.	"Loving	anybody	don't	hurt	them.



We	wouldn't	have	done	anything	but	 love	her.	You	can't	hurt	a	child	 loving	 it.
She'd	have	learned	to	work,	to	study,	and	grown	into	a	woman	with	us,	without
suffering	like	a	poor	homeless	dog."
"But	 you	 don't	 see	 the	 point,	 Wesley.	 She	 would	 have	 grown	 into	 a	 fine

woman	with	 us;	 but	 as	we	would	 have	 raised	 her,	 would	 her	 heart	 ever	 have
known	the	world	as	 it	does	now?	Where's	 the	anguish,	Wesley,	 that	child	can't
comprehend?	Seeing	what	she's	seen	of	her	mother	hasn't	hardened	her.	She	can
understand	 any	 mother's	 sorrow.	 Living	 life	 from	 the	 rough	 side	 has	 only
broadened	her.	Where's	the	girl	or	boy	burning	with	shame,	or	struggling	to	find
a	way,	 that	will	 cross	Elnora's	 path	 and	 not	 get	 a	 lift	 from	her?	 She's	 had	 the
knocks,	but	there'll	never	be	any	of	the	thing	you	call	'false	pride'	in	her.	I	guess
we	better	keep	out.	Maybe	Kate	Comstock	knows	what	she's	doing.	Sure	as	you
live,	Elnora	has	grown	bigger	on	knocks	than	she	would	on	love."
"I	don't	 s'pose	 there	ever	was	a	very	 fine	point	 to	anything	but	 I	missed	 it,"

said	Wesley,	"because	I	am	blunt,	rough,	and	have	no	book	learning	to	speak	of.
Since	you	put	it	into	words	I	see	what	you	mean,	but	it's	dinged	hard	on	Elnora,
just	the	same.	And	I	don't	keep	out.	I	keep	watching	closer	than	ever.	I	got	my
slap	in	the	face,	but	if	I	don't	miss	my	guess,	Kate	Comstock	learned	her	lesson,
same	as	I	did.	She	learned	that	I	was	in	earnest,	that	I	would	haul	her	to	court	if
she	didn't	loosen	up	a	bit,	and	she'll	loosen.	You	see	if	she	doesn't.	It	may	come
hard,	 and	 the	 hinges	 creak,	 but	 she'll	 fix	 Elnora	 decent	 after	 this,	 if	 Elnora
doesn't	 prove	 that	 she	 can	 fix	 herself.	As	 for	me,	 I	 found	 out	 that	what	 I	was
doing	was	as	much	for	myself	as	 for	Elnora.	 I	wanted	her	 to	 take	 those	 things
from	us,	and	love	us	for	giving	them.	It	didn't	work,	and	but	for	you,	I'd	messed
the	whole	thing	and	stuck	like	a	pig	in	crossing	a	bridge.	But	you	helped	me	out;
Elnora's	got	 the	clothes,	 and	by	morning,	maybe	 I	won't	grudge	Kate	 the	only
laugh	 she's	 had	 in	 sixteen	 years.	You	 been	 showing	me	 the	way	 quite	 a	 spell
now,	ain't	you,	Maggie?"
In	her	attic	Elnora	lighted	two	candles,	set	them	on	her	little	table,	stacked	the

books,	 and	put	 away	 the	precious	 clothes.	How	 lovingly	 she	hung	 the	hat	 and
umbrella,	 folded	 the	 raincoat,	 and	 spread	 the	 new	 dress	 over	 a	 chair.	 She
fingered	 the	ribbons,	and	 tried	 to	smooth	 the	creases	from	them.	She	put	away
the	hose	neatly	 folded,	 touched	 the	handkerchiefs,	and	 tried	 the	belt.	Then	she
slipped	 into	 her	 white	 nightdress,	 shook	 down	 her	 hair	 that	 it	 might	 become
thoroughly	 dry,	 set	 a	 chair	 before	 the	 table,	 and	 reverently	 opened	 one	 of	 the
books.	A	stiff	draught	swept	the	attic,	for	it	stretched	the	length	of	the	cabin,	and
had	a	window	in	each	end.	Elnora	arose	and	going	to	the	east	window	closed	it.
She	stood	for	a	minute	looking	at	the	stars,	the	sky,	and	the	dark	outline	of	the
straggling	trees	of	the	rapidly	dismantling	Limberlost.	In	the	region	of	her	case	a



tiny	point	of	 light	 flashed	and	disappeared.	Elnora	 straightened	and	wondered.
Was	 it	 wise	 to	 leave	 her	 precious	money	 there?	 The	 light	 flashed	 once	more,
wavered	a	few	seconds,	and	died	out.	The	girl	waited.	She	did	not	see	it	again,	so
she	turned	to	her	books.
In	the	Limberlost	the	hulking	figure	of	a	man	sneaked	down	the	trail.
"The	Bird	Woman	was	at	Freckles's	room	this	evening,"	he	muttered.	"Wonder

what	for?"
He	left	the	trail,	entered	the	enclosure	still	distinctly	outlined,	and	approached

the	case.	The	first	point	of	light	flashed	from	the	tiny	electric	lamp	on	his	vest.
He	took	a	duplicate	key	from	his	pocket,	felt	for	the	padlock	and	opened	it.	The
door	swung	wide.	The	light	flashed	the	second	time.	Swiftly	his	glance	swept	the
interior.
"'Bout	 a	 fourth	 of	 her	 moths	 gone.	 Elnora	 must	 have	 been	 with	 the	 Bird

Woman	and	given	them	to	her."	Then	he	stood	tense.	His	keen	eyes	discovered
the	roll	of	bills	hastily	thrust	back	in	the	bottom	of	the	case.	He	snatched	them
up,	shut	off	the	light,	relocked	the	case	by	touch,	and	swiftly	went	down	the	trail.
Every	few	seconds	he	paused	and	listened	intently.	Just	as	he	reached	the	road,	a
second	figure	approached	him.
"Is	it	you,	Pete?"	came	the	whispered	question.
"Yes,"	said	the	first	man.
"I	was	coming	down	to	take	a	peep,	when	I	saw	your	flash,"	he	said.	"I	heard

the	Bird	Woman	had	been	at	the	case	to-day.	Anything	doing?"
"Not	 a	 thing,"	 said	 Pete.	 "She	 just	 took	 away	 about	 a	 fourth	 of	 the	moths.

Probably	had	the	Comstock	girl	getting	them	for	her.	Heard	they	were	together.
Likely	she'll	get	the	rest	to-morrow.	Ain't	picking	gettin'	bare	these	days?"
"Well,	I	should	say	so,"	said	the	second	man,	turning	back	in	disgust.	"Coming

home,	now?"
"No,	I	am	going	down	this	way,"	answered	Pete,	for	his	eyes	caught	the	gleam

from	 the	 window	 of	 the	 Comstock	 cabin,	 and	 he	 had	 a	 desire	 to	 learn	 why
Elnora's	attic	was	lighted	at	that	hour.
He	slouched	down	the	road,	occasionally	feeling	the	size	of	the	roll	he	had	not

taken	time	to	count.
The	attic	was	 too	 long,	 the	 light	 too	near	 the	other	end,	and	 the	cabin	stood

much	too	far	back	from	the	road.	He	could	see	nothing	although	he	climbed	the
fence	 and	 walked	 back	 opposite	 the	 window.	 He	 knew	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 was
probably	awake,	and	that	she	sometimes	went	to	the	swamp	behind	her	home	at
night.	At	times	a	cry	went	up	from	that	locality	that	paralyzed	any	one	near,	or
sent	 them	 fleeing	 as	 if	 for	 life.	He	 did	 not	 care	 to	 cross	 behind	 the	 cabin.	He
returned	 to	 the	 road,	 passed,	 and	 again	 climbed	 the	 fence.	 Opposite	 the	 west



window	he	could	see	Elnora.	She	sat	before	a	small	 table	reading	from	a	book
between	 two	candles.	Her	hair	 fell	 in	 a	bright	 sheen	 around	her,	 and	with	one
hand	she	 lightly	 shook,	 and	 tossed	 it	 as	 she	 studied.	The	man	stood	out	 in	 the
night	and	watched.
For	a	long	time	a	leaf	turned	at	intervals	and	the	hair-drying	went	on.	The	man

drew	nearer.	The	picture	grew	more	beautiful	as	he	approached.	He	could	not	see
so	 well	 as	 he	 desired,	 for	 the	 screen	 was	 of	 white	 mosquito	 netting,	 and	 it
angered	him.	He	cautiously	crept	closer.	The	elevation	shut	off	his	view.	Then	he
remembered	 the	 large	 willow	 tree	 shading	 the	 well	 and	 branching	 across	 the
window	fit	the	west	end	of	the	cabin.	From	childhood	Elnora	had	stepped	from
the	sill	to	a	limb	and	slid	down	the	slanting	trunk	of	the	tree.	He	reached	it	and
noiselessly	 swung	 himself	 up.	 Three	 steps	 out	 on	 the	 big	 limb	 the	 man
shuddered.	He	was	within	a	few	feet	of	the	girl.
He	 could	 see	 the	 throb	 of	 her	 breast	 under	 its	 thin	 covering	 and	 smell	 the

fragrance	of	the	tossing	hair.	He	could	see	the	narrow	bed	with	its	pieced	calico
cover,	the	whitewashed	walls	with	gay	lithographs,	and	every	crevice	stuck	full
of	 twigs	with	 dangling	 cocoons.	 There	were	 pegs	 for	 the	 few	 clothes,	 the	 old
chest,	the	little	table,	the	two	chairs,	the	uneven	floor	covered	with	rag	rugs	and
braided	corn	husk.	But	nothing	was	worth	a	glance	except	the	perfect	face	and
form	within	reach	by	one	spring	through	the	rotten	mosquito	bar.	He	gripped	the
limb	 above	 that	 on	 which	 he	 stood,	 licked	 his	 lips,	 and	 breathed	 through	 his
throat	 to	 be	 sure	 he	was	making	 no	 sound.	Elnora	 closed	 the	 book	 and	 laid	 it
aside.	She	picked	up	a	 towel,	and	 turning	 the	gathered	ends	of	her	hair	 rubbed
them	across	it,	and	dropping	the	towel	on	her	lap,	tossed	the	hair	again.	Then	she
sat	in	deep	thought.	By	and	by	words	began	to	come	softly.	Near	as	he	was	the
man	could	not	hear	at	first.	He	bent	closer	and	listened	intently.
"—ever	could	be	so	happy,"	murmured	the	soft	voice.	"The	dress	is	so	pretty,

such	shoes,	the	coat,	and	everything.	I	won't	have	to	be	ashamed	again,	not	ever
again,	 for	 the	 Limberlost	 is	 full	 of	 precious	 moths,	 and	 I	 always	 can	 collect
them.	The	Bird	Woman	will	buy	more	to-morrow,	and	the	next	day,	and	the	next.
When	 they	 are	 all	 gone,	 I	 can	 spend	 every	 minute	 gathering	 cocoons,	 and
hunting	other	things	I	can	sell.	Oh,	thank	God,	for	my	precious,	precious	money.
Why,	I	didn't	pray	in	vain	after	all!	I	thought	when	I	asked	the	Lord	to	hide	me,
there	in	that	big	hall,	that	He	wasn't	doing	it,	because	I	wasn't	covered	from	sight
that	instant.	But	I'm	hidden	now,	I	feel	that."	Elnora	lifted	her	eyes	to	the	beams
above	her.	"I	don't	know	much	about	praying	properly,"	she	muttered,	"but	I	do
thank	you,	Lord,	for	hiding	me	in	your	own	time	and	way."
Her	 face	 was	 so	 bright	 that	 it	 shone	 with	 a	 white	 radiance.	 Two	 big	 tears

welled	 from	her	eyes,	 and	 rolled	down	her	 smiling	cheeks.	 "Oh,	 I	do	 feel	 that



you	have	hidden	me,"	she	breathed.	Then	she	blew	out	the	lights,	and	the	little
wooden	bed	creaked	under	her	weight.
Pete	Corson	dropped	from	the	limb	and	found	his	way	to	the	road.	He	stood

still	a	long	time,	then	started	back	to	the	Limberlost.	A	tiny	point	of	light	flashed
in	the	region	of	the	case.	He	stopped	with	an	oath.
"Another	hound	trying	to	steal	from	a	girl,"	he	exclaimed.	"But	it's	 likely	he

thinks	if	he	gets	anything	it	will	be	from	a	woman	who	can	afford	it,	as	I	did."
He	went	on,	but	beside	the	fences,	and	very	cautiously.
"Swamp	seems	to	be	alive	to-night,"	he	muttered.	"That's	three	of	us	out."
He	entered	a	deep	place	at	the	northwest	corner,	sat	on	the	ground	and	taking	a

pencil	 from	 his	 pocket,	 he	 tore	 a	 leaf	 from	 a	 little	 notebook,	 and	 laboriously
wrote	a	few	lines	by	the	light	he	carried.	Then	he	went	back	to	the	region	of	the
case	and	waited.	Before	his	eyes	swept	the	vision	of	the	slender	white	creature
with	 tossing	 hair.	 He	 smiled,	 and	worshipped	 it,	 until	 a	 distant	 rooster	 faintly
announced	dawn.
Then	he	unlocked	the	case	again,	and	replaced	the	money,	laid	the	note	upon

it,	 and	went	back	 to	 concealment,	where	he	 remained	until	Elnora	came	down
the	trail	in	the	morning,	appearing	very	lovely	in	her	new	dress	and	hat.



Chapter		5
Wherein	Elnora	receives	a	warning,	and	Billy	appears
on	the	scene
It	 would	 be	 difficult	 to	 describe	 how	 happy	 Elnora	 was	 that	 morning	 as	 she
hurried	through	her	work,	bathed	and	put	on	the	neat,	dainty	gingham	dress,	and
the	tan	shoes.	She	had	a	struggle	with	her	hair.	It	crinkled,	billowed,	and	shone,
and	she	could	not	avoid	seeing	the	becoming	frame	it	made	around	her	face.	But
in	 deference	 to	 her	mother's	 feelings	 the	girl	 set	 her	 teeth,	 and	bound	her	 hair
closely	to	her	head	with	a	shoe-string.	"Not	to	be	changed	at	the	case,"	she	told
herself.
That	 her	mother	was	watching	 she	was	 unaware.	 Just	 as	 she	 picked	 up	 the

beautiful	brown	ribbon	Mrs.	Comstock	spoke.
"You	 had	 better	 let	 me	 tie	 that.	 You	 can't	 reach	 behind	 yourself	 and	 do	 it

right."
Elnora	 gave	 a	 little	 gasp.	 Her	 mother	 never	 before	 had	 proposed	 to	 do

anything	 for	 the	 girl	 that	 by	 any	 possibility	 she	 could	 do	 herself.	 Her	 heart
quaked	 at	 the	 thought	 of	 how	 her	mother	would	 arrange	 that	 bow,	 but	 Elnora
dared	not	refuse.	The	offer	was	too	precious.	It	might	never	be	made	again.
"Oh	thank	you!"	said	the	girl,	and	sitting	down	she	held	out	the	ribbon.
Her	mother	stood	back	and	looked	at	her	critically.
"You	haven't	got	that	like	Mag	Sinton	had	it	last	night,"	she	announced.	"You

little	idiot!	You've	tried	to	plaster	it	down	to	suit	me,	and	you	missed	it.	I	liked	it
away	better	as	Mag	fixed	it,	after	I	saw	it.	You	didn't	look	so	peeled."
"Oh	mother,	mother!"	laughed	Elnora,	with	a	half	sob	in	her	voice.
"Hold	 still,	 will	 you?"	 cried	 Mrs.	 Comstock.	 "You'll	 be	 late,	 and	 I	 haven't

packed	your	dinner	yet."
She	untied	the	string	and	shook	out	the	hair.	It	rose	with	electricity	and	clung

to	her	fingers	and	hands.	Mrs.	Comstock	jumped	back	as	if	bitten.	She	knew	that
touch.	Her	face	grew	white,	and	her	eyes	angry.
"Tie	it	yourself,"	she	said	shortly,	"and	then	I'll	put	on	the	ribbon.	But	roll	it

back	loose	like	Mag	did.	It	looked	so	pretty	that	way."
Almost	 fainting	Elnora	 stood	before	 the	glass,	 divided	off	 the	 front	 parts	 of

her	hair,	and	rolled	them	as	Mrs.	Sinton	had	done;	tied	it	at	the	nape	of	her	neck,



then	sat	while	her	mother	arranged	the	ribbon.
"If	I	pull	it	down	till	it	comes	tight	in	these	creases	where	she	had	it,	it	will	be

just	right,	won't	it?"	queried	Mrs.	Comstock,	and	the	amazed	Elnora	stammered,
"Yes."
When	she	 looked	 in	 the	glass	 the	bow	was	perfectly	 tied,	and	how	 the	gold

tone	 of	 the	 brown	 did	 match	 the	 lustre	 of	 the	 shining	 hair!	 "That's	 pretty,"
commented	Mrs.	Comstock's	 soul,	 but	 her	 stiff	 lips	 had	 said	 all	 that	 could	 be
forced	from	them	for	once.	Just	then	Wesley	Sinton	came	to	the	door.
"Good	morning,"	he	cried	heartily.	"Elnora,	you	look	a	picture!	My,	but	you're

sweet!	 If	 any	 of	 the	 city	 boys	 get	 sassy	 you	 tell	 your	Uncle	Wesley,	 and	 he'll
horsewhip	them.	Here's	your	Christmas	present	from	me."	He	handed	Elnora	the
leather	lunch	box,	with	her	name	carved	across	the	strap	in	artistic	lettering.
"Oh	Uncle	Wesley!"	was	all	Elnora	could	say.
"Your	Aunt	Maggie	 filled	 it	 for	me	 for	 a	 starter,"	 he	 said.	 "Now,	 if	 you	 are

ready,	 I'm	going	 to	 drive	 past	 your	way	 and	you	 can	 ride	 almost	 to	Onabasha
with	me,	and	save	the	new	shoes	that	much."
Elnora	was	 staring	 at	 the	box.	 "Oh	 I	 hope	 it	 isn't	 impolite	 to	open	 it	 before

you,"	she	said.	"I	just	feel	as	if	I	must	see	inside."
"Don't	you	stand	on	formality	with	the	neighbours,"	laughed	Sinton.	"Look	in

your	box	if	you	want	to!"
Elnora	slipped	the	strap	and	turned	back	the	lid.
This	 disclosed	 the	 knife,	 fork,	 napkin,	 and	 spoon,	 the	 milk	 flask,	 and	 the

interior	 packed	with	 dainty	 sandwiches	wrapped	 in	 tissue	 paper,	 and	 the	 little
compartments	for	meat,	salad,	and	the	custard	cup.
"Oh	mother!"	cried	Elnora.	"Oh	mother,	isn't	it	fine?	What	made	you	think	of

it,	Uncle	Wesley?	How	will	I	ever	thank	you?	No	one	will	have	a	finer	lunch	box
than	I.	Oh	I	do	thank	you!	That's	the	nicest	gift	I	ever	had.	How	I	love	Christmas
in	September!"
"It's	 a	mighty	 handy	 thing,"	 assented	Mrs.	Comstock,	 taking	 in	 every	 detail

with	 sharp	 eyes.	 "I	 guess	 you	 are	 glad	 now	 you	 went	 and	 helped	 Mag	 and
Wesley	when	you	could,	Elnora?"
"Deedy,	yes,"	laughed	Elnora,	"and	I'm	going	again	first	time	they	have	a	big

day	if	I	stay	from	school	to	do	it."
"You'll	 do	 no	 such	 thing!"	 said	 the	 delighted	 Sinton.	 "Come	 now,	 if	 you're

going!"
"If	I	ride,	can	you	spare	me	time	to	run	into	the	swamp	to	my	box	a	minute?"

asked	Elnora.
The	light	she	had	seen	the	previous	night	troubled	her.
"Sure,"	said	Wesley	largely.	So	they	drove	away	and	left	a	white-faced	woman



watching	them	from	the	door,	her	heart	a	little	sorer	than	usual.
"I'd	 give	 a	 pretty	 to	 hear	 what	 he'll	 say	 to	 her!"	 she	 commented	 bitterly.

"Always	sticking	in,	always	doing	things	I	can't	ever	afford.	Where	on	earth	did
he	get	that	thing	and	what	did	it	cost?"
Then	 she	 entered	 the	 cabin	 and	began	 the	day's	work,	 but	mingled	with	 the

brooding	bitterness	of	her	soul	was	the	vision	of	a	sweet	young	face,	glad	with	a
gladness	never	before	seen	on	it,	and	over	and	over	she	repeated:	"I	wonder	what
he'll	say	to	her!"
What	 he	 said	 was	 that	 she	 looked	 as	 fresh	 and	 sweet	 as	 a	 posy,	 and	 to	 be

careful	not	to	step	in	the	mud	or	scratch	her	shoes	when	she	went	to	the	case.
Elnora	found	her	key	and	opened	the	door.	Not	where	she	had	placed	it,	but

conspicuously	in	front	lay	her	little	heap	of	bills,	and	a	crude	scrawl	of	writing
beside	it.	Elnora	picked	up	the	note	in	astonishment.
DERE	ELNORY,
the	 lord	amighty	 is	hiding	you	all	 right	done	you	ever	dout	 it	 this	money	of

yourn	was	took	for	some	time	las	nite	but	it	is	returned	with	intres	for	god	sake
done	ever	come	to	the	swamp	at	nite	or	late	evnin	or	mornin	or	far	in	any	time
sompin	worse	an	you	know	could	git	you
A	FREND.
Elnora	began	to	tremble.	She	hastily	glanced	around.	The	damp	earth	before

the	case	had	been	trodden	by	large,	roughly	shod	feet.	She	caught	up	the	money
and	the	note,	thrust	them	into	her	guimpe,	locked	the	case,	and	ran	to	the	road.
She	was	so	breathless	and	her	face	so	white	Sinton	noticed	it.
"What	in	the	world's	the	matter,	Elnora?"	he	asked.
"I	am	half	afraid!"	she	panted.
"Tut,	 tut,	 child!"	 said	Wesley	Sinton.	 "Nothing	 in	 the	world	 to	 be	 afraid	 of.

What	happened?"
"Uncle	Wesley,"	 said	 Elnora,	 "I	 had	more	money	 than	 I	 brought	 home	 last

night,	 and	 I	 put	 it	 in	 my	 case.	 Some	 one	 has	 been	 there.	 The	 ground	 is	 all
trampled,	and	they	left	this	note."
"And	took	your	money,	I'll	wager,"	said	Sinton	angrily.
"No,"	answered	Elnora.	"Read	the	note,	and	oh	Uncle	Wesley,	tell	me	what	it

means!"
Sinton's	 face	was	a	 study.	"I	don't	know	what	 it	means,"	he	said.	 "Only	one

thing	is	clear.	It	means	some	beast	who	doesn't	really	want	to	harm	you	has	got
his	eye	on	you,	and	he	is	telling	you	plain	as	he	can,	not	to	give	him	a	chance.
You	got	 to	keep	along	the	roads,	 in	 the	open,	and	not	 let	 the	biggest	moth	that
ever	flew	toll	you	out	of	hearing	of	us,	or	your	mother.	It	means	that,	plain	and
distinct."



"Just	when	I	can	sell	 them!	Just	when	everything	 is	so	 lovely	on	account	of
them!	I	can't!	I	can't	stay	away	from	the	swamp.	The	Limberlost	is	going	to	buy
the	books,	the	clothes,	pay	the	tuition,	and	even	start	a	college	fund.	I	just	can't!"
"You've	got	to,"	said	Sinton.	"This	is	plain	enough.	You	go	far	in	the	swamp	at

your	own	risk,	even	in	daytime."
"Uncle	Wesley,"	said	the	girl,	"last	night	before	I	went	to	bed,	I	was	so	happy	I

tried	to	pray,	and	I	thanked	God	for	hiding	me	'under	the	shadow	of	His	wing.'
But	how	in	the	world	could	any	one	know	it?"
Wesley	Sinton's	heart	leaped	in	his	breast.	His	face	was	whiter	than	the	girl's

now.
"Were	you	praying	out	loud,	honey?"	he	almost	whispered.
"I	might	 have	 said	words,"	 answered	 Elnora.	 "I	 know	 I	 do	 sometimes.	 I've

never	had	any	one	to	talk	with,	and	I've	played	with	and	talked	to	myself	all	my
life.	You've	caught	me	at	 it	often,	but	 it	always	makes	mother	angry	when	she
does.	She	says	it's	silly.	I	forget	and	do	it,	when	I'm	alone.	But	Uncle	Wesley,	if	I
said	anything	 last	night,	you	know	it	was	 the	merest	whisper,	because	I'd	have
been	so	afraid	of	waking	mother.	Don't	you	see?	I	sat	up	 late,	and	studied	 two
lessons."
Sinton	was	steadying	himself	"I'll	stop	and	examine	the	case	as	I	come	back,"

he	said.	"Maybe	I	can	find	some	clue.	That	other—that	was	just	accidental.	It's	a
common	expression.	All	the	preachers	use	it.	If	I	tried	to	pray,	that	would	be	the
very	first	thing	I'd	say."
The	colour	returned	to	Elnora's	face.
"Did	you	tell	your	mother	about	this	money,	Elnora?"	he	asked.
"No,	I	didn't,"	said	Elnora.	"It's	dreadful	not	to,	but	I	was	afraid.	You	see	they

are	clearing	the	swamp	so	fast.	Every	year	it	grows	more	difficult	to	find	things,
and	Indian	stuff	becomes	scarcer.	I	want	to	graduate,	and	that's	four	years	unless
I	can	double	on	the	course.	That	means	twenty	dollars	tuition	each	year,	and	new
books,	and	clothes.	There	won't	ever	be	so	much	at	one	time	again,	that	I	know.	I
just	got	to	hang	to	my	money.	I	was	afraid	to	tell	her,	for	fear	she	would	want	it
for	 taxes,	 and	 she	 really	must	 sell	 a	 tree	 or	 some	 cattle	 for	 that,	 mustn't	 she,
Uncle	Wesley?"
"On	your	life,	she	must!"	said	Wesley.	"You	put	your	little	wad	in	the	bank	all

safe,	and	never	mention	it	to	a	living	soul.	It	doesn't	seem	right,	but	your	case	is
peculiar.	Every	word	you	say	is	a	true	word.	Each	year	you	will	find	less	in	the
swamp,	 and	 things	 everywhere	 will	 be	 scarcer.	 If	 you	 ever	 get	 a	 few	 dollars
ahead,	 that	 can	 start	 your	 college	 fund.	 You	 know	 you	 are	 going	 to	 college,
Elnora!"
"Of	course	I	am,"	said	Elnora.	"I	settled	that	as	soon	as	I	knew	what	a	college



was.	 I	will	put	all	my	money	 in	 the	bank,	except	what	 I	owe	you.	 I'll	pay	 that
now."
"If	your	arrows	are	heavy,"	said	Wesley,	"I'll	drive	on	to	Onabasha	with	you."
"But	 they	 are	not.	Half	of	 them	were	nicked,	 and	 this	 little	box	held	 all	 the

good	ones.	It's	so	surprising	how	many	are	spoiled	when	you	wash	them."
"What	does	he	pay?"
"Ten	 cents	 for	 any	 common	 perfect	 one,	 fifty	 for	 revolvers,	 a	 dollar	 for

obsidian,	and	whatever	is	right	for	enormous	big	ones."
"Well,	that	sounds	fair,"	said	Sinton.	"You	can	come	down	Saturday	and	wash

the	stuff	at	our	house,	and	I'll	take	it	in	when	we	go	marketing	in	the	afternoon."
Elnora	 jumped	 from	 the	 carriage.	 She	 soon	 found	 that	 with	 her	 books,	 her

lunch	 box,	 and	 the	 points	 she	 had	 a	 heavy	 load.	 She	 had	 almost	 reached	 the
bridge	crossing	the	culvert	when	she	heard	distressed	screams	of	a	child.	Across
an	orchard	of	the	suburbs	came	a	small	boy,	after	him	a	big	dog,	urged	by	a	man
in	the	background.	Elnora's	heart	was	with	the	small	fleeing	figure	in	any	event
whatever.	She	dropped	her	 load	on	 the	bridge,	and	with	practised	hand	flung	a
stone	 at	 the	 dog.	 The	 beast	 curled	 double	 with	 a	 howl.	 The	 boy	 reached	 the
fence,	and	Elnora	was	there	to	help	him	over.	As	he	touched	the	top	she	swung
him	 to	 the	ground,	but	he	clung	 to	her,	 clasping	her	 tightly,	 sobbing	with	 fear.
Elnora	helped	him	 to	 the	bridge,	 and	 sat	with	him	 in	her	 arms.	For	 a	 time	his
replies	 to	 her	 questions	were	 indistinct,	 but	 at	 last	 he	 became	 quieter	 and	 she
could	understand.
He	was	a	mite	of	a	boy,	nothing	but	skin-covered	bones,	his	burned,	freckled

face	in	a	mortar	of	tears	and	dust,	his	clothing	unspeakably	dirty,	one	great	toe	in
a	festering	mass	from	a	broken	nail,	and	sores	all	over	the	visible	portions	of	the
small	body.
"You	won't	let	the	mean	old	thing	make	his	dog	get	me!"	he	wailed.
"Indeed	no,"	said	Elnora,	holding	him	closely.
"You	wouldn't	set	a	dog	on	a	boy	for	 just	 taking	a	few	old	apples	when	you

fed	'em	to	pigs	with	a	shovel	every	day,	would	you?"
"No,	I	would	not,"	said	Elnora	hotly.
"You'd	give	a	boy	all	the	apples	he	wanted,	if	he	hadn't	any	breakfast,	and	was

so	hungry	he	was	all	twisty	inside,	wouldn't	you?"
"Yes,	I	would,"	said	Elnora.
"If	you	had	anything	to	eat	you	would	give	me	something	right	now,	wouldn't

you?"
"Yes,"	 said	Elnora.	 "There's	 nothing	 but	 just	 stones	 in	 the	 package.	But	my

dinner	is	in	that	case.	I'll	gladly	divide."
She	 opened	 the	 box.	 The	 famished	 child	 gave	 a	 little	 cry	 and	 reached	 both



hands.	Elnora	caught	them	back.
"Did	you	have	any	supper?"
"No."
"Any	dinner	yesterday?"
"An	apple	and	some	grapes	I	stole."
"Whose	boy	are	you?"
"Old	Tom	Billings's."
"Why	doesn't	your	father	get	you	something	to	eat?"
"He	does	most	days,	but	he's	drunk	now."
"Hush,	you	must	not!"	said	Elnora.	"He's	your	father!"
"He's	 spent	 all	 the	money	 to	 get	 drunk,	 too,"	 said	 the	boy,	 "and	 Jimmy	and

Belle	 are	 both	 crying	 for	 breakfast.	 I'd	 a	 got	 out	 all	 right	 with	 an	 apple	 for
myself,	but	I	tried	to	get	some	for	them	and	the	dog	got	too	close.	Say,	you	can
throw,	can't	you?"
"Yes,"	admitted	Elnora.	She	poured	half	 the	milk	 into	 the	cup.	 "Drink	 this,"

she	said,	holding	it	to	him.
The	boy	gulped	 the	milk	and	swore	 joyously,	gripping	 the	cup	with	shaking

fingers.
"Hush!"	cried	Elnora.	"That's	dreadful!"
"What's	dreadful?"
"To	say	such	awful	words."
"Huh!	pa	says	worser	'an	that	every	breath	he	draws."
Elnora	saw	that	the	child	was	older	than	she	had	thought.	He	might	have	been

forty	judging	by	his	hard,	unchildish	expression.
"Do	you	want	to	be	like	your	father?"
"No,	 I	want	 to	be	 like	you.	Couldn't	 a	 angel	be	prettier	 'an	you.	Can	 I	have

more	milk?"
Elnora	 emptied	 the	 flask.	 The	 boy	 drained	 the	 cup.	 He	 drew	 a	 breath	 of

satisfaction	as	he	gazed	into	her	face.
"You	wouldn't	go	off	and	leave	your	little	boy,	would	you?"	he	asked.
"Did	some	one	go	away	and	leave	you?"
"Yes,	my	mother	went	off	and	left	me,	and	left	Jimmy	and	Belle,	too,"	said	the

boy.	"You	wouldn't	leave	your	little	boy,	would	you?"
"No."
The	boy	looked	eagerly	at	the	box.	Elnora	lifted	a	sandwich	and	uncovered	the

fried	chicken.	The	boy	gasped	with	delight.
"Say,	I	could	eat	 the	stuff	 in	 the	glass	and	the	other	box	and	carry	the	bread

and	the	chicken	to	Jimmy	and	Belle,"	he	offered.
Elnora	 silently	 uncovered	 the	 custard	 with	 preserved	 cherries	 on	 top	 and



handed	it	and	the	spoon	to	the	child.	Never	did	food	disappear	faster.	The	salad
went	next,	and	a	sandwich	and	half	a	chicken	breast	followed.
"I	 better	 leave	 the	 rest	 for	 Jimmy	 and	 Belle,"	 he	 said,	 "they're	 'ist	 fightin'

hungry."
Elnora	 gave	 him	 the	 remainder	 of	 the	 carefully	 prepared	 lunch.	 The	 boy

clutched	it	and	ran	with	a	sidewise	hop	like	a	wild	thing.	She	covered	the	dishes
and	 cup,	 polished	 the	 spoon,	 replaced	 it,	 and	 closed	 the	 case.	 She	 caught	 her
breath	in	a	tremulous	laugh.
"If	Aunt	Margaret	knew	that,	she'd	never	forgive	me,"	she	said.	"It	seems	as	if

secrecy	is	literally	forced	upon	me,	and	I	hate	it.	What	shall	I	do	for	lunch?	I'll
have	to	sell	my	arrows	and	keep	enough	money	for	a	restaurant	sandwich."
So	she	walked	hurriedly	into	town,	sold	her	points	at	a	good	price,	deposited

her	 funds,	 and	went	 away	with	 a	 neat	 little	 bank	 book	 and	 the	 note	 from	 the
Limberlost	 carefully	 folded	 inside.	 Elnora	 passed	 down	 the	 hall	 that	morning,
and	no	one	paid	 the	slightest	attention	to	her.	The	truth	was	she	 looked	so	like
every	one	else	that	she	was	perfectly	inconspicuous.	But	in	the	coat	room	there
were	members	of	her	class.	Surely	no	one	intended	it,	but	 the	whisper	was	too
loud.
"Look	at	the	girl	from	the	Limberlost	in	the	clothes	that	woman	gave	her!"
Elnora	 turned	on	 them.	 "I	beg	your	pardon,"	 she	 said	unsteadily,	 "I	 couldn't

help	hearing	that!	No	one	gave	me	these	clothes.	I	paid	for	them	myself."
Some	one	muttered,	"Pardon	me,"	but	incredulous	faces	greeted	her.
Elnora	felt	driven.	"Aunt	Margaret	selected	them,	and	she	meant	to	give	them

to	me,"	she	explained,	"but	I	wouldn't	take	them.	I	paid	for	them	myself."	There
was	silence.
"Don't	you	believe	me?"	panted	Elnora.
"Really,	it	is	none	of	our	affair,"	said	another	girl.	"Come	on,	let's	go."
Elnora	 stepped	 before	 the	 girl	 who	 had	 spoken.	 "You	 have	made	 this	 your

affair,"	she	said,	"because	you	told	a	thing	which	was	not	true.	No	one	gave	me
what	 I	 am	wearing.	 I	 paid	 for	my	 clothes	myself	with	money	 I	 earned	 selling
moths	to	the	Bird	Woman.	I	 just	came	from	the	bank	where	I	deposited	what	I
did	not	use.	Here	is	my	credit."	Elnora	drew	out	and	offered	the	little	red	book.
"Surely	you	will	believe	that,"	she	said.
"Why	of	course,"	said	 the	girl	who	first	had	spoken.	"We	met	such	a	 lovely

woman	in	Brownlee's	store,	and	she	said	she	wanted	our	help	to	buy	some	things
for	a	girl,	and	that's	how	we	came	to	know."
"Dear	 Aunt	 Margaret,"	 said	 Elnora,	 "it	 was	 like	 her	 to	 ask	 you.	 Isn't	 she

splendid?"
"She	is	indeed,"	chorused	the	girls.	Elnora	set	down	her	lunch	box	and	books,



unpinned	 her	 hat,	 hanging	 it	 beside	 the	 others,	 and	 taking	 up	 the	 books	 she
reached	to	set	the	box	in	its	place	and	dropped	it.	With	a	little	cry	she	snatched	at
it	and	caught	the	strap	on	top.	That	pulled	from	the	fastening,	the	cover	unrolled,
the	box	fell	away	as	far	as	it	could,	two	porcelain	lids	rattled	on	the	floor,	and	the
one	 sandwich	 rolled	 like	 a	 cartwheel	 across	 the	 room.	 Elnora	 lifted	 a	 ghastly
face.	For	once	no	one	laughed.	She	stood	an	instant	staring.
"It	 seems	 to	be	my	 luck	 to	be	 crucified	 at	 every	point	of	 the	 compass,"	 she

said	at	last.	"First	two	days	you	thought	I	was	a	pauper,	now	you	will	think	I'm	a
fraud.	All	of	you	will	believe	I	bought	an	expensive	box,	and	then	was	too	poor
to	put	anything	but	a	restaurant	sandwich	in	it.	You	must	stop	till	I	prove	to	you
that	I'm	not."
Elnora	gathered	up	the	lids,	and	kicked	the	sandwich	into	a	corner.
"I	had	milk	in	that	bottle,	see!	And	custard	in	the	cup.	There	was	salad	in	the

little	box,	fried	chicken	in	the	large	one,	and	nut	sandwiches	in	the	tray.	You	can
see	the	crumbs	of	all	of	them.	A	man	set	a	dog	on	a	child	who	was	so	starved	he
was	stealing	apples.	I	talked	with	him,	and	I	thought	I	could	bear	hunger	better,
he	was	such	a	 little	boy,	 so	 I	gave	him	my	 lunch,	and	got	 the	sandwich	at	 the
restaurant."
Elnora	held	out	 the	box.	The	girls	were	 laughing	by	 that	 time.	"You	goose,"

said	one,	"why	didn't	you	give	him	the	money,	and	save	your	lunch?"
"He	was	such	a	little	fellow,	and	he	really	was	hungry,"	said	Elnora.	"I	often

go	without	anything	 to	eat	at	noon	in	 the	fields	and	woods,	and	never	 think	of
it."
She	closed	the	box	and	set	it	beside	the	lunches	of	other	country	pupils.	While

her	back	was	 turned,	 into	 the	 room	came	 the	girl	of	her	encounter	on	 the	 first
day,	walked	to	the	rack,	and	with	an	exclamation	of	approval	took	down	Elnora's
hat.
"Just	 the	 thing	 I	 have	 been	wanting!"	 she	 said.	 "I	 never	 saw	 such	 beautiful

quills	 in	 all	my	 life.	They	match	my	new	broadcloth	 to	 perfection.	 I've	 got	 to
have	that	kind	of	quills	for	my	hat.	I	never	saw	the	like!	Whose	is	it,	and	where
did	it	come	from?"
No	one	said	a	word,	for	Elnora's	question,	the	reply,	and	her	answer,	had	been

repeated.	Every	one	knew	that	the	Limberlost	girl	had	come	out	ahead	and	Sadie
Reed	had	not	been	amiable,	when	the	little	flourish	had	been	added	to	Elnora's
name	in	the	algebra	class.	Elnora's	swift	glance	was	pathetic,	but	no	one	helped
her.	Sadie	Reed	glanced	from	the	hat	to	the	faces	around	her	and	wondered.
"Why,	this	is	the	Freshman	section,	whose	hat	is	it?"	she	asked	again,	this	time

impatiently.
"That's	the	tassel	of	the	cornstock,"	said	Elnora	with	a	forced	laugh.



The	 response	was	genuine.	Every	one	 shouted.	Sadie	Reed	blushed,	but	 she
laughed	also.
"Well,	it's	beautiful,"	she	said,	"especially	the	quills.	They	are	exactly	what	I

want.	I	know	I	don't	deserve	any	kindness	from	you,	but	I	do	wish	you	would	tell
me	at	whose	store	you	found	those	quills."
"Gladly!"	 said	 Elnora.	 "You	 can't	 buy	 quills	 like	 those	 at	 a	 store.	 They	 are

from	a	living	bird.	Phoebe	Simms	gathers	them	in	her	orchard	as	her	peacocks
shed	them.	They	are	wing	quills	from	the	males."
Then	there	was	perfect	silence.	How	was	Elnora	to	know	that	not	a	girl	there

would	have	told	that?
"I	 haven't	 a	 doubt	 but	 I	 can	 get	 you	 some,"	 she	 offered.	 "She	 gave	 Aunt

Margaret	a	large	bunch,	and	those	are	part	of	them.	I	am	quite	sure	she	has	more,
and	would	spare	some."
Sadie	Reed	laughed	shortly.	"You	needn't	 trouble,"	she	said,	"I	was	fooled.	I

thought	 they	 were	 expensive	 quills.	 I	 wanted	 them	 for	 a	 twenty-dollar	 velvet
toque	 to	 match	 my	 new	 suit.	 If	 they	 are	 gathered	 from	 the	 ground,	 really,	 I
couldn't	use	them."
"Only	in	spots!"	said	Elnora.	"They	don't	just	cover	the	earth.	Phoebe	Simms's

peacocks	are	the	only	ones	within	miles	of	Onabasha,	and	they	moult	but	once	a
year.	 If	 your	 hat	 cost	 only	 twenty	 dollars,	 it's	 scarcely	 good	 enough	 for	 those
quills.	You	see,	the	Almighty	made	and	coloured	those	Himself;	and	He	puts	the
same	kind	on	Phoebe	Simms's	peacocks	that	He	put	on	the	head	of	the	family	in
the	forests	of	Ceylon,	away	back	in	the	beginning.	Any	old	manufactured	quill
from	New	York	or	Chicago	will	do	for	your	little	twenty-dollar	hat.	You	should
have	something	infinitely	better	than	that	to	be	worthy	of	quills	that	are	made	by
the	Creator."
How	those	girls	did	laugh!	One	of	them	walked	with	Elnora	to	the	auditorium,

sat	 beside	 her	 during	 exercises,	 and	 tried	 to	 talk	whenever	 she	 dared,	 to	 keep
Elnora	from	seeing	the	curious	and	admiring	looks	bent	upon	her.
For	the	brown-eyed	boy	whistled,	and	there	was	pantomime	of	all	sorts	going

on	behind	Elnora's	back	that	day.	Happy	with	her	books,	no	one	knew	how	much
she	saw,	and	from	her	absorption	in	her	studies	it	was	evident	she	cared	too	little
to	notice.
After	school	she	went	again	to	the	home	of	the	Bird	Woman,	and	together	they

visited	the	swamp	and	carried	away	more	specimens.	This	time	Elnora	asked	the
Bird	Woman	to	keep	the	money	until	noon	of	the	next	day,	when	she	would	call
for	 it	and	have	 it	added	 to	her	bank	account.	She	slowly	walked	home,	for	 the
visit	 to	 the	 swamp	had	brought	back	 full	 force	 the	 experience	of	 the	morning.
Again	and	again	she	examined	the	crude	little	note,	for	she	did	not	know	what	it



meant,	yet	it	bred	vague	fear.	The	only	thing	of	which	Elnora	knew	herself	afraid
was	 her	mother;	 when	with	wild	 eyes	 and	 ears	 deaf	 to	 childish	 pleading,	 she
sometimes	 lost	 control	 of	 herself	 in	 the	 night	 and	 visited	 the	 pool	 where	 her
husband	had	sunk	before	her,	calling	his	name	in	unearthly	tones	and	begging	of
the	swamp	to	give	back	its	dead.



Chapter		6
Wherein	Mrs.	Comstock	indulges	in	"frills",	and	Billy
reappears
It	was	Wesley	Sinton	who	really	wrestled	with	Elnora's	problem	while	he	drove
about	his	business.	He	was	not	forced	to	ask	himself	what	it	meant;	he	knew.	The
old	Corson	gang	was	still	holding	together.	Elder	members	who	had	escaped	the
law	had	been	joined	by	a	younger	brother	of	Jack's,	and	they	met	in	the	thickest
of	the	few	remaining	fast	places	of	the	swamp	to	drink,	gamble,	and	loaf.	Then
suddenly,	there	would	be	a	robbery	in	some	country	house	where	a	farmer	that
day	 had	 sold	 his	 wheat	 or	 corn	 and	 not	 paid	 a	 visit	 to	 the	 bank;	 or	 in	 some
neighbouring	village.
The	home	of	Mrs.	Comstock	and	Elnora	adjoined	the	swamp.	Sinton's	land	lay

next,	and	not	another	residence	or	man	easy	to	reach	in	case	of	trouble.	Whoever
wrote	 that	 note	 had	 some	 human	 kindness	 in	 his	 breast,	 but	 the	 fact	 stood
revealed	 that	 he	 feared	 his	 strength	 if	 Elnora	 were	 delivered	 into	 his	 hands.
Where	had	he	been	the	previous	night	when	he	heard	that	prayer?	Was	that	the
first	 time	 he	 had	 been	 in	 such	 proximity?	 Sinton	 drove	 fast,	 for	 he	wished	 to
reach	the	swamp	before	Elnora	and	the	Bird	Woman	would	go	there.
At	 almost	 four	 he	 came	 to	 the	 case,	 and	 dropping	 on	 his	 knees	 studied	 the

ground,	 every	 sense	alert.	He	 found	 two	or	 three	 little	heel	prints.	Those	were
made	by	Elnora	or	the	Bird	Woman.	What	Sinton	wanted	to	learn	was	whether
all	 the	remainder	were	the	footprints	of	one	man.	It	was	easily	seen,	they	were
not.	There	were	deep,	even	tracks	made	by	fairly	new	shoes,	and	others	where	a
well-worn	 heel	 cut	 deeper	 on	 the	 inside	 of	 the	 print	 than	 at	 the	 outer	 edge.
Undoubtedly	some	of	Corson's	old	gang	were	watching	the	case,	and	the	visits	of
the	 women	 to	 it.	 There	 was	 no	 danger	 that	 any	 one	 would	 attack	 the	 Bird
Woman.	She	never	went	to	the	swamp	at	night,	and	on	her	trips	in	the	daytime,
every	 one	 knew	 that	 she	 carried	 a	 revolver,	 understood	 how	 to	 use	 it,	 and
pursued	her	work	in	a	fearless	manner.
Elnora,	prowling	around	the	swamp	and	lured	into	the	interior	by	the	flight	of

moths	and	butterflies;	Elnora,	without	father,	money,	or	friends	save	himself,	to
defend	her—Elnora	was	a	different	proposition.	For	this	to	happen	just	when	the
Limberlost	was	bringing	the	very	desire	of	her	heart	to	the	girl,	it	was	too	bad.



Sinton	was	 afraid	 for	 her,	 yet	 he	 did	 not	want	 to	 add	 the	 burden	 of	 fear	 to
Katharine	Comstock's	 trouble,	 or	 to	 disturb	 the	 joy	of	Elnora	 in	 her	work.	He
stopped	at	the	cabin	and	slowly	went	up	the	walk.	Mrs.	Comstock	was	sitting	on
the	front	steps	with	some	sewing.	The	work	seemed	to	Sinton	as	if	she	might	be
engaged	 in	 putting	 a	 tuck	 in	 a	 petticoat.	 He	 thought	 of	 how	 Margaret	 had
shortened	Elnora's	dress	to	the	accepted	length	for	girls	of	her	age,	and	made	a
mental	note	of	Mrs.	Comstock's	occupation.
She	dropped	her	work	on	her	lap,	laid	her	hands	on	it	and	looked	into	his	face

with	a	sneer.
"You	didn't	let	any	grass	grow	under	your	feet,"	she	said.
Sinton	saw	her	white,	drawn	face	and	comprehended.
"I	went	to	pay	a	debt	and	see	about	this	opening	of	the	ditch,	Kate."
"You	said	you	were	going	to	prosecute	me."
"Good	gracious,	Kate!"	cried	Sinton.	"Is	that	what	you	have	been	thinking	all

day?	I	told	you	before	I	left	yesterday	that	I	would	not	need	do	that.	And	I	won't!
We	 can't	 afford	 to	 quarrel	 over	 Elnora.	 She's	 all	 we've	 got.	Now	 that	 she	 has
proved	 that	 if	you	don't	do	 just	what	 I	 think	you	ought	by	way	of	clothes	and
schooling,	she	can	take	care	of	herself,	I	put	that	out	of	my	head.	What	I	came	to
see	you	about	is	a	kind	of	scare	I've	had	to-day.	I	want	to	ask	you	if	you	ever	see
anything	about	 the	swamp	that	makes	you	 think	 the	old	Corson	gang	 is	still	at
work?"
"Can't	 say	 that	 I	 do,"	 said	Mrs.	 Comstock.	 "There's	 kind	 of	 dancing	 lights

there	sometimes,	but	I	supposed	it	was	just	people	passing	along	the	road	with
lanterns.	Folks	hereabout	are	none	 too	 fond	of	 the	swamp.	 I	hate	 it	 like	death.
I've	 never	 stayed	 here	 a	 night	 in	my	 life	without	 Robert's	 revolver,	 clean	 and
loaded,	under	my	pillow,	and	the	shotgun,	same	condition,	by	the	bed.	I	can't	say
that	I'm	afraid	here	at	home.	I'm	not.	I	can	take	care	of	myself.	But	none	of	the
swamp	for	me!"
"Well,	 I'm	glad	you	are	not	afraid,	Kate,	because	 I	must	 tell	you	something.

Elnora	stopped	at	 the	case	 this	morning,	and	somebody	had	been	 into	 it	 in	 the
night."
"Broke	the	lock?"
"No.	Used	a	duplicate	key.	To-day	I	heard	there	was	a	man	here	last	night.	I

want	to	nose	around	a	little."
Sinton	went	to	the	east	end	of	the	cabin	and	looked	up	at	the	window.	There

was	no	way	any	one	could	have	 reached	 it	without	a	 ladder,	 for	 the	 logs	were
hewed	 and	 mortar	 filled	 the	 cracks	 even.	 Then	 he	 went	 to	 the	 west	 end,	 the
willow	faced	him	as	he	turned	the	corner.	He	examined	the	trunk	carefully.	There
was	no	mistake	about	small	particles	of	black	swamp	muck	adhering	to	the	sides



of	 the	 tree.	 He	 reached	 the	 low	 branches	 and	 climbed	 the	 willow.	 There	 was
earth	 on	 the	 large	 limb	 crossing	Elnora's	window.	He	 stood	 on	 it,	 holding	 the
branch	as	had	been	done	 the	night	before,	and	 looked	 into	 the	room.	He	could
see	very	little,	but	he	knew	that	if	it	had	been	dark	outside	and	sufficiently	light
for	Elnora	to	study	inside	he	could	have	seen	vividly.	He	brought	his	face	close
to	the	netting,	and	he	could	see	the	bed	with	its	head	to	the	east,	at	its	foot	the
table	with	the	candles	and	the	chair	before	it,	and	then	he	knew	where	the	man
had	been	who	had	heard	Elnora's	prayer.
Mrs.	Comstock	had	followed	around	the	corner	and	stood	watching	him.	"Do

you	think	some	slinking	hulk	was	up	there	peekin'	in	at	Elnora?"	she	demanded
indignantly.
"There	is	muck	on	the	trunk,	and	plenty	on	the	limb,"	said	Sinton.	"Hadn't	you

better	get	a	saw	and	let	me	take	this	branch	off?"
"No,	 I	hadn't,"	 said	Mrs.	Comstock.	 "First	place,	Elnora's	climbed	 from	 that

window	on	that	limb	all	her	life,	and	it's	hers.	Second	place,	no	one	gets	ahead	of
me	after	I've	had	warning.	Any	crow	that	perches	on	that	roost	again	will	get	its
feathers	somewhat	scattered.	Look	along	the	fence,	there,	and	see	if	you	can	find
where	he	came	in."
The	place	was	easy	to	find	as	was	a	trail	leading	for	some	distance	west	of	the

cabin.
"You	just	go	home,	and	don't	fret	yourself,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"I'll	take	care

of	 this.	 If	 you	 should	 hear	 the	 dinner	 bell	 at	 any	 time	 in	 the	 night	 you	 come
down.	But	 I	wouldn't	 say	anything	 to	Elnora.	She	better	keep	her	mind	on	her
studies,	if	she's	going	to	school."
When	the	work	was	finished	that	night	Elnora	took	her	books	and	went	to	her

room	 to	 prepare	 some	 lessons,	 but	 every	 few	 minutes	 she	 looked	 toward	 the
swamp	to	see	 if	 there	were	 lights	near	 the	case.	Mrs.	Comstock	raked	 together
the	 coals	 in	 the	 cooking	 stove,	 got	 out	 the	 lunch	 box,	 and	 sitting	 down	 she
studied	it	grimly.	At	last	she	arose.
"Wonder	how	it	would	do	to	show	Mag	Sinton	a	frill	or	two,"	she	murmured.
She	 went	 to	 her	 room,	 knelt	 before	 a	 big	 black-walnut	 chest	 and	 hunted

through	its	contents	until	she	found	an	old-fashioned	cook	book.	She	tended	the
fire	 as	 she	 read	 and	 presently	 was	 in	 action.	 She	 first	 sawed	 an	 end	 from	 a
fragrant,	juicy,	sugar-cured	ham	and	put	it	to	cook.	Then	she	set	a	couple	of	eggs
boiling,	and	after	long	hesitation	began	creaming	butter	and	sugar	in	a	crock.	An
hour	 later	 the	 odour	 of	 the	 ham,	 mingled	 with	 some	 of	 the	 richest	 spices	 of
"happy	Araby,"	in	a	combination	that	could	mean	nothing	save	spice	cake,	crept
up	to	Elnora	so	strongly	that	she	lifted	her	head	and	sniffed	amazedly.	She	would
have	 given	 all	 her	 precious	 money	 to	 have	 gone	 down	 and	 thrown	 her	 arms



around	her	mother's	neck,	but	she	did	not	dare	move.
Mrs.	Comstock	was	up	early,	and	without	a	word	handed	Elnora	 the	case	as

she	left	the	next	morning.
"Thank	you,	mother,"	said	Elnora,	and	went	on	her	way.
She	walked	down	the	road	looking	straight	ahead	until	she	came	to	the	corner,

where	she	usually	entered	the	swamp.	She	paused,	glanced	that	way	and	smiled.
Then	 she	 turned	 and	 looked	back.	There	was	no	one	 coming	 in	 any	direction.
She	followed	the	road	until	well	around	the	corner,	then	she	stopped	and	sat	on	a
grassy	 spot,	 laid	 her	 books	 beside	 her	 and	 opened	 the	 lunch	 box.	 Last	 night's
odours	had	in	a	measure	prepared	her	for	what	she	would	see,	but	not	quite.	She
scarcely	 could	believe	her	 senses.	Half	 the	bread	 compartment	was	 filled	with
dainty	 sandwiches	 of	 bread	 and	 butter	 sprinkled	with	 the	 yolk	 of	 egg	 and	 the
remainder	with	three	large	slices	of	the	most	fragrant	spice	cake	imaginable.	The
meat	dish	contained	shaved	cold	ham,	of	which	she	knew	the	quality,	the	salad
was	tomatoes	and	celery,	and	the	cup	held	preserved	pear,	clear	as	amber.	There
was	 milk	 in	 the	 bottle,	 two	 tissue-wrapped	 cucumber	 pickles	 in	 the	 folding
drinking-cup,	and	a	fresh	napkin	in	the	ring.	No	lunch	was	ever	daintier	or	more
palatable;	of	that	Elnora	was	perfectly	sure.	And	her	mother	had	prepared	it	for
her!	"She	does	love	me!"	cried	the	happy	girl.	"Sure	as	you're	born	she	loves	me;
only	she	hasn't	found	it	out	yet!"
She	 touched	 the	papers	daintily,	 and	 smiled	at	 the	box	as	 if	 it	were	a	 living

thing.	As	she	began	closing	it	a	breath	of	air	swept	by,	lifting	the	covering	of	the
cake.	 It	 was	 like	 an	 invitation,	 and	 breakfast	 was	 several	 hours	 away.	 Elnora
picked	up	a	piece	and	ate	it.	That	cake	tasted	even	better	than	it	looked.	Then	she
tried	a	sandwich.	How	did	her	mother	come	to	think	of	making	them	that	way.
They	never	had	any	at	home.	She	slipped	out	 the	 fork,	 sampled	 the	salad,	and
one-quarter	of	pear.	Then	she	closed	the	box	and	started	down	the	road	nibbling
one	of	the	pickles	and	trying	to	decide	exactly	how	happy	she	was,	but	she	could
find	no	standard	high	enough	for	a	measure.
She	was	to	go	to	the	Bird	Woman's	after	school	for	the	last	load	from	the	case.

Saturday	she	would	take	the	arrow	points	and	specimens	to	the	bank.	That	would
exhaust	her	present	supplies	and	give	her	enough	money	ahead	to	pay	for	books,
tuition,	 and	 clothes	 for	 at	 least	 two	 years.	 She	 would	 work	 early	 and	 late
gathering	nuts.	In	October	she	would	sell	all	the	ferns	she	could	find.	She	must
collect	 specimens	 of	 all	 tree	 leaves	 before	 they	 fell,	 gather	 nests	 and	 cocoons
later,	and	keep	her	eyes	wide	open	for	anything	the	grades	could	use.	She	would
see	the	superintendent	that	night	about	selling	specimens	to	the	ward	buildings.
She	must	be	ahead	of	any	one	else	if	she	wanted	to	furnish	these	things.	So	she
approached	the	bridge.



That	it	was	occupied	could	be	seen	from	a	distance.	As	she	came	up	she	found
the	small	boy	of	yesterday	awaiting	her	with	a	confident	smile.
"We	brought	you	something!"	he	announced	without	greeting.	"This	is	Jimmy

and	Belle—and	we	brought	you	a	present."
He	offered	a	parcel	wrapped	in	brown	paper.
"Why,	 how	 lovely	 of	 you!"	 said	 Elnora.	 "I	 supposed	 you	 had	 forgotten	me

when	you	ran	away	so	fast	yesterday."
"Naw,	I	didn't	forget	you,"	said	the	boy.	"I	wouldn't	forget	you,	not	ever!	Why,

I	was	ist	a-hurrying	to	take	them	things	to	Jimmy	and	Belle.	My	they	was	glad!"
Elnora	glanced	at	the	children.	They	sat	on	the	edge	of	the	bridge,	obviously

clad	 in	 a	 garment	 each,	 very	 dirty	 and	unkept,	 a	 little	 boy	 and	 a	 girl	 of	 about
seven	and	nine.	Elnora's	heart	began	to	ache.
"Say,"	said	the	boy.	"Ain't	you	going	to	look	what	we	have	gave	you?"
"I	 thought	 it	 wasn't	 polite	 to	 look	 before	 people,"	 answered	 Elnora.	 "Of

course,	I	will,	if	you	would	like	to	have	me."
Elnora	opened	the	package.	She	had	been	presented	with	a	quarter	of	a	stale

loaf	of	baker's	bread,	and	a	big	piece	of	ancient	bologna.
"But	don't	you	want	this	yourselves?"	she	asked	in	surprise.
"Gosh,	no!	I	mean	ist	no,"	said	the	boy.	"We	always	have	it.	We	got	stacks	this

morning.	Pa's	come	out	of	it	now,	and	he's	so	sorry	he	got	more	'an	ever	we	can
eat.	Have	you	had	any	before?"
"No,"	said	Elnora,	"I	never	did!"
The	boy's	eyes	brightened	and	the	girl	moved	restlessly.
"We	thought	maybe	you	hadn't,"	said	the	boy.	"First	you	ever	have,	you	like	it

real	well;	but	when	you	don't	have	anything	else	for	a	long	time,	years	an'	years,
you	git	 so	 tired."	He	hitched	at	 the	string	which	held	his	 trousers	and	watched
Elnora	speculatively.
"I	 don't	 s'pose	 you'd	 trade	 what	 you	 got	 in	 that	 box	 for	 ist	 old	 bread	 and

bologna	now,	would	you?	Mebby	you'd	like	it!	And	I	know,	I	ist	know,	what	you
got	would	 taste	 like	 heaven	 to	 Jimmy	 and	Belle.	They	 never	 had	 nothing	 like
that!	Not	even	Belle,	and	she's	most	ten!	No,	sir-ee,	they	never	tasted	things	like
you	got!"
It	was	in	Elnora's	heart	to	be	thankful	for	even	a	taste	in	time,	as	she	knelt	on

the	 bridge,	 opened	 the	 box	 and	 divided	 her	 lunch	 into	 three	 equal	 parts,	 the
smaller	boy	getting	most	of	the	milk.	Then	she	told	them	it	was	school	time	and
she	must	go.
"Why	don't	you	put	your	bread	and	bologna	in	the	nice	box?"	asked	the	boy.
"Of	course,"	said	Elnora.	"I	didn't	think."
When	 the	 box	 was	 arranged	 to	 the	 children's	 satisfaction	 all	 of	 them



accompanied	Elnora	to	the	corner	where	she	turned	toward	the	high	school.
"Billy,"	said	Elnora,	"I	would	like	you	much	better	if	you	were	cleaner.	Surely,

you	 have	 water!	 Can't	 you	 children	 get	 some	 soap	 and	 wash	 yourselves?
Gentlemen	are	never	dirty.	You	want	to	be	a	gentleman,	don't	you?"
"Is	being	clean	all	you	have	to	do	to	be	a	gentleman?"
"No,"	said	Elnora.	"You	must	not	say	bad	words,	and	you	must	be	kind	and

polite	to	your	sister."
"Must	Belle	be	kind	and	polite	to	me,	else	she	ain't	a	lady?"
"Yes."
"Then	Belle's	no	lady!"	said	Billy	succinctly.
Elnora	 could	 say	 nothing	more	 just	 then,	 and	 she	 bade	 them	 good-bye	 and

started	them	home.
"The	poor	little	souls!"	she	mused.	"I	think	the	Almighty	put	them	in	my	way

to	 show	me	 real	 trouble.	 I	won't	 be	 likely	 to	 spend	much	 time	 pitying	myself
while	I	can	see	them."	She	glanced	at	 the	lunchbox.	"What	on	earth	do	I	carry
this	for?	I	never	had	anything	that	was	so	strictly	ornamental!	One	sure	thing!	I
can't	take	this	stuff	to	the	high	school.	You	never	seem	to	know	exactly	what	is
going	to	happen	to	you	while	you	are	there."
As	if	to	provide	a	way	out	of	her	difficulty	a	big	dog	arose	from	a	lawn,	and

came	 toward	 the	gate	wagging	his	 tail.	 "If	 those	 children	 ate	 the	 stuff,	 it	 can't
possibly	kill	him!"	thought	Elnora,	so	she	offered	the	bologna.	The	dog	accepted
it	graciously,	and	being	a	beast	of	pedigree	he	trotted	around	to	a	side	porch	and
laid	the	bologna	before	his	mistress.	The	woman	snatched	it,	screaming:	"Come,
quick!	Some	one	is	trying	to	poison	Pedro!"	Her	daughter	came	running	from	the
house.	"Go	see	who	is	on	the	street.	Hurry!"	cried	the	excited	mother.
Ellen	Brownlee	 ran	 and	 looked.	 Elnora	was	 half	 a	 block	 away,	 and	 no	 one

nearer.	Ellen	called	loudly,	and	Elnora	stopped.	Ellen	came	running	toward	her.
"Did	you	see	any	one	give	our	dog	something?"	she	cried	as	she	approached.
Elnora	saw	no	escape.
"I	gave	it	a	piece	of	bologna	myself,"	she	said.	"It	was	fit	 to	eat.	It	wouldn't

hurt	the	dog."
Ellen	 stood	 and	 looked	 at	 her.	 "Of	 course,	 I	 didn't	 know	 it	 was	 your	 dog,"

explained	Elnora.	"I	had	something	I	wanted	to	throw	to	some	dog,	and	that	one
looked	big	enough	to	manage	it."
Ellen	 had	 arrived	 at	 her	 conclusions.	 "Pass	 over	 that	 lunch	 box,"	 she

demanded.
"I	will	not!"	said	Elnora.
"Then	I	will	have	you	arrested	for	trying	to	poison	our	dog,"	laughed	the	girl

as	she	took	the	box.



"One	chunk	of	 stale	bread,	one	half	mile	of	antique	bologna	contributed	 for
dog	feed;	the	remains	of	cake,	salad	and	preserves	in	an	otherwise	empty	lunch
box.	One	ham	sandwich	yesterday.	I	think	it's	lovely	you	have	the	box.	Who	ate
your	lunch	to-day?"
"Same,"	confessed	Elnora,	"but	there	were	three	of	them	this	time."
"Wait,	until	I	run	back	and	tell	mother	about	the	dog,	and	get	my	books."
Elnora	 waited.	 That	 morning	 she	 walked	 down	 the	 hall	 and	 into	 the

auditorium	beside	one	of	the	very	nicest	girls	in	Onabasha,	and	it	was	the	fourth
day.	But	the	surprise	came	at	noon	when	Ellen	insisted	upon	Elnora	lunching	at
the	 Brownlee	 home,	 and	 convulsed	 her	 parents	 and	 family,	 and	 overwhelmed
Elnora	with	 a	 greatly	magnified,	 but	moderately	 accurate	 history	 of	 her	 lunch
box.
"Gee!	but	 it's	a	box,	daddy!"	cried	 the	 laughing	girl.	 "It's	carved	 leather	and

fastens	 with	 a	 strap	 that	 has	 her	 name	 on	 it.	 Inside	 are	 trays	 for	 things	 all
complete,	 and	 it	 bears	 evidence	 of	 having	 enclosed	 delicious	 food,	 but	Elnora
never	gets	any.	She's	carried	it	two	days	now,	and	both	times	it	has	been	empty
before	she	reached	school.	Isn't	that	killing?"
"It	 is,	Ellen,	 in	more	ways	 than	one.	No	girl	 is	going	 to	eat	breakfast	 at	 six

o'clock,	walk	three	miles,	and	do	good	work	without	her	lunch.	You	can't	tell	me
anything	about	that	box.	I	sold	it	last	Monday	night	to	Wesley	Sinton,	one	of	my
good	country	customers.	He	told	me	it	was	a	present	for	a	girl	who	was	worthy
of	it,	and	I	see	he	was	right."
"He's	so	good	to	me,"	said	Elnora.	"Sometimes	I	look	at	him	and	wonder	if	a

neighbour	can	be	so	kind	to	one,	what	a	real	father	would	be	like.	I	envy	a	girl
with	a	father	unspeakably."
"You	have	cause,"	said	Ellen	Brownlee.	"A	father	is	the	very	dearest	person	in

the	whole	round	world,	except	a	mother,	who	is	just	a	dear."	The	girl,	starting	to
pay	tribute	to	her	father,	saw	that	she	must	include	her	mother,	and	said	the	thing
before	 she	 remembered	 what	Mrs.	 Sinton	 had	 told	 the	 girls	 in	 the	 store.	 She
stopped	in	dismay.	Elnora's	face	paled	a	trifle,	but	she	smiled	bravely.
"Then	I'm	fortunate	in	having	a	mother,"	she	said.
Mr.	Brownlee	lingered	at	the	table	after	the	girls	had	excused	themselves	and

returned	to	school.
"There's	a	girl	Ellen	can't	 see	 too	much	of,	 in	my	opinion,"	he	 said.	 "She	 is

every	inch	a	lady,	and	not	a	foolish	notion	or	action	about	her.	I	can't	understand
just	what	combination	of	circumstances	produced	her	in	this	day."
"It	 has	 been	 an	 unusual	 case	 of	 repression,	 for	 one	 thing.	 She	waits	 on	 her

elders	and	thinks	before	she	speaks,"	said	Mrs.	Brownlee.
"She's	 mighty	 pretty.	 She	 looks	 so	 sound	 and	 wholesome,	 and	 she's	 neatly



dressed."
"Ellen	says	she	was	a	fright	the	first	two	days.	Long	brown	calico	dress	almost

touching	 the	 floor,	 and	 big,	 lumbering	 shoes.	 Those	 Sinton	 people	 bought	 her
clothes.	 Ellen	 was	 in	 the	 store,	 and	 the	 woman	 stopped	 her	 crowd	 and	 asked
them	 about	 their	 dresses.	 She	 said	 the	 girl	 was	 not	 poor,	 but	 her	mother	 was
selfish	and	didn't	care	for	her.	But	Elnora	showed	a	bank	book	the	next	day,	and
declared	that	she	paid	for	the	things	herself,	so	the	Sinton	people	must	just	have
selected	them.	There's	something	peculiar	about	it,	but	nothing	wrong	I	am	sure.
I'll	encourage	Ellen	to	ask	her	again."
"I	should	say	so,	especially	if	she	is	going	to	keep	on	giving	away	her	lunch."
"She	lunched	with	the	Bird	Woman	one	day	this	week."
"She	did!"
"Yes,	she	lives	out	by	the	Limberlost.	You	know	the	Bird	Woman	works	there

a	great	deal,	and	probably	knows	her	that	way.	I	think	the	girl	gathers	specimens
for	her.	Ellen	says	she	knows	more	than	the	teachers	about	any	nature	question
that	 comes	up,	 and	 she	 is	going	 to	 lead	all	of	 them	 in	mathematics,	 and	make
them	work	in	any	branch."
When	 Elnora	 entered	 the	 coat	 room	 after	 having	 had	 luncheon	 with	 Ellen

Brownlee	there	was	such	a	difference	in	the	atmosphere	that	she	could	feel	it.
"I	am	almost	sorry	I	have	these	clothes,"	she	said	to	Ellen.
"In	the	name	of	sense,	why?"	cried	the	astonished	girl.
"Every	one	is	so	nice	to	me	in	them,	it	sets	me	to	wondering	if	in	time	I	could

have	made	them	be	equally	friendly	in	the	others."
Ellen	 looked	 at	 her	 introspectively.	 "I	 believe	 you	 could,"	 she	 announced	 at

last.	 "But	 it	would	have	 taken	 time	 and	heartache,	 and	your	mind	would	have
been	less	free	 to	work	on	your	studies.	No	one	 is	happy	without	friends,	and	I
just	simply	can't	study	when	I	am	unhappy."
That	night	the	Bird	Woman	made	the	last	trip	to	the	swamp.	Every	specimen

she	possibly	could	use	had	been	purchased	at	a	fair	price,	and	three	additions	had
been	made	to	the	bank	book,	carrying	the	total	a	little	past	two	hundred	dollars.
There	remained	the	Indian	relics	to	sell	on	Saturday,	and	Elnora	had	secured	the
order	to	furnish	material	for	nature	work	for	the	grades.	Life	suddenly	grew	very
full.	 There	 was	 the	 most	 excitingly	 interesting	 work	 for	 every	 hour,	 and	 that
work	was	to	pay	high	school	expenses	and	start	the	college	fund.	There	was	one
little	rift	in	her	joy.	All	of	it	would	have	been	so	much	better	if	she	could	have
told	her	mother,	and	given	the	money	into	her	keeping;	but	the	struggle	to	get	a
start	had	been	so	terrible,	Elnora	was	afraid	to	take	the	risk.	When	she	reached
home,	 she	 only	 told	 her	mother	 that	 the	 last	 of	 the	 things	 had	 been	 sold	 that
evening.



"I	think,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock,	"that	we	will	ask	Wesley	to	move	that	box	over
here	back	of	the	garden	for	you.	There	you	are	apt	to	get	tolled	farther	into	the
swamp	than	you	intend	to	go,	and	you	might	mire	or	something.	There	ought	to
be	just	the	same	things	in	our	woods,	and	along	our	swampy	places,	as	there	are
in	the	Limberlost.	Can't	you	hunt	your	stuff	here?"
"I	can	try,"	said	Elnora.	"I	don't	know	what	I	can	find	until	I	do.	Our	woods

are	undisturbed,	and	there	is	a	possibility	they	might	be	even	better	hunting	than
the	swamp.	But	I	wouldn't	have	Freckles's	case	moved	for	the	world.	He	might
come	back	some	day,	and	not	like	it.	I've	tried	to	keep	his	room	the	best	I	could,
and	taking	out	the	box	would	make	a	big	hole	in	one	side	of	it.	Store	boxes	don't
cost	much.	I	will	have	Uncle	Wesley	buy	me	one,	and	set	it	up	wherever	hunting
looks	the	best,	early	in	the	spring.	I	would	feel	safer	at	home."
"Shall	we	do	the	work	or	have	supper	first?"
"Let's	 do	 the	work,"	 said	 Elnora.	 "I	 can't	 say	 that	 I'm	 hungry	 now.	Doesn't

seem	as	if	I	ever	could	be	hungry	again	with	such	a	lunch.	I	am	quite	sure	no	one
carried	more	delicious	things	to	eat	than	I."
Mrs.	Comstock	was	pleased.	 "I	 put	 in	 a	 pretty	 good	hunk	of	 cake.	Did	you

divide	it	with	any	one?"
"Why,	yes,	I	did,"	admitted	Elnora.
"Who?"
This	 was	 becoming	 uncomfortable.	 "I	 ate	 the	 biggest	 piece	 myself,"	 said

Elnora,	"and	gave	the	rest	to	a	couple	of	boys	named	Jimmy	and	Billy	and	a	girl
named	Belle.	 They	 said	 it	was	 the	 very	 best	 cake	 they	 ever	 tasted	 in	 all	 their
lives."
Mrs.	Comstock	 sat	 straight.	 "I	 used	 to	 be	 a	master	 hand	 at	 spice	 cake,"	 she

boasted.	"But	I'm	a	little	out	of	practice.	I	must	get	to	work	again.	With	the	very
weeds	growing	higher	than	our	heads,	we	should	raise	plenty	of	good	stuff	to	eat
on	this	land,	if	we	can't	afford	anything	else	but	taxes."
Elnora	 laughed	 and	 hurried	 up	 stairs	 to	 change	 her	 dress.	 Margaret	 Sinton

came	that	night	bringing	a	beautiful	blue	one	in	its	place,	and	carried	away	the
other	to	launder.
"Do	 you	 mean	 to	 say	 those	 dresses	 are	 to	 be	 washed	 every	 two	 days?"

questioned	Mrs.	Comstock.
"They	have	to	be,	to	look	fresh,"	replied	Margaret.	"We	want	our	girl	sweet	as

a	rose."
"Well,	 of	 all	 things!"	 cried	Mrs.	Comstock.	 "Every	 two	days!	Any	girl	who

can't	keep	a	dress	clean	longer	than	that	is	a	dirty	girl.	You'll	wear	the	goods	out
and	fade	the	colours	with	so	much	washing."
"We'll	have	a	clean	girl,	anyway."



"Well,	if	you	like	the	job	you	can	have	it,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"I	don't	mind
the	washing,	but	I'm	so	inconvenient	with	an	iron."
Elnora	sat	late	that	night	working	over	her	lessons.	The	next	morning	she	put

on	 her	 blue	 dress	 and	 ribbon	 and	 in	 those	 she	 was	 a	 picture.	Mrs.	 Comstock
caught	her	breath	with	a	queer	stirring	around	her	heart,	and	looked	twice	to	be
sure	of	what	she	saw.	As	Elnora	gathered	her	books	her	mother	silently	gave	her
the	lunch	box.
"Feels	heavy,"	said	Elnora	gaily.	"And	smelly!	Like	as	not	I'll	be	called	upon

to	divide	again."
"Then	 you	 divide!"	 said	Mrs.	 Comstock.	 "Eating	 is	 the	 one	 thing	 we	 don't

have	to	economize	on,	Elnora.	Spite	of	all	I	can	do	food	goes	to	waste	in	this	soil
every	day.	If	you	can	give	some	of	those	city	children	a	taste	of	the	real	 thing,
why,	don't	be	selfish."
Elnora	 went	 down	 the	 road	 thinking	 of	 the	 city	 children	 with	 whom	 she

probably	would	divide.	Of	course,	 the	bridge	would	be	occupied	again.	So	she
stopped	and	opened	the	box.
"I	don't	want	to	be	selfish,"	murmured	Elnora,	"but	it	really	seems	as	if	I	can't

give	 away	 this	 lunch.	 If	 mother	 did	 not	 put	 love	 into	 it,	 she's	 substituted
something	that's	likely	to	fool	me."
She	almost	felt	her	steps	lagging	as	she	approached	the	bridge.	A	very	hungry

dog	had	been	added	to	the	trio	of	children.	Elnora	loved	all	dogs,	and	as	usual,
this	 one	 came	 to	 her	 in	 friendliness.	 The	 children	 said	 "Good	morning!"	with
alacrity,	and	another	paper	parcel	lay	conspicuous.
"How	are	you	this	morning?"	inquired	Elnora.
"All	right!"	cried	the	three,	while	the	dog	sniffed	ravenously	at	the	lunch	box,

and	beat	a	perfect	tattoo	with	his	tail.
"How	did	you	like	the	bologna?"	questioned	Billy	eagerly.
"One	of	the	girls	took	me	to	lunch	at	her	home	yesterday,"	answered	Elnora.
Dawn	broke	beautifully	over	Billy's	streaked	face.	He	caught	the	package	and

thrust	it	toward	Elnora.
"Then	maybe	you'd	like	to	try	the	bologna	to-day!"
The	dog	leaped	in	glad	apprehension	of	something,	and	Belle	scrambled	to	her

feet	and	took	a	step	forward.	The	look	of	famished	greed	in	her	eyes	was	more
than	Elnora	could	endure.	It	was	not	that	she	cared	for	the	food	so	much.	Good
things	to	eat	had	been	in	abundance	all	her	life.	She	wanted	with	this	lunch	to	try
to	absorb	what	she	felt	must	be	an	expression	of	some	sort	from	her	mother,	and
if	it	were	not	a	manifestation	of	love,	she	did	not	know	what	to	think	it.	But	it
was	her	mother	who	had	said	"be	generous."	She	knelt	on	the	bridge.	"Keep	back
the	dog!"	she	warned	the	elder	boy.



She	opened	the	box	and	divided	the	milk	between	Billy	and	the	girl.	She	gave
each	a	piece	of	cake	leaving	one	and	a	sandwich.	Billy	pressed	forward	eagerly,
bitter	disappointment	on	his	face,	and	the	elder	boy	forgot	his	charge.
"Aw,	I	thought	they'd	be	meat!"	lamented	Billy.
Elnora	could	not	endure	that.
"There	is!"	she	said	gladly.	"There	is	a	little	pigeon	bird.	I	want	a	teeny	piece

of	 the	 breast,	 for	 a	 sort	 of	 keepsake,	 just	 one	 bite,	 and	 you	 can	 have	 the	 rest
among	you."
Elnora	drew	the	knife	from	its	holder	and	cut	off	the	wishbone.	Then	she	held

the	bird	toward	the	girl.
"You	can	divide	 it,"	 she	 said.	The	dog	made	a	bound	and	 seizing	 the	 squab

sprang	from	the	bridge	and	ran	for	life.	The	girl	and	boy	hurried	after	him.	With
awful	eyes	Billy	stared	and	swore	tempestuously.	Elnora	caught	him	and	clapped
her	hand	over	the	little	mouth.	A	delivery	wagon	came	tearing	down	the	street,
the	 horse	 running	 full	 speed,	 passed	 the	 fleeing	 dog	 with	 the	 girl	 and	 boy	 in
pursuit,	and	stopped	at	the	bridge.	High	school	girls	began	to	roll	from	all	sides
of	it.
"A	rescue!	A	rescue!"	they	shouted.
It	was	Ellen	Brownlee	 and	 her	 crowd,	 and	 every	 girl	 of	 them	 carried	 a	 big

parcel.	 They	 took	 in	 the	 scene	 as	 they	 approached.	 The	 fleeing	 dog	 with
something	 in	 its	 mouth,	 the	 half-naked	 girl	 and	 boy	 chasing	 it	 told	 the	 story.
Those	girls	screamed	with	laughter	as	they	watched	the	pursuit.
"Thank	goodness,	I	saved	the	wishbone!"	said	Elnora.	"As	usual,	I	can	prove

that	there	was	a	bird."	She	turned	toward	the	box.	Billy	had	improved	the	time.
He	had	the	last	piece	of	cake	in	one	hand,	and	the	last	bite	of	salad	disappeared
in	one	great	gulp.	Then	the	girls	shouted	again.
"Let's	 have	 a	 sample	 ourselves,"	 suggested	 one.	 She	 caught	 up	 the	 box	 and

handed	out	the	remaining	sandwich.	Another	girl	divided	it	into	bites	each	little
over	 an	 inch	 square,	 and	 then	 she	 lifted	 the	 cup	 lid	 and	deposited	 a	 preserved
strawberry	on	each	bite.	"One,	two,	three,	altogether	now!"	she	cried.
"You	old	mean	things!"	screamed	Billy.
In	an	instant	he	was	down	in	the	road	and	handfuls	of	dust	began	to	fly	among

them.	The	girls	scattered	before	him.
"Billy!"	cried	Elnora.	"Billy!	I'll	never	give	you	another	bite,	if	you	throw	dust

on	any	one!"
Then	Billy	dropped	the	dust,	bored	both	fists	 into	his	eyes,	and	fled	sobbing

into	Elnora's	 new	 blue	 skirt.	 She	 stooped	 to	meet	 him	 and	 consolation	 began.
Those	girls	laughed	on.	They	screamed	and	shouted	until	the	little	bridge	shook.
"To-morrow	might	 as	 well	 be	 a	 clear	 day,"	 said	 Ellen,	 passing	 around	 and



feeding	 the	 remaining	 berries	 to	 the	 girls	 as	 they	 could	 compose	 themselves
enough	to	take	them.	"Billy,	I	admire	your	taste	more	than	your	temper."
Elnora	looked	up.	"The	little	soul	is	nothing	but	skin	and	bones,"	she	said.	"I

never	was	really	hungry	myself;	were	any	of	you?"
"Well,	 I	 should	 say	 so,"	 cried	 a	 plump,	 rosy	 girl.	 "I'm	 famished	 right	 now.

Let's	have	breakfast	immediate!"
"We	got	to	refill	this	box	first!"	said	Ellen	Brownlee.	"Who's	got	the	butter?"

A	girl	advanced	with	a	wooden	tray.
"Put	 it	 in	 the	 preserve	 cup,	 a	 little	 strawberry	 flavour	 won't	 hurt	 it.	 Next!"

called	Ellen.
A	 loaf	 of	 bread	 was	 produced	 and	 Ellen	 cut	 off	 a	 piece	 which	 filled	 the

sandwich	box.
"Next!"	A	bottle	of	olives	was	unwrapped.	The	grocer's	boy	who	was	waiting

opened	that,	and	Ellen	filled	the	salad	dish.
"Next!"
A	bag	of	macaroons	was	produced	and	the	cake	compartment	filled.
"Next!"
"I	don't	suppose	 this	will	make	quite	as	good	dog	feed	as	a	bird,"	 laughed	a

girl	holding	open	a	bag	of	sliced	ham	while	Ellen	filled	the	meat	dish.
"Next!"
A	box	of	candy	was	handed	her	and	she	stuffed	every	corner	of	the	lunch	box

with	 chocolates	 and	 nougat.	 Then	 it	 was	 closed	 and	 formally	 presented	 to
Elnora.	The	girls	each	helped	themselves	to	candy	and	olives,	and	gave	Billy	the
remainder	 of	 the	 food.	 Billy	 took	 one	 bite	 of	 ham,	 and	 approved.	 Belle	 and
Jimmy	had	given	up	chasing	the	dog,	and	angry	and	ashamed,	stood	waiting	half
a	block	away.
"Come	back!"	 cried	Billy.	 "You	great	big	dunces,	 come	back!	They's	 a	new

kind	of	meat,	and	cake	and	candy."
The	boy	delayed,	but	the	girl	joined	Billy.	Ellen	wiped	her	fingers,	stepped	to

the	 cement	 abutment	 and	 began	 reciting	 "Horatio	 at	 the	 Bridge!"	 substituting
Elnora	wherever	the	hero	appeared	in	the	lines.
Elnora	gathered	up	the	sacks,	and	gave	them	to	Belle,	 telling	her	to	take	the

food	home,	cut	and	spread	the	bread,	set	things	on	the	table,	and	eat	nicely.
Then	Elnora	was	taken	into	the	wagon	with	the	girls,	and	driven	on	the	run	to

the	high	school.	They	sang	a	song	beginning—

"Elnora,	please	give	me	a	sandwich.
I'm	ashamed	to	ask	for	cake!"



as	they	went.	Elnora	did	not	know	it,	but	that	was	her	initiation.	She	belonged
to	"the	crowd."	She	only	knew	that	she	was	happy,	and	vaguely	wondered	what
her	mother	and	Aunt	Margaret	would	have	said	about	the	proceedings.



Chapter		7
Wherein	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 manipulates	 Margaret	 and
Billy	acquires	a	residence
Saturday	 morning	 Elnora	 helped	 her	 mother	 with	 the	 work.	 When	 she	 had
finished	Mrs.	Comstock	told	her	to	go	to	Sintons'	and	wash	her	Indian	relics,	so
that	she	would	be	ready	to	accompany	Wesley	to	town	in	the	afternoon.	Elnora
hurried	 down	 the	 road	 and	was	 soon	 at	 the	 cistern	with	 a	 tub	 busily	washing
arrow	points,	stone	axes,	tubes,	pipes,	and	skin-cleaning	implements.
Then	she	went	home,	dressed	and	was	waiting	when	the	carriage	reached	the

gate.	She	stopped	at	the	bank	with	the	box,	and	Sinton	went	to	do	his	marketing
and	some	shopping	for	his	wife.
At	 the	dry	goods	store	Mr.	Brownlee	called	 to	him,	"Hello,	Sinton!	How	do

you	like	the	fate	of	your	lunch	box?"	Then	he	began	to	laugh—
"I	always	hate	to	see	a	man	laughing	alone,"	said	Sinton.	"It	looks	so	selfish!

Tell	me	the	fun,	and	let	me	help	you."
Mr.	Brownlee	wiped	his	eyes.
"I	supposed	you	knew,	but	I	see	she	hasn't	told."
Then	 the	 three	 days'	 history	 of	 the	 lunch	 box	was	 repeated	with	 particulars

which	included	the	dog.
"Now	laugh!"	concluded	Mr.	Brownlee.
"Blest	 if	 I	 see	 anything	 funny!"	 replied	 Wesley	 Sinton.	 "And	 if	 you	 had

bought	that	box	and	furnished	one	of	those	lunches	yourself,	you	wouldn't	either.
I	call	such	a	work	a	shame!	I'll	have	it	stopped."
"Some	one	must	see	to	that,	all	right.	They	are	little	leeches.	Their	father	earns

enough	to	support	them,	but	they	have	no	mother,	and	they	run	wild.	I	suppose
they	are	crazy	for	cooked	food.	But	it	is	funny,	and	when	you	think	it	over	you
will	see	it,	if	you	don't	now."
"About	where	would	a	body	find	that	father?"	inquired	Wesley	Sinton	grimly.

Mr.	Brownlee	 told	him	and	he	 started,	 locating	 the	house	with	 little	 difficulty.
House	was	the	proper	word,	for	of	home	there	was	no	sign.	Just	a	small	empty
house	with	three	unkept	little	children	racing	through	and	around	it.	The	girl	and
the	 elder	 boy	 hung	back,	 but	 dirty	 little	Billy	 greeted	Sinton	with:	 "What	 you
want	here?"



"I	want	to	see	your	father,"	said	Sinton.
"Well,	he's	asleep,"	said	Billy.
"Where?"	asked	Sinton.
"In	the	house,"	answered	Billy,	"and	you	can't	wake	him."
"Well,	I'll	try,"	said	Wesley.
Billy	led	the	way.	"There	he	is!"	he	said.	"He	is	drunk	again."
On	a	dirty	mattress	in	a	corner	lay	a	man	who	appeared	to	be	strong	and	well.

Billy	was	 right.	You	 could	 not	 awake	 him.	He	had	 gone	 the	 limit,	 and	 a	 little
beyond.
He	was	now	facing	eternity.	Sinton	went	out	and	closed	the	door.
"Your	father	is	sick	and	needs	help,"	he	said.	"You	stay	here,	and	I	will	send	a

man	to	see	him."
"If	you	just	let	him	'lone,	he'll	sleep	it	off,"	volunteered	Billy.	"He's	that	way

all	 the	 time,	 but	 he	wakes	 up	 and	 gets	 us	 something	 to	 eat	 after	 awhile.	Only
waitin'	twists	you	up	inside	pretty	bad."
The	boy	wore	no	air	of	complaint.	He	was	merely	stating	facts.
Wesley	Sinton	looked	intently	at	Billy.	"Are	you	twisted	up	inside	now?"	he

asked.
Billy	laid	a	grimy	hand	on	the	region	of	his	stomach	and	the	filthy	little	waist

sank	close	to	the	backbone.	"Bet	yer	life,	boss,"	he	said	cheerfully.
"How	long	have	you	been	twisted?"	asked	Sinton.
Billy	appealed	to	the	others.	"When	was	it	we	had	the	stuff	on	the	bridge?"
"Yesterday	morning,"	said	the	girl.
"Is	that	all	gone?"	asked	Sinton.
"She	went	and	told	us	to	take	it	home,"	said	Billy	ruefully,	"and	'cos	she	said

to,	we	took	it.	Pa	had	come	back,	he	was	drinking	some	more,	and	he	ate	a	lot	of
it—almost	 the	 whole	 thing,	 and	 it	 made	 him	 sick	 as	 a	 dog,	 and	 he	 went	 and
wasted	all	of	 it.	Then	he	got	drunk	some	more,	and	now	he's	asleep	again.	We
didn't	get	hardly	none."
"You	children	sit	on	the	steps	until	the	man	comes,"	said	Sinton.	"I'll	send	you

some	things	to	eat	with	him.	What's	your	name,	sonny?"
"Billy,"	said	the	boy.
"Well,	Billy,	 I	guess	you	better	come	with	me.	 I'll	 take	care	of	him,"	Sinton

promised	the	others.	He	reached	a	hand	to	Billy.
"I	 ain't	 no	 baby,	 I'm	 a	 boy!"	 said	Billy,	 as	 he	 shuffled	 along	 beside	 Sinton,

taking	a	kick	at	every	movable	object	without	regard	to	his	battered	toes.
Once	they	passed	a	Great	Dane	dog	lolling	after	its	master,	and	Billy	ascended

Sinton	as	if	he	were	a	tree,	and	clung	to	him	with	trembling	hot	hands.
"I	ain't	afraid	of	that	dog,"	scoffed	Billy,	as	he	was	again	placed	on	the	walk,



"but	onc't	he	took	me	for	a	rat	or	somepin'	and	his	teeth	cut	into	my	back.	If	I'd	a
done	right,	I'd	a	took	the	law	on	him."
Sinton	 looked	 down	 into	 the	 indignant	 little	 face.	 The	 child	 was	 bright

enough,	he	had	a	good	head,	but	oh,	such	a	body!
"I	 'bout	got	 enough	of	dogs,"	 said	Billy.	 "I	 used	 to	 like	 'em,	but	 I'm	getting

pretty	tired.	You	ought	to	seen	the	lickin'	Jimmy	and	Belle	and	me	give	our	dog
when	we	caught	him,	for	taking	a	little	bird	she	gave	us.	We	waited	'till	he	was
asleep	'nen	laid	a	board	on	him	and	all	of	us	jumped	on	it	to	onc't.	You	could	a
heard	him	yell	a	mile.	Belle	said	mebbe	we	could	squeeze	the	bird	out	of	him.
But,	squeeze	nothing!	He	was	holler	as	us,	and	that	bird	was	lost	long	'fore	it	got
to	his	stummick.	It	was	ist	a	little	one,	anyway.	Belle	said	it	wouldn't	'a'	made	a
bite	apiece	for	 three	of	us	nohow,	and	the	dog	got	one	good	swaller.	We	didn't
get	much	of	the	meat,	either.	Pa	took	most	of	that.	Seems	like	pas	and	dogs	gets
everything."
Billy	 laughed	dolefully.	 Involuntarily	Wesley	Sinton	 reached	his	hand.	They

were	coming	 into	 the	business	part	of	Onabasha	and	 the	streets	were	crowded.
Billy	understood	 it	 to	mean	 that	he	might	 lose	his	companion	and	 took	a	grip.
That	 little	 hot	 hand	 clinging	 tight	 to	 his,	 the	 sore	 feet	 recklessly	 scouring	 the
walk,	the	hungry	child	panting	for	breath	as	he	tried	to	keep	even,	the	brave	soul
jesting	in	the	face	of	hard	luck,	caught	Sinton	in	a	tender,	empty	spot.
"Say,	son,"	he	said.	"How	would	you	like	to	be	washed	clean,	and	have	all	the

supper	your	skin	could	hold,	and	sleep	in	a	good	bed?"
"Aw,	gee!"	said	Billy.	"I	ain't	dead	yet!	Them	things	is	in	heaven!	Poor	folks

can't	have	them.	Pa	said	so."
"Well,	you	can	have	them	if	you	want	to	go	with	me	and	get	them,"	promised

Sinton.
"Honest?"
"Yes,	honest."
"Crost	yer	heart?"
"Yes,"	said	Sinton.
"Kin	I	take	some	to	Jimmy	and	Belle?"
"If	you'll	come	with	me	and	be	my	boy,	I'll	see	that	they	have	plenty."
"What	will	pa	say?"
"Your	 pa	 is	 in	 that	 kind	 of	 sleep	 now	where	 he	won't	wake	 up,	Billy,"	 said

Sinton.	"I	am	pretty	sure	the	law	will	give	you	to	me,	if	you	want	to	come."
"When	people	don't	ever	wake	up	 they're	dead,"	announced	Billy.	"Is	my	pa

dead?"
"Yes,	he	is,"	answered	Sinton.
"And	you'll	take	care	of	Jimmy	and	Belle,	too?"



"I	can't	adopt	all	three	of	you,"	said	Sinton.	"I'll	take	you,	and	see	that	they	are
well	provided	for.	Will	you	come?"
"Yep,	I'll	come,"	said	Billy.	"Let's	eat,	first	thing	we	do."
"All	right,"	agreed	Sinton.	"Come	into	this	restaurant."	He	lifted	Billy	to	the

lunch	counter	and	ordered	the	clerk	 to	give	him	as	many	glasses	of	milk	as	he
wanted,	 and	 a	 biscuit.	 "I	 think	 there's	 going	 to	 be	 fried	 chicken	when	we	 get
home,	Billy,"	he	said,	"so	you	just	take	the	edge	off	now,	and	fill	up	later."
While	Billy	 lunched	Sinton	 called	 up	 the	 different	 departments	 and	 notified

the	 proper	 authorities	 ending	with	 the	Women's	 Relief	Association.	He	 sent	 a
basket	of	food	to	Belle	and	Jimmy,	bought	Billy	a	pair	of	 trousers,	and	a	shirt,
and	went	to	bring	Elnora.
"Why,	Uncle	Wesley!"	cried	the	girl.	"Where	did	you	find	Billy?"
"I've	adopted	him	for	the	time	being,	if	not	longer,"	replied	Wesley	Sinton.
"Where	did	you	get	him?"
"Well,	young	woman,"	said	Wesley	Sinton,	"Mr.	Brownlee	told	me	the	history

of	your	lunch	box.	It	didn't	seem	so	funny	to	me	as	it	does	to	the	rest	of	them;	so
I	went	to	look	up	the	father	of	Billy's	family,	and	make	him	take	care	of	them,	or
allow	the	law	to	do	it	for	him.	It	will	have	to	be	the	law."
"He's	deader	 than	anything!"	broke	 in	Billy.	"He	can't	ever	 take	all	 the	meat

any	more."
"Billy!"	gasped	Elnora.
"Never	you	mind!"	said	Sinton.	"A	child	doesn't	say	such	things	about	a	father

who	loved	and	raised	him	right.	When	it	happens,	the	father	alone	is	to	blame.
You	won't	hear	Billy	talk	like	that	about	me	when	I	cross	over."
"You	don't	mean	you	are	going	to	take	him	to	keep!"
"I'll	 soon	 need	 help,"	 said	Wesley.	 "Billy	 will	 come	 in	 just	 about	 right	 ten

years	from	now,	and	if	I	raise	him	I'll	have	him	the	way	I	want	him."
"But	Aunt	Margaret	doesn't	like	boys,"	objected	Elnora.
"Well,	she	likes	me,	and	I	used	to	be	a	boy.	Anyway,	as	I	remember	she	has

had	 her	way	 about	 everything	 at	 our	 house	 ever	 since	we	were	married.	 I	 am
going	to	please	myself	about	Billy.	Hasn't	she	always	done	just	as	she	chose	so
far	as	you	know?	Honest,	Elnora!"
"Honest!"	 replied	Elnora.	 "You	are	beautiful	 to	 all	of	us,	Uncle	Wesley;	but

Aunt	Margaret	won't	like	Billy.	She	won't	want	him	in	her	home."
"In	our	home,"	corrected	Wesley.
"What	makes	you	want	him?"	marvelled	Elnora.
"God	only	knows,"	said	Sinton.	"Billy	ain't	so	beautiful,	and	he	ain't	so	smart,

I	guess	it's	because	he's	so	human.	My	heart	goes	out	to	him."
"So	did	mine,"	said	Elnora.	"I	love	him.	I'd	rather	see	him	eat	my	lunch	than



have	it	myself	any	time."
"What	makes	you	like	him?"	asked	Wesley.
"Why,	I	don't	know,"	pondered	Elnora.	"He's	so	little,	he	needs	so	much,	he's

got	 such	 splendid	 grit,	 and	 he's	 perfectly	 unselfish	with	 his	 brother	 and	 sister.
But	we	must	wash	him	before	Aunt	Margaret	sees	him.	I	wonder	if	mother——"
"You	needn't	bother.	I'm	going	to	take	him	home	the	way	he	is,"	said	Sinton.

"I	want	Maggie	to	see	the	worst	of	it."
"I'm	afraid——"	began	Elnora.
"So	am	I,"	said	Wesley,	"but	I	won't	give	him	up.	He's	taken	a	sort	of	grip	on

my	heart.	I've	always	been	crazy	for	a	boy.	Don't	let	him	hear	us."
"Don't	let	him	be	killed!"	cried	Elnora.	During	their	talk	Billy	had	wandered

to	the	edge	of	the	walk	and	barely	escaped	the	wheels	of	a	passing	automobile	in
an	effort	to	catch	a	stray	kitten	that	seemed	in	danger.
Wesley	 drew	 Billy	 back	 to	 the	 walk,	 and	 held	 his	 hand	 closely.	 "Are	 you

ready,	Elnora?"
"Yes;	you	were	gone	a	long	time,"	she	said.
Wesley	 glanced	 at	 a	 package	 she	 carried.	 "Have	 to	 have	 another	 book?"	 he

asked.
"No,	 I	 bought	 this	 for	 mother.	 I've	 had	 such	 splendid	 luck	 selling	 my

specimens,	I	didn't	feel	right	about	keeping	all	the	money	for	myself,	so	I	saved
enough	from	the	Indian	relics	to	get	a	few	things	I	wanted.	I	would	have	liked	to
have	gotten	her	a	dress,	but	I	didn't	dare,	so	I	compromised	on	a	book."
"What	did	you	select,	Elnora?"	asked	Wesley	wonderingly.
"Well,"	said	she,	"I	have	noticed	mother	always	seemed	interested	in	anything

Mark	Twain	wrote	in	the	newspapers,	and	I	thought	it	would	cheer	her	up	a	little,
so	 I	 just	 got	 his	 'Innocents	 Abroad.'	 I	 haven't	 read	 it	 myself,	 but	 I've	 seen
mention	made	of	it	all	my	life,	and	the	critics	say	it's	genuine	fun."
"Good!"	cried	Sinton.	"Good!	You've	made	a	splendid	choice.	It	will	take	her

mind	off	herself	a	lot.	But	she	will	scold	you."
"Of	course,"	assented	Elnora.	"But,	possibly	she	will	 read	 it,	and	feel	better.

I'm	going	to	serve	her	a	trick.	I	am	going	to	hide	it	until	Monday,	and	set	it	on
her	 little	 shelf	 of	 books	 the	 last	 thing	 before	 I	 go	 away.	 She	must	 have	 all	 of
them	by	heart.	When,	she	sees	a	new	one	she	can't	help	being	glad,	for	she	loves
to	read,	and	 if	she	has	all	day	 to	become	interested,	maybe	she'll	 like	 it	so	she
won't	scold	so	much."
"We	 are	 both	 in	 for	 it,	 but	 I	 guess	 we	 are	 prepared.	 I	 don't	 know	 what

Margaret	will	say,	but	I'm	going	to	take	Billy	home	and	see.	Maybe	he	can	win
with	her,	as	he	did	with	us."
Elnora	 had	 doubts,	 but	 she	 did	 not	 say	 anything	 more.	 When	 they	 started



home	Billy	 sat	 on	 the	 front	 seat.	 He	 drove	with	 the	 hitching	 strap	 tied	 to	 the
railing	of	 the	dash-board,	 flourished	 the	whip,	and	yelled	with	delight.	At	 first
Sinton	laughed	with	him,	but	by	the	time	he	left	Elnora	with	several	packages	at
her	gate,	he	was	looking	serious	enough.
Margaret	was	at	 the	door	as	 they	drove	up	 the	 lane.	Wesley	 left	Billy	 in	 the

carriage,	hitched	the	horses	and	went	to	explain	to	her.	He	had	not	reached	her
before	she	cried,	"Look,	Wesley,	that	child!	You'll	have	a	runaway!"
Wesley	 looked	 and	 ran.	 Billy	 was	 standing	 in	 the	 carriage	 slashing	 the

mettlesome	horses	with	the	whip.
"See	me	make	'em	go!"	he	shouted	as	the	whip	fell	a	second	time.
He	did	make	 them	go.	They	 took	 the	hitching	post	and	a	 few	fence	palings,

which	scraped	the	paint	from	a	wheel.	Sinton	missed	the	lines	at	the	first	effort,
but	the	dragging	post	impeded	the	horses,	and	he	soon	caught	them.	He	led	them
to	the	barn,	and	ordered	Billy	to	remain	in	the	carriage	while	he	unhitched.	Then
leading	Billy	and	carrying	his	packages	he	entered	the	yard.
"You	run	play	a	few	minutes,	Billy,"	he	said.	"I	want	to	talk	to	the	nice	lady."
The	nice	lady	was	looking	rather	stupefied	as	Wesley	approached	her.
"Where	in	the	name	of	sense	did	you	get	that	awful	child?"	she	demanded.
"He	is	a	young	gentleman	who	has	been	stopping	Elnora	and	eating	her	lunch

every	day,	part	of	the	time	with	the	assistance	of	his	brother	and	sister,	while	our
girl	went	hungry.	Brownlee	told	me	about	it	at	the	store.	It's	happened	three	days
running.	The	first	 time	she	went	without	anything,	 the	second	 time	Brownlee's
girl	took	her	to	lunch,	and	the	third	a	crowd	of	high	school	girls	bought	a	lot	of
stuff	and	met	them	at	the	bridge.	The	youngsters	seemed	to	think	they	could	rob
her	every	day,	so	I	went	to	see	their	father	about	having	it	stopped."
"Well,	I	should	think	so!"	cried	Margaret.
"There	were	three	of	them,	Margaret,"	said	Wesley,	"that	little	fellow——"
"Hyena,	you	mean,"	interpolated	Margaret.
"Hyena,"	 corrected	Wesley	gravely,	 "and	 another	 boy	 and	 a	 girl,	 all	 equally

dirty	and	hungry.	The	man	was	dead.	They	thought	he	was	in	a	drunken	sleep,
but	he	was	stone	dead.	I	brought	the	little	boy	with	me,	and	sent	the	officers	and
other	 help	 to	 the	 house.	He's	 half	 starved.	 I	want	 to	wash	 him,	 and	 put	 clean
clothes	on	him,	and	give	him	some	supper."
"Have	you	got	anything	to	put	on	him?"
"Yes."
"Where	did	you	get	it?"
"Bought	it.	It	ain't	much.	All	I	got	didn't	cost	a	dollar."
"A	dollar	is	a	good	deal	when	you	work	and	save	for	it	the	way	we	do."
"Well,	I	don't	know	a	better	place	to	put	it.	Have	you	got	any	hot	water?	I'll



use	this	tub	at	the	cistern.	Please	give	me	some	soap	and	towels."
Instead	Margaret	pushed	by	him	with	a	shriek.	Billy	had	played	by	producing

a	 cord	 from	 his	 pocket,	 and	 having	 tied	 the	 tails	 of	 Margaret's	 white	 kittens
together,	he	had	climbed	on	a	box	and	hung	them	across	the	clothes	line.	Wild
with	fright	 the	kittens	were	clawing	each	other	 to	death,	and	 the	air	was	white
with	fur.	The	string	had	twisted	and	the	frightened	creatures	could	not	recognize
friends.	Margaret	stepped	back	with	bleeding	hands.	Sinton	cut	the	cord	with	his
knife	 and	 the	 poor	 little	 cats	 raced	 under	 the	 house	 bleeding	 and	 disfigured.
Margaret	white	with	wrath	faced	Wesley.
"If	you	don't	hitch	up	and	take	that	animal	back	to	town,"	she	said,	"I	will."
Billy	threw	himself	on	the	grass	and	began	to	scream.
"You	said	I	could	have	fried	chicken	for	supper,"	he	wailed.	"You	said	she	was

a	nice	lady!"
Wesley	 lifted	 him	 and	 something	 in	 his	 manner	 of	 handling	 the	 child

infuriated	Margaret.	His	touch	was	so	gentle.	She	reached	for	Billy	and	gripped
his	shirt	collar	in	the	back.	Wesley's	hand	closed	over	hers.
"Gently,	girl!"	he	said.	"This	little	body	is	covered	with	sores."
"Sores!"	she	ejaculated.	"Sores?	What	kind	of	sores?"
"Oh,	they	might	be	from	bruises	made	by	fists	or	boot	toes,	or	they	might	be

bad	 blood,	 from	wrong	 eating,	 or	 they	might	 be	 pure	 filth.	Will	 you	 hand	me
some	towels?"
"No,	I	won't!"	said	Margaret.
"Well,	give	me	some	rags,	then."
Margaret	 compromised	 on	 pieces	 of	 old	 tablecloth.	Wesley	 led	 Billy	 to	 the

cistern,	pumped	cold	water	into	the	tub,	poured	in	a	kettle	of	hot,	and	beginning
at	 the	 head	 scoured	 him.	 The	 boy	 shut	 his	 little	 teeth,	 and	 said	 never	 a	word
though	 he	 twisted	 occasionally	 when	 the	 soap	 struck	 a	 raw	 spot.	 Margaret
watched	 the	 process	 from	 the	 window	 in	 amazed	 and	 ever-increasing	 anger.
Where	did	Wesley	learn	it?	How	could	his	big	hands	be	so	gentle?	He	came	to
the	door.
"Have	you	got	any	peroxide?"	he	asked.
"A	little,"	she	answered	stiffly.
"Well,	I	need	about	a	pint,	but	I'll	begin	on	what	you	have."
Margaret	handed	him	 the	bottle.	Wesley	 took	a	cup,	weakened	 the	drug	and

said	to	Billy:	"Man,	 these	sores	on	you	must	be	healed.	Then	you	must	eat	 the
kind	of	food	that's	fit	for	little	men.	I	am	going	to	put	some	medicine	on	you,	and
it	is	going	to	sting	like	fire.	If	it	 just	runs	off,	I	won't	use	any	more.	If	it	boils,
there	 is	poison	in	 these	places,	and	they	must	be	 tied	up,	dosed	every	day,	and
you	must	be	washed,	and	kept	mighty	clean.	Now,	hold	still,	because	I	am	going



to	put	it	on."
"I	think	the	one	on	my	leg	is	the	worst,"	said	the	undaunted	Billy,	holding	out

a	raw	place.	Sinton	poured	on	the	drug.	Billy's	body	twisted	and	writhed,	but	he
did	not	run.
"Gee,	look	at	it	boil!"	he	cried.	"I	guess	they's	poison.	You'll	have	to	do	it	to

all	of	them."
Wesley's	 teeth	were	 set,	 as	 he	watched	 the	 boy's	 face.	He	 poured	 the	 drug,

strong	enough	to	do	effective	work,	on	a	dozen	places	over	that	little	body	and
bandaged	all	he	could.	Billy's	lips	quivered	at	times,	and	his	chin	jumped,	but	he
did	 not	 shed	 a	 tear	 or	 utter	 a	 sound	 other	 than	 to	 take	 a	 deep	 interest	 in	 the
boiling.	As	Wesley	put	the	small	shirt	on	the	boy,	and	fastened	the	trousers,	he
was	ready	to	reset	the	hitching	post	and	mend	the	fence	without	a	word.
"Now	am	I	clean?"	asked	Billy.
"Yes,	you	are	clean	outside,"	said	Wesley.	"There	is	some	dirty	blood	in	your

body,	and	some	bad	words	in	your	mouth,	that	we	have	to	get	out,	but	that	takes
time.	If	we	put	right	things	to	eat	into	your	stomach	that	will	do	away	with	the
sores,	 and	 if	 you	 know	 that	 I	 don't	 like	 bad	 words	 you	 won't	 say	 them	 any
oftener	than	you	can	help,	will	you	Billy?"
Billy	leaned	against	Wesley	in	apparent	indifference.
"I	want	to	see	me!"	he	demanded.
Wesley	led	the	boy	into	the	house,	and	lifted	him	to	a	mirror.
"My,	I'm	purty	good-looking,	ain't	I?"	bragged	Billy.	Then	as	Wesley	stooped

to	set	him	on	the	floor	Billy's	lips	passed	close	to	the	big	man's	ear	and	hastily
whispered	a	vehement	"No!"	as	he	ran	for	the	door.
"How	long	until	supper,	Margaret?"	asked	Wesley	as	he	followed.
"You	are	going	to	keep	him	for	supper?"	she	asked
"Sure!"	said	Wesley.	"That's	what	I	brought	him	for.	It's	likely	he	never	had	a

good	square	meal	of	decent	food	in	his	life.	He's	starved	to	the	bone."
Margaret	 arose	 deliberately,	 removed	 the	 white	 cloth	 from	 the	 supper	 table

and	 substituted	 an	 old	 red	 one	 she	 used	 to	wrap	 the	 bread.	 She	 put	 away	 the
pretty	dishes	they	commonly	used	and	set	the	table	with	old	plates	for	pies	and
kitchen	 utensils.	 But	 she	 fried	 the	 chicken,	 and	 was	 generous	 with	 milk	 and
honey,	snowy	bread,	gravy,	potatoes,	and	fruit.
Wesley	 repainted	 the	 scratched	 wheel.	 He	 mended	 the	 fence,	 with	 Billy

holding	the	nails	and	handing	the	pickets.	Then	he	filled	the	old	hole,	digged	a
new	one	and	set	the	hitching	post.
Billy	hopped	on	one	foot	at	his	task	of	holding	the	post	steady	as	the	earth	was

packed	 around	 it.	There	was	not	 the	 shadow	of	 a	 trouble	 on	his	 little	 freckled
face.



Sinton	threw	in	stones	and	pounded	the	earth	solid	around	the	post.	The	sound
of	a	gulping	sob	attracted	him	to	Billy.	The	tears	were	rolling	down	his	cheeks.
"If	I'd	a	knowed	you'd	have	to	get	down	in	a	hole,	and	work	so	hard	I	wouldn't	'a'
hit	the	horses,"	he	said.
"Never	you	mind,	Billy,"	said	Wesley.	"You	will	know	next	time,	so	you	can

think	 over	 it,	 and	make	 up	 your	mind	whether	 you	 really	want	 to	 before	 you
strike."
Wesley	went	 to	 the	barn	 to	put	 away	 the	 tools.	He	 thought	Billy	was	 at	 his

heels,	but	the	boy	lagged	on	the	way.	A	big	snowy	turkey	gobbler	resented	the
small	intruder	in	his	especial	preserves,	and	with	spread	tail	and	dragging	wings
came	 toward	 him	 threateningly.	 If	 that	 turkey	 gobbler	 had	 known	 the	 sort	 of
things	with	 which	 Billy	 was	 accustomed	 to	 holding	 his	 own,	 he	 never	 would
have	issued	the	challenge.	Billy	accepted	instantly.	He	danced	around	with	stiff
arms	 at	 his	 sides	 and	 imitated	 the	 gobbler.	Then	 came	his	 opportunity,	 and	he
jumped	on	the	big	turkey's	back.	Wesley	heard	Margaret's	scream	in	time	to	see
the	flying	leap	and	admire	its	dexterity.	The	turkey	tucked	its	tail	and	scampered.
Billy	slid	from	its	back	and	as	he	fell	he	clutched	wildly,	caught	the	folded	tail,
and	 instinctively	 clung	 to	 it.	 The	 turkey	 gave	 one	 scream	 and	 relaxed	 its
muscles.	Then	it	fled	in	disfigured	defeat	to	the	haystack.	Billy	scrambled	to	his
feet	holding	the	tail,	while	his	eyes	were	bulging.
"Why,	the	blasted	old	thing	came	off!"	he	said	to	Wesley,	holding	out	the	tail

in	amazed	wonder.
The	man,	caught	suddenly,	forgot	everything	and	roared.	Seeing	which,	Billy

thought	a	turkey	tail	of	no	account	and	flung	that	one	high	above	him	shouting	in
wild	childish	laughter,	when	the	feathers	scattered	and	fell.
Margaret,	watching,	began	to	cry.	Wesley	had	gone	mad.	For	the	first	time	in

her	married	life	she	wanted	to	tell	her	mother.	When	Wesley	had	waited	until	he
was	so	hungry	he	could	wait	no	longer	he	invaded	the	kitchen	to	find	a	cooked
supper	baking	on	the	back	of	 the	stove,	while	Margaret	with	red	eyes	nursed	a
pair	of	demoralized	white	kittens.
"Is	supper	ready?"	he	asked.
"It	has	been	for	an	hour,"	answered	Margaret.
"Why	didn't	you	call	us?"
That	"us"	had	too	much	comradeship	in	it.	It	irritated	Margaret.
"I	supposed	it	would	take	you	even	longer	than	this	to	fix	things	decent	again.

As	for	my	turkey,	and	my	poor	little	kittens,	they	don't	matter."
"I	am	mighty	sorry	about	them,	Margaret,	you	know	that.	Billy	is	very	bright,

and	he	will	soon	learn——"
"Soon	learn!"	cried	Margaret.	"Wesley	Sinton,	you	don't	mean	to	say	that	you



think	of	keeping	that	creature	here	for	some	time?"
"No,	I	think	of	keeping	a	well-behaved	little	boy."
Margaret	set	the	supper	on	the	table.	Seeing	the	old	red	cloth	Wesley	stared	in

amazement.	Then	he	understood.	Billy	capered	around	in	delight.
"Ain't	 that	pretty?"	he	exulted.	"I	wish	Jimmy	and	Belle	could	see.	We,	why

we	ist	eat	out	of	our	hands	or	off	a	old	dry	goods	box,	and	when	we	fix	up	a	lot,
we	have	newspaper.	We	ain't	ever	had	a	nice	red	cloth	like	this."
Wesley	looked	straight	at	Margaret,	so	intently	that	she	turned	away,	her	face

flushing.	He	stacked	 the	dictionary	and	 the	geography	of	 the	world	on	a	chair,
and	 lifted	Billy	 beside	 him.	He	 heaped	 a	 plate	 generously,	 cut	 the	 food,	 put	 a
fork	 into	Billy's	 little	 fist,	and	made	him	eat	slowly	and	properly.	Billy	did	his
best.	Occasionally	greed	overcame	him,	and	he	used	his	left	hand	to	pop	a	bite
into	his	mouth	with	his	fingers.	These	 lapses	Wesley	patiently	overlooked,	and
went	on	with	his	general	instructions.	Luckily	Billy	did	not	spill	anything	on	his
clothing	or	the	cloth.	After	supper	Wesley	took	him	to	the	barn	while	he	finished
the	night	work.	Then	he	went	and	sat	beside	Margaret	on	the	front	porch.	Billy
appropriated	the	hammock,	and	swung	by	pulling	a	rope	tied	around	a	tree.	The
very	 energy	with	which	 he	went	 at	 the	work	 of	 swinging	 himself	 appealed	 to
Wesley.
"Mercy,	but	he's	an	active	little	body,"	he	said.	"There	isn't	a	lazy	bone	in	him.

See	how	he	works	to	pay	for	his	fun."
"There	goes	his	foot	through	it!"	cried	Margaret.	"Wesley,	he	shall	not	ruin	my

hammock."
"Of	course	he	shan't!"	said	Wesley.	"Wait,	Billy,	let	me	show	you."
Thereupon	 he	 explained	 to	Billy	 that	 ladies	wearing	 beautiful	white	 dresses

sat	 in	 hammocks,	 so	 little	 boys	 must	 not	 put	 their	 dusty	 feet	 in	 them.	 Billy
immediately	sat,	and	allowed	his	feet	to	swing.
"Margaret,"	said	Wesley	after	a	long	silence	on	the	porch,	"isn't	it	true	that	if

Billy	had	been	a	half-starved	sore	cat,	dog,	or	animal	of	any	sort,	that	you	would
have	pitied,	and	helped	care	for	it,	and	been	glad	to	see	me	get	any	pleasure	out
of	it	I	could?"
"Yes,"	said	Margaret	coldly.
"But	because	I	brought	a	child	with	an	immortal	soul,	there	is	no	welcome."
"That	isn't	a	child,	it's	an	animal."
"You	just	said	you	would	have	welcomed	an	animal."
"Not	a	wild	one.	I	meant	a	tame	beast."
"Billy	 is	 not	 a	 beast!"	 said	 Wesley	 hotly.	 "He	 is	 a	 very	 dear	 little	 boy.

Margaret,	 you've	 always	 done	 the	 church-going	 and	 Bible	 reading	 for	 this
family.	How	do	you	reconcile	that	 'Suffer	little	children	to	come	unto	Me'	with



the	way	you	are	treating	Billy?"
Margaret	arose.	"I	haven't	 treated	that	child.	I	have	only	let	him	alone.	I	can

barely	hold	myself.	He	needs	the	hide	tanned	about	off	him!"
"If	you'd	cared	to	look	at	his	body,	you'd	know	that	you	couldn't	find	a	place

to	 strike	without	 cutting	 into	a	 raw	spot,"	 said	Wesley.	 "Besides,	Billy	has	not
done	 a	 thing	 for	which	 a	 child	 should	 be	 punished.	He	 is	 only	 full	 of	 life,	 no
training,	 and	with	 a	 boy's	 love	 of	mischief.	He	 did	 abuse	 your	 kittens,	 but	 an
hour	before	 I	saw	him	risk	his	 life	 to	save	one	from	being	run	over.	He	minds
what	 you	 tell	 him,	 and	 doesn't	 do	 anything	 he	 is	 told	 not	 to.	He	 thinks	 of	 his
brother	and	sister	right	away	when	anything	pleases	him.	He	took	that	stinging
medicine	with	the	grit	of	a	bulldog.	He	is	just	a	bully	little	chap,	and	I	love	him."
"Oh	good	heavens!"	cried	Margaret,	going	into	the	house	as	she	spoke.
Sinton	 sat	 still.	At	 last	Billy	 tired	of	 the	 swing,	 came	 to	him	and	 leaned	his

slight	body	against	the	big	knee.
"Am	I	going	to	sleep	here?"	he	asked.
"Sure	you	are!"	said	Sinton.
Billy	swung	his	feet	as	he	laid	across	Wesley's	knee.	"Come	on,"	said	Wesley,

"I	must	clean	you	up	for	bed."
"You	have	to	be	 just	awful	clean	here,"	announced	Billy.	"I	 like	 to	be	clean,

you	feel	so	good,	after	the	hurt	is	over."
Sinton	 registered	 that	 remark,	 and	 worked	 with	 especial	 tenderness	 as	 he

redressed	the	ailing	places	and	washed	the	dust	from	Billy's	feet	and	hands.
"Where	can	he	sleep?"	he	asked	Margaret.
"I'm	sure	I	don't	know,"	she	answered.
"Oh,	I	can	sleep	ist	any	place,"	said	Billy.	"On	the	floor	or	anywhere.	Home,	I

sleep	 on	 pa's	 coat	 on	 a	 store-box,	 and	 Jimmy	 and	 Belle	 they	 sleep	 on	 the
storebox,	too.	I	sleep	between	them,	so's	I	don't	roll	off	and	crack	my	head.	Ain't
you	got	a	storebox	and	a	old	coat?"
Wesley	 arose	 and	 opened	 a	 folding	 lounge.	 Then	 he	 brought	 an	 armload	 of

clean	horse	blankets	from	a	closet.
"These	don't	 look	like	 the	nice	white	bed	a	 little	boy	should	have,	Billy,"	he

said,	"but	we'll	make	them	do.	This	will	beat	a	storebox	all	hollow."
Billy	took	a	long	leap	for	the	lounge.	When	he	found	it	bounced,	he	proceeded

to	 bounce,	 until	 he	 was	 tired.	 By	 that	 time	 the	 blankets	 had	 to	 be	 refolded.
Wesley	had	Billy	take	one	end	and	help,	while	both	of	them	seemed	to	enjoy	the
job.	Then	Billy	lay	down	and	curled	up	in	his	clothes	like	a	small	dog.	But	sleep
would	not	come.
Finally	he	sat	up.	He	stared	around	restlessly.	Then	he	arose,	went	to	Wesley,

and	 leaned	against	his	knee.	He	picked	up	 the	boy	and	folded	his	arms	around



him.	Billy	sighed	in	rapturous	content.
"That	bed	feels	so	lost	like,"	he	said.	"Jimmy	always	jabbed	me	on	one	side,

and	Belle	on	the	other,	and	so	I	knew	I	was	there.	Do	you	know	where	they	are?"
"They	are	with	kind	people	who	gave	them	a	fine	supper,	a	clean	bed,	and	will

always	take	good	care	of	them."
"I	wisht	 I	was—"	Billy	 hesitated	 and	 looked	 earnestly	 at	Wesley.	 "I	mean	 I

wish	they	was	here."
"You	are	about	all	I	can	manage,	Billy,"	said	Wesley.
Billy	sat	up.	"Can't	she	manage	anything?"	he	asked,	waving	toward	Margaret.
"Indeed,	yes,"	said	Wesley.	"She	has	managed	me	for	twenty	years."
"My,	but	she	made	you	nice!"	said	Billy.	"I	 just	 love	you.	I	wisht	she'd	 take

Jimmy	and	Belle	and	make	them	nice	as	you."
"She	isn't	strong	enough	to	do	that,	Billy.	They	will	grow	into	a	good	boy	and

girl	where	they	are."
Billy	 slid	 from	Wesley's	 arms	and	walked	 toward	Margaret	until	 he	 reached

the	middle	of	the	room.	Then	he	stopped,	and	at	last	sat	on	the	floor.	Finally	he
lay	down	and	closed	his	eyes.	"This	feels	more	like	my	bed;	if	only	Jimmy	and
Belle	was	here	to	crowd	up	a	little,	so	it	wasn't	so	alone	like."
"Won't	I	do,	Billy?"	asked	Wesley	in	a	husky	voice.
Billy	moved	restlessly.	"Seems	like—seems	like	toward	night	as	if	a	body	got

kind	o'	lonesome	for	a	woman	person—like	her."
Billy	 indicated	 Margaret	 and	 then	 closed	 his	 eyes	 so	 tight	 his	 small	 face

wrinkled.
Soon	 he	was	 up	 again.	 "Wisht	 I	 had	 Snap,"	 he	 said.	 "Oh,	 I	 ist	wisht	 I	 had

Snap!"
"I	thought	you	laid	a	board	on	Snap	and	jumped	on	it,"	said	Wesley.
"We	 did!"	 cried	Billy—"oh,	 you	 ought	 to	 heard	 him	 squeal!"	Billy	 laughed

loudly,	then	his	face	clouded.
"But	I	want	Snap	to	lay	beside	me	so	bad	now—that	 if	he	was	here	I'd	give

him	a	piece	of	my	chicken,	'for,	I	ate	any.	Do	you	like	dogs?"
"Yes,	I	do,"	said	Wesley.
Billy	was	up	instantly.	"Would	you	like	Snap?"
"I	am	sure	I	would,"	said	Wesley.
"Would	 she?"	 Billy	 indicated	 Margaret.	 And	 then	 he	 answered	 his	 own

question.	"But	of	course,	she	wouldn't,	cos	she	likes	cats,	and	dogs	chases	cats.
Oh,	dear,	I	thought	for	a	minute	maybe	Snap	could	come	here."	Billy	lay	down
and	closed	his	eyes	resolutely.
Suddenly	they	flew	open.	"Does	it	hurt	to	be	dead?"	he	demanded.
"Nothing	hurts	you	after	you	are	dead,	Billy,"	said	Wesley.



"Yes,	but	I	mean	does	it	hurt	getting	to	be	dead?"
"Sometimes	it	does.	It	did	not	hurt	your	father,	Billy.	It	came	softly	while	he

was	asleep."
"It	ist	came	softly?"
"Yes."
"I	kind	o'	wisht	he	wasn't	dead!"	said	Billy.	"'Course	I	 like	to	stay	with	you,

and	the	fried	chicken,	and	the	nice	soft	bed,	and—and	everything,	and	I	like	to
be	clean,	but	he	 took	us	 to	 the	show,	and	he	got	us	gum,	and	he	never	hurt	us
when	he	wasn't	drunk."
Billy	 drew	 a	 deep	 breath,	 and	 tightly	 closed	 his	 eyes.	 But	 very	 soon	 they

opened.	Then	he	 sat	up.	He	 looked	at	Wesley	pitifully,	 and	 then	he	glanced	at
Margaret.	"You	don't	like	boys,	do	you?"	he	questioned.
"I	like	good	boys,"	said	Margaret.
Billy	 was	 at	 her	 knee	 instantly.	 "Well	 say,	 I'm	 a	 good	 boy!"	 he	 announced

joyously.
"I	do	not	 think	boys	who	hurt	helpless	kittens	and	pull	out	 turkeys'	 tails	are

good	boys."
"Yes,	but	I	didn't	hurt	the	kittens,"	explained	Billy.	"They	got	mad	'bout	ist	a

little	fun	and	scratched	each	other.	I	didn't	s'pose	they'd	act	like	that.	And	I	didn't
pull	 the	 turkey's	 tail.	 I	 ist	 held	 on	 to	 the	 first	 thing	 I	 grabbed,	 and	 the	 turkey
pulled.	Honest,	 it	was	 the	 turkey	 pulled."	He	 turned	 to	Wesley.	 "You	 tell	 her!
Didn't	the	turkey	pull?	I	didn't	know	its	tail	was	loose,	did	I?"
"I	don't	think	you	did,	Billy,"	said	Wesley.
Billy	stared	 into	Margaret's	cold	face.	"Sometimes	at	night,	Belle	sits	on	 the

floor,	and	I	 lay	my	head	in	her	 lap.	I	could	pull	up	a	chair	and	lay	my	head	in
your	lap.	Like	this,	I	mean."	Billy	pulled	up	a	chair,	climbed	on	it	and	laid	his
head	on	Margaret's	lap.	Then	he	shut	his	eyes	again.	Margaret	could	have	looked
little	more	repulsed	if	he	had	been	a	snake.	Billy	was	soon	up.
"My,	but	your	lap	is	hard,"	he	said.	"And	you	are	a	good	deal	fatter	'an	Belle,

too!"	He	slid	from	the	chair	and	came	back	to	the	middle	of	the	room.
"Oh	but	I	wisht	he	wasn't	dead!"	he	cried.	The	flood	broke	and	Billy	screamed

in	desperation.
Out	of	the	night	a	soft,	warm	young	figure	flashed	through	the	door	and	with	a

swoop	 caught	 him	 in	 her	 arms.	 She	 dropped	 into	 a	 chair,	 nestled	 him	 closely,
drooped	her	fragrant	brown	head	over	his	little	bullet-eyed	red	one,	and	rocked
softly	while	she	crooned	over	him—

"Billy,	boy,	where	have	you	been?
Oh,	I	have	been	to	seek	a	wife,



She's	the	joy	of	my	life,
But	then	she's	a	young	thing	and	she	can't	leave	her	mammy!"

Billy	clung	to	her	frantically.	Elnora	wiped	his	eyes,	kissed	his	face,	swayed
and	sang.
"Why	aren't	you	asleep?"	she	asked	at	last.
"I	don't	know,"	said	Billy.	"I	tried.	I	tried	awful	hard	cos	I	thought	he	wanted

me	to,	but	it	ist	wouldn't	come.	Please	tell	her	I	tried."	He	appealed	to	Margaret.
"He	did	try	to	go	to	sleep,"	admitted	Margaret.
"Maybe	he	can't	sleep	in	his	clothes,"	suggested	Elnora.	"Haven't	you	an	old

dressing	sacque?	I	could	roll	the	sleeves."
Margaret	 got	 an	 old	 sacque,	 and	Elnora	 put	 it	 on	Billy.	Then	 she	 brought	 a

basin	of	water	and	bathed	his	face	and	head.	She	gathered	him	up	and	began	to
rock	again.
"Have	you	got	a	pa?"	asked	Billy.
"No,"	said	Elnora.
"Is	he	dead	like	mine?"
"Yes."
"Did	it	hurt	him	to	die?"
"I	don't	know."
Billy	was	wide	awake	again.	 "It	didn't	hurt	my	pa,"	he	boasted;	"he	 ist	died

while	he	was	asleep.	He	didn't	even	know	it	was	coming."
"I	 am	 glad	 of	 that,"	 said	 Elnora,	 pressing	 the	 small	 head	 against	 her	 breast

again.
Billy	escaped	her	hand	and	sat	up.	"I	guess	I	won't	go	to	sleep,"	he	said.	"It

might	'come	softly'	and	get	me."
"It	won't	get	you,	Billy,"	said	Elnora,	rocking	and	singing	between	sentences.

"It	doesn't	get	little	boys.	It	just	takes	big	people	who	are	sick."
"Was	my	pa	sick?"
"Yes,"	 said	Elnora.	 "He	had	a	dreadful	 sickness	 inside	him	 that	burned,	 and

made	him	drink	things.	That	was	why	he	would	forget	his	little	boys	and	girl.	If
he	had	been	well,	he	would	have	gotten	you	good	 things	 to	eat,	 clean	clothes,
and	had	the	most	fun	with	you."
Billy	leaned	against	her	and	closed	his	eyes,	and	Elnora	rocked	hopefully.
"If	I	was	dead	would	you	cry?"	he	was	up	again.
"Yes,	 I	would,"	 said	Elnora,	gripping	him	closer	until	Billy	 almost	 squealed

with	the	embrace.
"Do	you	love	me	tight	as	that?"	he	questioned	blissfully.
"Yes,	 bushels	 and	 bushels,"	 said	 Elnora.	 "Better	 than	 any	 little	 boy	 in	 the



whole	world."
Billy	looked	at	Margaret.	"She	don't!"	he	said.	"She'd	be	glad	if	it	would	get

me	'softly,'	right	now.	She	don't	want	me	here	't	all."
Elnora	smothered	his	face	against	her	breast	and	rocked.
"You	love	me,	don't	you?"
"I	will,	if	you	will	go	to	sleep."
"Every	single	day	you	will	give	me	your	dinner	for	the	bologna,	won't	you,"

said	Billy.
"Yes,	 I	will,"	 replied	Elnora.	"But	you	will	have	as	good	 lunch	as	 I	do	after

this.	You	will	have	milk,	eggs,	chicken,	all	kinds	of	good	things,	little	pies,	and
cakes,	maybe."
Billy	shook	his	head.	"I	am	going	back	home	soon	as	it	is	light,"	he	said,	"she

don't	want	me.	She	thinks	I'm	a	bad	boy.	She's	going	to	whip	me—if	he	lets	her.
She	 said	 so.	 I	heard	her.	Oh,	 I	wish	he	hadn't	died!	 I	want	 to	go	home."	Billy
shrieked	again.
Mrs.	Comstock	had	started	to	walk	slowly	to	meet	Elnora.	The	girl	had	been

so	 late	 that	her	mother	 reached	 the	Sinton	gate	and	followed	 the	path	until	 the
picture	 inside	 became	 visible.	 Elnora	 had	 told	 her	 about	Wesley	 taking	 Billy
home.	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 had	 some	 curiosity	 to	 see	 how	 Margaret	 bore	 the
unexpected	 addition	 to	 her	 family.	 Billy's	 voice,	 raised	 with	 excitement,	 was
plainly	 audible.	 She	 could	 see	 Elnora	 holding	 him,	 and	 hear	 his	 excited	wail.
Wesley's	 face	was	 drawn	 and	 haggard,	 and	Margaret's	 set	 and	 defiant.	A	 very
imp	of	perversity	entered	the	breast	of	Mrs.	Comstock.
"Hoity,	toity!"	she	said	as	she	suddenly	appeared	in	the	door.	"Blest	if	I	ever

heard	a	man	making	sounds	like	that	before!"
Billy	 ceased	 suddenly.	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 was	 tall,	 angular,	 and	 her	 hair	 was

prematurely	 white.	 She	 was	 only	 thirty-six,	 although	 she	 appeared	 fifty.	 But
there	was	an	expression	on	her	usually	cold	face	that	was	attractive	just	then,	and
Billy	was	in	search	of	attractions.
"Have	I	stayed	too	late,	mother?"	asked	Elnora	anxiously.	"I	truly	intended	to

come	straight	back,	but	I	thought	I	could	rock	Billy	to	sleep	first.	Everything	is
strange,	and	he's	so	nervous."
"Is	that	your	ma?"	demanded	Billy.
"Yes."
"Does	she	love	you?"
"Of	course!"
"My	mother	 didn't	 love	 me,"	 said	 Billy.	 "She	 went	 away	 and	 left	 me,	 and

never	came	back.	She	don't	care	what	happens	to	me.	You	wouldn't	go	away	and
leave	your	little	girl,	would	you?"	questioned	Billy.



"No,"	said	Katharine	Comstock,	"and	I	wouldn't	leave	a	little	boy,	either."
Billy	began	sliding	from	Elnora's	knees.
"Do	you	like	boys?"	he	questioned.
"If	there	is	anything	I	love	it	is	a	boy,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock	assuringly.	Billy

was	on	the	floor.
"Do	you	like	dogs?"
"Yes.	Almost	as	well	as	boys.	I	am	going	to	buy	a	dog	as	soon	as	I	can	find	a

good	one."
Billy	swept	toward	her	with	a	whoop.
"Do	you	want	a	boy?"	he	shouted.
Katharine	Comstock	stretched	out	her	arms,	and	gathered	him	in.
"Of	course,	I	want	a	boy!"	she	rejoiced.
"Maybe	you'd	like	to	have	me?"	offered	Billy.
"Sure	I	would,"	triumphed	Mrs.	Comstock.	"Any	one	would	like	to	have	you.

You	are	just	a	real	boy,	Billy."
"Will	you	take	Snap?"
"I'd	like	to	have	Snap	almost	as	well	as	you."
"Mother!"	 breathed	 Elnora	 imploringly.	 "Don't!	 Oh,	 don't!	 He	 thinks	 you

mean	it!"
"And	so	I	do	mean	it,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"I'll	 take	him	in	a	 jiffy.	 I	 throw

away	enough	to	feed	a	little	tyke	like	him	every	day.	His	chatter	would	be	great
company	while	 you	 are	 gone.	Blood	 soon	 can	be	 purified	with	 right	 food	 and
baths,	and	as	 for	Snap,	 I	meant	 to	buy	a	bulldog,	but	possibly	Snap	will	 serve
just	as	well.	All	I	ask	of	a	dog	is	to	bark	at	the	right	time.	I'll	do	the	rest.	Would
you	like	to	come	and	be	my	boy,	Billy?"
Billy	 leaned	 against	Mrs.	Comstock,	 reached	 his	 arms	 around	 her	 neck	 and

gripped	her	with	all	his	puny	might.	"You	can	whip	me	all	you	want	to,"	he	said.
"I	won't	make	a	sound."
Mrs.	Comstock	held	him	closely	and	her	hard	face	was	softening;	of	that	there

could	be	no	doubt.
"Now,	 why	 would	 any	 one	 whip	 a	 nice	 little	 boy	 like	 you?"	 she	 asked

wonderingly.
"She"—Billy	 from	 his	 refuge	 waved	 toward	 Margaret—"she	 was	 going	 to

whip	me	 'cause	her	cats	 fought,	when	I	 tied	 their	 tails	 together	and	hung	 them
over	the	line	to	dry.	How	did	I	know	her	old	cats	would	fight?"
Mrs.	Comstock	began	to	laugh	suddenly,	and	try	as	she	would	she	could	not

stop	so	soon	as	she	desired.	Billy	studied	her.
"Have	you	got	turkeys?"	he	demanded.
"Yes,	flocks	of	them,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock,	vainly	struggling	to	suppress	her



mirth,	and	settle	her	face	in	its	accustomed	lines.
"Are	their	tails	fast?"	demanded	Billy.
"Why,	I	think	so,"	marvelled	Mrs.	Comstock.
"Hers	 ain't!"	 said	 Billy	 with	 the	 wave	 toward	Margaret	 that	 was	 becoming

familiar.	"Her	turkey	pulled,	and	its	tail	comed	right	off.	She's	going	to	whip	me
if	he	 lets	her.	 I	didn't	know	 the	 turkey	would	pull.	 I	didn't	know	 its	 tail	would
come	off.	I	won't	ever	touch	one	again,	will	I?"
"Of	course,	you	won't,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"And	what's	more,	I	don't	care	if

you	 do!	 I'd	 rather	 have	 a	 fine	 little	 man	 like	 you	 than	 all	 the	 turkeys	 in	 the
country.	Let	them	lose	their	old	tails	if	they	want	to,	and	let	the	cats	fight.	Cats
and	turkeys	don't	compare	with	boys,	who	are	going	to	be	fine	big	men	some	of
these	days."
Then	 Billy	 and	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 hugged	 each	 other	 rapturously,	 while	 their

audience	stared	in	silent	amazement.
"You	like	boys!"	exulted	Billy,	and	his	head	dropped	against	Mrs.	Comstock

in	unspeakable	content.
"Yes,	and	if	I	don't	have	to	carry	you	the	whole	way	home,	we	must	start	right

now,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"You	are	going	to	be	asleep	before	you	know	it."
Billy	opened	his	eyes	and	braced	himself.	"I	can	walk,"	he	said	proudly.
"All	right,	we	must	start.	Come,	Elnora!	Good-night,	 folks!"	Mrs.	Comstock

set	 Billy	 on	 the	 floor,	 and	 arose	 gripping	 his	 hand.	 "You	 take	 the	 other	 side,
Elnora,	and	we	will	help	him	as	much	as	we	can,"	she	said.
Elnora	stared	piteously	at	Margaret,	then	at	Wesley,	and	arose	in	white-faced

bewilderment.
"Billy,	 are	 you	 going	 to	 leave	without	 even	 saying	 good-bye	 to	me?"	 asked

Wesley,	with	a	gulp.
Billy	held	tight	to	Mrs.	Comstock	and	Elnora.
"Good-bye!"	he	said	casually.	"I'll	come	and	see	you	some	time."
Wesley	Sinton	gave	a	smothered	sob,	and	strode	from	the	room.
Mrs.	Comstock	started	toward	the	door,	dragging	at	Billy	while	Elnora	pulled

back,	but	Mrs.	Sinton	was	before	them,	her	eyes	flashing.
"Kate	Comstock,	you	think	you	are	mighty	smart,	don't	you?"	she	cried.
"I	 ain't	 in	 the	 lunatic	 asylum,	 where	 you	 belong,	 anyway,"	 said	 Mrs.

Comstock.	"I	am	smart	enough	to	tell	a	dandy	boy	when	I	see	him,	and	I'm	good
and	glad	to	get	him.	I'll	love	to	have	him!"
"Well,	 you	 won't	 have	 him!"	 exclaimed	 Margaret	 Sinton.	 "That	 boy	 is

Wesley's!	He	found	him,	and	brought	him	here.	You	can't	come	in	and	take	him
like	that!	Let	go	of	him!"
"Not	much,	 I	won't!"	 cried	Mrs.	Comstock.	 "Leave	 the	 poor	 sick	 little	 soul



here	 for	 you	 to	 beat,	 because	 he	 didn't	 know	 just	 how	 to	 handle	 things!	 Of
course,	he'll	make	mistakes.	He	must	have	a	lot	of	teaching,	but	not	the	kind	he'll
get	from	you!	Clear	out	of	my	way!"
"You	let	go	of	our	boy,"	ordered	Margaret.
"Why?	Do	 you	want	 to	whip	 him,	 before	 he	 can	 go	 to	 sleep?"	 jeered	Mrs.

Comstock.
"No,	 I	 don't!"	 said	 Margaret.	 "He's	Wesley's,	 and	 nobody	 shall	 touch	 him.

Wesley!"
Wesley	Sinton	 appeared	 behind	Margaret	 in	 the	 doorway,	 and	 she	 turned	 to

him.	"Make	Kate	Comstock	let	go	of	our	boy!"	she	demanded.
"Billy,	she	wants	you	now,"	said	Wesley	Sinton.	"She	won't	whip	you,	and	she

won't	 let	 any	 one	 else.	You	 can	 have	 stacks	 of	 good	 things	 to	 eat,	 ride	 in	 the
carriage,	and	have	a	great	time.	Won't	you	stay	with	us?"
Billy	drew	away	from	Mrs.	Comstock	and	Elnora.
He	 faced	Margaret,	 his	 eyes	 shrewd	with	unchildish	wisdom.	Necessity	 had

taught	him	to	strike	the	hot	iron,	to	drive	the	hard	bargain.
"Can	I	have	Snap	to	live	here	always?"	he	demanded.
"Yes,	you	can	have	all	the	dogs	you	want,"	said	Margaret	Sinton.
"Can	I	sleep	close	enough	so's	I	can	touch	you?"
"Yes,	 you	 can	 move	 your	 lounge	 up	 so	 that	 you	 can	 hold	 my	 hand,"	 said

Margaret.
"Do	you	love	me	now?"	questioned	Billy.
"I'll	try	to	love	you,	if	you	are	a	good	boy,"	said	Margaret.
"Then	I	guess	I'll	stay,"	said	Billy,	walking	over	to	her.
Out	in	the	night	Elnora	and	her	mother	went	down	the	road	in	the	moonlight;

every	few	rods	Mrs.	Comstock	laughed	aloud.
"Mother,	I	don't	understand	you,"	sobbed	Elnora.
"Well,	maybe	when	you	have	gone	to	high	school	longer	you	will,"	said	Mrs.

Comstock.	"Anyway,	you	saw	me	bring	Mag	Sinton	to	her	senses,	didn't	you?"
"Yes,	I	did,"	answered	Elnora,	"but	I	thought	you	were	in	earnest.	So	did	Billy,

and	Uncle	Wesley,	and	Aunt	Margaret."
"Well,	wasn't	I?"	inquired	Mrs.	Comstock.
"But	you	just	said	you	brought	Aunt	Margaret	to!"
"Well,	didn't	I?"
"I	don't	understand	you."
"That's	the	reason	I	am	recommending	more	schooling!"
Elnora	took	her	candle	and	went	to	bed.	Mrs.	Comstock	was	feeling	too	good

to	sleep.	Twice	of	late	she	really	had	enjoyed	herself	for	the	first	in	sixteen	years,
and	 greediness	 for	 more	 of	 the	 same	 feeling	 crept	 into	 her	 blood	 like



intoxication.	 As	 she	 sat	 brooding	 alone	 she	 knew	 the	 truth.	 She	 would	 have
loved	to	have	taken	Billy.	She	would	not	have	minded	his	mischief,	his	chatter,
or	 his	 dog.	 He	 would	 have	 meant	 a	 distraction	 from	 herself	 that	 she	 greatly
needed;	she	was	even	sincere	about	the	dog.	She	had	intended	to	tell	Wesley	to
buy	 her	 one	 at	 the	 very	 first	 opportunity.	 Her	 last	 thought	 was	 of	 Billy.	 She
chuckled	softly,	for	she	was	not	saintly,	and	now	she	knew	how	she	could	even	a
long	score	with	Margaret	and	Wesley	in	a	manner	that	would	fill	her	soul	with
grim	satisfaction.



Chapter		8
Wherein	 the	 Limberlost	 tempts	 Elnora,	 and	 Billy
buries	his	father
Immediately	after	dinner	on	Sunday	Wesley	Sinton	stopped	at	the	Comstock	gate
to	ask	if	Elnora	wanted	to	go	to	town	with	them.	Billy	sat	beside	him	and	he	did
not	appear	as	if	he	were	on	his	way	to	a	funeral.	Elnora	said	she	had	to	study	and
could	not	go,	but	she	suggested	that	her	mother	take	her	place.	Mrs.	Comstock
put	on	her	hat	and	went	at	once,	which	surprised	Elnora.	She	did	not	know	that
her	mother	was	anxious	 for	 an	opportunity	 to	 speak	with	Sinton	alone.	Elnora
knew	 why	 she	 was	 repeatedly	 cautioned	 not	 to	 leave	 their	 land,	 if	 she	 went
specimen	hunting.
She	studied	two	hours	and	was	several	lessons	ahead	of	her	classes.	There	was

no	 use	 to	 go	 further.	 She	 would	 take	 a	 walk	 and	 see	 if	 she	 could	 gather	 any
caterpillars	or	find	any	freshly	spun	cocoons.	She	searched	the	bushes	and	low
trees	behind	the	garden	and	all	around	the	edge	of	the	woods	on	their	land,	and
having	 little	 success,	 at	 last	 came	 to	 the	 road.	Almost	 the	 first	 thorn	 bush	 she
examined	yielded	a	Polyphemus	cocoon.	Elnora	lifted	her	head	with	the	instinct
of	 a	 hunter	 on	 the	 chase,	 and	began	work.	She	 reached	 the	 swamp	before	 she
knew	 it,	 carrying	 five	 fine	 cocoons	 of	 different	 species	 as	 her	 reward.	 She
pushed	back	her	hair	and	gazed	around	longingly.	A	few	rods	inside	she	thought
she	 saw	 cocoons	 on	 a	 bush,	 to	 which	 she	 went,	 and	 found	 several.	 Sense	 of
caution	was	 rapidly	 vanishing;	 she	was	 in	 a	 fair	way	 to	 forget	 everything	 and
plunge	into	the	swamp	when	she	thought	she	heard	footsteps	coming	down	the
trail.	She	went	back,	and	came	out	almost	facing	Pete	Corson.
That	ended	her	difficulty.	She	had	known	him	since	childhood.	When	she	sat

on	the	front	bench	of	the	Brushwood	schoolhouse,	Pete	had	been	one	of	the	big
boys	at	 the	back	of	 the	 room.	He	had	been	 rough	and	wild,	but	 she	never	had
been	afraid	of	him,	and	often	he	had	given	her	pretty	things	from	the	swamp.
"What	luck!"	she	cried.	"I	promised	mother	I	would	not	go	inside	the	swamp

alone,	 and	 will	 you	 look	 at	 the	 cocoons	 I've	 found!	 There	 are	 more	 just
screaming	 for	me	 to	 come	get	 them,	because	 the	 leaves	will	 fall	with	 the	 first
frost,	and	then	the	jays	and	crows	will	begin	to	tear	them	open.	I	haven't	much
time,	since	I'm	going	to	school.	You	will	go	with	me,	Pete!	Please	say	yes!	Just	a



little	way!"
"What	are	those	things?"	asked	the	man,	his	keen	black	eyes	staring	at	her.
"They	 are	 the	 cases	 these	 big	 caterpillars	 spin	 for	winter,	 and	 in	 the	 spring

they	come	out	great	night	moths,	and	I	can	sell	them.	Oh,	Pete,	I	can	sell	them
for	enough	to	take	me	through	high	school	and	dress	me	so	like	the	others	that	I
don't	 look	different,	 and	 if	 I	have	very	good	 luck	 I	can	save	some	 for	college.
Pete,	please	go	with	me?"
"Why	don't	you	go	like	you	always	have?"
"Well,	 the	truth	is,	I	had	a	 little	scare,"	said	Elnora.	"I	never	did	mean	to	go

alone;	 sometimes	 I	 sort	 of	 wandered	 inside	 farther	 than	 I	 intended,	 chasing
things.	You	know	Duncan	gave	me	Freckles's	books,	and	I	have	been	gathering
moths	 like	he	did.	Lately	 I	 found	 I	 could	 sell	 them.	 If	 I	 can	make	 a	 complete
collection,	 I	 can	get	 three	hundred	dollars	 for	 it.	Three	 such	collections	would
take	me	almost	through	college,	and	I've	four	years	in	the	high	school	yet.	That's
a	long	time.	I	might	collect	them."
"Can	every	kind	there	is	be	found	here?"
"No,	not	all	of	them,	but	when	I	get	more	than	I	need	of	one	kind,	I	can	trade

them	with	collectors	farther	north	and	west,	so	I	can	complete	sets.	It's	the	only
way	I	see	to	earn	the	money.	Look	what	I	have	already.	Big	gray	Cecropias	come
from	this	kind;	brown	Polyphemus	from	that,	and	green	Lunas	from	these.	You
aren't	working	on	Sunday.	Go	with	me	only	an	hour,	Pete!"
The	man	 looked	at	her	narrowly.	She	was	young,	wholesome,	and	beautiful.

She	was	innocent,	intensely	in	earnest,	and	she	needed	the	money,	he	knew	that.
"You	didn't	tell	me	what	scared	you,"	he	said.
"Oh,	I	thought	I	did!	Why	you	know	I	had	Freckles's	box	packed	full	of	moths

and	specimens,	and	one	evening	I	sold	some	to	the	Bird	Woman.	Next	morning	I
found	a	note	telling	me	it	wasn't	safe	to	go	inside	the	swamp.	That	sort	of	scared
me.	I	think	I'll	go	alone,	rather	than	miss	the	chance,	but	I'd	be	so	happy	if	you
would	take	care	of	me.	Then	I	could	go	anywhere	I	chose,	because	if	I	mired	you
could	pull	me	out.	You	will	take	care	of	me,	Pete?"
"Yes,	I'll	take	care	of	you,"	promised	Pete	Corson.
"Goody!"	said	Elnora.	"Let's	start	quick!	And	Pete,	you	look	at	these	closely,

and	when	you	 are	 hunting	 or	 going	 along	 the	 road,	 if	 one	 dangles	 under	 your
nose,	you	cut	off	the	little	twig	and	save	it	for	me,	will	you?"
"Yes,	 I'll	 save	 you	 all	 I	 see,"	 promised	 Pete.	 He	 pushed	 back	 his	 hat	 and

followed	 Elnora.	 She	 plunged	 fearlessly	 among	 bushes,	 over	 underbrush,	 and
across	dead	logs.	One	minute	she	was	crying	wildly,	that	here	was	a	big	one,	the
next	 she	was	 reaching	 for	 a	 limb	 above	 her	 head	 or	 on	 her	 knees	 overturning
dead	leaves	under	a	hickory	or	oak	tree,	or	working	aside	black	muck	with	her



bare	hands	as	she	searched	for	buried	pupae	cases.	For	 the	first	hour	Pete	bent
back	bushes	and	followed,	carrying	what	Elnora	discovered.	Then	he	found	one.
"Is	 this	 the	 kind	 of	 thing	 you	 are	 looking	 for?"	 he	 asked	 bashfully,	 as	 he

presented	a	wild	cherry	twig.
"Oh	Pete,	that's	a	Promethea!	I	didn't	even	hope	to	find	one."
"What's	the	bird	like?"	asked	Pete.
"Almost	black	wings,"	 said	Elnora,	 "with	clay-coloured	edges,	and	 the	most

wonderful	wine-coloured	 flush	 over	 the	 under	 side	 if	 it's	 a	male,	 and	 stronger
wine	above	and	below	if	it's	a	female.	Oh,	aren't	I	happy!"
"How	would	 it	do	 to	make	what	you	have	 into	a	bunch	 that	we	could	 leave

here,	and	come	back	for	them?"
"That	would	be	all	right."
Relieved	 of	 his	 load	 Pete	 began	 work.	 First,	 he	 narrowly	 examined	 the

cocoons	Elnora	had	found.	He	questioned	her	as	 to	what	other	kinds	would	be
like.	He	began	to	use	the	eyes	of	a	trained	woodman	and	hunter	in	her	behalf.	He
saw	several	so	easily,	and	moved	through	the	forest	so	softly,	that	Elnora	forgot
the	moths	 in	watching	 him.	 Presently	 she	was	 carrying	 the	 specimens,	 and	 he
was	making	 the	 trips	of	 investigation	 to	 see	which	was	 a	 cocoon	and	which	 a
curled	leaf,	or	he	was	on	his	knees	digging	around	stumps.	As	he	worked	he	kept
asking	questions.	What	kind	of	 logs	were	best	 to	 look	beside,	what	 trees	were
pupae	cases	most	 likely	 to	be	under;	on	what	bushes	did	caterpillars	spin	most
frequently?	Time	passed,	as	it	always	does	when	one's	occupation	is	absorbing.
When	the	Sintons	took	Mrs.	Comstock	home,	they	stopped	to	see	Elnora.	She

was	not	there.	Mrs.	Comstock	called	at	 the	edge	of	her	woods	and	received	no
reply.	Then	Wesley	 turned	and	drove	back	 to	 the	Limberlost.	He	 left	Margaret
and	Mrs.	Comstock	holding	the	team	and	entertaining	Billy,	while	he	entered	the
swamp.
Elnora	and	Pete	had	made	a	wide	trail	behind	them.	Before	Sinton	had	thought

of	 calling,	 he	 heard	 voices	 and	 approached	 with	 some	 caution.	 Soon	 he	 saw
Elnora,	 her	 flushed	 face	 beaming	 as	 she	 bent	 with	 an	 armload	 of	 twigs	 and
branches	and	talked	to	a	kneeling	man.
"Now	 go	 cautiously!"	 she	 was	 saying.	 "I	 am	 just	 sure	 we	 will	 find	 an

Imperialis	here.	It's	 their	very	kind	of	a	place.	There!	What	did	I	 tell	you!	Isn't
that	splendid?	Oh,	I	am	so	glad	you	came	with	me!"
Wesley	 stood	 staring	 in	 speechless	 astonishment,	 for	 the	 man	 had	 arisen,

brushed	the	dirt	from	his	hands,	and	held	out	to	Elnora	a	small	shining	dark	pupa
case.	As	his	face	came	into	view	Sinton	almost	cried	out,	for	he	was	the	one	man
of	all	others	Wesley	knew	with	whom	he	most	feared	for	Elnora's	safety.	She	had
him	on	his	knees	digging	pupae	cases	for	her	from	the	swamp.



"Elnora!"	called	Sinton.	"Elnora!"
"Oh,	Uncle	Wesley!"	cried	the	girl.	"See	what	luck	we've	had!	I	know	we	have

a	dozen	and	a	half	cocoons	and	we	have	three	pupae	cases.	It's	much	harder	to
get	the	cases	because	you	have	to	dig	for	them,	and	you	can't	see	where	to	look.
But	Pete	is	fine	at	it!	He's	found	three,	and	he	says	he	will	keep	watch	beside	the
roads,	and	through	the	woods	while	he	hunts.	Isn't	that	splendid	of	him?	Uncle
Wesley,	 there	 is	 a	 college	over	 there	on	 the	western	 edge	of	 the	 swamp.	Look
closely,	and	you	can	see	the	great	dome	up	among	the	clouds."
"I	 should	 say	 you	 have	 had	 luck,"	 said	Wesley,	 striving	 to	 make	 his	 voice

natural.	"But	I	thought	you	were	not	coming	to	the	swamp?"
"Well,	I	wasn't,"	said	Elnora,	"but	I	couldn't	find	many	anywhere	else,	honest,

I	couldn't,	and	just	as	soon	as	I	came	to	the	edge	I	began	to	see	them	here.	I	kept
my	promise.	I	didn't	come	in	alone.	Pete	came	with	me.	He's	so	strong,	he	isn't
afraid	of	anything,	and	he's	perfectly	splendid	to	locate	cocoons!	He's	found	half
of	these.	Come	on,	Pete,	it's	getting	dark	now,	and	we	must	go."
They	started	 toward	 the	 trail,	Pete	carrying	 the	cocoons.	He	 left	 them	at	 the

case,	while	Elnora	and	Wesley	went	on	to	the	carriage	together.
"Elnora	Comstock,	what	does	this	mean?"	demanded	her	mother.
"It's	all	right,	one	of	the	neighbours	was	with	her,	and	she	got	several	dollars'

worth	of	stuff,"	interposed	Wesley.
"You	oughter	seen	my	pa,"	shouted	Billy.	"He	was	ist	all	whited	out,	and	he

laid	as	still	as	anything.	They	put	him	away	deep	in	the	ground."
"Billy!"	breathed	Margaret	in	a	prolonged	groan.
"Jimmy	and	Belle	are	going	to	be	together	in	a	nice	place.	They	are	coming	to

see	me,	and	Snap	is	right	down	here	by	the	wheel.	Here,	Snap!	My,	but	he'll	be
tickled	to	get	something	to	eat!	He's	'most	twisted	as	me.	They	get	new	clothes,
and	all	they	want	to	eat,	 too,	but	they'll	miss	me.	They	couldn't	have	got	along
without	me.	I	took	care	of	them.	I	had	a	lot	of	things	give	to	me	'cause	I	was	the
littlest,	and	I	always	divided	with	them.	But	they	won't	need	me	now."
When	 she	 left	 the	 carriage	Mrs.	 Comstock	 gravely	 shook	 hands	with	Billy.

"Remember,"	she	said	to	him,	"I	love	boys,	and	I	love	dogs.	Whenever	you	don't
have	a	good	time	up	there,	take	your	dog	and	come	right	down	and	be	my	little
boy.	We	will	just	have	loads	of	fun.	You	should	hear	the	whistles	I	can	make.	If
you	aren't	treated	right	you	come	straight	to	me."
Billy	wagged	his	head	sagely.	"You	ist	bet	I	will!"	he	said.
"Mother,	how	could	you?"	asked	Elnora	as	they	walked	up	the	path.
"How	could	I,	missy?	You	better	ask	how	couldn't	I?	I	 just	couldn't!	Not	for

enough	to	pay,	my	road	tax!	Not	for	enough	to	pay	the	road	tax,	and	the	dredge
tax,	too!"



"Aunt	Margaret	 always	 has	 been	 lovely	 to	me,	 and	 I	 don't	 think	 it's	 fair	 to
worry	her."
"I	choose	to	be	lovely	to	Billy,	and	let	her	sweat	out	her	own	worries	just	as

she	has	me,	 these	 sixteen	years.	There	 is	nothing	 in	all	 this	world	 so	good	 for
people	as	taking	a	dose	of	their	own	medicine.	The	difference	is	that	I	am	honest.
I	just	say	in	plain	English,	'if	they	don't	treat	you	right,	come	to	me.'	They	have
only	said	it	in	actions	and	inferences.	I	want	to	teach	Mag	Sinton	how	her	own
doses	taste,	but	she	begins	to	sputter	before	I	fairly	get	the	spoon	to	her	lips.	Just
you	wait!"
"When	I	think	what	I	owe	her——"	began	Elnora.
"Well,	thank	goodness,	I	don't	owe	her	anything,	and	so	I'm	perfectly	free	to

do	what	I	choose.	Come	on,	and	help	me	get	supper.	I'm	hungry	as	Billy!"
Margaret	Sinton	rocked	slowly	back	and	forth	in	her	chair.	On	her	breast	lay

Billy's	 red	 head,	 one	 hand	 clutched	 her	 dress	 front	with	 spasmodic	 grip,	 even
after	he	was	unconscious.
"You	mustn't	begin	that,	Margaret,"	said	Sinton.	"He's	too	heavy.	And	it's	bad

for	him.	He's	better	off	to	lie	down	and	go	to	sleep	alone."
"He's	very	light,	Wesley.	He	jumps	and	quivers	so.	He	has	to	be	stronger	than

he	is	now,	before	he	will	sleep	soundly."



Chapter		9
Wherein	 Elnora	 discovers	 a	 violin,	 and	 Billy
disciplines	Margaret
Elnora	missed	 the	 little	 figure	at	 the	bridge	 the	following	morning.	She	slowly
walked	up	 the	 street	 and	 turned	 in	at	 the	wide	entrance	 to	 the	 school	grounds.
She	 scarcely	 could	 comprehend	 that	 only	 a	 week	 ago	 she	 had	 gone	 there
friendless,	alone,	and	so	sick	at	heart	that	she	was	physically	ill.	To-day	she	had
decent	clothing,	books,	friends,	and	her	mind	was	at	ease	to	work	on	her	studies.
As	she	approached	home	that	night	the	girl	paused	in	amazement.	Her	mother

had	 company,	 and	 she	 was	 laughing.	 Elnora	 entered	 the	 kitchen	 softly	 and
peeped	into	the	sitting-room.	Mrs.	Comstock	sat	in	her	chair	holding	a	book	and
every	few	seconds	a	soft	chuckle	broke	into	a	real	laugh.	Mark	Twain	was	doing
his	work;	while	Mrs.	Comstock	was	not	 lacking	 in	 a	 sense	 of	 humour.	Elnora
entered	 the	 room	 before	 her	 mother	 saw	 her.	Mrs.	 Comstock	 looked	 up	 with
flushed	face.
"Where	did	you	get	this?"	she	demanded.
"I	bought	it,"	said	Elnora.
"Bought	it!	With	all	the	taxes	due!"
"I	paid	for	it	out	of	my	Indian	money,	mother,"	said	Elnora.	"I	couldn't	bear	to

spend	so	much	on	myself	and	nothing	at	all	on	you.	I	was	afraid	to	buy	the	dress
I	should	have	liked	to,	and	I	 thought	 the	book	would	be	company,	while	I	was
gone.	I	haven't	read	it,	but	I	do	hope	it's	good."
"Good!	 It's	 the	 biggest	 piece	 of	 foolishness	 I	 have	 read	 in	 all	 my	 life.	 I've

laughed	all	day,	ever	since	I	found	it.	I	had	a	notion	to	go	out	and	read	some	of	it
to	the	cows	and	see	if	they	wouldn't	laugh."
"If	it	made	you	laugh,	it's	a	wise	book,"	said	Elnora.
"Wise!"	 cried	Mrs.	 Comstock.	 "You	 can	 stake	 your	 life	 it's	 a	wise	 book.	 It

takes	 the	 smartest	 man	 there	 is	 to	 do	 this	 kind	 of	 fooling,"	 and	 she	 began
laughing	again.
Elnora,	highly	 satisfied	with	her	purchase,	went	 to	her	 room	and	put	on	her

working	clothes.	Thereafter	she	made	a	point	of	bringing	a	book	that	she	thought
would	 interest	 her	mother,	 from	 the	 library	 every	week,	 and	 leaving	 it	 on	 the
sitting-room	 table.	Each	night	 she	 carried	home	at	 least	 two	 school	books	 and



studied	until	she	had	mastered	the	points	of	her	lessons.	She	did	her	share	of	the
work	 faithfully,	 and	every	available	minute	 she	was	 in	 the	 fields	 searching	 for
cocoons,	for	the	moths	promised	to	become	her	largest	source	of	income.
She	gathered	baskets	of	nests,	flowers,	mosses,	insects,	and	all	sorts	of	natural

history	specimens	and	sold	 them	to	 the	grade	 teachers.	At	first	she	 tried	 to	 tell
these	instructors	what	to	teach	their	pupils	about	the	specimens;	but	recognizing
how	much	more	 she	knew	 than	 they,	 one	 after	 another	 begged	her	 to	 study	 at
home,	and	use	her	spare	hours	in	school	to	exhibit	and	explain	nature	subjects	to
their	 pupils.	Elnora	 loved	 the	work,	 and	 she	needed	 the	money,	 for	 every	 few
days	some	matter	of	expense	arose	that	she	had	not	expected.
From	the	first	week	she	had	been	received	and	invited	with	the	crowd	of	girls

in	her	class,	and	it	was	their	custom	in	passing	through	the	business	part	of	the
city	to	stop	at	the	confectioners'	and	take	turns	in	treating	to	expensive	candies,
ice	cream	sodas,	hot	chocolate,	or	whatever	they	fancied.	When	first	Elnora	was
asked	 she	 accepted	without	 understanding.	The	 second	 time	 she	went	 because
she	 seldom	 had	 tasted	 these	 things,	 and	 they	were	 so	 delicious	 she	 could	 not
resist.	After	that	she	went	because	she	knew	all	about	it,	and	had	decided	to	go.
She	had	spent	half	an	hour	on	the	log	beside	the	trail	in	deep	thought	and	had

arrived	at	her	conclusions.	She	worked	harder	than	usual	for	the	next	week,	but
she	 seemed	 to	 thrive	 on	work.	 It	was	October	 and	 the	 red	 leaves	were	 falling
when	her	first	time	came	to	treat.	As	the	crowd	flocked	down	the	broad	walk	that
night	Elnora	called,	"Girls,	it's	my	treat	to-night!	Come	on!"
She	led	the	way	through	the	city	to	the	grocery	they	patronized	when	they	had

a	 small	 spread,	 and	 entering	 came	out	with	 a	 basket,	which	 she	 carried	 to	 the
bridge	on	her	home	road.	There	she	arranged	the	girls	in	two	rows	on	the	cement
abutments	and	opening	her	basket	she	gravely	offered	each	girl	an	exquisite	little
basket	of	bark,	lined	with	red	leaves,	in	one	end	of	which	nestled	a	juicy	big	red
apple	 and	 in	 the	 other	 a	 spicy	 doughnut	 not	 an	 hour	 from	Margaret	 Sinton's
frying	basket.
Another	time	she	offered	big	balls	of	popped	corn	stuck	together	with	maple

sugar,	 and	 liberally	 sprinkled	with	 beechnut	 kernels.	Again	 it	was	 hickory-nut
kernels	glazed	with	sugar,	another	time	maple	candy,	and	once	a	basket	of	warm
pumpkin	pies.	She	never	made	any	apology,	or	offered	any	excuse.	She	simply
gave	what	she	could	afford,	and	the	change	was	as	welcome	to	those	city	girls
accustomed	 to	 sodas	 and	 French	 candy,	 as	 were	 these	 same	 things	 to	 Elnora
surfeited	on	popcorn	and	pie.	In	her	room	was	a	little	slip	containing	a	record	of
the	number	of	weeks	 in	 the	school	year,	 the	 times	 it	would	be	her	 turn	 to	 treat
and	the	dates	on	which	such	occasions	would	fall,	with	a	number	of	suggestions
beside	each.	Once	the	girls	almost	fought	over	a	basket	lined	with	yellow	leaves,



and	filled	with	fat,	very	ripe	red	haws.	In	late	October	there	was	a	riot	over	one
which	was	lined	with	red	leaves	and	contained	big	fragrant	pawpaws	frost-bitten
to	a	perfect	degree.	Then	hazel	nuts	were	 ripe,	and	once	 they	served.	One	day
Elnora	 at	 her	 wits'	 end,	 explained	 to	 her	 mother	 that	 the	 girls	 had	 given	 her
things	 and	 she	 wanted	 to	 treat	 them.	 Mrs.	 Comstock,	 with	 characteristic
stubbornness,	had	said	she	would	leave	a	basket	at	the	grocery	for	her,	but	firmly
declined	to	say	what	would	be	in	it.	All	day	Elnora	struggled	to	keep	her	mind
on	 her	 books.	 For	 hours	 she	 wavered	 in	 tense	 uncertainty.	 What	 would	 her
mother	do?	Should	she	take	the	girls	to	the	confectioner's	 that	night	or	risk	the
basket?	Mrs.	Comstock	could	make	delicious	things	to	eat,	but	would	she?
As	 they	 left	 the	 building	 Elnora	made	 a	 final	 rapid	mental	 calculation.	 She

could	 not	 see	 her	way	 clear	 to	 a	 decent	 treat	 for	 ten	 people	 for	 less	 than	 two
dollars	and	if	the	basket	proved	to	be	nice,	then	the	money	would	be	wasted.	She
decided	to	risk	it.	As	they	went	to	the	bridge	the	girls	were	betting	on	what	the
treat	would	be,	and	crowding	near	Elnora	like	spoiled	small	children.	Elnora	set
down	the	basket.
"Girls,"	she	said,	"I	don't	know	what	this	is	myself,	so	all	of	us	are	going	to	be

surprised.	Here	goes!"
She	lifted	the	cover	and	perfumes	from	the	land	of	spices	rolled	up.	In	one	end

of	the	basket	lay	ten	enormous	sugar	cakes	the	tops	of	which	had	been	liberally
dotted	with	 circles	 cut	 from	 stick	 candy.	The	 candy	had	melted	 in	 baking	 and
made	small	transparent	wells	of	waxy	sweetness	and	in	the	centre	of	each	cake
was	a	fat	turtle	made	from	a	raisin	with	cloves	for	head	and	feet.	The	remainder
of	the	basket	was	filled	with	big	spiced	pears	that	could	be	held	by	their	stems
while	they	were	eaten.	The	girls	shrieked	and	attacked	the	cookies,	and	of	all	the
treats	Elnora	offered	perhaps	none	was	quite	so	long	remembered	as	that.
When	Elnora	took	her	basket,	placed	her	books	in	it,	and	started	home,	all	the

girls	went	with	her	as	far	as	the	fence	where	she	crossed	the	field	to	the	swamp.
At	 parting	 they	 kissed	 her	 good-bye.	 Elnora	 was	 a	 happy	 girl	 as	 she	 hurried
home	to	thank	her	mother.	She	was	happy	over	her	books	that	night,	and	happy
all	the	way	to	school	the	following	morning.
When	 the	 music	 swelled	 from	 the	 orchestra	 her	 heart	 almost	 broke	 with

throbbing	 joy.	 For	music	 always	 had	 affected	 her	 strangely,	 and	 since	 she	 had
been	comfortable	enough	in	her	surroundings	to	notice	things,	she	had	listened
to	every	note	to	find	what	it	was	that	literally	hurt	her	heart,	and	at	last	she	knew.
It	 was	 the	 talking	 of	 the	 violins.	 They	 were	 human	 voices,	 and	 they	 spoke	 a
language	 Elnora	 understood.	 It	 seemed	 to	 her	 that	 she	 must	 climb	 up	 on	 the
stage,	take	the	instruments	from	the	fingers	of	the	players	and	make	them	speak
what	was	in	her	heart.



That	night	she	said	to	her	mother,	"I	am	perfectly	crazy	for	a	violin.	I	am	sure
I	could	play	one,	sure	as	I	live.	Did	any	one——"	Elnora	never	completed	that
sentence.
"Hush!"	 thundered	 Mrs.	 Comstock.	 "Be	 quiet!	 Never	 mention	 those	 things

before	me	again—never	as	long	as	you	live!	I	loathe	them!	They	are	a	snare	of
the	 very	 devil	 himself!	 They	 were	 made	 to	 lure	 men	 and	 women	 from	 their
homes	and	their	honour.	If	ever	I	see	you	with	one	in	your	fingers	I	will	smash	it
in	pieces."
Naturally	Elnora	hushed,	but	she	thought	of	nothing	else	after	she	had	finished

her	 lessons.	At	 last	 there	 came	 a	 day	when	 for	 some	 reason	 the	 leader	 of	 the
orchestra	left	his	violin	on	the	grand	piano.	That	morning	Elnora	made	her	first
mistake	in	algebra.	At	noon,	as	soon	as	the	building	was	empty,	she	slipped	into
the	auditorium,	found	the	side	door	which	led	to	the	stage,	and	going	through	the
musicians'	 entrance	 she	 took	 the	 violin.	 She	 carried	 it	 back	 into	 the	 little	 side
room	where	the	orchestra	assembled,	closed	all	 the	doors,	opened	the	case	and
lifted	out	the	instrument.
She	laid	it	on	her	breast,	dropped	her	chin	on	it	and	drew	the	bow	softly	across

the	 strings.	 One	 after	 another	 she	 tested	 the	 open	 notes.	 Gradually	 her	 stroke
ceased	 to	 tremble	and	she	drew	 the	bow	firmly.	Then	her	 fingers	began	 to	 fall
and	softly,	slowly	she	searched	up	and	down	those	strings	for	sounds	she	knew.
Standing	in	the	middle	of	the	floor,	she	tried	over	and	over.	It	seemed	scarcely	a
minute	before	 the	hall	was	 filled	with	 the	sound	of	hurrying	 feet,	and	she	was
forced	to	put	away	the	violin	and	go	to	her	classes.	The	next	day	she	prayed	that
the	 violin	 would	 be	 left	 again,	 but	 her	 petition	 was	 not	 answered.	 That	 night
when	she	returned	from	the	school	she	made	an	excuse	to	go	down	to	see	Billy.
He	was	 engaged	 in	hulling	walnuts	 by	driving	 them	 through	holes	 in	 a	 board.
His	hands	were	protected	by	a	pair	of	Margaret's	old	gloves,	but	he	had	speckled
his	face	generously.	He	appeared	well,	and	greeted	Elnora	hilariously.
"Me	an'	 the	 squirrels	 are	 laying	up	our	winter	 stores,"	 he	 shouted.	 "Cos	 the

cold	is	coming,	an'	the	snow	an'	if	we	have	any	nuts	we	have	to	fix	'em	now.	But
I'm	ahead,	cos	Uncle	Wesley	made	me	this	board,	and	I	can	hull	a	big	pile	while
the	old	squirrel	does	only	ist	one	with	his	teeth."
Elnora	picked	him	up	and	kissed	him.	"Billy,	are	you	happy?"	she	asked.
"Yes,	and	so's	Snap,"	answered	Billy.	"You	ought	to	see	him	make	the	dirt	fly

when	he	gets	after	a	chipmunk.	I	bet	you	he	could	dig	up	pa,	if	anybody	wanted
him	to."
"Billy!"	gasped	Margaret	as	she	came	out	to	them.
"Well,	me	and	Snap	don't	want	him	up,	and	I	bet	you	Jimmy	and	Belle	don't,

either.	 I	ain't	been	 twisty	 inside	once	since	 I	been	here,	and	 I	don't	want	 to	go



away,	and	Snap	don't,	either.	He	told	me	so."
"Billy!	That	is	not	true.	Dogs	can't	talk,"	cautioned	Margaret.
"Then	what	makes	you	open	the	door	when	he	asks	you	to?"	demanded	Billy.
"Scratching	and	whining	isn't	talking."
"Anyway,	 it's	 the	best	Snap	can	talk,	and	you	get	up	and	do	things	he	wants

done.	Chipmunks	can	talk	too.	You	ought	to	hear	them	damn	things	holler	when
Snap	gets	them!"
"Billy!	When	 you	 want	 a	 cooky	 for	 supper	 and	 I	 don't	 give	 it	 to	 you	 it	 is

because	you	said	a	wrong	word."
"Well,	for——"	Billy	clapped	his	hand	over	his	mouth	and	stained	his	face	in

swipes.	"Well,	for—anything!	Did	I	go	an'	forget	again!	The	cookies	will	get	all
hard,	won't	they?	I	bet	you	ten	dollars	I	don't	say	that	any	more."
He	 espied	Wesley	 and	 ran	 to	 show	 him	 a	walnut	 too	 big	 to	 go	 through	 the

holes,	and	Elnora	and	Margaret	entered	the	house.
They	talked	of	many	things	for	a	time	and	then	Elnora	said	suddenly:	"Aunt

Margaret,	I	like	music."
"I've	noticed	that	in	you	all	your	life,"	answered	Margaret.
"If	dogs	can't	 talk,	 I	can	make	a	violin	 talk,"	announced	Elnora,	and	 then	 in

amazement	watched	the	face	of	Margaret	Sinton	grow	pale.
"A	violin!"	she	wavered.	"Where	did	you	get	a	violin?"
"They	fairly	seemed	 to	speak	 to	me	 in	 the	orchestra.	One	day	 the	conductor

left	his	in	the	auditorium,	and	I	took	it,	and	Aunt	Margaret,	I	can	make	it	do	the
wind	 in	 the	 swamp,	 the	 birds,	 and	 the	 animals.	 I	 can	make	 any	 sound	 I	 ever
heard	on	it.	If	I	had	a	chance	to	practise	a	little,	I	could	make	it	do	the	orchestra
music,	too.	I	don't	know	how	I	know,	but	I	do."
"Did—did	you	ever	mention	it	to	your	mother?"	faltered	Margaret.
"Yes,	and	she	seems	prejudiced	against	them.	But	oh,	Aunt	Margaret,	I	never

felt	so	about	anything,	not	even	going	to	school.	I	just	feel	as	if	I'd	die	if	I	didn't
have	 one.	 I	 could	 keep	 it	 at	 school,	 and	 practise	 at	 noon	 a	whole	 hour.	 Soon
they'd	ask	me	to	play	in	the	orchestra.	I	could	keep	it	in	the	case	and	practise	in
the	woods	in	summer.	You'd	let	me	play	over	here	Sunday.	Oh,	Aunt	Margaret,
what	does	one	cost?	Would	it	be	wicked	for	me	to	take	of	my	money,	and	buy	a
very	cheap	one?	I	could	play	on	the	least	expensive	one	made."
"Oh,	no	you	couldn't!	A	cheap	machine	makes	cheap	music.	You	got	to	have	a

fine	fiddle	to	make	it	sing.	But	there's	no	sense	in	your	buying	one.	There	isn't	a
decent	reason	on	earth	why	you	shouldn't	have	your	fa——"
"My	 father's!"	 cried	 Elnora.	 She	 caught	 Margaret	 Sinton	 by	 the	 arm.	 "My

father	 had	 a	 violin!	 He	 played	 it.	 That's	 why	 I	 can!	Where	 is	 it!	 Is	 it	 in	 our
house?	Is	it	in	mother's	room?"



"Elnora!"	panted	Margaret.	"Your	mother	will	kill	me!	She	always	hated	it."
"Mother	dearly	loves	music,"	said	Elnora.
"Not	when	it	took	the	man	she	loved	away	from	her	to	make	it!"
"Where	is	my	father's	violin?"
"Elnora!"
"I've	never	seen	a	picture	of	my	father.	I've	never	heard	his	name	mentioned.

I've	never	had	a	scrap	that	belonged	to	him.	Was	he	my	father,	or	am	I	a	charity
child	like	Billy,	and	so	she	hates	me?"
"She	has	good	pictures	of	him.	Seems	she	 just	can't	bear	 to	hear	him	 talked

about.	Of	course,	he	was	your	father.	They	lived	right	there	when	you	were	born.
She	doesn't	dislike	you;	she	merely	tries	to	make	herself	think	she	does.	There's
no	sense	in	the	world	in	you	not	having	his	violin.	I've	a	great	notion——"
"Has	mother	got	it?"
"No.	I've	never	heard	her	mention	it.	 It	was	not	at	home	when	he—when	he

died."
"Do	you	know	where	it	is?"
"Yes.	I'm	the	only	person	on	earth	who	does,	except	the	one	who	has	it."
"Who	is	that?"
"I	can't	tell	you,	but	I	will	see	if	they	have	it	yet,	and	get	it	if	I	can.	But	if	your

mother	finds	it	out	she	will	never	forgive	me."
"I	can't	help	it,"	said	Elnora.	"I	want	that	violin."
"I'll	go	to-morrow,	and	see	if	it	has	been	destroyed."
"Destroyed!	Oh,	Aunt	Margaret!	Would	any	one	dare?"
"I	hardly	think	so.	It	was	a	good	instrument.	He	played	it	like	a	master."
"Tell	me!"	breathed	Elnora.
"His	hair	was	red	and	curled	more	than	yours,	and	his	eyes	were	blue.	He	was

tall,	 slim,	 and	 the	 very	 imp	 of	mischief.	He	 joked	 and	 teased	 all	 day	 until	 he
picked	 up	 that	 violin.	 Then	 his	 head	 bent	 over	 it,	 and	 his	 eyes	 got	 big	 and
earnest.	He	seemed	to	listen	as	if	he	first	heard	the	notes,	and	then	copied	them.
Sometimes	 he	 drew	 the	 bow	 trembly,	 like	 he	wasn't	 sure	 it	 was	 right,	 and	 he
might	have	 to	 try	 again.	He	could	almost	drive	you	crazy	when	he	wanted	 to,
and	no	man	that	ever	lived	could	make	you	dance	as	he	could.	He	made	it	all	up
as	he	went.	He	seemed	to	listen	for	his	dancing	music,	too.	It	appeared	to	come
to	him;	he'd	 begin	 to	 play	 and	you	had	 to	 keep	 time.	You	 couldn't	 be	 still;	 he
loved	to	sweep	a	crowd	around	with	that	bow	of	his.	I	think	it	was	the	thing	you
call	inspiration.	I	can	see	him	now,	his	handsome	head	bent,	his	cheeks	red,	his
eyes	snapping,	and	that	bow	going	across	the	strings,	and	driving	us	like	sheep.
He	always	kept	his	body	swinging,	and	he	 loved	 to	play.	He	often	slighted	his
work	 shamefully,	 and	 sometimes	her	 a	 little;	 that	 is	why	 she	hated	 it—Elnora,



what	are	you	making	me	do?"
The	 tears	 were	 rolling	 down	 Elnora's	 cheeks.	 "Oh,	 Aunt	 Margaret,"	 she

sobbed.	"Why	haven't	you	told	me	about	him	sooner?	I	feel	as	if	you	had	given
my	father	to	me	living,	so	that	I	could	touch	him.	I	can	see	him,	too!	Why	didn't
you	ever	tell	me	before?	Go	on!	Go	on!"
"I	 can't,	 Elnora!	 I'm	 scared	 silly.	 I	 never	meant	 to	 say	 anything.	 If	 I	 hadn't

promised	her	not	to	talk	of	him	to	you	she	wouldn't	have	let	you	come	here.	She
made	me	swear	it."
"But	why?	Why?	Was	he	a	shame?	Was	he	disgraced?"
"Maybe	 it	 was	 that	 unjust	 feeling	 that	 took	 possession	 of	 her	 when	 she

couldn't	help	him	from	the	swamp.	She	had	to	blame	some	one,	or	go	crazy,	so
she	took	it	out	on	you.	At	times,	those	first	ten	years,	if	I	had	talked	to	you,	and
you	had	repeated	anything	to	her,	she	might	have	struck	you	too	hard.	She	was
not	master	 of	 herself.	 You	must	 be	 patient	with	 her,	 Elnora.	God	 only	 knows
what	she	has	gone	through,	but	I	think	she	is	a	little	better,	lately."
"So	 do	 I,"	 said	 Elnora.	 "She	 seems	more	 interested	 in	my	 clothes,	 and	 she

fixes	me	such	delicious	lunches	that	the	girls	bring	fine	candies	and	cake	and	beg
to	trade.	I	gave	half	my	lunch	for	a	box	of	candy	one	day,	brought	it	home	to	her,
and	 told	 her.	 Since,	 she	 has	wanted	me	 to	 carry	 a	market	 basket	 and	 treat	 the
crowd	every	day,	 she	was	 so	pleased.	Life	has	been	 too	monotonous	 for	her.	 I
think	she	enjoys	even	the	little	change	made	by	my	going	and	coming.	She	sits
up	 half	 the	 night	 to	 read	 the	 library	 books	 I	 bring,	 but	 she	 is	 so	 stubborn	 she
won't	even	admit	that	she	touches	them.	Tell	me	more	about	my	father."
"Wait	until	I	see	if	I	can	find	the	violin."
So	Elnora	went	 home	 in	 suspense,	 and	 that	 night	 she	 added	 to	 her	 prayers:

"Dear	Lord,	be	merciful	to	my	father,	and	oh,	do	help	Aunt	Margaret	to	get	his
violin."
Wesley	and	Billy	came	in	to	supper	tired	and	hungry.	Billy	ate	heartily,	but	his

eyes	often	rested	on	a	plate	of	tempting	cookies,	and	when	Wesley	offered	them
to	the	boy	he	reached	for	one.	Margaret	was	compelled	to	explain	 that	cookies
were	forbidden	that	night.
"What!"	said	Wesley.	"Wrong	words	been	coming	again.	Oh	Billy,	I	do	wish

you	could	remember!	I	can't	sit	and	eat	cookies	before	a	little	boy	who	has	none.
I'll	have	to	put	mine	back,	too."	Billy's	face	twisted	in	despair.
"Aw	go	 on!"	 he	 said	 gruffly,	 but	 his	 chin	was	 jumping,	 for	Wesley	was	 his

idol.
"Can't	do	it,"	said	Wesley.	"It	would	choke	me."
Billy	turned	to	Margaret.	"You	make	him,"	he	appealed.
"He	 can't,	 Billy,"	 said	 Margaret.	 "I	 know	 how	 he	 feels.	 You	 see,	 I	 can't



myself."
Then	Billy	slid	from	his	chair,	ran	to	the	couch,	buried	his	face	in	the	pillow

and	 cried	 heart-brokenly.	 Wesley	 hurried	 to	 the	 barn,	 and	 Margaret	 to	 the
kitchen.	When	the	dishes	were	washed	Billy	slipped	from	the	back	door.
Wesley	piling	hay	 into	 the	mangers	heard	a	sound	behind	him	and	 inquired,

"That	you,	Billy?"
"Yes,"	answered	Billy,	"and	it's	all	so	dark	you	can't	see	me	now,	isn't	it?"
"Well,	mighty	near,"	answered	Wesley.
"Then	you	stoop	down	and	open	your	mouth."
Sinton	had	shared	bites	of	apple	and	nuts	for	weeks,	for	Billy	had	not	learned

how	to	eat	anything	without	dividing	with	Jimmy	and	Belle.	Since	he	had	been
separated	from	them,	he	shared	with	Wesley	and	Margaret.	So	he	bent	over	the
boy	and	received	an	instalment	of	cooky	that	almost	choked	him.
"Now	you	can	eat	it!"	shouted	Billy	in	delight.	"It's	all	dark!	I	can't	see	what

you're	doing	at	all!"
Wesley	picked	up	the	small	figure	and	set	 the	boy	on	the	back	of	a	horse	 to

bring	his	 face	 level	so	 that	 they	could	 talk	as	men.	He	never	 towered	from	his
height	above	Billy,	but	always	lifted	the	little	soul	when	important	matters	were
to	be	discussed.
"Now	what	a	dandy	scheme,"	he	commented.	"Did	you	and	Aunt	Margaret	fix

it	up?"
"No.	She	ain't	had	hers	yet.	But	I	got	one	for	her.	Ist	as	soon	as	you	eat	yours,

I	am	going	to	take	hers,	and	feed	her	first	time	I	find	her	in	the	dark."
"But	Billy,	where	did	you	get	the	cookies?	You	know	Aunt	Margaret	said	you

were	not	to	have	any."
"I	ist	took	them,"	said	Billy,	"I	didn't	take	them	for	me.	I	ist	took	them	for	you

and	her."
Wesley	 thought	 fast.	 In	 the	warm	 darkness	 of	 the	 barn	 the	 horses	 crunched

their	 corn,	 a	 rat	 gnawed	 at	 a	 corner	 of	 the	 granary,	 and	 among	 the	 rafters	 the
white	pigeon	cooed	a	soft	sleepy	note	to	his	dusky	mate.
"Did—did—I	steal?"	wavered	Billy.
Wesley's	big	hands	closed	until	he	almost	hurt	the	boy.
"No!"	he	said	vehemently.	"That	is	too	big	a	word.	You	made	a	mistake.	You

were	trying	to	be	a	fine	little	man,	but	you	went	at	it	the	wrong	way.	You	only
made	a	mistake.	All	of	us	do	 that,	Billy.	The	world	grows	 that	way.	When	we
make	mistakes	we	can	see	them;	that	teaches	us	to	be	more	careful	the	next	time,
and	so	we	learn."
"How	wouldn't	it	be	a	mistake?"
"If	you	had	told	Aunt	Margaret	what	you	wanted	to	do,	and	asked	her	for	the



cookies	she	would	have	given	them	to	you."
"But	I	was	'fraid	she	wouldn't,	and	you	ist	had	to	have	it."
"Not	if	it	was	wrong	for	me	to	have	it,	Billy.	I	don't	want	it	that	much."
"Must	I	take	it	back?"
"You	think	hard,	and	decide	yourself."
"Lift	me	down,"	said	Billy,	after	a	silence,	"I	got	to	put	this	in	the	jar,	and	tell

her."
Wesley	set	 the	boy	on	 the	 floor,	but	as	he	did	 so	he	paused	one	second	and

strained	him	close	to	his	breast.
Margaret	 sat	 in	 her	 chair	 sewing;	Billy	 slipped	 in	 and	 crept	 beside	 her.	The

little	face	was	lined	with	tragedy.
"Why	Billy,	whatever	is	the	matter?"	she	cried	as	she	dropped	her	sewing	and

held	out	her	arms.	Billy	stood	back.	He	gripped	his	little	fists	tight	and	squared
his	shoulders.	"I	got	to	be	shut	up	in	the	closet,"	he	said.
"Oh	Billy!	What	an	unlucky	day!	What	have	you	done	now?"
"I	stold!"	gulped	Billy.	"He	said	it	was	ist	a	mistake,	but	it	was	worser	'an	that.

I	took	something	you	told	me	I	wasn't	to	have."
"Stole!"	Margaret	was	in	despair.	"What,	Billy?"
"Cookies!"	answered	Billy	in	equal	trouble.
"Billy!"	wailed	Margaret.	"How	could	you?"
"It	was	for	him	and	you,"	sobbed	Billy.	"He	said	he	couldn't	eat	it	'fore	me,	but

out	 in	 the	barn	 it's	all	dark	and	I	couldn't	 see.	 I	 thought	maybe	he	could	 there.
Then	we	might	put	out	the	light	and	you	could	have	yours.	He	said	I	only	made
it	worse,	cos	I	mustn't	take	things,	so	I	got	to	go	in	the	closet.	Will	you	hold	me
tight	a	little	bit	first?	He	did."
Margaret	opened	her	arms	and	Billy	rushed	in	and	clung	to	her	a	few	seconds,

with	all	 the	 force	of	his	being,	 then	he	slipped	 to	 the	floor	and	marched	 to	 the
closet.	Margaret	opened	the	door.	Billy	gave	one	glance	at	the	light,	clinched	his
fists	and,	walking	inside,	climbed	on	a	box.	Margaret	closed	the	door.
Then	 she	 sat	 and	 listened.	 Was	 the	 air	 pure	 enough?	 Possibly	 he	 might

smother.	She	had	read	something	once.	Was	it	very	dark?	What	if	 there	should
be	a	mouse	in	the	closet	and	it	should	run	across	his	foot	and	frighten	him	into
spasms.	 Somewhere	 she	 had	 heard—Margaret	 leaned	 forward	with	 tense	 face
and	listened.	Something	dreadful	might	happen.	She	could	bear	it	no	longer.	She
arose	hurriedly	and	opened	 the	door.	Billy	was	drawn	up	on	 the	box	 in	a	 little
heap,	and	he	lifted	a	disapproving	face	to	her.
"Shut	that	door!"	he	said.	"I	ain't	been	in	here	near	long	enough	yet!"



Chapter		10	
Wherein	Elnora	has	more	financial	troubles,	and	Mrs.
Comstock	again	hears	the	song	of	the	Limberlost
The	 following	night	Elnora	 hurried	 to	Sintons'.	 She	 threw	open	 the	 back	door
and	with	anxious	eyes	searched	Margaret's	face.
"You	got	it!"	panted	Elnora.	"You	got	it!	I	can	see	by	your	face	that	you	did.

Oh,	give	it	to	me!"
"Yes,	I	got	it,	honey,	I	got	it	all	right,	but	don't	be	so	fast.	It	had	been	kept	in

such	a	damp	place	it	needed	glueing,	it	had	to	have	strings,	and	a	key	was	gone.	I
knew	how	much	you	wanted	it,	so	I	sent	Wesley	right	to	town	with	it.	They	said
they	could	fix	it	good	as	new,	but	it	should	be	varnished,	and	that	it	would	take
several	days	for	the	glue	to	set.	You	can	have	it	Saturday."
"You	found	it	where	you	thought	it	was?	You	know	it's	his?"
"Yes,	it	was	just	where	I	 thought,	and	it's	 the	same	violin	I've	seen	him	play

hundreds	of	times.	It's	all	right,	only	laying	so	long	it	needs	fixing."
"Oh	Aunt	Margaret!	Can	I	ever	wait?"
"It	does	seem	a	long	time,	but	how	could	I	help	it?	You	couldn't	do	anything

with	 it	 as	 it	was.	You	 see,	 it	 had	 been	 hidden	 away	 in	 a	 garret,	 and	 it	 needed
cleaning	and	drying	to	make	it	fit	to	play	again.	You	can	have	it	Saturday	sure.
But	Elnora,	you've	got	to	promise	me	that	you	will	leave	it	here,	or	in	town,	and
not	let	your	mother	get	a	hint	of	it.	I	don't	know	what	she'd	do."
"Uncle	Wesley	can	bring	it	here	until	Monday.	Then	I	will	take	it	to	school	so

that	I	can	practise	at	noon.	Oh,	I	don't	know	how	to	thank	you.	And	there's	more
than	the	violin	for	which	to	be	thankful.	You've	given	me	my	father.	Last	night	I
saw	him	plainly	as	life."
"Elnora	you	were	dreaming!"
"I	know	I	was	dreaming,	but	I	saw	him.	I	saw	him	so	closely	that	a	tiny	white

scar	at	the	corner	of	his	eyebrow	showed.	I	was	just	reaching	out	to	touch	him
when	he	disappeared."
"Who	told	you	there	was	a	scar	on	his	forehead?"
"No	one	ever	did	in	all	my	life.	I	saw	it	last	night	as	he	went	down.	And	oh,

Aunt	Margaret!	 I	 saw	what	 she	did,	and	 I	heard	his	cries!	No	matter	what	 she
does,	I	don't	believe	I	ever	can	be	angry	with	her	again.	Her	heart	is	broken,	and



she	can't	help	it.	Oh,	it	was	terrible,	but	I	am	glad	I	saw	it.	Now,	I	will	always
understand."
"I	don't	know	what	 to	make	of	 that,"	 said	Margaret.	 "I	don't	believe	 in	 such

stuff	at	all,	but	you	couldn't	make	it	up,	for	you	didn't	know."
"I	only	know	 that	 I	played	 the	violin	 last	night,	 as	he	played	 it,	 and	while	 I

played	 he	 came	 through	 the	 woods	 from	 the	 direction	 of	 Carneys'.	 It	 was
summer	 and	 all	 the	 flowers	were	 in	 bloom.	He	wore	 gray	 trousers	 and	 a	 blue
shirt,	 his	 head	was	bare,	 and	his	 face	was	beautiful.	 I	 could	 almost	 touch	him
when	he	sank."
Margaret	stood	perplexed.	"I	don't	know	what	to	think	of	that!"	she	ejaculated.

"I	was	next	to	the	last	person	who	saw	him	before	he	was	drowned.	It	was	late
on	 a	 June	 afternoon,	 and	 he	was	 dressed	 as	 you	 describe.	He	was	 bareheaded
because	 he	 had	 found	 a	 quail's	 nest	 before	 the	 bird	 began	 to	 brood,	 and	 he
gathered	the	eggs	in	his	hat	and	left	it	in	a	fence	corner	to	get	on	his	way	home;
they	found	it	afterward."
"Was	he	coming	from	Carneys'?"
"He	was	on	that	side	of	the	quagmire.	Why	he	ever	skirted	it	so	close	as	to	get

caught	is	a	mystery	you	will	have	to	dream	out.	I	never	could	understand	it."
"Was	he	doing	something	he	didn't	want	my	mother	to	know?"
"Why?"
"Because	if	he	had	been,	he	might	have	cut	close	the	swamp	so	he	couldn't	be

seen	 from	 the	garden.	You	know,	 the	whole	path	straight	 to	 the	pool	where	he
sank	can	be	seen	from	our	back	door.	It's	firm	on	our	side.	The	danger	is	on	the
north	and	east.	If	he	didn't	want	mother	to	know,	he	might	have	tried	to	pass	on
either	of	those	sides	and	gone	too	close.	Was	he	in	a	hurry?"
"Yes,	 he	was,"	 said	Margaret.	 "He	 had	 been	 away	 longer	 than	 he	 expected,

and	he	almost	ran	when	he	started	home."
"And	he'd	left	his	violin	somewhere	that	you	knew,	and	you	went	and	got	it.

I'll	wager	he	was	going	to	play,	and	didn't	want	mother	to	find	it	out!"
"It	wouldn't	make	any	difference	to	you	if	you	knew	every	little	thing,	so	quit

thinking	 about	 it,	 and	 just	 be	 glad	 you	 are	 to	 have	 what	 he	 loved	 best	 of
anything."
"That's	true.	Now	I	must	hurry	home.	I	am	dreadfully	late."
Elnora	sprang	up	and	ran	down	the	road,	but	when	she	approached	the	cabin

she	climbed	the	fence,	crossed	the	open	woods	pasture	diagonally	and	entered	at
the	back	garden	gate.	As	she	often	came	that	way	when	she	had	been	looking	for
cocoons	her	mother	asked	no	questions.
Elnora	lived	by	the	minute	until	Saturday,	when,	contrary	to	his	usual	custom,

Wesley	went	 to	 town	 in	 the	 forenoon,	 taking	her	along	 to	buy	some	groceries.



Wesley	drove	straight	to	the	music	store,	and	asked	for	the	violin	he	had	left	to
be	mended.
In	its	new	coat	of	varnish,	with	new	keys	and	strings,	it	seemed	much	like	any

other	 violin	 to	Sinton,	 but	 to	Elnora	 it	was	 the	most	 beautiful	 instrument	 ever
made,	and	a	priceless	treasure.	She	held	it	in	her	arms,	touched	the	strings	softly
and	then	she	drew	the	bow	across	them	in	whispering	measure.	She	had	no	time
to	 think	what	a	 remarkably	good	bow	 it	was	 for	 sixteen	years'	disuse.	The	 tan
leather	case	might	have	 impressed	her	as	being	 in	 fine	condition	also,	had	 she
been	in	a	state	to	question	anything.	She	did	remember	to	ask	for	the	bill	and	she
was	gravely	presented	with	a	slip	calling	for	four	strings,	one	key,	and	a	coat	of
varnish,	 total,	 one	 dollar	 fifty.	 It	 seemed	 to	 Elnora	 she	 never	 could	 put	 the
precious	instrument	in	the	case	and	start	home.	Wesley	left	her	in	the	music	store
where	the	proprietor	showed	her	all	he	could	about	tuning,	and	gave	her	several
beginners'	sheets	of	notes	and	scales.	She	carried	the	violin	in	her	arms	as	far	as
the	 crossroads	 at	 the	 corner	 of	 their	 land,	 then	 reluctantly	 put	 it	 under	 the
carriage	seat.
As	soon	as	her	work	was	done	she	ran	down	to	Sintons'	and	began	to	play,	and

on	Monday	the	violin	went	to	school	with	her.	She	made	arrangements	with	the
superintendent	 to	 leave	 it	 in	 his	 office	 and	 scarcely	 took	 time	 for	 her	 food	 at
noon,	 she	was	 so	 eager	 to	practise.	Often	one	of	 the	girls	 asked	her	 to	 stay	 in
town	all	night	for	some	lecture	or	entertainment.	She	could	take	the	violin	with
her,	 practise,	 and	 secure	 help.	 Her	 skill	 was	 so	 great	 that	 the	 leader	 of	 the
orchestra	offered	 to	give	her	 lessons	 if	 she	would	play	 to	pay	 for	 them,	so	her
progress	 was	 rapid	 in	 technical	 work.	 But	 from	 the	 first	 day	 the	 instrument
became	hers,	with	perfect	 faith	 that	 she	could	play	as	her	 father	did,	 she	spent
half	her	practice	time	in	imitating	the	sounds	of	all	outdoors	and	improvising	the
songs	her	happy	heart	sang	in	those	days.
So	 the	 first	 year	 went,	 and	 the	 second	 and	 third	 were	 a	 repetition;	 but	 the

fourth	was	different,	for	that	was	the	close	of	the	course,	ending	with	graduation
and	 all	 its	 attendant	 ceremonies	 and	 expenses.	 To	 Elnora	 these	 appeared
mountain	 high.	 She	 had	 hoarded	 every	 cent,	 thinking	 twice	 before	 she	 parted
with	a	penny,	but	teaching	natural	history	in	the	grades	had	taken	time	from	her
studies	 in	 school	 which	 must	 be	 made	 up	 outside.	 She	 was	 a	 conscientious
student,	 ranking	 first	 in	most	of	her	classes,	and	standing	high	 in	all	branches.
Her	interest	in	her	violin	had	grown	with	the	years.	She	went	to	school	early	and
practised	half	an	hour	in	the	little	room	adjoining	the	stage,	while	the	orchestra
gathered.	She	put	in	a	full	hour	at	noon,	and	remained	another	half	hour	at	night.
She	carried	the	violin	to	Sintons'	on	Saturday	and	practised	all	the	time	she	could
there,	 while	 Margaret	 watched	 the	 road	 to	 see	 that	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 was	 not



coming.	She	had	become	so	skilful	that	it	was	a	delight	to	hear	her	play	music	of
any	composer,	but	when	she	played	her	own,	that	was	joy	inexpressible,	for	then
the	 wind	 blew,	 the	 water	 rippled,	 the	 Limberlost	 sang	 her	 songs	 of	 sunshine,
shadow,	black	storm,	and	white	night.
Since	her	dream	Elnora	had	regarded	her	mother	with	peculiar	tenderness.	The

girl	 realized,	 in	 a	 measure,	 what	 had	 happened.	 She	 avoided	 anything	 that
possibly	could	stir	bitter	memories	or	draw	deeper	a	line	on	the	hard,	white	face.
This	cost	many	sacrifices,	much	work,	and	sometimes	delayed	progress,	but	the
horror	 of	 that	 awful	 dream	 remained	 with	 Elnora.	 She	 worked	 her	 way
cheerfully,	doing	all	she	could	to	interest	her	mother	in	things	that	happened	in
school,	in	the	city,	and	by	carrying	books	that	were	entertaining	from	the	public
library.
Three	years	had	changed	Elnora	from	the	girl	of	sixteen	to	the	very	verge	of

womanhood.	 She	 had	 grown	 tall,	 round,	 and	 her	 face	 had	 the	 loveliness	 of
perfect	complexion,	beautiful	eyes	and	hair	and	an	added	touch	from	within	that
might	have	been	called	comprehension.	It	was	a	compound	of	self-reliance,	hard
knocks,	 heart	 hunger,	 unceasing	 work,	 and	 generosity.	 There	 was	 no	 form	 of
suffering	with	which	 the	girl	 could	not	 sympathize,	no	work	she	was	afraid	 to
attempt,	 no	 subject	 she	 had	 investigated	 she	 did	 not	 understand.	 These	 things
combined	 to	produce	 a	breadth	 and	depth	of	 character	 altogether	 unusual.	She
was	so	absorbed	in	her	classes	and	her	music	that	she	had	not	been	able	to	gather
many	specimens.	When	she	realized	this	and	hunted	assiduously,	she	soon	found
that	 changing	natural	 conditions	had	affected	 such	work.	Men	all	 around	were
clearing	 available	 land.	 The	 trees	 fell	wherever	 corn	would	 grow.	The	 swamp
was	broken	by	several	gravel	roads,	dotted	in	places	around	the	edge	with	little
frame	houses,	and	 the	machinery	of	oil	wells;	one	especially	 low	place	around
the	 region	 of	 Freckles's	 room	 was	 nearly	 all	 that	 remained	 of	 the	 original.
Wherever	 the	 trees	 fell	 the	moisture	dried,	 the	creeks	ceased	 to	 flow,	 the	 river
ran	 low,	 and	at	 times	 the	bed	was	dry.	With	unbroken	 sweep	 the	winds	of	 the
west	came,	gathering	force	with	every	mile	and	howled	and	raved;	threatening	to
tear	 the	 shingles	 from	 the	 roof,	 blowing	 the	 surface	 from	 the	 soil	 in	 clouds	of
fine	 dust	 and	 rapidly	 changing	 everything.	 From	 coming	 in	with	 two	 or	 three
dozen	rare	moths	in	a	day,	in	three	years'	time	Elnora	had	grown	to	be	delighted
with	finding	two	or	three.	Big	pursy	caterpillars	could	not	be	picked	from	their
favourite	bushes,	when	there	were	no	bushes.	Dragonflies	would	not	hover	over
dry	places,	and	butterflies	became	scarce	in	proportion	to	the	flowers,	while	no
land	yields	over	three	crops	of	Indian	relics.
All	 the	 time	 the	 expense	 of	 books,	 clothing	 and	 incidentals	 had	 continued.

Elnora	added	to	her	bank	account	whenever	she	could,	and	drew	out	when	she



was	 compelled,	 but	 she	omitted	 the	 important	 feature	 of	 calling	 for	 a	 balance.
So,	 one	 early	 spring	morning	 in	 the	 last	 quarter	 of	 the	 fourth	year,	 she	 almost
fainted	 when	 she	 learned	 that	 her	 funds	 were	 gone.	 Commencement	 with	 its
extra	expense	was	coming,	she	had	no	money,	and	very	few	cocoons	to	open	in
June,	 which	 would	 be	 too	 late.	 She	 had	 one	 collection	 for	 the	 Bird	 Woman
complete	to	a	pair	of	Imperialis	moths,	and	that	was	her	only	asset.	On	the	day
she	added	these	big	Yellow	Emperors	she	had	been	promised	a	check	for	three
hundred	dollars,	but	she	would	not	get	it	until	these	specimens	were	secured.	She
remembered	that	she	never	had	found	an	Emperor	before	June.
Moreover,	 that	 sum	was	 for	 her	 first	 year	 in	 college.	Then	 she	would	be	of

age,	and	she	meant	to	sell	enough	of	her	share	of	her	father's	land	to	finish.	She
knew	her	mother	would	oppose	her	bitterly	in	that,	for	Mrs.	Comstock	had	clung
to	 every	 acre	 and	 tree	 that	 belonged	 to	 her	 husband.	 Her	 land	 was	 almost
complete	 forest	where	 her	 neighbours	 owned	 cleared	 farms,	 dotted	with	wells
that	every	hour	sucked	oil	from	beneath	her	holdings,	but	she	was	too	absorbed
in	the	grief	she	nursed	to	know	or	care.	The	Brushwood	road	and	the	redredging
of	the	big	Limberlost	ditch	had	been	more	than	she	could	pay	from	her	income,
and	she	had	trembled	before	the	wicket	as	she	asked	the	banker	if	she	had	funds
to	pay	it,	and	wondered	why	he	laughed	when	he	assured	her	she	had.	For	Mrs.
Comstock	had	spent	no	time	on	compounding	interest,	and	never	added	the	sums
she	had	been	depositing	through	nearly	twenty	years.	Now	she	thought	her	funds
were	almost	gone,	and	every	day	she	worried	over	expenses.	She	could	see	no
reason	 in	 going	 through	 the	 forms	 of	 graduation	 when	 pupils	 had	 all	 in	 their
heads	that	was	required	to	graduate.	Elnora	knew	she	had	to	have	her	diploma	in
order	 to	 enter	 the	 college	 she	wanted	 to	 attend,	 but	 she	 did	 not	 dare	 utter	 the
word,	until	high	school	was	finished,	for,	instead	of	softening	as	she	hoped	her
mother	had	begun	to	do,	she	seemed	to	remain	very	much	the	same.
When	 the	 girl	 reached	 the	 swamp	 she	 sat	 on	 a	 log	 and	 thought	 over	 the

expense	 she	 was	 compelled	 to	meet.	 Every	member	 of	 her	 particular	 set	 was
having	a	large	photograph	taken	to	exchange	with	the	others.	Elnora	loved	these
girls	 and	boys,	 and	 to	 say	 she	 could	not	have	 their	 pictures	 to	keep	was	more
than	 she	 could	 endure.	 Each	 one	 would	 give	 to	 all	 the	 others	 a	 handsome
graduation	present.	She	knew	they	would	prepare	gifts	for	her	whether	she	could
make	a	present	in	return	or	not.	Then	it	was	the	custom	for	each	graduating	class
to	give	a	great	entertainment	and	use	the	funds	to	present	the	school	with	a	statue
for	the	entrance	hall.	Elnora	had	been	cast	for	and	was	practising	a	part	 in	that
performance.	She	was	expected	to	furnish	her	dress	and	personal	necessities.	She
had	been	told	that	she	must	have	a	green	gauze	dress,	and	where	was	it	to	come
from?



Every	 girl	 of	 the	 class	 would	 have	 three	 beautiful	 new	 frocks	 for
Commencement:	 one	 for	 the	 baccalaureate	 sermon,	 another,	 which	 could	 be
plain,	 for	 graduation	 exercises,	 and	 a	 handsome	 one	 for	 the	 banquet	 and	 ball.
Elnora	 faced	 the	 past	 three	 years	 and	wondered	 how	 she	 could	 have	 spent	 so
much	money	and	not	kept	account	of	it.	She	did	not	realize	where	it	had	gone.
She	did	not	know	what	she	could	do	now.	She	thought	over	the	photographs,	and
at	last	settled	that	question	to	her	satisfaction.	She	studied	longer	over	the	gifts,
ten	handsome	ones	there	must	be,	and	at	last	decided	she	could	arrange	for	them.
The	green	dress	came	first.	The	lights	would	be	dim	in	the	scene,	and	the	setting
deep	woods.	She	could	manage	 that.	She	 simply	could	not	have	 three	dresses.
She	would	 have	 to	 get	 a	 very	 simple	 one	 for	 the	 sermon	 and	 do	 the	 best	 she
could	for	graduation.	Whatever	she	got	for	that	must	be	made	with	a	guimpe	that
could	be	taken	out	to	make	it	a	little	more	festive	for	the	ball.	But	where	could
she	get	even	two	pretty	dresses?
The	only	hope	she	could	see	was	to	break	into	the	collection	of	the	man	from

India,	sell	some	moths,	and	try	to	replace	them	in	June.	But	in	her	soul	she	knew
that	never	would	do.	No	June	ever	brought	just	the	things	she	hoped	it	would.	If
she	spent	the	college	money	she	knew	she	could	not	replace	it.	If	she	did	not,	the
only	way	was	 to	secure	a	room	in	 the	grades	and	teach	a	year.	Her	work	there
had	been	so	appreciated	that	Elnora	felt	with	the	recommendation	she	knew	she
could	get	from	the	superintendent	and	teachers	she	could	secure	a	position.	She
was	sure	she	could	pass	the	examinations	easily.	She	had	once	gone	on	Saturday,
taken	 them	 and	 secured	 a	 license	 for	 a	 year	 before	 she	 left	 the	 Brushwood
school.
She	wanted	 to	start	 to	college	when	 the	other	girls	were	going.	 If	 she	could

make	the	first	year	alone,	she	could	manage	 the	remainder.	But	make	 that	 first
year	herself,	she	must.	Instead	of	selling	any	of	her	collection,	she	must	hunt	as
she	never	before	had	hunted	and	find	a	Yellow	Emperor.	She	had	to	have	it,	that
was	 all.	 Also,	 she	 had	 to	 have	 those	 dresses.	 She	 thought	 of	 Wesley	 and
dismissed	it.	She	thought	of	 the	Bird	Woman,	and	knew	she	could	not	 tell	her.
She	 thought	 of	 every	 way	 in	 which	 she	 ever	 had	 hoped	 to	 earn	 money	 and
realized	 that	 with	 the	 play,	 committee	 meetings,	 practising,	 and	 final
examinations	she	scarcely	had	time	to	live,	much	less	to	do	more	than	the	work
required	for	her	pictures	and	gifts.	Again	Elnora	was	in	trouble,	and	this	time	it
seemed	the	worst	of	all.
It	was	dark	when	she	arose	and	went	home.
"Mother,"	she	said,	"I	have	a	piece	of	news	that	is	decidedly	not	cheerful."
"Then	keep	it	to	yourself!"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"I	think	I	have	enough	to	bear

without	a	great	girl	like	you	piling	trouble	on	me."



"My	money	is	all	gone!"	said	Elnora.
"Well,	did	you	 think	 it	would	 last	 forever?	 It's	been	a	marvel	 to	me	 that	 it's

held	out	as	well	as	it	has,	the	way	you've	dressed	and	gone."
"I	don't	 think	 I've	 spent	any	 that	 I	was	not	compelled	 to,"	 said	Elnora.	 "I've

dressed	 on	 just	 as	 little	 as	 I	 possibly	 could	 to	 keep	 going.	 I	 am	 heartsick.	 I
thought	I	had	over	fifty	dollars	to	put	me	through	Commencement,	but	they	tell
me	it	is	all	gone."
"Fifty	 dollars!	 To	 put	 you	 through	Commencement!	What	 on	 earth	 are	 you

proposing	to	do?"
"The	same	as	the	rest	of	them,	in	the	very	cheapest	way	possible."
"And	what	might	that	be?"
Elnora	 omitted	 the	 photographs,	 the	 gifts	 and	 the	 play.	She	 told	 only	 of	 the

sermon,	graduation	exercises,	and	the	ball.
"Well,	 I	wouldn't	 trouble	myself	 over	 that,"	 sniffed	Mrs.	Comstock.	 "If	 you

want	to	go	to	a	sermon,	put	on	the	dress	you	always	use	for	meeting.	If	you	need
white	for	 the	exercises	wear	 the	new	dress	you	got	 last	spring.	As	for	 the	ball,
the	best	thing	for	you	to	do	is	to	stay	a	mile	away	from	such	folly.	In	my	opinion
you'd	best	bring	home	your	books,	and	quit	right	now.	You	can't	be	fixed	like	the
rest	of	them,	don't	be	so	foolish	as	to	run	into	it.	Just	stay	here	and	let	these	last
few	days	go.	You	can't	learn	enough	more	to	be	of	any	account."
"But,	mother,"	gasped	Elnora.	"You	don't	understand!"
"Oh,	yes,	I	do!"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"I	understand	perfectly.	So	long	as	the

money	lasted,	you	held	up	your	head,	and	went	sailing	without	even	explaining
how	you	got	it	from	the	stuff	you	gathered.	Goodness	knows	I	couldn't	see.	But
now	it's	gone,	you	come	whining	to	me.	What	have	I	got?	Have	you	forgot	that
the	 ditch	 and	 the	 road	 completely	 strapped	me?	 I	 haven't	 any	money.	 There's
nothing	for	you	to	do	but	get	out	of	it."
"I	 can't!"	 said	 Elnora	 desperately.	 "I've	 gone	 on	 too	 long.	 It	 would	make	 a

break	in	everything.	They	wouldn't	let	me	have	my	diploma!"
"What's	the	difference?	You've	got	the	stuff	in	your	head.	I	wouldn't	give	a	rap

for	a	scrap	of	paper.	That	don't	mean	anything!"
"But	I've	worked	four	years	for	it,	and	I	can't	enter—I	ought	to	have	it	to	help

me	get	a	school,	when	I	want	to	teach.	If	I	don't	have	my	grades	to	show,	people
will	 think	 I	 quit	 because	 I	 couldn't	 pass	 my	 examinations.	 I	 must	 have	 my
diploma!"
"Then	get	it!"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.
"The	only	way	is	to	graduate	with	the	others."
"Well,	graduate	if	you	are	bound	to!"
"But	I	can't,	unless	I	have	things	enough	like	the	class,	 that	I	don't	 look	as	I



did	that	first	day."
"Well,	please	remember	I	didn't	get	you	into	this,	and	I	can't	get	you	out.	You

are	set	on	having	your	own	way.	Go	on,	and	have	it,	and	see	how	you	like	it!"
Elnora	 went	 upstairs	 and	 did	 not	 come	 down	 again	 that	 night,	 which	 her

mother	called	pouting.
"I've	thought	all	night,"	said	the	girl	at	breakfast,	"and	I	can't	see	any	way	but

to	borrow	the	money	of	Uncle	Wesley	and	pay	it	back	from	some	that	the	Bird
Woman	will	owe	me,	when	I	get	one	more	specimen.	But	that	means	that	I	can't
go	to—that	I	will	have	to	teach	this	winter,	if	I	can	get	a	city	grade	or	a	country
school."
"Just	 you	 dare	 go	 dinging	 after	 Wesley	 Sinton	 for	 money,"	 cried	 Mrs.

Comstock.	"You	won't	do	any	such	a	thing!"
"I	can't	see	any	other	way.	I've	got	to	have	the	money!"
"Quit,	I	tell	you!"
"I	can't	quit!—I've	gone	too	far!"
"Well	then,	let	me	get	your	clothes,	and	you	can	pay	me	back."
"But	you	said	you	had	no	money!"
"Maybe	I	can	borrow	some	at	the	bank.	Then	you	can	return	it	when	the	Bird

Woman	pays	you."
"All	 right,"	 said	Elnora.	 "I	don't	need	expensive	 things.	 Just	 some	kind	of	 a

pretty	cheap	white	dress	for	the	sermon,	and	a	white	one	a	little	better	than	I	had
last	 summer,	 for	Commencement	 and	 the	 ball.	 I	 can	 use	 the	white	 gloves	 and
shoes	I	got	myself	for	last	year,	and	you	can	get	my	dress	made	at	the	same	place
you	did	that	one.	They	have	my	measurements,	and	do	perfect	work.	Don't	get
expensive	things.	It	will	be	warm	so	I	can	go	bareheaded."
Then	 she	 started	 to	 school,	 but	 was	 so	 tired	 and	 discouraged	 she	 scarcely

could	walk.	Four	years'	plans	going	in	one	day!	For	she	felt	 that	 if	she	did	not
start	 to	 college	 that	 fall	 she	 never	 would.	 Instead	 of	 feeling	 relieved	 at	 her
mother's	 offer,	 she	 was	 almost	 too	 ill	 to	 go	 on.	 For	 the	 thousandth	 time	 she
groaned:	"Oh,	why	didn't	I	keep	account	of	my	money?"
After	 that	 the	 days	 passed	 so	 swiftly	 she	 scarcely	 had	 time	 to	 think,	 but

several	trips	her	mother	made	to	town,	and	the	assurance	that	everything	was	all
right,	 satisfied	 Elnora.	 She	worked	 very	 hard	 to	 pass	 good	 final	 examinations
and	perfect	herself	for	the	play.	For	two	days	she	had	remained	in	town	with	the
Bird	Woman	in	order	to	spend	more	time	practising	and	at	her	work.
Often	Margaret	 had	 asked	 about	 her	 dresses	 for	 graduation,	 and	Elnora	 had

replied	that	they	were	with	a	woman	in	the	city	who	had	made	her	a	white	dress
for	last	year's	Commencement	when	she	was	a	junior	usher,	and	they	would	be
all	 right.	So	Margaret,	Wesley,	and	Billy	concerned	 themselves	over	what	 they



would	give	her	for	a	present.	Margaret	suggested	a	beautiful	dress.	Wesley	said
that	would	 look	 to	 every	one	as	 if	 she	needed	dresses.	The	 thing	was	 to	get	 a
handsome	gift	like	all	the	others	would	have.	Billy	wanted	to	present	her	a	five-
dollar	gold	piece	to	buy	music	for	her	violin.	He	was	positive	Elnora	would	like
that	best	of	anything.
It	was	toward	the	close	of	the	term	when	they	drove	to	town	one	evening	to

try	to	settle	this	important	question.	They	knew	Mrs.	Comstock	had	been	alone
several	days,	so	 they	asked	her	 to	accompany	them.	She	had	been	more	lonely
than	she	would	admit,	filled	with	unusual	unrest	besides,	and	so	she	was	glad	to
go.	But	before	they	had	driven	a	mile	Billy	had	told	that	they	were	going	to	buy
Elnora	a	graduation	present,	 and	Mrs.	Comstock	devoutly	wished	 that	 she	had
remained	 at	 home.	 She	was	 prepared	when	Billy	 asked:	 "Aunt	Kate,	what	 are
you	going	to	give	Elnora	when	she	graduates?"
"Plenty	to	eat,	a	good	bed	to	sleep	in,	and	do	all	the	work	while	she	trollops,"

answered	Mrs.	Comstock	dryly.
Billy	reflected.	"I	guess	all	of	them	have	that,"	he	said.	"I	mean	a	present	you

buy	at	the	store,	like	Christmas?"
"It	 is	only	rich	folks	who	buy	presents	at	stores,"	 replied	Mrs.	Comstock.	"I

can't	afford	it."
"Well,	we	ain't	 rich,"	he	said,	"but	we	are	going	to	buy	Elnora	something	as

fine	as	the	rest	of	them	have	if	we	sell	a	corner	of	the	farm.	Uncle	Wesley	said
so."
"A	fool	and	his	land	are	soon	parted,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock	tersely.	Wesley	and

Billy	laughed,	but	Margaret	did	not	enjoy	the	remark.
While	 they	 were	 searching	 the	 stores	 for	 something	 on	 which	 all	 of	 them

could	decide,	and	Margaret	was	holding	Billy	to	keep	him	from	saying	anything
before	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 about	 the	 music	 on	 which	 he	 was	 determined,	 Mr.
Brownlee	met	Wesley	and	stopped	to	shake	hands.
"I	see	your	boy	came	out	finely,"	he	said.
"I	don't	allow	any	boy	anywhere	to	be	finer	than	Billy,"	said	Wesley.
"I	guess	you	don't	allow	any	girl	to	surpass	Elnora,"	said	Mr.	Brownlee.	"She

comes	home	with	Ellen	often,	and	my	wife	and	I	love	her.	Ellen	says	she	is	great
in	her	part	to-night.	Best	thing	in	the	whole	play!	Of	course,	you	are	in	to	see	it!
If	you	haven't	 reserved	seats,	you'd	better	start	pretty	soon,	for	 the	high	school
auditorium	only	seats	a	thousand.	It's	always	jammed	at	these	home-talent	plays.
All	of	us	want	to	see	how	our	children	perform."
"Why	 yes,	 of	 course,"	 said	 the	 bewildered	 Wesley.	 Then	 he	 hurried	 to

Margaret.	"Say,"	he	said,	"there	is	going	to	be	a	play	at	the	high	school	to-night;
and	Elnora	is	in	it.	Why	hasn't	she	told	us?"



"I	don't	know,"	said	Margaret,	"but	I'm	going."
"So	am	I,"	said	Billy.
"Me	too!"	said	Wesley,	"unless	you	think	for	some	reason	she	doesn't	want	us.

Looks	like	she	would	have	told	us	if	she	had.	I'm	going	to	ask	her	mother."
"Yes,	 that's	what's	she's	been	staying	 in	 town	for,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"It's

some	sort	of	a	 swindle	 to	 raise	money	 for	her	class	 to	buy	some	silly	 thing	 to
stick	up	in	the	school	house	hall	to	remember	them	by.	I	don't	know	whether	it's
now	or	next	week,	but	there's	something	of	the	kind	to	be	done."
"Well,	it's	to-night,"	said	Wesley,	"and	we	are	going.	It's	my	treat,	and	we've

got	to	hurry	or	we	won't	get	in.	There	are	reserved	seats,	and	we	have	none,	so
it's	the	gallery	for	us,	but	I	don't	care	so	I	get	to	take	one	good	peep	at	Elnora."
"S'pose	she	plays?"	whispered	Margaret	in	his	ear.
"Aw,	tush!	She	couldn't!"	said	Wesley.
"Well,	she's	been	doing	it	three	years	in	the	orchestra,	and	working	like	a	slave

at	it."
"Oh,	 well	 that's	 different.	 She's	 in	 the	 play	 to-night.	 Brownlee	 told	 me	 so.

Come	on,	quick!	We'll	drive	and	hitch	closest	place	we	can	find	to	the	building."
Margaret	went	in	the	excitement	of	the	moment,	but	she	was	troubled.
When	 they	 reached	 the	building	Wesley	 tied	 the	 team	 to	 a	 railing	 and	Billy

sprang	out	to	help	Margaret.	Mrs.	Comstock	sat	still.
"Come	on,	Kate,"	said	Wesley,	reaching	his	hand.
"I'm	 not	 going	 anywhere,"	 said	 Mrs.	 Comstock,	 settling	 comfortably	 back

against	the	cushions.
All	of	 them	begged	and	pleaded,	but	 it	was	no	use.	Not	an	 inch	would	Mrs.

Comstock	budge.	The	night	was	warm	and	the	carriage	comfortable,	the	horses
were	securely	hitched.	She	did	not	care	to	see	what	idiotic	thing	a	pack	of	school
children	were	doing,	she	would	wait	until	the	Sintons	returned.	Wesley	told	her	it
might	be	two	hours,	and	she	said	she	did	not	care	if	it	were	four,	so	they	left	her.
"Did	you	ever	see	such——?"
"Cookies!"	cried	Billy.
"Such	blamed	stubbornness	in	all	your	life?"	demanded	Wesley.	"Won't	come

to	see	as	fine	a	girl	as	Elnora	in	a	stage	performance.	Why,	I	wouldn't	miss	it	for
fifty	dollars!
"I	think	it's	a	blessing	she	didn't,"	said	Margaret	placidly.	"I	begged	unusually

hard	so	she	wouldn't.	I'm	scared	of	my	life	for	fear	Elnora	will	play."
They	found	seats	near	the	door	where	they	could	see	fairly	well.	Billy	stood	at

the	back	of	 the	hall	and	had	a	good	view.	By	and	by,	a	great	volume	of	sound
welled	from	the	orchestra,	but	Elnora	was	not	playing.
"Told	you	so!"	said	Sinton.	"Got	a	notion	to	go	out	and	see	if	Kate	won't	come



now.	She	can	take	my	seat,	and	I'll	stand	with	Billy."
"You	sit	still!"	said	Margaret	emphatically.	"This	is	not	over	yet."
So	Wesley	remained	in	his	seat.	The	play	opened	and	progressed	very	much	as

all	high	school	plays	have	gone	for	the	past	fifty	years.	But	Elnora	did	not	appear
in	any	of	the	scenes.
Out	in	the	warm	summer	night	a	sour,	grim	woman	nursed	an	aching	heart	and

tried	to	 justify	herself.	The	effort	 irritated	her	 intensely.	She	felt	 that	she	could
not	afford	the	 things	 that	were	being	done.	The	old	fear	of	 losing	the	 land	that
she	and	Robert	Comstock	had	purchased	and	 started	 clearing	was	 strong	upon
her.	She	was	 thinking	of	 him,	how	 she	needed	him,	when	 the	orchestra	music
poured	 from	 the	open	windows	near	her.	Mrs.	Comstock	endured	 it	 as	 long	as
she	could,	and	then	slipped	from	the	carriage	and	fled	down	the	street.
She	did	not	know	how	far	 she	went	or	how	 long	she	 stayed,	but	everything

was	 still,	 save	 an	occasional	 raised	voice	when	 she	wandered	back.	She	 stood
looking	at	the	building.	Slowly	she	entered	the	wide	gates	and	followed	up	the
walk.	Elnora	had	been	coming	here	for	almost	four	years.	When	Mrs.	Comstock
reached	 the	door	 she	 looked	 inside.	The	wide	hall	was	 lighted	with	electricity,
and	 the	 statuary	 and	 the	 decorations	 of	 the	 walls	 did	 not	 seem	 like	 pieces	 of
foolishness.	 The	 marble	 appeared	 pure,	 white,	 and	 the	 big	 pictures	 most
interesting.	She	walked	 the	 length	 of	 the	 hall	 and	 slowly	 read	 the	 titles	 of	 the
statues	and	 the	names	of	 the	pupils	who	had	donated	 them.	She	 speculated	on
where	the	piece	Elnora's	class	would	buy	could	be	placed	to	advantage.
Then	 she	 wondered	 if	 they	 were	 having	 a	 large	 enough	 audience	 to	 buy

marble.	She	liked	it	better	than	the	bronze,	but	it	looked	as	if	it	cost	more.	How
white	 the	broad	 stairway	was!	Elnora	had	been	 climbing	 those	 stairs	 for	years
and	never	 told	her	 they	were	marble.	Of	 course,	 she	 thought	 they	were	wood.
Probably	 the	 upper	 hall	 was	 even	 grander	 than	 this.	 She	 went	 over	 to	 the
fountain,	 took	a	drink,	climbed	 to	 the	 first	 landing	and	 looked	around	her,	and
then	 without	 thought	 to	 the	 second.	 There	 she	 came	 opposite	 the	 wide-open
doors	 and	 the	 entrance	 to	 the	 auditorium	 packed	 with	 people	 and	 a	 crowd
standing	outside.	When	they	noticed	a	tall	woman	with	white	face	and	hair	and
black	dress,	one	by	one	they	stepped	a	little	aside,	so	that	Mrs.	Comstock	could
see	the	stage.	It	was	covered	with	curtains,	and	no	one	was	doing	anything.	Just
as	she	turned	to	go	a	sound	so	faint	that	every	one	leaned	forward	and	listened,
drifted	down	 the	 auditorium.	 It	was	difficult	 to	 tell	 just	what	 it	was;	 after	 one
instant	half	the	audience	looked	toward	the	windows,	for	it	seemed	only	a	breath
of	wind	rustling	freshly	opened	leaves;	merely	a	hint	of	stirring	air.
Then	 the	curtains	were	 swept	aside	 swiftly.	The	 stage	had	been	 transformed

into	 a	 lovely	 little	 corner	 of	 creation,	where	 trees	 and	 flowers	 grew	 and	moss



carpeted	 the	earth.	A	 soft	wind	blew	and	 it	was	 the	gray	of	dawn.	Suddenly	a
robin	 began	 to	 sing,	 then	 a	 song	 sparrow	 joined	 him,	 and	 then	 several	 orioles
began	talking	at	once.	The	light	grew	stronger,	 the	dew	drops	trembled,	flower
perfume	began	to	creep	out	 to	 the	audience;	 the	air	moved	the	branches	gently
and	a	rooster	crowed.	Then	all	the	scene	was	shaken	with	a	babel	of	bird	notes	in
which	 you	 could	 hear	 a	 cardinal	 whistling,	 and	 a	 blue	 finch	 piping.	 Back
somewhere	 among	 the	 high	 branches	 a	 dove	 cooed	 and	 then	 a	 horse	 neighed
shrilly.	That	 set	 a	 blackbird	 crying,	 "T'check,"	 and	 a	whole	 flock	 answered	 it.
The	 crows	 began	 to	 caw	 and	 a	 lamb	 bleated.	 Then	 the	 grosbeaks,	 chats,	 and
vireos	had	something	to	say,	and	the	sun	rose	higher,	the	light	grew	stronger	and
the	 breeze	 rustled	 the	 treetops	 loudly;	 a	 cow	 bawled	 and	 the	 whole	 barnyard
answered.	 The	 guineas	 were	 clucking,	 the	 turkey	 gobbler	 strutting,	 the	 hens
calling,	 the	 chickens	 cheeping,	 the	 light	 streamed	 down	 straight	 overhead	 and
the	bees	began	 to	hum.	The	air	 stirred	strongly,	and	away	 in	an	unseen	 field	a
reaper	clacked	and	rattled	through	ripening	wheat	while	the	driver	whistled.	An
uneasy	mare	 whickered	 to	 her	 colt,	 the	 colt	 answered,	 and	 the	 light	 began	 to
decline.	Miles	away	a	rooster	crowed	for	twilight,	and	dusk	was	coming	down.
Then	a	catbird	and	a	brown	thrush	sang	against	a	grosbeak	and	a	hermit	thrush.
The	air	was	tremulous	with	heavenly	notes,	the	lights	went	out	in	the	hall,	dusk
swept	across	the	stage,	a	cricket	sang	and	a	katydid	answered,	and	a	wood	pewee
wrung	 the	 heart	with	 its	 lonesome	 cry.	 Then	 a	 night	 hawk	 screamed,	 a	whip-
poor-will	complained,	a	belated	killdeer	swept	the	sky,	and	the	night	wind	sang	a
louder	song.	A	little	screech	owl	tuned	up	in	the	distance,	a	barn	owl	replied,	and
a	great	horned	owl	drowned	both	 their	 voices.	The	moon	 shone	and	 the	 scene
was	warm	with	mellow	 light.	 The	 bird	 voices	 died	 and	 soft	 exquisite	melody
began	 to	 swell	 and	 roll.	 In	 the	 centre	 of	 the	 stage,	 piece	 by	 piece	 the	 grasses,
mosses	and	leaves	dropped	from	an	embankment,	the	foliage	softly	blew	away,
while	plainer	and	plainer	came	the	outlines	of	a	lovely	girl	figure	draped	in	soft
clinging	 green.	 In	 her	 shower	 of	 bright	 hair	 a	 few	 green	 leaves	 and	 white
blossoms	clung,	and	 they	fell	over	her	 robe	down	to	her	 feet.	Her	white	 throat
and	arms	were	bare,	she	leaned	forward	a	little	and	swayed	with	the	melody,	her
eyes	fast	on	the	clouds	above	her,	her	lips	parted,	a	pink	tinge	of	exercise	in	her
cheeks	 as	 she	 drew	 her	 bow.	 She	 played	 as	 only	 a	 peculiar	 chain	 of
circumstances	puts	 it	 in	 the	power	of	a	very	few	to	play.	All	nature	had	grown
still,	 the	 violin	 sobbed,	 sang,	 danced	 and	 quavered	 on	 alone,	 no	 voice	 in
particular;	the	soul	of	the	melody	of	all	nature	combined	in	one	great	outpouring.
At	the	doorway,	a	white-faced	woman	endured	it	as	long	as	she	could	and	then

fell	senseless.	The	men	nearest	carried	her	down	the	hall	to	the	fountain,	revived
her,	 and	 then	 placed	 her	 in	 the	 carriage	 to	 which	 she	 directed	 them.	 The	 girl



played	on	and	never	knew.	When	she	finished,	the	uproar	of	applause	sounded	a
block	 down	 the	 street,	 but	 the	 half-senseless	woman	 scarcely	 realized	what	 it
meant.	Then	the	girl	came	to	the	front	of	the	stage,	bowed,	and	lifting	the	violin
she	 played	 her	 conception	 of	 an	 invitation	 to	 dance.	 Every	 living	 soul	 within
sound	of	her	notes	strained	their	nerves	to	sit	still	and	let	only	their	hearts	dance
with	her.	When	that	began	the	woman	ran	toward	the	country.	She	never	stopped
until	 the	 carriage	 overtook	her	 half-way	 to	 her	 cabin.	She	 said	 she	 had	grown
tired	of	sitting,	and	walked	on	ahead.	That	night	she	asked	Billy	to	remain	with
her	 and	 sleep	 on	Elnora's	 bed.	 Then	 she	 pitched	 headlong	 upon	 her	 own,	 and
suffered	agony	of	soul	such	as	she	never	before	had	known.	The	swamp	had	sent
back	 the	 soul	 of	 her	 loved	 dead	 and	 put	 it	 into	 the	 body	 of	 the	 daughter	 she
resented,	and	it	was	almost	more	than	she	could	endure	and	live.



Chapter		11	
Wherein	 Elnora	 graduates,	 and	 Freckles	 and	 the
Angel	send	gifts
That	was	Friday	night.	Elnora	 came	home	Saturday	morning	 and	began	work.
Mrs.	Comstock	asked	no	questions,	and	the	girl	only	told	her	that	the	audience
had	been	large	enough	to	more	than	pay	for	 the	piece	of	statuary	the	class	had
selected	 for	 the	 hall.	 Then	 she	 inquired	 about	 her	 dresses	 and	 was	 told	 they
would	 be	 ready	 for	 her.	 She	 had	 been	 invited	 to	 go	 to	 the	 Bird	Woman's	 to
prepare	for	both	 the	sermon	and	Commencement	exercises.	Since	 there	was	so
much	practising	 to	do,	 it	had	been	arranged	 that	 she	 should	 remain	 there	 from
the	night	of	the	sermon	until	after	she	was	graduated.	If	Mrs.	Comstock	decided
to	attend	she	was	to	drive	in	with	the	Sintons.	When	Elnora	begged	her	to	come
she	said	she	cared	nothing	about	such	silliness.
It	was	almost	time	for	Wesley	to	come	to	take	Elnora	to	the	city,	when	fresh

from	her	bath,	and	dressed	to	her	outer	garment,	she	stood	with	expectant	face
before	her	mother	and	cried:	"Now	my	dress,	mother!"
Mrs.	Comstock	was	pale	as	she	replied:	"It's	on	my	bed.	Help	yourself."
Elnora	 opened	 the	 door	 and	 stepped	 into	 her	 mother's	 room	 with	 never	 a

misgiving.	Since	the	night	Margaret	and	Wesley	had	brought	her	clothing,	when
she	first	started	to	school,	her	mother	had	selected	all	of	her	dresses,	with	Mrs.
Sinton's	help	made	most	of	them,	and	Elnora	had	paid	the	bills.	The	white	dress
of	the	previous	spring	was	the	first	made	at	a	dressmaker's.	She	had	worn	that	as
junior	usher	at	Commencement;	but	her	mother	had	selected	the	material,	had	it
made,	and	it	had	fitted	perfectly	and	had	been	suitable	in	every	way.	So	with	her
heart	 at	 rest	 on	 that	 point,	 Elnora	 hurried	 to	 the	 bed	 to	 find	 only	 her	 last
summer's	white	dress,	freshly	washed	and	ironed.	For	an	instant	she	stared	at	it,
then	she	picked	up	the	garment,	looked	at	the	bed	beneath	it,	and	her	gaze	slowly
swept	the	room.
It	was	unfamiliar.	Perhaps	this	was	the	third	time	she	had	been	in	it	since	she

was	a	very	small	child.	Her	eyes	ranged	over	the	beautiful	walnut	dresser,	the	tall
bureau,	the	big	chest,	inside	which	she	never	had	seen,	and	the	row	of	masculine
attire	hanging	above	it.	Somewhere	a	dainty	lawn	or	mull	dress	simply	must	be
hanging:	but	it	was	not.	Elnora	dropped	on	the	chest	because	she	felt	too	weak	to



stand.	In	less	than	two	hours	she	must	be	in	the	church,	at	Onabasha.	She	could
not	wear	a	last	year's	washed	dress.	She	had	nothing	else.	She	leaned	against	the
wall	and	her	father's	overcoat	brushed	her	face.	She	caught	the	folds	and	clung	to
it	with	all	her	might.
"Oh	father!	Father!"	she	moaned.	"I	need	you!	I	don't	believe	you	would	have

done	this!"	At	last	she	opened	the	door.
"I	can't	find	my	dress,"	she	said.
"Well,	as	it's	the	only	one	there	I	shouldn't	think	it	would	be	much	trouble."
"You	mean	for	me	to	wear	an	old	washed	dress	to-night?"
"It's	a	good	dress.	There	isn't	a	hole	in	it!	There's	no	reason	on	earth	why	you

shouldn't	wear	it."
"Except	 that	 I	 will	 not,"	 said	 Elnora.	 "Didn't	 you	 provide	 any	 dress	 for

Commencement,	either?"
"If	you	soil	that	to-night,	I've	plenty	of	time	to	wash	it	again."
Wesley's	voice	called	from	the	gate.
"In	a	minute,"	answered	Elnora.
She	ran	upstairs	and	in	an	incredibly	short	time	came	down	wearing	one	of	her

gingham	school	dresses.	Her	face	cold	and	hard,	she	passed	her	mother	and	went
into	the	night.	Half	an	hour	later	Margaret	and	Billy	stopped	for	Mrs.	Comstock
with	 the	 carriage.	She	had	determined	 fully	 that	 she	would	not	go	before	 they
called.	With	the	sound	of	their	voices	a	sort	of	horror	of	being	left	seized	her,	so
she	put	on	her	hat,	locked	the	door	and	went	out	to	them.
"How	did	Elnora	look?"	inquired	Margaret	anxiously.
"Like	she	always	does,"	answered	Mrs.	Comstock	curtly.
"I	 do	hope	her	dresses	 are	 as	pretty	 as	 the	others,"	 said	Margaret.	 "None	of

them	will	have	prettier	faces	or	nicer	ways."
Wesley	was	waiting	before	 the	big	church	 to	 take	care	of	 the	 team.	As	 they

stood	 watching	 the	 people	 enter	 the	 building,	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 felt	 herself
growing	 ill.	When	 they	 went	 inside	 among	 the	 lights,	 saw	 the	 flower-decked
stage,	 and	 the	masses	 of	 finely	 dressed	 people,	 she	 grew	 no	 better.	 She	 could
hear	Margaret	and	Billy	softly	commenting	on	what	was	being	done.
"That	first	chair	in	the	very	front	row	is	Elnora's,"	exulted	Billy,	"cos	she's	got

the	highest	grades,	and	so	she	gets	to	lead	the	procession	to	the	platform."
"The	 first	 chair!"	 "Lead	 the	procession!"	Mrs.	Comstock	was	dumbfounded.

The	notes	of	 the	pipe	organ	began	 to	 fill	 the	building	 in	a	 slow	rolling	march.
Would	Elnora	lead	the	procession	in	a	gingham	dress?	Or	would	she	be	absent
and	her	chair	vacant	on	this	great	occasion?	For	now,	Mrs.	Comstock	could	see
that	it	was	a	great	occasion.	Every	one	would	remember	how	Elnora	had	played
a	few	nights	before,	and	they	would	miss	her	and	pity	her.	Pity?	Because	she	had



no	one	to	care	for	her.	Because	she	was	worse	off	than	if	she	had	no	mother.	For
the	 first	 time	 in	 her	 life,	Mrs.	 Comstock	 began	 to	 study	 herself	 as	 she	would
appear	to	others.	Every	time	a	junior	girl	came	fluttering	down	the	aisle,	leading
some	one	to	a	seat,	and	Mrs.	Comstock	saw	a	beautiful	white	dress	pass,	a	wave
of	positive	illness	swept	over	her.	What	had	she	done?	What	would	become	of
Elnora?
As	Elnora	rode	to	the	city,	she	answered	Wesley's	questions	in	monosyllables

so	that	he	thought	she	was	nervous	or	rehearsing	her	speech	and	did	not	care	to
talk.	Several	times	the	girl	tried	to	tell	him	and	realized	that	if	she	said	the	first
word	 it	would	 bring	 uncontrollable	 tears.	 The	Bird	Woman	 opened	 the	 screen
and	stared	unbelievingly.
"Why,	I	thought	you	would	be	ready;	you	are	so	late!"	she	said.	"If	you	have

waited	to	dress	here,	we	must	hurry."
"I	have	nothing	to	put	on,"	said	Elnora.
In	bewilderment	the	Bird	Woman	drew	her	inside.
"Did—did—"	she	faltered.	"Did	you	think	you	would	wear	that?"
"No.	I	thought	I	would	telephone	Ellen	that	there	had	been	an	accident	and	I

could	not	come.	I	don't	know	yet	how	to	explain.	I'm	too	sick	to	think.	Oh,	do
you	suppose	I	can	get	something	made	by	Tuesday,	so	that	I	can	graduate?"
"Yes;	 and	 you'll	 get	 something	 on	 you	 to-night,	 so	 that	 you	 can	 lead	 your

class,	as	you	have	done	for	four	years.	Go	to	my	room	and	take	off	that	gingham,
quickly.	Anna,	drop	everything,	and	come	help	me."
The	Bird	Woman	ran	to	the	telephone	and	called	Ellen	Brownlee.
"Elnora	has	had	an	accident.	She	will	be	a	little	late,"	she	said.	"You	have	got

to	make	them	wait.	Have	them	play	extra	music	before	the	march."
Then	she	turned	to	the	maid.	"Tell	Benson	to	have	the	carriage	at	the	gate,	just

as	soon	as	he	can	get	it	there.	Then	come	to	my	room.	Bring	the	thread	box	from
the	sewing-room,	that	roll	of	wide	white	ribbon	on	the	cutting	table,	and	gather
all	 the	 white	 pins	 from	 every	 dresser	 in	 the	 house.	 But	 first	 come	with	me	 a
minute."
"I	want	that	trunk	with	the	Swamp	Angel's	stuff	in	it,	from	the	cedar	closet,"

she	panted	as	they	reached	the	top	of	the	stairs.
They	 hurried	 down	 the	 hall	 together	 and	 dragged	 the	 big	 trunk	 to	 the	 Bird

Woman's	room.	She	opened	it	and	began	tossing	out	white	stuff.
"How	 lucky	 that	 she	 left	 these	 things!"	 she	 cried.	 "Here	 are	 white	 shoes,

gloves,	stockings,	fans,	everything!"
"I	am	all	ready	but	a	dress,"	said	Elnora.
The	Bird	Woman	began	opening	closets	and	pulling	out	drawers	and	boxes.
"I	think	I	can	make	it	this	way,"	she	said.



She	snatched	up	a	creamy	lace	yoke	with	long	sleeves	that	recently	had	been
made	for	her	and	held	it	out.	Elnora	slipped	into	it,	and	the	Bird	Woman	began
smoothing	 out	 wrinkles	 and	 sewing	 in	 pins.	 It	 fitted	 very	 well	 with	 a	 little
lapping	 in	 the	 back.	 Next,	 from	 among	 the	 Angel's	 clothing	 she	 caught	 up	 a
white	silk	waist	with	 low	neck	and	elbow	sleeves,	and	Elnora	put	 it	on.	It	was
large	enough,	but	distressingly	short	in	the	waist,	for	the	Angel	had	worn	it	at	a
party	when	she	was	sixteen.	The	Bird	Woman	loosened	the	sleeves	and	pushed
them	to	a	puff	on	the	shoulders,	catching	them	in	places	with	pins.	She	began	on
the	wide	draping	of	the	yoke,	fastening	it	front,	back	and	at	each	shoulder.	She
pulled	down	 the	waist	and	pinned	 it.	Next	came	a	soft	white	dress	skirt	of	her
own.	 By	 pinning	 her	 waist	 band	 quite	 four	 inches	 above	 Elnora's,	 the	 Bird
Woman	could	 secure	a	perfect	Empire	 sweep,	with	 the	clinging	 silk.	Then	she
began	with	the	wide	white	ribbon	that	was	to	trim	a	new	frock	for	herself,	bound
it	 three	 times	around	the	high	waist	effect	she	had	managed,	 tied	 the	ends	 in	a
knot	and	let	them	fall	to	the	floor	in	a	beautiful	sash.
"I	want	four	white	roses,	each	with	two	or	three	leaves,"	she	cried.
Anna	ran	to	bring	them,	while	the	Bird	Woman	added	pins.
"Elnora,"	she	said,	"forgive	me,	but	tell	me	truly.	Is	your	mother	so	poor	as	to

make	this	necessary?"
"No,"	 answered	 Elnora.	 "Next	 year	 I	 am	 heir	 to	 my	 share	 of	 over	 three

hundred	 acres	 of	 land	 covered	 with	 almost	 as	 valuable	 timber	 as	 was	 in	 the
Limberlost.	We	adjoin	it.	There	could	be	thirty	oil	wells	drilled	that	would	yield
to	us	the	thousands	our	neighbours	are	draining	from	under	us,	and	the	bare	land
is	worth	over	one	hundred	dollars	an	acre	for	farming.	She	is	not	poor,	she	is—I
don't	 know	 what	 she	 is.	 A	 great	 trouble	 soured	 and	 warped	 her.	 It	 made	 her
peculiar.	She	does	not	in	the	least	understand,	but	it	is	because	she	doesn't	care
to,	instead	of	ignorance.	She	does	not——"
Elnora	stopped.
"She	is—is	different,"	finished	the	girl.
Anna	came	with	the	roses.	The	Bird	Woman	set	one	on	the	front	of	the	draped

yoke,	one	on	each	shoulder	and	the	last	among	the	bright	masses	of	brown	hair.
Then	she	turned	the	girl	facing	the	tall	mirror.
"Oh!"	panted	Elnora.	 "You	are	a	genius!	Why,	 I	will	 look	as	well	 as	any	of

them."
"Thank	goodness	for	that!"	cried	the	Bird	Woman.	"If	it	wouldn't	do,	I	should

have	been	ill.	You	are	lovely;	altogether	lovely!	Ordinarily	I	shouldn't	say	that;
but	when	I	think	of	how	you	are	carpentered,	I'm	admiring	the	result."
The	organ	began	rolling	out	the	march	as	they	came	in	sight.	Elnora	took	her

place	at	the	head	of	the	procession,	while	every	one	wondered.	Secretly	they	had



hoped	 that	 she	would	be	dressed	well	 enough,	 that	 she	would	not	 appear	poor
and	 neglected.	 What	 this	 radiant	 young	 creature,	 gowned	 in	 the	 most	 recent
style,	 her	 smooth	 skin	 flushed	 with	 excitement,	 and	 a	 rose-set	 coronet	 of	 red
gold	on	her	head,	had	to	do	with	the	girl	they	knew	was	difficult	to	decide.	The
signal	was	given	and	Elnora	began	the	slow	march	across	the	vestry	and	down
the	aisle.	The	music	welled	softly,	and	Margaret	began	to	sob	without	knowing
why.
Mrs.	Comstock	 gripped	 her	 hands	 together	 and	 shut	 her	 eyes.	 It	 seemed	 an

eternity	to	the	suffering	woman	before	Margaret	caught	her	arm	and	whispered,
"Oh,	Kate!	For	any	sake	look	at	her!	Here!	The	aisle	across!"
Mrs.	Comstock	opened	her	eyes	and	directing	them	where	she	was	told,	gazed

intently,	and	slid	down	in	her	seat	close	to	collapse.	She	was	saved	by	Margaret's
tense	clasp	and	her	command:	"Here!	Idiot!	Stop	that!"
In	 the	 blaze	 of	 light	 Elnora	 climbed	 the	 steps	 to	 the	 palm-embowered

platform,	crossed	 it	 and	 took	her	place.	Sixty	young	men	and	women,	 each	of
them	 dressed	 the	 best	 possible,	 followed	 her.	 There	 were	 manly,	 fine-looking
men	in	that	class	which	Elnora	led.	There	were	girls	of	beauty	and	grace,	but	not
one	of	them	was	handsomer	or	clothed	in	better	taste	than	she.
Billy	thought	the	time	never	would	come	when	Elnora	would	see	him,	but	at

last	she	met	his	eye,	then	Margaret	and	Wesley	had	faint	signs	of	recognition	in
turn,	but	there	was	no	softening	of	the	girl's	face	and	no	hint	of	a	smile	when	she
saw	her	mother.
Heartsick,	Katharine	Comstock	tried	to	prove	to	herself	that	she	was	justified

in	what	she	had	done,	but	she	could	not.	She	tried	to	blame	Elnora	for	not	saying
that	she	was	to	lead	a	procession	and	sit	on	a	platform	in	the	sight	of	hundreds	of
people;	but	that	was	impossible,	for	she	realized	that	she	would	have	scoffed	and
not	 understood	 if	 she	 had	 been	 told.	 Her	 heart	 pained	 until	 she	 suffered	with
every	breath.
When	at	 last	 the	exercises	were	over	she	climbed	 into	 the	carriage	and	rode

home	without	 a	word.	She	did	not	 hear	what	Margaret	 and	Billy	were	 saying.
She	 scarcely	 heard	Wesley,	 who	 drove	 behind,	 when	 he	 told	 her	 that	 Elnora
would	 not	 be	 home	 until	Wednesday.	 Early	 the	 next	morning	Mrs.	 Comstock
was	on	her	way	to	Onabasha.	She	was	waiting	when	the	Brownlee	store	opened.
She	examined	ready-made	white	dresses,	but	they	had	only	one	of	the	right	size,
and	it	was	marked	forty	dollars.	Mrs.	Comstock	did	not	hesitate	over	the	price,
but	 whether	 the	 dress	 would	 be	 suitable.	 She	 would	 have	 to	 ask	 Elnora.	 She
inquired	her	way	to	the	home	of	the	Bird	Woman	and	knocked.
"Is	Elnora	Comstock	here?"	she	asked	the	maid.
"Yes,	but	she	is	still	in	bed.	I	was	told	to	let	her	sleep	as	long	as	she	would."



"Maybe	I	could	sit	here	and	wait,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"I	want	to	see	about
getting	her	a	dress	for	to-morrow.	I	am	her	mother."
"Then	you	don't	need	wait	or	worry,"	said	the	girl	cheerfully.	"There	are	two

women	up	 in	 the	sewing-room	at	work	on	a	dress	 for	her	 right	now.	 It	will	be
done	in	time,	and	it	will	be	a	beauty."
Mrs.	Comstock	 turned	and	 trudged	back	 to	 the	Limberlost.	The	bitterness	 in

her	soul	became	a	physical	actuality,	which	water	would	not	wash	from	her	lips.
She	was	too	late!	She	was	not	needed.	Another	woman	was	mothering	her	girl.
Another	woman	would	 prepare	 a	 beautiful	 dress	 such	 as	Elnora	 had	worn	 the
previous	 night.	 The	 girl's	 love	 and	 gratitude	would	 go	 to	 her.	Mrs.	 Comstock
tried	the	old	process	of	blaming	some	one	else,	but	she	felt	no	better.	She	nursed
her	grief	as	closely	as	ever	 in	 the	 long	days	of	 the	girl's	absence.	She	brooded
over	Elnora's	possession	of	the	forbidden	violin	and	her	ability	to	play	it	until	the
performance	could	not	have	been	told	from	her	father's.	She	tried	every	refuge
her	mind	could	conjure,	to	quiet	her	heart	and	remove	the	fear	that	the	girl	never
would	come	home	again,	but	 it	persisted.	Mrs.	Comstock	could	neither	eat	nor
sleep.	 She	wandered	 around	 the	 cabin	 and	 garden.	 She	 kept	 far	 from	 the	 pool
where	Robert	Comstock	had	sunk	 from	sight	 for	 she	 felt	 that	 it	would	entomb
her	 also	 if	 Elnora	 did	 not	 come	 home	Wednesday	 morning.	 The	 mother	 told
herself	 that	 she	would	wait,	but	 the	waiting	was	as	bitter	 as	 anything	 she	ever
had	known.
When	Elnora	awoke	Monday	another	dress	was	in	the	hands	of	a	seamstress

and	was	soon	fitted.	It	had	belonged	to	the	Angel,	and	was	a	soft	white	thing	that
with	a	 little	alteration	would	serve	admirably	for	Commencement	and	 the	ball.
All	 that	 day	 Elnora	worked,	 helping	 prepare	 the	 auditorium	 for	 the	 exercises,
rehearsing	the	march	and	the	speech	she	was	to	make	in	behalf	of	the	class.	The
following	day	was	even	busier.	But	her	mind	was	at	rest,	for	the	dress	was	a	soft
delicate	lace	easy	to	change,	and	the	marks	of	alteration	impossible	to	detect.
The	Bird	Woman	had	telephoned	to	Grand	Rapids,	explained	the	situation	and

asked	 the	 Angel	 if	 she	 might	 use	 it.	 The	 reply	 had	 been	 to	 give	 the	 girl	 the
contents	of	the	chest.	When	the	Bird	Woman	told	Elnora,	tears	filled	her	eyes.
"I	will	write	at	once	and	 thank	her,"	she	said.	"With	all	her	beautiful	gowns

she	does	not	need	 them,	and	 I	do.	They	will	 serve	 for	me	often,	 and	be	much
finer	than	anything	I	could	afford.	It	is	lovely	of	her	to	give	me	the	dress	and	of
you	to	have	it	altered	for	me,	as	I	never	could."
The	Bird	Woman	laughed.	"I	feel	religious	to-day,"	she	said.	"You	know	the

first	and	greatest	rock	of	my	salvation	is	'Do	unto	others.'	I'm	only	doing	to	you
what	there	was	no	one	to	do	for	me	when	I	was	a	girl	very	like	you.	Anna	tells
me	 your	 mother	 was	 here	 early	 this	 morning	 and	 that	 she	 came	 to	 see	 about



getting	you	a	dress."
"She	 is	 too	 late!"	 said	Elnora	 coldly.	 "She	had	 over	 a	month	 to	 prepare	my

dresses,	and	I	was	to	pay	for	them,	so	there	is	no	excuse."
"Nevertheless,	 she	 is	 your	 mother,"	 said	 the	 Bird	 Woman,	 softly.	 "I	 think

almost	any	kind	of	a	mother	must	be	better	than	none	at	all,	and	you	say	she	has
had	great	trouble."
"She	loved	my	father	and	he	died,"	said	Elnora.	"The	same	thing,	in	quite	as

tragic	a	manner,	has	happened	to	thousands	of	other	women,	and	they	have	gone
on	 with	 calm	 faces	 and	 found	 happiness	 in	 life	 by	 loving	 others.	 There	 was
something	else	I	am	afraid	I	never	shall	forget;	this	I	know	I	shall	not,	but	talking
does	not	help.	I	must	deliver	my	presents	and	photographs	to	the	crowd.	I	have	a
picture	and	I	made	a	present	for	you,	too,	if	you	would	care	for	them."
"I	shall	love	anything	you	give	me,"	said	the	Bird	Woman.	"I	know	you	well

enough	to	know	that	whatever	you	do	will	be	beautiful."
Elnora	was	pleased	over	that,	and	as	she	tried	on	her	dress	for	the	last	fitting

she	was	really	happy.	She	was	lovely	in	the	dainty	gown:	it	would	serve	finely
for	the	ball	and	many	other	like	occasions,	and	it	was	her	very	own.
The	Bird	Woman's	driver	took	Elnora	in	the	carriage	and	she	called	on	all	the

girls	with	whom	she	was	especially	intimate,	and	left	her	picture	and	the	package
containing	 her	 gift	 to	 them.	 By	 the	 time	 she	 returned	 parcels	 for	 her	 were
arriving.	Friends	seemed	to	spring	from	everywhere.	Almost	every	one	she	knew
had	some	gift	for	her,	while	because	they	so	loved	her	the	members	of	her	crowd
had	 made	 her	 beautiful	 presents.	 There	 were	 books,	 vases,	 silver	 pieces,
handkerchiefs,	 fans,	 boxes	 of	 flowers	 and	 candy.	 One	 big	 package	 settled	 the
trouble	 at	Sinton's,	 for	 it	 contained	a	dainty	dress	 from	Margaret,	 a	 five-dollar
gold	 piece,	 conspicuously	 labelled,	 "I	 earned	 this	 myself,"	 from	 Billy,	 with
which	to	buy	music;	and	a	gorgeous	cut-glass	perfume	bottle,	it	would	have	cost
five	dollars	to	fill	with	even	a	moderate-priced	scent,	from	Wesley.
In	an	expressed	crate	was	a	fine	curly-maple	dressing	table,	sent	by	Freckles.

The	drawers	were	filled	with	wonderful	toilet	articles	from	the	Angel.	The	Bird
Woman	 added	 an	 embroidered	 linen	 cover	 and	 a	 small	 silver	 vase	 for	 a	 few
flowers,	so	no	girl	of	the	class	had	finer	gifts.	Elnora	laid	her	head	on	the	table
sobbing	 happily,	 and	 the	 Bird	 Woman	 was	 almost	 crying	 herself.	 Professor
Henley	sent	a	butterfly	book,	the	grade	rooms	in	which	Elnora	had	taught	gave
her	a	set	of	volumes	covering	every	phase	of	life	afield,	in	the	woods,	and	water.
Elnora	had	no	 time	 to	 read	 so	 she	 carried	one	of	 these	books	 around	with	her
hugging	it	as	she	went.	After	she	had	gone	to	dress	a	queer-looking	package	was
brought	by	a	small	boy	who	hopped	on	one	foot	as	he	handed	it	in	and	said:	"Tell
Elnora	that	is	from	her	ma."



"Who	are	you?"	asked	the	Bird	Woman	as	she	took	the	bundle.
"I'm	Billy!"	announced	the	boy.	"I	gave	her	the	five	dollars.	I	earned	it	myself

dropping	corn,	sticking	onions,	and	pulling	weeds.	My,	but	you	got	to	drop,	and
stick,	and	pull	a	lot	before	it's	five	dollars'	worth."
"Would	you	like	to	come	in	and	see	Elnora's	gifts?"
"Yes,	ma'am!"	said	Billy,	trying	to	stand	quietly.
"Gee-mentley!"	he	gasped.	"Does	Elnora	get	all	this?"
"Yes."
"I	bet	you	a	thousand	dollars	I	be	first	in	my	class	when	I	graduate.	Say,	have

the	others	got	a	lot	more	than	Elnora?"
"I	think	not."
"Well,	Uncle	Wesley	said	to	find	out	if	I	could,	and	if	she	didn't	have	as	much

as	the	rest,	he'd	buy	till	she	did,	 if	 it	 took	a	hundred	dollars.	Say,	you	ought	to
know	him!	He's	just	scrumptious!	There	ain't	anybody	any	where	finer	'an	he	is.
My,	he's	grand!"
"I'm	very	sure	of	it!"	said	the	Bird	Woman.	"I've	often	heard	Elnora	say	so."
"I	 bet	 you	 nobody	 can	 beat	 this!"	 he	 boasted.	 Then	 he	 stopped,	 thinking

deeply.	"I	don't	know,	though,"	he	began	reflectively.	"Some	of	them	are	awful
rich;	they	got	big	families	to	give	them	things	and	wagon	loads	of	friends,	and	I
haven't	seen	what	they	have.	Now,	maybe	Elnora	is	getting	left,	after	all!"
"Don't	worry,	Billy,"	she	said.	"I	will	watch,	and	if	I	find	Elnora	is	'getting	left'

I'll	 buy	 her	 some	more	 things	myself.	 But	 I'm	 sure	 she	 is	 not.	 She	 has	 more
beautiful	gifts	now	 than	she	will	know	what	 to	do	with,	and	others	will	come.
Tell	your	Uncle	Wesley	his	girl	is	bountifully	remembered,	very	happy,	and	she
sends	her	dearest	love	to	all	of	you.	Now	you	must	go,	so	I	can	help	her	dress.
You	will	be	there	to-night	of	course?"
"Yes,	sir-ee!	She	got	me	a	seat,	third	row	from	the	front,	middle	section,	so	I

can	see,	and	she's	going	to	wink	at	me,	after	she	gets	her	speech	off	her	mind.
She	kissed	me,	too!	She's	a	perfect	lady,	Elnora	is.	I'm	going	to	marry	her	when	I
am	big	enough."
"Why	isn't	that	splendid!"	laughed	the	Bird	Woman	as	she	hurried	upstairs.
"Dear!"	she	called.	"Here	is	another	gift	for	you."
Elnora	 was	 half	 disrobed	 as	 she	 took	 the	 package	 and,	 sitting	 on	 a	 couch,

opened	it.	The	Bird	Woman	bent	over	her	and	tested	the	fabric	with	her	fingers.
"Why,	bless	my	soul!"	she	cried.	"Hand-woven,	hand-embroidered	linen,	fine

as	 silk.	 It's	 priceless'	 I	 haven't	 seen	 such	 things	 in	 years.	 My	 mother	 had
garments	 like	 those	 when	 I	 was	 a	 child,	 but	 my	 sisters	 had	 them	 cut	 up	 for
collars,	belts,	and	fancy	waists	while	I	was	small.	Look	at	the	exquisite	work!"
"Where	could	it	have	come	from?"	cried	Elnora.



She	shook	out	a	petticoat,	with	a	hand-wrought	ruffle	a	foot	deep,	then	an	old-
fashioned	 chemise	 the	 neck	 and	 sleeve	 work	 of	 which	 was	 elaborate	 and
perfectly	wrought.	On	the	breast	was	pinned	a	note	that	she	hastily	opened.
"I	was	married	in	these,"	it	read,	"and	I	had	intended	to	be	buried	in	them,	but

perhaps	it	would	be	more	sensible	for	you	to	graduate	and	get	married	in	them
yourself,	if	you	like.	Your	mother."
"From	my	mother!"	Wide-eyed,	Elnora	looked	at	the	Bird	Woman.	"I	never	in

my	life	saw	the	like.	Mother	does	things	I	think	I	never	can	forgive,	and	when	I
feel	hardest,	she	turns	around	and	does	something	that	makes	me	think	she	just
must	love	me	a	little	bit,	after	all.	Any	of	the	girls	would	give	almost	anything	to
graduate	in	hand-embroidered	linen	like	that.	Money	can't	buy	such	things.	And
they	 came	 when	 I	 was	 thinking	 she	 didn't	 care	 what	 became	 of	 me.	 Do	 you
suppose	she	can	be	insane?"
"Yes,"	said	the	Bird	Woman.	"Wildly	insane,	if	she	does	not	love	you	and	care

what	becomes	of	you."
Elnora	 arose	 and	 held	 the	 petticoat	 to	 her.	 "Will	 you	 look	 at	 it?"	 she	 cried.

"Only	 imagine	 her	 not	 getting	 my	 dress	 ready,	 and	 then	 sending	 me	 such	 a
petticoat	as	this!	Ellen	would	pay	fifty	dollars	for	it	and	never	blink.	I	suppose
mother	has	had	it	all	my	life,	and	I	never	saw	it	before."
"Go	 take	your	bath	and	put	on	 those	 things,"	 said	 the	Bird	Woman.	 "Forget

everything	 and	 be	 happy.	 She	 is	 not	 insane.	 She	 is	 embittered.	 She	 did	 not
understand	how	 things	would	be.	When	 she	 saw,	 she	 came	 at	 once	 to	 provide
you	a	dress.	This	is	her	way	of	saying	she	is	sorry	she	did	not	get	the	other.	You
notice	she	has	not	spent	any	money,	so	perhaps	she	is	quite	honest	in	saying	she
has	none."
"Oh,	she	is	honest!"	said	Elnora.	"She	wouldn't	care	enough	to	tell	an	untruth.

She'd	say	just	how	things	were,	no	matter	what	happened."
Soon	Elnora	was	ready	for	her	dress.	She	never	had	looked	so	well	as	when

she	 again	headed	 the	processional	 across	 the	 flower	 and	palm	decked	 stage	of
the	 high	 school	 auditorium.	As	 she	 sat	 there	 she	 could	have	 reached	over	 and
dropped	 a	 rose	 she	 carried	 into	 the	 seat	 she	 had	 occupied	 that	 September
morning	when	she	entered	the	high	school.	She	spoke	the	few	words	she	had	to
say	in	behalf	of	the	class	beautifully,	had	the	tiny	wink	ready	for	Billy,	and	the
smile	and	nod	of	recognition	for	Wesley	and	Margaret.	When	at	last	she	looked
into	the	eyes	of	a	white-faced	woman	next	them,	she	slipped	a	hand	to	her	side
and	 raised	her	 skirt	 the	 fraction	of	 an	 inch,	 just	 enough	 to	 let	 the	embroidered
edge	of	a	petticoat	show	a	trifle.	When	she	saw	the	look	of	relief	which	flooded
her	mother's	 face,	Elnora	knew	 that	 forgiveness	was	 in	her	 heart,	 and	 that	 she
would	go	home	in	the	morning.



It	was	 late	afternoon	before	 she	arrived,	 and	a	dray	 followed	with	a	 load	of
packages.	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 was	 overwhelmed.	 She	 sat	 half	 dazed	 and	 made
Elnora	 show	 her	 each	 costly	 and	 beautiful	 or	 simple	 and	 useful	 gift,	 tell	 her
carefully	what	it	was	and	from	where	it	came.	She	studied	the	faces	of	Elnora's
particular	friends.	The	gifts	from	them	had	to	be	set	in	a	group.	Several	times	she
started	 to	 speak	 and	 then	 stopped.	At	 last,	 between	her	 dry	 lips,	 came	 a	 harsh
whisper.
"Elnora,	what	did	you	give	back	for	these	things?"
"I'll	 show	 you,"	 said	 Elnora	 cheerfully.	 "I	made	 the	 same	 gifts	 for	 the	Bird

Woman,	Aunt	Margaret	and	you	if	you	care	for	it.	But	I	have	to	run	upstairs	to
get	it."
When	 she	 returned	 she	 handed	 her	 mother	 an	 oblong	 frame,	 hand	 carved,

enclosing	Elnora's	picture,	taken	by	a	schoolmate's	camera.	She	wore	her	storm-
coat	and	carried	a	dripping	umbrella.	From	under	it	 looked	her	bright	face;	her
books	and	 lunchbox	were	on	her	arm,	and	across	 the	bottom	of	 the	 frame	was
carved,	"Your	Country	Classmate."
Then	she	offered	another	frame.
"I	 am	 strong	 on	 frames,"	 she	 said.	 "They	 seemed	 to	 be	 the	 best	 I	 could	 do

without	money.	I	located	the	maple	and	the	black	walnut	myself,	in	a	little	corner
that	had	been	overlooked	between	 the	 river	and	 the	ditch.	They	didn't	 seem	 to
belong	to	any	one	so	I	just	took	them.	Uncle	Wesley	said	it	was	all	right,	and	he
cut	 and	 hauled	 them	 for	me.	 I	 gave	 the	mill	 half	 of	 each	 tree	 for	 sawing	 and
curing	 the	 remainder.	Then	I	gave	 the	wood-carver	half	of	 that	 for	making	my
frames.	 A	 photographer	 gave	 me	 a	 lot	 of	 spoiled	 plates,	 and	 I	 boiled	 off	 the
emulsion,	 and	 took	 the	 specimens	 I	 framed	 from	my	 stuff.	 The	man	 said	 the
white	frames	were	worth	three	and	a	half,	and	the	black	ones	five.	I	exchanged
those	little	framed	pictures	for	the	photographs	of	the	others.	For	presents,	I	gave
each	 one	 of	my	 crowd	 one	 like	 this,	 only	 a	 different	moth.	 The	Bird	Woman
gave	me	the	birch	bark.	She	got	it	up	north	last	summer."
Elnora	handed	her	mother	a	handsome	black-walnut	 frame	a	 foot	and	a	half

wide	by	two	long.	It	finished	a	small,	shallow	glass-covered	box	of	birch	bark,	to
the	bottom	of	which	clung	a	big	night	moth	with	delicate	pale	green	wings	and
long	exquisite	trailers.
"So	you	see	I	did	not	have	to	be	ashamed	of	my	gifts,"	said	Elnora.	"I	made

them	myself	and	raised	and	mounted	the	moths."
"Moth,	 you	 call	 it,"	 said	 Mrs.	 Comstock.	 "I've	 seen	 a	 few	 of	 the	 things

before."
"They	are	numerous	around	us	every	June	night,	or	at	least	they	used	to	be,"

said	Elnora.	"I've	sold	hundreds	of	them,	with	butterflies,	dragonflies,	and	other



specimens.	Now,	I	must	put	away	these	and	get	to	work,	for	it	is	almost	June	and
there	are	a	few	more	I	want	dreadfully.	If	I	find	them	I	will	be	paid	some	money
for	which	I	have	been	working."
She	was	afraid	 to	say	college	at	 that	 time.	She	 thought	 it	would	be	better	 to

wait	a	few	days	and	see	if	an	opportunity	would	not	come	when	it	would	work	in
more	naturally.	Besides,	unless	she	could	secure	the	Yellow	Emperor	she	needed
to	complete	her	collection,	 she	could	not	 talk	college	until	 she	was	of	age,	 for
she	would	have	no	money.



Chapter		12	
Wherein	Margaret	 Sinton	 reveals	 a	 secret,	 and	Mrs.
Comstock	possesses	the	Limberlost
"Elnora,	bring	me	the	towel,	quick!"	cried	Mrs	Comstock.
"In	a	minute,	mother,"	mumbled	Elnora.
She	was	 standing	 before	 the	 kitchen	mirror,	 tying	 the	 back	 part	 of	 her	 hair,

while	the	front	turned	over	her	face.
"Hurry!	There's	a	varmint	of	some	kind!"
Elnora	 ran	 into	 the	 sitting-room	and	 thrust	 the	heavy	kitchen	 towel	 into	her

mother's	hand.	Mrs.	Comstock	swung	open	the	screen	door	and	struck	at	some
object,	Elnora	tossed	the	hair	from	her	face	so	that	she	could	see	past	her	mother.
The	girl	screamed	wildly.
"Don't!	Mother,	don't!"
Mrs.	Comstock	struck	again.	Elnora	caught	her	arm.	"It's	the	one	I	want!	It's

worth	a	lot	of	money!	Don't!	Oh,	you	shall	not!"
"Shan't,	missy?"	blazed	Mrs.	Comstock.	"When	did	you	get	to	bossing	me?"
The	 hand	 that	 held	 the	 screen	 swept	 a	 half-circle	 and	 stopped	 at	 Elnora's

cheek.	She	staggered	with	the	blow,	and	across	her	face,	paled	with	excitement,	a
red	mark	arose	rapidly.	The	screen	slammed	shut,	 throwing	the	creature	on	the
floor	 before	 them.	 Instantly	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 crushed	 it	 with	 her	 foot.	 Elnora
stepped	back.	Excepting	the	red	mark,	her	face	was	very	white.
"That	was	the	last	moth	I	needed,"	she	said,	"to	complete	a	collection	worth

three	hundred	dollars.	You've	ruined	it	before	my	eyes!"
"Moth!"	 cried	Mrs.	 Comstock.	 "You	 say	 that	 because	 you	 are	 mad.	 Moths

have	big	wings.	I	know	a	moth!"
"I've	kept	things	from	you,"	said	Elnora,	"because	I	didn't	dare	confide	in	you.

You	had	no	sympathy	with	me.	But	you	know	I	never	told	you	untruths	in	all	my
life."
"It's	no	moth!"	reiterated	Mrs.	Comstock.
"It	is!"	cried	Elnora.	"It's	from	a	case	in	the	ground.	Its	wings	take	two	or	three

hours	to	expand	and	harden."
"If	I	had	known	it	was	a	moth——"	Mrs.	Comstock	wavered.
"You	did	know!	I	told	you!	I	begged	you	to	stop!	It	meant	just	three	hundred



dollars	to	me."
"Bah!	Three	hundred	fiddlesticks!"
"They	 are	 what	 have	 paid	 for	 books,	 tuition,	 and	 clothes	 for	 the	 past	 four

years.	They	are	what	I	could	have	started	on	to	college.	You've	ruined	the	very
one	I	needed.	You	never	made	any	pretence	of	loving	me.	At	last	I'll	be	equally
frank	with	you.	I	hate	you!	You	are	a	selfish,	wicked	woman!	I	hate	you!"
Elnora	turned,	went	through	the	kitchen	and	from	the	back	door.	She	followed

the	garden	path	to	the	gate	and	walked	toward	the	swamp	a	short	distance	when
reaction	overtook	her.	She	dropped	on	the	ground	and	leaned	against	a	big	log.
When	a	little	child,	desperate	as	now,	she	had	tried	to	die	by	holding	her	breath.
She	had	thought	in	that	way	to	make	her	mother	sorry,	but	she	had	learned	that
life	was	a	thing	thrust	upon	her	and	she	could	not	leave	it	at	her	wish.
She	 was	 so	 stunned	 over	 the	 loss	 of	 that	 moth,	 which	 she	 had	 childishly

named	 the	 Yellow	 Emperor,	 that	 she	 scarcely	 remembered	 the	 blow.	 She	 had
thought	no	luck	in	all	the	world	would	be	so	rare	as	to	complete	her	collection;
now	she	had	been	forced	to	see	a	splendid	Imperialis	destroyed	before	her.	There
was	a	possibility	that	she	could	find	another,	but	she	was	facing	the	certainty	that
the	one	she	might	have	had	and	with	which	she	undoubtedly	could	have	attracted
others,	was	spoiled	by	her	mother.	How	long	she	sat	there	Elnora	did	not	know
or	 care.	 She	 simply	 suffered	 in	 dumb,	 abject	 misery,	 an	 occasional	 dry	 sob
shaking	her.	Aunt	Margaret	was	right.	Elnora	felt	 that	morning	that	her	mother
never	would	be	any	different.	The	girl	had	reached	the	place	where	she	realized
that	she	could	endure	it	no	longer.
As	Elnora	left	the	room,	Mrs.	Comstock	took	one	step	after	her.
"You	little	huzzy!"	she	gasped.
But	Elnora	was	gone.	Her	mother	stood	staring.
"She	never	did	lie	to	me,"	she	muttered.	"I	guess	it	was	a	moth.	And	the	only

one	 she	 needed	 to	 get	 three	 hundred	 dollars,	 she	 said.	 I	wish	 I	 hadn't	 been	 so
fast!	I	never	saw	anything	like	it.	I	thought	it	was	some	deadly,	stinging,	biting
thing.	A	body	does	have	to	be	mighty	careful	here.	But	likely	I've	spilt	the	milk
now.	Pshaw!	She	can	 find	another!	There's	no	use	 to	be	 foolish.	Maybe	moths
are	like	snakes,	where	there's	one,	there	are	two."
Mrs.	Comstock	took	the	broom	and	swept	the	moth	out	of	the	door.	Then	she

got	down	on	her	knees	and	carefully	examined	 the	steps,	 logs	and	 the	earth	of
the	flower	beds	at	each	side.	She	found	the	place	where	the	creature	had	emerged
from	the	ground,	and	the	hard,	dark-brown	case	which	had	enclosed	it,	still	wet
inside.	Then	she	knew	Elnora	had	been	right.	It	was	a	moth.	Its	wings	had	been
damp	and	not	expanded.	Mrs.	Comstock	never	before	had	seen	one	in	that	state,
and	 she	did	not	 know	how	 they	originated.	She	had	 thought	 all	 of	 them	came



from	cases	spun	on	trees	or	against	walls	or	boards.	She	had	seen	only	enough	to
know	that	there	were	such	things;	as	a	flash	of	white	told	her	that	an	ermine	was
on	her	premises,	or	a	sharp	"buzzzzz"	warned	her	of	a	rattler.
So	it	was	from	creatures	like	that	Elnora	had	secured	her	school	money.	In	one

sickening	sweep	there	rushed	into	the	heart	of	the	woman	a	full	realization	of	the
width	 of	 the	 gulf	 that	 separated	 her	 from	 her	 child.	 Lately	 many	 things	 had
pointed	 toward	 it,	none	more	plainly	 than	when	Elnora,	 like	a	 reincarnation	of
her	father,	had	stood	fearlessly	before	a	large	city	audience	and	played	with	even
greater	skill	than	he,	on	what	Mrs.	Comstock	felt	very	certain	was	his	violin.	But
that	 little	 crawling	creature	of	earth,	 crushed	by	her	before	 its	 splendid	yellow
and	 lavender	 wings	 could	 spread	 and	 carry	 it	 into	 the	 mystery	 of	 night,	 had
performed	a	miracle.
"We	 are	 nearer	 strangers	 to	 each	 other	 than	 we	 are	 with	 any	 of	 the

neighbours,"	she	muttered.
So	one	of	the	Almighty's	most	delicate	and	beautiful	creations	was	sacrificed

without	fulfilling	the	law,	yet	none	of	its	species	ever	served	so	glorious	a	cause,
for	at	last	Mrs.	Comstock's	inner	vision	had	cleared.	She	went	through	the	cabin
mechanically.	 Every	 few	minutes	 she	 glanced	 toward	 the	 back	 walk	 to	 see	 if
Elnora	were	coming.	She	knew	arrangements	had	been	made	with	Margaret	 to
go	to	the	city	some	time	that	day,	so	she	grew	more	nervous	and	uneasy	every
moment.	 She	 was	 haunted	 by	 the	 fear	 that	 the	 blow	might	 discolour	 Elnora's
cheek;	 that	 she	 would	 tell	 Margaret.	 She	 went	 down	 the	 back	 walk,	 looking
intently	in	all	directions,	left	the	garden	and	followed	the	swamp	path.	Her	step
was	noiseless	on	 the	 soft,	black	earth,	 and	 soon	 she	came	close	enough	 to	 see
Elnora.	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 stood	 looking	 at	 the	 girl	 in	 troubled	 uncertainty.	 Not
knowing	what	to	say,	at	last	she	turned	and	went	back	to	the	cabin.
Noon	came	and	she	prepared	dinner,	calling,	as	she	always	did,	when	Elnora

was	 in	 the	garden,	but	 she	got	no	 response,	 and	 the	girl	did	not	come.	A	 little
after	one	o'clock	Margaret	stopped	at	the	gate.
"Elnora	has	changed	her	mind.	She	is	not	going,"	called	Mrs.	Comstock.
She	felt	that	she	hated	Margaret	as	she	hitched	her	horse	and	came	up	the	walk

instead	of	driving	on.
"You	must	be	mistaken,"	said	Margaret.	"I	was	going	on	purpose	for	her.	She

asked	me	to	take	her.	I	had	no	errand.	Where	is	she?"
"I	will	call	her,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.
She	followed	the	path	again,	and	this	time	found	Elnora	sitting	on	the	log.	Her

face	was	 swollen	 and	 discoloured,	 and	 her	 eyes	 red	with	 crying.	 She	 paid	 no
attention	to	her	mother.
"Mag	 Sinton	 is	 here,"	 said	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 harshly.	 "I	 told	 her	 you	 had



changed	 your	mind,	 but	 she	 said	 you	 asked	 her	 to	 go	 with	 you,	 and	 she	 had
nothing	to	go	for	herself."
Elnora	 arose,	 recklessly	 waded	 through	 the	 deep	 swamp	 grasses	 and	 so

reached	 the	 path	 ahead	 of	 her	 mother.	Mrs.	 Comstock	 followed	 as	 far	 as	 the
garden,	 but	 she	 could	 not	 enter	 the	 cabin.	 She	 busied	 herself	 among	 the
vegetables,	 barely	 looking	 up	 when	 the	 back-door	 screen	 slammed	 noisily.
Margaret	Sinton	 approached	colourless,	 her	 eyes	 so	 angry	 that	Mrs.	Comstock
shrank	back.
"What's	the	matter	with	Elnora's	face?"	demanded	Margaret.
Mrs.	Comstock	made	no	reply.
"You	struck	her,	did	you?"
"I	thought	you	wasn't	blind!"
"I	 have	 been,	 for	 twenty	 long	 years	 now,	 Kate	 Comstock,"	 said	 Margaret

Sinton,	"but	my	eyes	are	open	at	last.	What	I	see	is	that	I've	done	you	no	good
and	Elnora	a	big	wrong.	I	had	an	idea	that	it	would	kill	you	to	know,	but	I	guess
you	are	tough	enough	to	stand	anything.	Kill	or	cure,	you	get	it	now!"
"What	are	you	frothing	about?"	coolly	asked	Mrs.	Comstock.
"You!"	 cried	Margaret.	 "You!	 The	 woman	 who	 doesn't	 pretend	 to	 love	 her

only	child.	Who	lets	her	grow	to	a	woman,	as	you	have	let	Elnora,	and	can't	be
satisfied	with	 every	 sort	 of	 neglect,	 but	must	 add	 abuse	yet;	 and	 all	 for	 a	 fool
idea	about	a	man	who	wasn't	worth	his	salt!"
Mrs.	Comstock	picked	up	a	hoe.
"Go	right	on!"	she	said.	"Empty	yourself.	It's	the	last	thing	you'll	ever	do!"
"Then	I'll	make	a	 tidy	 job	of	 it,"	said	Margaret.	"You'll	not	 touch	me.	You'll

stand	there	and	hear	the	truth	at	last,	and	because	I	dare	face	you	and	tell	it,	you
will	know	in	your	soul	it	is	truth.	When	Robert	Comstock	shaved	that	quagmire
out	 there	 so	close	he	went	 in,	he	wanted	 to	keep	you	 from	knowing	where	he
was	 coming	 from.	He'd	 been	 to	 see	Elvira	Carney.	They	 had	 plans	 to	 go	 to	 a
dance	that	night——"
"Close	your	lips!"	said	Mrs.	Comstock	in	a	voice	of	deadly	quiet.
"You	know	I	wouldn't	dare	open	 them	if	 I	wasn't	 telling	you	the	 truth.	 I	can

prove	 what	 I	 say.	 I	 was	 coming	 from	 Reeds.	 It	 was	 hot	 in	 the	 woods	 and	 I
stopped	at	Carney's	as	I	passed	for	a	drink.	Elvira's	bedridden	old	mother	heard
me,	and	she	was	so	crazy	for	some	one	to	talk	with,	I	stepped	in	a	minute.	I	saw
Robert	come	down	the	path.	Elvira	saw	him,	too,	so	she	ran	out	of	the	house	to
head	him	off.	 It	 looked	funny,	and	I	 just	deliberately	moved	where	I	could	see
and	hear.	He	brought	her	his	violin,	and	told	her	to	get	ready	and	meet	him	in	the
woods	with	it	that	night,	and	they	would	go	to	a	dance.	She	took	it	and	hid	it	in
the	loft	to	the	well-house	and	promised	she'd	go."



"Are	you	done?"	demanded	Mrs.	Comstock.
"No.	I	am	going	to	tell	you	the	whole	story.	You	don't	spare	Elnora	anything.	I

shan't	spare	you.	I	hadn't	been	here	that	day,	but	I	can	tell	you	just	how	he	was
dressed,	which	way	he	went	and	every	word	they	said,	though	they	thought	I	was
busy	with	her	mother	and	wouldn't	notice	them.	Put	down	your	hoe,	Kate.	I	went
to	 Elvira,	 told	 her	 what	 I	 knew	 and	made	 her	 give	me	 Comstock's	 violin	 for
Elnora	 over	 three	 years	 ago.	 She's	 been	 playing	 it	 ever	 since.	 I	 won't	 see	 her
slighted	and	abused	another	day	on	account	of	a	man	who	would	have	broken
your	 heart	 if	 he	 had	 lived.	 Six	 months	 more	 would	 have	 showed	 you	 what
everybody	else	knew.	He	was	one	of	those	men	who	couldn't	trust	himself,	and
so	no	woman	was	safe	with	him.	Now,	will	you	drop	grieving	over	him,	and	do
Elnora	justice?"
Mrs.	Comstock	grasped	the	hoe	tighter	and	turning	she	went	down	the	walk,

and	started	across	 the	woods	 to	 the	home	of	Elvira	Carney.	With	averted	head
she	passed	 the	 pool,	 steadily	 pursuing	her	way.	Elvira	Carney,	 hanging	 towels
across	 the	 back	 fence,	 saw	 her	 coming	 and	went	 toward	 the	 gate	 to	meet	 her.
Twenty	years	she	had	dreaded	 that	visit.	Since	Margaret	Sinton	had	compelled
her	 to	 produce	 the	 violin	 she	 had	 hidden	 so	 long,	 because	 she	 was	 afraid	 to
destroy	it,	she	had	come	closer	expectation	than	dread.	The	wages	of	sin	are	the
hardest	debts	on	earth	to	pay,	and	they	are	always	collected	at	inconvenient	times
and	unexpected	places.	Mrs.	Comstock's	 face	 and	hair	were	 so	white,	 that	 her
dark	 eyes	 seemed	 burned	 into	 their	 setting.	 Silently	 she	 stared	 at	 the	 woman
before	her	a	long	time.
"I	might	have	saved	myself	the	trouble	of	coming,"	she	said	at	last,	"I	see	you

are	guilty	as	sin!"
"What	 has	 Mag	 Sinton	 been	 telling	 you?"	 panted	 the	 miserable	 woman,

gripping	the	fence.
"The	 truth!"	 answered	Mrs.	 Comstock	 succinctly.	 "Guilt	 is	 in	 every	 line	 of

your	face,	in	your	eyes,	all	over	your	wretched	body.	If	I'd	taken	a	good	look	at
you	any	time	in	all	these	past	years,	no	doubt	I	could	have	seen	it	just	as	plain	as
I	can	now.	No	woman	or	man	can	do	what	you've	done,	and	not	get	a	mark	set
on	them	for	every	one	to	read."
"Mercy!"	gasped	weak	little	Elvira	Carney.	"Have	mercy!"
"Mercy?"	scoffed	Mrs.	Comstock.	"Mercy!	That's	a	nice	word	from	you!	How

much	mercy	did	you	have	on	me?	Where's	the	mercy	that	sent	Comstock	to	the
slime	of	the	bottomless	quagmire,	and	left	me	to	see	it,	and	then	struggle	on	in
agony	all	 these	years?	How	about	 the	mercy	of	 letting	me	neglect	my	baby	all
the	days	of	her	life?	Mercy!	Do	you	really	dare	use	the	word	to	me?"
"If	you	knew	what	I've	suffered!"



"Suffered?"	 jeered	Mrs.	Comstock.	 "That's	 interesting.	And	pray,	what	 have
you	suffered?"
"All	the	neighbours	have	suspected	and	been	down	on	me.	I	ain't	had	a	friend.

I've	 always	 felt	 guilty	 of	 his	 death!	 I've	 seen	 him	 go	 down	 a	 thousand	 times,
plain	as	ever	you	did.	Many's	the	night	I've	stood	on	the	other	bank	of	that	pool
and	listened	to	you,	and	I	tried	to	throw	myself	in	to	keep	from	hearing	you,	but
I	didn't	dare.	I	knew	God	would	send	me	to	burn	forever,	but	I'd	better	done	it;
for	now,	He	has	set	the	burning	on	my	body,	and	every	hour	it	is	slowly	eating
the	life	out	of	me.	The	doctor	says	it's	a	cancer——"
Mrs.	Comstock	 exhaled	 a	 long	 breath.	Her	 grip	 on	 the	 hoe	 relaxed	 and	 her

stature	lifted	to	towering	height.
"I	didn't	know,	or	care,	when	I	came	here,	just	what	I	did,"	she	said.	"But	my

way	is	beginning	to	clear.	If	the	guilt	of	your	soul	has	come	to	a	head,	in	a	cancer
on	your	body,	it	looks	as	if	the	Almighty	didn't	need	any	of	my	help	in	meting
out	His	 punishments.	 I	 really	 couldn't	 fix	 up	 anything	 to	 come	 anywhere	 near
that.	If	you	are	going	to	burn	until	your	life	goes	out	with	that	sort	of	fire,	you
don't	owe	me	anything!"
"Oh,	Katharine	Comstock!"	groaned	Elvira	Carney,	clinging	 to	 the	fence	for

support.
"Looks	as	if	the	Bible	is	right	when	it	says,	'The	wages	of	sin	is	death,'	doesn't

it?"	asked	Mrs.	Comstock.	"Instead	of	doing	a	woman's	work	in	life,	you	chose
the	smile	of	invitation,	and	the	dress	of	unearned	cloth.	Now	you	tell	me	you	are
marked	 to	 burn	 to	 death	with	 the	 unquenchable	 fire.	And	 him!	 It	was	 shorter
with	him,	but	let	me	tell	you	he	got	his	share!	He	left	me	with	an	untruth	on	his
lips,	for	he	told	me	he	was	going	to	take	his	violin	to	Onabasha	for	a	new	key,
when	he	carried	 it	 to	you.	Every	vow	of	 love	and	constancy	he	ever	made	me
was	 a	 lie,	 after	 he	 touched	 your	 lips,	 so	when	 he	 tried	 the	wrong	 side	 of	 the
quagmire,	to	hide	from	me	the	direction	in	which	he	was	coming,	it	reached	out
for	 him,	 and	 it	 got	 him.	 It	 didn't	 hurry,	 either!	 It	 sucked	 him	 down,	 slow	 and
deliberate."
"Mercy!"	groaned	Elvira	Carney.	"Mercy!"
"I	don't	 know	 the	word,"	 said	Mrs.	Comstock.	 "You	 took	 all	 that	 out	 of	me

long	ago.	The	past	twenty	years	haven't	been	of	the	sort	that	taught	mercy.	I've
never	 had	 any	 on	myself	 and	 none	 on	my	 child.	Why	 in	 the	 name	 of	 justice,
should	I	have	mercy	on	you,	or	on	him?	You	were	both	older	than	I,	both	strong,
sane	 people,	 you	 deliberately	 chose	 your	 course	when	 you	 lured	 him,	 and	 he,
when	he	was	unfaithful	to	me.	When	a	Loose	Man	and	a	Light	Woman	face	the
end	 the	Almighty	ordained	 for	 them,	why	should	 they	 shout	 at	me	 for	mercy?
What	did	I	have	to	do	with	it?"



Elvira	Carney	sobbed	in	panting	gasps.
"You've	got	tears,	have	you?"	marvelled	Mrs.	Comstock.	"Mine	all	dried	long

ago.	I've	none	left	to	shed	over	my	wasted	life,	my	disfigured	face	and	hair,	my
years	of	struggle	with	a	man's	work,	my	wreck	of	land	among	the	tilled	fields	of
my	neighbours,	or	the	final	knowledge	that	the	man	I	so	gladly	would	have	died
to	save,	wasn't	worth	the	sacrifice	of	a	rattlesnake.	If	anything	yet	could	wring	a
tear	from	me,	it	would	be	the	thought	of	the	awful	injustice	I	always	have	done
my	girl.	If	I'd	lay	hand	on	you	for	anything,	it	would	be	for	that."
"Kill	me	if	you	want	to,"	sobbed	Elvira	Carney.	"I	know	that	I	deserve	it,	and	I

don't	care."
"You	are	getting	your	killing	fast	enough	to	suit	me,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"I

wouldn't	touch	you,	any	more	than	I	would	him,	if	I	could.	Once	is	all	any	man
or	woman	deceives	me	about	the	holiest	things	of	life.	I	wouldn't	touch	you	any
more	than	I	would	the	black	plague.	I	am	going	back	to	my	girl."
Mrs.	 Comstock	 turned	 and	 started	 swiftly	 through	 the	 woods,	 but	 she	 had

gone	 only	 a	 few	 rods	 when	 she	 stopped,	 and	 leaning	 on	 the	 hoe,	 she	 stood
thinking	deeply.	Then	 she	 turned	back.	Elvira	 still	 clung	 to	 the	 fence,	 sobbing
bitterly.
"I	don't	know,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock,	"but	I	left	a	wrong	impression	with	you.	I

don't	want	you	to	think	that	I	believe	the	Almighty	set	a	cancer	to	burning	you	as
a	punishment	for	your	sins.	 I	don't!	 I	 think	a	 lot	more	of	 the	Almighty.	With	a
whole	sky-full	of	worlds	on	His	hands	to	manage,	I'm	not	believing	that	He	has
time	to	look	down	on	ours,	and	pick	you	out	of	all	the	millions	of	us	sinners,	and
set	a	special	kind	of	torture	to	eating	you.	It	wouldn't	be	a	gentlemanly	thing	to
do,	 and	 first	 of	 all,	 the	Almighty	 is	 bound	 to	 be	 a	 gentleman.	 I	 think	 likely	 a
bruise	and	bad	blood	is	what	caused	your	trouble.	Anyway,	I've	got	 to	tell	you
that	 the	 cleanest	 housekeeper	 I	 ever	 knew,	 and	 one	 of	 the	 noblest	 Christian
women,	was	slowly	eaten	up	by	a	cancer.	She	got	hers	from	the	careless	work	of
a	poor	doctor.	The	Almighty	is	to	forgive	sin	and	heal	disease,	not	to	invent	and
spread	it."
She	had	gone	only	a	few	steps	when	she	again	turned	back.
"If	you	will	gather	a	lot	of	red	clover	bloom,	make	a	tea	strong	as	lye	of	it,	and

drink	quarts,	I	think	likely	it	will	help	you,	if	you	are	not	too	far	gone.	Anyway,
it	will	cool	your	blood	and	make	the	burning	easier	to	bear."
Then	 she	 swiftly	 went	 home.	 Enter	 the	 lonely	 cabin	 she	 could	 not,	 neither

could	she	sit	outside	and	 think.	She	attacked	a	bed	of	beets	and	hoed	until	 the
perspiration	ran	from	her	face	and	body,	then	she	began	on	the	potatoes.	When
she	was	 too	 tired	 to	 take	another	stroke	she	bathed	and	put	on	dry	clothing.	 In
securing	her	dress	she	noticed	her	husband's	carefully	preserved	clothing	lining



one	wall.	She	gathered	 it	 in	 an	 armload	and	carried	 it	 to	 the	 swamp.	Piece	by
piece	she	pitched	into	the	green	maw	of	the	quagmire	all	those	articles	she	had
dusted	 carefully	 and	 fought	 moths	 from	 for	 years,	 and	 stood	 watching	 as	 it
slowly	sucked	them	down.	She	went	back	to	her	room	and	gathered	every	scrap
that	 had	 in	 any	 way	 belonged	 to	 Robert	 Comstock,	 excepting	 his	 gun	 and
revolver,	 and	 threw	 it	 into	 the	 swamp.	Then	 for	 the	 first	 time	she	set	her	door
wide	open.
She	 was	 too	 weary	 now	 to	 do	 more,	 but	 an	 urging	 unrest	 drove	 her.	 She

wanted	 Elnora.	 It	 seemed	 to	 her	 she	 never	 could	wait	 until	 the	 girl	 came	 and
delivered	her	judgment.	At	last	in	an	effort	to	get	nearer	to	her,	Mrs.	Comstock
climbed	 the	 stairs	 and	 stood	 looking	 around	 Elnora's	 room.	 It	 was	 very
unfamiliar.	The	pictures	were	strange	 to	her.	Commencement	had	 filled	 it	with
packages	 and	 bundles.	 The	 walls	 were	 covered	 with	 cocoons;	 moths	 and
dragonflies	were	pinned	everywhere.	Under	the	bed	she	could	see	half	a	dozen
large	white	boxes.	She	pulled	out	one	and	lifted	the	lid.	The	bottom	was	covered
with	 a	 sheet	 of	 thin	 cork,	 and	 on	 long	 pins	 sticking	 in	 it	 were	 large,	 velvet-
winged	moths.	Each	one	was	labelled,	always	there	were	two	of	a	kind,	in	many
cases	four,	showing	under	and	upper	wings	of	both	male	and	female.	They	were
of	every	colour	and	shape.
Mrs.	Comstock	caught	her	breath	sharply.	When	and	where	had	Elnora	found

them?	 They	 were	 the	 most	 exquisite	 sight	 the	 woman	 ever	 had	 seen,	 so	 she
opened	 all	 the	 boxes	 to	 feast	 on	 their	 beautiful	 contents.	 As	 she	 did	 so	 there
came	more	fully	a	sense	of	the	distance	between	her	and	her	child.	She	could	not
understand	 how	 Elnora	 had	 gone	 to	 school,	 and	 performed	 so	 much	 work
secretly.	When	it	was	finished,	to	the	last	moth,	she,	the	mother	who	should	have
been	 the	 first	 confidant	 and	helper,	 had	 been	 the	 one	 to	 bring	 disappointment.
Small	wonder	Elnora	had	come	to	hate	her.
Mrs.	 Comstock	 carefully	 closed	 and	 replaced	 the	 boxes;	 and	 again	 stood

looking	around	the	room.	This	time	her	eyes	rested	on	some	books	she	did	not
remember	having	seen	before,	so	she	picked	up	one	and	found	that	it	was	a	moth
book.	She	glanced	over	the	first	pages	and	was	soon	eagerly	reading.	When	the
text	reached	the	classification	of	species,	she	laid	it	down,	took	up	another	and
read	the	introductory	chapters.	By	that	time	her	brain	was	in	a	confused	jumble
of	ideas	about	capturing	moths	with	differing	baits	and	bright	lights.
She	 went	 down	 stairs	 thinking	 deeply.	 Being	 unable	 to	 sit	 still	 and	 having

nothing	 else	 to	 do	 she	 glanced	 at	 the	 clock	 and	 began	 preparing	 supper.	 The
work	dragged.	A	chicken	was	snatched	up	and	dressed	hurriedly.	A	spice	cake
sprang	 into	being.	Strawberries	 that	had	been	 intended	 for	preserves	went	 into
shortcake.	Delicious	odours	crept	from	the	cabin.	She	put	many	extra	touches	on



the	 table	 and	 then	 commenced	 watching	 the	 road.	 Everything	 was	 ready,	 but
Elnora	did	not	come.	Then	began	the	anxious	process	of	trying	to	keep	cooked
food	 warm	 and	 not	 spoil	 it.	 The	 birds	 went	 to	 bed	 and	 dusk	 came.	 Mrs.
Comstock	gave	up	the	fire	and	set	the	supper	on	the	table.	Then	she	went	out	and
sat	on	the	front-door	step	watching	night	creep	around	her.	She	started	eagerly	as
the	gate	creaked,	but	it	was	only	Wesley	Sinton	coming.
"Katharine,	Margaret	and	Elnora	passed	where	I	was	working	this	afternoon,

and	Margaret	 got	 out	 of	 the	 carriage	 and	 called	me	 to	 the	 fence.	 She	 told	me
what	she	had	done.	 I've	come	 to	say	 to	you	 that	 I	am	sorry.	She	has	heard	me
threaten	to	do	it	a	good	many	times,	but	I	never	would	have	got	it	done.	I'd	give
a	good	deal	 if	 I	could	undo	it,	but	I	can't,	so	I've	come	to	 tell	you	how	sorry	I
am."
"You've	got	 something	 to	be	 sorry	 for,"	 said	Mrs.	Comstock,	 "but	 likely	we

ain't	thinking	of	the	same	thing.	It	hurts	me	less	to	know	the	truth,	than	to	live	in
ignorance.	If	Mag	had	the	sense	of	a	pewee,	she'd	told	me	long	ago.	That's	what
hurts	me,	to	think	that	both	of	you	knew	Robert	was	not	worth	an	hour	of	honest
grief,	yet	you'd	let	me	mourn	him	all	these	years	and	neglect	Elnora	while	I	did
it.	If	I	have	anything	to	forgive	you,	that	is	what	it	is."
Wesley	removed	his	hat	and	sat	on	a	bench.
"Katharine,"	he	said	solemnly,	"nobody	ever	knows	how	to	take	you."
"Would	 it	 be	 asking	 too	much	 to	 take	me	 for	 having	 a	 few	 grains	 of	 plain

common	 sense?"	 she	 inquired.	 "You've	known	all	 this	 time	 that	Comstock	got
what	 he	 deserved,	 when	 he	 undertook	 to	 sneak	 in	 an	 unused	 way	 across	 a
swamp,	with	which	he	was	none	 too	 familiar.	Now	I	 should	have	 thought	 that
you'd	figure	that	knowing	the	same	thing	would	be	the	best	method	to	cure	me	of
pining	for	him,	and	slighting	my	child."
"Heaven	only	knows	we	have	 thought	of	 that,	and	 talked	of	 it	often,	but	we

were	both	too	big	cowards.	We	didn't	dare	tell	you."
"So	 you	 have	 gone	 on	 year	 after	 year,	 watching	 me	 show	 indifference	 to

Elnora,	and	yet	a	little	horse-sense	would	have	pointed	out	to	you	that	she	was
my	salvation.	Why	look	at	it!	Not	married	quite	a	year.	All	his	vows	of	love	and
fidelity	made	to	me	before	the	Almighty	forgotten	in	a	few	months,	and	a	dance
and	a	Light	Woman	so	alluring	he	had	to	lie	and	sneak	for	them.	What	kind	of	a
prospect	 is	 that	 for	 a	 life?	 I	 know	men	and	women.	An	honourable	man	 is	 an
honourable	man,	 and	 a	 liar	 is	 a	 liar;	 both	 are	 born	 and	 not	made.	One	 cannot
change	 to	 the	other	 any	more	 than	 that	 same	old	 leopard	can	change	 its	 spots.
After	a	man	tells	a	woman	the	first	untruth	of	 that	sort,	 the	others	come	piling
thick,	 fast,	 and	 mountain	 high.	 The	 desolation	 they	 bring	 in	 their	 wake
overshadows	 anything	 I	 have	 suffered	 completely.	 If	 he	 had	 lived	 six	months



more	I	should	have	known	him	for	what	he	was	born	to	be.	It	was	in	the	blood	of
him.	His	father	and	grandfather	before	him	were	fiddling,	dancing	people;	but	I
was	certain	of	him.	I	thought	we	could	leave	Ohio	and	come	out	here	alone,	and
I	could	so	love	him	and	interest	him	in	his	work,	that	he	would	be	a	man.	Of	all
the	 fool,	 fruitless	 jobs,	making	anything	of	a	creature	 that	begins	by	deceiving
her,	is	the	foolest	a	sane	woman	ever	undertook.	I	am	more	than	sorry	you	and
Margaret	didn't	see	your	way	clear	to	tell	me	long	ago.	I'd	have	found	it	out	in	a
few	more	months	if	he	had	lived,	and	I	wouldn't	have	borne	it	a	day.	The	man
who	breaks	his	vows	to	me	once,	doesn't	get	the	second	chance.	I	give	truth	and
honour.	I	have	a	right	to	ask	it	in	return.	I	am	glad	I	understand	at	last.	Now,	if
Elnora	will	forgive	me,	we	will	take	a	new	start	and	see	what	we	can	make	out
of	what	is	left	of	life.	If	she	won't,	then	it	will	be	my	time	to	learn	what	suffering
really	means."
"But	 she	 will,"	 said	 Wesley.	 "She	 must!	 She	 can't	 help	 it	 when	 things	 are

explained."
"I	notice	she	isn't	hurrying	any	about	coming	home.	Do	you	know	where	she

is	or	what	she	is	doing?"
"I	do	not.	But	likely	she	will	be	along	soon.	I	must	go	help	Billy	with	the	night

work.	Good-bye,	Katharine.	Thank	the	Lord	you	have	come	to	yourself	at	last!"
They	 shook	 hands	 and	 Wesley	 went	 down	 the	 road	 while	 Mrs.	 Comstock

entered	 the	 cabin.	 She	 could	 not	 swallow	 food.	 She	 stood	 in	 the	 back	 door
watching	 the	 sky	 for	moths,	 but	 they	 did	 not	 seem	 to	 be	 very	 numerous.	Her
spirits	 sank	 and	 she	 breathed	 unevenly.	 Then	 she	 heard	 the	 front	 screen.	 She
reached	the	middle	door	as	Elnora	touched	the	foot	of	the	stairs.
"Hurry,	and	get	ready,	Elnora,"	she	said.	"Your	supper	is	almost	spoiled	now."
Elnora	closed	the	stair	door	behind	her,	and	for	the	first	time	in	her	life,	threw

the	heavy	lever	which	barred	out	anyone	from	down	stairs.	Mrs.	Comstock	heard
the	thud,	and	knew	what	it	meant.	She	reeled	slightly	and	caught	the	doorpost	for
support.	For	a	few	minutes	she	clung	there,	then	sank	to	the	nearest	chair.	After	a
long	time	she	arose	and	stumbling	half	blindly,	she	put	the	food	in	the	cupboard
and	covered	the	table.	She	took	the	lamp	in	one	hand,	the	butter	in	the	other,	and
started	to	the	spring	house.	Something	brushed	close	by	her	face,	and	she	looked
just	in	time	to	see	a	winged	creature	rise	above	the	cabin	and	sail	away.
"That	was	a	night	bird,"	she	muttered.	As	she	stopped	to	set	the	butter	in	the

water,	came	another	thought.	"Perhaps	it	was	a	moth!"	Mrs.	Comstock	dropped
the	butter	 and	hurried	out	with	 the	 lamp;	 she	 held	 it	 high	 above	her	 head	 and
waited	until	her	arms	ached.	Small	 insects	of	night	gathered,	and	at	last	a	little
dusty	miller,	but	nothing	came	of	any	size.
"I	must	go	where	they	are,	if	I	get	them,"	muttered	Mrs.	Comstock.



She	went	 to	 the	 barn	 after	 the	 stout	 pair	 of	 high	 boots	 she	 used	 in	 feeding
stock	in	deep	snow.	Throwing	these	beside	the	back	door	she	climbed	to	the	loft
over	 the	 spring	 house,	 and	 hunted	 an	 old	 lard	 oil	 lantern	 and	 one	 of	 first
manufacture	 for	 oil.	 Both	 these	 she	 cleaned	 and	 filled.	 She	 listened	 until
everything	up	stairs	had	been	still	for	over	half	an	hour.	By	that	time	it	was	past
eleven	o'clock.	Then	she	took	the	lantern	from	the	kitchen,	 the	two	old	ones,	a
handful	of	matches,	a	ball	of	twine,	and	went	from	the	cabin,	softly	closing	the
door.
Sitting	on	the	back	steps,	she	put	on	the	boots,	and	then	stood	gazing	into	the

perfumed	June	night,	first	in	the	direction	of	the	woods	on	her	land,	then	toward
the	Limberlost.	 Its	outline	was	so	dark	and	forbidding	she	shuddered	and	went
down	 the	 garden,	 following	 the	 path	 toward	 the	woods,	 but	 as	 she	 neared	 the
pool	her	knees	wavered	and	her	courage	fled.	The	knowledge	that	in	her	soul	she
was	now	glad	Robert	Comstock	was	at	 the	bottom	of	it	made	a	coward	of	her,
who	fearlessly	had	mourned	him	there,	nights	untold.	She	could	not	go	on.	She
skirted	the	back	of	the	garden,	crossed	a	field,	and	came	out	on	the	road.	Soon
she	 reached	 the	 Limberlost.	 She	 hunted	 until	 she	 found	 the	 old	 trail,	 then
followed	 it	 stumbling	 over	 logs	 and	 through	 clinging	 vines	 and	 grasses.	 The
heavy	boots	 clumped	on	her	 feet,	 overhanging	branches	whipped	her	 face	 and
pulled	her	hair.	But	her	eyes	were	on	the	sky	as	she	went	straining	into	the	night,
hoping	to	find	signs	of	a	living	creature	on	wing.
By	and	by	she	began	to	see	the	wavering	flight	of	something	she	thought	near

the	right	size.	She	had	no	idea	where	she	was,	but	she	stopped,	lighted	a	lantern
and	 hung	 it	 as	 high	 as	 she	 could	 reach.	A	 little	 distance	 away	 she	 placed	 the
second	and	then	the	third.	The	objects	came	nearer	and	sick	with	disappointment
she	saw	 that	 they	were	bats.	Crouching	 in	 the	damp	swamp	grasses,	without	a
thought	of	snakes	or	venomous	insects,	she	waited,	her	eyes	roving	from	lantern
to	 lantern.	Once	she	 thought	a	creature	of	high	flight	dropped	near	 the	 lard	oil
light,	so	she	arose	breathlessly	waiting,	but	either	it	passed	or	it	was	an	illusion.
She	glanced	at	the	old	lantern,	then	at	the	new,	and	was	on	her	feet	in	an	instant
creeping	 close.	 Something	 large	 as	 a	 small	 bird	 was	 fluttering	 around.	 Mrs.
Comstock	began	to	perspire,	while	her	hand	shook	wildly.	Closer	she	crept	and
just	 as	 she	 reached	 for	 it,	 something	 similar	 swept	 past	 and	 both	 flew	 away
together.
Mrs.	Comstock	set	her	teeth	and	stood	shivering.	For	a	long	time	the	locusts

rasped,	the	whip-poor-wills	cried	and	a	steady	hum	of	night	life	throbbed	in	her
ears.	Away	in	 the	sky	she	saw	something	coming	when	it	was	no	larger	 than	a
falling	leaf.	Straight	toward	the	light	it	flew.	Mrs.	Comstock	began	to	pray	aloud.
"This	way,	O	Lord!	Make	it	come	this	way!	Please!	O	Lord,	send	it	lower!"



The	moth	 hesitated	 at	 the	 first	 light,	 then	 slowly,	 easily	 it	 came	 toward	 the
second,	as	if	following	a	path	of	air.	It	touched	a	leaf	near	the	lantern	and	settled.
As	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 reached	 for	 it	 a	 thin	 yellow	 spray	 wet	 her	 hand	 and	 the
surrounding	 leaves.	 When	 its	 wings	 raised	 above	 its	 back,	 her	 fingers	 came
together.	She	held	the	moth	to	the	light.	It	was	nearer	brown	than	yellow,	and	she
remembered	having	seen	some	like	it	in	the	boxes	that	afternoon.	It	was	not	the
one	 needed	 to	 complete	 the	 collection,	 but	 Elnora	 might	 want	 it,	 so	 Mrs.
Comstock	held	on.	Then	the	Almighty	was	kind,	or	nature	was	sufficient,	as	you
look	 at	 it,	 for	 following	 the	 law	 of	 its	 being	 when	 disturbed,	 the	 moth	 again
threw	 the	 spray	 by	 which	 some	 suppose	 it	 attracts	 its	 kind,	 and	 liberally
sprinkled	Mrs.	Comstock's	dress	front	and	arms.	From	that	instant,	she	became
the	 best	moth	 bait	 ever	 invented.	Every	Polyphemus	 in	 range	 hastened	 to	 her,
and	other	 fluttering	creatures	of	night	 followed.	The	 influx	came	her	way.	She
snatched	wildly	here	and	there	until	she	had	one	in	each	hand	and	no	place	to	put
them.	She	could	see	more	coming,	and	her	aching	heart,	swollen	with	the	strain
of	long	excitement,	hurt	pitifully.	She	prayed	in	broken	exclamations	that	did	not
always	sound	reverent,	but	never	was	human	soul	in	more	intense	earnest.
Moths	were	coming.	She	had	one	in	each	hand.	They	were	not	yellow,	and	she

did	 not	 know	what	 to	 do.	 She	 glanced	 around	 to	 try	 to	 discover	 some	way	 to
keep	what	she	had,	and	her	throbbing	heart	stopped	and	every	muscle	stiffened.
There	was	the	dim	outline	of	a	crouching	figure	not	two	yards	away,	and	a	pair
of	eyes	 their	owner	 thought	hidden,	caught	 the	 light	 in	a	cold	stream.	Her	first
impulse	was	 to	 scream	and	 fly	 for	 life.	Before	her	 lips	could	open	a	big	moth
alighted	on	her	breast	while	she	felt	another	walking	over	her	hair.	All	sense	of
caution	deserted	her.	She	did	not	care	to	live	if	she	could	not	replace	the	yellow
moth	she	had	killed.	She	turned	her	eyes	to	those	among	the	leaves.
"Here,	you!"	she	cried	hoarsely.	"I	need	you!	Get	yourself	out	here,	and	help

me.	These	critters	are	going	to	get	away	from	me.	Hustle!"
Pete	Corson	parted	the	bushes	and	stepped	into	the	light.
"Oh,	it's	you!"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"I	might	have	known!	But	you	gave	me	a

start.	Here,	hold	these	until	I	make	some	sort	of	bag	for	them.	Go	easy!	If	you
break	them	I	don't	guarantee	what	will	happen	to	you!"
"Pretty	 fierce,	 ain't	 you!"	 laughed	 Pete,	 but	 he	 advanced	 and	 held	 out	 his

hands.	"For	Elnora,	I	s'pose?"
"Yes,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"In	a	mad	fit,	I	trampled	one	this	morning,	and	by

the	 luck	of	 the	old	boy	himself	 it	was	 the	 last	moth	 she	needed	 to	 complete	 a
collection.	I	got	to	get	another	one	or	die."
"Then	I	guess	it's	your	funeral,"	said	Pete.	"There	ain't	a	chance	in	a	dozen	the

right	one	will	come.	What	colour	was	it?"



"Yellow,	and	big	as	a	bird."
"The	 Emperor,	 likely,"	 said	 Pete.	 "You	 dig	 for	 that	 kind,	 and	 they	 are	 not

numerous,	so's	'at	you	can	smash	'em	for	fun."
"Well,	I	can	try	to	get	one,	anyway,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"I	forgot	all	about

bringing	anything	to	put	them	in.	You	take	a	pinch	on	their	wings	until	I	make	a
poke."
Mrs.	Comstock	removed	her	apron,	tearing	off	the	strings.	She	unfastened	and

stepped	from	the	skirt	of	her	calico	dress.	With	one	apron	string	she	tied	shut	the
band	and	placket.	She	pulled	a	wire	pin	from	her	hair,	stuck	it	through	the	other
string,	and	using	it	as	a	bodkin	ran	it	around	the	hem	of	her	skirt,	so	shortly	she
had	a	large	bag.	She	put	several	branches	inside	to	which	the	moths	could	cling,
closed	the	mouth	partially	and	held	it	toward	Pete.
"Put	your	hand	well	down	and	let	the	things	go!"	she	ordered.	"But	be	careful,

man!	Don't	run	into	the	twigs!	Easy!	That's	one.	Now	the	other.	Is	the	one	on	my
head	gone?	There	was	one	on	my	dress,	but	I	guess	it	flew.	Here	comes	a	kind	of
a	gray-looking	one."
Pete	slipped	several	more	moths	into	the	bag.
"Now,	that's	five,	Mrs.	Comstock,"	he	said.	"I'm	sorry,	but	you'll	have	to	make

that	do.	You	must	get	out	of	here	lively.	Your	lights	will	be	taken	for	hurry	calls,
and	inside	the	next	hour	a	couple	of	men	will	ride	here	like	fury.	They	won't	be
nice	Sunday-school	men,	and	they	won't	hold	bags	and	catch	moths	for	you.	You
must	go	quick!"
Mrs.	Comstock	laid	down	the	bag	and	pulled	one	of	the	lanterns	lower.
"I	won't	budge	a	step,"	she	said.	"This	land	doesn't	belong	to	you.	You	have	no

right	 to	order	me	off	 it.	Here	 I	 stay	until	 I	get	a	Yellow	Emperor,	and	no	 little
petering	thieves	of	this	neighbourhood	can	scare	me	away."
"You	 don't	 understand,"	 said	 Pete.	 "I'm	willing	 to	 help	 Elnora,	 and	 I'd	 take

care	of	you,	if	I	could,	but	there	will	be	too	many	for	me,	and	they	will	be	mad	at
being	called	out	for	nothing."
"Well,	 who's	 calling	 them	 out?"	 demanded	 Mrs.	 Comstock.	 "I'm	 catching

moths.	 If	a	 lot	of	good-for-nothings	get	 fooled	 into	 losing	some	sleep,	why	 let
them,	they	can't	hurt	me,	or	stop	my	work."
"They	can,	and	they'll	do	both."
"Well,	I'll	see	them	do	it!"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"I've	got	Robert's	revolver	in

my	dress,	and	I	can	shoot	as	straight	as	any	man,	 if	 I'm	mad	enough.	Any	one
who	interferes	with	me	to-night	will	find	me	mad	a-plenty.	There	goes	another!"
She	 stepped	 into	 the	 light	 and	waited	until	 a	big	brown	moth	 settled	on	her

and	was	easily	taken.	Then	in	light,	airy	flight	came	a	delicate	pale	green	thing,
and	Mrs.	 Comstock	 started	 in	 pursuit.	 But	 the	 scent	 was	 not	 right.	 The	moth



fluttered	 high,	 then	 dropped	 lower,	 still	 lower,	 and	 sailed	 away.	 With
outstretched	hands	Mrs.	Comstock	pursued	it.	She	hurried	one	way	and	another,
then	ran	over	an	object	which	tripped	her	and	she	fell.	She	regained	her	feet	in
an	instant,	but	she	had	lost	sight	of	 the	moth.	With	 livid	face	she	 turned	to	 the
crouching	man.
"You	 nasty,	 sneaking	 son	 of	 Satan!"	 she	 cried.	 "Why	 are	 you	 hiding	 there?

You	made	me	lose	the	one	I	wanted	most	of	any	I've	had	a	chance	at	yet.	Get	out
of	here!	Go	this	minute,	or	I'll	fill	your	worthless	carcass	so	full	of	holes	you'll
do	to	sift	cornmeal.	Go,	I	say!	I'm	using	the	Limberlost	to-night,	and	I	won't	be
stopped	by	the	devil	himself!	Cut	like	fury,	and	tell	the	rest	of	them	they	can	just
go	home.	Pete	is	going	to	help	me,	and	he	is	all	of	you	I	need.	Now	go!"
The	man	turned	and	went.	Pete	leaned	against	a	tree,	held	his	mouth	shut	and

shook	inwardly.	Mrs.	Comstock	came	back	panting.
"The	 old	 scoundrel	 made	 me	 lose	 that!"	 she	 said.	 "If	 any	 one	 else	 comes

snooping	around	here	I'll	just	blow	them	up	to	start	with.	I	haven't	time	to	talk.
Suppose	 that	 had	 been	 yellow!	 I'd	 have	 killed	 that	man,	 sure!	The	Limberlost
isn't	safe	to-night,	and	the	sooner	those	whelps	find	it	out,	the	better	it	will	be	for
them."
Pete	stopped	laughing	to	look	at	her.	He	saw	that	she	was	speaking	the	truth.

She	was	quite	past	reason,	sense,	or	fear.	The	soft	night	air	stirred	the	wet	hair
around	her	 temples,	 the	 flickering	 lanterns	made	her	 face	a	ghastly	green.	She
would	 stop	 at	 nothing,	 that	 was	 evident.	 Pete	 suddenly	 began	 catching	moths
with	exemplary	industry.	In	putting	one	into	the	bag,	another	escaped.
"We	must	not	try	that	again,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"Now,	what	will	we	do?"
"We	are	close	to	the	old	case,"	said	Pete.	"I	think	I	can	get	into	it.	Maybe	we

could	slip	the	rest	in	there."
"That's	a	 fine	 idea!"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"They'll	have	so	much	room	there

they	 won't	 be	 likely	 to	 hurt	 themselves,	 and	 the	 books	 say	 they	 don't	 fly	 in
daytime	unless	 they	are	disturbed,	 so	 they	will	 settle	when	 it's	 light,	 and	 I	can
come	with	Elnora	to	get	them."
They	captured	two	more,	and	then	Pete	carried	them	to	the	case.
"Here	comes	a	big	one!"	he	cried	as	he	returned.
Mrs.	Comstock	looked	up	and	stepped	out	with	a	prayer	on	her	lips.	She	could

not	 tell	 the	 colour	 at	 that	 distance,	 but	 the	 moth	 appeared	 different	 from	 the
others.	On	it	came,	dropping	 lower	and	darting	from	light	 to	 light.	As	 it	swept
near	 her,	 "O	 Heavenly	 Father!"	 exulted	Mrs.	 Comstock,	 "it's	 yellow!	 Careful
Pete!	Your	hat,	maybe!"
Pete	made	a	 long	 sweep.	The	moth	wavered	above	 the	hat	 and	 sailed	away.

Mrs.	 Comstock	 leaned	 against	 a	 tree	 and	 covered	 her	 face	 with	 her	 shaking



hands.
"That	 is	my	punishment!"	she	cried.	"Oh,	Lord,	 if	you	will	give	a	moth	 like

that	into	my	possession,	I'll	always	be	a	better	woman!"
The	Emperor	again	came	in	sight.	Pete	stood	tense	and	ready.	Mrs.	Comstock

stepped	into	the	light	and	watched	the	moth's	course.	Then	a	second	appeared	in
pursuit	of	 the	 first.	The	 larger	one	wavered	 into	 the	 radius	of	 light	once	more.
The	perspiration	rolled	down	the	man's	face.	He	half	lifted	the	hat.
"Pray,	woman!	Pray	now!"	he	panted.
"I	guess	I	best	get	over	by	that	 lard	oil	 light	and	go	to	work,"	breathed	Mrs.

Comstock.	"The	Lord	knows	this	is	all	in	prayer,	but	it's	no	time	for	words	just
now.	Ready,	Pete!	You	are	going	to	get	a	chance	first!"
Pete	made	another	long,	steady	sweep,	but	the	moth	darted	beneath	the	hat.	In

its	flight	it	came	straight	toward	Mrs.	Comstock.	She	snatched	off	the	remnant	of
apron	she	had	tucked	into	her	petticoat	band	and	held	the	calico	before	her.	The
moth	struck	full	against	 it	and	clung	to	 the	goods.	Pete	crept	up	stealthily.	The
second	moth	followed	the	first,	and	the	spray	showered	the	apron.
"Wait!"	gasped	Mrs.	Comstock.	"I	think	they	have	settled.	The	books	say	they

won't	leave	now."
The	big	pale	yellow	creature	clung	firmly,	lowering	and	raising	its	wings.	The

other	 came	 nearer.	Mrs.	Comstock	 held	 the	 cloth	with	 rigid	 hands,	while	 Pete
could	hear	her	breathing	in	short	gusts.
"Shall	I	try	now?"	he	implored.
"Wait!"	whispered	the	woman.	"Something	seems	to	say	wait!"
The	 night	 breeze	 stiffened	 and	 gently	 waved	 the	 apron.	 Locusts	 rasped,

mosquitoes	 hummed	 and	 frogs	 sang	 uninterruptedly.	 A	 musky	 odour	 slowly
filled	the	air.
"Now	shall	I?"	questioned	Pete.
"No.	 Leave	 them	 alone.	 They	 are	 safe	 now.	 They	 are	 mine.	 They	 are	 my

salvation.	God	and	the	Limberlost	gave	them	to	me!	They	won't	move	for	hours.
The	books	all	 say	 so.	O	Heavenly	Father,	 I	 am	 thankful	 to	You,	 and	you,	 too,
Pete	Corson!	You	are	a	good	man	to	help	me.	Now,	I	can	go	home	and	face	my
girl."
Instead,	Mrs.	 Comstock	 dropped	 suddenly.	 She	 spread	 the	 apron	 across	 her

knees.	The	moths	remained	undisturbed.	Then	her	tired	white	head	dropped,	the
tears	she	had	thought	forever	dried	gushed	forth,	and	she	sobbed	for	pure	joy.
"Oh,	 I	wouldn't	 do	 that	 now,	you	know!"	 comforted	Pete.	 "Think	of	getting

two!	That's	more	 than	you	ever	could	have	expected.	A	body	would	 think	you
would	cry,	if	you	hadn't	got	any.	Come	on,	now.	It's	almost	morning.	Let	me	help
you	home."



Pete	took	the	bag	and	the	two	old	lanterns.	Mrs.	Comstock	carried	her	moths
and	the	best	lantern	and	went	ahead	to	light	the	way.
Elnora	had	sat	beside	her	window	far	into	the	night.	At	last	she	undressed	and

went	 to	 bed,	 but	 sleep	would	 not	 come.	She	 had	 gone	 to	 the	 city	 to	 talk	with
members	 of	 the	 School	 Board	 about	 a	 room	 in	 the	 grades.	 There	 was	 a
possibility	that	she	might	secure	the	moth,	and	so	be	able	to	start	to	college	that
fall,	 but	 if	 she	 did	 not,	 then	 she	wanted	 the	 school.	 She	 had	 been	 given	 some
encouragement,	but	she	was	so	unhappy	that	nothing	mattered.	She	could	not	see
the	way	open	to	anything	in	life,	save	a	long	series	of	disappointments,	while	she
remained	with	her	mother.	Yet	Margaret	Sinton	had	advised	her	to	go	home	and
try	 once	more.	Margaret	 had	 seemed	 so	 sure	 there	would	 be	 a	 change	 for	 the
better,	that	Elnora	had	consented,	although	she	had	no	hope	herself.	So	strong	is
the	bond	of	blood,	she	could	not	make	up	her	mind	to	seek	a	home	elsewhere,
even	 after	 the	 day	 that	 had	 passed.	Unable	 to	 sleep	 she	 arose	 at	 last,	 and	 the
room	 being	 warm,	 she	 sat	 on	 the	 floor	 close	 the	 window.	 The	 lights	 in	 the
swamp	 caught	 her	 eye.	 She	was	 very	 uneasy,	 for	 quite	 a	 hundred	 of	 her	 best
moths	 were	 in	 the	 case.	 However,	 there	 was	 no	money,	 and	 no	 one	 ever	 had
touched	a	book	or	any	of	her	apparatus.	Watching	the	lights	set	her	thinking,	and
before	she	realized	it,	she	was	in	a	panic	of	fear.
She	hurried	down	the	stairway	softly	calling	her	mother.	There	was	no	answer.

She	lightly	stepped	across	the	sitting-room	and	looked	in	at	the	open	door.	There
was	no	one,	and	the	bed	had	not	been	used.	Her	first	thought	was	that	her	mother
had	gone	 to	 the	pool;	 and	 the	Limberlost	was	alive	with	 signals.	Pity	and	 fear
mingled	in	the	heart	of	the	girl.	She	opened	the	kitchen	door,	crossed	the	garden
and	ran	back	to	the	swamp.	As	she	neared	it	she	listened,	but	she	could	hear	only
the	usual	voices	of	night.
"Mother!"	she	called	softly.	Then	louder,	"Mother!"
There	was	not	a	sound.	Chilled	with	fright	she	hurried	back	to	the	cabin.	She

did	 not	 know	 what	 to	 do.	 She	 understood	 what	 the	 lights	 in	 the	 Limberlost
meant.	Where	was	her	mother?	She	was	afraid	to	enter,	while	she	was	growing
very	cold	and	still	more	fearful	about	remaining	outside.	At	last	she	went	to	her
mother's	room,	picked	up	the	gun,	carried	it	into	the	kitchen,	and	crowding	in	a
little	 corner	 behind	 the	 stove,	 she	 waited	 in	 trembling	 anxiety.	 The	 time	 was
dreadfully	long	before	she	heard	her	mother's	voice.	Then	she	decided	some	one
had	been	ill	and	sent	for	her,	so	she	took	courage,	and	stepping	swiftly	across	the
kitchen	she	unbarred	the	door	and	drew	back	from	sight	beside	the	table.
Mrs.	Comstock	entered	dragging	her	heavy	feet.	Her	dress	skirt	was	gone,	her

petticoat	wet	and	drabbled,	and	the	waist	of	her	dress	was	almost	torn	from	her
body.	Her	hair	hung	in	damp	strings;	her	eyes	were	red	with	crying.	In	one	hand



she	 held	 the	 lantern,	 and	 in	 the	 other	 stiffly	 extended	 before	 her,	 on	 a	wad	of
calico	 reposed	 a	magnificent	 pair	 of	Yellow	Emperors.	 Elnora	 stared,	 her	 lips
parted.
"Shall	I	put	these	others	in	the	kitchen?"	inquired	a	man's	voice.
The	girl	shrank	back	to	the	shadows.
"Yes,	anywhere	inside	the	door,"	replied	Mrs.	Comstock	as	she	moved	a	few

steps	 to	make	way	 for	 him.	Pete's	 head	 appeared.	He	 set	 down	 the	moths	 and
was	gone.
"Thank	 you,	 Pete,	 more	 than	 ever	 woman	 thanked	 you	 before!"	 said	 Mrs.

Comstock.
She	placed	the	lantern	on	the	table	and	barred	the	door.	As	she	turned	Elnora

came	into	view.	Mrs.	Comstock	leaned	toward	her,	and	held	out	the	moths.	In	a
voice	vibrant	with	tones	never	before	heard	she	said:	"Elnora,	my	girl,	mother's
found	you	another	moth!"



Chapter		13	
Wherein	Mother	love	is	bestowed	on	Elnora,	and	she
finds	an	assistant	in	moth	hunting
Elnora	awoke	at	dawn	and	lay	gazing	around	the	unfamiliar	room.	She	noticed
that	 every	 vestige	 of	 masculine	 attire	 and	 belongings	 was	 gone,	 and	 knew,
without	 any	 explanation,	 what	 that	 meant.	 For	 some	 reason	 every	 tangible
evidence	of	her	father	was	banished,	and	she	was	at	last	to	be	allowed	to	take	his
place.	 She	 turned	 to	 look	 at	 her	mother.	Mrs.	Comstock's	 face	was	white	 and
haggard,	but	on	 it	 rested	an	expression	of	profound	peace	Elnora	never	before
had	seen.	As	she	studied	 the	features	on	 the	pillow	beside	her,	 the	heart	of	 the
girl	throbbed	in	tenderness.	She	realized	as	fully	as	any	one	else	could	what	her
mother	had	suffered.	Thoughts	of	 the	night	brought	shuddering	fear.	She	softly
slipped	from	the	bed,	went	to	her	room,	dressed	and	entered	the	kitchen	to	attend
the	Emperors	and	prepare	breakfast.	The	pair	had	been	left	clinging	to	the	piece
of	calico.	The	calico	was	there	and	a	few	pieces	of	beautiful	wing.	A	mouse	had
eaten	the	moths!
"Well,	of	all	the	horrible	luck!"	gasped	Elnora.
With	the	first	thought	of	her	mother,	she	caught	up	the	remnants	of	the	moths,

burying	them	in	the	ashes	of	the	stove.	She	took	the	bag	to	her	room,	hurriedly
releasing	its	contents,	but	there	was	not	another	yellow	one.	Her	mother	had	said
some	had	been	confined	in	the	case	in	the	Limberlost.	There	was	still	a	hope	that
an	 Emperor	might	 be	 among	 them.	 She	 peeped	 at	 her	mother,	 who	 still	 slept
soundly.
Elnora	 took	 a	 large	 piece	 of	 mosquito	 netting,	 and	 ran	 to	 the	 swamp.

Throwing	 it	 over	 the	 top	 of	 the	 case,	 she	 unlocked	 the	 door.	 She	 reeled,	 faint
with	distress.	The	living	moths	that	had	been	confined	there	in	their	fluttering	to
escape	 to	 night	 and	 the	 mates	 they	 sought	 not	 only	 had	 wrecked	 the	 other
specimens	of	the	case,	but	torn	themselves	to	fringes	on	the	pins.	A	third	of	the
rarest	 moths	 of	 the	 collection	 for	 the	 man	 of	 India	 were	 antennaless,	 legless,
wingless,	and	often	headless.	Elnora	sobbed	aloud.
"This	 is	overwhelming,"	she	said	at	 last.	"It	 is	making	a	fatalist	of	me.	 I	am

beginning	 to	 think	 things	happen	as	 they	are	ordained	from	the	beginning,	 this
plainly	indicating	that	there	is	to	be	no	college,	at	least,	this	year,	for	me.	My	life



is	all	mountain-top	or	canon.	I	wish	some	one	would	lead	me	into	a	few	days	of
'green	 pastures.'	 Last	 night	 I	 went	 to	 sleep	 on	 mother's	 arm,	 the	 moths	 all
secured,	love	and	college,	certainties.	This	morning	I	wake	to	find	all	my	hopes
wrecked.	I	simply	don't	dare	let	mother	know	that	instead	of	helping	me,	she	has
ruined	my	 collection.	 Everything	 is	 gone—unless	 the	 love	 lasts.	 That	 actually
seemed	true.	I	believe	I	will	go	see."
The	 love	 remained.	 Indeed,	 in	 the	 overflow	 of	 the	 long-hardened,	 pent-up

heart,	 the	 girl	 was	 almost	 suffocated	 with	 tempestuous	 caresses	 and	 generous
offerings.	Before	the	day	was	over,	Elnora	realized	that	she	never	had	known	her
mother.	 The	woman	who	 now	 busily	went	 through	 the	 cabin,	 her	 eyes	 bright,
eager,	 alert,	 constantly	 planning,	 was	 a	 stranger.	 Her	 very	 face	 was	 different,
while	 it	 did	 not	 seem	 possible	 that	 during	 one	 night	 the	 acid	 of	 twenty	 years
could	disappear	from	a	voice	and	leave	it	sweet	and	pleasant.
For	the	next	few	days	Elnora	worked	at	mounting	the	moths	her	mother	had

taken.	 She	 had	 to	 go	 to	 the	Bird	Woman	 and	 tell	 about	 the	 disaster,	 but	Mrs.
Comstock	was	allowed	to	think	that	Elnora	delivered	the	moths	when	she	made
the	trip.	If	she	had	told	her	what	actually	happened,	the	chances	were	that	Mrs.
Comstock	again	would	have	 taken	possession	of	 the	Limberlost,	 hunting	 there
until	she	replaced	all	the	moths	that	had	been	destroyed.	But	Elnora	knew	from
experience	what	 it	meant	 to	collect	such	a	 list	 in	pairs.	 It	would	require	steady
work	for	at	least	two	summers	to	replace	the	lost	moths.	When	she	left	the	Bird
Woman	she	went	to	the	president	of	the	Onabasha	schools	and	asked	him	to	do
all	in	his	power	to	secure	her	a	room	in	one	of	the	ward	buildings.
The	 next	morning	 the	 last	moth	was	mounted,	 and	 the	 housework	 finished.

Elnora	said	to	her	mother,	"If	you	don't	mind,	I	believe	I	will	go	into	the	woods
pasture	 beside	Sleepy	Snake	Creek	 and	 see	 if	 I	 can	 catch	 some	dragonflies	 or
moths."
"Wait	 until	 I	 get	 a	 knife	 and	 a	 pail	 and	 I	 will	 go	 along,"	 answered	 Mrs.

Comstock.	"The	dandelions	are	plenty	tender	for	greens	among	the	deep	grasses,
and	I	might	just	happen	to	see	something	myself.	My	eyes	are	pretty	sharp."
"I	wish	you	could	realize	how	young	you	are,"	said	Elnora.	"I	know	women	in

Onabasha	who	are	ten	years	older	than	you,	yet	they	look	twenty	years	younger.
So	 could	 you,	 if	 you	would	 dress	 your	 hair	 becomingly,	 and	wear	 appropriate
clothes."
"I	 think	 my	 hair	 puts	 me	 in	 the	 old	 woman	 class	 permanently,"	 said	 Mrs.

Comstock.
"Well,	 it	doesn't!"	cried	Elnora.	"There	 is	a	woman	of	 twenty-eight	who	has

hair	as	white	as	yours	from	sick	headaches,	but	her	face	is	young	and	beautiful.
If	your	face	would	grow	a	little	fuller	and	those	lines	would	go	away,	you'd	be



lovely!"
"You	little	pig!"	laughed	Mrs.	Comstock.	"Any	one	would	think	you	would	be

satisfied	 with	 having	 a	 splinter	 new	mother,	 without	 setting	 up	 a	 kick	 on	 her
looks,	first	thing.	Greedy!"
"That	 is	 a	 good	word,"	 said	 Elnora.	 "I	 admit	 the	 charge.	 I	 am	 greedy	 over

every	wasted	year.	I	want	you	young,	lovely,	suitably	dressed	and	enjoying	life
like	the	other	girls'	mothers."
Mrs.	 Comstock	 laughed	 softly	 as	 she	 pushed	 back	 her	 sunbonnet	 so	 that

shrubs	 and	 bushes	 beside	 the	 way	 could	 be	 scanned	 closely.	 Elnora	 walked
ahead	with	a	case	over	her	shoulder,	a	net	 in	her	hand.	Her	head	was	bare,	 the
rolling	 collar	 of	 her	 lavender	 gingham	 dress	was	 cut	 in	 a	V	 at	 the	 throat,	 the
sleeves	only	reached	the	elbows.	Every	few	steps	she	paused	and	examined	the
shrubbery	 carefully,	while	Mrs.	Comstock	was	watching	 until	 her	 eyes	 ached,
but	there	were	no	dandelions	in	the	pail	she	carried.
Early	 June	was	 rioting	 in	 fresh	grasses,	bright	 flowers,	bird	 songs,	 and	gay-

winged	 creatures	 of	 air.	 Down	 the	 footpath	 the	 two	 went	 through	 the	 perfect
morning,	the	love	of	God	and	all	nature	in	their	hearts.	At	last	they	reached	the
creek,	following	it	toward	the	bridge.	Here	Mrs.	Comstock	found	a	large	bed	of
tender	dandelions	and	stopped	to	fill	her	pail.	Then	she	sat	on	the	bank,	picking
over	the	greens,	while	she	listened	to	the	creek	softly	singing	its	June	song.
Elnora	remained	within	calling	distance,	and	was	having	good	success.	At	last

she	 crossed	 the	 creek,	 following	 it	 up	 to	 a	 bridge.	 There	 she	 began	 a	 careful
examination	 of	 the	 under	 sides	 of	 the	 sleepers	 and	 flooring	 for	 cocoons.	Mrs.
Comstock	 could	 see	 her	 and	 the	 creek	 for	 several	 rods	 above.	The	mother	 sat
beating	 the	 long	 green	 leaves	 across	 her	 hand,	 carefully	 picking	 out	 the	white
buds,	 because	 Elnora	 liked	 them,	 when	 a	 splash	 up	 the	 creek	 attracted	 her
attention.
Around	the	bend	came	a	man.	He	was	bareheaded,	dressed	in	a	white	sweater,

and	waders	which	reached	his	waist.	He	walked	on	the	bank,	only	entering	the
water	when	forced.	He	had	a	queer	basket	strapped	on	his	hip,	and	with	a	small
rod	he	sent	a	long	line	spinning	before	him	down	the	creek,	deftly	manipulating
with	 it	 a	 little	 floating	object.	He	was	closer	Elnora	 than	her	mother,	but	Mrs.
Comstock	thought	possibly	by	hurrying	she	could	remain	unseen	and	yet	warn
the	girl	that	a	stranger	was	coming.	As	she	approached	the	bridge,	she	caught	a
sapling	and	 leaned	over	 the	water	 to	call	Elnora.	With	her	 lips	parted	 to	speak
she	hesitated	a	 second	 to	watch	a	 sort	of	 insect	 that	 flashed	past	on	 the	water,
when	a	splash	from	the	man	attracted	the	girl.
She	was	 under	 the	 bridge,	 one	 knee	 planted	 in	 the	 embankment	 and	 a	 foot

braced	to	support	her.	Her	hair	was	tousled	by	wind	and	bushes,	her	face	flushed,



and	 she	 lifted	 her	 arms	 above	 her	 head,	 working	 to	 loosen	 a	 cocoon	 she	 had
found.	The	call	Mrs.	Comstock	had	 intended	to	utter	never	found	voice,	 for	as
Elnora	looked	down	at	the	sound,	"Possibly	I	could	get	that	for	you,"	suggested
the	man.
Mrs.	Comstock	drew	back.	He	was	a	young	man	with	a	wonderfully	attractive

face,	although	 it	was	 too	white	 for	 robust	health,	broad	shoulders,	and	slender,
upright	frame.
"Oh,	I	do	hope	you	can!"	answered	Elnora.	"It's	quite	a	find!	It's	one	of	those

lovely	pale	red	cocoons	described	in	the	books.	I	suspect	it	comes	from	having
been	in	a	dark	place	and	screened	from	the	weather."
"Is	that	so?"	cried	the	man.	"Wait	a	minute.	I've	never	seen	one.	I	suppose	it's

a	Cecropia,	from	the	location."
"Of	 course,"	 said	 Elnora.	 "It's	 so	 cool	 here	 the	 moth	 hasn't	 emerged.	 The

cocoon	is	a	big,	baggy	one,	and	it	is	as	red	as	fox	tail."
"What	luck!"	he	cried.	"Are	you	making	a	collection?"
He	reeled	in	his	line,	laid	his	rod	across	a	bush	and	climbed	the	embankment

to	Elnora's	side,	produced	a	knife	and	began	the	work	of	whittling	a	deep	groove
around	the	cocoon.
"Yes.	I	paid	my	way	through	the	high	school	in	Onabasha	with	them.	Now	I

am	starting	a	collection	which	means	college."
"Onabasha!"	 said	 the	man.	"That	 is	where	 I	am	visiting.	Possibly	you	know

my	people—Dr.	Ammon's?	The	doctor	is	my	uncle.	My	home	is	in	Chicago.	I've
been	 having	 typhoid	 fever,	 something	 fierce.	 In	 the	 hospital	 six	weeks.	Didn't
gain	 strength	 right,	 so	 Uncle	 Doc	 sent	 for	 me.	 I	 am	 to	 live	 out	 of	 doors	 all
summer,	and	exercise	until	I	get	in	condition	again.	Do	you	know	my	uncle?"
"Yes.	He	is	Aunt	Margaret's	doctor,	and	he	would	be	ours,	only	we	are	never

ill."
"Well,	you	look	it!"	said	the	man,	appraising	Elnora	at	a	glance.
"Strangers	always	mention	it,"	sighed	Elnora.	"I	wonder	how	it	would	seem	to

be	a	pale,	languid	lady	and	ride	in	a	carriage."
"Ask	me!"	 laughed	the	man.	"It	 feels	 like	 the—dickens!	I'm	so	proud	of	my

feet.	It's	quite	a	trick	to	stand	on	them	now.	I	have	to	keep	out	of	the	water	all	I
can	and	stop	 to	baby	every	half-mile.	But	with	 interesting	outdoor	work	I'll	be
myself	in	a	week."
"Do	you	call	that	work?"	Elnora	indicated	the	creek.
"I	do,	indeed!	Nearly	three	miles,	banks	too	soft	to	brag	on	and	never	a	strike.

Wouldn't	you	call	that	hard	labour?"
"Yes,"	laughed	Elnora.	"Work	at	which	you	might	kill	yourself	and	never	get	a

fish.	Did	any	one	tell	you	there	were	trout	in	Sleepy	Snake	Creek?"



"Uncle	said	I	could	try."
"Oh,	you	can,"	said	Elnora.	"You	can	try	no	end,	but	you'll	never	get	a	trout.

This	 is	 too	 far	 south	 and	 too	 warm	 for	 them.	 If	 you	 sit	 on	 the	 bank	 and	 use
worms	you	might	catch	some	perch	or	catfish."
"But	that	isn't	exercise."
"Well,	if	you	only	want	exercise,	go	right	on	fishing.	You	will	have	a	creel	full

of	invisible	results	every	night."
"I	 object,"	 said	 the	 man	 emphatically.	 He	 stopped	 work	 again	 and	 studied

Elnora.	 Even	 the	 watching	 mother	 could	 not	 blame	 him.	 In	 the	 shade	 of	 the
bridge	 Elnora's	 bright	 head	 and	 her	 lavender	 dress	 made	 a	 picture	 worthy	 of
much	contemplation.
"I	 object!"	 repeated	 the	man.	 "When	 I	work	 I	want	 to	 see	 results.	 I'd	 rather

exercise	sawing	wood,	making	one	pile	grow	little	and	the	other	big	than	to	cast
all	 day	 and	 catch	 nothing	 because	 there	 is	 not	 a	 fish	 to	 take.	Work	 for	work's
sake	doesn't	appeal	to	me."
He	 digged	 the	 groove	 around	 the	 cocoon	 with	 skilled	 hand.	 "Now	 there	 is

some	fun	in	 this!"	he	said.	"It's	going	to	be	a	fair	 job	to	cut	 it	out,	but	when	it
comes,	it	is	not	only	beautiful,	but	worth	a	price;	it	will	help	you	on	your	way.	I
think	 I'll	put	up	my	 rod	and	hunt	moths.	That	would	be	 something	 like!	Don't
you	want	help?"
Elnora	parried	the	question.	"Have	you	ever	hunted	moths,	Mr.	Ammon?"
"Enough	to	know	the	ropes	in	taking	them	and	to	distinguish	the	commonest

ones.	I	go	wild	on	Catocalae.	There's	too	many	of	them,	all	too	much	alike	for
Philip,	but	I	know	all	 these	fellows.	One	flew	into	my	room	when	I	was	about
ten	years	old,	and	we	thought	it	a	miracle.	None	of	us	ever	had	seen	one	so	we
took	it	over	to	the	museum	to	Dr.	Dorsey.	He	said	they	were	common	enough,
but	we	didn't	see	 them	because	they	flew	at	night.	He	showed	me	the	museum
collection,	 and	 I	was	 so	 interested	 I	 took	mine	 back	home	 and	 started	 to	 hunt
them.	Every	year	 after	 that	we	went	 to	our	 cottage	a	month	earlier,	 so	 I	 could
find	them,	and	all	my	family	helped.	I	stuck	to	it	until	I	went	to	college.	Then,
keeping	the	little	moths	out	of	the	big	ones	was	too	much	for	the	mater,	so	father
advised	that	I	donate	mine	to	the	museum.	He	bought	a	fine	case	for	them	with
my	name	on	it,	which	constitutes	my	sole	contribution	to	science.	I	know	enough
to	help	you	all	right."
"Aren't	you	going	north	this	year?"
"All	depends	on	how	this	fever	leaves	me.	Uncle	says	the	nights	are	too	cold

and	 the	 days	 too	 hot	 there	 for	 me.	 He	 thinks	 I	 had	 better	 stay	 in	 an	 even
temperature	until	I	am	strong	again.	I	am	going	to	stick	pretty	close	to	him	until	I
know	I	am.	I	wouldn't	admit	it	to	any	one	at	home,	but	I	was	almost	gone.	I	don't



believe	anything	can	eat	up	nerve	much	faster	than	the	burning	of	a	slow	fever.
No,	thanks,	I	have	enough.	I	stay	with	Uncle	Doc,	so	if	I	feel	it	coming	again	he
can	do	something	quickly."
"I	 don't	 blame	 you,"	 said	 Elnora.	 "I	 never	 have	 been	 sick,	 but	 it	 must	 be

dreadful.	 I	 am	 afraid	 you	 are	 tiring	 yourself	 over	 that.	 Let	 me	 take	 the	 knife
awhile."
"Oh,	it	isn't	so	bad	as	that!	I	wouldn't	be	wading	creeks	if	it	were.	I	only	need

a	few	more	days	to	get	steady	on	my	feet	again.	I'll	soon	have	this	out."
"It	is	kind	of	you	to	get	it,"	said	Elnora.	"I	should	have	had	to	peel	it,	which

would	spoil	the	cocoon	for	a'	specimen	and	ruin	the	moth."
"You	haven't	said	yet	whether	I	may	help	you	while	I	am	here."
Elnora	hesitated.
"You	better	say	'yes,'"	he	persisted.	"It	would	be	a	real	kindness.	It	would	keep

me	outdoors	all	day	and	give	an	incentive	to	work.	I'm	good	at	it.	I'll	show	you	if
I	am	not	in	a	week	or	so.	I	can	'sugar,'	manipulate	lights,	and	mirrors,	and	all	the
expert	methods.	I'll	wager,	moths	are	numerous	in	the	old	swamp	over	there."
"They	 are,"	 said	 Elnora.	 "Most	 I	 have	 I	 took	 there.	 A	 few	 nights	 ago	 my

mother	caught	a	number,	but	we	don't	dare	go	alone."
"All	 the	more	 reason	why	 you	 need	me.	Where	 do	 you	 live?	 I	 can't	 get	 an

answer	from	you,	I'll	go	tell	your	mother	who	I	am	and	ask	her	if	I	may	help	you.
I	warn	you,	young	lady,	I	have	a	very	effective	way	with	mothers.	They	almost
never	turn	me	down."
"Then	 it's	 probable	 you	will	 have	 a	 new	 experience	when	 you	meet	mine,"

said	 Elnora.	 "She	 never	 was	 known	 to	 do	 what	 any	 one	 expected	 she	 surely
would."
The	 cocoon	 came	 loose.	 Philip	 Ammon	 stepped	 down	 the	 embankment

turning	to	offer	his	hand	to	Elnora.	She	ran	down	as	she	would	have	done	alone,
and	 taking	 the	 cocoon	 turned	 it	 end	 for	 end	 to	 learn	 if	 the	 imago	 it	 contained
were	 alive.	 Then	 Ammon	 took	 back	 the	 cocoon	 to	 smooth	 the	 edges.	 Mrs.
Comstock	 gave	 them	 one	 long	 look	 as	 they	 stood	 there,	 and	 returned	 to	 her
dandelions.	 While	 she	 worked	 she	 paused	 occasionally,	 listening	 intently.
Presently	they	came	down	the	creek,	the	man	carrying	the	cocoon	as	if	it	were	a
jewel,	while	Elnora	made	her	way	along	the	bank,	taking	a	lesson	in	casting.	Her
face	was	 flushed	with	excitement,	her	eyes	 shining,	 the	bushes	 taking	 liberties
with	her	 hair.	For	 a	 picture	of	 perfect	 loveliness	 she	 scarcely	 could	have	been
surpassed,	and	the	eyes	of	Philip	Ammon	seemed	to	be	in	working	order.
"Moth-er!"	called	Elnora.
There	was	an	undulant,	caressing	sweetness	in	the	girl's	voice,	as	she	sung	out

the	 call	 in	 perfect	 confidence	 that	 it	 would	 bring	 a	 loving	 answer,	 that	 struck



deep	 in	Mrs.	Comstock's	 heart.	 She	 never	 had	 heard	 that	word	 so	 pronounced
before	and	a	lump	arose	in	her	throat.
"Here!"	she	answered,	still	cleaning	dandelions.
"Mother,	this	is	Mr.	Philip	Ammon,	of	Chicago,"	said	Elnora.	"He	has	been	ill

and	he	is	staying	with	Dr.	Ammon	in	Onabasha.	He	came	down	the	creek	fishing
and	cut	this	cocoon	from	under	the	bridge	for	me.	He	feels	that	it	would	be	better
to	hunt	moths	than	to	fish,	until	he	is	well.	What	do	you	think	about	it?"
Philip	Ammon	extended	his	hand.	"I	am	glad	to	know	you,"	he	said.
"You	 may	 take	 the	 hand-shaking	 for	 granted,"	 replied	 Mrs.	 Comstock.

"Dandelions	 have	 a	 way	 of	 making	 fingers	 sticky,	 and	 I	 like	 to	 know	 a	 man
before	I	take	his	hand,	anyway.	That	introduction	seems	mighty	comprehensive
on	your	part,	but	it	still	leaves	me	unclassified.	My	name	is	Comstock."
Philip	Ammon	bowed.
"I	am	sorry	to	hear	you	have	been	sick,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"But	if	people

will	live	where	they	have	such	vile	water	as	they	do	in	Chicago,	I	don't	see	what
else	they	are	to	expect."
Philip	studied	her	intently.
"I	am	sure	I	didn't	have	a	fever	on	purpose,"	he	said.
"You	do	seem	a	 little	wobbly	on	your	 legs,"	 she	observed.	 "Maybe	you	had

better	sit	and	rest	while	I	finish	these	greens.	It's	late	for	the	genuine	article,	but
in	the	shade,	among	long	grass	they	are	still	tender."
"May	I	have	a	leaf?"	he	asked,	reaching	for	one	as	he	sat	on	the	bank,	looking

from	 the	 little	 creek	at	his	 feet,	 away	 through	 the	dim	cool	 spaces	of	 the	 June
forest	on	the	opposite	side.	He	drew	a	deep	breath.	"Glory,	but	this	is	good	after
almost	two	months	inside	hospital	walls!"
He	stretched	on	the	grass	and	lay	gazing	up	at	the	leaves,	occasionally	asking

the	interpretation	of	a	bird	note	or	the	origin	of	an	unfamiliar	forest	voice.	Elnora
began	helping	with	the	dandelions.
"Another,	please,"	said	the	young	man,	holding	out	his	hand.
"Do	you	suppose	this	is	the	kind	of	grass	Nebuchadnezzar	ate?"	Elnora	asked,

giving	the	leaf.
"He	knew	a	good	thing	if	it	is."
"Oh,	you	should	taste	dandelions	boiled	with	bacon	and	served	with	mother's

cornbread."
"Don't!	 My	 appetite	 is	 twice	 my	 size	 now.	 While	 it	 is—how	 far	 is	 it	 to

Onabasha,	shortest	cut?"
"Three	miles."
The	man	lay	in	perfect	content,	nibbling	leaves.
"This	 surely	 is	 a	 treat,"	 he	 said.	 "No	 wonder	 you	 find	 good	 hunting	 here.



There	seems	to	be	foliage	for	almost	every	kind	of	caterpillar.	But	I	suppose	you
have	to	exchange	for	northern	species	and	Pacific	Coast	kinds?"
"Yes.	 And	 every	 one	 wants	 Regalis	 in	 trade.	 I	 never	 saw	 the	 like.	 They

consider	a	Cecropia	or	a	Polyphemus	an	insult,	and	a	Luna	is	barely	acceptable."
"What	authorities	have	you?"
Elnora	began	to	name	text-books	which	started	a	discussion.	Mrs.	Comstock

listened.	She	cleaned	dandelions	with	greater	deliberation	than	they	ever	before
were	examined.	 In	 reality	she	was	 taking	stock	of	 the	young	man's	 long,	well-
proportioned	 frame,	 his	 strong	 hands,	 his	 smooth,	 fine-textured	 skin,	 his	 thick
shock	of	dark	hair,	and	making	mental	notes	of	his	simple	manly	speech	and	the
fact	that	he	evidently	did	know	much	about	moths.	It	pleased	her	to	think	that	if
he	had	been	a	neighbour	boy	who	had	lain	beside	her	every	day	of	his	life	while
she	worked,	he	could	have	been	no	more	at	home.	She	liked	the	things	he	said,
but	 she	 was	 proud	 that	 Elnora	 had	 a	 ready	 answer	 which	 always	 seemed
appropriate.
At	last	Mrs.	Comstock	finished	the	greens.
"You	are	three	miles	from	the	city	and	less	than	a	mile	from	where	we	live,"

she	said.	"If	you	will	tell	me	what	you	dare	eat,	I	suspect	you	had	best	go	home
with	us	and	rest	until	 the	cool	of	the	day	before	you	start	back.	Probably	some
one	that	you	can	ride	in	with	will	be	passing	before	evening."
"That	is	mighty	kind	of	you,"	said	Philip.	"I	think	I	will.	It	doesn't	matter	so

much	what	I	eat,	the	point	is	that	I	must	be	moderate.	I	am	hungry	all	the	time."
"Then	we	will	go,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock,	"and	we	will	not	allow	you	to	make

yourself	sick	with	us."
Philip	 Ammon	 arose:	 picking	 up	 the	 pail	 of	 greens	 and	 his	 fishing	 rod,	 he

stood	waiting.	Elnora	led	the	way.	Mrs.	Comstock	motioned	Philip	to	follow	and
she	walked	in	the	rear.	The	girl	carried	the	cocoon	and	the	box	of	moths	she	had
taken,	 searching	 every	 step	 for	more.	The	 young	man	 frequently	 set	 down	his
load	to	join	in	the	pursuit	of	a	dragonfly	or	moth,	while	Mrs.	Comstock	watched
the	proceedings	with	sharp	eyes.	Every	time	Philip	picked	up	the	pail	of	greens
she	struggled	to	suppress	a	smile.
Elnora	proceeded	 slowly,	 chattering	 about	 everything	beside	 the	 trail.	Philip

was	 interested	 in	all	 the	objects	 she	pointed	out,	noticing	 several	 things	which
escaped	her.	He	carried	the	greens	as	casually	when	they	took	a	short	cut	down
the	 roadway	 as	 on	 the	 trail.	When	Elnora	 turned	 toward	 the	 gate	 of	 her	 home
Philip	Ammon	stopped,	 took	a	 long	look	at	 the	big	hewed	log	cabin,	 the	vines
which	 clambered	 over	 it,	 the	 flower	 garden	 ablaze	with	 beds	 of	 bright	 bloom
interspersed	with	strawberries	and	 tomatoes,	 the	 trees	of	 the	forest	 rising	north
and	west	like	a	green	wall	and	exclaimed:	"How	beautiful!"



Mrs.	Comstock	was	pleased.	"If	you	 think	 that,"	she	said,	"perhaps	you	will
understand	how,	 in	 all	 this	 present-day	 rush	 to	 be	modern,	 I	 have	preferred	 to
remain	as	I	began.	My	husband	and	I	took	up	this	land,	and	enough	trees	to	build
the	cabin,	stable,	and	outbuildings	are	nearly	all	we	ever	cut.	Of	course,	if	he	had
lived,	I	suppose	we	should	have	kept	up	with	our	neighbours.	I	hear	considerable
about	 the	 value	 of	 the	 land,	 the	 trees	 which	 are	 on	 it,	 and	 the	 oil	 which	 is
supposed	to	be	under	it,	but	as	yet	I	haven't	brought	myself	to	change	anything.
So	we	stand	for	one	of	the	few	remaining	homes	of	first	settlers	in	this	region.
Come	in.	You	are	very	welcome	to	what	we	have."
Mrs.	 Comstock	 stepped	 forward	 and	 took	 the	 lead.	 She	 had	 a	 bowl	 of	 soft

water	and	a	pair	of	boots	to	offer	for	the	heavy	waders,	for	outer	comfort,	a	glass
of	 cold	 buttermilk	 and	 a	 bench	 on	 which	 to	 rest,	 in	 the	 circular	 arbour	 until
dinner	was	ready.	Philip	Ammon	splashed	in	the	water.	He	followed	to	the	stable
and	 exchanged	 boots	 there.	He	was	 ravenous	 for	 the	 buttermilk,	 and	when	 he
stretched	 on	 the	 bench	 in	 the	 arbour	 the	 flickering	 patches	 of	 sunlight	 so
tantalized	his	tired	eyes,	while	the	bees	made	such	splendid	music,	he	was	soon
sound	asleep.	When	Elnora	and	her	mother	came	out	with	a	 table	 they	stood	a
short	time	looking	at	him.	It	is	probable	Mrs.	Comstock	voiced	a	united	thought
when	 she	 said:	 "What	 a	 refined,	 decent	 looking	 young	 man!	 How	 proud	 his
mother	must	be	of	him!	We	must	be	careful	what	we	let	him	eat."
Then	 they	 returned	 to	 the	 kitchen	 where	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 proceeded	 to	 be

careful.	 She	 broiled	 ham	 of	 her	 own	 sugar-curing,	 creamed	 potatoes,	 served
asparagus	on	 toast,	 and	made	a	delicious	 strawberry	 shortcake.	As	 she	 cooked
dandelions	with	bacon,	she	feared	to	serve	them	to	him,	so	she	made	an	excuse
that	 it	 took	 too	 long	 to	prepare	 them,	blanched	 some	and	made	a	 salad.	When
everything	was	ready	she	touched	Philip's	sleeve.
"Best	have	something	to	eat,	lad,	before	you	get	too	hungry,"	she	said.
"Please	hurry!"	he	begged	laughingly	as	he	held	a	plate	toward	her	to	be	filled.

"I	thought	I	had	enough	self-restraint	to	start	out	alone,	but	I	see	I	was	mistaken.
If	you	would	allow	me,	just	now,	I	am	afraid	I	should	start	a	fever	again.	I	never
did	smell	food	so	good	as	this.	It's	mighty	kind	of	you	to	take	me	in.	I	hope	I	will
be	man	enough	in	a	few	days	to	do	something	worth	while	in	return."
Spots	 of	 sunshine	 fell	 on	 the	 white	 cloth	 and	 blue	 china,	 the	 bees	 and	 an

occasional	 stray	 butterfly	 came	 searching	 for	 food.	 A	 rose-breasted	 grosbeak,
released	from	a	three	hours'	siege	of	brooding,	while	his	independent	mate	took
her	bath	and	recreation,	mounted	 the	 top	branch	of	a	maple	 in	 the	west	woods
from	which	he	serenaded	the	dinner	party	with	a	joyful	chorus	in	celebration	of
his	 freedom.	 Philip's	 eyes	 strayed	 to	 the	 beautiful	 cabin,	 to	 the	 mixture	 of
flowers	and	vegetables	stretching	down	to	the	road,	and	to	the	singing	bird	with



his	red-splotched	breast	of	white	and	he	said:	"I	can't	realize	now	that	I	ever	lay
in	ice	packs	in	a	hospital.	How	I	wish	all	the	sick	folks	could	come	here	to	grow
strong!"
The	grosbeak	 sang	on,	 a	 big	Turnus	 butterfly	 sailed	 through	 the	 arbour	 and

poised	over	the	table.	Elnora	held	up	a	lump	of	sugar	and	the	butterfly,	clinging
to	 her	 fingers,	 tasted	 daintily.	 With	 eager	 eyes	 and	 parted	 lips,	 the	 girl	 held
steadily.	When	at	last	it	wavered	away,	"That	made	a	picture!"	said	Philip.	"Ask
me	 some	 other	 time	 how	 I	 lost	 my	 illusions	 concerning	 butterflies.	 I	 always
thought	 of	 them	 in	 connection	 with	 sunshine,	 flower	 pollen,	 and	 fruit	 nectar,
until	one	sad	day."
"I	know!"	laughed	Elnora.	"I've	seen	that,	too,	but	it	didn't	destroy	any	illusion

for	me.	I	think	quite	as	much	of	the	butterflies	as	ever."
Then	 they	 talked	 of	 flowers,	 moths,	 dragonflies,	 Indian	 relics,	 and	 all	 the

natural	wonders	the	swamp	afforded,	straying	from	those	subjects	to	books	and
school	work.	When	 they	cleared	 the	 table	Philip	assisted,	carrying	several	 tray
loads	 to	 the	 kitchen.	He	 and	Elnora	mounted	 specimens	while	Mrs	Comstock
washed	the	dishes.	Then	she	came	out	with	a	ruffle	she	was	embroidering.
"I	wonder	if	I	did	not	see	a	picture	of	you	in	Onabasha	last	night,"	Philip	said

to	Elnora.	"Aunt	Anna	took	me	to	call	on	Miss	Brownlee.	She	was	showing	me
her	crowd—of	course,	 it	was	you!	But	 it	didn't	half	do	you	 justice,	although	it
was	the	nearest	human	of	any	of	them.	Miss	Brownlee	is	very	fond	of	you.	She
said	the	finest	things."
Then	they	talked	of	Commencement,	and	at	last	Philip	said	he	must	go	or	his

friends	would	become	anxious	about	him.
Mrs.	Comstock	brought	him	a	blue	bowl	of	creamy	milk	and	a	plate	of	bread.

She	stopped	a	passing	team	and	secured	a	ride	to	the	city	for	him,	as	his	exercise
of	the	morning	had	been	too	violent,	and	he	was	forced	to	admit	he	was	tired.
"May	 I	 come	 to-morrow	 afternoon	 and	 hunt	moths	 awhile?"	 he	 asked	Mrs.

Comstock	as	he	arose.	"We	will	'sugar'	a	tree	and	put	a	light	beside	it,	if	I	can	get
stuff	 to	 make	 the	 preparation.	 Possibly	 we	 can	 take	 some	 that	 way.	 I	 always
enjoy	moth	hunting,	I'd	like	to	help	Miss	Elnora,	and	it	would	be	a	charity	to	me.
I've	got	to	remain	outdoors	some	place,	and	I'm	quite	sure	I'd	get	well	faster	here
than	anywhere	else.	Please	say	I	may	come."
"I	have	no	objections,	if	Elnora	really	would	like	help,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.
In	 her	 heart	 she	 wished	 he	 would	 not	 come.	 She	 wanted	 her	 newly	 found

treasure	all	to	herself,	for	a	time,	at	least.	But	Elnora's	were	eager,	shining	eyes.
She	thought	it	would	be	splendid	to	have	help,	and	great	fun	to	try	book	methods
for	taking	moths,	so	it	was	arranged.	As	Philip	rode	away,	Mrs.	Comstock's	eyes
followed	him.	"What	a	nice	young	man!"	she	said.



"He	seems	fine,"	agreed	Elnora.
"He	comes	of	a	good	family,	too.	I've	often	heard	of	his	father.	He	is	a	great

lawyer."
"I	am	glad	he	likes	it	here.	I	need	help.	Possibly——"
"Possibly	what?"
"We	can	find	many	moths."
"What	did	he	mean	about	the	butterflies?"
"That	he	always	had	connected	 them	with	 sunshine,	 flowers,	 and	 fruits,	 and

thought	of	them	as	the	most	exquisite	of	creations;	then	one	day	he	found	some
clustering	thickly	over	carrion."
"Come	to	think	of	it,	I	have	seen	butterflies——"
"So	had	he,"	laughed	Elnora.	"And	that	is	what	he	meant."



Chapter		14	
Wherein	a	new	position	is	tendered	Elnora,	and	Philip
Ammon	is	shown	Limberlost	violets
The	next	morning	Mrs.	Comstock	called	to	Elnora,	"The	mail	carrier	stopped	at
our	box."
Elnora	ran	down	the	walk	and	came	back	carrying	an	official	letter.	She	tore	it

open	and	read:

MY	DEAR	MISS	COMSTOCK:
At	the	weekly	meeting	of	the	Onabasha	School	Board	last	night,	it	was
decided	to	add	the	position	of	Lecturer	on	Natural	History	to	our	corps	of
city	teachers.	It	will	be	the	duty	of	this	person	to	spend	two	hours	a	week	in
each	of	the	grade	schools	exhibiting	and	explaining	specimens	of	the	most
prominent	objects	in	nature:	animals,	birds,	insects,	flowers,	vines,	shrubs,
bushes,	and	trees.	These	specimens	and	lectures	should	be	appropriate	to
the	seasons	and	the	comprehension	of	the	grades.	This	position	was
unanimously	voted	to	you.	I	think	you	will	find	the	work	delightful	and
much	easier	than	the	routine	grind	of	the	other	teachers.	It	is	my	advice	that
you	accept	and	begin	to	prepare	yourself	at	once.	Your	salary	will	be	$750	a
year,	and	you	will	be	allowed	$200	for	expenses	in	procuring	specimens
and	books.	Let	us	know	at	once	if	you	want	the	position,	as	it	is	going	to	be
difficult	to	fill	satisfactorily	if	you	do	not.
Very	truly	yours,
DAVID	THOMPSON,	President,	Onabasha	Schools.

"I	hardly	understand,"	marvelled	Mrs.	Comstock.
"It	is	a	new	position.	They	never	have	had	anything	like	it	before.	I	suspect	it

arose	 from	 the	 help	 I've	 been	 giving	 the	 grade	 teachers	 in	 their	 nature	 work.
They	 are	 trying	 to	 teach	 the	 children	 something,	 and	 half	 the	 instructors	 don't
know	a	blue	jay	from	a	king-fisher,	a	beech	leaf	from	an	elm,	or	a	wasp	from	a
hornet."
"Well,	do	you?"	anxiously	inquired	Mrs.	Comstock.
"Indeed,	 I	 do!"	 laughed	 Elnora,	 "and	 several	 other	 things	 beside.	 When



Freckles	 bequeathed	me	 the	 swamp,	 he	 gave	me	 a	 bigger	 inheritance	 than	 he
knew.	While	you	have	thought	I	was	wandering	aimlessly,	I	have	been	following
a	definite	plan,	studying	hard,	and	storing	up	the	stuff	that	will	earn	these	seven
hundred	and	fifty	dollars.	Mother	dear,	I	am	going	to	accept	this,	of	course.	The
work	will	be	a	delight.	 I'd	 love	 it	most	of	anything	 in	 teaching.	You	must	help
me.	 We	 must	 find	 nests,	 eggs,	 leaves,	 queer	 formations	 in	 plants	 and	 rare
flowers.	 I	must	have	 flower	boxes	made	 for	 each	of	 the	 rooms	and	 filled	with
wild	things.	I	should	begin	to	gather	specimens	this	very	day."
Elnora's	face	was	flushed	and	her	eyes	bright.
"Oh,	what	great	work	that	will	be!"	she	cried.	"You	must	go	with	me	so	you

can	 see	 the	 little	 faces	when	 I	 tell	 them	how	 the	goldfinch	builds	 its	nest,	 and
how	the	bees	make	honey."
So	 Elnora	 and	 her	 mother	 went	 into	 the	 woods	 behind	 the	 cabin	 to	 study

nature.
"I	think,"	said	Elnora,	"the	idea	is	to	begin	with	fall	things	in	the	fall,	keeping

to	the	seasons	throughout	the	year."
"What	are	fall	things?"	inquired	Mrs.	Comstock.
"Oh,	 fringed	 gentians,	 asters,	 ironwort,	 every	 fall	 flower,	 leaves	 from	 every

tree	 and	 vine,	 what	 makes	 them	 change	 colour,	 abandoned	 bird	 nests,	 winter
quarters	 of	 caterpillars	 and	 insects,	 what	 becomes	 of	 the	 butterflies	 and
grasshoppers—myriads	of	stuff.	I	shall	have	to	be	very	wise	to	select	the	things
it	will	be	most	beneficial	for	the	children	to	learn."
"Can	I	really	help	you?"	Mrs.	Comstock's	strong	face	was	pathetic.
"Indeed,	yes!"	cried	Elnora.	"I	never	can	get	through	it	alone.	There	will	be	an

immense	amount	of	work	connected	with	securing	and	preparing	specimens."
Mrs.	Comstock	lifted	her	head	proudly	and	began	doing	business	at	once.	Her

sharp	 eyes	 ranged	 from	 earth	 to	 heaven.	 She	 investigated	 everything,	 asking
innumerable	 questions.	 At	 noon	Mrs.	 Comstock	 took	 the	 specimens	 they	 had
collected,	and	went	to	prepare	dinner,	while	Elnora	followed	the	woods	down	to
the	Sintons'	to	show	her	letter.
She	had	to	explain	what	became	of	her	moths,	and	why	college	would	have	to

be	abandoned	for	that	year,	but	Margaret	and	Wesley	vowed	not	to	tell.	Wesley
waved	 the	 letter	 excitedly,	 explaining	 it	 to	 Margaret	 as	 if	 it	 were	 a	 personal
possession.	Margaret	was	deeply	impressed,	while	Billy	volunteered	first	aid	in
gathering	material.
"Now	anything	you	want	in	the	ground,	Snap	can	dig	it	out,"	he	said.	"Uncle

Wesley	and	I	found	a	hole	three	times	as	big	as	Snap,	that	he	dug	at	the	roots	of	a
tree."
"We	will	train	him	to	hunt	pupae	cases,"	said	Elnora.



"Are	you	going	to	the	woods	this	afternoon?"	asked	Billy.
"Yes,"	 answered	Elnora.	 "Dr.	Ammon's	 nephew	 from	Chicago	 is	 visiting	 in

Onabasha.	He	 is	going	 to	show	me	how	men	put	some	sort	of	compound	on	a
tree,	 hang	 a	 light	 beside	 it,	 and	 take	moths	 that	 way.	 It	 will	 be	 interesting	 to
watch	and	learn."
"May	I	come?"	asked	Billy.
"Of	course	you	may	come!"	answered	Elnora.
"Is	this	nephew	of	Dr.	Ammon	a	young	man?"	inquired	Margaret.
"About	twenty-six,	I	should	think,"	said	Elnora.	"He	said	he	had	been	out	of

college	and	at	work	in	his	father's	law	office	three	years."
"Does	he	seem	nice?"	asked	Margaret,	and	Wesley	smiled.
"Finest	kind	of	a	person,"	said	Elnora.	"He	can	teach	me	so	much.	It	 is	very

interesting	 to	hear	him	talk.	He	knows	considerable	about	moths	 that	will	be	a
help	 to	me.	He	had	 a	 fever	 and	he	 has	 to	 stay	 outdoors	 until	 he	 grows	 strong
again."
"Billy,	 I	 guess	 you	 better	 help	 me	 this	 afternoon,"	 said	 Margaret.	 "Maybe

Elnora	had	rather	not	bother	with	you."
"There's	 no	 reason	 on	 earth	why	Billy	 should	 not	 come!"	 cried	Elnora,	 and

Wesley	smiled	again.
"I	must	hurry	home	or	I	won't	be	ready,"	she	added.
Hastening	down	the	road	she	entered	the	cabin,	her	face	glowing.
"I	 thought	you	never	would	come,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"If	you	don't	hurry

Mr.	Ammon	will	be	here	before	you	are	dressed."
"I	forgot	about	him	until	just	now,"	said	Elnora.	"I	am	not	going	to	dress.	He's

not	coming	to	visit.	We	are	only	going	to	the	woods	for	more	specimens.	I	can't
wear	anything	that	requires	care.	The	limbs	take	the	most	dreadful	liberties	with
hair	and	clothing."
Mrs.	Comstock	opened	her	lips,	looked	at	Elnora	and	closed	them.	In	her	heart

she	was	pleased	that	the	girl	was	so	interested	in	her	work	that	she	had	forgotten
Philip	Ammon's	coming.	But	it	did	seem	to	her	that	such	a	pleasant	young	man
should	have	been	greeted	by	a	girl	in	a	fresh	dress.	"If	she	isn't	disposed	to	primp
at	 the	 coming	 of	 a	man,	 heaven	 forbid	 that	 I	 should	 be	 the	 one	 to	 start	 her,"
thought	Mrs.	Comstock.
Philip	 came	whistling	down	 the	walk	between	 the	 cinnamon	pinks,	 pansies,

and	strawberries.	He	carried	several	packages,	while	his	face	flushed	with	more
colour	than	on	the	previous	day.
"Only	see	what	has	happened	to	me!"	cried	Elnora,	offering	her	letter.
"I'll	wager	I	know!"	answered	Philip.	"Isn't	it	great!	Every	one	in	Onabasha	is

talking	about	 it.	At	 last	 there	 is	 something	new	under	 the	sun.	All	of	 them	are



pleased.	 They	 think	 you'll	 make	 a	 big	 success.	 This	 will	 give	 an	 incentive	 to
work.	In	a	few	days	more	I'll	be	myself	again,	and	we'll	overturn	the	fields	and
woods	around	here."
He	went	on	to	congratulate	Mrs.	Comstock.
"Aren't	you	proud	of	her,	though?"	he	asked.	"You	should	hear	what	folks	are

saying!	They	say	she	created	the	necessity	for	the	position,	and	every	one	seems
to	feel	that	it	 is	a	necessity.	Now,	if	she	succeeds,	and	she	will,	all	of	the	other
city	schools	will	have	such	departments,	and	first	thing	you	know	she	will	have
made	 the	 whole	 world	 a	 little	 better.	 Let	 me	 rest	 a	 few	 seconds;	 my	 feet	 are
acting	up	again.	Then	we	will	cook	the	moth	compound	and	put	it	to	cool."
He	laughed	as	he	sat	breathing	shortly.
"It	 doesn't	 seem	possible	 that	 a	 fellow	 could	 lose	 his	 strength	 like	 this.	My

knees	are	actually	 trembling,	but	 I'll	be	all	 right	 in	a	minute.	Uncle	Doc	said	I
could	come.	 I	 told	him	how	you	 took	care	of	me,	and	he	said	 I	would	be	safe
here."
Then	he	began	unwrapping	packages	and	explaining	to	Mrs.	Comstock	how	to

cook	 the	 compound	 to	 attract	 the	 moths.	 He	 followed	 her	 into	 the	 kitchen,
kindled	 the	 fire,	 and	 stirred	 the	 preparation	 as	 he	 talked.	 While	 the	 mixture
cooled,	he	and	Elnora	walked	through	the	vegetable	garden	behind	the	cabin	and
strayed	from	there	into	the	woods.
"What	about	college?"	he	asked.	"Miss	Brownlee	said	you	were	going."
"I	had	hoped	 to,"	 replied	Elnora,	 "but	 I	had	a	streak	of	dreadful	 luck,	 so	 I'll

have	to	wait	until	next	year.	If	you	won't	speak	of	it,	I'll	tell	you."
Philip	promised,	so	Elnora	recited	the	history	of	the	Yellow	Emperor.	She	was

so	 interested	 in	 doing	 the	 Emperor	 justice	 she	 did	 not	 notice	 how	 many
personalities	 went	 into	 the	 story.	 A	 few	 pertinent	 questions	 told	 him	 the
remainder.	He	looked	at	the	girl	in	wonder.	In	face	and	form	she	was	as	lovely	as
any	one	of	her	age	and	type	he	ever	had	seen.	Her	school	work	far	surpassed	that
of	most	girls	of	her	age	he	knew.	She	differed	in	other	ways.	This	vast	store	of
learning	 she	 had	 gathered	 from	 field	 and	 forest	was	 a	wealth	 of	 attraction	 no
other	girl	possessed.	Her	 frank,	matter-of-fact	manner	was	an	 inheritance	 from
her	 mother,	 but	 there	 was	 something	 more.	 Once,	 as	 they	 talked	 he	 thought
"sympathy"	was	the	word	to	describe	it	and	again	"comprehension."	She	seemed
to	possess	a	large	sense	of	brotherhood	for	all	human	and	animate	creatures.	She
spoke	to	him	as	if	she	had	known	him	all	her	life.	She	talked	to	the	grosbeak	in
exactly	the	same	manner,	as	she	laid	strawberries	and	potato	bugs	on	the	fence
for	his	family.	She	did	not	swerve	an	inch	from	her	way	when	a	snake	slid	past
her,	while	the	squirrels	came	down	from	the	trees	and	took	corn	from	her	fingers.
She	might	as	well	have	been	a	boy,	so	lacking	was	she	in	any	touch	of	feminine



coquetry	toward	him.	He	studied	her	wonderingly.	As	they	went	along	the	path
they	reached	a	large	slime-covered	pool	surrounded	by	decaying	stumps	and	logs
thickly	covered	with	water	hyacinths	and	blue	flags.	Philip	stopped.
"Is	that	the	place?"	he	asked.
Elnora	assented.	"The	doctor	told	you?"
"Yes.	It	was	tragic.	Is	that	pool	really	bottomless?"
"So	far	as	we	ever	have	been	able	to	discover."
Philip	 stood	 looking	 at	 the	 water,	 while	 the	 long,	 sweet	 grasses,	 thickly

sprinkled	with	blue	flag	bloom,	over	which	wild	bees	clambered,	swayed	around
his	 feet.	Then	 he	 turned	 to	 the	 girl.	 She	 had	worked	 hard.	The	 same	 lavender
dress	she	had	worn	the	previous	day	clung	to	her	in	limp	condition.	But	she	was
as	evenly	coloured	and	of	as	fine	grain	as	a	wild	rose	petal,	her	hair	was	really
brown,	 but	 never	was	 such	 hair	 touched	with	 a	 redder	 glory,	while	 her	 heavy
arching	brows	added	a	look	of	strength	to	her	big	gray-blue	eyes.
"And	you	were	born	here?"
He	had	not	intended	to	voice	that	thought.
"Yes,"	she	said,	looking	into	his	eyes.	"Just	in	time	to	prevent	my	mother	from

saving	the	life	of	my	father.	She	came	near	never	forgiving	me."
"Ah,	cruel!"	cried	Philip.
"I	find	much	in	life	that	is	cruel,	from	our	standpoints,"	said	Elnora.	"It	takes

the	 large	 wisdom	 of	 the	 Unfathomable,	 the	 philosophy	 of	 the	 Almighty,	 to
endure	some	of	 it.	But	 there	is	always	right	somewhere,	and	at	 last	 it	seems	to
come."
"Will	it	come	to	you?"	asked	Philip,	who	found	himself	deeply	affected.
"It	has	come,"	said	 the	girl	serenely.	"It	came	a	week	ago.	 It	came	in	fullest

measure	when	my	mother	ceased	to	regret	that	I	had	been	born.	Now,	work	that	I
love	 has	 come—that	 should	 constitute	 happiness.	 A	 little	 farther	 along	 is	 my
violet	bed.	I	want	you	to	see	it."
As	Philip	Ammon	followed	he	definitely	settled	upon	the	name	of	the	unusual

feature	of	Elnora's	face.	It	should	be	called	"experience."	She	had	known	bitter
experiences	 early	 in	 life.	 Suffering	 had	 been	 her	 familiar	 more	 than	 joy.	 He
watched	her	earnestly,	his	heart	deeply	moved.	She	led	him	into	a	swampy	half-
open	 space	 in	 the	 woods,	 stopped	 and	 stepped	 aside.	 He	 uttered	 a	 cry	 of
surprised	delight.
A	few	decaying	logs	were	scattered	around,	 the	grass	grew	in	 tufts	 long	and

fine.	Blue	 flags	waved,	 clusters	of	 cowslips	nodded	gold	heads,	but	 the	whole
earth	was	 purple	with	 a	 thick	 blanket	 of	 violets	 nodding	 from	 stems	 a	 foot	 in
length.	Elnora	knelt	and	slipping	her	 fingers	between	 the	 leaves	and	grasses	 to
the	roots,	gathered	a	few	violets	and	gave	them	to	Philip.



"Can	your	city	greenhouses	surpass	them?"	she	asked.
He	sat	on	a	log	to	examine	the	blooms.
"They	 are	 superb!"	 he	 said.	 "I	 never	 saw	 such	 length	 of	 stem	 or	 such	 rank

leaves,	 while	 the	 flowers	 are	 the	 deepest	 blue,	 the	 truest	 violet	 I	 ever	 saw
growing	wild.	They	are	coloured	exactly	like	the	eyes	of	the	girl	I	am	going	to
marry."
Elnora	 handed	 him	 several	 others	 to	 add	 to	 those	 he	 held.	 "She	must	 have

wonderful	eyes,"	she	commented.
"No	other	blue	eyes	are	quite	so	beautiful,"	he	said.	"In	fact,	she	is	altogether

lovely."
"Is	 it	 customary	 for	 a	man	 to	 think	 the	 girl	 he	 is	 going	 to	marry	 lovely?	 I

wonder	if	I	should	find	her	so."
"You	 would,"	 said	 Philip.	 "No	 one	 ever	 fails	 to.	 She	 is	 tall	 as	 you,	 very

slender,	but	perfectly	 rounded;	you	know	about	her	eyes;	her	hair	 is	black	and
wavy—while	her	complexion	is	clear	and	flushed	with	red."
"Why,	she	must	be	the	most	beautiful	girl	in	the	whole	world!"	she	cried.
"No,	indeed!"	he	said.	"She	is	not	a	particle	better	looking	in	her	way	than	you

are	in	yours.	She	is	a	type	of	dark	beauty,	but	you	are	equally	as	perfect.	She	is
unusual	 in	 her	 combination	 of	 black	 hair	 and	 violet	 eyes,	 although	 every	 one
thinks	 them	 black	 at	 a	 little	 distance.	You	 are	 quite	 as	 unusual	with	 your	 fair
face,	 black	 brows,	 and	 brown	 hair;	 indeed,	 I	 know	 many	 people	 who	 would
prefer	your	bright	head	 to	her	dark	one.	 It's	 all	 a	question	of	 taste—and	being
engaged	to	the	girl,"	he	added.
"That	would	be	likely	to	prejudice	one,"	laughed	Elnora.
"Edith	has	a	birthday	soon;	if	these	last	will	you	let	me	have	a	box	of	them	to

send	her?"
"I	will	help	gather	and	pack	them	for	you,	so	they	will	carry	nicely.	Does	she

hunt	moths	with	you?"
Back	went	Philip	Ammon's	head	in	a	gale	of	laughter.
"No!"	he	cried.	"She	says	they	are	'creepy.'	She	would	go	into	a	spasm	if	she

were	compelled	to	touch	those	caterpillars	I	saw	you	handling	yesterday."
"Why	 would	 she?"	 marvelled	 Elnora.	 "Haven't	 you	 told	 her	 that	 they	 are

perfectly	clean,	helpless,	and	harmless	as	so	much	animate	velvet?"
"No,	I	have	not	told	her.	She	wouldn't	care	enough	about	caterpillars	to	listen."
"In	what	is	she	interested?"
"What	 interests	Edith	Carr?	Let	me	 think!	First,	 I	believe	 she	 takes	pride	 in

being	 a	 little	 handsomer	 and	 better	 dressed	 than	 any	 girl	 of	 her	 set.	 She	 is
interested	 in	 having	 a	 beautiful	 home,	 fine	 appointments,	 in	 being	 petted,
praised,	and	the	acknowledged	leader	of	society.



"She	 likes	 to	 find	 new	 things	 which	 amuse	 her,	 and	 to	 always	 and	 in	 all
circumstances	have	her	own	way	about	everything."
"Good	gracious!"	cried	Elnora,	staring	at	him.	"But	what	does	she	do?	How

does	she	spend	her	time?"
"Spend	her	time!"	repeated	Philip.	"Well,	she	would	call	that	a	joke.	Her	days

are	 never	 long	 enough.	 There	 is	 endless	 shopping,	 to	 find	 the	 pretty	 things;
regular	visits	 to	 the	dressmakers,	 calls,	 parties,	 theatres,	 entertainments.	She	 is
always	rushed.	I	never	am	able	to	be	with	her	half	as	much	as	I	would	like."
"But	I	mean	work,"	persisted	Elnora.	"In	what	is	she	interested	that	is	useful	to

the	world?"
"Me!"	cried	Philip	promptly.
"I	can	understand	that,"	laughed	Elnora.	"What	I	can't	understand	is	how	you

can	be	 in——"	She	stopped	 in	confusion,	but	she	saw	that	he	had	finished	 the
sentence	as	she	had	intended.	"I	beg	your	pardon!"	she	cried.	"I	didn't	intend	to
say	 that.	But	 I	 cannot	 understand	 these	 people	 I	 hear	 about	who	 live	 only	 for
their	own	amusement.	Perhaps	it	is	very	great;	I'll	never	have	a	chance	to	know.
To	me,	it	seems	the	only	pleasure	in	this	world	worth	having	is	the	joy	we	derive
from	living	for	those	we	love,	and	those	we	can	help.	I	hope	you	are	not	angry
with	me."
Philip	sat	silently	looking	far	away,	with	deep	thought	in	his	eyes.
"You	are	angry,"	faltered	Elnora.
His	look	came	back	to	her	as	she	knelt	before	him	among	the	flowers	and	he

gazed	at	her	steadily.
"No	doubt	I	should	be,"	he	said,	"but	the	fact	is	I	am	not.	I	cannot	understand

a	life	purely	for	personal	pleasure	myself.	But	she	is	only	a	girl,	and	this	is	her
playtime.	When	she	is	a	woman	in	her	own	home,	then	she	will	be	different,	will
she	not?"
Elnora	 never	 resembled	 her	 mother	 so	 closely	 as	 when	 she	 answered	 that

question.
"I	would	have	to	be	well	acquainted	with	her	to	know,	but	I	should	hope	so.

To	make	a	 real	home	for	a	 tired	business	man	 is	a	very	different	kind	of	work
from	 that	 required	 to	 be	 a	 leader	 of	 society.	 It	 demands	 different	 talent	 and
education.	Of	course,	she	means	to	change,	or	she	would	not	have	promised	to
make	 a	 home	 for	 you.	 I	 suspect	 our	 dope	 is	 cool	 now,	 let's	 go	 try	 for	 some
butterflies."
As	they	went	along	the	path	together	Elnora	talked	of	many	things	but	Philip

answered	absently.	Evidently	he	was	 thinking	of	 something	else.	But	 the	moth
bait	recalled	him	and	he	was	ready	for	work	as	they	made	their	way	back	to	the
woods.	He	wanted	to	try	the	Limberlost,	but	Elnora	was	firm	about	remaining	on



home	 ground.	 She	 did	 not	 tell	 him	 that	 lights	 hung	 in	 the	 swamp	would	 be	 a
signal	 to	 call	 up	 a	 band	 of	men	whose	 presence	 she	 dreaded.	 So	 they	 started,
Ammon	carrying	 the	dope,	Elnora	 the	net,	Billy	and	Mrs.	Comstock	following
with	cyanide	boxes	and	lanterns.
First	they	tried	for	butterflies	and	captured	several	fine	ones	without	trouble.

They	 also	 called	 swarms	 of	 ants,	 bees,	 beetles,	 and	 flies.	When	 it	 grew	 dusk,
Mrs.	 Comstock	 and	 Philip	went	 to	 prepare	 supper.	 Elnora	 and	Billy	 remained
until	 the	 butterflies	 disappeared.	 Then	 they	 lighted	 the	 lanterns,	 repainted	 the
trees	and	followed	the	home	trail.
"Do	you	'spec	you'll	get	just	a	lot	of	moths?"	asked	Billy,	as	he	walked	beside

Elnora.
"I	am	sure	I	hardly	know,"	said	the	girl.	"This	is	a	new	way	for	me.	Perhaps

they	will	 come	 to	 the	 lights,	 but	 few	moths	 eat;	 and	 I	 have	 some	doubt	 about
those	which	the	lights	attract	settling	on	the	right	trees.	Maybe	the	smell	of	that
dope	will	draw	them.	Between	us,	Billy,	I	think	I	like	my	old	way	best.	If	I	can
find	a	hidden	moth,	slip	up	and	catch	it	unawares,	or	take	it	in	full	flight,	it's	my
captive,	and	I	can	keep	it	until	it	dies	naturally.	But	this	way	you	seem	to	get	it
under	 false	 pretences,	 it	 has	 no	 chance,	 and	 it	 will	 probably	 ruin	 its	 wings
struggling	for	freedom	before	morning."
"Well,	any	moth	ought	 to	be	proud	 to	be	 taken	anyway,	by	you,"	 said	Billy.

"Just	 look	what	you	do!	You	can	make	everybody	love	them.	People	even	quit
hating	 caterpillars	when	 they	 see	 you	 handle	 them	 and	 hear	 you	 tell	 all	 about
them.	You	must	 have	 some	 to	 show	 people	 how	 they	 are.	 It's	 not	 like	 killing
things	to	see	if	you	can,	or	because	you	want	to	eat	them,	the	way	most	men	kill
birds.	 I	 think	 it	 is	 right	 for	 you	 to	 take	 enough	 for	 collections,	 to	 show	 city
people,	and	to	illustrate	the	Bird	Woman's	books.	You	go	on	and	take	them!	The
moths	don't	care.	They're	glad	to	have	you.	They	like	it!"
"Billy,	I	see	your	future,"	said	Elnora.	"We	will	educate	you	and	send	you	up

to	Mr.	Ammon	to	make	a	great	lawyer.	You'd	beat	the	world	as	a	special	pleader.
You	actually	make	me	feel	that	I	am	doing	the	moths	a	kindness	to	take	them."
"And	 so	 you	 are!"	 cried	Billy.	 "Why,	 just	 from	what	 you	 have	 taught	 them

Uncle	Wesley	and	Aunt	Margaret	never	 think	of	killing	a	caterpillar	until	 they
look	whether	 it's	 the	 beautiful	 June	moth	 kind,	 or	 the	 horrid	 tent	 ones.	 That's
what	you	can	do.	You	go	straight	ahead!"
"Billy,	you	are	a	jewel!"	cried	Elnora,	throwing	her	arm	across	his	shoulders

as	they	came	down	the	path.
"My,	I	was	scared!"	said	Billy	with	a	deep	breath.
"Scared?"	questioned	Elnora.
"Yes	sir-ee!	Aunt	Margaret	scared	me.	May	I	ask	you	a	question?"



"Of	course,	you	may!"
"Is	that	man	going	to	be	your	beau?"
"Billy!	No!	What	made	you	think	such	a	thing?"
"Aunt	Margaret	said	likely	he	would	fall	 in	love	with	you,	and	you	wouldn't

want	me	around	any	more.	Oh,	but	I	was	scared!	It	isn't	so,	is	it?"
"Indeed,	no!"
"I	am	your	beau,	ain't	I?"
"Surely	you	are!"	said	Elnora,	tightening	her	arm.
"I	 do	 hope	 Aunt	 Kate	 has	 ginger	 cookies,"	 said	 Billy	 with	 a	 little	 skip	 of

delight.



Chapter		15	
Wherein	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 faces	 the	 almighty,	 and
Philip	Ammon	writes	a	letter
Mrs.	Comstock	and	Elnora	were	finishing	breakfast	the	following	morning	when
they	heard	a	cheery	whistle	down	the	road.	Elnora	with	surprised	eyes	looked	at
her	mother.
"Could	that	be	Mr.	Ammon?"	she	questioned.
"I	did	not	expect	him	so	soon,"	commented	Mrs.	Comstock.
It	 was	 sunrise,	 but	 the	 musician	 was	 Philip	 Ammon.	 He	 appeared	 stronger

than	on	yesterday.
"I	hope	I	am	not	too	early,"	he	said.	"I	am	consumed	with	anxiety	to	learn	if

we	 have	made	 a	 catch.	 If	we	 have,	we	 should	 beat	 the	 birds	 to	 it.	 I	 promised
Uncle	Doc	to	put	on	my	waders	and	keep	dry	for	a	few	days	yet,	when	I	go	to
the	woods.	Let's	hurry!	I	am	afraid	of	crows.	There	might	be	a	rare	moth."
The	 sun	was	 topping	 the	 Limberlost	when	 they	 started.	As	 they	 neared	 the

place	Philip	stopped.
"Now	we	must	use	great	caution,"	he	said.	"The	lights	and	the	odours	always

attract	numbers	that	don't	settle	on	the	baited	trees.	Every	bush,	shrub,	and	limb
may	hide	a	specimen	we	want."
So	they	approached	with	much	care.
"There	is	something,	anyway!"	cried	Philip.
"There	are	moths!	I	can	see	them!"	exulted	Elnora.
"Those	you	see	are	fast	enough.	It's	the	ones	for	which	you	must	search	that

will	escape.	The	grasses	are	dripping,	and	I	have	boots,	so	you	look	beside	the
path	while	I	take	the	outside,"	suggested	Ammon.
Mrs.	 Comstock	 wanted	 to	 hunt	 moths,	 but	 she	 was	 timid	 about	 making	 a

wrong	movement,	so	she	wisely	sat	on	a	log	and	watched	Philip	and	Elnora	to
learn	how	they	proceeded.	Back	in	the	deep	woods	a	hermit	thrush	was	singing
his	chant	to	the	rising	sun.	Orioles	were	sowing	the	pure,	sweet	air	with	notes	of
gold,	 poured	out	while	 on	wing.	The	 robins	were	 only	 chirping	now,	 for	 their
morning	songs	had	awakened	all	the	other	birds	an	hour	ago.	Scolding	red-wings
tilted	on	half	the	bushes.	Excepting	late	species	of	haws,	tree	bloom	was	almost
gone,	 but	wild	 flowers	made	 the	 path	 border	 and	 all	 the	wood	 floor	 a	 riot	 of



colour.	 Elnora,	 born	 among	 such	 scenes,	worked	 eagerly,	 but	 to	 the	 city	man,
recently	from	a	hospital,	they	seemed	too	good	to	miss.	He	frequently	stooped	to
examine	a	flower	face,	paused	to	listen	intently	to	the	thrush	or	lifted	his	head	to
see	 the	 gold	 flash	 which	 accompanied	 the	 oriole's	 trailing	 notes.	 So	 Elnora
uttered	the	first	cry,	as	she	softly	lifted	branches	and	peered	among	the	grasses.
"My	find!"	she	called.	"Bring	the	box,	mother!"
Philip	 came	 hurrying	 also.	 When	 they	 reached	 her	 she	 stood	 on	 the	 path

holding	a	pair	of	moths.	Her	eyes	were	wide	with	excitement,	her	cheeks	pink,
her	red	lips	parted,	and	on	the	hand	she	held	out	to	them	clung	a	pair	of	delicate
blue-green	moths,	with	white	bodies,	and	touches	of	lavender	and	straw	colour.
All	around	her	 lay	flower-brocaded	grasses,	behind	the	deep	green	background
of	 the	forest,	while	 the	sun	slowly	sifted	gold	from	heaven	to	burnish	her	hair.
Mrs.	Comstock	heard	a	sharp	breath	behind	her.
"Oh,	what	 a	 picture!"	 exulted	Philip	 at	 her	 shoulder.	 "She	 is	 absolutely	 and

altogether	lovely!	I'd	give	a	small	fortune	for	that	faithfully	set	on	canvas!"
He	picked	the	box	from	Mrs.	Comstock's	fingers	and	slowly	advanced	with	it.

Elnora	 held	 down	 her	 hand	 and	 transferred	 the	 moths.	 Philip	 closed	 the	 box
carefully,	 but	 the	watching	mother	 saw	 that	 his	 eyes	were	 following	 the	 girl's
face.	He	was	not	making	the	slightest	attempt	to	conceal	his	admiration.
"I	wonder	 if	a	woman	ever	did	anything	 lovelier	 than	 to	find	a	pair	of	Luna

moths	 on	 a	 forest	 path,	 early	 on	 a	 perfect	 June	 morning,"	 he	 said	 to	 Mrs.
Comstock,	when	he	returned	the	box.
She	glanced	at	Elnora	who	was	intently	searching	the	bushes.
"Look	here,	young	man,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"You	seem	to	find	that	girl	of

mine	about	right."
"I	could	suggest	no	improvement,"	said	Philip.	"I	never	saw	a	more	attractive

girl	anywhere.	She	seems	absolutely	perfect	to	me."
"Then	suppose	you	don't	start	any	scheme	calculated	to	spoil	her!"	proposed

Mrs.	Comstock	dryly.	"I	don't	think	you	can,	or	that	any	man	could,	but	I'm	not
taking	any	risks.	You	asked	to	come	here	to	help	in	this	work.	We	are	both	glad
to	have	you,	if	you	confine	yourself	to	work;	but	it's	the	least	you	can	do	to	leave
us	as	you	find	us."
"I	 beg	 your	 pardon!"	 said	 Philip.	 "I	 intended	 no	 offence.	 I	 admire	 her	 as	 I

admire	any	perfect	creation."
"And	 nothing	 in	 all	 this	 world	 spoils	 the	 average	 girl	 so	 quickly	 and	 so

surely,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	She	raised	her	voice.	"Elnora,	fasten	up	that	tag	of
hair	 over	 your	 left	 ear.	 These	 bushes	muss	 you	 so	 you	 remind	me	 of	 a	 sheep
poking	its	nose	through	a	hedge	fence."
Mrs.	Comstock	started	down	the	path	toward	the	log	again,	when	she	reached



it	 she	 called	 sharply:	 "Elnora,	 come	 here!	 I	 believe	 I	 have	 found	 something
myself."
The	"something"	was	a	Citheronia	Regalis	which	had	emerged	from	its	case

on	the	soft	earth	under	the	log.	It	climbed	up	the	wood,	its	stout	legs	dragging	a
big	pursy	body,	while	it	wildly	flapped	tiny	wings	the	size	of	a	man's	thumb-nail.
Elnora	gave	one	look	and	a	cry	which	brought	Philip.
"That's	 the	rarest	moth	 in	America!"	he	announced.	"Mrs.	Comstock,	you've

gone	up	head.	You	can	put	that	in	a	box	with	a	screen	cover	to-night,	and	attract
half	a	dozen,	possibly."
"Is	it	rare,	Elnora?"	inquired	Mrs.	Comstock,	as	if	no	one	else	knew.
"It	surely	is,"	answered	Elnora.	"If	we	can	find	it	a	mate	to-night,	 it	will	 lay

from	two	hundred	and	fifty	to	three	hundred	eggs	to-morrow.	With	any	luck	at
all	I	can	raise	two	hundred	caterpillars	from	them.	I	did	once	before.	And	they
are	worth	a	dollar	apiece."
"Was	the	one	I	killed	like	that?"
"No.	That	was	a	different	moth,	but	 its	 life	processes	were	 the	same	as	 this.

The	Bird	Woman	calls	this	the	King	of	the	Poets."
"Why	does	she?"
"Because	it	is	named	for	Citheron	who	was	a	poet,	and	regalis	refers	to	a	king.

You	mustn't	 touch	it	or	you	may	stunt	wing	development.	You	watch	and	don't
let	that	moth	out	of	sight,	or	anything	touch	it.	When	the	wings	are	expanded	and
hardened	we	will	put	it	in	a	box."
"I	am	afraid	it	will	race	itself	to	death,"	objected	Mrs.	Comstock.
"That's	a	part	of	the	game,"	said	Philip.	"It	is	starting	circulation	now.	When

the	right	moment	comes,	it	will	stop	and	expand	its	wings.	If	you	watch	closely
you	can	see	them	expand."
Presently	 the	moth	 found	a	 rough	projection	of	bark	and	clung	with	 its	 feet,

back	 down,	 its	wings	 hanging.	 The	 body	was	 an	 unusual	 orange	 red,	 the	 tiny
wings	were	gray,	striped	with	the	red	and	splotched	here	and	there	with	markings
of	 canary	 yellow.	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 watched	 breathlessly.	 Presently	 she	 slipped
from	the	log	and	knelt	to	secure	a	better	view.
"Are	its	wings	developing?"	called	Elnora.
"They	are	growing	larger	and	the	markings	coming	stronger	every	minute."
"Let's	watch,	too,"	said	Elnora	to	Philip.
They	 came	 and	 looked	 over	Mrs.	 Comstock's	 shoulder.	 Lower	 drooped	 the

gay	 wings,	 wider	 they	 spread,	 brighter	 grew	 the	 markings	 as	 if	 laid	 off	 in
geometrical	patterns.	They	could	hear	Mrs.	Comstock's	tense	breath	and	see	her
absorbed	expression.
"Young	people,"	she	said	solemnly,	"if	your	studying	science	and	the	elements



has	ever	led	you	to	feel	that	things	just	happen,	kind	of	evolve	by	chance,	as	it
were,	 this	 sight	will	 be	 good	 for	 you.	Maybe	 earth	 and	 air	 accumulate,	 but	 it
takes	 the	wisdom	of	 the	Almighty	God	 to	 devise	 the	wing	of	 a	moth.	 If	 there
ever	 was	 a	 miracle,	 this	 whole	 process	 is	 one.	 Now,	 as	 I	 understand	 it,	 this
creature	is	going	to	keep	on	spreading	those	wings,	until	they	grow	to	size	and
harden	to	strength	sufficient	to	bear	its	body.	Then	it	flies	away,	mates	with	its
kind,	 lays	 its	 eggs	 on	 the	 leaves	 of	 a	 certain	 tree,	 and	 the	 eggs	 hatch	 tiny
caterpillars	which	eat	just	that	kind	of	leaves,	and	the	worms	grow	and	grow,	and
take	 on	 different	 forms	 and	 colours	 until	 at	 last	 they	 are	 big	 caterpillars	 six
inches	 long,	with	 large	 horns.	Then	 they	 burrow	 into	 the	 earth,	 build	 a	water-
proof	 house	 around	 themselves	 from	 material	 which	 is	 inside	 them,	 and	 lie
through	rain	and	freezing	cold	for	months.	A	year	from	egg	laying	they	come	out
like	 this,	 and	 begin	 the	 process	 all	 over	 again.	 They	 don't	 eat,	 they	 don't	 see
distinctly,	they	live	but	a	few	days,	and	fly	only	at	night;	then	they	drop	off	easy,
but	the	process	goes	on."
A	 shivering	movement	went	 over	 the	moth.	 The	wings	 drooped	 and	 spread

wider.	Mrs.	Comstock	sank	into	soft	awed	tones.
"There	 never	 was	 a	 moment	 in	 my	 life,"	 she	 said,	 "when	 I	 felt	 so	 in	 the

Presence,	as	I	do	now.	I	feel	as	if	the	Almighty	were	so	real,	and	so	near,	that	I
could	reach	out	and	touch	Him,	as	I	could	this	wonderful	work	of	His,	if	I	dared.
I	 feel	 like	 saying	 to	 Him:	 'To	 the	 extent	 of	 my	 brain	 power	 I	 realize	 Your
presence,	 and	 all	 it	 is	 in	me	 to	 comprehend	of	Your	 power.	Help	me	 to	 learn,
even	 this	 late,	 the	 lessons	 of	Your	wonderful	 creations.	Help	me	 to	 unshackle
and	expand	my	soul	 to	 the	 fullest	 realization	of	Your	wonders.	Almighty	God,
make	me	bigger,	make	me	broader!'"
The	moth	climbed	to	the	end	of	the	projection,	up	it	a	little	way,	then	suddenly

reversed	 its	 wings,	 turned	 the	 hidden	 sides	 out	 and	 dropped	 them	 beside	 its
abdomen,	 like	 a	 large	 fly.	The	 upper	 side	 of	 the	wings,	 thus	 exposed,	was	 far
richer	colour,	more	exquisite	texture	than	the	under,	and	they	slowly	half	lifted
and	drooped	again.	Mrs.	Comstock	turned	her	face	to	Philip.
"Am	I	an	old	fool,	or	do	you	feel	it,	too?"	she	half	whispered.
"You	are	wiser	than	you	ever	have	been	before,"	answered	he.	"I	feel	it,	also."
"And	I,"	breathed	Elnora.
The	moth	 spread	 its	wings,	 shivered	 them	 tremulously,	 opening	 and	 closing

them	rapidly.	Philip	handed	the	box	to	Elnora.
She	shook	her	head.
"I	can't	take	that	one,"	she	said.	"Give	her	freedom."
"But,	 Elnora,"	 protested	Mrs.	 Comstock,	 "I	 don't	 want	 to	 let	 her	 go.	 She's

mine.	She's	 the	first	one	I	ever	found	this	way.	Can't	you	put	her	 in	a	big	box,



and	let	her	live,	without	hurting	her?	I	can't	bear	to	let	her	go.	I	want	to	learn	all
about	her."
"Then	watch	while	we	gather	 these	on	the	trees,"	said	Elnora.	"We	will	 take

her	home	until	night	and	then	decide	what	to	do.	She	won't	fly	for	a	long	time
yet."
Mrs.	Comstock	settled	on	 the	ground,	gazing	at	 the	moth.	Elnora	and	Philip

went	 to	 the	 baited	 trees,	 placing	 several	 large	moths	 and	 a	 number	 of	 smaller
ones	 in	 the	 cyanide	 jar,	 and	 searching	 the	 bushes	 beyond	 where	 they	 found
several	 paired	 specimens	 of	 differing	 families.	 When	 they	 returned	 Elnora
showed	her	mother	how	to	hold	her	hand	before	the	moth	so	that	it	would	climb
upon	her	fingers.	Then	they	started	back	to	the	cabin,	Elnora	and	Philip	leading
the	 way;	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 followed	 slowly,	 stepping	 with	 great	 care	 lest	 she
stumble	and	injure	the	moth.	Her	face	wore	a	look	of	comprehension,	in	her	eyes
was	 an	 exalted	 light.	On	 she	 came	 to	 the	 blue-bordered	 pool	 lying	 beside	 her
path.
A	turtle	scrambled	from	a	 log	and	splashed	 into	 the	water,	while	a	 red-wing

shouted,	 "O-ka-lee!"	 to	 her.	Mrs.	 Comstock	 paused	 and	 looked	 intently	 at	 the
slime-covered	 quagmire,	 framed	 in	 a	 flower	 riot	 and	 homed	 over	 by	 sweet-
voiced	birds.	Then	she	gazed	at	the	thing	of	incomparable	beauty	clinging	to	her
fingers	and	said	softly:	"If	you	had	known	about	wonders	like	these	in	the	days
of	your	youth,	Robert	Comstock,	could	you	ever	have	done	what	you	did?"
Elnora	missed	her	mother,	and	turning	to	look	for	her,	saw	her	standing	beside

the	pool.	Would	the	old	fascination	return?	A	panic	of	fear	seized	the	girl.	She
went	back	swiftly.
"Are	you	afraid	she	is	going?"	Elnora	asked.	"If	you	are,	cup	your	other	hand

over	her	for	shelter.	Carrying	her	through	this	air	and	in	the	hot	sunshine	will	dry
her	wings	 and	make	 them	 ready	 for	 flight	 very	 quickly.	You	 can't	 trust	 her	 in
such	air	and	light	as	you	can	in	the	cool	dark	woods."
While	 she	 talked	 she	 took	 hold	 of	 her	mother's	 sleeve,	 anxiously	 smiling	 a

pitiful	little	smile	that	Mrs.	Comstock	understood.	Philip	set	his	load	at	the	back
door,	returning	to	hold	open	the	garden	gate	for	Elnora	and	Mrs.	Comstock.	He
reached	it	in	time	to	see	them	standing	together	beside	the	pool.	The	mother	bent
swiftly	 and	 kissed	 the	 girl	 on	 the	 lips.	 Philip	 turned	 and	 was	 busily	 hunting
moths	on	the	raspberry	bushes	when	they	reached	the	gate.	And	so	excellent	are
the	rewards	of	attending	your	own	business,	that	he	found	a	Promethea	on	a	lilac
in	a	corner;	a	moth	of	such	rare	wine-coloured,	velvety	shades	that	it	almost	sent
Mrs.	Comstock	to	her	knees	again.	But	this	one	was	fully	developed,	able	to	fly,
and	had	to	be	taken	into	the	cabin	hurriedly.	Mrs.	Comstock	stood	in	the	middle
of	the	room	holding	up	her	Regalis.



"Now	what	must	I	do?"	she	asked.
Elnora	glanced	at	Philip	Ammon.	Their	eyes	met	and	both	of	them	smiled;	he

with	amusement	at	the	tall,	spare	figure,	with	dark	eyes	and	white	crown,	asking
the	childish	question	so	confidingly;	and	Elnora	with	pride.	She	was	beginning
to	appreciate	the	character	of	her	mother.
"How	would	you	 like	 to	sit	and	see	her	 finish	development?	I'll	get	dinner,"

proposed	the	girl.
After	 they	 had	 dined,	 Philip	 and	 Elnora	 carried	 the	 dishes	 to	 the	 kitchen,

brought	out	boxes,	sheets	of	cork,	pins,	ink,	paper	slips	and	everything	necessary
for	mounting	 and	 classifying	 the	moths	 they	 had	 taken.	When	 the	 housework
was	finished	Mrs.	Comstock	with	her	ruffle	sat	near,	watching	and	listening.	She
remembered	 all	 they	 said	 that	 she	 understood,	 and	 when	 uncertain	 she	 asked
questions.	Occasionally	she	laid	down	her	work	to	straighten	some	flower	which
needed	 attention	or	 to	 search	 the	garden	 for	 a	 bug	 for	 the	grosbeak.	 In	one	of
these	absences	Elnora	said	to	Philip:	"These	replace	quite	a	number	of	the	moths
I	lost	for	the	man	of	India.	With	a	week	of	such	luck,	I	could	almost	begin	to	talk
college	again."
"There	is	no	reason	why	you	should	not	have	the	week	and	the	luck,"	said	he.

"I	 have	 taken	moths	until	 the	middle	of	August,	 though	 I	 suspect	 one	 is	more
likely	to	find	late	ones	in	the	north	where	it	is	colder	than	here.	The	next	week	is
hay-time,	but	we	can	count	on	a	few	double-brooders	and	strays,	and	by	working
the	exchange	method	for	all	 it	 is	worth,	I	 think	we	can	complete	the	collection
again."
"You	almost	make	me	hope,"	said	Elnora,	"but	I	must	not	allow	myself.	I	don't

truly	think	I	can	replace	all	I	lost,	not	even	with	your	help.	If	I	could,	I	scarcely
see	my	way	clear	to	leave	mother	this	winter.	I	have	found	her	so	recently,	and
she	 is	 so	 precious,	 I	 can't	 risk	 losing	 her	 again.	 I	 am	going	 to	 take	 the	 nature
position	 in	 the	Onabasha	 schools,	 and	 I	 shall	 be	most	 happy	 doing	 the	work.
Only,	these	are	a	temptation."
"I	wish	you	might	go	to	college	this	fall	with	the	other	girls,"	said	Philip.	"I

feel	that	if	you	don't	you	never	will.	Isn't	there	some	way?"
"I	can't	see	it	if	there	is,	and	I	really	don't	want	to	leave	mother."
"Well,	mother	 is	mighty	 glad	 to	 hear	 it,"	 said	Mrs.	 Comstock,	 entering	 the

arbour.
Philip	noticed	that	her	face	was	pale,	her	lips	quivering,	her	voice	cold.
"I	 was	 telling	 your	 daughter	 that	 she	 should	 go	 to	 college	 this	 winter,"	 he

explained,	"but	she	says	she	doesn't	want	to	leave	you."
"If	 she	wants	 to	go,	 I	wish	she	could,"	 said	Mrs.	Comstock,	a	 look	of	 relief

spreading	over	her	face.



"Oh,	all	girls	want	to	go	to	college,"	said	Philip.	"It's	the	only	proper	place	to
learn	bridge	and	embroidery;	not	to	mention	midnight	lunches	of	mixed	pickles
and	fruit	cake,	and	all	the	delights	of	the	sororities."
"I	 have	 thought	 for	 years	 of	 going	 to	 college,"	 said	 Elnora,	 "but	 I	 never

thought	of	any	of	those	things."
"That	 is	 because	 your	 education	 in	 fudge	 and	 bridge	 has	 been	 sadly

neglected,"	 said	 Philip.	 "You	 should	 hear	 my	 sister	 Polly!	 This	 was	 her	 final
year!	Lunches	and	sororities	were	all	 I	heard	her	mention,	until	Tom	Levering
came	 on	 deck;	 now	 he	 is	 the	 leading	 subject.	 I	 can't	 see	 from	 her	 daily
conversation	that	she	knows	half	as	much	really	worth	knowing	as	you	do,	but
she's	ahead	of	you	miles	on	fun."
"Oh,	we	had	 some	good	 times	 in	 the	high	 school,"	 said	Elnora.	 "Life	hasn't

been	all	work	and	study.	Is	Edith	Carr	a	college	girl?"
"No.	She	is	the	very	selectest	kind	of	a	private	boarding-school	girl."
"Who	is	she?"	asked	Mrs.	Comstock.
Philip	opened	his	lips.
"She	 is	 a	 girl	 in	 Chicago,	 that	Mr.	 Ammon	 knows	 very	well,"	 said	 Elnora.

"She	is	beautiful	and	rich,	and	a	friend	of	his	sister's.	Or,	didn't	you	say	that?"
"I	don't	remember,	but	she	is,"	said	Philip.	"This	moth	needs	an	alcohol	bath

to	remove	the	dope."
"Won't	the	down	come,	too?"	asked	Elnora	anxiously.
"No.	You	watch	and	you	will	see	it	come	out,	as	Polly	would	say,	'a	perfectly

good'	moth."
"Is	your	sister	younger	than	you?"	inquired	Elnora.
"Yes,"	 said	Philip,	 "but	 she	 is	 three	years	older	 than	you.	She	 is	 the	dearest

sister	in	all	the	world.	I'd	love	to	see	her	now."
"Why	don't	you	send	for	her,"	suggested	Elnora.	"Perhaps	she'd	like	to	help	us

catch	moths."
"Yes,	I	think	Polly	in	a	Virot	hat,	Picot	embroidered	frock	and	three-inch	heels

would	 take	more	moths	 than	 any	one	who	 ever	 tried	 the	Limberlost,"	 laughed
Philip.
"Well,	you	find	many	of	them,	and	you	are	her	brother."
"Yes,	 but	 that	 is	 different.	Father	was	 reared	 in	Onabasha,	 and	he	 loved	 the

country.	He	 trained	me	his	way	and	mother	 took	charge	of	Polly.	 I	 don't	 quite
understand	 it.	 Mother	 is	 a	 great	 home	 body	 herself,	 but	 she	 did	 succeed	 in
making	Polly	strictly	ornamental."
"Does	Tom	Levering	need	a	'strictly	ornamental'	girl?"
"You	are	too	matter	of	fact!	Too	'strictly'	material.	He	needs	a	darling	girl	who

will	love	him	plenty,	and	Polly	is	that."



"Well,	then,	does	the	Limberlost	need	a	'strictly	ornamental'	girl?"
"No!"	 cried	 Philip.	 "You	 are	 ornament	 enough	 for	 the	 Limberlost.	 I	 have

changed	my	mind.	I	don't	want	Polly	here.	She	would	not	enjoy	catching	moths,
or	anything	we	do."
"She	might,"	persisted	Elnora.	"You	are	her	brother,	and	surely	you	care	 for

these	things."
"The	argument	does	not	hold,"	said	Philip.	"Polly	and	I	do	not	like	the	same

things	when	we	are	at	home,	but	we	are	very	fond	of	each	other.	The	member	of
my	family	who	would	go	crazy	about	this	is	my	father.	I	wish	he	could	come,	if
only	for	a	week.	I'd	send	for	him,	but	he	is	tied	up	in	preparing	some	papers	for	a
great	 corporation	 case	 this	 summer.	 He	 likes	 the	 country.	 It	 was	 his	 vote	 that
brought	me	here."
Philip	leaned	back	against	the	arbour,	watching	the	grosbeak	as	it	hunted	food

between	a	tomato	vine	and	a	day	lily.	Elnora	set	him	to	making	labels,	and	when
he	 finished	 them	 he	 asked	 permission	 to	 write	 a	 letter.	 He	 took	 no	 pains	 to
conceal	his	page,	and	from	where	she	sat	opposite	him,	Elnora	could	not	look	his
way	without	reading:	"My	dearest	Edith."	He	wrote	busily	for	a	time	and	then	sat
staring	across	the	garden.
"Have	you	run	out	of	material	so	quickly?"	asked	Elnora.
"That's	about	it,"	said	Philip.	"I	have	said	that	I	am	getting	well	as	rapidly	as

possible,	 that	 the	air	 is	 fine,	 the	 folks	at	Uncle	Doc's	all	well,	 and	entirely	 too
good	 to	me;	 that	 I	 am	spending	most	of	my	 time	 in	 the	 country	helping	 catch
moths	for	a	collection,	which	is	splendid	exercise;	now	I	can't	 think	of	another
thing	that	will	be	interesting."
There	was	a	burst	of	exquisite	notes	in	the	maple.
"Put	in	the	grosbeak,"	suggested	Elnora.	"Tell	her	you	are	so	friendly	with	him

you	feed	him	potato	bugs."
Philip	lowered	the	pen	to	the	sheet,	bent	forward,	then	hesitated.
"Blest	if	I	do!"	he	cried.	"She'd	think	a	grosbeak	was	a	depraved	person	with	a

large	nose.	She'd	never	dream	 that	 it	was	a	black-robed	 lover,	with	a	breast	of
snow	and	a	crimson	heart.	She	doesn't	care	for	hungry	babies	and	potato	bugs.	I
shall	write	that	to	father.	He	will	find	it	delightful."
Elnora	 deftly	 picked	 up	 a	 moth,	 pinned	 it	 and	 placed	 its	 wings.	 She

straightened	 the	 antennae,	 drew	 each	 leg	 into	 position	 and	 set	 it	 in	 perfectly
lifelike	manner.	As	she	lifted	her	work	to	see	if	she	had	it	right,	she	glanced	at
Philip.	He	was	still	frowning	and	hesitating	over	the	paper.
"I	dare	you	to	let	me	dictate	a	couple	of	paragraphs."
"Done!"	cried	Philip.	"Go	slowly	enough	that	I	can	write	it."
Elnora	laughed	gleefully.



"I	am	writing	this,"	she	began,	"in	an	old	grape	arbour	in	the	country,	near	a
log	 cabin	where	 I	 had	my	dinner.	 From	where	 I	 sit	 I	 can	 see	 directly	 into	 the
home	of	the	next-door	neighbour	on	the	west.	His	name	is	R.	B.	Grosbeak.	From
all	 I	 have	 seen	 of	 him,	 he	 is	 a	 gentleman	 of	 the	 old	 school;	 the	 oldest	 school
there	 is,	 no	 doubt.	 He	 always	 wears	 a	 black	 suit	 and	 cap	 and	 a	 white	 vest,
decorated	with	one	large	red	heart,	which	I	 think	must	be	the	emblem	of	some
ancient	order.	 I	 have	been	here	 a	number	of	 times,	 and	 I	never	have	 seen	him
wear	anything	else,	or	his	wife	appear	in	other	than	a	brown	dress	with	touches
of	white.
"It	has	appealed	 to	me	at	 times	 that	she	was	a	shade	neglectful	of	her	home

duties,	but	he	does	not	seem	to	feel	that	way.	He	cheerfully	stays	in	the	sitting-
room,	while	 she	 is	 away	having	a	good	 time,	 and	 sings	while	he	cares	 for	 the
four	 small	 children.	 I	must	 tell	 you	 about	 his	music.	 I	 am	 sure	 he	 never	 saw
inside	 a	 conservatory.	 I	 think	 he	merely	 picked	 up	what	 he	 knows	 by	 ear	 and
without	 vocal	 training,	 but	 there	 is	 a	 tenderness	 in	 his	 tones,	 a	 depth	 of	 pure
melody,	 that	 I	 never	 have	 heard	 surpassed.	 It	may	 be	 that	 I	 think	more	 of	 his
music	 than	 that	of	some	other	good	vocalists	hereabout,	because	I	see	more	of
him	and	appreciate	his	devotion	to	his	home	life.
"I	just	had	an	encounter	with	him	at	the	west	fence,	and	induced	him	to	carry	a

small	gift	to	his	children.	When	I	see	the	perfect	harmony	in	which	he	lives,	and
the	depth	of	content	he	and	the	brown	lady	find	in	life,	I	am	almost	persuaded	to
—	Now	this	is	going	to	be	poetry,"	said	Elnora.	"Move	your	pen	over	here	and
begin	with	a	quote	and	a	cap."
Philip's	face	had	been	an	interesting	study	while	he	wrote	her	sentences.	Now

he	gravely	set	the	pen	where	she	indicated,	and	Elnora	dictated—

"Buy	a	nice	little	home	in	the	country,
And	settle	down	there	for	life."

"That's	the	truth!"	cried	Philip.	"It's	as	big	a	temptation	as	I	ever	had.	Go	on!"
"That's	 all,"	 said	 Elnora.	 "You	 can	 finish.	 The	moths	 are	 done.	 I	 am	 going

hunting	for	whatever	I	can	find	for	the	grades."
"Wait	a	minute,"	begged	Philip.	"I	am	going,	too."
"No.	You	stay	with	mother	and	finish	your	letter."
"It	is	done.	I	couldn't	add	anything	to	that."
"Very	 well!	 Sign	 your	 name	 and	 come	 on.	 But	 I	 forgot	 to	 tell	 you	 all	 the

bargain.	Maybe	you	won't	send	the	letter	when	you	hear	that.	The	remainder	is
that	you	show	me	the	reply	to	my	part	of	it."
"Oh,	 that's	 easy!	 I	wouldn't	 have	 the	 slightest	 objection	 to	 showing	 you	 the



whole	letter."
He	signed	his	name,	folded	the	sheets	and	slipped	them	into	his	pocket.
"Where	are	we	going	and	what	do	we	take?"
"Will	you	go,	mother?"	asked	Elnora.
"I	have	a	 little	work	 that	 should	be	done,"	 said	Mrs.	Comstock.	 "Could	you

spare	me?	Where	do	you	want	to	go?"
"We	will	go	down	to	Aunt	Margaret's	and	see	her	a	few	minutes	and	get	Billy.

We	will	be	back	in	time	for	supper."
Mrs.	Comstock	smiled	as	she	watched	them	down	the	road.	What	a	splendid-

looking	pair	of	young	creatures	they	were!	How	finely	proportioned,	how	full	of
vitality!	Then	her	 face	grew	 troubled	as	 she	saw	 them	 in	earnest	conversation.
Just	as	she	was	wishing	she	had	not	trusted	her	precious	girl	with	so	much	of	a
stranger,	she	saw	Elnora	stoop	to	lift	a	branch	and	peer	under.	The	mother	grew
content.	Elnora	was	thinking	only	of	her	work.	She	was	to	be	trusted	utterly.



Chapter		16	
Wherein	 the	 Limberlost	 sings	 for	 Philip,	 and	 the
talking	trees	tell	great	secrets
A	few	days	 later	Philip	handed	Elnora	a	 sheet	of	paper	and	she	 read:	"In	your
condition	 I	 should	 think	 the	moth	hunting	and	 life	at	 that	cabin	would	be	very
good	for	you,	but	for	any	sake	keep	away	from	that	Grosbeak	person,	and	don't
come	home	with	your	head	full	of	granger	ideas.	No	doubt	he	has	a	remarkable
voice,	but	 I	can't	bear	untrained	singers,	and	don't	you	get	 the	 idea	 that	a	June
song	 is	 perennial.	You	 are	 not	 hearing	 the	music	 he	will	make	when	 the	 four
babies	have	the	scarlet	fever	and	the	measles,	and	the	gadding	wife	leaves	him	at
home	to	care	for	them	then.	Poor	soul,	I	pity	her!	How	she	exists	where	rampant
cows	bellow	at	you,	frogs	croak,	mosquitoes	consume	you,	the	butter	goes	to	oil
in	summer	and	bricks	in	winter,	while	the	pump	freezes	every	day,	and	there	is
no	earthly	amusement,	and	no	society!	Poor	things!	Can't	you	influence	him	to
move?	 No	wonder	 she	 gads	 when	 she	 has	 a	 chance!	 I	 should	 die.	 If	 you	 are
thinking	of	settling	in	the	country,	 think	also	of	a	woman	who	is	satisfied	with
white	and	brown	to	accompany	you!	Brown!	Of	all	deadly	colours!	I	should	go
mad	in	brown."
Elnora	 laughed	while	 she	 read.	 Her	 face	was	 dimpling,	 as	 she	 returned	 the

sheet.	"Who's	ahead?"	she	asked.
"Who	do	you	think?"	he	parried.
"She	 is,"	 said	 Elnora.	 "Are	 you	 going	 to	 tell	 her	 in	 your	 next	 that	 R.	 B.

Grosbeak	 is	 a	bird,	 and	 that	he	probably	will	 spend	 the	winter	 in	 a	wild	plum
thicket	in	Tennessee?"
"No,"	said	Philip.	"I	shall	tell	her	that	I	understand	her	ideas	of	life	perfectly,

and,	of	course,	I	never	shall	ask	her	to	deal	with	oily	butter	and	frozen	pumps—"
"—and	measley	babies,"	interpolated	Elnora.
"Exactly!"	 said	 Philip.	 "At	 the	 same	 time	 I	 find	 so	much	 to	 counterbalance

those	 things,	 that	 I	 should	 not	 object	 to	 bearing	 them	myself,	 in	 view	 of	 the
recompense.	Where	do	we	go	and	what	do	we	do	to-day?"
"We	will	have	to	hunt	beside	the	roads	and	around	the	edge	of	the	Limberlost

to-day,"	 said	 Elnora.	 "Mother	 is	 making	 strawberry	 preserves,	 and	 she	 can't
come	until	 she	 finishes.	Suppose	we	go	down	 to	 the	 swamp	and	 I'll	 show	you



what	 is	 left	 of	 the	 flower-room	 that	 Terence	 O'More,	 the	 big	 lumber	 man	 of
Great	 Rapids,	 made	 when	 he	 was	 a	 homeless	 boy	 here.	 Of	 course,	 you	 have
heard	the	story?"
"Yes,	and	I've	met	the	O'Mores	who	are	frequently	in	Chicago	society.	They

have	friends	there.	I	think	them	one	ideal	couple."
"That	sounds	as	if	they	might	be	the	only	one,"	said	Elnora,	"and,	indeed,	they

are	 not.	 I	 know	 dozens.	 Aunt	 Margaret	 and	 Uncle	 Wesley	 are	 another,	 the
Brownlees	 another,	 and	my	mathematics	 professor	 and	 his	wife.	 The	world	 is
full	of	happy	people,	but	no	one	ever	hears	of	them.	You	must	fight	and	make	a
scandal	 to	get	 into	 the	papers.	No	one	knows	about	all	 the	happy	people.	 I	am
happy	myself,	and	look	how	perfectly	inconspicuous	I	am."
"You	 only	 need	 go	 where	 you	 will	 be	 seen,"	 began	 Philip,	 when	 he

remembered	and	finished.	"What	do	we	take	to-day?"
"Ourselves,"	 said	Elnora.	 "I	 have	 a	vagabond	 streak	 in	my	blood	 and	 it's	 in

evidence.	I	am	going	to	show	you	where	real	flowers	grow,	real	birds	sing,	and	if
I	feel	quite	right	about	it,	perhaps	I	shall	raise	a	note	or	two	myself."
"Oh,	do	you	sing?"	asked	Philip	politely.
"At	times,"	answered	Elnora.	"'As	do	the	birds;	because	I	must,'	but	don't	be

scared.	The	mood	does	not	possess	me	often.	Perhaps	I	shan't	raise	a	note."
They	went	down	the	road	to	the	swamp,	climbed	the	snake	fence,	followed	the

path	to	the	old	trail	and	then	turned	south	upon	it.	Elnora	indicated	to	Philip	the
trail	with	remnants	of	sagging	barbed	wire.
"It	was	 ten	 years	 ago,"	 she	 said.	 "I	was	 a	 little	 school	 girl,	 but	 I	wandered

widely	 even	 then,	 and	 no	 one	 cared.	 I	 saw	 him	 often.	 He	 had	 been	 in	 a	 city
institution	all	his	life,	when	he	took	the	job	of	keeping	timber	thieves	out	of	this
swamp,	before	many	trees	had	been	cut.	It	was	a	strong	man's	work,	and	he	was
a	frail	boy,	but	he	grew	hardier	as	he	lived	out	of	doors.	This	trail	we	are	on	is
the	path	his	feet	first	wore,	in	those	days	when	he	was	insane	with	fear	and	eaten
up	with	loneliness,	but	he	stuck	to	his	work	and	won	out.	I	used	to	come	down	to
the	 road	and	creep	among	 the	bushes	as	 far	as	 I	dared,	 to	watch	him	pass.	He
walked	mostly,	at	times	he	rode	a	wheel.
"Some	days	his	 face	was	dreadfully	sad,	others	 it	was	so	determined	a	 little

child	 could	 see	 the	 force	 in	 it,	 and	 once	 he	was	 radiant.	That	 day	 the	Swamp
Angel	was	with	him.	I	can't	tell	you	what	she	was	like.	I	never	saw	any	one	who
resembled	her.	He	stopped	close	here	to	show	her	a	bird's	nest.	Then	they	went
on	to	a	sort	of	flower-room	he	had	made,	and	he	sang	for	her.	By	the	time	he	left,
I	had	gotten	bold	enough	to	come	out	on	the	trail,	and	I	met	the	big	Scotchman
Freckles	lived	with.	He	saw	me	catching	moths	and	butterflies,	so	he	took	me	to
the	flower-room	and	gave	me	everything	there.	I	don't	dare	come	alone	often,	so



I	can't	keep	it	up	as	he	did,	but	you	can	see	something	of	how	it	was."
Elnora	 led	 the	way	 and	Philip	 followed.	The	 outlines	 of	 the	 room	were	 not

distinct,	 because	many	 of	 the	 trees	were	 gone,	 but	 Elnora	 showed	 how	 it	 had
been	as	nearly	as	she	could.
"The	 swamp	 is	 almost	 ruined	 now,"	 she	 said.	 "The	 maples,	 walnuts,	 and

cherries	are	all	gone.	The	talking	trees	are	the	only	things	left	worth	while."
"The	'talking	trees!'	I	don't	understand,"	commented	Philip.
"No	wonder!"	 laughed	Elnora.	 "They	 are	my	 discovery.	You	 know	 all	 trees

whisper	and	talk	during	the	summer,	but	there	are	two	that	have	so	much	to	say
they	keep	on	the	whole	winter,	when	the	others	are	silent.	The	beeches	and	oaks
so	love	to	talk,	they	cling	to	their	dead,	dry	leaves.	In	the	winter	the	winds	are
stiffest	and	blow	most,	so	 these	 trees	whisper,	chatter,	 sob,	 laugh,	and	at	 times
roar	until	the	sound	is	deafening.	They	never	cease	until	new	leaves	come	out	in
the	spring	to	push	off	the	old	ones.	I	love	to	stand	beneath	them	with	my	ear	to
the	trunks,	interpreting	what	they	say	to	fit	my	moods.	The	beeches	branch	low,
and	 their	 leaves	 are	 small	 so	 they	 only	 know	 common	 earthly	 things;	 but	 the
oaks	run	straight	above	almost	all	other	trees	before	they	branch,	their	arms	are
mighty,	their	leaves	large.	They	meet	the	winds	that	travel	around	the	globe,	and
from	them	learn	the	big	things."
Philip	studied	the	girls	face.	"What	do	the	beeches	tell	you,	Elnora?"	he	asked

gently.
"To	be	patient,	to	be	unselfish,	to	do	unto	others	as	I	would	have	them	do	to

me."
"And	the	oaks?"
"They	say	'be	true,'	'live	a	clean	life,'	'send	your	soul	up	here	and	the	winds	of

the	world	will	teach	it	what	honour	achieves.'"
"Wonderful	 secrets,	 those!"	 marvelled	 Philip.	 "Are	 they	 telling	 them	 now?

Could	I	hear?"
"No.	They	are	only	gossiping	now.	This	is	play-time.	They	tell	the	big	secrets

to	a	white	world,	when	the	music	inspires	them."
"The	music?"
"All	 other	 trees	 are	 harps	 in	 the	 winter.	 Their	 trunks	 are	 the	 frames,	 their

branches	the	strings,	the	winds	the	musicians.	When	the	air	is	cold	and	clear,	the
world	 very	 white,	 and	 the	 harp	music	 swelling,	 then	 the	 talking	 trees	 tell	 the
strengthening,	uplifting	things."
"You	wonderful	girl!"	cried	Philip.	"What	a	woman	you	will	be!"
"If	 I	 am	 a	 woman	 at	 all	 worth	 while,	 it	 will	 be	 because	 I	 have	 had	 such

wonderful	opportunities,"	said	Elnora.	"Not	every	girl	 is	driven	to	 the	forest	 to
learn	what	God	has	 to	say	 there.	Here	are	 the	remains	of	Freckles's	 room.	The



time	the	Angel	came	here	he	sang	to	her,	and	I	listened.	I	never	heard	music	like
that.	No	wonder	she	loved	him.	Every	one	who	knew	him	did,	and	they	do	yet.
Try	 that	 log,	 it	 makes	 a	 fairly	 good	 seat.	 This	 old	 store	 box	was	 his	 treasure
house,	just	as	it's	now	mine.	I	will	show	you	my	dearest	possession.	I	do	not	dare
take	it	home	because	mother	can't	overcome	her	dislike	for	it.	It	was	my	father's,
and	in	some	ways	I	am	like	him.	This	is	the	strongest."
Elnora	 lifted	 the	violin	and	began	 to	play.	She	wore	a	 school	dress	of	green

gingham,	with	the	sleeves	rolled	to	the	elbows.	She	seemed	a	part	of	the	setting
all	 around	 her.	Her	 head	 shone	 like	 a	 small	 dark	 sun,	 and	 her	 face	 never	 had
seemed	 so	 rose-flushed	 and	 fair.	 From	 the	 instant	 she	 drew	 the	 bow,	 her	 lips
parted	and	her	eyes	turned	toward	something	far	away	in	the	swamp,	and	never
did	 she	 give	 more	 of	 that	 impression	 of	 feeling	 for	 her	 notes	 and	 repeating
something	 audible	 only	 to	 her.	 Philip	was	 too	 close	 to	 get	 the	 best	 effect.	He
arose	and	stepped	back	several	yards,	 leaning	against	a	 large	 tree,	 looking	and
listening	intently.
As	he	changed	positions	he	saw	that	Mrs.	Comstock	had	followed	them,	and

was	 standing	on	 the	 trail,	where	 she	could	not	have	helped	hearing	everything
Elnora	had	said.
So	to	Philip	before	her	and	the	mother	watching	on	the	trail,	Elnora	played	the

Song	of	the	Limberlost.	It	seemed	as	if	the	swamp	hushed	all	its	other	voices	and
spoke	only	through	her	dancing	bow.	The	mother	out	on	the	trail	had	heard	it	all,
once	 before	 from	 the	 girl,	 many	 times	 from	 her	 father.	 To	 the	 man	 it	 was	 a
revelation.	 He	 stood	 so	 stunned	 he	 forgot	Mrs.	 Comstock.	 He	 tried	 to	 realize
what	a	city	audience	would	say	to	that	music,	from	such	a	player,	with	a	similar
background,	and	he	could	not	imagine.
He	was	wondering	what	he	dared	say,	how	much	he	might	express,	when	the

last	note	fell	and	the	girl	laid	the	violin	in	the	case,	closed	the	door,	locked	it	and
hid	the	key	in	the	rotting	wood	at	the	end	of	a	log.	Then	she	came	to	him.	Philip
stood	looking	at	her	curiously.
"I	wonder,"	he	said,	"what	people	would	say	to	that?"
"I	played	that	in	public	once,"	said	Elnora.	"I	think	they	liked	it,	fairly	well.	I

had	a	note	yesterday	offering	me	the	leadership	of	 the	high	school	orchestra	in
Onabasha.	I	can	take	it	as	well	as	not.	None	of	my	talks	to	the	grades	come	the
first	thing	in	the	morning.	I	can	play	a	few	minutes	in	the	orchestra	and	reach	the
rooms	 in	plenty	of	 time.	 It	will	be	more	work	 that	 I	 love,	and	 like	 finding	 the
money.	I	would	gladly	play	for	nothing,	merely	to	be	able	to	express	myself."
"With	 some	 people	 it	 makes	 a	 regular	 battlefield	 of	 the	 human	 heart—this

struggle	for	self-expression,"	said	Philip.	"You	are	going	to	do	beautiful	work	in
the	world,	and	do	it	well.	When	I	realize	that	your	violin	belonged	to	your	father,



that	 he	 played	 it	 before	 you	were	 born,	 and	 it	 no	 doubt	 affected	 your	mother
strongly,	and	 then	couple	with	 that	 the	years	you	have	roamed	these	fields	and
swamps	finding	 in	nature	all	you	had	 to	 lavish	your	heart	upon,	I	can	see	how
you	evolved.	I	understand	what	you	mean	by	self-expression.	I	know	something
of	what	you	have	to	express.	The	world	never	so	wanted	your	message	as	it	does
now.	 It	 is	 hungry	 for	 the	 things	you	know.	 I	 can	 see	 easily	how	your	position
came	to	you.	What	you	have	to	give	is	taught	in	no	college,	and	I	am	not	sure	but
you	would	spoil	yourself	if	you	tried	to	run	your	mind	through	a	set	groove	with
hundreds	of	others.	I	never	thought	I	should	say	such	a	thing	to	any	one,	but	I	do
say	to	you,	and	I	honestly	believe	 it;	give	up	the	college	idea.	Your	mind	does
not	need	that	sort	of	development.	Stick	close	to	your	work	in	 the	woods.	You
are	becoming	so	 infinitely	greater	on	 it,	 than	 the	best	college	girl	 I	ever	knew,
that	there	is	no	comparison.	When	you	have	money	to	spend,	take	that	violin	and
go	to	one	of	the	world's	great	masters	and	let	the	Limberlost	sing	to	him;	if	he
thinks	he	can	improve	it,	very	well.	I	have	my	doubts."
"Do	you	really	mean	that	you	would	give	up	all	 idea	of	going	 to	college,	 in

my	place?"
"I	really	mean	it,"	said	Philip.	"If	I	now	held	the	money	in	my	hands	to	send

you,	and	could	give	it	 to	you	in	some	way	you	would	accept	I	would	not.	I	do
not	know	why	it	is	the	fate	of	the	world	always	to	want	something	different	from
what	life	gives	them.	If	you	only	could	realize	it,	my	girl,	you	are	in	college,	and
have	been	always.	You	are	in	the	school	of	experience,	and	it	has	taught	you	to
think,	and	given	you	a	heart.	God	knows	I	envy	the	man	who	wins	it!	You	have
been	 in	 the	college	of	 the	Limberlost	 all	your	 life,	 and	 I	never	met	a	graduate
from	any	other	institution	who	could	begin	to	compare	with	you	in	sanity,	clarity,
and	interesting	knowledge.	I	wouldn't	even	advise	you	to	read	too	many	books
on	your	lines.	You	acquire	your	material	first	hand,	and	you	know	that	you	are
right.	What	you	should	do	is	to	begin	early	to	practise	self-expression.	Don't	wait
too	long	to	tell	us	about	the	woods	as	you	know	them."
"Follow	the	course	of	the	Bird	Woman,	you	mean?"	asked	Elnora.
"In	 your	 own	 way;	 with	 your	 own	 light.	 She	 won't	 live	 forever.	 You	 are

younger,	and	you	will	be	ready	to	begin	where	she	ends.	The	swamp	has	given
you	all	 you	need	 so	 far;	 now	you	give	 it	 to	 the	world	 in	payment.	College	be
confounded!	Go	to	work	and	show	people	what	there	is	in	you!"
Not	until	then	did	he	remember	Mrs.	Comstock.
"Should	we	go	out	to	the	trail	and	see	if	your	mother	is	coming?"	he	asked.
"Here	 she	 is	 now,"	 said	Elnora.	 "Gracious,	 it's	 a	mercy	 I	 got	 that	 violin	 put

away	in	time!	I	didn't	expect	her	so	soon,"	whispered	the	girl	as	she	turned	and
went	toward	her	mother.	Mrs.	Comstock's	expression	was	peculiar	as	she	looked



at	Elnora.
"I	 forgot	 that	 you	were	making	 sun-preserves	 and	 they	 didn't	 require	much

cooking,"	she	said.	"We	should	have	waited	for	you."
"Not	at	all!"	answered	Mrs.	Comstock.	"Have	you	found	anything	yet?"
"Nothing	that	I	can	show	you,"	said	Elnora.	"I	am	almost	sure	I	have	found	an

idea	 that	 will	 revolutionize	 the	 whole	 course	 of	 my	 work,	 thought,	 and
ambitions."
"'Ambitions!'	My,	what	 a	 hefty	word!"	 laughed	Mrs.	 Comstock.	 "Now	who

would	suspect	a	little	red-haired	country	girl	of	harbouring	such	a	deadly	germ
in	her	body?	Can	you	tell	mother	about	it?"
"Not	if	you	talk	to	me	that	way,	I	can't,"	said	Elnora.
"Well,	I	guess	we	better	let	ambition	lie.	I've	always	heard	it	was	safest	asleep.

If	 you	 ever	 get	 a	 bona	 fide	 attack,	 it	 will	 be	 time	 to	 attend	 it.	 Let's	 hunt
specimens.	It	is	June.	Philip	and	I	are	in	the	grades.	You	have	an	hour	to	put	an
idea	 into	our	heads	 that	will	stick	for	a	 lifetime,	and	grow	for	good.	That's	 the
way	I	look	at	your	job.	Now,	what	are	you	going	to	give	us?	We	don't	want	any
old	 silly	 stuff	 that	 has	 been	hashed	over	 and	over,	we	want	 a	 big	new	 idea	 to
plant	 in	 our	 hearts.	Come	on,	Miss	Teacher,	what	 is	 the	 boiled-down,	 double-
distilled	essence	of	June?	Give	it	to	us	strong.	We	are	large	enough	to	furnish	it
developing	 ground.	 Hurry	 up!	 Time	 is	 short	 and	we	 are	 waiting.	What	 is	 the
miracle	of	June?	What	one	thing	epitomizes	the	whole	month,	and	makes	it	just
a	little	different	from	any	other?"
"The	birth	of	these	big	night	moths,"	said	Elnora	promptly.
Philip	clapped	his	hands.	The	tears	started	to	Mrs.	Comstock's	eyes.	She	took

Elnora	in	her	arms,	and	kissed	her	forehead.
"You'll	do!"	 she	said.	 "June	 is	 June,	not	because	 it	has	bloom,	bird,	 fruit,	or

flower,	exclusive	to	it	alone.
"It's	half	May	and	half	July	 in	all	of	 them.	But	 to	me,	 it's	 just	June,	when	it

comes	to	these	great,	velvet-winged	night	moths	which	sweep	its	moonlit	skies,
consummating	their	scheme	of	creation,	and	dropping	like	a	bloomed-out	flower.
Give	them	moths	for	June.	Then	make	that	 the	basis	of	your	year's	work.	Find
the	distinctive	feature	of	each	month,	the	one	thing	which	marks	it	a	time	apart,
and	hit	 them	squarely	between	 the	 eyes	with	 it.	Even	 the	babies	of	 the	 lowest
grades	 can	 comprehend	 moths	 when	 they	 see	 a	 few	 emerge,	 and	 learn	 their
history,	as	it	can	be	lived	before	them.	You	should	show	your	specimens	in	pairs,
then	their	eggs,	the	growing	caterpillars,	and	then	the	cocoons.	You	want	to	dig
out	the	red	heart	of	every	month	in	the	year,	and	hold	it	pulsing	before	them.
"I	can't	name	all	of	them	off-hand,	but	I	think	of	one	more	right	now.	February

belongs	to	our	winter	birds.	It	is	then	the	great	horned	owl	of	the	swamp	courts



his	mate,	the	big	hawks	pair,	and	even	the	crows	begin	to	take	notice.	These	are
truly	our	birds.	Like	the	poor	we	have	them	always	with	us.	You	should	hear	the
musicians	of	this	swamp	in	February,	Philip,	on	a	mellow	night.	Oh,	but	they	are
in	earnest!	For	twenty-one	years	I've	listened	by	night	to	the	great	owls,	all	the
smaller	 sizes,	 the	 foxes,	 coons,	 and	 every	 resident	 left	 in	 these	woods,	 and	by
day	to	the	hawks,	yellow-hammers,	sap-suckers,	titmice,	crows,	and	other	winter
birds.	Only	just	now	it's	come	to	me	that	the	distinctive	feature	of	February	is	not
linen	 bleaching,	 nor	 sugar	making;	 it's	 the	 love	month	 of	 our	 very	 own	 birds.
Give	them	hawks	and	owls	for	February,	Elnora."
With	flashing	eyes	the	girl	looked	at	Philip.	"How's	that?"	she	said.	"Don't	you

think	I	will	succeed,	with	such	help?	You	should	hear	the	concert	she	is	talking
about!	It	is	simply	indescribable	when	the	ground	is	covered	with	snow,	and	the
moonlight	white."
"It's	 about	 the	 best	music	we	 have,"	 said	Mrs.	Comstock.	 "I	wonder	 if	 you

couldn't	 copy	 that	 and	make	 a	 strong,	 original	 piece	 out	 of	 it	 for	 your	 violin,
Elnora?"
There	was	one	tense	breath,	then——	"I	could	try,"	said	Elnora	simply.
Philip	 rushed	 to	 the	 rescue.	 "We	 must	 go	 to	 work,"	 he	 said,	 and	 began

examining	a	walnut	branch	for	Luna	moth	eggs.	Elnora	 joined	him	while	Mrs.
Comstock	drew	her	embroidery	from	her	pocket	and	sat	on	a	log.	She	said	she
was	tired,	they	could	come	for	her	when	they	were	ready	to	go.	She	could	hear
their	voices	around	her	until	she	called	them	at	supper	time.	When	they	came	to
her	she	stood	waiting	on	the	trail,	the	sewing	in	one	hand,	the	violin	in	the	other.
Elnora	became	very	white,	but	followed	the	trail	without	a	word.	Philip,	unable
to	 see	a	woman	carry	a	heavier	 load	 than	he,	 reached	 for	 the	 instrument.	Mrs.
Comstock	shook	her	head.	She	carried	the	violin	home,	took	it	into	her	room	and
closed	the	door.	Elnora	turned	to	Philip.
"If	she	destroys	that,	I	shall	die!"	cried	the	girl.
"She	 won't!"	 said	 Philip.	 "You	 misunderstand	 her.	 She	 wouldn't	 have	 said

what	 she	did	about	 the	owls,	 if	 she	had	meant	 to.	She	 is	your	mother.	No	one
loves	you	as	she	does.	Trust	her!	Myself—I	think	she's	simply	great!"
Mrs.	 Comstock	 returned	 with	 serene	 face,	 and	 all	 of	 them	 helped	 with	 the

supper.	When	it	was	over	Philip	and	Elnora	sorted	and	classified	the	afternoon's
specimens,	 and	 made	 a	 trip	 to	 the	 woods	 to	 paint	 and	 light	 several	 trees	 for
moths.	When	they	came	back	Mrs.	Comstock	sat	in	the	arbour,	and	they	joined
her.	The	moonlight	was	so	intense,	print	could	have	been	read	by	it.	The	damp
night	 air	 held	odours	near	 to	 earth,	making	 flower	 and	 tree	perfume	 strong.	A
thousand	 insects	were	 serenading,	 and	 in	 the	maple	 the	 grosbeak	 occasionally
said	a	reassuring	word	to	his	wife,	while	she	answered	that	all	was	well.	A	whip-



poor-will	 wailed	 in	 the	 swamp	 and	 beside	 the	 blue-bordered	 pool	 a	 chat
complained	disconsolately.	Mrs.	Comstock	went	into	the	cabin,	but	she	returned
immediately,	 laying	 the	violin	and	bow	across	Elnora's	 lap.	"I	wish	you	would
give	us	a	little	music,"	she	said.



Chapter		17	
Wherein	Mrs.	Comstock	dances	in	the	moonlight,	and
Elnora	makes	a	confession
Billy	was	 swinging	 in	 the	 hammock,	 at	 peace	with	 himself	 and	 all	 the	world,
when	he	thought	he	heard	something.	He	sat	bolt	upright,	his	eyes	staring.	Once
he	 opened	 his	 lips,	 then	 thought	 again	 and	 closed	 them.	 The	 sound	 persisted.
Billy	 vaulted	 the	 fence,	 and	 ran	 down	 the	 road	 with	 his	 queer	 sidewise	 hop.
When	he	neared	the	Comstock	cabin,	he	left	the	warm	dust	of	the	highway	and
stepped	softly	at	slower	pace	over	the	rank	grasses	of	the	roadside.	He	had	heard
aright.	 The	 violin	 was	 in	 the	 grape	 arbour,	 singing	 a	 perfect	 jumble	 of
everything,	poured	out	in	an	exultant	tumult.	The	strings	were	voicing	the	joy	of
a	happy	girl	heart.
Billy	climbed	the	fence	enclosing	the	west	woods	and	crept	toward	the	arbour.

He	was	not	a	spy	and	not	a	sneak.	He	merely	wanted	to	satisfy	his	child-heart	as
to	whether	Mrs.	Comstock	was	 at	 home,	 and	Elnora	 at	 last	 playing	 her	 loved
violin	with	her	mother's	 consent.	One	peep	 sufficed.	Mrs.	Comstock	sat	 in	 the
moonlight,	her	head	leaning	against	the	arbour;	on	her	face	was	a	look	of	perfect
peace	and	contentment.	As	he	stared	at	her	the	bow	hesitated	a	second	and	Mrs.
Comstock	spoke:
"That's	all	very	melodious	and	sweet,"	she	said,	"but	I	do	wish	you	could	play

Money	Musk	and	some	of	the	tunes	I	danced	as	a	girl."
Elnora	 had	 been	 carefully	 avoiding	 every	 note	 that	might	 be	 reminiscent	 of

her	father.	At	the	words	she	laughed	softly	and	began	"Turkey	in	the	Straw."	An
instant	 later	Mrs.	Comstock	was	dancing	 in	 the	moon	 light.	Ammon	sprang	 to
her	 side,	 caught	 her	 in	 his	 arms,	 while	 to	 Elnora's	 laughter	 and	 the	 violin's
impetus	they	danced	until	they	dropped	panting	on	the	arbour	bench.
Billy	scarcely	knew	when	he	reached	 the	road.	His	 light	 feet	barely	 touched

the	soft	way,	so	swiftly	he	flew.	He	vaulted	the	fence	and	burst	into	the	house.
"Aunt	Margaret!	Uncle	Wesley!"	he	screamed.	"Listen!	Listen!	She's	playing

it!	Elnora's	playing	her	violin	at	home!	And	Aunt	Kate	is	dancing	like	anything
before	the	arbour!	I	saw	her	in	the	moonlight!	I	ran	down!	Oh,	Aunt	Margaret!"
Billy	fled	sobbing	to	Margaret's	breast.
"Why	Billy!"	 she	chided.	 "Don't	 cry,	you	 little	dunce!	That's	what	we've	all



prayed	 for	 these	 many	 years;	 but	 you	 must	 be	 mistaken	 about	 Kate.	 I	 can't
believe	it."
Billy	 lifted	 his	 head.	 "Well,	 you	 just	 have	 to!"	 he	 said.	 "When	 I	 say	 I	 saw

anything,	Uncle	Wesley	knows	I	did.	The	city	man	was	dancing	with	her.	They
danced	 together	 and	 Elnora	 laughed.	 But	 it	 didn't	 look	 funny	 to	 me;	 I	 was
scared."
"Who	was	it	said	'wonders	never	cease,'"	asked	Wesley.	"You	mark	my	word,

once	you	get	Kate	Comstock	started,	you	can't	stop	her.	There's	a	wagon	load	of
penned-up	force	in	her.	Dancing	in	the	moonlight!	Well,	I'll	be	hanged!"
Billy	was	at	his	side	instantly.	"Whoever	does	it	will	have	to	hang	me,	too,"	he

cried.
Sinton	threw	his	arm	around	Billy	and	drew	him	closely.	"Tell	us	all	about	it,

son,"	he	said.	Billy	told.	"And	when	Elnora	just	stopped	a	breath,	'Can't	you	play
some	 of	 the	 old	 things	 I	 knew	when	 I	 was	 a	 girl?'	 said	 her	ma.	 Then	 Elnora
began	to	do	a	thing	that	made	you	want	to	whirl	round	and	round,	and	quicker
'an	 scat	 there	was	 her	ma	 a-whirling.	The	 city	man,	 he	 ups	 and	grabs	 her	 and
whirls,	too,	and	back	in	the	woods	I	was	going	just	like	they	did.	Elnora	begins
to	laugh,	and	I	ran	to	tell	you,	cos	I	knew	you'd	like	to	know.	Now,	all	the	world
is	right,	ain't	it?"	ended	Billy	in	supreme	satisfaction.
"You	just	bet	it	is!"	said	Wesley.
Billy	looked	steadily	at	Margaret.	"Is	it,	Aunt	Margaret?"
Margaret	Sinton	smiled	at	him	bravely.
An	hour	later	when	Billy	was	ready	to	climb	the	stairs	to	his	room,	he	went	to

Margaret	 to	 say	good	night.	He	 leaned	against	her	an	 instant,	 then	brought	his
lips	to	her	ear.	"Wish	I	could	get	your	little	girls	back	for	you!"	he	whispered	and
dashed	toward	the	stairs.
Down	at	the	Comstock	cabin	the	violin	played	on	until	Elnora	was	so	tired	she

scarcely	could	lift	 the	bow.	Then	Philip	went	home.	The	women	walked	to	 the
gate	with	him,	and	stood	watching	him	from	sight.
"That's	what	I	call	one	decent	young	man!"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"To	see	him

fit	 in	with	 us,	 you'd	 think	 he'd	 been	 brought	 up	 in	 a	 cabin;	 but	 it's	 likely	 he's
always	had	the	very	cream	o'	the	pot."
"Yes,	 I	 think	 so,"	 laughed	 Elnora,	 "but	 it	 hasn't	 hurt	 him.	 I've	 never	 seen

anything	I	could	criticise.	He's	teaching	me	so	much,	unconsciously.	You	know
he	graduated	from	Harvard,	and	has	several	degrees	in	law.	He's	coming	in	the
morning,	and	we	are	going	to	put	in	a	big	day	on	Catocalae."
"Which	is——?"
"Those	gray	moths	with	wings	that	fold	back	like	big	flies,	and	they	appear	as

if	 they	had	been	carved	 from	old	wood.	Then,	when	 they	 fly,	 the	 lower	wings



flash	out	 and	 they	 are	 red	 and	black,	 or	 gold	 and	black,	 or	 pink	 and	black,	 or
dozens	 of	 bright,	 beautiful	 colours	 combined	 with	 black.	 No	 one	 ever	 has
classified	all	of	them	and	written	their	complete	history,	unless	the	Bird	Woman
is	doing	it	now.	She	wants	everything	she	can	get	about	them."
"I	 remember,"	 said	 Mrs.	 Comstock.	 "They	 are	 mighty	 pretty	 things.	 I've

started	up	slews	of	them	from	the	vines	covering	the	logs,	all	my	life.	I	must	be
cautious	and	catch	them	after	this,	but	they	seem	powerful	spry.	I	might	get	hold
of	something	rare."	She	thought	intently	and	added,	"And	wouldn't	know	it	if	I
did.	 It	 would	 just	 be	my	 luck.	 I've	 had	 the	 rarest	 thing	 on	 earth	 in	 reach	 this
many	a	day	and	only	had	the	wit	to	cinch	it	just	as	it	was	going.	I'll	bet	I	don't	let
anything	else	escape	me."
Next	morning	Philip	came	early,	and	he	and	Elnora	went	at	once	to	the	fields

and	woods.	Mrs.	Comstock	 had	 come	 to	 believe	 so	 implicitly	 in	 him	 that	 she
now	stayed	at	home	to	complete	the	work	before	she	joined	them,	and	when	she
did	she	often	sat	sewing,	 leaving	 them	wandering	hours	at	a	 time.	 It	was	noon
before	she	finished,	and	then	she	packed	a	basket	of	lunch.	She	found	Elnora	and
Philip	 near	 the	 violet	 patch,	 which	 was	 still	 in	 its	 prime.	 They	 all	 lunched
together	in	the	shade	of	a	wild	crab	thicket,	with	flowers	spread	at	their	feet,	and
the	gold	orioles	streaking	the	air	with	flashes	of	light	and	trailing	ecstasy	behind
them,	 while	 the	 red-wings,	 as	 always,	 asked	 the	 most	 impertinent	 questions.
Then	Mrs.	Comstock	carried	the	basket	back	to	the	cabin,	and	Philip	and	Elnora
sat	on	a	 log,	 resting	a	 few	minutes.	They	had	unexpected	 luck,	 and	both	were
eager	to	continue	the	search.
"Do	you	remember	your	promise	about	these	violets?"	asked	he.	"To-morrow

is	 Edith's	 birthday,	 and	 if	 I'd	 put	 them	 special	 delivery	 on	 the	 morning	 train,
she'd	get	them	in	the	late	afternoon.	They	ought	to	keep	that	long.	She	leaves	for
the	North	next	day."
"Of	 course,	 you	 may	 have	 them,"	 said	 Elnora.	 "We	 will	 quit	 long	 enough

before	supper	to	gather	a	large	bunch.	They	can	be	packed	so	they	will	carry	all
right.	They	should	be	perfectly	fresh,	especially	if	we	gather	them	this	evening
and	let	them	drink	all	night."
Then	they	went	back	to	hunt	Catocalae.	It	was	a	long	and	a	happy	search.	It

led	 them	 into	 new,	 unexplored	 nooks	 of	 the	 woods,	 past	 a	 red-poll	 nest,	 and
where	goldfinches	prospected	for	 thistledown	for	 the	cradles	 they	would	 line	a
little	 later.	 It	 led	 them	 into	 real	 forest,	 where	 deep,	 dark	 pools	 lay,	 where	 the
hermit	 thrush	 and	 the	 wood	 robin	 extracted	 the	 essence	 from	 all	 other	 bird
melody,	and	poured	it	out	in	their	pure	bell-tone	notes.	It	seemed	as	if	every	old
gray	 tree-trunk,	 slab	 of	 loose	 bark,	 and	 prostrate	 log	 yielded	 the	 flashing	 gray
treasures;	while	of	all	others	they	seemed	to	take	alarm	most	easily,	and	be	most



difficult	to	capture.
Philip	came	to	Elnora	at	dusk,	daintily	holding	one	by	the	body,	its	dark	wings

showing	and	its	long	slender	legs	trying	to	clasp	his	fingers	and	creep	from	his
hold.
"Oh	for	mercy's	sake!"	cried	Elnora,	staring	at	him.
"I	half	believe	it!"	exulted	Ammon.
"Did	you	ever	see	one?"
"Only	in	collections,	and	very	seldom	there."
Elnora	studied	 the	black	wings	 intently.	"I	surely	believe	 that's	Sappho,"	she

marvelled.	"The	Bird	Woman	will	be	overjoyed."
"We	must	get	the	cyanide	jar	quickly,"	said	Philip.
"I	wouldn't	lose	her	for	anything.	Such	a	chase	as	she	led	me!"
Elnora	brought	the	jar	and	began	gathering	up	paraphernalia.
"When	you	make	a	find	like	that,"	she	said,	"it's	the	right	time	to	quit	and	feel

glorious	all	the	rest	of	that	day.	I	tell	you	I'm	proud!	We	will	go	now.	We	have
barely	time	to	carry	out	our	plans	before	supper.	Won't	mother	be	pleased	to	see
that	we	have	a	rare	one?"
"I'd	like	to	see	any	one	more	pleased	than	I	am!"	said	Philip	Ammon.	"I	feel

as	if	I'd	earned	my	supper	to-night.	Let's	go."
He	 took	 the	greater	part	of	 the	 load	and	stepped	aside	 for	Elnora	 to	precede

him.	She	followed	the	path,	broken	by	the	grazing	cattle,	 toward	the	cabin	and
nearest	 the	 violet	 patch	 she	 stopped,	 laid	 down	 her	 net,	 and	 the	 things	 she
carried.	Philip	passed	her	and	hurried	straight	toward	the	back	gate.
"Aren't	you	going	to——?"	began	Elnora.
"I'm	going	to	get	this	moth	home	in	a	hurry,"	he	said.	"This	cyanide	has	lost	its

strength,	and	it's	not	working	well.	We	need	some	fresh	in	the	jar."
He	 had	 forgotten	 the	 violets!	 Elnora	 stood	 looking	 after	 him,	 a	 curious

expression	on	her	face.	One	second	so—then	she	picked	up	the	net	and	followed.
At	the	blue-bordered	pool	she	paused	and	half	turned	back,	then	she	closed	her
lips	 firmly	 and	 went	 on.	 It	 was	 nine	 o'clock	 when	 Philip	 said	 good-bye,	 and
started	to	town.	His	gay	whistle	floated	to	them	from	the	farthest	corner	of	 the
Limberlost.	Elnora	 complained	of	 being	 tired,	 so	 she	went	 to	her	 room	and	 to
bed.	But	sleep	would	not	come.	Thought	was	racing	in	her	brain	and	the	longer
she	lay	the	wider	awake	she	grew.	At	last	she	softly	slipped	from	bed,	lighted	her
lamp	 and	 began	 opening	 boxes.	 Then	 she	 went	 to	 work.	 Two	 hours	 later	 a
beautiful	 birch	 bark	 basket,	 strongly	 and	 artistically	made,	 stood	 on	 her	 table.
She	set	a	tiny	alarm	clock	at	three,	returned	to	bed	and	fell	asleep	instantly	with
a	smile	on	her	lips.
She	was	on	the	floor	with	the	first	tinkle	of	the	alarm,	and	hastily	dressing,	she



picked	 up	 the	 basket	 and	 a	 box	 to	 fit	 it,	 crept	 down	 the	 stairs,	 and	 out	 to	 the
violet	patch.	She	was	unafraid	as	it	was	growing	light,	and	lining	the	basket	with
damp	mosses	 she	 swiftly	 began	 picking,	with	 practised	 hands,	 the	 best	 of	 the
flowers.	She	scarcely	could	tell	which	were	freshest	at	times,	but	day	soon	came
creeping	 over	 the	 Limberlost	 and	 peeped	 at	 her.	 The	 robins	 awoke	 all	 their
neighbours,	and	a	babel	of	bird	notes	filled	the	air.	The	dew	was	dripping,	while
the	first	strong	rays	of	light	fell	on	a	world	in	which	Elnora	worshipped.	When
the	 basket	 was	 filled	 to	 overflowing,	 she	 set	 it	 in	 the	 stout	 pasteboard	 box,
packed	it	solid	with	mosses,	tied	it	firmly	and	slipped	under	the	cord	a	note	she
had	written	the	previous	night.
Then	she	took	a	short	cut	across	the	woods	and	walked	swiftly	to	Onabasha.	It

was	after	six	o'clock,	but	all	of	the	city	she	wished	to	avoid	were	asleep.	She	had
no	trouble	in	finding	a	small	boy	out,	and	she	stood	at	a	distance	waiting	while
he	rang	Dr.	Ammon's	bell	and	delivered	the	package	for	Philip	to	a	maid,	with
the	note	which	was	to	be	given	him	at	once.
On	the	way	home	through	the	woods	passing	some	baited	trees	she	collected

the	 captive	 moths.	 She	 entered	 the	 kitchen	 with	 them	 so	 naturally	 that	 Mrs.
Comstock	made	no	comment.	After	breakfast	Elnora	went	to	her	room,	cleared
away	 all	 trace	 of	 the	 night's	work	 and	was	 out	 in	 the	 arbour	mounting	moths
when	Philip	came	down	the	road.	"I	am	tired	sitting,"	she	said	to	her	mother.	"I
think	I	will	walk	a	few	rods	and	meet	him."
"Who's	a	trump?"	he	called	from	afar.
"Not	you!"	retorted	Elnora.	"Confess	that	you	forgot!"
"Completely!"	said	Philip.	"But	luckily	it	would	not	have	been	fatal.	I	wrote

Polly	 last	week	to	send	Edith	something	appropriate	 to-day,	with	my	card.	But
that	touch	from	the	woods	will	be	very	effective.	Thank	you	more	than	I	can	say.
Aunt	Anna	and	I	unpacked	it	to	see	the	basket,	and	it	was	a	beauty.	She	says	you
are	always	doing	such	things."
"Well,	 I	 hope	 not!"	 laughed	 Elnora.	 "If	 you'd	 seen	me	 sneaking	 out	 before

dawn,	 not	 to	 awaken	mother	 and	 coming	 in	with	moths	 to	make	 her	 think	 I'd
been	to	the	trees,	you'd	know	it	was	a	most	especial	occasion."
"Then	Philip	understood	two	things:	Elnora's	mother	did	not	know	of	the	early

morning	trip	to	the	city,	and	the	girl	had	come	to	meet	him	to	tell	him	so.
"You	were	a	brick	to	do	it!"	he	whispered	as	he	closed	the	gate	behind	them.

"I'll	never	forget	you	for	it.	Thank	you	ever	so	much."
"I	did	not	do	that	for	you,"	said	Elnora	tersely.	"I	did	it	mostly	to	preserve	my

own	self-respect.	I	saw	you	were	forgetting.	If	I	did	it	for	anything	besides	that,	I
did	it	for	her."
"Just	 look	what	 I've	 brought!"	 said	 Philip,	 entering	 the	 arbour	 and	 greeting



Mrs.	 Comstock.	 "Borrowed	 it	 of	 the	 Bird	 Woman.	 And	 it	 isn't	 hers.	 A	 rare
edition	of	Catocalae	with	coloured	plates.	I	told	her	the	best	I	could,	and	she	said
to	try	for	Sappho	here.	I	suspect	the	Bird	Woman	will	be	out	presently.	She	was
all	excitement."
Then	 they	 bent	 over	 the	 book	 together	 and	 with	 the	 mounted	 moth	 before

them	determined	 her	 family.	 The	Bird	Woman	 did	 come	 later,	 and	 carried	 the
moth	 away,	 to	 put	 into	 a	 book	 and	Elnora	 and	 Philip	were	 freshly	 filled	with
enthusiasm.
So	 these	 days	 were	 the	 beginning	 of	 the	 weeks	 that	 followed.	 Six	 of	 them

flying	on	Time's	wings,	each	filled	to	the	brim	with	interest.	After	June,	the	moth
hunts	 grew	 less	 frequent;	 the	 fields	 and	woods	were	 searched	 for	material	 for
Elnora's	grade	work.	The	most	absorbing	occupation	they	found	was	in	carrying
out	Mrs.	Comstock's	 suggestion	 to	 learn	 the	 vital	 thing	 for	which	 each	month
was	distinctive,	and	make	that	the	key	to	the	nature	work.	They	wrote	out	a	list
of	the	months,	opposite	each	the	things	all	of	them	could	suggest	which	seemed
to	pertain	to	that	month	alone,	and	then	tried	to	sift	until	they	found	something
typical.	Mrs.	Comstock	was	a	great	help.	Her	mother	had	been	Dutch	and	had
brought	from	Holland	numerous	quaint	sayings	and	superstitions	easily	traceable
to	Pliny's	Natural	History;	and	in	Mrs.	Comstock's	early	years	in	Ohio	she	had
heard	much	Indian	talk	among	her	elders,	so	she	knew	the	signs	of	each	season,
and	sometimes	they	helped.	Always	her	practical	thought	and	sterling	common
sense	were	useful.	When	they	were	afield	until	exhausted	they	came	back	to	the
cabin	for	food,	to	prepare	specimens	and	classify	them,	and	to	talk	over	the	day.
Sometimes	Philip	brought	books	and	read	while	Elnora	and	her	mother	worked,
and	 every	 night	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 asked	 for	 the	 violin.	 Her	 perfect	 hunger	 for
music	was	sufficient	evidence	of	how	she	had	suffered	without	 it.	So	 the	days
crept	by,	golden,	filled	with	useful	work	and	pure	pleasure.
The	grosbeak	had	led	the	family	in	the	maple	abroad	and	a	second	brood,	in	a

wild	grape	vine	clambering	over	the	well,	was	almost	ready	for	flight.	The	dust
lay	thick	on	the	country	roads,	the	days	grew	warmer;	summer	was	just	poising
to	 slip	 into	 fall,	 and	 Philip	 remained,	 coming	 each	 day	 as	 if	 he	 had	 belonged
there	always.
One	 warm	 August	 afternoon	Mrs.	 Comstock	 looked	 up	 from	 the	 ruffle	 on

which	she	was	engaged	to	see	a	blue-coated	messenger	enter	the	gate.
"Is	Philip	Ammon	here?"	asked	the	boy.
"He	is,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.
"I	have	a	message	for	him."
"He	is	in	the	woods	back	of	the	cabin.	I	will	ring	the	bell.	Do	you	know	if	it	is

important?"



"Urgent,"	said	the	boy;	"I	rode	hard."
Mrs.	Comstock	stepped	to	the	back	door	and	clanged	the	dinner	bell	sharply,

paused	a	second,	and	rang	again.	In	a	short	time	Philip	and	Elnora	ran	down	the
path.
"Are	you	ill,	mother?"	cried	Elnora.
Mrs.	Comstock	indicated	the	boy.	"There	is	an	important	message	for	Philip,"

she	said.
He	muttered	an	excuse	and	tore	open	the	telegram.	His	colour	faded	slightly.

"I	have	to	take	the	first	train,"	he	said.	"My	father	is	ill	and	I	am	needed."
He	handed	 the	 sheet	 to	Elnora.	 "I	 have	 about	 two	hours,	 as	 I	 remember	 the

trains	north,	but	my	things	are	all	over	Uncle	Doc's	house,	so	I	must	go	at	once."
"Certainly,"	said	Elnora,	giving	back	the	message.	"Is	there	anything	I	can	do

to	help?	Mother,	bring	Philip	a	glass	of	buttermilk	to	start	on.	I	will	gather	what
you	have	here."
"Never	mind.	There	is	nothing	of	importance.	I	don't	want	to	be	hampered.	I'll

send	for	it	if	I	miss	anything	I	need."
Philip	drank	the	milk,	said	good-bye	to	Mrs.	Comstock;	thanked	her	for	all	her

kindness,	and	turned	to	Elnora.
"Will	 you	 walk	 to	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 Limberlost	 with	 me?"	 he	 asked.	 Elnora

assented.	Mrs.	Comstock	 followed	 to	 the	gate,	urged	him	 to	come	again	 soon,
and	repeated	her	good-bye.	Then	she	went	back	to	the	arbour	to	await	Elnora's
return.	As	she	watched	down	the	road	she	smiled	softly.
"I	had	an	idea	he	would	speak	to	me	first,"	she	thought,	"but	this	may	change

things	 some.	He	hasn't	 time.	Elnora	will	 come	back	 a	 happy	girl,	 and	 she	 has
good	 reason.	 He	 is	 a	 model	 young	 man.	 Her	 lot	 will	 be	 very	 different	 from
mine."
She	picked	up	her	embroidery	and	began	setting	dainty	precise	little	stitches,

possible	only	to	certain	women.
On	the	road	Elnora	spoke	first.	"I	do	hope	it	is	nothing	serious,"	she	said.	"Is

he	usually	strong?"
"Quite	 strong,"	 said	 Philip.	 "I	 am	 not	 at	 all	 alarmed	 but	 I	 am	 very	 much

ashamed.	 I	have	been	well	 enough	 for	 the	past	month	 to	have	gone	home	and
helped	him	with	some	critical	cases	that	were	keeping	him	at	work	in	this	heat.	I
was	enjoying	myself	so	I	wouldn't	offer	to	go,	and	he	would	not	ask	me	to	come,
so	 long	 as	 he	 could	 help	 it.	 I	 have	 allowed	 him	 to	 overtax	 himself	 until	 he	 is
down,	 and	 mother	 and	 Polly	 are	 north	 at	 our	 cottage.	 He's	 never	 been	 sick
before,	and	it's	probable	I	am	to	blame	that	he	is	now."
"He	intended	you	to	stay	this	long	when	you	came,"	urged	Elnora.
"Yes,	 but	 it's	 hot	 in	Chicago.	 I	 should	 have	 remembered	 him.	He	 is	 always



thinking	of	me.	Possibly	he	has	needed	me	for	days.	I	am	ashamed	to	go	to	him
in	 splendid	 condition	 and	admit	 that	 I	was	having	 such	a	 fine	 time	 I	 forgot	 to
come	home."
"You	have	had	a	fine	time,	then?"	asked	Elnora.
They	had	reached	the	fence.	Philip	vaulted	over	to	take	a	short	cut	across	the

fields.	He	turned	and	looked	at	her.
"The	best,	 the	sweetest,	and	most	wholesome	time	any	man	ever	had	 in	 this

world,"	he	said.	"Elnora,	if	I	talked	hours	I	couldn't	make	you	understand	what	a
girl	I	think	you	are.	I	never	in	all	my	life	hated	anything	as	I	hate	leaving	you.	It
seems	to	me	that	I	have	not	strength	to	do	it."
"If	you	have	learned	anything	worth	while	from	me,"	said	Elnora,	"that	should

be	it.	Just	to	have	strength	to	go	to	your	duty,	and	to	go	quickly."
He	caught	 the	hand	she	held	out	 to	him	 in	both	his.	 "Elnora,	 these	days	we

have	had	together,	have	they	been	sweet	to	you?"
"Beautiful	days!"	said	Elnora.	"Each	like	a	perfect	dream	to	be	thought	over

and	over	 all	my	 life.	Oh,	 they	 have	 been	 the	 only	 really	 happy	days	 I've	 ever
known;	 these	 days	 rich	 with	 mother's	 love,	 and	 doing	 useful	 work	 with	 your
help.	Good-bye!	You	must	hurry!"
Philip	 gazed	 at	 her.	 He	 tried	 to	 drop	 her	 hand,	 only	 clutched	 it	 closer.

Suddenly	 he	 drew	 her	 toward	 him.	 "Elnora,"	 he	whispered,	 "will	 you	 kiss	me
good-bye?"
Elnora	drew	back	and	stared	at	him	with	wide	eyes.	"I'd	strike	you	sooner!"

she	said.	"Have	I	ever	said	or	done	anything	in	your	presence	that	made	you	feel
free	to	ask	that,	Philip	Ammon?"
"No!"	panted	Philip.	"No!	I	think	so	much	of	you	I	wanted	to	touch	your	lips

once	before	I	left	you.	You	know,	Elnora——"
"Don't	distress	yourself,"	said	Elnora	calmly.	"I	am	broad	enough	to	judge	you

sanely.	I	know	what	you	mean.	It	would	be	no	harm	to	you.	It	would	not	matter
to	me,	but	here	we	will	think	of	some	one	else.	Edith	Carr	would	not	want	your
lips	to-morrow	if	she	knew	they	had	touched	mine	to-day.	I	was	wise	to	say:	'Go
quickly!'"
Philip	still	clung	to	her.	"Will	you	write	me?"	he	begged.
"No,"	 said	Elnora.	 "There	 is	 nothing	 to	 say,	 save	 good-bye.	We	 can	do	 that

now."
He	held	on.	"Promise	that	you	will	write	me	only	one	letter,"	he	urged.	"I	want

just	one	message	 from	you	 to	 lock	 in	my	desk,	and	keep	always.	Promise	you
will	write	once,	Elnora."
She	looked	into	his	eyes,	and	smiled	serenely.	"If	the	talking	trees	tell	me	this

winter,	 the	 secret	of	how	a	man	may	grow	perfect,	 I	will	write	you	what	 it	 is,



Philip.	In	all	the	time	I	have	known	you,	I	never	have	liked	you	so	little.	Good-
bye."
She	drew	away	her	hand	and	swiftly	turned	back	to	the	road.	Philip	Ammon,

wordless,	started	toward	Onabasha	on	a	run.
Elnora	crossed	the	road,	climbed	the	fence	and	sought	the	shelter	of	their	own

woods.	She	chose	a	diagonal	course	and	followed	it	until	she	came	to	 the	path
leading	 past	 the	 violet	 patch.	 She	 went	 down	 this	 hurriedly.	 Her	 hands	 were
clenched	 at	 her	 side,	 her	 eyes	 dry	 and	 bright,	 her	 cheeks	 red-flushed,	 and	 her
breath	 coming	 fast.	When	 she	 reached	 the	 patch	 she	 turned	 into	 it	 and	 stood
looking	around	her.
The	mosses	 were	 dry,	 the	 flowers	 gone,	 weeds	 a	 foot	 high	 covered	 it.	 She

turned	 away	 and	went	 on	 down	 the	 path	 until	 she	was	 almost	 in	 sight	 of	 the
cabin.
Mrs.	Comstock	 smiled	and	waited	 in	 the	arbour	until	 it	 occurred	 to	her	 that

Elnora	was	a	long	time	coming,	so	she	went	to	the	gate.	The	road	stretched	away
toward	 the	Limberlost	 empty	and	 lonely.	Then	she	knew	 that	Elnora	had	gone
into	their	own	woods	and	would	come	in	the	back	way.	She	could	not	understand
why	the	girl	did	not	hurry	to	her	with	what	she	would	have	to	tell.	She	went	out
and	 wandered	 around	 the	 garden.	 Then	 she	 stepped	 into	 the	 path	 and	 started
along	the	way	leading	to	the	woods,	past	the	pool	now	framed	in	a	thick	setting
of	yellow	lilies.	Then	she	saw,	and	stopped,	gasping	for	breath.	Her	hands	flew
up	and	her	lined	face	grew	ghastly.	She	stared	at	the	sky	and	then	at	the	prostrate
girl	 figure.	Over	 and	over	 she	 tried	 to	 speak,	 but	 only	 a	 dry	breath	 came.	She
turned	and	fled	back	to	the	garden.
In	 the	 familiar	 enclosure	 she	 gazed	 around	 her	 like	 a	 caged	 animal	 seeking

escape.	The	sun	beat	down	on	her	bare	head	mercilessly,	and	mechanically	she
moved	 to	 the	 shade	of	 a	half-grown	hickory	 tree	 that	 voluntarily	had	 sprouted
beside	the	milk	house.	At	her	feet	lay	an	axe	with	which	she	made	kindlings	for
fires.	She	stooped	and	picked	it	up.	The	memory	of	that	prone	figure	sobbing	in
the	grass	caught	her	with	a	renewed	spasm.	She	shut	her	eyes	as	if	to	close	it	out.
That	made	hearing	so	acute	she	felt	certain	she	heard	Elnora	moaning	beside	the
path.	The	eyes	flew	open.	They	looked	straight	at	a	few	spindling	tomato	plants
set	 too	 near	 the	 tree	 and	 stunted	 by	 its	 shade.	Mrs.	 Comstock	whirled	 on	 the
hickory	 and	 swung	 the	 axe.	 Her	 hair	 shook	 down,	 her	 clothing	 became
disarranged,	in	the	heat	the	perspiration	streamed,	but	stroke	fell	on	stroke	until
the	 tree	 crashed	 over,	 grazing	 a	 corner	 of	 the	 milk	 house	 and	 smashing	 the
garden	fence	on	the	east.
At	 the	 sound	Elnora	 sprang	 to	 her	 feet	 and	 came	 running	 down	 the	 garden

walk.	"Mother!"	she	cried.	"Mother!	What	in	the	world	are	you	doing?"



Mrs.	Comstock	wiped	her	ghastly	face	on	her	apron.	"I've	laid	out	to	cut	that
tree	for	years,"	she	said.	"It	shades	the	beets	in	the	morning,	and	the	tomatoes	in
the	afternoon!"
Elnora	 uttered	 one	 wild	 little	 cry	 and	 fled	 into	 her	 mother's	 arms.	 "Oh

mother!"	she	sobbed.	"Will	you	ever	forgive	me?"
Mrs.	Comstock's	arms	swept	together	in	a	tight	grip	around	Elnora.
"There	isn't	a	thing	on	God's	footstool	from	a	to	izzard	I	won't	forgive	you,	my

precious	girl!"	she	said.	"Tell	mother	what	it	is!"
Elnora	 lifted	 her	 wet	 face.	 "He	 told	 me,"	 she	 panted,	 "just	 as	 soon	 as	 he

decently	 could—that	 second	 day	 he	 told	 me.	 Almost	 all	 his	 life	 he's	 been
engaged	 to	 a	 girl	 at	 home.	 He	 never	 cared	 anything	 about	 me.	 He	 was	 only
interested	in	the	moths	and	growing	strong."
Mrs.	Comstock's	arms	tightened.	With	a	shaking	hand	she	stroked	the	bright

hair.
"Tell	me,	honey,"	she	said.	"Is	he	to	blame	for	a	single	one	of	these	tears?"
"Not	 one!"	 sobbed	 Elnora.	 "Oh	 mother,	 I	 won't	 forgive	 you	 if	 you	 don't

believe	 that.	Not	 one!	He	 never	 said,	 or	 looked,	 or	 did	 anything	 all	 the	world
might	 not	 have	 known.	 He	 likes	 me	 very	 much	 as	 a	 friend.	 He	 hated	 to	 go
dreadfully!"
"Elnora!"	the	mother's	head	bent	until	the	white	hair	mingled	with	the	brown.

"Elnora,	why	didn't	you	tell	me	at	first?"
Elnora	caught	her	breath	in	a	sharp	snatch.	"I	know	I	should!"	she	sobbed.	"I

will	bear	any	punishment	 for	not,	but	 I	didn't	 feel	as	 if	 I	possibly	could.	 I	was
afraid."
"Afraid	of	what?"	the	shaking	hand	was	on	the	hair	again.
"Afraid	 you	 wouldn't	 let	 him	 come!"	 panted	 Elnora.	 "And	 oh,	 mother,	 I

wanted	him	so!"



Chapter		18	
Wherein	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 experiments	 with
rejuvenation,	and	Elnora	teaches	natural	history
For	the	following	week	Mrs.	Comstock	and	Elnora	worked	so	hard	there	was	no
time	to	talk,	and	they	were	compelled	to	sleep	from	physical	exhaustion.	Neither
of	 them	made	 any	 pretence	 of	 eating,	 for	 they	 could	 not	 swallow	without	 an
effort,	so	they	drank	milk	and	worked.	Elnora	kept	on	setting	bait	for	Catacolae
and	Sphinginae,	which,	unlike	 the	big	moths	of	June,	 live	several	months.	She
took	all	the	dragonflies	and	butterflies	she	could,	and	when	she	went	over	the	list
for	 the	man	of	 India,	 she	 found,	 to	her	 amazement,	 that	with	Philip's	 help	 she
once	more	had	it	complete	save	a	pair	of	Yellow	Emperors.
This	 circumstance	 was	 so	 surprising	 she	 had	 a	 fleeting	 thought	 of	 writing

Philip	and	asking	him	 to	see	 if	he	could	not	 secure	her	a	pair.	She	did	 tell	 the
Bird	 Woman,	 who	 from	 every	 source	 at	 her	 command	 tried	 to	 complete	 the
series	with	these	moths,	but	could	not	find	any	for	sale.
"I	 think	 the	mills	 of	 the	Gods	 are	 grinding	 this	 grist,"	 said	Elnora,	 "and	we

might	as	well	wait	patiently	until	they	choose	to	send	a	Yellow	Emperor."
Mrs.	Comstock	invented	work.	When	she	had	nothing	more	to	do,	she	hoed	in

the	 garden	 although	 the	 earth	was	 hard	 and	 dry	 and	 there	were	 no	 plants	 that
really	 needed	 attention.	 Then	 came	 a	 notification	 that	 Elnora	 would	 be
compelled	to	attend	a	week's	session	of	the	Teachers'	Institute	held	at	the	county
seat	 twenty	 miles	 north	 of	 Onabasha	 the	 following	 week.	 That	 gave	 them
something	of	which	to	think	and	real	work	to	do.	Elnora	was	requested	to	bring
her	violin.	As	she	was	on	the	programme	of	one	of	the	most	important	sessions
for	a	talk	on	nature	work	in	grade	schools,	she	was	driven	to	prepare	her	speech,
also	 to	 select	 and	 practise	 some	 music.	 Her	 mother	 turned	 her	 attention	 to
clothing.
They	went	to	Onabasha	together	and	purchased	a	simple	and	appropriate	fall

suit	and	hat,	goods	for	a	dainty	little	coloured	frock,	and	a	dress	skirt	and	several
fancy	 waists.	 Margaret	 Sinton	 came	 down	 and	 the	 sewing	 began.	 When
everything	was	 finished	and	packed,	Elnora	kissed	her	mother	good-bye	at	 the
depot,	 and	 entered	 the	 train.	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 went	 into	 the	 waiting-room	 and
dropped	into	a	seat	to	rest.	Her	heart	was	so	sore	her	whole	left	side	felt	tender.



She	was	half	starved	for	the	food	she	had	no	appetite	to	take.	She	had	worked	in
dogged	 determination	 until	 she	was	 exhausted.	 For	 a	 time	 she	 simply	 sat	 and
rested.	Then	she	began	to	think.	She	was	glad	Elnora	had	gone	where	she	would
be	compelled	to	fix	her	mind	on	other	matters	for	a	few	days.	She	remembered
the	girl	had	said	she	wanted	to	go.
School	would	begin	the	following	week.	She	thought	over	what	Elnora	would

have	to	do	to	accomplish	her	work	successfully.	She	would	be	compelled	to	arise
at	 six	 o'clock,	walk	 three	miles	 through	 varying	weather,	 lead	 the	 high	 school
orchestra,	 and	 then	put	 in	 the	 remainder	of	 the	day	 travelling	 from	building	 to
building	 over	 the	 city,	 teaching	 a	 specified	 length	 of	 time	 every	week	 in	 each
room.	She	must	have	her	object	lessons	ready,	and	she	must	do	a	certain	amount
of	 practising	 with	 the	 orchestra.	 Then	 a	 cold	 lunch	 at	 noon,	 and	 a	 three-mile
walk	at	night.
"Humph!"	said	Mrs.	Comstock,	"to	get	through	that	the	girl	would	have	to	be

made	of	cast-iron.	I	wonder	how	I	can	help	her	best?"
She	thought	deeply.
"The	less	she	sees	of	what	she's	been	having	all	summer,	the	sooner	she'll	feel

better	about	it,"	she	muttered.
She	arose,	went	to	the	bank	and	inquired	for	the	cashier.
"I	want	to	know	just	how	I	am	fixed	here,"	she	said.
The	cashier	laughed.	"You	haven't	been	in	a	hurry,"	he	replied.	"We	have	been

ready	 for	 you	 any	 time	 these	 twenty	 years,	 but	 you	 didn't	 seem	 to	 pay	much
attention.	 Your	 account	 is	 rather	 flourishing.	 Interest,	 when	 it	 gets	 to
compounding,	 is	 quite	 a	money	breeder.	Come	back	here	 to	 a	 table	 and	 I	will
show	you	your	balances."
Mrs.	Comstock	sank	into	a	chair	and	waited	while	the	cashier	read	a	jumble	of

figures	to	her.	It	meant	that	her	deposits	had	exceeded	her	expenses	from	one	to
three	hundred	dollars	a	year,	according	to	the	cattle,	sheep,	hogs,	poultry,	butter,
and	 eggs	 she	 had	 sold.	 The	 aggregate	 of	 these	 sums	 had	 been	 compounding
interest	throughout	the	years.	Mrs.	Comstock	stared	at	the	total	with	dazed	and
unbelieving	 eyes.	 Through	 her	 sick	 heart	 rushed	 the	 realization,	 that	 if	 she
merely	 had	 stood	 before	 that	 wicket	 and	 asked	 one	 question,	 she	would	 have
known	 that	 all	 those	 bitter	 years	 of	 skimping	 for	 Elnora	 and	 herself	 had	 been
unnecessary.	She	arose	and	went	back	to	the	depot.
"I	want	to	send	a	message,"	she	said.	She	picked	up	the	pencil,	and	with	rash

extravagance,	wrote,	"Found	money	at	bank	didn't	know	about.	If	you	want	to	go
to	college,	come	on	 first	 train	and	get	 ready."	She	hesitated	a	 second	and	 then
she	 said	 to	 herself	 grimly,	 "Yes,	 I'll	 pay	 for	 that,	 too,"	 and	 recklessly	 added,
"With	love,	Mother."	Then	she	sat	waiting	for	the	answer.	It	came	in	less	than	an



hour.	"Will	teach	this	winter.	With	dearest	love,	Elnora."
Mrs.	 Comstock	 held	 the	 message	 a	 long	 time.	 When	 she	 arose	 she	 was

ravenously	 hungry,	 but	 the	 pain	 in	 her	 heart	was	 a	 little	 easier.	 She	went	 to	 a
restaurant	 and	 ate	 some	 food,	 then	 to	 a	 dressmaker	 where	 she	 ordered	 four
dresses:	two	very	plain	every-day	ones,	a	serviceable	dark	gray	cloth	suit,	and	a
soft	light	gray	silk	with	touches	of	lavender	and	lace.	She	made	a	heavy	list	of
purchases	 at	Brownlee's,	 and	 the	 remainder	of	 the	day	 she	did	business	 in	her
direct	and	spirited	way.	At	night	she	was	so	tired	she	scarcely	could	walk	home,
but	she	built	a	fire	and	cooked	and	ate	a	hearty	meal.
Later	 she	 went	 out	 beside	 the	 west	 fence	 and	 gathered	 an	 armful	 of	 tansy

which	she	boiled	to	a	thick	green	tea.	Then	she	stirred	in	oatmeal	until	it	was	a
stiff	 paste.	 She	 spread	 a	 sheet	 over	 her	 bed	 and	 began	 tearing	 strips	 of	 old
muslin.	 She	 bandaged	 each	 hand	 and	 arm	with	 the	mixture	 and	 plastered	 the
soggy,	evil-smelling	stuff	in	a	thick	poultice	over	her	face	and	neck.	She	was	so
tired	she	went	to	sleep,	and	when	she	awoke	she	was	half	skinned.	She	bathed
her	face	and	hands,	did	the	work	and	went	back	to	town,	coming	home	at	night
to	go	through	the	same	process.
By	 the	 third	morning	she	was	a	 raw	even	 red,	 the	 fourth	she	had	 faded	 to	a

brilliant	pink	under	 the	 soothing	 influence	of	a	cream	recommended.	That	day
came	 a	 letter	 from	 Elnora	 saying	 that	 she	 would	 remain	 where	 she	 was	 until
Saturday	morning,	and	then	come	to	Ellen	Brownlee's	at	Onabasha	and	stay	for
the	 Saturday's	 session	 of	 teachers	 to	 arrange	 their	 year's	 work.	 Sunday	 was
Ellen's	 last	 day	 at	 home,	 and	 she	 wanted	 Elnora	 very	 much.	 She	 had	 to	 call
together	the	orchestra	and	practise	them	Sunday;	and	could	not	come	home	until
after	 school	Monday	 night.	Mrs.	Comstock	 at	 once	 answered	 the	 letter	 saying
those	arrangements	suited	her.
The	following	day	she	was	a	pale	pink,	later	a	delicate	porcelain	white.	Then

she	went	to	a	hairdresser	and	had	the	rope	of	snowy	hair	which	covered	her	scalp
washed,	dressed,	and	fastened	with	such	pins	and	combs	as	were	decided	to	be
most	becoming.	She	took	samples	of	her	dresses,	went	to	a	milliner,	and	bought
a	street	hat	to	match	her	suit,	and	a	gray	satin	with	lavender	orchids	to	wear	with
the	silk	dress.	Her	last	investment	was	a	loose	coat	of	soft	gray	broadcloth	with
white	lining,	and	touches	of	lavender	on	the	embroidered	collar,	and	gray	gloves
to	match.
Then	she	went	home,	rested	and	worked	by	turns	until	Monday.	When	school

closed	on	that	evening,	Elnora,	so	tired	she	almost	trembled,	came	down	the	long
walk	after	a	late	session	of	teachers'	meeting,	to	be	stopped	by	a	messenger	boy.
"There's	 a	 lady	 wants	 to	 see	 you	 most	 important.	 I	 am	 to	 take	 you	 to	 the

place,"	he	said.



Elnora	groaned.	She	could	not	imagine	who	wanted	her,	but	there	was	nothing
to	do	but	find	out;	tired	and	anxious	to	see	her	mother	as	she	was.
"This	is	the	place,"	said	the	boy,	and	went	his	way	whistling.	Elnora	was	three

blocks	from	the	high	school	building	on	the	same	street.	She	was	before	a	quaint
old	house,	fresh	with	paint	and	covered	with	vines.	There	was	a	long	wide	lot,
grass-covered,	closely	set	with	trees,	and	a	barn	and	chicken	park	at	the	back	that
seemed	to	be	occupied.	Elnora	stepped	on	the	veranda	which	was	furnished	with
straw	 rugs,	 bent-hickory	 chairs,	 hanging	 baskets,	 and	 a	 table	with	 a	work-box
and	magazines,	and	knocked	at	the	screen	door.
Inside	 she	 could	 see	 polished	 floors,	 walls	 freshly	 papered	 in	 low-toned

harmonious	colours,	 straw	 rugs	and	madras	curtains.	 It	 seemed	 to	be	a	 restful,
homelike	place	 to	which	she	had	come.	A	second	later	down	an	open	stairway
came	 a	 tall,	 dark-eyed	woman	with	 cheeks	 faintly	 pink	 and	 a	 crown	 of	 fluffy
snow-white	hair.	She	wore	a	lavender	gingham	dress	with	white	collar	and	cuffs,
and	she	called	as	she	advanced:	"That	screen	isn't	latched!	Open	it	and	come	see
your	brand-new	mother,	my	girl."
Elnora	stepped	inside	the	door.	"Mother!"	she	cried.	"You	my	mother!	I	don't

believe	it!"
"Well,	 you	 better!"	 said	 Mrs.	 Comstock,	 "because	 it's	 true!	 You	 said	 you

wished	I	were	like	the	other	girls'	mothers,	and	I've	shot	as	close	the	mark	as	I
could	without	any	practice.	I	thought	that	walk	would	be	too	much	for	you	this
winter,	so	I	just	rented	this	house	and	moved	in,	to	be	near	you,	and	help	more	in
case	I'm	needed.	I've	only	lived	here	a	day,	but	I	like	it	so	well	I've	a	mortal	big
notion	to	buy	the	place."
"But	 mother!"	 protested	 Elnora,	 clinging	 to	 her	 wonderingly.	 "You	 are

perfectly	beautiful,	and	this	house	is	a	little	paradise,	but	how	will	we	ever	pay
for	it?	We	can't	afford	it!"
"Humph!	Have	you	forgotten	I	telegraphed	you	I'd	found	some	money	I	didn't

know	about?	All	I've	done	is	paid	for,	and	plenty	more	to	settle	for	all	I	propose
to	do."
Mrs.	Comstock	glanced	around	with	satisfaction.
"I	may	get	homesick	as	a	pup	before	spring,"	she	said,	"but	 if	 I	do	I	can	go

back.	 If	 I	 don't,	 I'll	 sell	 some	 timber	 and	put	 a	 few	oil	wells	where	 they	don't
show	much.	I	can	have	land	enough	cleared	for	a	few	fields	and	put	a	tenant	on
our	farm,	and	we	will	buy	this	and	settle	here.	It's	for	sale."
"You	don't	look	it,	but	you've	surely	gone	mad!"
"Just	 the	 reverse,	my	girl,"	 said	Mrs.	Comstock,	 "I've	gone	 sane.	 If	 you	 are

going	 to	 undertake	 this	work,	 you	must	 be	 convenient	 to	 it.	And	 your	mother
should	be	where	 she	can	 see	 that	you	are	properly	dressed,	 fed,	 and	cared	 for.



This	is	our—let	me	think—reception-room.	How	do	you	like	it?	This	door	leads
to	your	workroom	and	study.	I	didn't	do	much	there	because	I	wasn't	sure	of	my
way.	But	I	knew	you	would	want	a	rug,	curtains,	table,	shelves	for	books,	and	a
case	for	your	specimens,	so	I	had	a	carpenter	shelve	and	enclose	that	end	of	it.
Looks	pretty	neat	to	me.	The	dining-room	and	kitchen	are	back,	one	of	the	cows
in	the	barn,	and	some	chickens	in	the	coop.	I	understand	that	none	of	the	other
girls'	mothers	milk	a	cow,	so	a	neighbour	boy	will	tend	to	ours	for	a	third	of	the
milk.	There	are	three	bedrooms,	and	a	bath	upstairs.	Go	take	one,	put	on	some
fresh	clothes,	and	come	to	supper.	You	can	find	your	room	because	your	things
are	in	it."
Elnora	kissed	her	mother	over	and	over,	 and	hurried	upstairs.	She	 identified

her	room	by	the	dressing-case.	There	were	a	pretty	rug,	and	curtains,	white	iron
bed,	plain	and	rocking	chairs	 to	match	her	case,	a	shirtwaist	chest,	and	 the	big
closet	was	 filled	with	her	old	clothing	and	 several	new	dresses.	She	 found	 the
bathroom,	bathed,	dressed	in	fresh	linen	and	went	down	to	a	supper	that	was	an
evidence	of	Mrs.	Comstock's	highest	art	 in	cooking.	Elnora	was	so	hungry	she
ate	her	first	real	meal	in	two	weeks.	But	the	bites	went	down	slowly	because	she
forgot	about	them	in	watching	her	mother.
"How	on	earth	did	you	do	it?"	she	asked	at	last.	"I	always	thought	you	were

naturally	brown	as	a	nut."
"Oh,	that	was	tan	and	sunburn!"	explained	Mrs.	Comstock.	"I	always	knew	I

was	white	underneath	it.	I	hated	to	shade	my	face	because	I	hadn't	anything	but	a
sunbonnet,	and	I	couldn't	stand	for	it	to	touch	my	ears,	so	I	went	bareheaded	and
took	all	the	colour	I	accumulated.	But	when	I	began	to	think	of	moving	you	in	to
your	work,	 I	saw	I	must	put	up	an	appearance	 that	wouldn't	disgrace	you,	so	I
thought	I'd	best	remove	the	crust.	It	took	some	time,	and	I	hope	I	may	die	before
I	ever	endure	the	feel	and	the	smell	of	the	stuff	I	used	again,	but	it	skinned	me
nicely.	 What	 you	 now	 see	 is	 my	 own	 with	 a	 little	 dust	 of	 rice	 powder,	 for
protection.	I'm	sort	of	tender	yet."
"And	your	lovely,	lovely	hair?"	breathed	Elnora.
"Hairdresser	did	that!"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"It	cost	like	smoke.	But	I	watched

her,	and	with	a	little	help	from	you	I	can	wash	it	alone	next	time,	though	it	will
be	hard	work.	 I	 let	her	monkey	with	 it	until	 she	said	she	had	found	 'my	style.'
Then	I	tore	it	down	and	had	her	show	me	how	to	build	it	up	again	three	times.	I
thought	my	 arms	would	 drop.	When	 I	 paid	 the	 bill	 for	 her	work,	 the	 time	 I'd
taken,	the	pins,	and	combs	she'd	used,	I	nearly	had	heart	failure,	but	I	didn't	turn
a	hair	before	her.	I	just	smiled	at	her	sweetly	and	said,	'How	reasonable	you	are!'
Come	to	 think	of	 it,	 she	was!	She	might	have	charged	me	 ten	dollars	 for	what
she	did	quite	as	well	as	nine	seventy-five.	I	couldn't	have	helped	myself.	I	had



made	no	bargain	to	begin	on."
Then	Elnora	leaned	back	in	her	chair	and	shouted,	in	a	gust	of	hearty	laughter,

so	 a	 little	 of	 the	 ache	 ceased	 in	 her	 breast.	 There	 was	 no	 time	 to	 think,	 the
remainder	of	 that	evening,	she	was	so	 tired	she	had	 to	sleep,	while	her	mother
did	not	awaken	her	until	she	barely	had	time	to	dress,	breakfast	and	reach	school.
There	was	nothing	in	the	new	life	to	remind	her	of	the	old.	It	seemed	as	if	there
never	 came	 a	minute	 for	 retrospection,	 but	 her	mother	 appeared	 on	 the	 scene
with	more	work,	or	some	entertaining	thing	to	do.
Mrs.	Comstock	invited	Elnora's	friends	to	visit	her,	and	proved	herself	a	bright

and	interesting	hostess.	She	digested	a	subject	before	she	spoke;	and	when	she
advanced	a	view,	her	point	was	sure	to	be	original	and	tersely	expressed.	Before
three	months	people	waited	to	hear	what	she	had	to	say.	She	kept	her	appearance
so	in	mind	that	she	made	a	handsome	and	a	distinguished	figure.
Elnora	never	mentioned	Philip	Ammon,	neither	did	Mrs.	Comstock.	Early	in

December	came	a	note	and	a	big	box	from	him.	 It	contained	several	books	on
nature	 subjects	 which	 would	 be	 of	 much	 help	 in	 school	 work,	 a	 number	 of
conveniences	Elnora	could	not	afford,	and	a	pair	of	glass-covered	plaster	casts,
for	 each	 large	moth	 she	 had.	 In	 these	 the	 upper	 and	 underwings	 of	male	 and
female	 showed.	 He	 explained	 that	 she	 would	 break	 her	 specimens	 easily,
carrying	them	around	in	boxes.	He	had	seen	these	and	thought	they	would	be	of
use.	Elnora	was	delighted	with	 them,	and	at	once	began	 the	 tedious	process	of
softening	 the	mounted	moths	 and	 fitting	 them	 to	 the	 casts	moulded	 to	 receive
them.	Her	 time	was	 so	 taken	 in	 school,	 she	 progressed	 slowly,	 so	 her	mother
undertook	this	work.	After	trying	one	or	two	very	common	ones	she	learned	to
handle	 the	most	 delicate	with	 ease.	 She	 took	 keen	 pride	 in	 relaxing	 the	 tense
moths,	fitting	them	to	the	cases,	polishing	the	glass	covers	to	the	last	degree	and
sealing	them.	The	results	were	beautiful	to	behold.
Soon	after	Elnora	wrote	to	Philip:
DEAR	FRIEND:
I	am	writing	to	thank	you	for	the	books,	and	the	box	of	conveniences	sent	me

for	 my	 work.	 I	 can	 use	 everything	 with	 fine	 results.	 Hope	 I	 am	 giving	 good
satisfaction	 in	 my	 position.	 You	 will	 be	 interested	 to	 learn	 that	 when	 the
summer's	work	was	classified	 and	pinned,	 I	 again	had	my	complete	 collection
for	the	man	of	India,	save	a	Yellow	Emperor.	I	have	tried	everywhere	I	know,	so
has	the	Bird	Woman.	We	cannot	find	a	pair	for	sale.	Fate	is	against	me,	at	least
this	season.	I	shall	have	to	wait	until	next	year	and	try	again.
Thank	you	very	much	 for	helping	me	with	my	collection	 and	 for	 the	books

and	cases.
Sincerely	yours,



ELNORA	COMSTOCK.
Philip	was	disappointed	over	that	note	and	instead	of	keeping	it	he	tore	it	into

bits	and	dropped	them	into	the	waste	basket.
That	was	precisely	what	Elnora	had	intended	he	should	do.	Christmas	brought

beautiful	cards	of	greeting	to	Mrs.	Comstock	and	Elnora,	Easter	others,	and	the
year	 ran	 rapidly	 toward	spring.	Elnora's	position	had	been	 intensely	absorbing,
while	she	had	worked	with	all	her	power.	She	had	made	a	wonderful	success	and
won	new	friends.	Mrs.	Comstock	had	helped	in	every	way	she	could,	so	she	was
very	popular	also.
Throughout	the	winter	they	had	enjoyed	the	city	thoroughly,	and	the	change	of

life	 it	 afforded,	 but	 signs	 of	 spring	 did	 wonderful	 things	 to	 the	 hearts	 of	 the
country-bred	 women.	 A	 restlessness	 began	 on	 bright	 February	 days,	 calmed
during	March	storms	and	attacked	full	force	in	April.	When	neither	could	bear	it
any	longer	they	were	forced	to	discuss	the	matter	and	admit	they	were	growing
ill	 with	 pure	 homesickness.	 They	 decided	 to	 keep	 the	 city	 house	 during	 the
summer,	but	to	return	to	the	farm	to	live	as	soon	as	school	closed.
So	Mrs.	Comstock	would	prepare	breakfast	and	 lunch	and	 then	slip	away	 to

the	farm	to	make	up	beds	in	her	ploughed	garden,	plant	seeds,	trim	and	tend	her
flowers,	 and	 prepare	 the	 cabin	 for	 occupancy.	 Then	 she	 would	 go	 home	 and
make	the	evening	as	cheerful	as	possible	for	Elnora;	in	these	days	she	lived	only
for	the	girl.
Both	of	 them	were	glad	when	 the	 last	of	May	came	and	 the	schools	closed.

They	 packed	 the	 books	 and	 clothing	 they	 wished	 to	 take	 into	 a	 wagon	 and
walked	across	the	fields	to	the	old	cabin.	As	they	approached	it,	Mrs.	Comstock
said	to	Elnora:	"You	are	sure	you	won't	be	lonely	here?"
Elnora	knew	what	she	really	meant.
"Quite	sure,"	she	said.	"For	a	time	last	fall	I	was	glad	to	be	away,	but	that	all

wore	out	with	the	winter.	Spring	made	me	homesick	as	I	could	be.	I	can	scarcely
wait	until	we	get	back	again."
So	they	began	that	summer	as	they	had	begun	all	others—with	work.	But	both

of	 them	 took	 a	 new	 joy	 in	 everything,	 and	 the	 violin	 sang	 by	 the	 hour	 in	 the
twilight.



Chapter		19	
Wherein	 Philip	 Ammon	 gives	 a	 ball	 in	 honour	 of
Edith	Carr,	and	Hart	Henderson	appears	on	the	scene
Edith	Carr	stood	in	a	vine-enclosed	side	veranda	of	the	Lake	Shore	Club	House
waiting	 while	 Philip	 Ammon	 gave	 some	 important	 orders.	 In	 a	 few	 days	 she
would	 sail	 for	 Paris	 to	 select	 a	 wonderful	 trousseau	 she	 had	 planned	 for	 her
marriage	in	October.	To-night	Philip	was	giving	a	club	dance	in	her	honour.	He
had	 spent	 days	 in	 devising	 new	 and	 exquisite	 effects	 in	 decorations,
entertainment,	and	supper.	Weeks	before	the	favoured	guests	had	been	notified.
Days	before	they	had	received	the	invitations	asking	them	to	participate	in	this
entertainment	 by	 Philip	 Ammon	 in	 honour	 of	Miss	 Carr.	 They	 spoke	 of	 it	 as
"Phil's	dance	for	Edith!"
She	could	hear	the	rumble	of	carriages	and	the	panting	of	automobiles	as	in	a

steady	 stream	 they	 rolled	 to	 the	 front	 entrance.	 She	 could	 catch	 glimpses	 of
floating	 draperies	 of	 gauze	 and	 lace,	 the	 flash	 of	 jewels,	 and	 the	 passing	 of
exquisite	 colour.	 Every	 one	 was	 newly	 arrayed	 in	 her	 honour	 in	 the	 loveliest
clothing,	and	the	most	expensive	jewels	they	could	command.	As	she	thought	of
it	she	lifted	her	head	a	trifle	higher	and	her	eyes	flashed	proudly.
She	was	robed	in	a	French	creation	suggested	and	designed	by	Philip.	He	had

said	to	her:	"I	know	a	competent	judge	who	says	the	distinctive	feature	of	June	is
her	 exquisite	 big	 night	moths.	 I	want	 you	 to	 be	 the	 very	 essence	 of	 June	 that
night,	as	you	will	be	the	embodiment	of	love.	Be	a	moth.	The	most	beautiful	of
them	is	either	the	pale-green	Luna	or	the	Yellow	Imperialis.	Be	my	moon	lady,
or	my	gold	Empress."
He	took	her	to	the	museum	and	showed	her	the	moths.	She	instantly	decided

on	 the	 yellow.	Because	 she	 knew	 the	 shades	would	make	 her	more	 startlingly
beautiful	 than	 any	 other	 colour.	 To	 him	 she	 said:	 "A	moon	 lady	 seems	 so	 far
away	 and	 cold.	 I	would	 be	 of	 earth	 and	 very	 near	 on	 that	 night.	 I	 choose	 the
Empress."
So	 she	 matched	 the	 colours	 exactly,	 wrote	 out	 the	 idea	 and	 forwarded	 the

order	to	Paquin.	To-night	when	Philip	Ammon	came	for	her,	he	stood	speechless
a	minute	and	then	silently	kissed	her	hands.
For	she	stood	tall,	lithe,	of	grace	inborn,	her	dark	waving	hair	high	piled	and



crossed	 by	 gold	 bands	 studded	 with	 amethyst	 and	 at	 one	 side	 an	 enamelled
lavender	 orchid	 rimmed	with	 diamonds,	which	 flashed	 and	 sparkled.	 The	 soft
yellow	robe	of	lightest	weight	velvet	fitted	her	form	perfectly,	while	from	each
shoulder	 fell	 a	 great	 velvet	 wing	 lined	 with	 lavender,	 and	 flecked	 with
embroidery	 of	 that	 colour	 in	 imitation	 of	 the	 moth.	 Around	 her	 throat	 was	 a
wonderful	 necklace	 and	 on	 her	 arms	were	 bracelets	 of	 gold	 set	with	 amethyst
and	 rimmed	with	 diamonds.	 Philip	 had	 said	 that	 her	 gloves,	 fan,	 and	 slippers
must	 be	 lavender,	 because	 the	 feet	 of	 the	 moth	 were	 that	 colour.	 These
accessories	 had	 been	 made	 to	 order	 and	 embroidered	 with	 gold.	 It	 had	 been
arranged	 that	 her	 mother,	 Philip's,	 and	 a	 few	 best	 friends	 should	 receive	 his
guests.	She	was	 to	 appear	when	 she	 led	 the	grand	march	with	Philip	Ammon.
Miss	 Carr	 was	 positive	 that	 she	 would	 be	 the	 most	 beautiful,	 and	 most
exquisitely	 gowned	 woman	 present.	 In	 her	 heart	 she	 thought	 of	 herself	 as
"Imperialis	Regalis,"	as	the	Yellow	Empress.	In	a	few	moments	she	would	stun
her	world	into	feeling	it	as	Philip	Ammon	had	done,	for	she	had	taken	pains	that
the	 history	 of	 her	 costume	 should	 be	 whispered	 to	 a	 few	 who	 would	 give	 it
circulation.	She	lifted	her	head	proudly	and	waited,	for	was	not	Philip	planning
something	unusual	and	unsurpassed	in	her	honour?	Then	she	smiled.
But	of	all	the	fragmentary	thoughts	crossing	her	brain	the	one	that	never	came

was	that	of	Philip	Ammon	as	the	Emperor.	Philip	the	king	of	her	heart;	at	least
her	equal	in	all	things.	She	was	the	Empress—yes,	Philip	was	but	a	mere	man,	to
devise	entertainments,	to	provide	luxuries,	to	humour	whims,	to	kiss	hands!
"Ah,	my	luck!"	cried	a	voice	behind	her.
Edith	Carr	turned	and	smiled.
"I	thought	you	were	on	the	ocean,"	she	said.
"I	only	reached	the	dock,"	replied	the	man,	"when	I	had	a	letter	that	recalled

me	by	the	first	limited."
"Oh!	Important	business?"
"The	only	business	of	any	importance	in	all	the	world	to	me.	I'm	triumphant

that	I	came.	Edith,	you	are	the	most	superb	woman	in	every	respect	that	I	have
ever	seen.	One	glimpse	is	worth	the	whole	journey."
"You	like	my	dress?"	She	moved	toward	him	and	turned,	lifting	her	arms.	"Do

you	know	what	it	is	intended	to	represent?"
"Yes,	Polly	Ammon	 told	me.	 I	 knew	when	 I	 heard	 about	 it	 how	you	would

look,	 so	 I	 started	 a	 sleuth	 hunt,	 to	 get	 the	 first	 peep.	 Edith,	 I	 can	 become
intoxicated	merely	with	looking	at	you	to-night."
He	half-closed	his	eyes	and	smilingly	stared	straight	at	her.	He	was	taller	than

she,	a	lean	man,	with	close-cropped	light	hair,	steel-gray	eyes,	a	square	chin	and
"man	of	the	world"	written	all	over	him.



Edith	Carr	flushed.	"I	thought	you	realized	when	you	went	away	that	you	were
to	stop	that,	Hart	Henderson,"	she	cried.
"I	 did,	 but	 this	 letter	 of	which	 I	 tell	 you	 called	me	 back	 to	 start	 it	 all	 over

again."
She	 came	 a	 step	 closer.	 "Who	 wrote	 that	 letter,	 and	 what	 did	 it	 contain

concerning	me?"	she	demanded.
"One	 of	 your	 most	 intimate	 chums	 wrote	 it.	 It	 contained	 the	 hazard	 that

possibly	I	had	given	up	too	soon.	It	said	that	in	a	fit	of	petulance	you	had	broken
your	engagement	with	Ammon	twice	this	winter,	and	he	had	come	back	because
he	knew	you	did	not	really	mean	it.	I	 thought	deeply	there	on	the	dock	when	I
read	that,	and	my	boat	sailed	without	me.	I	argued	that	anything	so	weak	as	an
engagement	twice	broken	and	patched	up	again	was	a	mighty	frail	affair	indeed,
and	likely	to	smash	completely	at	any	time,	so	I	came	on	the	run.	I	said	once	I
would	not	see	you	marry	any	other	man.	Because	I	could	not	bear	it,	I	planned	to
go	into	exile	of	any	sort	 to	escape	that.	 I	have	changed	my	mind.	I	have	come
back	 to	 haunt	 you	 until	 the	 ceremony	 is	 over.	 Then	 I	 go,	 not	 before.	 I	 was
insane!"
The	girl	laughed	merrily.	"Not	half	so	insane	as	you	are	now,	Hart!"	she	cried

gaily.	"You	know	that	Philip	Ammon	has	been	devoted	to	me	all	my	life.	Now
I'll	tell	you	something	else,	because	this	looks	serious	for	you.	I	love	him	with	all
my	heart.	Not	while	he	lives	shall	he	know	it,	and	I	will	laugh	at	him	if	you	tell
him,	but	the	fact	remains:	I	intend	to	marry	him,	but	no	doubt	I	shall	tease	him
constantly.	It's	good	for	a	man	to	be	uncertain.	If	you	could	see	Philip's	face	at
the	 quarterly	 return	 of	 his	 ring,	 you	would	 understand	 the	 fun	 of	 it.	 You	 had
better	have	taken	your	boat."
"Possibly,"	said	Henderson	calmly.	"But	you	are	the	only	woman	in	the	world

for	me,	and	while	you	are	 free,	as	 I	now	see	my	light,	 I	 remain	near	you.	You
know	the	old	adage."
"But	I'm	not	 'free!'"	cried	Edith	Carr.	"I'm	telling	you	I	am	not.	This	night	is

my	 public	 acknowledgment	 that	 Phil	 and	 I	 are	 promised,	 as	 our	 world	 has
surmised	since	we	were	children.	That	promise	is	an	actual	fact,	because	of	what
I	 just	 have	 told	 you.	My	 little	 fits	 of	 temper	 don't	 count	with	 Phil.	He's	 been
reared	on	them.	In	fact,	I	often	invent	one	in	a	perfect	calm	to	see	him	perform.
He	is	the	most	amusing	spectacle.	But,	please,	please,	do	understand	that	I	love
him,	and	always	shall,	and	that	we	shall	be	married."
"Just	 the	 same,	 I'll	 wait	 and	 see	 it	 an	 accomplished	 fact,"	 said	 Henderson.

"And	Edith,	because	I	love	you,	with	the	sort	of	love	it	is	worth	a	woman's	while
to	 inspire,	 I	want	your	happiness	before	my	own.	So	I	am	going	 to	say	 this	 to
you,	for	I	never	dreamed	you	were	capable	of	the	feeling	you	have	displayed	for



Phil.	 If	you	do	 love	him,	and	have	 loved	him	always,	 a	disappointment	would
cut	 you	 deeper	 than	 you	 know.	 Go	 careful	 from	 now	 on!	 Don't	 strain	 that
patched	 engagement	 of	 yours	 any	 further.	 I've	 known	 Philip	 all	 my	 life.	 I've
known	him	through	boyhood,	in	college,	and	since.	All	men	respect	him.	Where
the	 rest	 of	 us	 confess	 our	 sins,	 he	 stands	 clean.	 You	 can	 go	 to	 his	 arms	with
nothing	to	forgive.	Mark	this	thing!	I	have	heard	him	say,	 'Edith	is	my	slogan,'
and	I	have	seen	him	march	home	strong	in	the	strength	of	his	love	for	you,	in	the
face	of	 temptations	before	which	 every	other	man	of	 us	 fell.	Before	 the	gods!
that	ought	to	be	worth	something	to	a	girl,	if	she	really	is	the	delicate,	sensitive,
refined	 thing	 she	 would	 have	 man	 believe.	 It	 would	 take	 a	 woman	 with	 the
organism	 of	 an	 ostrich	 to	 endure	 some	 of	 the	men	 here	 to-night,	 if	 she	 knew
them	as	I	do;	but	Phil	is	sound	to	the	core.	So	this	is	what	I	would	say	to	you:
first,	your	instincts	are	right	in	loving	him,	why	not	let	him	feel	it	in	the	ways	a
woman	knows?	Second,	don't	break	your	engagement	again.	As	men	know	the
man,	 any	 of	 us	 would	 be	 afraid	 to	 the	 soul.	 He	 loves	 you,	 yes!	 He	 is	 long-
suffering	for	you,	yes!	But	men	know	he	has	a	limit.	When	the	limit	is	reached,
he	will	stand	fast,	and	all	the	powers	can't	move	him.	You	don't	seem	to	think	it,
but	you	can	go	too	far!"
"Is	that	all?"	laughed	Edith	Carr	sarcastically.
"No,	 there	 is	one	thing	more,"	said	Henderson.	"Here	or	here-after,	now	and

so	long	as	I	breathe,	I	am	your	slave.	You	can	do	anything	you	choose	and	know
that	I	will	kneel	before	you	again.	So	carry	this	in	the	depths	of	your	heart;	now
or	at	any	time,	in	any	place	or	condition,	merely	lift	your	hand,	and	I	will	come.
Anything	you	want	of	me,	that	thing	will	I	do.	I	am	going	to	wait;	if	you	need
me,	 it	 is	not	necessary	 to	speak;	only	give	me	 the	 faintest	 sign.	All	your	 life	 I
will	be	somewhere	near	you	waiting	for	it."
"Idjit!	You	rave!"	laughed	Edith	Carr.	"How	you	would	frighten	me!	What	a

bugbear	you	would	raise!	Be	sensible	and	go	find	what	keeps	Phil.	I	was	waiting
patiently,	but	my	patience	is	going.	I	won't	look	nearly	so	well	as	I	do	now	when
it	is	gone."
At	 that	 instant	 Philip	 Ammon	 entered.	 He	 was	 in	 full	 evening	 dress	 and

exceptionally	handsome.	"Everything	is	ready,"	he	said;	"they	are	waiting	for	us
to	lead	the	march.	It	is	formed."
Edith	Carr	smiled	entrancingly.	"Do	you	think	I	am	ready?"
Philip	 looked	 what	 he	 thought,	 and	 offered	 his	 arm.	 Edith	 Carr	 nodded

carelessly	 to	Hart	Henderson,	 and	moved	 away.	Attendants	 parted	 the	 curtains
and	the	Yellow	Empress	bowing	right	and	left,	swept	the	length	of	the	ballroom
and	took	her	place	at	the	head	of	the	formed	procession.	The	large	open	dancing
pavilion	was	draped	with	yellow	silk	caught	up	with	lilac	flowers.	Every	corner



was	filled	with	bloom	of	those	colours.	The	music	was	played	by	harpers	dressed
in	yellow	and	violet,	so	the	ball	opened.
The	midnight	supper	was	served	with	the	same	colours	and	the	last	half	of	the

programme	 was	 being	 danced.	 Never	 had	 girl	 been	 more	 complimented	 and
petted	in	the	same	length	of	 time	than	Edith	Carr.	Every	minute	she	seemed	to
grow	more	 worthy	 of	 praise.	 A	 partners'	 dance	 was	 called	 and	 the	 floor	 was
filled	 with	 couples	 waiting	 for	 the	 music.	 Philip	 stood	 whispering	 delightful
things	to	Edith	facing	him.	From	out	of	the	night,	in	at	the	wide	front	entrance	to
the	 pavilion,	 there	 swept	 in	 slow	 wavering	 flight	 a	 large	 yellow	 moth	 and
fluttered	 toward	 the	centre	cluster	of	glaring	electric	 lights.	Philip	Ammon	and
Edith	Carr	saw	it	at	the	same	instant.
"Why,	isn't	that——?"	she	began	excitedly.
"It's	a	Yellow	Emperor!	This	is	fate!"	cried	Philip.	"The	last	one	Elnora	needs

for	her	collection.	I	must	have	it!	Excuse	me!"
He	 ran	 toward	 the	 light.	 "Hats!	Handkerchiefs!	Fans!	Anything!"	he	panted.

"Every	one	hold	up	something	and	stop	that!	It's	a	moth;	I've	got	to	catch	it!"
"It's	yellow!	He	wants	it	for	Edith!"	ran	in	a	murmur	around	the	hall.	The	girl's

face	flushed,	while	she	bit	her	lips	in	vexation.
Instantly	every	one	began	holding	up	something	to	keep	the	moth	from	flying

back	into	the	night.	One	fan	held	straight	before	it	served,	and	the	moth	gently
settled	on	it.
"Hold	steady!"	cried	Philip.	"Don't	move	for	your	life!"	He	rushed	toward	the

moth,	made	 a	 quick	 sweep	 and	 held	 it	 up	 between	 his	 fingers.	 "All	 right!"	 he
called.	"Thanks,	every	one!	Excuse	me	a	minute."
He	ran	to	the	office.
"An	ounce	of	gasolene,	quick!"	he	ordered.	"A	cigar	box,	a	cork,	and	the	glue

bottle."
He	 poured	 some	 glue	 into	 the	 bottom	 of	 the	 box,	 set	 the	 cork	 in	 it	 firmly,

dashed	the	gasolene	over	the	moth	repeatedly,	pinned	it	to	the	cork,	poured	the
remainder	of	the	liquid	over	it,	closed	the	box,	and	fastened	it.	Then	he	laid	a	bill
on	the	counter.
"Pack	 that	 box	 with	 cork	 around	 it,	 in	 one	 twice	 its	 size,	 tie	 securely	 and

express	to	this	address	at	once."
He	scribbled	on	a	sheet	of	paper	and	shoved	it	over.
"On	your	honour,	will	you	do	that	faithfully	as	I	say?"	he	asked	the	clerk.
"Certainly,"	was	the	reply.
"Then	keep	the	change,"	called	Philip	as	he	ran	back	to	the	pavilion.
Edith	Carr	 stood	where	 he	 left	 her,	 thinking	 rapidly.	 She	 heard	 the	murmur

that	arose	when	Philip	 started	 to	capture	 the	exquisite	golden	creature	 she	was



impersonating.	She	 saw	 the	 flash	of	 surprise	 that	went	 over	unrestrained	 faces
when	he	ran	from	the	room,	without	even	showing	it	to	her.	"The	last	one	Elnora
needs,"	 rang	 in	 her	 ears.	 He	 had	 told	 her	 that	 he	 helped	 collect	 moths	 the
previous	 summer,	 but	 she	 had	 understood	 that	 the	 Bird	 Woman,	 with	 whose
work	Miss	Carr	was	familiar,	wanted	them	to	put	in	a	book.
He	 had	 spoken	 of	 a	 country	 girl	 he	 had	 met	 who	 played	 the	 violin

wonderfully,	and	at	times,	he	had	shown	a	disposition	to	exalt	her	as	a	standard
of	womanhood.	Miss	Carr	 had	 ignored	what	 he	 said,	 and	 talked	 of	 something
else.	But	that	girl's	name	had	been	Elnora.	It	was	she	who	was	collecting	moths!
No	 doubt	 she	 was	 the	 competent	 judge	 who	 was	 responsible	 for	 the	 yellow
costume	Philip	had	devised.	Had	Edith	Carr	been	in	her	room,	she	would	have
torn	off	the	dress	at	the	thought.
Being	in	a	circle	of	her	best	friends,	which	to	her	meant	her	keenest	rivals	and

harshest	critics,	she	grew	rigid	with	anger.	Her	breath	hurt	her	paining	chest.	No
one	thought	to	speak	to	the	musicians,	and	seeing	the	floor	filled,	they	began	the
waltz.	 Only	 part	 of	 the	 guests	 could	 see	what	 had	 happened,	 and	 at	 once	 the
others	formed	and	commenced	to	dance.	Gay	couples	came	whirling	past	her.
Edith	Carr	grew	very	white	as	she	stood	alone.	Her	lips	turned	pale,	while	her

dark	eyes	flamed	with	anger.	She	stood	perfectly	still	where	Philip	had	left	her,
and	 the	 approaching	 men	 guided	 their	 partners	 around	 her,	 while	 the	 girls,
looking	back,	could	be	seen	making	exclamations	of	surprise.
The	idolized	only	daughter	of	the	Carr	family	hoped	that	she	would	drop	dead

from	mortification,	but	nothing	happened.	She	was	too	perverse	to	step	aside	and
say	that	she	was	waiting	for	Philip.	Then	came	Tom	Levering	dancing	with	Polly
Ammon.	Being	in	the	scales	with	the	Ammon	family,	Tom	scented	trouble	from
afar,	so	he	whispered	to	Polly:	"Edith	is	standing	in	the	middle	of	the	floor,	and
she's	awful	mad	about	something."
"That	won't	hurt	her,"	laughed	Polly.	"It's	an	old	pose	of	hers.	She	knows	she

looks	 superb	when	 she	 is	 angry,	 so	 she	 keeps	 herself	 furious	 half	 the	 time	 on
purpose."
"She	looks	like	the	mischief!"	answered	Tom.	"Hadn't	we	better	steer	over	and

wait	with	her?	She's	the	ugliest	sight	I	ever	saw!"
"Why,	Tom!"	cried	Polly.	"Stop,	quickly!"
They	hurried	to	Edith.
"Come	dear,"	 said	 Polly.	 "We	 are	 going	 to	wait	with	 you	 until	 Phil	 returns.

Let's	go	after	a	drink.	I	am	so	thirsty!"
"Yes,	 do!"	 begged	 Tom,	 offering	 his	 arm.	 "Let's	 get	 out	 of	 here	 until	 Phil

comes."
There	was	the	opportunity	to	laugh	and	walk	away,	but	Edith	Carr	would	not



accept	it.
"My	betrothed	left	me	here,"	she	said.	"Here	I	shall	remain	until	he	returns	for

me,	and	then—he	will	be	my	betrothed	no	longer!"
Polly	grasped	Edith's	arm.
"Oh,	Edith!"	she	implored.	"Don't	make	a	scene	here,	and	to-night.	Edith,	this

has	been	the	loveliest	dance	ever	given	at	the	club	house.	Every	one	is	saying	so.
Edith!	Darling,	do	come!	Phil	will	be	back	in	a	second.	He	can	explain!	It's	only
a	breath	since	I	saw	him	go	out.	I	thought	he	had	returned."
As	 Polly	 panted	 these	 disjointed	 ejaculations,	 Tom	Levering	 began	 to	 grow

angry	on	her	account.
"He	has	been	gone	just	 long	enough	to	show	every	one	of	his	guests	 that	he

will	leave	me	standing	alone,	like	a	neglected	fool,	for	any	passing	whim	of	his.
Explain!	His	explanation	would	sound	well!	Do	you	know	for	whom	he	caught
that	moth?	 It	 is	 being	 sent	 to	 a	 girl	 he	 flirted	with	 all	 last	 summer.	 It	 has	 just
occurred	 to	me	 that	 the	 dress	 I	 am	wearing	 is	 her	 suggestion.	 Let	 him	 try	 to
explain!"
Speech	unloosed	the	fountain.	She	stripped	off	her	gloves	to	free	her	hands.	At

that	instant	the	dancers	parted	to	admit	Philip.	Instinctively	they	stopped	as	they
approached	and	with	wondering	faces	walled	in	Edith	and	Philip,	Polly	and	Tom.
"Mighty	good	of	you	to	wait!"	cried	Philip,	his	face	showing	his	delight	over

his	success	in	capturing	the	Yellow	Emperor.	"I	thought	when	I	heard	the	music
you	were	going	on."
"How	did	you	think	I	was	going	on?"	demanded	Edith	Carr	in	frigid	tones.
"I	thought	you	would	step	aside	and	wait	a	few	seconds	for	me,	or	dance	with

Henderson.	 It	 was	most	 important	 to	 have	 that	 moth.	 It	 completes	 a	 valuable
collection	for	a	person	who	needs	the	money.	Come!"
He	held	out	his	arms.
"I	 'step	 aside'	 for	 no	 one!"	 stormed	 Edith	 Carr.	 "I	 await	 no	 other	 girl's

pleasure!	You	may	'complete	the	collection'	with	that!"
She	drew	her	engagement	ring	from	her	finger	and	reached	to	place	it	on	one

of	Philip's	outstretched	hands.	He	 saw	and	drew	back.	 Instantly	Edith	dropped
the	ring.	As	it	fell,	almost	instinctively	Philip	caught	it	in	air.	With	amazed	face
he	 looked	 closely	 at	 Edith	 Carr.	 Her	 distorted	 features	 were	 scarcely
recognizable.	He	held	the	ring	toward	her.
"Edith,	 for	 the	 love	 of	mercy,	wait	 until	 I	 can	 explain,"	 he	 begged.	 "Put	 on

your	ring	and	let	me	tell	you	how	it	is."
"I	 know	 perfectly	 'how	 it	 is,'"	 she	 answered.	 "I	 never	 shall	 wear	 that	 ring

again."
"You	won't	even	hear	what	I	have	to	say?	You	won't	take	back	your	ring?"	he



cried.
"Never!	Your	conduct	is	infamous!"
"Come	 to	 think	of	 it,"	 said	Philip	deliberately,	 "it	 is	 'infamous'	 to	cut	 a	girl,

who	 has	 danced	 all	 her	 life,	 out	 of	 a	 few	measures	 of	 a	waltz.	As	 for	 asking
forgiveness	 for	 so	black	a	 sin	as	picking	up	a	moth,	 and	 starting	 it	 to	 a	 friend
who	lives	by	collecting	them,	I	don't	see	how	I	could!	I	have	not	been	gone	three
minutes	by	 the	 clock,	Edith.	Put	on	your	 ring	 and	 finish	 the	dance	 like	 a	dear
girl."
He	thrust	the	glittering	ruby	into	her	fingers	and	again	held	out	his	arms.	She

dropped	 the	 ring,	 and	 it	 rolled	 some	 distance	 from	 them.	 Hart	 Henderson
followed	its	shining	course,	and	caught	it	before	it	was	lost.
"You	 really	mean	 it?"	 demanded	 Philip	 in	 a	 voice	 as	 cold	 as	 hers	 ever	 had

been.
"You	know	I	mean	it!"	cried	Edith	Carr.
"I	 accept	 your	 decision	 in	 the	 presence	 of	 these	 witnesses,"	 said	 Philip

Ammon.	"Where	is	my	father?"	The	elder	Ammon	with	a	distressed	face	hurried
to	him.	"Father,	 take	my	place,"	said	Philip.	"Excuse	me	to	my	guests.	Ask	all
my	friends	to	forgive	me.	I	am	going	away	for	awhile."
He	turned	and	walked	from	the	pavilion.	As	he	went	Hart	Henderson	rushed

to	Edith	Carr	and	forced	the	ring	into	her	fingers.	"Edith,	quick.	Come,	quick!"
he	implored.	"There's	just	time	to	catch	him.	If	you	let	him	go	that	way,	he	never
will	return	in	this	world.	Remember	what	I	told	you."
"Great	prophet!	aren't	you,	Hart?"	she	sneered.	"Who	wants	him	to	return?	If

that	 ring	 is	 thrust	 upon	 me	 again	 I	 shall	 fling	 it	 into	 the	 lake.	 Signal	 the
musicians	to	begin,	and	dance	with	me."
Henderson	put	the	ring	into	his	pocket,	and	began	the	dance.	He	could	feel	the

muscular	 spasms	 of	 the	 girl	 in	 his	 arms,	 her	 face	was	 cold	 and	 hard,	 but	 her
breath	 burned	with	 the	 scorch	 of	 fever.	 She	 finished	 the	 dance	 and	 all	 others,
taking	 Phil's	 numbers	 with	 Henderson,	 who	 had	 arrived	 too	 late	 to	 arrange	 a
programme.	 She	 left	with	 the	 others,	merely	 inclining	 her	 head	 as	 she	 passed
Ammon's	 father	 taking	 his	 place,	 and	 entered	 the	 big	 touring	 car	 for	 which
Henderson	had	telephoned.	She	sank	limply	into	a	seat	and	moaned	softly.
"Shall	I	drive	awhile	in	the	night	air?"	asked	Henderson.
She	nodded.	He	instructed	the	chauffeur.
She	 raised	her	head	 in	 a	 few	seconds.	 "Hart,	 I'm	going	 to	pieces,"	 she	 said.

"Won't	you	put	your	arm	around	me	a	little	while?"
Henderson	 gathered	 her	 into	 his	 arms	 and	 her	 head	 fell	 on	 his	 shoulder.

"Closer!"	she	cried.
Henderson	 held	 her	 until	 his	 arms	were	 numb,	 but	 he	 did	 not	 know	 it.	 The



tricks	of	fate	are	cruel	enough,	but	there	scarcely	could	have	been	a	worse	one
than	that:	To	care	for	a	woman	as	he	loved	Edith	Carr	and	have	her	given	into	his
arms	because	she	was	so	numb	with	misery	over	her	 trouble	with	another	man
that	she	did	not	know	or	care	what	she	did.	Dawn	was	streaking	the	east	when	he
spoke	to	her.
"Edith,	it	is	growing	light."
"Take	me	home,"	she	said.
Henderson	helped	her	up	the	steps	and	rang	the	bell.
"Miss	Carr	is	ill,"	he	said	to	the	footman.	"Arouse	her	maid	instantly,	and	have

her	prepare	something	hot	as	quickly	as	possible."
"Edith,"	he	cried,	"just	a	word.	I	have	been	thinking.	It	isn't	too	late	yet.	Take

your	ring	and	put	it	on.	I	will	go	find	Phil	at	once	and	tell	him	you	have,	that	you
are	expecting	him,	and	he	will	come."
"Think	what	 he	 said!"	 she	 cried.	 "He	 accepted	my	 decision	 as	 final,	 'in	 the

presence	of	witnesses,'	as	if	it	were	court.	He	can	return	it	to	me,	if	I	ever	wear	it
again."
"You	 think	 that	 now,	 but	 in	 a	 few	 days	 you	 will	 find	 that	 you	 feel	 very

differently.	Living	a	life	of	heartache	is	no	joke,	and	no	job	for	a	woman.	Put	on
your	ring	and	send	me	to	tell	him	to	come."
"No."
"Edith,	there	was	not	a	soul	who	saw	that,	but	sympathized	with	Phil.	It	was

ridiculous	for	you	to	get	so	angry	over	a	thing	which	was	never	intended	for	the
slightest	offence,	and	by	no	logical	reasoning	could	have	been	so	considered."
"Do	you	think	that?"	she	demanded.
"I	do!"	said	Henderson.	"If	you	had	laughed	and	stepped	aside	an	instant,	or

laughed	and	stayed	where	you	were,	Phil	would	have	been	back;	or,	if	he	needed
punishment	in	your	eyes,	to	have	found	me	having	one	of	his	dances	would	have
been	 enough.	 I	was	waiting.	You	 could	 have	 called	me	with	 one	 look.	But	 to
publicly	do	and	say	what	you	did,	my	lady—I	know	Phil,	and	I	know	you	went
too	far.	Put	on	that	ring,	and	send	him	word	you	are	sorry,	before	it	is	too	late."
"I	will	not!	He	shall	come	to	me."
"Then	 God	 help	 you!"	 said	 Henderson,	 "for	 you	 are	 plunging	 into	 misery

whose	depth	you	do	not	dream.	Edith,	I	beg	of	you——"
She	 swayed	 where	 she	 stood.	 Her	 maid	 opened	 the	 door	 and	 caught	 her.

Henderson	went	down	the	hall	and	out	to	his	car.



Chapter		20	
Wherein	 the	 elder	 Ammon	 offers	 advice,	 and	 Edith
Carr	experiences	regrets
Philip	Ammon	walked	from	among	his	friends	a	humiliated	and	a	wounded	man.
Never	 before	 had	Edith	Carr	 appeared	 quite	 so	 beautiful.	All	 evening	 she	 had
treated	him	with	unusual	consideration.	Never	had	he	loved	her	so	deeply.	Then
in	 a	 few	 seconds	 everything	was	different.	 Seeing	 the	 change	 in	 her	 face,	 and
hearing	her	meaningless	accusations,	killed	something	in	his	heart.	Warmth	went
out	and	a	cold	weight	took	its	place.	But	even	after	that,	he	had	offered	the	ring
to	 her	 again,	 and	 asked	 her	 before	 others	 to	 reconsider.	 The	 answer	 had	 been
further	insult.
He	walked,	paying	no	heed	 to	where	he	went.	He	had	 traversed	many	miles

when	he	became	aware	that	his	feet	had	chosen	familiar	streets.	He	was	passing
his	home.	Dawn	was	near,	but	 the	 first	 floor	was	 lighted.	He	 staggered	up	 the
steps	and	was	 instantly	admitted.	The	 library	door	stood	open,	while	his	father
sat	 with	 a	 book	 pretending	 to	 read.	 At	 Philip's	 entrance	 the	 father	 scarcely
glanced	up.
"Come	 on!"	 he	 called.	 "I	 have	 just	 told	Banks	 to	 bring	me	 a	 cup	 of	 coffee

before	I	turn	in.	Have	one	with	me!"
Philip	sat	beside	the	table	and	leaned	his	head	on	his	hands,	but	he	drank	a	cup

of	steaming	coffee	and	felt	better.
"Father,"	he	said,	"father,	may	I	talk	with	you	a	little	while?"
"Of	course,"	answered	Mr.	Ammon.	"I	am	not	at	all	tired.	I	think	I	must	have

been	waiting	 in	 the	hope	 that	you	would	come.	 I	want	no	one's	version	of	 this
but	yours.	Tell	me	the	straight	of	the	thing,	Phil."
Philip	told	all	he	knew,	while	his	father	sat	in	deep	thought.
"On	my	 life	 I	 can't	 see	 any	 occasion	 for	 such	 a	 display	 of	 temper,	 Phil.	 It

passed	all	bounds	of	reason	and	breeding.	Can't	you	think	of	anything	more?"
"I	cannot!"
"Polly	 says	 every	 one	 expected	 you	 to	 carry	 the	moth	 you	 caught	 to	Edith.

Why	didn't	you?"
"She	screams	if	a	thing	of	that	kind	comes	near	her.	She	never	has	taken	the

slightest	interest	in	them.	I	was	in	a	big	hurry.	I	didn't	want	to	miss	one	minute	of



my	dance	with	her.	The	moth	was	not	 so	uncommon,	but	by	a	combination	of
bad	luck	it	had	become	the	rarest	in	America	for	a	friend	of	mine,	who	is	making
a	 collection	 to	 pay	 college	 expenses.	 For	 an	 instant	 last	 June	 the	 series	 was
completed;	when	a	woman's	uncontrolled	 temper	 ruined	 this	 specimen	and	 the
search	 for	 it	 began	 over.	 A	 few	 days	 later	 a	 pair	 was	 secured,	 and	 again	 the
money	was	 in	sight	 for	several	hours.	Then	an	accident	wrecked	one-fourth	of
the	 collection.	 I	 helped	 replace	 those	 last	 June,	 all	 but	 this	 Yellow	 Emperor
which	we	could	not	secure,	and	we	haven't	been	able	to	find,	buy	or	trade	for	one
since.	So	my	friend	was	compelled	to	teach	this	past	winter	instead	of	going	to
college.	When	that	moth	came	flying	in	there	to-night,	it	seemed	to	me	like	fate.
All	I	thought	of	was,	that	to	secure	it	would	complete	the	collection	and	secure
the	money.	So	I	caught	the	Emperor	and	started	it	to	Elnora.	I	declare	to	you	that
I	was	not	out	of	the	pavilion	over	three	minutes	at	a	liberal	estimate.	If	I	only	had
thought	 to	 speak	 to	 the	 orchestra!	 I	 was	 sure	 I	 would	 be	 back	 before	 enough
couples	gathered	and	formed	for	the	dance."
The	eyes	of	the	father	were	very	bright.
"The	friend	for	whom	you	wanted	the	moth	is	a	girl?"	he	asked	indifferently,

as	he	ran	the	book	leaves	through	his	fingers.
"The	girl	of	whom	I	wrote	you	last	summer,	and	told	you	about	in	the	fall.	I

helped	her	all	the	time	I	was	away."
"Did	Edith	know	of	her?"
"I	tried	many	times	to	tell	her,	to	interest	her,	but	she	was	so	indifferent	that	it

was	insulting.	She	would	not	hear	me."
"We	are	neither	one	in	any	condition	to	sleep.	Why	don't	you	begin	at	the	first

and	 tell	me	about	 this	girl?	To	 think	of	other	matters	 for	a	 time	may	clear	our
vision	for	a	sane	solution	of	this.	Who	is	she,	just	what	is	she	doing,	and	what	is
she	 like?	 You	 know	 I	 was	 reared	 among	 those	 Limberlost	 people,	 I	 can
understand	readily.	What	is	her	name	and	where	does	she	live?"
Philip	gave	a	man's	version	of	 the	previous	summer,	while	his	 father	played

with	the	book	industriously.
"You	are	very	sure	as	to	her	refinement	and	education?"
"In	almost	two	months'	daily	association,	could	a	man	be	mistaken?	She	can

far	and	away	surpass	Polly,	Edith,	or	any	girl	of	our	set	on	any	common,	high
school,	 or	 supplementary	 branch,	 and	 you	 know	 high	 schools	 have	 French,
German,	and	physics	now.	Besides,	 she	 is	 a	graduate	of	 two	other	 institutions.
All	 her	 life	 she	 has	 been	 in	 the	 school	 of	 Hard	Knocks.	 She	 has	 the	 biggest,
tenderest,	most	human	heart	I	ever	knew	in	a	girl.	She	has	known	life	in	its	most
cruel	 phases,	 and	 instead	 of	 hardening	 her,	 it	 has	 set	 her	 trying	 to	 save	 other
people	suffering.	Then	this	nature	position	of	which	I	told	you;	she	graduated	in



the	School	of	the	Woods,	before	she	secured	that.	The	Bird	Woman,	whose	work
you	know,	helped	her	 there.	Elnora	knows	more	 interesting	 things	 in	 a	minute
than	any	other	girl	I	ever	met	knew	in	an	hour,	provided	you	are	a	person	who
cares	to	understand	plant	and	animal	life."
The	book	leaves	slid	rapidly	through	his	fingers	as	the	father	drawled:	"What

sort	of	looking	girl	is	she?"
"Tall	 as	Edith,	 a	 little	 heavier,	 pink,	 even	 complexion,	wide	 open	 blue-gray

eyes	with	heavy	black	brows,	and	lashes	so	long	they	touch	her	cheeks.	She	has
a	 rope	 of	 waving,	 shining	 hair	 that	 makes	 a	 real	 crown	 on	 her	 head,	 and	 it
appears	 almost	 red	 in	 the	 light.	 She	 is	 as	 handsome	 as	 any	 fair	woman	 I	 ever
saw,	 but	 she	 doesn't	 know	 it.	 Every	 time	 any	 one	 pays	 her	 a	 compliment,	 her
mother,	who	is	a	caution,	discovers	that,	for	some	reason,	the	girl	is	a	fright,	so
she	has	no	appreciation	of	her	looks."
"And	 you	were	 in	 daily	 association	 two	months	 with	 a	 girl	 like	 that!	 How

about	it,	Phil?"
"If	 you	 mean,	 did	 I	 trifle	 with	 her,	 no!"	 cried	 Philip	 hotly.	 "I	 told	 her	 the

second	time	I	met	her	all	about	Edith.	Almost	every	day	I	wrote	to	Edith	in	her
presence.	 Elnora	 gathered	 violets	 and	made	 a	 fancy	 basket	 to	 put	 them	 in	 for
Edith's	birthday.	I	started	to	err	in	too	open	admiration	for	Elnora,	but	her	mother
brought	me	up	with	a	whirl	I	never	forgot.	Fifty	times	a	day	in	the	swamps	and
forests	Elnora	made	a	perfect	picture,	but	 I	neither	 looked	nor	said	anything.	 I
never	 met	 any	 girl	 so	 downright	 noble	 in	 bearing	 and	 actions.	 I	 never	 hated
anything	 as	 I	 hated	 leaving	 her,	 for	 we	 were	 dear	 friends,	 like	 two	 wholly
congenial	men.	Her	mother	was	almost	always	with	us.	She	knew	how	much	I
admired	Elnora,	but	so	 long	as	I	concealed	 it	 from	the	girl,	 the	mother	did	not
care."
"Yet	you	left	such	a	girl	and	came	back	whole-hearted	to	Edith	Carr!"
"Surely!	You	know	how	it	has	been	with	me	about	Edith	all	my	life."
"Yet	 the	girl	you	picture	 is	 far	her	superior	 to	an	unprejudiced	person,	when

thinking	what	a	man	would	require	in	a	wife	to	be	happy."
"I	 never	 have	 thought	 what	 I	 would	 'require'	 to	 be	 happy!	 I	 only	 thought

whether	I	could	make	Edith	happy.	I	have	been	an	idiot!	What	I've	borne	you'll
never	 know!	 To-night	 is	 only	 one	 of	many	 outbursts	 like	 that,	 in	 varying	 and
lesser	degrees."
"Phil,	I	love	you,	when	you	say	you	have	thought	only	of	Edith!	I	happen	to

know	that	 it	 is	 true.	You	are	my	only	son,	and	I	have	had	a	right	 to	watch	you
closely.	I	believe	you	utterly.	Any	one	who	cares	for	you	as	I	do,	and	has	had	my
years	of	experience	in	this	world	over	yours,	knows	that	in	some	ways,	to-night
would	be	a	blessed	release,	if	you	could	take	it;	but	you	cannot!	Go	to	bed	now,



and	rest.	To-morrow,	go	back	to	her	and	fix	it	up."
"You	heard	what	I	said	when	I	left	her!	I	said	it	because	something	in	my	heart

died	 a	 minute	 before	 that,	 and	 I	 realized	 that	 it	 was	 my	 love	 for	 Edith	 Carr.
Never	again	will	I	voluntarily	face	such	a	scene.	If	she	can	act	like	that	at	a	ball,
before	hundreds,	 over	 a	 thing	of	which	 I	 thought	nothing	 at	 all,	 she	would	go
into	actual	physical	fits	and	spasms,	over	some	of	the	household	crises	I've	seen
the	mater	meet	with	a	smile.	Sir,	it	is	truth	that	I	have	thought	only	of	her	up	to
the	present.	Now,	 I	will	admit	 I	am	thinking	about	myself.	Father,	did	you	see
her?	Life	is	too	short,	and	it	can	be	too	sweet,	to	throw	it	away	in	a	battle	with	an
unrestrained	 woman.	 I	 am	 no	 fighter—where	 a	 girl	 is	 concerned,	 anyway.	 I
respect	 and	 love	 her	 or	 I	 do	 nothing.	 Never	 again	 is	 either	 respect	 or	 love
possible	between	me	and	Edith	Carr.	Whenever	I	think	of	her	in	the	future,	I	will
see	her	as	she	was	to-night.	But	I	can't	face	the	crowd	just	yet.	Could	you	spare
me	a	few	days?"
"It	is	only	ten	days	until	you	were	to	go	north	for	the	summer,	go	now."
"I	don't	want	to	go	north.	I	don't	want	to	meet	people	I	know.	There,	the	story

would	precede	me.	I	do	not	need	pitying	glances	or	rough	condolences.	I	wonder
if	I	could	not	hide	at	Uncle	Ed's	in	Wisconsin	for	awhile?"
The	book	closed	suddenly.	The	father	leaned	across	the	table	and	looked	into

the	son's	eyes.
"Phil,	are	you	sure	of	what	you	just	have	said?"
"Perfectly	sure!"
"Do	you	think	you	are	in	any	condition	to	decide	to-night?"
"Death	 cannot	 return	 to	 life,	 father.	My	 love	 for	 Edith	Carr	 is	 dead.	 I	 hope

never	to	see	her	again."
"If	I	 thought	you	could	be	certain	so	soon!	But,	come	to	think	of	 it,	you	are

very	like	me	in	many	ways.	I	am	with	you	in	this.	Public	scenes	and	disgraces	I
would	 not	 endure.	 It	 would	 be	 over	 with	 me,	 were	 I	 in	 your	 position,	 that	 I
know."
"It	is	done	for	all	time,"	said	Philip	Ammon.	"Let	us	not	speak	of	it	further."
"Then,	 Phil,"	 the	 father	 leaned	 closer	 and	 looked	 at	 the	 son	 tenderly,	 "Phil,

why	don't	you	go	to	the	Limberlost?"
"Father!"
"Why	not?	No	one	can	comfort	a	hurt	heart	 like	a	 tender	woman;	and,	Phil,

have	you	ever	stopped	 to	 think	 that	you	may	have	a	duty	 in	 the	Limberlost,	 if
you	 are	 free?	 I	 don't	 know!	 I	 only	 suggest	 it.	 But,	 for	 a	 country	 schoolgirl,
unaccustomed	 to	 men,	 two	 months	 with	 a	 man	 like	 you	 might	 well	 awaken
feelings	of	which	you	do	not	 think.	Because	you	were	 safe-guarded	 is	no	 sign
the	girl	was.	She	might	care	to	see	you.	You	can	soon	tell.	With	you,	she	comes



next	to	Edith,	and	you	have	made	it	clear	to	me	that	you	appreciate	her	in	many
ways	above.	So	I	repeat	it,	why	not	go	to	the	Limberlost?"
A	long	time	Philip	Ammon	sat	in	deep	thought.	At	last	he	raised	his	head.
"Well,	why	not!"	he	said.	"Years	could	make	me	no	surer	than	I	am	now,	and

life	is	short.	Please	ask	Banks	to	get	me	some	coffee	and	toast,	and	I	will	bathe
and	dress	so	I	can	take	the	early	train."
"Go	to	your	bath.	I	will	attend	to	your	packing	and	everything.	And	Phil,	if	I

were	you,	I	would	leave	no	addresses."
"Not	an	address!"	said	Philip.	"Not	even	Polly."
When	 the	 train	 pulled	 out,	 the	 elder	 Ammon	 went	 home	 to	 find	 Hart

Henderson	waiting.
"Where	is	Phil?"	he	demanded.
"He	 did	 not	 feel	 like	 facing	 his	 friends	 at	 present,	 and	 I	 am	 just	 back	 from

driving	him	to	the	station.	He	said	he	might	go	to	Siam,	or	Patagonia.	He	would
leave	no	address."
Henderson	almost	staggered.	"He's	not	gone?	And	left	no	address?	You	don't

mean	it!	He'll	never	forgive	her!"
"Never	is	a	long	time,	Hart,"	said	Mr.	Ammon.	"And	it	seems	even	longer	to

those	of	us	who	are	well	acquainted	with	Phil.	Last	night	was	not	the	last	straw.
It	was	the	whole	straw-stack.	It	crushed	Phil	so	far	as	she	is	concerned.	He	will
not	see	her	again	voluntarily,	and	he	will	not	forget	 if	he	does.	You	can	take	it
from	him,	and	from	me,	we	have	accepted	the	lady's	decision.	Will	you	have	a
cup	of	coffee?"
Twice	Henderson	opened	his	 lips	 to	 speak	of	Edith	Carr's	despair.	Twice	he

looked	into	the	stern,	inflexible	face	of	Mr.	Ammon	and	could	not	betray	her.	He
held	out	the	ring.
"I	 have	 no	 instructions	 as	 to	 that,"	 said	 the	 elder	 Ammon,	 drawing	 back.

"Possibly	Miss	Carr	would	have	it	as	a	keepsake."
"I	am	sure	not,"	said	Henderson	curtly.
"Then	suppose	you	return	 it	 to	Peacock.	 I	will	phone	him.	He	will	give	you

the	price	of	it,	and	you	might	add	it	to	the	children's	Fresh	Air	Fund.	We	would
be	obliged	if	you	would	do	that.	No	one	here	cares	to	handle	the	object."
"As	you	choose,"	said	Henderson.	"Good	morning!"
Then	 he	 went	 to	 his	 home,	 but	 he	 could	 not	 think	 of	 sleep.	 He	 ordered

breakfast,	but	he	could	not	eat.	He	paced	 the	 library	 for	a	 time,	but	 it	was	 too
small.	Going	on	the	streets	he	walked	until	exhausted,	then	he	called	a	hansom
and	was	driven	to	his	club.	He	had	thought	himself	familiar	with	every	depth	of
suffering;	 that	night	had	taught	him	that	what	he	felt	for	himself	was	not	 to	be
compared	with	the	anguish	which	wrung	his	heart	over	the	agony	of	Edith	Carr.



He	tried	to	blame	Philip	Ammon,	but	being	an	honest	man,	Henderson	knew	that
was	unjust.	The	fault	lay	wholly	with	her,	but	that	only	made	it	harder	for	him,
as	he	realized	it	would	in	time	for	her.
As	he	sauntered	into	the	room	an	attendant	hurried	to	him.
"You	are	wanted	most	urgently	at	 the	 'phone,	Mr.	Henderson,"	he	said.	"You

have	had	three	calls	from	Main	5770."
Henderson	shivered	as	he	picked	down	the	receiver	and	gave	the	call.
"Is	that	you,	Hart?"	came	Edith's	voice.
"Yes."
"Did	you	find	Phil?"
"No."
"Did	you	try?"
"Yes.	As	soon	as	I	left	you	I	went	straight	there."
"Wasn't	he	home	yet?"
"He	has	been	home	and	gone	again."
"Gone!"
The	cry	tore	Henderson's	heart.
"Shall	I	come	and	tell	you,	Edith?"
"No!	Tell	me	now."
"When	I	reached	the	house	Banks	said	Mr.	Ammon	and	Phil	were	out	in	the

motor,	so	I	waited.	Mr.	Ammon	came	back	soon.	Edith,	are	you	alone?"
"Yes.	Go	on!"
"Call	your	maid.	I	can't	tell	you	until	some	one	is	with	you."
"Tell	me	instantly!"
"Edith,	he	said	he	had	been	to	the	station.	He	said	Phil	had	started	to	Siam	or

Patagonia,	he	didn't	know	which,	and	left	no	address.	He	said——"
Distinctly	Henderson	heard	her	 fall.	He	set	 the	buzzer	 ringing,	and	 in	a	 few

seconds	 heard	 voices,	 so	 he	 knew	 she	 had	 been	 found.	 Then	 he	 crept	 into	 a
private	den	and	shook	with	a	hard,	nervous	chill.
The	next	day	Edith	Carr	started	on	her	trip	to	Europe.	Henderson	felt	certain

she	hoped	to	meet	Philip	there.	He	was	sure	she	would	be	disappointed,	though
he	 had	 no	 idea	 where	 Ammon	 could	 have	 gone.	 But	 after	 much	 thought	 he
decided	 he	 would	 see	 Edith	 soonest	 by	 remaining	 at	 home,	 so	 he	 spent	 the
summer	in	Chicago.



Chapter		21	
Wherein	 Philip	 Ammon	 returns	 to	 the	 Limberlost,
and	Elnora	studies	the	situation
"We	 must	 be	 thinking	 about	 supper,	 mother,"	 said	 Elnora,	 while	 she	 set	 the
wings	of	a	Cecropia	with	much	care.	"It	seems	as	if	I	can't	get	enough	to	eat,	or
enough	of	being	at	home.	I	enjoyed	that	city	house.	I	don't	believe	I	could	have
done	my	work	if	I	had	been	compelled	to	walk	back	and	forth.	I	thought	at	first	I
never	wanted	 to	 come	here	 again.	Now,	 I	 feel	 as	 if	 I	 could	 not	 live	 anywhere
else."
"Elnora,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock,	"there's	some	one	coming	down	the	road."
"Coming	here,	do	you	think?"
"Yes,	coming	here,	I	suspect."
Elnora	 glanced	 quickly	 at	 her	mother	 and	 then	 turned	 to	 the	 road	 as	 Philip

Ammon	reached	the	gate.
"Careful,	mother!"	the	girl	instantly	warned.	"If	you	change	your	treatment	of

him	a	hair's	breadth,	he	will	suspect.	Come	with	me	to	meet	him."
She	dropped	her	work	and	sprang	up.
"Well,	of	all	the	delightful	surprises!"	she	cried.
She	was	a	 trifle	 thinner	 than	during	 the	previous	summer.	On	her	 face	 there

was	a	more	mature,	patient	look,	but	the	sun	struck	her	bare	head	with	the	same
ray	of	red	gold.	She	wore	one	of	the	old	blue	gingham	dresses,	open	at	the	throat
and	rolled	to	the	elbows.	Mrs.	Comstock	did	not	appear	at	all	the	same	woman,
but	Philip	saw	only	Elnora;	heard	only	her	greeting.	He	caught	both	hands	where
she	offered	but	one.
"Elnora,"	he	cried,	"if	you	were	engaged	to	me,	and	we	were	at	a	ball,	among

hundreds,	where	 I	 offended	 you	 very	much,	 and	 didn't	 even	 know	 I	 had	 done
anything,	and	if	I	asked	you	before	all	of	them	to	allow	me	to	explain,	to	forgive
me,	to	wait,	would	your	face	grow	distorted	and	unfamiliar	with	anger?	Would
you	drop	my	ring	on	the	floor	and	insult	me	repeatedly?	Oh	Elnora,	would	you?"
Elnora's	big	eyes	seemed	 to	 leap,	while	her	 face	grew	very	white.	She	drew

away	her	hands.
"Hush,	 Phil!	 Hush!"	 she	 protested.	 "That	 fever	 has	 you	 again!	 You	 are

dreadfully	ill.	You	don't	know	what	you	are	saying."



"I	 am	 sleepless	 and	 exhausted;	 I'm	 heartsick;	 but	 I	 am	well	 as	 I	 ever	 was.
Answer	me,	Elnora,	would	you?"
"Answer	 nothing!"	 cried	Mrs.	Comstock.	 "Answer	 nothing!	Hang	 your	 coat

there	on	your	nail,	Phil,	and	come	split	some	kindling.	Elnora,	clean	away	that
stuff,	 and	 set	 the	 table.	Can't	 you	 see	 the	 boy	 is	 starved	 and	 tired?	He's	 come
home	to	rest	and	eat	a	decent	meal.	Come	on,	Phil!"
Mrs.	Comstock	marched	away,	and	Philip	hung	his	coat	 in	 its	old	place	and

followed.	Out	of	sight	and	hearing	she	turned	on	him.
"Do	you	call	yourself	a	man	or	a	hound?"	she	flared.
"I	beg	your	pardon——"	stammered	Philip	Ammon.
"I	should	think	you	would!"	she	ejaculated.	"I'll	admit	you	did	the	square	thing

and	was	a	man	last	summer,	though	I'd	liked	it	better	if	you'd	faced	up	and	told
me	you	were	promised;	but	to	come	back	here	babying,	and	take	hold	of	Elnora
like	 that,	and	 talk	 that	way	because	you	have	had	a	fuss	with	your	girl,	 I	don't
tolerate.	 Split	 that	 kindling	 and	 I'll	 get	 your	 supper,	 and	 then	 you	 better	 go.	 I
won't	have	you	working	on	Elnora's	big	heart,	because	you	have	quarrelled	with
some	one	else.	You'll	have	it	patched	up	in	a	week	and	be	gone	again,	so	you	can
go	right	away."
"Mrs.	Comstock,	I	came	to	ask	Elnora	to	marry	me."
"The	more	 fool	 you,	 then!"	 cried	Mrs.	Comstock.	 "This	 time	 yesterday	 you

were	 engaged	 to	 another	woman,	 no	 doubt.	Now,	 for	 some	 little	 flare-up	 you
come	racing	here	to	use	Elnora	as	a	tool	to	spite	the	other	girl.	A	week	of	sane
living,	and	you	will	be	sorry	and	ready	to	go	back	to	Chicago,	or,	if	you	really
are	man	enough	to	be	sure	of	yourself,	she	will	come	to	claim	you.	She	has	her
rights.	An	engagement	of	years	is	a	serious	matter,	and	not	broken	for	a	whim.	If
you	don't	go,	she'll	come.	Then,	when	you	patch	up	your	affairs	and	go	sailing
away	together,	where	does	my	girl	come	in?"
"I	am	a	lawyer,	Mrs.	Comstock,"	said	Philip.	"It	appeals	to	me	as	beneath	your

ordinary	sense	of	justice	to	decide	a	case	without	hearing	the	evidence.	It	is	due
me	that	you	hear	me	first."
"Hear	 your	 side!"	 flashed	Mrs.	 Comstock.	 "I'd	 a	 heap	 sight	 rather	 hear	 the

girl!"
"I	 wish	 to	 my	 soul	 that	 you	 had	 heard	 and	 seen	 her	 last	 night,	 Mrs.

Comstock,"	said	Ammon.	"Then,	my	way	would	be	clear.	I	never	even	thought
of	coming	here	 to-day.	 I'll	admit	 I	would	have	come	in	 time,	but	not	 for	many
months.	My	father	sent	me."
"Your	father	sent	you!	Why?"
"Father,	mother,	and	Polly	were	present	 last	night.	They,	and	all	my	friends,

saw	me	 insulted	 and	 disgraced	 in	 the	worst	 exhibition	 of	 uncontrolled	 temper



any	of	us	ever	witnessed.	All	of	them	knew	it	was	the	end.	Father	liked	what	I
had	told	him	of	Elnora,	and	he	advised	me	to	come	here,	so	I	came.	If	she	does
not	want	me,	I	can	leave	instantly,	but,	oh	I	hoped	she	would	understand!"
"You	people	are	not	splitting	wood,"	called	Elnora.
"Oh	yes	we	are!"	answered	Mrs.	Comstock.	"You	set	out	the	things	for	biscuit,

and	lay	the	table."	She	turned	again	to	Philip.	"I	know	considerable	about	your
father,"	 she	 said.	 "I	 have	 met	 your	 Uncle's	 family	 frequently	 this	 winter.	 I've
heard	your	Aunt	Anna	say	that	she	didn't	at	all	like	Miss	Carr,	and	that	she	and
all	 your	 family	 secretly	 hoped	 that	 something	 would	 happen	 to	 prevent	 your
marrying	 her.	 That	 chimes	 right	 in	with	 your	 saying	 that	 your	 father	 sent	 you
here.	I	guess	you	better	speak	your	piece."
Philip	gave	his	version	of	the	previous	night.
"Do	you	believe	me?"	he	finished.
"Yes,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.
"May	I	stay?"
"Oh,	it	looks	all	right	for	you,	but	what	about	her?"
"Nothing,	so	far	as	I	am	concerned.	Her	plans	were	all	made	to	start	to	Europe

to-day.	 I	 suspect	 she	 is	 on	 the	way	by	 this	 time.	Elnora	 is	 very	 sensible,	Mrs.
Comstock.	Hadn't	you	better	let	her	decide	this?"
"The	final	decision	rests	with	her,	of	course,"	admitted	Mrs.	Comstock.	"But

look	you	one	thing!	She's	all	I	have.	As	Solomon	says,	'she	is	the	one	child,	the
only	child	of	her	mother.'	I've	suffered	enough	in	this	world	that	I	fight	against
any	suffering	which	threatens	her.	So	far	as	I	know	you've	always	been	a	man,
and	 you	may	 stay.	But	 if	 you	 bring	 tears	 and	 heartache	 to	 her,	 don't	 have	 the
assurance	to	think	I'll	bear	it	tamely.	I'll	get	right	up	and	fight	like	a	catamount,	if
things	go	wrong	for	Elnora!"
"I	have	no	doubt	but	you	will,"	replied	Philip,	"and	I	don't	blame	you	in	the

least	 if	 you	 do.	 I	 have	 the	 utmost	 devotion	 to	 offer	Elnora,	 a	 good	home,	 fair
social	position,	and	my	 family	will	 love	her	dearly.	Think	 it	over.	 I	know	 it	 is
sudden,	but	my	father	advised	it."
"Yes,	 I	 reckon	 he	 did!"	 said	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 dryly.	 "I	 guess	 instead	 of	 me

being	the	catamount,	you	had	the	genuine	article	up	in	Chicago,	masquerading	in
peacock	 feathers,	 and	 posing	 as	 a	 fine	 lady,	 until	 her	 time	 came	 to	 scratch.
Human	nature	seems	to	be	the	same	the	world	over.	But	I'd	give	a	pretty	to	know
that	secret	thing	you	say	you	don't,	that	set	her	raving	over	your	just	catching	a
moth	for	Elnora.	You	might	get	that	crock	of	strawberries	in	the	spring	house."
They	prepared	and	ate	supper.	Afterward	they	sat	in	the	arbour	and	talked,	or

Elnora	played	until	time	for	Philip	to	go.
"Will	you	walk	to	the	gate	with	me?"	he	asked	Elnora	as	he	arose.



"Not	to-night,"	she	answered	lightly.	"Come	early	in	the	morning	if	you	like,
and	 we	 will	 go	 over	 to	 Sleepy	 Snake	 Creek	 and	 hunt	 moths	 and	 gather
dandelions	for	dinner."
Philip	leaned	toward	her.	"May	I	tell	you	to-morrow	why	I	came?"	he	asked.
"I	 think	 not,"	 replied	Elnora.	 "The	 fact	 is,	 I	 don't	 care	why	 you	 came.	 It	 is

enough	for	me	that	we	are	your	very	good	friends,	and	that	in	trouble,	you	have
found	 us	 a	 refuge.	 I	 fancy	 we	 had	 better	 live	 a	 week	 or	 two	 before	 you	 say
anything.	There	 is	 a	 possibility	 that	what	 you	 have	 to	 say	may	 change	 in	 that
length	of	time.
"It	will	not	change	one	iota!"	cried	Philip.
"Then	it	will	have	the	grace	of	that	much	age	to	give	it	some	small	touch	of

flavour,"	said	the	girl.	"Come	early	in	the	morning."
She	lifted	the	violin	and	began	to	play.
"Well	 bless	my	 soul!"	 ejaculated	 the	 astounded	Mrs.	Comstock.	 "To	 think	 I

was	worrying	for	fear	you	couldn't	take	care	of	yourself!"
Elnora	laughed	while	she	played.
"Shall	I	tell	you	what	he	said?"
"Nope!	 I	 don't	 want	 to	 hear	 it!"	 said	 Elnora.	 "He	 is	 only	 six	 hours	 from

Chicago.	I'll	give	her	a	week	to	find	him	and	fix	it	up,	if	he	stays	that	long.	If	she
doesn't	put	in	an	appearance	then,	he	can	tell	me	what	he	wants	to	say,	and	I'll
take	my	time	to	think	it	over.	Time	in	plenty,	too!	There	are	three	of	us	in	this,
and	one	must	 be	 left	with	 a	 sore	heart	 for	 life.	 If	 the	decision	 rests	with	me	 I
propose	to	be	very	sure	that	it	is	the	one	who	deserves	such	hard	luck."
The	 next	morning	 Philip	 came	 early,	 dressed	 in	 the	 outing	 clothing	 he	 had

worn	the	previous	summer,	and	aside	from	a	slight	paleness	seemed	very	much
the	same	as	when	he	left.	Elnora	met	him	on	the	old	footing,	and	for	a	week	life
went	 on	 exactly	 as	 it	 had	 the	 previous	 summer.	Mrs.	 Comstock	made	mental
notes	and	watched	in	silence.	She	could	see	that	Elnora	was	on	a	strain,	though
she	hoped	Philip	would	not.	The	girl	grew	restless	as	the	week	drew	to	a	close.
Once	when	the	gate	clicked	she	suddenly	lost	colour	and	moved	nervously.	Billy
came	down	the	walk.
Philip	 leaned	 toward	Mrs.	Comstock	and	 said:	 "I	 am	expressly	 forbidden	 to

speak	to	Elnora	as	I	would	like.	Would	you	mind	telling	her	for	me	that	I	had	a
letter	from	my	father	this	morning	saying	that	Miss	Carr	is	on	her	way	to	Europe
for	the	summer?"
"Elnora,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock	promptly,	"I	have	just	heard	that	Carr	woman	is

on	her	way	to	Europe,	and	I	wish	to	my	gracious	stars	she'd	stay	there!"
Philip	Ammon	shouted,	but	Elnora	arose	hastily	and	went	to	meet	Billy.	They

came	into	the	arbour	 together	and	after	speaking	to	Mrs.	Comstock	and	Philip,



Billy	said:	"Uncle	Wesley	and	I	 found	something	 funny,	and	we	 thought	you'd
like	to	see."
"I	don't	know	what	 I	 should	do	without	you	and	Uncle	Wesley	 to	help	me,"

said	Elnora.	"What	have	you	found	now?"
"Something	I	couldn't	bring.	You	have	to	come	to	it.	 I	 tried	to	get	one	and	I

killed	it.	They	are	a	kind	of	insecty	things,	and	they	got	a	long	tail	that	is	three
fine	hairs.	They	stick	those	hairs	right	into	the	hard	bark	of	trees,	and	if	you	pull,
the	hairs	stay	fast	and	it	kills	the	bug."
"We	will	come	at	once,"	laughed	Elnora.	"I	know	what	they	are,	and	I	can	use

some	in	my	work."
"Billy,	have	you	been	crying?"	inquired	Mrs.	Comstock.
Billy	 lifted	 a	 chastened	 face.	 "Yes,	 ma'am,"	 he	 replied.	 "This	 has	 been	 the

worst	day."
"What's	the	matter	with	the	day?"
"The	 day	 is	 all	 right,"	 admitted	 Billy.	 "I	 mean	 every	 single	 thing	 has	 gone

wrong	with	me."
"Now	that	is	too	bad!"	sympathized	Mrs.	Comstock.
"Began	early	this	morning,"	said	Billy.	"All	Snap's	fault,	too."
"What	 has	 poor	 Snap	 been	 doing?"	 demanded	 Mrs.	 Comstock,	 her	 eyes

beginning	to	twinkle.
"Digging	for	woodchucks,	 like	he	always	does.	He	gets	up	at	 two	o'clock	to

dig	for	them.	He	was	coming	in	from	the	woods	all	tired	and	covered	thick	with
dirt.	 I	was	going	 to	 the	barn	with	 the	pail	of	water	 for	Uncle	Wesley	 to	use	 in
milking.	I	had	to	set	down	the	pail	to	shut	the	gate	so	the	chickens	wouldn't	get
into	the	flower	beds,	and	old	Snap	stuck	his	dirty	nose	into	the	water	and	began
to	lap	it	down.	I	knew	Uncle	Wesley	wouldn't	use	that,	so	I	had	to	go	'way	back
to	the	cistern	for	more,	and	it	pumps	awful	hard.	Made	me	mad,	so	I	threw	the
water	on	Snap."
"Well,	what	of	it?"
"Nothing,	if	he'd	stood	still.	But	it	scared	him	awful,	and	when	he's	afraid	he

goes	 a-humping	 for	 Aunt	 Margaret.	 When	 he	 got	 right	 up	 against	 her	 he
stiffened	out	and	gave	a	big	shake.	You	oughter	seen	the	nice	blue	dress	she	had
put	on	to	go	to	Onabasha!"
Mrs.	Comstock	and	Philip	 laughed,	but	Elnora	put	her	arms	around	 the	boy.

"Oh	Billy!"	she	cried.	"That	was	too	bad!"
"She	 got	 up	 early	 and	 ironed	 that	 dress	 to	wear	 because	 it	was	 cool.	 Then,

when	it	was	all	dirty,	she	wouldn't	go,	and	she	wanted	to	real	bad."	Billy	wiped
his	eyes.	"That	ain't	all,	either,"	he	added.
"We'd	like	to	know	about	it,	Billy,"	suggested	Mrs.	Comstock,	struggling	with



her	face.
"Cos	she	couldn't	go	to	the	city,	she's	most	worked	herself	to	death.	She's	done

all	the	dirty,	hard	jobs	she	could	find.	She's	fixing	her	grape	juice	now."
"Sure!"	 cried	Mrs.	 Comstock.	 "When	 a	 woman	 is	 disappointed	 she	 always

works	like	a	dog	to	gain	sympathy!"
"Well,	Uncle	Wesley	 and	 I	 are	 sympathizing	 all	we	 know	how,	without	 her

working	 so.	 I've	 squeezed	 until	 I	 almost	 busted	 to	 get	 the	 juice	 out	 from	 the
seeds	 and	 skins.	 That's	 the	 hard	 part.	 Now,	 she	 has	 to	 strain	 it	 through	white
flannel	and	seal	it	in	bottles,	and	it's	good	for	sick	folks.	Most	wish	I'd	get	sick
myself,	so	I	could	have	a	glass.	It's	so	good!"
Elnora	glanced	swiftly	at	her	mother.
"I	 worked	 so	 hard,"	 continued	 Billy,	 "that	 she	 said	 if	 I	 would	 throw	 the

leavings	in	the	woods,	then	I	could	come	after	you	to	see	about	the	bugs.	Do	you
want	to	go?"
"We	will	all	go,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.	"I	am	mightily	interested	in	those	bugs

myself."
From	afar	commotion	could	be	seen	at	the	Sinton	home.	Wesley	and	Margaret

were	running	around	wildly	and	peculiar	sounds	filled	the	air.
"What's	the	trouble?"	asked	Philip,	hurrying	to	Wesley.
"Cholera!"	groaned	Sinton.	"My	hogs	are	dying	like	flies."
Margaret	was	softly	crying.	 "Wesley,	can't	 I	 fix	 something	hot?	Can't	we	do

anything?	It	means	several	hundred	dollars	and	our	winter	meat."
"I	 never	 saw	 stock	 taken	 so	 suddenly	 and	 so	 hard,"	 said	 Wesley.	 "I	 have

'phoned	for	the	veterinary	to	come	as	soon	as	he	can	get	here."
All	 of	 them	 hurried	 to	 the	 feeding	 pen	 into	 which	 the	 pigs	 seemed	 to	 be

gathering	from	the	woods.	Among	the	common	stock	were	big	white	beasts	of
pedigree	which	were	Wesley's	 pride	 at	 county	 fairs.	Several	 of	 these	 rolled	on
their	backs,	pawing	the	air	feebly	and	emitting	little	squeaks.	A	huge	Berkshire
sat	on	his	haunches,	slowly	shaking	his	head,	the	water	dropping	from	his	eyes,
until	he,	too,	rolled	over	with	faint	grunts.	A	pair	crossing	the	yard	on	wavering
legs	 collided,	 and	 attacked	 each	 other	 in	 anger,	 only	 to	 fall,	 so	 weak	 they
scarcely	 could	 squeal.	 A	 fine	 snowy	 Plymouth	 Rock	 rooster,	 after	 several
attempts,	flew	to	the	fence,	balanced	with	great	effort,	wildly	flapped	his	wings
and	 started	 a	 guttural	 crow,	 but	 fell	 sprawling	 among	 the	 pigs,	 too	 helpless	 to
stand.
"Did	you	ever	see	such	a	dreadful	sight?"	sobbed	Margaret.
Billy	climbed	on	the	fence,	took	one	long	look	and	turned	an	astounded	face

to	Wesley.
"Why	them	pigs	is	drunk!"	he	cried.	"They	act	just	like	my	pa!"



Wesley	turned	to	Margaret.
"Where	did	you	put	the	leavings	from	that	grape	juice?"	he	demanded.
"I	sent	Billy	to	throw	it	in	the	woods."
"Billy——"	began	Wesley.
"Threw	it	just	where	she	told	me	to,"	cried	Billy.	"But	some	of	the	pigs	came

by	there	coming	into	the	pen,	and	some	were	close	in	the	fence	corners."
"Did	they	eat	it?"	demanded	Wesley.
"They	 just	 chanked	 into	 it,"	 replied	 Billy	 graphically.	 "They	 pushed,	 and

squealed,	and	fought	over	it.	You	couldn't	blame	'em!	It	was	the	best	stuff	I	ever
tasted!"
"Margaret,"	 said	Wesley,	 "run	 'phone	 that	 doctor	 he	won't	 be	 needed.	Billy,

take	Elnora	and	Mr.	Ammon	to	see	the	bugs.	Katharine,	suppose	you	help	me	a
minute."
Wesley	 took	 the	 clothes	 basket	 from	 the	 back	 porch	 and	 started	 in	 the

direction	of	the	cellar.	Margaret	returned	from	the	telephone.
"I	just	caught	him,"	she	said.	"There's	that	much	saved.	Why	Wesley,	what	are

you	going	to	do?"
"You	go	sit	on	the	front	porch	a	little	while,"	said	Wesley.	"You	will	feel	better

if	you	don't	see	this."
"Wesley,"	cried	Margaret	aghast.	 "Some	of	 that	wine	 is	 ten	years	old.	There

are	 days	 and	days	 of	 hard	work	 in	 it,	 and	 I	 couldn't	 say	 how	much	 sugar.	Dr.
Ammon	 keeps	 people	 alive	 with	 it	 when	 nothing	 else	 will	 stay	 on	 their
stomachs."
"Let	'em	die,	then!"	said	Wesley.	"You	heard	the	boy,	didn't	you?"
"It's	a	cold	process.	There's	not	a	particle	of	fermentation	about	it."
"Not	a	particle	of	fermentation!	Great	day,	Margaret!	Look	at	those	pigs!"
Margaret	 took	 a	 long	 look.	 "Leave	 me	 a	 few	 bottles	 for	 mince-meat,"	 she

wavered.
"Not	a	smell	for	any	use	on	this	earth!	You	heard	the	boy!	He	shan't	say,	when

he	grows	to	manhood,	that	he	learned	to	like	it	here!"
Wesley	threw	away	the	wine,	Mrs.	Comstock	cheerfully	assisting.	Then	they

walked	to	the	woods	to	see	and	learn	about	the	wonderful	insects.	The	day	ended
with	a	big	 supper	 at	Sintons',	 and	 then	 they	went	 to	 the	Comstock	cabin	 for	 a
concert.	Elnora	played	beautifully	 that	night.	When	 the	Sintons	 left	 she	kissed
Billy	with	particular	tenderness.	She	was	so	moved	that	she	was	kinder	to	Philip
than	 she	had	 intended	 to	be,	 and	Elnora	as	an	antidote	 to	a	disappointed	 lover
was	a	decided	success	in	any	mood.
However	 strong	 the	 attractions	 of	 Edith	 Carr	 had	 been,	 once	 the	 bond	was

finally	 broken,	 Philip	 Ammon	 could	 not	 help	 realizing	 that	 Elnora	 was	 the



superior	woman,	and	 that	he	was	 fortunate	 to	have	escaped,	when	he	 regarded
his	ties	strongest.	Every	day,	while	working	with	Elnora,	he	saw	more	to	admire.
He	grew	very	thankful	that	he	was	free	to	try	to	win	her,	and	impatient	to	justify
himself	to	her.
Elnora	did	not	evince	the	slightest	haste	to	hear	what	he	had	to	say,	but	waited

the	week	she	had	set,	in	spite	of	Philip's	hourly	manifest	impatience.	When	she
did	consent	to	listen,	Philip	felt	before	he	had	talked	five	minutes,	that	she	was
putting	herself	in	Edith	Carr's	place,	and	judging	him	from	what	the	other	girl's
standpoint	 would	 be.	 That	 was	 so	 disconcerting,	 he	 did	 not	 plead	 his	 cause
nearly	so	well	as	he	had	hoped,	for	when	he	ceased	Elnora	sat	in	silence.
"You	are	my	judge,"	he	said	at	last.	"What	is	your	verdict?"
"If	I	could	hear	her	speak	from	her	heart	as	I	just	have	heard	you,	then	I	could

decide,"	answered	Elnora.
"She	 is	 on	 the	 ocean,"	 said	 Philip.	 "She	 went	 because	 she	 knew	 she	 was

wholly	in	the	wrong.	She	had	nothing	to	say,	or	she	would	have	remained."
"That	 sounds	plausible,"	 reasoned	Elnora,	 "but	 it	 is	 pretty	difficult	 to	 find	 a

woman	in	an	affair	that	involves	her	heart	with	nothing	at	all	to	say.	I	fancy	if	I
could	meet	 her,	 she	would	 say	 several	 things.	 I	 should	 love	 to	 hear	 them.	 If	 I
could	talk	with	her	three	minutes,	I	could	tell	what	answer	to	make	you."
"Don't	you	believe	me,	Elnora?"
"Unquestioningly,"	answered	Elnora.	"But	I	would	believe	her	also.	If	only	I

could	meet	her	I	soon	would	know."
"I	don't	see	how	that	is	 to	be	accomplished,"	said	Philip,	"but	I	am	perfectly

willing.	 There	 is	 no	 reason	 why	 you	 should	 not	 meet	 her,	 except	 that	 she
probably	would	lose	her	temper	and	insult	you."
"Not	to	any	extent,"	said	Elnora	calmly.	"I	have	a	tongue	of	my	own,	while	I

am	not	without	some	small	sense	of	personal	values."
Philip	 glanced	 at	 her	 and	 began	 to	 laugh.	Very	 different	 of	 facial	 formation

and	colouring,	Elnora	at	 times	closely	resembled	her	mother.	She	 joined	 in	his
laugh	ruefully.
"The	point	is	this,"	she	said.	"Some	one	is	going	to	be	hurt,	most	dreadfully.	If

the	decision	as	to	whom	it	shall	be	rests	with	me,	I	must	know	it	is	the	right	one.
Of	course,	no	one	ever	hinted	it	to	you,	but	you	are	a	very	attractive	man,	Philip.
You	are	mighty	good	to	look	at,	and	you	have	a	trained,	refined	mind,	that	makes
you	most	interesting.	For	years	Edith	Carr	has	felt	that	you	were	hers.	Now,	how
is	she	going	to	change?	I	have	been	thinking—thinking	deep	and	long,	Phil.	If	I
were	in	her	place,	I	simply	could	not	give	you	up,	unless	you	had	made	yourself
unworthy	 of	 love.	 Undoubtedly,	 you	 never	 seemed	 so	 desirable	 to	 her	 as	 just
now,	when	she	is	told	she	can't	have	you.	What	I	think	is	that	she	will	come	to



claim	you	yet."
"You	overlook	the	fact	that	it	is	not	in	a	woman's	power	to	throw	away	a	man

and	pick	him	up	at	pleasure,"	said	Philip	with	some	warmth.	"She	publicly	and
repeatedly	cast	me	off.	I	accepted	her	decision	as	publicly	as	it	was	made.	You
have	done	all	your	thinking	from	a	wrong	viewpoint.	You	seem	to	have	an	idea
that	 it	 lies	with	you	 to	decide	what	I	shall	do,	 that	 if	you	say	 the	word,	 I	shall
return	to	Edith.	Put	that	thought	out	of	your	head!	Now,	and	for	all	time	to	come,
she	is	a	matter	of	indifference	to	me.	She	killed	all	feeling	in	my	heart	for	her	so
completely	that	I	do	not	even	dread	meeting	her.
"If	I	hated	her,	or	was	angry	with	her,	I	could	not	be	sure	the	feeling	would	not

die.	As	 it	 is,	 she	 has	 deadened	me	 into	 a	 creature	 of	 indifference.	So	you	 just
revise	your	viewpoint	a	little,	Elnora.	Cease	thinking	it	is	for	you	to	decide	what
I	shall	do,	and	that	I	will	obey	you.	I	make	my	own	decisions	in	reference	to	any
woman,	save	you.	The	question	you	are	to	decide	is	whether	I	may	remain	here,
associating	 with	 you	 as	 I	 did	 last	 summer;	 but	 with	 the	 difference	 that	 it	 is
understood	that	I	am	free;	that	it	 is	my	intention	to	care	for	you	all	I	please,	to
make	you	return	my	feeling	for	you	if	I	can.	There	is	just	one	question	for	you	to
decide,	and	it	is	not	triangular.	It	is	between	us.	May	I	remain?	May	I	love	you?
Will	you	give	me	the	chance	to	prove	what	I	think	of	you?"
"You	speak	very	plainly,"	said	Elnora.
"This	 is	 the	 time	 to	 speak	plainly,"	 said	Philip	Ammon.	 "There	 is	no	use	 in

allowing	you	to	go	on	threshing	out	a	problem	which	does	not	exist.	If	you	do
not	want	me	here,	say	so	and	I	will	go.	Of	course,	I	warn	you	before	I	start,	that	I
will	come	back.	I	won't	yield	without	the	stiffest	fight	it	 is	 in	me	to	make.	But
drop	thinking	it	lies	in	your	power	to	send	me	back	to	Edith	Carr.	If	she	were	the
last	 woman	 in	 the	world,	 and	 I	 the	 last	man,	 I'd	 jump	 off	 the	 planet	 before	 I
would	give	her	further	opportunity	to	exercise	her	temper	on	me.	Narrow	this	to
us,	 Elnora.	Will	 you	 take	 the	 place	 she	 vacated?	Will	 you	 take	 the	 heart	 she
threw	away?	I'd	give	my	right	hand	and	not	flinch,	if	I	could	offer	you	my	life,
free	 from	 any	 contact	 with	 hers,	 but	 that	 is	 not	 possible.	 I	 can't	 undo	 things
which	are	done.	I	can	only	profit	by	experience	and	build	better	in	the	future."
"I	don't	see	how	you	can	be	sure	of	yourself,"	said	Elnora.	"I	don't	see	how	I

could	be	 sure	of	you.	You	 loved	her	 first,	you	never	can	care	 for	me	anything
like	that.	Always	I'd	have	to	be	afraid	you	were	thinking	of	her	and	regretting."
"Folly!"	cried	Philip.	 "Regretting	what?	That	 I	was	not	married	 to	a	woman

who	was	liable	to	rave	at	me	any	time	or	place,	without	my	being	conscious	of
having	given	offence?	A	man	does	relish	that!	I	am	likely	to	pine	for	more!"
"You'd	be	thinking	she'd	learned	a	lesson.	You	would	think	it	wouldn't	happen

again."



"No,	 I	 wouldn't	 be	 'thinking,'"	 said,	 Philip.	 "I'd	 be	 everlastingly	 sure!	 I
wouldn't	risk	what	I	went	through	that	night	again,	not	to	save	my	life!	Just	you
and	me,	Elnora.	Decide	for	us."
"I	can't!"	cried	Elnora.	"I	am	afraid!"
"Very	well,"	said	Philip.	"We	will	wait	until	you	feel	that	you	can.	Wait	until

fear	vanishes.	Just	decide	now	whether	you	would	rather	have	me	go	for	a	few
months,	or	remain	with	you.	Which	shall	it	be,	Elnora?"
"You	can	never	love	me	as	you	did	her,"	wailed	Elnora.
"I	am	happy	to	say	I	cannot,"	replied	he.	"I've	cut	my	matrimonial	teeth.	I'm

cured	of	wanting	 to	swell	 in	society.	 I'm	over	being	proud	of	a	woman	for	her
looks	alone.	I	have	no	further	use	for	lavishing	myself	on	a	beautiful,	elegantly
dressed	 creature,	who	 thinks	 only	 of	 self.	 I	 have	 learned	 that	 I	 am	 a	 common
man.	 I	 admire	 beauty	 and	 beautiful	 clothing	 quite	 as	much	 as	 I	 ever	 did;	 but,
first,	 I	want	 an	 understanding,	 deep	 as	 the	 lowest	 recess	 of	my	 soul,	with	 the
woman	 I	marry.	 I	want	 to	work	 for	you,	 to	plan	 for	you,	 to	build	you	a	home
with	every	comfort,	to	give	you	all	good	things	I	can,	to	shield	you	from	every
evil.	 I	want	 to	 interpose	my	 body	 between	 yours	 and	 fire,	 flood,	 or	 famine.	 I
want	to	give	you	everything;	but	I	hate	the	idea	of	getting	nothing	at	all	on	which
I	can	depend	in	return.	Edith	Carr	had	only	good	looks	to	offer,	and	when	anger
overtook	her,	beauty	went	out	like	a	snuffed	candle.
"I	want	you	to	love	me.	I	want	some	consideration.	I	even	crave	respect.	I've

kept	myself	clean.	So	far	as	 I	know	how	to	be,	 I	am	honest	and	scrupulous.	 It
wouldn't	hurt	me	to	feel	that	you	took	some	interest	in	these	things.	Rather	fierce
temptations	strike	a	man,	every	few	days,	in	this	world.	I	can	keep	decent,	for	a
woman	 who	 cares	 for	 decency,	 but	 when	 I	 do,	 I'd	 like	 to	 have	 the	 fact
recognized,	 by	 just	 enough	of	 a	 show	of	 appreciation	 that	 I	 could	 see	 it.	 I	 am
tired	of	this	one-sided	business.	After	this,	I	want	to	get	a	little	in	return	for	what
I	give.	Elnora,	you	have	love,	tenderness,	and	honest	appreciation	of	the	finest	in
life.	Take	what	I	offer,	and	give	what	I	ask."
"You	do	not	ask	much,"	said	Elnora.
"As	for	not	 loving	you	as	 I	did	Edith,"	continued	Philip,	"as	 I	 said	before,	 I

hope	not!	I	have	a	newer	and	a	better	idea	of	loving.	The	feeling	I	offer	you	was
inspired	 by	 you.	 It	 is	 a	 Limberlost	 product.	 It	 is	 as	much	 bigger,	 cleaner,	 and
more	wholesome	 than	any	 feeling	 I	ever	had	 for	Edith	Carr,	as	you	are	bigger
than	 she,	when	 you	 stand	 before	 your	 classes	 and	 in	 calm	 dignity	 explain	 the
marvels	of	the	Almighty,	while	she	stands	on	a	ballroom	floor,	and	gives	way	to
uncontrolled	temper.	Ye	gods,	Elnora,	if	you	could	look	into	my	soul,	you	would
see	 it	 leap	and	 rejoice	over	my	escape!	Perhaps	 it	 isn't	 decent,	 but	 it's	 human;
and	I'm	only	a	common	human	being.	I'm	the	gladdest	man	alive	that	I'm	free!	I



would	turn	somersaults	and	yell	if	I	dared.	What	an	escape!	Stop	straining	after
Edith	Carr's	viewpoint	and	take	a	look	from	mine.	Put	yourself	in	my	place	and
try	to	study	out	how	I	feel.
"I	 am	 so	 happy	 I	 grow	 religious	 over	 it.	 Fifty	 times	 a	 day	 I	 catch	 myself

whispering,	'My	soul	is	escaped!'	As	for	you,	take	all	the	time	you	want.	If	you
prefer	to	be	alone,	I'll	take	the	next	train	and	stay	away	as	long	as	I	can	bear	it,
but	I'll	come	back.	You	can	be	most	sure	of	that.	Straight	as	your	pigeons	to	their
loft,	I'll	come	back	to	you,	Elnora.	Shall	I	go?"
"Oh,	what's	the	use	to	be	extravagant?"	murmured	Elnora.



Chapter		22	
Wherein	 Philip	 Ammon	 kneels	 to	 Elnora,	 and
strangers	come	to	the	Limberlost
The	month	which	followed	was	a	reproduction	of	the	previous	June.	There	were
long	moth	hunts,	days	of	specimen	gathering,	wonderful	hours	with	great	books,
big	dinners	all	of	 them	helped	 to	prepare,	and	perfect	nights	 filled	with	music.
Everything	 was	 as	 it	 had	 been,	 with	 the	 difference	 that	 Philip	 was	 now	 an
avowed	suitor.	He	missed	no	opportunity	to	advance	himself	in	Elnora's	graces.
At	the	end	of	the	month	he	was	no	nearer	any	sort	of	understanding	with	her	than
he	had	been	at	the	beginning.	He	revelled	in	the	privilege	of	loving	her,	but	he
got	 no	 response.	 Elnora	 believed	 in	 his	 love,	 yet	 she	 hesitated	 to	 accept	 him,
because	she	could	not	forget	Edith	Carr.
One	 afternoon	 early	 in	 July,	 Philip	 came	 across	 the	 fields,	 through	 the

Comstock	woods,	 and	 entered	 the	 garden.	 He	 inquired	 for	 Elnora	 at	 the	 back
door	 and	was	 told	 that	 she	was	 reading	under	 the	willow.	He	went	 around	 the
west	end	of	the	cabin	to	her.	She	sat	on	a	rustic	bench	they	had	made	and	placed
beneath	 a	 drooping	 branch.	 He	 had	 not	 seen	 her	 before	 in	 the	 dress	 she	 was
wearing.	 It	was	 clinging	mull	 of	 pale	 green,	 trimmed	with	 narrow	 ruffles	 and
touched	with	knots	of	black	velvet;	a	simple	dress,	but	vastly	becoming.	Every
tint	of	her	bright	hair,	her	luminous	eyes,	her	red	lips,	and	her	rose-flushed	face,
neck,	and	arms	grew	a	little	more	vivid	with	the	delicate	green	setting.
He	stopped	short.	She	was	 so	near,	 so	 temptingly	 sweet,	he	 lost	 control.	He

went	to	her	with	a	half-smothered	cry	after	that	first	long	look,	dropped	on	one
knee	beside	her	and	reached	an	arm	behind	her	to	the	bench	back,	so	that	he	was
very	near.	He	caught	her	hands.
"Elnora!"	he	cried	 tensely,	"end	 it	now!	Say	 this	strain	 is	over.	 I	pledge	you

that	you	will	be	happy.	You	don't	know!	 If	you	only	would	say	 the	word,	you
would	awake	to	new	life	and	great	joy!	Won't	you	promise	me	now,	Elnora?"
The	 girl	 sat	 staring	 into	 the	 west	 woods,	 while	 strong	 in	 her	 eyes	 was	 her

father's	 look	of	 seeing	 something	 invisible	 to	others.	Philip's	 arm	slipped	 from
the	bench	around	her.	His	fingers	closed	firmly	over	hers.	"Elnora,"	he	pleaded,
"you	know	me	well	enough.	You	have	had	time	in	plenty.	End	it	now.	Say	you
will	be	mine!"	He	gathered	her	closer,	pressing	his	face	against	hers,	his	breath



on	her	cheek.	"Can't	you	quite	promise	yet,	my	girl	of	the	Limberlost?"
Elnora	shook	her	head.	Instantly	he	released	her.
"Forgive	me,"	he	begged.	 "I	had	no	 intention	of	 thrusting	myself	upon	you,

but,	Elnora,	you	are	the	veriest	Queen	of	Love	this	afternoon.	From	the	tips	of
your	toes	to	your	shining	crown,	I	worship	you.	I	want	no	woman	save	you.	You
are	 so	wonderful	 this	 afternoon,	 I	 couldn't	 help	urging.	Forgive	me.	Perhaps	 it
was	something	that	came	this	morning	for	you.	I	wrote	Polly	to	send	it.	May	we
try	if	it	fits?	Will	you	tell	me	if	you	like	it?"
He	drew	a	little	white	velvet	box	from	his	pocket	and	showed	her	a	splendid

emerald	ring.
"It	 may	 not	 be	 right,"	 he	 said.	 "The	 inside	 of	 a	 glove	 finger	 is	 not	 very

accurate	 for	 a	measure,	 but	 it	was	 the	 best	 I	 could	 do.	 I	wrote	Polly	 to	 get	 it,
because	she	and	mother	are	home	from	the	East	this	week,	but	next	they	will	go
on	to	our	cottage	in	the	north,	and	no	one	knows	what	is	right	quite	so	well	as
Polly."	He	laid	 the	ring	 in	Elnora's	hand.	"Dearest,"	he	said,	"don't	slip	 that	on
your	 finger;	 put	 your	 arms	 around	my	 neck	 and	 promise	me,	 all	 at	 once	 and
abruptly,	or	I'll	keel	over	and	die	of	sheer	joy."
Elnora	smiled.
"I	won't!	Not	all	those	venturesome	things	at	once;	but,	Phil,	I'm	ashamed	to

confess	 that	 ring	simply	 fascinates	me.	 It	 is	 the	most	beautiful	one	 I	ever	 saw,
and	do	you	know	that	I	never	owned	a	ring	of	any	kind	in	my	life?	Would	you
think	me	unwomanly	if	I	slip	it	on	for	a	second,	before	I	can	say	for	sure?	Phil,
you	know	I	care!	I	care	very	much!	You	know	I	will	 tell	you	the	 instant	I	 feel
right	about	it."
"Certainly	you	will,"	agreed	Philip	promptly.	 "It	 is	your	 right	 to	 take	all	 the

time	you	choose.	I	can't	put	that	ring	on	you	until	it	means	a	bond	between	us.
I'll	shut	my	eyes	and	you	try	it	on,	so	we	can	see	if	it	fits."	Philip	turned	his	face
toward	the	west	woods	and	tightly	closed	his	eyes.	It	was	a	boyish	thing	to	do,
and	it	caught	the	hesitating	girl	in	the	depths	of	her	heart	as	the	boy	element	in	a
man	ever	appeals	to	a	motherly	woman.	Before	she	quite	realized	what	she	was
doing,	the	ring	slid	on	her	finger.	With	both	arms	she	caught	Philip	and	drew	him
to	her	breast,	holding	him	closely.	Her	head	drooped	over	his,	her	lips	were	on
his	hair.	So	an	instant,	then	her	arms	dropped.	He	lifted	a	convulsed,	white	face.
"Dear	 Lord!"	 he	 whispered.	 "You—you	 didn't	 mean	 that,	 Elnora!	 You——

What	made	you	do	it?"
"You—you	 looked	 so	 boyish!"	 panted	Elnora.	 "I	 didn't	mean	 it!	 I—I	 forgot

that	you	were	older	than	Billy.	Look—look	at	the	ring!"
"'The	Queen	can	do	no	wrong,'"	quoted	Philip	between	his	set	teeth.	"But	don't

you	 do	 that	 again,	 Elnora,	 unless	 you	 do	 mean	 it.	 Kings	 are	 not	 so	 good	 as



queens,	and	there	is	a	limit	with	all	men.	As	you	say,	we	will	look	at	your	ring.	It
seems	very	lovely	to	me.	Suppose	you	leave	it	on	until	time	for	me	to	go.	Please
do!	I	have	heard	of	mute	appeals;	perhaps	it	will	plead	for	me.	I	am	wild	for	your
lips	this	afternoon.	I	am	going	to	take	your	hands."
He	caught	both	of	them	and	covered	them	with	kisses.
"Elnora,"	he	said,	"Will	you	be	my	wife?"
"I	must	have	a	little	more	time,"	she	whispered.	"I	must	be	absolutely	certain,

for	when	I	say	yes,	and	give	myself	to	you,	only	death	shall	part	us.	I	would	not
give	you	up.	So	I	want	a	little	more	time—but,	I	think	I	will."
"Thank	 you,"	 said	 Philip.	 "If	 at	 any	 time	 you	 feel	 that	 you	 have	 reached	 a

decision,	will	you	 tell	me?	Will	you	promise	me	 to	 tell	me	 instantly,	or	shall	 I
keep	asking	you	until	the	time	comes?"
"You	make	it	difficult,"	said	Elnora.	"But	I	will	promise	you	that.	Whenever

the	last	doubt	vanishes,	I	will	let	you	know	instantly—if	I	can."
"Would	it	be	difficult	for	you?"	whispered	Ammon.
"I—I	don't	know,"	faltered	Elnora.
"It	seems	as	if	I	can't	be	man	enough	to	put	this	thought	aside	and	give	up	this

afternoon,"	said	Philip.	"I	am	ashamed	of	myself,	but	I	can't	help	it.	I	am	going
to	ask	God	to	make	that	last	doubt	vanish	before	I	go	this	night.	I	am	going	to
believe	that	ring	will	plead	for	me.	I	am	going	to	hope	that	doubt	will	disappear
suddenly.	I	will	be	watching.	Every	second	I	will	be	watching.	If	it	happens	and
you	can't	speak,	give	me	your	hand.	Just	the	least	movement	toward	me,	I	will
understand.	Would	 it	 help	you	 to	 talk	 this	 over	with	your	mother?	Shall	 I	 call
her?	Shall	I——?"
Honk!	Honk!	Honk!	Hart	Henderson	set	the	horn	of	the	big	automobile	going

as	it	shot	from	behind	the	trees	lining	the	Brushwood	road.	The	picture	of	a	vine-
covered	cabin,	a	 large	drooping	tree,	a	green-clad	girl	and	a	man	bending	over
her	 very	 closely	 flashed	 into	 view.	 Edith	 Carr	 caught	 her	 breath	 with	 a	 snap.
Polly	Ammon	gave	Tom	Levering	a	quick	touch	and	wickedly	winked	at	him.
Several	 days	 before,	 Edith	 had	 returned	 from	 Europe	 suddenly.	 She	 and

Henderson	had	 called	 at	 the	Ammon	 residence	 saying	 that	 they	were	going	 to
motor	down	to	the	Limberlost	to	see	Philip	a	few	hours,	and	urged	that	Polly	and
Tom	accompany	them.	Mrs.	Ammon	knew	that	her	husband	would	disapprove	of
the	trip,	but	it	was	easy	to	see	that	Edith	Carr	had	determined	on	going.	So	the
mother	thought	it	better	to	have	Polly	along	to	support	Philip	than	to	allow	him
to	confront	Edith	unexpectedly	and	alone.	Polly	was	 full	of	 spirit.	She	did	not
relish	 the	 thought	 of	 Edith	 as	 a	 sister.	Always	 they	 had	 been	 in	 the	 same	 set,
always	 Edith,	 because	 of	 greater	 beauty	 and	 wealth,	 had	 patronized	 Polly.
Although	 it	 had	 rankled,	 she	 had	 borne	 it	 sweetly.	 But	 two	 days	 before,	 her



father	had	extracted	a	promise	of	secrecy,	given	her	Philip's	address	and	told	her
to	send	him	the	finest	emerald	ring	she	could	select.	Polly	knew	how	that	 ring
would	be	used.	What	she	did	not	know	was	that	 the	girl	who	accompanied	her
went	back	to	the	store	afterward,	made	an	excuse	to	the	clerk	that	she	had	been
sent	to	be	absolutely	sure	that	the	address	was	right,	and	so	secured	it	for	Edith
Carr.
Two	days	later	Edith	had	induced	Hart	Henderson	to	take	her	to	Onabasha.	By

the	aid	of	maps	they	located	the	Comstock	land	and	passed	it,	merely	to	see	the
place.	Henderson	hated	that	trip,	and	implored	Edith	not	to	take	it,	but	she	made
no	effort	to	conceal	from	him	what	she	suffered,	and	it	was	more	than	he	could
endure.	He	pointed	out	 that	Philip	 had	gone	 away	without	 leaving	 an	 address,
because	he	did	not	wish	to	see	her,	or	any	of	them.	But	Edith	was	so	sure	of	her
power,	she	felt	certain	Philip	needed	only	to	see	her	to	succumb	to	her	beauty	as
he	always	had	done,	while	now	she	was	ready	to	plead	for	forgiveness.	So	they
came	down	 the	Brushwood	 road,	 and	Henderson	had	 just	 said	 to	Edith	 beside
him:	"This	should	be	the	Comstock	land	on	our	left."
A	minute	later	the	wood	ended,	while	the	sunlight,	as	always	pitiless,	etched

with	 distinctness	 the	 scene	 at	 the	west	 end	 of	 the	 cabin.	 Instinctively,	 to	 save
Edith,	Henderson	set	the	horn	blowing.	He	had	thought	to	drive	to	the	city,	but
Polly	Ammon	arose	crying:	"Phil!	Phil!"	Tom	Levering	was	on	his	feet	shouting
and	waving,	while	Edith	 in	her	most	 imperial	manner	ordered	him	 to	 turn	 into
the	lane	leading	through	the	woods	beside	the	cabin.
"Find	some	way	for	me	to	have	a	minute	alone	with	her,"	she	commanded	as

he	stopped	the	car.
"That	 is	my	 sister	 Polly,	 her	 fiance	 Tom	Levering,	 a	 friend	 of	mine	 named

Henderson,	and——"	began	Philip,
"—and	Edith	Carr,"	volunteered	Elnora.
"And	Edith	Carr,"	 repeated	 Philip	Ammon.	 "Elnora,	 be	 brave,	 for	my	 sake.

Their	coming	can	make	no	difference	in	any	way.	I	won't	let	them	stay	but	a	few
minutes.	Come	with	me!"
"Do	I	seem	scared?"	 inquired	Elnora	serenely.	"This	 is	why	you	haven't	had

your	answer.	I	have	been	waiting	just	six	weeks	for	that	motor.	You	may	bring
them	to	me	at	the	arbour."
Philip	glanced	at	her	and	broke	into	a	laugh.	She	had	not	lost	colour.	Her	self-

possession	 was	 perfect.	 She	 deliberately	 turned	 and	 walked	 toward	 the	 grape
arbour,	while	he	sprang	over	the	west	fence	and	ran	to	the	car.
Elnora	standing	in	the	arbour	entrance	made	a	perfect	picture,	framed	in	green

leaves	 and	 tendrils.	No	matter	 how	 her	 heart	 ached,	 it	was	 good	 to	 her,	 for	 it
pumped	 steadily,	 and	 kept	 her	 cheeks	 and	 lips	 suffused	 with	 colour.	 She	 saw



Philip	 reach	 the	 car	 and	 gather	 his	 sister	 into	 his	 arms.	 Past	 her	 he	 reached	 a
hand	 to	Levering,	 then	 to	Edith	Carr	and	Henderson.	He	 lifted	his	sister	 to	 the
ground,	 and	 assisted	 Edith	 to	 alight.	 Instantly,	 she	 stepped	 beside	 him,	 and
Elnora's	heart	played	its	first	trick.
She	could	see	that	Miss	Carr	was	splendidly	beautiful,	while	she	moved	with

the	hauteur	and	grace	 supposed	 to	be	 the	prerogatives	of	 royalty.	And	she	had
instantly	taken	possession	of	Philip.	But	he	also	had	a	brain	which	was	working
with	rapidity.	He	knew	Elnora	was	watching,	so	he	turned	to	the	others.
"Give	her	up,	Tom!"	he	cried.	"I	didn't	know	I	wanted	to	see	the	little	nuisance

so	badly,	but	I	do.	How	are	father	and	mother?	Polly,	didn't	 the	mater	send	me
something?"
"She	did!"	said	Polly	Ammon,	stopping	on	the	path	and	lifting	her	chin	as	a

little	child,	while	she	drew	away	her	veil.
Philip	caught	her	in	his	arms	and	stooped	for	his	mother's	kiss.
"Be	good	to	Elnora!"	he	whispered.
"Umhu!"	 assented	 Polly.	 And	 aloud—"Look	 at	 that	 ripping	 green	 and	 gold

symphony!	 I	 never	 saw	 such	 a	 beauty!	 Thomas	 Asquith	 Levering,	 you	 come
straight	here	and	take	my	hand!"
Edith's	move	to	compel	Philip	to	approach	Elnora	beside	her	had	been	easy	to

see;	 also	 its	 failure.	 Henderson	 stepped	 into	 Philip's	 place	 as	 he	 turned	 to	 his
sister.	Instead	of	taking	Polly's	hand	Levering	ran	to	open	the	gate.	Edith	passed
through	first,	but	Polly	darted	 in	 front	of	her	on	 the	run,	with	Phil	holding	her
arm,	and	swept	up	to	Elnora.	Polly	 looked	for	 the	ring	and	saw	it.	That	settled
matters	with	her.
"You	lovely,	lovely,	darling	girl!"	she	cried,	throwing	her	arms	around	Elnora

and	kissing	her.	With	her	lips	close	Elnora's	ear,	Polly	whispered,	"Sister!	Dear,
dear	sister!"
Elnora	 drew	 back,	 staring	 at	 Polly	 in	 confused	 amazement.	 She	 was	 a

beautiful	girl,	her	eyes	were	sparkling	and	dancing,	and	as	she	 turned	 to	make
way	 for	 the	 others,	 she	 kept	 one	 of	 Elnora's	 hands	 in	 hers.	 Polly	would	 have
dropped	dead	in	that	instant	if	Edith	Carr	could	have	killed	with	a	look,	for	not
until	 then	did	 she	 realize	 that	Polly	would	 even	many	 a	 slight,	 and	 that	 it	 had
been	a	great	mistake	to	bring	her.
Edith	bowed	low,	muttered	something	and	touched	Elnora's	fingers.	Tom	took

his	cue	from	Polly.
"I	always	follow	a	good	example,"	he	said,	and	before	any	one	could	divine

his	intention	he	kissed	Elnora	as	he	gripped	her	hand	and	cried:	"Mighty	glad	to
meet	you!	Like	to	meet	you	a	dozen	times	a	day,	you	know!"
Elnora	laughed	and	her	heart	pumped	smoothly.	They	had	accomplished	their



purpose.	They	had	let	her	know	they	were	there	through	compulsion,	but	on	her
side.	In	that	instant	only	pity	was	in	Elnora's	breast	for	the	flashing	dark	beauty,
standing	with	smiling	face	while	her	heart	must	have	been	filled	with	exceeding
bitterness.	Elnora	stepped	back	from	the	entrance.
"Come	 into	 the	 shade,"	 she	 urged.	 "You	must	 have	 found	 it	warm	 on	 these

country	roads.	Won't	you	lay	aside	your	dust-coats	and	have	a	cool	drink?	Philip,
would	you	ask	mother	to	come,	and	bring	that	pitcher	from	the	spring	house?"
They	 entered	 the	 arbour	 exclaiming	 at	 the	 dim,	 green	 coolness.	 There	 was

plenty	of	room	and	wide	seats	around	the	sides,	a	table	in	the	centre,	on	which
lay	 a	 piece	 of	 embroidery,	 magazines,	 books,	 the	 moth	 apparatus,	 and	 the
cyanide	 jar	 containing	 several	 specimens.	 Polly	 rejoiced	 in	 the	 cooling	 shade,
slipped	 off	 her	 duster,	 removed	 her	 hat,	 rumpled	 her	 pretty	 hair	 and	 seated
herself	 to	 indulge	 in	 the	 delightful	 occupation	 of	 paying	 off	 old	 scores.	 Tom
Levering	followed	her	example.	Edith	took	a	seat	but	refused	to	remove	her	hat
and	coat,	while	Henderson	stood	in	the	entrance.
"There	goes	something	with	wings!	Should	you	have	that?"	cried	Levering.
He	seized	a	net	from	the	table	and	raced	across	the	garden	after	a	butterfly.	He

caught	it	and	came	back	mightily	pleased	with	himself.	As	the	creature	struggled
in	the	net,	Elnora	noted	a	repulsed	look	on	Edith	Carr's	face.	Levering	helped	the
situation	beautifully.
"Now	what	have	I	got?"	he	demanded.	"Is	it	just	a	common	one	that	every	one

knows	and	you	don't	keep,	or	is	it	the	rarest	bird	off	the	perch?"
"You	must	have	had	practice,	you	took	that	so	perfectly,"	said	Elnora.	"I	am

sorry,	but	 it	 is	quite	common	and	not	of	a	kind	I	keep.	Suppose	all	of	you	see
how	beautiful	it	is	and	then	it	may	go	nectar	hunting	again."
She	held	the	butterfly	where	all	of	them	could	see,	showed	its	upper	and	under

wing	colours,	answered	Polly's	questions	as	to	what	it	ate,	how	long	it	lived,	and
how	it	died.	Then	she	put	it	into	Polly's	hand	saying:	"Stand	there	in	the	light	and
loosen	your	hold	slowly	and	easily."
Elnora	caught	a	brush	from	the	table	and	began	softly	stroking	the	creature's

sides	and	wings.	Delighted	with	the	sensation	the	butterfly	opened	and	closed	its
wings,	clinging	to	Polly's	soft	little	fingers,	while	every	one	cried	out	in	surprise.
Elnora	laid	aside	the	brush,	and	the	butterfly	sailed	away.
"Why,	you	are	a	wizard!	You	charm	them!"	marvelled	Levering.
"I	 learned	 that	 from	 the	Bird	Woman,"	 said	Elnora.	 "She	 takes	 soft	 brushes

and	coaxes	butterflies	and	moths	into	the	positions	she	wants	for	the	illustrations
of	a	book	she	is	writing.	I	have	helped	her	often.	Most	of	the	rare	ones	I	find	go
to	her."
"Then	you	don't	keep	all	you	take?"	questioned	Levering.



"Oh,	dear,	no!"	cried	Elnora.	"Not	a	tenth!	For	myself,	a	pair	of	each	kind	to
use	 in	 illustrating	 the	 lectures	 I	give	 in	 the	 city	 schools	 in	 the	winter,	 and	one
pair	for	each	collection	I	make.	One	might	as	well	keep	the	big	night	moths	of
June,	 for	 they	only	 live	four	or	 five	days	anyway.	For	 the	Bird	Woman,	I	only
save	rare	ones	she	has	not	yet	secured.	Sometimes	I	think	it	is	cruel	to	take	such
creatures	 from	 freedom,	 even	 for	 an	 hour,	 but	 it	 is	 the	 only	way	 to	 teach	 the
masses	 of	 people	 how	 to	 distinguish	 the	 pests	 they	 should	 destroy,	 from	 the
harmless	 ones	 of	 great	 beauty.	 Here	 comes	 mother	 with	 something	 cool	 to
drink."
Mrs.	Comstock	came	deliberately,	talking	to	Philip	as	she	approached.	Elnora

gave	her	one	searching	 look,	but	could	discover	only	an	extreme	brightness	of
eye	to	denote	any	unusual	feeling.	She	wore	one	of	her	lavender	dresses,	while
her	snowy	hair	was	high	piled.	She	had	 taken	care	of	her	complexion,	and	her
face	had	grown	fuller	during	the	winter.	She	might	have	been	any	one's	mother
with	pride,	and	she	was	perfectly	at	ease.
Polly	instantly	went	to	her	and	held	up	her	face	to	be	kissed.	Mrs.	Comstock's

eyes	twinkled	and	she	made	the	greeting	hearty.
The	 drink	 was	 compounded	 of	 the	 juices	 of	 oranges	 and	 berries	 from	 the

garden.	 It	was	 cool	 enough	 to	 frost	 glasses	 and	 pitcher	 and	 delicious	 to	 dusty
tired	travellers.	Soon	the	pitcher	was	empty,	and	Elnora	picked	it	up	and	went	to
refill	it.	While	she	was	gone	Henderson	asked	Philip	about	some	trouble	he	was
having	with	his	car.	They	went	to	the	woods	and	began	a	minute	examination	to
find	a	defect	which	did	not	exist.	Polly	and	Levering	were	having	an	animated
conversation	with	Mrs.	Comstock.	Henderson	saw	Edith	arise,	follow	the	garden
path	 next	 the	woods	 and	 stand	waiting	 under	 the	willow	which	 Elnora	would
pass	on	her	return.	It	was	for	that	meeting	he	had	made	the	trip.	He	got	down	on
the	 ground,	 tore	 up	 the	 car,	 worked,	 asked	 for	 help,	 and	 kept	 Philip	 busy
screwing	bolts	and	applying	the	oil	can.	All	the	time	Henderson	kept	an	eye	on
Edith	and	Elnora	under	the	willow.	But	he	took	pains	to	lay	the	work	he	asked
Philip	 to	 do	 where	 that	 scene	 would	 be	 out	 of	 his	 sight.	 When	 Elnora	 came
around	the	corner	with	the	pitcher,	she	found	herself	facing	Edith	Carr.
"I	want	a	minute	with	you,"	said	Miss	Carr.
"Very	well,"	replied	Elnora,	walking	on.
"Set	the	pitcher	on	the	bench	there,"	commanded	Edith	Carr,	as	if	speaking	to

a	servant.
"I	prefer	not	to	offer	my	visitors	a	warm	drink,"	said	Elnora.	"I'll	come	back	if

you	really	wish	to	speak	with	me."
"I	came	solely	for	that,"	said	Edith	Carr.
"It	would	be	a	pity	to	travel	so	far	in	this	dust	and	heat	for	nothing.	I'll	only	be



gone	a	second."
Elnora	 placed	 the	 pitcher	 before	 her	 mother.	 "Please	 serve	 this,"	 she	 said.

"Miss	Carr	wishes	to	speak	with	me."
"Don't	you	pay	the	least	attention	to	anything	she	says,"	cried	Polly.	"Tom	and

I	 didn't	 come	 here	 because	 we	wanted	 to.	We	 only	 came	 to	 checkmate	 her.	 I
hoped	I'd	get	the	opportunity	to	say	a	word	to	you,	and	now	she	has	given	it	to
me.	I	just	want	to	tell	you	that	she	threw	Phil	over	in	perfectly	horrid	way.	She
hasn't	any	right	to	lay	the	ghost	of	a	claim	to	him,	has	she,	Tom?"
"Nary	a	claim,"	said	Tom	Levering	earnestly.	"Why,	even	you,	Polly,	couldn't

serve	 me	 as	 she	 did	 Phil,	 and	 ever	 get	 me	 back	 again.	 If	 I	 were	 you,	 Miss
Comstock,	I'd	send	my	mother	to	talk	with	her	and	I'd	stay	here."
Tom	had	 gauged	Mrs.	Comstock	 rightly.	 Polly	 put	 her	 arms	 around	Elnora.

"Let	me	go	with	you,	dear,"	she	begged.
"I	 promised	 I	 would	 speak	 with	 her	 alone,"	 said	 Elnora,	 "and	 she	 must	 be

considered.	But	thank	you,	very	much."
"How	I	shall	love	you!"	exulted	Polly,	giving	Elnora	a	parting	hug.
The	girl	slowly	and	gravely	walked	back	to	the	willow.	She	could	not	imagine

what	was	coming,	but	she	was	promising	herself	that	she	would	be	very	patient
and	control	her	temper.
"Will	you	be	seated?"	she	asked	politely.
Edith	Carr	glanced	at	the	bench,	while	a	shudder	shook	her.
"No.	I	prefer	to	stand,"	she	said.	"Did	Mr.	Ammon	give	you	the	ring	you	are

wearing,	and	do	you	consider	yourself	engaged	to	him?"
"By	what	right	do	you	ask	such	personal	questions	as	those?"	inquired	Elnora.
"By	the	right	of	a	betrothed	wife.	I	have	been	promised	to	Philip	Ammon	ever

since	I	wore	short	skirts.	All	our	lives	we	have	expected	to	marry.	An	agreement
of	 years	 cannot	 be	 broken	 in	 one	 insane	 moment.	 Always	 he	 has	 loved	 me
devotedly.	Give	me	ten	minutes	with	him	and	he	will	be	mine	for	all	time."
"I	seriously	doubt	that,"	said	Elnora.	"But	I	am	willing	that	you	should	make

the	test.	I	will	call	him."
"Stop!"	commanded	Edith	Carr.	"I	told	you	that	it	was	you	I	came	to	see."
"I	remember,"	said	Elnora.
"Mr.	Ammon	 is	my	betrothed,"	 continued	Edith	Carr.	 "I	 expect	 to	 take	 him

back	to	Chicago	with	me."
"You	 expect	 considerable,"	 murmured	 Elnora.	 "I	 will	 raise	 no	 objection	 to

your	taking	him,	if	you	can—but,	I	tell	you	frankly,	I	don't	think	it	possible."
"You	 are	 so	 sure	 of	 yourself	 as	 that,"	 scoffed	 Edith	Carr.	 "One	 hour	 in	my

presence	will	bring	back	the	old	spell,	full	force.	We	belong	to	each	other.	I	will
not	give	him	up."



"Then	it	is	untrue	that	you	twice	rejected	his	ring,	repeatedly	insulted	him,	and
publicly	renounced	him?"
"That	was	through	you!"	cried	Edith	Carr.	"Phil	and	I	never	had	been	so	near

and	so	happy	as	we	were	on	that	night.	It	was	your	clinging	to	him	for	things	that
caused	him	to	desert	me	among	his	guests,	while	he	tried	to	make	me	await	your
pleasure.	I	realize	the	spell	of	this	place,	for	a	summer	season.	I	understand	what
you	and	your	mother	have	done	to	inveigle	him.	I	know	that	your	hold	on	him	is
quite	real.	I	can	see	just	how	you	have	worked	to	ensnare	him!"
"Men	 would	 call	 that	 lying,"	 said	 Elnora	 calmly.	 "The	 second	 time	 I	 met

Philip	Ammon	he	told	me	of	his	engagement	to	you,	and	I	respected	it.	I	did	by
you	as	 I	would	want	you	 to	do	by	me.	He	was	here	parts	of	 each	day,	 almost
daily	last	summer.	The	Almighty	is	my	witness	that	never	once,	by	word	or	look,
did	I	ever	make	the	slightest	attempt	to	interest	him	in	my	person	or	personality.
He	 wrote	 you	 frequently	 in	 my	 presence.	 He	 forgot	 the	 violets	 for	 which	 he
asked	to	send	you.	I	gathered	them	and	carried	them	to	him.	I	sent	him	back	to
you	 in	unswerving	devotion,	and	 the	Almighty	 is	 also	my	witness	 that	 I	 could
have	changed	his	heart	last	summer,	if	I	had	tried.	I	wisely	left	that	work	for	you.
All	my	life	I	shall	be	glad	 that	I	 lived	and	worked	on	the	square.	That	he	ever
would	come	back	to	me	free,	by	your	act,	I	never	dreamed.	When	he	left	me	I
did	not	hope	or	expect	to	see	him	again,"	Elnora's	voice	fell	soft	and	low,	"and,
behold!	You	sent	him—and	free!"
"You	exult	in	that!"	cried	Edith	Carr.	"Let	me	tell	you	he	is	not	free!	We	have

belonged	for	years.	We	always	shall.	If	you	cling	to	him,	and	hold	him	to	rash
things	he	has	said	and	done,	because	he	thought	me	still	angry	and	unforgiving
with	 him,	 you	 will	 ruin	 all	 our	 lives.	 If	 he	married	 you,	 before	 a	 month	 you
would	 read	 heart-hunger	 for	me	 in	 his	 eyes.	 He	 could	 not	 love	me	 as	 he	 has
done,	and	give	me	up	for	a	little	scene	like	that!"
"There	is	a	great	poem,"	said	Elnora,	"one	line	of	which	reads,	'For	each	man

kills	the	thing	he	loves.'	Let	me	tell	you	that	a	woman	can	do	that	also.	He	did
love	 you—that	 I	 concede.	 But	 you	 killed	 his	 love	 everlastingly,	 when	 you
disgraced	him	in	public.	Killed	it	so	completely	he	does	not	even	feel	resentment
toward	you.	To-day,	 he	would	do	you	 a	 favour,	 if	 he	 could;	 but	 love	you,	 no!
That	is	over!"
Edith	Carr	stood	truly	regal	and	filled	with	scorn.	"You	are	mistaken!	Nothing

on	earth	could	kill	that!"	she	cried,	and	Elnora	saw	that	the	girl	really	believed
what	she	said.
"You	are	very	sure	of	yourself!"	said	Elnora.
"I	have	reason	to	be	sure,"	answered	Edith	Carr.
"We	have	lived	and	loved	too	long.	I	have	had	years	with	him	to	match	against



your	days.	He	is	mine!	His	work,	his	ambitions,	his	friends,	his	place	in	society
are	with	me.	You	may	have	a	summer	charm	for	a	sick	man	in	the	country;	if	he
tried	placing	you	in	society,	he	soon	would	see	you	as	others	will.	It	takes	birth
to	position,	 schooling,	 and	endless	practice	 to	meet	 social	 demands	gracefully.
You	would	put	him	to	shame	in	a	week."
"I	 scarcely	 think	 I	 should	 follow	your	example	so	 far,"	 said	Elnora	dryly.	 "I

have	a	feeling	for	Philip	that	would	prevent	my	hurting	him	purposely,	either	in
public	or	private.	As	 for	managing	a	social	career	 for	him	he	never	mentioned
that	he	desired	such	a	thing.	What	he	asked	of	me	was	that	I	should	be	his	wife.	I
understood	that	to	mean	that	he	desired	me	to	keep	him	a	clean	house,	serve	him
digestible	 food,	 mother	 his	 children,	 and	 give	 him	 loving	 sympathy	 and
tenderness."
"Shameless!"	cried	Edith	Carr.
"To	which	of	 us	 do	you	 intend	 that	 adjective	 to	 apply?"	 inquired	Elnora.	 "I

never	was	less	ashamed	in	all	my	life.	Please	remember	I	am	in	my	own	home,
and	your	presence	here	is	not	on	my	invitation."
Miss	Carr	lifted	her	head	and	struggled	with	her	veil.	She	was	very	pale	and

trembling	violently,	while	Elnora	stood	serene,	a	faint	smile	on	her	lips.
"Such	vulgarity!"	panted	Edith	Carr.	"How	can	a	man	like	Philip	endure	it?"
"Why	don't	you	ask	him?"	 inquired	Elnora.	"I	can	call	him	with	one	breath;

but,	 if	 he	 judged	 us	 as	 we	 stand,	 I	 should	 not	 be	 the	 one	 to	 tremble	 at	 his
decision.	Miss	Carr,	 you	have	been	quite	 plain.	You	have	 told	me	 in	 carefully
selected	 words	 what	 you	 think	 of	 me.	 You	 insult	 my	 birth,	 education,
appearance,	 and	 home.	 I	 assure	 you	 I	 am	 legitimate.	 I	 will	 pass	 a	 test
examination	with	you	on	any	high	school	or	supplementary	branch,	or	French	or
German.	 I	will	 take	 a	 physical	 examination	 beside	 you.	 I	will	 face	 any	 social
emergency	you	can	mention	with	you.	 I	 am	acquainted	with	a	whole	world	 in
which	Philip	Ammon	 is	keenly	 interested,	 that	you	scarcely	know	exists.	 I	 am
not	afraid	to	face	any	audience	you	can	get	together	anywhere	with	my	violin.	I
am	not	 repulsive	 to	 look	at,	and	I	have	a	wholesome	regard	for	 the	proprieties
and	 civilities	 of	 life.	 Philip	 Ammon	 never	 asked	 anything	 more	 of	 me,	 why
should	you?"
"It	is	plain	to	see,"	cried	Edith	Carr,	"that	you	took	him	when	he	was	hurt	and

angry	and	kept	his	wound	wide	open.	Oh,	what	have	you	not	done	against	me?"
"I	did	not	promise	to	marry	him	when	an	hour	ago	he	asked	me,	and	offered

me	this	ring,	because	there	was	so	much	feeling	in	my	heart	for	you,	that	I	knew
I	never	could	be	happy,	if	I	felt	 that	in	any	way	I	had	failed	in	doing	justice	to
your	interests.	I	did	slip	on	this	ring,	which	he	had	just	brought,	because	I	never
owned	one,	and	it	is	very	beautiful,	but	I	made	him	no	promise,	nor	shall	I	make



any,	until	I	am	quite,	quite	sure,	that	you	fully	realize	he	never	would	marry	you
if	I	sent	him	away	this	hour."
"You	know	perfectly	 that	 if	your	puny	hold	on	him	were	broken,	 if	he	were

back	in	his	home,	among	his	friends,	and	where	he	was	meeting	me,	in	one	short
week	he	would	be	mine	again,	as	he	always	has	been.	 In	your	heart	you	don't
believe	what	you	say.	You	don't	dare	trust	him	in	my	presence.	You	are	afraid	to
allow	him	out	of	your	sight,	because	you	know	what	the	results	would	be.	Right
or	wrong,	you	have	made	up	your	mind	to	ruin	him	and	me,	and	you	are	going	to
be	selfish	enough	to	do	it.	But——"
"That	will	do!"	said	Elnora.	"Spare	me	the	enumeration	of	how	I	will	regret	it.

I	shall	regret	nothing.	I	shall	not	act	until	I	know	there	will	be	nothing	to	regret.	I
have	decided	on	my	course.	You	may	return	to	your	friends."
"What	do	you	mean?"	demanded	Edith	Carr.
"That	is	my	affair,"	replied	Elnora.	"Only	this!	When	your	opportunity	comes,

seize	 it!	 Any	 time	 you	 are	 in	 Philip	 Ammon's	 presence,	 exert	 the	 charms	 of
which	you	boast,	and	take	him.	I	grant	you	are	justified	in	doing	it	if	you	can.	I
want	nothing	more	 than	I	want	 to	see	you	marry	Philip	 if	he	wants	you.	He	 is
just	 across	 the	 fence	 under	 that	 automobile.	Go	 spread	 your	meshes	 and	 exert
your	wiles.	I	won't	stir	to	stop	you.	Take	him	to	Onabasha,	and	to	Chicago	with
you.	Use	every	art	you	possess.	If	the	old	charm	can	be	revived	I	will	be	the	first
to	wish	both	of	you	well.	Now,	I	must	return	to	my	visitors.	Kindly	excuse	me."
Elnora	turned	and	went	back	to	the	arbour.	Edith	Carr	followed	the	fence	and

passed	through	the	gate	into	the	west	woods	where	she	asked	Henderson	about
the	car.	As	she	stood	near	him	she	whispered:	"Take	Phil	back	to	Onabasha	with
us."
"I	say,	Ammon,	can't	you	go	to	the	city	with	us	and	help	me	find	a	shop	where

I	can	get	this	pinion	fixed?"	asked	Henderson.	"We	want	to	lunch	and	start	back
by	 five.	 That	 will	 get	 us	 home	 about	 midnight.	 Why	 don't	 you	 bring	 your
automobile	here?"
"I	am	a	working	man,"	said	Philip.	"I	have	no	time	to	be	out	motoring.	I	can't

see	anything	the	matter	with	your	car,	myself;	but,	of	course	you	don't	want	to
break	down	in	the	night,	on	strange	roads,	with	women	on	your	hands.	I'll	see."
Philip	went	 into	 the	arbour,	where	Polly	 took	possession	of	his	 lap,	 fingered

his	hair,	and	kissed	his	forehead	and	lips.
"When	 are	 you	 coming	 to	 the	 cottage,	 Phil?"	 she	 asked.	 "Come	 soon,	 and

bring	Miss	Comstock	for	a	visit.	All	of	us	will	be	so	glad	to	have	her."
Philip	 beamed	 on	 Polly.	 "I'll	 see	 about	 that,"	 he	 said.	 "Sounds	 pretty	 good.

Elnora,	 Henderson	 is	 in	 trouble	 with	 his	 automobile.	 He	 wants	 me	 to	 go	 to
Onabasha	with	him	to	show	him	where	the	doctor	lives,	and	make	repairs	so	he



can	start	back	this	evening.	It	will	take	about	two	hours.	May	I	go?"
"Of	 course,	 you	must	 go,"	 she	 said,	 laughing	 lightly.	 "You	 can't	 leave	 your

sister.	Why	don't	you	return	to	Chicago	with	them?	There	is	plenty	of	room,	and
you	could	have	a	fine	visit."
"I'll	be	back	in	just	two	hours,"	said	Philip.	"While	I	am	gone,	you	be	thinking

over	what	we	were	talking	of	when	the	folks	came."
"Miss	Comstock	can	go	with	us	as	well	 as	not,"	 said	Polly.	 "That	back	 seat

was	made	for	three,	and	I	can	sit	on	your	lap."
"Come	on!	Do	come!"	urged	Philip	 instantly,	and	Tom	Levering	joined	him,

but	Henderson	and	Edith	silently	waited	at	the	gate.
"No,	thank	you,"	laughed	Elnora.	"That	would	crowd	you,	and	it's	warm	and

dusty.	We	will	say	good-bye	here."
She	offered	her	hand	to	all	of	them,	and	when	she	came	to	Philip	she	gave	him

one	long	steady	look	in	the	eyes,	then	shook	hands	with	him	also.



Chapter		23	
Wherein	Elnora	reaches	a	decision,	and	Freckles	and
the	Angel	appear
"Well,	 she	 came,	 didn't	 she?"	 remarked	 Mrs.	 Comstock	 to	 Elnora	 as	 they
watched	the	automobile	speed	down	the	road.	As	it	turned	the	Limberlost	corner,
Philip	arose	and	waved	to	them.
"She	hasn't	got	him	yet,	anyway,"	said	Mrs.	Comstock,	taking	heart.	"What's

that	on	your	finger,	and	what	did	she	say	to	you?"
Elnora	explained	about	the	ring	as	she	drew	it	off.
"I	have	several	letters	to	write,	then	I	am	going	to	change	my	dress	and	walk

down	toward	Aunt	Margaret's	for	a	little	exercise.	I	may	meet	some	of	them,	and
I	don't	want	them	to	see	this	ring.	You	keep	it	until	Philip	comes,"	said	Elnora.
"As	for	what	Miss	Carr	said	to	me,	many	things,	two	of	importance:	one,	that	I
lacked	every	social	 requirement	necessary	for	 the	happiness	of	Philip	Ammon,
and	that	if	I	married	him	I	would	see	inside	a	month	that	he	was	ashamed	of	me
——"
"Aw,	shockins!"	scorned	Mrs.	Comstock.	"Go	on!"
"The	other	was	that	she	has	been	engaged	to	him	for	years,	that	he	belongs	to

her,	and	she	refuses	to	give	him	up.	She	said	that	if	he	were	in	her	presence	one
hour,	she	would	have	him	under	a	mysterious	thing	she	calls	'her	spell'	again;	if
he	were	where	she	could	see	him	for	one	week,	everything	would	be	made	up.	It
is	 her	 opinion	 that	 he	 is	 suffering	 from	wounded	 pride,	 and	 that	 the	 slightest
concession	on	her	part	will	bring	him	to	his	knees	before	her."
Mrs.	Comstock	giggled.	"I	do	hope	the	boy	isn't	weak-kneed,"	she	said.	"I	just

happened	to	be	passing	the	west	window	this	afternoon——"
Elnora	 laughed.	 "Nothing	 save	actual	knowledge	ever	would	have	made	me

believe	 there	was	a	girl	 in	all	 this	world	so	 infatuated	with	herself.	She	speaks
casually	of	her	power	over	men,	and	boasts	of	 'bringing	a	man	to	his	knees'	as
complacently	as	I	would	pick	up	a	net	and	say:	 'I	am	going	to	take	a	butterfly.'
She	honestly	believes	that	if	Philip	were	with	her	a	short	time	she	could	rekindle
his	 love	for	her	and	awaken	in	him	every	particle	of	 the	old	devotion.	Mother,
the	girl	 is	honest!	She	 is	absolutely	sincere!	She	so	believes	 in	herself	and	 the
strength	of	Phil's	love	for	her,	that	all	her	life	she	will	believe	in	and	brood	over



that	thought,	unless	she	is	taught	differently.	So	long	as	she	thinks	that,	she	will
nurse	wrong	ideas	and	pine	over	her	blighted	life.	She	must	be	taught	that	Phil	is
absolutely	free,	and	yet	he	will	not	go	to	her."
"But	how	on	earth	are	you	proposing	to	teach	her	that?"
"The	way	will	open."
"Lookey	 here,	 Elnora!"	 cried	 Mrs.	 Comstock.	 "That	 Carr	 girl	 is	 the

handsomest	dark	woman	I	ever	saw.	She's	got	to	the	place	where	she	won't	stop
at	anything.	Her	coming	here	proves	 that.	 I	don't	believe	 there	was	a	 thing	 the
matter	with	that	automobile.	I	think	that	was	a	scheme	she	fixed	up	to	get	Phil
where	 she	 could	 see	 him	 alone,	 as	 she	 worked	 to	 see	 you.	 If	 you	 are	 going
deliberately	to	put	Philip	under	her	influence	again,	you've	got	to	brace	yourself
for	 the	 possibility	 that	 she	may	win.	A	man	 is	 a	weak	mortal,	where	 a	 lovely
woman	is	concerned,	and	he	never	denied	that	he	loved	her	once.	You	may	make
yourself	downright	miserable."
"But	mother,	 if	 she	won,	 it	wouldn't	make	me	half	 so	miserable	as	 to	marry

Phil	myself,	and	then	read	hunger	for	her	in	his	eyes!	Some	one	has	got	to	suffer
over	 this.	 If	 it	 proves	 to	be	me,	 I'll	 bear	 it,	 and	you'll	 never	hear	 a	whisper	of
complaint	from	me.	I	know	the	real	Philip	Ammon	better	in	our	months	of	work
in	the	fields	than	she	knows	him	in	all	her	years	of	society	engagements.	So	she
shall	 have	 the	 hour	 she	 asked,	 many,	 many	 of	 them,	 enough	 to	 make	 her
acknowledge	that	she	is	wrong.	Now	I	am	going	to	write	my	letters	and	take	my
walk."
Elnora	 threw	 her	 arms	 around	 her	mother	 and	 kissed	 her	 repeatedly.	 "Don't

you	worry	about	me,"	she	said.	"I	will	get	along	all	right,	and	whatever	happens,
I	always	will	be	your	girl	and	you	my	darling	mother."
She	left	two	sealed	notes	on	her	desk.	Then	she	changed	her	dress,	packed	a

small	 bundle	 which	 she	 dropped	 with	 her	 hat	 from	 the	 window	 beside	 the
willow,	and	softly	went	down	stairs.	Mrs.	Comstock	was	 in	 the	garden.	Elnora
picked	up	the	hat	and	bundle,	hurried	down	the	road	a	few	rods,	then	climbed	the
fence	and	entered	the	woods.	She	took	a	diagonal	course,	and	after	a	long	walk
reached	 a	 road	 two	 miles	 west	 and	 one	 south.	 There	 she	 straightened	 her
clothing,	put	on	her	hat	and	a	thin	dark	veil	and	waited	the	passing	of	the	next
trolley.	She	left	it	at	the	first	town	and	took	a	train	for	Fort	Wayne.	She	made	that
point	 just	 in	 time	 to	 climb	 on	 the	 evening	 train	 north,	 as	 it	 pulled	 from	 the
station.	 It	was	after	midnight	when	she	 left	 the	car	at	Grand	Rapids,	 and	went
into	the	depot	to	await	the	coming	of	day.
Tired	 out,	 she	 laid	 her	 head	 on	 her	 bundle	 and	 fell	 asleep	 on	 a	 seat	 in	 the

women's	waiting-room.	Long	after	light	she	was	awakened	by	the	roar	and	rattle
of	 trains.	 She	 washed,	 re-arranged	 her	 hair	 and	 clothing,	 and	 went	 into	 the



general	waiting-room	to	find	her	way	to	the	street.	She	saw	him	as	he	entered	the
door.	 There	 was	 no	 mistaking	 the	 tall,	 lithe	 figure,	 the	 bright	 hair,	 the	 lean,
brown-splotched	face,	 the	steady	gray	eyes.	He	was	dressed	for	 travelling,	and
carried	a	light	overcoat	and	a	bag.	Straight	to	him	Elnora	went	speeding.
"Oh,	I	was	just	starting	to	find	you!"	she	cried.
"Thank	you!"	he	said.
"You	are	going	away?"	she	panted.
"Not	if	I	am	needed.	I	have	a	few	minutes.	Can	you	be	telling	me	briefly?"
"I	 am	 the	 Limberlost	 girl	 to	 whom	 your	 wife	 gave	 the	 dress	 for

Commencement	last	spring,	and	both	of	you	sent	lovely	gifts.	There	is	a	reason,
a	very	good	reason,	why	I	must	be	hidden	for	a	time,	and	I	came	straight	to	you
—as	if	I	had	a	right."
"You	have!"	answered	Freckles.	"Any	boy	or	girl	who	ever	suffered	one	pang

in	the	Limberlost	has	a	claim	to	the	best	drop	of	blood	in	my	heart.	You	needn't
be	telling	me	anything	more.	The	Angel	is	at	our	cottage	on	Mackinac.	You	shall
tell	her	and	play	with	the	babies	while	you	want	shelter.	This	way!"
They	breakfasted	 in	a	 luxurious	car,	 talked	over	 the	swamp,	 the	work	of	 the

Bird	Woman;	 Elnora	 told	 of	 her	 nature	 lectures	 in	 the	 schools,	 and	 soon	 they
were	 good	 friends.	 In	 the	 evening	 they	 left	 the	 train	 at	 Mackinaw	 City	 and
crossed	 the	 Straits	 by	 boat.	 Sheets	 of	 white	 moonlight	 flooded	 the	 water	 and
paved	a	molten	path	across	the	breast	of	it	straight	to	the	face	of	the	moon.
The	island	lay	a	dark	spot	on	the	silver	surface,	its	tall	trees	sharply	outlined

on	 the	 summit,	 and	 a	million	 lights	 blinked	 around	 the	 shore.	 The	 night	 guns
boomed	 from	 the	white	 fort	 and	 a	 dark	 sentinel	 paced	 the	 ramparts	 above	 the
little	city	tucked	down	close	to	the	water.	A	great	tenor	summering	in	the	north
came	out	on	the	upper	deck	of	the	big	boat,	and	baring	his	head,	faced	the	moon
and	 sang:	 "Oh,	 the	 moon	 shines	 bright	 on	 my	 old	 Kentucky	 home!"	 Elnora
thought	of	the	Limberlost,	of	Philip,	and	her	mother,	and	almost	choked	with	the
sobs	 that	would	 arise	 in	 her	 throat.	On	 the	 dock	 a	woman	of	 exquisite	 beauty
swept	into	the	arms	of	Terence	O'More.
"Oh,	Freckles!"	she	cried.	"You've	been	gone	a	month!"
"Four	 days,	 Angel,	 only	 four	 days	 by	 the	 clock,"	 remonstrated	 Freckles.

"Where	are	the	children?"
"Asleep!	Thank	goodness!	I'm	worn	 to	a	 thread.	 I	never	saw	such	inventive,

active	children.	I	can't	keep	track	of	them!"
"I	have	brought	you	help,"	said	Freckles.	"Here	is	the	Limberlost	girl	in	whom

the	Bird	Woman	is	interested.	Miss	Comstock	needs	a	rest	before	beginning	her
school	work	for	next	year,	so	she	came	to	us."
"You	dear	thing!	How	good	of	you!"	cried	the	Angel.	"We	shall	be	so	happy	to



have	you!"
In	 her	 room	 that	 night,	 in	 a	 beautiful	 cottage	 furnished	 with	 every	 luxury,

Elnora	lifted	a	tired	face	to	the	Angel.
"Of	course,	you	understand	there	is	something	back	of	this?"	she	said.	"I	must

tell	you."
"Yes,"	agreed	the	Angel.	"Tell	me!	If	you	get	it	out	of	your	system,	you	will

stand	a	better	chance	of	sleeping."
Elnora	 stood	 brushing	 the	 copper-bright	 masses	 of	 her	 hair	 as	 she	 talked.

When	she	finished	the	Angel	was	almost	hysterical.
"You	 insane	 creature!"	 she	 cried.	 "How	 crazy	 of	 you	 to	 leave	 him	 to	 her!	 I

know	both	of	them.	I	have	met	them	often.	She	may	be	able	to	make	good	her
boast.	But	it	is	perfectly	splendid	of	you!	And,	after	all,	really	it	is	the	only	way.
I	can	see	that.	I	think	it	is	what	I	should	have	done	myself,	or	tried	to	do.	I	don't
know	 that	 I	 could	 have	 done	 it!	 When	 I	 think	 of	 walking	 away	 and	 leaving
Freckles	with	a	woman	he	once	loved,	to	let	her	see	if	she	can	make	him	love	her
again,	oh,	it	gives	me	a	graveyard	heart.	No,	I	never	could	have	done	it!	You	are
bigger	than	I	ever	was.	I	should	have	turned	coward,	sure."
"I	am	a	coward,"	admitted	Elnora.	"I	am	soul-sick!	I	am	afraid	I	shall	lose	my

senses	before	this	is	over.	I	didn't	want	to	come!	I	wanted	to	stay,	to	go	straight
into	 his	 arms,	 to	 bind	myself	 with	 his	 ring,	 to	 love	 him	with	 all	my	 heart.	 It
wasn't	my	fault	that	I	came.	There	was	something	inside	that	just	pushed	me.	She
is	beautiful——"
"I	quite	agree	with	you!"
"You	can	 imagine	how	fascinating	she	can	be.	She	used	no	arts	on	me.	Her

purpose	was	to	cower	me.	She	found	she	could	not	do	that,	but	she	did	a	thing
which	helped	her	more:	she	proved	that	she	was	honest,	perfectly	sincere	in	what
she	thought.	She	believes	that	if	she	merely	beckons	to	Philip,	he	will	go	to	her.
So	I	am	giving	her	the	opportunity	to	learn	from	him	what	he	will	do.	She	never
will	believe	it	from	any	one	else.	When	she	is	satisfied,	I	shall	be	also."
"But,	child!	Suppose	she	wins	him	back!"
"That	 is	 the	supposition	with	which	I	shall	eat	and	sleep	for	 the	coming	few

weeks.	Would	one	dare	ask	for	a	peep	at	the	babies	before	going	to	bed?"
"Now,	you	are	perfect!"	announced	the	Angel.	"I	never	should	have	liked	you

all	I	can,	if	you	had	been	content	to	go	to	sleep	in	this	house	without	asking	to
see	the	babies.	Come	this	way.	We	named	the	first	boy	for	his	father,	of	course,
and	the	girl	for	Aunt	Alice.	The	next	boy	is	named	for	my	father,	and	the	baby
for	the	Bird	Woman.	After	this	we	are	going	to	branch	out."
Elnora	began	to	laugh.
"Oh,	I	suspect	there	will	be	quite	a	number	of	them,"	said	the	Angel	serenely.



"I	am	told	the	more	there	are	the	less	trouble	they	make.	The	big	ones	take	care
of	the	little	ones.	We	want	a	large	family.	This	is	our	start."
She	 entered	 a	 dark	 room	and	 held	 aloft	 a	 candle.	 She	went	 to	 the	 side	 of	 a

small	white	iron	bed	in	which	lay	a	boy	of	eight	and	another	of	three.	They	were
perfectly	formed,	rosy	children,	the	elder	a	replica	of	his	mother,	the	other	very
like.	Then	they	came	to	a	cradle	where	a	baby	girl	of	almost	two	slept	soundly,
and	made	a	picture.
"But	just	see	here!"	said	the	Angel.	She	threw	the	light	on	a	sleeping	girl	of

six.	A	mass	of	red	curls	swept	the	pillow.	Line	and	feature	the	face	was	that	of
Freckles.	Without	asking,	Elnora	knew	the	colour	and	expression	of	 the	closed
eyes.	The	Angel	handed	Elnora	the	candle,	and	stooping,	straightened	the	child's
body.	 She	 ran	 her	 fingers	 through	 the	 bright	 curls,	 and	 lightly	 touched	 the
aristocratic	little	nose.
"The	supply	of	freckles	holds	out	in	my	family,	you	see!"	she	said.	"Both	of

the	girls	will	have	them,	and	the	second	boy	a	few."
She	 stood	 an	 instant	 longer,	 then	 bending,	 ran	 her	 hand	 caressingly	 down	 a

rosy	 bare	 leg,	 while	 she	 kissed	 the	 babyish	 red	mouth.	 There	 had	 been	 some
reason	 for	 touching	 all	 of	 them,	 the	 kiss	 fell	 on	 the	 lips	 which	 were	 like
Freckles's.
To	 Elnora	 she	 said	 a	 tender	 good-night,	 whispering	 brave	 words	 of

encouragement	and	making	plans	to	fill	the	days	to	come.	Then	she	went	away.
An	hour	later	there	was	a	light	tap	on	the	girl's	door.
"Come!"	she	called	as	she	lay	staring	into	the	dark.
The	Angel	felt	her	way	to	the	bedside,	sat	down	and	took	Elnora's	hands.
"I	just	had	to	come	back	to	you,"	she	said.	"I	have	been	telling	Freckles,	and

he	 is	 almost	 hurting	 himself	with	 laughing.	 I	 didn't	 think	 it	was	 funny,	 but	 he
does.	He	 thinks	 it's	 the	 funniest	 thing	 that	 ever	 happened.	He	 says	 that	 to	 run
away	 from	Mr.	Ammon,	when	 you	 had	made	 him	no	 promise	 at	 all,	when	 he
wasn't	sure	of	you,	won't	send	him	home	to	her;	it	will	set	him	hunting	you!	He
says	 if	 you	 had	 combined	 the	 wisdom	 of	 Solomon,	 Socrates,	 and	 all	 the
remainder	of	the	wise	men,	you	couldn't	have	chosen	any	course	that	would	have
sealed	him	to	you	so	surely.	He	feels	 that	now	Mr.	Ammon	will	perfectly	hate
her	for	coming	down	there	and	driving	you	away.	And	you	went	to	give	her	the
chance	she	wanted.	Oh,	Elnora!	It	is	becoming	funny!	I	see	it,	too!"
The	Angel	rocked	on	the	bedside.	Elnora	faced	the	dark	in	silence.
"Forgive	me,"	gulped	the	Angel.	"I	didn't	mean	to	laugh.	I	didn't	think	it	was

funny,	until	all	at	once	it	came	to	me.	Oh,	dear!	Elnora,	 it	 is	 funny!	I've	got	to
laugh!"
"Maybe	it	is,"	admitted	Elnora	"to	others;	but	it	isn't	very	funny	to	me.	And	it



won't	be	to	Philip,	or	to	mother."
That	was	very	 true.	Mrs.	Comstock	had	been	 slightly	prepared	 for	 stringent

action	of	some	kind,	by	what	Elnora	had	said.	The	mother	instantly	had	guessed
where	the	girl	would	go,	but	nothing	was	said	to	Philip.	That	would	have	been	to
invalidate	Elnora's	test	in	the	beginning,	and	Mrs.	Comstock	knew	her	child	well
enough	to	know	that	she	never	would	marry	Philip	unless	she	felt	it	right	that	she
should.	 The	 only	 way	 was	 to	 find	 out,	 and	 Elnora	 had	 gone	 to	 seek	 the
information.	 There	 was	 nothing	 to	 do	 but	 wait	 until	 she	 came	 back,	 and	 her
mother	was	not	in	the	least	uneasy	but	that	the	girl	would	return	brave	and	self-
reliant,	as	always.
Philip	Ammon	hurried	back	to	the	Limberlost,	strong	in	the	hope	that	now	he

might	take	Elnora	into	his	arms	and	receive	her	promise	to	become	his	wife.	His
first	shock	of	disappointment	came	when	he	found	her	gone.	In	talking	with	Mrs.
Comstock	 he	 learned	 that	 Edith	 Carr	 had	 made	 an	 opportunity	 to	 speak	 with
Elnora	 alone.	He	 hastened	 down	 the	 road	 to	meet	 her,	 coming	 back	 alone,	 an
agitated	man.	Then	search	revealed	the	notes.	His	read:
DEAR	PHILIP:
I	 find	 that	 I	 am	 never	 going	 to	 be	 able	 to	 answer	 your	 question	 of	 this

afternoon	fairly	to	all	of	us,	when	you	are	with	me.	So	I	am	going	away	a	few
weeks	to	think	over	matters	alone.	I	shall	not	tell	you,	or	even	mother,	where	I
am	going,	but	I	shall	be	safe,	well	cared	for,	and	happy.	Please	go	back	home	and
live	among	your	friends,	just	as	you	always	have	done,	and	on	or	before	the	first
of	September,	I	will	write	you	where	I	am,	and	what	I	have	decided.	Please	do
not	blame	Edith	Carr	for	this,	and	do	not	avoid	her.	I	hope	you	will	call	on	her
and	be	friends.	I	think	she	is	very	sorry,	and	covets	your	friendship	at	least.	Until
September,	then,	as	ever,
ELNORA.
Mrs.	Comstock's	note	was	much	the	same.	Philip	was	ill	with	disappointment.

In	 the	 arbour	 he	 laid	 his	 head	on	 the	 table,	 among	 the	 implements	 of	Elnora's
loved	work,	 and	 gulped	 down	 dry	 sobs	 he	 could	 not	 restrain.	Mrs.	 Comstock
never	had	liked	him	so	well.	Her	hand	involuntarily	crept	toward	his	dark	head,
then	 she	 drew	 back.	 Elnora	 would	 not	 want	 her	 to	 do	 anything	 whatever	 to
influence	him.
"What	 am	 I	 going	 to	 do	 to	 convince	Edith	Carr	 that	 I	 do	 not	 love	 her,	 and

Elnora	that	I	am	hers?"	he	demanded.
"I	 guess	 you	 have	 to	 figure	 that	 out	 yourself,"	 said	Mrs.	Comstock.	 "I'd	 be

glad	to	help	you	if	I	could,	but	it	seems	to	be	up	to	you."
Philip	sat	a	long	time	in	silence.	"Well,	I	have	decided!"	he	said	abruptly.	"Are

you	perfectly	sure	Elnora	had	plenty	of	money	and	a	safe	place	to	go?"



"Absolutely!"	answered	Mrs.	Comstock.	"She	has	been	taking	care	of	herself
ever	since	she	was	born,	and	she	always	has	come	out	all	right,	so	far;	I'll	stake
all	I'm	worth	on	it,	that	she	always	will.	I	don't	know	where	she	is,	but	I'm	not
going	to	worry	about	her	safety."
"I	 can't	 help	 worrying!"	 cried	 Philip.	 "I	 can	 think	 of	 fifty	 things	 that	 may

happen	to	her	when	she	thinks	she	is	safe.	This	is	distracting!	First,	I	am	going	to
run	up	to	see	my	father.	Then,	I'll	let	you	know	what	we	have	decided.	Is	there
anything	I	can	do	for	you?"
"Nothing!"	said	Mrs.	Comstock.
But	 the	desire	 to	do	 something	 for	him	was	 so	 strong	with	her	 she	 scarcely

could	keep	her	lips	closed	or	her	hands	quiet.	She	longed	to	tell	him	what	Edith
Carr	 had	 said,	 how	 it	 had	 affected	Elnora,	 and	 to	 comfort	 him	 as	 she	 felt	 she
could.	 But	 loyalty	 to	 the	 girl	 held	 her.	 If	 Elnora	 truly	 felt	 that	 she	 could	 not
decide	until	Edith	Carr	was	convinced,	 then	Edith	Carr	would	have	 to	yield	or
triumph.	It	 rested	with	Philip.	So	Mrs.	Comstock	kept	silent,	while	Philip	 took
the	night	limited,	a	bitterly	disappointed	man.
By	 noon	 the	 next	 day	 he	 was	 in	 his	 father's	 offices.	 They	 had	 a	 long

conference,	but	did	not	arrive	at	much	until	the	elder	Ammon	suggested	sending
for	Polly.	Anything	that	might	have	happened	could	be	explained	after	Polly	had
told	of	the	private	conference	between	Edith	and	Elnora.
"Talk	about	lovely	woman!"	cried	Philip	Ammon.	"One	would	think	that	after

such	a	dose	as	Edith	gave	me,	she	would	be	satisfied	to	let	me	go	my	way,	but
no!	Not	caring	for	me	enough	herself	to	save	me	from	public	disgrace,	she	must
now	pursue	me	to	keep	any	other	woman	from	loving	me.	I	call	that	too	much!	I
am	going	to	see	her,	and	I	want	you	to	go	with	me,	father."
"Very	well,"	said	Mr.	Ammon,	"I	will	go."
When	 Edith	 Carr	 came	 into	 her	 reception-room	 that	 afternoon,	 gowned	 for

conquest,	she	expected	only	Philip,	and	him	penitent.	She	came	hurrying	toward
him,	smiling,	radiant,	ready	to	use	every	allurement	she	possessed,	and	paused	in
dismay	when	she	saw	his	cold	face	and	his	father.	"Why,	Phil!"	she	cried.	"When
did	you	come	home?"
"I	 am	not	 at	 home,"	 answered	Philip.	 "I	merely	 ran	 up	 to	 see	my	 father	 on

business,	and	to	inquire	of	you	what	it	was	you	said	to	Miss	Comstock	yesterday
that	caused	her	to	disappear	before	I	could	return	to	the	Limberlost."
"Miss	Comstock	disappear!	Impossible!"	cried	Edith	Carr.	"Where	could	she

go?"
"I	 thought	perhaps	you	could	answer	 that,	 since	 it	was	 through	you	 that	 she

went."
"Phil,	I	haven't	the	faintest	idea	where	she	is,"	said	the	girl	gently.



"But	you	know	perfectly	why	she	went!	Kindly	tell	me	that."
"Let	me	see	you	alone,	and	I	will."
"Here	and	now,	or	not	at	all."
"Phil!"
"What	did	you	say	to	the	girl	I	love?"
Then	Edith	Carr	stretched	out	her	arms.
"Phil,	 I	 am	 the	girl	 you	 love!"	 she	 cried.	 "All	 your	 life	you	have	 loved	me.

Surely	it	cannot	be	all	gone	in	a	few	weeks	of	misunderstanding.	I	was	jealous	of
her!	I	did	not	want	you	to	leave	me	an	instant	that	night	for	any	other	girl	living.
That	was	the	moth	I	was	representing.	Every	one	knew	it!	I	wanted	you	to	bring
it	to	me.	When	you	did	not,	I	knew	instantly	it	had	been	for	her	that	you	worked
last	summer,	she	who	suggested	my	dress,	she	who	had	power	to	take	you	from
me,	when	 I	wanted	 you	most.	The	 thought	 drove	me	mad,	 and	 I	 said	 and	 did
those	 insane	 things.	Phil,	 I	beg	your	pardon!	 I	ask	your	 forgiveness.	Yesterday
she	said	that	you	had	told	her	of	me	at	once.	She	vowed	both	of	you	had	been
true	to	me	and	Phil,	I	couldn't	look	into	her	eyes	and	not	see	that	it	was	the	truth.
Oh,	Phil,	 if	you	understood	how	I	have	suffered	you	would	forgive	me.	Phil,	 I
never	knew	how	much	I	cared	for	you!	I	will	do	anything—anything!"
"Then	 tell	me	what	 you	 said	 to	 Elnora	 yesterday	 that	 drove	 her,	 alone	 and

friendless,	into	the	night,	heaven	knows	where!"
"You	have	no	thought	for	any	one	save	her?"
"Yes,"	said	Philip.	"I	have.	Because	I	once	loved	you,	and	believed	in	you,	my

heart	 aches	 for	you.	 I	will	gladly	 forgive	anything	you	ask.	 I	will	do	anything
you	 want,	 except	 to	 resume	 our	 former	 relations.	 That	 is	 impossible.	 It	 is
hopeless	and	useless	to	ask	it."
"You	truly	mean	that!"
"Yes."
"Then	find	out	from	her	what	I	said!"
"Come,	father,"	said	Philip,	rising.
"You	 were	 going	 to	 show	Miss	 Comstock's	 letter	 to	 Edith!"	 suggested	Mr.

Ammon.
"I	have	not	the	slightest	interest	in	Miss	Comstock's	letter,"	said	Edith	Carr.
"You	are	not	even	interested	in	the	fact	that	she	says	you	are	not	responsible

for	her	going,	and	that	I	am	to	call	on	you	and	be	friends	with	you?"
"That	is	interesting,	indeed!"	sneered	Miss	Carr.
She	took	the	letter,	read	and	returned	it.
"She	has	done	what	she	could	for	my	cause,	it	seems,"	she	said	coldly.	"How

very	 generous	 of	 her!	Do	you	propose	 calling	 out	Pinkertons	 and	 instituting	 a
general	search?"



"No,"	replied	Philip.	"I	simply	propose	to	go	back	to	the	Limberlost	and	live
with	her	mother,	until	Elnora	becomes	convinced	that	I	am	not	courting	you,	and
never	shall	be.	Then,	perhaps,	she	will	come	home	to	us.	Good-bye.	Good	luck
to	you	always!"



Chapter		24	
Wherein	 Edith	 Carr	 wages	 a	 battle,	 and	 Hart
Henderson	stands	guard
Many	people	 looked,	 a	 few	 followed,	when	Edith	Carr	 slowly	 came	down	 the
main	 street	of	Mackinac,	pausing	here	 and	 there	 to	note	 the	glow	of	 colour	 in
one	small	booth	after	another,	overflowing	with	gay	curios.	That	street	of	packed
white	sand,	winding	with	 the	curves	of	 the	shore,	outlined	with	brilliant	shops,
and	 thronged	 with	 laughing,	 bare-headed	 people	 in	 outing	 costumes	 was	 a
picturesque	and	 fascinating	sight.	Thousands	annually	made	 long	 journeys	and
paid	exorbitant	prices	to	take	part	in	that	pageant.
As	Edith	Carr	passed,	she	was	the	most	distinguished	figure	of	the	old	street.

Her	 clinging	 black	 gown	was	 sufficiently	 elaborate	 for	 a	 dinner	 dress.	On	 her
head	 was	 a	 large,	 wide,	 drooping-brimmed	 black	 hat,	 with	 immense	 floating
black	 plumes,	 while	 on	 the	 brim,	 and	 among	 the	 laces	 on	 her	 breast	 glowed
velvety,	deep	red	roses.	Some	way	 these	made	up	for	 the	 lack	of	colour	 in	her
cheeks	 and	 lips,	 and	 while	 her	 eyes	 seemed	 unnaturally	 bright,	 to	 a	 close
observer	 they	appeared	weary.	Despite	 the	effort	she	made	to	move	lightly	she
was	very	tired,	and	dragged	her	heavy	feet	with	an	effort.
She	turned	at	the	little	street	leading	to	the	dock,	and	went	to	meet	the	big	lake

steamer	ploughing	up	the	Straits	from	Chicago.	Past	the	landing	place,	on	to	the
very	end	of	the	pier	she	went,	then	sat	down,	leaned	against	a	dock	support	and
closed	her	tired	eyes.	When	the	steamer	came	very	close	she	languidly	watched
the	people	lining	the	railing.	Instantly	she	marked	one	lean	anxious	face	turned
toward	 hers,	 and	 with	 a	 throb	 of	 pity	 she	 lifted	 a	 hand	 and	 waved	 to	 Hart
Henderson.	He	was	the	first	man	to	leave	the	boat,	coming	to	her	instantly.	She
spread	her	trailing	skirts	and	motioned	him	to	sit	beside	her.	Silently	they	looked
across	the	softly	lapping	water.	At	last	she	forced	herself	to	speak	to	him.
"Did	you	have	a	successful	trip?"
"I	accomplished	my	purpose."
"You	didn't	lose	any	time	getting	back."
"I	never	do	when	I	am	coming	to	you."
"Do	you	want	to	go	to	the	cottage	for	anything?"
"No."



"Then	 let	us	sit	here	and	wait	until	 the	Petoskey	steamer	comes	 in.	 I	 like	 to
watch	the	boats.	Sometimes	I	study	the	faces,	if	I	am	not	too	tired."
"Have	you	seen	any	new	types	to-day?"
She	shook	her	head.	"This	has	not	been	an	easy	day,	Hart."
"And	it's	going	to	be	worse,"	said	Henderson	bitterly.	"There's	no	use	putting

it	off.	Edith,	I	saw	some	one	to-day."
"You	should	have	seen	thousands,"	she	said	lightly.
"I	did.	But	of	them	all,	only	one	will	be	of	interest	to	you."
"Man	or	woman?"
"Man."
"Where?"
"Lake	Shore	private	hospital."
"An	accident?"
"No.	Nervous	and	physical	breakdown."
"Phil	said	he	was	going	back	to	the	Limberlost."
"He	went.	He	was	there	three	weeks,	but	the	strain	broke	him.	He	has	an	old

letter	in	his	hands	that	he	has	handled	until	it	is	ragged.	He	held	it	up	to	me	and
said:	'You	can	see	for	yourself	that	she	says	she	will	be	well	and	happy,	but	we
can't	know	until	we	see	her	again,	and	that	may	never	be.	She	may	have	gone	too
near	 that	place	her	 father	went	down,	 some	of	 that	Limberlost	gang	may	have
found	 her	 in	 the	 forest,	 she	 may	 lie	 dead	 in	 some	 city	 morgue	 this	 instant,
waiting	for	me	to	find	her	body.'"
"Hart!	For	pity	sake	stop!"
"I	 can't,"	 cried	 Henderson	 desperately.	 "I	 am	 forced	 to	 tell	 you.	 They	 are

fighting	brain	fever.	He	did	go	back	to	 the	swamp	and	he	prowled	it	night	and
day.	The	days	down	there	are	hot	now,	and	the	nights	wet	with	dew	and	cold.	He
paid	no	attention	and	forgot	his	food.	A	fever	started	and	his	uncle	brought	him
home.	 They've	 never	 had	 a	 word	 from	 her,	 or	 found	 a	 trace	 of	 her.	 Mrs.
Comstock	thought	she	had	gone	to	O'Mores'	at	Great	Rapids,	so	when	Phil	broke
down	she	telegraphed	there.	They	had	been	gone	all	summer,	so	her	mother	is	as
anxious	as	Phil."
"The	O'Mores	 are	 here,"	 said	Edith.	 "I	 haven't	 seen	 any	 of	 them,	 because	 I

haven't	gone	out	much	in	the	few	days	since	we	came,	but	this	is	their	summer
home."
"Edith,	they	say	at	the	hospital	that	it	will	take	careful	nursing	to	save	Phil.	He

is	surrounded	by	stacks	of	maps	and	railroad	guides.	He	is	trying	to	frame	up	a
plan	 to	set	 the	entire	detective	agency	of	 the	country	 to	work.	He	says	he	will
stay	 there	 just	 two	 days	 longer.	 The	 doctors	 say	 he	will	 kill	 himself	when	 he
goes.	He	 is	a	sick	man,	Edith.	His	hands	are	burning	and	shaky	and	his	breath



was	hot	against	my	face."
"Why	are	you	telling	me?"	It	was	a	cry	of	acute	anguish.
"He	thinks	you	know	where	she	is."
"I	do	not!	I	haven't	an	idea!	I	never	dreamed	she	would	go	away	when	she	had

him	in	her	hand!	I	should	not	have	done	it!"
"He	said	it	was	something	you	said	to	her	that	made	her	go."
"That	may	be,	but	it	doesn't	prove	that	I	know	where	she	went."
Henderson	 looked	across	 the	water	and	suffered	keenly.	At	 last	he	 turned	 to

Edith	and	laid	a	firm,	strong	hand	over	hers.
"Edith,"	he	said,	"do	you	realize	how	serious	this	is?"
"I	suppose	I	do."
"Do	you	want	as	fine	a	fellow	as	Philip	driven	any	further?	If	he	leaves	that

hospital	now,	and	goes	out	to	the	exposure	and	anxiety	of	a	search	for	her,	there
will	be	a	tragedy	that	no	after	regrets	can	avert.	Edith,	what	did	you	say	to	Miss
Comstock	that	made	her	run	away	from	Phil?"
The	girl	turned	her	face	from	him	and	sat	still,	but	the	man	gripping	her	hands

and	waiting	in	agony	could	see	that	she	was	shaken	by	the	jolting	of	the	heart	in
her	breast.
"Edith,	what	did	you	say?"
"What	difference	can	it	make?"
"It	might	furnish	some	clue	to	her	action."
"It	could	not	possibly."
"Phil	thinks	so.	He	has	thought	so	until	his	brain	is	worn	enough	to	give	way.

Tell	me,	Edith!"
"I	told	her	Phil	was	mine!	That	if	he	were	away	from	her	an	hour	and	back	in

my	presence,	he	would	be	to	me	as	he	always	has	been."
"Edith,	did	you	believe	that?"
"I	would	have	staked	my	life,	my	soul	on	it!"
"Do	you	believe	it	now?"
There	 was	 no	 answer.	 Henderson	 took	 her	 other	 hand	 and	 holding	 both	 of

them	firmly	he	said	softly:	"Don't	mind	me,	dear.	I	don't	count!	I'm	just	old	Hart!
You	can	tell	me	anything.	Do	you	still	believe	that?"
The	 beautiful	 head	 barely	moved	 in	 negation.	Henderson	 gathered	 both	 her

hands	 in	 one	 of	 his	 and	 stretched	 an	 arm	 across	 her	 shoulders	 to	 the	 post	 to
support	her.	She	dragged	her	hands	from	him	and	twisted	them	together.
"Oh,	Hart!"	she	cried.	"It	isn't	fair!	There	is	a	limit!	I	have	suffered	my	share.

Can't	you	see?	Can't	you	understand?"
"Yes,"	 he	 panted.	 "Yes,	 my	 girl!	 Tell	 me	 just	 this	 one	 thing	 yet,	 and	 I'll

cheerfully	kill	any	one	who	annoys	you	further.	Tell	me,	Edith!"



Then	she	 lifted	her	big,	dull,	pain-filled	eyes	 to	his	and	cried:	"No!	I	do	not
believe	it	now!	I	know	it	is	not	true!	I	killed	his	love	for	me.	It	is	dead	and	gone
forever.	Nothing	will	revive	it!	Nothing	in	all	this	world.	And	that	is	not	all.	I	did
not	know	how	to	touch	the	depths	of	his	nature.	I	never	developed	in	him	those
things	he	was	made	to	enjoy.	He	admired	me.	He	was	proud	to	be	with	me.	He
thought,	and	I	thought,	that	he	worshipped	me;	but	I	know	now	that	he	never	did
care	for	me	as	he	cares	for	her.	Never!	I	can	see	it!	I	planned	to	lead	society,	to
make	 his	 home	 a	 place	 sought	 for	 my	 beauty	 and	 popularity.	 She	 plans	 to
advance	his	political	ambitions,	to	make	him	comfortable	physically,	to	stimulate
his	 intellect,	 to	 bear	 him	 a	 brood	 of	 red-faced	 children.	 He	 likes	 her	 and	 her
plans	as	he	never	did	me	and	mine.	Oh,	my	soul!	Now,	are	you	satisfied?"
She	dropped	back	against	his	arm	exhausted.	Henderson	held	her	and	learned

what	suffering	 truly	means.	He	fanned	her	with	his	hat,	 rubbed	her	cold	hands
and	 murmured	 broken,	 incoherent	 things.	 By	 and	 by	 slow	 tears	 slipped	 from
under	her	closed	lids,	but	when	she	opened	them	her	eyes	were	dull	and	hard.
"What	a	rag	one	is	when	the	last	secret	of	the	soul	is	torn	out	and	laid	bare!"

she	cried.
Henderson	thrust	his	handkerchief	into	her	fingers	and	whispered,	"Edith,	the

boat	has	been	creeping	up.	It's	very	close.	Maybe	some	of	our	crowd	are	on	it.
Hadn't	we	better	slip	away	from	here	before	it	lands?"
"If	I	can	walk,"	she	said.	"Oh,	I	am	so	dead	tired,	Hart!
"Yes,	dear,"	said	Henderson	soothingly.	"Just	try	to	pass	the	landing	before	the

boat	anchors.	If	I	only	dared	carry	you!"
They	struggled	through	the	waiting	masses,	but	directly	opposite	the	landing

there	was	a	backward	movement	 in	 the	happy,	 laughing	crowd,	 the	gang-plank
came	 down	 with	 a	 slam,	 and	 people	 began	 hurrying	 from	 the	 boat.	 Crowded
against	the	fish	house	on	the	dock,	Henderson	could	only	advance	a	few	steps	at
a	time.	He	was	straining	every	nerve	to	protect	and	assist	Edith.	He	saw	no	one
he	recognized	near	them,	so	he	slipped	his	arm	across	her	back	to	help	support
her.	He	felt	her	stiffen	against	him	and	catch	her	breath.	At	the	same	instant,	the
clearest,	 sweetest	male	voice	he	ever	had	heard	called:	 "Be	careful	 there,	 little
men!"
Henderson	sent	a	swift	glance	 toward	 the	boat.	Terence	O'More	had	stepped

from	the	gang-plank,	leading	a	little	daughter,	so	like	him,	it	was	comical.	There
followed	 a	 picture	 not	 easy	 to	 describe.	 The	 Angel	 in	 the	 full	 flower	 of	 her
beauty,	richly	dressed,	a	laugh	on	her	cameo	face,	the	setting	sun	glinting	on	her
gold	 hair,	 escorted	 by	 her	 eldest	 son,	who	 held	 her	 hand	 tightly	 and	 carefully
watched	her	steps.	Next	came	Elnora,	dressed	with	equal	richness,	a	trifle	taller
and	 slenderer,	 almost	 the	 same	 type	 of	 colouring,	 but	 with	 different	 eyes	 and



hair,	 facial	 lines	 and	 expression.	 She	was	 led	 by	 the	 second	O'More	 boy	who
convulsed	 the	 crowd	 by	 saying:	 "Tareful,	 Elnora!	 Don't	 'oo	 be	 'teppin'	 in	 de
water!"
People	surged	around	them,	purposely	closing	them	in.
"What	lovely	women!	Who	are	they?	It's	the	O'Mores.	The	lightest	one	is	his

wife.	Is	that	her	sister?	No,	it	is	his!	They	say	he	has	a	title	in	England."
Whispers	 ran	 fast	 and	 audible.	 As	 the	 crowd	 pressed	 around	 the	 party	 an

opening	 was	 left	 beside	 the	 fish	 sheds.	 Edith	 ran	 down	 the	 dock.	 Henderson
sprang	after	her,	catching	her	arm	and	assisting	her	to	the	street.
"Up	the	shore!	This	way!"	she	panted.	"Every	one	will	go	to	dinner	the	first

thing	they	do."
They	 left	 the	 street	 and	 started	 around	 the	 beach,	 but	 Edith	 was	 breathless

from	running,	while	the	yielding	sand	made	difficult	walking.
"Help	 me!"	 she	 cried,	 clinging	 to	 Henderson.	 He	 put	 his	 arm	 around	 her,

almost	carrying	her	from	sight	into	a	little	cove	walled	by	high	rocks	at	the	back,
while	there	was	a	clean	floor	of	white	sand,	and	logs	washed	from	the	lake	for
seats.	He	found	one	of	these	with	a	back	rest,	and	hurrying	down	to	the	water	he
soaked	his	handkerchief	and	carried	it	to	her.	She	passed	it	across	her	lips,	over
her	eyes,	and	then	pressed	the	palms	of	her	hands	upon	it.	Henderson	removed
the	heavy	hat,	fanned	her	with	his,	and	wet	the	handkerchief	again.
"Hart,	what	makes	you?"	she	said	wearily.	"My	mother	doesn't	care.	She	says

this	is	good	for	me.	Do	you	think	this	is	good	for	me,	Hart?"
"Edith,	you	know	I	would	give	my	life	if	I	could	save	you	this,"	he	said,	and

could	not	speak	further.
She	leaned	against	him,	closed	her	eyes	and	lay	silent	so	long	the	man	fell	into

panic.
"Edith,	you	are	not	unconscious?"	he	whispered,	touching	her.
"No,	just	resting.	Please	don't	leave	me."
He	held	her	carefully,	gently	fanning	her.	She	was	suffering	almost	more	than

either	of	them	could	endure.
"I	wish	you	had	your	boat,"	she	said	at	last.	"I	want	to	sail	with	the	wind	in	my

face."
"There	is	no	wind.	I	can	bring	my	motor	around	in	a	few	minutes."
"Then	get	it."
"Lie	on	 the	 sand.	 I	 can	 'phone	 from	 the	 first	booth.	 It	won't	 take	but	a	 little

while."
Edith	 lay	 on	 the	white	 sand,	 and	Henderson	 covered	 her	 face	with	 her	 hat.

Then	he	ran	to	the	nearest	booth	and	talked	imperatively.	Presently	he	was	back
bringing	 a	 hot	 drink	 that	 was	 stimulating.	 Shortly	 the	 motor	 ran	 close	 to	 the



beach	 and	 stopped.	 Henderson's	 servant	 brought	 a	 row-boat	 ashore	 and	 took
them	 to	 the	 launch.	 It	was	 filled	with	 cushions	 and	wraps.	Henderson	made	 a
couch	 and	 soon,	 warmly	 covered,	 Edith	 sped	 out	 over	 the	 water	 in	 search	 of
peace.
Hour	after	hour	the	boat	ran	up	and	down	the	shore.	The	moon	arose	and	the

night	air	grew	very	chilly.	Henderson	put	on	an	overcoat	and	piled	more	covers
on	Edith.
"You	must	take	me	home,"	she	said	at	last.	"The	folks	will	be	uneasy."
He	was	 compelled	 to	 take	 her	 to	 the	 cottage	with	 the	 battle	 still	 raging.	He

went	 back	 early	 the	 next	morning,	 but	 already	 she	 had	wandered	out	 over	 the
island.	 Instinctively	Henderson	 felt	 that	 the	 shore	would	attract	her.	There	was
something	in	the	tumult	of	rough	little	Huron's	waves	that	called	to	him.	It	was
there	he	 found	her,	 crouching	 so	 close	 the	water	 the	 foam	was	dampening	her
skirts.
"May	I	stay?"	he	asked.
"I	have	been	hoping	you	would	come,"	she	answered.	"It's	bad	enough	when

you	are	here,	but	it	is	a	little	easier	than	bearing	it	alone."
"Thank	God	for	that!"	said	Henderson	sitting	beside	her.	"Shall	I	talk	to	you?"
She	shook	her	head.	So	 they	sat	by	 the	hour.	At	 last	 she	 spoke:	 "Of	course,

you	know	there	is	something	I	have	got	to	do,	Hart!"
"You	have	not!"	cried	Henderson,	violently.	"That's	all	nonsense!	Give	me	just

one	word	of	permission.	That	is	all	that	is	required	of	you."
"'Required?'	You	grant,	then,	that	there	is	something	'required?'"
"One	word.	Nothing	more."
"Did	you	ever	know	one	word	could	be	so	big,	so	black,	so	desperately	bitter?

Oh,	Hart!"
"No."
"But	you	know	it	now,	Hart!"
"Yes."
"And	still	you	say	that	it	is	'required?'"
Henderson	suffered	unspeakably.	At	last	he	said:	"If	you	had	seen	and	heard

him,	Edith,	you,	too,	would	feel	that	it	is	'required.'	Remember——"
"No!	No!	No!"	 she	 cried.	 "Don't	 ask	me	 to	 remember	 even	 the	 least	 of	my

pride	and	folly.	Let	me	forget!"
She	sat	silent	for	a	long	time.
"Will	you	go	with	me?"	she	whispered.
"Of	course."
At	last	she	arose.
"I	might	as	well	give	up	and	have	it	over,"	she	faltered.



That	was	the	first	time	in	her	life	that	Edith	Carr	ever	had	proposed	to	give	up
anything	she	wanted.
"Help	me,	Hart!"
Henderson	 started	 around	 the	 beach	 assisting	 her	 all	 he	 could.	 Finally	 he

stopped.
"Edith,	 there	 is	no	sense	 in	 this!	You	are	 too	 tired	 to	go.	You	know	you	can

trust	me.	You	wait	in	any	of	these	lovely	places	and	send	me.	You	will	be	safe,
and	I'll	run.	One	word	is	all	that	is	necessary."
"But	I've	got	to	say	that	word	myself,	Hart!"
"Then	write	 it,	 and	 let	me	 carry	 it.	The	message	 is	 not	 going	 to	 prove	who

went	to	the	office	and	sent	it."
"That	is	quite	true,"	she	said,	dropping	wearily,	but	she	made	no	movement	to

take	the	pen	and	paper	he	offered.
"Hart,	you	write	it,"	she	said	at	last.
Henderson	turned	away	his	face.	He	gripped	the	pen,	while	his	breath	sucked

between	his	dry	teeth.
"Certainly!"	he	said	when	he	could	speak.	"Mackinac,	August	27,	1908.	Philip

Ammon,	 Lake	 Shore	 Hospital,	 Chicago."	 He	 paused	 with	 suspended	 pen	 and
glanced	 at	 Edith.	 Her	 white	 lips	 were	 working,	 but	 no	 sound	 came.	 "Miss
Comstock	 is	 with	 the	 Terence	 O'Mores,	 on	 Mackinac	 Island,"	 prompted
Henderson.
Edith	nodded.
"Signed,	Henderson,"	continued	the	big	man.
Edith	shook	her	head.
"Say,	'She	is	well	and	happy,'	and	sign,	Edith	Carr!"	she	panted.
"Not	on	your	life!"	flashed	Henderson.
"For	the	love	of	mercy,	Hart,	don't	make	this	any	harder!	It	is	the	least	I	can

do,	and	it	takes	every	ounce	of	strength	in	me	to	do	it."
"Will	you	wait	for	me	here?"	he	asked.
She	nodded,	and,	pulling	his	hat	 lower	over	his	eyes,	Henderson	ran	around

the	 shore.	 In	 less	 than	 an	 hour	 he	 was	 back.	 He	 helped	 her	 a	 little	 farther	 to
where	the	Devil's	Kitchen	lay	cut	into	the	rocks;	it	furnished	places	to	rest,	and
cool	water.	Before	long	his	man	came	with	the	boat.	From	it	they	spread	blankets
on	 the	 sand	 for	 her,	 and	made	 chafing-dish	 tea.	 She	 tried	 to	 refuse	 it,	 but	 the
fragrance	 overcame	 her	 for	 she	 drank	 ravenously.	 Then	 Henderson	 cooked
several	 dishes	 and	 spread	 an	 appetizing	 lunch.	 She	 was	 young,	 strong,	 and
almost	famished	for	food.	She	was	forced	to	eat.	That	made	her	feel	much	better.
Then	Henderson	helped	her	into	the	boat	and	ran	it	through	shady	coves	of	the
shore,	where	there	were	refreshing	breezes.	When	she	fell	asleep	the	girl	did	not



know,	but	 the	man	did.	Sadly	 in	need	of	 rest	himself,	he	 ran	 that	boat	 for	 five
hours	through	quiet	bays,	away	from	noisy	parties,	and	where	the	shade	was	cool
and	deep.	When	she	awoke	he	took	her	home,	and	as	 they	went	she	knew	that
she	had	been	mistaken.	She	would	not	die.	Her	heart	was	not	even	broken.	She
had	suffered	horribly;	she	would	suffer	more;	but	eventually	the	pain	must	wear
out.	Into	her	head	crept	a	few	lines	of	an	old	opera:

"Hearts	do	not	break,	they	sting	and	ache,
For	old	love's	sake,	but	do	not	die,
As	witnesseth	the	living	I."

That	 evening	 they	 were	 sailing	 down	 the	 Straits	 before	 a	 stiff	 breeze	 and
Henderson	was	busy	with	the	tiller	when	she	said	to	him:	"Hart,	I	want	you	to	do
something	more	for	me."
"You	have	only	to	tell	me,"	he	said.
"Have	I	only	to	tell	you,	Hart?"	she	asked	softly.
"Haven't	you	learned	that	yet,	Edith?"
"I	want	you	to	go	away."
"Very	well,"	he	said	quietly,	but	his	face	whitened	visibly.
"You	say	that	as	if	you	had	been	expecting	it."
"I	have.	I	knew	from	the	beginning	that	when	this	was	over	you	would	dislike

me	for	having	seen	you	suffer.	I	have	grown	my	Gethsemane	in	a	full	realization
of	what	was	coming,	but	I	could	not	leave	you,	Edith,	so	long	as	it	seemed	to	me
that	I	was	serving	you.	Does	it	make	any	difference	to	you	where	I	go?"
"I	want	you	where	you	will	be	loved,	and	good	care	taken	of	you."
"Thank	you!"	said	Henderson,	smiling	grimly.	"Have	you	any	idea	where	such

a	spot	might	be	found?"
"It	 should	 be	with	 your	 sister	 at	 Los	Angeles.	 She	 always	 has	 seemed	 very

fond	of	you."
"That	is	quite	true,"	said	Henderson,	his	eyes	brightening	a	little.	"I	will	go	to

her.	When	shall	I	start?"
"At	once."
Henderson	began	to	tack	for	the	landing,	but	his	hands	shook	until	he	scarcely

could	manage	the	boat.	Edith	Carr	sat	watching	him	indifferently,	but	her	heart
was	throbbing	painfully.	"Why	is	there	so	much	suffering	in	the	world?"	she	kept
whispering	 to	 herself.	 Inside	 her	 door	 Henderson	 took	 her	 by	 the	 shoulders
almost	roughly.
"For	how	long	is	this,	Edith,	and	how	are	you	going	to	say	good-bye	to	me?"
She	raised	tired,	pain-filled	eyes	to	his.



"I	don't	know	for	how	long	it	is,"	she	said.	"It	seems	now	as	if	it	had	been	a
slow	 eternity.	 I	wish	 to	my	 soul	 that	God	would	 be	merciful	 to	me	 and	make
something	 'snap'	 in	my	heart,	 as	 there	did	 in	Phil's,	 that	would	give	me	 rest.	 I
don't	know	for	how	 long,	but	 I'm	perfectly	 shameless	with	you,	Hart.	 If	peace
ever	comes	and	I	want	you,	I	won't	wait	for	you	to	find	it	out	yourself,	I'll	cable,
Marconigraph,	anything.	As	for	how	I	say	good-bye;	any	way	you	please,	I	don't
care	in	the	least	what	happens	to	me."
Henderson	studied	her	intently.
"In	 that	 case,	we	will	 shake	hands,"	he	 said.	 "Good-bye,	Edith.	Don't	 forget

that	every	hour	I	am	thinking	of	you	and	hoping	all	good	things	will	come	to	you
soon."



Chapter		25	
Wherein	Philip	finds	Elnora,	and	Edith	Carr	offers	a
yellow	emperor
"Oh,	 I	need	my	own	violin,"	cried	Elnora.	"This	one	may	be	a	 thousand	 times
more	expensive,	and	much	older	than	mine;	but	it	wasn't	inspired	and	taught	to
sing	 by	 a	man	who	 knew	 how.	 It	 doesn't	 know	 'beans,'	 as	mother	would	 say,
about	the	Limberlost."
The	guests	in	the	O'More	music-room	laughed	appreciatively.
"Why	 don't	 you	 write	 your	 mother	 to	 come	 for	 a	 visit	 and	 bring	 yours?"

suggested	Freckles.
"I	did	that	three	days	ago,"	acknowledged	Elnora.	"I	am	half	expecting	her	on

the	 noon	 boat.	 That	 is	 one	 reason	why	 this	 violin	 grows	worse	 every	minute.
There	is	nothing	at	all	the	matter	with	me."
"Splendid!"	cried	the	Angel.	"I've	begged	and	begged	her	to	do	it.	I	know	how

anxious	 these	 mothers	 become.	 When	 did	 you	 send?	 What	 made	 you?	 Why
didn't	you	tell	me?"
"'When?'	 Three	 days	 ago.	 'What	 made	 me?'	 You.	 'Why	 didn't	 I	 tell	 you?'

Because	 I	 can't	 be	 sure	 in	 the	 least	 that	 she	 will	 come.	 Mother	 is	 the	 most
individual	person.	She	never	does	what	every	one	expects	she	will.	She	may	not
come,	and	I	didn't	want	you	to	be	disappointed."
"How	did	I	make	you?"	asked	the	Angel.
"Loving	Alice.	It	made	me	realize	that	if	you	cared	for	your	girl	like	that,	with

Mr.	O'More	 and	 three	other	 children,	 possibly	my	mother,	with	no	one,	might
like	to	see	me.	I	know	I	want	to	see	her,	and	you	had	told	me	to	so	often,	I	just
sent	for	her.	Oh,	I	do	hope	she	comes!	I	want	her	to	see	this	lovely	place."
"I	have	been	wondering	what	you	thought	of	Mackinac,"	said	Freckles.
"Oh,	it	is	a	perfect	picture,	all	of	it!	I	should	like	to	hang	it	on	the	wall,	so	I

could	see	it	whenever	I	wanted	to;	but	 it	 isn't	 real,	of	course;	 it's	nothing	but	a
picture."
"These	people	won't	agree	with	you,"	smiled	Freckles.
"That	isn't	necessary,"	retorted	Elnora.	"They	know	this,	and	they	love	it;	but

you	and	I	are	acquainted	with	something	different.	The	Limberlost	is	life.	Here	it
is	 a	 carefully	 kept	 park.	You	motor,	 sail,	 and	 golf,	 all	 so	 secure	 and	 fine.	But



what	 I	 like	 is	 the	 excitement	 of	 choosing	 a	 path	 carefully,	 in	 the	 fear	 that	 the
quagmire	may	reach	out	and	suck	me	down;	to	go	into	the	swamp	naked-handed
and	wrest	from	it	treasures	that	bring	me	books	and	clothing,	and	I	like	enough
of	a	fight	for	things	that	I	always	remember	how	I	got	them.	I	even	enjoy	seeing
a	canny	old	vulture	eyeing	me	as	if	it	were	saying:	'Ware	the	sting	of	the	rattler,
lest	 I	 pick	your	bones	 as	 I	 did	old	Limber's.'	 I	 like	 sufficient	danger	 to	put	 an
edge	on	 life.	This	 is	 so	 tame.	 I	 should	have	 loved	 it	when	all	 the	homes	were
cabins,	and	watchers	for	the	stealthy	Indian	canoes	patrolled	the	shores.	You	wait
until	mother	comes,	and	if	my	violin	isn't	angry	with	me	for	leaving	it,	to-night
we	shall	sing	you	the	Song	of	the	Limberlost.	You	shall	hear	the	big	gold	bees
over	the	red,	yellow,	and	purple	flowers,	bird	song,	wind	talk,	and	the	whispers
of	Sleepy	Snake	Creek,	 as	 it	 goes	past	you.	You	will	 know!"	Elnora	 turned	 to
Freckles.
He	nodded.	"Who	better?"	he	asked.	"This	is	secure	while	the	children	are	so

small,	 but	when	 they	 grow	 larger,	we	 are	 going	 farther	 north,	 into	 real	 forest,
where	they	can	learn	self-reliance	and	develop	backbone."
Elnora	laid	away	the	violin.	"Come	along,	children,"	she	said.	"We	must	get	at

that	backbone	business	at	once.	Let's	race	to	the	playhouse."
With	 the	 brood	 at	 her	 heels	Elnora	 ran,	 and	 for	 an	 hour	 lively	 sounds	 stole

from	 the	 remaining	 spot	 of	 forest	 on	 the	 Island,	which	 lay	 beside	 the	O'More
cottage.	 Then	 Terry	 went	 to	 the	 playroom	 to	 bring	 Alice	 her	 doll.	 He	 came
racing	back,	dragging	it	by	one	leg,	and	crying:	"There's	company!	Someone	has
come	that	mamma	and	papa	are	just	tearing	down	the	house	over.	I	saw	through
the	window."
"It	 could	 not	 be	my	mother,	 yet,"	mused	Elnora.	 "Her	 boat	 is	 not	 due	 until

twelve.	Terry,	give	Alice	that	doll——"
"It's	a	man-person,	and	 I	don't	know	him,	but	my	father	 is	 shaking	his	hand

right	straight	along,	and	my	mother	is	running	for	a	hot	drink	and	a	cushion.	It's
a	kind	of	a	sick	person,	but	they	are	going	to	make	him	well	right	away,	any	one
can	see	that.	This	is	the	best	place.
"I'll	go	tell	him	to	come	lie	on	the	pine	needles	in	the	sun	and	watch	the	sails

go	by.	That	will	fix	him!"
"Watch	sails	go	by,"	chanted	Little	Brother.	"'A	fix	him!	Elnora	fix	him,	won't

you?"
"I	 don't	 know	 about	 that,"	 answered	 Elnora.	 "What	 sort	 of	 person	 is	 he,

Terry?"
"A	beautiful	white	person;	but	my	father	 is	going	to	 'colour	him	up,'	 I	heard

him	say	so.	He's	 just	out	of	 the	hospital,	and	he	 is	a	bad	person,	 'cause	he	 ran
away	 from	 the	doctors	and	made	 them	awful	angry.	But	 father	and	mother	are



going	to	doctor	him	better.	I	didn't	know	they	could	make	sick	people	well."
"'Ey	do	anyfing!"	boasted	Little	Brother.
Before	 Elnora	missed	 her,	 Alice,	 who	 had	 gone	 to	 investigate,	 came	 flying

across	the	shadows	and	through	the	sunshine	waving	a	paper.	She	thurst	it	 into
Elnora's	hand.
"There	is	a	man-person—a	stranger-person!"	she	shouted.	"But	he	knows	you!

He	sent	you	that!	You	are	to	be	the	doctor!	He	said	so!	Oh,	do	hurry!	I	like	him
heaps!"
Elnora	 read	Edith	Carr's	 telegram	 to	 Philip	Ammon	 and	 understood	 that	 he

had	 been	 ill,	 that	 she	 had	 been	 located	 by	 Edith	who	 had	 notified	 him.	 In	 so
doing	 she	had	 acknowledged	defeat.	At	 last	Philip	was	 free.	Elnora	 looked	up
with	a	radiant	face.
"I	like	him	'heaps'	myself!"	she	cried.	"Come	on	children,	we	will	go	tell	him

so."
Terry	and	Alice	ran,	but	Elnora	had	to	suit	her	steps	to	Little	Brother,	who	was

her	loyal	esquire,	and	would	have	been	heartbroken	over	desertion	and	insulted
at	being	carried.	He	was	rather	dragged,	but	he	was	arriving,	and	the	emergency
was	great,	he	could	see	that.
"She's	coming!"	shouted	Alice.
"She's	going	to	be	the	doctor!"	cried	Terry.
"She	 looked	 just	 like	 she'd	 seen	 angels	when	 she	 read	 the	 letter,"	 explained

Alice.
"She	likes	you	'heaps!'	She	said	so!"	danced	Terry.	"Be	waiting!	Here	she	is!"
Elnora	 helped	 Little	Brother	 up	 the	 steps,	 then	 deserted	 him	 and	 came	 at	 a

rush.	The	stranger-person	stood	holding	out	trembling	arms.
"Are	you	sure,	at	last,	runaway?"	asked	Philip	Ammon.
"Perfectly	sure!"	cried	Elnora.
"Will	you	marry	me	now?"
"This	instant!	That	is,	any	time	after	the	noon	boat	comes	in."
"Why	such	unnecessary	delay?"	demanded	Ammon.
"It	is	almost	September,"	explained	Elnora.	"I	sent	for	mother	three	days	ago.

We	must	wait	until	she	comes,	and	we	either	have	to	send	for	Uncle	Wesley	and
Aunt	Margaret,	 or	go	 to	 them.	 I	 couldn't	 possibly	be	married	properly	without
those	dear	people."
"We	will	send,"	decided	Ammon.	"The	trip	will	be	a	treat	for	them.	O'More,

would	you	get	off	a	message	at	once?"
Every	one	met	the	noon	boat.	They	went	in	the	motor	because	Philip	was	too

weak	to	walk	so	far.	As	soon	as	people	could	be	distinguished	at	all	Elnora	and
Philip	sighted	an	erect	figure,	with	a	head	like	a	snowdrift.	When	the	gang-plank



fell	 the	 first	 person	 across	 it	 was	 a	 lean,	 red-haired	 boy	 of	 eleven,	 carrying	 a
violin	 in	 one	 hand	 and	 an	 enormous	 bouquet	 of	 yellow	marigolds	 and	 purple
asters	in	the	other.	He	was	beaming	with	broad	smiles	until	he	saw	Philip.	Then
his	expression	changed.
"Aw,	say!"	he	exclaimed	reproachfully.	"I	bet	you	Aunt	Margaret	is	right.	He

is	going	to	be	your	beau!"
Elnora	stooped	to	kiss	Billy	as	she	caught	her	mother.
"There,	there!"	cried	Mrs.	Comstock.	"Don't	knock	my	headgear	into	my	eye.

I'm	not	sure	I've	got	either	hat	or	hair.	The	wind	blew	like	bizzem	coming	up	the
river."
She	 shook	 out	 her	 skirts,	 straightened	 her	 hat,	 and	 came	 forward	 to	 meet

Philip,	who	took	her	into	his	arms	and	kissed	her	repeatedly.	Then	he	passed	her
along	 to	 Freckles	 and	 the	 Angel	 to	 whom	 her	 greetings	 were	 mingled	 with
scolding	and	laughter	over	her	wind-blown	hair.
"No	doubt	I'm	a	precious	spectacle!"	she	said	to	the	Angel.	"I	saw	your	pa	a

little	before	I	started,	and	he	sent	you	a	note.	It's	in	my	satchel.	He	said	he	was
coming	up	next	week.	What	a	lot	of	people	there	are	in	this	world!	And	what	on
earth	are	all	of	them	laughing	about?	Did	none	of	them	ever	hear	of	sickness,	or
sorrow,	or	death?	Billy,	don't	you	go	 to	playing	Indian	or	chasing	woodchucks
until	you	get	out	of	 those	clothes.	 I	promised	Margaret	 I'd	bring	back	 that	 suit
good	as	new."
Then	the	O'More	children	came	crowding	to	meet	Elnora's	mother.
"Merry	Christmas!"	cried	Mrs.	Comstock,	gathering	them	in.	"Got	everything

right	here	but	the	tree,	and	there	seems	to	be	plenty	of	them	a	little	higher	up.	If
this	wind	would	stiffen	just	enough	more	to	blow	away	the	people,	so	one	could
see	this	place,	I	believe	it	would	be	right	decent	looking."
"See	here,"	whispered	Elnora	to	Philip.	"You	must	fix	this	with	Billy.	I	can't

have	his	trip	spoiled."
"Now,	 here	 is	 where	 I	 dust	 the	 rest	 of	 'em!"	 complacently	 remarked	 Mrs.

Comstock,	as	she	climbed	into	the	motor	car	for	her	first	ride,	in	company	with
Philip	and	Little	Brother.	"I	have	been	the	one	to	trudge	the	roads	and	hop	out	of
the	way	of	these	things	for	quite	a	spell."
She	 sat	 very	 erect	 as	 the	 car	 rolled	 into	 the	broad	main	 avenue,	where	only

stray	couples	were	walking.	Her	eyes	began	to	twinkle	and	gleam.	Suddenly	she
leaned	forward	and	touched	the	driver	on	the	shoulder.
"Young	 man,"	 she	 said,	 "just	 you	 toot	 that	 horn	 suddenly	 and	 shave	 close

enough	 a	 few	 of	 those	 people,	 so	 that	 I	 can	 see	 how	 I	 look	 when	 I	 leap	 for
ragweed	and	snake	fences."
The	amazed	chauffeur	glanced	questioningly	at	Philip	who	slightly	nodded.	A



second	 later	 there	 was	 a	 quick	 "honk!"	 and	 a	 swerve	 at	 a	 corner.	 A	 man
engrossed	 in	 conversation	 grabbed	 the	 woman	 to	 whom	 he	 was	 talking	 and
dashed	for	the	safety	of	a	lawn.	The	woman	tripped	in	her	skirts,	and	as	she	fell
the	man	caught	and	dragged	her.	Both	of	 them	 turned	 red	 faces	 to	 the	car	and
berated	the	driver.	Mrs.	Comstock	laughed	in	unrestrained	enjoyment.	Then	she
touched	the	chauffeur	again.
"That's	enough,"	she	said.	"It	seems	a	mite	risky."	A	minute	later	she	added	to

Philip,	"If	only	they	had	been	carrying	six	pounds	of	butter	and	ten	dozen	eggs
apiece,	wouldn't	that	have	been	just	perfect?"
Billy	had	wavered	between	Elnora	and	the	motor,	but	his	loyal	little	soul	had

been	 true	 to	 her,	 so	 the	walk	 to	 the	 cottage	 began	with	 him	 at	 her	 side.	Long
before	 they	 arrived	 the	 little	O'Mores	 had	 crowded	 around	 and	 captured	Billy,
and	he	was	giving	them	an	expurgated	version	of	Mrs.	Comstock's	tales	of	Big
Foot	and	Adam	Poe,	boasting	that	Uncle	Wesley	had	been	in	the	camps	of	Me-
shin-go-me-sia	and	knew	Wa-ca-co-nah	before	he	got	religion	and	dressed	 like
white	men;	while	the	mighty	prowess	of	Snap	as	a	woodchuck	hunter	was	done
full	justice.	When	they	reached	the	cottage	Philip	took	Billy	aside,	showed	him
the	 emerald	 ring	 and	 gravely	 asked	 his	 permission	 to	 marry	 Elnora.	 Billy
struggled	to	be	just,	but	it	was	going	hard	with	him,	when	Alice,	who	kept	close
enough	to	hear,	intervened.
"Why	don't	you	let	them	get	married?"	she	asked.	"You	are	much	too	small	for

her.	You	wait	for	me!"
Billy	 studied	 her	 intently.	 At	 last	 he	 turned	 to	 Ammon.	 "Aw,	 well!	 Go	 on,

then!"	he	said	gruffly.	"I'll	marry	Alice!"
Alice	reached	her	hand.	"If	you	got	that	settled	let's	put	on	our	Indian	clothes,

call	the	boys,	and	go	to	the	playhouse."
"I	haven't	got	any	Indian	clothes,"	said	Billy	ruefully.
"Yes,	you	have,"	explained	Alice.	"Father	bought	you	some	coming	from	the

dock.	You	can	put	them	on	in	the	playhouse.	The	boys	do."
Billy	examined	the	playhouse	with	gleaming	eyes.
Never	had	he	encountered	such	possibilities.	He	could	see	a	hundred	amusing

things	 to	 try,	 and	 he	 could	 not	 decide	which	 to	 do	 first.	 The	most	 immediate
attraction	seemed	to	be	a	dead	pine,	held	perpendicularly	by	its	fellows,	while	its
bark	had	decayed	and	fallen,	leaving	a	bare,	smooth	trunk.
"If	we	just	had	some	grease	that	would	make	the	dandiest	pole	to	play	Fourth

of	July	with!"	he	shouted.
The	children	remembered	the	Fourth.	It	had	been	great	fun.
"Butter	is	grease.	There	is	plenty	in	the	'frigerator,"	suggested	Alice,	speeding

away.



Billy	caught	the	cold	roll	and	began	to	rub	it	against	the	tree	excitedly.
"How	are	you	going	to	get	it	greased	to	the	top?"	inquired	Terry.
Billy's	face	lengthened.	"That's	so!"	he	said.	"The	thing	is	to	begin	at	the	top

and	grease	down.	I'll	show	you!"
Billy	put	the	butter	in	his	handkerchief	and	took	the	corners	between	his	teeth.

He	climbed	the	pole,	greasing	it	as	he	slid	down.
"Now,	 I	got	 to	 try	 first,"	he	said,	"because	 I'm	 the	biggest	and	so	 I	have	 the

best	chance;	only	the	one	that	goes	first	hasn't	hardly	any	chance	at	all,	because
he	has	to	wipe	off	the	grease	on	himself,	so	the	others	can	get	up	at	last.	See?"
"All	right!"	said	Terry.	"You	go	first	and	then	I	will	and	then	Alice.	Phew!	It's

slick.	He'll	never	get	up."
Billy	wrestled	manfully,	 and	when	 he	was	 exhausted	 he	 boosted	 Terry,	 and

then	both	of	them	helped	Alice,	to	whom	they	awarded	a	prize	of	her	own	doll.
As	they	rested	Billy	remembered.
"Do	your	folks	keep	cows?"	he	asked.
"No,	we	buy	milk,"	said	Terry.
"Gee!	Then	what	about	the	butter?	Maybe	your	ma	needs	it	for	dinner!"
"No,	she	doesn't!"	cried	Alice.	"There's	stacks	of	it!	I	can	have	all	the	butter	I

want."
"Well,	I'm	mighty	glad	of	it!"	said	Billy.	"I	didn't	just	think.	I'm	afraid	we've

greased	our	clothes,	too."
"That's	 no	 difference,"	 said	 Terry.	 "We	 can	 play	 what	 we	 please	 in	 these

things."
"Well,	we	ought	to	be	all	dirty,	and	bloody,	and	have	feathers	on	us	to	be	real

Indians,"	said	Billy.
Alice	tried	a	handful	of	dirt	on	her	sleeve	and	it	streaked	beautifully.	Instantly

all	of	them	began	smearing	themselves.
"If	we	only	had	feathers,"	lamented	Billy.
Terry	disappeared	and	shortly	returned	from	the	garage	with	a	feather	duster.

Billy	 fell	 on	 it	with	 a	 shriek.	Around	 each	one's	 head	he	 firmly	 tied	 a	 twisted
handkerchief,	and	stuck	inside	it	a	row	of	stiffly	upstanding	feathers.
"Now,	if	we	just	only	had	some	pokeberries	to	paint	us	red,	we'd	be	real,	for

sure	 enough	 Indians,	 and	 we	 could	 go	 on	 the	 warpath	 and	 fight	 all	 the	 other
tribes	and	burn	a	lot	of	them	at	the	stake."
Alice	sidled	up	to	him.	"Would	huckleberries	do?"	she	asked	softly.
"Yes!"	shouted	Terry,	wild	with	excitement.	"Anything	that's	a	colour."
Alice	 made	 another	 trip	 to	 the	 refrigerator.	 Billy	 crushed	 the	 berries	 in	 his

hands	and	smeared	and	streaked	all	their	faces	liberally.
"Now	are	we	ready?"	asked	Alice.



Billy	 collapsed.	 "I	 forgot	 the	 ponies!	 You	 got	 to	 ride	 ponies	 to	 go	 on	 the
warpath!"
"You	ain't	neither!"	contradicted	Terry.	"It's	 the	very	latest	style	to	go	on	the

warpath	 in	 a	motor.	 Everybody	 does!	 They	 go	 everywhere	 in	 them.	 They	 are
much	faster	and	better	than	any	old	ponies."
Billy	gave	one	genuine	whoop.	"Can	we	take	your	motor?"
Terry	hesitated.
"I	suppose	you	are	too	little	to	run	it?"	said	Billy.
"I	am	not!"	flashed	Terry.	"I	know	how	to	start	and	stop	it,	and	I	drive	lots	for

Stephens.	It	is	hard	to	turn	over	the	engine	when	you	start."
"I'll	turn	it,"	volunteered	Billy.	"I'm	strong	as	anything."
"Maybe	it	will	start	without.	If	Stephens	has	just	been	running	it,	sometimes	it

will.	Come	on,	let's	try."
Billy	straightened	up,	lifted	his	chin	and	cried:	"Houpe!	Houpe!	Houpe!"
The	little	O'Mores	stared	in	amazement.
"Why	 don't	 you	 come	 on	 and	 whoop?"	 demanded	 Billy.	 "Don't	 you	 know

how?	You	are	great	 Indians!	You	got	 to	whoop	before	you	go	on	 the	warpath.
You	ought	to	kill	a	bat,	 too,	and	see	if	 the	wind	is	right.	But	maybe	the	engine
won't	run	if	we	wait	to	do	that.	You	can	whoop,	anyway.	All	together	now!"
They	did	whoop,	and	after	several	efforts	the	cry	satisfied	Billy,	so	he	led	the

way	to	the	big	motor,	and	took	the	front	seat	with	Terry.	Alice	and	Little	Brother
climbed	into	the	back.
"Will	it	go?"	asked	Billy,	"or	do	we	have	to	turn	it?"
"It	 will	 go,"	 said	 Terry	 as	 the	machine	 gently	 slid	 out	 into	 the	 avenue	 and

started	under	his	guidance.
"This	is	no	warpath!"	scoffed	Billy.	"We	got	to	go	a	lot	faster	than	this,	and	we

got	to	whoop.	Alice,	why	don't	you	whoop?"
Alice	arose,	took	hold	of	the	seat	in	front	and	whooped.
"If	I	open	the	throttle,	I	can't	squeeze	the	bulb	to	scare	people	out	of	our	way,"

said	Terry.	"I	can't	steer	and	squeeze,	too."
"We'll	whoop	enough	to	get	them	out	of	the	way.	Go	faster!"	urged	Billy.
Billy	also	stood,	lifted	his	chin	and	whooped	like	the	wildest	little	savage	that

ever	came	out	of	the	West.	Alice	and	Little	Brother	added	their	voices,	and	when
he	was	not	absorbed	with	the	steering	gear,	Terry	joined	in.
"Faster!"	shouted	Billy.
Intoxicated	with	the	speed	and	excitement,	Terry	threw	the	throttle	wider	and

the	big	car	leaped	forward	and	sped	down	the	avenue.	In	it	four	black,	feather-
bedecked	children	whooped	in	wild	glee	until	suddenly	Terry's	war	cry	changed
to	a	scream	of	panic.



"The	lake	is	coming!"
"Stop!"	cried	Billy.	"Stop!	Why	don't	you	stop?"
Paralyzed	with	fear	Terry	clung	to	the	steering	gear	and	the	car	sped	onward.
"You	 little	 fool!	Why	don't	you	stop?"	screamed	Billy,	catching	Terry's	arm.

"Tell	me	how	to	stop!"
A	bicycle	shot	beside	them	and	Freckles	standing	on	the	pedals	shouted:	"Pull

out	the	pin	in	that	little	circle	at	your	feet!"
Billy	 fell	 on	 his	 knees	 and	 tugged	 and	 the	 pin	 yielded	 at	 last.	 Just	 as	 the

wheels	struck	the	white	sand	the	bicycle	sheered	close,	Freckles	caught	the	lever
and	with	one	strong	shove	set	the	brake.	The	water	flew	as	the	car	struck	Huron,
but	luckily	it	was	shallow	and	the	beach	smooth.	Hub	deep	the	big	motor	stood
quivering	as	Freckles	climbed	in	and	backed	it	to	dry	sand.
Then	he	drew	a	deep	breath	and	stared	at	his	brood.
"Terence,	would	you	kindly	be	explaining?"	he	said	at	last.
Billy	looked	at	the	panting	little	figure	of	Terry.
"I	guess	I	better,"	he	said.	"We	were	playing	Indians	on	the	warpath,	and	we

hadn't	any	ponies,	and	Terry	said	it	was	all	the	style	to	go	in	automobiles	now,	so
we——"
Freckles's	head	went	back,	and	he	did	some	whooping	himself.
"I	 wonder	 if	 you	 realize	 how	 nearly	 you	 came	 to	 being	 four	 drowned

children?"	he	said	gravely,	after	a	time.
"Oh,	I	think	I	could	swim	enough	to	get	most	of	us	out,"	said	Billy.	"Anyway,

we	need	washing."
"You	do	indeed,"	said	Freckles.	"I	will	head	this	procession	to	the	garage,	and

there	we	will	remove	the	first	coat."	For	the	remainder	of	Billy's	visit	the	nurse,
chauffeur,	 and	 every	 servant	 of	 the	 O'More	 household	 had	 something	 of
importance	on	their	minds,	and	Billy's	every	step	was	shadowed.
"I	have	Billy's	consent,"	said	Philip	to	Elnora,	"and	all	the	other	consent	you

have	 stipulated.	Before	 you	 think	 of	 something	more,	 give	me	 your	 left	 hand,
please."
Elnora	gave	it	gladly,	and	the	emerald	slipped	on	her	finger.	Then	they	went

together	into	the	forest	to	tell	each	other	all	about	it,	and	talk	it	over.
"Have	you	seen	Edith?"	asked	Philip.
"No,"	answered	Elnora.	"But	she	must	be	here,	or	she	may	have	seen	me	when

we	went	 to	 Petoskey	 a	 few	 days	 ago.	 Her	 people	 have	 a	 cottage	 over	 on	 the
bluff,	but	 the	Angel	never	 told	me	until	 to-day.	 I	didn't	want	 to	make	 that	 trip,
but	the	folks	were	so	anxious	to	entertain	me,	and	it	was	only	a	few	days	until	I
intended	to	let	you	know	myself	where	I	was."
"And	I	was	going	to	wait	just	that	long,	and	if	I	didn't	hear	then	I	was	getting



ready	to	turn	over	the	country.	I	can	scarcely	realize	yet	that	Edith	sent	me	that
telegram."
"No	wonder!	It's	a	difficult	thing	to	believe.	I	can't	express	how	I	feel	for	her."
"Let	us	never	speak	of	it	again,"	said	Philip.	"I	came	nearer	feeling	sorry	for

her	 last	night	 than	 I	have	yet.	 I	 couldn't	 sleep	on	 that	boat	coming	over,	 and	 I
couldn't	 put	 away	 the	 thought	 of	what	 sending	 that	message	 cost	 her.	 I	 never
would	 have	 believed	 it	 possible	 that	 she	would	 do	 it.	 But	 it	 is	 done.	We	will
forget	it."
"I	 scarcely	 think	 I	 shall,"	 said	 Elnora.	 "It	 is	 something	 I	 like	 to	 remember.

How	 suffering	 must	 have	 changed	 her!	 I	 would	 give	 anything	 to	 bring	 her
peace."
"Henderson	came	to	see	me	at	the	hospital	a	few	days	ago.	He's	gone	a	rather

wild	pace,	but	if	he	had	been	held	from	youth	by	the	love	of	a	good	woman	he
might	 have	 lived	 differently.	 There	 are	 things	 about	 him	 one	 cannot	 help
admiring."
"I	think	he	loves	her,"	said	Elnora	softly.
"He	does!	He	always	has!	He	never	made	any	secret	of	it.	He	will	cut	in	now

and	do	his	level	best,	but	he	told	me	that	he	thought	she	would	send	him	away.
He	understands	her	thoroughly."
Edith	Carr	did	not	understand	herself.	She	went	 to	her	 room	after	her	good-

bye	to	Henderson,	lay	on	her	bed	and	tried	to	think	why	she	was	suffering	as	she
was.
"It	 is	all	my	selfishness,	my	unrestrained	 temper,	my	pride	 in	my	 looks,	my

ambition	to	be	first,"	she	said.	"That	is	what	has	caused	this	trouble."
Then	she	went	deeper.
"How	does	it	happen	that	I	am	so	selfish,	 that	I	never	controlled	my	temper,

that	I	thought	beauty	and	social	position	the	vital	things	of	life?"	she	muttered.	"I
think	that	goes	a	little	past	me.	I	think	a	mother	who	allows	a	child	to	grow	up	as
I	did,	who	educates	 it	only	 for	 the	 frivolities	of	 life,	has	a	 share	 in	 that	child's
ending.	I	think	my	mother	has	some	responsibility	in	this,"	Edith	Carr	whispered
to	the	night.	"But	she	will	recognize	none.	She	would	laugh	at	me	if	I	tried	to	tell
her	what	I	have	suffered	and	the	bitter,	bitter	lesson	I	have	learned.	No	one	really
cares,	but	Hart.	I've	sent	him	away,	so	there	is	no	one!	No	one!"
Edith	pressed	her	fingers	across	her	burning	eyes	and	lay	still.
"He	is	gone!"	she	whispered	at	last.	"He	would	go	at	once.	He	would	not	see

me	again.	 I	 should	 think	he	never	would	want	 to	 see	me	any	more.	But	 I	will
want	to	see	him!	My	soul!	I	want	him	now!	I	want	him	every	minute!	He	is	all	I
have.	And	 I've	 sent	him	away.	Oh,	 these	dreadful	days	 to	 come,	 alone!	 I	 can't
bear	it.	Hart!	Hart!"	she	cried	aloud.	"I	want	you!	No	one	cares	but	you.	No	one



understands	but	you.	Oh,	I	want	you!"
She	sprang	from	her	bed	and	felt	her	way	to	her	desk.
"Get	me	some	one	at	the	Henderson	cottage,"	she	said	to	Central,	and	waited

shivering.
"They	don't	answer."
"They	are	there!	You	must	get	them.	Turn	on	the	buzzer."
After	a	time	the	sleepy	voice	of	Mrs.	Henderson	answered.
"Has	Hart	gone?"	panted	Edith	Carr.
"No!	He	came	in	late	and	began	to	talk	about	starting	to	California.	He	hasn't

slept	in	weeks	to	amount	to	anything.	I	put	him	to	bed.	There	is	time	enough	to
start	 to	California	when	 he	 awakens.	 Edith,	what	 are	 you	 planning	 to	 do	 next
with	that	boy	of	mine?"
"Will	you	tell	him	I	want	to	see	him	before	he	goes?"
"Yes,	but	I	won't	wake	him."
"I	don't	want	you	to.	Just	tell	him	in	the	morning."
"Very	well."
"You	will	be	sure?"
"Sure!"
Hart	was	not	gone.	Edith	 fell	asleep.	She	arose	at	noon	 the	next	day,	 took	a

cold	 bath,	 ate	 her	 breakfast,	 dressed	 carefully,	 and	 leaving	 word	 that	 she	 had
gone	 to	 the	 forest,	 she	walked	 slowly	 across	 the	 leaves.	 It	was	 cool	 and	 quiet
there,	so	she	sat	where	she	could	see	him	coming,	and	waited.	She	was	thinking
deep	and	fast.
Henderson	 came	 swiftly	 down	 the	 path.	 A	 long	 sleep,	 food,	 and	 Edith's

message	 had	 done	 him	 good.	 He	 had	 dressed	 in	 new	 light	 flannels	 that	 were
becoming.	Edith	arose	and	went	to	meet	him.
"Let	us	walk	in	the	forest,"	she	said.
They	passed	the	old	Catholic	graveyard,	and	entered	the	deepest	wood	of	the

Island,	where	all	shadows	were	green,	all	voices	of	humanity	ceased,	and	there
was	 no	 sound	 save	 the	 whispering	 of	 the	 trees,	 a	 few	 bird	 notes	 and	 squirrel
rustle.	There	Edith	seated	herself	on	a	mossy	old	log,	and	Henderson	studied	her.
He	 could	 detect	 a	 change.	 She	was	 still	 pale	 and	 her	 eyes	 tired,	 but	 the	 dull,
strained	look	was	gone.	He	wanted	to	hope,	but	he	did	not	dare.	Any	other	man
would	 have	 forced	 her	 to	 speak.	 The	 mighty	 tenderness	 in	 Henderson's	 heart
shielded	her	in	every	way.
"What	have	you	thought	of	that	you	wanted	yet,	Edith?"	he	asked	lightly	as	he

stretched	himself	at	her	feet.
"You!"
Henderson	lay	tense	and	very	still.



"Well,	I	am	here!"
"Thank	Heaven	for	that!"
Henderson	 sat	 up	 suddenly,	 leaning	 toward	 her	 with	 questioning	 eyes.	 Not

knowing	what	he	dared	say,	afraid	of	the	hope	which	found	birth	in	his	heart,	he
tried	to	shield	her	and	at	the	same	time	to	feel	his	way.
"I	am	more	thankful	than	I	can	express	that	you	feel	so,"	he	said.	"I	would	be

of	use,	of	comfort,	to	you	if	I	knew	how,	Edith."
"You	are	my	only	comfort,"	 she	 said.	 "I	 tried	 to	 send	you	away.	 I	 thought	 I

didn't	want	you.	I	thought	I	couldn't	bear	the	sight	of	you,	because	of	what	you
have	seen	me	suffer.	But	I	went	to	the	root	of	this	thing	last	night,	Hart,	and	with
self	in	mind,	as	usual,	I	found	that	I	could	not	live	without	you."
Henderson	began	breathing	lightly.	He	was	afraid	to	speak	or	move.
"I	 faced	 the	 fact	 that	 all	 this	 is	my	 own	 fault,"	 continued	Edith,	 "and	 came

through	my	own	selfishness.	Then	I	went	farther	back	and	realized	that	I	am	as	I
was	 reared.	 I	 don't	want	 to	 blame	my	parents,	 but	 I	was	 carefully	 trained	 into
what	I	am.	If	Elnora	Comstock	had	been	like	me,	Phil	would	have	come	back	to
me.	I	can	see	how	selfish	I	seem	to	him,	and	how	I	appear	to	you,	if	you	would
admit	it."
"Edith,"	 said	Henderson	 desperately,	 "there	 is	 no	 use	 to	 try	 to	 deceive	 you.

You	have	known	from	the	first	 that	I	found	you	wrong	in	this.	But	it's	 the	first
time	in	your	life	I	ever	thought	you	wrong	about	anything—and	it's	the	only	time
I	ever	shall.	Understand,	I	think	you	the	bravest,	most	beautiful	woman	on	earth,
the	one	most	worth	loving."
"I'm	not	to	be	considered	in	the	same	class	with	her."
"I	don't	grant	that,	but	if	I	did,	you,	must	remember	how	I	compare	with	Phil.

He's	my	superior	at	every	point.	There's	no	use	in	discussing	that.	You	wanted	to
see	me,	Edith.	What	did	you	want?"
"I	wanted	you	to	not	go	away."
"Not	at	all?"
"Not	at	all!	Not	ever!	Not	unless	you	take	me	with	you,	Hart."
She	slightly	extended	one	hand	 to	him.	Henderson	 took	 that	hand,	kissing	 it

again	and	again.
"Anything	you	want,	Edith,"	he	 said	brokenly.	 "Just	 as	you	wish	 it.	Do	you

want	me	to	stay	here,	and	go	on	as	we	have	been?"
"Yes,	only	with	a	difference."
"Can	you	tell	me,	Edith?"
"First,	I	want	you	to	know	that	you	are	the	dearest	thing	on	earth	to	me,	right

now.	I	would	give	up	everything	else,	before	 I	would	you.	 I	can't	honestly	say
that	I	love	you	with	the	love	you	deserve.	My	heart	is	too	sore.	It's	too	soon	to



know.	But	I	love	you	some	way.	You	are	necessary	to	me.	You	are	my	comfort,
my	shield.	If	you	want	me,	as	you	know	me	to	be,	Hart,	you	may	consider	me
yours.	I	give	you	my	word	of	honour	I	will	try	to	be	as	you	would	have	me,	just
as	soon	as	I	can."
Henderson	kissed	her	hand	passionately.	"Don't,	Edith,"	he	begged.	"Don't	say

those	 things.	 I	 can't	 bear	 it.	 I	 understand.	 Everything	will	 come	 right	 in	 time.
Love	like	mine	must	bring	a	reward.	You	will	love	me	some	day.	I	can	wait.	I	am
the	most	patient	fellow."
"But	 I	 must	 say	 it,"	 cried	 Edith.	 "I—I	 think,	 Hart,	 that	 I	 have	 been	 on	 the

wrong	road	to	find	happiness.	I	planned	to	finish	life	as	I	started	it	with	Phil;	and
you	see	how	glad	he	was	 to	change.	He	wanted	 the	other	 sort	of	girl	 far	more
than	he	ever	wanted	me.	And	you,	Hart,	honest,	now—I'll	know	if	you	don't	tell
me	the	truth!	Would	you	rather	have	a	wife	as	I	planned	to	live	life	with	Phil,	or
would	you	rather	have	her	as	Elnora	Comstock	intends	to	live	with	him?"
"Edith!"	cried	the	man,	"Edith!"
"Of	course,	you	can't	 say	 it	 in	plain	English,"	 said	 the	girl.	 "You	are	 far	 too

chivalrous	for	that.	You	needn't	say	anything.	I	am	answered.	If	you	could	have
your	choice	you	wouldn't	have	a	society	wife,	either.	In	your	heart	you'd	like	the
smaller	home	of	comfort,	the	furtherance	of	your	ambitions,	the	palatable	meals
regularly	served,	and	little	children	around	you.	I	am	sick	of	all	we	have	grown
up	to,	Hart.	When	your	hour	of	trouble	comes,	there	is	no	comfort	for	you.	I	am
tired	to	death.	You	find	out	what	you	want	to	do,	and	be,	that	is	a	man's	work	in
the	world,	and	I	will	plan	our	home,	with	no	thought	save	your	comfort.	I'll	be
the	other	kind	of	a	girl,	as	fast	as	I	can	learn.	I	can't	correct	all	my	faults	in	one
day,	but	I'll	change	as	rapidly	as	I	can."
"God	knows,	I	will	be	different,	too,	Edith.	You	shall	not	be	the	only	generous

one.	I	will	make	all	the	rest	of	life	worthy	of	you.	I	will	change,	too!"
"Don't	 you	 dare!"	 said	 Edith	 Carr,	 taking	 his	 head	 between	 her	 hands	 and

holding	 it	 against	 her	 knees,	while	 the	 tears	 slid	 down	her	 cheeks.	 "Don't	 you
dare	change,	you	big-hearted,	splendid	lover!	I	am	little	and	selfish.	You	are	the
very	finest,	just	as	you	are!"
Henderson	was	not	talking	then,	so	they	sat	through	a	long	silence.	At	last	he

heard	 Edith	 draw	 a	 quick	 breath,	 and	 lifting	 his	 head	 he	 looked	 where	 she
pointed.	 Up	 a	 fern	 stalk	 climbed	 a	 curious	 looking	 object.	 They	 watched
breathlessly.	 By	 lavender	 feet	 clung	 a	 big,	 pursy,	 lavender-splotched,	 yellow
body.	 Yellow	 and	 lavender	 wings	 began	 to	 expand	 and	 take	 on	 colour.	 Every
instant	great	beauty	became	more	apparent.	It	was	one	of	those	double-brooded
freaks,	which	do	occur	on	rare	occasions,	or	merely	an	Eacles	Imperialis	moth
that	 in	 the	 cool	damp	northern	 forest	had	 failed	 to	 emerge	 in	 June.	Edith	Carr



drew	 back	 with	 a	 long,	 shivering	 breath.	 Henderson	 caught	 her	 hands	 and
gripped	them	firmly.	Steadily	she	looked	the	thought	of	her	heart	into	his	eyes.
"By	all	the	powers,	you	shall	not!"	swore	the	man.	"You	have	done	enough.	I

will	smash	that	thing!"
"Oh	no	you	won't!"	cried	the	girl,	clinging	to	his	hands.	"I	am	not	big	enough

yet,	Hart,	but	before	I	leave	this	forest	I	shall	have	grown	to	breadth	and	strength
to	carry	that	to	her.	She	needs	two	of	each	kind.	Phil	only	sent	her	one!"
"Edith	I	can't	bear	it!	That's	not	demanded!	Let	me	take	it!"
"You	may	go	with	me.	I	know	where	the	O'More	cottage	is.	I	have	been	there

often."
"I'll	say	you	sent	it!"
"You	may	watch	me	deliver	it!"
"Phil	may	be	there	by	now."
"I	hope	he	 is!	 I	 should	 like	him	 to	 see	me	do	one	decent	 thing	by	which	 to

remember	me."
"I	tell	you	that	is	not	necessary!"
"'Not	necessary!'"	cried	 the	girl,	her	big	eyes	shining.	"Not	necessary?	Then

what	on	earth	is	the	thing	doing	here?	I	just	have	boasted	that	I	would	change,
that	I	would	be	like	her,	that	I	would	grow	bigger	and	broader.	As	the	words	are
spoken	God	gives	me	the	opportunity	to	prove	whether	I	am	sincere.	This	is	my
test,	Hart!	Don't	 you	 see	 it?	 If	 I	 am	 big	 enough	 to	 carry	 that	 to	 her,	 you	will
believe	that	there	is	some	good	in	me.	You	will	not	be	loving	me	in	vain.	This	is
an	 especial	 Providence,	 man!	 Be	 my	 strength!	 Help	 me,	 as	 you	 always	 have
done!"
Henderson	arose	and	shook	the	leaves	from	his	clothing.	He	drew	Edith	Carr

to	her	feet	and	carefully	picked	the	mosses	from	her	skirts.	He	went	to	the	water
and	moistened	his	handkerchief	to	bathe	her	face.
"Now	a	dust	of	powder,"	he	said	when	the	tears	were	washed	away.
From	a	tiny	book	Edith	tore	leaves	that	she	passed	over	her	face.
"All	gone!"	cried	Henderson,	critically	studying	her.	"You	look	almost	half	as

lovely	as	you	really	are!"
Edith	Carr	drew	a	wavering	breath.	She	stretched	one	hand	to	him.
"Hold	 tight,	Hart!"	 she	 said.	 "I	 know	 they	 handle	 these	 things,	 but	 I	would

quite	as	soon	touch	a	snake."
Henderson	 clenched	 his	 teeth	 and	 held	 steadily.	 The	moth	 had	 emerged	 too

recently	 to	 be	 troublesome.	 It	 climbed	 on	 her	 fingers	 quietly	 and	 obligingly
clung	 there	without	moving.	 So	 hand	 in	 hand	 they	went	 down	 the	 dark	 forest
path.	When	 they	came	 to	 the	avenue,	 the	 first	person	 they	met	paused	with	an
ejaculation	 of	 wonder.	 The	 next	 stopped	 also,	 and	 every	 one	 following.	 They



could	make	little	progress	on	account	of	marvelling,	interested	people.	A	strange
excitement	took	possession	of	Edith.	She	began	to	feel	proud	of	the	moth.
"Do	you	know,"	she	said	to	Henderson,	"this	is	growing	easier	every	step.	Its

clinging	is	not	disagreeable	as	I	thought	it	would	be.	I	feel	as	if	I	were	saving	it,
protecting	 it.	 I	 am	 proud	 that	we	 are	 taking	 it	 to	 be	 put	 into	 a	 collection	 or	 a
book.	It	seems	like	doing	a	thing	worth	while.	Oh,	Hart,	I	wish	we	could	work
together	at	something	for	which	people	would	care	as	they	seem	to	for	this.	Hear
what	they	say!	See	them	lift	their	little	children	to	look	at	it!"
"Edith,	if	you	don't	stop,"	said	Henderson,	"I	will	take	you	in	my	arms	here	on

the	avenue.	You	are	adorable!"
"Don't	you	dare!"	laughed	Edith	Carr.	The	colour	rushed	to	her	cheeks	and	a

new	light	leaped	in	her	eyes.
"Oh,	Hart!"	 she	 cried.	 "Let's	work!	 Let's	 do	 something!	 That's	 the	way	 she

makes	 people	 love	 her	 so.	 There's	 the	 place,	 and	 thank	 goodness,	 there	 is	 a
crowd."
"You	darling!"	whispered	Henderson	as	they	passed	up	the	walk.	Her	face	was

rose-flushed	with	excitement	and	her	eyes	shone.
"Hello,	everyone!"	she	cried	as	she	came	on	the	wide	veranda.	"Only	see	what

we	found	up	in	the	forest!	We	thought	you	might	like	to	have	it	for	some	of	your
collections."
She	held	out	the	moth	as	she	walked	straight	to	Elnora,	who	arose	to	meet	her,

crying:	"How	perfectly	splendid!	I	don't	even	know	how	to	begin	to	thank	you."
Elnora	took	the	moth.	Edith	shook	hands	with	all	of	them	and	asked	Philip	if

he	 were	 improving.	 She	 said	 a	 few	 polite	 words	 to	 Freckles	 and	 the	 Angel,
declined	to	remain	on	account	of	an	engagement,	and	went	away,	gracefully.
"Well	 bully	 for	 her!"	 said	Mrs.	Comstock.	 "She's	 a	 little	 thoroughbred	 after

all!"
"That	was	a	mighty	big	thing	for	her	to	be	doing,"	said	Freckles	in	a	hushed

voice.
"If	 you	 knew	her	 as	well	 as	 I	 do,"	 said	 Philip	Ammon,	 "you	would	 have	 a

better	conception	of	what	that	cost."
"It	was	a	terror!"	cried	the	Angel.	"I	never	could	have	done	it."
"'Never	could	have	done	it!'"	echoed	Freckles.	"Why,	Angel,	dear,	that	is	the

one	thing	of	all	the	world	you	would	have	done!"
"I	have	to	take	care	of	this,"	faltered	Elnora,	hurrying	toward	the	door	to	hide

the	tears	which	were	rolling	down	her	cheeks.
"I	must	help,"	said	Philip,	disappearing	also.	"Elnora,"	he	called,	catching	up

with	her,	"take	me	where	I	may	cry,	too.	Wasn't	she	great?"
"Superb!"	exclaimed	Elnora.	"I	have	no	words.	I	feel	so	humbled!"



"So	do	I,"	said	Philip.	"I	think	a	brave	deed	like	that	always	makes	one	feel	so.
Now	are	you	happy?"
"Unspeakably	happy!"	answered	Elnora.



THE	ADVENTURES	OF	TOM	SAWYER
Mark	Twain



Preface

Most	of	 the	adventures	 recorded	 in	 this	book	really	occurred;	one	or	 two	were
experiences	of	my	own,	 the	rest	 those	of	boys	who	were	schoolmates	of	mine.
Huck	Finn	is	drawn	from	life;	Tom	Sawyer	also,	but	not	from	an	individual	—
he	 is	 a	 combination	 of	 the	 characteristics	 of	 three	 boys	 whom	 I	 knew,	 and
therefore	belongs	 to	 the	composite	order	of	 architecture.	The	odd	 superstitions
touched	upon	were	 all	 prevalent	 among	children	 and	 slaves	 in	 the	West	 at	 the
period	of	this	story	—	that	is	to	say,	thirty	or	forty	years	ago.
Although	my	book	is	intended	mainly	for	the	entertainment	of	boys	and	girls,

I	hope	it	will	not	be	shunned	by	men	and	women	on	that	account,	for	part	of	my
plan	 has	 been	 to	 try	 to	 pleasantly	 remind	 adults	 of	 what	 they	 once	 were
themselves,	 and	 of	 how	 they	 felt	 and	 thought	 and	 talked,	 and	 what	 queer
enterprises	they	sometimes	engaged	in.
The	Author.	Hartford,	1876.



Chapter		1
"Tom!"
No	answer.
"Tom!"
No	answer.
"What's	gone	with	that	boy,	I	wonder?	You	Tom!"
No	answer.
The	 old	 lady	 pulled	 her	 spectacles	 down	 and	 looked	 over	 them	 about	 the

room;	 then	 she	 put	 them	up	 and	 looked	 out	 under	 them.	She	 seldom	or	 never
looked	through	them	for	so	small	a	thing	as	a	boy;	they	were	her	state	pair,	the
pride	of	her	heart,	and	were	built	for	"style,"	not	service	—	she	could	have	seen
through	a	pair	of	stove-lids	just	as	well.	She	looked	perplexed	for	a	moment,	and
then	said,	not	fiercely,	but	still	loud	enough	for	the	furniture	to	hear:
"Well,	I	lay	if	I	get	hold	of	you	I'll	—"
She	did	not	finish,	for	by	this	time	she	was	bending	down	and	punching	under

the	bed	with	the	broom,	and	so	she	needed	breath	to	punctuate	the	punches	with.
She	resurrected	nothing	but	the	cat.
"I	never	did	see	the	beat	of	that	boy!"
She	went	 to	 the	open	door	and	stood	in	 it	and	looked	out	among	the	 tomato

vines	and	"jimpson"	weeds	that	constituted	the	garden.	No	Tom.	So	she	lifted	up
her	voice	at	an	angle	calculated	for	distance	and	shouted:
"Y-o-u-u	Tom!"
There	was	a	slight	noise	behind	her	and	she	turned	just	in	time	to	seize	a	small

boy	by	the	slack	of	his	roundabout	and	arrest	his	flight.
"There!	I	might	'a'	thought	of	that	closet.	What	you	been	doing	in	there?"
"Nothing."
"Nothing!	Look	at	your	hands.	And	look	at	your	mouth.	What	is	that	truck?"
"I	don't	know,	aunt."
"Well,	I	know.	It's	jam	—	that's	what	it	is.	Forty	times	I've	said	if	you	didn't	let

that	jam	alone	I'd	skin	you.	Hand	me	that	switch."
The	switch	hovered	in	the	air	—	the	peril	was	desperate	—
"My!	Look	behind	you,	aunt!"
The	old	lady	whirled	round,	and	snatched	her	skirts	out	of	danger.	The	lad	fled

on	the	instant,	scrambled	up	the	high	board-fence,	and	disappeared	over	it.



His	aunt	Polly	stood	surprised	a	moment,	and	then	broke	into	a	gentle	laugh.
"Hang	the	boy,	can't	I	never	learn	anything?	Ain't	he	played	me	tricks	enough

like	 that	 for	 me	 to	 be	 looking	 out	 for	 him	 by	 this	 time?	 But	 old	 fools	 is	 the
biggest	fools	there	is.	Can't	learn	an	old	dog	new	tricks,	as	the	saying	is.	But	my
goodness,	 he	 never	 plays	 them	 alike,	 two	 days,	 and	 how	 is	 a	 body	 to	 know
what's	coming?	He	'pears	to	know	just	how	long	he	can	torment	me	before	I	get
my	dander	up,	and	he	knows	if	he	can	make	out	 to	put	me	off	for	a	minute	or
make	me	 laugh,	 it's	 all	down	again	and	 I	can't	hit	him	a	 lick.	 I	ain't	doing	my
duty	by	that	boy,	and	that's	the	Lord's	truth,	goodness	knows.	Spare	the	rod	and
spoil	the	child,	as	the	Good	Book	says.	I'm	a	laying	up	sin	and	suffering	for	us
both,	 I	 know.	He's	 full	 of	 the	Old	 Scratch,	 but	 laws-a-me!	 he's	my	 own	 dead
sister's	 boy,	 poor	 thing,	 and	 I	 ain't	 got	 the	 heart	 to	 lash	 him,	 somehow.	Every
time	I	let	him	off,	my	conscience	does	hurt	me	so,	and	every	time	I	hit	him	my
old	heart	most	breaks.	Well-a-well,	man	 that	 is	born	of	woman	 is	of	 few	days
and	full	of	trouble,	as	the	Scripture	says,	and	I	reckon	it's	so.	He'll	play	hookey
this	evening	[*],	and	I'll	just	be	obliged	to	make	him	work,	to-morrow,	to	punish
him.	It's	mighty	hard	to	make	him	work	Saturdays,	when	all	the	boys	is	having
holiday,	but	he	hates	work	more	than	he	hates	anything	else,	and	I've	got	to	do
some	of	my	duty	by	him,	or	I'll	be	the	ruination	of	the	child."
Tom	did	play	hookey,	and	he	had	a	very	good	time.	He	got	back	home	barely

in	season	to	help	Jim,	the	small	colored	boy,	saw	next-day's	wood	and	split	the
kindlings	before	supper	—	at	least	he	was	there	in	time	to	tell	his	adventures	to
Jim	while	 Jim	did	 three-fourths	 of	 the	work.	Tom's	 younger	 brother	 (or	 rather
half-brother)	 Sid	 was	 already	 through	 with	 his	 part	 of	 the	 work	 (picking	 up
chips),	for	he	was	a	quiet	boy,	and	had	no	adventurous,	troublesome	ways.
While	Tom	was	eating	his	supper,	and	stealing	sugar	as	opportunity	offered,

Aunt	Polly	asked	him	questions	that	were	full	of	guile,	and	very	deep	—	for	she
wanted	to	trap	him	into	damaging	revealments.	Like	many	other	simple-hearted
souls,	it	was	her	pet	vanity	to	believe	she	was	endowed	with	a	talent	for	dark	and
mysterious	 diplomacy,	 and	 she	 loved	 to	 contemplate	 her	 most	 transparent
devices	as	marvels	of	low	cunning.	Said	she:
"Tom,	it	was	middling	warm	in	school,	warn't	it?"
"Yes'm."
"Powerful	warm,	warn't	it?"
"Yes'm."
"Didn't	you	want	to	go	in	a-swimming,	Tom?"
A	bit	of	a	scare	shot	through	Tom	—	a	touch	of	uncomfortable	suspicion.	He

searched	Aunt	Polly's	face,	but	it	told	him	nothing.	So	he	said:
"No'm	—	well,	not	very	much."



The	old	lady	reached	out	her	hand	and	felt	Tom's	shirt,	and	said:
"But	you	ain't	too	warm	now,	though."	And	it	flattered	her	to	reflect	that	she

had	 discovered	 that	 the	 shirt	was	 dry	without	 anybody	 knowing	 that	 that	was
what	 she	had	 in	her	mind.	But	 in	 spite	of	her,	Tom	knew	where	 the	wind	 lay,
now.	So	he	forestalled	what	might	be	the	next	move:
"Some	of	us	pumped	on	our	heads	—	mine's	damp	yet.	See?"
Aunt	Polly	was	vexed	 to	 think	she	had	overlooked	 that	bit	of	circumstantial

evidence,	and	missed	a	trick.	Then	she	had	a	new	inspiration:
"Tom,	you	didn't	have	to	undo	your	shirt	collar	where	I	sewed	it,	to	pump	on

your	head,	did	you?	Unbutton	your	jacket!"
The	trouble	vanished	out	of	Tom's	face.	He	opened	his	jacket.	His	shirt	collar

was	securely	sewed.
"Bother!	Well,	go	'long	with	you.	I'd	made	sure	you'd	played	hookey	and	been

a-swimming.	But	I	forgive	ye,	Tom.	I	reckon	you're	a	kind	of	a	singed	cat,	as	the
saying	is	—	better'n	you	look.	This	time."
She	was	half	 sorry	her	 sagacity	had	miscarried,	 and	half	 glad	 that	Tom	had

stumbled	into	obedient	conduct	for	once.
But	Sidney	said:
"Well,	 now,	 if	 I	 didn't	 think	you	 sewed	his	 collar	with	white	 thread,	 but	 it's

black."
"Why,	I	did	sew	it	with	white!	Tom!"
But	Tom	did	not	wait	for	the	rest.	As	he	went	out	at	the	door	he	said:
"Siddy,	I'll	lick	you	for	that."
In	 a	 safe	place	Tom	examined	 two	 large	needles	which	were	 thrust	 into	 the

lapels	 of	 his	 jacket,	 and	 had	 thread	 bound	 about	 them	—	 one	 needle	 carried
white	thread	and	the	other	black.	He	said:
"She'd	 never	 noticed	 if	 it	 hadn't	 been	 for	 Sid.	 Confound	 it!	 sometimes	 she

sews	 it	with	white,	 and	 sometimes	 she	 sews	 it	with	 black.	 I	wish	 to	 geeminy
she'd	stick	to	one	or	t'other	—	I	can't	keep	the	run	of	'em.	But	I	bet	you	I'll	lam
Sid	for	that.	I'll	learn	him!"
He	was	not	the	Model	Boy	of	the	village.	He	knew	the	model	boy	very	well

though	—	and	loathed	him.
Within	 two	 minutes,	 or	 even	 less,	 he	 had	 forgotten	 all	 his	 troubles.	 Not

because	his	troubles	were	one	whit	less	heavy	and	bitter	to	him	than	a	man's	are
to	a	man,	but	because	a	new	and	powerful	 interest	bore	 them	down	and	drove
them	out	of	his	mind	for	the	time	—	just	as	men's	misfortunes	are	forgotten	in
the	 excitement	 of	 new	 enterprises.	 This	 new	 interest	 was	 a	 valued	 novelty	 in
whistling,	 which	 he	 had	 just	 acquired	 from	 a	 negro,	 and	 he	 was	 suffering	 to
practise	 it	undisturbed.	 It	 consisted	 in	a	peculiar	bird-like	 turn,	a	 sort	of	 liquid



warble,	 produced	 by	 touching	 the	 tongue	 to	 the	 roof	 of	 the	 mouth	 at	 short
intervals	in	the	midst	of	the	music	—	the	reader	probably	remembers	how	to	do
it,	if	he	has	ever	been	a	boy.	Diligence	and	attention	soon	gave	him	the	knack	of
it,	and	he	strode	down	the	street	with	his	mouth	full	of	harmony	and	his	soul	full
of	 gratitude.	 He	 felt	 much	 as	 an	 astronomer	 feels	 who	 has	 discovered	 a	 new
planet	—	no	doubt,	as	far	as	strong,	deep,	unalloyed	pleasure	is	concerned,	the
advantage	was	with	the	boy,	not	the	astronomer.
The	summer	evenings	were	long.	It	was	not	dark,	yet.	Presently	Tom	checked

his	whistle.	A	stranger	was	before	him	—	a	boy	a	shade	larger	than	himself.	A
new-comer	of	any	age	or	either	sex	was	an	impressive	curiosity	in	the	poor	little
shabby	village	of	St.	Petersburg.	This	boy	was	well	dressed,	too	—	well	dressed
on	 a	 week-day.	 This	 was	 simply	 astounding.	 His	 cap	 was	 a	 dainty	 thing,	 his
closebuttoned	 blue	 cloth	 roundabout	 was	 new	 and	 natty,	 and	 so	 were	 his
pantaloons.	He	had	shoes	on	—	and	it	was	only	Friday.	He	even	wore	a	necktie,
a	bright	bit	of	ribbon.	He	had	a	citified	air	about	him	that	ate	into	Tom's	vitals.
The	more	Tom	stared	at	the	splendid	marvel,	the	higher	he	turned	up	his	nose	at
his	finery	and	the	shabbier	and	shabbier	his	own	outfit	seemed	to	him	to	grow.
Neither	 boy	 spoke.	 If	 one	moved,	 the	 other	moved	—	but	 only	 sidewise,	 in	 a
circle;	they	kept	face	to	face	and	eye	to	eye	all	the	time.	Finally	Tom	said:
"I	can	lick	you!"
"I'd	like	to	see	you	try	it."
"Well,	I	can	do	it."
"No	you	can't,	either."
"Yes	I	can."
"No	you	can't."
"I	can."
"You	can't."
"Can!"
"Can't!"
An	uncomfortable	pause.	Then	Tom	said:
"What's	your	name?"
"'Tisn't	any	of	your	business,	maybe."
"Well	I	'low	I'll	make	it	my	business."
"Well	why	don't	you?"
"If	you	say	much,	I	will."
"Much	—	much	—	much.	There	now."
"Oh,	you	think	you're	mighty	smart,	don't	you?	I	could	lick	you	with	one	hand

tied	behind	me,	if	I	wanted	to."
"Well	why	don't	you	do	it?	You	say	you	can	do	it."



"Well	I	will,	if	you	fool	with	me."
"Oh	yes	—	I've	seen	whole	families	in	the	same	fix."
"Smarty!	You	think	you're	some,	now,	don't	you?	Oh,	what	a	hat!"
"You	can	lump	that	hat	if	you	don't	 like	it.	I	dare	you	to	knock	it	off	—	and

anybody	that'll	take	a	dare	will	suck	eggs."
"You're	a	liar!"
"You're	another."
"You're	a	fighting	liar	and	dasn't	take	it	up."
"Aw	—	take	a	walk!"
"Say	—	if	you	give	me	much	more	of	your	sass	 I'll	 take	and	bounce	a	 rock

off'n	your	head."
"Oh,	of	course	you	will."
"Well	I	will."
"Well	why	don't	you	do	it	then?	What	do	you	keep	saying	you	will	for?	Why

don't	you	do	it?	It's	because	you're	afraid."
"I	ain't	afraid."
"You	are."
"I	ain't."
"You	are."
Another	pause,	and	more	eying	and	sidling	around	each	other.	Presently	they

were	shoulder	to	shoulder.	Tom	said:
"Get	away	from	here!"
"Go	away	yourself!"
"I	won't."
"I	won't	either."
So	they	stood,	each	with	a	foot	placed	at	an	angle	as	a	brace,	and	both	shoving

with	might	and	main,	and	glowering	at	each	other	with	hate.	But	neither	could
get	an	advantage.	After	 struggling	 till	both	were	hot	and	 flushed,	 each	 relaxed
his	strain	with	watchful	caution,	and	Tom	said:
"You're	a	coward	and	a	pup.	I'll	tell	my	big	brother	on	you,	and	he	can	thrash

you	with	his	little	finger,	and	I'll	make	him	do	it,	too."
"What	do	I	care	for	your	big	brother?	I've	got	a	brother	that's	bigger	than	he	is

—	and	what's	more,	he	can	throw	him	over	that	fence,	too."	[Both	brothers	were
imaginary.]
"That's	a	lie."
"Your	saying	so	don't	make	it	so."
Tom	drew	a	line	in	the	dust	with	his	big	toe,	and	said:
"I	dare	you	to	step	over	that,	and	I'll	lick	you	till	you	can't	stand	up.	Anybody

that'll	take	a	dare	will	steal	sheep."



The	new	boy	stepped	over	promptly,	and	said:
"Now	you	said	you'd	do	it,	now	let's	see	you	do	it."
"Don't	you	crowd	me	now;	you	better	look	out."
"Well,	you	said	you'd	do	it	—	why	don't	you	do	it?"
"By	jingo!	for	two	cents	I	will	do	it."
The	new	boy	took	two	broad	coppers	out	of	his	pocket	and	held	them	out	with

derision.	Tom	struck	them	to	the	ground.	In	an	instant	both	boys	were	rolling	and
tumbling	in	the	dirt,	gripped	together	like	cats;	and	for	the	space	of	a	minute	they
tugged	 and	 tore	 at	 each	 other's	 hair	 and	 clothes,	 punched	 and	 scratched	 each
other's	 nose,	 and	 covered	 themselves	 with	 dust	 and	 glory.	 Presently	 the
confusion	took	form,	and	through	the	fog	of	battle	Tom	appeared,	seated	astride
the	new	boy,	and	pounding	him	with	his	fists.	"Holler	'nuff!"	said	he.
The	boy	only	struggled	to	free	himself.	He	was	crying	—	mainly	from	rage.
"Holler	'nuff!"	—	and	the	pounding	went	on.
At	last	the	stranger	got	out	a	smothered	"'Nuff!"	and	Tom	let	him	up	and	said:
"Now	that'll	learn	you.	Better	look	out	who	you're	fooling	with	next	time."
The	new	boy	went	off	brushing	the	dust	from	his	clothes,	sobbing,	snuffling,

and	 occasionally	 looking	 back	 and	 shaking	 his	 head	 and	 threatening	 what	 he
would	do	to	Tom	the	"next	 time	he	caught	him	out."	To	which	Tom	responded
with	jeers,	and	started	off	in	high	feather,	and	as	soon	as	his	back	was	turned	the
new	boy	 snatched	up	 a	 stone,	 threw	 it	 and	 hit	 him	between	 the	 shoulders	 and
then	turned	tail	and	ran	like	an	antelope.	Tom	chased	the	traitor	home,	and	thus
found	 out	where	 he	 lived.	He	 then	 held	 a	 position	 at	 the	 gate	 for	 some	 time,
daring	 the	 enemy	 to	 come	 outside,	 but	 the	 enemy	 only	 made	 faces	 at	 him
through	 the	 window	 and	 declined.	 At	 last	 the	 enemy's	 mother	 appeared,	 and
called	Tom	a	bad,	vicious,	vulgar	child,	and	ordered	him	away.	So	he	went	away;
but	he	said	he	"'lowed"	to	"lay"	for	that	boy.
He	got	home	pretty	late	that	night,	and	when	he	climbed	cautiously	in	at	the

window,	he	uncovered	an	ambuscade,	 in	 the	person	of	his	aunt;	 and	when	she
saw	the	state	his	clothes	were	in	her	resolution	to	turn	his	Saturday	holiday	into
captivity	at	hard	labor	became	adamantine	in	its	firmness.



Chapter		2
Saturday	morning	was	come,	and	all	the	summer	world	was	bright	and	fresh,	and
brimming	with	life.	There	was	a	song	in	every	heart;	and	if	the	heart	was	young
the	music	issued	at	the	lips.	There	was	cheer	in	every	face	and	a	spring	in	every
step.	The	locust-trees	were	in	bloom	and	the	fragrance	of	the	blossoms	filled	the
air.	Cardiff	Hill,	beyond	the	village	and	above	it,	was	green	with	vegetation	and
it	 lay	 just	 far	enough	away	 to	seem	a	Delectable	Land,	dreamy,	 reposeful,	and
inviting.
Tom	appeared	on	the	sidewalk	with	a	bucket	of	whitewash	and	a	long-handled

brush.	He	surveyed	the	fence,	and	all	gladness	left	him	and	a	deep	melancholy
settled	down	upon	his	spirit.	Thirty	yards	of	board	fence	nine	feet	high.	Life	to
him	 seemed	 hollow,	 and	 existence	 but	 a	 burden.	 Sighing,	 he	 dipped	 his	 brush
and	 passed	 it	 along	 the	 topmost	 plank;	 repeated	 the	 operation;	 did	 it	 again;
compared	the	insignificant	whitewashed	streak	with	the	far-reaching	continent	of
unwhitewashed	 fence,	 and	 sat	 down	 on	 a	 tree-box	 discouraged.	 Jim	 came
skipping	out	at	the	gate	with	a	tin	pail,	and	singing	Buffalo	Gals.	Bringing	water
from	 the	 town	pump	had	 always	been	hateful	work	 in	Tom's	 eyes,	 before,	 but
now	 it	 did	 not	 strike	 him	 so.	 He	 remembered	 that	 there	 was	 company	 at	 the
pump.	White,	mulatto,	and	negro	boys	and	girls	were	always	there	waiting	their
turns,	 resting,	 trading	 playthings,	 quarrelling,	 fighting,	 skylarking.	 And	 he
remembered	that	although	the	pump	was	only	a	hundred	and	fifty	yards	off,	Jim
never	got	back	with	a	bucket	of	water	under	an	hour	—	and	even	then	somebody
generally	had	to	go	after	him.	Tom	said:
"Say,	Jim,	I'll	fetch	the	water	if	you'll	whitewash	some."
Jim	shook	his	head	and	said:
"Can't,	Mars	Tom.	Ole	missis,	she	tole	me	I	got	to	go	an'	git	dis	water	an'	not

stop	foolin'	roun'	wid	anybody.	She	say	she	spec'	Mars	Tom	gwine	to	ax	me	to
whitewash,	 an'	 so	 she	 tole	 me	 go	 'long	 an'	 'tend	 to	 my	 own	 business	—	 she
'lowed	she'd	'tend	to	de	whitewashin'."
"Oh,	 never	 you	mind	 what	 she	 said,	 Jim.	 That's	 the	 way	 she	 always	 talks.

Gimme	the	bucket	—	I	won't	be	gone	only	a	a	minute.	She	won't	ever	know."
"Oh,	I	dasn't,	Mars	Tom.	Ole	missis	she'd	take	an'	tar	de	head	off'n	me.	'Deed

she	would."
"She!	She	never	licks	anybody	—	whacks	'em	over	the	head	with	her	thimble



—	and	who	cares	for	that,	I'd	like	to	know.	She	talks	awful,	but	talk	don't	hurt	—
anyways	it	don't	if	she	don't	cry.	Jim,	I'll	give	you	a	marvel.	I'll	give	you	a	white
alley!"
Jim	began	to	waver.
"White	alley,	Jim!	And	it's	a	bully	taw."
"My!	Dat's	a	mighty	gay	marvel,	I	tell	you!	But	Mars	Tom	I's	powerful	'fraid

ole	missis	—"
"And	besides,	if	you	will	I'll	show	you	my	sore	toe."
Jim	was	only	human	—	this	attraction	was	too	much	for	him.	He	put	down	his

pail,	took	the	white	alley,	and	bent	over	the	toe	with	absorbing	interest	while	the
bandage	was	being	unwound.	In	another	moment	he	was	flying	down	the	street
with	his	pail	 and	a	 tingling	 rear,	Tom	was	whitewashing	with	vigor,	 and	Aunt
Polly	was	retiring	from	the	field	with	a	slipper	 in	her	hand	and	 triumph	 in	her
eye.
But	Tom's	energy	did	not	last.	He	began	to	think	of	the	fun	he	had	planned	for

this	 day,	 and	 his	 sorrows	multiplied.	 Soon	 the	 free	 boys	would	 come	 tripping
along	on	all	sorts	of	delicious	expeditions,	and	they	would	make	a	world	of	fun
of	him	for	having	to	work	—	the	very	thought	of	it	burnt	him	like	fire.	He	got
out	 his	 worldly	 wealth	 and	 examined	 it	 —	 bits	 of	 toys,	 marbles,	 and	 trash;
enough	to	buy	an	exchange	of	work,	maybe,	but	not	half	enough	to	buy	so	much
as	 half	 an	 hour	 of	 pure	 freedom.	 So	 he	 returned	 his	 straitened	 means	 to	 his
pocket,	and	gave	up	the	idea	of	trying	to	buy	the	boys.	At	this	dark	and	hopeless
moment	 an	 inspiration	burst	 upon	him!	Nothing	 less	 than	 a	 great,	magnificent
inspiration.
He	took	up	his	brush	and	went	tranquilly	to	work.	Ben	Rogers	hove	in	sight

presently	—	 the	 very	 boy,	 of	 all	 boys,	 whose	 ridicule	 he	 had	 been	 dreading.
Ben's	gait	was	 the	hop-skip-and-jump	—	proof	enough	 that	his	heart	was	 light
and	his	anticipations	high.	He	was	eating	an	apple,	and	giving	a	long,	melodious
whoop,	at	intervals,	followed	by	a	deep-toned	ding-dong-dong,	ding-dong-dong,
for	he	was	personating	a	steamboat.	As	he	drew	near,	he	slackened	speed,	took
the	middle	of	the	street,	leaned	far	over	to	starboard	and	rounded	to	ponderously
and	with	 laborious	 pomp	 and	 circumstance	—	 for	 he	was	 personating	 the	Big
Missouri,	and	considered	himself	to	be	drawing	nine	feet	of	water.	He	was	boat
and	captain	and	engine-bells	combined,	 so	he	had	 to	 imagine	himself	 standing
on	his	own	hurricane-deck	giving	the	orders	and	executing	them:
"Stop	her,	sir!	Ting-a-ling-ling!"	The	headway	ran	almost	out,	and	he	drew	up

slowly	toward	the	sidewalk.
"Ship	up	to	back!	Ting-a-ling-ling!"	His	arms	straightened	and	stiffened	down

his	sides.



"Set	 her	 back	 on	 the	 stabboard!	 Ting-a-ling-ling!	 Chow!	 ch-chow-wow!
Chow!"	 His	 right	 hand,	 meantime,	 describing	 stately	 circles	 —	 for	 it	 was
representing	a	forty-foot	wheel.
"Let	 her	 go	 back	 on	 the	 labboard!	 Ting-a-ling-ling!	 Chow-ch-chow-chow!"

The	left	hand	began	to	describe	circles.
"Stop	the	stabboard!	Ting-a-ling-ling!	Stop	the	labboard!	Come	ahead	on	the

stabboard!	Stop	her!	Let	your	outside	 turn	over	 slow!	Ting-a-ling-ling!	Chow-
ow-ow!	Get	out	that	head-line!	Lively	now!	Come	—	out	with	your	spring-line
—	what're	you	about	 there!	Take	a	 turn	 round	 that	 stump	with	 the	bight	of	 it!
Stand	by	that	stage,	now	—	let	her	go!	Done	with	the	engines,	sir!	Ting-a-ling-
ling!	Sh't!	S'h't!	Sh't!"	(trying	the	gauge-cocks).
Tom	went	on	whitewashing	—	paid	no	attention	to	the	steamboat.	Ben	stared

a	moment	and	then	said:	"Hi-yi!	You're	up	a	stump,	ain't	you!"
No	answer.	Tom	surveyed	his	last	touch	with	the	eye	of	an	artist,	then	he	gave

his	brush	another	gentle	sweep	and	surveyed	the	result,	as	before.	Ben	ranged	up
alongside	of	him.	Tom's	mouth	watered	for	the	apple,	but	he	stuck	to	his	work.
Ben	said:
"Hello,	old	chap,	you	got	to	work,	hey?"
Tom	wheeled	suddenly	and	said:
"Why,	it's	you,	Ben!	I	warn't	noticing."
"Say	—	I'm	going	 in	 a-swimming,	 I	 am.	Don't	 you	wish	you	could?	But	of

course	you'd	druther	work	—	wouldn't	you?	Course	you	would!"
Tom	contemplated	the	boy	a	bit,	and	said:
"What	do	you	call	work?"
"Why,	ain't	that	work?"
Tom	resumed	his	whitewashing,	and	answered	carelessly:
"Well,	maybe	it	is,	and	maybe	it	ain't.	All	I	know,	is,	it	suits	Tom	Sawyer."
"Oh	come,	now,	you	don't	mean	to	let	on	that	you	like	it?"
The	brush	continued	to	move.
"Like	it?	Well,	I	don't	see	why	I	oughtn't	to	like	it.	Does	a	boy	get	a	chance	to

whitewash	a	fence	every	day?"
That	put	the	thing	in	a	new	light.	Ben	stopped	nibbling	his	apple.	Tom	swept

his	brush	daintily	back	and	forth	—	stepped	back	to	note	the	effect	—	added	a
touch	here	and	there	—	criticised	the	effect	again	—	Ben	watching	every	move
and	 getting	more	 and	more	 interested,	more	 and	more	 absorbed.	 Presently	 he
said:
"Say,	Tom,	let	me	whitewash	a	little."
Tom	considered,	was	about	to	consent;	but	he	altered	his	mind:
"No	—	no	—	I	reckon	it	wouldn't	hardly	do,	Ben.	You	see,	Aunt	Polly's	awful



particular	about	this	fence	—	right	here	on	the	street,	you	know	—	but	if	it	was
the	 back	 fence	 I	 wouldn't	 mind	 and	 she	 wouldn't.	 Yes,	 she's	 awful	 particular
about	this	fence;	it's	got	to	be	done	very	careful;	I	reckon	there	ain't	one	boy	in	a
thousand,	maybe	two	thousand,	that	can	do	it	the	way	it's	got	to	be	done."
"No	—	is	that	so?	Oh	come,	now	—	lemme	just	try.	Only	just	a	little	—	I'd	let

you,	if	you	was	me,	Tom."
"Ben,	I'd	like	to,	honest	injun;	but	Aunt	Polly	—	well,	Jim	wanted	to	do	it,	but

she	wouldn't	 let	him;	Sid	wanted	 to	do	 it,	 and	she	wouldn't	 let	Sid.	Now	don't
you	 see	 how	 I'm	 fixed?	 If	 you	 was	 to	 tackle	 this	 fence	 and	 anything	 was	 to
happen	to	it	—"
"Oh,	shucks,	 I'll	be	 just	as	careful.	Now	 lemme	 try.	Say	—	I'll	give	you	 the

core	of	my	apple."
"Well,	here	—	No,	Ben,	now	don't.	I'm	afeard	—"
"I'll	give	you	all	of	it!"
Tom	gave	up	 the	brush	with	 reluctance	 in	his	 face,	but	 alacrity	 in	his	heart.

And	while	 the	 late	 steamer	 Big	Missouri	 worked	 and	 sweated	 in	 the	 sun,	 the
retired	artist	sat	on	a	barrel	in	the	shade	close	by,	dangled	his	legs,	munched	his
apple,	 and	 planned	 the	 slaughter	 of	 more	 innocents.	 There	 was	 no	 lack	 of
material;	boys	happened	along	every	little	while;	they	came	to	jeer,	but	remained
to	whitewash.	By	the	time	Ben	was	fagged	out,	Tom	had	traded	the	next	chance
to	Billy	Fisher	for	a	kite,	in	good	repair;	and	when	he	played	out,	Johnny	Miller
bought	 in	for	a	dead	rat	and	a	string	 to	swing	it	with	—	and	so	on,	and	so	on,
hour	after	hour.	And	when	the	middle	of	the	afternoon	came,	from	being	a	poor
poverty-stricken	boy	in	the	morning,	Tom	was	literally	rolling	in	wealth.	He	had
besides	the	things	before	mentioned,	twelve	marbles,	part	of	a	jews-harp,	a	piece
of	blue	bottle-glass	to	look	through,	a	spool	cannon,	a	key	that	wouldn't	unlock
anything,	 a	 fragment	 of	 chalk,	 a	 glass	 stopper	 of	 a	 decanter,	 a	 tin	 soldier,	 a
couple	 of	 tadpoles,	 six	 fire-crackers,	 a	 kitten	 with	 only	 one	 eye,	 a	 brass
doorknob,	 a	 dog-collar	—	but	 no	dog	—	 the	handle	of	 a	 knife,	 four	 pieces	of
orange-peel,	and	a	dilapidated	old	window	sash.
He	had	had	a	nice,	good,	idle	time	all	the	while	—	plenty	of	company	—	and

the	fence	had	three	coats	of	whitewash	on	it!	If	he	hadn't	run	out	of	whitewash
he	would	have	bankrupted	every	boy	in	the	village.
Tom	 said	 to	 himself	 that	 it	 was	 not	 such	 a	 hollow	world,	 after	 all.	 He	 had

discovered	a	great	 law	of	human	action,	without	knowing	it	—	namely,	 that	 in
order	 to	make	 a	man	 or	 a	 boy	 covet	 a	 thing,	 it	 is	 only	 necessary	 to	make	 the
thing	 difficult	 to	 attain.	 If	 he	 had	 been	 a	 great	 and	wise	 philosopher,	 like	 the
writer	 of	 this	 book,	 he	 would	 now	 have	 comprehended	 that	Work	 consists	 of
whatever	a	body	is	obliged	 to	do,	and	 that	Play	consists	of	whatever	a	body	is



not	 obliged	 to	 do.	 And	 this	 would	 help	 him	 to	 understand	 why	 constructing
artificial	flowers	or	performing	on	a	tread-mill	is	work,	while	rolling	ten-pins	or
climbing	 Mont	 Blanc	 is	 only	 amusement.	 There	 are	 wealthy	 gentlemen	 in
England	 who	 drive	 four-horse	 passenger-coaches	 twenty	 or	 thirty	 miles	 on	 a
daily	line,	in	the	summer,	because	the	privilege	costs	them	considerable	money;
but	if	they	were	offered	wages	for	the	service,	that	would	turn	it	into	work	and
then	they	would	resign.
The	boy	mused	awhile	over	 the	substantial	change	which	had	taken	place	in

his	worldly	circumstances,	and	then	wended	toward	headquarters	to	report.



Chapter		3
Tom	presented	himself	before	Aunt	Polly,	who	was	sitting	by	an	open	window	in
a	 pleasant	 rearward	 apartment,	 which	 was	 bedroom,	 breakfast-room,	 dining-
room,	and	library,	combined.	The	balmy	summer	air,	 the	restful	quiet,	 the	odor
of	the	flowers,	and	the	drowsing	murmur	of	the	bees	had	had	their	effect,	and	she
was	nodding	over	her	knitting	—	for	she	had	no	company	but	the	cat,	and	it	was
asleep	 in	her	 lap.	Her	spectacles	were	propped	up	on	her	gray	head	 for	 safety.
She	had	thought	that	of	course	Tom	had	deserted	long	ago,	and	she	wondered	at
seeing	 him	 place	 himself	 in	 her	 power	 again	 in	 this	 intrepid	 way.	 He	 said:
"Mayn't	I	go	and	play	now,	aunt?"
"What,	a'ready?	How	much	have	you	done?"
"It's	all	done,	aunt."
"Tom,	don't	lie	to	me	—	I	can't	bear	it."
"I	ain't,	aunt;	it	is	all	done."
Aunt	 Polly	 placed	 small	 trust	 in	 such	 evidence.	 She	 went	 out	 to	 see	 for

herself;	 and	 she	 would	 have	 been	 content	 to	 find	 twenty	 per	 cent.	 of	 Tom's
statement	 true.	 When	 she	 found	 the	 entire	 fence	 whitewashed,	 and	 not	 only
whitewashed	but	elaborately	coated	and	recoated,	and	even	a	streak	added	to	the
ground,	her	astonishment	was	almost	unspeakable.	She	said:
"Well,	I	never!	There's	no	getting	round	it,	you	can	work	when	you're	a	mind

to,	 Tom."	And	 then	 she	 diluted	 the	 compliment	 by	 adding,	 "But	 it's	 powerful
seldom	you're	a	mind	to,	I'm	bound	to	say.	Well,	go	'long	and	play;	but	mind	you
get	back	some	time	in	a	week,	or	I'll	tan	you."
She	was	 so	overcome	by	 the	 splendor	of	his	achievement	 that	 she	 took	him

into	the	closet	and	selected	a	choice	apple	and	delivered	it	to	him,	along	with	an
improving	lecture	upon	the	added	value	and	flavor	a	treat	took	to	itself	when	it
came	without	 sin	 through	 virtuous	 effort.	 And	while	 she	 closed	with	 a	 happy
Scriptural	flourish,	he	"hooked"	a	doughnut.
Then	he	skipped	out,	and	saw	Sid	just	starting	up	the	outside	stairway	that	led

to	the	back	rooms	on	the	second	floor.	Clods	were	handy	and	the	air	was	full	of
them	in	a	 twinkling.	They	raged	around	Sid	like	a	hail-storm;	and	before	Aunt
Polly	could	collect	her	 surprised	 faculties	 and	 sally	 to	 the	 rescue,	 six	or	 seven
clods	 had	 taken	personal	 effect,	 and	Tom	was	over	 the	 fence	 and	gone.	There
was	a	gate,	but	as	a	general	thing	he	was	too	crowded	for	time	to	make	use	of	it.



His	soul	was	at	peace,	now	that	he	had	settled	with	Sid	for	calling	attention	to
his	black	thread	and	getting	him	into	trouble.
Tom	skirted	the	block,	and	came	round	into	a	muddy	alley	that	led	by	the	back

of	his	aunt's	cowstable.	He	presently	got	safely	beyond	the	reach	of	capture	and
punishment,	 and	 hastened	 toward	 the	 public	 square	 of	 the	 village,	 where	 two
"military"	 companies	 of	 boys	 had	 met	 for	 conflict,	 according	 to	 previous
appointment.	 Tom	was	 General	 of	 one	 of	 these	 armies,	 Joe	 Harper	 (a	 bosom
friend)	General	of	the	other.	These	two	great	commanders	did	not	condescend	to
fight	 in	 person	—	 that	 being	 better	 suited	 to	 the	 still	 smaller	 fry	 —	 but	 sat
together	on	an	eminence	and	conducted	the	field	operations	by	orders	delivered
through	aides-de-camp.	Tom's	army	won	a	great	victory,	after	a	long	and	hard-
fought	battle.	Then	the	dead	were	counted,	prisoners	exchanged,	the	terms	of	the
next	disagreement	agreed	upon,	and	the	day	for	the	necessary	battle	appointed;
after	 which	 the	 armies	 fell	 into	 line	 and	 marched	 away,	 and	 Tom	 turned
homeward	alone.
As	he	was	passing	by	the	house	where	Jeff	Thatcher	lived,	he	saw	a	new	girl

in	 the	garden	—	a	 lovely	 little	blue-eyed	creature	with	yellow	hair	plaited	 into
two	 long-tails,	 white	 summer	 frock	 and	 embroidered	 pantalettes.	 The	 fresh-
crowned	hero	fell	without	firing	a	shot.	A	certain	Amy	Lawrence	vanished	out	of
his	heart	and	left	not	even	a	memory	of	herself	behind.	He	had	thought	he	loved
her	 to	distraction;	he	had	 regarded	his	passion	as	adoration;	and	behold	 it	was
only	a	poor	little	evanescent	partiality.	He	had	been	months	winning	her;	she	had
confessed	hardly	a	week	ago;	he	had	been	the	happiest	and	the	proudest	boy	in
the	world	only	seven	short	days,	and	here	in	one	instant	of	time	she	had	gone	out
of	his	heart	like	a	casual	stranger	whose	visit	is	done.
He	 worshipped	 this	 new	 angel	 with	 furtive	 eye,	 till	 he	 saw	 that	 she	 had

discovered	him;	then	he	pretended	he	did	not	know	she	was	present,	and	began
to	"show	off"	in	all	sorts	of	absurd	boyish	ways,	in	order	to	win	her	admiration.
He	 kept	 up	 this	 grotesque	 foolishness	 for	 some	 time;	 but	 by-and-by,	while	 he
was	in	the	midst	of	some	dangerous	gymnastic	performances,	he	glanced	aside
and	saw	that	the	little	girl	was	wending	her	way	toward	the	house.	Tom	came	up
to	 the	 fence	and	 leaned	on	 it,	grieving,	and	hoping	she	would	 tarry	yet	awhile
longer.	She	halted	a	moment	on	the	steps	and	then	moved	toward	the	door.	Tom
heaved	a	great	sigh	as	she	put	her	foot	on	the	threshold.	But	his	face	lit	up,	right
away,	for	she	tossed	a	pansy	over	the	fence	a	moment	before	she	disappeared.
The	boy	ran	around	and	stopped	within	a	foot	or	two	of	the	flower,	and	then

shaded	 his	 eyes	 with	 his	 hand	 and	 began	 to	 look	 down	 street	 as	 if	 he	 had
discovered	something	of	interest	going	on	in	that	direction.	Presently	he	picked
up	 a	 straw	and	began	 trying	 to	 balance	 it	 on	his	 nose,	with	his	 head	 tilted	 far



back;	 and	 as	 he	moved	 from	 side	 to	 side,	 in	 his	 efforts,	 he	 edged	 nearer	 and
nearer	 toward	 the	 pansy;	 finally	 his	 bare	 foot	 rested	 upon	 it,	 his	 pliant	 toes
closed	upon	it,	and	he	hopped	away	with	the	treasure	and	disappeared	round	the
corner.	But	only	for	a	minute	—	only	while	he	could	button	the	flower	inside	his
jacket,	 next	 his	 heart	—	 or	 next	 his	 stomach,	 possibly,	 for	 he	 was	 not	 much
posted	in	anatomy,	and	not	hypercritical,	anyway.
He	 returned,	 now,	 and	 hung	 about	 the	 fence	 till	 nightfall,	 "showing	 off,"	 as

before;	but	the	girl	never	exhibited	herself	again,	though	Tom	comforted	himself
a	little	with	the	hope	that	she	had	been	near	some	window,	meantime,	and	been
aware	of	his	 attentions.	Finally	he	 strode	home	 reluctantly,	with	his	poor	head
full	of	visions.
All	through	supper	his	spirits	were	so	high	that	his	aunt	wondered	"what	had

got	 into	 the	 child."	 He	 took	 a	 good	 scolding	 about	 clodding	 Sid,	 and	 did	 not
seem	to	mind	 it	 in	 the	 least.	He	 tried	 to	steal	sugar	under	his	aunt's	very	nose,
and	got	his	knuckles	rapped	for	it.	He	said:
"Aunt,	you	don't	whack	Sid	when	he	takes	it."
"Well,	 Sid	 don't	 torment	 a	 body	 the	way	 you	 do.	You'd	 be	 always	 into	 that

sugar	if	I	warn't	watching	you."
Presently	 she	 stepped	 into	 the	 kitchen,	 and	 Sid,	 happy	 in	 his	 immunity,

reached	for	the	sugar-bowl	—	a	sort	of	glorying	over	Tom	which	was	wellnigh
unbearable.	But	Sid's	fingers	slipped	and	the	bowl	dropped	and	broke.	Tom	was
in	ecstasies.	In	such	ecstasies	that	he	even	controlled	his	tongue	and	was	silent.
He	said	to	himself	that	he	would	not	speak	a	word,	even	when	his	aunt	came	in,
but	 would	 sit	 perfectly	 still	 till	 she	 asked	 who	 did	 the	 mischief;	 and	 then	 he
would	 tell,	 and	 there	would	be	nothing	so	good	 in	 the	world	as	 to	see	 that	pet
model	 "catch	 it."	 He	 was	 so	 brimful	 of	 exultation	 that	 he	 could	 hardly	 hold
himself	when	 the	 old	 lady	 came	 back	 and	 stood	 above	 the	wreck	 discharging
lightnings	 of	 wrath	 from	 over	 her	 spectacles.	 He	 said	 to	 himself,	 "Now	 it's
coming!"	And	the	next	instant	he	was	sprawling	on	the	floor!	The	potent	palm
was	uplifted	to	strike	again	when	Tom	cried	out:
"Hold	on,	now,	what	'er	you	belting	me	for?	—	Sid	broke	it!"
Aunt	Polly	paused,	perplexed,	and	Tom	looked	for	healing	pity.	But	when	she

got	her	tongue	again,	she	only	said:
"Umf!	Well,	you	didn't	get	a	 lick	amiss,	 I	 reckon.	You	been	 into	some	other

audacious	mischief	when	I	wasn't	around,	like	enough."
Then	her	conscience	reproached	her,	and	she	yearned	 to	say	something	kind

and	loving;	but	she	judged	that	this	would	be	construed	into	a	confession	that	she
had	been	in	the	wrong,	and	discipline	forbade	that.	So	she	kept	silence,	and	went
about	her	affairs	with	a	 troubled	heart.	Tom	sulked	 in	a	corner	and	exalted	his



woes.	He	knew	that	 in	her	heart	his	aunt	was	on	her	knees	to	him,	and	he	was
morosely	gratified	by	the	consciousness	of	it.	He	would	hang	out	no	signals,	he
would	take	notice	of	none.	He	knew	that	a	yearning	glance	fell	upon	him,	now
and	 then,	 through	a	 film	of	 tears,	but	he	 refused	 recognition	of	 it.	He	pictured
himself	lying	sick	unto	death	and	his	aunt	bending	over	him	beseeching	one	little
forgiving	word,	but	he	would	 turn	his	 face	 to	 the	wall,	and	die	with	 that	word
unsaid.	Ah,	 how	would	 she	 feel	 then?	And	 he	 pictured	 himself	 brought	 home
from	the	river,	dead,	with	his	curls	all	wet,	and	his	sore	heart	at	 rest.	How	she
would	 throw	herself	upon	him,	and	how	her	 tears	would	 fall	 like	 rain,	and	her
lips	pray	God	 to	give	her	back	her	boy	and	she	would	never,	never	abuse	him
any	more!	But	he	would	 lie	 there	cold	and	white	 and	make	no	 sign	—	a	poor
little	sufferer,	whose	griefs	were	at	an	end.	He	so	worked	upon	his	feelings	with
the	pathos	of	 these	dreams,	 that	he	had	 to	keep	 swallowing,	he	was	 so	 like	 to
choke;	and	his	eyes	swam	in	a	blur	of	water,	which	overflowed	when	he	winked,
and	ran	down	and	trickled	from	the	end	of	his	nose.	And	such	a	luxury	to	him
was	 this	 petting	 of	 his	 sorrows,	 that	 he	 could	 not	 bear	 to	 have	 any	 worldly
cheeriness	 or	 any	 grating	 delight	 intrude	 upon	 it;	 it	 was	 too	 sacred	 for	 such
contact;	and	so,	presently,	when	his	cousin	Mary	danced	in,	all	alive	with	the	joy
of	seeing	home	again	after	an	age-long	visit	of	one	week	to	the	country,	he	got
up	and	moved	in	clouds	and	darkness	out	at	one	door	as	she	brought	song	and
sunshine	in	at	the	other.
He	wandered	 far	 from	 the	 accustomed	 haunts	 of	 boys,	 and	 sought	 desolate

places	 that	were	 in	harmony	with	his	spirit.	A	log	raft	 in	 the	river	 invited	him,
and	he	seated	himself	on	its	outer	edge	and	contemplated	the	dreary	vastness	of
the	 stream,	wishing,	 the	while,	 that	he	could	only	be	drowned,	all	 at	once	and
unconsciously,	without	undergoing	the	uncomfortable	routine	devised	by	nature.
Then	he	thought	of	his	flower.	He	got	it	out,	rumpled	and	wilted,	and	it	mightily
increased	his	dismal	 felicity.	He	wondered	 if	 she	would	pity	him	 if	 she	knew?
Would	she	cry,	and	wish	that	she	had	a	right	to	put	her	arms	around	his	neck	and
comfort	 him?	Or	would	 she	 turn	 coldly	 away	 like	 all	 the	 hollow	world?	 This
picture	 brought	 such	 an	 agony	 of	 pleasurable	 suffering	 that	 he	worked	 it	 over
and	over	again	in	his	mind	and	set	it	up	in	new	and	varied	lights,	till	he	wore	it
threadbare.	At	last	he	rose	up	sighing	and	departed	in	the	darkness.
About	half-past	nine	or	ten	o'clock	he	came	along	the	deserted	street	to	where

the	 Adored	 Unknown	 lived;	 he	 paused	 a	 moment;	 no	 sound	 fell	 upon	 his
listening	ear;	a	candle	was	casting	a	dull	glow	upon	the	curtain	of	a	second-story
window.	 Was	 the	 sacred	 presence	 there?	 He	 climbed	 the	 fence,	 threaded	 his
stealthy	way	through	the	plants,	till	he	stood	under	that	window;	he	looked	up	at
it	 long,	 and	 with	 emotion;	 then	 he	 laid	 him	 down	 on	 the	 ground	 under	 it,



disposing	 himself	 upon	 his	 back,	 with	 his	 hands	 clasped	 upon	 his	 breast	 and
holding	his	poor	wilted	flower.	And	thus	he	would	die	—	out	in	the	cold	world,
with	 no	 shelter	 over	 his	 homeless	 head,	 no	 friendly	 hand	 to	 wipe	 the	 death-
damps	from	his	brow,	no	loving	face	to	bend	pityingly	over	him	when	the	great
agony	came.	And	 thus	 she	would	 see	him	when	 she	 looked	out	 upon	 the	glad
morning,	 and	 oh!	 would	 she	 drop	 one	 little	 tear	 upon	 his	 poor,	 lifeless	 form,
would	she	heave	one	little	sigh	to	see	a	bright	young	life	so	rudely	blighted,	so
untimely	cut	down?
The	 window	 went	 up,	 a	 maid-servant's	 discordant	 voice	 profaned	 the	 holy

calm,	and	a	deluge	of	water	drenched	the	prone	martyr's	remains!
The	strangling	hero	sprang	up	with	a	relieving	snort.	There	was	a	whiz	as	of	a

missile	in	the	air,	mingled	with	the	murmur	of	a	curse,	a	sound	as	of	shivering
glass	 followed,	and	a	small,	vague	 form	went	over	 the	 fence	and	shot	away	 in
the	gloom.
Not	 long	 after,	 as	 Tom,	 all	 undressed	 for	 bed,	 was	 surveying	 his	 drenched

garments	by	the	light	of	a	tallow	dip,	Sid	woke	up;	but	if	he	had	any	dim	idea	of
making	any	"references	to	allusions,"	he	thought	better	of	it	and	held	his	peace,
for	there	was	danger	in	Tom's	eye.
Tom	 turned	 in	without	 the	 added	vexation	 of	 prayers,	 and	Sid	made	mental

note	of	the	omission.



Chapter		4
The	sun	rose	upon	a	tranquil	world,	and	beamed	down	upon	the	peaceful	village
like	a	benediction.	Breakfast	over,	Aunt	Polly	had	family	worship:	it	began	with
a	 prayer	 built	 from	 the	 ground	 up	 of	 solid	 courses	 of	 Scriptural	 quotations,
welded	 together	with	a	 thin	mortar	of	originality;	 and	 from	 the	 summit	of	 this
she	delivered	a	grim	chapter	of	the	Mosaic	Law,	as	from	Sinai.
Then	 Tom	 girded	 up	 his	 loins,	 so	 to	 speak,	 and	 went	 to	 work	 to	 "get	 his

verses."	Sid	had	learned	his	lesson	days	before.	Tom	bent	all	his	energies	to	the
memorizing	 of	 five	 verses,	 and	 he	 chose	 part	 of	 the	 Sermon	 on	 the	 Mount,
because	he	could	find	no	verses	that	were	shorter.	At	the	end	of	half	an	hour	Tom
had	a	vague	general	idea	of	his	lesson,	but	no	more,	for	his	mind	was	traversing
the	 whole	 field	 of	 human	 thought,	 and	 his	 hands	 were	 busy	 with	 distracting
recreations.	Mary	took	his	book	to	hear	him	recite,	and	he	tried	to	find	his	way
through	the	fog:
"Blessed	are	the	—	a	—	a	—"
"Poor"	—
"Yes	—	poor;	blessed	are	the	poor	—	a	—	a	—"
"In	spirit	—"
"In	spirit;	blessed	are	the	poor	in	spirit,	for	they	—	they	—"
"Theirs	—"
"For	theirs.	Blessed	are	the	poor	in	spirit,	for	theirs	is	the	kingdom	of	heaven.

Blessed	are	they	that	mourn,	for	they	—	they	—"
"Sh	—"
"For	they	—	a	—"
"S,	H,	A	—"
"For	they	S,	H	—	Oh,	I	don't	know	what	it	is!"
"Shall!"
"Oh,	shall!	for	they	shall	—	for	they	shall	—	a	—	a	—	shall	mourn	—	a—	a

—	blessed	are	they	that	shall	—	they	that	—	a	—	they	that	shall	mourn,	for	they
shall	—	a	—	shall	What?	Why	don't	you	tell	me,	Mary?	—	what	do	you	want	to
be	so	mean	for?"
"Oh,	 Tom,	 you	 poor	 thick-headed	 thing,	 I'm	 not	 teasing	 you.	 I	wouldn't	 do

that.	 You	 must	 go	 and	 learn	 it	 again.	 Don't	 you	 be	 discouraged,	 Tom,	 you'll
manage	 it	—	and	 if	 you	do,	 I'll	 give	you	 something	 ever	 so	nice.	There,	 now,



that's	a	good	boy."
"All	right!	What	is	it,	Mary,	tell	me	what	it	is."
"Never	you	mind,	Tom.	You	know	if	I	say	it's	nice,	it	is	nice."
"You	bet	you	that's	so,	Mary.	All	right,	I'll	tackle	it	again."
And	he	did	"tackle	it	again"	—	and	under	the	double	pressure	of	curiosity	and

prospective	 gain	 he	 did	 it	 with	 such	 spirit	 that	 he	 accomplished	 a	 shining
success.	Mary	 gave	 him	 a	 brand-new	 "Barlow"	 knife	worth	 twelve	 and	 a	 half
cents;	 and	 the	 convulsion	 of	 delight	 that	 swept	 his	 system	 shook	 him	 to	 his
foundations.	True,	the	knife	would	not	cut	anything,	but	it	was	a	"sure-enough"
Barlow,	 and	 there	 was	 inconceivable	 grandeur	 in	 that	 —	 though	 where	 the
Western	 boys	 ever	 got	 the	 idea	 that	 such	 a	 weapon	 could	 possibly	 be
counterfeited	 to	 its	 injury	 is	 an	 imposing	mystery	 and	will	 always	 remain	 so,
perhaps.	 Tom	 contrived	 to	 scarify	 the	 cupboard	with	 it,	 and	was	 arranging	 to
begin	on	the	bureau,	when	he	was	called	off	to	dress	for	Sunday-school.
Mary	gave	him	a	tin	basin	of	water	and	a	piece	of	soap,	and	he	went	outside

the	door	and	set	the	basin	on	a	little	bench	there;	then	he	dipped	the	soap	in	the
water	 and	 laid	 it	 down;	 turned	 up	 his	 sleeves;	 poured	 out	 the	 water	 on	 the
ground,	gently,	and	then	entered	the	kitchen	and	began	to	wipe	his	face	diligently
on	the	towel	behind	the	door.	But	Mary	removed	the	towel	and	said:
"Now	ain't	you	ashamed,	Tom.	You	mustn't	be	so	bad.	Water	won't	hurt	you."
Tom	was	a	trifle	disconcerted.	The	basin	was	refilled,	and	this	time	he	stood

over	it	a	little	while,	gathering	resolution;	took	in	a	big	breath	and	began.	When
he	entered	the	kitchen	presently,	with	both	eyes	shut	and	groping	for	the	towel
with	his	hands,	an	honorable	testimony	of	suds	and	water	was	dripping	from	his
face.	But	when	he	emerged	from	the	towel,	he	was	not	yet	satisfactory,	for	 the
clean	 territory	 stopped	 short	 at	 his	 chin	 and	 his	 jaws,	 like	 a	mask;	 below	 and
beyond	 this	 line	 there	 was	 a	 dark	 expanse	 of	 unirrigated	 soil	 that	 spread
downward	in	front	and	backward	around	his	neck.	Mary	took	him	in	hand,	and
when	she	was	done	with	him	he	was	a	man	and	a	brother,	without	distinction	of
color,	and	his	saturated	hair	was	neatly	brushed,	and	its	short	curls	wrought	into
a	dainty	 and	 symmetrical	general	 effect.	 [He	privately	 smoothed	out	 the	 curls,
with	 labor	and	difficulty,	 and	plastered	his	hair	close	down	 to	his	head;	 for	he
held	 curls	 to	 be	 effeminate,	 and	 his	 own	 filled	 his	 life	 with	 bitterness.]	 Then
Mary	got	out	a	suit	of	his	clothing	that	had	been	used	only	on	Sundays	during
two	years	—	they	were	simply	called	his	"other	clothes"	—	and	so	by	 that	we
know	the	size	of	his	wardrobe.	The	girl	"put	him	to	rights"	after	he	had	dressed
himself;	 she	 buttoned	 his	 neat	 roundabout	 up	 to	 his	 chin,	 turned	 his	 vast	 shirt
collar	 down	 over	 his	 shoulders,	 brushed	 him	 off	 and	 crowned	 him	 with	 his
speckled	 straw	 hat.	He	 now	 looked	 exceedingly	 improved	 and	 uncomfortable.



He	 was	 fully	 as	 uncomfortable	 as	 he	 looked;	 for	 there	 was	 a	 restraint	 about
whole	clothes	and	cleanliness	that	galled	him.	He	hoped	that	Mary	would	forget
his	shoes,	but	the	hope	was	blighted;	she	coated	them	thoroughly	with	tallow,	as
was	 the	 custom,	 and	 brought	 them	 out.	 He	 lost	 his	 temper	 and	 said	 he	 was
always	 being	 made	 to	 do	 everything	 he	 didn't	 want	 to	 do.	 But	 Mary	 said,
persuasively:
"Please,	Tom	—	that's	a	good	boy."
So	he	got	into	the	shoes	snarling.	Mary	was	soon	ready,	and	the	three	children

set	out	 for	Sunday-school	—	a	place	 that	Tom	hated	with	his	whole	heart;	but
Sid	and	Mary	were	fond	of	it.
Sabbath-school	hours	were	from	nine	to	half-past	ten;	and	then	church	service.

Two	of	 the	children	always	 remained	 for	 the	sermon	voluntarily,	and	 the	other
always	 remained	 too	 —	 for	 stronger	 reasons.	 The	 church's	 high-backed,
uncushioned	pews	would	seat	about	three	hundred	persons;	the	edifice	was	but	a
small,	plain	affair,	with	a	sort	of	pine	board	tree-box	on	top	of	it	for	a	steeple.	At
the	door	Tom	dropped	back	a	step	and	accosted	a	Sunday-dressed	comrade:
"Say,	Billy,	got	a	yaller	ticket?"
"Yes."
"What'll	you	take	for	her?"
"What'll	you	give?"
"Piece	of	lickrish	and	a	fish-hook."
"Less	see	'em."
Tom	exhibited.	They	were	satisfactory,	and	the	property	changed	hands.	Then

Tom	traded	a	couple	of	white	alleys	for	three	red	tickets,	and	some	small	trifle	or
other	for	a	couple	of	blue	ones.	He	waylaid	other	boys	as	they	came,	and	went
on	buying	tickets	of	various	colors	ten	or	fifteen	minutes	longer.	He	entered	the
church,	now,	with	a	swarm	of	clean	and	noisy	boys	and	girls,	proceeded	to	his
seat	 and	 started	 a	 quarrel	 with	 the	 first	 boy	 that	 came	 handy.	 The	 teacher,	 a
grave,	elderly	man,	interfered;	then	turned	his	back	a	moment	and	Tom	pulled	a
boy's	hair	in	the	next	bench,	and	was	absorbed	in	his	book	when	the	boy	turned
around;	stuck	a	pin	in	another	boy,	presently,	in	order	to	hear	him	say	"Ouch!"
and	got	a	new	reprimand	from	his	teacher.	Tom's	whole	class	were	of	a	pattern
—	restless,	noisy,	and	troublesome.	When	they	came	to	recite	their	lessons,	not
one	 of	 them	 knew	 his	 verses	 perfectly,	 but	 had	 to	 be	 prompted	 all	 along.
However,	they	worried	through,	and	each	got	his	reward	—	in	small	blue	tickets,
each	with	a	passage	of	Scripture	on	it;	each	blue	ticket	was	pay	for	two	verses	of
the	recitation.	Ten	blue	tickets	equalled	a	red	one,	and	could	be	exchanged	for	it;
ten	 red	 tickets	equalled	a	yellow	one;	 for	 ten	yellow	 tickets	 the	superintendent
gave	a	very	plainly	bound	Bible	 (worth	 forty	cents	 in	 those	easy	 times)	 to	 the



pupil.	 How	 many	 of	 my	 readers	 would	 have	 the	 industry	 and	 application	 to
memorize	 two	 thousand	 verses,	 even	 for	 a	 Dore	 Bible?	 And	 yet	 Mary	 had
acquired	two	Bibles	in	this	way	—	it	was	the	patient	work	of	two	years	—	and	a
boy	of	German	parentage	had	won	four	or	five.	He	once	recited	three	thousand
verses	without	stopping;	but	 the	strain	upon	his	mental	 faculties	was	 too	great,
and	he	was	little	better	than	an	idiot	from	that	day	forth	—	a	grievous	misfortune
for	 the	 school,	 for	 on	 great	 occasions,	 before	 company,	 the	 superintendent	 (as
Tom	 expressed	 it)	 had	 always	made	 this	 boy	 come	 out	 and	 "spread	 himself."
Only	 the	 older	 pupils	managed	 to	 keep	 their	 tickets	 and	 stick	 to	 their	 tedious
work	long	enough	to	get	a	Bible,	and	so	the	delivery	of	one	of	these	prizes	was	a
rare	 and	 noteworthy	 circumstance;	 the	 successful	 pupil	 was	 so	 great	 and
conspicuous	for	that	day	that	on	the	spot	every	scholar's	heart	was	fired	with	a
fresh	 ambition	 that	 often	 lasted	 a	 couple	 of	 weeks.	 It	 is	 possible	 that	 Tom's
mental	 stomach	 had	 never	 really	 hungered	 for	 one	 of	 those	 prizes,	 but
unquestionably	his	entire	being	had	for	many	a	day	longed	for	the	glory	and	the
eclat	that	came	with	it.
In	due	course	the	superintendent	stood	up	in	front	of	the	pulpit,	with	a	closed

hymn-book	 in	 his	 hand	 and	 his	 forefinger	 inserted	 between	 its	 leaves,	 and
commanded	 attention.	 When	 a	 Sunday-school	 superintendent	 makes	 his
customary	 little	 speech,	 a	 hymn-book	 in	 the	 hand	 is	 as	 necessary	 as	 is	 the
inevitable	 sheet	 of	 music	 in	 the	 hand	 of	 a	 singer	 who	 stands	 forward	 on	 the
platform	and	sings	a	solo	at	a	concert	—	though	why,	 is	a	mystery:	for	neither
the	hymn-book	nor	 the	 sheet	 of	music	 is	 ever	 referred	 to	by	 the	 sufferer.	This
superintendent	was	a	slim	creature	of	thirty-five,	with	a	sandy	goatee	and	short
sandy	hair;	he	wore	a	stiff	standing-collar	whose	upper	edge	almost	reached	his
ears	and	whose	sharp	points	curved	forward	abreast	the	corners	of	his	mouth	—
a	fence	that	compelled	a	straight	lookout	ahead,	and	a	turning	of	the	whole	body
when	 a	 side	 view	 was	 required;	 his	 chin	 was	 propped	 on	 a	 spreading	 cravat
which	was	as	broad	and	as	long	as	a	bank-note,	and	had	fringed	ends;	his	boot
toes	were	turned	sharply	up,	in	the	fashion	of	the	day,	like	sleigh-runners	—	an
effect	patiently	and	laboriously	produced	by	the	young	men	by	sitting	with	their
toes	pressed	against	a	wall	 for	hours	 together.	Mr.	Walters	was	very	earnest	of
mien,	and	very	sincere	and	honest	at	heart;	and	he	held	sacred	things	and	places
in	 such	 reverence,	 and	 so	 separated	 them	 from	 worldly	 matters,	 that
unconsciously	 to	 himself	 his	 Sunday-school	 voice	 had	 acquired	 a	 peculiar
intonation	which	was	wholly	absent	on	week-days.	He	began	after	this	fashion:
"Now,	children,	I	want	you	all	to	sit	up	just	as	straight	and	pretty	as	you	can

and	give	me	all	your	attention	for	a	minute	or	two.	There	—	that	is	it.	That	is	the
way	good	little	boys	and	girls	should	do.	I	see	one	little	girl	who	is	looking	out



of	the	window	—	I	am	afraid	she	thinks	I	am	out	there	somewhere	—	perhaps	up
in	one	of	the	trees	making	a	speech	to	the	little	birds.	[Applausive	titter.]	I	want
to	 tell	you	how	good	 it	makes	me	feel	 to	see	so	many	bright,	clean	 little	 faces
assembled	 in	a	place	 like	 this,	 learning	 to	do	right	and	be	good."	And	so	forth
and	 so	 on.	 It	 is	 not	 necessary	 to	 set	 down	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 oration.	 It	was	 of	 a
pattern	which	does	not	vary,	and	so	it	is	familiar	to	us	all.
The	latter	third	of	the	speech	was	marred	by	the	resumption	of	fights	and	other

recreations	 among	 certain	 of	 the	 bad	 boys,	 and	 by	 fidgetings	 and	whisperings
that	 extended	 far	 and	 wide,	 washing	 even	 to	 the	 bases	 of	 isolated	 and
incorruptible	 rocks	 like	 Sid	 and	Mary.	But	 now	 every	 sound	 ceased	 suddenly,
with	the	subsidence	of	Mr.	Walters'	voice,	and	the	conclusion	of	the	speech	was
received	with	a	burst	of	silent	gratitude.
A	good	part	 of	 the	whispering	had	been	occasioned	by	 an	 event	which	was

more	or	less	rare	—	the	entrance	of	visitors:	lawyer	Thatcher,	accompanied	by	a
very	feeble	and	aged	man;	a	fine,	portly,	middle-aged	gentleman	with	iron-gray
hair;	 and	 a	 dignified	 lady	 who	 was	 doubtless	 the	 latter's	 wife.	 The	 lady	 was
leading	 a	 child.	 Tom	 had	 been	 restless	 and	 full	 of	 chafings	 and	 repinings;
conscience-smitten,	too	—	he	could	not	meet	Amy	Lawrence's	eye,	he	could	not
brook	her	loving	gaze.	But	when	he	saw	this	small	new-comer	his	soul	was	all
ablaze	with	bliss	in	a	moment.	The	next	moment	he	was	"showing	off"	with	all
his	might	—	cuffing	boys,	pulling	hair,	making	faces	—	in	a	word,	using	every
art	that	seemed	likely	to	fascinate	a	girl	and	win	her	applause.	His	exaltation	had
but	one	alloy	—	the	memory	of	his	humiliation	in	this	angel's	garden	—	and	that
record	 in	 sand	was	 fast	 washing	 out,	 under	 the	waves	 of	 happiness	 that	 were
sweeping	over	it	now.
The	visitors	were	given	the	highest	seat	of	honor,	and	as	soon	as	Mr.	Walters'

speech	was	 finished,	 he	 introduced	 them	 to	 the	 school.	 The	middle-aged	man
turned	out	to	be	a	prodigious	personage	—	no	less	a	one	than	the	county	judge
—	altogether	 the	most	august	creation	 these	children	had	ever	 looked	upon	—
and	 they	 wondered	 what	 kind	 of	 material	 he	 was	 made	 of	 —	 and	 they	 half
wanted	 to	 hear	 him	 roar,	 and	 were	 half	 afraid	 he	 might,	 too.	 He	 was	 from
Constantinople,	twelve	miles	away	—	so	he	had	travelled,	and	seen	the	world	—
these	very	eyes	had	 looked	upon	 the	county	court-house	—	which	was	said	 to
have	 a	 tin	 roof.	 The	 awe	which	 these	 reflections	 inspired	was	 attested	 by	 the
impressive	 silence	 and	 the	 ranks	 of	 staring	 eyes.	 This	 was	 the	 great	 Judge
Thatcher,	brother	of	their	own	lawyer.	Jeff	Thatcher	immediately	went	forward,
to	 be	 familiar	with	 the	 great	man	 and	 be	 envied	 by	 the	 school.	 It	would	 have
been	music	to	his	soul	to	hear	the	whisperings:
"Look	at	him,	Jim!	He's	a	going	up	there.	Say	—	look!	he's	a	going	to	shake



hands	with	him	—	he	is	shaking	hands	with	him!	By	jings,	don't	you	wish	you
was	Jeff?"
Mr.	 Walters	 fell	 to	 "showing	 off,"	 with	 all	 sorts	 of	 official	 bustlings	 and

activities,	giving	orders,	delivering	judgments,	discharging	directions	here,	there,
everywhere	 that	 he	 could	 find	 a	 target.	The	 librarian	 "showed	off"	—	 running
hither	and	thither	with	his	arms	full	of	books	and	making	a	deal	of	the	splutter
and	fuss	that	insect	authority	delights	in.	The	young	lady	teachers	"showed	off"
—	 bending	 sweetly	 over	 pupils	 that	 were	 lately	 being	 boxed,	 lifting	 pretty
warning	 fingers	 at	 bad	 little	 boys	 and	 patting	 good	 ones	 lovingly.	 The	 young
gentlemen	teachers	"showed	off"	with	small	scoldings	and	other	little	displays	of
authority	 and	 fine	 attention	 to	 discipline	—	 and	most	 of	 the	 teachers,	 of	 both
sexes,	 found	business	 up	 at	 the	 library,	 by	 the	 pulpit;	 and	 it	was	 business	 that
frequently	 had	 to	 be	 done	 over	 again	 two	 or	 three	 times	 (with	much	 seeming
vexation).	 The	 little	 girls	 "showed	 off"	 in	 various	 ways,	 and	 the	 little	 boys
"showed	off"	with	such	diligence	that	the	air	was	thick	with	paper	wads	and	the
murmur	of	scufflings.	And	above	it	all	the	great	man	sat	and	beamed	a	majestic
judicial	 smile	 upon	 all	 the	 house,	 and	warmed	 himself	 in	 the	 sun	 of	 his	 own
grandeur	—	for	he	was	"showing	off,"	too.
There	was	only	one	thing	wanting	to	make	Mr.	Walters'	ecstasy	complete,	and

that	was	a	chance	to	deliver	a	Bible-prize	and	exhibit	a	prodigy.	Several	pupils
had	a	few	yellow	tickets,	but	none	had	enough	—	he	had	been	around	among	the
star	pupils	inquiring.	He	would	have	given	worlds,	now,	to	have	that	German	lad
back	again	with	a	sound	mind.
And	now	at	 this	moment,	when	hope	was	dead,	Tom	Sawyer	 came	 forward

with	 nine	 yellow	 tickets,	 nine	 red	 tickets,	 and	 ten	 blue	 ones,	 and	 demanded	 a
Bible.	This	was	a	 thunderbolt	out	of	a	clear	sky.	Walters	was	not	expecting	an
application	 from	 this	 source	 for	 the	 next	 ten	 years.	 But	 there	 was	 no	 getting
around	 it	—	here	were	 the	certified	checks,	and	 they	were	good	for	 their	 face.
Tom	was	therefore	elevated	to	a	place	with	the	Judge	and	the	other	elect,	and	the
great	news	was	announced	from	headquarters.	It	was	the	most	stunning	surprise
of	the	decade,	and	so	profound	was	the	sensation	that	it	lifted	the	new	hero	up	to
the	judicial	one's	altitude,	and	the	school	had	two	marvels	to	gaze	upon	in	place
of	 one.	 The	 boys	 were	 all	 eaten	 up	 with	 envy	—	 but	 those	 that	 suffered	 the
bitterest	 pangs	 were	 those	 who	 perceived	 too	 late	 that	 they	 themselves	 had
contributed	to	this	hated	splendor	by	trading	tickets	to	Tom	for	the	wealth	he	had
amassed	in	selling	whitewashing	privileges.	These	despised	themselves,	as	being
the	dupes	of	a	wily	fraud,	a	guileful	snake	in	the	grass.
The	prize	was	delivered	to	Tom	with	as	much	effusion	as	the	superintendent

could	pump	up	under	the	circumstances;	but	it	lacked	somewhat	of	the	true	gush,



for	the	poor	fellow's	instinct	taught	him	that	there	was	a	mystery	here	that	could
not	well	 bear	 the	 light,	 perhaps;	 it	 was	 simply	 preposterous	 that	 this	 boy	 had
warehoused	 two	 thousand	 sheaves	 of	 Scriptural	wisdom	 on	 his	 premises	—	 a
dozen	would	strain	his	capacity,	without	a	doubt.
Amy	Lawrence	was	proud	and	glad,	and	she	tried	to	make	Tom	see	it	 in	her

face	—	but	he	wouldn't	look.	She	wondered;	then	she	was	just	a	grain	troubled;
next	 a	 dim	 suspicion	 came	 and	 went	 —	 came	 again;	 she	 watched;	 a	 furtive
glance	 told	 her	worlds	—	 and	 then	 her	 heart	 broke,	 and	 she	was	 jealous,	 and
angry,	 and	 the	 tears	 came	 and	 she	 hated	 everybody.	 Tom	 most	 of	 all	 (she
thought).
Tom	was	 introduced	 to	 the	Judge;	but	his	 tongue	was	 tied,	his	breath	would

hardly	 come,	 his	 heart	 quaked	—	partly	because	of	 the	 awful	 greatness	of	 the
man,	but	mainly	because	he	was	her	parent.	He	would	have	 liked	 to	 fall	down
and	worship	him,	if	 it	were	in	the	dark.	The	Judge	put	his	hand	on	Tom's	head
and	 called	 him	 a	 fine	 little	man,	 and	 asked	 him	what	 his	 name	was.	 The	 boy
stammered,	gasped,	and	got	it	out:
"Tom."
"Oh,	no,	not	Tom	—	it	is	—"
"Thomas."
"Ah,	 that's	 it.	 I	 thought	 there	was	more	 to	 it,	maybe.	 That's	 very	well.	 But

you've	another	one	I	daresay,	and	you'll	tell	it	to	me,	won't	you?"
"Tell	the	gentleman	your	other	name,	Thomas,"	said	Walters,	"and	say	sir.	You

mustn't	forget	your	manners."
"Thomas	Sawyer	—	sir."
"That's	it!	That's	a	good	boy.	Fine	boy.	Fine,	manly	little	fellow.	Two	thousand

verses	is	a	great	many	—	very,	very	great	many.	And	you	never	can	be	sorry	for
the	trouble	you	took	to	learn	them;	for	knowledge	is	worth	more	than	anything
there	is	in	the	world;	it's	what	makes	great	men	and	good	men;	you'll	be	a	great
man	and	a	good	man	yourself,	some	day,	Thomas,	and	then	you'll	look	back	and
say,	It's	all	owing	to	the	precious	Sunday-school	privileges	of	my	boyhood	—	it's
all	owing	to	my	dear	teachers	that	taught	me	to	learn	—	it's	all	owing	to	the	good
superintendent,	 who	 encouraged	 me,	 and	 watched	 over	 me,	 and	 gave	 me	 a
beautiful	Bible	—	 a	 splendid	 elegant	Bible	—	 to	 keep	 and	 have	 it	 all	 for	my
own,	 always	—	 it's	 all	 owing	 to	 right	 bringing	 up!	That	 is	what	 you	will	 say,
Thomas	—	and	you	wouldn't	take	any	money	for	those	two	thousand	verses	—
no	 indeed	you	wouldn't.	And	now	you	wouldn't	mind	 telling	me	and	 this	 lady
some	 of	 the	 things	 you've	 learned	—	 no,	 I	 know	 you	wouldn't	—	 for	we	 are
proud	 of	 little	 boys	 that	 learn.	Now,	 no	 doubt	 you	 know	 the	 names	 of	 all	 the
twelve	 disciples.	 Won't	 you	 tell	 us	 the	 names	 of	 the	 first	 two	 that	 were



appointed?"
Tom	was	tugging	at	a	button-hole	and	looking	sheepish.	He	blushed,	now,	and

his	 eyes	 fell.	Mr.	Walters'	 heart	 sank	within	 him.	He	 said	 to	 himself,	 it	 is	 not
possible	that	the	boy	can	answer	the	simplest	question	—	why	did	the	Judge	ask
him?	Yet	he	felt	obliged	to	speak	up	and	say:
"Answer	the	gentleman,	Thomas	—	don't	be	afraid."
Tom	still	hung	fire.
"Now	 I	 know	 you'll	 tell	 me,"	 said	 the	 lady.	 "The	 names	 of	 the	 first	 two

disciples	were	—"
"David	and	Goliah!"
Let	us	draw	the	curtain	of	charity	over	the	rest	of	the	scene.



Chapter		5
About	 half-past	 ten	 the	 cracked	 bell	 of	 the	 small	 church	 began	 to	 ring,	 and
presently	the	people	began	to	gather	for	the	morning	sermon.	The	Sunday-school
children	 distributed	 themselves	 about	 the	 house	 and	 occupied	 pews	with	 their
parents,	so	as	 to	be	under	supervision.	Aunt	Polly	came,	and	Tom	and	Sid	and
Mary	sat	with	her	—	Tom	being	placed	next	the	aisle,	in	order	that	he	might	be
as	far	away	from	the	open	window	and	the	seductive	outside	summer	scenes	as
possible.	The	crowd	filed	up	the	aisles:	the	aged	and	needy	postmaster,	who	had
seen	better	days;	the	mayor	and	his	wife	—	for	they	had	a	mayor	there,	among
other	 unnecessaries;	 the	 justice	 of	 the	 peace;	 the	widow	Douglass,	 fair,	 smart,
and	 forty,	 a	 generous,	 good-hearted	 soul	 and	 well-to-do,	 her	 hill	 mansion	 the
only	palace	in	the	town,	and	the	most	hospitable	and	much	the	most	lavish	in	the
matter	of	festivities	that	St.	Petersburg	could	boast;	the	bent	and	venerable	Major
and	Mrs.	Ward;	lawyer	Riverson,	the	new	notable	from	a	distance;	next	the	belle
of	the	village,	followed	by	a	troop	of	lawn-clad	and	ribbon-decked	young	heart-
breakers;	then	all	the	young	clerks	in	town	in	a	body	—	for	they	had	stood	in	the
vestibule	 sucking	 their	 cane-heads,	 a	 circling	 wall	 of	 oiled	 and	 simpering
admirers,	 till	 the	 last	girl	had	 run	 their	gantlet;	 and	 last	of	all	 came	 the	Model
Boy,	Willie	Mufferson,	 taking	as	heedful	care	of	his	mother	as	 if	 she	were	cut
glass.	 He	 always	 brought	 his	 mother	 to	 church,	 and	 was	 the	 pride	 of	 all	 the
matrons.	 The	 boys	 all	 hated	 him,	 he	 was	 so	 good.	 And	 besides,	 he	 had	 been
"thrown	up	 to	 them"	 so	much.	His	white	handkerchief	was	hanging	out	of	his
pocket	behind,	as	usual	on	Sundays	—	accidentally.	Tom	had	no	handkerchief,
and	he	looked	upon	boys	who	had	as	snobs.
The	 congregation	 being	 fully	 assembled,	 now,	 the	 bell	 rang	 once	 more,	 to

warn	laggards	and	stragglers,	and	then	a	solemn	hush	fell	upon	the	church	which
was	only	broken	by	the	tittering	and	whispering	of	the	choir	in	the	gallery.	The
choir	always	tittered	and	whispered	all	through	service.	There	was	once	a	church
choir	that	was	not	ill-bred,	but	I	have	forgotten	where	it	was,	now.	It	was	a	great
many	years	 ago,	 and	 I	 can	 scarcely	 remember	 anything	 about	 it,	 but	 I	 think	 it
was	in	some	foreign	country.
The	minister	gave	out	the	hymn,	and	read	it	through	with	a	relish,	in	a	peculiar

style	which	was	much	admired	in	that	part	of	the	country.	His	voice	began	on	a
medium	key	and	climbed	steadily	up	till	it	reached	a	certain	point,	where	it	bore



with	strong	emphasis	upon	the	topmost	word	and	then	plunged	down	as	if	from	a
spring-board:
Shall	I	be	car-ri-ed	toe	the	skies,	on	flow'ry	beds
of	ease,
Whilst	others	fight	to	win	the	prize,	and	sail	thro'	bloody	seas?
He	was	regarded	as	a	wonderful	reader.	At	church	"sociables"	he	was	always

called	upon	 to	 read	poetry;	 and	when	he	was	 through,	 the	 ladies	would	 lift	up
their	hands	and	let	 them	fall	helplessly	 in	 their	 laps,	and	"wall"	 their	eyes,	and
shake	their	heads,	as	much	as	to	say,	"Words	cannot	express	it;	it	is	too	beautiful,
too	beautiful	for	this	mortal	earth."	After	the	hymn	had	been	sung,	the	Rev.	Mr.
Sprague	turned	himself	into	a	bulletin-board,	and	read	off	"notices"	of	meetings
and	societies	and	things	till	it	seemed	that	the	list	would	stretch	out	to	the	crack
of	 doom	—	 a	 queer	 custom	which	 is	 still	 kept	 up	 in	America,	 even	 in	 cities,
away	here	in	this	age	of	abundant	newspapers.	Often,	the	less	there	is	to	justify	a
traditional	custom,	the	harder	it	is	to	get	rid	of	it.
And	now	the	minister	prayed.	A	good,	generous	prayer	it	was,	and	went	into

details:	 it	 pleaded	 for	 the	 church,	 and	 the	 little	 children	 of	 the	 church;	 for	 the
other	churches	of	the	village;	for	the	village	itself;	for	the	county;	for	the	State;
for	the	State	officers;	for	the	United	States;	for	the	churches	of	the	United	States;
for	 Congress;	 for	 the	 President;	 for	 the	 officers	 of	 the	 Government;	 for	 poor
sailors,	tossed	by	stormy	seas;	for	the	oppressed	millions	groaning	under	the	heel
of	European	monarchies	and	Oriental	despotisms;	for	such	as	have	the	light	and
the	good	 tidings,	 and	yet	 have	not	 eyes	 to	 see	nor	 ears	 to	 hear	withal;	 for	 the
heathen	 in	 the	 far	 islands	 of	 the	 sea;	 and	 closed	 with	 a	 supplication	 that	 the
words	he	was	about	to	speak	might	find	grace	and	favor,	and	be	as	seed	sown	in
fertile	ground,	yielding	in	time	a	grateful	harvest	of	good.	Amen.
There	was	a	rustling	of	dresses,	and	the	standing	congregation	sat	down.	The

boy	whose	history	this	book	relates	did	not	enjoy	the	prayer,	he	only	endured	it
—	if	he	even	did	 that	much.	He	was	restive	all	 through	 it;	he	kept	 tally	of	 the
details	of	the	prayer,	unconsciously	—	for	he	was	not	listening,	but	he	knew	the
ground	of	old,	and	the	clergyman's	regular	route	over	it	—	and	when	a	little	trifle
of	new	matter	was	interlarded,	his	ear	detected	it	and	his	whole	nature	resented
it;	he	considered	additions	unfair,	and	scoundrelly.	 In	 the	midst	of	 the	prayer	a
fly	had	lit	on	the	back	of	the	pew	in	front	of	him	and	tortured	his	spirit	by	calmly
rubbing	its	hands	together,	embracing	its	head	with	its	arms,	and	polishing	it	so
vigorously	that	it	seemed	to	almost	part	company	with	the	body,	and	the	slender
thread	of	a	neck	was	exposed	to	view;	scraping	its	wings	with	its	hind	legs	and
smoothing	 them	 to	 its	 body	 as	 if	 they	 had	 been	 coat-tails;	 going	 through	 its
whole	toilet	as	tranquilly	as	if	it	knew	it	was	perfectly	safe.	As	indeed	it	was;	for



as	sorely	as	Tom's	hands	itched	to	grab	for	it	they	did	not	dare	—	he	believed	his
soul	would	 be	 instantly	 destroyed	 if	 he	 did	 such	 a	 thing	while	 the	 prayer	was
going	 on.	 But	 with	 the	 closing	 sentence	 his	 hand	 began	 to	 curve	 and	 steal
forward;	and	the	instant	the	"Amen"	was	out	the	fly	was	a	prisoner	of	war.	His
aunt	detected	the	act	and	made	him	let	it	go.
The	minister	 gave	 out	 his	 text	 and	 droned	 along	monotonously	 through	 an

argument	that	was	so	prosy	that	many	a	head	by	and	by	began	to	nod	—	and	yet
it	 was	 an	 argument	 that	 dealt	 in	 limitless	 fire	 and	 brimstone	 and	 thinned	 the
predestined	elect	down	to	a	company	so	small	as	to	be	hardly	worth	the	saving.
Tom	counted	the	pages	of	the	sermon;	after	church	he	always	knew	how	many
pages	 there	 had	 been,	 but	 he	 seldom	 knew	 anything	 else	 about	 the	 discourse.
However,	this	time	he	was	really	interested	for	a	little	while.	The	minister	made
a	grand	and	moving	picture	of	the	assembling	together	of	the	world's	hosts	at	the
millennium	when	 the	 lion	 and	 the	 lamb	 should	 lie	 down	 together	 and	 a	 little
child	 should	 lead	 them.	 But	 the	 pathos,	 the	 lesson,	 the	 moral	 of	 the	 great
spectacle	were	lost	upon	the	boy;	he	only	thought	of	the	conspicuousness	of	the
principal	character	before	 the	on-looking	nations;	his	 face	 lit	with	 the	 thought,
and	he	said	to	himself	that	he	wished	he	could	be	that	child,	if	it	was	a	tame	lion.
Now	 he	 lapsed	 into	 suffering	 again,	 as	 the	 dry	 argument	 was	 resumed.

Presently	 he	 bethought	 him	of	 a	 treasure	 he	 had	 and	got	 it	 out.	 It	was	 a	 large
black	 beetle	 with	 formidable	 jaws	—	 a	 "pinchbug,"	 he	 called	 it.	 It	 was	 in	 a
percussion-cap	box.	The	first	thing	the	beetle	did	was	to	take	him	by	the	finger.
A	natural	fillip	followed,	the	beetle	went	floundering	into	the	aisle	and	lit	on	its
back,	and	the	hurt	finger	went	into	the	boy's	mouth.	The	beetle	lay	there	working
its	helpless	legs,	unable	to	turn	over.	Tom	eyed	it,	and	longed	for	it;	but	it	was
safe	out	of	his	reach.	Other	people	uninterested	in	the	sermon	found	relief	in	the
beetle,	and	they	eyed	it	 too.	Presently	a	vagrant	poodle	dog	came	idling	along,
sad	 at	 heart,	 lazy	with	 the	 summer	 softness	 and	 the	 quiet,	 weary	 of	 captivity,
sighing	for	change.	He	spied	the	beetle;	the	drooping	tail	lifted	and	wagged.	He
surveyed	 the	 prize;	walked	 around	 it;	 smelt	 at	 it	 from	 a	 safe	 distance;	walked
around	it	again;	grew	bolder,	and	took	a	closer	smell;	then	lifted	his	lip	and	made
a	gingerly	snatch	at	it,	just	missing	it;	made	another,	and	another;	began	to	enjoy
the	 diversion;	 subsided	 to	 his	 stomach	with	 the	 beetle	 between	 his	 paws,	 and
continued	his	experiments;	grew	weary	at	 last,	and	then	indifferent	and	absent-
minded.	His	head	nodded,	and	little	by	little	his	chin	descended	and	touched	the
enemy,	who	seized	it.	There	was	a	sharp	yelp,	a	flirt	of	the	poodle's	head,	and	the
beetle	 fell	 a	 couple	 of	 yards	 away,	 and	 lit	 on	 its	 back	 once	 more.	 The
neighboring	spectators	shook	with	a	gentle	inward	joy,	several	faces	went	behind
fans	 and	 handkerchiefs,	 and	Tom	was	 entirely	 happy.	The	 dog	 looked	 foolish,



and	probably	felt	so;	but	there	was	resentment	in	his	heart,	too,	and	a	craving	for
revenge.	So	he	went	to	the	beetle	and	began	a	wary	attack	on	it	again;	jumping	at
it	from	every	point	of	a	circle,	lighting	with	his	fore-paws	within	an	inch	of	the
creature,	making	even	closer	snatches	at	it	with	his	teeth,	and	jerking	his	head	till
his	ears	flapped	again.	But	he	grew	tired	once	more,	after	a	while;	tried	to	amuse
himself	with	 a	 fly	 but	 found	 no	 relief;	 followed	 an	 ant	 around,	with	 his	 nose
close	to	the	floor,	and	quickly	wearied	of	that;	yawned,	sighed,	forgot	the	beetle
entirely,	and	sat	down	on	it.	Then	there	was	a	wild	yelp	of	agony	and	the	poodle
went	sailing	up	the	aisle;	the	yelps	continued,	and	so	did	the	dog;	he	crossed	the
house	 in	 front	of	 the	altar;	he	flew	down	the	other	aisle;	he	crossed	before	 the
doors;	he	clamored	up	the	home-stretch;	his	anguish	grew	with	his	progress,	till
presently	he	was	but	a	woolly	comet	moving	in	its	orbit	with	the	gleam	and	the
speed	of	light.	At	last	the	frantic	sufferer	sheered	from	its	course,	and	sprang	into
its	master's	lap;	he	flung	it	out	of	the	window,	and	the	voice	of	distress	quickly
thinned	away	and	died	in	the	distance.
By	this	time	the	whole	church	was	red-faced	and	suffocating	with	suppressed

laughter,	 and	 the	 sermon	 had	 come	 to	 a	 dead	 standstill.	 The	 discourse	 was
resumed	presently,	but	it	went	lame	and	halting,	all	possibility	of	impressiveness
being	at	an	end;	for	even	the	gravest	sentiments	were	constantly	being	received
with	a	smothered	burst	of	unholy	mirth,	under	cover	of	some	remote	pew-back,
as	if	the	poor	parson	had	said	a	rarely	facetious	thing.	It	was	a	genuine	relief	to
the	 whole	 congregation	 when	 the	 ordeal	 was	 over	 and	 the	 benediction
pronounced.
Tom	 Sawyer	 went	 home	 quite	 cheerful,	 thinking	 to	 himself	 that	 there	 was

some	satisfaction	about	divine	service	when	there	was	a	bit	of	variety	in	it.	He
had	but	one	marring	 thought;	he	was	willing	 that	 the	dog	should	play	with	his
pinchbug,	but	he	did	not	think	it	was	upright	in	him	to	carry	it	off.



Chapter		6
Monday	morning	found	Tom	Sawyer	miserable.	Monday	morning	always	found
him	so	—	because	it	began	another	week's	slow	suffering	in	school.	He	generally
began	 that	 day	 with	 wishing	 he	 had	 had	 no	 intervening	 holiday,	 it	 made	 the
going	into	captivity	and	fetters	again	so	much	more	odious.
Tom	 lay	 thinking.	 Presently	 it	 occurred	 to	 him	 that	 he	wished	 he	was	 sick;

then	 he	 could	 stay	 home	 from	 school.	 Here	 was	 a	 vague	 possibility.	 He
canvassed	 his	 system.	No	 ailment	was	 found,	 and	 he	 investigated	 again.	 This
time	he	 thought	he	could	detect	colicky	symptoms,	and	he	began	 to	encourage
them	 with	 considerable	 hope.	 But	 they	 soon	 grew	 feeble,	 and	 presently	 died
wholly	 away.	He	 reflected	 further.	 Suddenly	 he	 discovered	 something.	One	 of
his	upper	front	teeth	was	loose.	This	was	lucky;	he	was	about	to	begin	to	groan,
as	a	"starter,"	as	he	called	it,	when	it	occurred	to	him	that	if	he	came	into	court
with	that	argument,	his	aunt	would	pull	it	out,	and	that	would	hurt.	So	he	thought
he	 would	 hold	 the	 tooth	 in	 reserve	 for	 the	 present,	 and	 seek	 further.	 Nothing
offered	 for	 some	 little	 time,	 and	 then	 he	 remembered	 hearing	 the	 doctor	 tell
about	a	certain	thing	that	laid	up	a	patient	for	two	or	three	weeks	and	threatened
to	make	him	lose	a	finger.	So	the	boy	eagerly	drew	his	sore	toe	from	under	the
sheet	 and	 held	 it	 up	 for	 inspection.	 But	 now	 he	 did	 not	 know	 the	 necessary
symptoms.	 However,	 it	 seemed	 well	 worth	 while	 to	 chance	 it,	 so	 he	 fell	 to
groaning	with	considerable	spirit.
But	Sid	slept	on	unconscious.
Tom	groaned	louder,	and	fancied	that	he	began	to	feel	pain	in	the	toe.
No	result	from	Sid.
Tom	 was	 panting	 with	 his	 exertions	 by	 this	 time.	 He	 took	 a	 rest	 and	 then

swelled	himself	up	and	fetched	a	succession	of	admirable	groans.
Sid	snored	on.
Tom	was	aggravated.	He	said,	"Sid,	Sid!"	and	shook	him.	This	course	worked

well,	and	Tom	began	to	groan	again.	Sid	yawned,	stretched,	then	brought	himself
up	on	his	elbow	with	a	snort,	and	began	to	stare	at	Tom.	Tom	went	on	groaning.
Sid	said:
"Tom!	 Say,	 Tom!"	 [No	 response.]	 "Here,	 Tom!	 Tom!	 What	 is	 the	 matter,

Tom?"	And	he	shook	him	and	looked	in	his	face	anxiously.
Tom	moaned	out:



"Oh,	don't,	Sid.	Don't	joggle	me."
"Why,	what's	the	matter,	Tom?	I	must	call	auntie."
"No	—	never	mind.	It'll	be	over	by	and	by,	maybe.	Don't	call	anybody."
"But	I	must!	Don't	groan	so,	Tom,	it's	awful.	How	long	you	been	this	way?"
"Hours.	Ouch!	Oh,	don't	stir	so,	Sid,	you'll	kill	me."
"Tom,	why	didn't	you	wake	me	sooner	?	Oh,	Tom,	Don't!	It	makes	my	flesh

crawl	to	hear	you.	Tom,	what	is	the	matter?"
"I	 forgive	you	everything,	Sid.	 [Groan.]	Everything	you've	ever	done	 to	me.

When	I'm	gone	—"
"Oh,	Tom,	you	ain't	dying,	are	you?	Don't,	Tom	—	oh,	don't.	Maybe	—"
"I	 forgive	 everybody,	 Sid.	 [Groan.]	Tell	 'em	 so,	 Sid.	And	Sid,	 you	 give	my

window-sash	and	my	cat	with	one	eye	to	that	new	girl	that's	come	to	town,	and
tell	her	—"
But	Sid	had	snatched	his	clothes	and	gone.	Tom	was	suffering	in	reality,	now,

so	 handsomely	 was	 his	 imagination	 working,	 and	 so	 his	 groans	 had	 gathered
quite	a	genuine	tone.
Sid	flew	down-stairs	and	said:
"Oh,	Aunt	Polly,	come!	Tom's	dying!"
"Dying!"
"Yes'm.	Don't	wait	—	come	quick!"
"Rubbage!	I	don't	believe	it!"
But	she	fled	up-stairs,	nevertheless,	with	Sid	and	Mary	at	her	heels.	And	her

face	grew	white,	 too,	 and	her	 lip	 trembled.	When	 she	 reached	 the	bedside	 she
gasped	out:
"You,	Tom!	Tom,	what's	the	matter	with	you?"
"Oh,	auntie,	I'm	—"
"What's	the	matter	with	you	—	what	is	the	matter	with	you,	child?"
"Oh,	auntie,	my	sore	toe's	mortified!"
The	old	 lady	 sank	down	 into	a	 chair	 and	 laughed	a	 little,	 then	cried	a	 little,

then	did	both	together.	This	restored	her	and	she	said:
"Tom,	what	a	turn	you	did	give	me.	Now	you	shut	up	that	nonsense	and	climb

out	of	this."
The	 groans	 ceased	 and	 the	 pain	 vanished	 from	 the	 toe.	The	 boy	 felt	 a	 little

foolish,	and	he	said:
"Aunt	Polly,	 it	 seemed	mortified,	 and	 it	 hurt	 so	 I	never	minded	my	 tooth	at

all."
"Your	tooth,	indeed!	What's	the	matter	with	your	tooth?"
"One	of	them's	loose,	and	it	aches	perfectly	awful."
"There,	there,	now,	don't	begin	that	groaning	again.	Open	your	mouth.	Well	—



your	 tooth	 is	 loose,	but	you're	not	going	 to	die	about	 that.	Mary,	get	me	a	silk
thread,	and	a	chunk	of	fire	out	of	the	kitchen."
Tom	said:
"Oh,	please,	auntie,	don't	pull	it	out.	It	don't	hurt	any	more.	I	wish	I	may	never

stir	if	it	does.	Please	don't,	auntie.	I	don't	want	to	stay	home	from	school."
"Oh,	you	don't,	don't	you?	So	all	this	row	was	because	you	thought	you'd	get

to	stay	home	from	school	and	go	a-fishing?	Tom,	Tom,	I	 love	you	so,	and	you
seem	to	try	every	way	you	can	to	break	my	old	heart	with	your	outrageousness."
By	this	time	the	dental	instruments	were	ready.	The	old	lady	made	one	end	of	the
silk	thread	fast	to	Tom's	tooth	with	a	loop	and	tied	the	other	to	the	bedpost.	Then
she	seized	the	chunk	of	fire	and	suddenly	thrust	it	almost	into	the	boy's	face.	The
tooth	hung	dangling	by	the	bedpost,	now.
But	 all	 trials	 bring	 their	 compensations.	 As	 Tom	 wended	 to	 school	 after

breakfast,	he	was	the	envy	of	every	boy	he	met	because	the	gap	in	his	upper	row
of	 teeth	 enabled	him	 to	 expectorate	 in	 a	 new	and	 admirable	way.	He	gathered
quite	 a	 following	of	 lads	 interested	 in	 the	 exhibition;	 and	one	 that	 had	 cut	 his
finger	 and	 had	 been	 a	 centre	 of	 fascination	 and	 homage	 up	 to	 this	 time,	 now
found	himself	 suddenly	without	 an	 adherent,	 and	 shorn	of	 his	 glory.	His	 heart
was	 heavy,	 and	 he	 said	 with	 a	 disdain	 which	 he	 did	 not	 feel	 that	 it	 wasn't
anything	 to	spit	 like	Tom	Sawyer;	but	another	boy	said,	"Sour	grapes!"	and	he
wandered	away	a	dismantled	hero.
Shortly	Tom	came	upon	the	juvenile	pariah	of	the	village,	Huckleberry	Finn,

son	of	 the	 town	drunkard.	Huckleberry	was	cordially	hated	and	dreaded	by	all
the	mothers	of	the	town,	because	he	was	idle	and	lawless	and	vulgar	and	bad	—
and	 because	 all	 their	 children	 admired	 him	 so,	 and	 delighted	 in	 his	 forbidden
society,	 and	 wished	 they	 dared	 to	 be	 like	 him.	 Tom	 was	 like	 the	 rest	 of	 the
respectable	boys,	in	that	he	envied	Huckleberry	his	gaudy	outcast	condition,	and
was	under	strict	orders	not	to	play	with	him.	So	he	played	with	him	every	time
he	got	a	chance.	Huckleberry	was	always	dressed	in	the	cast-off	clothes	of	full-
grown	men,	and	they	were	in	perennial	bloom	and	fluttering	with	rags.	His	hat
was	a	vast	 ruin	with	a	wide	crescent	 lopped	out	of	 its	brim;	his	coat,	when	he
wore	one,	hung	nearly	 to	his	heels	 and	had	 the	 rearward	buttons	 far	down	 the
back;	but	one	suspender	supported	his	 trousers;	 the	seat	of	 the	 trousers	bagged
low	and	contained	nothing,	the	fringed	legs	dragged	in	the	dirt	when	not	rolled
up.
Huckleberry	came	and	went,	at	his	own	free	will.	He	slept	on	doorsteps	in	fine

weather	and	 in	empty	hogsheads	 in	wet;	he	did	not	have	 to	go	 to	 school	or	 to
church,	 or	 call	 any	 being	 master	 or	 obey	 anybody;	 he	 could	 go	 fishing	 or
swimming	when	and	where	he	chose,	and	stay	as	long	as	it	suited	him;	nobody



forbade	him	to	fight;	he	could	sit	up	as	late	as	he	pleased;	he	was	always	the	first
boy	that	went	barefoot	in	the	spring	and	the	last	to	resume	leather	in	the	fall;	he
never	had	 to	wash,	nor	put	on	clean	clothes;	he	could	 swear	wonderfully.	 In	a
word,	everything	that	goes	to	make	life	precious	that	boy	had.	So	thought	every
harassed,	hampered,	respectable	boy	in	St.	Petersburg.
Tom	hailed	the	romantic	outcast:
"Hello,	Huckleberry!"
"Hello	yourself,	and	see	how	you	like	it."
"What's	that	you	got?"
"Dead	cat."
"Lemme	see	him,	Huck.	My,	he's	pretty	stiff.	Where'd	you	get	him	?"
"Bought	him	off'n	a	boy."
"What	did	you	give?"
"I	give	a	blue	ticket	and	a	bladder	that	I	got	at	the	slaughter-house."
"Where'd	you	get	the	blue	ticket?"
"Bought	it	off'n	Ben	Rogers	two	weeks	ago	for	a	hoop-stick."
"Say	—	what	is	dead	cats	good	for,	Huck?"
"Good	for?	Cure	warts	with."
"No!	Is	that	so?	I	know	something	that's	better."
"I	bet	you	don't.	What	is	it?"
"Why,	spunk-water."
"Spunk-water!	I	wouldn't	give	a	dern	for	spunk-water."
"You	wouldn't,	wouldn't	you?	D'you	ever	try	it?"
"No,	I	hain't.	But	Bob	Tanner	did."
"Who	told	you	so!"
"Why,	he	told	Jeff	Thatcher,	and	Jeff	told	Johnny	Baker,	and	Johnny	told	Jim

Hollis,	and	Jim	told	Ben	Rogers,	and	Ben	told	a	nigger,	and	the	nigger	told	me.
There	now!"
"Well,	what	of	 it?	They'll	 all	 lie.	Leastways	all	 but	 the	nigger.	 I	 don't	 know

him.	But	 I	never	see	a	nigger	 that	wouldn't	 lie.	Shucks!	Now	you	 tell	me	how
Bob	Tanner	done	it,	Huck."
"Why,	 he	 took	 and	 dipped	 his	 hand	 in	 a	 rotten	 stump	where	 the	 rain-water

was."
"In	the	daytime?"
"Certainly."
"With	his	face	to	the	stump?"
"Yes.	Least	I	reckon	so."
"Did	he	say	anything?"
"I	don't	reckon	he	did.	I	don't	know."



"Aha!	Talk	about	trying	to	cure	warts	with	spunk-water	such	a	blame	fool	way
as	that!	Why,	that	ain't	a-going	to	do	any	good.	You	got	to	go	all	by	yourself,	to
the	middle	of	the	woods,	where	you	know	there's	a	spunk-water	stump,	and	just
as	it's	midnight	you	back	up	against	the	stump	and	jam	your	hand	in	and	say:
'Barley-corn,	barley-corn,	injun-meal	shorts,
Spunk-water,	spunk-water,	swaller	these	warts,'
and	 then	walk	 away	quick,	 eleven	 steps,	with	your	 eyes	 shut,	 and	 then	 turn

around	three	times	and	walk	home	without	speaking	to	anybody.	Because	if	you
speak	the	charm's	busted."	"Well,	that	sounds	like	a	good	way;	but	that	ain't	the
way	Bob	Tanner	done."
"No,	sir,	you	can	bet	he	didn't,	becuz	he's	the	wartiest	boy	in	this	town;	and	he

wouldn't	have	a	wart	on	him	if	he'd	knowed	how	to	work	spunk-water.	I've	took
off	thousands	of	warts	off	of	my	hands	that	way,	Huck.	I	play	with	frogs	so	much
that	 I've	always	got	considerable	many	warts.	Sometimes	I	 take	 'em	off	with	a
bean."
"Yes,	bean's	good.	I've	done	that."
"Have	you?	What's	your	way?"
"You	 take	and	split	 the	bean,	 and	cut	 the	wart	 so	as	 to	get	 some	blood,	and

then	you	put	the	blood	on	one	piece	of	the	bean	and	take	and	dig	a	hole	and	bury
it	'bout	midnight	at	the	crossroads	in	the	dark	of	the	moon,	and	then	you	burn	up
the	 rest	 of	 the	 bean.	 You	 see	 that	 piece	 that's	 got	 the	 blood	 on	 it	 will	 keep
drawing	and	drawing,	trying	to	fetch	the	other	piece	to	it,	and	so	that	helps	the
blood	to	draw	the	wart,	and	pretty	soon	off	she	comes."
"Yes,	 that's	 it,	 Huck	—	 that's	 it;	 though	 when	 you're	 burying	 it	 if	 you	 say

'Down	bean;	off	wart;	come	no	more	to	bother	me!'	it's	better.	That's	the	way	Joe
Harper	does,	and	he's	been	nearly	to	Coonville	and	most	everywheres.	But	say
—	how	do	you	cure	'em	with	dead	cats?"
"Why,	you	take	your	cat	and	go	and	get	in	the	graveyard	'long	about	midnight

when	somebody	that	was	wicked	has	been	buried;	and	when	it's	midnight	a	devil
will	 come,	 or	 maybe	 two	 or	 three,	 but	 you	 can't	 see	 'em,	 you	 can	 only	 hear
something	 like	 the	wind,	or	maybe	hear	 'em	 talk;	and	when	 they're	 taking	 that
feller	 away,	 you	 heave	 your	 cat	 after	 'em	 and	 say,	 'Devil	 follow	 corpse,	 cat
follow	devil,	warts	follow	cat,	I'm	done	with	ye!'	That'll	fetch	any	wart."
"Sounds	right.	D'you	ever	try	it,	Huck?"
"No,	but	old	Mother	Hopkins	told	me."
"Well,	I	reckon	it's	so,	then.	Becuz	they	say	she's	a	witch."
"Say!	Why,	Tom,	I	know	she	is.	She	witched	pap.	Pap	says	so	his	own	self.	He

come	along	one	day,	and	he	see	she	was	a-witching	him,	so	he	took	up	a	rock,
and	 if	 she	hadn't	dodged,	he'd	a	got	her.	Well,	 that	very	night	he	 rolled	off'n	a



shed	wher'	he	was	a	layin	drunk,	and	broke	his	arm."
"Why,	that's	awful.	How	did	he	know	she	was	a-witching	him?"
"Lord,	pap	can	tell,	easy.	Pap	says	when	they	keep	looking	at	you	right	stiddy,

they're	 a-witching	 you.	 Specially	 if	 they	 mumble.	 Becuz	 when	 they	 mumble
they're	saying	the	Lord's	Prayer	backards."
"Say,	Hucky,	when	you	going	to	try	the	cat?"
"To-night.	I	reckon	they'll	come	after	old	Hoss	Williams	to-night."
"But	they	buried	him	Saturday.	Didn't	they	get	him	Saturday	night?"
"Why,	how	you	talk!	How	could	their	charms	work	till	midnight?	—	and	then

it's	Sunday.	Devils	don't	slosh	around	much	of	a	Sunday,	I	don't	reckon."
"I	never	thought	of	that.	That's	so.	Lemme	go	with	you?"
"Of	course	—	if	you	ain't	afeard."
"Afeard!	'Tain't	likely.	Will	you	meow?"
"Yes	—	and	you	meow	back,	if	you	get	a	chance.	Last	 time,	you	kep'	me	a-

meowing	around	till	old	Hays	went	to	throwing	rocks	at	me	and	says	'Dern	that
cat!'	and	so	I	hove	a	brick	through	his	window	—	but	don't	you	tell."
"I	won't.	 I	 couldn't	meow	 that	night,	becuz	auntie	was	watching	me,	but	 I'll

meow	this	time.	Say	—	what's	that?"
"Nothing	but	a	tick."
"Where'd	you	get	him?"
"Out	in	the	woods."
"What'll	you	take	for	him?"
"I	don't	know.	I	don't	want	to	sell	him."
"All	right.	It's	a	mighty	small	tick,	anyway."
"Oh,	anybody	can	run	a	tick	down	that	don't	belong	to	them.	I'm	satisfied	with

it.	It's	a	good	enough	tick	for	me."
"Sho,	there's	ticks	a	plenty.	I	could	have	a	thousand	of	'em	if	I	wanted	to."
"Well,	why	don't	you?	Becuz	you	know	mighty	well	you	can't.	This	is	a	pretty

early	tick,	I	reckon.	It's	the	first	one	I've	seen	this	year."
"Say,	Huck	—	I'll	give	you	my	tooth	for	him."
"Less	see	it."
Tom	got	 out	 a	 bit	 of	 paper	 and	 carefully	 unrolled	 it.	Huckleberry	 viewed	 it

wistfully.	The	temptation	was	very	strong.	At	last	he	said:
"Is	it	genuwyne?"
Tom	lifted	his	lip	and	showed	the	vacancy.
"Well,	all	right,"	said	Huckleberry,	"it's	a	trade."
Tom	 enclosed	 the	 tick	 in	 the	 percussion-cap	 box	 that	 had	 lately	 been	 the

pinchbug's	prison,	and	the	boys	separated,	each	feeling	wealthier	than	before.
When	Tom	reached	the	little	isolated	frame	schoolhouse,	he	strode	in	briskly,



with	the	manner	of	one	who	had	come	with	all	honest	speed.	He	hung	his	hat	on
a	 peg	 and	 flung	 himself	 into	 his	 seat	 with	 business-like	 alacrity.	 The	 master,
throned	on	high	 in	his	great	splint-bottom	arm-chair,	was	dozing,	 lulled	by	 the
drowsy	hum	of	study.	The	interruption	roused	him.
"Thomas	Sawyer!"
Tom	knew	that	when	his	name	was	pronounced	in	full,	it	meant	trouble.
"Sir!"
"Come	up	here.	Now,	sir,	why	are	you	late	again,	as	usual?"
Tom	was	about	to	take	refuge	in	a	lie,	when	he	saw	two	long	tails	of	yellow

hair	hanging	down	a	back	that	he	recognized	by	the	electric	sympathy	of	 love;
and	by	that	form	was	the	only	vacant	place	on	the	girls'	side	of	the	school-house.
He	instantly	said:
"I	stopped	to	talk	with	Huckleberry	Finn!"
The	 master's	 pulse	 stood	 still,	 and	 he	 stared	 helplessly.	 The	 buzz	 of	 study

ceased.	The	pupils	wondered	if	this	foolhardy	boy	had	lost	his	mind.	The	master
said:
"You	—	you	did	what?"
"Stopped	to	talk	with	Huckleberry	Finn."
There	was	no	mistaking	the	words.
"Thomas	Sawyer,	this	is	the	most	astounding	confession	I	have	ever	listened

to.	No	mere	ferule	will	answer	for	this	offence.	Take	off	your	jacket."
The	 master's	 arm	 performed	 until	 it	 was	 tired	 and	 the	 stock	 of	 switches

notably	diminished.	Then	the	order	followed:
"Now,	sir,	go	and	sit	with	the	girls!	And	let	this	be	a	warning	to	you."
The	 titter	 that	 rippled	 around	 the	 room	 appeared	 to	 abash	 the	 boy,	 but	 in

reality	that	result	was	caused	rather	more	by	his	worshipful	awe	of	his	unknown
idol	and	the	dread	pleasure	that	lay	in	his	high	good	fortune.	He	sat	down	upon
the	end	of	the	pine	bench	and	the	girl	hitched	herself	away	from	him	with	a	toss
of	 her	 head.	Nudges	 and	winks	 and	whispers	 traversed	 the	 room,	 but	Tom	 sat
still,	with	his	arms	upon	the	long,	low	desk	before	him,	and	seemed	to	study	his
book.
By	and	by	attention	ceased	from	him,	and	the	accustomed	school	murmur	rose

upon	the	dull	air	once	more.	Presently	the	boy	began	to	steal	furtive	glances	at
the	girl.	She	observed	it,	"made	a	mouth"	at	him	and	gave	him	the	back	of	her
head	for	the	space	of	a	minute.	When	she	cautiously	faced	around	again,	a	peach
lay	 before	 her.	 She	 thrust	 it	 away.	 Tom	 gently	 put	 it	 back.	 She	 thrust	 it	 away
again,	but	with	less	animosity.	Tom	patiently	returned	it	to	its	place.	Then	she	let
it	 remain.	 Tom	 scrawled	 on	 his	 slate,	 "Please	 take	 it	—	 I	 got	more."	 The	 girl
glanced	at	the	words,	but	made	no	sign.	Now	the	boy	began	to	draw	something



on	 the	 slate,	 hiding	his	work	with	his	 left	 hand.	For	 a	 time	 the	girl	 refused	 to
notice;	 but	 her	 human	 curiosity	 presently	 began	 to	 manifest	 itself	 by	 hardly
perceptible	signs.	The	boy	worked	on,	apparently	unconscious.	The	girl	made	a
sort	of	noncommittal	attempt	to	see,	but	the	boy	did	not	betray	that	he	was	aware
of	it.	At	last	she	gave	in	and	hesitatingly	whispered:
"Let	me	see	it."
Tom	partly	uncovered	a	dismal	caricature	of	a	house	with	two	gable	ends	to	it

and	 a	 corkscrew	 of	 smoke	 issuing	 from	 the	 chimney.	 Then	 the	 girl's	 interest
began	to	fasten	itself	upon	the	work	and	she	forgot	everything	else.	When	it	was
finished,	she	gazed	a	moment,	then	whispered:
"It's	nice	—	make	a	man."
The	artist	erected	a	man	in	the	front	yard,	that	resembled	a	derrick.	He	could

have	stepped	over	the	house;	but	the	girl	was	not	hypercritical;	she	was	satisfied
with	the	monster,	and	whispered:
"It's	a	beautiful	man	—	now	make	me	coming	along."
Tom	drew	an	hour-glass	with	a	full	moon	and	straw	limbs	to	it	and	armed	the

spreading	fingers	with	a	portentous	fan.	The	girl	said:
"It's	ever	so	nice	—	I	wish	I	could	draw."
"It's	easy,"	whispered	Tom,	"I'll	learn	you."
"Oh,	will	you?	When?"
"At	noon.	Do	you	go	home	to	dinner?"
"I'll	stay	if	you	will."
"Good	—	that's	a	whack.	What's	your	name?"
"Becky	Thatcher.	What's	yours?	Oh,	I	know.	It's	Thomas	Sawyer."
"That's	the	name	they	lick	me	by.	I'm	Tom	when	I'm	good.	You	call	me	Tom,

will	you?"
"Yes."
Now	Tom	began	to	scrawl	something	on	the	slate,	hiding	the	words	from	the

girl.	But	she	was	not	backward	this	time.	She	begged	to	see.	Tom	said:
"Oh,	it	ain't	anything."
"Yes	it	is."
"No	it	ain't.	You	don't	want	to	see."
"Yes	I	do,	indeed	I	do.	Please	let	me."
"You'll	tell."
"No	I	won't	—	deed	and	deed	and	double	deed	won't."
"You	won't	tell	anybody	at	all?	Ever,	as	long	as	you	live?"
"No,	I	won't	ever	tell	anybody.	Now	let	me."
"Oh,	you	don't	want	to	see!"
"Now	that	you	treat	me	so,	I	will	see."	And	she	put	her	small	hand	upon	his



and	a	little	scuffle	ensued,	Tom	pretending	to	resist	in	earnest	but	letting	his	hand
slip	by	degrees	till	these	words	were	revealed:	"I	love	You."
"Oh,	 you	 bad	 thing!"	 And	 she	 hit	 his	 hand	 a	 smart	 rap,	 but	 reddened	 and

looked	pleased,	nevertheless.
Just	at	this	juncture	the	boy	felt	a	slow,	fateful	grip	closing	on	his	ear,	and	a

steady	lifting	impulse.	In	that	vise	he	was	borne	across	the	house	and	deposited
in	his	own	seat,	under	a	peppering	fire	of	giggles	from	the	whole	school.	Then
the	master	stood	over	him	during	a	few	awful	moments,	and	finally	moved	away
to	his	 throne	without	 saying	 a	word.	But	 although	Tom's	 ear	 tingled,	 his	 heart
was	jubilant.
As	 the	 school	 quieted	 down	 Tom	 made	 an	 honest	 effort	 to	 study,	 but	 the

turmoil	within	him	was	too	great.	In	turn	he	took	his	place	in	the	reading	class
and	 made	 a	 botch	 of	 it;	 then	 in	 the	 geography	 class	 and	 turned	 lakes	 into
mountains,	mountains	into	rivers,	and	rivers	into	continents,	till	chaos	was	come
again;	then	in	the	spelling	class,	and	got	"turned	down,"	by	a	succession	of	mere
baby	words,	till	he	brought	up	at	the	foot	and	yielded	up	the	pewter	medal	which
he	had	worn	with	ostentation	for	months.



Chapter		7
The	 harder	 Tom	 tried	 to	 fasten	 his	 mind	 on	 his	 book,	 the	 more	 his	 ideas
wandered.	So	at	last,	with	a	sigh	and	a	yawn,	he	gave	it	up.	It	seemed	to	him	that
the	noon	 recess	would	never	 come.	The	air	was	utterly	dead.	There	was	not	 a
breath	stirring.	It	was	the	sleepiest	of	sleepy	days.	The	drowsing	murmur	of	the
five	 and	 twenty	 studying	 scholars	 soothed	 the	 soul	 like	 the	 spell	 that	 is	 in	 the
murmur	 of	 bees.	Away	 off	 in	 the	 flaming	 sunshine,	Cardiff	Hill	 lifted	 its	 soft
green	sides	through	a	shimmering	veil	of	heat,	tinted	with	the	purple	of	distance;
a	few	birds	floated	on	lazy	wing	high	in	the	air;	no	other	living	thing	was	visible
but	 some	cows,	 and	 they	were	asleep.	Tom's	heart	 ached	 to	be	 free,	or	 else	 to
have	something	of	interest	to	do	to	pass	the	dreary	time.	His	hand	wandered	into
his	pocket	and	his	face	lit	up	with	a	glow	of	gratitude	that	was	prayer,	though	he
did	not	know	it.	Then	furtively	the	percussion-cap	box	came	out.	He	released	the
tick	 and	 put	 him	 on	 the	 long	 flat	 desk.	 The	 creature	 probably	 glowed	with	 a
gratitude	that	amounted	to	prayer,	too,	at	this	moment,	but	it	was	premature:	for
when	he	 started	 thankfully	 to	 travel	 off,	Tom	 turned	him	aside	with	 a	pin	 and
made	him	take	a	new	direction.
Tom's	bosom	friend	sat	next	him,	suffering	just	as	Tom	had	been,	and	now	he

was	 deeply	 and	 gratefully	 interested	 in	 this	 entertainment	 in	 an	 instant.	 This
bosom	 friend	was	 Joe	Harper.	The	 two	boys	were	 sworn	 friends	 all	 the	week,
and	embattled	enemies	on	Saturdays.	Joe	took	a	pin	out	of	his	lapel	and	began	to
assist	in	exercising	the	prisoner.	The	sport	grew	in	interest	momently.	Soon	Tom
said	 that	 they	were	 interfering	with	 each	 other,	 and	 neither	 getting	 the	 fullest
benefit	of	 the	 tick.	So	he	put	Joe's	slate	on	 the	desk	and	drew	a	 line	down	 the
middle	of	it	from	top	to	bottom.
"Now,"	said	he,	"as	long	as	he	is	on	your	side	you	can	stir	him	up	and	I'll	let

him	alone;	but	if	you	let	him	get	away	and	get	on	my	side,	you're	to	leave	him
alone	as	long	as	I	can	keep	him	from	crossing	over."
"All	right,	go	ahead;	start	him	up."
The	tick	escaped	from	Tom,	presently,	and	crossed	the	equator.	Joe	harassed

him	awhile,	and	then	he	got	away	and	crossed	back	again.	This	change	of	base
occurred	often.	While	one	boy	was	worrying	the	tick	with	absorbing	interest,	the
other	would	look	on	with	interest	as	strong,	the	two	heads	bowed	together	over
the	slate,	and	the	two	souls	dead	to	all	things	else.	At	last	luck	seemed	to	settle



and	 abide	with	 Joe.	 The	 tick	 tried	 this,	 that,	 and	 the	 other	 course,	 and	 got	 as
excited	 and	 as	 anxious	 as	 the	 boys	 themselves,	 but	 time	 and	 again	 just	 as	 he
would	have	victory	 in	his	very	grasp,	so	 to	speak,	and	Tom's	 fingers	would	be
twitching	to	begin,	Joe's	pin	would	deftly	head	him	off,	and	keep	possession.	At
last	Tom	could	stand	it	no	longer.	The	temptation	was	too	strong.	So	he	reached
out	and	lent	a	hand	with	his	pin.	Joe	was	angry	in	a	moment.	Said	he:
"Tom,	you	let	him	alone."
"I	only	just	want	to	stir	him	up	a	little,	Joe."
"No,	sir,	it	ain't	fair;	you	just	let	him	alone."
"Blame	it,	I	ain't	going	to	stir	him	much."
"Let	him	alone,	I	tell	you."
"I	won't!"
"You	shall	—	he's	on	my	side	of	the	line."
"Look	here,	Joe	Harper,	whose	is	that	tick?"
"I	don't	care	whose	tick	he	 is	—	he's	on	my	side	of	 the	 line,	and	you	sha'n't

touch	him."
"Well,	I'll	just	bet	I	will,	though.	He's	my	tick	and	I'll	do	what	I	blame	please

with	him,	or	die!"
A	 tremendous	 whack	 came	 down	 on	 Tom's	 shoulders,	 and	 its	 duplicate	 on

Joe's;	and	 for	 the	space	of	 two	minutes	 the	dust	continued	 to	 fly	 from	 the	 two
jackets	 and	 the	 whole	 school	 to	 enjoy	 it.	 The	 boys	 had	 been	 too	 absorbed	 to
notice	 the	hush	 that	had	stolen	upon	the	school	awhile	before	when	the	master
came	 tiptoeing	 down	 the	 room	 and	 stood	 over	 them.	 He	 had	 contemplated	 a
good	part	of	the	performance	before	he	contributed	his	bit	of	variety	to	it.
When	school	broke	up	at	noon,	Tom	flew	to	Becky	Thatcher,	and	whispered

in	her	ear:
"Put	on	your	bonnet	and	 let	on	you're	going	home;	and	when	you	get	 to	 the

corner,	give	 the	 rest	of	 'em	 the	slip,	and	 turn	down	 through	 the	 lane	and	come
back.	I'll	go	the	other	way	and	come	it	over	'em	the	same	way."
So	the	one	went	off	with	one	group	of	scholars,	and	the	other	with	another.	In

a	little	while	the	two	met	at	the	bottom	of	the	lane,	and	when	they	reached	the
school	they	had	it	all	 to	themselves.	Then	they	sat	together,	with	a	slate	before
them,	and	Tom	gave	Becky	the	pencil	and	held	her	hand	in	his,	guiding	it,	and	so
created	another	surprising	house.	When	the	interest	in	art	began	to	wane,	the	two
fell	to	talking.	Tom	was	swimming	in	bliss.	He	said:
"Do	you	love	rats?"
"No!	I	hate	them!"
"Well,	I	do,	too	—	live	ones.	But	I	mean	dead	ones,	to	swing	round	your	head

with	a	string."



"No,	I	don't	care	for	rats	much,	anyway.	What	I	like	is	chewing-gum."
"Oh,	I	should	say	so!	I	wish	I	had	some	now."
"Do	you?	I've	got	some.	I'll	let	you	chew	it	awhile,	but	you	must	give	it	back

to	me."
That	 was	 agreeable,	 so	 they	 chewed	 it	 turn	 about,	 and	 dangled	 their	 legs

against	the	bench	in	excess	of	contentment.
"Was	you	ever	at	a	circus?"	said	Tom.
"Yes,	and	my	pa's	going	to	take	me	again	some	time,	if	I'm	good."
"I	been	to	the	circus	three	or	four	times	—	lots	of	times.	Church	ain't	shucks	to

a	circus.	There's	things	going	on	at	a	circus	all	the	time.	I'm	going	to	be	a	clown
in	a	circus	when	I	grow	up."
"Oh,	are	you!	That	will	be	nice.	They're	so	lovely,	all	spotted	up."
"Yes,	 that's	 so.	And	 they	get	 slathers	of	money	—	most	 a	dollar	 a	day,	Ben

Rogers	says.	Say,	Becky,	was	you	ever	engaged?"
"What's	that?"
"Why,	engaged	to	be	married."
"No."
"Would	you	like	to?"
"I	reckon	so.	I	don't	know.	What	is	it	like?"
"Like?	Why	it	ain't	like	anything.	You	only	just	tell	a	boy	you	won't	ever	have

anybody	but	him,	ever	ever	ever,	and	then	you	kiss	and	that's	all.	Anybody	can
do	it."
"Kiss?	What	do	you	kiss	for?"
"Why,	that,	you	know,	is	to	—	well,	they	always	do	that."
"Everybody?"
"Why,	yes,	everybody	that's	in	love	with	each	other.	Do	you	remember	what	I

wrote	on	the	slate?"
"Ye	—	yes."
"What	was	it?"
"I	sha'n't	tell	you."
"Shall	I	tell	you?"
"Ye	—	yes	—	but	some	other	time."
"No,	now."
"No,	not	now	—	to-morrow."
"Oh,	no,	now.	Please,	Becky	—	I'll	whisper	it,	I'll	whisper	it	ever	so	easy."
Becky	hesitating,	Tom	took	silence	for	consent,	and	passed	his	arm	about	her

waist	and	whispered	the	tale	ever	so	softly,	with	his	mouth	close	to	her	ear.	And
then	he	added:
"Now	you	whisper	it	to	me	—	just	the	same."



She	resisted,	for	a	while,	and	then	said:
"You	 turn	your	 face	away	so	you	can't	 see,	and	 then	I	will.	But	you	mustn't

ever	tell	anybody	—	Will	you,	Tom?	Now	you	won't,	will	you?"
"No,	indeed,	indeed	I	won't.	Now,	Becky."
He	 turned	 his	 face	 away.	 She	 bent	 timidly	 around	 till	 her	 breath	 stirred	 his

curls	and	whispered,	"I	—	love	—	you!"
Then	she	sprang	away	and	ran	around	and	around	the	desks	and	benches,	with

Tom	after	her,	and	took	refuge	in	a	corner	at	last,	with	her	little	white	apron	to
her	face.	Tom	clasped	her	about	her	neck	and	pleaded:
"Now,	Becky,	it's	all	done	—	all	over	but	the	kiss.	Don't	you	be	afraid	of	that

—	 it	 ain't	 anything	at	 all.	Please,	Becky."	And	he	 tugged	at	her	 apron	and	 the
hands.
By	and	by	she	gave	up,	and	let	her	hands	drop;	her	face,	all	glowing	with	the

struggle,	came	up	and	submitted.	Tom	kissed	the	red	lips	and	said:
"Now	it's	all	done,	Becky.	And	always	after	this,	you	know,	you	ain't	ever	to

love	anybody	but	me,	and	you	ain't	ever	 to	marry	anybody	but	me,	ever	never
and	forever.	Will	you?"
"No,	I'll	never	love	anybody	but	you,	Tom,	and	I'll	never	marry	anybody	but

you	—	and	you	ain't	to	ever	marry	anybody	but	me,	either."
"Certainly.	Of	course.	That's	part	of	it.	And	always	coming	to	school	or	when

we're	going	home,	you're	to	walk	with	me,	when	there	ain't	anybody	looking	—
and	you	choose	me	and	I	choose	you	at	parties,	because	 that's	 the	way	you	do
when	you're	engaged."
"It's	so	nice.	I	never	heard	of	it	before."
"Oh,	it's	ever	so	gay!	Why,	me	and	Amy	Lawrence	—"
The	big	eyes	told	Tom	his	blunder	and	he	stopped,	confused.
"Oh,	Tom!	Then	I	ain't	the	first	you've	ever	been	engaged	to!"
The	child	began	to	cry.	Tom	said:
"Oh,	don't	cry,	Becky,	I	don't	care	for	her	any	more."
"Yes,	you	do,	Tom	—	you	know	you	do."
Tom	tried	to	put	his	arm	about	her	neck,	but	she	pushed	him	away	and	turned

her	face	to	the	wall,	and	went	on	crying.	Tom	tried	again,	with	soothing	words	in
his	mouth,	and	was	repulsed	again.	Then	his	pride	was	up,	and	he	strode	away
and	went	outside.	He	stood	about,	 restless	and	uneasy,	 for	a	while,	glancing	at
the	door,	every	now	and	 then,	hoping	she	would	 repent	and	come	 to	 find	him.
But	she	did	not.	Then	he	began	to	feel	badly	and	fear	that	he	was	in	the	wrong.	It
was	a	hard	struggle	with	him	to	make	new	advances,	now,	but	he	nerved	himself
to	it	and	entered.	She	was	still	standing	back	there	in	the	corner,	sobbing,	with
her	face	to	the	wall.	Tom's	heart	smote	him.	He	went	to	her	and	stood	a	moment,



not	knowing	exactly	how	to	proceed.	Then	he	said	hesitatingly:
"Becky,	I	—	I	don't	care	for	anybody	but	you."
No	reply	—	but	sobs.
"Becky"	—	pleadingly.	"Becky,	won't	you	say	something?"
More	sobs.
Tom	got	out	his	chiefest	jewel,	a	brass	knob	from	the	top	of	an	andiron,	and

passed	it	around	her	so	that	she	could	see	it,	and	said:
"Please,	Becky,	won't	you	take	it?"
She	struck	 it	 to	 the	 floor.	Then	Tom	marched	out	of	 the	house	and	over	 the

hills	and	far	away,	to	return	to	school	no	more	that	day.	Presently	Becky	began	to
suspect.	She	 ran	 to	 the	door;	he	was	not	 in	sight;	 she	 flew	around	 to	 the	play-
yard;	he	was	not	there.	Then	she	called:
"Tom!	Come	back,	Tom!"
She	 listened	 intently,	 but	 there	was	 no	 answer.	 She	 had	 no	 companions	 but

silence	and	loneliness.	So	she	sat	down	to	cry	again	and	upbraid	herself;	and	by
this	time	the	scholars	began	to	gather	again,	and	she	had	to	hide	her	griefs	and
still	her	broken	heart	and	take	up	the	cross	of	a	 long,	dreary,	aching	afternoon,
with	none	among	the	strangers	about	her	to	exchange	sorrows	with.



Chapter		8
Tom	dodged	hither	and	thither	through	lanes	until	he	was	well	out	of	the	track	of
returning	scholars,	and	then	fell	into	a	moody	jog.	He	crossed	a	small	"branch"
two	 or	 three	 times,	 because	 of	 a	 prevailing	 juvenile	 superstition	 that	 to	 cross
water	baffled	pursuit.	Half	an	hour	later	he	was	disappearing	behind	the	Douglas
mansion	 on	 the	 summit	 of	 Cardiff	 Hill,	 and	 the	 school-house	 was	 hardly
distinguishable	 away	 off	 in	 the	 valley	 behind	 him.	 He	 entered	 a	 dense	wood,
picked	his	pathless	way	to	the	centre	of	it,	and	sat	down	on	a	mossy	spot	under	a
spreading	oak.	There	was	not	even	a	zephyr	stirring;	the	dead	noonday	heat	had
even	stilled	the	songs	of	the	birds;	nature	lay	in	a	trance	that	was	broken	by	no
sound	but	the	occasional	far-off	hammering	of	a	woodpecker,	and	this	seemed	to
render	 the	 pervading	 silence	 and	 sense	 of	 loneliness	 the	 more	 profound.	 The
boy's	soul	was	steeped	in	melancholy;	his	feelings	were	in	happy	accord	with	his
surroundings.	He	sat	long	with	his	elbows	on	his	knees	and	his	chin	in	his	hands,
meditating.	It	seemed	to	him	that	life	was	but	a	trouble,	at	best,	and	he	more	than
half	 envied	 Jimmy	 Hodges,	 so	 lately	 released;	 it	 must	 be	 very	 peaceful,	 he
thought,	 to	 lie	 and	 slumber	 and	 dream	 forever	 and	 ever,	 with	 the	 wind
whispering	 through	 the	 trees	 and	 caressing	 the	 grass	 and	 the	 flowers	 over	 the
grave,	and	nothing	to	bother	and	grieve	about,	ever	any	more.	If	he	only	had	a
clean	Sunday-school	 record	he	could	be	willing	 to	go,	and	be	done	with	 it	 all.
Now	as	 to	 this	girl.	What	had	he	done?	Nothing.	He	had	meant	 the	best	 in	 the
world,	and	been	treated	like	a	dog	—	like	a	very	dog.	She	would	be	sorry	some
day	—	maybe	when	it	was	too	late.	Ah,	if	he	could	only	die	temporarily!
But	 the	 elastic	 heart	 of	 youth	 cannot	 be	 compressed	 into	 one	 constrained

shape	 long	 at	 a	 time.	 Tom	 presently	 began	 to	 drift	 insensibly	 back	 into	 the
concerns	 of	 this	 life	 again.	What	 if	 he	 turned	 his	 back,	 now,	 and	 disappeared
mysteriously?	 What	 if	 he	 went	 away	 —	 ever	 so	 far	 away,	 into	 unknown
countries	beyond	 the	 seas	—	and	never	came	back	any	more!	How	would	 she
feel	then!	The	idea	of	being	a	clown	recurred	to	him	now,	only	to	fill	him	with
disgust.	 For	 frivolity	 and	 jokes	 and	 spotted	 tights	were	 an	 offense,	when	 they
intruded	themselves	upon	a	spirit	that	was	exalted	into	the	vague	august	realm	of
the	romantic.	No,	he	would	be	a	soldier,	and	return	after	long	years,	all	war-worn
and	illustrious.	No	—	better	still,	he	would	join	the	Indians,	and	hunt	buffaloes
and	go	on	 the	warpath	 in	 the	mountain	ranges	and	 the	 trackless	great	plains	of



the	 Far	West,	 and	 away	 in	 the	 future	 come	 back	 a	 great	 chief,	 bristling	 with
feathers,	 hideous	 with	 paint,	 and	 prance	 into	 Sunday-school,	 some	 drowsy
summer	morning,	with	a	blood-curdling	war-whoop,	and	sear	the	eyeballs	of	all
his	 companions	with	 unappeasable	 envy.	But	 no,	 there	was	 something	 gaudier
even	 than	 this.	 He	 would	 be	 a	 pirate!	 That	 was	 it!	 Now	 his	 future	 lay	 plain
before	him,	and	glowing	with	unimaginable	splendor.	How	his	name	would	fill
the	world,	and	make	people	shudder!	How	gloriously	he	would	go	plowing	the
dancing	seas,	 in	his	 long,	 low,	black-hulled	racer,	 the	Spirit	of	 the	Storm,	with
his	grisly	 flag	 flying	at	 the	 fore!	And	at	 the	zenith	of	his	 fame,	how	he	would
suddenly	 appear	 at	 the	 old	 village	 and	 stalk	 into	 church,	 brown	 and	weather-
beaten,	in	his	black	velvet	doublet	and	trunks,	his	great	jack-boots,	his	crimson
sash,	his	belt	bristling	with	horse-pistols,	his	crime-rusted	cutlass	at	his	side,	his
slouch	 hat	 with	 waving	 plumes,	 his	 black	 flag	 unfurled,	 with	 the	 skull	 and
crossbones	 on	 it,	 and	 hear	 with	 swelling	 ecstasy	 the	 whisperings,	 "It's	 Tom
Sawyer	the	Pirate!	—	the	Black	Avenger	of	the	Spanish	Main!"
Yes,	it	was	settled;	his	career	was	determined.	He	would	run	away	from	home

and	enter	upon	it.	He	would	start	the	very	next	morning.	Therefore	he	must	now
begin	to	get	ready.	He	would	collect	his	resources	together.	He	went	to	a	rotten
log	near	at	hand	and	began	to	dig	under	one	end	of	it	with	his	Barlow	knife.	He
soon	 struck	wood	 that	 sounded	hollow.	He	put	 his	 hand	 there	 and	uttered	 this
incantation	impressively:
"What	hasn't	come	here,	come!	What's	here,	stay	here!"
Then	he	scraped	away	the	dirt,	and	exposed	a	pine	shingle.	He	took	it	up	and

disclosed	 a	 shapely	 little	 treasure-house	 whose	 bottom	 and	 sides	 were	 of
shingles.	In	it	lay	a	marble.	Tom's	astonishment	was	boundless!	He	scratched	his
head	with	a	perplexed	air,	and	said:
"Well,	that	beats	anything!"
Then	he	tossed	the	marble	away	pettishly,	and	stood	cogitating.	The	truth	was,

that	 a	 superstition	 of	 his	 had	 failed,	 here,	 which	 he	 and	 all	 his	 comrades	 had
always	looked	upon	as	infallible.	If	you	buried	a	marble	with	certain	necessary
incantations,	 and	 left	 it	 alone	 a	 fortnight,	 and	 then	 opened	 the	 place	 with	 the
incantation	he	had	 just	used,	you	would	 find	 that	all	 the	marbles	you	had	ever
lost	 had	 gathered	 themselves	 together	 there,	meantime,	 no	matter	 how	widely
they	 had	 been	 separated.	 But	 now,	 this	 thing	 had	 actually	 and	 unquestionably
failed.	 Tom's	 whole	 structure	 of	 faith	 was	 shaken	 to	 its	 foundations.	 He	 had
many	a	time	heard	of	this	thing	succeeding	but	never	of	its	failing	before.	It	did
not	 occur	 to	 him	 that	 he	 had	 tried	 it	 several	 times	 before,	 himself,	 but	 could
never	 find	 the	hiding-places	afterward.	He	puzzled	over	 the	matter	 some	 time,
and	 finally	 decided	 that	 some	witch	 had	 interfered	 and	 broken	 the	 charm.	He



thought	 he	 would	 satisfy	 himself	 on	 that	 point;	 so	 he	 searched	 around	 till	 he
found	 a	 small	 sandy	 spot	 with	 a	 little	 funnel-shaped	 depression	 in	 it.	 He	 laid
himself	down	and	put	his	mouth	close	to	this	depression	and	called	—
"Doodle-bug,	doodle-bug,	tell	me	what	I	want	to	know!	Doodle-bug,	doodle-

bug,	tell	me	what	I	want	to	know!"
The	 sand	 began	 to	 work,	 and	 presently	 a	 small	 black	 bug	 appeared	 for	 a

second	and	then	darted	under	again	in	a	fright.
"He	dasn't	tell!	So	it	was	a	witch	that	done	it.	I	just	knowed	it."
He	well	knew	the	futility	of	trying	to	contend	against	witches,	so	he	gave	up

discouraged.	But	it	occurred	to	him	that	he	might	as	well	have	the	marble	he	had
just	thrown	away,	and	therefore	he	went	and	made	a	patient	search	for	it.	But	he
could	not	find	it.	Now	he	went	back	to	his	 treasure-house	and	carefully	placed
himself	 just	as	he	had	been	standing	when	he	 tossed	 the	marble	away;	 then	he
took	another	marble	from	his	pocket	and	tossed	it	in	the	same	way,	saying:
"Brother,	go	find	your	brother!"
He	watched	where	 it	 stopped,	 and	went	 there	 and	 looked.	But	 it	must	 have

fallen	 short	 or	 gone	 too	 far;	 so	 he	 tried	 twice	 more.	 The	 last	 repetition	 was
successful.	The	two	marbles	lay	within	a	foot	of	each	other.
Just	here	the	blast	of	a	toy	tin	trumpet	came	faintly	down	the	green	aisles	of

the	forest.	Tom	flung	off	his	jacket	and	trousers,	turned	a	suspender	into	a	belt,
raked	away	some	brush	behind	the	rotten	log,	disclosing	a	rude	bow	and	arrow,	a
lath	 sword	 and	 a	 tin	 trumpet,	 and	 in	 a	 moment	 had	 seized	 these	 things	 and
bounded	 away,	 barelegged,	 with	 fluttering	 shirt.	 He	 presently	 halted	 under	 a
great	elm,	blew	an	answering	blast,	and	then	began	to	tiptoe	and	look	warily	out,
this	way	and	that.	He	said	cautiously	—	to	an	imaginary	company:
"Hold,	my	merry	men!	Keep	hid	till	I	blow."
Now	appeared	Joe	Harper,	as	airily	clad	and	elaborately	armed	as	Tom.	Tom

called:
"Hold!	Who	comes	here	into	Sherwood	Forest	without	my	pass?"
"Guy	of	Guisborne	wants	no	man's	pass.	Who	art	thou	that	—	that	—"
"Dares	to	hold	such	language,"	said	Tom,	prompting	—	for	they	talked	"by	the

book,"	from	memory.
"Who	art	thou	that	dares	to	hold	such	language?"
"I,	indeed!	I	am	Robin	Hood,	as	thy	caitiff	carcase	soon	shall	know."
"Then	 art	 thou	 indeed	 that	 famous	 outlaw?	Right	 gladly	will	 I	 dispute	with

thee	the	passes	of	the	merry	wood.	Have	at	thee!"
They	took	their	lath	swords,	dumped	their	other	traps	on	the	ground,	struck	a

fencing	 attitude,	 foot	 to	 foot,	 and	began	 a	 grave,	 careful	 combat,	 "two	up	 and
two	down."	Presently	Tom	said:



"Now,	if	you've	got	the	hang,	go	it	lively!"
So	they	"went	it	lively,"	panting	and	perspiring	with	the	work.	By	and	by	Tom

shouted:
"Fall!	fall!	Why	don't	you	fall?"
"I	sha'n't!	Why	don't	you	fall	yourself?	You're	getting	the	worst	of	it."
"Why,	that	ain't	anything.	I	can't	fall;	that	ain't	the	way	it	is	in	the	book.	The

book	says,	'Then	with	one	back-handed	stroke	he	slew	poor	Guy	of	Guisborne.'
You're	to	turn	around	and	let	me	hit	you	in	the	back."
There	was	no	getting	around	the	authorities,	so	Joe	turned,	received	the	whack

and	fell.
"Now,"	said	Joe,	getting	up,	"you	got	to	let	me	kill	you.	That's	fair."
"Why,	I	can't	do	that,	it	ain't	in	the	book."
"Well,	it's	blamed	mean	—	that's	all."
"Well,	say,	Joe,	you	can	be	Friar	Tuck	or	Much	the	miller's	son,	and	lam	me

with	a	quarter-staff;	or	I'll	be	the	Sheriff	of	Nottingham	and	you	be	Robin	Hood
a	little	while	and	kill	me."
This	 was	 satisfactory,	 and	 so	 these	 adventures	 were	 carried	 out.	 Then	 Tom

became	Robin	Hood	again,	and	was	allowed	by	the	treacherous	nun	to	bleed	his
strength	 away	 through	 his	 neglected	 wound.	 And	 at	 last	 Joe,	 representing	 a
whole	tribe	of	weeping	outlaws,	dragged	him	sadly	forth,	gave	his	bow	into	his
feeble	 hands,	 and	 Tom	 said,	 "Where	 this	 arrow	 falls,	 there	 bury	 poor	 Robin
Hood	 under	 the	 greenwood	 tree."	 Then	 he	 shot	 the	 arrow	 and	 fell	 back	 and
would	have	died,	but	he	lit	on	a	nettle	and	sprang	up	too	gaily	for	a	corpse.
The	boys	dressed	themselves,	hid	their	accoutrements,	and	went	off	grieving

that	 there	were	no	outlaws	any	more,	and	wondering	what	modern	civilization
could	 claim	 to	 have	 done	 to	 compensate	 for	 their	 loss.	 They	 said	 they	would
rather	be	outlaws	a	year	in	Sherwood	Forest	than	President	of	the	United	States
forever.



Chapter		9
At	half-past	nine,	that	night,	Tom	and	Sid	were	sent	to	bed,	as	usual.	They	said
their	prayers,	 and	Sid	was	 soon	asleep.	Tom	 lay	 awake	and	waited,	 in	 restless
impatience.	When	it	seemed	to	him	that	it	must	be	nearly	daylight,	he	heard	the
clock	 strike	 ten!	 This	was	 despair.	He	would	 have	 tossed	 and	 fidgeted,	 as	 his
nerves	 demanded,	 but	 he	 was	 afraid	 he	 might	 wake	 Sid.	 So	 he	 lay	 still,	 and
stared	 up	 into	 the	 dark.	 Everything	 was	 dismally	 still.	 By	 and	 by,	 out	 of	 the
stillness,	 little,	scarcely	preceptible	noises	began	to	emphasize	 themselves.	The
ticking	of	the	clock	began	to	bring	itself	into	notice.	Old	beams	began	to	crack
mysteriously.	 The	 stairs	 creaked	 faintly.	 Evidently	 spirits	 were	 abroad.	 A
measured,	 muffled	 snore	 issued	 from	 Aunt	 Polly's	 chamber.	 And	 now	 the
tiresome	chirping	of	a	cricket	that	no	human	ingenuity	could	locate,	began.	Next
the	 ghastly	 ticking	 of	 a	 deathwatch	 in	 the	 wall	 at	 the	 bed's	 head	 made	 Tom
shudder	—	it	meant	 that	somebody's	days	were	numbered.	Then	 the	howl	of	a
far-off	 dog	 rose	 on	 the	 night	 air,	 and	was	 answered	 by	 a	 fainter	 howl	 from	 a
remoter	distance.	Tom	was	 in	 an	 agony.	At	 last	 he	was	 satisfied	 that	 time	had
ceased	 and	 eternity	 begun;	 he	 began	 to	 doze,	 in	 spite	 of	 himself;	 the	 clock
chimed	eleven,	but	he	did	not	hear	 it.	And	 then	 there	came,	mingling	with	his
half-formed	 dreams,	 a	 most	 melancholy	 caterwauling.	 The	 raising	 of	 a
neighboring	window	disturbed	him.	A	cry	of	"Scat!	you	devil!"	and	the	crash	of
an	 empty	 bottle	 against	 the	 back	 of	 his	 aunt's	 woodshed	 brought	 him	 wide
awake,	 and	 a	 single	 minute	 later	 he	 was	 dressed	 and	 out	 of	 the	 window	 and
creeping	along	the	roof	of	the	"ell"	on	all	fours.	He	"meow'd"	with	caution	once
or	twice,	as	he	went;	then	jumped	to	the	roof	of	the	woodshed	and	thence	to	the
ground.	Huckleberry	Finn	was	there,	with	his	dead	cat.	The	boys	moved	off	and
disappeared	in	the	gloom.	At	the	end	of	half	an	hour	they	were	wading	through
the	tall	grass	of	the	graveyard.
It	was	a	graveyard	of	the	old-fashioned	Western	kind.	It	was	on	a	hill,	about	a

mile	 and	 a	 half	 from	 the	 village.	 It	 had	 a	 crazy	 board	 fence	 around	 it,	 which
leaned	 inward	 in	 places,	 and	 outward	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 time,	 but	 stood	 upright
nowhere.	 Grass	 and	 weeds	 grew	 rank	 over	 the	 whole	 cemetery.	 All	 the	 old
graves	were	 sunken	 in,	 there	was	not	 a	 tombstone	on	 the	place;	 round-topped,
worm-eaten	 boards	 staggered	 over	 the	 graves,	 leaning	 for	 support	 and	 finding
none.	"Sacred	to	the	memory	of"	So-and-So	had	been	painted	on	them	once,	but



it	could	no	longer	have	been	read,	on	the	most	of	them,	now,	even	if	there	had
been	light.
A	faint	wind	moaned	through	the	trees,	and	Tom	feared	it	might	be	the	spirits

of	 the	 dead,	 complaining	 at	 being	 disturbed.	 The	 boys	 talked	 little,	 and	 only
under	 their	breath,	 for	 the	 time	and	 the	place	and	 the	pervading	solemnity	and
silence	 oppressed	 their	 spirits.	 They	 found	 the	 sharp	 new	 heap	 they	 were
seeking,	and	ensconced	themselves	within	the	protection	of	three	great	elms	that
grew	in	a	bunch	within	a	few	feet	of	the	grave.
Then	 they	waited	 in	 silence	 for	what	 seemed	 a	 long	 time.	The	hooting	of	 a

distant	owl	was	all	 the	sound	that	 troubled	 the	dead	stillness.	Tom's	reflections
grew	oppressive.	He	must	force	some	talk.	So	he	said	in	a	whisper:
"Hucky,	do	you	believe	the	dead	people	like	it	for	us	to	be	here?"
Huckleberry	whispered:
"I	wisht	I	knowed.	It's	awful	solemn	like,	ain't	it?"
"I	bet	it	is."
There	 was	 a	 considerable	 pause,	 while	 the	 boys	 canvassed	 this	 matter

inwardly.	Then	Tom	whispered:
"Say,	Hucky	—	do	you	reckon	Hoss	Williams	hears	us	talking?"
"O'	course	he	does.	Least	his	sperrit	does."
Tom,	after	a	pause:
"I	wish	I'd	said	Mister	Williams.	But	I	never	meant	any	harm.	Everybody	calls

him	Hoss."
"A	 body	 can't	 be	 too	 partic'lar	 how	 they	 talk	 'bout	 these-yer	 dead	 people,

Tom."
This	was	a	damper,	and	conversation	died	again.
Presently	Tom	seized	his	comrade's	arm	and	said:
"Sh!"
"What	is	it,	Tom?"	And	the	two	clung	together	with	beating	hearts.
"Sh!	There	'tis	again!	Didn't	you	hear	it?"
"I	—"
"There!	Now	you	hear	it."
"Lord,	Tom,	they're	coming!	They're	coming,	sure.	What'll	we	do?"
"I	dono.	Think	they'll	see	us?"
"Oh,	Tom,	they	can	see	in	the	dark,	same	as	cats.	I	wisht	I	hadn't	come."
"Oh,	don't	be	afeard.	I	don't	believe	they'll	bother	us.	We	ain't	doing	any	harm.

If	we	keep	perfectly	still,	maybe	they	won't	notice	us	at	all."
"I'll	try	to,	Tom,	but,	Lord,	I'm	all	of	a	shiver."
"Listen!"
The	boys	bent	their	heads	together	and	scarcely	breathed.	A	muffled	sound	of



voices	floated	up	from	the	far	end	of	the	graveyard.
"Look!	See	there!"	whispered	Tom.	"What	is	it?"
"It's	devil-fire.	Oh,	Tom,	this	is	awful."
Some	 vague	 figures	 approached	 through	 the	 gloom,	 swinging	 an	 old-

fashioned	tin	lantern	that	freckled	the	ground	with	innumerable	little	spangles	of
light.	Presently	Huckleberry	whispered	with	a	shudder:
"It's	the	devils	sure	enough.	Three	of	'em!	Lordy,	Tom,	we're	goners!	Can	you

pray?"
"I'll	 try,	but	don't	you	be	afeard.	They	ain't	 going	 to	hurt	us.	 'Now	 I	 lay	me

down	to	sleep,	I	—'"
"Sh!"
"What	is	it,	Huck?"
"They're	 humans!	 One	 of	 'em	 is,	 anyway.	 One	 of	 'em's	 old	 Muff	 Potter's

voice."
"No	—	'tain't	so,	is	it?"
"I	bet	I	know	it.	Don't	you	stir	nor	budge.	He	ain't	sharp	enough	to	notice	us.

Drunk,	the	same	as	usual,	likely	—	blamed	old	rip!"
"All	 right,	 I'll	 keep	 still.	 Now	 they're	 stuck.	 Can't	 find	 it.	 Here	 they	 come

again.	Now	 they're	 hot.	Cold	 again.	Hot	 again.	Red	 hot!	They're	 p'inted	 right,
this	time.	Say,	Huck,	I	know	another	o'	them	voices;	it's	Injun	Joe."
"That's	 so	—	 that	 murderin'	 half-breed!	 I'd	 druther	 they	 was	 devils	 a	 dern

sight.	What	kin	they	be	up	to?"
The	whisper	died	wholly	out,	now,	 for	 the	 three	men	had	 reached	 the	grave

and	stood	within	a	few	feet	of	the	boys'	hiding-place.
"Here	it	 is,"	said	the	third	voice;	and	the	owner	of	it	held	the	lantern	up	and

revealed	the	face	of	young	Doctor	Robinson.
Potter	and	Injun	Joe	were	carrying	a	handbarrow	with	a	rope	and	a	couple	of

shovels	on	it.	They	cast	down	their	load	and	began	to	open	the	grave.	The	doctor
put	 the	 lantern	 at	 the	head	of	 the	grave	 and	 came	and	 sat	 down	with	his	 back
against	one	of	the	elm	trees.	He	was	so	close	the	boys	could	have	touched	him.
"Hurry,	 men!"	 he	 said,	 in	 a	 low	 voice;	 "the	 moon	 might	 come	 out	 at	 any

moment."
They	growled	a	 response	and	went	on	digging.	For	 some	 time	 there	was	no

noise	but	the	grating	sound	of	the	spades	discharging	their	freight	of	mould	and
gravel.	 It	was	very	monotonous.	Finally	 a	 spade	 struck	upon	 the	 coffin	with	 a
dull	woody	accent,	and	within	another	minute	or	two	the	men	had	hoisted	it	out
on	 the	ground.	They	pried	off	 the	 lid	with	 their	 shovels,	 got	out	 the	body	and
dumped	it	rudely	on	the	ground.	The	moon	drifted	from	behind	the	clouds	and
exposed	the	pallid	face.	The	barrow	was	got	ready	and	the	corpse	placed	on	it,



covered	with	a	blanket,	and	bound	to	 its	place	with	 the	rope.	Potter	 took	out	a
large	spring-knife	and	cut	off	the	dangling	end	of	the	rope	and	then	said:
"Now	 the	 cussed	 thing's	 ready,	 Sawbones,	 and	 you'll	 just	 out	 with	 another

five,	or	here	she	stays."
"That's	the	talk!"	said	Injun	Joe.
"Look	here,	what	does	this	mean?"	said	the	doctor.	"You	required	your	pay	in

advance,	and	I've	paid	you."
"Yes,	and	you	done	more	 than	 that,"	 said	 Injun	Joe,	approaching	 the	doctor,

who	was	now	standing.	"Five	years	ago	you	drove	me	away	from	your	father's
kitchen	one	night,	when	I	come	to	ask	for	something	to	eat,	and	you	said	I	warn't
there	for	any	good;	and	when	I	swore	I'd	get	even	with	you	if	it	took	a	hundred
years,	 your	 father	 had	me	 jailed	 for	 a	 vagrant.	 Did	 you	 think	 I'd	 forget?	 The
Injun	blood	ain't	in	me	for	nothing.	And	now	I've	got	you,	and	you	got	to	settle,
you	know!"
He	 was	 threatening	 the	 doctor,	 with	 his	 fist	 in	 his	 face,	 by	 this	 time.	 The

doctor	 struck	 out	 suddenly	 and	 stretched	 the	 ruffian	 on	 the	 ground.	 Potter
dropped	his	knife,	and	exclaimed:
"Here,	 now,	 don't	 you	 hit	my	 pard!"	 and	 the	 next	moment	 he	 had	 grappled

with	the	doctor	and	the	two	were	struggling	with	might	and	main,	trampling	the
grass	 and	 tearing	 the	ground	with	 their	 heels.	 Injun	 Joe	 sprang	 to	 his	 feet,	 his
eyes	flaming	with	passion,	snatched	up	Potter's	knife,	and	went	creeping,	catlike
and	stooping,	round	and	round	about	the	combatants,	seeking	an	opportunity.	All
at	once	 the	doctor	 flung	himself	 free,	 seized	 the	heavy	headboard	of	Williams'
grave	and	felled	Potter	 to	 the	earth	with	 it	—	and	in	 the	same	instant	 the	half-
breed	saw	his	chance	and	drove	the	knife	to	the	hilt	 in	the	young	man's	breast.
He	 reeled	 and	 fell	 partly	 upon	Potter,	 flooding	him	with	 his	 blood,	 and	 in	 the
same	 moment	 the	 clouds	 blotted	 out	 the	 dreadful	 spectacle	 and	 the	 two
frightened	boys	went	speeding	away	in	the	dark.
Presently,	when	the	moon	emerged	again,	Injun	Joe	was	standing	over	the	two

forms,	 contemplating	 them.	 The	 doctor	 murmured	 inarticulately,	 gave	 a	 long
gasp	or	two	and	was	still.	The	half-breed	muttered:
"That	score	is	settled	—	damn	you."
Then	he	robbed	the	body.	After	which	he	put	 the	fatal	knife	 in	Potter's	open

right	hand,	and	sat	down	on	the	dismantled	coffin.	Three	—	four	—	five	minutes
passed,	and	then	Potter	began	to	stir	and	moan.	His	hand	closed	upon	the	knife;
he	raised	it,	glanced	at	it,	and	let	it	fall,	with	a	shudder.	Then	he	sat	up,	pushing
the	body	from	him,	and	gazed	at	it,	and	then	around	him,	confusedly.	His	eyes
met	Joe's.
"Lord,	how	is	this,	Joe?"	he	said.



"It's	a	dirty	business,"	said	Joe,	without	moving.
"What	did	you	do	it	for?"
"I!	I	never	done	it!"
"Look	here!	That	kind	of	talk	won't	wash."
Potter	trembled	and	grew	white.
"I	thought	I'd	got	sober.	I'd	no	business	to	drink	to-night.	But	it's	in	my	head

yet	—	worse'n	when	we	started	here.	I'm	all	in	a	muddle;	can't	recollect	anything
of	it,	hardly.	Tell	me,	Joe	—	honest,	now,	old	feller	—	did	I	do	it?	Joe,	I	never
meant	to	—	'pon	my	soul	and	honor,	I	never	meant	to,	Joe.	Tell	me	how	it	was,
Joe.	Oh,	it's	awful	—	and	him	so	young	and	promising."
"Why,	you	two	was	scuffling,	and	he	fetched	you	one	with	the	headboard	and

you	fell	flat;	and	then	up	you	come,	all	reeling	and	staggering	like,	and	snatched
the	knife	and	 jammed	it	 into	him,	 just	as	he	fetched	you	another	awful	clip	—
and	here	you've	laid,	as	dead	as	a	wedge	til	now."
"Oh,	I	didn't	know	what	I	was	a-doing.	I	wish	I	may	die	this	minute	if	I	did.	It

was	all	on	account	of	the	whiskey	and	the	excitement,	I	reckon.	I	never	used	a
weepon	in	my	life	before,	Joe.	I've	fought,	but	never	with	weepons.	They'll	all
say	that.	Joe,	don't	tell!	Say	you	won't	tell,	Joe	—	that's	a	good	feller.	I	always
liked	you,	Joe,	and	stood	up	for	you,	too.	Don't	you	remember?	You	won't	tell,
will	 you,	 Joe?"	And	 the	 poor	 creature	 dropped	 on	 his	 knees	 before	 the	 stolid
murderer,	and	clasped	his	appealing	hands.
"No,	you've	always	been	fair	and	square	with	me,	Muff	Potter,	and	I	won't	go

back	on	you.	There,	now,	that's	as	fair	as	a	man	can	say."
"Oh,	Joe,	you're	an	angel.	 I'll	bless	you	for	 this	 the	 longest	day	I	 live."	And

Potter	began	to	cry.
"Come,	now,	that's	enough	of	that.	This	ain't	any	time	for	blubbering.	You	be

off	yonder	way	and	 I'll	 go	 this.	Move,	now,	 and	don't	 leave	any	 tracks	behind
you."
Potter	 started	on	a	 trot	 that	quickly	 increased	 to	a	 run.	The	half-breed	stood

looking	after	him.	He	muttered:
"If	he's	as	much	stunned	with	the	lick	and	fuddled	with	the	rum	as	he	had	the

look	of	being,	he	won't	 think	of	 the	knife	 till	he's	gone	so	far	he'll	be	afraid	to
come	back	after	it	to	such	a	place	by	himself	—	chicken-heart!"
Two	or	three	minutes	later	the	murdered	man,	the	blanketed	corpse,	the	lidless

coffin,	and	the	open	grave	were	under	no	inspection	but	the	moon's.	The	stillness
was	complete	again,	too.



Chapter		10	
The	two	boys	flew	on	and	on,	toward	the	village,	speechless	with	horror.	They
glanced	backward	over	 their	shoulders	 from	time	 to	 time,	apprehensively,	as	 if
they	 feared	 they	might	 be	 followed.	 Every	 stump	 that	 started	 up	 in	 their	 path
seemed	a	man	and	an	enemy,	and	made	them	catch	their	breath;	and	as	they	sped
by	some	outlying	cottages	 that	 lay	near	 the	village,	 the	barking	of	 the	aroused
watch-dogs	seemed	to	give	wings	to	their	feet.
"If	we	can	only	get	to	the	old	tannery	before	we	break	down!"	whispered	Tom,

in	short	catches	between	breaths.	"I	can't	stand	it	much	longer."
Huckleberry's	hard	pantings	were	his	only	reply,	and	the	boys	fixed	their	eyes

on	the	goal	of	their	hopes	and	bent	to	their	work	to	win	it.	They	gained	steadily
on	 it,	 and	 at	 last,	 breast	 to	 breast,	 they	 burst	 through	 the	 open	 door	 and	 fell
grateful	and	exhausted	in	the	sheltering	shadows	beyond.	By	and	by	their	pulses
slowed	down,	and	Tom	whispered:
"Huckleberry,	what	do	you	reckon'll	come	of	this?"
"If	Doctor	Robinson	dies,	I	reckon	hanging'll	come	of	it."
"Do	you	though?"
"Why,	I	know	it,	Tom."
Tom	thought	a	while,	then	he	said:
"Who'll	tell?	We?"
"What	are	you	talking	about?	S'pose	something	happened	and	Injun	Joe	didn't

hang?	Why,	he'd	kill	us	some	time	or	other,	 just	as	dead	sure	as	we're	a	laying
here."
"That's	just	what	I	was	thinking	to	myself,	Huck."
"If	 anybody	 tells,	 let	Muff	 Potter	 do	 it,	 if	 he's	 fool	 enough.	 He's	 generally

drunk	enough."
Tom	said	nothing	—	went	on	thinking.	Presently	he	whispered:
"Huck,	Muff	Potter	don't	know	it.	How	can	he	tell?"
"What's	the	reason	he	don't	know	it?"
"Because	he'd	 just	 got	 that	whack	when	 Injun	 Joe	done	 it.	D'you	 reckon	he

could	see	anything?	D'you	reckon	he	knowed	anything?"
"By	hokey,	that's	so,	Tom!"
"And	besides,	look-a-here	—	maybe	that	whack	done	for	him!"
"No,	'taint	likely,	Tom.	He	had	liquor	in	him;	I	could	see	that;	and	besides,	he



always	 has.	Well,	when	pap's	 full,	 you	might	 take	 and	belt	 him	over	 the	 head
with	a	church	and	you	couldn't	phase	him.	He	says	so,	his	own	self.	So	it's	the
same	with	Muff	Potter,	of	course.	But	if	a	man	was	dead	sober,	I	reckon	maybe
that	whack	might	fetch	him;	I	dono."
After	another	reflective	silence,	Tom	said:
"Hucky,	you	sure	you	can	keep	mum?"
"Tom,	we	got	 to	keep	mum.	You	know	that.	That	Injun	devil	wouldn't	make

any	more	of	drownding	us	than	a	couple	of	cats,	if	we	was	to	squeak	'bout	this
and	 they	 didn't	 hang	 him.	Now,	 look-a-here,	 Tom,	 less	 take	 and	 swear	 to	 one
another	—	that's	what	we	got	to	do	—	swear	to	keep	mum."
"I'm	agreed.	It's	the	best	thing.	Would	you	just	hold	hands	and	swear	that	we

—"
"Oh	 no,	 that	 wouldn't	 do	 for	 this.	 That's	 good	 enough	 for	 little	 rubbishy

common	 things	—	 specially	with	 gals,	 cuz	 they	 go	 back	 on	 you	 anyway,	 and
blab	if	they	get	in	a	huff	—	but	there	orter	be	writing	'bout	a	big	thing	like	this.
And	blood."
Tom's	whole	being	applauded	this	idea.	It	was	deep,	and	dark,	and	awful;	the

hour,	the	circumstances,	the	surroundings,	were	in	keeping	with	it.	He	picked	up
a	clean	pine	shingle	that	lay	in	the	moonlight,	took	a	little	fragment	of	"red	keel"
out	of	his	pocket,	got	the	moon	on	his	work,	and	painfully	scrawled	these	lines,
emphasizing	each	slow	down-stroke	by	clamping	his	 tongue	between	his	 teeth,
and	letting	up	the	pressure	on	the	up-strokes.
"Huck	Finn	and
Tom	Sawyer	swears
they	will	keep	mum
about	This	and	They
wish	They	may	Drop
down	dead	in	Their
Tracks	if	They	ever
Tell	and	Rot.
Huckleberry	was	 filled	with	 admiration	of	Tom's	 facility	 in	writing,	 and	 the

sublimity	of	his	language.	He	at	once	took	a	pin	from	his	lapel	and	was	going	to
prick	his	 flesh,	 but	Tom	 said:	 "Hold	on!	Don't	 do	 that.	A	pin's	 brass.	 It	might
have	verdigrease	on	it."
"What's	verdigrease?"
"It's	p'ison.	That's	what	it	is.	You	just	swaller	some	of	it	once	—	you'll	see."
So	Tom	unwound	the	thread	from	one	of	his	needles,	and	each	boy	pricked	the

ball	 of	 his	 thumb	 and	 squeezed	 out	 a	 drop	 of	 blood.	 In	 time,	 after	 many
squeezes,	Tom	managed	to	sign	his	initials,	using	the	ball	of	his	little	finger	for	a



pen.	Then	he	showed	Huckleberry	how	to	make	an	H	and	an	F,	and	the	oath	was
complete.	 They	 buried	 the	 shingle	 close	 to	 the	 wall,	 with	 some	 dismal
ceremonies	 and	 incantations,	 and	 the	 fetters	 that	 bound	 their	 tongues	 were
considered	to	be	locked	and	the	key	thrown	away.
A	 figure	 crept	 stealthily	 through	 a	 break	 in	 the	 other	 end	 of	 the	 ruined

building,	now,	but	they	did	not	notice	it.
"Tom,"	 whispered	 Huckleberry,	 "does	 this	 keep	 us	 from	 ever	 telling	 —

always?"
"Of	course	it	does.	It	don't	make	any	difference	what	happens,	we	got	to	keep

mum.	We'd	drop	down	dead	—	don't	you	know	that?"
"Yes,	I	reckon	that's	so."
They	continued	to	whisper	for	some	little	time.	Presently	a	dog	set	up	a	long,

lugubrious	howl	just	outside	—	within	ten	feet	of	them.	The	boys	clasped	each
other	suddenly,	in	an	agony	of	fright.
"Which	of	us	does	he	mean?"	gasped	Huckleberry.
"I	dono	—	peep	through	the	crack.	Quick!"
"No,	you,	Tom!"
"I	can't	—	I	can't	do	it,	Huck!"
"Please,	Tom.	There	'tis	again!"
"Oh,	 lordy,	 I'm	 thankful!"	 whispered	 Tom.	 "I	 know	 his	 voice.	 It's	 Bull

Harbison."	*
[*	If	Mr.	Harbison	owned	a	slave	named	Bull,	Tom	would	have	spoken	of	him

as	"Harbison's	Bull,"	but	a	son	or	a	dog	of	that	name	was	"Bull	Harbison."]
"Oh,	 that's	 good	—	 I	 tell	 you,	 Tom,	 I	 was	 most	 scared	 to	 death;	 I'd	 a	 bet

anything	it	was	a	stray	dog."
The	dog	howled	again.	The	boys'	hearts	sank	once	more.
"Oh,	my!	that	ain't	no	Bull	Harbison!"	whispered	Huckleberry.	"Do,	Tom!"
Tom,	quaking	with	fear,	yielded,	and	put	his	eye	to	the	crack.	His	whisper	was

hardly	audible	when	he	said:
"Oh,	Huck,	it's	a	stray	dog!"
"Quick,	Tom,	quick!	Who	does	he	mean?"
"Huck,	he	must	mean	us	both	—	we're	right	together."
"Oh,	Tom,	I	reckon	we're	goners.	I	reckon	there	ain't	no	mistake	'bout	where

I'll	go	to.	I	been	so	wicked."
"Dad	 fetch	 it!	This	comes	of	playing	hookey	and	doing	everything	a	 feller's

told	not	to	do.	I	might	a	been	good,	like	Sid,	if	I'd	a	tried	—	but	no,	I	wouldn't,	of
course.	But	 if	ever	 I	get	off	 this	 time,	 I	 lay	I'll	 just	waller	 in	Sunday-schools!"
And	Tom	began	to	snuffle	a	little.
"You	bad!"	and	Huckleberry	began	to	snuffle	too.	"Consound	it,	Tom	Sawyer,



you're	just	old	pie,	'longside	o'	what	I	am.	Oh,	lordy,	lordy,	lordy,	I	wisht	I	only
had	half	your	chance."
Tom	choked	off	and	whispered:
"Look,	Hucky,	look!	He's	got	his	back	to	us!"
Hucky	looked,	with	joy	in	his	heart.
"Well,	he	has,	by	jingoes!	Did	he	before?"
"Yes,	 he	 did.	But	 I,	 like	 a	 fool,	 never	 thought.	Oh,	 this	 is	 bully,	 you	 know.

Now	who	can	he	mean?"
The	howling	stopped.	Tom	pricked	up	his	ears.
"Sh!	What's	that?"	he	whispered.
"Sounds	like	—	like	hogs	grunting.	No	—	it's	somebody	snoring,	Tom."
"That	is	it!	Where	'bouts	is	it,	Huck?"
"I	bleeve	it's	down	at	'tother	end.	Sounds	so,	anyway.	Pap	used	to	sleep	there,

sometimes,	'long	with	the	hogs,	but	laws	bless	you,	he	just	lifts	things	when	he
snores.	Besides,	I	reckon	he	ain't	ever	coming	back	to	this	town	any	more."
The	spirit	of	adventure	rose	in	the	boys'	souls	once	more.
"Hucky,	do	you	das't	to	go	if	I	lead?"
"I	don't	like	to,	much.	Tom,	s'pose	it's	Injun	Joe!"
Tom	quailed.	But	presently	the	temptation	rose	up	strong	again	and	the	boys

agreed	 to	 try,	with	 the	understanding	 that	 they	would	 take	 to	 their	 heels	 if	 the
snoring	 stopped.	 So	 they	 went	 tiptoeing	 stealthily	 down,	 the	 one	 behind	 the
other.	When	 they	had	got	 to	within	 five	 steps	of	 the	 snorer,	Tom	stepped	on	a
stick,	and	it	broke	with	a	sharp	snap.	The	man	moaned,	writhed	a	little,	and	his
face	 came	 into	 the	moonlight.	 It	was	Muff	 Potter.	 The	 boys'	 hearts	 had	 stood
still,	and	their	hopes	too,	when	the	man	moved,	but	their	fears	passed	away	now.
They	 tiptoed	 out,	 through	 the	 broken	weather-boarding,	 and	 stopped	 at	 a	 little
distance	 to	 exchange	 a	 parting	 word.	 That	 long,	 lugubrious	 howl	 rose	 on	 the
night	air	again!	They	turned	and	saw	the	strange	dog	standing	within	a	few	feet
of	where	Potter	was	lying,	and	facing	Potter,	with	his	nose	pointing	heavenward.
"Oh,	geeminy,	it's	him!"	exclaimed	both	boys,	in	a	breath.
"Say,	 Tom	—	 they	 say	 a	 stray	 dog	 come	 howling	 around	 Johnny	 Miller's

house,	 'bout	midnight,	as	much	as	two	weeks	ago;	and	a	whippoorwill	come	in
and	lit	on	the	banisters	and	sung,	the	very	same	evening;	and	there	ain't	anybody
dead	there	yet."
"Well,	 I	 know	 that.	And	 suppose	 there	 ain't.	Didn't	Gracie	Miller	 fall	 in	 the

kitchen	fire	and	burn	herself	terrible	the	very	next	Saturday?"
"Yes,	but	she	ain't	dead.	And	what's	more,	she's	getting	better,	too."
"All	right,	you	wait	and	see.	She's	a	goner,	just	as	dead	sure	as	Muff	Potter's	a

goner.	That's	what	the	niggers	say,	and	they	know	all	about	these	kind	of	things,



Huck."
Then	they	separated,	cogitating.	When	Tom	crept	 in	at	his	bedroom	window

the	night	was	almost	spent.	He	undressed	with	excessive	caution,	and	fell	asleep
congratulating	himself	that	nobody	knew	of	his	escapade.	He	was	not	aware	that
the	gently-snoring	Sid	was	awake,	and	had	been	so	for	an	hour.
When	Tom	awoke,	 Sid	was	 dressed	 and	 gone.	There	was	 a	 late	 look	 in	 the

light,	 a	 late	 sense	 in	 the	 atmosphere.	 He	 was	 startled.	Why	 had	 he	 not	 been
called	 —	 persecuted	 till	 he	 was	 up,	 as	 usual?	 The	 thought	 filled	 him	 with
bodings.	Within	five	minutes	he	was	dressed	and	down-stairs,	 feeling	sore	and
drowsy.	The	family	were	still	at	table,	but	they	had	finished	breakfast.	There	was
no	voice	of	rebuke;	but	there	were	averted	eyes;	there	was	a	silence	and	an	air	of
solemnity	that	struck	a	chill	to	the	culprit's	heart.	He	sat	down	and	tried	to	seem
gay,	but	it	was	up-hill	work;	it	roused	no	smile,	no	response,	and	he	lapsed	into
silence	and	let	his	heart	sink	down	to	the	depths.
After	 breakfast	 his	 aunt	 took	 him	 aside,	 and	 Tom	 almost	 brightened	 in	 the

hope	that	he	was	going	to	be	flogged;	but	it	was	not	so.	His	aunt	wept	over	him
and	asked	him	how	he	could	go	and	break	her	old	heart	so;	and	finally	told	him
to	go	on,	and	ruin	himself	and	bring	her	gray	hairs	with	sorrow	to	the	grave,	for
it	was	no	use	for	her	to	try	any	more.	This	was	worse	than	a	thousand	whippings,
and	 Tom's	 heart	 was	 sorer	 now	 than	 his	 body.	 He	 cried,	 he	 pleaded	 for
forgiveness,	 promised	 to	 reform	 over	 and	 over	 again,	 and	 then	 received	 his
dismissal,	feeling	that	he	had	won	but	an	imperfect	forgiveness	and	established
but	a	feeble	confidence.
He	left	the	presence	too	miserable	to	even	feel	revengeful	toward	Sid;	and	so

the	latter's	prompt	retreat	through	the	back	gate	was	unnecessary.	He	moped	to
school	gloomy	and	sad,	and	took	his	flogging,	along	with	Joe	Harper,	for	playing
hookey	 the	day	before,	with	 the	air	of	one	whose	heart	was	busy	with	heavier
woes	and	wholly	dead	 to	 trifles.	Then	he	betook	himself	 to	his	seat,	 rested	his
elbows	 on	 his	 desk	 and	 his	 jaws	 in	 his	 hands,	 and	 stared	 at	 the	wall	with	 the
stony	 stare	 of	 suffering	 that	 has	 reached	 the	 limit	 and	 can	 no	 further	 go.	 His
elbow	was	 pressing	 against	 some	 hard	 substance.	After	 a	 long	 time	 he	 slowly
and	sadly	changed	his	position,	and	took	up	this	object	with	a	sigh.	It	was	in	a
paper.	 He	 unrolled	 it.	 A	 long,	 lingering,	 colossal	 sigh	 followed,	 and	 his	 heart
broke.	It	was	his	brass	andiron	knob!
This	final	feather	broke	the	camel's	back.



Chapter		11	
Close	upon	the	hour	of	noon	the	whole	village	was	suddenly	electrified	with	the
ghastly	news.	No	need	of	the	as	yet	undreamed-of	telegraph;	the	tale	flew	from
man	 to	 man,	 from	 group	 to	 group,	 from	 house	 to	 house,	 with	 little	 less	 than
telegraphic	 speed.	Of	 course	 the	 schoolmaster	gave	holiday	 for	 that	 afternoon;
the	town	would	have	thought	strangely	of	him	if	he	had	not.
A	 gory	 knife	 had	 been	 found	 close	 to	 the	 murdered	 man,	 and	 it	 had	 been

recognized	by	somebody	as	belonging	to	Muff	Potter	—	so	the	story	ran.	And	it
was	 said	 that	 a	 belated	 citizen	 had	 come	 upon	 Potter	 washing	 himself	 in	 the
"branch"	about	one	or	 two	o'clock	 in	 the	morning,	 and	 that	Potter	had	at	once
sneaked	off	—	suspicious	circumstances,	especially	the	washing	which	was	not	a
habit	 with	 Potter.	 It	 was	 also	 said	 that	 the	 town	 had	 been	 ransacked	 for	 this
"murderer"	(the	public	are	not	slow	in	the	matter	of	sifting	evidence	and	arriving
at	a	verdict),	but	that	he	could	not	be	found.	Horsemen	had	departed	down	all	the
roads	 in	 every	 direction,	 and	 the	 Sheriff	 "was	 confident"	 that	 he	 would	 be
captured	before	night.
All	 the	 town	was	 drifting	 toward	 the	 graveyard.	 Tom's	 heartbreak	 vanished

and	he	joined	the	procession,	not	because	he	would	not	a	thousand	times	rather
go	anywhere	else,	but	because	an	awful,	unaccountable	fascination	drew	him	on.
Arrived	at	the	dreadful	place,	he	wormed	his	small	body	through	the	crowd	and
saw	 the	 dismal	 spectacle.	 It	 seemed	 to	 him	 an	 age	 since	 he	was	 there	 before.
Somebody	 pinched	 his	 arm.	He	 turned,	 and	 his	 eyes	met	Huckleberry's.	 Then
both	looked	elsewhere	at	once,	and	wondered	if	anybody	had	noticed	anything	in
their	 mutual	 glance.	 But	 everybody	 was	 talking,	 and	 intent	 upon	 the	 grisly
spectacle	before	them.
"Poor	 fellow!"	 "Poor	 young	 fellow!"	 "This	 ought	 to	 be	 a	 lesson	 to	 grave

robbers!"	"Muff	Potter'll	hang	for	 this	 if	 they	catch	him!"	This	was	the	drift	of
remark;	and	the	minister	said,	"It	was	a	judgment;	His	hand	is	here."
Now	Tom	shivered	from	head	to	heel;	for	his	eye	fell	upon	the	stolid	face	of

Injun	 Joe.	At	 this	moment	 the	 crowd	 began	 to	 sway	 and	 struggle,	 and	 voices
shouted,	"It's	him!	it's	him!	he's	coming	himself!"
"Who?	Who?"	from	twenty	voices.
"Muff	Potter!"
"Hallo,	he's	stopped!	—	Look	out,	he's	turning!	Don't	let	him	get	away!"



People	in	the	branches	of	the	trees	over	Tom's	head	said	he	wasn't	trying	to	get
away	—	he	only	looked	doubtful	and	perplexed.
"Infernal	impudence!"	said	a	bystander;	"wanted	to	come	and	take	a	quiet	look

at	his	work,	I	reckon	—	didn't	expect	any	company."
The	 crowd	 fell	 apart,	 now,	 and	 the	 Sheriff	 came	 through,	 ostentatiously

leading	 Potter	 by	 the	 arm.	 The	 poor	 fellow's	 face	 was	 haggard,	 and	 his	 eyes
showed	the	fear	that	was	upon	him.	When	he	stood	before	the	murdered	man,	he
shook	as	with	a	palsy,	and	he	put	his	face	in	his	hands	and	burst	into	tears.
"I	didn't	do	it,	friends,"	he	sobbed;	"'pon	my	word	and	honor	I	never	done	it."
"Who's	accused	you?"	shouted	a	voice.
This	shot	seemed	to	carry	home.	Potter	lifted	his	face	and	looked	around	him

with	a	pathetic	hopelessness	in	his	eyes.	He	saw	Injun	Joe,	and	exclaimed:
"Oh,	Injun	Joe,	you	promised	me	you'd	never	—"
"Is	that	your	knife?"	and	it	was	thrust	before	him	by	the	Sheriff.
Potter	 would	 have	 fallen	 if	 they	 had	 not	 caught	 him	 and	 eased	 him	 to	 the

ground.	Then	he	said:
"Something	 told	me	 't	 if	 I	didn't	come	back	and	get	—"	He	shuddered;	 then

waved	his	nerveless	hand	with	a	vanquished	gesture	and	said,	"Tell	'em,	Joe,	tell
'em	—	it	ain't	any	use	any	more."
Then	 Huckleberry	 and	 Tom	 stood	 dumb	 and	 staring,	 and	 heard	 the	 stony-

hearted	liar	reel	off	his	serene	statement,	they	expecting	every	moment	that	the
clear	 sky	would	deliver	God's	 lightnings	upon	his	 head,	 and	wondering	 to	 see
how	long	the	stroke	was	delayed.	And	when	he	had	finished	and	still	stood	alive
and	whole,	their	wavering	impulse	to	break	their	oath	and	save	the	poor	betrayed
prisoner's	 life	 faded	 and	 vanished	 away,	 for	 plainly	 this	 miscreant	 had	 sold
himself	 to	 Satan	 and	 it	 would	 be	 fatal	 to	meddle	with	 the	 property	 of	 such	 a
power	as	that.
"Why	didn't	you	leave?	What	did	you	want	to	come	here	for?"	somebody	said.
"I	couldn't	help	it	—	I	couldn't	help	it,"	Potter	moaned.	"I	wanted	to	run	away,

but	I	couldn't	seem	to	come	anywhere	but	here."	And	he	fell	to	sobbing	again.
Injun	Joe	 repeated	his	 statement,	 just	as	calmly,	a	 few	minutes	afterward	on

the	 inquest,	 under	 oath;	 and	 the	 boys,	 seeing	 that	 the	 lightnings	 were	 still
withheld,	were	confirmed	 in	 their	belief	 that	 Joe	had	sold	himself	 to	 the	devil.
He	was	now	become,	to	them,	the	most	balefully	interesting	object	they	had	ever
looked	upon,	and	they	could	not	take	their	fascinated	eyes	from	his	face.
They	inwardly	resolved	to	watch	him	nights,	when	opportunity	should	offer,

in	the	hope	of	getting	a	glimpse	of	his	dread	master.
Injun	Joe	helped	to	raise	the	body	of	the	murdered	man	and	put	it	in	a	wagon

for	removal;	and	it	was	whispered	through	the	shuddering	crowd	that	the	wound



bled	a	little!	The	boys	thought	that	this	happy	circumstance	would	turn	suspicion
in	 the	 right	 direction;	 but	 they	 were	 disappointed,	 for	 more	 than	 one	 villager
remarked:
"It	was	within	three	feet	of	Muff	Potter	when	it	done	it."
Tom's	fearful	secret	and	gnawing	conscience	disturbed	his	sleep	for	as	much

as	a	week	after	this;	and	at	breakfast	one	morning	Sid	said:
"Tom,	 you	 pitch	 around	 and	 talk	 in	 your	 sleep	 so	 much	 that	 you	 keep	 me

awake	half	the	time."
Tom	blanched	and	dropped	his	eyes.
"It's	 a	 bad	 sign,"	 said	 Aunt	 Polly,	 gravely.	 "What	 you	 got	 on	 your	 mind,

Tom?"
"Nothing.	Nothing	 't	I	know	of."	But	the	boy's	hand	shook	so	that	he	spilled

his	coffee.
"And	you	do	 talk	 such	 stuff,"	 Sid	 said.	 "Last	 night	 you	 said,	 'It's	 blood,	 it's

blood,	that's	what	it	is!'	You	said	that	over	and	over.	And	you	said,	'Don't	torment
me	so	—	I'll	tell!'	Tell	what?	What	is	it	you'll	tell?"
Everything	was	swimming	before	Tom.	There	 is	no	 telling	what	might	have

happened,	now,	but	luckily	the	concern	passed	out	of	Aunt	Polly's	face	and	she
came	to	Tom's	relief	without	knowing	it.	She	said:
"Sho!	 It's	 that	 dreadful	 murder.	 I	 dream	 about	 it	 most	 every	 night	 myself.

Sometimes	I	dream	it's	me	that	done	it."
Mary	 said	 she	 had	 been	 affected	much	 the	 same	way.	 Sid	 seemed	 satisfied.

Tom	got	 out	 of	 the	 presence	 as	 quick	 as	 he	 plausibly	 could,	 and	 after	 that	 he
complained	of	toothache	for	a	week,	and	tied	up	his	jaws	every	night.	He	never
knew	that	Sid	lay	nightly	watching,	and	frequently	slipped	the	bandage	free	and
then	leaned	on	his	elbow	listening	a	good	while	at	a	time,	and	afterward	slipped
the	bandage	back	 to	 its	place	again.	Tom's	distress	of	mind	wore	off	gradually
and	 the	 toothache	 grew	 irksome	 and	was	 discarded.	 If	 Sid	 really	managed	 to
make	anything	out	of	Tom's	disjointed	mutterings,	he	kept	it	to	himself.
It	seemed	to	Tom	that	his	schoolmates	never	would	get	done	holding	inquests

on	dead	cats,	and	thus	keeping	his	trouble	present	to	his	mind.	Sid	noticed	that
Tom	never	was	coroner	at	one	of	these	inquiries,	though	it	had	been	his	habit	to
take	 the	 lead	 in	all	new	enterprises;	he	noticed,	 too,	 that	Tom	never	acted	as	a
witness	—	and	that	was	strange;	and	Sid	did	not	overlook	the	fact	that	Tom	even
showed	a	marked	aversion	to	these	inquests,	and	always	avoided	them	when	he
could.	 Sid	 marvelled,	 but	 said	 nothing.	 However,	 even	 inquests	 went	 out	 of
vogue	at	last,	and	ceased	to	torture	Tom's	conscience.
Every	day	or	 two,	during	 this	 time	of	 sorrow,	Tom	watched	his	opportunity

and	 went	 to	 the	 little	 grated	 jail-window	 and	 smuggled	 such	 small	 comforts



through	 to	 the	"murderer"	as	he	could	get	hold	of.	The	 jail	was	a	 trifling	 little
brick	den	 that	 stood	 in	a	marsh	at	 the	edge	of	 the	village,	and	no	guards	were
afforded	for	it;	indeed,	it	was	seldom	occupied.	These	offerings	greatly	helped	to
ease	Tom's	conscience.
The	villagers	had	a	strong	desire	to	tar-and-feather	Injun	Joe	and	ride	him	on	a

rail,	for	body-snatching,	but	so	formidable	was	his	character	that	nobody	could
be	found	who	was	willing	to	take	the	lead	in	the	matter,	so	it	was	dropped.	He
had	been	careful	to	begin	both	of	his	inquest-statements	with	the	fight,	without
confessing	the	grave-robbery	that	preceded	it;	therefore	it	was	deemed	wisest	not
to	try	the	case	in	the	courts	at	present.



Chapter		12	
One	of	 the	 reasons	why	Tom's	mind	 had	 drifted	 away	 from	 its	 secret	 troubles
was,	 that	 it	had	found	a	new	and	weighty	matter	 to	interest	 itself	about.	Becky
Thatcher	had	stopped	coming	to	school.	Tom	had	struggled	with	his	pride	a	few
days,	 and	 tried	 to	 "whistle	 her	 down	 the	 wind,"	 but	 failed.	 He	 began	 to	 find
himself	 hanging	 around	 her	 father's	 house,	 nights,	 and	 feeling	 very	miserable.
She	was	ill.	What	if	she	should	die!	There	was	distraction	in	the	thought.	He	no
longer	took	an	interest	 in	war,	nor	even	in	piracy.	The	charm	of	life	was	gone;
there	was	nothing	but	dreariness	 left.	He	put	his	hoop	away,	and	his	bat;	 there
was	 no	 joy	 in	 them	 any	 more.	 His	 aunt	 was	 concerned.	 She	 began	 to	 try	 all
manner	 of	 remedies	 on	 him.	 She	was	 one	 of	 those	 people	who	 are	 infatuated
with	 patent	 medicines	 and	 all	 new-fangled	 methods	 of	 producing	 health	 or
mending	it.	She	was	an	inveterate	experimenter	in	these	things.	When	something
fresh	in	this	line	came	out	she	was	in	a	fever,	right	away,	to	try	it;	not	on	herself,
for	 she	 was	 never	 ailing,	 but	 on	 anybody	 else	 that	 came	 handy.	 She	 was	 a
subscriber	 for	 all	 the	 "Health"	 periodicals	 and	 phrenological	 frauds;	 and	 the
solemn	ignorance	they	were	inflated	with	was	breath	to	her	nostrils.	All	the	"rot"
they	contained	about	ventilation,	and	how	to	go	to	bed,	and	how	to	get	up,	and
what	to	eat,	and	what	to	drink,	and	how	much	exercise	to	take,	and	what	frame
of	mind	to	keep	one's	self	in,	and	what	sort	of	clothing	to	wear,	was	all	gospel	to
her,	 and	 she	 never	 observed	 that	 her	 health-journals	 of	 the	 current	 month
customarily	upset	everything	they	had	recommended	the	month	before.	She	was
as	simple-hearted	and	honest	as	the	day	was	long,	and	so	she	was	an	easy	victim.
She	gathered	together	her	quack	periodicals	and	her	quack	medicines,	and	thus
armed	with	death,	went	about	on	her	pale	horse,	metaphorically	speaking,	with
"hell	 following	 after."	 But	 she	 never	 suspected	 that	 she	 was	 not	 an	 angel	 of
healing	and	the	balm	of	Gilead	in	disguise,	to	the	suffering	neighbors.	The	water
treatment	was	new,	now,	and	Tom's	low	condition	was	a	windfall	to	her.	She	had
him	out	at	daylight	every	morning,	stood	him	up	in	the	woodshed	and	drowned
him	with	a	deluge	of	cold	water;	then	she	scrubbed	him	down	with	a	towel	like	a
file,	and	so	brought	him	to;	 then	she	rolled	him	up	 in	a	wet	sheet	and	put	him
away	under	blankets	till	she	sweated	his	soul	clean	and	"the	yellow	stains	of	it
came	through	his	pores"	—	as	Tom	said.
Yet	 notwithstanding	 all	 this,	 the	 boy	 grew	more	 and	more	melancholy	 and



pale	 and	dejected.	She	 added	hot	baths,	 sitz	baths,	 shower	baths,	 and	plunges.
The	boy	 remained	 as	 dismal	 as	 a	 hearse.	 She	began	 to	 assist	 the	water	with	 a
slim	oatmeal	diet	and	blister-plasters.	She	calculated	his	capacity	as	she	would	a
jug's,	and	filled	him	up	every	day	with	quack	cure-alls.
Tom	had	become	indifferent	to	persecution	by	this	time.	This	phase	filled	the

old	lady's	heart	with	consternation.	This	 indifference	must	be	broken	up	at	any
cost.	Now	she	heard	of	Pain-killer	for	 the	first	 time.	She	ordered	a	 lot	at	once.
She	 tasted	 it	 and	was	 filled	with	gratitude.	 It	was	 simply	 fire	 in	a	 liquid	 form.
She	 dropped	 the	water	 treatment	 and	 everything	 else,	 and	 pinned	 her	 faith	 to
Pain-killer.	She	gave	Tom	a	 teaspoonful	 and	watched	with	 the	deepest	 anxiety
for	the	result.	Her	troubles	were	instantly	at	rest,	her	soul	at	peace	again;	for	the
"indifference"	was	broken	up.	The	boy	could	not	have	shown	a	wilder,	heartier
interest,	if	she	had	built	a	fire	under	him.
Tom	 felt	 that	 it	 was	 time	 to	 wake	 up;	 this	 sort	 of	 life	 might	 be	 romantic

enough,	in	his	blighted	condition,	but	it	was	getting	to	have	too	little	sentiment
and	too	much	distracting	variety	about	 it.	So	he	thought	over	various	plans	for
relief,	and	finally	hit	pon	that	of	professing	to	be	fond	of	Pain-killer.	He	asked
for	 it	so	often	 that	he	became	a	nuisance,	and	his	aunt	ended	by	telling	him	to
help	himself	and	quit	bothering	her.	 If	 it	had	been	Sid,	she	would	have	had	no
misgivings	 to	 alloy	 her	 delight;	 but	 since	 it	 was	 Tom,	 she	watched	 the	 bottle
clandestinely.	 She	 found	 that	 the	 medicine	 did	 really	 diminish,	 but	 it	 did	 not
occur	to	her	that	the	boy	was	mending	the	health	of	a	crack	in	the	sitting-room
floor	with	it.
One	day	Tom	was	 in	 the	act	of	dosing	 the	crack	when	his	aunt's	yellow	cat

came	 along,	 purring,	 eying	 the	 teaspoon	 avariciously,	 and	 begging	 for	 a	 taste.
Tom	said:
"Don't	ask	for	it	unless	you	want	it,	Peter."
But	Peter	signified	that	he	did	want	it.
"You	better	make	sure."
Peter	was	sure.
"Now	you've	asked	for	it,	and	I'll	give	it	to	you,	because	there	ain't	anything

mean	about	me;	but	if	you	find	you	don't	like	it,	you	mustn't	blame	anybody	but
your	own	self."
Peter	was	agreeable.	So	Tom	pried	his	mouth	open	and	poured	down	the	Pain-

killer.	Peter	sprang	a	couple	of	yards	in	the	air,	and	then	delivered	a	war-whoop
and	 set	 off	 round	 and	 round	 the	 room,	 banging	 against	 furniture,	 upsetting
flower-pots,	 and	 making	 general	 havoc.	 Next	 he	 rose	 on	 his	 hind	 feet	 and
pranced	around,	 in	a	 frenzy	of	enjoyment,	with	his	head	over	his	shoulder	and
his	voice	proclaiming	his	unappeasable	happiness.	Then	he	went	tearing	around



the	house	again	spreading	chaos	and	destruction	in	his	path.	Aunt	Polly	entered
in	time	to	see	him	throw	a	few	double	summersets,	deliver	a	final	mighty	hurrah,
and	sail	through	the	open	window,	carrying	the	rest	of	the	flower-pots	with	him.
The	old	 lady	 stood	petrified	with	 astonishment,	 peering	over	her	 glasses;	Tom
lay	on	the	floor	expiring	with	laughter.
"Tom,	what	on	earth	ails	that	cat?"
"I	don't	know,	aunt,"	gasped	the	boy.
"Why,	I	never	see	anything	like	it.	What	did	make	him	act	so?"
"Deed	I	don't	know,	Aunt	Polly;	cats	always	act	so	when	they're	having	a	good

time."
"They	 do,	 do	 they?"	 There	 was	 something	 in	 the	 tone	 that	 made	 Tom

apprehensive.
"Yes'm.	That	is,	I	believe	they	do."
"You	do?"
"Yes'm."
The	old	lady	was	bending	down,	Tom	watching,	with	interest	emphasized	by

anxiety.	Too	late	he	divined	her	"drift."	The	handle	of	the	telltale	teaspoon	was
visible	under	 the	bed-valance.	Aunt	Polly	 took	 it,	held	 it	up.	Tom	winced,	and
dropped	his	eyes.	Aunt	Polly	raised	him	by	the	usual	handle	—	his	ear	—	and
cracked	his	head	soundly	with	her	thimble.
"Now,	sir,	what	did	you	want	to	treat	that	poor	dumb	beast	so,	for?"
"I	done	it	out	of	pity	for	him	—	because	he	hadn't	any	aunt."
"Hadn't	any	aunt!	—	you	numskull.	What	has	that	got	to	do	with	it?"
"Heaps.	Because	if	he'd	had	one	she'd	a	burnt	him	out	herself!	She'd	a	roasted

his	bowels	out	of	him	'thout	any	more	feeling	than	if	he	was	a	human!"
Aunt	Polly	felt	a	sudden	pang	of	remorse.	This	was	putting	the	thing	in	a	new

light;	 what	 was	 cruelty	 to	 a	 cat	might	 be	 cruelty	 to	 a	 boy,	 too.	 She	 began	 to
soften;	she	felt	sorry.	Her	eyes	watered	a	 little,	and	she	put	her	hand	on	Tom's
head	and	said	gently:
"I	was	meaning	for	the	best,	Tom.	And,	Tom,	it	did	do	you	good."
Tom	looked	up	in	her	face	with	just	a	perceptible	twinkle	peeping	through	his

gravity.
"I	know	you	was	meaning	for	the	best,	aunty,	and	so	was	I	with	Peter.	It	done

him	good,	too.	I	never	see	him	get	around	so	since	—"
"Oh,	go	'long	with	you,	Tom,	before	you	aggravate	me	again.	And	you	try	and

see	 if	 you	 can't	 be	 a	 good	 boy,	 for	 once,	 and	 you	 needn't	 take	 any	 more
medicine."
Tom	reached	school	ahead	of	time.	It	was	noticed	that	this	strange	thing	had

been	occurring	every	day	latterly.	And	now,	as	usual	of	late,	he	hung	about	the



gate	 of	 the	 schoolyard	 instead	 of	 playing	with	 his	 comrades.	He	was	 sick,	 he
said,	and	he	looked	it.	He	tried	to	seem	to	be	looking	everywhere	but	whither	he
really	was	looking	—	down	the	road.	Presently	Jeff	Thatcher	hove	in	sight,	and
Tom's	face	lighted;	he	gazed	a	moment,	and	then	turned	sorrowfully	away.	When
Jeff	arrived,	Tom	accosted	him;	and	"led	up"	warily	to	opportunities	for	remark
about	 Becky,	 but	 the	 giddy	 lad	 never	 could	 see	 the	 bait.	 Tom	 watched	 and
watched,	hoping	whenever	a	frisking	frock	came	in	sight,	and	hating	the	owner
of	it	as	soon	as	he	saw	she	was	not	the	right	one.	At	last	frocks	ceased	to	appear,
and	 he	 dropped	 hopelessly	 into	 the	 dumps;	 he	 entered	 the	 empty	 schoolhouse
and	 sat	 down	 to	 suffer.	Then	one	more	 frock	passed	 in	 at	 the	gate,	 and	Tom's
heart	gave	a	great	bound.	The	next	 instant	he	was	out,	 and	"going	on"	 like	an
Indian;	yelling,	laughing,	chasing	boys,	jumping	over	the	fence	at	risk	of	life	and
limb,	throwing	handsprings,	standing	on	his	head	—	doing	all	the	heroic	things
he	could	conceive	of,	and	keeping	a	furtive	eye	out,	all	the	while,	to	see	if	Becky
Thatcher	was	 noticing.	 But	 she	 seemed	 to	 be	 unconscious	 of	 it	 all;	 she	 never
looked.	Could	it	be	possible	that	she	was	not	aware	that	he	was	there?	He	carried
his	 exploits	 to	her	 immediate	vicinity;	 came	war-whooping	around,	 snatched	a
boy's	 cap,	 hurled	 it	 to	 the	 roof	 of	 the	 schoolhouse,	 broke	 through	 a	 group	 of
boys,	 tumbling	 them	 in	 every	 direction,	 and	 fell	 sprawling,	 himself,	 under
Becky's	nose,	almost	upsetting	her	—	and	she	 turned,	with	her	nose	 in	 the	air,
and	he	heard	her	 say:	 "Mf!	 some	people	 think	 they're	mighty	 smart	—	always
showing	off!"
Tom's	 cheeks	burned.	He	gathered	himself	 up	 and	 sneaked	off,	 crushed	 and

crestfallen.



Chapter		13	
Tom's	 mind	 was	 made	 up	 now.	 He	 was	 gloomy	 and	 desperate.	 He	 was	 a
forsaken,	friendless	boy,	he	said;	nobody	loved	him;	when	they	found	out	what
they	had	driven	him	to,	perhaps	they	would	be	sorry;	he	had	tried	to	do	right	and
get	along,	but	they	would	not	let	him;	since	nothing	would	do	them	but	to	be	rid
of	 him,	 let	 it	 be	 so;	 and	 let	 them	 blame	 him	 for	 the	 consequences	 —	 why
shouldn't	they?	What	right	had	the	friendless	to	complain?	Yes,	they	had	forced
him	to	it	at	last:	he	would	lead	a	life	of	crime.	There	was	no	choice.
By	this	time	he	was	far	down	Meadow	Lane,	and	the	bell	for	school	to	"take

up"	tinkled	faintly	upon	his	ear.	He	sobbed,	now,	to	think	he	should	never,	never
hear	that	old	familiar	sound	any	more	—	it	was	very	hard,	but	it	was	forced	on
him;	 since	 he	 was	 driven	 out	 into	 the	 cold	 world,	 he	 must	 submit	—	 but	 he
forgave	them.	Then	the	sobs	came	thick	and	fast.
Just	at	this	point	he	met	his	soul's	sworn	comrade,	Joe	Harper	—	hard-eyed,

and	with	 evidently	 a	 great	 and	 dismal	 purpose	 in	 his	 heart.	 Plainly	 here	were
"two	 souls	 with	 but	 a	 single	 thought."	 Tom,	 wiping	 his	 eyes	 with	 his	 sleeve,
began	to	blubber	out	something	about	a	resolution	to	escape	from	hard	usage	and
lack	 of	 sympathy	 at	 home	 by	 roaming	 abroad	 into	 the	 great	 world	 never	 to
return;	and	ended	by	hoping	that	Joe	would	not	forget	him.
But	it	transpired	that	this	was	a	request	which	Joe	had	just	been	going	to	make

of	Tom,	and	had	come	to	hunt	him	up	for	that	purpose.	His	mother	had	whipped
him	for	drinking	some	cream	which	he	had	never	tasted	and	knew	nothing	about;
it	was	plain	that	she	was	tired	of	him	and	wished	him	to	go;	if	she	felt	that	way,
there	was	nothing	for	him	to	do	but	succumb;	he	hoped	she	would	be	happy,	and
never	 regret	having	driven	her	poor	boy	out	 into	 the	unfeeling	world	 to	 suffer
and	die.
As	the	two	boys	walked	sorrowing	along,	they	made	a	new	compact	to	stand

by	each	other	and	be	brothers	and	never	separate	till	death	relieved	them	of	their
troubles.	 Then	 they	 began	 to	 lay	 their	 plans.	 Joe	was	 for	 being	 a	 hermit,	 and
living	on	crusts	 in	a	 remote	cave,	and	dying,	some	 time,	of	cold	and	want	and
grief;	but	after	listening	to	Tom,	he	conceded	that	there	were	some	conspicuous
advantages	about	a	life	of	crime,	and	so	he	consented	to	be	a	pirate.
Three	miles	below	St.	Petersburg,	at	a	point	where	the	Mississippi	River	was	a

trifle	over	a	mile	wide,	there	was	a	long,	narrow,	wooded	island,	with	a	shallow



bar	at	the	head	of	it,	and	this	offered	well	as	a	rendezvous.	It	was	not	inhabited;
it	 lay	 far	 over	 toward	 the	 further	 shore,	 abreast	 a	 dense	 and	 almost	 wholly
unpeopled	forest.	So	Jackson's	Island	was	chosen.	Who	were	to	be	the	subjects
of	 their	piracies	was	a	matter	 that	did	not	occur	 to	 them.	Then	 they	hunted	up
Huckleberry	Finn,	and	he	joined	them	promptly,	for	all	careers	were	one	to	him;
he	was	indifferent.	They	presently	separated	to	meet	at	a	lonely	spot	on	the	river-
bank	 two	miles	 above	 the	village	 at	 the	 favorite	hour	—	which	was	midnight.
There	was	a	small	log	raft	there	which	they	meant	to	capture.	Each	would	bring
hooks	 and	 lines,	 and	 such	 provision	 as	 he	 could	 steal	 in	 the	 most	 dark	 and
mysterious	way	—	as	became	outlaws.	And	before	the	afternoon	was	done,	they
had	all	managed	to	enjoy	the	sweet	glory	of	spreading	the	fact	that	pretty	soon
the	town	would	"hear	something."	All	who	got	this	vague	hint	were	cautioned	to
"be	mum	and	wait."
About	midnight	Tom	arrived	with	a	boiled	ham	and	a	few	trifles,	and	stopped

in	a	dense	undergrowth	on	a	small	bluff	overlooking	 the	meeting-place.	 It	was
starlight,	and	very	still.	The	mighty	river	lay	like	an	ocean	at	rest.	Tom	listened	a
moment,	but	no	sound	disturbed	the	quiet.	Then	he	gave	a	low,	distinct	whistle.
It	was	answered	 from	under	 the	bluff.	Tom	whistled	 twice	more;	 these	 signals
were	answered	in	the	same	way.	Then	a	guarded	voice	said:
"Who	goes	there?"
"Tom	Sawyer,	the	Black	Avenger	of	the	Spanish	Main.	Name	your	names."
"Huck	Finn	the	Red-Handed,	and	Joe	Harper	the	Terror	of	the	Seas."	Tom	had

furnished	these	titles,	from	his	favorite	literature.
"'Tis	well.	Give	the	countersign."
Two	 hoarse	 whispers	 delivered	 the	 same	 awful	 word	 simultaneously	 to	 the

brooding	night:
"Blood!"
Then	 Tom	 tumbled	 his	 ham	 over	 the	 bluff	 and	 let	 himself	 down	 after	 it,

tearing	 both	 skin	 and	 clothes	 to	 some	 extent	 in	 the	 effort.	 There	was	 an	 easy,
comfortable	path	along	the	shore	under	the	bluff,	but	it	lacked	the	advantages	of
difficulty	and	danger	so	valued	by	a	pirate.
The	 Terror	 of	 the	 Seas	 had	 brought	 a	 side	 of	 bacon,	 and	 had	 about	 worn

himself	out	with	getting	it	there.	Finn	the	Red-Handed	had	stolen	a	skillet	and	a
quantity	 of	 half-cured	 leaf	 tobacco,	 and	 had	 also	 brought	 a	 few	 corn-cobs	 to
make	pipes	with.	But	none	of	the	pirates	smoked	or	"chewed"	but	himself.	The
Black	Avenger	of	the	Spanish	Main	said	it	would	never	do	to	start	without	some
fire.	 That	 was	 a	 wise	 thought;	 matches	 were	 hardly	 known	 there	 in	 that	 day.
They	saw	a	fire	smouldering	upon	a	great	raft	a	hundred	yards	above,	and	they
went	 stealthily	 thither	 and	 helped	 themselves	 to	 a	 chunk.	 They	 made	 an



imposing	 adventure	 of	 it,	 saying,	 "Hist!"	 every	 now	 and	 then,	 and	 suddenly
halting	with	 finger	 on	 lip;	moving	with	 hands	 on	 imaginary	 dagger-hilts;	 and
giving	orders	in	dismal	whispers	that	if	"the	foe"	stirred,	to	"let	him	have	it	to	the
hilt,"	because	"dead	men	tell	no	tales."	They	knew	well	enough	that	the	raftsmen
were	all	down	at	the	village	laying	in	stores	or	having	a	spree,	but	still	that	was
no	excuse	for	their	conducting	this	thing	in	an	unpiratical	way.
They	shoved	off,	presently,	Tom	in	command,	Huck	at	the	after	oar	and	Joe	at

the	forward.	Tom	stood	amidships,	gloomy-browed,	and	with	folded	arms,	and
gave	his	orders	in	a	low,	stern	whisper:
"Luff,	and	bring	her	to	the	wind!"
"Aye-aye,	sir!"
"Steady,	steady-y-y-y!"
"Steady	it	is,	sir!"
"Let	her	go	off	a	point!"
"Point	it	is,	sir!"
As	 the	 boys	 steadily	 and	monotonously	 drove	 the	 raft	 toward	mid-stream	 it

was	no	doubt	understood	that	these	orders	were	given	only	for	"style,"	and	were
not	intended	to	mean	anything	in	particular.
"What	sail's	she	carrying?"
"Courses,	tops'ls,	and	flying-jib,	sir."
"Send	 the	 r'yals	 up!	 Lay	 out	 aloft,	 there,	 half	 a	 dozen	 of	 ye	 —

foretopmaststuns'l!	Lively,	now!"
"Aye-aye,	sir!"
"Shake	out	that	maintogalans'l!	Sheets	and	braces!	Now	my	hearties!"
"Aye-aye,	sir!"
"Hellum-a-lee	—	hard	 a	 port!	 Stand	 by	 to	meet	 her	when	 she	 comes!	 Port,

port!	Now,	men!	With	a	will!	Stead-y-y-y!"
"Steady	it	is,	sir!"
The	raft	drew	beyond	the	middle	of	the	river;	the	boys	pointed	her	head	right,

and	then	lay	on	their	oars.	The	river	was	not	high,	so	there	was	not	more	than	a
two	or	three	mile	current.	Hardly	a	word	was	said	during	the	next	three-quarters
of	 an	 hour.	 Now	 the	 raft	 was	 passing	 before	 the	 distant	 town.	 Two	 or	 three
glimmering	 lights	 showed	where	 it	 lay,	 peacefully	 sleeping,	 beyond	 the	 vague
vast	sweep	of	star-gemmed	water,	unconscious	of	the	tremendous	event	that	was
happening.	The	Black	Avenger	 stood	 still	with	 folded	 arms,	 "looking	 his	 last"
upon	 the	 scene	 of	 his	 former	 joys	 and	 his	 later	 sufferings,	 and	wishing	 "she"
could	see	him	now,	abroad	on	the	wild	sea,	facing	peril	and	death	with	dauntless
heart,	going	to	his	doom	with	a	grim	smile	on	his	lips.	It	was	but	a	small	strain
on	his	imagination	to	remove	Jackson's	Island	beyond	eyeshot	of	the	village,	and



so	he	"looked	his	last"	with	a	broken	and	satisfied	heart.	The	other	pirates	were
looking	their	last,	too;	and	they	all	looked	so	long	that	they	came	near	letting	the
current	drift	them	out	of	the	range	of	the	island.	But	they	discovered	the	danger
in	 time,	 and	made	 shift	 to	 avert	 it.	About	 two	 o'clock	 in	 the	morning	 the	 raft
grounded	on	 the	bar	 two	hundred	yards	above	 the	head	of	 the	 island,	and	 they
waded	back	and	forth	until	 they	had	landed	their	freight.	Part	of	 the	little	raft's
belongings	 consisted	 of	 an	 old	 sail,	 and	 this	 they	 spread	 over	 a	 nook	 in	 the
bushes	for	a	tent	to	shelter	their	provisions;	but	they	themselves	would	sleep	in
the	open	air	in	good	weather,	as	became	outlaws.
They	built	a	fire	against	the	side	of	a	great	log	twenty	or	thirty	steps	within	the

sombre	depths	of	the	forest,	and	then	cooked	some	bacon	in	the	frying-pan	for
supper,	and	used	up	half	of	 the	corn	"pone"	stock	 they	had	brought.	 It	 seemed
glorious	 sport	 to	 be	 feasting	 in	 that	 wild,	 free	 way	 in	 the	 virgin	 forest	 of	 an
unexplored	 and	 uninhabited	 island,	 far	 from	 the	 haunts	 of	men,	 and	 they	 said
they	never	would	return	to	civilization.	The	climbing	fire	 lit	up	their	faces	and
threw	 its	 ruddy	 glare	 upon	 the	 pillared	 tree-trunks	 of	 their	 forest	 temple,	 and
upon	the	varnished	foliage	and	festooning	vines.
When	 the	 last	crisp	slice	of	bacon	was	gone,	and	 the	 last	allowance	of	corn

pone	 devoured,	 the	 boys	 stretched	 themselves	 out	 on	 the	 grass,	 filled	 with
contentment.	 They	 could	 have	 found	 a	 cooler	 place,	 but	 they	would	 not	 deny
themselves	such	a	romantic	feature	as	the	roasting	camp-fire.
"Ain't	it	gay?"	said	Joe.
"It's	nuts!"	said	Tom.	"What	would	the	boys	say	if	they	could	see	us?"
"Say?	Well,	they'd	just	die	to	be	here	—	hey,	Hucky!"
"I	 reckon	 so,"	 said	Huckleberry;	 "anyways,	 I'm	 suited.	 I	 don't	want	 nothing

better'n	this.	I	don't	ever	get	enough	to	eat,	gen'ally	—	and	here	they	can't	come
and	pick	at	a	feller	and	bullyrag	him	so."
"It's	just	the	life	for	me,"	said	Tom.	"You	don't	have	to	get	up,	mornings,	and

you	don't	have	to	go	to	school,	and	wash,	and	all	that	blame	foolishness.	You	see
a	pirate	don't	have	to	do	anything,	Joe,	when	he's	ashore,	but	a	hermit	he	has	to
be	praying	considerable,	and	then	he	don't	have	any	fun,	anyway,	all	by	himself
that	way."
"Oh	yes,	that's	so,"	said	Joe,	"but	I	hadn't	thought	much	about	it,	you	know.	I'd

a	good	deal	rather	be	a	pirate,	now	that	I've	tried	it."
"You	see,"	said	Tom,	"people	don't	go	much	on	hermits,	nowadays,	like	they

used	to	in	old	times,	but	a	pirate's	always	respected.	And	a	hermit's	got	to	sleep
on	the	hardest	place	he	can	find,	and	put	sackcloth	and	ashes	on	his	head,	and
stand	out	in	the	rain,	and	—"
"What	does	he	put	sackcloth	and	ashes	on	his	head	for?"	inquired	Huck.



"I	dono.	But	they've	got	to	do	it.	Hermits	always	do.	You'd	have	to	do	that	if
you	was	a	hermit."
"Dern'd	if	I	would,"	said	Huck.
"Well,	what	would	you	do?"
"I	dono.	But	I	wouldn't	do	that."
"Why,	Huck,	you'd	have	to.	How'd	you	get	around	it?"
"Why,	I	just	wouldn't	stand	it.	I'd	run	away."
"Run	 away!	Well,	 you	would	 be	 a	 nice	 old	 slouch	 of	 a	 hermit.	 You'd	 be	 a

disgrace."
The	Red-Handed	made	no	response,	being	better	employed.	He	had	finished

gouging	out	a	cob,	and	now	he	fitted	a	weed	stem	to	it,	loaded	it	with	tobacco,
and	was	pressing	a	coal	to	the	charge	and	blowing	a	cloud	of	fragrant	smoke	—
he	was	in	the	full	bloom	of	luxurious	contentment.	The	other	pirates	envied	him
this	 majestic	 vice,	 and	 secretly	 resolved	 to	 acquire	 it	 shortly.	 Presently	 Huck
said:
"What	does	pirates	have	to	do?"
Tom	said:
"Oh,	 they	 have	 just	 a	 bully	 time	—	 take	 ships	 and	 burn	 them,	 and	 get	 the

money	and	bury	it	in	awful	places	in	their	island	where	there's	ghosts	and	things
to	watch	it,	and	kill	everybody	in	the	ships	—	make	'em	walk	a	plank."
"And	 they	 carry	 the	 women	 to	 the	 island,"	 said	 Joe;	 "they	 don't	 kill	 the

women."
"No,"	assented	Tom,	"they	don't	kill	the	women	—	they're	too	noble.	And	the

women's	always	beautiful,	too.
"And	 don't	 they	 wear	 the	 bulliest	 clothes!	 Oh	 no!	 All	 gold	 and	 silver	 and

di'monds,"	said	Joe,	with	enthusiasm.
"Who?"	said	Huck.
"Why,	the	pirates."
Huck	scanned	his	own	clothing	forlornly.
"I	reckon	I	ain't	dressed	fitten	for	a	pirate,"	said	he,	with	a	regretful	pathos	in

his	voice;	"but	I	ain't	got	none	but	these."
But	 the	 other	 boys	 told	 him	 the	 fine	 clothes	would	 come	 fast	 enough,	 after

they	 should	 have	 begun	 their	 adventures.	 They	made	 him	 understand	 that	 his
poor	rags	would	do	to	begin	with,	though	it	was	customary	for	wealthy	pirates	to
start	with	a	proper	wardrobe.
Gradually	their	talk	died	out	and	drowsiness	began	to	steal	upon	the	eyelids	of

the	 little	waifs.	The	pipe	dropped	 from	 the	 fingers	of	 the	Red-Handed,	 and	he
slept	the	sleep	of	the	conscience-free	and	the	weary.	The	Terror	of	the	Seas	and
the	Black	Avenger	of	the	Spanish	Main	had	more	difficulty	in	getting	to	sleep.



They	said	their	prayers	inwardly,	and	lying	down,	since	there	was	nobody	there
with	authority	to	make	them	kneel	and	recite	aloud;	in	truth,	they	had	a	mind	not
to	say	 them	at	all,	but	 they	were	afraid	 to	proceed	 to	such	 lengths	as	 that,	 lest
they	might	 call	 down	 a	 sudden	 and	 special	 thunderbolt	 from	 heaven.	 Then	 at
once	 they	 reached	 and	 hovered	 upon	 the	 imminent	 verge	 of	 sleep	—	 but	 an
intruder	 came,	now,	 that	would	not	 "down."	 It	was	 conscience.	They	began	 to
feel	 a	 vague	 fear	 that	 they	 had	 been	 doing	wrong	 to	 run	 away;	 and	 next	 they
thought	of	the	stolen	meat,	and	then	the	real	torture	came.	They	tried	to	argue	it
away	by	 reminding	 conscience	 that	 they	had	purloined	 sweetmeats	 and	 apples
scores	 of	 times;	 but	 conscience	 was	 not	 to	 be	 appeased	 by	 such	 thin
plausibilities;	it	seemed	to	them,	in	the	end,	that	there	was	no	getting	around	the
stubborn	 fact	 that	 taking	 sweetmeats	 was	 only	 "hooking,"	 while	 taking	 bacon
and	 hams	 and	 such	 valuables	 was	 plain	 simple	 stealing	 —	 and	 there	 was	 a
command	 against	 that	 in	 the	Bible.	 So	 they	 inwardly	 resolved	 that	 so	 long	 as
they	remained	in	the	business,	their	piracies	should	not	again	be	sullied	with	the
crime	 of	 stealing.	 Then	 conscience	 granted	 a	 truce,	 and	 these	 curiously
inconsistent	pirates	fell	peacefully	to	sleep.



Chapter		14	
When	Tom	awoke	 in	 the	morning,	 he	wondered	where	he	was.	He	 sat	 up	 and
rubbed	his	eyes	and	looked	around.	Then	he	comprehended.	It	was	the	cool	gray
dawn,	and	there	was	a	delicious	sense	of	repose	and	peace	in	the	deep	pervading
calm	 and	 silence	 of	 the	woods.	Not	 a	 leaf	 stirred;	 not	 a	 sound	 obtruded	 upon
great	Nature's	meditation.	Beaded	dewdrops	stood	upon	the	leaves	and	grasses.
A	white	 layer	 of	 ashes	 covered	 the	 fire,	 and	 a	 thin	 blue	 breath	 of	 smoke	 rose
straight	into	the	air.	Joe	and	Huck	still	slept.
Now,	 far	 away	 in	 the	woods	 a	 bird	 called;	 another	 answered;	 presently	 the

hammering	 of	 a	 woodpecker	 was	 heard.	 Gradually	 the	 cool	 dim	 gray	 of	 the
morning	whitened,	and	as	gradually	sounds	multiplied	and	life	manifested	itself.
The	marvel	of	Nature	shaking	off	sleep	and	going	to	work	unfolded	itself	to	the
musing	boy.	A	 little	green	worm	came	crawling	over	 a	dewy	 leaf,	 lifting	 two-
thirds	 of	 his	 body	 into	 the	 air	 from	 time	 to	 time	 and	 "sniffing	 around,"	 then
proceeding	 again	 —	 for	 he	 was	 measuring,	 Tom	 said;	 and	 when	 the	 worm
approached	him,	of	its	own	accord,	he	sat	as	still	as	a	stone,	with	his	hopes	rising
and	falling,	by	turns,	as	the	creature	still	came	toward	him	or	seemed	inclined	to
go	elsewhere;	and	when	at	 last	 it	considered	a	painful	moment	with	 its	curved
body	 in	 the	 air	 and	 then	 came	 decisively	 down	 upon	 Tom's	 leg	 and	 began	 a
journey	over	him,	his	whole	heart	was	glad	—	for	that	meant	that	he	was	going
to	have	a	new	suit	of	clothes	—	without	the	shadow	of	a	doubt	a	gaudy	piratical
uniform.	Now	 a	 procession	 of	 ants	 appeared,	 from	 nowhere	 in	 particular,	 and
went	about	their	labors;	one	struggled	manfully	by	with	a	dead	spider	five	times
as	big	as	itself	in	its	arms,	and	lugged	it	straight	up	a	tree-trunk.	A	brown	spotted
lady-bug	climbed	the	dizzy	height	of	a	grass	blade,	and	Tom	bent	down	close	to
it	 and	 said,	 "Lady-bug,	 lady-bug,	 fly	 away	 home,	 your	 house	 is	 on	 fire,	 your
children's	alone,"	and	she	took	wing	and	went	off	 to	see	about	 it	—	which	did
not	 surprise	 the	 boy,	 for	 he	 knew	 of	 old	 that	 this	 insect	 was	 credulous	 about
conflagrations,	 and	 he	 had	 practised	 upon	 its	 simplicity	 more	 than	 once.	 A
tumblebug	came	next,	heaving	sturdily	at	its	ball,	and	Tom	touched	the	creature,
to	 see	 it	 shut	 its	 legs	 against	 its	 body	 and	 pretend	 to	 be	 dead.	The	 birds	were
fairly	rioting	by	this	time.	A	catbird,	the	Northern	mocker,	lit	in	a	tree	over	Tom's
head,	and	 trilled	out	her	 imitations	of	her	neighbors	 in	a	rapture	of	enjoyment;
then	a	shrill	jay	swept	down,	a	flash	of	blue	flame,	and	stopped	on	a	twig	almost



within	the	boy's	reach,	cocked	his	head	to	one	side	and	eyed	the	strangers	with	a
consuming	 curiosity;	 a	 gray	 squirrel	 and	 a	 big	 fellow	 of	 the	 "fox"	 kind	 came
skurrying	along,	sitting	up	at	intervals	to	inspect	and	chatter	at	the	boys,	for	the
wild	 things	had	probably	never	 seen	 a	human	being	before	 and	 scarcely	knew
whether	to	be	afraid	or	not.	All	Nature	was	wide	awake	and	stirring,	now;	long
lances	of	sunlight	pierced	down	through	the	dense	foliage	far	and	near,	and	a	few
butterflies	came	fluttering	upon	the	scene.
Tom	stirred	up	the	other	pirates	and	they	all	clattered	away	with	a	shout,	and

in	a	minute	or	two	were	stripped	and	chasing	after	and	tumbling	over	each	other
in	 the	 shallow	 limpid	water	of	 the	white	 sandbar.	They	 felt	 no	 longing	 for	 the
little	 village	 sleeping	 in	 the	 distance	 beyond	 the	 majestic	 waste	 of	 water.	 A
vagrant	current	or	a	slight	rise	in	the	river	had	carried	off	their	raft,	but	this	only
gratified	 them,	 since	 its	 going	was	 something	 like	 burning	 the	 bridge	between
them	and	civilization.
They	came	back	to	camp	wonderfully	refreshed,	glad-hearted,	and	ravenous;

and	they	soon	had	the	camp-fire	blazing	up	again.	Huck	found	a	spring	of	clear
cold	water	close	by,	and	the	boys	made	cups	of	broad	oak	or	hickory	leaves,	and
felt	that	water,	sweetened	with	such	a	wildwood	charm	as	that,	would	be	a	good
enough	substitute	for	coffee.	While	Joe	was	slicing	bacon	for	breakfast,	Tom	and
Huck	asked	him	 to	hold	on	a	minute;	 they	stepped	 to	a	promising	nook	 in	 the
river-bank	and	threw	in	their	lines;	almost	immediately	they	had	reward.	Joe	had
not	had	time	to	get	impatient	before	they	were	back	again	with	some	handsome
bass,	a	couple	of	sun-perch	and	a	small	catfish	—	provisions	enough	for	quite	a
family.	They	fried	the	fish	with	the	bacon,	and	were	astonished;	for	no	fish	had
ever	 seemed	 so	 delicious	 before.	 They	 did	 not	 know	 that	 the	 quicker	 a	 fresh-
water	fish	is	on	the	fire	after	he	is	caught	the	better	he	is;	and	they	reflected	little
upon	 what	 a	 sauce	 open-air	 sleeping,	 open-air	 exercise,	 bathing,	 and	 a	 large
ingredient	of	hunger	make,	too.
They	 lay	around	 in	 the	shade,	after	breakfast,	while	Huck	had	a	smoke,	and

then	 went	 off	 through	 the	 woods	 on	 an	 exploring	 expedition.	 They	 tramped
gayly	 along,	 over	 decaying	 logs,	 through	 tangled	 underbrush,	 among	 solemn
monarchs	of	 the	 forest,	hung	 from	 their	 crowns	 to	 the	ground	with	a	drooping
regalia	of	grape-vines.	Now	and	then	they	came	upon	snug	nooks	carpeted	with
grass	and	jeweled	with	flowers.
They	found	plenty	of	things	to	be	delighted	with,	but	nothing	to	be	astonished

at.	They	discovered	that	the	island	was	about	three	miles	long	and	a	quarter	of	a
mile	wide,	 and	 that	 the	 shore	 it	 lay	closest	 to	was	only	 separated	 from	 it	by	a
narrow	channel	hardly	two	hundred	yards	wide.	They	took	a	swim	about	every
hour,	 so	 it	was	 close	 upon	 the	middle	 of	 the	 afternoon	when	 they	got	 back	 to



camp.	They	were	 too	hungry	 to	 stop	 to	 fish,	 but	 they	 fared	 sumptuously	upon
cold	ham,	and	then	threw	themselves	down	in	the	shade	to	talk.	But	the	talk	soon
began	 to	 drag,	 and	 then	 died.	 The	 stillness,	 the	 solemnity	 that	 brooded	 in	 the
woods,	 and	 the	 sense	 of	 loneliness,	 began	 to	 tell	 upon	 the	 spirits	 of	 the	 boys.
They	 fell	 to	 thinking.	A	 sort	 of	 undefined	 longing	 crept	 upon	 them.	This	 took
dim	 shape,	 presently	 —	 it	 was	 budding	 homesickness.	 Even	 Finn	 the	 Red-
Handed	was	dreaming	of	his	doorsteps	and	empty	hogsheads.	But	they	were	all
ashamed	of	their	weakness,	and	none	was	brave	enough	to	speak	his	thought.
For	some	time,	now,	the	boys	had	been	dully	conscious	of	a	peculiar	sound	in

the	distance,	just	as	one	sometimes	is	of	the	ticking	of	a	clock	which	he	takes	no
distinct	note	of.	But	now	this	mysterious	sound	became	more	pronounced,	and
forced	 a	 recognition.	 The	 boys	 started,	 glanced	 at	 each	 other,	 and	 then	 each
assumed	a	listening	attitude.	There	was	a	long	silence,	profound	and	unbroken;
then	a	deep,	sullen	boom	came	floating	down	out	of	the	distance.
"What	is	it!"	exclaimed	Joe,	under	his	breath.
"I	wonder,"	said	Tom	in	a	whisper.
"'Tain't	thunder,"	said	Huckleberry,	in	an	awed	tone,	"becuz	thunder	—"
"Hark!"	said	Tom.	"Listen	—	don't	talk."
They	 waited	 a	 time	 that	 seemed	 an	 age,	 and	 then	 the	 same	 muffled	 boom

troubled	the	solemn	hush.
"Let's	go	and	see."
They	 sprang	 to	 their	 feet	 and	 hurried	 to	 the	 shore	 toward	 the	 town.	 They

parted	 the	 bushes	 on	 the	 bank	 and	 peered	 out	 over	 the	water.	The	 little	 steam
ferryboat	was	about	a	mile	below	the	village,	drifting	with	the	current.	Her	broad
deck	seemed	crowded	with	people.	There	were	a	great	many	skiffs	rowing	about
or	 floating	with	 the	 stream	 in	 the	 neighborhood	 of	 the	 ferryboat,	 but	 the	 boys
could	not	determine	what	 the	men	in	 them	were	doing.	Presently	a	great	 jet	of
white	smoke	burst	from	the	ferryboat's	side,	and	as	it	expanded	and	rose	in	a	lazy
cloud,	that	same	dull	throb	of	sound	was	borne	to	the	listeners	again.
"I	know	now!"	exclaimed	Tom;	"somebody's	drownded!"
"That's	 it!"	 said	 Huck;	 "they	 done	 that	 last	 summer,	 when	 Bill	 Turner	 got

drownded;	they	shoot	a	cannon	over	the	water,	and	that	makes	him	come	up	to
the	top.	Yes,	and	they	take	loaves	of	bread	and	put	quicksilver	in	'em	and	set	'em
afloat,	and	wherever	there's	anybody	that's	drownded,	they'll	float	right	there	and
stop."
"Yes,	 I've	 heard	 about	 that,"	 said	 Joe.	 "I	 wonder	 what	 makes	 the	 bread	 do

that."
"Oh,	it	ain't	the	bread,	so	much,"	said	Tom;	"I	reckon	it's	mostly	what	they	say

over	it	before	they	start	it	out."



"But	 they	 don't	 say	 anything	 over	 it,"	 said	 Huck.	 "I've	 seen	 'em	 and	 they
don't."
"Well,	 that's	 funny,"	 said	 Tom.	 "But	 maybe	 they	 say	 it	 to	 themselves.	 Of

course	they	do.	Anybody	might	know	that."
The	 other	 boys	 agreed	 that	 there	was	 reason	 in	what	 Tom	 said,	 because	 an

ignorant	lump	of	bread,	uninstructed	by	an	incantation,	could	not	be	expected	to
act	very	intelligently	when	set	upon	an	errand	of	such	gravity.
"By	jings,	I	wish	I	was	over	there,	now,"	said	Joe.
"I	do	too"	said	Huck	"I'd	give	heaps	to	know	who	it	is."
The	 boys	 still	 listened	 and	 watched.	 Presently	 a	 revealing	 thought	 flashed

through	Tom's	mind,	and	he	exclaimed:
"Boys,	I	know	who's	drownded	—	it's	us!"
They	 felt	 like	heroes	 in	an	 instant.	Here	was	a	gorgeous	 triumph;	 they	were

missed;	 they	were	mourned;	hearts	were	breaking	on	 their	 account;	 tears	were
being	shed;	accusing	memories	of	unkindness	to	these	poor	lost	lads	were	rising
up,	and	unavailing	regrets	and	remorse	were	being	indulged;	and	best	of	all,	the
departed	were	the	talk	of	the	whole	town,	and	the	envy	of	all	the	boys,	as	far	as
this	dazzling	notoriety	was	concerned.	This	was	fine.	It	was	worth	while	to	be	a
pirate,	after	all.
As	twilight	drew	on,	the	ferryboat	went	back	to	her	accustomed	business	and

the	 skiffs	 disappeared.	 The	 pirates	 returned	 to	 camp.	 They	were	 jubilant	 with
vanity	 over	 their	 new	 grandeur	 and	 the	 illustrious	 trouble	 they	 were	 making.
They	caught	fish,	cooked	supper	and	ate	it,	and	then	fell	to	guessing	at	what	the
village	was	 thinking	and	saying	about	 them;	and	 the	pictures	 they	drew	of	 the
public	distress	on	their	account	were	gratifying	to	look	upon	—	from	their	point
of	view.	But	when	the	shadows	of	night	closed	them	in,	they	gradually	ceased	to
talk,	 and	 sat	 gazing	 into	 the	 fire,	 with	 their	 minds	 evidently	 wandering
elsewhere.	The	excitement	was	gone,	now,	and	Tom	and	Joe	could	not	keep	back
thoughts	 of	 certain	 persons	 at	 home	who	were	 not	 enjoying	 this	 fine	 frolic	 as
much	as	they	were.	Misgivings	came;	they	grew	troubled	and	unhappy;	a	sigh	or
two	 escaped,	 unawares.	 By	 and	 by	 Joe	 timidly	 ventured	 upon	 a	 roundabout
"feeler"	as	to	how	the	others	might	look	upon	a	return	to	civilization	—	not	right
now,	but	—
Tom	withered	him	with	derision!	Huck,	being	uncommitted	as	yet,	 joined	 in

with	Tom,	and	the	waverer	quickly	"explained,"	and	was	glad	to	get	out	of	 the
scrape	 with	 as	 little	 taint	 of	 chicken-hearted	 homesickness	 clinging	 to	 his
garments	as	he	could.	Mutiny	was	effectually	laid	to	rest	for	the	moment.
As	 the	 night	 deepened,	 Huck	 began	 to	 nod,	 and	 presently	 to	 snore.	 Joe

followed	next.	Tom	lay	upon	his	elbow	motionless,	for	some	time,	watching	the



two	 intently.	 At	 last	 he	 got	 up	 cautiously,	 on	 his	 knees,	 and	 went	 searching
among	the	grass	and	the	flickering	reflections	flung	by	the	camp-fire.	He	picked
up	 and	 inspected	 several	 large	 semi-cylinders	 of	 the	 thin	 white	 bark	 of	 a
sycamore,	and	finally	chose	two	which	seemed	to	suit	him.	Then	he	knelt	by	the
fire	and	painfully	wrote	something	upon	each	of	these	with	his	"red	keel";	one	he
rolled	 up	 and	 put	 in	 his	 jacket	 pocket,	 and	 the	 other	 he	 put	 in	 Joe's	 hat	 and
removed	 it	 to	 a	 little	 distance	 from	 the	 owner.	 And	 he	 also	 put	 into	 the	 hat
certain	schoolboy	treasures	of	almost	inestimable	value	—	among	them	a	lump
of	chalk,	an	India-rubber	ball,	 three	fishhooks,	and	one	of	that	kind	of	marbles
known	as	a	"sure	'nough	crystal."	Then	he	tiptoed	his	way	cautiously	among	the
trees	till	he	felt	that	he	was	out	of	hearing,	and	straightway	broke	into	a	keen	run
in	the	direction	of	the	sandbar.



Chapter		15	
A	few	minutes	 later	Tom	was	 in	 the	shoal	water	of	 the	bar,	wading	 toward	 the
Illinois	 shore.	Before	 the	 depth	 reached	 his	middle	 he	was	 half-way	 over;	 the
current	would	permit	no	more	wading,	now,	so	he	struck	out	confidently	to	swim
the	remaining	hundred	yards.	He	swam	quartering	upstream,	but	still	was	swept
downward	 rather	 faster	 than	 he	 had	 expected.	 However,	 he	 reached	 the	 shore
finally,	and	drifted	along	till	he	found	a	low	place	and	drew	himself	out.	He	put
his	 hand	 on	 his	 jacket	 pocket,	 found	 his	 piece	 of	 bark	 safe,	 and	 then	 struck
through	the	woods,	following	the	shore,	with	streaming	garments.	Shortly	before
ten	 o'clock	 he	 came	 out	 into	 an	 open	 place	 opposite	 the	 village,	 and	 saw	 the
ferryboat	 lying	 in	 the	 shadow	 of	 the	 trees	 and	 the	 high	 bank.	 Everything	was
quiet	 under	 the	 blinking	 stars.	He	 crept	 down	 the	 bank,	watching	with	 all	 his
eyes,	 slipped	 into	 the	water,	 swam	 three	 or	 four	 strokes	 and	 climbed	 into	 the
skiff	 that	 did	 "yawl"	 duty	 at	 the	 boat's	 stern.	He	 laid	 himself	 down	 under	 the
thwarts	and	waited,	panting.
Presently	the	cracked	bell	 tapped	and	a	voice	gave	the	order	 to	"cast	off."	A

minute	 or	 two	 later	 the	 skiff's	 head	 was	 standing	 high	 up,	 against	 the	 boat's
swell,	and	the	voyage	was	begun.	Tom	felt	happy	in	his	success,	for	he	knew	it
was	 the	 boat's	 last	 trip	 for	 the	 night.	 At	 the	 end	 of	 a	 long	 twelve	 or	 fifteen
minutes	the	wheels	stopped,	and	Tom	slipped	overboard	and	swam	ashore	in	the
dusk,	landing	fifty	yards	downstream,	out	of	danger	of	possible	stragglers.
He	 flew	 along	 unfrequented	 alleys,	 and	 shortly	 found	 himself	 at	 his	 aunt's

back	fence.	He	climbed	over,	approached	the	"ell,"	and	looked	in	at	the	sitting-
room	window,	for	a	light	was	burning	there.	There	sat	Aunt	Polly,	Sid,	Mary,	and
Joe	Harper's	mother,	grouped	 together,	 talking.	They	were	by	 the	bed,	 and	 the
bed	was	between	them	and	the	door.	Tom	went	to	the	door	and	began	to	softly
lift	the	latch;	then	he	pressed	gently	and	the	door	yielded	a	crack;	he	continued
pushing	cautiously,	 and	quaking	every	 time	 it	 creaked,	 till	 he	 judged	he	might
squeeze	through	on	his	knees;	so	he	put	his	head	through	and	began,	warily.
"What	makes	 the	candle	blow	so?"	 said	Aunt	Polly.	Tom	hurried	up.	 "Why,

that	door's	open,	I	believe.	Why,	of	course	 it	 is.	No	end	of	strange	things	now.
Go	'long	and	shut	it,	Sid."
Tom	disappeared	under	the	bed	just	in	time.	He	lay	and	"breathed"	himself	for

a	time,	and	then	crept	to	where	he	could	almost	touch	his	aunt's	foot.



"But	 as	 I	 was	 saying,"	 said	 Aunt	 Polly,	 "he	 warn't	 bad,	 so	 to	 say	—	 only
mischeevous.	 Only	 just	 giddy,	 and	 harum-scarum,	 you	 know.	 He	 warn't	 any
more	 responsible	 than	 a	 colt.	He	never	meant	 any	harm,	 and	he	was	 the	best-
hearted	boy	that	ever	was"	—	and	she	began	to	cry.
"It	was	just	so	with	my	Joe	—	always	full	of	his	devilment,	and	up	to	every

kind	of	mischief,	 but	he	was	 just	 as	unselfish	 and	kind	as	he	 could	be	—	and
laws	 bless	me,	 to	 think	 I	went	 and	whipped	 him	 for	 taking	 that	 cream,	 never
once	recollecting	that	I	throwed	it	out	myself	because	it	was	sour,	and	I	never	to
see	 him	 again	 in	 this	world,	 never,	 never,	 never,	 poor	 abused	 boy!"	And	Mrs.
Harper	sobbed	as	if	her	heart	would	break.
"I	hope	Tom's	better	off	where	he	is,"	said	Sid,	"but	if	he'd	been	better	in	some

ways	—"
"Sid!"	Tom	felt	the	glare	of	the	old	lady's	eye,	though	he	could	not	see	it.	"Not

a	word	against	my	Tom,	now	 that	he's	gone!	God'll	 take	care	of	him	—	never
you	trouble	yourself,	sir!	Oh,	Mrs.	Harper,	I	don't	know	how	to	give	him	up!	I
don't	 know	 how	 to	 give	 him	 up!	 He	 was	 such	 a	 comfort	 to	 me,	 although	 he
tormented	my	old	heart	out	of	me,	'most."
"The	Lord	giveth	and	the	Lord	hath	taken	away	—	Blessed	be	the	name	of	the

Lord!	But	 it's	 so	hard	—	Oh,	 it's	 so	hard!	Only	 last	Saturday	my	Joe	busted	a
firecracker	right	under	my	nose	and	I	knocked	him	sprawling.	Little	did	I	know
then,	how	soon	—	Oh,	if	it	was	to	do	over	again	I'd	hug	him	and	bless	him	for
it."
"Yes,	yes,	yes,	I	know	just	how	you	feel,	Mrs.	Harper,	I	know	just	exactly	how

you	feel.	No	longer	ago	than	yesterday	noon,	my	Tom	took	and	filled	the	cat	full
of	Pain-killer,	 and	 I	did	 think	 the	cretur	would	 tear	 the	house	down.	And	God
forgive	me,	I	cracked	Tom's	head	with	my	thimble,	poor	boy,	poor	dead	boy.	But
he's	out	of	all	his	troubles	now.	And	the	last	words	I	ever	heard	him	say	was	to
reproach	—"
But	this	memory	was	too	much	for	the	old	lady,	and	she	broke	entirely	down.

Tom	was	snuffling,	now,	himself	—	and	more	 in	pity	of	himself	 than	anybody
else.	He	could	hear	Mary	crying,	and	putting	in	a	kindly	word	for	him	from	time
to	time.	He	began	to	have	a	nobler	opinion	of	himself	than	ever	before.	Still,	he
was	 sufficiently	 touched	by	his	 aunt's	grief	 to	 long	 to	 rush	out	 from	under	 the
bed	and	overwhelm	her	with	joy	—	and	the	theatrical	gorgeousness	of	the	thing
appealed	strongly	to	his	nature,	too,	but	he	resisted	and	lay	still.
He	went	on	listening,	and	gathered	by	odds	and	ends	that	it	was	conjectured	at

first	that	the	boys	had	got	drowned	while	taking	a	swim;	then	the	small	raft	had
been	 missed;	 next,	 certain	 boys	 said	 the	 missing	 lads	 had	 promised	 that	 the
village	 should	 "hear	 something"	 soon;	 the	 wise-heads	 had	 "put	 this	 and	 that



together"	and	decided	that	the	lads	had	gone	off	on	that	raft	and	would	turn	up	at
the	next	town	below,	presently;	but	toward	noon	the	raft	had	been	found,	lodged
against	the	Missouri	shore	some	five	or	six	miles	below	the	village	—	and	then
hope	perished;	they	must	be	drowned,	else	hunger	would	have	driven	them	home
by	nightfall	if	not	sooner.	It	was	believed	that	the	search	for	the	bodies	had	been
a	 fruitless	 effort	 merely	 because	 the	 drowning	 must	 have	 occurred	 in
midchannel,	 since	 the	 boys,	 being	 good	 swimmers,	 would	 otherwise	 have
escaped	 to	 shore.	 This	was	Wednesday	 night.	 If	 the	 bodies	 continued	missing
until	Sunday,	all	hope	would	be	given	over,	and	the	funerals	would	be	preached
on	that	morning.	Tom	shuddered.
Mrs.	Harper	gave	a	sobbing	good-night	and	turned	to	go.	Then	with	a	mutual

impulse	 the	 two	bereaved	women	 flung	 themselves	 into	 each	other's	 arms	 and
had	a	good,	consoling	cry,	and	then	parted.	Aunt	Polly	was	tender	far	beyond	her
wont,	 in	her	good-night	 to	Sid	and	Mary.	Sid	snuffled	a	bit	and	Mary	went	off
crying	with	all	her	heart.
Aunt	Polly	knelt	down	and	prayed	for	Tom	so	touchingly,	so	appealingly,	and

with	such	measureless	love	in	her	words	and	her	old	trembling	voice,	that	he	was
weltering	in	tears	again,	long	before	she	was	through.
He	had	to	keep	still	 long	after	she	went	to	bed,	for	she	kept	making	broken-

hearted	ejaculations	from	time	to	time,	tossing	unrestfully,	and	turning	over.	But
at	 last	 she	was	still,	only	moaning	a	 little	 in	her	 sleep.	Now	 the	boy	stole	out,
rose	gradually	by	the	bedside,	shaded	the	candle-light	with	his	hand,	and	stood
regarding	her.	His	heart	was	full	of	pity	for	her.	He	took	out	his	sycamore	scroll
and	 placed	 it	 by	 the	 candle.	 But	 something	 occurred	 to	 him,	 and	 he	 lingered
considering.	His	 face	 lighted	with	 a	 happy	 solution	 of	 his	 thought;	 he	 put	 the
bark	 hastily	 in	 his	 pocket.	 Then	 he	 bent	 over	 and	 kissed	 the	 faded	 lips,	 and
straightway	made	his	stealthy	exit,	latching	the	door	behind	him.
He	 threaded	his	way	back	 to	 the	 ferry	 landing,	 found	nobody	at	 large	 there,

and	walked	boldly	on	board	the	boat,	for	he	knew	she	was	tenantless	except	that
there	was	a	watchman,	who	always	turned	in	and	slept	like	a	graven	image.	He
untied	 the	 skiff	 at	 the	 stern,	 slipped	 into	 it,	 and	 was	 soon	 rowing	 cautiously
upstream.	When	 he	 had	 pulled	 a	mile	 above	 the	 village,	 he	 started	 quartering
across	and	bent	himself	stoutly	to	his	work.	He	hit	the	landing	on	the	other	side
neatly,	for	this	was	a	familiar	bit	of	work	to	him.	He	was	moved	to	capture	the
skiff,	arguing	that	it	might	be	considered	a	ship	and	therefore	legitimate	prey	for
a	pirate,	but	he	knew	a	thorough	search	would	be	made	for	it	and	that	might	end
in	revelations.	So	he	stepped	ashore	and	entered	the	woods.
He	sat	down	and	took	a	long	rest,	torturing	himself	meanwhile	to	keep	awake,

and	then	started	warily	down	the	home-stretch.	The	night	was	far	spent.	It	was



broad	daylight	before	he	 found	himself	 fairly	 abreast	 the	 island	bar.	He	 rested
again	until	the	sun	was	well	up	and	gilding	the	great	river	with	its	splendor,	and
then	 he	 plunged	 into	 the	 stream.	 A	 little	 later	 he	 paused,	 dripping,	 upon	 the
threshold	of	the	camp,	and	heard	Joe	say:
"No,	Tom's	true-blue,	Huck,	and	he'll	come	back.	He	won't	desert.	He	knows

that	would	be	a	disgrace	to	a	pirate,	and	Tom's	too	proud	for	that	sort	of	thing.
He's	up	to	something	or	other.	Now	I	wonder	what?"
"Well,	the	things	is	ours,	anyway,	ain't	they?"
Pretty	near,	but	not	yet,	Huck.	The	writing	says	they	are	if	he	ain't	back	here	to

breakfast."
"Which	 he	 is!"	 exclaimed	 Tom,	with	 fine	 dramatic	 effect,	 stepping	 grandly

into	camp.
A	 sumptuous	 breakfast	 of	 bacon	 and	 fish	 was	 shortly	 provided,	 and	 as	 the

boys	 set	 to	 work	 upon	 it,	 Tom	 recounted	 (and	 adorned)	 his	 adventures.	 They
were	a	vain	and	boastful	company	of	heroes	when	the	tale	was	done.	Then	Tom
hid	 himself	 away	 in	 a	 shady	nook	 to	 sleep	 till	 noon,	 and	 the	 other	 pirates	 got
ready	to	fish	and	explore.



Chapter		16	
After	dinner	all	the	gang	turned	out	to	hunt	for	turtle	eggs	on	the	bar.	They	went
about	poking	sticks	 into	 the	sand,	and	when	 they	 found	a	soft	place	 they	went
down	on	their	knees	and	dug	with	their	hands.	Sometimes	they	would	take	fifty
or	 sixty	 eggs	 out	 of	 one	 hole.	 They	were	 perfectly	 round	white	 things	 a	 trifle
smaller	 than	 an	English	walnut.	They	 had	 a	 famous	 fried-egg	 feast	 that	 night,
and	another	on	Friday	morning.
After	breakfast	they	went	whooping	and	prancing	out	on	the	bar,	and	chased

each	 other	 round	 and	 round,	 shedding	 clothes	 as	 they	 went,	 until	 they	 were
naked,	 and	 then	 continued	 the	 frolic	 far	 away	 up	 the	 shoal	 water	 of	 the	 bar,
against	 the	 stiff	 current,	which	 latter	 tripped	 their	 legs	 from	 under	 them	 from
time	to	time	and	greatly	increased	the	fun.	And	now	and	then	they	stooped	in	a
group	 and	 splashed	 water	 in	 each	 other's	 faces	 with	 their	 palms,	 gradually
approaching	 each	 other,	with	 averted	 faces	 to	 avoid	 the	 strangling	 sprays,	 and
finally	gripping	and	struggling	 till	 the	best	man	ducked	his	neighbor,	 and	 then
they	 all	went	 under	 in	 a	 tangle	 of	white	 legs	 and	 arms	 and	 came	 up	 blowing,
sputtering,	laughing,	and	gasping	for	breath	at	one	and	the	same	time.
When	they	were	well	exhausted,	they	would	run	out	and	sprawl	on	the	dry,	hot

sand,	and	lie	there	and	cover	themselves	up	with	it,	and	by	and	by	break	for	the
water	 again	 and	 go	 through	 the	 original	 performance	 once	 more.	 Finally	 it
occurred	 to	 them	 that	 their	 naked	 skin	 represented	 flesh-colored	 "tights"	 very
fairly;	so	they	drew	a	ring	in	the	sand	and	had	a	circus	—	with	three	clowns	in	it,
for	none	would	yield	this	proudest	post	to	his	neighbor.
Next	they	got	their	marbles	and	played	"knucks"	and	"ring-taw"	and	"keeps"

till	that	amusement	grew	stale.	Then	Joe	and	Huck	had	another	swim,	but	Tom
would	 not	 venture,	 because	 he	 found	 that	 in	 kicking	 off	 his	 trousers	 he	 had
kicked	his	string	of	rattlesnake	rattles	off	his	ankle,	and	he	wondered	how	he	had
escaped	cramp	so	long	without	the	protection	of	this	mysterious	charm.	He	did
not	venture	again	until	he	had	found	it,	and	by	that	time	the	other	boys	were	tired
and	ready	to	rest.	They	gradually	wandered	apart,	dropped	into	the	"dumps,"	and
fell	to	gazing	longingly	across	the	wide	river	to	where	the	village	lay	drowsing
in	the	sun.	Tom	found	himself	writing	"Becky"	in	the	sand	with	his	big	toe;	he
scratched	 it	out,	and	was	angry	with	himself	 for	his	weakness.	But	he	wrote	 it
again,	nevertheless;	he	could	not	help	it.	He	erased	it	once	more	and	then	took



himself	out	of	temptation	by	driving	the	other	boys	together	and	joining	them.
But	 Joe's	 spirits	 had	 gone	 down	 almost	 beyond	 resurrection.	 He	 was	 so

homesick	that	he	could	hardly	endure	the	misery	of	it.	The	tears	lay	very	near	the
surface.	Huck	was	melancholy,	too.	Tom	was	downhearted,	but	tried	hard	not	to
show	it.	He	had	a	secret	which	he	was	not	ready	to	tell,	yet,	but	if	this	mutinous
depression	was	not	broken	up	soon,	he	would	have	to	bring	it	out.	He	said,	with
a	great	show	of	cheerfulness:
"I	bet	 there's	been	pirates	on	 this	 island	before,	boys.	We'll	explore	 it	again.

They've	hid	treasures	here	somewhere.	How'd	you	feel	to	light	on	a	rotten	chest
full	of	gold	and	silver	—	hey?"
But	it	roused	only	faint	enthusiasm,	which	faded	out,	with	no	reply.	Tom	tried

one	or	two	other	seductions;	but	they	failed,	too.	It	was	discouraging	work.	Joe
sat	poking	up	the	sand	with	a	stick	and	looking	very	gloomy.	Finally	he	said:
"Oh,	boys,	let's	give	it	up.	I	want	to	go	home.	It's	so	lonesome."
"Oh	no,	Joe,	you'll	feel	better	by	and	by,"	said	Tom.	"Just	think	of	the	fishing

that's	here."
"I	don't	care	for	fishing.	I	want	to	go	home."
"But,	Joe,	there	ain't	such	another	swimming-place	anywhere."
"Swimming's	no	good.	I	don't	seem	to	care	for	it,	somehow,	when	there	ain't

anybody	to	say	I	sha'n't	go	in.	I	mean	to	go	home."
"Oh,	shucks!	Baby!	You	want	to	see	your	mother,	I	reckon."
"Yes,	 I	do	want	 to	 see	my	mother	—	and	you	would,	 too,	 if	you	had	one.	 I

ain't	any	more	baby	than	you	are."	And	Joe	snuffled	a	little.
"Well,	we'll	 let	 the	 cry-baby	 go	 home	 to	 his	mother,	won't	we,	Huck?	Poor

thing	—	does	 it	want	 to	see	 its	mother?	And	so	 it	shall.	You	like	 it	here,	don't
you,	Huck?	We'll	stay,	won't	we?"
Huck	said,	"Y-e-s"	—	without	any	heart	in	it.
"I'll	never	speak	to	you	again	as	long	as	I	live,"	said	Joe,	rising.	"There	now!"

And	he	moved	moodily	away	and	began	to	dress	himself.
"Who	 cares!"	 said	 Tom.	 "Nobody	 wants	 you	 to.	 Go	 'long	 home	 and	 get

laughed	 at.	Oh,	 you're	 a	 nice	 pirate.	Huck	 and	me	 ain't	 cry-babies.	We'll	 stay,
won't	we,	Huck?	Let	him	go	if	he	wants	to.	I	reckon	we	can	get	along	without
him,	per'aps."
But	Tom	was	uneasy,	nevertheless,	and	was	alarmed	to	see	Joe	go	sullenly	on

with	 his	 dressing.	 And	 then	 it	 was	 discomforting	 to	 see	 Huck	 eying	 Joe's
preparations	 so	 wistfully,	 and	 keeping	 up	 such	 an	 ominous	 silence.	 Presently,
without	a	parting	word,	Joe	began	to	wade	off	 toward	the	Illinois	shore.	Tom's
heart	 began	 to	 sink.	 He	 glanced	 at	 Huck.	 Huck	 could	 not	 bear	 the	 look,	 and
dropped	his	eyes.	Then	he	said:



"I	want	to	go,	too,	Tom.	It	was	getting	so	lonesome	anyway,	and	now	it'll	be
worse.	Let's	us	go,	too,	Tom."
"I	won't!	You	can	all	go,	if	you	want	to.	I	mean	to	stay."
"Tom,	I	better	go."
"Well,	go	'long	—	who's	hendering	you."
Huck	began	to	pick	up	his	scattered	clothes.	He	said:
"Tom,	I	wisht	you'd	come,	too.	Now	you	think	it	over.	We'll	wait	for	you	when

we	get	to	shore."
"Well,	you'll	wait	a	blame	long	time,	that's	all."
Huck	 started	 sorrowfully	 away,	 and	 Tom	 stood	 looking	 after	 him,	 with	 a

strong	desire	tugging	at	his	heart	to	yield	his	pride	and	go	along	too.	He	hoped
the	boys	would	stop,	but	they	still	waded	slowly	on.	It	suddenly	dawned	on	Tom
that	 it	was	 become	 very	 lonely	 and	 still.	He	made	 one	 final	 struggle	with	 his
pride,	and	then	darted	after	his	comrades,	yelling:
"Wait!	Wait!	I	want	to	tell	you	something!"
They	presently	stopped	and	turned	around.	When	he	got	to	where	they	were,

he	began	unfolding	his	secret,	and	they	listened	moodily	till	at	last	they	saw	the
"point"	he	was	driving	at,	and	then	they	set	up	a	war-whoop	of	applause	and	said
it	was	"splendid!"	and	said	if	he	had	told	them	at	first,	they	wouldn't	have	started
away.	He	made	a	plausible	excuse;	but	his	real	reason	had	been	the	fear	that	not
even	the	secret	would	keep	them	with	him	any	very	great	length	of	time,	and	so
he	had	meant	to	hold	it	in	reserve	as	a	last	seduction.
The	lads	came	gayly	back	and	went	at	their	sports	again	with	a	will,	chattering

all	the	time	about	Tom's	stupendous	plan	and	admiring	the	genius	of	it.	After	a
dainty	 egg	 and	 fish	 dinner,	 Tom	 said	 he	 wanted	 to	 learn	 to	 smoke,	 now.	 Joe
caught	at	 the	 idea	and	said	he	would	 like	 to	 try,	 too.	So	Huck	made	pipes	and
filled	them.	These	novices	had	never	smoked	anything	before	but	cigars	made	of
grape-vine,	and	they	"bit"	the	tongue,	and	were	not	considered	manly	anyway.
Now	they	stretched	themselves	out	on	their	elbows	and	began	to	puff,	charily,

and	 with	 slender	 confidence.	 The	 smoke	 had	 an	 unpleasant	 taste,	 and	 they
gagged	a	little,	but	Tom	said:
"Why,	it's	just	as	easy!	If	I'd	a	knowed	this	was	all,	I'd	a	learnt	long	ago."
"So	would	I,"	said	Joe.	"It's	just	nothing."
"Why,	many	a	time	I've	looked	at	people	smoking,	and	thought	well	I	wish	I

could	do	that;	but	I	never	thought	I	could,"	said	Tom.
"That's	 just	 the	way	with	me,	hain't	 it,	Huck?	You've	heard	me	talk	 just	 that

way	—	haven't	you,	Huck?	I'll	leave	it	to	Huck	if	I	haven't."
"Yes	—	heaps	of	times,"	said	Huck.
"Well,	 I	 have	 too,"	 said	 Tom;	 "oh,	 hundreds	 of	 times.	 Once	 down	 by	 the



slaughter-house.	Don't	you	remember,	Huck?	Bob	Tanner	was	there,	and	Johnny
Miller,	and	Jeff	Thatcher,	when	 I	 said	 it.	Don't	you	 remember,	Huck,	 'bout	me
saying	that?"
"Yes,	 that's	 so,"	 said	Huck.	 "That	was	 the	day	after	 I	 lost	a	white	alley.	No,

'twas	the	day	before."
"There	—	I	told	you	so,"	said	Tom.	"Huck	recollects	it."
"I	bleeve	I	could	smoke	this	pipe	all	day,"	said	Joe.	"I	don't	feel	sick."
"Neither	do	I,"	said	Tom.	"I	could	smoke	it	all	day.	But	I	bet	you	Jeff	Thatcher

couldn't."
"Jeff	Thatcher!	Why,	 he'd	 keel	 over	 just	with	 two	 draws.	 Just	 let	 him	 try	 it

once.	He'd	see!"
"I	bet	he	would.	And	Johnny	Miller	—	I	wish	could	see	Johnny	Miller	tackle

it	once."
"Oh,	don't	I!"	said	Joe.	"Why,	I	bet	you	Johnny	Miller	couldn't	any	more	do

this	than	nothing.	Just	one	little	snifter	would	fetch	him."
"'Deed	it	would,	Joe.	Say	—	I	wish	the	boys	could	see	us	now."
"So	do	I."
"Say	—	boys,	don't	say	anything	about	it,	and	some	time	when	they're	around,

I'll	 come	up	 to	you	and	say,	 'Joe,	got	a	pipe?	 I	want	a	 smoke.'	And	you'll	 say,
kind	of	careless	like,	as	if	it	warn't	anything,	you'll	say,	'Yes,	I	got	my	old	pipe,
and	 another	 one,	 but	my	 tobacker	 ain't	 very	 good.'	And	 I'll	 say,	 'Oh,	 that's	 all
right,	if	it's	strong	enough.'	And	then	you'll	out	with	the	pipes,	and	we'll	light	up
just	as	ca'm,	and	then	just	see	'em	look!"
"By	jings,	that'll	be	gay,	Tom!	I	wish	it	was	Now!"
"So	do	I!	And	when	we	tell	 'em	we	learned	when	we	was	off	pirating,	won't

they	wish	they'd	been	along?"
"Oh,	I	reckon	not!	I'll	just	bet	they	will!"
So	the	talk	ran	on.	But	presently	it	began	to	flag	a	trifle,	and	grow	disjointed.

The	 silences	 widened;	 the	 expectoration	 marvellously	 increased.	 Every	 pore
inside	the	boys'	cheeks	became	a	spouting	fountain;	they	could	scarcely	bail	out
the	 cellars	 under	 their	 tongues	 fast	 enough	 to	 prevent	 an	 inundation;	 little
overflowings	 down	 their	 throats	 occurred	 in	 spite	 of	 all	 they	 could	 do,	 and
sudden	 retchings	 followed	 every	 time.	 Both	 boys	were	 looking	 very	 pale	 and
miserable,	now.	Joe's	pipe	dropped	from	his	nerveless	 fingers.	Tom's	 followed.
Both	 fountains	 were	 going	 furiously	 and	 both	 pumps	 bailing	 with	 might	 and
main.	Joe	said	feebly:
"I've	lost	my	knife.	I	reckon	I	better	go	and	find	it."
Tom	said,	with	quivering	lips	and	halting	utterance:
"I'll	help	you.	You	go	over	 that	way	and	 I'll	hunt	around	by	 the	 spring.	No,



you	needn't	come,	Huck	—	we	can	find	it."
So	Huck	sat	down	again,	and	waited	an	hour.	Then	he	found	it	lonesome,	and

went	to	find	his	comrades.	They	were	wide	apart	in	the	woods,	both	very	pale,
both	 fast	 asleep.	But	 something	 informed	him	 that	 if	 they	had	had	any	 trouble
they	had	got	rid	of	it.
They	were	 not	 talkative	 at	 supper	 that	 night.	 They	 had	 a	 humble	 look,	 and

when	Huck	prepared	his	pipe	after	the	meal	and	was	going	to	prepare	theirs,	they
said	 no,	 they	were	 not	 feeling	 very	well	—	 something	 they	 ate	 at	 dinner	 had
disagreed	with	them.
About	 midnight	 Joe	 awoke,	 and	 called	 the	 boys.	 There	 was	 a	 brooding

oppressiveness	 in	 the	 air	 that	 seemed	 to	 bode	 something.	 The	 boys	 huddled
themselves	 together	 and	 sought	 the	 friendly	 companionship	of	 the	 fire,	 though
the	dull	dead	heat	of	the	breathless	atmosphere	was	stifling.	They	sat	still,	intent
and	waiting.	The	solemn	hush	continued.	Beyond	the	light	of	the	fire	everything
was	swallowed	up	in	the	blackness	of	darkness.	Presently	there	came	a	quivering
glow	that	vaguely	revealed	the	foliage	for	a	moment	and	then	vanished.	By	and
by	another	came,	a	little	stronger.	Then	another.	Then	a	faint	moan	came	sighing
through	the	branches	of	the	forest	and	the	boys	felt	a	fleeting	breath	upon	their
cheeks,	and	shuddered	with	 the	fancy	 that	 the	Spirit	of	 the	Night	had	gone	by.
There	was	a	pause.	Now	a	weird	flash	turned	night	into	day	and	showed	every
little	grass-blade,	separate	and	distinct,	that	grew	about	their	feet.	And	it	showed
three	white,	startled	faces,	too.	A	deep	peal	of	thunder	went	rolling	and	tumbling
down	the	heavens	and	lost	itself	in	sullen	rumblings	in	the	distance.	A	sweep	of
chilly	air	passed	by,	rustling	all	the	leaves	and	snowing	the	flaky	ashes	broadcast
about	the	fire.	Another	fierce	glare	lit	up	the	forest	and	an	instant	crash	followed
that	seemed	to	rend	the	tree-tops	right	over	the	boys'	heads.	They	clung	together
in	 terror,	 in	 the	 thick	 gloom	 that	 followed.	A	 few	big	 rain-drops	 fell	 pattering
upon	the	leaves.
"Quick!	boys,	go	for	the	tent!"	exclaimed	Tom.
They	sprang	away,	stumbling	over	roots	and	among	vines	in	the	dark,	no	two

plunging	in	the	same	direction.	A	furious	blast	roared	through	the	trees,	making
everything	sing	as	 it	went.	One	blinding	 flash	after	another	came,	and	peal	on
peal	of	deafening	thunder.	And	now	a	drenching	rain	poured	down	and	the	rising
hurricane	drove	it	in	sheets	along	the	ground.	The	boys	cried	out	to	each	other,
but	 the	 roaring	 wind	 and	 the	 booming	 thunder-blasts	 drowned	 their	 voices
utterly.	However,	one	by	one	they	straggled	in	at	last	and	took	shelter	under	the
tent,	 cold,	 scared,	 and	 streaming	 with	 water;	 but	 to	 have	 company	 in	 misery
seemed	something	to	be	grateful	for.	They	could	not	talk,	the	old	sail	flapped	so
furiously,	even	 if	 the	other	noises	would	have	allowed	 them.	The	 tempest	 rose



higher	and	higher,	and	presently	the	sail	tore	loose	from	its	fastenings	and	went
winging	 away	 on	 the	 blast.	 The	 boys	 seized	 each	 others'	 hands	 and	 fled,	with
many	 tumblings	 and	 bruises,	 to	 the	 shelter	 of	 a	 great	 oak	 that	 stood	 upon	 the
river-bank.	Now	the	battle	was	at	its	highest.	Under	the	ceaseless	conflagration
of	lightning	that	flamed	in	the	skies,	everything	below	stood	out	in	clean-cut	and
shadowless	 distinctness:	 the	bending	 trees,	 the	billowy	 river,	white	with	 foam,
the	 driving	 spray	 of	 spume-flakes,	 the	 dim	 outlines	 of	 the	 high	 bluffs	 on	 the
other	side,	glimpsed	through	the	drifting	cloud-rack	and	the	slanting	veil	of	rain.
Every	little	while	some	giant	tree	yielded	the	fight	and	fell	crashing	through	the
younger	 growth;	 and	 the	 unflagging	 thunder-peals	 came	 now	 in	 ear-splitting
explosive	 bursts,	 keen	 and	 sharp,	 and	 unspeakably	 appalling.	 The	 storm
culminated	in	one	matchless	effort	that	seemed	likely	to	tear	the	island	to	pieces,
burn	it	up,	drown	it	to	the	tree-tops,	blow	it	away,	and	deafen	every	creature	in	it,
all	at	one	and	the	same	moment.	It	was	a	wild	night	for	homeless	young	heads	to
be	out	in.
But	at	last	the	battle	was	done,	and	the	forces	retired	with	weaker	and	weaker

threatenings	and	grumblings,	and	peace	resumed	her	sway.	The	boys	went	back
to	 camp,	 a	 good	 deal	 awed;	 but	 they	 found	 there	 was	 still	 something	 to	 be
thankful	 for,	 because	 the	great	 sycamore,	 the	 shelter	of	 their	 beds,	was	 a	 ruin,
now,	blasted	by	the	lightnings,	and	they	were	not	under	it	when	the	catastrophe
happened.
Everything	 in	 camp	was	 drenched,	 the	 camp-fire	 as	well;	 for	 they	were	 but

heedless	lads,	like	their	generation,	and	had	made	no	provision	against	rain.	Here
was	matter	 for	 dismay,	 for	 they	 were	 soaked	 through	 and	 chilled.	 They	 were
eloquent	in	their	distress;	but	they	presently	discovered	that	the	fire	had	eaten	so
far	up	under	the	great	log	it	had	been	built	against	(where	it	curved	upward	and
separated	 itself	 from	 the	 ground),	 that	 a	 handbreadth	 or	 so	 of	 it	 had	 escaped
wetting;	so	they	patiently	wrought	until,	with	shreds	and	bark	gathered	from	the
under	sides	of	sheltered	logs,	they	coaxed	the	fire	to	burn	again.	Then	they	piled
on	great	dead	boughs	till	they	had	a	roaring	furnace,	and	were	glad-hearted	once
more.	They	dried	their	boiled	ham	and	had	a	feast,	and	after	that	they	sat	by	the
fire	and	expanded	and	glorified	their	midnight	adventure	until	morning,	for	there
was	not	a	dry	spot	to	sleep	on,	anywhere	around.
As	the	sun	began	to	steal	in	upon	the	boys,	drowsiness	came	over	them,	and

they	went	out	on	the	sandbar	and	lay	down	to	sleep.	They	got	scorched	out	by
and	by,	 and	drearily	 set	 about	getting	breakfast.	After	 the	meal	 they	 felt	 rusty,
and	stiff-jointed,	and	a	little	homesick	once	more.	Tom	saw	the	signs,	and	fell	to
cheering	up	the	pirates	as	well	as	he	could.	But	they	cared	nothing	for	marbles,
or	circus,	or	swimming,	or	anything.	He	reminded	them	of	the	imposing	secret,



and	raised	a	ray	of	cheer.	While	it	lasted,	he	got	them	interested	in	a	new	device.
This	was	 to	knock	off	being	pirates,	 for	 a	while,	 and	be	 Indians	 for	 a	 change.
They	were	attracted	by	 this	 idea;	so	 it	was	not	 long	before	 they	were	stripped,
and	striped	from	head	to	heel	with	black	mud,	like	so	many	zebras	—	all	of	them
chiefs,	of	course	—	and	then	they	went	tearing	through	the	woods	to	attack	an
English	settlement.
By	and	by	they	separated	into	three	hostile	tribes,	and	darted	upon	each	other

from	ambush	with	dreadful	war-whoops,	 and	killed	 and	 scalped	 each	other	 by
thousands.	It	was	a	gory	day.	Consequently	it	was	an	extremely	satisfactory	one.
They	 assembled	 in	 camp	 toward	 supper-time,	 hungry	 and	happy;	 but	 now	a

difficulty	 arose	 —	 hostile	 Indians	 could	 not	 break	 the	 bread	 of	 hospitality
together	without	first	making	peace,	and	this	was	a	simple	impossibility	without
smoking	a	pipe	of	peace.	There	was	no	other	process	that	ever	they	had	heard	of.
Two	 of	 the	 savages	 almost	wished	 they	 had	 remained	 pirates.	However,	 there
was	no	other	way;	so	with	such	show	of	cheerfulness	as	they	could	muster	they
called	for	the	pipe	and	took	their	whiff	as	it	passed,	in	due	form.
And	behold,	they	were	glad	they	had	gone	into	savagery,	for	they	had	gained

something;	they	found	that	 they	could	now	smoke	a	little	without	having	to	go
and	 hunt	 for	 a	 lost	 knife;	 they	 did	 not	 get	 sick	 enough	 to	 be	 seriously
uncomfortable.	They	were	not	likely	to	fool	away	this	high	promise	for	lack	of
effort.	No,	they	practised	cautiously,	after	supper,	with	right	fair	success,	and	so
they	 spent	 a	 jubilant	 evening.	 They	 were	 prouder	 and	 happier	 in	 their	 new
acquirement	than	they	would	have	been	in	the	scalping	and	skinning	of	the	Six
Nations.	We	will	 leave	 them	 to	smoke	and	chatter	and	brag,	 since	we	have	no
further	use	for	them	at	present.



Chapter		17	
But	there	was	no	hilarity	in	the	little	town	that	same	tranquil	Saturday	afternoon.
The	Harpers,	and	Aunt	Polly's	family,	were	being	put	into	mourning,	with	great
grief	 and	many	 tears.	An	 unusual	 quiet	 possessed	 the	 village,	 although	 it	was
ordinarily	 quiet	 enough,	 in	 all	 conscience.	 The	 villagers	 conducted	 their
concerns	with	an	absent	air,	and	talked	little;	but	they	sighed	often.	The	Saturday
holiday	seemed	a	burden	to	the	children.	They	had	no	heart	in	their	sports,	and
gradually	gave	them	up.
In	 the	 afternoon	 Becky	 Thatcher	 found	 herself	 moping	 about	 the	 deserted

schoolhouse	yard,	and	feeling	very	melancholy.	But	she	found	nothing	there	to
comfort	her.	She	soliloquized:
"Oh,	if	I	only	had	a	brass	andiron-knob	again!	But	I	haven't	got	anything	now

to	remember	him	by."	And	she	choked	back	a	little	sob.
Presently	she	stopped,	and	said	to	herself:
"It	 was	 right	 here.	 Oh,	 if	 it	 was	 to	 do	 over	 again,	 I	 wouldn't	 say	 that	—	 I

wouldn't	say	it	for	the	whole	world.	But	he's	gone	now;	I'll	never,	never,	never
see	him	any	more."
This	thought	broke	her	down,	and	she	wandered	away,	with	tears	rolling	down

her	cheeks.	Then	quite	a	group	of	boys	and	girls	—	playmates	of	Tom's	and	Joe's
—	came	by,	and	stood	looking	over	the	paling	fence	and	talking	in	reverent	tones
of	how	Tom	did	so-and-so	the	last	time	they	saw	him,	and	how	Joe	said	this	and
that	small	trifle	(pregnant	with	awful	prophecy,	as	they	could	easily	see	now!)	—
and	each	speaker	pointed	out	the	exact	spot	where	the	lost	lads	stood	at	the	time,
and	then	added	something	like	"and	I	was	a-standing	just	so	—	just	as	I	am	now,
and	as	if	you	was	him	—	I	was	as	close	as	that	—	and	he	smiled,	just	this	way	—
and	then	something	seemed	to	go	all	over	me,	like	—	awful,	you	know	—	and	I
never	thought	what	it	meant,	of	course,	but	I	can	see	now!"
Then	there	was	a	dispute	about	who	saw	the	dead	boys	last	in	life,	and	many

claimed	 that	 dismal	 distinction,	 and	 offered	 evidences,	more	 or	 less	 tampered
with	 by	 the	 witness;	 and	 when	 it	 was	 ultimately	 decided	 who	 did	 see	 the
departed	 last,	 and	 exchanged	 the	 last	words	with	 them,	 the	 lucky	 parties	 took
upon	themselves	a	sort	of	sacred	importance,	and	were	gaped	at	and	envied	by
all	 the	 rest.	 One	 poor	 chap,	 who	 had	 no	 other	 grandeur	 to	 offer,	 said	 with
tolerably	manifest	pride	in	the	remembrance:



"Well,	Tom	Sawyer	he	licked	me	once."
But	 that	bid	for	glory	was	a	failure.	Most	of	 the	boys	could	say	that,	and	so

that	cheapened	the	distinction	too	much.	The	group	loitered	away,	still	recalling
memories	of	the	lost	heroes,	in	awed	voices.
When	the	Sunday-school	hour	was	finished,	the	next	morning,	the	bell	began

to	 toll,	 instead	of	 ringing	 in	 the	usual	way.	 It	was	a	very	still	Sabbath,	and	 the
mournful	sound	seemed	in	keeping	with	 the	musing	hush	 that	 lay	upon	nature.
The	villagers	began	to	gather,	loitering	a	moment	in	the	vestibule	to	converse	in
whispers	about	the	sad	event.	But	there	was	no	whispering	in	the	house;	only	the
funereal	 rustling	of	 dresses	 as	 the	women	gathered	 to	 their	 seats	 disturbed	 the
silence	 there.	 None	 could	 remember	 when	 the	 little	 church	 had	 been	 so	 full
before.	There	was	finally	a	waiting	pause,	an	expectant	dumbness,	and	then	Aunt
Polly	entered,	followed	by	Sid	and	Mary,	and	they	by	the	Harper	family,	all	 in
deep	black,	and	the	whole	congregation,	the	old	minister	as	well,	rose	reverently
and	 stood	until	 the	mourners	were	 seated	 in	 the	 front	 pew.	There	was	 another
communing	silence,	broken	at	 intervals	by	muffled	sobs,	and	 then	 the	minister
spread	 his	 hands	 abroad	 and	 prayed.	 A	moving	 hymn	was	 sung,	 and	 the	 text
followed:	"I	am	the	Resurrection	and	the	Life."
As	the	service	proceeded,	the	clergyman	drew	such	pictures	of	the	graces,	the

winning	 ways,	 and	 the	 rare	 promise	 of	 the	 lost	 lads	 that	 every	 soul	 there,
thinking	 he	 recognized	 these	 pictures,	 felt	 a	 pang	 in	 remembering	 that	 he	 had
persistently	blinded	himself	to	them	always	before,	and	had	as	persistently	seen
only	 faults	 and	 flaws	 in	 the	 poor	 boys.	 The	minister	 related	many	 a	 touching
incident	in	the	lives	of	the	departed,	too,	which	illustrated	their	sweet,	generous
natures,	 and	 the	 people	 could	 easily	 see,	 now,	 how	 noble	 and	 beautiful	 those
episodes	were,	 and	 remembered	with	 grief	 that	 at	 the	 time	 they	 occurred	 they
had	 seemed	 rank	 rascalities,	well	 deserving	 of	 the	 cowhide.	 The	 congregation
became	more	and	more	moved,	as	the	pathetic	tale	went	on,	till	at	last	the	whole
company	broke	down	and	joined	the	weeping	mourners	in	a	chorus	of	anguished
sobs,	the	preacher	himself	giving	way	to	his	feelings,	and	crying	in	the	pulpit.
There	was	a	 rustle	 in	 the	gallery,	which	nobody	noticed;	a	moment	 later	 the

church	 door	 creaked;	 the	 minister	 raised	 his	 streaming	 eyes	 above	 his
handkerchief,	 and	 stood	 transfixed!	 First	 one	 and	 then	 another	 pair	 of	 eyes
followed	the	minister's,	and	then	almost	with	one	impulse	the	congregation	rose
and	 stared	while	 the	 three	 dead	 boys	 came	marching	 up	 the	 aisle,	 Tom	 in	 the
lead,	 Joe	 next,	 and	Huck,	 a	 ruin	 of	 drooping	 rags,	 sneaking	 sheepishly	 in	 the
rear!	 They	 had	 been	 hid	 in	 the	 unused	 gallery	 listening	 to	 their	 own	 funeral
sermon!
Aunt	Polly,	Mary,	and	the	Harpers	threw	themselves	upon	their	restored	ones,



smothered	 them	 with	 kisses	 and	 poured	 out	 thanksgivings,	 while	 poor	 Huck
stood	abashed	and	uncomfortable,	not	knowing	exactly	what	 to	do	or	where	 to
hide	 from	so	many	unwelcoming	eyes.	He	wavered,	and	started	 to	 slink	away,
but	Tom	seized	him	and	said:
"Aunt	Polly,	it	ain't	fair.	Somebody's	got	to	be	glad	to	see	Huck."
"And	 so	 they	 shall.	 I'm	 glad	 to	 see	 him,	 poor	 motherless	 thing!"	 And	 the

loving	 attentions	Aunt	Polly	 lavished	upon	him	were	 the	one	 thing	 capable	 of
making	him	more	uncomfortable	than	he	was	before.
Suddenly	the	minister	shouted	at	the	top	of	his	voice:	"Praise	God	from	whom

all	blessings	flow	—	Sing!	—	and	put	your	hearts	in	it!"
And	they	did.	Old	Hundred	swelled	up	with	a	triumphant	burst,	and	while	it

shook	 the	 rafters	 Tom	 Sawyer	 the	 Pirate	 looked	 around	 upon	 the	 envying
juveniles	about	him	and	confessed	in	his	heart	that	this	was	the	proudest	moment
of	his	life.
As	the	"sold"	congregation	trooped	out	they	said	they	would	almost	be	willing

to	be	made	ridiculous	again	to	hear	Old	Hundred	sung	like	that	once	more.
Tom	got	more	cuffs	and	kisses	that	day	—	according	to	Aunt	Polly's	varying

moods	 —	 than	 he	 had	 earned	 before	 in	 a	 year;	 and	 he	 hardly	 knew	 which
expressed	the	most	gratefulness	to	God	and	affection	for	himself.



Chapter		18	
That	 was	 Tom's	 great	 secret	 —	 the	 scheme	 to	 return	 home	 with	 his	 brother
pirates	 and	 attend	 their	 own	 funerals.	 They	 had	 paddled	 over	 to	 the	Missouri
shore	on	a	log,	at	dusk	on	Saturday,	landing	five	or	six	miles	below	the	village;
they	had	slept	in	the	woods	at	the	edge	of	the	town	till	nearly	daylight,	and	had
then	crept	through	back	lanes	and	alleys	and	finished	their	sleep	in	the	gallery	of
the	church	among	a	chaos	of	invalided	benches.
At	 breakfast,	 Monday	 morning,	 Aunt	 Polly	 and	Mary	 were	 very	 loving	 to

Tom,	and	very	attentive	 to	his	wants.	There	was	an	unusual	amount	of	 talk.	 In
the	course	of	it	Aunt	Polly	said:
"Well,	I	don't	say	it	wasn't	a	fine	joke,	Tom,	to	keep	everybody	suffering	'most

a	week	so	you	boys	had	a	good	time,	but	it	is	a	pity	you	could	be	so	hard-hearted
as	to	let	me	suffer	so.	If	you	could	come	over	on	a	log	to	go	to	your	funeral,	you
could	have	come	over	and	give	me	a	hint	 some	way	 that	you	warn't	dead,	but
only	run	off."
"Yes,	you	could	have	done	that,	Tom,"	said	Mary;	"and	I	believe	you	would	if

you	had	thought	of	it."
"Would	 you,	 Tom?"	 said	Aunt	 Polly,	 her	 face	 lighting	wistfully.	 "Say,	 now,

would	you,	if	you'd	thought	of	it?"
"I	—	well,	I	don't	know.	'Twould	'a'	spoiled	everything."
"Tom,	I	hoped	you	loved	me	that	much,"	said	Aunt	Polly,	with	a	grieved	tone

that	discomforted	the	boy.	"It	would	have	been	something	if	you'd	cared	enough
to	think	of	it,	even	if	you	didn't	do	it."
"Now,	auntie,	that	ain't	any	harm,"	pleaded	Mary;	"it's	only	Tom's	giddy	way

—	he	is	always	in	such	a	rush	that	he	never	thinks	of	anything."
"More's	the	pity.	Sid	would	have	thought.	And	Sid	would	have	come	and	done

it,	too.	Tom,	you'll	look	back,	some	day,	when	it's	too	late,	and	wish	you'd	cared
a	little	more	for	me	when	it	would	have	cost	you	so	little."
"Now,	auntie,	you	know	I	do	care	for	you,"	said	Tom.
"I'd	know	it	better	if	you	acted	more	like	it."
"I	wish	now	I'd	thought,"	said	Tom,	with	a	repentant	tone;	"but	I	dreamt	about

you,	anyway.	That's	something,	ain't	it?"
"It	ain't	much	—	a	cat	does	that	much	—	but	it's	better	than	nothing.	What	did

you	dream?"



"Why,	Wednesday	night	I	dreamt	that	you	was	sitting	over	 there	by	the	bed,
and	Sid	was	sitting	by	the	woodbox,	and	Mary	next	to	him."
"Well,	so	we	did.	So	we	always	do.	I'm	glad	your	dreams	could	take	even	that

much	trouble	about	us."
"And	I	dreamt	that	Joe	Harper's	mother	was	here."
"Why,	she	was	here!	Did	you	dream	any	more?"
"Oh,	lots.	But	it's	so	dim,	now."
"Well,	try	to	recollect	—	can't	you?"
"Somehow	it	seems	to	me	that	the	wind	—	the	wind	blowed	the	—	the	—"
"Try	harder,	Tom!	The	wind	did	blow	something.	Come!"
Tom	pressed	his	fingers	on	his	forehead	an	anxious	minute,	and	then	said:
"I've	got	it	now!	I've	got	it	now!	It	blowed	the	candle!"
"Mercy	on	us!	Go	on,	Tom	—	go	on!"
"And	it	seems	to	me	that	you	said,	'Why,	I	believe	that	that	door	—'"
"Go	on,	Tom!"
"Just	 let	 me	 study	 a	 moment	—	 just	 a	 moment.	 Oh,	 yes	—	 you	 said	 you

believed	the	door	was	open."
"As	I'm	sitting	here,	I	did!	Didn't	I,	Mary!	Go	on!"
"And	then	—	and	then	—	well	I	won't	be	certain,	but	it	seems	like	as	if	you

made	Sid	go	and	—	and	—"
"Well?	Well?	What	did	I	make	him	do,	Tom?	What	did	I	make	him	do?"
"You	made	him	—	you	—	Oh,	you	made	him	shut	it."
"Well,	for	the	land's	sake!	I	never	heard	the	beat	of	that	in	all	my	days!	Don't

tell	me	 there	ain't	 anything	 in	dreams,	any	more.	Sereny	Harper	 shall	know	of
this	before	I'm	an	hour	older.	I'd	like	to	see	her	get	around	this	with	her	rubbage
'bout	superstition.	Go	on,	Tom!"
"Oh,	it's	all	getting	just	as	bright	as	day,	now.	Next	you	said	I	warn't	bad,	only

mischeevous	and	harum-scarum,	and	not	any	more	responsible	than	—	than	—	I
think	it	was	a	colt,	or	something."
"And	so	it	was!	Well,	goodness	gracious!	Go	on,	Tom!"
"And	then	you	began	to	cry."
"So	I	did.	So	I	did.	Not	the	first	time,	neither.	And	then	—"
"Then	Mrs.	Harper	she	began	to	cry,	and	said	Joe	was	just	the	same,	and	she

wished	she	hadn't	whipped	him	for	taking	cream	when	she'd	throwed	it	out	her
own	self	—"
"Tom!	The	sperrit	was	upon	you!	You	was	a	prophesying	—	that's	what	you

was	doing!	Land	alive,	go	on,	Tom!"
"Then	Sid	he	said	—	he	said	—"
"I	don't	think	I	said	anything,"	said	Sid.



"Yes	you	did,	Sid,"	said	Mary.
"Shut	your	heads	and	let	Tom	go	on!	What	did	he	say,	Tom?"
"He	said	—	I	think	he	said	he	hoped	I	was	better	off	where	I	was	gone	to,	but

if	I'd	been	better	sometimes	—"
"There,	d'you	hear	that!	It	was	his	very	words!"
"And	you	shut	him	up	sharp."
"I	 lay	 I	 did!	 There	must	 'a'	 been	 an	 angel	 there.	 There	was	 an	 angel	 there,

somewheres!"
"And	Mrs.	Harper	told	about	Joe	scaring	her	with	a	firecracker,	and	you	told

about	Peter	and	the	Painkiller	—"
"Just	as	true	as	I	live!"
"And	 then	 there	was	a	whole	 lot	of	 talk	 'bout	dragging	 the	 river	 for	us,	 and

'bout	having	the	funeral	Sunday,	and	then	you	and	old	Miss	Harper	hugged	and
cried,	and	she	went."
"It	happened	just	so!	It	happened	just	so,	as	sure	as	I'm	a-sitting	in	these	very

tracks.	Tom,	you	couldn't	told	it	more	like	if	you'd	'a'	seen	it!	And	then	what?	Go
on,	Tom!"
"Then	 I	 thought	 you	 prayed	 for	me	—	 and	 I	 could	 see	 you	 and	 hear	 every

word	you	said.	And	you	went	to	bed,	and	I	was	so	sorry	that	I	took	and	wrote	on
a	piece	of	sycamore	bark,	 'We	ain't	dead	—	we	are	only	off	being	pirates,'	and
put	 it	 on	 the	 table	 by	 the	 candle;	 and	 then	 you	 looked	 so	 good,	 laying	 there
asleep,	that	I	thought	I	went	and	leaned	over	and	kissed	you	on	the	lips."
"Did	 you,	 Tom,	 did	 you!	 I	 just	 forgive	 you	 everything	 for	 that!"	 And	 she

seized	 the	 boy	 in	 a	 crushing	 embrace	 that	made	 him	 feel	 like	 the	 guiltiest	 of
villains.
"It	was	very	kind,	even	though	it	was	only	a	—	dream,"	Sid	soliloquized	just

audibly.
"Shut	 up,	 Sid!	A	 body	 does	 just	 the	 same	 in	 a	 dream	 as	 he'd	 do	 if	 he	was

awake.	Here's	a	big	Milum	apple	I've	been	saving	for	you,	Tom,	if	you	was	ever
found	again	—	now	go	'long	to	school.	I'm	thankful	to	the	good	God	and	Father
of	us	all	I've	got	you	back,	that's	long-suffering	and	merciful	to	them	that	believe
on	Him	and	keep	His	word,	 though	goodness	knows	I'm	unworthy	of	 it,	but	 if
only	the	worthy	ones	got	His	blessings	and	had	His	hand	to	help	them	over	the
rough	 places,	 there's	 few	 enough	would	 smile	 here	 or	 ever	 enter	 into	His	 rest
when	the	long	night	comes.	Go	'long	Sid,	Mary,	Tom	—	take	yourselves	off	—
you've	hendered	me	long	enough."
The	 children	 left	 for	 school,	 and	 the	 old	 lady	 to	 call	 on	 Mrs.	 Harper	 and

vanquish	her	realism	with	Tom's	marvellous	dream.	Sid	had	better	judgment	than
to	utter	the	thought	that	was	in	his	mind	as	he	left	the	house.	It	was	this:	"Pretty



thin	—	as	long	a	dream	as	that,	without	any	mistakes	in	it!"
What	a	hero	Tom	was	become,	now!	He	did	not	go	skipping	and	prancing,	but

moved	with	a	dignified	swagger	as	became	a	pirate	who	felt	that	the	public	eye
was	on	him.	And	indeed	it	was;	he	tried	not	to	seem	to	see	the	looks	or	hear	the
remarks	as	he	passed	along,	but	they	were	food	and	drink	to	him.	Smaller	boys
than	himself	flocked	at	his	heels,	as	proud	to	be	seen	with	him,	and	tolerated	by
him,	as	if	he	had	been	the	drummer	at	the	head	of	a	procession	or	the	elephant
leading	a	menagerie	into	town.	Boys	of	his	own	size	pretended	not	to	know	he
had	been	 away	 at	 all;	 but	 they	were	 consuming	with	 envy,	 nevertheless.	They
would	have	given	anything	to	have	that	swarthy	suntanned	skin	of	his,	and	his
glittering	notoriety;	and	Tom	would	not	have	parted	with	either	for	a	circus.
At	school	 the	children	made	so	much	of	him	and	of	Joe,	and	delivered	such

eloquent	 admiration	 from	 their	 eyes,	 that	 the	 two	 heroes	 were	 not	 long	 in
becoming	insufferably	"stuck-up."	They	began	to	tell	their	adventures	to	hungry
listeners	—	but	 they	only	began;	 it	was	not	a	 thing	likely	to	have	an	end,	with
imaginations	like	theirs	to	furnish	material.	And	finally,	when	they	got	out	their
pipes	and	went	serenely	puffing	around,	the	very	summit	of	glory	was	reached.
Tom	decided	that	he	could	be	independent	of	Becky	Thatcher	now.	Glory	was

sufficient.	He	would	 live	 for	glory.	Now	 that	he	was	distinguished,	maybe	 she
would	be	wanting	to	"make	up."	Well,	let	her	—	she	should	see	that	he	could	be
as	indifferent	as	some	other	people.	Presently	she	arrived.	Tom	pretended	not	to
see	her.	He	moved	away	and	joined	a	group	of	boys	and	girls	and	began	to	talk.
Soon	he	observed	that	she	was	tripping	gayly	back	and	forth	with	flushed	face
and	 dancing	 eyes,	 pretending	 to	 be	 busy	 chasing	 schoolmates,	 and	 screaming
with	laughter	when	she	made	a	capture;	but	he	noticed	that	she	always	made	her
captures	 in	 his	 vicinity,	 and	 that	 she	 seemed	 to	 cast	 a	 conscious	 eye	 in	 his
direction	at	 such	 times,	 too.	 It	 gratified	all	 the	vicious	vanity	 that	was	 in	him;
and	so,	instead	of	winning	him,	it	only	"set	him	up"	the	more	and	made	him	the
more	diligent	to	avoid	betraying	that	he	knew	she	was	about.	Presently	she	gave
over	 skylarking,	 and	 moved	 irresolutely	 about,	 sighing	 once	 or	 twice	 and
glancing	furtively	and	wistfully	toward	Tom.	Then	she	observed	that	now	Tom
was	talking	more	particularly	to	Amy	Lawrence	than	to	any	one	else.	She	felt	a
sharp	pang	and	grew	disturbed	and	uneasy	at	once.	She	tried	to	go	away,	but	her
feet	were	 treacherous,	 and	 carried	 her	 to	 the	 group	 instead.	 She	 said	 to	 a	 girl
almost	at	Tom's	elbow	—	with	sham	vivacity:
"Why,	Mary	Austin!	you	bad	girl,	why	didn't	you	come	to	Sunday-school?"
"I	did	come	—	didn't	you	see	me?"
"Why,	no!	Did	you?	Where	did	you	sit?"
"I	was	in	Miss	Peters'	class,	where	I	always	go.	I	saw	you."



"Did	 you?	Why,	 it's	 funny	 I	 didn't	 see	 you.	 I	 wanted	 to	 tell	 you	 about	 the
picnic."
"Oh,	that's	jolly.	Who's	going	to	give	it?"
"My	ma's	going	to	let	me	have	one."
"Oh,	goody;	I	hope	she'll	let	me	come."
"Well,	she	will.	The	picnic's	for	me.	She'll	let	anybody	come	that	I	want,	and	I

want	you."
"That's	ever	so	nice.	When	is	it	going	to	be?"
"By	and	by.	Maybe	about	vacation."
"Oh,	won't	it	be	fun!	You	going	to	have	all	the	girls	and	boys?"
"Yes,	every	one	that's	friends	to	me	—	or	wants	to	be";	and	she	glanced	ever

so	furtively	at	Tom,	but	he	talked	right	along	to	Amy	Lawrence	about	the	terrible
storm	on	 the	 island,	and	how	 the	 lightning	 tore	 the	great	 sycamore	 tree	"all	 to
flinders"	while	he	was	"standing	within	three	feet	of	it."
"Oh,	may	I	come?"	said	Grace	Miller.
"Yes."
"And	me?"	said	Sally	Rogers.
"Yes."
"And	me,	too?"	said	Susy	Harper.	"And	Joe?"
"Yes."
And	 so	 on,	 with	 clapping	 of	 joyful	 hands	 till	 all	 the	 group	 had	 begged	 for

invitations	but	Tom	and	Amy.	Then	Tom	 turned	coolly	away,	 still	 talking,	 and
took	Amy	with	him.	Becky's	 lips	 trembled	and	 the	 tears	came	 to	her	eyes;	she
hid	these	signs	with	a	forced	gayety	and	went	on	chattering,	but	the	life	had	gone
out	of	the	picnic,	now,	and	out	of	everything	else;	she	got	away	as	soon	as	she
could	 and	 hid	 herself	 and	 had	 what	 her	 sex	 call	 "a	 good	 cry."	 Then	 she	 sat
moody,	 with	 wounded	 pride,	 till	 the	 bell	 rang.	 She	 roused	 up,	 now,	 with	 a
vindictive	cast	in	her	eye,	and	gave	her	plaited	tails	a	shake	and	said	she	knew
what	she'd	do.
At	 recess	 Tom	 continued	 his	 flirtation	 with	 Amy	 with	 jubilant	 self-

satisfaction.	And	he	kept	drifting	about	to	find	Becky	and	lacerate	her	with	the
performance.	At	last	he	spied	her,	but	there	was	a	sudden	falling	of	his	mercury.
She	 was	 sitting	 cosily	 on	 a	 little	 bench	 behind	 the	 schoolhouse	 looking	 at	 a
picture-book	with	Alfred	Temple	—	and	so	absorbed	were	they,	and	their	heads
so	 close	 together	 over	 the	 book,	 that	 they	 did	 not	 seem	 to	 be	 conscious	 of
anything	 in	 the	 world	 besides.	 Jealousy	 ran	 red-hot	 through	 Tom's	 veins.	 He
began	 to	 hate	 himself	 for	 throwing	 away	 the	 chance	 Becky	 had	 offered	 for	 a
reconciliation.	He	called	himself	a	fool,	and	all	the	hard	names	he	could	think	of.
He	wanted	to	cry	with	vexation.	Amy	chatted	happily	along,	as	they	walked,	for



her	heart	was	 singing,	 but	Tom's	 tongue	had	 lost	 its	 function.	He	did	not	 hear
what	 Amy	 was	 saying,	 and	 whenever	 she	 paused	 expectantly	 he	 could	 only
stammer	 an	 awkward	 assent,	 which	 was	 as	 often	 misplaced	 as	 otherwise.	 He
kept	drifting	to	the	rear	of	the	schoolhouse,	again	and	again,	to	sear	his	eyeballs
with	 the	hateful	spectacle	 there.	He	could	not	help	 it.	And	 it	maddened	him	to
see,	as	he	thought	he	saw,	that	Becky	Thatcher	never	once	suspected	that	he	was
even	in	 the	 land	of	 the	 living.	But	she	did	see,	nevertheless;	and	she	knew	she
was	winning	her	fight,	too,	and	was	glad	to	see	him	suffer	as	she	had	suffered.
Amy's	happy	prattle	became	intolerable.	Tom	hinted	at	things	he	had	to	attend

to;	 things	 that	 must	 be	 done;	 and	 time	 was	 fleeting.	 But	 in	 vain	—	 the	 girl
chirped	on.	Tom	thought,	"Oh,	hang	her,	ain't	I	ever	going	to	get	rid	of	her?"	At
last	he	must	be	attending	to	those	things	—	and	she	said	artlessly	that	she	would
be	"around"	when	school	let	out.	And	he	hastened	away,	hating	her	for	it.
"Any	other	boy!"	Tom	thought,	grating	his	teeth.	"Any	boy	in	the	whole	town

but	that	Saint	Louis	smarty	that	thinks	he	dresses	so	fine	and	is	aristocracy!	Oh,
all	 right,	 I	 licked	you	 the	first	day	you	ever	saw	this	 town,	mister,	and	I'll	 lick
you	again!	You	just	wait	till	I	catch	you	out!	I'll	just	take	and	—"
And	 he	 went	 through	 the	 motions	 of	 thrashing	 an	 imaginary	 boy	 —

pummelling	the	air,	and	kicking	and	gouging.	"Oh,	you	do,	do	you?	You	holler
'nough,	do	you?	Now,	 then,	 let	 that	 learn	you!"	And	so	 the	 imaginary	flogging
was	finished	to	his	satisfaction.
Tom	fled	home	at	noon.	His	conscience	could	not	endure	any	more	of	Amy's

grateful	 happiness,	 and	 his	 jealousy	 could	 bear	 no	more	 of	 the	 other	 distress.
Becky	resumed	her	picture	inspections	with	Alfred,	but	as	the	minutes	dragged
along	 and	 no	 Tom	 came	 to	 suffer,	 her	 triumph	 began	 to	 cloud	 and	 she	 lost
interest;	gravity	and	absent-mindedness	 followed,	and	 then	melancholy;	 two	or
three	times	she	pricked	up	her	ear	at	a	footstep,	but	it	was	a	false	hope;	no	Tom
came.	At	last	she	grew	entirely	miserable	and	wished	she	hadn't	carried	it	so	far.
When	 poor	Alfred,	 seeing	 that	 he	was	 losing	 her,	 he	 did	 not	 know	 how,	 kept
exclaiming:	"Oh,	here's	a	 jolly	one!	 look	at	 this!"	she	 lost	patience	at	 last,	and
said,	"Oh,	don't	bother	me!	I	don't	care	for	them!"	and	burst	into	tears,	and	got
up	and	walked	away.
Alfred	dropped	alongside	and	was	going	to	try	to	comfort	her,	but	she	said:
"Go	away	and	leave	me	alone,	can't	you!	I	hate	you!"
So	the	boy	halted,	wondering	what	he	could	have	done	—	for	she	had	said	she

would	 look	 at	 pictures	 all	 through	 the	 nooning	—	and	 she	walked	 on,	 crying.
Then	Alfred	went	musing	into	the	deserted	schoolhouse.	He	was	humiliated	and
angry.	 He	 easily	 guessed	 his	 way	 to	 the	 truth	—	 the	 girl	 had	 simply	made	 a
convenience	of	him	to	vent	her	spite	upon	Tom	Sawyer.	He	was	far	from	hating



Tom	the	less	when	this	thought	occurred	to	him.	He	wished	there	was	some	way
to	get	 that	boy	 into	 trouble	without	much	 risk	 to	himself.	Tom's	 spelling-book
fell	under	his	eye.	Here	was	his	opportunity.	He	gratefully	opened	to	the	lesson
for	the	afternoon	and	poured	ink	upon	the	page.
Becky,	glancing	in	at	a	window	behind	him	at	 the	moment,	saw	the	act,	and

moved	on,	without	discovering	herself.	She	started	homeward,	now,	intending	to
find	 Tom	 and	 tell	 him;	 Tom	 would	 be	 thankful	 and	 their	 troubles	 would	 be
healed.	Before	she	was	half	way	home,	however,	she	had	changed	her	mind.	The
thought	of	Tom's	 treatment	of	her	when	she	was	talking	about	her	picnic	came
scorching	back	and	filled	her	with	shame.	She	resolved	to	let	him	get	whipped
on	 the	 damaged	 spelling-book's	 account,	 and	 to	 hate	 him	 forever,	 into	 the
bargain.



Chapter		19	
Tom	arrived	at	home	in	a	dreary	mood,	and	the	first	 thing	his	aunt	said	to	him
showed	him	that	he	had	brought	his	sorrows	to	an	unpromising	market:
"Tom,	I've	a	notion	to	skin	you	alive!"
"Auntie,	what	have	I	done?"
"Well,	you've	done	enough.	Here	I	go	over	to	Sereny	Harper,	like	an	old	softy,

expecting	I'm	going	to	make	her	believe	all	that	rubbage	about	that	dream,	when
lo	and	behold	you	she'd	found	out	from	Joe	that	you	was	over	here	and	heard	all
the	 talk	we	had	 that	night.	Tom,	 I	don't	know	what	 is	 to	become	of	a	boy	 that
will	act	like	that.	It	makes	me	feel	so	bad	to	think	you	could	let	me	go	to	Sereny
Harper	and	make	such	a	fool	of	myself	and	never	say	a	word."
This	was	a	new	aspect	of	the	thing.	His	smartness	of	the	morning	had	seemed

to	 Tom	 a	 good	 joke	 before,	 and	 very	 ingenious.	 It	 merely	 looked	 mean	 and
shabby	 now.	 He	 hung	 his	 head	 and	 could	 not	 think	 of	 anything	 to	 say	 for	 a
moment.	Then	he	said:
"Auntie,	I	wish	I	hadn't	done	it	—	but	I	didn't	think."
"Oh,	 child,	 you	 never	 think.	 You	 never	 think	 of	 anything	 but	 your	 own

selfishness.	You	could	think	to	come	all	the	way	over	here	from	Jackson's	Island
in	 the	night	 to	 laugh	at	our	 troubles,	and	you	could	 think	to	fool	me	with	a	 lie
about	a	dream;	but	you	couldn't	ever	think	to	pity	us	and	save	us	from	sorrow."
"Auntie,	 I	 know	 now	 it	 was	 mean,	 but	 I	 didn't	 mean	 to	 be	 mean.	 I	 didn't,

honest.	And	besides,	I	didn't	come	over	here	to	laugh	at	you	that	night."
"What	did	you	come	for,	then?"
"It	 was	 to	 tell	 you	 not	 to	 be	 uneasy	 about	 us,	 because	 we	 hadn't	 got

drownded."
"Tom,	Tom,	 I	would	be	 the	 thankfullest	 soul	 in	 this	world	 if	 I	could	believe

you	ever	had	as	good	a	 thought	as	 that,	but	you	know	you	never	did	—	and	 I
know	it,	Tom."
"Indeed	and	'deed	I	did,	auntie	—	I	wish	I	may	never	stir	if	I	didn't."
"Oh,	 Tom,	 don't	 lie	 —	 don't	 do	 it.	 It	 only	 makes	 things	 a	 hundred	 times

worse."
"It	ain't	a	lie,	auntie;	it's	the	truth.	I	wanted	to	keep	you	from	grieving	—	that

was	all	that	made	me	come."
"I'd	give	the	whole	world	to	believe	that	—	it	would	cover	up	a	power	of	sins,



Tom.	 I'd	 'most	 be	glad	you'd	 run	off	 and	 acted	 so	bad.	But	 it	 ain't	 reasonable;
because,	why	didn't	you	tell	me,	child?"
"Why,	you	see,	when	you	got	to	talking	about	the	funeral,	I	just	got	all	full	of

the	idea	of	our	coming	and	hiding	in	the	church,	and	I	couldn't	somehow	bear	to
spoil	it.	So	I	just	put	the	bark	back	in	my	pocket	and	kept	mum."
"What	bark?"
"The	bark	 I	had	wrote	on	 to	 tell	you	we'd	gone	pirating.	 I	wish,	now,	you'd

waked	up	when	I	kissed	you	—	I	do,	honest."
The	hard	 lines	 in	his	aunt's	 face	 relaxed	and	a	sudden	 tenderness	dawned	 in

her	eyes.
"Did	you	kiss	me,	Tom?"
"Why,	yes,	I	did."
"Are	you	sure	you	did,	Tom?"
"Why,	yes,	I	did,	auntie	—	certain	sure."
"What	did	you	kiss	me	for,	Tom?"
"Because	I	loved	you	so,	and	you	laid	there	moaning	and	I	was	so	sorry."
The	words	 sounded	 like	 truth.	 The	 old	 lady	 could	 not	 hide	 a	 tremor	 in	 her

voice	when	she	said:
"Kiss	me	again,	Tom!	—	and	be	off	with	you	to	school,	now,	and	don't	bother

me	any	more."
The	moment	he	was	gone,	she	ran	to	a	closet	and	got	out	the	ruin	of	a	jacket

which	Tom	had	gone	pirating	in.	Then	she	stopped,	with	it	in	her	hand,	and	said
to	herself:
"No,	 I	 don't	 dare.	Poor	boy,	 I	 reckon	he's	 lied	 about	 it	—	but	 it's	 a	blessed,

blessed	lie,	there's	such	a	comfort	come	from	it.	I	hope	the	Lord	—	I	know	the
Lord	will	forgive	him,	because	it	was	such	good-heartedness	in	him	to	tell	it.	But
I	don't	want	to	find	out	it's	a	lie.	I	won't	look."
She	put	the	jacket	away,	and	stood	by	musing	a	minute.	Twice	she	put	out	her

hand	 to	 take	 the	 garment	 again,	 and	 twice	 she	 refrained.	 Once	 more	 she
ventured,	and	this	time	she	fortified	herself	with	the	thought:	"It's	a	good	lie	—
it's	 a	good	 lie	—	I	won't	 let	 it	grieve	me."	So	she	 sought	 the	 jacket	pocket.	A
moment	 later	 she	was	 reading	 Tom's	 piece	 of	 bark	 through	 flowing	 tears	 and
saying:	"I	could	forgive	the	boy,	now,	if	he'd	committed	a	million	sins!"



Chapter		20	
There	 was	 something	 about	 Aunt	 Polly's	 manner,	 when	 she	 kissed	 Tom,	 that
swept	 away	 his	 low	 spirits	 and	 made	 him	 light-hearted	 and	 happy	 again.	 He
started	to	school	and	had	the	luck	of	coming	upon	Becky	Thatcher	at	the	head	of
Meadow	Lane.	His	mood	 always	 determined	 his	manner.	Without	 a	moment's
hesitation	he	ran	to	her	and	said:
"I	 acted	mighty	mean	 to-day,	Becky,	 and	 I'm	 so	 sorry.	 I	won't	 ever,	 ever	do

that	way	again,	as	long	as	ever	I	live	—	please	make	up,	won't	you?"
The	girl	stopped	and	looked	him	scornfully	in	the	face:
"I'll	 thank	 you	 to	 keep	 yourself	 to	 yourself,	Mr.	 Thomas	 Sawyer.	 I'll	 never

speak	to	you	again."
She	tossed	her	head	and	passed	on.	Tom	was	so	stunned	that	he	had	not	even

presence	of	mind	enough	to	say	"Who	cares,	Miss	Smarty?"	until	the	right	time
to	say	it	had	gone	by.	So	he	said	nothing.	But	he	was	in	a	fine	rage,	nevertheless.
He	moped	 into	 the	 schoolyard	wishing	she	were	a	boy,	and	 imagining	how	he
would	 trounce	 her	 if	 she	 were.	 He	 presently	 encountered	 her	 and	 delivered	 a
stinging	remark	as	he	passed.	She	hurled	one	in	return,	and	the	angry	breach	was
complete.	It	seemed	to	Becky,	in	her	hot	resentment,	that	she	could	hardly	wait
for	school	to	"take	in,"	she	was	so	impatient	to	see	Tom	flogged	for	the	injured
spelling-book.	 If	 she	had	had	any	 lingering	notion	of	exposing	Alfred	Temple,
Tom's	offensive	fling	had	driven	it	entirely	away.
Poor	 girl,	 she	 did	 not	 know	 how	 fast	 she	 was	 nearing	 trouble	 herself.	 The

master,	Mr.	Dobbins,	had	reached	middle	age	with	an	unsatisfied	ambition.	The
darling	of	his	desires	was,	to	be	a	doctor,	but	poverty	had	decreed	that	he	should
be	nothing	higher	 than	a	village	schoolmaster.	Every	day	he	 took	a	mysterious
book	out	of	his	desk	and	absorbed	himself	 in	 it	at	 times	when	no	classes	were
reciting.	 He	 kept	 that	 book	 under	 lock	 and	 key.	 There	 was	 not	 an	 urchin	 in
school	 but	was	 perishing	 to	 have	 a	 glimpse	 of	 it,	 but	 the	 chance	 never	 came.
Every	 boy	 and	 girl	 had	 a	 theory	 about	 the	 nature	 of	 that	 book;	 but	 no	 two
theories	were	alike,	and	there	was	no	way	of	getting	at	the	facts	in	the	case.	Now,
as	Becky	was	passing	by	 the	desk,	which	stood	near	 the	door,	she	noticed	 that
the	key	was	in	the	lock!	It	was	a	precious	moment.	She	glanced	around;	found
herself	alone,	and	the	next	instant	she	had	the	book	in	her	hands.	The	title-page
—	Professor	Somebody's	Anatomy	—	carried	no	information	to	her	mind;	so	she



began	 to	 turn	 the	 leaves.	 She	 came	 at	 once	 upon	 a	 handsomely	 engraved	 and
colored	frontispiece	—	a	human	figure,	stark	naked.	At	 that	moment	a	shadow
fell	on	the	page	and	Tom	Sawyer	stepped	in	at	the	door	and	caught	a	glimpse	of
the	picture.	Becky	snatched	at	the	book	to	close	it,	and	had	the	hard	luck	to	tear
the	 pictured	 page	 half	 down	 the	middle.	 She	 thrust	 the	 volume	 into	 the	 desk,
turned	the	key,	and	burst	out	crying	with	shame	and	vexation.
"Tom	Sawyer,	you	are	just	as	mean	as	you	can	be,	to	sneak	up	on	a	person	and

look	at	what	they're	looking	at."
"How	could	I	know	you	was	looking	at	anything?"
"You	ought	to	be	ashamed	of	yourself,	Tom	Sawyer;	you	know	you're	going	to

tell	on	me,	and	oh,	what	shall	I	do,	what	shall	I	do!	I'll	be	whipped,	and	I	never
was	whipped	in	school."
Then	she	stamped	her	little	foot	and	said:
"Be	 so	mean	 if	you	want	 to!	 I	know	something	 that's	going	 to	happen.	You

just	wait	and	you'll	 see!	Hateful,	hateful,	hateful!"	—	and	she	 flung	out	of	 the
house	with	a	new	explosion	of	crying.
Tom	stood	still,	rather	flustered	by	this	onslaught.	Presently	he	said	to	himself:
"What	a	curious	kind	of	a	fool	a	girl	is!	Never	been	licked	in	school!	Shucks!

What's	a	 licking!	That's	 just	 like	a	girl	—	they're	so	 thin-skinned	and	chicken-
hearted.	 Well,	 of	 course	 I	 ain't	 going	 to	 tell	 old	 Dobbins	 on	 this	 little	 fool,
because	there's	other	ways	of	getting	even	on	her,	that	ain't	so	mean;	but	what	of
it?	Old	Dobbins	will	ask	who	it	was	tore	his	book.	Nobody'll	answer.	Then	he'll
do	 just	 the	way	he	always	does	—	ask	 first	one	and	 then	 t'other,	 and	when	he
comes	to	the	right	girl	he'll	know	it,	without	any	telling.	Girls'	faces	always	tell
on	them.	They	ain't	got	any	backbone.	She'll	get	licked.	Well,	it's	a	kind	of	a	tight
place	for	Becky	Thatcher,	because	there	ain't	any	way	out	of	it."	Tom	conned	the
thing	a	moment	longer,	and	then	added:	"All	right,	though;	she'd	like	to	see	me
in	just	such	a	fix	—	let	her	sweat	it	out!"
Tom	 joined	 the	 mob	 of	 skylarking	 scholars	 outside.	 In	 a	 few	moments	 the

master	 arrived	 and	 school	 "took	 in."	 Tom	 did	 not	 feel	 a	 strong	 interest	 in	 his
studies.	Every	time	he	stole	a	glance	at	the	girls'	side	of	the	room	Becky's	face
troubled	him.	Considering	all	things,	he	did	not	want	to	pity	her,	and	yet	it	was
all	he	could	do	to	help	it.	He	could	get	up	no	exultation	that	was	really	worthy
the	name.	Presently	the	spelling-book	discovery	was	made,	and	Tom's	mind	was
entirely	full	of	his	own	matters	for	a	while	after	that.	Becky	roused	up	from	her
lethargy	 of	 distress	 and	 showed	 good	 interest	 in	 the	 proceedings.	 She	 did	 not
expect	that	Tom	could	get	out	of	his	trouble	by	denying	that	he	spilt	the	ink	on
the	book	himself;	and	she	was	right.	The	denial	only	seemed	to	make	the	thing
worse	 for	 Tom.	 Becky	 supposed	 she	 would	 be	 glad	 of	 that,	 and	 she	 tried	 to



believe	 she	was	glad	of	 it,	but	 she	 found	she	was	not	 certain.	When	 the	worst
came	to	the	worst,	she	had	an	impulse	to	get	up	and	tell	on	Alfred	Temple,	but
she	made	an	effort	and	forced	herself	to	keep	still	—	because,	said	she	to	herself,
"he'll	tell	about	me	tearing	the	picture	sure.	I	wouldn't	say	a	word,	not	to	save	his
life!"
Tom	took	his	whipping	and	went	back	to	his	seat	not	at	all	broken-hearted,	for

he	thought	it	was	possible	that	he	had	unknowingly	upset	the	ink	on	the	spelling-
book	himself,	 in	some	skylarking	bout	—	he	had	denied	 it	 for	 form's	sake	and
because	it	was	custom,	and	had	stuck	to	the	denial	from	principle.
A	 whole	 hour	 drifted	 by,	 the	 master	 sat	 nodding	 in	 his	 throne,	 the	 air	 was

drowsy	with	the	hum	of	study.	By	and	by,	Mr.	Dobbins	straightened	himself	up,
yawned,	 then	 unlocked	 his	 desk,	 and	 reached	 for	 his	 book,	 but	 seemed
undecided	 whether	 to	 take	 it	 out	 or	 leave	 it.	 Most	 of	 the	 pupils	 glanced	 up
languidly,	 but	 there	 were	 two	 among	 them	 that	 watched	 his	 movements	 with
intent	eyes.	Mr.	Dobbins	fingered	his	book	absently	for	a	while,	then	took	it	out
and	settled	himself	in	his	chair	to	read!	Tom	shot	a	glance	at	Becky.	He	had	seen
a	 hunted	 and	 helpless	 rabbit	 look	 as	 she	 did,	 with	 a	 gun	 levelled	 at	 its	 head.
Instantly	he	forgot	his	quarrel	with	her.	Quick	—	something	must	be	done!	done
in	 a	 flash,	 too!	 But	 the	 very	 imminence	 of	 the	 emergency	 paralyzed	 his
invention.	Good!	—	he	had	an	 inspiration!	He	would	run	and	snatch	 the	book,
spring	 through	 the	door	and	 fly.	But	his	 resolution	shook	 for	one	 little	 instant,
and	the	chance	was	lost	—	the	master	opened	the	volume.	If	Tom	only	had	the
wasted	opportunity	back	again!	Too	late.	There	was	no	help	for	Becky	now,	he
said.	The	next	moment	 the	master	 faced	 the	 school.	Every	 eye	 sank	under	 his
gaze.	There	was	 that	 in	 it	which	smote	even	 the	 innocent	with	fear.	There	was
silence	while	one	might	count	ten	—	the	master	was	gathering	his	wrath.	Then
he	spoke:	"Who	tore	this	book?"
There	 was	 not	 a	 sound.	 One	 could	 have	 heard	 a	 pin	 drop.	 The	 stillness

continued;	the	master	searched	face	after	face	for	signs	of	guilt.
"Benjamin	Rogers,	did	you	tear	this	book?"
A	denial.	Another	pause.
"Joseph	Harper,	did	you?"
Another	denial.	Tom's	uneasiness	grew	more	and	more	intense	under	the	slow

torture	 of	 these	 proceedings.	 The	 master	 scanned	 the	 ranks	 of	 boys	 —
considered	a	while,	then	turned	to	the	girls:
"Amy	Lawrence?"
A	shake	of	the	head.
"Gracie	Miller?"
The	same	sign.



"Susan	Harper,	did	you	do	this?"
Another	negative.	The	next	girl	was	Becky	Thatcher.	Tom	was	trembling	from

head	to	foot	with	excitement	and	a	sense	of	the	hopelessness	of	the	situation.
"Rebecca	Thatcher"	[Tom	glanced	at	her	face	—	it	was	white	with	terror]	—

"did	you	tear	—	no,	look	me	in	the	face"	[her	hands	rose	in	appeal]	—	"did	you
tear	this	book?"
A	thought	shot	 like	 lightning	through	Tom's	brain.	He	sprang	to	his	feet	and

shouted	—	"I	done	it!"
The	school	stared	in	perplexity	at	this	incredible	folly.	Tom	stood	a	moment,

to	gather	his	dismembered	faculties;	and	when	he	stepped	forward	 to	go	 to	his
punishment	the	surprise,	the	gratitude,	the	adoration	that	shone	upon	him	out	of
poor	Becky's	eyes	seemed	pay	enough	for	a	hundred	floggings.	Inspired	by	the
splendor	of	 his	 own	act,	 he	 took	without	 an	outcry	 the	most	merciless	 flaying
that	 even	 Mr.	 Dobbins	 had	 ever	 administered;	 and	 also	 received	 with
indifference	 the	added	cruelty	of	a	command	 to	 remain	 two	hours	after	 school
should	 be	 dismissed	—	 for	 he	 knew	who	would	 wait	 for	 him	 outside	 till	 his
captivity	was	done,	and	not	count	the	tedious	time	as	loss,	either.
Tom	went	 to	 bed	 that	 night	 planning	 vengeance	 against	Alfred	 Temple;	 for

with	 shame	 and	 repentance	 Becky	 had	 told	 him	 all,	 not	 forgetting	 her	 own
treachery;	 but	 even	 the	 longing	 for	 vengeance	 had	 to	 give	 way,	 soon,	 to
pleasanter	musings,	and	he	fell	asleep	at	last	with	Becky's	latest	words	lingering
dreamily	in	his	ear	—
"Tom,	how	could	you	be	so	noble!"



Chapter		21	
Vacation	was	approaching.	The	 schoolmaster,	 always	 severe,	grew	severer	 and
more	exacting	than	ever,	 for	he	wanted	the	school	 to	make	a	good	showing	on
"Examination"	 day.	 His	 rod	 and	 his	 ferule	 were	 seldom	 idle	 now	—	 at	 least
among	the	smaller	pupils.	Only	 the	biggest	boys,	and	young	ladies	of	eighteen
and	 twenty,	 escaped	 lashing.	Mr.	 Dobbins'	 lashings	 were	 very	 vigorous	 ones,
too;	for	although	he	carried,	under	his	wig,	a	perfectly	bald	and	shiny	head,	he
had	only	reached	middle	age,	and	there	was	no	sign	of	feebleness	in	his	muscle.
As	the	great	day	approached,	all	the	tyranny	that	was	in	him	came	to	the	surface;
he	seemed	to	take	a	vindictive	pleasure	in	punishing	the	least	shortcomings.	The
consequence	was,	 that	 the	smaller	boys	spent	 their	days	 in	 terror	and	suffering
and	their	nights	in	plotting	revenge.	They	threw	away	no	opportunity	to	do	the
master	a	mischief.	But	he	kept	ahead	all	the	time.	The	retribution	that	followed
every	 vengeful	 success	 was	 so	 sweeping	 and	 majestic	 that	 the	 boys	 always
retired	from	the	field	badly	worsted.	At	last	they	conspired	together	and	hit	upon
a	 plan	 that	 promised	 a	 dazzling	 victory.	 They	 swore	 in	 the	 sign-painter's	 boy,
told	 him	 the	 scheme,	 and	 asked	 his	 help.	 He	 had	 his	 own	 reasons	 for	 being
delighted,	 for	 the	master	 boarded	 in	 his	 father's	 family	 and	 had	 given	 the	 boy
ample	cause	to	hate	him.	The	master's	wife	would	go	on	a	visit	to	the	country	in
a	 few	 days,	 and	 there	would	 be	 nothing	 to	 interfere	with	 the	 plan;	 the	master
always	prepared	himself	for	great	occasions	by	getting	pretty	well	fuddled,	and
the	 sign-painter's	 boy	 said	 that	 when	 the	 dominie	 had	 reached	 the	 proper
condition	 on	 Examination	 Evening	 he	 would	 "manage	 the	 thing"	 while	 he
napped	 in	 his	 chair;	 then	 he	would	 have	 him	 awakened	 at	 the	 right	 time	 and
hurried	away	to	school.	In	the	fulness	of	time	the	interesting	occasion	arrived.	At
eight	 in	 the	 evening	 the	 schoolhouse	was	 brilliantly	 lighted,	 and	 adorned	with
wreaths	and	festoons	of	foliage	and	flowers.	The	master	sat	throned	in	his	great
chair	upon	a	 raised	platform,	with	his	blackboard	behind	him.	He	was	 looking
tolerably	mellow.	Three	rows	of	benches	on	each	side	and	six	rows	 in	front	of
him	 were	 occupied	 by	 the	 dignitaries	 of	 the	 town	 and	 by	 the	 parents	 of	 the
pupils.	 To	 his	 left,	 back	 of	 the	 rows	 of	 citizens,	 was	 a	 spacious	 temporary
platform	 upon	 which	 were	 seated	 the	 scholars	 who	 were	 to	 take	 part	 in	 the
exercises	 of	 the	 evening;	 rows	 of	 small	 boys,	 washed	 and	 dressed	 to	 an
intolerable	state	of	discomfort;	rows	of	gawky	big	boys;	snowbanks	of	girls	and



young	ladies	clad	in	lawn	and	muslin	and	conspicuously	conscious	of	their	bare
arms,	their	grandmothers'	ancient	trinkets,	their	bits	of	pink	and	blue	ribbon	and
the	 flowers	 in	 their	 hair.	 All	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 house	 was	 filled	 with	 non-
participating	scholars.
The	exercises	began.	A	very	little	boy	stood	up	and	sheepishly	recited,	"You'd

scarce	 expect	 one	 of	 my	 age	 to	 speak	 in	 public	 on	 the	 stage,"	 etc.	 —
accompanying	himself	with	the	painfully	exact	and	spasmodic	gestures	which	a
machine	might	have	used	—	supposing	 the	machine	 to	be	a	 trifle	out	of	order.
But	 he	 got	 through	 safely,	 though	 cruelly	 scared,	 and	 got	 a	 fine	 round	 of
applause	when	he	made	his	manufactured	bow	and	retired.
A	 little	 shamefaced	 girl	 lisped,	 "Mary	 had	 a	 little	 lamb,"	 etc.,	 performed	 a

compassion-inspiring	curtsy,	got	her	meed	of	applause,	and	sat	down	flushed	and
happy.
Tom	Sawyer	 stepped	 forward	with	conceited	confidence	and	soared	 into	 the

unquenchable	and	indestructible	"Give	me	liberty	or	give	me	death"	speech,	with
fine	fury	and	frantic	gesticulation,	and	broke	down	in	the	middle	of	it.	A	ghastly
stage-fright	 seized	 him,	 his	 legs	 quaked	 under	 him	 and	 he	was	 like	 to	 choke.
True,	he	had	the	manifest	sympathy	of	the	house	but	he	had	the	house's	silence,
too,	 which	 was	 even	 worse	 than	 its	 sympathy.	 The	 master	 frowned,	 and	 this
completed	the	disaster.	Tom	struggled	awhile	and	then	retired,	utterly	defeated.
There	was	a	weak	attempt	at	applause,	but	it	died	early.
"The	Boy	Stood	 on	 the	Burning	Deck"	 followed;	 also	 "The	Assyrian	Came

Down,"	and	other	declamatory	gems.	Then	there	were	reading	exercises,	and	a
spelling	fight.	The	meagre	Latin	class	recited	with	honor.	The	prime	feature	of
the	evening	was	 in	order,	now	—	original	"compositions"	by	 the	young	ladies.
Each	in	her	turn	stepped	forward	to	the	edge	of	the	platform,	cleared	her	throat,
held	 up	 her	manuscript	 (tied	with	 dainty	 ribbon),	 and	 proceeded	 to	 read,	with
labored	 attention	 to	 "expression"	 and	 punctuation.	 The	 themes	were	 the	 same
that	had	been	illuminated	upon	similar	occasions	by	their	mothers	before	them,
their	grandmothers,	and	doubtless	all	their	ancestors	in	the	female	line	clear	back
to	the	Crusades.	"Friendship"	was	one;	"Memories	of	Other	Days";	"Religion	in
History";	 "Dream	 Land";	 "The	 Advantages	 of	 Culture";	 "Forms	 of	 Political
Government	 Compared	 and	 Contrasted";	 "Melancholy";	 "Filial	 Love";	 "Heart
Longings,"	etc.,	etc.
A	 prevalent	 feature	 in	 these	 compositions	 was	 a	 nursed	 and	 petted

melancholy;	another	was	a	wasteful	and	opulent	gush	of	"fine	language";	another
was	a	tendency	to	lug	in	by	the	ears	particularly	prized	words	and	phrases	until
they	were	worn	 entirely	 out;	 and	 a	 peculiarity	 that	 conspicuously	marked	 and
marred	them	was	the	inveterate	and	intolerable	sermon	that	wagged	its	crippled



tail	at	the	end	of	each	and	every	one	of	them.	No	matter	what	the	subject	might
be,	a	brain-racking	effort	was	made	 to	squirm	it	 into	some	aspect	or	other	 that
the	moral	 and	 religious	mind	 could	 contemplate	 with	 edification.	 The	 glaring
insincerity	of	these	sermons	was	not	sufficient	to	compass	the	banishment	of	the
fashion	from	the	schools,	and	it	is	not	sufficient	to-day;	it	never	will	be	sufficient
while	 the	world	 stands,	 perhaps.	 There	 is	 no	 school	 in	 all	 our	 land	where	 the
young	ladies	do	not	feel	obliged	to	close	their	compositions	with	a	sermon;	and
you	will	find	that	the	sermon	of	the	most	frivolous	and	the	least	religious	girl	in
the	school	is	always	the	longest	and	the	most	relentlessly	pious.	But	enough	of
this.	Homely	truth	is	unpalatable.
Let	us	 return	 to	 the	"Examination."	The	 first	composition	 that	was	 read	was

one	entitled	"Is	this,	then,	Life?"	Perhaps	the	reader	can	endure	an	extract	from
it:
"In	the	common	walks	of	life,	with	what	delightful	emotions	does	the	youthful

mind	 look	 forward	 to	 some	 anticipated	 scene	of	 festivity!	 Imagination	 is	 busy
sketching	rose-tinted	pictures	of	joy.	In	fancy,	the	voluptuous	votary	of	fashion
sees	herself	amid	the	festive	throng,	'the	observed	of	all	observers.'	Her	graceful
form,	arrayed	in	snowy	robes,	is	whirling	through	the	mazes	of	the	joyous	dance;
her	eye	 is	brightest,	her	step	 is	 lightest	 in	 the	gay	assembly.	"In	such	delicious
fancies	 time	 quickly	 glides	 by,	 and	 the	welcome	 hour	 arrives	 for	 her	 entrance
into	the	Elysian	world,	of	which	she	has	had	such	bright	dreams.	How	fairy-like
does	 everything	 appear	 to	 her	 enchanted	 vision!	 Each	 new	 scene	 is	 more
charming	 than	 the	 last.	 But	 after	 a	 while	 she	 finds	 that	 beneath	 this	 goodly
exterior,	 all	 is	 vanity,	 the	 flattery	 which	 once	 charmed	 her	 soul,	 now	 grates
harshly	upon	her	ear;	the	ball-room	has	lost	its	charms;	and	with	wasted	health
and	 imbittered	heart,	 she	 turns	 away	with	 the	 conviction	 that	 earthly	pleasures
cannot	satisfy	the	longings	of	the	soul!"
And	so	forth	and	so	on.	There	was	a	buzz	of	gratification	from	time	to	 time

during	 the	 reading,	 accompanied	 by	 whispered	 ejaculations	 of	 "How	 sweet!"
"How	eloquent!"	"So	true!"	etc.,	and	after	the	thing	had	closed	with	a	peculiarly
afflicting	sermon	the	applause	was	enthusiastic.	Then	arose	a	slim,	melancholy
girl,	 whose	 face	 had	 the	 "interesting"	 paleness	 that	 comes	 of	 pills	 and
indigestion,	and	read	a	"poem."	Two	stanzas	of	it	will	do:
"A	Missouri	Maiden's	Farewell	to	Alabama
"Alabama,	good-bye!	I	love	thee	well!
But	yet	for	a	while	do	I	leave	thee	now!
Sad,	yes,	sad	thoughts	of	thee	my	heart	doth	swell,
And	burning	recollections	throng	my	brow!
For	I	have	wandered	through	thy	flowery	woods;



Have	roamed	and	read	near	Tallapoosa's	stream;
Have	listened	to	Tallassee's	warring	floods,
And	wooed	on	Coosa's	side	Aurora's	beam.
"Yet	shame	I	not	to	bear	an	o'er-full	heart,
Nor	blush	to	turn	behind	my	tearful	eyes;
'Tis	from	no	stranger	land	I	now	must	part,
'Tis	to	no	strangers	left	I	yield	these	sighs.
Welcome	and	home	were	mine	within	this	State,
Whose	vales	I	leave	—	whose	spires	fade	fast	from	me
And	cold	must	be	mine	eyes,	and	heart,	and	tete,
When,	dear	Alabama!	they	turn	cold	on	thee!"
There	were	 very	 few	 there	who	knew	what	 "tete"	meant,	 but	 the	 poem	was

very	satisfactory,	nevertheless.	Next	appeared	a	dark-complexioned,	black-eyed,
black-haired	young	 lady,	who	paused	an	 impressive	moment,	 assumed	a	 tragic
expression,	and	began	to	read	in	a	measured,	solemn	tone:
"A	Vision	"Dark	and	tempestuous	was	night.	Around	the	throne	on	high	not	a

single	 star	 quivered;	 but	 the	 deep	 intonations	 of	 the	 heavy	 thunder	 constantly
vibrated	 upon	 the	 ear;	 whilst	 the	 terrific	 lightning	 revelled	 in	 angry	 mood
through	 the	 cloudy	 chambers	 of	 heaven,	 seeming	 to	 scorn	 the	 power	 exerted
over	 its	 terror	 by	 the	 illustrious	 Franklin!	 Even	 the	 boisterous	 winds
unanimously	came	 forth	 from	 their	mystic	homes,	 and	blustered	about	 as	 if	 to
enhance	by	their	aid	the	wildness	of	the	scene.
"At	such	a	time,so	dark,so	dreary,	for	human	sympathy	my	very	spirit	sighed;

but	instead	thereof,
"'My	 dearest	 friend,	 my	 counsellor,	 my	 comforter	 and	 guide	—	My	 joy	 in

grief,	my	 second	 bliss	 in	 joy,'	 came	 to	my	 side.	 She	moved	 like	 one	 of	 those
bright	beings	pictured	 in	 the	sunny	walks	of	 fancy's	Eden	by	 the	 romantic	and
young,	a	queen	of	beauty	unadorned	save	by	her	own	transcendent	loveliness.	So
soft	was	her	step,	it	failed	to	make	even	a	sound,	and	but	for	the	magical	thrill
imparted	 by	 her	 genial	 touch,	 as	 other	 unobtrusive	 beauties,	 she	 would	 have
glided	 away	 un-perceived	 —	 unsought.	 A	 strange	 sadness	 rested	 upon	 her
features,	 like	 icy	 tears	 upon	 the	 robe	 of	 December,	 as	 she	 pointed	 to	 the
contending	 elements	 without,	 and	 bade	 me	 contemplate	 the	 two	 beings
presented."
This	nightmare	occupied	some	ten	pages	of	manuscript	and	wound	up	with	a

sermon	so	destructive	of	all	hope	to	non-Presbyterians	that	it	took	the	first	prize.
This	composition	was	considered	to	be	the	very	finest	effort	of	the	evening.	The
mayor	 of	 the	 village,	 in	 delivering	 the	 prize	 to	 the	 author	 of	 it,	made	 a	warm
speech	in	which	he	said	that	it	was	by	far	the	most	"eloquent"	thing	he	had	ever



listened	to,	and	that	Daniel	Webster	himself	might	well	be	proud	of	it.	It	may	be
remarked,	 in	 passing,	 that	 the	 number	 of	 compositions	 in	 which	 the	 word
"beauteous"	was	over-fondled,	and	human	experience	referred	to	as	"life's	page,"
was	up	to	the	usual	average.
Now	the	master,	mellow	almost	to	the	verge	of	geniality,	put	his	chair	aside,

turned	 his	 back	 to	 the	 audience,	 and	 began	 to	 draw	 a	map	 of	America	 on	 the
blackboard,	to	exercise	the	geography	class	upon.	But	he	made	a	sad	business	of
it	with	his	unsteady	hand,	and	a	smothered	titter	rippled	over	the	house.	He	knew
what	the	matter	was,	and	set	himself	to	right	it.	He	sponged	out	lines	and	remade
them;	 but	 he	 only	 distorted	 them	more	 than	 ever,	 and	 the	 tittering	 was	 more
pronounced.	He	threw	his	entire	attention	upon	his	work,	now,	as	if	determined
not	to	be	put	down	by	the	mirth.	He	felt	that	all	eyes	were	fastened	upon	him;	he
imagined	he	was	succeeding,	and	yet	the	tittering	continued;	it	even	manifestly
increased.	And	well	 it	might.	There	was	 a	garret	 above,	pierced	with	 a	 scuttle
over	his	head;	and	down	through	this	scuttle	came	a	cat,	suspended	around	the
haunches	 by	 a	 string;	 she	 had	 a	 rag	 tied	 about	 her	 head	 and	 jaws	 to	 keep	 her
from	mewing;	 as	 she	 slowly	 descended	 she	 curved	 upward	 and	 clawed	 at	 the
string,	she	swung	downward	and	clawed	at	the	intangible	air.	The	tittering	rose
higher	and	higher	—	the	cat	was	within	six	inches	of	the	absorbed	teacher's	head
—	down,	down,	a	little	lower,	and	she	grabbed	his	wig	with	her	desperate	claws,
clung	to	it,	and	was	snatched	up	into	the	garret	in	an	instant	with	her	trophy	still
in	 her	 possession!	And	 how	 the	 light	 did	 blaze	 abroad	 from	 the	master's	 bald
pate	—	for	the	sign-painter's	boy	had	gilded	it!
That	broke	up	the	meeting.	The	boys	were	avenged.	Vacation	had	come.
NOTE:—	 The	 pretended	 "compositions"	 quoted	 in	 this	 chapter	 are	 taken

without	alteration	from	a	volume	entitled	"Prose	and	Poetry,	by	a	Western	Lady"
—	but	they	are	exactly	and	precisely	after	the	schoolgirl	pattern,	and	hence	are
much	happier	than	any	mere	imitations	could	be.



Chapter		22	
Tom	 joined	 the	 new	 order	 of	 Cadets	 of	 Temperance,	 being	 attracted	 by	 the
showy	 character	 of	 their	 "regalia."	 He	 promised	 to	 abstain	 from	 smoking,
chewing,	and	profanity	as	 long	as	he	remained	a	member.	Now	he	found	out	a
new	thing	—	namely,	that	to	promise	not	to	do	a	thing	is	the	surest	way	in	the
world	to	make	a	body	want	to	go	and	do	that	very	thing.	Tom	soon	found	himself
tormented	with	a	desire	to	drink	and	swear;	the	desire	grew	to	be	so	intense	that
nothing	but	the	hope	of	a	chance	to	display	himself	in	his	red	sash	kept	him	from
withdrawing	from	the	order.	Fourth	of	July	was	coming;	but	he	soon	gave	that
up	—	gave	it	up	before	he	had	worn	his	shackles	over	forty-eight	hours	—	and
fixed	his	hopes	upon	old	Judge	Frazer,	justice	of	the	peace,	who	was	apparently
on	his	deathbed	and	would	have	a	big	public	 funeral,	 since	he	was	 so	high	an
official.	 During	 three	 days	 Tom	 was	 deeply	 concerned	 about	 the	 Judge's
condition	and	hungry	for	news	of	 it.	Sometimes	his	hopes	ran	high	—	so	high
that	he	would	venture	to	get	out	his	regalia	and	practise	before	the	looking-glass.
But	 the	 Judge	 had	 a	 most	 discouraging	 way	 of	 fluctuating.	 At	 last	 he	 was
pronounced	upon	 the	mend	—	and	 then	convalescent.	Tom	was	disgusted;	and
felt	a	sense	of	injury,	too.	He	handed	in	his	resignation	at	once	—	and	that	night
the	Judge	suffered	a	relapse	and	died.	Tom	resolved	that	he	would	never	trust	a
man	like	that	again.	The	funeral	was	a	fine	thing.	The	Cadets	paraded	in	a	style
calculated	to	kill	the	late	member	with	envy.	Tom	was	a	free	boy	again,	however
—	there	was	something	in	that.	He	could	drink	and	swear,	now	—	but	found	to
his	surprise	that	he	did	not	want	to.	The	simple	fact	that	he	could,	took	the	desire
away,	and	the	charm	of	it.
Tom	presently	wondered	 to	 find	 that	 his	 coveted	vacation	was	 beginning	 to

hang	a	little	heavily	on	his	hands.
He	attempted	a	diary	—	but	nothing	happened	during	 three	days,	 and	 so	he

abandoned	it.
The	first	of	all	the	negro	minstrel	shows	came	to	town,	and	made	a	sensation.

Tom	and	Joe	Harper	got	up	a	band	of	performers	and	were	happy	for	two	days.
Even	the	Glorious	Fourth	was	in	some	sense	a	failure,	for	it	rained	hard,	there

was	no	procession	 in	consequence,	and	 the	greatest	man	 in	 the	world	 (as	Tom
supposed),	 Mr.	 Benton,	 an	 actual	 United	 States	 Senator,	 proved	 an
overwhelming	disappointment	—	for	he	was	not	twenty-five	feet	high,	nor	even



anywhere	in	the	neighborhood	of	it.
A	circus	came.	The	boys	played	circus	for	three	days	afterward	in	tents	made

of	 rag	 carpeting	—	 admission,	 three	 pins	 for	 boys,	 two	 for	 girls	—	 and	 then
circusing	was	abandoned.
A	phrenologist	and	a	mesmerizer	came	—	and	went	again	and	left	the	village

duller	and	drearier	than	ever.
There	 were	 some	 boys-and-girls'	 parties,	 but	 they	 were	 so	 few	 and	 so

delightful	that	they	only	made	the	aching	voids	between	ache	the	harder.
Becky	Thatcher	was	gone	to	her	Constantinople	home	to	stay	with	her	parents

during	vacation	—	so	there	was	no	bright	side	to	life	anywhere.
The	dreadful	secret	of	the	murder	was	a	chronic	misery.	It	was	a	very	cancer

for	permanency	and	pain.
Then	came	the	measles.
During	 two	 long	 weeks	 Tom	 lay	 a	 prisoner,	 dead	 to	 the	 world	 and	 its

happenings.	He	was	very	ill,	he	was	interested	in	nothing.	When	he	got	upon	his
feet	at	 last	and	moved	feebly	down-town,	a	melancholy	change	had	come	over
everything	and	every	creature.	There	had	been	a	 "revival,"	 and	everybody	had
"got	religion,"	not	only	the	adults,	but	even	the	boys	and	girls.	Tom	went	about,
hoping	against	hope	for	the	sight	of	one	blessed	sinful	face,	but	disappointment
crossed	him	everywhere.	He	found	Joe	Harper	studying	a	Testament,	and	turned
sadly	away	from	the	depressing	spectacle.	He	sought	Ben	Rogers,	and	found	him
visiting	the	poor	with	a	basket	of	tracts.	He	hunted	up	Jim	Hollis,	who	called	his
attention	to	the	precious	blessing	of	his	late	measles	as	a	warning.	Every	boy	he
encountered	added	another	 ton	 to	his	depression;	 and	when,	 in	desperation,	he
flew	for	refuge	at	last	to	the	bosom	of	Huckleberry	Finn	and	was	received	with	a
Scriptural	quotation,	his	heart	broke	and	he	crept	home	and	to	bed	realizing	that
he	alone	of	all	the	town	was	lost,	forever	and	forever.
And	that	night	there	came	on	a	terrific	storm,	with	driving	rain,	awful	claps	of

thunder	 and	 blinding	 sheets	 of	 lightning.	 He	 covered	 his	 head	 with	 the
bedclothes	and	waited	in	a	horror	of	suspense	for	his	doom;	for	he	had	not	the
shadow	of	a	doubt	that	all	this	hubbub	was	about	him.	He	believed	he	had	taxed
the	forbearance	of	the	powers	above	to	the	extremity	of	endurance	and	that	this
was	the	result.	It	might	have	seemed	to	him	a	waste	of	pomp	and	ammunition	to
kill	a	bug	with	a	battery	of	artillery,	but	there	seemed	nothing	incongruous	about
the	 getting	 up	 such	 an	 expensive	 thunderstorm	 as	 this	 to	 knock	 the	 turf	 from
under	an	insect	like	himself.
By	and	by	the	tempest	spent	itself	and	died	without	accomplishing	its	object.

The	boy's	first	impulse	was	to	be	grateful,	and	reform.	His	second	was	to	wait	—
for	there	might	not	be	any	more	storms.



The	next	day	 the	doctors	were	back;	Tom	had	 relapsed.	The	 three	weeks	he
spent	on	his	back	this	time	seemed	an	entire	age.	When	he	got	abroad	at	last	he
was	hardly	grateful	 that	he	had	been	 spared,	 remembering	how	 lonely	was	his
estate,	 how	 companionless	 and	 forlorn	 he	 was.	 He	 drifted	 listlessly	 down	 the
street	and	found	Jim	Hollis	acting	as	judge	in	a	juvenile	court	that	was	trying	a
cat	 for	murder,	 in	 the	presence	of	her	victim,	a	bird.	He	found	Joe	Harper	and
Huck	Finn	up	an	alley	eating	a	stolen	melon.	Poor	lads!	they	—	like	Tom	—	had
suffered	a	relapse.



Chapter		23	
At	 last	 the	 sleepy	 atmosphere	was	 stirred	—	 and	 vigorously:	 the	murder	 trial
came	on	in	the	court.	It	became	the	absorbing	topic	of	village	talk	immediately.
Tom	could	not	get	away	from	it.	Every	reference	to	the	murder	sent	a	shudder	to
his	heart,	for	his	troubled	conscience	and	fears	almost	persuaded	him	that	these
remarks	were	put	forth	in	his	hearing	as	"feelers";	he	did	not	see	how	he	could
be	 suspected	 of	 knowing	 anything	 about	 the	murder,	 but	 still	 he	 could	 not	 be
comfortable	in	the	midst	of	this	gossip.	It	kept	him	in	a	cold	shiver	all	the	time.
He	took	Huck	to	a	lonely	place	to	have	a	talk	with	him.	It	would	be	some	relief
to	 unseal	 his	 tongue	 for	 a	 little	 while;	 to	 divide	 his	 burden	 of	 distress	 with
another	sufferer.	Moreover,	he	wanted	to	assure	himself	that	Huck	had	remained
discreet.	"Huck,	have	you	ever	told	anybody	about	—	that?"
"'Bout	what?"
"You	know	what."
"Oh	—	'course	I	haven't."
"Never	a	word?"
"Never	a	solitary	word,	so	help	me.	What	makes	you	ask?"
"Well,	I	was	afeard."
"Why,	Tom	Sawyer,	we	wouldn't	be	alive	two	days	if	that	got	found	out.	You

know	that."
Tom	felt	more	comfortable.	After	a	pause:
"Huck,	they	couldn't	anybody	get	you	to	tell,	could	they?"
"Get	me	 to	 tell?	Why,	 if	 I	wanted	 that	 half-breed	 devil	 to	 drownd	me	 they

could	get	me	to	tell.	They	ain't	no	different	way."
"Well,	that's	all	right,	then.	I	reckon	we're	safe	as	long	as	we	keep	mum.	But

let's	swear	again,	anyway.	It's	more	surer."
"I'm	agreed."
So	they	swore	again	with	dread	solemnities.
"What	is	the	talk	around,	Huck?	I've	heard	a	power	of	it."
"Talk?	Well,	 it's	 just	 Muff	 Potter,	 Muff	 Potter,	 Muff	 Potter	 all	 the	 time.	 It

keeps	me	in	a	sweat,	constant,	so's	I	want	to	hide	som'ers."
"That's	 just	 the	same	way	they	go	on	round	me.	I	reckon	he's	a	goner.	Don't

you	feel	sorry	for	him,	sometimes?"
"Most	 always	—	most	 always.	He	 ain't	 no	 account;	 but	 then	 he	 hain't	 ever



done	anything	to	hurt	anybody.	Just	fishes	a	little,	to	get	money	to	get	drunk	on
—	and	loafs	around	considerable;	but	lord,	we	all	do	that	—	leastways	most	of
us	—	preachers	and	such	like.	But	he's	kind	of	good	—	he	give	me	half	a	fish,
once,	when	there	warn't	enough	for	two;	and	lots	of	times	he's	kind	of	stood	by
me	when	I	was	out	of	luck."
"Well,	 he's	mended	 kites	 for	me,	Huck,	 and	 knitted	 hooks	 on	 to	my	 line.	 I

wish	we	could	get	him	out	of	there."
"My!	 we	 couldn't	 get	 him	 out,	 Tom.	 And	 besides,	 'twouldn't	 do	 any	 good;

they'd	ketch	him	again."
"Yes	—	so	they	would.	But	I	hate	to	hear	 'em	abuse	him	so	like	the	dickens

when	he	never	done	—	that."
"I	do	too,	Tom.	Lord,	I	hear	 'em	say	he's	the	bloodiest	looking	villain	in	this

country,	and	they	wonder	he	wasn't	ever	hung	before."
"Yes,	they	talk	like	that,	all	the	time.	I've	heard	 'em	say	that	if	he	was	to	get

free	they'd	lynch	him."
"And	they'd	do	it,	too."
The	boys	had	a	 long	 talk,	but	 it	brought	 them	 little	comfort.	As	 the	 twilight

drew	 on,	 they	 found	 themselves	 hanging	 about	 the	 neighborhood	 of	 the	 little
isolated	jail,	perhaps	with	an	undefined	hope	that	something	would	happen	that
might	clear	away	their	difficulties.	But	nothing	happened;	there	seemed	to	be	no
angels	or	fairies	interested	in	this	luckless	captive.
The	boys	did	 as	 they	had	often	done	before	—	went	 to	 the	 cell	 grating	 and

gave	Potter	 some	 tobacco	 and	matches.	He	was	on	 the	ground	 floor	 and	 there
were	no	guards.
His	gratitude	 for	 their	 gifts	 had	 always	 smote	 their	 consciences	before	—	 it

cut	 deeper	 than	 ever,	 this	 time.	They	 felt	 cowardly	 and	 treacherous	 to	 the	 last
degree	when	Potter	said:
"You've	been	mighty	good	to	me,	boys	—	better'n	anybody	else	in	this	town.

And	I	don't	forget	it,	I	don't.	Often	I	says	to	myself,	says	I,	'I	used	to	mend	all	the
boys'	 kites	 and	 things,	 and	 show	 'em	 where	 the	 good	 fishin'	 places	 was,	 and
befriend	 'em	what	 I	 could,	 and	 now	 they've	 all	 forgot	 old	Muff	 when	 he's	 in
trouble;	but	Tom	don't,	 and	Huck	don't	—	 they	don't	 forget	him,	 says	 I,	 'and	 I
don't	forget	them.'	Well,	boys,	I	done	an	awful	thing	—	drunk	and	crazy	at	 the
time	—	that's	the	only	way	I	account	for	it	—	and	now	I	got	to	swing	for	it,	and
it's	right.	Right,	and	best,	too,	I	reckon	—	hope	so,	anyway.	Well,	we	won't	talk
about	that.	I	don't	want	to	make	you	feel	bad;	you've	befriended	me.	But	what	I
want	to	say,	is,	don't	you	ever	get	drunk	—	then	you	won't	ever	get	here.	Stand	a
litter	furder	west	—	so	—	that's	it;	it's	a	prime	comfort	to	see	faces	that's	friendly
when	 a	body's	 in	 such	 a	muck	of	 trouble,	 and	 there	don't	 none	 come	here	but



yourn.	Good	friendly	faces	—	good	friendly	faces.	Git	up	on	one	another's	backs
and	let	me	touch	'em.	That's	it.	Shake	hands	—	yourn'll	come	through	the	bars,
but	mine's	 too	big.	Little	hands,	and	weak	—	but	 they've	helped	Muff	Potter	a
power,	and	they'd	help	him	more	if	they	could."
Tom	went	home	miserable,	and	his	dreams	that	night	were	full	of	horrors.	The

next	day	and	 the	day	after,	he	hung	about	 the	court-room,	drawn	by	an	almost
irresistible	impulse	to	go	in,	but	forcing	himself	to	stay	out.	Huck	was	having	the
same	 experience.	 They	 studiously	 avoided	 each	 other.	 Each	 wandered	 away,
from	 time	 to	 time,	 but	 the	 same	 dismal	 fascination	 always	 brought	 them	back
presently.	Tom	kept	his	 ears	open	when	 idlers	 sauntered	out	of	 the	 courtroom,
but	 invariably	heard	distressing	news	—	the	 toils	were	closing	more	and	more
relentlessly	around	poor	Potter.	At	the	end	of	the	second	day	the	village	talk	was
to	 the	 effect	 that	 Injun	 Joe's	 evidence	 stood	 firm	and	unshaken,	 and	 that	 there
was	not	the	slightest	question	as	to	what	the	jury's	verdict	would	be.
Tom	was	out	late,	that	night,	and	came	to	bed	through	the	window.	He	was	in

a	 tremendous	 state	 of	 excitement.	 It	was	 hours	 before	 he	 got	 to	 sleep.	All	 the
village	flocked	to	the	court-house	the	next	morning,	for	this	was	to	be	the	great
day.	Both	sexes	were	about	equally	represented	in	the	packed	audience.	After	a
long	wait	 the	 jury	 filed	 in	and	 took	 their	places;	 shortly	afterward,	Potter,	pale
and	 haggard,	 timid	 and	 hopeless,	 was	 brought	 in,	 with	 chains	 upon	 him,	 and
seated	where	 all	 the	 curious	 eyes	 could	 stare	 at	 him;	 no	 less	 conspicuous	was
Injun	Joe,	stolid	as	ever.	There	was	another	pause,	and	then	the	judge	arrived	and
the	 sheriff	 proclaimed	 the	 opening	of	 the	 court.	The	usual	whisperings	 among
the	 lawyers	 and	 gathering	 together	 of	 papers	 followed.	 These	 details	 and
accompanying	 delays	 worked	 up	 an	 atmosphere	 of	 preparation	 that	 was	 as
impressive	as	it	was	fascinating.
Now	a	witness	was	called	who	testified	that	he	found	Muff	Potter	washing	in

the	brook,	at	an	early	hour	of	the	morning	that	the	murder	was	discovered,	and
that	he	 immediately	sneaked	away.	After	some	further	questioning,	counsel	for
the	prosecution	said:
"Take	the	witness."
The	prisoner	raised	his	eyes	for	a	moment,	but	dropped	them	again	when	his

own	counsel	said:
"I	have	no	questions	to	ask	him."
The	next	witness	proved	the	finding	of	the	knife	near	the	corpse.	Counsel	for

the	prosecution	said:
"Take	the	witness."
"I	have	no	questions	to	ask	him,"	Potter's	lawyer	replied.
A	third	witness	swore	he	had	often	seen	the	knife	in	Potter's	possession.



"Take	the	witness."
Counsel	for	Potter	declined	to	question	him.	The	faces	of	the	audience	began

to	 betray	 annoyance.	 Did	 this	 attorney	 mean	 to	 throw	 away	 his	 client's	 life
without	an	effort?
Several	witnesses	deposed	concerning	Potter's	guilty	behavior	when	brought

to	the	scene	of	the	murder.	They	were	allowed	to	leave	the	stand	without	being
cross-questioned.
Every	 detail	 of	 the	 damaging	 circumstances	 that	 occurred	 in	 the	 graveyard

upon	 that	morning	which	 all	 present	 remembered	 so	well	was	 brought	 out	 by
credible	witnesses,	 but	 none	 of	 them	were	 cross-examined	 by	 Potter's	 lawyer.
The	perplexity	and	dissatisfaction	of	the	house	expressed	itself	in	murmurs	and
provoked	a	reproof	from	the	bench.	Counsel	for	the	prosecution	now	said:
"By	 the	 oaths	 of	 citizens	 whose	 simple	 word	 is	 above	 suspicion,	 we	 have

fastened	this	awful	crime,	beyond	all	possibility	of	question,	upon	the	unhappy
prisoner	at	the	bar.	We	rest	our	case	here."
A	groan	escaped	from	poor	Potter,	and	he	put	his	face	in	his	hands	and	rocked

his	 body	 softly	 to	 and	 fro,	 while	 a	 painful	 silence	 reigned	 in	 the	 court-room.
Many	men	were	moved,	and	many	women's	compassion	testified	itself	in	tears.
Counsel	for	the	defence	rose	and	said:
"Your	honor,	in	our	remarks	at	the	opening	of	this	trial,	we	foreshadowed	our

purpose	to	prove	that	our	client	did	this	fearful	deed	while	under	the	influence	of
a	 blind	 and	 irresponsible	 delirium	 produced	 by	 drink.	 We	 have	 changed	 our
mind.	We	shall	not	offer	that	plea."	[Then	to	the	clerk:]	"Call	Thomas	Sawyer!"
A	puzzled	amazement	awoke	 in	every	 face	 in	 the	house,	not	even	excepting

Potter's.	Every	eye	fastened	itself	with	wondering	interest	upon	Tom	as	he	rose
and	took	his	place	upon	the	stand.	The	boy	looked	wild	enough,	for	he	was	badly
scared.	The	oath	was	administered.
"Thomas	Sawyer,	where	were	you	on	the	seventeenth	of	June,	about	the	hour

of	midnight?"
Tom	glanced	at	Injun	Joe's	iron	face	and	his	tongue	failed	him.	The	audience

listened	 breathless,	 but	 the	 words	 refused	 to	 come.	 After	 a	 few	 moments,
however,	the	boy	got	a	little	of	his	strength	back,	and	managed	to	put	enough	of
it	into	his	voice	to	make	part	of	the	house	hear:
"In	the	graveyard!"
"A	little	bit	louder,	please.	Don't	be	afraid.	You	were	—"
"In	the	graveyard."
A	contemptuous	smile	flitted	across	Injun	Joe's	face.
"Were	you	anywhere	near	Horse	Williams'	grave?"
"Yes,	sir."



"Speak	up	—	just	a	trifle	louder.	How	near	were	you?"
"Near	as	I	am	to	you."
"Were	you	hidden,	or	not?"
"I	was	hid."
"Where?"
"Behind	the	elms	that's	on	the	edge	of	the	grave."
Injun	Joe	gave	a	barely	perceptible	start.
"Any	one	with	you?"
"Yes,	sir.	I	went	there	with	—"
"Wait	—	wait	a	moment.	Never	mind	mentioning	your	companion's	name.	We

will	produce	him	at	the	proper	time.	Did	you	carry	anything	there	with	you."
Tom	hesitated	and	looked	confused.
"Speak	 out,	 my	 boy	—	 don't	 be	 diffident.	 The	 truth	 is	 always	 respectable.

What	did	you	take	there?"
"Only	a	—	a	—	dead	cat."
There	was	a	ripple	of	mirth,	which	the	court	checked.
"We	will	produce	the	skeleton	of	that	cat.	Now,	my	boy,	tell	us	everything	that

occurred	—	tell	it	in	your	own	way	—	don't	skip	anything,	and	don't	be	afraid."
Tom	began	—	hesitatingly	at	first,	but	as	he	warmed	to	his	subject	his	words

flowed	more	and	more	easily;	 in	a	 little	while	every	sound	ceased	but	his	own
voice;	 every	 eye	 fixed	 itself	 upon	 him;	 with	 parted	 lips	 and	 bated	 breath	 the
audience	 hung	 upon	 his	 words,	 taking	 no	 note	 of	 time,	 rapt	 in	 the	 ghastly
fascinations	of	 the	 tale.	The	strain	upon	pent	emotion	 reached	 its	climax	when
the	boy	said:
"—	and	as	the	doctor	fetched	the	board	around	and	Muff	Potter	fell,	Injun	Joe

jumped	with	the	knife	and	—"
Crash!	Quick	 as	 lightning	 the	 half-breed	 sprang	 for	 a	window,	 tore	 his	way

through	all	opposers,	and	was	gone!



Chapter		24	
Tom	was	a	glittering	hero	once	more	—	the	pet	of	the	old,	the	envy	of	the	young.
His	 name	 even	went	 into	 immortal	 print,	 for	 the	 village	 paper	magnified	 him.
There	 were	 some	 that	 believed	 he	 would	 be	 President,	 yet,	 if	 he	 escaped
hanging.	As	usual,	 the	fickle,	unreasoning	world	took	Muff	Potter	to	its	bosom
and	fondled	him	as	lavishly	as	it	had	abused	him	before.	But	that	sort	of	conduct
is	to	the	world's	credit;	therefore	it	is	not	well	to	find	fault	with	it.
Tom's	days	were	days	of	splendor	and	exultation	to	him,	but	his	nights	were

seasons	of	horror.	Injun	Joe	infested	all	his	dreams,	and	always	with	doom	in	his
eye.	Hardly	any	temptation	could	persuade	the	boy	to	stir	abroad	after	nightfall.
Poor	Huck	was	 in	 the	same	state	of	wretchedness	and	 terror,	 for	Tom	had	 told
the	whole	story	to	the	lawyer	the	night	before	the	great	day	of	the	trial,	and	Huck
was	sore	afraid	that	his	share	in	the	business	might	leak	out,	yet,	notwithstanding
Injun	 Joe's	 flight	 had	 saved	 him	 the	 suffering	 of	 testifying	 in	 court.	 The	 poor
fellow	had	got	 the	 attorney	 to	 promise	 secrecy,	 but	what	 of	 that?	Since	Tom's
harassed	 conscience	 had	managed	 to	 drive	 him	 to	 the	 lawyer's	 house	 by	 night
and	wring	 a	 dread	 tale	 from	 lips	 that	 had	 been	 sealed	with	 the	 dismalest	 and
most	 formidable	of	oaths,	Huck's	 confidence	 in	 the	human	 race	was	well-nigh
obliterated.
Daily	Muff	Potter's	 gratitude	made	Tom	glad	he	had	 spoken;	but	nightly	he

wished	he	had	sealed	up	his	tongue.
Half	 the	 time	Tom	was	 afraid	 Injun	 Joe	would	 never	 be	 captured;	 the	 other

half	he	was	afraid	he	would	be.	He	felt	sure	he	never	could	draw	a	safe	breath
again	until	that	man	was	dead	and	he	had	seen	the	corpse.
Rewards	had	been	offered,	the	country	had	been	scoured,	but	no	Injun	Joe	was

found.	One	of	those	omniscient	and	awe-inspiring	marvels,	a	detective,	came	up
from	St.	Louis,	moused	around,	shook	his	head,	looked	wise,	and	made	that	sort
of	 astounding	 success	which	members	 of	 that	 craft	 usually	 achieve.	That	 is	 to
say,	he	"found	a	clew."	But	you	can't	hang	a	"clew"	for	murder,	and	so	after	that
detective	had	got	 through	and	gone	home,	Tom	felt	 just	 as	 insecure	as	he	was
before.
The	slow	days	drifted	on,	and	each	left	behind	it	a	slightly	lightened	weight	of

apprehension.



Chapter		25	
There	comes	a	time	in	every	rightly-constructed	boy's	life	when	he	has	a	raging
desire	to	go	somewhere	and	dig	for	hidden	treasure.	This	desire	suddenly	came
upon	Tom	one	day.	He	sallied	out	to	find	Joe	Harper,	but	failed	of	success.	Next
he	sought	Ben	Rogers;	he	had	gone	 fishing.	Presently	he	stumbled	upon	Huck
Finn	the	Red-Handed.	Huck	would	answer.	Tom	took	him	to	a	private	place	and
opened	 the	matter	 to	 him	 confidentially.	 Huck	was	willing.	 Huck	was	 always
willing	to	take	a	hand	in	any	enterprise	that	offered	entertainment	and	required
no	capital,	for	he	had	a	troublesome	superabundance	of	that	sort	of	time	which	is
not	money.	"Where'll	we	dig?"	said	Huck.	"Oh,	most	anywhere."
"Why,	is	it	hid	all	around?"
"No,	indeed	it	ain't.	It's	hid	in	mighty	particular	places,	Huck	—	sometimes	on

islands,	sometimes	in	rotten	chests	under	the	end	of	a	limb	of	an	old	dead	tree,
just	where	 the	 shadow	 falls	 at	midnight;	 but	mostly	 under	 the	 floor	 in	 ha'nted
houses."
"Who	hides	it?"
"Why,	 robbers,	 of	 course	 —	 who'd	 you	 reckon?	 Sunday-school

sup'rintendents?"
"I	don't	know.	 If	 'twas	mine	 I	wouldn't	hide	 it;	 I'd	 spend	 it	and	have	a	good

time."
"So	would	I.	But	robbers	don't	do	that	way.	They	always	hide	it	and	leave	it

there."
"Don't	they	come	after	it	any	more?"
"No,	they	think	they	will,	but	they	generally	forget	the	marks,	or	else	they	die.

Anyway,	it	lays	there	a	long	time	and	gets	rusty;	and	by	and	by	somebody	finds
an	old	yellow	paper	that	tells	how	to	find	the	marks	—	a	paper	that's	got	to	be
ciphered	over	about	a	week	because	it's	mostly	signs	and	hy'roglyphics."
"HyroQwhich?"
"Hy'roglyphics	—	 pictures	 and	 things,	 you	 know,	 that	 don't	 seem	 to	 mean

anything."
"Have	you	got	one	of	them	papers,	Tom?"
"No."
"Well	then,	how	you	going	to	find	the	marks?"
"I	don't	want	any	marks.	They	always	bury	it	under	a	ha'nted	house	or	on	an



island,	 or	 under	 a	 dead	 tree	 that's	 got	 one	 limb	 sticking	 out.	Well,	we've	 tried
Jackson's	 Island	a	 little,	and	we	can	 try	 it	again	some	 time;	and	 there's	 the	old
ha'nted	 house	 up	 the	 Still-House	 branch,	 and	 there's	 lots	 of	 deadlimb	 trees	—
dead	loads	of	'em."
"Is	it	under	all	of	them?"
"How	you	talk!	No!"
"Then	how	you	going	to	know	which	one	to	go	for?"
"Go	for	all	of	'em!"
"Why,	Tom,	it'll	take	all	summer."
"Well,	what	of	that?	Suppose	you	find	a	brass	pot	with	a	hundred	dollars	in	it,

all	rusty	and	gray,	or	rotten	chest	full	of	di'monds.	How's	that?"
Huck's	eyes	glowed.
"That's	bully.	Plenty	bully	enough	for	me.	Just	you	gimme	the	hundred	dollars

and	I	don't	want	no	di'monds."
"All	right.	But	I	bet	you	I	ain't	going	to	throw	off	on	di'monds.	Some	of	'em's

worth	 twenty	dollars	apiece	—	 there	ain't	 any,	hardly,	but's	worth	 six	bits	or	a
dollar."
"No!	Is	that	so?"
"Cert'nly	—	anybody'll	tell	you	so.	Hain't	you	ever	seen	one,	Huck?"
"Not	as	I	remember."
"Oh,	kings	have	slathers	of	them."
"Well,	I	don'	know	no	kings,	Tom."
"I	 reckon	you	don't.	But	 if	 you	was	 to	go	 to	Europe	you'd	 see	 a	 raft	 of	 'em

hopping	around."
"Do	they	hop?"
"Hop?	—	your	granny!	No!"
"Well,	what	did	you	say	they	did,	for?"
"Shucks,	 I	 only	meant	 you'd	 see	 'em	—	not	 hopping,	 of	 course	—	what	 do

they	want	to	hop	for?	—	but	I	mean	you'd	just	see	'em	—	scattered	around,	you
know,	in	a	kind	of	a	general	way.	Like	that	old	humpbacked	Richard."
"Richard?	What's	his	other	name?"
"He	didn't	have	any	other	name.	Kings	don't	have	any	but	a	given	name."
"No?"
"But	they	don't."
"Well,	if	they	like	it,	Tom,	all	right;	but	I	don't	want	to	be	a	king	and	have	only

just	a	given	name,	like	a	nigger.	But	say	—	where	you	going	to	dig	first?"
"Well,	I	don't	know.	S'pose	we	tackle	that	old	dead-limb	tree	on	the	hill	t'other

side	of	Still-House	branch?"
"I'm	agreed."



So	they	got	a	crippled	pick	and	a	shovel,	and	set	out	on	their	three-mile	tramp.
They	 arrived	 hot	 and	 panting,	 and	 threw	 themselves	 down	 in	 the	 shade	 of	 a
neighboring	elm	to	rest	and	have	a	smoke.
"I	like	this,"	said	Tom.
"So	do	I."
"Say,	Huck,	if	we	find	a	treasure	here,	what	you	going	to	do	with	your	share?"
"Well,	 I'll	have	pie	and	a	glass	of	soda	every	day,	and	I'll	go	 to	every	circus

that	comes	along.	I	bet	I'll	have	a	gay	time."
"Well,	ain't	you	going	to	save	any	of	it?"
"Save	it?	What	for?"
"Why,	so	as	to	have	something	to	live	on,	by	and	by."
"Oh,	that	ain't	any	use.	Pap	would	come	back	to	thish-yer	town	some	day	and

get	his	claws	on	it	if	I	didn't	hurry	up,	and	I	tell	you	he'd	clean	it	out	pretty	quick.
What	you	going	to	do	with	yourn,	Tom?"
"I'm	going	to	buy	a	new	drum,	and	a	sure-'nough	sword,	and	a	red	necktie	and

a	bull	pup,	and	get	married."
"Married!"
"That's	it."
"Tom,	you	—	why,	you	ain't	in	your	right	mind."
"Wait	—	you'll	see."
"Well,	 that's	 the	 foolishest	 thing	you	could	do.	Look	at	pap	and	my	mother.

Fight!	Why,	they	used	to	fight	all	the	time.	I	remember,	mighty	well."
"That	ain't	anything.	The	girl	I'm	going	to	marry	won't	fight."
"Tom,	I	reckon	they're	all	alike.	They'll	all	comb	a	body.	Now	you	better	think

'bout	this	awhile.	I	tell	you	you	better.	What's	the	name	of	the	gal?"
"It	ain't	a	gal	at	all	—	it's	a	girl."
"It's	all	the	same,	I	reckon;	some	says	gal,	some	says	girl	—	both's	right,	like

enough.	Anyway,	what's	her	name,	Tom?"
"I'll	tell	you	some	time	—	not	now."
"All	 right	—	 that'll	do.	Only	 if	you	get	married	 I'll	be	more	 lonesomer	 than

ever."
"No	you	won't.	You'll	come	and	live	with	me.	Now	stir	out	of	this	and	we'll	go

to	digging."
They	 worked	 and	 sweated	 for	 half	 an	 hour.	 No	 result.	 They	 toiled	 another

half-hour.	Still	no	result.	Huck	said:
"Do	they	always	bury	it	as	deep	as	this?"
"Sometimes	—	not	 always.	Not	generally.	 I	 reckon	we	haven't	 got	 the	 right

place."
So	they	chose	a	new	spot	and	began	again.	The	labor	dragged	a	little,	but	still



they	made	progress.	They	pegged	away	in	silence	for	some	time.	Finally	Huck
leaned	on	his	shovel,	swabbed	the	beaded	drops	from	his	brow	with	his	sleeve,
and	said:
"Where	you	going	to	dig	next,	after	we	get	this	one?"
"I	 reckon	maybe	we'll	 tackle	 the	 old	 tree	 that's	 over	 yonder	 on	Cardiff	Hill

back	of	the	widow's."
"I	 reckon	 that'll	 be	 a	 good	one.	But	won't	 the	widow	 take	 it	 away	 from	us,

Tom?	It's	on	her	land."
"She	take	it	away!	Maybe	she'd	like	to	try	it	once.	Whoever	finds	one	of	these

hid	treasures,	it	belongs	to	him.	It	don't	make	any	difference	whose	land	it's	on."
That	was	satisfactory.	The	work	went	on.	By	and	by	Huck	said:
"Blame	it,	we	must	be	in	the	wrong	place	again.	What	do	you	think?"
"It	is	mighty	curious,	Huck.	I	don't	understand	it.	Sometimes	witches	interfere.

I	reckon	maybe	that's	what's	the	trouble	now."
"Shucks!	Witches	ain't	got	no	power	in	the	daytime."
"Well,	that's	so.	I	didn't	think	of	that.	Oh,	I	know	what	the	matter	is!	What	a

blamed	 lot	of	 fools	we	are!	You	got	 to	 find	out	where	 the	 shadow	of	 the	 limb
falls	at	midnight,	and	that's	where	you	dig!"
"Then	consound	it,	we've	fooled	away	all	this	work	for	nothing.	Now	hang	it

all,	we	got	to	come	back	in	the	night.	It's	an	awful	long	way.	Can	you	get	out?"
"I	bet	I	will.	We've	got	to	do	it	to-night,	too,	because	if	somebody	sees	these

holes	they'll	know	in	a	minute	what's	here	and	they'll	go	for	it."
"Well,	I'll	come	around	and	maow	to-night."
"All	right.	Let's	hide	the	tools	in	the	bushes."
The	 boys	 were	 there	 that	 night,	 about	 the	 appointed	 time.	 They	 sat	 in	 the

shadow	 waiting.	 It	 was	 a	 lonely	 place,	 and	 an	 hour	 made	 solemn	 by	 old
traditions.	 Spirits	whispered	 in	 the	 rustling	 leaves,	 ghosts	 lurked	 in	 the	murky
nooks,	 the	 deep	 baying	 of	 a	 hound	 floated	 up	 out	 of	 the	 distance,	 an	 owl
answered	with	his	sepulchral	note.	The	boys	were	subdued	by	these	solemnities,
and	 talked	 little.	 By	 and	 by	 they	 judged	 that	 twelve	 had	 come;	 they	 marked
where	the	shadow	fell,	and	began	to	dig.	Their	hopes	commenced	to	rise.	Their
interest	grew	stronger,	and	 their	 industry	kept	pace	with	 it.	The	hole	deepened
and	 still	 deepened,	 but	 every	 time	 their	 hearts	 jumped	 to	 hear	 the	 pick	 strike
upon	something,	they	only	suffered	a	new	disappointment.	It	was	only	a	stone	or
a	chunk.	At	last	Tom	said:
"It	ain't	any	use,	Huck,	we're	wrong	again."
"Well,	but	we	can't	be	wrong.	We	spotted	the	shadder	to	a	dot."
"I	know	it,	but	then	there's	another	thing."
"What's	that?".



"Why,	we	only	guessed	at	the	time.	Like	enough	it	was	too	late	or	too	early."
Huck	dropped	his	shovel.
"That's	 it,"	said	he.	"That's	 the	very	 trouble.	We	got	 to	give	 this	one	up.	We

can't	ever	tell	the	right	time,	and	besides	this	kind	of	thing's	too	awful,	here	this
time	 of	 night	 with	 witches	 and	 ghosts	 a-fluttering	 around	 so.	 I	 feel	 as	 if
something's	behind	me	all	the	time;	and	I'm	afeard	to	turn	around,	becuz	maybe
there's	others	in	front	a-waiting	for	a	chance.	I	been	creeping	all	over,	ever	since
I	got	here."
"Well,	 I've	been	pretty	much	so,	 too,	Huck.	They	most	always	put	 in	a	dead

man	when	they	bury	a	treasure	under	a	tree,	to	look	out	for	it."
"Lordy!"
"Yes,	they	do.	I've	always	heard	that."
"Tom,	 I	 don't	 like	 to	 fool	 around	much	where	 there's	 dead	people.	A	body's

bound	to	get	into	trouble	with	'em,	sure."
"I	don't	like	to	stir	'em	up,	either.	S'pose	this	one	here	was	to	stick	his	skull	out

and	say	something!"
"Don't	Tom!	It's	awful."
"Well,	it	just	is.	Huck,	I	don't	feel	comfortable	a	bit."
"Say,	Tom,	let's	give	this	place	up,	and	try	somewheres	else."
"All	right,	I	reckon	we	better."
"What'll	it	be?"
Tom	considered	awhile;	and	then	said:
"The	ha'nted	house.	That's	it!"
"Blame	it,	I	don't	like	ha'nted	houses,	Tom.	Why,	they're	a	dern	sight	worse'n

dead	people.	Dead	people	might	talk,	maybe,	but	they	don't	come	sliding	around
in	a	shroud,	when	you	ain't	noticing,	and	peep	over	your	shoulder	all	of	a	sudden
and	grit	 their	 teeth,	 the	way	a	ghost	does.	I	couldn't	stand	such	a	 thing	as	 that,
Tom	—	nobody	could."
"Yes,	but,	Huck,	ghosts	don't	 travel	around	only	at	night.	They	won't	hender

us	from	digging	there	in	the	daytime."
"Well,	that's	so.	But	you	know	mighty	well	people	don't	go	about	that	ha'nted

house	in	the	day	nor	the	night."
"Well,	 that's	 mostly	 because	 they	 don't	 like	 to	 go	 where	 a	 man's	 been

murdered,	anyway	—	but	nothing's	ever	been	seen	around	that	house	except	in
the	night	—	just	some	blue	lights	slipping	by	the	windows	—	no	regular	ghosts."
"Well,	where	you	see	one	of	them	blue	lights	flickering	around,	Tom,	you	can

bet	there's	a	ghost	mighty	close	behind	it.	It	stands	to	reason.	Becuz	you	know
that	they	don't	anybody	but	ghosts	use	'em."
"Yes,	that's	so.	But	anyway	they	don't	come	around	in	the	daytime,	so	what's



the	use	of	our	being	afeard?"
"Well,	all	right.	We'll	tackle	the	ha'nted	house	if	you	say	so	—	but	I	reckon	it's

taking	chances."
They	had	started	down	the	hill	by	this	time.	There	in	the	middle	of	the	moonlit

valley	 below	 them	 stood	 the	 "ha'nted"	 house,	 utterly	 isolated,	 its	 fences	 gone
long	ago,	 rank	weeds	smothering	 the	very	doorsteps,	 the	chimney	crumbled	 to
ruin,	 the	window-sashes	vacant,	a	corner	of	 the	 roof	caved	 in.	The	boys	gazed
awhile,	half	expecting	to	see	a	blue	light	flit	past	a	window;	then	talking	in	a	low
tone,	as	befitted	the	time	and	the	circumstances,	they	struck	far	off	to	the	right,
to	give	 the	haunted	house	a	wide	berth,	and	 took	their	way	homeward	 through
the	woods	that	adorned	the	rearward	side	of	Cardiff	Hill.



Chapter		26	
About	noon	 the	next	day	 the	boys	 arrived	at	 the	dead	 tree;	 they	had	come	 for
their	tools.	Tom	was	impatient	to	go	to	the	haunted	house;	Huck	was	measurably
so,	also	—	but	suddenly	said:	"Lookyhere,	Tom,	do	you	know	what	day	it	is?"
Tom	mentally	ran	over	the	days	of	the	week,	and	then	quickly	lifted	his	eyes

with	a	startled	look	in	them	—
"My!	I	never	once	thought	of	it,	Huck!"
"Well,	I	didn't	neither,	but	all	at	once	it	popped	onto	me	that	it	was	Friday."
"Blame	it,	a	body	can't	be	 too	careful,	Huck.	We	might	 'a'	got	 into	an	awful

scrape,	tackling	such	a	thing	on	a	Friday."
"Might!	 Better	 say	we	would!	 There's	 some	 lucky	 days,	maybe,	 but	 Friday

ain't."
"Any	fool	knows	that.	I	don't	reckon	you	was	the	first	that	found	it	out,	Huck."
"Well,	I	never	said	I	was,	did	I?	And	Friday	ain't	all,	neither.	I	had	a	rotten	bad

dream	last	night	—	dreampt	about	rats."
"No!	Sure	sign	of	trouble.	Did	they	fight?"
"No."
"Well,	 that's	 good,	Huck.	When	 they	 don't	 fight	 it's	 only	 a	 sign	 that	 there's

trouble	around,	you	know.	All	we	got	to	do	is	to	look	mighty	sharp	and	keep	out
of	 it.	 We'll	 drop	 this	 thing	 for	 to-day,	 and	 play.	 Do	 you	 know	 Robin	 Hood,
Huck?"
"No.	Who's	Robin	Hood?"
"Why,	he	was	one	of	 the	greatest	men	 that	was	 ever	 in	England	—	and	 the

best.	He	was	a	robber."
"Cracky,	I	wisht	I	was.	Who	did	he	rob?"
"Only	sheriffs	and	bishops	and	 rich	people	and	kings,	and	such	 like.	But	he

never	bothered	the	poor.	He	loved	'em.	He	always	divided	up	with	'em	perfectly
square."
"Well,	he	must	'a'	been	a	brick."
"I	bet	you	he	was,	Huck.	Oh,	he	was	the	noblest	man	that	ever	was.	They	ain't

any	such	men	now,	I	can	tell	you.	He	could	lick	any	man	in	England,	with	one
hand	tied	behind	him;	and	he	could	take	his	yew	bow	and	plug	a	ten-cent	piece
every	time,	a	mile	and	a	half."
"What's	a	yew	bow?"



"I	don't	know.	It's	some	kind	of	a	bow,	of	course.	And	if	he	hit	that	dime	only
on	the	edge	he	would	set	down	and	cry	—	and	curse.	But	we'll	play	Robin	Hood
—	it's	nobby	fun.	I'll	learn	you."
"I'm	agreed."
So	they	played	Robin	Hood	all	the	afternoon,	now	and	then	casting	a	yearning

eye	 down	 upon	 the	 haunted	 house	 and	 passing	 a	 remark	 about	 the	 morrow's
prospects	and	possibilities	there.	As	the	sun	began	to	sink	into	the	west	they	took
their	way	homeward	athwart	the	long	shadows	of	the	trees	and	soon	were	buried
from	sight	in	the	forests	of	Cardiff	Hill.
On	Saturday,	 shortly	 after	noon,	 the	boys	were	 at	 the	dead	 tree	 again.	They

had	a	smoke	and	a	chat	in	the	shade,	and	then	dug	a	little	in	their	last	hole,	not
with	great	hope,	but	merely	because	Tom	said	there	were	so	many	cases	where
people	 had	 given	 up	 a	 treasure	 after	 getting	 down	within	 six	 inches	 of	 it,	 and
then	 somebody	else	had	 come	along	and	 turned	 it	 up	with	 a	 single	 thrust	 of	 a
shovel.	The	 thing	 failed	 this	 time,	however,	 so	 the	boys	 shouldered	 their	 tools
and	went	away	feeling	that	they	had	not	trifled	with	fortune,	but	had	fulfilled	all
the	requirements	that	belong	to	the	business	of	treasure-hunting.
When	 they	 reached	 the	 haunted	 house	 there	 was	 something	 so	 weird	 and

grisly	 about	 the	 dead	 silence	 that	 reigned	 there	 under	 the	 baking	 sun,	 and
something	 so	 depressing	 about	 the	 loneliness	 and	 desolation	 of	 the	 place,	 that
they	were	afraid,	 for	a	moment,	 to	venture	 in.	Then	 they	crept	 to	 the	door	and
took	a	trembling	peep.	They	saw	a	weed-grown,	floorless	room,	unplastered,	an
ancient	 fireplace,	 vacant	 windows,	 a	 ruinous	 staircase;	 and	 here,	 there,	 and
everywhere	 hung	 ragged	 and	 abandoned	 cobwebs.	 They	 presently	 entered,
softly,	with	quickened	pulses,	talking	in	whispers,	ears	alert	to	catch	the	slightest
sound,	and	muscles	tense	and	ready	for	instant	retreat.
In	 a	 little	 while	 familiarity	 modified	 their	 fears	 and	 they	 gave	 the	 place	 a

critical	 and	 interested	 examination,	 rather	 admiring	 their	 own	 boldness,	 and
wondering	at	it,	too.	Next	they	wanted	to	look	up-stairs.	This	was	something	like
cutting	off	retreat,	but	they	got	to	daring	each	other,	and	of	course	there	could	be
but	one	 result	—	 they	 threw	 their	 tools	 into	a	corner	and	made	 the	ascent.	Up
there	 were	 the	 same	 signs	 of	 decay.	 In	 one	 corner	 they	 found	 a	 closet	 that
promised	mystery,	but	the	promise	was	a	fraud	—	there	was	nothing	in	it.	Their
courage	was	up	now	and	well	in	hand.	They	were	about	to	go	down	and	begin
work	when	—
"Sh!"	said	Tom.
"What	is	it?"	whispered	Huck,	blanching	with	fright.
"Sh!	…	There!	…	Hear	it?"
"Yes!	…	Oh,	my!	Let's	run!"



"Keep	still!	Don't	you	budge!	They're	coming	right	toward	the	door."
The	boys	stretched	themselves	upon	the	floor	with	their	eyes	to	knot-holes	in

the	planking,	and	lay	waiting,	in	a	misery	of	fear.
"They've	stopped…	.	No	—	coming…	.	Here	they	are.	Don't	whisper	another

word,	Huck.	My	goodness,	I	wish	I	was	out	of	this!"
Two	men	entered.	Each	boy	said	to	himself:	"There's	 the	old	deaf	and	dumb

Spaniard	 that's	been	about	 town	once	or	 twice	 lately	—	never	 saw	 t'other	man
before."
"T'other"	was	a	 ragged,	unkempt	 creature,	with	nothing	very	pleasant	 in	his

face.	The	Spaniard	was	wrapped	in	a	serape;	he	had	bushy	white	whiskers;	long
white	hair	 flowed	from	under	his	sombrero,	and	he	wore	green	goggles.	When
they	came	in,	"t'other"	was	talking	in	a	low	voice;	they	sat	down	on	the	ground,
facing	 the	 door,	 with	 their	 backs	 to	 the	 wall,	 and	 the	 speaker	 continued	 his
remarks.	 His	 manner	 became	 less	 guarded	 and	 his	 words	more	 distinct	 as	 he
proceeded:
"No,"	said	he,	"I've	thought	it	all	over,	and	I	don't	like	it.	It's	dangerous."
"Dangerous!"	grunted	the	"deaf	and	dumb"	Spaniard	—	to	the	vast	surprise	of

the	boys.	"Milksop!"
This	 voice	 made	 the	 boys	 gasp	 and	 quake.	 It	 was	 Injun	 Joe's!	 There	 was

silence	for	some	time.	Then	Joe	said:
"What's	any	more	dangerous	than	that	job	up	yonder	—	but	nothing's	come	of

it."
"That's	different.	Away	up	the	river	so,	and	not	another	house	about.	 'Twon't

ever	be	known	that	we	tried,	anyway,	long	as	we	didn't	succeed."
"Well,	what's	more	dangerous	 than	coming	here	 in	 the	daytime!	—	anybody

would	suspicion	us	that	saw	us."
"I	know	that.	But	there	warn't	any	other	place	as	handy	after	that	fool	of	a	job.

I	want	to	quit	this	shanty.	I	wanted	to	yesterday,	only	it	warn't	any	use	trying	to
stir	out	of	here,	with	 those	 infernal	boys	playing	over	 there	on	 the	hill	 right	 in
full	view."
"Those	infernal	boys"	quaked	again	under	the	inspiration	of	this	remark,	and

thought	how	lucky	it	was	that	they	had	remembered	it	was	Friday	and	concluded
to	wait	a	day.	They	wished	in	their	hearts	they	had	waited	a	year.
The	 two	 men	 got	 out	 some	 food	 and	 made	 a	 luncheon.	 After	 a	 long	 and

thoughtful	silence,	Injun	Joe	said:
"Look	here,	lad	—	you	go	back	up	the	river	where	you	belong.	Wait	there	till

you	 hear	 from	me.	 I'll	 take	 the	 chances	 on	 dropping	 into	 this	 town	 just	 once
more,	for	a	look.	We'll	do	that	'dangerous'	job	after	I've	spied	around	a	little	and
think	things	look	well	for	it.	Then	for	Texas!	We'll	leg	it	together!"



This	was	satisfactory.	Both	men	presently	fell	to	yawning,	and	Injun	Joe	said:
"I'm	dead	for	sleep!	It's	your	turn	to	watch."
He	curled	down	 in	 the	weeds	 and	 soon	began	 to	 snore.	His	 comrade	 stirred

him	once	or	twice	and	he	became	quiet.	Presently	the	watcher	began	to	nod;	his
head	drooped	lower	and	lower,	both	men	began	to	snore	now.
The	boys	drew	a	long,	grateful	breath.	Tom	whispered:
"Now's	our	chance	—	come!"
Huck	said:
"I	can't	—	I'd	die	if	they	was	to	wake."
Tom	urged	—	Huck	held	back.	At	last	Tom	rose	slowly	and	softly,	and	started

alone.	 But	 the	 first	 step	 he	made	wrung	 such	 a	 hideous	 creak	 from	 the	 crazy
floor	 that	 he	 sank	 down	 almost	 dead	 with	 fright.	 He	 never	 made	 a	 second
attempt.	 The	 boys	 lay	 there	 counting	 the	 dragging	 moments	 till	 it	 seemed	 to
them	 that	 time	 must	 be	 done	 and	 eternity	 growing	 gray;	 and	 then	 they	 were
grateful	to	note	that	at	last	the	sun	was	setting.
Now	one	snore	ceased.	Injun	Joe	sat	up,	stared	around	—	smiled	grimly	upon

his	comrade,	whose	head	was	drooping	upon	his	knees	—	stirred	him	up	with	his
foot	and	said:
"Here!	 You're	 a	 watchman,	 ain't	 you!	 All	 right,	 though	 —	 nothing's

happened."
"My!	have	I	been	asleep?"
"Oh,	partly,	partly.	Nearly	time	for	us	to	be	moving,	pard.	What'll	we	do	with

what	little	swag	we've	got	left?"
"I	don't	know	—	leave	it	here	as	we've	always	done,	I	reckon.	No	use	to	take	it

away	till	we	start	south.	Six	hundred	and	fifty	in	silver's	something	to	carry."
"Well	—	all	right	—	it	won't	matter	to	come	here	once	more."
"No	—	but	I'd	say	come	in	the	night	as	we	used	to	do	—	it's	better."
"Yes:	but	 look	here;	 it	may	be	a	good	while	before	 I	get	 the	 right	chance	at

that	 job;	 accidents	 might	 happen;	 'tain't	 in	 such	 a	 very	 good	 place;	 we'll	 just
regularly	bury	it	—	and	bury	it	deep."
"Good	 idea,"	 said	 the	 comrade,	 who	 walked	 across	 the	 room,	 knelt	 down,

raised	 one	 of	 the	 rearward	 hearthstones	 and	 took	 out	 a	 bag	 that	 jingled
pleasantly.	He	subtracted	from	it	twenty	or	thirty	dollars	for	himself	and	as	much
for	 Injun	 Joe,	 and	 passed	 the	 bag	 to	 the	 latter,	 who	 was	 on	 his	 knees	 in	 the
corner,	now,	digging	with	his	bowie-knife.
The	boys	forgot	all	 their	 fears,	all	 their	miseries	 in	an	 instant.	With	gloating

eyes	they	watched	every	movement.	Luck!	—	the	splendor	of	it	was	beyond	all
imagination!	Six	hundred	dollars	was	money	enough	to	make	half	a	dozen	boys
rich!	Here	was	treasure-hunting	under	the	happiest	auspices	—	there	would	not



be	any	bothersome	uncertainty	as	to	where	to	dig.	They	nudged	each	other	every
moment	—	 eloquent	 nudges	 and	 easily	 understood,	 for	 they	 simply	meant	—
"Oh,	but	ain't	you	glad	now	we're	here!"
Joe's	knife	struck	upon	something.
"Hello!"	said	he.
"What	is	it?"	said	his	comrade.
"Half-rotten	plank	—	no,	it's	a	box,	I	believe.	Here	—	bear	a	hand	and	we'll

see	what	it's	here	for.	Never	mind,	I've	broke	a	hole."
He	reached	his	hand	in	and	drew	it	out	—
"Man,	it's	money!"
The	two	men	examined	the	handful	of	coins.	They	were	gold.	The	boys	above

were	as	excited	as	themselves,	and	as	delighted.
Joe's	comrade	said:
"We'll	make	quick	work	of	 this.	There's	 an	old	 rusty	pick	over	 amongst	 the

weeds	in	the	corner	the	other	side	of	the	fireplace	—	I	saw	it	a	minute	ago."
He	ran	and	brought	the	boys'	pick	and	shovel.	Injun	Joe	took	the	pick,	looked

it	over	critically,	shook	his	head,	muttered	something	to	himself,	and	then	began
to	use	it.	The	box	was	soon	unearthed.	It	was	not	very	large;	it	was	iron	bound
and	 had	 been	 very	 strong	 before	 the	 slow	 years	 had	 injured	 it.	 The	 men
contemplated	the	treasure	awhile	in	blissful	silence.
"Pard,	there's	thousands	of	dollars	here,"	said	Injun	Joe.
"'Twas	always	said	 that	Murrel's	gang	used	 to	be	around	here	one	summer,"

the	stranger	observed.
"I	know	it,"	said	Injun	Joe;	"and	this	looks	like	it,	I	should	say."
"Now	you	won't	need	to	do	that	job."
The	half-breed	frowned.	Said	he:
"You	don't	know	me.	Least	you	don't	know	all	about	that	thing.	'Tain't	robbery

altogether	—	it's	revenge!"	and	a	wicked	light	flamed	in	his	eyes.	"I'll	need	your
help	 in	 it.	When	 it's	 finished	—	then	Texas.	Go	home	to	your	Nance	and	your
kids,	and	stand	by	till	you	hear	from	me."
"Well	—	if	you	say	so;	what'll	we	do	with	this	—	bury	it	again?"
"Yes.	[Ravishing	delight	overhead.]	No!	by	the	great	Sachem,	no!	[Profound

distress	overhead.]	I'd	nearly	forgot.	That	pick	had	fresh	earth	on	it!	[The	boys
were	sick	with	terror	in	a	moment.]	What	business	has	a	pick	and	a	shovel	here?
What	business	with	fresh	earth	on	them?	Who	brought	them	here	—	and	where
are	they	gone?	Have	you	heard	anybody?	—	seen	anybody?	What!	bury	it	again
and	 leave	 them	 to	 come	 and	 see	 the	 ground	 disturbed?	 Not	 exactly	 —	 not
exactly.	We'll	take	it	to	my	den."
"Why,	of	course!	Might	have	thought	of	that	before.	You	mean	Number	One?"



"No	 —	 Number	 Two	 —	 under	 the	 cross.	 The	 other	 place	 is	 bad	 —	 too
common."
"All	right.	It's	nearly	dark	enough	to	start."
Injun	Joe	got	up	and	went	about	from	window	to	window	cautiously	peeping

out.	Presently	he	said:
"Who	could	have	brought	 those	 tools	 here?	Do	you	 reckon	 they	 can	be	up-

stairs?"
The	boys'	breath	forsook	them.	Injun	Joe	put	his	hand	on	his	knife,	halted	a

moment,	undecided,	and	 then	 turned	 toward	 the	 stairway.	The	boys	 thought	of
the	closet,	but	their	strength	was	gone.	The	steps	came	creaking	up	the	stairs	—
the	intolerable	distress	of	the	situation	woke	the	stricken	resolution	of	the	lads	—
they	were	about	to	spring	for	the	closet,	when	there	was	a	crash	of	rotten	timbers
and	Injun	Joe	 landed	on	 the	ground	amid	 the	debris	of	 the	ruined	stairway.	He
gathered	himself	up	cursing,	and	his	comrade	said:
"Now	what's	the	use	of	all	that?	If	it's	anybody,	and	they're	up	there,	let	them

stay	there	—	who	cares?	If	they	want	to	jump	down,	now,	and	get	into	trouble,
who	objects?	It	will	be	dark	in	fifteen	minutes	—	and	then	let	them	follow	us	if
they	 want	 to.	 I'm	 willing.	 In	 my	 opinion,	 whoever	 hove	 those	 things	 in	 here
caught	a	sight	of	us	and	took	us	for	ghosts	or	devils	or	something.	I'll	bet	they're
running	yet."
Joe	grumbled	 awhile;	 then	he	 agreed	with	his	 friend	 that	what	daylight	was

left	 ought	 to	 be	 economized	 in	 getting	 things	 ready	 for	 leaving.	 Shortly
afterward	 they	 slipped	 out	 of	 the	 house	 in	 the	 deepening	 twilight,	 and	moved
toward	the	river	with	their	precious	box.
Tom	 and	 Huck	 rose	 up,	 weak	 but	 vastly	 relieved,	 and	 stared	 after	 them

through	the	chinks	between	the	logs	of	the	house.	Follow?	Not	they.	They	were
content	 to	 reach	 ground	 again	 without	 broken	 necks,	 and	 take	 the	 townward
track	 over	 the	 hill.	 They	 did	 not	 talk	much.	 They	were	 too	much	 absorbed	 in
hating	themselves	—	hating	the	ill	 luck	that	made	them	take	the	spade	and	the
pick	there.	But	for	that,	Injun	Joe	never	would	have	suspected.	He	would	have
hidden	the	silver	with	the	gold	to	wait	there	till	his	"revenge"	was	satisfied,	and
then	 he	 would	 have	 had	 the	 misfortune	 to	 find	 that	 money	 turn	 up	 missing.
Bitter,	bitter	luck	that	the	tools	were	ever	brought	there!
They	 resolved	 to	 keep	 a	 lookout	 for	 that	 Spaniard	when	he	 should	 come	 to

town	 spying	 out	 for	 chances	 to	 do	 his	 revengeful	 job,	 and	 follow	 him	 to
"Number	 Two,"	 wherever	 that	 might	 be.	 Then	 a	 ghastly	 thought	 occurred	 to
Tom.
"Revenge?	What	if	he	means	us,	Huck!"
"Oh,	don't!"	said	Huck,	nearly	fainting.



They	talked	it	all	over,	and	as	they	entered	town	they	agreed	to	believe	that	he
might	 possibly	 mean	 somebody	 else	 —	 at	 least	 that	 he	 might	 at	 least	 mean
nobody	but	Tom,	since	only	Tom	had	testified.
Very,	very	small	comfort	it	was	to	Tom	to	be	alone	in	danger!	Company	would

be	a	palpable	improvement,	he	thought.



Chapter		27	
The	 adventure	 of	 the	 day	 mightily	 tormented	 Tom's	 dreams	 that	 night.	 Four
times	 he	 had	 his	 hands	 on	 that	 rich	 treasure	 and	 four	 times	 it	 wasted	 to
nothingness	 in	his	 fingers	 as	 sleep	 forsook	him	and	wakefulness	brought	 back
the	hard	 reality	of	his	misfortune.	As	he	 lay	 in	 the	early	morning	 recalling	 the
incidents	of	his	great	adventure,	he	noticed	that	they	seemed	curiously	subdued
and	far	away	—	somewhat	as	if	they	had	happened	in	another	world,	or	in	a	time
long	gone	by.	Then	it	occurred	to	him	that	 the	great	adventure	 itself	must	be	a
dream!	There	was	one	very	strong	argument	in	favor	of	this	idea	—	namely,	that
the	quantity	of	coin	he	had	seen	was	 too	vast	 to	be	real.	He	had	never	seen	as
much	as	fifty	dollars	in	one	mass	before,	and	he	was	like	all	boys	of	his	age	and
station	 in	 life,	 in	 that	 he	 imagined	 that	 all	 references	 to	 "hundreds"	 and
"thousands"	were	mere	 fanciful	 forms	of	 speech,	 and	 that	no	 such	 sums	 really
existed	in	the	world.	He	never	had	supposed	for	a	moment	that	so	large	a	sum	as
a	hundred	dollars	was	to	be	found	in	actual	money	in	any	one's	possession.	If	his
notions	 of	 hidden	 treasure	 had	 been	 analyzed,	 they	would	 have	 been	 found	 to
consist	of	a	handful	of	real	dimes	and	a	bushel	of	vague,	splendid,	ungraspable
dollars.
But	the	incidents	of	his	adventure	grew	sensibly	sharper	and	clearer	under	the

attrition	of	thinking	them	over,	and	so	he	presently	found	himself	leaning	to	the
impression	that	the	thing	might	not	have	been	a	dream,	after	all.	This	uncertainty
must	be	swept	away.	He	would	snatch	a	hurried	breakfast	and	go	and	find	Huck.
Huck	was	sitting	on	the	gunwale	of	a	flatboat,	listlessly	dangling	his	feet	in	the
water	and	 looking	very	melancholy.	Tom	concluded	 to	 let	Huck	 lead	up	 to	 the
subject.	If	he	did	not	do	it,	then	the	adventure	would	be	proved	to	have	been	only
a	dream.
"Hello,	Huck!"
"Hello,	yourself."
Silence,	for	a	minute.
"Tom,	if	we'd	'a'	left	the	blame	tools	at	the	dead	tree,	we'd	'a'	got	the	money.

Oh,	ain't	it	awful!"
"'Tain't	a	dream,	then,	'tain't	a	dream!	Somehow	I	most	wish	it	was.	Dog'd	if	I

don't,	Huck."
"What	ain't	a	dream?"



"Oh,	that	thing	yesterday.	I	been	half	thinking	it	was."
"Dream!	If	 them	stairs	hadn't	broke	down	you'd	 'a'	 seen	how	much	dream	it

was!	 I've	 had	 dreams	 enough	 all	 night	—	with	 that	 patch-eyed	 Spanish	 devil
going	for	me	all	through	'em	—	rot	him!"
"No,	not	rot	him.	Find	him!	Track	the	money!"
"Tom,	we'll	never	find	him.	A	feller	don't	have	only	one	chance	for	such	a	pile

—	and	that	one's	lost.	I'd	feel	mighty	shaky	if	I	was	to	see	him,	anyway."
"Well,	so'd	I;	but	I'd	 like	to	see	him,	anyway	—	and	track	him	out	—	to	his

Number	Two."
"Number	 Two	—	 yes,	 that's	 it.	 I	 been	 thinking	 'bout	 that.	 But	 I	 can't	make

nothing	out	of	it.	What	do	you	reckon	it	is?"
"I	dono.	It's	too	deep.	Say,	Huck	—	maybe	it's	the	number	of	a	house!"
"Goody!	…	No,	Tom,	that	ain't	it.	If	it	is,	it	ain't	in	this	one-horse	town.	They

ain't	no	numbers	here."
"Well,	that's	so.	Lemme	think	a	minute.	Here	—	it's	the	number	of	a	room	—

in	a	tavern,	you	know!"
"Oh,	that's	the	trick!	They	ain't	only	two	taverns.	We	can	find	out	quick."
"You	stay	here,	Huck,	till	I	come."
Tom	 was	 off	 at	 once.	 He	 did	 not	 care	 to	 have	 Huck's	 company	 in	 public

places.	He	was	gone	half	an	hour.	He	 found	 that	 in	 the	best	 tavern,	No.	2	had
long	 been	 occupied	 by	 a	 young	 lawyer,	 and	was	 still	 so	 occupied.	 In	 the	 less
ostentatious	house,	No.	2	was	a	mystery.	The	tavern-keeper's	young	son	said	it
was	kept	locked	all	the	time,	and	he	never	saw	anybody	go	into	it	or	come	out	of
it	except	at	night;	he	did	not	know	any	particular	reason	for	this	state	of	things;
had	had	some	little	curiosity,	but	it	was	rather	feeble;	had	made	the	most	of	the
mystery	by	entertaining	himself	with	the	idea	that	that	room	was	"ha'nted";	had
noticed	that	there	was	a	light	in	there	the	night	before.
"That's	what	I've	found	out,	Huck.	I	reckon	that's	the	very	No.	2	we're	after."
"I	reckon	it	is,	Tom.	Now	what	you	going	to	do?"
"Lemme	think."
Tom	thought	a	long	time.	Then	he	said:
"I'll	tell	you.	The	back	door	of	that	No.	2	is	the	door	that	comes	out	into	that

little	close	alley	between	the	tavern	and	the	old	rattle	trap	of	a	brick	store.	Now
you	get	hold	of	all	the	door-keys	you	can	find,	and	I'll	nip	all	of	auntie's,	and	the
first	 dark	 night	we'll	 go	 there	 and	 try	 'em.	And	mind	 you,	 keep	 a	 lookout	 for
Injun	Joe,	because	he	said	he	was	going	to	drop	into	town	and	spy	around	once
more	for	a	chance	to	get	his	revenge.	If	you	see	him,	you	just	follow	him;	and	if
he	don't	go	to	that	No.	2,	that	ain't	the	place."
"Lordy,	I	don't	want	to	foller	him	by	myself!"



"Why,	 it'll	be	night,	 sure.	He	mightn't	ever	 see	you	—	and	 if	he	did,	maybe
he'd	never	think	anything."
"Well,	if	it's	pretty	dark	I	reckon	I'll	track	him.	I	dono	—	I	dono.	I'll	try."
"You	 bet	 I'll	 follow	 him,	 if	 it's	 dark,	Huck.	Why,	 he	might	 'a'	 found	 out	 he

couldn't	get	his	revenge,	and	be	going	right	after	that	money."
"It's	so,	Tom,	it's	so.	I'll	foller	him;	I	will,	by	jingoes!"
"Now	you're	talking!	Don't	you	ever	weaken,	Huck,	and	I	won't."



Chapter		28	
That	night	Tom	and	Huck	were	ready	for	their	adventure.	They	hung	about	the
neighborhood	of	the	tavern	until	after	nine,	one	watching	the	alley	at	a	distance
and	 the	 other	 the	 tavern	 door.	 Nobody	 entered	 the	 alley	 or	 left	 it;	 nobody
resembling	the	Spaniard	entered	or	left	the	tavern	door.	The	night	promised	to	be
a	 fair	 one;	 so	 Tom	 went	 home	 with	 the	 understanding	 that	 if	 a	 considerable
degree	 of	 darkness	 came	 on,	 Huck	 was	 to	 come	 and	 "maow,"	 whereupon	 he
would	slip	out	and	try	the	keys.	But	the	night	remained	clear,	and	Huck	closed
his	watch	and	retired	to	bed	in	an	empty	sugar	hogshead	about	twelve.	Tuesday
the	boys	had	 the	same	 ill	 luck.	Also	Wednesday.	But	Thursday	night	promised
better.	Tom	slipped	out	in	good	season	with	his	aunt's	old	tin	lantern,	and	a	large
towel	to	blindfold	it	with.	He	hid	the	lantern	in	Huck's	sugar	hogshead	and	the
watch	began.	An	hour	before	midnight	 the	 tavern	 closed	up	and	 its	 lights	 (the
only	ones	 thereabouts)	were	put	out.	No	Spaniard	had	been	 seen.	Nobody	had
entered	or	 left	 the	alley.	Everything	was	auspicious.	The	blackness	of	darkness
reigned,	 the	 perfect	 stillness	was	 interrupted	 only	 by	 occasional	mutterings	 of
distant	thunder.
Tom	got	his	lantern,	lit	it	in	the	hogshead,	wrapped	it	closely	in	the	towel,	and

the	two	adventurers	crept	in	the	gloom	toward	the	tavern.	Huck	stood	sentry	and
Tom	felt	his	way	into	the	alley.	Then	there	was	a	season	of	waiting	anxiety	that
weighed	upon	Huck's	spirits	 like	a	mountain.	He	began	to	wish	he	could	see	a
flash	from	the	lantern	—	it	would	frighten	him,	but	it	would	at	least	tell	him	that
Tom	was	alive	yet.	It	seemed	hours	since	Tom	had	disappeared.	Surely	he	must
have	 fainted;	maybe	 he	was	 dead;	maybe	 his	 heart	 had	 burst	 under	 terror	 and
excitement.	 In	his	uneasiness	Huck	found	himself	drawing	closer	and	closer	 to
the	alley;	 fearing	all	 sorts	of	dreadful	 things,	and	momentarily	expecting	some
catastrophe	to	happen	that	would	take	away	his	breath.	There	was	not	much	to
take	 away,	 for	 he	 seemed	 only	 able	 to	 inhale	 it	 by	 thimblefuls,	 and	 his	 heart
would	soon	wear	itself	out,	the	way	it	was	beating.	Suddenly	there	was	a	flash	of
light	and	Tom	came	tearing	by	him:
."Run!"	said	he;	"run,	for	your	life!"
He	 needn't	 have	 repeated	 it;	 once	 was	 enough;	 Huck	 was	making	 thirty	 or

forty	miles	an	hour	before	the	repetition	was	uttered.	The	boys	never	stopped	till
they	 reached	 the	 shed	 of	 a	 deserted	 slaughter-house	 at	 the	 lower	 end	 of	 the



village.	 Just	 as	 they	 got	within	 its	 shelter	 the	 storm	 burst	 and	 the	 rain	 poured
down.	As	soon	as	Tom	got	his	breath	he	said:
"Huck,	it	was	awful!	I	 tried	two	of	the	keys,	just	as	soft	as	I	could;	but	they

seemed	to	make	such	a	power	of	racket	that	I	couldn't	hardly	get	my	breath	I	was
so	scared.	They	wouldn't	 turn	 in	 the	 lock,	either.	Well,	without	noticing	what	I
was	doing,	I	took	hold	of	the	knob,	and	open	comes	the	door!	It	warn't	locked!	I
hopped	in,	and	shook	off	the	towel,	and,	great	Caesar's	ghost!"
"What!	—	what'd	you	see,	Tom?"
"Huck,	I	most	stepped	onto	Injun	Joe's	hand!"
"No!"
"Yes!	He	was	lying	there,	sound	asleep	on	the	floor,	with	his	old	patch	on	his

eye	and	his	arms	spread	out."
"Lordy,	what	did	you	do?	Did	he	wake	up?"
"No,	never	budged.	Drunk,	I	reckon.	I	just	grabbed	that	towel	and	started!"
"I'd	never	'a'	thought	of	the	towel,	I	bet!"
"Well,	I	would.	My	aunt	would	make	me	mighty	sick	if	I	lost	it."
"Say,	Tom,	did	you	see	that	box?"
"Huck,	I	didn't	wait	to	look	around.	I	didn't	see	the	box,	I	didn't	see	the	cross.	I

didn't	see	anything	but	a	bottle	and	a	tin	cup	on	the	floor	by	Injun	Joe;	yes,	I	saw
two	 barrels	 and	 lots	more	 bottles	 in	 the	 room.	Don't	 you	 see,	 now,	what's	 the
matter	with	that	ha'nted	room?"
"How?"
"Why,	it's	ha'nted	with	whiskey!	Maybe	all	the	Temperance	Taverns	have	got

a	ha'nted	room,	hey,	Huck?"
"Well,	I	reckon	maybe	that's	so.	Who'd	'a'	thought	such	a	thing?	But	say,	Tom,

now's	a	mighty	good	time	to	get	that	box,	if	Injun	Joe's	drunk."
"It	is,	that!	You	try	it!"
Huck	shuddered.
"Well,	no	—	I	reckon	not."
"And	I	reckon	not,	Huck.	Only	one	bottle	alongside	of	Injun	Joe	ain't	enough.

If	there'd	been	three,	he'd	be	drunk	enough	and	I'd	do	it."
There	was	a	long	pause	for	reflection,	and	then	Tom	said:
"Lookyhere,	Huck,	 less	not	 try	 that	 thing	any	more	 till	we	know	Injun	Joe's

not	 in	 there.	It's	 too	scary.	Now,	if	we	watch	every	night,	we'll	be	dead	sure	to
see	 him	 go	 out,	 some	 time	 or	 other,	 and	 then	 we'll	 snatch	 that	 box	 quicker'n
lightning."
"Well,	 I'm	agreed.	 I'll	watch	 the	whole	night	 long,	and	I'll	do	 it	every	night,

too,	if	you'll	do	the	other	part	of	the	job."
"All	 right,	 I	will.	All	 you	got	 to	 do	 is	 to	 trot	 up	Hooper	Street	 a	 block	 and



maow	—	 and	 if	 I'm	 asleep,	 you	 throw	 some	 gravel	 at	 the	window	 and	 that'll
fetch	me."
"Agreed,	and	good	as	wheat!"
"Now,	Huck,	the	storm's	over,	and	I'll	go	home.	It'll	begin	to	be	daylight	in	a

couple	of	hours.	You	go	back	and	watch	that	long,	will	you?"
"I	said	I	would,	Tom,	and	I	will.	I'll	ha'nt	that	tavern	every	night	for	a	year!	I'll

sleep	all	day	and	I'll	stand	watch	all	night."
"That's	all	right.	Now,	where	you	going	to	sleep?"
"In	Ben	Rogers'	hayloft.	He	lets	me,	and	so	does	his	pap's	nigger	man,	Uncle

Jake.	I	 tote	water	for	Uncle	Jake	whenever	he	wants	me	to,	and	any	time	I	ask
him	he	gives	me	a	little	something	to	eat	if	he	can	spare	it.	That's	a	mighty	good
nigger,	Tom.	He	likes	me,	becuz	I	don't	ever	act	as	if	I	was	above	him.	Sometime
I've	set	right	down	and	eat	with	him.	But	you	needn't	tell	that.	A	body's	got	to	do
things	when	he's	awful	hungry	he	wouldn't	want	to	do	as	a	steady	thing."
"Well,	 if	 I	 don't	 want	 you	 in	 the	 daytime,	 I'll	 let	 you	 sleep.	 I	 won't	 come

bothering	around.	Any	time	you	see	something's	up,	in	the	night,	just	skip	right
around	and	maow."



Chapter		29	
The	first	thing	Tom	heard	on	Friday	morning	was	a	glad	piece	of	news	—	Judge
Thatcher's	 family	had	come	back	 to	 town	the	night	before.	Both	Injun	Joe	and
the	treasure	sunk	into	secondary	importance	for	a	moment,	and	Becky	took	the
chief	 place	 in	 the	boy's	 interest.	He	 saw	her	 and	 they	had	 an	 exhausting	good
time	playing	"hi-spy"	and	"gully-keeper"	with	a	crowd	of	their	schoolmates.	The
day	was	completed	and	crowned	in	a	peculiarly	satisfactory	way:	Becky	teased
her	 mother	 to	 appoint	 the	 next	 day	 for	 the	 long-promised	 and	 long-delayed
picnic,	 and	 she	 consented.	 The	 child's	 delight	 was	 boundless;	 and	 Tom's	 not
more	moderate.	The	invitations	were	sent	out	before	sunset,	and	straightway	the
young	 folks	 of	 the	 village	 were	 thrown	 into	 a	 fever	 of	 preparation	 and
pleasurable	 anticipation.	 Tom's	 excitement	 enabled	 him	 to	 keep	 awake	 until	 a
pretty	late	hour,	and	he	had	good	hopes	of	hearing	Huck's	"maow,"	and	of	having
his	 treasure	 to	 astonish	 Becky	 and	 the	 picnickers	 with,	 next	 day;	 but	 he	 was
disappointed.	No	signal	came	that	night.	Morning	came,	eventually,	and	by	ten
or	 eleven	 o'clock	 a	 giddy	 and	 rollicking	 company	 were	 gathered	 at	 Judge
Thatcher's,	and	everything	was	ready	for	a	start.	It	was	not	the	custom	for	elderly
people	to	mar	the	picnics	with	their	presence.	The	children	were	considered	safe
enough	 under	 the	 wings	 of	 a	 few	 young	 ladies	 of	 eighteen	 and	 a	 few	 young
gentlemen	of	twenty-three	or	thereabouts.	The	old	steam	ferryboat	was	chartered
for	 the	 occasion;	 presently	 the	 gay	 throng	 filed	 up	 the	main	 street	 laden	with
provision-baskets.	Sid	was	sick	and	had	to	miss	the	fun;	Mary	remained	at	home
to	entertain	him.	The	last	thing	Mrs.	Thatcher	said	to	Becky,	was:
"You'll	not	get	back	till	late.	Perhaps	you'd	better	stay	all	night	with	some	of

the	girls	that	live	near	the	ferry-landing,	child."
"Then	I'll	stay	with	Susy	Harper,	mamma."
"Very	well.	And	mind	and	behave	yourself	and	don't	be	any	trouble."
Presently,	as	they	tripped	along,	Tom	said	to	Becky:
"Say	—	I'll	tell	you	what	we'll	do.	'Stead	of	going	to	Joe	Harper's	we'll	climb

right	up	the	hill	and	stop	at	the	Widow	Douglas'.	She'll	have	ice-cream!	She	has
it	most	every	day	—	dead	loads	of	it.	And	she'll	be	awful	glad	to	have	us."
"Oh,	that	will	be	fun!"
Then	Becky	reflected	a	moment	and	said:
"But	what	will	mamma	say?"



"How'll	she	ever	know?"
The	girl	turned	the	idea	over	in	her	mind,	and	said	reluctantly:
"I	reckon	it's	wrong	—	but	—"
"But	shucks!	Your	mother	won't	know,	and	so	what's	the	harm?	All	she	wants

is	that	you'll	be	safe;	and	I	bet	you	she'd	'a'	said	go	there	if	she'd	'a'	thought	of	it.
I	know	she	would!"
The	Widow	Douglas'	 splendid	 hospitality	was	 a	 tempting	bait.	 It	 and	Tom's

persuasions	presently	carried	the	day.	So	it	was	decided	to	say	nothing	anybody
about	 the	 night's	 programme.	 Presently	 it	 occurred	 to	 Tom	 that	 maybe	 Huck
might	come	this	very	night	and	give	 the	signal.	The	thought	 took	a	deal	of	 the
spirit	out	of	his	anticipations.	Still	he	could	not	bear	to	give	up	the	fun	at	Widow
Douglas'.	And	why	should	he	give	it	up,	he	reasoned	—	the	signal	did	not	come
the	night	before,	so	why	should	it	be	any	more	likely	to	come	to-night?	The	sure
fun	 of	 the	 evening	 outweighed	 the	 uncertain	 treasure;	 and,	 boylike,	 he
determined	to	yield	to	the	stronger	inclination	and	not	allow	himself	to	think	of
the	box	of	money	another	time	that	day.
Three	miles	below	town	the	ferryboat	stopped	at	the	mouth	of	a	woody	hollow

and	tied	up.	The	crowd	swarmed	ashore	and	soon	the	forest	distances	and	craggy
heights	echoed	far	and	near	with	shoutings	and	laughter.	All	the	different	ways
of	 getting	 hot	 and	 tired	 were	 gone	 through	 with,	 and	 by-and-by	 the	 rovers
straggled	 back	 to	 camp	 fortified	 with	 responsible	 appetites,	 and	 then	 the
destruction	 of	 the	 good	 things	 began.	 After	 the	 feast	 there	 was	 a	 refreshing
season	 of	 rest	 and	 chat	 in	 the	 shade	 of	 spreading	 oaks.	 By-and-by	 somebody
shouted:
"Who's	ready	for	the	cave?"
Everybody	was.	Bundles	of	candles	were	procured,	and	straightway	there	was

a	general	scamper	up	the	hill.	The	mouth	of	the	cave	was	up	the	hillside	—	an
opening	 shaped	 like	a	 letter	A.	 Its	massive	oaken	door	 stood	unbarred.	Within
was	 a	 small	 chamber,	 chilly	 as	 an	 ice-house,	 and	walled	 by	Nature	with	 solid
limestone	 that	was	dewy	with	a	cold	sweat.	 It	was	 romantic	and	mysterious	 to
stand	here	in	the	deep	gloom	and	look	out	upon	the	green	valley	shining	in	the
sun.	But	 the	 impressiveness	of	 the	situation	quickly	wore	off,	and	 the	romping
began	again.	The	moment	a	candle	was	lighted	there	was	a	general	rush	upon	the
owner	of	it;	a	struggle	and	a	gallant	defence	followed,	but	the	candle	was	soon
knocked	down	or	blown	out,	and	then	there	was	a	glad	clamor	of	laughter	and	a
new	 chase.	 But	 all	 things	 have	 an	 end.	 By-and-by	 the	 procession	 went	 filing
down	 the	steep	descent	of	 the	main	avenue,	 the	 flickering	 rank	of	 lights	dimly
revealing	 the	 lofty	 walls	 of	 rock	 almost	 to	 their	 point	 of	 junction	 sixty	 feet
overhead.	This	main	avenue	was	not	more	than	eight	or	ten	feet	wide.	Every	few



steps	other	lofty	and	still	narrower	crevices	branched	from	it	on	either	hand	—
for	McDougal's	cave	was	but	a	vast	labyrinth	of	crooked	aisles	that	ran	into	each
other	and	out	again	and	led	nowhere.	It	was	said	that	one	might	wander	days	and
nights	together	through	its	intricate	tangle	of	rifts	and	chasms,	and	never	find	the
end	of	the	cave;	and	that	he	might	go	down,	and	down,	and	still	down,	into	the
earth,	and	it	was	just	the	same	—	labyrinth	under	labyrinth,	and	no	end	to	any	of
them.	 No	 man	 "knew"	 the	 cave.	 That	 was	 an	 impossible	 thing.	 Most	 of	 the
young	 men	 knew	 a	 portion	 of	 it,	 and	 it	 was	 not	 customary	 to	 venture	 much
beyond	this	known	portion.	Tom	Sawyer	knew	as	much	of	the	cave	as	any	one.
The	procession	moved	along	the	main	avenue	some	three-quarters	of	a	mile,

and	then	groups	and	couples	began	to	slip	aside	into	branch	avenues,	fly	along
the	 dismal	 corridors,	 and	 take	 each	 other	 by	 surprise	 at	 points	 where	 the
corridors	joined	again.	Parties	were	able	to	elude	each	other	for	the	space	of	half
an	hour	without	going	beyond	the	"known"	ground.
By-and-by,	one	group	after	another	came	straggling	back	to	the	mouth	of	the

cave,	 panting,	 hilarious,	 smeared	 from	 head	 to	 foot	 with	 tallow	 drippings,
daubed	with	clay,	and	entirely	delighted	with	the	success	of	the	day.	Then	they
were	astonished	to	find	that	they	had	been	taking	no	note	of	time	and	that	night
was	about	at	hand.	The	clanging	bell	had	been	calling	for	half	an	hour.	However,
this	sort	of	close	to	the	day's	adventures	was	romantic	and	therefore	satisfactory.
When	the	ferryboat	with	her	wild	freight	pushed	into	the	stream,	nobody	cared
sixpence	for	the	wasted	time	but	the	captain	of	the	craft.
Huck	was	 already	 upon	 his	watch	when	 the	 ferryboat's	 lights	went	 glinting

past	 the	 wharf.	 He	 heard	 no	 noise	 on	 board,	 for	 the	 young	 people	 were	 as
subdued	 and	 still	 as	 people	 usually	 are	 who	 are	 nearly	 tired	 to	 death.	 He
wondered	what	boat	it	was,	and	why	she	did	not	stop	at	the	wharf	—	and	then	he
dropped	her	out	of	his	mind	and	put	his	attention	upon	his	business.	The	night
was	 growing	 cloudy	 and	 dark.	 Ten	 o'clock	 came,	 and	 the	 noise	 of	 vehicles
ceased,	 scattered	 lights	 began	 to	 wink	 out,	 all	 straggling	 foot-passengers
disappeared,	 the	village	betook	itself	 to	 its	slumbers	and	left	 the	small	watcher
alone	with	the	silence	and	the	ghosts.	Eleven	o'clock	came,	and	the	tavern	lights
were	 put	 out;	 darkness	 everywhere,	 now.	 Huck	 waited	 what	 seemed	 a	 weary
long	time,	but	nothing	happened.	His	faith	was	weakening.	Was	there	any	use?
Was	there	really	any	use?	Why	not	give	it	up	and	turn	in?
A	noise	 fell	 upon	his	 ear.	He	was	 all	 attention	 in	 an	 instant.	The	 alley	door

closed	softly.	He	sprang	to	the	corner	of	 the	brick	store.	The	next	moment	two
men	brushed	by	him,	and	one	seemed	to	have	something	under	his	arm.	It	must
be	that	box!	So	they	were	going	to	remove	the	treasure.	Why	call	Tom	now?	It
would	be	absurd	—	the	men	would	get	away	with	 the	box	and	never	be	found



again.	No,	he	would	stick	to	their	wake	and	follow	them;	he	would	trust	to	the
darkness	for	security	from	discovery.	So	communing	with	himself,	Huck	stepped
out	and	glided	along	behind	the	men,	cat-like,	with	bare	feet,	allowing	them	to
keep	just	far	enough	ahead	not	to	be	invisible.
They	moved	up	the	river	street	three	blocks,	then	turned	to	the	left	up	a	cross-

street.	 They	went	 straight	 ahead,	 then,	 until	 they	 came	 to	 the	 path	 that	 led	 up
Cardiff	Hill;	this	they	took.	They	passed	by	the	old	Welshman's	house,	half-way
up	 the	 hill,	without	 hesitating,	 and	 still	 climbed	upward.	Good,	 thought	Huck,
they	will	bury	 it	 in	 the	old	quarry.	But	 they	never	 stopped	at	 the	quarry.	They
passed	on,	up	 the	summit.	They	plunged	 into	 the	narrow	path	between	 the	 tall
sumach	 bushes,	 and	 were	 at	 once	 hidden	 in	 the	 gloom.	 Huck	 closed	 up	 and
shortened	his	distance,	now,	for	they	would	never	be	able	to	see	him.	He	trotted
along	awhile;	then	slackened	his	pace,	fearing	he	was	gaining	too	fast;	moved	on
a	piece,	then	stopped	altogether;	listened;	no	sound;	none,	save	that	he	seemed	to
hear	the	beating	of	his	own	heart.	The	hooting	of	an	owl	came	over	the	hill	—
ominous	sound!	But	no	footsteps.	Heavens,	was	everything	lost!	He	was	about	to
spring	with	winged	feet,	when	a	man	cleared	his	throat	not	four	feet	from	him!
Huck's	heart	 shot	 into	his	 throat,	but	he	swallowed	 it	again;	and	 then	he	stood
there	shaking	as	if	a	dozen	agues	had	taken	charge	of	him	at	once,	and	so	weak
that	he	 thought	he	must	 surely	 fall	 to	 the	ground.	He	knew	where	he	was.	He
knew	he	was	within	five	steps	of	the	stile	leading	into	Widow	Douglas'	grounds.
Very	well,	he	thought,	let	them	bury	it	there;	it	won't	be	hard	to	find.
Now	there	was	a	voice	—	a	very	low	voice	—	Injun	Joe's:
"Damn	her,	maybe	she's	got	company	—	there's	lights,	late	as	it	is."
"I	can't	see	any."
This	was	that	stranger's	voice	—	the	stranger	of	the	haunted	house.	A	deadly

chill	went	to	Huck's	heart	—	this,	then,	was	the	"revenge"	job!	His	thought	was,
to	fly.	Then	he	remembered	that	the	Widow	Douglas	had	been	kind	to	him	more
than	once,	and	maybe	these	men	were	going	to	murder	her.	He	wished	he	dared
venture	to	warn	her;	but	he	knew	he	didn't	dare	—	they	might	come	and	catch
him.	 He	 thought	 all	 this	 and	 more	 in	 the	 moment	 that	 elapsed	 between	 the
stranger's	remark	and	Injun	Joe's	next	—	which	was	—
"Because	 the	 bush	 is	 in	 your	way.	Now	—	 this	way	—	now	you	 see,	 don't

you?"
"Yes.	Well,	there	is	company	there,	I	reckon.	Better	give	it	up."
"Give	 it	 up,	 and	 I	 just	 leaving	 this	 country	 forever!	 Give	 it	 up	 and	maybe

never	have	another	chance.	I	tell	you	again,	as	I've	told	you	before,	I	don't	care
for	her	 swag	—	you	may	have	 it.	But	her	husband	was	 rough	on	me	—	many
times	he	was	 rough	on	me	—	and	mainly	he	was	 the	 justice	of	 the	peace	 that



jugged	me	for	a	vagrant.	And	that	ain't	all.	It	ain't	a	millionth	part	of	it!	He	had
me	horsewhipped!	—	horsewhipped	in	front	of	the	jail,	like	a	nigger!	—	with	all
the	town	looking	on!	Horsewhipped!	—	do	you	understand?	He	took	advantage
of	me	and	died.	But	I'll	take	it	out	of	her."
"Oh,	don't	kill	her!	Don't	do	that!"
"Kill?	Who	said	anything	about	killing?	I	would	kill	him	if	he	was	here;	but

not	her.	When	you	want	to	get	revenge	on	a	woman	you	don't	kill	her	—	bosh!
you	go	for	her	looks.	You	slit	her	nostrils	—	you	notch	her	ears	like	a	sow!"
"By	God,	that's	—"
"Keep	your	opinion	to	yourself!	It	will	be	safest	for	you.	I'll	tie	her	to	the	bed.

If	she	bleeds	to	death,	is	that	my	fault?	I'll	not	cry,	if	she	does.	My	friend,	you'll
help	me	in	this	thing	—	for	my	sake	—	that's	why	you're	here	—	I	mightn't	be
able	alone.	If	you	flinch,	I'll	kill	you.	Do	you	understand	that?	And	if	I	have	to
kill	you,	I'll	kill	her	—	and	then	I	reckon	nobody'll	ever	know	much	about	who
done	this	business."
"Well,	if	it's	got	to	be	done,	let's	get	at	it.	The	quicker	the	better	—	I'm	all	in	a

shiver."
"Do	it	now?	And	company	there?	Look	here	—	I'll	get	suspicious	of	you,	first

thing	you	know.	No	—	we'll	wait	till	the	lights	are	out	—	there's	no	hurry."
Huck	 felt	 that	a	 silence	was	going	 to	ensue	—	a	 thing	still	more	awful	 than

any	amount	of	murderous	talk;	so	he	held	his	breath	and	stepped	gingerly	back;
planted	his	foot	carefully	and	firmly,	after	balancing,	one-legged,	in	a	precarious
way	and	almost	 toppling	over,	 first	on	one	side	and	then	on	the	other.	He	took
another	 step	 back,	with	 the	 same	 elaboration	 and	 the	 same	 risks;	 then	 another
and	another,	 and	—	a	 twig	 snapped	under	his	 foot!	His	breath	 stopped	and	he
listened.	 There	 was	 no	 sound	—	 the	 stillness	 was	 perfect.	 His	 gratitude	 was
measureless.	Now	he	turned	in	his	 tracks,	between	the	walls	of	sumach	bushes
—	turned	himself	as	carefully	as	if	he	were	a	ship	—	and	then	stepped	quickly
but	cautiously	along.	When	he	emerged	at	 the	quarry	he	 felt	 secure,	and	so	he
picked	up	his	nimble	heels	 and	 flew.	Down,	down	he	 sped,	 till	he	 reached	 the
Welshman's.	He	banged	at	the	door,	and	presently	the	heads	of	the	old	man	and
his	two	stalwart	sons	were	thrust	from	windows.
"What's	the	row	there?	Who's	banging?	What	do	you	want?"
"Let	me	in	—	quick!	I'll	tell	everything."
"Why,	who	are	you?"
"Huckleberry	Finn	—	quick,	let	me	in!"
"Huckleberry	Finn,	indeed!	It	ain't	a	name	to	open	many	doors,	I	 judge!	But

let	him	in,	lads,	and	let's	see	what's	the	trouble."
"Please	 don't	 ever	 tell	 I	 told	 you,"	were	Huck's	 first	words	when	 he	 got	 in.



"Please	don't	—	I'd	be	killed,	sure	—	but	the	widow's	been	good	friends	to	me
sometimes,	and	I	want	to	tell	—	I	will	tell	if	you'll	promise	you	won't	ever	say	it
was	me."
"By	George,	he	has	got	something	 to	 tell,	or	he	wouldn't	act	so!"	exclaimed

the	old	man;	"out	with	it	and	nobody	here'll	ever	tell,	lad."
Three	minutes	 later	 the	old	man	and	his	 sons,	well	 armed,	were	up	 the	hill,

and	just	entering	the	sumach	path	on	tiptoe,	their	weapons	in	their	hands.	Huck
accompanied	 them	 no	 further.	 He	 hid	 behind	 a	 great	 bowlder	 and	 fell	 to
listening.	There	was	 a	 lagging,	 anxious	 silence,	 and	 then	all	 of	 a	 sudden	 there
was	an	explosion	of	firearms	and	a	cry.
Huck	waited	for	no	particulars.	He	sprang	away	and	sped	down	the	hill	as	fast

as	his	legs	could	carry	him.



Chapter		30	
As	 the	 earliest	 suspicion	 of	 dawn	 appeared	 on	 Sunday	 morning,	 Huck	 came
groping	up	 the	hill	and	rapped	gently	at	 the	old	Welshman's	door.	The	 inmates
were	asleep,	but	it	was	a	sleep	that	was	set	on	a	hair-trigger,	on	account	of	the
exciting	episode	of	the	night.	A	call	came	from	a	window:	"Who's	there!"
Huck's	scared	voice	answered	in	a	low	tone:
"Please	let	me	in!	It's	only	Huck	Finn!"
"It's	a	name	that	can	open	this	door	night	or	day,	lad!	—	and	welcome!"
These	were	strange	words	to	the	vagabond	boy's	ears,	and	the	pleasantest	he

had	 ever	 heard.	 He	 could	 not	 recollect	 that	 the	 closing	 word	 had	 ever	 been
applied	in	his	case	before.	The	door	was	quickly	unlocked,	and	he	entered.	Huck
was	 given	 a	 seat	 and	 the	 old	man	 and	 his	 brace	 of	 tall	 sons	 speedily	 dressed
themselves.
"Now,	my	boy,	I	hope	you're	good	and	hungry,	because	breakfast	will	be	ready

as	soon	as	 the	sun's	up,	and	we'll	have	a	piping	hot	one,	 too	—	make	yourself
easy	about	that!	I	and	the	boys	hoped	you'd	turn	up	and	stop	here	last	night."
"I	was	awful	scared,"	said	Huck,	"and	I	run.	I	took	out	when	the	pistols	went

off,	and	I	didn't	stop	for	three	mile.	I've	come	now	becuz	I	wanted	to	know	about
it,	you	know;	and	I	come	before	daylight	becuz	I	didn't	want	to	run	across	them
devils,	even	if	they	was	dead."
"Well,	poor	chap,	you	do	look	as	if	you'd	had	a	hard	night	of	it	—	but	there's	a

bed	here	for	you	when	you've	had	your	breakfast.	No,	they	ain't	dead,	lad	—	we
are	 sorry	 enough	 for	 that.	 You	 see	we	 knew	 right	where	 to	 put	 our	 hands	 on
them,	by	your	description;	so	we	crept	along	on	tiptoe	till	we	got	within	fifteen
feet	of	them	—	dark	as	a	cellar	that	sumach	path	was	—	and	just	then	I	found	I
was	going	to	sneeze.	It	was	the	meanest	kind	of	luck!	I	tried	to	keep	it	back,	but
no	use	—	'twas	bound	to	come,	and	it	did	come!	I	was	in	the	lead	with	my	pistol
raised,	and	when	the	sneeze	started	those	scoundrels	a-rustling	to	get	out	of	the
path,	I	sung	out,	'Fire	boys!'	and	blazed	away	at	the	place	where	the	rustling	was.
So	did	the	boys.	But	 they	were	off	 in	a	 jiffy,	 those	villains,	and	we	after	 them,
down	 through	 the	 woods.	 I	 judge	 we	 never	 touched	 them.	 They	 fired	 a	 shot
apiece	as	they	started,	but	their	bullets	whizzed	by	and	didn't	do	us	any	harm.	As
soon	 as	 we	 lost	 the	 sound	 of	 their	 feet	 we	 quit	 chasing,	 and	 went	 down	 and
stirred	up	 the	constables.	They	got	a	posse	 together,	and	went	off	 to	guard	 the



river	bank,	and	as	soon	as	it	is	light	the	sheriff	and	a	gang	are	going	to	beat	up
the	woods.	My	boys	will	 be	with	 them	presently.	 I	wish	we	had	 some	 sort	 of
description	 of	 those	 rascals	—	 'twould	 help	 a	 good	 deal.	But	 you	 couldn't	 see
what	they	were	like,	in	the	dark,	lad,	I	suppose?"
"Oh	yes;	I	saw	them	down-town	and	follered	them."
"Splendid!	Describe	them	—	describe	them,	my	boy!"
"One's	the	old	deaf	and	dumb	Spaniard	that's	ben	around	here	once	or	twice,

and	t'other's	a	mean-looking,	ragged	—"
"That's	enough,	lad,	we	know	the	men!	Happened	on	them	in	the	woods	back

of	 the	widow's	one	day,	 and	 they	 slunk	away.	Off	with	you,	boys,	 and	 tell	 the
sheriff	—	get	your	breakfast	to-morrow	morning!"
The	Welshman's	sons	departed	at	once.	As	they	were	leaving	the	room	Huck

sprang	up	and	exclaimed:
"Oh,	please	don't	tell	anybody	it	was	me	that	blowed	on	them!	Oh,	please!"
"All	 right	 if	you	say	 it,	Huck,	but	you	ought	 to	have	 the	credit	of	what	you

did."
"Oh	no,	no!	Please	don't	tell!"
When	the	young	men	were	gone,	the	old	Welshman	said:
"They	won't	tell	—	and	I	won't.	But	why	don't	you	want	it	known?"
Huck	would	not	 explain,	 further	 than	 to	 say	 that	he	already	knew	 too	much

about	one	of	those	men	and	would	not	have	the	man	know	that	he	knew	anything
against	him	for	the	whole	world	—	he	would	be	killed	for	knowing	it,	sure.
The	old	man	promised	secrecy	once	more,	and	said:
"How	 did	 you	 come	 to	 follow	 these	 fellows,	 lad?	 Were	 they	 looking

suspicious?"
Huck	was	silent	while	he	framed	a	duly	cautious	reply.	Then	he	said:
"Well,	you	see,	I'm	a	kind	of	a	hard	lot,	—	least	everybody	says	so,	and	I	don't

see	nothing	agin	it	—	and	sometimes	I	can't	sleep	much,	on	account	of	thinking
about	it	and	sort	of	trying	to	strike	out	a	new	way	of	doing.	That	was	the	way	of
it	 last	 night.	 I	 couldn't	 sleep,	 and	 so	 I	 come	 along	up-street	 'bout	midnight,	 a-
turning	 it	 all	 over,	 and	 when	 I	 got	 to	 that	 old	 shackly	 brick	 store	 by	 the
Temperance	Tavern,	I	backed	up	agin	the	wall	to	have	another	think.	Well,	just
then	along	comes	 these	 two	chaps	slipping	along	close	by	me,	with	something
under	their	arm,	and	I	reckoned	they'd	stole	it.	One	was	a-smoking,	and	t'other
one	wanted	a	 light;	 so	 they	 stopped	 right	before	me	and	 the	cigars	 lit	 up	 their
faces	and	I	see	 that	 the	big	one	was	 the	deaf	and	dumb	Spaniard,	by	his	white
whiskers	and	 the	patch	on	his	eye,	and	 t'other	one	was	a	 rusty,	 ragged-looking
devil."
"Could	you	see	the	rags	by	the	light	of	the	cigars?"



This	staggered	Huck	for	a	moment.	Then	he	said:
"Well,	I	don't	know	—	but	somehow	it	seems	as	if	I	did."
"Then	they	went	on,	and	you	—"
"Follered	 'em	 —	 yes.	 That	 was	 it.	 I	 wanted	 to	 see	 what	 was	 up	 —	 they

sneaked	along	so.	I	dogged	 'em	to	 the	widder's	stile,	and	stood	in	 the	dark	and
heard	the	ragged	one	beg	for	the	widder,	and	the	Spaniard	swear	he'd	spile	her
looks	just	as	I	told	you	and	your	two	—"
"What!	The	deaf	and	dumb	man	said	all	that!"
Huck	had	made	another	 terrible	mistake!	He	was	 trying	his	best	 to	keep	 the

old	man	from	getting	the	faintest	hint	of	who	the	Spaniard	might	be,	and	yet	his
tongue	seemed	determined	to	get	him	into	trouble	in	spite	of	all	he	could	do.	He
made	several	efforts	to	creep	out	of	his	scrape,	but	the	old	man's	eye	was	upon
him	and	he	made	blunder	after	blunder.	Presently	the	Welshman	said:
"My	boy,	don't	be	afraid	of	me.	I	wouldn't	hurt	a	hair	of	your	head	for	all	the

world.	No	—	I'd	protect	you	—	I'd	protect	you.	This	Spaniard	 is	not	deaf	and
dumb;	you've	let	that	slip	without	intending	it;	you	can't	cover	that	up	now.	You
know	something	about	that	Spaniard	that	you	want	to	keep	dark.	Now	trust	me
—	tell	me	what	it	is,	and	trust	me	—	I	won't	betray	you."
Huck	 looked	 into	 the	 old	man's	 honest	 eyes	 a	moment,	 then	 bent	 over	 and

whispered	in	his	ear:
"'Tain't	a	Spaniard	—	it's	Injun	Joe!"
The	Welshman	almost	jumped	out	of	his	chair.	In	a	moment	he	said:
"It's	all	plain	enough,	now.	When	you	talked	about	notching	ears	and	slitting

noses	I	judged	that	that	was	your	own	embellishment,	because	white	men	don't
take	that	sort	of	revenge.	But	an	Injun!	That's	a	different	matter	altogether."
During	breakfast	the	talk	went	on,	and	in	the	course	of	it	the	old	man	said	that

the	last	thing	which	he	and	his	sons	had	done,	before	going	to	bed,	was	to	get	a
lantern	 and	 examine	 the	 stile	 and	 its	 vicinity	 for	marks	 of	 blood.	 They	 found
none,	but	captured	a	bulky	bundle	of	—
"Of	what?"
If	 the	 words	 had	 been	 lightning	 they	 could	 not	 have	 leaped	 with	 a	 more

stunning	 suddenness	 from	 Huck's	 blanched	 lips.	 His	 eyes	 were	 staring	 wide,
now,	and	his	breath	suspended	—	waiting	for	the	answer.	The	Welshman	started
—	stared	in	return	—	three	seconds	—	five	seconds	—	ten	—	then	replied:
"Of	burglar's	tools.	Why,	what's	the	matter	with	you?"
Huck	 sank	 back,	 panting	 gently,	 but	 deeply,	 unutterably	 grateful.	 The

Welshman	eyed	him	gravely,	curiously	—	and	presently	said:
"Yes,	 burglar's	 tools.	That	 appears	 to	 relieve	you	 a	good	deal.	But	what	 did

give	you	that	turn?	What	were	you	expecting	we'd	found?"



Huck	was	 in	 a	 close	place	—	 the	 inquiring	 eye	was	upon	him	—	he	would
have	 given	 anything	 for	material	 for	 a	 plausible	 answer	—	 nothing	 suggested
itself	—	 the	 inquiring	 eye	was	 boring	 deeper	 and	 deeper	—	 a	 senseless	 reply
offered	—	there	was	no	time	to	weigh	it,	so	at	a	venture	he	uttered	it	—	feebly:
"Sunday-school	books,	maybe."
Poor	 Huck	 was	 too	 distressed	 to	 smile,	 but	 the	 old	 man	 laughed	 loud	 and

joyously,	shook	up	 the	details	of	his	anatomy	from	head	 to	 foot,	and	ended	by
saying	that	such	a	laugh	was	money	in	a-man's	pocket,	because	it	cut	down	the
doctor's	bill	like	everything.	Then	he	added:
"Poor	old	chap,	you're	white	and	jaded	—	you	ain't	well	a	bit	—	no	wonder

you're	a	 little	 flighty	and	off	your	balance.	But	you'll	 come	out	of	 it.	Rest	and
sleep	will	fetch	you	out	all	right,	I	hope."
Huck	was	 irritated	 to	 think	 he	 had	 been	 such	 a	 goose	 and	 betrayed	 such	 a

suspicious	excitement,	for	he	had	dropped	the	idea	that	the	parcel	brought	from
the	tavern	was	the	treasure,	as	soon	as	he	had	heard	the	talk	at	the	widow's	stile.
He	had	only	thought	it	was	not	the	treasure,	however	—	he	had	not	known	that	it
wasn't	—	and	so	the	suggestion	of	a	captured	bundle	was	too	much	for	his	self-
possession.	But	 on	 the	whole	 he	 felt	 glad	 the	 little	 episode	 had	 happened,	 for
now	he	knew	beyond	all	question	that	that	bundle	was	not	the	bundle,	and	so	his
mind	was	at	rest	and	exceedingly	comfortable.	In	fact,	everything	seemed	to	be
drifting	 just	 in	 the	 right	direction,	now;	 the	 treasure	must	be	still	 in	No.	2,	 the
men	would	be	captured	and	jailed	that	day,	and	he	and	Tom	could	seize	the	gold
that	night	without	any	trouble	or	any	fear	of	interruption.
Just	as	breakfast	was	completed	there	was	a	knock	at	the	door.	Huck	jumped

for	a	hiding-place,	for	he	had	no	mind	to	be	connected	even	remotely	with	 the
late	 event.	The	Welshman	admitted	 several	 ladies	and	gentlemen,	 among	 them
the	Widow	Douglas,	and	noticed	that	groups	of	citizens	were	climbing	up	the	hill
—	 to	 stare	 at	 the	 stile.	So	 the	news	had	 spread.	The	Welshman	had	 to	 tell	 the
story	of	the	night	to	the	visitors.	The	widow's	gratitude	for	her	preservation	was
outspoken.
"Don't	say	a	word	about	it,	madam.	There's	another	that	you're	more	beholden

to	 than	 you	 are	 to	me	 and	my	 boys,	maybe,	 but	 he	 don't	 allow	me	 to	 tell	 his
name.	We	wouldn't	have	been	there	but	for	him."
Of	 course	 this	 excited	 a	 curiosity	 so	 vast	 that	 it	 almost	 belittled	 the	 main

matter	—	but	the	Welshman	allowed	it	to	eat	into	the	vitals	of	his	visitors,	and
through	 them	be	 transmitted	 to	 the	whole	 town,	 for	he	refused	 to	part	with	his
secret.	When	all	else	had	been	learned,	the	widow	said:
"I	went	to	sleep	reading	in	bed	and	slept	straight	through	all	that	noise.	Why

didn't	you	come	and	wake	me?"



"We	judged	it	warn't	worth	while.	Those	fellows	warn't	likely	to	come	again
—	they	hadn't	any	tools	left	to	work	with,	and	what	was	the	use	of	waking	you
up	and	scaring	you	to	death?	My	three	negro	men	stood	guard	at	your	house	all
the	rest	of	the	night.	They've	just	come	back."
More	 visitors	 came,	 and	 the	 story	 had	 to	 be	 told	 and	 retold	 for	 a	 couple	 of

hours	more.
There	was	no	Sabbath-school	during	day-school	vacation,	but	everybody	was

early	 at	 church.	The	 stirring	 event	was	well	 canvassed.	News	 came	 that	 not	 a
sign	of	the	two	villains	had	been	yet	discovered.	When	the	sermon	was	finished,
Judge	Thatcher's	wife	dropped	alongside	of	Mrs.	Harper	as	she	moved	down	the
aisle	with	the	crowd	and	said:
"Is	my	Becky	 going	 to	 sleep	 all	 day?	 I	 just	 expected	 she	would	 be	 tired	 to

death."
"Your	Becky?"
"Yes,"	with	a	startled	look	—	"didn't	she	stay	with	you	last	night?"
"Why,	no."
Mrs.	 Thatcher	 turned	 pale,	 and	 sank	 into	 a	 pew,	 just	 as	Aunt	 Polly,	 talking

briskly	with	a	friend,	passed	by.	Aunt	Polly	said:
"Good-morning,	Mrs.	 Thatcher.	Good-morning,	Mrs.	Harper.	 I've	 got	 a	 boy

that's	turned	up	missing.	I	reckon	my	Tom	stayed	at	your	house	last	night	—	one
of	you.	And	now	he's	afraid	to	come	to	church.	I've	got	to	settle	with	him."
Mrs.	Thatcher	shook	her	head	feebly	and	turned	paler	than	ever.
"He	 didn't	 stay	 with	 us,"	 said	 Mrs.	 Harper,	 beginning	 to	 look	 uneasy.	 A

marked	anxiety	came	into	Aunt	Polly's	face.
"Joe	Harper,	have	you	seen	my	Tom	this	morning?"
"No'm."
"When	did	you	see	him	last?"
Joe	tried	to	remember,	but	was	not	sure	he	could	say.	The	people	had	stopped

moving	 out	 of	 church.	Whispers	 passed	 along,	 and	 a	 boding	 uneasiness	 took
possession	 of	 every	 countenance.	 Children	 were	 anxiously	 questioned,	 and
young	teachers.	They	all	said	they	had	not	noticed	whether	Tom	and	Becky	were
on	 board	 the	 ferryboat	 on	 the	 homeward	 trip;	 it	 was	 dark;	 no	 one	 thought	 of
inquiring	if	any	one	was	missing.	One	young	man	finally	blurted	out	his	fear	that
they	 were	 still	 in	 the	 cave!	 Mrs.	 Thatcher	 swooned	 away.	 Aunt	 Polly	 fell	 to
crying	and	wringing	her	hands.
The	alarm	swept	from	lip	to	lip,	from	group	to	group,	from	street	to	street,	and

within	five	minutes	the	bells	were	wildly	clanging	and	the	whole	town	was	up!
The	 Cardiff	 Hill	 episode	 sank	 into	 instant	 insignificance,	 the	 burglars	 were
forgotten,	 horses	were	 saddled,	 skiffs	were	manned,	 the	 ferryboat	 ordered	out,



and	before	the	horror	was	half	an	hour	old,	two	hundred	men	were	pouring	down
highroad	and	river	toward	the	cave.
All	 the	 long	 afternoon	 the	 village	 seemed	 empty	 and	 dead.	 Many	 women

visited	Aunt	Polly	and	Mrs.	Thatcher	and	tried	to	comfort	them.	They	cried	with
them,	 too,	 and	 that	was	 still	 better	 than	words.	All	 the	 tedious	 night	 the	 town
waited	for	news;	but	when	 the	morning	dawned	at	 last,	all	 the	word	 that	came
was,	"Send	more	candles	—	and	send	food."	Mrs.	Thatcher	was	almost	crazed;
and	Aunt	Polly,	also.	Judge	Thatcher	sent	messages	of	hope	and	encouragement
from	the	cave,	but	they	conveyed	no	real	cheer.
The	old	Welshman	came	home	toward	daylight,	spattered	with	candle-grease,

smeared	with	clay,	and	almost	worn	out.	He	found	Huck	still	in	the	bed	that	had
been	provided	for	him,	and	delirious	with	fever.	The	physicians	were	all	at	 the
cave,	so	the	Widow	Douglas	came	and	took	charge	of	the	patient.	She	said	she
would	do	her	best	by	him,	because,	whether	he	was	good,	bad,	or	indifferent,	he
was	the	Lord's,	and	nothing	that	was	the	Lord's	was	a	thing	to	be	neglected.	The
Welshman	said	Huck	had	good	spots	in	him,	and	the	widow	said:
"You	can	depend	on	it.	That's	the	Lord's	mark.	He	don't	leave	it	off.	He	never

does.	Puts	it	somewhere	on	every	creature	that	comes	from	his	hands."
Early	in	the	forenoon	parties	of	jaded	men	began	to	straggle	into	the	village,

but	the	strongest	of	the	citizens	continued	searching.	All	the	news	that	could	be
gained	was	that	remotenesses	of	the	cavern	were	being	ransacked	that	had	never
been	visited	 before;	 that	 every	 corner	 and	 crevice	was	 going	 to	 be	 thoroughly
searched;	that	wherever	one	wandered	through	the	maze	of	passages,	lights	were
to	 be	 seen	 flitting	 hither	 and	 thither	 in	 the	 distance,	 and	 shoutings	 and	 pistol-
shots	sent	their	hollow	reverberations	to	the	ear	down	the	sombre	aisles.	In	one
place,	 far	 from	 the	 section	 usually	 traversed	 by	 tourists,	 the	 names	 "Becky	&
Tom"	had	been	found	traced	upon	the	rocky	wall	with	candle-smoke,	and	near	at
hand	a	grease-soiled	bit	of	ribbon.	Mrs.	Thatcher	recognized	the	ribbon	and	cried
over	it.	She	said	it	was	the	last	relic	she	should	ever	have	of	her	child;	and	that
no	 other	 memorial	 of	 her	 could	 ever	 be	 so	 precious,	 because	 this	 one	 parted
latest	from	the	living	body	before	the	awful	death	came.	Some	said	that	now	and
then,	in	the	cave,	a	far-away	speck	of	light	would	glimmer,	and	then	a	glorious
shout	would	burst	forth	and	a	score	of	men	go	trooping	down	the	echoing	aisle
—	and	then	a	sickening	disappointment	always	followed;	the	children	were	not
there;	it	was	only	a	searcher's	light.
Three	 dreadful	 days	 and	 nights	 dragged	 their	 tedious	 hours	 along,	 and	 the

village	 sank	 into	 a	 hopeless	 stupor.	 No	 one	 had	 heart	 for	 anything.	 The
accidental	 discovery,	 just	made,	 that	 the	 proprietor	 of	 the	 Temperance	 Tavern
kept	 liquor	 on	his	 premises,	 scarcely	 fluttered	 the	 public	 pulse,	 tremendous	 as



the	fact	was.	In	a	lucid	interval,	Huck	feebly	led	up	to	the	subject	of	taverns,	and
finally	asked	—	dimly	dreading	the	worst	—	if	anything	had	been	discovered	at
the	Temperance	Tavern	since	he	had	been	ill.
"Yes,"	said	the	widow.
Huck	started	up	in	bed,	wild-eyed:
"What?	What	was	it?"
"Liquor!	—	and	 the	place	has	been	shut	up.	Lie	down,	child	—	what	a	 turn

you	did	give	me!"
"Only	tell	me	just	one	thing	—	only	just	one	—	please!	Was	it	Tom	Sawyer

that	found	it?"
The	widow	burst	into	tears.	"Hush,	hush,	child,	hush!	I've	told	you	before,	you

must	not	talk.	You	are	very,	very	sick!"
Then	 nothing	 but	 liquor	 had	 been	 found;	 there	 would	 have	 been	 a	 great

powwow	 if	 it	 had	 been	 the	 gold.	 So	 the	 treasure	 was	 gone	 forever	 —	 gone
forever!	But	what	could	she	be	crying	about?	Curious	that	she	should	cry.
These	 thoughts	 worked	 their	 dim	way	 through	Huck's	mind,	 and	 under	 the

weariness	they	gave	him	he	fell	asleep.	The	widow	said	to	herself:
"There	—	he's	 asleep,	 poor	wreck.	 Tom	Sawyer	 find	 it!	 Pity	 but	 somebody

could	find	Tom	Sawyer!	Ah,	there	ain't	many	left,	now,	that's	got	hope	enough,
or	strength	enough,	either,	to	go	on	searching."



Chapter		31	
Now	 to	 return	 to	Tom	and	Becky's	 share	 in	 the	picnic.	They	 tripped	along	 the
murky	aisles	with	 the	rest	of	 the	company,	visiting	 the	familiar	wonders	of	 the
cave	 —	 wonders	 dubbed	 with	 rather	 overdescriptive	 names,	 such	 as	 "The
Drawing-Room,"	"The	Cathedral,"	"Aladdin's	Palace,"	and	so	on.	Presently	the
hide-and-seek	frolicking	began,	and	Tom	and	Becky	engaged	in	it	with	zeal	until
the	 exertion	 began	 to	 grow	 a	 trifle	 wearisome;	 then	 they	 wandered	 down	 a
sinuous	avenue	holding	their	candles	aloft	and	reading	the	tangled	web-work	of
names,	dates,	post-office	addresses,	and	mottoes	with	which	the	rocky	walls	had
been	 frescoed	 (in	candle-smoke).	Still	drifting	along	and	 talking,	 they	scarcely
noticed	that	they	were	now	in	a	part	of	the	cave	whose	walls	were	not	frescoed.
They	 smoked	 their	 own	 names	 under	 an	 overhanging	 shelf	 and	 moved	 on.
Presently	 they	 came	 to	 a	 place	where	 a	 little	 stream	of	water,	 trickling	 over	 a
ledge	and	carrying	a	limestone	sediment	with	it,	had,	in	the	slow-dragging	ages,
formed	 a	 laced	 and	 ruffled	Niagara	 in	 gleaming	 and	 imperishable	 stone.	 Tom
squeezed	 his	 small	 body	 behind	 it	 in	 order	 to	 illuminate	 it	 for	 Becky's
gratification.	He	 found	 that	 it	 curtained	 a	 sort	 of	 steep	 natural	 stairway	which
was	enclosed	between	narrow	walls,	and	at	once	the	ambition	to	be	a	discoverer
seized	him.	Becky	responded	to	his	call,	and	they	made	a	smoke-mark	for	future
guidance,	and	started	upon	their	quest.	They	wound	this	way	and	that,	far	down
into	the	secret	depths	of	the	cave,	made	another	mark,	and	branched	off	in	search
of	 novelties	 to	 tell	 the	 upper	world	 about.	 In	 one	 place	 they	 found	 a	 spacious
cavern,	 from	whose	 ceiling	 depended	 a	multitude	 of	 shining	 stalactites	 of	 the
length	and	circumference	of	a	man's	leg;	they	walked	all	about	it,	wondering	and
admiring,	and	presently	left	it	by	one	of	the	numerous	passages	that	opened	into
it.	This	shortly	brought	them	to	a	bewitching	spring,	whose	basin	was	incrusted
with	 a	 frostwork	 of	 glittering	 crystals;	 it	 was	 in	 the	midst	 of	 a	 cavern	whose
walls	were	 supported	by	many	 fantastic	 pillars	which	had	been	 formed	by	 the
joining	 of	 great	 stalactites	 and	 stalagmites	 together,	 the	 result	 of	 the	 ceaseless
water-drip	of	centuries.	Under	the	roof	vast	knots	of	bats	had	packed	themselves
together,	thousands	in	a	bunch;	the	lights	disturbed	the	creatures	and	they	came
flocking	down	by	hundreds,	squeaking	and	darting	furiously	at	the	candles.	Tom
knew	their	ways	and	the	danger	of	this	sort	of	conduct.	He	seized	Becky's	hand
and	hurried	her	into	the	first	corridor	that	offered;	and	none	too	soon,	for	a	bat



struck	Becky's	 light	out	with	its	wing	while	she	was	passing	out	of	 the	cavern.
The	 bats	 chased	 the	 children	 a	 good	 distance;	 but	 the	 fugitives	 plunged	 into
every	new	passage	 that	offered,	 and	at	 last	got	 rid	of	 the	perilous	 things.	Tom
found	a	subterranean	lake,	shortly,	which	stretched	its	dim	length	away	until	its
shape	was	lost	in	the	shadows.	He	wanted	to	explore	its	borders,	but	concluded
that	it	would	be	best	to	sit	down	and	rest	awhile,	first.	Now,	for	the	first	time,	the
deep	stillness	of	 the	place	 laid	a	clammy	hand	upon	the	spirits	of	 the	children.
Becky	said:	"Why,	I	didn't	notice,	but	it	seems	ever	so	long	since	I	heard	any	of
the	others."
"Come	to	think,	Becky,	we	are	away	down	below	them	—	and	I	don't	know

how	far	away	north,	or	south,	or	east,	or	whichever	it	is.	We	couldn't	hear	them
here."
Becky	grew	apprehensive.
"I	wonder	how	long	we've	been	down	here,	Tom?	We	better	start	back."
"Yes,	I	reckon	we	better.	P'raps	we	better."
"Can	you	find	the	way,	Tom?	It's	all	a	mixed-up	crookedness	to	me."
"I	reckon	I	could	find	it	—	but	then	the	bats.	If	they	put	our	candles	out	it	will

be	an	awful	fix.	Let's	try	some	other	way,	so	as	not	to	go	through	there."
"Well.	 But	 I	 hope	 we	 won't	 get	 lost.	 It	 would	 be	 so	 awful!"	 and	 the	 girl

shuddered	at	the	thought	of	the	dreadful	possibilities.
They	 started	 through	 a	 corridor,	 and	 traversed	 it	 in	 silence	 a	 long	 way,

glancing	 at	 each	 new	opening,	 to	 see	 if	 there	was	 anything	 familiar	 about	 the
look	 of	 it;	 but	 they	 were	 all	 strange.	 Every	 time	 Tom	 made	 an	 examination,
Becky	would	watch	his	face	for	an	encouraging	sign,	and	he	would	say	cheerily:
"Oh,	it's	all	right.	This	ain't	the	one,	but	we'll	come	to	it	right	away!"
But	he	felt	less	and	less	hopeful	with	each	failure,	and	presently	began	to	turn

off	into	diverging	avenues	at	sheer	random,	in	desperate	hope	of	finding	the	one
that	was	wanted.	He	still	said	it	was	"all	right,"	but	there	was	such	a	leaden	dread
at	his	heart	that	the	words	had	lost	their	ring	and	sounded	just	as	if	he	had	said,
"All	is	lost!"	Becky	clung	to	his	side	in	an	anguish	of	fear,	and	tried	hard	to	keep
back	the	tears,	but	they	would	come.	At	last	she	said:
"Oh,	Tom,	never	mind	the	bats,	let's	go	back	that	way!	We	seem	to	get	worse

and	worse	off	all	the	time."
"Listen!"	said	he.
Profound	silence;	silence	so	deep	that	even	their	breathings	were	conspicuous

in	the	hush.	Tom	shouted.	The	call	went	echoing	down	the	empty	aisles	and	died
out	in	the	distance	in	a	faint	sound	that	resembled	a	ripple	of	mocking	laughter.
"Oh,	don't	do	it	again,	Tom,	it	is	too	horrid,"	said	Becky.
"It	 is	 horrid,	 but	 I	 better,	 Becky;	 they	 might	 hear	 us,	 you	 know,"	 and	 he



shouted	again.
The	 "might"	 was	 even	 a	 chillier	 horror	 than	 the	 ghostly	 laughter,	 it	 so

confessed	a	perishing	hope.	The	children	stood	still	and	listened;	but	there	was
no	result.	Tom	turned	upon	the	back	track	at	once,	and	hurried	his	steps.	It	was
but	 a	 little	 while	 before	 a	 certain	 indecision	 in	 his	 manner	 revealed	 another
fearful	fact	to	Becky	—	he	could	not	find	his	way	back!
"Oh,	Tom,	you	didn't	make	any	marks!"
"Becky,	 I	was	 such	 a	 fool!	 Such	 a	 fool!	 I	 never	 thought	we	might	want	 to

come	back!	No	—	I	can't	find	the	way.	It's	all	mixed	up."
"Tom,	Tom,	we're	lost!	we're	lost!	We	never	can	get	out	of	 this	awful	place!

Oh,	why	did	we	ever	leave	the	others!"
She	sank	 to	 the	ground	and	burst	 into	such	a	 frenzy	of	crying	 that	Tom	was

appalled	with	the	idea	that	she	might	die,	or	lose	her	reason.	He	sat	down	by	her
and	put	his	arms	around	her;	she	buried	her	face	in	his	bosom,	she	clung	to	him,
she	poured	out	her	terrors,	her	unavailing	regrets,	and	the	far	echoes	turned	them
all	to	jeering	laughter.	Tom	begged	her	to	pluck	up	hope	again,	and	she	said	she
could	 not.	 He	 fell	 to	 blaming	 and	 abusing	 himself	 for	 getting	 her	 into	 this
miserable	situation;	this	had	a	better	effect.	She	said	she	would	try	to	hope	again,
she	would	get	up	and	follow	wherever	he	might	 lead	if	only	he	would	not	 talk
like	that	any	more.	For	he	was	no	more	to	blame	than	she,	she	said.
So	they	moved	on	again	—	aimlessly	—	simply	at	random	—	all	they	could

do	was	to	move,	keep	moving.	For	a	little	while,	hope	made	a	show	of	reviving
—	not	with	any	reason	to	back	it,	but	only	because	it	is	its	nature	to	revive	when
the	spring	has	not	been	taken	out	of	it	by	age	and	familiarity	with	failure.
By-and-by	Tom	took	Becky's	candle	and	blew	it	out.	This	economy	meant	so

much!	Words	were	not	needed.	Becky	understood,	and	her	hope	died	again.	She
knew	that	Tom	had	a	whole	candle	and	three	or	four	pieces	in	his	pockets	—	yet
he	must	economize.
By-and-by,	 fatigue	 began	 to	 assert	 its	 claims;	 the	 children	 tried	 to	 pay

attention,	for	it	was	dreadful	to	think	of	sitting	down	when	time	was	grown	to	be
so	precious,	moving,	 in	 some	direction,	 in	 any	direction,	was	 at	 least	 progress
and	might	bear	fruit;	but	to	sit	down	was	to	invite	death	and	shorten	its	pursuit.
At	 last	 Becky's	 frail	 limbs	 refused	 to	 carry	 her	 farther.	 She	 sat	 down.	 Tom

rested	 with	 her,	 and	 they	 talked	 of	 home,	 and	 the	 friends	 there,	 and	 the
comfortable	beds	and,	above	all,	the	light!	Becky	cried,	and	Tom	tried	to	think	of
some	way	of	comforting	her,	but	all	his	encouragements	were	grown	threadbare
with	use,	and	sounded	 like	sarcasms.	Fatigue	bore	so	heavily	upon	Becky	 that
she	drowsed	off	to	sleep.	Tom	was	grateful.	He	sat	looking	into	her	drawn	face
and	saw	it	grow	smooth	and	natural	under	the	influence	of	pleasant	dreams;	and



by-and-by	 a	 smile	 dawned	 and	 rested	 there.	 The	 peaceful	 face	 reflected
somewhat	of	peace	and	healing	 into	his	own	spirit,	and	his	 thoughts	wandered
away	to	bygone	times	and	dreamy	memories.	While	he	was	deep	in	his	musings,
Becky	woke	up	with	a	breezy	little	 laugh	—	but	 it	was	stricken	dead	upon	her
lips,	and	a	groan	followed	it.
"Oh,	 how	 could	 I	 sleep!	 I	wish	 I	 never,	 never	 had	waked!	No!	No,	 I	 don't,

Tom!	Don't	look	so!	I	won't	say	it	again."
"I'm	glad	you've	slept,	Becky;	you'll	feel	rested,	now,	and	we'll	find	the	way

out."
"We	can	try,	Tom;	but	I've	seen	such	a	beautiful	country	in	my	dream.	I	reckon

we	are	going	there."
"Maybe	not,	maybe	not.	Cheer	up,	Becky,	and	let's	go	on	trying."
They	rose	up	and	wandered	along,	hand	in	hand	and	hopeless.	They	tried	 to

estimate	 how	 long	 they	 had	 been	 in	 the	 cave,	 but	 all	 they	 knew	 was	 that	 it
seemed	 days	 and	weeks,	 and	 yet	 it	 was	 plain	 that	 this	 could	 not	 be,	 for	 their
candles	were	not	gone	yet.	A	long	time	after	this	—	they	could	not	tell	how	long
—	Tom	said	they	must	go	softly	and	listen	for	dripping	water	—	they	must	find	a
spring.	They	found	one	presently,	and	Tom	said	it	was	time	to	rest	again.	Both
were	cruelly	tired,	yet	Becky	said	she	thought	she	could	go	a	little	farther.	She
was	surprised	to	hear	Tom	dissent.	She	could	not	understand	it.	They	sat	down,
and	 Tom	 fastened	 his	 candle	 to	 the	 wall	 in	 front	 of	 them	 with	 some	 clay.
Thought	was	soon	busy;	nothing	was	said	for	some	time.	Then	Becky	broke	the
silence:
"Tom,	I	am	so	hungry!"
Tom	took	something	out	of	his	pocket.
"Do	you	remember	this?"	said	he.
Becky	almost	smiled.
"It's	our	wedding-cake,	Tom."
"Yes	—	I	wish	it	was	as	big	as	a	barrel,	for	it's	all	we've	got."
"I	saved	it	from	the	picnic	for	us	to	dream	on,	Tom,	the	way	grown-up	people

do	with	wedding-cake	—	but	it'll	be	our	—"
She	dropped	the	sentence	where	it	was.	Tom	divided	the	cake	and	Becky	ate

with	good	appetite,	while	Tom	nibbled	at	his	moiety.	There	was	abundance	of
cold	water	 to	finish	 the	feast	with.	By-and-by	Becky	suggested	 that	 they	move
on	again.	Tom	was	silent	a	moment.	Then	he	said:
"Becky,	can	you	bear	it	if	I	tell	you	something?"
Becky's	face	paled,	but	she	thought	she	could.
"Well,	then,	Becky,	we	must	stay	here,	where	there's	water	to	drink.	That	little

piece	is	our	last	candle!"



Becky	gave	loose	to	tears	and	wailings.	Tom	did	what	he	could	to	comfort	her,
but	with	little	effect.	At	length	Becky	said:
"Tom!"
"Well,	Becky?"
"They'll	miss	us	and	hunt	for	us!"
"Yes,	they	will!	Certainly	they	will!"
"Maybe	they're	hunting	for	us	now,	Tom."
"Why,	I	reckon	maybe	they	are.	I	hope	they	are."
"When	would	they	miss	us,	Tom?"
"When	they	get	back	to	the	boat,	I	reckon."
"Tom,	it	might	be	dark	then	—	would	they	notice	we	hadn't	come?"
"I	don't	know.	But	anyway,	your	mother	would	miss	you	as	soon	as	they	got

home."
A	frightened	look	in	Becky's	face	brought	Tom	to	his	senses	and	he	saw	that

he	 had	 made	 a	 blunder.	 Becky	 was	 not	 to	 have	 gone	 home	 that	 night!	 The
children	became	 silent	 and	 thoughtful.	 In	 a	moment	 a	new	burst	of	grief	 from
Becky	showed	Tom	 that	 the	 thing	 in	his	mind	had	struck	hers	also	—	that	 the
Sabbath	 morning	 might	 be	 half	 spent	 before	 Mrs.	 Thatcher	 discovered	 that
Becky	was	not	at	Mrs.	Harper's.
The	children	fastened	their	eyes	upon	their	bit	of	candle	and	watched	it	melt

slowly	and	pitilessly	away;	saw	the	half	inch	of	wick	stand	alone	at	last;	saw	the
feeble	 flame	 rise	 and	 fall,	 climb	 the	 thin	 column	 of	 smoke,	 linger	 at	 its	 top	 a
moment,	and	then	—	the	horror	of	utter	darkness	reigned!
How	long	afterward	it	was	that	Becky	came	to	a	slow	consciousness	that	she

was	crying	in	Tom's	arms,	neither	could	tell.	All	 that	they	knew	was,	that	after
what	seemed	a	mighty	stretch	of	time,	both	awoke	out	of	a	dead	stupor	of	sleep
and	 resumed	 their	miseries	 once	more.	 Tom	 said	 it	might	 be	 Sunday,	 now	—
maybe	 Monday.	 He	 tried	 to	 get	 Becky	 to	 talk,	 but	 her	 sorrows	 were	 too
oppressive,	all	her	hopes	were	gone.	Tom	said	that	they	must	have	been	missed
long	 ago,	 and	 no	 doubt	 the	 search	was	 going	 on.	He	would	 shout	 and	maybe
some	 one	 would	 come.	 He	 tried	 it;	 but	 in	 the	 darkness	 the	 distant	 echoes
sounded	so	hideously	that	he	tried	it	no	more.
The	 hours	wasted	 away,	 and	 hunger	 came	 to	 torment	 the	 captives	 again.	A

portion	 of	 Tom's	 half	 of	 the	 cake	 was	 left;	 they	 divided	 and	 ate	 it.	 But	 they
seemed	hungrier	than	before.	The	poor	morsel	of	food	only	whetted	desire.
By-and-by	Tom	said:
"Sh!	Did	you	hear	that?"
Both	held	their	breath	and	listened.	There	was	a	sound	like	the	faintest,	far-off

shout.	Instantly	Tom	answered	it,	and	leading	Becky	by	the	hand,	started	groping



down	 the	corridor	 in	 its	direction.	Presently	he	 listened	again;	again	 the	sound
was	heard,	and	apparently	a	little	nearer.
"It's	them!"	said	Tom;	"they're	coming!	Come	along,	Becky	—	we're	all	right

now!"
The	 joy	 of	 the	 prisoners	 was	 almost	 overwhelming.	 Their	 speed	 was	 slow,

however,	 because	 pitfalls	 were	 somewhat	 common,	 and	 had	 to	 be	 guarded
against.	They	shortly	came	to	one	and	had	to	stop.	It	might	be	three	feet	deep,	it
might	be	a	hundred	—	there	was	no	passing	it	at	any	rate.	Tom	got	down	on	his
breast	and	reached	as	far	down	as	he	could.	No	bottom.	They	must	stay	there	and
wait	until	the	searchers	came.	They	listened;	evidently	the	distant	shoutings	were
growing	more	distant!	a	moment	or	two	more	and	they	had	gone	altogether.	The
heart-sinking	misery	of	 it!	Tom	whooped	until	he	was	hoarse,	but	 it	was	of	no
use.	He	talked	hopefully	to	Becky;	but	an	age	of	anxious	waiting	passed	and	no
sounds	came	again.
The	children	groped	their	way	back	to	the	spring.	The	weary	time	dragged	on;

they	slept	again,	and	awoke	famished	and	woe-stricken.	Tom	believed	it	must	be
Tuesday	by	this	time.
Now	 an	 idea	 struck	 him.	 There	 were	 some	 side	 passages	 near	 at	 hand.	 It

would	be	better	to	explore	some	of	these	than	bear	the	weight	of	the	heavy	time
in	idleness.	He	took	a	kite-line	from	his	pocket,	tied	it	to	a	projection,	and	he	and
Becky	started,	Tom	 in	 the	 lead,	unwinding	 the	 line	as	he	groped	along.	At	 the
end	of	twenty	steps	the	corridor	ended	in	a	"jumping-off	place."	Tom	got	down
on	his	knees	and	felt	below,	and	then	as	far	around	the	corner	as	he	could	reach
with	his	hands	conveniently;	he	made	an	effort	to	stretch	yet	a	little	farther	to	the
right,	 and	 at	 that	 moment,	 not	 twenty	 yards	 away,	 a	 human	 hand,	 holding	 a
candle,	 appeared	 from	 behind	 a	 rock!	 Tom	 lifted	 up	 a	 glorious	 shout,	 and
instantly	that	hand	was	followed	by	the	body	it	belonged	to	—	Injun	Joe's!	Tom
was	paralyzed;	he	could	not	move.	He	was	vastly	gratified	the	next	moment,	to
see	the	"Spaniard"	take	to	his	heels	and	get	himself	out	of	sight.	Tom	wondered
that	Joe	had	not	recognized	his	voice	and	come	over	and	killed	him	for	testifying
in	court.	But	the	echoes	must	have	disguised	the	voice.	Without	doubt,	that	was
it,	 he	 reasoned.	 Tom's	 fright	 weakened	 every	 muscle	 in	 his	 body.	 He	 said	 to
himself	 that	 if	he	had	strength	enough	 to	get	back	 to	 the	 spring	he	would	stay
there,	and	nothing	should	tempt	him	to	run	the	risk	of	meeting	Injun	Joe	again.
He	was	careful	to	keep	from	Becky	what	it	was	he	had	seen.	He	told	her	he	had
only	shouted	"for	luck."
But	hunger	and	wretchedness	 rise	 superior	 to	 fears	 in	 the	 long	 run.	Another

tedious	wait	at	the	spring	and	another	long	sleep	brought	changes.	The	children
awoke	tortured	with	a	raging	hunger.	Tom	believed	that	it	must	be	Wednesday	or



Thursday	or	even	Friday	or	Saturday,	now,	and	 that	 the	search	had	been	given
over.	He	proposed	 to	explore	another	passage.	He	felt	willing	 to	risk	Injun	Joe
and	 all	 other	 terrors.	 But	 Becky	 was	 very	 weak.	 She	 had	 sunk	 into	 a	 dreary
apathy	and	would	not	be	roused.	She	said	she	would	wait,	now,	where	she	was,
and	 die	—	 it	 would	 not	 be	 long.	 She	 told	 Tom	 to	 go	 with	 the	 kite-line	 and
explore	 if	he	chose;	but	 she	 implored	him	 to	come	back	every	 little	while	and
speak	 to	 her;	 and	 she	 made	 him	 promise	 that	 when	 the	 awful	 time	 came,	 he
would	stay	by	her	and	hold	her	hand	until	all	was	over.
Tom	kissed	her,	with	a	choking	sensation	 in	his	 throat,	and	made	a	show	of

being	confident	of	finding	the	searchers	or	an	escape	from	the	cave;	then	he	took
the	kite-line	in	his	hand	and	went	groping	down	one	of	the	passages	on	his	hands
and	knees,	distressed	with	hunger	and	sick	with	bodings	of	coming	doom.



Chapter		32	
Tuesday	afternoon	came,	and	waned	to	the	twilight.	The	village	of	St.	Petersburg
still	 mourned.	 The	 lost	 children	 had	 not	 been	 found.	 Public	 prayers	 had	 been
offered	up	for	them,	and	many	and	many	a	private	prayer	that	had	the	petitioner's
whole	heart	in	it;	but	still	no	good	news	came	from	the	cave.	The	majority	of	the
searchers	had	given	up	the	quest	and	gone	back	to	their	daily	avocations,	saying
that	it	was	plain	the	children	could	never	be	found.	Mrs.	Thatcher	was	very	ill,
and	a	great	part	of	the	time	delirious.	People	said	it	was	heartbreaking	to	hear	her
call	her	child,	and	raise	her	head	and	listen	a	whole	minute	at	a	time,	then	lay	it
wearily	 down	 again	 with	 a	 moan.	 Aunt	 Polly	 had	 drooped	 into	 a	 settled
melancholy,	and	her	gray	hair	had	grown	almost	white.	The	village	went	 to	 its
rest	on	Tuesday	night,	sad	and	forlorn.	Away	in	 the	middle	of	 the	night	a	wild
peal	 burst	 from	 the	 village	 bells,	 and	 in	 a	moment	 the	 streets	were	 swarming
with	 frantic	half-clad	people,	who	 shouted,	 "Turn	out!	 turn	out!	 they're	 found!
they're	found!"	Tin	pans	and	horns	were	added	to	the	din,	the	population	massed
itself	and	moved	toward	the	river,	met	the	children	coming	in	an	open	carriage
drawn	by	shouting	citizens,	thronged	around	it,	joined	its	homeward	march,	and
swept	magnificently	up	the	main	street	roaring	huzzah	after	huzzah!
The	 village	was	 illuminated;	 nobody	went	 to	 bed	 again;	 it	was	 the	 greatest

night	 the	 little	 town	 had	 ever	 seen.	 During	 the	 first	 half-hour	 a	 procession	 of
villagers	filed	through	Judge	Thatcher's	house,	seized	the	saved	ones	and	kissed
them,	squeezed	Mrs.	Thatcher's	hand,	tried	to	speak	but	couldn't	—	and	drifted
out	raining	tears	all	over	the	place.
Aunt	Polly's	happiness	was	complete,	and	Mrs.	Thatcher's	nearly	so.	It	would

be	complete,	however,	as	soon	as	the	messenger	dispatched	with	the	great	news
to	 the	 cave	 should	get	 the	word	 to	 her	 husband.	Tom	 lay	upon	 a	 sofa	with	 an
eager	auditory	about	him	and	told	the	history	of	the	wonderful	adventure,	putting
in	many	 striking	 additions	 to	 adorn	 it	withal;	 and	 closed	with	 a	 description	of
how	he	 left	Becky	and	went	on	an	exploring	expedition;	how	he	followed	 two
avenues	as	far	as	his	kite-line	would	reach;	how	he	followed	a	third	to	the	fullest
stretch	of	 the	kite-line,	and	was	about	 to	 turn	back	when	he	glimpsed	a	 far-off
speck	 that	 looked	 like	daylight;	dropped	 the	 line	and	groped	 toward	 it,	pushed
his	 head	 and	 shoulders	 through	 a	 small	 hole,	 and	 saw	 the	 broad	 Mississippi
rolling	by!	And	if	it	had	only	happened	to	be	night	he	would	not	have	seen	that



speck	of	daylight	and	would	not	have	explored	that	passage	any	more!	He	told
how	he	went	back	for	Becky	and	broke	the	good	news	and	she	told	him	not	to
fret	her	with	such	stuff,	 for	she	was	 tired,	and	knew	she	was	going	 to	die,	and
wanted	 to.	He	described	how	he	 labored	with	her	and	convinced	her;	and	how
she	almost	died	for	joy	when	she	had	groped	to	where	she	actually	saw	the	blue
speck	of	daylight;	how	he	pushed	his	way	out	at	 the	hole	and	 then	helped	her
out;	how	they	sat	there	and	cried	for	gladness;	how	some	men	came	along	in	a
skiff	 and	 Tom	 hailed	 them	 and	 told	 them	 their	 situation	 and	 their	 famished
condition;	how	the	men	didn't	believe	the	wild	tale	at	first,	"because,"	said	they,
"you	are	five	miles	down	the	river	below	the	valley	the	cave	is	in"	—	then	took
them	 aboard,	 rowed	 to	 a	 house,	 gave	 them	 supper,	made	 them	 rest	 till	 two	 or
three	hours	after	dark	and	then	brought	them	home.
Before	day-dawn,	Judge	Thatcher	and	the	handful	of	searchers	with	him	were

tracked	out,	 in	 the	 cave,	by	 the	 twine	clews	 they	had	 strung	behind	 them,	 and
informed	of	the	great	news.
Three	days	and	nights	of	toil	and	hunger	in	the	cave	were	not	to	be	shaken	off

at	 once,	 as	 Tom	 and	 Becky	 soon	 discovered.	 They	 were	 bedridden	 all	 of
Wednesday	and	Thursday,	and	seemed	to	grow	more	and	more	tired	and	worn,
all	 the	 time.	Tom	got	 about,	 a	 little,	 on	Thursday,	was	down-town	Friday,	 and
nearly	 as	 whole	 as	 ever	 Saturday;	 but	 Becky	 did	 not	 leave	 her	 room	 until
Sunday,	and	then	she	looked	as	if	she	had	passed	through	a	wasting	illness.
Tom	learned	of	Huck's	sickness	and	went	to	see	him	on	Friday,	but	could	not

be	 admitted	 to	 the	 bedroom;	 neither	 could	 he	 on	Saturday	 or	 Sunday.	He	was
admitted	daily	after	 that,	but	was	warned	 to	keep	still	 about	his	adventure	and
introduce	no	exciting	topic.	The	Widow	Douglas	stayed	by	to	see	that	he	obeyed.
At	 home	 Tom	 learned	 of	 the	 Cardiff	 Hill	 event;	 also	 that	 the	 "ragged	man's"
body	had	eventually	been	found	in	the	river	near	the	ferry-landing;	he	had	been
drowned	while	trying	to	escape,	perhaps.
About	 a	 fortnight	 after	 Tom's	 rescue	 from	 the	 cave,	 he	 started	 off	 to	 visit

Huck,	who	had	grown	plenty	strong	enough,	now,	to	hear	exciting	talk,	and	Tom
had	 some	 that	would	 interest	 him,	 he	 thought.	 Judge	Thatcher's	 house	was	 on
Tom's	way,	and	he	stopped	to	see	Becky.	The	Judge	and	some	friends	set	Tom	to
talking,	and	some	one	asked	him	ironically	if	he	wouldn't	like	to	go	to	the	cave
again.	Tom	said	he	thought	he	wouldn't	mind	it.	The	Judge	said:
"Well,	 there	 are	 others	 just	 like	 you,	 Tom,	 I've	 not	 the	 least	 doubt.	 But	we

have	taken	care	of	that.	Nobody	will	get	lost	in	that	cave	any	more."
"Why?"
"Because	 I	 had	 its	 big	 door	 sheathed	 with	 boiler	 iron	 two	 weeks	 ago,	 and

triple-locked	—	and	I've	got	the	keys."



Tom	turned	as	white	as	a	sheet.
"What's	the	matter,	boy!	Here,	run,	somebody!	Fetch	a	glass	of	water!"
The	water	was	brought	and	thrown	into	Tom's	face.
"Ah,	now	you're	all	right.	What	was	the	matter	with	you,	Tom?"
"Oh,	Judge,	Injun	Joe's	in	the	cave!"



Chapter		33	
Within	a	few	minutes	the	news	had	spread,	and	a	dozen	skiff-loads	of	men	were
on	their	way	to	McDougal's	cave,	and	the	ferryboat,	well	filled	with	passengers,
soon	followed.	Tom	Sawyer	was	in	the	skiff	that	bore	Judge	Thatcher.	When	the
cave	door	was	unlocked,	a	sorrowful	sight	presented	itself	in	the	dim	twilight	of
the	place.	Injun	Joe	lay	stretched	upon	the	ground,	dead,	with	his	face	close	to
the	crack	of	the	door,	as	if	his	longing	eyes	had	been	fixed,	to	the	latest	moment,
upon	the	light	and	the	cheer	of	the	free	world	outside.	Tom	was	touched,	for	he
knew	by	his	own	experience	how	this	wretch	had	suffered.	His	pity	was	moved,
but	 nevertheless	 he	 felt	 an	 abounding	 sense	 of	 relief	 and	 security,	 now,	which
revealed	to	him	in	a	degree	which	he	had	not	fully	appreciated	before	how	vast	a
weight	of	dread	had	been	lying	upon	him	since	the	day	he	lifted	his	voice	against
this	bloody-minded	outcast.
Injun	 Joe's	 bowie-knife	 lay	 close	 by,	 its	 blade	 broken	 in	 two.	 The	 great

foundation-beam	of	the	door	had	been	chipped	and	hacked	through,	with	tedious
labor;	useless	labor,	too,	it	was,	for	the	native	rock	formed	a	sill	outside	it,	and
upon	 that	 stubborn	material	 the	knife	 had	wrought	 no	 effect;	 the	only	damage
done	was	to	the	knife	itself.	But	if	there	had	been	no	stony	obstruction	there	the
labor	would	have	been	useless	still,	 for	 if	 the	beam	had	been	wholly	cut	away
Injun	Joe	could	not	have	squeezed	his	body	under	the	door,	and	he	knew	it.	So
he	had	only	hacked	that	place	in	order	to	be	doing	something	—	in	order	to	pass
the	weary	time	—	in	order	to	employ	his	tortured	faculties.	Ordinarily	one	could
find	half	a	dozen	bits	of	candle	stuck	around	in	the	crevices	of	this	vestibule,	left
there	by	tourists;	but	there	were	none	now.	The	prisoner	had	searched	them	out
and	eaten	them.	He	had	also	contrived	to	catch	a	few	bats,	and	these,	also,	he	had
eaten,	leaving	only	their	claws.	The	poor	unfortunate	had	starved	to	death.	In	one
place,	near	at	hand,	a	stalagmite	had	been	slowly	growing	up	 from	the	ground
for	ages,	builded	by	 the	water-drip	 from	a	stalactite	overhead.	The	captive	had
broken	off	 the	 stalagmite,	 and	upon	 the	 stump	had	placed	 a	 stone,	wherein	he
had	scooped	a	shallow	hollow	to	catch	the	precious	drop	that	fell	once	in	every
three	minutes	with	the	dreary	regularity	of	a	clock-tick	—	a	dessertspoonful	once
in	four	and	 twenty	hours.	That	drop	was	falling	when	the	Pyramids	were	new;
when	 Troy	 fell;	 when	 the	 foundations	 of	 Rome	 were	 laid	 when	 Christ	 was
crucified;	 when	 the	 Conqueror	 created	 the	 British	 empire;	 when	 Columbus



sailed;	when	the	massacre	at	Lexington	was	"news."	It	is	falling	now;	it	will	still
be	falling	when	all	 these	 things	shall	have	sunk	down	the	afternoon	of	history,
and	 the	 twilight	 of	 tradition,	 and	 been	 swallowed	 up	 in	 the	 thick	 night	 of
oblivion.	Has	everything	a	purpose	and	a	mission?	Did	 this	drop	 fall	 patiently
during	five	thousand	years	to	be	ready	for	this	flitting	human	insect's	need?	and
has	 it	 another	 important	object	 to	 accomplish	 ten	 thousand	years	 to	 come?	No
matter.	It	is	many	and	many	a	year	since	the	hapless	half-breed	scooped	out	the
stone	to	catch	the	priceless	drops,	but	to	this	day	the	tourist	stares	longest	at	that
pathetic	stone	and	that	slow-dropping	water	when	he	comes	to	see	the	wonders
of	 McDougal's	 cave.	 Injun	 Joe's	 cup	 stands	 first	 in	 the	 list	 of	 the	 cavern's
marvels;	even	"Aladdin's	Palace"	cannot	rival	it.
Injun	Joe	was	buried	near	the	mouth	of	the	cave;	and	people	flocked	there	in

boats	and	wagons	from	the	towns	and	from	all	the	farms	and	hamlets	for	seven
miles	 around;	 they	 brought	 their	 children,	 and	 all	 sorts	 of	 provisions,	 and
confessed	that	 they	had	had	almost	as	satisfactory	a	 time	at	 the	funeral	as	 they
could	have	had	at	the	hanging.
This	 funeral	 stopped	 the	 further	 growth	 of	 one	 thing	—	 the	 petition	 to	 the

governor	 for	 Injun	 Joe's	 pardon.	 The	 petition	 had	 been	 largely	 signed;	 many
tearful	and	eloquent	meetings	had	been	held,	and	a	committee	of	sappy	women
been	 appointed	 to	 go	 in	 deep	 mourning	 and	 wail	 around	 the	 governor,	 and
implore	him	to	be	a	merciful	ass	and	trample	his	duty	under	foot.	Injun	Joe	was
believed	 to	have	killed	 five	citizens	of	 the	village,	but	what	of	 that?	 If	he	had
been	Satan	himself	there	would	have	been	plenty	of	weaklings	ready	to	scribble
their	 names	 to	 a	 pardon-petition,	 and	 drip	 a	 tear	 on	 it	 from	 their	 permanently
impaired	and	leaky	water-works.
The	morning	 after	 the	 funeral	Tom	 took	Huck	 to	 a	private	place	 to	have	 an

important	talk.	Huck	had	learned	all	about	Tom's	adventure	from	the	Welshman
and	the	Widow	Douglas,	by	this	time,	but	Tom	said	he	reckoned	there	was	one
thing	 they	had	not	 told	him;	 that	 thing	was	what	he	wanted	 to	 talk	about	now.
Huck's	face	saddened.	He	said:
"I	know	what	it	is.	You	got	into	No.	2	and	never	found	anything	but	whiskey.

Nobody	told	me	it	was	you;	but	I	just	knowed	it	must	'a'	ben	you,	soon	as	I	heard
'bout	that	whiskey	business;	and	I	knowed	you	hadn't	got	the	money	becuz	you'd
'a'	got	at	me	some	way	or	other	and	told	me	even	if	you	was	mum	to	everybody
else.	Tom,	something's	always	told	me	we'd	never	get	holt	of	that	swag."
"Why,	Huck,	I	never	told	on	that	tavern-keeper.	You	know	his	tavern	was	all

right	 the	Saturday	I	went	 to	 the	picnic.	Don't	you	remember	you	was	 to	watch
there	that	night?"
"Oh	yes!	Why,	it	seems	'bout	a	year	ago.	It	was	that	very	night	that	I	follered



Injun	Joe	to	the	widder's."
"You	followed	him?"
"Yes	—	but	you	keep	mum.	I	reckon	Injun	Joe's	left	friends	behind	him,	and	I

don't	want	'em	souring	on	me	and	doing	me	mean	tricks.	If	it	hadn't	ben	for	me
he'd	be	down	in	Texas	now,	all	right."
Then	 Huck	 told	 his	 entire	 adventure	 in	 confidence	 to	 Tom,	 who	 had	 only

heard	of	the	Welshman's	part	of	it	before.
"Well,"	 said	 Huck,	 presently,	 coming	 back	 to	 the	 main	 question,	 "whoever

nipped	the	whiskey	in	No.	2,	nipped	the	money,	too,	I	reckon	—	anyways	it's	a
goner	for	us,	Tom."
"Huck,	that	money	wasn't	ever	in	No.	2!"
"What!"	Huck	searched	his	comrade's	face	keenly.	"Tom,	have	you	got	on	the

track	of	that	money	again?"
"Huck,	it's	in	the	cave!"
Huck's	eyes	blazed.
"Say	it	again,	Tom."
"The	money's	in	the	cave!"
"Tom	—	honest	injun,	now	—	is	it	fun,	or	earnest?"
"Earnest,	Huck	—	just	as	earnest	as	ever	I	was	in	my	life.	Will	you	go	in	there

with	me	and	help	get	it	out?"
"I	bet	I	will!	I	will	if	it's	where	we	can	blaze	our	way	to	it	and	not	get	lost."
"Huck,	we	can	do	that	without	the	least	little	bit	of	trouble	in	the	world."
"Good	as	wheat!	What	makes	you	think	the	money's	—"
"Huck,	you	just	wait	 till	we	get	 in	 there.	If	we	don't	find	it	I'll	agree	to	give

you	my	drum	and	every	thing	I've	got	in	the	world.	I	will,	by	jings."
"All	right	—	it's	a	whiz.	When	do	you	say?"
"Right	now,	if	you	say	it.	Are	you	strong	enough?"
"Is	it	far	in	the	cave?	I	ben	on	my	pins	a	little,	three	or	four	days,	now,	but	I

can't	walk	more'n	a	mile,	Tom	—	least	I	don't	think	I	could."
"It's	about	five	mile	into	there	the	way	anybody	but	me	would	go,	Huck,	but

there's	a	mighty	short	cut	that	they	don't	anybody	but	me	know	about.	Huck,	I'll
take	you	right	to	it	in	a	skiff.	I'll	float	the	skiff	down	there,	and	I'll	pull	it	back
again	all	by	myself.	You	needn't	ever	turn	your	hand	over."
"Less	start	right	off,	Tom."
"All	 right.	We	want	some	bread	and	meat,	and	our	pipes,	and	a	 little	bag	or

two,	 and	 two	 or	 three	 kite-strings,	 and	 some	 of	 these	 new-fangled	 things	 they
call	lucifer	matches.	I	tell	you,	many's	the	time	I	wished	I	had	some	when	I	was
in	there	before."
A	 trifle	 after	 noon	 the	 boys	 borrowed	 a	 small	 skiff	 from	 a	 citizen	who	was



absent,	and	got	under	way	at	once.	When	they	were	several	miles	below	"Cave
Hollow,"	Tom	said:
"Now	you	see	this	bluff	here	looks	all	alike	all	 the	way	down	from	the	cave

hollow	—	no	houses,	no	wood-yards,	bushes	all	alike.	But	do	you	see	that	white
place	up	yonder	where	 there's	been	a	 landslide?	Well,	 that's	one	of	my	marks.
We'll	get	ashore,	now."
They	landed.
"Now,	Huck,	where	we're	 a-standing	you	 could	 touch	 that	 hole	 I	 got	 out	 of

with	a	fishing-pole.	See	if	you	can	find	it."
Huck	searched	all	the	place	about,	and	found	nothing.	Tom	proudly	marched

into	a	thick	clump	of	sumach	bushes	and	said:
"Here	you	are!	Look	at	it,	Huck;	it's	the	snuggest	hole	in	this	country.	You	just

keep	mum	about	it.	All	along	I've	been	wanting	to	be	a	robber,	but	I	knew	I'd	got
to	have	a	thing	like	this,	and	where	to	run	across	it	was	the	bother.	We've	got	it
now,	 and	we'll	 keep	 it	 quiet,	 only	we'll	 let	 Joe	Harper	 and	 Ben	 Rogers	 in	—
because	of	course	 there's	got	 to	be	a	Gang,	or	else	 there	wouldn't	be	any	style
about	it.	Tom	Sawyer's	Gang	—	it	sounds	splendid,	don't	it,	Huck?"
"Well,	it	just	does,	Tom.	And	who'll	we	rob?"
"Oh,	most	anybody.	Waylay	people	—	that's	mostly	the	way."
"And	kill	them?"
"No,	not	always.	Hive	them	in	the	cave	till	they	raise	a	ransom."
"What's	a	ransom?"
"Money.	You	make	them	raise	all	they	can,	off'n	their	friends;	and	after	you've

kept	 them	 a	 year,	 if	 it	 ain't	 raised	 then	 you	 kill	 them.	 That's	 the	 general	way.
Only	you	don't	kill	the	women.	You	shut	up	the	women,	but	you	don't	kill	them.
They're	 always	 beautiful	 and	 rich,	 and	 awfully	 scared.	You	 take	 their	watches
and	things,	but	you	always	take	your	hat	off	and	talk	polite.	They	ain't	anybody
as	polite	as	robbers	—	you'll	see	that	in	any	book.	Well,	the	women	get	to	loving
you,	and	after	they've	been	in	the	cave	a	week	or	two	weeks	they	stop	crying	and
after	that	you	couldn't	get	them	to	leave.	If	you	drove	them	out	they'd	turn	right
around	and	come	back.	It's	so	in	all	the	books."
"Why,	it's	real	bully,	Tom.	I	believe	it's	better'n	to	be	a	pirate."
"Yes,	it's	better	in	some	ways,	because	it's	close	to	home	and	circuses	and	all

that."
By	this	time	everything	was	ready	and	the	boys	entered	the	hole,	Tom	in	the

lead.	 They	 toiled	 their	 way	 to	 the	 farther	 end	 of	 the	 tunnel,	 then	 made	 their
spliced	kite-strings	fast	and	moved	on.	A	few	steps	brought	them	to	the	spring,
and	Tom	felt	a	shudder	quiver	all	through	him.	He	showed	Huck	the	fragment	of
candle-wick	perched	on	a	 lump	of	clay	against	 the	wall,	and	described	how	he



and	Becky	had	watched	the	flame	struggle	and	expire.
The	boys	began	to	quiet	down	to	whispers,	now,	for	the	stillness	and	gloom	of

the	 place	 oppressed	 their	 spirits.	 They	 went	 on,	 and	 presently	 entered	 and
followed	Tom's	 other	 corridor	 until	 they	 reached	 the	 "jumping-off	 place."	The
candles	revealed	the	fact	that	it	was	not	really	a	precipice,	but	only	a	steep	clay
hill	twenty	or	thirty	feet	high.	Tom	whispered:
"Now	I'll	show	you	something,	Huck."
He	held	his	candle	aloft	and	said:
"Look	as	far	around	the	corner	as	you	can.	Do	you	see	that?	There	—	on	the

big	rock	over	yonder	—	done	with	candle-smoke."
"Tom,	it's	a	cross!"
"Now	 where's	 your	 Number	 Two?	 'Under	 the	 cross,'	 hey?	 Right	 yonder's

where	I	saw	Injun	Joe	poke	up	his	candle,	Huck!"
Huck	stared	at	the	mystic	sign	awhile,	and	then	said	with	a	shaky	voice:
"Tom,	less	git	out	of	here!"
"What!	and	leave	the	treasure?"
"Yes	—	leave	it.	Injun	Joe's	ghost	is	round	about	there,	certain."
"No	it	ain't,	Huck,	no	it	ain't.	It	would	ha'nt	the	place	where	he	died	—	away

out	at	the	mouth	of	the	cave	—	five	mile	from	here."
"No,	Tom,	 it	wouldn't.	 It	would	hang	 round	 the	money.	 I	know	 the	ways	of

ghosts,	and	so	do	you."
Tom	began	to	fear	that	Huck	was	right.	Misgivings	gathered	in	his	mind.	But

presently	an	idea	occurred	to	him	—
"Lookyhere,	Huck,	what	 fools	we're	making	 of	 ourselves!	 Injun	 Joe's	 ghost

ain't	a	going	to	come	around	where	there's	a	cross!"
The	point	was	well	taken.	It	had	its	effect.
"Tom,	I	didn't	think	of	that.	But	that's	so.	It's	luck	for	us,	that	cross	is.	I	reckon

we'll	climb	down	there	and	have	a	hunt	for	that	box."
Tom	 went	 first,	 cutting	 rude	 steps	 in	 the	 clay	 hill	 as	 he	 descended.	 Huck

followed.	 Four	 avenues	 opened	 out	 of	 the	 small	 cavern	 which	 the	 great	 rock
stood	 in.	The	boys	examined	 three	of	 them	with	no	result.	They	found	a	small
recess	 in	 the	one	nearest	 the	base	of	 the	 rock,	with	a	pallet	of	blankets	 spread
down	in	it;	also	an	old	suspender,	some	bacon	rind,	and	the	well-gnawed	bones
of	 two	 or	 three	 fowls.	 But	 there	 was	 no	 money-box.	 The	 lads	 searched	 and
researched	this	place,	but	in	vain.	Tom	said:
"He	said	under	the	cross.	Well,	this	comes	nearest	to	being	under	the	cross.	It

can't	be	under	the	rock	itself,	because	that	sets	solid	on	the	ground."
They	searched	everywhere	once	more,	and	then	sat	down	discouraged.	Huck

could	suggest	nothing.	By-and-by	Tom	said:



"Lookyhere,	 Huck,	 there's	 footprints	 and	 some	 candle-grease	 on	 the	 clay
about	one	side	of	this	rock,	but	not	on	the	other	sides.	Now,	what's	that	for?	I	bet
you	the	money	is	under	the	rock.	I'm	going	to	dig	in	the	clay."
"That	ain't	no	bad	notion,	Tom!"	said	Huck	with	animation.
Tom's	"real	Barlow"	was	out	at	once,	and	he	had	not	dug	four	inches	before	he

struck	wood.
"Hey,	Huck!	—	you	hear	that?"
Huck	began	 to	dig	and	scratch	now.	Some	boards	were	soon	uncovered	and

removed.	They	had	 concealed	 a	natural	 chasm	which	 led	under	 the	 rock.	Tom
got	 into	 this	and	held	his	candle	as	 far	under	 the	rock	as	he	could,	but	said	he
could	 not	 see	 to	 the	 end	 of	 the	 rift.	 He	 proposed	 to	 explore.	 He	 stooped	 and
passed	 under;	 the	 narrow	 way	 descended	 gradually.	 He	 followed	 its	 winding
course,	first	 to	the	right,	 then	to	the	left,	Huck	at	his	heels.	Tom	turned	a	short
curve,	by-and-by,	and	exclaimed:
"My	goodness,	Huck,	lookyhere!"
It	 was	 the	 treasure-box,	 sure	 enough,	 occupying	 a	 snug	 little	 cavern,	 along

with	an	empty	powder-keg,	a	couple	of	guns	in	leather	cases,	two	or	three	pairs
of	 old	moccasins,	 a	 leather	 belt,	 and	 some	other	 rubbish	well	 soaked	with	 the
water-drip.
"Got	it	at	last!"	said	Huck,	ploughing	among	the	tarnished	coins	with	his	hand.

"My,	but	we're	rich,	Tom!"
"Huck,	I	always	reckoned	we'd	get	it.	It's	just	too	good	to	believe,	but	we	have

got	it,	sure!	Say	—	let's	not	fool	around	here.	Let's	snake	it	out.	Lemme	see	if	I
can	lift	the	box."
It	weighed	about	fifty	pounds.	Tom	could	lift	it,	after	an	awkward	fashion,	but

could	not	carry	it	conveniently.
"I	 thought	 so,"	 he	 said;	 "They	 carried	 it	 like	 it	 was	 heavy,	 that	 day	 at	 the

ha'nted	house.	 I	noticed	 that.	 I	 reckon	I	was	right	 to	 think	of	fetching	 the	 little
bags	along."
The	money	was	soon	in	the	bags	and	the	boys	took	it	up	to	the	cross	rock.
"Now	less	fetch	the	guns	and	things,"	said	Huck.
"No,	Huck	—	leave	them	there.	They're	just	the	tricks	to	have	when	we	go	to

robbing.	We'll	keep	them	there	all	the	time,	and	we'll	hold	our	orgies	there,	too.
It's	an	awful	snug	place	for	orgies."
"What	orgies?"
"I	 dono.	 But	 robbers	 always	 have	 orgies,	 and	 of	 course	 we've	 got	 to	 have

them,	too.	Come	along,	Huck,	we've	been	in	here	a	long	time.	It's	getting	late,	I
reckon.	I'm	hungry,	too.	We'll	eat	and	smoke	when	we	get	to	the	skiff."
They	presently	emerged	into	the	clump	of	sumach	bushes,	looked	warily	out,



found	the	coast	clear,	and	were	soon	lunching	and	smoking	in	the	skiff.	As	the
sun	 dipped	 toward	 the	 horizon	 they	 pushed	 out	 and	 got	 under	 way.	 Tom
skimmed	 up	 the	 shore	 through	 the	 long	 twilight,	 chatting	 cheerily	with	Huck,
and	landed	shortly	after	dark.
"Now,	 Huck,"	 said	 Tom,	 "we'll	 hide	 the	 money	 in	 the	 loft	 of	 the	 widow's

woodshed,	 and	 I'll	 come	up	 in	 the	morning	 and	we'll	 count	 it	 and	 divide,	 and
then	we'll	hunt	up	a	place	out	in	the	woods	for	it	where	it	will	be	safe.	Just	you
lay	quiet	here	and	watch	the	stuff	till	I	run	and	hook	Benny	Taylor's	little	wagon;
I	won't	be	gone	a	minute."
He	 disappeared,	 and	 presently	 returned	 with	 the	 wagon,	 put	 the	 two	 small

sacks	into	it,	 threw	some	old	rags	on	top	of	them,	and	started	off,	dragging	his
cargo	behind	him.	When	the	boys	reached	the	Welshman's	house,	 they	stopped
to	rest.	Just	as	they	were	about	to	move	on,	the	Welshman	stepped	out	and	said:
"Hallo,	who's	that?"
"Huck	and	Tom	Sawyer."
"Good!	Come	along	with	me,	boys,	you	are	keeping	everybody	waiting.	Here

—	hurry	up,	trot	ahead	—	I'll	haul	the	wagon	for	you.	Why,	it's	not	as	light	as	it
might	be.	Got	bricks	in	it?	—	or	old	metal?"
"Old	metal,"	said	Tom.
"I	judged	so;	the	boys	in	this	town	will	take	more	trouble	and	fool	away	more

time	hunting	up	six	bits'	worth	of	old	iron	to	sell	to	the	foundry	than	they	would
to	 make	 twice	 the	 money	 at	 regular	 work.	 But	 that's	 human	 nature	—	 hurry
along,	hurry	along!"
The	boys	wanted	to	know	what	the	hurry	was	about.
"Never	mind;	you'll	see,	when	we	get	to	the	Widow	Douglas'."
Huck	said	with	some	apprehension	—	for	he	was	 long	used	 to	being	falsely

accused:
"Mr.	Jones,	we	haven't	been	doing	nothing."
The	Welshman	laughed.
"Well,	I	don't	know,	Huck,	my	boy.	I	don't	know	about	that.	Ain't	you	and	the

widow	good	friends?"
"Yes.	Well,	she's	ben	good	friends	to	me,	anyway."
"All	right,	then.	What	do	you	want	to	be	afraid	for?"
This	question	was	not	entirely	answered	in	Huck's	slow	mind	before	he	found

himself	 pushed,	 along	with	Tom,	 into	Mrs.	Douglas'	 drawing-room.	Mr.	 Jones
left	the	wagon	near	the	door	and	followed.
The	place	was	grandly	lighted,	and	everybody	that	was	of	any	consequence	in

the	village	was	there.	The	Thatchers	were	there,	the	Harpers,	the	Rogerses,	Aunt
Polly,	Sid,	Mary,	the	minister,	the	editor,	and	a	great	many	more,	and	all	dressed



in	 their	 best.	 The	widow	 received	 the	 boys	 as	 heartily	 as	 any	 one	 could	well
receive	 two	 such	 looking	 beings.	 They	 were	 covered	 with	 clay	 and	 candle-
grease.	Aunt	 Polly	 blushed	 crimson	with	 humiliation,	 and	 frowned	 and	 shook
her	head	at	Tom.	Nobody	suffered	half	as	much	as	 the	 two	boys	did,	however.
Mr.	Jones	said:
"Tom	wasn't	at	home,	yet,	so	I	gave	him	up;	but	I	stumbled	on	him	and	Huck

right	at	my	door,	and	so	I	just	brought	them	along	in	a	hurry."
"And	you	did	just	right,"	said	the	widow.	"Come	with	me,	boys."
She	took	them	to	a	bedchamber	and	said:
"Now	wash	and	dress	yourselves.	Here	are	two	new	suits	of	clothes	—	shirts,

socks,	everything	complete.	They're	Huck's	—	no,	no	thanks,	Huck	—	Mr.	Jones
bought	one	and	I	the	other.	But	they'll	fit	both	of	you.	Get	into	them.	We'll	wait
—	come	down	when	you	are	slicked	up	enough."
Then	she	left.



Chapter		34	
Huck	 said:	 "Tom,	we	can	 slope,	 if	we	can	 find	 a	 rope.	The	window	ain't	 high
from	the	ground."	"Shucks!	what	do	you	want	to	slope	for?"
"Well,	I	ain't	used	to	that	kind	of	a	crowd.	I	can't	stand	it.	I	ain't	going	down

there,	Tom."
"Oh,	bother!	It	ain't	anything.	I	don't	mind	it	a	bit.	I'll	take	care	of	you."
Sid	appeared.
"Tom,"	said	he,	"auntie	has	been	waiting	for	you	all	the	afternoon.	Mary	got

your	Sunday	clothes	ready,	and	everybody's	been	fretting	about	you.	Say	—	ain't
this	grease	and	clay,	on	your	clothes?"
"Now,	Mr.	Siddy,	you	jist	'tend	to	your	own	business.	What's	all	this	blow-out

about,	anyway?"
"It's	one	of	the	widow's	parties	that	she's	always	having.	This	time	it's	for	the

Welshman	 and	 his	 sons,	 on	 account	 of	 that	 scrape	 they	 helped	 her	 out	 of	 the
other	night.	And	say	—	I	can	tell	you	something,	if	you	want	to	know."
"Well,	what?"
"Why,	old	Mr.	Jones	is	going	to	try	to	spring	something	on	the	people	here	to-

night,	but	I	overheard	him	tell	auntie	to-day	about	it,	as	a	secret,	but	I	reckon	it's
not	much	of	a	secret	now.	Everybody	knows	—	the	widow,	too,	for	all	she	tries
to	 let	 on	 she	don't.	Mr.	 Jones	was	bound	Huck	 should	be	here	—	couldn't	 get
along	with	his	grand	secret	without	Huck,	you	know!"
"Secret	about	what,	Sid?"
"About	 Huck	 tracking	 the	 robbers	 to	 the	 widow's.	 I	 reckon	Mr.	 Jones	 was

going	 to	make	a	grand	 time	over	his	 surprise,	but	 I	bet	you	 it	will	drop	pretty
flat."
Sid	chuckled	in	a	very	contented	and	satisfied	way.
"Sid,	was	it	you	that	told?"
"Oh,	never	mind	who	it	was.	somebody	told	—	that's	enough."
"Sid,	there's	only	one	person	in	this	town	mean	enough	to	do	that,	and	that's

you.	If	you	had	been	in	Huck's	place	you'd	 'a'	sneaked	down	the	hill	and	never
told	 anybody	on	 the	 robbers.	You	can't	 do	any	but	mean	 things,	 and	you	can't
bear	 to	 see	 anybody	 praised	 for	 doing	 good	 ones.	 There	—	 no	 thanks,	 as	 the
widow	 says"	—	 and	 Tom	 cuffed	 Sid's	 ears	 and	 helped	 him	 to	 the	 door	 with
several	kicks.	"Now	go	and	tell	auntie	if	you	dare	—	and	to-morrow	you'll	catch



it!"
Some	minutes	later	the	widow's	guests	were	at	the	supper-table,	and	a	dozen

children	were	propped	up	at	little	side-tables	in	the	same	room,	after	the	fashion
of	that	country	and	that	day.	At	the	proper	time	Mr.	Jones	made	his	little	speech,
in	which	 he	 thanked	 the	widow	 for	 the	 honor	 she	was	 doing	 himself	 and	 his
sons,	but	said	that	there	was	another	person	whose	modesty	—
And	 so	 forth	 and	 so	 on.	 He	 sprung	 his	 secret	 about	 Huck's	 share	 in	 the

adventure	 in	 the	 finest	 dramatic	manner	 he	 was	master	 of,	 but	 the	 surprise	 it
occasioned	was	largely	counterfeit	and	not	as	clamorous	and	effusive	as	it	might
have	been	under	happier	circumstances.	However,	the	widow	made	a	pretty	fair
show	of	astonishment,	and	heaped	so	many	compliments	and	so	much	gratitude
upon	Huck	 that	 he	 almost	 forgot	 the	 nearly	 intolerable	 discomfort	 of	 his	 new
clothes	 in	 the	 entirely	 intolerable	 discomfort	 of	 being	 set	 up	 as	 a	 target	 for
everybody's	gaze	and	everybody's	laudations.
The	widow	said	she	meant	to	give	Huck	a	home	under	her	roof	and	have	him

educated;	 and	 that	 when	 she	 could	 spare	 the	 money	 she	 would	 start	 him	 in
business	in	a	modest	way.	Tom's	chance	was	come.	He	said:
"Huck	don't	need	it.	Huck's	rich."
Nothing	but	a	heavy	strain	upon	the	good	manners	of	the	company	kept	back

the	 due	 and	 proper	 complimentary	 laugh	 at	 this	 pleasant	 joke.	But	 the	 silence
was	a	little	awkward.	Tom	broke	it:
"Huck's	got	money.	Maybe	you	don't	believe	it,	but	he's	got	lots	of	it.	Oh,	you

needn't	smile	—	I	reckon	I	can	show	you.	You	just	wait	a	minute."
Tom	 ran	 out	 of	 doors.	 The	 company	 looked	 at	 each	 other	with	 a	 perplexed

interest	—	and	inquiringly	at	Huck,	who	was	tongue-tied.
"Sid,	 what	 ails	 Tom?"	 said	 Aunt	 Polly.	 "He	 —	 well,	 there	 ain't	 ever	 any

making	of	that	boy	out.	I	never	—"
Tom	entered,	struggling	with	the	weight	of	his	sacks,	and	Aunt	Polly	did	not

finish	her	sentence.	Tom	poured	the	mass	of	yellow	coin	upon	the	table	and	said:
"There	—	what	did	I	tell	you?	Half	of	it's	Huck's	and	half	of	it's	mine!"
The	 spectacle	 took	 the	 general	 breath	 away.	All	 gazed,	 nobody	 spoke	 for	 a

moment.	Then	there	was	a	unanimous	call	for	an	explanation.	Tom	said	he	could
furnish	 it,	 and	 he	 did.	 The	 tale	 was	 long,	 but	 brimful	 of	 interest.	 There	 was
scarcely	an	 interruption	from	any	one	 to	break	 the	charm	of	 its	 flow.	When	he
had	finished,	Mr.	Jones	said:
"I	thought	I	had	fixed	up	a	little	surprise	for	this	occasion,	but	it	don't	amount

to	anything	now.	This	one	makes	it	sing	mighty	small,	I'm	willing	to	allow."
The	money	was	counted.	The	sum	amounted	to	a	little	over	twelve	thousand

dollars.	 It	 was	 more	 than	 any	 one	 present	 had	 ever	 seen	 at	 one	 time	 before,



though	several	persons	were	there	who	were	worth	considerably	more	than	that
in	property.



Chapter		35	
The	reader	may	rest	satisfied	that	Tom's	and	Huck's	windfall	made	a	mighty	stir
in	 the	 poor	 little	 village	 of	 St.	 Petersburg.	 So	 vast	 a	 sum,	 all	 in	 actual	 cash,
seemed	next	to	incredible.	It	was	talked	about,	gloated	over,	glorified,	until	 the
reason	 of	 many	 of	 the	 citizens	 tottered	 under	 the	 strain	 of	 the	 unhealthy
excitement.	 Every	 "haunted"	 house	 in	 St.	 Petersburg	 and	 the	 neighboring
villages	was	dissected,	plank	by	plank,	and	its	foundations	dug	up	and	ransacked
for	 hidden	 treasure	—	 and	 not	 by	 boys,	 but	men	—	 pretty	 grave,	 unromantic
men,	too,	some	of	them.	Wherever	Tom	and	Huck	appeared	they	were	courted,
admired,	stared	at.	The	boys	were	not	able	 to	remember	 that	 their	remarks	had
possessed	 weight	 before;	 but	 now	 their	 sayings	 were	 treasured	 and	 repeated;
everything	 they	 did	 seemed	 somehow	 to	 be	 regarded	 as	 remarkable;	 they	 had
evidently	 lost	 the	 power	 of	 doing	 and	 saying	 commonplace	 things;	moreover,
their	 past	 history	 was	 raked	 up	 and	 discovered	 to	 bear	 marks	 of	 conspicuous
originality.	The	village	paper	published	biographical	 sketches	of	 the	boys.	The
Widow	Douglas	put	Huck's	money	out	at	six	per	cent.,	and	Judge	Thatcher	did
the	same	with	Tom's	at	Aunt	Polly's	request.	Each	lad	had	an	income,	now,	that
was	simply	prodigious	—	a	dollar	for	every	week-day	in	the	year	and	half	of	the
Sundays.	It	was	just	what	the	minister	got	—	no,	it	was	what	he	was	promised	—
he	 generally	 couldn't	 collect	 it.	 A	 dollar	 and	 a	 quarter	 a	 week	 would	 board,
lodge,	and	school	a	boy	 in	 those	old	 simple	days	—	and	clothe	him	and	wash
him,	too,	for	that	matter.
Judge	 Thatcher	 had	 conceived	 a	 great	 opinion	 of	 Tom.	 He	 said	 that	 no

commonplace	 boy	 would	 ever	 have	 got	 his	 daughter	 out	 of	 the	 cave.	 When
Becky	told	her	father,	in	strict	confidence,	how	Tom	had	taken	her	whipping	at
school,	the	Judge	was	visibly	moved;	and	when	she	pleaded	grace	for	the	mighty
lie	which	Tom	had	told	in	order	to	shift	that	whipping	from	her	shoulders	to	his
own,	 the	 Judge	 said	 with	 a	 fine	 outburst	 that	 it	 was	 a	 noble,	 a	 generous,	 a
magnanimous	lie	—	a	lie	that	was	worthy	to	hold	up	its	head	and	march	down
through	 history	 breast	 to	 breast	with	George	Washington's	 lauded	Truth	 about
the	hatchet!	Becky	thought	her	father	had	never	looked	so	tall	and	so	superb	as
when	he	walked	the	floor	and	stamped	his	foot	and	said	that.	She	went	straight
off	and	told	Tom	about	it.
Judge	Thatcher	hoped	to	see	Tom	a	great	lawyer	or	a	great	soldier	some	day.



He	 said	 he	 meant	 to	 look	 to	 it	 that	 Tom	 should	 be	 admitted	 to	 the	 National
Military	Academy	and	afterward	trained	in	the	best	law	school	in	the	country,	in
order	that	he	might	be	ready	for	either	career	or	both.
Huck	Finn's	wealth	and	the	fact	 that	he	was	now	under	 the	Widow	Douglas'

protection	 introduced	 him	 into	 society	—	no,	 dragged	 him	 into	 it,	 hurled	 him
into	it	—	and	his	sufferings	were	almost	more	than	he	could	bear.	The	widow's
servants	 kept	 him	 clean	 and	 neat,	 combed	 and	 brushed,	 and	 they	 bedded	 him
nightly	 in	 unsympathetic	 sheets	 that	 had	 not	 one	 little	 spot	 or	 stain	 which	 he
could	press	 to	his	heart	and	know	for	a	 friend.	He	had	 to	eat	with	a	knife	and
fork;	he	had	to	use	napkin,	cup,	and	plate;	he	had	to	learn	his	book,	he	had	to	go
to	 church;	 he	 had	 to	 talk	 so	 properly	 that	 speech	 was	 become	 insipid	 in	 his
mouth;	whithersoever	he	turned,	the	bars	and	shackles	of	civilization	shut	him	in
and	bound	him	hand	and	foot.
He	bravely	bore	his	miseries	three	weeks,	and	then	one	day	turned	up	missing.

For	 forty-eight	 hours	 the	 widow	 hunted	 for	 him	 everywhere	 in	 great	 distress.
The	 public	 were	 profoundly	 concerned;	 they	 searched	 high	 and	 low,	 they
dragged	the	river	for	his	body.	Early	the	third	morning	Tom	Sawyer	wisely	went
poking	 among	 some	 old	 empty	 hogsheads	 down	 behind	 the	 abandoned
slaughter-house,	and	in	one	of	them	he	found	the	refugee.	Huck	had	slept	there;
he	had	just	breakfasted	upon	some	stolen	odds	and	ends	of	food,	and	was	lying
off,	now,	in	comfort,	with	his	pipe.	He	was	unkempt,	uncombed,	and	clad	in	the
same	old	ruin	of	 rags	 that	had	made	him	picturesque	 in	 the	days	when	he	was
free	and	happy.	Tom	routed	him	out,	told	him	the	trouble	he	had	been	causing,
and	 urged	 him	 to	 go	 home.	 Huck's	 face	 lost	 its	 tranquil	 content,	 and	 took	 a
melancholy	cast.	He	said:
"Don't	talk	about	it,	Tom.	I've	tried	it,	and	it	don't	work;	it	don't	work,	Tom.	It

ain't	for	me;	I	ain't	used	to	it.	The	widder's	good	to	me,	and	friendly;	but	I	can't
stand	them	ways.	She	makes	me	get	up	just	at	the	same	time	every	morning;	she
makes	 me	 wash,	 they	 comb	me	 all	 to	 thunder;	 she	 won't	 let	 me	 sleep	 in	 the
woodshed;	I	got	to	wear	them	blamed	clothes	that	just	smothers	me,	Tom;	they
don't	seem	to	any	air	git	through	'em,	somehow;	and	they're	so	rotten	nice	that	I
can't	set	down,	nor	lay	down,	nor	roll	around	anywher's;	I	hain't	slid	on	a	cellar-
door	for	—	well,	it	'pears	to	be	years;	I	got	to	go	to	church	and	sweat	and	sweat
—	I	hate	them	ornery	sermons!	I	can't	ketch	a	fly	in	there,	I	can't	chaw.	I	got	to
wear	shoes	all	Sunday.	The	widder	eats	by	a	bell;	she	goes	to	bed	by	a	bell;	she
gits	up	by	a	bell	—	everything's	so	awful	reg'lar	a	body	can't	stand	it."
"Well,	everybody	does	that	way,	Huck."
"Tom,	 it	don't	make	no	difference.	 I	ain't	everybody,	and	I	can't	 stand	 it.	 It's

awful	 to	be	 tied	up	so.	And	grub	comes	 too	easy	—	I	don't	 take	no	 interest	 in



vittles,	that	way.	I	got	to	ask	to	go	a-fishing;	I	got	to	ask	to	go	in	a-swimming	—
dern'd	if	I	hain't	got	to	ask	to	do	everything.	Well,	I'd	got	to	talk	so	nice	it	wasn't
no	comfort	—	I'd	got	to	go	up	in	the	attic	and	rip	out	awhile,	every	day,	to	git	a
taste	 in	my	mouth,	or	 I'd	a	died,	Tom.	The	widder	wouldn't	 let	me	smoke;	she
wouldn't	 let	me	yell,	 she	wouldn't	 let	me	gape,	nor	 stretch,	nor	 scratch,	before
folks	—"	[Then	with	a	spasm	of	special	irritation	and	injury]	—	"And	dad	fetch
it,	she	prayed	all	the	time!	I	never	see	such	a	woman!	I	had	to	shove,	Tom	—	I
just	had	to.	And	besides,	that	school's	going	to	open,	and	I'd	a	had	to	go	to	it	—
well,	 I	 wouldn't	 stand	 that,	 Tom.	 Looky-here,	 Tom,	 being	 rich	 ain't	 what	 it's
cracked	up	to	be.	It's	just	worry	and	worry,	and	sweat	and	sweat,	and	a-wishing
you	was	dead	all	 the	 time.	Now	these	clothes	suits	me,	and	 this	bar'l	 suits	me,
and	I	ain't	ever	going	to	shake	 'em	any	more.	Tom,	I	wouldn't	ever	got	into	all
this	trouble	if	it	hadn't	 'a'	ben	for	that	money;	now	you	just	take	my	sheer	of	it
along	with	your'n,	and	gimme	a	ten-center	sometimes	—	not	many	times,	becuz
I	don't	give	a	dern	for	a	thing	'thout	it's	tollable	hard	to	git	—	and	you	go	and	beg
off	for	me	with	the	widder."
"Oh,	Huck,	you	know	I	can't	do	that.	'Tain't	fair;	and	besides	if	you'll	try	this

thing	just	a	while	longer	you'll	come	to	like	it."
"Like	it!	Yes	—	the	way	I'd	like	a	hot	stove	if	I	was	to	set	on	it	long	enough.

No,	Tom,	I	won't	be	rich,	and	I	won't	live	in	them	cussed	smothery	houses.	I	like
the	woods,	and	the	river,	and	hogsheads,	and	I'll	stick	to	 'em,	too.	Blame	it	all!
just	 as	 we'd	 got	 guns,	 and	 a	 cave,	 and	 all	 just	 fixed	 to	 rob,	 here	 this	 dern
foolishness	has	got	to	come	up	and	spile	it	all!"
Tom	saw	his	opportunity	—
"Lookyhere,	 Huck,	 being	 rich	 ain't	 going	 to	 keep	 me	 back	 from	 turning

robber."
"No!	Oh,	good-licks;	are	you	in	real	dead-wood	earnest,	Tom?"
"Just	as	dead	earnest	as	 I'm	sitting	here.	But	Huck,	we	can't	 let	you	 into	 the

gang	if	you	ain't	respectable,	you	know."
Huck's	joy	was	quenched.
"Can't	let	me	in,	Tom?	Didn't	you	let	me	go	for	a	pirate?"
"Yes,	but	that's	different.	A	robber	is	more	high-toned	than	what	a	pirate	is	—

as	 a	 general	 thing.	 In	most	 countries	 they're	 awful	 high	 up	 in	 the	 nobility	—
dukes	and	such."
"Now,	Tom,	hain't	you	always	ben	friendly	to	me?	You	wouldn't	shet	me	out,

would	you,	Tom?	You	wouldn't	do	that,	now,	would	you,	Tom?"
"Huck,	I	wouldn't	want	to,	and	I	don't	want	to	—	but	what	would	people	say?

Why,	they'd	say,	'Mph!	Tom	Sawyer's	Gang!	pretty	low	characters	in	it!'	They'd
mean	you,	Huck.	You	wouldn't	like	that,	and	I	wouldn't."



Huck	was	silent	for	some	time,	engaged	in	a	mental	struggle.	Finally	he	said:
"Well,	 I'll	 go	 back	 to	 the	widder	 for	 a	month	 and	 tackle	 it	 and	 see	 if	 I	 can

come	to	stand	it,	if	you'll	let	me	b'long	to	the	gang,	Tom."
"All	right,	Huck,	it's	a	whiz!	Come	along,	old	chap,	and	I'll	ask	the	widow	to

let	up	on	you	a	little,	Huck."
"Will	you,	Tom	—	now	will	you?	That's	good.	If	she'll	let	up	on	some	of	the

roughest	things,	I'll	smoke	private	and	cuss	private,	and	crowd	through	or	bust.
When	you	going	to	start	the	gang	and	turn	robbers?"
"Oh,	 right	 off.	We'll	 get	 the	 boys	 together	 and	 have	 the	 initiation	 to-night,

maybe."
"Have	the	which?"
"Have	the	initiation."
"What's	that?"
"It's	to	swear	to	stand	by	one	another,	and	never	tell	the	gang's	secrets,	even	if

you're	chopped	all	to	flinders,	and	kill	anybody	and	all	his	family	that	hurts	one
of	the	gang."
"That's	gay	—	that's	mighty	gay,	Tom,	I	tell	you."
"Well,	 I	 bet	 it	 is.	And	 all	 that	 swearing's	 got	 to	 be	done	 at	midnight,	 in	 the

lonesomest,	 awfulest	 place	 you	 can	 find	 —	 a	 ha'nted	 house	 is	 the	 best,	 but
they're	all	ripped	up	now."
"Well,	midnight's	good,	anyway,	Tom."
"Yes,	so	it	is.	And	you've	got	to	swear	on	a	coffin,	and	sign	it	with	blood."
"Now,	that's	something	like!	Why,	it's	a	million	times	bullier	than	pirating.	I'll

stick	to	the	widder	till	I	rot,	Tom;	and	if	I	git	to	be	a	reg'lar	ripper	of	a	robber,
and	everybody	talking	'bout	it,	I	reckon	she'll	be	proud	she	snaked	me	in	out	of
the	wet."



Chapter		36	
So	endeth	this	chronicle.	It	being	strictly	a	history	of	a	boy,	it	must	stop	here;	the
story	could	not	go	much	further	without	becoming	the	history	of	a	man.	When
one	writes	a	novel	about	grown	people,	he	knows	exactly	where	to	stop	—	that
is,	with	a	marriage;	but	when	he	writes	of	juveniles,	he	must	stop	where	he	best
can.
Most	of	the	characters	that	perform	in	this	book	still	live,	and	are	prosperous

and	 happy.	 Some	 day	 it	 may	 seem	 worth	 while	 to	 take	 up	 the	 story	 of	 the
younger	ones	again	and	see	what	sort	of	men	and	women	they	turned	out	to	be;
therefore	it	will	be	wisest	not	to	reveal	any	of	that	part	of	their	lives	at	present.



JUST	SO	STORIES
Rudyard	Kipling



Chapter		1
How	the	Whale	got	his	Throat
IN	the	sea,	once	upon	a	time,	O	my	Best	Beloved,	there	was	a	Whale,	and	he	ate
fishes.	 He	 ate	 the	 starfish	 and	 the	 garfish,	 and	 the	 crab	 and	 the	 dab,	 and	 the
plaice	 and	 the	 dace,	 and	 the	 skate	 and	 his	 mate,	 and	 the	 mackereel	 and	 the
pickereel,	and	the	really	truly	twirly-whirly	eel.	All	the	fishes	he	could	find	in	all
the	sea	he	ate	with	his	mouth—so!	Till	at	last	there	was	only	one	small	fish	left
in	 all	 the	 sea,	 and	he	was	a	 small	 'Stute	Fish,	 and	he	 swam	a	 little	behind	 the
Whale's	right	ear,	so	as	to	be	out	of	harm's	way.	Then	the	Whale	stood	up	on	his
tail	and	said,	'I'm	hungry.'	And	the	small	'Stute	Fish	said	in	a	small	'stute	voice,
'Noble	and	generous	Cetacean,	have	you	ever	tasted	Man?'
'No,'	said	the	Whale.	'What	is	it	like?'
'Nice,'	said	the	small	'Stute	Fish.	'Nice	but	nubbly.'
'Then	fetch	me	some,'	said	the	Whale,	and	he	made	the	sea	froth	up	with	his

tail.
'One	at	a	 time	 is	enough,'	 said	 the	 'Stute	Fish.	 'If	you	swim	 to	 latitude	Fifty

North,	longitude	Forty	West	(that	is	magic),	you	will	find,	sitting	on	a	raft,	in	the
middle	of	the	sea,	with	nothing	on	but	a	pair	of	blue	canvas	breeches,	a	pair	of
suspenders	(you	mustnot	forget	the	suspenders,	Best	Beloved),	and	a	jack-knife,
one	ship-wrecked	Mariner,	who,	 it	 is	only	fair	 to	 tell	you,	 is	a	man	of	 infinite-
resource-and-sagacity.'
So	the	Whale	swam	and	swam	to	latitude	Fifty	North,	longitude	Forty	West,

as	fast	as	he	could	swim,	and	on	a	raft,	in	the	middle	of	the	sea,	with	nothing	to
wear	 except	 a	 pair	 of	 blue	 canvas	 breeches,	 a	 pair	 of	 suspenders	 (you	 must
particularly	remember	the	suspenders,	Best	Beloved),	and	a	jack-knife,	he	found
one	single,	solitary	shipwrecked	Mariner,	trailing	his	toes	in	the	water.	(He	had
his	mummy's	 leave	to	paddle,	or	else	he	would	never	have	done	it,	because	he
was	a	man	of	infinite-resource-and-sagacity.)
Then	 the	 Whale	 opened	 his	 mouth	 back	 and	 back	 and	 back	 till	 it	 nearly

touched	his	tail,	and	he	swallowed	the	shipwrecked	Mariner,	and	the	raft	he	was
sitting	on,	and	his	blue	canvas	breeches,	and	the	suspenders	(which	you	must	not
forget),	and	 the	 jack-knife—He	swallowed	 them	all	down	into	his	warm,	dark,
inside	 cup-boards,	 and	 then	 he	 smacked	 his	 lips—so,	 and	 turned	 round	 three



times	on	his	tail.
But	as	soon	as	the	Mariner,	who	was	a	man	of	infinite-resource-and-sagacity,

found	 himself	 truly	 inside	 the	 Whale's	 warm,	 dark,	 inside	 cup-boards,	 he
stumped	and	he	jumped	and	he	thumped	and	he	bumped,	and	he	pranced	and	he
danced,	and	he	banged	and	he	clanged,	and	he	hit	and	he	bit,	and	he	leaped	and
he	creeped,	and	he	prowled	and	he	howled,	and	he	hopped	and	he	dropped,	and
he	cried	and	he	 sighed,	and	he	crawled	and	he	bawled,	and	he	 stepped	and	he
lepped,	 and	 he	 danced	 hornpipes	where	 he	 shouldn't,	 and	 the	Whale	 felt	most
unhappy	indeed.	(Have	you	forgotten	the	suspenders?)
So	 he	 said	 to	 the	 'Stute	 Fish,	 'This	 man	 is	 very	 nubbly,	 and	 besides	 he	 is

making	me	hiccough.	What	shall	I	do?'
'Tell	him	to	come	out,'	said	the	'Stute	Fish.
So	the	Whale	called	down	his	own	throat	to	the	shipwrecked	Mariner,	'Come

out	and	behave	yourself.	I've	got	the	hiccoughs.'
'Nay,	nay!'	said	the	Mariner.	'Not	so,	but	far	otherwise.	Take	me	to	my	natal-

shore	 and	 the	 white-cliffs-of-Albion,	 and	 I'll	 think	 about	 it.'	 And	 he	 began	 to
dance	more	than	ever.
'You	had	better	take	him	home,'	said	the	'Stute	Fish	to	the	Whale.	 'I	ought	to

have	warned	you	that	he	is	a	man	of	infinite-resource-and-sagacity.'
So	 the	Whale	swam	and	swam	and	swam,	with	both	flippers	and	his	 tail,	as

hard	as	he	could	for	the	hiccoughs;	and	at	last	he	saw	the	Mariner's	natal-shore
and	the	white-cliffs-of-Albion,	and	he	rushed	half-way	up	the	beach,	and	opened
his	 mouth	 wide	 and	 wide	 and	 wide,	 and	 said,	 'Change	 here	 for	 Winchester,
Ashuelot,	Nashua,	Keene,	 and	 stations	 on	 the	Fitchburg	Road;'	 and	 just	 as	 he
said	'Fitch'	the	Mariner	walked	out	of	his	mouth.	But	while	the	Whale	had	been
swimming,	 the	 Mariner,	 who	 was	 indeed	 a	 person	 of	 infinite-resource-and-
sagacity,	had	taken	his	jack-knife	and	cut	up	the	raft	into	a	little	square	grating
all	 running	 criss-cross,	 and	 he	 had	 tied	 it	 firm	with	 his	 suspenders	 (now,	 you
know	why	you	were	not	to	forget	the	suspenders!),	and	he	dragged	that	grating
good	 and	 tight	 into	 the	Whale's	 throat,	 and	 there	 it	 stuck!	Then	he	 recited	 the
following	Sloka,	which,	as	you	have	not	heard	it,	I	will	now	proceed	to	relate—

By	means	of	a	grating
I	have	stopped	your	ating.

For	 the	 Mariner	 he	 was	 also	 an	 Hi-ber-ni-an.	 And	 he	 stepped	 out	 on	 the
shingle,	and	went	home	to	his	mother,	who	had	given	him	leave	to	trail	his	toes
in	the	water;	and	he	married	and	lived	happily	ever	afterward.	So	did	the	Whale.
But	from	that	day	on,	the	grating	in	his	throat,	which	he	could	neither	cough	up



nor	swallow	down,	prevented	him	eating	anything	except	very,	very	small	fish;
and	that	is	the	reason	why	whales	nowadays	never	eat	men	or	boys	or	little	girls.
The	small	'Stute	Fish	went	and	hid	himself	in	the	mud	under	the	Door-sills	of

the	Equator.	He	was	afraid	that	the	Whale	might	be	angry	with	him.
The	 Sailor	 took	 the	 jack-knife	 home.	 He	 was	 wearing	 the	 blue	 canvas

breeches	when	he	walked	out	on	 the	shingle.	The	suspenders	were	 left	behind,
you	see,	to	tie	the	grating	with;	and	that	is	the	end	of	that	tale.

WHEN	the	cabin	port-holes	are	dark	and	green
			Because	of	the	seas	outside;
When	the	ship	goes	wop	(with	a	wiggle	between)
And	the	steward	falls	into	the	soup-tureen,
			And	the	trunks	begin	to	slide;
When	Nursey	lies	on	the	floor	in	a	heap,
And	Mummy	tells	you	to	let	her	sleep,
And	you	aren't	waked	or	washed	or	dressed,
Why,	then	you	will	know	(if	you	haven't	guessed)
You're	'Fifty	North	and	Forty	West!'



Chapter		2
How	the	Camel	got	his	Hump
NOW	this	is	the	next	tale,	and	it	tells	how	the	Camel	got	his	big	hump.
In	 the	 beginning	 of	 years,	 when	 the	 world	 was	 so	 new	 and	 all,	 and	 the

Animals	were	just	beginning	to	work	for	Man,	there	was	a	Camel,	and	he	lived
in	the	middle	of	a	Howling	Desert	because	he	did	not	want	to	work;	and	besides,
he	 was	 a	 Howler	 himself.	 So	 he	 ate	 sticks	 and	 thorns	 and	 tamarisks	 and
milkweed	and	prickles,	most	 'scruciating	idle;	and	when	anybody	spoke	to	him
he	said	'Humph!'	Just	'Humph!'	and	no	more.
Presently	 the	Horse	 came	 to	him	on	Monday	morning,	with	 a	 saddle	on	his

back	and	a	bit	in	his	mouth,	and	said,	 'Camel,	O	Camel,	come	out	and	trot	like
the	rest	of	us.'
'Humph!'	said	the	Camel;	and	the	Horse	went	away	and	told	the	Man.
Presently	the	Dog	came	to	him,	with	a	stick	in	his	mouth,	and	said,	'Camel,	O

Camel,	come	and	fetch	and	carry	like	the	rest	of	us.'
'Humph!'	said	the	Camel;	and	the	Dog	went	away	and	told	the	Man.
Presently	the	Ox	came	to	him,	with	the	yoke	on	his	neck	and	said,	'Camel,	O

Camel,	come	and	plough	like	the	rest	of	us.'
'Humph!'	said	the	Camel;	and	the	Ox	went	away	and	told	the	Man.
At	 the	 end	 of	 the	 day	 the	 Man	 called	 the	 Horse	 and	 the	 Dog	 and	 the	 Ox

together,	 and	 said,	 'Three,	O	Three,	 I'm	very	 sorry	 for	 you	 (with	 the	world	 so
new-and-all);	but	that	Humph-thing	in	the	Desert	can't	work,	or	he	would	have
been	here	by	now,	so	I	am	going	to	leave	him	alone,	and	you	must	work	double-
time	to	make	up	for	it.'
That	made	 the	 Three	 very	 angry	 (with	 the	world	 so	 new-and-all),	 and	 they

held	a	palaver,	and	an	indaba,	and	a	punchayet,	and	a	pow-wow	on	the	edge	of
the	Desert;	and	the	Camel	came	chewing	on	milkweed	most	'scruciating	idle,	and
laughed	at	them.	Then	he	said	'Humph!'	and	went	away	again.
Presently	 there	 came	 along	 the	Djinn	 in	 charge	 of	All	 Deserts,	 rolling	 in	 a

cloud	of	dust	(Djinns	always	travel	that	way	because	it	is	Magic),	and	he	stopped
to	palaver	and	pow-pow	with	the	Three.
'Djinn	of	All	Deserts,'	said	the	Horse,	 'is	 it	 right	for	any	one	to	be	idle,	with

the	world	so	new-and-all?'



'Certainly	not,'	said	the	Djinn.
'Well,'	 said	 the	Horse,	 'there's	 a	 thing	 in	 the	middle	of	your	Howling	Desert

(and	he's	a	Howler	himself)	with	a	long	neck	and	long	legs,	and	he	hasn't	done	a
stroke	of	work	since	Monday	morning.	He	won't	trot.'
'Whew!'	said	the	Djinn,	whistling,	'that's	my	Camel,	for	all	the	gold	in	Arabia!

What	does	he	say	about	it?'
'He	says	"Humph!"'	said	the	Dog;	'and	he	won't	fetch	and	carry.'
'Does	he	say	anything	else?'
'Only	"Humph!";	and	he	won't	plough,'	said	the	Ox.
'Very	good,'	said	the	Djinn.	'I'll	humph	him	if	you	will	kindly	wait	a	minute.'
The	Djinn	 rolled	himself	up	 in	his	dust-cloak,	and	 took	a	bearing	across	 the

desert,	 and	 found	 the	 Camel	 most	 'scruciatingly	 idle,	 looking	 at	 his	 own
reflection	in	a	pool	of	water.
'My	long	and	bubbling	friend,'	said	the	Djinn,	'what's	this	I	hear	of	your	doing

no	work,	with	the	world	so	new-and-all?'
'Humph!'	said	the	Camel.
The	Djinn	 sat	 down,	with	 his	 chin	 in	 his	 hand,	 and	 began	 to	 think	 a	Great

Magic,	while	the	Camel	looked	at	his	own	reflection	in	the	pool	of	water.
'You've	 given	 the	 Three	 extra	 work	 ever	 since	 Monday	 morning,	 all	 on

account	of	your	 'scruciating	 idleness,'	 said	 the	Djinn;	 and	he	went	on	 thinking
Magics,	with	his	chin	in	his	hand.
'Humph!'	said	the	Camel.
'I	shouldn't	say	that	again	if	I	were	you,'	said	the	Djinn;	you	might	say	it	once

too	often.	Bubbles,	I	want	you	to	work.'
And	the	Camel	said	'Humph!'	again;	but	no	sooner	had	he	said	it	than	he	saw

his	 back,	 that	 he	was	 so	 proud	 of,	 puffing	 up	 and	 puffing	 up	 into	 a	 great	 big
lolloping	humph.
'Do	 you	 see	 that?'	 said	 the	Djinn.	 'That's	 your	 very	 own	 humph	 that	 you've

brought	 upon	 your	 very	 own	 self	 by	 not	 working.	 To-day	 is	 Thursday,	 and
you've	done	no	work	since	Monday,	when	the	work	began.	Now	you	are	going	to
work.'
'How	can	I,'	said	the	Camel,	'with	this	humph	on	my	back?'
'That's	made	 a-purpose,'	 said	 the	Djinn,	 'all	 because	 you	missed	 those	 three

days.	You	will	be	able	to	work	now	for	three	days	without	eating,	because	you
can	 live	on	your	humph;	 and	don't	you	ever	 say	 I	never	did	anything	 for	you.
Come	out	of	the	Desert	and	go	to	the	Three,	and	behave.	Humph	yourself!'
And	the	Camel	humphed	himself,	humph	and	all,	and	went	away	to	 join	 the

Three.	And	 from	 that	day	 to	 this	 the	Camel	always	wears	a	humph	 (we	call	 it
'hump'	 now,	 not	 to	 hurt	 his	 feelings);	 but	 he	 has	 never	 yet	 caught	 up	with	 the



three	 days	 that	 he	missed	 at	 the	 beginning	 of	 the	world,	 and	 he	 has	 never	 yet
learned	how	to	behave.

THE	Camel's	hump	is	an	ugly	lump
			Which	well	you	may	see	at	the	Zoo;
But	uglier	yet	is	the	hump	we	get
			From	having	too	little	to	do.

Kiddies	and	grown-ups	too-oo-oo,
If	we	haven't	enough	to	do-oo-oo,
						We	get	the	hump—
						Cameelious	hump—
The	hump	that	is	black	and	blue!

We	climb	out	of	bed	with	a	frouzly	head
			And	a	snarly-yarly	voice.
We	shiver	and	scowl	and	we	grunt	and	we	growl
			At	our	bath	and	our	boots	and	our	toys;

And	there	ought	to	be	a	corner	for	me
(And	I	know	there	is	one	for	you)
						When	we	get	the	hump—
						Cameelious	hump—
The	hump	that	is	black	and	blue!

The	cure	for	this	ill	is	not	to	sit	still,
			Or	frowst	with	a	book	by	the	fire;
But	to	take	a	large	hoe	and	a	shovel	also,
			And	dig	till	you	gently	perspire;

And	then	you	will	find	that	the	sun	and	the	wind.
And	the	Djinn	of	the	Garden	too,
						Have	lifted	the	hump—
						The	horrible	hump—
The	hump	that	is	black	and	blue!

I	get	it	as	well	as	you-oo-oo—
If	I	haven't	enough	to	do-oo-oo—
						We	all	get	hump—



						Cameelious	hump—
Kiddies	and	grown-ups	too!



Chapter		3
How	the	Rhinoceros	got	his	Skin
ONCE	upon	a	time,	on	an	uninhabited	island	on	the	shores	of	the	Red	Sea,	there
lived	a	Parsee	from	whose	hat	the	rays	of	the	sun	were	reflected	in	more-than-
oriental	splendour.	And	the	Parsee	lived	by	the	Red	Sea	with	nothing	but	his	hat
and	his	knife	and	a	cooking-stove	of	 the	kind	 that	you	must	particularly	never
touch.	And	one	day	he	 took	flour	and	water	and	currants	and	plums	and	sugar
and	things,	and	made	himself	one	cake	which	was	two	feet	across	and	three	feet
thick.	It	was	indeed	a	Superior	Comestible	(that's	magic),	and	he	put	it	on	stove
because	he	was	allowed	to	cook	on	the	stove,	and	he	baked	it	and	he	baked	it	till
it	was	all	done	brown	and	smelt	most	sentimental.	But	just	as	he	was	going	to	eat
it	 there	 came	down	 to	 the	beach	 from	 the	Altogether	Uninhabited	 Interior	one
Rhinoceros	with	a	horn	on	his	nose,	two	piggy	eyes,	and	few	manners.	In	those
days	 the	Rhinoceros's	 skin	 fitted	him	quite	 tight.	There	were	no	wrinkles	 in	 it
anywhere.	He	looked	exactly	like	a	Noah's	Ark	Rhinoceros,	but	of	course	much
bigger.	All	the	same,	he	had	no	manners	then,	and	he	has	no	manners	now,	and
he	never	will	have	any	manners.	He	said,	'How!'	and	the	Parsee	left	that	cake	and
climbed	 to	 the	 top	of	 a	palm	 tree	with	nothing	on	but	his	hat,	 from	which	 the
rays	of	 the	sun	were	always	reflected	 in	more-than-oriental	splendour.	And	the
Rhinoceros	upset	the	oil-stove	with	his	nose,	and	the	cake	rolled	on	the	sand,	and
he	 spiked	 that	 cake	 on	 the	 horn	 of	 his	 nose,	 and	 he	 ate	 it,	 and	 he	went	 away,
waving	his	tail,	to	the	desolate	and	Exclusively	Uninhabited	Interior	which	abuts
on	the	islands	of	Mazanderan,	Socotra,	and	Promontories	of	the	Larger	Equinox.
Then	the	Parsee	came	down	from	his	palm-tree	and	put	the	stove	on	its	legs	and
recited	the	following	Sloka,	which,	as	you	have	not	heard,	I	will	now	proceed	to
relate:—

Them	that	takes	cakes
Which	the	Parsee-man	bakes
Makes	dreadful	mistakes.

And	there	was	a	great	deal	more	in	that	than	you	would	think.
Because,	 five	 weeks	 later,	 there	 was	 a	 heat	 wave	 in	 the	 Red	 Sea,	 and

everybody	took	off	all	the	clothes	they	had.	The	Parsee	took	off	his	hat;	but	the



Rhinoceros	took	off	his	skin	and	carried	it	over	his	shoulder	as	he	came	down	to
the	beach	to	bathe.	In	those	days	it	buttoned	underneath	with	three	buttons	and
looked	 like	 a	 waterproof.	 He	 said	 nothing	 whatever	 about	 the	 Parsee's	 cake,
because	 he	 had	 eaten	 it	 all;	 and	 he	 never	 had	 any	 manners,	 then,	 since,	 or
henceforward.	He	waddled	straight	into	the	water	and	blew	bubbles	through	his
nose,	leaving	his	skin	on	the	beach.
Presently	the	Parsee	came	by	and	found	the	skin,	and	he	smiled	one	smile	that

ran	all	round	his	face	two	times.	Then	he	danced	three	times	round	the	skin	and
rubbed	his	hands.	Then	he	went	to	his	camp	and	filled	his	hat	with	cake-crumbs,
for	 the	Parsee	never	 ate	 anything	but	 cake,	 and	never	 swept	out	 his	 camp.	He
took	that	skin,	and	he	shook	that	skin,	and	he	scrubbed	that	skin,	and	he	rubbed
that	 skin	 just	 as	 full	 of	 old,	 dry,	 stale,	 tickly	 cake-crumbs	 and	 some	 burned
currants	as	ever	it	could	possibly	hold.	Then	he	climbed	to	the	top	of	his	palm-
tree	and	waited	for	the	Rhinoceros	to	come	out	of	the	water	and	put	it	on.
And	 the	 Rhinoceros	 did.	 He	 buttoned	 it	 up	 with	 the	 three	 buttons,	 and	 it

tickled	 like	 cake	 crumbs	 in	 bed.	 Then	 he	 wanted	 to	 scratch,	 but	 that	made	 it
worse;	and	then	he	lay	down	on	the	sands	and	rolled	and	rolled	and	rolled,	and
every	 time	he	 rolled	 the	cake	crumbs	 tickled	him	worse	and	worse	and	worse.
Then	he	ran	to	the	palm-tree	and	rubbed	and	rubbed	and	rubbed	himself	against
it.	He	rubbed	so	much	and	so	hard	that	he	rubbed	his	skin	into	a	great	fold	over
his	shoulders,	and	another	fold	underneath,	where	the	buttons	used	to	be	(but	he
rubbed	 the	 buttons	 off),	 and	 he	 rubbed	 some	more	 folds	 over	 his	 legs.	And	 it
spoiled	 his	 temper,	 but	 it	 didn't	make	 the	 least	 difference	 to	 the	 cake-crumbs.
They	were	inside	his	skin	and	they	tickled.	So	he	went	home,	very	angry	indeed
and	horribly	scratchy;	and	from	that	day	to	this	every	rhinoceros	has	great	folds
in	his	skin	and	a	very	bad	temper,	all	on	account	of	the	cake-crumbs	inside.
But	 the	Parsee	 came	down	 from	his	palm-tree,	wearing	his	hat,	 from	which

the	rays	of	the	sun	were	reflected	in	more-than-oriental	splendour,	packed	up	his
cooking-stove,	 and	 went	 away	 in	 the	 direction	 of	 Orotavo,	 Amygdala,	 the
Upland	Meadows	of	Anantarivo,	and	the	Marshes	of	Sonaput.

THIS	Uninhabited	Island
			Is	off	Cape	Gardafui,
By	the	Beaches	of	Socotra
			And	the	Pink	Arabian	Sea:
But	it's	hot—too	hot	from	Suez
			For	the	likes	of	you	and	me
						Ever	to	go
						In	a	P.	and	O.



And	call	on	the	Cake-Parsee!



Chapter		4
How	the	Leopard	got	his	Spots
IN	 the	days	when	everybody	started	 fair,	Best	Beloved,	 the	Leopard	 lived	 in	a
place	called	the	High	Veldt.	'Member	it	wasn't	the	Low	Veldt,	or	the	Bush	Veldt,
or	the	Sour	Veldt,	but	the	'sclusively	bare,	hot,	shiny	High	Veldt,	where	there	was
sand	and	sandy-coloured	rock	and	'sclusively	tufts	of	sandy-yellowish	grass.	The
Giraffe	 and	 the	Zebra	 and	 the	Eland	and	 the	Koodoo	and	 the	Hartebeest	 lived
there;	 and	 they	 were	 'sclusively	 sandy-yellow-brownish	 all	 over;	 but	 the
Leopard,	 he	 was	 the	 'sclusivest	 sandiest-yellowish-brownest	 of	 them	 all—a
greyish-yellowish	 catty-shaped	 kind	 of	 beast,	 and	 he	 matched	 the	 'sclusively
yellowish-greyish-brownish	colour	of	the	High	Veldt	to	one	hair.	This	was	very
bad	for	the	Giraffe	and	the	Zebra	and	the	rest	of	them;	for	he	would	lie	down	by
a	'sclusively	yellowish-greyish-brownish	stone	or	clump	of	grass,	and	when	the
Giraffe	or	the	Zebra	or	the	Eland	or	the	Koodoo	or	the	Bush-Buck	or	the	Bonte-
Buck	came	by	he	would	 surprise	 them	out	of	 their	 jumpsome	 lives.	He	would
indeed!	And,	also,	 there	was	an	Ethiopian	with	bows	and	arrows	(a	 'sclusively
greyish-brownish-yellowish	man	he	was	then),	who	lived	on	the	High	Veldt	with
the	Leopard;	 and	 the	 two	 used	 to	 hunt	 together—the	Ethiopian	with	 his	 bows
and	arrows,	and	the	Leopard	'sclusively	with	his	teeth	and	claws—till	the	Giraffe
and	 the	Eland	 and	 the	Koodoo	 and	 the	Quagga	 and	 all	 the	 rest	 of	 them	didn't
know	which	way	to	jump,	Best	Beloved.	They	didn't	indeed!
After	a	long	time—things	lived	for	ever	so	long	in	those	days—they	learned

to	avoid	anything	that	looked	like	a	Leopard	or	an	Ethiopian;	and	bit	by	bit—the
Giraffe	 began	 it,	 because	his	 legs	were	 the	 longest—they	went	 away	 from	 the
High	Veldt.	They	scuttled	for	days	and	days	and	days	 till	 they	came	 to	a	great
forest,	 'sclusively	 full	 of	 trees	 and	 bushes	 and	 stripy,	 speckly,	 patchy-blatchy
shadows,	and	there	they	hid:	and	after	another	long	time,	what	with	standing	half
in	the	shade	and	half	out	of	it,	and	what	with	the	slippery-slidy	shadows	of	the
trees	 falling	on	 them,	 the	Giraffe	grew	blotchy,	and	 the	Zebra	grew	stripy,	and
the	Eland	and	the	Koodoo	grew	darker,	with	little	wavy	grey	lines	on	their	backs
like	bark	on	a	 tree	 trunk;	and	so,	 though	you	could	hear	 them	and	smell	 them,
you	could	very	seldom	see	them,	and	then	only	when	you	knew	precisely	where
to	look.	They	had	a	beautiful	time	in	the	'sclusively	speckly-spickly	shadows	of



the	 forest,	while	 the	 Leopard	 and	 the	 Ethiopian	 ran	 about	 over	 the	 'sclusively
greyish-yellowish-reddish	 High	 Veldt	 outside,	 wondering	 where	 all	 their
breakfasts	and	their	dinners	and	their	teas	had	gone.	At	last	they	were	so	hungry
that	 they	 ate	 rats	 and	 beetles	 and	 rock-rabbits,	 the	Leopard	 and	 the	Ethiopian,
and	 then	 they	 had	 the	 Big	 Tummy-ache,	 both	 together;	 and	 then	 they	 met
Baviaan—the	dog-headed,	barking	Baboon,	who	is	Quite	the	Wisest	Animal	in
All	South	Africa.
Said	Leopard	to	Baviaan	(and	it	was	a	very	hot	day),	'Where	has	all	the	game

gone?'
And	Baviaan	winked.	He	knew.
Said	 the	 Ethiopian	 to	 Baviaan,	 'Can	 you	 tell	 me	 the	 present	 habitat	 of	 the

aboriginal	 Fauna?'	 (That	 meant	 just	 the	 same	 thing,	 but	 the	 Ethiopian	 always
used	long	words.	He	was	a	grown-up.)
And	Baviaan	winked.	He	knew.
Then	 said	Baviaan,	 'The	 game	 has	 gone	 into	 other	 spots;	 and	my	 advice	 to

you,	Leopard,	is	to	go	into	other	spots	as	soon	as	you	can.'
And	the	Ethiopian	said,	'That	is	all	very	fine,	but	I	wish	to	know	whither	the

aboriginal	Fauna	has	migrated.'
Then	 said	 Baviaan,	 'The	 aboriginal	 Fauna	 has	 joined	 the	 aboriginal	 Flora

because	 it	was	high	 time	 for	 a	 change;	 and	my	advice	 to	you,	Ethiopian,	 is	 to
change	as	soon	as	you	can.'
That	puzzled	 the	Leopard	and	 the	Ethiopian,	but	 they	set	off	 to	 look	 for	 the

aboriginal	Flora,	and	presently,	after	ever	so	many	days,	they	saw	a	great,	high,
tall	 forest	 full	of	 tree	 trunks	all	 'sclusively	speckled	and	sprottled	and	spottled,
dotted	 and	 splashed	 and	 slashed	 and	hatched	 and	 cross-hatched	with	 shadows.
(Say	that	quickly	aloud,	and	you	will	see	how	very	shadowy	the	forest	must	have
been.)
'What	is	this,'	said	the	Leopard,	 'that	is	so	 'sclusively	dark,	and	yet	so	full	of

little	pieces	of	light?'
'I	don't	know,	said	the	Ethiopian,	'but	it	ought	to	be	the	aboriginal	Flora.	I	can

smell	Giraffe,	and	I	can	hear	Giraffe,	but	I	can't	see	Giraffe.'
'That's	curious,'	said	the	Leopard.	'I	suppose	it	is	because	we	have	just	come	in

out	 of	 the	 sunshine.	 I	 can	 smell	 Zebra,	 and	 I	 can	 hear	 Zebra,	 but	 I	 can't	 see
Zebra.'
'Wait	a	bit,	said	the	Ethiopian.	'It's	a	long	time	since	we've	hunted	'em.	Perhaps

we've	forgotten	what	they	were	like.'
'Fiddle!'	 said	 the	 Leopard.	 'I	 remember	 them	 perfectly	 on	 the	 High	 Veldt,

especially	 their	 marrow-bones.	 Giraffe	 is	 about	 seventeen	 feet	 high,	 of	 a
'sclusively	fulvous	golden-yellow	from	head	to	heel;	and	Zebra	is	about	four	and



a	half	feet	high,	of	a'sclusively	grey-fawn	colour	from	head	to	heel.'
'Umm,	 said	 the	 Ethiopian,	 looking	 into	 the	 speckly-spickly	 shadows	 of	 the

aboriginal	Flora-forest.	 'Then	they	ought	to	show	up	in	this	dark	place	like	ripe
bananas	in	a	smokehouse.'
But	 they	 didn't.	 The	 Leopard	 and	 the	 Ethiopian	 hunted	 all	 day;	 and	 though

they	could	smell	them	and	hear	them,	they	never	saw	one	of	them.
'For	goodness'	sake,'	said	the	Leopard	at	tea-time,	'let	us	wait	till	it	gets	dark.

This	daylight	hunting	is	a	perfect	scandal.'
So	 they	 waited	 till	 dark,	 and	 then	 the	 Leopard	 heard	 something	 breathing

sniffily	in	the	starlight	that	fell	all	stripy	through	the	branches,	and	he	jumped	at
the	noise,	and	it	smelt	like	Zebra,	and	it	felt	like	Zebra,	and	when	he	knocked	it
down	 it	kicked	 like	Zebra,	but	he	couldn't	 see	 it.	So	he	 said,	 'Be	quiet,	O	you
person	without	any	form.	 I	am	going	 to	sit	on	your	head	 till	morning,	because
there	is	something	about	you	that	I	don't	understand.'
Presently	 he	 heard	 a	 grunt	 and	 a	 crash	 and	 a	 scramble,	 and	 the	 Ethiopian

called	out,	'I've	caught	a	thing	that	I	can't	see.	It	smells	like	Giraffe,	and	it	kicks
like	Giraffe,	but	it	hasn't	any	form.'
'Don't	you	trust	it,'	said	the	Leopard.	'Sit	on	its	head	till	the	morning—same	as

me.	They	haven't	any	form—any	of	'em.'
So	 they	 sat	 down	 on	 them	 hard	 till	 bright	morning-time,	 and	 then	 Leopard

said,	'What	have	you	at	your	end	of	the	table,	Brother?'
The	Ethiopian	 scratched	 his	 head	 and	 said,	 'It	 ought	 to	 be	 'sclusively	 a	 rich

fulvous	 orange-tawny	 from	 head	 to	 heel,	 and	 it	 ought	 to	 be	 Giraffe;	 but	 it	 is
covered	all	over	with	chestnut	blotches.	What	have	you	at	your	end	of	the	table,
Brother?'
And	 the	 Leopard	 scratched	 his	 head	 and	 said,	 'It	 ought	 to	 be	 'sclusively	 a

delicate	greyish-fawn,	and	 it	ought	 to	be	Zebra;	but	 it	 is	covered	all	over	with
black	 and	 purple	 stripes.	What	 in	 the	world	 have	 you	 been	 doing	 to	 yourself,
Zebra?	Don't	you	know	that	if	you	were	on	the	High	Veldt	I	could	see	you	ten
miles	off?	You	haven't	any	form.'
'Yes,'	said	the	Zebra,	'but	this	isn't	the	High	Veldt.	Can't	you	see?'
'I	can	now,'	said	the	Leopard.	'But	I	couldn't	all	yesterday.	How	is	it	done?'
'Let	us	up,'	said	the	Zebra,	'and	we	will	show	you.
They	 let	 the	Zebra	 and	 the	Giraffe	 get	 up;	 and	Zebra	moved	 away	 to	 some

little	 thorn-bushes	where	 the	 sunlight	 fell	 all	 stripy,	 and	Giraffe	moved	 off	 to
some	tallish	trees	where	the	shadows	fell	all	blotchy.
'Now	watch,'	said	the	Zebra	and	the	Giraffe.	'This	is	the	way	it's	done.	One—

two—three!	And	where's	your	breakfast?'
Leopard	 stared,	 and	 Ethiopian	 stared,	 but	 all	 they	 could	 see	 were	 stripy



shadows	 and	 blotched	 shadows	 in	 the	 forest,	 but	 never	 a	 sign	 of	 Zebra	 and
Giraffe.	They	had	just	walked	off	and	hidden	themselves	in	the	shadowy	forest.
'Hi!	Hi!'	said	the	Ethiopian.	'That's	a	trick	worth	learning.	Take	a	lesson	by	it,

Leopard.	You	show	up	in	this	dark	place	like	a	bar	of	soap	in	a	coal-scuttle.'
'Ho!	Ho!'	said	the	Leopard.	'Would	it	surprise	you	very	much	to	know	that	you

show	up	in	this	dark	place	like	a	mustard-plaster	on	a	sack	of	coals?'
'Well,	calling	names	won't	catch	dinner,	said	the	Ethiopian.	'The	long	and	the

little	of	 it	 is	 that	we	don't	match	our	backgrounds.	 I'm	going	 to	 take	Baviaan's
advice.	He	told	me	I	ought	to	change;	and	as	I've	nothing	to	change	except	my
skin	I'm	going	to	change	that.'
'What	to?'	said	the	Leopard,	tremendously	excited.
'To	 a	 nice	 working	 blackish-brownish	 colour,	 with	 a	 little	 purple	 in	 it,	 and

touches	of	slaty-blue.	It	will	be	the	very	thing	for	hiding	in	hollows	and	behind
trees.'
So	he	changed	his	skin	then	and	there,	and	the	Leopard	was	more	excited	than

ever;	he	had	never	seen	a	man	change	his	skin	before.
'But	what	 about	me?'	 he	 said,	when	 the	Ethiopian	 had	worked	 his	 last	 little

finger	into	his	fine	new	black	skin.
'You	take	Baviaan's	advice	too.	He	told	you	to	go	into	spots.'
'So	I	did,'	said	the	Leopard.	I	went	into	other	spots	as	fast	as	I	could.	I	went

into	this	spot	with	you,	and	a	lot	of	good	it	has	done	me.'
'Oh,'	said	the	Ethiopian,	'Baviaan	didn't	mean	spots	in	South	Africa.	He	meant

spots	on	your	skin.'
'What's	the	use	of	that?'	said	the	Leopard.
'Think	of	Giraffe,'	said	the	Ethiopian.	'Or	if	you	prefer	stripes,	think	of	Zebra.

They	find	their	spots	and	stripes	give	them	per-feet	satisfaction.'
'Umm,'	said	the	Leopard.	'I	wouldn't	look	like	Zebra—not	for	ever	so.'
'Well,	make	up	your	mind,'	said	the	Ethiopian,	'because	I'd	hate	to	go	hunting

without	you,	but	I	must	if	you	insist	on	looking	like	a	sun-flower	against	a	tarred
fence.'
'I'll	 take	 spots,	 then,'	 said	 the	Leopard;	 'but	don't	make	 'em	 too	vulgar-big.	 I

wouldn't	look	like	Giraffe—not	for	ever	so.'
'I'll	make	'em	with	the	tips	of	my	fingers,'	said	the	Ethiopian.	'There's	plenty	of

black	left	on	my	skin	still.	Stand	over!'
Then	 the	 Ethiopian	 put	 his	 five	 fingers	 close	 together	 (there	 was	 plenty	 of

black	 left	 on	 his	 new	 skin	 still)	 and	 pressed	 them	 all	 over	 the	 Leopard,	 and
wherever	 the	 five	 fingers	 touched	 they	 left	 five	 little	 black	 marks,	 all	 close
together.	 You	 can	 see	 them	 on	 any	 Leopard's	 skin	 you	 like,	 Best	 Beloved.
Sometimes	the	fingers	slipped	and	the	marks	got	a	little	blurred;	but	if	you	look



closely	 at	 any	Leopard	now	you	will	 see	 that	 there	 are	 always	 five	 spots—off
five	fat	black	finger-tips.
'Now	you	are	a	beauty!'	said	the	Ethiopian.	'You	can	lie	out	on	the	bare	ground

and	look	like	a	heap	of	pebbles.	You	can	lie	out	on	the	naked	rocks	and	look	like
a	 piece	 of	 pudding-stone.	 You	 can	 lie	 out	 on	 a	 leafy	 branch	 and	 look	 like
sunshine	sifting	through	the	leaves;	and	you	can	lie	right	across	the	centre	of	a
path	and	look	like	nothing	in	particular.	Think	of	that	and	purr!'
'But	if	I'm	all	this,'	said	the	Leopard,	'why	didn't	you	go	spotty	too?'
'Oh,	plain	black's	best	for	a	nigger,'	said	the	Ethiopian.	'Now	come	along	and

we'll	see	if	we	can't	get	even	with	Mr.	One-Two-Three	Where's	your	Breakfast!'
So	they	went	away	and	lived	happily	ever	afterward,	Best	Beloved.	That	is	all.
Oh,	now	and	then	you	will	hear	grown-ups	say,	'Can	the	Ethiopian	change	his

skin	 or	 the	 Leopard	 his	 spots?'	 I	 don't	 think	 even	 grown-ups	 would	 keep	 on
saying	such	a	silly	thing	if	the	Leopard	and	the	Ethiopian	hadn't	done	it	once—
do	you?	But	they	will	never	do	it	again,	Best	Beloved.	They	are	quite	contented
as	they	are.

I	AM	the	Most	Wise	Baviaan,	saying	in	most	wise	tones,
'Let	us	melt	into	the	landscape—just	us	two	by	our	lones.'
People	have	come—in	a	carriage—calling.	But	Mummy	is	there…	.
Yes,	I	can	go	if	you	take	me—Nurse	says	she	don't	care.
Let's	go	up	to	the	pig-sties	and	sit	on	the	farmyard	rails!
Let's	say	things	to	the	bunnies,	and	watch	'em	skitter	their	tails!
Let's—oh,	anything,	daddy,	so	long	as	it's	you	and	me,
And	going	truly	exploring,	and	not	being	in	till	tea!
Here's	your	boots	(I've	brought	'em),	and	here's	your	cap	and	stick,
And	here's	your	pipe	and	tobacco.	Oh,	come	along	out	of	it—quick.



Chapter		5
The	Elephant's	Child
IN	the	High	and	Far-Off	Times	the	Elephant,	O	Best	Beloved,	had	no	trunk.	He
had	only	a	blackish,	bulgy	nose,	 as	big	as	 a	boot,	 that	he	could	wriggle	 about
from	 side	 to	 side;	 but	 he	 couldn't	 pick	 up	 things	 with	 it.	 But	 there	 was	 one
Elephant—a	 new	 Elephant—an	 Elephant's	 Child—who	 was	 full	 of	 'satiable
curtiosity,	 and	 that	 means	 he	 asked	 ever	 so	 many	 questions.	 And	 he	 lived	 in
Africa,	 and	 he	 filled	 all	Africa	with	 his	 'satiable	 curtiosities.	He	 asked	 his	 tall
aunt,	the	Ostrich,	why	her	tail-feathers	grew	just	so,	and	his	tall	aunt	the	Ostrich
spanked	him	with	her	hard,	hard	claw.	He	asked	his	tall	uncle,	the	Giraffe,	what
made	his	skin	spotty,	and	his	tall	uncle,	the	Giraffe,	spanked	him	with	his	hard,
hard	hoof.	And	still	he	was	full	of	'satiable	curtiosity!	He	asked	his	broad	aunt,
the	 Hippopotamus,	 why	 her	 eyes	 were	 red,	 and	 his	 broad	 aunt,	 the
Hippopotamus,	spanked	him	with	her	broad,	broad	hoof;	and	he	asked	his	hairy
uncle,	the	Baboon,	why	melons	tasted	just	so,	and	his	hairy	uncle,	the	Baboon,
spanked	 him	 with	 his	 hairy,	 hairy	 paw.	 And	 still	 he	 was	 full	 of	 'satiable
curtiosity!	He	asked	questions	about	everything	that	he	saw,	or	heard,	or	felt,	or
smelt,	or	touched,	and	all	his	uncles	and	his	aunts	spanked	him.	And	still	he	was
full	of	'satiable	curtiosity!
One	 fine	 morning	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 Precession	 of	 the	 Equinoxes	 this

'satiable	 Elephant's	 Child	 asked	 a	 new	 fine	 question	 that	 he	 had	 never	 asked
before.	He	 asked,	 'What	 does	 the	Crocodile	 have	 for	 dinner?'	Then	 everybody
said,	 'Hush!'	in	a	loud	and	dretful	tone,	and	they	spanked	him	immediately	and
directly,	without	stopping,	for	a	long	time.
By	and	by,	when	that	was	finished,	he	came	upon	Kolokolo	Bird	sitting	in	the

middle	of	a	wait-a-bit	thorn-bush,	and	he	said,	 'My	father	has	spanked	me,	and
my	mother	has	 spanked	me;	all	my	aunts	and	uncles	have	spanked	me	 for	my
'satiable	curtiosity;	and	still	I	want	to	know	what	the	Crocodile	has	for	dinner!'
Then	Kolokolo	Bird	said,	with	a	mournful	cry,	 'Go	to	 the	banks	of	 the	great

grey-green,	greasy	Limpopo	River,	all	set	about	with	fever-trees,	and	find	out.'
That	 very	 next	 morning,	 when	 there	 was	 nothing	 left	 of	 the	 Equinoxes,

because	 the	 Precession	 had	 preceded	 according	 to	 precedent,	 this	 'satiable
Elephant's	Child	took	a	hundred	pounds	of	bananas	(the	little	short	red	kind),	and



a	 hundred	 pounds	 of	 sugar-cane	 (the	 long	 purple	 kind),	 and	 seventeen	melons
(the	greeny-crackly	kind),	and	said	to	all	his	dear	families,	'Goodbye.	I	am	going
to	the	great	grey-green,	greasy	Limpopo	River,	all	set	about	with	fever-trees,	to
find	out	what	the	Crocodile	has	for	dinner.'	And	they	all	spanked	him	once	more
for	luck,	though	he	asked	them	most	politely	to	stop.
Then	he	went	away,	a	little	warm,	but	not	at	all	astonished,	eating	melons,	and

throwing	the	rind	about,	because	he	could	not	pick	it	up.
He	went	from	Graham's	Town	to	Kimberley,	and	from	Kimberley	to	Khama's

Country,	and	from	Khama's	Country	he	went	east	by	north,	eating	melons	all	the
time,	 till	at	 last	he	came	 to	 the	banks	of	 the	great	grey-green,	greasy	Limpopo
River,	all	set	about	with	fever-trees,	precisely	as	Kolokolo	Bird	had	said.
Now	you	must	know	and	understand,	O	Best	Beloved,	that	till	that	very	week,

and	day,	and	hour,	and	minute,	 this	 'satiable	Elephant's	Child	had	never	seen	a
Crocodile,	and	did	not	know	what	one	was	like.	It	was	all	his	'satiable	curtiosity.
The	 first	 thing	 that	 he	 found	was	 a	 Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake	 curled

round	a	rock.
''Scuse	me,'	said	the	Elephant's	Child	most	politely,	'but	have	you	seen	such	a

thing	as	a	Crocodile	in	these	promiscuous	parts?'
'Have	 I	 seen	 a	 Crocodile?'	 said	 the	 Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake,	 in	 a

voice	of	dretful	scorn.	'What	will	you	ask	me	next?'
''Scuse	me,'	 said	 the	Elephant's	Child,	 'but	could	you	kindly	 tell	me	what	he

has	for	dinner?'
Then	 the	 Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake	 uncoiled	 himself	 very	 quickly

from	 the	 rock,	 and	 spanked	 the	Elephant's	Child	with	his	 scalesome,	 flailsome
tail.
'That	is	odd,'	said	the	Elephant's	Child,	'because	my	father	and	my	mother,	and

my	uncle	and	my	aunt,	not	to	mention	my	other	aunt,	the	Hippopotamus,	and	my
other	uncle,	the	Baboon,	have	all	spanked	me	for	my	'satiable	curtiosity—and	I
suppose	this	is	the	same	thing.
So	 he	 said	 good-bye	 very	 politely	 to	 the	 Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake,

and	helped	to	coil	him	up	on	the	rock	again,	and	went	on,	a	little	warm,	but	not
at	all	astonished,	eating	melons,	and	throwing	the	rind	about,	because	he	could
not	pick	it	up,	till	he	trod	on	what	he	thought	was	a	log	of	wood	at	the	very	edge
of	the	great	grey-green,	greasy	Limpopo	River,	all	set	about	with	fever-trees.
But	 it	was	 really	 the	Crocodile,	O	Best	Beloved,	 and	 the	Crocodile	winked

one	eye—like	this!
''Scuse	me,'	said	the	Elephant's	Child	most	politely,	'but	do	you	happen	to	have

seen	a	Crocodile	in	these	promiscuous	parts?'
Then	 the	Crocodile	winked	 the	 other	 eye,	 and	 lifted	 half	 his	 tail	 out	 of	 the



mud;	 and	 the	Elephant's	Child	 stepped	 back	most	 politely,	 because	 he	 did	 not
wish	to	be	spanked	again.
'Come	hither,	Little	One,'	said	the	Crocodile.	'Why	do	you	ask	such	things?'
''Scuse	me,'	said	the	Elephant's	Child	most	politely,	'but	my	father	has	spanked

me,	my	mother	has	spanked	me,	not	to	mention	my	tall	aunt,	the	Ostrich,	and	my
tall	uncle,	the	Giraffe,	who	can	kick	ever	so	hard,	as	well	as	my	broad	aunt,	the
Hippopotamus,	and	my	hairy	uncle,	the	Baboon,	and	including	the	Bi-Coloured-
Python-Rock-Snake,	with	 the	 scalesome,	 flailsome	 tail,	 just	 up	 the	 bank,	who
spanks	harder	than	any	of	them;	and	so,	if	it's	quite	all	the	same	to	you,	I	don't
want	to	be	spanked	any	more.'
'Come	hither,	Little	One,'	said	the	Crocodile,	 'for	I	am	the	Crocodile,'	and	he

wept	crocodile-tears	to	show	it	was	quite	true.
Then	the	Elephant's	Child	grew	all	breathless,	and	panted,	and	kneeled	down

on	the	bank	and	said,	'You	are	the	very	person	I	have	been	looking	for	all	these
long	days.	Will	you	please	tell	me	what	you	have	for	dinner?'
'Come	hither,	Little	One,'	said	the	Crocodile,	'and	I'll	whisper.'
Then	the	Elephant's	Child	put	his	head	down	close	to	the	Crocodile's	musky,

tusky	mouth,	and	 the	Crocodile	caught	him	by	his	 little	nose,	which	up	 to	 that
very	week,	day,	hour,	and	minute,	had	been	no	bigger	than	a	boot,	though	much
more	useful.
'I	 think,	 said	 the	 Crocodile—and	 he	 said	 it	 between	 his	 teeth,	 like	 this—'I

think	to-day	I	will	begin	with	Elephant's	Child!'
At	this,	O	Best	Beloved,	the	Elephant's	Child	was	much	annoyed,	and	he	said,

speaking	through	his	nose,	like	this,	'Led	go!	You	are	hurtig	be!'
Then	 the	Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake	scuffled	down	from	 the	bank	and

said,	 'My	 young	 friend,	 if	 you	 do	 not	 now,	 immediately	 and	 instantly,	 pull	 as
hard	as	ever	you	can,	it	is	my	opinion	that	your	acquaintance	in	the	large-pattern
leather	 ulster'	 (and	 by	 this	 he	meant	 the	Crocodile)	 'will	 jerk	 you	 into	 yonder
limpid	stream	before	you	can	say	Jack	Robinson.'
This	is	the	way	Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snakes	always	talk.
Then	 the	 Elephant's	 Child	 sat	 back	 on	 his	 little	 haunches,	 and	 pulled,	 and

pulled,	and	pulled,	and	his	nose	began	to	stretch.	And	the	Crocodile	floundered
into	the	water,	making	it	all	creamy	with	great	sweeps	of	his	tail,	and	he	pulled,
and	pulled,	and	pulled.
And	 the	Elephant's	Child's	nose	kept	on	stretching;	and	 the	Elephant's	Child

spread	all	his	little	four	legs	and	pulled,	and	pulled,	and	pulled,	and	his	nose	kept
on	stretching;	and	the	Crocodile	threshed	his	tail	like	an	oar,	and	he	pulled,	and
pulled,	and	pulled,	and	at	each	pull	the	Elephant's	Child's	nose	grew	longer	and
longer—and	it	hurt	him	hijjus!



Then	the	Elephant's	Child	felt	his	legs	slipping,	and	he	said	through	his	nose,
which	was	now	nearly	five	feet	long,	'This	is	too	butch	for	be!'
Then	 the	 Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake	 came	 down	 from	 the	 bank,	 and

knotted	himself	 in	a	double-clove-hitch	 round	 the	Elephant's	Child's	hind	 legs,
and	 said,	 'Rash	 and	 inexperienced	 traveller,	 we	 will	 now	 seriously	 devote
ourselves	to	a	little	high	tension,	because	if	we	do	not,	it	is	my	impression	that
yonder	 self-propelling	man-of-war	with	 the	 armour-plated	upper	deck'	 (and	by
this,	 O	 Best	 Beloved,	 he	meant	 the	 Crocodile),	 'will	 permanently	 vitiate	 your
future	career.
That	is	the	way	all	Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snakes	always	talk.
So	he	pulled,	and	 the	Elephant's	Child	pulled,	and	 the	Crocodile	pulled;	but

the	 Elephant's	 Child	 and	 the	 Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake	 pulled	 hardest;
and	at	 last	 the	Crocodile	 let	go	of	 the	Elephant's	Child's	nose	with	a	plop	 that
you	could	hear	all	up	and	down	the	Limpopo.
Then	 the	Elephant's	Child	 sat	 down	most	 hard	 and	 sudden;	 but	 first	 he	was

careful	 to	say	 'Thank	you'	 to	the	Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake;	and	next	he
was	kind	 to	his	poor	pulled	nose,	and	wrapped	 it	all	up	 in	cool	banana	 leaves,
and	hung	it	in	the	great	grey-green,	greasy	Limpopo	to	cool.
'What	are	you	doing	that	for?'	said	the	Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake.
''Scuse	me,'	said	the	Elephant's	Child,	'but	my	nose	is	badly	out	of	shape,	and	I

am	waiting	for	it	to	shrink.
'Then	you	will	have	 to	wait	a	 long	time,	said	 the	Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-

Snake.	'Some	people	do	not	know	what	is	good	for	them.'
The	Elephant's	Child	 sat	 there	 for	 three	days	waiting	 for	his	nose	 to	 shrink.

But	 it	 never	 grew	 any	 shorter,	 and,	 besides,	 it	 made	 him	 squint.	 For,	 O	 Best
Beloved,	you	will	see	and	understand	that	the	Crocodile	had	pulled	it	out	into	a
really	truly	trunk	same	as	all	Elephants	have	to-day.
At	 the	 end	 of	 the	 third	 day	 a	 fly	 came	 and	 stung	 him	 on	 the	 shoulder,	 and

before	he	knew	what	he	was	doing	he	 lifted	up	his	 trunk	and	hit	 that	 fly	dead
with	the	end	of	it.
''Vantage	 number	 one!'	 said	 the	 Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake.	 'You

couldn't	have	done	that	with	a	mere-smear	nose.	Try	and	eat	a	little	now.'
Before	he	 thought	what	he	was	doing	 the	Elephant's	Child	put	out	his	 trunk

and	 plucked	 a	 large	 bundle	 of	 grass,	 dusted	 it	 clean	 against	 his	 fore-legs,	 and
stuffed	it	into	his	own	mouth.
'Vantage	 number	 two!'	 said	 the	 Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake.	 'You

couldn't	have	done	that	with	a	mear-smear	nose.	Don't	you	think	the	sun	is	very
hot	here?'
'It	is,'	said	the	Elephant's	Child,	and	before	he	thought	what	he	was	doing	he



schlooped	up	a	schloop	of	mud	from	the	banks	of	 the	great	grey-green,	greasy
Limpopo,	and	slapped	it	on	his	head,	where	it	made	a	cool	schloopy-sloshy	mud-
cap	all	trickly	behind	his	ears.
'Vantage	 number	 three!'	 said	 the	 Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake.	 'You

couldn't	 have	 done	 that	with	 a	mere-smear	 nose.	Now	how	do	 you	 feel	 about
being	spanked	again?'
''Scuse	me,'	said	the	Elephant's	Child,	'but	I	should	not	like	it	at	all.'
'How	would	you	like	to	spank	somebody?'	said	the	Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-

Snake.
'I	should	like	it	very	much	indeed,'	said	the	Elephant's	Child.
'Well,'	said	the	Bi-Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake,	'you	will	find	that	new	nose

of	yours	very	useful	to	spank	people	with.'
'Thank	you,'	said	the	Elephant's	Child,	'I'll	remember	that;	and	now	I	think	I'll

go	home	to	all	my	dear	families	and	try.'
So	 the	Elephant's	Child	went	 home	 across	Africa	 frisking	 and	whisking	 his

trunk.	When	he	wanted	fruit	 to	eat	he	pulled	fruit	down	from	a	tree,	 instead	of
waiting	for	it	to	fall	as	he	used	to	do.	When	he	wanted	grass	he	plucked	grass	up
from	the	ground,	instead	of	going	on	his	knees	as	he	used	to	do.	When	the	flies
bit	him	he	broke	off	the	branch	of	a	tree	and	used	it	as	fly-whisk;	and	he	made
himself	a	new,	cool,	slushy-squshy	mud-cap	whenever	the	sun	was	hot.	When	he
felt	 lonely	walking	 through	Africa	he	 sang	 to	himself	down	his	 trunk,	 and	 the
noise	was	louder	than	several	brass	bands.
He	went	especially	out	of	his	way	to	find	a	broad	Hippopotamus	(she	was	no

relation	 of	 his),	 and	 he	 spanked	 her	 very	 hard,	 to	 make	 sure	 that	 the	 Bi-
Coloured-Python-Rock-Snake	had	spoken	the	truth	about	his	new	trunk.	The	rest
of	the	time	he	picked	up	the	melon	rinds	that	he	had	dropped	on	his	way	to	the
Limpopo—for	he	was	a	Tidy	Pachyderm.
One	dark	evening	he	came	back	to	all	his	dear	families,	and	he	coiled	up	his

trunk	 and	 said,	 'How	 do	 you	 do?'	 They	 were	 very	 glad	 to	 see	 him,	 and
immediately	said,	'Come	here	and	be	spanked	for	your	'satiable	curtiosity.'
'Pooh,'	 said	 the	 Elephant's	 Child.	 'I	 don't	 think	 you	 peoples	 know	 anything

about	 spanking;	 but	 I	 do,	 and	 I'll	 show	 you.'	 Then	 he	 uncurled	 his	 trunk	 and
knocked	two	of	his	dear	brothers	head	over	heels.
'O	 Bananas!'	 said	 they,	 'where	 did	 you	 learn	 that	 trick,	 and	 what	 have	 you

done	to	your	nose?'
'I	 got	 a	 new	 one	 from	 the	 Crocodile	 on	 the	 banks	 of	 the	 great	 grey-green,

greasy	Limpopo	River,'	said	the	Elephant's	Child.	 'I	asked	him	what	he	had	for
dinner,	and	he	gave	me	this	to	keep.'
'It	looks	very	ugly,'	said	his	hairy	uncle,	the	Baboon.



'It	does,'	said	the	Elephant's	Child.	'But	it's	very	useful,'	and	he	picked	up	his
hairy	uncle,	the	Baboon,	by	one	hairy	leg,	and	hove	him	into	a	hornet's	nest.
Then	that	bad	Elephant's	Child	spanked	all	his	dear	families	for	a	long	time,

till	 they	were	very	warm	and	greatly	astonished.	He	pulled	out	his	 tall	Ostrich
aunt's	tail-feathers;	and	he	caught	his	tall	uncle,	the	Giraffe,	by	the	hind-leg,	and
dragged	 him	 through	 a	 thorn-bush;	 and	 he	 shouted	 at	 his	 broad	 aunt,	 the
Hippopotamus,	 and	 blew	 bubbles	 into	 her	 ear	 when	 she	 was	 sleeping	 in	 the
water	after	meals;	but	he	never	let	any	one	touch	Kolokolo	Bird.
At	last	things	grew	so	exciting	that	his	dear	families	went	off	one	by	one	in	a

hurry	to	the	banks	of	the	great	grey-green,	greasy	Limpopo	River,	all	set	about
with	fever-trees,	to	borrow	new	noses	from	the	Crocodile.	When	they	came	back
nobody	spanked	anybody	any	more;	and	ever	since	that	day,	O	Best	Beloved,	all
the	 Elephants	 you	will	 ever	 see,	 besides	 all	 those	 that	 you	won't,	 have	 trunks
precisely	like	the	trunk	of	the	'satiable	Elephant's	Child.

I	Keep	six	honest	serving-men:
			(They	taught	me	all	I	knew)
Their	names	are	What	and	Where	and	When
			And	How	and	Why	and	Who.
I	send	them	over	land	and	sea,
			I	send	them	east	and	west;
But	after	they	have	worked	for	me,
			I	give	them	all	a	rest.

I	let	them	rest	from	nine	till	five.
			For	I	am	busy	then,
As	well	as	breakfast,	lunch,	and	tea,
			For	they	are	hungry	men:
But	different	folk	have	different	views:
			I	know	a	person	small—
She	keeps	ten	million	serving-men,
			Who	get	no	rest	at	all!
She	sends	'em	abroad	on	her	own	affairs,
			From	the	second	she	opens	her	eyes—
One	million	Hows,	two	million	Wheres,
			And	seven	million	Whys!



Chapter		6
The	Sing-Song	of	old	Man	Kangaroo
NOT	 always	 was	 the	 Kangaroo	 as	 now	 we	 do	 behold	 him,	 but	 a	 Different
Animal	with	four	short	legs.	He	was	grey	and	he	was	woolly,	and	his	pride	was
inordinate:	he	danced	on	an	outcrop	in	the	middle	of	Australia,	and	he	went	to
the	Little	God	Nqa.
He	went	 to	Nqa	at	 six	before	breakfast,	 saying,	 'Make	me	different	 from	all

other	animals	by	five	this	afternoon.'
Up	jumped	Nqa	from	his	seat	on	the	sandflat	and	shouted,	'Go	away!'
He	was	grey	and	he	was	woolly,	and	his	pride	was	inordinate:	he	danced	on	a

rock-ledge	in	the	middle	of	Australia,	and	he	went	to	the	Middle	God	Nquing.
He	went	to	Nquing	at	eight	after	breakfast,	saying,	'Make	me	different	from	all

other	animals;	make	me,	also,	wonderfully	popular	by	five	this	afternoon.'
Up	jumped	Nquing	from	his	burrow	in	the	spinifex	and	shouted,	'Go	away!'
He	was	grey	and	he	was	woolly,	and	his	pride	was	inordinate:	he	danced	on	a

sandbank	in	the	middle	of	Australia,	and	he	went	to	the	Big	God	Nqong.
He	went	to	Nqong	at	ten	before	dinner-time,	saying,	'Make	me	different	from

all	 other	 animals;	 make	 me	 popular	 and	 wonderfully	 run	 after	 by	 five	 this
afternoon.'
Up	jumped	Nqong	from	his	bath	in	the	salt-pan	and	shouted,	'Yes,	I	will!'
Nqong	 called	 Dingo—Yellow-Dog	 Dingo—always	 hungry,	 dusty	 in	 the

sunshine,	and	showed	him	Kangaroo.	Nqong	said,	'Dingo!	Wake	up,	Dingo!	Do
you	see	that	gentleman	dancing	on	an	ashpit?	He	wants	to	be	popular	and	very
truly	run	after.	Dingo,	make	him	SO!'
Up	jumped	Dingo—Yellow-Dog	Dingo—and	said,	'What,	that	cat-rabbit?'
Off	 ran	 Dingo—Yellow-Dog	 Dingo—always	 hungry,	 grinning	 like	 a	 coal-

scuttle,—ran	after	Kangaroo.
Off	went	the	proud	Kangaroo	on	his	four	little	legs	like	a	bunny.
This,	O	Beloved	of	mine,	ends	the	first	part	of	the	tale!
He	ran	 through	the	desert;	he	ran	 through	the	mountains;	he	ran	 through	the

salt-pans;	 he	 ran	 through	 the	 reed-beds;	 he	 ran	 through	 the	 blue	 gums;	 he	 ran
through	the	spinifex;	he	ran	till	his	front	legs	ached.
He	had	to!



Still	ran	Dingo—Yellow-Dog	Dingo—always	hungry,	grinning	like	a	rat-trap,
never	getting	nearer,	never	getting	farther,—ran	after	Kangaroo.
He	had	to!
Still	 ran	Kangaroo—Old	Man	Kangaroo.	He	 ran	 through	 the	 ti-trees;	he	 ran

through	the	mulga;	he	ran	through	the	long	grass;	he	ran	through	the	short	grass;
he	 ran	 through	 the	 Tropics	 of	 Capricorn	 and	Cancer;	 he	 ran	 till	 his	 hind	 legs
ached.
He	had	to!
Still	 ran	Dingo—Yellow-Dog	Dingo—hungrier	and	hungrier,	grinning	 like	a

horse-collar,	 never	 getting	 nearer,	 never	 getting	 farther;	 and	 they	 came	 to	 the
Wollgong	River.
Now,	there	wasn't	any	bridge,	and	there	wasn't	any	ferry-boat,	and	Kangaroo

didn't	know	how	to	get	over;	so	he	stood	on	his	legs	and	hopped.
He	had	to!
He	hopped	 through	 the	Flinders;	he	hopped	 through	 the	Cinders;	he	hopped

through	the	deserts	in	the	middle	of	Australia.	He	hopped	like	a	Kangaroo.
First	 he	 hopped	 one	 yard;	 then	 he	 hopped	 three	 yards;	 then	 he	 hopped	 five

yards;	his	legs	growing	stronger;	his	legs	growing	longer.	He	hadn't	any	time	for
rest	or	refreshment,	and	he	wanted	them	very	much.
Still	 ran	 Dingo—Yellow-Dog	 Dingo—very	 much	 bewildered,	 very	 much

hungry,	and	wondering	what	in	the	world	or	out	of	it	made	Old	Man	Kangaroo
hop.
For	he	hopped	like	a	cricket;	like	a	pea	in	a	saucepan;	or	a	new	rubber	ball	on

a	nursery	floor.
He	had	to!
He	tucked	up	his	front	legs;	he	hopped	on	his	hind	legs;	he	stuck	out	his	tail

for	a	balance-weight	behind	him;	and	he	hopped	through	the	Darling	Downs.
He	had	to!
Still	 ran	 Dingo—Tired-Dog	 Dingo—hungrier	 and	 hungrier,	 very	 much

bewildered,	 and	 wondering	 when	 in	 the	 world	 or	 out	 of	 it	 would	 Old	 Man
Kangaroo	stop.
Then	came	Nqong	from	his	bath	in	the	salt-pans,	and	said,	'It's	five	o'clock.'
Down	 sat	Dingo—Poor	Dog	Dingo—always	hungry,	 dusky	 in	 the	 sunshine;

hung	out	his	tongue	and	howled.
Down	sat	Kangaroo—Old	Man	Kangaroo—stuck	out	his	 tail	 like	a	milking-

stool	behind	him,	and	said,	'Thank	goodness	that's	finished!'
Then	 said	 Nqong,	 who	 is	 always	 a	 gentleman,	 'Why	 aren't	 you	 grateful	 to

Yellow-Dog	Dingo?	Why	don't	you	thank	him	for	all	he	has	done	for	you?'
Then	said	Kangaroo—Tired	Old	Kangaroo—He's	chased	me	out	of	the	homes



of	my	childhood;	he's	chased	me	out	of	my	regular	meal-times;	he's	altered	my
shape	so	I'll	never	get	it	back;	and	he's	played	Old	Scratch	with	my	legs.'
Then	said	Nqong,	 'Perhaps	I'm	mistaken,	but	didn't	you	ask	me	to	make	you

different	from	all	other	animals,	as	well	as	to	make	you	very	truly	sought	after?
And	now	it	is	five	o'clock.'
'Yes,'	said	Kangaroo.	'I	wish	that	I	hadn't.	I	thought	you	would	do	it	by	charms

and	incantations,	but	this	is	a	practical	joke.'
'Joke!'	 said	 Nqong	 from	 his	 bath	 in	 the	 blue	 gums.	 'Say	 that	 again	 and	 I'll

whistle	up	Dingo	and	run	your	hind	legs	off.'
'No,'	said	the	Kangaroo.	'I	must	apologise.	Legs	are	legs,	and	you	needn't	alter

'em	so	far	as	I	am	concerned.	I	only	meant	to	explain	to	Your	Lordliness	that	I've
had	nothing	to	eat	since	morning,	and	I'm	very	empty	indeed.'
'Yes,'	said	Dingo—Yellow-Dog	Dingo,—'I	am	just	in	the	same	situation.	I've

made	him	different	from	all	other	animals;	but	what	may	I	have	for	my	tea?'
Then	 said	Nqong	 from	 his	 bath	 in	 the	 salt-pan,	 'Come	 and	 ask	me	 about	 it

tomorrow,	because	I'm	going	to	wash.'
So	they	were	left	in	the	middle	of	Australia,	Old	Man	Kangaroo	and	Yellow-

Dog	Dingo,	and	each	said,	'That's	your	fault.'

THIS	is	the	mouth-filling	song
Of	the	race	that	was	run	by	a	Boomer,
Run	in	a	single	burst—only	event	of	its	kind—
Started	by	big	God	Nqong	from	Warrigaborrigarooma,
Old	Man	Kangaroo	first:	Yellow-Dog	Dingo	behind.

Kangaroo	bounded	away,
His	back-legs	working	like	pistons—
Bounded	from	morning	till	dark,
Twenty-five	feet	to	a	bound.
Yellow-Dog	Dingo	lay
Like	a	yellow	cloud	in	the	distance—
Much	too	busy	to	bark.
My!	but	they	covered	the	ground!

Nobody	knows	where	they	went,
Or	followed	the	track	that	they	flew	in,
For	that	Continent
Hadn't	been	given	a	name.
They	ran	thirty	degrees,



From	Torres	Straits	to	the	Leeuwin
(Look	at	the	Atlas,	please),
And	they	ran	back	as	they	came.

S'posing	you	could	trot
From	Adelaide	to	the	Pacific,
For	an	afternoon's	run
Half	what	these	gentlemen	did
You	would	feel	rather	hot,
But	your	legs	would	develop	terrific—
Yes,	my	importunate	son,
You'd	be	a	Marvellous	Kid!



Chapter		7
The	Beginning	of	the	Armadillos
THIS,	O	Best	Beloved,	 is	another	 story	of	 the	High	and	Far-Off	Times.	 In	 the
very	middle	of	those	times	was	a	Stickly-Prickly	Hedgehog,	and	he	lived	on	the
banks	of	the	turbid	Amazon,	eating	shelly	snails	and	things.	And	he	had	a	friend,
a	 Slow-Solid	 Tortoise,	 who	 lived	 on	 the	 banks	 of	 the	 turbid	 Amazon,	 eating
green	lettuces	and	things.	And	so	that	was	all	right,	Best	Beloved.	Do	you	see?
But	also,	and	at	the	same	time,	in	those	High	and	Far-Off	Times,	there	was	a

Painted	Jaguar,	and	he	lived	on	the	banks	of	the	turbid	Amazon	too;	and	he	ate
everything	 that	 he	 could	 catch.	When	 he	 could	 not	 catch	 deer	 or	monkeys	 he
would	eat	 frogs	and	beetles;	and	when	he	could	not	catch	frogs	and	beetles	he
went	to	his	Mother	Jaguar,	and	she	told	him	how	to	eat	hedgehogs	and	tortoises.
She	said	to	him	ever	so	many	times,	graciously	waving	her	tail,	'My	son,	when

you	find	a	Hedgehog	you	must	drop	him	into	the	water	and	then	he	will	uncoil,
and	when	you	catch	a	Tortoise	you	must	 scoop	him	out	of	his	 shell	with	your
paw.'	And	so	that	was	all	right,	Best	Beloved.
One	beautiful	night	on	the	banks	of	the	turbid	Amazon,	Painted	Jaguar	found

Stickly-Prickly	Hedgehog	 and	Slow-Solid	Tortoise	 sitting	under	 the	 trunk	of	 a
fallen	 tree.	They	could	not	 run	away,	 and	 so	Stickly-Prickly	curled	himself	up
into	 a	 ball,	 because	 he	was	 a	Hedgehog,	 and	 Slow-Solid	 Tortoise	 drew	 in	 his
head	and	feet	into	his	shell	as	far	as	they	would	go,	because	he	was	a	Tortoise;
and	so	that	was	all	right,	Best	Beloved.	Do	you	see?
'Now	attend	 to	me,'	 said	Painted	Jaguar,	 'because	 this	 is	very	 important.	My

mother	said	that	when	I	meet	a	Hedgehog	I	am	to	drop	him	into	the	water	and
then	he	will	uncoil,	and	when	I	meet	a	Tortoise	I	am	to	scoop	him	out	of	his	shell
with	my	paw.	Now	which	of	you	is	Hedgehog	and	which	is	Tortoise?	because,	to
save	my	spots,	I	can't	tell.'
'Are	you	sure	of	what	your	Mummy	told	you?'	said	Stickly-Prickly	Hedgehog.

'Are	you	quite	sure?	Perhaps	she	said	that	when	you	uncoil	a	Tortoise	you	must
shell	him	out	the	water	with	a	scoop,	and	when	you	paw	a	Hedgehog	you	must
drop	him	on	the	shell.'
'Are	you	sure	of	what	your	Mummy	told	you?'	said	Slow-and-Solid	Tortoise.

'Are	you	quite	sure?	Perhaps	she	said	that	when	you	water	a	Hedgehog	you	must



drop	him	into	your	paw,	and	when	you	meet	a	Tortoise	you	must	shell	him	till	he
uncoils.'
'I	 don't	 think	 it	 was	 at	 all	 like	 that,'	 said	 Painted	 Jaguar,	 but	 he	 felt	 a	 little

puzzled;	'but,	please,	say	it	again	more	distinctly.'
'When	you	scoop	water	with	your	paw	you	uncoil	 it	with	a	Hedgehog,'	 said

Stickly-Prickly.	'Remember	that,	because	it's	important.'
'But,'	said	the	Tortoise,	 'when	you	paw	your	meat	you	drop	it	into	a	Tortoise

with	a	scoop.	Why	can't	you	understand?'
'You	 are	 making	my	 spots	 ache,'	 said	 Painted	 Jaguar;	 'and	 besides,	 I	 didn't

want	your	advice	at	all.	 I	only	wanted	to	know	which	of	you	is	Hedgehog	and
which	is	Tortoise.'
'I	shan't	tell	you,'	said	Stickly-Prickly,	'but	you	can	scoop	me	out	of	my	shell	if

you	like.'
'Aha!'	 said	 Painted	 Jaguar.	 'Now	 I	 know	 you're	 Tortoise.	 You	 thought	 I

wouldn't!	Now	I	will.'	Painted	Jaguar	darted	out	his	paddy-paw	just	as	Stickly-
Prickly	curled	himself	up,	and	of	course	Jaguar's	paddy-paw	was	just	filled	with
prickles.	Worse	 than	 that,	 he	 knocked	Stickly-Prickly	 away	 and	 away	 into	 the
woods	and	the	bushes,	where	it	was	too	dark	to	find	him.	Then	he	put	his	paddy-
paw	into	his	mouth,	and	of	course	the	prickles	hurt	him	worse	than	ever.	As	soon
as	he	could	speak	he	said,	'Now	I	know	he	isn't	Tortoise	at	all.	But'—and	then	he
scratched	his	head	with	his	un-prickly	paw—'how	do	 I	know	 that	 this	other	 is
Tortoise?'
'But	 I	 am	 Tortoise,'	 said	 Slow-and-Solid.	 Your	mother	 was	 quite	 right.	 She

said	that	you	were	to	scoop	me	out	of	my	shell	with	your	paw.	Begin.'
'You	 didn't	 say	 she	 said	 that	 a	minute	 ago,	 said	 Painted	 Jaguar,	 sucking	 the

prickles	out	of	his	paddy-paw.	'You	said	she	said	something	quite	different.'
'Well,	 suppose	 you	 say	 that	 I	 said	 that	 she	 said	 something	 quite	 different,	 I

don't	see	 that	 it	makes	any	difference;	because	if	she	said	what	you	said	I	said
she	said,	it's	just	the	same	as	if	I	said	what	she	said	she	said.	On	the	other	hand,
if	you	think	she	said	that	you	were	to	uncoil	me	with	a	scoop,	instead	of	pawing
me	into	drops	with	a	shell,	I	can't	help	that,	can	I?'
'But	you	said	you	wanted	to	be	scooped	out	of	your	shell	with	my	paw,'	said

Painted	Jaguar.
'If	you'll	 think	again	you'll	 find	 that	 I	didn't	 say	anything	of	 the	kind.	 I	 said

that	your	mother	said	that	you	were	to	scoop	me	out	of	my	shell,'	said	Slow-and-
Solid.
'What	will	happen	if	I	do?'	said	the	Jaguar	most	sniffily	and	most	cautious.
'I	don't	know,	because	I've	never	been	scooped	out	of	my	shell	before;	but	 I

tell	you	truly,	if	you	want	to	see	me	swim	away	you've	only	got	to	drop	me	into



the	water.
'I	 don't	 believe	 it,'	 said	 Painted	 Jaguar.	 'You've	mixed	 up	 all	 the	 things	my

mother	told	me	to	do	with	the	things	that	you	asked	me	whether	I	was	sure	that
she	didn't	say,	till	I	don't	know	whether	I'm	on	my	head	or	my	painted	tail;	and
now	you	come	and	tell	me	something	I	can	understand,	and	it	makes	me	more
mixy	than	before.	My	mother	told	me	that	I	was	to	drop	one	of	you	two	into	the
water,	and	as	you	seem	so	anxious	 to	be	dropped	 I	 think	you	don't	want	 to	be
dropped.	So	jump	into	the	turbid	Amazon	and	be	quick	about	it.'
'I	warn	you	that	your	Mummy	won't	be	pleased.	Don't	tell	her	I	didn't	tell	you,'

said	Slow-Solid.
'If	you	say	another	word	about	what	my	mother	said—'	the	Jaguar	answered,

but	he	had	not	finished	the	sentence	before	Slow-and-Solid	quietly	dived	into	the
turbid	Amazon,	 swam	under	water	 for	 a	 long	way,	 and	 came	 out	 on	 the	 bank
where	Stickly-Prickly	was	waiting	for	him.
'That	 was	 a	 very	 narrow	 escape,'	 said	 Stickly-Prickly.	 'I	 don't	 rib	 Painted

Jaguar.	What	did	you	tell	him	that	you	were?'
'I	told	him	truthfully	that	I	was	a	truthful	Tortoise,	but	he	wouldn't	believe	it,

and	 he	 made	 me	 jump	 into	 the	 river	 to	 see	 if	 I	 was,	 and	 I	 was,	 and	 he	 is
surprised.	Now	he's	gone	to	tell	his	Mummy.	Listen	to	him!'
They	could	hear	Painted	Jaguar	roaring	up	and	down	among	the	trees	and	the

bushes	by	the	side	of	the	turbid	Amazon,	till	his	Mummy	came.
'Son,	 son!'	 said	 his	mother	 ever	 so	many	 times,	 graciously	waving	 her	 tail,

'what	have	you	been	doing	that	you	shouldn't	have	done?'
'I	 tried	 to	scoop	something	 that	 said	 it	wanted	 to	be	scooped	out	of	 its	 shell

with	my	paw,	and	my	paw	is	full	of	per-ickles,'	said	Painted	Jaguar.
'Son,	son!'	said	his	mother	ever	so	many	times,	graciously	waving	her	tail,	'by

the	prickles	in	your	paddy-paw	I	see	that	that	must	have	been	a	Hedgehog.	You
should	have	dropped	him	into	the	water.
'I	did	that	to	the	other	thing;	and	he	said	he	was	a	Tortoise,	and	I	didn't	believe

him,	and	 it	was	quite	 true,	 and	he	has	dived	under	 the	 turbid	Amazon,	and	he
won't	 come	 up	 again,	 and	 I	 haven't	 anything	 at	 all	 to	 eat,	 and	 I	 think	we	 had
better	find	lodgings	somewhere	else.	They	are	too	clever	on	the	turbid	Amazon
for	poor	me!'
'Son,	 son!'	 said	 his	mother	 ever	 so	many	 times,	 graciously	waving	 her	 tail,

'now	attend	to	me	and	remember	what	I	say.	A	Hedgehog	curls	himself	up	into	a
ball	and	his	prickles	stick	out	every	which	way	at	once.	By	this	you	may	know
the	Hedgehog.'
'I	don't	like	this	old	lady	one	little	bit,'	said	Stickly-Prickly,	under	the	shadow

of	a	large	leaf.	'I	wonder	what	else	she	knows?'



'A	Tortoise	can't	curl	himself	up,'	Mother	Jaguar	went	on,	ever	so	many	times,
graciously	waving	her	 tail.	 'He	only	draws	his	head	and	 legs	 into	his	shell.	By
this	you	may	know	the	tortoise.'
'I	 don't	 like	 this	 old	 lady	 at	 all—at	 all,'	 said	Slow-and-Solid	Tortoise.	 'Even

Painted	Jaguar	can't	forget	those	directions.	It's	a	great	pity	that	you	can't	swim,
Stickly-Prickly.'
'Don't	talk	to	me,'	said	Stickly-Prickly.	'Just	think	how	much	better	it	would	be

if	you	could	curl	up.	This	is	a	mess!	Listen	to	Painted	Jaguar.'
Painted	Jaguar	was	sitting	on	the	banks	of	the	turbid	Amazon	sucking	prickles

out	of	his	Paws	and	saying	to	himself—

'Can't	curl,	but	can	swim—
Slow-Solid,	that's	him!
Curls	up,	but	can't	swim—
Stickly-Prickly,	that's	him!'

'He'll	never	forget	that	this	month	of	Sundays,'	said	Stickly-Prickly.	 'Hold	up
my	chin,	Slow-and-Solid.	I'm	going	to	try	to	learn	to	swim.	It	may	be	useful.'
'Excellent!'	said	Slow-and-Solid;	and	he	held	up	Stickly-Prickly's	chin,	while

Stickly-Prickly	kicked	in	the	waters	of	the	turbid	Amazon.
'You'll	 make	 a	 fine	 swimmer	 yet,'	 said	 Slow-and-Solid.	 'Now,	 if	 you	 can

unlace	my	back-plates	a	little,	I'll	see	what	I	can	do	towards	curling	up.	It	may	be
useful.'
Stickly-Prickly	helped	to	unlace	Tortoise's	back-plates,	so	that	by	twisting	and

straining	Slow-and-Solid	actually	managed	to	curl	up	a	tiddy	wee	bit.
'Excellent!'	 said	 Stickly-Prickly;	 'but	 I	 shouldn't	 do	 any	 more	 just	 now.	 It's

making	you	black	in	the	face.	Kindly	lead	me	into	the	water	once	again	and	I'll
practice	 that	 side-stroke	 which	 you	 say	 is	 so	 easy.'	 And	 so	 Stickly-Prickly
practiced,	and	Slow-Solid	swam	alongside.
'Excellent!'	 said	 Slow-and-Solid.	 'A	 little	 more	 practice	 will	 make	 you	 a

regular	whale.	Now,	if	I	may	trouble	you	to	unlace	my	back	and	front	plates	two
holes	more,	 I'll	 try	 that	 fascinating	bend	 that	you	say	 is	so	easy.	Won't	Painted
Jaguar	be	surprised!'
'Excellent!'	said	Stickly-Prickly,	all	wet	from	the	turbid	Amazon.	'I	declare,	I

shouldn't	know	you	from	one	of	my	own	family.	Two	holes,	I	think,	you	said?	A
little	more	expression,	please,	and	don't	grunt	quite	so	much,	or	Painted	Jaguar
may	hear	us.	When	you've	finished,	I	want	to	try	that	long	dive	which	you	say	is
so	easy.	Won't	Painted	Jaguar	be	surprised!'
And	so	Stickly-Prickly	dived,	and	Slow-and-Solid	dived	alongside.



'Excellent!'	 said	 Slow-and-Solid.	 'A	 leetle	 more	 attention	 to	 holding	 your
breath	and	you	will	be	able	to	keep	house	at	the	bottom	of	the	turbid	Amazon.
Now	I'll	try	that	exercise	of	putting	my	hind	legs	round	my	ears	which	you	say	is
so	peculiarly	comfortable.	Won't	Painted	Jaguar	be	surprised!'
'Excellent!'	 said	 Stickly-Prickly.	 'But	 it's	 straining	 your	 back-plates	 a	 little.

They	are	all	overlapping	now,	instead	of	lying	side	by	side.'
'Oh,	 that's	 the	result	of	exercise,'	said	Slow-and-Solid.	 'I've	noticed	that	your

prickles	 seem	 to	 be	melting	 into	 one	 another,	 and	 that	 you're	 growing	 to	 look
rather	more	like	a	pinecone,	and	less	like	a	chestnut-burr,	than	you	used	to.'
'Am	I?'	 said	Stickly-Prickly.	 'That	comes	from	my	soaking	 in	 the	water.	Oh,

won't	Painted	Jaguar	be	surprised!'
They	went	on	with	their	exercises,	each	helping	the	other,	till	morning	came;

and	when	the	sun	was	high	they	rested	and	dried	themselves.	Then	they	saw	that
they	were	both	of	them	quite	different	from	what	they	had	been.
'Stickly-Prickly,'	said	Tortoise	after	breakfast,	'I	am	not	what	I	was	yesterday;

but	I	think	that	I	may	yet	amuse	Painted	Jaguar.
'That	was	the	very	thing	I	was	thinking	just	now,'	said	Stickly-Prickly.	'I	think

scales	are	a	tremendous	improvement	on	prickles—to	say	nothing	of	being	able
to	swim.	Oh,	won't	Painted	Jaguar	be	surprised!	Let's	go	and	find	him.'
By	 and	 by	 they	 found	 Painted	 Jaguar,	 still	 nursing	 his	 paddy-paw	 that	 had

been	 hurt	 the	 night	 before.	 He	 was	 so	 astonished	 that	 he	 fell	 three	 times
backward	over	his	own	painted	tail	without	stopping.
'Good	morning!'	said	Stickly-Prickly.	'And	how	is	your	dear	gracious	Mummy

this	morning?'
'She	is	quite	well,	thank	you,'	said	Painted	Jaguar;	'but	you	must	forgive	me	if

I	do	not	at	this	precise	moment	recall	your	name.'
'That's	unkind	of	you,'	said	Stickly-Prickly,	'seeing	that	this	time	yesterday	you

tried	to	scoop	me	out	of	my	shell	with	your	paw.'
'But	you	hadn't	any	shell.	 It	was	all	prickles,'	 said	Painted	Jaguar.	 'I	know	it

was.	Just	look	at	my	paw!'
'You	 told	me	 to	 drop	 into	 the	 turbid	 Amazon	 and	 be	 drowned,'	 said	 Slow-

Solid.	'Why	are	you	so	rude	and	forgetful	to-day?'
'Don't	you	remember	what	your	mother	told	you?'	said	Stickly-Prickly,—

'Can't	curl,	but	can	swim—
Stickly-Prickly,	that's	him!
Curls	up,	but	can't	swim—
Slow-Solid,	that's	him!'



Then	 they	 both	 curled	 themselves	 up	 and	 rolled	 round	 and	 round	 Painted
Jaguar	till	his	eyes	turned	truly	cart-wheels	in	his	head.
Then	he	went	to	fetch	his	mother.
'Mother,'	he	said,	'there	are	two	new	animals	in	the	woods	to-day,	and	the	one

that	you	said	couldn't	swim,	swims,	and	the	one	that	you	said	couldn't	curl	up,
curls;	and	they've	gone	shares	in	their	prickles,	I	think,	because	both	of	them	are
scaly	 all	 over,	 instead	 of	 one	 being	 smooth	 and	 the	 other	 very	 prickly;	 and,
besides	that,	they	are	rolling	round	and	round	in	circles,	and	I	don't	feel	comfy.'
'Son,	son!'	said	Mother	Jaguar	ever	so	many	times,	graciously	waving	her	tail,

'a	 Hedgehog	 is	 a	 Hedgehog,	 and	 can't	 be	 anything	 but	 a	 Hedgehog;	 and	 a
Tortoise	is	a	Tortoise,	and	can	never	be	anything	else.'
'But	 it	 isn't	 a	Hedgehog,	and	 it	 isn't	 a	Tortoise.	 It's	 a	 little	bit	of	both,	 and	 I

don't	know	its	proper	name.'
'Nonsense!'	said	Mother	Jaguar.	'Everything	has	its	proper	name.	I	should	call

it	"Armadillo"	till	I	found	out	the	real	one.	And	I	should	leave	it	alone.'
So	Painted	Jaguar	did	as	he	was	told,	especially	about	leaving	them	alone;	but

the	 curious	 thing	 is	 that	 from	 that	 day	 to	 this,	O	Best	Beloved,	 no	one	on	 the
banks	 of	 the	 turbid	 Amazon	 has	 ever	 called	 Stickly-Prickly	 and	 Slow-Solid
anything	except	Armadillo.	There	are	Hedgehogs	and	Tortoises	in	other	places,
of	course	(there	are	some	in	my	garden);	but	the	real	old	and	clever	kind,	with
their	scales	 lying	 lippety-lappety	one	over	 the	other,	 like	pine-cone	scales,	 that
lived	 on	 the	 banks	 of	 the	 turbid	 Amazon	 in	 the	 High	 and	 Far-Off	 Days,	 are
always	called	Armadillos,	because	they	were	so	clever.
So	that;	all	right,	Best	Beloved.	Do	you	see?

I'VE	never	sailed	the	Amazon,
			I've	never	reached	Brazil;
But	the	Don	and	Magdelana,
			They	can	go	there	when	they	will!

						Yes,	weekly	from	Southampton,
						Great	steamers,	white	and	gold,
						Go	rolling	down	to	Rio
						(Roll	down—roll	down	to	Rio!)
						And	I'd	like	to	roll	to	Rio
						Some	day	before	I'm	old!

I've	never	seen	a	Jaguar,
			Nor	yet	an	Armadill



O	dilloing	in	his	armour,
			And	I	s'pose	I	never	will,

						Unless	I	go	to	Rio
						These	wonders	to	behold—
						Roll	down—roll	down	to	Rio—
						Roll	really	down	to	Rio!
						Oh,	I'd	love	to	roll	to	Rio
						Some	day	before	I'm	old!



Chapter		8
How	the	First	Letter	was	Written
ONCE	upon	 a	most	 early	 time	was	 a	Neolithic	man.	He	was	 not	 a	 Jute	 or	 an
Angle,	or	even	a	Dravidian,	which	he	might	well	have	been,	Best	Beloved,	but
never	mind	why.	He	was	a	Primitive,	and	he	lived	cavily	in	a	Cave,	and	he	wore
very	few	clothes,	and	he	couldn't	read	and	he	couldn't	write	and	he	didn't	want
to,	and	except	when	he	was	hungry	he	was	quite	happy.	His	name	was	Tegumai
Bopsulai,	 and	 that	 means,	 'Man-who-does-not-put-his-foot-forward-in-a-hurry';
but	we,	O	Best	Beloved,	will	call	him	Tegumai,	for	short.	And	his	wife's	name
was	 Teshumai	 Tewindrow,	 and	 that	 means,	 'Lady-who-asks-a-very-many-
questions';	but	we,	O	Best	Beloved,	will	 call	her	Teshumai,	 for	 short.	And	his
little	 girl-daughter's	 name	 was	 Taffimai	 Metallumai,	 and	 that	 means,	 'Small-
person-without-any-manners-who-ought-to-be-spanked';	 but	 I'm	 going	 to	 call
her	Taffy.	And	she	was	Tegumai	Bopsulai's	Best	Beloved	and	her	own	Mummy's
Best	Beloved,	and	she	was	not	spanked	half	as	much	as	was	good	for	her;	and
they	 were	 all	 three	 very	 happy.	 As	 soon	 as	 Taffy	 could	 run	 about	 she	 went
everywhere	with	her	Daddy	Tegumai,	and	sometimes	they	would	not	come	home
to	 the	 Cave	 till	 they	 were	 hungry,	 and	 then	 Teshumai	 Tewindrow	would	 say,
'Where	in	the	world	have	you	two	been	to,	to	get	so	shocking	dirty?	Really,	my
Tegumai,	you're	no	better	than	my	Taffy.'
Now	attend	and	listen!
One	 day	 Tegumai	 Bopsulai	 went	 down	 through	 the	 beaver-swamp	 to	 the

Wagai	 river	 to	 spear	 carp-fish	 for	 dinner,	 and	Taffy	went	 too.	Tegumai's	 spear
was	made	of	wood	with	shark's	 teeth	at	 the	end,	and	before	he	had	caught	any
fish	at	all	he	accidentally	broke	it	clean	across	by	jabbing	it	down	too	hard	on	the
bottom	of	the	river.	They	were	miles	and	miles	from	home	(of	course	they	had
their	 lunch	with	 them	 in	 a	 little	 bag),	 and	Tegumai	had	 forgotten	 to	bring	 any
extra	spears.
'Here's	a	pretty	kettle	of	 fish!'	 said	Tegumai.	 'It	will	 take	me	half	 the	day	 to

mend	this.'
'There's	 your	 big	 black	 spear	 at	 home,'	 said	 Taffy.	 'Let	me	 run	 back	 to	 the

Cave	and	ask	Mummy	to	give	it	me.'
'It's	too	far	for	your	little	fat	legs,'	said	Tegumai.	'Besides,	you	might	fall	into



the	beaver-swamp	and	be	drowned.	We	must	make	the	best	of	a	bad	job.'	He	sat
down	and	took	out	a	little	leather	mendy-bag,	full	of	reindeer-sinews	and	strips
of	leather,	and	lumps	of	bee's-wax	and	resin,	and	began	to	mend	the	spear.
Taffy	sat	down	too,	with	her	 toes	in	 the	water	and	her	chin	in	her	hand,	and

thought	very	hard.	Then	she	said—'I	say,	Daddy,	it's	an	awful	nuisance	that	you
and	I	don't	know	how	to	write,	isn't	it?	If	we	did	we	could	send	a	message	for	the
new	spear.'
'Taffy,'	 said	Tegumai,	 'how	often	 have	 I	 told	 you	 not	 to	 use	 slang?	 "Awful"

isn't	 a	 pretty	word,	 but	 it	 could	 be	 a	 convenience,	 now	 you	mention	 it,	 if	 we
could	write	home.'
Just	then	a	Stranger-man	came	along	the	river,	but	he	belonged	to	a	far	tribe,

the	 Tewaras,	 and	 he	 did	 not	 understand	 one	 word	 of	 Tegumai's	 language.	 He
stood	on	the	bank	and	smiled	at	Taffy,	because	he	had	a	little	girl-daughter	Of	his
own	 at	 home.	 Tegumai	 drew	 a	 hank	 of	 deer-sinews	 from	 his	 mendy-bag	 and
began	to	mend	his	spear.
'Come	 here,	 said	 Taffy.	 'Do	 you	 know	 where	 my	Mummy	 lives?'	 And	 the

Stranger-man	said	'Um!'	being,	as	you	know,	a	Tewara.
'Silly!'	said	Taffy,	and	she	stamped	her	foot,	because	she	saw	a	shoal	of	very

big	carp	going	up	the	river	just	when	her	Daddy	couldn't	use	his	spear.
'Don't	bother	grown-ups,'	said	Tegumai,	so	busy	with	his	spear-mending	that

he	did	not	turn	round.
'I	aren't,	said	Taffy.	'I	only	want	him	to	do	what	I	want	him	to	do,	and	he	won't

understand.'
'Then	don't	bother	me,	said	Tegumai,	and	he	went	on	pulling	and	straining	at

the	deer-sinews	with	his	mouth	full	of	loose	ends.	The	Stranger-man—a	genuine
Tewara	he	was—sat	down	on	the	grass,	and	Taffy	showed	him	what	her	Daddy
was	doing.	The	Stranger-man	thought,	this	is	a	very	wonderful	child.	She	stamps
her	foot	at	me	and	she	makes	faces.	She	must	be	the	daughter	of	that	noble	Chief
who	is	so	great	that	he	won't	take	any	notice	of	me.'	So	he	smiled	more	politely
than	ever.
'Now,'	 said	 Taffy,	 'I	 want	 you	 to	 go	 to	my	Mummy,	 because	 your	 legs	 are

longer	than	mine,	and	you	won't	fall	into	the	beaver-swamp,	and	ask	for	Daddy's
other	spear—the	one	with	the	black	handle	that	hangs	over	our	fireplace.'
The	 Stranger-man	 (and	 he	 was	 a	 Tewara)	 thought,	 'This	 is	 a	 very,	 very

wonderful	 child.	 She	 waves	 her	 arms	 and	 she	 shouts	 at	 me,	 but	 I	 don't
understand	a	word	of	what	she	says.	But	if	I	don't	do	what	she	wants,	I	greatly
fear	that	that	haughty	Chief,	Man-who-turns-his-back-on-callers,	will	be	angry.'
He	got	up	and	twisted	a	big	flat	piece	of	bark	off	a	birch-tree	and	gave	it	to	Taffy.
He	did	this,	Best	Beloved,	to	show	that	his	heart	was	as	white	as	the	birch-bark



and	that	he	meant	no	harm;	but	Taffy	didn't	quite	understand.
'Oh!'	said	she.	'Now	I	see!	You	want	my	Mummy's	living-address?	Of	course	I

can't	write,	but	I	can	draw	pictures	if	I've	anything	sharp	to	scratch	with.	Please
lend	me	the	shark's	tooth	off	your	necklace.'
The	Stranger-man	(and	he	was	a	Tewara)	didn't	say	anything,	So	Taffy	put	up

her	little	hand	and	pulled	at	the	beautiful	bead	and	seed	and	shark-tooth	necklace
round	his	neck.
The	Stranger-man	(and	he	was	a	Tewara)	 thought,	 'This	 is	a	very,	very,	very

wonderful	child.	The	shark's	tooth	on	my	necklace	is	a	magic	shark's	tooth,	and	I
was	 always	 told	 that	 if	 anybody	 touched	 it	 without	 my	 leave	 they	 would
immediately	swell	up	or	burst,	but	this	child	doesn't	swell	up	or	burst,	and	that
important	 Chief,	 Man-who-attends-strictly-to-his-business,	 who	 has	 not	 yet
taken	any	notice	of	me	at	all,	doesn't	seem	to	be	afraid	that	she	will	swell	up	or
burst.	I	had	better	be	more	polite.'
So	he	gave	Taffy	the	shark's	tooth,	and	she	lay	down	flat	on	her	tummy	with

her	legs	in	the	air,	like	some	people	on	the	drawing-room	floor	when	they	want
to	draw	pictures,	and	she	said,	 'Now	I'll	draw	you	some	beautiful	pictures!	You
can	look	over	my	shoulder,	but	you	mustn't	joggle.	First	I'll	draw	Daddy	fishing.
It	 isn't	very	 like	him;	but	Mummy	will	know,	because	 I've	drawn	his	 spear	all
broken.	Well,	 now	 I'll	 draw	 the	 other	 spear	 that	 he	 wants,	 the	 black-handled
spear.	It	looks	as	if	it	was	sticking	in	Daddy's	back,	but	that's	because	the	shark's
tooth	slipped	and	this	piece	of	bark	isn't	big	enough.	That's	the	spear	I	want	you
to	 fetch;	 so	 I'll	draw	a	picture	of	me	myself	 'splaining	 to	you.	My	hair	doesn't
stand	up	 like	 I've	drawn,	but	 it's	easier	 to	draw	 that	way.	Now	I'll	draw	you.	 I
think	you're	very	nice	really,	but	 I	can't	make	you	pretty	 in	 the	picture,	so	you
mustn't	be	'fended.	Are	you	'fended?'
The	Stranger-man	(and	he	was	a	Tewara)	smiled.	He	thought,	'There	must	be	a

big	battle	going	to	be	fought	somewhere,	and	this	extraordinary	child,	who	takes
my	magic	shark's	tooth	but	who	does	not	swell	up	or	burst,	is	telling	me	to	call
all	 the	 great	 Chief's	 tribe	 to	 help	 him.	He	 is	 a	 great	 Chief,	 or	 he	would	 have
noticed	me.
'Look,'	 said	Taffy,	 drawing	 very	 hard	 and	 rather	 scratchily,	 'now	 I've	 drawn

you,	and	I've	put	the	spear	that	Daddy	wants	into	your	hand,	just	to	remind	you
that	 you're	 to	 bring	 it.	 Now	 I'll	 show	 you	 how	 to	 find	 my	Mummy's	 living-
address.	You	go	along	till	you	come	to	two	trees	(those	are	trees),	and	then	you
go	over	a	hill	(that's	a	hill),	and	then	you	come	into	a	beaver-swamp	all	full	of
beavers.	 I	haven't	put	 in	all	 the	beavers,	because	 I	 can't	draw	beavers,	but	 I've
drawn	their	heads,	and	that's	all	you'll	see	of	 them	when	you	cross	the	swamp.
Mind	you	don't	fall	in!	Then	our	Cave	is	just	beyond	the	beaver-swamp.	It	isn't



as	high	as	the	hills	really,	but	I	can't	draw	things	very	small.	That's	my	Mummy
outside.	She	 is	beautiful.	She	 is	 the	most	beautifullest	Mummy	there	ever	was,
but	she	won't	be	'fended	when	she	sees	I've	drawn	her	so	plain.	She'll	be	pleased
of	me	 because	 I	 can	 draw.	Now,	 in	 case	 you	 forget,	 I've	 drawn	 the	 spear	 that
Daddy	wants	outside	our	Cave.	It's	inside	really,	but	you	show	the	picture	to	my
Mummy	and	 she'll	 give	 it	 you.	 I've	made	her	holding	up	her	hands,	 because	 I
know	 she'll	 be	 so	 pleased	 to	 see	 you.	 Isn't	 it	 a	 beautiful	 picture?	And	 do	 you
quite	understand,	or	shall	I	'splain	again?'
The	 Stranger-man	 (and	 he	was	 a	 Tewara)	 looked	 at	 the	 picture	 and	 nodded

very	hard.	He	 said	 to	himself,'	 If	 I	do	not	 fetch	 this	great	Chief's	 tribe	 to	help
him,	he	will	be	slain	by	his	enemies	who	are	coming	up	on	all	sides	with	spears.
Now	I	 see	why	 the	great	Chief	pretended	not	 to	notice	me!	He	 feared	 that	his
enemies	were	hiding	in	the	bushes	and	would	see	him.	Therefore	he	turned	to	me
his	back,	and	let	the	wise	and	wonderful	child	draw	the	terrible	picture	showing
me	his	difficulties.	I	will	away	and	get	help	for	him	from	his	tribe.'	He	did	not
even	 ask	Taffy	 the	 road,	 but	 raced	 off	 into	 the	 bushes	 like	 the	wind,	with	 the
birch-bark	in	his	hand,	and	Taffy	sat	down	most	pleased.
Now	this	is	the	picture	that	Taffy	had	drawn	for	him!
'What	have	you	been	doing,	Taffy?'	said	Tegumai.	He	had	mended	his	spear

and	was	carefully	waving	it	to	and	fro.
'It's	a	little	berangement	of	my	own,	Daddy	dear,'	said	Taffy.	'If	you	won't	ask

me	questions,	you'll	know	all	about	it	in	a	little	time,	and	you'll	be	surprised.	You
don't	know	how	surprised	you'll	be,	Daddy!	Promise	you'll	be	surprised.'
'Very	well,'	said	Tegumai,	and	went	on	fishing.
The	Stranger-man—did	you	know	he	was	a	Tewara?—hurried	away	with	the

picture	 and	 ran	 for	 some	 miles,	 till	 quite	 by	 accident	 he	 found	 Teshumai
Tewindrow	at	the	door	of	her	Cave,	talking	to	some	other	Neolithic	ladies	who
had	come	in	to	a	Primitive	lunch.	Taffy	was	very	like	Teshumai,	especially	about
the	 upper	 part	 of	 the	 face	 and	 the	 eyes,	 so	 the	 Stranger-man—always	 a	 pure
Tewara—smiled	politely	and	handed	Teshumai	the	birch-bark.	He	had	run	hard,
so	that	he	panted,	and	his	legs	were	scratched	with	brambles,	but	he	still	tried	to
be	polite.
As	soon	as	Teshumai	saw	the	picture	she	screamed	like	anything	and	flew	at

the	Stranger-man.	The	other	Neolithic	ladies	at	once	knocked	him	down	and	sat
on	him	in	a	long	line	of	six,	while	Teshumai	pulled	his	hair.
'It's	as	plain	as	 the	nose	on	 this	Stranger-man's	 face,'	 she	said.	 'He	has	stuck

my	Tegumai	all	full	of	spears,	and	frightened	poor	Taffy	so	that	her	hair	stands
all	on	end;	and	not	content	with	that,	he	brings	me	a	horrid	picture	of	how	it	was
done.	Look!'	She	showed	the	picture	to	all	 the	Neolithic	ladies	sitting	patiently



on	the	Stranger-man.	 'Here	is	my	Tegumai	with	his	arm	broken;	here	is	a	spear
sticking	into	his	back;	here	is	a	man	with	a	spear	ready	to	throw;	here	is	another
man	throwing	a	spear	from	a	Cave,	and	here	are	a	whole	pack	of	people'	(they
were	 Taffy's	 beavers	 really,	 but	 they	 did	 look	 rather	 like	 people)	 'coming	 up
behind	Tegumai.	Isn't	it	shocking!'
'Most	shocking!'	 said	 the	Neolithic	 ladies,	and	 they	filled	 the	Stranger-man's

hair	with	mud	(at	which	he	was	surprised),	and	they	beat	upon	the	Reverberating
Tribal	Drums,	 and	 called	 together	 all	 the	 chiefs	 of	 the	Tribe	of	Tegumai,	with
their	 Hetmans	 and	 Dolmans,	 all	 Neguses,	 Woons,	 and	 Akhoonds	 of	 the
organisation,	in	addition	to	the	Warlocks,	Angekoks,	Juju-men,	Bonzes,	and	the
rest,	 who	 decided	 that	 before	 they	 chopped	 the	 Stranger-man's	 head	 off	 he
should	instantly	lead	them	down	to	the	river	and	show	them	where	he	had	hidden
poor	Taffy.
By	this	time	the	Stranger-man	(in	spite	of	being	a	Tewara)	was	really	annoyed.

They	had	filled	his	hair	quite	solid	with	mud;	they	had	rolled	him	up	and	down
on	 knobby	 pebbles;	 they	 had	 sat	 upon	 him	 in	 a	 long	 line	 of	 six;	 they	 had
thumped	him	and	bumped	him	 till	he	could	hardly	breathe;	and	 though	he	did
not	understand	their	 language,	he	was	almost	sure	 that	 the	names	the	Neolithic
ladies	called	him	were	not	ladylike.	However,	he	said	nothing	till	all	the	Tribe	of
Tegumai	were	assembled,	and	 then	he	 led	 them	back	 to	 the	bank	of	 the	Wagai
river,	 and	 there	 they	 found	 Taffy	making	 daisy-chains,	 and	 Tegumai	 carefully
spearing	small	carp	with	his	mended	spear.
'Well,	 you	 have	 been	 quick!'	 said	 Taffy.	 'But	 why	 did	 you	 bring	 so	 many

people?	Daddy	dear,	this	is	my	surprise.	Are	you	surprised,	Daddy?'
'Very,'	 said	Tegumai;	 'but	 it	 has	 ruined	 all	my	 fishing	 for	 the	 day.	Why,	 the

whole	dear,	kind,	nice,	clean,	quiet	Tribe	is	here,	Taffy.'
And	so	they	were.	First	of	all	walked	Teshumai	Tewindrow	and	the	Neolithic

ladies,	 tightly	 holding	 on	 to	 the	 Stranger-man,	 whose	 hair	 was	 full	 of	 mud
(although	he	was	a	Tewara).	Behind	them	came	the	Head	Chief,	the	Vice-Chief,
the	Deputy	and	Assistant	Chiefs	(all	armed	to	the	upper	teeth),	the	Hetmans	and
Heads	 of	 Hundreds,	 Platoffs	 with	 their	 Platoons,	 and	 Dolmans	 with	 their
Detachments;	Woons,	Neguses,	and	Akhoonds	ranking	in	the	rear	(still	armed	to
the	teeth).	Behind	them	was	the	Tribe	in	hierarchical	order,	from	owners	of	four
caves	 (one	 for	 each	 season),	 a	 private	 reindeer-run,	 and	 two	 salmon-leaps,	 to
feudal	and	prognathous	Villeins,	semi-entitled	to	half	a	bearskin	of	winter	nights,
seven	yards	from	the	fire,	and	adscript	serfs,	holding	the	reversion	of	a	scraped
marrow-bone	under	heriot	 (Aren't	 those	beautiful	words,	Best	Beloved?).	They
were	all	there,	prancing	and	shouting,	and	they	frightened	every	fish	for	twenty
miles,	and	Tegumai	thanked	them	in	a	fluid	Neolithic	oration.



Then	Teshumai	Tewindrow	ran	down	and	kissed	and	hugged	Taffy	very	much
indeed;	but	 the	Head	Chief	of	 the	Tribe	of	Tegumai	 took	Tegumai	by	 the	 top-
knot	feathers	and	shook	him	severely.
'Explain!	Explain!	Explain!'	cried	all	the	Tribe	of	Tegumai.
'Goodness'	 sakes	 alive!'	 said	Tegumai.	 'Let	 go	 of	my	 top-knot.	Can't	 a	man

break	his	carp-spear	without	the	whole	countryside	descending	on	him?	You're	a
very	interfering	people.'
'I	don't	believe	you've	brought	my	Daddy's	black-handled	spear	after	all,'	said

Taffy.	'And	what	are	you	doing	to	my	nice	Stranger-man?'
They	 were	 thumping	 him	 by	 twos	 and	 threes	 and	 tens	 till	 his	 eyes	 turned

round	and	round.	He	could	only	gasp	and	point	at	Taffy.
'Where	 are	 the	 bad	 people	 who	 speared	 you,	 my	 darling?'	 said	 Teshumai

Tewindrow.
'There	weren't	any,'	said	Tegumai.	'My	only	visitor	this	morning	was	the	poor

fellow	 that	you	are	 trying	 to	choke.	Aren't	you	well,	or	are	you	 ill,	O	Tribe	of
Tegumai?'
'He	came	with	a	horrible	picture,'	said	the	Head	Chief,—'a	picture	that	showed

you	were	full	of	spears.'
'Er-um-Pr'aps	I'd	better	'splain	that	I	gave	him	that	picture,'	said	Taffy,	but	she

did	not	feel	quite	comfy.
'You!'	said	the	Tribe	of	Tegumai	all	together.	'Small-person-with-no-manners-

who-ought-to-be-spanked!	You?'
'Taffy	dear,	I'm	afraid	we're	in	for	a	little	trouble,'	said	her	Daddy,	and	put	his

arm	round	her,	so	she	didn't	care.
'Explain!	Explain!	Explain!'	said	the	Head	Chief	of	the	Tribe	of	Tegumai,	and

he	hopped	on	one	foot.
'I	wanted	the	Stranger-man	to	fetch	Daddy's	spear,	so	I	drawded	it,'	said	Taffy.

'There	wasn't	lots	of	spears.	There	was	only	one	spear.	I	drawded	it	three	times	to
make	 sure.	 I	 couldn't	 help	 it	 looking	 as	 if	 it	 stuck	 into	 Daddy's	 head—there
wasn't	room	on	the	birch-bark;	and	those	things	that	Mummy	called	bad	people
are	my	beavers.	I	drawded	them	to	show	him	the	way	through	the	swamp;	and	I
drawded	Mummy	at	the	mouth	of	the	Cave	looking	pleased	because	he	is	a	nice
Stranger-man,	 and	 I	 think	 you	 are	 just	 the	 stupidest	 people	 in	 the	world,'	 said
Taffy.	 'He	 is	 a	 very	 nice	man.	Why	 have	 you	 filled	 his	 hair	with	mud?	Wash
him!'
Nobody	said	anything	at	all	for	a	longtime,	till	the	Head	Chief	laughed;	then

the	Stranger-man	(who	was	at	least	a	Tewara)	laughed;	then	Tegumai	laughed	till
he	 fell	 down	 flat	 on	 the	 bank;	 then	 all	 the	Tribe	 laughed	more	 and	worse	 and
louder.	The	only	people	who	did	not	 laugh	were	Teshumai	Tewindrow	and	all



the	Neolithic	ladies.	They	were	very	polite	to	all	their	husbands,	and	said	'Idiot!'
ever	so	often.
Then	 the	 Head	 Chief	 of	 the	 Tribe	 of	 Tegumai	 cried	 and	 said	 and	 sang,	 'O

Small-person-with-out-any-manners-who-ought-to-be-spanked,	 you've	 hit	 upon
a	great	invention!'
'I	didn't	intend	to;	I	only	wanted	Daddy's	black-handled	spear,'	said	Taffy.
'Never	mind.	It	is	a	great	invention,	and	some	day	men	will	call	it	writing.	At

present	it	 is	only	pictures,	and,	as	we	have	seen	to-day,	pictures	are	not	always
properly	understood.	But	a	time	will	come,	O	Babe	of	Tegumai,	when	we	shall
make	letters—all	twenty-six	of	'em,—and	when	we	shall	be	able	to	read	as	well
as	 to	write,	 and	 then	we	 shall	 always	 say	 exactly	what	we	mean	without	 any
mistakes.	Let	the	Neolithic	ladies	wash	the	mud	out	of	the	stranger's	hair.'
'I	 shall	be	glad	of	 that,'	 said	Taffy,	 'because,	after	all,	 though	you've	brought

every	single	other	spear	 in	 the	Tribe	of	Tegumai,	you've	 forgotten	my	Daddy's
black-handled	spear.'
Then	the	Head	Chief	cried	and	said	and	sang,	 'Taffy	dear,	 the	next	 time	you

write	a	picture-letter,	you'd	better	send	a	man	who	can	talk	our	language	with	it,
to	explain	what	it	means.	I	don't	mind	it	myself,	because	I	am	a	Head	Chief,	but
it's	very	bad	for	the	rest	of	the	Tribe	of	Tegumai,	and,	as	you	can	see,	it	surprises
the	stranger.'
Then	 they	 adopted	 the	 Stranger-man	 (a	 genuine	 Tewara	 of	 Tewar)	 into	 the

Tribe	of	Tegumai,	because	he	was	a	gentleman	and	did	not	make	a	fuss	about	the
mud	that	the	Neolithic	ladies	had	put	into	his	hair.	But	from	that	day	to	this	(and
I	suppose	it	 is	all	Taffy's	fault),	very	few	little	girls	have	ever	liked	learning	to
read	 or	write.	Most	 of	 them	prefer	 to	 draw	pictures	 and	 play	 about	with	 their
Daddies—just	like	Taffy.

THERE	runs	a	road	by	Merrow	Down—
			A	grassy	track	to-day	it	is
An	hour	out	of	Guildford	town,
			Above	the	river	Wey	it	is.

Here,	when	they	heard	the	horse-bells	ring,
			The	ancient	Britons	dressed	and	rode
To	watch	the	dark	Phoenicians	bring
			Their	goods	along	the	Western	Road.

And	here,	or	hereabouts,	they	met
			To	hold	their	racial	talks	and	such—



To	barter	beads	for	Whitby	jet,
			And	tin	for	gay	shell	torques	and	such.

But	long	and	long	before	that	time
			(When	bison	used	to	roam	on	it)
Did	Taffy	and	her	Daddy	climb
			That	down,	and	had	their	home	on	it.

Then	beavers	built	in	Broadstone	brook
			And	made	a	swamp	where	Bramley	stands:
And	hears	from	Shere	would	come	and	look
			For	Taffimai	where	Shamley	stands.

The	Wey,	that	Taffy	called	Wagai,
			Was	more	than	six	times	bigger	then;
And	all	the	Tribe	of	Tegumai
			They	cut	a	noble	figure	then!



Chapter		9
How	the	Alphabet	was	Made
THE	week	after	Taffimai	Metallumai	(we	will	still	call	her	Taffy,	Best	Beloved)
made	 that	 little	mistake	about	her	Daddy's	 spear	and	 the	Stranger-man	and	 the
picture-letter	and	all,	she	went	carp-fishing	again	with	her	Daddy.	Her	Mummy
wanted	her	to	stay	at	home	and	help	hang	up	hides	to	dry	on	the	big	drying-poles
outside	 their	Neolithic	Cave,	but	Taffy	 slipped	away	down	 to	her	Daddy	quite
early,	and	they	fished.	Presently	she	began	to	giggle,	and	her	Daddy	said,	'Don't
be	silly,	child.'
'But	wasn't	 it	 inciting!'	said	Taffy.	 'Don't	you	remember	how	the	Head	Chief

puffed	 out	 his	 cheeks,	 and	 how	 funny	 the	 nice	 Stranger-man	 looked	with	 the
mud	in	his	hair?'
'Well	do	I,'	said	Tegumai.	'I	had	to	pay	two	deerskins—soft	ones	with	fringes

—to	the	Stranger-man	for	the	things	we	did	to	him.'
'We	 didn't	 do	 anything,'	 said	Taffy.	 'It	was	Mummy	 and	 the	 other	Neolithic

ladies—and	the	mud.'
'We	won't	talk	about	that,'	said	her	Daddy,	'Let's	have	lunch.'
Taffy	took	a	marrow-bone	and	sat	mousy-quiet	for	ten	whole	minutes,	while

her	Daddy	scratched	on	pieces	of	birch-bark	with	a	shark's	tooth.	Then	she	said,
'Daddy,	I've	thinked	of	a	secret	surprise.	You	make	a	noise—any	sort	of	noise.'
'Ah!'	said	Tegumai.	'Will	that	do	to	begin	with?'
'Yes,'	 said	Taffy.	 'You	 look	 just	 like	 a	 carp-fish	with	 its	mouth	 open.	 Say	 it

again,	please.'
'Ah!	ah!	ah!'	said	her	Daddy.	'Don't	be	rude,	my	daughter.'
'I'm	 not	 meaning	 rude,	 really	 and	 truly,'	 said	 Taffy.	 'It's	 part	 of	 my	 secret-

surprise-think.	Do	say	ah,	Daddy,	and	keep	your	mouth	open	at	the	end,	and	lend
me	that	tooth.	I'm	going	to	draw	a	carp-fish's	mouth	wide-open.'
'What	for?'	said	her	Daddy.
'Don't	you	see?'	said	Taffy,	scratching	away	on	the	bark.	'That	will	be	our	little

secret	s'prise.	When	I	draw	a	carp-fish	with	his	mouth	open	in	the	smoke	at	the
back	of	our	Cave—if	Mummy	doesn't	mind—it	will	remind	you	of	that	ah-noise.
Then	we	can	play	that	 it	was	me	jumped	out	of	 the	dark	and	s'prised	you	with
that	noise—same	as	I	did	in	the	beaver-swamp	last	winter.'



'Really?'	said	her	Daddy,	in	the	voice	that	grown-ups	use	when	they	are	truly
attending.	'Go	on,	Taffy.'
'Oh	bother!'	she	said.	'I	can't	draw	all	of	a	carp-fish,	but	I	can	draw	something

that	means	a	carp-fish's	mouth.	Don't	you	know	how	they	stand	on	 their	heads
rooting	in	the	mud?	Well,	here's	a	pretence	carp-fish	(we	can	play	that	the	rest	of
him	is	drawn).	Here's	just	his	mouth,	and	that	means	ah.'	And	she	drew	this.	(1.)
'That's	 not	 bad,'	 said	 Tegumai,	 and	 scratched	 on	 his	 own	 piece	 of	 bark	 for

himself;	but	you've	forgotten	the	feeler	that	hangs	across	his	mouth.'
'But	I	can't	draw,	Daddy.'
'You	needn't	draw	anything	of	him	except	 just	 the	opening	of	his	mouth	and

the	feeler	across.	Then	we'll	know	he's	a	carp-fish,	'cause	the	perches	and	trouts
haven't	got	feelers.	Look	here,	Taffy.'	And	he	drew	this.	(2.)
'Now	I'll	copy	it.'	said	Taffy.	'Will	you	understand	this	when	you	see	it?'
'Perfectly,'	said	her	Daddy.
And	she	drew	this.	(3.)	'And	I'll	be	quite	as	s'prised	when	I	see	it	anywhere,	as

if	you	had	jumped	out	from	behind	a	tree	and	said	'"Ah!"'
'Now,	make	another	noise,'	said	Taffy,	very	proud.
'Yah!'	said	her	Daddy,	very	loud.
'H'm,'	said	Taffy.	'That's	a	mixy	noise.	The	end	part	is	ah-carp-fish-mouth;	but

what	can	we	do	about	the	front	part?	Yer-yer-yer	and	ah!	Ya!'
'It's	very	like	the	carp-fish-mouth	noise.	Let's	draw	another	bit	of	the	carp-fish

and	join	'em,'	said	her	Daddy.	He	was	quite	incited	too.
'No.	 If	 they're	 joined,	 I'll	 forget.	 Draw	 it	 separate.	 Draw	 his	 tail.	 If	 he's

standing	 on	 his	 head	 the	 tail	 will	 come	 first.	 'Sides,	 I	 think	 I	 can	 draw	 tails
easiest,'	said	Taffy.
'A	good	notion,'	said	Tegumai.	 'Here's	a	carp-fish	tail	 for	 the	yer-noise.'	And

he	drew	this.	(4.)
'I'll	try	now,'	said	Taffy.	''Member	I	can't	draw	like	you,	Daddy.	Will	it	do	if	I

just	draw	the	split	part	of	 the	tail,	and	the	sticky-down	line	for	where	it	 joins?'
And	she	drew	this.	(5.)
Her	Daddy	nodded,	and	his	eyes	were	shiny	bright	with	'citement.
'That's	beautiful,'	she	said.	'Now	make	another	noise,	Daddy.'
'Oh!'	said	her	Daddy,	very	loud.
'That's	quite	easy,'	said	Taffy.	'You	make	your	mouth	all	around	like	an	egg	or

a	stone.	So	an	egg	or	a	stone	will	do	for	that.'
'You	can't	always	find	eggs	or	stones.	We'll	have	to	scratch	a	round	something

like	one.'	And	he	drew	this.	(6.)
'My	 gracious!'	 said	 Taffy,	 'what	 a	 lot	 of	 noise-pictures	 we've	 made,—carp-

mouth,	carp-tail,	and	egg!	Now,	make	another	noise,	Daddy.'



'Ssh!'	 said	 her	Daddy,	 and	 frowned	 to	 himself,	 but	 Taffy	was	 too	 incited	 to
notice.
'That's	quite	easy,'	she	said,	scratching	on	the	bark.
'Eh,	 what?'	 said	 her	 Daddy.	 'I	 meant	 I	 was	 thinking,	 and	 didn't	 want	 to	 be

disturbed.'
'It's	 a	 noise	 just	 the	 same.	 It's	 the	 noise	 a	 snake	 makes,	 Daddy,	 when	 it	 is

thinking	and	doesn't	want	to	be	disturbed.	Let's	make	the	ssh-noise	a	snake.	Will
this	do?'	And	she	drew	this.	(7.)
'There,'	she	said.	 'That's	another	s'prise-secret.	When	you	draw	a	hissy-snake

by	the	door	of	your	little	back-cave	where	you	mend	the	spears,	I'll	know	you're
thinking	hard;	and	I'll	come	in	most	mousy-quiet.	And	if	you	draw	it	on	a	tree	by
the	river	when	you	are	fishing,	I'll	know	you	want	me	to	walk	most	most	mousy-
quiet,	so	as	not	to	shake	the	banks.'
'Perfectly	 true,'	said	Tegumai.	And	there's	more	in	 this	game	than	you	think.

Taffy,	dear,	I've	a	notion	that	your	Daddy's	daughter	has	hit	upon	the	finest	thing
that	there	ever	was	since	the	Tribe	of	Tegumai	took	to	using	shark's	teeth	instead
of	 flints	 for	 their	 spear-heads.	 I	 believe	we've	 found	 out	 the	 big	 secret	 of	 the
world.'
'Why?'	said	Taffy,	and	her	eyes	shone	too	with	incitement.
'I'll	show,'	said	her	Daddy.	'What's	water	in	the	Tegumai	language?'
'Ya,	of	course,	and	it	means	river	too—like	Wagai-ya—the	Wagai	river.'
'What	is	bad	water	that	gives	you	fever	if	you	drink	it—black	water—swamp-

water?'
'Yo,	of	course.'
'Now	 look,'	 said	 her	Daddy.	 'S'pose	 you	 saw	 this	 scratched	by	 the	 side	 of	 a

pool	in	the	beaver-swamp?'	And	he	drew	this.	(8.)
'Carp-tail	 and	 round	 egg.	 Two	 noises	 mixed!	 Yo,	 bad	 water,'	 said	 Taffy.

''Course	I	wouldn't	drink	that	water	because	I'd	know	you	said	it	was	bad.'
'But	I	needn't	be	near	the	water	at	all.	I	might	be	miles	away,	hunting,	and	still

—'
'And	 still	 it	would	 be	 just	 the	 same	 as	 if	 you	 stood	 there	 and	 said,	 "G'way,

Taffy,	or	you'll	get	fever."	All	that	in	a	carp-fish-tail	and	a	round	egg!	O	Daddy,
we	must	tell	Mummy,	quick!'	and	Taffy	danced	all	round	him.
'Not	yet,'	said	Tegumai;	'not	till	we've	gone	a	little	further.	Let's	see.	Yo	is	bad

water,	but	So	is	food	cooked	on	the	fire,	isn't	it?'	And	he	drew	this.	(9.)
'Yes.	Snake	and	egg,'	said	Taffy	'So	that	means	dinner's	ready.	If	you	saw	that

scratched	on	a	tree	you'd	know	it	was	time	to	come	to	the	Cave.	So'd	I.'
'My	 Winkie!'	 said	 Tegumai.	 'That's	 true	 too.	 But	 wait	 a	 minute.	 I	 see	 a

difficulty.	 SO	means	 "come	 and	 have	 dinner,"	 but	 sho	means	 the	 drying-poles



where	we	hang	our	hides.'
'Horrid	old	drying-poles!'	said	Taffy.	'I	hate	helping	to	hang	heavy,	hot,	hairy

hides	on	them.	If	you	drew	the	snake	and	egg,	and	I	thought	it	meant	dinner,	and
I	came	in	from	the	wood	and	found	that	it	meant	I	was	to	help	Mummy	hang	the
two	hides	on	the	drying-poles,	what	would	I	do?'
'You'd	be	cross.	So'd	Mummy.	We	must	make	a	new	picture	for	sho.	We	must

draw	a	 spotty	 snake	 that	 hisses	 sh-sh,	 and	we'll	 play	 that	 the	plain	 snake	only
hisses	ssss.'
'I	couldn't	be	sure	how	to	put	in	the	spots,'	said	Taffy.	'And	p'raps	if	you	were

in	a	hurry	you	might	leave	them	out,	and	I'd	think	it	was	so	when	it	was	sho,	and
then	Mummy	 would	 catch	 me	 just	 the	 same.	 No!	 I	 think	 we'd	 better	 draw	 a
picture	of	the	horrid	high	drying-poles	their	very	selves,	and	make	quite	sure.	I'll
put	them	in	just	after	the	hissy-snake.	Look!'	And	she	drew	this.	(10.)
'P'raps	 that's	 safest.	 It's	very	 like	our	drying-poles,	anyhow,'	 said	her	Daddy,

laughing.	 'Now	I'll	make	a	new	noise	with	a	snake	and	drying-pole	sound	in	it.
I'll	say	shi.	That's	Tegumai	for	spear,	Taffy.'	And	he	laughed.
'Don't	make	fun	of	me,'	said	Taffy,	as	she	thought	of	her	picture-letter	and	the

mud	in	the	Stranger-man's	hair.	'You	draw	it,	Daddy.'
'We	won't	have	beavers	or	hills	this	time,	eh?'	said	her	Daddy,	'I'll	just	draw	a

straight	line	for	my	spear.'	and	he	drew	this.	(11.)
'Even	Mummy	couldn't	mistake	that	for	me	being	killed.'
'Please	 don't,	 Daddy.	 It	 makes	 me	 uncomfy.	 Do	 some	 more	 noises.	 We're

getting	on	beautifully.'
'Er-hm!'	said	Tegumai,	looking	up.	'We'll	say	shu.	That	means	sky.'
Taffy	drew	the	snake	and	the	drying-pole.	Then	she	stopped.	'We	must	make	a

new	picture	for	that	end	sound,	mustn't	we?'
'Shu-shu-u-u-u!'	said	her	Daddy.	'Why,	it's	just	like	the	round-egg-sound	made

thin.'
'Then	s'pose	we	draw	a	thin	round	egg,	and	pretend	it's	a	frog	that	hasn't	eaten

anything	for	years.'
'N-no,'	said	her	Daddy.	'If	we	drew	that	in	a	hurry	we	might	mistake	it	for	the

round	egg	itself.	Shu-shu-shu!	'I	tell	you	what	we'll	do.	We'll	open	a	little	hole	at
the	end	of	the	round	egg	to	show	how	the	O-noise	runs	out	all	thin,	ooo-oo-oo.
Like	this.'	And	he	drew	this.	(12.)
'Oh,	that's	lovely!	Much	better	than	a	thin	frog.	Go	on,'	said	Taffy,	using	her

shark's	tooth.	Her	Daddy	went	on	drawing,	and	his	hand	shook	with	incitement.
He	went	on	till	he	had	drawn	this.	(13.)
'Don't	look	up,	Taffy,'	he	said.	'Try	if	you	can	make	out	what	that	means	in	the

Tegumai	language.	If	you	can,	we've	found	the	Secret.'



'Snake—pole—broken—egg—carp—tail	and	carp-mouth,'	said	Taffy.	'Shu-ya.
Sky-water	(rain).'	Just	then	a	drop	fell	on	her	hand,	for	the	day	had	clouded	over.
'Why,	Daddy,	it's	raining.	Was	that	what	you	meant	to	tell	me?'
'Of	course,'	said	her	Daddy.	'And	I	told	it	you	without	saying	a	word,	didn't	I?'
'Well,	I	 think	I	would	have	known	it	 in	a	minute,	but	that	raindrop	made	me

quite	sure.	I'll	always	remember	now.	Shu-ya	means	rain,	or	"it	is	going	to	rain."
Why,	Daddy!'	She	got	up	and	danced	round	him.	 'S'pose	you	went	out	before	I
was	awake,	and	drawed	shu-ya	in	the	smoke	on	the	wall,	I'd	know	it	was	going
to	rain	and	I'd	take	my	beaver-skin	hood.	Wouldn't	Mummy	be	surprised?'
Tegumai	got	up	and	danced.	(Daddies	didn't	mind	doing	those	things	in	those

days.)	 'More	 than	 that!	More	 than	 that!'	he	 said.	 'S'pose	 I	wanted	 to	 tell	you	 it
wasn't	going	to	rain	much	and	you	must	come	down	to	the	river,	what	would	we
draw?	Say	the	words	in	Tegumai-talk	first.'
'Shu-ya-las,	 ya	maru.	 (Sky-water	 ending.	River	 come	 to.)	what	 a	 lot	 of	new

sounds!	I	don't	see	how	we	can	draw	them.'
'But	I	do—but	I	do!'	said	Tegumai.	'Just	attend	a	minute,	Taffy,	and	we	won't

do	 any	more	 to-day.	We've	 got	 shu-ya	 all	 right,	 haven't	 we?	 But	 this	 las	 is	 a
teaser.	La-la-la'	and	he	waved	his	shark-tooth.
'There's	the	hissy-snake	at	the	end	and	the	carp-mouth	before	the	snake—as-

as-as.	We	only	want	la-la,'	said	Taffy.
'I	 know	 it,	 but	we	 have	 to	make	 la-la.	And	we're	 the	 first	 people	 in	 all	 the

world	who've	ever	tried	to	do	it,	Taffimai!'
'Well,'	 said	Taffy,	yawning,	 for	 she	was	 rather	 tired.	 'Las	means	breaking	or

finishing	as	well	as	ending,	doesn't	it?'
'So	it	does,'	said	Tegumai.	 'To-las	means	that	there's	no	water	in	the	tank	for

Mummy	to	cook	with—just	when	I'm	going	hunting,	too.'
'And	shi-las	means	that	your	spear	is	broken.	If	I'd	only	thought	of	that	instead

of	drawing	silly	beaver	pictures	for	the	Stranger!'
'La!	La!	La!'	said	Tegumai,	waiving	his	stick	and	frowning.	'Oh	bother!'
'I	could	have	drawn	shi	quite	easily,'	Taffy	went	on.	'Then	I'd	have	drawn	your

spear	all	broken—this	way!'	And	she	drew.	(14.)
'The	very	thing,'	said	Tegumai.	'That's	la	all	over.	It	isn't	like	any	of	the	other

marks	either.'	And	he	drew	this.	(15.)
'Now	 for	 ya.	Oh,	we've	 done	 that	 before.	Now	 for	maru.	Mum-mum-mum.

Mum	shuts	one's	mouth	up,	doesn't	it?	We'll	draw	a	shut	mouth	like	this.'	And	he
drew.	(16.)
'Then	the	carp-mouth	open.	That	makes	Ma-ma-ma!	But	what	about	this	rrrrr-

thing,	Taffy?'
'It	sounds	all	 rough	and	edgy,	 like	your	shark-tooth	saw	when	you're	cutting



out	a	plank	for	the	canoe,'	said	Taffy.
'You	mean	all	sharp	at	the	edges,	like	this?'	said	Tegumai.	And	he	drew.	(17.)
''Xactly,'	said	Taffy.	'But	we	don't	want	all	those	teeth:	only	put	two.'
'I'll	only	put	in	one,'	said	Tegumai.	'If	this	game	of	ours	is	going	to	be	what	I

think	 it	will,	 the	 easier	we	make	 our	 sound-pictures	 the	 better	 for	 everybody.'
And	he	drew.	(18.)
'Now,	we've	got	 it,'	said	Tegumai,	standing	on	one	leg.	 'I'll	draw	 'em	all	 in	a

string	like	fish.'
'Hadn't	we	better	put	a	little	bit	of	stick	or	something	between	each	word,	so's

they	won't	rub	up	against	each	other	and	jostle,	same	as	if	they	were	carps?'
'Oh,	 I'll	 leave	 a	 space	 for	 that,'	 said	her	Daddy.	And	very	 incitedly	he	drew

them	all	without	stopping,	on	a	big	new	bit	of	birch-bark.	(19.)
'Shu-ya-las	ya-maru,'	said	Taffy,	reading	it	out	sound	by	sound.
'That's	enough	for	to-day,'	said	Tegumai.	 'Besides,	you're	getting	tired,	Taffy.

Never	mind,	dear.	We'll	finish	it	all	to-morrow,	and	then	we'll	be	remembered	for
years	 and	 years	 after	 the	 biggest	 trees	 you	 can	 see	 are	 all	 chopped	 up	 for
firewood.'
So	they	went	home,	and	all	 that	evening	Tegumai	sat	on	one	side	of	 the	fire

and	Taffy	on	the	other,	drawing	ya's	and	yo's	and	shu's	and	shi's	in	the	smoke	on
the	 wall	 and	 giggling	 together	 till	 her	Mummy	 said,	 'Really,	 Tegumai,	 you're
worse	than	my	Taffy.'
'Please	don't	mind,'	said	Taffy.	 'It's	only	our	secret-s'prise,	Mummy	dear,	and

we'll	tell	you	all	about	it	the	very	minute	it's	done;	but	please	don't	ask	me	what
it	is	now,	or	else	I'll	have	to	tell.'
So	 her	 Mummy	 most	 carefully	 didn't;	 and	 bright	 and	 early	 next	 morning

Tegumai	went	down	 to	 the	 river	 to	 think	about	new	sound	pictures,	 and	when
Taffy	got	up	she	saw	Ya-las	(water	is	ending	or	running	out)	chalked	on	the	side
of	the	big	stone	water-tank,	outside	the	Cave.
'Um,'	 said	 Taffy.	 'These	 picture-sounds	 are	 rather	 a	 bother!	 Daddy's	 just	 as

good	as	come	here	himself	and	told	me	to	get	more	water	for	Mummy	to	cook
with.'	She	went	to	the	spring	at	the	back	of	the	house	and	filled	the	tank	from	a
bark	bucket,	and	then	she	ran	down	to	the	river	and	pulled	her	Daddy's	left	ear—
the	one	that	belonged	to	her	to	pull	when	she	was	good.
'Now	 come	 along	 and	 we'll	 draw	 all	 the	 left-over	 sound-pictures,'	 said	 her

Daddy,	 and	 they	 had	 a	 most	 inciting	 day	 of	 it,	 and	 a	 beautiful	 lunch	 in	 the
middle,	and	 two	games	of	 romps.	When	 they	came	 to	T,	Taffy	said	 that	as	her
name,	and	her	Daddy's,	and	her	Mummy's	all	began	with	that	sound,	they	should
draw	a	sort	of	family	group	of	themselves	holding	hands.	That	was	all	very	well
to	draw	once	or	twice;	but	when	it	came	to	drawing	it	six	or	seven	times,	Taffy



and	Tegumai	drew	it	scratchier	and	scratchier,	till	at	last	the	T-sound	was	only	a
thin	 long	Tegumai	with	his	arms	out	 to	hold	Taffy	and	Teshumai.	You	can	see
from	these	three	pictures	partly	how	it	happened.	(20,	21,	22.)
Many	of	the	other	pictures	were	much	too	beautiful	to	begin	with,	especially

before	 lunch,	 but	 as	 they	were	 drawn	over	 and	over	 again	 on	birch-bark,	 they
became	plainer	and	easier,	 till	at	 last	even	Tegumai	said	he	could	find	no	fault
with	them.	They	turned	the	hissy-snake	the	other	way	round	for	the	Z-sound,	to
show	it	was	hissing	backwards	in	a	soft	and	gentle	way	(23);	and	they	just	made
a	 twiddle	for	E,	because	 it	came	into	 the	pictures	so	often	(24);	and	 they	drew
pictures	of	the	sacred	Beaver	of	the	Tegumais	for	the	B-sound	(25,	26,	27,	28);
and	because	it	was	a	nasty,	nosy	noise,	they	just	drew	noses	for	the	N-sound,	till
they	were	tired	(29);	and	they	drew	a	picture	of	the	big	lake-pike's	mouth	for	the
greedy	Ga-sound	(30);	and	they	drew	the	pike's	mouth	again	with	a	spear	behind
it	for	the	scratchy,	hurty	Ka-sound	(31);	and	they	drew	pictures	of	a	little	bit	of
the	winding	Wagai	river	for	the	nice	windy-windy	Wa-sound	(32,	33);	and	so	on
and	so	forth	and	so	following	till	they	had	done	and	drawn	all	the	sound-pictures
that	they	wanted,	and	there	was	the	Alphabet,	all	complete.
And	 after	 thousands	 and	 thousands	 and	 thousands	 of	 years,	 and	 after

Hieroglyphics	and	Demotics,	and	Nilotics,	and	Cryptics,	and	Cufics,	and	Runics,
and	 Dorics,	 and	 Ionics,	 and	 all	 sorts	 of	 other	 ricks	 and	 tricks	 (because	 the
Woons,	and	 the	Neguses,	and	 the	Akhoonds,	and	 the	Repositories	of	Tradition
would	 never	 leave	 a	 good	 thing	 alone	 when	 they	 saw	 it),	 the	 fine	 old	 easy,
understandable	Alphabet—A,	B,	C,	D,	E,	and	the	rest	of	'em—got	back	into	its
proper	shape	again	for	all	Best	Beloveds	to	learn	when	they	are	old	enough.
But	 I	 remember	 Tegumai	 Bopsulai,	 and	 Taffimai	Metallumai	 and	 Teshumai

Tewindrow,	her	dear	Mummy,	and	all	the	days	gone	by.	And	it	was	so—just	so
—a	little	time	ago—on	the	banks	of	the	big	Wagai!

OF	all	the	Tribe	of	Tegumai
			Who	cut	that	figure,	none	remain,—
On	Merrow	Down	the	cuckoos	cry
			The	silence	and	the	sun	remain.

But	as	the	faithful	years	return
			And	hearts	unwounded	sing	again,
Comes	Taffy	dancing	through	the	fern
			To	lead	the	Surrey	spring	again.

Her	brows	are	bound	with	bracken-fronds,



			And	golden	elf-locks	fly	above;
Her	eyes	are	bright	as	diamonds
			And	bluer	than	the	skies	above.

In	mocassins	and	deer-skin	cloak,
			Unfearing,	free	and	fair	she	flits,
And	lights	her	little	damp-wood	smoke
			To	show	her	Daddy	where	she	flits.

For	far—oh,	very	far	behind,
			So	far	she	cannot	call	to	him,
Comes	Tegumai	alone	to	find
			The	daughter	that	was	all	to	him.



Chapter		10	
The	Crab	that	Played	with	the	Sea
BEFORE	the	High	and	Far-Off	Times,	O	my	Best	Beloved,	came	 the	Time	of
the	Very	Beginnings;	 and	 that	was	 in	 the	 days	when	 the	Eldest	Magician	was
getting	Things	ready.	First	he	got	the	Earth	ready;	then	he	got	the	Sea	ready;	and
then	he	told	all	the	Animals	that	they	could	come	out	and	play.	And	the	Animals
said,	 'O	Eldest	Magician,	what	shall	we	play	at?'	and	he	said,	 'I	will	show	you.
He	took	the	Elephant—All-the-Elephant-there-was—and	said,	 'Play	at	being	an
Elephant,'	and	All-the-Elephant-there-was	played.	He	took	the	Beaver—All-the-
Beaver-there-was	 and	 said,	 'Play	 at	 being	 a	Beaver,'	 and	All-the	Beaver-there-
was	played.	He	took	the	Cow—All-the	Cow-there-was—and	said,	'Play	at	being
a	Cow,'	 and	All-the-Cow-there-was	played.	He	 took	 the	Turtle—All-the-Turtle
there-was	and	said,	'Play	at	being	a	Turtle,'	and	All-the-Turtle-there-was	played.
One	by	one	he	took	all	the	beasts	and	birds	and	fishes	and	told	them	what	to	play
at.
But	 towards	 evening,	when	 people	 and	 things	 grow	 restless	 and	 tired,	 there

came	up	 the	Man	 (With	his	own	 little	girl-daughter?)—Yes,	with	his	own	best
beloved	 little	girl-daughter	sitting	upon	his	shoulder,	and	he	said,	 'What	 is	 this
play,	Eldest	Magician?'	And	the	Eldest	Magician	said,	'Ho,	Son	of	Adam,	this	is
the	play	of	the	Very	Beginning;	but	you	are	too	wise	for	this	play.'	And	the	Man
saluted	and	said,	'Yes,	I	am	too	wise	for	this	play;	but	see	that	you	make	all	the
Animals	obedient	to	me.'
Now,	while	the	two	were	talking	together,	Pau	Amma	the	Crab,	who	was	next

in	the	game,	scuttled	off	sideways	and	stepped	into	the	sea,	saying	to	himself,	'I
will	play	my	play	alone	in	the	deep	waters,	and	I	will	never	be	obedient	to	this
son	of	Adam.'	Nobody	saw	him	go	away	except	the	little	girl-daughter	where	she
leaned	 on	 the	Man's	 shoulder.	 And	 the	 play	 went	 on	 till	 there	 were	 no	 more
Animals	left	without	orders;	and	the	Eldest	Magician	wiped	the	fine	dust	off	his
hands	and	walked	about	the	world	to	see	how	the	Animals	were	playing.
He	 went	 North,	 Best	 Beloved,	 and	 he	 found	 All-the-Elephant-there-was

digging	with	his	tusks	and	stamping	with	his	feet	in	the	nice	new	clean	earth	that
had	been	made	ready	for	him.
'Kun?'	said	All-the-Elephant-there-was,	meaning,	'Is	this	right?'



'Payah	kun,'	 said	 the	Eldest	Magician,	meaning,	 'That	 is	 quite	 right';	 and	he
breathed	upon	the	great	rocks	and	lumps	of	earth	that	All-the-Elephant-there-was
had	 thrown	up,	and	 they	became	 the	great	Himalayan	Mountains,	and	you	can
look	them	out	on	the	map.
He	went	East,	 and	he	 found	All-the-Cow	 there-was	 feeding	 in	 the	 field	 that

had	been	made	ready	for	her,	and	she	licked	her	tongue	round	a	whole	forest	at	a
time,	and	swallowed	it	and	sat	down	to	chew	her	cud.
'Kun?'	said	All-the-Cow-there-was.
'Payah	 kun,'	 said	 the	Eldest	Magician;	 and	 he	 breathed	 upon	 the	 bare	 patch

where	 she	 had	 eaten,	 and	 upon	 the	 place	 where	 she	 had	 sat	 down,	 and	 one
became	the	great	Indian	Desert,	and	the	other	became	the	Desert	of	Sahara,	and
you	can	look	them	out	on	the	map.
He	went	West,	and	he	found	All-the-Beaver-there-was	making	a	beaver-dam

across	the	mouths	of	broad	rivers	that	had	been	got	ready	for	him.
'Kun?'	said	All-the-Beaver-there-was.
'Payah	kun,'	 said	 the	Eldest	Magician;	and	he	breathed	upon	 the	 fallen	 trees

and	the	still	water,	and	they	became	the	Everglades	in	Florida,	and	you	may	look
them	out	on	the	map.
Then	 he	went	 South	 and	 found	All-the-Turtle-there-was	 scratching	with	 his

flippers	in	the	sand	that	had	been	got	ready	for	him,	and	the	sand	and	the	rocks
whirled	through	the	air	and	fell	far	off	into	the	sea.
'Kun?'	said	All-the-Turtle-there-was.
'Payah	kun,'	said	the	Eldest	Magician;	and	he	breathed	upon	the	sand	and	the

rocks,	 where	 they	 had	 fallen	 in	 the	 sea,	 and	 they	 became	 the	 most	 beautiful
islands	 of	 Borneo,	 Celebes,	 Sumatra,	 Java,	 and	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 Malay
Archipelago,	and	you	can	look	them	out	on	the	map!
By	and	by	the	Eldest	Magician	met	the	Man	on	the	banks	of	the	Perak	river,

and	said,	'Ho!	Son	of	Adam,	are	all	the	Animals	obedient	to	you?'
'Yes,'	said	the	Man.
'Is	all	the	Earth	obedient	to	you?'
'Yes,'	said	the	Man.
'Is	all	the	Sea	obedient	to	you?'
'No,'	 said	 the	Man.	 'Once	a	day	and	once	a	night	 the	Sea	 runs	up	 the	Perak

river	and	drives	the	sweet-water	back	into	the	forest,	so	that	my	house	is	made
wet;	once	a	day	and	once	a	night	it	runs	down	the	river	and	draws	all	the	water
after	it,	so	that	there	is	nothing	left	but	mud,	and	my	canoe	is	upset.	Is	that	the
play	you	told	it	to	play?'
'No,'	said	the	Eldest	Magician.	'That	is	a	new	and	a	bad	play.'
'Look!'	said	the	Man,	and	as	he	spoke	the	great	Sea	came	up	the	mouth	of	the



Perak	river,	driving	the	river	backwards	till	it	overflowed	all	the	dark	forests	for
miles	and	miles,	and	flooded	the	Man's	house.
'This	is	wrong.	Launch	your	canoe	and	we	will	find	out	who	is	playing	with

the	Sea,'	 said	 the	Eldest	Magician.	They	 stepped	 into	 the	canoe;	 the	 little	girl-
daughter	came	with	 them;	and	 the	Man	 took	his	kris—a	curving,	wavy	dagger
with	a	blade	like	a	flame,—and	they	pushed	out	on	the	Perak	river.	Then	the	sea
began	to	run	back	and	back,	and	the	canoe	was	sucked	out	of	the	mouth	of	the
Perak	 river,	 past	 Selangor,	 past	 Malacca,	 past	 Singapore,	 out	 and	 out	 to	 the
Island	of	Bingtang,	as	though	it	had	been	pulled	by	a	string.
Then	the	Eldest	Magician	stood	up	and	shouted,	'Ho!	beasts,	birds,	and	fishes,

that	I	took	between	my	hands	at	the	Very	Beginning	and	taught	the	play	that	you
should	play,	which	one	of	you	is	playing	with	the	Sea?'
Then	all	the	beasts,	birds,	and	fishes	said	together,	'Eldest	Magician,	we	play

the	plays	that	you	taught	us	to	play—we	and	our	children's	children.	But	not	one
of	us	plays	with	the	Sea.'
Then	the	Moon	rose	big	and	full	over	the	water,	and	the	Eldest	Magician	said

to	 the	hunchbacked	old	man	who	sits	 in	 the	Moon	spinning	a	fishing-line	with
which	he	hopes	one	day	 to	 catch	 the	world,	 'Ho!	Fisher	of	 the	Moon,	 are	you
playing	with	the	Sea?'
'No,'	 said	 the	Fisherman,	 'I	 am	 spinning	 a	 line	with	which	 I	 shall	 some	day

catch	 the	world;	but	 I	do	not	play	with	 the	Sea.'	And	he	went	on	 spinning	his
line.
Now	there	is	also	a	Rat	up	in	the	Moon	who	always	bites	the	old	Fisherman's

line	as	 fast	as	 it	 is	made,	and	 the	Eldest	Magician	said	 to	him,	 'Ho!	Rat	of	 the
Moon,	are	you	playing	with	the	Sea?'
And	the	Rat	said,	'I	am	too	busy	biting	through	the	line	that	this	old	Fisherman

is	spinning.	I	do	not	play	with	the	Sea.'	And	he	went	on	biting	the	line.
Then	 the	 little	 girl-daughter	 put	 up	 her	 little	 soft	 brown	 arms	 with	 the

beautiful	 white	 shell	 bracelets	 and	 said,	 'O	 Eldest	Magician!	 when	 my	 father
here	talked	to	you	at	the	Very	Beginning,	and	I	leaned	upon	his	shoulder	while
the	beasts	were	being	taught	their	plays,	one	beast	went	away	naughtily	into	the
Sea	before	you	had	taught	him	his	play.
And	the	Eldest	Magician	said,	 'How	wise	are	 little	children	who	see	and	are

silent!	What	was	the	beast	like?'
And	the	little	girl-daughter	said,	'He	was	round	and	he	was	flat;	and	his	eyes

grew	upon	 stalks;	 and	he	walked	 sideways	 like	 this;	 and	he	was	 covered	with
strong	armour	upon	his	back.'
And	the	Eldest	Magician	said,	 'How	wise	are	little	children	who	speak	truth!

Now	I	know	where	Pau	Amma	went.	Give	me	the	paddle!'



So	he	took	the	paddle;	but	there	was	no	need	to	paddle,	for	the	water	flowed
steadily	past	all	 the	 islands	 till	 they	came	 to	 the	place	called	Pusat	Tasek—the
Heart	of	the	Sea—where	the	great	hollow	is	that	leads	down	to	the	heart	of	the
world,	and	in	that	hollow	grows	the	Wonderful	Tree,	Pauh	Janggi,	that	bears	the
magic	 twin	 nuts.	 Then	 the	 Eldest	 Magician	 slid	 his	 arm	 up	 to	 the	 shoulder
through	 the	 deep	 warm	 water,	 and	 under	 the	 roots	 of	 the	Wonderful	 Tree	 he
touched	the	broad	back	of	Pau	Amma	the	Crab.	And	Pau	Amma	settled	down	at
the	 touch,	and	all	 the	Sea	 rose	up	as	water	 rises	 in	a	basin	when	you	put	your
hand	into	it.
'Ah!'	 said	 the	Eldest	Magician.	 'Now	I	know	who	has	been	playing	with	 the

Sea;'	and	he	called	out,	'What	are	you	doing,	Pau	Amma?'
And	Pau	Amma,	deep	down	below,	answered,	'Once	a	day	and	once	a	night	I

go	 out	 to	 look	 for	my	 food.	Once	 a	 day	 and	 once	 a	 night	 I	 return.	 Leave	me
alone.'
Then	 the	Eldest	Magician	 said,	 'Listen,	 Pau	Amma.	When	you	go	 out	 from

your	cave	the	waters	of	the	Sea	pour	down	into	Pusat	Tasek,	and	all	the	beaches
of	all	 the	 islands	are	 left	bare,	and	 the	 little	 fish	die,	and	Raja	Moyang	Kaban,
the	King	of	the	Elephants,	his	legs	are	made	muddy.	When	you	come	back	and
sit	 in	 Pusat	 Tasek,	 the	 waters	 of	 the	 Sea	 rise,	 and	 half	 the	 little	 islands	 are
drowned,	 and	 the	Man's	 house	 is	 flooded,	 and	Raja	Abdullah,	 the	King	of	 the
Crocodiles,	his	mouth	is	filled	with	the	salt	water.
Then	Pau	Amma,	deep	down	below,	laughed	and	said,	 'I	did	not	know	I	was

so	important.	Henceforward	I	will	go	out	seven	times	a	day,	and	the	waters	shall
never	be	still.'
And	 the	 Eldest	Magician	 said,	 'I	 cannot	 make	 you	 play	 the	 play	 you	 were

meant	to	play,	Pau	Amma,	because	you	escaped	me	at	the	Very	Beginning;	but	if
you	are	not	afraid,	come	up	and	we	will	talk	about	it.'
'I	 am	 not	 afraid,'	 said	 Pau	Amma,	 and	 he	 rose	 to	 the	 top	 of	 the	 sea	 in	 the

moonlight.	There	was	nobody	in	the	world	so	big	as	Pau	Amma—for	he	was	the
King	Crab	of	all	Crabs.	Not	a	common	Crab,	but	a	King	Crab.	One	side	of	his
great	shell	touched	the	beach	at	Sarawak;	the	other	touched	the	beach	at	Pahang;
and	he	was	taller	than	the	smoke	of	three	volcanoes!	As	he	rose	up	through	the
branches	 of	 the	Wonderful	 Tree	 he	 tore	 off	 one	 of	 the	 great	 twin	 fruits—the
magic	 double	 kernelled	 nuts	 that	 make	 people	 young,—and	 the	 little	 girl-
daughter	saw	it	bobbing	alongside	the	canoe,	and	pulled	it	in	and	began	to	pick
out	the	soft	eyes	of	it	with	her	little	golden	scissors.
'Now,'	 said	 the	Magician,	 'make	 a	Magic,	 Pau	Amma,	 to	 show	 that	 you	 are

really	important.'
Pau	Amma	rolled	his	eyes	and	waved	his	 legs,	but	he	could	only	stir	up	 the



Sea,	because,	though	he	was	a	King	Crab,	he	was	nothing	more	than	a	Crab,	and
the	Eldest	Magician	laughed.
'You	are	not	so	important	after	all,	Pau	Amma,'	he	said.	'Now,	let	me	try,'	and

he	made	a	Magic	with	his	left	hand—with	just	the	little	finger	of	his	left	hand—
and—lo	and	behold,	Best	Beloved,	Pau	Amma's	hard,	blue-green-black	shell	fell
off	him	as	a	husk	falls	off	a	cocoa-nut,	and	Pau	Amma	was	left	all	soft—soft	as
the	little	crabs	that	you	sometimes	find	on	the	beach,	Best	Beloved.
'Indeed,	 you	 are	 very	 important,'	 said	 the	 Eldest	Magician.	 'Shall	 I	 ask	 the

Man	here	to	cut	you	with	kris?	Shall	I	send	for	Raja	Moyang	Kaban,	the	King	of
the	 Elephants,	 to	 pierce	 you	with	 his	 tusks,	 or	 shall	 I	 call	 Raja	Abdullah,	 the
King	of	the	Crocodiles,	to	bite	you?'
And	Pau	Amma	said,	'I	am	ashamed!	Give	me	back	my	hard	shell	and	let	me

go	back	to	Pusat	Tasek,	and	I	will	only	stir	out	once	a	day	and	once	a	night	to	get
my	food.'
And	the	Eldest	Magician	said,	'No,	Pau	Amma,	I	will	not	give	you	back	your

shell,	for	you	will	grow	bigger	and	prouder	and	stronger,	and	perhaps	you	will
forget	your	promise,	and	you	will	play	with	the	Sea	once	more.
Then	Pau	Amma	said,	 'What	 shall	 I	do?	 I	am	so	big	 that	 I	 can	only	hide	 in

Pusat	Tasek,	and	if	I	go	anywhere	else,	all	soft	as	I	am	now,	the	sharks	and	the
dogfish	will	eat	me.	And	if	 I	go	 to	Pusat	Tasek,	all	soft	as	I	am	now,	 though	I
may	 be	 safe,	 I	 can	 never	 stir	 out	 to	 get	my	 food,	 and	 so	 I	 shall	 die.'	 Then	 he
waved	his	legs	and	lamented.
'Listen,	 Pau	Amma,'	 said	 the	 Eldest	Magician.	 'I	 cannot	make	 you	 play	 the

play	you	were	meant	to	play,	because	you	escaped	me	at	the	Very	Beginning;	but
if	you	choose,	I	can	make	every	stone	and	every	hole	and	every	bunch	of	weed
in	all	the	seas	a	safe	Pusat	Tasek	for	you	and	your	children	for	always.'
Then	Pau	Amma	said,	 'That	 is	good,	but	I	do	not	choose	yet.	Look!	 there	 is

that	Man	who	talked	to	you	at	the	Very	Beginning.	If	he	had	not	taken	up	your
attention	 I	 should	 not	 have	 grown	 tired	 of	waiting	 and	 run	 away,	 and	 all	 this
would	never	have	happened.	What	will	he	do	for	me?'
And	the	Man	said,	'If	you	choose,	I	will	make	a	Magic,	so	that	both	the	deep

water	and	the	dry	ground	will	be	a	home	for	you	and	your	children—so	that	you
shall	be	able	to	hide	both	on	the	land	and	in	the	sea.'
And	Pau	Amma	said,	'I	do	not	choose	yet.	Look!	there	is	that	girl	who	saw	me

running	away	at	the	Very	Beginning.	If	she	had	spoken	then,	the	Eldest	Magician
would	have	called	me	back,	and	all	this	would	never	have	happened.	What	will
she	do	for	me?'
And	 the	 little	girl-daughter	 said,	 'This	 is	a	good	nut	 that	 I	am	eating.	 If	you

choose,	I	will	make	a	Magic	and	I	will	give	you	this	pair	of	scissors,	very	sharp



and	strong,	so	that	you	and	your	children	can	eat	cocoa-nuts	like	this	all	day	long
when	you	come	up	from	the	Sea	 to	 the	 land;	or	you	can	dig	a	Pusat	Tasek	for
yourself	with	the	scissors	that	belong	to	you	when	there	is	no	stone	or	hole	near
by;	and	when	the	earth	 is	 too	hard,	by	the	help	of	 these	same	scissors	you	can
run	up	a	tree.'
And	 Pau	Amma	 said,	 'I	 do	 not	 choose	 yet,	 for,	 all	 soft	 as	 I	 am,	 these	 gifts

would	not	help	me.	Give	me	back	my	shell,	O	Eldest	Magician,	and	then	I	will
play	your	play.'
And	 the	 Eldest	 Magician	 said,	 'I	 will	 give	 it	 back,	 Pau	 Amma,	 for	 eleven

months	 of	 the	 year;	 but	 on	 the	 twelfth	month	 of	 every	 year	 it	 shall	 grow	 soft
again,	to	remind	you	and	all	your	children	that	I	can	make	magics,	and	to	keep
you	humble,	Pau	Amma;	for	I	see	that	if	you	can	run	both	under	the	water	and
on	land,	you	will	grow	too	bold;	and	if	you	can	climb	trees	and	crack	nuts	and
dig	holes	with	your	scissors,	you	will	grow	too	greedy,	Pau	Amma.'
Then	Pau	Amma	thought	a	little	and	said,	'I	have	made	my	choice.	I	will	take

all	the	gifts.'
Then	 the	 Eldest	Magician	made	 a	Magic	 with	 the	 right	 hand,	 with	 all	 five

fingers	 of	 his	 right	 hand,	 and	 lo	 and	 behold,	 Best	 Beloved,	 Pau	 Amma	 grew
smaller	 and	 smaller	 and	 smaller,	 till	 at	 last	 there	 was	 only	 a	 little	 green	 crab
swimming	in	the	water	alongside	the	canoe,	crying	in	a	very	small	voice,	'Give
me	the	scissors!'
And	the	girl-daughter	picked	him	up	on	the	palm	of	her	little	brown	hand,	and

sat	him	in	the	bottom	of	the	canoe	and	gave	him	her	scissors,	and	he	waved	them
in	his	little	arms,	and	opened	them	and	shut	them	and	snapped	them,	and	said,	'I
can	eat	nuts.	I	can	crack	shells.	I	can	dig	holes.	I	can	climb	trees.	I	can	breathe	in
the	dry	air,	and	I	can	find	a	safe	Pusat	Tasek	under	every	stone.	I	did	not	know	I
was	so	important.	Kun?'	(Is	this	right?)
'Payah-kun,'	 said	 the	 Eldest	 Magician,	 and	 he	 laughed	 and	 gave	 him	 his

blessing;	and	little	Pau	Amma	scuttled	over	the	side	of	the	canoe	into	the	water;
and	he	was	so	tiny	that	he	could	have	hidden	under	the	shadow	of	a	dry	leaf	on
land	or	of	a	dead	shell	at	the	bottom	of	the	sea.
'Was	that	well	done?'	said	the	Eldest	Magician.
'Yes,'	said	the	Man.	 'But	now	we	must	go	back	to	Perak,	and	that	is	a	weary

way	to	paddle.	If	we	had	waited	till	Pau	Amma	had	gone	out	of	Pusat	Tasek	and
come	home,	the	water	would	have	carried	us	there	by	itself.'
'You	are	lazy,'	said	the	Eldest	Magician.	'So	your	children	shall	be	lazy.	They

shall	 be	 the	 laziest	 people	 in	 the	world.	They	 shall	 be	 called	 the	Malazy—the
lazy	people;'	and	he	held	up	his	finger	to	the	Moon	and	said,	'O	Fisherman,	here
is	 the	 Man	 too	 lazy	 to	 row	 home.	 Pull	 his	 canoe	 home	 with	 your	 line,



Fisherman.'
'No,'	 said	 the	Man.	 'If	 I	 am	 to	be	 lazy	all	my	days,	 let	 the	Sea	work	 for	me

twice	a	day	for	ever.	That	will	save	paddling.'
And	the	Eldest	Magician	laughed	and	said,	'Payah	kun'	(That	is	right).
And	 the	Rat	of	 the	Moon	 stopped	biting	 the	 line;	 and	 the	Fisherman	 let	 his

line	down	till	 it	 touched	the	Sea,	and	he	pulled	the	whole	deep	Sea	along,	past
the	Island	of	Bintang,	past	Singapore,	past	Malacca,	past	Selangor,	till	the	canoe
whirled	into	the	mouth	of	the	Perak	River	again.	Kun?'	said	the	Fisherman	of	the
Moon.
'Payah	kun,'	said	the	Eldest	Magician.	'See	now	that	you	pull	the	Sea	twice	a

day	 and	 twice	 a	 night	 for	 ever,	 so	 that	 the	 Malazy	 fishermen	 may	 be	 saved
paddling.	But	be	careful	not	to	do	it	too	hard,	or	I	shall	make	a	magic	on	you	as	I
did	to	Pau	Amma.'
Then	they	all	went	up	the	Perak	River	and	went	to	bed,	Best	Beloved.
Now	listen	and	attend!
From	that	day	 to	 this	 the	Moon	has	always	pulled	 the	sea	up	and	down	and

made	what	we	call	 the	 tides.	Sometimes	 the	Fisher	of	 the	Sea	pulls	a	 little	 too
hard,	and	then	we	get	spring	tides;	and	sometimes	he	pulls	a	little	too	softly,	and
then	we	get	what	are	called	neap-tides;	but	nearly	always	he	is	careful,	because
of	the	Eldest	Magician.
And	Pau	Amma?	You	can	see	when	you	go	to	the	beach,	how	all	Pau	Amma's

babies	make	little	Pusat	Taseks	for	 themselves	under	every	stone	and	bunch	of
weed	on	 the	 sands;	you	can	 see	 them	waving	 their	 little	 scissors;	 and	 in	 some
parts	of	the	world	they	truly	live	on	the	dry	land	and	run	up	the	palm	trees	and
eat	 cocoa-nuts,	 exactly	 as	 the	 girl-daughter	 promised.	But	 once	 a	 year	 all	 Pau
Ammas	must	shake	off	their	hard	armour	and	be	soft-to	remind	them	of	what	the
Eldest	Magician	could	do.	And	so	it	isn't	fair	to	kill	or	hunt	Pau	Amma's	babies
just	because	old	Pau	Amma	was	stupidly	rude	a	very	long	time	ago.
Oh	 yes!	 And	 Pau	 Amma's	 babies	 hate	 being	 taken	 out	 of	 their	 little	 Pusat

Taseks	and	brought	home	in	pickle-bottles.	That	is	why	they	nip	you	with	their
scissors,	and	it	serves	you	right!

CHINA-GOING	P's	and	O's
Pass	Pau	Amma's	playground	close,
And	his	Pusat	Tasek	lies
Near	the	track	of	most	B.I.'s.
U.Y.K.	and	N.D.L.
Know	Pau	Amma's	home	as	well
As	the	fisher	of	the	Sea	knows



'Bens,'	M.M.'s,	and	Rubattinos.
But	(and	this	is	rather	queer)
A.T.L.'s	can	not	come	here;
O.	and	O.	and	D.O.A.
Must	go	round	another	way.
Orient,	Anchor,	Bibby,	Hall,
Never	go	that	way	at	all.
U.C.S.	would	have	a	fit
If	it	found	itself	on	it.
And	if	'Beavers'	took	their	cargoes
To	Penang	instead	of	Lagos,
Or	a	fat	Shaw-Savill	bore
Passengers	to	Singapore,
Or	a	White	Star	were	to	try	a
Little	trip	to	Sourabaya,
Or	a	B.S.A.	went	on
Past	Natal	to	Cheribon,
Then	great	Mr.	Lloyds	would	come
With	a	wire	and	drag	them	home!

You'll	know	what	my	riddle	means
When	you've	eaten	mangosteens.

Or	if	you	can't	wait	till	then,	ask	them	to	let	you	have	the	outside	page	of	the
Times;	 turn	over	 to	page	2	where	 it	 is	marked	 'Shipping'	on	 the	 top	 left	hand;
then	take	the	Atlas	(and	that	is	the	finest	picture-book	in	the	world)	and	see	how
the	names	of	the	places	that	the	steamers	go	to	fit	into	the	names	of	the	places	on
the	map.	Any	steamer-kiddy	ought	to	be	able	to	do	that;	but	if	you	can't	read,	ask
some	one	to	show	it	you.



Chapter		11	
The	Cat	that	Walked	by	Himself
HEAR	 and	 attend	 and	 listen;	 for	 this	 befell	 and	 behappened	 and	 became	 and
was,	O	my	Best	Beloved,	when	the	Tame	animals	were	wild.	The	Dog	was	wild,
and	the	Horse	was	wild,	and	the	Cow	was	wild,	and	the	Sheep	was	wild,	and	the
Pig	 was	 wild—as	 wild	 as	 wild	 could	 be—and	 they	 walked	 in	 the	 Wet	 Wild
Woods	by	their	wild	lones.	But	the	wildest	of	all	the	wild	animals	was	the	Cat.
He	walked	by	himself,	and	all	places	were	alike	to	him.
Of	course	the	Man	was	wild	too.	He	was	dreadfully	wild.	He	didn't	even	begin

to	be	tame	till	he	met	the	Woman,	and	she	told	him	that	she	did	not	like	living	in
his	wild	ways.	She	picked	out	a	nice	dry	Cave,	instead	of	a	heap	of	wet	leaves,	to
lie	down	 in;	and	she	strewed	clean	sand	on	 the	 floor;	and	she	 lit	a	nice	 fire	of
wood	at	the	back	of	the	Cave;	and	she	hung	a	dried	wild-horse	skin,	tail-down,
across	 the	 opening	 of	 the	Cave;	 and	 she	 said,	 'Wipe	 you	 feet,	 dear,	when	 you
come	in,	and	now	we'll	keep	house.'
That	night,	Best	Beloved,	 they	ate	wild	sheep	roasted	on	the	hot	stones,	and

flavoured	with	wild	garlic	and	wild	pepper;	and	wild	duck	stuffed	with	wild	rice
and	wild	 fenugreek	 and	wild	 coriander;	 and	marrow-bones	 of	 wild	 oxen;	 and
wild	cherries,	and	wild	grenadillas.	Then	the	Man	went	to	sleep	in	front	of	 the
fire	ever	so	happy;	but	the	Woman	sat	up,	combing	her	hair.	She	took	the	bone	of
the	 shoulder	 of	 mutton—the	 big	 fat	 blade-bone—and	 she	 looked	 at	 the
wonderful	marks	on	 it,	 and	 she	 threw	more	wood	on	 the	 fire,	 and	 she	made	a
Magic.	She	made	the	First	Singing	Magic	in	the	world.
Out	in	the	Wet	Wild	Woods	all	the	wild	animals	gathered	together	where	they

could	see	the	light	of	the	fire	a	long	way	off,	and	they	wondered	what	it	meant.
Then	Wild	Horse	stamped	with	his	wild	foot	and	said,	 'O	my	Friends	and	O

my	Enemies,	why	have	 the	Man	 and	 the	Woman	made	 that	 great	 light	 in	 that
great	Cave,	and	what	harm	will	it	do	us?'
Wild	Dog	lifted	up	his	wild	nose	and	smelled	the	smell	of	roast	mutton,	and

said,	 'I	will	go	up	and	see	and	 look,	and	say;	 for	 I	 think	 it	 is	good.	Cat,	 come
with	me.'
'Nenni!'	said	the	Cat.	 'I	am	the	Cat	who	walks	by	himself,	and	all	places	are

alike	to	me.	I	will	not	come.'



'Then	we	can	never	be	friends	again,'	said	Wild	Dog,	and	he	trotted	off	to	the
Cave.	But	when	he	had	gone	a	little	way	the	Cat	said	to	himself,	'All	places	are
alike	 to	me.	Why	should	 I	not	go	 too	and	see	and	 look	and	come	away	at	my
own	 liking.'	 So	 he	 slipped	 after	Wild	Dog	 softly,	 very	 softly,	 and	 hid	 himself
where	he	could	hear	everything.
When	Wild	Dog	reached	the	mouth	of	the	Cave	he	lifted	up	the	dried	horse-

skin	with	his	nose	 and	 sniffed	 the	beautiful	 smell	of	 the	 roast	mutton,	 and	 the
Woman,	 looking	 at	 the	 blade-bone,	 heard	 him,	 and	 laughed,	 and	 said,	 'Here
comes	the	first.	Wild	Thing	out	of	the	Wild	Woods,	what	do	you	want?'
Wild	Dog	said,	'O	my	Enemy	and	Wife	of	my	Enemy,	what	is	this	that	smells

so	good	in	the	Wild	Woods?'
Then	the	Woman	picked	up	a	roasted	mutton-bone	and	threw	it	to	Wild	Dog,

and	said,	 'Wild	Thing	out	of	 the	Wild	Woods,	 taste	and	try.'	Wild	Dog	gnawed
the	 bone,	 and	 it	was	more	 delicious	 than	 anything	 he	 had	 ever	 tasted,	 and	 he
said,	'O	my	Enemy	and	Wife	of	my	Enemy,	give	me	another.'
The	Woman	said,	 'Wild	Thing	out	of	 the	Wild	Woods,	help	my	Man	to	hunt

through	the	day	and	guard	this	Cave	at	night,	and	I	will	give	you	as	many	roast
bones	as	you	need.'
'Ah!'	said	the	Cat,	listening.	'This	is	a	very	wise	Woman,	but	she	is	not	so	wise

as	I	am.'
Wild	Dog	crawled	 into	 the	Cave	and	 laid	his	head	on	 the	Woman's	 lap,	and

said,	'O	my	Friend	and	Wife	of	my	Friend,	I	will	help	Your	Man	to	hunt	through
the	day,	and	at	night	I	will	guard	your	Cave.'
'Ah!'	 said	 the	Cat,	 listening.	 'That	 is	 a	very	 foolish	Dog.'	And	he	went	back

through	the	Wet	Wild	Woods	waving	his	wild	tail,	and	walking	by	his	wild	lone.
But	he	never	told	anybody.
When	 the	Man	waked	 up	 he	 said,	 'What	 is	Wild	Dog	 doing	 here?'	And	 the

Woman	said,	'His	name	is	not	Wild	Dog	any	more,	but	the	First	Friend,	because
he	will	be	our	friend	for	always	and	always	and	always.	Take	him	with	you	when
you	go	hunting.'
Next	night	the	Woman	cut	great	green	armfuls	of	fresh	grass	from	the	water-

meadows,	and	dried	it	before	 the	fire,	so	 that	 it	smelt	 like	new-mown	hay,	and
she	sat	at	the	mouth	of	the	Cave	and	plaited	a	halter	out	of	horse-hide,	and	she
looked	at	 the	 shoulder	of	mutton-bone—at	 the	big	broad	blade-bone—and	 she
made	a	Magic.	She	made	the	Second	Singing	Magic	in	the	world.
Out	in	the	Wild	Woods	all	the	wild	animals	wondered	what	had	happened	to

Wild	Dog,	and	at	last	Wild	Horse	stamped	with	his	foot	and	said,	'I	will	go	and
see	and	say	why	Wild	Dog	has	not	returned.	Cat,	come	with	me.'
'Nenni!'	said	the	Cat.	 'I	am	the	Cat	who	walks	by	himself,	and	all	places	are



alike	 to	me.	 I	will	not	 come.'	But	 all	 the	 same	he	 followed	Wild	Horse	 softly,
very	softly,	and	hid	himself	where	he	could	hear	everything.
When	the	Woman	heard	Wild	Horse	tripping	and	stumbling	on	his	long	mane,

she	 laughed	 and	 said,	 'Here	 comes	 the	 second.	 Wild	 Thing	 out	 of	 the	 Wild
Woods	what	do	you	want?'
Wild	Horse	said,	'O	my	Enemy	and	Wife	of	my	Enemy,	where	is	Wild	Dog?'
The	Woman	laughed,	and	picked	up	the	blade-bone	and	looked	at	it,	and	said,

'Wild	Thing	out	of	the	Wild	Woods,	you	did	not	come	here	for	Wild	Dog,	but	for
the	sake	of	this	good	grass.'
And	Wild	Horse,	tripping	and	stumbling	on	his	long	mane,	said,	'That	is	true;

give	it	me	to	eat.'
The	Woman	said,	 'Wild	Thing	out	of	 the	Wild	Woods,	bend	your	wild	head

and	wear	what	 I	give	you,	and	you	shall	eat	 the	wonderful	grass	 three	 times	a
day.'
'Ah,'	said	the	Cat,	listening,	'this	is	a	clever	Woman,	but	she	is	not	so	clever	as

I	am.'	Wild	Horse	bent	his	wild	head,	and	 the	Woman	slipped	 the	plaited	hide
halter	 over	 it,	 and	Wild	Horse	 breathed	 on	 the	Woman's	 feet	 and	 said,	 'O	my
Mistress,	 and	Wife	 of	 my	Master,	 I	 will	 be	 your	 servant	 for	 the	 sake	 of	 the
wonderful	grass.'
'Ah,'	said	 the	Cat,	 listening,	 'that	 is	a	very	foolish	Horse.'	And	he	went	back

through	the	Wet	Wild	Woods,	waving	his	wild	tail	and	walking	by	his	wild	lone.
But	he	never	told	anybody.
When	the	Man	and	the	Dog	came	back	from	hunting,	the	Man	said,	 'What	is

Wild	Horse	doing	here?'	And	the	Woman	said,	'His	name	is	not	Wild	Horse	any
more,	 but	 the	 First	 Servant,	 because	 he	 will	 carry	 us	 from	 place	 to	 place	 for
always	and	always	and	always.	Ride	on	his	back	when	you	go	hunting.
Next	day,	holding	her	wild	head	high	that	her	wild	horns	should	not	catch	in

the	wild	 trees,	Wild	Cow	came	up	 to	 the	Cave,	 and	 the	Cat	 followed,	 and	hid
himself	 just	 the	 same	 as	 before;	 and	 everything	 happened	 just	 the	 same	 as
before;	 and	 the	 Cat	 said	 the	 same	 things	 as	 before,	 and	when	Wild	 Cow	 had
promised	 to	 give	 her	 milk	 to	 the	 Woman	 every	 day	 in	 exchange	 for	 the
wonderful	 grass,	 the	 Cat	 went	 back	 through	 the	Wet	Wild	Woods	waving	 his
wild	tail	and	walking	by	his	wild	lone,	just	the	same	as	before.	But	he	never	told
anybody.	 And	 when	 the	 Man	 and	 the	 Horse	 and	 the	 Dog	 came	 home	 from
hunting	 and	 asked	 the	 same	 questions	 same	 as	 before,	 the	Woman	 said,	 'Her
name	is	not	Wild	Cow	any	more,	but	the	Giver	of	Good	Food.	She	will	give	us
the	warm	white	milk	for	always	and	always	and	always,	and	I	will	take	care	of
her	while	you	and	the	First	Friend	and	the	First	Servant	go	hunting.
Next	 day	 the	Cat	waited	 to	 see	 if	 any	 other	Wild	 thing	would	 go	 up	 to	 the



Cave,	 but	 no	 one	moved	 in	 the	Wet	Wild	Woods,	 so	 the	Cat	walked	 there	 by
himself;	and	he	saw	the	Woman	milking	the	Cow,	and	he	saw	the	light	of	the	fire
in	the	Cave,	and	he	smelt	the	smell	of	the	warm	white	milk.
Cat	said,	'O	my	Enemy	and	Wife	of	my	Enemy,	where	did	Wild	Cow	go?'
The	Woman	laughed	and	said,	'Wild	Thing	out	of	the	Wild	Woods,	go	back	to

the	Woods	again,	for	I	have	braided	up	my	hair,	and	I	have	put	away	the	magic
blade-bone,	and	we	have	no	more	need	of	either	friends	or	servants	in	our	Cave.
Cat	said,	'I	am	not	a	friend,	and	I	am	not	a	servant.	I	am	the	Cat	who	walks	by

himself,	and	I	wish	to	come	into	your	cave.'
Woman	said,	'Then	why	did	you	not	come	with	First	Friend	on	the	first	night?'
Cat	grew	very	angry	and	said,	'Has	Wild	Dog	told	tales	of	me?'
Then	 the	Woman	 laughed	and	said,	 'You	are	 the	Cat	who	walks	by	himself,

and	all	places	are	alike	to	you.	Your	are	neither	a	friend	nor	a	servant.	You	have
said	it	yourself.	Go	away	and	walk	by	yourself	in	all	places	alike.'
Then	Cat	pretended	to	be	sorry	and	said,	 'Must	I	never	come	into	 the	Cave?

Must	I	never	sit	by	the	warm	fire?	Must	I	never	drink	the	warm	white	milk?	You
are	very	wise	and	very	beautiful.	You	should	not	be	cruel	even	to	a	Cat.'
Woman	said,	'I	knew	I	was	wise,	but	I	did	not	know	I	was	beautiful.	So	I	will

make	a	bargain	with	you.	If	ever	I	say	one	word	in	your	praise	you	may	come
into	the	Cave.'
'And	if	you	say	two	words	in	my	praise?'	said	the	Cat.
'I	never	shall,'	said	the	Woman,	'but	if	I	say	two	words	in	your	praise,	you	may

sit	by	the	fire	in	the	Cave.'
'And	if	you	say	three	words?'	said	the	Cat.
'I	never	 shall,'	 said	 the	Woman,	 'but	 if	 I	 say	 three	words	 in	your	praise,	you

may	 drink	 the	warm	white	milk	 three	 times	 a	 day	 for	 always	 and	 always	 and
always.'
Then	the	Cat	arched	his	back	and	said,	 'Now	let	 the	Curtain	at	 the	mouth	of

the	 Cave,	 and	 the	 Fire	 at	 the	 back	 of	 the	 Cave,	 and	 the	Milk-pots	 that	 stand
beside	the	Fire,	remember	what	my	Enemy	and	the	Wife	of	my	Enemy	has	said.'
And	 he	 went	 away	 through	 the	 Wet	 Wild	 Woods	 waving	 his	 wild	 tail	 and
walking	by	his	wild	lone.
That	 night	 when	 the	 Man	 and	 the	 Horse	 and	 the	 Dog	 came	 home	 from

hunting,	the	Woman	did	not	tell	them	of	the	bargain	that	she	had	made	with	the
Cat,	because	she	was	afraid	that	they	might	not	like	it.
Cat	went	far	and	far	away	and	hid	himself	in	the	Wet	Wild	Woods	by	his	wild

lone	for	a	long	time	till	the	Woman	forgot	all	about	him.	Only	the	Bat—the	little
upside-down	Bat—that	 hung	 inside	 the	Cave,	 knew	where	Cat	 hid;	 and	 every
evening	Bat	would	fly	to	Cat	with	news	of	what	was	happening.



One	evening	Bat	said,	 'There	is	a	Baby	in	the	Cave.	He	is	new	and	pink	and
fat	and	small,	and	the	Woman	is	very	fond	of	him.'
'Ah,'	said	the	Cat,	listening,	'but	what	is	the	Baby	fond	of?'
'He	is	fond	of	things	that	are	soft	and	tickle,'	said	the	Bat.	'He	is	fond	of	warm

things	 to	 hold	 in	 his	 arms	when	 he	 goes	 to	 sleep.	He	 is	 fond	 of	 being	 played
with.	He	is	fond	of	all	those	things.'
'Ah,'	said	the	Cat,	listening,	'then	my	time	has	come.'
Next	 night	Cat	walked	 through	 the	Wet	Wild	Woods	 and	 hid	 very	 near	 the

Cave	till	morning-time,	and	Man	and	Dog	and	Horse	went	hunting.	The	Woman
was	 busy	 cooking	 that	 morning,	 and	 the	 Baby	 cried	 and	 interrupted.	 So	 she
carried	him	outside	the	Cave	and	gave	him	a	handful	of	pebbles	to	play	with.	But
still	the	Baby	cried.
Then	the	Cat	put	out	his	paddy	paw	and	patted	the	Baby	on	the	cheek,	and	it

cooed;	and	the	Cat	rubbed	against	 its	fat	knees	and	tickled	it	under	 its	fat	chin
with	his	tail.	And	the	Baby	laughed;	and	the	Woman	heard	him	and	smiled.
Then	the	Bat—the	little	upside-down	bat—that	hung	in	the	mouth	of	the	Cave

said,	'O	my	Hostess	and	Wife	of	my	Host	and	Mother	of	my	Host's	Son,	a	Wild
Thing	from	the	Wild	Woods	is	most	beautifully	playing	with	your	Baby.'
'A	 blessing	 on	 that	 Wild	 Thing	 whoever	 he	 may	 be,'	 said	 the	 Woman,

straightening	her	back,	 'for	 I	was	a	busy	woman	this	morning	and	he	has	done
me	a	service.'
That	very	minute	and	second,	Best	Beloved,	the	dried	horse-skin	Curtain	that

was	stretched	tail-down	at	the	mouth	of	the	Cave	fell	down—whoosh!—because
it	 remembered	 the	 bargain	 she	 had	made	with	 the	 Cat,	 and	when	 the	Woman
went	to	pick	it	up—lo	and	behold!—the	Cat	was	sitting	quite	comfy	inside	the
Cave.
'O	my	Enemy	and	Wife	of	my	Enemy	and	Mother	of	my	Enemy,'	said	the	Cat,

'it	 is	 I:	 for	you	have	spoken	a	word	 in	my	praise,	and	now	I	can	sit	within	 the
Cave	 for	 always	 and	 always	 and	 always.	But	 still	 I	 am	 the	Cat	who	walks	 by
himself,	and	all	places	are	alike	to	me.'
The	Woman	was	very	angry,	and	shut	her	lips	tight	and	took	up	her	spinning-

wheel	and	began	to	spin.	But	the	Baby	cried	because	the	Cat	had	gone	away,	and
the	Woman	could	not	hush	it,	for	it	struggled	and	kicked	and	grew	black	in	the
face.
'O	my	Enemy	and	Wife	of	my	Enemy	and	Mother	of	my	Enemy,'	said	the	Cat,

'take	a	strand	of	the	wire	that	you	are	spinning	and	tie	it	to	your	spinning-whorl
and	drag	 it	 along	 the	 floor,	 and	 I	will	 show	you	a	magic	 that	 shall	make	your
Baby	laugh	as	loudly	as	he	is	now	crying.'
'I	will	do	so,'	 said	 the	Woman,	 'because	 I	am	at	my	wits'	end;	but	 I	will	not



thank	you	for	it.'
She	tied	the	thread	to	the	little	clay	spindle	whorl	and	drew	it	across	the	floor,

and	 the	Cat	 ran	after	 it	and	patted	 it	with	his	paws	and	rolled	head	over	heels,
and	tossed	it	backward	over	his	shoulder	and	chased	it	between	his	hind-legs	and
pretended	 to	 lose	 it,	and	pounced	down	upon	 it	again,	 till	 the	Baby	 laughed	as
loudly	as	it	had	been	crying,	and	scrambled	after	the	Cat	and	frolicked	all	over
the	Cave	till	it	grew	tired	and	settled	down	to	sleep	with	the	Cat	in	its	arms.
'Now,'	said	the	Cat,	'I	will	sing	the	Baby	a	song	that	shall	keep	him	asleep	for

an	hour.	And	he	began	to	purr,	loud	and	low,	low	and	loud,	till	the	Baby	fell	fast
asleep.	The	Woman	smiled	as	she	looked	down	upon	the	two	of	them	and	said,
'That	was	wonderfully	done.	No	question	but	you	are	very	clever,	O	Cat.'
That	very	minute	and	second,	Best	Beloved,	the	smoke	of	the	fire	at	the	back

of	the	Cave	came	down	in	clouds	from	the	roof—puff!—because	it	remembered
the	bargain	she	had	made	with	 the	Cat,	and	when	it	had	cleared	away—lo	and
behold!—the	Cat	was	sitting	quite	comfy	close	to	the	fire.
'O	my	Enemy	and	Wife	of	my	Enemy	and	Mother	of	My	Enemy,'	said	the	Cat,

'it	is	I,	for	you	have	spoken	a	second	word	in	my	praise,	and	now	I	can	sit	by	the
warm	fire	at	the	back	of	the	Cave	for	always	and	always	and	always.	But	still	I
am	the	Cat	who	walks	by	himself,	and	all	places	are	alike	to	me.'
Then	 the	Woman	was	 very	 very	 angry,	 and	 let	 down	her	 hair	 and	 put	more

wood	on	the	fire	and	brought	out	the	broad	blade-bone	of	the	shoulder	of	mutton
and	began	to	make	a	Magic	that	should	prevent	her	from	saying	a	third	word	in
praise	of	the	Cat.	It	was	not	a	Singing	Magic,	Best	Beloved,	it	was	a	Still	Magic;
and	by	and	by	the	Cave	grew	so	still	that	a	little	wee-wee	mouse	crept	out	of	a
corner	and	ran	across	the	floor.
'O	my	Enemy	and	Wife	of	my	Enemy	and	Mother	of	my	Enemy,'	said	the	Cat,

'is	that	little	mouse	part	of	your	magic?'
'Ouh!	Chee!	No	indeed!'	said	the	Woman,	and	she	dropped	the	blade-bone	and

jumped	upon	the	footstool	in	front	of	the	fire	and	braided	up	her	hair	very	quick
for	fear	that	the	mouse	should	run	up	it.
'Ah,'	said	the	Cat,	watching,	'then	the	mouse	will	do	me	no	harm	if	I	eat	it?'
'No,'	said	 the	Woman,	braiding	up	her	hair,	 'eat	 it	quickly	and	I	will	ever	be

grateful	to	you.'
Cat	 made	 one	 jump	 and	 caught	 the	 little	 mouse,	 and	 the	 Woman	 said,	 'A

hundred	thanks.	Even	the	First	Friend	is	not	quick	enough	to	catch	little	mice	as
you	have	done.	You	must	be	very	wise.'
That	very	moment	and	second,	O	Best	Beloved,	the	Milk-pot	that	stood	by	the

fire	 cracked	 in	 two	 pieces—ffft—because	 it	 remembered	 the	 bargain	 she	 had
made	with	the	Cat,	and	when	the	Woman	jumped	down	from	the	footstool—lo



and	behold!—the	Cat	was	lapping	up	the	warm	white	milk	that	lay	in	one	of	the
broken	pieces.
'O	my	Enemy	and	Wife	of	my	Enemy	and	Mother	of	my	Enemy,	said	the	Cat,

'it	 is	I;	for	you	have	spoken	three	words	in	my	praise,	and	now	I	can	drink	the
warm	white	milk	three	times	a	day	for	always	and	always	and	always.	But	still	I
am	the	Cat	who	walks	by	himself,	and	all	places	are	alike	to	me.'
Then	the	Woman	laughed	and	set	the	Cat	a	bowl	of	the	warm	white	milk	and

said,	'O	Cat,	you	are	as	clever	as	a	man,	but	remember	that	your	bargain	was	not
made	with	the	Man	or	the	Dog,	and	I	do	not	know	what	they	will	do	when	they
come	home.'
'What	is	that	to	me?'	said	the	Cat.	 'If	I	have	my	place	in	the	Cave	by	the	fire

and	my	warm	white	milk	 three	 times	a	day	 I	do	not	care	what	 the	Man	or	 the
Dog	can	do.'
That	evening	when	the	Man	and	the	Dog	came	into	the	Cave,	the	Woman	told

them	all	the	story	of	the	bargain	while	the	Cat	sat	by	the	fire	and	smiled.	Then
the	Man	 said,	 'Yes,	 but	 he	 has	 not	made	 a	 bargain	with	me	or	with	 all	 proper
Men	after	me.'	Then	he	 took	off	his	 two	leather	boots	and	he	 took	up	his	 little
stone	axe	(that	makes	three)	and	he	fetched	a	piece	of	wood	and	a	hatchet	(that	is
five	altogether),	and	he	set	 them	out	 in	a	row	and	he	said,	 'Now	we	will	make
our	bargain.	If	you	do	not	catch	mice	when	you	are	in	the	Cave	for	always	and
always	and	always,	I	will	throw	these	five	things	at	you	whenever	I	see	you,	and
so	shall	all	proper	Men	do	after	me.'
'Ah,'	 said	 the	Woman,	 listening,	 'this	 is	 a	 very	 clever	 Cat,	 but	 he	 is	 not	 so

clever	as	my	Man.'
The	Cat	counted	the	five	things	(and	they	looked	very	knobby)	and	he	said,	'I

will	catch	mice	when	I	am	in	 the	Cave	for	always	and	always	and	always;	but
still	I	am	the	Cat	who	walks	by	himself,	and	all	places	are	alike	to	me.'
'Not	when	I	am	near,'	said	the	Man.	'If	you	had	not	said	that	last	I	would	have

put	all	these	things	away	for	always	and	always	and	always;	but	I	am	now	going
to	 throw	 my	 two	 boots	 and	 my	 little	 stone	 axe	 (that	 makes	 three)	 at	 you
whenever	I	meet	you.	And	so	shall	all	proper	Men	do	after	me!'
Then	the	Dog	said,	'Wait	a	minute.	He	has	not	made	a	bargain	with	me	or	with

all	proper	Dogs	after	me.'	And	he	showed	his	teeth	and	said,	'If	you	are	not	kind
to	the	Baby	while	I	am	in	the	Cave	for	always	and	always	and	always,	I	will	hunt
you	till	I	catch	you,	and	when	I	catch	you	I	will	bite	you.	And	so	shall	all	proper
Dogs	do	after	me.'
'Ah,'	 said	 the	Woman,	 listening,	 'this	 is	 a	 very	 clever	 Cat,	 but	 he	 is	 not	 so

clever	as	the	Dog.'
Cat	counted	the	Dog's	teeth	(and	they	looked	very	pointed)	and	he	said,	'I	will



be	kind	to	the	Baby	while	I	am	in	the	Cave,	as	long	as	he	does	not	pull	my	tail
too	hard,	for	always	and	always	and	always.	But	still	I	am	the	Cat	that	walks	by
himself,	and	all	places	are	alike	to	me.'
'Not	when	I	am	near,'	said	the	Dog.	'If	you	had	not	said	that	last	I	would	have

shut	my	mouth	for	always	and	always	and	always;	but	now	I	am	going	to	hunt
you	up	a	tree	whenever	I	meet	you.	And	so	shall	all	proper	Dogs	do	after	me.'
Then	the	Man	threw	his	two	boots	and	his	little	stone	axe	(that	makes	three)	at

the	Cat,	and	the	Cat	ran	out	of	the	Cave	and	the	Dog	chased	him	up	a	tree;	and
from	 that	 day	 to	 this,	Best	Beloved,	 three	 proper	Men	out	 of	 five	will	 always
throw	things	at	a	Cat	whenever	 they	meet	him,	and	all	proper	Dogs	will	chase
him	up	a	tree.	But	the	Cat	keeps	his	side	of	the	bargain	too.	He	will	kill	mice	and
he	will	be	kind	to	Babies	when	he	is	in	the	house,	just	as	long	as	they	do	not	pull
his	 tail	 too	hard.	But	when	he	has	done	that,	and	between	times,	and	when	the
moon	gets	up	and	night	comes,	he	is	the	Cat	that	walks	by	himself,	and	all	places
are	alike	to	him.	Then	he	goes	out	 to	the	Wet	Wild	Woods	or	up	the	Wet	Wild
Trees	or	on	 the	Wet	Wild	Roofs,	waving	his	wild	 tail	and	walking	by	his	wild
lone.

PUSSY	can	sit	by	the	fire	and	sing,
			Pussy	can	climb	a	tree,
Or	play	with	a	silly	old	cork	and	string
			To'muse	herself,	not	me.
But	I	like	Binkie	my	dog,	because
			He	Lnows	how	to	behave;
So,	Binkie's	the	same	as	the	First	Friend	was,
			And	I	am	the	Man	in	the	Cave.

Pussy	will	play	man-Friday	till
			It's	time	to	wet	her	paw
And	make	her	walk	on	the	window-sill
			(For	the	footprint	Crusoe	saw);
Then	she	fluffles	her	tail	and	mews,
			And	scratches	and	won't	attend.
But	Binkie	will	play	whatever	I	choose,
			And	he	is	my	true	First	Friend.

Pussy	will	rub	my	knees	with	her	head
			Pretending	she	loves	me	hard;
But	the	very	minute	I	go	to	my	bed



			Pussy	runs	out	in	the	yard,
And	there	she	stays	till	the	morning-light;
			So	I	know	it	is	only	pretend;
But	Binkie,	he	snores	at	my	feet	all	night,
			And	he	is	my	Firstest	Friend!



Chapter		12	
The	Butterfly	that	Stamped
THIS,	O	my	Best	Beloved,	 is	 a	 story—a	new	 and	 a	wonderful	 story—a	 story
quite	different	 from	the	other	stories—a	story	about	The	Most	Wise	Sovereign
Suleiman-bin-Daoud—Solomon	the	Son	of	David.
There	are	three	hundred	and	fifty-five	stories	about	Suleiman-bin-Daoud;	but

this	is	not	one	of	them.	It	is	not	the	story	of	the	Lapwing	who	found	the	Water;
or	the	Hoopoe	who	shaded	Suleimanbin-Daoud	from	the	heat.	It	is	not	the	story
of	the	Glass	Pavement,	or	the	Ruby	with	the	Crooked	Hole,	or	the	Gold	Bars	of
Balkis.	It	is	the	story	of	the	Butterfly	that	Stamped.
Now	attend	all	over	again	and	listen!
Suleiman-bin-Daoud	was	wise.	He	understood	what	the	beasts	said,	what	the

birds	said,	what	 the	fishes	said,	and	what	 the	 insects	said.	He	understood	what
the	rocks	said	deep	under	the	earth	when	they	bowed	in	towards	each	other	and
groaned;	and	he	understood	what	the	trees	said	when	they	rustled	in	the	middle
of	the	morning.	He	understood	everything,	from	the	bishop	on	the	bench	to	the
hyssop	 on	 the	 wall,	 and	 Balkis,	 his	 Head	 Queen,	 the	 Most	 Beautiful	 Queen
Balkis,	was	nearly	as	wise	as	he	was.
Suleiman-bin-Daoud	was	 strong.	Upon	 the	 third	 finger	 of	 the	 right	 hand	 he

wore	a	ring.	When	he	turned	it	once,	Afrits	and	Djinns	came	Out	of	the	earth	to
do	whatever	he	told	them.	When	he	turned	it	twice,	Fairies	came	down	from	the
sky	 to	 do	whatever	 he	 told	 them;	 and	when	 he	 turned	 it	 three	 times,	 the	 very
great	angel	Azrael	of	the	Sword	came	dressed	as	a	water-carrier,	and	told	him	the
news	of	the	three	worlds,	Above—Below—and	Here.
And	yet	Suleiman-bin-Daoud	was	not	proud.	He	very	seldom	showed	off,	and

when	he	did	he	was	sorry	for	it.	Once	he	tried	to	feed	all	the	animals	in	all	the
world	in	one	day,	but	when	the	food	was	ready	an	Animal	came	out	of	the	deep
sea	and	ate	it	up	in	three	mouthfuls.	Suleiman-bin-Daoud	was	very	surprised	and
said,	'O	Animal,	who	are	you?'	And	the	Animal	said,	'O	King,	live	for	ever!	I	am
the	smallest	of	thirty	thousand	brothers,	and	our	home	is	at	the	bottom	of	the	sea.
We	heard	 that	you	were	going	 to	 feed	all	 the	animals	 in	all	 the	world,	and	my
brothers	sent	me	to	ask	when	dinner	would	be	ready.'	Suleiman-bin-Daoud	was
more	surprised	than	ever	and	said,	'O	Animal,	you	have	eaten	all	the	dinner	that	I



made	ready	for	all	the	animals	in	the	world.'	And	the	Animal	said,	'O	King,	live
for	ever,	but	do	you	 really	call	 that	a	dinner?	Where	 I	come	from	we	each	eat
twice	as	much	as	that	between	meals.'	Then	Suleiman-bin-Daoud	fell	flat	on	his
face	and	said,	'O	Animal!	I	gave	that	dinner	to	show	what	a	great	and	rich	king	I
was,	 and	 not	 because	 I	 really	 wanted	 to	 be	 kind	 to	 the	 animals.	 Now	 I	 am
ashamed,	 and	 it	 serves	me	 right.	 Suleiman-bin-Daoud	was	 a	 really	 truly	 wise
man,	Best	Beloved.	After	that	he	never	forgot	that	it	was	silly	to	show	off;	and
now	the	real	story	part	of	my	story	begins.
He	 married	 ever	 so	 many	 wifes.	 He	 married	 nine	 hundred	 and	 ninety-nine

wives,	 besides	 the	Most	Beautiful	Balkis;	 and	 they	 all	 lived	 in	 a	 great	 golden
palace	 in	 the	middle	 of	 a	 lovely	 garden	with	 fountains.	 He	 didn't	 really	 want
nine-hundred	and	ninety-nine	wives,	but	 in	 those	days	everybody	married	ever
so	many	wives,	and	of	course	the	King	had	to	marry	ever	so	many	more	just	to
show	that	he	was	the	King.
Some	 of	 the	wives	were	 nice,	 but	 some	were	 simply	 horrid,	 and	 the	 horrid

ones	 quarrelled	 with	 the	 nice	 ones	 and	 made	 them	 horrid	 too,	 and	 then	 they
would	 all	 quarrel	with	 Suleiman-bin-Daoud,	 and	 that	was	 horrid	 for	 him.	 But
Balkis	the	Most	Beautiful	never	quarrelled	with	Suleiman-bin-Daoud.	She	loved
him	 too	 much.	 She	 sat	 in	 her	 rooms	 in	 the	 Golden	 Palace,	 or	 walked	 in	 the
Palace	garden,	and	was	truly	sorry	for	him.
Of	course	if	he	had	chosen	to	turn	his	ring	on	his	finger	and	call	up	the	Djinns

and	the	Afrits	they	would	have	magicked	all	those	nine	hundred	and	ninety-nine
quarrelsome	wives	into	white	mules	of	the	desert	or	greyhounds	or	pomegranate
seeds;	 but	 Suleiman-bin-Daoud	 thought	 that	 that	 would	 be	 showing	 off.	 So,
when	 they	 quarrelled	 too	much,	 he	 only	walked	 by	 himself	 in	 one	 part	 of	 the
beautiful	Palace	gardens	and	wished	he	had	never	been	born.
One	 day,	 when	 they	 had	 quarrelled	 for	 three	 weeks—all	 nine	 hundred	 and

ninety-nine	wives	 together—Suleiman-bin-Daoud	went	out	 for	peace	and	quiet
as	 usual;	 and	 among	 the	 orange	 trees	 he	met	 Balkis	 the	Most	 Beautiful,	 very
sorrowful	because	Suleiman-bin-Daoud	was	so	worried.	And	she	said	to	him,	'O
my	Lord	and	Light	of	my	Eyes,	 turn	the	ring	upon	your	finger	and	show	these
Queens	of	Egypt	and	Mesopotamia	and	Persia	and	China	that	you	are	the	great
and	 terrible	 King.'	 But	 Suleiman-bin-Daoud	 shook	 his	 head	 and	 said,	 'O	 my
Lady	and	Delight	of	my	Life,	remember	the	Animal	that	came	out	of	the	sea	and
made	me	ashamed	before	all	the	animals	in	all	the	world	because	I	showed	off.
Now,	if	I	showed	off	before	these	Queens	of	Persia	and	Egypt	and	Abyssinia	and
China,	merely	because	they	worry	me,	I	might	be	made	even	more	ashamed	than
I	have	been.'
And	Balkis	 the	Most	Beautiful	 said,	 'O	my	Lord	 and	Treasure	 of	my	 Soul,



what	will	you	do?'
And	Suleiman-bin-Daoud	said,	 'O	my	Lady	and	Content	of	my	Heart,	I	shall

continue	 to	endure	my	fate	at	 the	hands	of	 these	nine	hundred	and	ninety-nine
Queens	who	vex	me	with	their	continual	quarrelling.'
So	he	went	on	between	the	lilies	and	the	loquats	and	the	roses	and	the	cannas

and	the	heavy-scented	ginger-plants	that	grew	in	the	garden,	till	he	came	to	the
great	 camphor-tree	 that	was	 called	 the	Camphor	 Tree	 of	 Suleiman-bin-Daoud.
But	Balkis	hid	among	the	tall	irises	and	the	spotted	bamboos	and	the	red	lillies
behind	 the	 camphor-tree,	 so	 as	 to	 be	 near	 her	 own	 true	 love,	 Suleiman-bin-
Daoud.
Presently	two	Butterflies	flew	under	the	tree,	quarrelling.
Suleiman-bin-Daoud	heard	one	say	to	the	other,	'I	wonder	at	your	presumption

in	 talking	 like	 this	 to	me.	Don't	 you	 know	 that	 if	 I	 stamped	with	my	 foot	 all
Suleiman-bin-Daoud's	Palace	and	this	garden	here	would	immediately	vanish	in
a	clap	of	thunder.'
Then	 Suleiman-bin-Daoud	 forgot	 his	 nine	 hundred	 and	 ninety-nine

bothersome	wives,	 and	 laughed,	 till	 the	 camphor-tree	 shook,	 at	 the	Butterfly's
boast.	And	he	held	out	his	finger	and	said,	'Little	man,	come	here.'
The	Butterfly	was	dreadfully	frightened,	but	he	managed	to	fly	up	to	the	hand

of	Suleiman-bin-Daoud,	and	clung	there,	fanning	himself.	Suleiman-bin-Daoud
bent	 his	 head	 and	 whispered	 very	 softly,	 'Little	 man,	 you	 know	 that	 all	 your
stamping	wouldn't	bend	one	blade	of	grass.	What	made	you	tell	that	awful	fib	to
your	wife?—for	doubtless	she	is	your	wife.'
The	Butterfly	 looked	 at	 Suleiman-bin-Daoud	 and	 saw	 the	most	wise	King's

eye	twinkle	like	stars	on	a	frosty	night,	and	he	picked	up	his	courage	with	both
wings,	and	he	put	his	head	on	one	side	and	said,	'O	King,	live	for	ever.	She	is	my
wife;	and	you	know	what	wives	are	like.
Suleiman-bin-Daoud	smiled	in	his	beard	and	said,	'Yes,	I	know,	little	brother.
'One	must	keep	them	in	order	somehow,	said	the	Butterfly,	and	she	has	been

quarrelling	with	me	all	the	morning.	I	said	that	to	quiet	her.'
And	Suleiman-bin-Daoud	said,	 'May	it	quiet	her.	Go	back	to	your	wife,	little

brother,	and	let	me	hear	what	you	say.'
Back	flew	the	Butterfly	to	his	wife,	who	was	all	of	a	twitter	behind	a	leaf,	and

she	said,	'He	heard	you!	Suleiman-bin-Daoud	himself	heard	you!'
'Heard	me!'	said	the	Butterfly.	'Of	course	he	did.	I	meant	him	to	hear	me.'
'And	what	did	he	say?	Oh,	what	did	he	say?'
'Well,'	said	the	Butterfly,	fanning	himself	most	importantly,	'between	you	and

me,	my	dear—of	course	I	don't	blame	him,	because	his	Palace	must	have	cost	a
great	deal	and	 the	oranges	are	 just	 ripening,—he	asked	me	not	 to	stamp,	and	I



promised	I	wouldn't.'
'Gracious!'	said	his	wife,	and	sat	quite	quiet;	but	Suleiman-bin-Daoud	laughed

till	the	tears	ran	down	his	face	at	the	impudence	of	the	bad	little	Butterfly.
Balkis	 the	Most	Beautiful	 stood	up	behind	 the	 tree	among	 the	 red	 lilies	and

smiled	to	herself,	for	she	had	heard	all	this	talk.	She	thought,	'If	I	am	wise	I	can
yet	save	my	Lord	from	the	persecutions	of	these	quarrelsome	Queens,'	and	she
held	out	her	finger	and	whispered	softly	to	the	Butterfly's	Wife,	 'Little	woman,
come	here.'	Up	flew	the	Butterfly's	Wife,	very	frightened,	and	clung	to	Balkis's
white	hand.
Balkis	 bent	 her	 beautiful	 head	 down	 and	whispered,	 'Little	woman,	 do	 you

believe	what	your	husband	has	just	said?'
The	 Butterfly's	Wife	 looked	 at	 Balkis,	 and	 saw	 the	 most	 beautiful	 Queen's

eyes	 shining	 like	 deep	 pools	 with	 starlight	 on	 them,	 and	 she	 picked	 up	 her
courage	with	both	wings	and	said,	'O	Queen,	be	lovely	for	ever.	You	know	what
men-folk	are	like.'
And	the	Queen	Balkis,	 the	Wise	Balkis	of	Sheba,	put	her	hand	to	her	lips	to

hide	a	smile	and	said,	'Little	sister,	I	know.'
'They	 get	 angry,'	 said	 the	 Butterfly's	 Wife,	 fanning	 herself	 quickly,	 'over

nothing	at	all,	but	we	must	humour	them,	O	Queen.	They	never	mean	half	they
say.	If	it	pleases	my	husband	to	believe	that	I	believe	he	can	make	Suleiman-bin-
Daoud's	Palace	disappear	by	stamping	his	foot,	I'm	sure	I	don't	care.	He'll	forget
all	about	it	to-morrow.'
'Little	sister,'	said	Balkis,	'you	are	quite	right;	but	next	time	he	begins	to	boast,

take	him	at	 his	word.	Ask	him	 to	 stamp,	 and	 see	what	will	 happen.	We	know
what	men-folk	are	like,	don't	we?	He'll	be	very	much	ashamed.'
Away	flew	the	Butterfly's	Wife	to	her	husband,	and	in	five	minutes	they	were

quarrelling	worse	than	ever.
'Remember!'	said	the	Butterfly.	'Remember	what	I	can	do	if	I	stamp	my	foot.'
'I	 don't	 believe	 you	 one	 little	 bit,'	 said	 the	 Butterfly's	 Wife.	 'I	 should	 very

much	like	to	see	it	done.	Suppose	you	stamp	now.'
'I	 promised	 Suleiman-bin-Daoud	 that	 I	 wouldn't,'	 said	 the	 Butterfly,	 'and	 I

don't	want	to	break	my	promise.'
'It	 wouldn't	matter	 if	 you	 did,'	 said	 his	 wife.	 'You	 couldn't	 bend	 a	 blade	 of

grass	with	your	stamping.	I	dare	you	to	do	it,'	she	said.	Stamp!	Stamp!	Stamp!'
Suleiman-bin-Daoud,	sitting	under	the	camphor-tree,	heard	every	word	of	this,

and	he	laughed	as	he	had	never	laughed	in	his	life	before.	He	forgot	all	about	his
Queens;	he	forgot	all	about	the	Animal	that	came	out	of	the	sea;	he	forgot	about
showing	off.	He	just	laughed	with	joy,	and	Balkis,	on	the	other	side	of	the	tree,
smiled	because	her	own	true	love	was	so	joyful.



Presently	 the	 Butterfly,	 very	 hot	 and	 puffy,	 came	 whirling	 back	 under	 the
shadow	of	the	camphor-tree	and	said	to	Suleiman,	'She	wants	me	to	stamp!	She
wants	to	see	what	will	happen,	O	Suleiman-bin-Daoud!	You	know	I	can't	do	it,
and	now	she'll	never	believe	a	word	I	say.	She'll	 laugh	at	me	to	 the	end	of	my
days!'
'No,	 little	 brother,'	 said	 Suleiman-bin-Daoud,	 'she	 will	 never	 laugh	 at	 you

again,'	 and	he	 turned	 the	 ring	on	his	 finger—just	 for	 the	 little	Butterfly's	 sake,
not	for	the	sake	of	showing	off,—and,	lo	and	behold,	four	huge	Djinns	came	out
of	the	earth!
'Slaves,'	 said	Suleiman-bin-Daoud,	 'when	 this	 gentleman	on	my	 finger'	 (that

was	where	the	impudent	Butterfly	was	sitting)	'stamps	his	left	front	forefoot	you
will	make	my	Palace	and	these	gardens	disappear	in	a	clap	of	thunder.	When	he
stamps	again	you	will	bring	them	back	carefully.'
'Now,	little	brother,'	he	said,	'go	back	to	your	wife	and	stamp	all	you've	a	mind

to.'
Away	 flew	 the	Butterfly	 to	his	wife,	who	was	crying,	 'I	dare	you	 to	do	 it!	 I

dare	you	to	do	it!	Stamp!	Stamp	now!	Stamp!'	Balkis	saw	the	four	vast	Djinns
stoop	down	to	the	four	corners	of	the	gardens	with	the	Palace	in	the	middle,	and
she	clapped	her	hands	softly	and	said,	 'At	 last	Suleiman-bin-Daoud	will	do	for
the	sake	of	a	Butterfly	what	he	ought	 to	have	done	long	ago	for	his	own	sake,
and	the	quarrelsome	Queens	will	be	frightened!'
The	 the	 butterfly	 stamped.	 The	Djinns	 jerked	 the	 Palace	 and	 the	 gardens	 a

thousand	miles	into	the	air:	there	was	a	most	awful	thunder-clap,	and	everything
grew	inky-black.	The	Butterfly's	Wife	fluttered	about	in	the	dark,	crying,	'Oh,	I'll
be	 good!	 I'm	 so	 sorry	 I	 spoke.	 Only	 bring	 the	 gardens	 back,	my	 dear	 darling
husband,	and	I'll	never	contradict	again.'
The	Butterfly	was	nearly	as	frightened	as	his	wife,	and	Suleiman-bin-Daoud

laughed	so	much	 that	 it	was	several	minutes	before	he	found	breath	enough	 to
whisper	 to	 the	Butterfly,	 'Stamp	again,	 little	brother.	Give	me	back	my	Palace,
most	great	magician.'
'Yes,	give	him	back	his	Palace,'	said	the	Butterfly's	Wife,	still	flying	about	in

the	dark	 like	a	moth.	 'Give	him	back	his	Palace,	and	don't	 let's	have	any	more
horrid.magic.'
'Well,	my	dear,'	said	the	Butterfly	as	bravely	as	he	could,	 'you	see	what	your

nagging	has	led	to.	Of	course	it	doesn't	make	any	difference	to	me—I'm	used	to
this	 kind	 of	 thing—but	 as	 a	 favour	 to	 you	 and	 to	 Suleiman-bin-Daoud	 I	 don't
mind	putting	things	right.'
So	he	stamped	once	more,	and	that	instant	the	Djinns	let	down	the	Palace	and

the	 gardens,	 without	 even	 a	 bump.	 The	 sun	 shone	 on	 the	 dark-green	 orange



leaves;	 the	 fountains	played	among	 the	pink	Egyptian	 lilies;	 the	birds	went	on
singing,	 and	 the	 Butterfly's	 Wife	 lay	 on	 her	 side	 under	 the	 camphor-tree
waggling	her	wings	and	panting,	'Oh,	I'll	be	good!	I'll	be	good!'
Suleiman-bin-Daolld	 could	 hardly	 speak	 for	 laughing.	 He	 leaned	 back	 all

weak	 and	 hiccoughy,	 and	 shook	 his	 finger	 at	 the	 Butterfly	 and	 said,	 'O	 great
wizard,	what	is	the	sense	of	returning	to	me	my	Palace	if	at	the	same	time	you
slay	me	with	mirth!'
Then	came	a	 terrible	noise,	 for	all	 the	nine	hundred	and	ninety-nine	Queens

ran	out	of	 the	Palace	shrieking	and	shouting	and	calling	 for	 their	babies.	They
hurried	 down	 the	 great	marble	 steps	 below	 the	 fountain,	 one	 hundred	 abreast,
and	the	Most	Wise	Balkis	went	statelily	forward	to	meet	them	and	said,	'What	is
your	trouble,	O	Queens?'
They	stood	on	the	marble	steps	one	hundred	abreast	and	shouted,	'What	is	our

trouble?	We	were	living	peacefully	in	our	golden	palace,	as	is	our	custom,	when
upon	 a	 sudden	 the	Palace	 disappeared,	 and	we	were	 left	 sitting	 in	 a	 thick	 and
noisome	darkness;	and	 it	 thundered,	and	Djinns	and	Afrits	moved	about	 in	 the
darkness!	 That	 is	 our	 trouble,	 O	 Head	 Queen,	 and	 we	 are	 most	 extremely
troubled	on	account	of	that	trouble,	for	it	was	a	troublesome	trouble,	unlike	any
trouble	we	have	known.'
Then	 Balkis	 the	 Most	 Beautiful	 Queen—Suleiman-bin-Daoud's	 Very	 Best

Beloved—Queen	that	was	of	Sheba	and	Sable	and	the	Rivers	of	the	Gold	of	the
South—from	the	Desert	of	Zinn	to	the	Towers	of	Zimbabwe—Balkis,	almost	as
wise	 as	 the	 Most	 Wise	 Suleiman-bin-Daoud	 himself,	 said,	 'It	 is	 nothing,	 O
Queens!	A	Butterfly	has	made	complaint	against	his	wife	because	she	quarrelled
with	him,	and	it	has	pleased	our	Lord	Suleiman-bin-Daoud	to	teach	her	a	lesson
in	low-speaking	and	humbleness,	for	that	is	counted	a	virtue	among	the	wives	of
the	butterflies.'
Then	up	and	spoke	an	Egyptian	Queen—the	daughter	of	a	Pharoah—and	she

said,	'Our	Palace	cannot	be	plucked	up	by	the	roots	like	a	leek	for	the	sake	of	a
little	insect.	No!	Suleiman-bin-Daoud	must	be	dead,	and	what	we	heard	and	saw
was	the	earth	thundering	and	darkening	at	the	news.'
Then	Balkis	beckoned	that	bold	Queen	without	looking	at	her,	and	said	to	her

and	to	the	others,	'Come	and	see.'
They	 came	 down	 the	 marble	 steps,	 one	 hundred	 abreast,	 and	 beneath	 his

camphor-tree,	still	weak	with	laughing,	they	saw	the	Most	Wise	King	Suleiman-
bin-Daoud	 rocking	 back	 and	 forth	 with	 a	 Butterfly	 on	 either	 hand,	 and	 they
heard	him	say,	 'O	wife	of	my	brother	 in	 the	air,	 remember	after	 this,	 to	please
your	husband	in	all	things,	lest	he	be	provoked	to	stamp	his	foot	yet	again;	for	he
has	said	that	he	is	used	to	this	magic,	and	he	is	most	eminently	a	great	magician



—one	who	steals	away	 the	very	Palace	of	Suleirnan-bin-Daoud	himself.	Go	 in
peace,	little	folk!'	And	he	kissed	them	on	the	wings,	and	they	flew	away.
Then	all	the	Queens	except	Balkis—the	Most	Beautiful	and	Splendid	Balkis,

who	stood	apart	smiling—fell	flat	on	their	faces,	for	they	said,	'If	these	things	are
done	when	a	Butterfly	is	displeased	with	his	wife,	what	shall	be	done	to	us	who
have	vexed	our	King	with	our	loud-speaking	and	open	quarrelling	through	many
days?'
Then	they	put	their	veils	over	their	heads,	and	they	put	their	hands	over	their

mouths,	and	they	tiptoed	back	to	the	Palace	most	mousy-quiet.
Then	 Balkis—The	 Most	 Beautiful	 and	 Excellent	 Balkis—went	 forward

through	the	red	lilies	into	the	shade	of	the	camphor-tree	and	laid	her	hand	upon
Suleiman-bin-Daoud's	shoulder	and	said,	 'O	my	Lord	and	Treasure	of	my	Soul,
rejoice,	for	we	have	taught	the	Queens	of	Egypt	and	Ethiopia	and	Abyssinia	and
Persia	and	India	and	China	with	a	great	and	a	memorable	teaching.'
And	Suleiman-bin-Daoud,	still	looking	after	the	Butterflies	where	they	played

in	 the	 sunlight,	 said,	 'O	 my	 Lady	 and	 Jewel	 of	 my	 Felicity,	 when	 did	 this
happen?	 For	 I	 have	 been	 jesting	 with	 a	 Butterfly	 ever	 since	 I	 came	 into	 the
garden.'	And	he	told	Balkis	what	he	had	done.
Balkis—The	tender	and	Most	Lovely	Balkis—said,	'O	my	Lord	and	Regent	of

my	Existence,	I	hid	behind	the	camphor-tree	and	saw	it	all.	It	was	I	who	told	the
Butterfly's	Wife	to	ask	the	Butterfly	to	stamp,	because	I	hoped	that	for	the	sake
of	 the	 jest	my	Lord	would	make	some	great	magic	and	 that	 the	Queens	would
see	it	and	be	frightened.'	And	she	told	him	what	 the	Queens	had	said	and	seen
and	thought.
Then	Suleiman-bin-Daoud	rose	up	from	his	seat	under	the	camphor-tree,	and

stretched	his	arms	and	rejoiced	and	said,	'O	my	Lady	and	Sweetener	of	my	Days,
know	 that	 if	 I	 had	made	 a	magic	 against	my	Queens	 for	 the	 sake	 of	 pride	 or
anger,	as	I	made	that	feast	for	all	the	animals,	I	should	certainly	have	been	put	to
shame.	But	by	means	of	your	wisdom	I	made	the	magic	for	the	sake	of	a	jest	and
for	the	sake	of	a	little	Butterfly,	and—behold—it	has	also	delivered	me	from	the
vexations	of	my	vexatious	wives!	Tell	me,	 therefore,	O	my	Lady	and	Heart	of
my	Heart,	how	did	you	come	 to	be	 so	wise?'	And	Balkis	 the	Queen,	beautiful
and	tall,	 looked	up	into	Suleiman-bin-Daoud's	eyes	and	put	her	head	a	little	on
one	side,	just	like	the	Butterfly,	and	said,	'First,	O	my	Lord,	because	I	loved	you;
and	secondly,	O	my	Lord,	because	I	know	what	women-folk	are.'
Then	they	went	up	to	the	Palace	and	lived	happily	ever	afterwards.
But	wasn't	it	clever	of	Balkis?

THERE	was	never	a	Queen	like	Balkis,



			From	here	to	the	wide	world's	end;
But	Balkis	tailed	to	a	butterfly
			As	you	would	talk	to	a	friend.

There	was	never	a	King	like	Solomon,
			Not	since	the	world	began;
But	Solomon	talked	to	a	butterfly
			As	a	man	would	talk	to	a	man.

She	was	Queen	of	Sabaea—
			And	he	was	Asia's	Lord—
But	they	both	of	'em	talked	to	butterflies
			When	they	took	their	walks	abroad!
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The	Bronze	Ring

Once	 upon	 a	 time	 in	 a	 certain	 country	 there	 lived	 a	 king	 whose	 palace	 was
surrounded	by	a	spacious	garden.		But,	though	the	gardeners	were	many	and	the
soil	was	good,	 this	garden	yielded	neither	 flowers	nor	 fruits,	not	even	grass	or
shady	trees.
The	King	was	in	despair	about	it,	when	a	wise	old	man	said	to	him:	
“Your	gardeners	do	not	understand	their	business:		but	what	can	you	expect	of

men	whose	fathers	were	cobblers	and	carpenters?		How	should	they	have	learned
to	cultivate	your	garden?”
“You	are	quite	right,”	cried	the	King.
“Therefore,”	continued	 the	old	man,	“you	should	send	 for	a	gardener	whose

father	 and	 grandfather	 have	 been	 gardeners	 before	 him,	 and	 very	 soon	 your
garden	 will	 be	 full	 of	 green	 grass	 and	 gay	 flowers,	 and	 you	 will	 enjoy	 its
delicious	fruit.”
So	 the	 King	 sent	 messengers	 to	 every	 town,	 village,	 and	 hamlet	 in	 his

dominions,	 to	 look	 for	 a	 gardener	whose	 forefathers	 had	 been	 gardeners	 also,
and	after	forty	days	one	was	found.
“Come	with	us	and	be	gardener	to	the	King,”	they	said	to	him.
“How	can	I	go	to	the	King,”	said	the	gardener,	“a	poor	wretch	like	me?”
“That	is	of	no	consequence,”	they	answered.	 	“Here	are	new	clothes	for	you

and	your	family.”
“But	I	owe	money	to	several	people.”
“We	will	pay	your	debts,”	they	said.
So	 the	 gardener	 allowed	 himself	 to	 be	 persuaded,	 and	 went	 away	 with	 the

messengers,	 taking	 his	wife	 and	 his	 son	with	 him;	 and	 the	King,	 delighted	 to
have	found	a	real	gardener,	entrusted	him	with	the	care	of	his	garden.		The	man
found	no	difficulty	in	making	the	royal	garden	produce	flowers	and	fruit,	and	at
the	end	of	a	year	the	park	was	not	like	the	same	place,	and	the	King	showered
gifts	upon	his	new	servant.
The	gardener,	as	you	have	heard	already,	had	a	son,	who	was	a	very	handsome

young	man,	with	most	agreeable	manners,	and	every	day	he	carried	the	best	fruit
of	the	garden	to	the	King,	and	all	the	prettiest	flowers	to	his	daughter.		Now	this
princess	was	wonderfully	pretty	and	was	just	sixteen	years	old,	and	the	King	was
beginning	to	think	it	was	time	that	she	should	be	married.
“My	dear	child,”	said	he,	“you	are	of	an	age	to	take	a	husband,	therefore	I	am

thinking	of	marrying	you	to	the	son	of	my	prime	minister.
“Father,”	replied	the	Princess,	“I	will	never	marry	the	son	of	the	minister.”



“Why	not?”	asked	the	King.
“Because	I	love	the	gardener’s	son,”	answered	the	Princess.
On	hearing	this	the	King	was	at	first	very	angry,	and	then	he	wept	and	sighed,

and	declared	that	such	a	husband	was	not	worthy	of	his	daughter;	but	the	young
Princess	was	not	to	be	turned	from	her	resolution	to	marry	the	gardener’s	son.
Then	the	King	consulted	his	ministers.		“This	is	what	you	must	do,”	they	said.	

“To	get	rid	of	the	gardener	you	must	send	both	suitors	to	a	very	distant	country,
and	the	one	who	returns	first	shall	marry	your	daughter.”
The	King	 followed	 this	 advice,	 and	 the	minister’s	 son	was	presented	with	 a

splendid	horse	and	a	purse	full	of	gold	pieces,	while	the	gardener’s	son	had	only
an	old	 lame	horse	and	a	purse	full	of	copper	money,	and	every	one	thought	he
would	never	come	back	from	his	journey.
The	day	before	they	started	the	Princess	met	her	lover	and	said	to	him:	
“Be	 brave,	 and	 remember	 always	 that	 I	 love	 you.	 	 Take	 this	 purse	 full	 of

jewels	and	make	 the	best	use	you	can	of	 them	for	 love	of	me,	and	come	back
quickly	and	demand	my	hand.”
The	 two	 suitors	 left	 the	 town	 together,	 but	 the	minister’s	 son	went	 off	 at	 a

gallop	on	his	good	horse,	and	very	soon	was	lost	to	sight	behind	the	most	distant
hills.	 	 He	 traveled	 on	 for	 some	 days,	 and	 presently	 reached	 a	 fountain	 beside
which	an	old	woman	all	in	rags	sat	upon	a	stone.
“Good-day	to	you,	young	traveler,”	said	she.
But	the	minister’s	son	made	no	reply.
“Have	pity	upon	me,	traveler,”	she	said	again.		“I	am	dying	of	hunger,	as	you

see,	and	three	days	have	I	been	here	and	no	one	has	given	me	anything.”
“Let	me	alone,	old	witch,”	cried	the	young	man;	“I	can	do	nothing	for	you,”

and	so	saying	he	went	on	his	way.
That	same	evening	the	gardener’s	son	rode	up	to	the	fountain	upon	his	lame

gray	horse.
“Good-day	to	you,	young	traveler,”	said	the	beggar-woman.
“Good-day,	good	woman,”	answered	he.
“Young	traveler,	have	pity	upon	me.”
“Take	my	purse,	good	woman,”	said	he,	“and	mount	behind	me,	for	your	legs

can’t	be	very	strong.”
The	old	woman	didn’t	wait	to	be	asked	twice,	but	mounted	behind	him,	and	in

this	style	they	reached	the	chief	city	of	a	powerful	kingdom.		The	minister’s	son
was	lodged	in	a	grand	inn,	the	gardener’s	son	and	the	old	woman	dismounted	at
the	inn	for	beggars.
The	 next	 day	 the	 gardener’s	 son	 heard	 a	 great	 noise	 in	 the	 street,	 and	 the

King’s	heralds	passed,	blowing	all	kinds	of	instruments,	and	crying:	



“The	 King,	 our	 master,	 is	 old	 and	 infirm.	 	 He	 will	 give	 a	 great	 reward	 to
whoever	will	cure	him	and	give	him	back	the	strength	of	his	youth.”
Then	the	old	beggar-woman	said	to	her	benefactor:	
“This	is	what	you	must	do	to	obtain	the	reward	which	the	King	promises.		Go

out	 of	 the	 town	 by	 the	 south	 gate,	 and	 there	 you	will	 find	 three	 little	 dogs	 of
different	colors;	the	first	will	be	white,	the	second	black,	the	third	red.		You	must
kill	them	and	then	burn	them	separately,	and	gather	up	the	ashes.		Put	the	ashes
of	each	dog	into	a	bag	of	its	own	color,	then	go	before	the	door	of	the	palace	and
cry	out,	’A	celebrated	physician	has	come	from	Janina	in	Albania.		He	alone	can
cure	 the	 King	 and	 give	 him	 back	 the	 strength	 of	 his	 youth.’	 	 The	 King’s
physicians	will	 say,	This	 is	an	 impostor,	and	not	a	 learned	man,’	and	 they	will
make	 all	 sorts	 of	 difficulties,	 but	 you	will	 overcome	 them	 all	 at	 last,	 and	will
present	yourself	before	the	sick	King.		You	must	then	demand	as	much	wood	as
three	mules	can	carry,	and	a	great	cauldron,	and	must	shut	yourself	up	in	a	room
with	 the	Sultan,	 and	when	 the	 cauldron	boils	 you	must	 throw	him	 into	 it,	 and
there	 leave	 him	 until	 his	 flesh	 is	 completely	 separated	 from	 his	 bones.	 	 Then
arrange	 the	bones	 in	 their	proper	places,	and	 throw	over	 them	the	ashes	out	of
the	three	bags.		The	King	will	come	back	to	life,	and	will	be	just	as	he	was	when
he	was	 twenty	 years	 old.	 	 For	 your	 reward	 you	must	 demand	 the	 bronze	 ring
which	has	the	power	to	grant	you	everything	you	desire.		Go,	my	son,	and	do	not
forget	any	of	my	instructions.”
The	young	man	followed	the	old	beggar-woman’s	directions.		On	going	out	of

the	 town	 he	 found	 the	white,	 red,	 and	 black	 dogs,	 and	 killed	 and	 burnt	 them,
gathering	the	ashes	in	three	bags.		Then	he	ran	to	the	palace	and	cried:	
“A	celebrated	physician	has	just	come	from	Janina	in	Albania.		He	alone	can

cure	the	King	and	give	him	back	the	strength	of	his	youth.”
The	King’s	physicians	at	first	laughed	at	the	unknown	wayfarer,	but	the	Sultan

ordered	that	the	stranger	should	be	admitted.		They	brought	the	cauldron	and	the
loads	of	wood,	and	very	soon	the	King	was	boiling	away.		Toward	mid-day	the
gardener’s	son	arranged	the	bones	in	their	places,	and	he	had	hardly	scattered	the
ashes	over	them	before	the	old	King	revived,	 to	find	himself	once	more	young
and	hearty.
“How	can	 I	 reward	you,	my	benefactor?”	he	cried.	 	 “Will	you	 take	half	my

treasures?”
“No,”	said	the	gardener’s	son.
“My	daughter’s	hand?”
“No.”
“Take	half	my	kingdom.”
“No.		Give	me	only	the	bronze	ring	which	can	instantly	grant	me	anything	I



wish	for.”
“Alas!”	said	the	King,	“I	set	great	store	by	that	marvelous	ring;	nevertheless,

you	shall	have	it.”		And	he	gave	it	to	him.
The	gardener’s	son	went	back	to	say	good-by	to	the	old	beggar-woman;	then

he	said	to	the	bronze	ring:	
“Prepare	a	splendid	ship	in	which	I	may	continue	my	journey.		Let	the	hull	be

of	 fine	 gold,	 the	masts	 of	 silver,	 the	 sails	 of	 brocade;	 let	 the	 crew	 consist	 of
twelve	young	men	of	noble	appearance,	dressed	like	kings.		St.	Nicholas	will	be
at	 the	 helm.	 	 As	 to	 the	 cargo,	 let	 it	 be	 diamonds,	 rubies,	 emeralds,	 and
carbuncles.”
And	 immediately	 a	 ship	 appeared	 upon	 the	 sea	 which	 resembled	 in	 every

particular	the	description	given	by	the	gardener’s	son,	and,	stepping	on	board,	he
continued	 his	 journey.	 	 Presently	 he	 arrived	 at	 a	 great	 town	 and	 established
himself	in	a	wonderful	palace.		After	several	days	he	met	his	rival,	the	minister’s
son,	 who	 had	 spent	 all	 his	 money	 and	 was	 reduced	 to	 the	 disagreeable
employment	of	a	carrier	of	dust	and	rubbish.		The	gardener’s	son	said	to	him:	
“What	 is	 your	 name,	 what	 is	 your	 family,	 and	 from	 what	 country	 do	 you

come?”
“I	 am	 the	 son	 of	 the	 prime	 minister	 of	 a	 great	 nation,	 and	 yet	 see	 what	 a

degrading	occupation	I	am	reduced	to.”
“Listen	to	me;	though	I	don’t	know	anything	more	about	you,	I	am	willing	to

help	you.		I	will	give	you	a	ship	to	take	you	back	to	your	own	country	upon	one
condition.”
“Whatever	it	may	be,	I	accept	it	willingly.”
“Follow	me	to	my	palace.”
The	minister’s	son	followed	the	rich	stranger,	whom	he	had	not	recognized.	

When	they	reached	the	palace	the	gardener’s	son	made	a	sign	to	his	slaves,	who
completely	undressed	the	new-comer.
“Make	this	ring	red-hot,”	commanded	the	master,	“and	mark	the	man	with	it

upon	his	back.”
The	slaves	obeyed	him.
“Now,	young	man,”	said	 the	 rich	stranger,	“I	am	going	 to	give	you	a	vessel

which	will	take	you	back	to	your	own	country.”
And,	going	out,	he	took	the	bronze	ring	and	said:	
“Bronze	 ring,	 obey	 thy	master.	 	 Prepare	me	 a	 ship	 of	which	 the	 half-rotten

timbers	shall	be	painted	black,	let	the	sails	be	in	rags,	and	the	sailors	infirm	and
sickly.		One	shall	have	lost	a	leg,	another	an	arm,	the	third	shall	be	a	hunchback,
another	lame	or	club-footed	or	blind,	and	most	of	them	shall	be	ugly	and	covered
with	scars.		Go,	and	let	my	orders	be	executed.”



The	minister’s	son	embarked	in	this	old	vessel,	and	thanks	to	favorable	winds,
at	length	reached	his	own	country.		In	spite	of	the	pitiable	condition	in	which	he
returned	they	received	him	joyfully.
“I	am	the	first	 to	come	back,”	said	he	 to	 the	King;	now	fulfil	your	promise,

and	give	me	the	princess	in	marriage.
So	they	at	once	began	to	prepare	for	the	wedding	festivities.	 	As	to	the	poor

princess,	she	was	sorrowful	and	angry	enough	about	it.
The	next	morning,	at	daybreak,	a	wonderful	ship	with	every	sail	set	came	to

anchor	before	the	town.		The	King	happened	at	that	moment	to	be	at	the	palace
window.
“What	strange	ship	is	this,”	he	cried,	“that	has	a	golden	hull,	silver	masts,	and

silken	sails,	and	who	are	the	young	men	like	princes	who	man	it?		And	do	I	not
see	St.	Nicholas	at	 the	helm?	 	Go	at	once	and	 invite	 the	captain	of	 the	ship	 to
come	to	the	palace.”
His	 servants	obeyed	him,	and	very	soon	 in	came	an	enchantingly	handsome

young	prince,	dressed	in	rich	silk,	ornamented	with	pearls	and	diamonds.
“Young	man,”	said	the	King,	“you	are	welcome,	whoever	you	may	be.		Do	me

the	favor	to	be	my	guest	as	long	as	you	remain	in	my	capital.”
“Many	thanks,	sire,”	replied	the	captain,	“I	accept	your	offer.”
“My	 daughter	 is	 about	 to	 be	 married,”	 said	 the	 King;	 “will	 you	 give	 her

away?”
“I	shall	be	charmed,	sire.”
Soon	after	came	the	Princess	and	her	betrothed.
“Why,	how	is	this?”	cried	the	young	captain;	“would	you	marry	this	charming

princess	to	such	a	man	as	that?”
“But	he	is	my	prime	minister’s	son!”
“What	does	that	matter?		I	cannot	give	your	daughter	away.		The	man	she	is

betrothed	to	is	one	of	my	servants.”
“Your	servant?”
“Without	doubt.	 	 I	met	him	 in	a	distant	 town	reduced	 to	carrying	away	dust

and	rubbish	from	the	houses.		I	had	pity	on	him	and	engaged	him	as	one	of	my
servants.”
“It	is	impossible!”	cried	the	King.
“Do	you	wish	me	to	prove	what	I	say?		This	young	man	returned	in	a	vessel

which	I	fitted	out	for	him,	an	unseaworthy	ship	with	a	black	battered	hull,	and
the	sailors	were	infirm	and	crippled.”
“It	is	quite	true,”	said	the	King.
“It	is	false,”	cried	the	minister’s	son.		“I	do	not	know	this	man!”
“Sire,”	 said	 the	 young	 captain,	 “order	 your	 daughter’s	 betrothed	 to	 be



stripped,	and	see	if	the	mark	of	my	ring	is	not	branded	upon	his	back.”
The	 King	 was	 about	 to	 give	 this	 order,	 when	 the	 minister’s	 son,	 to	 save

himself	from	such	an	indignity,	admitted	that	the	story	was	true.
“And	now,	sire,”	said	the	young	captain,	“do	you	not	recognize	me?”
“I	recognize	you,”	said	the	Princess;	“you	are	the	gardener’s	son	whom	I	have

always	loved,	and	it	is	you	I	wish	to	marry.”
“Young	man,	 you	 shall	 be	my	 son-in-law,”	 cried	 the	King.	 	 “The	marriage

festivities	are	already	begun,	so	you	shall	marry	my	daughter	this	very	day.”
And	so	that	very	day	the	gardener’s	son	married	the	beautiful	Princess.
Several	months	passed.		The	young	couple	were	as	happy	as	the	day	was	long,

and	the	King	was	more	and	more	pleased	with	himself	for	having	secured	such	a
son-in-law.
But,	presently,	the	captain	of	the	golden	ship	found	it	necessary	to	take	a	long

voyage,	and	after	embracing	his	wife	tenderly	he	embarked.
Now	in	the	outskirts	of	the	capital	there	lived	an	old	man,	who	had	spent	his

life	in	studying	black	arts—	alchemy,	astrology,	magic,	and	enchantment.		This
man	 found	 out	 that	 the	 gardener’s	 son	 had	 only	 succeeded	 in	 marrying	 the
Princess	by	the	help	of	the	genii	who	obeyed	the	bronze	ring.
“I	will	have	that	ring,”	said	he	to	himself.		So	he	went	down	to	the	sea-shore

and	caught	 some	 little	 red	 fishes.	 	Really,	 they	were	quite	wonderfully	pretty.	
Then	he	came	back,	and,	passing	before	the	Princess’s	window,	he	began	to	cry
out:	
“Who	wants	some	pretty	little	red	fishes?”
The	Princess	heard	him,	and	sent	out	one	of	her	 slaves,	who	said	 to	 the	old

peddler:	
“What	will	you	take	for	your	fish?”
“A	bronze	ring.”
“A	bronze	ring,	old	simpleton!		And	where	shall	I	find	one?”
“Under	the	cushion	in	the	Princess’s	room.”
The	slave	went	back	to	her	mistress.
“The	old	madman	will	take	neither	gold	nor	silver,”	said	she.
“What	does	he	want	then?”
“A	bronze	ring	that	is	hidden	under	a	cushion.”
“Find	the	ring	and	give	it	to	him,”	said	the	Princess.
And	at	 last	 the	slave	found	 the	bronze	ring,	which	 the	captain	of	 the	golden

ship	had	accidentally	left	behind	and	carried	it	to	the	man,	who	made	off	with	it
instantly.
Hardly	had	he	reached	his	own	house	when,	taking	the	ring,	he	said,	“Bronze

ring,	obey	thy	master.		I	desire	that	the	golden	ship	shall	turn	to	black	wood,	and



the	crew	to	hideous	negroes;	that	St.	Nicholas	shall	leave	the	helm	and	that	the
only	cargo	shall	be	black	cats.”
And	the	genii	of	the	bronze	ring	obeyed	him.
Finding	himself	 upon	 the	 sea	 in	 this	miserable	 condition,	 the	 young	 captain

understood	 that	 some	 one	must	 have	 stolen	 the	 bronze	 ring	 from	him,	 and	 he
lamented	his	misfortune	loudly;	but	that	did	him	no	good.
“Alas!”	he	said	to	himself,	“whoever	has	taken	my	ring	has	probably	taken	my

dear	wife	also.		What	good	will	it	do	me	to	go	back	to	my	own	country?”	And	he
sailed	 about	 from	 island	 to	 island,	 and	 from	 shore	 to	 shore,	 believing	 that
wherever	 he	went	 everybody	was	 laughing	 at	 him,	 and	 very	 soon	 his	 poverty
was	so	great	that	he	and	his	crew	and	the	poor	black	cats	had	nothing	to	eat	but
herbs	 and	 roots.	 	 After	 wandering	 about	 a	 long	 time	 he	 reached	 an	 island
inhabited	by	mice.		The	captain	landed	upon	the	shore	and	began	to	explore	the
country.		There	were	mice	everywhere,	and	nothing	but	mice.		Some	of	the	black
cats	 had	 followed	 him,	 and,	 not	 having	 been	 fed	 for	 several	 days,	 they	 were
fearfully	hungry,	and	made	terrible	havoc	among	the	mice.
Then	the	queen	of	the	mice	held	a	council.
“These	cats	will	eat	every	one	of	us,”	she	said,	“if	the	captain	of	the	ship	does

not	shut	the	ferocious	animals	up.		Let	us	send	a	deputation	to	him	of	the	bravest
among	us.”
Several	mice	offered	themselves	for	this	mission	and	set	out	to	find	the	young

captain.
“Captain,”	 said	 they,	 “go	 away	 quickly	 from	our	 island,	 or	we	 shall	 perish,

every	mouse	of	us.”
“Willingly,”	replied	the	young	captain,	“upon	one	condition.		That	is	that	you

shall	 first	bring	me	back	a	bronze	 ring	which	some	clever	magician	has	stolen
from	me.		If	you	do	not	do	this	I	will	land	all	my	cats	upon	your	island,	and	you
shall	be	exterminated.”
The	mice	withdrew	in	great	dismay.		“What	is	to	be	done?”	said	the	Queen.	

“How	can	we	 find	 this	 bronze	 ring?”	She	held	 a	 new	 council,	 calling	 in	mice
from	every	quarter	of	 the	globe,	but	nobody	knew	where	the	bronze	ring	was.	
Suddenly	 three	mice	 arrived	 from	 a	 very	 distant	 country.	 	One	was	 blind,	 the
second	lame,	and	the	third	had	her	ears	cropped.
“Ho,	ho,	ho!”	said	the	new-comers.		“We	come	from	a	far	distant	country.”
“Do	you	know	where	the	bronze	ring	is	which	the	genii	obey?”
“Ho,	ho,	ho!	we	know;	an	old	sorcerer	has	taken	possession	of	it,	and	now	he

keeps	it	in	his	pocket	by	day	and	in	his	mouth	by	night.”
“Go	and	take	it	from	him,	and	come	back	as	soon	as	possible.”
So	 the	 three	 mice	 made	 themselves	 a	 boat	 and	 set	 sail	 for	 the	 magician’s



country.	 	 When	 they	 reached	 the	 capital	 they	 landed	 and	 ran	 to	 the	 palace,
leaving	only	 the	blind	mouse	on	 the	shore	 to	 take	care	of	 the	boat.	 	Then	 they
waited	till	it	was	night.		The	wicked	old	man	lay	down	in	bed	and	put	the	bronze
ring	into	his	mouth,	and	very	soon	he	was	asleep.
“Now,	what	shall	we	do?”	said	the	two	little	animals	to	each	other.
The	mouse	with	the	cropped	ears	found	a	lamp	full	of	oil	and	a	bottle	full	of

pepper.		So	she	dipped	her	tail	first	in	the	oil	and	then	in	the	pepper,	and	held	it
to	the	sorcerer’s	nose.
“Atisha!	 atisha!”	 sneezed	 the	 old	man,	 but	 he	 did	 not	wake,	 and	 the	 shock

made	the	bronze	ring	jump	out	of	his	mouth.		Quick	as	thought	the	lame	mouse
snatched	up	the	precious	talisman	and	carried	it	off	to	the	boat.
Imagine	the	despair	of	the	magician	when	he	awoke	and	the	bronze	ring	was

nowhere	to	be	found!
But	by	that	time	our	three	mice	had	set	sail	with	their	prize.		A	favoring	breeze

was	carrying	them	toward	the	island	where	the	queen	of	the	mice	was	awaiting
them.		Naturally	they	began	to	talk	about	the	bronze	ring.
“Which	of	us	deserves	the	most	credit?”	they	cried	all	at	once.
“I	 do,”	 said	 the	 blind	mouse,	 “for	without	my	watchfulness	 our	 boat	would

have	drifted	away	to	the	open	sea.”
“No,	indeed,”	cried	the	mouse	with	the	cropped	ears;	“the	credit	is	mine.		Did

I	not	cause	the	ring	to	jump	out	of	the	man’s	mouth?”
“No,	it	is	mine,”	cried	the	lame	one,	“for	I	ran	off	with	the	ring.”
And	from	high	words	 they	soon	came	 to	blows,	and,	alas!	when	 the	quarrel

was	fiercest	the	bronze	ring	fell	into	the	sea.
“How	are	we	to	face	our	queen,”	said	the	three	mice	“when	by	our	folly	we

have	 lost	 the	 talisman	 and	 condemned	 our	 people	 to	 be	 utterly	 exterminated?	
We	cannot	go	back	to	our	country;	let	us	land	on	this	desert	island	and	there	end
our	miserable	 lives.”	 	No	sooner	 said	 than	done.	 	The	boat	 reached	 the	 island,
and	the	mice	landed.
The	 blind	mouse	was	 speedily	 deserted	 by	 her	 two	 sisters,	who	went	 off	 to

hunt	flies,	but	as	she	wandered	sadly	along	the	shore	she	found	a	dead	fish,	and
was	eating	it,	when	she	felt	something	very	hard.		At	her	cries	the	other	two	mice
ran	up.
“It	is	the	bronze	ring!		It	is	the	talisman!”	they	cried	joyfully,	and,	getting	into

their	boat	again,	they	soon	reached	the	mouse	island.		It	was	time	they	did,	for
the	captain	was	just	going	to	land	his	cargo	of	cats,	when	a	deputation	of	mice
brought	him	the	precious	bronze	ring.
“Bronze	 ring,”	 commanded	 the	young	man,	 “obey	 thy	master.	 	Let	my	 ship

appear	as	it	was	before.”



Immediately	the	genii	of	the	ring	set	to	work,	and	the	old	black	vessel	became
once	more	the	wonderful	golden	ship	with	sails	of	brocade;	the	handsome	sailors
ran	to	 the	silver	masts	and	the	silken	ropes,	and	very	soon	they	set	sail	 for	 the
capital.
Ah!	how	merrily	the	sailors	sang	as	they	flew	over	the	glassy	sea!
At	last	the	port	was	reached.
The	captain	landed	and	ran	to	the	palace,	where	he	found	the	wicked	old	man

asleep.		The	Princess	clasped	her	husband	in	a	long	embrace.		The	magician	tried
to	escape,	but	he	was	seized	and	bound	with	strong	cords.
The	next	day	the	sorcerer,	tied	to	the	tail	of	a	savage	mule	loaded	with	nuts,

was	broken	into	as	many	pieces	as	there	were	nuts	upon	the	mule’s	back.



Prince	Hyacinth	and	the	Dear	Little	Princess

Once	upon	a	time	there	lived	a	king	who	was	deeply	in	love	with	a	princess,	but
she	 could	 not	marry	 anyone,	 because	 she	was	 under	 an	 enchantment.	 	 So	 the
King	set	out	 to	seek	a	 fairy,	and	asked	what	he	could	do	 to	win	 the	Princess’s
love.		The	Fairy	said	to	him:	
“You	 know	 that	 the	 Princess	 has	 a	 great	 cat	 which	 she	 is	 very	 fond	 of.	

Whoever	is	clever	enough	to	tread	on	that	cat’s	tail	is	the	man	she	is	destined	to
marry.”
The	King	said	to	himself	that	this	would	not	be	very	difficult,	and	he	left	the

Fairy,	determined	to	grind	the	cat’s	 tail	 to	powder	rather	 than	not	 tread	on	it	at
all.
You	may	imagine	that	it	was	not	long	before	he	went	to	see	the	Princess,	and

puss,	as	usual,	marched	in	before	him,	arching	his	back.		The	King	took	a	long
step,	and	quite	thought	he	had	the	tail	under	his	foot,	but	the	cat	turned	round	so
sharply	that	he	only	trod	on	air.		And	so	it	went	on	for	eight	days,	till	the	King
began	to	think	that	this	fatal	tail	must	be	full	of	quicksilver—	it	was	never	still
for	a	moment.
At	last,	however,	he	was	lucky	enough	to	come	upon	puss	fast	asleep	and	with

his	tail	conveniently	spread	out.		So	the	King,	without	losing	a	moment,	set	his
foot	upon	it	heavily.
With	one	terrific	yell	the	cat	sprang	up	and	instantly	changed	into	a	tall	man,

who,	fixing	his	angry	eyes	upon	the	King,	said:	
“You	 shall	 marry	 the	 Princess	 because	 you	 have	 been	 able	 to	 break	 the

enchantment,	but	I	will	have	my	revenge.		You	shall	have	a	son,	who	will	never
be	happy	until	he	finds	out	that	his	nose	is	too	long,	and	if	you	ever	tell	anyone
what	I	have	 just	said	 to	you,	you	shall	vanish	away	instantly,	and	no	one	shall
ever	see	you	or	hear	of	you	again.”
Though	 the	 King	 was	 horribly	 afraid	 of	 the	 enchanter,	 he	 could	 not	 help

laughing	at	this	threat.
“If	my	son	has	such	a	long	nose	as	that,”	he	said	to	himself,	“he	must	always

see	it	or	feel	it;	at	least,	if	he	is	not	blind	or	without	hands.”
But,	 as	 the	 enchanter	 had	 vanished,	 he	 did	 not	 waste	 any	 more	 time	 in

thinking,	but	went	to	seek	the	Princess,	who	very	soon	consented	to	marry	him.	
But	after	all,	they	had	not	been	married	very	long	when	the	King	died,	and	the
Queen	had	nothing	left	to	care	for	but	her	little	son,	who	was	called	Hyacinth.	
The	little	Prince	had	large	blue	eyes,	the	prettiest	eyes	in	the	world,	and	a	sweet
little	mouth,	but,	alas!	his	nose	was	so	enormous	 that	 it	covered	half	his	 face.	



The	Queen	was	inconsolable	when	she	saw	this	great	nose,	but	her	ladies	assured
her	that	it	was	not	really	as	large	as	it	looked;	that	it	was	a	Roman	nose,	and	you
had	only	to	open	any	history	to	see	that	every	hero	has	a	large	nose.		The	Queen,
who	was	devoted	to	her	baby,	was	pleased	with	what	they	told	her,	and	when	she
looked	at	Hyacinth	again,	his	nose	certainly	did	not	seem	to	her	quite	so	large.
The	Prince	was	brought	up	with	great	care;	and,	as	 soon	as	he	could	 speak,

they	told	him	all	sorts	of	dreadful	stories	about	people	who	had	short	noses.		No
one	was	allowed	to	come	near	him	whose	nose	did	not	more	or	less	resemble	his
own,	 and	 the	 courtiers,	 to	 get	 into	 favor	with	 the	Queen,	 took	 to	 pulling	 their
babies’	noses	 several	 times	every	day	 to	make	 them	grow	 long.	 	But,	do	what
they	would,	they	were	nothing	by	comparison	with	the	Prince’s.
When	he	grew	sensible	he	learned	history;	and	whenever	any	great	prince	or

beautiful	princess	was	spoken	of,	his	teachers	took	care	to	tell	him	that	they	had
long	noses.
His	room	was	hung	with	pictures,	all	of	people	with	very	large	noses;	and	the

Prince	grew	up	so	convinced	that	a	long	nose	was	a	great	beauty,	that	he	would
not	on	any	account	have	had	his	own	a	single	inch	shorter!
When	his	twentieth	birthday	was	passed	the	Queen	thought	it	was	time	that	he

should	 be	 married,	 so	 she	 commanded	 that	 the	 portraits	 of	 several	 princesses
should	be	brought	for	him	to	see,	and	among	the	others	was	a	picture	of	the	Dear
Little	Princess!
Now,	 she	 was	 the	 daughter	 of	 a	 great	 king,	 and	 would	 some	 day	 possess

several	 kingdoms	 herself;	 but	 Prince	 Hyacinth	 had	 not	 a	 thought	 to	 spare	 for
anything	 of	 that	 sort,	 he	 was	 so	much	 struck	 with	 her	 beauty.	 	 The	 Princess,
whom	he	thought	quite	charming,	had,	however,	a	little	saucy	nose,	which,	in	her
face,	was	the	prettiest	thing	possible,	but	it	was	a	cause	of	great	embarrassment
to	the	courtiers,	who	had	got	into	such	a	habit	of	laughing	at	little	noses	that	they
sometimes	found	themselves	laughing	at	hers	before	they	had	time	to	think;	but
this	 did	 not	 do	 at	 all	 before	 the	 Prince,	 who	 quite	 failed	 to	 see	 the	 joke,	 and
actually	banished	two	of	his	courtiers	who	had	dared	to	mention	disrespectfully
the	Dear	Little	Princess’s	tiny	nose!
The	others,	taking	warning	from	this,	learned	to	think	twice	before	they	spoke,

and	one	even	went	so	far	as	to	tell	the	Prince	that,	though	it	was	quite	true	that
no	man	 could	 be	 worth	 anything	 unless	 he	 had	 a	 long	 nose,	 still,	 a	 woman’s
beauty	was	a	different	thing;	and	he	knew	a	learned	man	who	understood	Greek
and	had	read	in	some	old	manuscripts	that	the	beautiful	Cleopatra	herself	had	a
“tip-tilted”	nose!
The	Prince	made	him	a	splendid	present	as	a	reward	for	this	good	news,	and	at

once	 sent	ambassadors	 to	ask	 the	Dear	Little	Princess	 in	marriage.	 	The	King,



her	father,	gave	his	consent;	and	Prince	Hyacinth,	who,	in	his	anxiety	to	see	the
Princess,	had	gone	three	leagues	to	meet	her	was	just	advancing	to	kiss	her	hand
when,	to	the	horror	of	all	who	stood	by,	the	enchanter	appeared	as	suddenly	as	a
flash	of	lightning,	and,	snatching	up	the	Dear	Little	Princess,	whirled	her	away
out	of	their	sight!
The	 Prince	 was	 left	 quite	 unconsolable,	 and	 declared	 that	 nothing	 should

induce	him	to	go	back	to	his	kingdom	until	he	had	found	her	again,	and	refusing
to	allow	any	of	his	courtiers	to	follow	him,	he	mounted	his	horse	and	rode	sadly
away,	letting	the	animal	choose	his	own	path.
So	it	happened	that	he	came	presently	to	a	great	plain,	across	which	he	rode

all	 day	 long	 without	 seeing	 a	 single	 house,	 and	 horse	 and	 rider	 were	 terribly
hungry,	when,	as	the	night	fell,	the	Prince	caught	sight	of	a	light,	which	seemed
to	shine	from	a	cavern.
He	 rode	up	 to	 it,	 and	saw	a	 little	old	woman,	who	appeared	 to	be	at	 least	 a

hundred	years	old.
She	put	on	her	spectacles	to	look	at	Prince	Hyacinth,	but	it	was	quite	a	long

time	before	she	could	fix	them	securely	because	her	nose	was	so	very	short.
The	Prince	and	the	Fairy	(for	that	was	who	she	was)	had	no	sooner	looked	at

one	another	than	they	went	into	fits	of	laughter,	and	cried	at	the	same	moment,
“Oh,	what	a	funny	nose!”
“Not	so	funny	as	your	own,”	said	Prince	Hyacinth	to	the	Fairy;	“but,	madam,	I

beg	you	to	leave	the	consideration	of	our	noses—	such	as	they	are—	and	to	be
good	enough	to	give	me	something	to	eat,	for	I	am	starving,	and	so	is	my	poor
horse.”
“With	all	my	heart,”	said	the	Fairy.	 	“Though	your	nose	is	so	ridiculous	you

are,	nevertheless,	the	son	of	my	best	friend.		I	loved	your	father	as	if	he	had	been
my	brother.		Now	he	had	a	very	handsome	nose!”
“And	pray	what	does	mine	lack?”	said	the	Prince.
“Oh!	it	doesn’t	lack	anything,”	replied	the	Fairy.		“On	the	contrary	quite,	there

is	only	too	much	of	it.		But	never	mind,	one	may	be	a	very	worthy	man	though
his	nose	is	too	long.		I	was	telling	you	that	I	was	your	father’s	friend;	he	often
came	 to	see	me	 in	 the	old	 times,	and	you	must	know	that	 I	was	very	pretty	 in
those	days;	at	least,	he	used	to	say	so.		I	should	like	to	tell	you	of	a	conversation
we	had	the	last	time	I	ever	saw	him.”
“Indeed,”	 said	 the	Prince,	 “when	 I	 have	 supped	 it	will	 give	me	 the	 greatest

pleasure	to	hear	it;	but	consider,	madam,	I	beg	of	you,	that	I	have	had	nothing	to
eat	to-day.”
“The	poor	boy	is	right,”	said	the	Fairy;	“I	was	forgetting.		Come	in,	then,	and	I

will	give	you	some	supper,	and	while	you	are	eating	I	can	tell	you	my	story	in	a



very	 few	words—	 for	 I	 don’t	 like	 endless	 tales	myself.	 	 Too	 long	 a	 tongue	 is
worse	 than	 too	 long	 a	 nose,	 and	 I	 remember	when	 I	was	 young	 that	 I	was	 so
much	admired	for	not	being	a	great	chatterer.		They	used	to	tell	the	Queen,	my
mother,	that	it	was	so.		For	though	you	see	what	I	am	now,	I	was	the	daughter	of
a	great	king.		My	father——	”
“Your	 father,	 I	 dare	 say,	 got	 something	 to	 eat	 when	 he	 was	 hungry!”

interrupted	the	Prince.
“Oh!	certainly,”	answered	the	Fairy,	“and	you	also	shall	have	supper	directly.	

I	only	just	wanted	to	tell	you——	”
“But	I	really	cannot	listen	to	anything	until	I	have	had	something	to	eat,”	cried

the	 Prince,	 who	 was	 getting	 quite	 angry;	 but	 then,	 remembering	 that	 he	 had
better	be	polite	as	he	much	needed	the	Fairy’s	help,	he	added:	
“I	know	that	in	the	pleasure	of	listening	to	you	I	should	quite	forget	my	own

hunger;	but	my	horse,	who	cannot	hear	you,	must	really	be	fed!”
The	Fairy	was	very	much	flattered	by	this	compliment,	and	said,	calling	to	her

servants:	
“You	 shall	 not	 wait	 another	 minute,	 you	 are	 so	 polite,	 and	 in	 spite	 of	 the

enormous	size	of	your	nose	you	are	really	very	agreeable.”
“Plague	 take	 the	 old	 lady!	 	 How	 she	 does	 go	 on	 about	my	 nose!”	 said	 the

Prince	 to	 himself.	 	 “One	would	 almost	 think	 that	mine	had	 taken	 all	 the	 extra
length	that	hers	lacks!		If	I	were	not	so	hungry	I	would	soon	have	done	with	this
chatterpie	who	thinks	she	talks	very	little!		How	stupid	people	are	not	to	see	their
own	faults!		That	comes	of	being	a	princess:		she	has	been	spoiled	by	flatterers,
who	have	made	her	believe	that	she	is	quite	a	moderate	talker!”
Meanwhile	 the	servants	were	putting	 the	supper	on	 the	 table,	and	 the	prince

was	much	amused	to	hear	the	Fairy	who	asked	them	a	thousand	questions	simply
for	the	pleasure	of	hearing	herself	speak;	especially	he	noticed	one	maid	who,	no
matter	what	was	being	said,	always	contrived	to	praise	her	mistress’s	wisdom.
“Well!”	he	thought,	as	he	ate	his	supper,	“I’m	very	glad	I	came	here.		This	just

shows	me	how	sensible	 I	have	been	 in	never	 listening	 to	 flatterers.	 	People	of
that	sort	praise	us	to	our	faces	without	shame,	and	hide	our	faults	or	change	them
into	 virtues.	 	 For	my	 part	 I	 never	will	 be	 taken	 in	 by	 them.	 	 I	 know	my	 own
defects,	I	hope.”
Poor	Prince	Hyacinth!	 	He	 really	 believed	what	 he	 said,	 and	hadn’t	 an	 idea

that	the	people	who	had	praised	his	nose	were	laughing	at	him,	just	as	the	Fairy’s
maid	was	laughing	at	her;	for	the	Prince	had	seen	her	laugh	slyly	when	she	could
do	so	without	the	Fairy’s	noticing	her.
However,	 he	 said	 nothing,	 and	 presently,	 when	 his	 hunger	 began	 to	 be

appeased,	the	Fairy	said:	



“My	dear	Prince,	might	I	beg	you	to	move	a	little	more	that	way,	for	your	nose
casts	 such	 a	 shadow	 that	 I	 really	 cannot	 see	 what	 I	 have	 on	 my	 plate.	 	 Ah!
thanks.		Now	let	us	speak	of	your	father.		When	I	went	to	his	Court	he	was	only
a	little	boy,	but	that	is	forty	years	ago,	and	I	have	been	in	this	desolate	place	ever
since.		Tell	me	what	goes	on	nowadays;	are	the	ladies	as	fond	of	amusement	as
ever?		In	my	time	one	saw	them	at	parties,	theatres,	balls,	and	promenades	every
day.		Dear	me!	what	a	long	nose	you	have!		I	cannot	get	used	to	it!”
“Really,	madam,”	said	the	Prince,	“I	wish	you	would	leave	off	mentioning	my

nose.	 	 It	 cannot	matter	 to	you	what	 it	 is	 like.	 	 I	 am	quite	 satisfied	with	 it,	 and
have	no	wish	to	have	it	shorter.		One	must	take	what	is	given	one.”
“Now	you	are	angry	with	me,	my	poor	Hyacinth,”	said	the	Fairy,	“and	I	assure

you	that	I	didn’t	mean	to	vex	you;	on	the	contrary,	I	wished	to	do	you	a	service.	
However,	though	I	really	cannot	help	your	nose	being	a	shock	to	me,	I	will	try
not	to	say	anything	about	it.	 	I	will	even	try	to	think	that	you	have	an	ordinary
nose.		To	tell	the	truth,	it	would	make	three	reasonable	ones.”
The	 Prince,	 who	 was	 no	 longer	 hungry,	 grew	 so	 impatient	 at	 the	 Fairy’s

continual	remarks	about	his	nose	that	at	last	he	threw	himself	upon	his	horse	and
rode	 hastily	 away.	 	 But	 wherever	 he	 came	 in	 his	 journeyings	 he	 thought	 the
people	 were	mad,	 for	 they	 all	 talked	 of	 his	 nose,	 and	 yet	 he	 could	 not	 bring
himself	to	admit	that	it	was	too	long,	he	had	been	so	used	all	his	life	to	hear	it
called	handsome.
The	old	Fairy,	who	wished	 to	make	him	happy,	at	 last	hit	upon	a	plan.	 	She

shut	the	Dear	Little	Princess	up	in	a	palace	of	crystal,	and	put	this	palace	down
where	the	Prince	would	not	fail	to	find	it.	 	His	joy	at	seeing	the	Princess	again
was	extreme,	and	he	set	to	work	with	all	his	might	to	try	to	break	her	prison;	but
in	spite	of	all	his	efforts	he	failed	utterly.		In	despair	he	thought	at	least	that	he
would	 try	 to	get	near	enough	to	speak	 to	 the	Dear	Little	Princess,	who,	on	her
part,	stretched	out	her	hand	that	he	might	kiss	it;	but	turn	which	way	he	might,
he	never	could	raise	it	to	his	lips,	for	his	long	nose	always	prevented	it.		For	the
first	time	he	realized	how	long	it	really	was,	and	exclaimed:	
“Well,	it	must	be	admitted	that	my	nose	is	too	long!”
In	 an	 instant	 the	 crystal	 prison	 flew	 into	 a	 thousand	 splinters,	 and	 the	 old

Fairy,	taking	the	Dear	Little	Princess	by	the	hand,	said	to	the	Prince:	
“Now,	say	if	you	are	not	very	much	obliged	to	me.		Much	good	it	was	for	me

to	 talk	 to	 you	 about	 your	 nose!	 	 You	 would	 never	 have	 found	 out	 how
extraordinary	it	was	if	 it	hadn’t	hindered	you	from	doing	what	you	wanted	to.	
You	 see	 how	 self-love	 keeps	 us	 from	 knowing	 our	 own	 defects	 of	 mind	 and
body.		Our	reason	tries	in	vain	to	show	them	to	us;	we	refuse	to	see	them	till	we
find	them	in	the	way	of	our	interests.”



Prince	Hyacinth,	whose	nose	was	now	just	 like	anyone’s	else,	did	not	fail	 to
profit	by	 the	 lesson	he	had	received.	 	He	married	 the	Dear	Little	Princess,	and
they	lived	happily	ever	after.



East	of	the	Sun	and	West	of	the	Moon

Once	 upon	 a	 time	 there	was	 a	 poor	 husbandman	who	 had	many	 children	 and
little	to	give	them	in	the	way	either	of	food	or	clothing.		They	were	all	pretty,	but
the	 prettiest	 of	 all	was	 the	 youngest	 daughter,	who	was	 so	 beautiful	 that	 there
were	no	bounds	to	her	beauty.
So	 once—	 it	was	 late	 on	 a	 Thursday	 evening	 in	 autumn,	 and	wild	weather

outside,	terribly	dark,	and	raining	so	heavily	and	blowing	so	hard	that	the	walls
of	the	cottage	shook	again—	they	were	all	sitting	together	by	the	fireside,	each
of	 them	busy	with	 something	 or	 other,	when	 suddenly	 some	 one	 rapped	 three
times	 against	 the	window-pane.	 	 The	man	went	 out	 to	 see	what	 could	 be	 the
matter,	and	when	he	got	out	there	stood	a	great	big	white	bear.
“Good-evening	to	you,”	said	the	White	Bear.
“Good-evening,”	said	the	man.
“Will	you	give	me	your	youngest	daughter?”	said	the	White	Bear;	“if	you	will,

you	shall	be	as	rich	as	you	are	now	poor.”
Truly	 the	 man	 would	 have	 had	 no	 objection	 to	 be	 rich,	 but	 he	 thought	 to

himself:		“I	must	first	ask	my	daughter	about	this,”	so	he	went	in	and	told	them
that	 there	was	a	great	white	bear	outside	who	had	faithfully	promised	 to	make
them	all	rich	if	he	might	but	have	the	youngest	daughter.
She	said	no,	and	would	not	hear	of	it;	so	the	man	went	out	again,	and	settled

with	the	White	Bear	that	he	should	come	again	next	Thursday	evening,	and	get
her	answer.	 	Then	the	man	persuaded	her,	and	talked	so	much	to	her	about	 the
wealth	that	they	would	have,	and	what	a	good	thing	it	would	be	for	herself,	that
at	last	she	made	up	her	mind	to	go,	and	washed	and	mended	all	her	rags,	made
herself	 as	 smart	 as	 she	 could,	 and	 held	 herself	 in	 readiness	 to	 set	 out.	 	 Little
enough	had	she	to	take	away	with	her.
Next	Thursday	evening	the	White	Bear	came	to	fetch	her.		She	seated	herself

on	 his	 back	with	 her	 bundle,	 and	 thus	 they	 departed.	 	When	 they	 had	 gone	 a
great	part	of	the	way,	the	White	Bear	said:		“Are	you	afraid?”
“No,	that	I	am	not,”	said	she.
“Keep	tight	hold	of	my	fur,	and	then	there	is	no	danger,”	said	he.
And	thus	she	rode	far,	far	away,	until	they	came	to	a	great	mountain.		Then	the

White	Bear	knocked	on	it,	and	a	door	opened,	and	they	went	into	a	castle	where
there	 were	 many	 brilliantly	 lighted	 rooms	 which	 shone	 with	 gold	 and	 silver,
likewise	 a	 large	 hall	 in	 which	 there	 was	 a	 well-spread	 table,	 and	 it	 was	 so
magnificent	 that	 it	would	 be	 hard	 to	make	 anyone	 understand	how	 splendid	 it
was.		The	White	Bear	gave	her	a	silver	bell,	and	told	her	that	when	she	needed



anything	she	had	but	 to	 ring	 this	bell,	and	what	she	wanted	would	appear.	 	So
after	 she	 had	 eaten,	 and	 night	 was	 drawing	 near,	 she	 grew	 sleepy	 after	 her
journey,	and	thought	she	would	like	to	go	to	bed.		She	rang	the	bell,	and	scarcely
had	 she	 touched	 it	 before	 she	 found	 herself	 in	 a	 chamber	 where	 a	 bed	 stood
ready	made	for	her,	which	was	as	pretty	as	anyone	could	wish	to	sleep	in.		It	had
pillows	of	silk,	and	curtains	of	silk	fringed	with	gold,	and	everything	that	was	in
the	room	was	of	gold	or	silver,	but	when	she	had	lain	down	and	put	out	the	light
a	man	came	and	 lay	down	beside	her,	 and	behold	 it	was	 the	White	Bear,	who
cast	off	the	form	of	a	beast	during	the	night.		She	never	saw	him,	however,	for	he
always	 came	 after	 she	 had	 put	 out	 her	 light,	 and	 went	 away	 before	 daylight
appeared.
So	all	went	well	and	happily	for	a	time,	but	then	she	began	to	be	very	sad	and

sorrowful,	for	all	day	long	she	had	to	go	about	alone;	and	she	did	so	wish	to	go
home	 to	her	 father	 and	mother	and	brothers	and	 sisters.	 	Then	 the	White	Bear
asked	what	it	was	that	she	wanted,	and	she	told	him	that	it	was	so	dull	there	in
the	mountain,	 and	 that	 she	 had	 to	 go	 about	 all	 alone,	 and	 that	 in	 her	 parents’
house	 at	 home	 there	were	 all	 her	 brothers	 and	 sisters,	 and	 it	was	 because	 she
could	not	go	to	them	that	she	was	so	sorrowful.
“There	 might	 be	 a	 cure	 for	 that,”	 said	 the	 White	 Bear,	 “if	 you	 would	 but

promise	me	never	to	talk	with	your	mother	alone,	but	only	when	the	others	are
there	 too;	for	she	will	 take	hold	of	your	hand,”	he	said,	“and	will	want	 to	 lead
you	into	a	room	to	talk	with	you	alone;	but	that	you	must	by	no	means	do,	or	you
will	bring	great	misery	on	both	of	us.”
So	one	Sunday	the	White	Bear	came	and	said	that	they	could	now	set	out	to

see	her	father	and	mother,	and	they	journeyed	thither,	she	sitting	on	his	back,	and
they	went	a	long,	long	way,	and	it	took	a	long,	long	time;	but	at	last	they	came	to
a	large	white	farmhouse,	and	her	brothers	and	sisters	were	running	about	outside
it,	playing,	and	it	was	so	pretty	that	it	was	a	pleasure	to	look	at	it.
“Your	parents	dwell	here	now,”	said	the	White	Bear;	“but	do	not	forget	what	I

said	to	you,	or	you	will	do	much	harm	both	to	yourself	and	me.”
“No,	indeed,”	said	she,	“I	shall	never	forget;”	and	as	soon	as	she	was	at	home

the	White	Bear	turned	round	and	went	back	again.
There	were	such	rejoicings	when	she	went	in	to	her	parents	that	it	seemed	as	if

they	would	 never	 come	 to	 an	 end.	 	 Everyone	 thought	 that	 he	 could	 never	 be
sufficiently	 grateful	 to	 her	 for	 all	 she	 had	 done	 for	 them	 all.	 	 Now	 they	 had
everything	that	they	wanted,	and	everything	was	as	good	as	it	could	be.		They	all
asked	her	how	she	was	getting	on	where	she	was.		All	was	well	with	her	too,	she
said;	and	she	had	everything	that	she	could	want.		What	other	answers	she	gave	I
cannot	say,	but	I	am	pretty	sure	that	they	did	not	learn	much	from	her.		But	in	the



afternoon,	after	 they	had	dined	at	midday,	all	happened	 just	as	 the	White	Bear
had	said.		Her	mother	wanted	to	talk	with	her	alone	in	her	own	chamber.		But	she
remembered	what	the	White	Bear	had	said,	and	would	on	no	account	go.		“What
we	have	to	say	can	be	said	at	any	time,”	she	answered.		But	somehow	or	other
her	mother	at	last	persuaded	her,	and	she	was	forced	to	tell	the	whole	story.		So
she	told	how	every	night	a	man	came	and	lay	down	beside	her	when	the	lights
were	 all	 put	 out,	 and	 how	 she	 never	 saw	 him,	 because	 he	 always	went	 away
before	 it	 grew	 light	 in	 the	 morning,	 and	 how	 she	 continually	 went	 about	 in
sadness,	thinking	how	happy	she	would	be	if	she	could	but	see	him,	and	how	all
day	long	she	had	to	go	about	alone,	and	it	was	so	dull	and	solitary.		“Oh!”	cried
the	mother,	in	horror,	“you	are	very	likely	sleeping	with	a	troll!		But	I	will	teach
you	a	way	to	see	him.		You	shall	have	a	bit	of	one	of	my	candles,	which	you	can
take	 away	with	you	hidden	 in	 your	 breast.	 	Look	 at	 him	with	 that	when	he	 is
asleep,	but	take	care	not	to	let	any	tallow	drop	upon	him.”
So	she	took	the	candle,	and	hid	it	in	her	breast,	and	when	evening	drew	near

the	White	Bear	came	to	fetch	her	away.		When	they	had	gone	some	distance	on
their	way,	 the	White	Bear	asked	her	 if	 everything	had	not	happened	 just	 as	he
had	 foretold,	 and	 she	 could	not	but	own	 that	 it	 had.	 	 “Then,	 if	 you	have	done
what	your	mother	wished,”	said	he,	“you	have	brought	great	misery	on	both	of
us.”		“No,”	she	said,	“I	have	not	done	anything	at	all.”		So	when	she	had	reached
home	and	had	gone	to	bed	it	was	just	the	same	as	it	had	been	before,	and	a	man
came	and	lay	down	beside	her,	and	late	at	night,	when	she	could	hear	that	he	was
sleeping,	she	got	up	and	kindled	a	light,	lit	her	candle,	let	her	light	shine	on	him,
and	saw	him,	and	he	was	the	handsomest	prince	that	eyes	had	ever	beheld,	and
she	loved	him	so	much	that	it	seemed	to	her	that	she	must	die	if	she	did	not	kiss
him	that	very	moment.		So	she	did	kiss	him;	but	while	she	was	doing	it	she	let
three	 drops	 of	 hot	 tallow	 fall	 upon	 his	 shirt,	 and	 he	 awoke.	 	 “What	 have	 you
done	now?”	said	he;	 “you	have	brought	misery	on	both	of	us.	 	 If	you	had	but
held	out	for	the	space	of	one	year	I	should	have	been	free.		I	have	a	step-mother
who	has	bewitched	me	so	that	I	am	a	white	bear	by	day	and	a	man	by	night;	but
now	all	is	at	an	end	between	you	and	me,	and	I	must	leave	you,	and	go	to	her.	
She	lives	in	a	castle	which	lies	east	of	the	sun	and	west	of	the	moon,	and	there
too	 is	 a	 princess	with	 a	 nose	which	 is	 three	 ells	 long,	 and	 she	now	 is	 the	 one
whom	I	must	marry.”
She	wept	and	lamented,	but	all	in	vain,	for	go	he	must.		Then	she	asked	him	if

she	could	not	go	with	him.		But	no,	that	could	not	be.		“Can	you	tell	me	the	way
then,	and	I	will	seek	you—	that	I	may	surely	be	allowed	to	do!”
“Yes,	you	may	do	that,”	said	he;	“but	there	is	no	way	thither.		It	lies	east	of	the

sun	and	west	of	the	moon,	and	never	would	you	find	your	way	there.”



When	she	awoke	in	the	morning	both	the	Prince	and	the	castle	were	gone,	and
she	was	lying	on	a	small	green	patch	in	the	midst	of	a	dark,	thick	wood.		By	her
side	lay	the	self-same	bundle	of	rags	which	she	had	brought	with	her	from	her
own	home.		So	when	she	had	rubbed	the	sleep	out	of	her	eyes,	and	wept	till	she
was	weary,	she	set	out	on	her	way,	and	 thus	she	walked	for	many	and	many	a
long	day,	until	at	last	she	came	to	a	great	mountain.		Outside	it	an	aged	woman
was	sitting,	playing	with	a	golden	apple.		The	girl	asked	her	if	she	knew	the	way
to	 the	Prince	who	 lived	with	his	stepmother	 in	 the	castle	which	 lay	east	of	 the
sun	and	west	of	the	moon,	and	who	was	to	marry	a	princess	with	a	nose	which
was	three	ells	long.		“How	do	you	happen	to	know	about	him?”	inquired	the	old
woman;	“maybe	you	are	she	who	ought	to	have	had	him.”		“Yes,	indeed,	I	am,”
she	said.		“So	it	is	you,	then?”	said	the	old	woman;	“I	know	nothing	about	him
but	that	he	dwells	in	a	castle	which	is	east	of	the	sun	and	west	of	the	moon.		You
will	be	a	long	time	in	getting	to	it,	if	ever	you	get	to	it	at	all;	but	you	shall	have
the	 loan	 of	my	 horse,	 and	 then	 you	 can	 ride	 on	 it	 to	 an	 old	woman	who	 is	 a
neighbor	of	mine:		perhaps	she	can	tell	you	about	him.		When	you	have	got	there
you	must	just	strike	the	horse	beneath	the	left	ear	and	bid	it	go	home	again;	but
you	may	take	the	golden	apple	with	you.”
So	the	girl	seated	herself	on	the	horse,	and	rode	for	a	long,	long	way,	and	at

last	she	came	to	the	mountain,	where	an	aged	woman	was	sitting	outside	with	a
gold	carding-comb.		The	girl	asked	her	if	she	knew	the	way	to	the	castle	which
lay	east	of	the	sun	and	west	of	the	moon;	but	she	said	what	the	first	old	woman
had	said:		“I	know	nothing	about	it,	but	that	it	is	east	of	the	sun	and	west	of	the
moon,	and	that	you	will	be	a	long	time	in	getting	to	it,	if	ever	you	get	there	at	all;
but	you	shall	have	the	loan	of	my	horse	to	an	old	woman	who	lives	the	nearest	to
me:	 	perhaps	she	may	know	where	the	castle	is,	and	when	you	have	got	to	her
you	may	 just	 strike	 the	 horse	 beneath	 the	 left	 ear	 and	 bid	 it	 go	 home	 again.”	
Then	she	gave	her	the	gold	carding-comb,	for	it	might,	perhaps,	be	of	use	to	her,
she	said.
So	the	girl	seated	herself	on	the	horse,	and	rode	a	wearisome	long	way	onward

again,	and	after	a	very	long	time	she	came	to	a	great	mountain,	where	an	aged
woman	was	sitting,	 spinning	at	a	golden	spinning-wheel.	 	Of	 this	woman,	 too,
she	 inquired	 if	 she	 knew	 the	 way	 to	 the	 Prince,	 and	 where	 to	 find	 the	 castle
which	lay	east	of	the	sun	and	west	of	the	moon.		But	it	was	only	the	same	thing
once	again.	 	“Maybe	it	was	you	who	should	have	had	the	Prince,”	said	the	old
woman.	 	“Yes,	 indeed,	I	should	have	been	the	one,”	said	the	girl.	 	But	 this	old
crone	knew	the	way	no	better	than	the	others—	it	was	east	of	the	sun	and	west	of
the	moon,	she	knew	that,	“and	you	will	be	a	long	time	in	getting	to	it,	if	ever	you
get	 to	 it	at	all,”	she	said;	“but	you	may	have	the	loan	of	my	horse,	and	I	 think



you	had	better	ride	to	the	East	Wind,	and	ask	him:		perhaps	he	may	know	where
the	castle	is,	and	will	blow	you	thither.		But	when	you	have	got	to	him	you	must
just	 strike	 the	horse	beneath	 the	 left	 ear,	 and	he	will	 come	home	again.”	 	And
then	 she	 gave	 her	 the	 golden	 spinning-wheel,	 saying:	 	 “Perhaps	 you	may	 find
that	you	have	a	use	for	it.”
The	girl	had	to	ride	for	a	great	many	days,	and	for	a	long	and	wearisome	time,

before	she	got	there;	but	at	last	she	did	arrive,	and	then	she	asked	the	East	Wind
if	he	could	tell	her	the	way	to	the	Prince	who	dwelt	east	of	the	sun	and	west	of
the	moon.		“Well,”	said	the	East	Wind,	“I	have	heard	tell	of	the	Prince,	and	of	his
castle,	but	I	do	not	know	the	way	to	it,	for	I	have	never	blown	so	far;	but,	if	you
like,	I	will	go	with	you	to	my	brother	the	West	Wind:		he	may	know	that,	for	he
is	much	stronger	than	I	am.		You	may	sit	on	my	back,	and	then	I	can	carry	you
there.”		So	she	seated	herself	on	his	back,	and	they	did	go	so	swiftly!		When	they
got	there,	the	East	Wind	went	in	and	said	that	the	girl	whom	he	had	brought	was
the	one	who	ought	to	have	had	the	Prince	up	at	the	castle	which	lay	east	of	the
sun	 and	west	 of	 the	moon,	 and	 that	 now	 she	was	 traveling	 about	 to	 find	 him
again,	so	he	had	come	there	with	her,	and	would	like	to	hear	 if	 the	West	Wind
knew	whereabout	the	castle	was.		“No,”	said	the	West	Wind;	“so	far	as	that	have
I	never	blown;	but	 if	you	 like	 I	will	go	with	you	 to	 the	South	Wind,	 for	he	 is
much	stronger	than	either	of	us,	and	he	has	roamed	far	and	wide,	and	perhaps	he
can	 tell	you	what	you	want	 to	know.	 	You	may	seat	yourself	on	my	back,	and
then	I	will	carry	you	to	him.”.
So	she	did	this,	and	journeyed	to	the	South	Wind,	neither	was	she	very	long

on	the	way.		When	they	had	got	there,	the	West	Wind	asked	him	if	he	could	tell
her	the	way	to	the	castle	that	lay	east	of	the	sun	and	west	of	the	moon,	for	she
was	the	girl	who	ought	to	marry	the	Prince	who	lived	there.		“Oh,	indeed!”	said
the	South	Wind,	 “is	 that	 she?	 	Well,”	 said	he,	 “I	 have	wandered	about	 a	great
deal	in	my	time,	and	in	all	kinds	of	places,	but	I	have	never	blown	so	far	as	that.	
If	you	like,	however,	I	will	go	with	you	to	my	brother,	the	North	Wind;	he	is	the
oldest	and	strongest	of	all	of	us,	and	if	he	does	not	know	where	it	is	no	one	in	the
whole	world	will	be	able	to	tell	you.		You	may	sit	upon	my	back,	and	then	I	will
carry	you	 there.”	 	So	she	seated	herself	on	his	back,	and	off	he	went	 from	his
house	in	great	haste,	and	they	were	not	long	on	the	way.		When	they	came	near
the	North	Wind’s	dwelling,	he	was	so	wild	and	frantic	that	they	felt	cold	gusts	a
long	while	before	they	got	there.		“What	do	you	want?”	he	roared	out	from	afar,
and	they	froze	as	they	heard.		Said	the	South	Wind:		“It	is	I,	and	this	is	she	who
should	have	had	the	Prince	who	lives	in	the	castle	which	lies	east	of	the	sun	and
west	of	the	moon.		And	now	she	wishes	to	ask	you	if	you	have	ever	been	there,
and	can	tell	her	the	way,	for	she	would	gladly	find	him	again.”



“Yes,”	said	 the	North	Wind,	“I	know	where	 it	 is.	 	 I	once	blew	an	aspen	leaf
there,	but	I	was	so	tired	that	for	many	days	afterward	I	was	not	able	to	blow	at
all.		However,	if	you	really	are	anxious	to	go	there,	and	are	not	afraid	to	go	with
me,	I	will	take	you	on	my	back,	and	try	if	I	can	blow	you	there.”
“Get	 there	 I	must,”	 said	 she;	“and	 if	 there	 is	any	way	of	going	 I	will;	 and	 I

have	no	fear,	no	matter	how	fast	you	go.”
“Very	well	then,”	said	the	North	Wind;	“but	you	must	sleep	here	to-night,	for

if	we	are	ever	to	get	there	we	must	have	the	day	before	us.”
The	North	Wind	woke	her	betimes	next	morning,	and	puffed	himself	up,	and

made	himself	so	big	and	so	strong	that	it	was	frightful	to	see	him,	and	away	they
went,	high	up	through	the	air,	as	if	they	would	not	stop	until	they	had	reached	the
very	 end	 of	 the	world.	 	 Down	 below	 there	was	 such	 a	 storm!	 	 It	 blew	 down
woods	and	houses,	and	when	they	were	above	the	sea	the	ships	were	wrecked	by
hundreds.		And	thus	they	tore	on	and	on,	and	a	long	time	went	by,	and	then	yet
more	time	passed,	and	still	 they	were	above	the	sea,	and	the	North	Wind	grew
tired,	 and	more	 tired,	 and	 at	 last	 so	utterly	weary	 that	 he	was	 scarcely	 able	 to
blow	any	longer,	and	he	sank	and	sank,	lower	and	lower,	until	at	last	he	went	so
low	 that	 the	waves	dashed	 against	 the	heels	 of	 the	poor	 girl	 he	was	 carrying.	
“Art	 thou	afraid?”	said	the	North	Wind.	 	“I	have	no	fear,”	said	she;	and	it	was
true.	 	 But	 they	were	 not	 very,	 very	 far	 from	 land,	 and	 there	 was	 just	 enough
strength	 left	 in	 the	 North	 Wind	 to	 enable	 him	 to	 throw	 her	 on	 to	 the	 shore,
immediately	under	the	windows	of	a	castle	which	lay	east	of	the	sun	and	west	of
the	moon;	but	then	he	was	so	weary	and	worn	out	that	he	was	forced	to	rest	for
several	days	before	he	could	go	to	his	own	home	again.
Next	morning	 she	 sat	 down	beneath	 the	walls	 of	 the	 castle	 to	play	with	 the

golden	apple,	and	 the	 first	person	she	saw	was	 the	maiden	with	 the	 long	nose,
who	was	 to	 have	 the	Prince.	 	 “How	much	do	you	want	 for	 that	 gold	 apple	 of
yours,	girl?”	said	she,	opening	the	window.		“It	can’t	be	bought	either	for	gold	or
money,”	 answered	 the	 girl.	 	 “If	 it	 cannot	 be	 bought	 either	 for	 gold	 or	money,
what	will	buy	it?		You	may	say	what	you	please,”	said	the	Princess.
“Well,	 if	 I	may	go	 to	 the	Prince	who	 is	here,	and	be	with	him	 to-night,	you

shall	have	it,”	said	the	girl	who	had	come	with	the	North	Wind.	 	“You	may	do
that,”	said	the	Princess,	for	she	had	made	up	her	mind	what	she	would	do.	 	So
the	 Princess	 got	 the	 golden	 apple,	 but	 when	 the	 girl	 went	 up	 to	 the	 Prince’s
apartment	 that	 night	 he	was	 asleep,	 for	 the	 Princess	 had	 so	 contrived	 it.	 	 The
poor	girl	 called	 to	him,	and	 shook	him,	and	between	whiles	 she	wept;	but	 she
could	 not	 wake	 him.	 	 In	 the	 morning,	 as	 soon	 as	 day	 dawned,	 in	 came	 the
Princess	with	 the	 long	 nose,	 and	 drove	 her	 out	 again.	 	 In	 the	 daytime	 she	 sat
down	once	more	beneath	the	windows	of	the	castle,	and	began	to	card	with	her



golden	 carding-comb;	 and	 then	 all	 happened	 as	 it	 had	 happened	 before.	 	 The
Princess	asked	her	what	she	wanted	for	it,	and	she	replied	that	it	was	not	for	sale,
either	for	gold	or	money,	but	that	if	she	could	get	leave	to	go	to	the	Prince,	and
be	with	him	during	the	night,	she	should	have	it.		But	when	she	went	up	to	the
Prince’s	room	he	was	again	asleep,	and,	let	her	call	him,	or	shake	him,	or	weep
as	 she	would,	 he	 still	 slept	 on,	 and	 she	 could	 not	 put	 any	 life	 in	 him.	 	When
daylight	 came	 in	 the	morning,	 the	 Princess	with	 the	 long	 nose	 came	 too,	 and
once	more	drove	her	 away.	 	When	day	had	quite	 come,	 the	girl	 seated	herself
under	 the	 castle	 windows,	 to	 spin	 with	 her	 golden	 spinning-wheel,	 and	 the
Princess	 with	 the	 long	 nose	 wanted	 to	 have	 that	 also.	 	 So	 she	 opened	 the
window,	and	asked	what	she	would	take	for	it.		The	girl	said	what	she	had	said
on	each	of	the	former	occasions—	that	it	was	not	for	sale	either	for	gold	or	for
money,	but	if	she	could	get	leave	to	go	to	the	Prince	who	lived	there,	and	be	with
him	during	the	night,	she	should	have	it.
“Yes,”	said	the	Princess,	“I	will	gladly	consent	to	that.”
But	in	that	place	there	were	some	Christian	folk	who	had	been	carried	off,	and

they	had	been	sitting	 in	 the	chamber	which	was	next	 to	 that	of	 the	Prince,	and
had	heard	how	a	woman	had	been	in	there	who	had	wept	and	called	on	him	two
nights	 running,	 and	 they	 told	 the	 Prince	 of	 this.	 	 So	 that	 evening,	 when	 the
Princess	 came	 once	 more	 with	 her	 sleeping-drink,	 he	 pretended	 to	 drink,	 but
threw	 it	 away	 behind	 him,	 for	 he	 suspected	 that	 it	 was	 a	 sleeping-drink.	 	 So,
when	the	girl	went	into	the	Prince’s	room	this	time	he	was	awake,	and	she	had	to
tell	him	how	she	had	come	there.		“You	have	come	just	in	time,”	said	the	Prince,
“for	I	should	have	been	married	to-morrow;	but	I	will	not	have	the	 long-nosed
Princess,	and	you	alone	can	save	me.		I	will	say	that	I	want	to	see	what	my	bride
can	do,	and	bid	her	wash	the	shirt	which	has	the	three	drops	of	tallow	on	it.		This
she	will	consent	to	do,	for	she	does	not	know	that	it	is	you	who	let	them	fall	on
it;	but	no	one	can	wash	 them	out	but	one	born	of	Christian	 folk:	 	 it	 cannot	be
done	by	one	of	a	pack	of	trolls;	and	then	I	will	say	that	no	one	shall	ever	be	my
bride	 but	 the	woman	who	 can	 do	 this,	 and	 I	 know	 that	 you	 can.”	 	 There	was
great	 joy	and	gladness	between	 them	all	 that	night,	but	 the	next	day,	when	 the
wedding	was	to	take	place,	the	Prince	said,	“I	must	see	what	my	bride	can	do.”	
“That	you	may	do,”	said	the	stepmother.
“I	have	a	fine	shirt	which	I	want	to	wear	as	my	wedding	shirt,	but	three	drops

of	tallow	have	got	upon	it	which	I	want	to	have	washed	off,	and	I	have	vowed	to
marry	no	one	but	the	woman	who	is	able	to	do	it.		If	she	cannot	do	that,	she	is
not	worth	having.”
Well,	 that	was	 a	 very	 small	matter,	 they	 thought,	 and	 agreed	 to	 do	 it.	 	 The

Princess	with	the	long	nose	began	to	wash	as	well	as	she	could,	but,	the	more	she



washed	and	rubbed,	the	larger	the	spots	grew.		“Ah!	you	can’t	wash	at	all,”	said
the	old	troll-hag,	who	was	her	mother.		“Give	it	to	me.”		But	she	too	had	not	had
the	shirt	very	 long	 in	her	hands	before	 it	 looked	worse	still,	and,	 the	more	she
washed	it	and	rubbed	it,	the	larger	and	blacker	grew	the	spots.
So	the	other	trolls	had	to	come	and	wash,	but,	the	more	they	did,	the	blacker

and	uglier	grew	the	shirt,	until	at	length	it	was	as	black	as	if	it	had	been	up	the
chimney.	 	“Oh,”	cried	 the	Prince,	“not	one	of	you	 is	good	 for	anything	at	all!	
There	is	a	beggar-girl	sitting	outside	the	window,	and	I’ll	be	bound	that	she	can
wash	better	than	any	of	you!		Come	in,	you	girl	there!”	he	cried.		So	she	came
in.	 	“Can	you	wash	 this	shirt	clean?”	he	cried.	 	“Oh!	 	 I	don’t	know,”	she	said;
“but	I	will	try.”		And	no	sooner	had	she	taken	the	shirt	and	dipped	it	in	the	water
than	it	was	white	as	driven	snow,	and	even	whiter	than	that.		“I	will	marry	you,”
said	the	Prince.
Then	 the	old	 troll-hag	 flew	 into	 such	a	 rage	 that	 she	burst,	 and	 the	Princess

with	 the	 long	 nose	 and	 all	 the	 little	 trolls	 must	 have	 burst	 too,	 for	 they	 have
never	been	heard	of	since.		The	Prince	and	his	bride	set	free	all	the	Christian	folk
who	were	imprisoned	there,	and	took	away	with	them	all	the	gold	and	silver	that
they	could	carry,	and	moved	far	away	from	the	castle	which	lay	east	of	the	sun
and	west	of	the	moon.



The	Yellow	Dwarf

Once	upon	a	time	there	lived	a	queen	who	had	been	the	mother	of	a	great	many
children,	and	of	them	all	only	one	daughter	was	left.		But	then	she	was	worth	at
least	a	thousand.
Her	mother,	who,	since	 the	death	of	 the	King,	her	 father,	had	nothing	 in	 the

world	 she	 cared	 for	 so	 much	 as	 this	 little	 Princess,	 was	 so	 terribly	 afraid	 of
losing	her	that	she	quite	spoiled	her,	and	never	tried	to	correct	any	of	her	faults.	
The	consequence	was	that	this	little	person,	who	was	as	pretty	as	possible,	and
was	one	day	to	wear	a	crown,	grew	up	so	proud	and	so	much	in	 love	with	her
own	beauty	that	she	despised	everyone	else	in	the	world.
The	 Queen,	 her	 mother,	 by	 her	 caresses	 and	 flatteries,	 helped	 to	 make	 her

believe	that	there	was	nothing	too	good	for	her.		She	was	dressed	almost	always
in	the	prettiest	frocks,	as	a	fairy,	or	as	a	queen	going	out	to	hunt,	and	the	ladies	of
the	Court	followed	her	dressed	as	forest	fairies.
And	 to	 make	 her	 more	 vain	 than	 ever	 the	 Queen	 caused	 her	 portrait	 to	 be

taken	 by	 the	 cleverest	 painters	 and	 sent	 it	 to	 several	 neighboring	 kings	 with
whom	she	was	very	friendly.
When	they	saw	this	portrait	they	fell	in	love	with	the	Princess—	every	one	of

them,	but	upon	each	it	had	a	different	effect.		One	fell	ill,	one	went	quite	crazy,
and	a	 few	of	 the	 luckiest	 set	off	 to	 see	her	as	 soon	as	possible,	but	 these	poor
princes	became	her	slaves	the	moment	they	set	eyes	on	her.
Never	has	there	been	a	gayer	Court.	 	Twenty	delightful	kings	did	everything

they	could	think	of	to	make	themselves	agreeable,	and	after	having	spent	ever	so
much	money	in	giving	a	single	entertainment	 thought	 themselves	very	lucky	if
the	Princess	said	“That’s	pretty.”
All	 this	 admiration	 vastly	 pleased	 the	 Queen.	 	 Not	 a	 day	 passed	 but	 she

received	seven	or	eight	 thousand	sonnets,	and	as	many	elegies,	madrigals,	 and
songs,	which	were	sent	her	by	all	the	poets	in	the	world.		All	the	prose	and	the
poetry	 that	 was	 written	 just	 then	 was	 about	 Bellissima—	 for	 that	 was	 the
Princess’s	name—	and	all	the	bonfires	that	they	had	were	made	of	these	verses,
which	crackled	and	sparkled	better	than	any	other	sort	of	wood.
Bellissima	was	already	fifteen	years	old,	and	every	one	of	the	Princes	wished

to	marry	her,	but	not	one	dared	to	say	so.		How	could	they	when	they	knew	that
any	of	them	might	have	cut	off	his	head	five	or	six	times	a	day	just	to	please	her,
and	 she	would	 have	 thought	 it	 a	mere	 trifle,	 so	 little	 did	 she	 care?	 	You	may
imagine	how	hard-hearted	her	lovers	thought	her;	and	the	Queen,	who	wished	to
see	her	married,	did	not	know	how	to	persuade	her	to	think	of	it	seriously.



“Bellissima,”	she	said,	“I	do	wish	you	would	not	be	so	proud.	 	What	makes
you	despise	all	these	nice	kings?		I	wish	you	to	marry	one	of	them,	and	you	do
not	try	to	please	me.”
“I	 am	 so	 happy,”	 Bellissima	 answered:	 	 “do	 leave	me	 in	 peace,	madam.	 	 I

don’t	want	to	care	for	anyone.”
“But	 you	would	 be	 very	 happy	with	 any	 of	 these	 Princes,”	 said	 the	Queen,

“and	I	shall	be	very	angry	if	you	fall	in	love	with	anyone	who	is	not	worthy	of
you.”
But	the	Princess	thought	so	much	of	herself	that	she	did	not	consider	any	one

of	 her	 lovers	 clever	 or	 handsome	 enough	 for	 her;	 and	 her	 mother,	 who	 was
getting	 really	angry	at	her	determination	not	 to	be	married,	began	 to	wish	 that
she	had	not	allowed	her	to	have	her	own	way	so	much.
At	last,	not	knowing	what	else	to	do,	she	resolved	to	consult	a	certain	witch

who	was	called	“The	Fairy	of	the	Desert.”		Now	this	was	very	difficult	to	do,	as
she	was	guarded	by	some	terrible	lions;	but	happily	the	Queen	had	heard	a	long
time	before	that	whoever	wanted	to	pass	these	lions	safely	must	throw	to	them	a
cake	 made	 of	 millet	 flour,	 sugar-candy,	 and	 crocodile’s	 eggs.	 	 This	 cake	 she
prepared	with	her	own	hands,	and	putting	it	in	a	little	basket,	she	set	out	to	seek
the	Fairy.		But	as	she	was	not	used	to	walking	far,	she	soon	felt	very	tired	and	sat
down	at	the	foot	of	a	tree	to	rest,	and	presently	fell	fast	asleep.		When	she	awoke
she	was	dismayed	to	find	her	basket	empty.		The	cake	was	all	gone!	and,	to	make
matters	worse,	at	that	moment	she	heard	the	roaring	of	the	great	lions,	who	had
found	out	that	she	was	near	and	were	coming	to	look	for	her.
“What	shall	I	do?”	she	cried;	“I	shall	be	eaten	up,”	and	being	too	frightened	to

run	a	single	step,	she	began	to	cry,	and	leaned	against	the	tree	under	which	she
had	been	asleep.
Just	then	she	heard	some	one	say:		“H’m,	h’m!”
She	looked	all	round	her,	and	then	up	the	tree,	and	there	she	saw	a	little	tiny

man,	who	was	eating	oranges.
“Oh!		Queen,”	said	he,	“I	know	you	very	well,	and	I	know	how	much	afraid

you	are	of	the	lions;	and	you	are	quite	right	too,	for	they	have	eaten	many	other
people:		and	what	can	you	expect,	as	you	have	not	any	cake	to	give	them?”
“I	must	make	up	my	mind	to	die,”	said	the	poor	Queen.		“Alas!		I	should	not

care	so	much	if	only	my	dear	daughter	were	married.”
“Oh!	 you	 have	 a	 daughter,”	 cried	 the	 Yellow	 Dwarf	 (who	 was	 so	 called

because	 he	was	 a	 dwarf	 and	 had	 such	 a	 yellow	 face,	 and	 lived	 in	 the	 orange
tree).		“I’m	really	glad	to	hear	that,	for	I’ve	been	looking	for	a	wife	all	over	the
world.	 	Now,	if	you	will	promise	that	she	shall	marry	me,	not	one	of	the	lions,
tigers,	or	bears	shall	touch	you.”



The	Queen	looked	at	him	and	was	almost	as	much	afraid	of	his	ugly	little	face
as	she	had	been	of	the	lions	before,	so	that	she	could	not	speak	a	word.
“What!	you	hesitate,	madam,”	cried	 the	Dwarf.	 	 “You	must	be	very	 fond	of

being	eaten	up	alive.”
And,	as	he	spoke,	 the	Queen	saw	the	 lions,	which	were	running	down	a	hill

toward	them.
Each	 one	 had	 two	 heads,	 eight	 feet,	 and	 four	 rows	 of	 teeth,	 and	 their	 skins

were	as	hard	as	turtle	shells,	and	were	bright	red.
At	this	dreadful	sight,	the	poor	Queen,	who	was	trembling	like	a	dove	when	it

sees	 a	 hawk,	 cried	out	 as	 loud	 as	 she	 could,	 “Oh!	dear	Mr.	Dwarf,	Bellissima
shall	marry	you.”
“Oh,	indeed!”	said	he	disdainfully.	 	“Bellissima	is	pretty	enough,	but	I	don’t

particularly	want	to	marry	her—	you	can	keep	her.”
“Oh!	noble	sir,”	said	the	Queen	in	great	distress,	ado	not	refuse	her.		She	is	the

most	charming	Princess	in	the	world.”
“Oh!	well,”	he	replied,	“out	of	charity	 I	will	 take	her;	but	be	sure	and	don’t

forget	that	she	is	mine.”
As	he	spoke	a	little	door	opened	in	the	trunk	of	the	orange	tree,	in	rushed	the

Queen,	only	just	in	time,	and	the	door	shut	with	a	bang	in	the	faces	of	the	lions.
The	Queen	was	so	confused	that	at	first	she	did	not	notice	another	little	door

in	 the	 orange	 tree,	 but	 presently	 it	 opened	 and	 she	 found	 herself	 in	 a	 field	 of
thistles	and	nettles.		It	was	encircled	by	a	muddy	ditch,	and	a	little	further	on	was
a	tiny	thatched	cottage,	out	of	which	came	the	Yellow	Dwarf	with	a	very	jaunty
air.	 	He	wore	wooden	shoes	and	a	little	yellow	coat,	and	as	he	had	no	hair	and
very	long	ears	he	looked	altogether	a	shocking	little	object.
“I	am	delighted,”	said	he	to	the	Queen,	“that,	as	you	are	to	be	my	mother-in-

law,	you	should	see	the	little	house	in	which	your	Bellissima	will	live	with	me.	
With	 these	 thistles	 and	 nettles	 she	 can	 feed	 a	 donkey	 which	 she	 can	 ride
whenever	 she	 likes;	 under	 this	 humble	 roof	 no	weather	 can	 hurt	 her;	 she	will
drink	 the	water	of	 this	brook	and	eat	 frogs—	which	grow	very	 fat	 about	here;
and	then	she	will	have	me	always	with	her,	handsome,	agreeable,	and	gay	as	you
see	me	now.	 	For	 if	her	shadow	stays	by	her	more	closely	 than	I	do	I	 shall	be
surprised.”
The	 unhappy	 Queen.	 seeing	 all	 at	 once	 what	 a	 miserable	 life	 her	 daughter

would	 have	with	 this	Dwarf	 could	 not	 bear	 the	 idea,	 and	 fell	 down	 insensible
without	saying	a	word.
When	 she	 revived	 she	 found	 to	 her	 great	 surprise	 that	 she	was	 lying	 in	 her

own	bed	at	home,	and,	what	was	more,	 that	she	had	on	the	loveliest	 lace	night
cap	that	she	had	ever	seen	in	her	life.		At	first	she	thought	that	all	her	adventures,



the	 terrible	 lions,	 and	 her	 promise	 to	 the	 Yellow	Dwarf	 that	 he	 should	marry
Bellissima,	must	have	been	a	dream,	but	there	was	the	new	cap	with	its	beautiful
ribbon	and	 lace	 to	 remind	her	 that	 it	was	all	 true,	which	made	her	so	unhappy
that	she	could	neither	eat,	drink,	nor	sleep	for	thinking	of	it.
The	Princess,	who,	in	spite	of	her	wilfulness,	really	loved	her	mother	with	all

her	heart,	was	much	grieved	when	she	saw	her	looking	so	sad,	and	often	asked
her	what	 was	 the	matter;	 but	 the	Queen,	 who	 didn’t	 want	 her	 to	 find	 out	 the
truth,	only	said	that	she	was	ill,	or	that	one	of	her	neighbors	was	threatening	to
make	war	 against	 her.	 	 Bellissima	 knew	 quite	 well	 that	 something	 was	 being
hidden	from	her—	and	that	neither	of	these	was	the	real	reason	of	the	Queen’s
uneasiness.		So	she	made	up	her	mind	that	she	would	go	and	consult	the	Fairy	of
the	Desert	about	it,	especially	as	she	had	often	heard	how	wise	she	was,	and	she
thought	that	at	the	same	time	she	might	ask	her	advice	as	to	whether	it	would	be
as	well	to	be	married,	or	not.
So,	with	great	care,	she	made	some	of	the	proper	cake	to	pacify	the	lions,	and

one	night	went	up	to	her	room	very	early,	pretending	that	she	was	going	to	bed;
but	 instead	of	 that,	 she	wrapped	herself	 in	a	 long	white	veil,	and	went	down	a
secret	staircase,	and	set	off	all	by	herself	to	find	the	Witch.
But	when	she	got	as	far	as	the	same	fatal	orange	tree,	and	saw	it	covered	with

flowers	 and	 fruit,	 she	 stopped	and	began	 to	gather	 some	of	 the	oranges—	and
then,	putting	down	her	basket,	she	sat	down	to	eat	them.		But	when	it	was	time	to
go	on	again	the	basket	had	disappeared	and,	though	she	looked	everywhere,	not
a	trace	of	it	could	she	find.		The	more	she	hunted	for	it,	the	more	frightened	she
got,	and	at	last	she	began	to	cry.		Then	all	at	once	she	saw	before	her	the	Yellow
Dwarf.
“What’s	the	matter	with	you,	my	pretty	one?”	said	he.		“What	are	you	crying

about?”
“Alas!”	she	answered;	“no	wonder	that	I	am	crying,	seeing	that	I	have	lost	the

basket	of	cake	that	was	to	help	me	to	get	safely	to	the	cave	of	the	Fairy	of	the
Desert.”
“And	what	do	you	want	with	her,	pretty	one?”	said	the	little	monster,	“for	I	am

a	friend	of	hers,	and,	for	the	matter	of	that,	I	am	quite	as	clever	as	she	is.”
“The	 Queen,	 my	mother,”	 replied	 the	 Princess,	 “has	 lately	 fallen	 into	 such

deep	sadness	that	I	fear	that	she	will	die;	and	I	am	afraid	that	perhaps	I	am	the
cause	of	it,	for	she	very	much	wishes	me	to	be	married,	and	I	must	tell	you	truly
that	as	yet	I	have	not	found	anyone	I	consider	worthy	to	be	my	husband.		So	for
all	these	reasons	I	wished	to	talk	to	the	Fairy.”
“Do	not	give	yourself	any	further	trouble,	Princess,”	answered	the	Dwarf.		“I

can	 tell	 you	 all	 you	 want	 to	 know	 better	 than	 she	 could.	 	 The	 Queen,	 your



mother,	has	promised	you	in	marriage——	”
“Has	promised	me!”	interrupted	the	Princess.		“Oh!	no.		I’m	sure	she	has	not.	

She	would	have	told	me	if	she	had.		I	am	too	much	interested	in	the	matter	for
her	to	promise	anything	without	my	consent—	you	must	be	mistaken.”
“Beautiful	Princess,”	cried	the	Dwarf	suddenly,	throwing	himself	on	his	knees

before	her,	“I	flatter	myself	that	you	will	not	be	displeased	at	her	choice	when	I
tell	you	that	it	is	to	me	she	has	promised	the	happiness	of	marrying	you.”
“You!”	cried	Bellissima,	starting	back.		“My	mother	wishes	me	to	marry	you!	

How	can	you	be	so	silly	as	to	think	of	such	a	thing?”
“Oh!	 it	 isn’t	 that	 I	 care	much	 to	 have	 that	 honor,”	 cried	 the	Dwarf	 angrily;

“but	here	are	the	lions	coming;	they’ll	eat	you	up	in	three	mouthfuls,	and	there
will	be	an	end	of	you	and	your	pride.”
And,	 indeed,	 at	 that	 moment	 the	 poor	 Princess	 heard	 their	 dreadful	 howls

coming	nearer	and	nearer.
“What	shall	I	do?”	she	cried.		“Must	all	my	happy	days	come	to	an	end	like

this?”
The	malicious	Dwarf	looked	at	her	and	began	to	laugh	spitefully.		“At	least,”

said	he,	“you	have	 the	satisfaction	of	dying	unmarried.	 	A	 lovely	Princess	 like
you	must	surely	prefer	 to	die	rather	 than	be	the	wife	of	a	poor	little	dwarf	 like
myself.”
“Oh,	 don’t	 be	 angry	with	me,”	 cried	 the	Princess,	 clasping	 her	 hands.	 	 “I’d

rather	marry	all	the	dwarfs	in	the	world	than	die	in	this	horrible	way.”
“Look	at	me	well,	Princess,	before	you	give	me	your	word,”	said	he.		“I	don’t

want	you	to	promise	me	in	a	hurry.”
“Oh!”	cried	she,	“the	lions	are	coming.		I	have	looked	at	you	enough.		I	am	so

frightened.		Save	me	this	minute,	or	I	shall	die	of	terror.”
Indeed,	 as	 she	 spoke	 she	 fell	 down	 insensible,	 and	when	 she	 recovered	 she

found	herself	in	her	own	little	bed	at	home;	how	she	got	there	she	could	not	tell,
but	she	was	dressed	in	the	most	beautiful	lace	and	ribbons,	and	on	her	finger	was
a	 little	 ring,	made	 of	 a	 single	 red	 hair,	 which	 fitted	 so	 tightly	 that,	 try	 as	 she
might,	she	could	not	get	it	off.
When	the	Princess	saw	all	these	things,	and	remembered	what	had	happened,

she,	 too,	 fell	 into	 the	deepest	 sadness,	which	 surprised	 and	 alarmed	 the	whole
Court,	 and	 the	 Queen	 more	 than	 anyone	 else.	 	 A	 hundred	 times	 she	 asked
Bellissima	 if	 anything	was	 the	matter	with	 her;	 but	 she	 always	 said	 that	 there
was	nothing.
At	 last	 the	chief	men	of	 the	kingdom,	anxious	 to	see	 their	Princess	married,

sent	 to	 the	Queen	 to	beg	her	 to	choose	a	husband	for	her	as	soon	as	possible.	
She	replied	that	nothing	would	please	her	better,	but	that	her	daughter	seemed	so



unwilling	 to	marry,	 and	 she	 recommended	 them	 to	go	and	 talk	 to	 the	Princess
about	 it	 themselves	 so	 this	 they	 at	 once	 did.	 	 Now	Bellissima	was	much	 less
proud	since	her	adventure	with	the	Yellow	Dwarf,	and	she	could	not	think	of	a
better	way	of	getting	rid	of	the	little	monster	than	to	marry	some	powerful	king,
therefore	she	replied	to	their	request	much	more	favorably	than	they	had	hoped,
saying	 that,	 though	 she	was	 very	 happy	 as	 she	was,	 still,	 to	 please	 them,	 she
would	 consent	 to	 marry	 the	 King	 of	 the	 Gold	 Mines.	 	 Now	 he	 was	 a	 very
handsome	 and	 powerful	 Prince,	 who	 had	 been	 in	 love	 with	 the	 Princess	 for
years,	but	had	not	 thought	 that	she	would	ever	care	about	him	at	all.	 	You	can
easily	imagine	how	delighted	he	was	when	he	heard	the	news,	and	how	angry	it
made	all	the	other	kings	to	lose	for	ever	the	hope	of	marrying	the	Princess;	but,
after	 all,	 Bellissima	 could	 not	 have	 married	 twenty	 kings—	 indeed,	 she	 had
found	 it	 quite	 difficult	 enough	 to	 choose	 one,	 for	 her	 vanity	made	 her	 believe
that	there	was	nobody	in	the	world	who	was	worthy	of	her.
Preparations	were	begun	at	once	for	the	grandest	wedding	that	had	ever	been

held	 at	 the	 palace.	 	 The	King	 of	 the	Gold	Mines	 sent	 such	 immense	 sums	 of
money	 that	 the	 whole	 sea	 was	 covered	 with	 the	 ships	 that	 brought	 it.	
Messengers	were	sent	 to	all	 the	gayest	and	most	refined	Courts,	particularly	 to
the	 Court	 of	 France,	 to	 seek	 out	 everything	 rare	 and	 precious	 to	 adorn	 the
Princess,	although	her	beauty	was	so	perfect	that	nothing	she	wore	could	make
her	look	prettier.		At	least	that	is	what	the	King	of	the	Gold	Mines	thought,	and
he	was	never	happy	unless	he	was	with	her.
As	for	the	Princess,	the	more	she	saw	of	the	King	the	more	she	liked	him;	he

was	so	generous,	so	handsome	and	clever,	that	at	last	she	was	almost	as	much	in
love	with	him	as	he	was	with	her.		How	happy	they	were	as	they	wandered	about
in	the	beautiful	gardens	together,	sometimes	listening	to	sweet	music!		And	the
King	used	to	write	songs	for	Bellissima.		This	is	one	that	she	liked	very	much:	

		In	the	forest	all	is	gay
		When	my	Princess	walks	that	way.	
		All	the	blossoms	then	are	found
		Downward	fluttering	to	the	ground,
		Hoping	she	may	tread	on	them.	
		And	bright	flowers	on	slender	stem
		Gaze	up	at	her	as	she	passes
		Brushing	lightly	through	the	grasses.	
		Oh!	my	Princess,	birds	above
		Echo	back	our	songs	of	love,
		As	through	this	enchanted	land



		Blithe	we	wander,	hand	in	hand.

They	really	were	as	happy	as	the	day	was	long.		All	the	King’s	unsuccessful
rivals	had	gone	home	in	despair.		They	said	good-by	to	the	Princess	so	sadly	that
she	could	not	help	being	sorry	for	them.
“Ah!	madam,”	the	King	of	the	Gold	Mines	said	to	her	“how	is	this?		Why	do

you	waste	your	pity	on	these	princes,	who	love	you	so	much	that	all	their	trouble
would	be	well	repaid	by	a	single	smile	from	you?”
“I	should	be	sorry,”	answered	Bellissima,	“if	you	had	not	noticed	how	much	I

pitied	 these	princes	who	were	 leaving	me	 for	ever;	but	 for	you,	 sire,	 it	 is	very
different:	 	 you	 have	 every	 reason	 to	 be	 pleased	 with	 me,	 but	 they	 are	 going
sorrowfully	away,	so	you	must	not	grudge	them	my	compassion.”
The	 King	 of	 the	 Gold	 Mines	 was	 quite	 overcome	 by	 the	 Princess’s	 good-

natured	 way	 of	 taking	 his	 interference,	 and,	 throwing	 himself	 at	 her	 feet,	 he
kissed	her	hand	a	thousand	times	and	begged	her	to	forgive	him.
At	last	the	happy	day	came.		Everything	was	ready	for	Bellissima’s	wedding.	

The	 trumpets	 sounded,	 all	 the	 streets	 of	 the	 town	 were	 hung	 with	 flags	 and
strewn	with	flowers,	and	the	people	ran	in	crowds	to	the	great	square	before	the
palace.	 	The	Queen	was	so	overjoyed	that	she	had	hardly	been	able	 to	sleep	at
all,	and	she	got	up	before	it	was	light	to	give	the	necessary	orders	and	to	choose
the	 jewels	 that	 the	 Princess	 was	 to	 wear.	 	 These	 were	 nothing	 less	 than
diamonds,	 even	 to	her	 shoes,	which	were	covered	with	 them,	and	her	dress	of
silver	 brocade	 was	 embroidered	 with	 a	 dozen	 of	 the	 sun’s	 rays.	 	 You	 may
imagine	 how	 much	 these	 had	 cost;	 but	 then	 nothing	 could	 have	 been	 more
brilliant,	except	the	beauty	of	the	Princess!		Upon	her	head	she	wore	a	splendid
crown,	 her	 lovely	 hair	 waved	 nearly	 to	 her	 feet,	 and	 her	 stately	 figure	 could
easily	be	distinguished	among	all	the	ladies	who	attended	her.
The	King	of	the	Gold	Mines	was	not	less	noble	and	splendid;	it	was	easy	to

see	by	his	 face	how	happy	he	was,	 and	everyone	who	went	near	him	 returned
loaded	with	presents,	for	all	round	the	great	banqueting	hall	had	been	arranged	a
thousand	barrels	full	of	gold,	and	numberless	bags	made	of	velvet	embroidered
with	 pearls	 and	 filled	 with	 money,	 each	 one	 containing	 at	 least	 a	 hundred
thousand	gold	pieces,	which	were	given	away	to	everyone	who	liked	to	hold	out
his	hand,	which	numbers	of	people	hastened	to	do,	you	may	be	sure—	indeed,
some	found	this	by	far	the	most	amusing	part	of	the	wedding	festivities.
The	Queen	 and	 the	 Princess	were	 just	 ready	 to	 set	 out	with	 the	King	when

they	 saw,	 advancing	 toward	 them	 from	 the	 end	 of	 the	 long	 gallery,	 two	 great
basilisks,	dragging	after	 them	a	very	badly	made	box;	behind	them	came	a	 tall
old	woman,	whose	ugliness	was	even	more	surprising	than	her	extreme	old	age.	



She	wore	a	ruff	of	black	taffeta,	a	red	velvet	hood,	and	a	farthingale	all	in	rags,
and	she	leaned	heavily	upon	a	crutch.		This	strange	old	woman,	without	saying	a
single	word,	 hobbled	 three	 times	 round	 the	 gallery,	 followed	 by	 the	 basilisks,
then	stopping	in	the	middle,	and	brandishing	her	crutch	threateningly,	she	cried:	
“Ho,	ho,	Queen!		Ho,	ho,	Princess!		Do	you	think	you	are	going	to	break	with

impunity	the	promise	that	you	made	to	my	friend	the	Yellow	Dwarf?		I	am	the
Fairy	of	the	Desert;	without	the	Yellow	Dwarf	and	his	orange	tree	my	great	lions
would	soon	have	eaten	you	up,	I	can	tell	you,	and	in	Fairyland	we	do	not	suffer
ourselves	to	be	insulted	like	this.		Make	up	your	minds	at	once	what	you	will	do,
for	I	vow	that	you	shall	marry	the	Yellow	Dwarf.		If	you	don’t,	may	I	burn	my
crutch!”
“Ah!	 	 Princess,”	 said	 the	Queen,	weeping,	 “what	 is	 this	 that	 I	 hear?	 	What

have	you	promised?”
“Ah!	my	mother,”	replied	Bellissima	sadly,	“what	did	you	promise,	yourself?”
The	King	of	 the	Gold	Mines,	 indignant	at	being	kept	 from	his	happiness	by

this	wicked	old	woman,	went	up	to	her,	and	threatening	her	with	his	sword,	said:	
“Get	away	out	of	my	country	at	once,	and	for	ever,	miserable	creature,	lest	I

take	your	life,	and	so	rid	myself	of	your	malice.”
He	had	hardly	 spoken	 these	words	when	 the	 lid	of	 the	box	 fell	 back	on	 the

floor	 with	 a	 terrible	 noise,	 and	 to	 their	 horror	 out	 sprang	 the	 Yellow	 Dwarf,
mounted	upon	a	great	Spanish	cat.		“Rash	youth!”	he	cried,	rushing	between	the
Fairy	 of	 the	 Desert	 and	 the	 King.	 	 “Dare	 to	 lay	 a	 finger	 upon	 this	 illustrious
Fairy!	 	Your	 quarrel	 is	with	me	only.	 	 I	 am	your	 enemy	and	your	 rival.	 	That
faithless	Princess	who	would	have	married	you	is	promised	to	me.		See	if	she	has
not	upon	her	finger	a	ring	made	of	one	of	my	hairs.		Just	try	to	take	it	off,	and
you	will	soon	find	out	that	I	am	more	powerful	than	you	are!”
“Wretched	 little	monster!”	 said	 the	King;	 “do	 you	 dare	 to	 call	 yourself	 the

Princess’s	lover,	and	to	lay	claim	to	such	a	treasure?		Do	you	know	that	you	are	a
dwarf—	 that	you	are	 so	ugly	 that	one	cannot	bear	 to	 look	at	you—	and	 that	 I
should	have	killed	you	myself	long	before	this	if	you	had	been	worthy	of	such	a
glorious	death?”
The	Yellow	Dwarf,	deeply	enraged	at	these	words,	set	spurs	to	his	cat,	which

yelled	horribly,	 and	 leaped	hither	 and	 thither—terrifying	 everybody	except	 the
brave	King,	who	pursued	 the	Dwarf	closely,	 till	he,	drawing	a	great	knife	with
which	 he	was	 armed,	 challenged	 the	King	 to	meet	 him	 in	 single	 combat,	 and
rushed	down	into	 the	courtyard	of	 the	palace	with	a	 terrible	clatter.	 	The	King,
quite	 provoked,	 followed	 him	 hastily,	 but	 they	 had	 hardly	 taken	 their	 places
facing	one	another,	and	the	whole	Court	had	only	just	had	time	to	rush	out	upon
the	balconies	to	watch	what	was	going	on,	when	suddenly	the	sun	became	as	red



as	 blood,	 and	 it	was	 so	 dark	 that	 they	 could	 scarcely	 see	 at	 all.	 	 The	 thunder
crashed,	 and	 the	 lightning	 seemed	 as	 if	 it	 must	 burn	 up	 everything;	 the	 two
basilisks	 appeared,	 one	 on	 each	 side	 of	 the	 bad	Dwarf,	 like	 giants,	mountains
high,	 and	 fire	 flew	 from	 their	mouths	 and	 ears,	 until	 they	 looked	 like	 flaming
furnaces.	 	 None	 of	 these	 things	 could	 terrify	 the	 noble	 young	 King,	 and	 the
boldness	 of	 his	 looks	 and	 actions	 reassured	 those	 who	 were	 looking	 on,	 and
perhaps	even	embarrassed	the	Yellow	Dwarf	himself;	but	even	his	courage	gave
way	when	he	saw	what	was	happening	to	his	beloved	Princess.		For	the	Fairy	of
the	Desert,	 looking	more	 terrible	 than	 before,	mounted	 upon	 a	winged	 griffin,
and	with	long	snakes	coiled	round	her	neck,	had	given	her	such	a	blow	with	the
lance	 she	 carried	 that	 Bellissima	 fell	 into	 the	 Queen’s	 arms	 bleeding	 and
senseless.	 	Her	 fond	mother,	 feeling	as	much	hurt	by	 the	blow	as	 the	Princess
herself,	uttered	such	piercing	cries	and	lamentations	that	the	King,	hearing	them,
entirely	lost	his	courage	and	presence	of	mind.		Giving	up	the	combat,	he	flew
toward	the	Princess,	to	rescue	or	to	die	with	her;	but	the	Yellow	Dwarf	was	too
quick	 for	 him.	 	 Leaping	 with	 his	 Spanish	 cat	 upon	 the	 balcony,	 he	 snatched
Bellissima	 from	 the	 Queen’s	 arms,	 and	 before	 any	 of	 the	 ladies	 of	 the	 Court
could	stop	him	he	had	sprung	upon	the	roof	of	the	palace	and	disappeared	with
his	prize.
The	 King,	 motionless	 with	 horror,	 looked	 on	 despairingly	 at	 this	 dreadful

occurrence,	which	he	was	quite	powerless	to	prevent,	and	to	make	matters	worse
his	sight	 failed	him,	everything	became	dark,	and	he	felt	himself	carried	along
through	the	air	by	a	strong	hand.
This	new	misfortune	was	the	work	of	the	wicked	Fairy	of	the	Desert,	who	had

come	with	the	Yellow	Dwarf	to	help	him	carry	off	the	Princess,	and	had	fallen	in
love	with	 the	handsome	young	King	of	 the	Gold	Mines	directly	 she	saw	him.	
She	thought	that	if	she	carried	him	off	to	some	frightful	cavern	and	chained	him
to	a	rock,	then	the	fear	of	death	would	make	him	forget	Bellissima	and	become
her	slave.		So,	as	soon	as	they	reached	the	place,	she	gave	him	back	his	sight,	but
without	 releasing	 him	 from	 his	 chains,	 and	 by	 her	magic	 power	 she	 appeared
before	 him	 as	 a	 young	 and	 beautiful	 fairy,	 and	 pretended	 to	 have	 come	 there
quite	by	chance.
“What	 do	 I	 see?”	 she	 cried.	 	 “Is	 it	 you,	 dear	 Prince?	 	What	misfortune	 has

brought	you	to	this	dismal	place?”
The	King,	who	was	quite	deceived	by	her	altered	appearance,	replied:	
“Alas!	 beautiful	 Fairy,	 the	 fairy	 who	 brought	 me	 here	 first	 took	 away	 my

sight,	but	by	her	voice	I	recognized	her	as	the	Fairy	of	the	Desert,	though	what
she	should	have	carried	me	off	for	I	cannot	tell	you.”
“Ah!”	cried	the	pretended	Fairy,	“if	you	have	fallen	into	her	hands,	you	won’t



get	away	until	you	have	married	her.		She	has	carried	off	more	than	one	Prince
like	this,	and	she	will	certainly	have	anything	she	takes	a	fancy	to.”		While	she
was	thus	pretending	to	be	sorry	for	the	King,	he	suddenly	noticed	her	feet,	which
were	like	those	of	a	griffin,	and	knew	in	a	moment	that	this	must	be	the	Fairy	of
the	Desert,	for	her	feet	were	the	one	thing	she	could	not	change,	however	pretty
she	might	make	her	face.
Without	seeming	to	have	noticed	anything,	he	said,	in	a	confidential	way:	
“Not	 that	 I	 have	 any	 dislike	 to	 the	 Fairy	 of	 the	 Desert,	 but	 I	 really	 cannot

endure	 the	way	in	which	she	protects	 the	Yellow	Dwarf	and	keeps	me	chained
here	 like	a	criminal.	 	 It	 is	 true	 that	 I	 love	a	charming	princess,	but	 if	 the	Fairy
should	set	me	free	my	gratitude	would	oblige	me	to	love	her	only.”
“Do	you	really	mean	what	you	say,	Prince?”	said	the	Fairy,	quite	deceived.
“Surely,”	replied	the	Prince;	“how	could	I	deceive	you?		You	see	it	is	so	much

more	 flattering	 to	my	vanity	 to	be	 loved	by	a	 fairy	 than	by	a	simple	princess.	
But,	even	if	I	am	dying	of	love	for	her,	I	shall	pretend	to	hate	her	until	I	am	set
free.”
The	 Fairy	 of	 the	Desert,	 quite	 taken	 in	 by	 these	words,	 resolved	 at	 once	 to

transport	the	Prince	to	a	pleasanter	place.		So,	making	him	mount	her	chariot,	to
which	she	had	harnessed	swans	instead	of	the	bats	which	generally	drew	it,	away
she	flew	with	him.		But	imagine	the	distress	of	the	Prince	when,	from	the	giddy
height	at	which	they	were	rushing	through	the	air,	he	saw	his	beloved	Princess	in
a	 castle	 built	 of	 polished	 steel,	 the	walls	 of	 which	 reflected	 the	 sun’s	 rays	 so
hotly	that	no	one	could	approach	it	without	being	burnt	to	a	cinder!		Bellissima
was	 sitting	 in	 a	 little	 thicket	 by	 a	 brook,	 leaning	 her	 head	 upon	 her	 hand	 and
weeping	bitterly,	but	just	as	they	passed	she	looked	up	and	saw	the	King	and	the
Fairy	of	the	Desert.		Now,	the	Fairy	was	so	clever	that	she	could	not	only	seem
beautiful	 to	 the	King,	 but	 even	 the	 poor	 Princess	 thought	 her	 the	most	 lovely
being	she	had	ever	seen.
“What!”	she	cried;	“was	I	not	unhappy	enough	in	this	lonely	castle	to	which

that	frightful	Yellow	Dwarf	brought	me?		Must	I	also	be	made	to	know	that	the
King	of	the	Gold	Mines	ceased	to	love	me	as	soon	as	he	lost	sight	of	me?		But
who	can	my	rival	be,	whose	fatal	beauty	is	greater	than	mine?”
While	 she	was	 saying	 this,	 the	King,	who	 really	 loved	her	as	much	as	ever,

was	feeling	terribly	sad	at	being	so	rapidly	torn	away	from	his	beloved	Princess,
but	he	knew	too	well	how	powerful	the	Fairy	was	to	have	any	hope	of	escaping
from	her	except	by	great	patience	and	cunning.
The	Fairy	of	the	Desert	had	also	seen	Bellissima,	and	she	tried	to	read	in	the

King’s	eyes	the	effect	that	this	unexpected	sight	had	had	upon	him.
“No	one	can	tell	you	what	you	wish	to	know	better	than	I	can,”	said	he.		“This



chance	meeting	with	an	unhappy	princess	for	whom	I	once	had	a	passing	fancy,
before	I	was	lucky	enough	to	meet	you,	has	affected	me	a	little,	I	admit,	but	you
are	so	much	more	to	me	than	she	is	that	I	would	rather	die	than	leave	you.”
“Ah,	Prince,”	she	said,	“can	I	believe	that	you	really	love	me	so	much?”
“Time	will	show,	madam,”	replied	the	King;	“but	if	you	wish	to	convince	me

that	you	have	some	regard	for	me,	do	not,	I	beg	of	you,	refuse	to	aid	Bellissima.”
“Do	you	know	what	you	are	asking?”	said	the	Fairy	of	the	Desert,	frowning,

and	looking	at	him	suspiciously.		“Do	you	want	me	to	employ	my	art	against	the
Yellow	Dwarf,	who	is	my	best	friend,	and	take	away	from	him	a	proud	princess
whom	I	can	but	look	upon	as	my	rival?”
The	King	sighed,	but	made	no	answer—	indeed,	what	was	there	to	be	said	to

such	a	clear-sighted	person?	 	At	 last	 they	reached	a	vast	meadow,	gay	with	all
sorts	 of	 flowers;	 a	 deep	 river	 surrounded	 it,	 and	many	 little	 brooks	murmured
softly	under	the	shady	trees,	where	it	was	always	cool	and	fresh.		A	little	way	off
stood	 a	 splendid	 palace,	 the	walls	 of	which	were	 of	 transparent	 emeralds.	 	As
soon	 as	 the	 swans	which	 drew	 the	Fairy’s	 chariot	 had	 alighted	 under	 a	 porch,
which	was	paved	with	diamonds	and	had	arches	of	rubies,	they	were	greeted	on
all	 sides	 by	 thousands	 of	 beautiful	 beings,	 who	 came	 to	 meet	 them	 joyfully,
singing	these	words:	

		“When	Love	within	a	heart	would	reign,
							Useless	to	strive	against	him	’tis.	
		The	proud	but	feel	a	sharper	pain,
							And	make	a	greater	triumph	his.”

The	Fairy	of	the	Desert	was	delighted	to	hear	them	sing	of	her	triumphs;	she
led	 the	King	 into	 the	most	 splendid	 room	 that	 can	 be	 imagined,	 and	 left	 him
alone	for	a	little	while,	just	that	he	might	not	feel	that	he	was	a	prisoner;	but	he
felt	 sure	 that	 she	 had	 not	 really	 gone	 quite	 away,	 but	was	watching	 him	 from
some	 hiding-place.	 	 So	 walking	 up	 to	 a	 great	 mirror,	 he	 said	 to	 it,	 “Trusty
counsellor,	 let	me	see	what	I	can	do	to	make	myself	agreeable	to	the	charming
Fairy	of	the	Desert;	for	I	can	think	of	nothing	but	how	to	please	her.”
And	he	at	once	set	to	work	to	curl	his	hair,	and,	seeing	upon	a	table	a	grander

coat	than	his	own,	he	put	it	on	carefully.		The	Fairy	came	back	so	delighted	that
she	could	not	conceal	her	joy.
“I	am	quite	aware	of	the	trouble	you	have	taken	to	please	me,”	said	she,	“and	I

must	 tell	 you	 that	 you	 have	 succeeded	 perfectly	 already.	 	 You	 see	 it	 is	 not
difficult	to	do	if	you	really	care	for	me.”
The	King,	who	 had	 his	 own	 reasons	 for	wishing	 to	 keep	 the	 old	 Fairy	 in	 a



good	humor,	did	not	spare	pretty	speeches,	and	after	a	 time	he	was	allowed	 to
walk	 by	 himself	 upon	 the	 sea-shore.	 	 The	 Fairy	 of	 the	 Desert	 had	 by	 her
enchantments	 raised	 such	 a	 terrible	 storm	 that	 the	 boldest	 pilot	 would	 not
venture	out	in	it,	so	she	was	not	afraid	of	her	prisoner’s	being	able	to	escape;	and
he	 found	 it	 some	 relief	 to	 think	 sadly	 over	 his	 terrible	 situation	without	 being
interrupted	by	his	cruel	captor.
Presently,	after	walking	wildly	up	and	down,	he	wrote	these	verses	upon	the

sand	with	his	stick:	

“At	last	may	I	upon	this	shore
		Lighten	my	sorrow	with	soft	tears.	
Alas!	alas!		I	see	no	more
		My	Love,	who	yet	my	sadness	cheers.
“And	thou,	O	raging,	stormy	Sea,
		Stirred	by	wild	winds,	from	depth	to	height,
Thou	hold’st	my	loved	one	far	from	me,
		And	I	am	captive	to	thy	might.
“My	heart	is	still	more	wild	than	thine,
		For	Fate	is	cruel	unto	me.	
Why	must	I	thus	in	exile	pine?	
		Why	is	my	Princess	snatched	from	me?
“O!	lovely	Nymphs,	from	ocean	caves,
		Who	know	how	sweet	true	love	may	be,
Come	up	and	calm	the	furious	waves
		And	set	a	desperate	lover	free!”

While	 he	was	 still	writing	 he	 heard	 a	 voice	which	 attracted	 his	 attention	 in
spite	 of	 himself.	 	 Seeing	 that	 the	 waves	 were	 rolling	 in	 higher	 than	 ever,	 he
looked	 all	 round,	 and	 presently	 saw	 a	 lovely	 lady	 floating	 gently	 toward	 him
upon	the	crest	of	a	huge	billow,	her	long	hair	spread	all	about	her;	in	one	hand
she	held	a	mirror,	and	in	the	other	a	comb,	and	instead	of	feet	she	had	a	beautiful
tail	like	a	fish,	with	which	she	swam.
The	King	was	struck	dumb	with	astonishment	at	this	unexpected	sight;	but	as

soon	as	 she	came	within	 speaking	distance,	 she	 said	 to	him,	“I	know	how	sad
you	 are	 at	 losing	 your	 Princess	 and	 being	 kept	 a	 prisoner	 by	 the	 Fairy	 of	 the
Desert;	if	you	like	I	will	help	you	to	escape	from	this	fatal	place,	where	you	may
otherwise	have	to	drag	on	a	weary	existence	for	thirty	years	or	more.”
The	 King	 of	 the	 Gold	 Mines	 hardly	 knew	 what	 answer	 to	 make	 to	 this

proposal.	 	Not	because	he	did	not	wish	very	much	to	escape,	but	he	was	afraid



that	 this	 might	 be	 only	 another	 device	 by	 which	 the	 Fairy	 of	 the	 Desert	 was
trying	to	deceive	him.		As	he	hesitated	the	Mermaid,	who	guessed	his	thoughts,
said	to	him:	
“You	may	 trust	me:	 	 I	 am	not	 trying	 to	entrap	you.	 	 I	 am	so	angry	with	 the

Yellow	Dwarf	 and	 the	Fairy	of	 the	Desert	 that	 I	 am	not	 likely	 to	wish	 to	help
them,	 especially	 since	 I	 constantly	 see	 your	 poor	 Princess,	 whose	 beauty	 and
goodness	 make	 me	 pity	 her	 so	 much;	 and	 I	 tell	 you	 that	 if	 you	 will	 have
confidence	in	me	I	will	help	you	to	escape.”
“I	trust	you	absolutely,”	cried	the	King,	“and	I	will	do	whatever	you	tell	me;

but	if	you	have	seen	my	Princess	I	beg	of	you	to	tell	me	how	she	is	and	what	is
happening	to	her.
“We	must	 not	waste	 time	 in	 talking,”	 said	 she.	 	 “Come	with	me	 and	 I	will

carry	you	to	the	Castle	of	Steel,	and	we	will	leave	upon	this	shore	a	figure	so	like
you	that	even	the	Fairy	herself	will	be	deceived	by	it.”
So	saying,	she	quickly	collected	a	bundle	of	sea-weed,	and,	blowing	it	 three

times,	she	said:	
“My	friendly	sea-weeds,	I	order	you	to	stay	here	stretched	upon	the	sand	until

the	Fairy	of	 the	Desert	 comes	 to	 take	you	 away.”	 	And	 at	 once	 the	 sea-weeds
became	like	the	King,	who	stood	looking	at	them	in	great	astonishment,	for	they
were	even	dressed	in	a	coat	like	his,	but	they	lay	there	pale	and	still	as	the	King
himself	might	have	lain	if	one	of	the	great	waves	had	overtaken	him	and	thrown
him	senseless	upon	the	shore.	 	And	then	the	Mermaid	caught	up	the	King,	and
away	they	swam	joyfully	together.
“Now,”	said	she,	“I	have	time	to	 tell	you	about	 the	Princess.	 	 In	spite	of	 the

blow	which	the	Fairy	of	the	Desert	gave	her,	the	Yellow	Dwarf	compelled	her	to
mount	behind	him	upon	his	terrible	Spanish	cat;	but	she	soon	fainted	away	with
pain	and	terror,	and	did	not	recover	till	they	were	within	the	walls	of	his	frightful
Castle	of	Steel.	 	Here	she	was	 received	by	 the	prettiest	girls	 it	was	possible	 to
find,	who	 had	 been	 carried	 there	 by	 the	Yellow	Dwarf,	who	 hastened	 to	wait
upon	her	and	showed	her	every	possible	attention.	 	She	was	laid	upon	a	couch
covered	with	cloth	of	gold,	embroidered	with	pearls	as	big	as	nuts.”
“Ah!”	interrupted	the	King	of	the	Gold	Mines,	“if	Bellissima	forgets	me,	and

consents	to	marry	him,	I	shall	break	my	heart.”
“You	need	not	be	afraid	of	that,”	answered	the	Mermaid,	“the	Princess	thinks

of	no	one	but	you,	and	the	frightful	Dwarf	cannot	persuade	her	to	look	at	him.”
“Pray	go	on	with	your	story,”	said	the	King.
“What	 more	 is	 there	 to	 tell	 you?”	 replied	 the	 Mermaid.	 	 “Bellissima	 was

sitting	in	the	wood	when	you	passed,	and	saw	you	with	the	Fairy	of	the	Desert,
who	 was	 so	 cleverly	 disguised	 that	 the	 Princess	 took	 her	 to	 be	 prettier	 than



herself;	you	may	imagine	her	despair,	for	she	thought	that	you	had	fallen	in	love
with	her.”
“She	believes	that	I	love	her!”	cried	the	King.		“What	a	fatal	mistake!		What	is

to	be	done	to	undeceive	her?”
“You	 know	 best,”	 answered	 the	 Mermaid,	 smiling	 kindly	 at	 him.	 	 “When

people	 are	 as	much	 in	 love	with	 one	 another	 as	 you	 two	 are,	 they	 don’t	 need
advice	from	anyone	else.”
As	she	spoke	they	reached	the	Castle	of	Steel,	the	side	next	the	sea	being	the

only	one	which	the	Yellow	Dwarf	had	left	unprotected	by	the	dreadful	burning
walls.
“I	 know	 quite	 well,”	 said	 the	Mermaid,	 “that	 the	 Princess	 is	 sitting	 by	 the

brook-side,	 just	where	you	 saw	her	 as	you	passed,	 but	 as	you	will	 have	many
enemies	 to	 fight	with	before	you	can	 reach	her,	 take	 this	 sword;	armed	with	 it
you	may	dare	any	danger,	and	overcome	the	greatest	difficulties,	only	beware	of
one	thing—	that	is,	never	to	let	it	fall	from	your	hand.		Farewell;	now	I	will	wait
by	that	rock,	and	if	you	need	my	help	in	carrying	off	your	beloved	Princess	I	will
not	fail	you,	for	the	Queen,	her	mother,	is	my	best	friend,	and	it	was	for	her	sake
that	I	went	to	rescue	you.”
So	saying,	she	gave	to	the	King	a	sword	made	from	a	single	diamond,	which

was	 more	 brilliant	 than	 the	 sun.	 	 He	 could	 not	 find	 words	 to	 express	 his
gratitude,	but	he	begged	her	to	believe	that	he	fully	appreciated	the	importance
of	her	gift,	and	would	never	forget	her	help	and	kindness.
We	must	now	go	back	 to	 the	Fairy	of	 the	Desert.	 	When	she	 found	 that	 the

King	 did	 not	 return,	 she	 hastened	 out	 to	 look	 for	 him,	 and	 reached	 the	 shore,
with	a	hundred	of	the	ladies	of	her	train,	loaded	with	splendid	presents	for	him.	
Some	 carried	 baskets	 full	 of	 diamonds,	 others	 golden	 cups	 of	 wonderful
workmanship,	 and	 amber,	 coral,	 and	 pearls,	 others,	 again,	 balanced	 upon	 their
heads	bales	of	the	richest	and	most	beautiful	stuffs,	while	the	rest	brought	fruit
and	flowers,	and	even	birds.		But	what	was	the	horror	of	the	Fairy,	who	followed
this	gay	 troop,	when	she	saw,	stretched	upon	 the	sands,	 the	 image	of	 the	King
which	the	Mermaid	had	made	with	the	sea-weeds.		Struck	with	astonishment	and
sorrow,	she	uttered	a	 terrible	cry,	and	 threw	herself	down	beside	 the	pretended
King,	weeping,	and	howling,	and	calling	upon	her	eleven	sisters,	who	were	also
fairies,	and	who	came	to	her	assistance.		But	they	were	all	taken	in	by	the	image
of	the	King,	for,	clever	as	they	were,	the	Mermaid	was	still	cleverer,	and	all	they
could	 do	was	 to	 help	 the	 Fairy	 of	 the	Desert	 to	make	 a	wonderful	monument
over	what	they	thought	was	the	grave	of	the	King	of	the	Gold	Mines.		But	while
they	were	 collecting	 jasper	 and	 porphyry,	 agate	 and	marble,	 gold	 and	 bronze,
statues	 and	 devices,	 to	 immortalize	 the	 King’s	 memory,	 he	 was	 thanking	 the



good	Mermaid	and	begging	her	still	to	help	him,	which	she	graciously	promised
to	do	as	she	disappeared;	and	then	he	set	out	for	the	Castle	of	Steel.		He	walked
fast,	 looking	 anxiously	 round	 him,	 and	 longing	 once	 more	 to	 see	 his	 darling
Bellissima,	 but	 he	 had	not	 gone	 far	 before	 he	was	 surrounded	by	 four	 terrible
sphinxes	who	would	very	soon	have	torn	him	to	pieces	with	their	sharp	talons	if
it	had	not	been	for	the	Mermaid’s	diamond	sword.		For,	no	sooner	had	he	flashed
it	before	 their	eyes	 than	down	they	fell	at	his	 feet	quite	helpless,	and	he	killed
them	with	one	blow.	 	But	he	had	hardly	turned	to	continue	his	search	when	he
met	six	dragons	covered	with	scales	that	were	harder	than	iron.		Frightful	as	this
encounter	was	the	King’s	courage	was	unshaken,	and	by	the	aid	of	his	wonderful
sword	he	cut	them	in	pieces	one	after	the	other.	 	Now	he	hoped	his	difficulties
were	over,	but	at	the	next	turning	he	was	met	by	one	which	he	did	not	know	how
to	 overcome.	 	 Four-and-twenty	 pretty	 and	 graceful	 nymphs	 advanced	 toward
him,	holding	garlands	of	flowers,	with	which	they	barred	the	way.
“Where	are	you	going,	Prince?”	they	said;	“it	is	our	duty	to	guard	this	place,

and	if	we	let	you	pass	great	misfortunes	will	happen	to	you	and	to	us.		We	beg
you	not	to	insist	upon	going	on.		Do	you	want	to	kill	four-and-twenty	girls	who
have	never	displeased	you	in	any	way?”
The	King	did	not	know	what	to	do	or	to	say.		It	went	against	all	his	ideas	as	a

knight	to	do	anything	a	lady	begged	him	not	to	do;	but,	as	he	hesitated,	a	voice
in	his	ear	said:	
“Strike!	strike!	and	do	not	spare,	or	your	Princess	is	lost	for	ever!”
So,	without	 reply	 to	 the	nymphs,	he	 rushed	 forward	 instantly,	breaking	 their

garlands,	and	scattering	them	in	all	directions;	and	then	went	on	without	further
hindrance	 to	 the	 little	wood	where	he	had	seen	Bellissima.	 	She	was	seated	by
the	 brook	 looking	 pale	 and	 weary	 when	 he	 reached	 her,	 and	 he	 would	 have
thrown	himself	down	at	her	 feet,	 but	 she	drew	herself	 away	 from	him	with	as
much	indignation	as	if	he	had	been	the	Yellow	Dwarf.
“Ah!	 	 Princess,”	 he	 cried,	 “do	 not	 be	 angry	 with	 me.	 	 Let	 me	 explain

everything.	 	 I	 am	 not	 faithless	 or	 to	 blame	 for	 what	 has	 happened.	 	 I	 am	 a
miserable	wretch	who	has	displeased	you	without	being	able	to	help	himself.”
“Ah!”	 cried	 Bellissima,	 “did	 I	 not	 see	 you	 flying	 through	 the	 air	 with	 the

loveliest	being	imaginable?		Was	that	against	your	will?”
“Indeed	it	was,	Princess,”	he	answered;	“the	wicked	Fairy	of	 the	Desert,	not

content	with	chaining	me	to	a	rock,	carried	me	off	in	her	chariot	to	the	other	end
of	the	earth,	where	I	should	even	now	be	a	captive	but	for	the	unexpected	help	of
a	friendly	mermaid,	who	brought	me	here	to	rescue	you,	my	Princess,	from	the
unworthy	 hands	 that	 hold	 you.	 	 Do	 not	 refuse	 the	 aid	 of	 your	 most	 faithful
lover.”	 	So	saying,	he	threw	himself	at	her	feet	and	held	her	by	her	robe.	 	But,



alas!	 in	 so	doing	he	 let	 fall	 the	magic	 sword,	 and	 the	Yellow	Dwarf,	who	was
crouching	behind	 a	 lettuce,	 no	 sooner	 saw	 it	 than	he	 sprang	out	 and	 seized	 it,
well	knowing	its	wonderful	power.
The	Princess	gave	a	cry	of	terror	on	seeing	the	Dwarf,	but	this	only	irritated

the	little	monster;	muttering	a	few	magical	words	he	summoned	two	giants,	who
bound	the	King	with	great	chains	of	iron.
“Now,”	said	the	Dwarf,	“I	am	master	of	my	rival’s	fate,	but	I	will	give	him	his

life	and	permission	 to	depart	unharmed	 if	you,	Princess,	will	 consent	 to	marry
me.”
“Let	me	die	a	thousand	times	rather,”	cried	the	unhappy	King.
“Alas!”	cried	the	Princess,	“must	you	die?		Could	anything	be	more	terrible?”
“That	 you	 should	 marry	 that	 little	 wretch	 would	 be	 far	 more	 terrible,”

answered	the	King.
“At	least,”	continued	she,	“let	us	die	together.”
“Let	me	have	the	satisfaction	of	dying	for	you,	my	Princess,”	said	he.
“Oh,	no,	no!”	she	cried,	turning	to	the	Dwarf;	“rather	than	that	I	will	do	as	you

wish.”
“Cruel	Princess!”	said	the	King,	“would	you	make	my	life	horrible	to	me	by

marrying	another	before	my	eyes?”
“Not	so,”	replied	the	Yellow	Dwarf;	“you	are	a	rival	of	whom	I	am	too	much

afraid;	you	shall	not	see	our	marriage.”		So	saying,	in	spite	of	Bellissima’s	tears
and	cries,	he	stabbed	the	King	to	the	heart	with	the	diamond	sword.
The	poor	Princess,	seeing	her	lover	lying	dead	at	her	feet,	could	no	longer	live

without	him;	she	sank	down	by	him	and	died	of	a	broken	heart.
So	ended	 these	unfortunate	 lovers,	whom	not	even	 the	Mermaid	could	help,

because	all	the	magic	power	had	been	lost	with	the	diamond	sword.
As	 to	 the	 wicked	 Dwarf,	 he	 preferred	 to	 see	 the	 Princess	 dead	 rather	 than

married	 to	 the	King	of	 the	Gold	Mines;	and	 the	Fairy	of	 the	Desert,	when	she
heard	of	the	King’s	adventures,	pulled	down	the	grand	monument	which	she	had
built,	and	was	so	angry	at	the	trick	that	had	been	played	her	that	she	hated	him	as
much	as	she	had	loved	him	before.
The	kind	Mermaid,	 grieved	 at	 the	 sad	 fate	 of	 the	 lovers,	 caused	 them	 to	be

changed	 into	 two	 tall	 palm	 trees,	which	 stand	 always	 side	by	 side,	whispering
together	 of	 their	 faithful	 love	 and	 caressing	 one	 another	with	 their	 interlacing
branches.



Little	Red	Riding-Hood

Once	upon	a	time	there	lived	in	a	certain	village	a	little	country	girl,	the	prettiest
creature	 was	 ever	 seen.	 	 Her	 mother	 was	 excessively	 fond	 of	 her;	 and	 her
grandmother	doted	on	her	still	more.		This	good	woman	had	made	for	her	a	little
red	riding-hood;	which	became	the	girl	so	extremely	well	that	everybody	called
her	Little	Red	Riding-Hood.
One	day	her	mother,	having	made	some	custards,	said	to	her:	
“Go,	my	dear,	 and	 see	 how	 thy	 grandmamma	does,	 for	 I	 hear	 she	 has	 been

very	ill;	carry	her	a	custard,	and	this	little	pot	of	butter.”
Little	Red	Riding-Hood	 set	 out	 immediately	 to	 go	 to	 her	 grandmother,	who

lived	in	another	village.
As	 she	was	 going	 through	 the	wood,	 she	met	with	Gaffer	Wolf,	who	 had	 a

very	great	mind	to	eat	her	up,	but	he	dared	not,	because	of	some	faggot-makers
hard	by	in	the	forest.		He	asked	her	whither	she	was	going.		The	poor	child,	who
did	not	know	that	it	was	dangerous	to	stay	and	hear	a	wolf	talk,	said	to	him:	
“I	am	going	to	see	my	grandmamma	and	carry	her	a	custard	and	a	little	pot	of

butter	from	my	mamma.”
“Does	she	live	far	off?”	said	the	Wolf.
“Oh!	ay,”	answered	Little	Red	Riding-Hood;	“it	 is	beyond	 that	mill	you	see

there,	at	the	first	house	in	the	village.”
“Well,”	said	the	Wolf,	“and	I’ll	go	and	see	her	too.		I’ll	go	this	way	and	you	go

that,	and	we	shall	see	who	will	be	there	soonest.”
The	Wolf	began	to	run	as	fast	as	he	could,	taking	the	nearest	way,	and	the	little

girl	went	by	that	farthest	about,	diverting	herself	in	gathering	nuts,	running	after
butterflies,	 and	making	 nosegays	 of	 such	 little	 flowers	 as	 she	met	 with.	 	 The
Wolf	was	not	long	before	he	got	to	the	old	woman’s	house.		He	knocked	at	the
door—	tap,	tap.
“Who’s	there?”
“Your	grandchild,	Little	Red	Riding-Hood,”	 replied	 the	Wolf,	 counterfeiting

her	voice;	“who	has	brought	you	a	custard	and	a	little	pot	of	butter	sent	you	by
mamma.”
The	good	grandmother,	who	was	in	bed,	because	she	was	somewhat	ill,	cried

out:	
“Pull	the	bobbin,	and	the	latch	will	go	up.”
The	Wolf	pulled	the	bobbin,	and	the	door	opened,	and	then	presently	he	fell

upon	the	good	woman	and	ate	her	up	in	a	moment,	for	it	was	above	three	days
that	 he	 had	 not	 touched	 a	 bit.	 	 He	 then	 shut	 the	 door	 and	 went	 into	 the



grandmother’s	 bed,	 expecting	 Little	 Red	 Riding-Hood,	 who	 came	 some	 time
afterward	and	knocked	at	the	door—	tap,	tap.
“Who’s	there?”
Little	Red	Riding-Hood,	hearing	the	big	voice	of	the	Wolf,	was	at	first	afraid;

but	believing	her	grandmother	had	got	a	cold	and	was	hoarse,	answered:	
"	 ’Tis	 your	 grandchild,	 Little	 Red	 Riding-Hood,	 who	 has	 brought	 you	 a

custard	and	a	little	pot	of	butter	mamma	sends	you.”
The	Wolf	cried	out	to	her,	softening	his	voice	as	much	as	he	could:	
“Pull	the	bobbin,	and	the	latch	will	go	up.”
Little	Red	Riding-Hood	pulled	the	bobbin,	and	the	door	opened.
The	 Wolf,	 seeing	 her	 come	 in,	 said	 to	 her,	 hiding	 himself	 under	 the	 bed-

clothes:	
“Put	 the	custard	and	 the	 little	pot	of	butter	upon	the	stool,	and	come	and	 lie

down	with	me.”
Little	 Red	 Riding-Hood	 undressed	 herself	 and	 went	 into	 bed,	 where,	 being

greatly	amazed	to	see	how	her	grandmother	looked	in	her	night-clothes,	she	said
to	her:	
“Grandmamma,	what	great	arms	you	have	got!”
“That	is	the	better	to	hug	thee,	my	dear.”
“Grandmamma,	what	great	legs	you	have	got!”
“That	is	to	run	the	better,	my	child.”
“Grandmamma,	what	great	ears	you	have	got!”
“That	is	to	hear	the	better,	my	child.”
“Grandmamma,	what	great	eyes	you	have	got!”
“It	is	to	see	the	better,	my	child.”
“Grandmamma,	what	great	teeth	you	have	got!”
“That	is	to	eat	thee	up.”
And,	saying	these	words,	this	wicked	wolf	fell	upon	Little	Red	Riding-Hood,

and	ate	her	all	up.



The	Sleeping	Beauty	in	the	Wood

There	were	 formerly	 a	 king	 and	 a	 queen,	who	were	 so	 sorry	 that	 they	 had	 no
children;	so	sorry	that	it	cannot	be	expressed.		They	went	to	all	the	waters	in	the
world;	vows,	pilgrimages,	all	ways	were	tried,	and	all	to	no	purpose.
At	 last,	 however,	 the	 Queen	 had	 a	 daughter.	 	 There	 was	 a	 very	 fine

christening;	and	 the	Princess	had	for	her	god-mothers	all	 the	fairies	 they	could
find	in	the	whole	kingdom	(they	found	seven),	that	every	one	of	them	might	give
her	a	gift,	as	was	the	custom	of	fairies	in	those	days.		By	this	means	the	Princess
had	all	the	perfections	imaginable.
After	the	ceremonies	of	the	christening	were	over,	all	the	company	returned	to

the	King’s	palace,	where	was	prepared	a	great	 feast	 for	 the	 fairies.	 	There	was
placed	 before	 every	 one	 of	 them	 a	magnificent	 cover	 with	 a	 case	 of	 massive
gold,	wherein	were	a	spoon,	knife,	and	fork,	all	of	pure	gold	set	with	diamonds
and	rubies.		But	as	they	were	all	sitting	down	at	table	they	saw	come	into	the	hall
a	 very	 old	 fairy,	whom	 they	 had	 not	 invited,	 because	 it	was	 above	 fifty	 years
since	she	had	been	out	of	a	certain	tower,	and	she	was	believed	to	be	either	dead
or	enchanted.
The	King	ordered	her	a	cover,	but	could	not	furnish	her	with	a	case	of	gold	as

the	 others,	 because	 they	 had	 only	 seven	made	 for	 the	 seven	 fairies.	 	 The	 old
Fairy	 fancied	 she	was	 slighted,	 and	muttered	 some	 threats	 between	 her	 teeth.	
One	 of	 the	 young	 fairies	 who	 sat	 by	 her	 overheard	 how	 she	 grumbled;	 and,
judging	that	she	might	give	the	little	Princess	some	unlucky	gift,	went,	as	soon
as	 they	 rose	 from	 table,	 and	 hid	 herself	 behind	 the	 hangings,	 that	 she	 might
speak	last,	and	repair,	as	much	as	she	could,	the	evil	which	the	old	Fairy	might
intend.
In	the	meanwhile	all	the	fairies	began	to	give	their	gifts	to	the	Princess.		The

youngest	 gave	 her	 for	 gift	 that	 she	 should	 be	 the	most	 beautiful	 person	 in	 the
world;	 the	 next,	 that	 she	 should	 have	 the	 wit	 of	 an	 angel;	 the	 third,	 that	 she
should	have	a	wonderful	grace	in	everything	she	did;	the	fourth,	that	she	should
dance	perfectly	well;	 the	 fifth,	 that	 she	 should	 sing	 like	 a	nightingale;	 and	 the
sixth,	that	she	should	play	all	kinds	of	music	to	the	utmost	perfection.
The	old	Fairy’s	 turn	coming	next,	with	a	head	shaking	more	with	spite	 than

age,	she	said	that	the	Princess	should	have	her	hand	pierced	with	a	spindle	and
die	 of	 the	 wound.	 	 This	 terrible	 gift	 made	 the	 whole	 company	 tremble,	 and
everybody	fell	a-crying.
At	this	very	instant	the	young	Fairy	came	out	from	behind	the	hangings,	and

spake	these	words	aloud:	



“Assure	 yourselves,	O	King	 and	Queen,	 that	 your	 daughter	 shall	 not	 die	 of
this	 disaster.	 	 It	 is	 true,	 I	 have	 no	 power	 to	 undo	 entirely	 what	my	 elder	 has
done.		The	Princess	shall	indeed	pierce	her	hand	with	a	spindle;	but,	instead	of
dying,	she	shall	only	fall	into	a	profound	sleep,	which	shall	last	a	hundred	years,
at	the	expiration	of	which	a	king’s	son	shall	come	and	awake	her.”
The	 King,	 to	 avoid	 the	 misfortune	 foretold	 by	 the	 old	 Fairy,	 caused

immediately	 proclamation	 to	 be	made,	 whereby	 everybody	was	 forbidden,	 on
pain	 of	 death,	 to	 spin	 with	 a	 distaff	 and	 spindle,	 or	 to	 have	 so	 much	 as	 any
spindle	in	their	houses.		About	fifteen	or	sixteen	years	after,	the	King	and	Queen
being	gone	to	one	of	their	houses	of	pleasure,	the	young	Princess	happened	one
day	to	divert	herself	in	running	up	and	down	the	palace;	when	going	up	from	one
apartment	to	another,	she	came	into	a	little	room	on	the	top	of	the	tower,	where	a
good	old	woman,	alone,	was	spinning	with	her	spindle.		This	good	woman	had
never	heard	of	the	King’s	proclamation	against	spindles.
“What	are	you	doing	there,	goody?”	said	the	Princess.
“I	am	spinning,	my	pretty	child,”	said	the	old	woman,	who	did	not	know	who

she	was.
“Ha!”	said	the	Princess,	“this	is	very	pretty;	how	do	you	do	it?		Give	it	to	me,

that	I	may	see	if	I	can	do	so.”
She	had	no	sooner	taken	it	into	her	hand	than,	whether	being	very	hasty	at	it,

somewhat	unhandy,	or	that	the	decree	of	the	Fairy	had	so	ordained	it,	it	ran	into
her	hand,	and	she	fell	down	in	a	swoon.
The	good	old	woman,	not	knowing	very	well	what	 to	do	 in	 this	affair,	cried

out	 for	help.	 	People	came	 in	 from	every	quarter	 in	great	numbers;	 they	 threw
water	upon	the	Princess’s	face,	unlaced	her,	struck	her	on	the	palms	of	her	hands,
and	 rubbed	 her	 temples	 with	 Hungary-water;	 but	 nothing	 would	 bring	 her	 to
herself.
And	 now	 the	 King,	 who	 came	 up	 at	 the	 noise,	 bethought	 himself	 of	 the

prediction	of	the	fairies,	and,	judging	very	well	that	this	must	necessarily	come
to	pass,	 since	 the	 fairies	had	 said	 it,	 caused	 the	Princess	 to	be	 carried	 into	 the
finest	 apartment	 in	his	palace,	 and	 to	be	 laid	upon	a	bed	all	 embroidered	with
gold	and	silver.
One	would	have	taken	her	for	a	little	angel,	she	was	so	very	beautiful;	for	her

swooning	away	had	not	diminished	one	bit	of	her	complexion;	her	cheeks	were
carnation,	and	her	lips	were	coral;	indeed,	her	eyes	were	shut,	but	she	was	heard
to	 breathe	 softly,	which	 satisfied	 those	 about	 her	 that	 she	was	 not	 dead.	 	 The
King	commanded	 that	 they	should	not	disturb	her,	but	 let	her	 sleep	quietly	 till
her	hour	of	awaking	was	come.
The	good	Fairy	who	had	saved	her	life	by	condemning	her	to	sleep	a	hundred



years	was	 in	 the	 kingdom	of	Matakin,	 twelve	 thousand	 leagues	 off,	when	 this
accident	befell	the	Princess;	but	she	was	instantly	informed	of	it	by	a	little	dwarf,
who	had	boots	of	 seven	 leagues,	 that	 is,	boots	with	which	he	could	 tread	over
seven	leagues	of	ground	in	one	stride.	 	The	Fairy	came	away	immediately,	and
she	arrived,	about	an	hour	after,	in	a	fiery	chariot	drawn	by	dragons.
The	King	handed	her	out	of	the	chariot,	and	she	approved	everything	he	had

done,	but	as	she	had	very	great	foresight,	she	thought	when	the	Princess	should
awake	she	might	not	know	what	 to	do	with	herself,	being	all	 alone	 in	 this	old
palace;	and	this	was	what	she	did:		she	touched	with	her	wand	everything	in	the
palace	(except	the	King	and	Queen)—	governesses,	maids	of	honor,	ladies	of	the
bedchamber,	gentlemen,	officers,	stewards,	cooks,	undercooks,	scullions,	guards,
with	their	beefeaters,	pages,	footmen;	she	likewise	touched	all	the	horses	which
were	 in	 the	stables,	pads	as	well	as	others,	 the	great	dogs	 in	 the	outward	court
and	pretty	little	Mopsey	too,	the	Princess’s	little	spaniel,	which	lay	by	her	on	the
bed.
Immediately	upon	her	touching	them	they	all	fell	asleep,	that	they	might	not

awake	before	their	mistress	and	that	they	might	be	ready	to	wait	upon	her	when
she	 wanted	 them.	 	 The	 very	 spits	 at	 the	 fire,	 as	 full	 as	 they	 could	 hold	 of
partridges	and	pheasants,	did	fall	asleep	also.	 	All	 this	was	done	in	a	moment.	
Fairies	are	not	long	in	doing	their	business.
And	 now	 the	 King	 and	 the	 Queen,	 having	 kissed	 their	 dear	 child	 without

waking	 her,	 went	 out	 of	 the	 palace	 and	 put	 forth	 a	 proclamation	 that	 nobody
should	dare	to	come	near	it.
This,	however,	was	not	necessary,	for	in	a	quarter	of	an	hour’s	time	there	grew

up	all	round	about	the	park	such	a	vast	number	of	trees,	great	and	small,	bushes
and	brambles,	twining	one	within	another,	that	neither	man	nor	beast	could	pass
through;	 so	 that	 nothing	 could	 be	 seen	 but	 the	 very	 top	 of	 the	 towers	 of	 the
palace;	and	that,	too,	not	unless	it	was	a	good	way	off.		Nobody;	doubted	but	the
Fairy	gave	herein	a	very	extraordinary	sample	of	her	art,	that	the	Princess,	while
she	continued	sleeping,	might	have	nothing	to	fear	from	any	curious	people.
When	 a	 hundred	 years	 were	 gone	 and	 passed	 the	 son	 of	 the	 King	 then

reigning,	 and	 who	 was	 of	 another	 family	 from	 that	 of	 the	 sleeping	 Princess,
being	gone	a-hunting	on	that	side	of	the	country,	asked:	
What	those	towers	were	which	he	saw	in	the	middle	of	a	great	thick	wood?
Everyone	answered	according	as	they	had	heard.		Some	said:	
That	it	was	a	ruinous	old	castle,	haunted	by	spirits.
Others,	 That	 all	 the	 sorcerers	 and	 witches	 of	 the	 country	 kept	 there	 their

sabbath	or	night’s	meeting.
The	 common	 opinion	 was:	 	 That	 an	 ogre	 lived	 there,	 and	 that	 he	 carried



thither	 all	 the	 little	 children	 he	 could	 catch,	 that	 he	might	 eat	 them	 up	 at	 his
leisure,	without	 anybody	being	 able	 to	 follow	him,	 as	having	himself	 only	 the
power	to	pass	through	the	wood.
The	Prince	was	 at	 a	 stand,	 not	 knowing	what	 to	 believe,	when	 a	 very	good

countryman	spake	to	him	thus:	
“May	 it	please	your	 royal	highness,	 it	 is	now	about	 fifty	years	since	I	heard

from	my	father,	who	heard	my	grandfather	say,	that	there	was	then	in	this	castle
a	princess,	the	most	beautiful	was	ever	seen;	that	she	must	sleep	there	a	hundred
years,	and	should	be	waked	by	a	king’s	son,	for	whom	she	was	reserved.”
The	young	Prince	was	all	on	fire	at	these	words,	believing,	without	weighing

the	matter,	 that	 he	 could	put	 an	 end	 to	 this	 rare	 adventure;	 and,	 pushed	on	by
love	and	honor,	resolved	that	moment	to	look	into	it.
Scarce	had	he	advanced	toward	the	wood	when	all	the	great	trees,	the	bushes,

and	brambles	gave	way	of	themselves	to	let	him	pass	through;	he	walked	up	to
the	 castle	which	he	 saw	at	 the	 end	of	 a	 large	 avenue	which	he	went	 into;	 and
what	a	little	surprised	him	was	that	he	saw	none	of	his	people	could	follow	him,
because	the	trees	closed	again	as	soon	as	he	had	passed	through	them.		However,
he	did	not	cease	from	continuing	his	way;	a	young	and	amorous	prince	is	always
valiant.
He	came	into	a	spacious	outward	court,	where	everything	he	saw	might	have

frozen	 the	 most	 fearless	 person	 with	 horror.	 	 There	 reigned	 all	 over	 a	 most
frightful	 silence;	 the	 image	 of	 death	 everywhere	 showed	 itself,	 and	 there	was
nothing	to	be	seen	but	stretched-out	bodies	of	men	and	animals,	all	seeming	to
be	dead.		He,	however,	very	well	knew,	by	the	ruby	faces	and	pimpled	noses	of
the	 beefeaters,	 that	 they	 were	 only	 asleep;	 and	 their	 goblets,	 wherein	 still
remained	some	drops	of	wine,	showed	plainly	that	they	fell	asleep	in	their	cups.
He	then	crossed	a	court	paved	with	marble,	went	up	the	stairs	and	came	into

the	guard	chamber,	where	guards	were	standing	in	their	ranks,	with	their	muskets
upon	 their	 shoulders,	 and	 snoring	 as	 loud	 as	 they	 could.	 	 After	 that	 he	 went
through	 several	 rooms	 full	 of	 gentlemen	 and	 ladies,	 all	 asleep,	 some	 standing,
others	sitting.		At	last	he	came	into	a	chamber	all	gilded	with	gold,	where	he	saw
upon	a	bed,	the	curtains	of	which	were	all	open,	the	finest	sight	was	ever	beheld
—	 a	 princess,	 who	 appeared	 to	 be	 about	 fifteen	 or	 sixteen	 years	 of	 age,	 and
whose	bright	and,	 in	a	manner,	 resplendent	beauty,	had	somewhat	 in	 it	divine.	
He	approached	with	trembling	and	admiration,	and	fell	down	before	her	upon	his
knees.
And	now,	as	the	enchantment	was	at	an	end,	the	Princess	awaked,	and	looking

on	him	with	eyes	more	tender	than	the	first	view	might	seem	to	admit	of:	
“Is	it	you,	my	Prince?”	said	she	to	him.		“You	have	waited	a	long	while.”



The	Prince,	 charmed	with	 these	words,	 and	much	more	with	 the	manner	 in
which	they	were	spoken,	knew	not	how	to	show	his	joy	and	gratitude;	he	assured
her	 that	 he	 loved	 her	 better	 than	 he	 did	 himself;	 their	 discourse	was	 not	well
connected,	they	did	weep	more	than	talk—	little	eloquence,	a	great	deal	of	love.	
He	was	more	at	a	loss	than	she,	and	we	need	not	wonder	at	it;	she	had	time	to
think	 on	what	 to	 say	 to	 him;	 for	 it	 is	 very	 probable	 (though	 history	mentions
nothing	 of	 it)	 that	 the	 good	 Fairy,	 during	 so	 long	 a	 sleep,	 had	 given	 her	 very
agreeable	dreams.		In	short,	they	talked	four	hours	together,	and	yet	they	said	not
half	what	they	had	to	say.
In	 the	 meanwhile	 all	 the	 palace	 awaked;	 everyone	 thought	 upon	 their

particular	business,	and	as	all	of	them	were	not	in	love	they	were	ready	to	die	for
hunger.	 	The	 chief	 lady	of	 honor,	 being	 as	 sharp	 set	 as	 other	 folks,	 grew	very
impatient,	 and	 told	 the	 Princess	 aloud	 that	 supper	was	 served	 up.	 	 The	Prince
helped	the	Princess	to	rise;	she	was	entirely	dressed,	and	very	magnificently,	but
his	 royal	highness	 took	care	not	 to	 tell	her	 that	 she	was	dressed	 like	his	great-
grandmother,	and	had	a	point	band	peeping	over	a	high	collar;	she	looked	not	a
bit	less	charming	and	beautiful	for	all	that.
They	went	into	the	great	hall	of	looking-glasses,	where	they	supped,	and	were

served	by	the	Princess’s	officers,	the	violins	and	hautboys	played	old	tunes,	but
very	excellent,	though	it	was	now	above	a	hundred	years	since	they	had	played;
and	after	supper,	without	losing	any	time,	the	lord	almoner	married	them	in	the
chapel	of	the	castle,	and	the	chief	lady	of	honor	drew	the	curtains.		They	had	but
very	 little	 sleep—	 the	 Princess	 had	 no	 occasion;	 and	 the	 Prince	 left	 her	 next
morning	to	return	to	the	city,	where	his	father	must	needs	have	been	in	pain	for
him.		The	Prince	told	him:	
That	he	lost	his	way	in	the	forest	as	he	was	hunting,	and	that	he	had	lain	in	the

cottage	of	a	charcoal-burner,	who	gave	him	cheese	and	brown	bread.
The	King,	his	father,	who	was	a	good	man,	believed	him;	but	his	mother	could

not	 be	 persuaded	 it	 was	 true;	 and	 seeing	 that	 he	 went	 almost	 every	 day	 a-
hunting,	and	that	he	always	had	some	excuse	ready	for	so	doing,	though	he	had
lain	out	three	or	four	nights	together,	she	began	to	suspect	that	he	was	married,
for	 he	 lived	 with	 the	 Princess	 above	 two	 whole	 years,	 and	 had	 by	 her	 two
children,	the	eldest	of	which,	who	was	a	daughter,	was	named	Morning,	and	the
youngest,	 who	 was	 a	 son,	 they	 called	 Day,	 because	 he	 was	 a	 great	 deal
handsomer	and	more	beautiful	than	his	sister.
The	Queen	spoke	several	times	to	her	son,	to	inform	herself	after	what	manner

he	did	pass	his	time,	and	that	in	this	he	ought	in	duty	to	satisfy	her.		But	he	never
dared	to	trust	her	with	his	secret;	he	feared	her,	though	he	loved	her,	for	she	was
of	the	race	of	the	Ogres,	and	the	King	would	never	have	married	her	had	it	not



been	 for	 her	 vast	 riches;	 it	 was	 even	whispered	 about	 the	 Court	 that	 she	 had
Ogreish	 inclinations,	and	that,	whenever	she	saw	little	children	passing	by,	she
had	all	the	difficulty	in	the	world	to	avoid	falling	upon	them.		And	so	the	Prince
would	never	tell	her	one	word.
But	when	the	King	was	dead,	which	happened	about	two	years	afterward,	and

he	saw	himself	lord	and	master,	he	openly	declared	his	marriage;	and	he	went	in
great	ceremony	 to	conduct	his	Queen	 to	 the	palace.	 	They	made	a	magnificent
entry	into	the	capital	city,	she	riding	between	her	two	children.
Soon	 after	 the	 King	went	 to	make	 war	 with	 the	 Emperor	 Contalabutte,	 his

neighbor.		He	left	the	government	of	the	kingdom	to	the	Queen	his	mother,	and
earnestly	 recommended	 to	 her	 care	 his	wife	 and	 children.	 	He	was	 obliged	 to
continue	his	expedition	all	 the	summer,	and	as	soon	as	he	departed	the	Queen-
mother	sent	her	daughter-in-law	to	a	country	house	among	the	woods,	 that	she
might	with	the	more	ease	gratify	her	horrible	longing.
Some	few	days	afterward	she	went	thither	herself,	and	said	to	her	clerk	of	the

kitchen:	
“I	have	a	mind	to	eat	little	Morning	for	my	dinner	to-morrow.”
“Ah!	madam,”	cried	the	clerk	of	the	kitchen.
“I	will	 have	 it	 so,”	 replied	 the	Queen	 (and	 this	 she	 spoke	 in	 the	 tone	 of	 an

Ogress	who	had	a	strong	desire	to	eat	fresh	meat),	“and	will	eat	her	with	a	sauce
Robert.”
The	poor	man,	knowing	very	well	that	he	must	not	play	tricks	with	Ogresses,

took	his	great	knife	 and	went	up	 into	 little	Morning’s	 chamber.	 	She	was	 then
four	years	old,	and	came	up	to	him	jumping	and	laughing,	to	take	him	about	the
neck,	 and	 ask	 him	 for	 some	 sugar-candy.	 	Upon	which	 he	 began	 to	weep,	 the
great	knife	fell	out	of	his	hand,	and	he	went	into	the	back	yard,	and	killed	a	little
lamb,	and	dressed	it	with	such	good	sauce	that	his	mistress	assured	him	that	she
had	never	eaten	anything	so	good	in	her	life.		He	had	at	the	same	time	taken	up
little	Morning,	and	carried	her	to	his	wife,	to	conceal	her	in	the	lodging	he	had	at
the	bottom	of	the	courtyard.
About	eight	days	afterward	the	wicked	Queen	said	to	the	clerk	of	the	kitchen,

“I	will	sup	on	little	Day.”
He	answered	not	a	word,	being	resolved	to	cheat	her	as	he	had	done	before.	

He	went	 to	 find	out	 little	Day,	and	saw	him	with	a	 little	 foil	 in	his	hand,	with
which	he	was	fencing	with	a	great	monkey,	the	child	being	then	only	three	years
of	age.		He	took	him	up	in	his	arms	and	carried	him	to	his	wife,	that	she	might
conceal	him	in	her	chamber	along	with	his	sister,	and	in	the	room	of	little	Day
cooked	up	a	young	kid,	very	tender,	which	the	Ogress	found	to	be	wonderfully
good.



This	was	hitherto	all	mighty	well;	but	one	evening	this	wicked	Queen	said	to
her	clerk	of	the	kitchen:	
“I	will	eat	the	Queen	with	the	same	sauce	I	had	with	her	children.”
It	 was	 now	 that	 the	 poor	 clerk	 of	 the	 kitchen	 despaired	 of	 being	 able	 to

deceive	her.		The	young	Queen	was	turned	of	twenty,	not	reckoning	the	hundred
years	she	had	been	asleep;	and	how	to	find	in	the	yard	a	beast	so	firm	was	what
puzzled	him.		He	took	then	a	resolution,	that	he	might	save	his	own	life,	to	cut
the	Queen’s	throat;	and	going	up	into	her	chamber,	with	intent	to	do	it	at	once,	he
put	 himself	 into	 as	 great	 fury	 as	 he	 could	 possibly,	 and	 came	 into	 the	 young
Queen’s	room	with	his	dagger	in	his	hand.		He	would	not,	however,	surprise	her,
but	 told	 her,	with	 a	 great	 deal	 of	 respect,	 the	 orders	 he	 had	 received	 from	 the
Queen-mother.
“Do	it;	do	it”	(said	she,	stretching	out	her	neck).	 	“Execute	your	orders,	and

then	I	shall	go	and	see	my	children,	my	poor	children,	whom	I	so	much	and	so
tenderly	loved.”
For	she	thought	them	dead	ever	since	they	had	been	taken	away	without	her

knowledge.
“No,	no,	madam”	(cried	the	poor	clerk	of	the	kitchen,	all	in	tears);	“you	shall

not	die,	and	yet	you	shall	see	your	children	again;	but	 then	you	must	go	home
with	me	 to	my	lodgings,	where	I	have	concealed	 them,	and	I	shall	deceive	 the
Queen	once	more,	by	giving	her	in	your	stead	a	young	hind.”
Upon	 this	 he	 forthwith	 conducted	her	 to	 his	 chamber,	where,	 leaving	her	 to

embrace	 her	 children,	 and	 cry	 along	with	 them,	 he	went	 and	 dressed	 a	 young
hind,	which	the	Queen	had	for	her	supper,	and	devoured	it	with	the	same	appetite
as	 if	 it	 had	 been	 the	 young	 Queen.	 	 Exceedingly	 was	 she	 delighted	 with	 her
cruelty,	and	she	had	invented	a	story	to	tell	the	King,	at	his	return,	how	the	mad
wolves	had	eaten	up	the	Queen	his	wife	and	her	two	children.
One	evening,	as	she	was,	according	to	her	custom,	rambling	round	about	the

courts	and	yards	of	the	palace	to	see	if	she	could	smell	any	fresh	meat,	she	heard,
in	 a	 ground	 room,	 little	 Day	 crying,	 for	 his	 mamma	was	 going	 to	 whip	 him,
because	 he	 had	 been	 naughty;	 and	 she	 heard,	 at	 the	 same	 time,	 little	Morning
begging	pardon	for	her	brother.
The	Ogress	presently	knew	the	voice	of	the	Queen	and	her	children,	and	being

quite	mad	 that	 she	 had	 been	 thus	 deceived,	 she	 commanded	next	morning,	 by
break	of	day	(with	a	most	horrible	voice,	which	made	everybody	tremble),	that
they	should	bring	into	the	middle	of	the	great	court	a	large	tub,	which	she	caused
to	be	filled	with	toads,	vipers,	snakes,	and	all	sorts	of	serpents,	in	order	to	have
thrown	into	it	the	Queen	and	her	children,	the	clerk	of	the	kitchen,	his	wife	and
maid;	all	whom	she	had	given	orders	should	be	brought	thither	with	their	hands



tied	behind	them.
They	were	brought	out	 accordingly,	 and	 the	 executioners	were	 just	going	 to

throw	them	into	the	tub,	when	the	King	(who	was	not	so	soon	expected)	entered
the	 court	 on	 horseback	 (for	 he	 came	 post)	 and	 asked,	 with	 the	 utmost
astonishment,	what	was	the	meaning	of	that	horrible	spectacle.
No	 one	 dared	 to	 tell	 him,	 when	 the	 Ogress,	 all	 enraged	 to	 see	 what	 had

happened,	threw	herself	head	foremost	into	the	tub,	and	was	instantly	devoured
by	the	ugly	creatures	she	had	ordered	to	be	thrown	into	it	for	others.		The	King
could	 not	 but	 be	 very	 sorry,	 for	 she	 was	 his	 mother;	 but	 he	 soon	 comforted
himself	with	his	beautiful	wife	and	his	pretty	children.



Cinderella:	or,	the	Little	Glass	Slipper

Once	there	was	a	gentleman	who	married,	for	his	second	wife,	the	proudest	and
most	haughty	woman	 that	was	 ever	 seen.	 	She	had,	by	a	 former	husband,	 two
daughters	of	her	own	humor,	who	were,	indeed,	exactly	like	her	in	all	things.		He
had	 likewise,	by	another	wife,	 a	young	daughter,	but	of	unparalleled	goodness
and	 sweetness	 of	 temper,	 which	 she	 took	 from	 her	mother,	 who	was	 the	 best
creature	in	the	world.
No	 sooner	were	 the	 ceremonies	 of	 the	wedding	 over	 but	 the	mother-in-law

began	to	show	herself	in	her	true	colors.		She	could	not	bear	the	good	qualities	of
this	 pretty	 girl,	 and	 the	 less	 because	 they	made	 her	 own	 daughters	 appear	 the
more	odious.		She	employed	her	in	the	meanest	work	of	the	house:		she	scoured
the	dishes,	tables,	etc.,	and	scrubbed	madam’s	chamber,	and	those	of	misses,	her
daughters;	 she	 lay	 up	 in	 a	 sorry	 garret,	 upon	 a	wretched	 straw	 bed,	while	 her
sisters	 lay	 in	 fine	 rooms,	with	 floors	 all	 inlaid,	 upon	 beds	 of	 the	 very	 newest
fashion,	 and	 where	 they	 had	 looking-glasses	 so	 large	 that	 they	 might	 see
themselves	at	their	full	length	from	head	to	foot.
The	poor	girl	bore	all	patiently,	and	dared	not	tell	her	father,	who	would	have

rattled	her	off;	for	his	wife	governed	him	entirely.		When	she	had	done	her	work,
she	used	to	go	into	the	chimney-corner,	and	sit	down	among	cinders	and	ashes,
which	made	her	commonly	be	called	Cinderwench;	but	 the	youngest,	who	was
not	so	rude	and	uncivil	as	the	eldest,	called	her	Cinderella.		However,	Cinderella,
notwithstanding	 her	 mean	 apparel,	 was	 a	 hundred	 times	 handsomer	 than	 her
sisters,	though	they	were	always	dressed	very	richly.
It	happened	that	the	King’s	son	gave	a	ball,	and	invited	all	persons	of	fashion

to	 it.	 	 Our	 young	 misses	 were	 also	 invited,	 for	 they	 cut	 a	 very	 grand	 figure
among	 the	 quality.	 	 They	 were	 mightily	 delighted	 at	 this	 invitation,	 and
wonderfully	 busy	 in	 choosing	 out	 such	 gowns,	 petticoats,	 and	 head-clothes	 as
might	become	them.		This	was	a	new	trouble	to	Cinderella;	for	it	was	she	who
ironed	 her	 sisters’	 linen,	 and	 plaited	 their	 ruffles;	 they	 talked	 all	 day	 long	 of
nothing	but	how	they	should	be	dressed.
“For	my	 part,”	 said	 the	 eldest,	 “I	will	wear	my	 red	 velvet	 suit	with	 French

trimming.”
“And	I,”	said	the	youngest,	“shall	have	my	usual	petticoat;	but	then,	to	make

amends	 for	 that,	 I	 will	 put	 on	 my	 gold-flowered	 manteau,	 and	 my	 diamond
stomacher,	which	is	far	from	being	the	most	ordinary	one	in	the	world.”
They	 sent	 for	 the	 best	 tire-woman	 they	 could	 get	 to	 make	 up	 their	 head-

dresses	 and	 adjust	 their	 double	 pinners,	 and	 they	 had	 their	 red	 brushes	 and



patches	from	Mademoiselle	de	la	Poche.
Cinderella	was	likewise	called	up	to	them	to	be	consulted	in	all	these	matters,

for	 she	 had	 excellent	 notions,	 and	 advised	 them	 always	 for	 the	 best,	 nay,	 and
offered	 her	 services	 to	 dress	 their	 heads,	 which	 they	 were	 very	 willing	 she
should	do.		As	she	was	doing	this,	they	said	to	her:	
“Cinderella,	would	you	not	be	glad	to	go	to	the	ball?”
“Alas!”	said	she,	“you	only	jeer	me;	it	is	not	for	such	as	I	am	to	go	thither.”
“Thou	art	in	the	right	of	it,”	replied	they;	“it	would	make	the	people	laugh	to

see	a	Cinderwench	at	a	ball.”
Anyone	but	Cinderella	would	have	dressed	their	heads	awry,	but	she	was	very

good,	 and	 dressed	 them	 perfectly	 well	 They	 were	 almost	 two	 days	 without
eating,	so	much	were	they	transported	with	joy.		They	broke	above	a	dozen	laces
in	trying	to	be	laced	up	close,	that	they	might	have	a	fine	slender	shape,	and	they
were	continually	at	their	looking-glass.		At	last	the	happy	day	came;	they	went	to
Court,	 and	 Cinderella	 followed	 them	with	 her	 eyes	 as	 long	 as	 she	 could,	 and
when	she	had	lost	sight	of	them,	she	fell	a-crying.
Her	godmother,	who	saw	her	all	in	tears,	asked	her	what	was	the	matter.
“I	wish	I	could—	I	wish	I	could—	“;	she	was	not	able	to	speak	the	rest,	being

interrupted	by	her	tears	and	sobbing.
This	 godmother	 of	 hers,	 who	 was	 a	 fairy,	 said	 to	 her,	 “Thou	 wishest	 thou

couldst	go	to	the	ball;	is	it	not	so?”
“Y—	es,”	cried	Cinderella,	with	a	great	sigh.
“Well,”	said	her	godmother,	“be	but	a	good	girl,	and	I	will	contrive	that	thou

shalt	go.”	 	Then	she	 took	her	 into	her	chamber,	and	said	 to	her,	 “Run	 into	 the
garden,	and	bring	me	a	pumpkin.”
Cinderella	went	immediately	to	gather	the	finest	she	could	get,	and	brought	it

to	her	godmother,	not	being	able	to	imagine	how	this	pumpkin	could	make	her
go	to	the	ball.		Her	godmother	scooped	out	all	the	inside	of	it,	having	left	nothing
but	 the	 rind;	 which	 done,	 she	 struck	 it	 with	 her	 wand,	 and	 the	 pumpkin	 was
instantly	turned	into	a	fine	coach,	gilded	all	over	with	gold.
She	then	went	to	look	into	her	mouse-trap,	where	she	found	six	mice,	all	alive,

and	ordered	Cinderella	to	lift	up	a	little	the	trapdoor,	when,	giving	each	mouse,
as	it	went	out,	a	little	tap	with	her	wand,	the	mouse	was	that	moment	turned	into
a	fine	horse,	which	altogether	made	a	very	fine	set	of	six	horses	of	a	beautiful
mouse-colored	dapple-gray.		Being	at	a	loss	for	a	coachman,
“I	will	go	and	see,”	says	Cinderella,	“if	there	is	never	a	rat	in	the	rat-trap—	we

may	make	a	coachman	of	him.”
“Thou	art	in	the	right,”	replied	her	godmother;	“go	and	look.”
Cinderella	brought	 the	 trap	 to	her,	and	 in	 it	 there	were	 three	huge	rats.	 	The



fairy	made	choice	of	one	of	 the	 three	which	had	 the	 largest	beard,	and,	having
touched	him	with	her	wand,	he	was	turned	into	a	fat,	jolly	coachman,	who	had
the	smartest	whiskers	eyes	ever	beheld.		After	that,	she	said	to	her:	
“Go	again	into	the	garden,	and	you	will	find	six	lizards	behind	the	watering-

pot,	bring	them	to	me.”
She	had	no	sooner	done	so	but	her	godmother	turned	them	into	six	footmen,

who	skipped	up	immediately	behind	the	coach,	with	their	 liveries	all	bedaubed
with	gold	and	silver,	and	clung	as	close	behind	each	other	as	 if	 they	had	done
nothing	else	their	whole	lives.		The	Fairy	then	said	to	Cinderella:	
“Well,	you	see	here	an	equipage	fit	to	go	to	the	ball	with;	are	you	not	pleased

with	it?”
“Oh!	yes,”	cried	she;	“but	must	I	go	thither	as	I	am,	in	these	nasty	rags?”
Her	godmother	only	just	touched	her	with	her	wand,	and,	at	the	same	instant,

her	clothes	were	turned	into	cloth	of	gold	and	silver,	all	beset	with	jewels.		This
done,	 she	 gave	 her	 a	 pair	 of	 glass	 slippers,	 the	 prettiest	 in	 the	 whole	 world.	
Being	thus	decked	out,	she	got	up	into	her	coach;	but	her	godmother,	above	all
things,	 commanded	 her	 not	 to	 stay	 till	 after	midnight,	 telling	 her,	 at	 the	 same
time,	that	if	she	stayed	one	moment	longer,	the	coach	would	be	a	pumpkin	again,
her	 horses	 mice,	 her	 coachman	 a	 rat,	 her	 footmen	 lizards,	 and	 her	 clothes
become	just	as	they	were	before.
She	 promised	 her	 godmother	 she	 would	 not	 fail	 of	 leaving	 the	 ball	 before

midnight;	and	then	away	she	drives,	scarce	able	to	contain	herself	for	joy.		The
King’s	son	who	was	told	that	a	great	princess,	whom	nobody	knew,	was	come,
ran	out	to	receive	her;	he	gave	her	his	hand	as	she	alighted	out	of	the	coach,	and
led	her	into	the	ball,	among	all	the	company.		There	was	immediately	a	profound
silence,	 they	 left	 off	 dancing,	 and	 the	 violins	 ceased	 to	 play,	 so	 attentive	was
everyone	 to	 contemplate	 the	 singular	 beauties	 of	 the	 unknown	 new-comer.	
Nothing	was	then	heard	but	a	confused	noise	of:	
“Ha!	how	handsome	she	is!		Ha!	how	handsome	she	is!”
The	King	himself,	old	as	he	was,	could	not	help	watching	her,	and	telling	the

Queen	softly	that	it	was	a	long	time	since	he	had	seen	so	beautiful	and	lovely	a
creature.
All	the	ladies	were	busied	in	considering	her	clothes	and	headdress,	that	they

might	have	some	made	next	day	after	the	same	pattern,	provided	they	could	meet
with	such	fine	material	and	as	able	hands	to	make	them.
The	King’s	son	conducted	her	to	the	most	honorable	seat,	and	afterward	took

her	out	to	dance	with	him;	she	danced	so	very	gracefully	that	they	all	more	and
more	admired	her.		A	fine	collation	was	served	up,	whereof	the	young	prince	ate
not	a	morsel,	so	intently	was	he	busied	in	gazing	on	her.



She	 went	 and	 sat	 down	 by	 her	 sisters,	 showing	 them	 a	 thousand	 civilities,
giving	them	part	of	the	oranges	and	citrons	which	the	Prince	had	presented	her
with,	 which	 very	 much	 surprised	 them,	 for	 they	 did	 not	 know	 her.	 	 While
Cinderella	was	 thus	 amusing	her	 sisters,	 she	heard	 the	 clock	 strike	 eleven	 and
three-quarters,	whereupon	she	immediately	made	a	courtesy	to	the	company	and
hasted	away	as	fast	as	she	could.
When	 she	 got	 home	 she	 ran	 to	 seek	 out	 her	 godmother,	 and,	 after	 having

thanked	her,	she	said	she	could	not	but	heartily	wish	she	might	go	next	day	to	the
ball,	because	the	King’s	son	had	desired	her.
As	she	was	eagerly	telling	her	godmother	whatever	had	passed	at	the	ball,	her

two	sisters	knocked	at	the	door,	which	Cinderella	ran	and	opened.
“How	 long	 you	 have	 stayed!”	 cried	 she,	 gaping,	 rubbing	 her	 eyes	 and

stretching	herself	 as	 if	 she	 had	been	 just	waked	out	 of	 her	 sleep;	 she	 had	not,
however,	any	manner	of	inclination	to	sleep	since	they	went	from	home.
“If	thou	hadst	been	at	the	ball,”	said	one	of	her	sisters,	“thou	wouldst	not	have

been	tired	with	it.		There	came	thither	the	finest	princess,	the	most	beautiful	ever
was	 seen	 with	 mortal	 eyes;	 she	 showed	 us	 a	 thousand	 civilities,	 and	 gave	 us
oranges	and	citrons.”
Cinderella	seemed	very	indifferent	 in	 the	matter;	 indeed,	she	asked	them	the

name	of	that	princess;	but	they	told	her	they	did	not	know	it,	and	that	the	King’s
son	was	very	uneasy	on	her	account	and	would	give	all	the	world	to	know	who
she	was.		At	this	Cinderella,	smiling,	replied:	
“She	must,	then,	be	very	beautiful	indeed;	how	happy	you	have	been!		Could

not	I	see	her?		Ah!	dear	Miss	Charlotte,	do	lend	me	your	yellow	suit	of	clothes
which	you	wear	every	day.”
“Ay,	 to	 be	 sure!”	 cried	 Miss	 Charlotte;	 “lend	 my	 clothes	 to	 such	 a	 dirty

Cinderwench	as	thou	art!		I	should	be	a	fool.”
Cinderella,	 indeed,	 expected	 well	 such	 answer,	 and	 was	 very	 glad	 of	 the

refusal;	for	she	would	have	been	sadly	put	to	it	if	her	sister	had	lent	her	what	she
asked	for	jestingly.
The	 next	 day	 the	 two	 sisters	 were	 at	 the	 ball,	 and	 so	 was	 Cinderella,	 but

dressed	more	magnificently	than	before.		The	King’s	son	was	always	by	her,	and
never	ceased	his	compliments	and	kind	speeches	to	her;	to	whom	all	this	was	so
far	 from	 being	 tiresome	 that	 she	 quite	 forgot	 what	 her	 godmother	 had
recommended	to	her;	so	that	she,	at	last,	counted	the	clock	striking	twelve	when
she	took	it	to	be	no	more	than	eleven;	she	then	rose	up	and	fled,	as	nimble	as	a
deer.	 	The	Prince	followed,	but	could	not	overtake	her.	 	She	left	behind	one	of
her	glass	slippers,	which	 the	Prince	 took	up	most	carefully.	 	She	got	home	but
quite	out	of	breath,	and	in	her	nasty	old	clothes,	having	nothing	left	her	of	all	her



finery	but	one	of	the	little	slippers,	fellow	to	that	she	dropped.		The	guards	at	the
palace	gate	were	asked:	
If	they	had	not	seen	a	princess	go	out.
Who	 said:	 	 They	 had	 seen	 nobody	 go	 out	 but	 a	 young	 girl,	 very	 meanly

dressed,	and	who	had	more	the	air	of	a	poor	country	wench	than	a	gentlewoman.
When	 the	 two	 sisters	 returned	 from	 the	ball	Cinderella	 asked	 them:	 	 If	 they

had	been	well	diverted,	and	if	the	fine	lady	had	been	there.
They	 told	 her:	 	 Yes,	 but	 that	 she	 hurried	 away	 immediately	 when	 it	 struck

twelve,	and	with	so	much	haste	that	she	dropped	one	of	her	little	glass	slippers,
the	prettiest	in	the	world,	which	the	King’s	son	had	taken	up;	that	he	had	done
nothing	but	 look	at	her	all	 the	 time	at	 the	ball,	 and	 that	most	certainly	he	was
very	much	in	love	with	the	beautiful	person	who	owned	the	glass	slipper.
What	they	said	was	very	true;	for	a	few	days	after	the	King’s	son	caused	it	to

be	 proclaimed,	 by	 sound	 of	 trumpet,	 that	 he	would	marry	 her	whose	 foot	 the
slipper	 would	 just	 fit.	 	 They	 whom	 he	 employed	 began	 to	 try	 it	 upon	 the
princesses,	 then	 the	duchesses	and	all	 the	Court,	but	 in	vain;	 it	was	brought	 to
the	 two	 sisters,	 who	 did	 all	 they	 possibly	 could	 to	 thrust	 their	 foot	 into	 the
slipper,	but	they	could	not	effect	it.		Cinderella,	who	saw	all	this,	and	knew	her
slipper,	said	to	them,	laughing:	
“Let	me	see	if	it	will	not	fit	me.”
Her	sisters	burst	out	a-laughing,	and	began	to	banter	her.		The	gentleman	who

was	sent	 to	try	the	slipper	looked	earnestly	at	Cinderella,	and,	finding	her	very
handsome,	said:	
It	was	but	just	that	she	should	try,	and	that	he	had	orders	to	let	everyone	make

trial.
He	 obliged	 Cinderella	 to	 sit	 down,	 and,	 putting	 the	 slipper	 to	 her	 foot,	 he

found	it	went	on	very	easily,	and	fitted	her	as	if	it	had	been	made	of	wax.		The
astonishment	her	two	sisters	were	in	was	excessively	great,	but	still	abundantly
greater	when	Cinderella	pulled	out	of	her	pocket	the	other	slipper,	and	put	it	on
her	 foot.	 	 Thereupon,	 in	 came	 her	 godmother,	 who,	 having	 touched	 with	 her
wand	Cinderella’s	clothes,	made	them	richer	and	more	magnificent	than	any	of
those	she	had	before.
And	now	her	two	sisters	found	her	to	be	that	fine,	beautiful	lady	whom	they

had	seen	at	the	ball.		They	threw	themselves	at	her	feet	to	beg	pardon	for	all	the
ill-treatment	they	had	made	her	undergo.	 	Cinderella	took	them	up,	and,	as	she
embraced	them,	cried:	
That	she	forgave	them	with	all	her	heart,	and	desired	them	always	to	love	her.
She	was	 conducted	 to	 the	young	prince,	 dressed	as	 she	was;	he	 thought	her

more	charming	 than	ever,	 and,	 a	 few	days	after,	married	her.	 	Cinderella,	who



was	no	less	good	than	beautiful,	gave	her	two	sisters	lodgings	in	the	palace,	and
that	very	same	day	matched	them	with	two	great	lords	of	the	Court.



Aladdin	and	the	Wonderful	Lamp

There	once	lived	a	poor	tailor,	who	had	a	son	called	Aladdin,	a	careless,	idle	boy
who	would	 do	 nothing	 but	 play	 ball	 all	 day	 long	 in	 the	 streets	with	 little	 idle
boys	 like	 himself.	 	This	 so	 grieved	 the	 father	 that	 he	 died;	 yet,	 in	 spite	 of	 his
mother’s	tears	and	prayers,	Aladdin	did	not	mend	his	ways.		One	day,	when	he
was	playing	in	the	streets	as	usual,	a	stranger	asked	him	his	age,	and	if	he	was
not	the	son	of	Mustapha	the	tailor.	 	“I	am,	sir,”	replied	Aladdin;	“but	he	died	a
long	while	ago.”		On	this	the	stranger,	who	was	a	famous	African	magician,	fell
on	his	neck	and	kissed	him,	saying,	“I	am	your	uncle,	and	knew	you	from	your
likeness	to	my	brother.		Go	to	your	mother	and	tell	her	I	am	coming.”		Aladdin
ran	 home	 and	 told	 his	mother	 of	 his	 newly	 found	 uncle.	 	 “Indeed,	 child,”	 she
said,	“your	father	had	a	brother,	but	I	always	thought	he	was	dead.”		However,
she	 prepared	 supper,	 and	 bade	 Aladdin	 seek	 his	 uncle,	 who	 came	 laden	 with
wine	 and	 fruit.	 	He	 presently	 fell	 down	 and	 kissed	 the	 place	where	Mustapha
used	to	sit,	bidding	Aladdin’s	mother	not	to	be	surprised	at	not	having	seen	him
before,	as	he	had	been	forty	years	out	of	the	country.		He	then	turned	to	Aladdin,
and	asked	him	his	trade,	at	which	the	boy	hung	his	head,	while	his	mother	burst
into	 tears.	 	 On	 learning	 that	 Aladdin	 was	 idle	 and	 would	 learn	 no	 trade,	 he
offered	 to	 take	 a	 shop	 for	 him	 and	 stock	 it	 with	 merchandise.	 	 Next	 day	 he
bought	Aladdin	a	fine	suit	of	clothes	and	took	him	all	over	the	city,	showing	him
the	sights,	and	brought	him	home	at	nightfall	to	his	mother,	who	was	overjoyed
to	see	her	son	so	fine.
The	 next	 day	 the	magician	 led	Aladdin	 into	 some	 beautiful	 gardens	 a	 long

way	outside	the	city	gates.		They	sat	down	by	a	fountain	and	the	magician	pulled
a	cake	 from	his	girdle,	which	he	divided	between	 them.	 	They	 then	 journeyed
onward	 till	 they	 almost	 reached	 the	mountains.	 	 Aladdin	was	 so	 tired	 that	 he
begged	to	go	back,	but	the	magician	beguiled	him	with	pleasant	stories,	and	led
him	on	 in	 spite	 of	 himself.	 	At	 last	 they	 came	 to	 two	mountains	 divided	 by	 a
narrow	valley.		“We	will	go	no	farther,”	said	the	false	uncle.	 	“I	will	show	you
something	wonderful;	only	do	you	gather	up	sticks	while	I	kindle	a	fire.”		When
it	was	lit	the	magician	threw	on	it	a	powder	he	had	about	him,	at	the	same	time
saying	some	magical	words.	 	The	earth	trembled	a	little	and	opened	in	front	of
them,	disclosing	a	square	flat	stone	with	a	brass	ring	in	the	middle	to	raise	it	by.	
Aladdin	tried	to	run	away,	but	the	magician	caught	him	and	gave	him	a	blow	that
knocked	him	down.	 	“What	have	I	done,	uncle?”	he	said	piteously;	whereupon
the	magician	said	more	kindly:		“Fear	nothing,	but	obey	me.		Beneath	this	stone
lies	a	treasure	which	is	to	be	yours,	and	no	one	else	may	touch	it,	so	you	must	do



exactly	as	I	tell	you.”		At	the	word	treasure	Aladdin	forgot	his	fears,	and	grasped
the	 ring	 as	 he	was	 told,	 saying	 the	 names	 of	 his	 father	 and	 grandfather.	 	 The
stone	 came	 up	 quite	 easily,	 and	 some	 steps	 appeared.	 	 “Go	 down,”	 said	 the
magician;	 “at	 the	 foot	 of	 those	 steps	 you	will	 find	 an	 open	 door	 leading	 into
three	 large	 halls.	 	 Tuck	 up	 your	 gown	 and	 go	 through	 them	without	 touching
anything,	or	you	will	die	 instantly.	 	These	halls	 lead	 into	a	garden	of	 fine	fruit
trees.	 	Walk	 on	 until	 you	 come	 to	 a	 niche	 in	 a	 terrace	where	 stands	 a	 lighted
lamp.		Pour	out	the	oil	it	contains,	and	bring	it	to	me.”		He	drew	a	ring	from	his
finger	and	gave	it	to	Aladdin,	bidding	him	prosper.
Aladdin	found	everything	as	the	magician	had	said,	gathered	some	fruit	off	the

trees,	and,	having	got	the	lamp,	arrived	at	the	mouth	of	the	cave.		The	magician
cried	out	 in	a	great	hurry:	 	“Make	haste	and	give	me	the	lamp.”	 	This	Aladdin
refused	 to	 do	 until	 he	was	 out	 of	 the	 cave.	 	 The	magician	 flew	 into	 a	 terrible
passion,	and	throwing	some	more	powder	on	to	the	fire,	he	said	something,	and
the	stone	rolled	back	into	its	place.
The	magician	left	Persia	for	ever,	which	plainly	showed	that	he	was	no	uncle

of	 Aladdin’s,	 but	 a	 cunning	magician,	 who	 had	 read	 in	 his	magic	 books	 of	 a
wonderful	 lamp,	which	would	make	him	the	most	powerful	man	in	 the	world.	
Though	he	alone	knew	where	to	find	it,	he	could	only	receive	it	from	the	hand	of
another.		He	had	picked	out	the	foolish	Aladdin	for	this	purpose,	intending	to	get
the	lamp	and	kill	him	afterward.
For	two	days	Aladdin	remained	in	the	dark,	crying	and	lamenting.		At	last	he

clasped	his	hands	in	prayer,	and	in	so	doing	rubbed	the	ring,	which	the	magician
had	 forgotten	 to	 take	 from	him.	 	 Immediately	an	enormous	and	 frightful	genie
rose	out	of	the	earth,	saying:		“What	wouldst	thou	with	me?		I	am	the	Slave	of
the	Ring,	and	will	obey	thee	in	all	things.”		Aladdin	fearlessly	replied:		“Deliver
me	from	this	place!”	whereupon	the	earth	opened,	and	he	found	himself	outside.	
As	 soon	 as	 his	 eyes	 could	 bear	 the	 light	 he	 went	 home,	 but	 fainted	 on	 the
threshold.	 	When	he	came	 to	himself	he	 told	his	mother	what	had	passed,	and
showed	her	the	lamp	and	the	fruits	he	had	gathered	in	the	garden,	which	were,	in
reality,	precious	stones.		He	then	asked	for	some	food.		“Alas!	child,”	she	said,	“I
have	nothing	in	the	house,	but	I	have	spun	a	little	cotton	and	will	go	and	sell	it.”	
Aladdin	bade	her	keep	her	cotton,	for	he	would	sell	the	lamp	instead.		As	it	was
very	 dirty	 she	 began	 to	 rub	 it,	 that	 it	 might	 fetch	 a	 higher	 price.	 	 Instantly	 a
hideous	genie	appeared,	and	asked	what	she	would	have.		She	fainted	away,	but
Aladdin,	 snatching	 the	 lamp,	 said	 boldly:	 	 “Fetch	me	 something	 to	 eat!”	 The
genie	returned	with	a	silver	bowl,	twelve	silver	plates	containing	rich	meats,	two
silver	 cups,	 and	 two	 bottles	 of	 wine.	 	 Aladdin’s	 mother,	 when	 she	 came	 to
herself,	 said:	 	“Whence	comes	 this	 splendid	 feast?”	“Ask	not,	but	eat,”	 replied



Aladdin.	 	 So	 they	 sat	 at	 breakfast	 till	 it	was	dinner-time,	 and	Aladdin	 told	his
mother	about	the	lamp.		She	begged	him	to	sell	it,	and	have	nothing	to	do	with
devils.		“No,”	said	Aladdin,	“since	chance	hath	made	us	aware	of	its	virtues,	we
will	 use	 it,	 and	 the	 ring	 likewise,	 which	 I	 shall	 always	 wear	 on	 my	 finger.”	
When	 they	had	eaten	all	 the	genie	had	brought,	Aladdin	sold	one	of	 the	silver
plates,	and	so	on	until	none	were	left.	 	He	then	had	recourse	to	the	genie,	who
gave	him	another	set	of	plates,	and	thus	they	lived	for	many	years.
One	 day	Aladdin	 heard	 an	 order	 from	 the	 Sultan	 proclaimed	 that	 everyone

was	to	stay	at	home	and	close	his	shutters	while	the	Princess,	his	daughter,	went
to	and	from	the	bath.		Aladdin	was	seized	by	a	desire	to	see	her	face,	which	was
very	difficult,	as	she	always	went	veiled.		He	hid	himself	behind	the	door	of	the
bath,	and	peeped	 through	a	chink.	 	The	Princess	 lifted	her	veil	as	she	went	 in,
and	looked	so	beautiful	that	Aladdin	fell	in	love	with	her	at	first	sight.		He	went
home	 so	 changed	 that	 his	 mother	 was	 frightened.	 	 He	 told	 her	 he	 loved	 the
Princess	 so	deeply	 that	 he	 could	not	 live	without	her,	 and	meant	 to	 ask	her	 in
marriage	 of	 her	 father.	 	 His	 mother,	 on	 hearing	 this,	 burst	 out	 laughing,	 but
Aladdin	at	last	prevailed	upon	her	to	go	before	the	Sultan	and	carry	his	request.	
She	fetched	a	napkin	and	laid	in	it	 the	magic	fruits	from	the	enchanted	garden,
which	 sparkled	and	 shone	 like	 the	most	beautiful	 jewels.	 	She	 took	 these	with
her	to	please	the	Sultan,	and	set	out,	trusting	in	the	lamp.		The	Grand	Vizier	and
the	lords	of	council	had	just	gone	in	as	she	entered	the	hall	and	placed	herself	in
front	of	the	Sultan.		He,	however,	took	no	notice	of	her.		She	went	every	day	for
a	week,	and	stood	 in	 the	same	place.	 	When	 the	council	broke	up	on	 the	sixth
day	 the	 Sultan	 said	 to	 his	 Vizier:	 	 “I	 see	 a	 certain	 woman	 in	 the	 audience-
chamber	 every	day	carrying	 something	 in	 a	napkin.	 	Call	 her	next	 time,	 that	 I
may	find	out	what	she	wants.”		Next	day,	at	a	sign	from	the	Vizier,	she	went	up
to	the	foot	of	the	throne	and	remained	kneeling	till	the	Sultan	said	to	her:		“Rise,
good	woman,	 and	 tell	me	what	 you	want.”	 	 She	 hesitated,	 so	 the	 Sultan	 sent
away	 all	 but	 the	Vizier,	 and	 bade	 her	 speak	 frankly,	 promising	 to	 forgive	 her
beforehand	for	anything	she	might	say.	 	She	 then	 told	him	of	her	son’s	violent
love	 for	 the	Princess.	 	 “I	 prayed	him	 to	 forget	 her,”	 she	 said,	 “but	 in	 vain;	 he
threatened	to	do	some	desperate	deed	if	I	refused	to	go	and	ask	your	Majesty	for
the	hand	of	the	Princess.		Now	I	pray	you	to	forgive	not	me	alone,	but	my	son
Aladdin.”		The	Sultan	asked	her	kindly	what	she	had	in	the	napkin,	whereupon
she	unfolded	the	jewels	and	presented	them.		He	was	thunderstruck,	and	turning
to	 the	Vizier	said:	 	“What	sayest	 thou?	 	Ought	 I	not	 to	bestow	the	Princess	on
one	who	values	her	at	 such	a	price?”	The	Vizier,	who	wanted	her	 for	his	own
son,	begged	the	Sultan	to	withhold	her	for	three	months,	in	the	course	of	which
he	 hoped	 his	 son	 would	 contrive	 to	 make	 him	 a	 richer	 present.	 	 The	 Sultan



granted	 this,	 and	 told	 Aladdin’s	 mother	 that,	 though	 he	 consented	 to	 the
marriage,	she	must	not	appear	before	him	again	for	three	months.
Aladdin	waited	patiently	for	nearly	three	months,	but	after	two	had	elapsed	his

mother,	going	into	the	city	to	buy	oil,	found	every	one	rejoicing,	and	asked	what
was	going	on.		“Do	you	not	know,”	was	the	answer,	“that	the	son	of	the	Grand
Vizier	 is	 to	marry	 the	Sultan’s	daughter	 to-night?”	Breathless,	she	ran	and	 told
Aladdin,	 who	 was	 overwhelmed	 at	 first,	 but	 presently	 bethought	 him	 of	 the
lamp.		He	rubbed	it,	and	the	genie	appeared,	saying,	“What	is	thy	will?”	Aladdin
replied:	 	“The	Sultan,	as	 thou	knowest,	has	broken	his	promise	 to	me,	and	 the
Vizier’s	 son	 is	 to	 have	 the	 Princess.	 	My	 command	 is	 that	 to-night	 you	 bring
hither	the	bride	and	bridegroom.”		“Master,	I	obey,”	said	the	genie.		Aladdin	then
went	to	his	chamber,	where,	sure	enough,	at	midnight	the	genie	transported	the
bed	containing	the	Vizier’s	son	and	the	Princess.		“Take	this	new-married	man,”
he	said,	“and	put	him	outside	in	the	cold,	and	return	at	daybreak.”		Whereupon
the	genie	 took	 the	Vizier’s	 son	out	of	bed,	 leaving	Aladdin	with	 the	Princess.	
“Fear	nothing,”	Aladdin	said	to	her;	“you	are	my	wife,	promised	to	me	by	your
unjust	father,	and	no	harm	shall	come	to	you.”		The	Princess	was	too	frightened
to	 speak,	 and	 passed	 the	 most	 miserable	 night	 of	 her	 life,	 while	 Aladdin	 lay
down	beside	her	and	slept	soundly.		At	the	appointed	hour	the	genie	fetched	in
the	shivering	bridegroom,	laid	him	in	his	place,	and	transported	the	bed	back	to
the	palace.
Presently	the	Sultan	came	to	wish	his	daughter	good-morning.		The	unhappy

Vizier’s	 son	 jumped	 up	 and	 hid	 himself,	 while	 the	 Princess	 would	 not	 say	 a
word,	 and	was	 very	 sorrowful.	 	The	Sultan	 sent	 her	mother	 to	 her,	who	 said:	
“How	 comes	 it,	 child,	 that	 you	 will	 not	 speak	 to	 your	 father?	 	 What	 has
happened?”	The	Princess	sighed	deeply,	and	at	last	told	her	mother	how,	during
the	night,	the	bed	had	been	carried	into	some	strange	house,	and	what	had	passed
there.		Her	mother	did	not	believe	her	in	the	least,	but	bade	her	rise	and	consider
it	an	idle	dream.
The	following	night	exactly	 the	same	 thing	happened,	and	next	morning,	on

the	Princess’s	 refusal	 to	 speak,	 the	Sultan	 threatened	 to	 cut	 off	 her	 head.	 	 She
then	 confessed	 all,	 bidding	him	 to	 ask	 the	Vizier’s	 son	 if	 it	were	not	 so.	 	The
Sultan	told	the	Vizier	to	ask	his	son,	who	owned	the	truth,	adding	that,	dearly	as
he	 loved	 the	 Princess,	 he	 had	 rather	 die	 than	 go	 through	 another	 such	 fearful
night,	and	wished	to	be	separated	from	her.		His	wish	was	granted,	and	there	was
an	end	to	feasting	and	rejoicing.
When	 the	 three	 months	 were	 over,	 Aladdin	 sent	 his	 mother	 to	 remind	 the

Sultan	of	his	promise.	 	She	 stood	 in	 the	 same	place	as	before,	 and	 the	Sultan,
who	 had	 forgotten	 Aladdin,	 at	 once	 remembered	 him,	 and	 sent	 for	 her.	 	 On



seeing	her	poverty	the	Sultan	felt	 less	 inclined	than	ever	to	keep	his	word,	and
asked	 his	 Vizier’s	 advice,	 who	 counselled	 him	 to	 set	 so	 high	 a	 value	 on	 the
Princess	 that	 no	 man	 living	 could	 come	 up	 to	 it.	 	 The	 Sultan	 then	 turned	 to
Aladdin’s	mother,	saying:		“Good	woman,	a	Sultan	must	remember	his	promises,
and	I	will	remember	mine,	but	your	son	must	first	send	me	forty	basins	of	gold
brimful	 of	 jewels,	 carried	 by	 forty	 black	 slaves,	 led	 by	 as	 many	 white	 ones,
splendidly	dressed.	 	Tell	him	that	 I	await	his	answer.”	 	The	mother	of	Aladdin
bowed	 low	 and	 went	 home,	 thinking	 all	 was	 lost.	 	 She	 gave	 Aladdin	 the
message,	adding:	 	“He	may	wait	 long	enough	for	your	answer!”	“Not	so	 long,
mother,	as	you	think,”	her	son	replied.		“I	would	do	a	great	deal	more	than	that
for	 the	Princess.”	 	He	 summoned	 the	 genie,	 and	 in	 a	 few	moments	 the	 eighty
slaves	arrived,	and	filled	up	the	small	house	and	garden.		Aladdin	made	them	set
out	 to	 the	 palace,	 two	 and	 two,	 followed	 by	 his	mother.	 	 They	were	 so	 richly
dressed,	with	such	splendid	jewels	in	their	girdles,	that	everyone	crowded	to	see
them	and	the	basins	of	gold	they	carried	on	their	heads.		They	entered	the	palace,
and,	after	kneeling	before	the	Sultan,	stood	in	a	half-circle	round	the	throne	with
their	 arms	 crossed,	while	Aladdin’s	mother	 presented	 them	 to	 the	 Sultan.	 	He
hesitated	no	longer,	but	said:		“Good	woman,	return	and	tell	your	son	that	I	wait
for	him	with	open	arms.”		She	lost	no	time	in	telling	Aladdin,	bidding	him	make
haste.	 	But	Aladdin	first	called	 the	genie.	 	“I	want	a	scented	bath,”	he	said,	“a
richly	embroidered	habit,	 a	horse	 surpassing	 the	Sultan’s,	 and	 twenty	slaves	 to
attend	me.	 	Besides	 this,	six	slaves,	beautifully	dressed,	 to	wait	on	my	mother;
and	lastly,	ten	thousand	pieces	of	gold	in	ten	purses.”		No	sooner	said	than	done.	
Aladdin	mounted	his	horse	 and	passed	 through	 the	 streets,	 the	 slaves	 strewing
gold	as	they	went.		Those	who	had	played	with	him	in	his	childhood	knew	him
not,	he	had	grown	so	handsome.		When	the	Sultan	saw	him	he	came	down	from
his	 throne,	 embraced	 him,	 and	 led	 him	 into	 a	 hall	 where	 a	 feast	 was	 spread,
intending	 to	 marry	 him	 to	 the	 Princess	 that	 very	 day.	 	 But	 Aladdin	 refused,
saying,	“I	must	build	a	palace	fit	 for	her,”	and	 took	his	 leave.	 	Once	home,	he
said	to	the	genie:		“Build	me	a	palace	of	the	finest	marble,	set	with	jasper,	agate,
and	other	precious	stones.		In	the	middle	you	shall	build	me	a	large	hall	with	a
dome,	its	four	walls	of	massy	gold	and	silver,	each	having	six	windows,	whose
lattices,	all	except	one	which	is	to	be	left	unfinished,	must	be	set	with	diamonds
and	rubies.		There	must	be	stables	and	horses	and	grooms	and	slaves;	go	and	see
about	it!”
The	palace	was	finished	by	the	next	day,	and	the	genie	carried	him	there	and

showed	him	all	his	orders	 faithfully	carried	out,	 even	 to	 the	 laying	of	 a	velvet
carpet	 from	 Aladdin’s	 palace	 to	 the	 Sultan’s.	 	 Aladdin’s	 mother	 then	 dressed
herself	carefully,	and	walked	to	the	palace	with	her	slaves,	while	he	followed	her



on	 horseback.	 	 The	 Sultan	 sent	musicians	with	 trumpets	 and	 cymbals	 to	meet
them,	 so	 that	 the	 air	 resounded	with	music	 and	 cheers.	 	 She	was	 taken	 to	 the
Princess,	who	saluted	her	and	treated	her	with	great	honor.		At	night	the	Princess
said	good-by	to	her	father,	and	set	out	on	the	carpet	for	Aladdin’s	palace,	with
his	mother	at	her	side,	and	followed	by	the	hundred	slaves.		She	was	charmed	at
the	sight	of	Aladdin,	who	ran	 to	 receive	her.	 	“Princess,”	he	said,	“blame	your
beauty	for	my	boldness	if	I	have	displeased	you.”		She	told	him	that,	having	seen
him,	she	willingly	obeyed	her	father	in	this	matter.		After	the	wedding	had	taken
place	Aladdin	 led	 her	 into	 the	 hall,	where	 a	 feast	was	 spread,	 and	 she	 supped
with	him,	after	which	 they	danced	 till	midnight.	 	Next	day	Aladdin	 invited	 the
Sultan	to	see	the	palace.		On	entering	the	hall	with	the	four-and-twenty	windows,
with	 their	 rubies,	diamonds,	 and	emeralds,	he	cried:	 	 “It	 is	 a	world’s	wonder!	
There	is	only	one	thing	that	surprises	me.		Was	it	by	accident	that	one	window
was	 left	 unfinished?”	 “No,	 sir,	 by	 design,”	 returned	Aladdin.	 	 “I	wished	 your
Majesty	to	have	the	glory	of	finishing	this	palace.”		The	Sultan	was	pleased,	and
sent	for	 the	best	 jewelers	 in	 the	city.	 	He	showed	them	the	unfinished	window,
and	 bade	 them	 fit	 it	 up	 like	 the	 others.	 	 “Sir,”	 replied	 their	 spokesman,	 “we
cannot	find	jewels	enough.”		The	Sultan	had	his	own	fetched,	which	they	soon
used,	 but	 to	 no	 purpose,	 for	 in	 a	 month’s	 time	 the	 work	 was	 not	 half	 done.	
Aladdin,	knowing	that	their	task	was	vain,	bade	them	undo	their	work	and	carry
the	jewels	back,	and	the	genie	finished	the	window	at	his	command.		The	Sultan
was	surprised	to	receive	his	jewels	again,	and	visited	Aladdin,	who	showed	him
the	window	finished.		The	Sultan	embraced	him,	the	envious	Vizier	meanwhile
hinting	that	it	was	the	work	of	enchantment.
Aladdin	had	won	the	hearts	of	the	people	by	his	gentle	bearing.		He	was	made

captain	 of	 the	 Sultan’s	 armies,	 and	won	 several	 battles	 for	 him,	 but	 remained
modest	and	courteous	as	before,	and	lived	thus	in	peace	and	content	for	several
years.
But	far	away	in	Africa	the	magician	remembered	Aladdin,	and	by	his	magic

arts	 discovered	 that	 Aladdin,	 instead	 of	 perishing	 miserably	 in	 the	 cave,	 had
escaped,	 and	had	married	 a	 princess,	with	whom	he	was	 living	 in	 great	 honor
and	wealth.	 	He	knew	 that	 the	poor	 tailor’s	 son	could	only	have	accomplished
this	by	means	of	the	lamp,	and	traveled	night	and	day	until	he	reached	the	capital
of	 China,	 bent	 on	 Aladdin’s	 ruin.	 	 As	 he	 passed	 through	 the	 town	 he	 heard
people	talking	everywhere	about	a	marvellous	palace.		“Forgive	my	ignorance,”
he	 asked,	 “what	 is	 this	 palace	 you	 speak	Of?”	 “Have	you	not	 heard	 of	Prince
Aladdin’s	palace,”	was	the	reply,	“the	greatest	wonder	of	the	world?		I	will	direct
you	if	you	have	a	mind	to	see	 it.”	 	The	magician	thanked	him	who	spoke,	and
having	seen	the	palace,	knew	that	it	had	been	raised	by	the	Genie	of	the	Lamp,



and	 became	 half	mad	with	 rage.	 	He	 determined	 to	 get	 hold	 of	 the	 lamp,	 and
again	plunge	Aladdin	into	the	deepest	poverty.
Unluckily,	 Aladdin	 had	 gone	 a-hunting	 for	 eight	 days,	 which	 gave	 the

magician	 plenty	 of	 time.	 	 He	 bought	 a	 dozen	 copper	 lamps,	 put	 them	 into	 a
basket,	 and	went	 to	 the	 palace,	 crying:	 	 “New	 lamps	 for	 old!”	 followed	 by	 a
jeering	crowd.		The	Princess,	sitting	in	the	hall	of	four-and-twenty	windows,	sent
a	slave	to	find	out	what	 the	noise	was	about,	who	came	back	laughing,	so	 that
the	Princess	scolded	her.		“Madam,”	replied	the	slave,	“who	can	help	laughing	to
see	 an	 old	 fool	 offering	 to	 exchange	 fine	 new	 lamps	 for	 old	 ones?”	 Another
slave,	hearing	this,	said:		“There	is	an	old	one	on	the	cornice	there	which	he	can
have.”		Now	this	was	the	magic	lamp,	which	Aladdin	had	left	there,	as	he	could
not	take	it	out	hunting	with	him.		The	Princess,	not	knowing	its	value,	laughingly
bade	 the	 slave	 take	 it	 and	 make	 the	 exchange.	 	 She	 went	 and	 said	 to	 the
magician:	 	“Give	me	a	new	 lamp	for	 this.”	 	He	snatched	 it	and	bade	 the	slave
take	her	choice,	amid	the	jeers	of	the	crowd.		Little	he	cared,	but	left	off	crying
his	lamps,	and	went	out	of	the	city	gates	to	a	lonely	place,	where	he	remained	till
nightfall,	when	he	pulled	out	the	lamp	and	rubbed	it.		The	genie	appeared,	and	at
the	magician’s	command	carried	him,	together	with	the	palace	and	the	Princess
in	it,	to	a	lonely	place	in	Africa.
Next	morning	 the	Sultan	 looked	out	of	 the	window	toward	Aladdin’s	palace

and	rubbed	his	eyes,	for	it	was	gone.		He	sent	for	the	Vizier	and	asked	what	had
become	of	the	palace.		The	Vizier	looked	out	too,	and	was	lost	in	astonishment.	
He	again	put	it	down	to	enchantment,	and	this	time	the	Sultan	believed	him,	and
sent	 thirty	men	on	horseback	 to	fetch	Aladdin	 in	chains.	 	They	met	him	riding
home,	 bound	 him,	 and	 forced	 him	 to	 go	 with	 them	 on	 foot.	 	 The	 people,
however,	who	loved	him,	followed,	armed,	to	see	that	he	came	to	no	harm.		He
was	carried	before	the	Sultan,	who	ordered	the	executioner	to	cut	off	his	head.	
The	 executioner	made	Aladdin	 kneel	 down,	 bandaged	 his	 eyes,	 and	 raised	 his
scimitar	to	strike.		At	that	instant	the	Vizier,	who	saw	that	the	crowd	had	forced
their	way	into	the	courtyard	and	were	scaling	the	walls	to	rescue	Aladdin,	called
to	 the	executioner	 to	stay	his	hand.	 	The	people,	 indeed,	 looked	so	 threatening
that	the	Sultan	gave	way	and	ordered	Aladdin	to	be	unbound,	and	pardoned	him
in	 the	 sight	 of	 the	 crowd.	 	 Aladdin	 now	 begged	 to	 know	what	 he	 had	 done.	
“False	 wretch!”	 said	 the	 Sultan,	 “come	 thither,”	 and	 showed	 him	 from	 the
window	the	place	where	his	palace	had	stood.	 	Aladdin	was	so	amazed	that	he
could	not	say	a	word.	 	“Where	 is	my	palace	and	my	daughter?”	demanded	the
Sultan.	 	 “For	 the	 first	 I	 am	 not	 so	 deeply	 concerned,	 but	my	 daughter	 I	must
have,	and	you	must	find	her	or	lose	your	head.”		Aladdin	begged	for	forty	days
in	which	 to	 find	 her,	 promising,	 if	 he	 failed,	 to	 return	 and	 suffer	 death	 at	 the



Sultan’s	 pleasure.	 	 His	 prayer	 was	 granted,	 and	 he	 went	 forth	 sadly	 from	 the
Sultan’s	 presence.	 	 For	 three	 days	 he	 wandered	 about	 like	 a	 madman,	 asking
everyone	what	had	become	of	his	palace,	but	they	only	laughed	and	pitied	him.	
He	 came	 to	 the	 banks	 of	 a	 river,	 and	 knelt	 down	 to	 say	 his	 prayers	 before
throwing	himself	 in.	 	 In	so	doing	he	rubbed	 the	magic	 ring	he	still	wore.	 	The
genie	 he	 had	 seen	 in	 the	 cave	 appeared,	 and	 asked	 his	 will.	 	 “Save	 my	 life,
genie,”	said	Aladdin,	“bring	my	palace	back.”		“That	is	not	in	my	power,”	said
the	genie;	 “I	 am	only	 the	Slave	of	 the	Ring;	 you	must	 ask	him	of	 the	 lamp.”	
“Even	so,”	said	Aladdin,	“but	thou	canst	take	me	to	the	palace,	and	set	me	down
under	my	dear	wife’s	window.”	 	He	at	once	found	himself	 in	Africa,	under	the
window	of	the	Princess,	and	fell	asleep	out	of	sheer	weariness.
He	was	awakened	by	the	singing	of	 the	birds,	and	his	heart	was	 lighter.	 	He

saw	 plainly	 that	 all	 his	 misfortunes	 were	 owing	 to	 the	 loss	 of	 the	 lamp,	 and
vainly	wondered	who	had	robbed	him	of	it.
That	morning	the	Princess	rose	earlier	than	she	had	done	since	she	had	been

carried	 into	Africa	by	 the	magician,	whose	company	she	was	 forced	 to	endure
once	 a	day.	 	She,	 however,	 treated	him	 so	harshly	 that	 he	dared	not	 live	 there
altogether.		As	she	was	dressing,	one	of	her	women	looked	out	and	saw	Aladdin.	
The	 Princess	 ran	 and	 opened	 the	window,	 and	 at	 the	 noise	 she	made	Aladdin
looked	 up.	 	 She	 called	 to	 him	 to	 come	 to	 her,	 and	 great	was	 the	 joy	 of	 these
lovers	at	seeing	each	other	again.		After	he	had	kissed	her	Aladdin	said:		“I	beg
of	you,	Princess,	in	God’s	name,	before	we	speak	of	anything	else,	for	your	own
sake	and	mine,	tell	me	that	has	become	of	an	old	lamp	I	left	on	the	cornice	in	the
hall	of	four-and-twenty	windows,	when	I	went	a-hunting.”		“Alas!”	she	said,	“I
am	 the	 innocent	 cause	 of	 our	 sorrows,”	 and	 told	 him	 of	 the	 exchange	 of	 the
lamp.	 	 “Now	 I	 know,”	 cried	 Aladdin,	 “that	 we	 have	 to	 thank	 the	 African
magician	for	this!		Where	is	the	lamp?”	“He	carries	it	about	with	him,”	said	the
Princess.		“I	know,	for	he	pulled	it	out	of	his	breast	to	show	me.		He	wishes	me
to	break	my	faith	with	you	and	marry	him,	saying	that	you	were	beheaded	by	my
father’s	 command.	 	He	 is	 for	 ever	 speaking	 ill	 of	 you	 but	 I	 only	 reply	 by	my
tears.		If	I	persist,	I	doubt	not	but	he	will	use	violence.”		Aladdin	comforted	her,
and	left	her	for	a	while.		He	changed	clothes	with	the	first	person	he	met	in	the
town,	and	having	bought	a	certain	powder,	returned	to	the	Princess,	who	let	him
in	by	a	little	side	door.		“Put	on	your	most	beautiful	dress,”	he	said	to	her	“and
receive	the	magician	with	smiles,	leading	him	to	believe	that	you	have	forgotten
me.	 	 Invite	 him	 to	 sup	 with	 you,	 and	 say	 you	 wish	 to	 taste	 the	 wine	 of	 his
country.		He	will	go	for	some	and	while	he	is	gone	I	will	tell	you	what	to	do.”	
She	listened	carefully	to	Aladdin	and	when	he	left	she	arrayed	herself	gaily	for
the	 first	 time	 since	 she	 left	 China.	 	 She	 put	 on	 a	 girdle	 and	 head-dress	 of



diamonds,	and,	seeing	in	a	glass	that	she	was	more	beautiful	than	ever,	received
the	magician,	 saying,	 to	his	great	amazement:	 	 “I	have	made	up	my	mind	 that
Aladdin	 is	dead,	 and	 that	 all	my	 tears	will	 not	bring	him	back	 to	me,	 so	 I	 am
resolved	to	mourn	no	more,	and	have	therefore	invited	you	to	sup	with	me;	but	I
am	 tired	 of	 the	 wines	 of	 China,	 and	 would	 fain	 taste	 those	 of	 Africa.”	 	 The
magician	flew	to	his	cellar,	and	the	Princess	put	the	powder	Aladdin	had	given
her	in	her	cup.		When	he	returned	she	asked	him	to	drink	her	health	in	the	wine
of	Africa,	handing	him	her	cup	in	exchange	for	his,	as	a	sign	she	was	reconciled
to	him.		Before	drinking	the	magician	made	her	a	speech	in	praise	of	her	beauty,
but	the	Princess	cut	him	short,	saying:		“Let	us	drink	first,	and	you	shall	say	what
you	 will	 afterward.”	 	 She	 set	 her	 cup	 to	 her	 lips	 and	 kept	 it	 there,	 while	 the
magician	 drained	 his	 to	 the	 dregs	 and	 fell	 back	 lifeless.	 	 The	 Princess	 then
opened	the	door	to	Aladdin,	and	flung	her	arms	round	his	neck;	but	Aladdin	put
her	away,	bidding	her	leave	him,	as	he	had	more	to	do.		He	then	went	to	the	dead
magician,	took	the	lamp	out	of	his	vest,	and	bade	the	genie	carry	the	palace	and
all	in	it	back	to	China.		This	was	done,	and	the	Princess	in	her	chamber	only	felt
two	little	shocks,	and	little	thought	she	was	at	home	again.
The	 Sultan,	 who	 was	 sitting	 in	 his	 closet,	 mourning	 for	 his	 lost	 daughter,

happened	to	look	up,	and	rubbed	his	eyes,	for	there	stood	the	palace	as	before!	
He	hastened	thither,	and	Aladdin	received	him	in	the	hall	of	the	four-and-twenty
windows,	with	 the	Princess	at	his	 side.	 	Aladdin	 told	him	what	had	happened,
and	 showed	him	 the	dead	body	of	 the	magician,	 that	he	might	believe.	 	A	 ten
days’	feast	was	proclaimed,	and	it	seemed	as	if	Aladdin	might	now	live	the	rest
of	his	life	in	peace;	but	it	was	not	to	be.
The	 African	 magician	 had	 a	 younger	 brother,	 who	 was,	 if	 possible,	 more

wicked	 and	 more	 cunning	 than	 himself.	 	 He	 traveled	 to	 China	 to	 avenge	 his
brother’s	 death,	 and	 went	 to	 visit	 a	 pious	 woman	 called	 Fatima,	 thinking	 she
might	be	of	use	to	him.		He	entered	her	cell	and	clapped	a	dagger	to	her	breast,
telling	her	to	rise	and	do	his	bidding	on	pain	of	death.		He	changed	clothes	with
her,	colored	his	face	like	hers,	put	on	her	veil,	and	murdered	her,	that	she	might
tell	 no	 tales.	 	 Then	 he	went	 toward	 the	 palace	 of	Aladdin,	 and	 all	 the	 people,
thinking	 he	 was	 the	 holy	 woman,	 gathered	 round	 him,	 kissing	 his	 hands	 and
begging	his	blessing.		When	he	got	to	the	palace	there	was	such	a	noise	going	on
round	him	that	the	Princess	bade	her	slave	look	out	of	the	window	and	ask	what
was	 the	matter.	 	 The	 slave	 said	 it	was	 the	 holy	woman,	 curing	 people	 by	 her
touch	 of	 their	 ailments,	 whereupon	 the	 Princess,	 who	 had	 long	 desired	 to	 see
Fatima,	sent	for	her.		On	coming	to	the	Princess	the	magician	offered	up	a	prayer
for	her	health	and	prosperity.		When	he	had	done	the	Princess	made	him	sit	by
her,	and	begged	him	to	stay	with	her	always.		The	false	Fatima,	who	wished	for



nothing	 better,	 consented,	 but	 kept	 his	 veil	 down	 for	 fear	 of	 discovery.	 	 The
Princess	showed	him	the	hall,	and	asked	him	what	he	thought	of	it.		“It	is	truly
beautiful,”	 said	 the	 false	Fatima.	 	“In	my	mind	 it	wants	but	one	 thing.”	 	“And
what	is	that?”	said	the	Princess.		“If	only	a	roc’s	egg,”	replied	he,	“were	hung	up
from	the	middle	of	this	dome,	it	would	be	the	wonder	of	the	world.”
After	 this	 the	 Princess	 could	 think	 of	 nothing	 but	 the	 roc’s	 egg,	 and	 when

Aladdin	returned	from	hunting	he	found	her	in	a	very	ill	humor.		He	begged	to
know	what	 was	 amiss,	 and	 she	 told	 him	 that	 all	 her	 pleasure	 in	 the	 hall	 was
spoiled	 for	 the	 want	 of	 a	 roc’s	 egg	 hanging	 from	 the	 dome.	 	 “If	 that	 is	 all,”
replied	Aladdin,	“you	shall	 soon	be	happy.”	 	He	 left	her	and	 rubbed	 the	 lamp,
and	when	the	genie	appeared	commanded	him	to	bring	a	roc’s	egg.	 	The	genie
gave	such	a	loud	and	terrible	shriek	that	the	hall	shook.		“Wretch!”	he	cried,	“is
it	not	enough	that	I	have	done	everything	for	you,	but	you	must	command	me	to
bring	my	master	and	hang	him	up	in	the	midst	of	this	dome?		You	and	your	wife
and	your	palace	deserve	to	be	burnt	to	ashes,	but	that	this	request	does	not	come
from	you,	but	from	the	brother	of	the	African	magician,	whom	you	destroyed.	
He	is	now	in	your	palace	disguised	as	 the	holy	woman—	whom	he	murdered.	
He	it	was	who	put	that	wish	into	your	wife’s	head.		Take	care	of	yourself,	for	he
means	to	kill	you.”		So	saying,	the	genie	disappeared.
Aladdin	went	back	to	the	Princess,	saying	his	head	ached,	and	requesting	that

the	holy	Fatima	should	be	fetched	to	lay	her	hands	on	it.		But	when	the	magician
came	near,	Aladdin,	 seizing	his	dagger,	 pierced	him	 to	 the	heart.	 	 “What	have
you	done?”	 cried	 the	Princess.	 	 “You	have	killed	 the	holy	woman!”	 “Not	 so,”
replied	 Aladdin,	 “but	 a	 wicked	magician,”	 and	 told	 her	 of	 how	 she	 had	 been
deceived.
After	this	Aladdin	and	his	wife	lived	in	peace.		He	succeeded	the	Sultan	when

he	died,	and	reigned	for	many	years,	leaving	behind	him	a	long	line	of	kings.



The	Tale	of	a	Youth	Who	Set	Out	to	Learn	What	Fear	Was

A	 father	 had	 two	 sons,	 of	whom	 the	 eldest	was	 clever	 and	 bright,	 and	 always
knew	what	 he	 was	 about;	 but	 the	 youngest	 was	 stupid,	 and	 couldn’t	 learn	 or
understand	anything.		So	much	so	that	those	who	saw	him	exclaimed:		“What	a
burden	 he’ll	 be	 to	 his	 father!”	Now	when	 there	was	 anything	 to	 be	 done,	 the
eldest	had	always	 to	do	 it;	but	 if	 something	was	 required	 later	or	 in	 the	night-
time,	 and	 the	way	 led	 through	 the	 churchyard	 or	 some	 such	 ghostly	 place,	 he
always	replied:	 	“Oh!	no,	father:	 	nothing	will	 induce	me	to	go	there,	 it	makes
me	shudder!”	for	he	was	afraid.		Or,	when	they	sat	of	an	evening	around	the	fire
telling	stories	which	made	one’s	flesh	creep,	the	listeners	sometimes	said:		“Oh!
it	makes	one	shudder,”	the	youngest	sat	in	a	corner,	heard	the	exclamation,	and
could	 not	 understand	 what	 it	 meant.	 	 “They	 are	 always	 saying	 it	 makes	 one
shudder!	it	makes	one	shudder!		Nothing	makes	me	shudder.		It’s	probably	an	art
quite	beyond	me.”
Now	it	happened	that	his	father	said	to	him	one	day:		“Hearken,	you	there	in

the	corner;	you	are	growing	big	and	strong,	and	you	must	learn	to	earn	your	own
bread.		Look	at	your	brother,	what	pains	he	takes;	but	all	the	money	I’ve	spent	on
your	 education	 is	 thrown	 away.”	 	 “My	 dear	 father,”	 he	 replied,	 “I	will	 gladly
learn—	 in	 fact,	 if	 it	 were	 possible	 I	 should	 like	 to	 learn	 to	 shudder;	 I	 don’t
understand	that	a	bit	yet.”		The	eldest	laughed	when	he	heard	this,	and	thought	to
himself:	 	“Good	heavens!	what	a	ninny	my	brother	is!	he’ll	never	come	to	any
good;	 as	 the	 twig	 is	 bent,	 so	 is	 the	 tree	 inclined.”	 	 The	 father	 sighed,	 and
answered	him:		“You’ll	soon	learn	to	shudder;	but	that	won’t	help	you	to	make	a
living.”
Shortly	after	this,	when	the	sexton	came	to	pay	them	a	visit,	the	father	broke

out	to	him,	and	told	him	what	a	bad	hand	his	youngest	son	was	at	everything:		he
knew	 nothing	 and	 learned	 nothing.	 	 “Only	 think!	 when	 I	 asked	 him	 how	 he
purposed	gaining	a	 livelihood,	he	actually	asked	 to	be	 taught	 to	 shudder.”	 	 “If
that’s	all	he	wants,”	said	the	sexton,	“I	can	teach	him	that;	just	you	send	him	to
me,	 I’ll	 soon	polish	him	up.”	 	The	 father	was	quite	pleased	with	 the	proposal,
because	he	 thought:	 	 “It	will	 be	 a	good	discipline	 for	 the	youth.”	 	And	 so	 the
sexton	 took	him	 into	his	house,	 and	his	duty	was	 to	 toll	 the	bell.	 	After	a	 few
days	he	woke	him	at	midnight,	and	bade	him	rise	and	climb	into	the	tower	and
toll.	 	 “Now,	my	 friend,	 I’ll	 teach	 you	 to	 shudder,”	 thought	 he.	 	He	 stole	 forth
secretly	 in	 front,	 and	when	 the	 youth	was	 up	 above,	 and	 had	 turned	 round	 to
grasp	 the	 bell-rope,	 he	 saw,	 standing	 opposite	 the	 hole	 of	 the	 belfry,	 a	 white
figure.		“Who’s	there?”	he	called	out,	but	the	figure	gave	no	answer,	and	neither



stirred	nor	moved.		“Answer,”	cried	the	youth,	“or	begone;	you	have	no	business
here	at	this	hour	of	the	night.”		But	the	sexton	remained	motionless,	so	that	the
youth	might	 think	 that	 it	was	 a	ghost.	 	The	youth	 called	out	 the	 second	 time:	
“What	do	you	want	here?		Speak	if	you	are	an	honest	fellow,	or	I’ll	knock	you
down	the	stairs.”		The	sexton	thought:		“He	can’t	mean	that	in	earnest,”	so	gave
forth	 no	 sound,	 and	 stood	 as	 though	 he	were	made	 of	 stone.	 	 Then	 the	 youth
shouted	out	to	him	the	third	time,	and	as	that	too	had	no	effect,	he	made	a	dash	at
the	 spectre	 and	 knocked	 it	 down	 the	 stairs,	 so	 that	 it	 fell	 about	 ten	 steps	 and
remained	 lying	 in	 a	 corner.	 	 Thereupon	 he	 tolled	 the	 bell,	 went	 home	 to	 bed
without	saying	a	word,	and	fell	asleep.		The	sexton’s	wife	waited	a	long	time	for
her	husband,	but	he	never	appeared.		At	last	she	became	anxious,	and	woke	the
youth,	and	asked:		“Don’t	you	know	where	my	husband	is?		He	went	up	to	the
tower	 in	 front	of	you.”	 	“No,”	answered	 the	youth;	“but	someone	stood	on	 the
stairs	up	there	just	opposite	the	trap-door	in	the	belfry,	and	because	he	wouldn’t
answer	me,	or	go	away,	I	took	him	for	a	rogue	and	knocked	him	down.		You’d
better	go	and	see	if	it	was	he;	I	should	be	much	distressed	if	it	were.”		The	wife
ran	 and	 found	 her	 husband	 who	was	 lying	 groaning	 in	 a	 corner,	 with	 his	 leg
broken.
She	carried	him	down,	and	then	hurried	with	loud	protestations	to	the	youth’s

father.	 	 “Your	 son	 has	 been	 the	 cause	 of	 a	 pretty	 misfortune,”	 she	 cried;	 “he
threw	 my	 husband	 downstairs	 so	 that	 he	 broke	 his	 leg.	 	 Take	 the	 good-for-
nothing	wretch	out	of	our	house.”		The	father	was	horrified,	hurried	to	the	youth,
and	gave	him	a	scolding.
“What	unholy	pranks	are	these?		The	evil	one	must	have	put	them	into	your

head.”	 	“Father,”	he	replied,	“only	listen	 to	me;	I	am	quite	guiltless.	 	He	stood
there	 in	 the	 night,	 like	 one	who	meant	 harm.	 	 I	 didn’t	 know	who	 it	was,	 and
warned	him	three	times	to	speak	or	begone.”		“Oh!”	groaned	the	father,	“you’ll
bring	me	 nothing	 but	misfortune;	 get	 out	 of	my	 sight,	 I	 won’t	 have	 anything
more	to	do	with	you.”		“Yes,	father,	willingly;	only	wait	till	daylight,	then	I’ll	set
out	and	learn	to	shudder,	and	in	that	way	I	shall	be	master	of	an	art	which	will
gain	me	a	 living.”	 	“Learn	what	you	will,”	said	 the	father,	“it’s	all	one	 to	me.	
Here	are	 fifty	dollars	 for	you,	set	 forth	 into	 the	wide	world	with	 them;	but	see
you	tell	no	one	where	you	come	from	or	who	your	father	is,	for	I	am	ashamed	of
you.”		“Yes,	father,	whatever	you	wish;	and	if	that’s	all	you	ask,	I	can	easily	keep
it	in	mind.”
When	day	broke	the	youth	put	the	fifty	dollars	into	his	pocket,	set	out	on	the

hard	 high	 road,	 and	 kept	muttering	 to	 himself:	 	 “If	 I	 could	 only	 shudder!	 if	 I
could	only	shudder!”	Just	at	 this	moment	a	man	came	by	who	heard	the	youth
speaking	to	himself,	and	when	they	had	gone	on	a	bit	and	were	 in	sight	of	 the



gallows	the	man	said	to	him:		“Look!	there	is	the	tree	where	seven	people	have
been	 hanged,	 and	 are	 now	 learning	 to	 fly;	 sit	 down	 under	 it	 and	 wait	 till
nightfall,	and	 then	you’ll	pretty	soon	 learn	 to	shudder.”	 	“If	 that’s	all	 I	have	 to
do,”	answered	the	youth,	“it’s	easily	done;	but	 if	 I	 learn	to	shudder	so	quickly,
then	you	shall	have	my	fifty	dollars.		Just	come	back	to	me	to-morrow	morning
early.”		Then	the	youth	went	to	the	gallows-tree	and	sat	down	underneath	it,	and
waited	 for	 the	 evening;	 and	 because	 he	 felt	 cold	 he	 lit	 himself	 a	 fire.	 	 But	 at
midnight	it	got	so	chill	that	in	spite	of	the	fire	he	couldn’t	keep	warm.		And	as
the	 wind	 blew	 the	 corpses	 one	 against	 the	 other,	 tossing	 them	 to	 and	 fro,	 he
thought	to	himself:		“If	you	are	perishing	down	here	by	the	fire,	how	those	poor
things	 up	 there	must	 be	 shaking	 and	 shivering!”	And	because	 he	 had	 a	 tender
heart,	he	put	up	a	ladder,	which	he	climbed	unhooked	one	body	after	the	other,
and	 took	 down	 all	 the	 seven.	 	Then	 he	 stirred	 the	 fire,	 blew	 it	 up,	 and	 placed
them	all	round	in	a	circle,	that	they	might	warm	themselves.		But	they	sat	there
and	did	not	move,	and	the	fire	caught	their	clothes.		Then	he	spoke:		“Take	care,
or	I’ll	hang	you	up	again.”		But	the	dead	men	did	not	hear	and	let	their	rags	go
on	burning.		Then	he	got	angry,	and	said:		“If	you	aren’t	careful	yourselves,	then
I	can’t	help	you,	and	I	don’t	mean	to	burn	with	you”;	and	he	hung	them	up	again
in	a	row.		Then	he	sat	down	at	his	fire	and	fell	asleep.		On	the	following	morning
the	man	came	to	him,	and,	wishing	to	get	his	fifty	dollars,	said:		“Now	you	know
what	 it	 is	 to	 shudder.”	 	 “No,”	he	answered,	“how	should	 I?	 	Those	 fellows	up
there	never	opened	their	mouths,	and	were	so	stupid	that	they	let	those	few	old
tatters	they	have	on	their	bodies	burn.”		Then	the	man	saw	he	wouldn’t	get	his
fifty	dollars	that	day,	and	went	off,	saying:		“Well,	I’m	blessed	if	I	ever	met	such
a	person	in	my	life	before.”
The	youth	went	 too	on	his	way,	and	began	 to	murmur	 to	himself:	 	“Oh!	 if	 I

could	only	shudder!	if	I	could	only	shudder!”	A	carrier	who	was	walking	behind
him	heard	these	words,	and	asked	him:		“Who	are	you”	“I	don’t	know,”	said	the
youth.	 	 “Where	 do	 you	 hail	 from?”	 “I	 don’t	 know.”	 	 “Who’s	 your	 father?”	 “I
mayn’t	say.”	 	“What	are	you	constantly	muttering	 to	yourself?”	“Oh!”	said	 the
youth,	“I	would	give	worlds	to	shudder,	but	no	one	can	teach	me.”	 	“Stuff	and
nonsense!”	spoke	the	carrier;	“come	along	with	me,	and	I’ll	soon	put	that	right.”	
The	youth	went	with	the	carrier,	and	in	the	evening	they	reached	an	inn,	where
they	were	 to	spend	 the	night.	 	Then,	 just	as	he	was	entering	 the	 room,	he	said
again,	quite	aloud:		“Oh!	if	I	could	only	shudder!	if	I	could	only	shudder!”	The
landlord,	who	heard	 this,	 laughed	and	said:	 	“If	 that’s	what	you’re	sighing	 for,
you	shall	be	given	every	opportunity	here.”	 	 “Oh!	hold	your	 tongue!”	 said	 the
landlord’s	wife;	“so	many	people	have	paid	for	their	curiosity	with	their	lives,	it
were	 a	 thousand	 pities	 if	 those	 beautiful	 eyes	 were	 never	 again	 to	 behold



daylight.”		But	the	youth	said:		“No	matter	how	difficult,	I	insist	on	learning	it;
why,	that’s	what	I’ve	set	out	to	do.”		He	left	the	landlord	no	peace	till	he	told	him
that	in	the	neighborhood	stood	a	haunted	castle,	where	one	could	easily	learn	to
shudder	if	one	only	kept	watch	in	it	for	three	nights.		The	King	had	promised	the
man	 who	 dared	 to	 do	 this	 thing	 his	 daughter	 as	 wife,	 and	 she	 was	 the	 most
beautiful	maiden	under	the	sun.		There	was	also	much	treasure	hid	in	the	castle,
guarded	by	evil	spirits,	which	would	then	be	free,	and	was	sufficient	to	make	a
poor	man	more	than	rich.		Many	had	already	gone	in,	but	so	far	none	had	ever
come	out	again.		So	the	youth	went	to	the	King	and	spoke:		“If	I	were	allowed,	I
should	much	 like	 to	watch	 for	 three	nights	 in	 the	castle.”	 	The	King	 looked	at
him,	and	because	he	pleased	him,	he	said:		“You	can	ask	for	three	things,	none	of
them	 living,	 and	 those	 you	 may	 take	 with	 you	 into	 the	 castle.”	 	 Then	 he
answered:		“Well,	I	shall	beg	for	a	fire,	a	turning	lathe,	and	a	carving	bench	with
the	knife	attached.”
On	the	following	day	 the	King	had	everything	put	 into	 the	castle;	and	when

night	drew	on	the	youth	took	up	his	position	there,	lit	a	bright	fire	in	one	of	the
rooms,	placed	the	carving	bench	with	the	knife	close	to	it,	and	sat	himself	down
on	the	turning	lathe.		“Oh!	if	I	could	only	shudder!”	he	said:		“but	I	sha’n’t	learn
it	here	either.”		Toward	midnight	he	wanted	to	make	up	the	fire,	and	as	he	was
blowing	up	a	blaze	he	heard	a	shriek	from	a	corner.	 	“Ou,	miou!	how	cold	we
are!”	“You	fools!”	he	cried;	“why	do	you	scream?		If	you	are	cold,	come	and	sit
at	the	fire	and	warm	yourselves.”		And	as	he	spoke	two	huge	black	cats	sprang
fiercely	forward	and	sat	down,	one	on	each	side	of	him,	and	gazed	wildly	at	him
with	 their	 fiery	 eyes.	 	 After	 a	 time,	 when	 they	 had	 warmed	 themselves,	 they
said:		“Friend,	shall	we	play	a	little	game	of	cards?”	“Why	not?”	he	replied;	“but
first	let	me	see	your	paws.”		Then	they	stretched	out	their	claws.		“Ha!”	said	he;
“what	 long	 nails	 you’ve	 got!	 	 Wait	 a	 minute:	 	 I	 must	 first	 cut	 them	 off.”	
Thereupon	 he	 seized	 them	 by	 the	 scruff	 of	 their	 necks,	 lifted	 them	 on	 to	 the
carving	 bench,	 and	 screwed	 down	 their	 paws	 firmly.	 	 “After	 watching	 you
narrowly,”	said	he,	“I	no	longer	feel	any	desire	to	play	cards	with	you”;	and	with
these	words	he	struck	them	dead	and	threw	them	out	into	the	water.		But	when
he	had	 thus	sent	 the	 two	of	 them	to	 their	 final	 rest,	and	was	again	about	 to	sit
down	at	the	fire,	out	of	every	nook	and	corner	came	forth	black	cats	and	black
dogs	with	fiery	chains	in	such	swarms	that	he	couldn’t	possibly	get	away	from
them.		They	yelled	in	the	most	ghastly	manner,	jumped	upon	his	fire,	scattered	it
all,	 and	 tried	 to	 put	 it	 out.	 	 He	 looked	 on	 quietly	 for	 a	 time,	 but	when	 it	 got
beyond	a	 joke	he	 seized	his	carving-knife	and	called	out:	 	 “Be	off,	you	 rabble
rout!”	and	let	fly	at	them.		Some	of	them	fled	away,	and	the	others	he	struck	dead
and	 threw	 them	 out	 into	 the	 pond	 below.	 	When	 he	 returned	 he	 blew	 up	 the



sparks	of	the	fire	once	more,	and	warmed	himself.		And	as	he	sat	thus	his	eyes
refused	to	keep	open	any	longer,	and	a	desire	to	sleep	stole	over	him.		Then	he
looked	around	him	and	beheld	 in	 the	corner	a	 large	bed.	 	“The	very	 thing,”	he
said,	and	laid	himself	down	in	it.		But	when	he	wished	to	close	his	eyes	the	bed
began	to	move	by	itself,	and	ran	all	round	the	castle.		“Capital,”	he	said,	“only	a
little	quicker.”		Then	the	bed	sped	on	as	if	drawn	by	six	horses,	over	thresholds
and	stairs,	up	 this	way	and	down	 that.	 	All	of	a	 sudden—	crash,	crash!	with	a
bound	it	 turned	over,	upside	down,	and	lay	like	a	mountain	on	the	top	of	him.	
But	he	tossed	the	blankets	and	pillows	in	the	air,	emerged	from	underneath,	and
said:	 	“Now	anyone	who	has	 the	fancy	for	 it	may	go	a	drive,”	 lay	down	at	his
fire,	and	slept	till	daylight.		In	the	morning	the	King	came,	and	when	he	beheld
him	lying	on	the	ground	he	imagined	the	ghosts	had	been	too	much	for	him,	and
that	he	was	dead.		Then	he	said:		“What	a	pity!	and	such	a	fine	fellow	he	was.”	
The	youth	heard	 this,	 got	up,	 and	 said:	 	 “It’s	not	 come	 to	 that	yet.”	 	Then	 the
King	was	astonished,	but	very	glad,	and	asked	how	it	had	fared	with	him.		“First-
rate,”	he	answered;	“and	now	I’ve	survived	the	one	night,	I	shall	get	through	the
other	two	also.”		The	landlord,	when	he	went	to	him,	opened	his	eyes	wide,	and
said:		“Well,	I	never	thought	to	see	you	alive	again.		Have	you	learned	now	what
shuddering	is	?”	“No,”	he	replied,	“it’s	quite	hopeless;	if	someone	could	only	tell
me	how	to!”
The	second	night	he	went	up	again	to	the	old	castle,	sat	down	at	the	fire,	and

began	 his	 old	 refrain:	 	 “If	 I	 could	 only	 shudder!”	 As	midnight	 approached,	 a
noise	 and	 din	 broke	 out,	 at	 first	 gentle,	 but	 gradually	 increasing;	 then	 all	was
quiet	 for	 a	minute,	 and	 at	 length,	with	 a	 loud	 scream,	 half	 of	 a	man	 dropped
down	 the	 chimney	 and	 fell	 before	 him.	 	 “Hi,	 up	 there!”	 shouted	 he;	 “there’s
another	 half	 wanted	 down	 here,	 that’s	 not	 enough”;	 then	 the	 din	 commenced
once	 more,	 there	 was	 a	 shrieking	 and	 a	 yelling,	 and	 then	 the	 other	 half	 fell
down.		“Wait	a	bit,”	he	said;	“I’ll	stir	up	the	fire	for	you.”	 	When	he	had	done
this	and	again	looked	around,	the	two	pieces	had	united,	and	a	horrible-looking
man	sat	on	his	seat.		“Come,”	said	the	youth,	“I	didn’t	bargain	for	that,	the	seat	is
mine.”		The	man	tried	to	shove	him	away,	but	the	youth	wouldn’t	allow	it	for	a
moment,	and,	pushing	him	off	by	force,	sat	down	in	his	place	again.		Then	more
men	dropped	down,	one	after	the	other,	who	fetching	nine	skeleton	legs	and	two
skulls,	put	them	up	and	played	ninepins	with	them.		The	youth	thought	he	would
like	to	play	too,	and	said:		“Look	here;	do	you	mind	my	joining	the	game?”	“No,
not	if	you	have	money.”		“I’ve	money	enough,”	he	replied,	“but	your	balls	aren’t
round	enough.”	 	Then	he	 took	 the	skulls,	placed	 them	on	his	 lathe,	and	 turned
them	till	they	were	round.		“Now	they’ll	roll	along	better,”	said	he,	“and	houp-la!
now	 the	 fun	 begins.”	 	 He	 played	with	 them	 and	 lost	 some	 of	 his	money,	 but



when	twelve	struck	everything	vanished	before	his	eyes.		He	lay	down	and	slept
peacefully.		The	next	morning	the	King	came,	anxious	for	news.		“How	have	you
got	on	this	time?”	he	asked.		“I	played	ninepins,”	he	answered,	“and	lost	a	few
pence.”	 	 “Didn’t	you	 shudder	 then?”	“No	such	 luck,”	 said	he;	 “I	made	myself
merry.		Oh!	if	I	only	knew	what	it	was	to	shudder!”
On	 the	 third	 night	 he	 sat	 down	 again	 on	 his	 bench,	 and	 said,	 in	 the	 most

desponding	way:		“If	I	could	only	shudder!”	When	it	got	late,	six	big	men	came
in	carrying	a	coffin.		Then	he	cried:		“Ha!	ha!	that’s	most	likely	my	little	cousin
who	only	died	 a	 few	days	 ago”;	 and	beckoning	with	his	 finger	 he	 called	out:	
“Come,	my	small	cousin,	come.”		They	placed	the	coffin	on	the	ground,	and	he
approached	it	and	took	off	the	cover.		In	it	lay	a	dead	man.		He	felt	his	face,	and
it	 was	 cold	 as	 ice.	 	 “Wait,”	 he	 said	 “I’ll	 heat	 you	 up	 a	 bit,”	went	 to	 the	 fire,
warmed	 his	 hand,	 and	 laid	 it	 on	 the	man’s	 face,	 but	 the	 dead	 remained	 cold.	
Then	he	lifted	him	out,	sat	down	at	the	fire,	laid	him	on	his	knee,	and	rubbed	his
arms	 that	 the	 blood	 should	 circulate	 again.	 	 When	 that	 too	 had	 no	 effect	 it
occurred	to	him	that	if	two	people	lay	together	in	bed	they	warmed	each	other;
so	he	put	him	 into	 the	bed,	 covered	him	up,	 and	 lay	down	beside	him;	after	 a
time	the	corpse	became	warm	and	began	to	move.		Then	the	youth	said:		“Now,
my	 little	cousin,	what	would	have	happened	 if	 I	hadn’t	warmed	you?”	But	 the
dead	man	rose	up	and	cried	out:		“Now	I	will	strangle	you.”		“What!”	said	he,	“is
that	all	the	thanks	I	get?		You	should	be	put	straight	back	into	your	coffin,”	lifted
him	up,	threw	him	in,	and	closed	the	lid.		Then	the	six	men	came	and	carried	him
out	again.		“I	simply	can’t	shudder,”	he	said,	“and	it’s	clear	I	sha’n’t	learn	it	in	a
lifetime	here.”
Then	 a	 man	 entered,	 of	 more	 than	 ordinary	 size	 and	 of	 a	 very	 fearful

appearance;	but	he	was	old	and	had	a	white	beard.		“Oh!	you	miserable	creature,
now	you	will	 soon	know	what	 it	 is	 to	 shudder,”	he	cried,	“for	you	must	die.”	
“Not	so	quickly,”	answered	the	youth.		“If	I	am	to	die,	you	must	catch	me	first.”	
“I	shall	soon	lay	hold	of	you,”	spoke	the	monster.	 	“Gently,	gently,	don’t	boast
too	much,	I’m	as	strong	as	you,	and	stronger	too.”		“We’ll	soon	see,”	said	the	old
man;	 “if	 you	 are	 stronger	 than	 I	 then	 I’ll	 let	 you	 off;	 come,	 let’s	 have	 a	 try.”	
Then	he	led	him	through	some	dark	passages	to	a	forge,	and	grasping	an	axe	he
drove	one	of	the	anvils	with	a	blow	into	the	earth.	 	“I	can	do	better	than	that,”
cried	the	youth,	and	went	to	the	other	anvil.		The	old	man	drew	near	him	in	order
to	watch	 closely,	 and	 his	white	 beard	 hung	 right	 down.	 	The	 youth	 seized	 the
axe,	cleft	the	anvil	open,	and	jammed	in	the	old	man’s	beard.		“Now	I	have	you,”
said	the	youth;	“this	time	it’s	your	turn	to	die.”		Then	he	seized	an	iron	rod	and
belabored	 the	 old	 man	 till	 he,	 whimpering,	 begged	 him	 to	 leave	 off,	 and	 he
would	give	him	great	riches.		The	youth	drew	out	the	axe	and	let	him	go.		The



old	man	 led	him	back	 to	 the	castle	and	showed	him	 in	a	cellar	 three	chests	of
gold.	 	 “One	of	 these,”	 said	he,	 “belongs	 to	 the	poor,	 one	 to	 the	King,	 and	 the
third	is	yours.”	 	At	that	moment	twelve	struck,	and	the	spirit	vanished,	 leaving
the	youth	alone	in	the	dark.		“I’ll	surely	be	able	to	find	a	way	out,”	said	he,	and
groping	about	he	at	length	found	his	way	back	to	the	room,	and	fell	asleep	at	his
fire.	 	 The	 next	morning	 the	 King	 came,	 and	 said:	 	 “Well,	 now	 you’ve	 surely
learned	to	shudder?”	“No,”	he	answered;	“what	can	it	be?		My	dead	cousin	was
here,	 and	 an	 old	 bearded	 man	 came,	 who	 showed	 me	 heaps	 of	 money	 down
below	there,	but	what	shuddering	is	no	one	has	told	me.”		Then	the	King	spoke:	
“You	have	 freed	 the	 castle	 from	 its	 curse,	 and	you	 shall	marry	my	daughter.”	
“That’s	all	charming,”	he	said;	“but	I	still	don’t	know	what	it	is	to	shudder.”
Then	the	gold	was	brought	up,	and	the	wedding	was	celebrated,	but	the	young

King,	though	he	loved	his	wife	dearly,	and	though	he	was	very	happy,	still	kept
on	saying:		“If	I	could	only	shudder!	if	I	could	only	shudder!”	At	last	he	reduced
her	 to	 despair.	 	 Then	 her	 maid	 said:	 	 “I’ll	 help	 you;	 we’ll	 soon	 make	 him
shudder.”		So	she	went	out	to	the	stream	that	flowed	through	the	garden,	and	had
a	pail	full	of	little	gudgeons	brought	to	her.		At	night,	when	the	young	King	was
asleep,	 his	wife	had	 to	pull	 the	 clothes	off	 him,	 and	pour	 the	pail	 full	 of	 little
gudgeons	over	him,	so	 that	 the	 little	fish	swam	all	about	him.	 	Then	he	awoke
and	cried	out:		“Oh!	how	I	shudder,	how	I	shudder,	dear	wife!		Yes,	now	I	know
what	shuddering	is."



Rumpelstiltzkin

There	was	once	upon	a	 time	a	poor	miller	who	had	a	very	beautiful	daughter.	
Now	it	happened	one	day	that	he	had	an	audience	with	the	King,	and	in	order	to
appear	 a	 person	 of	 some	 importance	 he	 told	 him	 that	 he	 had	 a	 daughter	who
could	spin	straw	into	gold.		“Now	that’s	a	talent	worth	having,”	said	the	King	to
the	miller;	“if	your	daughter	is	as	clever	as	you	say,	bring	her	to	my	palace	to-
morrow,	and	I’ll	put	her	to	the	test.”		When	the	girl	was	brought	to	him	he	led
her	into	a	room	full	of	straw,	gave	her	a	spinning-wheel	and	spindle,	and	said:	
“Now	 set	 to	 work	 and	 spin	 all	 night	 till	 early	 dawn,	 and	 if	 by	 that	 time	 you
haven’t	spun	the	straw	into	gold	you	shall	die.”		Then	he	closed	the	door	behind
him	and	left	her	alone	inside.
So	the	poor	miller’s	daughter	sat	down,	and	didn’t	know	what	in	the	world	she

was	to	do.		She	hadn’t	the	least	idea	of	how	to	spin	straw	into	gold,	and	became
at	 last	 so	miserable	 that	 she	 began	 to	 cry.	 	 Suddenly	 the	 door	 opened,	 and	 in
stepped	a	 tiny	 little	man	and	said:	 	“Good-evening,	Miss	Miller-maid;	why	are
you	crying	so	bitterly?”	“Oh!”	answered	the	girl,	“I	have	to	spin	straw	into	gold,
and	 haven’t	 a	 notion	 how	 it’s	 done.”	 	 “What	will	 you	 give	me	 if	 I	 spin	 it	 for
you?”	asked	the	manikin.		“My	necklace,”	replied	the	girl.		The	little	man	took
the	necklace,	sat	himself	down	at	the	wheel,	and	whir,	whir,	whir,	the	wheel	went
round	three	 times,	and	the	bobbin	was	full.	 	Then	he	put	on	another,	and	whir,
whir,	whir,	the	wheel	went	round	three	times,	and	the	second	too	was	full;	and	so
it	 went	 on	 till	 the	 morning,	 when	 all	 the	 straw	 was	 spun	 away,	 and	 all	 the
bobbins	were	full	of	gold.		As	soon	as	the	sun	rose	the	King	came,	and	when	he
perceived	 the	 gold	 he	was	 astonished	 and	 delighted,	 but	 his	 heart	 only	 lusted
more	than	ever	after	 the	precious	metal.	 	He	had	the	miller’s	daughter	put	 into
another	room	full	of	straw,	much	bigger	than	the	first,	and	bade	her,	if	she	valued
her	life,	spin	it	all	into	gold	before	the	following	morning.		The	girl	didn’t	know
what	to	do,	and	began	to	cry;	then	the	door	opened	as	before,	and	the	tiny	little
man	appeared	and	said:	 	“What’ll	you	give	me	if	I	spin	the	straw	into	gold	for
you?”	“The	ring	from	my	finger,”	answered	the	girl.		The	manikin	took	the	ring,
and	whir!	round	went	the	spinning-wheel	again,	and	when	morning	broke	he	had
spun	all	the	straw	into	glittering	gold.		The	King	was	pleased	beyond	measure	at
the	sights	but	his	greed	for	gold	was	still	not	satisfied,	and	he	had	 the	miller’s
daughter	brought	into	a	yet	bigger	room	full	of	straw,	and	said:		“You	must	spin
all	 this	 away	 in	 the	 night;	 but	 if	 you	 succeed	 this	 time	 you	 shall	 become	my
wife.”		“She’s	only	a	miller’s	daughter,	it’s	true,”	he	thought;	“but	I	couldn’t	find
a	richer	wife	if	I	were	to	search	the	whole	world	over.”		When	the	girl	was	alone



the	 little	man	appeared	for	 the	 third	 time,	and	said:	 	“What’ll	you	give	me	 if	 I
spin	the	straw	for	you	once	again?”	“I’ve	nothing	more	to	give,”	answered	the
girl.		“Then	promise	me	when	you	are	Queen	to	give	me	your	first	child.”		“Who
knows	what	may	 not	 happen	 before	 that?”	 thought	 the	miller’s	 daughter;	 and
besides,	 she	 saw	no	other	way	out	of	 it,	 so	 she	promised	 the	manikin	what	he
demanded,	and	he	set	 to	work	once	more	and	spun	the	straw	into	gold.	 	When
the	 King	 came	 in	 the	 morning,	 and	 found	 everything	 as	 he	 had	 desired,	 he
straightway	made	her	his	wife,	and	the	miller’s	daughter	became	a	queen.
When	a	year	had	passed	a	beautiful	son	was	born	to	her,	and	she	thought	no

more	of	the	little	man,	till	all	of	a	sudden	one	day	he	stepped	into	her	room	and
said:		“Now	give	me	what	you	promised.”		The	Queen	was	in	a	great	state,	and
offered	the	little	man	all	the	riches	in	her	kingdom	if	he	would	only	leave	her	the
child.		But	the	manikin	said:		“No,	a	living	creature	is	dearer	to	me	than	all	the
treasures	in	the	world.”		Then	the	Queen	began	to	cry	and	sob	so	bitterly	that	the
little	man	was	 sorry	 for	 her,	 and	 said:	 	 “I’ll	 give	 you	 three	 days	 to	 guess	my
name,	and	if	you	find	it	out	in	that	time	you	may	keep	your	child.”
Then	 the	Queen	 pondered	 the	whole	 night	 over	 all	 the	 names	 she	 had	 ever

heard,	and	sent	a	messenger	 to	scour	 the	 land,	and	to	pick	up	far	and	near	any
names	he	could	come	across.		When	the	little	man	arrived	on	the	following	day
she	began	with	Kasper,	Melchior,	Belshazzar,	and	all	the	other	names	she	knew,
in	a	string,	but	at	each	one	the	manikin	called	out:		“That’s	not	my	name.”		The
next	day	she	sent	to	inquire	the	names	of	all	the	people	in	the	neighborhood,	and
had	a	long	list	of	the	most	uncommon	and	extraordinary	for	the	little	man	when
he	made	 his	 appearance.	 	 “Is	 your	 name,	 perhaps,	 Sheepshanks	Cruickshanks,
Spindleshanks?”	but	he	always	replied:		“That’s	not	my	name.”		On	the	third	day
the	messenger	returned	and	announced:		“I	have	not	been	able	to	find	any	new
names,	but	as	I	came	upon	a	high	hill	round	the	corner	of	the	wood,	where	the
foxes	and	hares	bid	each	other	good-night,	I	saw	a	little	house,	and	in	front	of	the
house	 burned	 a	 fire,	 and	 round	 the	 fire	 sprang	 the	most	 grotesque	 little	 man,
hopping	on	one	leg	and	crying:	

		“To-morrow	I	brew,	to-day	I	bake,
				And	then	the	child	away	I’ll	take;
				For	little	deems	my	royal	dame
				That	Rumpelstiltzkin	is	my	name!”

You	can	imagine	the	Queen’s	delight	at	hearing	the	name,	and	when	the	little
man	stepped	in	shortly	afterward	and	asked:		“Now,	my	lady	Queen,	what’s	my
name?”	she	asked	first:		“Is	your	name	Conrad?”	“No.”		“Is	your	name	Harry?”



“No.”	 	 “Is	 your	 name	 perhaps,	 Rumpelstiltzkin?”	 “Some	 demon	 has	 told	 you
that!	 some	demon	has	 told	you	 that!”	 screamed	 the	 little	man,	 and	 in	 his	 rage
drove	his	right	foot	so	far	into	the	ground	that	it	sank	in	up	to	his	waist;	then	in	a
passion	he	seized	the	left	foot	with	both	hands	and	tore	himself	in	two.



Beauty	and	the	Beast

Once	upon	a	time,	in	a	very	far-off	country,	there	lived	a	merchant	who	had	been
so	 fortunate	 in	 all	 his	 undertakings	 that	 he	was	 enormously	 rich.	 	 As	 he	 had,
however,	six	sons	and	six	daughters,	he	found	that	his	money	was	not	too	much
to	let	them	all	have	everything	they	fancied,	as	they	were	accustomed	to	do.
But	one	day	a	most	unexpected	misfortune	befell	 them.	 	Their	house	caught

fire	 and	was	 speedily	 burnt	 to	 the	 ground,	with	 all	 the	 splendid	 furniture,	 the
books,	pictures,	gold,	silver,	and	precious	goods	it	contained;	and	this	was	only
the	 beginning	 of	 their	 troubles.	 	 Their	 father,	 who	 had	 until	 this	 moment
prospered	 in	all	ways,	 suddenly	 lost	 every	 ship	he	had	upon	 the	 sea,	 either	by
dint	 of	 pirates,	 shipwreck,	 or	 fire.	 	 Then	 he	 heard	 that	 his	 clerks	 in	 distant
countries,	whom	he	trusted	entirely,	had	proved	unfaithful;	and	at	last	from	great
wealth	he	fell	into	the	direst	poverty.
All	 that	 he	had	 left	was	 a	 little	 house	 in	 a	desolate	place	 at	 least	 a	 hundred

leagues	from	the	town	in	which	he	had	lived,	and	to	this	he	was	forced	to	retreat
with	his	children,	who	were	in	despair	at	the	idea	of	leading	such	a	different	life.	
Indeed,	the	daughters	at	first	hoped	that	their	friends,	who	had	been	so	numerous
while	they	were	rich,	would	insist	on	their	staying	in	their	houses	now	they	no
longer	possessed	one.	 	But	 they	soon	 found	 that	 they	were	 left	 alone,	and	 that
their	former	friends	even	attributed	their	misfortunes	to	their	own	extravagance,
and	showed	no	intention	of	offering	them	any	help.		So	nothing	was	left	for	them
but	 to	 take	 their	 departure	 to	 the	 cottage,	 which	 stood	 in	 the	midst	 of	 a	 dark
forest,	and	seemed	to	be	 the	most	dismal	place	upon	the	face	of	 the	earth.	 	As
they	 were	 too	 poor	 to	 have	 any	 servants,	 the	 girls	 had	 to	 work	 hard,	 like
peasants,	 and	 the	 sons,	 for	 their	part,	 cultivated	 the	 fields	 to	 earn	 their	 living.	
Roughly	clothed,	and	living	in	the	simplest	way,	the	girls	regretted	unceasingly
the	 luxuries	and	amusements	of	 their	 former	 life;	only	 the	youngest	 tried	 to	be
brave	and	cheerful.	 	She	had	been	as	sad	as	anyone	when	misfortune	overtook
her	father,	but,	soon	recovering	her	natural	gaiety,	she	set	 to	work	 to	make	 the
best	of	things,	to	amuse	her	father	and	brothers	as	well	as	she	could,	and	to	try	to
persuade	 her	 sisters	 to	 join	 her	 in	 dancing	 and	 singing.	 	 But	 they	 would	 do
nothing	 of	 the	 sort,	 and,	 because	 she	 was	 not	 as	 doleful	 as	 themselves,	 they
declared	 that	 this	miserable	 life	was	all	she	was	fit	 for.	 	But	she	was	really	far
prettier	 and	 cleverer	 than	 they	 were;	 indeed,	 she	 was	 so	 lovely	 that	 she	 was
always	called	Beauty.		After	two	years,	when	they	were	all	beginning	to	get	used
to	their	new	life,	something	happened	to	disturb	their	 tranquillity.	 	Their	father
received	 the	news	 that	one	of	his	 ships,	which	he	had	believed	 to	be	 lost,	 had



come	 safely	 into	 port	 with	 a	 rich	 cargo.	 	 All	 the	 sons	 and	 daughters	 at	 once
thought	 that	 their	poverty	was	at	an	end,	and	wanted	 to	set	out	directly	for	 the
town;	but	their	father,	who	was	more	prudent,	begged	them	to	wait	a	little,	and,
though	it	was	harvest	time,	and	he	could	ill	be	spared,	determined	to	go	himself
first,	to	make	inquiries.		Only	the	youngest	daughter	had	any	doubt	but	that	they
would	soon	again	be	as	rich	as	they	were	before,	or	at	least	rich	enough	to	live
comfortably	 in	 some	 town	 where	 they	 would	 find	 amusement	 and	 gay
companions	 once	more.	 	 So	 they	 all	 loaded	 their	 father	with	 commissions	 for
jewels	 and	 dresses	 which	 it	 would	 have	 taken	 a	 fortune	 to	 buy;	 only	 Beauty,
feeling	sure	that	it	was	of	no	use,	did	not	ask	for	anything.		Her	father,	noticing
her	silence,	said:		“And	what	shall	I	bring	for	you,	Beauty?”
“The	only	thing	I	wish	for	is	to	see	you	come	home	safely,”	she	answered.
But	this	only	vexed	her	sisters,	who	fancied	she	was	blaming	them	for	having

asked	for	such	costly	things.		Her	father,	however,	was	pleased,	but	as	he	thought
that	at	her	age	she	certainly	ought	to	like	pretty	presents,	he	told	her	to	choose
something.
“Well,	dear	father,”	she	said,	“as	you	insist	upon	it,	I	beg	that	you	will	bring

me	a	rose.		I	have	not	seen	one	since	we	came	here,	and	I	love	them	so	much.”
So	the	merchant	set	out	and	reached	the	town	as	quickly	as	possible,	but	only

to	 find	 that	 his	 former	 companions,	 believing	 him	 to	 be	 dead,	 had	 divided
between	 them	 the	 goods	which	 the	 ship	 had	 brought;	 and	 after	 six	months	 of
trouble	and	expense	he	 found	himself	as	poor	as	when	he	started,	having	been
able	to	recover	only	just	enough	to	pay	the	cost	of	his	journey.		To	make	matters
worse,	he	was	obliged	to	leave	the	town	in	the	most	terrible	weather,	so	that	by
the	time	he	was	within	a	few	leagues	of	his	home	he	was	almost	exhausted	with
cold	and	fatigue.		Though	he	knew	it	would	take	some	hours	to	get	through	the
forest,	he	was	so	anxious	to	be	at	his	journey’s	end	that	he	resolved	to	go	on;	but
night	overtook	him,	and	the	deep	snow	and	bitter	frost	made	it	impossible	for	his
horse	to	carry	him	any	further.		Not	a	house	was	to	be	seen;	the	only	shelter	he
could	get	was	the	hollow	trunk	of	a	great	tree,	and	there	he	crouched	all	the	night
which	seemed	to	him	the	longest	he	had	ever	known.		In	spite	of	his	weariness
the	howling	of	the	wolves	kept	him	awake,	and	even	when	at	last	the	day	broke
he	was	not	much	better	off,	for	the	falling	snow	had	covered	up	every	path,	and
he	did	not	know	which	way	to	turn.
At	length	he	made	out	some	sort	of	track,	and	though	at	the	beginning	it	was

so	 rough	 and	 slippery	 that	 he	 fell	 down	more	 than	 once,	 it	 presently	 became
easier,	and	led	him	into	an	avenue	of	trees	which	ended	in	a	splendid	castle.		It
seemed	 to	 the	 merchant	 very	 strange	 that	 no	 snow	 had	 fallen	 in	 the	 avenue,
which	was	 entirely	 composed	of	 orange	 trees,	 covered	with	 flowers	 and	 fruit.	



When	he	reached	the	first	court	of	the	castle	he	saw	before	him	a	flight	of	agate
steps,	 and	 went	 up	 them,	 and	 passed	 through	 several	 splendidly	 furnished
rooms.		The	pleasant	warmth	of	the	air	revived	him,	and	he	felt	very	hungry;	but
there	seemed	 to	be	nobody	 in	all	 this	vast	and	splendid	palace	whom	he	could
ask	to	give	him	something	to	eat.		Deep	silence	reigned	everywhere,	and	at	last,
tired	 of	 roaming	 through	 empty	 rooms	 and	 galleries,	 he	 stopped	 in	 a	 room
smaller	than	the	rest,	where	a	clear	fire	was	burning	and	a	couch	was	drawn	up
closely	 to	 it.	 	 Thinking	 that	 this	 must	 be	 prepared	 for	 someone	 who	 was
expected,	he	sat	down	to	wait	till	he	should	come,	and	very	soon	fell	into	a	sweet
sleep.
When	his	extreme	hunger	wakened	him	after	several	hours,	he	was	still	alone;

but	a	little	table,	upon	which	was	a	good	dinner,	had	been	drawn	up	close	to	him,
and,	as	he	had	eaten	nothing	for	twenty-four	hours,	he	lost	no	time	in	beginning
his	 meal,	 hoping	 that	 he	 might	 soon	 have	 an	 opportunity	 of	 thanking	 his
considerate	 entertainer,	 whoever	 it	might	 be.	 	 But	 no	 one	 appeared,	 and	 even
after	another	long	sleep,	from	which	he	awoke	completely	refreshed,	there	was
no	sign	of	anybody,	though	a	fresh	meal	of	dainty	cakes	and	fruit	was	prepared
upon	 the	 little	 table	 at	 his	 elbow.	 	Being	 naturally	 timid,	 the	 silence	 began	 to
terrify	him,	 and	he	 resolved	 to	 search	once	more	 through	all	 the	 rooms;	but	 it
was	of	no	use.		Not	even	a	servant	was	to	be	seen;	there	was	no	sign	of	life	in	the
palace!	 	 He	 began	 to	 wonder	 what	 he	 should	 do,	 and	 to	 amuse	 himself	 by
pretending	 that	all	 the	 treasures	he	saw	were	his	own,	and	considering	how	he
would	divide	them	among	his	children.		Then	he	went	down	into	the	garden,	and
though	 it	was	winter	 everywhere	 else,	 here	 the	 sun	 shone,	 and	 the	 birds	 sang,
and	 the	 flowers	 bloomed,	 and	 the	 air	 was	 soft	 and	 sweet.	 	 The	 merchant,	 in
ecstacies	with	all	he	saw	and	heard,	said	to	himself:	
“All	this	must	be	meant	for	me.		I	will	go	this	minute	and	bring	my	children	to

share	all	these	delights.”
In	spite	of	being	so	cold	and	weary	when	he	reached	the	castle,	he	had	taken

his	 horse	 to	 the	 stable	 and	 fed	 it.	 	Now	he	 thought	 he	would	 saddle	 it	 for	 his
homeward	 journey,	and	he	 turned	down	the	path	which	 led	 to	 the	stable.	 	This
path	had	a	hedge	of	 roses	on	each	side	of	 it,	 and	 the	merchant	 thought	he	had
never	seen	or	smelt	such	exquisite	flowers.		They	reminded	him	of	his	promise
to	Beauty,	and	he	stopped	and	had	just	gathered	one	to	take	to	her	when	he	was
startled	by	a	strange	noise	behind	him.		Turning	round,	he	saw	a	frightful	Beast,
which	seemed	to	be	very	angry	and	said,	in	a	terrible	voice:	
“Who	 told	 you	 that	 you	might	 gather	my	 roses?	 	Was	 it	 not	 enough	 that	 I

allowed	you	to	be	in	my	palace	and	was	kind	to	you?		This	is	the	way	you	show
your	 gratitude,	 by	 stealing	 my	 flowers!	 	 But	 your	 insolence	 shall	 not	 go



unpunished.”		The	merchant,	terrified	by	these	furious	words,	dropped	the	fatal
rose,	 and,	 throwing	himself	 on	his	 knees,	 cried:	 	 “Pardon	me,	 noble	 sir.	 	 I	 am
truly	grateful	to	you	for	your	hospitality,	which	was	so	magnificent	that	I	could
not	 imagine	 that	 you	would	 be	 offended	 by	my	 taking	 such	 a	 little	 thing	 as	 a
rose.”		But	the	Beast’s	anger	was	not	lessened	by	this	speech.
“You	 are	 very	 ready	with	 excuses	 and	 flattery,”	 he	 cried;	 “but	 that	will	 not

save	you	from	the	death	you	deserve.”
“Alas!”	thought	the	merchant,	“if	my	daughter	could	only	know	what	danger

her	rose	has	brought	me	into!”
And	in	despair	he	began	to	tell	the	Beast	all	his	misfortunes,	and	the	reason	of

his	journey,	not	forgetting	to	mention	Beauty’s	request.
“A	 king’s	 ransom	 would	 hardly	 have	 procured	 all	 that	 my	 other	 daughters

asked.”	he	said:		“but	I	thought	that	I	might	at	least	take	Beauty	her	rose.		I	beg
you	to	forgive	me,	for	you	see	I	meant	no	harm.”
The	Beast	considered	for	a	moment,	and	then	he	said,	in	a	less	furious	tone:	
“I	will	 forgive	you	on	one	condition—	that	 is,	 that	you	will	give	me	one	of

your	daughters.”
“Ah!”	cried	the	merchant,	“if	I	were	cruel	enough	to	buy	my	own	life	at	 the

expense	of	one	of	my	children’s,	what	excuse	could	I	invent	to	bring	her	here?”
“No	excuse	would	be	necessary,”	answered	the	Beast.		“If	she	comes	at	all	she

must	come	willingly.		On	no	other	condition	will	I	have	her.		See	if	any	one	of
them	is	courageous	enough,	and	loves	you	well	enough	to	come	and	save	your
life.		You	seem	to	be	an	honest	man,	so	I	will	trust	you	to	go	home.		I	give	you	a
month	to	see	if	either	of	your	daughters	will	come	back	with	you	and	stay	here,
to	 let	 you	 go	 free.	 	 If	 neither	 of	 them	 is	 willing,	 you	must	 come	 alone,	 after
bidding	 them	 good-by	 for	 ever,	 for	 then	 you	will	 belong	 to	me.	 	 And	 do	 not
imagine	that	you	can	hide	from	me,	for	if	you	fail	to	keep	your	word	I	will	come
and	fetch	you!”	added	the	Beast	grimly.
The	merchant	accepted	this	proposal,	though	he	did	not	really	think	any	of	his

daughters	 could	 be	 persuaded	 to	 come.	 	 He	 promised	 to	 return	 at	 the	 time
appointed,	and	then,	anxious	to	escape	from	the	presence	of	the	Beast,	he	asked
permission	to	set	off	at	once.		But	the	Beast	answered	that	he	could	not	go	until
next	day.
“Then	you	will	 find	a	horse	ready	for	you,”	he	said.	 	“Now	go	and	eat	your

supper,	and	await	my	orders.”
The	poor	merchant,	more	dead	than	alive,	went	back	to	his	room,	where	 the

most	delicious	supper	was	already	served	on	the	little	table	which	was	drawn	up
before	a	blazing	fire.		But	he	was	too	terrified	to	eat,	and	only	tasted	a	few	of	the
dishes,	for	fear	the	Beast	should	be	angry	if	he	did	not	obey	his	orders.		When	he



had	finished	he	heard	a	great	noise	in	the	next	room,	which	he	knew	meant	that
the	Beast	was	coming.		As	he	could	do	nothing	to	escape	his	visit,	the	only	thing
that	 remained	 was	 to	 seem	 as	 little	 afraid	 as	 possible;	 so	 when	 the	 Beast
appeared	 and	 asked	 roughly	 if	 he	 had	 supped	 well,	 the	 merchant	 answered
humbly	that	he	had,	thanks	to	his	host’s	kindness.		Then	the	Beast	warned	him	to
remember	their	agreement,	and	to	prepare	his	daughter	exactly	for	what	she	had
to	expect.
“Do	not	get	up	to-morrow,”	he	added,	“until	you	see	the	sun	and	hear	a	golden

bell	ring.		Then	you	will	find	your	breakfast	waiting	for	you	here,	and	the	horse
you	are	to	ride	will	be	ready	in	the	courtyard.		He	will	also	bring	you	back	again
when	you	come	with	your	daughter	a	month	hence.	 	Farewell.	 	Take	a	 rose	 to
Beauty,	and	remember	your	promise!”
The	merchant	was	only	 too	glad	when	 the	Beast	went	 away,	 and	 though	he

could	not	sleep	for	sadness,	he	lay	down	until	the	sun	rose.		Then,	after	a	hasty
breakfast,	he	went	to	gather	Beauty’s	rose,	and	mounted	his	horse,	which	carried
him	off	so	swiftly	that	in	an	instant	he	had	lost	sight	of	the	palace,	and	he	was
still	wrapped	in	gloomy	thoughts	when	it	stopped	before	the	door	of	the	cottage.
His	sons	and	daughters,	who	had	been	very	uneasy	at	his	long	absence,	rushed

to	meet	him,	eager	to	know	the	result	of	his	journey,	which,	seeing	him	mounted
upon	 a	 splendid	 horse	 and	 wrapped	 in	 a	 rich	 mantle,	 they	 supposed	 to	 be
favorable.		He	hid	the	truth	from	them	at	first,	only	saying	sadly	to	Beauty	as	he
gave	her	the	rose:	
“Here	is	what	you	asked	me	to	bring	you;	you	little	know	what	it	has	cost.”
But	 this	 excited	 their	 curiosity	 so	 greatly	 that	 presently	 he	 told	 them	 his

adventures	 from	beginning	 to	 end,	 and	 then	 they	were	 all	 very	 unhappy.	 	The
girls	lamented	loudly	over	their	lost	hopes,	and	the	sons	declared	that	their	father
should	not	return	to	this	terrible	castle,	and	began	to	make	plans	for	killing	the
Beast	 if	 it	 should	 come	 to	 fetch	 him.	 	 But	 he	 reminded	 them	 that	 he	 had
promised	 to	go	back.	 	Then	 the	girls	were	very	angry	with	Beauty,	and	said	 it
was	 all	 her	 fault,	 and	 that	 if	 she	 had	 asked	 for	 something	 sensible	 this	would
never	have	happened,	and	complained	bitterly	that	they	should	have	to	suffer	for
her	folly.
Poor	Beauty,	much	distressed,	said	to	them:	
“I	have,	 indeed,	caused	this	misfortune,	but	I	assure	you	I	did	 it	 innocently.	

Who	could	have	guessed	that	to	ask	for	a	rose	in	the	middle	of	summer	would
cause	 so	much	misery?	 	But	 as	 I	 did	 the	mischief	 it	 is	 only	 just	 that	 I	 should
suffer	for	it.		I	will	therefore	go	back	with	my	father	to	keep	his	promise.”
At	first	nobody	would	hear	of	 this	arrangement,	and	her	father	and	brothers,

who	 loved	 her	 dearly,	 declared	 that	 nothing	 should	make	 them	 let	 her	 go;	 but



Beauty	was	 firm.	 	As	 the	 time	drew	near	 she	divided	 all	 her	 little	 possessions
between	her	sisters,	and	said	good-by	to	everything	she	loved,	and	when	the	fatal
day	came	she	encouraged	and	cheered	her	 father	as	 they	mounted	 together	 the
horse	which	had	brought	him	back.	 	 It	seemed	to	fly	rather	 than	gallop,	but	so
smoothly	 that	Beauty	was	 not	 frightened;	 indeed,	 she	would	 have	 enjoyed	 the
journey	 if	 she	 had	 not	 feared	what	might	 happen	 to	 her	 at	 the	 end	 of	 it.	 	Her
father	still	tried	to	persuade	her	to	go	back,	but	in	vain.		While	they	were	talking
the	night	fell,	and	then,	to	their	great	surprise,	wonderful	colored	lights	began	to
shine	 in	 all	 directions,	 and	 splendid	 fireworks	 blazed	 out	 before	 them;	 all	 the
forest	 was	 illuminated	 by	 them,	 and	 even	 felt	 pleasantly	warm,	 though	 it	 had
been	bitterly	 cold	before.	 	This	 lasted	until	 they	 reached	 the	 avenue	of	orange
trees,	where	were	statues	holding	flaming	torches,	and	when	they	got	nearer	to
the	 palace	 they	 saw	 that	 it	 was	 illuminated	 from	 the	 roof	 to	 the	 ground,	 and
music	sounded	softly	from	the	courtyard.		“The	Beast	must	be	very	hungry,”	said
Beauty,	 trying	 to	 laugh,	 “if	 he	makes	 all	 this	 rejoicing	 over	 the	 arrival	 of	 his
prey.”
But,	 in	 spite	 of	 her	 anxiety,	 she	 could	 not	 help	 admiring	 all	 the	 wonderful

things	she	saw.
The	horse	stopped	at	the	foot	of	the	flight	of	steps	leading	to	the	terrace,	and

when	 they	had	dismounted	her	 father	 led	her	 to	 the	 little	 room	he	had	been	 in
before,	where	 they	 found	a	 splendid	 fire	burning,	 and	 the	 table	daintily	 spread
with	a	delicious	supper.
The	merchant	knew	that	this	was	meant	for	them,	and	Beauty,	who	was	rather

less	 frightened	 now	 that	 she	 had	 passed	 through	 so	 many	 rooms	 and	 seen
nothing	of	the	Beast,	was	quite	willing	to	begin,	for	her	long	ride	had	made	her
very	 hungry.	 	 But	 they	 had	 hardly	 finished	 their	 meal	 when	 the	 noise	 of	 the
Beast’s	 footsteps	 was	 heard	 approaching,	 and	 Beauty	 clung	 to	 her	 father	 in
terror,	which	became	all	the	greater	when	she	saw	how	frightened	he	was.		But
when	 the	Beast	 really	 appeared,	 though	 she	 trembled	 at	 the	 sight	 of	 him,	 she
made	a	great	effort	to	hide	her	terror,	and	saluted	him	respectfully.
This	evidently	pleased	the	Beast.		After	looking	at	her	he	said,	in	a	tone	that

might	 have	 struck	 terror	 into	 the	 boldest	 heart,	 though	 he	 did	 not	 seem	 to	 be
angry:	
“Good-evening,	old	man.		Good-evening,	Beauty.”
The	 merchant	 was	 too	 terrified	 to	 reply,	 but	 Beauty	 answered	 sweetly:	

“Good-evening,	Beast.”
“Have	you	 come	willingly?”	 asked	 the	Beast.	 	 “Will	 you	be	 content	 to	 stay

here	when	your	father	goes	away?”
Beauty	answered	bravely	that	she	was	quite	prepared	to	stay.



“I	 am	pleased	with	 you,”	 said	 the	Beast.	 	 “As	 you	have	 come	of	 your	 own
accord,	you	may	stay.		As	for	you,	old	man,”	he	added,	turning	to	the	merchant,
“at	sunrise	to-morrow	you	will	take	your	departure.		When	the	bell	rings	get	up
quickly	and	eat	your	breakfast,	and	you	will	find	the	same	horse	waiting	to	take
you	home;	but	remember	that	you	must	never	expect	to	see	my	palace	again.”
Then	turning	to	Beauty,	he	said:	
“Take	your	father	into	the	next	room,	and	help	him	to	choose	everything	you

think	your	brothers	and	sisters	would	like	to	have.		You	will	find	two	traveling-
trunks	 there;	 fill	 them	as	 full	 as	 you	 can.	 	 It	 is	 only	 just	 that	 you	 should	 send
them	something	very	precious	as	a	remembrance	of	yourself.”
Then	he	went	away,	after	saying,	“Good-by,	Beauty;	good-by,	old	man”;	and

though	 Beauty	 was	 beginning	 to	 think	 with	 great	 dismay	 of	 her	 father’s
departure,	 she	was	afraid	 to	disobey	 the	Beast’s	orders;	and	 they	went	 into	 the
next	 room,	which	 had	 shelves	 and	 cupboards	 all	 round	 it.	 	 They	were	 greatly
surprised	at	the	riches	it	contained.		There	were	splendid	dresses	fit	for	a	queen,
with	all	the	ornaments	that	were	to	be	worn	with	them;	and	when	Beauty	opened
the	 cupboards	 she	was	 quite	 dazzled	 by	 the	 gorgeous	 jewels	 that	 lay	 in	 heaps
upon	every	shelf.		After	choosing	a	vast	quantity,	which	she	divided	between	her
sisters—for	she	had	made	a	heap	of	 the	wonderful	dresses	 for	each	of	 them—
she	opened	the	last	chest,	which	was	full	of	gold.
“I	think,	father,”	she	said,	“that,	as	the	gold	will	be	more	useful	to	you,	we	had

better	 take	out	 the	other	 things	again,	and	 fill	 the	 trunks	with	 it.”	 	So	 they	did
this;	but	the	more	they	put	in	the	more	room	there	seemed	to	be,	and	at	last	they
put	back	all	the	jewels	and	dresses	they	had	taken	out,	and	Beauty	even	added	as
many	more	of	the	jewels	as	she	could	carry	at	once;	and	then	the	trunks	were	not
too	full,	but	they	were	so	heavy	that	an	elephant	could	not	have	carried	them!
“The	Beast	was	mocking	us,”	cried	the	merchant;	“he	must	have	pretended	to

give	us	all	these	things,	knowing	that	I	could	not	carry	them	away.”
“Let	us	wait	and	see,”	answered	Beauty.	 	“I	cannot	believe	 that	he	meant	 to

deceive	us.		All	we	can	do	is	to	fasten	them	up	and	leave	them	ready.”
So	they	did	this	and	returned	to	the	little	room,	where,	to	their	astonishment,

they	 found	breakfast	 ready.	 	The	merchant	ate	his	with	a	good	appetite,	 as	 the
Beast’s	generosity	made	him	believe	that	he	might	perhaps	venture	to	come	back
soon	and	see	Beauty.		But	she	felt	sure	that	her	father	was	leaving	her	for	ever,
so	she	was	very	sad	when	the	bell	rang	sharply	for	the	second	time,	and	warned
them	 that	 the	 time	 had	 come	 for	 them	 to	 part.	 	 They	 went	 down	 into	 the
courtyard,	where	 two	horses	were	waiting,	one	 loaded	with	 the	 two	trunks,	 the
other	for	him	to	ride.		They	were	pawing	the	ground	in	their	impatience	to	start,
and	the	merchant	was	forced	to	bid	Beauty	a	hasty	farewell;	and	as	soon	as	he



was	mounted	he	went	off	at	such	a	pace	that	she	lost	sight	of	him	in	an	instant.	
Then	Beauty	began	to	cry,	and	wandered	sadly	back	to	her	own	room.		But	she
soon	found	that	she	was	very	sleepy,	and	as	she	had	nothing	better	to	do	she	lay
down	and	instantly	fell	asleep.		And	then	she	dreamed	that	she	was	walking	by	a
brook	 bordered	 with	 trees,	 and	 lamenting	 her	 sad	 fate,	 when	 a	 young	 prince,
handsomer	than	anyone	she	had	ever	seen,	and	with	a	voice	that	went	straight	to
her	heart,	came	and	said	to	her,	“Ah,	Beauty!	you	are	not	so	unfortunate	as	you
suppose.		Here	you	will	be	rewarded	for	all	you	have	suffered	elsewhere.		Your
every	wish	shall	be	gratified.		Only	try	to	find	me	out,	no	matter	how	I	may	be
disguised,	as	I	love	you	dearly,	and	in	making	me	happy	you	will	find	your	own
happiness.	 	Be	as	 true-hearted	as	you	are	beautiful,	 and	we	shall	have	nothing
left	to	wish	for.”
“What	can	I	do,	Prince,	to	make	you	happy?”	said	Beauty.
“Only	 be	 grateful,”	 he	 answered,	 “and	 do	 not	 trust	 too	much	 to	 your	 eyes.	

And,	 above	 all,	 do	 not	 desert	 me	 until	 you	 have	 saved	 me	 from	 my	 cruel
misery.”
After	this	she	thought	she	found	herself	in	a	room	with	a	stately	and	beautiful

lady,	who	said	to	her:	
“Dear	 Beauty,	 try	 not	 to	 regret	 all	 you	 have	 left	 behind	 you,	 for	 you	 are

destined	to	a	better	fate.		Only	do	not	let	yourself	be	deceived	by	appearances.”
Beauty	found	her	dreams	so	interesting	that	she	was	in	no	hurry	to	awake,	but

presently	the	clock	roused	her	by	calling	her	name	softly	twelve	times,	and	then
she	 got	 up	 and	 found	 her	 dressing-table	 set	 out	 with	 everything	 she	 could
possibly	want;	and	when	her	toilet	was	finished	she	found	dinner	was	waiting	in
the	room	next	to	hers.		But	dinner	does	not	take	very	long	when	you	are	all	by
yourself,	and	very	soon	she	sat	down	cosily	in	the	corner	of	a	sofa,	and	began	to
think	about	the	charming	Prince	she	had	seen	in	her	dream.
“He	said	I	could	make	him	happy,”	said	Beauty	to	herself.
“It	seems,	then,	that	this	horrible	Beast	keeps	him	a	prisoner.		How	can	I	set

him	free?		I	wonder	why	they	both	told	me	not	to	trust	to	appearances?		I	don’t
understand	it.		But,	after	all,	it	was	only	a	dream,	so	why	should	I	trouble	myself
about	it?		I	had	better	go	and	find	something	to	do	to	amuse	myself.”
So	she	got	up	and	began	to	explore	some	of	the	many	rooms	of	the	palace.
The	first	she	entered	was	lined	with	mirrors,	and	Beauty	saw	herself	reflected

on	every	side,	and	 thought	she	had	never	seen	such	a	charming	room.	 	Then	a
bracelet	which	was	hanging	from	a	chandelier	caught	her	eye,	and	on	taking	it
down	 she	was	 greatly	 surprised	 to	 find	 that	 it	 held	 a	 portrait	 of	 her	 unknown
admirer,	just	as	she	had	seen	him	in	her	dream.		With	great	delight	she	slipped
the	bracelet	on	her	arm,	and	went	on	into	a	gallery	of	pictures,	where	she	soon



found	 a	 portrait	 of	 the	 same	 handsome	 Prince,	 as	 large	 as	 life,	 and	 so	 well
painted	that	as	she	studied	it	he	seemed	to	smile	kindly	at	her.	 	Tearing	herself
away	from	the	portrait	at	last,	she	passed	through	into	a	room	which	contained
every	musical	instrument	under	the	sun,	and	here	she	amused	herself	for	a	long
while	 in	 trying	some	of	 them,	and	singing	until	 she	was	 tired.	 	The	next	 room
was	a	 library,	 and	 she	 saw	everything	 she	had	ever	wanted	 to	 read,	 as	well	 as
everything	she	had	read,	and	it	seemed	to	her	that	a	whole	lifetime	would	not	be
enough	to	even	read	the	names	of	the	books,	there	were	so	many.		By	this	time	it
was	 growing	 dusk,	 and	 wax	 candles	 in	 diamond	 and	 ruby	 candlesticks	 were
beginning	to	light	themselves	in	every	room.
Beauty	found	her	supper	served	 just	at	 the	 time	she	preferred	 to	have	 it,	but

she	did	not	see	anyone	or	hear	a	sound,	and,	though	her	father	had	warned	her
that	she	would	be	alone,	she	began	to	find	it	rather	dull.
But	 presently	 she	 heard	 the	 Beast	 coming,	 and	wondered	 tremblingly	 if	 he

meant	to	eat	her	up	now.
However,	as	he	did	not	seem	at	all	ferocious,	and	only	said	gruffly:	
“Good-evening,	Beauty,”	she	answered	cheerfully	and	managed	to	conceal	her

terror.		Then	the	Beast	asked	her	how	she	had	been	amusing	herself,	and	she	told
him	all	the	rooms	she	had	seen.
Then	he	 asked	 if	 she	 thought	 she	 could	be	happy	 in	his	 palace;	 and	Beauty

answered	that	everything	was	so	beautiful	that	she	would	be	very	hard	to	please
if	she	could	not	be	happy.		And	after	about	an	hour’s	talk	Beauty	began	to	think
that	the	Beast	was	not	nearly	so	terrible	as	she	had	supposed	at	first.		Then	he	got
up	to	leave	her,	and	said	in	his	gruff	voice:	
“Do	you	love	me,	Beauty?		Will	you	marry	me?”
“Oh!	what	 shall	 I	 say?”	 cried	Beauty,	 for	 she	was	 afraid	 to	make	 the	Beast

angry	by	refusing.
“Say	‘yes’	or	‘no’	without	fear,”	he	replied.
“Oh!	no,	Beast,”	said	Beauty	hastily.
“Since	you	will	not,	good-night,	Beauty,”	he	said.
And	she	answered,	“Good-night,	Beast,”	very	glad	to	find	that	her	refusal	had

not	provoked	him.		And	after	he	was	gone	she	was	very	soon	in	bed	and	asleep,
and	dreaming	of	her	unknown	Prince.		She	thought	he	came	and	said	to	her:	
“Ah,	Beauty!	why	are	you	so	unkind	to	me?		I	fear	I	am	fated	to	be	unhappy

for	many	a	long	day	still.”
And	 then	her	 dreams	 changed,	 but	 the	 charming	Prince	 figured	 in	 them	all;

and	when	morning	came	her	first	thought	was	to	look	at	the	portrait,	and	see	if	it
was	really	like	him,	and	she	found	that	it	certainly	was.
This	morning	she	decided	 to	amuse	herself	 in	 the	garden,	 for	 the	sun	shone,



and	 all	 the	 fountains	 were	 playing;	 but	 she	 was	 astonished	 to	 find	 that	 every
place	was	familiar	to	her,	and	presently	she	came	to	the	brook	where	the	myrtle
trees	were	 growing	where	 she	 had	 first	met	 the	 Prince	 in	 her	 dream,	 and	 that
made	 her	 think	more	 than	 ever	 that	 he	must	 be	 kept	 a	 prisoner	 by	 the	Beast.	
When	she	was	tired	she	went	back	to	the	palace,	and	found	a	new	room	full	of
materials	for	every	kind	of	work—	ribbons	to	make	into	bows,	and	silks	to	work
into	 flowers.	 	Then	 there	was	an	aviary	 full	of	 rare	birds,	which	were	 so	 tame
that	they	flew	to	Beauty	as	soon	as	they	saw	her,	and	perched	upon	her	shoulders
and	her	head.
“Pretty	little	creatures,”	she	said,	“how	I	wish	that	your	cage	was	nearer	to	my

room,	that	I	might	often	hear	you	sing!”
So	saying	she	opened	a	door,	and	found,	to	her	delight,	that	it	led	into	her	own

room,	though	she	had	thought	it	was	quite	the	other	side	of	the	palace.
There	were	more	birds	in	a	room	farther	on,	parrots	and	cockatoos	that	could

talk,	and	they	greeted	Beauty	by	name;	 indeed,	she	found	them	so	entertaining
that	she	took	one	or	two	back	to	her	room,	and	they	talked	to	her	while	she	was
at	supper;	after	which	the	Beast	paid	her	his	usual	visit,	and	asked	her	the	same
questions	 as	 before,	 and	 then	with	 a	 gruff	 “good-night”	 he	 took	his	 departure,
and	Beauty	went	 to	 bed	 to	 dream	of	 her	mysterious	 Prince.	 	 The	 days	 passed
swiftly	 in	 different	 amusements,	 and	 after	 a	 while	 Beauty	 found	 out	 another
strange	thing	in	the	palace,	which	often	pleased	her	when	she	was	tired	of	being
alone.		There	was	one	room	which	she	had	not	noticed	particularly;	it	was	empty,
except	 that	under	each	of	 the	windows	stood	a	very	comfortable	chair;	and	the
first	 time	 she	had	 looked	out	of	 the	window	 it	 had	 seemed	 to	her	 that	 a	black
curtain	 prevented	 her	 from	 seeing	 anything	 outside.	 	 But	 the	 second	 time	 she
went	 into	 the	 room,	 happening	 to	 be	 tired,	 she	 sat	 down	 in	 one	 of	 the	 chairs,
when	instantly	the	curtain	was	rolled	aside,	and	a	most	amusing	pantomime	was
acted	 before	 her;	 there	were	 dances,	 and	 colored	 lights,	 and	music,	 and	 pretty
dresses,	and	it	was	all	so	gay	that	Beauty	was	in	ecstacies.		After	that	she	tried
the	 other	 seven	 windows	 in	 turn,	 and	 there	 was	 some	 new	 and	 surprising
entertainment	 to	 be	 seen	 from	 each	 of	 them,	 so	 that	 Beauty	 never	 could	 feel
lonely	 any	more.	 	 Every	 evening	 after	 supper	 the	 Beast	 came	 to	 see	 her,	 and
always	before	saying	good-night	asked	her	in	his	terrible	voice:	
“Beauty,	will	you	marry	me?”
And	it	seemed	to	Beauty,	now	she	understood	him	better,	that	when	she	said,

“No,	Beast,”	he	went	away	quite	sad.	 	But	her	happy	dreams	of	 the	handsome
young	Prince	soon	made	her	forget	the	poor	Beast,	and	the	only	thing	that	at	all
disturbed	her	was	 to	be	constantly	 told	 to	distrust	appearances,	 to	 let	her	heart
guide	her,	 and	not	her	 eyes,	 and	many	other	 equally	perplexing	 things,	which,



consider	as	she	would,	she	could	not	understand.
So	everything	went	on	for	a	long	time,	until	at	last,	happy	as	she	was,	Beauty

began	 to	 long	 for	 the	 sight	 of	 her	 father	 and	her	 brothers	 and	 sisters;	 and	one
night,	seeing	her	look	very	sad,	the	Beast	asked	her	what	was	the	matter.		Beauty
had	quite	ceased	to	be	afraid	of	him.		Now	she	knew	that	he	was	really	gentle	in
spite	of	his	ferocious	looks	and	his	dreadful	voice.		So	she	answered	that	she	was
longing	to	see	her	home	once	more.		Upon	hearing	this	the	Beast	seemed	sadly
distressed,	and	cried	miserably.
“Ah!		Beauty,	have	you	the	heart	to	desert	an	unhappy	Beast	like	this?		What

more	do	you	want	to	make	you	happy?		Is	it	because	you	hate	me	that	you	want
to	escape?”
“No,	dear	Beast,”	answered	Beauty	softly,	“I	do	not	hate	you,	and	I	should	be

very	sorry	never	to	see	you	any	more,	but	I	long	to	see	my	father	again.		Only	let
me	go	for	two	months,	and	I	promise	to	come	back	to	you	and	stay	for	the	rest	of
my	life.”
The	Beast,	who	had	been	sighing	dolefully	while	she	spoke,	now	replied:	
“I	cannot	refuse	you	anything	you	ask,	even	though	it	should	cost	me	my	life.	

Take	 the	 four	boxes	you	will	 find	 in	 the	 room	next	 to	your	own,	and	fill	 them
with	 everything	 you	wish	 to	 take	with	 you.	 	But	 remember	 your	 promise	 and
come	back	when	the	two	months	are	over,	or	you	may	have	cause	to	repent	it,	for
if	you	do	not	come	in	good	time	you	will	find	your	faithful	Beast	dead.		You	will
not	need	any	chariot	to	bring	you	back.	 	Only	say	good-by	to	all	your	brothers
and	sisters	the	night	before	you	come	away,	and	when	you	have	gone	to	bed	turn
this	ring	round	upon	your	finger	and	say	firmly:		’I	wish	to	go	back	to	my	palace
and	see	my	Beast	again.’	 	Good-night,	Beauty.	 	Fear	nothing,	sleep	peacefully,
and	before	long	you	shall	see	your	father	once	more.”
As	soon	as	Beauty	was	alone	she	hastened	 to	fill	 the	boxes	with	all	 the	rare

and	precious	things	she	saw	about	her,	and	only	when	she	was	tired	of	heaping
things	into	them	did	they	seem	to	be	full.
Then	she	went	to	bed,	but	could	hardly	sleep	for	joy.		And	when	at	last	she	did

begin	to	dream	of	her	beloved	Prince	she	was	grieved	to	see	him	stretched	upon
a	grassy	bank,	sad	and	weary,	and	hardly	like	himself.
“What	is	the	matter?”	she	cried.
He	looked	at	her	reproachfully,	and	said:	
“How	 can	 you	 ask	 me,	 cruel	 one?	 	 Are	 you	 not	 leaving	 me	 to	 my	 death

perhaps?”
“Ah!	 don’t	 be	 so	 sorrowful,”	 cried	 Beauty;	 “I	 am	 only	 going	 to	 assure	my

father	that	I	am	safe	and	happy.		I	have	promised	the	Beast	faithfully	that	I	will
come	back,	and	he	would	die	of	grief	if	I	did	not	keep	my	word!”



“What	 would	 that	 matter	 to	 you?”	 said	 the	 Prince	 “Surely	 you	 would	 not
care?”
“Indeed,	I	should	be	ungrateful	if	I	did	not	care	for	such	a	kind	Beast,”	cried

Beauty	indignantly.		“I	would	die	to	save	him	from	pain.		I	assure	you	it	is	not
his	fault	that	he	is	so	ugly.”
Just	 then	 a	 strange	 sound	 woke	 her—	 someone	 was	 speaking	 not	 very	 far

away;	 and	 opening	 her	 eyes	 she	 found	 herself	 in	 a	 room	 she	 had	 never	 seen
before,	which	was	certainly	not	nearly	so	splendid	as	 those	she	was	used	 to	 in
the	Beast’s	palace.	 	Where	could	 she	be?	 	She	got	up	and	dressed	hastily,	 and
then	saw	that	 the	boxes	she	had	packed	the	night	before	were	all	 in	 the	room.	
While	 she	was	wondering	 by	what	magic	 the	Beast	 had	 transported	 them	 and
herself	to	this	strange	place	she	suddenly	heard	her	father’s	voice,	and	rushed	out
and	 greeted	 him	 joyfully.	 	 Her	 brothers	 and	 sisters	 were	 all	 astonished	 at	 her
appearance,	as	they	had	never	expected	to	see	her	again,	and	there	was	no	end	to
the	 questions	 they	 asked	 her.	 	 She	 had	 also	 much	 to	 hear	 about	 what	 had
happened	 to	 them	while	she	was	away,	and	of	her	 father’s	 journey	home.	 	But
when	 they	heard	 that	she	had	only	come	to	be	with	 them	for	a	short	 time,	and
then	must	go	back	 to	 the	Beast’s	 palace	 for	 ever,	 they	 lamented	 loudly.	 	Then
Beauty	 asked	 her	 father	what	 he	 thought	 could	 be	 the	meaning	 of	 her	 strange
dreams,	and	why	the	Prince	constantly	begged	her	not	 to	 trust	 to	appearances.	
After	much	 consideration,	 he	 answered:	 	 “You	 tell	me	yourself	 that	 the	Beast,
frightful	as	he	is,	loves	you	dearly,	and	deserves	your	love	and	gratitude	for	his
gentleness	 and	 kindness;	 I	 think	 the	 Prince	must	mean	 you	 to	 understand	 that
you	ought	to	reward	him	by	doing	as	he	wishes	you	to,	in	spite	of	his	ugliness.”
Beauty	could	not	help	seeing	 that	 this	seemed	very	probable;	still,	when	she

thought	of	her	dear	Prince	who	was	so	handsome,	she	did	not	feel	at	all	inclined
to	marry	the	Beast.		At	any	rate,	for	two	months	she	need	not	decide,	but	could
enjoy	herself	with	her	sisters.		But	though	they	were	rich	now,	and	lived	in	town
again,	and	had	plenty	of	acquaintances,	Beauty	 found	 that	nothing	amused	her
very	 much;	 and	 she	 often	 thought	 of	 the	 palace,	 where	 she	 was	 so	 happy,
especially	as	at	home	she	never	once	dreamed	of	her	dear	Prince,	 and	 she	 felt
quite	sad	without	him.
Then	her	sisters	seemed	to	have	got	quite	used	to	being	without	her,	and	even

found	 her	 rather	 in	 the	way,	 so	 she	would	 not	 have	 been	 sorry	when	 the	 two
months	were	over	but	 for	her	 father	and	brothers,	who	begged	her	 to	stay,	and
seemed	so	grieved	at	the	thought	of	her	departure	that	she	had	not	the	courage	to
say	good-by	to	them.		Every	day	when	she	got	up	she	meant	to	say	it	at	night,
and	when	night	came	she	put	 it	off	again,	until	at	 last	 she	had	a	dismal	dream
which	 helped	 her	 to	make	 up	 her	mind.	 	 She	 thought	 she	was	wandering	 in	 a



lonely	path	in	the	palace	gardens,	when	she	heard	groans	which	seemed	to	come
from	some	bushes	hiding	the	entrance	of	a	cave,	and	running	quickly	to	see	what
could	be	the	matter,	she	found	the	Beast	stretched	out	upon	his	side,	apparently
dying.		He	reproached	her	faintly	with	being	the	cause	of	his	distress,	and	at	the
same	moment	a	stately	lady	appeared,	and	said	very	gravely:	
“Ah!	 	Beauty,	 you	 are	 only	 just	 in	 time	 to	 save	his	 life.	 	 See	what	 happens

when	people	do	not	keep	their	promises!		If	you	had	delayed	one	day	more,	you
would	have	found	him	dead.”
Beauty	was	so	terrified	by	this	dream	that	the	next	morning	she	announced	her

intention	 of	 going	 back	 at	 once,	 and	 that	 very	 night	 she	 said	 good-by	 to	 her
father	and	all	her	brothers	and	sisters,	and	as	soon	as	she	was	in	bed	she	turned
her	ring	round	upon	her	finger,	and	said	firmly,	“I	wish	to	go	back	to	my	palace
and	see	my	Beast	again,”	as	she	had	been	told	to	do.
Then	 she	 fell	 asleep	 instantly,	 and	 only	 woke	 up	 to	 hear	 the	 clock	 saying

“Beauty,	Beauty”	twelve	times	in	its	musical	voice,	which	told	her	at	once	that
she	was	really	in	the	palace	once	more.		Everything	was	just	as	before,	and	her
birds	were	so	glad	to	see	her!		But	Beauty	thought	she	had	never	known	such	a
long	 day,	 for	 she	 was	 so	 anxious	 to	 see	 the	 Beast	 again	 that	 she	 felt	 as	 if
suppertime	would	never	come.
But	when	 it	 did	 come	 and	no	Beast	 appeared	 she	was	 really	 frightened;	 so,

after	 listening	 and	 waiting	 for	 a	 long	 time,	 she	 ran	 down	 into	 the	 garden	 to
search	 for	him.	 	Up	and	down	 the	paths	 and	 avenues	 ran	poor	Beauty,	 calling
him	in	vain,	for	no	one	answered,	and	not	a	trace	of	him	could	she	find;	until	at
last,	quite	 tired,	she	stopped	for	a	minute’s	rest,	and	saw	that	she	was	standing
opposite	 the	 shady	path	 she	had	 seen	 in	her	dream.	 	She	 rushed	down	 it,	 and,
sure	 enough,	 there	 was	 the	 cave,	 and	 in	 it	 lay	 the	 Beast—	 asleep,	 as	 Beauty
thought.		Quite	glad	to	have	found	him,	she	ran	up	and	stroked	his	head,	but,	to
her	horror,	he	did	not	move	or	open	his	eyes.
“Oh!	he	is	dead;	and	it	is	all	my	fault,”	said	Beauty,	crying	bitterly.
But	 then,	 looking	 at	 him	 again,	 she	 fancied	 he	 still	 breathed,	 and,	 hastily

fetching	 some	water	 from	 the	 nearest	 fountain,	 she	 sprinkled	 it	 over	 his	 face,
and,	to	her	great	delight,	he	began	to	revive.
“Oh!		Beast,	how	you	frightened	me!”	she	cried.		“I	never	knew	how	much	I

loved	you	until	just	now,	when	I	feared	I	was	too	late	to	save	your	life.”
“Can	you	really	 love	such	an	ugly	creature	as	I	am?”	said	 the	Beast	faintly.	

“Ah!	 	Beauty,	you	only	came	 just	 in	 time.	 	 I	was	dying	because	I	 thought	you
had	forgotten	your	promise.		But	go	back	now	and	rest,	I	shall	see	you	again	by
and	by.”
Beauty,	who	had	half	expected	that	he	would	be	angry	with	her,	was	reassured



by	his	gentle	voice,	and	went	back	to	the	palace,	where	supper	was	awaiting	her;
and	 afterward	 the	 Beast	 came	 in	 as	 usual,	 and	 talked	 about	 the	 time	 she	 had
spent	with	her	father,	asking	if	she	had	enjoyed	herself,	and	if	they	had	all	been
very	glad	to	see	her.
Beauty	answered	politely,	and	quite	enjoyed	telling	him	all	that	had	happened

to	her.		And	when	at	last	the	time	came	for	him	to	go,	and	he	asked,	as	he	had	so
often	asked	before,	“Beauty,	will	you	marry	me?”
She	answered	softly,	“Yes,	dear	Beast.”
As	 she	 spoke	 a	 blaze	 of	 light	 sprang	 up	 before	 the	windows	 of	 the	 palace;

fireworks	crackled	and	guns	banged,	and	across	 the	avenue	of	orange	 trees,	 in
letters	all	made	of	fire-flies,	was	written:		“Long	live	the	Prince	and	his	Bride.”
Turning	 to	 ask	 the	Beast	what	 it	 could	 all	mean,	 Beauty	 found	 that	 he	 had

disappeared,	and	in	his	place	stood	her	long-loved	Prince!		At	the	same	moment
the	wheels	of	a	chariot	were	heard	upon	the	terrace,	and	two	ladies	entered	the
room.	 	One	of	 them	Beauty	 recognized	as	 the	 stately	 lady	she	had	seen	 in	her
dreams;	the	other	was	also	so	grand	and	queenly	that	Beauty	hardly	knew	which
to	greet	first.
But	the	one	she	already	knew	said	to	her	companion:	
“Well,	Queen,	this	is	Beauty,	who	has	had	the	courage	to	rescue	your	son	from

the	terrible	enchantment.		They	love	one	another,	and	only	your	consent	to	their
marriage	is	wanting	to	make	them	perfectly	happy.”
“I	consent	with	all	my	heart,”	cried	 the	Queen.	 	“How	can	I	ever	 thank	you

enough,	charming	girl,	for	having	restored	my	dear	son	to	his	natural	form?”
And	then	she	tenderly	embraced	Beauty	and	the	Prince,	who	had	meanwhile

been	greeting	the	Fairy	and	receiving	her	congratulations.
“Now,”	said	the	Fairy	to	Beauty,	“I	suppose	you	would	like	me	to	send	for	all

your	brothers	and	sisters	to	dance	at	your	wedding?”
And	so	she	did,	and	 the	marriage	was	celebrated	 the	very	next	day	with	 the

utmost	splendor,	and	Beauty	and	the	Prince	lived	happily	ever	after.



The	Master-Maid

Once	upon	a	time	there	was	a	king	who	had	many	sons.		I	do	not	exactly	know
how	many	there	were,	but	the	youngest	of	them	could	not	stay	quietly	at	home,
and	was	determined	 to	go	out	 into	 the	world	and	 try	his	 luck,	and	after	a	 long
time	the	King	was	forced	to	give	him	leave	to	go.		When	he	had	traveled	about
for	several	days,	he	came	to	a	giant’s	house,	and	hired	himself	to	the	giant	as	a
servant.	 	In	the	morning	the	giant	had	to	go	out	 to	pasture	his	goats,	and	as	he
was	leaving	the	house	he	told	the	King’s	son	that	he	must	clean	out	the	stable.	
“And	after	you	have	done	that,”	he	said,	“you	need	not	do	any	more	work	to-day,
for	you	have	come	to	a	kind	master,	and	that	you	shall	find.		But	what	I	set	you
to	do	must	be	done	both	well	and	 thoroughly,	and	you	must	on	no	account	go
into	any	of	the	rooms	which	lead	out	of	the	room	in	which	you	slept	last	night.	
If	you	do,	I	will	take	your	life.”
“Well	 to	 be	 sure,	 he	 is	 an	 easy	 master!”	 said	 the	 Prince	 to	 himself	 as	 he

walked	up	and	down	the	room	humming	and	singing,	for	he	thought	there	would
be	plenty	of	time	left	to	clean	out	the	stable;	“but	it	would	be	amusing	to	steal	a
glance	 into	 his	 other	 rooms	 as	 well,”	 thought	 the	 Prince,	 “for	 there	 must	 be
something	that	he	is	afraid	of	my	seeing,	as	I	am	not	allowed	to	enter	them.”		So
he	 went	 into	 the	 first	 room.	 	 A	 cauldron	 was	 hanging	 from	 the	 walls;	 it	 was
boiling,	but	the	Prince	could	see	no	fire	under	it.		“I	wonder	what	is	inside	it,”	he
thought,	and	dipped	a	lock	of	his	hair	in,	and	the	hair	became	just	as	if	it	were	all
made	of	copper.	 	“That’s	a	nice	kind	of	soup.	 	 If	anyone	were	 to	 taste	 that	his
throat	would	be	gilded,”	said	the	youth,	and	then	he	went	into	the	next	chamber.	
There,	 too,	 a	 cauldron	 was	 hanging	 from	 the	 wall,	 bubbling	 and	 boiling,	 but
there	was	no	fire	under	this	either.		“I	will	just	try	what	this	is	like	too,”	said	the
Prince,	thrusting	another	lock	of	his	hair	into	it,	and	it	came	out	silvered	over.	
“Such	costly	soup	is	not	to	be	had	in	my	father’s	palace,”	said	the	Prince;	“but
everything	 depends	 on	 how	 it	 tastes,”	 and	 then	 he	 went	 into	 the	 third	 room.	
There,	too,	a	cauldron	was	hanging	from	the	wall,	boiling,	exactly	the	same	as	in
the	 two	 other	 rooms,	 and	 the	 Prince	 took	 pleasure	 in	 trying	 this	 also,	 so	 he
dipped	a	lock	of	hair	in,	and	it	came	out	so	brightly	gilded	that	it	shone	again.	
“Some	talk	about	going	from	bad	to	worse,”	said	the	Prince;	“but	 this	 is	better
and	better.		If	he	boils	gold	here,	what	can	he	boil	in	there?”	He	was	determined
to	see,	and	went	through	the	door	into	the	fourth	room.		No	cauldron	was	to	be
seen	there,	but	on	a	bench	someone	was	seated	who	was	like	a	king’s	daughter,
but,	whosoever	she	was,	she	was	so	beautiful	that	never	in	the	Prince’s	life	had
he	seen	her	equal.



“Oh!	in	heaven’s	name	what	are	you	doing	here?”	said	she	who	sat	upon	the
bench.
“I	took	the	place	of	servant	here	yesterday,”	said	the	Prince.
“May	you	soon	have	a	better	place,	if	you	have	come	to	serve	here!”	said	she.
“Oh,	but	I	think	I	have	got	a	kind	master,”	said	the	Prince.		“He	has	not	given

me	hard	work	to	do	to-day.		When	I	have	cleaned	out	the	stable	I	shall	be	done.”
“Yes,	but	how	will	you	be	able	to	do	that?”	she	asked	again.		“If	you	clean	it

out	as	other	people	do,	 ten	pitchforksful	will	come	in	for	every	one	you	 throw
out.	 	 But	 I	 will	 teach	 you	 how	 to	 do	 it;	 you	must	 turn	 your	 pitchfork	 upside
down,	and	work	with	the	handle,	and	then	all	will	fly	out	of	its	own	accord.”
“Yes,	I	will	attend	to	that,”	said	the	Prince,	and	stayed	sitting	where	he	was	the

whole	 day,	 for	 it	 was	 soon	 settled	 between	 them	 that	 they	 would	marry	 each
other,	he	and	the	King’s	daughter;	so	 the	first	day	of	his	service	with	 the	giant
did	not	seem	long	to	him.		But	when	evening	was	drawing	near	she	said	that	it
would	now	be	better	for	him	to	clean	out	the	stable	before	the	giant	came	home.	
When	he	got	 there	he	had	a	 fancy	 to	 try	 if	what	 she	had	said	were	 true,	 so	he
began	 to	work	 in	 the	 same	way	 that	 he	 had	 seen	 the	 stable-boys	 doing	 in	 his
father’s	 stables,	 but	 he	 soon	 saw	 that	 he	must	 give	 up	 that,	 for	 when	 he	 had
worked	a	very	short	time	he	had	scarcely	any	room	left	to	stand.		So	he	did	what
the	 Princess	 had	 taught	 him,	 turned	 the	 pitchfork	 round,	 and	worked	with	 the
handle,	and	in	the	twinkling	of	an	eye	the	stable	was	as	clean	as	if	 it	had	been
scoured.		When	he	had	done	that,	he	went	back	again	into	the	room	in	which	the
giant	had	given	him	leave	to	stay,	and	there	he	walked	backward	and	forward	on
the	floor,	and	began	to	hum	and	sing.
Then	 came	 the	 giant	 home	with	 the	 goats.	 	 “Have	 you	 cleaned	 the	 stable?”

asked	the	giant.
“Yes,	now	it	is	clean	and	sweet,	master,”	said	the	King’s	son.
“I	shall	see	about	that,”	said	the	giant,	and	went	round	to	the	stable,	but	it	was

just	as	the	Prince	had	said.
“You	have	certainly	been	 talking	 to	my	Master-maid,	 for	you	never	got	 that

out	of	your	own	head,”	said	the	giant.
“Master-maid!		What	kind	of	a	thing	is	that,	master?”	said	the	Prince,	making

himself	look	as	stupid	as	an	ass;	“I	should	like	to	see	that.”
“Well,	you	will	see	her	quite	soon	enough,”	said	the	giant.
On	the	second	morning	the	giant	had	again	to	go	out	with	his	goats,	so	he	told

the	Prince	that	on	that	day	he	was	to	fetch	home	his	horse,	which	was	out	on	the
mountain-side,	 and	 when	 he	 had	 done	 that	 he	 might	 rest	 himself	 for	 the
remainder	of	 the	day,	“for	you	have	come	 to	a	kind	master,	 and	 that	you	shall
find,”	 said	 the	 giant	 once	more.	 	 “But	 do	 not	 go	 into	 any	 of	 the	 rooms	 that	 I



spoke	of	yesterday,	or	I	will	wring	your	head	off,”	said	he,	and	then	went	away
with	his	flock	of	goats.
“Yes,	indeed,	you	are	a	kind	master,”	said	the	Prince;	“but	I	will	go	in	and	talk

to	 the	Master-maid	 again;	 perhaps	 before	 long	 she	may	 like	 better	 to	 be	mine
than	yours.”
So	he	went	to	her.		Then	she	asked	him	what	he	had	to	do	that	day.
“Oh!	not	very	dangerous	work,	I	fancy,”	said	the	King’s	son.		“I	have	only	to

go	up	the	mountain-side	after	his	horse.”
“Well,	how	do	you	mean	to	set	about	it?”	asked	the	Master-maid.
“Oh!	 there	 is	 no	 great	 art	 in	 riding	 a	 horse	 home,”	 said	 the	King’s	 son.	 	 “I

think	I	must	have	ridden	friskier	horses	before	now.”
“Yes,	but	it	is	not	so	easy	a	thing	as	you	think	to	ride	the	horse	home,”	said	the

Master-maid;	“but	 I	will	 teach	you	what	 to	do.	 	When	you	go	near	 it,	 fire	will
burst	out	of	 its	nostrils	 like	 flames	 from	a	pine	 torch;	but	be	very	careful,	 and
take	the	bridle	which	is	hanging	by	the	door	there,	and	fling	the	bit	straight	into
his	jaws,	and	then	it	will	become	so	tame	that	you	will	be	able	to	do	what	you
like	with	it.”		He	said	he	would	bear	this	in	mind,	and	then	he	again	sat	in	there
the	whole	day	by	the	Master-maid,	and	they	chatted	and	talked	of	one	thing	and
another,	 but	 the	 first	 thing	 and	 the	 last	 now	was,	 how	 happy	 and	 delightful	 it
would	be	if	they	could	but	marry	each	other,	and	get	safely	away	from	the	giant;
and	the	Prince	would	have	forgotten	both	the	mountain-side	and	the	horse	if	the
Master-maid	had	not	reminded	him	of	them	as	evening	drew	near,	and	said	that
now	it	would	be	better	if	he	went	to	fetch	the	horse	before	the	giant	came.		So	he
did	 this,	 and	 took	 the	bridle	which	was	hanging	on	a	crook,	 and	 strode	up	 the
mountain-side,	and	it	was	not	long	before	he	met	with	the	horse,	and	fire	and	red
flames	 streamed	 forth	 out	 of	 its	 nostrils.	 	But	 the	 youth	 carefully	watched	 his
opportunity,	 and	 just	 as	 it	was	 rushing	at	him	with	open	 jaws	he	 threw	 the	bit
straight	into	its	mouth,	and	the	horse	stood	as	quiet	as	a	young	lamb,	and	there
was	no	difficulty	at	 all	 in	getting	 it	home	 to	 the	 stable.	 	Then	 the	Prince	went
back	into	his	room	again,	and	began	to	hum	and	to	sing.
Toward	evening	the	giant	came	home.		“Have	you	fetched	the	horse	back	from

the	mountain-side?”	he	asked.
“That	I	have,	master;	it	was	an	amusing	horse	to	ride,	but	I	rode	him	straight

home,	and	put	him	in	the	stable	too,”	said	the	Prince.
“I	will	see	about	that,”	said	the	giant,	and	went	out	to	the	stable,	but	the	horse

was	standing	there	just	as	the	Prince	had	said.		“You	have	certainly	been	talking
with	my	Master-maid,	 for	 you	 never	 got	 that	 out	 of	 your	 own	head,”	 said	 the
giant	again.
“Yesterday,	 master,	 you	 talked	 about	 this	 Master-maid,	 and	 to-day	 you	 are



talking	about	her;	ah,	heaven	bless	you,	master,	why	will	you	not	show	me	the
thing?	for	it	would	be	a	real	pleasure	to	me	to	see	it,”	said	the	Prince,	who	again
pretended	to	be	silly	and	stupid.
“Oh!	you	will	see	her	quite	soon	enough,”	said	the	giant.
On	the	morning	of	the	third	day	the	giant	again	had	to	go	into	the	wood	with

the	goats.		“To-day	you	must	go	underground	and	fetch	my	taxes,”	he	said	to	the
Prince.	 	“When	you	have	done	this,	you	may	rest	for	the	remainder	of	the	day,
for	 you	 shall	 see	 what	 an	 easy	master	 you	 have	 come	 to,”	 and	 then	 he	 went
away.
“Well,	however	easy	a	master	you	may	be,	you	set	me	very	hard	work	to	do,”

thought	the	Prince;	“but	I	will	see	if	I	cannot	find	your	Master-maid;	you	say	she
is	yours,	but	for	all	that	she	may	be	able	to	tell	me	what	to	do	now,”	and	he	went
back	to	her.		So,	when	the	Master-maid	asked	him	what	the	giant	had	set	him	to
do	that	day,	he	told	her	that	he	was	to	go	underground	and	get	the	taxes.
“And	how	will	you	set	about	that?”	said	the	Master-maid.
“Oh!	you	must	 tell	me	how	 to	do	 it,”	 said	 the	Prince,	 “for	 I	 have	never	yet

been	underground,	and	even	if	I	knew	the	way	I	do	not	know	how	much	I	am	to
demand.”
“Oh!	yes,	 I	will	 soon	 tell	you	 that;	you	must	go	 to	 the	 rock	 there	under	 the

mountain-ridge,	 and	 take	 the	 club	 that	 is	 there,	 and	knock	on	 the	 rocky	wall,”
said	the	Master-maid.		“Then	someone	will	come	out	who	will	sparkle	with	fire;
you	 shall	 tell	 him	your	 errand,	 and	when	he	 asks	 you	how	much	you	want	 to
have	you	are	to	say:		‘As	much	as	I	can	carry.’”
“Yes,	I	will	keep	that	in	mind,”	said	he,	and	then	he	sat	there	with	the	Master-

maid	the	whole	day,	until	night	drew	near,	and	he	would	gladly	have	stayed	there
till	now	if	 the	Master-maid	had	not	 reminded	him	 that	 it	was	 time	 to	be	off	 to
fetch	the	taxes	before	the	giant	came.
So	he	set	out	on	his	way,	and	did	exactly	what	the	Master-maid	had	told	him.	

He	went	to	the	rocky	wall,	and	took	the	club,	and	knocked	on	it.		Then	came	one
so	full	of	sparks	that	they	flew	both	out	of	his	eyes	and	his	nose.		“What	do	you
want?”	said	he.
“I	 was	 to	 come	 here	 for	 the	 giant,	 and	 demand	 the	 tax	 for	 him,”	 said	 the

King’s	son.
“How	much	are	you	to	have	then?”	said	the	other.
“I	ask	for	no	more	than	I	am	able	to	carry	with	me,”	said	the	Prince.
“It	is	well	for	you	that	you	have	not	asked	for	a	horse-load,”	said	he	who	had

come	out	of	the	rock.		“But	now	come	in	with	me.”
This	 the	Prince	did,	 and	what	 a	 quantity	 of	 gold	 and	 silver	 he	 saw!	 	 It	was

lying	inside	the	mountain	like	heaps	of	stones	in	a	waste	place,	and	he	got	a	load



that	was	as	large	as	he	was	able	to	carry,	and	with	that	he	went	his	way.		So	in
the	evening,	when	the	giant	came	home	with	the	goats,	the	Prince	went	into	the
chamber	and	hummed	and	sang	again	as	he	had	done	on	the	other	two	evenings.
“Have	you	been	for	the	tax?”	said	the	giant.
“Yes,	that	I	have,	master,”	said	the	Prince.
“Where	have	you	put	it	then?”	said	the	giant	again.
“The	bag	of	gold	is	standing	there	on	the	bench,”	said	the	Prince.
“I	will	see	about	that,”	said	the	giant,	and	went	away	to	the	bench,	but	the	bag

was	standing	there,	and	it	was	so	full	that	gold	and	silver	dropped	out	when	the
giant	untied	the	string.
“You	have	certainly	been	talking	with	my	Master-maid!”	said	the	giant,	“and

if	you	have	I	will	wring	your	neck.”
“Master-maid?”	 said	 the	 Prince;	 “yesterday	 my	 master	 talked	 about	 this

Master-maid,	and	to-day	he	is	talking	about	her	again,	and	the	first	day	of	all	it
was	talk	of	the	same	kind.		I	do	wish	I	could	see	the	thing	myself,”	said	he.
“Yes,	yes,	wait	till	to-morrow,”	said	the	giant,	“and	then	I	myself	will	take	you

to	her.”
“Ah!	master,	 I	 thank	you—	but	 you	 are	only	mocking	me,”	 said	 the	King’s

son.
Next	day	the	giant	took	him	to	the	Master-maid.		“Now	you	shall	kill	him,	and

boil	him	in	the	great	big	cauldron	you	know	of,	and	when	you	have	got	the	broth
ready	give	me	a	call,”	said	the	giant;	then	he	lay	down	on	the	bench	to	sleep,	and
almost	 immediately	 began	 to	 snore	 so	 that	 it	 sounded	 like	 thunder	 among	 the
hills.
So	the	Master-maid	took	a	knife,	and	cut	the	Prince’s	little	finger,	and	dropped

three	 drops	 of	 blood	upon	 a	wooden	 stool;	 then	 she	 took	 all	 the	 old	 rags,	 and
shoe-soles,	 and	 all	 the	 rubbish	 she	 could	 lay	 hands	 on,	 and	 put	 them	 in	 the
cauldron;	 and	 then	 she	 filled	a	 chest	with	gold	dust,	 and	a	 lump	of	 salt,	 and	a
water-flask	which	was	hanging	by	the	door,	and	she	also	took	with	her	a	golden
apple,	and	two	gold	chickens;	and	then	she	and	the	Prince	went	away	with	all	the
speed	they	could,	and	when	they	had	gone	a	little	way	they	came	to	the	sea,	and
then	 they	 sailed,	 but	 where	 they	 got	 the	 ship	 from	 I	 have	 never	 been	 able	 to
learn.
Now,	when	the	giant	had	slept	a	good	long	time,	he	began	to	stretch	himself

on	the	bench	on	which	he	was	lying.		“Will	it	soon	boil?”	said	he.
“It	is	just	beginning,”	said	the	first	drop	of	blood	on	the	stool.
So	the	giant	lay	down	to	sleep	again,	and	slept	for	a	long,	long	time.		Then	he

began	to	move	about	a	little	again.		“Will	it	soon	be	ready	now?”	said	he,	but	he
did	not	 look	up	this	 time	any	more	 than	he	had	done	the	first	 time,	for	he	was



still	half	asleep.
“Half	done!”	said	the	second	drop	of	blood,	and	the	giant	believed	it	was	the

Master-maid	again,	and	turned	himself	on	the	bench,	and	lay	down	to	sleep	once
more.	 	When	he	had	slept	again	for	many	hours,	he	began	to	move	and	stretch
himself.		“Is	it	not	done	yet?”	said	he.
“It	is	quite	ready,”	said	the	third	drop	of	blood.		Then	the	giant	began	to	sit	up

and	rub	his	eyes,	but	he	could	not	see	who	it	was	who	had	spoken	to	him,	so	he
asked	for	the	Master-maid,	and	called	her.		But	there	was	no	one	to	give	him	an
answer.
“Ah!	well,	she	has	just	stolen	out	for	a	little,”	thought	the	giant,	and	he	took	a

spoon,	and	went	off	to	the	cauldron	to	have	a	taste;	but	there	was	nothing	in	it
but	 shoe-soles,	 and	 rags,	 and	 such	 trumpery	 as	 that,	 and	 all	 was	 boiled	 up
together,	so	that	he	could	not	tell	whether	it	was	porridge	or	milk	pottage.		When
he	saw	this,	he	understood	what	had	happened,	and	fell	into	such	a	rage	that	he
hardly	knew	what	he	was	doing.		Away	he	went	after	the	Prince	and	the	Master-
maid	so	 fast	 that	 the	wind	whistled	behind	him,	and	 it	was	not	 long	before	he
came	to	the	water,	but	he	could	not	get	over	it.	 	“Well,	well,	I	will	soon	find	a
cure	for	that;	I	have	only	to	call	my	river-sucker,”	said	the	giant,	and	he	did	call
him.		So	his	river-sucker	came	and	lay	down,	and	drank	one,	two,	three	draughts,
and	with	that	the	water	in	the	sea	fell	so	low	that	the	giant	saw	the	Master-maid
and	the	Prince	out	on	the	sea	in	their	ship.		“Now	you	must	throw	out	the	lump
of	salt,”	said	the	Master-maid,	and	the	Prince	did	so,	and	it	grew	up	into	such	a
great	high	mountain	 right	 across	 the	 sea	 that	 the	giant	 could	not	 come	over	 it,
and	 the	 river-sucker	 could	not	 drink	 any	more	water.	 	 “Well,	well,	 I	will	 soon
find	 a	 cure	 for	 that,”	 said	 the	giant,	 so	he	 called	 to	his	 hill-borer	 to	 come	and
bore	through	the	mountain	so	that	the	river-sucker	might	be	able	to	drink	up	the
water	again.		But	just	as	the	hole	was	made,	and	the	river-sucker	was	beginning
to	drink,	 the	Master-maid	 told	 the	Prince	 to	 throw	one	or	 two	drops	out	of	 the
flask,	 and	when	 he	 did	 this	 the	 sea	 instantly	 became	 full	 of	 water	 again,	 and
before	 the	river-sucker	could	 take	one	drink	 they	reached	the	 land	and	were	 in
safety.	 	 So	 they	 determined	 to	 go	 home	 to	 the	 Prince’s	 father,	 but	 the	 Prince
would	on	no	account	permit	the	Master-maid	to	walk	there,	for	he	thought	that	it
was	unbecoming	either	for	her	or	for	him	to	go	on	foot.
“Wait	 here	 the	 least	 little	 bit	 of	 time,	while	 I	 go	home	 for	 the	 seven	horses

which	stand	in	my	father’s	stable,”	said	he;	“it	is	not	far	off,	and	I	shall	not	be
long	away,	but	I	will	not	let	my	betrothed	bride	go	on	foot	to	the	palace.”
“Oh!	no,	do	not	go,	 for	 if	you	go	home	to	 the	King’s	palace	you	will	 forget

me,	I	foresee	that.”
“How	could	I	forget	you?		We	have	suffered	so	much	evil	together,	and	love



each	 other	 so	much,”	 said	 the	 Prince;	 and	 he	 insisted	 on	 going	 home	 for	 the
coach	with	the	seven	horses,	and	she	was	to	wait	for	him	there,	by	the	sea-shore.	
So	at	last	the	Master-maid	had	to	yield,	for	he	was	so	absolutely	determined	to
do	 it.	 	 “But	when	you	get	 there	you	must	not	even	give	yourself	 time	 to	greet
anyone,	but	go	straight	into	the	stable,	and	take	the	horses,	and	put	them	in	the
coach,	and	drive	back	as	quickly	as	you	can.		For	they	will	all	come	round	about
you;	 but	 you	must	 behave	 just	 as	 if	 you	 did	 not	 see	 them,	 and	 on	 no	 account
must	you	taste	anything,	for	if	you	do	it	will	cause	great	misery	both	to	you	and
to	me,”	said	she;	and	this	he	promised.
But	when	he	got	home	to	the	King’s	palace	one	of	his	brothers	was	just	going

to	be	married,	and	the	bride	and	all	her	kith	and	kin	had	come	to	the	palace;	so
they	all	thronged	round	him,	and	questioned	him	about	this	and	that,	and	wanted
him	 to	 go	 in	with	 them;	 but	 he	 behaved	 as	 if	 he	 did	 not	 see	 them,	 and	went
straight	to	the	stable,	and	got	out	the	horses	and	began	to	harness	them.		When
they	saw	that	 they	could	not	by	any	means	prevail	on	him	to	go	 in	with	 them,
they	came	out	to	him	with	meat	and	drink,	and	the	best	of	everything	that	they
had	 prepared	 for	 the	 wedding;	 but	 the	 Prince	 refused	 to	 touch	 anything,	 and
would	do	nothing	but	put	the	horses	in	as	quickly	as	he	could.		At	last,	however,
the	bride’s	sister	rolled	an	apple	across	the	yard	to	him,	and	said:		“As	you	won’t
eat	 anything	 else,	 you	 may	 like	 to	 take	 a	 bite	 of	 that,	 for	 you	 must	 be	 both
hungry	and	thirsty	after	your	long	journey.”		And	he	took	up	the	apple	and	bit	a
piece	out	of	it.		But	no	sooner	had	he	got	the	piece	of	apple	in	his	mouth	than	he
forgot	the	Master-maid	and	that	he	was	to	go	back	in	the	coach	to	fetch	her.
“I	think	I	must	be	mad!	what	do	I	want	with	this	coach	and	horses?”	said	he;

and	then	he	put	the	horses	back	into	the	stable,	and	went	into	the	King’s	palace,
and	there	it	was	settled	that	he	should	marry	the	bride’s	sister,	who	had	rolled	the
apple	to	him.
The	Master-maid	 sat	 by	 the	 sea-shore	 for	 a	 long,	 long	 time,	waiting	 for	 the

Prince,	but	no	Prince	came.		So	she	went	away,	and	when	she	had	walked	a	short
distance	she	came	to	a	little	hut	which	stood	all	alone	in	a	small	wood,	hard	by
the	 King’s	 palace.	 	 She	 entered	 it	 and	 asked	 if	 she	 might	 be	 allowed	 to	 stay
there.	 	 The	 hut	 belonged	 to	 an	 old	 crone,	 who	 was	 also	 an	 ill-tempered	 and
malicious	troll.		At	first	she	would	not	let	the	Master-maid	remain	with	her;	but
at	 last,	 after	 a	 long	 time,	 by	 means	 of	 good	 words	 and	 good	 payment,	 she
obtained	 leave.	 	 But	 the	 hut	was	 as	 dirty	 and	 black	 inside	 as	 a	 pigsty,	 so	 the
Master-maid	said	that	she	would	smarten	it	up	a	little,	that	it	might	look	a	little
more	like	what	other	people’s	houses	looked	inside.		The	old	crone	did	not	like
this	either.		She	scowled,	and	was	very	cross,	but	the	Master-maid	did	not	trouble
herself	about	that.		She	took	out	her	chest	of	gold,	and	flung	a	handful	of	it	or	so



into	 the	fire,	and	 the	gold	boiled	up	and	poured	out	over	 the	whole	of	 the	hut,
until	every	part	of	it	both	inside	and	out	was	gilded.		But	when	the	gold	began	to
bubble	up	the	old	hag	grew	so	terrified	that	she	fled	as	if	 the	Evil	One	himself
were	pursuing	her,	and	she	did	not	remember	to	stoop	down	as	she	went	through
the	doorway,	and	so	she	split	her	head	and	died.		Next	morning	the	sheriff	came
traveling	by	there.		He	was	greatly	astonished	when	he	saw	the	gold	hut	shining
and	glittering	there	in	the	copse,	and	he	was	still	more	astonished	when	he	went
in	and	caught	sight	of	the	beautiful	young	maiden	who	was	sitting	there;	he	fell
in	love	with	her	at	once,	and	straightway	on	the	spot	he	begged	her,	both	prettily
and	kindly,	to	marry	him.
“Well,	but	have	you	a	great	deal	of	money?”	said	the	Master-maid.
“Oh!	yes;	so	far	as	that	is	concerned,	I	am	not	ill	off,”	said	the	sheriff.		So	now

he	had	to	go	home	to	get	the	money,	and	in	the	evening	he	came	back,	bringing
with	him	a	bag	with	two	bushels	in	it,	which	he	set	down	on	the	bench.		Well,	as
he	had	such	a	fine	 lot	of	money,	 the	Master-maid	said	she	would	have	him,	so
they	sat	down	to	talk.
But	 scarcely	 had	 they	 sat	 down	 together	 before	 the	Master-maid	wanted	 to

jump	up	again.		“I	have	forgotten	to	see	to	the	fire,”	she	said.
“Why	should	you	jump	up	to	do	that?”	said	the	sheriff;	“I	will	do	that!”	So	he

jumped	up,	and	went	to	the	chimney	in	one	bound.
“Just	tell	me	when	you	have	got	hold	of	the	shovel,”	said	the	Master-maid.
“Well,	I	have	hold	of	it	now,”	said	the	sheriff.
“Then	you	may	hold	 the	shovel,	and	 the	shovel	you,	and	pour	 red-hot	coals

over	you,	till	day	dawns,”	said	the	Master-maid.		So	the	sheriff	had	to	stand	there
the	whole	night	and	pour	red-hot	coals	over	himself,	and,	no	matter	how	much
he	cried	and	begged	and	entreated,	the	red-hot	coals	did	not	grow	the	colder	for
that.		When	the	day	began	to	dawn,	and	he	had	power	to	throw	down	the	shovel,
he	did	not	stay	long	where	he	was,	but	ran	away	as	fast	as	he	possibly	could;	and
everyone	who	met	him	stared	and	 looked	after	him,	 for	he	was	 flying	as	 if	he
were	mad,	and	he	could	not	have	looked	worse	if	he	had	been	both	flayed	and
tanned,	and	everyone	wondered	where	he	had	been,	but	for	very	shame	he	would
tell	nothing.
The	 next	 day	 the	 attorney	 came	 riding	 by	 the	 place	where	 the	Master-maid

dwelt.		He	saw	how	brightly	the	hut	shone	and	gleamed	through	the	wood,	and
he	 too	went	 into	 it	 to	 see	who	 lived	 there,	 and	when	 he	 entered	 and	 saw	 the
beautiful	young	maiden	he	fell	even	more	in	love	with	her	 than	the	sheriff	had
done,	and	began	to	woo	her	at	once.		So	the	Master-maid	asked	him,	as	she	had
asked	the	sheriff,	if	he	had	a	great	deal	of	money,	and	the	attorney	said	he	was
not	 ill	off	 for	 that,	 and	would	at	once	go	home	 to	get	 it;	 and	at	night	he	came



with	a	great	big	sack	of	money—	this	time	it	was	a	four-bushel	sack—	and	set	it
on	the	bench	by	the	Master-maid.		So	she	promised	to	have	him,	and	he	sat	down
on	 the	 bench	 by	 her	 to	 arrange	 about	 it,	 but	 suddenly	 she	 said	 that	 she	 had
forgotten	to	lock	the	door	of	the	porch	that	night,	and	must	do	it.
“Why	should	you	do	that?”	said	the	attorney;	“sit	still,	I	will	do	it.”
So	he	was	on	his	feet	in	a	moment,	and	out	in	the	porch.
“Tell	me	when	you	have	got	hold	of	the	door-latch,”	said	the	Master-maid.
“I	have	hold	of	it	now,”	cried	the	attorney.
“Then	you	may	hold	the	door,	and	the	door	you,	and	may	you	go	between	wall

and	wall	till	day	dawns.”
What	 a	 dance	 the	 attorney	 had	 that	 night!	 	 He	 had	 never	 had	 such	 a	waltz

before,	and	he	never	wished	to	have	such	a	dance	again.		Sometimes	he	was	in
front	of	the	door,	and	sometimes	the	door	was	in	front	of	him,	and	it	went	from
one	side	of	the	porch	to	the	other,	till	the	attorney	was	well-nigh	beaten	to	death.	
At	 first	 he	 began	 to	 abuse	 the	Master-maid,	 and	 then	 to	 beg	 and	pray,	 but	 the
door	did	not	care	for	anything	but	keeping	him	where	he	was	till	break	of	day.
As	soon	as	 the	door	 let	go	 its	hold	of	him,	off	went	 the	attorney.	 	He	forgot

who	ought	 to	be	paid	off	 for	what	he	had	 suffered,	 he	 forgot	 both	his	 sack	of
money	 and	 his	wooing,	 for	 he	was	 so	 afraid	 lest	 the	 house-door	 should	 come
dancing	after	him.	 	Everyone	who	met	him	stared	and	looked	after	him,	for	he
was	flying	like	a	madman,	and	he	could	not	have	looked	worse	if	a	herd	of	rams
had	been	butting	at	him	all	night	long.
On	the	third	day	the	bailiff	came	by,	and	he	too	saw	the	gold	house	in	the	little

wood,	 and	 he	 too	 felt	 that	 he	must	 go	 and	 see	who	 lived	 there;	 and	when	 he
caught	 sight	 of	 the	Master-maid	 he	 became	 so	much	 in	 love	with	 her	 that	 he
wooed	her	almost	before	he	greeted	her.
The	Master-maid	answered	him	as	she	had	answered	the	other	two,	that	if	he

had	a	great	deal	of	money,	she	would	have	him.		“So	far	as	that	is	concerned,	I
am	not	ill	off,”	said	the	bailiff;	so	he	was	at	once	told	to	go	home	and	fetch	it,
and	this	he	did.		At	night	he	came	back,	and	he	had	a	still	larger	sack	of	money
with	him	than	 the	attorney	had	brought;	 it	must	have	been	at	 least	six	bushels,
and	 he	 set	 it	 down	 on	 the	 bench.	 	 So	 it	 was	 settled	 that	 he	 was	 to	 have	 the
Master-maid.		But	hardly	had	they	sat	down	together	before	she	said	that	she	had
forgotten	to	bring	in	the	calf,	and	must	go	out	to	put	it	in	the	byre.
“No,	indeed,	you	shall	not	do	that,”	said	the	bailiff;	“I	am	the	one	to	do	that.”	

And,	big	and	fat	as	he	was,	he	went	out	as	briskly	as	a	boy.
“Tell	me	when	you	have	got	hold	of	the	calf’s	tail,”	said	the	Master-maid.
“I	have	hold	of	it	now,”	cried	the	bailiff.
“Then	may	you	hold	the	calf’s	tail,	and	the	calf’s	tail	hold	you,	and	may	you



go	round	the	world	together	till	day	dawns!”	said	the	Master-maid.		So	the	bailiff
had	to	bestir	himself,	for	the	calf	went	over	rough	and	smooth,	over	hill	and	dale,
and,	 the	more	 the	 bailiff	 cried	 and	 screamed,	 the	 faster	 the	 calf	 went.	 	When
daylight	began	to	appear,	the	bailiff	was	half	dead;	and	so	glad	was	he	to	leave
loose	of	the	calf’s	tail,	that	he	forgot	the	sack	of	money	and	all	else.		He	walked
now	slowly—	more	slowly	 than	 the	sheriff	and	 the	attorney	had	done,	but,	 the
slower	he	went,	the	more	time	had	everyone	to	stare	and	look	at	him;	and	they
used	it	too,	and	no	one	can	imagine	how	tired	out	and	ragged	he	looked	after	his
dance	with	the	calf.
On	the	following	day	the	wedding	was	to	take	place	in	the	King’s	palace,	and

the	elder	brother	was	to	drive	to	church	with	his	bride,	and	the	brother	who	had
been	with	the	giant	with	her	sister.		But	when	they	had	seated	themselves	in	the
coach	and	were	about	 to	drive	off	 from	the	palace	one	of	 the	 trace-pins	broke,
and,	though	they	made	one,	two,	and	three	to	put	in	its	place,	that	did	not	help
them,	 for	 each	broke	 in	 turn,	no	matter	what	kind	of	wood	 they	used	 to	make
them	of.	 	This	went	on	 for	a	 long	 time,	and	 they	could	not	get	away	 from	 the
palace,	 so	 they	were	all	 in	great	 trouble.	 	Then	 the	sheriff	 said	 (for	he	 too	had
been	 bidden	 to	 the	wedding	 at	 Court):	 	 “Yonder	 away	 in	 the	 thicket	 dwells	 a
maiden,	and	if	you	can	get	her	to	lend	you	the	handle	of	the	shovel	that	she	uses
to	make	up	her	fire	I	know	very	well	that	it	will	hold	fast.”		So	they	sent	off	a
messenger	to	the	thicket,	and	begged	so	prettily	that	they	might	have	the	loan	of
her	shovel-handle	of	which	the	sheriff	had	spoken	that	they	were	not	refused;	so
now	they	had	a	trace-pin	which	would	not	snap	in	two.
But	 all	 at	 once,	 just	 as	 they	 were	 starting,	 the	 bottom	 of	 the	 coach	 fell	 in

pieces.		They	made	a	new	bottom	as	fast	as	they	could,	but,	no	matter	how	they
nailed	 it	 together,	or	what	kind	of	wood	 they	used,	no	sooner	had	 they	got	 the
new	bottom	 into	 the	coach	and	were	about	 to	drive	off	 than	 it	broke	again,	 so
that	they	were	still	worse	off	than	when	they	had	broken	the	trace-pin.		Then	the
attorney	said,	for	he	too	was	at	 the	wedding	in	the	palace:	 	“Away	there	in	 the
thicket	dwells	a	maiden,	and	if	you	could	but	get	her	to	lend	you	one-half	of	her
porch-door	 I	 am	 certain	 that	 it	 will	 hold	 together.”	 	 So	 they	 again	 sent	 a
messenger	to	the	thicket,	and	begged	so	prettily	for	the	loan	of	the	gilded	porch-
door	of	which	the	attorney	had	told	them	that	they	got	it	at	once.		They	were	just
setting	out	again,	but	now	the	horses	were	not	able	to	draw	the	coach.		They	had
six	horses	already,	and	now	they	put	in	eight,	and	then	ten,	and	then	twelve,	but
the	more	they	put	in,	and	the	more	the	coachman	whipped	them,	the	less	good	it
did;	and	 the	coach	never	stirred	from	the	spot.	 	 It	was	already	beginning	 to	be
late	in	the	day,	and	to	church	they	must	and	would	go,	so	everyone	who	was	in
the	palace	was	in	a	state	of	distress.	 	Then	the	bailiff	spoke	up	and	said:	 	“Out



there	in	the	gilded	cottage	in	the	thicket	dwells	a	girl,	and	if	you	could	but	get
her	to	lend	you	her	calf	I	know	it	could	draw	the	coach,	even	if	it	were	as	heavy
as	a	mountain.”		They	all	thought	that	it	was	ridiculous	to	be	drawn	to	church	by
a	calf,	but	there	was	nothing	else	for	it	but	to	send	a	messenger	once	more,	and
beg	as	prettily	as	they	could,	on	behalf	of	the	King,	that	she	would	let	them	have
the	 loan	 of	 the	 calf	 that	 the	 bailiff	 had	 told	 them	 about.	 	 The	Master-maid	 let
them	have	it	immediately—	this	time	also	she	would	not	say	“no.”
Then	 they	 harnessed	 the	 calf	 to	 see	 if	 the	 coach	would	move;	 and	 away	 it

went,	over	rough	and	smooth,	over	stock	and	stone,	so	that	they	could	scarcely
breathe,	and	sometimes	 they	were	on	 the	ground,	and	sometimes	up	 in	 the	air;
and	when	they	came	to	the	church	the	coach	began	to	go	round	and	round	like	a
spinning-wheel,	and	it	was	with	the	utmost	difficulty	and	danger	that	they	were
able	to	get	out	of	the	coach	and	into	the	church.		And	when	they	went	back	again
the	 coach	went	quicker	 still,	 so	 that	most	of	 them	did	not	know	how	 they	got
back	to	the	palace	at	all.
When	 they	 had	 seated	 themselves	 at	 the	 table	 the	 Prince	 who	 had	 been	 in

service	with	the	giant	said	that	he	thought	they	ought	to	have	invited	the	maiden
who	had	lent	them	the	shovel-handle,	and	the	porch-door,	and	the	calf	up	to	the
palace,	 “for,”	 said	 he,	 “if	we	 had	 not	 got	 these	 three	 things,	we	 should	 never
have	got	away	from	the	palace.”
The	King	also	thought	that	this	was	both	just	and	proper,	so	he	sent	five	of	his

best	men	down	to	the	gilded	hut,	to	greet	the	maiden	courteously	from	the	King,
and	to	beg	her	to	be	so	good	as	to	come	up	to	the	palace	to	dinner	at	mid-day.
“Greet	the	King,	and	tell	him	that,	if	he	is	too	good	to	come	to	me,	I	am	too

good	to	come	to	him,”	replied	the	Master-maid.
So	 the	 King	 had	 to	 go	 himself,	 and	 the	 Master-maid	 went	 with	 him

immediately,	and,	as	the	King	believed	that	she	was	more	than	she	appeared	to
be,	he	seated	her	in	the	place	of	honor	by	the	youngest	bridegroom.		When	they
had	sat	at	the	table	for	a	short	time,	the	Master-maid	took	out	the	cock,	and	the
hen,	and	the	golden	apple	which	she	had	brought	away	with	her	from	the	giant’s
house,	and	set	 them	on	the	 table	 in	front	of	her,	and	instantly	 the	cock	and	the
hen	began	to	fight	with	each	other	for	the	golden	apple.
“Oh!	 look	 how	 those	 two	 there	 are	 fighting	 for	 the	 golden	 apple,”	 said	 the

King’s	son.
“Yes,	 and	 so	 did	 we	 two	 fight	 to	 get	 out	 that	 time	 when	 we	 were	 in	 the

mountain,”	said	the	Master-maid.
So	the	Prince	knew	her	again,	and	you	may	imagine	how	delighted	he	was.	

He	ordered	the	troll-witch	who	had	rolled	the	apple	to	him	to	be	torn	in	pieces
between	four-and-twenty	horses,	so	that	not	a	bit	of	her	was	left,	and	then	for	the



first	 time	 they	began	 really	 to	keep	 the	wedding,	and,	weary	as	 they	were,	 the
sheriff,	the	attorney,	and	the	bailiff	kept	it	up	too.



Why	the	Sea	Is	Salt

Once	upon	a	time,	long,	long	ago,	there	were	two	brothers,	the	one	rich	and	the
other	poor.		When	Christmas	Eve	came,	the	poor	one	had	not	a	bite	in	the	house,
either	 of	meat	 or	 bread;	 so	 he	went	 to	 his	 brother,	 and	 begged	 him,	 in	God’s
name,	 to	give	him	something	for	Christmas	Day.	 	 It	was	by	no	means	 the	first
time	that	the	brother	had	been	forced	to	give	something	to	him,	and	he	was	not
better	pleased	at	being	asked	now	than	he	generally	was.
“If	you	will	do	what	 I	ask	you,	you	shall	have	a	whole	ham,”	said	he.	 	The

poor	one	immediately	thanked	him,	and	promised	this.
“Well,	here	 is	 the	ham,	and	now	you	must	go	straight	 to	Dead	Man’s	Hall,”

said	the	rich	brother,	throwing	the	ham	to	him.
“Well,	 I	will	do	what	 I	have	promised,”	said	 the	other,	and	he	 took	 the	ham

and	set	off.		He	went	on	and	on	for	the	livelong	day,	and	at	nightfall	he	came	to	a
place	where	there	was	a	bright	light.
“I	have	no	doubt	this	is	the	place,”	thought	the	man	with	the	ham.
An	old	man	with	a	long	white	beard	was	standing	in	the	outhouse,	chopping

Yule	logs.
“Good-evening,”	said	the	man	with	the	ham.
“Good-evening	to	you.		Where	are	you	going	at	this	late	hour?”	said	the	man.
“I	am	going	to	Dead	Man’s	Hall,	if	only	I	am	on	the	right	track,”	answered	the

poor	man.
“Oh!	yes,	you	are	right	enough,	for	it	is	here,”	said	the	old	man.		“When	you

get	inside	they	will	all	want	to	buy	your	ham,	for	they	don’t	get	much	meat	to	eat
there;	 but	 you	must	 not	 sell	 it	 unless	 you	 can	 get	 the	 hand-mill	which	 stands
behind	the	door	for	it.	 	When	you	come	out	again	I	will	teach	you	how	to	stop
the	hand-mill,	which	is	useful	for	almost	everything.”
So	the	man	with	the	ham	thanked	the	other	for	his	good	advice,	and	rapped	at

the	door.
When	he	got	in,	everything	happened	just	as	the	old	man	had	said	it	would:	

all	the	people,	great	and	small,	came	round	him	like	ants	on	an	ant-hill,	and	each
tried	to	outbid	the	other	for	the	ham.
“By	rights	my	old	woman	and	I	ought	to	have	it	for	our	Christmas	dinner,	but,

since	you	have	set	your	hearts	upon	 it,	 I	must	 just	give	 it	up	 to	you,”	 said	 the
man.		“But,	if	I	sell	it,	I	will	have	the	hand-mill	which	is	standing	there	behind
the	door.”
At	first	they	would	not	hear	to	this,	and	haggled	and	bargained	with	the	man,

but	 he	 stuck	 to	what	 he	 had	 said,	 and	 the	 people	were	 forced	 to	 give	 him	 the



hand-mill.		When	the	man	came	out	again	into	the	yard,	he	asked	the	old	wood-
cutter	 how	 he	 was	 to	 stop	 the	 hand-mill,	 and	 when	 he	 had	 learned	 that,	 he
thanked	him	and	set	off	home	with	all	the	speed	he	could,	but	did	not	get	there
until	after	the	clock	had	struck	twelve	on	Christmas	Eve.
“Where	in	the	world	have	you	been?”	said	the	old	woman.		“Here	I	have	sat

waiting	hour	after	hour,	 and	have	not	 even	 two	sticks	 to	 lay	across	each	other
under	the	Christmas	porridge-pot.”
“Oh!	 	 I	could	not	come	before;	 I	had	something	of	 importance	 to	see	about,

and	a	long	way	to	go,	too;	but	now	you	shall	just	see!”	said	the	man,	and	then	he
set	the	hand-mill	on	the	table,	and	bade	it	first	grind	light,	then	a	table-cloth,	and
then	meat,	 and	 beer,	 and	 everything	 else	 that	was	 good	 for	 a	Christmas	Eve’s
supper;	and	the	mill	ground	all	that	he	ordered.		“Bless	me!”	said	the	old	woman
as	one	thing	after	another	appeared;	and	she	wanted	to	know	where	her	husband
had	got	the	mill	from,	but	he	would	not	tell	her	that.
“Never	mind	where	I	got	 it;	you	can	see	that	 it	 is	a	good	one,	and	the	water

that	turns	it	will	never	freeze,”	said	the	man.		So	he	ground	meat	and	drink,	and
all	kinds	of	good	things,	to	last	all	Christmas-tide,	and	on	the	third	day	he	invited
all	his	friends	to	come	to	a	feast.
Now	when	 the	 rich	brother	 saw	all	 that	 there	was	 at	 the	banquet	 and	 in	 the

house,	he	was	both	vexed	and	angry,	for	he	grudged	everything	his	brother	had.	
“On	Christmas	Eve	he	was	so	poor	that	he	came	to	me	and	begged	for	a	trifle,
for	God’s	sake,	and	now	he	gives	a	feast	as	if	he	were	both	a	count	and	a	king!”
thought	he.	 	“But,	 for	heaven’s	sake,	 tell	me	where	you	got	your	riches	from,”
said	he	to	his	brother.
“From	behind	the	door,”	said	he	who	owned	the	mill,	for	he	did	not	choose	to

satisfy	his	brother	on	 that	point;	but	 later	 in	 the	evening,	when	he	had	 taken	a
drop	too	much,	he	could	not	refrain	from	telling	how	he	had	come	by	the	hand-
mill.		“There	you	see	what	has	brought	me	all	my	wealth!”	said	he,	and	brought
out	 the	 mill,	 and	 made	 it	 grind	 first	 one	 thing	 and	 then	 another.	 	 When	 the
brother	 saw	 that,	 he	 insisted	 on	 having	 the	 mill,	 and	 after	 a	 great	 deal	 of
persuasion	got	 it;	but	he	had	 to	give	 three	hundred	dollars	 for	 it,	 and	 the	poor
brother	was	to	keep	it	till	the	haymaking	was	over,	for	he	thought:		“If	I	keep	it
as	 long	 as	 that,	 I	 can	make	 it	 grind	meat	 and	drink	 that	will	 last	many	 a	 long
year.”		During	that	time	you	may	imagine	that	the	mill	did	not	grow	rusty,	and
when	hay-harvest	came	the	rich	brother	got	it,	but	the	other	had	taken	good	care
not	to	teach	him	how	to	stop	it.		It	was	evening	when	the	rich	man	got	the	mill
home,	and	in	the	morning	he	bade	the	old	woman	go	out	and	spread	the	hay	after
the	mowers,	and	he	would	attend	to	the	house	himself	that	day,	he	said.
So,	when	dinner-time	drew	near,	he	set	the	mill	on	the	kitchen-table,	and	said:	



“Grind	herrings	and	milk	pottage,	and	do	it	both	quickly	and	well.”
So	the	mill	began	to	grind	herrings	and	milk	pottage,	and	first	all	 the	dishes

and	 tubs	were	 filled,	and	 then	 it	came	out	all	over	 the	kitchen-floor.	 	The	man
twisted	and	turned	it,	and	did	all	he	could	to	make	the	mill	stop,	but,	howsoever
he	 turned	 it	 and	 screwed	 it,	 the	mill	went	on	grinding,	 and	 in	a	 short	 time	 the
pottage	rose	so	high	that	the	man	was	like	to	be	drowned.		So	he	threw	open	the
parlor	door,	but	it	was	not	long	before	the	mill	had	ground	the	parlor	full	too,	and
it	was	with	difficulty	 and	danger	 that	 the	man	 could	go	 through	 the	 stream	of
pottage	and	get	hold	of	the	door-latch.	 	When	he	got	the	door	open,	he	did	not
stay	long	in	the	room,	but	ran	out,	and	the	herrings	and	pottage	came	after	him,
and	it	streamed	out	over	both	farm	and	field.		Now	the	old	woman,	who	was	out
spreading	 the	 hay,	 began	 to	 think	 dinner	was	 long	 in	 coming,	 and	 said	 to	 the
women	and	the	mowers:		“Though	the	master	does	not	call	us	home,	we	may	as
well	go.		It	may	be	that	he	finds	he	is	not	good	at	making	pottage	and	I	should	do
well	to	help	him.”		So	they	began	to	straggle	homeward,	but	when	they	had	got	a
little	way	up	 the	 hill	 they	met	 the	 herrings	 and	pottage	 and	bread,	 all	 pouring
forth	and	winding	about	one	over	the	other,	and	the	man	himself	in	front	of	the
flood.		“Would	to	heaven	that	each	of	you	had	a	hundred	stomachs!		Take	care
that	 you	 are	 not	 drowned	 in	 the	 pottage!”	 he	 cried	 as	 he	 went	 by	 them	 as	 if
Mischief	were	at	his	heels,	down	 to	where	his	brother	dwelt.	 	Then	he	begged
him,	for	God’s	sake,	to	take	the	mill	back	again,	and	that	in	an	instant,	for,	said
he:	 	“If	 it	grind	one	hour	more	the	whole	district	will	be	destroyed	by	herrings
and	pottage.”	 	But	 the	brother	would	not	 take	 it	until	 the	other	paid	him	 three
hundred	dollars,	and	that	he	was	obliged	to	do.		Now	the	poor	brother	had	both
the	money	 and	 the	mill	 again.	 	 So	 it	was	not	 long	before	 he	had	 a	 farmhouse
much	finer	than	that	in	which	his	brother	lived,	but	the	mill	ground	him	so	much
money	that	he	covered	it	with	plates	of	gold;	and	the	farmhouse	lay	close	by	the
sea-shore,	so	it	shone	and	glittered	far	out	to	sea.		Everyone	who	sailed	by	there
now	had	to	be	put	in	to	visit	the	rich	man	in	the	gold	farmhouse,	and	everyone
wanted	 to	 see	 the	wonderful	mill,	 for	 the	 report	of	 it	 spread	 far	and	wide,	and
there	was	no	one	who	had	not	heard	tell	of	it.
After	a	long,	long	time	came	also	a	skipper	who	wished	to	see	the	mill.	 	He

asked	if	it	could	make	salt.		“Yes,	it	could	make	salt,”	said	he	who	owned	it,	and
when	the	skipper	heard	that,	he	wished	with	all	his	might	and	main	to	have	the
mill,	 let	 it	 cost	 what	 it	 might,	 for,	 he	 thought,	 if	 he	 had	 it,	 he	 would	 get	 off
having	to	sail	far	away	over	the	perilous	sea	for	freights	of	salt.		At	first	the	man
would	not	hear	of	parting	with	it,	but	the	skipper	begged	and	prayed,	and	at	last
the	man	sold	it	 to	him,	and	got	many,	many	thousand	dollars	for	 it.	 	When	the
skipper	had	got	 the	mill	on	his	back	he	did	not	 stay	 there	 long,	 for	he	was	 so



afraid	 that	 the	man	would	change	his	mind,	and	he	had	no	time	to	ask	how	he
was	to	stop	it	grinding,	but	got	on	board	his	ship	as	fast	as	he	could.
When	he	had	gone	a	 little	way	out	 to	sea	he	 took	 the	mill	on	deck.	 	“Grind

salt,	 and	grind	both	 quickly	 and	well,”	 said	 the	 skipper.	 	 So	 the	mill	 began	 to
grind	salt,	 till	 it	 spouted	out	 like	water,	and	when	 the	skipper	had	got	 the	ship
filled	 he	wanted	 to	 stop	 the	mill,	 but	whichsoever	way	 he	 turned	 it,	 and	 how
much	soever	he	tried,	it	went	on	grinding,	and	the	heap	of	salt	grew	higher	and
higher,	until	at	 last	 the	ship	sank.	 	There	 lies	 the	mill	at	 the	bottom	of	 the	sea,
and	still,	day	by	day,	it	grinds	on;	and	that	is	why	the	sea	is	salt.



The	Master	Cat;	or,	Puss	in	Boots

There	was	a	miller	who	left	no	more	estate	to	the	three	sons	he	had	than	his	mill,
his	ass,	and	his	cat.		The	partition	was	soon	made.		Neither	scrivener	nor	attorney
was	sent	for.		They	would	soon	have	eaten	up	all	the	poor	patrimony.		The	eldest
had	the	mill,	the	second	the	ass,	and	the	youngest	nothing	but	the	cat.		The	poor
young	fellow	was	quite	comfortless	at	having	so	poor	a	lot.
“My	brothers,”	said	he,	“may	get	their	living	handsomely	enough	by	joining

their	stocks	together;	but	for	my	part,	when	I	have	eaten	up	my	cat,	and	made	me
a	muff	of	his	skin,	I	must	die	of	hunger.”
The	Cat,	who	heard	all	this,	but	made	as	if	he	did	not,	said	to	him	with	a	grave

and	serious	air:	
“Do	not	 thus	afflict	yourself,	my	good	master.	 	You	have	nothing	else	 to	do

but	 to	give	me	a	bag	and	get	a	pair	of	boots	made	 for	me	 that	 I	may	scamper
through	the	dirt	and	the	brambles,	and	you	shall	see	that	you	have	not	so	bad	a
portion	in	me	as	you	imagine.”
The	Cat’s	master	did	not	build	very	much	upon	what	he	said.	 	He	had	often

seen	him	play	a	great	many	cunning	 tricks	 to	catch	 rats	and	mice,	as	when	he
used	to	hang	by	the	heels,	or	hide	himself	in	the	meal,	and	make	as	if	he	were
dead;	so	that	he	did	not	altogether	despair	of	his	affording	him	some	help	in	his
miserable	 condition.	 	When	 the	Cat	 had	what	 he	 asked	 for	 he	 booted	 himself
very	gallantly,	and	putting	his	bag	about	his	neck,	he	held	the	strings	of	it	in	his
two	forepaws	and	went	into	a	warren	where	was	great	abundance	of	rabbits.		He
put	bran	and	sow-thistle	 into	his	bag,	and	stretching	out	at	 length,	as	 if	he	had
been	dead,	he	waited	for	some	young	rabbits,	not	yet	acquainted	with	the	deceits
of	the	world,	to	come	and	rummage	his	bag	for	what	he	had	put	into	it.
Scarce	 was	 he	 lain	 down	 but	 he	 had	 what	 he	 wanted.	 	 A	 rash	 and	 foolish

young	 rabbit	 jumped	 into	 his	 bag,	 and	 Monsieur	 Puss,	 immediately	 drawing
close	 the	strings,	 took	and	killed	him	without	pity.	 	Proud	of	his	prey,	he	went
with	it	to	the	palace	and	asked	to	speak	with	his	majesty.		He	was	shown	upstairs
into	the	King’s	apartment,	and,	making	a	low	reverence,	said	to	him:	
“I	 have	 brought	 you,	 sir,	 a	 rabbit	 of	 the	 warren,	 which	 my	 noble	 lord	 the

Marquis	of	Carabas”	(for	 that	was	 the	 title	which	puss	was	pleased	 to	give	his
master)	“has	commanded	me	to	present	to	your	majesty	from	him.”
“Tell	thy	master,”	said	the	king,	“that	I	thank	him	and	that	he	does	me	a	great

deal	of	pleasure.”
Another	time	he	went	and	hid	himself	among	some	standing	corn,	holding	still

his	bag	open,	and	when	a	brace	of	partridges	ran	into	it	he	drew	the	strings	and



so	caught	them	both.		He	went	and	made	a	present	of	these	to	the	king,	as	he	had
done	before	of	the	rabbit	which	he	took	in	the	warren.		The	king,	in	like	manner,
received	 the	 partridges	with	 great	 pleasure,	 and	 ordered	 him	 some	money	 for
drink.
The	Cat	 continued	 for	 two	 or	 three	months	 thus	 to	 carry	 his	Majesty,	 from

time	to	time,	game	of	his	master’s	taking.		One	day	in	particular,	when	he	knew
for	certain	that	he	was	to	take	the	air	along	the	river-side,	with	his	daughter,	the
most	beautiful	princess	in	the	world,	he	said	to	his	master:	
“If	you	will	follow	my	advice	your	fortune	is	made.		You	have	nothing	else	to

do	but	go	and	wash	yourself	in	the	river,	in	that	part	I	shall	show	you,	and	leave
the	rest	to	me.”
The	Marquis	 of	Carabas	did	what	 the	Cat	 advised	him	 to,	without	 knowing

why	or	wherefore.		While	he	was	washing	the	King	passed	by,	and	the	Cat	began
to	cry	out:	
“Help!	help!		My	Lord	Marquis	of	Carabas	is	going	to	be	drowned.”
At	 this	noise	 the	King	put	his	head	out	of	 the	coach-window,	and,	 finding	 it

was	the	Cat	who	had	so	often	brought	him	such	good	game,	he	commanded	his
guards	 to	 run	 immediately	 to	 the	 assistance	 of	 his	 Lordship	 the	 Marquis	 of
Carabas.	 	While	 they	were	drawing	 the	poor	Marquis	out	 of	 the	 river,	 the	Cat
came	up	to	the	coach	and	told	the	King	that,	while	his	master	was	washing,	there
came	by	some	rogues,	who	went	off	with	his	clothes,	though	he	had	cried	out:	
“Thieves!	thieves!”	several	times,	as	loud	as	he	could.
This	cunning	Cat	had	hidden	them	under	a	great	stone.		The	King	immediately

commanded	the	officers	of	his	wardrobe	to	run	and	fetch	one	of	his	best	suits	for
the	Lord	Marquis	of	Carabas.
The	 King	 caressed	 him	 after	 a	 very	 extraordinary	 manner,	 and	 as	 the	 fine

clothes	he	had	given	him	extremely	set	off	his	good	mien	(for	he	was	well	made
and	very	handsome	in	his	person),	the	King’s	daughter	took	a	secret	inclination
to	him,	and	 the	Marquis	of	Carabas	had	no	sooner	cast	 two	or	 three	respectful
and	somewhat	 tender	glances	but	she	fell	 in	 love	with	him	to	distraction.	 	The
King	would	needs	have	him	come	into	the	coach	and	take	part	of	the	airing.		The
Cat,	quite	overjoyed	to	see	his	project	begin	to	succeed,	marched	on	before,	and,
meeting	with	some	countrymen,	who	were	mowing	a	meadow,	he	said	to	them:	
“Good	 people,	 you	 who	 are	 mowing,	 if	 you	 do	 not	 tell	 the	 King	 that	 the

meadow	 you	 mow	 belongs	 to	 my	 Lord	 Marquis	 of	 Carabas,	 you	 shall	 be
chopped	as	small	as	herbs	for	the	pot.”
The	King	did	not	fail	asking	of	the	mowers	to	whom	the	meadow	they	were

mowing	belonged.
“To	my	 Lord	Marquis	 of	 Carabas,”	 answered	 they	 altogether,	 for	 the	 Cat’s



threats	had	made	them	terribly	afraid.
“You	see,	sir,”	said	the	Marquis,	“this	is	a	meadow	which	never	fails	to	yield	a

plentiful	harvest	every	year.”
The	Master	Cat,	who	went	still	on	before,	met	with	some	reapers,	and	said	to

them:	
“Good	people,	you	who	are	 reaping,	 if	you	do	not	 tell	 the	King	 that	all	 this

corn	belongs	to	the	Marquis	of	Carabas,	you	shall	be	chopped	as	small	as	herbs
for	the	pot.”
The	King,	who	passed	by	a	moment	after,	would	needs	know	to	whom	all	that

corn,	which	he	then	saw,	did	belong.
“To	my	Lord	Marquis	of	Carabas,”	replied	the	reapers,	and	the	King	was	very

well	pleased	with	it,	as	well	as	the	Marquis,	whom	he	congratulated	thereupon.	
The	Master	Cat,	who	went	always	before,	said	the	same	words	to	all	he	met,	and
the	King	was	astonished	at	the	vast	estates	of	my	Lord	Marquis	of	Carabas.
Monsieur	 Puss	 came	 at	 last	 to	 a	 stately	 castle,	 the	master	 of	which	was	 an

ogre,	the	richest	had	ever	been	known;	for	all	the	lands	which	the	King	had	then
gone	 over	 belonged	 to	 this	 castle.	 	 The	 Cat,	 who	 had	 taken	 care	 to	 inform
himself	 who	 this	 ogre	 was	 and	 what	 he	 could	 do,	 asked	 to	 speak	 with	 him,
saying	he	could	not	pass	so	near	his	castle	without	having	the	honor	of	paying
his	respects	to	him.
The	ogre	received	him	as	civilly	as	an	ogre	could	do,	and	made	him	sit	down.
“I	have	been	assured,”	said	 the	Cat,	“that	you	have	 the	gift	of	being	able	 to

change	 yourself	 into	 all	 sorts	 of	 creatures	 you	 have	 a	 mind	 to;	 you	 can,	 for
example,	transform	yourself	into	a	lion,	or	elephant,	and	the	like.”
“That	is	true,”	answered	the	ogre	very	briskly;	“and	to	convince	you,	you	shall

see	me	now	become	a	lion.”
Puss	 was	 so	 sadly	 terrified	 at	 the	 sight	 of	 a	 lion	 so	 near	 him	 that	 he

immediately	 got	 into	 the	 gutter,	 not	without	 abundance	 of	 trouble	 and	 danger,
because	 of	 his	 boots,	which	were	 of	 no	 use	 at	 all	 to	 him	 in	walking	upon	 the
tiles.	 	A	little	while	after,	when	Puss	saw	that	the	ogre	had	resumed	his	natural
form,	he	came	down,	and	owned	he	had	been	very	much	frightened.
“I	 have	 been,	 moreover,	 informed,”	 said	 the	 Cat,	 “but	 I	 know	 not	 how	 to

believe	it,	that	you	have	also	the	power	to	take	on	you	the	shape	of	the	smallest
animals;	for	example,	to	change	yourself	into	a	rat	or	a	mouse;	but	I	must	own	to
you	I	take	this	to	be	impossible.”
“Impossible!”	cried	the	ogre;	“you	shall	see	that	presently.”
And	 at	 the	 same	 time	 he	 changed	 himself	 into	 a	 mouse,	 and	 began	 to	 run

about	the	floor.		Puss	no	sooner	perceived	this	but	he	fell	upon	him	and	ate	him
up.



Meanwhile	the	King,	who	saw,	as	he	passed,	this	fine	castle	of	the	ogre’s,	had
a	mind	to	go	into	it.		Puss,	who	heard	the	noise	of	his	Majesty’s	coach	running
over	the	draw-bridge,	ran	out,	and	said	to	the	King:	
“Your	Majesty	is	welcome	to	this	castle	of	my	Lord	Marquis	of	Carabas.”
“What!	my	Lord	Marquis,”	cried	the	King,	“and	does	this	castle	also	belong	to

you?	 	 There	 can	 be	 nothing	 finer	 than	 this	 court	 and	 all	 the	 stately	 buildings
which	surround	it;	let	us	go	into	it,	if	you	please.”
The	Marquis	gave	his	hand	to	the	Princess,	and	followed	the	King,	who	went

first.		They	passed	into	a	spacious	hall,	where	they	found	a	magnificent	collation,
which	the	ogre	had	prepared	for	his	friends,	who	were	that	very	day	to	visit	him,
but	dared	not	to	enter,	knowing	the	King	was	there.		His	Majesty	was	perfectly
charmed	with	 the	 good	 qualities	 of	 my	 Lord	Marquis	 of	 Carabas,	 as	 was	 his
daughter,	who	had	fallen	violently	in	love	with	him,	and,	seeing	the	vast	estate
he	possessed,	said	to	him,	after	having	drunk	five	or	six	glasses:	
“It	will	be	owing	to	yourself	only,	my	Lord	Marquis,	if	you	are	not	my	son-in-

law.”
The	Marquis,	making	several	low	bows,	accepted	the	honor	which	his	Majesty

conferred	upon	him,	and	forthwith,	that	very	same	day,	married	the	Princess.
Puss	became	a	great	lord,	and	never	ran	after	mice	any	more	but	only	for	his

diversion.



Felicia	and	the	Pot	of	Pinks

Once	upon	a	 time	 there	was	a	poor	 laborer	who,	 feeling	 that	he	had	not	much
longer	 to	 live,	wished	 to	divide	his	possessions	between	his	 son	and	daughter,
whom	he	loved	dearly.
So	he	called	them	to	him,	and	said:		“Your	mother	brought	me	as	her	dowry

two	stools	and	a	straw	bed;	 I	have,	besides,	a	hen,	a	pot	of	pinks,	and	a	silver
ring,	which	were	given	me	by	a	noble	lady	who	once	lodged	in	my	poor	cottage.	
When	she	went	away	she	said	to	me:	
“’Be	careful	of	my	gifts,	good	man;	see	that	you	do	not	lose	the	ring	or	forget

to	water	the	pinks.		As	for	your	daughter,	I	promise	you	that	she	shall	be	more
beautiful	than	anyone	you	ever	saw	in	your	life;	call	her	Felicia,	and	when	she
grows	up	give	her	the	ring	and	the	pot	of	pinks	to	console	her	for	her	poverty.’	
Take	 them	both,	 then,	my	dear	 child,”	 he	 added,	 “and	your	 brother	 shall	 have
everything	else.”
The	 two	 children	 seemed	 quite	 contented,	 and	 when	 their	 father	 died	 they

wept	for	him,	and	divided	his	possessions	as	he	had	told	them.		Felicia	believed
that	her	brother	loved	her,	but	when	she	sat	down	upon	one	of	the	stools	he	said
angrily:	
“Keep	your	pot	of	pinks	and	your	ring,	but	let	my	things	alone.		I	like	order	in

my	house.”
Felicia,	who	was	very	gentle,	said	nothing,	but	stood	up	crying	quietly;	while

Bruno,	for	 that	was	her	brother’s	name,	sat	comfortably	by	the	fire.	 	Presently,
when	 supper-time	 came,	Bruno	 had	 a	 delicious	 egg,	 and	 he	 threw	 the	 shell	 to
Felicia,	saying:	
“There,	that	is	all	I	can	give	you;	if	you	don’t	like	it,	go	out	and	catch	frogs;

there	are	plenty	of	them	in	the	marsh	close	by.”		Felicia	did	not	answer,	but	she
cried	more	bitterly	than	ever,	and	went	away	to	her	own	little	room.		She	found	it
filled	with	the	sweet	scent	of	the	pinks,	and,	going	up	to	them,	she	said	sadly:	
“Beautiful	pinks,	you	are	so	sweet	and	so	pretty,	you	are	 the	only	comfort	 I

have	 left.	 	Be	 very	 sure	 that	 I	will	 take	 care	 of	 you,	 and	water	 you	well,	 and
never	allow	any	cruel	hand	to	tear	you	from	your	stems.”
As	she	leaned	over	them	she	noticed	that	 they	were	very	dry.	 	So	taking	her

pitcher,	 she	 ran	 off	 in	 the	 clear	moonlight	 to	 the	 fountain,	which	was	 at	 some
distance.		When	she	reached	it	she	sat	down	upon	the	brink	to	rest,	but	she	had
hardly	done	so	when	she	saw	a	stately	 lady	coming	toward	her,	surrounded	by
numbers	of	attendants.		Six	maids	of	honor	carried	her	train,	and	she	leaned	upon
the	arm	of	another.



When	they	came	near	the	fountain	a	canopy	was	spread	for	her,	under	which
was	 placed	 a	 sofa	 of	 cloth-of-gold,	 and	 presently	 a	 dainty	 supper	was	 served,
upon	a	table	covered	with	dishes	of	gold	and	crystal,	while	the	wind	in	the	trees
and	the	falling	water	of	the	fountain	murmured	the	softest	music.
Felicia	was	hidden	in	the	shade,	too	much	astonished	by	all	she	saw	to	venture

to	move;	but	in	a	few	moments	the	Queen	said:	
“I	fancy	I	see	a	shepherdess	near	that	tree;	bid	her	come	hither.”
So	 Felicia	 came	 forward	 and	 saluted	 the	 Queen	 timidly,	 but	 with	 so	 much

grace	that	all	were	surprised.
“What	are	you	doing	here,	my	pretty	child?”	asked	the	Queen.		“Are	you	not

afraid	of	robbers?”
“Ah!	madam,”	said	Felicia,	“a	poor	shepherdess	who	has	nothing	to	lose	does

not	fear	robbers.”
“You	are	not	very	rich,	then?”	said	the	Queen,	smiling.
“I	am	so	poor,”	answered	Felicia,	“that	a	pot	of	pinks	and	a	silver	ring	are	my

only	possessions	in	the	world.”
“But	you	have	 a	heart,”	 said	 the	Queen.	 	 “What	 should	you	 say	 if	 anybody

wanted	to	steal	that?”
“I	do	not	know	what	it	is	like	to	lose	one’s	heart,	madam,”	she	replied;	“but	I

have	always	heard	 that	without	a	heart	one	cannot	 live,	and	 if	 it	 is	broken	one
must	die;	and	in	spite	of	my	poverty	I	should	be	sorry	not	to	live.”
“You	are	quite	right	 to	 take	care	of	your	heart,	pretty	one,”	said	 the	Queen.	

“But	tell	me,	have	you	supped?”
“No,	madam,”	answered	Felicia;	“my	brother	ate	all	the	supper	there	was.”
Then	the	Queen	ordered	that	a	place	should	be	made	for	her	at	the	table,	and

herself	loaded	Felicia’s	plate	with	good	things;	but	she	was	too	much	astonished
to	be	hungry.
“I	want	to	know	what	you	were	doing	at	the	fountain	so	late?”	said	the	Queen

presently.
“I	 came	 to	 fetch	 a	 pitcher	 of	 water	 for	 my	 pinks,	 madam,”	 she	 answered,

stooping	to	pick	up	the	pitcher	which	stood	beside	her;	but	when	she	showed	it
to	the	Queen	she	was	amazed	to	see	that	it	had	turned	to	gold,	all	sparkling	with
great	diamonds,	and	the	water,	of	which	it	was	full,	was	more	fragrant	than	the
sweetest	roses.		She	was	afraid	to	take	it	until	the	Queen	said:	
“It	is	yours,	Felicia;	go	and	water	your	pinks	with	it,	and	let	it	remind	you	that

the	Queen	of	the	Woods	is	your	friend.”
The	shepherdess	threw	herself	at	the	Queen’s	feet,	and	thanked	her	humbly	for

her	gracious	words.
“Ah!	madam,”	she	cried,	“if	I	might	beg	you	to	stay	here	a	moment	I	would



run	and	fetch	my	pot	of	pinks	for	you—	they	could	not	fall	into	better	hands.”
“Go,	Felicia,”	said	the	Queen,	stroking	her	cheek	softly;	“I	will	wait	here	until

you	come	back.”
So	Felicia	 took	up	her	 pitcher	 and	 ran	 to	 her	 little	 room,	 but	while	 she	 had

been	away	Bruno	had	gone	in	and	taken	the	pot	of	pinks,	leaving	a	great	cabbage
in	 its	place.	 	When	she	 saw	 the	unlucky	cabbage	Felicia	was	much	distressed,
and	 did	 not	 know	 what	 to	 do;	 but	 at	 last	 she	 ran	 back	 to	 the	 fountain,	 and,
kneeling	before	the	Queen,	said:	
“Madam,	Bruno	has	stolen	my	pot	of	pinks,	so	I	have	nothing	but	my	silver

ring;	but	I	beg	you	to	accept	it	as	a	proof	of	my	gratitude.”
“But	 if	 I	 take	 your	 ring,	my	pretty	 shepherdess,”	 said	 the	Queen,	 “you	will

have	nothing	left;	and	what	will	you	do	then?”
“Ah!	madam,”	she	answered	simply,	“if	I	have	your	friendship	I	shall	do	very

well.”
So	the	Queen	took	the	ring	and	put	it	on	her	finger,	and	mounted	her	chariot,

which	was	made	of	coral	 studded	with	emeralds,	and	drawn	by	six	milk-white
horses.		And	Felicia	looked	after	her	until	the	winding	of	the	forest	path	hid	her
from	 her	 sight,	 and	 then	 she	 went	 back	 to	 the	 cottage,	 thinking	 over	 all	 the
wonderful	things	that	had	happened.
The	first	thing	she	did	when	she	reached	her	room	was	to	throw	the	cabbage

out	of	the	window.
But	she	was	very	much	surprised	to	hear	an	odd	little	voice	cry	out:		“Oh!		I

am	half	killed!”	and	could	not	tell	where	it	came	from,	because	cabbages	do	not
generally	speak.
As	soon	as	it	was	light,	Felicia,	who	was	very	unhappy	about	her	pot	of	pinks,

went	 out	 to	 look	 for	 it,	 and	 the	 first	 thing	 she	 found	 was	 the	 unfortunate
cabbage.		She	gave	it	a	push	with	her	foot,	saying:		“What	are	you	doing	here,
and	how	dared	you	put	yourself	in	the	place	of	my	pot	of	pinks?”
“If	I	hadn’t	been	carried,”	replied	the	cabbage,	“you	may	be	very	sure	that	I

shouldn’t	have	thought	of	going	there.”
It	made	her	shiver	with	fright	to	hear	the	cabbage	talk,	but	he	went	on:	
“If	you	will	be	good	enough	to	plant	me	by	my	comrades	again,	I	can	tell	you

where	your	pinks	are	at	this	moment—	hidden	in	Bruno’s	bed!”
Felicia	was	in	despair	when	she	heard	this,	not	knowing	how	she	was	to	get

them	back.		But	she	replanted	the	cabbage	very	kindly	in	his	old	place,	and,	as
she	finished	doing	it,	she	saw	Bruno’s	hen,	and	said,	catching	hold	of	it:	
“Come	here,	horrid	little	creature!	you	shall	suffer	for	all	the	unkind	things	my

brother	has	done	to	me.”
“Ah!	shepherdess,”	said	the	hen,	“don’t	kill	me;	I	am	rather	a	gossip,	and	I	can



tell	you	some	surprising	things	that	you	will	like	to	hear.		Don’t	imagine	that	you
are	 the	 daughter	 of	 the	 poor	 laborer	who	 brought	 you	 up;	 your	mother	was	 a
queen	who	had	six	girls	already,	and	the	King	threatened	that	unless	she	had	a
son	who	could	inherit	his	kingdom	she	should	have	her	head	cut	off.
“So	when	the	Queen	had	another	little	daughter	she	was	quite	frightened,	and

agreed	with	her	sister	(who	was	a	fairy)	to	exchange	her	for	the	fairy’s	little	son.	
Now	 the	 Queen	 had	 been	 shut	 up	 in	 a	 great	 tower	 by	 the	 King’s	 orders,	 and
when	a	great	many	days	went	by	and	still	she	heard	nothing	from	the	Fairy	she
made	her	escape	 from	 the	window	by	means	of	a	 rope	 ladder,	 taking	her	 little
baby	with	 her.	 	 After	wandering	 about	 until	 she	was	 half	 dead	with	 cold	 and
fatigue	she	reached	this	cottage.		I	was	the	laborer’s	wife,	and	was	a	good	nurse,
and	 the	Queen	gave	you	 into	my	charge,	 and	 told	me	all	 her	misfortunes,	 and
then	died	before	she	had	time	to	say	what	was	to	become	of	you.
“As	 I	 never	 in	 all	my	 life	 could	 keep	 a	 secret,	 I	 could	 not	 help	 telling	 this

strange	tale	to	my	neighbors,	and	one	day	a	beautiful	lady	came	here,	and	I	told
it	to	her	also.		When	I	had	finished	she	touched	me	with	a	wand	she	held	in	her
hand,	and	instantly	I	became	a	hen,	and	there	was	an	end	of	my	talking!		I	was
very	sad,	and	my	husband,	who	was	out	when	it	happened,	never	knew	what	had
become	of	me.		After	seeking	me	everywhere	he	believed	that	I	must	have	been
drowned,	 or	 eaten	up	by	wild	beasts	 in	 the	 forest.	 	That	 same	 lady	 came	here
once	more,	and	commanded	that	you	should	be	called	Felicia,	and	left	 the	ring
and	the	pot	of	pinks	to	be	given	to	you;	and	while	she	was	in	the	house	twenty-
five	of	the	King’s	guards	came	to	search	for	you,	doubtless	meaning	to	kill	you;
but	she	muttered	a	few	words,	and	immediately	they	all	turned	into	cabbages.		It
was	one	of	them	whom	you	threw	out	of	your	window	yesterday.
“I	don’t	know	how	it	was	that	he	could	speak—	I	have	never	heard	either	of

them	say	a	word	before,	nor	have	I	been	able	to	do	it	myself	until	now.”
The	Princess	was	greatly	astonished	at	the	hen’s	story,	and	said	kindly:		“I	am

truly	sorry	for	you,	my	poor	nurse,	and	wish	it	was	in	my	power	to	restore	you	to
your	real	 form.	 	But	we	must	not	despair;	 it	seems	to	me,	after	what	you	have
told	me,	 that	 something	must	 be	 going	 to	 happen	 soon.	 	 Just	 now,	 however,	 I
must	go	and	look	for	my	pinks,	which	I	love	better	than	anything	in	the	world.”
Bruno	had	gone	out	into	the	forest,	never	thinking	that	Felicia	would	search	in

his	 room	 for	 the	pinks,	 and	 she	was	delighted	by	his	unexpected	absence,	 and
thought	to	get	them	back	without	further	trouble.		But	as	soon	as	she	entered	the
room	 she	 saw	 a	 terrible	 army	 of	 rats,	 who	were	 guarding	 the	 straw	 bed;	 and
when	 she	 attempted	 to	 approach	 it	 they	 sprang	 at	 her,	 biting	 and	 scratching
furiously.		Quite	terrified,	she	drew	back,	crying	out:		“Oh!	my	dear	pinks,	how
can	you	stay	here	in	such	bad	company?”



Then	she	suddenly	bethought	herself	of	the	pitcher	of	water,	and,	hoping	that
it	might	have	some	magic	power,	she	ran	to	fetch	it,	and	sprinkled	a	few	drops
over	the	fierce-looking	swarm	of	rats.		In	a	moment	not	a	tail	or	a	whisker	was	to
be	seen.		Each	one	had	made	for	his	hole	as	fast	as	his	legs	could	carry	him,	so
that	the	Princess	could	safely	take	her	pot	of	pinks.		She	found	them	nearly	dying
for	want	of	water,	and	hastily	poured	all	that	was	left	in	the	pitcher	upon	them.	
As	she	bent	over	them,	enjoying	their	delicious	scent,	a	soft	voice,	that	seemed
to	rustle	among	the	leaves,	said:	
“Lovely	Felicia,	 the	day	has	come	at	 last	when	I	may	have	 the	happiness	of

telling	you	how	even	the	flowers	love	you	and	rejoice	in	your	beauty.”
The	Princess,	quite	overcome	by	the	strangeness	of	hearing	a	cabbage,	a	hen,

and	a	pink	speak,	and	by	the	terrible	sight	of	an	army	of	rats,	suddenly	became
very	pale,	and	fainted	away.
At	this	moment	in	came	Bruno.		Working	hard	in	the	heat	had	not	improved

his	temper,	and	when	he	saw	that	Felicia	had	succeeded	in	finding	her	pinks	he
was	so	angry	that	he	dragged	her	out	into	the	garden	and	shut	the	door	upon	her.	
The	fresh	air	soon	made	her	open	her	pretty	eyes,	and	there	before	her	stood	the
Queen	of	the	Woods,	looking	as	charming	as	ever.
“You	have	a	bad	brother,”	she	said;	“I	saw	he	turned	you	out.		Shall	I	punish

him	for	it?”
“Ah!	no,	madam,”	she	said;	“I	am	not	angry	with	him.
“But	supposing	he	was	not	your	brother,	after	all,	what	would	you	say	then?”

asked	the	Queen.
“Oh!	but	I	think	he	must	be,”	said	Felicia.
“What!”	said	the	Queen,	“have	you	not	heard	that	you	are	a	Princess?”
“I	was	told	so	a	little	while	ago,	madam,	but	how	could	I	believe	it	without	a

single	proof?”
“Ah!	dear	child,”	said	the	Queen,	“the	way	you	speak	assures	me	that,	in	spite

of	your	humble	upbringing,	you	are	 indeed	a	 real	princess,	and	I	can	save	you
from	being	treated	in	such	a	way	again.”
She	was	interrupted	at	this	moment	by	the	arrival	of	a	very	handsome	young

man.	 	He	wore	a	coat	of	green	velvet	 fastened	with	emerald	clasps,	and	had	a
crown	of	 pinks	 on	 his	 head.	 	He	 knelt	 upon	 one	 knee	 and	 kissed	 the	Queen’s
hand.
“Ah!”	she	cried,	“my	pink,	my	dear	son,	what	a	happiness	to	see	you	restored

to	your	natural	shape	by	Felicia’s	aid!”	And	she	embraced	him	joyfully.		Then,
turning	to	Felicia,	she	said:	
“Charming	Princess,	I	know	all	 the	hen	told	you,	but	you	cannot	have	heard

that	the	zephyrs,	to	whom	was	entrusted	the	task	of	carrying	my	son	to	the	tower



where	the	Queen,	your	mother,	so	anxiously	waited	for	him,	left	him	instead	in	a
garden	of	 flowers,	while	 they	flew	off	 to	 tell	your	mother.	 	Whereupon	a	 fairy
with	whom	I	had	quarrelled	changed	him	into	a	pink,	and	I	could	do	nothing	to
prevent	it.
“You	can	 imagine	how	angry	 I	was,	 and	how	 I	 tried	 to	 find	 some	means	of

undoing	 the	mischief	 she	had	done;	but	 there	was	no	help	 for	 it.	 	 I	could	only
bring	 Prince	 Pink	 to	 the	 place	where	 you	were	 being	 brought	 up,	 hoping	 that
when	you	grew	up	he	might	love	you,	and	by	your	care	be	restored	to	his	natural
form.		And	you	see	everything	has	come	right,	as	I	hoped	it	would.		Your	giving
me	the	silver	ring	was	the	sign	that	the	power	of	the	charm	was	nearly	over,	and
my	enemy’s	last	chance	was	to	frighten	you	with	her	army	of	rats.		That	she	did
not	succeed	in	doing;	so	now,	my	dear	Felicia,	if	you	will	be	married	to	my	son
with	 this	 silver	 ring	 your	 future	 happiness	 is	 certain.	 	 Do	 you	 think	 him
handsome	and	amiable	enough	to	be	willing	to	marry	him?”
“Madam,”	replied	Felicia,	blushing,	“you	overwhelm	me	with	your	kindness.	

I	 know	 that	 you	 are	 my	 mother’s	 sister,	 and	 that	 by	 your	 art	 you	 turned	 the
soldiers	who	were	sent	 to	kill	me	 into	cabbages,	and	my	nurse	 into	a	hen,	and
that	you	do	me	only	too	much	honor	in	proposing	that	I	shall	marry	your	son.	
How	can	I	explain	to	you	the	cause	of	my	hesitation?		I	feel,	for	the	first	time	in
my	life,	how	happy	it	would	make	me	to	be	beloved.		Can	you	indeed	give	me
the	Prince’s	heart?”
“It	is	yours	already,	lovely	Princess!”	he	cried,	taking	her	hand	in	his;	“but	for

the	horrible	enchantment	which	kept	me	silent	I	should	have	told	you	long	ago
how	dearly	I	love	you.”
This	made	the	Princess	very	happy,	and	the	Queen,	who	could	not	bear	to	see

her	dressed	like	a	poor	shepherdess,	touched	her	with	her	wand,	saying:	
“I	wish	you	 to	be	attired	as	befits	your	 rank	and	beauty.”	 	And	 immediately

the	 Princess’s	 cotton	 dress	 became	 a	 magnificent	 robe	 of	 silver	 brocade
embroidered	with	carbuncles,	and	her	soft	dark	hair	was	encircled	by	a	crown	of
diamonds,	from	which	floated	a	clear	white	veil.		With	her	bright	eyes,	and	the
charming	color	in	her	cheeks,	she	was	altogether	such	a	dazzling	sight	 that	 the
Prince	could	hardly	bear	it.
“How	pretty	you	are,	Felicia!”	he	cried.		“Don’t	keep	me	in	suspense,	I	entreat

you;	say	that	you	will	marry	me.”
“Ah!”	said	the	Queen,	smiling,	“I	think	she	will	not	refuse	now.”
Just	then	Bruno,	who	was	going	back	to	his	work,	came	out	of	the	cottage,	and

thought	 he	 must	 be	 dreaming	 when	 he	 saw	 Felicia;	 but	 she	 called	 him	 very
kindly,	and	begged	the	Queen	to	take	pity	on	him.
“What!”	she	said,	“when	he	was	so	unkind	to	you?”



“Ah!	madam,”	said	the	Princess,	“I	am	so	happy	that	I	should	like	everybody
else	to	be	happy	too.”
The	Queen	kissed	her,	and	said:		“Well,	to	please	you,	let	me	see	what	I	can	do

for	 this	cross	Bruno.”	 	And	with	a	wave	of	her	wand	she	 turned	the	poor	 little
cottage	into	a	splendid	palace,	full	of	treasures;	only	the	two	stools	and	the	straw
bed	remained	just	as	they	were,	to	remind	him	of	his	former	poverty.		Then	the
Queen	touched	Bruno	himself,	and	made	him	gentle	and	polite	and	grateful,	and
he	thanked	her	and	the	Princess	a	thousand	times.		Lastly,	the	Queen	restored	the
hen	and	 the	 cabbages	 to	 their	natural	 forms,	 and	 left	 them	all	 very	 contented.	
The	Prince	and	Princess	were	married	as	 soon	as	possible	with	great	 splendor,
and	lived	happily	ever	after.



The	White	Cat

Once	upon	a	time	there	was	a	king	who	had	three	sons,	who	were	all	so	clever
and	 brave	 that	 he	 began	 to	 be	 afraid	 that	 they	 would	 want	 to	 reign	 over	 the
kingdom	before	he	was	dead.		Now	the	King,	though	he	felt	that	he	was	growing
old,	did	not	at	all	wish	to	give	up	the	government	of	his	kingdom	while	he	could
still	manage	it	very	well,	so	he	thought	the	best	way	to	live	in	peace	would	be	to
divert	the	minds	of	his	sons	by	promises	which	he	could	always	get	out	of	when
the	time	came	for	keeping	them.
So	he	sent	for	them	all,	and,	after	speaking	to	them	kindly,	he	added:	
“You	will	quite	agree	with	me,	my	dear	children,	that	my	great	age	makes	it

impossible	for	me	to	look	after	my	affairs	of	state	as	carefully	as	I	once	did.		I
begin	to	fear	that	this	may	affect	the	welfare	of	my	subjects,	therefore	I	wish	that
one	of	you	should	succeed	to	my	crown;	but	in	return	for	such	a	gift	as	this	it	is
only	right	that	you	should	do	something	for	me.		Now,	as	I	think	of	retiring	into
the	country,	it	seems	to	me	that	a	pretty,	lively,	faithful	little	dog	would	be	very
good	company	for	me;	so,	without	any	regard	for	your	ages,	I	promise	that	the
one	who	brings	me	the	most	beautiful	little	dog	shall	succeed	me	at	once.”
The	three	Princes	were	greatly	surprised	by	their	father’s	sudden	fancy	for	a

little	dog,	but	as	it	gave	the	two	younger	ones	a	chance	they	would	not	otherwise
have	had	of	being	king,	and	as	the	eldest	was	too	polite	to	make	any	objection,
they	accepted	 the	commission	with	pleasure.	 	They	bade	 farewell	 to	 the	King,
who	 gave	 them	 presents	 of	 silver	 and	 precious	 stones,	 and	 appointed	 to	meet
them	at	the	same	hour,	in	the	same	place,	after	a	year	had	passed,	to	see	the	little
dogs	they	had	brought	for	him.
Then	they	went	 together	 to	a	castle	which	was	about	a	 league	from	the	city,

accompanied	by	all	their	particular	friends,	to	whom	they	gave	a	grand	banquet,
and	 the	 three	 brothers	 promised	 to	 be	 friends	 always,	 to	 share	whatever	 good
fortune	befell	them,	and	not	to	be	parted	by	any	envy	or	jealousy;	and	so	they	set
out,	 agreeing	 to	 meet	 at	 the	 same	 castle	 at	 the	 appointed	 time,	 to	 present
themselves	before	the	King	together.		Each	one	took	a	different	road,	and	the	two
eldest	met	with	many	adventures;	but	it	is	about	the	youngest	that	you	are	going
to	 hear.	 	 He	was	 young,	 and	 gay,	 and	 handsome,	 and	 knew	 everything	 that	 a
prince	ought	to	know;	and	as	for	his	courage,	there	was	simply	no	end	to	it.
Hardly	 a	 day	 passed	 without	 his	 buying	 several	 dogs—	 big	 and	 little,

greyhounds,	mastiffs,	spaniels,	and	lapdogs.		As	soon	as	he	had	bought	a	pretty
one	he	was	sure	to	see	a	still	prettier,	and	then	he	had	to	get	rid	of	all	the	others
and	buy	that	one,	as,	being	alone,	he	found	it	 impossible	 to	take	thirty	or	forty



thousand	 dogs	 about	 with	 him.	 	 He	 journeyed	 from	 day	 to	 day,	 not	 knowing
where	he	was	going,	 until	 at	 last,	 just	 at	 nightfall,	 he	 reached	 a	great,	 gloomy
forest.	 	 He	 did	 not	 know	 his	 way,	 and,	 to	 make	 matters	 worse,	 it	 began	 to
thunder,	 and	 the	 rain	 poured	 down.	 	He	 took	 the	 first	 path	 he	 could	 find,	 and
after	walking	for	a	long	time	he	fancied	he	saw	a	faint	light,	and	began	to	hope
that	he	was	coming	to	some	cottage	where	he	might	find	shelter	for	the	night.		At
length,	guided	by	 the	 light,	he	 reached	 the	door	of	 the	most	 splendid	castle	he
could	have	imagined.		This	door	was	of	gold	covered	with	carbuncles,	and	it	was
the	pure	red	light	which	shone	from	them	that	had	shown	him	the	way	through
the	forest.		The	walls	were	of	the	finest	porcelain	in	all	the	most	delicate	colors,
and	the	Prince	saw	that	all	the	stories	he	had	ever	read	were	pictured	upon	them;
but	as	he	was	terribly	wet,	and	the	rain	still	fell	in	torrents,	he	could	not	stay	to
look	about	any	more,	but	came	back	to	the	golden	door.		There	he	saw	a	deer’s
foot	hanging	by	a	chain	of	diamonds,	and	he	began	to	wonder	who	could	live	in
this	magnificent	castle.
“They	must	feel	very	secure	against	robbers,”	he	said	to	himself.		“What	is	to

hinder	anyone	from	cutting	off	that	chain	and	digging	out	those	carbuncles,	and
making	himself	rich	for	life?”
He	pulled	the	deer’s	foot,	and	immediately	a	silver	bell	sounded	and	the	door

flew	open,	but	the	Prince	could	see	nothing	but	numbers	of	hands	in	the	air,	each
holding	a	torch.		He	was	so	much	surprised	that	he	stood	quite	still,	until	he	felt
himself	 pushed	 forward	 by	 other	 hands,	 so	 that,	 though	 he	 was	 somewhat
uneasy,	he	could	not	help	going	on.		With	his	hand	on	his	sword,	to	be	prepared
for	whatever	might	happen,	he	entered	a	hall	paved	with	lapis-lazuli,	while	two
lovely	voices	sang:	

“The	hands	you	see	floating	above
		Will	swiftly	your	bidding	obey;
If	your	heart	dreads	not	conquering	Love,
		In	this	place	you	may	fearlessly	stay.”

The	 Prince	 could	 not	 believe	 that	 any	 danger	 threatened	 him	when	 he	 was
welcomed	 in	 this	way,	 so,	 guided	 by	 the	mysterious	 hands,	 he	went	 toward	 a
door	of	coral,	which	opened	of	 its	own	accord,	and	he	found	himself	 in	a	vast
hall	of	mother-of-pearl,	out	of	which	opened	a	number	of	other	rooms,	glittering
with	thousands	of	lights,	and	full	of	such	beautiful	pictures	and	precious	things
that	 the	 Prince	 felt	 quite	 bewildered.	 	 After	 passing	 through	 sixty	 rooms	 the
hands	 that	 conducted	 him	 stopped,	 and	 the	 Prince	 saw	 a	 most	 comfortable-
looking	 arm-chair	 drawn	up	 close	 to	 the	 chimney-corner;	 at	 the	 same	moment



the	fire	lighted	itself,	and	the	pretty,	soft,	clever	hands	took	off	the	Prince’s	wet,
muddy	clothes,	and	presented	him	with	fresh	ones	made	of	the	richest	stuffs,	all
embroidered	with	gold	and	emeralds.		He	could	not	help	admiring	everything	he
saw,	and	the	deft	way	in	which	the	hands	waited	on	him,	though	they	sometimes
appeared	so	suddenly	that	they	made	him	jump.
When	he	was	quite	ready—	and	I	can	assure	you	that	he	looked	very	different

from	the	wet	and	weary	Prince	who	had	stood	outside	in	the	rain,	and	pulled	the
deer’s	 foot—	 the	 hands	 led	 him	 to	 a	 splendid	 room,	 upon	 the	walls	 of	which
were	painted	the	histories	of	Puss	in	Boots	and	a	number	of	other	famous	cats.	
The	 table	was	 laid	 for	 supper	with	 two	 golden	 plates,	 and	 golden	 spoons	 and
forks,	and	the	sideboard	was	covered	with	dishes	and	glasses	of	crystal	set	with
precious	stones.		The	Prince	was	wondering	who	the	second	place	could	be	for,
when	suddenly	in	came	about	a	dozen	cats	carrying	guitars	and	rolls	of	music,
who	 took	 their	places	at	one	end	of	 the	 room,	and	under	 the	direction	of	a	cat
who	beat	time	with	a	roll	of	paper	began	to	mew	in	every	imaginable	key,	and	to
draw	their	claws	across	 the	strings	of	 the	guitars,	making	 the	strangest	kind	of
music	that	could	be	heard.		The	Prince	hastily	stopped	up	his	ears,	but	even	then
the	sight	of	these	comical	musicians	sent	him	into	fits	of	laughter.
“What	funny	thing	shall	I	see	next?”	he	said	to	himself,	and	instantly	the	door

opened,	and	in	came	a	tiny	figure	covered	by	a	long	black	veil.		It	was	conducted
by	two	cats	wearing	black	mantles	and	carrying	swords,	and	a	large	party	of	cats
followed,	who	brought	in	cages	full	of	rats	and	mice.
The	Prince	was	so	much	astonished	that	he	thought	he	must	be	dreaming,	but

the	little	figure	came	up	to	him	and	threw	back	its	veil,	and	he	saw	that	it	was	the
loveliest	 little	white	 cat	 it	 is	 possible	 to	 imagine.	 	She	 looked	very	young	and
very	sad,	and	in	a	sweet	little	voice	that	went	straight	to	his	heart	she	said	to	the
Prince:	
“King’s	son,	you	are	welcome;	the	Queen	of	the	Cats	is	glad	to	see	you.”
“Lady	Cat,”	 replied	 the	Prince,	“I	 thank	you	for	 receiving	me	so	kindly,	but

surely	 you	 are	 no	 ordinary	 pussy-cat?	 	 Indeed,	 the	 way	 you	 speak	 and	 the
magnificence	of	your	castle	prove	it	plainly.”
“King’s	son,”	said	the	White	Cat,	“I	beg	you	to	spare	me	these	compliments,

for	I	am	not	used	to	them.		But	now,”	she	added,	“let	supper	be	served,	and	let
the	musicians	be	silent,	as	the	Prince	does	not	understand	what	they	are	saying.”
So	the	mysterious	hands	began	to	bring	in	the	supper,	and	first	they	put	on	the

table	two	dishes,	one	containing	stewed	pigeons	and	the	other	a	fricassee	of	fat
mice.	 	The	sight	of	 the	 latter	made	 the	Prince	feel	as	 if	he	could	not	enjoy	his
supper	at	all;	but	the	White	Cat,	seeing	this,	assured	him	that	the	dishes	intended
for	him	were	prepared	in	a	separate	kitchen,	and	he	might	be	quite	certain	that



they	contained	neither	rats	nor	mice;	and	the	Prince	felt	so	sure	that	she	would
not	 deceive	 him	 that	 he	 had	 no	 more	 hesitation	 in	 beginning.	 	 Presently	 he
noticed	 that	on	 the	 little	paw	 that	was	next	him	 the	White	Cat	wore	a	bracelet
containing	 a	 portrait,	 and	 he	 begged	 to	 be	 allowed	 to	 look	 at	 it.	 	 To	 his	 great
surprise	he	found	it	represented	an	extremely	handsome	young	man,	who	was	so
like	himself	that	it	might	have	been	his	own	portrait!		The	White	Cat	sighed	as
he	looked	at	 it,	and	seemed	sadder	than	ever,	and	the	Prince	dared	not	ask	any
questions	for	fear	of	displeasing	her;	so	he	began	to	talk	about	other	things,	and
found	that	she	was	interested	in	all	the	subjects	he	cared	for	himself,	and	seemed
to	know	quite	well	what	was	going	on	in	the	world.		After	supper	they	went	into
another	room,	which	was	fitted	up	as	a	theatre,	and	the	cats	acted	and	danced	for
their	amusement,	and	then	the	White	Cat	said	good-night	to	him,	and	the	hands
conducted	him	into	a	room	he	had	not	seen	before,	hung	with	 tapestry	worked
with	butterflies’	wings	of	every	color;	there	were	mirrors	that	reached	from	the
ceiling	 to	 the	 floor,	 and	 a	 little	white	 bed	with	 curtains	 of	 gauze	 tied	 up	with
ribbons.	 	The	Prince	went	 to	 bed	 in	 silence,	 as	 he	 did	 not	 quite	 know	how	 to
begin	a	conversation	with	the	hands	that	waited	on	him,	and	in	the	morning	he
was	awakened	by	a	noise	and	confusion	outside	of	his	window,	and	 the	hands
came	and	quickly	dressed	him	in	hunting	costume.		When	he	looked	out	all	the
cats	were	assembled	in	the	courtyard,	some	leading	greyhounds,	some	blowing
horns,	for	the	White	Cat	was	going	out	hunting.		The	hands	led	a	wooden	horse
up	 to	 the	Prince,	and	seemed	 to	expect	him	 to	mount	 it,	 at	which	he	was	very
indignant;	but	it	was	no	use	for	him	to	object,	for	he	speedily	found	himself	upon
its	back,	and	it	pranced	gaily	off	with	him.
The	White	Cat	 herself	was	 riding	 a	monkey,	which	 climbed	 even	 up	 to	 the

eagles’	 nests	when	 she	 had	 a	 fancy	 for	 the	 young	 eaglets.	 	Never	was	 there	 a
pleasanter	hunting	party,	and	when	they	returned	to	the	castle	the	Prince	and	the
White	Cat	supped	together	as	before,	but	when	they	had	finished	she	offered	him
a	crystal	goblet,	which	must	have	contained	a	magic	draught,	for,	as	soon	as	he
had	swallowed	its	contents,	he	forgot	everything,	even	the	little	dog	that	he	was
seeking	for	the	King,	and	only	thought	how	happy	he	was	to	be	with	the	White
Cat!	 	And	so	 the	days	passed,	 in	every	kind	of	amusement,	until	 the	year	was
nearly	gone.		The	Prince	had	forgotten	all	about	meeting	his	brothers:		he	did	not
even	know	what	country	he	belonged	to;	but	the	White	Cat	knew	when	he	ought
to	go	back,	and	one	day	she	said	to	him:	
“Do	you	know	that	you	have	only	three	days	left	to	look	for	the	little	dog	for

your	father,	and	your	brothers	have	found	lovely	ones?”
Then	the	Prince	suddenly	recovered	his	memory,	and	cried:	
“What	can	have	made	me	forget	such	an	important	thing?		My	whole	fortune



depends	 upon	 it;	 and	 even	 if	 I	 could	 in	 such	 a	 short	 time	 find	 a	 dog	 pretty
enough	to	gain	me	a	kingdom,	where	should	I	find	a	horse	who	would	carry	me
all	that	way	in	three	days?”	And	he	began	to	be	very	vexed.		But	the	White	Cat
said	 to	 him:	 	 “King’s	 son,	 do	 not	 trouble	 yourself;	 I	 am	 your	 friend,	 and	will
make	 everything	 easy	 for	 you.	 	You	 can	 still	 stay	 here	 for	 a	 day,	 as	 the	 good
wooden	horse	can	take	you	to	your	country	in	twelve	hours.”
“I	thank	you,	beautiful	Cat,”	said	the	Prince;	“but	what	good	will	it	do	me	to

get	back	if	I	have	not	a	dog	to	take	to	my	father?”
“See	here,”	answered	the	White	Cat,	holding	up	an	acorn;	“there	is	a	prettier

one	in	this	than	in	the	Dogstar!”
“Oh!		White	Cat	dear,”	said	the	Prince,	“how	unkind	you	are	to	laugh	at	me

now!”
“Only	listen,”	she	said,	holding	the	acorn	to	his	ear.
And	inside	it	he	distinctly	heard	a	tiny	voice	say:		“Bow-wow!”
The	Prince	was	delighted,	for	a	dog	that	can	be	shut	up	in	an	acorn	must	be

very	small	indeed.		He	wanted	to	take	it	out	and	look	at	it,	but	the	White	Cat	said
it	would	be	better	not	to	open	the	acorn	till	he	was	before	the	King,	in	case	the
tiny	dog	should	be	cold	on	the	journey.	 	He	thanked	her	a	 thousand	times,	and
said	good-by	quite	sadly	when	the	time	came	for	him	to	set	out.
“The	days	have	passed	so	quickly	with	you,”	he	said,	“I	only	wish	I	could	take

you	with	me	now.”
But	the	White	Cat	shook	her	head	and	sighed	deeply	in	answer.
After	all	the	Prince	was	the	first	to	arrive	at	the	castle	where	he	had	agreed	to

meet	his	brothers,	but	they	came	soon	after,	and	stared	in	amazement	when	they
saw	the	wooden	horse	in	the	courtyard	jumping	like	a	hunter.
The	Prince	met	them	joyfully,	and	they	began	to	tell	him	all	their	adventures;

but	he	managed	to	hide	from	them	what	he	had	been	doing,	and	even	led	them	to
think	that	a	turnspit	dog	which	he	had	with	him	was	the	one	he	was	bringing	for
the	King.	 	Fond	as	 they	all	were	of	one	another,	 the	 two	eldest	could	not	help
being	 glad	 to	 think	 that	 their	 dogs	 certainly	 had	 a	 better	 chance.	 	 The	 next
morning	they	started	in	the	same	chariot.	 	The	elder	brothers	carried	in	baskets
two	 such	 tiny,	 fragile	 dogs	 that	 they	 hardly	 dared	 to	 touch	 them.	 	 As	 for	 the
turnspit,	 he	 ran	 after	 the	 chariot,	 and	 got	 so	 covered	with	mud	 that	 one	 could
hardly	 see	 what	 he	 was	 like	 at	 all.	 	 When	 they	 reached	 the	 palace	 everyone
crowded	 round	 to	welcome	 them	 as	 they	went	 into	 the	King’s	 great	 hall;	 and
when	the	two	brothers	presented	their	little	dogs	nobody	could	decide	which	was
the	 prettier.	 	 They	 were	 already	 arranging	 between	 themselves	 to	 share	 the
kingdom	equally,	when	the	youngest	stepped	forward,	drawing	from	his	pocket
the	acorn	the	White	Cat	had	given	him.		He	opened	it	quickly,	and	there	upon	a



white	cushion	they	saw	a	dog	so	small	that	it	could	easily	have	been	put	through
a	ring.	 	The	Prince	 laid	 it	upon	the	ground,	and	it	got	up	at	once	and	began	to
dance.		The	King	did	not	know	what	to	say,	for	it	was	impossible	that	anything
could	be	prettier	than	this	little	creature.		Nevertheless,	as	he	was	in	no	hurry	to
part	with	his	crown,	he	told	his	sons	that,	as	they	had	been	so	successful	the	first
time,	he	would	ask	them	to	go	once	again,	and	seek	by	land	and	sea	for	a	piece
of	 muslin	 so	 fine	 that	 it	 could	 be	 drawn	 through	 the	 eye	 of	 a	 needle.	 	 The
brothers	 were	 not	 very	 willing	 to	 set	 out	 again,	 but	 the	 two	 eldest	 consented
because	it	gave	them	another	chance,	and	they	started	as	before.		The	youngest
again	mounted	 the	 wooden	 horse,	 and	 rode	 back	 at	 full	 speed	 to	 his	 beloved
White	Cat.	 	Every	door	of	 the	 castle	 stood	wide	open,	 and	 every	window	and
turret	 was	 illuminated,	 so	 it	 looked	 more	 wonderful	 than	 before.	 	 The	 hands
hastened	 to	 meet	 him,	 and	 led	 the	 wooden	 horse	 off	 to	 the	 stable,	 while	 he
hurried	 in	 to	 find	 the	White	Cat.	 	She	was	 asleep	 in	 a	 little	basket	 on	 a	white
satin	cushion,	but	she	very	soon	started	up	when	she	heard	the	Prince,	and	was
overjoyed	at	seeing	him	once	more.
“How	could	I	hope	that	you	would	come	back	to	me	King’s	son?”	she	said.	

And	then	he	stroked	and	petted	her,	and	told	her	of	his	successful	journey,	and
how	he	had	come	back	to	ask	her	help,	as	he	believed	that	it	was	impossible	to
find	what	the	King	demanded.		The	White	Cat	looked	serious,	and	said	she	must
think	what	was	 to	be	done,	but	 that,	 luckily,	 there	were	some	cats	 in	 the	castle
who	could	spin	very	well,	and	if	anybody	could	manage	it	 they	could,	and	she
would	set	them	the	task	herself.
And	then	the	hands	appeared	carrying	torches,	and	conducted	the	Prince	and

the	White	Cat	to	a	long	gallery	which	overlooked	the	river,	from	the	windows	of
which	they	saw	a	magnificent	display	of	fireworks	of	all	sorts;	after	which	they
had	supper,	which	the	Prince	liked	even	better	than	the	fireworks,	for	it	was	very
late,	and	he	was	hungry	after	his	long	ride.		And	so	the	days	passed	quickly	as
before;	 it	was	 impossible	 to	 feel	 dull	with	 the	White	Cat,	 and	 she	had	quite	 a
talent	for	inventing	new	amusements—	indeed,	she	was	cleverer	than	a	cat	has
any	right	to	be.		But	when	the	Prince	asked	her	how	it	was	that	she	was	so	wise,
she	only	said:	
“King’s	 son,	 do	 not	 ask	 me;	 guess	 what	 you	 please.	 	 I	 may	 not	 tell	 you

anything.”
The	Prince	was	so	happy	that	he	did	not	trouble	himself	at	all	about	the	time,

but	presently	the	White	Cat	told	him	that	the	year	was	gone,	and	that	he	need	not
be	at	all	anxious	about	the	piece	of	muslin,	as	they	had	made	it	very	well.
“This	time,”	she	added,	“I	can	give	you	a	suitable	escort”;	and	on	looking	out

into	the	courtyard	the	Prince	saw	a	superb	chariot	of	burnished	gold,	enameled	in



flame	color	with	 a	 thousand	different	 devices.	 	 It	was	drawn	by	 twelve	 snow-
white	horses,	harnessed	four	abreast;	their	trappings	were	flame-colored	velvet,
embroidered	with	diamonds.		A	hundred	chariots	followed,	each	drawn	by	eight
horses,	 and	 filled	 with	 officers	 in	 splendid	 uniforms,	 and	 a	 thousand	 guards
surrounded	 the	 procession.	 	 “Go!”	 said	 the	White	Cat,	 “and	when	 you	 appear
before	the	King	in	such	state	he	surely	will	not	refuse	you	the	crown	which	you
deserve.		Take	this	walnut,	but	do	not	open	it	until	you	are	before	him,	then	you
will	find	in	it	the	piece	of	stuff	you	asked	me	for.”
“Lovely	Blanchette,”	 said	 the	Prince,	 “how	can	 I	 thank	you	properly	 for	 all

your	kindness	to	me?		Only	tell	me	that	you	wish	it,	and	I	will	give	up	for	ever
all	thought	of	being	king,	and	will	stay	here	with	you	always.”
“King’s	 son,”	 she	 replied,	 “it	 shows	 the	 goodness	 of	 your	 heart	 that	 you

should	care	so	much	for	a	little	white	cat,	who	is	good	for	nothing	but	to	catch
mice;	but	you	must	not	stay.”
So	the	Prince	kissed	her	little	paw	and	set	out.		You	can	imagine	how	fast	he

traveled	when	I	tell	you	that	they	reached	the	King’s	palace	in	just	half	the	time
it	had	taken	the	wooden	horse	to	get	there.		This	time	the	Prince	was	so	late	that
he	did	not	try	to	meet	his	brothers	at	their	castle,	so	they	thought	he	could	not	be
coming,	and	were	 rather	glad	of	 it,	 and	displayed	 their	pieces	of	muslin	 to	 the
King	proudly,	feeling	sure	of	success.	 	And	indeed	the	stuff	was	very	fine,	and
would	go	through	the	eye	of	a	very	large	needle;	but	the	King,	who	was	only	too
glad	to	make	a	difficulty,	sent	for	a	particular	needle,	which	was	kept	among	the
Crown	jewels,	and	had	such	a	small	eye	that	everybody	saw	at	once	that	it	was
impossible	that	the	muslin	should	pass	through	it.		The	Princes	were	angry,	and
were	 beginning	 to	 complain	 that	 it	 was	 a	 trick,	 when	 suddenly	 the	 trumpets
sounded	and	 the	youngest	Prince	 came	 in.	 	His	 father	 and	brothers	were	quite
astonished	at	his	magnificence,	and	after	he	had	greeted	them	he	took	the	walnut
from	his	pocket	and	opened	 it,	 fully	expecting	 to	 find	 the	piece	of	muslin,	but
instead	there	was	only	a	hazel-nut.		He	cracked	it,	and	there	lay	a	cherry-stone.	
Everybody	was	looking	on,	and	the	King	was	chuckling	to	himself	at	the	idea	of
finding	the	piece	of	muslin	in	a	nutshell.
However,	the	Prince	cracked	the	cherry-stone,	but	everyone	laughed	when	he

saw	it	contained	only	its	own	kernel.		He	opened	that	and	found	a	grain	of	wheat,
and	in	that	was	a	millet	seed.	 	Then	he	himself	began	to	wonder,	and	muttered
softly:	
“White	Cat,	White	Cat,	are	you	making	fun	of	me?”
In	 an	 instant	 he	 felt	 a	 cat’s	 claw	 give	 his	 hand	 quite	 a	 sharp	 scratch,	 and

hoping	 that	 it	was	meant	 as	 an	 encouragement	 he	 opened	 the	millet	 seed,	 and
drew	out	of	it	a	piece	of	muslin	four	hundred	ells	long,	woven	with	the	loveliest



colors	 and	most	wonderful	 patterns;	 and	when	 the	needle	was	brought	 it	went
through	the	eye	six	times	with	the	greatest	ease!		The	King	turned	pale,	and	the
other	Princes	stood	silent	and	sorrowful,	for	nobody	could	deny	that	this	was	the
most	marvelous	piece	of	muslin	that	was	to	be	found	in	the	world.
Presently	the	King	turned	to	his	sons,	and	said,	with	a	deep	sigh:	
“Nothing	 could	 console	 me	 more	 in	 my	 old	 age	 than	 to	 realize	 your

willingness	to	gratify	my	wishes.		Go	then	once	more,	and	whoever	at	the	end	of
a	 year	 can	bring	back	 the	 loveliest	 princess	 shall	 be	married	 to	 her,	 and	 shall,
without	 further	 delay,	 receive	 the	 crown,	 for	 my	 successor	 must	 certainly	 be
married.”	 	The	Prince	 considered	 that	 he	 had	 earned	 the	 kingdom	 fairly	 twice
over	but	still	he	was	too	well	bred	to	argue	about	it,	so	he	just	went	back	to	his
gorgeous	chariot,	and,	surrounded	by	his	escort,	returned	to	the	White	Cat	faster
than	he	had	come.		This	time	she	was	expecting	him,	the	path	was	strewn	with
flowers,	 and	a	 thousand	braziers	were	burning	 scented	woods	which	perfumed
the	air.		Seated	in	a	gallery	from	which	she	could	see	his	arrival,	the	White	Cat
waited	for	him.		“Well,	King’s	son,”	she	said,	“here	you	are	once	more,	without	a
crown.”		“Madam,”	said	he,	“thanks	to	your	generosity	I	have	earned	one	twice
over;	but	the	fact	 is	 that	my	father	is	so	loth	to	part	with	it	 that	 it	would	be	no
pleasure	to	me	to	take	it.”
“Never	mind,”	she	answered,	“it’s	just	as	well	to	try	and	deserve	it.	 	As	you

must	take	back	a	lovely	princess	with	you	next	time	I	will	be	on	the	look-out	for
one	for	you.	 	In	the	meantime	let	us	enjoy	ourselves;	 to-night	I	have	ordered	a
battle	between	my	cats	and	the	river	rats	on	purpose	to	amuse	you.”		So	this	year
slipped	 away	 even	 more	 pleasantly	 than	 the	 preceding	 ones.	 	 Sometimes	 the
Prince	could	not	help	asking	the	White	Cat	how	it	was	she	could	talk.
“Perhaps	you	are	a	fairy,”	he	said.		“Or	has	some	enchanter	changed	you	into	a

cat?”
But	she	only	gave	him	answers	that	told	him	nothing.		Days	go	by	so	quickly

when	one	is	very	happy	that	it	is	certain	the	Prince	would	never	have	thought	of
its	being	time	to	go	back,	when	one	evening	as	they	sat	together	the	White	Cat
said	to	him	that	 if	he	wanted	to	take	a	 lovely	princess	home	with	him	the	next
day	he	must	be	prepared	to	do	what	she	told	him.
“Take	this	sword,”	she	said,	“and	cut	off	my	head!”
“I!”	cried	the	Prince,	“I	cut	off	your	head!		Blanchette	darling,	how	could	I	do

it?”
“I	entreat	you	to	do	as	I	tell	you,	King’s	son,”	she	replied.
The	tears	came	into	the	Prince’s	eyes	as	he	begged	her	to	ask	him	anything	but

that—	to	set	him	any	task	she	pleased	as	a	proof	of	his	devotion,	but	to	spare	him
the	 grief	 of	 killing	 his	 dear	 Pussy.	 	 But	 nothing	 he	 could	 say	 altered	 her



determination,	and	at	 last	he	drew	his	sword,	and	desperately,	with	a	trembling
hand,	 cut	 off	 the	 little	white	 head.	 	 But	 imagine	 his	 astonishment	 and	 delight
when	 suddenly	 a	 lovely	 princess	 stood	 before	 him,	 and,	 while	 he	 was	 still
speechless	with	amazement,	the	door	opened	and	a	goodly	company	of	knights
and	ladies	entered,	each	carrying	a	cat’s	skin!		They	hastened	with	every	sign	of
joy	to	the	Princess,	kissing	her	hand	and	congratulating	her	on	being	once	more
restored	 to	 her	 natural	 shape.	 	 She	 received	 them	 graciously,	 but	 after	 a	 few
minutes	begged	 that	 they	would	 leave	her	 alone	with	 the	Prince,	 to	whom	she
said:	
“You	see,	Prince,	that	you	were	right	in	supposing	me	to	be	no	ordinary	cat.	

My	father	reigned	over	six	kingdoms.		The	Queen,	my	mother,	whom	he	loved
dearly,	 had	 a	 passion	 for	 traveling	 and	 exploring,	 and	when	 I	was	 only	 a	 few
weeks	old	she	obtained	his	permission	to	visit	a	certain	mountain	of	which	she
had	heard	many	marvelous	 tales,	 and	 set	out,	 taking	with	her	 a	number	of	her
attendants.	 	 On	 the	 way	 they	 had	 to	 pass	 near	 an	 old	 castle	 belonging	 to	 the
fairies.		Nobody	had	ever	been	into	it,	but	it	was	reported	to	be	full	of	the	most
wonderful	things,	and	my	mother	remembered	to	have	heard	that	the	fairies	had
in	their	garden	such	fruits	as	were	to	be	seen	and	tasted	nowhere	else.		She	began
to	 wish	 to	 try	 them	 for	 herself,	 and	 turned	 her	 steps	 in	 the	 direction	 of	 the
garden.		On	arriving	at	the	door,	which	blazed	with	gold	and	jewels,	she	ordered
her	servants	to	knock	loudly,	but	it	was	useless;	it	seemed	as	if	all	the	inhabitants
of	the	castle	must	be	asleep	or	dead.		Now	the	more	difficult	it	became	to	obtain
the	 fruit,	 the	more	 the	Queen	was	 determined	 that	 have	 it	 she	would.	 	 So	 she
ordered	that	they	should	bring	ladders,	and	get	over	the	wall	into	the	garden;	but
though	 the	 wall	 did	 not	 look	 very	 high,	 and	 they	 tied	 the	 ladders	 together	 to
make	them	very	long,	it	was	quite	impossible	to	get	to	the	top.
“The	Queen	was	in	despair,	but	as	night	was	coming	on	she	ordered	that	they

should	encamp	just	where	they	were,	and	went	 to	bed	herself,	 feeling	quite	 ill,
she	was	so	disappointed.		In	the	middle	of	the	night	she	was	suddenly	awakened,
and	saw	to	her	surprise	a	tiny,	ugly	old	woman	seated	by	her	bedside,	who	said
to	her:	
“’I	must	 say	 that	 we	 consider	 it	 somewhat	 troublesome	 of	 your	Majesty	 to

insist	 upon	 tasting	 our	 fruit;	 but	 to	 save	 you	 annoyance,	my	 sisters	 and	 I	will
consent	to	give	you	as	much	as	you	can	carry	away,	on	one	condition—	that	is,
that	you	shall	give	us	your	little	daughter	to	bring	up	as	our	own.’
“‘Ah!	my	dear	madam,’	cried	the	Queen,	’is	 there	nothing	else	 that	you	will

take	for	the	fruit?		I	will	give	you	my	kingdoms	willingly.’
“‘No,’	replied	the	old	fairy,	’we	will	have	nothing	but	your	little	daughter.		She

shall	be	as	happy	as	the	day	is	long,	and	we	will	give	her	everything	that	is	worth



having	in	fairy-land,	but	you	must	not	see	her	again	until	she	is	married.’
“‘Though	 it	 is	 a	 hard	 condition,’	 said	 the	 Queen,	 ’I	 consent,	 for	 I	 shall

certainly	die	 if	 I	 do	not	 taste	 the	 fruit,	 and	 so	 I	 should	 lose	my	 little	 daughter
either	way.’
“So	the	old	fairy	led	her	into	the	castle,	and,	though	it	was	still	the	middle	of

the	night,	the	Queen	could	see	plainly	that	it	was	far	more	beautiful	than	she	had
been	told,	which	you	can	easily	believe,	Prince,”	said	the	White	Cat,	“when	I	tell
you	that	it	was	this	castle	that	we	are	now	in.		’Will	you	gather	the	fruit	yourself,
Queen?’	said	the	old	fairy,	’or	shall	I	call	it	to	come	to	you?’
“‘I	beg	you	to	let	me	see	it	come	when	it	is	called,’	cried	the	Queen;	‘that	will

be	something	quite	new.’		The	old	fairy	whistled	twice,	then	she	cried:	
“’Apricots,	peaches,	nectarines,	cherries,	plums,	pears,	melons,	grapes,	apples,

oranges,	lemons,	gooseberries,	strawberries,	raspberries,	come!’
“And	in	an	instant	they	came	tumbling	in	one	over	another,	and	yet	they	were

neither	 dusty	 nor	 spoilt,	 and	 the	Queen	 found	 them	 quite	 as	 good	 as	 she	 had
fancied	them.		You	see	they	grew	upon	fairy	trees.
“The	old	fairy	gave	her	golden	baskets	in	which	to	take	the	fruit	away,	and	it

was	as	much	as	four	hundred	mules	could	carry.		Then	she	reminded	the	Queen
of	her	agreement,	and	led	her	back	to	the	camp,	and	next	morning	she	went	back
to	 her	 kingdom,	 but	 before	 she	 had	 gone	 very	 far	 she	 began	 to	 repent	 of	 her
bargain,	 and	 when	 the	 King	 came	 out	 to	 meet	 her	 she	 looked	 so	 sad	 that	 he
guessed	that	something	had	happened,	and	asked	what	was	the	matter.	 	At	first
the	Queen	was	afraid	to	tell	him,	but	when,	as	soon	as	they	reached	the	palace,
five	frightful	little	dwarfs	were	sent	by	the	fairies	to	fetch	me,	she	was	obliged	to
confess	what	she	had	promised.	 	The	King	was	very	angry,	and	had	the	Queen
and	 myself	 shut	 up	 in	 a	 great	 tower	 and	 safely	 guarded,	 and	 drove	 the	 little
dwarfs	out	of	his	kingdom;	but	the	fairies	sent	a	great	dragon	who	ate	up	all	the
people	he	met,	and	whose	breath	burnt	up	everything	as	he	passed	through	the
country;	and	at	last,	after	trying	in	vain	to	rid	himself	of	this	monster,	the	King,
to	 save	 his	 subjects,	 was	 obliged	 to	 consent	 that	 I	 should	 be	 given	 up	 to	 the
fairies.		This	time	they	came	themselves	to	fetch	me,	in	a	chariot	of	pearl	drawn
by	sea-horses,	 followed	by	 the	dragon,	who	was	 led	with	chains	of	diamonds.	
My	cradle	was	placed	between	the	old	fairies,	who	loaded	me	with	caresses,	and
away	we	whirled	through	the	air	to	a	tower	which	they	had	built	on	purpose	for
me.		There	I	grew	up	surrounded	with	everything	that	was	beautiful	and	rare,	and
learning	everything	that	is	ever	taught	to	a	princess,	but	without	any	companions
but	a	parrot	and	a	little	dog,	who	could	both	talk;	and	receiving	every	day	a	visit
from	 one	 of	 the	 old	 fairies,	 who	 came	 mounted	 upon	 the	 dragon.	 	 One	 day,
however,	as	I	sat	at	my	window	I	saw	a	handsome	young	prince,	who	seemed	to



have	 been	 hunting	 in	 the	 forest	 which	 surrounded	 my	 prison,	 and	 who	 was
standing	and	looking	up	at	me.		When	he	saw	that	I	observed	him	he	saluted	me
with	great	deference.	 	You	can	 imagine	 that	 I	was	delighted	 to	have	some	one
new	 to	 talk	 to,	 and	 in	 spite	of	 the	height	of	my	window	our	 conversation	was
prolonged	till	night	fell,	then	my	prince	reluctantly	bade	me	farewell.		But	after
that	 he	 came	 again	many	 times	 and	 at	 last	 I	 consented	 to	marry	 him,	 but	 the
question	was	how	was	I	to	escape	from	my	tower.		The	fairies	always	supplied
me	with	flax	for	my	spinning,	and	by	great	diligence	I	made	enough	cord	for	a
ladder	that	would	reach	to	the	foot	of	the	tower;	but,	alas!	just	as	my	prince	was
helping	 me	 to	 descend	 it,	 the	 crossest	 and	 ugliest	 of	 the	 old	 fairies	 flew	 in.	
Before	he	had	 time	to	defend	himself	my	unhappy	lover	was	swallowed	up	by
the	dragon.		As	for	me,	the	fairies,	furious	at	having	their	plans	defeated,	for	they
intended	me	to	marry	the	king	of	the	dwarfs,	and	I	utterly	refused,	changed	me
into	a	white	cat.		When	they	brought	me	here	I	found	all	the	lords	and	ladies	of
my	father’s	court	awaiting	me	under	the	same	enchantment,	while	the	people	of
lesser	rank	had	been	made	invisible,	all	but	their	hands.
“As	they	laid	me	under	the	enchantment	the	fairies	told	me	all	my	history,	for

until	then	I	had	quite	believed	that	I	was	their	child,	and	warned	me	that	my	only
chance	 of	 regaining	 my	 natural	 form	 was	 to	 win	 the	 love	 of	 a	 prince	 who
resembled	in	every	way	my	unfortunate	lover.
“And	you	have	won	it,	lovely	Princess,”	interrupted	the	Prince.
“You	are	indeed	wonderfully	like	him,”	resumed	the	Princess—	“in	voice,	in

features,	and	everything;	and	if	you	really	love	me	all	my	troubles	will	be	at	an
end.”
“And	mine	 too,”	 cried	 the	Prince,	 throwing	himself	 at	 her	 feet,	 “if	 you	will

consent	to	marry	me.”
“I	love	you	already	better	than	anyone	in	the	world,”	she	said;	“but	now	it	is

time	to	go	back	to	your	father,	and	we	shall	hear	what	he	says	about	it.”
So	the	Prince	gave	her	his	hand	and	led	her	out,	and	they	mounted	the	chariot

together;	it	was	even	more	splendid	than	before,	and	so	was	the	whole	company.	
Even	the	horses’	shoes	were	of	rubies	with	diamond	nails,	and	I	suppose	that	is
the	first	time	such	a	thing	was	ever	seen.
As	the	Princess	was	as	kind	and	clever	as	she	was	beautiful,	you	may	imagine

what	 a	 delightful	 journey	 the	 Prince	 found	 it,	 for	 everything	 the	 Princess	 said
seemed	to	him	quite	charming.
When	they	came	near	the	castle	where	the	brothers	were	to	meet,	the	Princess

got	 into	a	chair	carried	by	four	of	 the	guards;	 it	was	hewn	out	of	one	splendid
crystal,	and	had	silken	curtains,	which	she	drew	round	her	that	she	might	not	be
seen.



The	 Prince	 saw	 his	 brothers	 walking	 upon	 the	 terrace,	 each	 with	 a	 lovely
princess,	and	they	came	to	meet	him,	asking	if	he	had	also	found	a	wife.		He	said
that	he	had	found	something	much	rarer—	a	white	cat!		At	which	they	laughed
very	much,	 and	 asked	 him	 if	 he	was	 afraid	 of	 being	 eaten	 up	 by	mice	 in	 the
palace.	 	And	then	they	set	out	together	for	the	town.		Each	prince	and	princess
rode	in	a	splendid	carriage;	the	horses	were	decked	with	plumes	of	feathers,	and
glittered	with	 gold.	 	 After	 them	 came	 the	 youngest	 prince,	 and	 last	 of	 all	 the
crystal	chair,	at	which	everybody	 looked	with	admiration	and	curiosity.	 	When
the	courtiers	saw	them	coming	they	hastened	to	tell	the	King.
“Are	the	ladies	beautiful?”	he	asked	anxiously.
And	 when	 they	 answered	 that	 nobody	 had	 ever	 before	 seen	 such	 lovely

princesses	he	seemed	quite	annoyed.
However,	 he	 received	 them	 graciously,	 but	 found	 it	 impossible	 to	 choose

between	them.
Then	turning	to	his	youngest	son	he	said:	
“Have	you	come	back	alone,	after	all?”
“Your	Majesty,”	replied	the	Prince,	“will	find	in	that	crystal	chair	a	little	white

cat,	which	has	such	soft	paws,	and	mews	so	prettily,	that	I	am	sure	you	will	be
charmed	with	it.”
The	King	smiled,	and	went	to	draw	back	the	curtains	himself,	but	at	a	touch

from	 the	 Princess	 the	 crystal	 shivered	 into	 a	 thousand	 splinters,	 and	 there	 she
stood	in	all	her	beauty;	her	fair	hair	floated	over	her	shoulders	and	was	crowned
with	flowers,	and	her	softly	falling	robe	was	of	the	purest	white.		She	saluted	the
King	gracefully,	while	a	murmur	of	admiration	rose	from	all	around.
“Sire,”	 she	 said,	 “I	 am	 not	 come	 to	 deprive	 you	 of	 the	 throne	 you	 fill	 so

worthily.		I	have	already	six	kingdoms,	permit	me	to	bestow	one	upon	you,	and
upon	each	of	your	sons.		I	ask	nothing	but	your	friendship,	and	your	consent	to
my	marriage	with	your	youngest	son;	we	shall	still	have	three	kingdoms	left	for
ourselves.”
The	King	and	all	 the	courtiers	could	not	conceal	 their	 joy	and	astonishment,

and	 the	marriage	 of	 the	 three	 Princes	was	 celebrated	 at	 once.	 	 The	 festivities
lasted	 several	 months,	 and	 then	 each	 king	 and	 queen	 departed	 to	 their	 own
kingdom	and	lived	happily	ever	after.



The	Water-Lily.	The	Gold-Spinners

Once	upon	a	time,	in	a	large	forest,	there	lived	an	old	woman	and	three	maidens.	
They	were	all	 three	beautiful,	but	 the	youngest	was	 the	 fairest.	 	Their	hut	was
quite	 hidden	 by	 trees,	 and	 none	 saw	 their	 beauty	 but	 the	 sun	 by	 day,	 and	 the
moon	by	night,	and	the	eyes	of	the	stars.		The	old	woman	kept	the	girls	hard	at
work,	from	morning	till	night,	spinning	gold	flax	into	yarn,	and	when	one	distaff
was	empty	another	was	given	them,	so	they	had	no	rest.	 	The	thread	had	to	be
fine	 and	 even,	 and	when	 done	was	 locked	 up	 in	 a	 secret	 chamber	 by	 the	 old
woman,	who	twice	or	thrice	every	summer	went	a	journey.		Before	she	went	she
gave	out	work	for	each	day	of	her	absence,	and	always	returned	in	the	night,	so
that	 the	girls	never	saw	what	she	brought	back	with	her,	neither	would	she	tell
them	whence	the	gold	flax	came,	nor	what	it	was	to	be	used	for.
Now,	when	the	time	came	round	for	the	old	woman	to	set	out	on	one	of	these

journeys,	 she	 gave	 each	 maiden	 work	 for	 six	 days,	 with	 the	 usual	 warning:	
“Children,	don’t	let	your	eyes	wander,	and	on	no	account	speak	to	a	man,	for,	if
you	 do,	 your	 thread	will	 lose	 its	 brightness,	 and	misfortunes	 of	 all	 kinds	will
follow.”		They	laughed	at	this	oft-repeated	caution,	saying	to	each	other:		“How
can	our	gold	thread	lose	its	brightness,	and	have	we	any	chance	of	speaking	to	a
man?”
On	the	third	day	after	 the	old	woman’s	departure	a	young	prince,	hunting	in

the	 forest,	 got	 separated	 from	his	 companions,	 and	 completely	 lost.	 	Weary	of
seeking	his	way,	he	flung	himself	down	under	a	tree,	leaving	his	horse	to	browse
at	will,	and	fell	asleep.
The	sun	had	set	when	he	awoke	and	began	once	more	to	try	and	find	his	way

out	 of	 the	 forest.	 	 At	 last	 he	 perceived	 a	 narrow	 foot-path,	 which	 he	 eagerly
followed	and	found	that	it	led	him	to	a	small	hut.		The	maidens,	who	were	sitting
at	 the	 door	 of	 their	 hut	 for	 coolness,	 saw	 him	 approaching,	 and	 the	 two	 elder
were	 much	 alarmed,	 for	 they	 remembered	 the	 old	 woman’s	 warning;	 but	 the
youngest	 said:	 	 “Never	 before	 have	 I	 seen	 anyone	 like	 him;	 let	 me	 have	 one
look.”	 	They	entreated	her	 to	come	 in,	but,	 seeing	 that	she	would	not,	 left	her,
and	the	Prince,	coming	up,	courteously	greeted	the	maiden,	and	told	her	he	had
lost	his	way	in	the	forest	and	was	both	hungry	and	weary.		She	set	food	before
him,	and	was	so	delighted	with	his	conversation	that	she	forgot	the	old	woman’s
caution,	and	lingered	for	hours.		In	the	meantime	the	Prince’s	companions	sought
him	far	and	wide,	but	to	no	purpose,	so	they	sent	two	messengers	to	tell	the	sad
news	 to	 the	King,	who	 immediately	 ordered	 a	 regiment	 of	 cavalry	 and	one	of
infantry	to	go	and	look	for	him.



After	three	days’	search,	they	found	the	hut.		The	Prince	was	still	sitting	by	the
door	and	had	been	so	happy	in	the	maiden’s	company	that	the	time	had	seemed
like	 a	 single	 hour.	 	 Before	 leaving	 he	 promised	 to	 return	 and	 fetch	 her	 to	 his
father’s	court,	where	he	would	make	her	his	bride.		When	he	had	gone,	she	sat
down	to	her	wheel	to	make	up	for	lost	 time,	but	was	dismayed	to	find	that	her
thread	had	 lost	all	 its	brightness.	 	Her	heart	beat	 fast	and	she	wept	bitterly,	 for
she	remembered	the	old	woman’s	warning	and	knew	not	what	misfortune	might
now	befall	her.
The	old	woman	returned	in	the	night	and	knew	by	the	tarnished	thread	what

had	happened	in	her	absence.		She	was	furiously	angry	and	told	the	maiden	that
she	had	brought	down	misery	both	on	herself	 and	on	 the	Prince.	 	The	maiden
could	 not	 rest	 for	 thinking	 of	 this.	 	 At	 last	 she	 could	 bear	 it	 no	 longer,	 and
resolved	to	seek	help	from	the	Prince.
As	a	child	she	had	learned	to	understand	the	speech	of	birds,	and	this	was	now

of	great	use	to	her,	for,	seeing	a	raven	pluming	itself	on	a	pine	bough,	she	cried
softly	to	it:	 	“Dear	bird,	cleverest	of	all	birds,	as	well	as	swiftest	on	wing,	wilt
thou	help	me?”	“How	can	I	help	 thee?”	asked	 the	raven.	 	She	answered:	 	“Fly
away,	until	 thou	comest	 to	a	splendid	town,	where	stands	a	king’s	palace;	seek
out	 the	king’s	son	and	tell	him	that	a	great	misfortune	has	befallen	me.”	 	Then
she	told	the	raven	how	her	thread	had	lost	its	brightness,	how	terribly	angry	the
old	woman	was,	and	how	she	 feared	some	great	disaster.	 	The	 raven	promised
faithfully	 to	do	her	bidding,	and,	 spreading	 its	wings,	 flew	away.	 	The	maiden
now	went	home	and	worked	hard	all	day	at	winding	up	the	yarn	her	elder	sisters
had	spun,	for	the	old	woman	would	let	her	spin	no	longer.		Toward	evening	she
heard	the	raven’s	“craa,	craa,”	from	the	pine	tree	and	eagerly	hastened	thither	to
hear	the	answer.
By	great	good	fortune	the	raven	had	found	a	wind	wizard’s	son	in	the	palace

garden,	who	 understood	 the	 speech	 of	 birds,	 and	 to	 him	 he	 had	 entrusted	 the
message.	 	When	 the	Prince	 heard	 it,	 he	was	 very	 sorrowful,	 and	 took	 counsel
with	his	friends	how	to	free	the	maiden.		Then	he	said	to	the	wind	wizard’s	son:	
“Beg	the	raven	to	fly	quickly	back	to	the	maiden	and	tell	her	to	be	ready	on	the
ninth	night,	for	then	will	I	come	and	fetch	her	away.”		The	wind	wizard’s	son	did
this,	and	the	raven	flew	so	swiftly	that	it	reached	the	hut	that	same	evening.		The
maiden	 thanked	 the	 bird	 heartily	 and	went	 home,	 telling	 no	one	what	 she	 had
heard.
As	 the	 ninth	 night	 drew	 near	 she	 became	 very	 unhappy,	 for	 she	 feared	 lest

some	terrible	mischance	should	arise	and	ruin	all.		On	this	night	she	crept	quietly
out	 of	 the	 house	 and	 waited	 trembling	 at	 some	 little	 distance	 from	 the	 hut.	
Presently	 she	 heard	 the	 muffled	 tramp	 of	 horses,	 and	 soon	 the	 armed	 troop



appeared,	led	by	the	Prince,	who	had	prudently	marked	all	the	trees	beforehand,
in	order	to	know	the	way.	 	When	he	saw	the	maiden	he	sprang	from	his	horse,
lifted	 her	 into	 the	 saddle,	 and	 then,	 mounting	 behind,	 rode	 homeward.	 	 The
moon	shone	so	brightly	that	they	had	no	difficulty	in	seeing	the	marked	trees.
By	and	by	the	coming	of	dawn	loosened	the	tongues	of	all	the	birds,	and,	had

the	Prince	only	known	what	they	were	saying,	or	the	maiden	been	listening,	they
might	have	been	spared	much	sorrow,	but	they	were	thinking	only	of	each	other,
and	when	they	came	out	of	the	forest	the	sun	was	high	in	the	heavens.
Next	 morning,	 when	 the	 youngest	 girl	 did	 not	 come	 to	 her	 work,	 the	 old

woman	 asked	where	 she	was.	 	 The	 sisters	 pretended	 not	 to	 know,	 but	 the	 old
woman	easily	guessed	what	had	happened,	and,	as	she	was	 in	reality	a	wicked
witch,	 determined	 to	 punish	 the	 fugitives.	 	 Accordingly,	 she	 collected	 nine
different	 kinds	 of	 enchanters’	 nightshade,	 added	 some	 salt,	 which	 she	 first
bewitched,	and,	doing	all	up	in	a	cloth	into	the	shape	of	a	fluffy	ball,	sent	it	after
them	on	the	wings	of	the	wind,	saying:	

		“Whirlwind!—	mother	of	the	wind!	
		Lend	thy	aid	’gainst	her	who	sinned!	
		Carry	with	thee	this	magic	ball.	
		Cast	her	from	his	arms	for	ever,
		Bury	her	in	the	rippling	river.”

At	midday	the	Prince	and	his	men	came	to	a	deep	river,	spanned	by	so	narrow
a	bridge	that	only	one	rider	could	cross	at	a	time.		The	horse	on	which	the	Prince
and	 the	maiden	were	 riding	 had	 just	 reached	 the	middle	when	 the	magic	 ball
flew	by.		The	horse	in	its	fright	suddenly	reared,	and	before	anyone	could	stop	it
flung	the	maiden	into	the	swift	current	below.		The	Prince	tried	to	jump	in	after
her,	but	his	men	held	him	back,	and	in	spite	of	his	struggles	led	him	home,	where
for	six	weeks	he	shut	himself	up	in	a	secret	chamber,	and	would	neither	eat	nor
drink,	so	great	was	his	grief.		At	last	he	became	so	ill	his	life	was	despaired	of,
and	 in	 great	 alarm	 the	 King	 caused	 all	 the	 wizards	 of	 his	 country	 to	 be
summoned.		But	none	could	cure	him.		At	last	the	wind	wizard’s	son	said	to	the
King:	 	 “Send	 for	 the	 old	 wizard	 from	 Finland	 he	 knows	 more	 than	 all	 the
wizards	 of	 your	 kingdom	 put	 together.”	 	 A	 messenger	 was	 at	 once	 sent	 to
Finland,	 and	 a	week	 later	 the	 old	wizard	 himself	 arrived	 on	 the	wings	 of	 the
wind.		“Honored	King,”	said	the	wizard,	“the	wind	has	blown	this	illness	upon
your	 son,	 and	 a	magic	 ball	 has	 snatched	 away	 his	 beloved.	 	 This	 it	 is	 which
makes	him	grieve	so	constantly.		Let	the	wind	blow	upon	him	that	it	may	blow
away	his	 sorrow.”	 	Then	 the	King	made	 his	 son	 go	 out	 into	 the	wind,	 and	 he



gradually	recovered	and	told	his	father	all.		“Forget	the	maiden,”	said	the	King,
“and	take	another	bride”;	but	the	Prince	said	he	could	never	love	another.
A	year	afterward	he	came	suddenly	upon	the	bridge	where	his	beloved	met	her

death.		As	he	recalled	the	misfortune	he	wept	bitterly,	and	would	have	given	all
he	possessed	to	have	her	once	more	alive.		In	the	midst	of	his	grief	he	thought	he
heard	a	voice	singing,	and	looked	round,	but	could	see	no	one.	 	Then	he	heard
the	voice	again,	and	it	said:	

“Alas!	bewitched	and	all	forsaken,
		’Tis	I	must	lie	for	ever	here!	
My	beloved	no	thought	has	taken
		To	free	his	bride,	that	was	so	dear.”

He	was	greatly	astonished,	sprang	from	his	horse,	and	looked	everywhere	to
see	 if	 no	 one	 were	 hidden	 under	 the	 bridge;	 but	 no	 one	 was	 there.	 	 Then	 he
noticed	a	yellow	water-lily	floating	on	the	surface	of	the	water,	half	hidden	by	its
broad	leaves;	but	flowers	do	not	sing,	and	in	great	surprise	he	waited,	hoping	to
hear	more.		Then	again	the	voice	sang:	

“Alas!	bewitched	and	all	forsaken,
		’Tis	I	must	lie	for	ever	here!	
My	beloved	no	thought	has	taken
		To	free	his	bride,	that	was	so	dear.”

The	Prince	suddenly	remembered	the	gold-spinners,	and	said	to	himself:		“If	I
ride	thither,	who	knows	but	that	they	could	explain	this	to	me?”	He	at	once	rode
to	 the	hut,	and	found	the	 two	maidens	at	 the	fountain.	 	He	told	 them	what	had
befallen	their	sister	the	year	before,	and	how	he	had	twice	heard	a	strange	song,
but	yet	could	see	no	singer.		They	said	that	the	yellow	water-lily	could	be	none
other	 than	 their	 sister,	who	was	 not	 dead,	 but	 transformed	 by	 the	magic	 ball.	
Before	he	went	to	bed,	the	eldest	made	a	cake	of	magic	herbs,	which	she	gave
him	to	eat.	 	 In	 the	night	he	dreamed	 that	he	was	 living	 in	 the	forest	and	could
understand	all	that	the	birds	said	to	each	other.		Next	morning	he	told	this	to	the
maidens,	and	they	said	that	the	charmed	cake	had	caused	it,	and	advised	him	to
listen	 well	 to	 the	 birds,	 and	 see	 what	 they	 could	 tell	 him,	 and	 when	 he	 had
recovered	 his	 bride	 they	 begged	 him	 to	 return	 and	 deliver	 them	 from	 their
wretched	bondage.
Having	 promised	 this,	 he	 joyfully	 returned	 home,	 and	 as	 he	 was	 riding

through	the	forest	he	could	perfectly	understand	all	that	the	birds	said.		He	heard



a	 thrush	 say	 to	 a	magpie:	 	 “How	 stupid	men	 are!	 they	 cannot	 understand	 the
simplest	 thing.	 	It	 is	now	quite	a	year	since	the	maiden	was	transformed	into	a
water-lily,	and,	though	she	sings	so	sadly	that	anyone	going	over	the	bridge	must
hear	her,	yet	no	one	comes	to	her	aid.		Her	former	bridegroom	rode	over	it	a	few
days	ago	and	heard	her	singing,	but	was	no	wiser	than	the	rest.”
“And	he	is	to	blame	for	all	her	misfortunes,”	added	the	magpie.		“If	he	heeds

only	 the	 words	 of	 men	 she	 will	 remain	 a	 flower	 for	 ever.	 	 She	 were	 soon
delivered	were	the	matter	only	laid	before	the	old	wizard	of	Finland.”
After	hearing	this,	the	Prince	wondered	how	he	could	get	a	message	conveyed

to	Finland.		He	heard	one	swallow	say	to	another:		“Come,	let	us	fly	to	Finland;
we	can	build	better	nests	there.”
“Stop,	kind	friends!”	cried	the	Prince.		“Will	you	do	something	for	me?”	The

birds	consented,	and	he	said:		“Take	a	thousand	greetings	from	me	to	the	wizard
of	Finland,	and	ask	him	how	I	may	restore	a	maiden	transformed	into	a	flower	to
her	own	form.”
The	 swallows	 flew	 away,	 and	 the	 Prince	 rode	 on	 to	 the	 bridge.	 	 There	 he

waited,	 hoping	 to	 hear	 the	 song.	 	But	 he	 heard	 nothing	 but	 the	 rushing	 of	 the
water	and	the	moaning	of	the	wind,	and,	disappointed,	rode	home.
Shortly	 after,	 he	was	 sitting	 in	 the	 garden,	 thinking	 that	 the	 swallows	must

have	forgotten	his	message,	when	he	saw	an	eagle	flying	above	him.		The	bird
gradually	descended	until	it	perched	on	a	tree	close	to	the	Prince	and	said:		“The
wizard	of	Finland	greets	thee	and	bids	me	say	that	thou	mayest	free	the	maiden
thus:	 	Go	 to	 the	 river	and	smear	 thyself	all	over	with	mud;	 then	say:	 	 ’From	a
man	 into	 a	 crab,’	 and	 thou	wilt	 become	 a	 crab.	 	 Plunge	 boldly	 into	 the	water,
swim	as	close	as	 thou	canst	 to	the	water-lily’s	roots,	and	loosen	them	from	the
mud	and	reeds.		This	done,	fasten	thy	claws	into	the	roots	and	rise	with	them	to
the	 surface.	 	Let	 the	water	 flow	 all	 over	 the	 flower,	 and	 drift	with	 the	 current
until	thou	comest	to	a	mountain	ash	tree	on	the	left	bank.		There	is	near	it	a	large
stone.	 	Stop	 there	 and	 say:	 	 ’From	a	 crab	 into	 a	man,	 from	a	water-lily	 into	 a
maiden,’	and	ye	both	will	be	restored	to	your	own	forms.”
Full	 of	 doubt	 and	 fear,	 the	 Prince	 let	 some	 time	 pass	 before	 he	 was	 bold

enough	to	attempt	to	rescue	the	maiden.		Then	a	crow	said	to	him:		“Why	dost
thou	hesitate?	 	The	old	wizard	has	not	 told	 thee	wrong,	neither	have	 the	birds
deceived	thee;	hasten	and	dry	the	maiden’s	tears.”
“Nothing	worse	than	death	can	befall	me,”	 thought	 the	Prince,	“and	death	is

better	 than	endless	sorrow.”	 	So	he	mounted	his	horse	and	went	 to	 the	bridge.	
Again	 he	 heard	 the	 water-lily’s	 lament,	 and,	 hesitating	 no	 longer,	 smeared
himself	all	over	with	mud,	and,	saying:		“From	a	man	into	a	crab,”	plunged	into
the	river.		For	one	moment	the	water	hissed	in	his	ears,	and	then	all	was	silent.	



He	swam	up	to	the	plant	and	began	to	loosen	its	roots,	but	so	firmly	were	they
fixed	in	the	mud	and	reeds	that	this	took	him	a	long	time.		He	then	grasped	them
and	 rose	 to	 the	 surface,	 letting	 the	 water	 flow	 over	 the	 flower.	 	 The	 current
carried	them	down	the	stream,	but	nowhere	could	he	see	the	mountain	ash.		At
last	he	saw	it,	and	close	by	the	large	stone.		Here	he	stopped	and	said:		“From	a
crab	 into	 a	 man,	 from	 a	 water-lily	 into	 a	 maiden,”	 and	 to	 his	 delight	 found
himself	once	more	a	prince,	and	the	maiden	was	by	his	side.		She	was	ten	times
more	beautiful	than	before,	and	wore	a	magnificent	pale	yellow	robe,	sparkling
with	jewels.		She	thanked	him	for	having	freed	her	from	the	cruel	witch’s	power,
and	willingly	consented	to	marry	him.
But	when	they	came	to	the	bridge	where	he	had	left	his	horse	it	was	nowhere

to	be	seen,	for,	though	the	Prince	thought	he	had	been	a	crab	only	a	few	hours,
he	had	in	reality	been	under	the	water	for	more	than	ten	days.		While	they	were
wondering	how	they	should	reach	his	father’s	court,	 they	saw	a	splendid	coach
driven	by	six	gaily	caparisoned	horses	coming	along	the	bank.		In	this	they	drove
to	the	palace.		The	King	and	Queen	were	at	church,	weeping	for	their	son,	whom
they	had	long	mourned	for	dead.		Great	was	their	delight	and	astonishment	when
the	Prince	entered,	leading	the	beautiful	maiden	by	the	hand.		The	wedding	was
at	 once	 celebrated	 and	 there	 was	 feasting	 and	 merry-making	 throughout	 the
kingdom	for	six	weeks.
Some	time	afterward	the	Prince	and	his	bride	were	sitting	in	the	garden,	when

a	crow	said	 to	 them:	 	“Ungrateful	creatures!	 	Have	you	forgotten	 the	 two	poor
maidens	who	helped	you	in	your	distress?	 	Must	 they	spin	gold	flax	for	ever?	
Have	 no	 pity	 on	 the	 old	witch.	 	 The	 three	maidens	 are	 princesses,	whom	 she
stole	away	when	they	were	children	together,	with	all	the	silver	utensils,	which
she	turned	into	gold	flax.		Poison	were	her	fittest	punishment.”
The	Prince	was	ashamed	of	having	forgotten	his	promise	and	set	out	at	once,

and	by	great	good	fortune	reached	the	hut	when	the	old	woman	was	away.		The
maidens	had	dreamed	that	he	was	coming,	and	were	ready	to	go	with	him,	but
first	they	made	a	cake	in	which	they	put	poison,	and	left	it	on	a	table	where	the
old	woman	was	likely	to	see	it	when	she	returned.		She	did	see	it,	and	thought	it
looked	so	tempting	that	she	greedily	ate	it	up	and	at	once	died.
In	the	secret	chamber	were	found	fifty	wagon-loads	of	gold	flax,	and	as	much

more	was	discovered	buried.	 	The	hut	was	razed	 to	 the	ground,	and	 the	Prince
and	his	bride	and	her	two	sisters	lived	happily	ever	after.



The	Terrible	Head

Once	upon	a	time	there	was	a	king	whose	only	child	was	a	girl.		Now	the	King
had	been	very	anxious	to	have	a	son,	or	at	least	a	grandson,	to	come	after	him,
but	 he	was	 told	 by	 a	 prophet	whom	he	 consulted	 that	 his	 own	 daughter’s	 son
should	kill	him.		This	news	terrified	him	so	much	that	he	determined	never	to	let
his	daughter	be	married,	for	he	thought	it	was	better	to	have	no	grandson	at	all
than	to	be	killed	by	his	grandson.		He	therefore	called	his	workmen	together,	and
bade	them	dig	a	deep	round	hole	in	the	earth,	and	then	he	had	a	prison	of	brass
built	in	the	hole,	and	then,	when	it	was	finished,	he	locked	up	his	daughter.		No
man	ever	saw	her,	and	she	never	saw	even	the	fields	and	the	sea,	but	only	the	sky
and	the	sun,	for	there	was	a	wide	open	window	in	the	roof	of	the	house	of	brass.	
So	 the	Princess	would	 sit	 looking	up	at	 the	 sky,	 and	watching	 the	clouds	 float
across,	and	wondering	whether	she	should	ever	get	out	of	her	prison.		Now	one
day	it	seemed	to	her	that	the	sky	opened	above	her,	and	a	great	shower	of	shining
gold	 fell	 through	 the	window	 in	 the	 roof,	 and	 lay	glittering	 in	 her	 room.	 	Not
very	long	after,	the	Princess	had	a	baby,	a	little	boy,	but	when	the	King	her	father
heard	of	it	he	was	very	angry	and	afraid,	for	now	the	child	was	born	that	should
be	 his	 death.	 	 Yet,	 cowardly	 as	 he	was,	 he	 had	 not	 quite	 the	 heart	 to	 kill	 the
Princess	and	her	baby	outright,	but	he	had	them	put	in	a	huge	brass-bound	chest
and	 thrust	out	 to	 sea,	 that	 they	might	either	be	drowned	or	 starved,	or	perhaps
come	to	a	country	where	they	would	be	out	of	his	way.
So	the	Princess	and	the	baby	floated	and	drifted	in	the	chest	on	the	sea	all	day

and	night,	but	the	baby	was	not	afraid	of	the	waves	nor	of	the	wind,	for	he	did
not	know	that	they	could	hurt	him,	and	he	slept	quite	soundly.		And	the	Princess
sang	a	song	over	him,	and	this	was	her	song:	

		“Child,	my	child,	how	sound	you	sleep!	
		Though	your	mother’s	care	is	deep,
		You	can	lie	with	heart	at	rest
		In	the	narrow	brass-bound	chest;
		In	the	starless	night	and	drear
		You	can	sleep,	and	never	hear
		Billows	breaking,	and	the	cry
		Of	the	night-wind	wandering	by;
		In	soft	purple	mantle	sleeping
		With	your	little	face	on	mine,
		Hearing	not	your	mother	weeping



		And	the	breaking	of	the	brine.”

Well,	 the	daylight	came	at	 last,	and	 the	great	chest	was	driven	by	 the	waves
against	the	shore	of	an	island.		There	the	brass-bound	chest	lay,	with	the	Princess
and	her	baby	in	it,	till	a	man	of	that	country	came	past,	and	saw	it,	and	dragged	it
on	to	the	beach,	and	when	he	had	broken	it	open,	behold!	there	was	a	beautiful
lady	and	a	 little	boy.	 	So	he	 took	 them	home,	and	was	very	kind	 to	 them,	and
brought	up	the	boy	till	he	was	a	young	man.		Now	when	the	boy	had	come	to	his
full	strength	the	King	of	that	country	fell	in	love	with	his	mother,	and	wanted	to
marry	her,	but	he	knew	that	she	would	never	part	from	her	boy.		So	he	thought	of
a	plan	to	get	rid	of	the	boy,	and	this	was	his	plan:		A	great	Queen	of	a	country
not	far	off	was	going	to	be	married,	and	this	king	said	that	all	his	subjects	must
bring	him	wedding	presents	to	give	her.		And	he	made	a	feast	to	which	he	invited
them	all,	and	they	all	brought	their	presents;	some	brought	gold	cups,	and	some
brought	necklaces	of	gold	and	amber,	and	some	brought	beautiful	horses;	but	the
boy	had	nothing,	though	he	was	the	son	of	a	princess,	for	his	mother	had	nothing
to	give	him.		Then	the	rest	of	the	company	began	to	laugh	at	him,	and	the	King
said:	 	 “If	 you	 have	 nothing	 else	 to	 give,	 at	 least	 you	might	 go	 and	 fetch	 the
Terrible	Head.”
The	boy	was	proud,	and	spoke	without	thinking:	
“Then	 I	 swear	 that	 I	will	bring	 the	Terrible	Head,	 if	 it	may	be	brought	by	a

living	man.		But	of	what	head	you	speak	I	know	not.”
Then	they	told	him	that	somewhere,	a	long	way	off,	there	dwelt	three	dreadful

sisters,	 monstrous	 ogrish	 women,	 with	 golden	 wings	 and	 claws	 of	 brass,	 and
with	serpents	growing	on	their	heads	instead	of	hair.		Now	these	women	were	so
awful	to	look	on	that	whoever	saw	them	was	turned	at	once	into	stone.		And	two
of	 them	 could	 not	 be	 put	 to	 death,	 but	 the	 youngest,	 whose	 face	 was	 very
beautiful,	 could	 be	 killed,	 and	 it	 was	 her	 head	 that	 the	 boy	 had	 promised	 to
bring.		You	may	imagine	it	was	no	easy	adventure.
When	he	heard	all	 this	he	was	perhaps	 sorry	 that	he	had	sworn	 to	bring	 the

Terrible	Head,	but	he	was	determined	to	keep	his	oath.		So	he	went	out	from	the
feast,	where	they	all	sat	drinking	and	making	merry,	and	he	walked	alone	beside
the	 sea	 in	 the	 dusk	 of	 the	 evening,	 at	 the	 place	 where	 the	 great	 chest,	 with
himself	and	his	mother	in	it,	had	been	cast	ashore.
There	he	went	and	sat	down	on	a	rock,	looking	toward	the	sea,	and	wondering

how	he	should	begin	to	fulfill	his	vow.		Then	he	felt	some	one	touch	him	on	the
shoulder;	and	he	turned,	and	saw	a	young	man	like	a	king’s	son,	having	with	him
a	tall	and	beautiful	lady,	whose	blue	eyes	shone	like	stars.		They	were	taller	than
mortal	men,	and	the	young	man	had	a	staff	in	his	hand	with	golden	wings	on	it,



and	two	golden	serpents	twisted	round	it,	and	he	had	wings	on	his	cap	and	on	his
shoes.		He	spoke	to	the	boy,	and	asked	him	why	he	was	so	unhappy;	and	the	boy
told	 him	 how	he	 had	 sworn	 to	 bring	 the	Terrible	Head,	 and	 knew	not	 how	 to
begin	to	set	about	the	adventure.
Then	the	beautiful	lady	also	spoke,	and	said	that	“it	was	a	foolish	oath	and	a

hasty,	but	it	might	be	kept	if	a	brave	man	had	sworn	it.”		Then	the	boy	answered
that	he	was	not	afraid,	if	only	he	knew	the	way.
Then	the	lady	said	that	to	kill	the	dreadful	woman	with	the	golden	wings	and

the	brass	claws,	and	to	cut	off	her	head,	he	needed	three	things:		first,	a	Cap	of
Darkness,	which	would	make	him	 invisible	when	he	wore	 it;	next,	a	Sword	of
Sharpness,	 which	 would	 cleave	 iron	 at	 one	 blow;	 and	 last,	 the	 Shoes	 of
Swiftness,	with	which	he	might	fly	in	the	air.
The	boy	answered	 that	he	knew	not	where	such	 things	were	 to	be	procured,

and	that,	wanting	them,	he	could	only	try	and	fail.		Then	the	young	man,	taking
off	his	own	shoes,	said:		“First,	you	shall	use	these	shoes	till	you	have	taken	the
Terrible	Head,	and	then	you	must	give	them	back	to	me.		And	with	these	shoes
you	will	fly	as	fleet	as	a	bird,	or	a	thought,	over	the	land	or	over	the	waves	of	the
sea,	wherever	 the	shoes	know	 the	way.	 	But	 there	are	ways	which	 they	do	not
know,	 roads	 beyond	 the	 borders	 of	 the	 world.	 	 And	 these	 roads	 have	 you	 to
travel.		Now	first	you	must	go	to	the	Three	Gray	Sisters,	who	live	far	off	in	the
north,	and	are	so	very	cold	that	they	have	only	one	eye	and	one	tooth	among	the
three.		You	must	creep	up	close	to	them,	and	as	one	of	them	passes	the	eye	to	the
other	you	must	seize	it,	and	refuse	to	give	it	up	till	they	have	told	you	the	way	to
the	Three	Fairies	of	the	Garden,	and	they	will	give	you	the	Cap	of	Darkness	and
the	Sword	of	Sharpness,	 and	 show	you	how	 to	wing	beyond	 this	world	 to	 the
land	of	the	Terrible	Head.”
Then	the	beautiful	lady	said:		“Go	forth	at	once,	and	do	not	return	to	say	good-

by	 to	 your	 mother,	 for	 these	 things	 must	 be	 done	 quickly,	 and	 the	 Shoes	 of
Swiftness	themselves	will	carry	you	to	the	land	of	the	Three	Gray	Sisters—	for
they	know	the	measure	of	that	way.”
So	the	boy	thanked	her,	and	he	fastened	on	the	Shoes	of	Swiftness,	and	turned

to	say	good-by	to	the	young	man	and	the	lady.		But,	behold!	they	had	vanished,
he	 knew	 not	 how	 or	 where!	 	 Then	 he	 leaped	 in	 the	 air	 to	 try	 the	 Shoes	 of
Swiftness,	and	they	carried	him	more	swiftly	than	the	wind,	over	the	warm	blue
sea,	 over	 the	 happy	 lands	 of	 the	 south,	 over	 the	 northern	 peoples	 who	 drank
mare’s	milk	and	lived	in	great	wagons,	wandering	after	their	flocks.		Across	the
wide	rivers,	where	 the	wild	fowl	rose	and	fled	before	him,	and	over	 the	plains
and	the	cold	North	Sea	he	went,	over	the	fields	of	snow	and	the	hills	of	ice,	to	a
place	where	 the	world	ends,	and	all	water	 is	 frozen,	and	 there	are	no	men,	nor



beasts,	nor	any	green	grass.		There	in	a	blue	cave	of	the	ice	he	found	the	Three
Gray	Sisters,	the	oldest	of	living	things.		Their	hair	was	as	white	as	the	snow,	and
their	flesh	of	an	icy	blue,	and	they	mumbled	and	nodded	in	a	kind	of	dream,	and
their	frozen	breath	hung	round	them	like	a	cloud.		Now	the	opening	of	the	cave
in	the	ice	was	narrow,	and	it	was	not	easy	to	pass	in	without	touching	one	of	the
Gray	Sisters.	 	But,	floating	on	the	Shoes	of	Swiftness,	the	boy	just	managed	to
steal	in,	and	waited	till	one	of	the	sisters	said	to	another,	who	had	their	one	eye:	
“Sister,	what	do	you	see?	do	you	see	old	times	coming	back?”
“No,	sister.”
“Then	give	me	the	eye,	for	perhaps	I	can	see	farther	than	you.”
Then	the	first	sister	passed	the	eye	to	the	second,	but	as	the	second	groped	for

it	the	boy	caught	it	cleverly	out	of	her	hand.
“Where	is	the	eye,	sister?”	said	the	second	gray	woman.
“You	have	taken	it	yourself,	sister,”	said	the	first	gray	woman.
“Have	 you	 lost	 the	 eye,	 sister?	 have	 you	 lost	 the	 eye?”	 said	 the	 third	 gray

woman;	“shall	we	never	find	it	again,	and	see	old	times	coming	back?”
Then	the	boy	slipped	from	behind	them	out	of	the	cold	cave	into	the	air,	and

he	laughed	aloud.
When	 the	 gray	 women	 heard	 that	 laugh	 they	 began	 to	 weep,	 for	 now	 they

knew	that	a	stranger	had	robbed	them,	and	that	they	could	not	help	themselves,
and	 their	 tears	 froze	 as	 they	 fell	 from	 the	 hollows	 where	 no	 eyes	 were,	 and
rattled	on	the	icy	ground	of	the	cave.		Then	they	began	to	implore	the	boy	to	give
them	their	eye	back	again,	and	he	could	not	help	being	sorry	for	them,	they	were
so	pitiful.	 	But	he	said	he	would	never	give	them	the	eye	till	 they	told	him	the
way	to	the	Fairies	of	the	Garden.
Then	 they	wrung	 their	hands	miserably,	 for	 they	guessed	why	he	had	come,

and	 how	 he	 was	 going	 to	 try	 to	 win	 the	 Terrible	 Head.	 	 Now	 the	 Dreadful
Women	were	akin	to	the	Three	Gray	Sisters,	and	it	was	hard	for	them	to	tell	the
boy	the	way.		But	at	last	they	told	him	to	keep	always	south,	and	with	the	land	on
his	 left	and	 the	 sea	on	his	 right,	 till	he	 reached	 the	 Island	of	 the	Fairies	of	 the
Garden.		Then	he	gave	them	back	the	eye,	and	they	began	to	look	out	once	more
for	 the	old	 times	coming	back	again.	 	But	 the	boy	flew	south	between	sea	and
land,	 keeping	 the	 land	 always	 on	 his	 left	 hand,	 till	 he	 saw	 a	 beautiful	 island
crowned	with	flowering	trees.		There	he	alighted,	and	there	he	found	the	Three
Fairies	 of	 the	 Garden.	 	 They	 were	 like	 three	 very	 beautiful	 young	 women,
dressed	one	 in	green,	one	 in	white,	and	one	 in	red,	and	 they	were	dancing	and
singing	round	an	apple	tree	with	apples	of	gold,	and	this	was	their	song:	

		THE	SONG	OF	THE	WESTERN	FAIRIES



Round	and	round	the	apples	of	gold,
		Round	and	round	dance	we;
Thus	do	we	dance	from	the	days	of	old
		About	the	enchanted	tree;
Round,	and	round,	and	round	we	go,
While	the	spring	is	green,	or	the	stream	shall	flow,
		Or	the	wind	shall	stir	the	sea!
There	is	none	may	taste	of	the	golden	fruit
		Till	the	golden	new	time	come
Many	a	tree	shall	spring	from	shoot,
Many	a	blossom	be	withered	at	root,
		Many	a	song	be	dumb;
Broken	and	still	shall	be	many	a	lute
		Or	ever	the	new	times	come!
Round	and	round	the	tree	of	gold,
		Round	and	round	dance	we,
So	doth	the	great	world	spin	from	of	old,
Summer	and	winter,	and	fire	and	cold,
Song	that	is	sung,	and	tale	that	is	told,
Even	as	we	dance,	that	fold	and	unfold
		Round	the	stem	of	the	fairy	tree!

These	grave	dancing	fairies	were	very	unlike	the	Grey	Women,	and	they	were
glad	 to	see	 the	boy,	and	 treated	him	kindly.	 	Then	 they	asked	him	why	he	had
come;	and	he	told	them	how	he	was	sent	to	find	the	Sword	of	Sharpness	and	the
Cap	of	Darkness.		And	the	fairies	gave	him	these,	and	a	wallet,	and	a	shield,	and
belted	the	sword,	which	had	a	diamond	blade,	round	his	waist,	and	the	cap	they
set	on	his	head,	and	told	him	that	now	even	they	could	not	see	him	though	they
were	fairies.		Then	he	took	it	off,	and	they	each	kissed	him	and	wished	him	good
fortune,	and	then	they	began	again	their	eternal	dance	round	the	golden	tree,	for
it	is	their	business	to	guard	it	till	the	new	times	come,	or	till	the	world’s	ending.	
So	the	boy	put	the	cap	on	his	head,	and	hung	the	wallet	round	his	waist,	and	the
shining	shield	on	his	shoulders,	and	flew	beyond	the	great	river	that	lies	coiled
like	a	serpent	round	the	whole	world.	 	And	by	the	banks	of	that	river,	 there	he
found	 the	 three	Terrible	Women	all	 asleep	beneath	 a	poplar	 tree,	 and	 the	dead
poplar	leaves	lay	all	about	them.		Their	golden	wings	were	folded	and	their	brass
claws	were	crossed,	and	two	of	them	slept	with	their	hideous	heads	beneath	their
wings	 like	 birds,	 and	 the	 serpents	 in	 their	 hair	 writhed	 out	 from	 under	 the
feathers	of	gold.		But	the	youngest	slept	between	her	two	sisters,	and	she	lay	on



her	back,	with	her	beautiful	sad	face	turned	to	the	sky;	and	though	she	slept	her
eyes	were	wide	open.		If	the	boy	had	seen	her	he	would	have	been	changed	into
stone	by	the	terror	and	the	pity	of	it,	she	was	so	awful;	but	he	had	thought	of	a
plan	for	killing	her	without	looking	on	her	face.		As	soon	as	he	caught	sight	of
the	three	from	far	off	he	took	his	shining	shield	from	his	shoulders,	and	held	it
up	like	a	mirror,	so	that	he	saw	the	Dreadful	Women	reflected	in	it,	and	did	not
see	 the	Terrible	Head	 itself.	 	Then	he	came	nearer	and	nearer,	 till	he	 reckoned
that	he	was	within	a	 sword’s	 stroke	of	 the	youngest,	 and	he	guessed	where	he
should	strike	a	back	blow	behind	him.	 	Then	he	drew	 the	Sword	of	Sharpness
and	 struck	 once,	 and	 the	 Terrible	 Head	 was	 cut	 from	 the	 shoulders	 of	 the
creature,	and	the	blood	leaped	out	and	struck	him	like	a	blow.		But	he	thrust	the
Terrible	Head	into	his	wallet,	and	flew	away	without	looking	behind.		Then	the
two	Dreadful	Sisters	who	were	left	wakened,	and	rose	in	the	air	like	great	birds;
and	 though	 they	could	not	 see	him	because	of	his	Cap	of	Darkness,	 they	 flew
after	 him	up	 the	wind,	 following	by	 the	 scent	 through	 the	 clouds,	 like	 hounds
hunting	 in	a	wood.	 	They	came	so	close	 that	he	could	hear	 the	clatter	of	 their
golden	wings,	and	their	shrieks	to	each	other:		“here,	here,”	“no,	there;	this	way
he	went,”	as	they	chased	him.		But	the	Shoes	of	Swiftness	flew	too	fast	for	them,
and	at	 last	 their	cries	and	 the	rattle	of	 their	wings	died	away	as	he	crossed	 the
great	river	that	runs	round	the	world.
Now	when	the	horrible	creatures	were	far	in	the	distance,	and	the	boy	found

himself	on	the	right	side	of	the	river,	he	flew	straight	eastward,	trying	to	seek	his
own	country.		But	as	he	looked	down	from	the	air	he	saw	a	very	strange	sight—
a	beautiful	girl	chained	to	a	stake	at	the	high-water	mark	of	the	sea.		The	girl	was
so	 frightened	 or	 so	 tired	 that	 she	was	 only	 prevented	 from	 falling	 by	 the	 iron
chain	 about	her	waist,	 and	 there	 she	hung,	 as	 if	 she	were	dead.	 	The	boy	was
very	 sorry	 for	 her	 and	 flew	 down	 and	 stood	 beside	 her.	 	When	 he	 spoke	 she
raised	 her	 head	 and	 looked	 round,	 but	 his	 voice	 only	 seemed	 to	 frighten	 her.	
Then	 he	 remembered	 that	 he	 was	 wearing	 the	 Cap	 of	 Darkness,	 and	 that	 she
could	only	hear	him,	not	see	him.	 	So	he	took	it	off,	and	there	he	stood	before
her,	the	handsomest	young	man	she	had	ever	seen	in	all	her	life,	with	short	curly
yellow	hair,	and	blue	eyes,	and	a	 laughing	 face.	 	And	he	 thought	her	 the	most
beautiful	girl	in	the	world.		So	first	with	one	blow	of	the	Sword	of	Sharpness	he
cut	the	iron	chain	that	bound	her,	and	then	he	asked	her	what	she	did	there,	and
why	men	treated	her	so	cruelly.		And	she	told	him	that	she	was	the	daughter	of
the	King	of	that	country,	and	that	she	was	tied	there	to	be	eaten	by	a	monstrous
beast	out	of	the	sea;	for	the	beast	came	and	devoured	a	girl	every	day.		Now	the
lot	had	fallen	on	her;	and	as	she	was	just	saying	this	a	long	fierce	head	of	a	cruel
sea	 creature	 rose	out	 of	 the	waves	 and	 snapped	 at	 the	girl.	 	But	 the	beast	 had



been	too	greedy	and	too	hurried,	so	he	missed	his	aim	the	first	time.		Before	he
could	rise	and	bite	again	the	boy	had	whipped	the	Terrible	Head	out	of	his	wallet
and	held	it	up.		And	when	the	sea	beast	leaped	out	once	more	its	eyes	fell	on	the
head,	and	instantly	it	was	turned	into	a	stone.		And	the	stone	beast	is	there	on	the
sea-coast	to	this	day.
Then	 the	boy	 and	 the	girl	went	 to	 the	palace	of	 the	King,	 her	 father,	where

everyone	was	weeping	 for	 her	 death,	 and	 they	 could	 hardly	 believe	 their	 eyes
when	they	saw	her	come	back	well.		And	the	King	and	Queen	made	much	of	the
boy,	and	could	not	contain	themselves	for	delight	when	they	found	he	wanted	to
marry	 their	 daughter.	 	 So	 the	 two	 were	 married	 with	 the	 most	 splendid
rejoicings,	 and	when	 they	had	passed	 some	 time	at	 court	 they	went	home	 in	a
ship	to	the	boy’s	own	country.		For	he	could	not	carry	his	bride	through	the	air,
so	he	took	the	Shoes	of	Swiftness,	and	the	Cap	of	Darkness,	and	the	Sword	of
Sharpness	up	 to	a	 lonely	place	 in	 the	hills.	 	There	he	 left	 them,	and	 there	 they
were	 found	by	 the	man	and	woman	who	had	met	him	at	home	beside	 the	 sea,
and	had	helped	him	to	start	on	his	journey.
When	this	had	been	done	the	boy	and	his	bride	set	forth	for	home,	and	landed

at	the	harbor	of	his	native	land.		But	whom	should	he	meet	in	the	very	street	of
the	town	but	his	own	mother,	flying	for	her	life	from	the	wicked	King,	who	now
wished	to	kill	her	because	he	found	that	she	would	never	marry	him!		For	if	she
had	liked	the	King	ill	before,	she	liked	him	far	worse	now	that	he	had	caused	her
son	to	disappear	so	suddenly.	 	She	did	not	know,	of	course,	where	the	boy	had
gone,	but	thought	the	King	had	slain	him	secretly.		So	now	she	was	running	for
her	very	life,	and	the	wicked	King	was	following	her	with	a	sword	in	his	hand.	
Then,	behold!	she	ran	into	her	son’s	very	arms,	but	he	had	only	time	to	kiss	her
and	step	in	front	of	her,	when	the	King	struck	at	him	with	his	sword.		The	boy
caught	the	blow	on	his	shield,	and	cried	to	the	King:	
“I	swore	to	bring	you	the	Terrible	Head,	and	see	how	I	keep	my	oath!”
Then	he	drew	forth	the	head	from	his	wallet,	and	when	the	King’s	eyes	fell	on

it,	instantly	he	was	turned	into	stone,	just	as	he	stood	there	with	his	sword	lifted!
Now	 all	 the	 people	 rejoiced,	 because	 the	wicked	King	 should	 rule	 them	 no

longer.		And	they	asked	the	boy	to	be	their	king,	but	he	said	no,	he	must	take	his
mother	home	to	her	father’s	house.		So	the	people	chose	for	king	the	man	who
had	been	kind	 to	his	mother	when	 first	 she	was	cast	on	 the	 island	 in	 the	great
chest.
Presently	 the	boy	and	his	mother	and	his	wife	 set	 sail	 for	his	mother’s	own

country,	 from	 which	 she	 had	 been	 driven	 so	 unkindly.	 	 But	 on	 the	 way	 they
stayed	at	 the	 court	of	 a	king,	 and	 it	 happened	 that	he	was	holding	games,	 and
giving	 prizes	 to	 the	 best	 runners,	 boxers,	 and	 quoit-throwers.	 	 Then	 the	 boy



would	 try	 his	 strength	with	 the	 rest,	 but	 he	 threw	 the	quoit	 so	 far	 that	 it	went
beyond	what	had	ever	been	thrown	before,	and	fell	in	the	crowd,	striking	a	man
so	that	he	died.		Now	this	man	was	no	other	than	the	father	of	the	boy’s	mother,
who	had	fled	away	from	his	own	kingdom	for	fear	his	grandson	should	find	him
and	 kill	 him	 after	 all.	 	 Thus	 he	 was	 destroyed	 by	 his	 own	 cowardice	 and	 by
chance,	and	 thus	 the	prophecy	was	fulfilled.	 	But	 the	boy	and	his	wife	and	his
mother	went	 back	 to	 the	 kingdom	 that	was	 theirs,	 and	 lived	 long	 and	 happily
after	all	their	troubles.



The	Story	of	Pretty	Goldilocks

Once	 upon	 a	 time	 there	 was	 a	 princess	 who	 was	 the	 prettiest	 creature	 in	 the
world.	 	 And	 because	 she	was	 so	 beautiful,	 and	 because	 her	 hair	 was	 like	 the
finest	gold,	and	waved	and	 rippled	nearly	 to	 the	ground,	 she	was	called	Pretty
Goldilocks.	 	 She	 always	 wore	 a	 crown	 of	 flowers,	 and	 her	 dresses	 were
embroidered	with	diamonds	and	pearls,	and	everybody	who	saw	her	fell	in	love
with	her.
Now	one	of	her	neighbors	was	a	young	king	who	was	not	married.	 	He	was

very	 rich	 and	 handsome,	 and	 when	 he	 heard	 all	 that	 was	 said	 about	 Pretty
Goldilocks,	though	he	had	never	seen	her,	he	fell	so	deeply	in	love	with	her	that
he	could	neither	eat	nor	drink.		So	he	resolved	to	send	an	ambassador	to	ask	her
in	marriage.		He	had	a	splendid	carriage	made	for	his	ambassador,	and	gave	him
more	than	a	hundred	horses	and	a	hundred	servants,	and	told	him	to	be	sure	and
bring	the	Princess	back	with	him.		After	he	had	started	nothing	else	was	talked	of
at	Court,	and	the	King	felt	so	sure	that	the	Princess	would	consent	that	he	set	his
people	to	work	at	pretty	dresses	and	splendid	furniture,	that	they	might	be	ready
by	 the	 time	 she	 came.	 	 Meanwhile,	 the	 ambassador	 arrived	 at	 the	 Princess’s
palace	 and	 delivered	 his	 little	message,	 but	whether	 she	 happened	 to	 be	 cross
that	day,	or	whether	the	compliment	did	not	please	her,	is	not	known.		She	only
answered	that	she	was	very	much	obliged	to	the	King,	but	she	had	no	wish	to	be
married.	 	The	ambassador	 set	off	 sadly	on	his	homeward	way,	bringing	all	 the
King’s	 presents	 back	 with	 him,	 for	 the	 Princess	 was	 too	 well	 brought	 up	 to
accept	the	pearls	and	diamonds	when	she	would	not	accept	the	King,	so	she	had
only	kept	twenty-five	English	pins	that	he	might	not	be	vexed.
When	 the	 ambassador	 reached	 the	 city,	 where	 the	 King	 was	 waiting

impatiently,	 everybody	was	 very	much	 annoyed	with	 him	 for	 not	 bringing	 the
Princess,	and	the	King	cried	like	a	baby,	and	nobody	could	console	him.		Now
there	was	at	 the	Court	a	young	man,	who	was	more	clever	and	handsome	than
anyone	else.		He	was	called	Charming,	and	everyone	loved	him,	excepting	a	few
envious	people	who	were	angry	at	his	being	the	King’s	favorite	and	knowing	all
the	 State	 secrets.	 	 He	 happened	 to	 one	 day	 be	 with	 some	 people	 who	 were
speaking	of	the	ambassador’s	return	and	saying	that	his	going	to	the	Princess	had
not	done	much	good,	when	Charming	said	rashly:	
“If	the	King	had	sent	me	to	the	Princess	Goldilocks	I	am	sure	she	would	have

come	back	with	me.”
His	enemies	at	once	went	to	the	King	and	said:	
“You	will	hardly	believe,	sire,	what	Charming	has	the	audacity	to	say—	that



if	he	 had	 been	 sent	 to	 the	Princess	Goldilocks	 she	would	 certainly	 have	 come
back	with	him.		He	seems	to	think	that	he	is	so	much	handsomer	than	you	that
the	Princess	would	have	 fallen	 in	 love	with	him	and	 followed	him	willingly.”	
The	King	was	very	angry	when	he	heard	this.
“Ha,	ha!”	said	he;	“does	he	laugh	at	my	unhappiness,	and	think	himself	more

fascinating	than	I	am?		Go,	and	let	him	be	shut	up	in	my	great	 tower	to	die	of
hunger.”
So	the	King’s	guards	went	to	fetch	Charming,	who	had	thought	no	more	of	his

rash	speech,	and	carried	him	off	to	prison	with	great	cruelty.		The	poor	prisoner
had	 only	 a	 little	 straw	 for	 his	 bed,	 and	 but	 for	 a	 little	 stream	 of	water	which
flowed	through	the	tower	he	would	have	died	of	thirst.
One	day	when	he	was	in	despair	he	said	to	himself:	
“How	can	I	have	offended	the	King?		I	am	his	most	faithful	subject,	and	have

done	nothing	against	him.”
The	King	 chanced	 to	 be	 passing	 the	 tower	 and	 recognized	 the	 voice	 of	 his

former	favorite.		He	stopped	to	listen	in	spite	of	Charming’s	enemies,	who	tried
to	persuade	him	to	have	nothing	more	to	do	with	the	traitor.		But	the	King	said:	
“Be	quiet,	I	wish	to	hear	what	he	says.”
And	then	he	opened	the	tower	door	and	called	to	Charming,	who	came	very

sadly	and	kissed	the	King’s	hand,	saying:	
“What	have	I	done,	sire,	to	deserve	this	cruel	treatment?”
“You	mocked	me	and	my	ambassador,”	said	the	King,	“and	you	said	that	if	I

had	sent	you	for	the	Princess	Goldilocks	you	would	certainly	have	brought	her
back.”
“It	is	quite	true,	sire,”	replied	Charming;	“I	should	have	drawn	such	a	picture

of	you,	and	represented	your	good	qualities	in	such	a	way,	that	I	am	certain	the
Princess	would	have	found	you	irresistible.		But	I	cannot	see	what	there	is	in	that
to	make	you	angry.”
The	 King	 could	 not	 see	 any	 cause	 for	 anger	 either	 when	 the	 matter	 was

presented	to	him	in	this	light,	and	he	began	to	frown	very	fiercely	at	the	courtiers
who	had	so	misrepresented	his	favorite.
So	he	took	Charming	back	to	the	palace	with	him,	and	after	seeing	that	he	had

a	very	good	supper	he	said	to	him:	
“You	know	that	I	love	Pretty	Goldilocks	as	much	as	ever,	her	refusal	has	not

made	any	difference	to	me;	but	I	don’t	know	how	to	make	her	change	her	mind;
I	really	should	like	to	send	you,	to	see	if	you	can	persuade	her	to	marry	me.”
Charming	 replied	 that	he	was	perfectly	willing	 to	go,	 and	would	 set	out	 the

very	next	day.
“But	you	must	wait	till	I	can	get	a	grand	escort	for	you,”	said	the	King.		But



Charming	said	that	he	only	wanted	a	good	horse	to	ride,	and	the	King,	who	was
delighted	at	his	being	ready	to	start	so	promptly,	gave	him	letters	to	the	Princess,
and	bade	him	good	speed.		It	was	on	a	Monday	morning	that	he	set	out	all	alone
upon	 his	 errand,	 thinking	 of	 nothing	 but	 how	 he	 could	 persuade	 the	 Princess
Goldilocks	 to	 marry	 the	 King.	 	 He	 had	 a	 writing-book	 in	 his	 pocket,	 and
whenever	any	happy	 thought	struck	him	he	dismounted	from	his	horse	and	sat
down	under	the	trees	to	put	it	into	the	harangue	which	he	was	preparing	for	the
Princess,	before	he	forgot	it.
One	day	when	he	had	started	at	the	very	earliest	dawn,	and	was	riding	over	a

great	meadow,	he	suddenly	had	a	capital	idea,	and,	springing	from	his	horse,	he
sat	down	under	a	willow	tree	which	grew	by	a	little	river.		When	he	had	written
it	down	he	was	looking	round	him,	pleased	to	find	himself	in	such	a	pretty	place,
when	all	at	once	he	saw	a	great	golden	carp	lying	gasping	and	exhausted	upon
the	grass.		In	leaping	after	little	flies	she	had	thrown	herself	high	upon	the	bank,
where	she	had	lain	till	she	was	nearly	dead.		Charming	had	pity	upon	her,	and,
though	he	couldn’t	help	thinking	that	she	would	have	been	very	nice	for	dinner,
he	picked	her	up	gently	and	put	her	back	into	the	water.		As	soon	as	Dame	Carp
felt	the	refreshing	coolness	of	the	water	she	sank	down	joyfully	to	the	bottom	of
the	river,	then,	swimming	up	to	the	bank	quite	boldly,	she	said:	
“I	thank	you,	Charming,	for	the	kindness	you	have	done	me.		You	have	saved

my	 life;	 one	 day	 I	will	 repay	 you.”	 	 So	 saying,	 she	 sank	 down	 into	 the	water
again,	leaving	Charming	greatly	astonished	at	her	politeness.
Another	day,	as	he	journeyed	on,	he	saw	a	raven	in	great	distress.	 	The	poor

bird	was	closely	pursued	by	an	eagle,	which	would	soon	have	eaten	 it	up,	had
not	Charming	quickly	fitted	an	arrow	to	his	bow	and	shot	the	eagle	dead.	 	The
raven	perched	upon	a	tree	very	joyfully.
“Charming,”	said	he,	“it	was	very	generous	of	you	to	rescue	a	poor	raven;	 I

am	not	ungrateful,	some	day	I	will	repay	you.”
Charming	 thought	 it	was	 very	 nice	 of	 the	 raven	 to	 say	 so,	 and	went	 on	 his

way.
Before	the	sun	rose	he	found	himself	in	a	thick	wood	where	it	was	too	dark	for

him	to	see	his	path,	and	here	he	heard	an	owl	crying	as	if	it	were	in	despair.
“Hark!”	said	he,	“that	must	be	an	owl	in	great	trouble,	I	am	sure	it	has	gone

into	a	snare”;	and	he	began	to	hunt	about,	and	presently	found	a	great	net	which
some	bird-catchers	had	spread	the	night	before.
“What	 a	 pity	 it	 is	 that	 men	 do	 nothing	 but	 torment	 and	 persecute	 poor

creatures	which	never	do	them	any	harm!”	said	he,	and	he	took	out	his	knife	and
cut	 the	 cords	 of	 the	 net,	 and	 the	 owl	 flitted	 away	 into	 the	 darkness,	 but	 then
turning,	with	one	flicker	of	her	wings,	she	came	back	to	Charming	and	said:	



“It	does	not	need	many	words	to	tell	you	how	great	a	service	you	have	done
me.		I	was	caught;	in	a	few	minutes	the	fowlers	would	have	been	here—	without
your	 help	 I	 should	 have	 been	 killed.	 	 I	 am	 grateful,	 and	 one	 day	 I	will	 repay
you.”
These	 three	 adventures	 were	 the	 only	 ones	 of	 any	 consequence	 that	 befell

Charming	 upon	 his	 journey,	 and	 he	 made	 all	 the	 haste	 he	 could	 to	 reach	 the
palace	of	the	Princess	Goldilocks.
When	 he	 arrived	 he	 thought	 everything	 he	 saw	 delightful	 and	magnificent.	

Diamonds	 were	 as	 plentiful	 as	 pebbles,	 and	 the	 gold	 and	 silver,	 the	 beautiful
dresses,	 the	 sweetmeats	 and	 pretty	 things	 that	 were	 everywhere	 quite	 amazed
him;	he	thought	to	himself:		“If	the	Princess	consents	to	leave	all	this,	and	come
with	me	to	marry	the	King,	he	may	think	himself	lucky!”
Then	 he	 dressed	 himself	 carefully	 in	 rich	 brocade,	 with	 scarlet	 and	 white

plumes,	and	threw	a	splendid	embroidered	scarf	over	his	shoulder,	and,	looking
as	gay	and	as	graceful	as	possible,	he	presented	himself	at	the	door	of	the	palace,
carrying	 in	 his	 arm	 a	 tiny	 pretty	 dog	which	 he	 had	 bought	 on	 the	 way.	 	 The
guards	 saluted	 him	 respectfully,	 and	 a	 messenger	 was	 sent	 to	 the	 Princess	 to
announce	the	arrival	of	Charming	as	ambassador	of	her	neighbor	the	King.
“Charming,”	said	the	Princess,	“the	name	promises	well;	I	have	no	doubt	that

he	is	good	looking	and	fascinates	everybody.”
“Indeed	he	does,	madam,”	said	all	her	maids	of	honor	in	one	breath.		“We	saw

him	from	the	window	of	the	garret	where	we	were	spinning	flax,	and	we	could
do	nothing	but	look	at	him	as	long	as	he	was	in	sight.”
“Well	to	be	sure,”	said	the	Princess,	“that’s	how	you	amuse	yourselves,	is	it?	

Looking	at	strangers	out	of	 the	window!	 	Be	quick	and	give	me	my	blue	satin
embroidered	dress,	and	comb	out	my	golden	hair.		Let	somebody	make	me	fresh
garlands	 of	 flowers,	 and	 give	 me	my	 high-heeled	 shoes	 and	my	 fan,	 and	 tell
them	 to	 sweep	my	 great	 hall	 and	my	 throne,	 for	 I	want	 everyone	 to	 say	 I	 am
really	‘Pretty	Goldilocks.’”
You	 can	 imagine	 how	 all	 her	maids	 scurried	 this	way	 and	 that	 to	make	 the

Princess	 ready,	 and	 how	 in	 their	 haste	 they	 knocked	 their	 heads	 together	 and
hindered	each	other,	till	she	thought	they	would	never	have	done.		However,	at
last	 they	 led	 her	 into	 the	 gallery	 of	mirrors	 that	 she	might	 assure	 herself	 that
nothing	was	lacking	in	her	appearance,	and	then	she	mounted	her	throne	of	gold,
ebony,	 and	 ivory,	while	 her	 ladies	 took	 their	 guitars	 and	 began	 to	 sing	 softly.	
Then	Charming	was	led	in,	and	was	so	struck	with	astonishment	and	admiration
that	at	first	not	a	word	could	he	say.		But	presently	he	took	courage	and	delivered
his	 harangue,	 bravely	 ending	 by	 begging	 the	 Princess	 to	 spare	 him	 the
disappointment	of	going	back	without	her.



“Sir	Charming,”	answered	 she,	 “all	 the	 reasons	you	have	given	me	are	very
good	ones,	 and	 I	 assure	 you	 that	 I	 should	have	more	pleasure	 in	 obliging	you
than	anyone	else,	but	you	must	know	that	a	month	ago	as	I	was	walking	by	the
river	with	my	ladies	I	took	off	my	glove,	and	as	I	did	so	a	ring	that	I	was	wearing
slipped	 off	my	 finger	 and	 rolled	 into	 the	water.	 	As	 I	 valued	 it	more	 than	my
kingdom,	you	may	imagine	how	vexed	I	was	at	losing	it,	and	I	vowed	to	never
listen	to	any	proposal	of	marriage	unless	the	ambassador	first	brought	me	back
my	ring.		So	now	you	know	what	is	expected	of	you,	for	if	you	talked	for	fifteen
days	and	fifteen	nights	you	could	not	make	me	change	my	mind.”
Charming	was	very	much	surprised	by	this	answer,	but	he	bowed	low	to	the

Princess,	and	begged	her	to	accept	the	embroidered	scarf	and	the	tiny	dog	he	had
brought	with	him.		But	she	answered	that	she	did	not	want	any	presents,	and	that
he	 was	 to	 remember	 what	 she	 had	 just	 told	 him.	 	 When	 he	 got	 back	 to	 his
lodging	he	went	 to	bed	without	eating	any	supper,	 and	his	 little	dog,	who	was
called	Frisk,	couldn’t	eat	any	either,	but	came	and	 lay	down	close	 to	him.	 	All
night	Charming	sighed	and	lamented.
“How	am	I	to	find	a	ring	that	fell	into	the	river	a	month	ago?”	said	he.		“It	is

useless	 to	 try;	 the	Princess	must	have	 told	me	 to	do	 it	 on	purpose,	knowing	 it
was	impossible.”		And	then	he	sighed	again.
Frisk	heard	him	and	said:	
“My	dear	master,	don’t	despair;	the	luck	may	change,	you	are	too	good	not	to

be	happy.		Let	us	go	down	to	the	river	as	soon	as	it	is	light.”
But	Charming	only	gave	him	two	little	pats	and	said	nothing,	and	very	soon

he	fell	asleep.
At	 the	 first	 glimmer	 of	 dawn	 Frisk	 began	 to	 jump	 about,	 and	when	 he	 had

waked	Charming	they	went	out	together,	first	into	the	garden,	and	then	down	to
the	 river’s	brink,	where	 they	wandered	up	 and	down.	 	Charming	was	 thinking
sadly	 of	 having	 to	 go	 back	 unsuccessful	 when	 he	 heard	 someone	 calling:	
“Charming,	 Charming!”	 He	 looked	 all	 about	 him	 and	 thought	 he	 must	 be
dreaming,	as	he	could	not	see	anybody.		Then	he	walked	on	and	the	voice	called
again:		“Charming,	Charming!”
“Who	calls	me?”	said	he.		Frisk,	who	was	very	small	and	could	look	closely

into	the	water,	cried	out:		“I	see	a	golden	carp	coming.”		And	sure	enough	there
was	the	great	carp,	who	said	to	Charming:	
“You	saved	my	life	in	the	meadow	by	the	willow	tree,	and	I	promised	that	I

would	repay	you.		Take	this,	it	is	Princess	Goldilock’s	ring.”		Charming	took	the
ring	out	of	Dame	Carp’s	mouth,	thanking	her	a	thousand	times,	and	he	and	tiny
Frisk	went	straight	 to	 the	palace,	where	someone	 told	 the	Princess	 that	he	was
asking	to	see	her.



“Ah!	poor	 fellow,”	 said	 she,	 “he	must	have	come	 to	 say	good-by,	 finding	 it
impossible	to	do	as	I	asked.”
So	in	came	Charming,	who	presented	her	with	the	ring	and	said:	
“Madam,	I	have	done	your	bidding.		Will	it	please	you	to	marry	my	master?”

When	 the	 Princess	 saw	 her	 ring	 brought	 back	 to	 her	 unhurt	 she	 was	 so
astonished	that	she	thought	she	must	be	dreaming.
“Truly,	Charming,”	said	she,	“you	must	be	the	favorite	of	some	fairy,	or	you

could	never	have	found	it.”
“Madam,”	answered	he,	“I	was	helped	by	nothing	but	my	desire	to	obey	your

wishes.”
“Since	you	are	 so	kind,”	 said	she,	“perhaps	you	will	do	me	another	 service,

for	 till	 it	 is	 done	 I	will	 never	be	married.	 	There	 is	 a	prince	not	 far	 from	here
whose	name	is	Galifron,	who	once	wanted	to	marry	me,	but	when	I	refused	he
uttered	the	most	terrible	threats	against	me,	and	vowed	that	he	would	lay	waste
my	country.		But	what	could	I	do?		I	could	not	marry	a	frightful	giant	as	tall	as	a
tower,	who	eats	up	people	as	a	monkey	eats	chestnuts,	and	who	talks	so	loud	that
anybody	who	has	to	listen	to	him	becomes	quite	deaf.		Nevertheless,	he	does	not
cease	 to	 persecute	me	 and	 to	 kill	my	 subjects.	 	 So	 before	 I	 can	 listen	 to	 your
proposal	you	must	kill	him	and	bring	me	his	head.”
Charming	was	rather	dismayed	at	this	command,	but	he	answered:	
“Very	well,	Princess,	I	will	fight	this	Galifron;	I	believe	that	he	will	kill	me,

but	at	any	rate	I	shall	die	in	your	defense.”
Then	 the	 Princess	was	 frightened	 and	 said	 everything	 she	 could	 think	 of	 to

prevent	Charming	from	fighting	the	giant,	but	it	was	of	no	use,	and	he	went	out
to	 arm	himself	 suitably,	 and	 then,	 taking	 little	Frisk	with	him,	he	mounted	his
horse	 and	 set	 out	 for	 Galifron’s	 country.	 	 Everyone	 he	 met	 told	 him	 what	 a
terrible	giant	Galifron	was,	and	that	nobody	dared	go	near	him;	and	the	more	he
heard,	 the	more	 frightened	 he	 grew.	 	 Frisk	 tried	 to	 encourage	 him	 by	 saying:	
“While	you	are	fighting	the	giant,	dear	master,	I	will	go	and	bite	his	heels,	and
when	he	stoops	down	to	look	at	me	you	can	kill	him.”
Charming	praised	his	 little	dog’s	plan,	but	knew	that	 this	help	would	not	do

much	good.
At	 last	he	drew	near	 the	giant’s	castle,	and	saw	to	his	horror	 that	every	path

that	led	to	it	was	strewn	with	bones.		Before	long	he	saw	Galifron	coming.		His
head	was	higher	than	the	tallest	trees,	and	he	sang	in	a	terrible	voice:	

		“Bring	out	your	little	boys	and	girls,
		Pray	do	not	stay	to	do	their	curls,
		For	I	shall	eat	so	very	many,



		I	shall	not	know	if	they	have	any.”

Thereupon	Charming	sang	out	as	loud	as	he	could	to	the	same	tune:	

		“Come	out	and	meet	the	valiant	Charming
		Who	finds	you	not	at	all	alarming;
		Although	he	is	not	very	tall,
		He’s	big	enough	to	make	you	fall.”

The	 rhymes	 were	 not	 very	 correct,	 but	 you	 see	 he	 had	 made	 them	 up	 so
quickly	 that	 it	 is	 a	 miracle	 that	 they	 were	 not	 worse;	 especially	 as	 he	 was
horribly	frightened	all	the	time.		When	Galifron	heard	these	words	he	looked	all
about	him,	and	saw	Charming	standing,	sword	in	hand	this	put	the	giant	into	a
terrible	rage,	and	he	aimed	a	blow	at	Charming	with	his	huge	iron	club,	which
would	certainly	have	killed	him	if	it	had	reached	him,	but	at	that	instant	a	raven
perched	 upon	 the	 giant’s	 head,	 and,	 pecking	 with	 its	 strong	 beak	 and	 beating
with	 its	 great	 wings	 so	 confused	 and	 blinded	 him	 that	 all	 his	 blows	 fell
harmlessly	upon	the	air,	and	Charming,	rushing	in,	gave	him	several	strokes	with
his	sharp	sword	so	that	he	fell	to	the	ground.		Whereupon	Charming	cut	off	his
head	 before	 he	 knew	 anything	 about	 it,	 and	 the	 raven	 from	 a	 tree	 close	 by
croaked	out:	
“You	see	I	have	not	forgotten	the	good	turn	you	did	me	in	killing	the	eagle.	

To-day	I	think	I	have	fulfilled	my	promise	of	repaying	you.”
“Indeed,	 I	 owe	 you	 more	 gratitude	 than	 you	 ever	 owed	 me,”	 replied

Charming.
And	then	he	mounted	his	horse	and	rode	off	with

Galifron’s	head.
When	he	reached	the	city	the	people	ran	after	him	in	crowds,	crying:	
“Behold	 the	 brave	 Charming,	 who	 has	 killed	 the	 giant!”	 And	 their	 shouts

reached	 the	Princess’s	ear,	but	 she	dared	not	ask	what	was	happening,	 for	 fear
she	should	hear	that	Charming	had	been	killed.		But	very	soon	he	arrived	at	the
palace	with	the	giant’s	head,	of	which	she	was	still	terrified,	though	it	could	no
longer	do	her	any	harm.
“Princess,”	 said	Charming,	 “I	have	killed	your	 enemy;	 I	hope	you	will	now

consent	to	marry	the	King	my	master.”
“Oh	dear!	no,”	said	the	Princess,	“not	until	you	have	brought	me	some	water

from	the	Gloomy	Cavern.
“Not	far	from	here	there	is	a	deep	cave,	the	entrance	to	which	is	guarded	by

two	dragons	with	fiery	eyes,	who	will	not	allow	anyone	to	pass	them.		When	you



get	into	the	cavern	you	will	find	an	immense	hole,	which	you	must	go	down,	and
it	 is	 full	 of	 toads	 and	 snakes;	 at	 the	 bottom	 of	 this	 hole	 there	 is	 another	 little
cave,	in	which	rises	the	Fountain	of	Health	and	Beauty.		It	is	some	of	this	water
that	I	really	must	have:		everything	it	touches	becomes	wonderful.		The	beautiful
things	will	always	remain	beautiful,	and	the	ugly	things	become	lovely.		If	one	is
young	 one	 never	 grows	 old,	 and	 if	 one	 is	 old	 one	 becomes	 young.	 	 You	 see,
Charming,	I	could	not	leave	my	kingdom	without	taking	some	of	it	with	me.”
“Princess,”	 said	 he,	 “you	 at	 least	 can	 never	 need	 this	 water,	 but	 I	 am	 an

unhappy	 ambassador,	whose	 death	 you	desire.	 	Where	 you	 send	me	 I	will	 go,
though	I	know	I	shall	never	return.”
And,	as	the	Princess	Goldilocks	showed	no	sign	of	relenting,	he	started	with

his	little	dog	for	the	Gloomy	Cavern.		Everyone	he	met	on	the	way	said:	
“What	 a	 pity	 that	 a	 handsome	 young	 man	 should	 throw	 away	 his	 life	 so

carelessly!		He	is	going	to	the	cavern	alone,	though	if	he	had	a	hundred	men	with
him	 he	 could	 not	 succeed.	 	 Why	 does	 the	 Princess	 ask	 impossibilities?”
Charming	said	nothing,	but	he	was	very	sad.		When	he	was	near	the	top	of	a	hill
he	 dismounted	 to	 let	 his	 horse	 graze,	 while	 Frisk	 amused	 himself	 by	 chasing
flies.	 	 Charming	 knew	 he	 could	 not	 be	 far	 from	 the	 Gloomy	 Cavern,	 and	 on
looking	about	him	he	saw	a	black	hideous	rock	from	which	came	a	thick	smoke,
followed	 in	a	moment	by	one	of	 the	dragons	with	 fire	blazing	 from	his	mouth
and	eyes.		His	body	was	yellow	and	green,	and	his	claws	scarlet,	and	his	tail	was
so	long	that	it	lay	in	a	hundred	coils.		Frisk	was	so	terrified	at	the	sight	of	it	that
he	did	not	know	where	to	hide.		Charming,	quite	determined	to	get	the	water	or
die,	now	drew	his	sword,	and,	 taking	 the	crystal	 flask	which	Pretty	Goldilocks
had	given	him	to	fill,	said	to	Frisk:	
“I	feel	sure	that	I	shall	never	come	back	from	this	expedition;	when	I	am	dead,

go	to	the	Princess	and	tell	her	that	her	errand	has	cost	me	my	life.		Then	find	the
King	my	master,	and	relate	all	my	adventures	to	him.”
As	he	spoke	he	heard	a	voice	calling:		“Charming,	Charming!”
“Who	calls	me?”	said	he;	then	he	saw	an	owl	sitting	in	a	hollow	tree,	who	said

to	him:	
“You	saved	my	life	when	I	was	caught	in	the	net,	now	I	can	repay	you.		Trust

me	with	the	flask,	for	I	know	all	the	ways	of	the	Gloomy	Cavern,	and	can	fill	it
from	the	Fountain	of	Beauty.”		Charming	was	only	too	glad	to	give	her	the	flask,
and	she	flitted	into	the	cavern	quite	unnoticed	by	the	dragon,	and	after	some	time
returned	with	the	flask,	filled	to	the	very	brim	with	sparkling	water.		Charming
thanked	her	with	all	his	heart,	and	joyfully	hastened	back	to	the	town.
He	went	straight	to	the	palace	and	gave	the	flask	to	the	Princess,	who	had	no

further	 objection	 to	 make.	 	 So	 she	 thanked	 Charming,	 and	 ordered	 that



preparations	should	be	made	for	her	departure,	and	 they	soon	set	out	 together.	
The	Princess	found	Charming	such	an	agreeable	companion	that	she	sometimes
said	to	him:		“Why	didn’t	we	stay	where	we	were?		I	could	have	made	you	king,
and	we	should	have	been	so	happy!”
But	Charming	only	answered:	
“I	could	not	have	done	anything	that	would	have	vexed	my	master	so	much,

even	for	a	kingdom,	or	to	please	you,	though	I	think	you	are	as	beautiful	as	the
sun.”
At	 last	 they	 reached	 the	 King’s	 great	 city,	 and	 he	 came	 out	 to	 meet	 the

Princess,	 bringing	magnificent	 presents,	 and	 the	marriage	was	 celebrated	with
great	rejoicings.		But	Goldilocks	was	so	fond	of	Charming	that	she	could	not	be
happy	unless	he	was	near	her,	and	she	was	always	singing	his	praises.
“If	 it	hadn’t	been	for	Charming,”	she	said	 to	 the	King,	“I	should	never	have

come	 here;	 you	 ought	 to	 be	 very	 much	 obliged	 to	 him,	 for	 he	 did	 the	 most
impossible	things	and	got	me	water	from	the	Fountain	of	Beauty,	so	I	can	never
grow	old,	and	shall	get	prettier	every	year.”
Then	Charming’s	enemies	said	to	the	King:	
“It	is	a	wonder	that	you	are	not	jealous,	the	Queen	thinks	there	is	nobody	in

the	world	like	Charming.		As	if	anybody	you	had	sent	could	not	have	done	just
as	much!”
“It	 is	 quite	 true,	 now	 I	 come	 to	 think	 of	 it,”	 said	 the	 King.	 	 “Let	 him	 be

chained	hand	and	foot,	and	thrown	into	the	tower.”
So	 they	 took	 Charming,	 and	 as	 a	 reward	 for	 having	 served	 the	 King	 so

faithfully	he	was	shut	up	in	the	tower,	where	he	only	saw	the	jailer,	who	brought
him	a	piece	of	black	bread	and	a	pitcher	of	water	every	day.
However,	little	Frisk	came	to	console	him,	and	told	him	all	the	news.
When	 Pretty	 Goldilocks	 heard	 what	 had	 happened	 she	 threw	 herself	 at	 the

King’s	 feet	 and	 begged	 him	 to	 set	Charming	 free,	 but	 the	more	 she	 cried,	 the
more	angry	he	was,	and	at	last	she	saw	that	it	was	useless	to	say	any	more;	but	it
made	her	very	sad.		Then	the	King	took	it	into	his	head	that	perhaps	he	was	not
handsome	 enough	 to	 please	 the	Princess	Goldilocks,	 and	he	 thought	 he	would
bathe	his	face	with	the	water	from	the	Fountain	of	Beauty,	which	was	in	the	flask
on	a	shelf	in	the	Princess’s	room,	where	she	had	placed	it	 that	she	might	see	it
often.		Now	it	happened	that	one	of	the	Princess’s	ladies	in	chasing	a	spider	had
knocked	 the	 flask	off	 the	shelf	and	broken	 it,	 and	every	drop	of	 the	water	had
been	spilt.	 	Not	knowing	what	 to	do,	she	had	hastily	swept	away	the	pieces	of
crystal,	 and	 then	 remembered	 that	 in	 the	King’s	 room	 she	 had	 seen	 a	 flask	 of
exactly	 the	 same	shape,	 also	 filled	with	 sparkling	water.	 	So,	without	 saying	a
word,	she	fetched	it	and	stood	it	upon	the	Queen’s	shelf.



Now	the	water	in	this	flask	was	what	was	used	in	the	kingdom	for	getting	rid
of	 troublesome	people.	 	 Instead	of	having	 their	heads	cut	off	 in	 the	usual	way,
their	faces	were	bathed	with	 the	water,	and	they	instantly	fell	asleep	and	never
woke	up	any	more.		So,	when	the	King,	thinking	to	improve	his	beauty,	took	the
flask	 and	 sprinkled	 the	water	 upon	 his	 face,	he	 fell	 asleep,	 and	 nobody	 could
wake	him.
Little	Frisk	was	 the	first	 to	hear	 the	news,	and	he	ran	to	 tell	Charming,	who

sent	him	to	beg	the	Princess	not	to	forget	the	poor	prisoner.		All	the	palace	was
in	confusion	on	account	of	the	King’s	death,	but	tiny	Frisk	made	his	way	through
the	crowd	to	the	Princess’s	side,	and	said:	
“Madam,	do	not	forget	poor	Charming.”
Then	she	remembered	all	he	had	done	for	her,	and	without	saying	a	word	to

anyone	went	straight	to	the	tower,	and	with	her	own	hands	took	off	Charming’s
chains.		Then,	putting	a	golden	crown	upon	his	head,	and	the	royal	mantle	upon
his	shoulders,	she	said:	
“Come,	 faithful	 Charming,	 I	 make	 you	 king,	 and	 will	 take	 you	 for	 my

husband.”
Charming,	once	more	free	and	happy,	fell	at	her	feet	and	thanked	her	for	her

gracious	words.
Everybody	was	delighted	that	he	should	be	king,	and	the	wedding,	which	took

place	at	once,	was	the	prettiest	that	can	be	imagined,	and	Prince	Charming	and
Princess	Goldilocks	lived	happily	ever	after.



The	History	of	Whittington

Dick	Whittington	was	a	very	little	boy	when	his	father	and	mother	died;	so	little,
indeed,	that	he	never	knew	them,	nor	the	place	where	he	was	born.		He	strolled
about	the	country	as	ragged	as	a	colt,	till	he	met	with	a	wagoner	who	was	going
to	London,	and	who	gave	him	leave	to	walk	all	the	way	by	the	side	of	his	wagon
without	 paying	 anything	 for	 his	 passage.	 	 This	 pleased	 little	Whittington	 very
much,	as	he	wanted	to	see	London	sadly,	for	he	had	heard	that	the	streets	were
paved	with	gold,	and	he	was	willing	to	get	a	bushel	of	it;	but	how	great	was	his
disappointment,	poor	boy!	when	he	saw	the	streets	covered	with	dirt	instead	of
gold,	and	found	himself	 in	a	strange	place,	without	a	friend,	without	food,	and
without	money.
Though	the	wagoner	was	so	charitable	as	to	let	him	walk	up	by	the	side	of	the

wagon	for	nothing,	he	took	care	not	to	know	him	when	he	came	to	town,	and	the
poor	boy	was,	 in	 a	 little	 time,	 so	 cold	 and	hungry	 that	he	wished	himself	 in	 a
good	kitchen	and	by	a	warm	fire	in	the	country.
In	 his	 distress	 he	 asked	 charity	 of	 several	 people,	 and	 one	 of	 them	bid	 him

“Go	 to	work	 for	an	 idle	 rogue.”	 	“That	 I	will,”	 said	Whittington,	“with	all	my
heart;	I	will	work	for	you	if	you	will	let	me.”
The	man,	who	thought	this	savored	of	wit	and	impertinence	(though	the	poor

lad	intended	only	to	show	his	readiness	to	work),	gave	him	a	blow	with	a	stick
which	broke	his	head	so	that	the	blood	ran	down.		In	this	situation,	and	fainting
for	 want	 of	 food,	 he	 laid	 himself	 down	 at	 the	 door	 of	 one	Mr.	 Fitzwarren,	 a
merchant,	where	the	cook	saw	him,	and,	being	an	ill-natured	hussy,	ordered	him
to	go	about	his	business	or	 she	would	 scald	him.	 	At	 this	 time	Mr.	Fitzwarren
came	from	the	Exchange,	and	began	also	to	scold	at	the	poor	boy,	bidding	him	to
go	to	work.
Whittington	 answered	 that	 he	 should	 be	 glad	 to	 work	 if	 anybody	 would

employ	him,	and	that	he	should	be	able	if	he	could	get	some	victuals	to	eat,	for
he	 had	 had	 nothing	 for	 three	 days,	 and	 he	was	 a	 poor	 country	 boy,	 and	 knew
nobody,	and	nobody	would	employ	him.
He	 then	 endeavored	 to	 get	 up,	 but	 he	 was	 so	 very	 weak	 that	 he	 fell	 down

again,	which	 excited	 so	much	compassion	 in	 the	merchant	 that	 he	ordered	 the
servants	to	take	him	in	and	give	him	some	meat	and	drink,	and	let	him	help	the
cook	to	do	any	dirty	work	that	she	had	to	set	him	about.	 	People	are	too	apt	to
reproach	those	who	beg	with	being	idle,	but	give	themselves	no	concern	to	put
them	in	the	way	of	getting	business	to	do,	or	considering	whether	they	are	able
to	do	it,	which	is	not	charity.



But	 we	 return	 to	 Whittington,	 who	 could	 have	 lived	 happy	 in	 this	 worthy
family	had	he	not	been	bumped	about	by	 the	cross	cook,	who	must	be	always
roasting	and	basting,	or	when	 the	spit	was	 idle	employed	her	hands	upon	poor
Whittington!		At	last	Miss	Alice,	his	master’s	daughter,	was	informed	of	it,	and
then	 she	 took	 compassion	 on	 the	 poor	 boy,	 and	 made	 the	 servants	 treat	 him
kindly.
Besides	 the	 crossness	 of	 the	 cook,	Whittington	had	 another	 difficulty	 to	 get

over	 before	 he	 could	 be	 happy.	 	 He	 had,	 by	 order	 of	 his	 master,	 a	 flock-bed
placed	for	him	in	a	garret,	where	there	was	a	number	of	rats	and	mice	that	often
ran	over	 the	poor	boy’s	nose	and	disturbed	him	in	his	sleep.	 	After	some	time,
however,	a	gentleman	who	came	to	his	master’s	house	gave	Whittington	a	penny
for	brushing	his	shoes.		This	he	put	into	his	pocket,	being	determined	to	lay	it	out
to	the	best	advantage;	and	the	next	day,	seeing	a	woman	in	the	street	with	a	cat
under	her	arm,	he	ran	up	to	know	the	price	of	it.		The	woman	(as	the	cat	was	a
good	mouser)	asked	a	deal	of	money	for	 it,	but	on	Whittington’s	telling	her	he
had	but	a	penny	in	the	world,	and	that	he	wanted	a	cat	sadly,	she	let	him	have	it.
This	cat	Whittington	concealed	in	the	garret,	for	fear	she	should	be	beat	about

by	his	mortal	enemy	the	cook,	and	here	she	soon	killed	or	frightened	away	the
rats	and	mice,	so	that	the	poor	boy	could	now	sleep	as	sound	as	a	top.
Soon	 after	 this	 the	 merchant,	 who	 had	 a	 ship	 ready	 to	 sail,	 called	 for	 his

servants,	as	his	custom	was,	in	order	that	each	of	them	might	venture	something
to	try	their	luck;	and	whatever	they	sent	was	to	pay	neither	freight	nor	custom,
for	 he	 thought	 justly	 that	 God	 Almighty	 would	 bless	 him	 the	 more	 for	 his
readiness	to	let	the	poor	partake	of	his	fortune.
All	 the	 servants	 appeared	but	poor	Whittington,	who,	having	neither	money

nor	 goods,	 could	 not	 think	 of	 sending	 anything	 to	 try	 his	 luck;	 but	 his	 good
friend	Miss	Alice,	thinking	his	poverty	kept	him	away,	ordered	him	to	be	called.
She	 then	 offered	 to	 lay	 down	 something	 for	 him,	 but	 the	merchant	 told	 his

daughter	that	would	not	do,	it	must	be	something	of	his	own.		Upon	which	poor
Whittington	said	he	had	nothing	but	a	cat	which	he	bought	for	a	penny	that	was
given	him.		“Fetch	thy	cat,	boy,”	said	the	merchant,	“and	send	her.”		Whittington
brought	poor	puss	and	delivered	her	to	the	captain,	with	tears	in	his	eyes,	for	he
said	he	should	now	be	disturbed	by	the	rats	and	mice	as	much	as	ever.		All	the
company	laughed	at	the	adventure	but	Miss	Alice,	who	pitied	the	poor	boy,	and
gave	him	something	to	buy	another	cat.
While	 puss	 was	 beating	 the	 billows	 at	 sea,	 poor	Whittington	 was	 severely

beaten	at	home	by	his	tyrannical	mistress	the	cook,	who	used	him	so	cruelly,	and
made	 such	 game	 of	 him	 for	 sending	 his	 cat	 to	 sea,	 that	 at	 last	 the	 poor	 boy
determined	to	run	away	from	his	place,	and	having	packed	up	the	few	things	he



had,	he	set	out	very	early	in	the	morning	on	All-Hallows	day.		He	traveled	as	far
as	Holloway,	and	 there	sat	down	on	a	stone	 to	consider	what	course	he	should
take;	but	while	he	was	thus	ruminating,	Bow	bells,	of	which	there	were	only	six,
began	to	ring;	and	he	thought	their	sounds	addressed	him	in	this	manner:	

		“Turn	again,	Whittington,
		Thrice	Lord	Mayor	of	London.”

“Lord	Mayor	of	London!”	said	he	to	himself,	“what	would	not	one	endure	to
be	Lord	Mayor	 of	London,	 and	 ride	 in	 such	 a	 fine	 coach?	 	Well,	 I’ll	 go	 back
again,	and	bear	all	 the	pummelling	and	ill-usage	of	Cicely	rather	than	miss	the
opportunity	of	being	Lord	Mayor!”	So	home	he	went,	and	happily	got	 into	 the
house	and	about	his	business	before	Mrs.	Cicely	made	her	appearance.
We	 must	 now	 follow	Miss	 Puss	 to	 the	 coast	 of	 Africa.	 	 How	 perilous	 are

voyages	at	sea,	how	uncertain	the	winds	and	the	waves,	and	how	many	accidents
attend	a	naval	life!
The	 ship	 that	 had	 the	 cat	 on	 board	 was	 long	 beaten	 at	 sea,	 and	 at	 last,	 by

contrary	winds,	driven	on	a	part	of	the	coast	of	Barbary	which	was	inhabited	by
Moors	 unknown	 to	 the	 English.	 	 These	 people	 received	 our	 countrymen	with
civility,	and	therefore	the	captain,	in	order	to	trade	with	them,	showed	them	the
patterns	of	the	goods	he	had	on	board,	and	sent	some	of	them	to	the	King	of	the
country,	who	was	so	well	pleased	 that	he	sent	 for	 the	captain	and	 the	factor	 to
come	 to	 his	 palace,	 which	 was	 about	 a	 mile	 from	 the	 sea.	 	 Here	 they	 were
placed,	 according	 to	 the	 custom	of	 the	 country,	 on	 rich	 carpets,	 flowered	with
gold	 and	 silver;	 and	 the	King	 and	Queen	being	 seated	 at	 the	upper	 end	of	 the
room,	 dinner	 was	 brought	 in,	 which	 consisted	 of	many	 dishes;	 but	 no	 sooner
were	the	dishes	put	down	but	an	amazing	number	of	rats	and	mice	came	from	all
quarters	and	devoured	all	the	meat	in	an	instant.
The	factor,	 in	surprise,	 turned	round	to	 the	nobles	and	asked	 if	 these	vermin

were	not	offensive.	 	“Oh!	yes,”	said	they,	“very	offensive;	and	the	King	would
give	half	his	treasure	to	be	freed	of	them,	for	they	not	only	destroy	his	dinner,	as
you	 see,	 but	 they	 assault	 him	 in	 his	 chamber,	 and	 even	 in	 bed,	 so	 that	 he	 is
obliged	to	be	watched	while	he	is	sleeping,	for	fear	of	them.”
The	factor	jumped	for	joy;	he	remembered	poor	Whittington	and	his	cat,	and

told	the	King	he	had	a	creature	on	board	the	ship	that	would	despatch	all	these
vermin	immediately.		The	King’s	heart	heaved	so	high	at	the	joy	which	this	news
gave	him	that	his	turban	dropped	off	his	head.		“Bring	this	creature	to	me,”	said
he;	“vermin	are	dreadful	in	a	court,	and	if	she	will	perform	what	you	say	I	will
load	your	ship	with	gold	and	jewels	in	exchange	for	her.”		The	factor,	who	knew



his	business,	took	this	opportunity	to	set	forth	the	merits	of	Miss	Puss.		He	told
his	Majesty	 that	 it	 would	 be	 inconvenient	 to	 part	 with	 her,	 as,	 when	 she	was
gone,	the	rats	and	mice	might	destroy	the	goods	in	the	ship—	but	to	oblige	his
Majesty	he	would	fetch	her.		“Run,	run,”	said	the	Queen;	“I	am	impatient	to	see
the	dear	creature.”
Away	flew	the	factor,	while	another	dinner	was	providing,	and	returned	with

the	cat	just	as	the	rats	and	mice	were	devouring	that	also.		He	immediately	put
down	Miss	Puss,	who	killed	a	great	number	of	them.
The	 King	 rejoiced	 greatly	 to	 see	 his	 old	 enemies	 destroyed	 by	 so	 small	 a

creature,	and	the	Queen	was	highly	pleased,	and	desired	the	cat	might	be	brought
near	 that	 she	might	 look	 at	 her.	 	 Upon	which	 the	 factor	 called	 “Pussy,	 pussy,
pussy!”	and	she	came	to	him.		He	then	presented	her	to	the	Queen,	who	started
back,	and	was	afraid	 to	 touch	a	creature	who	had	made	such	havoc	among	the
rats	 and	 mice;	 however,	 when	 the	 factor	 stroked	 the	 cat	 and	 called	 “Pussy,
pussy!”	 the	Queen	 also	 touched	 her	 and	 cried	 “Putty,	 putty!”	 for	 she	 had	 not
learned	English.
He	then	put	her	down	on	the	Queen’s	lap,	where	she,	purring,	played	with	her

Majesty’s	hand,	and	then	sang	herself	to	sleep.
The	King,	having	seen	the	exploits	of	Miss	Puss,	and	being	informed	that	her

kittens	would	stock	the	whole	country,	bargained	with	the	captain	and	factor	for
the	whole	ship’s	cargo,	and	then	gave	them	ten	times	as	much	for	the	cat	as	all
the	rest	amounted	to.		On	which,	taking	leave	of	their	Majesties	and	other	great
personages	at	court,	 they	sailed	with	a	fair	wind	for	England,	whither	we	must
now	attend	them.
The	morn	had	scarcely	dawned	when	Mr.	Fitzwarren	arose	to	count	over	the

cash	and	settle	the	business	for	that	day.		He	had	just	entered	the	counting-house,
and	 seated	 himself	 at	 the	 desk,	 when	 somebody	 came,	 tap,	 tap,	 at	 the	 door.	
“Who’s	 there?”	 said	Mr.	 Fitzwarren.	 	 “A	 friend,”	 answered	 the	 other.	 	 “What
friend	 can	 come	 at	 this	 unseasonable	 time?”	 “A	 real	 friend	 is	 never
unseasonable,”	answered	the	other.		“I	come	to	bring	you	good	news	of	your	ship
Unicorn.”	 	 The	 merchant	 bustled	 up	 in	 such	 a	 hurry	 that	 he	 forgot	 his	 gout;
instantly	opened	the	door,	and	who	should	be	seen	waiting	but	 the	captain	and
factor,	with	a	cabinet	of	jewels,	and	a	bill	of	lading,	for	which	the	merchant	lifted
up	 his	 eyes	 and	 thanked	 heaven	 for	 sending	 him	 such	 a	 prosperous	 voyage.	
Then	 they	 told	 him	 the	 adventures	 of	 the	 cat,	 and	 showed	 him	 the	 cabinet	 of
jewels	which	 they	had	brought	 for	Mr.	Whittington.	 	Upon	which	he	cried	out
with	great	earnestness,	but	not	in	the	most	poetical	manner:	

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



		And	call	him	Mr.	Whittington	by	name.”

It	 is	not	our	business	 to	animadvert	upon	 these	 lines;	we	are	not	 critics,	but
historians.		It	is	sufficient	for	us	that	they	are	the	words	of	Mr.	Fitzwarren;	and
though	 it	 is	 beside	 our	 purpose,	 and	 perhaps	 not	 in	 our	 power	 to	 prove	 him	 a
good	poet,	we	shall	soon	convince	the	reader	that	he	was	a	good	man,	which	was
a	 much	 better	 character;	 for	 when	 some	 who	 were	 present	 told	 him	 that	 this
treasure	was	too	much	for	such	a	poor	boy	as	Whittington,	he	said:		“God	forbid
that	 I	 should	 deprive	 him	 of	 a	 penny;	 it	 is	 his	 own,	 and	 he	 shall	 have	 it	 to	 a
farthing.”		He	then	ordered	Mr.	Whittington	in,	who	was	at	this	time	cleaning	the
kitchen	 and	would	 have	 excused	 himself	 from	 going	 into	 the	 counting-house,
saying	the	room	was	swept	and	his	shoes	were	dirty	and	full	of	hob-nails.		The
merchant,	however,	made	him	come	 in,	and	ordered	a	chair	 to	be	set	 for	him.	
Upon	which,	thinking	they	intended	to	make	sport	of	him,	as	had	been	too	often
the	case	in	the	kitchen,	he	besought	his	master	not	to	mock	a	poor	simple	fellow,
who	intended	them	no	harm,	but	let	him	go	about	his	business.	 	The	merchant,
taking	him	by	 the	hand,	 said:	 	 “Indeed,	Mr.	Whittington,	 I	 am	 in	 earnest	with
you,	and	sent	 for	you	 to	congratulate	you	on	your	great	success.	 	Your	cat	has
procured	you	more	money	than	I	am	worth	in	the	world,	and	may	you	long	enjoy
it	and	be	happy!”
At	 length,	 being	 shown	 the	 treasure,	 and	 convinced	 by	 them	 that	 all	 of	 it

belonged	 to	 him,	 he	 fell	 upon	 his	 knees	 and	 thanked	 the	 Almighty	 for	 his
providential	 care	 of	 such	 a	 poor	 and	miserable	 creature.	 	 He	 then	 laid	 all	 the
treasure	at	his	master’s	feet,	who	refused	to	take	any	part	of	it,	but	told	him	he
heartily	rejoiced	at	his	prosperity,	and	hoped	the	wealth	he	had	acquired	would
be	 a	 comfort	 to	 him,	 and	 would	 make	 him	 happy.	 	 He	 then	 applied	 to	 his
mistress,	and	to	his	good	friend	Miss	Alice,	who	refused	to	take	any	part	of	the
money,	but	told	him	she	heartily	rejoiced	at	his	good	success,	and	wished	him	all
imaginable	felicity.		He	then	gratified	the	captain,	factor,	and	the	ship’s	crew	for
the	care	they	had	taken	of	his	cargo.		He	likewise	distributed	presents	to	all	the
servants	 in	 the	 house,	 not	 forgetting	 even	his	 old	 enemy	 the	 cook,	 though	 she
little	deserved	it.
After	 this	Mr.	Fitzwarren	advised	Mr.	Whittington	 to	 send	 for	 the	necessary

people	and	dress	himself	like	a	gentleman,	and	made	him	the	offer	of	his	house
to	live	in	till	he	could	provide	himself	with	a	better.
Now	it	came	to	pass	when	Mr.	Whittington’s	face	was	washed,	his	hair	curled,

and	he	dressed	in	a	rich	suit	of	clothes,	that	he	turned	out	a	genteel	young	fellow;
and,	 as	wealth	 contributes	much	 to	 give	 a	man	 confidence,	 he	 in	 a	 little	 time
dropped	 that	 sheepish	 behavior	 which	 was	 principally	 occasioned	 by	 a



depression	of	spirits,	and	soon	grew	a	sprightly	and	good	companion,	insomuch
that	Miss	Alice,	who	had	formerly	pitied	him,	now	fell	in	love	with	him.
When	 her	 father	 perceived	 they	 had	 this	 good	 liking	 for	 each	 other	 he

proposed	a	match	between	them,	to	which	both	parties	cheerfully	consented,	and
the	Lord	Mayor,	Court	 of	Aldermen,	 Sheriffs,	 the	Company	 of	 Stationers,	 the
Royal	 Academy	 of	 Arts,	 and	 a	 number	 of	 eminent	 merchants	 attended	 the
ceremony,	and	were	elegantly	treated	at	an	entertainment	made	for	that	purpose.
History	 further	 relates	 that	 they	 lived	 very	 happy,	 had	 several	 children,	 and

died	at	a	good	old	age.	 	Mr.	Whittington	served	as	Sheriff	of	London	and	was
three	 times	Lord	Mayor.	 	 In	 the	 last	year	of	his	mayoralty	he	entertained	King
Henry	V	and	his	Queen,	after	his	conquest	of	France,	upon	which	occasion	the
King,	 in	 consideration	of	Whittington’s	merit,	 said:	 	 “Never	had	prince	 such	a
subject”;	which	being	 told	 to	Whittington	at	 the	 table,	he	 replied:	 	“Never	had
subject	such	a	king.”		His	Majesty,	out	of	respect	to	his	good	character,	conferred
the	honor	of	knighthood	on	him	soon	after.
Sir	Richard	many	years	before	his	death	constantly	fed	a	great	number	of	poor

citizens,	 built	 a	 church	 and	 a	 college	 to	 it,	 with	 a	 yearly	 allowance	 for	 poor
scholars,	and	near	it	erected	a	hospital.
He	also	built	Newgate	for	criminals,	and	gave	liberally	to	St.	Bartholomew’s

Hospital	and	other	public	charities.



The	Wonderful	Sheep

Once	upon	a	time—	in	the	days	when	the	fairies	lived—	there	was	a	king	who
had	 three	 daughters,	 who	 were	 all	 young,	 and	 clever,	 and	 beautiful;	 but	 the
youngest	of	 the	 three,	who	was	called	Miranda,	was	 the	prettiest	and	 the	most
beloved.
The	King,	 her	 father,	 gave	 her	more	 dresses	 and	 jewels	 in	 a	month	 than	 he

gave	 the	 others	 in	 a	 year;	 but	 she	was	 so	 generous	 that	 she	 shared	 everything
with	her	sisters,	and	they	were	all	as	happy	and	as	fond	of	one	another	as	they
could	be.
Now,	the	King	had	some	quarrelsome	neighbors,	who,	tired	of	leaving	him	in

peace,	 began	 to	 make	 war	 upon	 him	 so	 fiercely	 that	 he	 feared	 he	 would	 be
altogether	beaten	if	he	did	not	make	an	effort	to	defend	himself.		So	he	collected
a	 great	 army	 and	 set	 off	 to	 fight	 them,	 leaving	 the	 Princesses	 with	 their
governess	in	a	castle	where	news	of	the	war	was	brought	every	day—sometimes
that	 the	 King	 had	 taken	 a	 town,	 or	 won	 a	 battle,	 and,	 at	 last,	 that	 he	 had
altogether	overcome	his	enemies	and	chased	them	out	of	his	kingdom,	and	was
coming	back	 to	 the	castle	as	quickly	as	possible,	 to	see	his	dear	 little	Miranda
whom	he	loved	so	much.
The	 three	 Princesses	 put	 on	 dresses	 of	 satin,	 which	 they	 had	 had	made	 on

purpose	 for	 this	great	occasion,	one	green,	one	blue,	 and	 the	 third	white;	 their
jewels	were	the	same	colors.		The	eldest	wore	emeralds,	the	second	turquoises,
and	 the	 youngest	 diamonds,	 and	 thus	 adorned	 they	 went	 to	 meet	 the	 King,
singing	verses	which	they	had	composed	about	his	victories.
When	he	saw	them	all	so	beautiful	and	so	gay	he	embraced	them	tenderly,	but

gave	Miranda	more	kisses	than	either	of	the	others.
Presently	a	splendid	banquet	was	served,	and	the	King	and	his	daughters	sat

down	 to	 it,	 and	 as	 he	 always	 thought	 that	 there	was	 some	 special	meaning	 in
everything,	he	said	to	the	eldest:	
“Tell	me	why	you	have	chosen	a	green	dress.”
“Sire,”	 she	 answered,	 “having	 heard	 of	 your	 victories	 I	 thought	 that	 green

would	signify	my	joy	and	the	hope	of	your	speedy	return.”
“That	 is	 a	 very	 good	 answer,”	 said	 the	 King;	 “and	 you,	 my	 daughter,”	 he

continued,	“why	did	you	take	a	blue	dress?”
“Sire,”	said	the	Princess,	“to	show	that	we	constantly	hoped	for	your	success,

and	that	the	sight	of	you	is	as	welcome	to	me	as	the	sky	with	its	most	beautiful
stars.”
“Why,”	 said	 the	King,	 “your	wise	 answers	 astonish	me,	 and	 you,	Miranda.	



What	made	you	dress	yourself	all	in	white?
“Because,	sire,”	she	answered,	“white	suits	me	better	than	anything	else.”
“What!”	said	the	King	angrily,	“was	that	all	you	thought	of,	vain	child?”
“I	thought	you	would	be	pleased	with	me,”	said	the	Princess;	“that	was	all.”
The	King,	who	 loved	her,	was	 satisfied	with	 this,	 and	 even	pretended	 to	 be

pleased	that	she	had	not	told	him	all	her	reasons	at	first.
“And	now,”	said	he,	“as	I	have	supped	well,	and	it	is	not	time	yet	to	go	to	bed,

tell	me	what	you	dreamed	last	night.”
The	eldest	said	she	had	dreamed	that	he	brought	her	a	dress,	and	the	precious

stones	and	gold	embroidery	on	it	were	brighter	than	the	sun.
The	dream	of	the	second	was	that	the	King	had	brought	her	a	spinning	wheel

and	a	distaff,	that	she	might	spin	him	some	shirts.
But	 the	youngest	said:	 	“I	dreamed	that	my	second	sister	was	to	be	married,

and	 on	 her	 wedding-day,	 you,	 father,	 held	 a	 golden	 ewer	 and	 said:	 	 ’Come,
Miranda,	and	I	will	hold	the	water	that	you	may	dip	your	hands	in	it.’”
The	 King	 was	 very	 angry	 indeed	 when	 he	 heard	 this	 dream,	 and	 frowned

horribly;	 indeed,	he	made	such	an	ugly	face	that	everyone	knew	how	angry	he
was,	and	he	got	up	and	went	off	to	bed	in	a	great	hurry;	but	he	could	not	forget
his	daughter’s	dream.
“Does	the	proud	girl	wish	to	make	me	her	slave?”	he	said	to	himself.		“I	am

not	surprised	at	her	choosing	to	dress	herself	in	white	satin	without	a	thought	of
me.		She	does	not	think	me	worthy	of	her	consideration!		But	I	will	soon	put	an
end	to	her	pretensions!”
He	rose	in	a	fury,	and	although	it	was	not	yet	daylight,	he	sent	for	the	Captain

of	his	Bodyguard,	and	said	to	him:	
“You	 have	 heard	 the	 Princess	 Miranda’s	 dream?	 	 I	 consider	 that	 it	 means

strange	things	against	me,	therefore	I	order	you	to	take	her	away	into	the	forest
and	kill	her,	and,	that	I	may	be	sure	it	is	done,	you	must	bring	me	her	heart	and
her	tongue.		If	you	attempt	to	deceive	me	you	shall	be	put	to	death!”
The	 Captain	 of	 the	 Guard	 was	 very	 much	 astonished	 when	 he	 heard	 this

barbarous	order,	 but	he	did	not	dare	 to	 contradict	 the	King	 for	 fear	of	making
him	still	more	angry,	or	causing	him	to	send	someone	else,	so	he	answered	that
he	would	fetch	the	Princess	and	do	as	the	King	had	said.		When	he	went	to	her
room	they	would	hardly	let	him	in,	it	was	so	early,	but	he	said	that	the	King	had
sent	for	Miranda,	and	she	got	up	quickly	and	came	out;	a	little	black	girl	called
Patypata	held	up	her	train,	and	her	pet	monkey	and	her	little	dog	ran	after	her.	
The	monkey	was	called	Grabugeon,	and	the	little	dog	Tintin.
The	 Captain	 of	 the	 Guard	 begged	 Miranda	 to	 come	 down	 into	 the	 garden

where	the	King	was	enjoying	the	fresh	air,	and	when	they	got	there,	he	pretended



to	search	for	him,	but	as	he	was	not	to	be	found,	he	said:	
“No	doubt	his	Majesty	has	 strolled	 into	 the	 forest,”	 and	he	opened	 the	 little

door	that	led	to	it	and	they	went	through.
By	this	time	the	daylight	had	begun	to	appear,	and	the	Princess,	looking	at	her

conductor,	saw	that	he	had	tears	in	his	eyes	and	seemed	too	sad	to	speak.
“What	 is	 the	 matter?”	 she	 said	 in	 the	 kindest	 way.	 	 “You	 seem	 very

sorrowful.”
“Alas!	 	 Princess,”	 he	 answered,	 “who	 would	 not	 be	 sorrowful	 who	 was

ordered	to	do	such	a	terrible	thing	as	I	am?		The	King	has	commanded	me	to	kill
you	here,	and	carry	your	heart	and	your	tongue	to	him,	and	if	I	disobey	I	shall
lose	my	life.”
The	poor	Princess	was	terrified,	she	grew	very	pale	and	began	to	cry	softly.
Looking	 up	 at	 the	 Captain	 of	 the	 Guard	 with	 her	 beautiful	 eyes,	 she	 said

gently:	
Will	you	really	have	the	heart	 to	kill	me?		I	have	never	done	you	any	harm,

and	have	always	spoken	well	of	you	to	the	King.		If	I	had	deserved	my	father’s
anger	I	would	suffer	without	a	murmur,	but,	alas!	he	is	unjust	to	complain	of	me,
when	I	have	always	treated	him	with	love	and	respect.”
“Fear	nothing,	Princess,”	said	 the	Captain	of	 the	Guard.	 	“I	would	far	rather

die	myself	than	hurt	you;	but	even	if	I	am	killed	you	will	not	be	safe:		we	must
find	some	way	of	making	the	King	believe	that	you	are	dead.”
“What	 can	 we	 do?”	 said	Miranda;	 “unless	 you	 take	 him	my	 heart	 and	 my

tongue	he	will	never	believe	you.”
The	Princess	and	the	Captain	of	the	Guard	were	talking	so	earnestly	that	they

did	not	think	of	Patypata,	but	she	had	overheard	all	they	said,	and	now	came	and
threw	herself	at	Miranda’s	feet.
“Madam,”	she	said,	“I	offer	you	my	life;	let	me	be	killed,	I	shall	be	only	too

happy	to	die	for	such	a	kind	mistress.”
“Why,	Patypata,”	cried	 the	Princess,	kissing	her,	“that	would	never	do;	your

life	 is	 as	 precious	 to	 me	 as	 my	 own,	 especially	 after	 such	 a	 proof	 of	 your
affection	as	you	have	just	given	me.”
“You	are	 right,	Princess,”	 said	Grabugeon,	 coming	 forward,	 “to	 love	 such	 a

faithful	slave	as	Patypata;	she	 is	of	more	use	 to	you	than	I	am,	I	offer	you	my
tongue	and	my	heart	most	willingly,	especially	as	I	wish	to	make	a	great	name
for	myself	in	Goblin	Land.”
“No,	no,	my	little	Grabugeon,”	replied	Miranda,	“I	cannot	bear	the	thought	of

taking	your	life.”
“Such	a	good	little	dog	as	I	am,”	cried	Tintin,	“could	not	think	of	letting	either

of	you	die	for	his	mistress.		If	anyone	is	to	die	for	her	it	must	be	me.”



And	then	began	a	great	dispute	between	Patypata,	Grabugeon,	and	Tintin,	and
they	 came	 to	 high	 words,	 until	 at	 last	 Grabugeon,	 who	 was	 quicker	 than	 the
others,	ran	up	to	the	very	top	of	the	nearest	tree,	and	let	herself	fall,	head	first,	to
the	ground,	and	there	she	lay—	quite	dead!
The	Princess	was	very	sorry,	but	as	Grabugeon	was	really	dead,	she	allowed

the	Captain	of	the	Guard	to	take	her	tongue;	but,	alas!	it	was	such	a	little	one—
not	bigger	than	the	Princess’s	thumb—	that	they	decided	sorrowfully	that	it	was
of	no	use	at	all:		the	King	would	not	have	been	taken	in	by	it	for	a	moment!
“Alas!	my	little	monkey,”	cried	the	Princess,	“I	have	lost	you,	and	yet	I	am	no

better	off	than	I	was	before.”
“The	 honor	 of	 saving	 your	 life	 is	 to	 be	 mine,”	 interrupted	 Patypata,	 and,

before	they	could	prevent	her,	she	had	picked	up	a	knife	and	cut	her	head	off	in
an	instant.
But	when	the	Captain	of	the	Guard	would	have	taken	her	tongue	it	turned	out

to	be	quite	black,	so	that	would	not	have	deceived	the	King	either.
“Am	I	not	unlucky?”	cried	the	poor	Princess;	“I	lose	everything	I	love,	and	am

none	the	better	for	it.”
“If	you	had	accepted	my	offer,”	said	Tintin,	“you	would	only	have	had	me	to

regret,	and	I	should	have	had	all	your	gratitude.”
Miranda	kissed	her	little	dog,	crying	so	bitterly,	that	at	last	she	could	bear	it	no

longer,	and	turned	away	into	 the	forest.	 	When	she	looked	back	the	Captain	of
the	Guard	was	 gone,	 and	 she	was	 alone,	 except	 for	 Patypata,	Grabugeon,	 and
Tintin,	who	 lay	upon	 the	ground.	 	She	 could	not	 leave	 the	place	until	 she	had
buried	them	in	a	pretty	little	mossy	grave	at	the	foot	of	a	tree,	and	she	wrote	their
names	upon	the	bark	of	the	tree,	and	how	they	had	all	died	to	save	her	life.		And
then	she	began	 to	 think	where	she	could	go	for	safety—	for	 this	 forest	was	so
close	 to	 her	 father’s	 castle	 that	 she	might	 be	 seen	 and	 recognized	 by	 the	 first
passer-by,	 and,	 besides	 that,	 it	 was	 full	 of	 lions	 and	wolves,	who	would	 have
snapped	up	a	princess	just	as	soon	as	a	stray	chicken.		So	she	began	to	walk	as
fast	 as	 she	 could,	 but	 the	 forest	was	 so	 large	 and	 the	 sun	was	 so	 hot	 that	 she
nearly	 died	 of	 heat	 and	 terror	 and	 fatigue;	 look	 which	 way	 she	 would	 there
seemed	 to	 be	 no	 end	 to	 the	 forest,	 and	 she	was	 so	 frightened	 that	 she	 fancied
every	minute	 that	 she	 heard	 the	King	 running	 after	 her	 to	 kill	 her.	 	 You	may
imagine	how	miserable	she	was,	and	how	she	cried	as	she	went	on,	not	knowing
which	path	to	follow,	and	with	the	thorny	bushes	scratching	her	dreadfully	and
tearing	her	pretty	frock	to	pieces.
At	last	she	heard	the	bleating	of	a	sheep,	and	said	to	herself:	
“No	doubt	 there	are	shepherds	here	with	 their	flocks;	 they	will	show	me	the

way	to	some	village	where	I	can	live	disguised	as	a	peasant	girl.		Alas!	it	is	not



always	kings	and	princes	who	are	the	happiest	people	in	the	world.		Who	could
have	believed	 that	 I	 should	 ever	 be	obliged	 to	 run	 away	 and	hide	because	 the
King,	for	no	reason	at	all,	wishes	to	kill	me?”
So	 saying	 she	 advanced	 toward	 the	 place	where	 she	 heard	 the	 bleating,	 but

what	was	her	 surprise	when,	 in	 a	 lovely	 little	glade	quite	 surrounded	by	 trees,
she	saw	a	 large	sheep;	 its	wool	was	as	white	as	snow,	and	its	horns	shone	like
gold;	it	had	a	garland	of	flowers	round	its	neck,	and	strings	of	great	pearls	about
its	legs,	and	a	collar	of	diamonds;	it	lay	upon	a	bank	of	orange-flowers,	under	a
canopy	of	cloth	of	gold	which	protected	 it	 from	 the	heat	of	 the	 sun.	 	Nearly	a
hundred	 other	 sheep	 were	 scattered	 about,	 not	 eating	 the	 grass,	 but	 some
drinking	coffee,	lemonade,	or	sherbet,	others	eating	ices,	strawberries	and	cream,
or	 sweetmeats,	while	 others,	 again,	were	 playing	 games.	 	Many	of	 them	wore
golden	collars	with	jewels,	flowers,	and	ribbons.
Miranda	 stopped	 short	 in	 amazement	 at	 this	 unexpected	 sight,	 and	 was

looking	 in	 all	 directions	 for	 the	 shepherd	 of	 this	 surprising	 flock,	 when	 the
beautiful	sheep	came	bounding	toward	her.
“Approach,	 lovely	 Princess,”	 he	 cried;	 “have	 no	 fear	 of	 such	 gentle	 and

peaceable	animals	as	we	are.”
“What	a	marvel!”	cried	 the	Princess,	starting	back	a	 little.	 	“Here	 is	a	sheep

that	can	talk.”
“Your	 monkey	 and	 your	 dog	 could	 talk,	 madam,”	 said	 he;	 “are	 you	 more

astonished	at	us	than	at	them?”
“A	fairy	gave	them	the	power	to	speak,”	replied	Miranda.		“So	I	was	used	to

them.”
“Perhaps	 the	 same	 thing	 has	 happened	 to	 us,”	 he	 said,	 smiling	 sheepishly.	

“But,	Princess,	what	can	have	led	you	here?”
“A	thousand	misfortunes,	Sir	Sheep,”	she	answered.
“I	am	the	unhappiest	princess	in	the	world,	and	I	am	seeking	a	shelter	against

my	father’s	anger.”
“Come	with	me,	madam,”	said	 the	Sheep;	“I	offer	you	a	hiding-place	which

you	only	will	know	of,	and	where	you	will	be	mistress	of	everything	you	see.”
“I	really	cannot	follow	you,”	said	Miranda,	“for	I	am	too	tired	to	walk	another

step.”
The	Sheep	with	 the	golden	horns	ordered	 that	his	chariot	 should	be	 fetched,

and	a	moment	after	appeared	six	goats,	harnessed	 to	a	pumpkin,	which	was	so
big	that	two	people	could	quite	well	sit	in	it,	and	was	all	lined	with	cushions	of
velvet	and	down.		The	Princess	stepped	into	it,	much	amused	at	such	a	new	kind
of	carriage,	 the	King	of	 the	Sheep	 took	his	place	beside	her,	and	 the	goats	 ran
away	with	them	at	full	speed,	and	only	stopped	when	they	reached	a	cavern,	the



entrance	to	which	was	blocked	by	a	great	stone.		This	the	King	touched	with	his
foot,	and	immediately	it	fell	down,	and	he	invited	the	Princess	to	enter	without
fear.	 	 Now,	 if	 she	 had	 not	 been	 so	 alarmed	 by	 everything	 that	 had	 happened,
nothing	 could	 have	 induced	 her	 to	 go	 into	 this	 frightful	 cave,	 but	 she	was	 so
afraid	 of	 what	 might	 be	 behind	 her	 that	 she	 would	 have	 thrown	 herself	 even
down	 a	well	 at	 this	moment.	 	 So,	without	 hesitation,	 she	 followed	 the	 Sheep,
who	went	before	her,	down,	down,	down,	until	she	thought	they	must	come	out
at	the	other	side	of	the	world—	indeed,	she	was	not	sure	that	he	wasn’t	leading
her	into	Fairyland.		At	last	she	saw	before	her	a	great	plain,	quite	covered	with
all	sorts	of	flowers,	the	scent	of	which	seemed	to	her	nicer	than	anything	she	had
ever	 smelled	before;	 a	broad	 river	of	orange-flower	water	 flowed	 round	 it	 and
fountains	of	wine	of	every	kind	ran	in	all	directions	and	made	the	prettiest	little
cascades	and	brooks.		The	plain	was	covered	with	the	strangest	trees,	there	were
whole	avenues	where	partridges,	 ready	 roasted,	hung	 from	every	branch,	or,	 if
you	preferred	pheasants,	quails,	 turkeys,	or	rabbits,	you	had	only	to	 turn	to	 the
right	hand	or	 to	 the	left	and	you	were	sure	to	find	them.	 	In	places	 the	air	was
darkened	by	showers	of	 lobster-patties,	white	puddings,	sausages,	 tarts,	and	all
sorts	of	sweetmeats,	or	with	pieces	of	gold	and	silver,	diamonds	and	pearls.		This
unusual	kind	of	rain,	and	the	pleasantness	of	the	whole	place,	would,	no	doubt,
have	attracted	numbers	of	people	 to	 it,	 if	 the	King	of	 the	Sheep	had	been	of	a
more	sociable	disposition,	but	from	all	accounts	it	is	evident	that	he	was	as	grave
as	a	judge.
As	 it	 was	 quite	 the	 nicest	 time	 of	 the	 year	 when	 Miranda	 arrived	 in	 this

delightful	land	the	only	palace	she	saw	was	a	long	row	of	orange	trees,	jasmines,
honeysuckles,	and	musk-roses,	and	their	interlacing	branches	made	the	prettiest
rooms	 possible,	 which	 were	 hung	 with	 gold	 and	 silver	 gauze,	 and	 had	 great
mirrors	 and	 candlesticks,	 and	 most	 beautiful	 pictures.	 	 The	Wonderful	 Sheep
begged	that	the	Princess	would	consider	herself	queen	over	all	that	she	saw,	and
assured	 her	 that,	 though	 for	 some	 years	 he	 had	 been	 very	 sad	 and	 in	 great
trouble,	she	had	it	in	her	power	to	make	him	forget	all	his	grief.
“You	are	so	kind	and	generous,	noble	Sheep,”	said	the	Princess,	“that	I	cannot

thank	 you	 enough,	 but	 I	 must	 confess	 that	 all	 I	 see	 here	 seems	 to	 me	 so
extraordinary	that	I	don’t	know	what	to	think	of	it.”
As	she	spoke	a	band	of	lovely	fairies	came	up	and	offered	her	amber	baskets

full	of	fruit,	but	when	she	held	out	her	hands	to	them	they	glided	away,	and	she
could	feel	nothing	when	she	tried	to	touch	them.
“Oh!”	she	cried,	“what	can	they	be?		Whom	am	I	with?”	and	she	began	to	cry.
At	this	instant	the	King	of	the	Sheep	came	back	to	her,	and	was	so	distracted

to	find	her	in	tears	that	he	could	have	torn	his	wool.



“What	 is	 the	matter,	 lovely	Princess?”	he	cried.	 	“Has	anyone	 failed	 to	 treat
you	with	due	respect?”
“Oh!	no,”	said	Miranda;	“only	I	am	not	used	 to	 living	with	sprites	and	with

sheep	 that	 talk,	 and	 everything	here	 frightens	me.	 	 It	was	 very	kind	of	 you	 to
bring	me	to	this	place,	but	I	shall	be	even	more	grateful	to	you	if	you	will	take
me	up	into	the	world	again.”
“Do	not	be	afraid,”	said	the	Wonderful	Sheep;	“I	entreat	you	to	have	patience,

and	listen	to	the	story	of	my	misfortunes.		I	was	once	a	king,	and	my	kingdom
was	the	most	splendid	in	the	world.		My	subjects	loved	me,	my	neighbors	envied
and	feared	me.		I	was	respected	by	everyone,	and	it	was	said	that	no	king	ever
deserved	it	more.
“I	 was	 very	 fond	 of	 hunting,	 and	 one	 day,	 while	 chasing	 a	 stag,	 I	 left	 my

attendants	far	behind;	suddenly	I	saw	the	animal	leap	into	a	pool	of	water,	and	I
rashly	urged	my	horse	to	follow	it,	but	before	we	had	gone	many	steps	I	felt	an
extraordinary	 heat,	 instead	 of	 the	 coolness	 of	 the	 water;	 the	 pond	 dried	 up,	 a
great	 gulf	 opened	 before	 me,	 out	 of	 which	 flames	 of	 fire	 shot	 up,	 and	 I	 fell
helplessly	to	the	bottom	of	a	precipice.
“I	 gave	myself	 up	 for	 lost,	 but	 presently	 a	 voice	 said:	 	 ’Ungrateful	 Prince,

even	this	fire	is	hardly	enough	to	warm	your	cold	heart!’
“‘Who	complains	of	my	coldness	in	this	dismal	place?’	I	cried.
“‘An	unhappy	being	who	loves	you	hopelessly,’	replied	the	voice,	and	at	the

same	moment	 the	flames	began	to	flicker	and	cease	 to	burn,	and	I	saw	a	fairy,
whom	I	had	known	as	long	as	I	could	remember,	and	whose	ugliness	had	always
horrified	me.		She	was	leaning	upon	the	arm	of	a	most	beautiful	young	girl,	who
wore	chains	of	gold	on	her	wrists	and	was	evidently	her	slave.
“‘Why,	Ragotte,’	I	said,	for	that	was	the	fairy’s	name,	’what	is	the	meaning	of

all	this?		Is	it	by	your	orders	that	I	am	here?’
“‘And	whose	 fault	 is	 it,’	 she	answered,	 ’that	you	have	never	understood	me

until	now?		Must	a	powerful	fairy	like	myself	condescend	to	explain	her	doings
to	you	who	are	no	better	than	an	ant	by	comparison,	though	you	think	yourself	a
great	king?’
“‘Call	me	what	you	 like,’	 I	said	 impatiently;	 ’but	what	 is	 it	 that	you	want—

my	crown,	or	my	cities,	or	my	treasures?’
“‘Treasures!’	said	the	fairy,	disdainfully.		’If	I	chose	I	could	make	any	one	of

my	scullions	richer	and	more	powerful	than	you.		I	do	not	want	your	treasures,
but,’	she	added	softly,	’if	you	will	give	me	your	heart—	if	you	will	marry	me—	I
will	add	twenty	kingdoms	to	the	one	you	have	already;	you	shall	have	a	hundred
castles	 full	 of	gold	 and	 five	hundred	 full	of	 silver,	 and,	 in	 short,	 anything	you
like	to	ask	me	for.’



“‘Madam	Ragotte,’	said	I,	’when	one	is	at	the	bottom	of	a	pit	where	one	has
fully	 expected	 to	 be	 roasted	 alive,	 it	 is	 impossible	 to	 think	 of	 asking	 such	 a
charming	person	as	you	are	to	marry	one!		I	beg	that	you	will	set	me	at	liberty,
and	then	I	shall	hope	to	answer	you	fittingly.’
“‘Ah!’	said	she,	’if	you	really	loved	me	you	would	not	care	where	you	were—

a	 cave,	 a	wood,	 a	 fox-hole,	 a	 desert,	would	 please	 you	 equally	well.	 	Do	 not
think	that	you	can	deceive	me;	you	fancy	you	are	going	to	escape,	but	I	assure
you	that	you	are	going	to	stay	here	and	the	first	thing	I	shall	give	you	to	do	will
be	to	keep	my	sheep—	they	are	very	good	company	and	speak	quite	as	well	as
you	do.
“As	 she	 spoke	 she	advanced,	 and	 led	me	 to	 this	plain	where	we	now	stand,

and	showed	me	her	flock,	but	I	paid	little	attention	to	it	or	to	her.
“To	tell	the	truth,	I	was	so	lost	in	admiration	of	her	beautiful	slave	that	I	forgot

everything	 else,	 and	 the	 cruel	 Ragotte,	 perceiving	 this,	 turned	 upon	 her	 so
furious	and	terrible	a	look	that	she	fell	lifeless	to	the	ground.
“At	 this	 dreadful	 sight	 I	 drew	my	 sword	 and	 rushed	 at	Ragotte,	 and	 should

certainly	have	cut	off	her	head	had	she	not	by	her	magic	arts	chained	me	to	the
spot	on	which	I	stood;	all	my	efforts	 to	move	were	useless,	and	at	 last,	when	I
threw	myself	 down	 on	 the	 ground	 in	 despair,	 she	 said	 to	me,	with	 a	 scornful
smile:	
“’I	intend	to	make	you	feel	my	power.		It	seems	that	you	are	a	lion	at	present,	I

mean	you	to	be	a	sheep.’
“So	saying,	she	touched	me	with	her	wand,	and	I	became	what	you	see.		I	did

not	lose	the	power	of	speech,	or	of	feeling	the	misery	of	my	present	state.
“‘For	five	years,’	she	said,	’you	shall	be	a	sheep,	and	lord	of	this	pleasant	land,

while	I,	no	longer	able	to	see	your	face,	which	I	loved	so	much,	shall	be	better
able	to	hate	you	as	you	deserve	to	be	hated.’
“She	disappeared	as	she	finished	speaking,	and	if	I	had	not	been	too	unhappy

to	care	about	anything	I	should	have	been	glad	that	she	was	gone.
“The	talking	sheep	received	me	as	their	king,	and	told	me	that	they,	too,	were

unfortunate	 princes	who	 had,	 in	 different	ways,	 offended	 the	 revengeful	 fairy,
and	had	been	added	to	her	flock	for	a	certain	number	of	years;	some	more,	some
less.		From	time	to	time,	indeed,	one	regains	his	own	proper	form	and	goes	back
again	to	his	place	in	the	upper	world;	but	the	other	beings	whom	you	saw	are	the
rivals	or	the	enemies	of	Ragotte,	whom	she	has	imprisoned	for	a	hundred	years
or	so;	 though	even	 they	will	go	back	at	 last.	 	The	young	slave	of	whom	I	 told
you	about	is	one	of	these;	I	have	seen	her	often,	and	it	has	been	a	great	pleasure
to	me.		She	never	speaks	to	me,	and	if	I	were	nearer	to	her	I	know	I	should	find
her	only	a	shadow,	which	would	be	very	annoying.		However,	I	noticed	that	one



of	my	companions	in	misfortune	was	also	very	attentive	to	this	little	sprite,	and	I
found	out	 that	he	had	been	her	 lover,	whom	the	cruel	Ragotte	had	 taken	away
from	her	 long	before;	 since	 then	 I	 have	 cared	 for,	 and	 thought	of,	 nothing	but
how	I	might	regain	my	freedom.		I	have	often	been	in	the	forest;	that	is	where	I
have	seen	you,	 lovely	Princess,	sometimes	driving	your	chariot,	which	you	did
with	 all	 the	 grace	 and	 skill	 in	 the	world;	 sometimes	 riding	 to	 the	 chase	 on	 so
spirited	a	horse	that	it	seemed	as	if	no	one	but	yourself	could	have	managed	it,
and	sometimes	 running	races	on	 the	plain	with	 the	Princesses	of	your	Court—
running	so	 lightly	 that	 it	was	you	always	who	won	 the	prize.	 	Oh!	 	Princess,	 I
have	loved	you	so	long,	and	yet	how	dare	I	tell	you	of	my	love!	what	hope	can
there	be	for	an	unhappy	sheep	like	myself?”
Miranda	 was	 so	 surprised	 and	 confused	 by	 all	 that	 she	 had	 heard	 that	 she

hardly	knew	what	answer	to	give	to	the	King	of	the	Sheep,	but	she	managed	to
make	some	kind	of	little	speech,	which	certainly	did	not	forbid	him	to	hope,	and
said	that	she	should	not	be	afraid	of	the	shadows	now	she	knew	that	they	would
some	day	come	to	life	again.		“Alas!”	she	continued,	“if	my	poor	Patypata,	my
dear	Grabugeon,	and	pretty	little	Tintin,	who	all	died	for	my	sake,	were	equally
well	off,	I	should	have	nothing	left	to	wish	for	here!”
Prisoner	 though	 he	 was,	 the	 King	 of	 the	 Sheep	 had	 still	 some	 powers	 and

privileges.
“Go,”	 said	 he	 to	 his	Master	 of	 the	Horse,	 “go	 and	 seek	 the	 shadows	 of	 the

little	black	girl,	the	monkey,	and	the	dog:		they	will	amuse	our	Princess.”
And	 an	 instant	 afterward	 Miranda	 saw	 them	 coming	 toward	 her,	 and	 their

presence	gave	her	the	greatest	pleasure,	though	they	did	not	come	near	enough
for	her	to	touch	them.
The	King	of	the	Sheep	was	so	kind	and	amusing,	and	loved	Miranda	so	dearly,

that	 at	 last	 she	 began	 to	 love	 him	 too.	 	 Such	 a	 handsome	 sheep,	who	was	 so
polite	and	considerate,	could	hardly	fail	to	please,	especially	if	one	knew	that	he
was	 really	 a	 king,	 and	 that	 his	 strange	 imprisonment	 would	 soon	 come	 to	 an
end.	 	So	 the	Princess’s	days	passed	very	gaily	while	 she	waited	 for	 the	happy
time	to	come.		The	King	of	the	Sheep,	with	the	help	of	all	the	flock,	got	up	balls,
concerts,	 and	 hunting	 parties,	 and	 even	 the	 shadows	 joined	 in	 all	 the	 fun,	 and
came,	making	believe	to	be	their	own	real	selves.
One	evening,	when	the	couriers	arrived	(for	the	King	sent	most	carefully	for

news—	and	they	always	brought	the	very	best	kinds),	it	was	announced	that	the
sister	of	the	Princess	Miranda	was	going	to	be	married	to	a	great	Prince,	and	that
nothing	could	be	more	splendid	than	all	the	preparations	for	the	wedding.
“Ah!”	 cried	 the	 young	Princess,	 “how	unlucky	 I	 am	 to	miss	 the	 sight	 of	 so

many	pretty	things!		Here	am	I	imprisoned	under	the	earth,	with	no	company	but



sheep	and	shadows,	while	my	sister	is	to	be	adorned	like	a	queen	and	surrounded
by	 all	who	 love	 and	 admire	 her,	 and	 everyone	 but	myself	 can	 go	 to	wish	 her
joy!”
“Why	do	you	 complain,	Princess?”	 said	 the	King	of	 the	Sheep.	 	 “Did	 I	 say

that	 you	were	 not	 to	 go	 to	 the	wedding?	 	 Set	 out	 as	 soon	 as	 you	 please;	 only
promise	me	that	you	will	come	back,	for	I	love	you	too	much	to	be	able	to	live
without	you.”
Miranda	was	very	grateful	to	him,	and	promised	faithfully	that	nothing	in	the

world	should	keep	her	from	coming	back.		The	King	caused	an	escort	suitable	to
her	rank	to	be	got	ready	for	her,	and	she	dressed	herself	splendidly,	not	forgetting
anything	 that	 could	make	 her	 more	 beautiful.	 	 Her	 chariot	 was	 of	 mother-of-
pearl,	drawn	by	six	dun-colored	griffins	just	brought	from	the	other	side	of	the
world,	and	she	was	attended	by	a	number	of	guards	 in	splendid	uniforms,	who
were	all	 at	 least	eight	 feet	high	and	had	come	 from	far	and	near	 to	 ride	 in	 the
Princess’s	train.
Miranda	reached	her	father’s	palace	just	as	the	wedding	ceremony	began,	and

everyone,	as	soon	as	she	came	in,	was	struck	with	surprise	at	her	beauty	and	the
splendor	of	her	jewels.		She	heard	exclamations	of	admiration	on	all	sides;	and
the	 King	 her	 father	 looked	 at	 her	 so	 attentively	 that	 she	 was	 afraid	 he	 must
recognize	her;	but	he	was	so	sure	that	she	was	dead	that	the	idea	never	occurred
to	him.
However,	the	fear	of	not	getting	away	made	her	leave	before	the	marriage	was

over.	 	 She	 went	 out	 hastily,	 leaving	 behind	 her	 a	 little	 coral	 casket	 set	 with
emeralds.	 	 On	 it	 was	written	 in	 diamond	 letters:	 	 “Jewels	 for	 the	Bride,”	 and
when	they	opened	it,	which	they	did	as	soon	as	it	was	found,	there	seemed	to	be
no	end	 to	 the	pretty	 things	 it	contained.	 	The	King,	who	had	hoped	 to	 join	 the
unknown	Princess	and	find	out	who	she	was,	was	dreadfully	disappointed	when
she	 disappeared	 so	 suddenly,	 and	 gave	 orders	 that	 if	 she	 ever	 came	 again	 the
doors	were	to	be	shut	that	she	might	not	get	away	so	easily.		Short	as	Miranda’s
absence	had	been,	it	had	seemed	like	a	hundred	years	to	the	King	of	the	Sheep.	
He	was	waiting	 for	her	by	a	 fountain	 in	 the	 thickest	part	of	 the	 forest,	and	 the
ground	was	strewn	with	splendid	presents	which	he	had	prepared	for	her	to	show
his	joy	and	gratitude	at	her	coming	back.
As	soon	as	she	was	in	sight	he	rushed	to	meet	her,	leaping	and	bounding	like	a

real	sheep.		He	caressed	her	tenderly,	throwing	himself	at	her	feet	and	kissing	her
hands,	and	told	her	how	uneasy	he	had	been	in	her	absence,	and	how	impatient
for	her	return,	with	an	eloquence	which	charmed	her.
After	some	time	came	the	news	that	the	King’s	second	daughter	was	going	to

be	married.		When	Miranda	heard	it	she	begged	the	King	of	the	Sheep	to	allow



her	to	go	and	see	the	wedding	as	before.		This	request	made	him	feel	very	sad,	as
if	 some	misfortune	must	 surely	 come	of	 it,	 but	his	 love	 for	 the	Princess	being
stronger	than	anything	else	he	did	not	like	to	refuse	her.
“You	wish	to	leave	me,	Princess,”	said	he;	“it	 is	my	unhappy	fate—	you	are

not	 to	 blame.	 	 I	 consent	 to	 your	 going,	 but,	 believe	 me,	 I	 can	 give	 you	 no
stronger	proof	of	my	love	than	by	so	doing.”
The	Princess	assured	him	that	she	would	only	stay	a	very	short	 time,	as	she

had	 done	 before,	 and	 begged	 him	 not	 to	 be	 uneasy,	 as	 she	would	 be	 quite	 as
much	grieved	if	anything	detained	her	as	he	could	possibly	be.
So,	with	the	same	escort,	she	set	out,	and	reached	the	palace	as	the	marriage

ceremony	 began.	 	 Everybody	was	 delighted	 to	 see	 her;	 she	was	 so	 pretty	 that
they	 thought	 she	must	be	 some	 fairy	princess,	 and	 the	Princes	who	were	 there
could	not	take	their	eyes	off	her.
The	King	was	more	glad	than	anyone	else	that	she	had	come	again,	and	gave

orders	that	the	doors	should	all	be	shut	and	bolted	that	very	minute.		When	the
wedding	 was	 all	 but	 over	 the	 Princess	 got	 up	 quickly,	 hoping	 to	 slip	 away
unnoticed	 among	 the	 crowd,	 but,	 to	 her	 great	 dismay,	 she	 found	 every	 door
fastened.
She	 felt	more	 at	 ease	when	 the	King	 came	 up	 to	 her,	 and	with	 the	 greatest

respect	begged	her	not	to	run	away	so	soon,	but	at	least	to	honor	him	by	staying
for	the	splendid	feast	which	was	prepared	for	the	Princes	and	Princesses.		He	led
her	 into	 a	 magnificent	 hall,	 where	 all	 the	 Court	 was	 assembled,	 and	 himself
taking	up	the	golden	bowl	full	of	water,	he	offered	it	to	her	that	she	might	dip	her
pretty	fingers	into	it.
At	 this	 the	Princess	 could	no	 longer	 contain	herself;	 throwing	herself	 at	 the

King’s	feet,	she	cried	out:	
“My	dream	has	come	true	after	all—	you	have	offered	me	water	to	wash	my

hands	on	my	sister’s	wedding	day,	and	it	has	not	vexed	you	to	do	it.”
The	King	 recognized	 her	 at	 once—	 indeed,	 he	 had	 already	 thought	 several

times	how	much	like	his	poor	little	Miranda	she	was.
“Oh!	 my	 dear	 daughter,”	 he	 cried,	 kissing	 her,	 “can	 you	 ever	 forget	 my

cruelty?	 	 I	 ordered	 you	 to	 be	 put	 to	 death	 because	 I	 thought	 your	 dream
portended	the	loss	of	my	crown.		And	so	it	did,”	he	added,	“for	now	your	sisters
are	both	married	and	have	kingdoms	of	their	own—	and	mine	shall	be	for	you.”	
So	saying	he	put	his	crown	on	the	Princess’s	head	and	cried:	
“Long	live	Queen	Miranda!”
All	 the	Court	 cried:	 	 “Long	 live	Queen	Miranda!”	 after	him,	 and	 the	young

Queen’s	two	sisters	came	running	up,	and	threw	their	arms	round	her	neck,	and
kissed	 her	 a	 thousand	 times,	 and	 then	 there	 was	 such	 a	 laughing	 and	 crying,



talking	and	kissing,	all	at	once,	and	Miranda	thanked	her	father,	and	began	to	ask
after	 everyone—	particularly	 the	Captain	 of	 the	Guard,	 to	whom	 she	 owed	 so
much;	but,	 to	her	great	sorrow,	she	heard	 that	he	was	dead.	 	Presently	 they	sat
down	 to	 the	 banquet,	 and	 the	 King	 asked	 Miranda	 to	 tell	 them	 all	 that	 had
happened	to	her	since	the	terrible	morning	when	he	had	sent	the	Captain	of	the
Guard	to	fetch	her.		This	she	did	with	so	much	spirit	that	all	the	guests	listened
with	breathless	interest.		But	while	she	was	thus	enjoying	herself	with	the	King
and	her	sisters,	the	King	of	the	Sheep	was	waiting	impatiently	for	the	time	of	her
return,	 and	 when	 it	 came	 and	 went,	 and	 no	 Princess	 appeared,	 his	 anxiety
became	so	great	that	he	could	bear	it	no	longer.
“She	 is	 not	 coming	 back	 any	more,”	 he	 cried.	 	 “My	miserable	 sheep’s	 face

displeases	her,	and	without	Miranda	what	is	left	to	me,	wretched	creature	that	I
am!		Oh!	cruel	Ragotte;	my	punishment	is	complete.”
For	a	long	time	he	bewailed	his	sad	fate	like	this,	and	then,	seeing	that	it	was

growing	dark,	and	that	still	there	was	no	sign	of	the	Princess,	he	set	out	as	fast	as
he	could	in	the	direction	of	the	town.		When	he	reached	the	palace	he	asked	for
Miranda,	but	by	 this	 time	everyone	had	heard	 the	story	of	her	adventures,	and
did	 not	 want	 her	 to	 go	 back	 again	 to	 the	 King	 of	 the	 Sheep,	 so	 they	 refused
sternly	 to	 let	 him	 see	 her.	 	 In	 vain	 he	 begged	 and	 prayed	 them	 to	 let	 him	 in;
though	his	entreaties	might	have	melted	hearts	of	 stone	 they	did	not	move	 the
guards	of	the	palace,	and	at	last,	quite	broken-hearted,	he	fell	dead	at	their	feet.
In	the	meantime	the	King,	who	had	not	the	least	idea	of	the	sad	thing	that	was

happening	outside	the	gate	of	his	palace,	proposed	to	Miranda	that	she	should	be
driven	 in	 her	 chariot	 all	 round	 the	 town,	 which	 was	 to	 be	 illuminated	 with
thousands	and	thousands	of	torches,	placed	in	windows	and	balconies,	and	in	all
the	 grand	 squares.	 	 But	what	 a	 sight	met	 her	 eyes	 at	 the	 very	 entrance	 of	 the
palace!	 	 There	 lay	 her	 dear,	 kind	 sheep,	 silent	 and	 motionless,	 upon	 the
pavement!
She	 threw	 herself	 out	 of	 the	 chariot	 and	 ran	 to	 him,	 crying	 bitterly,	 for	 she

realized	that	her	broken	promise	had	cost	him	his	life,	and	for	a	long,	long	time
she	was	so	unhappy	that	they	thought	she	would	have	died	too.
So	you	see	that	even	a	princess	is	not	always	happy—	especially	if	she	forgets

to	 keep	 her	word;	 and	 the	 greatest	misfortunes	 often	 happen	 to	 people	 just	 as
they	think	they	have	obtained	their	heart’s	desires!



Little	Thumb

There	was,	once	upon	a	time,	a	man	and	his	wife	fagot-makers	by	trade,	who	had
several	 children,	 all	 boys.	 	The	eldest	was	but	 ten	years	old,	 and	 the	youngest
only	seven.
They	 were	 very	 poor,	 and	 their	 seven	 children	 incommoded	 them	 greatly,

because	not	one	of	them	was	able	to	earn	his	bread.		That	which	gave	them	yet
more	 uneasiness	 was	 that	 the	 youngest	 was	 of	 a	 very	 puny	 constitution,	 and
scarce	ever	spoke	a	word,	which	made	them	take	that	for	stupidity	which	was	a
sign	 of	 good	 sense.	 	 He	was	 very	 little,	 and	when	 born	 no	 bigger	 than	 one’s
thumb,	which	made	him	be	called	Little	Thumb.
The	poor	 child	 bore	 the	 blame	of	whatsoever	was	 done	 amiss	 in	 the	 house,

and,	 guilty	 or	 not,	 was	 always	 in	 the	 wrong;	 he	 was,	 notwithstanding,	 more
cunning	and	had	a	far	greater	share	of	wisdom	than	all	his	brothers	put	together;
and,	if	he	spake	little,	he	heard	and	thought	the	more.
There	happened	now	 to	 come	a	very	bad	year,	 and	 the	 famine	was	 so	great

that	these	poor	people	resolved	to	rid	themselves	of	their	children.		One	evening,
when	they	were	all	 in	bed	and	the	fagot-maker	was	sitting	with	his	wife	at	 the
fire,	he	said	to	her,	with	his	heart	ready	to	burst	with	grief:	
“Thou	seest	plainly	that	we	are	not	able	to	keep	our	children,	and	I	cannot	see

them	starve	to	death	before	my	face;	I	am	resolved	to	lose	them	in	the	wood	to-
morrow,	which	may	 very	 easily	 be	 done;	 for,	while	 they	 are	 busy	 in	 tying	 up
fagots,	we	may	run	away,	and	leave	them,	without	their	taking	any	notice.”
“Ah!”	 cried	 his	 wife;	 “and	 canst	 thou	 thyself	 have	 the	 heart	 to	 take	 thy

children	out	along	with	thee	on	purpose	to	lose	them?”
In	vain	did	her	husband	represent	to	her	their	extreme	poverty:		she	would	not

consent	to	it;	she	was	indeed	poor,	but	she	was	their	mother.		However,	having
considered	what	a	grief	it	would	be	to	her	to	see	them	perish	with	hunger,	she	at
last	consented,	and	went	to	bed	all	in	tears.
Little	Thumb	heard	every	word	that	had	been	spoken;	for	observing,	as	he	lay

in	his	bed,	 that	 they	were	talking	very	busily,	he	got	up	softly,	and	hid	himself
under	his	father’s	stool,	 that	he	might	hear	what	 they	said	without	being	seen.	
He	went	to	bed	again,	but	did	not	sleep	a	wink	all	the	rest	of	the	night,	thinking
on	what	he	had	to	do.		He	got	up	early	in	the	morning,	and	went	to	the	river-side,
where	he	filled	his	pockets	full	of	small	white	pebbles,	and	then	returned	home.
They	all	went	abroad,	but	Little	Thumb	never	told	his	brothers	one	syllable	of

what	he	knew.		They	went	into	a	very	thick	forest,	where	they	could	not	another
at	 ten	paces	distance.	 	The	fagot-maker	began	to	cut	wood,	and	the	children	to



gather	up	the	sticks	to	make	fagots.		Their	father	and	mother,	seeing	them	busy
at	 their	work,	 got	 away	 from	 them	 insensibly,	 and	 ran	 away	 from	 them	 all	 at
once,	along	a	by-way	through	the	winding	bushes.
When	the	children	saw	they	were	left	alone,	they	began	to	cry	as	loud	as	they

could.		Little	Thumb	let	them	cry	on,	knowing	very	well	how	to	get	home	again,
for,	as	he	came,	he	took	care	to	drop	all	along	the	way	the	little	white	pebbles	he
had	in	his	pockets.		Then	he	said	to	them:	
“Be	not	afraid,	brothers;	 father	and	mother	have	 left	us	here,	but	 I	will	 lead

you	home	again,	only	follow	me.”
They	did	so,	and	he	brought	them	home	by	the	very	same	way	they	came	into

the	forest.		They	dared	not	go	in,	but	sat	themselves	down	at	the	door,	listening
to	what	their	father	and	mother	were	saying.
The	very	moment	the	fagot-maker	and	his	wife	reached	home	the	lord	of	the

manor	sent	them	ten	crowns,	which	he	had	owed	them	a	long	while,	and	which
they	never	expected.		This	gave	them	new	life,	for	the	poor	people	were	almost
famished.	 	The	 fagot-maker	 sent	 his	wife	 immediately	 to	 the	 butcher’s.	 	As	 it
was	a	long	while	since	they	had	eaten	a	bit,	she	bought	thrice	as	much	meat	as
would	sup	two	people.		When	they	had	eaten,	the	woman	said:	
“Alas!	where	 are	 now	 our	 poor	 children?	 they	would	make	 a	 good	 feast	 of

what	we	have	left	here;	but	it	was	you,	William,	who	had	a	mind	to	lose	them:		I
told	you	we	should	repent	of	it.		What	are	they	now	doing	in	the	forest?		Alas!
dear	God,	the	wolves	have	perhaps	already	eaten	them	up;	thou	art	very	inhuman
thus	to	have	lost	thy	children.”
The	fagot-maker	grew	at	 last	quite	out	of	patience,	for	she	repeated	it	above

twenty	times,	that	they	should	repent	of	it,	and	that	she	was	in	the	right	of	it	for
so	saying.		He	threatened	to	beat	her	if	she	did	not	hold	her	tongue.		It	was	not
that	 the	 fagot-maker	was	 not,	 perhaps,	more	 vexed	 than	 his	wife,	 but	 that	 she
teased	him,	and	that	he	was	of	the	humor	of	a	great	many	others,	who	love	wives
to	speak	well,	but	 think	 those	very	 importunate	who	are	continually	doing	so.	
She	was	half-drowned	in	tears,	crying	out:	
“Alas!	where	are	now	my	children,	my	poor	children?”
She	spoke	this	so	very	loud	that	the	children,	who	were	at	the	gate,	began	to

cry	out	all	together:	
“Here	we	are!		Here	we	are!”
She	ran	immediately	to	open	the	door,	and	said,	hugging	them:	
“I	am	glad	to	see	you,	my	dear	children;	you	are	very	hungry	and	weary;	and

my	poor	Peter,	thou	art	horribly	bemired;	come	in	and	let	me	clean	thee.”
Now,	you	must	know	that	Peter	was	her	eldest	son,	whom	she	loved	above	all

the	rest,	because	he	was	somewhat	carroty,	as	she	herself	was.		They	sat	down	to



supper,	 and	 ate	 with	 such	 a	 good	 appetite	 as	 pleased	 both	 father	 and	mother,
whom	they	acquainted	how	frightened	they	were	in	the	forest,	speaking	almost
always	 all	 together.	 	The	good	 folks	were	 extremely	glad	 to	 see	 their	 children
once	 more	 at	 home,	 and	 this	 joy	 continued	 while	 the	 ten	 crowns	 lasted;	 but,
when	the	money	was	all	gone,	they	fell	again	into	their	former	uneasiness,	and
resolved	to	lose	them	again;	and,	that	they	might	be	the	surer	of	doing	it,	to	carry
them	to	a	much	greater	distance	than	before.
They	 could	 not	 talk	 of	 this	 so	 secretly	 but	 they	 were	 overheard	 by	 Little

Thumb,	who	made	account	to	get	out	of	this	difficulty	as	well	as	the	former;	but,
though	he	got	up	very	early	in	the	morning	to	go	and	pick	up	some	little	pebbles,
he	was	disappointed,	 for	he	 found	 the	house-door	double-locked,	and	was	at	a
stand	what	to	do.		When	their	father	had	given	each	of	them	a	piece	of	bread	for
their	breakfast,	Little	Thumb	 fancied	he	might	make	use	of	 this	 instead	of	 the
pebbles	by	throwing	it	in	little	bits	all	along	the	way	they	should	pass;	and	so	he
put	the	bread	in	his	pocket.
Their	father	and	mother	brought	them	into	the	thickest	and	most	obscure	part

of	 the	 forest,	when,	 stealing	 away	 into	 a	 by-path,	 they	 there	 left	 them.	 	 Little
Thumb	was	not	very	uneasy	at	 it,	 for	he	 thought	he	could	easily	 find	 the	way
again	by	means	of	his	bread,	which	he	had	scattered	all	along	as	he	came;	but	he
was	 very	much	 surprised	when	 he	 could	 not	 find	 so	much	 as	 one	 crumb;	 the
birds	had	come	and	had	eaten	it	up,	every	bit.		They	were	now	in	great	affliction,
for	the	farther	they	went	the	more	they	were	out	of	their	way,	and	were	more	and
more	bewildered	in	the	forest.
Night	now	came	on,	and	 there	arose	a	 terribly	high	wind,	which	made	 them

dreadfully	afraid.		They	fancied	they	heard	on	every	side	of	them	the	howling	of
wolves	coming	to	eat	them	up.		They	scarce	dared	to	speak	or	turn	their	heads.	
After	this,	it	rained	very	hard,	which	wetted	them	to	the	skin;	their	feet	slipped	at
every	step	 they	took,	and	they	fell	 into	 the	mire,	whence	they	got	up	in	a	very
dirty	pickle;	their	hands	were	quite	benumbed.
Little	 Thumb	 climbed	 up	 to	 the	 top	 of	 a	 tree,	 to	 see	 if	 he	 could	 discover

anything;	 and	 having	 turned	 his	 head	 about	 on	 every	 side,	 he	 saw	 at	 last	 a
glimmering	light,	like	that	of	a	candle,	but	a	long	way	from	the	forest.		He	came
down,	and,	when	upon	the	ground,	he	could	see	it	no	more,	which	grieved	him
sadly.		However,	having	walked	for	some	time	with	his	brothers	toward	that	side
on	which	he	had	seen	the	light,	he	perceived	it	again	as	he	came	out	of	the	wood.
They	 came	 at	 last	 to	 the	 house	 where	 this	 candle	 was,	 not	 without	 an

abundance	 of	 fear:	 	 for	 very	 often	 they	 lost	 sight	 of	 it,	which	 happened	 every
time	 they	 came	 into	 a	bottom.	 	They	knocked	at	 the	door,	 and	a	good	woman
came	and	opened	it;	she	asked	them	what	they	would	have.



Little	Thumb	told	her	they	were	poor	children	who	had	been	lost	in	the	forest,
and	desired	to	lodge	there	for	God’s	sake.
The	woman,	seeing	them	so	very	pretty,	began	to	weep,	and	said	to	them:	
“Alas!	poor	babies;	whither	are	ye	come?		Do	ye	know	that	this	house	belongs

to	a	cruel	ogre	who	eats	up	little	children?”
“Ah!	dear	madam,”	answered	Little	Thumb	(who	trembled	every	joint	of	him,

as	well	as	his	brothers),	“what	shall	we	do?		To	be	sure	the	wolves	of	the	forest
will	devour	us	to-night	if	you	refuse	us	to	lie	here;	and	so	we	would	rather	the
gentleman	should	eat	us;	and	perhaps	he	may	take	pity	upon	us,	especially	if	you
please	to	beg	it	of	him.”
The	Ogre’s	wife,	who	believed	she	could	conceal	them	from	her	husband	till

morning,	let	them	come	in,	and	brought	them	to	warm	themselves	at	a	very	good
fire;	for	there	was	a	whole	sheep	upon	the	spit,	roasting	for	the	Ogre’s	supper.
As	 they	began	 to	be	 a	 little	warm	 they	heard	 three	or	 four	great	 raps	 at	 the

door;	this	was	the	Ogre,	who	had	come	home.		Upon	this	she	hid	them	under	the
bed	and	went	 to	open	the	door.	 	The	Ogre	presently	asked	if	supper	was	ready
and	the	wine	drawn,	and	then	sat	himself	down	to	table.		The	sheep	was	as	yet
all	 raw	and	bloody;	but	he	 liked	 it	 the	better	 for	 that.	 	He	sniffed	about	 to	 the
right	and	left,	saying:	
“I	smell	fresh	meat.”
“What	you	smell	so,”	said	his	wife,	“must	be	the	calf	which	I	have	just	now

killed	and	flayed.”
“I	smell	fresh	meat,	I	tell	thee	once	more,”	replied	the	Ogre,	looking	crossly	at

his	wife;	“and	there	is	something	here	which	I	do	not	understand.”
As	he	spoke	these	words	he	got	up	from	the	table	and	went	directly	to	the	bed.
“Ah,	 ah!”	 said	 he;	 “I	 see	 then	 how	 thou	 wouldst	 cheat	 me,	 thou	 cursed

woman;	I	know	not	why	I	do	not	eat	thee	up	too,	but	it	is	well	for	thee	that	thou
art	 a	 tough	 old	 carrion.	 	 Here	 is	 good	 game,	 which	 comes	 very	 quickly	 to
entertain	three	ogres	of	my	acquaintance	who	are	to	pay	me	a	visit	 in	a	day	or
two.”
With	 that	 he	 dragged	 them	 out	 from	 under	 the	 bed	 one	 by	 one.	 	 The	 poor

children	 fell	upon	 their	knees,	and	begged	his	pardon;	but	 they	had	 to	do	with
one	of	the	most	cruel	ogres	in	the	world,	who,	far	from	having	any	pity	on	them,
had	 already	 devoured	 them	 with	 his	 eyes,	 and	 told	 his	 wife	 they	 would	 be
delicate	 eating	when	 tossed	up	with	good	 savory	 sauce.	 	He	 then	 took	 a	 great
knife,	and,	coming	up	to	these	poor	children,	whetted	it	upon	a	great	whet-stone
which	he	held	in	his	left	hand.		He	had	already	taken	hold	of	one	of	them	when
his	wife	said	to	him:	
“Why	need	you	do	it	now?		Is	it	not	time	enough	to-morrow?”



“Hold	your	prating,”	said	the	Ogre;	“they	will	eat	the	tenderer.
“But	you	have	so	much	meat	already,”	replied	his	wife,	you	have	no	occasion;

here	are	a	calf,	two	sheep,	and	half	a	hog.”
“That	is	true,”	said	the	Ogre;	“give	them	their	belly	full	that	they	may	not	fall

away,	and	put	them	to	bed.”
The	 good	woman	was	 overjoyed	 at	 this,	 and	 gave	 them	 a	 good	 supper;	 but

they	were	so	much	afraid	they	could	not	eat	a	bit.		As	for	the	Ogre,	he	sat	down
again	 to	 drink,	 being	 highly	 pleased	 that	 he	 had	 got	 wherewithal	 to	 treat	 his
friends.	 	He	 drank	 a	 dozen	 glasses	more	 than	 ordinary,	which	 got	 up	 into	 his
head	and	obliged	him	to	go	to	bed.
The	Ogre	 had	 seven	 daughters,	 all	 little	 children,	 and	 these	 young	 ogresses

had	all	of	them	very	fine	complexions,	because	they	used	to	eat	fresh	meat	like
their	 father;	but	 they	had	 little	gray	eyes,	quite	 round,	hooked	noses,	 and	very
long	sharp	teeth,	standing	at	a	good	distance	from	each	other.		They	were	not	as
yet	over	and	above	mischievous,	but	they	promised	very	fair	for	it,	for	they	had
already	bitten	little	children,	that	they	might	suck	their	blood.
They	 had	 been	 put	 to	 bed	 early,	 with	 every	 one	 a	 crown	 of	 gold	 upon	 her

head.		There	was	in	the	same	chamber	a	bed	of	the	like	bigness,	and	it	was	into
this	bed	the	Ogre’s	wife	put	the	seven	little	boys,	after	which	she	went	to	bed	to
her	husband.
Little	Thumb,	who	had	observed	that	the	Ogre’s	daughters	had	crowns	of	gold

upon	their	heads,	and	was	afraid	lest	the	Ogre	should	repent	his	not	killing	them,
got	up	about	midnight,	and,	taking	his	brothers’	bonnets	and	his	own,	went	very
softly	 and	 put	 them	 upon	 the	 heads	 of	 the	 seven	 little	 ogresses,	 after	 having
taken	 off	 their	 crowns	 of	 gold,	 which	 he	 put	 upon	 his	 own	 head	 and	 his
brothers’,	that	the	Ogre	might	take	them	for	his	daughters,	and	his	daughters	for
the	little	boys	whom	he	wanted	to	kill.
All	 this	 succeeded	 according	 to	 his	 desire;	 for,	 the	 Ogre	 waking	 about

midnight,	and	sorry	that	he	deferred	to	do	that	till	morning	which	he	might	have
done	over-night,	threw	himself	hastily	out	of	bed,	and,	taking	his	great	knife,
“Let	us	see,”	said	he,	“how	our	little	rogues	do,	and	not	make	two	jobs	of	the

matter.”
He	 then	 went	 up,	 groping	 all	 the	 way,	 into	 his	 daughters’	 chamber,	 and,

coming	to	the	bed	where	the	little	boys	lay,	and	who	were	every	soul	of	them	fast
asleep,	 except	Little	Thumb,	who	was	 terribly	 afraid	when	 he	 found	 the	Ogre
fumbling	about	his	head,	as	he	had	done	about	his	brothers’,	 the	Ogre,	 feeling
the	golden	crowns,	said:	
“I	should	have	made	a	fine	piece	of	work	of	it,	truly;	I	find	I	drank	too	much

last	night.”



Then	he	went	to	the	bed	where	the	girls	lay;	and,	having	found	the	boys’	little
bonnets,
“Ah!”	said	he,	“my	merry	lads,	are	you	there?		Let	us	work	as	we	ought.”
And	saying	these	words,	without	more	ado,	he	cut	the	throats	of	all	his	seven

daughters.
Well	 pleased	with	what	 he	had	done,	 he	went	 to	 bed	 again	 to	 his	wife.	 	 So

soon	 as	 Little	 Thumb	 heard	 the	Ogre	 snore,	 he	waked	 his	 brothers,	 and	 bade
them	all	put	on	their	clothes	presently	and	follow	him.		They	stole	down	softly
into	 the	garden,	and	got	over	 the	wall.	 	They	kept	 running	about	all	night,	and
trembled	all	the	while,	without	knowing	which	way	they	went.
The	Ogre,	 when	 he	 awoke,	 said	 to	 his	 wife:	 	 “Go	 upstairs	 and	 dress	 those

young	rascals	who	came	here	last	night.”
The	 wife	 was	 very	 much	 surprised	 at	 this	 goodness	 of	 her	 husband,	 not

dreaming	 after	what	manner	 she	 should	 dress	 them;	 but,	 thinking	 that	 he	 had
ordered	 her	 to	 go	 and	 put	 on	 their	 clothes,	 she	 went	 up,	 and	 was	 strangely
astonished	when	she	perceived	her	seven	daughters	killed,	and	weltering	in	their
blood.
She	fainted	away,	for	this	is	the	first	expedient	almost	all	women	find	in	such

cases.	 	 The	 Ogre,	 fearing	 his	 wife	 would	 be	 too	 long	 in	 doing	 what	 he	 had
ordered,	went	up	himself	 to	help	her.	 	He	was	no	 less	amazed	 than	his	wife	at
this	frightful	spectacle.
“Ah!	what	have	 I	done?”	cried	he.	 	 “The	wretches	 shall	pay	 for	 it,	 and	 that

instantly.”
He	threw	a	pitcher	of	water	upon	his	wife’s	face,	and,	having	brought	her	to

herself,	said:	
“Give	me	quickly	my	boots	of	seven	leagues,	that	I	may	go	and	catch	them.”
He	went	out,	and,	having	run	over	a	vast	deal	of	ground,	both	on	this	side	and

that,	 he	 came	at	 last	 into	 the	very	 road	where	 the	poor	 children	were,	 and	not
above	 a	 hundred	 paces	 from	 their	 father’s	 house.	 	They	 espied	 the	Ogre,	who
went	 at	 one	 step	 from	mountain	 to	mountain,	 and	 over	 rivers	 as	 easily	 as	 the
narrowest	 kennels.	 	 Little	 Thumb,	 seeing	 a	 hollow	 rock	 near	 the	 place	where
they	were,	made	his	brothers	hide	themselves	in	it,	and	crowded	into	it	himself,
minding	always	what	would	become	of	the	Ogre.
The	Ogre,	who	found	himself	much	tired	with	his	 long	and	fruitless	 journey

(for	these	boots	of	seven	leagues	greatly	fatigued	the	wearer),	had	a	great	mind
to	rest	himself,	and,	by	chance,	went	to	sit	down	upon	the	rock	where	the	little
boys	had	hid	themselves.		As	it	was	impossible	he	could	be	more	weary	than	he
was,	 he	 fell	 asleep,	 and,	 after	 reposing	 himself	 some	 time,	 began	 to	 snore	 so
frightfully	that	the	poor	children	were	no	less	afraid	of	him	than	when	he	held	up



his	great	knife	and	was	going	to	cut	their	throats.		Little	Thumb	was	not	so	much
frightened	as	his	brothers,	and	told	them	that	they	should	run	away	immediately
toward	home	while	the	Ogre	was	asleep	so	soundly,	and	that	they	should	not	be
in	 any	 pain	 about	 him.	 	They	 took	 his	 advice,	 and	 got	 home	presently.	 	Little
Thumb	came	up	to	the	Ogre,	pulled	off	his	boots	gently	and	put	them	on	his	own
legs.		The	boots	were	very	long	and	large,	but,	as	they	were	fairies,	they	had	the
gift	of	becoming	big	and	little,	according	to	the	legs	of	those	who	wore	them;	so
that	they	fitted	his	feet	and	legs	as	well	as	if	they	had	been	made	on	purpose	for
him.	 	He	went	 immediately	 to	 the	Ogre’s	house,	where	he	saw	his	wife	crying
bitterly	for	the	loss	of	the	Ogre’s	murdered	daughters.
“Your	husband,”	said	Little	Thumb,	“is	in	very	great	danger,	being	taken	by	a

gang	of	thieves,	who	have	sworn	to	kill	him	if	he	does	not	give	them	all	his	gold
and	silver.		The	very	moment	they	held	their	daggers	at	his	throat	he	perceived
me,	 and	 desired	me	 to	 come	 and	 tell	 you	 the	 condition	 he	 is	 in,	 and	 that	 you
should	give	me	whatsoever	he	has	of	value,	without	retaining	any	one	thing;	for
otherwise	they	will	kill	him	without	mercy;	and,	as	his	case	is	very	pressing,	he
desired	me	to	make	use	(you	see	I	have	them	on)	of	his	boots,	that	I	might	make
the	more	haste	and	to	show	you	that	I	do	not	impose	upon	you.”
The	good	woman,	being	sadly	frightened,	gave	him	all	she	had:		for	this	Ogre

was	a	very	good	husband,	though	he	used	to	eat	up	little	children.		Little	Thumb,
having	thus	got	all	the	Ogre’s	money,	came	home	to	his	father’s	house,	where	he
was	received	with	abundance	of	joy.
There	 are	many	 people	who	 do	 not	 agree	 in	 this	 circumstance,	 and	 pretend

that	Little	Thumb	never	robbed	the	Ogre	at	all,	and	that	he	only	thought	he	might
very	 justly,	 and	 with	 a	 safe	 conscience,	 take	 off	 his	 boots	 of	 seven	 leagues,
because	he	made	no	other	use	of	them	but	to	run	after	little	children.		These	folks
affirm	that	they	are	very	well	assured	of	this,	and	the	more	as	having	drunk	and
eaten	often	at	the	fagot-maker’s	house.		They	aver	that	when	Little	Thumb	had
taken	off	 the	Ogre’s	boots	he	went	 to	Court,	where	he	was	 informed	 that	 they
were	very	much	 in	pain	about	a	certain	army,	which	was	 two	hundred	 leagues
off,	and	the	success	of	a	battle.		He	went,	say	they,	to	the	King,	and	told	him	that,
if	he	desired	it,	he	would	bring	him	news	from	the	army	before	night.
The	King	 promised	 him	 a	 great	 sum	 of	money	 upon	 that	 condition.	 	 Little

Thumb	was	 as	 good	 as	 his	 word,	 and	 returned	 that	 very	 same	 night	 with	 the
news;	 and,	 this	 first	 expedition	 causing	 him	 to	 be	 known,	 he	 got	whatever	 he
pleased,	 for	 the	King	 paid	 him	very	well	 for	 carrying	 his	 orders	 to	 the	 army.	
After	having	for	some	time	carried	on	the	business	of	a	messenger,	and	gained
thereby	 great	 wealth,	 he	went	 home	 to	 his	 father,	 where	 it	 was	 impossible	 to
express	 the	 joy	 they	were	all	 in	at	his	 return.	 	He	made	 the	whole	 family	very



easy,	bought	places	for	his	father	and	brothers,	and,	by	that	means,	settled	them
very	 handsomely	 in	 the	 world,	 and,	 in	 the	 meantime,	 made	 his	 court	 to
perfection.



The	Forty	Thieves

In	a	 town	in	Persia	 there	dwelt	 two	brothers,	one	named	Cassim,	 the	other	Ali
Baba.		Cassim	was	married	to	a	rich	wife	and	lived	in	plenty,	while	Ali	Baba	had
to	maintain	his	wife	and	children	by	cutting	wood	 in	a	neighboring	 forest	 and
selling	it	in	the	town.		One	day,	when	Ali	Baba	was	in	the	forest,	he	saw	a	troop
of	men	on	horseback,	coming	toward	him	in	a	cloud	of	dust.		He	was	afraid	they
were	robbers,	and	climbed	into	a	tree	for	safety.		When	they	came	up	to	him	and
dismounted,	 he	 counted	 forty	 of	 them.	 	 They	 unbridled	 their	 horses	 and	 tied
them	 to	 trees.	 	 The	 finest	man	 among	 them,	whom	Ali	 Baba	 took	 to	 be	 their
captain,	went	 a	 little	way	among	 some	bushes,	 and	 said:	 	 “Open,	Sesame!"	 so
plainly	that	Ali	Baba	heard	him.		A	door	opened	in	the	rocks,	and	having	made
the	troop	go	in,	he	followed	them,	and	the	door	shut	again	of	itself.		They	stayed
some	time	inside,	and	Ali	Baba,	fearing	they	might	come	out	and	catch	him,	was
forced	to	sit	patiently	in	the	tree.	 	At	last	 the	door	opened	again,	and	the	Forty
Thieves	came	out.		As	the	Captain	went	in	last	he	came	out	first,	and	made	them
all	pass	by	him;	he	 then	closed	 the	door,	 saying:	 	 “Shut,	Sesame!”	Every	man
bridled	his	horse	and	mounted,	 the	Captain	put	himself	at	 their	head,	and	 they
returned	as	they	came.
Then	 Ali	 Baba	 climbed	 down	 and	 went	 to	 the	 door	 concealed	 among	 the

bushes,	and	said:		“Open,	Sesame!”	and	it	flew	open.		Ali	Baba,	who	expected	a
dull,	 dismal	 place,	 was	 greatly	 surprised	 to	 find	 it	 large	 and	 well	 lighted,
hollowed	by	 the	 hand	of	man	 in	 the	 form	of	 a	 vault,	which	 received	 the	 light
from	an	opening	in	the	ceiling.		He	saw	rich	bales	of	merchandise—	silk,	stuff-
brocades,	all	piled	together,	and	gold	and	silver	in	heaps,	and	money	in	leather
purses.		He	went	in	and	the	door	shut	behind	him.		He	did	not	look	at	the	silver,
but	 brought	 out	 as	 many	 bags	 of	 gold	 as	 he	 thought	 his	 asses,	 which	 were
browsing	 outside,	 could	 carry,	 loaded	 them	with	 the	 bags,	 and	 hid	 it	 all	 with
fagots.		Using	the	words:		“Shut,	Sesame!”	he	closed	the	door	and	went	home.
Then	he	drove	his	asses	into	the	yard,	shut	the	gates,	carried	the	money-bags

to	his	wife,	and	emptied	them	out	before	her.		He	bade	her	keep	the	secret,	and
he	would	go	and	bury	the	gold.		“Let	me	first	measure	it,”	said	his	wife.		“I	will
go	borrow	a	measure	of	 someone,	while	you	dig	 the	hole.”	 	So	 she	 ran	 to	 the
wife	of	Cassim	and	borrowed	a	measure.		Knowing	Ali	Baba’s	poverty,	the	sister
was	 curious	 to	 find	 out	 what	 sort	 of	 grain	 his	 wife	 wished	 to	 measure,	 and
artfully	put	some	suet	at	the	bottom	of	the	measure.		Ali	Baba’s	wife	went	home
and	set	the	measure	on	the	heap	of	gold,	and	filled	it	and	emptied	it	often,	to	her
great	content.		She	then	carried	it	back	to	her	sister,	without	noticing	that	a	piece



of	gold	was	sticking	to	it,	which	Cassim’s	wife	perceived	directly	her	back	was
turned.	 	 She	 grew	 very	 curious,	 and	 said	 to	 Cassim	 when	 he	 came	 home:	
“Cassim,	 your	 brother	 is	 richer	 than	 you.	 	 He	 does	 not	 count	 his	 money,	 he
measures	 it.”	 	He	begged	her	 to	explain	 this	 riddle,	which	she	did	by	showing
him	the	piece	of	money	and	telling	him	where	she	found	it.		Then	Cassim	grew
so	envious	that	he	could	not	sleep,	and	went	to	his	brother	in	the	morning	before
sunrise.	 	 “Ali	Baba,”	he	 said,	 showing	him	 the	gold	piece,	 “you	pretend	 to	be
poor	and	yet	you	measure	gold.”	 	By	 this	Ali	Baba	perceived	 that	 through	his
wife’s	 folly	 Cassim	 and	 his	 wife	 knew	 their	 secret,	 so	 he	 confessed	 all	 and
offered	Cassim	a	share.		“That	I	expect,”	said	Cassim;	“but	I	must	know	where
to	 find	 the	 treasure,	 otherwise	 I	will	 discover	 all,	 and	 you	will	 lose	 all.”	 	Ali
Baba,	more	out	of	kindness	than	fear,	told	him	of	the	cave,	and	the	very	words	to
use.	 	 Cassim	 left	 Ali	 Baba,	 meaning	 to	 be	 beforehand	 with	 him	 and	 get	 the
treasure	 for	 himself.	 	He	 rose	 early	 next	morning,	 and	 set	 out	with	 ten	mules
loaded	with	great	chests.		He	soon	found	the	place,	and	the	door	in	the	rock.		He
said:	 	 “Open,	 Sesame!”	 and	 the	 door	 opened	 and	 shut	 behind	 him.	 	He	 could
have	 feasted	 his	 eyes	 all	 day	 on	 the	 treasures,	 but	 he	 now	 hastened	 to	 gather
together	 as	much	of	 it	 as	 possible;	 but	when	he	was	 ready	 to	 go	he	 could	not
remember	what	to	say	for	thinking	of	his	great	riches.		Instead	of	“Sesame,”	he
said:		“Open,	Barley!”	and	the	door	remained	fast.	 	He	named	several	different
sorts	 of	 grain,	 all	 but	 the	 right	 one,	 and	 the	 door	 still	 stuck	 fast.	 	 He	was	 so
frightened	at	the	danger	he	was	in	that	he	had	as	much	forgotten	the	word	as	if
he	had	never	heard	it.
About	noon	the	robbers	returned	to	their	cave,	and	saw	Cassim’s	mules	roving

about	with	 great	 chests	 on	 their	 backs.	 	 This	 gave	 them	 the	 alarm;	 they	 drew
their	 sabres,	 and	 went	 to	 the	 door,	 which	 opened	 on	 their	 Captain’s	 saying:	
“Open,	 Sesame!”	 Cassim,	 who	 had	 heard	 the	 trampling	 of	 their	 horses’	 feet,
resolved	to	sell	his	life	dearly,	so	when	the	door	opened	he	leaped	out	and	threw
the	Captain	down.		In	vain,	however,	for	the	robbers	with	their	sabres	soon	killed
him.	 	 On	 entering	 the	 cave	 they	 saw	 all	 the	 bags	 laid	 ready,	 and	 could	 not
imagine	how	anyone	had	got	in	without	knowing	their	secret.		They	cut	Cassim’s
body	into	four	quarters,	and	nailed	them	up	inside	the	cave,	in	order	to	frighten
anyone	who	should	venture	in,	and	went	away	in	search	of	more	treasure.
As	night	drew	on	Cassim’s	wife	grew	very	uneasy,	and	ran	to	her	brother-in-

law,	and	told	him	where	her	husband	had	gone.		Ali	Baba	did	his	best	to	comfort
her,	 and	 set	 out	 to	 the	 forest	 in	 search	 of	 Cassim.	 	 The	 first	 thing	 he	 saw	 on
entering	the	cave	was	his	dead	brother.		Full	of	horror,	he	put	the	body	on	one	of
his	asses,	and	bags	of	gold	on	the	other	two,	and,	covering	all	with	some	fagots,
returned	home.		He	drove	the	two	asses	laden	with	gold	into	his	own	yard,	and



led	the	other	 to	Cassim’s	house.	 	The	door	was	opened	by	the	slave	Morgiana,
whom	he	knew	to	be	both	brave	and	cunning.		Unloading	the	ass,	he	said	to	her:	
“This	 is	 the	body	of	your	master,	who	has	been	murdered,	but	whom	we	must
bury	as	though	he	had	died	in	his	bed.		I	will	speak	with	you	again,	but	now	tell
your	 mistress	 I	 am	 come.”	 	 The	 wife	 of	 Cassim,	 on	 learning	 the	 fate	 of	 her
husband,	broke	out	into	cries	and	tears,	but	Ali	Baba	offered	to	take	her	to	live
with	 him	 and	 his	 wife	 if	 she	 would	 promise	 to	 keep	 his	 counsel	 and	 leave
everything	to	Morgiana;	whereupon	she	agreed,	and	dried	her	eyes.
Morgiana,	 meanwhile,	 sought	 an	 apothecary	 and	 asked	 him	 for	 some

lozenges.	 	 “My	poor	master,”	 she	 said,	 “can	neither	eat	nor	 speak,	and	no	one
knows	what	his	distemper	is.”		She	carried	home	the	lozenges	and	returned	next
day	weeping,	 and	 asked	 for	 an	 essence	 only	 given	 to	 those	 just	 about	 to	 die.	
Thus,	in	the	evening,	no	one	was	surprised	to	hear	the	wretched	shrieks	and	cries
of	Cassim’s	wife	and	Morgiana,	telling	everyone	that	Cassim	was	dead.		The	day
after	Morgiana	went	to	an	old	cobbler	near	the	gates	of	the	town	who	opened	his
stall	 early,	 put	 a	 piece	 of	 gold	 in	 his	 hand,	 and	 bade	 him	 follow	 her	with	 his
needle	and	thread.		Having	bound	his	eyes	with	a	handkerchief,	she	took	him	to
the	 room	 where	 the	 body	 lay,	 pulled	 off	 the	 bandage,	 and	 bade	 him	 sew	 the
quarters	 together,	 after	 which	 she	 covered	 his	 eyes	 again	 and	 led	 him	 home.	
Then	 they	 buried	 Cassim,	 and	Morgiana	 his	 slave	 followed	 him	 to	 the	 grave,
weeping	 and	 tearing	 her	 hair,	 while	 Cassim’s	 wife	 stayed	 at	 home	 uttering
lamentable	cries.		Next	day	she	went	to	live	with	Ali	Baba,	who	gave	Cassim’s
shop	to	his	eldest	son.
The	Forty	Thieves,	on	their	return	to	the	cave,	were	much	astonished	to	find

Cassim’s	 body	 gone	 and	 some	 of	 their	 money-bags.	 	 “We	 are	 certainly
discovered,”	said	the	Captain,	“and	shall	be	undone	if	we	cannot	find	out	who	it
is	that	knows	our	secret.		Two	men	must	have	known	it;	we	have	killed	one,	we
must	now	find	the	other.		To	this	end	one	of	you	who	is	bold	and	artful	must	go
into	 the	 city	 dressed	 as	 a	 traveler,	 and	 discover	 whom	 we	 have	 killed,	 and
whether	men	talk	of	the	strange	manner	of	his	death.		If	the	messenger	fails	he
must	lose	his	life,	lest	we	be	betrayed.”		One	of	the	thieves	started	up	and	offered
to	 do	 this,	 and	 after	 the	 rest	 had	 highly	 commended	 him	 for	 his	 bravery	 he
disguised	 himself,	 and	 happened	 to	 enter	 the	 town	 at	 daybreak,	 just	 by	 Baba
Mustapha’s	stall.		The	thief	bade	him	good-day,	saying:		“Honest	man,	how	can
you	possibly	 see	 to	 stitch	 at	 your	 age?”	 “Old	 as	 I	 am,”	 replied	 the	 cobbler,	 “I
have	very	good	eyes,	and	will	you	believe	me	when	I	tell	you	that	I	sewed	a	dead
body	together	in	a	place	where	I	had	less	light	than	I	have	now.”		The	robber	was
overjoyed	 at	 his	 good	 fortune,	 and,	 giving	 him	 a	 piece	 of	 gold,	 desired	 to	 be
shown	the	house	where	he	stitched	up	the	dead	body.		At	first	Mustapha	refused,



saying	that	he	had	been	blindfolded;	but	when	the	robber	gave	him	another	piece
of	 gold	 he	 began	 to	 think	 he	 might	 remember	 the	 turnings	 if	 blindfolded	 as
before.		This	means	succeeded;	the	robber	partly	led	him,	and	was	partly	guided
by	him,	 right	 in	 front	of	Cassim’s	house,	 the	door	of	which	 the	robber	marked
with	a	piece	of	chalk.	 	Then,	well	pleased,	he	bade	farewell	 to	Baba	Mustapha
and	 returned	 to	 the	 forest.	 	By	 and	by	Morgiana,	 going	out,	 saw	 the	mark	 the
robber	had	made,	quickly	guessed	that	some	mischief	was	brewing,	and	fetching
a	piece	of	chalk	marked	two	or	three	doors	on	each	side,	without	saying	anything
to	her	master	or	mistress.
The	thief,	meantime,	told	his	comrades	of	his	discovery.		The	Captain	thanked

him,	and	bade	him	show	him	the	house	he	had	marked.		But	when	they	came	to
it	they	saw	that	five	or	six	of	the	houses	were	chalked	in	the	same	manner.		The
guide	was	so	confounded	that	he	knew	not	what	answer	to	make,	and	when	they
returned	 he	 was	 at	 once	 beheaded	 for	 having	 failed.	 	 Another	 robber	 was
dispatched,	 and,	 having	 won	 over	 Baba	 Mustapha,	 marked	 the	 house	 in	 red
chalk;	but	Morgiana	being	again	too	clever	for	them,	the	second	messenger	was
put	to	death	also.		The	Captain	now	resolved	to	go	himself,	but,	wiser	than	the
others,	he	did	not	mark	the	house,	but	 looked	at	 it	so	closely	 that	he	could	not
fail	to	remember	it.		He	returned,	and	ordered	his	men	to	go	into	the	neighboring
villages	and	buy	nineteen	mules,	and	 thirty-eight	 leather	 jars,	all	 empty	except
one,	which	was	 full	of	oil.	 	The	Captain	put	one	of	his	men,	 fully	armed,	 into
each,	 rubbing	 the	 outside	 of	 the	 jars	 with	 oil	 from	 the	 full	 vessel.	 	 Then	 the
nineteen	mules	were	loaded	with	thirty-seven	robbers	in	jars,	and	the	jar	of	oil,
and	 reached	 the	 town	by	dusk.	 	The	Captain	 stopped	his	mules	 in	 front	of	Ali
Baba’s	 house,	 and	 said	 to	Ali	Baba,	who	was	 sitting	 outside	 for	 coolness:	 	 “I
have	 brought	 some	oil	 from	a	 distance	 to	 sell	 at	 to-morrow’s	market,	 but	 it	 is
now	so	late	that	I	know	not	where	to	pass	the	night,	unless	you	will	do	me	the
favor	to	take	me	in.”	 	Though	Ali	Baba	had	seen	the	Captain	of	the	robbers	in
the	forest,	he	did	not	recognize	him	in	the	disguise	of	an	oil	merchant.		He	bade
him	welcome,	opened	his	gates	for	the	mules	to	enter,	and	went	to	Morgiana	to
bid	her	prepare	a	bed	and	supper	for	his	guest.		He	brought	the	stranger	into	his
hall,	and	after	they	had	supped	went	again	to	speak	to	Morgiana	in	the	kitchen,
while	the	Captain	went	into	the	yard	under	pretense	of	seeing	after	his	mules,	but
really	to	tell	his	men	what	to	do.		Beginning	at	the	first	jar	and	ending	at	the	last,
he	said	to	each	man:		“As	soon	as	I	throw	some	stones	from	the	window	of	the
chamber	where	I	lie,	cut	the	jars	open	with	your	knives	and	come	out,	and	I	will
be	with	you	in	a	trice.”		He	returned	to	the	house,	and	Morgiana	led	him	to	his
chamber.	 	 She	 then	 told	Abdallah,	 her	 fellow-slave,	 to	 set	 on	 the	 pot	 to	make
some	broth	for	her	master,	who	had	gone	to	bed.		Meanwhile	her	lamp	went	out,



and	she	had	no	more	oil	in	the	house.		“Do	not	be	uneasy,”	said	Abdallah;	“go
into	the	yard	and	take	some	out	of	one	of	those	jars.”		Morgiana	thanked	him	for
his	advice,	took	the	oil	pot,	and	went	into	the	yard.		When	she	came	to	the	first
jar	the	robber	inside	said	softly:		“Is	it	time?”
Any	other	slave	but	Morgiana,	on	finding	a	man	in	 the	 jar	 instead	of	 the	oil

she	 wanted,	 would	 have	 screamed	 and	 made	 a	 noise;	 but	 she,	 knowing	 the
danger	 her	master	was	 in,	 bethought	 herself	 of	 a	 plan,	 and	 answered	 quietly:	
“Not	yet,	but	presently.”		She	went	to	all	the	jars,	giving	the	same	answer,	till	she
came	to	the	jar	of	oil.		She	now	saw	that	her	master,	thinking	to	entertain	an	oil
merchant,	had	let	thirty-eight	robbers	into	his	house.		She	filled	her	oil	pot,	went
back	to	the	kitchen,	and,	having	lit	her	lamp,	went	again	to	the	oil	jar	and	filled	a
large	kettle	full	of	oil.		When	it	boiled	she	went	and	poured	enough	oil	into	every
jar	to	stifle	and	kill	the	robber	inside.		When	this	brave	deed	was	done	she	went
back	to	the	kitchen,	put	out	the	fire	and	the	lamp,	and	waited	to	see	what	would
happen.
In	a	quarter	of	an	hour	the	Captain	of	the	robbers	awoke,	got	up,	and	opened

the	window.		As	all	seemed	quiet,	he	threw	down	some	little	pebbles	which	hit
the	jars.		He	listened,	and	as	none	of	his	men	seemed	to	stir	he	grew	uneasy,	and
went	down	into	the	yard.		On	going	to	the	first	jar	and	saying,	“Are	you	asleep?”
he	smelt	 the	hot	boiled	oil,	and	knew	at	once	 that	his	plot	 to	murder	Ali	Baba
and	his	household	had	been	discovered.	 	He	found	all	 the	gang	was	dead,	and,
missing	the	oil	out	of	the	last	jar,	became	aware	of	the	manner	of	their	death.		He
then	forced	the	lock	of	a	door	leading	into	a	garden,	and	climbing	over	several
walls	made	his	 escape.	 	Morgiana	heard	and	 saw	all	 this,	 and,	 rejoicing	at	her
success,	went	to	bed	and	fell	asleep.
At	daybreak	Ali	Baba	arose,	and,	seeing	the	oil	jars	still	there,	asked	why	the

merchant	had	not	gone	with	his	mules.		Morgiana	bade	him	look	in	the	first	jar
and	see	if	there	was	any	oil.		Seeing	a	man,	he	started	back	in	terror.		“Have	no
fear,”	said	Morgiana;	“the	man	cannot	harm	you:		he	is	dead.”		Ali	Baba,	when
he	had	recovered	somewhat	 from	his	astonishment,	asked	what	had	become	of
the	merchant.		“Merchant!”	said	she,	“he	is	no	more	a	merchant	than	I	am!”	and
she	told	him	the	whole	story,	assuring	him	that	it	was	a	plot	of	the	robbers	of	the
forest,	of	whom	only	three	were	left,	and	that	the	white	and	red	chalk	marks	had
something	to	do	with	 it.	 	Ali	Baba	at	once	gave	Morgiana	her	freedom,	saying
that	 he	 owed	 her	 his	 life.	 	 They	 then	 buried	 the	 bodies	 in	Ali	 Baba’s	 garden,
while	the	mules	were	sold	in	the	market	by	his	slaves.
The	 Captain	 returned	 to	 his	 lonely	 cave,	 which	 seemed	 frightful	 to	 him

without	his	lost	companions,	and	firmly	resolved	to	avenge	them	by	killing	Ali
Baba.	 	 He	 dressed	 himself	 carefully,	 and	 went	 into	 the	 town,	 where	 he	 took



lodgings	 in	 an	 inn.	 	 In	 the	 course	 of	 a	 great	 many	 journeys	 to	 the	 forest	 he
carried	away	many	rich	stuffs	and	much	fine	 linen,	and	set	up	a	shop	opposite
that	of	Ali	Baba’s	son.		He	called	himself	Cogia	Hassan,	and	as	he	was	both	civil
and	well	 dressed	 he	 soon	made	 friends	with	Ali	Baba’s	 son,	 and	 through	 him
with	Ali	 Baba,	 whom	 he	was	 continually	 asking	 to	 sup	with	 him.	 	 Ali	 Baba,
wishing	 to	 return	 his	 kindness,	 invited	 him	 into	 his	 house	 and	 received	 him
smiling,	thanking	him	for	his	kindness	to	his	son.		When	the	merchant	was	about
to	 take	his	 leave	Ali	Baba	stopped	him,	saying:	 	“Where	are	you	going,	sir,	 in
such	haste?		Will	you	not	stay	and	sup	with	me?”	The	merchant	refused,	saying
that	he	had	a	reason;	and,	on	Ali	Baba’s	asking	him	what	that	was,	he	replied:	
“It	is,	sir,	that	I	can	eat	no	victuals	that	have	any	salt	in	them.”		“If	that	is	all,”
said	Ali	Baba,	“let	me	tell	you	that	there	shall	be	no	salt	in	either	the	meat	or	the
bread	 that	we	eat	 to-night.”	 	He	went	 to	give	 this	order	 to	Morgiana,	who	was
much	surprised.		“Who	is	this	man,”	she	said,	“who	eats	no	salt	with	his	meat?”
“He	 is	 an	 honest	man,	Morgiana,”	 returned	 her	master;	 “therefore	 do	 as	 I	 bid
you.”		But	she	could	not	withstand	a	desire	to	see	this	strange	man,	so	she	helped
Abdallah	to	carry	up	the	dishes,	and	saw	in	a	moment	that	Cogia	Hassan	was	the
robber	Captain,	and	carried	a	dagger	under	his	garment.	 	“I	am	not	surprised,”
she	said	to	herself,	“that	this	wicked	man,	who	intends	to	kill	my	master,	will	eat
no	salt	with	him;	but	I	will	hinder	his	plans.”
She	 sent	 up	 the	 supper	 by	 Abdallah,	 while	 she	 made	 ready	 for	 one	 of	 the

boldest	acts	that	could	be	thought	on.		When	the	dessert	had	been	served,	Cogia
Hassan	was	 left	 alone	with	 Ali	 Baba	 and	 his	 son,	 whom	 he	 thought	 to	make
drunk	and	then	to	murder	them.		Morgiana,	meanwhile,	put	on	a	head-dress	like
a	dancing-girl’s,	and	clasped	a	girdle	round	her	waist,	from	which	hung	a	dagger
with	 a	 silver	 hilt,	 and	 said	 to	Abdallah:	 	 “Take	 your	 tabor,	 and	 let	 us	 go	 and
divert	 our	 master	 and	 his	 guest.”	 	 Abdallah	 took	 his	 tabor	 and	 played	 before
Morgiana	 until	 they	 came	 to	 the	 door,	 where	 Abdallah	 stopped	 playing	 and
Morgiana	made	a	 low	courtesy.	 	“Come	in,	Morgiana,”	said	Ali	Baba,	“and	let
Cogia	 Hassan	 see	 what	 you	 can	 do”;	 and,	 turning	 to	 Cogia	 Hassan,	 he	 said:	
“She’s	my	slave	and	my	housekeeper.”		Cogia	Hassan	was	by	no	means	pleased,
for	he	feared	that	his	chance	of	killing	Ali	Baba	was	gone	for	the	present;	but	he
pretended	 great	 eagerness	 to	 see	 Morgiana,	 and	 Abdallah	 began	 to	 play	 and
Morgiana	to	dance.		After	she	had	performed	several	dances	she	drew	her	dagger
and	made	passes	with	it,	sometimes	pointing	it	at	her	own	breast,	sometimes	at
her	 master’s,	 as	 if	 it	 were	 part	 of	 the	 dance.	 	 Suddenly,	 out	 of	 breath,	 she
snatched	the	tabor	from	Abdallah	with	her	left	hand,	and,	holding	the	dagger	in
her	right	hand,	held	out	the	tabor	to	her	master.		Ali	Baba	and	his	son	put	a	piece
of	gold	into	it,	and	Cogia	Hassan,	seeing	that	she	was	coming	to	him,	pulled	out



his	 purse	 to	 make	 her	 a	 present,	 but	 while	 he	 was	 putting	 his	 hand	 into	 it
Morgiana	plunged	the	dagger	into	his	heart.
“Unhappy	girl!”	cried	Ali	Baba	and	his	son,	“what	have	you	done	to	ruin	us?”
“It	was	to	preserve	you,	master,	not	 to	ruin	you,”	answered	Morgiana.	 	“See

here,”	opening	the	false	merchant’s	garment	and	showing	the	dagger;	“see	what
an	enemy	you	have	entertained!		Remember,	he	would	eat	no	salt	with	you,	and
what	more	would	you	have?		Look	at	him!	he	is	both	the	false	oil	merchant	and
the	Captain	of	the	Forty	Thieves.”
Ali	Baba	was	so	grateful	to	Morgiana	for	thus	saving	his	life	that	he	offered

her	 to	 his	 son	 in	 marriage,	 who	 readily	 consented,	 and	 a	 few	 days	 after	 the
wedding	was	celebrated	with	greatest	splendor.
At	the	end	of	a	year	Ali	Baba,	hearing	nothing	of	the	two	remaining	robbers,

judged	they	were	dead,	and	set	out	to	the	cave.		The	door	opened	on	his	saying:	
“Open	 Sesame!”	 He	 went	 in,	 and	 saw	 that	 nobody	 had	 been	 there	 since	 the
Captain	left	it.		He	brought	away	as	much	gold	as	he	could	carry,	and	returned	to
town.		He	told	his	son	the	secret	of	the	cave,	which	his	son	handed	down	in	his
turn,	so	the	children	and	grandchildren	of	Ali	Baba	were	rich	to	the	end	of	their
lives.



Hansel	and	Grettel

Once	upon	a	time	there	dwelt	on	the	outskirts	of	a	large	forest	a	poor	woodcutter
with	his	wife	and	two	children;	the	boy	was	called	Hansel	and	the	girl	Grettel.	
He	had	always	little	enough	to	live	on,	and	once,	when	there	was	a	great	famine
in	 the	 land,	he	couldn’t	even	provide	 them	with	daily	bread.	 	One	night,	as	he
was	tossing	about	in	bed,	full	of	cares	and	worry,	he	sighed	and	said	to	his	wife:	
“What’s	to	become	of	us?	how	are	we	to	support	our	poor	children,	now	that	we
have	nothing	more	 for	ourselves?”	“I’ll	 tell	you	what,	husband,”	answered	 the
woman;	“early	 to-morrow	morning	we’ll	 take	 the	children	out	 into	 the	 thickest
part	of	the	wood;	there	we	shall	light	a	fire	for	them	and	give	them	each	a	piece
of	bread;	then	we’ll	go	on	to	our	work	and	leave	them	alone.		They	won’t	be	able
to	find	their	way	home,	and	we	shall	thus	be	rid	of	them.”		“No,	wife,”	said	her
husband,	“that	I	won’t	do;	how	could	I	find	it	in	my	heart	to	leave	my	children
alone	in	the	wood?		The	wild	beasts	would	soon	come	and	tear	them	to	pieces.”	
“Oh!	you	fool,”	said	she,	“then	we	must	all	four	die	of	hunger,	and	you	may	just
as	well	go	and	plane	the	boards	for	our	coffins”;	and	she	left	him	no	peace	till	he
consented.	 	 “But	 I	 can’t	 help	 feeling	 sorry	 for	 the	 poor	 children,”	 added	 the
husband.
The	children,	too,	had	not	been	able	to	sleep	for	hunger,	and	had	heard	what

their	 step-mother	 had	 said	 to	 their	 father.	 	 Grettel	 wept	 bitterly	 and	 spoke	 to
Hansel:	 	“Now	it’s	all	up	with	us.”	 	“No,	no,	Grettel,”	said	Hansel,	“don’t	 fret
yourself;	I’ll	be	able	to	find	a	way	to	escape,	no	fear.”		And	when	the	old	people
had	fallen	asleep	he	got	up,	slipped	on	his	little	coat,	opened	the	back	door	and
stole	 out.	 	 The	moon	was	 shining	 clearly,	 and	 the	white	 pebbles	which	 lay	 in
front	of	 the	house	glittered	 like	bits	of	silver.	 	Hansel	bent	down	and	filled	his
pocket	with	as	many	of	them	as	he	could	cram	in.		Then	he	went	back	and	said
to	Grettel:	 	“Be	comforted,	my	dear	 little	sister,	and	go	to	sleep:	 	God	will	not
desert	us”;	and	he	lay	down	in	bed	again.
At	daybreak,	even	before	the	sun	was	up,	the	woman	came	and	woke	the	two

children:		“Get	up,	you	lie-abeds,	we’re	all	going	to	the	forest	to	fetch	wood.”	
She	 gave	 them	 each	 a	 bit	 of	 bread	 and	 said:	 	 “There’s	 something	 for	 your
luncheon,	but	don’t	you	eat	it	up	before,	for	it’s	all	you’ll	get.”		Grettel	took	the
bread	under	her	apron,	as	Hansel	had	the	stones	in	his	pocket.		Then	they	all	set
out	together	on	the	way	to	the	forest.		After	they	had	walked	for	a	little,	Hansel
stood	 still	 and	 looked	back	 at	 the	 house,	 and	 this	maneuver	 he	 repeated	 again
and	again.		His	father	observed	him,	and	said:		“Hansel,	what	are	you	gazing	at
there,	 and	why	do	you	always	 remain	behind?	 	Take	care,	 and	don’t	 lose	your



footing.”	 	 “Oh!	 father,”	 said	 Hansel,	 “I	 am	 looking	 back	 at	 my	 white	 kitten,
which	 is	 sitting	 on	 the	 roof,	waving	me	 a	 farewell.”	 	 The	woman	 exclaimed:	
“What	a	donkey	you	are!	that	isn’t	your	kitten,	that’s	the	morning	sun	shining	on
the	 chimney.”	 	 But	 Hansel	 had	 not	 looked	 back	 at	 his	 kitten,	 but	 had	 always
dropped	one	of	the	white	pebbles	out	of	his	pocket	on	to	the	path.
When	 they	 had	 reached	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 forest	 the	 father	 said:	 	 “Now,

children,	go	and	fetch	a	 lot	of	wood,	and	I’ll	 light	a	 fire	 that	you	may	not	 feel
cold.”		Hansel	and	Grettel	heaped	up	brushwood	till	they	had	made	a	pile	nearly
the	 size	 of	 a	 small	 hill.	 	 The	 brushwood	was	 set	 fire	 to,	 and	when	 the	 flames
leaped	 high	 the	 woman	 said:	 	 “Now	 lie	 down	 at	 the	 fire,	 children,	 and	 rest
yourselves:		we	are	going	into	the	forest	to	cut	down	wood;	when	we’ve	finished
we’ll	come	back	and	 fetch	you.”	 	Hansel	and	Grettel	 sat	down	beside	 the	 fire,
and	at	midday	ate	their	little	bits	of	bread.		They	heard	the	strokes	of	the	axe,	so
they	 thought	 their	 father	was	 quite	 near.	 	But	 it	was	 no	 axe	 they	 heard,	 but	 a
bough	he	had	tied	on	a	dead	tree,	and	that	was	blown	about	by	the	wind.		And
when	 they	had	sat	 for	a	 long	 time	 their	eyes	closed	with	 fatigue,	and	 they	 fell
fast	asleep.		When	they	awoke	at	last	it	was	pitch	dark.		Grettel	began	to	cry,	and
said:	 	 “How	are	we	 ever	 to	get	 out	 of	 the	wood?”	But	Hansel	 comforted	her.	
“Wait	 a	 bit,”	 he	 said,	 “till	 the	 moon	 is	 up,	 and	 then	 we’ll	 find	 our	 way	 sure
enough.”		And	when	the	full	moon	had	risen	he	took	his	sister	by	the	hand	and
followed	 the	pebbles,	which	shone	 like	new	threepenny	bits,	and	showed	 them
the	 path.	 	 They	 walked	 on	 through	 the	 night,	 and	 at	 daybreak	 reached	 their
father’s	house	again.		They	knocked	at	the	door,	and	when	the	woman	opened	it
she	exclaimed:	 	“You	naughty	children,	what	a	 time	you’ve	slept	 in	 the	wood!
we	thought	you	were	never	going	to	come	back.”		But	the	father	rejoiced,	for	his
conscience	had	reproached	him	for	leaving	his	children	behind	by	themselves.
Not	long	afterward	there	was	again	great	dearth	in	the	land,	and	the	children

heard	 their	mother	 address	 their	 father	 thus	 in	 bed	 one	 night:	 	 “Everything	 is
eaten	up	once	more;	we	have	only	half	a	loaf	in	the	house,	and	when	that’s	done
it’s	all	up	with	us.		The	children	must	be	got	rid	of;	we’ll	lead	them	deeper	into
the	wood	this	time,	so	that	they	won’t	be	able	to	find	their	way	out	again.		There
is	no	other	way	of	saving	ourselves.”		The	man’s	heart	smote	him	heavily,	and	he
thought:	 	“Surely	 it	would	be	better	 to	share	 the	 last	bite	with	one’s	children!”
But	 his	 wife	 wouldn’t	 listen	 to	 his	 arguments,	 and	 did	 nothing	 but	 scold	 and
reproach	him.		If	a	man	yields	once	he’s	done	for,	and	so,	because	he	had	given
in	the	first	time,	he	was	forced	to	do	so	the	second.
But	the	children	were	awake,	and	had	heard	the	conversation.		When	the	old

people	were	 asleep	Hansel	 got	 up,	 and	wanted	 to	 go	 out	 and	 pick	 up	 pebbles
again,	 as	 he	 had	 done	 the	 first	 time;	 but	 the	woman	 had	 barred	 the	 door,	 and



Hansel	couldn’t	get	out.		But	he	consoled	his	little	sister,	and	said:		“Don’t	cry,
Grettel,	and	sleep	peacefully,	for	God	is	sure	to	help	us.”
At	early	dawn	the	woman	came	and	made	the	children	get	up.		They	received

their	bit	of	bread,	but	it	was	even	smaller	than	the	time	before.	 	On	the	way	to
the	wood	Hansel	crumbled	it	in	his	pocket,	and	every	few	minutes	he	stood	still
and	 dropped	 a	 crumb	 on	 the	 ground.	 	 “Hansel,	 what	 are	 you	 stopping	 and
looking	about	you	for?”	said	the	father.	 	“I’m	looking	back	at	my	little	pigeon,
which	 is	sitting	on	 the	roof	waving	me	a	 farewell,”	answered	Hansel.	 	“Fool!”
said	 the	 wife;	 “that	 isn’t	 your	 pigeon,	 it’s	 the	 morning	 sun	 glittering	 on	 the
chimney.”		But	Hansel	gradually	threw	all	his	crumbs	on	the	path.		The	woman
led	the	children	still	deeper	into	the	forest	farther	than	they	had	ever	been	in	their
lives	before.		Then	a	big	fire	was	lit	again,	and	the	mother	said:		“Just	sit	down
there,	children,	and	if	you’re	tired	you	can	sleep	a	bit;	we’re	going	into	the	forest
to	cut	down	wood,	and	in	the	evening	when	we’re	finished	we’ll	come	back	to
fetch	you.”		At	midday	Grettel	divided	her	bread	with	Hansel,	for	he	had	strewn
his	 all	 along	 their	 path.	 	 Then	 they	 fell	 asleep,	 and	 evening	 passed	 away,	 but
nobody	came	to	the	poor	children.		They	didn’t	awake	till	it	was	pitch	dark,	and
Hansel	comforted	his	sister,	saying:		“Only	wait,	Grettel,	till	the	moon	rises,	then
we	shall	see	the	bread-crumbs	I	scattered	along	the	path;	they	will	show	us	the
way	back	to	the	house.”		When	the	moon	appeared	they	got	up,	but	they	found
no	 crumbs,	 for	 the	 thousands	 of	 birds	 that	 fly	 about	 the	woods	 and	 fields	 had
picked	them	all	up.		“Never	mind,”	said	Hansel	to	Grettel;	“you’ll	see	we’ll	find
a	way	out”;	but	all	the	same	they	did	not.		They	wandered	about	the	whole	night,
and	the	next	day,	from	morning	till	evening,	but	they	could	not	find	a	path	out	of
the	wood.	 	They	were	very	hungry,	 too,	 for	 they	had	nothing	 to	 eat	but	 a	 few
berries	 they	 found	growing	on	 the	ground.	 	And	at	 last	 they	were	so	 tired	 that
their	legs	refused	to	carry	them	any	longer,	so	they	lay	down	under	a	tree	and	fell
fast	asleep.
On	 the	 third	morning	 after	 they	 had	 left	 their	 father’s	 house	 they	 set	 about

their	wandering	again,	but	only	got	deeper	and	deeper	 into	 the	wood,	and	now
they	 felt	 that	 if	help	did	not	 come	 to	 them	soon	 they	must	perish.	 	At	midday
they	 saw	 a	 beautiful	 little	 snow-white	 bird	 sitting	 on	 a	 branch,	which	 sang	 so
sweetly	that	they	stopped	still	and	listened	to	it.		And	when	its	song	was	finished
it	flapped	its	wings	and	flew	on	in	front	of	them.		They	followed	it	and	came	to	a
little	house,	on	the	roof	of	which	it	perched;	and	when	they	came	quite	near	they
saw	that	the	cottage	was	made	of	bread	and	roofed	with	cakes,	while	the	window
was	made	of	 transparent	 sugar.	 	 “Now	we’ll	 set	 to,”	 said	Hansel,	 “and	have	 a
regular	blow-out.	I’ll	eat	a	bit	of	the	roof,	and	you,	Grettel,	can	eat	some	of	the
window,	which	you’ll	 find	a	sweet	morsel.”	 	Hansel	stretched	up	his	hand	and



broke	off	a	little	bit	of	the	roof	to	see	what	it	was	like,	and	Grettel	went	to	the
casement	and	began	to	nibble	at	it.		Thereupon	a	shrill	voice	called	out	from	the
room	inside:	

		“Nibble,	nibble,	little	mouse,
		Who’s	nibbling	my	house?”

The	children	answered:	

		“Tis	Heaven’s	own	child,
		The	tempest	wild,”

and	 went	 on	 eating,	 without	 putting	 themselves	 about.	 	 Hansel,	 who
thoroughly	appreciated	the	roof,	 tore	down	a	big	bit	of	it,	while	Grettel	pushed
out	a	whole	round	window-pane,	and	sat	down	the	better	to	enjoy	it.		Suddenly
the	door	opened,	and	an	ancient	dame	leaning	on	a	staff	hobbled	out.		Hansel	and
Grettel	were	so	terrified	that	they	let	what	they	had	in	their	hands	fall.		But	the
old	woman	shook	her	head	and	said:		“Oh,	ho!	you	dear	children,	who	led	you
here?	 	 Just	come	 in	and	stay	with	me,	no	 ill	 shall	befall	you.”	 	She	 took	 them
both	by	the	hand	and	let	them	into	the	house,	and	laid	a	most	sumptuous	dinner
before	them—	milk	and	sugared	pancakes,	with	apples	and	nuts.		After	they	had
finished,	 two	 beautiful	 little	 white	 beds	 were	 prepared	 for	 them,	 and	 when
Hansel	and	Grettel	lay	down	in	them	they	felt	as	if	they	had	got	into	heaven.
The	old	woman	had	appeared	 to	be	most	 friendly,	but	she	was	 really	an	old

witch	who	had	waylaid	the	children,	and	had	only	built	the	little	bread	house	in
order	to	lure	them	in.		When	anyone	came	into	her	power	she	killed,	cooked,	and
ate	him,	and	held	a	 regular	 feast-day	 for	 the	occasion.	 	Now	witches	have	 red
eyes,	and	cannot	see	far,	but,	 like	beasts,	 they	have	a	keen	sense	of	smell,	and
know	when	human	beings	pass	by.		When	Hansel	and	Grettel	fell	into	her	hands
she	 laughed	maliciously,	 and	 said	 jeeringly:	 	 “I’ve	got	 them	now;	 they	 sha’n’t
escape	me.”		Early	in	the	morning,	before	the	children	were	awake,	she	rose	up,
and	 when	 she	 saw	 them	 both	 sleeping	 so	 peacefully,	 with	 their	 round	 rosy
cheeks,	 she	muttered	 to	 herself:	 	 “That’ll	 be	 a	 dainty	 bite.”	 	 Then	 she	 seized
Hansel	with	 her	 bony	hand	 and	 carried	 him	 into	 a	 little	 stable,	 and	 barred	 the
door	on	him;	he	might	scream	as	much	as	he	liked,	it	did	him	no	good.		Then	she
went	 to	Grettel,	shook	her	 till	she	awoke,	and	cried:	 	“Get	up,	you	 lazy-bones,
fetch	water	 and	 cook	 something	 for	 your	 brother.	 	When	 he’s	 fat	 I’ll	 eat	 him
up.”		Grettel	began	to	cry	bitterly,	but	it	was	of	no	use;	she	had	to	do	what	the
wicked	witch	bade	her.



So	the	best	food	was	cooked	for	poor	Hansel,	but	Grettel	got	nothing	but	crab-
shells.	 	 Every	 morning	 the	 old	 woman	 hobbled	 out	 to	 the	 stable	 and	 cried:	
“Hansel,	put	out	your	finger,	that	I	may	feel	if	you	are	getting	fat.”		But	Hansel
always	stretched	out	a	bone,	and	the	old	dame,	whose	eyes	were	dim,	couldn’t
see	it,	and	thinking	always	it	was	Hansel’s	finger,	wondered	why	he	fattened	so
slowly.	 	When	 four	weeks	 had	 passed	 and	Hansel	 still	 remained	 thin,	 she	 lost
patience	and	determined	to	wait	no	longer.		“Hi,	Grettel,”	she	called	to	the	girl,
“be	quick	and	get	some	water.		Hansel	may	be	fat	or	thin,	I’m	going	to	kill	him
to-morrow	and	cook	him.”		Oh!	how	the	poor	little	sister	sobbed	as	she	carried
the	 water,	 and	 how	 the	 tears	 rolled	 down	 her	 cheeks!	 	 “Kind	 heaven	 help	 us
now!”	she	cried;	“if	only	the	wild	beasts	in	the	wood	had	eaten	us,	then	at	least
we	 should	 have	 died	 together.”	 	 “Just	 hold	 your	 peace,”	 said	 the	 old	 hag;	 “it
won’t	help	you.”
Early	in	the	morning	Grettel	had	to	go	out	and	hang	up	the	kettle	full	of	water,

and	light	the	fire.	 	“First	we’ll	bake,”	said	the	old	dame;	“I’ve	heated	the	oven
already	 and	 kneaded	 the	 dough.”	 	 She	 pushed	 Grettel	 out	 to	 the	 oven,	 from
which	fiery	flames	were	already	issuing.		“Creep	in,”	said	the	witch,	“and	see	if
it’s	properly	heated,	so	that	we	can	shove	in	the	bread.”		For	when	she	had	got
Grettel	in	she	meant	to	close	the	oven	and	let	the	girl	bake,	that	she	might	eat	her
up	too.		But	Grettel	perceived	her	intention,	and	said:		“I	don’t	know	how	I’m	to
do	 it;	 how	 do	 I	 get	 in?”	 “You	 silly	 goose!”	 said	 the	 hag,	 “the	 opening	 is	 big
enough;	 see,	 I	 could	get	 in	myself,”	 and	 she	crawled	 toward	 it,	 and	poked	her
head	into	the	oven.		Then	Grettel	gave	her	a	shove	that	sent	her	right	in,	shut	the
iron	door,	and	drew	the	bolt.		Gracious!	how	she	yelled,	it	was	quite	horrible;	but
Grettel	fled,	and	the	wretched	old	woman	was	left	to	perish	miserably.
Grettel	 flew	 straight	 to	 Hansel,	 opened	 the	 little	 stable-door,	 and	 cried:	

“Hansel,	we	are	free;	the	old	witch	is	dead.”		Then	Hansel	sprang	like	a	bird	out
of	a	cage	when	the	door	is	opened.		How	they	rejoiced,	and	fell	on	each	other’s
necks,	and	jumped	for	joy,	and	kissed	one	another!		And	as	they	had	no	longer
any	 cause	 for	 fear,	 they	went	 in	 the	 old	 hag’s	 house,	 and	 here	 they	 found,	 in
every	 corner	 of	 the	 room,	 boxes	with	 pearls	 and	 precious	 stones.	 	 “These	 are
even	better	 than	pebbles,”	 said	Hansel,	 and	crammed	his	pockets	 full	of	 them;
and	Grettel	 said:	 	 “I	 too	will	 bring	 something	home,”	 and	 she	 filled	her	 apron
full.	 	 “But	 now,”	 said	 Hansel,	 “let’s	 go	 and	 get	 well	 away	 from	 the	 witch’s
wood.”		When	they	had	wandered	about	for	some	hours	they	came	to	a	big	lake.	
“We	can’t	get	over,”	said	Hansel;	“I	see	no	bridge	of	any	sort	or	kind.”	 	“Yes,
and	 there’s	 no	 ferry-boat	 either,”	 answered	 Grettel;	 “but	 look,	 there	 swims	 a
white	duck;	if	I	ask	her	she’ll	help	us	over,”	and	she	called	out:	



		“Here	are	two	children,	mournful	very,
		Seeing	neither	bridge	nor	ferry;
		Take	us	upon	your	white	back,
		And	row	us	over,	quack,	quack!”

The	duck	swam	toward	them,	and	Hansel	got	on	her	back	and	bade	his	little
sister	sit	beside	him.	 	“No,”	answered	Grettel,	“we	should	be	 too	heavy	a	 load
for	the	duck:		she	shall	carry	us	across	separately.”		The	good	bird	did	this,	and
when	 they	were	 landed	safely	on	 the	other	 side,	and	had	gone	 for	a	while,	 the
wood	 became	 more	 and	 more	 familiar	 to	 them,	 and	 at	 length	 they	 saw	 their
father’s	house	 in	 the	distance.	 	Then	 they	set	off	 to	run,	and	bounding	 into	 the
room	fell	on	their	father’s	neck.		The	man	had	not	passed	a	happy	hour	since	he
left	them	in	the	wood,	but	the	woman	had	died.		Grettel	shook	out	her	apron	so
that	 the	 pearls	 and	 precious	 stones	 rolled	 about	 the	 room,	 and	 Hansel	 threw
down	one	handful	after	the	other	out	of	his	pocket.		Thus	all	their	troubles	were
ended,	and	they	lived	happily	ever	afterward.
My	story	is	done.		See!	there	runs	a	little	mouse;	anyone	who	catches	it	may

make	himself	a	large	fur	cap	out	of	it.



Snow-White	and	Rose-Red

A	poor	widow	once	lived	in	a	little	cottage	with	a	garden	in	front	of	it,	in	which
grew	 two	 rose	 trees,	 one	 bearing	white	 roses	 and	 the	 other	 red.	 	 She	 had	 two
children,	who	were	just	like	the	two	rose	trees;	one	was	called	Snow-white	and
the	other	Rose-red,	 and	 they	were	 the	 sweetest	 and	best	 children	 in	 the	world,
always	 diligent	 and	 always	 cheerful;	 but	 Snow-white	 was	 quieter	 and	 more
gentle	than	Rose-red.		Rose-red	loved	to	run	about	the	fields	and	meadows,	and
to	 pick	 flowers	 and	 catch	 butterflies;	 but	 Snow-white	 sat	 at	 home	 with	 her
mother	and	helped	her	in	the	household,	or	read	aloud	to	her	when	there	was	no
work	 to	 do.	 	 The	 two	 children	 loved	 each	 other	 so	 dearly	 that	 they	 always
walked	about	hand	in	hand	whenever	 they	went	out	 together,	and	when	Snow-
white	said,	“We	will	never	desert	each	other,”	Rose-red	answered:		“No,	not	as
long	as	we	live”;	and	the	mother	added:		“Whatever	one	gets	she	shall	share	with
the	other.”		They	often	roamed	about	in	the	woods	gathering	berries	and	no	beast
offered	to	hurt	them;	on	the	contrary,	they	came	up	to	them	in	the	most	confiding
manner;	the	little	hare	would	eat	a	cabbage	leaf	from	their	hands,	the	deer	grazed
beside	them,	the	stag	would	bound	past	them	merrily,	and	the	birds	remained	on
the	branches	and	sang	to	them	with	all	their	might.
No	evil	ever	befell	 them;	 if	 they	 tarried	 late	 in	 the	wood	and	night	overtook

them,	 they	 lay	 down	 together	 on	 the	 moss	 and	 slept	 till	 morning,	 and	 their
mother	 knew	 they	were	 quite	 safe,	 and	 never	 felt	 anxious	 about	 them.	 	Once,
when	they	had	slept	all	night	in	the	wood	and	had	been	wakened	by	the	morning
sun,	they	perceived	a	beautiful	child	in	a	shining	white	robe	sitting	close	to	their
resting-place.	 	The	 figure	got	up,	 looked	at	 them	kindly,	 but	 said	nothing,	 and
vanished	into	the	wood.		And	when	they	looked	round	about	them	they	became
aware	 that	 they	 had	 slept	 quite	 close	 to	 a	 precipice,	 over	 which	 they	 would
certainly	have	fallen	had	they	gone	on	a	few	steps	further	in	the	darkness.		And
when	they	told	their	mother	of	their	adventure,	she	said	what	they	had	seen	must
have	been	the	angel	that	guards	good	children.
Snow-white	and	Rose-red	kept	their	mother’s	cottage	so	beautifully	clean	and

neat	 that	 it	was	a	pleasure	 to	go	 into	 it.	 	 In	 summer	Rose-red	 looked	after	 the
house,	 and	 every	 morning	 before	 her	 mother	 awoke	 she	 placed	 a	 bunch	 of
flowers	before	the	bed,	from	each	tree	a	rose.		In	winter	Snow-white	lit	the	fire
and	put	on	the	kettle,	which	was	made	of	brass,	but	so	beautifully	polished	that	it
shone	 like	 gold.	 	 In	 the	 evening	 when	 the	 snowflakes	 fell	 their	 mother	 said:	
“Snow-white,	go	and	close	the	shutters,”	and	they	drew	round	the	fire,	while	the
mother	put	on	her	spectacles	and	read	aloud	from	a	big	book	and	the	two	girls



listened	 and	 sat	 and	 span.	 	 Beside	 them	 on	 the	 ground	 lay	 a	 little	 lamb,	 and
behind	them	perched	a	little	white	dove	with	its	head	tucked	under	its	wings.
One	evening	as	they	sat	thus	cosily	together	someone	knocked	at	the	door	as

though	 he	 desired	 admittance.	 	 The	 mother	 said:	 	 “Rose-red,	 open	 the	 door
quickly;	 it	must	be	some	traveler	seeking	shelter.”	 	Rose-red	hastened	to	unbar
the	door,	and	thought	she	saw	a	poor	man	standing	in	the	darkness	outside;	but	it
was	 no	 such	 thing,	 only	 a	 bear,	 who	 poked	 his	 thick	 black	 head	 through	 the
door.	 	 Rose-red	 screamed	 aloud	 and	 sprang	 back	 in	 terror,	 the	 lamb	 began	 to
bleat,	 the	 dove	 flapped	 its	 wings,	 and	 Snow-white	 ran	 and	 hid	 behind	 her
mother’s	bed.		But	the	bear	began	to	speak,	and	said:		“Don’t	be	afraid:		I	won’t
hurt	you.	 	I	am	half	frozen,	and	only	wish	to	warm	myself	a	little.”	 	“My	poor
bear,”	said	the	mother,	“lie	down	by	the	fire,	only	take	care	you	don’t	burn	your
fur.”		Then	she	called	out:		“Snow-white	and	Rose-red,	come	out;	the	bear	will
do	you	no	harm;	he	is	a	good,	honest	creature.”		So	they	both	came	out	of	their
hiding-places,	 and	 gradually	 the	 lamb	 and	 dove	 drew	 near	 too,	 and	 they	 all
forgot	their	fear.		The	bear	asked	the	children	to	beat	the	snow	a	little	out	of	his
fur,	and	they	fetched	a	brush	and	scrubbed	him	till	he	was	dry.		Then	the	beast
stretched	himself	in	front	of	the	fire,	and	growled	quite	happily	and	comfortably.	
The	children	soon	grew	quite	at	their	ease	with	him,	and	led	their	helpless	guest
a	fearful	 life.	 	They	 tugged	his	 fur	with	 their	hands,	put	 their	small	 feet	on	his
back,	and	 rolled	him	about	here	and	 there,	or	 took	a	hazel	wand	and	beat	him
with	it;	and	if	he	growled	they	only	laughed.		The	bear	submitted	to	everything
with	the	best	possible	good-nature,	only	when	they	went	too	far	he	cried:		“Oh!
children,	spare	my	life!

		“Snow-white	and	Rose-red,
		Don’t	beat	your	lover	dead.”

When	it	was	time	to	retire	for	the	night,	and	the	others	went	to	bed,	the	mother
said	to	the	bear:	 	“You	can	lie	there	on	the	hearth,	 in	heaven’s	name;	it	will	be
shelter	for	you	from	the	cold	and	wet.”		As	soon	as	day	dawned	the	children	led
him	out,	and	he	trotted	over	the	snow	into	the	wood.		From	this	time	on	the	bear
came	 every	 evening	 at	 the	 same	hour,	 and	 lay	down	by	 the	 hearth	 and	 let	 the
children	play	what	pranks	 they	 liked	with	him;	and	 they	got	 so	accustomed	 to
him	that	the	door	was	never	shut	till	their	black	friend	had	made	his	appearance.
When	spring	came,	and	all	outside	was	green,	 the	bear	 said	one	morning	 to

Snow-white:	 	“Now	I	must	go	away,	and	not	return	again	the	whole	summer.”	
“Where	 are	 you	 going	 to,	 dear	 bear?”	 asked	 Snow-white.	 	 “I	 must	 go	 to	 the
wood	and	protect	my	treasure	from	the	wicked	dwarfs.		In	winter,	when	the	earth



is	frozen	hard,	they	are	obliged	to	remain	underground,	for	they	can’t	work	their
way	 through;	but	now,	when	 the	sun	has	 thawed	and	warmed	 the	ground,	 they
break	through	and	come	up	above	to	spy	the	land	and	steal	what	they	can;	what
once	 falls	 into	 their	 hands	 and	 into	 their	 caves	 is	 not	 easily	 brought	 back	 to
light.”	 	 Snow-white	was	 quite	 sad	 over	 their	 friend’s	 departure,	 and	when	 she
unbarred	the	door	for	him,	the	bear,	stepping	out,	caught	a	piece	of	his	fur	in	the
door-knocker,	 and	 Snow-white	 thought	 she	 caught	 sight	 of	 glittering	 gold
beneath	 it,	but	she	couldn’t	be	certain	of	 it;	and	 the	bear	 ran	hastily	away,	and
soon	disappeared	behind	the	trees.
A	 short	 time	after	 this	 the	mother	 sent	 the	 children	 into	 the	wood	 to	 collect

fagots.	 	They	came	in	their	wanderings	upon	a	big	tree	which	lay	felled	on	the
ground,	and	on	the	trunk	among	the	long	grass	they	noticed	something	jumping
up	and	down,	but	what	it	was	they	couldn’t	distinguish.		When	they	approached
nearer	they	perceived	a	dwarf	with	a	wizened	face	and	a	beard	a	yard	long.		The
end	of	 the	beard	was	 jammed	into	a	cleft	of	 the	 tree,	and	 the	 little	man	sprang
about	 like	a	dog	on	a	chain,	and	didn’t	 seem	 to	know	what	he	was	 to	do.	 	He
glared	 at	 the	 girls	with	 his	 fiery	 red	 eyes,	 and	 screamed	 out:	 	 “What	 are	 you
standing	there	for?		Can’t	you	come	and	help	me?”	“What	were	you	doing,	little
man?”	 asked	Rose-red.	 	 “You	 stupid,	 inquisitive	 goose!”	 replied	 the	 dwarf;	 “I
wanted	to	split	the	tree,	in	order	to	get	little	chips	of	wood	for	our	kitchen	fire;
those	thick	logs	that	serve	to	make	fires	for	coarse,	greedy	people	like	yourselves
quite	burn	up	all	the	little	food	we	need.		I	had	successfully	driven	in	the	wedge,
and	 all	was	 going	well,	 but	 the	 cursed	wood	was	 so	 slippery	 that	 it	 suddenly
sprang	 out,	 and	 the	 tree	 closed	 up	 so	 rapidly	 that	 I	 had	 no	 time	 to	 take	 my
beautiful	white	beard	out,	so	here	I	am	stuck	fast,	and	I	can’t	get	away;	and	you
silly,	 smooth-faced,	 milk-and-water	 girls	 just	 stand	 and	 laugh!	 	 Ugh!	 what
wretches	you	are!”
The	children	did	all	in	their	power,	but	they	couldn’t	get	the	beard	out;	it	was

wedged	 in	 far	 too	 firmly.	 	 “I	 will	 run	 and	 fetch	 somebody,”	 said	 Rose-red.	
“Crazy	 blockheads!”	 snapped	 the	 dwarf;	 “what’s	 the	 good	 of	 calling	 anyone
else?	 	You’re	already	 two	 too	many	for	me.	 	Does	nothing	better	occur	 to	you
than	 that?”	 “Don’t	 be	 so	 impatient,”	 said	Snow-white,	 “I’ll	 see	 you	get	 help,”
and	 taking	her	 scissors	out	of	her	pocket	 she	cut	off	 the	end	of	his	beard.	 	As
soon	as	the	dwarf	felt	himself	free	he	seized	a	bag	full	of	gold	which	was	hidden
among	the	roots	of	the	tree,	lifted	it	up,	and	muttered	aloud:		“Curse	these	rude
wretches,	cutting	off	a	piece	of	my	splendid	beard!”	With	these	words	he	swung
the	 bag	 over	 his	 back,	 and	 disappeared	 without	 as	 much	 as	 looking	 at	 the
children	again.
Shortly	after	this	Snow-white	and	Rose-red	went	out	to	get	a	dish	of	fish.		As



they	approached	the	stream	they	saw	something	which	looked	like	an	enormous
grasshopper	springing	toward	the	water	as	if	it	were	going	to	jump	in.		They	ran
forward	and	recognized	their	old	friend	the	dwarf.	 	“Where	are	you	going	to?”
asked	Rose-red;	“you’re	surely	not	going	to	jump	into	the	water?”	“I’m	not	such
a	fool,”	screamed	the	dwarf.		“Don’t	you	see	that	cursed	fish	is	trying	to	drag	me
in?”	The	little	man	had	been	sitting	on	the	bank	fishing,	when	unfortunately	the
wind	had	entangled	his	beard	in	the	line;	and	when	immediately	afterward	a	big
fish	bit,	 the	feeble	little	creature	had	no	strength	to	pull	 it	out;	 the	fish	had	the
upper	fin,	and	dragged	the	dwarf	toward	him.		He	clung	on	with	all	his	might	to
every	 rush	 and	 blade	 of	 grass,	 but	 it	 didn’t	 help	 him	much;	 he	 had	 to	 follow
every	movement	 of	 the	 fish,	 and	was	 in	 great	 danger	 of	 being	 drawn	 into	 the
water.	 	The	girls	 came	up	 just	 at	 the	 right	moment,	held	him	 firm,	 and	did	all
they	could	to	disentangle	his	beard	from	the	line;	but	in	vain,	beard	and	line	were
in	a	hopeless	muddle.		Nothing	remained	but	to	produce	the	scissors	and	cut	the
beard,	by	which	a	small	part	of	it	was	sacrificed.
When	the	dwarf	perceived	what	they	were	about	he	yelled	to	them:		“Do	you

call	that	manners,	you	toad-stools!	to	disfigure	a	fellow’s	face?		It	wasn’t	enough
that	you	shortened	my	beard	before,	but	you	must	now	needs	cut	off	the	best	bit
of	 it.	 	 I	 can’t	 appear	 like	 this	 before	 my	 own	 people.	 	 I	 wish	 you’d	 been	 in
Jericho	first.”	 	Then	he	fetched	a	sack	of	pearls	that	lay	among	the	rushes,	and
without	saying	another	word	he	dragged	it	away	and	disappeared	behind	a	stone.
It	happened	 that	 soon	after	 this	 the	mother	 sent	 the	 two	girls	 to	 the	 town	 to

buy	needles,	thread,	laces,	and	ribbons.		Their	road	led	over	a	heath	where	huge
boulders	of	rock	lay	scattered	here	and	there.		While	trudging	along	they	saw	a
big	bird	hovering	in	the	air,	circling	slowly	above	them,	but	always	descending
lower,	till	at	last	it	settled	on	a	rock	not	far	from	them.		Immediately	afterward
they	heard	a	sharp,	piercing	cry.		They	ran	forward,	and	saw	with	horror	that	the
eagle	had	pounced	on	their	old	friend	the	dwarf,	and	was	about	to	carry	him	off.	
The	tender-hearted	children	seized	hold	of	the	little	man,	and	struggled	so	long
with	the	bird	that	at	last	he	let	go	his	prey.		When	the	dwarf	had	recovered	from
the	first	shock	he	screamed	in	his	screeching	voice:		“Couldn’t	you	have	treated
me	 more	 carefully?	 	 You	 have	 torn	 my	 thin	 little	 coat	 all	 to	 shreds,	 useless,
awkward	 hussies	 that	 you	 are!”	 Then	 he	 took	 a	 bag	 of	 precious	 stones	 and
vanished	 under	 the	 rocks	 into	 his	 cave.	 	 The	 girls	 were	 accustomed	 to	 his
ingratitude,	and	went	on	their	way	and	did	their	business	in	town.		On	their	way
home,	as	they	were	again	passing	the	heath,	they	surprised	the	dwarf	pouring	out
his	precious	stones	on	an	open	space,	for	he	had	thought	no	one	would	pass	by	at
so	late	an	hour.		The	evening	sun	shone	on	the	glittering	stones,	and	they	glanced
and	 gleamed	 so	 beautifully	 that	 the	 children	 stood	 still	 and	 gazed	 on	 them.	



“What	are	you	standing	 there	gaping	for?”	screamed	 the	dwarf,	and	his	ashen-
gray	 face	 became	 scarlet	with	 rage.	 	He	was	 about	 to	 go	off	with	 these	 angry
words	when	a	sudden	growl	was	heard,	and	a	black	bear	trotted	out	of	the	wood.	
The	 dwarf	 jumped	 up	 in	 great	 fright,	 but	 he	 hadn’t	 time	 to	 reach	 his	 place	 of
retreat,	for	the	bear	was	already	close	to	him.		Then	he	cried	in	terror:		“Dear	Mr.
Bear,	spare	me!		I’ll	give	you	all	my	treasure.		Look	at	those	beautiful	precious
stones	 lying	 there.	 	 Spare	my	 life!	 what	 pleasure	 would	 you	 get	 from	 a	 poor
feeble	little	fellow	like	me?		You	won’t	feel	me	between	your	teeth.		There,	lay
hold	of	 these	 two	wicked	girls,	 they	will	 be	 a	 tender	morsel	 for	you,	 as	 fat	 as
young	quails;	eat	them	up,	for	heaven’s	sake.”		But	the	bear,	paying	no	attention
to	his	words,	gave	 the	evil	 little	creature	one	blow	with	his	paw,	and	he	never
moved	again.
The	 girls	 had	 run	 away,	 but	 the	 bear	 called	 after	 them:	 	 “Snow-white	 and

Rose-red,	don’t	be	afraid;	wait,	and	I’ll	come	with	you.”		Then	they	recognized
his	 voice	 and	 stood	 still,	 and	when	 the	 bear	was	 quite	 close	 to	 them	 his	 skin
suddenly	fell	off,	and	a	beautiful	man	stood	beside	them,	all	dressed	in	gold.		“I
am	a	king’s	son,”	he	said,	“and	have	been	doomed	by	 that	unholy	 little	dwarf,
who	had	stolen	my	treasure,	to	roam	about	the	woods	as	a	wild	bear	till	his	death
should	set	me	free.		Now	he	has	got	his	well-merited	punishment.”
Snow-white	married	him,	and	Rose-red	his	brother,	and	they	divided	the	great

treasure	the	dwarf	had	collected	in	his	cave	between	them.		The	old	mother	lived
for	many	years	peacefully	with	her	children;	and	she	carried	the	two	rose	trees
with	her,	 and	 they	 stood	 in	 front	of	her	window,	 and	every	year	 they	bore	 the
finest	red	and	white	roses.



The	Goose-Girl

Once	upon	a	time	an	old	queen,	whose	husband	had	been	dead	for	many	years,
had	a	beautiful	daughter.		When	she	grew	up	she	was	betrothed	to	a	prince	who
lived	a	great	way	off.		Now,	when	the	time	drew	near	for	her	to	be	married	and
to	depart	into	a	foreign	kingdom,	her	old	mother	gave	her	much	costly	baggage,
and	 many	 ornaments,	 gold	 and	 silver,	 trinkets	 and	 knicknacks,	 and,	 in	 fact,
everything	 that	 belonged	 to	 a	 royal	 trousseau,	 for	 she	 loved	her	daughter	very
dearly.		She	gave	her	a	waiting-maid	also,	who	was	to	ride	with	her	and	hand	her
over	 to	 the	 bridegroom,	 and	 she	 provided	 each	 of	 them	 with	 a	 horse	 for	 the
journey.		Now	the	Princess’s	horse	was	called	Falada,	and	could	speak.
When	the	hour	for	departure	drew	near	the	old	mother	went	to	her	bedroom,

and	taking	a	small	knife	she	cut	her	fingers	till	they	bled;	then	she	held	a	white
rag	under	 them,	and	 letting	 three	drops	of	blood	 fall	 into	 it,	 she	gave	 it	 to	her
daughter,	and	said:		“Dear	child,	take	great	care	of	this	rag:		it	may	be	of	use	to
you	on	the	journey.”
So	 they	 took	a	 sad	 farewell	 of	 each	other,	 and	 the	Princess	 stuck	 the	 rag	 in

front	 of	 her	 dress,	 mounted	 her	 horse,	 and	 set	 forth	 on	 the	 journey	 to	 her
bridegroom’s	 kingdom.	 	After	 they	 had	 ridden	 for	 about	 an	 hour	 the	 Princess
began	 to	 feel	 very	 thirsty,	 and	 said	 to	 her	waiting-maid:	 	 “Pray	 get	 down	 and
fetch	me	 some	water	 in	my	golden	 cup	 out	 of	 yonder	 stream:	 	 I	would	 like	 a
drink.”		“If	you’re	thirsty,”	said	the	maid,	“dismount	yourself,	and	lie	down	by
the	water	and	drink;	I	don’t	mean	to	be	your	servant	any	longer.”		The	Princess
was	so	thirsty	that	she	got	down,	bent	over	the	stream,	and	drank,	for	she	wasn’t
allowed	to	drink	out	of	 the	golden	goblet.	 	As	she	drank	she	murmured:	 	“Oh!
heaven,	what	am	I	to	do?”	and	the	three	drops	of	blood	replied:	

		“If	your	mother	only	knew,
		Her	heart	would	surely	break	in	two.”

But	the	Princess	was	meek,	and	said	nothing	about	her	maid’s	rude	behavior,
and	quietly	mounted	her	horse	again.		They	rode	on	their	way	for	several	miles,
but	 the	 day	 was	 hot,	 and	 the	 sun’s	 rays	 smote	 fiercely	 on	 them,	 so	 that	 the
Princess	was	 soon	overcome	by	 thirst	 again.	 	And	 as	 they	passed	 a	 brook	 she
called	once	more	to	her	waiting-maid:		“Pray	get	down	and	give	me	a	drink	from
my	golden	cup,”	for	she	had	long	ago	forgotten	her	maid’s	rude	words.		But	the
waiting-maid	 replied,	more	haughtily	 even	 than	before:	 	 “If	 you	want	 a	 drink,
you	can	dismount	and	get	it;	I	don’t	mean	to	be	your	servant.”		Then	the	Princess



was	compelled	by	her	thirst	to	get	down,	and	bending	over	the	flowing	water	she
cried	 and	 said:	 	 “Oh!	heaven,	what	 am	 I	 to	do?”	and	 the	 three	drops	of	blood
replied:	

		“If	your	mother	only	knew,
		Her	heart	would	surely	break	in	two.”

And	as	she	drank	thus,	and	leaned	right	over	the	water,	the	rag	containing	the
three	drops	of	blood	fell	from	her	bosom	and	floated	down	the	stream,	and	she	in
her	anxiety	never	even	noticed	her	 loss.	 	But	 the	waiting-maid	had	observed	 it
with	delight,	as	she	knew	it	gave	her	power	over	the	bride,	for	in	losing	the	drops
of	blood	the	Princess	had	become	weak	and	powerless.		When	she	wished	to	get
on	her	horse	Falada	again,	the	waiting-maid	called	out:		“I	mean	to	ride	Falada:	
you	must	mount	my	beast”;	and	this	too	she	had	to	submit	to.		Then	the	waiting-
maid	 commanded	 her	 harshly	 to	 take	 off	 her	 royal	 robes,	 and	 to	 put	 on	 her
common	ones,	and	finally	she	made	her	swear	by	heaven	not	to	say	a	word	about
the	matter	when	 they	 reached	 the	palace;	and	 if	 she	hadn’t	 taken	 this	oath	 she
would	have	been	killed	on	the	spot.		But	Falada	observed	everything,	and	laid	it
all	to	heart.
The	waiting-maid	 now	mounted	Falada,	 and	 the	 real	 bride	 the	worse	 horse,

and	so	they	continued	their	journey	till	at	length	they	arrived	at	the	palace	yard.	
There	was	great	rejoicing	over	the	arrival,	and	the	Prince	sprang	forward	to	meet
them,	 and	 taking	 the	 waiting-maid	 for	 his	 bride,	 he	 lifted	 her	 down	 from	 her
horse	 and	 led	 her	 upstairs	 to	 the	 royal	 chamber.	 	 In	 the	 meantime	 the	 real
Princess	 was	 left	 standing	 below	 in	 the	 courtyard.	 	 The	 old	 King,	 who	 was
looking	out	of	his	window,	beheld	her	in	this	plight,	and	it	struck	him	how	sweet
and	gentle,	even	beautiful,	 she	 looked.	 	He	went	at	once	 to	 the	royal	chamber,
and	 asked	 the	 bride	 who	 it	 was	 she	 had	 brought	 with	 her	 and	 had	 left	 thus
standing	in	the	court	below.		“Oh!”	replied	the	bride,	“I	brought	her	with	me	to
keep	me	company	on	the	journey;	give	the	girl	something	to	do,	that	she	may	not
be	idle.”		But	the	old	King	had	no	work	for	her,	and	couldn’t	think	of	anything;
so	he	said,	“I’ve	a	small	boy	who	looks	after	the	geese,	she’d	better	help	him.”	
The	 youth’s	 name	was	Curdken,	 and	 the	 real	 bride	was	made	 to	 assist	 him	 in
herding	geese.
Soon	after	this	the	false	bride	said	to	the	Prince:		“Dearest	husband,	I	pray	you

grant	me	a	favor.”		He	answered:		“That	I	will.”		“Then	let	the	slaughterer	cut	off
the	 head	 of	 the	 horse	 I	 rode	 here	 upon,	 because	 it	 behaved	 very	 badly	 on	 the
journey.”		But	the	truth	was	she	was	afraid	lest	 the	horse	should	speak	and	tell
how	she	had	treated	the	Princess.		She	carried	her	point,	and	the	faithful	Falada



was	doomed	 to	die.	 	When	 the	news	came	 to	 the	ears	of	 the	 real	Princess	 she
went	to	the	slaughterer,	and	secretly	promised	him	a	piece	of	gold	if	he	would	do
something	for	her.		There	was	in	the	town	a	large	dark	gate,	through	which	she
had	 to	 pass	 night	 and	 morning	 with	 the	 geese;	 would	 he	 “kindly	 hang	 up
Falada’s	head	 there,	 that	she	might	see	 it	once	again?”	The	slaughterer	said	he
would	 do	 as	 she	 desired,	 chopped	 off	 the	 head,	 and	 nailed	 it	 firmly	 over	 the
gateway.
Early	next	morning,	as	she	and	Curdken	were	driving	their	flock	through	the

gate,	she	said	as	she	passed	under:

	“Oh!		Falada,	’tis	you	hang	there”;

and	the	head	replied:	

		"	’Tis	you;	pass	under,	Princess	fair:	
		If	your	mother	only	knew,
		Her	heart	would	surely	break	in	two.”

Then	she	left	the	tower	and	drove	the	geese	into	a	field.		And	when	they	had
reached	 the	common	where	 the	geese	 fed	 she	 sat	down	and	unloosed	her	hair,
which	was	of	pure	gold.		Curdken	loved	to	see	it	glitter	in	the	sun,	and	wanted
much	to	pull	some	hair	out.		Then	she	spoke:	

		“Wind,	wind,	gently	sway,
		Blow	Curdken’s	hat	away;
		Let	him	chase	o’er	field	and	wold
		Till	my	locks	of	ruddy	gold,
		Now	astray	and	hanging	down,
		Be	combed	and	plaited	in	a	crown.”

Then	a	gust	of	wind	blew	Curdken’s	hat	away,	and	he	had	to	chase	it	over	hill
and	dale.		When	he	returned	from	the	pursuit	she	had	finished	her	combing	and
curling,	and	his	chance	of	getting	any	hair	was	gone.		Curdken	was	very	angry,
and	wouldn’t	speak	to	her.		So	they	herded	the	geese	till	evening	and	then	went
home.
The	next	morning,	as	they	passed	under	the	gate,	the	girl	said:	

		“Oh!		Falada,	’tis	you	hang	there”;

and	the	head	replied:	



		"	’Tis	you;	pass	under,	Princess	fair:	
		If	your	mother	only	knew,
		Her	heart	would	surely	break	in	two.”

Then	she	went	on	her	way	till	she	came	to	the	common,	where	she	sat	down
and	began	to	comb	out	her	hair;	then	Curdken	ran	up	to	her	and	wanted	to	grasp
some	of	the	hair	from	her	head,	but	she	called	out	hastily:	

		“Wind,	wind,	gently	sway,
		Blow	Curdken’s	hat	away;
		Let	him	chase	o’er	field	and	wold
		Till	my	locks	of	ruddy	gold,
		Now	astray	and	hanging	down,
		Be	combed	and	plaited	in	a	crown.”

Then	a	puff	of	wind	came	and	blew	Curdken’s	hat	far	away,	so	that	he	had	to
run	after	 it;	 and	when	he	 returned	she	had	 long	 finished	putting	up	her	golden
locks,	and	he	couldn’t	get	any	hair;	so	they	watched	the	geese	till	it	was	dark.
But	that	evening	when	they	got	home	Curdken	went	to	the	old	King,	and	said:	

“I	refuse	to	herd	geese	any	longer	with	that	girl.”		“For	what	reason?”	asked	the
old	 King.	 	 “Because	 she	 does	 nothing	 but	 annoy	 me	 all	 day	 long,”	 replied
Curdken;	and	he	proceeded	to	relate	all	her	iniquities,	and	said:		“Every	morning
as	we	drive	the	flock	through	the	dark	gate	she	says	to	a	horse’s	head	that	hangs
on	the	wall:	

“’Oh!		Falada,	‘tis	you	hang	there’;

and	the	head	replies:	

	“’’Tis	you;	pass	under,	Princess	fair:	
	If	your	mother	only	knew,
	Her	heart	would	surely	break	in	two.’”

And	Curdken	went	on	to	tell	what	passed	on	the	common	where	the	geese	fed,
and	how	he	had	always	to	chase	his	hat.
The	 old	King	 bade	 him	go	 and	 drive	 forth	 his	 flock	 as	 usual	 next	 day;	 and

when	morning	came	he	himself	 took	up	his	position	behind	 the	dark	gate,	and
heard	 how	 the	 goose-girl	 greeted	 Falada.	 	 Then	 he	 followed	 her	 through	 the
field,	and	hid	himself	behind	a	bush	on	the	common.		He	soon	saw	with	his	own
eyes	how	the	goose-boy	and	the	goose-girl	looked	after	the	geese,	and	how	after



a	 time	 the	 maiden	 sat	 down	 and	 loosed	 her	 hair,	 that	 glittered	 like	 gold,	 and
repeated:	

		“Wind,	wind,	gently	sway,
		Blow	Curdken’s	hat	away;
		Let	him	chase	o’er	field	and	wold
		Till	my	locks	of	ruddy	gold
		Now	astray	and	hanging	down,
		Be	combed	and	plaited	in	a	crown.”

Then	a	gust	of	wind	came	and	blew	Curdken’s	hat	away,	so	that	he	had	to	fly
over	 hill	 and	 dale	 after	 it,	 and	 the	 girl	 in	 the	 meantime	 quietly	 combed	 and
plaited	 her	 hair:	 	 all	 this	 the	 old	 King	 observed,	 and	 returned	 to	 the	 palace
without	anyone	having	noticed	him.	 	 In	 the	evening	when	 the	goose-girl	came
home	he	called	her	aside,	and	asked	her	why	she	behaved	as	she	did.		“I	may	not
tell	 you	why;	 how	 dare	 I	 confide	my	woes	 to	 anyone?	 for	 I	 swore	 not	 to	 by
heaven,	otherwise	I	should	have	lost	my	life.”		The	old	King	begged	her	to	tell
him	all,	 and	 left	her	no	peace,	but	he	could	get	nothing	out	of	her.	 	At	 last	he
said:		“Well,	if	you	won’t	tell	me,	confide	your	trouble	to	the	iron	stove	there,”
and	he	went	away.		Then	she	crept	to	the	stove,	and	began	to	sob	and	cry	and	to
pour	out	her	poor	little	heart,	and	said:		“Here	I	sit,	deserted	by	all	the	world,	I
who	am	a	king’s	daughter,	and	a	false	waiting-maid	has	forced	me	to	take	off	my
own	clothes,	and	has	taken	my	place	with	my	bridegroom,	while	I	have	to	fulfill
the	lowly	office	of	goose-girl.

		“If	my	mother	only	knew
		Her	heart	would	surely	break	in	two.”

But	 the	 old	 King	 stood	 outside	 at	 the	 stove	 chimney,	 and	 listened	 to	 her
words.	 	 Then	 he	 entered	 the	 room	 again,	 and	 bidding	 her	 leave	 the	 stove,	 he
ordered	royal	apparel	 to	be	put	on	her,	 in	which	she	 looked	amazingly	 lovely.	
Then	he	summoned	his	son,	and	revealed	to	him	that	he	had	got	the	false	bride,
who	was	nothing	but	a	waiting-maid,	while	the	real	one,	in	the	guise	of	the	ex-
goose-girl,	was	 standing	 at	 his	 side.	 	 The	 young	King	 rejoiced	 from	 his	 heart
when	he	saw	her	beauty	and	learned	how	good	she	was,	and	a	great	banquet	was
prepared,	to	which	everyone	was	bidden.		The	bridegroom	sat	at	the	head	of	the
table,	the	Princess	on	one	side	of	him	and	the	waiting-maid	on	the	other;	but	she
was	so	dazzled	that	she	did	not	recognize	the	Princess	in	her	glittering	garments.	
Now	when	 they	had	eaten	and	drunk,	 and	were	merry,	 the	old	King	asked	 the



waiting-maid	to	solve	a	knotty	point	for	him.		“What,”	said	he,	“should	be	done
to	a	certain	person	who	has	deceived	everyone?”	and	he	proceeded	to	relate	the
whole	story,	ending	up	with,	“Now	what	sentence	should	be	passed?”	Then	the
false	 bride	 answered:	 	 “She	 deserves	 to	 be	 put	 stark	 naked	 into	 a	 barrel	 lined
with	sharp	nails,	which	should	be	dragged	by	two	white	horses	up	and	down	the
street	till	she	is	dead.”
“You	 are	 the	 person,”	 said	 the	 King,	 “and	 you	 have	 passed	 sentence	 on

yourself;	and	even	so	it	shall	be	done	to	you.”		And	when	the	sentence	had	been
carried	out	the	young	King	was	married	to	his	real	bride,	and	both	reigned	over
the	kingdom	in	peace	and	happiness.



Toads	and	Diamonds

THERE	was	once	upon	a	time	a	widow	who	had	two	daughters.		The	eldest	was
so	much	like	her	in	the	face	and	humor	that	whoever	looked	upon	the	daughter
saw	the	mother.		They	were	both	so	disagreeable	and	so	proud	that	there	was	no
living	with	them.
The	 youngest,	 who	 was	 the	 very	 picture	 of	 her	 father	 for	 courtesy	 and

sweetness	of	 temper,	was	withal	one	of	 the	most	beautiful	girls	ever	 seen.	 	As
people	 naturally	 love	 their	 own	 likeness,	 this	mother	 even	doted	on	her	 eldest
daughter	 and	 at	 the	 same	 time	 had	 a	 horrible	 aversion	 for	 the	 youngest—	 she
made	her	eat	in	the	kitchen	and	work	continually.
Among	 other	 things,	 this	 poor	 child	 was	 forced	 twice	 a	 day	 to	 draw	water

above	a	mile	and	a-half	off	the	house,	and	bring	home	a	pitcher	full	of	it.		One
day,	as	she	was	at	this	fountain,	there	came	to	her	a	poor	woman,	who	begged	of
her	to	let	her	drink.
“Oh!	 ay,	 with	 all	 my	 heart,	 Goody,”	 said	 this	 pretty	 little	 girl;	 and	 rinsing

immediately	 the	pitcher,	she	took	up	some	water	from	the	clearest	place	of	 the
fountain,	and	gave	it	to	her,	holding	up	the	pitcher	all	the	while,	that	she	might
drink	the	easier.
The	good	woman,	having	drunk,	said	to	her:	
“You	are	so	very	pretty,	my	dear,	so	good	and	so	mannerly,	that	I	cannot	help

giving	 you	 a	 gift.”	 	 For	 this	 was	 a	 fairy,	 who	 had	 taken	 the	 form	 of	 a	 poor
country	woman,	to	see	how	far	the	civility	and	good	manners	of	this	pretty	girl
would	go.		“I	will	give	you	for	a	gift,”	continued	the	Fairy,	“that,	at	every	word
you	speak,	there	shall	come	out	of	your	mouth	either	a	flower	or	a	jewel.”
When	this	pretty	girl	came	home	her	mother	scolded	her	for	staying	so	long	at

the	fountain.
“I	beg	your	pardon,	mamma,”	said	the	poor	girl,	“for	not	making	more	haste.”
And	 in	 speaking	 these	 words	 there	 came	 out	 of	 her	 mouth	 two	 roses,	 two

pearls,	and	two	diamonds.
“What	is	it	I	see	there?”	said	the	mother,	quite	astonished.		“I	think	I	see	pearls

and	diamonds	come	out	of	the	girl’s	mouth!		How	happens	this,	child?”
This	was	the	first	time	she	had	ever	called	her	child.
The	 poor	 creature	 told	 her	 frankly	 all	 the	matter,	 not	 without	 dropping	 out

infinite	numbers	of	diamonds.
“In	good	faith,”	cried	the	mother,	“I	must	send	my	child	thither.		Come	hither,

Fanny;	look	what	comes	out	of	thy	sister’s	mouth	when	she	speaks.		Wouldst	not
thou	be	glad,	my	dear,	to	have	the	same	gift	given	thee?		Thou	hast	nothing	else



to	do	but	go	and	draw	water	out	of	the	fountain,	and	when	a	certain	poor	woman
asks	you	to	let	her	drink,	to	give	it	to	her	very	civilly.”
“It	would	be	a	very	fine	sight	indeed,”	said	this	ill-bred	minx,	“to	see	me	go

draw	water.”
“You	shall	go,	hussy!”	said	the	mother;	“and	this	minute.”
So	away	she	went,	but	grumbling	all	the	way,	taking	with	her	the	best	silver

tankard	in	the	house.
She	was	no	sooner	at	the	fountain	than	she	saw	coming	out	of	the	wood	a	lady

most	gloriously	dressed,	who	came	up	to	her,	and	asked	to	drink.		This	was,	you
must	know,	the	very	fairy	who	appeared	to	her	sister,	but	now	had	taken	the	air
and	dress	of	a	princess,	to	see	how	far	this	girl’s	rudeness	would	go.
“Am	 I	 come	 hither,”	 said	 the	 proud,	 saucy	 one,	 “to	 serve	 you	 with	 water,

pray?		I	suppose	the	silver	tankard	was	brought	purely	for	your	ladyship,	was	it?	
However,	you	may	drink	out	of	it,	if	you	have	a	fancy.”
“You	are	not	over	and	above	mannerly,”	answered	the	Fairy,	without	putting

herself	 in	a	passion.	 	“Well,	 then,	since	you	have	so	 little	breeding,	and	are	so
disobliging,	I	give	you	for	a	gift	that	at	every	word	you	speak	there	shall	come
out	of	your	mouth	a	snake	or	a	toad.”
So	soon	as	her	mother	saw	her	coming	she	cried	out:	
“Well,	daughter?”
“Well,	 mother?”	 answered	 the	 pert	 hussy,	 throwing	 out	 of	 her	 mouth	 two

vipers	and	two	toads.
“Oh!	mercy,”	 cried	 the	mother;	 “what	 is	 it	 I	 see?	 	Oh!	 it	 is	 that	wretch	 her

sister	who	has	occasioned	all	this;	but	she	shall	pay	for	it”;	and	immediately	she
ran	to	beat	her.		The	poor	child	fled	away	from	her,	and	went	to	hide	herself	in
the	forest,	not	far	from	thence.
The	King’s	son,	 then	on	his	 return	 from	hunting,	met	her,	and	seeing	her	so

very	pretty,	asked	her	what	she	did	there	alone	and	why	she	cried.
“Alas!	sir,	my	mamma	has	turned	me	out	of	doors.”
The	King’s	son,	who	saw	five	or	six	pearls	and	as	many	diamonds	come	out	of

her	mouth,	desired	her	to	tell	him	how	that	happened.	 	She	thereupon	told	him
the	whole	 story;	 and	 so	 the	King’s	 son	 fell	 in	 love	with	 her,	 and,	 considering
himself	 that	 such	a	gift	was	worth	more	 than	any	marriage	portion,	 conducted
her	to	the	palace	of	the	King	his	father,	and	there	married	her.
As	for	the	sister,	she	made	herself	so	much	hated	that	her	own	mother	turned

her	off;	and	the	miserable	wretch,	having	wandered	about	a	good	while	without
finding	anybody	to	take	her	in,	went	to	a	corner	of	the	wood,	and	there	died.



Prince	Darling

ONCE	upon	a	time	there	lived	a	king	who	was	so	just	and	kind	that	his	subjects
called	him	“the	Good	King.”	 	 It	 happened	one	day,	when	he	was	out	 hunting,
that	a	little	white	rabbit,	which	his	dogs	were	chasing,	sprang	into	his	arms	for
shelter.		The	King	stroked	it	gently,	and	said	to	it:	
“Well,	bunny,	as	you	have	come	 to	me	for	protection	 I	will	 see	 that	nobody

hurts	you.”
And	he	took	it	home	to	his	palace	and	had	it	put	in	a	pretty	little	house,	with

all	sorts	of	nice	things	to	eat.
That	night,	when	he	was	alone	in	his	room,	a	beautiful	lady	suddenly	appeared

before	him;	her	long	dress	was	as	white	as	snow,	and	she	had	a	crown	of	white
roses	upon	her	head.		The	good	King	was	very	much	surprised	to	see	her,	for	he
knew	his	door	had	been	tightly	shut,	and	he	could	not	think	how	she	had	got	in.	
But	she	said	to	him:	
“I	am	 the	Fairy	Truth.	 	 I	was	passing	 through	 the	wood	when	you	were	out

hunting,	and	I	wished	to	find	out	if	you	were	really	good,	as	everybody	said	you
were,	so	I	took	the	shape	of	a	little	rabbit	and	came	to	your	arms	for	shelter,	for	I
know	that	those	who	are	merciful	to	animals	will	be	still	kinder	to	their	fellow-
men.	 	 If	you	had	 refused	 to	help	me	 I	 should	have	been	certain	 that	you	were
wicked.		I	thank	you	for	the	kindness	you	have	shown	me,	which	has	made	me
your	 friend	 for	 ever.	 	 You	 have	 only	 to	 ask	me	 for	 anything	 you	 want	 and	 I
promise	that	I	will	give	it	to	you.”
“Madam,”	said	the	good	King,	“since	you	are	a	fairy	you	no	doubt	know	all

my	wishes.		I	have	but	one	son	whom	I	love	very	dearly,	that	is	why	he	is	called
Prince	Darling.	 	 If	you	are	really	good	enough	to	wish	to	do	me	a	favor,	I	beg
that	you	will	become	his	friend.”
“With	 all	 my	 heart,”	 answered	 the	 Fairy.	 	 “I	 can	 make	 your	 son	 the

handsomest	 prince	 in	 the	 world,	 or	 the	 richest,	 or	 the	 most	 powerful;	 choose
whichever	you	like	for	him.”
“I	do	not	ask	either	of	these	things	for	my	son,”	replied	the	good	King;	“but	if

you	will	make	him	the	best	of	princes,	I	shall	indeed	be	grateful	to	you.		What
good	would	it	do	him	to	be	rich,	or	handsome,	or	to	possess	all	the	kingdoms	of
the	world	if	he	were	wicked?		You	know	well	he	would	still	be	unhappy.		Only	a
good	man	can	be	really	contented.”
“You	are	quite	right,”	answered	the	Fairy;	“but	it	is	not	in	my	power	to	make

Prince	Darling	a	good	man	unless	he	will	help	me;	he	must	himself	try	hard	to
become	good,	I	can	only	promise	to	give	him	good	advice,	to	scold	him	for	his



faults,	and	to	punish	him	if	he	will	not	correct	and	punish	himself.”
The	good	King	was	quite	satisfied	with	this	promise;	and	very	soon	afterward

he	died.
Prince	Darling	was	very	sorry,	for	he	loved	his	father	with	all	his	heart,	and	he

would	willingly	 have	 given	 all	 his	 kingdoms	 and	 all	 his	 treasures	 of	 gold	 and
silver	if	they	could	have	kept	the	good	King	with	him.
Two	 days	 afterward,	 when	 the	 Prince	 had	 gone	 to	 bed,	 the	 Fairy	 suddenly

appeared	to	him	and	said:	
“I	promised	your	 father	 that	 I	would	be	your	 friend,	and	 to	keep	my	word	 I

have	come	to	bring	you	a	present.”	 	At	the	same	time	she	put	a	little	gold	ring
upon	his	finger.
“Take	great	care	of	this	ring,”	she	said:	 	“it	is	more	precious	than	diamonds;

every	 time	 you	 do	 a	 bad	 deed	 it	 will	 prick	 your	 finger,	 but	 if,	 in	 spite	 of	 its
pricking,	 you	 go	 on	 in	 your	 own	 evil	way,	 you	will	 lose	my	 friendship,	 and	 I
shall	become	your	enemy.”
So	 saying,	 the	 Fairy	 disappeared,	 leaving	 Prince	 Darling	 very	 much

astonished.
For	some	 time	he	behaved	so	well	 that	 the	 ring	never	pricked	him,	and	 that

made	him	so	contented	that	his	subjects	called	him	Prince	Darling	the	Happy.
One	day,	however,	he	went	out	hunting,	but	could	get	no	sport,	which	put	him

in	 a	 very	 bad	 temper;	 it	 seemed	 to	 him	 as	 he	 rode	 along	 that	 his	 ring	 was
pressing	into	his	finger,	but	as	it	did	not	prick	him	he	did	not	heed	it.		When	he
got	home	and	went	to	his	own	room,	his	little	dog	Bibi	ran	to	meet	him,	jumping
round	him	with	pleasure.	 	“Get	away!”	said	 the	Prince,	quite	gruffly.	 	“I	don’t
want	you,	you	are	in	the	way.”
The	 poor	 little	 dog,	 who	 didn’t	 understand	 this	 at	 all,	 pulled	 at	 his	 coat	 to

make	him	at	least	look	at	her,	and	this	made	Prince	Darling	so	cross	that	he	gave
her	quite	a	hard	kick.
Instantly	his	 ring	pricked	him	sharply,	as	 if	 it	had	been	a	pin.	 	He	was	very

much	surprised,	and	sat	down	in	a	corner	of	his	room	feeling	quite	ashamed	of
himself.
“I	believe	the	Fairy	is	laughing	at	me,”	he	thought.		“Surely	I	can	have	done

no	great	wrong	in	just	kicking	a	tiresome	animal!		What	is	the	good	of	my	being
ruler	of	a	great	kingdom	if	I	am	not	even	allowed	to	beat	my	own	dog?”
“I	 am	 not	 making	 fun	 of	 you,”	 said	 a	 voice,	 answering	 Prince	 Darling’s

thoughts.		“You	have	committed	three	faults.		First	of	all,	you	were	out	of	temper
because	 you	 could	 not	 have	 what	 you	 wanted,	 and	 you	 thought	 all	 men	 and
animals	were	only	made	to	do	your	pleasure;	then	you	were	really	angry,	which
is	very	naughty	indeed;	and	lastly,	you	were	cruel	to	a	poor	little	animal	who	did



not	in	the	least	deserve	to	be	ill-treated.
“I	know	you	are	far	above	a	little	dog,	but	if	it	were	right	and	allowable	that

great	people	 should	 ill-treat	 all	who	are	beneath	 them,	 I	might	 at	 this	moment
beat	 you,	 or	 kill	 you,	 for	 a	 fairy	 is	 greater	 than	 a	 man.	 	 The	 advantage	 of
possessing	a	great	empire	is	not	to	be	able	to	do	the	evil	that	one	desires,	but	to
do	all	the	good	that	one	possibly	can.”
The	Prince	saw	how	naughty	he	had	been,	and	promised	to	try	and	do	better	in

future,	but	he	did	not	keep	his	word.		The	fact	was	he	had	been	brought	up	by	a
foolish	nurse,	who	had	spoiled	him	when	he	was	little.		If	he	wanted	anything	he
only	had	to	cry	and	fret	and	stamp	his	feet	and	she	would	give	him	whatever	he
asked	for,	which	had	made	him	self-willed;	also	she	had	told	him	from	morning
to	 night	 that	 he	 would	 one	 day	 be	 a	 king,	 and	 that	 kings	 were	 very	 happy,
because	everyone	was	bound	to	obey	and	respect	them,	and	no	one	could	prevent
them	from	doing	just	as	they	liked.
When	 the	Prince	grew	old	enough	 to	understand,	he	 soon	 learned	 that	 there

could	be	nothing	worse	 than	 to	be	proud,	obstinate,	and	conceited,	and	he	had
really	 tried	 to	 cure	himself	 of	 these	defects,	 but	by	 that	 time	all	 his	 faults	 had
become	 habits;	 and	 a	 bad	 habit	 is	 very	 hard	 to	 get	 rid	 of.	 	 Not	 that	 he	 was
naturally	of	a	bad	disposition;	he	was	truly	sorry	when	he	had	been	naughty,	and
said:	
“I	am	very	unhappy	to	have	to	struggle	against	my	anger	and	pride	every	day;

if	 I	 had	 been	 punished	 for	 them	 when	 I	 was	 little	 they	 would	 not	 be	 such	 a
trouble	to	me	now.”
His	ring	pricked	him	very	often,	and	sometimes	he	left	off	what	he	was	doing

at	once;	but	at	other	times	he	would	not	attend	to	it.		Strangely	enough,	it	gave
him	 only	 a	 slight	 prick	 for	 a	 trifling	 fault,	 but	when	 he	was	 really	 naughty	 it
made	his	finger	actually	bleed.		At	last	he	got	tired	of	being	constantly	reminded,
and	wanted	to	be	able	to	do	as	he	liked,	so	he	threw	his	ring	aside,	and	thought
himself	 the	 happiest	 of	 men	 to	 have	 got	 rid	 of	 its	 teasing	 pricks.	 	 He	 gave
himself	 up	 to	 doing	 every	 foolish	 thing	 that	 occurred	 to	 him,	 until	 he	 became
quite	wicked	and	nobody	could	like	him	any	longer.
One	day,	when	the	Prince	was	walking	about,	he	saw	a	young	girl	who	was	so

very	pretty	that	he	made	up	his	mind	at	once	that	he	would	marry	her.		Her	name
was	Celia,	and	she	was	as	good	as	she	was	beautiful.
Prince	 Darling	 fancied	 that	 Celia	 would	 think	 herself	 only	 too	 happy	 if	 he

offered	to	make	her	a	great	queen,	but	she	said	fearlessly:	
“Sire,	 I	 am	only	a	 shepherdess,	 and	a	poor	girl,	but,	nevertheless,	 I	will	not

marry	you.”
“Do	 you	 dislike	me?”	 asked	 the	 Prince,	 who	 was	 very	much	 vexed	 at	 this



answer.
“No,	my	Prince,”	replied	Celia;	“I	cannot	help	thinking	you	very	handsome;

but	what	 good	would	 riches	 be	 to	me,	 and	 all	 the	 grand	 dresses	 and	 splendid
carriages	 that	you	would	give	me,	 if	 the	bad	deeds	which	 I	 should	 see	you	do
every	day	made	me	hate	and	despise	you?”
The	 Prince	 was	 very	 angry	 at	 this	 speech,	 and	 commanded	 his	 officers	 to

make	 Celia	 a	 prisoner	 and	 carry	 her	 off	 to	 his	 palace.	 	 All	 day	 long	 the
remembrance	of	what	she	had	said	annoyed	him,	but	as	he	 loved	her	he	could
not	make	up	his	mind	to	have	her	punished.
One	 of	 the	 Prince’s	 favorite	 companions	 was	 his	 foster-brother,	 whom	 he

trusted	entirely;	but	he	was	not	at	all	a	good	man,	and	gave	Prince	Darling	very
bad	advice,	and	encouraged	him	in	all	his	evil	ways.		When	he	saw	the	Prince	so
downcast	he	asked	what	was	the	matter,	and	when	he	explained	that	he	could	not
bear	Celia’s	bad	opinion	of	him,	and	was	resolved	to	be	a	better	man	in	order	to
please	her,	this	evil	adviser	said	to	him:	
“You	 are	 very	 kind	 to	 trouble	 yourself	 about	 this	 little	 girl;	 if	 I	were	 you	 I

would	soon	make	her	obey	me.		Remember	that	you	are	a	king,	and	that	it	would
be	laughable	to	see	you	trying	to	please	a	shepherdess,	who	ought	to	be	only	too
glad	 to	be	one	of	your	 slaves.	 	Keep	her	 in	prison,	 and	 feed	her	on	bread	and
water	for	a	little	while,	and	then,	if	she	still	says	she	will	not	marry	you,	have	her
head	 cut	 off,	 to	 teach	 other	 people	 that	 you	mean	 to	 be	 obeyed.	 	Why,	 if	 you
cannot	make	a	girl	like	that	do	as	you	wish,	your	subjects	will	soon	forget	that
they	are	only	put	into	this	world	for	our	pleasure.”
“But,”	said	Prince	Darling,	“would	it	not	be	a	shame	if	I	had	an	innocent	girl

put	to	death?		For	Celia	has	done	nothing	to	deserve	punishment.”
“If	people	will	not	do	as	you	tell	 them	they	ought	to	suffer	for	it,”	answered

his	foster-brother;	“but	even	if	it	were	unjust,	you	had	better	be	accused	of	that
by	your	subjects	 than	that	 they	should	find	out	 that	 they	may	insult	and	thwart
you	as	often	as	they	please.”
In	saying	this	he	was	touching	a	weak	point	in	his	brother’s	character;	for	the

Prince’s	fear	of	losing	any	of	his	power	made	him	at	once	abandon	his	first	idea
of	 trying	 to	 be	 good,	 and	 resolve	 to	 try	 and	 frighten	 the	 shepherdess	 into
consenting	to	marry	him.
His	 foster-brother,	 who	 wanted	 him	 to	 keep	 this	 resolution,	 invited	 three

young	courtiers,	as	wicked	as	himself	to	sup	with	the	Prince,	and	they	persuaded
him	to	drink	a	great	deal	of	wine,	and	continued	to	excite	his	anger	against	Celia
by	 telling	him	 that	 she	had	 laughed	at	his	 love	 for	her;	until	 at	 last,	 in	quite	 a
furious	rage,	he	rushed	off	to	find	her,	declaring	that	if	she	still	refused	to	marry
him	she	should	be	sold	as	a	slave	the	very	next	day.



But	when	 he	 reached	 the	 room	 in	which	Celia	 had	 been	 locked	 up,	 he	was
greatly	surprised	to	find	that	she	was	not	in	it,	though	he	had	the	key	in	his	own
pocket	 all	 the	 time.	 	His	 anger	was	 terrible,	 and	 he	 vowed	 vengeance	 against
whoever	 had	 helped	 her	 to	 escape.	 	 His	 bad	 friends,	 when	 they	 heard	 him,
resolved	 to	 turn	 his	 wrath	 upon	 an	 old	 nobleman	 who	 had	 formerly	 been	 his
tutor;	and	who	still	dared	sometimes	to	tell	the	Prince	of	his	faults,	for	he	loved
him	as	if	he	had	been	his	own	son.		At	first	Prince	Darling	had	thanked	him,	but
after	 a	 time	he	grew	 impatient	 and	 thought	 it	must	 be	 just	mere	 love	of	 fault-
finding	that	made	his	old	tutor	blame	him	when	everyone	else	was	praising	and
flattering	him.		So	he	ordered	him	to	retire	from	his	Court,	though	he	still,	from
time	to	time,	spoke	of	him	as	a	worthy	man	whom	he	respected,	even	if	he	no
longer	 loved	him.	 	His	unworthy	friends	feared	 that	he	might	some	day	 take	 it
into	 his	 head	 to	 recall	 his	 old	 tutor,	 so	 they	 thought	 they	 now	 had	 a	 good
opportunity	of	getting	him	banished	for	ever.
They	reported	 to	 the	Prince	 that	Suilman,	 for	 that	was	 the	 tutor’s	name,	had

boasted	of	having	helped	Celia	to	escape,	and	they	bribed	three	men	to	say	that
Suilman	 himself	 had	 told	 them	 about	 it.	 	 The	 Prince,	 in	 great	 anger,	 sent	 his
foster-brother	with	a	number	of	soldiers	to	bring	his	tutor	before	him,	in	chains,
like	 a	 criminal.	 	After	 giving	 this	 order	 he	went	 to	 his	 own	 room,	 but	 he	 had
scarcely	 got	 into	 it	when	 there	was	 a	 clap	 of	 thunder	which	made	 the	 ground
shake,	and	the	Fairy	Truth	appeared	suddenly	before	him.
“I	promised	your	 father,”	 said	 she	 sternly,	 “to	give	you	good	advice,	 and	 to

punish	you	if	you	refused	to	follow	it.		You	have	despised	my	counsel,	and	have
gone	your	own	evil	way	until	 you	are	only	outwardly	 a	man;	 really	you	are	 a
monster—	the	horror	of	everyone	who	knows	you.		It	is	time	that	I	should	fulfil
my	 promise,	 and	 begin	 your	 punishment.	 	 I	 condemn	 you	 to	 resemble	 the
animals	whose	ways	you	have	imitated.		You	have	made	yourself	like	the	lion	by
your	 anger,	 and	 like	 the	 wolf	 by	 your	 greediness.	 	 Like	 a	 snake,	 you	 have
ungratefully	turned	upon	one	who	was	a	second	father	to	you;	your	churlishness
has	made	you	like	a	bull.		Therefore,	in	your	new	form,	take	the	appearance	of
all	these	animals.”
The	 Fairy	 had	 scarcely	 finished	 speaking	 when	 Prince	 Darling	 saw	 to	 his

horror	 that	 her	 words	 were	 fulfilled.	 	 He	 had	 a	 lion’s	 head,	 a	 bull’s	 horns,	 a
wolf’s	feet,	and	a	snake’s	body.		At	the	same	instant	he	found	himself	in	a	great
forest,	beside	a	clear	lake,	in	which	he	could	see	plainly	the	horrible	creature	he
had	become,	and	a	voice	said	to	him:	
“Look	 carefully	 at	 the	 state	 to	 which	 your	 wickedness	 has	 brought	 you;

believe	me,	your	soul	is	a	thousand	times	more	hideous	than	your	body.”
Prince	Darling	recognized	the	voice	of	the	Fairy	Truth	and	turned	in	a	fury	to



catch	her	and	eat	her	up	if	he	possibly	could;	but	he	saw	no	one,	and	the	same
voice	went	on:	
“I	laugh	at	your	powerlessness	and	anger,	and	I	intend	to	punish	your	pride	by

letting	you	fall	into	the	hands	of	your	own	subjects.”
The	Prince	began	to	think	that	the	best	thing	he	could	do	would	be	to	get	as

far	 away	 from	 the	 lake	 as	 he	 could,	 then	 at	 least	 he	would	 not	 be	 continually
reminded	of	his	terrible	ugliness.		So	he	ran	toward	the	wood,	but	before	he	had
gone	many	yards	he	fell	into	a	deep	pit	which	had	been	made	to	trap	bears,	and
the	 hunters,	 who	 were	 hiding	 in	 a	 tree,	 leaped	 down,	 and	 secured	 him	 with
several	chains,	and	led	him	into	the	chief	city	of	his	own	kingdom.
On	 the	 way,	 instead	 of	 recognizing	 that	 his	 own	 faults	 had	 brought	 this

punishment	 upon	 him,	 he	 accused	 the	 Fairy	 of	 being	 the	 cause	 of	 all	 his
misfortunes,	and	bit	and	tore	at	his	chains	furiously.
As	they	approached	the	town	he	saw	that	some	great	rejoicing	was	being	held,

and	when	the	hunters	asked	what	had	happened	they	were	told	 that	 the	Prince,
whose	only	pleasure	it	was	to	torment	his	people,	had	been	found	in	his	room,
killed	 by	 a	 thunder-bolt	 (for	 that	 was	 what	 was	 supposed	 to	 have	 become	 of
him).		Four	of	his	courtiers,	those	who	had	encouraged	him	in	his	wicked	doings,
had	tried	to	seize	the	kingdom	and	divide	it	between	them,	but	the	people,	who
knew	 it	was	 their	 bad	 counsels	which	 had	 so	 changed	 the	 Prince,	 had	 cut	 off
their	heads,	and	had	offered	the	crown	to	Suilman,	whom	the	Prince	had	left	in
prison.	 	 This	 noble	 lord	 had	 just	 been	 crowned,	 and	 the	 deliverance	 of	 the
kingdom	was	the	cause	of	the	rejoicing	“For,”	they	said,	“he	is	a	good	and	just
man,	and	we	shall	once	more	enjoy	peace	and	prosperity.”
Prince	Darling	roared	with	anger	when	he	heard	this;	but	it	was	still	worse	for

him	when	he	reached	the	great	square	before	his	own	palace.		He	saw	Suilman
seated	 upon	 a	magnificent	 throne,	 and	 all	 the	 people	 crowded	 round,	wishing
him	a	long	life	that	he	might	undo	all	the	mischief	done	by	his	predecessor.
Presently	Suilman	made	a	sign	with	his	hand	that	the	people	should	be	silent,

and	said:		“I	have	accepted	the	crown	you	have	offered	me,	but	only	that	I	may
keep	it	for	Prince	Darling,	who	is	not	dead	as	you	suppose;	the	Fairy	has	assured
me	 that	 there	 is	 still	 hope	 that	 you	 may	 some	 day	 see	 him	 again,	 good	 and
virtuous	as	he	was	when	he	first	came	to	the	throne.	 	Alas!”	he	continued,	“he
was	 led	away	by	 flatterers.	 	 I	knew	his	heart,	 and	am	certain	 that	 if	 it	had	not
been	for	the	bad	influence	of	those	who	surrounded	him	he	would	have	been	a
good	king	and	a	father	to	his	people.		We	may	hate	his	faults,	but	let	us	pity	him
and	hope	for	his	restoration.	 	As	for	me,	I	would	die	gladly	 if	 that	could	bring
back	our	Prince	to	reign	justly	and	worthily	once	more.”
These	words	went	to	Prince	Darling’s	heart;	he	realized	the	true	affection	and



faithfulness	of	his	old	tutor,	and	for	the	first	time	reproached	himself	for	all	his
evil	deeds;	at	the	same	instant	he	felt	all	his	anger	melting	away,	and	he	began
quickly	to	think	over	his	past	life,	and	to	admit	that	his	punishment	was	not	more
than	he	had	deserved.		He	left	off	tearing	at	the	iron	bars	of	the	cage	in	which	he
was	shut	up,	and	became	as	gentle	as	a	lamb.
The	hunters	who	had	caught	him	took	him	to	a	great	menagerie,	where	he	was

chained	 up	 among	 all	 the	 other	 wild	 beasts,	 and	 he	 determined	 to	 show	 his
sorrow	for	his	past	bad	behavior	by	being	gentle	and	obedient	 to	 the	man	who
had	to	take	care	of	him.		Unfortunately,	this	man	was	very	rough	and	unkind,	and
though	 the	 poor	monster	was	 quite	 quiet,	 he	 often	 beat	 him	without	 rhyme	or
reason	when	he	happened	to	be	in	a	bad	temper.		One	day	when	this	keeper	was
asleep	a	tiger	broke	its	chain,	and	flew	at	him	to	eat	him	up.		Prince	Darling,	who
saw	 what	 was	 going	 on,	 at	 first	 felt	 quite	 pleased	 to	 think	 that	 he	 should	 be
delivered	 from	his	persecutor,	but	 soon	 thought	better	of	 it	 and	wished	 that	he
were	free.
“I	 would	 return	 good	 for	 evil,”	 he	 said	 to	 himself,	 “and	 save	 the	 unhappy

man’s	 life.”	 	He	had	hardly	wished	 this	when	his	 iron	cage	 flew	open,	 and	he
rushed	 to	 the	 side	 of	 the	 keeper,	 who	 was	 awake	 and	 was	 defending	 himself
against	the	tiger.		When	he	saw	the	monster	had	got	out	he	gave	himself	up	for
lost,	 but	 his	 fear	was	 soon	 changed	 into	 joy,	 for	 the	 kind	monster	 threw	 itself
upon	the	tiger	and	very	soon	killed	it,	and	then	came	and	crouched	at	the	feet	of
the	man	it	had	saved.
Overcome	 with	 gratitude,	 the	 keeper	 stooped	 to	 caress	 the	 strange	 creature

which	had	done	him	such	a	great	service;	but	suddenly	a	voice	said	in	his	ear:	
“A	 good	 action	 should	 never	 go	 unrewarded,”	 and	 at	 the	 same	 instant	 the

monster	disappeared,	and	he	saw	at	his	feet	only	a	pretty	little	dog!
Prince	Darling,	delighted	by	the	change,	frisked	about	the	keeper,	showing	his

joy	in	every	way	he	could,	and	the	man,	taking	him	up	in	his	arms,	carried	him
to	the	King,	to	whom	he	told	the	whole	story.
The	 Queen	 said	 she	 would	 like	 to	 have	 this	 wonderful	 little	 dog,	 and	 the

Prince	would	have	been	very	happy	in	his	new	home	if	he	could	have	forgotten
that	he	was	a	man	and	a	king.		The	Queen	petted	and	took	care	of	him,	but	she
was	 so	 afraid	 that	 he	would	get	 too	 fat	 that	 she	 consulted	 the	 court	 physician,
who	said	that	he	was	to	be	fed	only	upon	bread,	and	was	not	to	have	much	even
of	that.		So	poor	Prince	Darling	was	terribly	hungry	all	day	long,	but	he	was	very
patient	about	it.
One	day,	when	they	gave	him	his	little	loaf	for	breakfast,	he	thought	he	would

like	 to	eat	 it	out	 in	 the	garden;	 so	he	 took	 it	up	 in	his	mouth	and	 trotted	away
toward	 a	 brook	 that	 he	 knew	 of	 a	 long	 way	 from	 the	 palace.	 	 But	 he	 was



surprised	 to	 find	 that	 the	brook	was	gone,	and	where	 it	had	been	stood	a	great
house	that	seemed	to	be	built	of	gold	and	precious	stones.	 	Numbers	of	people
splendidly	 dressed	 were	 going	 into	 it,	 and	 sounds	 of	 music	 and	 dancing	 and
feasting	could	be	heard	from	the	windows.
But	 what	 seemed	 very	 strange	 was	 that	 those	 people	 who	 came	 out	 of	 the

house	were	pale	and	thin,	and	their	clothes	were	torn,	and	hanging	in	rags	about
them.		Some	fell	down	dead	as	they	came	out	before	they	had	time	to	get	away;
others	crawled	farther	with	great	difficulty;	while	others	again	lay	on	the	ground,
fainting	with	hunger,	and	begged	a	morsel	of	bread	from	those	who	were	going
into	the	house,	but	they	would	not	so	much	as	look	at	the	poor	creatures.
Prince	Darling	went	up	to	a	young	girl	who	was	trying	to	eat	a	few	blades	of

grass,	she	was	so	hungry.		Touched	with	compassion,	he	said	to	himself:	
“I	am	very	hungry,	but	I	shall	not	die	of	starvation	before	I	get	my	dinner;	if	I

give	my	breakfast	to	this	poor	creature	perhaps	I	may	save	her	life.”
So	he	laid	his	piece	of	bread	in	the	girl’s	hand,	and	saw	her	eat	it	up	eagerly.
She	soon	seemed	to	be	quite	well	again,	and	the	Prince,	delighted	to	have	been

able	to	help	her,	was	thinking	of	going	home	to	the	palace,	when	he	heard	a	great
outcry,	 and,	 turning	 round,	 saw	Celia,	who	was	 being	 carried	 against	 her	will
into	the	great	house.
For	the	first	time	the	Prince	regretted	that	he	was	no	longer	the	monster,	then

he	would	have	been	able	to	rescue	Celia;	now	he	could	only	bark	feebly	at	the
people	who	were	carrying	her	off,	and	try	 to	follow	them,	but	 they	chased	and
kicked	him	away.
He	determined	not	 to	quit	 the	place	 till	he	knew	what	had	become	of	Celia,

and	blamed	himself	for	what	had	befallen	her.
“Alas!”	 he	 said	 to	 himself,	 “I	 am	 furious	with	 the	 people	who	 are	 carrying

Celia	off,	but	isn’t	that	exactly	what	I	did	myself,	and	if	I	had	not	been	prevented
did	I	not	intend	to	be	still	more	cruel	to	her?”
Here	he	was	interrupted	by	a	noise	above	his	head—	someone	was	opening	a

window,	 and	he	 saw	with	 delight	 that	 it	was	Celia	 herself,	who	 came	 forward
and	threw	out	a	plate	of	most	delicious-looking	food,	then	the	window	was	shut
again,	and	Prince	Darling,	who	had	not	had	anything	to	eat	all	day,	 thought	he
might	 as	 well	 take	 the	 opportunity	 of	 getting	 something.	 	 He	 ran	 forward	 to
begin,	but	the	young	girl	to	whom	he	had	given	his	bread	gave	a	cry	of	terror	and
took	him	up	in	her	arms,	saying:	
“Don’t	touch	it,	my	poor	little	dog—	that	house	is	the	palace	of	pleasure,	and

everything	that	comes	out	of	it	is	poisoned!”
At	the	same	moment	a	voice	said:	
“You	 see	 a	 good	 action	 always	 brings	 its	 reward,”	 and	 the	 Prince	 found



himself	changed	into	a	beautiful	white	dove.		He	remembered	that	white	was	the
favorite	 color	 of	 the	 Fairy	Truth,	 and	 began	 to	 hope	 that	 he	might	 at	 last	win
back	her	favor.		But	just	now	his	first	care	was	for	Celia,	and	rising	into	the	air
he	 flew	 round	 and	 round	 the	 house,	 until	 he	 saw	 an	 open	 window;	 but	 he
searched	through	every	room	in	vain.		No	trace	of	Celia	was	to	be	seen,	and	the
Prince,	in	despair,	determined	to	search	through	the	world	till	he	found	her.		He
flew	on	and	on	for	several	days,	 till	he	came	to	a	great	desert,	where	he	saw	a
cavern,	and,	to	his	delight,	there	sat	Celia,	sharing	the	simple	breakfast	of	an	old
hermit.
Overjoyed	 to	 have	 found	 her,	 Prince	 Darling	 perched	 upon	 her	 shoulder,

trying	 to	express	by	his	caresses	how	glad	he	was	 to	 see	her	again,	and	Celia,
surprised	 and	 delighted	 by	 the	 tameness	 of	 this	 pretty	 white	 dove,	 stroked	 it
softly,	and	said,	though	she	never	thought	of	its	understanding	her:	
“I	accept	the	gift	that	you	make	me	of	yourself,	and	I	will	love	you	always.”
“Take	care	what	you	are	saying,	Celia,”	said	the	old	hermit;	“are	you	prepared

to	keep	that	promise?”
“Indeed,	I	hope	so,	my	sweet	shepherdess,”	cried	the	Prince,	who	was	at	that

moment	restored	to	his	natural	shape.		“You	promised	to	love	me	always;	tell	me
that	you	really	mean	what	you	said,	or	I	shall	have	to	ask	the	Fairy	to	give	me
back	the	form	of	the	dove	which	pleased	you	so	much.”
“You	 need	 not	 be	 afraid	 that	 she	 will	 change	 her	 mind,”	 said	 the	 Fairy,

throwing	off	 the	hermit’s	 robe	 in	which	 she	had	been	disguised	and	appearing
before	them.
“Celia	has	loved	you	ever	since	she	first	saw	you,	only	she	would	not	tell	you

while	you	were	so	obstinate	and	naughty.		Now	you	have	repented	and	mean	to
be	 good	 you	 deserve	 to	 be	 happy,	 and	 so	 she	 may	 love	 you	 as	 much	 as	 she
likes.”
Celia	and	Prince	Darling	threw	themselves	at	the	Fairy’s	feet,	and	the	Prince

was	never	 tired	of	 thanking	her	 for	 her	kindness.	 	Celia	was	delighted	 to	hear
how	sorry	he	was	for	all	his	past	follies	and	misdeeds,	and	promised	to	love	him
as	long	as	she	lived.
“Rise,	my	children,”	said	the	Fairy,	“and	I	will	transport	you	to	the	palace,	and

Prince	 Darling	 shall	 have	 back	 again	 the	 crown	 he	 forfeited	 by	 his	 bad
behavior.”
While	 she	 was	 speaking,	 they	 found	 themselves	 in	 Suilman’s	 hall,	 and	 his

delight	was	great	at	 seeing	his	dear	master	once	more.	 	He	gave	up	 the	 throne
joyfully	to	the	Prince,	and	remained	always	the	most	faithful	of	his	subjects.
Celia	and	Prince	Darling	reigned	for	many	years,	but	he	was	so	determined	to

govern	worthily	and	to	do	his	duty	that	his	ring,	which	he	took	to	wearing	again,



never	once	pricked	him	severely.



Blue	Beard

There	was	a	man	who	had	fine	houses,	both	in	town	and	country,	a	deal	of	silver
and	 gold	 plate,	 embroidered	 furniture,	 and	 coaches	 gilded	 all	 over	with	 gold.	
But	 this	 man	 was	 so	 unlucky	 as	 to	 have	 a	 blue	 beard,	 which	 made	 him	 so
frightfully	ugly	that	all	the	women	and	girls	ran	away	from	him.
One	of	his	neighbors,	a	 lady	of	quality,	had	two	daughters	who	were	perfect

beauties.		He	desired	of	her	one	of	them	in	marriage,	leaving	to	her	choice	which
of	the	two	she	would	bestow	on	him.		They	would	neither	of	them	have	him,	and
sent	 him	 backward	 and	 forward	 from	 one	 another,	 not	 being	 able	 to	 bear	 the
thoughts	of	marrying	a	man	who	had	a	blue	beard,	and	what	besides	gave	them
disgust	and	aversion	was	his	having	already	been	married	to	several	wives,	and
nobody	ever	knew	what	became	of	them.
Blue	Beard,	 to	engage	 their	affection,	 took	 them,	with	 the	 lady	 their	mother

and	 three	 or	 four	 ladies	 of	 their	 acquaintance,	with	 other	 young	 people	 of	 the
neighborhood,	to	one	of	his	country	seats,	where	they	stayed	a	whole	week.
There	was	 nothing	 then	 to	 be	 seen	 but	 parties	 of	 pleasure,	 hunting,	 fishing,

dancing,	mirth,	 and	 feasting.	 	Nobody	went	 to	bed,	but	 all	 passed	 the	night	 in
rallying	and	joking	with	each	other.		In	short,	everything	succeeded	so	well	that
the	youngest	daughter	began	to	think	the	master	of	the	house	not	to	have	a	beard
so	very	blue,	and	that	he	was	a	mighty	civil	gentleman.
As	soon	as	they	returned	home,	the	marriage	was	concluded.		About	a	month

afterward,	Blue	Beard	told	his	wife	that	he	was	obliged	to	take	a	country	journey
for	 six	weeks	 at	 least,	 about	 affairs	 of	 very	great	 consequence,	 desiring	her	 to
divert	herself	in	his	absence,	to	send	for	her	friends	and	acquaintances,	to	carry
them	into	the	country,	if	she	pleased,	and	to	make	good	cheer	wherever	she	was.
“Here,”	said	he,	“are	the	keys	of	the	two	great	wardrobes,	wherein	I	have	my

best	 furniture;	 these	are	of	my	silver	and	gold	plate,	which	 is	not	every	day	 in
use;	 these	open	my	strong	boxes,	which	hold	my	money,	both	gold	and	silver;
these	my	caskets	of	jewels;	and	this	is	the	master-key	to	all	my	apartments.		But
for	this	little	one	here,	it	is	the	key	of	the	closet	at	the	end	of	the	great	gallery	on
the	ground	floor.		Open	them	all;	go	into	all	and	every	one	of	them,	except	that
little	 closet,	 which	 I	 forbid	 you,	 and	 forbid	 it	 in	 such	 a	 manner	 that,	 if	 you
happen	to	open	it,	there’s	nothing	but	what	you	may	expect	from	my	just	anger
and	resentment.”
She	 promised	 to	 observe,	 very	 exactly,	 whatever	 he	 had	 ordered;	 when	 he,

after	having	embraced	her,	got	into	his	coach	and	proceeded	on	his	journey.
Her	neighbors	and	good	friends	did	not	stay	to	be	sent	for	by	the	new	married



lady,	so	great	was	their	impatience	to	see	all	the	rich	furniture	of	her	house,	not
daring	 to	come	while	her	husband	was	 there,	because	of	his	blue	beard,	which
frightened	them.		They	ran	through	all	the	rooms,	closets,	and	wardrobes,	which
were	all	so	fine	and	rich	that	they	seemed	to	surpass	one	another.
After	 that	 they	 went	 up	 into	 the	 two	 great	 rooms,	 where	 was	 the	 best	 and

richest	furniture;	they	could	not	sufficiently	admire	the	number	and	beauty	of	the
tapestry,	 beds,	 couches,	 cabinets,	 stands,	 tables,	 and	 looking-glasses,	 in	which
you	might	see	yourself	from	head	to	foot;	some	of	them	were	framed	with	glass,
others	with	 silver,	plain	and	gilded,	 the	 finest	 and	most	magnificent	ever	were
seen.
They	ceased	not	 to	 extol	 and	envy	 the	happiness	of	 their	 friend,	who	 in	 the

meantime	 in	 no	 way	 diverted	 herself	 in	 looking	 upon	 all	 these	 rich	 things,
because	of	the	impatience	she	had	to	go	and	open	the	closet	on	the	ground	floor.	
She	was	so	much	pressed	by	her	curiosity	 that,	without	considering	that	 it	was
very	 uncivil	 to	 leave	 her	 company,	 she	went	 down	 a	 little	 back	 staircase,	 and
with	 such	 excessive	haste	 that	 she	had	 twice	or	 thrice	 like	 to	have	broken	her
neck.
Coming	to	the	closet-door,	she	made	a	stop	for	some	time,	thinking	upon	her

husband’s	orders,	and	considering	what	unhappiness	might	attend	her	if	she	was
disobedient;	 but	 the	 temptation	was	 so	 strong	 she	 could	not	overcome	 it.	 	She
then	 took	 the	 little	 key,	 and	 opened	 it,	 trembling,	 but	 could	 not	 at	 first	 see
anything	 plainly,	 because	 the	 windows	 were	 shut.	 	 After	 some	 moments	 she
began	 to	 perceive	 that	 the	 floor	 was	 all	 covered	 over	 with	 clotted	 blood,	 on
which	 lay	 the	bodies	of	 several	dead	women,	 ranged	against	 the	walls.	 (These
were	 all	 the	 wives	 whom	 Blue	 Beard	 had	 married	 and	 murdered,	 one	 after
another.)	 She	 thought	 she	 should	 have	 died	 for	 fear,	 and	 the	 key,	 which	 she
pulled	out	of	the	lock,	fell	out	of	her	hand.
After	having	somewhat	recovered	her	surprise,	she	took	up	the	key,	locked	the

door,	and	went	upstairs	 into	her	chamber	 to	 recover	herself;	but	she	could	not,
she	was	 so	much	 frightened.	 	Having	 observed	 that	 the	 key	 of	 the	 closet	was
stained	 with	 blood,	 she	 tried	 two	 or	 three	 times	 to	 wipe	 it	 off,	 but	 the	 blood
would	not	come	out;	in	vain	did	she	wash	it,	and	even	rub	it	with	soap	and	sand;
the	blood	still	 remained,	 for	 the	key	was	magical	and	she	could	never	make	 it
quite	 clean;	when	 the	blood	was	gone	off	 from	one	 side,	 it	 came	again	on	 the
other.
Blue	 Beard	 returned	 from	 his	 journey	 the	 same	 evening,	 and	 said	 he	 had

received	letters	upon	the	road,	informing	him	that	the	affair	he	went	about	was
ended	 to	 his	 advantage.	 	 His	wife	 did	 all	 she	 could	 to	 convince	 him	 she	was
extremely	glad	of	his	speedy	return.



Next	morning	he	asked	her	for	the	keys,	which	she	gave	him,	but	with	such	a
trembling	hand	that	he	easily	guessed	what	had	happened.
“What!”	said	he,	“is	not	the	key	of	my	closet	among	the	rest?”
“I	must	certainly	have	left	it	above	upon	the	table,”	said	she.
“Fail	not	to	bring	it	to	me	presently,”	said	Blue	Beard.
After	several	goings	backward	and	forward	she	was	 forced	 to	bring	him	 the

key.		Blue	Beard,	having	very	attentively	considered	it,	said	to	his	wife,
“How	comes	this	blood	upon	the	key?”
“I	do	not	know,”	cried	the	poor	woman,	paler	than	death.
“You	 do	 not	 know!”	 replied	 Blue	 Beard.	 	 “I	 very	 well	 know.	 	 You	 were

resolved	to	go	into	the	closet,	were	you	not?		Mighty	well,	madam;	you	shall	go
in,	and	take	your	place	among	the	ladies	you	saw	there.”
Upon	this	she	threw	herself	at	her	husband’s	feet,	and	begged	his	pardon	with

all	 the	 signs	 of	 true	 repentance,	 vowing	 that	 she	 would	 never	 more	 be
disobedient.		She	would	have	melted	a	rock,	so	beautiful	and	sorrowful	was	she;
but	Blue	Beard	had	a	heart	harder	than	any	rock!
“You	must	die,	madam,”	said	he,	“and	that	presently.”
“Since	I	must	die,”	answered	she	(looking	upon	him	with	her	eyes	all	bathed

in	tears),	“give	me	some	little	time	to	say	my	prayers.”
“I	 give	 you,”	 replied	 Blue	 Beard,	 “half	 a	 quarter	 of	 an	 hour,	 but	 not	 one

moment	more.”
When	she	was	alone	she	called	out	to	her	sister,	and	said	to	her:	
“Sister	Anne”	(for	that	was	her	name),	“go	up,	I	beg	you,	upon	the	top	of	the

tower,	and	look	if	my	brothers	are	not	coming	over;	they	promised	me	that	they
would	come	to-day,	and	if	you	see	them,	give	them	a	sign	to	make	haste.”
Her	sister	Anne	went	up	upon	the	top	of	the	tower,	and	the	poor	afflicted	wife

cried	out	from	time	to	time:	
“Anne,	sister	Anne,	do	you	see	anyone	coming?”
And	sister	Anne	said:	
“I	 see	 nothing	but	 the	 sun,	which	makes	 a	 dust,	 and	 the	 grass,	which	 looks

green.”
In	the	meanwhile	Blue	Beard,	holding	a	great	sabre	in	his	hand,	cried	out	as

loud	as	he	could	bawl	to	his	wife:	
“Come	down	instantly,	or	I	shall	come	up	to	you.”
“One	moment	longer,	if	you	please,”	said	his	wife,	and	then	she	cried	out	very

softly,	“Anne,	sister	Anne,	dost	thou	see	anybody	coming?”
And	sister	Anne	answered:	
“I	see	nothing	but	the	sun,	which	makes	a	dust,	and	the	grass,	which	is	green.”
“Come	down	quickly,”	cried	Blue	Beard,	“or	I	will	come	up	to	you.”



“I	 am	 coming,”	 answered	 his	wife;	 and	 then	 she	 cried,	 “Anne,	 sister	Anne,
dost	thou	not	see	anyone	coming?”
“I	see,”	replied	sister	Anne,	“a	great	dust,	which	comes	on	this	side	here.”
“Are	they	my	brothers?”
“Alas!	no,	my	dear	sister,	I	see	a	flock	of	sheep.”
“Will	you	not	come	down?”	cried	Blue	Beard
“One	moment	 longer,”	 said	 his	wife,	 and	 then	 she	 cried	 out:	 	 “Anne,	 sister

Anne,	dost	thou	see	nobody	coming?”
“I	see,”	said	she,	“two	horsemen,	but	they	are	yet	a	great	way	off.”
“God	be	praised,”	replied	the	poor	wife	joyfully;	“they	are	my	brothers;	I	will

make	them	a	sign,	as	well	as	I	can,	for	them	to	make	haste.”
Then	Blue	Beard	bawled	out	so	loud	that	he	made	the	whole	house	tremble.	

The	distressed	wife	came	down,	and	 threw	herself	at	his	 feet,	all	 in	 tears,	with
her	hair	about	her	shoulders.
“This	signifies	nothing,”	says	Blue	Beard;	“you	must	die”;	 then,	 taking	hold

of	her	hair	with	one	hand,	and	lifting	up	the	sword	with	the	other,	he	was	going
to	 take	off	her	head.	 	The	poor	 lady,	 turning	about	 to	him,	and	 looking	at	him
with	dying	eyes,	desired	him	to	afford	her	one	little	moment	to	recollect	herself.
“No,	 no,”	 said	 he,	 “recommend	 thyself	 to	 God,”	 and	 was	 just	 ready	 to

strike	…
At	this	very	instant	there	was	such	a	loud	knocking	at	the	gate	that	Blue	Beard

made	a	sudden	stop.		The	gate	was	opened,	and	presently	entered	two	horsemen,
who,	drawing	their	swords,	ran	directly	to	Blue	Beard.		He	knew	them	to	be	his
wife’s	 brothers,	 one	 a	 dragoon,	 the	 other	 a	 musketeer,	 so	 that	 he	 ran	 away
immediately	 to	 save	 himself;	 but	 the	 two	 brothers	 pursued	 so	 close	 that	 they
overtook	him	before	he	could	get	to	the	steps	of	the	porch,	when	they	ran	their
swords	through	his	body	and	left	him	dead.		The	poor	wife	was	almost	as	dead
as	her	husband,	and	had	not	strength	enough	to	rise	and	welcome	her	brothers.
Blue	Beard	had	no	heirs,	 and	 so	his	wife	became	mistress	of	 all	 his	 estate.	

She	made	use	of	one	part	of	 it	 to	marry	her	sister	Anne	 to	a	young	gentleman
who	had	 loved	her	a	 long	while;	another	part	 to	buy	captains	commissions	 for
her	brothers,	and	the	rest	to	marry	herself	to	a	very	worthy	gentleman,	who	made
her	forget	the	ill	time	she	had	passed	with	Blue	Beard.



Trusty	John

Once	 upon	 a	 time	 there	 was	 an	 old	 king	 who	 was	 so	 ill	 that	 he	 thought	 to
himself,	“I	am	most	likely	on	my	death-bed.”		Then	he	said,	“Send	Trusty	John
to	me.”		Now	Trusty	John	was	his	favorite	servant,	and	was	so	called	because	all
his	life	he	had	served	him	so	faithfully.		When	he	approached	the	bed	the	King
spake	to	him:		“Most	trusty	John,	I	feel	my	end	is	drawing	near,	and	I	could	face
it	 without	 a	 care	 were	 it	 not	 for	 my	 son.	 	 He	 is	 still	 too	 young	 to	 decide
everything	 for	 himself,	 and	 unless	 you	 promise	 me	 to	 instruct	 him	 in	 all	 he
should	know,	and	to	be	to	him	as	a	father,	I	shall	not	close	my	eyes	in	peace.”	
Then	 Trusty	 John	 answered:	 	 “I	 will	 never	 desert	 him,	 and	 will	 serve	 him
faithfully,	 even	 though	 it	 should	 cost	 me	my	 life.”	 	 Then	 the	 old	 King	 said:	
“Now	I	die	comforted	and	in	peace”;	and	then	he	went	on:		“After	my	death	you
must	show	him	the	whole	castle,	all	the	rooms	and	apartments	and	vaults,	and	all
the	 treasures	 that	 lie	 in	 them;	but	you	must	not	 show	him	 the	 last	 room	 in	 the
long	passage,	where	 the	picture	of	 the	Princess	of	 the	Golden	Roof	 is	hidden.	
When	he	beholds	that	picture	he	will	fall	violently	in	love	with	it	and	go	off	into
a	dead	faint,	and	for	her	sake	he	will	encounter	many	dangers;	you	must	guard
him	from	this.”		And	when	Trusty	John	had	again	given	the	King	his	hand	upon
it	the	old	man	became	silent,	laid	his	head	on	the	pillow,	and	died.
When	the	old	King	had	been	carried	to	his	grave	Trusty	John	told	the	young

King	what	he	had	promised	his	father	on	his	death-bed,	and	added:		“And	I	shall
assuredly	keep	my	word,	and	shall	be	faithful	to	you	as	I	have	been	to	him,	even
though	it	should	cost	me	my	life.”
Now	when	 the	 time	of	mourning	was	 over,	Trusty	 John	 said	 to	 him:	 	 “It	 is

time	you	should	see	your	inheritance.		I	will	show	you	your	ancestral	castle.”		So
he	 took	 him	 over	 everything,	 and	 let	 him	 see	 all	 the	 riches	 and	 splendid
apartments,	only	the	one	room	where	the	picture	was	he	did	not	open.		But	the
picture	was	placed	so	that	if	the	door	opened	you	gazed	straight	upon	it,	and	it
was	so	beautifully	painted	that	you	imagined	it	lived	and	moved,	and	that	it	was
the	most	 lovable	 and	beautiful	 thing	 in	 the	whole	world.	 	But	 the	young	King
noticed	that	Trusty	John	always	missed	one	door,	and	said:		“Why	do	you	never
open	 this	one	 for	me?”	“There	 is	 something	 inside	 that	would	 appall	 you,”	he
answered.	 	But	 the	King	replied:	 	“I	have	seen	the	whole	castle,	and	shall	 find
out	what	is	in	there”;	and	with	these	words	he	approached	the	door	and	wanted
to	 force	 it	 open.	 	But	Trusty	 John	held	him	back,	 and	 said:	 	 “I	promised	your
father	before	his	death	that	you	shouldn’t	see	what	that	room	contains.		It	might
bring	both	you	and	me	to	great	grief.”		“Ah!	no,”	answered	the	young	King;	“if	I



don’t	get	 in,	 it	will	be	my	certain	destruction;	 I	 should	have	no	peace	night	or
day	till	I	had	seen	what	was	in	the	room	with	my	own	eyes.		Now	I	don’t	budge
from	the	spot	till	you	have	opened	the	door.”
Then	Trusty	John	saw	there	was	no	way	out	of	it,	so	with	a	heavy	heart	and

many	sighs	he	took	the	key	from	the	big	bunch.		When	he	had	opened	the	door
he	stepped	in	first,	and	thought	to	cover	the	likeness	so	that	the	King	might	not
perceive	 it;	but	 it	was	hopeless:	 	 the	King	stood	on	 tiptoe	and	 looked	over	his
shoulder.		And	when	he	saw	the	picture	of	the	maid,	so	beautiful	and	glittering
with	gold	and	precious	stones,	he	fell	swooning	to	the	ground.		Trusty	John	lifted
him	up,	carried	him	to	bed,	and	thought	sorrowfully:		“The	curse	has	come	upon
us;	gracious	heaven!	what	will	be	the	end	of	it	all?”	Then	he	poured	wine	down
his	 throat	 till	he	came	to	himself	again.	 	The	first	words	he	spoke	were:	 	“Oh!
who	is	the	original	of	the	beautiful	picture?”	“She	is	the	Princess	of	the	Golden
Roof,”	answered	Trusty	John.		Then	the	King	continued:		“My	love	for	her	is	so
great	that	if	all	the	leaves	on	the	trees	had	tongues	they	could	not	express	it;	my
very	life	depends	on	my	winning	her.		You	are	my	most	trusty	John:		you	must
stand	by	me.”
The	faithful	servant	pondered	long	how	they	were	to	set	about	the	matter,	for

it	was	said	to	be	difficult	even	to	get	into	the	presence	of	the	Princess.		At	length
he	hit	upon	a	plan,	and	spoke	to	the	King:		“All	the	things	she	has	about	her—
tables,	chairs,	dishes,	goblets,	bowls,	and	all	her	household	furniture—	are	made
of	gold.		You	have	in	your	treasure	five	tons	of	gold;	let	the	goldsmiths	of	your
kingdom	manufacture	them	into	all	manner	of	vases	and	vessels,	into	all	sorts	of
birds	and	game	and	wonderful	beasts;	 that	will	please	her.	 	We	shall	go	 to	her
with	them	and	try	our	luck.”		The	King	summoned	all	his	goldsmiths,	and	they
had	to	work	hard	day	and	night,	till	at	length	the	most	magnificent	things	were
completed.	 	When	a	ship	had	been	laden	with	 them	the	faithful	John	disguised
himself	as	a	merchant,	and	the	King	had	to	do	the	same,	so	that	they	should	be
quite	 unrecognizable.	 	 And	 so	 they	 crossed	 the	 seas	 and	 journeyed	 till	 they
reached	the	town	where	the	Princess	of	the	Golden	Roof	dwelt.
Trusty	John	made	 the	King	remain	behind	on	 the	ship	and	await	his	 return.	

“Perhaps,”	 he	 said,	 “I	 may	 bring	 the	 Princess	 back	 with	 me,	 so	 see	 that
everything	 is	 in	 order;	 let	 the	 gold	 ornaments	 be	 arranged	 and	 the	whole	 ship
decorated.”		Then	he	took	a	few	of	the	gold	things	in	his	apron,	went	ashore,	and
proceeded	 straight	 to	 the	 palace.	 	When	 he	 came	 to	 the	 courtyard	 he	 found	 a
beautiful	maiden	standing	at	the	well,	drawing	water	with	two	golden	pails.		And
as	she	was	about	to	carry	away	the	glittering	water	she	turned	round	and	saw	the
stranger,	and	asked	him	who	he	was.		Then	he	replied:		“I	am	a	merchant,”	and
opening	his	apron,	he	let	her	peep	in.		“Oh!	my,”	she	cried;	“what	beautiful	gold



wares!”	she	set	down	her	pails,	and	examined	one	thing	after	the	other.		Then	she
said:		“The	Princess	must	see	this,	she	has	such	a	fancy	for	gold	things	that	she
will	buy	up	all	you	have.”		She	took	him	by	the	hand	and	let	him	into	the	palace,
for	she	was	the	lady’s	maid.
When	 the	 Princess	 had	 seen	 the	 wares	 she	 was	 quite	 enchanted,	 and	 said:	

“They	 are	 all	 so	 beautifully	made	 that	 I	 shall	 buy	 everything	 you	 have.”	 	But
Trusty	John	said:		“I	am	only	the	servant	of	a	rich	merchant,	what	I	have	here	is
nothing	compared	to	what	my	master	has	on	his	ship;	his	merchandise	 is	more
artistic	and	costly	 than	anything	that	has	ever	been	made	in	gold	before.”	 	She
desired	 to	 have	 everything	 brought	 up	 to	 her,	 but	 he	 said:	 	 “There	 is	 such	 a
quantity	of	things	that	it	would	take	many	days	to	bring	them	up,	and	they	would
take	up	so	many	rooms	that	you	would	have	no	space	for	them	in	your	house.”	
Thus	her	desire	and	curiosity	were	excited	to	such	an	extent	that	at	last	she	said:	
“Take	me	to	your	ship;	I	shall	go	there	myself	and	view	your	master’s	treasures.”
Then	Trusty	 John	was	 quite	 delighted,	 and	 brought	 her	 to	 the	 ship;	 and	 the

King,	when	he	beheld	her,	saw	that	she	was	even	more	beautiful	than	her	picture,
and	 thought	 every	moment	 that	 his	 heart	would	 burst.	 	 She	 stepped	 on	 to	 the
ship,	 and	 the	King	 led	 her	 inside.	 	But	Trusty	 John	 remained	 behind	with	 the
steersman,	and	ordered	the	ship	to	push	off.		“Spread	all	sail,	that	we	may	fly	on
the	ocean	like	a	bird	in	the	air.”		Meanwhile	the	King	showed	the	Princess	inside
all	his	gold	wares,	every	single	bit	of	it—	dishes,	goblets,	bowls,	 the	birds	and
game,	 and	 all	 the	wonderful	 beasts.	 	Many	hours	 passed	 thus,	 and	 she	was	 so
happy	that	she	did	not	notice	that	the	ship	was	sailing	away.		After	she	had	seen
the	last	thing	she	thanked	the	merchant	and	prepared	to	go	home;	but	when	she
came	to	the	ship’s	side	she	saw	that	 they	were	on	the	high	seas,	far	from	land,
and	that	the	ship	was	speeding	on	its	way	under	full	canvas.		“Oh!”	she	cried	in
terror,	“I	am	deceived,	carried	away	and	betrayed	into	the	power	of	a	merchant;	I
would	 rather	 have	 died!”	But	 the	King	 seized	 her	 hand	 and	 spake:	 	 “I	 am	 no
merchant,	but	a	king	of	as	high	birth	as	yourself;	and	 it	was	my	great	 love	for
you	that	made	me	carry	you	off	by	stratagem.		The	first	time	I	saw	your	likeness
I	fell	to	the	ground	in	a	swoon.”		When	the	Princess	of	the	Golden	Roof	heard
this	 she	 was	 comforted,	 and	 her	 heart	 went	 out	 to	 him,	 so	 that	 she	 willingly
consented	to	become	his	wife.
Now	it	happened	one	day,	while	they	were	sailing	on	the	high	seas,	that	Trusty

John,	sitting	on	the	forepart	of	the	ship,	fiddling	away	to	himself,	observed	three
ravens	in	the	air	flying	toward	him.		He	ceased	playing,	and	listened	to	what	they
were	saying,	 for	he	understood	 their	 language.	 	The	one	croaked:	 	“Ah,	ha!	so
he’s	 bringing	 the	 Princess	 of	 the	 Golden	 Roof	 home.”	 	 “Yes,”	 answered	 the
second,	 “but	 he’s	 not	 got	 her	 yet.”	 	 “Yes,	 he	 has,”	 spake	 the	 third,	 “for	 she’s



sitting	 beside	 him	 on	 the	 ship.”	 	 Then	 number	 one	 began	 again	 and	 cried:	
“That’ll	 not	 help	 him!	 	When	 they	 reach	 the	 land	 a	 chestnut	 horse	 will	 dash
forward	 to	 greet	 them:	 	 the	King	will	wish	 to	mount	 it,	 and	 if	 he	 does	 it	will
gallop	away	with	him,	and	disappear	into	the	air,	and	he	will	never	see	his	bride
again.”		“Is	there	no	escape	for	him?”	asked	number	two.		“Oh!	yes,	if	someone
else	mounts	quickly	and	shoots	the	horse	dead	with	the	pistol	that	is	sticking	in
the	holster,	 then	 the	young	King	 is	saved.	 	But	who’s	 to	do	 that?	 	And	anyone
who	knows	it	and	tells	him	will	be	turned	into	stone	from	his	feet	to	his	knees.”	
Then	spake	number	two:		“I	know	more	than	that:		even	if	the	horse	is	slain,	the
young	King	will	 still	 not	 keep	 his	 bride:	 	when	 they	 enter	 the	 palace	 together
they	will	find	a	ready-made	wedding	shirt	in	a	cupboard,	which	looks	as	though
it	were	woven	of	gold	and	silver,	but	is	really	made	of	nothing	but	sulphur	and
tar:	 	 when	 the	 King	 puts	 it	 on	 it	 will	 burn	 him	 to	 his	 marrow	 and	 bones.”	
Number	 three	asked:	 	“Is	 there	no	way	of	escape,	 then?”	“Oh!	yes,”	answered
number	two:		“If	someone	seizes	the	shirt	with	gloved	hands	and	throws	it	into
the	fire,	and	 lets	 it	burn,	 then	 the	young	King	 is	saved.	 	But	what’s	 the	good?	
Anyone	 knowing	 this	 and	 telling	 it	 will	 have	 half	 his	 body	 turned	 into	 stone,
from	 his	 knees	 to	 his	 heart.”	 	 Then	 number	 three	 spake:	 	 “I	 know	 yet	more:	
though	the	bridal	shirt	too	be	burnt,	the	King	hasn’t	even	then	secured	his	bride:	
when	the	dance	is	held	after	the	wedding,	and	the	young	Queen	is	dancing,	she
will	suddenly	grow	deadly	white,	and	drop	down	like	one	dead,	and	unless	some
one	 lifts	 her	 up	 and	 draws	 three	 drops	 of	 blood	 from	her	 right	 side,	 and	 spits
them	out	again,	she	will	die.		But	if	anyone	who	knows	this	betrays	it,	he	will	be
turned	into	stone	from	the	crown	of	his	head	to	the	soles	of	his	feet.”		When	the
ravens	had	thus	conversed	they	fled	onward,	but	Trusty	John	had	taken	it	all	in,
and	was	sad	and	depressed	 from	 that	 time	 forward;	 for	 if	he	were	silent	 to	his
master	concerning	what	he	had	heard,	he	would	involve	him	in	misfortune;	but	if
he	took	him	into	his	confidence,	then	he	himself	would	forfeit	his	life.		At	last	he
said:		“I	will	stand	by	my	master,	though	it	should	be	my	ruin.”
Now	when	 they	 drew	 near	 the	 land	 it	 came	 to	 pass	 just	 as	 the	 ravens	 had

predicted,	and	a	 splendid	chestnut	horse	bounded	 forward.	 	 “Capital!”	 said	 the
King;	“this	animal	 shall	 carry	me	 to	my	palace,”	and	was	about	 to	mount,	but
Trusty	John	was	too	sharp	for	him,	and,	springing	up	quickly,	seized	the	pistol
out	of	the	holster	and	shot	the	horse	dead.		Then	the	other	servants	of	the	King,
who	at	no	time	looked	favorably	on	Trusty	John,	cried	out:		“What	a	sin	to	kill
the	beautiful	beast	that	was	to	bear	the	King	to	his	palace!”	But	the	King	spake:	
“Silence!	 let	him	alone;	he	 is	ever	my	most	 trusty	John.	 	Who	knows	for	what
good	end	he	may	have	done	this	thing?”	So	they	went	on	their	way	and	entered
the	palace,	and	there	 in	 the	hall	stood	a	cupboard	in	which	lay	the	ready-made



bridal	shirt,	looking	for	all	the	world	as	though	it	were	made	of	gold	and	silver.	
The	young	King	went	toward	it	and	was	about	to	take	hold	of	it,	but	Trusty	John,
pushing	him	aside,	seized	it	with	his	gloved	hands,	threw	it	hastily	into	the	fire,
and	let	it	burn	The	other	servants	commenced	grumbling	again,	and	said:		“See,
he’s	actually	burning	the	King’s	bridal	shirt.”		But	the	young	King	spoke:		“Who
knows	for	what	good	purpose	he	does	it?	 	Let	him	alone,	he	is	my	most	trusty
John.”		Then	the	wedding	was	celebrated,	the	dance	began,	and	the	bride	joined
in,	but	Trusty	 John	watched	her	countenance	carefully.	 	Of	a	 sudden	she	grew
deadly	white,	 and	 fell	 to	 the	 ground	 as	 if	 she	were	 dead.	 	 He	 at	 once	 sprang
hastily	toward	her,	lifted	her	up,	and	bore	her	to	a	room,	where	he	laid	her	down,
and	kneeling	beside	her	he	drew	 three	drops	of	blood	 from	her	 right	 side,	 and
spat	them	out.		She	soon	breathed	again	and	came	to	herself;	but	the	young	King
had	watched	the	proceeding,	and	not	knowing	why	Trusty	John	had	acted	as	he
did,	 he	 flew	 into	 a	 passion,	 and	 cried:	 	 “Throw	 him	 into	 prison.”	 	 On	 the
following	morning	sentence	was	passed	on	Trusty	John,	and	he	was	condemned
to	be	hanged.		As	he	stood	on	the	gallows	he	said:		“Every	one	doomed	to	death
has	the	right	to	speak	once	before	he	dies;	and	I	too	have	that	privilege?”	“Yes,”
said	the	King,	“it	shall	be	granted	to	you.”		So	Trusty	John	spoke:		“I	am	unjustly
condemned,	for	I	have	always	been	faithful	to	you”;	and	he	proceeded	to	relate
how	he	had	heard	the	ravens’	conversation	on	the	sea,	and	how	he	had	to	do	all
he	did	in	order	to	save	his	master.	 	Then	the	King	cried:	 	“Oh!	my	most	trusty
John,	pardon!	pardon!		Take	him	down.”		But	as	he	uttered	the	last	word	Trusty
John	had	fallen	lifeless	to	the	ground,	and	was	a	stone.
The	King	and	Queen	were	in	despair,	and	the	King	spake:		“Ah!	how	ill	have	I

rewarded	such	great	fidelity!”	and	made	them	lift	up	the	stone	image	and	place	it
in	his	bedroom	near	his	bed.		As	often	as	he	looked	at	it	he	wept	and	said:		“Oh!
if	I	could	only	restore	you	to	life,	my	most	trusty	John!”	After	a	time	the	Queen
gave	birth	to	twins,	 two	small	sons,	who	throve	and	grew,	and	were	a	constant
joy	to	her.		One	day	when	the	Queen	was	at	church,	and	the	two	children	sat	and
played	with	 their	 father,	 he	 gazed	 again	 full	 of	 grief	 on	 the	 stone	 statue,	 and
sighing,	wailed:		“Oh,	if	I	could	only	restore	you	to	life,	my	most	trusty	John!”
Suddenly	 the	stone	began	 to	speak,	and	said:	 	“Yes,	you	can	restore	me	 to	 life
again	if	you	are	prepared	to	sacrifice	what	you	hold	most	dear.”		And	the	King
cried	 out:	 	 “All	 I	 have	 in	 the	world	will	 I	 give	 up	 for	 your	 sake.”	 	The	 stone
continued:		“If	you	cut	off	with	your	own	hand	the	heads	of	your	two	children,
and	smear	me	with	their	blood,	I	shall	come	back	to	life.”		The	King	was	aghast
when	 he	 heard	 that	 he	 had	 himself	 to	 put	 his	 children	 to	 death;	 but	 when	 he
thought	of	Trusty	John’s	fidelity,	and	how	he	had	even	died	for	him,	he	drew	his
sword,	and	with	his	own	hand	cut	the	heads	off	his	children.		And	when	he	had



smeared	the	stone	with	their	blood,	life	came	back,	and	Trusty	John	stood	once
more	safe	and	sound	before	him.		He	spake	to	the	King:		“Your	loyalty	shall	be
rewarded,”	 and	 taking	 up	 the	 heads	 of	 the	 children,	 he	 placed	 them	 on	 their
bodies,	smeared	the	wounds	with	their	blood,	and	in	a	minute	they	were	all	right
again	and	jumping	about	as	if	nothing	had	happened.		Then	the	King	was	full	of
joy,	 and	 when	 he	 saw	 the	 Queen	 coming,	 he	 hid	 Trusty	 John	 and	 the	 two
children	 in	 a	 big	 cupboard.	 	As	 she	 entered	 he	 said	 to	 her:	 	 “Did	 you	pray	 in
church?”	 “Yes,”	 she	 answered,	 “but	 my	 thoughts	 dwelt	 constantly	 on	 Trusty
John,	and	of	what	he	has	suffered	for	us.”		Then	he	spake:		“Dear	wife,	we	can
restore	him	to	 life,	but	 the	price	asked	 is	our	 two	little	sons;	we	must	sacrifice
them.”		The	Queen	grew	white	and	her	heart	sank,	but	she	replied:		“We	owe	it
to	him	on	account	of	his	great	 fidelity.”	 	Then	he	 rejoiced	 that	 she	was	of	 the
same	 mind	 as	 he	 had	 been,	 and	 going	 forward	 he	 opened	 the	 cupboard,	 and
fetched	the	two	children	and	Trusty	John	out,	saying:		“God	be	praised!		Trusty
John	is	free	once	more,	and	we	have	our	two	small	sons	again.”		Then	he	related
to	her	all	that	had	passed,	and	they	lived	together	happily	ever	afterward.



The	Brave	Little	Tailor

One	 summer’s	day	 a	 little	 tailor	 sat	 on	his	 table	by	 the	window	 in	 the	best	 of
spirits,	and	sewed	for	dear	 life.	 	As	he	was	sitting	thus	a	peasant	woman	came
down	the	street,	calling	out:		“Good	jam	to	sell,	good	jam	to	sell.”		This	sounded
sweetly	 in	 the	 tailor’s	 ears;	 he	 put	 his	 frail	 little	 head	 out	 of	 the	window,	 and
shouted:		“up	here,	my	good	woman,	and	you’ll	find	a	willing	customer.”		The
woman	climbed	up	the	three	flights	of	stairs	with	her	heavy	basket	to	the	tailor’s
room,	and	he	made	her	spread	out	all	the	pots	in	a	row	before	him.		He	examined
them	all,	 lifted	 them	up	 and	 smelled	 them,	 and	 said	 at	 last:	 	 “This	 jam	 seems
good,	weigh	me	four	ounces	of	it,	my	good	woman;	and	even	if	it’s	a	quarter	of	a
pound	I	won’t	stick	at	it.”		The	woman,	who	had	hoped	to	find	a	good	market,
gave	him	what	he	wanted,	but	went	away	grumbling	wrathfully.		“Now	heaven
shall	bless	 this	 jam	for	my	use,”	cried	 the	 little	 tailor,	“and	 it	 shall	sustain	and
strengthen	me.”		He	fetched	some	bread	out	of	a	cupboard,	cut	a	round	off	the
loaf,	and	spread	the	jam	on	it.		“That	won’t	taste	amiss,”	he	said;	“but	I’ll	finish
that	waistcoat	first	before	I	take	a	bite.”		He	placed	the	bread	beside	him,	went
on	 sewing,	 and	 out	 of	 the	 lightness	 of	 his	 heart	 kept	 on	 making	 his	 stitches
bigger	 and	 bigger.	 	 In	 the	 meantime	 the	 smell	 of	 the	 sweet	 jam	 rose	 to	 the
ceiling,	where	heaps	of	 flies	were	sitting,	and	attracted	 them	 to	such	an	extent
that	they	swarmed	on	to	it	in	masses.		“Ha!	who	invited	you?”	said	the	tailor,	and
chased	 the	 unwelcome	 guests	 away.	 	 But	 the	 flies,	 who	 didn’t	 understand
English,	 refused	 to	 let	 themselves	 be	 warned	 off,	 and	 returned	 again	 in	 even
greater	numbers.	 	At	 last	 the	 little	 tailor,	 losing	all	patience,	 reached	out	of	his
chimney	corner	for	a	duster,	and	exclaiming:		“Wait,	and	I’ll	give	it	to	you,”	he
beat	 them	mercilessly	with	 it.	 	When	 he	 left	 off	 he	 counted	 the	 slain,	 and	 no
fewer	than	seven	lay	dead	before	him	with	outstretched	legs.		“What	a	desperate
fellow	I	am!”	said	he,	and	was	filled	with	admiration	at	his	own	courage.		“The
whole	town	must	know	about	 this”;	and	in	great	haste	the	little	 tailor	cut	out	a
girdle,	 hemmed	 it,	 and	 embroidered	 on	 it	 in	 big	 letters,	 “Seven	 at	 a	 blow.”	
“What	did	I	say,	the	town?	no,	the	whole	world	shall	hear	of	it,”	he	said;	and	his
heart	beat	for	joy	as	a	lamb	wags	his	tail.
The	tailor	strapped	the	girdle	round	his	waist	and	set	out	into	the	wide	world,

for	he	considered	his	workroom	too	small	a	field	for	his	prowess.		Before	he	set
forth	he	 looked	 round	about	him,	 to	 see	 if	 there	was	anything	 in	 the	house	he
could	take	with	him	on	his	journey;	but	he	found	nothing	except	an	old	cheese,
which	he	took	possession	of.		In	front	of	the	house	he	observed	a	bird	that	had
been	caught	 in	some	bushes,	and	 this	he	put	 into	his	wallet	beside	 the	cheese.	



Then	he	went	on	his	way	merrily,	and	being	light	and	agile	he	never	felt	tired.	
His	way	led	up	a	hill,	on	the	top	of	which	sat	a	powerful	giant,	who	was	calmly
surveying	 the	 landscape.	 	 The	 little	 tailor	 went	 up	 to	 him,	 and	 greeting	 him
cheerfully	said:		“Good-day,	friend;	there	you	sit	at	your	ease	viewing	the	whole
wide	world.		I’m	just	on	my	way	there.		What	do	you	say	to	accompanying	me?”
The	giant	looked	contemptuously	at	the	tailor,	and	said:		“What	a	poor	wretched
little	 creature	 you	 are!”	 “That’s	 a	 good	 joke,”	 answered	 the	 little	 tailor,	 and
unbuttoning	his	coat	he	showed	the	giant	the	girdle.		“There	now,	you	can	read
what	sort	of	a	fellow	I	am.”	 	The	giant	read:	 	“Seven	at	a	blow”;	and	thinking
they	were	human	beings	the	tailor	had	slain,	he	conceived	a	certain	respect	for
the	 little	man.	 	But	 first	 he	 thought	 he’d	 test	 him,	 so	 taking	 up	 a	 stone	 in	 his
hand,	he	squeezed	it	till	some	drops	of	water	ran	out.		“Now	you	do	the	same,”
said	the	giant,	“if	you	really	wish	to	be	thought	strong.”		“Is	that	all?”	said	the
little	tailor;	“that’s	child’s	play	to	me,”	so	he	dived	into	his	wallet,	brought	out
the	cheese,	and	pressed	it	till	the	whey	ran	out.		“My	squeeze	was	in	sooth	better
than	yours,”	 said	he.	 	The	giant	didn’t	know	what	 to	say,	 for	he	couldn’t	have
believed	it	of	the	little	fellow.		To	prove	him	again,	the	giant	lifted	a	stone	and
threw	it	so	high	that	the	eye	could	hardly	follow	it.	 	“Now,	my	little	pigmy,	let
me	see	you	do	 that.”	 	“Well	 thrown,”	said	 the	 tailor;	“but,	after	all,	your	stone
fell	to	the	ground;	I’ll	throw	one	that	won’t	come	down	at	all.”		He	dived	into	his
wallet	again,	and	grasping	the	bird	in	his	hand,	he	threw	it	up	into	the	air.		The
bird,	enchanted	to	be	free,	soared	up	into	the	sky,	and	flew	away	never	to	return.	
“Well,	 what	 do	 you	 think	 of	 that	 little	 piece	 of	 business,	 friend?”	 asked	 the
tailor.	 	“You	can	certainly	 throw,”	said	 the	giant;	“but	now	let’s	see	 if	you	can
carry	 a	proper	weight.”	 	With	 these	words	he	 led	 the	 tailor	 to	 a	huge	oak	 tree
which	had	been	felled	to	the	ground,	and	said:		“If	you	are	strong	enough,	help
me	 to	 carry	 the	 tree	out	of	 the	wood.”	 	 “Most	 certainly,”	 said	 the	 little	 tailor:	
“just	you	take	the	trunk	on	your	shoulder;	I’ll	bear	the	top	and	branches,	which	is
certainly	 the	 heaviest	 part.”	 	 The	 giant	 laid	 the	 trunk	 on	 his	 shoulder,	 but	 the
tailor	sat	at	his	ease	among	the	branches;	and	the	giant,	who	couldn’t	see	what
was	going	on	behind	him,	had	to	carry	the	whole	tree,	and	the	little	tailor	into	the
bargain.		There	he	sat	behind	in	the	best	of	spirits,	lustily	whistling	a	tune,	as	if
carrying	the	tree	were	mere	sport.		The	giant,	after	dragging	the	heavy	weight	for
some	 time,	could	get	on	no	 further,	 and	shouted	out:	 	 “Hi!	 	 I	must	 let	 the	 tree
fall.”	 	The	 tailor	 sprang	nimbly	down,	seized	 the	 tree	with	both	hands	as	 if	he
had	carried	it	the	whole	way	and	said	to	the	giant:		“Fancy	a	big	lout	like	you	not
being	able	to	carry	a	tree!”
They	continued	 to	go	on	 their	way	 together,	 and	as	 they	passed	by	a	cherry

tree	the	giant	grasped	the	top	of	it,	where	the	ripest	fruit	hung,	gave	the	branches



into	the	tailor’s	hand,	and	bade	him	eat.		But	the	little	tailor	was	far	too	weak	to
hold	the	tree	down,	and	when	the	giant	let	go	the	tree	swung	back	into	the	air,
bearing	the	little	tailor	with	it.		When	he	had	fallen	to	the	ground	again	without
hurting	himself,	the	giant	said:		“What!	do	you	mean	to	tell	me	you	haven’t	the
strength	 to	 hold	 down	 a	 feeble	 twig?”	 “It	 wasn’t	 strength	 that	 was	 wanting,”
replied	the	tailor;	“do	you	think	that	would	have	been	anything	for	a	man	who
has	 killed	 seven	 at	 a	 blow?	 	 I	 jumped	over	 the	 tree	 because	 the	 huntsmen	 are
shooting	 among	 the	 branches	 near	 us.	 	Do	 you	 do	 the	 like	 if	 you	 dare.”	 	 The
giant	 made	 an	 attempt,	 but	 couldn’t	 get	 over	 the	 tree,	 and	 stuck	 fast	 in	 the
branches,	so	that	here	too	the	little	tailor	had	the	better	of	him.
“Well,	 you’re	 a	 fine	 fellow,	 after	 all,”	 said	 the	 giant;	 “come	 and	 spend	 the

night	with	us	in	our	cave.”	 	The	little	 tailor	willingly	consented	to	do	this,	and
following	his	 friend	 they	went	on	 till	 they	 reached	 a	 cave	where	 several	 other
giants	were	sitting	round	a	fire,	each	holding	a	roast	sheep	in	his	hand,	of	which
he	was	 eating.	 	 The	 little	 tailor	 looked	 about	 him,	 and	 thought:	 	 “Yes,	 there’s
certainly	more	 room	 to	 turn	 round	 in	 here	 than	 in	my	workshop.”	 	 The	 giant
showed	him	a	bed	and	bade	him	lie	down	and	have	a	good	sleep.	 	But	the	bed
was	 too	big	for	 the	 little	 tailor,	so	he	didn’t	get	 into	 it,	but	crept	away	into	 the
corner.		At	midnight,	when	the	giant	thought	the	little	tailor	was	fast	asleep,	he
rose	up,	 and	 taking	his	big	 iron	walking-stick,	he	broke	 the	bed	 in	 two	with	 a
blow,	and	thought	he	had	made	an	end	of	the	little	grasshopper.		At	early	dawn
the	giants	went	off	to	the	wood,	and	quite	forgot	about	the	little	tailor,	till	all	of	a
sudden	 they	met	 him	 trudging	 along	 in	 the	most	 cheerful	manner.	 	The	giants
were	 terrified	 at	 the	 apparition,	 and,	 fearful	 lest	 he	 should	 slay	 them,	 they	 all
took	to	their	heels	as	fast	as	they	could.
The	little	tailor	continued	to	follow	his	nose,	and	after	he	had	wandered	about

for	a	long	time	he	came	to	the	courtyard	of	a	royal	palace,	and	feeling	tired	he
lay	down	on	the	grass	and	fell	asleep.		While	he	lay	there	the	people	came,	and
looking	him	all	 over	 read	on	his	girdle:	 	 “Seven	at	 a	blow.”	 	 “Oh!”	 they	 said,
“what	 can	 this	 great	 hero	 of	 a	 hundred	 fights	want	 in	 our	 peaceful	 land?	 	He
must	indeed	be	a	mighty	man	of	valor.”		They	went	and	told	the	King	about	him,
and	said	what	a	weighty	and	useful	man	he’d	be	in	time	of	war,	and	that	it	would
be	well	to	secure	him	at	any	price.		This	counsel	pleased	the	King,	and	he	sent
one	 of	 his	 courtiers	 down	 to	 the	 little	 tailor,	 to	 offer	 him,	 when	 he	 awoke,	 a
commission	in	their	army.		The	messenger	remained	standing	by	the	sleeper,	and
waited	 till	 he	 stretched	 his	 limbs	 and	 opened	 his	 eyes,	 when	 he	 tendered	 his
proposal.	 	 “That’s	 the	 very	 thing	 I	 came	 here	 for,”	 he	 answered;	 “I	 am	 quite
ready	to	enter	the	King’s	service.”		So	he	was	received	with	all	honor,	and	given
a	special	house	of	his	own	to	live	in.



But	the	other	officers	resented	the	success	of	the	little	tailor,	and	wished	him	a
thousand	miles	away.		“What’s	to	come	of	it	all?”	they	asked	each	other;	“if	we
quarrel	with	him,	he’ll	let	out	at	us,	and	at	every	blow	seven	will	fall.		There’ll
soon	be	an	end	of	us.”		So	they	resolved	to	go	in	a	body	to	the	King,	and	all	to
send	in	their	papers.		“We	are	not	made,”	they	said,	“to	hold	out	against	a	man
who	kills	seven	at	a	blow.”		The	King	was	grieved	at	the	thought	of	losing	all	his
faithful	 servants	 for	 the	 sake	 of	 one	man,	 and	 he	wished	 heartily	 that	 he	 had
never	set	eyes	on	him,	or	that	he	could	get	rid	of	him.		But	he	didn’t	dare	to	send
him	 away,	 for	 he	 feared	 he	 might	 kill	 him	 along	 with	 his	 people,	 and	 place
himself	on	the	throne.		He	pondered	long	and	deeply	over	the	matter,	and	finally
came	to	a	conclusion.		He	sent	to	the	tailor	and	told	him	that,	seeing	what	a	great
and	warlike	hero	he	was,	he	was	about	to	make	him	an	offer.		In	a	certain	wood
of	his	kingdom	there	dwelled	two	giants	who	did	much	harm;	by	the	way	they
robbed,	murdered,	burned,	and	plundered	everything	about	them;	“no	one	could
approach	them	without	endangering	his	life.		But	if	he	could	overcome	and	kill
these	 two	 giants	 he	 should	 have	 his	 only	 daughter	 for	 a	 wife,	 and	 half	 his
kingdom	into	the	bargain;	he	might	have	a	hundred	horsemen,	too,	to	back	him
up.”	 	 “That’s	 the	 very	 thing	 for	 a	man	 like	me,”	 thought	 the	 little	 tailor;	 “one
doesn’t	 get	 the	 offer	 of	 a	 beautiful	 princess	 and	 half	 a	 kingdom	 every	 day.”	
“Done	with	you,”	he	answered;	“I’ll	soon	put	an	end	to	the	giants.		But	I	haven’t
the	smallest	need	of	your	hundred	horsemen;	a	fellow	who	can	slay	seven	men	at
a	blow	need	not	be	afraid	of	two.”
The	 little	 tailor	 set	 out,	 and	 the	hundred	horsemen	 followed	him.	 	When	he

came	to	the	outskirts	of	the	wood	he	said	to	his	followers:		“You	wait	here,	I’ll
manage	the	giants	by	myself”;	and	he	went	on	into	the	wood,	casting	his	sharp
little	eyes	right	and	left	about	him.		After	a	while	he	spied	the	two	giants	lying
asleep	under	a	tree,	and	snoring	till	the	very	boughs	bent	with	the	breeze.		The
little	tailor	lost	no	time	in	filling	his	wallet	with	stones,	and	then	climbed	up	the
tree	 under	which	 they	 lay.	 	When	 he	 got	 to	 about	 the	middle	 of	 it	 he	 slipped
along	a	branch	till	he	sat	just	above	the	sleepers,	when	he	threw	down	one	stone
after	the	other	on	the	nearest	giant.		The	giant	felt	nothing	for	a	long	time,	but	at
last	 he	woke	 up,	 and	 pinching	 his	 companion	 said:	 	 “What	 did	 you	 strike	me
for?”	“I	didn’t	strike	you,”	said	the	other,	“you	must	be	dreaming.”		They	both
lay	down	to	sleep	again,	and	the	tailor	threw	down	a	stone	on	the	second	giant,
who	sprang	up	and	cried:	 	“What’s	that	for?		Why	did	you	throw	something	at
me?”	“I	didn’t	throw	anything,”	growled	the	first	one.		They	wrangled	on	for	a
time,	till,	as	both	were	tired,	they	made	up	the	matter	and	fell	asleep	again.		The
little	tailor	began	his	game	once	more,	and	flung	the	largest	stone	he	could	find
in	his	wallet	with	all	his	force,	and	hit	the	first	giant	on	the	chest.		“This	is	too



much	of	a	good	thing!”	he	yelled,	and	springing	up	like	a	madman,	he	knocked
his	companion	against	the	tree	till	he	trembled.		He	gave,	however,	as	good	as	he
got,	and	they	became	so	enraged	that	they	tore	up	trees	and	beat	each	other	with
them,	till	they	both	fell	dead	at	once	on	the	ground.		Then	the	little	tailor	jumped
down.		“It’s	a	mercy,”	he	said,	“that	they	didn’t	root	up	the	tree	on	which	I	was
perched,	 or	 I	 should	 have	 had	 to	 jump	 like	 a	 squirrel	 on	 to	 another,	 which,
nimble	though	I	am,	would	have	been	no	easy	job.”		He	drew	his	sword	and	gave
each	of	 the	giants	a	very	fine	 thrust	or	 two	on	the	breast,	and	then	went	 to	 the
horsemen	and	said:		“The	deed	is	done,	I’ve	put	an	end	to	the	two	of	them;	but	I
assure	you	it	has	been	no	easy	matter,	for	they	even	tore	up	trees	in	their	struggle
to	defend	themselves;	but	all	that’s	of	no	use	against	one	who	slays	seven	men	at
a	blow.”		“Weren’t	you	wounded?”	asked	the	horsemen.
“No	fear,”	answered	the	tailor;	“they	haven’t	touched	a	hair	of	my	head.”		But

the	horsemen	wouldn’t	believe	him	 till	 they	 rode	 into	 the	wood	and	 found	 the
giants	weltering	in	their	blood,	and	the	trees	lying	around,	torn	up	by	the	roots.
The	 little	 tailor	 now	 demanded	 the	 promised	 reward	 from	 the	King,	 but	 he

repented	his	promise,	and	pondered	once	more	how	he	could	rid	himself	of	the
hero.	 	 “Before	you	obtain	 the	hand	of	my	daughter	and	half	my	kingdom,”	he
said	 to	 him,	 “you	must	 do	 another	 deed	 of	 valor.	 	A	unicorn	 is	 running	 about
loose	in	the	wood,	and	doing	much	mischief;	you	must	first	catch	it.”		“I’m	even
less	afraid	of	one	unicorn	than	of	two	giants;	seven	at	a	blow,	that’s	my	motto.”	
He	took	a	piece	of	cord	and	an	axe	with	him,	went	out	to	the	wood,	and	again
told	the	men	who	had	been	sent	with	him	to	remain	outside.		He	hadn’t	to	search
long,	 for	 the	 unicorn	 soon	 passed	 by,	 and,	 on	 perceiving	 the	 tailor,	 dashed
straight	 at	 him	 as	 though	 it	 were	 going	 to	 spike	 him	 on	 the	 spot.	 	 “Gently,
gently,”	 said	 he,	 “not	 so	 fast,	my	 friend”;	 and	 standing	 still	 he	waited	 till	 the
beast	was	quite	near,	when	he	sprang	lightly	behind	a	tree;	the	unicorn	ran	with
all	its	force	against	the	tree,	and	rammed	its	horn	so	firmly	into	the	trunk	that	it
had	 no	 strength	 left	 to	 pull	 it	 out	 again,	 and	 was	 thus	 successfully	 captured.	
“Now	 I’ve	 caught	my	 bird,”	 said	 the	 tailor,	 and	 he	 came	 out	 from	behind	 the
tree,	placed	the	cord	round	its	neck	first,	then	struck	the	horn	out	of	the	tree	with
his	axe,	and	when	everything	was	in	order	led	the	beast	before	the	King.
Still	the	King	didn’t	want	to	give	him	the	promised	reward	and	made	a	third

demand.	 	 The	 tailor	was	 to	 catch	 a	wild	 boar	 for	 him	 that	 did	 a	 great	 deal	 of
harm	 in	 the	wood;	and	he	might	have	 the	huntsmen	 to	help	him.	 	 “Willingly,”
said	the	tailor;	“that’s	mere	child’s	play.”		But	he	didn’t	take	the	huntsmen	into
the	wood	with	him,	and	they	were	well	enough	pleased	to	remain	behind,	for	the
wild	boar	had	often	received	them	in	a	manner	which	did	not	make	them	desire
its	 further	acquaintance.	 	As	soon	as	 the	boar	perceived	 the	 tailor	 it	 ran	at	him



with	foaming	mouth	and	gleaming	teeth,	and	tried	to	knock	him	down;	but	our
alert	 little	 friend	 ran	 into	 a	 chapel	 that	 stood	 near,	 and	 got	 out	 of	 the	window
again	with	a	jump.		The	boar	pursued	him	into	the	church,	but	the	tailor	skipped
round	to	the	door,	and	closed	it	securely.		So	the	raging	beast	was	caught,	for	it
was	 far	 too	heavy	and	unwieldy	 to	 spring	out	of	 the	window.	 	The	 little	 tailor
summoned	 the	 huntsmen	 together,	 that	 they	might	 see	 the	 prisoner	 with	 their
own	 eyes.	 	 Then	 the	 hero	 betook	 himself	 to	 the	King,	who	was	 obliged	 now,
whether	he	liked	it	or	not,	to	keep	his	promise,	and	hand	him	over	his	daughter
and	half	his	kingdom.		Had	he	known	that	no	hero-warrior,	but	only	a	little	tailor
stood	before	him,	 it	would	have	gone	even	more	 to	his	heart.	 	So	 the	wedding
was	celebrated	with	much	splendor	and	little	joy,	and	the	tailor	became	a	king.
After	a	time	the	Queen	heard	her	husband	saying	one	night	in	his	sleep:		“My

lad,	make	that	waistcoat	and	patch	these	 trousers,	or	I’ll	box	your	ears.”	 	Thus
she	learned	in	what	rank	the	young	gentleman	had	been	born,	and	next	day	she
poured	forth	her	woes	to	her	father,	and	begged	him	to	help	her	 to	get	rid	of	a
husband	who	was	nothing	more	nor	less	than	a	tailor.		The	King	comforted	her,
and	 said:	 	 “Leave	 your	 bedroom	 door	 open	 to-night,	 my	 servants	 shall	 stand
outside,	and	when	your	husband	is	fast	asleep	they	shall	enter,	bind	him	fast,	and
carry	 him	 on	 to	 a	 ship,	which	 shall	 sail	 away	 out	 into	 the	wide	 ocean.”	 	 The
Queen	was	well	satisfied	with	the	idea,	but	the	armor-bearer,	who	had	overheard
everything,	being	much	attached	to	his	young	master,	went	straight	 to	him	and
revealed	 the	whole	plot.	 	“I’ll	soon	put	a	stop	 to	 the	business,”	said	 the	 tailor.	
That	night	he	and	his	wife	went	to	bed	at	the	usual	time;	and	when	she	thought
he	had	fallen	asleep	she	got	up,	opened	the	door,	and	then	lay	down	again.		The
little	 tailor,	who	 had	 only	 pretended	 to	 be	 asleep,	 began	 to	 call	 out	 in	 a	 clear
voice:	 	“My	lad,	make	that	waistcoat	and	patch	those	trousers,	or	I’ll	box	your
ears.		I	have	killed	seven	at	a	blow,	slain	two	giants,	led	a	unicorn	captive,	and
caught	a	wild	boar,	 then	why	should	 I	be	afraid	of	 those	men	standing	outside
my	 door?”	 The	men,	 when	 they	 heard	 the	 tailor	 saying	 these	 words,	 were	 so
terrified	that	they	fled	as	if	pursued	by	a	wild	army,	and	didn’t	dare	go	near	him
again.		So	the	little	tailor	was	and	remained	a	king	all	the	days	of	his	life.



A	Voyage	to	Lilliput

I

My	 father	 had	 a	 small	 estate	 in	 Nottinghamshire,	 and	 I	 was	 the	 third	 of	 four
sons.	He	 sent	me	 to	Cambridge	 at	 fourteen	years	old,	 and	 after	 studying	 there
three	years	I	was	bound	apprentice	 to	Mr.	Bates,	a	famous	surgeon	in	London.
There,	as	my	father	now	and	then	sent	me	small	sums	of	money,	I	spent	them	in
learning	 navigation,	 and	 other	 arts	 useful	 to	 those	 who	 travel,	 as	 I	 always
believed	it	would	be	some	time	or	other	my	fortune	to	do.
Three	years	after	my	leaving	him	my	good	master,	Mr.	Bates,	recommended

me	as	ship’s	surgeon	to	the	“Swallow,”	on	which	I	voyaged	three	years.	When	I
came	back	I	settled	in	London,	and,	having	taken	part	of	a	small	house,	I	married
Miss	Mary	Burton,	daughter	of	Mr.	Edmund	Burton,	hosier.
But	my	good	master	Bates	died	two	years	after;	and	as	I	had	few	friends	my

business	 began	 to	 fail,	 and	 I	 determined	 to	 go	 again	 to	 sea.	 After	 several
voyages,	 I	 accepted	 an	 offer	 from	 Captain	 W.	 Pritchard,	 master	 of	 the
“Antelope,”	 who	 was	 making	 a	 voyage	 to	 the	 South	 Sea.	 We	 set	 sail	 from
Bristol,	May	4,	1699;	and	our	voyage	at	first	was	very	prosperous.
But	in	our	passage	to	the	East	Indies	we	were	driven	by	a	violent	storm	to	the

north-west	of	Van	Diemen’s	Land.	Twelve	of	our	crew	died	from	hard	labor	and
bad	food,	and	the	rest	were	in	a	very	weak	condition.	On	the	5th	of	November,
the	weather	being	very	hazy,	 the	 seamen	 spied	 a	 rock	within	120	yards	of	 the
ship;	 but	 the	 wind	 was	 so	 strong	 that	 we	 were	 driven	 straight	 upon	 it,	 and
immediately	split.	Six	of	the	crew,	of	whom	I	was	one,	letting	down	the	boat,	got
clear	 of	 the	 ship,	 and	 we	 rowed	 about	 three	 leagues,	 till	 we	 could	 work	 no
longer.	We	therefore	 trusted	ourselves	 to	 the	mercy	of	 the	waves;	and	 in	about
half	 an	 hour	 the	 boat	 was	 upset	 by	 a	 sudden	 squall.	 What	 became	 of	 my
companions	 in	 the	 boat,	 or	 those	who	 escaped	 on	 the	 rock	 or	were	 left	 in	 the
vessel,	 I	cannot	 tell;	but	 I	conclude	 they	were	all	 lost.	For	my	part,	 I	 swam	as
fortune	directed	me,	and	was	pushed	forward	by	wind	and	tide;	but	when	I	was
able	 to	 struggle	 no	 longer	 I	 found	 myself	 within	 my	 depth.	 By	 this	 time	 the
storm	was	much	abated.	 I	 reached	 the	 shore	 at	 last,	 about	 eight	o’clock	 in	 the
evening,	and	advanced	nearly	half	a	mile	inland,	but	could	not	discover	any	sign
of	 inhabitants.	 I	was	extremely	 tired,	and	with	 the	heat	of	 the	weather	 I	 found
myself	much	 inclined	 to	 sleep.	 I	 lay	down	on	 the	grass,	which	was	very	 short
and	soft,	and	slept	sounder	than	ever	I	did	in	my	life	for	about	nine	hours.	When
I	woke,	it	was	just	daylight.	I	attempted	to	rise,	but	could	not;	for	as	I	happened



to	be	lying	on	my	back,	I	found	my	arms	and	legs	were	fastened	on	each	side	to
the	 ground;	 and	 my	 hair,	 which	 was	 long	 and	 thick,	 tied	 down	 in	 the	 same
manner.	I	could	only	look	upward.	The	sun	began	to	grow	hot,	and	the	light	hurt
my	eyes.	 I	heard	a	confused	noise	about	me,	but	 could	 see	nothing	except	 the
sky.	 In	 a	 little	 time	 I	 felt	 something	 alive	 and	moving	 on	my	 left	 leg,	which,
advancing	gently	over	my	breast,	came	almost	up	to	my	chin,	when,	bending	my
eyes	downward,	I	perceived	it	to	be	a	human	creature,	not	six	inches	high,	with	a
bow	and	arrow	in	his	hands,	and	a	quiver	at	his	back.	In	the	meantime	I	felt	at
least	forty	more	following	the	first.	I	was	in	the	utmost	astonishment,	and	roared
so	loud	that	 they	all	ran	back	in	a	fright;	and	some	of	them	were	hurt	with	the
falls	 they	got	by	 leaping	 from	my	 sides	upon	 the	ground.	However,	 they	 soon
returned,	and	one	of	them,	who	ventured	so	far	as	to	get	a	full	sight	of	my	face,
lifted	up	his	hands	in	admiration.	I	lay	all	this	while	in	great	uneasiness;	but	at
length,	struggling	to	get	loose,	I	succeeded	in	breaking	the	strings	that	fastened
my	left	arm	to	the	ground;	and	at	the	same	time,	with	a	violent	pull	that	gave	me
extreme	pain,	I	a	little	loosened	the	strings	that	tied	down	my	hair,	so	that	I	was
just	able	 to	 turn	my	head	about	 two	 inches.	But	 the	creatures	 ran	off	a	 second
time	 before	 I	 could	 seize	 them,	whereupon	 there	was	 a	 great	 shout,	 and	 in	 an
instant	I	felt	above	a	hundred	arrows	discharged	on	my	left	hand,	which	pricked
me	 like	 so	 many	 needles.	 Moreover,	 they	 shot	 another	 flight	 into	 the	 air,	 of
which	 some	 fell	 on	my	 face,	which	 I	 immediately	 covered	with	my	 left	 hand.
When	this	shower	of	arrows	was	over	I	groaned	with	grief	and	pain,	and	 then,
striving	again	to	get	 loose,	 they	discharged	another	flight	of	arrows	larger	 than
the	first,	and	some	of	them	tried	to	stab	me	with	their	spears;	but	by	good	luck	I
had	on	 a	 leather	 jacket,	which	 they	 could	not	pierce.	By	 this	 time	 I	 thought	 it
most	prudent	to	lie	still	till	night,	when,	my	left	hand	being	already	loose,	I	could
easily	free	myself;	and	as	for	the	inhabitants,	I	thought	I	might	be	a	match	for	the
greatest	 army	 they	could	bring	against	me	 if	 they	were	all	of	 the	 same	size	as
him	I	saw.	When	the	people	observed	that	I	was	quiet	they	discharged	no	more
arrows,	 but	 by	 the	 noise	 I	 heard	 I	 knew	 that	 their	 number	was	 increased;	 and
about	 four	 yards	 from	me,	 for	more	 than	 an	 hour,	 there	was	 a	 knocking,	 like
people	at	work.	Then,	turning	my	head	that	way	as	well	as	the	pegs	and	strings
would	let	me,	I	saw	a	stage	set	up,	about	a	foot	and	a	half	from	the	ground,	with
two	or	 three	 ladders	 to	mount	 it.	From	 this,	one	of	 them,	who	 seemed	 to	be	a
person	 of	 quality,	made	me	 a	 long	 speech,	 of	which	 I	 could	 not	 understand	 a
word,	though	I	could	tell	from	his	manner	that	he	sometimes	threatened	me,	and
sometimes	 spoke	with	 pity	 and	 kindness.	 I	 answered	 in	 few	words,	 but	 in	 the
most	 submissive	manner;	 and,	being	almost	 famished	with	hunger,	 I	 could	not
help	 showing	my	 impatience	by	putting	my	 finger	 frequently	 to	my	mouth,	 to



signify	 that	 I	wanted	food.	He	understood	me	very	well,	and,	descending	from
the	 stage,	 commanded	 that	 several	 ladders	 should	 be	 set	 against	my	 sides,	 on
which	more	than	a	hundred	of	the	inhabitants	mounted,	and	walked	toward	my
mouth	with	baskets	full	of	food,	which	had	been	sent	by	the	King’s	orders	when
he	 first	 received	 tidings	of	me.	There	were	 legs	and	 shoulders	 like	mutton	but
smaller	than	the	wings	of	a	lark.	I	ate	them	two	or	three	at	a	mouthful,	and	took
three	loaves	at	a	time.	They	supplied	me	as	fast	as	they	could,	with	a	thousand
marks	of	wonder	at	my	appetite.	I	then	made	a	sign	that	I	wanted	something	to
drink.	 They	 guessed	 that	 a	 small	 quantity	would	 not	 suffice	me,	 and,	 being	 a
most	ingenious	people,	they	slung	up	one	of	their	largest	hogsheads,	then	rolled
it	toward	my	hand,	and	beat	out	the	top.	I	drank	it	off	at	a	draught,	which	I	might
well	 do,	 for	 it	 did	 not	 hold	 half	 a	 pint.	 They	 brought	me	 a	 second	 hogshead,
which	I	drank,	and	made	signs	for	more;	but	they	had	none	to	give	me.	However,
I	could	not	wonder	enough	at	the	daring	of	these	tiny	mortals,	who	ventured	to
mount	 and	 walk	 upon	 my	 body,	 while	 one	 of	 my	 hands	 was	 free,	 without
trembling	at	the	very	sight	of	so	huge	a	creature	as	I	must	have	seemed	to	them.
After	 some	 time	 there	 appeared	 before	 me	 a	 person	 of	 high	 rank	 from	 his
Imperial	Majesty.	His	Excellency,	having	mounted	my	right	leg,	advanced	to	my
face,	 with	 about	 a	 dozen	 of	 his	 retinue,	 and	 spoke	 about	 ten	 minutes,	 often
pointing	forward,	which,	as	I	afterward	found,	was	toward	the	capital	city,	about
half	a	mile	distant,	whither	 it	was	commanded	by	his	Majesty	 that	 I	should	be
conveyed.	I	made	a	sign	with	my	hand	that	was	loose,	putting	it	to	the	other	(but
over	his	Excellency’s	head,	for	fear	of	hurting	him	or	his	 train),	 to	show	that	I
desired	my	liberty.	He	seemed	to	understand	me	well	enough,	for	he	shook	his
head,	 though	he	made	other	 signs	 to	 let	me	know	 that	 I	 should	have	meat	and
drink	enough,	and	very	good	treatment.	Then	I	once	more	thought	of	attempting
to	escape;	but	when	I	felt	the	smart	of	their	arrows	on	my	face	and	hands,	which
were	 all	 in	 blisters	 and	 observed	 likewise	 that	 the	 number	 of	 my	 enemies
increased,	I	gave	tokens	to	let	them	know	that	they	might	do	with	me	what	they
pleased.	Then	they	daubed	my	face	and	hands	with	a	sweet-smelling	ointment,
which	 in	 a	 few	minutes	 removed	all	 the	 smarts	of	 the	 arrows.	The	 relief	 from
pain	and	hunger	made	me	drowsy,	and	presently	I	fell	asleep.	I	slept	about	eight
hours,	as	I	was	told	afterward;	and	it	was	no	wonder,	for	the	physicians,	by	the
Emperor’s	orders,	had	mingled	a	sleeping	draught	in	the	hogsheads	of	wine.
It	seems	that,	when	I	was	discovered	sleeping	on	the	ground	after	my	landing,

the	Emperor	had	early	notice	of	 it,	 and	determined	 that	 I	 should	be	 tied	 in	 the
manner	I	have	related	(which	was	done	in	the	night,	while	I	slept),	that	plenty	of
meat	and	drink	 should	be	 sent	me,	 and	a	machine	prepared	 to	carry	me	 to	 the
capital	city.	Five	hundred	carpenters	and	engineers	were	immediately	set	to	work



to	 prepare	 the	 engine.	 It	 was	 a	 frame	 of	 wood,	 raised	 three	 inches	 from	 the
ground,	about	seven	feet	 long	and	four	wide,	moving	upon	twenty-two	wheels.
But	 the	 difficulty	 was	 to	 place	 me	 on	 it.	 Eighty	 poles	 were	 erected	 for	 this
purpose,	 and	 very	 strong	 cords	 fastened	 to	 bandages	which	 the	workmen	 had
tied	round	my	neck,	hands,	body,	and	 legs.	Nine	hundred	of	 the	strongest	men
were	employed	to	draw	up	these	cords	by	pulleys	fastened	on	the	poles,	and	in
less	than	three	hours	I	was	raised	and	slung	into	the	engine,	and	there	tied	fast.
Fifteen	hundred	of	 the	Emperor’s	 largest	 horses,	 each	 about	 four	 inches	 and	 a
half	high,	were	then	employed	to	draw	me	toward	the	capital.	But	while	all	this
was	done	I	still	 lay	in	a	deep	sleep,	and	I	did	not	wake	till	four	hours	after	we
began	our	journey.
The	 Emperor	 and	 all	 his	 Court	 came	 out	 to	 meet	 us	 when	 we	 reached	 the

capital;	but	his	great	officials	would	not	suffer	his	Majesty	to	risk	his	person	by
mounting	on	my	body.	Where	the	carriage	stopped	there	stood	an	ancient	temple,
supposed	to	be	the	largest	in	the	whole	kingdom,	and	here	it	was	determined	that
I	 should	 lodge.	 Near	 the	 great	 gate,	 through	which	 I	 could	 easily	 creep,	 they
fixed	 ninety-one	 chains,	 like	 those	which	 hang	 to	 a	 lady’s	watch,	which	were
locked	to	my	left	 leg	with	 thirty-six	padlocks;	and	when	the	workmen	found	it
was	 impossible	 for	me	 to	 break	 loose,	 they	 cut	 all	 the	 strings	 that	 bound	me.
Then	I	rose	up,	feeling	as	melancholy	as	ever	I	did	in	my	life.	But	the	noise	and
astonishment	of	the	people	on	seeing	me	rise	and	walk	were	inexpressible.	The
chains	 that	held	my	 left	 leg	were	about	 two	yards	 long,	and	gave	me	not	only
freedom	to	walk	backward	and	forward	in	a	semicircle,	but	to	creep	in	and	lie	at
full	 length	 inside	 the	 temple.	The	Emperor,	 advancing	 toward	me	 from	among
his	 courtiers,	 all	most	magnificently	 clad,	 surveyed	me	with	 great	 admiration,
but	kept	beyond	 the	 length	of	my	chain.	He	was	 taller	by	about	 the	breadth	of
my	nail	 than	any	of	his	Court,	which	alone	was	enough	 to	 strike	awe	 into	 the
beholders,	 and	graceful	and	majestic.	The	better	 to	behold	him,	 I	 lay	down	on
my	 side,	 so	 that	 my	 face	 was	 level	 with	 his,	 and	 he	 stood	 three	 yards	 off.
However,	I	have	had	him	since	many	times	in	my	hand,	and	therefore	cannot	be
deceived.	His	dress	was	very	simple;	but	he	wore	a	light	helmet	of	gold,	adorned
with	jewels	and	a	plume.	He	held	his	sword	drawn	in	his	hand,	to	defend	himself
if	I	should	break	loose;	it	was	almost	three	inches	long,	and	the	hilt	was	of	gold,
enriched	 with	 diamonds.	 His	 voice	 was	 shrill,	 but	 very	 clear.	 His	 Imperial
Majesty	spoke	often	to	me,	and	I	answered;	but	neither	of	us	could	understand	a
word.



II

After	 about	 two	hours	 the	Court	 retired,	 and	 I	was	 left	with	 a	 strong	guard	 to
keep	 away	 the	 crowd,	 some	 of	 whom	 had	 had	 the	 impudence	 to	 shoot	 their
arrows	at	me	as	I	sat	by	the	door	of	my	house.	 	But	 the	colonel	ordered	six	of
them	to	be	seized	and	delivered	bound	into	my	hands.		I	put	five	of	them	into	my
coat	pocket;	and	as	to	the	sixth,	I	made	a	face	as	if	I	would	eat	him	alive.		The
poor	 man	 screamed	 terribly,	 and	 the	 colonel	 and	 his	 officers	 were	 much
distressed,	especially	when	 they	saw	me	 take	out	my	penknife.	 	But	 I	soon	set
them	at	ease,	for,	cutting	the	strings	he	was	bound	with,	I	put	him	gently	on	the
ground,	and	away	he	ran.		I	treated	the	rest	in	the	same	manner,	taking	them	one
by	 one	 out	 of	 my	 pocket;	 and	 I	 saw	 that	 both	 the	 soldiers	 and	 people	 were
delighted	at	this	mark	of	my	kindness.
Toward	 night	 I	 got	with	 some	 difficulty	 into	my	 house,	where	 I	 lay	 on	 the

ground,	as	I	had	to	do	for	a	fortnight,	till	a	bed	was	prepared	for	me	out	of	six
hundred	beds	of	the	ordinary	measure.
Six	hundred	servants	were	appointed	me,	and	three	hundred	tailors	made	me	a

suit	of	clothes.		Moreover,	six	of	his	Majesty’s	greatest	scholars	were	employed
to	 teach	me	 their	 language,	so	 that	soon	I	was	able	 to	converse	after	a	 fashion
with	 the	 Emperor,	 who	 often	 honored	 me	 with	 his	 visits.	 	 The	 first	 words	 I
learned	were	to	desire	that	he	would	please	to	give	me	my	liberty,	which	I	every
day	repeated	on	my	knees;	but	he	answered	that	this	must	be	a	work	of	time,	and
that	first	I	must	swear	a	peace	with	him	and	his	kingdom.		He	told	me	also	that
by	the	laws	of	the	nation	I	must	be	searched	by	two	of	his	officers,	and	that	as
this	 could	 not	 be	 done	 without	 my	 help,	 he	 trusted	 them	 in	 my	 hands,	 and
whatever	they	took	from	me	should	be	returned	when	I	left	the	country.		I	took
up	 the	 two	 officers,	 and	 put	 them	 into	 my	 coat	 pockets.	 	 These	 gentlemen,
having	 pen,	 ink,	 and	 paper	 about	 them,	made	 an	 exact	 list	 of	 everything	 they
saw,	which	I	afterward	translated	into	English,	and	which	ran	as	follows:	
“In	the	right	coat	pocket	of	the	great	Man-Mountain	we	found	only	one	great

piece	of	coarse	cloth,	 large	enough	 to	cover	 the	carpet	of	your	Majesty’s	chief
room	of	state.		In	the	left	pocket	we	saw	a	huge	silver	chest,	with	a	silver	cover,
which	we	 could	 not	 lift.	 	We	 desired	 that	 it	 should	 be	 opened,	 and	 one	 of	 us
stepping	into	it	found	himself	up	to	the	mid-leg	in	a	sort	of	dust,	some	of	which
flying	 into	our	 faces	 sent	us	both	 into	a	 fit	of	 sneezing.	 	 In	his	 right	waistcoat
pocket	we	 found	 a	 number	 of	white	 thin	 substances,	 folded	 one	 over	 another,
about	 the	 size	 of	 three	men,	 tied	with	 a	 strong	 cable,	 and	marked	with	 black
figures,	which	we	humbly	conceive	to	be	writings.		In	the	left	there	was	a	sort	of



engine,	 from	 the	 back	 of	 which	 extended	 twenty	 long	 poles,	 with	 which,	 we
conjecture,	 the	Man-Mountain	 combs	 his	 head.	 	 In	 the	 smaller	 pocket	 on	 the
right	 side	 were	 several	 round	 flat	 pieces	 of	 white	 and	 red	 metal,	 of	 different
sizes.		Some	of	the	white,	which	appeared	to	be	silver,	were	so	large	and	heavy
that	my	comrade	and	I	could	hardly	lift	them.		From	another	pocket	hung	a	huge
silver	chain,	with	a	wonderful	kind	of	engine	fastened	 to	 it,	a	globe	half	silver
and	half	of	 some	 transparent	metal;	 for	on	 the	 transparent	 side	we	saw	certain
strange	 figures,	 and	 thought	 we	 could	 touch	 them	 till	 we	 found	 our	 fingers
stopped	by	 the	shining	substance.	 	This	engine	made	an	 incessant	noise,	 like	a
water-mill,	and	we	conjecture	 it	 is	either	some	unknown	animal,	or	 the	god	he
worships,	 but	 probably	 the	 latter,	 for	 he	 told	 us	 that	 he	 seldom	 did	 anything
without	consulting	it.
“This	 is	 a	 list	 of	what	we	 found	about	 the	body	of	 the	Man-Mountain,	who

treated	us	with	great	civility.”
I	 had	 one	 private	 pocket	 which	 escaped	 their	 search,	 containing	 a	 pair	 of

spectacles	 and	 a	 small	 spy-glass,	 which,	 being	 of	 no	 consequence	 to	 the
Emperor,	I	did	not	think	myself	bound	in	honor	to	discover.



III

My	gentleness	and	good	behavior	gained	so	far	on	the	Emperor	and	his	Court,
and,	indeed,	on	the	people	in	general,	that	I	began	to	have	hopes	of	getting	my
liberty	in	a	short	time.		The	natives	came	by	degrees	to	be	less	fearful	of	danger
from	me.		I	would	sometimes	lie	down	and	let	five	or	six	of	them	dance	on	my
hand;	and	at	last	the	boys	and	girls	ventured	to	come	and	play	at	hide-and-seek
in	my	hair.
The	horses	of	 the	 army	and	of	 the	 royal	 stables	were	no	 longer	 shy,	 having

been	 daily	 led	 before	 me;	 and	 one	 of	 the	 Emperor’s	 huntsmen,	 on	 a	 large
courser,	 took	 my	 foot,	 shoe	 and	 all,	 which	 was	 indeed	 a	 prodigious	 leap.	 	 I
amused	the	Emperor	one	day	in	a	very	extraordinary	manner.		I	took	nine	sticks,
and	fixed	them	firmly	in	the	ground	in	a	square.		Then	I	took	four	other	sticks,
and	tied	them	parallel	at	each	corner,	about	two	feet	from	the	ground.		I	fastened
my	handkerchief	to	the	nine	sticks	that	stood	erect,	and	extended	it	on	all	sides
till	it	was	as	tight	as	the	top	of	a	drum;	and	I	desired	the	Emperor	to	let	a	troop	of
his	best	horse,	 twenty-four	 in	number,	come	and	exercise	upon	 this	plain.	 	His
majesty	 approved	 of	 the	 proposal,	 and	 I	 took	 them	 up	 one	 by	 one,	 with	 the
proper	officers	to	exercise	them.		As	soon	as	they	got	into	order	they	divided	into
two	parties,	discharged	blunt	arrows,	drew	their	swords,	fled	and	pursued,	and,
in	 short,	 showed	 the	best	military	discipline	 I	 ever	beheld.	 	The	parallel	 sticks
secured	them	and	their	horses	from	falling	off	the	stage,	and	the	Emperor	was	so
much	delighted	 that	 he	ordered	 this	 entertainment	 to	be	 repeated	 several	 days,
and	 persuaded	 the	Empress	 herself	 to	 let	me	 hold	 her	 in	 her	 chair	within	 two
yards	of	the	stage,	whence	she	could	view	the	whole	performance.		Fortunately
no	accident	happened,	only	once	 a	 fiery	horse,	pawing	with	his	hoof,	 struck	a
hole	 in	 my	 handkerchief,	 and	 overthrew	 his	 rider	 and	 himself.	 	 But	 I
immediately	relieved	them	both,	and	covering	the	hole	with	one	hand,	I	set	down
the	troop	with	the	other	as	I	had	taken	them	up.		The	horse	that	fell	was	strained
in	 the	 shoulder;	 but	 the	 rider	was	 not	 hurt,	 and	 I	 repaired	my	handkerchief	 as
well	as	I	could.		However,	I	would	not	trust	to	the	strength	of	it	any	more	in	such
dangerous	enterprises.
I	 had	 sent	 so	 many	 petitions	 for	 my	 liberty	 that	 his	 Majesty	 at	 length

mentioned	 the	matter	 in	 a	 full	 council,	 where	 it	 was	 opposed	 by	 none	 except
Skyresh	 Bolgolam,	 admiral	 of	 the	 realm,	 who	 was	 pleased	 without	 any
provocation	 to	be	my	mortal	enemy.	 	However,	he	agreed	at	 length,	 though	he
succeeded	in	himself	drawing	up	the	conditions	on	which	I	should	be	set	free.	
After	 they	were	 read	 I	was	 requested	 to	 swear	 to	perform	 them	 in	 the	method



prescribed	by	their	laws,	which	was	to	hold	my	right	foot	in	my	left	hand,	and	to
place	 the	 middle	 finger	 of	 my	 right	 hand	 on	 the	 crown	 of	 my	 head,	 and	 my
thumb	 on	 the	 top	 of	 my	 right	 ear.	 	 But	 I	 have	 made	 a	 translation	 of	 the
conditions,	which	I	here	offer	to	the	public:	
“Golbaste	Mamarem	Evlame	Gurdile	 Shefin	Mully	Ully	Gue,	Most	Mighty

Emperor	of	Lilliput,	delight	and	terror	of	the	universe,	whose	dominions	extend
to	the	ends	of	 the	globe,	monarch	of	all	monarchs,	 taller	 than	the	sons	of	men,
whose	feet	press	down	to	the	center,	and	whose	head	strikes	against	the	sun,	at
whose	 nod	 the	 princes	 of	 the	 earth	 shake	 their	 knees,	 pleasant	 as	 the	 spring,
comfortable	 as	 the	 summer,	 fruitful	 as	 autumn,	 dreadful	 as	winter:	 	 His	Most
Sublime	Majesty	proposeth	to	the	Man-Mountain,	lately	arrived	at	our	celestial
dominions,	the	following	articles,	which	by	a	solemn	oath	he	shall	be	obliged	to
perform:	
“First.	 	The	Man-Mountain	shall	not	depart	 from	our	dominions	without	our

license	under	the	great	seal.
“Second.	 	 He	 shall	 not	 presume	 to	 come	 into	 our	 metropolis	 without	 our

express	 order,	 at	which	 time	 the	 inhabitants	 shall	 have	 two	 hours’	warning	 to
keep	within	doors.
“Third.		The	said	Man-Mountain	shall	confine	his	walks	to	our	principal	high

roads,	and	not	offer	to	walk	or	lie	down	in	a	meadow	or	field	of	corn.
“Fourth.	 	 As	 he	 walks	 the	 said	 roads	 he	 shall	 take	 the	 utmost	 care	 not	 to

trample	upon	the	bodies	of	any	of	our	loving	subjects,	their	horses	or	carriages,
nor	take	any	of	our	subjects	into	his	hands	without	their	own	consent.
“Fifth.		If	an	express	requires	extraordinary	speed	the	Man-Mountain	shall	be

obliged	to	carry	in	his	pocket	the	messenger	and	horse	a	six	days’	journey,	and
return	the	said	messenger	(if	so	required)	safe	to	our	imperial	presence.
“Sixth.		He	shall	be	our	ally	against	our	enemies	in	the	island	of	Blefuscu,	and

do	his	utmost	to	destroy	their	fleet,	which	is	now	preparing	to	invade	us.
“Lastly.		Upon	his	solemn	oath	to	observe	all	the	above	articles,	the	said	Man-

Mountain	 shall	 have	 a	 daily	 allowance	 of	 meat	 and	 drink	 sufficient	 for	 the
support	of	1,724	of	our	subjects,	with	free	access	to	our	royal	person,	and	other
marks	of	 our	 favor.	 	Given	 at	 our	palace	 at	Belfaburac,	 the	 twelfth	day	of	 the
ninety-first	moon	of	our	reign.”
I	swore	 to	 these	articles	with	great	cheerfulness,	whereupon	my	chains	were

immediately	unlocked,	and	I	was	at	full	liberty.
One	morning,	 about	 a	 fortnight	 after	 I	 had	obtained	my	 freedom,	Reldresal,

the	Emperor’s	secretary	for	private	affairs,	came	to	my	house,	attended	only	by
one	servant.		He	ordered	his	coach	to	wait	at	a	distance,	and	desired	that	I	would
give	 him	 an	 hour’s	 audience.	 	 I	 offered	 to	 lie	 down	 that	 he	 might	 the	 more



conveniently	reach	my	ear;	but	he	chose	rather	 to	 let	me	hold	him	in	my	hand
during	 our	 conversation.	 	 He	 began	 with	 compliments	 on	 my	 liberty,	 but	 he
added	that,	save	for	the	present	state	of	things	at	Court,	perhaps	I	might	not	have
obtained	 it	 so	 soon.	 	 “For,”	 he	 said,	 “however	 flourishing	 we	 may	 seem	 to
foreigners,	we	are	in	danger	of	an	invasion	from	the	island	of	Blefuscu,	which	is
the	other	great	empire	of	the	universe,	almost	as	large	and	as	powerful	as	this	of
his	 Majesty.	 	 For	 as	 to	 what	 we	 have	 heard	 you	 say,	 that	 there	 are	 other
kingdoms	 in	 the	world,	 inhabited	by	human	creatures	 as	 large	as	yourself,	 our
philosophers	are	very	doubtful,	and	rather	conjecture	that	you	dropped	from	the
moon,	or	one	of	 the	 stars,	because	a	hundred	mortals	of	your	 size	would	 soon
destroy	all	the	fruit	and	cattle	of	his	Majesty’s	dominions.		Besides,	our	histories
of	 six	 thousand	 moons	 make	 no	 mention	 of	 any	 other	 regions	 than	 the	 two
mighty	empires	of	Lilliput	and	Blefuscu,	which,	as	I	was	going	to	tell	you,	are
engaged	 in	 a	most	 obstinate	war,	which	 began	 in	 the	 following	manner:	 	 It	 is
allowed	on	all	hands	that	the	primitive	way	of	breaking	eggs	was	upon	the	larger
end;	but	his	present	Majesty’s	grandfather,	while	he	was	a	boy,	going	to	eat	an
egg,	and	breaking	it	according	to	the	ancient	practice,	happened	to	cut	one	of	his
fingers.	 	Whereupon	 the	Emperor,	 his	 father,	made	 a	 law	 commanding	 all	 his
subjects	 to	break	 the	smaller	end	of	 their	eggs.	 	The	people	so	highly	resented
this	law	that	there	have	been	six	rebellions	raised	on	that	account,	wherein	one
emperor	lost	his	life,	and	another	his	crown.		It	is	calculated	that	eleven	hundred
persons	 have	 at	 different	 times	 suffered	 rather	 than	 break	 their	 eggs	 at	 the
smaller	 end.	 	 But	 these	 rebels,	 the	 Bigendians,	 have	 found	 so	 much
encouragement	 at	 the	Emperor	of	Blefuscu’s	Court,	 to	which	 they	 always	 fled
for	 refuge,	 that	 a	 bloody	war,	 as	 I	 said,	 has	 been	 carried	 on	 between	 the	 two
empires	 for	 six-and-thirty	moons;	 and	now	 the	Blefuscudians	have	 equipped	a
large	 fleet,	 and	 are	 preparing	 to	 descend	 upon	 us.	 	 Therefore	 his	 Imperial
Majesty,	placing	great	confidence	in	your	valor	and	strength,	has	commanded	me
to	set	the	case	before	you.”
I	desired	the	secretary	 to	present	my	humble	duty	to	 the	Emperor,	and	to	 let

him	 know	 that	 I	 was	 ready,	 at	 the	 risk	 of	 my	 life,	 to	 defend	 him	 against	 all
invaders.



IV

It	 was	 not	 long	 before	 I	 communicated	 to	 his	Majesty	 the	 plan	 I	 formed	 for
seizing	 the	 enemy’s	whole	 fleet.	 	 The	 Empire	 of	 Blefuscu	 is	 an	 island	 parted
from	Lilliput	only	by	a	channel	eight	hundred	yards	wide.		I	consulted	the	most
experienced	 seamen	on	 the	 depth	 of	 the	 channel,	 and	 they	 told	me	 that	 in	 the
middle,	 at	 high	 water,	 it	 was	 seventy	 glumguffs	 (about	 six	 feet	 of	 European
measure).		I	walked	toward	the	coast,	where,	lying	down	behind	a	hillock,	I	took
out	my	spy-glass,	and	viewed	the	enemy’s	fleet	at	anchor—	about	fifty	men-of-
war,	and	other	vessels.		I	then	came	back	to	my	house	and	gave	orders	for	a	great
quantity	of	the	strongest	cables	and	bars	of	iron.		The	cable	was	about	as	thick	as
packthread,	and	the	bars	of	the	length	and	size	of	a	knitting-needle.		I	trebled	the
cable	to	make	it	stronger,	and	for	the	same	reason	twisted	three	of	the	iron	bars
together,	bending	the	ends	into	a	hook.		Having	thus	fixed	fifty	hooks	to	as	many
cables,	 I	went	back	 to	 the	coast,	 and	 taking	off	my	coat,	 shoes,	 and	stockings,
walked	into	the	sea	in	my	leather	jacket	about	half	an	hour	before	high	water.		I
waded	with	what	haste	I	could,	swimming	in	the	middle	about	thirty	yards,	till	I
felt	ground,	and	 thus	arrived	at	 the	 fleet	 in	 less	 than	half	an	hour.	 	The	enemy
was	 so	 frightened	 when	 they	 saw	 me	 that	 they	 leaped	 out	 of	 their	 ships	 and
swam	 ashore,	 where	 there	 could	 not	 be	 fewer	 than	 thirty	 thousand.	 	 Then,
fastening	a	hook	to	the	hole	at	the	prow	of	each	ship,	I	tied	all	the	cords	together
at	the	end.		Meanwhile	the	enemy	discharged	several	thousand	arrows,	many	of
which	stuck	in	my	hands	and	face.	 	My	greatest	fear	was	for	my	eyes,	which	I
should	have	lost	if	I	had	not	suddenly	thought	of	the	pair	of	spectacles	which	had
escaped	the	Emperor’s	searchers.		These	I	took	out	and	fastened	upon	my	nose,
and	 thus	 armed	went	 on	with	my	work	 in	 spite	 of	 the	 arrows,	many	of	which
struck	 against	 the	 glasses	 of	my	 spectacles,	 but	 without	 any	 other	 effect	 than
slightly	disturbing	them.		Then,	taking	the	knot	in	my	hand,	I	began	to	pull;	but
not	 a	 ship	would	 stir,	 for	 they	were	 too	 fast	 held	 by	 their	 anchors.	 	 Thus	 the
boldest	part	of	my	enterprise	remained.		Letting	go	the	cord,	I	resolutely	cut	with
my	knife	the	cables	that	fastened	the	anchors,	receiving	more	than	two	hundred
shots	in	my	face	and	hands.		Then	I	took	up	again	the	knotted	end	of	the	cables
to	 which	my	 hooks	 were	 tied,	 and	 with	 great	 ease	 drew	 fifty	 of	 the	 enemy’s
largest	men-of-war	after	me.
When	the	Blefuscudians	saw	the	fleet	moving	in	order,	and	me	pulling	at	the

end,	they	set	up	a	scream	of	grief	and	despair	that	it	is	impossible	to	describe.	
When	I	had	got	out	of	danger	I	stopped	awhile	to	pick	out	the	arrows	that	stuck
in	my	hands	and	face,	and	rubbed	on	some	of	the	same	ointment	that	was	given



me	at	my	arrival.		I	then	took	off	my	spectacles,	and	after	waiting	about	an	hour,
till	the	tide	was	a	little	fallen,	I	waded	on	to	the	royal	port	of	Lilliput.
The	Emperor	and	his	whole	Court	stood	on	the	shore	awaiting	me.		They	saw

the	ships	move	forward	in	a	large	half-moon,	but	could	not	discern	me,	who,	in
the	 middle	 of	 the	 channel,	 was	 under	 water	 up	 to	 my	 neck.	 	 The	 Emperor
concluded	that	I	was	drowned,	and	that	the	enemy’s	fleet	was	approaching	in	a
hostile	manner.		But	he	was	soon	set	at	ease,	for,	the	channel	growing	shallower
every	step	I	made,	I	came	in	a	short	time	within	hearing,	and	holding	up	the	end
of	the	cable	by	which	the	fleet	was	fastened,	I	cried	in	a	loud	voice:		“Long	live
the	most	puissant	Emperor	of	Lilliput!”	The	Prince	received	me	at	my	 landing
with	all	possible	joy,	and	made	me	a	Nardal	on	the	spot,	which	is	the	highest	title
of	honor	among	them.
His	Majesty	desired	that	I	would	take	some	opportunity	to	bring	all	the	rest	of

his	 enemy’s	 ships	 into	 his	 ports,	 and	 seemed	 to	 think	 of	 nothing	 less	 than
conquering	 the	whole	Empire	 of	Blefuscu,	 and	 becoming	 the	 sole	monarch	 of
the	world.		But	I	plainly	protested	that	I	would	never	be	the	means	of	bringing	a
free	and	brave	people	into	slavery;	and	though	the	wisest	of	the	Ministers	were
of	my	opinion,	my	open	refusal	was	so	opposed	to	his	Majesty’s	ambition	that	he
could	never	forgive	me.		And	from	this	time	a	plot	began	between	himself	and
those	 of	 his	 Ministers	 who	 were	 my	 enemies,	 that	 nearly	 ended	 in	 my	 utter
destruction.
About	three	weeks	after	this	exploit	there	arrived	an	embassy	from	Blefuscu,

with	 humble	 offers	 of	 peace,	 which	 was	 soon	 concluded,	 on	 terms	 very
advantageous	to	our	Emperor.		There	were	six	ambassadors,	with	a	train	of	about
five	hundred	persons,	all	very	magnificent.		Having	been	privately	told	that	I	had
befriended	them,	they	made	me	a	visit,	and	paying	me	many	compliments	on	my
valor	and	generosity,	invited	me	to	their	kingdom	in	the	Emperor	their	master’s
name.	 	 I	asked	 them	 to	present	my	most	humble	 respects	 to	 the	Emperor	 their
master,	 whose	 royal	 person	 I	 resolved	 to	 attend	 before	 I	 returned	 to	my	 own
country.		Accordingly,	the	next	time	I	had	the	honor	to	see	our	Emperor	I	desired
his	general	permission	to	visit	 the	Blefuscudian	monarch.	 	This	he	granted	me,
but	in	a	very	cold	manner,	of	which	I	afterward	learned	the	reason.
When	I	was	just	preparing	to	pay	my	respects	to	the	Emperor	of	Blefuscu,	a

distinguished	person	at	Court,	to	whom	I	had	once	done	a	great	service,	came	to
my	 house	 very	 privately	 at	 night,	 and	 without	 sending	 his	 name	 desired
admission.		I	put	his	lordship	into	my	coat	pocket,	and,	giving	orders	to	a	trusty
servant	to	admit	no	one,	I	fastened	the	door,	placed	my	visitor	on	the	table,	and
sat	down	by	it.		His	lordship’s	face	was	full	of	trouble;	and	he	asked	me	to	hear
him	with	patience,	in	a	matter	that	highly	concerned	my	honor	and	my	life.



“You	 are	 aware,”	 he	 said,	 “that	 Skyresh	 Bolgolam	 has	 been	 your	 mortal
enemy	 ever	 since	 your	 arrival,	 and	 his	 hatred	 is	 increased	 since	 your	 great
success	against	Blefuscu,	by	which	his	glory	as	admiral	is	obscured.	 	This	lord
and	others	have	accused	you	of	treason,	and	several	councils	have	been	called	in
the	most	 private	manner	 on	 your	 account.	 	 Out	 of	 gratitude	 for	 your	 favors	 I
procured	 information	 of	 the	 whole	 proceedings,	 venturing	 my	 head	 for	 your
service,	and	this	was	the	charge	against	you:	
“First,	 that	you,	having	brought	 the	 imperial	 fleet	of	Blefuscu	 into	 the	 royal

port,	were	 commanded	 by	 his	Majesty	 to	 seize	 all	 the	 other	 ships,	 and	 put	 to
death	all	the	Bigendian	exiles,	and	also	all	the	people	of	the	empire	who	would
not	immediately	consent	to	break	their	eggs	at	the	smaller	end.		And	that,	like	a
false	traitor	to	his	Most	Serene	Majesty,	you	excused	yourself	from	the	service
on	pretence	of	unwillingness	 to	 force	 the	 consciences	 and	destroy	 the	 liberties
and	lives	of	an	innocent	people.
“Again,	when	 ambassadors	 arrived	 from	 the	Court	 of	Blefuscu,	 like	 a	 false

traitor,	you	aided	and	entertained	them,	though	you	knew	them	to	be	servants	of
a	prince	lately	in	open	war	against	his	Imperial	Majesty.
“Moreover,	you	are	now	preparing,	contrary	to	the	duty	of	a	faithful	subject,

to	voyage	to	the	Court	of	Blefuscu.
“In	the	debate	on	this	charge,”	my	friend	continued,	“his	Majesty	often	urged

the	services	you	had	done	him,	while	the	admiral	and	treasurer	insisted	that	you
should	be	put	 to	a	shameful	death.	 	But	Reldresal,	secretary	for	private	affairs,
who	has	always	proved	himself	your	friend	suggested	that	if	his	Majesty	would
please	to	spare	your	life	and	only	give	orders	to	put	out	both	your	eyes,	justice
might	 in	 some	 measure	 be	 satisfied.	 	 At	 this	 Bolgolam	 rose	 up	 in	 fury,
wondering	how	the	secretary	dared	desire	to	preserve	the	life	of	a	traitor;	and	the
treasurer,	pointing	out	 the	expense	of	keeping	you,	also	urged	your	death.	 	But
his	Majesty	was	graciously	pleased	to	say	that	since	the	council	thought	the	loss
of	 your	 eyes	 too	 easy	 a	 punishment,	 some	other	might	 afterward	be	 inflicted.	
And	 the	 secretary,	 humbly	 desiring	 to	 be	 heard	 again,	 said	 that	 as	 to	 expense
your	allowance	might	be	gradually	lessened,	so	that,	for	want	of	sufficient	food
you	should	grow	weak	and	faint,	and	die	 in	a	few	months,	when	his	Majesty’s
subjects	might	cut	your	flesh	from	your	bones	and	bury	it,	leaving	the	skeleton
for	the	admiration	of	posterity.
“Thus,	through	the	great	friendship	of	the	secretary	the	affair	was	arranged.		It

was	commanded	that	the	plan	of	starving	you	by	degrees	should	be	kept	a	secret;
but	 the	 sentence	 of	 putting	 out	 your	 eyes	was	 entered	 on	 the	 books.	 	 In	 three
days	your	friend	the	secretary	will	come	to	your	house	and	read	the	accusation
before	 you,	 and	 point	 out	 the	 great	mercy	 of	 his	Majesty,	 that	 only	 condemns



you	 to	 the	 loss	 of	 your	 eyes—	which,	 he	 does	 not	 doubt,	 you	will	 submit	 to
humbly	and	gratefully.		Twenty	of	his	Majesty’s	surgeons	will	attend,	to	see	the
operation	 well	 performed,	 by	 discharging	 very	 sharp-pointed	 arrows	 into	 the
balls	of	your	eyes	as	you	lie	on	the	ground.
“I	leave	you,”	said	my	friend,	“to	consider	what	measures	you	will	take;	and,

to	escape	suspicion,	I	must	immediately	return,	as	secretly	as	I	came.”
His	lordship	did	so;	and	I	remained	alone,	in	great	perplexity.		At	first	I	was

bent	 on	 resistance;	 for	 while	 I	 had	 liberty	 I	 could	 easily	 with	 stones	 pelt	 the
metropolis	to	pieces;	but	I	soon	rejected	that	idea	with	horror,	remembering	the
oath	I	had	made	to	the	Emperor,	and	the	favors	I	had	received	from	him.		At	last,
having	 his	Majesty’s	 leave	 to	 pay	my	 respects	 to	 the	 Emperor	 of	 Blefuscu,	 I
resolved	 to	 take	 this	 opportunity.	 	Before	 the	 three	 days	 had	 passed	 I	wrote	 a
letter	 to	 my	 friend	 the	 secretary	 telling	 him	 of	 my	 resolution;	 and,	 without
waiting	 for	 an	 answer,	 went	 to	 the	 coast,	 and	 entering	 the	 channel,	 between
wading	and	swimming	reached	the	port	of	Blefuscu,	where	the	people,	who	had
long	expected	me,	led	me	to	the	capital.
His	Majesty,	with	the	royal	family	and	great	officers	of	the	Court,	came	out	to

receive	me,	and	they	entertained	me	in	a	manner	suited	to	 the	generosity	of	so
great	 a	 prince.	 	 I	 did	 not,	 however,	mention	my	disgrace	with	 the	Emperor	 of
Lilliput,	since	I	did	not	suppose	that	prince	would	disclose	the	secret	while	I	was
out	of	his	power.		But	in	this,	it	soon	appeared,	I	was	deceived.



V

Three	days	after	my	arrival,	walking	out	of	curiosity	to	the	northeast	coast	of	the
island,	I	observed	at	some	distance	in	the	sea	something	that	looked	like	a	boat
overturned.	 	 I	 pulled	 off	 my	 shoes	 and	 stockings,	 and	 wading	 two	 or	 three
hundred	yards,	I	plainly	saw	it	to	be	a	real	boat,	which	I	supposed	might	by	some
tempest	 have	 been	 driven	 from	 a	 ship.	 	 I	 returned	 immediately	 to	 the	 city	 for
help,	and	after	a	huge	amount	of	labor	I	managed	to	get	my	boat	to	the	royal	port
of	Blefuscu,	where	a	great	crowd	of	people	appeared,	full	of	wonder	at	sight	of
so	prodigious	a	vessel.		I	told	the	Emperor	that	my	good	fortune	had	thrown	this
boat	in	my	way	to	carry	me	to	some	place	whence	I	might	return	to	my	native
country,	 and	begged	his	orders	 for	materials	 to	 fit	 it	up,	 and	 leave	 to	depart—
which,	after	many	kindly	speeches,	he	was	pleased	to	grant.
Meanwhile	 the	 Emperor	 of	 Lilliput,	 uneasy	 at	 my	 long	 absence	 (but	 never

imagining	 that	 I	 had	 the	 least	 notice	 of	 his	 designs),	 sent	 a	 person	 of	 rank	 to
inform	 the	Emperor	 of	Blefuscu	 of	my	disgrace;	 this	messenger	 had	 orders	 to
represent	the	great	mercy	of	his	master,	who	was	content	to	punish	me	with	the
loss	of	my	eyes,	and	who	expected	that	his	brother	of	Blefuscu	would	have	me
sent	 back	 to	 Lilliput,	 bound	 hand	 and	 foot,	 to	 be	 punished	 as	 a	 traitor.	 	 The
Emperor	 of	 Blefuscu	 answered	 with	many	 civil	 excuses.	 	 He	 said	 that	 as	 for
sending	me	bound,	his	brother	knew	it	was	impossible.		Moreover,	though	I	had
taken	away	his	fleet	he	was	grateful	to	me	for	many	good	offices	I	had	done	him
in	making	the	peace.		But	that	both	their	Majesties	would	soon	be	made	easy;	for
I	had	found	a	prodigious	vessel	on	the	shore,	able	to	carry	me	on	the	sea,	which
he	had	given	orders	to	fit	up;	and	he	hoped	in	a	few	weeks	both	empires	would
be	free	from	me.
With	 this	 answer	 the	 messenger	 returned	 to	 Lilliput;	 and	 I	 (though	 the

monarch	 of	 Blefuscu	 secretly	 offered	 me	 his	 gracious	 protection	 if	 I	 would
continue	 in	 his	 service)	 hastened	 my	 departure,	 resolving	 never	 more	 to	 put
confidence	in	princes.
In	about	a	month	I	was	ready	to	take	leave.	 	The	Emperor	of	Blefuscu,	with

the	Empress	and	the	royal	family,	came	out	of	the	palace;	and	I	lay	down	on	my
face	to	kiss	their	hands,	which	they	graciously	gave	me.		His	Majesty	presented
me	with	 fifty	purses	of	 sprugs	 (their	greatest	gold	 coin)	 and	his	picture	 at	 full
length,	which	 I	 put	 immediately	 into	 one	 of	my	gloves,	 to	 keep	 it	 from	being
hurt.		Many	other	ceremonies	took	place	at	my	departure.
I	stored	the	boat	with	meat	and	drink,	and	took	six	cows	and	two	bulls	alive,

with	as	many	ewes	and	rams,	intending	to	carry	them	into	my	own	country;	and



to	feed	them	on	board,	I	had	a	good	bundle	of	hay	and	a	bag	of	corn.		I	would
gladly	have	taken	a	dozen	of	the	natives;	but	this	was	a	thing	the	Emperor	would
by	no	means	permit,	and	besides	a	diligent	search	into	my	pockets,	his	Majesty
pledged	my	honor	not	to	carry	away	any	of	his	subjects,	though	with	their	own
consent	and	desire.
Having	thus	prepared	all	things	as	well	as	I	was	able,	I	set	sail.		When	I	had

made	twenty-four	leagues,	by	my	reckoning,	from	the	island	of	Blefuscu,	I	saw	a
sail	steering	to	the	northeast.		I	hailed	her,	but	could	get	no	answer;	yet	I	found	I
gained	upon	her,	for	the	wind	slackened;	and	in	half	an	hour	she	spied	me,	and
discharged	a	gun.		I	came	up	with	her	between	five	and	six	in	the	evening,	Sept.
26,	 1701;	 but	my	heart	 leaped	within	me	 to	 see	 her	English	 colors.	 	 I	 put	my
cows	and	sheep	into	my	coat	pockets,	and	got	on	board	with	all	my	little	cargo.	
The	captain	 received	me	with	kindness,	and	asked	me	 to	 tell	him	what	place	 I
came	from	last;	but	at	my	answer	he	thought	I	was	raving.		However,	I	took	my
black	cattle	and	sheep	out	of	my	pocket,	which,	after	great	astonishment,	clearly
convinced	him.
We	arrived	in	England	on	the	13th	of	April,	1702.		I	stayed	two	months	with

my	wife	and	family;	but	my	eager	desire	 to	see	foreign	countries	would	suffer
me	 to	 remain	 no	 longer.	 	 However,	 while	 in	 England	 I	 made	 great	 profit	 by
showing	 my	 cattle	 to	 persons	 of	 quality	 and	 others;	 and	 before	 I	 began	 my
second	voyage	I	sold	them	for	600l.		I	left	1500l.	with	my	wife,	and	fixed	her	in
a	good	house;	then	taking	leave	of	her	and	my	boy	and	girl,	with	tears	on	both
sides,	I	sailed	on	board	the	“Adventure."



The	Princess	on	the	Glass	Hill

Once	upon	a	time	there	was	a	man	who	had	a	meadow	which	lay	on	the	side	of	a
mountain,	and	in	the	meadow	there	was	a	barn	in	which	he	stored	hay.		But	there
had	not	been	much	hay	 in	 the	barn	 for	 the	 last	 two	years,	 for	every	St.	 John’s
eve,	when	the	grass	was	in	the	height	of	its	vigor,	it	was	all	eaten	clean	up,	just
as	if	a	whole	flock	of	sheep	had	gnawed	it	down	to	the	ground	during	the	night.	
This	happened	once,	and	it	happened	twice,	but	then	the	man	got	tired	of	losing
his	crop,	and	said	 to	his	sons—	he	had	 three	of	 them,	and	 the	 third	was	called
Cinderlad—	that	one	of	them	must	go	and	sleep	in	the	barn	on	St.	John’s	night,
for	it	was	absurd	to	let	the	grass	be	eaten	up	again,	blade	and	stalk,	as	it	had	been
the	last	two	years,	and	the	one	who	went	to	watch	must	keep	a	sharp	look-out,
the	man	said.
The	eldest	was	quite	willing	to	go	to	the	meadow;	he	would	watch	the	grass,

he	said,	and	he	would	do	it	so	well	that	neither	man,	nor	beast,	nor	even	the	devil
himself	should	have	any	of	it.		So	when	evening	came	he	went	to	the	barn,	and
lay	down	to	sleep,	but	when	night	was	drawing	near	there	was	such	a	rumbling
and	such	an	earthquake	that	the	walls	and	roof	shook	again,	and	the	lad	jumped
up	and	took	to	his	heels	as	fast	as	he	could,	and	never	even	looked	back,	and	the
barn	remained	empty	that	year	just	as	it	had	been	for	the	last	two.
Next	St.	 John’s	eve	 the	man	again	 said	 that	he	could	not	go	on	 in	 this	way,

losing	all	the	grass	in	the	outlying	field	year	after	year,	and	that	one	of	his	sons
must	just	go	there	and	watch	it,	and	watch	well	too.		So	the	next	oldest	son	was
willing	to	show	what	he	could	do.		He	went	to	the	barn	and	lay	down	to	sleep,	as
his	 brother	 had	 done;	 but	 when	 night	 was	 drawing	 near	 there	 was	 a	 great
rumbling,	and	then	an	earthquake,	which	was	even	worse	than	that	on	the	former
St.	 John’s	 night,	 and	 when	 the	 youth	 heard	 it	 he	 was	 terrified,	 and	 went	 off,
running	as	if	for	a	wager.
The	 year	 after,	 it	 was	 Cinderlad’s	 turn,	 but	 when	 he	made	 ready	 to	 go	 the

others	 laughed	 at	 him,	 and	mocked	 him.	 	 “Well,	 you	 are	 just	 the	 right	 one	 to
watch	the	hay,	you	who	have	never	 learned	anything	but	how	to	sit	among	the
ashes	and	bake	yourself!”	said	they.		Cinderlad,	however,	did	not	trouble	himself
about	what	they	said,	but	when	evening	drew	near	rambled	away	to	the	outlying
field.	 	When	he	got	 there	he	went	 into	 the	barn	and	 lay	down,	but	 in	about	an
hour’s	 time	 the	 rumbling	 and	 creaking	 began,	 and	 it	 was	 frightful	 to	 hear	 it.	
“Well,	if	it	gets	no	worse	than	that,	I	can	manage	to	stand	it,”	thought	Cinderlad.	
In	a	little	time	the	creaking	began	again,	and	the	earth	quaked	so	that	all	the	hay
flew	about	the	boy.		“Oh!	if	it	gets	no	worse	than	that	I	can	manage	to	stand	it,”



thought	Cinderlad.	 	But	then	came	a	third	rumbling,	and	a	third	earthquake,	so
violent	 that	 the	boy	thought	 the	walls	and	roof	had	fallen	down,	but	when	that
was	over	everything	suddenly	grew	as	still	 as	death	around	him.	 	“I	am	pretty
sure	that	it	will	come	again,”	thought	Cinderlad;	but	no,	it	did	not.		Everything
was	quiet,	and	everything	stayed	quiet,	and	when	he	had	lain	still	a	short	time	he
heard	something	 that	sounded	as	 if	a	horse	were	standing	chewing	just	outside
the	barn	door.		He	stole	away	to	the	door,	which	was	ajar,	to	see	what	was	there,
and	 a	horse	was	 standing	 eating.	 	 It	was	 so	big,	 and	 fat,	 and	 fine	 a	 horse	 that
Cinderlad	had	never	seen	one	like	it	before,	and	a	saddle	and	bridle	lay	upon	it,
and	a	complete	suit	of	armor	for	a	knight,	and	everything	was	of	copper,	and	so
bright	 that	 it	 shone	 again.	 	 “Ha,	 ha!	 it	 is	 thou	 who	 eatest	 up	 our	 hay	 then,”
thought	the	boy;	“but	I	will	stop	that.”		So	he	made	haste,	and	took	out	his	steel
for	striking	fire,	and	threw	it	over	the	horse,	and	then	it	had	no	power	to	stir	from
the	spot,	and	became	so	tame	that	the	boy	could	do	what	he	liked	with	it.		So	he
mounted	 it	 and	 rode	 away	 to	 a	 place	which	 no	 one	 knew	 of	 but	 himself,	 and
there	he	 tied	 it	up.	 	When	he	went	home	again	his	brothers	 laughed	and	asked
how	he	had	got	on.
“You	didn’t	 lie	 long	 in	 the	barn,	 if	 even	you	have	been	 so	 far	as	 the	 field!”

said	they.
“I	lay	in	the	barn	till	the	sun	rose,	but	I	saw	nothing	and	heard	nothing,	not	I,”

said	the	boy.		“God	knows	what	there	was	to	make	you	two	so	frightened.”
“Well,	 we	 shall	 soon	 see	 whether	 you	 have	 watched	 the	 meadow	 or	 not,”

answered	the	brothers,	but	when	they	got	there	the	grass	was	all	standing	just	as
long	and	as	thick	as	it	had	been	the	night	before.
The	next	St.	John’s	eve	it	was	the	same	thing,	once	again:		neither	of	the	two

brothers	dared	to	go	to	the	outlying	field	to	watch	the	crop,	but	Cinderlad	went,
and	 everything	 happened	 exactly	 the	 same	 as	 on	 the	 previous	 St.	 John’s	 eve:	
first	 there	was	 a	 rumbling	and	an	 earthquake,	 and	 then	 there	was	 another,	 and
then	a	third:		but	all	three	earthquakes	were	much,	very	much	more	violent	than
they	had	been	the	year	before.		Then	everything	became	still	as	death	again,	and
the	boy	heard	something	chewing	outside	the	barn	door,	so	he	stole	as	softly	as
he	 could	 to	 the	 door,	 which	 was	 slightly	 ajar,	 and	 again	 there	 was	 a	 horse
standing	close	by	the	wall	of	the	house,	eating	and	chewing,	and	it	was	far	larger
and	fatter	than	the	first	horse,	and	it	had	a	saddle	on	its	back,	and	a	bridle	was	on
it	too,	and	a	full	suit	of	armor	for	a	knight,	all	of	bright	silver,	and	as	beautiful	as
anyone	could	wish	to	see.		“Ho,	ho!”	thought	the	boy,	“is	it	thou	who	eatest	up
our	hay	in	the	night?	but	I	will	put	a	stop	to	that.”		So	he	took	out	his	steel	for
striking	 fire,	 and	 threw	 it	 over	 the	 horse’s	mane,	 and	 the	 beast	 stood	 there	 as
quiet	as	a	lamb.		Then	the	boy	rode	this	horse,	too,	away	to	the	place	where	he



kept	the	other,	and	then	went	home	again.
“I	suppose	you	will	tell	us	that	you	have	watched	well	again	this	time,”	said

the	brothers.
“Well,	 so	 I	 have,”	 said	Cinderlad.	 	 So	 they	went	 there	 again,	 and	 there	 the

grass	was,	standing	as	high	and	as	 thick	as	 it	had	been	before,	but	 that	did	not
make	them	any	kinder	to	Cinderlad.
When	the	third	St.	John’s	night	came	neither	of	the	two	elder	brothers	dared	to

lie	 in	 the	 outlying	 barn	 to	 watch	 the	 grass,	 for	 they	 had	 been	 so	 heartily
frightened	the	night	that	they	had	slept	there	that	they	could	not	get	over	it,	but
Cinderlad	 dared	 to	 go,	 and	 everything	 happened	 just	 the	 same	 as	 on	 the	 two
former	nights.		There	were	three	earthquakes,	each	worse	than	the	other,	and	the
last	 flung	 the	 boy	 from	one	wall	 of	 the	 barn	 to	 the	 other,	 but	 then	 everything
suddenly	became	still	as	death.		When	he	had	lain	quietly	a	short	time,	he	heard
something	chewing	outside	the	barn	door;	 then	he	once	more	stole	to	the	door,
which	was	slightly	ajar,	and	behold,	a	horse	was	standing	just	outside	it,	which
was	much	 larger	 and	 fatter	 than	 the	 two	 others	 he	 had	 caught.	 	 “Ho,	 ho!	 it	 is
thou,	then,	who	art	eating	up	our	hay	this	time,”	thought	the	boy;	“but	I	will	put
a	stop	to	that.”		So	he	pulled	out	his	steel	for	striking	fire,	and	threw	it	over	the
horse,	and	it	stood	as	still	as	if	it	had	been	nailed	to	the	field,	and	the	boy	could
do	 just	what	he	 liked	with	 it.	 	Then	he	mounted	 it	 and	 rode	away	 to	 the	place
where	 he	 had	 the	 two	 others,	 and	 then	 he	 went	 home	 again.	 	 Then	 the	 two
brothers	mocked	him	just	as	they	had	done	before,	and	told	him	that	they	could
see	that	he	must	have	watched	the	grass	very	carefully	that	night,	for	he	looked
just	 as	 if	 he	were	walking	 in	 his	 sleep;	 but	 Cinderlad	 did	 not	 trouble	 himself
about	that,	but	just	bade	them	go	to	the	field	and	see.		They	did	go,	and	this	time
too	the	grass	was	standing,	looking	as	fine	and	as	thick	as	ever.
The	 King	 of	 the	 country	 in	 which	 Cinderlad’s	 father	 dwelt	 had	 a	 daughter

whom	he	would	give	to	no	one	who	could	not	ride	up	to	the	top	of	the	glass	hill,
for	 there	was	a	high,	high	hill	of	glass,	 slippery	as	 ice,	and	 it	was	close	 to	 the
King’s	 palace.	 	Upon	 the	 very	 top	 of	 this	 the	King’s	 daughter	was	 to	 sit	with
three	gold	apples	in	her	lap,	and	the	man	who	could	ride	up	and	take	the	three
golden	apples	should	marry	her,	and	have	half	the	kingdom.		The	King	had	this
proclaimed	in	every	church	in	the	whole	kingdom,	and	in	many	other	kingdoms
too.		The	Princess	was	very	beautiful,	and	all	who	saw	her	fell	violently	in	love
with	her,	even	in	spite	of	themselves.		So	it	is	needless	to	say	that	all	the	princes
and	knights	were	 eager	 to	win	her,	 and	half	 the	kingdom	besides,	 and	 that	 for
this	 cause	 they	came	 riding	 thither	 from	 the	very	end	of	 the	world,	dressed	 so
splendidly	 that	 their	 raiments	 gleamed	 in	 the	 sunshine,	 and	 riding	 on	 horses
which	seemed	to	dance	as	they	went,	and	there	was	not	one	of	these	princes	who



did	not	think	that	he	was	sure	to	win	the	Princess.
When	 the	 day	 appointed	 by	 the	 King	 had	 come,	 there	 was	 such	 a	 host	 of

knights	and	princes	under	the	glass	hill	that	they	seemed	to	swarm,	and	everyone
who	 could	 walk	 or	 even	 creep	 was	 there	 too,	 to	 see	 who	 won	 the	 King’s
daughter.	 	Cinderlad’s	 two	brothers	were	 there	 too,	but	 they	would	not	hear	of
letting	 him	 go	 with	 them,	 for	 he	 was	 so	 dirty	 and	 black	 with	 sleeping	 and
grubbing	among	the	ashes	 that	 they	said	everyone	would	 laugh	at	 them	if	 they
were	seen	in	the	company	of	such	an	oaf.
“Well,	then,	I	will	go	all	alone	by	myself,”	said	Cinderlad.
When	the	 two	brothers	got	 to	 the	glass	hill,	all	 the	princes	and	knights	were

trying	to	ride	up	it,	and	their	horses	were	in	a	foam;	but	it	was	all	in	vain,	for	no
sooner	 did	 the	horses	 set	 foot	 upon	 the	hill	 than	down	 they	 slipped,	 and	 there
was	not	one	which	could	get	even	so	much	as	a	couple	of	yards	up.		Nor	was	that
strange,	for	the	hill	was	as	smooth	as	a	glass	window-pane,	and	as	steep	as	the
side	of	a	house.		But	they	were	all	eager	to	win	the	King’s	daughter	and	half	the
kingdom,	so	they	rode	and	they	slipped,	and	thus	it	went	on.	 	At	length	all	 the
horses	 were	 so	 tired	 that	 they	 could	 do	 no	 more,	 and	 so	 hot	 that	 the	 foam
dropped	from	them	and	the	riders	were	forced	to	give	up	the	attempt.		The	King
was	just	thinking	that	he	would	cause	it	to	be	proclaimed	that	the	riding	should
begin	 afresh	 on	 the	 following	 day,	 when	 perhaps	 it	 might	 go	 better,	 when
suddenly	a	knight	came	riding	up	on	so	fine	a	horse	that	no	one	had	ever	seen
the	like	of	it	before,	and	the	knight	had	armor	of	copper,	and	his	bridle	was	of
copper	too,	and	all	his	accoutrements	were	so	bright	that	they	shone	again.		The
other	knights	all	 called	out	 to	him	 that	he	might	 just	as	well	 spare	himself	 the
trouble	of	trying	to	ride	up	the	glass	hill,	for	it	was	of	no	use	to	try;	but	he	did
not	heed	them,	and	rode	straight	off	to	it,	and	went	up	as	if	it	were	nothing	at	all.	
Thus	he	rode	for	a	long	way—	it	may	have	been	a	third	part	of	the	way	up—	but
when	he	had	got	so	far	he	turned	his	horse	round	and	rode	down	again.		But	the
Princess	thought	that	she	had	never	yet	seen	so	handsome	a	knight,	and	while	he
was	riding	up	she	was	sitting	thinking,	“Oh!	how	I	hope	he	may	be	able	to	come
up	to	the	top!”	And	when	she	saw	that	he	was	turning	his	horse	back	she	threw
one	of	the	golden	apples	down	after	him,	and	it	rolled	into	his	shoe.		But	when
he	had	come	down	from	off	 the	hill	he	rode	away,	and	that	so	fast	 that	no	one
knew	what	had	become	of	him.
So	all	 the	princes	 and	knights	were	bidden	 to	present	 themselves	before	 the

King	that	night,	so	that	he	who	had	ridden	so	far	up	the	glass	hill	might	show	the
golden	 apple	 which	 the	 King’s	 daughter	 had	 thrown	 down.	 	 But	 no	 one	 had
anything	to	show.		One	knight	presented	himself	after	the	other,	and	none	could
show	the	apple.



At	night,	 too,	Cinderlad’s	brothers	came	home	again	and	had	a	long	story	to
tell	about	riding	up	the	glass	hill.		At	first,	they	said,	there	was	not	one	who	was
able	to	get	even	50	much	as	one	step	up,	but	then	came	a	knight	who	had	armor
of	copper,	and	a	bridle	of	copper,	and	his	armor	and	trappings	were	so	bright	that
they	 shone	 to	 a	 great	 distance,	 and	 it	 was	 something	 like	 a	 sight	 to	 see	 him
riding.		He	rode	one-third	of	the	way	up	the	glass	hill,	and	he	could	easily	have
ridden	the	whole	of	it	if	he	had	liked;	but	he	had	turned	back,	for	he	had	made	up
his	mind	 that	 that	was	enough	for	once.	 	“Oh!	 	 I	should	have	 liked	 to	see	him
too,	 that	 I	 should,”	 said	 Cinderlad,	 who	 was	 as	 usual	 sitting	 by	 the	 chimney
among	the	cinders.		“You,	indeed!”	said	the	brothers,	“you	look	as	if	you	were	fit
to	be	among	such	great	lords,	nasty	beast	that	you	are	to	sit	there!”
Next	day	the	brothers	were	for	setting	out	again,	and	this	time	too	Cinderlad

begged	them	to	let	him	go	with	them	and	see	who	rode;	but	no,	they	said	he	was
not	fit	to	do	that,	for	he	was	much	too	ugly	and	dirty.		“Well,	well,	then	I	will	go
all	alone	by	myself,”	said	Cinderlad.		So	the	brothers	went	to	the	glass	hill,	and
all	the	princes	and	knights	began	to	ride	again,	and	this	time	they	had	taken	care
to	roughen	the	shoes	of	their	horses;	but	that	did	not	help	them:		they	rode	and
they	slipped	as	they	had	done	the	day	before,	and	not	one	of	them	could	get	even
so	far	as	a	yard	up	the	hill.	 	When	they	had	tired	out	 their	horses,	so	 that	 they
could	do	no	more,	 they	again	had	to	stop	altogether.	 	But	 just	as	 the	King	was
thinking	that	it	would	be	well	to	proclaim	that	the	riding	should	take	place	next
day	 for	 the	 last	 time,	 so	 that	 they	might	 have	 one	more	 chance,	 he	 suddenly
bethought	himself	that	it	would	be	well	to	wait	a	little	longer	to	see	if	the	knight
in	 copper	 armor	would	 come	 on	 this	 day	 too.	 	But	 nothing	was	 to	 be	 seen	 of
him.		Just	as	they	were	still	looking	for	him,	however,	came	a	knight	riding	on	a
steed	that	was	much,	much	finer	than	that	which	the	knight	in	copper	armor	had
ridden,	and	 this	knight	had	silver	armor	and	a	 silver	 saddle	and	bridle,	 and	all
were	so	bright	that	they	shone	and	glistened	when	he	was	a	long	way	off.		Again
the	other	knights	called	 to	him,	and	said	 that	he	might	 just	as	well	give	up	the
attempt	to	ride	up	the	glass	hill,	for	it	was	useless	to	try;	but	the	knight	paid	no
heed	to	that,	but	rode	straight	away	to	the	glass	hill,	and	went	still	farther	up	than
the	knight	in	copper	armor	had	gone;	but	when	he	had	ridden	two-thirds	of	the
way	up	he	turned	his	horse	around,	and	rode	down	again.		The	Princess	liked	this
knight	still	better	than	she	had	liked	the	other,	and	sat	longing	that	he	might	be
able	to	get	up	above,	and	when	she	saw	him	turning	back	she	threw	the	second
apple	after	him,	and	it	rolled	into	his	shoe,	and	as	soon	as	he	had	got	down	the
glass	hill	he	rode	away	so	fast	that	no	one	could	see	what	had	become	of	him.
In	the	evening,	when	everyone	was	to	appear	before	the	King	and	Princess,	in

order	that	he	who	had	the	golden	apple	might	show	it,	one	knight	went	in	after



the	other,	but	none	of	them	had	a	golden	apple	to	show.
At	night	 the	 two	brothers	went	home	as	 they	had	done	the	night	before,	and

told	how	 things	had	gone,	and	how	everyone	had	 ridden,	but	no	one	had	been
able	to	get	up	the	hill.		“But	last	of	all,”	they	said,	“came	one	in	silver	armor,	and
he	had	a	silver	bridle	on	his	horse,	and	a	silver	saddle,	and	oh,	but	he	could	ride!	
He	took	his	horse	two-thirds	of	the	way	up	the	hill,	but	then	he	turned	back.		He
was	a	fine	fellow,”	said	the	brothers,	“and	the	Princess	threw	the	second	golden
apple	to	him!”
“Oh,	how	I	should	have	liked	to	see	him	too!”	said	Cinderlad.
“Oh,	 indeed!	 	 He	was	 a	 little	 brighter	 than	 the	 ashes	 that	 you	 sit	 grubbing

among,	you	dirty	black	creature!”	said	the	brothers.
On	 the	 third	 day	 everything	 went	 just	 as	 on	 the	 former	 days.	 	 Cinderlad

wanted	 to	 go	with	 them	 to	 look	 at	 the	 riding,	 but	 the	 two	 brothers	would	 not
have	him	in	their	company,	and	when	they	got	to	the	glass	hill	there	was	no	one
who	could	ride	even	so	far	as	a	yard	up	it,	and	everyone	waited	for	the	knight	in
silver	 armor,	 but	 he	was	neither	 to	be	 seen	nor	heard	of.	 	At	 last,	 after	 a	 long
time,	came	a	knight	riding	upon	a	horse	that	was	such	a	fine	one,	its	equal	had
never	 yet	 been	 seen.	 	 The	 knight	 had	 golden	 armor,	 and	 the	 horse	 a	 golden
saddle	 and	 bridle,	 and	 these	 were	 all	 so	 bright	 that	 they	 shone	 and	 dazzled
everyone,	even	while	the	knight	was	still	at	a	great	distance.		The	other	princes
and	knights	were	not	able	even	 to	call	 to	 tell	him	how	useless	 it	was	 to	 try	 to
ascend	 the	 hill,	 so	 amazed	 were	 they	 at	 sight	 of	 his	 magnificence.	 	 He	 rode
straight	away	to	 the	glass	hill,	and	galloped	up	it	as	 if	 it	were	no	hill	at	all,	so
that	the	Princess	had	not	even	time	to	wish	that	he	might	get	up	the	whole	way.	
As	soon	as	he	had	ridden	to	the	top,	he	took	the	third	golden	apple	from	the	lap
of	 the	 Princess	 and	 then	 turned	 his	 horse	 about	 and	 rode	 down	 again,	 and
vanished	from	their	sight	before	anyone	was	able	to	say	a	word	to	him.
When	the	two	brothers	came	home	again	at	night	they	had	much	to	tell	of	how

the	 riding	 had	 gone	 off	 that	 day,	 and	 at	 last	 they	 told	 about	 the	 knight	 in	 the
golden	 armor	 too.	 	 “He	 was	 a	 fine	 fellow,	 that	 was!	 	 Such	 another	 splendid
knight	is	not	to	be	found	on	earth!”	said	the	brothers.
“Oh,	how	I	should	have	liked	to	see	him	too!”	said	Cinderlad.
“Well,	he	shone	nearly	as	brightly	as	the	coal-heaps	that	thou	art	always	lying

raking	among,	dirty	black	creature	that	thou	art!”	said	the	brothers.
Next	 day	 all	 the	 knights	 and	 princes	 were	 to	 appear	 before	 the	 King	 and

Princess—	it	had	been	too	late	for	them	to	do	it	the	night	before—	in	order	that
he	 who	 had	 the	 golden	 apple	 might	 produce	 it.	 	 They	 all	 went	 in	 turn,	 first
princes,	and	then	knights,	but	none	of	them	had	a	golden	apple.
“But	somebody	must	have	 it,”	said	 the	King,	“for	with	our	own	eyes	we	all



saw	a	man	ride	up	and	take	it.”		So	he	commanded	that	everyone	in	the	kingdom
should	come	to	the	palace,	and	see	if	he	could	show	the	apple.		And	one	after	the
other	they	all	came,	but	no	one	had	the	golden	apple,	and	after	a	long,	long	time
Cinderlad’s	two	brothers	came	likewise.		They	were	the	last	of	all,	so	the	King
inquired	of	them	if	there	was	no	one	else	in	the	kingdom	left	to	come.
“Oh!	 yes,	 we	 have	 a	 brother,”	 said	 the	 two,	 “but	 he	 never	 got	 the	 golden

apple!		He	never	left	the	cinder-heap	on	any	of	the	three	days.”
“Never	mind	that,”	said	 the	King;	“as	everyone	else	has	come	to	 the	palace,

let	him	come	too.”
So	Cinderlad	was	forced	to	go	to	the	King’s	palace.
“Hast	thou	the	golden	apple?”	asked	the	King.
“Yes,	here	is	the	first,	and	here	is	the	second,	and	here	is	the	third,	too,”	said

Cinderlad,	and	he	took	all	three	apples	out	of	his	pocket,	and	with	that	drew	off
his	sooty	rags,	and	appeared	there	before	them	in	his	bright	golden	armor,	which
gleamed	as	he	stood.
“Thou	shalt	have	my	daughter,	and	the	half	of	my	kingdom,	and	thou	hast	well

earned	 both!”	 said	 the	King.	 	 So	 there	was	 a	wedding,	 and	Cinderlad	 got	 the
King’s	daughter,	and	everyone	made	merry	at	the	wedding,	for	all	of	them	could
make	merry,	though	they	could	not	ride	up	the	glass	hill,	and	if	they	have	not	left
off	their	merry-making	they	must	be	at	it	still.



The	Story	of	Prince	Ahmed	and	the	Fairy	Paribanou

I

There	was	a	 sultan,	who	had	 three	 sons	and	a	niece.	The	eldest	of	 the	Princes
was	called	Houssain,	the	second	Ali,	the	youngest	Ahmed,	and	the	Princess,	his
niece,	Nouronnihar.
The	 Princess	 Nouronnihar	 was	 the	 daughter	 of	 the	 younger	 brother	 of	 the

Sultan,	who	died,	and	left	the	Princess	very	young.	The	Sultan	took	upon	himself
the	care	of	his	daughter’s	education,	and	brought	her	up	 in	his	palace	with	 the
three	Princes,	proposing	 to	marry	her	when	she	arrived	at	a	proper	age,	and	 to
contract	an	alliance	with	some	neighboring	prince	by	 that	means.	But	when	he
perceived	 that	 the	 three	 Princes,	 his	 sons,	 loved	 her	 passionately,	 he	 thought
more	 seriously	 on	 that	 affair.	 He	 was	 very	much	 concerned;	 the	 difficulty	 he
foresaw	was	 to	make	 them	agree,	and	 that	 the	 two	youngest	 should	consent	 to
yield	her	up	to	their	elder	brother.	As	he	found	them	positively	obstinate,	he	sent
for	them	all	together,	and	said	to	them:	“Children,	since	for	your	good	and	quiet
I	have	not	been	able	 to	persuade	you	no	 longer	 to	aspire	 to	 the	Princess,	your
cousin,	 I	 think	 it	 would	 not	 be	 amiss	 if	 every	 one	 traveled	 separately	 into
different	countries,	so	that	you	might	not	meet	each	other.	And,	as	you	know	I
am	very	curious,	and	delight	in	everything	that’s	singular,	I	promise	my	niece	in
marriage	 to	 him	 that	 shall	 bring	me	 the	most	 extraordinary	 rarity;	 and	 for	 the
purchase	of	the	rarity	you	shall	go	in	search	after,	and	the	expense	of	traveling,	I
will	give	you	every	one	a	sum	of	money.”
As	the	three	Princes	were	always	submissive	and	obedient	to	the	Sultan’s	will,

and	 each	 flattered	 himself	 fortune	 might	 prove	 favorable	 to	 him,	 they	 all
consented	 to	 it.	 The	 Sultan	 paid	 them	 the	money	 he	 promised	 them;	 and	 that
very	day	 they	gave	orders	 for	 the	preparations	 for	 their	 travels,	 and	 took	 their
leave	of	 the	Sultan,	 that	 they	might	be	 the	more	ready	to	go	the	next	morning.
Accordingly	 they	 all	 set	 out	 at	 the	 same	 gate	 of	 the	 city,	 each	 dressed	 like	 a
merchant,	attended	by	an	officer	of	confidence	dressed	like	a	slave,	and	all	well
mounted	and	equipped.	They	went	the	first	day’s	journey	together,	and	lay	all	at
an	 inn,	where	 the	 road	was	 divided	 into	 three	 different	 tracts.	At	 night,	when
they	were	at	supper	together,	they	all	agreed	to	travel	for	a	year,	and	to	meet	at
that	inn;	and	that	the	first	that	came	should	wait	for	the	rest;	that,	as	they	had	all
three	taken	their	leave	together	of	the	Sultan,	they	might	all	return	together.	The
next	morning	by	break	of	day,	after	 they	had	embraced	and	wished	each	other
good	success,	they	mounted	their	horses	and	took	each	a	different	road.



Prince	 Houssain,	 the	 eldest	 brother,	 arrived	 at	 Bisnagar,	 the	 capital	 of	 the
kingdom	of	 that	name,	 and	 the	 residence	of	 its	king.	He	went	 and	 lodged	at	 a
khan	appointed	for	foreign	merchants;	and,	having	learned	that	there	were	four
principal	divisions	where	merchants	of	all	sorts	sold	their	commodities,	and	kept
shops,	and	in	the	midst	of	which	stood	the	castle,	or	rather	the	King’s	palace,	he
went	to	one	of	these	divisions	the	next	day.
Prince	Houssain	could	not	view	this	division	without	admiration.	It	was	large,

and	 divided	 into	 several	 streets,	 all	 vaulted	 and	 shaded	 from	 the	 sun,	 and	 yet
very	light	too.	The	shops	were	all	of	a	size,	and	all	that	dealt	in	the	same	sort	of
goods	 lived	 in	one	 street;	 as	also	 the	handicrafts-men,	who	kept	 their	 shops	 in
the	smaller	streets.
The	multitude	 of	 shops,	 stocked	with	 all	 sorts	 of	merchandise,	 as	 the	 finest

linens	 from	 several	 parts	 of	 India,	 some	painted	 in	 the	most	 lively	 colors,	 and
representing	 beasts,	 trees,	 and	 flowers;	 silks	 and	 brocades	 from	Persia,	China,
and	other	places,	porcelain	both	from	Japan	and	China,	and	tapestries,	surprised
him	so	much	that	he	knew	not	how	to	believe	his	own	eyes;	but	when	he	came	to
the	 goldsmiths	 and	 jewelers	 he	 was	 in	 a	 kind	 of	 ecstacy	 to	 behold	 such
prodigious	quantities	of	wrought	gold	and	silver,	and	was	dazzled	by	the	lustre
of	the	pearls,	diamonds,	rubies,	emeralds,	and	other	jewels	exposed	to	sale.
Another	thing	Prince	Houssain	particularly	admired	was	the	great	number	of

rose-sellers	who	crowded	the	streets;	 for	 the	Indians	are	so	great	 lovers	of	 that
flower	 that	 no	one	will	 stir	without	 a	 nosegay	 in	 his	 hand	or	 a	 garland	on	his
head;	and	the	merchants	keep	them	in	pots	in	their	shops,	that	the	air	is	perfectly
perfumed.
After	 Prince	 Houssain	 had	 run	 through	 that	 division,	 street	 by	 street,	 his

thoughts	 fully	 employed	 on	 the	 riches	 he	 had	 seen,	 he	 was	 very	 much	 tired,
which	a	merchant	perceiving,	civilly	invited	him	to	sit	down	in	his	shop,	and	he
accepted;	but	had	not	been	sat	down	long	before	he	saw	a	crier	pass	by	with	a
piece	of	tapestry	on	his	arm,	about	six	feet	square,	and	cried	at	thirty	purses.	The
Prince	called	to	the	crier,	and	asked	to	see	the	tapestry,	which	seemed	to	him	to
be	valued	at	an	exorbitant	price,	not	only	for	the	size	of	it,	but	the	meanness	of
the	 stuff;	 when	 he	 had	 examined	 it	 well,	 he	 told	 the	 crier	 that	 he	 could	 not
comprehend	how	so	small	a	piece	of	tapestry,	and	of	so	indifferent	appearance,
could	be	set	at	so	high	a	price.
The	 crier,	 who	 took	 him	 for	 a	 merchant,	 replied:	 “If	 this	 price	 seems	 so

extravagant	to	you,	your	amazement	will	be	greater	when	I	tell	you	I	have	orders
to	raise	 it	 to	forty	purses,	and	not	 to	part	with	 it	under.”	“Certainly,”	answered
Prince	Houssain,	“it	must	have	something	very	extraordinary	in	it,	which	I	know
nothing	of.”	“You	have	guessed	it,	sir,”	replied	the	crier,	“and	will	own	it	when



you	come	to	know	that	whoever	sits	on	this	piece	of	tapestry	may	be	transported
in	an	instant	wherever	he	desires	to	be,	without	being	stopped	by	any	obstacle.”
At	 this	 discourse	 of	 the	 crier	 the	 Prince	 of	 the	 Indies,	 considering	 that	 the

principal	 motive	 of	 his	 travel	 was	 to	 carry	 the	 Sultan,	 his	 father,	 home	 some
singular	 rarity,	 thought	 that	he	 could	not	meet	with	 any	which	could	give	him
more	satisfaction.	“If	the	tapestry,”	said	he	to	the	crier,	“has	the	virtue	you	assign
it,	I	shall	not	think	forty	purses	too	much,	but	shall	make	you	a	present	besides.”
“Sir,”	 replied	 the	 crier,	 “I	 have	 told	 you	 the	 truth;	 and	 it	 is	 an	 easy	matter	 to
convince	you	of	 it,	 as	 soon	as	you	have	made	 the	bargain	 for	 forty	purses,	on
condition	 I	 show	you	 the	experiment.	But,	as	 I	 suppose	you	have	not	so	much
about	 you,	 and	 to	 receive	 them	 I	must	 go	with	 you	 to	 your	 khan,	 where	 you
lodge,	with	the	leave	of	 the	master	of	 the	shop,	we	will	go	into	the	back	shop,
and	I	will	spread	the	tapestry;	and	when	we	have	both	sat	down,	and	you	have
formed	the	wish	to	be	transported	into	your	apartment	of	the	khan,	if	we	are	not
transported	thither	it	shall	be	no	bargain,	and	you	shall	be	at	your	liberty.	As	to
your	present,	though	I	am	paid	for	my	trouble	by	the	seller,	I	shall	receive	it	as	a
favor,	and	be	very	much	obliged	to	you,	and	thankful.”
On	 the	credit	of	 the	crier,	 the	Prince	accepted	 the	conditions,	and	concluded

the	bargain;	 and,	 having	got	 the	master’s	 leave,	 they	went	 into	 his	 back	 shop;
they	 both	 sat	 down	 on	 it,	 and	 as	 soon	 as	 the	 Prince	 formed	 his	 wish	 to	 be
transported	 into	 his	 apartment	 at	 the	 khan	 he	 presently	 found	 himself	 and	 the
crier	 there;	 and,	 as	 he	wanted	 not	 a	more	 sufficient	 proof	 of	 the	 virtue	 of	 the
tapestry,	 he	 counted	 the	 crier	 out	 forty	 pieces	 of	 gold,	 and	 gave	 him	 twenty
pieces	for	himself.
In	this	manner	Prince	Houssain	became	the	possessor	of	the	tapestry,	and	was

overjoyed	that	at	his	arrival	at	Bisnagar	he	had	found	so	rare	a	piece,	which	he
never	 disputed	 would	 gain	 him	 the	 hand	 of	 Nouronnihar.	 In	 short,	 he	 looked
upon	it	as	an	impossible	thing	for	the	Princes	his	younger	brothers	to	meet	with
anything	to	be	compared	with	it.	It	was	in	his	power,	by	sitting	on	his	tapestry,	to
be	at	the	place	of	meeting	that	very	day;	but,	as	he	was	obliged	to	stay	there	for
his	 brothers,	 as	 they	 had	 agreed,	 and	 as	 he	 was	 curious	 to	 see	 the	 King	 of
Bisnagar	and	his	Court,	and	to	inform	himself	of	the	strength,	laws,	customs,	and
religion	of	 the	kingdom,	he	 chose	 to	make	a	 longer	 abode	 there,	 and	 to	 spend
some	months	in	satisfying	his	curiosity.
Prince	Houssain	might	have	made	a	longer	abode	in	the	kingdom	and	Court	of

Bisnagar,	 but	 he	 was	 so	 eager	 to	 be	 nearer	 the	 Princess	 that,	 spreading	 the
tapestry,	he	and	the	officer	he	had	brought	with	him	sat	down,	and	as	soon	as	he
had	 formed	 his	wish	were	 transported	 to	 the	 inn	 at	which	 he	 and	 his	 brothers
were	to	meet,	and	where	he	passed	for	a	merchant	till	they	came.



Prince	 Ali,	 Prince	 Houssain’s	 second	 brother,	 who	 designed	 to	 travel	 into
Persia,	took	the	road,	having	three	days	after	he	parted	with	his	brothers	joined	a
caravan,	and	after	four	days’	travel	arrived	at	Schiraz,	which	was	the	capital	of
the	kingdom	of	Persia.	Here	he	passed	for	a	jeweler.
The	 next	 morning	 Prince	 Ali,	 who	 traveled	 only	 for	 his	 pleasure,	 and	 had

brought	 nothing	 but	 just	 necessaries	 along	 with	 him,	 after	 he	 had	 dressed
himself,	took	a	walk	into	that	part	of	the	town	which	they	at	Schiraz	called	the
bezestein.
Among	all	the	criers	who	passed	backward	and	forward	with	several	sorts	of

goods,	offering	to	sell	them,	he	was	not	a	little	surprised	to	see	one	who	held	an
ivory	telescope	in	his	hand	of	about	a	foot	in	length	and	the	thickness	of	a	man’s
thumb,	 and	 cried	 it	 at	 thirty	 purses.	 At	 first	 he	 thought	 the	 crier	mad,	 and	 to
inform	himself	went	to	a	shop,	and	said	to	the	merchant,	who	stood	at	the	door:
“Pray,	sir,	is	not	that	man”	(pointing	to	the	crier	who	cried	the	ivory	perspective
glass	at	thirty	purses)	“mad?	If	he	is	not,	I	am	very	much	deceived.”
“Indeed,	sir,”	answered	the	merchant,	“he	was	in	his	right	senses	yesterday;	I

can	assure	you	he	is	one	of	the	ablest	criers	we	have,	and	the	most	employed	of
any	when	anything	valuable	is	to	be	sold.	And	if	he	cries	the	ivory	perspective
glass	 at	 thirty	 purses	 it	must	 be	worth	 as	much	 or	more,	 on	 some	 account	 or
other.	 He	 will	 come	 by	 presently,	 and	 we	 will	 call	 him,	 and	 you	 shall	 be
satisfied;	in	the	meantime	sit	down	on	my	sofa,	and	rest	yourself.”
Prince	Ali	accepted	the	merchant’s	obliging	offer,	and	presently	afterward	the

crier	 passed	 by.	 The	 merchant	 called	 him	 by	 his	 name,	 and,	 pointing	 to	 the
Prince,	said	to	him:	“Tell	that	gentleman,	who	asked	me	if	you	were	in	your	right
senses,	what	you	mean	by	crying	that	ivory	perspective	glass,	which	seems	not
to	be	worth	much,	at	thirty	purses.	I	should	be	very	much	amazed	myself	if	I	did
not	know	you.”	The	crier,	addressing	himself	 to	Prince	Ali,	 said:	“Sir,	you	are
not	 the	only	person	that	 takes	me	for	a	madman	on	account	of	 this	perspective
glass.	You	 shall	 judge	 yourself	whether	 I	 am	 or	 no,	when	 I	 have	 told	 you	 its
property	and	I	hope	you	will	value	it	at	as	high	a	price	as	those	I	have	showed	it
to	already,	who	had	as	bad	an	opinion	of	me	as	you.
“First,	sir,”	pursued	the	crier,	presenting	the	ivory	pipe	to	the	Prince,	“observe

that	this	pipe	is	furnished	with	a	glass	at	both	ends;	and	consider	that	by	looking
through	one	of	them	you	see	whatever	object	you	wish	to	behold.”	“I	am,”	said
the	Prince,	“ready	to	make	you	all	imaginable	reparation	for	the	scandal	I	have
thrown	on	you	if	you	will	make	the	truth	of	what	you	advance	appear,”	and	as	he
had	 the	 ivory	pipe	 in	his	hand,	after	he	had	 looked	at	 the	 two	glasses	he	 said:
“Show	me	at	which	of	these	ends	I	must	look	that	I	may	be	satisfied.”	The	crier
presently	showed	him,	and	he	 looked	through,	wishing	at	 the	same	time	to	see



the	Sultan	his	father,	whom	he	immediately	beheld	in	perfect	health,	set	on	his
throne,	in	the	midst	of	his	council.	Afterward,	as	there	was	nothing	in	the	world
so	dear	 to	him,	after	 the	Sultan,	as	 the	Princess	Nouronnihar,	he	wished	 to	see
her;	and	saw	her	at	her	toilet	laughing,	and	in	a	pleasant	humor,	with	her	women
about	her.
Prince	Ali	wanted	no	other	proof	 to	be	persuaded	 that	 this	perspective	glass

was	the	most	valuable	thing	in	the	world,	and	believed	that	if	he	should	neglect
to	purchase	it	he	should	never	meet	again	with	such	another	rarity.	He	therefore
took	 the	crier	with	him	 to	 the	khan	where	he	 lodged,	and	counted	him	out	 the
money,	and	received	the	perspective	glass.
Prince	Ali	was	 overjoyed	 at	 his	 bargain,	 and	 persuaded	 himself	 that,	 as	 his

brothers	 would	 not	 be	 able	 to	 meet	 with	 anything	 so	 rare	 and	 admirable,	 the
Princess	Nouronnihar	would	be	the	recompense	of	his	fatigue	and	trouble;	 that
he	 thought	 of	 nothing	 but	 visiting	 the	 Court	 of	 Persia	 incognito,	 and	 seeing
whatever	was	curious	in	Schiraz	and	thereabouts,	till	the	caravan	with	which	he
came	returned	back	to	the	Indies.	As	soon	as	the	caravan	was	ready	to	set	out,
the	 Prince	 joined	 them,	 and	 arrived	 happily	 without	 any	 accident	 or	 trouble,
otherwise	than	the	length	of	the	journey	and	fatigue	of	traveling,	at	the	place	of
rendezvous,	 where	 he	 found	 Prince	 Houssain,	 and	 both	 waited	 for	 Prince
Ahmed.
Prince	Ahmed,	who	took	the	road	of	Samarcand,	the	next	day	after	his	arrival

there	went,	as	his	brothers	had	done,	into	the	bezestein,	where	he	had	not	walked
long	but	heard	a	crier,	who	had	an	artificial	apple	in	his	hand,	cry	it	at	five	and
thirty	purses;	upon	which	he	stopped	the	crier,	and	said	to	him:	“Let	me	see	that
apple,	and	tell	me	what	virtue	and	extraordinary	properties	it	has,	to	be	valued	at
so	high	a	rate.”	“Sir,”	said	the	crier,	giving	it	 into	his	hand,	“if	you	look	at	 the
outside	 of	 this	 apple,	 it	 is	 very	 worthless,	 but	 if	 you	 consider	 its	 properties,
virtues,	and	the	great	use	and	benefit	it	is	to	mankind,	you	will	say	it	is	no	price
for	it,	and	that	he	who	possesses	it	is	master	of	a	great	treasure.	In	short,	it	cures
all	 sick	persons	of	 the	most	mortal	 diseases;	 and	 if	 the	patient	 is	 dying	 it	will
recover	him	immediately	and	restore	him	to	perfect	health;	and	this	is	done	after
the	easiest	manner	in	the	world,	which	is	by	the	patient’s	smelling	the	apple.”
“If	 I	may	believe	you,”	 replied	Prince	Ahmed,	“the	virtues	of	 this	apple	are

wonderful,	and	it	is	invaluable;	but	what	ground	have	I,	for	all	you	tell	me,	to	be
persuaded	 of	 the	 truth	 of	 this	 matter?”	 “Sir,”	 replied	 the	 crier,	 “the	 thing	 is
known	 and	 averred	 by	 the	 whole	 city	 of	 Samarcand;	 but,	 without	 going	 any
further,	ask	all	 these	merchants	you	see	here,	and	hear	what	 they	say.	You	will
find	several	of	them	will	tell	you	they	had	not	been	alive	this	day	if	they	had	not
made	use	of	this	excellent	remedy.	And,	that	you	may	better	comprehend	what	it



is,	 I	must	 tell	 you	 it	 is	 the	 fruit	 of	 the	 study	 and	 experiments	 of	 a	 celebrated
philosopher	 of	 this	 city,	 who	 applied	 himself	 all	 his	 lifetime	 to	 the	 study	 and
knowledge	 of	 the	 virtues	 of	 plants	 and	 minerals,	 and	 at	 last	 attained	 to	 this
composition,	by	which	he	performed	such	surprising	cures	 in	 this	 town	as	will
never	be	forgot,	but	died	suddenly	himself,	before	he	could	apply	his	sovereign
remedy,	and	left	his	wife	and	a	great	many	young	children	behind	him,	in	very
indifferent	 circumstances,	 who,	 to	 support	 her	 family	 and	 provide	 for	 her
children,	is	resolved	to	sell	it.”
While	the	crier	informed	Prince	Ahmed	of	the	virtues	of	the	artificial	apple,	a

great	 many	 persons	 came	 about	 them	 and	 confirmed	 what	 he	 said;	 and	 one
among	the	rest	said	he	had	a	friend	dangerously	ill,	whose	life	was	despaired	of;
and	 that	 was	 a	 favorable	 opportunity	 to	 show	 Prince	 Ahmed	 the	 experiment.
Upon	which	Prince	Ahmed	 told	 the	crier	he	would	give	him	forty	purses	 if	he
cured	the	sick	person.
The	crier,	who	had	orders	to	sell	it	at	that	price,	said	to	Prince	Ahmed:	“Come,

sir,	 let	us	go	and	make	the	experiment,	and	the	apple	shall	be	yours;	and	I	can
assure	you	that	it	will	always	have	the	desired	effect.”	In	short,	 the	experiment
succeeded,	and	the	Prince,	after	he	had	counted	out	to	the	crier	forty	purses,	and
he	 had	 delivered	 the	 apple	 to	 him,	 waited	 patiently	 for	 the	 first	 caravan	 that
should	 return	 to	 the	 Indies,	 and	 arrived	 in	 perfect	 health	 at	 the	 inn	where	 the
Princes	Houssain	and	Ali	waited	for	him.
When	 the	 Princes	 met	 they	 showed	 each	 other	 their	 treasures,	 and

immediately	 saw	 through	 the	 glass	 that	 the	Princess	was	 dying.	They	 then	 sat
down	on	the	carpet,	wished	themselves	with	her,	and	were	there	in	a	moment.
Prince	Ahmed	no	sooner	perceived	himself	in	Nouronnihar’s	chamber	than	he

rose	off	the	tapestry,	as	did	also	the	other	two	Princes,	and	went	to	the	bedside,
and	put	the	apple	under	her	nose;	some	moments	after	 the	Princess	opened	her
eyes,	and	turned	her	head	from	one	side	to	another,	looking	at	the	persons	who
stood	about	her;	and	then	rose	up	in	the	bed,	and	asked	to	be	dressed,	just	as	if
she	had	waked	out	of	a	sound	sleep.	Her	women	having	presently	informed	her,
in	a	manner	that	showed	their	joy,	that	she	was	obliged	to	the	three	Princes	for
the	 sudden	 recovery	 of	 her	 health,	 and	 particularly	 to	 Prince	 Ahmed,	 she
immediately	expressed	her	 joy	 to	see	 them,	and	 thanked	them	all	 together,	and
afterward	Prince	Ahmed	in	particular.
While	the	Princess	was	dressing	the	Princes	went	to	throw	themselves	at	the

Sultan	 their	 father’s	 feet,	 and	 pay	 their	 respects	 to	 him.	 But	 when	 they	 came
before	him	they	found	he	had	been	informed	of	their	arrival	by	the	chief	of	the
Princess’s	 eunuchs,	 and	by	what	means	 the	Princess	had	been	perfectly	 cured.
The	 Sultan	 received	 and	 embraced	 them	 with	 the	 greatest	 joy,	 both	 for	 their



return	and	the	recovery	of	the	Princess	his	niece,	whom	he	loved	as	well	as	if	she
had	 been	 his	 own	 daughter,	 and	who	 had	 been	 given	 over	 by	 the	 physicians.
After	 the	 usual	 ceremonies	 and	 compliments	 the	 Princes	 presented	 each	 his
rarity:	Prince	Houssain	his	tapestry,	which	he	had	taken	care	not	to	leave	behind
him	in	the	Princess’s	chamber;	Prince	Ali	his	ivory	perspective	glass,	and	Prince
Ahmed	his	artificial	apple;	and	after	each	had	commended	 their	present,	when
they	put	 it	 into	the	Sultan’s	hands,	 they	begged	of	him	to	pronounce	their	fate,
and	declare	to	which	of	them	he	would	give	the	Princess	Nouronnihar	for	a	wife,
according	to	his	promise.
The	Sultan	of	the	Indies,	having	heard,	without	interrupting	them,	all	that	the

Princes	could	 represent	 further	about	 their	 rarities,	 and	being	well	 informed	of
what	 had	 happened	 in	 relation	 to	 the	 Princess	 Nouronnihar’s	 cure,	 remained
some	time	silent,	as	if	he	were	thinking	on	what	answer	he	should	make.	At	last
he	broke	the	silence,	and	said	to	them:	“I	would	declare	for	one	of	you	children
with	a	great	deal	of	pleasure	if	I	could	do	it	with	justice;	but	consider	whether	I
can	do	it	or	no.	’Tis	true,	Prince	Ahmed,	the	Princess	my	niece	is	obliged	to	your
artificial	 apple	 for	her	cure;	but	 I	must	 ask	you	whether	or	no	you	could	have
been	so	serviceable	to	her	if	you	had	not	known	by	Prince	Ali’s	perspective	glass
the	danger	she	was	in,	and	if	Prince	Houssain’s	tapestry	had	not	brought	you	so
soon.	Your	 perspective	 glass,	 Prince	Ali,	 informed	 you	 and	 your	 brothers	 that
you	were	like	to	lose	the	Princess	your	cousin,	and	there	you	must	own	a	great
obligation.
“You	 must	 also	 grant	 that	 that	 knowledge	 would	 have	 been	 of	 no	 service

without	 the	 artificial	 apple	 and	 the	 tapestry.	 And	 lastly,	 Prince	 Houssain,	 the
Princess	would	be	very	ungrateful	if	she	should	not	show	her	acknowledgment
of	the	service	of	your	tapestry,	which	was	so	necessary	a	means	toward	her	cure.
But	consider,	it	would	have	been	of	little	use	if	you	had	not	been	acquainted	with
the	Princess’s	 illness	by	Prince	Ali’s	glass,	 and	Prince	Ahmed	had	not	applied
his	 artificial	 apple.	 Therefore,	 as	 neither	 tapestry,	 ivory	 perspective	 glass,	 nor
artificial	 apple	 have	 the	 least	 preference	 one	 before	 the	 other,	 but,	 on	 the
contrary,	there’s	a	perfect	equality,	I	cannot	grant	the	Princess	to	ally	one	of	you;
and	 the	 only	 fruit	 you	 have	 reaped	 from	 your	 travels	 is	 the	 glory	 of	 having
equally	contributed	to	restore	her	health.
“If	all	 this	be	 true,”	added	 the	Sultan,	“you	see	 that	 I	must	have	recourse	 to

other	means	to	determine	certainly	in	the	choice	I	ought	to	make	among	you;	and
that,	as	there	is	time	enough	between	this	and	night,	I’ll	do	it	to-day.	Go	and	get
each	of	you	a	bow	and	arrow,	and	repair	to	the	great	plain,	where	they	exercise
horses.	I’ll	soon	come	to	you,	and	declare	I	will	give	the	Princess	Nouronnihar	to
him	that	shoots	the	farthest.”



The	three	Princes	had	nothing	to	say	against	the	decision	of	the	Sultan.	When
they	were	 out	 of	 his	 presence	 they	 each	 provided	 themselves	with	 a	 bow	 and
arrow,	 which	 they	 delivered	 to	 one	 of	 their	 officers,	 and	 went	 to	 the	 plain
appointed,	followed	by	a	great	concourse	of	people.
The	Sultan	did	not	make	 them	wait	 long	 for	him,	and	as	 soon	as	he	arrived

Prince	Houssain,	as	the	eldest,	took	his	bow	and	arrow	and	shot	first;	Prince	Ali
shot	 next,	 and	 much	 beyond	 him;	 and	 Prince	 Ahmed	 last	 of	 all,	 but	 it	 so
happened	 that	nobody	could	see	where	his	arrow	fell;	 and,	notwithstanding	all
the	diligence	that	was	used	by	himself	and	everybody	else,	it	was	not	to	be	found
far	 or	 near.	 And	 though	 it	 was	 believed	 that	 he	 shot	 the	 farthest,	 and	 that	 he
therefore	deserved	the	Princess	Nouronnihar,	it	was,	however,	necessary	that	his
arrow	 should	 be	 found	 to	 make	 the	 matter	 more	 evident	 and	 certain;	 and,
notwithstanding	his	remonstrance,	the	Sultan	judged	in	favor	of	Prince	Ali,	and
gave	orders	for	preparations	to	be	made	for	the	wedding,	which	was	celebrated	a
few	days	after	with	great	magnificence.
Prince	 Houssain	 would	 not	 honor	 the	 feast	 with	 his	 presence.	 In	 short,	 his

grief	was	so	violent	and	insupportable	that	he	left	 the	Court,	and	renounced	all
right	of	succession	to	the	crown,	to	turn	hermit.
Prince	 Ahmed,	 too,	 did	 not	 come	 to	 Prince	 Ali’s	 and	 the	 Princess

Nouronnihar’s	 wedding	 any	 more	 than	 his	 brother	 Houssain,	 but	 did	 not
renounce	 the	 world	 as	 he	 had	 done.	 But,	 as	 he	 could	 not	 imagine	 what	 had
become	of	his	arrow,	he	stole	away	from	his	attendants	and	resolved	 to	search
after	 it,	 that	 he	 might	 not	 have	 anything	 to	 reproach	 himself	 with.	 With	 this
intent	he	went	to	the	place	where	the	Princes	Houssain’s	and	Ali’s	were	gathered
up,	 and,	 going	 straight	 forward	 from	 there,	 looking	 carefully	 on	 both	 sides	 of
him,	he	went	so	far	that	at	last	he	began	to	think	his	labor	was	all	in	vain;	but	yet
he	could	not	help	going	forward	till	he	came	to	some	steep	craggy	rocks,	which
were	 bounds	 to	 his	 journey,	 and	were	 situated	 in	 a	 barren	 country,	 about	 four
leagues	distant	from	where	he	set	out.



II

When	 Prince	 Ahmed	 came	 pretty	 nigh	 to	 these	 rocks	 he	 perceived	 an	 arrow,
which	 he	 gathered	 up,	 looked	 earnestly	 at	 it,	 and	 was	 in	 the	 greatest
astonishment	 to	 find	 it	 was	 the	 same	 he	 shot	 away.	 	 “Certainly,”	 said	 he	 to
himself,	“neither	I	nor	any	man	living	could	shoot	an	arrow	so	far,”	and,	finding
it	laid	flat,	not	sticking	into	the	ground,	he	judged	that	it	rebounded	against	the
rock.	 	“There	must	be	some	mystery	 in	 this,”	 said	he	 to	himself	again,	“and	 it
may	be	advantageous	to	me.		Perhaps	fortune,	to	make	me	amends	for	depriving
me	 of	 what	 I	 thought	 the	 greatest	 happiness,	 may	 have	 reserved	 a	 greater
blessing	for	my	comfort.”
As	 these	 rocks	 were	 full	 of	 caves	 and	 some	 of	 those	 caves	 were	 deep,	 the

Prince	entered	into	one,	and,	looking	about,	cast	his	eyes	on	an	iron	door,	which
seemed	 to	 have	 no	 lock,	 but	 he	 feared	 it	 was	 fastened.	 	 However,	 thrusting
against	 it,	 it	 opened,	 and	 discovered	 an	 easy	 descent,	 but	 no	 steps,	 which	 he
walked	down	with	his	arrow	in	his	hand.		At	first	he	thought	he	was	going	into	a
dark,	obscure	place,	but	presently	a	quite	different	light	succeeded	that	which	he
came	 out	 of,	 and,	 entering	 into	 a	 large,	 spacious	 place,	 at	 about	 fifty	 or	 sixty
paces	 distant,	 he	 perceived	 a	magnificent	 palace,	 which	 he	 had	 not	 then	 time
enough	to	look	at.		At	the	same	time	a	lady	of	majestic	port	and	air	advanced	as
far	 as	 the	 porch,	 attended	 by	 a	 large	 troop	 of	 ladies,	 so	 finely	 dressed	 and
beautiful	that	it	was	difficult	to	distinguish	which	was	the	mistress.
As	soon	as	Prince	Ahmed	perceived	the	lady,	he	made	all	imaginable	haste	to

go	and	pay	his	respects;	and	the	lady,	on	her	part,	seeing	him	coming,	prevented
him	from	addressing	his	discourse	 to	her	first,	but	said	 to	him:	 	“Come	nearer,
Prince	Ahmed,	you	are	welcome.”
It	was	no	small	surprise	to	the	Prince	to	hear	himself	named	in	a	place	he	had

never	 heard	 of,	 though	 so	 nigh	 to	 his	 father’s	 capital,	 and	 he	 could	 not
comprehend	how	he	should	be	known	to	a	lady	who	was	a	stranger	to	him.		At
last	 he	 returned	 the	 lady’s	 compliment	 by	 throwing	 himself	 at	 her	 feet,	 and,
rising	up	again,	said	to	her:	
“Madam,	I	 return	you	a	 thousand	thanks	for	 the	assurance	you	give	me	of	a

welcome	 to	 a	 place	 where	 I	 believed	 my	 imprudent	 curiosity	 had	 made	 me
penetrate	too	far.		But,	madam,	may	I,	without	being	guilty	of	ill	manners,	dare
to	ask	you	by	what	adventure	you	know	me?	and	how	you,	who	live	in	the	same
neighborhood	with	me,	should	be	so	great	a	stranger	to	me?”
“Prince,”	said	the	lady,	“let	us	go	into	the	hall,	there	I	will	gratify	you	in	your

request.”



After	these	words	the	lady	led	Prince	Ahmed	into	the	hall.		Then	she	sat	down
on	a	sofa,	and	when	the	Prince	by	her	entreaty	had	done	the	same	she	said:		“You
are	surprised,	you	say,	that	I	should	know	you	and	not	be	known	by	you,	but	you
will	be	no	longer	surprised	when	I	inform	you	who	I	am.		You	are	undoubtedly
sensible	that	your	religion	teaches	you	to	believe	that	the	world	is	inhabited	by
genies	 as	 well	 as	 men.	 	 I	 am	 the	 daughter	 of	 one	 of	 the	 most	 powerful	 and
distinguished	genies,	and	my	name	is	Paribanou.		The	only	thing	that	I	have	to
add	 is,	 that	 you	 seemed	 to	 me	 worthy	 of	 a	 more	 happy	 fate	 than	 that	 of
possessing	 the	 Princess	 Nouronnihar;	 and,	 that	 you	 might	 attain	 to	 it,	 I	 was
present	when	you	drew	your	arrow,	and	foresaw	it	would	not	go	beyond	Prince
Houssain’s.		I	took	it	in	the	air,	and	gave	it	the	necessary	motion	to	strike	against
the	 rocks	 near	which	you	 found	 it,	 and	 I	 tell	 you	 that	 it	 lies	 in	 your	 power	 to
make	use	of	the	favorable	opportunity	which	presents	itself	to	make	you	happy.”
As	the	Fairy	Paribanou	pronounced	these	last	words	with	a	different	tone,	and

looked,	at	the	same	time,	tenderly	upon	Prince	Ahmed,	with	a	modest	blush	on
her	cheeks,	it	was	no	hard	matter	for	the	Prince	to	comprehend	what	happiness
she	meant.	 	He	presently	considered	that	the	Princess	Nouronnihar	could	never
be	 his	 and	 that	 the	 Fairy	 Paribanou	 excelled	 her	 infinitely	 in	 beauty,
agreeableness,	wit,	and,	as	much	as	he	could	conjecture	by	the	magnificence	of
the	 palace,	 in	 immense	 riches.	 	 He	 blessed	 the	 moment	 that	 he	 thought	 of
seeking	 after	 his	 arrow	 a	 second	 time,	 and,	 yielding	 to	 his	 love,	 “Madam,”
replied	he,	“should	I	all	my	life	have	the	happiness	of	being	your	slave,	and	the
admirer	 of	 the	many	 charms	which	 ravish	my	 soul,	 I	 should	 think	myself	 the
most	blessed	of	men.		Pardon	in	me	the	boldness	which	inspires	me	to	ask	this
favor,	 and	 don’t	 refuse	 to	 admit	me	 into	 your	 Court,	 a	 prince	who	 is	 entirely
devoted	to	you.”
“Prince,”	answered	the	Fairy,	“will	you	not	pledge	your	faith	to	me,	as	well	as

I	 give	mine	 to	 you?”	 “Yes,	madam,”	 replied	 the	 Prince,	 in	 an	 ecstacy	 of	 joy;
“what	can	I	do	better,	and	with	greater	pleasure?		Yes,	my	sultaness,	my	queen,
I’ll	give	you	my	heart	without	 the	 least	 reserve.”	 	“Then,”	answered	 the	Fairy,
“you	are	my	husband,	and	I	am	your	wife.		But,	as	I	suppose,”	pursued	she,	“that
you	have	eaten	nothing	to-day,	a	slight	repast	shall	be	served	up	for	you,	while
preparations	are	making	for	our	wedding	feast	at	night,	and	then	I	will	show	you
the	apartments	of	my	palace,	and	you	shall	judge	if	this	hall	is	not	the	meanest
part	of	it.”
Some	of	 the	Fairy’s	women,	who	came	into	the	hall	with	 them,	and	guessed

her	intentions,	went	immediately	out,	and	returned	presently	with	some	excellent
meats	and	wines.
When	 Prince	Ahmed	 had	 ate	 and	 drunk	 as	much	 as	 he	 cared	 for,	 the	 Fairy



Paribanou	 carried	 him	 through	 all	 the	 apartments,	 where	 he	 saw	 diamonds,
rubies,	 emeralds	 and	 all	 sorts	 of	 fine	 jewels,	 intermixed	 with	 pearls,	 agate,
jasper,	porphyry,	and	all	sorts	of	the	most	precious	marbles.		But,	not	to	mention
the	 richness	 of	 the	 furniture,	 which	 was	 inestimable,	 there	 was	 such	 a
profuseness	throughout	that	the	Prince,	instead	of	ever	having	seen	anything	like
it,	owned	that	he	could	not	have	imagined	that	there	was	anything	in	the	world
that	could	come	up	to	it.		“Prince,”	said	the	Fairy,	“if	you	admire	my	palace	so
much,	which,	indeed,	is	very	beautiful,	what	would	you	say	to	the	palaces	of	the
chief	of	our	genies,	which	are	much	more	beautiful,	spacious,	and	magnificent?	
I	could	also	charm	you	with	my	gardens,	but	we	will	 let	 that	alone	till	another
time.		Night	draws	near,	and	it	will	be	time	to	go	to	supper.”
The	next	hall	which	the	Fairy	led	the	Prince	into,	and	where	the	cloth	was	laid

for	the	feast,	was	the	last	apartment	the	Prince	had	not	seen,	and	not	in	the	least
inferior	to	the	others.		At	his	entrance	into	it	he	admired	the	infinite	number	of
sconces	of	wax	candles	perfumed	with	amber,	the	multitude	of	which,	instead	of
being	confused,	were	placed	with	so	just	a	symmetry	as	formed	an	agreeable	and
pleasant	 sight.	 	 A	 large	 side	 table	was	 set	 out	 with	 all	 sorts	 of	 gold	 plate,	 so
finely	wrought	 that	 the	workmanship	was	much	more	valuable	 than	the	weight
of	 the	 gold.	 	 Several	 choruses	 of	 beautiful	 women	 richly	 dressed,	 and	 whose
voices	were	ravishing,	began	a	concert,	accompanied	with	all	sorts	of	the	most
harmonious	 instruments;	 and	 when	 they	 were	 set	 down	 at	 table	 the	 Fairy
Paribanou	took	care	to	help	Prince	Ahmed	to	the	most	delicate	meats,	which	she
named	as	she	 invited	him	 to	eat	of	 them,	and	which	 the	Prince	 found	 to	be	so
exquisitely	 nice	 that	 he	 commended	 them	with	 exaggeration,	 and	 said	 that	 the
entertainment	far	surpassed	those	of	man.		He	found	also	the	same	excellence	in
the	wines,	which	neither	he	nor	the	Fairy	tasted	of	till	the	dessert	was	served	up,
which	consisted	of	the	choicest	sweetmeats	and	fruits.
The	wedding	feast	was	continued	the	next	day,	or,	rather,	the	days	following

the	celebration	were	a	continual	feast.
At	 the	end	of	six	months	Prince	Ahmed,	who	always	loved	and	honored	the

Sultan	his	father,	conceived	a	great	desire	to	know	how	he	was,	and	that	desire
could	not	be	satisfied	without	his	going	to	see;	he	told	the	Fairy	of	it,	and	desired
she	would	give	him	leave.
“Prince,”	said	she,	“go	when	you	please.	 	But	first,	don’t	take	it	amiss	that	I

give	you	some	advice	how	you	shall	behave	yourself	where	you	are	going.		First,
I	don’t	think	it	proper	for	you	to	tell	the	Sultan	your	father	of	our	marriage,	nor
of	my	quality,	nor	the	place	where	you	have	been.		Beg	of	him	to	be	satisfied	in
knowing	you	are	happy,	and	desire	no	more;	and	let	him	know	that	the	sole	end
of	your	visit	is	to	make	him	easy,	and	inform	him	of	your	fate.”



She	appointed	twenty	gentlemen,	well	mounted	and	equipped,	to	attend	him.	
When	all	was	ready	Prince	Ahmed	took	his	leave	of	the	Fairy,	embraced	her,	and
renewed	 his	 promise	 to	 return	 soon.	 	 Then	 his	 horse,	 which	 was	 most	 finely
caparisoned,	 and	 was	 as	 beautiful	 a	 creature	 as	 any	 in	 the	 Sultan	 of	 Indies’
stables,	was	led	to	him,	and	he	mounted	him	with	an	extraordinary	grace;	and,
after	he	had	bid	her	a	last	adieu,	set	forward	on	his	journey.
As	it	was	not	a	great	way	to	his	father’s	capital,	Prince	Ahmed	soon	arrived

there.		The	people,	glad	to	see	him	again,	received	him	with	acclamations	of	joy,
and	followed	him	in	crowds	to	the	Sultan’s	apartment.		The	Sultan	received	and
embraced	 him	 with	 great	 joy,	 complaining	 at	 the	 same	 time,	 with	 a	 fatherly
tenderness,	of	the	affliction	his	long	absence	had	been	to	him,	which	he	said	was
the	more	 grievous	 for	 that,	 fortune	 having	 decided	 in	 favor	 of	 Prince	 Ali	 his
brother,	he	was	afraid	he	might	have	committed	some	rash	action.
The	Prince	told	a	story	of	his	adventures	without	speaking	of	the	Fairy,	whom

he	 said	 that	 he	must	 not	mention,	 and	 ended:	 	 “The	 only	 favor	 I	 ask	 of	 your
Majesty	is	to	give	me	leave	to	come	often	and	pay	you	my	respects,	and	to	know
how	you	do.”
“Son,”	answered	the	Sultan	of	the	Indies,	“I	cannot	refuse	you	the	leave	you

ask	me;	but	I	should	much	rather	you	would	resolve	to	stay	with	me;	at	least	tell
me	where	 I	may	 send	 to	you	 if	you	 should	 fail	 to	 come,	or	when	 I	may	 think
your	 presence	 necessary.”	 	 “Sir,”	 replied	 Prince	 Ahmed,	 “what	 your	 Majesty
asks	of	me	is	part	of	the	mystery	I	spoke	to	your	Majesty	of.		I	beg	of	you	to	give
me	leave	to	remain	silent	on	this	head,	for	I	shall	come	so	frequently	that	I	am
afraid	that	I	shall	sooner	be	thought	troublesome	than	be	accused	of	negligence
in	my	duty.”
The	 Sultan	 of	 the	 Indies	 pressed	 Prince	 Ahmed	 no	more,	 but	 said	 to	 him:	

“Son,	I	penetrate	no	farther	into	your	secrets,	but	leave	you	at	your	liberty;	but
can	 tell	you	 that	you	could	not	do	me	a	greater	pleasure	 than	 to	come,	and	by
your	presence	restore	to	me	the	joy	I	have	not	felt	 this	long	time,	and	that	you
shall	always	be	welcome	when	you	come,	without	interrupting	your	business	or
pleasure.”
Prince	Ahmed	stayed	but	 three	days	at	 the	Sultan	his	father’s	Court,	and	the

fourth	returned	to	the	Fairy	Paribanou,	who	did	not	expect	him	so	soon.
A	month	after	Prince	Ahmed’s	return	from	paying	a	visit	to	his	father,	as	the

Fairy	Paribanou	had	observed	that	the	Prince,	since	the	time	that	he	gave	her	an
account	of	his	journey,	his	discourse	with	his	father,	and	the	leave	he	asked	to	go
and	see	him	often,	had	never	talked	of	the	Sultan,	as	if	 there	had	been	no	such
person	in	the	world,	whereas	before	he	was	always	speaking	of	him,	she	thought
he	forebore	on	her	account;	therefore	she	took	an	opportunity	to	say	to	him	one



day:	 	 “Prince,	 tell	 me,	 have	 you	 forgot	 the	 Sultan	 your	 father?	 	 Don’t	 you
remember	the	promise	you	made	to	go	and	see	him	often?		For	my	part	I	have
not	forgot	what	you	told	me	at	your	return,	and	so	put	you	in	mind	of	it,	that	you
may	not	be	long	before	you	acquit	yourself	of	your	promise.”
So	Prince	Ahmed	went	the	next	morning	with	the	same	attendance	as	before,

but	much	finer,	and	himself	more	magnificently	mounted,	equipped,	and	dressed,
and	was	received	by	the	Sultan	with	the	same	joy	and	satisfaction.		For	several
months	he	constantly	paid	his	visits,	always	in	a	richer	and	finer	equipage.
At	 last	 some	 viziers,	 the	 Sultan’s	 favorites,	 who	 judged	 of	 Prince	Ahmed’s

grandeur	 and	 power	 by	 the	 figure	 he	 cut,	made	 the	 Sultan	 jealous	 of	 his	 son,
saying	it	was	to	be	feared	he	might	inveigle	himself	into	the	people’s	favor	and
dethrone	him.
The	Sultan	of	the	Indies	was	so	far	from	thinking	that	Prince	Ahmed	could	be

capable	of	so	pernicious	a	design	as	his	favorites	would	make	him	believe	that
he	said	to	them:		“You	are	mistaken;	my	son	loves	me,	and	I	am	certain	of	his
tenderness	and	fidelity,	as	I	have	given	him	no	reason	to	be	disgusted.”
But	the	favorites	went	on	abusing	Prince	Ahmed	till	the	Sultan	said:		“Be	it	as

it	will,	I	don’t	believe	my	son	Ahmed	is	so	wicked	as	you	would	persuade	me	he
is;	how	ever,	I	am	obliged	to	you	for	your	good	advice,	and	don’t	dispute	but	that
it	proceeds	from	your	good	intentions.”
The	 Sultan	 of	 the	 Indies	 said	 this	 that	 his	 favorites	 might	 not	 know	 the

impressions	 their	 discourse	had	made	on	his	mind;	which	had	 so	 alarmed	him
that	he	resolved	to	have	Prince	Ahmed	watched	unknown	to	his	grand	vizier.		So
he	 sent	 for	 a	 female	 magician,	 who	 was	 introduced	 by	 a	 back	 door	 into	 his
apartment.	 	“Go	immediately,”	he	said,	“and	follow	my	son,	and	watch	him	so
well	as	to	find	out	where	he	retires,	and	bring	me	word.”
The	magician	 left	 the	 Sultan,	 and,	 knowing	 the	 place	where	 Prince	Ahmed

found	his	arrow,	went	immediately	thither,	and	hid	herself	near	the	rocks,	so	that
nobody	could	see	her.
The	 next	morning	 Prince	Ahmed	 set	 out	 by	 daybreak,	without	 taking	 leave

either	 of	 the	 Sultan	 or	 any	 of	 his	Court,	 according	 to	 custom.	 	 The	magician,
seeing	him	coming,	followed	him	with	her	eyes,	till	on	a	sudden	she	lost	sight	of
him	and	his	attendants.
As	the	rocks	were	very	steep	and	craggy,	they	were	an	insurmountable	barrier,

so	that	the	magician	judged	that	there	were	but	two	things	for	it:		either	that	the
Prince	retired	into	some	cavern,	or	an	abode	of	genies	or	fairies.		Thereupon	she
came	out	of	 the	place	where	she	was	hid	and	went	directly	 to	 the	hollow	way,
which	she	traced	till	she	came	to	the	farther	end,	looking	carefully	about	on	all
sides;	but,	notwithstanding	all	her	diligence,	could	perceive	no	opening,	not	so



much	 as	 the	 iron	gate	which	Prince	Ahmed	discovered,	which	was	 to	 be	 seen
and	opened	to	none	but	men,	and	only	to	such	whose	presence	was	agreeable	to
the	Fairy	Paribanou.
The	 magician,	 who	 saw	 it	 was	 in	 vain	 for	 her	 to	 search	 any	 farther,	 was

obliged	to	be	satisfied	with	the	discovery	she	had	made,	and	returned	to	give	the
Sultan	an	account.
The	 Sultan	was	 very	well	 pleased	with	 the	magician’s	 conduct,	 and	 said	 to

her:	 	 “Do	you	as	you	 think	 fit;	 I’ll	wait	patiently	 the	event	of	your	promises,”
and	to	encourage	her	made	her	a	present	of	a	diamond	of	great	value.
As	Prince	Ahmed	had	obtained	the	Fairy	Paribanou’s	leave	to	go	to	the	Sultan

of	 the	Indies’	Court	once	a	month,	he	never	 failed,	and	 the	magician,	knowing
the	time,	went	a	day	or	two	before	to	the	foot	of	the	rock	where	she	lost	sight	of
the	Prince	and	his	attendants,	and	waited	there.
The	next	morning	Prince	Ahmed	went	out,	as	usual,	at	the	iron	gate,	with	the

same	attendants	as	before,	and	passed	by	the	magician,	whom	he	knew	not	to	be
such,	and,	seeing	her	 lie	with	her	head	against	 the	 rock,	and	complaining	as	 if
she	were	 in	 great	 pain,	 he	 pitied	 her,	 turned	 his	 horse	 about,	went	 to	 her,	 and
asked	her	what	was	the	matter	with	her,	and	what	he	could	do	to	ease	her.
The	 artful	 sorceress	 looked	 at	 the	 Prince	 in	 a	 pitiful	 manner,	 without	 ever

lifting	 up	 her	 head,	 and	 answered	 in	 broken	words	 and	 sighs,	 as	 if	 she	 could
hardly	 fetch	 her	 breath,	 that	 she	was	 going	 to	 the	 capital	 city,	 but	 on	 the	way
thither	she	was	taken	with	so	violent	a	fever	that	her	strength	failed	her,	and	she
was	forced	to	lie	down	where	he	saw	her,	far	from	any	habitation,	and	without
any	hopes	of	assistance.
“Good	woman,”	replied	Prince	Ahmed,	“you	are	not	so	far	from	help	as	you

imagine.		I	am	ready	to	assist	you,	and	convey	you	where	you	will	meet	with	a
speedy	cure;	only	get	up,	and	let	one	of	my	people	take	you	behind	him.”
At	these	words	the	magician,	who	pretended	sickness	only	to	know	where	the

Prince	lived	and	what	he	did,	refused	not	the	charitable	offer	he	made	her,	and
that	her	actions	might	correspond	with	her	words	she	made	many	pretended	vain
endeavors	to	get	up.		At	the	same	time	two	of	the	Prince’s	attendants,	alighting
off	 their	 horses,	 helped	 her	 up,	 and	 set	 her	 behind	 another,	 and	mounted	 their
horses	again,	and	followed	the	Prince,	who	turned	back	to	the	iron	gate,	which
was	opened	by	one	of	his	retinue	who	rode	before.		And	when	he	came	into	the
outward	court	of	 the	Fairy,	without	dismounting	himself,	he	sent	 to	 tell	her	he
wanted	to	speak	with	her.
The	Fairy	Paribanou	came	with	all	imaginable	haste,	not	knowing	what	made

Prince	Ahmed	return	so	soon,	who,	not	giving	her	 time	 to	ask	him	 the	 reason,
said:	 	 “Princess,	 I	 desire	 you	 would	 have	 compassion	 on	 this	 good	 woman,”



pointing	to	the	magician,	who	was	held	up	by	two	of	his	retinue.		“I	found	her	in
the	condition	you	see	her	in,	and	promised	her	the	assistance	she	stands	in	need
of,	and	am	persuaded	that	you,	out	of	your	own	goodness,	as	well	as	upon	my
entreaty,	will	not	abandon	her.”
The	Fairy	Paribanou,	who	had	her	eyes	fixed	upon	the	pretended	sick	woman

all	 the	 time	 that	 the	Prince	was	 talking	 to	her,	ordered	 two	of	her	women	who
followed	her	 to	 take	her	from	the	 two	men	that	held	her,	and	carry	her	 into	an
apartment	of	the	palace,	and	take	as	much	care	of	her	as	she	would	herself.
While	the	two	women	executed	the	Fairy’s	commands,	she	went	up	to	Prince

Ahmed,	and,	whispering	in	his	ear,	said:	 	“Prince,	this	woman	is	not	so	sick	as
she	pretends	to	be;	and	I	am	very	much	mistaken	if	she	is	not	an	impostor,	who
will	be	the	cause	of	a	great	trouble	to	you.		But	don’t	be	concerned,	let	what	will
be	devised	against	you;	be	persuaded	that	I	will	deliver	you	out	of	all	the	snares
that	shall	be	laid	for	you.		Go	and	pursue	your	journey.”
This	discourse	of	the	Fairy’s	did	not	in	the	least	frighten	Prince	Ahmed.		“My

Princess,”	 said	 he,	 “as	 I	 do	 not	 remember	 I	 ever	 did	 or	 designed	 anybody	 an
injury,	I	cannot	believe	anybody	can	have	a	thought	of	doing	me	one,	but	if	they
have	 I	 shall	 not,	 nevertheless,	 forbear	 doing	 good	 whenever	 I	 have	 an
opportunity.”		Then	he	went	back	to	his	father’s	palace.
In	 the	 meantime	 the	 two	 women	 carried	 the	 magician	 into	 a	 very	 fine

apartment,	richly	furnished.		First	they	sat	her	down	upon	a	sofa,	with	her	back
supported	with	a	cushion	of	gold	brocade,	while	 they	made	a	bed	on	 the	same
sofa	before	her,	the	quilt	of	which	was	finely	embroidered	with	silk,	the	sheets	of
the	finest	linen,	and	the	coverlet	cloth-of-gold.		When	they	had	put	her	into	bed
(for	the	old	sorceress	pretended	that	her	fever	was	so	violent	she	could	not	help
herself	in	the	least)	one	of	the	women	went	out,	and	returned	soon	again	with	a
china	 dish	 in	 her	 hand,	 full	 of	 a	 certain	 liquor,	 which	 she	 presented	 to	 the
magician,	while	the	other	helped	her	to	sit	up.		“Drink	this	liquor,”	said	she;	“it	is
the	Water	 of	 the	Fountain	 of	Lions,	 and	 a	 sovereign	 remedy	 against	 all	 fevers
whatsoever.		You	will	find	the	effect	of	it	in	less	than	an	hour’s	time.”
The	magician,	to	dissemble	the	better,	took	it	after	a	great	deal	of	entreaty;	but

at	last	she	took	the	china	dish,	and,	holding	back	her	head,	swallowed	down	the
liquor.	 	When	 she	was	 laid	down	again	 the	 two	women	covered	her	 up.	 	 “Lie
quiet,”	said	she	who	brought	her	the	china	cup,	“and	get	a	little	sleep	if	you	can.	
We’ll	 leave	you,	and	hope	to	find	you	perfectly	cured	when	we	come	again	an
hour	hence.”
The	two	women	came	again	at	the	time	they	said	they	should,	and	found	the

magician	up	and	dressed,	and	sitting	upon	the	sofa.		“Oh,	admirable	potion!”	she
said:		“it	has	wrought	its	cure	much	sooner	than	you	told	me	it	would,	and	I	shall



be	able	to	prosecute	my	journey.”
The	two	women,	who	were	fairies	as	well	as	their	mistress,	after	they	had	told

the	magician	how	glad	they	were	that	she	was	cured	so	soon,	walked	before	her,
and	conducted	her	through	several	apartments,	all	more	noble	than	that	wherein
she	lay,	into	a	large	hall,	 the	most	richly	and	magnificently	furnished	of	all	 the
palace.
Fairy	 Paribanou	 sat	 in	 this	 hall	 on	 a	 throne	 of	massive	 gold,	 enriched	with

diamonds,	rubies,	and	pearls	of	an	extraordinary	size,	and	attended	on	each	hand
by	a	great	number	of	beautiful	fairies,	all	richly	clothed.		At	the	sight	of	so	much
majesty,	 the	magician	was	not	only	dazzled,	but	was	 so	amazed	 that,	 after	 she
had	prostrated	herself	before	the	throne,	she	could	not	open	her	lips	to	thank	the
Fairy	as	 she	proposed.	 	However,	Paribanou	saved	her	 the	 trouble,	and	said	 to
her:		“Good	woman,	I	am	glad	I	had	an	opportunity	to	oblige	you,	and	to	see	you
are	able	to	pursue	your	journey.		I	won’t	detain	you,	but	perhaps	you	may	not	be
displeased	to	see	my	palace;	follow	my	women,	and	they	will	show	it	you.”
Then	 the	magician	went	back	and	 related	 to	 the	Sultan	of	 the	 Indies	all	 that

had	happened,	and	how	very	rich	Prince	Ahmed	was	since	his	marriage	with	the
Fairy,	 richer	 than	all	 the	kings	 in	 the	world,	and	how	there	was	danger	 that	he
should	come	and	take	the	throne	from	his	father.
Though	the	Sultan	of	the	Indies	was	very	well	persuaded	that	Prince	Ahmed’s

natural	 disposition	 was	 good,	 yet	 he	 could	 not	 help	 being	 concerned	 at	 the
discourse	of	the	old	sorceress,	to	whom,	when	she	was	taking	her	leave,	he	said:	
“I	thank	thee	for	the	pains	thou	hast	taken,	and	thy	wholesome	advice.		I	am	so
sensible	 of	 the	 great	 importance	 it	 is	 to	 me	 that	 I	 shall	 deliberate	 upon	 it	 in
council.”
Now	the	favorites	advised	 that	 the	Prince	should	be	killed,	but	 the	magician

advised	differently:	 	“Make	him	give	you	all	kinds	of	wonderful	 things,	by	the
Fairy’s	help,	 till	 she	 tires	of	him	and	sends	him	away.	 	As,	 for	example,	every
time	your	Majesty	goes	into	the	field,	you	are	obliged	to	be	at	a	great	expense,
not	only	in	pavilions	and	tents	for	your	army,	but	likewise	in	mules	and	camels
to	carry	their	baggage.		Now,	might	not	you	engage	him	to	use	his	interest	with
the	 Fairy	 to	 procure	 you	 a	 tent	 which	might	 be	 carried	 in	 a	man’s	 hand,	 and
which	should	be	so	large	as	to	shelter	your	whole	army	against	bad	weather?”
When	the	magician	had	finished	her	speech,	the	Sultan	asked	his	favorites	if

they	had	anything	better	 to	propose;	and,	finding	them	all	silent,	determined	to
follow	the	magician’s	advice,	as	the	most	reasonable	and	most	agreeable	to	his
mild	government.
Next	day	 the	Sultan	did	as	 the	magician	had	advised	him,	and	asked	for	 the

pavilion.



Prince	 Ahmed	 never	 expected	 that	 the	 Sultan	 his	 father	 would	 have	 asked
such	a	thing,	which	at	first	appeared	so	difficult,	not	to	say	impossible.		Though
he	 knew	 not	 absolutely	 how	 great	 the	 power	 of	 genies	 and	 fairies	 was,	 he
doubted	 whether	 it	 extended	 so	 far	 as	 to	 compass	 such	 a	 tent	 as	 his	 father
desired.	 	 At	 last	 he	 replied:	 	 “Though	 it	 is	 with	 the	 greatest	 reluctance
imaginable,	I	will	not	fail	to	ask	the	favor	of	my	wife	your	Majesty	desires,	but
will	 not	 promise	 you	 to	 obtain	 it;	 and	 if	 I	 should	 not	 have	 the	 honor	 to	 come
again	to	pay	you	my	respects	that	shall	be	the	sign	that	I	have	not	had	success.	
But	beforehand,	I	desire	you	to	forgive	me,	and	consider	that	you	yourself	have
reduced	me	to	this	extremity.”
“Son,”	replied	the	Sultan	of	the	Indies,	“I	should	be	very	sorry	if	what	I	ask	of

you	should	cause	me	the	displeasure	of	never	seeing	you	more.		I	find	you	don’t
know	the	power	a	husband	has	over	a	wife;	and	yours	would	show	that	her	love
to	 you	 was	 very	 indifferent	 if	 she,	 with	 the	 power	 she	 has	 of	 a	 fairy,	 should
refuse	you	so	trifling	a	request	as	this	I	desire	you	to	ask	of	her	for	my	sake.”	
The	Prince	went	back,	and	was	very	sad	for	fear	of	offending	the	Fairy.		She	kept
pressing	him	to	tell	her	what	was	the	matter,	and	at	last	he	said:		“Madam,	you
may	have	observed	 that	hitherto	 I	have	been	content	with	your	 love,	 and	have
never	asked	you	any	other	favor.	 	Consider	 then,	I	conjure	you,	 that	 it	 is	not	I,
but	 the	Sultan	my	father,	who	indiscreetly,	or	at	 least	I	 think	so,	begs	of	you	a
pavilion	large	enough	to	shelter	him,	his	Court,	and	army	from	the	violence	of
the	weather,	 and	which	 a	man	may	 carry	 in	 his	 hand.	 	But	 remember	 it	 is	 the
Sultan	my	father	asks	this	favor.”
“Prince,”	replied	the	Fairy,	smiling,	“I	am	sorry	that	so	small	a	matter	should

disturb	you,	and	make	you	so	uneasy	as	you	appeared	to	me.”
Then	 the	 Fairy	 sent	 for	 her	 treasurer,	 to	 whom,	 when	 she	 came,	 she	 said:	

“Nourgihan”—	 which	 was	 her	 name—	 “bring	 me	 the	 largest	 pavilion	 in	 my
treasury.”		Nourgiham	returned	presently	with	the	pavilion,	which	she	could	not
only	hold	in	her	hand,	but	in	the	palm	of	her	hand	when	she	shut	her	fingers,	and
presented	it	to	her	mistress,	who	gave	it	to	Prince	Ahmed	to	look	at.
When	Prince	Ahmed	saw	the	pavilion	which	the	Fairy	called	the	largest	in	her

treasury,	he	fancied	she	had	a	mind	to	jest	with	him,	and	thereupon	the	marks	of
his	surprise	appeared	presently	in	his	countenance;	which	Paribanou	perceiving
burst	out	laughing.	 	“What!	 	Prince,”	cried	she,	“do	you	think	I	jest	with	you?	
You’ll	see	presently	that	I	am	in	earnest.		Nourgihan,”	said	she	to	her	treasurer,
taking	 the	 tent	out	of	Prince	Ahmed’s	hands,	“go	and	set	 it	up,	 that	 the	Prince
may	judge	whether	it	may	be	large	enough	for	the	Sultan	his	father.”
The	treasurer	went	immediately	with	it	out	of	the	palace,	and	carried	it	a	great

way	off;	and	when	she	had	set	it	up	one	end	reached	to	the	very	palace;	at	which



time	 the	Prince,	 thinking	 it	 small,	 found	 it	 large	 enough	 to	 shelter	 two	greater
armies	than	that	of	the	Sultan	his	father’s,	and	then	said	to	Paribanou:		“I	ask	my
Princess	a	thousand	pardons	for	my	incredulity;	after	what	I	have	seen	I	believe
there	is	nothing	impossible	to	you.”		“You	see,”	said	the	Fairy,	“that	the	pavilion
is	larger	than	what	your	father	may	have	occasion	for;	for	you	must	know	that	it
has	 one	 property—	 that	 it	 is	 larger	 or	 smaller	 according	 to	 the	 army	 it	 is	 to
cover.”
The	treasurer	took	down	the	tent	again,	and	brought	it	to	the	Prince,	who	took

it,	and,	without	staying	any	longer	than	till	the	next	day,	mounted	his	horse,	and
went	with	the	same	attendants	to	the	Sultan	his	father.
The	Sultan,	who	was	persuaded	that	there	could	not	be	any	such	thing	as	such

a	tent	as	he	asked	for,	was	in	a	great	surprise	at	the	Prince’s	diligence.		He	took
the	tent	and	after	he	had	admired	its	smallness	his	amazement	was	so	great	that
he	could	not	recover	himself.		When	the	tent	was	set	up	in	the	great	plain,	which
we	have	before	mentioned,	he	found	it	large	enough	to	shelter	an	army	twice	as
large	as	he	could	bring	into	the	field.
But	the	Sultan	was	not	yet	satisfied.		“Son,”	said	he,	“I	have	already	expressed

to	 you	 how	 much	 I	 am	 obliged	 to	 you	 for	 the	 present	 of	 the	 tent	 you	 have
procured	me;	 that	I	 look	upon	it	as	 the	most	valuable	thing	in	all	my	treasury.	
But	you	must	do	one	thing	more	for	me,	which	will	be	every	whit	as	agreeable	to
me.	 	 I	 am	 informed	 that	 the	Fairy,	 your	 spouse,	makes	 use	 of	 a	 certain	water,
called	the	Water	of	the	Fountain	of	Lions,	which	cures	all	sorts	of	fevers,	even
the	most	dangerous,	and,	as	I	am	perfectly	well	persuaded	my	health	is	dear	to
you,	 I	 don’t	 doubt	 but	 you	will	 ask	 her	 for	 a	 bottle	 of	 that	water	 for	me,	 and
bring	 it	 me	 as	 a	 sovereign	medicine,	 which	 I	 may	make	 use	 of	 when	 I	 have
occasion.		Do	me	this	other	important	piece	of	service,	and	thereby	complete	the
duty	of	a	good	son	toward	a	tender	father.”
The	 Prince	 returned	 and	 told	 the	 Fairy	what	 his	 father	 had	 said;	 “There’s	 a

great	deal	of	wickedness	in	this	demand?”	she	answered,	“as	you	will	understand
by	what	I	am	going	to	tell	you.		The	Fountain	of	Lions	is	situated	in	the	middle
of	 a	 court	 of	 a	 great	 castle,	 the	 entrance	 into	which	 is	 guarded	 by	 four	 fierce
lions,	two	of	which	sleep	alternately,	while	the	other	two	are	awake.		But	don’t
let	that	frighten	you:		I’ll	give	you	means	to	pass	by	them	without	any	danger.”
The	 Fairy	 Paribanou	 was	 at	 that	 time	 very	 hard	 at	 work,	 and,	 as	 she	 had

several	 clews	 of	 thread	 by	 her,	 she	 took	 up	 one,	 and,	 presenting	 it	 to	 Prince
Ahmed,	said:		“First	take	this	clew	of	thread.		I’ll	tell	you	presently	the	use	of	it.	
In	the	second	place,	you	must	have	two	horses;	one	you	must	ride	yourself,	and
the	 other	 you	 must	 lead,	 which	 must	 be	 loaded	 with	 a	 sheep	 cut	 into	 four
quarters,	 that	must	 be	 killed	 to-day.	 	 In	 the	 third	 place,	 you	must	 be	 provided



with	 a	 bottle,	 which	 I	 will	 give	 you,	 to	 bring	 the	water	 in.	 	 Set	 out	 early	 to-
morrow	morning,	 and	when	 you	 have	 passed	 the	 iron	 gate	 throw	 the	 clew	 of
thread	before	you,	which	will	roll	till	it	comes	to	the	gates	of	the	castle.		Follow
it,	and	when	it	stops,	as	the	gates	will	be	open,	you	will	see	the	four	lions:		the
two	 that	 are	 awake	 will,	 by	 their	 roaring,	 wake	 the	 other	 two,	 but	 don’t	 be
frightened,	but	 throw	each	of	 them	a	quarter	of	mutton,	and	 then	clap	spurs	 to
your	horse	and	ride	 to	 the	 fountain;	 fill	your	bottle	without	alighting,	and	 then
return	with	the	same	expedition.	 	The	lions	will	be	so	busy	eating	they	will	 let
you	pass	by	them.”
Prince	Ahmed	set	out	the	next	morning	at	the	time	appointed	by	the	Fairy,	and

followed	her	directions	 exactly.	 	When	he	 arrived	 at	 the	gates	of	 the	 castle	he
distributed	the	quarters	of	mutton	among	the	four	lions,	and,	passing	through	the
midst	of	them	bravely,	got	to	the	fountain,	filled	his	bottle,	and	returned	back	as
safe	and	sound	as	he	went.	 	When	he	had	gone	a	little	distance	from	the	castle
gates	he	turned	him	about,	and,	perceiving	two	of	the	lions	coming	after	him,	he
drew	his	sabre	and	prepared	himself	for	defense.		But	as	he	went	forward	he	saw
one	of	them	turned	out	of	the	road	at	some	distance,	and	showed	by	his	head	and
tail	that	he	did	not	come	to	do	him	any	harm,	but	only	to	go	before	him,	and	that
the	 other	 stayed	 behind	 to	 follow,	 he	 put	 his	 sword	 up	 again	 in	 its	 scabbard.	
Guarded	in	this	manner,	he	arrived	at	the	capital	of	the	Indies,	but	the	lions	never
left	 him	 till	 they	 had	 conducted	 him	 to	 the	 gates	 of	 the	 Sultan’s	 palace;	 after
which	they	returned	the	same	way	they	came,	though	not	without	frightening	all
that	 saw	 them,	 for	 all	 they	 went	 in	 a	 very	 gentle	 manner	 and	 showed	 no
fierceness.
A	 great	 many	 officers	 came	 to	 attend	 the	 Prince	 while	 he	 dismounted	 his

horse,	and	afterward	conducted	him	into	the	Sultan’s	apartment,	who	was	at	that
time	surrounded	with	his	 favorites.	 	He	approached	 toward	 the	 throne,	 laid	 the
bottle	 at	 the	 Sultan’s	 feet,	 and	 kissed	 the	 rich	 tapestry	 which	 covered	 his
footstool,	and	then	said:	
“I	 have	brought	 you,	 sir,	 the	 healthful	water	which	your	Majesty	desired	 so

much	 to	keep	among	your	other	 rarities	 in	your	 treasury,	but	 at	 the	 same	 time
wish	you	such	extraordinary	health	as	never	to	have	occasion	to	make	use	of	it.”
After	the	Prince	had	made	an	end	of	his	compliment	the	Sultan	placed	him	on

his	right	hand,	and	then	said	to	him:		“Son,	I	am	very	much	obliged	to	you	for
this	valuable	present,	as	also	for	the	great	danger	you	have	exposed	yourself	to
upon	my	account	(which	I	have	been	informed	of	by	a	magician	who	knows	the
Fountain	 of	 Lions);	 but	 do	me	 the	 pleasure,”	 continued	 he,	 “to	 inform	me	 by
what	address,	or,	rather,	by	what	incredible	power,	you	have	been	secured.”
“Sir,”	replied	Prince	Ahmed,	“I	have	no	share	in	the	compliment	your	Majesty



is	pleased	to	make	me;	all	the	honor	is	due	to	the	Fairy	my	spouse,	whose	good
advice	 I	 followed.”	 	 Then	 he	 informed	 the	 Sultan	what	 those	 directions	were,
and	by	the	relation	of	this	his	expedition	let	him	know	how	well	he	had	behaved
himself.	 	 When	 he	 had	 done	 the	 Sultan,	 who	 showed	 outwardly	 all	 the
demonstrations	 of	 great	 joy,	 but	 secretly	 became	more	 jealous,	 retired	 into	 an
inward	apartment,	where	he	sent	for	the	magician.
The	magician,	 at	 her	 arrival,	 saved	 the	 Sultan	 the	 trouble	 to	 tell	 her	 of	 the

success	of	Prince	Ahmed’s	journey,	which	she	had	heard	of	before	she	came,	and
therefore	was	prepared	with	an	infallible	means,	as	she	pretended.		This	means
she	communicated	to	the	Sultan	who	declared	it	the	next	day	to	the	Prince,	in	the
midst	of	all	his	courtiers,	in	these	words:		“Son,”	said	he,	“I	have	one	thing	more
to	ask	of	you,	after	which	I	shall	expect	nothing	more	from	your	obedience,	nor
your	interest	with	your	wife.		This	request	is,	to	bring	me	a	man	not	above	a	foot
and	 a	 half	 high,	 and	whose	 beard	 is	 thirty	 feet	 long	who	 carries	 a	 bar	 of	 iron
upon	his	shoulders	of	five	hundredweight,	which	he	uses	as	a	quarterstaff.”
Prince	Ahmed,	who	did	not	believe	that	there	was	such	a	man	in	the	world	as

his	father	described,	would	gladly	have	excused	himself;	but	the	Sultan	persisted
in	his	demand,	and	told	him	the	Fairy	could	do	more	incredible	things.
The	next	day	the	Prince	returned	to	his	dear	Paribanou,	 to	whom	he	told	his

father’s	 new	 demand,	 which,	 he	 said,	 he	 looked	 upon	 to	 be	 a	 thing	 more
impossible	 than	 the	 two	 first;	 “for,”	 added	 he,	 “I	 cannot	 imagine	 there	 can	 be
such	a	man	in	the	world;	without	doubt,	he	has	a	mind	to	try	whether	or	no	I	am
so	silly	as	 to	go	about	 it,	or	he	has	a	design	on	my	ruin.	 	In	short,	how	can	he
suppose	that	I	should	lay	hold	of	a	man	so	well	armed,	though	he	is	but	little?	
What	arms	can	I	make	use	of	to	reduce	him	to	my	will?		If	there	are	any	means,	I
beg	you	will	tell	them,	and	let	me	come	off	with	honor	this	time.”
“Don’t	affright	yourself,	Prince,”	replied	the	Fairy;	“you	ran	a	risk	in	fetching

the	Water	 of	 the	 Fountain	 of	 Lions	 for	 your	 father,	 but	 there’s	 no	 danger	 in
finding	out	this	man,	who	is	my	brother	Schaibar,	but	is	so	far	from	being	like
me,	 though	we	both	had	 the	 same	 father,	 that	 he	 is	 of	 so	violent	 a	 nature	 that
nothing	can	prevent	his	giving	cruel	marks	of	his	resentment	for	a	slight	offense;
yet,	on	the	other	hand,	is	so	good	as	to	oblige	anyone	in	whatever	they	desire.	
He	is	made	exactly	as	the	Sultan	your	father	has	described	him,	and	has	no	other
arms	than	a	bar	of	iron	of	five	hundred	pounds	weight,	without	which	he	never
stirs,	and	which	makes	him	respected.		I’ll	send	for	him,	and	you	shall	judge	of
the	 truth	 of	 what	 I	 tell	 you;	 but	 be	 sure	 to	 prepare	 yourself	 against	 being
frightened	at	his	extraordinary	figure	when	you	see	him.”		“What!	my	Queen,”
replied	Prince	Ahmed,	“do	you	say	Schaibar	is	your	brother?		Let	him	be	never
so	ugly	or	deformed	I	shall	be	so	far	from	being	frightened	at	 the	sight	of	him



that,	as	our	brother,	I	shall	honor	and	love	him.”
The	Fairy	ordered	a	gold	chafing-dish	to	be	set	with	a	fire	in	it	under	the	porch

of	her	palace,	with	a	box	of	the	same	metal,	which	was	a	present	to	her,	out	of
which	taking	a	perfume,	and	throwing	it	into	the	fire,	there	arose	a	thick	cloud	of
smoke.
Some	moments	after	the	Fairy	said	to	Prince	Ahmed:		“See,	there	comes	my

brother.”	 	The	Prince	 immediately	perceived	Schaibar	coming	gravely	with	his
heavy	bar	on	his	shoulder,	his	 long	beard,	which	he	held	up	before	him,	and	a
pair	of	thick	mustachios,	which	he	tucked	behind	his	ears	and	almost	covered	his
face;	 his	 eyes	 were	 very	 small	 and	 deep-set	 in	 his	 head,	 which	 was	 far	 from
being	of	the	smallest	size,	and	on	his	head	he	wore	a	grenadier’s	cap;	besides	all
this,	he	was	very	much	hump-backed.
If	 Prince	 Ahmed	 had	 not	 known	 that	 Schaibar	 was	 Paribanou’s	 brother,	 he

would	not	have	been	able	to	have	looked	at	him	without	fear,	but,	knowing	first
who	he	was,	he	stood	by	the	Fairy	without	the	least	concern.
Schaibar,	as	he	came	forward,	 looked	at	 the	Prince	earnestly	enough	to	have

chilled	his	blood	in	his	veins,	and	asked	Paribanou,	when	he	first	accosted	her,
who	 that	man	was.	 	 To	which	 she	 replied:	 	 “He	 is	my	 husband,	 brother.	 	His
name	is	Ahmed;	he	is	son	to	the	Sultan	of	the	Indies.		The	reason	why	I	did	not
invite	you	to	my	wedding	was	I	was	unwilling	to	divert	you	from	an	expedition
you	 were	 engaged	 in,	 and	 from	 which	 I	 heard	 with	 pleasure	 you	 returned
victorious,	and	so	took	the	liberty	now	to	call	for	you.”
At	these	words,	Schaibar,	looking	on	Prince	Ahmed	favorably,	said:		“Is	there

anything	else,	sister,	wherein	I	can	serve	him?		It	is	enough	for	me	that	he	is	your
husband	 to	 engage	me	 to	 do	 for	 him	whatever	 he	 desires.”	 	 “The	 Sultan,	 his
father,”	 replied	Paribanou,	 “has	a	curiosity	 to	 see	you,	 and	 I	desire	he	may	be
your	guide	 to	 the	Sultan’s	Court.”	 	 “He	needs	but	 lead	me	 the	way	 I’ll	 follow
him.”		“Brother,”	replied	Paribanou,	“it	is	too	late	to	go	to-day,	therefore	stay	till
to-morrow	morning;	and	in	the	meantime	I’ll	 inform	you	of	all	 that	has	passed
between	the	Sultan	of	the	Indies	and	Prince	Ahmed	since	our	marriage.”
The	 next	 morning,	 after	 Schaibar	 had	 been	 informed	 of	 the	 affair,	 he	 and

Prince	Ahmed	set	out	for	the	Sultan’s	Court.		When	they	arrived	at	the	gates	of
the	capital	the	people	no	sooner	saw	Schaibar	but	they	ran	and	hid	themselves;
and	 some	 shut	up	 their	 shops	 and	 locked	 themselves	up	 in	 their	 houses,	while
others,	 flying,	communicated	 their	 fear	 to	all	 they	met,	who	stayed	not	 to	 look
behind	 them,	 but	 ran	 too;	 insomuch	 that	 Schaibar	 and	 Prince	Ahmed,	 as	 they
went	along,	found	the	streets	all	desolate	till	they	came	to	the	palaces	where	the
porters,	 instead	 of	 keeping	 the	 gates,	 ran	 away	 too,	 so	 that	 the	 Prince	 and
Schaibar	 advanced	 without	 any	 obstacle	 to	 the	 council-hall,	 where	 the	 Sultan



was	seated	on	his	throne,	and	giving	audience.		Here	likewise	the	ushers,	at	the
approach	of	Schaibar,	abandoned	their	posts,	and	gave	them	free	admittance.
Schaibar	 went	 boldly	 and	 fiercely	 up	 to	 the	 throne,	 without	 waiting	 to	 be

presented	 by	 Prince	 Ahmed,	 and	 accosted	 the	 Sultan	 of	 the	 Indies	 in	 these
words:	 	“Thou	hast	asked	for	me,”	said	he;	“see,	here	I	am;	what	wouldst	thou
have	with	me?”
The	Sultan,	 instead	 of	 answering	 him,	 clapped	 his	 hands	 before	 his	 eyes	 to

avoid	 the	 sight	 of	 so	 terrible	 an	 object;	 at	 which	 uncivil	 and	 rude	 reception
Schaibar	was	so	much	provoked,	after	he	had	given	him	the	trouble	to	come	so
far,	 that	he	 instantly	 lifted	up	his	 iron	bar	and	killed	him	before	Prince	Ahmed
could	intercede	in	his	behalf.		All	that	he	could	do	was	to	prevent	his	killing	the
grand	vizier,	who	sat	not	far	from	him,	representing	to	him	that	he	had	always
given	the	Sultan	his	father	good	advice.	 	“These	are	 they,	 then,”	said	Schaibar,
“who	gave	him	bad,”	and	as	he	pronounced	these	words	he	killed	all	 the	other
viziers	and	flattering	favorites	of	the	Sultan	who	were	Prince	Ahmed’s	enemies.	
Every	time	he	struck	he	killed	some	one	or	other,	and	none	escaped	but	they	who
were	not	so	frightened	as	to	stand	staring	and	gaping,	and	who	saved	themselves
by	flight.
When	 this	 terrible	execution	was	over	Schaibar	came	out	of	 the	council-hall

into	the	midst	of	the	courtyard	with	the	iron	bar	upon	his	shoulder,	and,	looking
hard	at	the	grand	vizier,	who	owed	his	life	to	Prince	Ahmed,	he	said:		“I	know
here	is	a	certain	magician,	who	is	a	greater	enemy	of	my	brother-in-law	than	all
these	 base	 favorites	 I	 have	 chastised.	 	 Let	 the	 magician	 be	 brought	 to	 me
presently.”	 	The	grand	vizier	 immediately	sent	 for	her,	and	as	soon	as	she	was
brought	Schaibar	said,	at	 the	 time	he	fetched	a	stroke	at	her	with	his	 iron	bar:	
“Take	the	reward	of	thy	pernicious	counsel,	and	learn	to	feign	sickness	again.”
After	this	he	said:		“This	is	not	yet	enough;	I	will	use	the	whole	town	after	the

same	 manner	 if	 they	 do	 not	 immediately	 acknowledge	 Prince	 Ahmed,	 my
brother-in-law,	for	their	Sultan	and	the	Sultan	of	the	Indies.”		Then	all	that	were
there	present	made	the	air	echo	again	with	the	repeated	acclamations	of:		“Long
life	 to	 Sultan	 Ahmed”;	 and	 immediately	 after	 he	 was	 proclaimed	 through	 the
whole	town.		Schaibar	made	him	be	clothed	in	the	royal	vestments,	installed	him
on	the	 throne,	and	after	he	had	caused	all	 to	swear	homage	and	fidelity	 to	him
went	and	fetched	his	sister	Paribanou,	whom	he	brought	with	all	the	pomp	and
grandeur	imaginable,	and	made	her	to	be	owned	Sultaness	of	the	Indies.
As	 for	 Prince	 Ali	 and	 Princess	 Nouronnihar,	 as	 they	 had	 no	 hand	 in	 the

conspiracy	 against	 Prince	 Ahmed	 and	 knew	 nothing	 of	 any,	 Prince	 Ahmed
assigned	them	a	considerable	province,	with	its	capital,	where	they	spent	the	rest
of	their	lives.		Afterwards	he	sent	an	officer	to	Prince	Houssain	to	acquaint	him



with	the	change	and	make	him	an	offer	of	which	province	he	liked	best;	but	that
Prince	thought	himself	so	happy	in	his	solitude	that	he	bade	the	officer	return	the
Sultan	his	brother	thanks	for	the	kindness	he	designed	him,	assuring	him	of	his
submission;	and	that	the	only	favor	he	desired	of	him	was	to	give	him	leave	to
live	retired	in	the	place	he	had	made	choice	of	for	his	retreat.



The	History	of	Jack	the	Giant-Killer

In	the	reign	of	the	famous	King	Arthur	there	lived	in	Cornwall	a	lad	named	Jack,
who	 was	 a	 boy	 of	 a	 bold	 temper,	 and	 took	 delight	 in	 hearing	 or	 reading	 of
conjurers,	 giants,	 and	 fairies;	 and	 used	 to	 listen	 eagerly	 to	 the	 deeds	 of	 the
knights	of	King	Arthur’s	Round	Table.
In	those	days	there	lived	on	St.	Michael’s	Mount,	off	Cornwall,	a	huge	giant,

eighteen	 feet	 high	 and	 nine	 feet	 round;	 his	 fierce	 and	 savage	 looks	 were	 the
terror	of	all	who	beheld	him.
He	dwelt	 in	a	gloomy	cavern	on	 the	 top	of	 the	mountain,	and	used	 to	wade

over	to	the	mainland	in	search	of	prey;	when	he	would	throw	half	a	dozen	oxen
upon	his	back,	and	tie	three	times	as	many	sheep	and	hogs	round	his	waist,	and
march	back	to	his	own	abode.
The	giant	had	done	this	for	many	years	when	Jack	resolved	to	destroy	him.
Jack	took	a	horn,	a	shovel,	a	pickaxe,	his	armor,	and	a	dark	lantern,	and	one

winter’s	evening	he	went	to	the	mount.		There	he	dug	a	pit	twenty-two	feet	deep
and	 twenty	 broad.	 	 He	 covered	 the	 top	 over	 so	 as	 to	 make	 it	 look	 like	 solid
ground.		He	then	blew	his	horn	so	loudly	that	the	giant	awoke	and	came	out	of
his	den	crying	out:	 	“You	saucy	villain!	you	shall	pay	for	this	I’ll	broil	you	for
my	breakfast!”
He	had	just	finished,	when,	taking	one	step	further,	he	tumbled	headlong	into

the	pit,	 and	Jack	struck	him	a	blow	on	 the	head	with	his	pickaxe	which	killed
him.		Jack	then	returned	home	to	cheer	his	friends	with	the	news.
Another	giant,	called	Blunderbore,	vowed	 to	be	revenged	on	Jack	 if	ever	he

should	have	him	in	his	power.		This	giant	kept	an	enchanted	castle	in	the	midst
of	a	lonely	wood;	and	some	time	after	the	death	of	Cormoran	Jack	was	passing
through	a	wood,	and	being	weary,	sat	down	and	went	to	sleep.
The	 giant,	 passing	 by	 and	 seeing	 Jack,	 carried	 him	 to	 his	 castle,	 where	 he

locked	him	up	in	a	large	room,	the	floor	of	which	was	covered	with	the	bodies,
skulls	and	bones	of	men	and	women.
Soon	after	the	giant	went	to	fetch	his	brother	who	was	likewise	a	giant,	to	take

a	meal	off	his	flesh;	and	Jack	saw	with	terror	through	the	bars	of	his	prison	the
two	giants	approaching.
Jack,	perceiving	 in	one	corner	of	 the	 room	a	 strong	cord,	 took	courage,	 and

making	a	slip-knot	at	each	end,	he	threw	them	over	their	heads,	and	tied	it	to	the
window-bars;	he	then	pulled	till	he	had	choked	them.		When	they	were	black	in
the	face	he	slid	down	the	rope	and	stabbed	them	to	the	heart.
Jack	 next	 took	 a	 great	 bunch	 of	 keys	 from	 the	 pocket	 of	 Blunderbore,	 and



went	into	the	castle	again.		He	made	a	strict	search	through	all	the	rooms,	and	in
one	 of	 them	 found	 three	 ladies	 tied	 up	 by	 the	 hair	 of	 their	 heads,	 and	 almost
starved	 to	 death.	 	 They	 told	 him	 that	 their	 husbands	 had	 been	 killed	 by	 the
giants,	who	had	then	condemned	them	to	be	starved	to	death	because	they	would
not	eat	the	flesh	of	their	own	dead	husbands.
“Ladies,”	said	Jack,	“I	have	put	an	end	to	the	monster	and	his	wicked	brother;

and	I	give	you	this	castle	and	all	the	riches	it	contains,	to	make	some	amends	for
the	dreadful	pains	you	have	felt.”		He	then	very	politely	gave	them	the	keys	of
the	castle,	and	went	further	on	his	journey	to	Wales.
As	 Jack	 had	 but	 little	money,	 he	went	 on	 as	 fast	 as	 possible.	 	At	 length	 he

came	to	a	handsome	house.		Jack	knocked	at	the	door,	when	there	came	forth	a
Welsh	 giant.	 	 Jack	 said	 he	was	 a	 traveler	who	had	 lost	 his	way,	 on	which	 the
giant	made	him	welcome,	and	let	him	into	a	room	where	there	was	a	good	bed	to
sleep	in.
Jack	took	off	his	clothes	quickly,	but	though	he	was	weary	he	could	not	go	to

sleep.	 	Soon	after	 this	he	heard	the	giant	walking	backward	and	forward	in	the
next	room,	and	saying	to	himself:	

		“Though	here	you	lodge	with	me	this	night,
		You	shall	not	see	the	morning	light;
		My	club	shall	dash	your	brains	out	quite.”

“Say	 you	 so?”	 thought	 Jack.	 	 “Are	 these	 your	 tricks	 upon	 travelers?	 	But	 I
hope	to	prove	as	cunning	as	you	are.”		Then,	getting	out	of	bed,	he	groped	about
the	 room,	and	at	 last	 found	a	 large	 thick	billet	of	wood.	 	He	 laid	 it	 in	his	own
place	in	the	bed,	and	then	hid	himself	in	a	dark	corner	of	the	room.
The	 giant,	 about	 midnight,	 entered	 the	 apartment,	 and	 with	 his	 bludgeon

struck	many	blows	on	the	bed,	in	the	very	place	where	Jack	had	laid	the	log;	and
then	he	went	back	to	his	own	room,	thinking	he	had	broken	all	Jack’s	bones.
Early	in	the	morning	Jack	put	a	bold	face	upon	the	matter,	and	walked	into	the

giant’s	room	to	thank	him	for	his	lodging.		The	giant	started	when	he	saw	him,
and	began	to	stammer	out:		“Oh!	dear	me;	is	it	you?		Pray	how	did	you	sleep	last
night?		Did	you	hear	or	see	anything	in	the	dead	of	the	night?”
“Nothing	to	speak	of,”	said	Jack,	carelessly;	“a	rat,	I	believe,	gave	me	three	or

four	slaps	with	its	tail,	and	disturbed	me	a	little;	but	I	soon	went	to	sleep	again.”
The	giant	wondered	more	and	more	at	this;	yet	he	did	not	answer	a	word,	but

went	to	bring	two	great	bowls	of	hasty-pudding	for	their	breakfast.		Jack	wanted
to	make	the	giant	believe	that	he	could	eat	as	much	as	himself,	so	he	contrived	to
button	a	 leathern	bag	 inside	his	 coat,	 and	 slip	 the	hasty-pudding	 into	 this	bag,



while	he	seemed	to	put	it	into	his	mouth.
When	breakfast	was	over	he	said	to	the	giant:	 	“Now	I	will	show	you	a	fine

trick.		I	can	cure	all	wounds	with	a	touch;	I	could	cut	off	my	head	in	one	minute,
and	the	next	put	it	sound	again	on	my	shoulders.		You	shall	see	an	example.”		He
then	took	hold	of	the	knife,	ripped	up	the	leathern	bag,	and	all	the	hasty-pudding
tumbled	out	upon	the	floor.
“Ods	 splutter	 hur	 nails!”	 cried	 the	 Welsh	 giant,	 who	 was	 ashamed	 to	 be

outdone	by	such	a	little	fellow	as	Jack,	“hur	can	do	that	hurself”;	so	he	snatched
up	the	knife,	plunged	it	 into	his	own	stomach,	and	in	a	moment	dropped	down
dead.
Jack,	having	hitherto	been	successful	 in	all	his	undertakings,	 resolved	not	 to

be	 idle	 in	 future;	 he	 therefore	 furnished	 himself	 with	 a	 horse,	 a	 cap	 of
knowledge,	a	sword	of	sharpness,	shoes	of	swiftness,	and	an	invisible	coat,	 the
better	to	perform	the	wonderful	enterprises	that	lay	before	him.
He	 traveled	 over	 high	 hills,	 and	 on	 the	 third	 day	 he	 came	 to	 a	 large	 and

spacious	 forest	 through	which	his	 road	 lay.	 	Scarcely	had	he	entered	 the	 forest
when	he	beheld	 a	monstrous	giant	dragging	along	by	 the	hair	of	 their	heads	a
handsome	knight	and	his	lady.		Jack	alighted	from	his	horse,	and	tying	him	to	an
oak	 tree,	 put	 on	 his	 invisible	 coat,	 under	 which	 he	 carried	 his	 sword	 of
sharpness.
When	he	came	up	to	the	giant	he	made	several	strokes	at	him,	but	could	not

reach	his	body,	but	wounded	his	thighs	in	several	places;	and	at	length,	putting
both	hands	to	his	sword	and	aiming	with	all	his	might,	he	cut	off	both	his	legs.	
Then	 Jack,	 setting	 his	 foot	 upon	 his	 neck,	 plunged	 his	 sword	 into	 the	 giant’s
body,	when	the	monster	gave	a	groan	and	expired.
The	knight	and	his	lady	thanked	Jack	for	their	deliverance,	and	invited	him	to

their	 house,	 to	 receive	 a	 proper	 reward	 for	 his	 services.	 	 “No,”	 said	 Jack,	 “I
cannot	be	easy	till	I	find	out	this	monster’s	habitation.”		So,	taking	the	knight’s
directions,	he	mounted	his	horse	and	soon	after	came	in	sight	of	another	giant,
who	was	sitting	on	a	block	of	timber	waiting	for	his	brother’s	return.
Jack	 alighted	 from	 his	 horse,	 and,	 putting	 on	 his	 invisible	 coat,	 approached

and	aimed	a	blow	at	 the	giant’s	head,	but,	missing	his	aim,	he	only	cut	off	his
nose.		On	this	the	giant	seized	his	club	and	laid	about	him	most	unmercifully.
“Nay,”	 said	 Jack,	 “if	 this	 be	 the	 case	 I’d	 better	 dispatch	 you!”	 so,	 jumping

upon	the	block,	he	stabbed	him	in	the	back,	when	he	dropped	down	dead.
Jack	 then	 proceeded	 on	 his	 journey,	 and	 traveled	 over	 hills	 and	 dales,	 till

arriving	at	the	foot	of	a	high	mountain	he	knocked	at	the	door	of	a	lonely	house,
when	an	old	man	let	him	in.
When	Jack	was	seated	the	hermit	thus	addressed	him:		“My	son,	on	the	top	of



this	mountain	 is	 an	 enchanted	 castle,	 kept	 by	 the	 giant	Galligantus	 and	 a	 vile
magician.		I	lament	the	fate	of	a	duke’s	daughter,	whom	they	seized	as	she	was
walking	in	her	father’s	garden,	and	brought	hither	transformed	into	a	deer.”
Jack	promised	that	in	the	morning,	at	the	risk	of	his	life,	he	would	break	the

enchantment;	and	after	a	sound	sleep	he	rose	early,	put	on	his	invisible	coat,	and
got	ready	for	the	attempt.
When	he	had	climbed	to	the	top	of	the	mountain	he	saw	two	fiery	griffins,	but

he	passed	between	them	without	the	least	fear	of	danger,	for	they	could	not	see
him	because	of	his	invisible	coat.		On	the	castle	gate	he	found	a	golden	trumpet,
under	which	were	written	these	lines:	

		“Whoever	can	this	trumpet	blow
		Shall	cause	the	giant’s	overthrow.”

As	 soon	as	 Jack	had	 read	 this	he	 seized	 the	 trumpet	and	blew	a	 shrill	blast,
which	made	the	gates	fly	open	and	the	very	castle	itself	tremble.
The	giant	and	the	conjurer	now	knew	that	their	wicked	course	was	at	an	end,

and	they	stood	biting	their	thumbs	and	shaking	with	fear.		Jack,	with	his	sword
of	sharpness,	soon	killed	the	giant,	and	the	magician	was	then	carried	away	by	a
whirlwind;	and	every	knight	and	beautiful	lady	who	had	been	changed	into	birds
and	beasts	returned	to	their	proper	shapes.		The	castle	vanished	away	like	smoke,
and	the	head	of	the	giant	Galligantus	was	then	sent	to	King	Arthur.
The	knights	and	ladies	rested	that	night	at	the	old	man’s	hermitage,	and	next

day	 they	 set	 out	 for	 the	Court.	 	 Jack	 then	went	 up	 to	 the	King,	 and	 gave	 his
Majesty	an	account	of	all	his	fierce	battles.
Jack’s	 fame	 had	 now	 spread	 through	 the	 whole	 country,	 and	 at	 the	 King’s

desire	the	duke	gave	him	his	daughter	in	marriage,	to	the	joy	of	all	his	kingdom.	
After	this	the	King	gave	him	a	large	estate,	on	which	he	and	his	lady	lived	the
rest	of	their	days	in	joy	and	contentment.



The	Black	Bull	of	Norroway

And	many	a	hunting	song	they	sung,
		And	song	of	game	and	glee;
Then	tuned	to	plaintive	strains	their	tongue,
		“Of	Scotland’s	luve	and	lee.”	
To	wilder	measures	next	they	turn
		“The	Black,	Black	Bull	of	Norroway!”
Sudden	the	tapers	cease	to	burn,
		The	minstrels	cease	to	play.	
							“The	Cout	of	Keeldar,”	by	J.	Leyden.

In	Norroway,	langsyne,	there	lived	a	certain	lady,	and	she	had	three	dochters.	
The	auldest	o’	them	said	to	her	mither:		“Mither,	bake	me	a	bannock,	and	roast
me	a	collop,	for	I’m	gaun	awa’	to	seek	my	fortune.”		Her	mither	did	sae;	and	the
dochter	gaed	awa’	to	an	auld	witch	washerwife	and	telled	her	purpose.		The	auld
wife	bade	her	stay	that	day,	and	gang	and	look	out	o’	her	back	door,	and	see	what
she	could	see.	 	She	saw	nocht	the	first	day.	 	The	second	day	she	did	the	same,
and	 saw	 nocht.	 	 On	 the	 third	 day	 she	 looked	 again,	 and	 saw	 a	 coach-and-six
coming	 along	 the	 road.	 	 She	 ran	 in	 and	 telled	 the	 auld	 wife	 what	 she	 saw.	
“Aweel,”	quo’	the	auld	wife,	“yon’s	for	you.”		Sae	they	took	her	into	the	coach,
and	galloped	aff.
The	second	dochter	next	says	to	her	mither:		“Mither,	bake	me	a	bannock,	and

roast	me	a	collop,	fur	I’m	gaun	awa’	to	seek	my	fortune.”		Her	mither	did	sae;
and	awa’	she	gaed	to	the	auld	wife,	as	her	sister	had	dune.		On	the	third	day	she
looked	out	o’	the	back	door,	and	saw	a	coach-and-four	coming	along	the	road.	
“Aweel,”	quo’	the	auld	wife,	“yon’s	for	you.”		Sae	they	took	her	in,	and	aff	they
set.
The	third	dochter	says	to	her	mither:		“Mither,	bake	me	a	bannock,	and	roast

me	a	collop,	 for	 I’m	gaun	awa’	 to	 seek	my	 fortune.”	 	Her	mither	did	 sae;	 and
awa’	she	gaed	to	the	auld	witch-wife.	 	She	bade	her	look	out	o’	her	back	door,
and	see	what	she	could	see.		She	did	sae;	and	when	she	came	back	said	she	saw
nocht.	 	 The	 second	 day	 she	 did	 the	 same,	 and	 saw	 nocht.	 	 The	 third	 day	 she
looked	 again,	 and	 on	 coming	 back	 said	 to	 the	 auld	wife	 she	 saw	 nocht	 but	 a
muckle	Black	Bull	coming	roaring	alang	the	road.		“Aweel,”	quo’	the	auld	wife,
“yon’s	for	you.”		On	hearing	this	she	was	next	to	distracted	wi’	grief	and	terror;
but	she	was	lifted	up	and	set	on	his	back,	and	awa’	they	went.
Aye	 they	 traveled,	 and	on	 they	 traveled,	 till	 the	 lady	grew	 faint	wi’	hunger.	



“Eat	out	o’	my	right	lug,”	says	the	Black	Bull,	“and	drink	out	o’	my	left	lug,	and
set	by	your	leavings.”		Sae	she	did	as	he	said,	and	was	wonderfully	refreshed.	
And	lang	they	gaed,	and	sair	they	rade,	till	they	came	in	sight	o’	a	very	big	and
bonny	 castle.	 	 “Yonder	 we	 maun	 be	 this	 night,”	 quo’	 the	 bull;	 “for	 my	 auld
brither	 lives	yonder”;	and	presently	 they	were	at	 the	place.	 	They	lifted	her	aff
his	 back,	 and	 took	 her	 in,	 and	 sent	 him	 away	 to	 a	 park	 for	 the	 night.	 	 In	 the
morning,	when	they	brought	the	bull	hame,	they	took	the	lady	into	a	fine	shining
parlor,	and	gave	her	a	beautiful	apple,	telling	her	no	to	break	it	till	she	was	in	the
greatest	strait	ever	mortal	was	in	in	the	world,	and	that	wad	bring	her	o’t.		Again
she	was	 lifted	on	 the	bull’s	back,	and	after	she	had	ridden	far,	and	farer	 than	I
can	tell,	they	came	in	sight	o’	a	far	bonnier	castle,	and	far	farther	awa’	than	the
last.		Says	the	bull	till	her:		“Yonder	we	maun	be	the	night,	for	my	second	brither
lives	yonder”;	and	they	were	at	the	place	directly.		They	lifted	her	down	and	took
her	in,	and	sent	the	bull	to	the	field	for	the	night.		In	the	morning	they	took	the
lady	 into	a	fine	and	rich	room,	and	gave	her	 the	finest	pear	she	had	ever	seen,
bidding	her	no	to	break	it	till	she	was	in	the	greatest	strait	ever	mortal	could	be
in,	and	that	wad	get	her	out	o’t.	 	Again	she	was	lifted	and	set	on	his	back,	and
awa’	they	went.		And	lang	they	gaed,	and	sair	they	rade,	till	they	came	in	sight	o’
the	 far	 biggest	 castle,	 and	 far	 farthest	 aff,	 they	 had	 yet	 seen.	 	 “We	 maun	 be
yonder	the	night,”	says	the	bull,	“for	my	young	brither	lives	yonder”;	and	they
were	 there	directly.	 	They	lifted	her	down,	 took	her	 in,	and	sent	 the	bull	 to	 the
field	for	the	night.		In	the	morning	they	took	her	into	a	room,	the	finest	of	a’,	and
gied	her	a	plum,	telling	her	no	to	break	it	till	she	was	in	the	greatest	strait	mortal
could	be	in,	and	that	wad	get	her	out	o’t.		Presently	they	brought	hame	the	bull,
set	the	lady	on	his	back,	and	awa’	they	went.
And	 aye	 they	 gaed,	 and	 on	 they	 rade,	 till	 they	 came	 to	 a	 dark	 and	 ugsome

glen,	 where	 they	 stopped,	 and	 the	 lady	 lighted	 down.	 	 Says	 the	 bull	 to	 her:	
“Here	ye	maun	stay	till	I	gang	and	fight	the	deil.		Ye	maun	seat	yoursel’	on	that
stane,	 and	move	 neither	 hand	 nor	 fit	 till	 I	 come	 back,	 else	 I’ll	 never	 find	 ye
again.	 	And	 if	 everything	 round	 about	 ye	 turns	 blue	 I	 hae	 beated	 the	 deil;	 but
should	a’	things	turn	red	he’ll	hae	conquered	me.”		She	set	hersel’	down	on	the
stane,	and	by-and-by	a’	round	her	turned	blue.		O’ercome	wi’	joy,	she	lifted	the
ae	 fit	 and	 crossed	 it	 owre	 the	 ither,	 sae	 glad	was	 she	 that	 her	 companion	was
victorious.		The	bull	returned	and	sought	for	but	never	could	find	her.
Lang	 she	 sat,	 and	 aye	 she	 grat,	 till	 she	wearied.	 	At	 last	 she	 rase	 and	 gaed

awa’,	 she	 kedna	whaur	 till.	 	 On	 she	wandered	 till	 she	 came	 to	 a	 great	 hill	 o’
glass,	that	she	tried	a’	she	could	to	climb,	bat	wasna	able.		Round	the	bottom	o’
the	hill	she	gaed,	sabbing	and	seeking	a	passage	owre,	till	at	last	she	came	to	a
smith’s	house;	and	the	smith	promised,	if	she	wad	serve	him	seven	years,	he	wad



make	her	iron	shoon,	wherewi’	she	could	climb	owre	the	glassy	hill.	 	At	seven
years’	end	she	got	her	iron	shoon,	clamb	the	glassy	hill,	and	chanced	to	come	to
the	auld	washerwife’s	habitation.		There	she	was	telled	of	a	gallant	young	knight
that	had	given	in	some	bluidy	sarks	to	wash,	and	whaever	washed	thae	sarks	was
to	be	his	wife.		The	auld	wife	had	washed	till	she	was	tired,	and	then	she	set	to
her	 dochter,	 and	 baith	 washed,	 and	 they	 washed,	 and	 they	 better	 washed,	 in
hopes	of	getting	the	young	knight;	but	a’	they	could	do	they	couldna	bring	out	a
stain.		At	length	they	set	the	stranger	damosel	to	wark;	and	whenever	she	began
the	stains	came	out	pure	and	clean,	but	the	auld	wife	made	the	knight	believe	it
was	her	dochter	had	washed	the	sarks.		So	the	knight	and	the	eldest	dochter	were
to	be	married,	and	 the	stranger	damosel	was	distracted	at	 the	 thought	of	 it,	 for
she	was	deeply	in	love	wi’	him.		So	she	bethought	her	of	her	apple,	and	breaking
it,	found	it	filled	with	gold	and	precious	jewelry,	the	richest	she	had	ever	seen.	
“All	these,”	she	said	to	the	eldest	dochter,	“I	will	give	you,	on	condition	that	you
put	 off	 your	marriage	 for	 ae	 day,	 and	 allow	me	 to	 go	 into	 his	 room	 alone	 at
night.”	 	 So	 the	 lady	 consented;	 but	 meanwhile	 the	 auld	 wife	 had	 prepared	 a
sleeping-drink,	and	given	it	 to	the	knight,	wha	drank	it,	and	never	wakened	till
next	morning.		The	lee-lang	night	ther	damosel	sabbed	and	sang:	

		“Seven	lang	years	I	served	for	thee,
		The	glassy	hill	I	clamb	for	thee,
		The	bluidy	shirt	I	wrang	for	thee;
		And	wilt	thou	no	wauken	and	turn	to	me?”

Next	day	she	kentna	what	to	do	for	grief.		She	then	brak	the	pear,	and	found	it
filled	wi’	jewelry	far	richer	than	the	contents	o’	the	apple.	 	Wi’	thae	jewels	she
bargained	for	permission	to	be	a	second	night	in	the	young	knight’s	chamber;	but
the	auld	wife	gied	him	anither	sleeping-drink,	and	he	again	sleepit	till	morning.	
A’	night	she	kept	sighing	and	singing	as	before:	
“Seven	lang	years	I	served	for	thee,”	&c.		Still	he	sleepit,	and	she	nearly	lost

hope	a’thegither.		But	that	day	when	he	was	out	at	the	hunting,	somebody	asked
him	 what	 noise	 and	 moaning	 was	 yon	 they	 heard	 all	 last	 night	 in	 his
bedchamber.		He	said	he	heardna	ony	noise.		But	they	assured	him	there	was	sae;
and	he	resolved	to	keep	waking	that	night	to	try	what	he	could	hear.		That	being
the	 third	night,	and	 the	damosel	being	between	hope	and	despair,	 she	brak	her
plum,	and	it	held	far	the	richest	 jewelry	of	the	three.	 	She	bargained	as	before;
and	 the	 auld	wife,	 as	 before,	 took	 in	 the	 sleeping-drink	 to	 the	 young	 knight’s
chamber;	 but	 he	 telled	 her	 he	 couldna	 drink	 it	 that	 night	without	 sweetening.	
And	when	she	gaed	awa’	 for	 some	honey	 to	 sweeten	 it	wi’,	he	poured	out	 the



drink,	and	sae	made	 the	auld	wife	 think	he	had	drunk	 it.	 	They	a’	went	 to	bed
again,	and	the	damosel	began,	as	before,	singing:	

		“Seven	lang	years	I	served	for	thee,
		The	glassy	hill	I	clamb	for	thee,
		The	bluidy	shirt	I	wrang	for	thee;
		And	wilt	thou	no	wauken	and	turn	to	me?”

He	heard,	and	turned	to	her.		And	she	telled	him	a’	that	had	befa’en	her,	and	he
telled	her	a’	that	had	happened	to	him.		And	he	caused	the	auld	washerwife	and
her	 dochter	 to	 be	 burned.	 	 And	 they	were	married,	 and	 he	 and	 she	 are	 living
happy	till	this	day,	for	aught	I	ken.



The	Red	Etin

There	were	 ance	 twa	widows	 that	 lived	 on	 a	 small	 bit	 o’	 ground,	which	 they
rented	from	a	farmer.		Ane	of	them	had	twa	sons,	and	the	other	had	ane;	and	by-
and-by	 it	was	 time	 for	 the	wife	 that	had	 twa	sons	 to	 send	 them	away	 to	 seeke
their	fortune.		So	she	told	her	eldest	son	ae	day	to	take	a	can	and	bring	her	water
from	 the	 well,	 that	 she	 might	 bake	 a	 cake	 for	 him;	 and	 however	 much	 or
however	 little	 water	 he	 might	 bring,	 the	 cake	 would	 be	 great	 or	 sma’
accordingly;	and	that	cake	was	to	be	a’	that	she	could	gie	him	when	he	went	on
his	travels.
The	 lad	gaed	away	wi’	 the	 can	 to	 the	well,	 and	 filled	 it	wi’	water,	 and	 then

came	away	hame	again;	but	the	can	being	broken	the	maist	part	of	the	water	had
run	out	before	he	got	back.		So	his	cake	was	very	sma’;	yet	sma’	as	it	was,	his
mother	asked	if	he	was	willing	to	take	the	half	of	it	with	her	blessing,	telling	him
that,	if	he	chose	rather	to	have	the	hale,	he	would	only	get	it	wi’	her	curse.		The
young	man,	thinking	he	might	hae	to	travel	a	far	way,	and	not	knowing	when	or
how	he	might	get	other	provisions,	said	he	would	like	to	hae	the	hale	cake,	com
of	 his	 mother’s	 malison	 what	 like;	 so	 she	 gave	 him	 the	 hale	 cake,	 and	 her
malison	alang	wi’t.		Then	he	took	his	brither	aside,	and	gave	him	a	knife	to	keep
till	he	should	come	back,	desiring	him	to	look	at	it	every	morning,	and	as	lang	as
it	continued	to	be	clear,	then	he	might	be	sure	that	the	owner	of	it	was	well;	but
if	it	grew	dim	and	rusty,	then	for	certain	some	ill	had	befallen	him.
So	the	young	man	set	out	to	seek	his	fortune.		And	he	gaed	a’	that	day,	and	a’

the	 next	 day;	 and	 on	 the	 third	 day,	 in	 the	 afternoon,	 he	 came	 up	 to	 where	 a
shepherd	was	sitting	with	a	flock	o’	sheep.		And	he	gaed	up	to	the	shepherd	and
asked	him	wha	the	sheep	belanged	to;	and	the	man	answered:	

“The	Red	Etin	of	Ireland
		Ance	lived	in	Bellygan,
And	stole	King	Malcolm’s	daughter,
		The	King	of	fair	Scotland.	
He	beats	her,	he	binds	her,
		He	lays	her	on	a	band;
And	every	day	he	dings	her
		With	a	bright	silver	wand
Like	Julian	the	Roman
He’s	one	that	fears	no	man.	
It’s	said	there’s	ane	predestinate



		To	be	his	mortal	foe;
But	that	man	is	yet	unborn
		And	lang	may	it	be	so.”

The	young	man	 then	went	on	his	 journey;	and	he	had	not	gone	far	when	he
espied	an	old	man	with	white	locks	herding	a	flock	of	swine;	and	he	gaed	up	to
him	and	asked	whose	swine	these	were,	when	the	man	answered:	

“The	Red	Etin	of	Ireland”—
							(Repeat	the	verses	above.)

Then	the	young	man	gaed	on	a	bit	farther,	and	came	to	another	very	old	man
herding	goats;	and	when	he	asked	whose	goats	they	were,	the	answer	was:	

“The	Red	Etin	of	Ireland”—
							(Repeat	the	verses	again.)

This	old	man	also	told	him	to	beware	of	the	next	beasts	that	he	should	meet,
for	they	were	of	a	very	different	kind	from	any	he	had	yet	seen.
So	the	young	man	went	on,	and	by-and-by	he	saw	a	multitude	of	very	dreadfu’

beasts,	ilk	ane	o’	them	wi’	twa	heads,	and	on	every	head	four	horns.		And	he	was
sore	 frightened,	 and	 ran	away	 from	 them	as	 fast	 as	he	could;	 and	glad	was	he
when	he	came	to	a	castle	that	stood	on	a	hillock,	wi’	the	door	standing	wide	to
the	wa’.		And	he	gaed	into	the	castle	for	shelter,	and	there	he	saw	an	auld	wife
sitting	beside	the	kitchen	fire.	 	He	asked	the	wife	if	he	might	stay	there	for	the
night,	as	he	was	tired	wi’	a	lang	journey;	and	the	wife	said	he	might,	but	it	was
not	a	good	place	for	him	to	be	in,	as	it	belanged	to	the	Red	Etin,	who	was	a	very
terrible	beast,	wi’	 three	heads,	 that	spared	no	 living	man	he	could	get	hold	of.	
The	young	man	would	have	gone	away,	but	he	was	afraid	of	 the	beasts	on	 the
outside	of	the	castle;	so	he	beseeched	the	old	woman	to	conceal	him	as	well	as
she	could,	and	not	to	tell	the	Etin	that	he	was	there.		He	thought,	if	he	could	put
over	the	night,	he	might	get	away	in	the	morning	without	meeting	wi’	the	beasts,
and	so	escape.		But	he	had	not	been	long	in	his	hidy-hole	before	the	awful	Etin
came	in;	and	nae	sooner	was	he	in	than	he	was	heard	crying:	

		“Snouk	but	and	snouk	ben,
		I	find	the	smell	of	an	earthly	man;
		Be	he	living,	or	be	he	dead,
		His	heart	this	night	shall	kitchen	my	bread.”



The	monster	soon	found	the	poor	young	man,	and	pulled	him	from	his	hole.	
And	when	 he	 had	 got	 him	 out	 he	 told	 him	 that	 if	 he	 could	 answer	 him	 three
questions	his	life	should	be	spared.		The	first	was:		Whether	Ireland	or	Scotland
was	first	 inhabited?	 	The	second	was:	 	Whether	man	was	made	for	woman,	or
woman	for	man?		The	third	was:		Whether	men	or	brutes	were	made	first?		The
lad	not	being	able	 to	answer	one	of	 these	questions,	 the	Red	Etin	 took	a	mace
and	knocked	him	on	the	head,	and	turned	him	into	a	pillar	of	stone.
On	the	morning	after	this	happened	the	younger	brither	took	out	the	knife	to

look	at	it,	and	he	was	grieved	to	find	it	a’	brown	wi’	rust.		He	told	his	mother	that
the	 time	 was	 now	 come	 for	 him	 to	 go	 away	 upon	 his	 travels	 also;	 so	 she
requested	him	to	take	the	can	to	the	well	for	water,	that	she	might	bake	a	cake	for
him.	 	 The	 can	 being	 broken,	 he	 brought	 hame	 as	 little	water	 as	 the	 other	 had
done,	and	the	cake	was	as	little.		She	asked	whether	he	would	have	the	hale	cake
wi’	her	malison,	or	the	half	wi’	her	blessing;	and,	like	his	brither,	he	thought	it
best	to	have	the	hale	cake,	come	o’	the	malison	what	might.		So	he	gaed	away;
and	everything	happened	to	him	that	had	happened	to	his	brother!
The	other	widow	and	her	son	heard	of	a’	that	had	happened	frae	a	fairy,	and

the	young	man	determined	that	he	would	also	go	upon	his	travels,	and	see	if	he
could	do	anything	to	relieve	his	twa	friends.		So	his	mother	gave	him	a	can	to	go
to	 the	 well	 and	 bring	 home	 water,	 that	 she	 might	 bake	 him	 a	 cake	 for	 his
journey.	 	And	 he	 gaed,	 and	 as	 he	was	 bringing	 hame	 the	water,	 a	 raven	 owre
abune	his	head	cried	to	him	to	look,	and	he	would	see	that	the	water	was	running
out.	 	And	he	was	a	young	man	of	 sense,	 and	 seeing	 the	water	 running	out,	he
took	some	clay	and	patched	up	the	holes,	so	that	he	brought	home	enough	water
to	bake	a	large	cake.		When	his	mother	put	it	to	him	to	take	the	half-cake	wi’	her
blessing,	he	took	it	in	preference	to	having	the	hale	wi’	her	malison;	and	yet	the
half	was	bigger	than	what	the	other	lads	had	got	a’thegither.
So	he	gaed	away	on	his	 journey;	and	after	he	had	traveled	a	far	way	he	met

wi’	an	auld	woman,	 that	asked	him	if	he	would	give	her	a	bit	of	his	bannock.	
And	he	said	he	would	gladly	do	that,	and	so	he	gave	her	a	piece	of	the	bannock;
and	for	that	she	gied	him	a	magical	wand,	that	she	said	might	yet	be	of	service	to
him	if	he	took	care	to	use	it	rightly.		Then	the	auld	woman,	who	was	a	fairy,	told
him	 a	 great	 deal	 that	 whould	 happen	 to	 him,	 and	 what	 he	 ought	 to	 do	 in	 a’
circumstances;	and	after	that	she	vanished	in	an	instant	out	o’	his	sight.		He	gaed
on	a	great	way	farther,	and	then	he	came	up	to	the	old	man	herding	the	sheep;
and	when	he	asked	whose	sheep	these	were,	the	answer	was:	

“The	Red	Etin	of	Ireland
		Ance	lived	in	Bellygan,



And	stole	King	Malcolm’s	daughter,
		The	King	of	fair	Scotland.	
He	beats	her,	he	binds	her,
		He	lays	her	on	a	band;
And	every	day	he	dings	her
		With	a	bright	silver	wand.	
Like	Julian	the	Roman,
He’s	one	that	fears	no	man,
But	now	I	fear	his	end	is	near,
		And	destiny	at	hand;
And	you’re	to	be,	I	plainly	see,
		The	heir	of	all	his	land.”

(Repeat	 the	 same	 inquiries	 to	 the	 man	 attending	 the	 swine	 and	 the	 man
attending	the	goats,	with	the	same	answer	in	each	case.)
When	he	came	to	the	place	where	the	monstrous	beasts	were	standing,	he	did

not	 stop	 nor	 run	 away,	 but	 went	 boldly	 through	 among	 them.	 	 One	 came	 up
roaring	with	open	mouth	 to	devour	him,	when	he	 struck	 it	with	his	wand,	and
laid	it	in	an	instant	dead	at	his	feet.		He	soon	came	to	the	Etin’s	castle,	where	he
knocked,	and	was	admitted.		The	auld	woman	that	sat	by	the	fire	warned	him	of
the	terrible	Etin,	and	what	had	been	the	fate	of	the	twa	brithers;	but	he	was	not	to
be	daunted.		The	monster	soon	came	in,	saying:	

		“Snouk	but	and	snouk	ben,
		I	find	the	smell	of	an	earthly	man;
		Be	he	living,	or	be	he	dead,
		His	heart	shall	be	kitchen	to	my	bread.”

He	quickly	espied	the	young	man,	and	bade	him	come	forth	on	the	floor.		And
then	 he	 put	 the	 three	 questions	 to	 him,	 but	 the	 young	 man	 had	 been	 told
everything	by	the	good	fairy,	so	he	was	able	to	answer	all	the	questions.		When
the	Etin	found	this	he	knew	that	his	power	was	gone.		The	young	man	then	took
up	 the	 axe	 and	 hewed	 off	 the	 monster’s	 three	 heads.	 	 He	 next	 asked	 the	 old
woman	 to	 show	him	where	 the	King’s	daughters	 lay;	and	 the	old	woman	 took
him	 upstairs	 and	 opened	 a	 great	 many	 doors,	 and	 out	 of	 every	 door	 came	 a
beautiful	lady	who	had	been	imprisoned	there	by	the	Etin;	and	ane	o’	the	ladies
was	 the	King’s	daughter.	 	She	also	 took	him	down	 into	a	 low	room,	and	 there
stood	 two	 stone	 pillars	 that	 he	 had	 only	 to	 touch	wi’	 his	wand,	when	 his	 two
friends	 and	 neighbors	 started	 into	 life.	 	 And	 the	 hale	 o’	 the	 prisoners	 were



overjoyed	at	their	deliverance,	which	they	all	acknowledged	to	be	owing	to	the
prudent	young	man.		Next	day	they	a’	set	out	for	the	King’s	Court,	and	a	gallant
company	they	made.		And	the	King	married	his	daughter	to	the	young	man	that
had	delivered	her,	and	gave	a	noble’s	daughter	to	ilk	ane	o’	the	other	young	men;
and	so	they	a’	lived	happily	a’	the	rest	o’	their	days.
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PREFACE	TO	THE	BIOGRAPHICAL	EDITION

While	 my	 husband	 and	 Mr.	 Henley	 were	 engaged	 in	 writing	 plays	 in
Bournemouth	 they	made	 a	 number	 of	 titles,	 hoping	 to	 use	 them	 in	 the	 future.
Dramatic	composition	was	not	what	my	husband	preferred,	but	the	torrent	of	Mr.
Henley's	 enthusiasm	 swept	 him	 off	 his	 feet.	 However,	 after	 several	 plays	 had
been	 finished,	 and	his	 health	 seriously	 impaired	by	his	 endeavours	 to	 keep	up
with	Mr.	Henley,	play	writing	was	abandoned	forever,	and	my	husband	returned
to	his	legitimate	vocation.	Having	added	one	of	the	titles,	The	Hanging	Judge,	to
the	list	of	projected	plays,	now	thrown	aside,	and	emboldened	by	my	husband's
offer	to	give	me	any	help	needed,	I	concluded	to	try	and	write	it	myself.
As	I	wanted	a	trial	scene	in	the	Old	Bailey,	I	chose	the	period	of	1700	for	my

purpose;	 but	 being	 shamefully	 ignorant	 of	 my	 subject,	 and	 my	 husband
confessing	to	little	more	knowledge	than	I	possessed,	a	London	bookseller	was
commissioned	 to	 send	 us	 everything	 he	 could	 procure	 bearing	 on	 Old	 Bailey
trials.	A	great	 package	 came	 in	 response	 to	 our	 order,	 and	very	 soon	we	were
both	absorbed,	not	so	much	in	the	trials	as	in	following	the	brilliant	career	of	a
Mr.	Garrow,	who	appeared	as	counsel	 in	many	of	 the	cases.	We	sent	 for	more
books,	and	yet	more,	still	intent	on	Mr.	Garrow,	whose	subtle	cross-examination
of	witnesses	and	masterly,	if	sometimes	startling,	methods	of	arriving	at	the	truth
seemed	more	thrilling	to	us	than	any	novel.
Occasionally	other	trials	than	those	of	the	Old	Bailey	would	be	included	in	the

package	 of	 books	we	 received	 from	London;	 among	 these	my	 husband	 found
and	read	with	avidity:—

THE,
TRIAL
OF

JAMES	STEWART
in	Aucharn	in	Duror	of	Appin

FOR	THE
Murder	of	COLIN	CAMPBELL	of	Glenure,	Efq;

Factor	for	His	Majefty	on	the	forfeited
Estate	of	Ardfhiel.

My	husband	was	always	interested	in	this	period	of	his	country's	history,	and
had	already	the	intention	of	writing	a	story	that	should	turn	on	the	Appin	murder.
The	tale	was	to	be	of	a	boy,	David	Balfour,	supposed	to	belong	to	my	husband's
own	family,	who	should	travel	in	Scotland	as	though	it	were	a	foreign	country,
meeting	with	various	adventures	and	misadventures	by	the	way.	From	the	trial	of



James	 Stewart	my	 husband	 gleaned	much	 valuable	material	 for	 his	 novel,	 the
most	important	being	the	character	of	Alan	Breck.	Aside	from	having	described
him	 as	 "smallish	 in	 stature,"	 my	 husband	 seems	 to	 have	 taken	 Alan	 Breck's
personal	appearance,	even	to	his	clothing,	from	the	book.
A	letter	from	James	Stewart	to	Mr.	John	Macfarlane,	introduced	as	evidence	in

the	trial,	says:	"There	is	one	Alan	Stewart,	a	distant	friend	of	the	late	Ardshiel's,
who	is	in	the	French	service,	and	came	over	in	March	last,	as	he	said	to	some,	in
order	to	settle	at	home;	to	others,	that	he	was	to	go	soon	back;	and	was,	as	I	hear,
the	 day	 that	 the	murder	 was	 committed,	 seen	 not	 far	 from	 the	 place	where	 it
happened,	and	is	not	now	to	be	seen;	by	which	it	is	believed	he	was	the	actor.	He
is	a	desperate	foolish	fellow;	and	if	he	is	guilty,	came	to	the	country	for	that	very
purpose.	He	is	a	tall,	pock-pitted	lad,	very	black	hair,	and	wore	a	blue	coat	and
metal	 buttons,	 an	 old	 red	 vest,	 and	 breeches	 of	 the	 same	 colour."	 A	 second
witness	testified	to	having	seen	him	wearing	"a	blue	coat	with	silver	buttons,	a
red	waistcoat,	black	shag	breeches,	 tartan	hose,	and	a	feathered	hat,	with	a	big
coat,	 dun	 coloured,"	 a	 costume	 referred	 to	 by	 one	 of	 the	 counsel	 as	 "French
cloathes	which	were	remarkable."
There	are	many	incidents	given	in	the	trial	that	point	to	Alan's	fiery	spirit	and

Highland	 quickness	 to	 take	 offence.	One	witness	 "declared	 also	 That	 the	 said
Alan	Breck	threatened	that	he	would	challenge	Ballieveolan	and	his	sons	to	fight
because	 of	 his	 removing	 the	 declarant	 last	 year	 from	Glenduror."	 On	 another
page:	 "Duncan	 Campbell,	 change-keeper	 at	 Annat,	 aged	 thirty-five	 years,
married,	witness	cited,	sworn,	purged	and	examined	ut	supra,	depones,	That,	in
the	month	of	April	last,	the	deponent	met	with	Alan	Breck	Stewart,	with	whom
he	was	 not	 acquainted,	 and	 John	 Stewart,	 in	Auchnacoan,	 in	 the	 house	 of	 the
walk	miller	of	Auchofragan,	 and	went	on	with	 them	 to	 the	house:	Alan	Breck
Stewart	said,	that	he	hated	all	the	name	of	Campbell;	and	the	deponent	said,	he
had	no	reason	for	doing	so:	But	Alan	said,	he	had	very	good	reason	for	it:	that
thereafter	they	left	that	house;	and,	after	drinking	a	dram	at	another	house,	came
to	 the	deponent's	house,	where	 they	went	 in,	and	drunk	some	drams,	and	Alan
Breck	 renewed	 the	 former	 Conversation;	 and	 the	 deponent,	 making	 the	 same
answer,	Alan	said,	that,	if	the	deponent	had	any	respect	for	his	friends,	he	would
tell	 them,	 that	 if	 they	offered	 to	 turn	out	 the	possessors	of	Ardshiel's	estate,	he
would	make	black	cocks	of	them,	before	they	entered	into	possession	by	which
the	 deponent	 understood	 shooting	 them,	 it	 being	 a	 common	 phrase	 in	 the
country."
Some	time	after	the	publication	of	Kidnapped	we	stopped	for	a	short	while	in

the	Appin	country,	where	we	were	surprised	and	interested	to	discover	 that	 the
feeling	 concerning	 the	 murder	 of	 Glenure	 (the	 "Red	 Fox,"	 also	 called	 "Colin



Roy")	was	almost	as	keen	as	though	the	tragedy	had	taken	place	the	day	before.
For	several	years	my	husband	received	letters	of	expostulation	or	commendation
from	members	 of	 the	Campbell	 and	 Stewart	 clans.	 I	 have	 in	my	 possession	 a
paper,	yellow	with	age,	that	was	sent	soon	after	the	novel	appeared,	containing
"The	Pedigree	of	the	Family	of	Appine,"	wherein	it	is	said	that	"Alan	3rd	Baron
of	Appine	was	not	killed	at	Flowdoun,	tho	there,	but	lived	to	a	great	old	age.	He
married	Cameron	Daughter	 to	Ewen	Cameron	of	Lochiel."	Following	 this	 is	 a
paragraph	 stating	 that	 "John	 Stewart	 1st	 of	Ardsheall	 of	 his	 descendants	Alan
Breck	had	better	 be	 omitted.	Duncan	Baan	Stewart	 in	Achindarroch	his	 father
was	a	Bastard."
One	day,	while	my	husband	was	busily	at	work,	 I	sat	beside	him	reading	an

old	 cookery	 book	 called	 The	 Compleat	 Housewife:	 or	 Accomplish'd
Gentlewoman's	Companion.	In	the	midst	of	receipts	for	"Rabbits,	and	Chickens
mumbled,	 Pickled	 Samphire,	 Skirret	 Pye,	 Baked	 Tansy,"	 and	 other	 forgotten
delicacies,	 there	 were	 directions	 for	 the	 preparation	 of	 several	 lotions	 for	 the
preservation	 of	 beauty.	 One	 of	 these	 was	 so	 charming	 that	 I	 interrupted	 my
husband	to	read	it	aloud.	"Just	what	I	wanted!"	he	exclaimed;	and	the	receipt	for
the	"Lily	of	the	Valley	Water"	was	instantly	incorporated	into	Kidnapped.

F.	V.	DE	G.	S.



DEDICATION

MY	DEAR	CHARLES	BAXTER:
If	you	ever	 read	 this	 tale,	you	will	 likely	ask	yourself	more	questions	 than	I

should	care	to	answer:	as	for	instance	how	the	Appin	murder	has	come	to	fall	in
the	year	1751,	how	the	Torran	 rocks	have	crept	so	near	 to	Earraid,	or	why	 the
printed	trial	is	silent	as	to	all	that	touches	David	Balfour.	These	are	nuts	beyond
my	ability	to	crack.	But	if	you	tried	me	on	the	point	of	Alan's	guilt	or	innocence,
I	 think	 I	 could	 defend	 the	 reading	 of	 the	 text.	 To	 this	 day	 you	 will	 find	 the
tradition	of	Appin	clear	in	Alan's	favour.	If	you	inquire,	you	may	even	hear	that
the	descendants	of	"the	other	man"	who	fired	the	shot	are	in	the	country	to	this
day.	But	that	other	man's	name,	inquire	as	you	please,	you	shall	not	hear;	for	the
Highlander	values	a	secret	for	itself	and	for	the	congenial	exercise	of	keeping	it	I
might	go	on	for	long	to	justify	one	point	and	own	another	indefensible;	it	is	more
honest	to	confess	at	once	how	little	I	am	touched	by	the	desire	of	accuracy.	This
is	no	furniture	for	the	scholar's	library,	but	a	book	for	the	winter	evening	school-
room	when	the	tasks	are	over	and	the	hour	for	bed	draws	near;	and	honest	Alan,
who	was	a	grim	old	fire-eater	in	his	day	has	in	this	new	avatar	no	more	desperate
purpose	than	to	steal	some	young	gentleman's	attention	from	his	Ovid,	carry	him
awhile	into	the	Highlands	and	the	last	century,	and	pack	him	to	bed	with	some
engaging	images	to	mingle	with	his	dreams.
As	 for	 you,	 my	 dear	 Charles,	 I	 do	 not	 even	 ask	 you	 to	 like	 this	 tale.	 But

perhaps	 when	 he	 is	 older,	 your	 son	 will;	 he	 may	 then	 be	 pleased	 to	 find	 his
father's	name	on	the	fly-leaf;	and	in	the	meanwhile	it	pleases	me	to	set	it	there,	in
memory	of	many	days	 that	were	happy	and	 some	 (now	perhaps	as	pleasant	 to
remember)	that	were	sad.	If	it	is	strange	for	me	to	look	back	from	a	distance	both
in	time	and	space	on	these	bygone	adventures	of	our	youth,	it	must	be	stranger
for	you	who	tread	 the	same	streets—who	may	to-morrow	open	the	door	of	 the
old	Speculative,	where	we	begin	to	rank	with	Scott	and	Robert	Emmet	and	the
beloved	and	inglorious	Macbean—or	may	pass	the	corner	of	the	close	where	that
great	society,	the	L.	J.	R.,	held	its	meetings	and	drank	its	beer,	sitting	in	the	seats
of	Burns	and	his	companions.	I	think	I	see	you,	moving	there	by	plain	daylight,
beholding	with	your	 natural	 eyes	 those	places	 that	 have	now	become	 for	 your
companion	 a	 part	 of	 the	 scenery	 of	 dreams.	 How,	 in	 the	 intervals	 of	 present
business,	the	past	must	echo	in	your	memory!	Let	it	not	echo	often	without	some
kind	thoughts	of	your	friend,

R.L.S.	SKERRYVORE,	BOURNEMOUTH.



Chapter		1
I	SET	OFF	UPON	MY	JOURNEY	TO	THE	HOUSE
OF	SHAWS
I	will	begin	the	story	of	my	adventures	with	a	certain	morning	early	in	the	month
of	June,	the	year	of	grace	1751,	when	I	took	the	key	for	the	last	time	out	of	the
door	of	my	father's	house.	The	sun	began	to	shine	upon	the	summit	of	the	hills	as
I	 went	 down	 the	 road;	 and	 by	 the	 time	 I	 had	 come	 as	 far	 as	 the	 manse,	 the
blackbirds	were	whistling	in	the	garden	lilacs,	and	the	mist	that	hung	around	the
valley	in	the	time	of	the	dawn	was	beginning	to	arise	and	die	away.
Mr.	Campbell,	 the	minister	of	Essendean,	was	waiting	 for	me	by	 the	garden

gate,	good	man!	He	asked	me	if	I	had	breakfasted;	and	hearing	that	I	lacked	for
nothing,	he	took	my	hand	in	both	of	his	and	clapped	it	kindly	under	his	arm.
"Well,	Davie,	lad,"	said	he,	"I	will	go	with	you	as	far	as	the	ford,	to	set	you	on

the	way."	And	we	began	to	walk	forward	in	silence.
"Are	ye	sorry	to	leave	Essendean?"	said	he,	after	awhile.
"Why,	sir,"	said	I,	"if	I	knew	where	I	was	going,	or	what	was	likely	to	become

of	me,	I	would	tell	you	candidly.	Essendean	is	a	good	place	indeed,	and	I	have
been	very	happy	there;	but	then	I	have	never	been	anywhere	else.	My	father	and
mother,	since	they	are	both	dead,	I	shall	be	no	nearer	to	in	Essendean	than	in	the
Kingdom	of	Hungary,	and,	 to	speak	 truth,	 if	 I	 thought	 I	had	a	chance	 to	better
myself	where	I	was	going	I	would	go	with	a	good	will."
"Ay?"	said	Mr.	Campbell.	"Very	well,	Davie.	Then	it	behoves	me	to	tell	your

fortune;	or	 so	 far	 as	 I	may.	When	your	mother	was	gone,	 and	your	 father	 (the
worthy,	 Christian	 man)	 began	 to	 sicken	 for	 his	 end,	 he	 gave	 me	 in	 charge	 a
certain	 letter,	which	 he	 said	was	 your	 inheritance.	 'So	 soon,'	 says	 he,	 'as	 I	 am
gone,	and	the	house	is	redd	up	and	the	gear	disposed	of'	(all	which,	Davie,	hath
been	done),	'give	my	boy	this	letter	into	his	hand,	and	start	him	off	to	the	house
of	Shaws,	not	far	from	Cramond.	That	is	the	place	I	came	from,'	he	said,	'and	it's
where	 it	befits	 that	my	boy	should	return.	He	 is	a	steady	lad,'	your	father	said,
'and	a	canny	goer;	and	I	doubt	not	he	will	come	safe,	and	be	well	lived	where	he
goes.'"
"The	house	of	Shaws!"	I	cried.	"What	had	my	poor	father	to	do	with	the	house

of	Shaws?"



"Nay,"	 said	Mr.	Campbell,	 "who	can	 tell	 that	 for	 a	 surety?	But	 the	name	of
that	 family,	Davie,	boy,	 is	 the	name	you	bear—Balfours	of	Shaws:	an	ancient,
honest,	reputable	house,	peradventure	in	these	latter	days	decayed.	Your	father,
too,	 was	 a	 man	 of	 learning	 as	 befitted	 his	 position;	 no	 man	 more	 plausibly
conducted	school;	nor	had	he	the	manner	or	 the	speech	of	a	common	dominie;
but	 (as	 ye	 will	 yourself	 remember)	 I	 took	 aye	 a	 pleasure	 to	 have	 him	 to	 the
manse	to	meet	 the	gentry;	and	those	of	my	own	house,	Campbell	of	Kilrennet,
Campbell	 of	 Dunswire,	 Campbell	 of	 Minch,	 and	 others,	 all	 well-kenned
gentlemen,	 had	 pleasure	 in	 his	 society.	 Lastly,	 to	 put	 all	 the	 elements	 of	 this
affair	before	you,	here	is	the	testamentary	letter	itself,	superscrived	by	the	own
hand	of	our	departed	brother."
He	gave	me	the	letter,	which	was	addressed	in	these	words:	"To	the	hands	of

Ebenezer	 Balfour,	 Esquire,	 of	 Shaws,	 in	 his	 house	 of	 Shaws,	 these	 will	 be
delivered	by	my	 son,	David	Balfour."	My	heart	was	 beating	hard	 at	 this	 great
prospect	now	suddenly	opening	before	a	lad	of	seventeen	years	of	age,	the	son	of
a	poor	country	dominie	in	the	Forest	of	Ettrick.
"Mr.	Campbell,"	I	stammered,	"and	if	you	were	in	my	shoes,	would	you	go?"
"Of	a	surety,"	said	the	minister,	"that	would	I,	and	without	pause.	A	pretty	lad

like	you	should	get	to	Cramond	(which	is	near	in	by	Edinburgh)	in	two	days	of
walk.	 If	 the	worst	 came	 to	 the	worst,	 and	your	 high	 relations	 (as	 I	 cannot	 but
suppose	them	to	be	somewhat	of	your	blood)	should	put	you	to	the	door,	ye	can
but	walk	the	two	days	back	again	and	risp	at	the	manse	door.	But	I	would	rather
hope	that	ye	shall	be	well	received,	as	your	poor	father	forecast	for	you,	and	for
anything	that	I	ken	come	to	be	a	great	man	in	time.	And	here,	Davie,	laddie,"	he
resumed,	"it	 lies	near	upon	my	conscience	to	improve	this	parting,	and	set	you
on	the	right	guard	against	the	dangers	of	the	world."
Here	 he	 cast	 about	 for	 a	 comfortable	 seat,	 lighted	 on	 a	 big	 boulder	 under	 a

birch	by	the	trackside,	sate	down	upon	it	with	a	very	long,	serious	upper	lip,	and
the	sun	now	shining	in	upon	us	between	two	peaks,	put	his	pocket-handkerchief
over	his	cocked	hat	to	shelter	him.	There,	then,	with	uplifted	forefinger,	he	first
put	me	on	my	guard	against	a	considerable	number	of	heresies,	to	which	I	had	no
temptation,	 and	urged	upon	me	 to	be	 instant	 in	my	prayers	 and	 reading	of	 the
Bible.	That	done,	he	drew	a	picture	of	the	great	house	that	I	was	bound	to,	and
how	I	should	conduct	myself	with	its	inhabitants.
"Be	soople,	Davie,	in	things	immaterial,"	said	he.	"Bear	ye	this	in	mind,	that,

though	 gentle	 born,	 ye	 have	 had	 a	 country	 rearing.	 Dinnae	 shame	 us,	 Davie,
dinnae	 shame	 us!	 In	 yon	 great,	muckle	 house,	with	 all	 these	 domestics,	 upper
and	under,	show	yourself	as	nice,	as	circumspect,	as	quick	at	the	conception,	and
as	 slow	 of	 speech	 as	 any.	As	 for	 the	 laird—remember	 he's	 the	 laird;	 I	 say	 no



more:	honour	to	whom	honour.	It's	a	pleasure	to	obey	a	laird;	or	should	be,	to	the
young."
"Well,	sir,"	said	I,	"it	may	be;	and	I'll	promise	you	I'll	try	to	make	it	so."
"Why,	very	well	said,"	replied	Mr.	Campbell,	heartily.	"And	now	to	come	to

the	material,	or	(to	make	a	quibble)	to	the	immaterial.	I	have	here	a	little	packet
which	 contains	 four	 things."	 He	 tugged	 it,	 as	 he	 spoke,	 and	 with	 some	 great
difficulty,	from	the	skirt	pocket	of	his	coat.	"Of	these	four	things,	the	first	is	your
legal	due:	the	little	pickle	money	for	your	father's	books	and	plenishing,	which	I
have	bought	(as	I	have	explained	from	the	first)	 in	the	design	of	re-selling	at	a
profit	 to	 the	 incoming	dominie.	The	other	 three	are	gifties	 that	Mrs.	Campbell
and	myself	would	be	blithe	of	your	acceptance.	The	 first,	which	 is	 round,	will
likely	please	ye	best	at	 the	 first	off-go;	but,	O	Davie,	 laddie,	 it's	but	a	drop	of
water	 in	 the	 sea;	 it'll	 help	 you	 but	 a	 step,	 and	 vanish	 like	 the	 morning.	 The
second,	which	is	flat	and	square	and	written	upon,	will	stand	by	you	through	life,
like	a	good	staff	for	the	road,	and	a	good	pillow	to	your	head	in	sickness.	And	as
for	the	last,	which	is	cubical,	that'll	see	you,	it's	my	prayerful	wish,	into	a	better
land."
With	that	he	got	upon	his	feet,	took	off	his	hat,	and	prayed	a	little	while	aloud,

and	in	affecting	terms,	for	a	young	man	setting	out	into	the	world;	then	suddenly
took	me	in	his	arms	and	embraced	me	very	hard;	then	held	me	at	arm's	length,
looking	at	me	with	his	 face	all	working	with	sorrow;	and	 then	whipped	about,
and	crying	good-bye	to	me,	set	off	backward	by	the	way	that	we	had	come	at	a
sort	 of	 jogging	 run.	 It	might	 have	 been	 laughable	 to	 another;	 but	 I	was	 in	 no
mind	to	laugh.	I	watched	him	as	long	as	he	was	in	sight;	and	he	never	stopped
hurrying,	nor	once	looked	back.	Then	it	came	in	upon	my	mind	that	this	was	all
his	sorrow	at	my	departure;	and	my	conscience	smote	me	hard	and	fast,	because
I,	for	my	part,	was	overjoyed	to	get	away	out	of	that	quiet	country-side,	and	go
to	a	great,	busy	house,	among	rich	and	respected	gentlefolk	of	my	own	name	and
blood.
"Davie,	Davie,"	 I	 thought,	 "was	 ever	 seen	 such	 black	 ingratitude?	Can	 you

forget	old	favours	and	old	friends	at	the	mere	whistle	of	a	name?	Fie,	fie;	think
shame."
And	 I	 sat	 down	 on	 the	 boulder	 the	 good	man	 had	 just	 left,	 and	 opened	 the

parcel	 to	 see	 the	 nature	 of	my	 gifts.	 That	 which	 he	 had	 called	 cubical,	 I	 had
never	had	much	doubt	of;	sure	enough	it	was	a	little	Bible,	 to	carry	in	a	plaid-
neuk.	That	which	 he	 had	 called	 round,	 I	 found	 to	 be	 a	 shilling	 piece;	 and	 the
third,	which	was	 to	help	me	so	wonderfully	both	 in	health	and	sickness	all	 the
days	of	my	life,	was	a	 little	piece	of	coarse	yellow	paper,	written	upon	thus	 in
red	ink:



"TO	MAKE	LILLY	OF	THE	VALLEY	WATER.—Take	the	flowers	of	lilly	of
the	 valley	 and	 distil	 them	 in	 sack,	 and	 drink	 a	 spooneful	 or	 two	 as	 there	 is
occasion.	It	restores	speech	to	those	that	have	the	dumb	palsey.	It	is	good	against
the	Gout;	it	comforts	the	heart	and	strengthens	the	memory;	and	the	flowers,	put
into	a	Glasse,	close	stopt,	and	set	into	ane	hill	of	ants	for	a	month,	then	take	it
out,	and	you	will	find	a	liquor	which	comes	from	the	flowers,	which	keep	in	a
vial;	it	is	good,	ill	or	well,	and	whether	man	or	woman."
And	then,	in	the	minister's	own	hand,	was	added:
"Likewise	 for	 sprains,	 rub	 it	 in;	 and	 for	 the	 cholic,	 a	 great	 spooneful	 in	 the

hour."
To	be	sure,	I	laughed	over	this;	but	it	was	rather	tremulous	laughter;	and	I	was

glad	to	get	my	bundle	on	my	staff's	end	and	set	out	over	the	ford	and	up	the	hill
upon	the	farther	side;	 till,	 just	as	I	came	on	the	green	drove-road	running	wide
through	the	heather,	I	 took	my	last	 look	of	Kirk	Essendean,	 the	trees	about	the
manse,	and	the	big	rowans	in	the	kirkyard	where	my	father	and	my	mother	lay.



Chapter		2
I	COME	TO	MY	JOURNEY'S	END
On	 the	 forenoon	 of	 the	 second	 day,	 coming	 to	 the	 top	 of	 a	 hill,	 I	 saw	 all	 the
country	fall	away	before	me	down	to	the	sea;	and	in	the	midst	of	this	descent,	on
a	long	ridge,	 the	city	of	Edinburgh	smoking	like	a	kiln.	There	was	a	flag	upon
the	castle,	and	ships	moving	or	lying	anchored	in	the	firth;	both	of	which,	for	as
far	away	as	they	were,	I	could	distinguish	clearly;	and	both	brought	my	country
heart	into	my	mouth.
Presently	 after,	 I	 came	by	 a	 house	where	 a	 shepherd	 lived,	 and	got	 a	 rough

direction	 for	 the	 neighbourhood	 of	 Cramond;	 and	 so,	 from	 one	 to	 another,
worked	my	way	to	the	westward	of	the	capital	by	Colinton,	till	I	came	out	upon
the	 Glasgow	 road.	 And	 there,	 to	 my	 great	 pleasure	 and	 wonder,	 I	 beheld	 a
regiment	marching	to	the	fifes,	every	foot	in	time;	an	old	red-faced	general	on	a
grey	horse	at	the	one	end,	and	at	the	other	the	company	of	Grenadiers,	with	their
Pope's-hats.	The	pride	of	life	seemed	to	mount	into	my	brain	at	the	sight	of	the
red	coats	and	the	hearing	of	that	merry	music.
A	 little	 farther	 on,	 and	 I	 was	 told	 I	 was	 in	 Cramond	 parish,	 and	 began	 to

substitute	 in	my	 inquiries	 the	name	of	 the	house	of	Shaws.	 It	was	a	word	 that
seemed	 to	 surprise	 those	 of	 whom	 I	 sought	 my	 way.	 At	 first	 I	 thought	 the
plainness	 of	my	 appearance,	 in	my	 country	 habit,	 and	 that	 all	 dusty	 from	 the
road,	 consorted	 ill	with	 the	 greatness	 of	 the	 place	 to	which	 I	was	 bound.	 But
after	 two,	or	maybe	three,	had	given	me	the	same	look	and	the	same	answer,	I
began	to	take	it	in	my	head	there	was	something	strange	about	the	Shaws	itself.
The	 better	 to	 set	 this	 fear	 at	 rest,	 I	 changed	 the	 form	 of	my	 inquiries;	 and

spying	an	honest	fellow	coming	along	a	lane	on	the	shaft	of	his	cart,	I	asked	him
if	he	had	ever	heard	tell	of	a	house	they	called	the	house	of	Shaws.
He	stopped	his	cart	and	looked	at	me,	like	the	others.
"Ay"	said	he.	"What	for?"
"It's	a	great	house?"	I	asked.
"Doubtless,"	says	he.	"The	house	is	a	big,	muckle	house."
"Ay,"	said	I,	"but	the	folk	that	are	in	it?"
"Folk?"	cried	he.	"Are	ye	daft?	There's	nae	folk	there—to	call	folk."
"What?"	say	I;	"not	Mr.	Ebenezer?"



"Ou,	ay"	says	the	man;	"there's	the	laird,	to	be	sure,	if	it's	him	you're	wanting.
What'll	like	be	your	business,	mannie?"
"I	was	led	to	think	that	I	would	get	a	situation,"	I	said,	looking	as	modest	as	I

could.
"What?"	 cries	 the	 carter,	 in	 so	 sharp	 a	 note	 that	 his	 very	 horse	 started;	 and

then,	"Well,	mannie,"	he	added,	"it's	nane	of	my	affairs;	but	ye	seem	a	decent-
spoken	lad;	and	if	ye'll	take	a	word	from	me,	ye'll	keep	clear	of	the	Shaws."
The	 next	 person	 I	 came	 across	was	 a	 dapper	 little	man	 in	 a	 beautiful	white

wig,	whom	I	saw	 to	be	a	barber	on	his	 rounds;	and	knowing	well	 that	barbers
were	great	gossips,	I	asked	him	plainly	what	sort	of	a	man	was	Mr.	Balfour	of
the	Shaws.
"Hoot,	hoot,	hoot,"	said	the	barber,	"nae	kind	of	a	man,	nae	kind	of	a	man	at

all;"	and	began	to	ask	me	very	shrewdly	what	my	business	was;	but	I	was	more
than	a	match	for	him	at	that,	and	he	went	on	to	his	next	customer	no	wiser	than
he	came.
I	cannot	well	describe	the	blow	this	dealt	to	my	illusions.	The	more	indistinct

the	accusations	were,	the	less	I	liked	them,	for	they	left	the	wider	field	to	fancy.
What	kind	of	a	great	house	was	this,	that	all	the	parish	should	start	and	stare	to
be	asked	the	way	to	it?	or	what	sort	of	a	gentleman,	that	his	ill-fame	should	be
thus	current	on	the	wayside?	If	an	hour's	walking	would	have	brought	me	back
to	 Essendean,	 had	 left	 my	 adventure	 then	 and	 there,	 and	 returned	 to	 Mr.
Campbell's.	But	when	I	had	come	so	far	a	way	already,	mere	shame	would	not
suffer	me	to	desist	till	I	had	put	the	matter	to	the	touch	of	proof;	I	was	bound,	out
of	mere	self-respect,	to	carry	it	through;	and	little	as	I	liked	the	sound	of	what	I
heard,	 and	 slow	 as	 I	 began	 to	 travel,	 I	 still	 kept	 asking	my	way	 and	 still	 kept
advancing.
It	was	drawing	on	to	sundown	when	I	met	a	stout,	dark,	sour-looking	woman

coming	trudging	down	a	hill;	and	she,	when	I	had	put	my	usual	question,	turned
sharp	about,	accompanied	me	back	to	the	summit	she	had	just	left,	and	pointed
to	a	great	bulk	of	building	standing	very	bare	upon	a	green	in	the	bottom	of	the
next	 valley.	 The	 country	 was	 pleasant	 round	 about,	 running	 in	 low	 hills,
pleasantly	watered	 and	wooded,	 and	 the	 crops,	 to	my	eyes,	wonderfully	good;
but	the	house	itself	appeared	to	be	a	kind	of	ruin;	no	road	led	up	to	it;	no	smoke
arose	from	any	of	the	chimneys;	nor	was	there	any	semblance	of	a	garden.	My
heart	sank.	"That!"	I	cried.
The	woman's	face	lit	up	with	a	malignant	anger.	"That	is	the	house	of	Shaws!"

she	cried.	"Blood	built	 it;	blood	stopped	 the	building	of	 it;	blood	shall	bring	 it
down.	See	here!"	she	cried	again—"I	spit	upon	the	ground,	and	crack	my	thumb
at	 it!	Black	be	 its	 fall!	 If	 ye	 see	 the	 laird,	 tell	 him	what	 ye	 hear;	 tell	 him	 this



makes	the	twelve	hunner	and	nineteen	time	that	Jennet	Clouston	has	called	down
the	curse	on	him	and	his	house,	byre	and	stable,	man,	guest,	and	master,	wife,
miss,	or	bairn—black,	black	be	their	fall!"
And	the	woman,	whose	voice	had	risen	to	a	kind	of	eldritch	sing-song,	turned

with	a	skip,	and	was	gone.	 I	stood	where	she	 left	me,	with	my	hair	on	end.	 In
those	days	 folk	 still	believed	 in	witches	and	 trembled	at	 a	 curse;	 and	 this	one,
falling	so	pat,	 like	a	wayside	omen,	 to	arrest	me	ere	 I	carried	out	my	purpose,
took	the	pith	out	of	my	legs.
I	 sat	 me	 down	 and	 stared	 at	 the	 house	 of	 Shaws.	 The	 more	 I	 looked,	 the

pleasanter	that	country-side	appeared;	being	all	set	with	hawthorn	bushes	full	of
flowers;	the	fields	dotted	with	sheep;	a	fine	flight	of	rooks	in	the	sky;	and	every
sign	of	a	kind	soil	and	climate;	and	yet	the	barrack	in	the	midst	of	it	went	sore
against	my	fancy.
Country	folk	went	by	from	the	fields	as	I	sat	there	on	the	side	of	the	ditch,	but

I	lacked	the	spirit	to	give	them	a	good-e'en.	At	last	the	sun	went	down,	and	then,
right	up	against	the	yellow	sky,	I	saw	a	scroll	of	smoke	go	mounting,	not	much
thicker,	as	it	seemed	to	me,	than	the	smoke	of	a	candle;	but	still	there	it	was,	and
meant	 a	 fire,	 and	 warmth,	 and	 cookery,	 and	 some	 living	 inhabitant	 that	 must
have	lit	it;	and	this	comforted	my	heart.
So	I	set	forward	by	a	little	faint	track	in	the	grass	that	led	in	my	direction.	It

was	very	faint	indeed	to	be	the	only	way	to	a	place	of	habitation;	yet	I	saw	no
other.	Presently	 it	brought	me	to	stone	uprights,	with	an	unroofed	lodge	beside
them,	and	coats	of	arms	upon	the	top.	A	main	entrance	it	was	plainly	meant	to
be,	but	never	finished;	 instead	of	gates	of	wrought	 iron,	a	pair	of	hurdles	were
tied	across	with	a	straw	rope;	and	as	there	were	no	park	walls,	nor	any	sign	of
avenue,	the	track	that	I	was	following	passed	on	the	right	hand	of	the	pillars,	and
went	wandering	on	toward	the	house.
The	nearer	I	got	to	that,	the	drearier	it	appeared.	It	seemed	like	the	one	wing

of	a	house	 that	had	never	been	 finished.	What	 should	have	been	 the	 inner	end
stood	open	on	the	upper	floors,	and	showed	against	the	sky	with	steps	and	stairs
of	uncompleted	masonry.	Many	of	the	windows	were	unglazed,	and	bats	flew	in
and	out	like	doves	out	of	a	dove-cote.
The	night	had	begun	to	fall	as	I	got	close;	and	in	three	of	the	lower	windows,

which	were	very	high	up	and	narrow,	and	well	barred,	 the	changing	 light	of	 a
little	 fire	began	 to	glimmer.	Was	 this	 the	palace	 I	had	been	coming	 to?	Was	 it
within	these	walls	that	I	was	to	seek	new	friends	and	begin	great	fortunes?	Why,
in	my	 father's	 house	 on	 Essen-Waterside,	 the	 fire	 and	 the	 bright	 lights	 would
show	a	mile	away,	and	the	door	open	to	a	beggar's	knock!
I	came	forward	cautiously,	and	giving	ear	as	I	came,	heard	some	one	rattling



with	 dishes,	 and	 a	 little	 dry,	 eager	 cough	 that	 came	 in	 fits;	 but	 there	 was	 no
sound	of	speech,	and	not	a	dog	barked.
The	door,	as	well	as	I	could	see	it	in	the	dim	light,	was	a	great	piece	of	wood

all	studded	with	nails;	and	I	 lifted	my	hand	with	a	faint	heart	under	my	jacket,
and	knocked	once.	Then	 I	 stood	and	waited.	The	house	had	 fallen	 into	a	dead
silence;	a	whole	minute	passed	away,	and	nothing	stirred	but	the	bats	overhead.	I
knocked	 again,	 and	 hearkened	 again.	 By	 this	 time	 my	 ears	 had	 grown	 so
accustomed	 to	 the	 quiet,	 that	 I	 could	 hear	 the	 ticking	 of	 the	 clock	 inside	 as	 it
slowly	counted	out	the	seconds;	but	whoever	was	in	that	house	kept	deadly	still,
and	must	have	held	his	breath.
I	was	in	two	minds	whether	to	run	away;	but	anger	got	the	upper	hand,	and	I

began	 instead	 to	 rain	kicks	and	buffets	on	 the	door,	and	 to	shout	out	aloud	for
Mr.	Balfour.	 I	was	 in	 full	 career,	when	 I	 heard	 the	 cough	 right	 overhead,	 and
jumping	back	and	looking	up,	beheld	a	man's	head	in	a	tall	nightcap,	and	the	bell
mouth	of	a	blunderbuss,	at	one	of	the	first-storey	windows.
"It's	loaded,"	said	a	voice.
"I	have	come	here	with	a	letter,"	I	said,	"to	Mr.	Ebenezer	Balfour	of	Shaws.	Is

he	here?"
"From	whom	is	it?"	asked	the	man	with	the	blunderbuss.
"That	is	neither	here	nor	there,"	said	I,	for	I	was	growing	very	wroth.
"Well,"	was	the	reply,	"ye	can	put	it	down	upon	the	doorstep,	and	be	off	with

ye."
"I	will	do	no	such	thing,"	I	cried.	"I	will	deliver	it	into	Mr.	Balfour's	hands,	as

it	was	meant	I	should.	It	is	a	letter	of	introduction."
"A	what?"	cried	the	voice,	sharply.
I	repeated	what	I	had	said.
"Who	are	ye,	yourself?"	was	the	next	question,	after	a	considerable	pause.
"I	am	not	ashamed	of	my	name,"	said	I.	"They	call	me	David	Balfour."
At	that,	I	made	sure	the	man	started,	for	I	heard	the	blunderbuss	rattle	on	the

window-sill;	 and	 it	was	after	quite	a	 long	pause,	and	with	a	curious	change	of
voice,	that	the	next	question	followed:
"Is	your	father	dead?"
I	was	so	much	surprised	at	this,	that	I	could	find	no	voice	to	answer,	but	stood

staring.
"Ay"	the	man	resumed,	"he'll	be	dead,	no	doubt;	and	that'll	be	what	brings	ye

chapping	to	my	door."	Another	pause,	and	then	defiantly,	"Well,	man,"	he	said,
"I'll	let	ye	in;"	and	he	disappeared	from	the	window.



Chapter		3
I	MAKE	ACQUAINTANCE	OF	MY	UNCLE
Presently	 there	 came	 a	 great	 rattling	 of	 chains	 and	 bolts,	 and	 the	 door	 was
cautiously	opened	and	shut	to	again	behind	me	as	soon	as	I	had	passed.
"Go	into	the	kitchen	and	touch	naething,"	said	the	voice;	and	while	the	person

of	the	house	set	himself	to	replacing	the	defences	of	the	door,	I	groped	my	way
forward	and	entered	the	kitchen.
The	fire	had	burned	up	fairly	bright,	and	showed	me	the	barest	room	I	think	I

ever	put	my	eyes	on.	Half-a-dozen	dishes	stood	upon	the	shelves;	the	table	was
laid	for	supper	with	a	bowl	of	porridge,	a	horn	spoon,	and	a	cup	of	small	beer.
Besides	 what	 I	 have	 named,	 there	 was	 not	 another	 thing	 in	 that	 great,	 stone-
vaulted,	empty	chamber	but	lockfast	chests	arranged	along	the	wall	and	a	corner
cupboard	with	a	padlock.
As	 soon	 as	 the	 last	 chain	 was	 up,	 the	 man	 rejoined	 me.	 He	 was	 a	 mean,

stooping,	narrow-shouldered,	clay-faced	creature;	and	his	age	might	have	been
anything	between	fifty	and	seventy.	His	nightcap	was	of	flannel,	and	so	was	the
nightgown	that	he	wore,	instead	of	coat	and	waistcoat,	over	his	ragged	shirt.	He
was	 long	unshaved;	 but	what	most	 distressed	 and	 even	 daunted	me,	 he	would
neither	take	his	eyes	away	from	me	nor	look	me	fairly	in	the	face.	What	he	was,
whether	by	 trade	or	birth,	was	more	 than	 I	 could	 fathom;	but	he	 seemed	most
like	 an	 old,	 unprofitable	 serving-man,	who	 should	 have	 been	 left	 in	 charge	 of
that	big	house	upon	board	wages.
"Are	ye	sharp-set?"	he	asked,	glancing	at	about	the	level	of	my	knee.	"Ye	can

eat	that	drop	parritch?"
I	said	I	feared	it	was	his	own	supper.
"O,"	said	he,	"I	can	do	fine	wanting	it.	I'll	take	the	ale,	though,	for	it	slockens

(moistens)	 my	 cough."	 He	 drank	 the	 cup	 about	 half	 out,	 still	 keeping	 an	 eye
upon	me	as	he	drank;	and	then	suddenly	held	out	his	hand.	"Let's	see	the	letter,"
said	he.
I	told	him	the	letter	was	for	Mr.	Balfour;	not	for	him.
"And	who	do	ye	think	I	am?"	says	he.	"Give	me	Alexander's	letter."
"You	know	my	father's	name?"
"It	would	be	strange	 if	 I	didnae,"	he	 returned,	 "for	he	was	my	born	brother;



and	little	as	ye	seem	to	like	either	me	or	my	house,	or	my	good	parritch,	I'm	your
born	uncle,	Davie,	my	man,	and	you	my	born	nephew.	So	give	us	the	letter,	and
sit	down	and	fill	your	kyte."
If	 I	 had	 been	 some	 years	 younger,	 what	 with	 shame,	 weariness,	 and

disappointment,	I	believe	I	had	burst	into	tears.	As	it	was,	I	could	find	no	words,
neither	black	nor	white,	but	handed	him	the	letter,	and	sat	down	to	the	porridge
with	as	little	appetite	for	meat	as	ever	a	young	man	had.
Meanwhile,	my	uncle,	stooping	over	the	fire,	turned	the	letter	over	and	over	in

his	hands.
"Do	ye	ken	what's	in	it?"	he	asked,	suddenly.
"You	see	for	yourself,	sir,"	said	I,	"that	the	seal	has	not	been	broken."
"Ay,"	said	he,	"but	what	brought	you	here?"
"To	give	the	letter,"	said	I.
"No,"	says	he,	cunningly,	"but	ye'll	have	had	some	hopes,	nae	doubt?"
"I	confess,	sir,"	said	I,	"when	I	was	told	that	I	had	kinsfolk	well-to-do,	I	did

indeed	indulge	the	hope	that	they	might	help	me	in	my	life.	But	I	am	no	beggar;
I	 look	for	no	favours	at	your	hands,	and	I	want	none	 that	are	not	 freely	given.
For	as	poor	as	I	appear,	I	have	friends	of	my	own	that	will	be	blithe	to	help	me."
"Hoot-toot!"	 said	 Uncle	 Ebenezer,	 "dinnae	 fly	 up	 in	 the	 snuff	 at	 me.	We'll

agree	fine	yet.	And,	Davie,	my	man,	if	you're	done	with	that	bit	parritch,	I	could
just	take	a	sup	of	it	myself.	Ay,"	he	continued,	as	soon	as	he	had	ousted	me	from
the	stool	and	spoon,	"they're	fine,	halesome	food—they're	grand	food,	parritch."
He	murmured	a	little	grace	to	himself	and	fell	to.	"Your	father	was	very	fond	of
his	meat,	I	mind;	he	was	a	hearty,	if	not	a	great	eater;	but	as	for	me,	I	could	never
do	mair	 than	 pyke	 at	 food."	He	 took	 a	 pull	 at	 the	 small	 beer,	which	 probably
reminded	him	of	hospitable	duties,	for	his	next	speech	ran	thus:	"If	ye're	dry	ye'll
find	water	behind	the	door."
To	 this	 I	 returned	 no	 answer,	 standing	 stiffly	 on	 my	 two	 feet,	 and	 looking

down	upon	my	uncle	with	a	mighty	angry	heart.	He,	on	his	part,	continued	to	eat
like	a	man	under	some	pressure	of	 time,	and	to	throw	out	 little	darting	glances
now	at	my	shoes	and	now	at	my	home-spun	stockings.	Once	only,	when	he	had
ventured	to	look	a	little	higher,	our	eyes	met;	and	no	thief	taken	with	a	hand	in	a
man's	pocket	could	have	shown	more	lively	signals	of	distress.	This	set	me	in	a
muse,	whether	his	timidity	arose	from	too	long	a	disuse	of	any	human	company;
and	whether	perhaps,	upon	a	little	trial,	it	might	pass	off,	and	my	uncle	change
into	an	altogether	different	man.	From	this	I	was	awakened	by	his	sharp	voice.
"Your	father's	been	long	dead?"	he	asked.
"Three	weeks,	sir,"	said	I.
"He	was	 a	 secret	man,	Alexander—a	 secret,	 silent	man,"	 he	 continued.	 "He



never	said	muckle	when	he	was	young.	He'll	never	have	spoken	muckle	of	me?"
"I	never	knew,	sir,	till	you	told	it	me	yourself,	that	he	had	any	brother."
"Dear	me,	dear	me!"	said	Ebenezer.	"Nor	yet	of	Shaws,	I	dare	say?"
"Not	so	much	as	the	name,	sir,"	said	I.
"To	think	o'	that!"	said	he.	"A	strange	nature	of	a	man!"	For	all	that,	he	seemed

singularly	satisfied,	but	whether	with	himself,	or	me,	or	with	this	conduct	of	my
father's,	 was	 more	 than	 I	 could	 read.	 Certainly,	 however,	 he	 seemed	 to	 be
outgrowing	 that	 distaste,	 or	 ill-will,	 that	 he	 had	 conceived	 at	 first	 against	 my
person;	for	presently	he	jumped	up,	came	across	the	room	behind	me,	and	hit	me
a	smack	upon	the	shoulder.	"We'll	agree	fine	yet!"	he	cried.	"I'm	just	as	glad	I	let
you	in.	And	now	come	awa'	to	your	bed."
To	my	surprise,	he	lit	no	lamp	or	candle,	but	set	forth	into	the	dark	passage,

groped	his	way,	breathing	deeply,	up	a	flight	of	steps,	and	paused	before	a	door,
which	he	unlocked.	I	was	close	upon	his	heels,	having	stumbled	after	him	as	best
I	might;	and	then	he	bade	me	go	in,	for	that	was	my	chamber.	I	did	as	he	bid,	but
paused	after	a	few	steps,	and	begged	a	light	to	go	to	bed	with.
"Hoot-toot!"	said	Uncle	Ebenezer,	"there's	a	fine	moon."
"Neither	moon	nor	star,	sir,	and	pit-mirk,"	said	I.	"I	cannae	see	the	bed."
"Hoot-toot,	 hoot-toot!"	 said	 he.	 "Lights	 in	 a	 house	 is	 a	 thing	 I	 dinnae	 agree

with.	I'm	unco	feared	of	fires.	Good-night	to	ye,	Davie,	my	man."	And	before	I
had	time	to	add	a	further	protest,	he	pulled	the	door	to,	and	I	heard	him	lock	me
in	from	the	outside.
I	did	not	know	whether	to	laugh	or	cry.	The	room	was	as	cold	as	a	well,	and

the	 bed,	when	 I	 had	 found	my	way	 to	 it,	 as	 damp	 as	 a	 peat-hag;	 but	 by	 good
fortune	I	had	caught	up	my	bundle	and	my	plaid,	and	rolling	myself	in	the	latter,
I	lay	down	upon	the	floor	under	lee	of	the	big	bedstead,	and	fell	speedily	asleep.
With	the	first	peep	of	day	I	opened	my	eyes,	to	find	myself	in	a	great	chamber,

hung	with	stamped	leather,	furnished	with	fine	embroidered	furniture,	and	lit	by
three	 fair	 windows.	 Ten	 years	 ago,	 or	 perhaps	 twenty,	 it	 must	 have	 been	 as
pleasant	a	room	to	lie	down	or	to	awake	in	as	a	man	could	wish;	but	damp,	dirt,
disuse,	and	 the	mice	and	spiders	had	done	 their	worst	 since	 then.	Many	of	 the
window-panes,	besides,	were	broken;	and	indeed	this	was	so	common	a	feature
in	that	house,	that	I	believe	my	uncle	must	at	some	time	have	stood	a	siege	from
his	indignant	neighbours—perhaps	with	Jennet	Clouston	at	their	head.
Meanwhile	the	sun	was	shining	outside;	and	being	very	cold	in	that	miserable

room,	I	knocked	and	shouted	till	my	gaoler	came	and	let	me	out.	He	carried	me
to	the	back	of	the	house,	where	was	a	draw-well,	and	told	me	to	"wash	my	face
there,	 if	 I	wanted;"	 and	when	 that	was	 done,	 I	made	 the	 best	 of	my	own	way
back	to	the	kitchen,	where	he	had	lit	the	fire	and	was	making	the	porridge.	The



table	was	laid	with	two	bowls	and	two	horn	spoons,	but	the	same	single	measure
of	small	beer.	Perhaps	my	eye	rested	on	this	particular	with	some	surprise,	and
perhaps	my	uncle	 observed	 it;	 for	 he	 spoke	up	 as	 if	 in	 answer	 to	my	 thought,
asking	me	if	I	would	like	to	drink	ale—for	so	he	called	it.
I	told	him	such	was	my	habit,	but	not	to	put	himself	about.
"Na,	na,"	said	he;	"I'll	deny	you	nothing	in	reason."
He	fetched	another	cup	from	the	shelf;	and	then,	to	my	great	surprise,	instead

of	 drawing	more	 beer,	 he	 poured	 an	 accurate	 half	 from	 one	 cup	 to	 the	 other.
There	was	a	kind	of	nobleness	in	this	that	took	my	breath	away;	if	my	uncle	was
certainly	a	miser,	he	was	one	of	that	thorough	breed	that	goes	near	to	make	the
vice	respectable.
When	 we	 had	 made	 an	 end	 of	 our	 meal,	 my	 uncle	 Ebenezer	 unlocked	 a

drawer,	and	drew	out	of	it	a	clay	pipe	and	a	lump	of	tobacco,	from	which	he	cut
one	fill	before	he	locked	it	up	again.	Then	he	sat	down	in	the	sun	at	one	of	the
windows	and	silently	smoked.	From	time	to	time	his	eyes	came	coasting	round
to	me,	and	he	shot	out	one	of	his	questions.	Once	 it	was,	"And	your	mother?"
and	when	I	had	told	him	that	she,	too,	was	dead,	"Ay,	she	was	a	bonnie	lassie!"
Then,	after	another	long	pause,	"Whae	were	these	friends	o'	yours?"
I	 told	 him	 they	were	 different	 gentlemen	of	 the	 name	of	Campbell;	 though,

indeed,	 there	was	only	one,	and	 that	 the	minister,	 that	had	ever	 taken	 the	 least
note	of	me;	but	 I	began	 to	 think	my	uncle	made	 too	 light	of	my	position,	 and
finding	myself	all	alone	with	him,	I	did	not	wish	him	to	suppose	me	helpless.
He	seemed	to	turn	this	over	in	his	mind;	and	then,	"Davie,	my	man,"	said	he,

"ye've	come	to	the	right	bit	when	ye	came	to	your	uncle	Ebenezer.	I've	a	great
notion	of	the	family,	and	I	mean	to	do	the	right	by	you;	but	while	I'm	taking	a	bit
think	 to	mysel'	of	what's	 the	best	 thing	 to	put	you	 to—whether	 the	 law,	or	 the
meenistry,	or	maybe	 the	army,	whilk	 is	what	boys	are	 fondest	of—I	wouldnae
like	the	Balfours	to	be	humbled	before	a	wheen	Hieland	Campbells,	and	I'll	ask
you	to	keep	your	tongue	within	your	teeth.	Nae	letters;	nae	messages;	no	kind	of
word	to	onybody;	or	else—there's	my	door."
"Uncle	 Ebenezer,"	 said	 I,	 "I've	 no	 manner	 of	 reason	 to	 suppose	 you	 mean

anything	but	well	by	me.	For	all	 that,	 I	would	have	you	 to	know	that	 I	have	a
pride	of	my	own.	It	was	by	no	will	of	mine	that	I	came	seeking	you;	and	if	you
show	me	your	door	again,	I'll	take	you	at	the	word."
He	 seemed	grievously	put	out.	 "Hoots-toots,"	 said	he,	 "ca'	 cannie,	man—ca'

cannie!	 Bide	 a	 day	 or	 two.	 I'm	 nae	 warlock,	 to	 find	 a	 fortune	 for	 you	 in	 the
bottom	of	a	parritch	bowl;	but	just	you	give	me	a	day	or	two,	and	say	naething	to
naebody,	and	as	sure	as	sure,	I'll	do	the	right	by	you."
"Very	well,"	said	I,	"enough	said.	If	you	want	to	help	me,	there's	no	doubt	but



I'll	be	glad	of	it,	and	none	but	I'll	be	grateful."
It	seemed	to	me	(too	soon,	I	dare	say)	that	I	was	getting	the	upper	hand	of	my

uncle;	and	I	began	next	to	say	that	I	must	have	the	bed	and	bedclothes	aired	and
put	to	sun-dry;	for	nothing	would	make	me	sleep	in	such	a	pickle.
"Is	 this	 my	 house	 or	 yours?"	 said	 he,	 in	 his	 keen	 voice,	 and	 then	 all	 of	 a

sudden	broke	off.	"Na,	na,"	said	he,	"I	didnae	mean	that.	What's	mine	is	yours,
Davie,	my	man,	and	what's	yours	is	mine.	Blood's	thicker	than	water;	and	there's
naebody	but	you	and	me	 that	ought	 the	name."	And	 then	on	he	 rambled	about
the	 family,	 and	 its	 ancient	 greatness,	 and	 his	 father	 that	 began	 to	 enlarge	 the
house,	and	himself	that	stopped	the	building	as	a	sinful	waste;	and	this	put	it	in
my	head	to	give	him	Jennet	Clouston's	message.
"The	limmer!"	he	cried.	"Twelve	hunner	and	fifteen—that's	every	day	since	I

had	the	limmer	rowpit!	Dod,	David,	I'll	have	her	roasted	on	red	peats	before	I'm
by	with	it!	A	witch—a	proclaimed	witch!	I'll	aff	and	see	the	session	clerk."
And	with	 that	he	opened	a	chest,	and	got	out	a	very	old	and	well-preserved

blue	coat	and	waistcoat,	and	a	good	enough	beaver	hat,	both	without	lace.	These
he	threw	on	any	way,	and	taking	a	staff	from	the	cupboard,	locked	all	up	again,
and	was	for	setting	out,	when	a	thought	arrested	him.
"I	cannae	leave	you	by	yoursel'	 in	the	house,"	said	he.	"I'll	have	to	lock	you

out."
The	blood	came	to	my	face.	"If	you	lock	me	out,"	I	said,	"it'll	be	the	last	you'll

see	of	me	in	friendship."
He	turned	very	pale,	and	sucked	his	mouth	in.
"This	is	no	the	way"	he	said,	looking	wickedly	at	a	corner	of	the	floor—"this

is	no	the	way	to	win	my	favour,	David."
"Sir,"	says	I,	"with	a	proper	reverence	for	your	age	and	our	common	blood,	I

do	not	value	your	favour	at	a	boddle's	purchase.	I	was	brought	up	to	have	a	good
conceit	of	myself;	and	if	you	were	all	the	uncle,	and	all	the	family,	I	had	in	the
world	ten	times	over,	I	wouldn't	buy	your	liking	at	such	prices."
Uncle	Ebenezer	went	 and	 looked	out	of	 the	window	 for	 awhile.	 I	 could	 see

him	 all	 trembling	 and	 twitching,	 like	 a	 man	 with	 palsy.	 But	 when	 he	 turned
round,	he	had	a	smile	upon	his	face.
"Well,	well,"	said	he,	"we	must	bear	and	forbear.	I'll	no	go;	that's	all	that's	to

be	said	of	it."
"Uncle	Ebenezer,"	I	said,	"I	can	make	nothing	out	of	this.	You	use	me	like	a

thief;	you	hate	to	have	me	in	this	house;	you	let	me	see	it,	every	word	and	every
minute:	it's	not	possible	that	you	can	like	me;	and	as	for	me,	I've	spoken	to	you
as	I	never	thought	to	speak	to	any	man.	Why	do	you	seek	to	keep	me,	then?	Let
me	gang	back—let	me	gang	back	to	the	friends	I	have,	and	that	like	me!"



"Na,	na;	na,	na,"	he	said,	very	earnestly.	"I	like	you	fine;	we'll	agree	fine	yet;
and	for	the	honour	of	the	house	I	couldnae	let	you	leave	the	way	ye	came.	Bide
here	quiet,	there's	a	good	lad;	just	you	bide	here	quiet	a	bittie,	and	ye'll	find	that
we	agree."
"Well,	 sir,"	 said	 I,	 after	 I	 had	 thought	 the	 matter	 out	 in	 silence,	 "I'll	 stay

awhile.	It's	more	just	I	should	be	helped	by	my	own	blood	than	strangers;	and	if
we	don't	agree,	I'll	do	my	best	it	shall	be	through	no	fault	of	mine."



Chapter		4
I	 RUN	 A	 GREAT	 DANGER	 IN	 THE	 HOUSE	 OF
SHAWS
For	a	day	that	was	begun	so	ill,	the	day	passed	fairly	well.	We	had	the	porridge
cold	again	at	noon,	and	hot	porridge	at	night;	porridge	and	small	beer	was	my
uncle's	diet.	He	spoke	but	little,	and	that	in	the	same	way	as	before,	shooting	a
question	at	me	after	a	long	silence;	and	when	I	sought	to	lead	him	to	talk	about
my	future,	slipped	out	of	it	again.	In	a	room	next	door	to	the	kitchen,	where	he
suffered	me	to	go,	I	found	a	great	number	of	books,	both	Latin	and	English,	in
which	I	took	great	pleasure	all	the	afternoon.	Indeed,	the	time	passed	so	lightly
in	 this	good	company,	 that	 I	began	 to	be	almost	 reconciled	 to	my	 residence	at
Shaws;	and	nothing	but	the	sight	of	my	uncle,	and	his	eyes	playing	hide	and	seek
with	mine,	revived	the	force	of	my	distrust.
One	thing	I	discovered,	which	put	me	in	some	doubt.	This	was	an	entry	on	the

fly-leaf	of	a	chap-book	(one	of	Patrick	Walker's)	plainly	written	by	my	father's
hand	and	thus	conceived:	"To	my	brother	Ebenezer	on	his	fifth	birthday"	Now,
what	puzzled	me	was	this:	That,	as	my	father	was	of	course	the	younger	brother,
he	must	either	have	made	some	strange	error,	or	he	must	have	written,	before	he
was	yet	five,	an	excellent,	clear	manly	hand	of	writing.
I	 tried	 to	get	 this	out	of	my	head;	but	 though	 I	 took	down	many	 interesting

authors,	old	and	new,	history,	poetry,	and	story-book,	this	notion	of	my	father's
hand	of	writing	stuck	to	me;	and	when	at	length	I	went	back	into	the	kitchen,	and
sat	down	once	more	 to	porridge	and	 small	beer,	 the	 first	 thing	 I	 said	 to	Uncle
Ebenezer	was	to	ask	him	if	my	father	had	not	been	very	quick	at	his	book.
"Alexander?	No	him!"	was	the	reply.	"I	was	far	quicker	mysel';	I	was	a	clever

chappie	when	I	was	young.	Why,	I	could	read	as	soon	as	he	could."
This	puzzled	me	yet	more;	and	a	thought	coming	into	my	head,	I	asked	if	he

and	my	father	had	been	twins.
He	 jumped	upon	his	stool,	and	 the	horn	spoon	fell	out	of	his	hand	upon	 the

floor.	 "What	gars	ye	ask	 that?"	he	 said,	and	he	caught	me	by	 the	breast	of	 the
jacket,	and	looked	this	time	straight	into	my	eyes:	his	own	were	little	and	light,
and	bright	like	a	bird's,	blinking	and	winking	strangely.
"What	do	you	mean?"	I	asked,	very	calmly,	for	I	was	far	stronger	than	he,	and



not	 easily	 frightened.	 "Take	 your	 hand	 from	 my	 jacket.	 This	 is	 no	 way	 to
behave."
My	uncle	seemed	to	make	a	great	effort	upon	himself.	"Dod	man,	David,"	he

said,	"ye	should-nae	speak	to	me	about	your	father.	That's	where	the	mistake	is."
He	sat	awhile	and	shook,	blinking	in	his	plate:	"He	was	all	the	brother	that	ever	I
had,"	he	added,	but	with	no	heart	in	his	voice;	and	then	he	caught	up	his	spoon
and	fell	to	supper	again,	but	still	shaking.
Now	 this	 last	 passage,	 this	 laying	 of	 hands	 upon	 my	 person	 and	 sudden

profession	of	love	for	my	dead	father,	went	so	clean	beyond	my	comprehension
that	 it	 put	me	 into	 both	 fear	 and	 hope.	On	 the	 one	 hand,	 I	 began	 to	 think	my
uncle	was	perhaps	insane	and	might	be	dangerous;	on	the	other,	 there	came	up
into	my	mind	 (quite	unbidden	by	me	and	even	discouraged)	a	 story	 like	 some
ballad	 I	 had	 heard	 folk	 singing,	 of	 a	 poor	 lad	 that	 was	 a	 rightful	 heir	 and	 a
wicked	kinsman	that	tried	to	keep	him	from	his	own.	For	why	should	my	uncle
play	a	part	with	a	relative	that	came,	almost	a	beggar,	to	his	door,	unless	in	his
heart	he	had	some	cause	to	fear	him?
With	 this	notion,	all	unacknowledged,	but	nevertheless	getting	firmly	settled

in	my	head,	I	now	began	to	imitate	his	covert	looks;	so	that	we	sat	at	table	like	a
cat	and	a	mouse,	each	stealthily	observing	the	other.	Not	another	word	had	he	to
say	to	me,	black	or	white,	but	was	busy	turning	something	secretly	over	 in	his
mind;	 and	 the	 longer	we	 sat	 and	 the	more	 I	 looked	 at	 him,	 the	more	 certain	 I
became	that	the	something	was	unfriendly	to	myself.
When	he	had	cleared	the	platter,	he	got	out	a	single	pipeful	of	tobacco,	just	as

in	 the	morning,	 turned	 round	 a	 stool	 into	 the	 chimney	 corner,	 and	 sat	 awhile
smoking,	with	his	back	to	me.
"Davie,"	he	 said,	 at	 length,	 "I've	been	 thinking;"	 then	he	paused,	and	said	 it

again.	"There's	a	wee	bit	siller	that	I	half	promised	ye	before	ye	were	born,"	he
continued;	 "promised	 it	 to	 your	 father.	 O,	 naething	 legal,	 ye	 understand;	 just
gentlemen	daffing	at	their	wine.	Well,	I	keepit	that	bit	money	separate—it	was	a
great	 expense,	 but	 a	 promise	 is	 a	 promise—and	 it	 has	 grown	 by	 now	 to	 be	 a
matter	of	 just	precisely—just	exactly"—and	here	he	paused	and	stumbled—"of
just	exactly	forty	pounds!"	This	 last	he	rapped	out	with	a	sidelong	glance	over
his	shoulder;	and	the	next	moment	added,	almost	with	a	scream,	"Scots!"
The	pound	Scots	being	 the	 same	 thing	as	an	English	 shilling,	 the	difference

made	 by	 this	 second	 thought	 was	 considerable;	 I	 could	 see,	 besides,	 that	 the
whole	story	was	a	lie,	invented	with	some	end	which	it	puzzled	me	to	guess;	and
I	made	no	attempt	to	conceal	the	tone	of	raillery	in	which	I	answered—
"O,	think	again,	sir!	Pounds	sterling,	I	believe!"
"That's	what	 I	 said,"	 returned	my	uncle:	"pounds	sterling!	And	 if	you'll	 step



out-by	to	the	door	a	minute,	just	to	see	what	kind	of	a	night	it	is,	I'll	get	it	out	to
ye	and	call	ye	in	again."
I	did	his	will,	smiling	to	myself	in	my	contempt	that	he	should	think	I	was	so

easily	to	be	deceived.	It	was	a	dark	night,	with	a	few	stars	low	down;	and	as	I
stood	just	outside	the	door,	I	heard	a	hollow	moaning	of	wind	far	off	among	the
hills.	 I	 said	 to	 myself	 there	 was	 something	 thundery	 and	 changeful	 in	 the
weather,	 and	 little	 knew	 of	 what	 a	 vast	 importance	 that	 should	 prove	 to	 me
before	the	evening	passed.
When	 I	was	 called	 in	 again,	my	uncle	 counted	out	 into	my	hand	 seven	 and

thirty	golden	guinea	pieces;	the	rest	was	in	his	hand,	in	small	gold	and	silver;	but
his	heart	failed	him	there,	and	he	crammed	the	change	into	his	pocket.
"There,"	said	he,	"that'll	show	you!	I'm	a	queer	man,	and	strange	wi'	strangers;

but	my	word	is	my	bond,	and	there's	the	proof	of	it."
Now,	 my	 uncle	 seemed	 so	 miserly	 that	 I	 was	 struck	 dumb	 by	 this	 sudden

generosity,	and	could	find	no	words	in	which	to	thank	him.
"No	a	word!"	said	he.	"Nae	thanks;	I	want	nae	 thanks.	I	do	my	duty.	I'm	no

saying	that	everybody	would	have,	done	it;	but	for	my	part	(though	I'm	a	careful
body,	 too)	 it's	 a	 pleasure	 to	me	 to	 do	 the	 right	 by	my	brother's	 son;	 and	 it's	 a
pleasure	to	me	to	think	that	now	we'll	agree	as	such	near	friends	should."
I	 spoke	 him	 in	 return	 as	 handsomely	 as	 I	was	 able;	 but	 all	 the	while	 I	was

wondering	 what	 would	 come	 next,	 and	 why	 he	 had	 parted	 with	 his	 precious
guineas;	for	as	to	the	reason	he	had	given,	a	baby	would	have	refused	it.
Presently	he	looked	towards	me	sideways.
"And	see	here,"	says	he,	"tit	for	tat."
I	 told	him	 I	was	 ready	 to	prove	my	gratitude	 in	 any	 reasonable	degree,	 and

then	 waited,	 looking	 for	 some	 monstrous	 demand.	 And	 yet,	 when	 at	 last	 he
plucked	up	courage	to	speak,	it	was	only	to	tell	me	(very	properly,	as	I	thought)
that	he	was	growing	old	and	a	little	broken,	and	that	he	would	expect	me	to	help
him	with	the	house	and	the	bit	garden.
I	answered,	and	expressed	my	readiness	to	serve.
"Well,"	he	said,	"let's	begin."	He	pulled	out	of	his	pocket	a	rusty	key.	"There,"

says	he,	 "there's	 the	key	of	 the	 stair-tower	 at	 the	 far	 end	of	 the	house.	Ye	 can
only	win	into	it	from	the	outside,	for	that	part	of	the	house	is	no	finished.	Gang
ye	 in	 there,	 and	 up	 the	 stairs,	 and	 bring	me	 down	 the	 chest	 that's	 at	 the	 top.
There's	papers	in't,"	he	added.
"Can	I	have	a	light,	sir?"	said	I.
"Na,"	said	he,	very	cunningly.	"Nae	lights	in	my	house."
"Very	well,	sir,"	said	I.	"Are	the	stairs	good?"
"They're	 grand,"	 said	 he;	 and	 then,	 as	 I	 was	 going,	 "Keep	 to	 the	 wall,"	 he



added;	"there's	nae	bannisters.	But	the	stairs	are	grand	underfoot."
Out	I	went	into	the	night.	The	wind	was	still	moaning	in	the	distance,	though

never	 a	 breath	 of	 it	 came	 near	 the	 house	 of	 Shaws.	 It	 had	 fallen	 blacker	 than
ever;	and	I	was	glad	to	feel	along	the	wall,	till	I	came	the	length	of	the	stairtower
door	at	the	far	end	of	the	unfinished	wing.	I	had	got	the	key	into	the	keyhole	and
had	just	turned	it,	when	all	upon	a	sudden,	without	sound	of	wind	or	thunder,	the
whole	sky	lighted	up	with	wild	fire	and	went	black	again.	I	had	to	put	my	hand
over	my	eyes	to	get	back	to	the	colour	of	the	darkness;	and	indeed	I	was	already
half	blinded	when	I	stepped	into	the	tower.
It	was	so	dark	inside,	it	seemed	a	body	could	scarce	breathe;	but	I	pushed	out

with	 foot	 and	 hand,	 and	 presently	 struck	 the	 wall	 with	 the	 one,	 and	 the
lowermost	round	of	the	stair	with	the	other.	The	wall,	by	the	touch,	was	of	fine
hewn	stone;	the	steps	too,	though	somewhat	steep	and	narrow,	were	of	polished
masonwork,	and	regular	and	solid	underfoot.	Minding	my	uncle's	word	about	the
bannisters,	I	kept	close	to	the	tower	side,	and	felt	my	way	in	the	pitch	darkness
with	a	beating	heart.
The	 house	 of	 Shaws	 stood	 some	 five	 full	 storeys	 high,	 not	 counting	 lofts.

Well,	 as	 I	 advanced,	 it	 seemed	 to	me	 the	 stair	 grew	airier	 and	 a	 thought	more
lightsome;	and	I	was	wondering	what	might	be	the	cause	of	this	change,	when	a
second	blink	of	the	summer	lightning	came	and	went.	If	I	did	not	cry	out,	it	was
because	fear	had	me	by	the	throat;	and	if	I	did	not	fall,	it	was	more	by	Heaven's
mercy	 than	my	own	 strength.	 It	was	not	only	 that	 the	 flash	 shone	 in	on	 every
side	through	breaches	in	the	wall,	so	that	I	seemed	to	be	clambering	aloft	upon
an	open	scaffold,	but	the	same	passing	brightness	showed	me	the	steps	were	of
unequal	length,	and	that	one	of	my	feet	rested	that	moment	within	two	inches	of
the	well.
This	was	the	grand	stair!	I	thought;	and	with	the	thought,	a	gust	of	a	kind	of

angry	courage	came	into	my	heart.	My	uncle	had	sent	me	here,	certainly	to	run
great	risks,	perhaps	to	die.	I	swore	I	would	settle	that	"perhaps,"	if	I	should	break
my	neck	for	it;	got	me	down	upon	my	hands	and	knees;	and	as	slowly	as	a	snail,
feeling	before	me	every	inch,	and	testing	the	solidity	of	every	stone,	I	continued
to	 ascend	 the	 stair.	The	darkness,	 by	 contrast	with	 the	 flash,	 appeared	 to	 have
redoubled;	 nor	 was	 that	 all,	 for	 my	 ears	 were	 now	 troubled	 and	 my	 mind
confounded	by	a	great	stir	of	bats	in	the	top	part	of	the	tower,	and	the	foul	beasts,
flying	downwards,	sometimes	beat	about	my	face	and	body.
The	 tower,	 I	should	have	said,	was	square;	and	 in	every	corner	 the	step	was

made	of	a	great	stone	of	a	different	shape	 to	 join	 the	flights.	Well,	 I	had	come
close	 to	 one	 of	 these	 turns,	 when,	 feeling	 forward	 as	 usual,	 my	 hand	 slipped
upon	 an	 edge	 and	 found	 nothing	 but	 emptiness	 beyond	 it.	 The	 stair	 had	 been



carried	no	higher;	to	set	a	stranger	mounting	it	in	the	darkness	was	to	send	him
straight	 to	 his	 death;	 and	 (although,	 thanks	 to	 the	 lightning	 and	 my	 own
precautions,	I	was	safe	enough)	 the	mere	 thought	of	 the	peril	 in	which	I	might
have	 stood,	 and	 the	 dreadful	 height	 I	might	 have	 fallen	 from,	 brought	 out	 the
sweat	upon	my	body	and	relaxed	my	joints.
But	I	knew	what	I	wanted	now,	and	turned	and	groped	my	way	down	again,

with	a	wonderful	anger	in	my	heart.	About	half-way	down,	the	wind	sprang	up
in	a	clap	and	shook	the	tower,	and	died	again;	the	rain	followed;	and	before	I	had
reached	the	ground	level	it	fell	in	buckets.	I	put	out	my	head	into	the	storm,	and
looked	along	towards	the	kitchen.	The	door,	which	I	had	shut	behind	me	when	I
left,	now	stood	open,	and	shed	a	little	glimmer	of	light;	and	I	thought	I	could	see
a	figure	standing	 in	 the	rain,	quite	still,	 like	a	man	hearkening.	And	 then	 there
came	 a	 blinding	 flash,	 which	 showed	 me	 my	 uncle	 plainly,	 just	 where	 I	 had
fancied	him	to	stand;	and	hard	upon	the	heels	of	it,	a	great	tow-row	of	thunder.
Now,	 whether	 my	 uncle	 thought	 the	 crash	 to	 be	 the	 sound	 of	 my	 fall,	 or

whether	he	heard	in	it	God's	voice	denouncing	murder,	I	will	leave	you	to	guess.
Certain	it	is,	at	least,	that	he	was	seized	on	by	a	kind	of	panic	fear,	and	that	he
ran	 into	 the	house	and	 left	 the	door	open	behind	him.	 I	 followed	as	softly	as	 I
could,	and,	coming	unheard	into	the	kitchen,	stood	and	watched	him.
He	 had	 found	 time	 to	 open	 the	 corner	 cupboard	 and	 bring	 out	 a	 great	 case

bottle	of	aqua	vitae,	and	now	sat	with	his	back	towards	me	at	the	table.	Ever	and
again	he	would	be	seized	with	a	fit	of	deadly	shuddering	and	groan	aloud,	and
carrying	the	bottle	to	his	lips,	drink	down	the	raw	spirits	by	the	mouthful.
I	stepped	forward,	came	close	behind	him	where	he	sat,	and	suddenly	clapping

my	two	hands	down	upon	his	shoulders—"Ah!"	cried	I.
My	uncle	gave	a	kind	of	broken	cry	like	a	sheep's	bleat,	flung	up	his	arms,	and

tumbled	to	the	floor	like	a	dead	man.	I	was	somewhat	shocked	at	this;	but	I	had
myself	to	look	to	first	of	all,	and	did	not	hesitate	to	let	him	lie	as	he	had	fallen.
The	keys	were	hanging	in	the	cupboard;	and	it	was	my	design	to	furnish	myself
with	 arms	before	my	uncle	 should	 come	 again	 to	 his	 senses	 and	 the	power	of
devising	evil.	In	the	cupboard	were	a	few	bottles,	some	apparently	of	medicine;
a	 great	 many	 bills	 and	 other	 papers,	 which	 I	 should	 willingly	 enough	 have
rummaged,	had	 I	had	 the	 time;	and	a	 few	necessaries	 that	were	nothing	 to	my
purpose.	Thence	I	turned	to	the	chests.	The	first	was	full	of	meal;	the	second	of
moneybags	 and	 papers	 tied	 into	 sheaves;	 in	 the	 third,	with	many	 other	 things
(and	these	for	the	most	part	clothes)	I	found	a	rusty,	ugly-looking	Highland	dirk
without	the	scabbard.	This,	then,	I	concealed	inside	my	waistcoat,	and	turned	to
my	uncle.
He	lay	as	he	had	fallen,	all	huddled,	with	one	knee	up	and	one	arm	sprawling



abroad;	 his	 face	 had	 a	 strange	 colour	 of	 blue,	 and	 he	 seemed	 to	 have	 ceased
breathing.	Fear	came	on	me	that	he	was	dead;	then	I	got	water	and	dashed	it	in
his	face;	and	with	that	he	seemed	to	come	a	little	to	himself,	working	his	mouth
and	fluttering	his	eyelids.	At	last	he	looked	up	and	saw	me,	and	there	came	into
his	eyes	a	terror	that	was	not	of	this	world.
"Come,	come,"	said	I;	"sit	up."
"Are	ye	alive?"	he	sobbed.	"O	man,	are	ye	alive?"
"That	am	I,"	said	I.	"Small	thanks	to	you!"
He	had	begun	to	seek	for	his	breath	with	deep	sighs.	"The	blue	phial,"	said	he

—"in	the	aumry—the	blue	phial."	His	breath	came	slower	still.
I	ran	to	the	cupboard,	and,	sure	enough,	found	there	a	blue	phial	of	medicine,

with	the	dose	written	on	it	on	a	paper,	and	this	I	administered	to	him	with	what
speed	I	might.
"It's	 the	 trouble,"	 said	 he,	 reviving	 a	 little;	 "I	 have	 a	 trouble,	Davie.	 It's	 the

heart."
I	set	him	on	a	chair	and	looked	at	him.	It	is	true	I	felt	some	pity	for	a	man	that

looked	so	sick,	but	 I	was	full	besides	of	 righteous	anger;	and	I	numbered	over
before	him	the	points	on	which	I	wanted	explanation:	why	he	lied	to	me	at	every
word;	why	he	feared	that	I	should	leave	him;	why	he	disliked	it	to	be	hinted	that
he	and	my	father	were	twins—"Is	that	because	it	is	true?"	I	asked;	why	he	had
given	me	money	to	which	I	was	convinced	I	had	no	claim;	and,	last	of	all,	why
he	had	tried	to	kill	me.	He	heard	me	all	through	in	silence;	and	then,	in	a	broken
voice,	begged	me	to	let	him	go	to	bed.
"I'll	tell	ye	the	morn,"	he	said;	"as	sure	as	death	I	will."
And	so	weak	was	he	that	I	could	do	nothing	but	consent.	I	locked	him	into	his

room,	however,	and	pocketed	the	key,	and	then	returning	to	the	kitchen,	made	up
such	a	blaze	as	had	not	shone	there	for	many	a	long	year,	and	wrapping	myself
in	my	plaid,	lay	down	upon	the	chests	and	fell	asleep.



Chapter		5
I	GO	TO	THE	QUEEN'S	FERRY
Much	rain	fell	in	the	night;	and	the	next	morning	there	blew	a	bitter	wintry	wind
out	of	 the	north-west,	driving	scattered	clouds.	For	all	 that,	and	before	 the	sun
began	to	peep	or	the	last	of	the	stars	had	vanished,	I	made	my	way	to	the	side	of
the	burn,	and	had	a	plunge	in	a	deep	whirling	pool.	All	aglow	from	my	bath,	I	sat
down	 once	 more	 beside	 the	 fire,	 which	 I	 replenished,	 and	 began	 gravely	 to
consider	my	position.
There	 was	 now	 no	 doubt	 about	 my	 uncle's	 enmity;	 there	 was	 no	 doubt	 I

carried	my	life	in	my	hand,	and	he	would	leave	no	stone	unturned	that	he	might
compass	my	destruction.	But	 I	was	young	and	spirited,	and	 like	most	 lads	 that
have	been	country-bred,	I	had	a	great	opinion	of	my	shrewdness.	I	had	come	to
his	door	no	better	than	a	beggar	and	little	more	than	a	child;	he	had	met	me	with
treachery	and	violence;	it	would	be	a	fine	consummation	to	take	the	upper	hand,
and	drive	him	like	a	herd	of	sheep.
I	sat	there	nursing	my	knee	and	smiling	at	the	fire;	and	I	saw	myself	in	fancy

smell	out	his	secrets	one	after	another,	and	grow	to	be	that	man's	king	and	ruler.
The	warlock	of	Essendean,	they	say,	had	made	a	mirror	in	which	men	could	read
the	future;	it	must	have	been	of	other	stuff	than	burning	coal;	for	in	all	the	shapes
and	pictures	that	I	sat	and	gazed	at,	there	was	never	a	ship,	never	a	seaman	with
a	hairy	cap,	never	a	big	bludgeon	for	my	silly	head,	or	the	least	sign	of	all	those
tribulations	that	were	ripe	to	fall	on	me.
Presently,	all	swollen	with	conceit,	I	went	up-stairs	and	gave	my	prisoner	his

liberty.	He	gave	me	good-morning	civilly;	and	I	gave	the	same	to	him,	smiling
down	 upon	 him,	 from	 the	 heights	 of	 my	 sufficiency.	 Soon	 we	 were	 set	 to
breakfast,	as	it	might	have	been	the	day	before.
"Well,	sir,"	said	I,	with	a	jeering	tone,	"have	you	nothing	more	to	say	to	me?"

And	then,	as	he	made	no	articulate	reply,	"It	will	be	time,	I	think,	to	understand
each	other,"	I	continued.	"You	took	me	for	a	country	Johnnie	Raw,	with	no	more
mother-wit	or	courage	 than	a	porridge-stick.	 I	 took	you	 for	a	good	man,	or	no
worse	 than	others	 at	 the	 least.	 It	 seems	we	were	both	wrong.	What	 cause	you
have	to	fear	me,	to	cheat	me,	and	to	attempt	my	life—"
He	murmured	something	about	a	jest,	and	that	he	liked	a	bit	of	fun;	and	then,



seeing	me	smile,	changed	his	 tone,	and	assured	me	he	would	make	all	clear	as
soon	as	we	had	breakfasted.	I	saw	by	his	face	 that	he	had	no	lie	ready	for	me,
though	he	was	hard	at	work	preparing	one;	and	I	think	I	was	about	to	tell	him	so,
when	we	were	interrupted	by	a	knocking	at	the	door.
Bidding	 my	 uncle	 sit	 where	 he	 was,	 I	 went	 to	 open	 it,	 and	 found	 on	 the

doorstep	 a	 half-grown	 boy	 in	 sea-clothes.	 He	 had	 no	 sooner	 seen	me	 than	 he
began	to	dance	some	steps	of	the	sea-hornpipe	(which	I	had	never	before	heard
of	far	less	seen),	snapping	his	fingers	in	the	air	and	footing	it	right	cleverly.	For
all	that,	he	was	blue	with	the	cold;	and	there	was	something	in	his	face,	a	look
between	 tears	and	 laughter,	 that	was	highly	pathetic	and	consisted	 ill	with	 this
gaiety	of	manner.
"What	cheer,	mate?"	says	he,	with	a	cracked	voice.
I	asked	him	soberly	to	name	his	pleasure.
"O,	pleasure!"	says	he;	and	then	began	to	sing:

"For	it's	my	delight,	of	a	shiny	night,	In	the	season	of	the	year."

"Well,"	said	I,	"if	you	have	no	business	at	all,	I	will	even	be	so	unmannerly	as
to	shut	you	out."
"Stay,	brother!"	he	cried.	"Have	you	no	fun	about	you?	or	do	you	want	to	get

me	 thrashed?	 I've	 brought	 a	 letter	 from	 old	Heasyoasy	 to	Mr.	 Belflower."	He
showed	 me	 a	 letter	 as	 he	 spoke.	 "And	 I	 say,	 mate,"	 he	 added,	 "I'm	 mortal
hungry."
"Well,"	said	I,	"come	into	the	house,	and	you	shall	have	a	bite	if	I	go	empty

for	it."
With	that	I	brought	him	in	and	set	him	down	to	my	own	place,	where	he	fell-

to	 greedily	 on	 the	 remains	 of	 breakfast,	 winking	 to	 me	 between	 whiles,	 and
making	many	faces,	which	I	think	the	poor	soul	considered	manly.	Meanwhile,
my	uncle	had	read	the	letter	and	sat	thinking;	then,	suddenly,	he	got	to	his	feet
with	a	great	air	of	liveliness,	and	pulled	me	apart	into	the	farthest	corner	of	the
room.
"Read	that,"	said	he,	and	put	the	letter	in	my	hand.
Here	it	is,	lying	before	me	as	I	write:
"The	Hawes	Inn,	at	the	Queen's	Ferry.
"Sir,—I	 lie	 here	 with	 my	 hawser	 up	 and	 down,	 and	 send	 my	 cabin-boy	 to

informe.	If	you	have	any	further	commands	for	over-seas,	to-day	will	be	the	last
occasion,	as	the	wind	will	serve	us	well	out	of	the	firth.	I	will	not	seek	to	deny
that	I	have	had	crosses	with	your	doer,	Mr.	Rankeillor;	of	which,	if	not	speedily
redd	up,	you	may	looke	to	see	some	losses	follow.	I	have	drawn	a	bill	upon	you,



as	 per	 margin,	 and	 am,	 sir,	 your	 most	 obedt.,	 humble	 servant,	 "ELIAS
HOSEASON."
"You	 see,	Davie,"	 resumed	my	uncle,	 as	 soon	as	he	 saw	 that	 I	 had	done,	 "I

have	 a	 venture	 with	 this	 man	 Hoseason,	 the	 captain	 of	 a	 trading	 brig,	 the
Covenant,	of	Dysart.	Now,	if	you	and	me	was	to	walk	over	with	yon	lad,	I	could
see	 the	 captain	 at	 the	 Hawes,	 or	 maybe	 on	 board	 the	 Covenant	 if	 there	 was
papers	to	be	signed;	and	so	far	from	a	loss	of	time,	we	can	jog	on	to	the	lawyer,
Mr.	Rankeillor's.	After	a'	that's	come	and	gone,	ye	would	be	swier	to	believe	me
upon	my	naked	word;	but	ye'll	believe	Rankeillor.	He's	factor	to	half	the	gentry
in	these	parts;	an	auld	man,	forby:	highly	respeckit,	and	he	kenned	your	father."
I	stood	awhile	and	thought.	I	was	going	to	some	place	of	shipping,	which	was

doubtless	populous,	and	where	my	uncle	durst	attempt	no	violence,	and,	indeed,
even	 the	society	of	 the	cabin-boy	so	far	protected	me.	Once	 there,	 I	believed	I
could	 force	on	 the	visit	 to	 the	 lawyer,	even	 if	my	uncle	were	now	 insincere	 in
proposing	it;	and,	perhaps,	in	the	bottom	of	my	heart,	I	wished	a	nearer	view	of
the	sea	and	ships.	You	are	to	remember	I	had	lived	all	my	life	in	the	inland	hills,
and	just	two	days	before	had	my	first	sight	of	the	firth	lying	like	a	blue	floor,	and
the	 sailed	 ships	moving	on	 the	 face	of	 it,	 no	bigger	 than	 toys.	One	 thing	with
another,	I	made	up	my	mind.
"Very	well,"	says	I,	"let	us	go	to	the	Ferry."
My	uncle	got	into	his	hat	and	coat,	and	buckled	an	old	rusty	cutlass	on;	and

then	we	trod	the	fire	out,	locked	the	door,	and	set	forth	upon	our	walk.
The	wind,	being	in	that	cold	quarter	the	north-west,	blew	nearly	in	our	faces

as	we	went.	It	was	the	month	of	June;	the	grass	was	all	white	with	daisies,	and
the	trees	with	blossom;	but,	to	judge	by	our	blue	nails	and	aching	wrists,	the	time
might	have	been	winter	and	the	whiteness	a	December	frost.
Uncle	 Ebenezer	 trudged	 in	 the	 ditch,	 jogging	 from	 side	 to	 side	 like	 an	 old

ploughman	coming	home	from	work.	He	never	said	a	word	the	whole	way;	and	I
was	thrown	for	 talk	on	the	cabin-boy.	He	told	me	his	name	was	Ransome,	and
that	 he	had	 followed	 the	 sea	 since	he	was	nine,	 but	 could	not	 say	how	old	he
was,	as	he	had	lost	his	reckoning.	He	showed	me	tattoo	marks,	baring	his	breast
in	 the	 teeth	of	 the	wind	and	 in	spite	of	my	remonstrances,	 for	 I	 thought	 it	was
enough	to	kill	him;	he	swore	horribly	whenever	he	remembered,	but	more	like	a
silly	schoolboy	than	a	man;	and	boasted	of	many	wild	and	bad	things	that	he	had
done:	stealthy	thefts,	false	accusations,	ay,	and	even	murder;	but	all	with	such	a
dearth	 of	 likelihood	 in	 the	 details,	 and	 such	 a	weak	 and	 crazy	 swagger	 in	 the
delivery,	as	disposed	me	rather	to	pity	than	to	believe	him.
I	asked	him	of	the	brig	(which	he	declared	was	the	finest	ship	that	sailed)	and

of	Captain	Hoseason,	 in	whose	praises	he	was	equally	 loud.	Heasyoasy	(for	so



he	still	named	the	skipper)	was	a	man,	by	his	account,	that	minded	for	nothing
either	in	heaven	or	earth;	one	that,	as	people	said,	would	"crack	on	all	sail	into
the	 day	 of	 judgment;"	 rough,	 fierce,	 unscrupulous,	 and	 brutal;	 and	 all	 this	my
poor	 cabin-boy	 had	 taught	 himself	 to	 admire	 as	 something	 seamanlike	 and
manly.	 He	 would	 only	 admit	 one	 flaw	 in	 his	 idol.	 "He	 ain't	 no	 seaman,"	 he
admitted.	"That's	Mr.	Shuan	that	navigates	the	brig;	he's	the	finest	seaman	in	the
trade,	 only	 for	 drink;	 and	 I	 tell	 you	 I	 believe	 it!	Why,	 look'ere;"	 and	 turning
down	his	stocking	he	showed	me	a	great,	 raw,	 red	wound	 that	made	my	blood
run	cold.	"He	done	that—Mr.	Shuan	done	it,"	he	said,	with	an	air	of	pride.
"What!"	I	cried,	"do	you	take	such	savage	usage	at	his	hands?	Why,	you	are

no	slave,	to	be	so	handled!"
"No,"	said	 the	poor	moon-calf,	changing	his	 tune	at	once,	"and	so	he'll	 find.

See'ere;"	 and	 he	 showed	me	 a	 great	 case-knife,	which	 he	 told	me	was	 stolen.
"O,"	says	he,	"let	me	see	him,	try;	I	dare	him	to;	I'll	do	for	him!	O,	he	ain't	the
first!"	And	he	confirmed	it	with	a	poor,	silly,	ugly	oath.
I	have	never	felt	such	pity	for	any	one	in	this	wide	world	as	I	felt	for	that	half-

witted	creature,	and	it	began	to	come	over	me	that	the	brig	Covenant	(for	all	her
pious	name)	was	little	better	than	a	hell	upon	the	seas.
"Have	you	no	friends?"	said	I.
He	said	he	had	a	father	in	some	English	seaport,	I	forget	which.
"He	was	a	fine	man,	too,"	he	said,	"but	he's	dead."
"In	Heaven's	name,"	cried	I,	"can	you	find	no	reputable	life	on	shore?"
"O,	no,"	says	he,	winking	and	looking	very	sly,	"they	would	put	me	to	a	trade.

I	know	a	trick	worth	two	of	that,	I	do!"
I	asked	him	what	trade	could	be	so	dreadful	as	the	one	he	followed,	where	he

ran	the	continual	peril	of	his	life,	not	alone	from	wind	and	sea,	but	by	the	horrid
cruelty	of	those	who	were	his	masters.	He	said	it	was	very	true;	and	then	began
to	praise	the	life,	and	tell	what	a	pleasure	it	was	to	get	on	shore	with	money	in
his	pocket,	and	spend	it	 like	a	man,	and	buy	apples,	and	swagger,	and	surprise
what	he	called	stick-in-the-mud	boys.	"And	then	it's	not	all	as	bad	as	that,"	says
he;	"there's	worse	off	than	me:	there's	the	twenty-pounders.	O,	laws!	you	should
see	 them	 taking	on.	Why,	 I've	 seen	a	man	as	old	as	you,	 I	dessay"—(to	him	 I
seemed	old)—"ah,	and	he	had	a	beard,	too—well,	and	as	soon	as	we	cleared	out
of	the	river,	and	he	had	the	drug	out	of	his	head—my!	how	he	cried	and	carried
on!	I	made	a	fine	fool	of	him,	I	tell	you!	And	then	there's	little	uns,	too:	oh,	little
by	me!	I	tell	you,	I	keep	them	in	order.	When	we	carry	little	uns,	I	have	a	rope's
end	of	my	own	to	wollop'em."	And	so	he	ran	on,	until	it	came	in	on	me	what	he
meant	 by	 twenty-pounders	were	 those	unhappy	 criminals	who	were	 sent	 over-
seas	to	slavery	in	North	America,	or	the	still	more	unhappy	innocents	who	were



kidnapped	or	trepanned	(as	the	word	went)	for	private	interest	or	vengeance.
Just	then	we	came	to	the	top	of	the	hill,	and	looked	down	on	the	Ferry	and	the

Hope.	The	Firth	 of	 Forth	 (as	 is	 very	well	 known)	 narrows	 at	 this	 point	 to	 the
width	 of	 a	 good-sized	 river,	which	makes	 a	 convenient	 ferry	 going	 north,	 and
turns	the	upper	reach	into	a	landlocked	haven	for	all	manner	of	ships.	Right	 in
the	midst	of	 the	narrows	 lies	an	 islet	with	some	ruins;	on	 the	south	shore	 they
have	built	a	pier	for	 the	service	of	 the	Ferry;	and	at	 the	end	of	 the	pier,	on	 the
other	 side	 of	 the	 road,	 and	 backed	 against	 a	 pretty	 garden	 of	 holly-trees	 and
hawthorns,	I	could	see	the	building	which	they	called	the	Hawes	Inn.
The	town	of	Queensferry	lies	farther	west,	and	the	neighbourhood	of	the	inn

looked	pretty	 lonely	 at	 that	 time	of	 day,	 for	 the	 boat	 had	 just	 gone	north	with
passengers.	A	skiff,	however,	lay	beside	the	pier,	with	some	seamen	sleeping	on
the	thwarts;	this,	as	Ransome	told	me,	was	the	brig's	boat	waiting	for	the	captain;
and	 about	 half	 a	 mile	 off,	 and	 all	 alone	 in	 the	 anchorage,	 he	 showed	me	 the
Covenant	herself.	There	was	a	sea-going	bustle	on	board;	yards	were	swinging
into	place;	and	as	the	wind	blew	from	that	quarter,	I	could	hear	the	song	of	the
sailors	as	they	pulled	upon	the	ropes.	After	all	I	had	listened	to	upon	the	way,	I
looked	at	that	ship	with	an	extreme	abhorrence;	and	from	the	bottom	of	my	heart
I	pitied	all	poor	souls	that	were	condemned	to	sail	in	her.
We	had	all	three	pulled	up	on	the	brow	of	the	hill;	and	now	I	marched	across

the	road	and	addressed	my	uncle.	"I	think	it	right	to	tell	you,	sir."	says	I,	"there's
nothing	that	will	bring	me	on	board	that	Covenant."
He	seemed	to	waken	from	a	dream.	"Eh?"	he	said.	"What's	that?"
I	told	him	over	again.
"Well,	well,"	 he	 said,	 "we'll	 have	 to	 please	 ye,	 I	 suppose.	 But	what	 are	we

standing	here	for?	It's	perishing	cold;	and	if	I'm	no	mistaken,	they're	busking	the
Covenant	for	sea."



Chapter		6
WHAT	BEFELL	AT	THE	QUEEN'S	FERRY
As	soon	as	we	came	to	the	inn,	Ransome	led	us	up	the	stair	to	a	small	room,	with
a	bed	in	it,	and	heated	like	an	oven	by	a	great	fire	of	coal.	At	a	table	hard	by	the
chimney,	a	 tall,	dark,	sober-looking	man	sat	writing.	 In	spite	of	 the	heat	of	 the
room,	he	wore	a	thick	sea-jacket,	buttoned	to	the	neck,	and	a	tall	hairy	cap	drawn
down	over	his	ears;	yet	I	never	saw	any	man,	not	even	a	judge	upon	the	bench,
look	cooler,	or	more	studious	and	self-possessed,	than	this	ship-captain.
He	 got	 to	 his	 feet	 at	 once,	 and	 coming	 forward,	 offered	 his	 large	 hand	 to

Ebenezer.	 "I	 am	proud	 to	 see	you,	Mr.	Balfour,"	 said	he,	 in	 a	 fine	deep	voice,
"and	glad	 that	ye	are	here	 in	 time.	The	wind's	 fair,	 and	 the	 tide	upon	 the	 turn;
we'll	see	the	old	coal-bucket	burning	on	the	Isle	of	May	before	to-night."
"Captain	Hoseason,"	returned	my	uncle,	"you	keep	your	room	unco	hot."
"It's	a	habit	I	have,	Mr.	Balfour,"	said	the	skipper.	"I'm	a	cold-rife	man	by	my

nature;	I	have	a	cold	blood,	sir.	There's	neither	fur,	nor	flannel—no,	sir,	nor	hot
rum,	will	warm	up	what	 they	call	 the	 temperature.	Sir,	 it's	 the	same	with	most
men	that	have	been	carbonadoed,	as	they	call	it,	in	the	tropic	seas."
"Well,	well,	captain,"	replied	my	uncle,	"we	must	all	be	the	way	we're	made."
But	 it	 chanced	 that	 this	 fancy	 of	 the	 captain's	 had	 a	 great	 share	 in	 my

misfortunes.	 For	 though	 I	 had	 promised	myself	 not	 to	 let	my	 kinsman	 out	 of
sight,	I	was	both	so	impatient	for	a	nearer	look	of	the	sea,	and	so	sickened	by	the
closeness	of	the	room,	that	when	he	told	me	to	"run	down-stairs	and	play	myself
awhile,"	I	was	fool	enough	to	take	him	at	his	word.
Away	 I	went,	 therefore,	 leaving	 the	 two	men	 sitting	 down	 to	 a	 bottle	 and	 a

great	mass	 of	 papers;	 and	 crossing	 the	 road	 in	 front	 of	 the	 inn,	walked	 down
upon	 the	 beach.	With	 the	wind	 in	 that	 quarter,	 only	 little	 wavelets,	 not	much
bigger	than	I	had	seen	upon	a	lake,	beat	upon	the	shore.	But	the	weeds	were	new
to	me—some	 green,	 some	 brown	 and	 long,	 and	 some	with	 little	 bladders	 that
crackled	between	my	fingers.	Even	so	far	up	the	firth,	the	smell	of	the	sea-water
was	exceedingly	salt	and	stirring;	the	Covenant,	besides,	was	beginning	to	shake
out	her	sails,	which	hung	upon	 the	yards	 in	clusters;	and	 the	spirit	of	all	 that	 I
beheld	put	me	in	thoughts	of	far	voyages	and	foreign	places.
I	looked,	too,	at	the	seamen	with	the	skiff—big	brown	fellows,	some	in	shirts,



some	with	 jackets,	 some	with	 coloured	 handkerchiefs	 about	 their	 throats,	 one
with	a	brace	of	pistols	stuck	into	his	pockets,	two	or	three	with	knotty	bludgeons,
and	all	with	their	case-knives.	I	passed	the	time	of	day	with	one	that	looked	less
desperate	than	his	fellows,	and	asked	him	of	the	sailing	of	the	brig.	He	said	they
would	get	under	way	as	soon	as	the	ebb	set,	and	expressed	his	gladness	to	be	out
of	a	port	where	there	were	no	taverns	and	fiddlers;	but	all	with	such	horrifying
oaths,	that	I	made	haste	to	get	away	from	him.
This	threw	me	back	on	Ransome,	who	seemed	the	least	wicked	of	that	gang,

and	who	soon	came	out	of	the	inn	and	ran	to	me,	crying	for	a	bowl	of	punch.	I
told	him	I	would	give	him	no	such	thing,	for	neither	he	nor	I	was	of	an	age	for
such	 indulgences.	"But	a	glass	of	ale	you	may	have,	and	welcome,"	said	I.	He
mopped	and	mowed	at	me,	and	called	me	names;	but	he	was	glad	to	get	the	ale,
for	all	 that;	and	presently	we	were	set	down	at	a	 table	 in	 the	front	room	of	 the
inn,	and	both	eating	and	drinking	with	a	good	appetite.
Here	it	occurred	to	me	that,	as	the	landlord	was	a	man	of	that	county,	I	might

do	well	to	make	a	friend	of	him.	I	offered	him	a	share,	as	was	much	the	custom
in	those	days;	but	he	was	far	too	great	a	man	to	sit	with	such	poor	customers	as
Ransome	and	myself,	and	he	was	leaving	the	room,	when	I	called	him	back	to
ask	if	he	knew	Mr.	Rankeillor.
"Hoot,	 ay,"	 says	 he,	 "and	 a	 very	 honest	man.	 And,	 O,	 by-the-by,"	 says	 he,

"was	it	you	that	came	in	with	Ebenezer?"	And	when	I	had	told	him	yes,	"Ye'll	be
no	 friend	 of	 his?"	 he	 asked,	meaning,	 in	 the	Scottish	way,	 that	 I	would	 be	 no
relative.
I	told	him	no,	none.
"I	thought	not,"	said	he,	"and	yet	ye	have	a	kind	of	gliff	of	Mr.	Alexander."
I	said	it	seemed	that	Ebenezer	was	ill-seen	in	the	country.
"Nae	 doubt,"	 said	 the	 landlord.	 "He's	 a	wicked	 auld	man,	 and	 there's	many

would	like	to	see	him	girning	in	the	tow.	Jennet	Clouston	and	mony	mair	that	he
has	harried	out	of	house	and	hame.	And	yet	he	was	ance	a	 fine	young	 fellow,
too.	But	 that	was	before	 the	sough	gaed	abroad	about	Mr.	Alexander,	 that	was
like	the	death	of	him."
"And	what	was	it?"	I	asked.
"Ou,	just	that	he	had	killed	him,"	said	the	landlord.	"Did	ye	never	hear	that?"
"And	what	would	he	kill	him	for?"	said	I.
"And	what	for,	but	just	to	get	the	place,"	said	he.
"The	place?"	said	I.	"The	Shaws?"
"Nae	other	place	that	I	ken,"	said	he.
"Ay,	man?"	said	I.	"Is	that	so?	Was	my—was	Alexander	the	eldest	son?"
"'Deed	was	he,"	said	the	landlord.	"What	else	would	he	have	killed	him	for?"



And	 with	 that	 he	 went	 away,	 as	 he	 had	 been	 impatient	 to	 do	 from	 the
beginning.
Of	 course,	 I	 had	 guessed	 it	 a	 long	 while	 ago;	 but	 it	 is	 one	 thing	 to	 guess,

another	to	know;	and	I	sat	stunned	with	my	good	fortune,	and	could	scarce	grow
to	believe	that	the	same	poor	lad	who	had	trudged	in	the	dust	from	Ettrick	Forest
not	 two	days	 ago,	was	 now	one	 of	 the	 rich	 of	 the	 earth,	 and	 had	 a	 house	 and
broad	lands,	and	might	mount	his	horse	tomorrow.	All	these	pleasant	things,	and
a	thousand	others,	crowded	into	my	mind,	as	I	sat	staring	before	me	out	of	the
inn	window,	 and	paying	no	heed	 to	what	 I	 saw;	only	 I	 remember	 that	my	eye
lighted	on	Captain	Hoseason	down	on	the	pier	among	his	seamen,	and	speaking
with	some	authority.	And	presently	he	came	marching	back	towards	the	house,
with	 no	mark	 of	 a	 sailor's	 clumsiness,	 but	 carrying	 his	 fine,	 tall	 figure	with	 a
manly	 bearing,	 and	 still	 with	 the	 same	 sober,	 grave	 expression	 on	 his	 face.	 I
wondered	 if	 it	 was	 possible	 that	 Ransome's	 stories	 could	 be	 true,	 and	 half
disbelieved	 them;	 they	 fitted	 so	 ill	 with	 the	 man's	 looks.	 But	 indeed,	 he	 was
neither	so	good	as	I	supposed	him,	nor	quite	so	bad	as	Ransome	did;	for,	in	fact,
he	was	two	men,	and	left	the	better	one	behind	as	soon	as	he	set	foot	on	board
his	vessel.
The	next	 thing,	 I	heard	my	uncle	calling	me,	and	 found	 the	pair	 in	 the	 road

together.	 It	 was	 the	 captain	 who	 addressed	 me,	 and	 that	 with	 an	 air	 (very
flattering	to	a	young	lad)	of	grave	equality.
"Sir,"	said	he,	"Mr.	Balfour	tells	me	great	things	of	you;	and	for	my	own	part,

I	 like	your	 looks.	 I	wish	 I	was	 for	 longer	here,	 that	we	might	make	 the	better
friends;	but	we'll	make	the	most	of	what	we	have.	Ye	shall	come	on	board	my
brig	for	half	an	hour,	till	the	ebb	sets,	and	drink	a	bowl	with	me."
Now,	I	longed	to	see	the	inside	of	a	ship	more	than	words	can	tell;	but	I	was

not	 going	 to	 put	 myself	 in	 jeopardy,	 and	 I	 told	 him	 my	 uncle	 and	 I	 had	 an
appointment	with	a	lawyer.
"Ay,	ay,"	said	he,	"he	passed	me	word	of	 that.	But,	ye	see,	 the	boat'll	 set	ye

ashore	 at	 the	 town	 pier,	 and	 that's	 but	 a	 penny	 stonecast	 from	 Rankeillor's
house."	And	here	he	suddenly	leaned	down	and	whispered	in	my	ear:	"Take	care
of	the	old	tod;	he	means	mischief.	Come	aboard	till	I	can	get	a	word	with	ye."
And	 then,	 passing	 his	 arm	 through	 mine,	 he	 continued	 aloud,	 as	 he	 set	 off
towards	 his	 boat:	 "But,	 come,	 what	 can	 I	 bring	 ye	 from	 the	 Carolinas?	 Any
friend	of	Mr.	Balfour's	can	command.	A	roll	of	tobacco?	Indian	feather-work?	a
skin	of	a	wild	beast?	a	stone	pipe?	the	mocking-bird	that	mews	for	all	the	world
like	a	cat?	the	cardinal	bird	that	is	as	red	as	blood?—take	your	pick	and	say	your
pleasure."
By	 this	 time	we	were	at	 the	boat-side,	 and	he	was	handing	me	 in.	 I	did	not



dream	of	hanging	back;	I	thought	(the	poor	fool!)	that	I	had	found	a	good	friend
and	helper,	and	I	was	rejoiced	to	see	the	ship.	As	soon	as	we	were	all	set	in	our
places,	the	boat	was	thrust	off	from	the	pier	and	began	to	move	over	the	waters:
and	what	with	my	pleasure	 in	 this	new	movement	 and	my	 surprise	 at	our	 low
position,	and	the	appearance	of	the	shores,	and	the	growing	bigness	of	the	brig	as
we	drew	near	 to	 it,	 I	 could	hardly	understand	what	 the	 captain	 said,	 and	must
have	answered	him	at	random.
As	soon	as	we	were	alongside	(where	I	sat	fairly	gaping	at	the	ship's	height,

the	 strong	 humming	 of	 the	 tide	 against	 its	 sides,	 and	 the	 pleasant	 cries	 of	 the
seamen	at	their	work)	Hoseason,	declaring	that	he	and	I	must	be	the	first	aboard,
ordered	a	tackle	to	be	sent	down	from	the	main-yard.	In	this	I	was	whipped	into
the	air	and	set	down	again	on	the	deck,	where	the	captain	stood	ready	waiting	for
me,	and	instantly	slipped	back	his	arm	under	mine.	There	I	stood	some	while,	a
little	dizzy	with	the	unsteadiness	of	all	around	me,	perhaps	a	little	afraid,	and	yet
vastly	pleased	with	these	strange	sights;	the	captain	meanwhile	pointing	out	the
strangest,	and	telling	me	their	names	and	uses.
"But	where	is	my	uncle?"	said	I	suddenly.
"Ay,"	said	Hoseason,	with	a	sudden	grimness,	"that's	the	point."
I	felt	I	was	lost.	With	all	my	strength,	I	plucked	myself	clear	of	him	and	ran	to

the	 bulwarks.	 Sure	 enough,	 there	was	 the	 boat	 pulling	 for	 the	 town,	 with	my
uncle	sitting	in	the	stern.	I	gave	a	piercing	cry—"Help,	help!	Murder!"—so	that
both	sides	of	 the	anchorage	 rang	with	 it,	 and	my	uncle	 turned	 round	where	he
was	sitting,	and	showed	me	a	face	full	of	cruelty	and	terror.
It	was	the	last	I	saw.	Already	strong	hands	had	been	plucking	me	back	from

the	ship's	side;	and	now	a	thunderbolt	seemed	to	strike	me;	I	saw	a	great	flash	of
fire,	and	fell	senseless.



Chapter		7
I	 GO	 TO	 SEA	 IN	 THE	 BRIG	 "COVENANT"	 OF
DYSART
I	came	to	myself	in	darkness,	in	great	pain,	bound	hand	and	foot,	and	deafened
by	many	unfamiliar	noises.	There	sounded	in	my	ears	a	roaring	of	water	as	of	a
huge	mill-dam,	the	thrashing	of	heavy	sprays,	the	thundering	of	the	sails,	and	the
shrill	cries	of	seamen.	The	whole	world	now	heaved	giddily	up,	and	now	rushed
giddily	downward;	and	so	 sick	and	hurt	was	 I	 in	body,	and	my	mind	so	much
confounded,	that	it	took	me	a	long	while,	chasing	my	thoughts	up	and	down,	and
ever	 stunned	 again	 by	 a	 fresh	 stab	 of	 pain,	 to	 realise	 that	 I	 must	 be	 lying
somewhere	bound	in	the	belly	of	that	unlucky	ship,	and	that	the	wind	must	have
strengthened	to	a	gale.	With	the	clear	perception	of	my	plight,	there	fell	upon	me
a	 blackness	 of	 despair,	 a	 horror	 of	 remorse	 at	my	own	 folly,	 and	 a	 passion	 of
anger	at	my	uncle,	that	once	more	bereft	me	of	my	senses.
When	I	returned	again	to	life,	the	same	uproar,	the	same	confused	and	violent

movements,	 shook	 and	 deafened	 me;	 and	 presently,	 to	 my	 other	 pains	 and
distresses,	 there	was	 added	 the	 sickness	 of	 an	unused	 landsman	on	 the	 sea.	 In
that	time	of	my	adventurous	youth,	I	suffered	many	hardships;	but	none	that	was
so	 crushing	 to	my	mind	 and	body,	 or	 lit	 by	 so	 few	hopes,	 as	 these	 first	 hours
aboard	the	brig.
I	heard	a	gun	fire,	and	supposed	the	storm	had	proved	too	strong	for	us,	and

we	were	firing	signals	of	distress.	The	thought	of	deliverance,	even	by	death	in
the	 deep	 sea,	 was	 welcome	 to	 me.	 Yet	 it	 was	 no	 such	 matter;	 but	 (as	 I	 was
afterwards	told)	a	common	habit	of	the	captain's,	which	I	here	set	down	to	show
that	 even	 the	worst	man	may	 have	 his	 kindlier	 side.	We	were	 then	 passing,	 it
appeared,	within	some	miles	of	Dysart,	where	the	brig	was	built,	and	where	old
Mrs.	Hoseason,	 the	captain's	mother,	had	come	some	years	before	 to	 live;	 and
whether	outward	or	inward	bound,	the	Covenant	was	never	suffered	to	go	by	that
place	by	day,	without	a	gun	fired	and	colours	shown.
I	had	no	measure	of	time;	day	and	night	were	alike	in	that	ill-smelling	cavern

of	 the	 ship's	bowels	where,	 I	 lay;	and	 the	misery	of	my	situation	drew	out	 the
hours	 to	double.	How	 long,	 therefore,	 I	 lay	waiting	 to	hear	 the	ship	split	upon
some	rock,	or	to	feel	her	reel	head	foremost	into	the	depths	of	the	sea,	I	have	not



the	means	of	computation.	But	sleep	at	length	stole	from	me	the	consciousness
of	sorrow.
I	was	awakened	by	the	light	of	a	hand-lantern	shining	in	my	face.	A	small	man

of	about	thirty,	with	green	eyes	and	a	tangle	of	fair	hair,	stood	looking	down	at
me.
"Well,"	said	he,	"how	goes	it?"
I	answered	by	a	sob;	and	my	visitor	 then	felt	my	pulse	and	 temples,	and	set

himself	to	wash	and	dress	the	wound	upon	my	scalp.
"Ay,"	 said	 he,	 "a	 sore	 dunt.	 What,	 man?	 Cheer	 up!	 The	 world's	 no	 done;

you've	made	a	bad	start	of	it	but	you'll	make	a	better.	Have	you	had	any	meat?"
I	said	I	could	not	look	at	it:	and	thereupon	he	gave	me	some	brandy	and	water

in	a	tin	pannikin,	and	left	me	once	more	to	myself.
The	next	time	he	came	to	see	me,	I	was	lying	betwixt	sleep	and	waking,	my

eyes	wide	open	in	the	darkness,	the	sickness	quite	departed,	but	succeeded	by	a
horrid	giddiness	and	swimming	that	was	almost	worse	to	bear.	I	ached,	besides,
in	every	limb,	and	the	cords	that	bound	me	seemed	to	be	of	fire.	The	smell	of	the
hole	 in	which	 I	 lay	 seemed	 to	have	become	a	part	of	me;	 and	during	 the	 long
interval	since	his	last	visit	I	had	suffered	tortures	of	fear,	now	from	the	scurrying
of	 the	 ship's	 rats,	 that	 sometimes	pattered	on	my	very	 face,	 and	now	 from	 the
dismal	imaginings	that	haunt	the	bed	of	fever.
The	 glimmer	 of	 the	 lantern,	 as	 a	 trap	 opened,	 shone	 in	 like	 the	 heaven's

sunlight;	and	though	it	only	showed	me	the	strong,	dark	beams	of	the	ship	that
was	my	prison,	 I	could	have	cried	aloud	for	gladness.	The	man	with	 the	green
eyes	was	 the	 first	 to	descend	 the	 ladder,	 and	 I	noticed	 that	he	came	somewhat
unsteadily.	He	was	followed	by	the	captain.	Neither	said	a	word;	but	the	first	set
to	and	examined	me,	and	dressed	my	wound	as	before,	while	Hoseason	looked
me	in	my	face	with	an	odd,	black	look.
"Now,	sir,	you	see	for	yourself,"	said	 the	first:	"a	high	fever,	no	appetite,	no

light,	no	meat:	you	see	for	yourself	what	that	means."
"I	am	no	conjurer,	Mr.	Riach,"	said	the	captain.
"Give	me	 leave,	 sir"	 said	Riach;	 "you've	 a	 good	 head	 upon	 your	 shoulders,

and	a	good	Scotch	tongue	to	ask	with;	but	I	will	leave	you	no	manner	of	excuse;
I	want	that	boy	taken	out	of	this	hole	and	put	in	the	forecastle."
"What	 ye	 may	 want,	 sir,	 is	 a	 matter	 of	 concern	 to	 nobody	 but	 yoursel',"

returned	 the	captain;	"but	 I	can	 tell	ye	 that	which	 is	 to	be.	Here	he	 is;	here	he
shall	bide."
"Admitting	 that	 you	 have	 been	 paid	 in	 a	 proportion,"	 said	 the	 other,	 "I	will

crave	leave	humbly	to	say	that	I	have	not.	Paid	I	am,	and	none	too	much,	to	be
the	second	officer	of	this	old	tub,	and	you	ken	very	well	if	I	do	my	best	to	earn	it.



But	I	was	paid	for	nothing	more."
"If	ye	could	hold	back	your	hand	from	the	tin-pan,	Mr.	Riach,	I	would	have	no

complaint	to	make	of	ye,"	returned	the	skipper;	"and	instead	of	asking	riddles,	I
make	bold	to	say	that	ye	would	keep	your	breath	to	cool	your	porridge.	We'll	be
required	on	deck,"	he	added,	in	a	sharper	note,	and	set	one	foot	upon	the	ladder.
But	Mr.	Riach	caught	him	by	the	sleeve.
"Admitting	that	you	have	been	paid	to	do	a	murder——"	he	began.
Hoseason	turned	upon	him	with	a	flash.
"What's	that?"	he	cried.	"What	kind	of	talk	is	that?"
"It	seems	it	is	the	talk	that	you	can	understand,"	said	Mr.	Riach,	looking	him

steadily	in	the	face.
"Mr.	Riach,	I	have	sailed	with	ye	three	cruises,"	replied	the	captain.	"In	all	that

time,	sir,	ye	should	have	learned	to	know	me:	I'm	a	stiff	man,	and	a	dour	man;
but	for	what	ye	say	 the	now—fie,	 fie!—it	comes	from	a	bad	heart	and	a	black
conscience.	If	ye	say	the	lad	will	die——"
"Ay,	will	he!"	said	Mr.	Riach.
"Well,	sir,	is	not	that	enough?"	said	Hoseason.	"Flit	him	where	ye	please!"
Thereupon	 the	 captain	 ascended	 the	 ladder;	 and	 I,	 who	 had	 lain	 silent

throughout	this	strange	conversation,	beheld	Mr.	Riach	turn	after	him	and	bow	as
low	as	to	his	knees	in	what	was	plainly	a	spirit	of	derision.	Even	in	my	then	state
of	sickness,	I	perceived	two	things:	that	the	mate	was	touched	with	liquor,	as	the
captain	hinted,	and	that	(drunk	or	sober)	he	was	like	to	prove	a	valuable	friend.
Five	minutes	afterwards	my	bonds	were	cut,	 I	was	hoisted	on	a	man's	back,

carried	up	to	the	forecastle,	and	laid	in	a	bunk	on	some	sea-blankets;	where	the
first	thing	that	I	did	was	to	lose	my	senses.
It	was	a	blessed	thing	indeed	to	open	my	eyes	again	upon	the	daylight,	and	to

find	myself	in	the	society	of	men.	The	forecastle	was	a	roomy	place	enough,	set
all	about	with	berths,	in	which	the	men	of	the	watch	below	were	seated	smoking,
or	 lying	 down	 asleep.	 The	 day	 being	 calm	 and	 the	 wind	 fair,	 the	 scuttle	 was
open,	and	not	only	the	good	daylight,	but	from	time	to	time	(as	the	ship	rolled)	a
dusty	beam	of	sunlight	shone	in,	and	dazzled	and	delighted	me.	I	had	no	sooner
moved,	moreover,	than	one	of	the	men	brought	me	a	drink	of	something	healing
which	Mr.	Riach	had	prepared,	and	bade	me	lie	still	and	I	should	soon	be	well
again.	 There	 were	 no	 bones	 broken,	 he	 explained:	 "A	 clour	 on	 the	 head	 was
naething.	Man,"	said	he,	"it	was	me	that	gave	it	ye!"
Here	I	 lay	for	 the	space	of	many	days	a	close	prisoner,	and	not	only	got	my

health	again,	but	came	to	know	my	companions.	They	were	a	rough	lot	indeed,
as	 sailors	mostly	 are:	 being	men	 rooted	out	 of	 all	 the	 kindly	 parts	 of	 life,	 and
condemned	to	toss	together	on	the	rough	seas,	with	masters	no	less	cruel.	There



were	some	among	them	that	had	sailed	with	the	pirates	and	seen	things	it	would
be	a	shame	even	to	speak	of;	some	were	men	that	had	run	from	the	king's	ships,
and	went	with	a	halter	round	their	necks,	of	which	they	made	no	secret;	and	all,
as	the	saying	goes,	were	"at	a	word	and	a	blow"	with	their	best	friends.	Yet	I	had
not	been	many	days	shut	up	with	them	before	I	began	to	be	ashamed	of	my	first
judgment,	when	I	had	drawn	away	from	them	at	 the	Ferry	pier,	as	 though	they
had	been	unclean	beasts.	No	class	of	man	is	altogether	bad,	but	each	has	its	own
faults	 and	virtues;	 and	 these	 shipmates	of	mine	were	no	 exception	 to	 the	 rule.
Rough	they	were,	sure	enough;	and	bad,	I	suppose;	but	 they	had	many	virtues.
They	were	kind	when	it	occurred	to	them,	simple	even	beyond	the	simplicity	of
a	country	lad	like	me,	and	had	some	glimmerings	of	honesty.
There	was	one	man,	of	maybe	forty,	that	would	sit	on	my	berthside	for	hours

and	tell	me	of	his	wife	and	child.	He	was	a	fisher	that	had	lost	his	boat,	and	thus
been	driven	to	the	deep-sea	voyaging.	Well,	it	is	years	ago	now:	but	I	have	never
forgotten	him.	His	wife	(who	was	"young	by	him,"	as	he	often	told	me)	waited	in
vain	 to	 see	her	man	 return;	 he	would	never	 again	make	 the	 fire	 for	 her	 in	 the
morning,	nor	yet	keep	the	bairn	when	she	was	sick.	Indeed,	many	of	these	poor
fellows	 (as	 the	 event	 proved)	 were	 upon	 their	 last	 cruise;	 the	 deep	 seas	 and
cannibal	 fish	 received	 them;	 and	 it	 is	 a	 thankless	 business	 to	 speak	 ill	 of	 the
dead.
Among	other	good	deeds	 that	 they	did,	 they	 returned	my	money,	which	had

been	shared	among	them;	and	though	it	was	about	a	third	short,	I	was	very	glad
to	get	it,	and	hoped	great	good	from	it	in	the	land	I	was	going	to.	The	ship	was
bound	for	the	Carolinas;	and	you	must	not	suppose	that	I	was	going	to	that	place
merely	as	an	exile.	The	trade	was	even	then	much	depressed;	since	that,	and	with
the	 rebellion	 of	 the	 colonies	 and	 the	 formation	 of	 the	United	States,	 it	 has,	 of
course,	come	to	an	end;	but	in	those	days	of	my	youth,	white	men	were	still	sold
into	 slavery	 on	 the	 plantations,	 and	 that	was	 the	 destiny	 to	which	my	wicked
uncle	had	condemned	me.
The	 cabin-boy	 Ransome	 (from	 whom	 I	 had	 first	 heard	 of	 these	 atrocities)

came	 in	 at	 times	 from	 the	 round-house,	 where	 he	 berthed	 and	 served,	 now
nursing	 a	 bruised	 limb	 in	 silent	 agony,	 now	 raving	 against	 the	 cruelty	 of	Mr.
Shuan.	 It	made	my	 heart	 bleed;	 but	 the	men	 had	 a	 great	 respect	 for	 the	 chief
mate,	who	was,	as	they	said,	"the	only	seaman	of	the	whole	jing-bang,	and	none
such	 a	 bad	 man	 when	 he	 was	 sober."	 Indeed,	 I	 found	 there	 was	 a	 strange
peculiarity	 about	our	 two	mates:	 that	Mr.	Riach	was	 sullen,	 unkind,	 and	harsh
when	 he	was	 sober,	 and	Mr.	 Shuan	would	 not	 hurt	 a	 fly	 except	when	 he	was
drinking.	I	asked	about	the	captain;	but	I	was	told	drink	made	no	difference	upon
that	man	of	iron.



I	did	my	best	in	the	small	time	allowed	me	to	make	some	thing	like	a	man,	or
rather	I	should	say	something	like	a	boy,	of	the	poor	creature,	Ransome.	But	his
mind	was	scarce	truly	human.	He	could	remember	nothing	of	the	time	before	he
came	 to	 sea;	 only	 that	 his	 father	 had	 made	 clocks,	 and	 had	 a	 starling	 in	 the
parlour,	which	could	whistle	"The	North	Countrie;"	all	else	had	been	blotted	out
in	these	years	of	hardship	and	cruelties.	He	had	a	strange	notion	of	the	dry	land,
picked	up	from	sailor's	stories:	that	it	was	a	place	where	lads	were	put	to	some
kind	of	slavery	called	a	trade,	and	where	apprentices	were	continually	lashed	and
clapped	 into	 foul	 prisons.	 In	 a	 town,	he	 thought	 every	 second	person	 a	decoy,
and	every	third	house	a	place	in	which	seamen	would	be	drugged	and	murdered.
To	be	sure,	 I	would	 tell	him	how	kindly	I	had	myself	been	used	upon	 that	dry
land	he	was	so	much	afraid	of,	and	how	well	fed	and	carefully	taught	both	by	my
friends	and	my	parents:	and	if	he	had	been	recently	hurt,	he	would	weep	bitterly
and	 swear	 to	 run	 away;	but	 if	 he	was	 in	his	usual	 crackbrain	humour,	 or	 (still
more)	 if	 he	 had	 had	 a	 glass	 of	 spirits	 in	 the	 roundhouse,	 he	would	 deride	 the
notion.
It	was	Mr.	Riach	(Heaven	forgive	him!)	who	gave	the	boy	drink;	and	it	was,

doubtless,	 kindly	meant;	 but	 besides	 that	 it	 was	 ruin	 to	 his	 health,	 it	 was	 the
pitifullest	 thing	 in	 life	 to	 see	 this	unhappy,	unfriended	creature	 staggering,	and
dancing,	and	 talking	he	knew	not	what.	Some	of	 the	men	 laughed,	but	not	all;
others	 would	 grow	 as	 black	 as	 thunder	 (thinking,	 perhaps,	 of	 their	 own
childhood	or	their	own	children)	and	bid	him	stop	that	nonsense,	and	think	what
he	was	doing.	As	for	me,	I	felt	ashamed	to	look	at	him,	and	the	poor	child	still
comes	about	me	in	my	dreams.
All	 this	 time,	 you	 should	 know,	 the	Covenant	was	meeting	 continual	 head-

winds	 and	 tumbling	 up	 and	 down	 against	 head-seas,	 so	 that	 the	 scuttle	 was
almost	constantly	shut,	and	the	forecastle	lighted	only	by	a	swinging	lantern	on	a
beam.	 There	 was	 constant	 labour	 for	 all	 hands;	 the	 sails	 had	 to	 be	made	 and
shortened	every	hour;	the	strain	told	on	the	men's	temper;	there	was	a	growl	of
quarrelling	all	day,	 long	from	berth	 to	berth;	and	as	I	was	never	allowed	to	set
my	foot	on	deck,	you	can	picture	to	yourselves	how	weary	of	my	life	I	grew	to
be,	and	how	impatient	for	a	change.
And	 a	 change	 I	 was	 to	 get,	 as	 you	 shall	 hear;	 but	 I	 must	 first	 tell	 of	 a

conversation	 I	 had	with	Mr.	 Riach,	which	 put	 a	 little	 heart	 in	me	 to	 bear	my
troubles.	Getting	him	in	a	favourable	stage	of	drink	(for	indeed	he	never	looked
near	me	when	he	was	sober),	I	pledged	him	to	secrecy,	and	told	him	my	whole
story.
He	declared	it	was	like	a	ballad;	that	he	would	do	his	best	to	help	me;	that	I

should	have	paper,	pen,	and	ink,	and	write	one	line	to	Mr.	Campbell	and	another



to	Mr.	Rankeillor;	and	 that	 if	 I	had	 told	 the	 truth,	 ten	 to	one	he	would	be	able
(with	their	help)	to	pull	me	through	and	set	me	in	my	rights.
"And	in	the	meantime,"	says	he,	"keep	your	heart	up.	You're	not	the	only	one,

I'll	 tell	 you	 that.	There's	many	 a	man	hoeing	 tobacco	over-seas	 that	 should	be
mounting	his	horse	at	his	own	door	at	home;	many	and	many!	And	life	is	all	a
variorum,	at	the	best.	Look	at	me:	I'm	a	laird's	son	and	more	than	half	a	doctor,
and	here	I	am,	man-Jack	to	Hoseason!"
I	thought	it	would	be	civil	to	ask	him	for	his	story.
He	whistled	loud.
"Never	had	one,"	 said	he.	 "I	 like	 fun,	 that's	 all."	And	he	 skipped	out	 of	 the

forecastle.



Chapter		8
THE	ROUND-HOUSE
One	 night,	 about	 eleven	 o'clock,	 a	 man	 of	Mr.	 Riach's	 watch	 (which	 was	 on
deck)	came	below	for	his	jacket;	and	instantly	there	began	to	go	a	whisper	about
the	 forecastle	 that	 "Shuan	 had	 done	 for	 him	 at	 last."	 There	was	 no	 need	 of	 a
name;	we	all	knew	who	was	meant;	but	we	had	scarce	time	to	get	the	idea	rightly
in	our	heads,	far	less	to	speak	of	it,	when	the	scuttle	was	again	flung	open,	and
Captain	Hoseason	came	down	the	ladder.	He	looked	sharply	round	the	bunks	in
the	tossing	light	of	the	lantern;	and	then,	walking	straight	up	to	me,	he	addressed
me,	to	my	surprise,	in	tones	of	kindness.
"My	 man,"	 said	 he,	 "we	 want	 ye	 to	 serve	 in	 the	 round-house.	 You	 and

Ransome	are	to	change	berths.	Run	away	aft	with	ye."
Even	as	he	spoke,	 two	seamen	appeared	 in	 the	scuttle,	carrying	Ransome	 in

their	arms;	and	the	ship	at	that	moment	giving	a	great	sheer	into	the	sea,	and	the
lantern	swinging,	the	light	fell	direct	on	the	boy's	face.	It	was	as	white	as	wax,
and	had	a	 look	upon	 it	 like	 a	dreadful	 smile.	The	blood	 in	me	 ran	cold,	 and	 I
drew	in	my	breath	as	if	I	had	been	struck.
"Run	away	aft;	run	away	aft	with	ye!"	cried	Hoseason.
And	 at	 that	 I	 brushed	 by	 the	 sailors	 and	 the	 boy	 (who	 neither	 spoke	 nor

moved),	and	ran	up	the	ladder	on	deck.
The	brig	was	sheering	swiftly	and	giddily	through	a	long,	cresting	swell.	She

was	 on	 the	 starboard	 tack,	 and	 on	 the	 left	 hand,	 under	 the	 arched	 foot	 of	 the
foresail,	 I	 could	 see	 the	 sunset	 still	 quite	 bright.	 This,	 at	 such	 an	 hour	 of	 the
night,	surprised	me	greatly;	but	I	was	too	ignorant	to	draw	the	true	conclusion—
that	we	were	going	north-about	round	Scotland,	and	were	now	on	the	high	sea
between	 the	 Orkney	 and	 Shetland	 Islands,	 having	 avoided	 the	 dangerous
currents	 of	 the	Pentland	Firth.	For	my	part,	who	had	been	 so	 long	 shut	 in	 the
dark	and	knew	nothing	of	head-winds,	I	thought	we	might	be	half-way	or	more
across	the	Atlantic.	And	indeed	(beyond	that	I	wondered	a	little	at	the	lateness	of
the	sunset	 light)	 I	gave	no	heed	 to	 it,	and	pushed	on	across	 the	decks,	 running
between	the	seas,	catching	at	ropes,	and	only	saved	from	going	overboard	by	one
of	the	hands	on	deck,	who	had	been	always	kind	to	me.
The	round-house,	for	which	I	was	bound,	and	where	I	was	now	to	sleep	and



serve,	stood	some	six	feet	above	the	decks,	and	considering	the	size	of	the	brig,
was	of	good	dimensions.	 Inside	were	a	 fixed	 table	 and	bench,	 and	 two	berths,
one	for	the	captain	and	the	other	for	the	two	mates,	turn	and	turn	about.	It	was	all
fitted	 with	 lockers	 from	 top	 to	 bottom,	 so	 as	 to	 stow	 away	 the	 officers'
belongings	 and	 a	 part	 of	 the	 ship's	 stores;	 there	 was	 a	 second	 store-room
underneath,	which	you	entered	by	a	hatchway	in	the	middle	of	the	deck;	indeed,
all	the	best	of	the	meat	and	drink	and	the	whole	of	the	powder	were	collected	in
this	place;	and	all	the	firearms,	except	the	two	pieces	of	brass	ordnance,	were	set
in	 a	 rack	 in	 the	 aftermost	wall	 of	 the	 round-house.	 The	most	 of	 the	 cutlasses
were	in	another	place.
A	small	window	with	a	shutter	on	each	side,	and	a	skylight	in	the	roof,	gave	it

light	 by,	 day;	 and	 after	 dark	 there	was	 a	 lamp	 always	 burning.	 It	was	 burning
when	I	entered,	not	brightly,	but	enough	to	show	Mr.	Shuan	sitting	at	the	table,
with	 the	 brandy	 bottle	 and	 a	 tin	 pannikin	 in	 front	 of	 him.	He	was	 a	 tall	man,
strongly	made	 and	 very	 black;	 and	 he	 stared	 before	 him	on	 the	 table	 like	 one
stupid.
He	 took	 no	 notice	 of	 my	 coming	 in;	 nor	 did	 he	 move	 when	 the	 captain

followed	and	leant	on	the	berth	beside	me,	looking	darkly	at	the	mate.	I	stood	in
great	fear	of	Hoseason,	and	had	my	reasons	for	it;	but	something	told	me	I	need
not	be	afraid	of	him	just	then;	and	I	whispered	in	his	ear:	"How	is	he?"	He	shook
his	head	like	one	that	does	not	know	and	does	not	wish	to	think,	and	his	face	was
very	stern.
Presently	Mr.	Riach	came	in.	He	gave	the	captain	a	glance	that	meant	the	boy

was	dead	as	plain	as	speaking,	and	took	his	place	like	the	rest	of	us;	so	that	we
all	three	stood	without	a	word,	staring	down	at	Mr.	Shuan,	and	Mr.	Shuan	(on	his
side)	sat	without	a	word,	looking	hard	upon	the	table.
All	of	a	sudden	he	put	out	his	hand	to	 take	 the	bottle;	and	at	 that	Mr.	Riach

started	 forward	and	caught	 it	away	from	him,	 rather	by	surprise	 than	violence,
crying	out,	with	an	oath,	 that	 there	had	been	 too	much	of	 this	work	altogether,
and	 that	 a	 judgment	 would	 fall	 upon	 the	 ship.	 And	 as	 he	 spoke	 (the	 weather
sliding-doors	standing	open)	he	tossed	the	bottle	into	the	sea.
Mr.	 Shuan	 was	 on	 his	 feet	 in	 a	 trice;	 he	 still	 looked	 dazed,	 but	 he	 meant

murder,	ay,	and	would	have	done	it,	for	the	second	time	that	night,	had	not	the
captain	stepped	in	between	him	and	his	victim.
"Sit	 down!"	 roars	 the	 captain.	 "Ye	 sot	 and	 swine,	 do	 ye	 know	 what	 ye've

done?	Ye've	murdered	the	boy!"
Mr.	Shuan	seemed	to	understand;	for	he	sat	down	again,	and	put	up	his	hand

to	his	brow.
"Well,"	he	said,	"he	brought	me	a	dirty	pannikin!"



At	 that	word,	 the	captain	and	I	and	Mr.	Riach	all	 looked	at	each	other	 for	a
second	with	a	kind	of	frightened	look;	and	then	Hoseason	walked	up	to	his	chief
officer,	 took	him	by	the	shoulder,	 led	him	across	to	his	bunk,	and	bade	him	lie
down	and	go	to	sleep,	as	you	might	speak	to	a	bad	child.	The	murderer	cried	a
little,	but	he	took	off	his	sea-boots	and	obeyed.
"Ah!"	cried	Mr.	Riach,	with	a	dreadful	voice,	"ye	should	have	interfered	long

syne.	It's	too	late	now."
"Mr.	 Riach,"	 said	 the	 captain,	 "this	 night's	 work	 must	 never	 be	 kennt	 in

Dysart.	The	boy	went	overboard,	sir;	 that's	what	 the	story	is;	and	I	would	give
five	pounds	out	of	my	pocket	it	was	true!"	He	turned	to	the	table.	"What	made	ye
throw	the	good	bottle	away?"	he	added.	"There	was	nae	sense	in	that,	sir.	Here,
David,	draw	me	another.	They're	in	the	bottom	locker;"	and	he	tossed	me	a	key.
"Ye'll	need	a	glass	yourself,	sir,"	he	added	to	Riach.	"Yon	was	an	ugly	thing	to
see."
So	the	pair	sat	down	and	hob-a-nobbed;	and	while	they	did	so,	the	murderer,

who	had	been	lying	and	whimpering	in	his	berth,	raised	himself	upon	his	elbow
and	looked	at	them	and	at	me.
That	was	the	first	night	of	my	new	duties;	and	in	the	course	of	the	next	day	I

had	got	well	into	the	run	of	them.	I	had	to	serve	at	the	meals,	which	the	captain
took	at	regular	hours,	sitting	down	with	the	officer	who	was	off	duty;	all	the	day
through	I	would	be	running	with	a	dram	to	one	or	other	of	my	three	masters;	and
at	night	I	slept	on	a	blanket	thrown	on	the	deck	boards	at	the	aftermost	end	of	the
round-house,	and	right	in	the	draught	of	the	two	doors.	It	was	a	hard	and	a	cold
bed;	 nor	was	 I	 suffered	 to	 sleep	without	 interruption;	 for	 some	 one	would	 be
always	coming	in	from	deck	to	get	a	dram,	and	when	a	fresh	watch	was	to	be	set,
two	and	sometimes	all	three	would	sit	down	and	brew	a	bowl	together.	How	they
kept	their	health,	I	know	not,	any	more	than	how	I	kept	my	own.
And	yet	in	other	ways	it	was	an	easy	service.	There	was	no	cloth	to	lay;	the

meals	were	either	of	oatmeal	porridge	or	salt	 junk,	except	 twice	a	week,	when
there	 was	 duff:	 and	 though	 I	 was	 clumsy	 enough	 and	 (not	 being	 firm	 on	my
sealegs)	sometimes	fell	with	what	I	was	bringing	them,	both	Mr.	Riach	and	the
captain	were	singularly	patient.	I	could	not	but	fancy	they	were	making	up	lee-
way	with	their	consciences,	and	that	they	would	scarce	have	been	so	good	with
me	if	they	had	not	been	worse	with	Ransome.
As	 for	Mr.	Shuan,	 the	drink	or	his	 crime,	or	 the	 two	 together,	 had	 certainly

troubled	his	mind.	I	cannot	say	I	ever	saw	him	in	his	proper	wits.	He	never	grew
used	 to	 my	 being	 there,	 stared	 at	 me	 continually	 (sometimes,	 I	 could	 have
thought,	with	terror),	and	more	than	once	drew	back	from	my	hand	when	I	was
serving	him.	I	was	pretty	sure	from	the	first	that	he	had	no	clear	mind	of	what	he



had	done,	 and	on	my	second	day	 in	 the	 round-house	 I	had	 the	proof	of	 it.	We
were	alone,	and	he	had	been	staring	at	me	a	long	time,	when	all	at	once,	up	he
got,	as	pale	as	death,	and	came	close	up	to	me,	to	my	great	terror.	But	I	had	no
cause	to	be	afraid	of	him.
"You	were	not	here	before?"	he	asked.
"No,	sir,"	said	I."
"There	 was	 another	 boy?"	 he	 asked	 again;	 and	 when	 I	 had	 answered	 him,

"Ah!"	says	he,	"I	 thought	 that,"	and	went	and	sat	down,	without	another	word,
except	to	call	for	brandy.
You	may	think	it	strange,	but	for	all	the	horror	I	had,	I	was	still	sorry	for	him.

He	was	a	married	man,	with	a	wife	in	Leith;	but	whether	or	no	he	had	a	family,	I
have	now	forgotten;	I	hope	not.
Altogether	it	was	no	very	hard	life	for	the	time	it	lasted,	which	(as	you	are	to

hear)	was	 not	 long.	 I	was	 as	well	 fed	 as	 the	 best	 of	 them;	 even	 their	 pickles,
which	were	the	great	dainty,	I	was	allowed	my	share	of;	and	had	I	liked	I	might
have	been	drunk	from	morning	to	night,	like	Mr.	Shuan.	I	had	company,	too,	and
good	company	of	its	sort.	Mr.	Riach,	who	had	been	to	the	college,	spoke	to	me
like	 a	 friend	when	 he	was	 not	 sulking,	 and	 told	me	many	 curious	 things,	 and
some	that	were	informing;	and	even	the	captain,	though	he	kept	me	at	the	stick's
end	the	most	part	of	the	time,	would	sometimes	unbuckle	a	bit,	and	tell	me	of	the
fine	countries	he	had	visited.
The	shadow	of	poor	Ransome,	to	be	sure,	lay	on	all	four	of	us,	and	on	me	and

Mr.	Shuan	in	particular,	most	heavily.	And	then	I	had	another	trouble	of	my	own.
Here	I	was,	doing	dirty	work	for	three	men	that	I	looked	down	upon,	and	one	of
whom,	at	least,	should	have	hung	upon	a	gallows;	that	was	for	the	present;	and
as	 for	 the	 future,	 I	 could	 only	 see	myself	 slaving	 alongside	 of	 negroes	 in	 the
tobacco	 fields.	Mr.	Riach,	perhaps	 from	caution,	would	never	 suffer	me	 to	 say
another	word	about	my	story;	the	captain,	whom	I	tried	to	approach,	rebuffed	me
like	a	dog	and	would	not	hear	a	word;	and	as	the	days	came	and	went,	my	heart
sank	 lower	 and	 lower,	 till	 I	 was	 even	 glad	 of	 the	 work	 which	 kept	 me	 from
thinking.



Chapter		9
THE	MAN	WITH	THE	BELT	OF	GOLD
More	 than	a	week	went	by,	 in	which	 the	 ill-luck	 that	had	hitherto	pursued	 the
Covenant	 upon	 this	 voyage	 grew	 yet	 more	 strongly	 marked.	 Some	 days	 she
made	a	little	way;	others,	she	was	driven	actually	back.	At	last	we	were	beaten
so	far	 to	 the	south	 that	we	 tossed	and	 tacked	 to	and	fro	 the	whole	of	 the	ninth
day,	within	sight	of	Cape	Wrath	and	the	wild,	rocky	coast	on	either	hand	of	 it.
There	followed	on	that	a	council	of	the	officers,	and	some	decision	which	I	did
not	rightly	understand,	seeing	only	the	result:	that	we	had	made	a	fair	wind	of	a
foul	one	and	were	running	south.
The	tenth	afternoon	there	was	a	falling	swell	and	a	thick,	wet,	white	fog	that

hid	one	end	of	the	brig	from	the	other.	All	afternoon,	when	I	went	on	deck,	I	saw
men	and	officers	listening	hard	over	the	bulwarks—"for	breakers,"	they	said;	and
though	I	did	not	so	much	as	understand	the	word,	I	felt	danger	in	the	air,	and	was
excited.
Maybe	 about	 ten	 at	 night,	 I	was	 serving	Mr.	Riach	 and	 the	 captain	 at	 their

supper,	when	the	ship	struck	something	with	a	great	sound,	and	we	heard	voices
singing	out.	My	two	masters	leaped	to	their	feet.
"She's	struck!"	said	Mr.	Riach.
"No,	sir,"	said	the	captain.	"We've	only	run	a	boat	down."
And	they	hurried	out.
The	captain	was	in	the	right	of	it.	We	had	run	down	a	boat	in	the	fog,	and	she

had	parted	in	the	midst	and	gone	to	the	bottom	with	all	her	crew	but	one.	This
man	(as	I	heard	afterwards)	had	been	sitting	in	the	stern	as	a	passenger,	while	the
rest	were	on	the	benches	rowing.	At	the	moment	of	the	blow,	the	stern	had	been
thrown	 into	 the	 air,	 and	 the	 man	 (having	 his	 hands	 free,	 and	 for	 all	 he	 was
encumbered	with	a	frieze	overcoat	that	came	below	his	knees)	had	leaped	up	and
caught	hold	of	the	brig's	bowsprit.	It	showed	he	had	luck	and	much	agility	and
unusual	strength,	that	he	should	have	thus	saved	himself	from	such	a	pass.	And
yet,	when	the	captain	brought	him	into	 the	round-house,	and	I	set	eyes	on	him
for	the	first	time,	he	looked	as	cool	as	I	did.
He	was	smallish	in	stature,	but	well	set	and	as	nimble	as	a	goat;	his	face	was

of	 a	 good	 open	 expression,	 but	 sunburnt	 very	 dark,	 and	 heavily	 freckled	 and



pitted	 with	 the	 small-pox;	 his	 eyes	 were	 unusually	 light	 and	 had	 a	 kind	 of
dancing	madness	 in	 them,	 that	was	both	 engaging	 and	 alarming;	 and	when	he
took	off	his	great-coat,	he	laid	a	pair	of	fine	silver-mounted	pistols	on	the	table,
and	 I	 saw	 that	 he	was	 belted	with	 a	 great	 sword.	 His	manners,	 besides,	 were
elegant,	and	he	pledged	the	captain	handsomely.	Altogether	I	thought	of	him,	at
the	first	sight,	that	here	was	a	man	I	would	rather	call	my	friend	than	my	enemy.
The	captain,	too,	was	taking	his	observations,	but	rather	of	the	man's	clothes

than	his	person.	And	 to	be	sure,	as	soon	as	he	had	 taken	off	 the	great-coat,	he
showed	forth	mighty	fine	for	 the	round-house	of	a	merchant	brig:	having	a	hat
with	 feathers,	 a	 red	 waistcoat,	 breeches	 of	 black	 plush,	 and	 a	 blue	 coat	 with
silver	buttons	and	handsome	silver	lace;	costly	clothes,	though	somewhat	spoiled
with	the	fog	and	being	slept	in.
"I'm	vexed,	sir,	about	the	boat,"	says	the	captain.
"There	 are	 some	 pretty	men	 gone	 to	 the	 bottom,"	 said	 the	 stranger,	 "that	 I

would	rather	see	on	the	dry	land	again	than	half	a	score	of	boats."
"Friends	of	yours?"	said	Hoseason.
"You	 have	 none	 such	 friends	 in	 your	 country,"	was	 the	 reply.	 "They	would

have	died	for	me	like	dogs."
"Well,	 sir,"	 said	 the	 captain,	 still	watching	 him,	 "there	 are	more	men	 in	 the

world	than	boats	to	put	them	in."
"And	that's	true,	too,"	cried	the	other,	"and	ye	seem	to	be	a	gentleman	of	great

penetration."
"I	 have	been	 in	France,	 sir,"	 says	 the	 captain,	 so	 that	 it	was	 plain	 he	meant

more	by	the	words	than	showed	upon	the	face	of	them.
"Well,	 sir,"	 says	 the	other,	"and	so	has	many	a	pretty	man,	 for	 the	matter	of

that."
"No	doubt,	sir"	says	the	captain,	"and	fine	coats."
"Oho!"	 says	 the	 stranger,	 "is	 that	how	 the	wind	 sets?"	And	he	 laid	his	hand

quickly	on	his	pistols.
"Don't	be	hasty,"	said	the	captain.	"Don't	do	a	mischief	before	ye	see	the	need

of	it.	Ye've	a	French	soldier's	coat	upon	your	back	and	a	Scotch	tongue	in	your
head,	to	be	sure;	but	so	has	many	an	honest	fellow	in	these	days,	and	I	dare	say
none	the	worse	of	it."
"So?"	 said	 the	 gentleman	 in	 the	 fine	 coat:	 "are	 ye	 of	 the	 honest	 party?"

(meaning,	Was	he	a	Jacobite?	for	each	side,	in	these	sort	of	civil	broils,	takes	the
name	of	honesty	for	its	own).
"Why,	sir,"	replied	the	captain,	"I	am	a	true-blue	Protestant,	and	I	thank	God

for	 it."	 (It	was	 the	 first	word	of	 any	 religion	 I	had	ever	heard	 from	him,	but	 I
learnt	afterwards	he	was	a	great	church-goer	while	on	shore.)	"But,	for	all	that,"



says	he,	"I	can	be	sorry	to	see	another	man	with	his	back	to	the	wall."
"Can	ye	so,	indeed?"	asked	the	Jacobite.	"Well,	sir,	to	be	quite	plain	with	ye,	I

am	one	of	those	honest	gentlemen	that	were	in	trouble	about	the	years	forty-five
and	six;	and	(to	be	still	quite	plain	with	ye)	if	I	got	into	the	hands	of	any	of	the
red-coated	gentry,	it's	like	it	would	go	hard	with	me.	Now,	sir,	I	was	for	France;
and	there	was	a	French	ship	cruising	here	to	pick	me	up;	but	she	gave	us	the	go-
by	in	the	fog—as	I	wish	from	the	heart	that	ye	had	done	yoursel'!	And	the	best
that	I	can	say	is	this:	If	ye	can	set	me	ashore	where	I	was	going,	I	have	that	upon
me	will	reward	you	highly	for	your	trouble."
"In	France?"	says	the	captain.	"No,	sir;	 that	I	cannot	do.	But	where	ye	come

from—we	might	talk	of	that."
And	then,	unhappily,	he	observed	me	standing	in	my	corner,	and	packed	me

off	to	the	galley	to	get	supper	for	the	gentleman.	I	lost	no	time,	I	promise	you;
and	when	I	came	back	into	the	round-house,	I	found	the	gentleman	had	taken	a
money-belt	from	about	his	waist,	and	poured	out	a	guinea	or	two	upon	the	table.
The	 captain	 was	 looking	 at	 the	 guineas,	 and	 then	 at	 the	 belt,	 and	 then	 at	 the
gentleman's	face;	and	I	thought	he	seemed	excited.
"Half	of	it,"	he	cried,	"and	I'm	your	man!"
The	other	swept	back	the	guineas	into	the	belt,	and	put	it	on	again	under	his

waistcoat.	"I	have	told	ye	sir"	said	he,	"that	not	one	doit	of	it	belongs	to	me.	It
belongs	to	my	chieftain,"	and	here	he	touched	his	hat,	"and	while	I	would	be	but
a	 silly	messenger	 to	grudge	 some	of	 it	 that	 the	 rest	might	 come	safe,	 I	 should
show	myself	 a	 hound	 indeed	 if	 I	 bought	my	own	carcase	 any	 too	dear.	Thirty
guineas	on	the	sea-side,	or	sixty	if	ye	set	me	on	the	Linnhe	Loch.	Take	it,	if	ye
will;	if	not,	ye	can	do	your	worst."
"Ay,"	said	Hoseason.	"And	if	I	give	ye	over	to	the	soldiers?"
"Ye	would	make	a	fool's	bargain,"	said	the	other.	"My	chief,	 let	me	tell	you,

sir,	is	forfeited,	like	every	honest	man	in	Scotland.	His	estate	is	in	the	hands	of
the	man	they	call	King	George;	and	it	is	his	officers	that	collect	the	rents,	or	try
to	 collect	 them.	But	 for	 the	 honour	 of	 Scotland,	 the	 poor	 tenant	 bodies	 take	 a
thought	upon	their	chief	lying	in	exile;	and	this	money	is	a	part	of	that	very	rent
for	which	King	George	 is	 looking.	Now,	 sir,	 ye	 seem	 to	me	 to	 be	 a	man	 that
understands	things:	bring	this	money	within	the	reach	of	Government,	and	how
much	of	it'll	come	to	you?"
"Little	enough,	to	be	sure,"	said	Hoseason;	and	then,	"if	they,	knew"	he	added,

drily.	"But	I	think,	if	I	was	to	try,	that	I	could	hold	my	tongue	about	it."
"Ah,	but	 I'll	begowk	ye	 there!"	cried	 the	gentleman.	 "Play	me	 false,	 and	 I'll

play	you	cunning.	If	a	hand	is	laid	upon	me,	they	shall	ken	what	money	it	is."
"Well,"	 returned	 the	 captain,	 "what	must	 be	must.	 Sixty	 guineas,	 and	 done.



Here's	my	hand	upon	it."
"And	here's	mine,"	said	the	other.
And	thereupon	the	captain	went	out	(rather	hurriedly,	I	thought),	and	left	me

alone	in	the	round-house	with	the	stranger.
At	that	period	(so	soon	after	the	forty-five)	there	were	many	exiled	gentlemen

coming	back	at	the	peril	of	their	lives,	either	to	see	their	friends	or	to	collect	a
little	 money;	 and	 as	 for	 the	 Highland	 chiefs	 that	 had	 been	 forfeited,	 it	 was	 a
common	matter	 of	 talk	how	 their	 tenants	would	 stint	 themselves	 to	 send	 them
money,	and	their	clansmen	outface	the	soldiery	to	get	it	in,	and	run	the	gauntlet
of	our	great	navy	to	carry	it	across.	All	 this	I	had,	of	course,	heard	tell	of;	and
now	I	had	a	man	under	my	eyes	whose	life	was	forfeit	on	all	 these	counts	and
upon	 one	more,	 for	 he	was	 not	 only	 a	 rebel	 and	 a	 smuggler	 of	 rents,	 but	 had
taken	service	with	King	Louis	of	France.	And	as	if	all	this	were	not	enough,	he
had	a	belt	full	of	golden	guineas	round	his	loins.	Whatever	my	opinions,	I	could
not	look	on	such	a	man	without	a	lively	interest.
"And	so	you're	a	Jacobite?"	said	I,	as	I	set	meat	before	him.
"Ay,"	 said	 he,	 beginning	 to	 eat.	 "And	 you,	 by	 your	 long	 face,	 should	 be	 a

Whig?"
"Betwixt	and	between,"	said	I,	not	to	annoy	him;	for	indeed	I	was	as	good	a

Whig	as	Mr.	Campbell	could	make	me.
"And	that's	naething,"	said	he.	"But	I'm	saying,	Mr.	Betwixt-and-Between,"	he

added,	"this	bottle	of	yours	is	dry;	and	it's	hard	if	I'm	to	pay	sixty	guineas	and	be
grudged	a	dram	upon	the	back	of	it."
"I'll	go	and	ask	for	the	key,"	said	I,	and	stepped	on	deck.
The	 fog	was	as	close	as	ever,	but	 the	 swell	almost	down.	They	had	 laid	 the

brig	to,	not	knowing	precisely	where	they	were,	and	the	wind	(what	little	there
was	 of	 it)	 not	 serving	well	 for	 their	 true	 course.	 Some	of	 the	 hands	were	 still
hearkening	for	breakers;	but	 the	captain	and	 the	 two	officers	were	 in	 the	waist
with	their	heads	together.	It	struck	me	(I	don't	know	why)	that	they	were	after	no
good;	and	the	first	word	I	heard,	as	I	drew	softly	near,	more	than	confirmed	me.
It	was	Mr.	Riach,	crying	out	as	 if	upon	a	sudden	thought:	"Couldn't	we	wile

him	out	of	the	round-house?"
"He's	 better	 where	 he	 is,"	 returned	 Hoseason;	 "he	 hasn't	 room	 to	 use	 his

sword."
"Well,	that's	true,"	said	Riach;	"but	he's	hard	to	come	at."
"Hut!"	said	Hoseason.	"We	can	get	the	man	in	talk,	one	upon	each	side,	and

pin	him	by	the	two	arms;	or	if	that'll	not	hold,	sir,	we	can	make	a	run	by	both	the
doors	and	get	him	under	hand	before	he	has	the	time	to	draw."
At	 this	 hearing,	 I	was	 seized	with	 both	 fear	 and	 anger	 at	 these	 treacherous,



greedy,	 bloody	 men	 that	 I	 sailed	 with.	 My	 first	 mind	 was	 to	 run	 away;	 my
second	was	bolder.
"Captain,"	said	I,	"the	gentleman	is	seeking	a	dram,	and	the	bottle's	out.	Will

you	give	me	the	key?"
They	all	started	and	turned	about.
"Why,	here's	our	chance	to	get	the	firearms!"
Riach	cried;	and	then	to	me:	"Hark	ye,	David,"	he	said,	"do	ye	ken	where	the

pistols	are?"
"Ay,	ay,"	put	in	Hoseason.	"David	kens;	David's	a	good	lad.	Ye	see,	David	my

man,	yon	wild	Hielandman	is	a	danger	 to	 the	ship,	besides	being	a	rank	foe	to
King	George,	God	bless	him!"
I	had	never	been	so	be-Davided	since	I	came	on	board:	but	I	said	Yes,	as	if	all

I	heard	were	quite	natural.
"The	trouble	 is,"	resumed	the	captain,	"that	all	our	firelocks,	great	and	little,

are	in	the	round-house	under	this	man's	nose;	likewise	the	powder.	Now,	if	I,	or
one	of	the	officers,	was	to	go	in	and	take	them,	he	would	fall	to	thinking.	But	a
lad	 like	you,	David,	might	snap	up	a	horn	and	a	pistol	or	 two	without	 remark.
And	if	ye	can	do	it	cleverly,	I'll	bear	it	in	mind	when	it'll	be	good	for	you	to	have
friends;	and	that's	when	we	come	to	Carolina."
Here	Mr.	Riach	whispered	him	a	little.
"Very	right,	sir,"	said	the	captain;	and	then	to	myself:	"And	see	here,	David,

yon	man	has	a	beltful	of	gold,	and	I	give	you	my	word	that	you	shall	have	your
fingers	in	it."
I	told	him	I	would	do	as	he	wished,	though	indeed	I	had	scarce	breath	to	speak

with;	and	upon	 that	he	gave	me	 the	key	of	 the	spirit	 locker,	and	I	began	 to	go
slowly	back	to	the	round-house.	What	was	I	to	do?	They	were	dogs	and	thieves;
they	had	stolen	me	 from	my	own	country;	 they	had	killed	poor	Ransome;	and
was	I	to	hold	the	candle	to	another	murder?	But	then,	upon	the	other	hand,	there
was	the	fear	of	death	very	plain	before	me;	for	what	could	a	boy	and	a	man,	if
they	were	as	brave	as	lions,	against	a	whole	ship's	company?
I	was	 still	 arguing	 it	 back	 and	 forth,	 and	 getting	 no	 great	 clearness,	when	 I

came	 into	 the	 round-house	 and	 saw	 the	 Jacobite	 eating	 his	 supper	 under	 the
lamp;	and	at	that	my	mind	was	made	up	all	in	a	moment.	I	have	no	credit	by	it;	it
was	by	no	choice	of	mine,	but	as	if	by	compulsion,	that	I	walked	right	up	to	the
table	and	put	my	hand	on	his	shoulder.
"Do	ye	want	to	be	killed?"	said	I.	He	sprang	to	his	feet,	and	looked	a	question

at	me	as	clear	as	if	he	had	spoken.
"O!"	 cried	 I,	 "they're	 all	 murderers	 here;	 it's	 a	 ship	 full	 of	 them!	 They've

murdered	a	boy	already.	Now	it's	you."



"Ay,	 ay"	 said	 he;	 "but	 they	 have	 n't	 got	 me	 yet."	 And	 then	 looking	 at	 me
curiously,	"Will	ye	stand	with	me?"
"That	will	I!"	said	I.	"I	am	no	thief,	nor	yet	murderer.	I'll	stand	by	you."
"Why,	then,"	said	he,	"what's	your	name?"
"David	Balfour,"	said	I;	and	then,	thinking	that	a	man	with	so	fine	a	coat	must

like	fine	people,	I	added	for	the	first	time,	"of	Shaws."
It	 never	 occurred	 to	 him	 to	 doubt	me,	 for	 a	Highlander	 is	 used	 to	 see	 great

gentlefolk	in	great	poverty;	but	as	he	had	no	estate	of	his	own,	my	words	nettled
a	very	childish	vanity	he	had.
"My	 name	 is	 Stewart,"	 he	 said,	 drawing	 himself	 up.	 "Alan	Breck,	 they	 call

me.	A	king's	name	 is	good	enough	for	me,	 though	I	bear	 it	plain	and	have	 the
name	of	no	farm-midden	to	clap	to	the	hind-end	of	it."
And	having	administered	this	rebuke,	as	though	it	were	something	of	a	chief

importance,	he	turned	to	examine	our	defences.
The	round-house	was	built	very	strong,	 to	support	 the	breaching	of	 the	seas.

Of	its	five	apertures,	only	the	skylight	and	the	two	doors	were	large	enough	for
the	passage	of	 a	man.	The	doors,	 besides,	 could	be	drawn	close:	 they	were	of
stout	 oak,	 and	 ran	 in	 grooves,	 and	were	 fitted	with	 hooks	 to	 keep	 them	 either
shut	or	open,	as	the	need	arose.	The	one	that	was	already	shut	I	secured	in	this
fashion;	but	when	I	was	proceeding	to	slide	to	the	other,	Alan	stopped	me.
"David,"	said	he—"for	I	cannae	bring	to	mind	the	name	of	your	landed	estate,

and	so	will	make	so	bold	as	to	call	you	David—that	door,	being	open,	is	the	best
part	of	my	defences."
"It	would	be	yet	better	shut,"	says	I.
"Not	so,	David,"	says	he.	"Ye	see,	I	have	but	one	face;	but	so	long	as	that	door

is	open	and	my	 face	 to	 it,	 the	best	part	of	my	enemies	will	be	 in	 front	of	me,
where	I	would	aye	wish	to	find	them."
Then	he	gave	me	from	the	rack	a	cutlass	(of	which	there	were	a	few	besides

the	 firearms),	 choosing	 it	with	 great	 care,	 shaking	his	 head	 and	 saying	he	 had
never	in	all	his	life	seen	poorer	weapons;	and	next	he	set	me	down	to	the	table
with	 a	 powder-horn,	 a	 bag	 of	 bullets	 and	 all	 the	 pistols,	 which	 he	 bade	 me
charge.
"And	 that	will	be	better	work,	 let	me	 tell	you,"	said	he,	"for	a	gentleman	of

decent	birth,	than	scraping	plates	and	raxing	drams	to	a	wheen	tarry	sailors."
Thereupon	he	stood	up	in	the	midst	with	his	face	to	the	door,	and	drawing	his

great	sword,	made	trial	of	the	room	he	had	to	wield	it	in.
"I	must	stick	to	the	point,"	he	said,	shaking	his	head;	"and	that's	a	pity,	too.	It

doesn't	set	my	genius,	which	is	all	for	the	upper	guard.	And,	now"	said	he,	"do
you	keep	on	charging	the	pistols,	and	give	heed	to	me."



I	told	him	I	would	listen	closely.	My	chest	was	tight,	my	mouth	dry,	the	light
dark	to	my	eyes;	 the	thought	of	the	numbers	that	were	soon	to	leap	in	upon	us
kept	my	heart	in	a	flutter:	and	the	sea,	which	I	heard	washing	round	the	brig,	and
where	 I	 thought	 my	 dead	 body	 would	 be	 cast	 ere	 morning,	 ran	 in	 my	 mind
strangely.
"First	of	all,"	said	he,	"how	many	are	against	us?"
I	 reckoned	 them	 up;	 and	 such	was	 the	 hurry	 of	my	mind,	 I	 had	 to	 cast	 the

numbers	twice.	"Fifteen,"	said	I.
Alan	whistled.	"Well,"	said	he,	"that	can't	be	cured.	And	now	follow	me.	It	is

my	part	to	keep	this	door,	where	I	look	for	the	main	battle.	In	that,	ye	have	no
hand.	And	mind	and	dinnae	fire	to	this	side	unless	they	get	me	down;	for	I	would
rather	have	ten	foes	in	front	of	me	than	one	friend	like	you	cracking	pistols	at	my
back."
I	told	him,	indeed	I	was	no	great	shot.
"And	that's	very	bravely	said,"	he	cried,	in	a	great	admiration	of	my	candour.

"There's	many	a	pretty	gentleman	that	wouldnae	dare	to	say	it."
"But	then,	sir"	said	I,	"there	is	the	door	behind	you"	which	they	may	perhaps

break	in."
"Ay,"	said	he,	"and	that	is	a	part	of	your	work.	No	sooner	the	pistols	charged,

than	ye	must	climb	up	into	yon	bed	where	ye're	handy	at	the	window;	and	if	they
lift	hand,	against	the	door,	ye're	to	shoot.	But	that's	not	all.	Let's	make	a	bit	of	a
soldier	of	ye,	David.	What	else	have	ye	to	guard?"
"There's	the	skylight,"	said	I.	"But	indeed,	Mr.	Stewart,	I	would	need	to	have

eyes	upon	both	sides	to	keep	the	two	of	them;	for	when	my	face	is	at	the	one,	my
back	is	to	the	other."
"And	that's	very	true,"	said	Alan.	"But	have	ye	no	ears	to	your	head?"
"To	be	sure!"	cried	I.	"I	must	hear	the	bursting	of	the	glass!"
"Ye	have	some	rudiments	of	sense,"	said	Alan,	grimly.



Chapter		10	
THE	SIEGE	OF	THE	ROUND-HOUSE
But	now	our	time	of	truce	was	come	to	an	end.	Those	on	deck	had	waited	for	my
coming	till	they	grew	impatient;	and	scarce	had	Alan	spoken,	when	the	captain
showed	face	in	the	open	door.
"Stand!"	cried	Alan,	and	pointed	his	sword	at	him.	The	captain	stood,	indeed;

but	he	neither	winced	nor	drew	back	a	foot.
"A	naked	sword?"	says	he.	"This	is	a	strange	return	for	hospitality."
"Do	ye	see	me?"	said	Alan.	"I	am	come	of	kings;	 I	bear	a	king's	name.	My

badge	 is	 the	 oak.	 Do	 ye	 see	 my	 sword?	 It	 has	 slashed	 the	 heads	 off	 mair
Whigamores	 than	 you	 have	 toes	 upon	 your	 feet.	 Call	 up	 your	 vermin	 to	 your
back,	sir,	and	fall	on!	The	sooner	the	clash	begins,	the	sooner	ye'll	taste	this	steel
throughout	your	vitals."
The	captain	said	nothing	to	Alan,	but	he	looked	over	at	me	with	an	ugly	look.

"David,"	 said	he,	 "I'll	mind	 this;"	and	 the	sound	of	his	voice	went	 through	me
with	a	jar.
Next	moment	he	was	gone.
"And	now,"	said	Alan,	"let	your	hand	keep	your	head,	for	the	grip	is	coming."
Alan	drew	a	dirk,	which	he	held	 in	his	 left	 hand	 in	 case	 they	 should	 run	 in

under	his	 sword.	 I,	on	my	part,	 clambered	up	 into	 the	berth	with	an	armful	of
pistols	and	something	of	a	heavy	heart,	and	set	open	the	window	where	I	was	to
watch.	It	was	a	small	part	of	the	deck	that	I	could	overlook,	but	enough	for	our
purpose.	 The	 sea	 had	 gone	 down,	 and	 the	wind	was	 steady	 and	 kept	 the	 sails
quiet;	so	that	there	was	a	great	stillness	in	the	ship,	in	which	I	made	sure	I	heard
the	sound	of	muttering	voices.	A	little	after,	and	there	came	a	clash	of	steel	upon
the	deck,	by	which	I	knew	they	were	dealing	out	the	cutlasses	and	one	had	been
let	fall;	and	after	that,	silence	again.
I	do	not	know	 if	 I	was	what	you	call	afraid;	but	my	heart	beat	 like	a	bird's,

both	 quick	 and	 little;	 and	 there	was	 a	 dimness	 came	 before	my	 eyes	which	 I
continually	 rubbed	 away,	 and	 which	 continually	 returned.	 As	 for	 hope,	 I	 had
none;	but	only	a	darkness	of	despair	and	a	sort	of	anger	against	all	the	world	that
made	me	long	to	sell	my	life	as	dear	as	I	was	able.	I	tried	to	pray,	I	remember,
but	 that	 same	 hurry	 of	my	mind,	 like	 a	man	 running,	would	 not	 suffer	me	 to



think	 upon	 the	words;	 and	my	 chief	wish	was	 to	 have	 the	 thing	 begin	 and	 be
done	with	it.
It	came	all	of	a	sudden	when	it	did,	with	a	rush	of	feet	and	a	roar,	and	then	a

shout	 from	Alan,	 and	 a	 sound	 of	 blows	 and	 some	 one	 crying	 out	 as	 if	 hurt.	 I
looked	 back	 over	 my	 shoulder,	 and	 saw	Mr.	 Shuan	 in	 the	 doorway,	 crossing
blades	with	Alan.
"That's	him	that	killed	the	boy!"	I	cried.
"Look	to	your	window!"	said	Alan;	and	as	I	 turned	back	 to	my	place,	 I	saw

him	pass	his	sword	through	the	mate's	body.
It	was	none	too	soon	for	me	to	look	to	my	own	part;	for	my	head	was	scarce

back	at	the	window,	before	five	men,	carrying	a	spare	yard	for	a	battering-ram,
ran	past	me	and	took	post	to	drive	the	door	in.	I	had	never	fired	with	a	pistol	in
my	life,	and	not	often	with	a	gun;	far	less	against	a	fellow-creature.	But	it	was
now	or	never;	and	just	as	they	swang	the	yard,	I	cried	out:	"Take	that!"	and	shot
into	their	midst.
I	must	have	hit	one	of	them,	for	he	sang	out	and	gave	back	a	step,	and	the	rest

stopped	as	if	a	little	disconcerted.	Before	they	had	time	to	recover,	I	sent	another
ball	over	 their	heads;	and	at	my	third	shot	(which	went	as	wide	as	 the	second)
the	whole	party	threw	down	the	yard	and	ran	for	it.
Then	I	 looked	round	again	into	the	deck-house.	The	whole	place	was	full	of

the	smoke	of	my	own	firing,	just	as	my	ears	seemed	to	be	burst	with	the	noise	of
the	 shots.	 But	 there	 was	 Alan,	 standing	 as	 before;	 only	 now	 his	 sword	 was
running	blood	to	the	hilt,	and	himself	so	swelled	with	triumph	and	fallen	into	so
fine	an	attitude,	 that	he	 looked	 to	be	 invincible.	Right	before	him	on	 the	 floor
was	Mr.	Shuan,	on	his	hands	and	knees;	the	blood	was	pouring	from	his	mouth,
and	he	was	sinking	slowly	lower,	with	a	terrible,	white	face;	and	just	as	I	looked,
some	 of	 those	 from	 behind	 caught	 hold	 of	 him	 by	 the	 heels	 and	 dragged	 him
bodily	out	of	the	round-house.	I	believe	he	died	as	they	were	doing	it.
"There's	one	of	your	Whigs	 for	ye!"	 cried	Alan;	 and	 then	 turning	 to	me,	he

asked	if	I	had	done	much	execution.
I	told	him	I	had	winged	one,	and	thought	it	was	the	captain.
"And	I've	settled	 two,"	says	he.	"No,	 there's	not	enough	blood	 let;	 they'll	be

back	again.	To	your	watch,	David.	This	was	but	a	dram	before	meat."
I	 settled	 back	 to	 my	 place,	 re-charging	 the	 three	 pistols	 I	 had	 fired,	 and

keeping	watch	with	both	eye	and	ear.
Our	enemies	were	disputing	not	far	off	upon	the	deck,	and	that	so	loudly	that	I

could	hear	a	word	or	two	above	the	washing	of	the	seas.
"It	was	Shuan	bauchled	it,"	I	heard	one	say.
And	another	answered	him	with	a	"Wheesht,	man!	He's	paid	the	piper."



After	that	the	voices	fell	again	into	the	same	muttering	as	before.	Only	now,
one	person	spoke	most	of	the	time,	as	though	laying	down	a	plan,	and	first	one
and	then	another	answered	him	briefly,	like	men	taking	orders.	By	this,	I	made
sure	they	were	coming	on	again,	and	told	Alan.
"It's	what	we	 have	 to	 pray	 for,"	 said	 he.	 "Unless	we	 can	 give	 them	 a	 good

distaste	of	us,	and	done	with	it,	there'll	be	nae	sleep	for	either	you	or	me.	But	this
time,	mind,	they'll	be	in	earnest."
By	 this,	my	 pistols	were	 ready,	 and	 there	was	 nothing	 to	 do	 but	 listen	 and

wait.	While	 the	brush	 lasted,	 I	 had	not	 the	 time	 to	 think	 if	 I	was	 frighted;	 but
now,	when	all	was	still	again,	my	mind	ran	upon	nothing	else.	The	thought	of	the
sharp	swords	and	the	cold	steel	was	strong	in	me;	and	presently,	when	I	began	to
hear	stealthy	steps	and	a	brushing	of	men's	clothes	against	the	round-house	wall,
and	knew	they	were	taking	their	places	in	the	dark,	I	could	have	found	it	in	my
mind	to	cry	out	aloud.
All	this	was	upon	Alan's	side;	and	I	had	begun	to	think	my	share	of	the	fight

was	at	an	end,	when	I	heard	some	one	drop	softly	on	the	roof	above	me.
Then	there	came	a	single	call	on	the	sea-pipe,	and	that	was	the	signal.	A	knot

of	them	made	one	rush	of	it,	cutlass	in	hand,	against	 the	door;	and	at	 the	same
moment,	 the	glass	of	 the	skylight	was	dashed	 in	a	 thousand	pieces,	and	a	man
leaped	through	and	landed	on	the	floor.	Before	he	got	his	feet,	I	had	clapped	a
pistol	 to	his	back,	and	might	have	shot	him,	too;	only	at	 the	touch	of	him	(and
him	alive)	my	whole	flesh	misgave	me,	and	I	could	no	more	pull	the	trigger	than
I	could	have	flown.
He	had	dropped	his	cutlass	as	he	jumped,	and	when	he	felt	the	pistol,	whipped

straight	 round	 and	 laid	 hold	 of	me,	 roaring	 out	 an	 oath;	 and	 at	 that	 either	my
courage	came	again,	or	I	grew	so	much	afraid	as	came	to	the	same	thing;	for	I
gave	a	shriek	and	shot	him	in	the	midst	of	the	body.	He	gave	the	most	horrible,
ugly	groan	and	 fell	 to	 the	 floor.	The	 foot	of	 a	 second	 fellow,	whose	 legs	were
dangling	through	the	skylight,	struck	me	at	the	same	time	upon	the	head;	and	at
that	 I	 snatched	 another	 pistol	 and	 shot	 this	 one	 through	 the	 thigh,	 so	 that	 he
slipped	through	and	tumbled	in	a	lump	on	his	companion's	body.	There	was	no
talk	of	missing,	any	more	than	there	was	time	to	aim;	I	clapped	the	muzzle	to	the
very	place	and	fired.
I	might	have	stood	and	stared	at	them	for	long,	but	I	heard	Alan	shout	as	if	for

help,	and	that	brought	me	to	my	senses.
He	had	kept	the	door	so	long;	but	one	of	the	seamen,	while	he	was	engaged

with	others,	had	run	in	under	his	guard	and	caught	him	about	the	body.	Alan	was
dirking	him	with	his	 left	 hand,	 but	 the	 fellow	clung	 like	 a	 leech.	Another	 had
broken	in	and	had	his	cutlass	raised.	The	door	was	thronged	with	their	faces.	I



thought	we	were	lost,	and	catching	up	my	cutlass,	fell	on	them	in	flank.
But	 I	 had	 not	 time	 to	 be	 of	 help.	 The	 wrestler	 dropped	 at	 last;	 and	 Alan,

leaping	back	 to	get	 his	 distance,	 ran	upon	 the	others	 like	 a	 bull,	 roaring	 as	 he
went.	They	broke	before	 him	 like	water,	 turning,	 and	 running,	 and	 falling	one
against	 another	 in	 their	 haste.	 The	 sword	 in	 his	 hands	 flashed	 like	 quicksilver
into	the	huddle	of	our	fleeing	enemies;	and	at	every	flash	there	came	the	scream
of	a	man	hurt.	I	was	still	thinking	we	were	lost,	when	lo!	they	were	all	gone,	and
Alan	was	driving	them	along	the	deck	as	a	sheep-dog	chases	sheep.
Yet	he	was	no	sooner	out	than	he	was	back	again,	being	as	cautious	as	he	was

brave;	and	meanwhile	the	seamen	continued	running	and	crying	out	as	if	he	was
still	 behind	 them;	 and	 we	 heard	 them	 tumble	 one	 upon	 another	 into	 the
forecastle,	and	clap-to	the	hatch	upon	the	top.
The	round-house	was	like	a	shambles;	three	were	dead	inside,	another	lay	in

his	death	agony	across	 the	 threshold;	and	there	were	Alan	and	I	victorious	and
unhurt.
He	 came	 up	 to	 me	 with	 open	 arms.	 "Come	 to	 my	 arms!"	 he	 cried,	 and

embraced	and	kissed	me	hard	upon	both	cheek.	"David,"	said	he,	"I	love	you	like
a	brother.	And	O,	man,"	he	cried	in	a	kind	of	ecstasy,	"am	I	no	a	bonny	fighter?"
Thereupon	he	turned	to	the	four	enemies,	passed	his	sword	clean	through	each

of	them,	and	tumbled	them	out	of	doors	one	after	the	other.	As	he	did	so,	he	kept
humming	and	singing	and	whistling	to	himself,	like	a	man	trying	to	recall	an	air;
only	what	HE	was	 trying	was	 to	make	one.	All	 the	while,	 the	flush	was	 in	his
face,	and	his	eyes	were	as	bright	as	a	five-year-old	child's	with	a	new	toy.	And
presently	he	sat	down	upon	the	table,	sword	in	hand;	the	air	that	he	was	making
all	 the	 time	began	 to	 run	a	 little	clearer,	 and	 then	clearer	 still;	 and	 then	out	he
burst	with	a	great	voice	into	a	Gaelic	song.
I	have	translated	it	here,	not	in	verse	(of	which	I	have	no	skill)	but	at	least	in

the	king's	English.
He	 sang	 it	 often	 afterwards,	 and	 the	 thing	 became	 popular;	 so	 that	 I	 have,

heard	it,	and	had	it	explained	to	me,	many's	the	time.
"This	is	the	song	of	the	sword	of	Alan;	The	smith	made	it,	The	fire	set	it;	Now

it	shines	in	the	hand	of	Alan	Breck.
"Their	eyes	were	many	and	bright,	Swift	were	they	to	behold,	Many	the	hands

they	guided:	The	sword	was	alone.
"The	dun	deer	troop	over	the	hill,	They	are	many,	the	hill	is	one;	The	dun	deer

vanish,	The	hill	remains.
"Come	to	me	from	the	hills	of	heather,	Come	from	the	isles	of	the	sea.	O	far-

beholding	eagles,	Here	is	your	meat."
Now	 this	 song	 which	 he	 made	 (both	 words	 and	 music)	 in	 the	 hour	 of	 our



victory,	is	something	less	than	just	to	me,	who	stood	beside	him	in	the	tussle.	Mr.
Shuan	and	 five	more	were	either	killed	outright	or	 thoroughly	disabled;	but	of
these,	two	fell	by	my	hand,	the	two	that	came	by	the	skylight.	Four	more	were
hurt,	and	of	that	number,	one	(and	he	not	the	least	important)	got	his	hurt	from
me.	So	that,	altogether,	I	did	my	fair	share	both	of	the	killing	and	the	wounding,
and	might	have	claimed	a	place	 in	Alan's	verses.	But	poets	have	to	 think	upon
their	rhymes;	and	in	good	prose	talk,	Alan	always	did	me	more	than	justice.
In	the	meanwhile,	I	was	innocent	of	any	wrong	being	done	me.	For	not	only	I

knew	no	word	of	the	Gaelic;	but	what	with	the	long	suspense	of	the	waiting,	and
the	scurry	and	strain	of	our	two	spirts	of	fighting,	and	more	than	all,	the	horror	I
had	of	some	of	my	own	share	in	it,	the	thing	was	no	sooner	over	than	I	was	glad
to	 stagger	 to	 a	 seat.	 There	was	 that	 tightness	 on	my	 chest	 that	 I	 could	 hardly
breathe;	the	thought	of	the	two	men	I	had	shot	sat	upon	me	like	a	nightmare;	and
all	upon	a	sudden,	and	before	I	had	a	guess	of	what	was	coming,	I	began	to	sob
and	cry	like	any	child.
Alan	clapped	my	shoulder,	and	said	I	was	a	brave	lad	and	wanted	nothing	but

a	sleep.
"I'll	 take	 the	 first	watch,"	 said	he.	 "Ye've	done	well	 by	me,	David,	 first	 and

last;	and	I	wouldn't	lose	you	for	all	Appin—no,	nor	for	Breadalbane."
So	I	made	up	my	bed	on	the	floor;	and	he	took	the	first	spell,	pistol	in	hand

and	sword	on	knee,	 three	hours	by	 the	captain's	watch	upon	 the	wall.	Then	he
roused	me	up,	and	I	took	my	turn	of	three	hours;	before	the	end	of	which	it	was
broad	day,	and	a	very	quiet	morning,	with	a	smooth,	rolling	sea	that	tossed	the
ship	and	made	 the	blood	 run	 to	and	 fro	on	 the	 round-house	 floor,	and	a	heavy
rain	that	drummed	upon	the	roof.	All	my	watch	there	was	nothing	stirring;	and
by	the	banging	of	the	helm,	I	knew	they	had	even	no	one	at	the	tiller.	Indeed	(as	I
learned	afterwards)	there	were	so	many	of	them	hurt	or	dead,	and	the	rest	in	so
ill	a	 temper,	 that	Mr.	Riach	and	the	captain	had	to	take	turn	and	turn	like	Alan
and	me,	or	the	brig	might	have	gone	ashore	and	nobody	the	wiser.	It	was	a	mercy
the	 night	 had	 fallen	 so	 still,	 for	 the	wind	 had	 gone	 down	 as	 soon	 as	 the	 rain
began.	Even	as	 it	was,	 I	 judged	by	 the	wailing	of	a	great	number	of	gulls	 that
went	crying	and	fishing	round	the	ship,	that	she	must	have	drifted	pretty	near	the
coast	or	one	of	the	islands	of	the	Hebrides;	and	at	last,	looking	out	of	the	door	of
the	 round-house,	 I	 saw	 the	 great	 stone	 hills	 of	 Skye	 on	 the	 right	 hand,	 and,	 a
little	more	astern,	the	strange	isle	of	Rum.



Chapter		11	
THE	CAPTAIN	KNUCKLES	UNDER
Alan	and	I	sat	down	to	breakfast	about	six	of	the	clock.	The	floor	was	covered
with	broken	glass	and	in	a	horrid	mess	of	blood,	which	took	away	my	hunger.	In
all	 other	 ways	 we	 were	 in	 a	 situation	 not	 only	 agreeable	 but	 merry;	 having
ousted	the	officers	from	their	own	cabin,	and	having	at	command	all	the	drink	in
the	 ship—both	wine	 and	 spirits—and	 all	 the	 dainty	 part	 of	what	was	 eatable,
such	as	the	pickles	and	the	fine	sort	of	bread.	This,	of	itself,	was	enough	to	set	us
in	good	humour,	but	the	richest	part	of	it	was	this,	that	the	two	thirstiest	men	that
ever	came	out	of	Scotland	(Mr.	Shuan	being	dead)	were	now	shut	in	the	fore-part
of	the	ship	and	condemned	to	what	they	hated	most—cold	water.
"And	depend	upon	 it,"	Alan	said,	 "we	shall	hear	more	of	 them	ere	 long.	Ye

may	keep	a	man	from	the	fighting,	but	never	from	his	bottle."
We	made	good	company	for	each	other.	Alan,	indeed,	expressed	himself	most

lovingly;	and	taking	a	knife	from	the	table,	cut	me	off	one	of	the	silver	buttons
from	his	coat.
"I	had	them,"	says	he,	"from	my	father,	Duncan	Stewart;	and	now	give	ye	one

of	 them	 to	be	a	keepsake	 for	 last	night's	work.	And	wherever	ye	go	and	show
that	button,	the	friends	of	Alan	Breck	will	come	around	you."
He	 said	 this	 as	 if	 he	 had	 been	 Charlemagne,	 and	 commanded	 armies;	 and

indeed,	much	as	I	admired	his	courage,	I	was	always	in	danger	of	smiling	at	his
vanity:	in	danger,	I	say,	for	had	I	not	kept	my	countenance,	I	would	be	afraid	to
think	what	a	quarrel	might	have	followed.
As	 soon	 as	 we	 were	 through	 with	 our	 meal	 he	 rummaged	 in	 the	 captain's

locker	till	he	found	a	clothes-brush;	and	then	taking	off	his	coat,	began	to	visit
his	 suit	 and	brush	away	 the	 stains,	with	 such	care	and	 labour	as	 I	 supposed	 to
have	been	only	usual	with	women.	To	be	sure,	he	had	no	other;	and,	besides	(as
he	said),	it	belonged	to	a	king	and	so	behoved	to	be	royally	looked	after.
For	all	that,	when	I	saw	what	care	he	took	to	pluck	out	the	threads	where	the

button	had	been	cut	away,	I	put	a	higher	value	on	his	gift.
He	was	 still	 so	 engaged	when	we	were	hailed	by	Mr.	Riach	 from	 the	deck,

asking	for	a	parley;	and	I,	climbing	through	the	skylight	and	sitting	on	the	edge
of	 it,	 pistol	 in	 hand	 and	with	 a	 bold	 front,	 though	 inwardly	 in	 fear	 of	 broken



glass,	hailed	him	back	again	and	bade	him	speak	out.	He	came	to	the	edge	of	the
round-house,	and	stood	on	a	coil	of	rope,	so	that	his	chin	was	on	a	level	with	the
roof;	and	we	looked	at	each	other	awhile	in	silence.	Mr.	Riach,	as	I	do	not	think
he	had	been	very	forward	in	the	battle,	so	he	had	got	off	with	nothing	worse	than
a	blow	upon	the	cheek:	but	he	looked	out	of	heart	and	very	weary,	having	been
all	night	afoot,	either	standing	watch	or	doctoring	the	wounded.
"This	is	a	bad	job,"	said	he	at	last,	shaking	his	head.
"It	was	none	of	our	choosing,"	said	I.
"The	 captain,"	 says	 he,	 "would	 like	 to	 speak	 with	 your	 friend.	 They	might

speak	at	the	window."
"And	how	do	we	know	what	treachery	he	means?"	cried	I.
"He	means	 none,	David,"	 returned	Mr.	Riach,	 "and	 if	 he	 did,	 I'll	 tell	 ye	 the

honest	truth,	we	couldnae	get	the	men	to	follow."
"Is	that	so?"	said	I.
"I'll	 tell	 ye	 more	 than	 that,"	 said	 he.	 "It's	 not	 only	 the	 men;	 it's	 me.	 I'm

frich'ened,	Davie."	And	he	smiled	across	at	me.	"No,"	he	continued,	"what	we
want	is	to	be	shut	of	him."
Thereupon	 I	 consulted	with	Alan,	 and	 the	 parley	was	 agreed	 to	 and	 parole

given	upon	either	side;	but	this	was	not	the	whole	of	Mr.	Riach's	business,	and
he	 now	 begged	me	 for	 a	 dram	with	 such	 instancy	 and	 such	 reminders	 of	 his
former	kindness,	that	at	last	I	handed	him	a	pannikin	with	about	a	gill	of	brandy.
He	 drank	 a	 part,	 and	 then	 carried	 the	 rest	 down	 upon	 the	 deck,	 to	 share	 it	 (I
suppose)	with	his	superior.
A	 little	 after,	 the	 captain	 came	 (as	was	 agreed)	 to	 one	 of	 the	windows,	 and

stood	there	in	the	rain,	with	his	arm	in	a	sling,	and	looking	stern	and	pale,	and	so
old	that	my	heart	smote	me	for	having	fired	upon	him.
Alan	at	once	held	a	pistol	in	his	face.
"Put	that	thing	up!"	said	the	captain.	"Have	I	not	passed	my	word,	sir?	or	do

ye	seek	to	affront	me?"
"Captain,"	says	Alan,	"I	doubt	your	word	is	a	breakable.	Last	night	ye	haggled

and	argle-bargled	 like	an	apple-wife;	and	 then	passed	me	your	word,	and	gave
me	your	hand	to	back	it;	and	ye	ken	very	well	what	was	the	upshot.	Be	damned
to	your	word!"	says	he.
"Well,	 well,	 sir,"	 said	 the	 captain,	 "ye'll	 get	 little	 good	 by	 swearing."	 (And

truly	 that	was	a	 fault	of	which	 the	captain	was	quite	 free.)	"But	we	have	other
things	 to	 speak,"	he	continued,	bitterly.	 "Ye've	made	a	 sore	hash	of	my	brig;	 I
haven't	 hands	 enough	 left	 to	work	 her;	 and	my	 first	 officer	 (whom	 I	 could	 ill
spare)	 has	 got	 your	 sword	 throughout	 his	 vitals,	 and	 passed	 without	 speech.
There	is	nothing	left	me,	sir,	but	to	put	back	into	the	port	of	Glasgow	after	hands;



and	there	(by	your	leave)	ye	will	find	them	that	are	better	able	to	talk	to	you."
"Ay?"	said	Alan;	"and	faith,	I'll	have	a	 talk	with	 them	mysel'!	Unless	 there's

naebody	speaks	English	in	that	town,	I	have	a	bonny	tale	for	them.	Fifteen	tarry
sailors	upon	the	one	side,	and	a	man	and	a	halfling	boy	upon	the	other!	O,	man,
it's	peetiful!"
Hoseason	flushed	red.
"No,"	 continued	Alan,	 "that'll	 no	 do.	Ye'll	 just	 have	 to	 set	me	 ashore	 as	we

agreed."
"Ay,"	said	Hoseason,	"but	my	first	officer	is	dead—ye	ken	best	how.	There's

none	of	the	rest	of	us	acquaint	with	this	coast,	sir;	and	it's	one	very	dangerous	to
ships."
"I	 give	 ye	 your	 choice,"	 says	 Alan.	 "Set	 me	 on	 dry	 ground	 in	 Appin,	 or

Ardgour,	or	in	Morven,	or	Arisaig,	or	Morar;	or,	in	brief,	where	ye	please,	within
thirty	miles	of	my	own	country;	except	in	a	country	of	the	Campbells.	That's	a
broad	 target.	 If	 ye	miss	 that,	 ye	must	 be	 as	 feckless	 at	 the	 sailoring	 as	 I	 have
found	ye	at	 the	 fighting.	Why,	my	poor	country	people	 in	 their	bit	cobles	pass
from	island	to	island	in	all	weathers,	ay,	and	by	night	too,	for	the	matter	of	that."
"A	coble's	not	a	ship,	sir,"	said	the	captain.	"It	has	nae	draught	of	water."
"Well,	then,	to	Glasgow	if	ye	list!"	says	Alan.	"We'll	have	the	laugh	of	ye	at

the	least."
"My	mind	runs	 little	upon	laughing,"	said	 the	captain.	"But	all	 this	will	cost

money,	sir."
"Well,	sir"	says	Alan,	"I	am	nae	weathercock.	Thirty	guineas,	if	ye	land	me	on

the	sea-side;	and	sixty,	if	ye	put	me	in	the	Linnhe	Loch."
"But	see,	sir,	where	we	lie,	we	are	but	a	few	hours'	sail	from	Ardnamurchan,"

said	Hoseason.	"Give	me	sixty,	and	I'll	set	ye	there."
"And	 I'm	 to	 wear	 my	 brogues	 and	 run	 jeopardy	 of	 the	 red-coats	 to	 please

you?"	cries	Alan.	"No,	sir;	if	ye	want	sixty	guineas	earn	them,	and	set	me	in	my
own	country."
"It's	to	risk	the	brig,	sir,"	said	the	captain,	"and	your	own	lives	along	with	her."
"Take	it	or	want	it,"	says	Alan.
"Could	ye	pilot	us	at	all?"	asked	the	captain,	who	was	frowning	to	himself.
"Well,	it's	doubtful,"	said	Alan.	"I'm	more	of	a	fighting	man	(as	ye	have	seen

for	yoursel')	than	a	sailor-man.	But	I	have	been	often	enough	picked	up	and	set
down	upon	this	coast,	and	should	ken	something	of	the	lie	of	it."
The	captain	shook	his	head,	still	frowning.
"If	I	had	lost	less	money	on	this	unchancy	cruise,"	says	he,	"I	would	see	you

in	a	rope's	end	before	I	risked	my	brig,	sir.	But	be	it	as	ye	will.	As	soon	as	I	get	a
slant	of	wind	(and	there's	some	coming,	or	I'm	the	more	mistaken)	I'll	put	it	 in



hand.	But	there's	one	thing	more.	We	may	meet	in	with	a	king's	ship	and	she	may
lay	us	aboard,	sir,	with	no	blame	of	mine:	they	keep	the	cruisers	thick	upon	this
coast,	ye	ken	who	for.	Now,	sir,	if	that	was	to	befall,	ye	might	leave	the	money."
"Captain,"	says	Alan,	"if	ye	see	a	pennant,	 it	shall	be	your	part	 to	run	away.

And	now,	as	I	hear	you're	a	little	short	of	brandy	in	the	fore-part,	I'll	offer	ye	a
change:	a	bottle	of	brandy	against	two	buckets	of	water."
That	was	the	last	clause	of	the	treaty,	and	was	duly	executed	on	both	sides;	so

that	 Alan	 and	 I	 could	 at	 last	 wash	 out	 the	 round-house	 and	 be	 quit	 of	 the
memorials	of	those	whom	we	had	slain,	and	the	captain	and	Mr.	Riach	could	be
happy	again	in	their	own	way,	the	name	of	which	was	drink.



Chapter		12	
I	HEAR	OF	THE	"RED	FOX"
Before	we	 had	 done	 cleaning	 out	 the	 round-house,	 a	 breeze	 sprang	 up	 from	 a
little	to	the	east	of	north.	This	blew	off	the	rain	and	brought	out	the	sun.
And	here	I	must	explain;	and	the	reader	would	do	well	to	look	at	a	map.	On

the	day	when	 the	 fog	 fell	 and	we	 ran	down	Alan's	boat,	we	had	been	 running
through	the	Little	Minch.	At	dawn	after	the	battle,	we	lay	becalmed	to	the	east	of
the	Isle	of	Canna	or	between	that	and	Isle	Eriska	in	the	chain	of	the	Long	Island.
Now	to	get	from	there	to	the	Linnhe	Loch,	 the	straight	course	was	through	the
narrows	 of	 the	Sound	 of	Mull.	But	 the	 captain	 had	 no	 chart;	 he	was	 afraid	 to
trust	his	brig	so	deep	among	the	islands;	and	the	wind	serving	well,	he	preferred
to	go	by	west	of	Tiree	and	come	up	under	the	southern	coast	of	the	great	Isle	of
Mull.
All	 day	 the	 breeze	 held	 in	 the	 same	 point,	 and	 rather	 freshened	 than	 died

down;	 and	 towards	 afternoon,	 a	 swell	 began	 to	 set	 in	 from	 round	 the	 outer
Hebrides.	Our	course,	to	go	round	about	the	inner	isles,	was	to	the	west	of	south,
so	that	at	first	we	had	this	swell	upon	our	beam,	and	were	much	rolled	about.	But
after	nightfall,	when	we	had	turned	the	end	of	Tiree	and	began	to	head	more	to
the	east,	the	sea	came	right	astern.
Meanwhile,	 the	 early	 part	 of	 the	 day,	 before	 the	 swell	 came	 up,	 was	 very

pleasant;	sailing,	as	we	were,	 in	a	bright	sunshine	and	with	many	mountainous
islands	 upon	 different	 sides.	Alan	 and	 I	 sat	 in	 the	 round-house	with	 the	 doors
open	on	each	side	(the	wind	being	straight	astern),	and	smoked	a	pipe	or	two	of
the	captain's	fine	tobacco.	It	was	at	this	time	we	heard	each	other's	stories,	which
was	 the	 more	 important	 to	 me,	 as	 I	 gained	 some	 knowledge	 of	 that	 wild
Highland	country	on	which	I	was	so	soon	to	land.	In	those	days,	so	close	on	the
back	of	the	great	rebellion,	it	was	needful	a	man	should	know	what	he	was	doing
when	he	went	upon	the	heather.
It	 was	 I	 that	 showed	 the	 example,	 telling	 him	 all	my	misfortune;	which	 he

heard	with	great	good-nature.	Only,	when	I	came	to	mention	that	good	friend	of
mine,	Mr.	Campbell	 the	minister,	Alan	 fired	up	and	cried	out	 that	he	hated	all
that	were	of	that	name.
"Why,"	said	I,	"he	is	a	man	you	should	be	proud	to	give	your	hand	to."



"I	know	nothing	I	would	help	a	Campbell	to,"	says	he,	"unless	it	was	a	leaden
bullet.	 I	 would	 hunt	 all	 of	 that	 name	 like	 blackcocks.	 If	 I	 lay	 dying,	 I	 would
crawl	upon	my	knees	to	my	chamber	window	for	a	shot	at	one."
"Why,	Alan,"	I	cried,	"what	ails	ye	at	the	Campbells?"
"Well,"	 says	 he,	 "ye	 ken	 very	 well	 that	 I	 am	 an	 Appin	 Stewart,	 and	 the

Campbells	have	long	harried	and	wasted	those	of	my	name;	ay,	and	got	lands	of
us	by	treachery—but	never	with	the	sword,"	he	cried	loudly,	and	with	the	word
brought	down	his	 fist	upon	 the	 table.	But	 I	paid	 the	 less	attention	 to	 this,	 for	 I
knew	it	was	usually	said	by	those	who	have	the	underhand.	"There's	more	than
that,"	he	continued,	"and	all	in	the	same	story:	lying	words,	lying	papers,	tricks
fit	for	a	peddler,	and	the	show	of	what's	legal	over	all,	to	make	a	man	the	more
angry."
"You	 that	 are	 so	 wasteful	 of	 your	 buttons,"	 said	 I,	 "I	 can	 hardly	 think	 you

would	be	a	good	judge	of	business."
"Ah!"	says	he,	falling	again	to	smiling,	"I	got	my	wastefulness	from	the	same

man	I	got	the	buttons	from;	and	that	was	my	poor	father,	Duncan	Stewart,	grace
be	to	him!	He	was	the	prettiest	man	of	his	kindred;	and	the	best	swordsman	in
the	Hielands,	David,	and	that	is	the	same	as	to	say,	in	all	the	world,	I	should	ken,
for	 it	 was	 him	 that	 taught	me.	He	was	 in	 the	 Black	Watch,	when	 first	 it	 was
mustered;	and,	like	other	gentlemen	privates,	had	a	gillie	at	his	back	to	carry	his
firelock	 for	 him	 on	 the	march.	Well,	 the	King,	 it	 appears,	 was	wishful	 to	 see
Hieland	swordsmanship;	and	my	father	and	three	more	were	chosen	out	and	sent
to	London	town,	 to	 let	him	see	 it	at	 the	best.	So	 they	were	had	 into	 the	palace
and	showed	 the	whole	art	of	 the	sword	for	 two	hours	at	a	stretch,	before	King
George	 and	 Queen	 Carline,	 and	 the	 Butcher	 Cumberland,	 and	 many	 more	 of
whom	I	havenae	mind.	And	when	they	were	through,	the	King	(for	all	he	was	a
rank	 usurper)	 spoke	 them	 fair	 and	 gave	 each	 man	 three	 guineas	 in	 his	 hand.
Now,	as	they	were	going	out	of	the	palace,	they	had	a	porter's	lodge	to	go,	by;
and	 it	 came	 in	 on	 my	 father,	 as	 he	 was	 perhaps	 the	 first	 private	 Hieland
gentleman	that	had	ever	gone	by	that	door,	it	was	right	he	should	give	the	poor
porter	a	proper	notion	of	their	quality.	So	he	gives	the	King's	three	guineas	into
the	 man's	 hand,	 as	 if	 it	 was	 his	 common	 custom;	 the	 three	 others	 that	 came
behind	him	did	 the	same;	and	 there	 they	were	on	 the	street,	never	a	penny	 the
better	 for	 their	pains.	Some	say	 it	was	one,	 that	was	 the	 first	 to	 fee	 the	King's
porter;	 and	 some	 say	 it	was	 another;	 but	 the	 truth	 of	 it	 is,	 that	 it	was	Duncan
Stewart,	as	I	am	willing	to	prove	with	either	sword	or	pistol.	And	that	was	the
father	that	I	had,	God	rest	him!"
"I	think	he	was	not	the	man	to	leave	you	rich,"	said	I.
"And	 that's	 true,"	 said	Alan.	 "He	 left	me	my	 breeks	 to	 cover	me,	 and	 little



besides.	And	 that	was	how	 I	 came	 to	 enlist,	which	was	 a	 black	 spot	 upon	my
character	at	the	best	of	times,	and	would	still	be	a	sore	job	for	me	if	I	fell	among
the	red-coats."
"What,"	cried	I,	"were	you	in	the	English	army?"
"That	was	I,"	said	Alan.	"But	I	deserted	to	the	right	side	at	Preston	Pans—and

that's	some	comfort."
I	 could	 scarcely	 share	 this	 view:	 holding	 desertion	 under	 arms	 for	 an

unpardonable	fault	 in	honour.	But	for	all	 I	was	so	young,	I	was	wiser	 than	say
my	thought.	"Dear,	dear,"	says	I,	"the	punishment	is	death."
"Ay"	said	he,	"if	 they	got	hands	on	me,	it	would	be	a	short	shrift	and	a	lang

tow	for	Alan!	But	I	have	the	King	of	France's	commission	in	my	pocket,	which
would	aye	be	some	protection."
"I	misdoubt	it	much,"	said	I.
"I	have	doubts	mysel',"	said	Alan	drily.
"And,	 good	 heaven,	man,"	 cried	 I,	 "you	 that	 are	 a	 condemned	 rebel,	 and	 a

deserter,	 and	 a	 man	 of	 the	 French	 King's—what	 tempts	 ye	 back	 into	 this
country?	It's	a	braving	of	Providence."
"Tut!"	says	Alan,	"I	have	been	back	every	year	since	forty-six!"
"And	what	brings	ye,	man?"	cried	I.
"Well,	ye	see,	I	weary	for	my	friends	and	country,"	said	he.	"France	is	a	braw

place,	nae	doubt;	but	I	weary	for	 the	heather	and	the	deer.	And	then	I	have	bit
things	that	I	attend	to.	Whiles	I	pick	up	a	few	lads	to	serve	the	King	of	France:
recruits,	ye	see;	and	that's	aye	a	 little	money.	But	 the	heart	of	 the	matter	 is	 the
business	of	my	chief,	Ardshiel."
"I	thought	they	called	your	chief	Appin,"	said	I.
"Ay,	but	Ardshiel	 is	 the	captain	of	 the	clan,"	said	he,	which	scarcely	cleared

my	mind.	"Ye	see,	David,	he	that	was	all	his	life	so	great	a	man,	and	come	of	the
blood	and	bearing	the	name	of	kings,	 is	now	brought	down	to	 live	 in	a	French
town	 like	 a	 poor	 and	 private	 person.	 He	 that	 had	 four	 hundred	 swords	 at	 his
whistle,	I	have	seen,	with	these	eyes	of	mine,	buying	butter	in	the	market-place,
and	taking	it	home	in	a	kale-leaf.	This	is	not	only	a	pain	but	a	disgrace	to	us	of
his	 family	 and	 clan.	 There	 are	 the	 bairns	 forby,	 the	 children	 and	 the	 hope	 of
Appin,	 that	must	 be	 learned	 their	 letters	 and	 how	 to	 hold	 a	 sword,	 in	 that	 far
country.	Now,	the	tenants	of	Appin	have	to	pay	a	rent	to	King	George;	but	their
hearts	are	staunch,	 they	are	 true	 to	 their	chief;	and	what	with	 love	and	a	bit	of
pressure,	and	maybe	a	 threat	or	 two,	 the	poor	 folk	scrape	up	a	second	 rent	 for
Ardshiel.	Well,	David,	I'm	the	hand	that	carries	it."	And	he	struck	the	belt	about
his	body,	so	that	the	guineas	rang.
"Do	they	pay	both?"	cried	I.



"Ay,	David,	both,"	says	he.
"What!	two	rents?"	I	repeated.
"Ay,	David,"	said	he.	"I	told	a	different	tale	to	yon	captain	man;	but	this	is	the

truth	of	it.	And	it's	wonderful	to	me	how	little	pressure	is	needed.	But	that's	the
handiwork	 of	 my	 good	 kinsman	 and	 my	 father's	 friend,	 James	 of	 the	 Glens:
James	Stewart,	 that	 is:	Ardshiel's	 half-brother.	He	 it	 is	 that	 gets	 the	money	 in,
and	does	the	management."
This	 was	 the	 first	 time	 I	 heard	 the	 name	 of	 that	 James	 Stewart,	 who	 was

afterwards	 so	 famous	 at	 the	 time	 of	 his	 hanging.	 But	 I	 took	 little	 heed	 at	 the
moment,	 for	 all	 my	 mind	 was	 occupied	 with	 the	 generosity	 of	 these	 poor
Highlanders.
"I	call	it	noble,"	I	cried.	"I'm	a	Whig,	or	little	better;	but	I	call	it	noble."
"Ay"	 said	 he,	 "ye're	 a	Whig,	 but	 ye're	 a	 gentleman;	 and	 that's	what	 does	 it.

Now,	if	ye	were	one	of	the	cursed	race	of	Campbell,	ye	would	gnash	your	teeth
to	hear	 tell	 of	 it.	 If	ye	were	 the	Red	Fox…	"	And	at	 that	name,	his	 teeth	 shut
together,	 and	 he	 ceased	 speaking.	 I	 have	 seen	many	 a	 grim	 face,	 but	 never	 a
grimmer	than	Alan's	when	he	had	named	the	Red	Fox.
"And	who	is	the	Red	Fox?"	I	asked,	daunted,	but	still	curious.
"Who	 is	he?"	 cried	Alan.	 "Well,	 and	 I'll	 tell	 you	 that.	When	 the	men	of	 the

clans	were	broken	at	Culloden,	and	 the	good	cause	went	down,	and	 the	horses
rode	over	the	fetlocks	in	the	best	blood	of	the	north,	Ardshiel	had	to	flee	like	a
poor	deer	upon	the	mountains—he	and	his	lady	and	his	bairns.	A	sair	job	we	had
of	it	before	we	got	him	shipped;	and	while	he	still	lay	in	the	heather,	the	English
rogues,	that	couldnae	come	at	his	life,	were	striking	at	his	rights.	They	stripped
him	 of	 his	 powers;	 they	 stripped	 him	 of	 his	 lands;	 they	 plucked	 the	weapons
from	the	hands	of	his	clansmen,	that	had	borne	arms	for	thirty	centuries;	ay,	and
the	very	clothes	off	their	backs—so	that	it's	now	a	sin	to	wear	a	tartan	plaid,	and
a	man	may	be	cast	into	a	gaol	if	he	has	but	a	kilt	about	his	legs.	One	thing	they
couldnae	kill.	That	was	the	love	the	clansmen	bore	their	chief.	These	guineas	are
the	proof	of	it.	And	now,	in	there	steps	a	man,	a	Campbell,	red-headed	Colin	of
Glenure——"
"Is	that	him	you	call	the	Red	Fox?"	said	I.
"Will	ye	bring	me	his	brush?"	cries	Alan,	fiercely.	"Ay,	that's	 the	man.	In	he

steps,	 and	 gets	 papers	 from	King	George,	 to	 be	 so-called	King's	 factor	 on	 the
lands	 of	 Appin.	 And	 at	 first	 he	 sings	 small,	 and	 is	 hail-fellow-well-met	 with
Sheamus—that's	 James	of	 the	Glens,	my	 chieftain's	 agent.	But	 by-and-by,	 that
came	to	his	ears	that	I	have	just	told	you;	how	the	poor	commons	of	Appin,	the
farmers	and	the	crofters	and	the	boumen,	were	wringing	their	very	plaids	to	get	a
second	rent,	and	send	it	over-seas	for	Ardshiel	and	his	poor	bairns.	What	was	it



ye	called	it,	when	I	told	ye?"
"I	called	it	noble,	Alan,"	said	I.
"And	you	little	better	than	a	common	Whig!"	cries	Alan.	"But	when	it	came	to

Colin	Roy,	the	black	Campbell	blood	in	him	ran	wild.	He	sat	gnashing	his	teeth
at	the	wine	table.	What!	should	a	Stewart	get	a	bite	of	bread,	and	him	not	be	able
to	prevent	it?	Ah!	Red	Fox,	if	ever	I	hold	you	at	a	gun's	end,	the	Lord	have	pity
upon	ye!"	(Alan	stopped	to	swallow	down	his	anger.)	"Well,	David,	what	does	he
do?	He	declares	all	the	farms	to	let.	And,	thinks	he,	in	his	black	heart,	'I'll	soon
get	other	tenants	that'll	overbid	these	Stewarts,	and	Maccolls,	and	Macrobs'	(for
these	are	all	names	in	my	clan,	David);	'and	then,'	thinks	he,	'Ardshiel	will	have
to	hold	his	bonnet	on	a	French	roadside.'"
"Well,"	said	I,	"what	followed?"
Alan	laid	down	his	pipe,	which	he	had	long	since	suffered	to	go	out,	and	set

his	two	hands	upon	his	knees.
"Ay,"	said	he,	"ye'll	never	guess	that!	For	these	same	Stewarts,	and	Maccolls,

and	Macrobs	(that	had	two	rents	to	pay,	one	to	King	George	by	stark	force,	and
one	 to	 Ardshiel	 by	 natural	 kindness)	 offered	 him	 a	 better	 price	 than	 any
Campbell	 in	all	broad	Scotland;	and	far	he	sent	seeking	 them—as	far	as	 to	 the
sides	of	Clyde	and	the	cross	of	Edinburgh—seeking,	and	fleeching,	and	begging
them	to	come,	where	there	was	a	Stewart	to	be	starved	and	a	red-headed	hound
of	a	Campbell	to	be	pleasured!"
"Well,	Alan,"	said	I,	"that	is	a	strange	story,	and	a	fine	one,	too.	And	Whig	as	I

may	be,	I	am	glad	the	man	was	beaten."
"Him	beaten?"	echoed	Alan.	 "It's	 little	ye	ken	of	Campbells,	and	 less	of	 the

Red	Fox.	Him	beaten?	No:	nor	will	be,	till	his	blood's	on	the	hillside!	But	if	the
day	comes,	David	man,	that	I	can	find	time	and	leisure	for	a	bit	of	hunting,	there
grows	not	enough	heather	in	all	Scotland	to	hide	him	from	my	vengeance!"
"Man	Alan,"	said	I,	"ye	are	neither	very	wise	nor	very	Christian	to	blow	off	so

many	 words	 of	 anger.	 They	 will	 do	 the	 man	 ye	 call	 the	 Fox	 no	 harm,	 and
yourself	no	good.	Tell	me	your	tale	plainly	out.	What	did	he	next?"
"And	that's	a	good	observe,	David,"	said	Alan.	"Troth	and	indeed,	they	will	do

him	no	harm;	the	more's	the	pity!	And	barring	that	about	Christianity	(of	which
my	opinion	is	quite	otherwise,	or	I	would	be	nae	Christian),	I	am	much	of	your
mind."
"Opinion	 here	 or	 opinion	 there,"	 said	 I,	 "it's	 a	 kent	 thing	 that	 Christianity

forbids	revenge."
"Ay"	 said	 he,	 "it's	 well	 seen	 it	 was	 a	 Campbell	 taught	 ye!	 It	 would	 be	 a

convenient	world	for	 them	and	 their	sort,	 if	 there	was	no	such	a	 thing	as	a	 lad
and	a	gun	behind	a	heather	bush!	But	that's	nothing	to	the	point.	This	is	what	he



did."
"Ay"	said	I,	"come	to	that."
"Well,	David,"	said	he,	"since	he	couldnae	be	rid	of	the	loyal	commons	by	fair

means,	he	swore	he	would	be	rid	of	 them	by	foul.	Ardshiel	was	 to	starve:	 that
was	the	thing	he	aimed	at.	And	since	them	that	fed	him	in	his	exile	wouldnae	be
bought	 out—right	 or	 wrong,	 he	 would	 drive	 them	 out.	 Therefore	 he	 sent	 for
lawyers,	and	papers,	and	red-coats	 to	stand	at	his	back.	And	the	kindly	folk	of
that	country	must	all	pack	and	tramp,	every	father's	son	out	of	his	father's	house,
and	 out	 of	 the	 place	 where	 he	 was	 bred	 and	 fed,	 and	 played	 when	 he	 was	 a
callant.	And	who	are	 to	succeed	 them?	Bare-leggit	beggars!	King	George	 is	 to
whistle	 for	his	 rents;	he	maun	dow	with	 less;	he	can	spread	his	butter	 thinner:
what	cares	Red	Colin?	If	he	can	hurt	Ardshiel,	he	has	his	wish;	if	he	can	pluck
the	meat	from	my	chieftain's	table,	and	the	bit	toys	out	of	his	children's	hands,	he
will	gang	hame	singing	to	Glenure!"
"Let	 me	 have	 a	 word,"	 said	 I.	 "Be	 sure,	 if	 they	 take	 less	 rents,	 be	 sure

Government	has	a	finger	in	the	pie.	It's	not	 this	Campbell's	fault,	man—it's	his
orders.	And	 if	ye	killed	 this	Colin	 to-morrow,	what	better	would	ye	be?	There
would	be	another	factor	in	his	shoes,	as	fast	as	spur	can	drive."
"Ye're	a	good	lad	in	a	fight,"	said	Alan;	"but,	man!	ye	have	Whig	blood	in	ye!"
He	spoke	kindly	enough,	but	there	was	so	much	anger	under	his	contempt	that

I	 thought	 it	was	wise	 to	change	 the	conversation.	 I	expressed	my	wonder	how,
with	the	Highlands	covered	with	troops,	and	guarded	like	a	city	in	a	siege,	a	man
in	his	situation	could	come	and	go	without	arrest.
"It's	easier	than	ye	would	think,"	said	Alan.	"A	bare	hillside	(ye	see)	is	like	all

one	 road;	 if	 there's	 a	 sentry	 at	 one	 place,	 ye	 just	 go	 by	 another.	And	 then	 the
heather's	 a	 great	 help.	 And	 everywhere	 there	 are	 friends'	 houses	 and	 friends'
byres	 and	 haystacks.	 And	 besides,	 when	 folk	 talk	 of	 a	 country	 covered	 with
troops,	it's	but	a	kind	of	a	byword	at	the	best.	A	soldier	covers	nae	mair	of	it	than
his	boot-soles.	I	have	fished	a	water	with	a	sentry	on	the	other	side	of	the	brae,
and	killed	a	fine	trout;	and	I	have	sat	in	a	heather	bush	within	six	feet	of	another,
and	 learned	 a	 real	 bonny	 tune	 from	 his	 whistling.	 This	 was	 it,"	 said	 he,	 and
whistled	me	the	air.
"And	then,	besides,"	he	continued,	"it's	no	sae	bad	now	as	it	was	in	forty-six.

The	Hielands	are	what	 they	call	pacified.	Small	wonder,	with	never	a	gun	or	a
sword	left	from	Cantyre	to	Cape	Wrath,	but	what	tenty	folk	have	hidden	in	their
thatch!	 But	 what	 I	 would	 like	 to	 ken,	 David,	 is	 just	 how	 long?	 Not	 long,	 ye
would	 think,	with	men	 like	Ardshiel	 in	exile	and	men	 like	 the	Red	Fox	sitting
birling	the	wine	and	oppressing	the	poor	at	home.	But	it's	a	kittle	thing	to	decide
what	folk'll	bear,	and	what	they	will	not.	Or	why	would	Red	Colin	be	riding	his



horse	all	over	my	poor	country	of	Appin,	and	never	a	pretty	lad	to	put	a	bullet	in
him?"
And	with	 this	Alan	 fell	 into	 a	muse,	 and	 for	 a	 long	 time	 sate	 very	 sad	 and

silent.
I	will	add	the	rest	of	what	I	have	to	say	about	my	friend,	that	he	was	skilled	in

all	kinds	of	music,	but	principally	pipe-music;	was	a	well-considered	poet	in	his
own	 tongue;	 had	 read	 several	 books	 both	 in	 French	 and	 English;	 was	 a	 dead
shot,	a	good	angler,	and	an	excellent	fencer	with	the	small	sword	as	well	as	with
his	own	particular	weapon.	For	his	faults,	they	were	on	his	face,	and	I	now	knew
them	all.	But	 the	worst	of	 them,	his	childish	propensity	 to	 take	offence	and	 to
pick	quarrels,	he	greatly	laid	aside	in	my	case,	out	of	regard	for	the	battle	of	the
round-house.	But	whether	 it	was	because	I	had	done	well	myself,	or	because	I
had	been	a	witness	of	his	own	much	greater	prowess,	is	more	than	I	can	tell.	For
though	he	had	a	great	taste	for	courage	in	other	men,	yet	he	admired	it	most	in
Alan	Breck.



Chapter		13	
THE	LOSS	OF	THE	BRIG
It	was	already	late	at	night,	and	as	dark	as	it	ever	would	be	at	that	season	of	the
year	 (and	 that	 is	 to	 say,	 it	was	 still	 pretty	 bright),	when	Hoseason	 clapped	his
head	into	the	round-house	door.
"Here,"	said	he,	"come	out	and	see	if	ye	can	pilot."
"Is	this	one	of	your	tricks?"	asked	Alan.
"Do	I	look	like	tricks?"	cries	the	captain.	"I	have	other	things	to	think	of—my

brig's	in	danger!"
By	the	concerned	look	of	his	face,	and,	above	all,	by	the	sharp	tones	in	which

he	spoke	of	his	brig,	it	was	plain	to	both	of	us	he	was	in	deadly	earnest;	and	so
Alan	and	I,	with	no	great	fear	of	treachery,	stepped	on	deck.
The	sky	was	clear;	it	blew	hard,	and	was	bitter	cold;	a	great	deal	of	daylight

lingered;	 and	 the	 moon,	 which	 was	 nearly	 full,	 shone	 brightly.	 The	 brig	 was
close	hauled,	so	as	to	round	the	southwest	corner	of	the	Island	of	Mull,	the	hills
of	which	(and	Ben	More	above	them	all,	with	a	wisp	of	mist	upon	the	top	of	it)
lay	full	upon	the	lar-board	bow.	Though	it	was	no	good	point	of	sailing	for	the
Covenant,	 she	 tore	 through	 the	 seas	at	 a	great	 rate,	pitching	and	straining,	and
pursued	by	the	westerly	swell.
Altogether	 it	was	 no	 such	 ill	 night	 to	 keep	 the	 seas	 in;	 and	 I	 had	 begun	 to

wonder	what	 it	was	 that	 sat	 so	 heavily	 upon	 the	 captain,	when	 the	 brig	 rising
suddenly	on	the	top	of	a	high	swell,	he	pointed	and	cried	to	us	to	look.	Away	on
the	lee	bow,	a	thing	like	a	fountain	rose	out	of	the	moonlit	sea,	and	immediately
after	we	heard	a	low	sound	of	roaring.
"What	do	ye	call	that?"	asked	the	captain,	gloomily.
"The	 sea	 breaking	on	 a	 reef,"	 said	Alan.	 "And	now	ye	ken	where	 it	 is;	 and

what	better	would	ye	have?"
"Ay,"	said	Hoseason,	"if	it	was	the	only	one."
And	sure	enough,	just	as	he	spoke	there	came	a	second	fountain	farther	to	the

south.
"There!"	said	Hoseason.	"Ye	see	for	yourself.	If	I	had	kent	of	these	reefs,	if	I

had	had	a	chart,	or	if	Shuan	had	been	spared,	it's	not	sixty	guineas,	no,	nor	six
hundred,	would	have	made	me	risk	my	brig	in	sic	a	stoneyard!	But	you,	sir,	that



was	to	pilot	us,	have	ye	never	a	word?"
"I'm	thinking,"	said	Alan,	"these'll	be	what	they	call	the	Torran	Rocks."
"Are	there	many	of	them?"	says	the	captain.
"Truly,	sir,	I	am	nae	pilot,"	said	Alan;	"but	it	sticks	in	my	mind	there	are	ten

miles	of	them."
Mr.	Riach	and	the	captain	looked	at	each	other.
"There's	a	way	through	them,	I	suppose?"	said	the	captain.
"Doubtless,"	 said	Alan,	 "but	where?	But	 it	 somehow	 runs	 in	my	mind	once

more	that	it	is	clearer	under	the	land."
"So?"	said	Hoseason.	"We'll	have	to	haul	our	wind	then,	Mr.	Riach;	we'll	have

to	come	as	near	in	about	the	end	of	Mull	as	we	can	take	her,	sir;	and	even	then
we'll	have	the	land	to	kep	the	wind	off	us,	and	that	stoneyard	on	our	lee.	Well,
we're	in	for	it	now,	and	may	as	well	crack	on."
With	 that	 he	 gave	 an	 order	 to	 the	 steersman,	 and	 sent	Riach	 to	 the	 foretop.

There	were	 only	 five	men	 on	 deck,	 counting	 the	 officers;	 these	 being	 all	 that
were	fit	(or,	at	least,	both	fit	and	willing)	for	their	work.	So,	as	I	say,	it	fell	to	Mr.
Riach	to	go	aloft,	and	he	sat	there	looking	out	and	hailing	the	deck	with	news	of
all	he	saw.
"The	sea	to	the	south	is	thick,"	he	cried;	and	then,	after	a	while,	"it	does	seem

clearer	in	by	the	land."
"Well,	 sir,"	 said	 Hoseason	 to	 Alan,	 "we'll	 try	 your	 way	 of	 it.	 But	 I	 think	 I

might	as	well	trust	to	a	blind	fiddler.	Pray	God	you're	right."
"Pray	God	I	am!"	says	Alan	to	me.	"But	where	did	I	hear	it?	Well,	well,	it	will

be	as	it	must."
As	we	got	nearer	to	the	turn	of	the	land	the	reefs	began	to	be	sown	here	and

there	on	our	very	path;	and	Mr.	Riach	sometimes	cried	down	to	us	to	change	the
course.	Sometimes,	indeed,	none	too	soon;	for	one	reef	was	so	close	on	the	brig's
weather	board	that	when	a	sea	burst	upon	it	the	lighter	sprays	fell	upon	her	deck
and	wetted	us	like	rain.
The	brightness	of	the	night	showed	us	these	perils	as	clearly	as	by	day,	which

was,	perhaps,	the	more	alarming.	It	showed	me,	too,	the	face	of	the	captain	as	he
stood	 by	 the	 steersman,	 now	 on	 one	 foot,	 now	 on	 the	 other,	 and	 sometimes
blowing	 in	 his	 hands,	 but	 still	 listening	 and	 looking	 and	 as	 steady	 as	 steel.
Neither	he	nor	Mr.	Riach	had	shown	well	 in	 the	 fighting;	but	 I	 saw	 they	were
brave	 in	 their	own	trade,	and	admired	 them	all	 the	more	because	I	 found	Alan
very	white.
"Ochone,	David,"	says	he,	"this	is	no	the	kind	of	death	I	fancy!"
"What,	Alan!"	I	cried,	"you're	not	afraid?"
"No,"	said	he,	wetting	his	lips,	"but	you'll	allow,	yourself,	it's	a	cold	ending."



By	this	time,	now	and	then	sheering	to	one	side	or	the	other	to	avoid	a	reef,
but	 still	 hugging	 the	wind	 and	 the	 land,	we	 had	 got	 round	 Iona	 and	 begun	 to
come	alongside	Mull.	The	tide	at	the	tail	of	the	land	ran	very	strong,	and	threw
the	brig	 about.	Two	hands	were	put	 to	 the	helm,	 and	Hoseason	himself	would
sometimes	 lend	a	help;	 and	 it	was	 strange	 to	 see	 three	 strong	men	 throw	 their
weight	upon	the	tiller,	and	it	(like	a	living	thing)	struggle	against	and	drive	them
back.	This	would	have	been	 the	greater	 danger	had	not	 the	 sea	been	 for	 some
while	free	of	obstacles.	Mr.	Riach,	besides,	announced	from	the	top	that	he	saw
clear	water	ahead.
"Ye	were	right,"	said	Hoseason	to	Alan.	"Ye	have	saved	the	brig,	sir.	I'll	mind

that	when	we	come	to	clear	accounts."	And	I	believe	he	not	only	meant	what	he
said,	 but	 would	 have	 done	 it;	 so	 high	 a	 place	 did	 the	 Covenant	 hold	 in	 his
affections.
But	 this	 is	matter	only	 for	conjecture,	 things	having	gone	otherwise	 than	he

forecast.
"Keep	her	away	a	point,"	sings	out	Mr.	Riach.	"Reef	to	windward!"
And	just	at	the	same	time	the	tide	caught	the	brig,	and	threw	the	wind	out	of

her	sails.	She	came	round	into	the	wind	like	a	top,	and	the	next	moment	struck
the	reef	with	such	a	dunch	as	threw	us	all	flat	upon	the	deck,	and	came	near	to
shake	Mr.	Riach	from	his	place	upon	the	mast.
I	was	on	my	feet	in	a	minute.	The	reef	on	which	we	had	struck	was	close	in

under	the	southwest	end	of	Mull,	off	a	little	isle	they	call	Earraid,	which	lay	low
and	 black	 upon	 the	 larboard.	 Sometimes	 the	 swell	 broke	 clean	 over	 us;
sometimes	it	only	ground	the	poor	brig	upon	the	reef,	so	that	we	could	hear	her
beat	herself	to	pieces;	and	what	with	the	great	noise	of	the	sails,	and	the	singing
of	 the	 wind,	 and	 the	 flying	 of	 the	 spray	 in	 the	 moonlight,	 and	 the	 sense	 of
danger,	 I	 think	 my	 head	 must	 have	 been	 partly	 turned,	 for	 I	 could	 scarcely
understand	the	things	I	saw.
Presently	I	observed	Mr.	Riach	and	the	seamen	busy	round	the	skiff,	and,	still

in	the	same	blank,	ran	over	to	assist	them;	and	as	soon	as	I	set	my	hand	to	work,
my	mind	came	clear	again.	It	was	no	very	easy	task,	for	the	skiff	lay	amidships
and	was	full	of	hamper,	and	the	breaking	of	the	heavier	seas	continually	forced
us	to	give	over	and	hold	on;	but	we	all	wrought	like	horses	while	we	could.
Meanwhile	such	of	 the	wounded	as	could	move	came	clambering	out	of	 the

fore-scuttle	 and	 began	 to	 help;	 while	 the	 rest	 that	 lay	 helpless	 in	 their	 bunks
harrowed	me	with	screaming	and	begging	to	be	saved.
The	captain	took	no	part.	It	seemed	he	was	struck	stupid.	He	stood	holding	by

the	 shrouds,	 talking	 to	 himself	 and	 groaning	 out	 aloud	 whenever	 the	 ship
hammered	on	the	rock.	His	brig	was	like	wife	and	child	to	him;	he	had	looked



on,	day	by	day,	 at	 the	mishandling	of	poor	Ransome;	but	when	 it	 came	 to	 the
brig,	he	seemed	to	suffer	along	with	her.
All	the	time	of	our	working	at	the	boat,	I	remember	only	one	other	thing:	that

I	asked	Alan,	looking	across	at	the	shore,	what	country	it	was;	and	he	answered,
it	was	the	worst	possible	for	him,	for	it	was	a	land	of	the	Campbells.
We	had	one	of	the	wounded	men	told	off	to	keep	a	watch	upon	the	seas	and

cry	us	warning.	Well,	we	had	the	boat	about	ready	to	be	launched,	when	this	man
sang	out	pretty	shrill:	"For	God's	sake,	hold	on!"	We	knew	by	his	tone	that	it	was
something	more	 than	ordinary;	 and	 sure	 enough,	 there	 followed	a	 sea	 so	huge
that	it	lifted	the	brig	right	up	and	canted	her	over	on	her	beam.	Whether	the	cry
came	too	late,	or	my	hold	was	too	weak,	I	know	not;	but	at	the	sudden	tilting	of
the	ship	I	was	cast	clean	over	the	bulwarks	into	the	sea.
I	 went	 down,	 and	 drank	my	 fill,	 and	 then	 came	 up,	 and	 got	 a	 blink	 of	 the

moon,	and	then	down	again.	They	say	a	man	sinks	a	third	time	for	good.	I	cannot
be	made	 like	 other	 folk,	 then;	 for	 I	would	 not	 like	 to	write	 how	 often	 I	went
down,	or	how	often	I	came	up	again.	All	the	while,	I	was	being	hurled	along,	and
beaten	 upon	 and	 choked,	 and	 then	 swallowed	 whole;	 and	 the	 thing	 was	 so
distracting	to	my	wits,	that	I	was	neither	sorry	nor	afraid.
Presently,	 I	 found	I	was	holding	 to	a	spar,	which	helped	me	somewhat.	And

then	all	of	a	sudden	I	was	in	quiet	water,	and	began	to	come	to	myself.
It	was	the	spare	yard	I	had	got	hold	of,	and	I	was	amazed	to	see	how	far	I	had

travelled	from	the	brig.	I	hailed	her,	indeed;	but	it	was	plain	she	was	already	out
of	cry.	She	was	still	holding	together;	but	whether	or	not	they	had	yet	launched
the	boat,	I	was	too	far	off	and	too	low	down	to	see.
While	I	was	hailing	the	brig,	I	spied	a	tract	of	water	lying	between	us	where

no	 great	 waves	 came,	 but	 which	 yet	 boiled	 white	 all	 over	 and	 bristled	 in	 the
moon	with	rings	and	bubbles.	Sometimes	the	whole	tract	swung	to	one	side,	like
the	 tail	 of	 a	 live	 serpent;	 sometimes,	 for	 a	glimpse,	 it	would	all	 disappear	 and
then	boil	up	again.	What	it	was	I	had	no	guess,	which	for	the	time	increased	my
fear	of	 it;	but	 I	now	know	 it	must	have	been	 the	 roost	or	 tide	 race,	which	had
carried	me	away	so	fast	and	tumbled	me	about	so	cruelly,	and	at	last,	as	if	tired
of	that	play,	had	flung	out	me	and	the	spare	yard	upon	its	landward	margin.
I	now	lay	quite	becalmed,	and	began	to	feel	that	a	man	can	die	of	cold	as	well

as	of	drowning.	The	shores	of	Earraid	were	close	in;	I	could	see	in	the	moonlight
the	dots	of	heather	and	the	sparkling	of	the	mica	in	the	rocks.
"Well,"	thought	I	to	myself,	"if	I	cannot	get	as	far	as	that,	it's	strange!"
I	had	no	skill	of	swimming,	Essen	Water	being	small	 in	our	neighbourhood;

but	when	I	laid	hold	upon	the	yard	with	both	arms,	and	kicked	out	with	both	feet,
I	soon	begun	to	find	that	I	was	moving.	Hard	work	it	was,	and	mortally	slow;	but



in	about	an	hour	of	kicking	and	splashing,	I	had	got	well	in	between	the	points	of
a	sandy	bay	surrounded	by	low	hills.
The	sea	was	here	quite	quiet;	there	was	no	sound	of	any	surf;	the	moon	shone

clear;	and	I	thought	in	my	heart	I	had	never	seen	a	place	so	desert	and	desolate.
But	 it	was	dry	 land;	and	when	at	 last	 it	grew	so	shallow	that	 I	could	 leave	 the
yard	 and	wade	 ashore	upon	my	 feet,	 I	 cannot	 tell	 if	 I	was	more	 tired	or	more
grateful.	Both,	at	least,	I	was:	tired	as	I	never	was	before	that	night;	and	grateful
to	God	as	I	trust	I	have	been	often,	though	never	with	more	cause.



Chapter		14	
THE	ISLET
With	my	stepping	ashore	I	began	the	most	unhappy	part	of	my	adventures.	It	was
half-past	twelve	in	the	morning,	and	though	the	wind	was	broken	by	the	land,	it
was	a	cold	night.	I	dared	not	sit	down	(for	I	thought	I	should	have	frozen),	but
took	off	my	shoes	and	walked	to	and	fro	upon	the	sand,	bare-foot,	and	beating
my	breast	with	 infinite	weariness.	There	was	no	 sound	of	man	or	 cattle;	not	 a
cock	crew,	though	it	was	about	the	hour	of	their	first	waking;	only	the	surf	broke
outside	 in	 the	 distance,	 which	 put	 me	 in	 mind	 of	 my	 perils	 and	 those	 of	 my
friend.	To	walk	by	the	sea	at	that	hour	of	the	morning,	and	in	a	place	so	desert-
like	and	lonesome,	struck	me	with	a	kind	of	fear.
As	soon	as	the	day	began	to	break	I	put	on	my	shoes	and	climbed	a	hill—the

ruggedest	 scramble	 I	 ever	 undertook—falling,	 the	 whole	 way,	 between	 big
blocks	of	granite,	or	leaping	from	one	to	another.	When	I	got	to	the	top	the	dawn
was	come.	There	was	no	sign	of	the	brig,	which	must	have	lifted	from	the	reef
and	sunk.	The	boat,	 too,	was	nowhere	 to	be	seen.	There	was	never	a	sail	upon
the	ocean;	and	in	what	I	could	see	of	the	land	was	neither	house	nor	man.
I	 was	 afraid	 to	 think	 what	 had	 befallen	 my	 shipmates,	 and	 afraid	 to	 look

longer	at	 so	empty	a	 scene.	What	with	my	wet	clothes	and	weariness,	 and	my
belly	 that	now	began	 to	ache	with	hunger,	 I	had	enough	 to	 trouble	me	without
that.	So	I	set	off	eastward	along	the	south	coast,	hoping	to	find	a	house	where	I
might	warm	myself,	and	perhaps	get	news	of	those	I	had	lost.	And	at	the	worst,	I
considered	the	sun	would	soon	rise	and	dry	my	clothes.
After	a	little,	my	way	was	stopped	by	a	creek	or	inlet	of	the	sea,	which	seemed

to	 run	 pretty	 deep	 into	 the	 land;	 and	 as	 I	 had	 no	means	 to	 get	 across,	 I	must
needs	change	my	direction	to	go	about	the	end	of	it.	It	was	still	the	roughest	kind
of	walking;	indeed	the	whole,	not	only	of	Earraid,	but	of	the	neighbouring	part
of	Mull	(which	they	call	the	Ross)	is	nothing	but	a	jumble	of	granite	rocks	with
heather	in	among.	At	first	the	creek	kept	narrowing	as	I	had	looked	to	see;	but
presently	to	my	surprise	it	began	to	widen	out	again.	At	this	I	scratched	my	head,
but	had	still	no	notion	of	the	truth:	until	at	last	I	came	to	a	rising	ground,	and	it
burst	upon	me	all	in	a	moment	that	I	was	cast	upon	a	little	barren	isle,	and	cut	off
on	every	side	by	the	salt	seas.



Instead	of	 the	sun	rising	 to	dry	me,	 it	came	on	 to	 rain,	with	a	 thick	mist;	so
that	my	case	was	lamentable.
I	stood	in	the	rain,	and	shivered,	and	wondered	what	to	do,	till	it	occurred	to

me	that	perhaps	the	creek	was	fordable.	Back	I	went	to	the	narrowest	point	and
waded	 in.	But	not	 three	yards	 from	shore,	 I	plumped	 in	head	over	ears;	 and	 if
ever	I	was	heard	of	more,	it	was	rather	by	God's	grace	than	my	own	prudence.	I
was	no	wetter	(for	that	could	hardly	be),	but	I	was	all	the	colder	for	this	mishap;
and	having	lost	another	hope	was	the	more	unhappy.
And	now,	all	at	once,	the	yard	came	in	my	head.	What	had	carried	me	through

the	roost	would	surely	serve	me	to	cross	this	little	quiet	creek	in	safety.	With	that
I	set	off,	undaunted,	across	the	top	of	the	isle,	to	fetch	and	carry	it	back.	It	was	a
weary	 tramp	 in	all	ways,	and	 if	hope	had	not	buoyed	me	up,	 I	must	have	cast
myself	down	and	given	up.	Whether	with	the	sea	salt,	or	because	I	was	growing
fevered,	 I	was	distressed	with	 thirst,	 and	had	 to	 stop,	 as	 I	went,	 and	drink	 the
peaty	water	out	of	the	hags.
I	 came	 to	 the	 bay	 at	 last,	 more	 dead	 than	 alive;	 and	 at	 the	 first	 glance,	 I

thought	the	yard	was	something	farther	out	than	when	I	left	it.	In	I	went,	for	the
third	 time,	 into	 the	 sea.	The	 sand	was	 smooth	and	 firm,	and	shelved	gradually
down,	so	that	I	could	wade	out	till	the	water	was	almost	to	my	neck	and	the	little
waves	splashed	into	my	face.	But	at	that	depth	my	feet	began	to	leave	me,	and	I
durst	venture	in	no	farther.	As	for	the	yard,	I	saw	it	bobbing	very	quietly	some
twenty	feet	beyond.
I	had	borne	up	well	until	 this	 last	disappointment;	but	at	 that	I	came	ashore,

and	flung	myself	down	upon	the	sands	and	wept.
The	time	I	spent	upon	the	island	is	still	so	horrible	a	thought	to	me,	that	I	must

pass	 it	 lightly	over.	 In	all	 the	books	 I	have	 read	of	people	cast	away,	 they	had
either	their	pockets	full	of	tools,	or	a	chest	of	things	would	be	thrown	upon	the
beach	 along	 with	 them,	 as	 if	 on	 purpose.	 My	 case	 was	 very	 different.	 I	 had
nothing	 in	 my	 pockets	 but	 money	 and	 Alan's	 silver	 button;	 and	 being	 inland
bred,	I	was	as	much	short	of	knowledge	as	of	means.
I	knew	indeed	that	shell-fish	were	counted	good	to	eat;	and	among	the	rocks

of	the	isle	I	found	a	great	plenty	of	limpets,	which	at	first	I	could	scarcely	strike
from	 their	 places,	 not	 knowing	 quickness	 to	 be	 needful.	 There	 were,	 besides,
some	of	 the	 little	 shells	 that	we	call	buckies;	 I	 think	periwinkle	 is	 the	English
name.	Of	 these	 two	 I	made	my	whole	diet,	 devouring	 them	cold	 and	 raw	as	 I
found	them;	and	so	hungry	was	I,	that	at	first	they	seemed	to	me	delicious.
Perhaps	they	were	out	of	season,	or	perhaps	there	was	something	wrong	in	the

sea	about	my	island.	But	at	least	I	had	no	sooner	eaten	my	first	meal	than	I	was
seized	with	giddiness	and	retching,	and	lay	for	a	long	time	no	better	than	dead.	A



second	 trial	 of	 the	 same	 food	 (indeed	 I	 had	 no	 other)	 did	 better	with	me,	 and
revived	my	strength.	But	as	 long	as	 I	was	on	 the	 island,	 I	never	knew	what	 to
expect	when	I	had	eaten;	sometimes	all	was	well,	and	sometimes	I	was	thrown
into	a	miserable	sickness;	nor	could	I	ever	distinguish	what	particular	fish	it	was
that	hurt	me.
All	day	it	streamed	rain;	the	island	ran	like	a	sop,	there	was	no	dry	spot	to	be

found;	and	when	I	lay	down	that	night,	between	two	boulders	that	made	a	kind
of	roof,	my	feet	were	in	a	bog.
The	second	day	I	crossed	the	island	to	all	sides.	There	was	no	one	part	of	 it

better	than	another;	it	was	all	desolate	and	rocky;	nothing	living	on	it	but	game
birds	which	I	lacked	the	means	to	kill,	and	the	gulls	which	haunted	the	outlying
rocks	in	a	prodigious	number.	But	the	creek,	or	strait,	 that	cut	off	the	isle	from
the	main-land	of	the	Ross,	opened	out	on	the	north	into	a	bay,	and	the	bay	again
opened	into	the	Sound	of	Iona;	and	it	was	the	neighbourhood	of	this	place	that	I
chose	 to	be	my	home;	 though	if	 I	had	thought	upon	the	very	name	of	home	in
such	a	spot,	I	must	have	burst	out	weeping.
I	had	good	reasons	for	my	choice.	There	was	in	this	part	of	the	isle	a	little	hut

of	 a	 house	 like	 a	 pig's	 hut,	where	 fishers	 used	 to	 sleep	when	 they	 came	 there
upon	their	business;	but	the	turf	roof	of	it	had	fallen	entirely	in;	so	that	the	hut
was	of	no	use	 to	me,	and	gave	me	 less	shelter	 than	my	rocks.	What	was	more
important,	 the	 shell-fish	on	which	 I	 lived	grew	 there	 in	great	plenty;	when	 the
tide	 was	 out	 I	 could	 gather	 a	 peck	 at	 a	 time:	 and	 this	 was	 doubtless	 a
convenience.	But	the	other	reason	went	deeper.	I	had	become	in	no	way	used	to
the	horrid	solitude	of	the	isle,	but	still	looked	round	me	on	all	sides	(like	a	man
that	was	hunted),	between	fear	and	hope	that	I	might	see	some	human	creature
coming.	Now,	from	a	little	up	the	hillside	over	the	bay,	I	could	catch	a	sight	of
the	great,	ancient	church	and	the	roofs	of	the	people's	houses	in	Iona.	And	on	the
other	hand,	over	the	low	country	of	the	Ross,	I	saw	smoke	go	up,	morning	and
evening,	as	if	from	a	homestead	in	a	hollow	of	the	land.
I	used	to	watch	this	smoke,	when	I	was	wet	and	cold,	and	had	my	head	half

turned	with	loneliness;	and	think	of	the	fireside	and	the	company,	till	my	heart
burned.	 It	was	 the	 same	with	 the	 roofs	of	 Iona.	Altogether,	 this	 sight	 I	 had	of
men's	 homes	 and	 comfortable	 lives,	 although	 it	 put	 a	 point	 on	 my	 own
sufferings,	yet	it	kept	hope	alive,	and	helped	me	to	eat	my	raw	shell-fish	(which
had	soon	grown	 to	be	a	disgust),	and	saved	me	from	the	sense	of	horror	 I	had
whenever	 I	was	 quite	 alone	with	 dead	 rocks,	 and	 fowls,	 and	 the	 rain,	 and	 the
cold	sea.
I	say	it	kept	hope	alive;	and	indeed	it	seemed	impossible	that	I	should	be	left

to	die	on	the	shores	of	my	own	country,	and	within	view	of	a	church-tower	and



the	smoke	of	men's	houses.	But	the	second	day	passed;	and	though	as	long	as	the
light	lasted	I	kept	a	bright	look-out	for	boats	on	the	Sound	or	men	passing	on	the
Ross,	no	help	came	near	me.	 It	 still	 rained,	and	 I	 turned	 in	 to	 sleep,	as	wet	as
ever,	and	with	a	cruel	sore	throat,	but	a	little	comforted,	perhaps,	by	having	said
good-night	to	my	next	neighbours,	the	people	of	Iona.
Charles	the	Second	declared	a	man	could	stay	outdoors	more	days	in	the	year

in	 the	 climate	of	England	 than	 in	 any	other.	This	was	very	 like	 a	king,	with	 a
palace	at	his	back	and	changes	of	dry	clothes.	But	he	must	have	had	better	luck
on	his	flight	from	Worcester	than	I	had	on	that	miserable	isle.	It	was	the	height
of	the	summer;	yet	it	rained	for	more	than	twenty-four	hours,	and	did	not	clear
until	the	afternoon	of	the	third	day.
This	was	the	day	of	incidents.	In	the	morning	I	saw	a	red	deer,	a	buck	with	a

fine	 spread	of	antlers,	 standing	 in	 the	 rain	on	 the	 top	of	 the	 island;	but	he	had
scarce	 seen	me	 rise	 from	 under	my	 rock,	 before	 he	 trotted	 off	 upon	 the	 other
side.	 I	 supposed	 he	must	 have	 swum	 the	 strait;	 though	what	 should	 bring	 any
creature	to	Earraid,	was	more	than	I	could	fancy.
A	 little	 after,	 as	 I	 was	 jumping	 about	 after	my	 limpets,	 I	 was	 startled	 by	 a

guinea-piece,	which	fell	upon	a	rock	in	front	of	me	and	glanced	off	into	the	sea.
When	the	sailors	gave	me	my	money	again,	they	kept	back	not	only	about	a	third
of	 the	 whole	 sum,	 but	 my	 father's	 leather	 purse;	 so	 that	 from	 that	 day	 out,	 I
carried	my	gold	loose	in	a	pocket	with	a	button.	I	now	saw	there	must	be	a	hole,
and	clapped	my	hand	to	the	place	in	a	great	hurry.	But	this	was	to	lock	the	stable
door	after	the	steed	was	stolen.	I	had	left	the	shore	at	Queensferry	with	near	on
fifty	pounds;	now	I	found	no	more	than	two	guinea-pieces	and	a	silver	shilling.
It	is	true	I	picked	up	a	third	guinea	a	little	after,	where	it	lay	shining	on	a	piece

of	turf.	That	made	a	fortune	of	three	pounds	and	four	shillings,	English	money,
for	a	lad,	the	rightful	heir	of	an	estate,	and	now	starving	on	an	isle	at	the	extreme
end	of	the	wild	Highlands.
This	state	of	my	affairs	dashed	me	still	further;	and,	indeed	my	plight	on	that

third	morning	was	truly	pitiful.	My	clothes	were	beginning	to	rot;	my	stockings
in	particular	were	quite	worn	through,	so	that	my	shanks	went	naked;	my	hands
had	grown	quite	 soft	with	 the	continual	 soaking;	my	 throat	was	very	 sore,	my
strength	had	much	abated,	and	my	heart	so	turned	against	the	horrid	stuff	I	was
condemned	to	eat,	that	the	very	sight	of	it	came	near	to	sicken	me.
And	yet	the	worst	was	not	yet	come.
There	is	a	pretty	high	rock	on	the	northwest	of	Earraid,	which	(because	it	had

a	flat	top	and	overlooked	the	Sound)	I	was	much	in	the	habit	of	frequenting;	not
that	ever	I	stayed	in	one	place,	save	when	asleep,	my	misery	giving	me	no	rest.
Indeed,	I	wore	myself	down	with	continual	and	aimless	goings	and	comings	in



the	rain.
As	soon,	however,	as	the	sun	came	out,	I	lay	down	on	the	top	of	that	rock	to

dry	 myself.	 The	 comfort	 of	 the	 sunshine	 is	 a	 thing	 I	 cannot	 tell.	 It	 set	 me
thinking	 hopefully	 of	my	 deliverance,	 of	which	 I	 had	 begun	 to	 despair;	 and	 I
scanned	 the	sea	and	 the	Ross	with	a	fresh	 interest.	On	the	south	of	my	rock,	a
part	 of	 the	 island	 jutted	out	 and	hid	 the	open	ocean,	 so	 that	 a	 boat	 could	 thus
come	quite	near	me	upon	that	side,	and	I	be	none	the	wiser.
Well,	all	of	a	sudden,	a	coble	with	a	brown	sail	and	a	pair	of	fishers	aboard	of

it,	came	flying	round	that	corner	of	the	isle,	bound	for	Iona.	I	shouted	out,	and
then	fell	on	my	knees	on	the	rock	and	reached	up	my	hands	and	prayed	to	them.
They	were	near	enough	 to	hear—I	could	even	see	 the	colour	of	 their	hair;	and
there	was	no	doubt	but	they	observed	me,	for	they	cried	out	in	the	Gaelic	tongue,
and	laughed.	But	the	boat	never	turned	aside,	and	flew	on,	right	before	my	eyes,
for	Iona.
I	 could	 not	 believe	 such	wickedness,	 and	 ran	 along	 the	 shore	 from	 rock	 to

rock,	crying	on	them	piteously	even	after	they	were	out	of	reach	of	my	voice,	I
still	cried	and	waved	to	them;	and	when	they	were	quite	gone,	I	thought	my	heart
would	have	burst.	All	the	time	of	my	troubles	I	wept	only	twice.	Once,	when	I
could	not	reach	the	yard,	and	now,	the	second	time,	when	these	fishers	turned	a
deaf	ear	to	my	cries.	But	this	time	I	wept	and	roared	like	a	wicked	child,	tearing
up	the	turf	with	my	nails,	and	grinding	my	face	in	the	earth.	If	a	wish	would	kill
men,	those	two	fishers	would	never	have	seen	morning,	and	I	should	likely	have
died	upon	my	island.
When	I	was	a	little	over	my	anger,	I	must	eat	again,	but	with	such	loathing	of

the	mess	as	I	could	now	scarce	control.	Sure	enough,	I	should	have	done	as	well
to	fast,	for	my	fishes	poisoned	me	again.	I	had	all	my	first	pains;	my	throat	was
so	sore	I	could	scarce	swallow;	I	had	a	fit	of	strong	shuddering,	which	clucked
my	teeth	together;	and	there	came	on	me	that	dreadful	sense	of	illness,	which	we
have	no	name	for	either	in	Scotch	or	English.	I	thought	I	should	have	died,	and
made	my	peace	with	God,	forgiving	all	men,	even	my	uncle	and	the	fishers;	and
as	soon	as	I	had	thus	made	up	my	mind	to	the	worst,	clearness	came	upon	me;	I
observed	 the	night	was	falling	dry;	my	clothes	were	dried	a	good	deal;	 truly,	 I
was	in	a	better	case	than	ever	before,	since	I	had	landed	on	the	isle;	and	so	I	got
to	sleep	at	last,	with	a	thought	of	gratitude.
The	next	day	(which	was	the	fourth	of	this	horrible	life	of	mine)	I	found	my

bodily	strength	run	very	 low.	But	 the	sun	shone,	 the	air	was	sweet,	and	what	I
managed	to	eat	of	the	shell-fish	agreed	well	with	me	and	revived	my	courage.
I	was	scarce	back	on	my	rock	(where	I	went	always	the	first	thing	after	I	had

eaten)	before	I	observed	a	boat	coming	down	the	Sound,	and	with	her	head,	as	I



thought,	in	my	direction.
I	began	at	once	to	hope	and	fear	exceedingly;	for	I	thought	these	men	might

have	 thought	better	of	 their	 cruelty	 and	be	 coming	back	 to	my	assistance.	But
another	disappointment,	such	as	yesterday's,	was	more	than	I	could	bear.	I	turned
my	back,	 accordingly,	 upon	 the	 sea,	 and	 did	 not	 look	 again	 till	 I	 had	 counted
many	 hundreds.	 The	 boat	 was	 still	 heading	 for	 the	 island.	 The	 next	 time	 I
counted	 the	 full	 thousand,	as	 slowly	as	 I	 could,	my	heart	beating	so	as	 to	hurt
me.	And	then	it	was	out	of	all	question.	She	was	coming	straight	to	Earraid!
I	could	no	longer	hold	myself	back,	but	ran	to	the	seaside	and	out,	from	one

rock	to	another,	as	far	as	I	could	go.	It	is	a	marvel	I	was	not	drowned;	for	when	I
was	brought	to	a	stand	at	 last,	my	legs	shook	under	me,	and	my	mouth	was	so
dry,	I	must	wet	it	with	the	sea-water	before	I	was	able	to	shout.
All	this	time	the	boat	was	coming	on;	and	now	I	was	able	to	perceive	it	was

the	 same	 boat	 and	 the	 same	 two	men	 as	 yesterday.	This	 I	 knew	by	 their	 hair,
which	the	one	had	of	a	bright	yellow	and	the	other	black.	But	now	there	was	a
third	man	along	with	them,	who	looked	to	be	of	a	better	class.
As	soon	as	 they	were	come	within	easy	speech,	 they	 let	down	their	sail	and

lay	 quiet.	 In	 spite	 of	 my	 supplications,	 they	 drew	 no	 nearer	 in,	 and	 what
frightened	me	most	of	all,	the	new	man	tee-hee'd	with	laughter	as	he	talked	and
looked	at	me.
Then	he	stood	up	in	the	boat	and	addressed	me	a	long	while,	speaking	fast	and

with	many	wavings	of	his	hand.	I	told	him	I	had	no	Gaelic;	and	at	this	he	became
very	angry,	and	I	began	to	suspect	he	thought	he	was	talking	English.	Listening
very	 close,	 I	 caught	 the	 word	 "whateffer"	 several	 times;	 but	 all	 the	 rest	 was
Gaelic	and	might	have	been	Greek	and	Hebrew	for	me.
"Whatever,"	said	I,	to	show	him	I	had	caught	a	word.
"Yes,	yes—yes,	yes,"	says	he,	and	then	he	looked	at	the	other	men,	as	much	as

to	 say,	 "I	 told	 you	 I	 spoke	 English,"	 and	 began	 again	 as	 hard	 as	 ever	 in	 the
Gaelic.
This	 time	 I	 picked	 out	 another	 word,	 "tide."	 Then	 I	 had	 a	 flash	 of	 hope.	 I

remembered	he	was	always	waving	his	hand	towards	the	mainland	of	the	Ross.
"Do	you	mean	when	the	tide	is	out—?"	I	cried,	and	could	not	finish.
"Yes,	yes,"	said	he.	"Tide."
At	that	I	turned	tail	upon	their	boat	(where	my	adviser	had	once	more	begun

to	 tee-hee	with	 laughter),	 leaped	 back	 the	way	 I	 had	 come,	 from	one	 stone	 to
another,	and	set	off	 running	across	 the	 isle	as	 I	had	never	 run	before.	 In	about
half	an	hour	I	came	out	upon	the	shores	of	 the	creek;	and,	sure	enough,	 it	was
shrunk	into	a	little	trickle	of	water,	through	which	I	dashed,	not	above	my	knees,
and	landed	with	a	shout	on	the	main	island.



A	sea-bred	boy	would	not	have	stayed	a	day	on	Earraid;	which	is	only	what
they	call	a	tidal	islet,	and	except	in	the	bottom	of	the	neaps,	can	be	entered	and
left	twice	in	every	twenty-four	hours,	either	dry-shod,	or	at	the	most	by	wading.
Even	 I,	 who	 had	 the	 tide	 going	 out	 and	 in	 before	 me	 in	 the	 bay,	 and	 even
watched	for	 the	ebbs,	 the	better	 to	get	my	shellfish—even	I	(I	say)	 if	I	had	sat
down	to	think,	instead	of	raging	at	my	fate,	must	have	soon	guessed	the	secret,
and	got	free.	It	was	no	wonder	the	fishers	had	not	understood	me.	The	wonder
was	rather	that	they	had	ever	guessed	my	pitiful	illusion,	and	taken	the	trouble	to
come	back.	I	had	starved	with	cold	and	hunger	on	that	island	for	close	upon	one
hundred	 hours.	 But	 for	 the	 fishers,	 I	might	 have	 left	my	 bones	 there,	 in	 pure
folly.	And	even	as	it	was,	I	had	paid	for	it	pretty	dear,	not	only	in	past	sufferings,
but	in	my	present	case;	being	clothed	like	a	beggar-man,	scarce	able	to	walk,	and
in	great	pain	of	my	sore	throat.
I	have	seen	wicked	men	and	fools,	a	great	many	of	both;	and	I	believe	 they

both	get	paid	in	the	end;	but	the	fools	first.



Chapter		15	
THE	 LAD	 WITH	 THE	 SILVER	 BUTTON:
THROUGH	THE	ISLE	OF	MULL
The	Ross	of	Mull,	which	I	had	now	got	upon,	was	rugged	and	trackless,	like	the
isle	I	had	just	left;	being	all	bog,	and	brier,	and	big	stone.	There	may	be	roads	for
them	that	know	that	country	well;	but	for	my	part	I	had	no	better	guide	than	my
own	nose,	and	no	other	landmark	than	Ben	More.
I	aimed	as	well	as	I	could	for	the	smoke	I	had	seen	so	often	from	the	island;

and	with	 all	my	 great	weariness	 and	 the	 difficulty	 of	 the	way	 came	 upon	 the
house	in	the	bottom	of	a	little	hollow	about	five	or	six	at	night.	It	was	low	and
longish,	roofed	with	turf	and	built	of	unmortared	stones;	and	on	a	mound	in	front
of	it,	an	old	gentleman	sat	smoking	his	pipe	in	the	sun.
With	what	little	English	he	had,	he	gave	me	to	understand	that	my	shipmates

had	got	safe	ashore,	and	had	broken	bread	in	that	very	house	on	the	day	after.
"Was	there	one,"	I	asked,	"dressed	like	a	gentleman?"
He	said	they	all	wore	rough	great-coats;	but	to	be	sure,	the	first	of	them,	the

one	 that	 came	 alone,	 wore	 breeches	 and	 stockings,	 while	 the	 rest	 had	 sailors'
trousers.
"Ah,"	said	I,	"and	he	would	have	a	feathered	hat?"
He	told	me,	no,	that	he	was	bareheaded	like	myself.
At	first	I	thought	Alan	might	have	lost	his	hat;	and	then	the	rain	came	in	my

mind,	and	I	 judged	 it	more	 likely	he	had	 it	out	of	harm's	way	under	his	great-
coat.	This	set	me	smiling,	partly	because	my	friend	was	safe,	partly	to	think	of
his	vanity	in	dress.
And	then	the	old	gentleman	clapped	his	hand	to	his	brow,	and	cried	out	that	I

must	be	the	lad	with	the	silver	button.
"Why,	yes!"	said	I,	in	some	wonder.
"Well,	 then,"	said	the	old	gentleman,	"I	have	a	word	for	you,	that	you	are	to

follow	your	friend	to	his	country,	by	Torosay."
He	then	asked	me	how	I	had	fared,	and	I	 told	him	my	tale.	A	south-country

man	would	certainly	have	laughed;	but	this	old	gentleman	(I	call	him	so	because
of	his	manners,	for	his	clothes	were	dropping	off	his	back)	heard	me	all	through
with	nothing	but	gravity	and	pity.	When	I	had	done,	he	took	me	by	the	hand,	led



me	into	his	hut	(it	was	no	better)	and	presented	me	before	his	wife,	as	if	she	had
been	the	Queen	and	I	a	duke.
The	 good	 woman	 set	 oat-bread	 before	 me	 and	 a	 cold	 grouse,	 patting	 my

shoulder	 and	 smiling	 to	me	 all	 the	 time,	 for	 she	 had	 no	 English;	 and	 the	 old
gentleman	 (not	 to	 be	 behind)	 brewed	me	 a	 strong	 punch	 out	 of	 their	 country
spirit.	All	the	while	I	was	eating,	and	after	that	when	I	was	drinking	the	punch,	I
could	scarce	come	to	believe	in	my	good	fortune;	and	the	house,	though	it	was
thick	 with	 the	 peat-smoke	 and	 as	 full	 of	 holes	 as	 a	 colander,	 seemed	 like	 a
palace.
The	punch	threw	me	in	a	strong	sweat	and	a	deep	slumber;	the	good	people	let

me	 lie;	and	 it	was	near	noon	of	 the	next	day	before	 I	 took	 the	road,	my	 throat
already	easier	and	my	spirits	quite	restored	by	good	fare	and	good	news.	The	old
gentleman,	although	I	pressed	him	hard,	would	take	no	money,	and	gave	me	an
old	bonnet	for	my	head;	though	I	am	free	to	own	I	was	no	sooner	out	of	view	of
the	house	than	I	very	jealously	washed	this	gift	of	his	in	a	wayside	fountain.
Thought	I	to	myself:	"If	these	are	the	wild	Highlanders,	I	could	wish	my	own

folk	wilder."
I	not	only	started	late,	but	I	must	have	wandered	nearly	half	the	time.	True,	I

met	plenty	of	people,	 grubbing	 in	 little	miserable	 fields	 that	would	not	keep	a
cat,	or	herding	 little	kine	about	 the	bigness	of	asses.	The	Highland	dress	being
forbidden	by	law	since	the	rebellion,	and	the	people	condemned	to	the	Lowland
habit,	which	they	much	disliked,	it	was	strange	to	see	the	variety	of	their	array.
Some	 went	 bare,	 only	 for	 a	 hanging	 cloak	 or	 great-coat,	 and	 carried	 their
trousers	on	their	backs	like	a	useless	burthen:	some	had	made	an	imitation	of	the
tartan	with	little	parti-coloured	stripes	patched	together	 like	an	old	wife's	quilt;
others,	 again,	 still	 wore	 the	 Highland	 philabeg,	 but	 by	 putting	 a	 few	 stitches
between	 the	 legs	 transformed	 it	 into	 a	 pair	 of	 trousers	 like	 a	Dutchman's.	All
those	 makeshifts	 were	 condemned	 and	 punished,	 for	 the	 law	 was	 harshly
applied,	 in	 hopes	 to	 break	 up	 the	 clan	 spirit;	 but	 in	 that	 out-of-the-way,	 sea-
bound	isle,	there	were	few	to	make	remarks	and	fewer	to	tell	tales.
They	seemed	 in	great	poverty;	which	was	no	doubt	natural,	now	 that	 rapine

was	put	down,	and	the	chiefs	kept	no	longer	an	open	house;	and	the	roads	(even
such	a	wandering,	country	by—track	as	 the	one	I	followed)	were	infested	with
beggars.	And	here	again	I	marked	a	difference	from	my	own	part	of	the	country.
For	our	Lowland	beggars—even	the	gownsmen	themselves,	who	beg	by	patent
—had	 a	 louting,	 flattering	way	with	 them,	 and	 if	 you	 gave	 them	 a	 plaek	 and
asked	 change,	 would	 very	 civilly	 return	 you	 a	 boddle.	 But	 these	 Highland
beggars	stood	on	 their	dignity,	asked	alms	only	 to	buy	snuff	(by	 their	account)
and	would	give	no	change.



To	be	sure,	this	was	no	concern	of	mine,	except	in	so	far	as	it	entertained	me
by	the	way.	What	was	much	more	to	the	purpose,	few	had	any	English,	and	these
few	(unless	they	were	of	the	brotherhood	of	beggars)	not	very	anxious	to	place	it
at	my	service.	 I	knew	Torosay	 to	be	my	destination,	and	 repeated	 the	name	 to
them	and	pointed;	but	instead	of	simply	pointing	in	reply,	they	would	give	me	a
screed	of	the	Gaelic	that	set	me	foolish;	so	it	was	small	wonder	if	I	went	out	of
my	road	as	often	as	I	stayed	in	it.
At	last,	about	eight	at	night,	and	already	very	weary,	I	came	to	a	lone	house,

where	I	asked	admittance,	and	was	refused,	until	I	bethought	me	of	the	power	of
money	 in	 so	poor	 a	 country,	 and	held	up	one	of	my	guineas	 in	my	 finger	 and
thumb.	Thereupon,	the	man	of	the	house,	who	had	hitherto	pretended	to	have	no
English,	 and	 driven	me	 from	 his	 door	 by	 signals,	 suddenly	 began	 to	 speak	 as
clearly	as	was	needful,	and	agreed	for	five	shillings	to	give	me	a	night's	lodging
and	guide	me	the	next	day	to	Torosay.
I	slept	uneasily	that	night,	fearing	I	should	be	robbed;	but	I	might	have	spared

myself	 the	 pain;	 for	my	 host	was	 no	 robber,	 only	miserably	 poor	 and	 a	 great
cheat.	He	was	not	alone	 in	his	poverty;	 for	 the	next	morning,	we	must	go	five
miles	about	to	the	house	of	what	he	called	a	rich	man	to	have	one	of	my	guineas
changed.	 This	 was	 perhaps	 a	 rich	 man	 for	 Mull;	 he	 would	 have	 scarce	 been
thought	 so	 in	 the	 south;	 for	 it	 took	 all	 he	 had—the	 whole	 house	 was	 turned
upside	 down,	 and	 a	 neighbour	 brought	 under	 contribution,	 before	 he	 could
scrape	 together	 twenty	shillings	 in	silver.	The	odd	shilling	he	kept	 for	himself,
protesting	he	could	ill	afford	to	have	so	great	a	sum	of	money	lying	"locked	up."
For	all	that	he	was	very	courteous	and	well	spoken,	made	us	both	sit	down	with
his	 family	 to	 dinner,	 and	 brewed	 punch	 in	 a	 fine	 china	 bowl,	 over	which	my
rascal	guide	grew	so	merry	that	he	refused	to	start.
I	was	for	getting	angry,	and	appealed	to	the	rich	man	(Hector	Maclean	was	his

name),	who	had	been	 a	witness	 to	our	bargain	 and	 to	my	payment	of	 the	 five
shillings.	 But	 Maclean	 had	 taken	 his	 share	 of	 the	 punch,	 and	 vowed	 that	 no
gentleman	 should	 leave	 his	 table	 after	 the	 bowl	 was	 brewed;	 so	 there	 was
nothing	 for	 it	but	 to	sit	and	hear	 Jacobite	 toasts	and	Gaelic	 songs,	 till	 all	were
tipsy	and	staggered	off	to	the	bed	or	the	barn	for	their	night's	rest.
Next	day	(the	fourth	of	my	travels)	we	were	up	before	five	upon	the	clock;	but

my	rascal	guide	got	to	the	bottle	at	once,	and	it	was	three	hours	before	I	had	him
clear	of	the	house,	and	then	(as	you	shall	hear)	only	for	a	worse	disappointment.
As	 long	 as	 we	 went	 down	 a	 heathery	 valley	 that	 lay	 before	Mr.	Maclean's

house,	 all	 went	well;	 only	my	 guide	 looked	 constantly	 over	 his	 shoulder,	 and
when	 I	asked	him	 the	cause,	only	grinned	at	me.	No	sooner,	however,	had	we
crossed	the	back	of	a	hill,	and	got	out	of	sight	of	the	house	windows,	than	he	told



me	Torosay	lay	right	in	front,	and	that	a	hill-top	(which	he	pointed	out)	was	my
best	landmark.
"I	care	very	little	for	that,"	said	I,	"since	you	are	going	with	me."
The	impudent	cheat	answered	me	in	the	Gaelic	that	he	had	no	English.
"My	fine	fellow,"	I	said,	"I	know	very	well	your	English	comes	and	goes.	Tell

me	what	will	bring	it	back?	Is	it	more	money	you	wish?"
"Five	shillings	mair,"	said	he,	"and	hersel'	will	bring	ye	there."
I	reflected	awhile	and	then	offered	him	two,	which	he	accepted	greedily,	and

insisted	on	having	in	his	hands	at	once	"for	luck,"	as	he	said,	but	I	think	it	was
rather	for	my	misfortune.
The	 two	 shillings	 carried	him	not	 quite	 as	many	miles;	 at	 the	 end	of	which

distance,	he	sat	down	upon	the	wayside	and	took	off	his	brogues	from	his	feet,
like	a	man	about	to	rest.
I	was	now	red-hot.	"Ha!"	said	I,	"have	you	no	more	English?"
He	said	impudently,	"No."
At	that	I	boiled	over,	and	lifted	my	hand	to	strike	him;	and	he,	drawing	a	knife

from	his	rags,	squatted	back	and	grinned	at	me	like	a	wildcat.	At	that,	forgetting
everything	but	my	anger,	I	ran	in	upon	him,	put	aside	his	knife	with	my	left,	and
struck	him	in	the	mouth	with	the	right.	I	was	a	strong	lad	and	very	angry,	and	he
but	a	 little	man;	and	he	went	down	before	me	heavily.	By	good	luck,	his	knife
flew	out	of	his	hand	as	he	fell.
I	picked	up	both	that	and	his	brogues,	wished	him	a	good	morning,	and	set	off

upon	 my	 way,	 leaving	 him	 barefoot	 and	 disarmed.	 I	 chuckled	 to	 myself	 as	 I
went,	being	sure	 I	was	done	with	 that	 rogue,	 for	a	variety	of	 reasons.	First,	he
knew	he	could	have	no	more	of	my	money;	next,	the	brogues	were	worth	in	that
country	only	a	few	pence;	and,	lastly,	the	knife,	which	was	really	a	dagger,	it	was
against	the	law	for	him	to	carry.
In	about	half	an	hour	of	walk,	I	overtook	a	great,	ragged	man,	moving	pretty

fast	but	feeling	before	him	with	a	staff.	He	was	quite	blind,	and	told	me	he	was	a
catechist,	which	should	have	put	me	at	my	ease.	But	his	face	went	against	me;	it
seemed	 dark	 and	 dangerous	 and	 secret;	 and	 presently,	 as	 we	 began	 to	 go	 on
alongside,	I	saw	the	steel	butt	of	a	pistol	sticking	from	under	the	flap	of	his	coat-
pocket.	To	carry	such	a	thing	meant	a	fine	of	fifteen	pounds	sterling	upon	a	first
offence,	and	transportation	to	the	colonies	upon	a	second.	Nor	could	I	quite	see
why	a	 religious	 teacher	 should	go	armed,	or	what	 a	blind	man	could	be	doing
with	a	pistol.
I	told	him	about	my	guide,	for	I	was	proud	of	what	I	had	done,	and	my	vanity

for	once	got	 the	heels	of	my	prudence.	At	 the	mention	of	 the	 five	 shillings	he
cried	out	so	loud	that	I	made	up	my	mind	I	should	say	nothing	of	the	other	two,



and	was	glad	he	could	not	see	my	blushes.
"Was	it	too	much?"	I	asked,	a	little	faltering.
"Too	much!"	cries	he.	"Why,	I	will	guide	you	to	Torosay	myself	for	a	dram	of

brandy.	And	give	you	 the	great	pleasure	of	my	company	 (me	 that	 is	 a	man	of
some	learning)	in	the	bargain."
I	said	I	did	not	see	how	a	blind	man	could	be	a	guide;	but	at	that	he	laughed

aloud,	and	said	his	stick	was	eyes	enough	for	an	eagle.
"In	the	Isle	of	Mull,	at	least,"	says	he,	"where	I	know	every	stone	and	heather-

bush	by	mark	of	head.	See,	now,"	he	said,	striking	right	and	left,	as	if	 to	make
sure,	"down	there	a	burn	is	running;	and	at	the	head	of	it	there	stands	a	bit	of	a
small	hill	with	a	stone	cocked	upon	the	top	of	that;	and	it's	hard	at	the	foot	of	the
hill,	 that	 the	 way	 runs	 by	 to	 Torosay;	 and	 the	 way	 here,	 being	 for	 droves,	 is
plainly	trodden,	and	will	show	grassy	through	the	heather."
I	had	to	own	he	was	right	in	every	feature,	and	told	my	wonder.
"Ha!"	says	he,	"that's	nothing.	Would	ye	believe	me	now,	that	before	the	Act

came	out,	and	when	there	were	weepons	in	this	country,	I	could	shoot?	Ay,	could
I!"	cries	he,	and	then	with	a	leer:	"If	ye	had	such	a	thing	as	a	pistol	here	to	try
with,	I	would	show	ye	how	it's	done."
I	 told	 him	 I	 had	 nothing	 of	 the	 sort,	 and	 gave	 him	 a	wider	 berth.	 If	 he	 had

known,	his	pistol	stuck	at	 that	 time	quite	plainly	out	of	his	pocket,	and	I	could
see	 the	 sun	 twinkle	 on	 the	 steel	 of	 the	 butt.	But	 by	 the	 better	 luck	 for	me,	 he
knew	nothing,	thought	all	was	covered,	and	lied	on	in	the	dark.
He	then	began	to	question	me	cunningly,	where	I	came	from,	whether	I	was

rich,	whether	I	could	change	a	five-shilling	piece	for	him	(which	he	declared	he
had	that	moment	in	his	sporran),	and	all	the	time	he	kept	edging	up	to	me	and	I
avoiding	him.	We	were	now	upon	a	sort	of	green	cattle-track	which	crossed	the
hills	towards	Torosay,	and	we	kept	changing	sides	upon	that	like	ancers	in	a	reel.
I	had	so	plainly	the	upper-hand	that	my	spirits	rose,	and	indeed	I	took	a	pleasure
in	this	game	of	blindman's	buff;	but	the	catechist	grew	angrier	and	angrier,	and	at
last	began	to	swear	in	Gaelic	and	to	strike	for	my	legs	with	his	staff.
Then	I	told	him	that,	sure	enough,	I	had	a	pistol	in	my	pocket	as	well	as	he,

and	 if	he	did	not	 strike	across	 the	hill	due	south	 I	would	even	blow	his	brains
out.
He	became	at	once	very	polite,	and	after	 trying	 to	soften	me	for	some	 time,

but	 quite	 in	 vain,	 he	 cursed	 me	 once	 more	 in	 Gaelic	 and	 took	 himself	 off.	 I
watched	him	striding	along,	through	bog	and	brier,	 tapping	with	his	stick,	until
he	turned	the	end	of	a	hill	and	disappeared	in	the	next	hollow.	Then	I	struck	on
again	for	Torosay,	much	better	pleased	to	be	alone	than	to	travel	with	that	man	of
learning.	This	was	an	unlucky	day;	and	these	two,	of	whom	I	had	just	rid	myself,



one	after	the	other,	were	the	two	worst	men	I	met	with	in	the	Highlands.
At	 Torosay,	 on	 the	 Sound	 of	 Mull	 and	 looking	 over	 to	 the	 mainland	 of

Morven,	there	was	an	inn	with	an	innkeeper,	who	was	a	Maclean,	it	appeared,	of
a	 very	 high	 family;	 for	 to	 keep	 an	 inn	 is	 thought	 even	 more	 genteel	 in	 the
Highlands	 than	 it	 is	 with	 us,	 perhaps	 as	 partaking	 of	 hospitality,	 or	 perhaps
because	the	trade	is	idle	and	drunken.	He	spoke	good	English,	and	finding	me	to
be	something	of	a	scholar,	tried	me	first	in	French,	where	he	easily	beat	me,	and
then	 in	 the	 Latin,	 in	 which	 I	 don't	 know	which	 of	 us	 did	 best.	 This	 pleasant
rivalry	put	us	at	once	upon	friendly	terms;	and	I	sat	up	and	drank	punch	with	him
(or	 to	be	more	correct,	 sat	up	and	watched	him	drink	 it),	until	he	was	so	 tipsy
that	he	wept	upon	my	shoulder.
I	tried	him,	as	if	by	accident,	with	a	sight	of	Alan's	button;	but	it	was	plain	he

had	never	 seen	or	heard	of	 it.	 Indeed,	he	bore	 some	grudge	against	 the	 family
and	friends	of	Ardshiel,	and	before	he	was	drunk	he	read	me	a	lampoon,	in	very
good	Latin,	 but	with	 a	very	 ill	meaning,	which	he	had	made	 in	 elegiac	verses
upon	a	person	of	that	house.
When	I	told	him	of	my	catechist,	he	shook	his	head,	and	said	I	was	lucky	to

have	got	clear	off.	"That	is	a	very	dangerous	man,"	he	said;	"Duncan	Mackiegh
is	his	name;	he	can	shoot	by	the	ear	at	several	yards,	and	has	been	often	accused
of	highway	robberies,	and	once	of	murder."
"The	cream	of	it	is,"	says	I,	"that	he	called	himself	a	catechist."
"And	why	should	he	not?"	says	he,	"when	that	is	what	he	is.	It	was	Maclean	of

Duart	gave	it	to	him	because	he	was	blind.	But	perhaps	it	was	a	peety,"	says	my
host,	"for	he	is	always	on	the	road,	going	from	one	place	to	another	to	hear	the
young	 folk	 say	 their	 religion;	 and,	 doubtless,	 that	 is	 a	 great	 temptation	 to	 the
poor	man."
At	last,	when	my	landlord	could	drink	no	more,	he	showed	me	to	a	bed,	and	I

lay	down	 in	very	good	spirits;	having	 travelled	 the	greater	part	of	 that	big	and
crooked	 Island	of	Mull,	 from	Earraid	 to	Torosay,	 fifty	miles	 as	 the	 crow	 flies,
and	 (with	my	wanderings)	much	nearer	a	hundred,	 in	 four	days	and	with	 little
fatigue.	Indeed	I	was	by	far	in	better	heart	and	health	of	body	at	the	end	of	that
long	tramp	than	I	had	been	at	the	beginning.



Chapter		16	
THE	LAD	WITH	THE	SILVER	BUTTON:	ACROSS
MORVEN
There	 is	 a	 regular	 ferry	 from	 Torosay	 to	 Kinlochaline	 on	 the	 mainland.	 Both
shores	of	the	Sound	are	in	the	country	of	the	strong	clan	of	the	Macleans,	and	the
people	that	passed	the	ferry	with	me	were	almost	all	of	that	clan.	The	skipper	of
the	boat,	on	the	other	hand,	was	called	Neil	Roy	Macrob;	and	since	Macrob	was
one	of	the	names	of	Alan's	clansmen,	and	Alan	himself	had	sent	me	to	that	ferry,
I	was	eager	to	come	to	private	speech	of	Neil	Roy.
In	the	crowded	boat	this	was	of	course	impossible,	and	the	passage	was	a	very

slow	affair.	There	was	no	wind,	 and	as	 the	boat	was	wretchedly	 equipped,	we
could	pull	but	 two	oars	on	one	side,	and	one	on	 the	other.	The	men	gave	way,
however,	with	 a	 good	will,	 the	 passengers	 taking	 spells	 to	 help	 them,	 and	 the
whole	company	giving	the	time	in	Gaelic	boat-songs.	And	what	with	the	songs,
and	 the	 sea-air,	 and	 the	good-nature	and	spirit	of	all	 concerned,	and	 the	bright
weather,	the	passage	was	a	pretty	thing	to	have	seen.
But	 there	was	one	melancholy	part.	 In	 the	mouth	of	Loch	Aline	we	found	a

great	sea-going	ship	at	anchor;	and	this	I	supposed	at	first	to	be	one	of	the	King's
cruisers	which	were	kept	along	 that	coast,	both	summer	and	winter,	 to	prevent
communication	with	 the	French.	As	we	got	 a	 little	nearer,	 it	 became	plain	 she
was	a	ship	of	merchandise;	and	what	still	more	puzzled	me,	not	only	her	decks,
but	the	sea-beach	also,	were	quite	black	with	people,	and	skiffs	were	continually
plying	to	and	fro	between	them.	Yet	nearer,	and	there	began	to	come	to	our	ears
a	great	 sound	of	mourning,	 the	people	on	board	and	 those	on	 the	shore	crying
and	lamenting	one	to	another	so	as	to	pierce	the	heart.
Then	I	understood	this	was	an	emigrant	ship	bound	for	the	American	colonies.
We	 put	 the	 ferry-boat	 alongside,	 and	 the	 exiles	 leaned	 over	 the	 bulwarks,

weeping	 and	 reaching	 out	 their	 hands	 to	my	 fellow-passengers,	 among	whom
they	 counted	 some	 near	 friends.	 How	 long	 this	 might	 have	 gone	 on	 I	 do	 not
know,	 for	 they	 seemed	 to	have	no	 sense	of	 time:	but	 at	 last	 the	 captain	of	 the
ship,	who	seemed	near	beside	himself	(and	no	great	wonder)	in	the	midst	of	this
crying	and	confusion,	came	to	the	side	and	begged	us	to	depart.
Thereupon	 Neil	 sheered	 off;	 and	 the	 chief	 singer	 in	 our	 boat	 struck	 into	 a



melancholy	 air,	which	was	presently	 taken	up	both	by	 the	 emigrants	 and	 their
friends	 upon	 the	 beach,	 so	 that	 it	 sounded	 from	all	 sides	 like	 a	 lament	 for	 the
dying.	I	saw	the	tears	run	down	the	cheeks	of	the	men	and	women	in	the	boat,
even	as	they	bent	at	 the	oars;	and	the	circumstances	and	the	music	of	 the	song
(which	is	one	called	"Lochaber	no	more")	were	highly	affecting	even	to	myself.
At	Kinlochaline	I	got	Neil	Roy	upon	one	side	on	the	beach,	and	said	I	made

sure	he	was	one	of	Appin's	men.
"And	what	for	no?"	said	he.
"I	am	seeking	somebody,"	said	I;	"and	it	comes	in	my	mind	that	you	will	have

news	of	 him.	Alan	Breck	Stewart	 is	 his	 name."	And	very	 foolishly,	 instead	of
showing	him	the	button,	I	sought	to	pass	a	shilling	in	his	hand.
At	this	he	drew	back.	"I	am	very	much	affronted,"	he	said;	"and	this	is	not	the

way	that	one	shentleman	should	behave	to	another	at	all.	The	man	you	ask	for	is
in	France;	but	if	he	was	in	my	sporran,"	says	he,	"and	your	belly	full	of	shillings,
I	would	not	hurt	a	hair	upon	his	body."
I	 saw	 I	 had	 gone	 the	 wrong	 way	 to	 work,	 and	 without	 wasting	 time	 upon

apologies,	showed	him	the	button	lying	in	the	hollow	of	my	palm.
"Aweel,	aweel,"	said	Neil;	"and	I	think	ye	might	have	begun	with	that	end	of

the	stick,	whatever!	But	if	ye	are	the	lad	with	the	silver	button,	all	is	well,	and	I
have	 the	 word	 to	 see	 that	 ye	 come	 safe.	 But	 if	 ye	 will	 pardon	 me	 to	 speak
plainly,"	says	he,	"there	is	a	name	that	you	should	never	take	into	your	mouth,
and	that	is	the	name	of	Alan	Breck;	and	there	is	a	thing	that	ye	would	never	do,
and	that	is	to	offer	your	dirty	money	to	a	Hieland	shentleman."
It	was	not	very	easy	 to	 apologise;	 for	 I	 could	 scarce	 tell	 him	 (what	was	 the

truth)	that	I	had	never	dreamed	he	would	set	up	to	be	a	gentleman	until	he	told
me	 so.	Neil	 on	 his	 part	 had	 no	wish	 to	 prolong	 his	 dealings	with	me,	 only	 to
fulfil	 his	 orders	 and	be	done	with	 it;	 and	he	made	haste	 to	give	me	my	 route.
This	was	to	lie	the	night	in	Kinlochaline	in	the	public	inn;	to	cross	Morven	the
next	day	to	Ardgour,	and	lie	the	night	in	the	house	of	one	John	of	the	Claymore,
who	was	warned	 that	 I	might	come;	 the	 third	day,	 to	be	set	across	one	 loch	at
Corran	and	another	at	Balachulish,	and	then	ask	my	way	to	the	house	of	James
of	the	Glens,	at	Aucharn	in	Duror	of	Appin.	There	was	a	good	deal	of	ferrying,
as	you	hear;	the	sea	in	all	this	part	running	deep	into	the	mountains	and	winding
about	their	roots.	It	makes	the	country	strong	to	hold	and	difficult	to	travel,	but
full	of	prodigious	wild	and	dreadful	prospects.
I	had	some	other	advice	from	Neil:	to	speak	with	no	one	by	the	way,	to	avoid

Whigs,	Campbells,	and	the	"red-soldiers;"	to	leave	the	road	and	lie	in	a	bush	if	I
saw	any	of	the	latter	coming,	"for	it	was	never	chancy	to	meet	in	with	them;"	and
in	 brief,	 to	 conduct	myself	 like	 a	 robber	 or	 a	 Jacobite	 agent,	 as	 perhaps	Neil



thought	me.
The	inn	at	Kinlochaline	was	the	most	beggarly	vile	place	that	ever	pigs	were

styed	 in,	 full	 of	 smoke,	 vermin,	 and	 silent	 Highlanders.	 I	 was	 not	 only
discontented	with	my	lodging,	but	with	myself	for	my	mismanagement	of	Neil,
and	thought	I	could	hardly	be	worse	off.	But	very	wrongly,	as	I	was	soon	to	see;
for	I	had	not	been	half	an	hour	at	the	inn	(standing	in	the	door	most	of	the	time,
to	ease	my	eyes	from	the	peat	smoke)	when	a	thunderstorm	came	close	by,	the
springs	broke	 in	a	 little	hill	on	which	 the	 inn	 stood,	 and	one	end	of	 the	house
became	 a	 running	 water.	 Places	 of	 public	 entertainment	 were	 bad	 enough	 all
over	Scotland	 in	 those	days;	 yet	 it	was	 a	wonder	 to	myself,	when	 I	 had	 to	go
from	the	fireside	to	the	bed	in	which	I	slept,	wading	over	the	shoes.
Early	in	my	next	day's	journey	I	overtook	a	little,	stout,	solemn	man,	walking

very	 slowly	 with	 his	 toes	 turned	 out,	 sometimes	 reading	 in	 a	 book	 and
sometimes	marking	the	place	with	his	finger,	and	dressed	decently	and	plainly	in
something	of	a	clerical	style.
This	 I	 found	 to	 be	 another	 catechist,	 but	 of	 a	 different	 order	 from	 the	blind

man	of	Mull:	being	 indeed	one	of	 those	sent	out	by	 the	Edinburgh	Society	 for
Propagating	Christian	Knowledge,	 to	evangelise	 the	more	 savage	places	of	 the
Highlands.	His	 name	was	Henderland;	 he	 spoke	with	 the	 broad	 south-country
tongue,	which	I	was	beginning	to	weary	for	the	sound	of;	and	besides	common
countryship,	we	soon	found	we	had	a	more	particular	bond	of	 interest.	For	my
good	friend,	the	minister	of	Essendean,	had	translated	into	the	Gaelic	in	his	by-
time	a	number	of	hymns	and	pious	books	which	Henderland	used	 in	his	work,
and	held	in	great	esteem.	Indeed,	it	was	one	of	these	he	was	carrying	and	reading
when	we	met.
We	fell	in	company	at	once,	our	ways	lying	together	as	far	as	to	Kingairloch.

As	we	went,	he	stopped	and	spoke	with	all	 the	wayfarers	and	workers	 that	we
met	or	passed;	and	though	of	course	I	could	not	tell	what	they	discoursed	about,
yet	I	judged	Mr.	Henderland	must	be	well	liked	in	the	countryside,	for	I	observed
many	of	them	to	bring	out	their	mulls	and	share	a	pinch	of	snuff	with	him.
I	 told	him	as	 far	 in	my	affairs	as	 I	 judged	wise;	as	 far,	 that	 is,	 as	 they	were

none	of	Alan's;	and	gave	Balachulish	as	the	place	I	was	travelling	to,	to	meet	a
friend;	for	I	thought	Aucharn,	or	even	Duror,	would	be	too	particular,	and	might
put	him	on	the	scent.
On	his	part,	he	told	me	much	of	his	work	and	the	people	he	worked	among,

the	hiding	priests	 and	 Jacobites,	 the	Disarming	Act,	 the	dress,	 and	many	other
curiosities	 of	 the	 time	 and	 place.	He	 seemed	moderate;	 blaming	Parliament	 in
several	 points,	 and	 especially	 because	 they	 had	 framed	 the	Act	more	 severely
against	those	who	wore	the	dress	than	against	those	who	carried	weapons.



This	moderation	put	 it	 in	my	mind	 to	question	him	of	 the	Red	Fox	 and	 the
Appin	 tenants;	 questions	which,	 I	 thought,	 would	 seem	 natural	 enough	 in	 the
mouth	of	one	travelling	to	that	country.
He	 said	 it	was	 a	 bad	 business.	 "It's	wonderful,"	 said	 he,	 "where	 the	 tenants

find	the	money,	for	their	life	is	mere	starvation.	(Ye	don't	carry	such	a	thing	as
snuff,	do	ye,	Mr.	Balfour?	No.	Well,	I'm	better	wanting	it.)	But	these	tenants	(as	I
was	saying)	are	doubtless	partly	driven	to	it.	James	Stewart	in	Duror	(that's	him
they	call	James	of	the	Glens)	is	half-brother	to	Ardshiel,	the	captain	of	the	clan;
and	he	is	a	man	much	looked	up	to,	and	drives	very	hard.	And	then	there's	one
they	call	Alan	Breck—"
"Ah!"	I	cried,	"what	of	him?"
"What	of	the	wind	that	bloweth	where	it	listeth?"	said	Henderland.	"He's	here

and	 awa;	 here	 to-day	 and	 gone	 to-morrow:	 a	 fair	 heather-cat.	 He	 might	 be
glowering	at	the	two	of	us	out	of	yon	whin-bush,	and	I	wouldnae	wonder!	Ye'll
no	carry	such	a	thing	as	snuff,	will	ye?"
I	told	him	no,	and	that	he	had	asked	the	same	thing	more	than	once.
"It's	 highly	 possible,"	 said	 he,	 sighing.	 "But	 it	 seems	 strange	 ye	 shouldnae

carry	it.	However,	as	I	was	saying,	this	Alan	Breck	is	a	bold,	desperate	customer,
and	 well	 kent	 to	 be	 James's	 right	 hand.	 His	 life	 is	 forfeit	 already;	 he	 would
boggle	at	naething;	and	maybe,	if	a	tenant-body	was	to	hang	back	he	would	get	a
dirk	in	his	wame."
"You	make	a	poor	story	of	it	all,	Mr.	Henderland,"	said	I.	"If	it	is	all	fear	upon

both	sides,	I	care	to	hear	no	more	of	it."
"Na,"	 said	Mr.	Henderland,	 "but	 there's	 love	 too,	 and	 self-denial	 that	 should

put	the	like	of	you	and	me	to	shame.	There's	something	fine	about	it;	no	perhaps
Christian,	but	humanly	fine.	Even	Alan	Breck,	by	all	that	I	hear,	is	a	chield	to	be
respected.	There's	many	a	lying	sneck-draw	sits	close	in	kirk	in	our	own	part	of
the	country,	and	stands	well	 in	 the	world's	eye,	and	maybe	is	a	far	worse	man,
Mr.	Balfour,	than	yon	misguided	shedder	of	man's	blood.	Ay,	ay,	we	might	take	a
lesson	 by	 them.—Ye'll	 perhaps	 think	 I've	 been	 too	 long	 in	 the	 Hielands?"	 he
added,	smiling	to	me.
I	told	him	not	at	all;	that	I	had	seen	much	to	admire	among	the	Highlanders;

and	if	he	came	to	that,	Mr.	Campbell	himself	was	a	Highlander.
"Ay,"	said	he,	"that's	true.	It's	a	fine	blood."
"And	what	is	the	King's	agent	about?"	I	asked.
"Colin	Campbell?"	says	Henderland.	"Putting	his	head	in	a	bees'	byke!"
"He	is	to	turn	the	tenants	out	by	force,	I	hear?"	said	I.
"Yes,"	says	he,	"but	 the	business	has	gone	back	and	forth,	as	 folk	say.	First,

James	 of	 the	 Glens	 rode	 to	 Edinburgh,	 and	 got	 some	 lawyer	 (a	 Stewart,	 nae



doubt—they	 all	 hing	 together	 like	 bats	 in	 a	 steeple)	 and	 had	 the	 proceedings
stayed.	And	then	Colin	Campbell	cam'	in	again,	and	had	the	upper-hand	before
the	Barons	of	Exchequer.	And	now	they	tell	me	the	first	of	the	tenants	are	to	flit
to-morrow.	 It's	 to	 begin	 at	Duror	 under	 James's	 very	windows,	which	doesnae
seem	wise	by	my	humble	way	of	it."
"Do	you	think	they'll	fight?"	I	asked.
"Well,"	 says	Henderland,	 "they're	 disarmed—or	 supposed	 to	 be—for	 there's

still	a	good	deal	of	cold	iron	lying	by	in	quiet	places.	And	then	Colin	Campbell
has	the	sogers	coming.	But	for	all	that,	if	I	was	his	lady	wife,	I	wouldnae	be	well
pleased	till	I	got	him	home	again.	They're	queer	customers,	the	Appin	Stewarts."
I	asked	if	they	were	worse	than	their	neighbours.
"No	they,"	said	he.	"And	that's	the	worst	part	of	it.	For	if	Colin	Roy	can	get	his

business	done	 in	Appin,	he	has	 it	all	 to	begin	again	 in	 the	next	country,	which
they	 call	 Mamore,	 and	 which	 is	 one	 of	 the	 countries	 of	 the	 Camerons.	 He's
King's	 Factor	 upon	 both,	 and	 from	 both	 he	 has	 to	 drive	 out	 the	 tenants;	 and
indeed,	Mr.	Balfour	(to	be	open	with	ye),	it's	my	belief	that	if	he	escapes	the	one
lot,	he'll	get	his	death	by	the	other."
So	we	continued	 talking	and	walking	 the	great	part	of	 the	day;	until	 at	 last,

Mr.	Henderland	after	expressing	his	delight	 in	my	company,	and	satisfaction	at
meeting	with	a	friend	of	Mr.	Campbell's	("whom,"	says	he,	"I	will	make	bold	to
call	 that	sweet	singer	of	our	covenanted	Zion"),	proposed	that	I	should	make	a
short	 stage,	 and	 lie	 the	 night	 in	 his	 house	 a	 little	 beyond	Kingairloch.	 To	 say
truth,	I	was	overjoyed;	for	I	had	no	great	desire	for	John	of	 the	Claymore,	and
since	my	double	misadventure,	first	with	the	guide	and	next	with	the	gentleman
skipper,	 I	 stood	 in	 some	 fear	of	 any	Highland	 stranger.	Accordingly	we	 shook
hands	 upon	 the	 bargain,	 and	 came	 in	 the	 afternoon	 to	 a	 small	 house,	 standing
alone	by	the	shore	of	the	Linnhe	Loch.	The	sun	was	already	gone	from	the	desert
mountains	of	Ardgour	upon	the	hither	side,	but	shone	on	those	of	Appin	on	the
farther;	the	loch	lay	as	still	as	a	lake,	only	the	gulls	were	crying	round	the	sides
of	it;	and	the	whole	place	seemed	solemn	and	uncouth.
We	had	no	sooner	come	to	the	door	of	Mr.	Henderland's	dwelling,	than	to	my

great	 surprise	 (for	 I	 was	 now	 used	 to	 the	 politeness	 of	 Highlanders)	 he	 burst
rudely	past	me,	dashed	 into	 the	room,	caught	up	a	 jar	and	a	small	horn-spoon,
and	began	ladling	snuff	into	his	nose	in	most	excessive	quantities.	Then	he	had	a
hearty	fit	of	sneezing,	and	looked	round	upon	me	with	a	rather	silly	smile.
"It's	a	vow	I	took,"	says	he.	"I	took	a	vow	upon	me	that	I	wouldnae	carry	it.

Doubtless	 it's	a	great	privation;	but	when	I	 think	upon	the	martyrs,	not	only	 to
the	Scottish	Covenant	but	to	other	points	of	Christianity,	I	think	shame	to	mind
it."



As	 soon	 as	we	had	 eaten	 (and	 porridge	 and	whey	was	 the	 best	 of	 the	 good
man's	 diet)	 he	 took	 a	 grave	 face	 and	 said	 he	 had	 a	 duty	 to	 perform	 by	 Mr.
Campbell,	 and	 that	was	 to	 inquire	 into	my	 state	 of	mind	 towards	God.	 I	 was
inclined	 to	smile	at	him	since	 the	business	of	 the	snuff;	but	he	had	not	spoken
long	 before	 he	 brought	 the	 tears	 into	my	 eyes.	 There	 are	 two	 things	 that	men
should	never	weary	of,	goodness	and	humility;	we	get	none	too	much	of	them	in
this	rough	world	among	cold,	proud	people;	but	Mr.	Henderland	had	their	very
speech	 upon	 his	 tongue.	 And	 though	 I	 was	 a	 good	 deal	 puffed	 up	 with	 my
adventures	and	with	having	come	off,	as	the	saying	is,	with	flying	colours;	yet	he
soon	had	me	on	my	knees	beside	a	 simple,	poor	old	man,	and	both	proud	and
glad	to	be	there.
Before	we	went	to	bed	he	offered	me	sixpence	to	help	me	on	my	way,	out	of	a

scanty	store	he	kept	in	the	turf	wall	of	his	house;	at	which	excess	of	goodness	I
knew	not	what	to	do.	But	at	last	he	was	so	earnest	with	me	that	I	thought	it	the
more	mannerly	part	to	let	him	have	his	way,	and	so	left	him	poorer	than	myself.



Chapter		17	
THE	DEATH	OF	THE	RED	FOX
The	next	day	Mr.	Henderland	found	for	me	a	man	who	had	a	boat	of	his	own	and
was	 to	 cross	 the	 Linnhe	 Loch	 that	 afternoon	 into	 Appin,	 fishing.	 Him	 he
prevailed	on	to	take	me,	for	he	was	one	of	his	flock;	and	in	this	way	I	saved	a
long	day's	 travel	 and	 the	price	of	 the	 two	public	 ferries	 I	must	otherwise	have
passed.
It	 was	 near	 noon	 before	 we	 set	 out;	 a	 dark	 day	 with	 clouds,	 and	 the	 sun

shining	upon	little	patches.	The	sea	was	here	very	deep	and	still,	and	had	scarce
a	wave	upon	it;	so	that	I	must	put	the	water	to	my	lips	before	I	could	believe	it	to
be	 truly	 salt.	 The	mountains	 on	 either	 side	were	 high,	 rough	 and	 barren,	 very
black	 and	 gloomy	 in	 the	 shadow	 of	 the	 clouds,	 but	 all	 silver-laced	with	 little
watercourses	where	the	sun	shone	upon	them.	It	seemed	a	hard	country,	this	of
Appin,	for	people	to	care	as	much	about	as	Alan	did.
There	 was	 but	 one	 thing	 to	 mention.	 A	 little	 after	 we	 had	 started,	 the	 sun

shone	upon	a	little	moving	clump	of	scarlet	close	in	along	the	water-side	to	the
north.	It	was	much	of	the	same	red	as	soldiers'	coats;	every	now	and	then,	too,
there	came	little	sparks	and	lightnings,	as	though	the	sun	had	struck	upon	bright
steel.
I	asked	my	boatman	what	 it	should	be,	and	he	answered	he	supposed	 it	was

some	of	the	red	soldiers	coming	from	Fort	William	into	Appin,	against	the	poor
tenantry	 of	 the	 country.	 Well,	 it	 was	 a	 sad	 sight	 to	 me;	 and	 whether	 it	 was
because	 of	 my	 thoughts	 of	 Alan,	 or	 from	 something	 prophetic	 in	 my	 bosom,
although	this	was	but	the	second	time	I	had	seen	King	George's	troops,	I	had	no
good	will	to	them.
At	last	we	came	so	near	the	point	of	land	at	the	entering	in	of	Loch	Leven	that

I	begged	to	be	set	on	shore.	My	boatman	(who	was	an	honest	fellow	and	mindful
of	his	promise	 to	 the	catechist)	would	 fain	have	carried	me	on	 to	Balachulish;
but	as	this	was	to	take	me	farther	from	my	secret	destination,	I	insisted,	and	was
set	on	shore	at	last	under	the	wood	of	Lettermore	(or	Lettervore,	for	I	have	heard
it	both	ways)	in	Alan's	country	of	Appin.
This	was	a	wood	of	birches,	growing	on	a	 steep,	craggy	side	of	a	mountain

that	 overhung	 the	 loch.	 It	 had	many	openings	 and	 ferny	howes;	 and	 a	 road	or



bridle	 track	 ran	north	and	south	 through	 the	midst	of	 it,	by	 the	edge	of	which,
where	was	a	spring,	 I	sat	down	to	eat	some	oat-bread	of	Mr.	Henderland's	and
think	upon	my	situation.
Here	I	was	not	only	troubled	by	a	cloud	of	stinging	midges,	but	far	more	by

the	doubts	of	my	mind.	What	I	ought	to	do,	why	I	was	going	to	join	myself	with
an	outlaw	and	 a	would-be	murderer	 like	Alan,	whether	 I	 should	 not	 be	 acting
more	like	a	man	of	sense	to	tramp	back	to	the	south	country	direct,	by	my	own
guidance	 and	 at	 my	 own	 charges,	 and	 what	 Mr.	 Campbell	 or	 even	 Mr.
Henderland	 would	 think	 of	 me	 if	 they	 should	 ever	 learn	 my	 folly	 and
presumption:	 these	were	 the	doubts	 that	now	began	to	come	in	on	me	stronger
than	ever.
As	 I	 was	 so	 sitting	 and	 thinking,	 a	 sound	 of	 men	 and	 horses	 came	 to	 me

through	 the	 wood;	 and	 presently	 after,	 at	 a	 turning	 of	 the	 road,	 I	 saw	 four
travellers	 come	 into	 view.	The	way	was	 in	 this	 part	 so	 rough	 and	 narrow	 that
they	 came	 single	 and	 led	 their	 horses	 by	 the	 reins.	The	 first	was	 a	 great,	 red-
headed	gentleman,	of	an	imperious	and	flushed	face,	who	carried	his	hat	in	his
hand	 and	 fanned	 himself,	 for	 he	 was	 in	 a	 breathing	 heat.	 The	 second,	 by	 his
decent	black	garb	and	white	wig,	I	correctly	took	to	be	a	lawyer.	The	third	was	a
servant,	 and	 wore	 some	 part	 of	 his	 clothes	 in	 tartan,	 which	 showed	 that	 his
master	was	of	a	Highland	family,	and	either	an	outlaw	or	else	in	singular	good
odour	with	the	Government,	since	the	wearing	of	tartan	was	against	the	Act.	If	I
had	been	better	versed	in	these	things,	I	would	have	known	the	tartan	to	be	of	the
Argyle	 (or	 Campbell)	 colours.	 This	 servant	 had	 a	 good-sized	 portmanteau
strapped	on	his	horse,	and	a	net	of	lemons	(to	brew	punch	with)	hanging	at	the
saddle-bow;	as	was	often	enough	the	custom	with	luxurious	travellers	in	that	part
of	the	country.
As	for	the	fourth,	who	brought	up	the	tail,	I	had	seen	his	like	before,	and	knew

him	at	once	to	be	a	sheriff's	officer.
I	had	no	 sooner	 seen	 these	people	 coming	 than	 I	made	up	my	mind	 (for	no

reason	that	I	can	tell)	to	go	through	with	my	adventure;	and	when	the	first	came
alongside	of	me,	I	rose	up	from	the	bracken	and	asked	him	the	way	to	Aucharn.
He	stopped	and	looked	at	me,	as	I	thought,	a	little	oddly;	and	then,	turning	to

the	 lawyer,	"Mungo,"	said	he,	"there's	many	a	man	would	 think	 this	more	of	a
warning	than	two	pyats.	Here	am	I	on	my	road	to	Duror	on	the	job	ye	ken;	and
here	is	a	young	lad	starts	up	out	of	the	bracken,	and	speers	if	I	am	on	the	way	to
Aucharn."
"Glenure,"	said	the	other,	"this	is	an	ill	subject	for	jesting."
These	 two	 had	 now	 drawn	 close	 up	 and	were	 gazing	 at	me,	 while	 the	 two

followers	had	halted	about	a	stone-cast	in	the	rear.



"And	what	 seek	ye	 in	Aucharn?"	 said	Colin	Roy	Campbell	of	Glenure,	him
they	called	the	Red	Fox;	for	he	it	was	that	I	had	stopped.
"The	man	that	lives	there,"	said	I.
"James	of	the	Glens,"	says	Glenure,	musingly;	and	then	to	the	lawyer:	"Is	he

gathering	his	people,	think	ye?"
"Anyway,"	says	the	lawyer,	"we	shall	do	better	to	bide	where	we	are,	and	let

the	soldiers	rally	us."
"If	you	are	concerned	for	me,"	said	I,	"I	am	neither	of	his	people	nor	yours,

but	an	honest	subject	of	King	George,	owing	no	man	and	fearing	no	man."
"Why,	very	well	said,"	replies	the	Factor.	"But	if	I	may	make	so	bold	as	ask,

what	 does	 this	 honest	 man	 so	 far	 from	 his	 country?	 and	 why	 does	 he	 come
seeking	the	brother	of	Ardshiel?	I	have	power	here,	I	must	tell	you.	I	am	King's
Factor	 upon	 several	 of	 these	 estates,	 and	 have	 twelve	 files	 of	 soldiers	 at	 my
back."
"I	 have	 heard	 a	waif	word	 in	 the	 country,"	 said	 I,	 a	 little	 nettled,	 "that	 you

were	a	hard	man	to	drive."
He	still	kept	looking	at	me,	as	if	in	doubt.
"Well,"	said	he,	at	last,	"your	tongue	is	bold;	but	I	am	no	unfriend	to	plainness.

If	ye	had	asked	me	the	way	to	the	door	of	James	Stewart	on	any	other	day	but
this,	 I	 would	 have	 set	 ye	 right	 and	 bidden	 ye	 God	 speed.	 But	 to-day—eh,
Mungo?"	And	he	turned	again	to	look	at	the	lawyer.
But	just	as	he	turned	there	came	the	shot	of	a	firelock	from	higher	up	the	hill;

and	with	the	very	sound	of	it	Glenure	fell	upon	the	road.
"O,	I	am	dead!"	he	cried,	several	times	over.
The	lawyer	had	caught	him	up	and	held	him	in	his	arms,	the	servant	standing

over	 and	 clasping	 his	 hands.	 And	 now	 the	wounded	man	 looked	 from	 one	 to
another	with	scared	eyes,	and	there	was	a	change	in	his	voice,	 that	went	to	the
heart.
"Take	care	of	yourselves,"	says	he.	"I	am	dead."
He	tried	to	open	his	clothes	as	if	to	look	for	the	wound,	but	his	fingers	slipped

on	the	buttons.	With	 that	he	gave	a	great	sigh,	his	head	rolled	on	his	shoulder,
and	he	passed	away.
The	lawyer	said	never	a	word,	but	his	face	was	as	sharp	as	a	pen	and	as	white

as	the	dead	man's;	the	servant	broke	out	into	a	great	noise	of	crying	and	weeping,
like	 a	 child;	 and	 I,	 on	my	 side,	 stood	 staring	 at	 them	 in	 a	 kind	of	 horror.	The
sheriff's	officer	had	run	back	at	the	first	sound	of	the	shot,	to	hasten	the	coming
of	the	soldiers.
At	last	the	lawyer	laid	down	the	dead	man	in	his	blood	upon	the	road,	and	got

to	his	own	feet	with	a	kind	of	stagger.



I	believe	 it	was	his	movement	 that	brought	me	 to	my	senses;	 for	he	had	no
sooner	done	so	than	I	began	to	scramble	up	the	hill,	crying	out,	"The	murderer!
the	murderer!"
So	little	a	 time	had	elapsed,	 that	when	I	got	 to	 the	top	of	 the	first	steepness,

and	 could	 see	 some	part	 of	 the	open	mountain,	 the	murderer	was	 still	moving
away	at	no	great	distance.	He	was	a	big	man,	in	a	black	coat,	with	metal	buttons,
and	carried	a	long	fowling-piece.
"Here!"	I	cried.	"I	see	him!"
At	that	the	murderer	gave	a	little,	quick	look	over	his	shoulder,	and	began	to

run.	The	next	moment	he	was	lost	in	a	fringe	of	birches;	then	he	came	out	again
on	the	upper	side,	where	I	could	see	him	climbing	like	a	jackanapes,	for	that	part
was	again	very	steep;	and	then	he	dipped	behind	a	shoulder,	and	I	saw	him	no
more.
All	this	time	I	had	been	running	on	my	side,	and	had	got	a	good	way	up,	when

a	voice	cried	upon	me	to	stand.
I	was	at	 the	edge	of	 the	upper	wood,	and	so	now,	when	I	halted	and	 looked

back,	I	saw	all	the	open	part	of	the	hill	below	me.
The	lawyer	and	the	sheriff's	officer	were	standing	just	above	the	road,	crying

and	waving	on	me	to	come	back;	and	on	their	left,	the	red-coats,	musket	in	hand,
were	beginning	to	struggle	singly	out	of	the	lower	wood.
"Why	should	I	come	back?"	I	cried.	"Come	you	on!"
"Ten	pounds	 if	 ye	 take	 that	 lad!"	 cried	 the	 lawyer.	 "He's	 an	 accomplice.	He

was	posted	here	to	hold	us	in	talk."
At	 that	word	(which	I	could	hear	quite	plainly,	 though	 it	was	 to	 the	soldiers

and	not	 to	me	 that	he	was	crying	 it)	my	heart	came	 in	my	mouth	with	quite	a
new	kind	of	 terror.	 Indeed,	 it	 is	one	 thing	 to	stand	 the	danger	of	your	 life,	and
quite	another	to	run	the	peril	of	both	life	and	character.	The	thing,	besides,	had
come	 so	 suddenly,	 like	 thunder	 out	 of	 a	 clear	 sky,	 that	 I	 was	 all	 amazed	 and
helpless.
The	soldiers	began	to	spread,	some	of	them	to	run,	and	others	to	put	up	their

pieces	and	cover	me;	and	still	I	stood.
"Jock	in	here	among	the	trees,"	said	a	voice	close	by.
Indeed,	I	scarce	knew	what	I	was	doing,	but	I	obeyed;	and	as	I	did	so,	I	heard

the	firelocks	bang	and	the	balls	whistle	in	the	birches.
Just	inside	the	shelter	of	the	trees	I	found	Alan	Breck	standing,	with	a	fishing-

rod.	He	gave	me	no	salutation;	indeed	it	was	no	time	for	civilities;	only	"Come!"
says	he,	and	set	off	running	along	the	side	of	the	mountain	towards	Balaehulish;
and	I,	like	a	sheep,	to	follow	him.
Now	we	 ran	 among	 the	 birches;	 now	 stooping	 behind	 low	 humps	 upon	 the



mountain-side;	 now	 crawling	 on	 all	 fours	 among	 the	 heather.	 The	 pace	 was
deadly:	my	heart	seemed	bursting	against	my	ribs;	and	I	had	neither	time	to	think
nor	breath	to	speak	with.	Only	I	remember	seeing	with	wonder,	that	Alan	every
now	 and	 then	 would	 straighten	 himself	 to	 his	 full	 height	 and	 look	 back;	 and
every	 time	 he	 did	 so,	 there	 came	 a	 great	 far-away	 cheering	 and	 crying	 of	 the
soldiers.
Quarter	of	an	hour	later,	Alan	stopped,	clapped	down	flat	in	the	heather,	and

turned	to	me.
"Now,"	said	he,	"it's	earnest.	Do	as	I	do,	for	your	life."
And	 at	 the	 same	 speed,	 but	 now	with	 infinitely	more	 precaution,	we	 traced

back	again	across	 the	mountain-side	by	 the	 same	way	 that	we	had	come,	only
perhaps	 higher;	 till	 at	 last	 Alan	 threw	 himself	 down	 in	 the	 upper	 wood	 of
Lettermore,	 where	 I	 had	 found	 him	 at	 the	 first,	 and	 lay,	 with	 his	 face	 in	 the
bracken,	panting	like	a	dog.
My	 own	 sides	 so	 ached,	my	 head	 so	 swam,	my	 tongue	 so	 hung	 out	 of	my

mouth	with	heat	and	dryness,	that	I	lay	beside	him	like	one	dead.



Chapter		18	
I	 TALK	 WITH	 ALAN	 IN	 THE	 WOOD	 OF
LETTERMORE
Alan	 was	 the	 first	 to	 come	 round.	 He	 rose,	 went	 to	 the	 border	 of	 the	 wood,
peered	out	a	little,	and	then	returned	and	sat	down.
"Well,"	said	he,	"yon	was	a	hot	burst,	David."
I	said	nothing,	nor	so	much	as	lifted	my	face.	I	had	seen	murder	done,	and	a

great,	 ruddy,	 jovial	 gentleman	 struck	 out	 of	 life	 in	 a	moment;	 the	 pity	 of	 that
sight	was	still	sore	within	me,	and	yet	that	was	but	a	part	of	my	concern.	Here
was	murder	done	upon	the	man	Alan	hated;	here	was	Alan	skulking	in	the	trees
and	running	from	the	troops;	and	whether	his	was	the	hand	that	fired	or	only	the
head	 that	ordered,	 signified	but	 little.	By	my	way	of	 it,	my	only	 friend	 in	 that
wild	country	was	blood-guilty	 in	 the	first	degree;	 I	held	him	in	horror;	 I	could
not	look	upon	his	face;	I	would	have	rather	lain	alone	in	the	rain	on	my	cold	isle,
than	in	that	warm	wood	beside	a	murderer.
"Are	ye	still	wearied?"	he	asked	again.
"No,"	said	I,	still	with	my	face	in	the	bracken;	"no,	I	am	not	wearied	now,	and

I	can	speak.	You	and	me	must	 twine,"	I	said.	"I	 liked	you	very	well,	Alan,	but
your	ways	are	not	mine,	and	they're	not	God's:	and	the	short	and	the	long	of	it	is
just	that	we	must	twine."
"I	 will	 hardly	 twine	 from	 ye,	 David,	 without	 some	 kind	 of	 reason	 for	 the

same,"	said	Alan,	mighty	gravely.	"If	ye	ken	anything	against	my	reputation,	it's
the	 least	 thing	 that	ye	should	do,	 for	old	acquaintance'	sake,	 to	 let	me	hear	 the
name	of	it;	and	if	ye	have	only	taken	a	distaste	to	my	society,	it	will	be	proper	for
me	to	judge	if	I'm	insulted."
"Alan,"	said	I,	"what	is	the	sense	of	this?	Ye	ken	very	well	yon	Campbell-man

lies	in	his	blood	upon	the	road."
He	was	silent	for	a	little;	then	says	he,	"Did	ever	ye	hear	tell	of	the	story	of	the

Man	and	the	Good	People?"—by	which	he	meant	the	fairies.
"No,"	said	I,	"nor	do	I	want	to	hear	it."
"With	your	permission,	Mr.	Balfour,	 I	will	 tell	 it	you,	whatever,"	 says	Alan.

"The	man,	ye	should	ken,	was	cast	upon	a	rock	in	the	sea,	where	it	appears	the
Good	People	were	in	use	to	come	and	rest	as	they	went	through	to	Ireland.	The



name	 of	 this	 rock	 is	 called	 the	 Skerryvore,	 and	 it's	 not	 far	 from	 where	 we
suffered	ship-wreck.	Well,	it	seems	the	man	cried	so	sore,	if	he	could	just	see	his
little	bairn	before	he	died!	 that	 at	 last	 the	king	of	 the	Good	People	 took	peety
upon	him,	and	sent	one	flying	that	brought	back	the	bairn	in	a	poke	and	laid	it
down	beside	the	man	where	he	lay	sleeping.	So	when	the	man	woke,	there	was	a
poke	beside	him	and	something	into	the	inside	of	it	that	moved.	Well,	it	seems	he
was	 one	 of	 these	 gentry	 that	 think	 aye	 the	 worst	 of	 things;	 and	 for	 greater
security,	 he	 stuck	his	 dirk	 throughout	 that	 poke	before	he	opened	 it,	 and	 there
was	his	bairn	dead.	I	am	thinking	to	myself,	Mr.	Balfour,	that	you	and	the	man
are	very	much	alike."
"Do	you	mean	you	had	no	hand	in	it?"	cried	I,	sitting	up.
"I	will	 tell	 you	 first	of	 all,	Mr.	Balfour	of	Shaws,	 as	one	 friend	 to	 another,"

said	Alan,	"that	if	I	were	going	to	kill	a	gentleman,	it	would	not	be	in	my	own
country,	to	bring	trouble	on	my	clan;	and	I	would	not	go	wanting	sword	and	gun,
and	with	a	long	fishing-rod	upon	my	back."
"Well,"	said	I,	"that's	true!"
"And	now,"	continued	Alan,	taking	out	his	dirk	and	laying	his	hand	upon	it	in

a	certain	manner,	"I	swear	upon	the	Holy	Iron	I	had	neither	art	nor	part,	act	nor
thought	in	it."
"I	thank	God	for	that!"	cried	I,	and	offered	him	my	hand.
He	did	not	appear	to	see	it.
"And	here	is	a	great	deal	of	work	about	a	Campbell!"	said	he.	"They	are	not	so

scarce,	that	I	ken!"
"At	least,"	said	I,	"you	cannot	justly	blame	me,	for	you	know	very	well	what

you	told	me	in	the	brig.	But	the	temptation	and	the	act	are	different,	I	thank	God
again	 for	 that.	We	may	all	be	 tempted;	but	 to	 take	a	 life	 in	cold	blood,	Alan!"
And	 I	 could	 say	 no	more	 for	 the	moment.	 "And	 do	 you	 know	who	 did	 it?"	 I
added.	"Do	you	know	that	man	in	the	black	coat?"
"I	have	nae	clear	mind	about	his	coat,"	said	Alan	cunningly,	"but	it	sticks	in

my	head	that	it	was	blue."
"Blue	or	black,	did	ye	know	him?"	said	I.
"I	 couldnae	 just	 conscientiously	 swear	 to	 him,"	 says	 Alan.	 "He	 gaed	 very

close	by	me,	to	be	sure,	but	it's	a	strange	thing	that	I	should	just	have	been	tying
my	brogues."
"Can	you	swear	that	you	don't	know	him,	Alan?"	I	cried,	half	angered,	half	in

a	mind	to	laugh	at	his	evasions.
"Not	yet,"	says	he;	"but	I've	a	grand	memory	for	forgetting,	David."
"And	yet	 there	was	one	 thing	 I	 saw	clearly,"	 said	 I;	 "and	 that	was,	 that	you

exposed	yourself	and	me	to	draw	the	soldiers."



"It's	very	likely,"	said	Alan;	"and	so	would	any	gentleman.	You	and	me	were
innocent	of	that	transaction."
"The	better	reason,	since	we	were	falsely	suspected,	that	we	should	get	clear,"

I	cried.	"The	innocent	should	surely	come	before	the	guilty."
"Why,	 David,"	 said	 he,	 "the	 innocent	 have	 aye	 a	 chance	 to	 get	 assoiled	 in

court;	but	for	the	lad	that	shot	the	bullet,	I	think	the	best	place	for	him	will	be	the
heather.	Them	that	havenae	dipped	their	hands	in	any	little	difficulty,	should	be
very	mindful	of	the	case	of	them	that	have.	And	that	is	the	good	Christianity.	For
if	it	was	the	other	way	round	about,	and	the	lad	whom	I	couldnae	just	clearly	see
had	been	in	our	shoes,	and	we	in	his	(as	might	very	well	have	been),	I	think	we
would	be	a	good	deal	obliged	to	him	oursel's	if	he	would	draw	the	soldiers."
When	it	came	to	this,	I	gave	Alan	up.	But	he	looked	so	innocent	all	the	time,

and	 was	 in	 such	 clear	 good	 faith	 in	 what	 he	 said,	 and	 so	 ready	 to	 sacrifice
himself	 for	 what	 he	 deemed	 his	 duty,	 that	 my	 mouth	 was	 closed.	 Mr.
Henderland's	words	came	back	to	me:	that	we	ourselves	might	take	a	lesson	by
these	wild	Highlanders.	Well,	here	I	had	taken	mine.	Alan's	morals	were	all	tail-
first;	but	he	was	ready	to	give	his	life	for	them,	such	as	they	were.
"Alan,"	said	I,	"I'll	not	say	it's	the	good	Christianity	as	I	understand	it,	but	it's

good	enough.	And	here	I	offer	ye	my	hand	for	the	second	time."
Whereupon	he	gave	me	both	of	his,	saying	surely	I	had	cast	a	spell	upon	him,

for	he	could	forgive	me	anything.	Then	he	grew	very	grave,	and	said	we	had	not
much	time	to	throw	away,	but	must	both	flee	that	country:	he,	because	he	was	a
deserter,	 and	 the	whole	 of	Appin	would	 now	be	 searched	 like	 a	 chamber,	 and
every	 one	 obliged	 to	 give	 a	 good	 account	 of	 himself;	 and	 I,	 because	 I	 was
certainly	involved	in	the	murder.
"O!"	says	I,	willing	to	give	him	a	little	lesson,	"I	have	no	fear	of	the	justice	of

my	country."
"As	if	this	was	your	country!"	said	he.	"Or	as	if	ye	would	be	tried	here,	in	a

country	of	Stewarts!"
"It's	all	Scotland,"	said	I.
"Man,	 I	 whiles	 wonder	 at	 ye,"	 said	 Alan.	 "This	 is	 a	 Campbell	 that's	 been

killed.	Well,	 it'll	 be	 tried	 in	 Inverara,	 the	 Campbells'	 head	 place;	 with	 fifteen
Campbells	in	the	jury-box	and	the	biggest	Campbell	of	all	(and	that's	the	Duke)
sitting	cocking	on	the	bench.	Justice,	David?	The	same	justice,	by	all	the	world,
as	Glenure	found	awhile	ago	at	the	roadside."
This	frightened	me	a	little,	I	confess,	and	would	have	frightened	me	more	if	I

had	known	how	nearly	exact	were	Alan's	predictions;	 indeed	 it	was	but	 in	one
point	that	he	exaggerated,	there	being	but	eleven	Campbells	on	the	jury;	though
as	 the	other	 four	were	 equally	 in	 the	Duke's	 dependence,	 it	mattered	 less	 than



might	appear.	Still,	I	cried	out	that	he	was	unjust	to	the	Duke	of	Argyle,	who	(for
all	he	was	a	Whig)	was	yet	a	wise	and	honest	nobleman.
"Hoot!"	said	Alan,	"the	man's	a	Whig,	nae	doubt;	but	I	would	never	deny	he

was	a	good	chieftain	to	his	clan.	And	what	would	the	clan	think	if	 there	was	a
Campbell	 shot,	 and	naebody	hanged,	 and	 their	 own	 chief	 the	 Justice	General?
But	 I	 have	often	observed,"	 says	Alan,	 "that	 you	Low-country	bodies	have	no
clear	idea	of	what's	right	and	wrong."
At	this	I	did	at	last	laugh	out	aloud,	when	to	my	surprise,	Alan	joined	in,	and

laughed	as	merrily	as	myself.
"Na,	na,"	said	he,	"we're	in	the	Hielands,	David;	and	when	I	tell	ye	to	run,	take

my	word	and	run.	Nae	doubt	it's	a	hard	thing	to	skulk	and	starve	in	the	Heather,
but	it's	harder	yet	to	lie	shackled	in	a	red-coat	prison."
I	asked	him	whither	we	should	 flee;	and	as	he	 told	me	"to	 the	Lowlands,"	 I

was	a	little	better	inclined	to	go	with	him;	for,	indeed,	I	was	growing	impatient
to	get	back	and	have	 the	upper-hand	of	my	uncle.	Besides,	Alan	made	so	sure
there	would	be	no	question	of	justice	in	the	matter,	that	I	began	to	be	afraid	he
might	be	right.	Of	all	deaths,	I	would	truly	like	least	to	die	by	the	gallows;	and
the	 picture	 of	 that	 uncanny	 instrument	 came	 into	my	 head	with	 extraordinary
clearness	(as	I	had	once	seen	it	engraved	at	the	top	of	a	pedlar's	ballad)	and	took
away	my	appetite	for	courts	of	justice.
"I'll	chance	it,	Alan,"	said	I.	"I'll	go	with	you."
"But	mind	you,"	 said	Alan,	 "it's	 no	 small	 thing.	Ye	maun	 lie	bare	 and	hard,

and	brook	many	an	empty	belly.	Your	bed	shall	be	the	moorcock's,	and	your	life
shall	 be	 like	 the	 hunted	 deer's,	 and	 ye	 shall	 sleep	 with	 your	 hand	 upon	 your
weapons.	Ay,	man,	ye	shall	 taigle	many	a	weary	foot,	or	we	get	clear!	I	 tell	ye
this	at	the	start,	for	it's	a	life	that	I	ken	well.	But	if	ye	ask	what	other	chance	ye
have,	I	answer:	Nane.	Either	take	to	the	heather	with	me,	or	else	hang."
"And	that's	a	choice	very	easily	made,"	said	I;	and	we	shook	hands	upon	it.
"And	now	let's	take	another	keek	at	the	red-coats,"	says	Alan,	and	he	led	me

to	the	north-eastern	fringe	of	the	wood.
Looking	out	between	the	trees,	we	could	see	a	great	side	of	mountain,	running

down	exceeding	steep	into	the	waters	of	the	loch.	It	was	a	rough	part,	all	hanging
stone,	and	heather,	and	big	scrogs	of	birchwood;	and	away	at	the	far	end	towards
Balachulish,	 little	 wee	 red	 soldiers	 were	 dipping	 up	 and	 down	 over	 hill	 and
howe,	and	growing	smaller	every	minute.	There	was	no	cheering	now,	for	I	think
they	had	other	uses	for	what	breath	was	left	them;	but	they	still	stuck	to	the	trail,
and	doubtless	thought	that	we	were	close	in	front	of	them.
Alan	watched	them,	smiling	to	himself.
"Ay,"	 said	 he,	 "they'll	 be	 gey	 weary	 before	 they've	 got	 to	 the	 end	 of	 that



employ!	And	so	you	and	me,	David,	can	sit	down	and	eat	a	bite,	and	breathe	a
bit	 longer,	 and	 take	a	dram	from	my	bottle.	Then	we'll	 strike	 for	Aucharn,	 the
house	of	my	kinsman,	James	of	the	Glens,	where	I	must	get	my	clothes,	and	my
arms,	and	money	to	carry	us	along;	and	then,	David,	we'll	cry,	 'Forth,	Fortune!'
and	take	a	cast	among	the	heather."
So	we	sat	again	and	ate	and	drank,	 in	a	place	whence	we	could	see	 the	 sun

going	down	into	a	field	of	great,	wild,	and	houseless	mountains,	such	as	I	was
now	condemned	to	wander	in	with	my	companion.	Partly	as	we	so	sat,	and	partly
afterwards,	 on	 the	way	 to	Aucharn,	 each	 of	 us	 narrated	 his	 adventures;	 and	 I
shall	here	set	down	so	much	of	Alan's	as	seems	either	curious	or	needful.
It	appears	he	ran	to	the	bulwarks	as	soon	as	the	wave	was	passed;	saw	me,	and

lost	me,	and	saw	me	again,	as	I	tumbled	in	the	roost;	and	at	last	had	one	glimpse
of	me	clinging	on	the	yard.	It	was	this	that	put	him	in	some	hope	I	would	maybe
get	 to	 land	after	 all,	 and	made	him	 leave	 those	 clues	 and	messages	which	had
brought	me	(for	my	sins)	to	that	unlucky	country	of	Appin.
In	the	meanwhile,	those	still	on	the	brig	had	got	the	skiff	launched,	and	one	or

two	were	on	board	of	her	already,	when	there	came	a	second	wave	greater	than
the	first,	and	heaved	the	brig	out	of	her	place,	and	would	certainly	have	sent	her
to	 the	 bottom,	 had	 she	 not	 struck	 and	 caught	 on	 some	 projection	 of	 the	 reef.
When	 she	 had	 struck	 first,	 it	 had	 been	 bows-on,	 so	 that	 the	 stern	 had	 hitherto
been	 lowest.	 But	 now	 her	 stern	was	 thrown	 in	 the	 air,	 and	 the	 bows	 plunged
under	the	sea;	and	with	that,	the	water	began	to	pour	into	the	fore-scuttle	like	the
pouring	of	a	mill-dam.
It	took	the	colour	out	of	Alan's	face,	even	to	tell	what	followed.	For	there	were

still	two	men	lying	impotent	in	their	bunks;	and	these,	seeing	the	water	pour	in
and	thinking	the	ship	had	foundered,	began	to	cry	out	aloud,	and	that	with	such
harrowing	 cries	 that	 all	who	were	 on	 deck	 tumbled	 one	 after	 another	 into	 the
skiff	and	fell	 to	their	oars.	They	were	not	two	hundred	yards	away,	when	there
came	a	third	great	sea;	and	at	that	the	brig	lifted	clean	over	the	reef;	her	canvas
filled	for	a	moment,	and	she	seemed	to	sail	in	chase	of	them,	but	settling	all	the
while;	and	presently	she	drew	down	and	down,	as	if	a	hand	was	drawing	her;	and
the	sea	closed	over	the	Covenant	of	Dysart.
Never	a	word	they	spoke	as	they	pulled	ashore,	being	stunned	with	the	horror

of	 that	screaming;	but	 they	had	scarce	set	 foot	upon	the	beach	when	Hoseason
woke	up,	as	 if	out	of	a	muse,	and	bade	 them	lay	hands	upon	Alan.	They	hung
back	 indeed,	 having	 little	 taste	 for	 the	 employment;	 but	 Hoseason	was	 like	 a
fiend,	crying	that	Alan	was	alone,	that	he	had	a	great	sum	about	him,	that	he	had
been	the	means	of	losing	the	brig	and	drowning	all	their	comrades,	and	that	here
was	both	revenge	and	wealth	upon	a	single	cast.	It	was	seven	against	one;	in	that



part	 of	 the	 shore	 there	 was	 no	 rock	 that	 Alan	 could	 set	 his	 back	 to;	 and	 the
sailors	began	to	spread	out	and	come	behind	him.
"And	then,"	said	Alan,	"the	little	man	with	the	red	head—I	havenae	mind	of

the	name	that	he	is	called."
"Riach,"	said	I.
"Ay"	said	Alan,	"Riach!	Well,	it	was	him	that	took	up	the	clubs	for	me,	asked

the	men	if	they	werenae	feared	of	a	judgment,	and,	says	he	'Dod,	I'll	put	my	back
to	the	Hielandman's	mysel'.'	That's	none	such	an	entirely	bad	little	man,	yon	little
man	with	the	red	head,"	said	Alan.	"He	has	some	spunks	of	decency."
"Well,"	said	I,	"he	was	kind	to	me	in	his	way."
"And	so	he	was	to	Alan,"	said	he;	"and	by	my	troth,	I	found	his	way	a	very

good	one!	But	ye	see,	David,	the	loss	of	the	ship	and	the	cries	of	these	poor	lads
sat	very	ill	upon	the	man;	and	I'm	thinking	that	would	be	the	cause	of	it."
"Well,	I	would	think	so,"	says	I;	"for	he	was	as	keen	as	any	of	the	rest	at	the

beginning.	But	how	did	Hoseason	take	it?"
"It	sticks	in	my	mind	that	he	would	take	it	very	ill,"	says	Alan.	"But	the	little

man	cried	to	me	to	run,	and	indeed	I	thought	it	was	a	good	observe,	and	ran.	The
last	 that	 I	 saw	 they	were	 all	 in	 a	 knot	 upon	 the	 beach,	 like	 folk	 that	were	 not
agreeing	very	well	together."
"What	do	you	mean	by	that?"	said	I.
"Well,	 the	 fists	were	going,"	said	Alan;	"and	I	saw	one	man	go	down	 like	a

pair	of	breeks.	But	I	thought	it	would	be	better	no	to	wait.	Ye	see	there's	a	strip
of	Campbells	 in	 that	end	of	Mull,	which	 is	no	good	company	 for	a	gentleman
like	me.	If	it	hadnae	been	for	that	I	would	have	waited	and	looked	for	ye	mysel',
let	alone	giving	a	hand	to	 the	 little	man."	(It	was	droll	how	Alan	dwelt	on	Mr.
Riach's	 stature,	 for,	 to	 say	 the	 truth,	 the	 one	 was	 not	 much	 smaller	 than	 the
other.)	 "So,"	 says	 he,	 continuing,	 "I	 set	my	best	 foot	 forward,	 and	whenever	 I
met	in	with	any	one	I	cried	out	there	was	a	wreck	ashore.	Man,	they	didnae	stop
to	fash	with	me!	Ye	should	have	seen	them	linking	for	the	beach!	And	when	they
got	there	they	found	they	had	had	the	pleasure	of	a	run,	which	is	aye	good	for	a
Campbell.	I'm	thinking	it	was	a	judgment	on	the	clan	that	the	brig	went	down	in
the	lump	and	didnae	break.	But	it	was	a	very	unlucky	thing	for	you,	that	same;
for	 if	 any	wreck	 had	 come	 ashore	 they	would	 have	 hunted	 high	 and	 low,	 and
would	soon	have	found	ye."



Chapter		19	
THE	HOUSE	OF	FEAR
Night	 fell	 as	 we	 were	 walking,	 and	 the	 clouds,	 which	 had	 broken	 up	 in	 the
afternoon,	 settled	 in	 and	 thickened,	 so	 that	 it	 fell,	 for	 the	 season	 of	 the	 year,
extremely	 dark.	The	way	we	went	was	 over	 rough	mountainsides;	 and	 though
Alan	 pushed	 on	 with	 an	 assured	 manner,	 I	 could	 by	 no	 means	 see	 how	 he
directed	himself.
At	last,	about	half-past	ten	of	the	clock,	we	came	to	the	top	of	a	brae,	and	saw

lights	below	us.	It	seemed	a	house	door	stood	open	and	let	out	a	beam	of	fire	and
candle-light;	 and	 all	 round	 the	 house	 and	 steading	 five	 or	 six	 persons	 were
moving	hurriedly	about,	each	carrying	a	lighted	brand.
"James	must	have	tint	his	wits,"	said	Alan.	"If	this	was	the	soldiers	instead	of

you	and	me,	he	would	be	in	a	bonny	mess.	But	I	dare	say	he'll	have	a	sentry	on
the	road,	and	he	would	ken	well	enough	no	soldiers	would	find	the	way	that	we
came."
Hereupon	he	whistled	three	times,	in	a	particular	manner.	It	was	strange	to	see

how,	 at	 the	 first	 sound	 of	 it,	 all	 the	moving	 torches	 came	 to	 a	 stand,	 as	 if	 the
bearers	were	affrighted;	and	how,	at	the	third,	the	bustle	began	again	as	before.
Having	thus	set	folks'	minds	at	rest,	we	came	down	the	brae,	and	were	met	at

the	yard	gate	(for	this	place	was	like	a	well-doing	farm)	by	a	tall,	handsome	man
of	more	than	fifty,	who	cried	out	to	Alan	in	the	Gaelic.
"James	Stewart,"	 said	Alan,	 "I	will	 ask	 ye	 to	 speak	 in	 Scotch,	 for	 here	 is	 a

young	 gentleman	with	me	 that	 has	 nane	 of	 the	 other.	 This	 is	 him,"	 he	 added,
putting	his	arm	through	mine,	"a	young	gentleman	of	the	Lowlands,	and	a	laird
in	his	country	too,	but	I	am	thinking	it	will	be	the	better	for	his	health	if	we	give
his	name	the	go-by."
James	of	 the	Glens	 turned	 to	me	 for	a	moment,	 and	greeted	me	courteously

enough;	the	next	he	had	turned	to	Alan.
"This	 has	 been	 a	 dreadful	 accident,"	 he	 cried.	 "It	 will	 bring	 trouble	 on	 the

country."	And	he	wrung	his	hands.
"Hoots!"	said	Alan,	"ye	must	take	the	sour	with	the	sweet,	man.	Colin	Roy	is

dead,	and	be	thankful	for	that!"
"Ay"	said	James,	"and	by	my	troth,	I	wish	he	was	alive	again!	It's	all	very	fine



to	 blow	 and	 boast	 beforehand;	 but	 now	 it's	 done,	Alan;	 and	who's	 to	 bear	 the
wyte	of	 it?	The	accident	 fell	out	 in	Appin—mind	ye	 that,	Alan;	 it's	Appin	 that
must	pay;	and	I	am	a	man	that	has	a	family."
While	 this	was	 going	 on	 I	 looked	 about	me	 at	 the	 servants.	 Some	were	 on

ladders,	 digging	 in	 the	 thatch	 of	 the	 house	 or	 the	 farm	 buildings,	 from	which
they	 brought	 out	 guns,	 swords,	 and	 different	 weapons	 of	 war;	 others	 carried
them	away;	and	by	 the	sound	of	mattock	blows	from	somewhere	farther	down
the	 brae,	 I	 suppose	 they	 buried	 them.	 Though	 they	 were	 all	 so	 busy,	 there
prevailed	no	kind	of	order	in	their	efforts;	men	struggled	together	for	the	same
gun	 and	 ran	 into	 each	 other	 with	 their	 burning	 torches;	 and	 James	 was
continually	turning	about	from	his	talk	with	Alan,	to	cry	out	orders	which	were
apparently	 never	 understood.	 The	 faces	 in	 the	 torchlight	 were	 like	 those	 of
people	overborne	with	hurry	and	panic;	and	though	none	spoke	above	his	breath,
their	speech	sounded	both	anxious	and	angry.
It	was	about	 this	 time	that	a	 lassie	came	out	of	 the	house	carrying	a	pack	or

bundle;	and	it	has	often	made	me	smile	to	think	how	Alan's	instinct	awoke	at	the
mere	sight	of	it.
"What's	that	the	lassie	has?"	he	asked.
"We're	just	setting	the	house	in	order,	Alan,"	said	James,	in	his	frightened	and

somewhat	fawning	way.	"They'll	search	Appin	with	candles,	and	we	must	have
all	things	straight.	We're	digging	the	bit	guns	and	swords	into	the	moss,	ye	see;
and	these,	I	am	thinking,	will	be	your	ain	French	clothes.	We'll	be	to	bury	them,	I
believe."
"Bury	my	French	clothes!"	cried	Alan.	"Troth,	no!"	And	he	laid	hold	upon	the

packet	 and	 retired	 into	 the	 barn	 to	 shift	 himself,	 recommending	 me	 in	 the
meanwhile	to	his	kinsman.
James	carried	me	accordingly	into	the	kitchen,	and	sat	down	with	me	at	table,

smiling	and	talking	at	first	in	a	very	hospitable	manner.	But	presently	the	gloom
returned	upon	him;	he	sat	frowning	and	biting	his	fingers;	only	remembered	me
from	time	 to	 time;	and	 then	gave	me	but	a	word	or	 two	and	a	poor	smile,	and
back	into	his	private	terrors.	His	wife	sat	by	the	fire	and	wept,	with	her	face	in
her	hands;	his	eldest	son	was	crouched	upon	the	floor,	running	over	a	great	mass
of	papers	and	now	and	again	setting	one	alight	and	burning	it	to	the	bitter	end;
all	the	while	a	servant	lass	with	a	red	face	was	rummaging	about	the	room,	in	a
blind	hurry	of	fear,	and	whimpering	as	she	went;	and	every	now	and	again	one	of
the	men	would	thrust	in	his	face	from	the	yard,	and	cry	for	orders.
At	last	James	could	keep	his	seat	no	longer,	and	begged	my	permission	to	be

so	unmannerly	as	walk	about.	"I	am	but	poor	company	altogether,	sir,"	says	he,
"but	I	can	think	of	nothing	but	this	dreadful	accident,	and	the	trouble	it	is	like	to



bring	upon	quite	innocent	persons."
A	 little	 after	 he	 observed	 his	 son	 burning	 a	 paper	which	 he	 thought	 should

have	 been	 kept;	 and	 at	 that	 his	 excitement	 burst	 out	 so	 that	 it	 was	 painful	 to
witness.	He	struck	the	lad	repeatedly.
"Are	 you	 gone	 gyte?"	 he	 cried.	 "Do	 you	 wish	 to	 hang	 your	 father?"	 and

forgetful	of	my	presence,	carried	on	at	him	a	long	time	together	in	the	Gaelic,	the
young	man	answering	nothing;	only	the	wife,	at	the	name	of	hanging,	throwing
her	apron	over	her	face	and	sobbing	out	louder	than	before.
This	was	 all	wretched	 for	 a	 stranger	 like	myself	 to	 hear	 and	 see;	 and	 I	was

right	glad	when	Alan	 returned,	 looking	 like	himself	 in	his	 fine	French	clothes,
though	 (to	be	 sure)	 they	were	now	grown	almost	 too	battered	 and	withered	 to
deserve	the	name	of	fine.	I	was	then	taken	out	in	my	turn	by	another	of	the	sons,
and	given	 that	change	of	clothing	of	which	 I	had	stood	so	 long	 in	need,	and	a
pair	of	Highland	brogues	made	of	deer-leather,	rather	strange	at	first,	but	after	a
little	practice	very	easy	to	the	feet.
By	 the	 time	 I	 came	 back	 Alan	 must	 have	 told	 his	 story;	 for	 it	 seemed

understood	 that	 I	 was	 to	 fly	 with	 him,	 and	 they	 were	 all	 busy	 upon	 our
equipment.	 They	 gave	 us	 each	 a	 sword	 and	 pistols,	 though	 I	 professed	 my
inability	 to	 use	 the	 former;	 and	 with	 these,	 and	 some	 ammunition,	 a	 bag	 of
oatmeal,	an	iron	pan,	and	a	bottle	of	right	French	brandy,	we	were	ready	for	the
heather.	Money,	 indeed,	was	 lacking.	 I	 had	 about	 two	guineas	 left;	Alan's	 belt
having	been	despatched	by	another	hand,	that	trusty	messenger	had	no	more	than
seventeen-pence	 to	 his	 whole	 fortune;	 and	 as	 for	 James,	 it	 appears	 he	 had
brought	himself	so	low	with	journeys	to	Edinburgh	and	legal	expenses	on	behalf
of	the	tenants,	that	he	could	only	scrape	together	three-and-five-pence-halfpenny,
the	most	of	it	in	coppers.
"This'll	no	do,"	said	Alan.
"Ye	must	find	a	safe	bit	somewhere	near	by,"	said	James,	"and	get	word	sent

to	me.	Ye	see,	ye'll	have	to	get	this	business	prettily	off,	Alan.	This	is	no	time	to
be	stayed	for	a	guinea	or	two.	They're	sure	to	get	wind	of	ye,	sure	to	seek	ye,	and
by	my	way	of	it,	sure	to	lay	on	ye	the	wyte	of	this	day's	accident.	If	it	falls	on
you,	it	falls	on	me	that	am	your	near	kinsman	and	harboured	ye	while	ye	were	in
the	country.	And	if	 it	comes	on	me——"	he	paused,	and	bit	his	fingers,	with	a
white	face.	"It	would	be	a	painful	thing	for	our	friends	if	I	was	to	hang,"	said	he.
"It	would	be	an	ill	day	for	Appin,"	says	Alan.
"It's	 a	 day	 that	 sticks	 in	my	 throat,"	 said	 James.	 "O	man,	man,	man—man

Alan!	you	and	me	have	spoken	like	two	fools!"	he	cried,	striking	his	hand	upon
the	wall	so	that	the	house	rang	again.
"Well,	 and	 that's	 true,	 too,"	 said	 Alan;	 "and	 my	 friend	 from	 the	 Lowlands



here"	 (nodding	 at	me)	 "gave	me	 a	good	word	upon	 that	 head,	 if	 I	would	only
have	listened	to	him."
"But	see	here,"	said	James,	returning	to	his	former	manner,	"if	they	lay	me	by

the	heels,	Alan,	it's	then	that	you'll	be	needing	the	money.	For	with	all	that	I	have
said	and	that	you	have	said,	it	will	look	very	black	against	the	two	of	us;	do	ye
mark	that?	Well,	follow	me	out,	and	ye'll,	I'll	see	that	I'll	have	to	get	a	paper	out
against	ye	mysel';	have	to	offer	a	reward	for	ye;	ay,	will	I!	It's	a	sore	thing	to	do
between	such	near	friends;	but	 if	I	get	 the	dirdum	of	this	dreadful	accident,	I'll
have	to	fend	for	myself,	man.	Do	ye	see	that?"
He	spoke	with	a	pleading	earnestness,	taking	Alan	by	the	breast	of	the	coat.
"Ay"	said	Alan,	"I	see	that."
"And	ye'll	have	to	be	clear	of	the	country,	Alan—ay,	and	clear	of	Scotland—

you	and	your	friend	from	the	Lowlands,	 too.	For	I'll	have	 to	paper	your	friend
from	the	Lowlands.	Ye	see	that,	Alan—say	that	ye	see	that!"
I	thought	Alan	flushed	a	bit.	"This	is	unco	hard	on	me	that	brought	him	here,

James,"	said	he,	throwing	his	head	back.	"It's	like	making	me	a	traitor!"
"Now,	Alan,	man!"	 cried	 James.	 "Look	 things	 in	 the	 face!	He'll	 be	 papered

anyway;	Mungo	Campbell'll	be	sure	 to	paper	him;	what	matters	 if	 I	paper	him
too?	And	then,	Alan,	I	am	a	man	that	has	a	family."	And	then,	after	a	little	pause
on	both	sides,	"And,	Alan,	it'll	be	a	jury	of	Campbells,"	said	he.
"There's	one	thing,"	said	Alan,	musingly,	"that	naebody	kens	his	name."
"Nor	yet	 they	shallnae,	Alan!	There's	my	hand	on	 that,"	cried	James,	 for	all

the	 world	 as	 if	 he	 had	 really	 known	 my	 name	 and	 was	 foregoing	 some
advantage.	"But	 just	 the	habit	he	was	in,	and	what	he	looked	like,	and	his	age,
and	the	like?	I	couldnae	well	do	less."
"I	wonder	at	your	father's	son,"	cried	Alan,	sternly.	"Would	ye	sell	the	lad	with

a	gift?	Would	ye	change	his	clothes	and	then	betray	him?"
"No,	no,	Alan,"	said	James.	"No,	no:	the	habit	he	took	off—the	habit	Mungo

saw	him	 in."	But	 I	 thought	 he	 seemed	crestfallen;	 indeed,	 he	was	 clutching	 at
every	straw,	and	all	the	time,	I	dare	say,	saw	the	faces	of	his	hereditary	foes	on
the	bench,	and	in	the	jury-box,	and	the	gallows	in	the	background.
"Well,	sir"	says	Alan,	turning	to	me,	"what	say	ye	to,	that?	Ye	are	here	under

the	safeguard	of	my	honour;	and	it's	my	part	to	see	nothing	done	but	what	shall
please	you."
"I	 have	 but	 one	word	 to	 say,"	 said	 I;	 "for	 to	 all	 this	 dispute	 I	 am	 a	 perfect

stranger.	But	the	plain	common-sense	is	 to	set	 the	blame	where	it	belongs,	and
that	 is	on	 the	man	who	fired	 the	shot.	Paper	him,	as	ye	call	 it,	 set	 the	hunt	on
him;	and	 let	honest,	 innocent	 folk	 show	 their	 faces	 in	 safety."	But	 at	 this	both
Alan	and	James	cried	out	in	horror;	bidding	me	hold	my	tongue,	for	that	was	not



to	 be	 thought	 of;	 and	 asking	 me	 what	 the	 Camerons	 would	 think?	 (which
confirmed	me,	it	must	have	been	a	Cameron	from	Mamore	that	did	the	act)	and
if	 I	 did	 not	 see	 that	 the	 lad	 might	 be	 caught?	 "Ye	 havenae	 surely	 thought	 of
that?"	 said	 they,	with	 such	 innocent	earnestness,	 that	my	hands	dropped	at	my
side	and	I	despaired	of	argument.
"Very	well,	 then,"	 said	 I,	 "paper	me,	 if	 you	 please,	 paper	Alan,	 paper	King

George!	We're	 all	 three	 innocent,	 and	 that	 seems	 to	 be	 what's	 wanted.	 But	 at
least,	 sir,"	 said	 I	 to	 James,	 recovering	 from	my	 little	 fit	 of	 annoyance,	 "I	 am
Alan's	friend,	and	if	I	can	be	helpful	to	friends	of	his,	I	will	not	stumble	at	the
risk."
I	thought	it	best	to	put	a	fair	face	on	my	consent,	for	I	saw	Alan	troubled;	and,

besides	(thinks	I	to	myself),	as	soon	as	my	back	is	turned,	they	will	paper	me,	as
they	call	it,	whether	I	consent	or	not.	But	in	this	I	saw	I	was	wrong;	for	I	had	no
sooner	said	the	words,	than	Mrs.	Stewart	leaped	out	of	her	chair,	came	running
over	to	us,	and	wept	first	upon	my	neck	and	then	on	Alan's,	blessing	God	for	our
goodness	to	her	family.
"As	for	you,	Alan,	it	was	no	more	than	your	bounden	duty,"	she	said.	"But	for

this	 lad	 that	 has	 come	 here	 and	 seen	 us	 at	 our	 worst,	 and	 seen	 the	 goodman
fleeching	 like	 a	 suitor,	 him	 that	 by	 rights	 should	 give	 his	 commands	 like	 any
king—as	for	you,	my	lad,"	she	says,	"my	heart	is	wae	not	to	have	your	name,	but
I	have	your	face;	and	as	long	as	my	heart	beats	under	my	bosom,	I	will	keep	it,
and	think	of	it,	and	bless	it."	And	with	that	she	kissed	me,	and	burst	once	more
into	such	sobbing,	that	I	stood	abashed.
"Hoot,	hoot,"	said	Alan,	 looking	mighty	silly.	"The	day	comes	unco	soon	 in

this	month	of	July;	and	to-morrow	there'll	be	a	fine	to-do	in	Appin,	a	fine	riding
of	dragoons,	and	crying	of	 'Cruachan!'and	running	of	red-coats;	and	it	behoves
you	and	me	to	the	sooner	be	gone."
Thereupon	we	said	farewell,	and	set	out	again,	bending	somewhat	eastwards,

in	a	fine	mild	dark	night,	and	over	much	the	same	broken	country	as	before.



Chapter		20	
THE	FLIGHT	IN	THE	HEATHER:	THE	ROCKS
Sometimes	we	walked,	 sometimes	 ran;	 and	 as	 it	 drew	 on	 to	morning,	walked
ever	the	less	and	ran	the	more.	Though,	upon	its	face,	that	country	appeared	to
be	a	desert,	yet	there	were	huts	and	houses	of	the	people,	of	which	we	must	have
passed	more	than	twenty,	hidden	in	quiet	places	of	the	hills.	When	we	came	to
one	of	these,	Alan	would	leave	me	in	the	way,	and	go	himself	and	rap	upon	the
side	of	the	house	and	speak	awhile	at	the	window	with	some	sleeper	awakened.
This	was	 to	pass	 the	news;	which,	 in	 that	country,	was	so	much	of	a	duty	 that
Alan	 must	 pause	 to	 attend	 to	 it	 even	 while	 fleeing	 for	 his	 life;	 and	 so	 well
attended	to	by	others,	that	in	more	than	half	of	the	houses	where	we	called	they
had	 heard	 already	 of	 the	 murder.	 In	 the	 others,	 as	 well	 as	 I	 could	 make	 out
(standing	 back	 at	 a	 distance	 and	 hearing	 a	 strange	 tongue),	 the	 news	 was
received	with	more	of	consternation	than	surprise.
For	 all	 our	 hurry,	 day	 began	 to	 come	 in	 while	 we	 were	 still	 far	 from	 any

shelter.	 It	 found	 us	 in	 a	 prodigious	 valley,	 strewn	with	 rocks	 and	where	 ran	 a
foaming	river.	Wild	mountains	stood	around	it;	there	grew	there	neither	grass	nor
trees;	and	I	have	sometimes	thought	since	then,	that	it	may	have	been	the	valley
called	Glencoe,	where	the	massacre	was	in	the	time	of	King	William.	But	for	the
details	of	our	itinerary,	I	am	all	to	seek;	our	way	lying	now	by	short	cuts,	now	by
great	detours;	our	pace	being	so	hurried,	our	time	of	journeying	usually	by	night;
and	the	names	of	such	places	as	I	asked	and	heard	being	in	the	Gaelic	tongue	and
the	more	easily	forgotten.
The	first	peep	of	morning,	then,	showed	us	this	horrible	place,	and	I	could	see

Alan	knit	his	brow.
"This	is	no	fit	place	for	you	and	me,"	he	said.	"This	is	a	place	they're	bound	to

watch."
And	with	that	he	ran	harder	than	ever	down	to	the	water-side,	in	a	part	where

the	 river	 was	 split	 in	 two	 among	 three	 rocks.	 It	 went	 through	 with	 a	 horrid
thundering	that	made	my	belly	quake;	and	there	hung	over	the	lynn	a	little	mist
of	spray.	Alan	looked	neither	to	the	right	nor	to	the	left,	but	jumped	clean	upon
the	middle	rock	and	fell	there	on	his	hands	and	knees	to	check	himself,	for	that
rock	was	small	and	he	might	have	pitched	over	on	the	far	side.	I	had	scarce	time



to	measure	the	distance	or	to	understand	the	peril	before	I	had	followed	him,	and
he	had	caught	and	stopped	me.
So	 there	we	stood,	 side	by	side	upon	a	small	 rock	slippery	with	spray,	a	 far

broader	 leap	 in	 front	 of	 us,	 and	 the	 river	 dinning	 upon	 all	 sides.	When	 I	 saw
where	I	was,	there	came	on	me	a	deadly	sickness	of	fear,	and	I	put	my	hand	over
my	eyes.	Alan	took	me	and	shook	me;	I	saw	he	was	speaking,	but	the	roaring	of
the	falls	and	the	trouble	of	my	mind	prevented	me	from	hearing;	only	I	saw	his
face	 was	 red	 with	 anger,	 and	 that	 he	 stamped	 upon	 the	 rock.	 The	 same	 look
showed	me	the	water	raging	by,	and	the	mist	hanging	in	the	air:	and	with	that	I
covered	my	eyes	again	and	shuddered.
The	next	minute	Alan	had	set	the	brandy	bottle	to	my	lips,	and	forced	me	to

drink	about	 a	gill,	which	 sent	 the	blood	 into	my	head	again.	Then,	putting	his
hands	to	his	mouth,	and	his	mouth	to	my	ear,	he	shouted,	"Hang	or	drown!"	and
turning	 his	 back	 upon	 me,	 leaped	 over	 the	 farther	 branch	 of	 the	 stream,	 and
landed	safe.
I	was	now	alone	upon	 the	 rock,	which	gave	me	 the	more	 room;	 the	brandy

was	singing	 in	my	ears;	 I	had	 this	good	example	fresh	before	me,	and	 just	wit
enough	to	see	that	if	I	did	not	leap	at	once,	I	should	never	leap	at	all.	I	bent	low
on	my	knees	and	flung	myself	forth,	with	that	kind	of	anger	of	despair	that	has
sometimes	stood	me	in	stead	of	courage.	Sure	enough,	it	was	but	my	hands	that
reached	 the	 full	 length;	 these	 slipped,	 caught	 again,	 slipped	 again;	 and	 I	 was
sliddering	back	into	the	lynn,	when	Alan	seized	me,	first	by	the	hair,	then	by	the
collar,	and	with	a	great	strain	dragged	me	into	safety.
Never	a	word	he	said,	but	set	off	running	again	for	his	life,	and	I	must	stagger

to	my	feet	and	run	after	him.	I	had	been	weary	before,	but	now	I	was	sick	and
bruised,	and	partly	drunken	with	 the	brandy;	I	kept	stumbling	as	I	 ran,	 I	had	a
stitch	 that	 came	near	 to	overmaster	me;	 and	when	at	 last	Alan	paused	under	a
great	rock	that	stood	there	among	a	number	of	others,	it	was	none	too	soon	for
David	Balfour.
A	great	rock	I	have	said;	but	by	rights	it	was	two	rocks	leaning	together	at	the

top,	both	 some	 twenty	 feet	high,	 and	at	 the	 first	 sight	 inaccessible.	Even	Alan
(though	you	may	say	he	had	as	good	as	four	hands)	failed	twice	in	an	attempt	to
climb	 them;	 and	 it	 was	 only	 at	 the	 third	 trial,	 and	 then	 by	 standing	 on	 my
shoulders	 and	 leaping	 up	 with	 such	 force	 as	 I	 thought	 must	 have	 broken	 my
collar-bone,	 that	 he	 secured	 a	 lodgment.	Once	 there,	 he	 let	 down	 his	 leathern
girdle;	 and	with	 the	 aid	 of	 that	 and	 a	 pair	 of	 shallow	 footholds	 in	 the	 rock,	 I
scrambled	up	beside	him.
Then	I	saw	why	we	had	come	there;	for	the	two	rocks,	being	both	somewhat

hollow	on	 the	 top	and	sloping	one	 to	 the	other,	made	a	kind	of	dish	or	saucer,



where	as	many	as	three	or	four	men	might	have	lain	hidden.
All	this	while	Alan	had	not	said	a	word,	and	had	run	and	climbed	with	such	a

savage,	 silent	 frenzy	 of	 hurry,	 that	 I	 knew	 that	 he	was	 in	mortal	 fear	 of	 some
miscarriage.	 Even	 now	we	were	 on	 the	 rock	 he	 said	 nothing,	 nor	 so	much	 as
relaxed	 the	 frowning	 look	 upon	 his	 face;	 but	 clapped	 flat	 down,	 and	 keeping
only	 one	 eye	 above	 the	 edge	 of	 our	 place	 of	 shelter	 scouted	 all	 round	 the
compass.	The	dawn	had	come	quite,	clear;	we	could	see	 the	stony	sides	of	 the
valley,	 and	 its	 bottom,	 which	 was	 bestrewed	with	 rocks,	 and	 the	 river,	 which
went	from	one	side	to	another,	and	made	white	falls;	but	nowhere	the	smoke	of	a
house,	nor	any	living	creature	but	some	eagles	screaming	round	a	cliff.
Then	at	last	Alan	smiled.
"Ay"	 said	 he,	 "now	we	 have	 a	 chance;"	 and	 then	 looking	 at	me	with	 some

amusement.	"Ye're	no	very	gleg	at	the	jumping,"	said	he.
At	this	I	suppose	I	coloured	with	mortification,	for	he	added	at	once,	"Hoots!

small	blame	 to	ye!	To	be	 feared	of	a	 thing	and	yet	 to	do	 it,	 is	what	makes	 the
prettiest	kind	of	a	man.	And	then	there	was	water	there,	and	water's	a	thing	that
dauntons	even	me.	No,	no,"	said	Alan,	"it's	no	you	that's	to	blame,	it's	me."
I	asked	him	why.
"Why,"	said	he,	"I	have	proved	myself	a	gomeral	this	night.	For	first	of	all	I

take	 a	wrong	 road,	 and	 that	 in	my	own	country	of	Appin;	 so	 that	 the	day	has
caught	us	where	we	should	never	have	been;	and	thanks	to	 that,	we	lie	here	 in
some	danger	and	mair	discomfort.	And	next	(which	is	the	worst	of	the	two,	for	a
man	that	has	been	so	much	among	the	heather	as	myself)	I	have	come	wanting	a
water-bottle,	 and	 here	we	 lie	 for	 a	 long	 summer's	 day	with	 naething	 but	 neat
spirit.	Ye	may	think	that	a	small	matter;	but	before	 it	comes	night,	David,	ye'll
give	me	news	of	it."
I	was	anxious	to	redeem	my	character,	and	offered,	if	he	would	pour	out	the

brandy,	to	run	down	and	fill	the	bottle	at	the	river.
"I	wouldnae	waste	the	good	spirit	either,"	says	he.	"It's	been	a	good	friend	to

you	 this	night;	or	 in	my	poor	opinion,	ye	would	still	be	cocking	on	yon	stone.
And	what's	mair,"	says	he,	"ye	may	have	observed	(you	that's	a	man	of	so	much
penetration)	 that	 Alan	 Breck	 Stewart	 was	 perhaps	 walking	 quicker	 than	 his
ordinar'."
"You!"	I	cried,	"you	were	running	fit	to	burst."
"Was	I	so?"	said	he.	"Well,	then,	ye	may	depend	upon	it,	there	was	nae	time	to

be	 lost.	 And	 now	 here	 is	 enough	 said;	 gang	 you	 to	 your	 sleep,	 lad,	 and	 I'll
watch."
Accordingly,	I	lay	down	to	sleep;	a	little	peaty	earth	had	drifted	in	between	the

top	of	the	two	rocks,	and	some	bracken	grew	there,	 to	be	a	bed	to	me;	the	last



thing	I	heard	was	still	the	crying	of	the	eagles.
I	dare	say	it	would	be	nine	in	the	morning	when	I	was	roughly	awakened,	and

found	Alan's	hand	pressed	upon	my	mouth.
"Wheesht!"	he	whispered.	"Ye	were	snoring."
"Well,"	said	I,	surprised	at	his	anxious	and	dark	face,	"and	why	not?"
He	peered	over	the	edge	of	the	rock,	and	signed	to	me	to	do	the	like.
It	was	now	high	day,	cloudless,	and	very	hot.	The	valley	was	as	clear	as	in	a

picture.	About	half	a	mile	up	the	water	was	a	camp	of	red-coats;	a	big	fire	blazed
in	 their	midst,	 at	which	 some	were	cooking;	and	near	by,	on	 the	 top	of	a	 rock
about	as	high	as	ours,	 there	stood	a	sentry,	with	 the	sun	sparkling	on	his	arms.
All	 the	 way	 down	 along	 the	 river-side	 were	 posted	 other	 sentries;	 here	 near
together,	 there	 widelier	 scattered;	 some	 planted	 like	 the	 first,	 on	 places	 of
command,	some	on	the	ground	level	and	marching	and	counter-marching,	so	as
to	 meet	 half-way.	 Higher	 up	 the	 glen,	 where	 the	 ground	 was	 more	 open,	 the
chain	 of	 posts	 was	 continued	 by	 horse-soldiers,	 whom	 we	 could	 see	 in	 the
distance	riding	to	and	fro.	Lower	down,	the	infantry	continued;	but	as	the	stream
was	suddenly	swelled	by	the	confluence	of	a	considerable	burn,	they	were	more
widely	set,	and	only	watched	the	fords	and	stepping-stones.
I	 took	but	one	look	at	 them,	and	ducked	again	 into	my	place.	It	was	strange

indeed	to	see	this	valley,	which	had	lain	so	solitary	in	the	hour	of	dawn,	bristling
with	arms	and	dotted	with	the	red	coats	and	breeches.
"Ye	 see,"	 said	Alan,	 "this	was	what	 I	was	 afraid	of,	Davie:	 that	 they	would

watch	the	burn-side.	They	began	to	come	in	about	two	hours	ago,	and,	man!	but
ye're	a	grand	hand	at	 the	 sleeping!	We're	 in	a	narrow	place.	 If	 they	get	up	 the
sides	of	the	hill,	they	could	easy	spy	us	with	a	glass;	but	if	they'll	only	keep	in
the	 foot	of	 the	valley,	we'll	do	yet.	The	posts	are	 thinner	down	 the	water;	and,
come	night,	we'll	try	our	hand	at	getting	by	them."
"And	what	are	we	to	do	till	night?"	I	asked.
"Lie	here,"	says	he,	"and	birstle."
That	one	good	Scotch	word,	"birstle,"	was	indeed	the	most	of	the	story	of	the

day	that	we	had	now	to	pass.	You	are	to	remember	that	we	lay	on	the	bare	top	of
a	rock,	like	scones	upon	a	girdle;	the	sun	beat	upon	us	cruelly;	the	rock	grew	so
heated,	a	man	could	 scarce	endure	 the	 touch	of	 it;	 and	 the	 little	patch	of	earth
and	fern,	which	kept	cooler,	was	only	 large	enough	for	one	at	a	 time.	We	took
turn	about	 to	 lie	on	 the	naked	rock,	which	was	 indeed	 like	 the	position	of	 that
saint	that	was	martyred	on	a	gridiron;	and	it	ran	in	my	mind	how	strange	it	was,
that	in	the	same	climate	and	at	only	a	few	days'	distance,	I	should	have	suffered
so	cruelly,	first	from	cold	upon	my	island	and	now	from	heat	upon	this	rock.
All	the	while	we	had	no	water,	only	raw	brandy	for	a	drink,	which	was	worse



than	nothing;	but	we	kept	the	bottle	as	cool	as	we	could,	burying	it	in	the	earth,
and	got	some	relief	by	bathing	our	breasts	and	temples.
The	 soldiers	 kept	 stirring	 all	 day	 in	 the	bottom	of	 the	valley,	 now	changing

guard,	now	in	patrolling	parties	hunting	among	the	rocks.	These	lay	round	in	so
great	a	number,	that	to	look	for	men	among	them	was	like	looking	for	a	needle	in
a	 bottle	 of	 hay;	 and	 being	 so	 hopeless	 a	 task,	 it	was	 gone	 about	with	 the	 less
care.	Yet	we	could	see	the	soldiers	pike	their	bayonets	among	the	heather,	which
sent	a	cold	thrill	into	my	vitals;	and	they	would	sometimes	hang	about	our	rock,
so	that	we	scarce	dared	to	breathe.
It	was	in	this	way	that	I	first	heard	the	right	English	speech;	one	fellow	as	he

went	by	actually	clapping	his	hand	upon	the	sunny	face	of	the	rock	on	which	we
lay,	and	plucking	it	off	again	with	an	oath.	"I	tell	you	it's	'ot,"	says	he;	and	I	was
amazed	at	 the	clipping	 tones	and	 the	odd	sing-song	in	which	he	spoke,	and	no
less	at	 that	strange	 trick	of	dropping	out	 the	 letter	"h."	To	be	sure,	 I	had	heard
Ransome;	 but	 he	 had	 taken	 his	 ways	 from	 all	 sorts	 of	 people,	 and	 spoke	 so
imperfectly	at	the	best,	that	I	set	down	the	most	of	it	to	childishness.	My	surprise
was	all	the	greater	to	hear	that	manner	of	speaking	in	the	mouth	of	a	grown	man;
and	 indeed	 I	 have	 never	 grown	used	 to	 it;	 nor	 yet	 altogether	with	 the	English
grammar,	 as	 perhaps	 a	 very	 critical	 eye	might	 here	 and	 there	 spy	 out	 even	 in
these	memoirs.
The	tediousness	and	pain	of	these	hours	upon	the	rock	grew	only	the	greater

as	 the	 day	went	 on;	 the	 rock	 getting	 still	 the	 hotter	 and	 the	 sun	 fiercer.	There
were	giddiness,	and	sickness,	and	sharp	pangs	like	rheumatism,	to	be	supported.
I	minded	then,	and	have	often	minded	since,	on	the	lines	in	our	Scotch	psalm:—

"The	moon	by	night	thee	shall	not	smite,
Nor	yet	the	sun	by	day;"

and	 indeed	 it	 was	 only	 by	 God's	 blessing	 that	 we	 were	 neither	 of	 us	 sun-
smitten.
At	last,	about	two,	it	was	beyond	men's	bearing,	and	there	was	now	temptation

to	resist,	as	well	as	pain	to	thole.	For	the	sun	being	now	got	a	little	into	the	west,
there	 came	 a	 patch	 of	 shade	 on	 the	 east	 side	 of	 our	 rock,	which	was	 the	 side
sheltered	from	the	soldiers.
"As	 well	 one	 death	 as	 another,"	 said	 Alan,	 and	 slipped	 over	 the	 edge	 and

dropped	on	the	ground	on	the	shadowy	side.
I	followed	him	at	once,	and	instantly	fell	all	my	length,	so	weak	was	I	and	so

giddy	with	 that	 long	 exposure.	Here,	 then,	we	 lay	 for	 an	 hour	 or	 two,	 aching
from	 head	 to	 foot,	 as	weak	 as	water,	 and	 lying	 quite	 naked	 to	 the	 eye	 of	 any



soldier	who	should	have	strolled	that	way.	None	came,	however,	all	passing	by
on	 the	other	side;	so	 that	our	 rock	continued	 to	be	our	shield	even	 in	 this	new
position.
Presently	we	began	again	to	get	a	little	strength;	and	as	the	soldiers	were	now

lying	closer	along	the	river-side,	Alan	proposed	that	we	should	try	a	start.	I	was
by	this	time	afraid	of	but	one	thing	in	the	world;	and	that	was	to	be	set	back	upon
the	 rock;	 anything	 else	 was	 welcome	 to	 me;	 so	 we	 got	 ourselves	 at	 once	 in
marching	 order,	 and	 began	 to	 slip	 from	 rock	 to	 rock	 one	 after	 the	 other,	 now
crawling	flat	on	our	bellies	in	the	shade,	now	making	a	run	for	it,	heart	in	mouth.
The	soldiers,	having	searched	this	side	of	the	valley	after	a	fashion,	and	being

perhaps	somewhat	sleepy	with	 the	sultriness	of	 the	afternoon,	had	now	laid	by
much	of	their	vigilance,	and	stood	dozing	at	their	posts	or	only	kept	a	look-out
along	the	banks	of	the	river;	so	that	in	this	way,	keeping	down	the	valley	and	at
the	 same	 time	 towards	 the	 mountains,	 we	 drew	 steadily	 away	 from	 their
neighbourhood.	But	the	business	was	the	most	wearing	I	had	ever	taken	part	in.
A	man	had	need	of	a	hundred	eyes	in	every	part	of	him,	to	keep	concealed	in	that
uneven	country	and	within	cry	of	so	many	and	scattered	sentries.	When	we	must
pass	an	open	place,	quickness	was	not	all,	but	a	swift	judgment	not	only	of	the
lie	of	the	whole	country,	but	of	the	solidity	of	every	stone	on	which	we	must	set
foot;	for	the	afternoon	was	now	fallen	so	breathless	that	the	rolling	of	a	pebble
sounded	 abroad	 like	 a	 pistol	 shot,	 and	would	 start	 the	 echo	 calling	 among	 the
hills	and	cliffs.
By	sundown	we	had	made	some	distance,	even	by	our	slow	rate	of	progress,

though	to	be	sure	the	sentry	on	the	rock	was	still	plainly	in	our	view.	But	now	we
came	on	something	that	put	all	fears	out	of	season;	and	that	was	a	deep	rushing
burn,	 that	 tore	down,	 in	 that	part,	 to	 join	 the	glen	river.	At	 the	sight	of	 this	we
cast	ourselves	on	the	ground	and	plunged	head	and	shoulders	in	the	water;	and	I
cannot	tell	which	was	the	more	pleasant,	the	great	shock	as	the	cool	stream	went
over	us,	or	the	greed	with	which	we	drank	of	it.
We	lay	there	(for	the	banks	hid	us),	drank	again	and	again,	bathed	our	chests,

let	our	wrists	trail	in	the	running	water	till	they	ached	with	the	chill;	and	at	last,
being	wonderfully	renewed,	we	got	out	the	meal-bag	and	made	drammach	in	the
iron	pan.	This,	 though	 it	 is	 but	 cold	water	mingled	with	oatmeal,	 yet	makes	 a
good	enough	dish	 for	a	hungry	man;	and	where	 there	are	no	means	of	making
fire,	or	(as	in	our	case)	good	reason	for	not	making	one,	it	is	the	chief	stand-by
of	those	who	have	taken	to	the	heather.
As	soon	as	the	shadow	of	the	night	had	fallen,	we	set	forth	again,	at	first	with

the	same	caution,	but	presently	with	more	boldness,	standing	our	full	height	and
stepping	out	at	a	good	pace	of	walking.	The	way	was	very	intricate,	lying	up	the



steep	sides	of	mountains	and	along	the	brows	of	cliffs;	clouds	had	come	in	with
the	 sunset,	 and	 the	 night	 was	 dark	 and	 cool;	 so	 that	 I	 walked	 without	 much
fatigue,	but	in	continual	fear	of	falling	and	rolling	down	the	mountains,	and	with
no	guess	at	our	direction.
The	moon	rose	at	last	and	found	us	still	on	the	road;	it	was	in	its	last	quarter,

and	was	long	beset	with	clouds;	but	after	awhile	shone	out	and	showed	me	many
dark	heads	of	mountains,	and	was	reflected	far	underneath	us	on	the	narrow	arm
of	a	sea-loch.
At	this	sight	we	both	paused:	I	struck	with	wonder	to	find	myself	so	high	and

walking	(as	it	seemed	to	me)	upon	clouds;	Alan	to	make	sure	of	his	direction.
Seemingly	he	was	well	pleased,	and	he	must	certainly	have	judged	us	out	of

ear-shot	 of	 all	 our	 enemies;	 for	 throughout	 the	 rest	 of	 our	 night-march	 he
beguiled	 the	way	with	whistling	of	many	 tunes,	warlike,	merry,	 plaintive;	 reel
tunes	that	made	the	foot	go	faster;	tunes	of	my	own	south	country	that	made	me
fain	 to	 be	 home	 from	my	 adventures;	 and	 all	 these,	 on	 the	 great,	 dark,	 desert
mountains,	making	company	upon	the	way.



Chapter		21	
THE	 FLIGHT	 IN	 THE	 HEATHER:	 THE	 HEUGH
OF	CORRYNAKIEGH
Early	as	day	comes	in	the	beginning	of	July,	it	was	still	dark	when	we	reached
our	 destination,	 a	 cleft	 in	 the	 head	 of	 a	 great	mountain,	with	 a	water	 running
through	the	midst,	and	upon	the	one	hand	a	shallow	cave	in	a	rock.	Birches	grew
there	in	a	thin,	pretty	wood,	which	a	little	farther	on	was	changed	into	a	wood	of
pines.	The	burn	was	full	of	trout;	the	wood	of	cushat-doves;	on	the	open	side	of
the	 mountain	 beyond,	 whaups	 would	 be	 always	 whistling,	 and	 cuckoos	 were
plentiful.	From	the	mouth	of	the	cleft	we	looked	down	upon	a	part	of	Mamore,
and	on	the	sea-loch	that	divides	that	country	from	Appin;	and	this	from	so	great
a	height	as	made	it	my	continual	wonder	and	pleasure	to	sit	and	behold	them.
The	name	of	the	cleft	was	the	Heugh	of	Corrynakiegh;	and	although	from	its

height	and	being	so	near	upon	the	sea,	it	was	often	beset	with	clouds,	yet	it	was
on	the	whole	a	pleasant	place,	and	the	five	days	we	lived	in	it	went	happily.
We	slept	in	the	cave,	making	our	bed	of	heather	bushes	which	we	cut	for	that

purpose,	 and	 covering	 ourselves	 with	 Alan's	 great-coat.	 There	 was	 a	 low
concealed	place,	in	a	turning	of	the	glen,	where	we	were	so	bold	as	to	make	fire:
so	that	we	could	warm	ourselves	when	the	clouds	set	in,	and	cook	hot	porridge,
and	 grill	 the	 little	 trouts	 that	 we	 caught	 with	 our	 hands	 under	 the	 stones	 and
overhanging	banks	of	the	burn.	This	was	indeed	our	chief	pleasure	and	business;
and	not	only	to	save	our	meal	against	worse	times,	but	with	a	rivalry	that	much
amused	us,	we	 spent	a	great	part	of	our	days	at	 the	water-side,	 stripped	 to	 the
waist	and	groping	about	or	(as	they	say)	guddling	for	these	fish.	The	largest	we
got	 might	 have	 been	 a	 quarter	 of	 a	 pound;	 but	 they	 were	 of	 good	 flesh	 and
flavour,	and	when	broiled	upon	the	coals,	lacked	only	a	little	salt	to	be	delicious.
In	any	by-time	Alan	must	 teach	me	 to	use	my	sword,	 for	my	 ignorance	had

much	distressed	him;	and	I	think	besides,	as	I	had	sometimes	the	upper-hand	of
him	in	the	fishing,	he	was	not	sorry	to	turn	to	an	exercise	where	he	had	so	much
the	upper-hand	of	me.	He	made	it	somewhat	more	of	a	pain	than	need	have	been,
for	he	stormed	at	me	all	through	the	lessons	in	a	very	violent	manner	of	scolding,
and	would	push	me	so	close	that	I	made	sure	he	must	run	me	through	the	body.	I
was	 often	 tempted	 to	 turn	 tail,	 but	 held	my	 ground	 for	 all	 that,	 and	 got	 some



profit	of	my	lessons;	if	it	was	but	to	stand	on	guard	with	an	assured	countenance,
which	is	often	all	that	is	required.	So,	though	I	could	never	in	the	least	please	my
master,	I	was	not	altogether	displeased	with	myself.
In	the	meanwhile,	you	are	not	to	suppose	that	we	neglected	our	chief	business,

which	was	to	get	away.
"It	will	be	many	a	long	day,"	Alan	said	to	me	on	our	first	morning,	"before	the

red-coats	 think	 upon	 seeking	Corrynakiegh;	 so	 now	we	must	 get	word	 sent	 to
James,	and	he	must	find	the	siller	for	us."
"And	how	shall	we	send	 that	word?"	 says	 I.	 "We	are	here	 in	a	desert	place,

which	yet	we	dare	not	 leave;	and	unless	ye	get	 the	 fowls	of	 the	air	 to	be	your
messengers,	I	see	not	what	we	shall	be	able	to	do."
"Ay?"	said	Alan.	"Ye're	a	man	of	small	contrivance,	David."
Thereupon	he	fell	in	a	muse,	looking	in	the	embers	of	the	fire;	and	presently,

getting	 a	 piece	of	wood,	 he	 fashioned	 it	 in	 a	 cross,	 the	 four	 ends	of	which	he
blackened	on	the	coals.	Then	he	looked	at	me	a	little	shyly.
"Could	ye	lend	me	my	button?"	says	he.	"It	seems	a	strange	thing	to	ask	a	gift

again,	but	I	own	I	am	laith	to	cut	another."
I	 gave	 him	 the	 button;	 whereupon	 he	 strung	 it	 on	 a	 strip	 of	 his	 great-coat

which	 he	 had	 used	 to	 bind	 the	 cross;	 and	 tying	 in	 a	 little	 sprig	 of	 birch	 and
another	of	fir,	he	looked	upon	his	work	with	satisfaction.
"Now,"	 said	 he,	 "there	 is	 a	 little	 clachan"	 (what	 is	 called	 a	 hamlet	 in	 the

English)	"not	very	far	from	Corrynakiegh,	and	it	has	the	name	of	Koalisnacoan.
There	there	are	living	many	friends	of	mine	whom	I	could	trust	with	my	life,	and
some	that	I	am	no	just	so	sure	of.	Ye	see,	David,	there	will	be	money	set	upon
our	heads;	James	himsel'	is	to	set	money	on	them;	and	as	for	the	Campbells,	they
would	 never	 spare	 siller	 where	 there	 was	 a	 Stewart	 to	 be	 hurt.	 If	 it	 was
otherwise,	 I	would	 go	 down	 to	Koalisnacoan	whatever,	 and	 trust	my	 life	 into
these	people's	hands	as	lightly	as	I	would	trust	another	with	my	glove."
"But	being	so?"	said	I.
"Being	 so,"	 said	 he,	 "I	 would	 as	 lief	 they	 didnae	 see	 me.	 There's	 bad	 folk

everywhere,	 and	what's	 far	worse,	weak	ones.	So	when	 it	 comes	dark	 again,	 I
will	 steal	 down	 into	 that	 clachan,	 and	 set	 this	 that	 I	 have	 been	making	 in	 the
window	of	a	good	friend	of	mine,	John	Breck	Maccoll,	a	bouman	of	Appin's."
"With	all	my	heart,"	says	I;	"and	if	he	finds	it,	what	is	he	to	think?"
"Well,"	says	Alan,	"I	wish	he	was	a	man	of	more	penetration,	for	by	my	troth	I

am	afraid	he	will	make	little	enough	of	it!	But	this	is	what	I	have	in	my	mind.
This	cross	is	something	in	the	nature	of	the	crosstarrie,	or	fiery	cross,	which	is
the	signal	of	gathering	in	our	clans;	yet	he	will	know	well	enough	the	clan	is	not
to	rise,	for	there	it	is	standing	in	his	window,	and	no	word	with	it.	So	he	will	say



to	himsel',	THE	CLAN	IS	NOT	TO	RISE,	BUT	THERE	IS	SOMETHING.	Then
he	will	see	my	button,	and	that	was	Duncan	Stewart's.	And	then	he	will	say	to
himsel',	THE	SON	OF	DUNCAN	IS	IN	THE	HEATHER,	AND	HAS	NEED	OF
ME."
"Well,"	 said	 I,	 "it	 may	 be.	 But	 even	 supposing	 so,	 there	 is	 a	 good	 deal	 of

heather	between	here	and	the	Forth."
"And	that	is	a	very	true	word,"	says	Alan.	"But	then	John	Breck	will	see	the

sprig	of	birch	and	the	sprig	of	pine;	and	he	will	say	to	himsel'	(if	he	is	a	man	of
any	 penetration	 at	 all,	 which	 I	 misdoubt),	 ALAN	 WILL	 BE	 LYING	 IN	 A
WOOD	WHICH	IS	BOTH	OF	PINES	AND	BIRCHES.	Then	he	will	 think	 to
himsel',	THAT	IS	NOT	SO	VERY	RIFE	HEREABOUT;	and	then	he	will	come
and	give	us	a	look	up	in	Corrynakiegh.	And	if	he	does	not,	David,	the	devil	may
fly	 away	 with	 him,	 for	 what	 I	 care;	 for	 he	 will	 no	 be	 worth	 the	 salt	 to	 his
porridge."
"Eh,	man,"	said	I,	drolling	with	him	a	little,	"you're	very	ingenious!	But	would

it	not	be	simpler	for	you	to	write	him	a	few	words	in	black	and	white?"
"And	that	is	an	excellent	observe,	Mr.	Balfour	of	Shaws,"	says	Alan,	drolling

with	me;	"and	it	would	certainly	be	much	simpler	for	me	to	write	to	him,	but	it
would	be	a	sore	job	for	John	Breck	to	read	it.	He	would	have	to	go	to	the	school
for	two-three	years;	and	it's	possible	we	might	be	wearied	waiting	on	him."
So	 that	 night	 Alan	 carried	 down	 his	 fiery	 cross	 and	 set	 it	 in	 the	 bouman's

window.	He	was	troubled	when	he	came	back;	for	the	dogs	had	barked	and	the
folk	run	out	from	their	houses;	and	he	thought	he	had	heard	a	clatter	of	arms	and
seen	a	red-coat	come	to	one	of	the	doors.	On	all	accounts	we	lay	the	next	day	in
the	borders	of	the	wood	and	kept	a	close	look-out,	so	that	if	it	was	John	Breck
that	came	we	might	be	ready	to	guide	him,	and	if	it	was	the	red-coats	we	should
have	time	to	get	away.
About	 noon	 a	 man	 was	 to	 be	 spied,	 straggling	 up	 the	 open	 side	 of	 the

mountain	in	the	sun,	and	looking	round	him	as	he	came,	from	under	his	hand.	No
sooner	 had	Alan	 seen	 him	 than	 he	whistled;	 the	man	 turned	 and	 came	 a	 little
towards	us:	then	Alan	would	give	another	"peep!"	and	the	man	would	come	still
nearer;	and	so	by	the	sound	of	whistling,	he	was	guided	to	the	spot	where	we	lay.
He	was	a	ragged,	wild,	bearded	man,	about	forty,	grossly	disfigured	with	the

small	pox,	and	looked	both	dull	and	savage.	Although	his	English	was	very	bad
and	broken,	yet	Alan	(according	to	his	very	handsome	use,	whenever	I	was	by)
would	 suffer	 him	 to	 speak	 no	Gaelic.	 Perhaps	 the	 strange	 language	made	 him
appear	more	backward	than	he	really	was;	but	I	thought	he	had	little	good-will	to
serve	us,	and	what	he	had	was	the	child	of	terror.
Alan	would	have	had	him	carry	a	message	 to	James;	but	 the	bouman	would



hear	 of	 no	message.	 "She	was	 forget	 it,"	 he	 said	 in	 his	 screaming	 voice;	 and
would	either	have	a	letter	or	wash	his	hands	of	us.
I	thought	Alan	would	be	gravelled	at	that,	for	we	lacked	the	means	of	writing

in	that	desert.
But	he	was	a	man	of	more	resources	than	I	knew;	searched	the	wood	until	he

found	 the	quill	 of	 a	 cushat-dove,	which	he	 shaped	 into	 a	 pen;	made	himself	 a
kind	of	 ink	with	gunpowder	from	his	horn	and	water	from	the	running	stream;
and	tearing	a	corner	from	his	French	military	commission	(which	he	carried	in
his	pocket,	like	a	talisman	to	keep	him	from	the	gallows),	he	sat	down	and	wrote
as	follows:

"DEAR	KINSMAN,—Please	send	the	money	by	the	bearer	to	the	place	he
kens	of.
"Your	affectionate	cousin,
"A.	S."

This	he	intrusted	to	the	bouman,	who	promised	to	make	what	manner	of	speed
he	best	could,	and	carried	it	off	with	him	down	the	hill.
He	was	 three	 full	 days	 gone,	 but	 about	 five	 in	 the	 evening	 of	 the	 third,	we

heard	a	whistling	in	the	wood,	which	Alan	answered;	and	presently	the	bouman
came	up	the	water-side,	looking	for	us,	right	and	left.	He	seemed	less	sulky	than
before,	and	indeed	he	was	no	doubt	well	pleased	to	have	got	to	the	end	of	such	a
dangerous	commission.
He	gave	us	the	news	of	the	country;	that	it	was	alive	with	red-coats;	that	arms

were	 being	 found,	 and	 poor	 folk	 brought	 in	 trouble	 daily;	 and	 that	 James	 and
some	 of	 his	 servants	 were	 already	 clapped	 in	 prison	 at	 Fort	 William,	 under
strong	 suspicion	 of	 complicity.	 It	 seemed	 it	was	 noised	 on	 all	 sides	 that	Alan
Breck	had	fired	the	shot;	and	there	was	a	bill	issued	for	both	him	and	me,	with
one	hundred	pounds	reward.
This	was	all	as	bad	as	could	be;	and	the	little	note	the	bouman	had	carried	us

from	Mrs.	Stewart	was	of	a	miserable	sadness.	In	it	she	besought	Alan	not	to	let
himself	be	captured,	assuring	him,	if	he	fell	in	the	hands	of	the	troops,	both	he
and	James	were	no	better	 than	dead	men.	The	money	she	had	sent	was	all	 that
she	 could	 beg	 or	 borrow,	 and	 she	 prayed	 heaven	 we	 could	 be	 doing	 with	 it.
Lastly,	she	said,	she	enclosed	us	one	of	the	bills	in	which	we	were	described.
This	we	looked	upon	with	great	curiosity	and	not	a	little	fear,	partly	as	a	man

may	look	in	a	mirror,	partly	as	he	might	look	into	the	barrel	of	an	enemy's	gun	to
judge	if	it	be	truly	aimed.	Alan	was	advertised	as	"a	small,	pock-marked,	active
man	of	 thirty-five	or	 thereby,	dressed	 in	 a	 feathered	hat,	 a	French	 side-coat	of



blue	 with	 silver	 buttons,	 and	 lace	 a	 great	 deal	 tarnished,	 a	 red	 waistcoat	 and
breeches	of	black,	shag;"	and	I	as	"a	tall	strong	lad	of	about	eighteen,	wearing	an
old	blue	coat,	very	ragged,	an	old	Highland	bonnet,	a	long	homespun	waistcoat,
blue	breeches;	his	legs	bare,	low-country	shoes,	wanting	the	toes;	speaks	like	a
Lowlander,	and	has	no	beard."
Alan	was	well	enough	pleased	to	see	his	finery	so	fully	remembered	and	set

down;	only	when	he	came	to	the	word	tarnish,	he	looked	upon	his	lace	like	one	a
little	mortified.	As	for	myself,	I	thought	I	cut	a	miserable	figure	in	the	bill;	and
yet	 was	 well	 enough	 pleased	 too,	 for	 since	 I	 had	 changed	 these	 rags,	 the
description	had	ceased	to	be	a	danger	and	become	a	source	of	safety.
"Alan,"	said	I,	"you	should	change	your	clothes."
"Na,	 troth!"	said	Alan,	"I	have	nae	others.	A	fine	sight	I	would	be,	 if	I	went

back	to	France	in	a	bonnet!"
This	put	a	second	reflection	in	my	mind:	that	if	I	were	to	separate	from	Alan

and	 his	 tell-tale	 clothes	 I	 should	 be	 safe	 against	 arrest,	 and	 might	 go	 openly
about	 my	 business.	 Nor	 was	 this	 all;	 for	 suppose	 I	 was	 arrested	 when	 I	 was
alone,	there	was	little	against	me;	but	suppose	I	was	taken	in	company	with	the
reputed	murderer,	my	case	would	begin	to	be	grave.	For	generosity's	sake	I	dare
not	speak	my	mind	upon	this	head;	but	I	thought	of	it	none	the	less.
I	thought	of	it	all	the	more,	too,	when	the	bouman	brought	out	a	green	purse

with	four	guineas	in	gold,	and	the	best	part	of	another	in	small	change.	True,	it
was	more	than	I	had.	But	then	Alan,	with	less	than	five	guineas,	had	to	get	as	far
as	 France;	 I,	 with	 my	 less	 than	 two,	 not	 beyond	 Queensferry;	 so	 that	 taking
things	 in	 their	proportion,	Alan's	 society	was	not	only	a	peril	 to	my	 life,	but	a
burden	on	my	purse.
But	there	was	no	thought	of	the	sort	in	the	honest	head	of	my	companion.	He

believed	he	was	 serving,	helping,	and	protecting	me.	And	what	could	 I	do	but
hold	my	peace,	and	chafe,	and	take	my	chance	of	it?
"It's	little	enough,"	said	Alan,	putting	the	purse	in	his	pocket,	"but	it'll	do	my

business.	 And	 now,	 John	 Breck,	 if	 ye	 will	 hand	 me	 over	 my	 button,	 this
gentleman	and	me	will	be	for	taking	the	road."
But	the	bouman,	after	feeling	about	in	a	hairy	purse	that	hung	in	front	of	him

in	the	Highland	manner	(though	he	wore	otherwise	the	Lowland	habit,	with	sea-
trousers),	began	to	roll	his	eyes	strangely,	and	at	last	said,	"Her	nainsel	will	loss
it,"	meaning	he	thought	he	had	lost	it.
"What!"	cried	Alan,	"you	will	lose	my	button,	that	was	my	father's	before	me?

Now	I	will	tell	you	what	is	in	my	mind,	John	Breck:	it	is	in	my	mind	this	is	the
worst	day's	work	that	ever	ye	did	since	ye	was	born."
And	as	Alan	spoke,	he	set	his	hands	on	his	knees	and	looked	at	 the	bouman



with	a	smiling	mouth,	and	that	dancing	light	in	his	eyes	that	meant	mischief	to
his	enemies.
Perhaps	 the	bouman	was	honest	enough;	perhaps	he	had	meant	 to	cheat	and

then,	finding	himself	alone	with	two	of	us	in	a	desert	place,	cast	back	to	honesty
as	being	safer;	at	least,	and	all	at	once,	he	seemed	to	find	that	button	and	handed
it	to	Alan.
"Well,	and	it	is	a	good	thing	for	the	honour	of	the	Maccolls,"	said	Alan,	and

then	to	me,	"Here	is	my	button	back	again,	and	I	thank	you	for	parting	with	it,
which	is	of	a	piece	with	all	your	friendships	to	me."	Then	he	took	the	warmest
parting	of	 the	bouman.	"For,"	says	he,	"ye	have	done	very	well	by	me,	and	set
your	neck	at	a	venture,	and	I	will	always	give	you	the	name	of	a	good	man."
Lastly,	 the	 bouman	 took	 himself	 off	 by	 one	 way;	 and	 Alan	 I	 (getting	 our

chattels	together)	struck	into	another	to	resume	our	flight.



Chapter		22	
THE	FLIGHT	IN	THE	HEATHER:	THE	MOOR
Some	seven	hours'	incessant,	hard	travelling	brought	us	early	in	the	morning	to
the	end	of	a	range	of	mountains.	In	front	of	us	there	lay	a	piece	of	low,	broken,
desert	 land,	 which	 we	 must	 now	 cross.	 The	 sun	 was	 not	 long	 up,	 and	 shone
straight	in	our	eyes;	a	little,	thin	mist	went	up	from	the	face	of	the	moorland	like
a	 smoke;	 so	 that	 (as	 Alan	 said)	 there	 might	 have	 been	 twenty	 squadron	 of
dragoons	there	and	we	none	the	wiser.
We	 sat	 down,	 therefore,	 in	 a	 howe	 of	 the	 hill-side	 till	 the	mist	 should	 have

risen,	and	made	ourselves	a	dish	of	drammach,	and	held	a	council	of	war.
"David,"	said	Alan,	"this	is	the	kittle	bit.	Shall	we	lie	here	till	it	comes	night,

or	shall	we	risk	it,	and	stave	on	ahead?"
"Well,"	 said	 I,	 "I	 am	 tired	 indeed,	but	 I	 could	walk	as	 far	 again,	 if	 that	was

all."
"Ay,	but	it	isnae,"	said	Alan,	"nor	yet	the	half.	This	is	how	we	stand:	Appin's

fair	death	to	us.	To	the	south	it's	all	Campbells,	and	no	to	be	thought	of.	To	the
north;	well,	there's	no	muckle	to	be	gained	by	going	north;	neither	for	you,	that
wants	 to	get	 to	Queensferry,	nor	yet	 for	me,	 that	wants	 to	get	 to	France.	Well,
then,	we'll	can	strike	east."
"East	be	it!"	says	I,	quite	cheerily;	but	I	was	thinking	in	to	myself:	"O,	man,	if

you	 would	 only	 take	 one	 point	 of	 the	 compass	 and	 let	 me	 take	 any	 other,	 it
would	be	the	best	for	both	of	us."
"Well,	then,	east,	ye	see,	we	have	the	muirs,"	said	Alan.	"Once	there,	David,

it's	mere	pitch-and-toss.	Out	 on	yon	bald,	 naked,	 flat	 place,	where	 can	 a	body
turn	to?	Let	the	red-coats	come	over	a	hill,	they	can	spy	you	miles	away;	and	the
sorrow's	 in	 their	 horses'	 heels,	 they	 would	 soon	 ride	 you	 down.	 It's	 no	 good
place,	David;	and	I'm	free	to	say,	it's	worse	by	daylight	than	by	dark."
"Alan,"	 said	 I,	 "hear	my	way	 of	 it.	Appin's	 death	 for	 us;	we	 have	 none	 too

much	 money,	 nor	 yet	 meal;	 the	 longer	 they	 seek,	 the	 nearer	 they	 may	 guess
where	we	are;	it's	all	a	risk;	and	I	give	my	word	to	go	ahead	until	we	drop."
Alan	was	delighted.	"There	are	whiles,"	said	he,	"when	ye	are	altogether	too

canny	 and	Whiggish	 to	 be	 company	 for	 a	 gentleman	 like	me;	 but	 there	 come
other	whiles	when	ye	show	yoursel'	 a	mettle	 spark;	and	 it's	 then,	David,	 that	 I



love	ye	like	a	brother."
The	mist	rose	and	died	away,	and	showed	us	that	country	lying	as	waste	as	the

sea;	only	the	moorfowl	and	the	pewees	crying	upon	it,	and	far	over	to	the	east,	a
herd	of	deer,	moving	like	dots.	Much	of	it	was	red	with	heather;	much	of	the	rest
broken	up	with	bogs	and	hags	and	peaty	pools;	some	had	been	burnt	black	in	a
heath	fire;	and	in	another	place	there	was	quite	a	forest	of	dead	firs,	standing	like
skeletons.	A	wearier-looking	desert	man	never	saw;	but	at	 least	 it	was	clear	of
troops,	which	was	our	point.
We	went	down	accordingly	 into	 the	waste,	 and	began	 to	make	our	 toilsome

and	devious	travel	towards	the	eastern	verge.	There	were	the	tops	of	mountains
all	round	(you	are	to	remember)	from	whence	we	might	be	spied	at	any	moment;
so	it	behoved	us	to	keep	in	the	hollow	parts	of	the	moor,	and	when	these	turned
aside	 from	 our	 direction	 to	 move	 upon	 its	 naked	 face	 with	 infinite	 care.
Sometimes,	 for	half	an	hour	 together,	we	must	crawl	from	one	heather	bush	 to
another,	as	hunters	do	when	they	are	hard	upon	the	deer.	It	was	a	clear	day	again,
with	a	blazing	sun;	the	water	in	the	brandy	bottle	was	soon	gone;	and	altogether,
if	 I	had	guessed	what	 it	would	be	 to	crawl	half	 the	 time	upon	my	belly	and	 to
walk	much	of	the	rest	stooping	nearly	to	the	knees,	I	should	certainly	have	held
back	from	such	a	killing	enterprise.
Toiling	and	resting	and	toiling	again,	we	wore	away	the	morning;	and	about

noon	lay	down	in	a	thick	bush	of	heather	to	sleep.	Alan	took	the	first	watch;	and
it	seemed	to	me	I	had	scarce	closed	my	eyes	before	I	was	shaken	up	to	take	the
second.	We	had	no	clock	to	go	by;	and	Alan	stuck	a	sprig	of	heath	in	the	ground
to	serve	instead;	so	that	as	soon	as	the	shadow	of	the	bush	should	fall	so	far	to
the	east,	I	might	know	to	rouse	him.	But	I	was	by	this	time	so	weary	that	I	could
have	 slept	 twelve	 hours	 at	 a	 stretch;	 I	 had	 the	 taste	 of	 sleep	 in	my	 throat;	my
joints	slept	even	when	my	mind	was	waking;	 the	hot	smell	of	 the	heather,	and
the	drone	of	the	wild	bees,	were	like	possets	to	me;	and	every	now	and	again	I
would	give	a	jump	and	find	I	had	been	dozing.
The	last	 time	I	woke	I	seemed	to	come	back	from	farther	away,	and	thought

the	sun	had	taken	a	great	start	in	the	heavens.	I	looked	at	the	sprig	of	heath,	and
at	that	I	could	have	cried	aloud:	for	I	saw	I	had	betrayed	my	trust.	My	head	was
nearly	turned	with	fear	and	shame;	and	at	what	I	saw,	when	I	looked	out	around
me	on	the	moor,	my	heart	was	like	dying	in	my	body.	For	sure	enough,	a	body	of
horse-soldiers	 had	 come	 down	 during	my	 sleep,	 and	were	 drawing	 near	 to	 us
from	the	south-east,	 spread	out	 in	 the	shape	of	a	 fan	and	riding	 their	horses	 to
and	fro	in	the	deep	parts	of	the	heather.
When	I	waked	Alan,	he	glanced	first	at	the	soldiers,	then	at	the	mark	and	the

position	of	the	sun,	and	knitted	his	brows	with	a	sudden,	quick	look,	both	ugly



and	anxious,	which	was	all	the	reproach	I	had	of	him.
"What	are	we	to	do	now?"	I	asked.
"We'll	 have	 to	 play	 at	 being	 hares,"	 said	 he.	 "Do	 ye	 see	 yon	 mountain?"

pointing	to	one	on	the	north-eastern	sky.
"Ay,"	said	I.
"Well,	then,"	says	he,	"let	us	strike	for	that.	Its	name	is	Ben	Alder.	it	is	a	wild,

desert	 mountain	 full	 of	 hills	 and	 hollows,	 and	 if	 we	 can	 win	 to	 it	 before	 the
morn,	we	may	do	yet."
"But,	Alan,"	cried	I,	"that	will	take	us	across	the	very	coming	of	the	soldiers!"
"I	 ken	 that	 fine,"	 said	he;	 "but	 if	we	 are	 driven	back	on	Appin,	we	 are	 two

dead	men.	So	now,	David	man,	be	brisk!"
With	that	he	began	to	run	forward	on	his	hands	and	knees	with	an	incredible

quickness,	as	though	it	were	his	natural	way	of	going.	All	the	time,	too,	he	kept
winding	 in	and	out	 in	 the	 lower	parts	of	 the	moorland	where	we	were	 the	best
concealed.	Some	of	these	had	been	burned	or	at	least	scathed	with	fire;	and	there
rose	 in	our	 faces	 (which	were	close	 to	 the	ground)	a	blinding,	choking	dust	as
fine	as	smoke.	The	water	was	long	out;	and	this	posture	of	running	on	the	hands
and	 knees	 brings	 an	 overmastering	weakness	 and	weariness,	 so	 that	 the	 joints
ache	and	the	wrists	faint	under	your	weight.
Now	and	then,	 indeed,	where	was	a	big	bush	of	heather,	we	 lay	awhile,	and

panted,	and	putting	aside	the	leaves,	looked	back	at	the	dragoons.	They	had	not
spied	us,	for	they	held	straight	on;	a	half-troop,	I	think,	covering	about	two	miles
of	ground,	and	beating	it	mighty	thoroughly	as	they	went.	I	had	awakened	just	in
time;	a	little	later,	and	we	must	have	fled	in	front	of	them,	instead	of	escaping	on
one	 side.	 Even	 as	 it	 was,	 the	 least	 misfortune	 might	 betray	 us;	 and	 now	 and
again,	when	a	grouse	rose	out	of	the	heather	with	a	clap	of	wings,	we	lay	as	still
as	the	dead	and	were	afraid	to	breathe.
The	aching	and	faintness	of	my	body,	the	labouring	of	my	heart,	the	soreness

of	my	hands,	and	the	smarting	of	my	throat	and	eyes	in	the	continual	smoke	of
dust	 and	 ashes,	 had	 soon	 grown	 to	 be	 so	 unbearable	 that	 I	would	 gladly	 have
given	up.	Nothing	but	the	fear	of	Alan	lent	me	enough	of	a	false	kind	of	courage
to	continue.	As	for	himself	(and	you	are	to	bear	in	mind	that	he	was	cumbered
with	a	great-coat)	he	had	first	 turned	crimson,	but	as	 time	went	on	 the	redness
began	 to	be	mingled	with	patches	of	white;	his	breath	cried	and	whistled	as	 it
came;	and	his	voice,	when	he	whispered	his	observations	in	my	ear	during	our
halts,	sounded	like	nothing	human.	Yet	he	seemed	in	no	way	dashed	in	spirits,
nor	did	he	at	all	abate	in	his	activity,	so	that	I	was	driven,	to	marvel	at	the	man's
endurance.
At	 length,	 in	 the	 first	gloaming	of	 the	night,	we	heard	a	 trumpet	sound,	and



looking	back	from	among	the	heather,	saw	the	troop	beginning	to	collect.	A	little
after,	 they	 had	 built	 a	 fire	 and	 camped	 for	 the	 night,	 about	 the	middle	 of	 the
waste.
At	this	I	begged	and	besought	that	we	might	lie	down	and	sleep.
"There	 shall	 be	 no	 sleep	 the	 night!"	 said	Alan.	 "From	now	on,	 these	weary

dragoons	of	yours	will	keep	the	crown	of	the	muirland,	and	none	will	get	out	of
Appin	 but	 winged	 fowls.	 We	 got	 through	 in	 the	 nick	 of	 time,	 and	 shall	 we
jeopard	what	we've	gained?	Na,	na,	when	 the	day	comes,	 it	 shall	 find	you	and
me	in	a	fast	place	on	Ben	Alder."
"Alan,"	I	said,	"it's	not	the	want	of	will:	it's	the	strength	that	I	want.	If	I	could,

I	would;	but	as	sure	as	I'm	alive	I	cannot."
"Very	well,	then,"	said	Alan.	"I'll	carry	ye."
I	looked	to	see	if	he	were	jesting;	but	no,	the	little	man	was	in	dead	earnest;

and	the	sight	of	so	much	resolution	shamed	me.
"Lead	away!"	said	I.	"I'll	follow."
He	gave	me	one	look	as	much	as	 to	say,	"Well	done,	David!"	and	off	he	set

again	at	his	top	speed.
It	grew	cooler	and	even	a	little	darker	(but	not	much)	with	the	coming	of	the

night.	The	sky	was	cloudless;	it	was	still	early	in	July,	and	pretty	far	north;	in	the
darkest	part	of	that	night,	you	would	have	needed	pretty	good	eyes	to	read,	but
for	all	that,	I	have	often	seen	it	darker	in	a	winter	mid-day.	Heavy	dew	fell	and
drenched	the	moor	like	rain;	and	this	refreshed	me	for	a	while.	When	we	stopped
to	breathe,	and	I	had	time	to	see	all	about	me,	the	clearness	and	sweetness	of	the
night,	 the	 shapes	 of	 the	 hills	 like	 things	 asleep,	 and	 the	 fire	 dwindling	 away
behind	us,	 like	a	bright	spot	 in	 the	midst	of	 the	moor,	anger	would	come	upon
me	in	a	clap	that	I	must	still	drag	myself	in	agony	and	eat	the	dust	like	a	worm.
By	what	 I	 have	 read	 in	 books,	 I	 think	 few	 that	 have	 held	 a	 pen	were	 ever

really	wearied,	or	they	would	write	of	it	more	strongly.	I	had	no	care	of	my	life,
neither	past	nor	future,	and	I	scarce	remembered	there	was	such	a	lad	as	David
Balfour.	 I	did	not	 think	of	myself,	but	 just	of	each	fresh	step	which	I	was	sure
would	 be	my	 last,	 with	 despair—and	 of	 Alan,	 who	 was	 the	 cause	 of	 it,	 with
hatred.	Alan	was	in	the	right	trade	as	a	soldier;	this	is	the	officer's	part	to	make
men	 continue	 to	 do	 things,	 they	 know	not	wherefore,	 and	when,	 if	 the	 choice
was	offered,	they	would	lie	down	where	they	were	and	be	killed.	And	I	dare	say
I	 would	 have	 made	 a	 good	 enough	 private;	 for	 in	 these	 last	 hours	 it	 never
occurred	to	me	that	I	had	any	choice	but	just	to	obey	as	long	as	I	was	able,	and
die	obeying.
Day	began	to	come	in,	after	years,	 I	 thought;	and	by	that	 time	we	were	past

the	greatest	danger,	and	could	walk	upon	our	feet	like	men,	instead	of	crawling



like	brutes.	But,	dear	heart	have	mercy!	what	a	pair	we	must	have	made,	going
double	 like	 old	 grandfathers,	 stumbling	 like	 babes,	 and	 as	white	 as	 dead	 folk.
Never	a	word	passed	between	us;	each	set	his	mouth	and	kept	his	eyes	in	front	of
him,	and	lifted	up	his	foot	and	set	it	down	again,	like	people	lifting	weights	at	a
country	play;	all	the	while,	with	the	moorfowl	crying	"peep!"	in	the	heather,	and
the	light	coming	slowly	clearer	in	the	east.
I	say	Alan	did	as	I	did.	Not	that	ever	I	looked	at	him,	for	I	had	enough	ado	to

keep	my	feet;	but	because	it	is	plain	he	must	have	been	as	stupid	with	weariness
as	 myself,	 and	 looked	 as	 little	 where	 we	 were	 going,	 or	 we	 should	 not	 have
walked	into	an	ambush	like	blind	men.
It	 fell	 in	 this	way.	We	were	going	down	a	heathery	brae,	Alan	 leading	and	I

following	a	pace	or	two	behind,	like	a	fiddler	and	his	wife;	when	upon	a	sudden
the	 heather	 gave	 a	 rustle,	 three	 or	 four	 ragged	 men	 leaped	 out,	 and	 the	 next
moment	we	were	lying	on	our	backs,	each	with	a	dirk	at	his	throat.
I	don't	think	I	cared;	the	pain	of	this	rough	handling	was	quite	swallowed	up

by	 the	 pains	 of	which	 I	was	 already	 full;	 and	 I	was	 too	 glad	 to	 have	 stopped
walking	to	mind	about	a	dirk.	I	lay	looking	up	in	the	face	of	the	man	that	held
me;	and	I	mind	his	face	was	black	with	the	sun,	and	his	eyes	very	light,	but	I	was
not	afraid	of	him.	I	heard	Alan	and	another	whispering	in	the	Gaelic;	and	what
they	said	was	all	one	to	me.
Then	the	dirks	were	put	up,	our	weapons	were	 taken	away,	and	we	were	set

face	to	face,	sitting	in	the	heather.
"They	 are	 Cluny's	men,"	 said	Alan.	 "We	 couldnae	 have	 fallen	 better.	We're

just	to	bide	here	with	these,	which	are	his	out-sentries,	till	they	can	get	word	to
the	chief	of	my	arrival."
Now	Cluny	Macpherson,	 the	chief	of	 the	clan	Vourich,	had	been	one	of	 the

leaders	of	the	great	rebellion	six	years	before;	there	was	a	price	on	his	life;	and	I
had	supposed	him	long	ago	in	France,	with	the	rest	of	the	heads	of	that	desperate
party.	Even	tired	as	I	was,	the	surprise	of	what	I	heard	half	wakened	me.
"What,"	I	cried,	"is	Cluny	still	here?"
"Ay,	is	he	so!"	said	Alan.	"Still	in	his	own	country	and	kept	by	his	own	clan.

King	George	can	do	no	more."
I	think	I	would	have	asked	farther,	but	Alan	gave	me	the	put-off.	"I	am	rather

wearied,"	 he	 said,	 "and	 I	 would	 like	 fine	 to	 get	 a	 sleep."	 And	 without	 more
words,	he	rolled	on	his	face	in	a	deep	heather	bush,	and	seemed	to	sleep	at	once.
There	 was	 no	 such	 thing	 possible	 for	 me.	 You	 have	 heard	 grasshoppers

whirring	in	the	grass	in	the	summer	time?	Well,	I	had	no	sooner	closed	my	eyes,
than	my	body,	and	above	all	my	head,	belly,	and	wrists,	seemed	to	be	filled	with
whirring	grasshoppers;	and	I	must	open	my	eyes	again	at	once,	and	tumble	and



toss,	and	sit	up	and	lie	down;	and	look	at	the	sky	which	dazzled	me,	or	at	Cluny's
wild	 and	 dirty	 sentries,	 peering	 out	 over	 the	 top	 of	 the	 brae	 and	 chattering	 to
each	other	in	the	Gaelic.
That	was	all	the	rest	I	had,	until	the	messenger	returned;	when,	as	it	appeared

that	Cluny	would	be	glad	to	receive	us,	we	must	get	once	more	upon	our	feet	and
set	 forward.	 Alan	 was	 in	 excellent	 good	 spirits,	 much	 refreshed	 by	 his	 sleep,
very	hungry,	and	looking	pleasantly	forward	to	a	dram	and	a	dish	of	hot	collops,
of	which,	it	seems,	the	messenger	had	brought	him	word.	For	my	part,	it	made
me	sick	to	hear	of	eating.	I	had	been	dead-heavy	before,	and	now	I	felt	a	kind	of
dreadful	lightness,	which	would	not	suffer	me	to	walk.	I	drifted	like	a	gossamer;
the	 ground	 seemed	 to	me	 a	 cloud,	 the	 hills	 a	 feather-weight,	 the	 air	 to	 have	 a
current,	like	a	running	burn,	which	carried	me	to	and	fro.	With	all	that,	a	sort	of
horror	 of	 despair	 sat	 on	 my	 mind,	 so	 that	 I	 could	 have	 wept	 at	 my	 own
helplessness.
I	saw	Alan	knitting	his	brows	at	me,	and	supposed	 it	was	 in	anger;	and	 that

gave	me	a	pang	of	 light-headed	 fear,	 like	what	a	child	may	have.	 I	 remember,
too,	that	I	was	smiling,	and	could	not	stop	smiling,	hard	as	I	tried;	for	I	thought	it
was	out	of	place	at	such	a	time.	But	my	good	companion	had	nothing	in	his	mind
but	kindness;	and	the	next	moment,	two	of	the	gillies	had	me	by	the	arms,	and	I
began	 to	 be	 carried	 forward	 with	 great	 swiftness	 (or	 so	 it	 appeared	 to	 me,
although	I	dare	say	it	was	slowly	enough	in	truth),	through	a	labyrinth	of	dreary
glens	and	hollows	and	into	the	heart	of	that	dismal	mountain	of	Ben	Alder.



Chapter		23	
CLUNY'S	CAGE
We	came	at	last	to	the	foot	of	an	exceeding	steep	wood,	which	scrambled	up	a
craggy	hillside,	and	was	crowned	by	a	naked	precipice.
"It's	here,"	said	one	of	the	guides,	and	we	struck	up	hill.
The	trees	clung	upon	the	slope,	like	sailors	on	the	shrouds	of	a	ship,	and	their

trunks	were	like	the	rounds	of	a	ladder,	by	which	we	mounted.
Quite	at	 the	 top,	and	 just	before	 the	rocky	face	of	 the	cliff	sprang	above	 the

foliage,	 we	 found	 that	 strange	 house	 which	 was	 known	 in	 the	 country	 as
"Cluny's	Cage."	The	trunks	of	several	trees	had	been	wattled	across,	the	intervals
strengthened	with	stakes,	and	the	ground	behind	this	barricade	levelled	up	with
earth	to	make	the	floor.	A	tree,	which	grew	out	from	the	hillside,	was	the	living
centre-beam	of	 the	roof.	The	walls	were	of	wattle	and	covered	with	moss.	The
whole	house	had	something	of	an	egg	shape;	and	it	half	hung,	half	stood	in	that
steep,	hillside	thicket,	like	a	wasp's	nest	in	a	green	hawthorn.
Within,	it	was	large	enough	to	shelter	five	or	six	persons	with	some	comfort.

A	projection	of	 the	cliff	had	been	cunningly	employed	 to	be	 the	 fireplace;	and
the	smoke	rising	against	the	face	of	the	rock,	and	being	not	dissimilar	in	colour,
readily	escaped	notice	from	below.
This	 was	 but	 one	 of	 Cluny's	 hiding-places;	 he	 had	 caves,	 besides,	 and

underground	chambers	in	several	parts	of	his	country;	and	following	the	reports
of	his	scouts,	he	moved	from	one	to	another	as	the	soldiers	drew	near	or	moved
away.	By	this	manner	of	living,	and	thanks	to	the	affection	of	his	clan,	he	had	not
only	stayed	all	this	time	in	safety,	while	so	many	others	had	fled	or	been	taken
and	slain:	but	stayed	four	or	five	years	longer,	and	only	went	to	France	at	last	by
the	 express	 command	 of	 his	 master.	 There	 he	 soon	 died;	 and	 it	 is	 strange	 to
reflect	that	he	may	have	regretted	his	Cage	upon	Ben	Alder.
When	we	 came	 to	 the	 door	 he	was	 seated	 by	his	 rock	 chimney,	watching	 a

gillie	 about	 some	 cookery.	 He	 was	 mighty	 plainly	 habited,	 with	 a	 knitted
nightcap	drawn	over	his	ears,	and	smoked	a	foul	cutty	pipe.	For	all	that	he	had
the	manners	of	a	king,	and	it	was	quite	a	sight	to	see	him	rise	out	of	his	place	to
welcome	us.
"Well,	Mr.	Stewart,	come	awa',	sir!"	said	he,	"and	bring	in	your	friend	that	as



yet	I	dinna	ken	the	name	of."
"And	how	is	yourself,	Cluny?"	said	Alan.	"I	hope	ye	do	brawly,	sir.	And	I	am

proud	to	see	ye,	and	to	present	 to	ye	my	friend	the	Laird	of	Shaws,	Mr.	David
Balfour."
Alan	never	 referred	 to	my	 estate	without	 a	 touch	of	 a	 sneer,	when	we	were

alone;	but	with	strangers,	he	rang	the	words	out	like	a	herald.
"Step	 in	by,	 the	both	of	ye,	gentlemen,"	says	Cluny.	"I	make	ye	welcome	to

my	 house,	 which	 is	 a	 queer,	 rude	 place	 for	 certain,	 but	 one	 where	 I	 have
entertained	 a	 royal	 personage,	Mr.	 Stewart—ye	 doubtless	 ken	 the	 personage	 I
have	in	my	eye.	We'll	take	a	dram	for	luck,	and	as	soon	as	this	handless	man	of
mine	has	the	collops	ready,	we'll	dine	and	take	a	hand	at	the	cartes	as	gentlemen
should.	My	 life	 is	 a	 bit	 driegh,"	 says	 he,	 pouring	 out	 the	 brandy;	 "I	 see	 little
company,	and	sit	and	twirl	my	thumbs,	and	mind	upon	a	great	day	that	is	gone
by,	and	weary	for	another	great	day	that	we	all	hope	will	be	upon	the	road.	And
so	here's	a	toast	to	ye:	The	Restoration!"
Thereupon	we	all	touched	glasses	and	drank.	I	am	sure	I	wished	no	ill	to	King

George;	 and	 if	 he	 had	 been	 there	 himself	 in	 proper	 person,	 it's	 like	 he	would
have	done	as	I	did.	No	sooner	had	I	taken	out	the	drain	than	I	felt	hugely	better,
and	could	look	on	and	listen,	still	a	little	mistily	perhaps,	but	no	longer	with	the
same	groundless	horror	and	distress	of	mind.
It	was	certainly	a	strange	place,	and	we	had	a	strange	host.	In	his	long	hiding,

Cluny	had	grown	to	have	all	manner	of	precise	habits,	like	those	of	an	old	maid.
He	had	a	particular	place,	where	no	one	else	must	sit;	the	Cage	was	arranged	in	a
particular	way,	which	none	must	disturb;	cookery	was	one	of	his	chief	fancies,
and	even	while	he	was	greeting	us	in,	he	kept	an	eye	to	the	collops.
It	 appears,	he	 sometimes	visited	or	 received	visits	 from	his	wife	and	one	or

two	of	his	nearest	friends,	under	the	cover	of	night;	but	for	the	more	part	lived
quite	alone,	and	communicated	only	with	his	sentinels	and	the	gillies	that	waited
on	 him	 in	 the	 Cage.	 The	 first	 thing	 in	 the	morning,	 one	 of	 them,	who	was	 a
barber,	came	and	shaved	him,	and	gave	him	the	news	of	the	country,	of	which	he
was	 immoderately	 greedy.	 There	was	 no	 end	 to	 his	 questions;	 he	 put	 them	 as
earnestly	 as	 a	 child;	 and	at	 some	of	 the	 answers,	 laughed	out	of	 all	bounds	of
reason,	and	would	break	out	again	laughing	at	the	mere	memory,	hours	after	the
barber	was	gone.
To	be	sure,	 there	might	have	been	a	purpose	 in	his	questions;	 for	 though	he

was	thus	sequestered,	and	like	the	other	landed	gentlemen	of	Scotland,	stripped
by	 the	 late	 Act	 of	 Parliament	 of	 legal	 powers,	 he	 still	 exercised	 a	 patriarchal
justice	 in	 his	 clan.	 Disputes	 were	 brought	 to	 him	 in	 his	 hiding-hole	 to	 be
decided;	and	the	men	of	his	country,	who	would	have	snapped	their	fingers	at	the



Court	of	Session,	laid	aside	revenge	and	paid	down	money	at	the	bare	word	of
this	forfeited	and	hunted	outlaw.	When	he	was	angered,	which	was	often	enough,
he	gave	his	commands	and	breathed	threats	of	punishment	like	any,	king;	and	his
gillies	trembled	and	crouched	away	from	him	like	children	before	a	hasty	father.
With	each	of	 them,	as	he	entered,	he	ceremoniously	 shook	hands,	both	parties
touching	their	bonnets	at	the	same	time	in	a	military	manner.	Altogether,	I	had	a
fair	chance	to	see	some	of	the	inner	workings	of	a	Highland	clan;	and	this	with	a
proscribed,	fugitive	chief;	his	country	conquered;	the	troops	riding	upon	all	sides
in	quest	of	him,	sometimes	within	a	mile	of	where	he	lay;	and	when	the	least	of
the	ragged	fellows	whom	he	rated	and	threatened,	could	have	made	a	fortune	by
betraying	him.
On	that	first	day,	as	soon	as	the	collops	were	ready,	Cluny	gave	them	with	his

own	 hand	 a	 squeeze	 of	 a	 lemon	 (for	 he	was	well	 supplied	with	 luxuries)	 and
bade	us	draw	in	to	our	meal.
"They,"	said	he,	meaning	the	collops,	"are	such	as	I	gave	his	Royal	Highness

in	this	very	house;	bating	the	lemon	juice,	for	at	that	time	we	were	glad	to	get	the
meat	 and	 never	 fashed	 for	 kitchen.	 Indeed,	 there	 were	 mair	 dragoons	 than
lemons	in	my	country	in	the	year	forty-six."
I	do	not	know	if	the	collops	were	truly	very	good,	but	my	heart	rose	against

the	sight	of	 them,	and	I	could	eat	but	 little.	All	 the	while	Cluny	entertained	us
with	stories	of	Prince	Charlie's	stay	in	the	Cage,	giving	us	the	very	words	of	the
speakers,	 and	 rising	 from	 his	 place	 to	 show	 us	where	 they	 stood.	 By	 these,	 I
gathered	the	Prince	was	a	gracious,	spirited	boy,	like	the	son	of	a	race	of	polite
kings,	but	not	so	wise	as	Solomon.	I	gathered,	too,	that	while	he	was	in	the	Cage,
he	was	 often	 drunk;	 so	 the	 fault	 that	 has	 since,	 by	 all	 accounts,	made	 such	 a
wreck	of	him,	had	even	then	begun	to	show	itself.
We	 were	 no	 sooner	 done	 eating	 than	 Cluny	 brought	 out	 an	 old,	 thumbed,

greasy	 pack	 of	 cards,	 such	 as	 you	 may	 find	 in	 a	 mean	 inn;	 and	 his	 eyes
brightened	in	his	face	as	he	proposed	that	we	should	fall	to	playing.
Now	this	was	one	of	the	things	I	had	been	brought	up	to	eschew	like	disgrace;

it	being	held	by	my	father	neither	the	part	of	a	Christian	nor	yet	of	a	gentleman
to	 set	 his	 own	 livelihood	 and	 fish	 for	 that	 of	 others,	 on	 the	 cast	 of	 painted
pasteboard.	 To	 be	 sure,	 I	 might	 have	 pleaded	 my	 fatigue,	 which	 was	 excuse
enough;	but	I	thought	it	behoved	that	I	should	bear	a	testimony.	I	must	have	got
very	 red	 in	 the	 face,	 but	 I	 spoke	 steadily,	 and	 told	 them	 I	 had	 no	 call	 to	 be	 a
judge	of	others,	but	for	my	own	part,	it	was	a	matter	in	which	I	had	no	clearness.
Cluny	 stopped	 mingling	 the	 cards.	 "What	 in	 deil's	 name	 is	 this?"	 says	 he.

"What	 kind	 of	 Whiggish,	 canting	 talk	 is	 this,	 for	 the	 house	 of	 Cluny
Macpherson?"



"I	will	put	my	hand	in	the	fire	for	Mr.	Balfour,"	says	Alan.	"He	is	an	honest
and	a	mettle	gentleman,	and	I	would	have	ye	bear	in	mind	who	says	it.	I	bear	a
king's	 name,"	 says	 he,	 cocking	 his	 hat;	 "and	 I	 and	 any	 that	 I	 call	 friend	 are
company	for	the	best.	But	the	gentleman	is	tired,	and	should	sleep;	if	he	has	no
mind	to	the	cartes,	it	will	never	hinder	you	and	me.	And	I'm	fit	and	willing,	sir,
to	play	ye	any	game	that	ye	can	name."
"Sir,"	 says	Cluny,	"in	 this	poor	house	of	mine	 I	would	have	you	 to	ken	 that

any	gentleman	may	follow	his	pleasure.	If	your	friend	would	like	to	stand	on	his
head,	he	is	welcome.	And	if	either	he,	or	you,	or	any	other	man,	is	not	preceesely
satisfied,	I	will	be	proud	to	step	outside	with	him."
I	had	no	will	that	these	two	friends	should	cut	their	throats	for	my	sake.
"Sir,"	said	I,	"I	am	very	wearied,	as	Alan	says;	and	what's	more,	as	you	are	a

man	 that	 likely	 has	 sons	 of	 your	 own,	 I	may	 tell	 you	 it	was	 a	 promise	 to	my
father."
"Say	nae	mair,	say	nae	mair,"	said	Cluny,	and	pointed	me	to	a	bed	of	heather

in	 a	 corner	 of	 the	Cage.	 For	 all	 that	 he	was	 displeased	 enough,	 looked	 at	me
askance,	and	grumbled	when	he	looked.	And	indeed	it	must	be	owned	that	both
my	scruples	and	the	words	in	which	I	declared	them,	smacked	somewhat	of	the
Covenanter,	and	were	little	in	their	place	among	wild	Highland	Jacobites.
What	with	the	brandy	and	the	venison,	a	strange	heaviness	had	come	over	me;

and	 I	had	scarce	 lain	down	upon	 the	bed	before	 I	 fell	 into	a	kind	of	 trance,	 in
which	I	continued	almost	 the	whole	 time	of	our	stay	in	 the	Cage.	Sometimes	I
was	broad	awake	and	understood	what	passed;	sometimes	I	only	heard	voices,	or
men	snoring,	like	the	voice	of	a	silly	river;	and	the	plaids	upon	the	wall	dwindled
down	 and	 swelled	 out	 again,	 like	 firelight	 shadows	 on	 the	 roof.	 I	 must
sometimes	have	spoken	or	cried	out,	for	I	remember	I	was	now	and	then	amazed
at	 being	 answered;	 yet	 I	 was	 conscious	 of	 no	 particular	 nightmare,	 only	 of	 a
general,	black,	abiding	horror—a	horror	of	the	place	I	was	in,	and	the	bed	I	lay
in,	and	the	plaids	on	the	wall,	and	the	voices,	and	the	fire,	and	myself.
The	barber-gillie,	who	was	a	doctor	too,	was	called	in	to	prescribe	for	me;	but

as	he	spoke	in	the	Gaelic,	I	understood	not	a	word	of	his	opinion,	and	was	too
sick	even	to	ask	for	a	translation.	I	knew	well	enough	I	was	ill,	and	that	was	all	I
cared	about.
I	paid	little	heed	while	I	lay	in	this	poor	pass.	But	Alan	and	Cluny	were	most

of	the	time	at	the	cards,	and	I	am	clear	that	Alan	must	have	begun	by	winning;
for	I	remember	sitting	up,	and	seeing	them	hard	at	it,	and	a	great	glittering	pile	of
as	much	as	sixty	or	a	hundred	guineas	on	the	table.	It	looked	strange	enough,	to
see	all	this	wealth	in	a	nest	upon	a	cliff-side,	wattled	about	growing	trees.	And
even	 then,	 I	 thought	 it	 seemed	 deep	water	 for	Alan	 to	 be	 riding,	who	 had	 no



better	battle-horse	than	a	green	purse	and	a	matter	of	five	pounds.
The	luck,	it	seems,	changed	on	the	second	day.	About	noon	I	was	wakened	as

usual	 for	dinner,	and	as	usual	 refused	 to	eat,	and	was	given	a	dram	with	some
bitter	 infusion	which	 the	barber	had	prescribed.	The	 sun	was	 shining	 in	 at	 the
open	door	of	the	Cage,	and	this	dazzled	and	offended	me.	Cluny	sat	at	the	table,
biting	the	pack	of	cards.	Alan	had	stooped	over	the	bed,	and	had	his	face	close	to
my	eyes;	 to	which,	troubled	as	they	were	with	the	fever,	 it	seemed	of	the	most
shocking	bigness.
He	asked	me	for	a	loan	of	my	money.
"What	for?"	said	I.
"O,	just	for	a	loan,"	said	he.
"But	why?"	I	repeated.	"I	don't	see."
"Hut,	David!"	said	Alan,	"ye	wouldnae	grudge	me	a	loan?"
I	would,	though,	if	I	had	had	my	senses!	But	all	I	thought	of	then	was	to	get

his	face	away,	and	I	handed	him	my	money.
On	 the	morning	of	 the	 third	day,	when	we	had	been	forty-eight	hours	 in	 the

Cage,	 I	 awoke	with	 a	 great	 relief	 of	 spirits,	 very	weak	 and	weary	 indeed,	 but
seeing	things	of	the	right	size	and	with	their	honest,	everyday	appearance.	I	had
a	mind	to	eat,	moreover,	rose	from	bed	of	my	own	movement,	and	as	soon	as	we
had	breakfasted,	stepped	to	the	entry	of	the	Cage	and	sat	down	outside	in	the	top
of	 the	wood.	 It	was	 a	 grey	day	with	 a	 cool,	mild	 air:	 and	 I	 sat	 in	 a	 dream	all
morning,	only	disturbed	by	the	passing	by	of	Cluny's	scouts	and	servants	coming
with	provisions	 and	 reports;	 for	 as	 the	 coast	was	 at	 that	 time	 clear,	 you	might
almost	say	he	held	court	openly.
When	I	returned,	he	and	Alan	had	laid	the	cards	aside,	and	were	questioning	a

gillie;	and	the	chief	turned	about	and	spoke	to	me	in	the	Gaelic.
"I	have	no	Gaelic,	sir,"	said	I.
Now	 since	 the	 card	 question,	 everything	 I	 said	 or	 did	 had	 the	 power	 of

annoying	 Cluny.	 "Your	 name	 has	 more	 sense	 than	 yourself,	 then,"	 said	 he
angrily,	"for	it's	good	Gaelic.	But	the	point	is	this.	My	scout	reports	all	clear	in
the	south,	and	the	question	is,	have	ye	the	strength	to	go?"
I	saw	cards	on	the	table,	but	no	gold;	only	a	heap	of	little	written	papers,	and

these	 all	 on	Cluny's	 side.	Alan,	besides,	 had	an	odd	 look,	 like	 a	man	not	very
well	content;	and	I	began	to	have	a	strong	misgiving.
"I	do	not	know	if	I	am	as	well	as	I	should	be,"	said	I,	looking	at	Alan;	"but	the

little	money	we	have	has	a	long	way	to	carry	us."
Alan	took	his	under-lip	into	his	mouth,	and	looked	upon	the	ground.
"David,"	says	he	at	last,	"I've	lost	it;	there's	the	naked	truth."
"My	money	too?"	said	I.



"Your	money	too,"	says	Alan,	with	a	groan.	"Ye	shouldnae	have	given	it	me.
I'm	daft	when	I	get	to	the	cartes."
"Hoot-toot!	 hoot-toot!"	 said	Cluny.	 "It	was	 all	 daffing;	 it's	 all	 nonsense.	Of

course	you'll	have	your	money	back	again,	and	the	double	of	it,	if	ye'll	make	so
free	 with	 me.	 It	 would	 be	 a	 singular	 thing	 for	 me	 to	 keep	 it.	 It's	 not	 to	 be
supposed	 that	 I	 would	 be	 any	 hindrance	 to	 gentlemen	 in	 your	 situation;	 that
would	be	 a	 singular	 thing!"	 cries	 he,	 and	began	 to	pull	 gold	out	 of	 his	 pocket
with	a	mighty	red	face.
Alan	said	nothing,	only	looked	on	the	ground.
"Will	you	step	to	the	door	with	me,	sir?"	said	I.
Cluny	 said	 he	would	be	 very	glad,	 and	 followed	me	 readily	 enough,	 but	 he

looked	flustered	and	put	out.
"And	now,	sir,"	says	I,	"I	must	first	acknowledge	your	generosity."
"Nonsensical	nonsense!"	cries	Cluny.	"Where's	 the	generosity?	This	 is	 just	a

most	unfortunate	affair;	but	what	would	ye	have	me	do—boxed	up	in	this	bee-
skep	 of	 a	 cage	 of	mine—but	 just	 set	my	 friends	 to	 the	 cartes,	when	 I	 can	 get
them?	And	 if	 they	 lose,	 of	 course,	 it's	 not	 to	 be	 supposed——"	And	 here	 he
came	to	a	pause.
"Yes,"	said	I,	"if	they	lose,	you	give	them	back	their	money;	and	if	they	win,

they	 carry	 away	 yours	 in	 their	 pouches!	 I	 have	 said	 before	 that	 I	 grant	 your
generosity;	but	to	me,	sir,	it's	a	very	painful	thing	to	be	placed	in	this	position."
There	was	a	little	silence,	in	which	Cluny	seemed	always	as	if	he	was	about	to

speak,	but	said	nothing.	All	the	time	he	grew	redder	and	redder	in	the	face.
"I	am	a	young	man,"	said	I,	"and	I	ask	your	advice.	Advise	me	as	you	would

your	son.	My	friend	fairly	lost	his	money,	after	having	fairly	gained	a	far	greater
sum	of	yours;	can	I	accept	it	back	again?	Would	that	be	the	right	part	for	me	to
play?	Whatever	I	do,	you	can	see	for	yourself	it	must	be	hard	upon	a	man	of	any
pride."
"It's	 rather	hard	on	me,	 too,	Mr.	Balfour,"	said	Cluny,	"and	ye	give	me	very

much	the	look	of	a	man	that	has	entrapped	poor	people	to	their	hurt.	I	wouldnae
have	my	 friends	 come	 to	 any	 house	 of	mine	 to	 accept	 affronts;	 no,"	 he	 cried,
with	a	sudden	heat	of	anger,	"nor	yet	to	give	them!"
"And	so	you	see,	sir,"	said	I,	"there	is	something	to	be	said	upon	my	side;	and

this	gambling	is	a	very	poor	employ	for	gentlefolks.	But	I	am	still	waiting	your
opinion."
I	am	sure	if	ever	Cluny	hated	any	man	it	was	David	Balfour.	He	looked	me	all

over	with	a	warlike	eye,	and	I	saw	the	challenge	at	his	lips.	But	either	my	youth
disarmed	him,	or	perhaps	his	own	sense	of	justice.	Certainly	it	was	a	mortifying
matter	for	all	concerned,	and	not	least	Cluny;	the	more	credit	that	he	took	it	as	he



did.
"Mr.	Balfour,"	said	he,	"I	think	you	are	too	nice	and	covenanting,	but	for	all

that	you	have	 the	 spirit	 of	 a	very	pretty	gentleman.	Upon	my	honest	word,	ye
may	take	this	money—it's	what	I	would	tell	my	son—and	here's	my	hand	along
with	it!"



Chapter		24	
THE	FLIGHT	IN	THE	HEATHER:	THE	QUARREL
Alan	and	I	were	put	across	Loch	Errocht	under	cloud	of	night,	and	went	down	its
eastern	 shore	 to	 another	 hiding-place	 near	 the	 head	of	Loch	Rannoch,	whither
we	 were	 led	 by	 one	 of	 the	 gillies	 from	 the	 Cage.	 This	 fellow	 carried	 all	 our
luggage	and	Alan's	great-coat	in	the	bargain,	trotting	along	under	the	burthen,	far
less	than	the	half	of	which	used	to	weigh	me	to	the	ground,	like	a	stout	hill	pony
with	a	feather;	yet	he	was	a	man	that,	 in	plain	contest,	 I	could	have	broken	on
my	knee.
Doubtless	 it	was	 a	 great	 relief	 to	walk	 disencumbered;	 and	perhaps	without

that	 relief,	 and	 the	 consequent	 sense	 of	 liberty	 and	 lightness,	 I	 could	 not	 have
walked	at	all.	I	was	but	new	risen	from	a	bed	of	sickness;	and	there	was	nothing
in	the	state	of	our	affairs	to	hearten	me	for	much	exertion;	travelling,	as	we	did,
over	 the	 most	 dismal	 deserts	 in	 Scotland,	 under	 a	 cloudy	 heaven,	 and	 with
divided	hearts	among	the	travellers.
For	long,	we	said	nothing;	marching	alongside	or	one	behind	the	other,	each

with	 a	 set	 countenance:	 I,	 angry	 and	 proud,	 and	 drawing	what	 strength	 I	 had
from	 these	 two	violent	 and	 sinful	 feelings;	Alan	 angry	 and	 ashamed,	 ashamed
that	he	had	lost	my	money,	angry	that	I	should	take	it	so	ill.
The	thought	of	a	separation	ran	always	the	stronger	in	my	mind;	and	the	more

I	approved	of	 it,	 the	more	ashamed	I	grew	of	my	approval.	 It	would	be	a	fine,
handsome,	generous	thing,	indeed,	for	Alan	to	turn	round	and	say	to	me:	"Go,	I
am	 in	 the	most	danger,	 and	my	company	only	 increases	yours."	But	 for	me	 to
turn	 to	 the	 friend	who	 certainly	 loved	me,	 and	 say	 to	 him:	 "You	 are	 in	 great
danger,	I	am	in	but	little;	your	friendship	is	a	burden;	go,	take	your	risks	and	bear
your	 hardships	 alone——"	 no,	 that	 was	 impossible;	 and	 even	 to	 think	 of	 it
privily	to	myself,	made	my	cheeks	to	burn.
And	 yet	 Alan	 had	 behaved	 like	 a	 child,	 and	 (what	 is	 worse)	 a	 treacherous

child.	 Wheedling	 my	 money	 from	 me	 while	 I	 lay	 half-conscious	 was	 scarce
better	than	theft;	and	yet	here	he	was	trudging	by	my	side,	without	a	penny	to	his
name,	and	by	what	 I	could	 see,	quite	blithe	 to	 sponge	upon	 the	money	he	had
driven	me	to	beg.	True,	I	was	ready	to	share	it	with	him;	but	it	made	me	rage	to
see	him	count	upon	my	readiness.



These	were	the	two	things	uppermost	in	my	mind;	and	I	could	open	my	mouth
upon	 neither	 without	 black	 ungenerosity.	 So	 I	 did	 the	 next	 worst,	 and	 said
nothing,	nor	so	much	as	looked	once	at	my	companion,	save	with	the	tail	of	my
eye.
At	last,	upon	the	other	side	of	Loch	Errocht,	going	over	a	smooth,	rushy	place,

where	the	walking	was	easy,	he	could	bear	it	no	longer,	and	came	close	to	me.
"David,"	 says	he,	 "this	 is	no	way	 for	 two	 friends	 to	 take	a	 small	 accident.	 I

have	to	say	that	I'm	sorry;	and	so	that's	said.	And	now	if	you	have	anything,	ye'd
better	say	it."
"O,"	says	I,	"I	have	nothing."
He	seemed	disconcerted;	at	which	I	was	meanly	pleased.
"No,"	said	he,	with	rather	a	trembling	voice,	"but	when	I	say	I	was	to	blame?"
"Why,	of	course,	ye	were	to	blame,"	said	I,	coolly;	"and	you	will	bear	me	out

that	I	have	never	reproached	you."
"Never,"	says	he;	"but	ye	ken	very	well	that	ye've	done	worse.	Are	we	to	part?

Ye	said	so	once	before.	Are	ye	to	say	it	again?	There's	hills	and	heather	enough
between	here	and	the	two	seas,	David;	and	I	will	own	I'm	no	very	keen	to	stay
where	I'm	no	wanted."
This	pierced	me	like	a	sword,	and	seemed	to	lay	bare	my	private	disloyalty.
"Alan	Breck!"	I	cried;	and	then:	"Do	you	think	I	am	one	to	turn	my	back	on

you	in	your	chief	need?	You	dursn't	say	it	to	my	face.	My	whole	conduct's	there
to	 give	 the	 lie	 to	 it.	 It's	 true,	 I	 fell	 asleep	 upon	 the	 muir;	 but	 that	 was	 from
weariness,	and	you	do	wrong	to	cast	it	up	to	me——"
"Which	is	what	I	never	did,"	said	Alan.
"But	aside	from	that,"	I	continued,	"what	have	I	done	that	you	should	even	me

to	dogs	by	such	a	supposition?	I	never	yet	failed	a	friend,	and	it's	not	likely	I'll
begin	with	you.	There	are	things	between	us	that	I	can	never	forget,	even	if	you
can."
"I	will	only	say	this	 to	ye,	David,"	said	Alan,	very	quietly,	"that	I	have	long

been	owing	ye	my	 life,	 and	now	 I	 owe	ye	money.	Ye	 should	 try	 to	make	 that
burden	light	for	me."
This	ought	to	have	touched	me,	and	in	a	manner	it	did,	but	the	wrong	manner.

I	felt	I	was	behaving,	badly;	and	was	now	not	only	angry	with	Alan,	but	angry
with	myself	in	the	bargain;	and	it	made	me	the	more	cruel.
"You	asked	me	to	speak,"	said	I.	"Well,	then,	I	will.	You	own	yourself	that	you

have	 done	 me	 a	 disservice;	 I	 have	 had	 to	 swallow	 an	 affront:	 I	 have	 never
reproached	you,	I	never	named	the	thing	till	you	did.	And	now	you	blame	me,"
cried	 I,	 "because	 I	cannae	 laugh	and	sing	as	 if	 I	was	glad	 to	be	affronted.	The
next	thing	will	be	that	I'm	to	go	down	upon	my	knees	and	thank	you	for	it!	Ye



should	think	more	of	others,	Alan	Breck.	If	ye	thought	more	of	others,	ye	would
perhaps	speak	less	about	yourself;	and	when	a	friend	that	likes	you	very	well	has
passed	over	an	offence	without	a	word,	you	would	be	blithe	to	let	it	lie,	instead
of	making	it	a	stick	to	break	his	back	with.	By	your	own	way	of	it,	 it	was	you
that	was	to	blame;	then	it	shouldnae	be	you	to	seek	the	quarrel."
"Aweel,"	said	Alan,	"say	nae	mair."
And	we	fell	back	into	our	former	silence;	and	came	to	our	journey's	end,	and

supped,	and	lay	down	to	sleep,	without	another	word.
The	gillie	put	us	across	Loch	Rannoch	in	the	dusk	of	the	next	day,	and	gave	us

his	opinion	as	to	our	best	route.	This	was	to	get	us	up	at	once	into	the	tops	of	the
mountains:	 to	 go	 round	 by	 a	 circuit,	 turning	 the	 heads	 of	 Glen	 Lyon,	 Glen
Lochay,	 and	Glen	Dochart,	 and	come	down	upon	 the	 lowlands	by	Kippen	and
the	upper	waters	of	the	Forth.	Alan	was	little	pleased	with	a	route	which	led	us
through	 the	 country	 of	 his	 blood-foes,	 the	Glenorchy	 Campbells.	 He	 objected
that	 by	 turning	 to	 the	 east,	we	 should	 come	 almost	 at	 once	 among	 the	Athole
Stewarts,	 a	 race	 of	 his	 own	 name	 and	 lineage,	 although	 following	 a	 different
chief,	and	come	besides	by	a	far	easier	and	swifter	way	to	the	place	whither	we
were	bound.	But	the	gillie,	who	was	indeed	the	chief	man	of	Cluny's	scouts,	had
good	 reasons	 to	 give	 him	 on	 all	 hands,	 naming	 the	 force	 of	 troops	 in	 every
district,	 and	 alleging	 finally	 (as	 well	 as	 I	 could	 understand)	 that	 we	 should
nowhere	be	so	little	troubled	as	in	a	country	of	the	Campbells.
Alan	 gave	 way	 at	 last,	 but	 with	 only	 half	 a	 heart.	 "It's	 one	 of	 the	 dowiest

countries	in	Scotland,"	said	he.	"There's	naething	there	that	I	ken,	but	heath,	and
crows,	and	Campbells.	But	I	see	that	ye're	a	man	of	some	penetration;	and	be	it
as	ye	please!"
We	set	forth	accordingly	by	this	itinerary;	and	for	the	best	part	of	three	nights

travelled	 on	 eerie	 mountains	 and	 among	 the	 well-heads	 of	 wild	 rivers;	 often
buried	in	mist,	almost	continually	blown	and	rained	upon,	and	not	once	cheered
by	any	glimpse	of	sunshine.	By	day,	we	lay	and	slept	in	the	drenching	heather;
by	night,	incessantly	clambered	upon	break-neck	hills	and	among	rude	crags.	We
often	wandered;	we	were	often	so	involved	in	fog,	 that	we	must	 lie	quiet	 till	 it
lightened.	A	fire	was	never	to	be	thought	of.	Our	only	food	was	drammach	and	a
portion	of	cold	meat	that	we	had	carried	from	the	Cage;	and	as	for	drink,	Heaven
knows	we	had	no	want	of	water.
This	 was	 a	 dreadful	 time,	 rendered	 the	more	 dreadful	 by	 the	 gloom	 of	 the

weather	and	the	country.	I	was	never	warm;	my	teeth	chattered	in	my	head;	I	was
troubled	with	a	very	sore	throat,	such	as	I	had	on	the	isle;	I	had	a	painful	stitch	in
my	 side,	which	 never	 left	me;	 and	when	 I	 slept	 in	my	wet	 bed,	with	 the	 rain
beating	above	and	the	mud	oozing	below	me,	it	was	to	live	over	again	in	fancy



the	 worst	 part	 of	my	 adventures—to	 see	 the	 tower	 of	 Shaws	 lit	 by	 lightning,
Ransome	 carried	 below	 on	 the	men's	 backs,	 Shuan	 dying	 on	 the	 round-house
floor,	or	Colin	Campbell	grasping	at	 the	bosom	of	his	coat.	From	such	broken
slumbers,	I	would	be	aroused	in	the	gloaming,	to	sit	up	in	the	same	puddle	where
I	had	slept,	and	sup	cold	drammach;	the	rain	driving	sharp	in	my	face	or	running
down	my	back	in	icy	trickles;	the	mist	enfolding	us	like	as	in	a	gloomy	chamber
—or,	perhaps,	if	the	wind	blew,	falling	suddenly	apart	and	showing	us	the	gulf	of
some	dark	valley	where	the	streams	were	crying	aloud.
The	 sound	 of	 an	 infinite	 number	 of	 rivers	 came	 up	 from	 all	 round.	 In	 this

steady	rain	the	springs	of	the	mountain	were	broken	up;	every	glen	gushed	water
like	a	cistern;	every	stream	was	in	high	spate,	and	had	filled	and	overflowed	its
channel.	During	our	night	tramps,	it	was	solemn	to	hear	the	voice	of	them	below
in	 the	valleys,	now	booming	 like	 thunder,	now	with	an	angry	cry.	 I	could	well
understand	 the	 story	 of	 the	Water	 Kelpie,	 that	 demon	 of	 the	 streams,	 who	 is
fabled	 to	keep	wailing	and	 roaring	at	 the	 ford	until	 the	coming	of	 the	doomed
traveller.	Alan	I	saw	believed	it,	or	half	believed	it;	and	when	the	cry	of	the	river
rose	more	than	usually	sharp,	I	was	 little	surprised	(though,	of	course,	I	would
still	be	shocked)	to	see	him	cross	himself	in	the	manner	of	the	Catholics.
During	all	these	horrid	wanderings	we	had	no	familiarity,	scarcely	even	that	of

speech.	The	truth	is	that	I	was	sickening	for	my	grave,	which	is	my	best	excuse.
But	besides	that	I	was	of	an	unforgiving	disposition	from	my	birth,	slow	to	take
offence,	slower	 to	 forget	 it,	and	now	incensed	both	against	my	companion	and
myself.	For	 the	best	part	of	 two	days	he	was	unweariedly	kind;	 silent,	 indeed,
but	always	ready	to	help,	and	always	hoping	(as	I	could	very	well	see)	that	my
displeasure	 would	 blow	 by.	 For	 the	 same	 length	 of	 time	 I	 stayed	 in	 myself,
nursing	my	anger,	roughly	refusing	his	services,	and	passing	him	over	with	my
eyes	as	if	he	had	been	a	bush	or	a	stone.
The	 second	night,	 or	 rather	 the	peep	of	 the	 third	day,	 found	us	upon	a	very

open	hill,	so	that	we	could	not	follow	our	usual	plan	and	lie	down	immediately
to	eat	 and	 sleep.	Before	we	had	 reached	a	place	of	 shelter,	 the	grey	had	come
pretty	clear,	for	though	it	still	rained,	the	clouds	ran	higher;	and	Alan,	looking	in
my	face,	showed	some	marks	of	concern.
"Ye	had	better	let	me	take	your	pack,"	said	he,	for	perhaps	the	ninth	time	since

we	had	parted	from	the	scout	beside	Loch	Rannoch.
"I	do	very	well,	I	thank	you,"	said	I,	as	cold	as	ice.
Alan	flushed	darkly.	"I'll	not	offer	 it	again,"	he	said.	"I'm	not	a	patient	man,

David."
"I	never	said	you	were,"	said	I,	which	was	exactly	the	rude,	silly	speech	of	a

boy	of	ten.



Alan	 made	 no	 answer	 at	 the	 time,	 but	 his	 conduct	 answered	 for	 him.
Henceforth,	it	is	to	be	thought,	he	quite	forgave	himself	for	the	affair	at	Cluny's;
cocked	his	hat	again,	walked	jauntily,	whistled	airs,	and	looked	at	me	upon	one
side	with	a	provoking	smile.
The	 third	 night	we	were	 to	 pass	 through	 the	western	 end	 of	 the	 country	 of

Balquhidder.	 It	 came	 clear	 and	 cold,	 with	 a	 touch	 in	 the	 air	 like	 frost,	 and	 a
northerly	wind	that	blew	the	clouds	away	and	made	the	stars	bright.	The	streams
were	full,	of	course,	and	still	made	a	great	noise	among	the	hills;	but	I	observed
that	Alan	thought	no	more	upon	the	Kelpie,	and	was	in	high	good	spirits.	As	for
me,	the	change	of	weather	came	too	late;	I	had	lain	in	the	mire	so	long	that	(as
the	Bible	has	it)	my	very	clothes	"abhorred	me."	I	was	dead	weary,	deadly	sick
and	full	of	pains	and	shiverings;	the	chill	of	the	wind	went	through	me,	and	the
sound	of	it	confused	my	ears.	In	this	poor	state	I	had	to	bear	from	my	companion
something	 in	 the	 nature	 of	 a	 persecution.	 He	 spoke	 a	 good	 deal,	 and	 never
without	a	taunt.	"Whig"	was	the	best	name	he	had	to	give	me.	"Here,"	he	would
say,	"here's	a	dub	for	ye	to	jump,	my	Whiggie!	I	ken	you're	a	fine	jumper!"	And
so	on;	all	the	time	with	a	gibing	voice	and	face.
I	 knew	 it	was	my	own	doing,	 and	no	one	 else's;	 but	 I	was	 too	miserable	 to

repent.	I	felt	I	could	drag	myself	but	little	farther;	pretty	soon,	I	must	lie	down
and	die	on	these	wet	mountains	like	a	sheep	or	a	fox,	and	my	bones	must	whiten
there	like	the	bones	of	a	beast.	My	head	was	light	perhaps;	but	I	began	to	love
the	prospect,	I	began	to	glory	in	the	thought	of	such	a	death,	alone	in	the	desert,
with	 the	 wild	 eagles	 besieging	 my	 last	 moments.	 Alan	 would	 repent	 then,	 I
thought;	he	would	remember,	when	I	was	dead,	how	much	he	owed	me,	and	the
remembrance	 would	 be	 torture.	 So	 I	 went	 like	 a	 sick,	 silly,	 and	 bad-hearted
schoolboy,	 feeding	 my	 anger	 against	 a	 fellow-man,	 when	 I	 would	 have	 been
better	 on	my	knees,	 crying	 on	God	 for	mercy.	And	 at	 each	 of	Alan's	 taunts,	 I
hugged	 myself.	 "Ah!"	 thinks	 I	 to	 myself,	 "I	 have	 a	 better	 taunt	 in	 readiness;
when	I	 lie	down	and	die,	you	will	 feel	 it	 like	a	buffet	 in	your	 face;	ah,	what	a
revenge!	ah,	how	you	will	regret	your	ingratitude	and	cruelty!"
All	 the	 while,	 I	 was	 growing	 worse	 and	 worse.	 Once	 I	 had	 fallen,	 my	 leg

simply	doubling	under	me,	and	this	had	struck	Alan	for	the	moment;	but	I	was
afoot	so	briskly,	and	set	off	again	with	such	a	natural	manner,	that	he	soon	forgot
the	incident.	Flushes	of	heat	went	over	me,	and	then	spasms	of	shuddering.	The
stitch	 in	my	side	was	hardly	bearable.	At	 last	 I	began	 to	 feel	 that	 I	 could	 trail
myself	no	farther:	and	with	that,	there	came	on	me	all	at	once	the	wish	to	have	it
out	with	Alan,	 let	my	anger	blaze,	and	be	done	with	my	life	 in	a	more	sudden
manner.	He	had	just	called	me	"Whig."	I	stopped.
"Mr.	 Stewart,"	 said	 I,	 in	 a	 voice	 that	 quivered	 like	 a	 fiddle-string,	 "you	 are



older	than	I	am,	and	should	know	your	manners.	Do	you	think	it	either	very	wise
or	very	witty	 to	cast	my	politics	 in	my	teeth?	I	 thought,	where	folk	differed,	 it
was	the	part	of	gentlemen	to	differ	civilly;	and	if	I	did	not,	I	may	tell	you	I	could
find	a	better	taunt	than	some	of	yours."
Alan	 had	 stopped	 opposite	 to	me,	 his	 hat	 cocked,	 his	 hands	 in	 his	 breeches

pockets,	his	head	a	little	on	one	side.	He	listened,	smiling	evilly,	as	I	could	see
by	the	starlight;	and	when	I	had	done	he	began	to	whistle	a	Jacobite	air.	It	was
the	air	made	in	mockery	of	General	Cope's	defeat	at	Preston	Pans:

"Hey,	Johnnie	Cope,	are	ye	waukin'	yet?
And	are	your	drums	a-beatin'	yet?"

And	it	came	in	my	mind	that	Alan,	on	the	day	of	that	battle,	had	been	engaged
upon	the	royal	side.
"Why	do	ye	take	that	air,	Mr.	Stewart?"	said	I.	"Is	that	to	remind	me	you	have

been	beaten	on	both	sides?"
The	air	stopped	on	Alan's	lips.	"David!"	said	he.
"But	 it's	 time	 these	 manners	 ceased,"	 I	 continued;	 "and	 I	 mean	 you	 shall

henceforth	speak	civilly	of	my	King	and	my	good	friends	the	Campbells."
"I	am	a	Stewart—"	began	Alan.
"O!"	says	 I,	 "I	ken	ye	bear	a	king's	name.	But	you	are	 to	 remember,	 since	 I

have	been	in	the	Highlands,	I	have	seen	a	good	many	of	those	that	bear	it;	and
the	best	I	can	say	of	them	is	this,	that	they	would	be	none	the	worse	of	washing."
"Do	you	know	that	you	insult	me?"	said	Alan,	very	low.
"I	am	sorry	for	that,"	said	I,	"for	I	am	not	done;	and	if	you	distaste	the	sermon,

I	doubt	the	pirliecue	will	please	you	as	little.	You	have	been	chased	in	the	field
by	 the	grown	men	of	my	party;	 it	 seems	a	poor	kind	of	pleasure	 to	out-face	a
boy.	Both	 the	Campbells	and	 the	Whigs	have	beaten	you;	you	have	run	before
them	like	a	hare.	It	behoves	you	to	speak	of	them	as	of	your	betters."
Alan	 stood	 quite	 still,	 the	 tails	 of	 his	 great-coat	 clapping	 behind	 him	 in	 the

wind.
"This	 is	 a	pity"	he	 said	at	 last.	 "There	 are	 things	 said	 that	 cannot	be	passed

over."
"I	never	asked	you	to,"	said	I.	"I	am	as	ready	as	yourself."
"Ready?"	said	he.
"Ready,"	I	repeated.	"I	am	no	blower	and	boaster	like	some	that	I	could	name.

Come	on!"	And	drawing	my	sword,	I	fell	on	guard	as	Alan	himself	had	taught
me.
"David!"	 he	 cried.	 "Are	 ye	 daft?	 I	 cannae	 draw	 upon	 ye,	 David.	 It's	 fair



murder."
"That	was	your	look-out	when	you	insulted	me,"	said	I.
"It's	the	truth!"	cried	Alan,	and	he	stood	for	a	moment,	wringing	his	mouth	in

his	hand	like	a	man	in	sore	perplexity.	"It's	the	bare	truth,"	he	said,	and	drew	his
sword.	But	before	I	could	touch	his	blade	with	mine,	he	had	thrown	it	from	him
and	fallen	to	the	ground.	"Na,	na,"	he	kept	saying,	"na,	na—I	cannae,	I	cannae."
At	this	the	last	of	my	anger	oozed	all	out	of	me;	and	I	found	myself	only	sick,

and	sorry,	and	blank,	and	wondering	at	myself.	I	would	have	given	the	world	to
take	 back	 what	 I	 had	 said;	 but	 a	 word	 once	 spoken,	 who	 can	 recapture	 it?	 I
minded	me	of	all	Alan's	kindness	and	courage	in	the	past,	how	he	had	helped	and
cheered	and	borne	with	me	in	our	evil	days;	and	then	recalled	my	own	insults,
and	 saw	 that	 I	 had	 lost	 for	 ever	 that	 doughty	 friend.	 At	 the	 same	 time,	 the
sickness	 that	hung	upon	me	seemed	 to	 redouble,	and	 the	pang	 in	my	side	was
like	a	sword	for	sharpness.	I	thought	I	must	have	swooned	where	I	stood.
This	it	was	that	gave	me	a	thought.	No	apology	could	blot	out	what	I	had	said;

it	 was	 needless	 to	 think	 of	 one,	 none	 could	 cover	 the	 offence;	 but	 where	 an
apology	was	vain,	a	mere	cry	for	help	might	bring	Alan	back	to	my	side.	I	put
my	pride	away	from	me.	"Alan!"	I	said;	"if	ye	cannae	help	me,	I	must	 just	die
here."
He	started	up	sitting,	and	looked	at	me.
"It's	true,"	said	I.	"I'm	by	with	it.	O,	let	me	get	into	the	bield	of	a	house—I'll

can	die	there	easier."	I	had	no	need	to	pretend;	whether	I	chose	or	not,	I	spoke	in
a	weeping	voice	that	would	have	melted	a	heart	of	stone.
"Can	ye	walk?"	asked	Alan.
"No,"	 said	 I,	 "not	 without	 help.	 This	 last	 hour	 my	 legs	 have	 been	 fainting

under	me;	I've	a	stitch	in	my	side	like	a	red-hot	iron;	I	cannae	breathe	right.	If	I
die,	ye'll	can	forgive	me,	Alan?	In	my	heart,	I	 liked	ye	fine—even	when	I	was
the	angriest."
"Wheesht,	wheesht!"	cried	Alan.	"Dinna	say	that!	David	man,	ye	ken—"	He

shut	his	mouth	upon	a	sob.	"Let	me	get	my	arm	about	ye,"	he	continued;	"that's
the	way!	Now	 lean	upon	me	hard.	Gude	kens	where	 there's	 a	 house!	We're	 in
Balwhidder,	too;	there	should	be	no	want	of	houses,	no,	nor	friends'	houses	here.
Do	ye	gang	easier	so,	Davie?"
"Ay"	said	I,	"I	can	be	doing	this	way;"	and	I	pressed	his	arm	with	my	hand.
Again	he	came	near	 sobbing.	 "Davie,"	 said	he,	 "I'm	no	a	 right	man	at	 all;	 I

have	neither	 sense	nor	kindness;	 I	 could	nae	 remember	ye	were	 just	 a	bairn,	 I
couldnae	 see	 ye	were	 dying	 on	 your	 feet;	Davie,	 ye'll	 have	 to	 try	 and	 forgive
me."
"O	man,	let's	say	no	more	about	it!"	said	I.	"We're	neither	one	of	us	to	mend



the	other—that's	the	truth!	We	must	just	bear	and	forbear,	man	Alan.	O,	but	my
stitch	is	sore!	Is	there	nae	house?"
"I'll	find	a	house	to	ye,	David,"	he	said,	stoutly.	"We'll	follow	down	the	burn,

where	 there's	 bound	 to	 be	 houses.	My	 poor	man,	 will	 ye	 no	 be	 better	 on	my
back?"
"O,	Alan,"	says	I,	"and	me	a	good	twelve	inches	taller?"
"Ye're	 no	 such	 a	 thing,"	 cried	 Alan,	 with	 a	 start.	 "There	 may	 be	 a	 trifling

matter	of	an	inch	or	two;	I'm	no	saying	I'm	just	exactly	what	ye	would	call	a	tall
man,	whatever;	 and	 I	 dare	 say,"	 he	 added,	 his	 voice	 tailing	 off	 in	 a	 laughable
manner,	"now	when	I	come	to	think	of	it,	I	dare	say	ye'll	be	just	about	right.	Ay,
it'll	be	a	foot,	or	near	hand;	or	may	be	even	mair!"
It	was	sweet	and	laughable	to	hear	Alan	eat	his	words	up	in	the	fear	of	some

fresh	quarrel.	I	could	have	laughed,	had	not	my	stitch	caught	me	so	hard;	but	if	I
had	laughed,	I	think	I	must	have	wept	too.
"Alan,"	cried	I,	"what	makes	ye	so	good	to	me?	What	makes	ye	care	for	such

a	thankless	fellow?"
"'Deed,	and	I	don't,	know"	said	Alan.	"For	just	precisely	what	I	thought	I	liked

about	ye,	was	that	ye	never	quarrelled:—and	now	I	like	ye	better!"



Chapter		25	
IN	BALQUHIDDER
At	the	door	of	the	first	house	we	came	to,	Alan	knocked,	which	was	of	no	very
safe	enterprise	in	such	a	part	of	the	Highlands	as	the	Braes	of	Balquhidder.	No
great	clan	held	rule	there;	it	was	filled	and	disputed	by	small	septs,	and	broken
remnants,	and	what	they	call	"chiefless	folk,"	driven	into	the	wild	country	about
the	 springs	 of	 Forth	 and	 Teith	 by	 the	 advance	 of	 the	 Campbells.	 Here	 were
Stewarts	 and	 Maclarens,	 which	 came	 to	 the	 same	 thing,	 for	 the	 Maclarens
followed	Alan's	chief	in	war,	and	made	but	one	clan	with	Appin.	Here,	too,	were
many	 of	 that	 old,	 proscribed,	 nameless,	 red-handed	 clan	 of	 the	 Macgregors.
They	 had	 always	 been	 ill-considered,	 and	 now	worse	 than	 ever,	 having	 credit
with	no	side	or	party	in	the	whole	country	of	Scotland.	Their	chief,	Macgregor	of
Macgregor,	was	in	exile;	 the	more	immediate	 leader	of	 that	part	of	 them	about
Balquhidder,	 James	 More,	 Rob	 Roy's	 eldest	 son,	 lay	 waiting	 his	 trial	 in
Edinburgh	Castle;	 they	were	 in	 ill-blood	with	Highlander	and	Lowlander,	with
the	 Grahames,	 the	 Maclarens,	 and	 the	 Stewarts;	 and	 Alan,	 who	 took	 up	 the
quarrel	of	any	friend,	however	distant,	was	extremely	wishful	to	avoid	them.
Chance	 served	 us	 very	 well;	 for	 it	 was	 a	 household	 of	 Maclarens	 that	 we

found,	 where	 Alan	 was	 not	 only	 welcome	 for	 his	 name's	 sake	 but	 known	 by
reputation.	Here	then	I	was	got	to	bed	without	delay,	and	a	doctor	fetched,	who
found	me	in	a	sorry	plight.	But	whether	because	he	was	a	very	good	doctor,	or	I
a	very	young,	strong	man,	I	lay	bedridden	for	no	more	than	a	week,	and	before	a
month	I	was	able	to	take	the	road	again	with	a	good	heart.
All	this	time	Alan	would	not	leave	me	though	I	often	pressed	him,	and	indeed

his	 foolhardiness	 in	 staying	was	 a	 common	 subject	 of	 outcry	with	 the	 two	 or
three	friends	 that	were	 let	 into	 the	secret.	He	hid	by	day	 in	a	hole	of	 the	braes
under	a	little	wood;	and	at	night,	when	the	coast	was	clear,	would	come	into	the
house	to	visit	me.	I	need	not	say	if	I	was	pleased	to	see	him;	Mrs.	Maclaren,	our
hostess,	 thought	 nothing	 good	 enough	 for	 such	 a	 guest;	 and	 as	 Duncan	 Dhu
(which	was	the	name	of	our	host)	had	a	pair	of	pipes	in	his	house,	and	was	much
of	 a	 lover	 of	 music,	 this	 time	 of	 my	 recovery	 was	 quite	 a	 festival,	 and	 we
commonly	turned	night	into	day.
The	 soldiers	 let	 us	 be;	 although	 once	 a	 party	 of	 two	 companies	 and	 some



dragoons	went	by	in	the	bottom	of	the	valley,	where	I	could	see	them	through	the
window	as	I	lay	in	bed.	What	was	much	more	astonishing,	no	magistrate	came
near	 me,	 and	 there	 was	 no	 question	 put	 of	 whence	 I	 came	 or	 whither	 I	 was
going;	and	in	that	time	of	excitement,	I	was	as	free	of	all	inquiry	as	though	I	had
lain	 in	 a	 desert.	Yet	my	presence	was	 known	before	 I	 left	 to	 all	 the	 people	 in
Balquhidder	and	the	adjacent	parts;	many	coming	about	the	house	on	visits	and
these	 (after	 the	 custom	 of	 the	 country)	 spreading	 the	 news	 among	 their
neighbours.	The	bills,	too,	had	now	been	printed.	There	was	one	pinned	near	the
foot	of	my	bed,	where	I	could	read	my	own	not	very	flattering	portrait	and,	 in
larger	characters,	the	amount	of	the	blood	money	that	had	been	set	upon	my	life.
Duncan	Dhu	 and	 the	 rest	 that	 knew	 that	 I	 had	 come	 there	 in	Alan's	 company,
could	have	entertained	no	doubt	of	who	I	was;	and	many	others	must	have	had
their	guess.	For	though	I	had	changed	my	clothes,	I	could	not	change	my	age	or
person;	 and	 Lowland	 boys	 of	 eighteen	 were	 not	 so	 rife	 in	 these	 parts	 of	 the
world,	and	above	all	about	 that	 time,	 that	 they	could	fail	 to	put	one	 thing	with
another,	and	connect	me	with	the	bill.	So	it	was,	at	least.	Other	folk	keep	a	secret
among	 two	 or	 three	 near	 friends,	 and	 somehow	 it	 leaks	 out;	 but	 among	 these
clansmen,	it	is	told	to	a	whole	countryside,	and	they	will	keep	it	for	a	century.
There	was	but	one	thing	happened	worth	narrating;	and	that	is	the	visit	I	had

of	Robin	Oig,	one	of	the	sons	of	the	notorious	Rob	Roy.	He	was	sought	upon	all
sides	on	a	charge	of	carrying	a	young	woman	from	Balfron	and	marrying	her	(as
was	alleged)	by	force;	yet	he	stepped	about	Balquhidder	like	a	gentleman	in	his
own	walled	policy.	It	was	he	who	had	shot	James	Maclaren	at	the	plough	stilts,	a
quarrel	never	satisfied;	yet	he	walked	 into	 the	house	of	his	blood	enemies	as	a
rider	might	into	a	public	inn.
Duncan	 had	 time	 to	 pass	 me	 word	 of	 who	 it	 was;	 and	 we	 looked	 at	 one

another	 in	concern.	You	should	understand,	 it	was	 then	close	upon	 the	 time	of
Alan's	 coming;	 the	 two	were	 little	 likely	 to	 agree;	 and	 yet	 if	we	 sent	word	 or
sought	to	make	a	signal,	it	was	sure	to	arouse	suspicion	in	a	man	under	so	dark	a
cloud	as	the	Macgregor.
He	came	in	with	a	great	show	of	civility,	but	like	a	man	among	inferiors;	took

off	 his	 bonnet	 to	Mrs.	Maclaren,	 but	 clapped	 it	 on	 his	 head	 again	 to	 speak	 to
Duncan;	 and	 leaving	 thus	 set	 himself	 (as	 he	would	 have	 thought)	 in	 a	 proper
light,	came	to	my	bedside	and	bowed.
"I	am	given	to	know,	sir,"	says	he,	"that	your	name	is	Balfour."
"They	call	me	David	Balfour,"	said	I,	"at	your	service."
"I	would	give	ye	my	name	 in	 return,	 sir"	he	 replied,	 "but	 it's	one	 somewhat

blown	 upon	 of	 late	 days;	 and	 it'll	 perhaps	 suffice	 if	 I	 tell	 ye	 that	 I	 am	 own
brother	to	James	More	Drummond	or	Macgregor,	of	whom	ye	will	scarce	have



failed	to	hear."
"No,	 sir,"	 said	 I,	 a	 little	 alarmed;	 "nor	 yet	 of	 your	 father,	 Macgregor-

Campbell."	And	 I	 sat	 up	 and	 bowed	 in	 bed;	 for	 I	 thought	 best	 to	 compliment
him,	in	case	he	was	proud	of	having	had	an	outlaw	to	his	father.
He	bowed	in	return.	"But	what	I	am	come	to	say,	sir,"	he	went	on,	"is	this.	In

the	year	'45,	my	brother	raised	a	part	of	the	'Gregara'	and	marched	six	companies
to	strike	a	stroke	for	the	good	side;	and	the	surgeon	that	marched	with	our	clan
and	cured	my	brother's	leg	when	it	was	broken	in	the	brush	at	Preston	Pans,	was
a	gentleman	of	the	same	name	precisely	as	yourself.	He	was	brother	to	Balfour
of	 Baith;	 and	 if	 you	 are	 in	 any	 reasonable	 degree	 of	 nearness	 one	 of	 that
gentleman's	kin,	I	have	come	to	put	myself	and	my	people	at	your	command."
You	 are	 to	 remember	 that	 I	 knew	no	more	of	my	descent	 than	 any	 cadger's

dog;	 my	 uncle,	 to	 be	 sure,	 had	 prated	 of	 some	 of	 our	 high	 connections,	 but
nothing	 to	 the	 present	 purpose;	 and	 there	 was	 nothing	 left	 me	 but	 that	 bitter
disgrace	of	owning	that	I	could	not	tell.
Robin	told	me	shortly	he	was	sorry	he	had	put	himself	about,	turned	his	back

upon	me	without	a	sign	of	salutation,	and	as	he	went	towards	the	door,	I	could
hear	him	telling	Duncan	that	I	was	"only	some	kinless	loon	that	didn't	know	his
own	father."	Angry	as	I	was	at	these	words,	and	ashamed	of	my	own	ignorance,	I
could	scarce	keep	 from	smiling	 that	a	man	who	was	under	 the	 lash	of	 the	 law
(and	 was	 indeed	 hanged	 some	 three	 years	 later)	 should	 be	 so	 nice	 as	 to	 the
descent	of	his	acquaintances.
Just	in	the	door,	he	met	Alan	coming	in;	and	the	two	drew	back	and	looked	at

each	 other	 like	 strange	 dogs.	 They	 were	 neither	 of	 them	 big	 men,	 but	 they
seemed	fairly	to	swell	out	with	pride.	Each	wore	a	sword,	and	by	a	movement	of
his	haunch,	thrust	clear	the	hilt	of	it,	so	that	it	might	be	the	more	readily	grasped
and	the	blade	drawn.
"Mr.	Stewart,	I	am	thinking,"	says	Robin.
"Troth,	Mr.	Macgregor,	it's	not	a	name	to	be	ashamed	of,"	answered	Alan.
"I	did	not	know	ye	were	in	my	country,	sir,"	says	Robin.
"It	sticks	in	my	mind	that	I	am	in	the	country	of	my	friends	the	Maclarens,"

says	Alan.
"That's	a	kittle	point,"	returned	the	other.	"There	may	be	two	words	to	say	to

that.	But	I	think	I	will	have	heard	that	you	are	a	man	of	your	sword?"
"Unless	 ye	were	 born	 deaf,	Mr.	Macgregor,	 ye	will	 have	 heard	 a	 good	 deal

more	than	that,"	says	Alan.	"I	am	not	the	only	man	that	can	draw	steel	in	Appin;
and	when	my	kinsman	and	captain,	Ardshiel,	had	a	talk	with	a	gentleman	of	your
name,	not	 so	many	years	back,	 I	 could	never	hear	 that	 the	Macgregor	had	 the
best	of	it."



"Do	ye	mean	my	father,	sir?"	says	Robin.
"Well,	I	wouldnae	wonder,"	said	Alan.	"The	gentleman	I	have	in	my	mind	had

the	ill-taste	to	clap	Campbell	to	his	name."
"My	father	was	an	old	man,"	returned	Robin.
"The	match	was	unequal.	You	and	me	would	make	a	better	pair,	sir."
"I	was	thinking	that,"	said	Alan.
I	was	 half	 out	 of	 bed,	 and	Duncan	 had	 been	 hanging	 at	 the	 elbow	 of	 these

fighting	cocks,	ready	to	 intervene	upon	the	least	occasion.	But	when	that	word
was	 uttered,	 it	was	 a	 case	 of	 now	or	 never;	 and	Duncan,	with	 something	 of	 a
white	face	to	be	sure,	thrust	himself	between.
"Gentlemen,"	 said	 he,	 "I	will	 have	 been	 thinking	 of	 a	 very	 different	matter,

whateffer.	Here	 are	my	 pipes,	 and	 here	 are	 you	 two	 gentlemen	who	 are	 baith
acclaimed	pipers.	It's	an	auld	dispute	which	one	of	ye's	the	best.	Here	will	be	a
braw	chance	to	settle	it."
"Why,	sir,"	said	Alan,	still	addressing	Robin,	from	whom	indeed	he	had	not	so

much	as	shifted	his	eyes,	nor	yet	Robin	from	him,	"why,	sir,"	says	Alan,	"I	think
I	will	have	heard	some	sough	of	the	sort.	Have	ye	music,	as	folk	say?	Are	ye	a
bit	of	a	piper?"
"I	can	pipe	like	a	Macrimmon!"	cries	Robin.
"And	that	is	a	very	bold	word,"	quoth	Alan.
"I	 have	 made	 bolder	 words	 good	 before	 now,"	 returned	 Robin,	 "and	 that

against	better	adversaries."
"It	is	easy	to	try	that,"	says	Alan.
Duncan	Dhu	made	haste	to	bring	out	 the	pair	of	pipes	that	was	his	principal

possession,	and	to	set	before	his	guests	a	mutton-ham	and	a	bottle	of	that	drink
which	they	call	Athole	brose,	and	which	is	made	of	old	whiskey,	strained	honey
and	sweet	cream,	slowly	beaten	together	in	the	right	order	and	proportion.	The
two	enemies	were	still	on	 the	very	breach	of	a	quarrel;	but	down	they	sat,	one
upon	 each	 side	 of	 the	 peat	 fire,	 with	 a	 mighty	 show	 of	 politeness.	 Maclaren
pressed	them	to	taste	his	mutton-ham	and	"the	wife's	brose,"	reminding	them	the
wife	 was	 out	 of	 Athole	 and	 had	 a	 name	 far	 and	 wide	 for	 her	 skill	 in	 that
confection.	But	Robin	put	aside	these	hospitalities	as	bad	for	the	breath.
"I	would	have	ye	to	remark,	sir,"	said	Alan,	"that	I	havenae	broken	bread	for

near	 upon	 ten	 hours,	 which	 will	 be	 worse	 for	 the	 breath	 than	 any	 brose	 in
Scotland."
"I	will	 take	 no	 advantages,	Mr.	 Stewart,"	 replied	Robin.	 "Eat	 and	 drink;	 I'll

follow	you."
Each	 ate	 a	 small	 portion	of	 the	ham	and	drank	 a	 glass	 of	 the	brose	 to	Mrs.

Maclaren;	and	then	after	a	great	number	of	civilities,	Robin	took	the	pipes	and



played	a	little	spring	in	a	very	ranting	manner.
"Ay,	ye	can,	blow"	said	Alan;	and	taking	the	instrument	from	his	rival,	he	first

played	 the	same	spring	 in	a	manner	 identical	with	Robin's;	and	 then	wandered
into	variations,	which,	as	he	went	on,	he	decorated	with	a	perfect	flight	of	grace-
notes,	such	as	pipers	love,	and	call	the	"warblers."
I	had	been	pleased	with	Robin's	playing,	Alan's	ravished	me.
"That's	no	very	bad,	Mr.	Stewart,"	said	the	rival,	"but	ye	show	a	poor	device	in

your	warblers."
"Me!"	cried	Alan,	the	blood	starting	to	his	face.	"I	give	ye	the	lie."
"Do	ye	own	yourself	beaten	at	 the	pipes,	 then,"	said	Robin,	"that	ye	seek	 to

change	them	for	the	sword?"
"And	 that's	 very	 well	 said,	 Mr.	 Macgregor,"	 returned	 Alan;	 "and	 in	 the

meantime"	(laying	a	strong	accent	on	the	word)	"I	take	back	the	lie.	I	appeal	to
Duncan."
"Indeed,	ye	need	appeal	to	naebody,"	said	Robin.	"Ye're	a	far	better	judge	than

any	Maclaren	in	Balquhidder:	for	it's	a	God's	truth	that	you're	a	very	creditable
piper	 for	 a	 Stewart.	 Hand	 me	 the	 pipes."	 Alan	 did	 as	 he	 asked;	 and	 Robin
proceeded	to	imitate	and	correct	some	part	of	Alan's	variations,	which	it	seemed
that	he	remembered	perfectly.
"Ay,	ye	have	music,"	said	Alan,	gloomily.
"And	now	be	the	judge	yourself,	Mr.	Stewart,"	said	Robin;	and	taking	up	the

variations	from	the	beginning,	he	worked	them	throughout	to	so	new	a	purpose,
with	such	ingenuity	and	sentiment,	and	with	so	odd	a	fancy	and	so	quick	a	knack
in	the	grace-notes,	that	I	was	amazed	to	hear	him.
As	for	Alan,	his	 face	grew	dark	and	hot,	and	he	sat	and	gnawed	his	fingers,

like	a	man	under	some	deep	affront.	"Enough!"	he	cried.	"Ye	can	blow	the	pipes
—make	the	most	of	that."	And	he	made	as	if	to	rise.
But	Robin	only	held	out	his	hand	as	if	to	ask	for	silence,	and	struck	into	the

slow	 measure	 of	 a	 pibroch.	 It	 was	 a	 fine	 piece	 of	 music	 in	 itself,	 and	 nobly
played;	but	it	seems,	besides,	it	was	a	piece	peculiar	to	the	Appin	Stewarts	and	a
chief	 favourite	with	Alan.	The	first	notes	were	scarce	out,	before	 there	came	a
change	in	his	face;	when	the	time	quickened,	he	seemed	to	grow	restless	in	his
seat;	 and	 long	before	 that	piece	was	at	an	end,	 the	 last	 signs	of	his	anger	died
from	him,	and	he	had	no	thought	but	for	the	music.
"Robin	Oig,"	he	said,	when	it	was	done,	"ye	are	a	great	piper.	I	am	not	fit	to

blow	 in	 the	 same	kingdom	with	 ye.	Body	of	me!	 ye	 have	mair	music	 in	 your
sporran	than	I	have	in	my	head!	And	though	it	still	sticks	in	my	mind	that	I	could
maybe	show	ye	another	of	it	with	the	cold	steel,	I	warn	ye	beforehand—it'll	no
be	fair!	It	would	go	against	my	heart	to	haggle	a	man	that	can	blow	the	pipes	as



you	can!"
Thereupon	that	quarrel	was	made	up;	all	night	long	the	brose	was	going	and

the	pipes	changing	hands;	and	the	day	had	come	pretty	bright,	and	the	three	men
were	 none	 the	 better	 for	what	 they	 had	been	 taking,	 before	Robin	 as	much	 as
thought	upon	the	road.



Chapter		26	
END	OF	THE	FLIGHT:	WE	PASS	THE	FORTH
The	 month,	 as	 I	 have	 said,	 was	 not	 yet	 out,	 but	 it	 was	 already	 far	 through
August,	 and	 beautiful	 warm	 weather,	 with	 every	 sign	 of	 an	 early	 and	 great
harvest,	when	I	was	pronounced	able	for	my	journey.	Our	money	was	now	run	to
so	low	an	ebb	that	we	must	think	first	of	all	on	speed;	for	if	we	came	not	soon	to
Mr.	Rankeillor's,	or	 if	when	we	came	there	he	should	fail	 to	help	me,	we	must
surely	starve.	In	Alan's	view,	besides,	the	hunt	must	have	now	greatly	slackened;
and	the	line	of	the	Forth	and	even	Stirling	Bridge,	which	is	the	main	pass	over
that	river,	would	be	watched	with	little	interest.
"It's	 a	 chief	 principle	 in	military	 affairs,"	 said	 he,	 "to	 go	where	 ye	 are	 least

expected.	 Forth	 is	 our	 trouble;	 ye	 ken	 the	 saying,	 'Forth	 bridles	 the	 wild
Hielandman.'	Well,	 if	we	 seek	 to	 creep	 round	 about	 the	head	of	 that	 river	 and
come	down	by	Kippen	or	Balfron,	it's	just	precisely	there	that	they'll	be	looking
to	lay	hands	on	us.	But	if	we	stave	on	straight	to	the	auld	Brig	of	Stirling,	I'll	lay
my	sword	they	let	us	pass	unchallenged."
The	first	night,	accordingly,	we	pushed	to	the	house	of	a	Maclaren	in	Strathire,

a	friend	of	Duncan's,	where	we	slept	the	twenty-first	of	the	month,	and	whence
we	set	forth	again	about	the	fall	of	night	to	make	another	easy	stage.	The	twenty-
second	we	lay	in	a	heather	bush	on	the	hillside	in	Uam	Var,	within	view	of	a	herd
of	deer,	the	happiest	ten	hours	of	sleep	in	a	fine,	breathing	sunshine	and	on	bone-
dry	 ground,	 that	 I	 have	 ever	 tasted.	 That	 night	 we	 struck	 Allan	 Water,	 and
followed	 it	down;	and	coming	 to	 the	edge	of	 the	hills	 saw	 the	whole	Carse	of
Stirling	underfoot,	as	flat	as	a	pancake,	with	the	town	and	castle	on	a	hill	in	the
midst	of	it,	and	the	moon	shining	on	the	Links	of	Forth.
"Now,"	said	Alan,	"I	kenna	 if	ye	care,	but	ye're	 in	your	own	land	again.	We

passed	 the	 Hieland	 Line	 in	 the	 first	 hour;	 and	 now	 if	 we	 could	 but	 pass	 yon
crooked	water,	we	might	cast	our	bonnets	in	the	air."
In	Allan	Water,	near	by	where	it	falls	 into	the	Forth,	we	found	a	little	sandy

islet,	overgrown	with	burdock,	butterbur	and	the	like	low	plants,	that	would	just
cover	 us	 if	we	 lay	 flat.	Here	 it	was	we	made	 our	 camp,	within	 plain	 view	 of
Stirling	 Castle,	 whence	 we	 could	 hear	 the	 drums	 beat	 as	 some	 part	 of	 the
garrison	paraded.	Shearers	worked	all	day	in	a	field	on	one	side	of	the	river,	and



we	could	hear	the	stones	going	on	the	hooks	and	the	voices	and	even	the	words
of	 the	men	talking.	 It	behoved	 to	 lie	close	and	keep	silent.	But	 the	sand	of	 the
little	isle	was	sun-warm,	the	green	plants	gave	us	shelter	for	our	heads,	we	had
food	and	drink	in	plenty;	and	to	crown	all,	we	were	within	sight	of	safety.
As	soon	as	the	shearers	quit	their	work	and	the	dusk	began	to	fall,	we	waded

ashore	and	struck	for	the	Bridge	of	Stirling,	keeping	to	the	fields	and	under	the
field	fences.
The	 bridge	 is	 close	 under	 the	 castle	 hill,	 an	 old,	 high,	 narrow	 bridge	 with

pinnacles	 along	 the	 parapet;	 and	 you	may	 conceive	with	 how	much	 interest	 I
looked	upon	 it,	not	only	as	a	place	 famous	 in	history,	but	as	 the	very	doors	of
salvation	to	Alan	and	myself.	The	moon	was	not	yet	up	when	we	came	there;	a
few	 lights	 shone	along	 the	 front	of	 the	 fortress,	 and	 lower	down	a	 few	 lighted
windows	in	the	town;	but	it	was	all	mighty	still,	and	there	seemed	to	be	no	guard
upon	the	passage.
I	was	for	pushing	straight	across;	but	Alan	was	more	wary.
"It	 looks	 unco'	 quiet,"	 said	 he;	 "but	 for	 all	 that	we'll	 lie	 down	 here	 cannily

behind	a	dyke,	and	make	sure."
So	we	lay	for	about	a	quarter	of	an	hour,	whiles	whispering,	whiles	lying	still

and	hearing	 nothing	 earthly	 but	 the	washing	 of	 the	water	 on	 the	 piers.	At	 last
there	came	by	an	old,	hobbling	woman	with	a	crutch	stick;	who	first	stopped	a
little,	 close	 to	where	we	 lay,	 and	 bemoaned	 herself	 and	 the	 long	way	 she	 had
travelled;	and	then	set	forth	again	up	the	steep	spring	of	the	bridge.	The	woman
was	so	little,	and	the	night	still	so	dark,	that	we	soon	lost	sight	of	her;	only	heard
the	 sound	 of	 her	 steps,	 and	 her	 stick,	 and	 a	 cough	 that	 she	 had	 by	 fits,	 draw
slowly	farther	away.
"She's	bound	to	be	across	now,"	I	whispered.
"Na,"	said	Alan,	"her	foot	still	sounds	boss	upon	the	bridge."
And	just	then—"Who	goes?"	cried	a	voice,	and	we	heard	the	butt	of	a	musket

rattle	on	the	stones.	I	must	suppose	the	sentry	had	been	sleeping,	so	that	had	we
tried,	 we	 might	 have	 passed	 unseen;	 but	 he	 was	 awake	 now,	 and	 the	 chance
forfeited.
"This'll	never	do,"	said	Alan.	"This'll	never,	never	do	for	us,	David."
And	without	another	word,	he	began	to	crawl	away	through	the	fields;	and	a

little	after,	being	well	out	of	eye-shot,	got	 to	his	 feet	again,	and	struck	along	a
road	 that	 led	 to	 the	 eastward.	 I	 could	 not	 conceive	 what	 he	 was	 doing;	 and
indeed	I	was	so	sharply	cut	by	the	disappointment,	that	I	was	little	likely	to	be
pleased	with	anything.	A	moment	back	and	I	had	seen	myself	knocking	at	Mr.
Rankeillor's	door	to	claim	my	inheritance,	like	a	hero	in	a	ballad;	and	here	was	I
back	again,	a	wandering,	hunted	blackguard,	on	the	wrong	side	of	Forth.



"Well?"	said	I.
"Well,"	 said	Alan,	 "what	would	 ye	 have?	They're	 none	 such	 fools	 as	 I	 took

them	for.	We	have	still	the	Forth	to	pass,	Davie—weary	fall	the	rains	that	fed	and
the	hillsides	that	guided	it!"
"And	why	go	east?"	said	I.
"Ou,	just	upon	the	chance!"	said	he.	"If	we	cannae	pass	the	river,	we'll	have	to

see	what	we	can	do	for	the	firth."
"There	are	fords	upon	the	river,	and	none	upon	the	firth,"	said	I.
"To	be	 sure	 there	are	 fords,	 and	a	bridge	 forbye,"	quoth	Alan;	 "and	of	what

service,	when	they	are	watched?"
"Well,"	said	I,	"but	a	river	can	be	swum."
"By	 them	 that	have	 the	 skill	of	 it,"	 returned	he;	 "but	 I	have	yet	 to	hear	 that

either	you	or	me	is	much	of	a	hand	at	that	exercise;	and	for	my	own	part,	I	swim
like	a	stone."
"I'm	not	up	to	you	in	talking	back,	Alan,"	I	said;	"but	I	can	see	we're	making

bad	worse.	If	it's	hard	to	pass	a	river,	it	stands	to	reason	it	must	be	worse	to	pass
a	sea."
"But	there's	such	a	thing	as	a	boat,"	says	Alan,	"or	I'm	the	more	deceived."
"Ay,	and	such	a	thing	as	money,"	says	I.	"But	for	us	that	have	neither	one	nor

other,	they	might	just	as	well	not	have	been	invented."
"Ye	think	so?"	said	Alan.
"I	do	that,"	said	I.
"David,"	says	he,	"ye're	a	man	of	small	invention	and	less	faith.	But	let	me	set

my	wits	 upon	 the	 hone,	 and	 if	 I	 cannae	 beg,	 borrow,	 nor	 yet	 steal	 a	 boat,	 I'll
make	one!"
"I	think	I	see	ye!"	said	I.	"And	what's	more	than	all	that:	if	ye	pass	a	bridge,	it

can	 tell	no	 tales;	but	 if	we	pass	 the	 firth,	 there's	 the	boat	on	 the	wrong	 side—
somebody	must	have	brought	it—the	country-side	will	all	be	in	a	bizz—-"
"Man!"	cried	Alan,	"if	I	make	a	boat,	I'll	make	a	body	to	take	it	back	again!	So

deave	me	with	no	more	of	your	nonsense,	but	walk	(for	that's	what	you've	got	to
do)—and	let	Alan	think	for	ye."
All	night,	then,	we	walked	through	the	north	side	of	the	Carse	under	the	high

line	of	the	Ochil	mountains;	and	by	Alloa	and	Clackmannan	and	Culross,	all	of
which	we	avoided:	and	about	ten	in	the	morning,	mighty	hungry	and	tired,	came
to	the	little	clachan	of	Limekilns.	This	is	a	place	that	sits	near	in	by	the	water-
side,	and	looks	across	the	Hope	to	the	town	of	the	Queensferry.	Smoke	went	up
from	both	of	these,	and	from	other	villages	and	farms	upon	all	hands.	The	fields
were	being	reaped;	two	ships	lay	anchored,	and	boats	were	coming	and	going	on
the	Hope.	It	was	altogether	a	right	pleasant	sight	to	me;	and	I	could	not	take	my



fill	 of	 gazing	 at	 these	 comfortable,	 green,	 cultivated	 hills	 and	 the	 busy	 people
both	of	the	field	and	sea.
For	all	that,	there	was	Mr.	Rankeillor's	house	on	the	south	shore,	where	I	had

no	doubt	wealth	awaited	me;	and	here	was	I	upon	the	north,	clad	in	poor	enough
attire	 of	 an	 outlandish	 fashion,	with	 three	 silver	 shillings	 left	 to	me	 of	 all	my
fortune,	a	price	set	upon	my	head,	and	an	outlawed	man	for	my	sole	company.
"O,	Alan!"	said	I,	"to	think	of	it!	Over	there,	there's	all	that	heart	could	want

waiting	me;	and	the	birds	go	over,	and	the	boats	go	over—all	that	please	can	go,
but	just	me	only!	O,	man,	but	it's	a	heart-break!"
In	Limekilns	we	entered	a	small	change-house,	which	we	only	knew	to	be	a

public	 by	 the	wand	 over	 the	 door,	 and	 bought	 some	 bread	 and	 cheese	 from	 a
good-looking	 lass	 that	 was	 the	 servant.	 This	 we	 carried	 with	 us	 in	 a	 bundle,
meaning	to	sit	and	eat	it	in	a	bush	of	wood	on	the	sea-shore,	that	we	saw	some
third	 part	 of	 a	mile	 in	 front.	As	we	went,	 I	 kept	 looking	 across	 the	water	 and
sighing	to	myself;	and	though	I	took	no	heed	of	it,	Alan	had	fallen	into	a	muse.
At	last	he	stopped	in	the	way.
"Did	ye	take	heed	of	the	lass	we	bought	this	of?"	says	he,	tapping	on	the	bread

and	cheese.
"To	be	sure,"	said	I,	"and	a	bonny	lass	she	was."
"Ye	thought	that?"	cries	he.	"Man,	David,	that's	good	news."
"In	 the	 name	of	 all	 that's	wonderful,	why	 so?"	 says	 I.	 "What	 good	 can	 that

do?"
"Well,"	said	Alan,	with	one	of	his	droll	looks,	"I	was	rather	in	hopes	it	would

maybe	get	us	that	boat."
"If	it	were	the	other	way	about,	it	would	be	liker	it,"	said	I.
"That's	all	that	you	ken,	ye	see,"	said	Alan.	"I	don't	want	the	lass	to	fall	in	love

with	ye,	I	want	her	to	be	sorry	for	ye,	David;	to	which	end	there	is	no	manner	of
need	 that	she	should	 take	you	for	a	beauty.	Let	me	see"	(looking	me	curiously
over).	"I	wish	ye	were	a	wee	thing	paler;	but	apart	from	that	ye'll	do	fine	for	my
purpose—ye	have	a	fine,	hang-dog,	rag-and-tatter,	clappermaclaw	kind	of	a	look
to	ye,	as	 if	ye	had	stolen	 the	coat	 from	a	potato-bogle.	Come;	 right	about,	and
back	to	the	change-house	for	that	boat	of	ours."
I	followed	him,	laughing.
"David	Balfour,"	said	he,	"ye're	a	very	funny	gentleman	by	your	way	of	it,	and

this	is	a	very	funny	employ	for	ye,	no	doubt.	For	all	that,	if	ye	have	any	affection
for	my	neck	(to	say	nothing	of	your	own)	ye	will	perhaps	be	kind	enough	to	take
this	matter	responsibly.	I	am	going	to	do	a	bit	of	play-acting,	the	bottom	ground
of	which	is	just	exactly	as	serious	as	the	gallows	for	the	pair	of	us.	So	bear	it,	if
ye	please,	in	mind,	and	conduct	yourself	according."



"Well,	well,"	said	I,	"have	it	as	you	will."
As	we	got	near	 the	clachan,	he	made	me	take	his	arm	and	hang	upon	it	 like

one	almost	helpless	with	weariness;	and	by	the	time	he	pushed	open	the	change-
house	door,	he	seemed	to	be	half	carrying	me.	The	maid	appeared	surprised	(as
well	she	might	be)	at	our	speedy	return;	but	Alan	had	no	words	to	spare	for	her
in	explanation,	helped	me	to	a	chair,	called	for	a	 tass	of	brandy	with	which	he
fed	me	in	little	sips,	and	then	breaking	up	the	bread	and	cheese	helped	me	to	eat
it	 like	 a	 nursery-lass;	 the	 whole	 with	 that	 grave,	 concerned,	 affectionate
countenance,	that	might	have	imposed	upon	a	judge.	It	was	small	wonder	if	the
maid	were	taken	with	the	picture	we	presented,	of	a	poor,	sick,	overwrought	lad
and	his	most	 tender	comrade.	She	drew	quite	near,	 and	stood	 leaning	with	her
back	on	the	next	table.
"What's	like	wrong	with	him?"	said	she	at	last.
Alan	turned	upon	her,	to	my	great	wonder,	with	a	kind	of	fury.	"Wrong?"	cries

he.	 "He's	walked	more	hundreds	of	miles	 than	he	has	hairs	upon	his	chin,	and
slept	oftener	in	wet	heather	than	dry	sheets.	Wrong,	quo'	she!	Wrong	enough,	I
would	 think!	Wrong,	 indeed!"	and	he	kept	grumbling	 to	himself	as	he	 fed	me,
like	a	man	ill-pleased.
"He's	young	for	the	like	of	that,"	said	the	maid.
"Ower	young,"	said	Alan,	with	his	back	to	her.
"He	would	be	better	riding,"	says	she.
"And	where	could	I	get	a	horse	to	him?"	cried	Alan,	turning	on	her	with	the

same	appearance	of	fury.	"Would	ye	have	me	steal?"
I	 thought	 this	 roughness	 would	 have	 sent	 her	 off	 in	 dudgeon,	 as	 indeed	 it

closed	her	mouth	for	the	time.	But	my	companion	knew	very	well	what	he	was
doing;	 and	 for	 as	 simple	as	he	was	 in	 some	 things	of	 life,	had	a	great	 fund	of
roguishness	in	such	affairs	as	these.
"Ye	neednae	tell	me,"	she	said	at	last—"ye're	gentry."
"Well,"	 said	Alan,	 softened	a	 little	 (I	believe	against	his	will)	by	 this	artless

comment,	"and	suppose	we	were?	Did	ever	you	hear	that	gentrice	put	money	in
folk's	pockets?"
She	sighed	at	 this,	as	 if	she	were	herself	some	disinherited	great	 lady.	"No,"

says	she,	"that's	true	indeed."
I	 was	 all	 this	 while	 chafing	 at	 the	 part	 I	 played,	 and	 sitting	 tongue-tied

between	shame	and	merriment;	but	somehow	at	 this	 I	could	hold	 in	no	 longer,
and	bade	Alan	let	me	be,	for	I	was	better	already.	My	voice	stuck	in	my	throat,
for	 I	 ever	hated	 to	 take	part	 in	 lies;	but	my	very	embarrassment	helped	on	 the
plot,	for	the	lass	no	doubt	set	down	my	husky	voice	to	sickness	and	fatigue.
"Has	he	nae	friends?"	said	she,	in	a	tearful	voice.



"That	has	he	so!"	cried	Alan,	"if	we	could	but	win	to	them!—friends	and	rich
friends,	beds	to	lie	in,	food	to	eat,	doctors	to	see	to	him—and	here	he	must	tramp
in	the	dubs	and	sleep	in	the	heather	like	a	beggarman."
"And	why	that?"	says	the	lass.
"My	dear,"	 said	Alan,	 "I	 cannae	very	 safely	 say;	 but	 I'll	 tell	 ye	what	 I'll	 do

instead,"	says	he,	"I'll	whistle	ye	a	bit	tune."	And	with	that	he	leaned	pretty	far
over	 the	 table,	 and	 in	 a	mere	 breath	 of	 a	whistle,	 but	with	 a	wonderful	 pretty
sentiment,	gave	her	a	few	bars	of	"Charlie	is	my	darling."
"Wheesht,"	says	she,	and	looked	over	her	shoulder	to	the	door.
"That's	it,"	said	Alan.
"And	him	so	young!"	cries	the	lass.
"He's	old	enough	to——"	and	Alan	struck	his	forefinger	on	the	back	part	of

his	neck,	meaning	that	I	was	old	enough	to	lose	my	head.
"It	would	be	a	black	shame,"	she	cried,	flushing	high.
"It's	what	will	be,	though,"	said	Alan,	"unless	we	manage	the	better."
At	this	the	lass	turned	and	ran	out	of	that	part	of	the	house,	leaving	us	alone

together.	Alan	 in	 high	good	humour	 at	 the	 furthering	of	 his	 schemes,	 and	 I	 in
bitter	dudgeon	at	being	called	a	Jacobite	and	treated	like	a	child.
"Alan,"	I	cried,	"I	can	stand	no	more	of	this."
"Ye'll	have	to	sit	it	then,	Davie,"	said	he.	"For	if	ye	upset	the	pot	now,	ye	may

scrape	your	own	life	out	of	the	fire,	but	Alan	Breck	is	a	dead	man."
This	was	 so	 true	 that	 I	 could	 only	 groan;	 and	 even	my	groan	 served	Alan's

purpose,	for	it	was	overheard	by	the	lass	as	she	came	flying	in	again	with	a	dish
of	white	puddings	and	a	bottle	of	strong	ale.
"Poor	 lamb!"	 says	 she,	 and	 had	 no	 sooner	 set	 the	meat	 before	 us,	 than	 she

touched	me	on	 the	 shoulder	with	 a	 little	 friendly	 touch,	 as	much	 as	 to	bid	me
cheer	up.	Then	she	told	us	to	fall	to,	and	there	would	be	no	more	to	pay;	for	the
inn	 was	 her	 own,	 or	 at	 least	 her	 father's,	 and	 he	 was	 gone	 for	 the	 day	 to
Pittencrieff.	We	waited	for	no	second	bidding,	for	bread	and	cheese	is	but	cold
comfort	and	the	puddings	smelt	excellently	well;	and	while	we	sat	and	ate,	she
took	 up	 that	 same	 place	 by	 the	 next	 table,	 looking	 on,	 and	 thinking,	 and
frowning	to	herself,	and	drawing	the	string	of	her	apron	through	her	hand.
"I'm	thinking	ye	have	rather	a	long	tongue,"	she	said	at	last	to	Alan.
"Ay"	said	Alan;	"but	ye	see	I	ken	the	folk	I	speak	to."
"I	would	never	betray	ye,"	said	she,	"if	ye	mean	that."
"No,"	said	he,	"ye're	not	that	kind.	But	I'll	tell	ye	what	ye	would	do,	ye	would

help."
"I	couldnae,"	said	she,	shaking	her	head.	"Na,	I	couldnae."
"No,"	said	he,	"but	if	ye	could?"



She	answered	him	nothing.
"Look	here,	my	lass,"	said	Alan,	"there	are	boats	in	the	Kingdom	of	Fife,	for	I

saw	two	(no	less)	upon	the	beach,	as	I	came	in	by	your	town's	end.	Now	if	we
could	have	the	use	of	a	boat	to	pass	under	cloud	of	night	into	Lothian,	and	some
secret,	decent	kind	of	a	man	to	bring	that	boat	back	again	and	keep	his	counsel,
there	would	be	two	souls	saved—mine	to	all	likelihood—his	to	a	dead	surety.	If
we	lack	that	boat,	we	have	but	three	shillings	left	in	this	wide	world;	and	where
to	go,	and	how	to	do,	and	what	other	place	there	is	for	us	except	the	chains	of	a
gibbet—I	give	you	my	naked	word,	I	kenna!	Shall	we	go	wanting,	lassie?	Are	ye
to	lie	in	your	warm	bed	and	think	upon	us,	when	the	wind	gowls	in	the	chimney
and	the	rain	tirls	on	the	roof?	Are	ye	to	eat	your	meat	by	the	cheeks	of	a	red	fire,
and	think	upon	this	poor	sick	lad	of	mine,	biting	his	finger	ends	on	a	blae	muir
for	 cauld	 and	 hunger?	 Sick	 or	 sound,	 he	must	 aye	 be	moving;	with	 the	 death
grapple	at	his	 throat	he	must	aye	be	 trailing	 in	 the	 rain	on	 the	 lang	 roads;	and
when	he	gants	his	last	on	a	rickle	of	cauld	stanes,	there	will	be	nae	friends	near
him	but	only	me	and	God."
At	this	appeal,	I	could	see	the	lass	was	in	great	trouble	of	mind,	being	tempted

to	help	us,	and	yet	in	some	fear	she	might	be	helping	malefactors;	and	so	now	I
determined	to	step	in	myself	and	to	allay	her	scruples	with	a	portion	of	the	truth.
"Did	ever	you,	hear"	said	I,	"of	Mr.	Rankeillor	of	the	Ferry?"
"Rankeillor	the	writer?"	said	she.	"I	daur	say	that!"
"Well,"	said	I,	"it's	to	his	door	that	I	am	bound,	so	you	may	judge	by	that	if	I

am	an	ill-doer;	and	I	will	tell	you	more,	that	though	I	am	indeed,	by	a	dreadful
error,	 in	some	peril	of	my	life,	King	George	has	no	truer	friend	in	all	Scotland
than	myself."
Her	face	cleared	up	mightily	at	this,	although	Alan's	darkened.
"That's	more	 than	 I	would	 ask,"	 said	 she.	 "Mr.	Rankeillor	 is	 a	 kennt	man."

And	she	bade	us	finish	our	meat,	get	clear	of	 the	clachan	as	soon	as	might	be,
and	lie	close	in	the	bit	wood	on	the	sea-beach.	"And	ye	can	trust	me,"	says	she,
"I'll	find	some	means	to	put	you	over."
At	 this	we	waited	 for	 no	more,	 but	 shook	hands	with	her	 upon	 the	bargain,

made	short	work	of	the	puddings,	and	set	forth	again	from	Limekilns	as	far	as	to
the	wood.	It	was	a	small	piece	of	perhaps	a	score	of	elders	and	hawthorns	and	a
few	young	ashes,	not	 thick	enough	 to	veil	us	 from	passersby	upon	 the	 road	or
beach.	Here	we	must	 lie,	however,	making	the	best	of	 the	brave	warm	weather
and	the	good	hopes	we	now	had	of	a	deliverance,	and	planing	more	particularly
what	remained	for	us	to	do.
We	 had	 but	 one	 trouble	 all	 day;	when	 a	 strolling	 piper	 came	 and	 sat	 in	 the

same	wood	with	us;	a	red-nosed,	bleareyed,	drunken	dog,	with	a	great	bottle	of



whisky	in	his	pocket,	and	a	long	story	of	wrongs	that	had	been	done	him	by	all
sorts	 of	 persons,	 from	 the	 Lord	 President	 of	 the	 Court	 of	 Session,	 who	 had
denied	 him	 justice,	 down	 to	 the	 Bailies	 of	 Inverkeithing	 who	 had	 given	 him
more	 of	 it	 than	 he	 desired.	 It	 was	 impossible	 but	 he	 should	 conceive	 some
suspicion	of	two	men	lying	all	day	concealed	in	a	thicket	and	having	no	business
to	 allege.	 As	 long	 as	 he	 stayed	 there	 he	 kept	 us	 in	 hot	 water	 with	 prying
questions;	 and	after	he	was	gone,	 as	he	was	 a	man	not	very	 likely	 to	hold	his
tongue,	we	were	in	the	greater	impatience	to	be	gone	ourselves.
The	 day	 came	 to	 an	 end	with	 the	 same	 brightness;	 the	 night	 fell	 quiet	 and

clear;	lights	came	out	in	houses	and	hamlets	and	then,	one	after	another,	began	to
be	put	out;	but	it	was	past	eleven,	and	we	were	long	since	strangely	tortured	with
anxieties,	before	we	heard	the	grinding	of	oars	upon	the	rowing-pins.	At	that,	we
looked	 out	 and	 saw	 the	 lass	 herself	 coming	 rowing	 to	 us	 in	 a	 boat.	 She	 had
trusted	no	one	with	our	affairs,	not	even	her	sweetheart,	 if	 she	had	one;	but	as
soon	 as	 her	 father	 was	 asleep,	 had	 left	 the	 house	 by	 a	 window,	 stolen	 a
neighbour's	boat,	and	come	to	our	assistance	single-handed.
I	 was	 abashed	 how	 to	 find	 expression	 for	 my	 thanks;	 but	 she	 was	 no	 less

abashed	at	 the	 thought	of	hearing	 them;	begged	us	 to	 lose	no	 time	and	 to	hold
our	peace,	saying	(very	properly)	 that	 the	heart	of	our	matter	was	 in	haste	and
silence;	and	so,	what	with	one	thing	and	another,	she	had	set	us	on	the	Lothian
shore	not	far	from	Carriden,	had	shaken	hands	with	us,	and	was	out	again	at	sea
and	rowing	for	Limekilns,	before	there	was	one	word	said	either	of	her	service
or	our	gratitude.
Even	after	she	was	gone,	we	had	nothing	to	say,	as	indeed	nothing	was	enough

for	such	a	kindness.	Only	Alan	stood	a	great	while	upon	the	shore	shaking	his
head.
"It	 is	 a	very	 fine	 lass,"	he	 said	at	 last.	 "David,	 it	 is	 a	very	 fine	 lass."	And	a

matter	of	an	hour	later,	as	we	were	lying	in	a	den	on	the	sea-shore	and	I	had	been
already	dozing,	he	broke	out	again	 in	commendations	of	her	character.	For	my
part,	I	could	say	nothing,	she	was	so	simple	a	creature	that	my	heart	smote	me
both	with	remorse	and	fear:	remorse	because	we	had	traded	upon	her	ignorance;
and	fear	lest	we	should	have	anyway	involved	her	in	the	dangers	of	our	situation.



Chapter		27	
I	COME	TO	MR.	RANKEILLOR
The	next	day	it	was	agreed	that	Alan	should	fend	for	himself	till	sunset;	but	as
soon	as	it	began	to	grow	dark,	he	should	lie	in	the	fields	by	the	roadside	near	to
Newhalls,	and	stir	for	naught	until	he	heard	me	whistling.	At	first	I	proposed	I
should	give	him	for	a	signal	the	"Bonnie	House	of	Airlie,"	which	was	a	favourite
of	 mine;	 but	 he	 objected	 that	 as	 the	 piece	 was	 very	 commonly	 known,	 any
ploughman	might	whistle	it	by	accident;	and	taught	me	instead	a	little	fragment
of	a	Highland	air,	which	has	run	in	my	head	from	that	day	to	this,	and	will	likely
run	in	my	head	when	I	lie	dying.	Every	time	it	comes	to	me,	it	takes	me	off	to
that	 last	 day	of	my	uncertainty,	with	Alan	 sitting	up	 in	 the	bottom	of	 the	den,
whistling	 and	 beating	 the	 measure	 with	 a	 finger,	 and	 the	 grey	 of	 the	 dawn
coming	on	his	face.
I	was	in	the	long	street	of	Queensferry	before	the	sun	was	up.	It	was	a	fairly

built	burgh,	 the	houses	of	good	stone,	many	slated;	 the	town-hall	not	so	fine,	I
thought,	as	 that	of	Peebles,	nor	yet	 the	street	so	noble;	but	 take	it	altogether,	 it
put	me	to	shame	for	my	foul	tatters.
As	the	morning	went	on,	and	the	fires	began	to	be	kindled,	and	the	windows

to	 open,	 and	 the	 people	 to	 appear	 out	 of	 the	 houses,	 my	 concern	 and
despondency	grew	ever	 the	blacker.	 I	 saw	now	 that	 I	 had	no	grounds	 to	 stand
upon;	and	no	clear	proof	of	my	rights,	nor	so	much	as	of	my	own	identity.	If	it
was	 all	 a	 bubble,	 I	was	 indeed	 sorely	 cheated	 and	 left	 in	 a	 sore	 pass.	Even	 if
things	were	as	I	conceived,	 it	would	in	all	 likelihood	take	time	to	establish	my
contentions;	 and	what	 time	 had	 I	 to	 spare	with	 less	 than	 three	 shillings	 in	my
pocket,	and	a	condemned,	hunted	man	upon	my	hands	to	ship	out	of	the	country?
Truly,	if	my	hope	broke	with	me,	it	might	come	to	the	gallows	yet	for	both	of	us.
And	as	I	continued	to	walk	up	and	down,	and	saw	people	looking	askance	at	me
upon	the	street	or	out	of	windows,	and	nudging	or	speaking	one	to	another	with
smiles,	I	began	to	take	a	fresh	apprehension:	that	it	might	be	no	easy	matter	even
to	come	to	speech	of	the	lawyer,	far	less	to	convince	him	of	my	story.
For	the	life	of	me	I	could	not	muster	up	the	courage	to	address	any	of	 these

reputable	burghers;	I	thought	shame	even	to	speak	with	them	in	such	a	pickle	of
rags	and	dirt;	and	if	I	had	asked	for	the	house	of	such	a	man	as	Mr.	Rankeillor,	I



suppose	they	would	have	burst	out	laughing	in	my	face.	So	I	went	up	and	down,
and	through	the	street,	and	down	to	the	harbour-side,	like	a	dog	that	has	lost	its
master,	 with	 a	 strange	 gnawing	 in	 my	 inwards,	 and	 every	 now	 and	 then	 a
movement	 of	 despair.	 It	 grew	 to	 be	 high	 day	 at	 last,	 perhaps	 nine	 in	 the
forenoon;	and	I	was	worn	with	these	wanderings,	and	chanced	to	have	stopped	in
front	of	a	very	good	house	on	 the	 landward	side,	 a	house	with	beautiful,	 clear
glass	windows,	flowering	knots	upon	the	sills,	the	walls	new-harled	and	a	chase-
dog	 sitting	 yawning	 on	 the	 step	 like	 one	 that	 was	 at	 home.	Well,	 I	 was	 even
envying	 this	 dumb	 brute,	 when	 the	 door	 fell	 open	 and	 there	 issued	 forth	 a
shrewd,	 ruddy,	 kindly,	 consequential	 man	 in	 a	 well-powdered	 wig	 and
spectacles.	I	was	in	such	a	plight	that	no	one	set	eyes	on	me	once,	but	he	looked
at	me	again;	and	this	gentleman,	as	it	proved,	was	so	much	struck	with	my	poor
appearance	that	he	came	straight	up	to	me	and	asked	me	what	I	did.
I	 told	 him	 I	was	 come	 to	 the	Queensferry	 on	 business,	 and	 taking	 heart	 of

grace,	asked	him	to	direct	me	to	the	house	of	Mr.	Rankeillor.
"Why,"	said	he,	"that	is	his	house	that	I	have	just	come	out	of;	and	for	a	rather

singular	chance,	I	am	that	very	man."
"Then,	sir,"	said	I,	"I	have	to	beg	the	favour	of	an	interview."
"I	do	not	know	your	name,"	said	he,	"nor	yet	your	face."
"My	name	is	David	Balfour,"	said	I.
"David	Balfour?"	he	repeated,	in	rather	a	high	tone,	like	one	surprised.	"And

where	have	you	come	 from,	Mr.	David	Balfour?"	he	 asked,	 looking	me	pretty
drily	in	the	face.
"I	 have	 come	 from	 a	 great	many	 strange	 places,	 sir,"	 said	 I;	 "but	 I	 think	 it

would	be	as	well	to	tell	you	where	and	how	in	a	more	private	manner."
He	seemed	to	muse	awhile,	holding	his	lip	in	his	hand,	and	looking	now	at	me

and	now	upon	the	causeway	of	the	street.
"Yes,"	says	he,	"that	will	be	the	best,	no	doubt."	And	he	led	me	back	with	him

into	 his	 house,	 cried	 out	 to	 some	one	whom	 I	 could	 not	 see	 that	 he	would	 be
engaged	all	morning,	and	brought	me	 into	a	 little	dusty	chamber	 full	of	books
and	documents.	Here	he	sate	down,	and	bade	me	be	seated;	though	I	thought	he
looked	a	little	ruefully	from	his	clean	chair	to	my	muddy	rags.	"And	now,"	says
he,	"if	you	have	any	business,	pray	be	brief	and	come	swiftly	to	the	point.	Nec
gemino	 bellum	 Trojanum	 orditur	 ab	 ovo—do	 you	 understand	 that?"	 says	 he,
with	a	keen	look.
"I	will	 even	do	 as	Horace	 says,	 sir,"	 I	 answered,	 smiling,	 "and	 carry	you	 in

medias	res."	He	nodded	as	if	he	was	well	pleased,	and	indeed	his	scrap	of	Latin
had	been	set	to	test	me.	For	all	that,	and	though	I	was	somewhat	encouraged,	the
blood	 came	 in	my	 face	when	 I	 added:	 "I	 have	 reason	 to	 believe	myself	 some



rights	on	the	estate	of	Shaws."
He	got	a	paper	book	out	of	a	drawer	and	set	it	before	him	open.	"Well?"	said

he.
But	I	had	shot	my	bolt	and	sat	speechless.
"Come,	 come,	Mr.	 Balfour,"	 said	 he,	 "you	must	 continue.	Where	were	 you

born?"
"In	Essendean,	sir,"	said	I,	"the	year	1733,	the	12th	of	March."
He	seemed	to	follow	this	statement	in	his	paper	book;	but	what	that	meant	I

knew	not.	"Your	father	and	mother?"	said	he.
"My	father	was	Alexander	Balfour,	 schoolmaster	of	 that	place,"	 said	 I,	 "and

my	mother	Grace	Pitarrow;	I	think	her	people	were	from	Angus."
"Have	you	any	papers	proving	your	identity?"	asked	Mr.	Rankeillor.
"No,	sir,"	said	I,	"but	they	are	in	the	hands	of	Mr.	Campbell,	the	minister,	and

could	be	readily	produced.	Mr.	Campbell,	too,	would	give	me	his	word;	and	for
that	matter,	I	do	not	think	my	uncle	would	deny	me."
"Meaning	Mr.	Ebenezer	Balfour?"	says	he.
"The	same,"	said	I.
"Whom	you	have	seen?"	he	asked.
"By	whom	I	was	received	into	his	own	house,"	I	answered.
"Did	you	ever	meet	a	man	of	the	name	of	Hoseason?"	asked	Mr.	Rankeillor.
"I	 did	 so,	 sir,	 for	 my	 sins,"	 said	 I;	 "for	 it	 was	 by	 his	 means	 and	 the

procurement	of	my	uncle,	that	I	was	kidnapped	within	sight	of	this	town,	carried
to	sea,	suffered	shipwreck	and	a	hundred	other	hardships,	and	stand	before	you
to-day	in	this	poor	accoutrement."
"You	say	you	were	shipwrecked,"	said	Rankeillor;	"where	was	that?"
"Off	the	south	end	of	the	Isle	of	Mull,"	said	I.	"The	name	of	the	isle	on	which

I	was	cast	up	is	the	Island	Earraid."
"Ah!"	says	he,	smiling,	"you	are	deeper	than	me	in	the	geography.	But	so	far,	I

may	tell	you,	this	agrees	pretty	exactly	with	other	informations	that	I	hold.	But
you	say	you	were	kidnapped;	in	what	sense?"
"In	 the	 plain	meaning	 of	 the	 word,	 sir,"	 said	 I.	 "I	 was	 on	my	way	 to	 your

house,	 when	 I	 was	 trepanned	 on	 board	 the	 brig,	 cruelly	 struck	 down,	 thrown
below,	and	knew	no	more	of	anything	till	we	were	far	at	sea.	I	was	destined	for
the	plantations;	a	fate	that,	in	God's	providence,	I	have	escaped."
"The	brig	was	lost	on	June	the	27th,"	says	he,	looking	in	his	book,	"and	we	are

now	at	August	the	24th.	Here	is	a	considerable	hiatus,	Mr.	Balfour,	of	near	upon
two	months.	It	has	already	caused	a	vast	amount	of	trouble	to	your	friends;	and	I
own	I	shall	not	be	very	well	contented	until	it	is	set	right."
"Indeed,	sir,"	said	I,	"these	months	are	very	easily	filled	up;	but	yet	before	I



told	my	story,	I	would	be	glad	to	know	that	I	was	talking	to	a	friend."
"This	is	to	argue	in	a	circle,"	said	the	lawyer.	"I	cannot	be	convinced	till	I	have

heard	you.	I	cannot	be	your	friend	till	I	am	properly	informed.	If	you	were	more
trustful,	 it	would	better	befit	your	time	of	life.	And	you	know,	Mr.	Balfour,	we
have	a	proverb	in	the	country	that	evil-doers	are	aye	evil-dreaders."
"You	 are	 not	 to	 forget,	 sir,"	 said	 I,	 "that	 I	 have	 already	 suffered	 by	 my

trustfulness;	and	was	shipped	off	to	be	a	slave	by	the	very	man	that	(if	I	rightly
understand)	is	your	employer?"
All	 this	 while	 I	 had	 been	 gaining	 ground	 with	 Mr.	 Rankeillor,	 and	 in

proportion	 as	 I	 gained	 ground,	 gaining	 confidence.	 But	 at	 this	 sally,	 which	 I
made	with	something	of	a	smile	myself,	he	fairly	laughed	aloud.
"No,	no,"	said	he,	"it	 is	not	so	bad	as	 that.	Fui,	non	sum.	I	was	 indeed	your

uncle's	man	of	business;	but	while	you	(imberbis	juvenis	custode	remoto)	were
gallivanting	in	the	west,	a	good	deal	of	water	has	run	under	the	bridges;	and	if
your	ears	did	not	sing,	it	was	not	for	lack	of	being	talked	about.	On	the	very	day
of	your	sea	disaster,	Mr.	Campbell	stalked	into	my	office,	demanding	you	from
all	the	winds.	I	had	never	heard	of	your	existence;	but	I	had	known	your	father;
and	 from	 matters	 in	 my	 competence	 (to	 be	 touched	 upon	 hereafter)	 I	 was
disposed	 to	 fear	 the	 worst.	Mr.	 Ebenezer	 admitted	 having	 seen	 you;	 declared
(what	 seemed	 improbable)	 that	 he	 had	 given	 you	 considerable	 sums;	 and	 that
you	had	started	 for	 the	continent	of	Europe,	 intending	 to	 fulfil	your	education,
which	was	probable	and	praiseworthy.	Interrogated	how	you	had	come	to	send
no	word	to	Mr.	Campbell,	he	deponed	that	you	had	expressed	a	great	desire	to
break	with	 your	 past	 life.	 Further	 interrogated	where	 you	now	were,	 protested
ignorance,	but	believed	you	were	in	Leyden.	That	is	a	close	sum	of	his	replies.	I
am	not	exactly	sure	that	any	one	believed	him,"	continued	Mr.	Rankeillor	with	a
smile;	"and	in	particular	he	so	much	disrelished	me	expressions	of	mine	that	(in
a	word)	he	showed	me	 to	 the	door.	We	were	 then	at	a	 full	 stand;	 for	whatever
shrewd	 suspicions	we	might	 entertain,	we	 had	no	 shadow	of	 probation.	 In	 the
very	 article,	 comes	 Captain	 Hoseason	 with	 the	 story	 of	 your	 drowning;
whereupon	all	fell	through;	with	no	consequences	but	concern	to	Mr.	Campbell,
injury	to	my	pocket,	and	another	blot	upon	your	uncle's	character,	which	could
very	 ill	 afford	 it.	And	 now,	Mr.	 Balfour,"	 said	 he,	 "you	 understand	 the	whole
process	 of	 these	matters,	 and	 can	 judge	 for	 yourself	 to	 what	 extent	 I	 may	 be
trusted."
Indeed	he	was	more	pedantic	than	I	can	represent	him,	and	placed	more	scraps

of	 Latin	 in	 his	 speech;	 but	 it	 was	 all	 uttered	with	 a	 fine	 geniality	 of	 eye	 and
manner	which	went	 far	 to	 conquer	my	distrust.	Moreover,	 I	 could	 see	he	now
treated	me	as	if	I	was	myself	beyond	a	doubt;	so	that	first	point	of	my	identity



seemed	fully	granted.
"Sir,"	 said	 I,	 "if	 I	 tell	 you	 my	 story,	 I	 must	 commit	 a	 friend's	 life	 to	 your

discretion.	Pass	me	your	word	it	shall	be	sacred;	and	for	what	touches	myself,	I
will	ask	no	better	guarantee	than	just	your	face."
He	 passed	 me	 his	 word	 very	 seriously.	 "But,"	 said	 he,	 "these	 are	 rather

alarming	prolocutions;	and	if	there	are	in	your	story	any	little	jostles	to	the	law,	I
would	beg	you	to	bear	in	mind	that	I	am	a	lawyer,	and	pass	lightly."
Thereupon	I	told	him	my	story	from	the	first,	he	listening	with	his	spectacles

thrust	up	and	his	eyes	closed,	so	that	I	sometimes	feared	he	was	asleep.	But	no
such	matter!	he	heard	every	word	(as	I	found	afterward)	with	such	quickness	of
hearing	and	precision	of	memory	as	often	surprised	me.	Even	strange	outlandish
Gaelic	names,	heard	for	that	time	only,	he	remembered	and	would	remind	me	of,
years	after.	Yet	when	I	called	Alan	Breck	in	full,	we	had	an	odd	scene.	The	name
of	Alan	had	of	course	rung	through	Scotland,	with	the	news	of	the	Appin	murder
and	 the	 offer	 of	 the	 reward;	 and	 it	 had	no	 sooner	 escaped	me	 than	 the	 lawyer
moved	in	his	seat	and	opened	his	eyes.
"I	 would	 name	 no	 unnecessary	 names,	Mr.	 Balfour,"	 said	 he;	 "above	 all	 of

Highlanders,	many	of	whom	are	obnoxious	to	the	law."
"Well,	it	might	have	been	better	not,"	said	I,	"but	since	I	have	let	it	slip,	I	may

as	well	continue."
"Not	at	all,"	said	Mr.	Rankeillor.	"I	am	somewhat	dull	of	hearing,	as	you	may

have	remarked;	and	I	am	far	from	sure	I	caught	the	name	exactly.	We	will	call
your	friend,	if	you	please,	Mr.	Thomson—that	there	may	be	no	reflections.	And
in	future,	I	would	take	some	such	way	with	any	Highlander	that	you	may	have	to
mention—dead	or	alive."
By	 this,	 I	 saw	he	must	have	heard	 the	name	all	 too	clearly,	and	had	already

guessed	 I	 might	 be	 coming	 to	 the	 murder.	 If	 he	 chose	 to	 play	 this	 part	 of
ignorance,	it	was	no	matter	of	mine;	so	I	smiled,	said	it	was	no	very	Highland-
sounding	name,	and	consented.	Through	all	 the	 rest	of	my	story	Alan	was	Mr.
Thomson;	which	amused	me	the	more,	as	it	was	a	piece	of	policy	after	his	own
heart.	 James	 Stewart,	 in	 like	 manner,	 was	 mentioned	 under	 the	 style	 of	 Mr.
Thomson's	kinsman;	Colin	Campbell	passed	as	a	Mr.	Glen;	and	to	Cluny,	when	I
came	 to	 that	 part	 of	 my	 tale,	 I	 gave	 the	 name	 of	 "Mr.	 Jameson,	 a	 Highland
chief."	It	was	truly	the	most	open	farce,	and	I	wondered	that	the	lawyer	should
care	to	keep	it	up;	but,	after	all,	it	was	quite	in	the	taste	of	that	age,	when	there
were	 two	parties	 in	 the	state,	and	quiet	persons,	with	no	very	high	opinions	of
their	own,	sought	out	every	cranny	to	avoid	offence	to	either.
"Well,	well,"	 said	 the	 lawyer,	when	 I	had	quite	done,	 "this	 is	a	great	epic,	a

great	 Odyssey	 of	 yours.	 You	 must	 tell	 it,	 sir,	 in	 a	 sound	 Latinity	 when	 your



scholarship	is	riper;	or	in	English	if	you	please,	though	for	my	part	I	prefer	the
stronger	 tongue.	 You	 have	 rolled	 much;	 quae	 regio	 in	 terris—what	 parish	 in
Scotland	 (to	 make	 a	 homely	 translation)	 has	 not	 been	 filled	 with	 your
wanderings?	You	have	shown,	besides,	a	singular	aptitude	for	getting	into	false
positions;	 and,	 yes,	 upon	 the	 whole,	 for	 behaving	 well	 in	 them.	 This	 Mr.
Thomson	seems	to	me	a	gentleman	of	some	choice	qualities,	 though	perhaps	a
trifle	bloody-minded.	It	would	please	me	none	the	worse,	if	(with	all	his	merits)
he	 were	 soused	 in	 the	 North	 Sea,	 for	 the	 man,	 Mr.	 David,	 is	 a	 sore
embarrassment.	But	you	are	doubtless	quite	right	to	adhere	to	him;	indubitably,
he	 adhered	 to	 you.	 It	 comes—we	may	 say—he	was	your	 true	 companion;	 nor
less	 paribus	 curis	 vestigia	 figit,	 for	 I	 dare	 say	 you	 would	 both	 take	 an	 orra
thought	upon	the	gallows.	Well,	well,	these	days	are	fortunately,	by;	and	I	think
(speaking	humanly)	that	you	are	near	the	end	of	your	troubles."
As	 he	 thus	moralised	 on	my	 adventures,	 he	 looked	 upon	me	with	 so	much

humour	and	benignity	that	I	could	scarce	contain	my	satisfaction.	I	had	been	so
long	 wandering	 with	 lawless	 people,	 and	 making	 my	 bed	 upon	 the	 hills	 and
under	 the	bare	sky,	 that	 to	sit	once	more	 in	a	clean,	covered	house,	and	to	 talk
amicably	with	a	gentleman	in	broadcloth,	seemed	mighty	elevations.	Even	as	I
thought	so,	my	eye	fell	on	my	unseemly	tatters,	and	I	was	once	more	plunged	in
confusion.	But	the	lawyer	saw	and	understood	me.	He	rose,	called	over	the	stair
to	 lay	 another	 plate,	 for	Mr.	 Balfour	would	 stay	 to	 dinner,	 and	 led	me	 into	 a
bedroom	in	the	upper	part	of	the	house.	Here	he	set	before	me	water	and	soap,
and	a	comb;	and	laid	out	some	clothes	that	belonged	to	his	son;	and	here,	with
another	apposite	tag,	he	left	me	to	my	toilet.



Chapter		28	
I	GO	IN	QUEST	OF	MY	INHERITANCE
I	made	what	change	I	could	 in	my	appearance;	and	blithe	was	 I	 to	 look	 in	 the
glass	and	find	the	beggarman	a	thing	of	the	past,	and	David	Balfour	come	to	life
again.	And	yet	I	was	ashamed	of	the	change	too,	and,	above	all,	of	the	borrowed
clothes.	When	I	had	done,	Mr.	Rankeillor	caught	me	on	the	stair,	made	me	his
compliments,	and	had	me	again	into	the	cabinet.
"Sit	ye	down,	Mr.	David,"	said	he,	"and	now	that	you	are	looking	a	little	more

like	yourself,	let	me	see	if	I	can	find	you	any	news.	You	will	be	wondering,	no
doubt,	about	your	father	and	your	uncle?	To	be	sure	it	is	a	singular	tale;	and	the
explanation	 is	 one	 that	 I	 blush	 to	have	 to	offer	 you.	For,"	 says	he,	 really	with
embarrassment,	"the	matter	hinges	on	a	love	affair."
"Truly,"	said	I,	"I	cannot	very	well	join	that	notion	with	my	uncle."
"But	 your	 uncle,	Mr.	 David,	 was	 not	 always	 old,"	 replied	 the	 lawyer,	 "and

what	may	perhaps	surprise	you	more,	not	always	ugly.	He	had	a	fine,	gallant	air;
people	stood	in	their	doors	to	look	after	him,	as	he	went	by	upon	a	mettle	horse.
I	have	seen	it	with	these	eyes,	and	I	ingenuously	confess,	not	altogether	without
envy;	for	I	was	a	plain	lad	myself	and	a	plain	man's	son;	and	in	those	days	it	was
a	case	of	Odi	te,	qui	bellus	es,	Sabelle."
"It	sounds	like	a	dream,"	said	I.
"Ay,	ay,"	said	the	lawyer,	"that	is	how	it	is	with	youth	and	age.	Nor	was	that

all,	 but	 he	 had	 a	 spirit	 of	 his	 own	 that	 seemed	 to	 promise	 great	 things	 in	 the
future.	 In	1715,	what	must	he	do	but	 run	away	 to	 join	 the	 rebels?	 It	was	your
father	 that	 pursued	 him,	 found	 him	 in	 a	 ditch,	 and	 brought	 him	 back	multum
gementem;	 to	 the	mirth	 of	 the	whole	 country.	However,	majora	 canamus—the
two	 lads	 fell	 in	 love,	 and	 that	with	 the	 same	 lady.	Mr.	Ebenezer,	who	was	 the
admired	and	the	beloved,	and	the	spoiled	one,	made,	no	doubt,	mighty	certain	of
the	 victory;	 and	 when	 he	 found	 he	 had	 deceived	 himself,	 screamed	 like	 a
peacock.	The	whole	country	heard	of	it;	now	he	lay	sick	at	home,	with	his	silly
family	standing	round	the	bed	in	tears;	now	he	rode	from	public-house	to	public-
house,	 and	 shouted	 his	 sorrows	 into	 the	 lug	 of	 Tom,	 Dick,	 and	 Harry.	 Your
father,	Mr.	David,	was	a	kind	gentleman;	but	he	was	weak,	dolefully	weak;	took
all	 this	 folly	with	a	 long	countenance;	and	one	day—by	your	 leave!—resigned



the	 lady.	 She	was	 no	 such	 fool,	 however;	 it's	 from	 her	 you	must	 inherit	 your
excellent	good	sense;	and	she	refused	 to	be	bandied	from	one	 to	another.	Both
got	upon	their	knees	to	her;	and	the	upshot	of	the	matter	for	that	while	was	that
she	showed	both	of	them	the	door.	That	was	in	August;	dear	me!	the	same	year	I
came	from	college.	The	scene	must	have	been	highly	farcical."
I	thought	myself	it	was	a	silly	business,	but	I	could	not	forget	my	father	had	a

hand	in	it.	"Surely,	sir,	it	had	some	note	of	tragedy,"	said	I.
"Why,	 no,	 sir,	 not	 at	 all,"	 returned	 the	 lawyer.	 "For	 tragedy	 implies	 some

ponderable	matter	in	dispute,	some	dignus	vindice	nodus;	and	this	piece	of	work
was	 all	 about	 the	 petulance	 of	 a	 young	 ass	 that	 had	 been	 spoiled,	 and	wanted
nothing	so	much	as	to	be	tied	up	and	soundly	belted.	However,	that	was	not	your
father's	view;	and	the	end	of	it	was,	that	from	concession	to	concession	on	your
father's	part,	and	from	one	height	to	another	of	squalling,	sentimental	selfishness
upon	your	uncle's,	 they	 came	at	 last	 to	drive	 a	 sort	 of	bargain,	 from	whose	 ill
results	you	have	recently	been	smarting.	The	one	man	took	the	lady,	the	other	the
estate.	Now,	Mr.	David,	 they	 talk	a	great	deal	of	charity	and	generosity;	but	 in
this	disputable	state	of	life,	I	often	think	the	happiest	consequences	seem	to	flow
when	 a	 gentleman	 consults	 his	 lawyer,	 and	 takes	 all	 the	 law	 allows	 him.
Anyhow,	 this	piece	of	Quixotry	on	your	 father's	part,	as	 it	was	unjust	 in	 itself,
has	brought	forth	a	monstrous	family	of	injustices.	Your	father	and	mother	lived
and	died	poor	folk;	you	were	poorly	reared;	and	in	the	meanwhile,	what	a	time	it
has	 been	 for	 the	 tenants	 on	 the	 estate	 of	Shaws!	And	 I	might	 add	 (if	 it	was	 a
matter	I	cared	much	about)	what	a	time	for	Mr.	Ebenezer!"
"And	yet	that	is	certainly	the	strangest	part	of	all,"	said	I,	"that	a	man's	nature

should	thus	change."
"True,"	 said	Mr.	 Rankeillor.	 "And	 yet	 I	 imagine	 it	 was	 natural	 enough.	 He

could	not	think	that	he	had	played	a	handsome	part.	Those	who	knew	the	story
gave	him	the	cold	shoulder;	those	who	knew	it	not,	seeing	one	brother	disappear,
and	the	other	succeed	in	the	estate,	raised	a	cry	of	murder;	so	that	upon	all	sides
he	found	himself	evited.	Money	was	all	he	got	by	his	bargain;	well,	he	came	to
think	the	more	of	money.	He	was	selfish	when	he	was	young,	he	is	selfish	now
that	he	is	old;	and	the	latter	end	of	all	these	pretty	manners	and	fine	feelings	you
have	seen	for	yourself."
"Well,	sir,"	said	I,	"and	in	all	this,	what	is	my	position?"
"The	estate	 is	yours	beyond	a	doubt,"	replied	the	lawyer.	"It	matters	nothing

what	your	 father	signed,	you	are	 the	heir	of	entail.	But	your	uncle	 is	a	man	 to
fight	the	indefensible;	and	it	would	be	likely	your	identity	that	he	would	call	in
question.	A	lawsuit	is	always	expensive,	and	a	family	lawsuit	always	scandalous;
besides	 which,	 if	 any	 of	 your	 doings	 with	 your	 friend	Mr.	 Thomson	 were	 to



come	out,	we	might	find	that	we	had	burned	our	fingers.	The	kidnapping,	to	be
sure,	would	be	a	court	card	upon	our	side,	if	we	could	only	prove	it.	But	it	may
be	 difficult	 to	 prove;	 and	my	 advice	 (upon	 the	whole)	 is	 to	make	 a	 very	 easy
bargain	with	your	uncle,	perhaps	even	leaving	him	at	Shaws	where	he	has	taken
root	for	a	quarter	of	a	century,	and	contenting	yourself	in	the	meanwhile	with	a
fair	provision."
I	 told	 him	 I	was	 very	willing	 to	 be	 easy,	 and	 that	 to	 carry	 family	 concerns

before	 the	 public	 was	 a	 step	 from	which	 I	 was	 naturally	much	 averse.	 In	 the
meantime	 (thinking	 to	 myself)	 I	 began	 to	 see	 the	 outlines	 of	 that	 scheme	 on
which	we	afterwards	acted.
"The	great	affair,"	I	asked,	"is	to	bring	home	to	him	the	kidnapping?"
"Surely,"	 said	Mr.	 Rankeillor,	 "and	 if	 possible,	 out	 of	 court.	 For	 mark	 you

here,	Mr.	David:	we	could	no	doubt	find	some	men	of	the	Covenant	who	would
swear	to	your	reclusion;	but	once	they	were	in	the	box,	we	could	no	longer	check
their	testimony,	and	some	word	of	your	friend	Mr.	Thomson	must	certainly	crop
out.	Which	(from	what	you	have	let	fall)	I	cannot	think	to	be	desirable."
"Well,	sir,"	said	I,	"here	is	my	way	of	it."	And	I	opened	my	plot	to	him.
"But	 this	would	 seem	 to	 involve	my	meeting	 the	man	 Thomson?"	 says	 he,

when	I	had	done.
"I	think	so,	indeed,	sir,"	said	I.
"Dear	doctor!"	cries	he,	rubbing	his	brow.	"Dear	doctor!	No,	Mr.	David,	I	am

afraid	 your	 scheme	 is	 inadmissible.	 I	 say	 nothing	 against	 your	 friend,	 Mr.
Thomson:	I	know	nothing	against	him;	and	if	I	did—mark	this,	Mr.	David!—it
would	be	my	duty	to	lay	hands	on	him.	Now	I	put	it	to	you:	is	it	wise	to	meet?
He	may	have	matters	to	his	charge.	He	may	not	have	told	you	all.	His	name	may
not	be	even	Thomson!"	cries	 the	 lawyer,	 twinkling;	"for	some	of	 these	fellows
will	pick	up	names	by	the	roadside	as	another	would	gather	haws."
"You	must	be	the	judge,	sir,"	said	I.
But	it	was	clear	my	plan	had	taken	hold	upon	his	fancy,	for	he	kept	musing	to

himself	 till	we	were	called	 to	dinner	and	 the	company	of	Mrs.	Rankeillor;	and
that	 lady	had	scarce	left	us	again	to	ourselves	and	a	bottle	of	wine,	ere	he	was
back	 harping	 on	my	 proposal.	When	 and	where	was	 I	 to	meet	my	 friend	Mr.
Thomson;	was	I	sure	of	Mr.	T.'s	discretion;	supposing	we	could	catch	the	old	fox
tripping,	would	 I	consent	 to	such	and	such	a	 term	of	an	agreement—these	and
the	like	questions	he	kept	asking	at	 long	intervals,	while	he	thoughtfully	rolled
his	wine	upon	his	 tongue.	When	 I	had	answered	all	 of	 them,	 seemingly	 to	his
contentment,	he	fell	into	a	still	deeper	muse,	even	the	claret	being	now	forgotten.
Then	he	got	a	sheet	of	paper	and	a	pencil,	and	set	to	work	writing	and	weighing
every	word;	and	at	last	touched	a	bell	and	had	his	clerk	into	the	chamber.



"Torrance,"	 said	 he,	 "I	must	 have	 this	written	 out	 fair	 against	 to-night;	 and
when	 it	 is	done,	you	will	be	 so	kind	as	put	on	your	hat	and	be	 ready	 to	come
along	 with	 this	 gentleman	 and	 me,	 for	 you	 will	 probably	 be	 wanted	 as	 a
witness."
"What,	sir,"	cried	I,	as	soon	as	the	clerk	was	gone,	"are	you	to	venture	it?"
"Why,	so	it	would	appear,"	says	he,	filling	his	glass.	"But	let	us	speak	no	more

of	business.	The	very	sight	of	Torrance	brings	in	my	head	a	little	droll	matter	of
some	 years	 ago,	 when	 I	 had	 made	 a	 tryst	 with	 the	 poor	 oaf	 at	 the	 cross	 of
Edinburgh.	 Each	 had	 gone	 his	 proper	 errand;	 and	 when	 it	 came	 four	 o'clock,
Torrance	had	been	 taking	a	glass	and	did	not	know	his	master,	and	I,	who	had
forgot	my	spectacles,	was	so	blind	without	them,	that	I	give	you	my	word	I	did
not	know	my	own	clerk."	And	thereupon	he	laughed	heartily.
I	said	it	was	an	odd	chance,	and	smiled	out	of	politeness;	but	what	held	me	all

the	afternoon	in	wonder,	he	kept	returning	and	dwelling	on	this	story,	and	telling
it	again	with	fresh	details	and	laughter;	so	that	I	began	at	last	to	be	quite	put	out
of	countenance	and	feel	ashamed	for	my	friend's	folly.
Towards	the	time	I	had	appointed	with	Alan,	we	set	out	from	the	house,	Mr.

Rankeillor	and	I	arm	in	arm,	and	Torrance	following	behind	with	the	deed	in	his
pocket	and	a	covered	basket	in	his	hand.	All	 through	the	town,	the	lawyer	was
bowing	 right	 and	 left,	 and	 continually	 being	 button-holed	 by	 gentlemen	 on
matters	of	burgh	or	private	business;	and	I	could	see	he	was	one	greatly	looked
up	to	in	the	county.	At	last	we	were	clear	of	the	houses,	and	began	to	go	along
the	side	of	the	haven	and	towards	the	Hawes	Inn	and	the	Ferry	pier,	the	scene	of
my	misfortune.	I	could	not	look	upon	the	place	without	emotion,	recalling	how
many	that	had	been	there	with	me	that	day	were	now	no	more:	Ransome	taken,	I
could	hope,	from	the	evil	to	come;	Shuan	passed	where	I	dared	not	follow	him;
and	the	poor	souls	that	had	gone	down	with	the	brig	in	her	last	plunge.	All	these,
and	 the	 brig	 herself,	 I	 had	 outlived;	 and	 come	 through	 these	 hardships	 and
fearful	perils	without	scath.	My	only	thought	should	have	been	of	gratitude;	and
yet	 I	 could	 not	 behold	 the	 place	 without	 sorrow	 for	 others	 and	 a	 chill	 of
recollected	fear.
I	was	so	thinking	when,	upon	a	sudden,	Mr.	Rankeillor	cried	out,	clapped	his

hand	to	his	pockets,	and	began	to	laugh.
"Why,"	he	cries,	"if	this	be	not	a	farcical	adventure!	After	all	that	I	said,	I	have

forgot	my	glasses!"
At	that,	of	course,	I	understood	the	purpose	of	his	anecdote,	and	knew	that	if

he	had	left	his	spectacles	at	home,	it	had	been	done	on	purpose,	so	that	he	might
have	 the	 benefit	 of	 Alan's	 help	 without	 the	 awkwardness	 of	 recognising	 him.
And	 indeed	 it	was	well	 thought	 upon;	 for	 now	 (suppose	 things	 to	 go	 the	very



worst)	how	could	Rankeillor	 swear	 to	my	 friend's	 identity,	or	how	be	made	 to
bear	damaging	evidence	against	myself?	For	all	that,	he	had	been	a	long	while	of
finding	out	his	want,	and	had	spoken	 to	and	recognised	a	good	few	persons	as
we	came	through	the	town;	and	I	had	little	doubt	myself	that	he	saw	reasonably
well.
As	soon	as	we	were	past	the	Hawes	(where	I	recognised	the	landlord	smoking

his	pipe	in	the	door,	and	was	amazed	to	see	him	look	no	older)	Mr.	Rankeillor
changed	 the	 order	 of	 march,	 walking	 behind	 with	 Torrance	 and	 sending	 me
forward	in	the	manner	of	a	scout.	I	went	up	the	hill,	whistling	from	time	to	time
my	Gaelic	 air;	 and	 at	 length	 I	 had	 the	pleasure	 to	hear	 it	 answered	 and	 to	 see
Alan	rise	from	behind	a	bush.	He	was	somewhat	dashed	in	spirits,	having	passed
a	 long	 day	 alone	 skulking	 in	 the	 county,	 and	 made	 but	 a	 poor	 meal	 in	 an
alehouse	near	Dundas.	But	at	the	mere	sight	of	my	clothes,	he	began	to	brighten
up;	and	as	soon	as	I	had	told	him	in	what	a	forward	state	our	matters	were	and
the	part	I	looked	to	him	to	play	in	what	remained,	he	sprang	into	a	new	man.
"And	that	is	a	very	good	notion	of	yours,"	says	he;	"and	I	dare	to	say	that	you

could	lay	your	hands	upon	no	better	man	to	put	it	through	than	Alan	Breck.	It	is
not	 a	 thing	 (mark	 ye)	 that	 any	 one	 could	 do,	 but	 takes	 a	 gentleman	 of
penetration.	 But	 it	 sticks	 in	 my	 head	 your	 lawyer-man	 will	 be	 somewhat
wearying	to	see	me,"	says	Alan.
Accordingly	I	cried	and	waved	on	Mr.	Rankeillor,	who	came	up	alone	and	was

presented	to	my	friend,	Mr.	Thomson.
"Mr.	Thomson,	I	am	pleased	to	meet	you,"	said	he.	"But	I	have	forgotten	my

glasses;	and	our	friend,	Mr.	David	here"	(clapping	me	on	the	shoulder),	"will	tell
you	that	I	am	little	better	than	blind,	and	that	you	must	not	be	surprised	if	I	pass
you	by	to-morrow."
This	 he	 said,	 thinking	 that	 Alan	 would	 be	 pleased;	 but	 the	 Highlandman's

vanity	was	ready	to	startle	at	a	less	matter	than	that.
"Why,	sir,"	says	he,	stiffly,	"I	would	say	it	mattered	the	less	as	we	are	met	here

for	a	particular	end,	to	see	justice	done	to	Mr.	Balfour;	and	by	what	I	can	see,	not
very	likely	to	have	much	else	in	common.	But	I	accept	your	apology,	which	was
a	very	proper	one	to	make."
"And	 that	 is	 more	 than	 I	 could	 look	 for,	 Mr.	 Thomson,"	 said	 Rankeillor,

heartily.	"And	now	as	you	and	I	are	the	chief	actors	in	this	enterprise,	I	think	we
should	come	into	a	nice	agreement;	to	which	end,	I	propose	that	you	should	lend
me	your	arm,	for	(what	with	the	dusk	and	the	want	of	my	glasses)	I	am	not	very
clear	as	to	the	path;	and	as	for	you,	Mr.	David,	you	will	find	Torrance	a	pleasant
kind	of	body	to	speak	with.	Only	let	me	remind	you,	it's	quite	needless	he	should
hear	more	of	your	adventures	or	those	of—ahem—Mr.	Thomson."



Accordingly	 these	 two	went	on	ahead	 in	very	close	 talk,	and	Torrance	and	I
brought	up	the	rear.
Night	was	quite	come	when	we	came	in	view	of	the	house	of	Shaws.	Ten	had

been	gone	some	time;	it	was	dark	and	mild,	with	a	pleasant,	rustling	wind	in	the
south-west	that	covered	the	sound	of	our	approach;	and	as	we	drew	near	we	saw
no	 glimmer	 of	 light	 in	 any	 portion	 of	 the	 building.	 It	 seemed	 my	 uncle	 was
Already	in	bed,	which	was	indeed	the	best	thing	for	our	arrangements.	We	made
our	last	whispered	consultations	some	fifty	yards	away;	and	then	the	lawyer	and
Torrance	 and	 I	 crept	 quietly	 up	 and	 crouched	 down	 beside	 the	 corner	 of	 the
house;	 and	 as	 soon	 as	we	were	 in	 our	 places,	Alan	 strode	 to	 the	 door	without
concealment	and	began	to	knock.



Chapter		29	
I	COME	INTO	MY	KINGDOM
For	some	 time	Alan	volleyed	upon	 the	door,	and	his	knocking	only	roused	 the
echoes	of	the	house	and	neighbourhood.	At	last,	however,	I	could	hear	the	noise
of	 a	 window	 gently	 thrust	 up,	 and	 knew	 that	 my	 uncle	 had	 come	 to	 his
observatory.	By	what	 light	 there	was,	he	would	 see	Alan	 standing,	 like	 a	dark
shadow,	on	the	steps;	the	three	witnesses	were	hidden	quite	out	of	his	view;	so
that	there	was	nothing	to	alarm	an	honest	man	in	his	own	house.	For	all	that,	he
studied	his	visitor	awhile	in	silence,	and	when	he	spoke	his	voice	had	a	quaver	of
misgiving.
"What's	this?"	says	he.	"This	is	nae	kind	of	time	of	night	for	decent	folk;	and	I

hae	nae	trokings	wi'	night-hawks.	What	brings	ye	here?	I	have	a	blunderbush."
"Is	 that	yoursel',	Mr.	Balfour?"	 returned	Alan,	stepping	back	and	 looking	up

into	 the	 darkness.	 "Have	 a	 care	 of	 that	 blunderbuss;	 they're	 nasty	 things	 to
burst."
"What	brings	ye	here?	and	whae	are	ye?"	says	my	uncle,	angrily.
"I	have	no	manner	of	 inclination	 to	 rowt	out	my	name	 to	 the	country-side,"

said	Alan;	"but	what	brings	me	here	is	another	story,	being	more	of	your	affair
than	mine;	and	if	ye're	sure	it's	what	ye	would	like,	I'll	set	it	to	a	tune	and	sing	it
to	you."
"And	what	is't?"	asked	my	uncle.
"David,"	says	Alan.
"What	was	that?"	cried	my	uncle,	in	a	mighty	changed	voice.
"Shall	I	give	ye	the	rest	of	the	name,	then?"	said	Alan.
There	was	a	pause;	and	then,	"I'm	thinking	I'll	better	let	ye	in,"	says	my	uncle,

doubtfully.
"I	dare	say	that,"	said	Alan;	"but	the	point	is,	Would	I	go?	Now	I	will	tell	you

what	I	am	thinking.	I	am	thinking	that	it	is	here	upon	this	doorstep	that	we	must
confer	upon	this	business;	and	it	shall	be	here	or	nowhere	at	all	whatever;	for	I
would	 have	 you	 to	 understand	 that	 I	 am	 as	 stiffnecked	 as	 yoursel',	 and	 a
gentleman	of	better	family."
This	change	of	note	disconcerted	Ebenezer;	he	was	a	little	while	digesting	it,

and	then	says	he,	"Weel,	weel,	what	must	be	must,"	and	shut	the	window.	But	it



took	him	a	long	time	to	get	down-stairs,	and	a	still	longer	to	undo	the	fastenings,
repenting	(I	dare	say)	and	taken	with	fresh	claps	of	fear	at	every	second	step	and
every	 bolt	 and	 bar.	At	 last,	 however,	we	 heard	 the	 creak	 of	 the	 hinges,	 and	 it
seems	my	uncle	slipped	gingerly	out	and	(seeing	 that	Alan	had	stepped	back	a
pace	or	 two)	sate	him	down	on	 the	 top	doorstep	with	 the	blunderbuss	 ready	 in
his	hands.
"And,	 now"	 says	 he,	 "mind	 I	 have	 my	 blunderbush,	 and	 if	 ye	 take	 a	 step

nearer	ye're	as	good	as	deid."
"And	a	very	civil	speech,"	says	Alan,	"to	be	sure."
"Na,"	says	my	uncle,	"but	this	is	no	a	very	chanty	kind	of	a	proceeding,	and

I'm	 bound	 to	 be	 prepared.	 And	 now	 that	 we	 understand	 each	 other,	 ye'll	 can
name	your	business."
"Why,"	 says	 Alan,	 "you	 that	 are	 a	 man	 of	 so	 much	 understanding,	 will

doubtless	 have	 perceived	 that	 I	 am	 a	 Hieland	 gentleman.	 My	 name	 has	 nae
business	in	my	story;	but	the	county	of	my	friends	is	no	very	far	from	the	Isle	of
Mull,	of	which	ye	will	have	heard.	It	seems	there	was	a	ship	lost	in	those	parts;
and	the	next	day	a	gentleman	of	my	family	was	seeking	wreck-wood	for	his	fire
along	 the	 sands,	 when	 he	 came	 upon	 a	 lad	 that	 was	 half	 drowned.	 Well,	 he
brought	him	 to;	and	he	and	some	other	gentleman	 took	and	clapped	him	 in	an
auld,	ruined	castle,	where	from	that	day	to	this	he	has	been	a	great	expense	to	my
friends.	My	friends	are	a	wee	wild-like,	and	not	 so	particular	about	 the	 law	as
some	that	 I	could	name;	and	finding	 that	 the	 lad	owned	some	decent	 folk,	and
was	 your	 born	 nephew,	Mr.	 Balfour,	 they	 asked	me	 to	 give	 ye	 a	 bit	 call	 and
confer	upon	the	matter.	And	I	may	tell	ye	at	the	off-go,	unless	we	can	agree	upon
some	 terms,	 ye	 are	 little	 likely	 to	 set	 eyes	 upon	 him.	 For	my	 friends,"	 added
Alan,	simply,	"are	no	very	well	off."
My	uncle	cleared	his	throat.	"I'm	no	very	caring,"	says	he.	"He	wasnae	a	good

lad	at	the	best	of	it,	and	I've	nae	call	to	interfere."
"Ay,	ay,"	said	Alan,	"I	see	what	ye	would	be	at:	pretending	ye	don't	care,	 to

make	the	ransom	smaller."
"Na,"	said	my	uncle,	"it's	the	mere	truth.	I	take	nae	manner	of	interest	in	the

lad,	and	I'll	pay	nae	ransome,	and	ye	can	make	a	kirk	and	a	mill	of	him	for	what
I	care."
"Hoot,	 sir,"	 says	 Alan.	 "Blood's	 thicker	 than	 water,	 in	 the	 deil's	 name!	 Ye

cannae	 desert	 your	 brother's	 son	 for	 the	 fair	 shame	of	 it;	 and	 if	 ye	 did,	 and	 it
came	to	be	kennt,	ye	wouldnae	be	very	popular	in	your	country-side,	or	I'm	the
more	deceived."
"I'm	no	just	very	popular	the	way	it	is,"	returned	Ebenezer;	"and	I	dinnae	see

how	 it	 would	 come	 to	 be	 kennt.	 No	 by	me,	 onyway;	 nor	 yet	 by	 you	 or	 your



friends.	So	that's	idle	talk,	my	buckie,"	says	he.
"Then	it'll	have	to	be	David	that	tells	it,"	said	Alan.
"How	that?"	says	my	uncle,	sharply.
"Ou,	 just	 this,	 way"	 says	 Alan.	 "My	 friends	 would	 doubtless	 keep	 your

nephew	as	long	as	there	was	any	likelihood	of	siller	to	be	made	of	it,	but	if	there
was	nane,	I	am	clearly	of	opinion	they	would	let	him	gang	where	he	pleased,	and
be	damned	to	him!"
"Ay,	but	I'm	no	very	caring	about	that	either,"	said	my	uncle.	"I	wouldnae	be

muckle	made	up	with	that."
"I	was	thinking	that,"	said	Alan.
"And	what	for	why?"	asked	Ebenezer.
"Why,	Mr.	Balfour,"	 replied	Alan,	 "by	 all	 that	 I	 could	 hear,	 there	were	 two

ways	of	it:	either	ye	liked	David	and	would	pay	to	get	him	back;	or	else	ye	had
very	 good	 reasons	 for	 not	wanting	 him,	 and	would	 pay	 for	 us	 to	 keep	 him.	 It
seems	it's	not	the	first;	well	then,	it's	the	second;	and	blythe	am	I	to	ken	it,	for	it
should	be	a	pretty	penny	in	my	pocket	and	the	pockets	of	my	friends."
"I	dinnae	follow	ye	there,"	said	my	uncle.
"No?"	said	Alan.	"Well,	see	here:	you	dinnae	want	the	lad	back;	well,	what	do

ye	want	done	with	him,	and	how	much	will	ye	pay?"
My	uncle	made	no	answer,	but	shifted	uneasily	on	his	seat.
"Come,	 sir,"	 cried	Alan.	 "I	would	have	you	 to	ken	 that	 I	 am	a	gentleman;	 I

bear	a	king's	name;	 I	am	nae	 rider	 to	kick	my	shanks	at	your	hall	door.	Either
give	me	an	answer	in	civility,	and	that	out	of	hand;	or	by	the	top	of	Glencoe,	I
will	ram	three	feet	of	iron	through	your	vitals."
"Eh,	man,"	cried	my	uncle,	scrambling	to	his	feet,	"give	me	a	meenit!	What's

like	wrong	with	ye?	I'm	just	a	plain	man	and	nae	dancing	master;	and	I'm	tryin	to
be	as	ceevil	as	 it's	morally	possible.	As	 for	 that	wild	 talk,	 it's	 fair	disrepitable.
Vitals,	says	you!	And	where	would	I	be	with	my	blunderbush?"	he	snarled.
"Powder	and	your	auld	hands	are	but	as	 the	snail	 to	 the	swallow	against	 the

bright	 steel	 in	 the	hands	of	Alan,"	 said	 the	other.	 "Before	your	 jottering	 finger
could	find	the	trigger,	the	hilt	would	dirl	on	your	breast-bane."
"Eh,	man,	whae's	denying	 it?"	said	my	uncle.	"Pit	 it	as	ye	please,	hae't	your

ain	way;	I'll	do	naething	to	cross	ye.	Just	tell	me	what	like	ye'll	be	wanting,	and
ye'll	see	that	we'll	can	agree	fine."
"Troth,	sir,"	said	Alan,	"I	ask	for	nothing	but	plain	dealing.	In	two	words:	do

ye	want	the	lad	killed	or	kept?"
"O,	sirs!"	cried	Ebenezer.	"O,	sirs,	me!	that's	no	kind	of	language!"
"Killed	or	kept!"	repeated	Alan.
"O,	 keepit,	 keepit!"	 wailed	 my	 uncle.	 "We'll	 have	 nae	 bloodshed,	 if	 you



please."
"Well,"	says	Alan,	"as	ye	please;	that'll	be	the	dearer."
"The	dearer?"	cries	Ebenezer.	"Would	ye	fyle	your	hands	wi'	crime?"
"Hoot!"	said	Alan,	"they're	baith	crime,	whatever!	And	the	killing's	easier,	and

quicker,	 and	 surer.	 Keeping	 the	 lad'll	 be	 a	 fashious	 	 job,	 a	 fashious,	 kittle
business."
"I'll	have	him	keepit,	though,"	returned	my	uncle.	"I	never	had	naething	to	do

with	 onything	 morally	 wrong;	 and	 I'm	 no	 gaun	 to	 begin	 to	 pleasure	 a	 wild
Hielandman."
"Ye're	unco	scrupulous,"	sneered	Alan.
"I'm	a	man	o'	principle,"	said	Ebenezer,	simply;	"and	if	I	have	to	pay	for	it,	I'll

have	to	pay	for	it.	And	besides,"	says	he,	"ye	forget	the	lad's	my	brother's	son."
"Well,	well,"	said	Alan,	"and	now	about	the	price.	It's	no	very	easy	for	me	to

set	a	name	upon	it;	I	would	first	have	to	ken	some	small	matters.	I	would	have	to
ken,	for	instance,	what	ye	gave	Hoseason	at	the	first	off-go?"
"Hoseason!"	cries	my	uncle,	struck	aback.	"What	for?"
"For	kidnapping	David,"	says	Alan.
"It's	a	lee,	it's	a	black	lee!"	cried	my	uncle.	"He	was	never	kidnapped.	He	leed

in	his	throat	that	tauld	ye	that.	Kidnapped?	He	never	was!"
"That's	no	fault	of	mine	nor	yet	of	yours,"	said	Alan;	"nor	yet	of	Hoseason's,	if

he's	a	man	that	can	be	trusted."
"What	do	ye	mean?"	cried	Ebenezer.	"Did	Hoseason	tell	ye?"
"Why,	ye	donnered	auld	runt,	how	else	would	I	ken?"	cried	Alan.	"Hoseason

and	me	are	partners;	we	gang	shares;	so	ye	can	see	for	yoursel'	what	good	ye	can
do	 leeing.	And	I	must	plainly	say	ye	drove	a	 fool's	bargain	when	ye	 let	a	man
like	the	sailor-man	so	far	forward	in	your	private	matters.	But	that's	past	praying
for;	and	ye	must	lie	on	your	bed	the	way	ye	made	it.	And	the	point	in	hand	is	just
this:	what	did	ye	pay	him?"
"Has	he	tauld	ye	himsel'?"	asked	my	uncle.
"That's	my	concern,"	said	Alan.
"Weel,"	said	my	uncle,	"I	dinnae	care	what	he	said,	he	 leed,	and	 the	solemn

God's	truth	is	this,	that	I	gave	him	twenty	pound.	But	I'll	be	perfec'ly	honest	with
ye:	forby	that,	he	was	to	have	the	selling	of	the	lad	in	Caroliny,	whilk	would	be
as	muckle	mair,	but	no	from	my	pocket,	ye	see."
"Thank	 you,	Mr.	 Thomson.	 That	will	 do	 excellently	well,"	 said	 the	 lawyer,

stepping	forward;	and	then	mighty	civilly,	"Good-evening,	Mr.	Balfour,"	said	he.
And,	"Good-evening,	Uncle	Ebenezer,"	said	I.
And,	"It's	a	braw	nicht,	Mr.	Balfour"	added	Torrance.
Never	 a	word	 said	my	uncle,	 neither	 black	nor	white;	 but	 just	 sat	where	he



was	on	 the	 top	door-step	 and	 stared	upon	us	 like	 a	man	 turned	 to	 stone.	Alan
filched	 away	his	 blunderbuss;	 and	 the	 lawyer,	 taking	him	by	 the	 arm,	 plucked
him	up	from	the	doorstep,	led	him	into	the	kitchen,	whither	we	all	followed,	and
set	him	down	in	a	chair	beside	the	hearth,	where	the	fire	was	out	and	only	a	rush-
light	burning.
There	we	all	looked	upon	him	for	a	while,	exulting	greatly	in	our	success,	but

yet	with	a	sort	of	pity	for	the	man's	shame.
"Come,	 come,	 Mr.	 Ebenezer,"	 said	 the	 lawyer,	 "you	 must	 not	 be	 down-

hearted,	for	I	promise	you	we	shall	make	easy	terms.	In	the	meanwhile	give	us
the	cellar	key,	and	Torrance	shall	draw	us	a	bottle	of	your	father's	wine	in	honour
of	the	event."	Then,	turning	to	me	and	taking	me	by	the	hand,	"Mr.	David,"	says
he,	 "I	wish	you	all	 joy	 in	your	good	 fortune,	which	 I	 believe	 to	be	deserved."
And	 then	 to	 Alan,	 with	 a	 spice	 of	 drollery,	 "Mr.	 Thomson,	 I	 pay	 you	 my
compliment;	 it	 was	 most	 artfully	 conducted;	 but	 in	 one	 point	 you	 somewhat
outran	my	comprehension.	Do	I	understand	your	name	to	be	James?	or	Charles?
or	is	it	George,	perhaps?"
"And	why	should	it	be	any	of	the	three,	sir?"	quoth	Alan,	drawing	himself	up,

like	one	who	smelt	an	offence.
"Only,	 sir,	 that	 you	 mentioned	 a	 king's	 name,"	 replied	 Rankeillor;	 "and	 as

there	has	never	yet	been	a	King	Thomson,	or	his	fame	at	 least	has	never	come
my	way,	I	judged	you	must	refer	to	that	you	had	in	baptism."
This	was	just	the	stab	that	Alan	would	feel	keenest,	and	I	am	free	to	confess

he	took	it	very	ill.	Not	a	word	would	he	answer,	but	stepped	off	to	the	far	end	of
the	kitchen,	and	sat	down	and	sulked;	and	it	was	not	till	I	stepped	after	him,	and
gave	him	my	hand,	and	thanked	him	by	title	as	the	chief	spring	of	my	success,
that	he	began	to	smile	a	bit,	and	was	at	last	prevailed	upon	to	join	our	party.
By	 that	 time	we	had	 the	 fire	 lighted,	and	a	bottle	of	wine	uncorked;	a	good

supper	came	out	of	 the	basket,	 to	which	Torrance	and	I	and	Alan	set	ourselves
down;	while	the	lawyer	and	my	uncle	passed	into	the	next	chamber	to	consult.
They	stayed	 there	closeted	about	an	hour;	at	 the	end	of	which	period	 they	had
come	 to	 a	 good	 understanding,	 and	 my	 uncle	 and	 I	 set	 our	 hands	 to	 the
agreement	in	a	formal	manner.	By	the	terms	of	this,	my	uncle	bound	himself	to
satisfy	Rankeillor	as	to	his	intromissions,	and	to	pay	me	two	clear	thirds	of	the
yearly	income	of	Shaws.
So	the	beggar	in	the	ballad	had	come	home;	and	when	I	lay	down	that	night	on

the	kitchen	chests,	 I	was	a	man	of	means	and	had	a	name	in	 the	country.	Alan
and	Torrance	and	Rankeillor	slept	and	snored	on	their	hard	beds;	but	for	me	who
had	 lain	out	under	heaven	and	upon	dirt	 and	stones,	 so	many	days	and	nights,
and	often	with	an	empty	belly,	and	in	fear	of	death,	this	good	change	in	my	case



unmanned	me	more	than	any	of	the	former	evil	ones;	and	I	lay	till	dawn,	looking
at	the	fire	on	the	roof	and	planning	the	future.



Chapter		30	
GOOD-BYE
So	 far	 as	 I	was	 concerned	myself,	 I	 had	 come	 to	 port;	 but	 I	 had	 still	Alan,	 to
whom	I	was	so	much	beholden,	on	my	hands;	and	I	felt	besides	a	heavy	charge
in	 the	 matter	 of	 the	 murder	 and	 James	 of	 the	 Glens.	 On	 both	 these	 heads	 I
unbosomed	to	Rankeillor	the	next	morning,	walking	to	and	fro	about	six	of	the
clock	 before	 the	 house	 of	 Shaws,	 and	with	 nothing	 in	 view	but	 the	 fields	 and
woods	that	had	been	my	ancestors'	and	were	now	mine.	Even	as	I	spoke	on	these
grave	subjects,	my	eye	would	take	a	glad	bit	of	a	run	over	the	prospect,	and	my
heart	jump	with	pride.
About	my	clear	duty	to	my	friend,	the	lawyer	had	no	doubt.	I	must	help	him

out	of	the	county	at	whatever	risk;	but	in	the	case	of	James,	he	was	of	a	different
mind.
"Mr.	Thomson,"	says	he,	"is	one	thing,	Mr.	Thomson's	kinsman	quite	another.

I	know	little	of	 the	facts,	but	I	gather	 that	a	great	noble	(whom	we	will	call,	 if
you	 like,	 the	 D.	 of	 A.)	 has	 some	 concern	 and	 is	 even	 supposed	 to	 feel	 some
animosity	 in	 the	matter.	The	D.	of	A.	 is	doubtless	an	excellent	nobleman;	but,
Mr.	David,	 timeo	qui	nocuere	deos.	If	you	interfere	to	balk	his	vengeance,	you
should	remember	there	is	one	way	to	shut	your	testimony	out;	and	that	is	to	put
you	 in	 the	 dock.	 There,	 you	 would	 be	 in	 the	 same	 pickle	 as	 Mr.	 Thomson's
kinsman.	You	will	object	that	you	are	innocent;	well,	but	so	is	he.	And	to	be	tried
for	your	life	before	a	Highland	jury,	on	a	Highland	quarrel	and	with	a	Highland
Judge	upon	the	bench,	would	be	a	brief	transition	to	the	gallows."
Now	I	had	made	all	these	reasonings	before	and	found	no	very	good	reply	to

them;	so	I	put	on	all	the	simplicity	I	could.	"In	that	case,	sir,"	said	I,	"I	would	just
have	to	be	hanged—would	I	not?"
"My	dear	boy,"	cries	he,	"go	in	God's	name,	and	do	what	you	think	is	right.	It

is	a	poor	thought	that	at	my	time	of	life	I	should	be	advising	you	to	choose	the
safe	and	shameful;	and	I	take	it	back	with	an	apology.	Go	and	do	your	duty;	and
be	hanged,	 if	you	must,	 like	a	gentleman.	There	are	worse	 things	 in	 the	world
than	to	be	hanged."
"Not	many,	sir,"	said	I,	smiling.
"Why,	 yes,	 sir,"	 he	 cried,	 "very	many.	And	 it	would	 be	 ten	 times	 better	 for



your	uncle	(to	go	no	farther	afield)	if	he	were	dangling	decently	upon	a	gibbet."
Thereupon	he	turned	into	the	house	(still	in	a	great	fervour	of	mind,	so	that	I

saw	I	had	pleased	him	heartily)	and	 there	he	wrote	me	 two	 letters,	making	his
comments	on	them	as	he	wrote.
"This,"	 says	 he,	 "is	 to	 my	 bankers,	 the	 British	 Linen	 Company,	 placing	 a

credit	to	your	name.	Consult	Mr.	Thomson,	he	will	know	of	ways;	and	you,	with
this	 credit,	 can	 supply	 the	means.	 I	 trust	 you	will	 be	 a	 good	 husband	 of	 your
money;	 but	 in	 the	 affair	 of	 a	 friend	 like	 Mr.	 Thompson,	 I	 would	 be	 even
prodigal.	Then	for	his	kinsman,	there	is	no	better	way	than	that	you	should	seek
the	Advocate,	tell	him	your	tale,	and	offer	testimony;	whether	he	may	take	it	or
not,	 is	 quite	 another	matter,	 and	will	 turn	 on	 the	D.	 of	A.	Now,	 that	 you	may
reach	 the	 Lord	 Advocate	 well	 recommended,	 I	 give	 you	 here	 a	 letter	 to	 a
namesake	of	your	own,	the	learned	Mr.	Balfour	of	Pilrig,	a	man	whom	I	esteem.
It	will	 look	better	 that	you	should	be	presented	by	one	of	your	own	name;	and
the	laird	of	Pilrig	is	much	looked	up	to	in	the	Faculty	and	stands	well	with	Lord
Advocate	Grant.	I	would	not	trouble	him,	if	I	were	you,	with	any	particulars;	and
(do	 you	 know?)	 I	 think	 it	 would	 be	 needless	 to	 refer	 to	Mr.	 Thomson.	 Form
yourself	upon	the	laird,	he	is	a	good	model;	when	you	deal	with	the	Advocate,
be	discreet;	and	in	all	these	matters,	may	the	Lord	guide	you,	Mr.	David!"
Thereupon	he	took	his	farewell,	and	set	out	with	Torrance	for	the	Ferry,	while

Alan	 and	 I	 turned	 our	 faces	 for	 the	 city	 of	 Edinburgh.	 As	 we	 went	 by	 the
footpath	and	beside	the	gateposts	and	the	unfinished	lodge,	we	kept	looking	back
at	 the	house	of	my	fathers.	 It	stood	there,	bare	and	great	and	smokeless,	 like	a
place	 not	 lived	 in;	 only	 in	 one	 of	 the	 top	 windows,	 there	 was	 the	 peak	 of	 a
nightcap	bobbing	up	and	down	and	back	and	forward,	like	the	head	of	a	rabbit
from	 a	 burrow.	 I	 had	 little	 welcome	 when	 I	 came,	 and	 less	 kindness	 while	 I
stayed;	but	at	least	I	was	watched	as	I	went	away.
Alan	 and	 I	went	 slowly	 forward	 upon	 our	way,	 having	 little	 heart	 either	 to

walk	or	speak.	The	same	thought	was	uppermost	in	both,	that	we	were	near	the
time	of	our	parting;	and	remembrance	of	all	the	bygone	days	sate	upon	us	sorely.
We	talked	indeed	of	what	should	be	done;	and	it	was	resolved	that	Alan	should
keep	to	the	county,	biding	now	here,	now	there,	but	coming	once	in	the	day	to	a
particular	place	where	 I	might	be	able	 to	 communicate	with	him,	either	 in	my
own	person	or	by	messenger.	In	the	meanwhile,	I	was	to	seek	out	a	lawyer,	who
was	an	Appin	Stewart,	and	a	man	therefore	to	be	wholly	trusted;	and	it	should	be
his	part	to	find	a	ship	and	to	arrange	for	Alan's	safe	embarkation.	No	sooner	was
this	business	done,	than	the	words	seemed	to	leave	us;	and	though	I	would	seek
to	jest	with	Alan	under	the	name	of	Mr.	Thomson,	and	he	with	me	on	my	new
clothes	and	my	estate,	you	could	 feel	very	well	 that	we	were	nearer	 tears	 than



laughter.
We	came	the	by-way	over	the	hill	of	Corstorphine;	and	when	we	got	near	to

the	place	called	Rest-and-be-Thankful,	and	 looked	down	on	Corstorphine	bogs
and	over	to	the	city	and	the	castle	on	the	hill,	we	both	stopped,	for	we	both	knew
without	 a	 word	 said	 that	 we	 had	 come	 to	 where	 our	 ways	 parted.	 Here	 he
repeated	to	me	once	again	what	had	been	agreed	upon	between	us:	the	address	of
the	 lawyer,	 the	 daily	 hour	 at	which	Alan	might	 be	 found,	 and	 the	 signals	 that
were	to	be	made	by	any	that	came	seeking	him.	Then	I	gave	what	money	I	had	(a
guinea	or	two	of	Rankeillor's)	so	that	he	should	not	starve	in	the	meanwhile;	and
then	we	stood	a	space,	and	looked	over	at	Edinburgh	in	silence.
"Well,	good-bye,"	said	Alan,	and	held	out	his	left	hand.
"Good-bye,"	said	I,	and	gave	the	hand	a	little	grasp,	and	went	off	down	hill.
Neither	one	of	us	 looked	 the	other	 in	 the	 face,	nor	so	 long	as	he	was	 in	my

view	did	I	take	one	back	glance	at	the	friend	I	was	leaving.	But	as	I	went	on	my
way	to	the	city,	I	felt	so	lost	and	lonesome,	that	I	could	have	found	it	in	my	heart
to	sit	down	by	the	dyke,	and	cry	and	weep	like	any	baby.
It	 was	 coming	 near	 noon	 when	 I	 passed	 in	 by	 the	 West	 Kirk	 and	 the

Grassmarket	 into	 the	 streets	 of	 the	 capital.	 The	 huge	 height	 of	 the	 buildings,
running	up	to	ten	and	fifteen	storeys,	the	narrow	arched	entries	that	continually
vomited	 passengers,	 the	wares	 of	 the	merchants	 in	 their	windows,	 the	 hubbub
and	 endless	 stir,	 the	 foul	 smells	 and	 the	 fine	 clothes,	 and	 a	 hundred	 other
particulars	too	small	to	mention,	struck	me	into	a	kind	of	stupor	of	surprise,	so
that	I	let	the	crowd	carry	me	to	and	fro;	and	yet	all	the	time	what	I	was	thinking
of	was	Alan	at	Rest-and-be-Thankful;	and	all	the	time	(although	you	would	think
I	would	not	choose	but	be	delighted	with	these	braws	and	novelties)	there	was	a
cold	gnawing	in	my	inside	like	a	remorse	for	something	wrong.
The	hand	of	Providence	brought	me	 in	my	drifting	 to	 the	very	doors	of	 the

British	Linen	Company's	bank.



THE	PRINCESS	AND	THE	GOBLIN
George	MacDonald



Chapter		1
Why	the	Princess	Has	a	Story	About	Her
There	was	once	a	little	princess	whose	father	was	king	over	a	great	country	full
of	mountains	and	valleys.	His	palace	was	built	upon	one	of	the	mountains,	and
was	 very	 grand	 and	 beautiful.	 The	 princess,	whose	 name	was	 Irene,	was	 born
there,	 but	 she	was	 sent	 soon	 after	 her	 birth,	 because	 her	mother	was	 not	 very
strong,	 to	 be	 brought	 up	 by	 country	 people	 in	 a	 large	 house,	 half	 castle,	 half
farmhouse,	on	the	side	of	another	mountain,	about	half-way	between	its	base	and
its	peak.
The	princess	was	a	sweet	little	creature,	and	at	the	time	my	story	begins	was

about	eight	years	old,	I	think,	but	she	got	older	very	fast.	Her	face	was	fair	and
pretty,	with	eyes	like	two	bits	of	night	sky,	each	with	a	star	dissolved	in	the	blue.
Those	eyes	you	would	have	thought	must	have	known	they	came	from	there,	so
often	were	they	turned	up	in	that	direction.	The	ceiling	of	her	nursery	was	blue,
with	stars	in	it,	as	like	the	sky	as	they	could	make	it.	But	I	doubt	if	ever	she	saw
the	real	sky	with	the	stars	in	it,	for	a	reason	which	I	had	better	mention	at	once.
These	mountains	 were	 full	 of	 hollow	 places	 underneath;	 huge	 caverns,	 and

winding	ways,	some	with	water	running	through	them,	and	some	shining	with	all
colours	of	 the	 rainbow	when	a	 light	was	 taken	 in.	There	would	not	have	been
much	known	about	 them,	had	there	not	been	mines	 there,	great	deep	pits,	with
long	galleries	and	passages	running	off	from	them,	which	had	been	dug	to	get	at
the	ore	of	which	 the	mountains	were	 full.	 In	 the	course	of	digging,	 the	miners
came	upon	many	of	 these	natural	caverns.	A	few	of	 them	had	far-off	openings
out	on	the	side	of	a	mountain,	or	into	a	ravine.
Now	 in	 these	 subterranean	caverns	 lived	 a	 strange	 race	of	beings,	 called	by

some	gnomes,	by	some	kobolds,	by	some	goblins.	There	was	a	legend	current	in
the	country	 that	at	one	 time	they	 lived	above	ground,	and	were	very	 like	other
people.	 But	 for	 some	 reason	 or	 other,	 concerning	 which	 there	 were	 different
legendary	 theories,	 the	 king	 had	 laid	what	 they	 thought	 too	 severe	 taxes	 upon
them,	 or	 had	 required	 observances	 of	 them	 they	 did	 not	 like,	 or	 had	 begun	 to
treat	 them	with	more	severity,	 in	 some	way	or	other,	and	 impose	stricter	 laws;
and	 the	 consequence	 was	 that	 they	 had	 all	 disappeared	 from	 the	 face	 of	 the
country.	 According	 to	 the	 legend,	 however,	 instead	 of	 going	 to	 some	 other



country,	 they	 had	 all	 taken	 refuge	 in	 the	 subterranean	 caverns,	 whence	 they
never	 came	 out	 but	 at	 night,	 and	 then	 seldom	 showed	 themselves	 in	 any
numbers,	and	never	to	many	people	at	once.	It	was	only	in	the	least	frequented
and	most	difficult	parts	of	 the	mountains	 that	 they	were	 said	 to	gather	even	at
night	in	the	open	air.	Those	who	had	caught	sight	of	any	of	them	said	that	they
had	greatly	altered	in	the	course	of	generations;	and	no	wonder,	seeing	they	lived
away	 from	 the	 sun,	 in	 cold	 and	 wet	 and	 dark	 places.	 They	 were	 now,	 not
ordinarily	 ugly,	 but	 either	 absolutely	 hideous,	 or	 ludicrously	 grotesque	 both	 in
face	 and	 form.	 There	 was	 no	 invention,	 they	 said,	 of	 the	 most	 lawless
imagination	expressed	by	pen	or	pencil,	 that	could	surpass	 the	extravagance	of
their	 appearance.	But	 I	 suspect	 those	who	 said	 so	 had	mistaken	 some	 of	 their
animal	companions	for	the	goblins	themselves—of	which	more	by	and	by.	The
goblins	 themselves	 were	 not	 so	 far	 removed	 from	 the	 human	 as	 such	 a
description	would	imply.	And	as	they	grew	misshapen	in	body	they	had	grown	in
knowledge	and	cleverness,	and	now	were	able	to	do	things	no	mortal	could	see
the	possibility	of.	But	as	they	grew	in	cunning,	they	grew	in	mischief,	and	their
great	delight	was	in	every	way	they	could	think	of	to	annoy	the	people	who	lived
in	 the	 open-air	 storey	 above	 them.	They	 had	 enough	of	 affection	 left	 for	 each
other	to	preserve	them	from	being	absolutely	cruel	for	cruelty's	sake	to	those	that
came	 in	 their	 way;	 but	 still	 they	 so	 heartily	 cherished	 the	 ancestral	 grudge
against	 those	who	occupied	 their	 former	possessions	and	especially	against	 the
descendants	of	the	king	who	had	caused	their	expulsion,	that	they	sought	every
opportunity	of	tormenting	them	in	ways	that	were	as	odd	as	their	inventors;	and
although	dwarfed	and	misshapen,	they	had	strength	equal	to	their	cunning.	In	the
process	of	time	they	had	got	a	king	and	a	government	of	their	own,	whose	chief
business,	 beyond	 their	 own	 simple	 affairs,	 was	 to	 devise	 trouble	 for	 their
neighbours.	It	will	now	be	pretty	evident	why	the	little	princess	had	never	seen
the	sky	at	night.	They	were	much	too	afraid	of	the	goblins	to	let	her	out	of	the
house	then,	even	in	company	with	ever	so	many	attendants;	and	they	had	good
reason,	as	we	shall	see	by	and	by.



Chapter		2
The	Princess	Loses	Herself
I	have	said	the	Princess	Irene	was	about	eight	years	old	when	my	story	begins.
And	this	is	how	it	begins.
One	 very	 wet	 day,	 when	 the	 mountain	 was	 covered	 with	 mist	 which	 was

constantly	 gathering	 itself	 together	 into	 raindrops,	 and	 pouring	 down	 on	 the
roofs	of	the	great	old	house,	whence	it	fell	in	a	fringe	of	water	from	the	eaves	all
round	 about	 it,	 the	 princess	 could	 not	 of	 course	 go	out.	 She	got	 very	 tired,	 so
tired	that	even	her	toys	could	no	longer	amuse	her.	You	would	wonder	at	that	if	I
had	time	to	describe	to	you	one	half	of	the	toys	she	had.	But	then,	you	wouldn't
have	the	toys	themselves,	and	that	makes	all	the	difference:	you	can't	get	tired	of
a	thing	before	you	have	it.	It	was	a	picture,	though,	worth	seeing—the	princess
sitting	in	the	nursery	with	the	sky	ceiling	over	her	head,	at	a	great	table	covered
with	her	 toys.	 If	 the	 artist	would	 like	 to	 draw	 this,	 I	 should	 advise	 him	not	 to
meddle	with	the	toys.	I	am	afraid	of	attempting	to	describe	them,	and	I	think	he
had	better	not	try	to	draw	them.	He	had	better	not.	He	can	do	a	thousand	things	I
can't,	but	I	don't	think	he	could	draw	those	toys.	No	man	could	better	make	the
princess	 herself	 than	 he	 could,	 though—leaning	with	 her	 back	 bowed	 into	 the
back	 of	 the	 chair,	 her	 head	 hanging	 down,	 and	 her	 hands	 in	 her	 lap,	 very
miserable	 as	 she	 would	 say	 herself,	 not	 even	 knowing	 what	 she	 would	 like,
except	 it	were	 to	 go	 out	 and	get	 thoroughly	wet,	 and	 catch	 a	 particularly	 nice
cold,	and	have	to	go	to	bed	and	take	gruel.	The	next	moment	after	you	see	her
sitting	there,	her	nurse	goes	out	of	the	room.
Even	that	is	a	change,	and	the	princess	wakes	up	a	little,	and	looks	about	her.

Then	she	tumbles	off	her	chair	and	runs	out	of	the	door,	not	the	same	door	the
nurse	went	 out	 of,	 but	 one	which	 opened	 at	 the	 foot	 of	 a	 curious	 old	 stair	 of
worm-eaten	oak,	which	looked	as	if	never	anyone	had	set	foot	upon	it.	She	had
once	before	been	up	six	steps,	and	that	was	sufficient	reason,	in	such	a	day,	for
trying	to	find	out	what	was	at	the	top	of	it.
Up	and	up	she	ran—such	a	long	way	it	seemed	to	her!—until	she	came	to	the

top	of	the	third	flight.	There	she	found	the	landing	was	the	end	of	a	long	passage.
Into	this	she	ran.	It	was	full	of	doors	on	each	side.	There	were	so	many	that	she
did	not	care	 to	open	any,	but	 ran	on	 to	 the	end,	where	 she	 turned	 into	another



passage,	also	full	of	doors.	When	she	had	turned	twice	more,	and	still	saw	doors
and	only	doors	about	her,	she	began	to	get	frightened.	It	was	so	silent!	And	all
those	doors	must	hide	rooms	with	nobody	in	them!	That	was	dreadful.	Also	the
rain	 made	 a	 great	 trampling	 noise	 on	 the	 roof.	 She	 turned	 and	 started	 at	 full
speed,	her	 little	footsteps	echoing	through	the	sounds	of	 the	rain—back	for	 the
stairs	and	her	safe	nursery.	So	she	thought,	but	she	had	lost	herself	long	ago.	It
doesn't	follow	that	she	was	lost,	because	she	had	lost	herself,	though.
She	ran	for	some	distance,	turned	several	times,	and	then	began	to	be	afraid.

Very	soon	she	was	sure	that	she	had	lost	the	way	back.	Rooms	everywhere,	and
no	stair!	Her	little	heart	beat	as	fast	as	her	little	feet	ran,	and	a	lump	of	tears	was
growing	in	her	 throat.	But	she	was	too	eager	and	perhaps	too	frightened	to	cry
for	 some	 time.	 At	 last	 her	 hope	 failed	 her.	 Nothing	 but	 passages	 and	 doors
everywhere!	She	threw	herself	on	the	floor,	and	burst	into	a	wailing	cry	broken
by	sobs.
She	did	not	cry	long,	however,	for	she	was	as	brave	as	could	be	expected	of	a

princess	of	her	age.	After	a	good	cry,	she	got	up,	and	brushed	the	dust	from	her
frock.	Oh,	what	 old	 dust	 it	was!	Then	 she	wiped	her	 eyes	with	 her	 hands,	 for
princesses	don't	always	have	their	handkerchiefs	in	their	pockets,	any	more	than
some	other	little	girls	I	know	of.	Next,	like	a	true	princess,	she	resolved	on	going
wisely	to	work	to	find	her	way	back:	she	would	walk	through	the	passages,	and
look	in	every	direction	for	the	stair.	This	she	did,	but	without	success.	She	went
over	 the	same	ground	again	an	again	without	knowing	 it,	 for	 the	passages	and
doors	were	all	alike.	At	last,	in	a	corner,	through	a	half-open	door,	she	did	see	a
stair.	 But	 alas!	 it	 went	 the	 wrong	 way:	 instead	 of	 going	 down,	 it	 went	 up.
Frightened	 as	 she	was,	 however,	 she	 could	 not	 help	wishing	 to	 see	where	 yet
further	the	stair	could	lead.	It	was	very	narrow,	and	so	steep	that	she	went	on	like
a	four-legged	creature	on	her	hands	and	feet.



Chapter		3
The	Princess	and—We	Shall	See	Who
When	she	came	to	the	top,	she	found	herself	in	a	little	square	place,	with	three
doors,	two	opposite	each	other,	and	one	opposite	the	top	of	the	stair.	She	stood
for	 a	moment,	 without	 an	 idea	 in	 her	 little	 head	 what	 to	 do	 next.	 But	 as	 she
stood,	she	began	to	hear	a	curious	humming	sound.	Could	it	be	the	rain?	No.	It
was	much	more	gentle,	and	even	monotonous	than	the	sound	of	the	rain,	which
now	 she	 scarcely	 heard.	 The	 low	 sweet	 humming	 sound	 went	 on,	 sometimes
stopping	for	a	little	while	and	then	beginning	again.	It	was	more	like	the	hum	of
a	very	happy	bee	that	had	found	a	rich	well	of	honey	in	some	globular	flower,
than	anything	else	I	can	think	of	at	this	moment.	Where	could	it	come	from?	She
laid	her	ear	first	to	one	of	the	doors	to	hearken	if	it	was	there—then	to	another.
When	she	 laid	her	ear	against	 the	 third	door,	 there	could	be	no	doubt	where	 it
came	from:	it	must	be	from	something	in	that	room.	What	could	it	be?	She	was
rather	 afraid,	 but	 her	 curiosity	was	 stronger	 than	 her	 fear,	 and	 she	 opened	 the
door	very	gently	 and	peeped	 in.	What	do	you	 think	 she	 saw?	A	very	old	 lady
who	sat	spinning.
Perhaps	you	will	wonder	how	the	princess	could	tell	that	the	old	lady	was	an

old	 lady,	when	 I	 inform	you	 that	 not	only	was	 she	beautiful,	 but	her	 skin	was
smooth	 and	white.	 I	 will	 tell	 you	more.	 Her	 hair	 was	 combed	 back	 from	 her
forehead	and	 face,	and	hung	 loose	 far	down	and	all	over	her	back.	That	 is	not
much	like	an	old	lady—is	it?	Ah!	but	it	was	white	almost	as	snow.	And	although
her	face	was	so	smooth,	her	eyes	looked	so	wise	that	you	could	not	have	helped
seeing	she	must	be	old.	The	princess,	though	she	could	not	have	told	you	why,
did	think	her	very	old	indeed—quite	fifty,	she	said	to	herself.	But	she	was	rather
older	than	that,	as	you	shall	hear.
While	 the	princess	stared	bewildered,	with	her	head	 just	 inside	 the	door,	 the

old	lady	lifted	hers,	and	said,	in	a	sweet,	but	old	and	rather	shaky	voice,	which
mingled	very	pleasantly	with	the	continued	hum	of	her	wheel:
'Come	in,	my	dear;	come	in.	I	am	glad	to	see	you.'
That	the	princess	was	a	real	princess	you	might	see	now	quite	plainly;	for	she

didn't	 hang	 on	 to	 the	 handle	 of	 the	 door,	 and	 stare	without	moving,	 as	 I	 have
known	some	do	who	ought	to	have	been	princesses	but	were	only	rather	vulgar



little	girls.	She	did	as	she	was	told,	stepped	inside	the	door	at	once,	and	shut	it
gently	behind	her.
'Come	to	me,	my	dear,'	said	the	old	lady.
And	 again	 the	 princess	 did	 as	 she	was	 told.	 She	 approached	 the	 old	 lady—

rather	slowly,	I	confess—but	did	not	stop	until	she	stood	by	her	side,	and	looked
up	in	her	face	with	her	blue	eyes	and	the	two	melted	stars	in	them.
'Why,	what	have	you	been	doing	with	your	eyes,	child?'	asked	the	old	lady.
'Crying,'	answered	the	princess.
'Why,	child?'
'Because	I	couldn't	find	my	way	down	again.'
'But	you	could	find	your	way	up.'
'Not	at	first—not	for	a	long	time.'
'But	your	face	is	streaked	like	the	back	of	a	zebra.	Hadn't	you	a	handkerchief

to	wipe	your	eyes	with?'
'No.'
'Then	why	didn't	you	come	to	me	to	wipe	them	for	you?'
'Please,	I	didn't	know	you	were	here.	I	will	next	time.'
'There's	a	good	child!'	said	the	old	lady.
Then	she	 stopped	her	wheel,	 and	 rose,	 and,	going	out	of	 the	 room,	 returned

with	 a	 little	 silver	 basin	 and	 a	 soft	 white	 towel,	 with	 which	 she	 washed	 and
wiped	the	bright	little	face.	And	the	princess	thought	her	hands	were	so	smooth
and	nice!
When	she	carried	away	the	basin	and	towel,	the	little	princess	wondered	to	see

how	straight	and	tall	she	was,	for,	although	she	was	so	old,	she	didn't	stoop	a	bit.
She	was	 dressed	 in	 black	 velvet	with	 thick	white	 heavy-looking	 lace	 about	 it;
and	 on	 the	 black	 dress	 her	 hair	 shone	 like	 silver.	 There	was	 hardly	 any	more
furniture	 in	 the	 room	 than	 there	 might	 have	 been	 in	 that	 of	 the	 poorest	 old
woman	who	made	her	bread	by	her	spinning.	There	was	no	carpet	on	the	floor—
no	 table	 anywhere—nothing	 but	 the	 spinning-wheel	 and	 the	 chair	 beside	 it.
When	she	came	back,	she	sat	down	and	without	a	word	began	her	spinning	once
more,	while	Irene,	who	had	never	seen	a	spinning-wheel,	stood	by	her	side	and
looked	on.	When	the	old	lady	had	got	her	thread	fairly	going	again,	she	said	to
the	princess,	but	without	looking	at	her:
'Do	you	know	my	name,	child?'
'No,	I	don't	know	it,'	answered	the	princess.
'My	name	is	Irene.'
'That's	my	name!'	cried	the	princess.
'I	know	that.	I	let	you	have	mine.	I	haven't	got	your	name.	You've	got	mine.'
'How	can	that	be?'	asked	the	princess,	bewildered.	'I've	always	had	my	name.'



'Your	papa,	the	king,	asked	me	if	I	had	any	objection	to	your	having	it;	and,	of
course,	I	hadn't.	I	let	you	have	it	with	pleasure.'
'It	was	very	kind	of	you	to	give	me	your	name—and	such	a	pretty	one,'	said

the	princess.
'Oh,	not	so	very	kind!'	said	the	old	lady.	'A	name	is	one	of	those	things	one	can

give	away	and	keep	all	the	same.	I	have	a	good	many	such	things.	Wouldn't	you
like	to	know	who	I	am,	child?'
'Yes,	that	I	should—very	much.'
'I'm	your	great-great-grandmother,'	said	the	lady.
'What's	that?'	asked	the	princess.
'I'm	your	father's	mother's	father's	mother.'
'Oh,	dear!	I	can't	understand	that,'	said	the	princess.
'I	dare	say	not.	I	didn't	expect	you	would.	But	that's	no	reason	why	I	shouldn't

say	it.'
'Oh,	no!'	answered	the	princess.
'I	will	explain	it	all	to	you	when	you	are	older,'	the	lady	went	on.	'But	you	will

be	able	to	understand	this	much	now:	I	came	here	to	take	care	of	you.'
'Is	it	long	since	you	came?	Was	it	yesterday?	Or	was	it	today,	because	it	was

so	wet	that	I	couldn't	get	out?'
'I've	been	here	ever	since	you	came	yourself.'
'What	a	long	time!'	said	the	princess.	'I	don't	remember	it	at	all.'
'No.	I	suppose	not.'
'But	I	never	saw	you	before.'
'No.	But	you	shall	see	me	again.'
'Do	you	live	in	this	room	always?'
'I	don't	sleep	in	it.	I	sleep	on	the	opposite	side	of	the	landing.	I	sit	here	most	of

the	day.'
'I	shouldn't	 like	 it.	My	nursery	 is	much	prettier.	You	must	be	a	queen	 too,	 if

you	are	my	great	big	grand-mother.'
'Yes,	I	am	a	queen.'
'Where	is	your	crown,	then?'	'In	my	bedroom.'
'I	should	like	to	see	it.'
'You	shall	some	day—not	today.'
'I	wonder	why	nursie	never	told	me.'
'Nursie	doesn't	know.	She	never	saw	me.'
'But	somebody	knows	that	you	are	in	the	house?'
'No;	nobody.'
'How	do	you	get	your	dinner,	then?'
'I	keep	poultry—of	a	sort.'



'Where	do	you	keep	them?'
'I	will	show	you.'
'And	who	makes	the	chicken	broth	for	you?'
'I	never	kill	any	of	MY	chickens.'
'Then	I	can't	understand.'
'What	did	you	have	for	breakfast	this	morning?'	asked	the	lady.
'Oh!	I	had	bread	and	milk,	and	an	egg—I	dare	say	you	eat	their	eggs.'
'Yes,	that's	it.	I	eat	their	eggs.'
'Is	that	what	makes	your	hair	so	white?'
'No,	my	dear.	It's	old	age.	I	am	very	old.'
'I	thought	so.	Are	you	fifty?'
'Yes—more	than	that.'
'Are	you	a	hundred?'
'Yes—more	 than	 that.	 I	 am	 too	 old	 for	 you	 to	 guess.	 Come	 and	 see	 my

chickens.'
Again	she	stopped	her	spinning.	She	rose,	took	the	princess	by	the	hand,	led

her	 out	 of	 the	 room,	 and	 opened	 the	 door	 opposite	 the	 stair.	 The	 princess
expected	to	see	a	lot	of	hens	and	chickens,	but	instead	of	that,	she	saw	the	blue
sky	 first,	 and	 then	 the	 roofs	 of	 the	 house,	 with	 a	 multitude	 of	 the	 loveliest
pigeons,	mostly	white,	but	of	all	colours,	walking	about,	making	bows	 to	each
other,	and	 talking	a	 language	she	could	not	understand.	She	clapped	her	hands
with	 delight,	 and	 up	 rose	 such	 a	 flapping	 of	 wings	 that	 she	 in	 her	 turn	 was
startled.
'You've	frightened	my	poultry,'	said	the	old	lady,	smiling.
'And	they've	frightened	me,'	said	the	princess,	smiling	too.	'But	what	very	nice

poultry!	Are	the	eggs	nice?'
'Yes,	very	nice.'	'What	a	small	egg-spoon	you	must	have!	Wouldn't	it	be	better

to	keep	hens,	and	get	bigger	eggs?'
'How	should	I	feed	them,	though?'
'I	see,'	said	the	princess.	'The	pigeons	feed	themselves.	They've	got	wings.'
'Just	so.	If	they	couldn't	fly,	I	couldn't	eat	their	eggs.'
'But	how	do	you	get	at	the	eggs?	Where	are	their	nests?'
The	lady	took	hold	of	a	little	loop	of	string	in	the	wall	at	the	side	of	the	door

and,	 lifting	a	shutter,	showed	a	great	many	pigeon-holes	with	nests,	some	with
young	ones	and	some	with	eggs	in	them.	The	birds	came	in	at	the	other	side,	and
she	 took	out	 the	 eggs	 on	 this	 side.	She	 closed	 it	 again	 quickly,	 lest	 the	 young
ones	should	be	frightened.
'Oh,	what	a	nice	way!'	cried	the	princess.	'Will	you	give	me	an	egg	to	eat?	I'm

rather	hungry.'



'I	will	some	day,	but	now	you	must	go	back,	or	nursie	will	be	miserable	about
you.	I	dare	say	she's	looking	for	you	everywhere.'
'Except	 here,'	 answered	 the	princess.	 'Oh,	 how	 surprised	 she	will	 be	when	 I

tell	her	about	my	great	big	grand-grand-mother!'
'Yes,	that	she	will!'	said	the	old	lady	with	a	curious	smile.	 'Mind	you	tell	her

all	about	it	exactly.'
'That	I	will.	Please	will	you	take	me	back	to	her?'
'I	can't	go	all	the	way,	but	I	will	take	you	to	the	top	of	the	stair,	and	then	you

must	run	down	quite	fast	into	your	own	room.'
The	 little	princess	put	her	hand	 in	 the	old	 lady's,	who,	 looking	 this	way	and

that,	 brought	 her	 to	 the	 top	 of	 the	 first	 stair,	 and	 thence	 to	 the	 bottom	 of	 the
second,	and	did	not	leave	her	till	she	saw	her	half-way	down	the	third.	When	she
heard	the	cry	of	her	nurse's	pleasure	at	finding	her,	she	turned	and	walked	up	the
stairs	again,	very	fast	indeed	for	such	a	very	great	grandmother,	and	sat	down	to
her	spinning	with	another	strange	smile	on	her	sweet	old	face.
About	this	spinning	of	hers	I	will	tell	you	more	another	time.
Guess	what	she	was	spinning.



Chapter		4
What	the	Nurse	Thought	of	It
'Why,	where	 can	 you	 have	 been,	 princess?'	 asked	 the	 nurse,	 taking	 her	 in	 her
arms.	'It's	very	unkind	of	you	to	hide	away	so	long.	I	began	to	be	afraid—'	Here
she	checked	herself.
'What	were	you	afraid	of,	nursie?'	asked	the	princess.
'Never	mind,'	she	answered.	'Perhaps	I	will	tell	you	another	day.	Now	tell	me

where	you	have	been.'
'I've	been	up	a	long	way	to	see	my	very	great,	huge,	old	grandmother,'	said	the

princess.
'What	do	you	mean	by	 that?'	 asked	 the	nurse,	who	 thought	 she	was	making

fun.
'I	mean	that	I've	been	a	long	way	up	and	up	to	see	My	GREAT	grandmother.

Ah,	 nursie,	 you	 don't	 know	what	 a	 beautiful	mother	 of	 grandmothers	 I've	 got
upstairs.	She	 is	such	an	old	 lady,	with	such	 lovely	white	hair—as	white	as	my
silver	cup.	Now,	when	I	think	of	it,	I	think	her	hair	must	be	silver.'
'What	nonsense	you	are	talking,	princess!'	said	the	nurse.
'I'm	not	 talking	nonsense,'	 returned	Irene,	 rather	offended.	 'I	will	 tell	you	all

about	her.	She's	much	taller	than	you,	and	much	prettier.'
'Oh,	I	dare	say!'	remarked	the	nurse.
'And	she	lives	upon	pigeons'	eggs.'
'Most	likely,'	said	the	nurse.
'And	she	sits	in	an	empty	room,	spin-spinning	all	day	long.'
'Not	a	doubt	of	it,'	said	the	nurse.
'And	she	keeps	her	crown	in	her	bedroom.'
'Of	course—quite	the	proper	place	to	keep	her	crown	in.	She	wears	it	in	bed,

I'll	be	bound.'
'She	didn't	say	that.	And	I	don't	think	she	does.	That	wouldn't	be	comfortable

—would	 it?	 I	 don't	 think	my	 papa	wears	 his	 crown	 for	 a	 night-cap.	Does	 he,
nursie?'
'I	never	asked	him.	I	dare	say	he	does.'
'And	she's	been	there	ever	since	I	came	here—ever	so	many	years.'
'Anybody	could	have	told	you	that,'	said	the	nurse,	who	did	not	believe	a	word



Irene	was	saying.
'Why	didn't	you	tell	me,	then?'
'There	was	no	necessity.	You	could	make	it	all	up	for	yourself.'
'You	don't	believe	me,	then!'	exclaimed	the	princess,	astonished	and	angry,	as

she	well	might	be.
'Did	you	expect	me	to	believe	you,	princess?'	asked	the	nurse	coldly.	'I	know

princesses	are	 in	 the	habit	of	 telling	make-believes,	but	you	are	 the	first	 I	ever
heard	of	who	expected	to	have	them	believed,'	she	added,	seeing	that	 the	child
was	strangely	in	earnest.
The	princess	burst	into	tears.
'Well,	 I	 must	 say,'	 remarked	 the	 nurse,	 now	 thoroughly	 vexed	 with	 her	 for

crying,	 'it	 is	 not	 at	 all	 becoming	 in	 a	 princess	 to	 tell	 stories	 and	 expect	 to	 be
believed	just	because	she	is	a	princess.'
'But	it's	quite	true,	I	tell	you.'
'You've	dreamt	it,	then,	child.'
'No,	I	didn't	dream	it.	I	went	upstairs,	and	I	lost	myself,	and	if	I	hadn't	found

the	beautiful	lady,	I	should	never	have	found	myself.'
'Oh,	I	dare	say!'
'Well,	you	just	come	up	with	me,	and	see	if	I'm	not	telling	the	truth.'
'Indeed	 I	 have	 other	work	 to	 do.	 It's	 your	 dinnertime,	 and	 I	won't	 have	 any

more	such	nonsense.'
The	 princess	wiped	her	 eyes,	 and	 her	 face	 grew	 so	 hot	 that	 they	were	 soon

quite	dry.	She	sat	down	to	her	dinner,	but	ate	next	to	nothing.	Not	to	be	believed
does	not	at	all	agree	with	princesses:	for	a	real	princess	cannot	tell	a	lie.	So	all
the	afternoon	she	did	not	speak	a	word.	Only	when	the	nurse	spoke	to	her,	she
answered	her,	for	a	real	princess	is	never	rude—even	when	she	does	well	to	be
offended.
Of	course	the	nurse	was	not	comfortable	in	her	mind—not	that	she	suspected

the	least	truth	in	Irene's	story,	but	that	she	loved	her	dearly,	and	was	vexed	with
herself	for	having	been	cross	to	her.	She	thought	her	crossness	was	the	cause	of
the	princess's	unhappiness,	and	had	no	idea	that	she	was	really	and	deeply	hurt	at
not	being	believed.	But,	as	it	became	more	and	more	plain	during	the	evening	in
her	 every	motion	 and	 look,	 that,	 although	 she	 tried	 to	 amuse	 herself	with	 her
toys,	her	heart	was	too	vexed	and	troubled	to	enjoy	them,	her	nurse's	discomfort
grew	and	grew.	When	bedtime	came,	she	undressed	and	laid	her	down,	but	the
child,	instead	of	holding	up	her	little	mouth	to	be	kissed,	turned	away	from	her
and	lay	still.	Then	nursie's	heart	gave	way	altogether,	and	she	began	 to	cry.	At
the	sound	of	her	first	sob	the	princess	turned	again,	and	held	her	face	to	kiss	her
as	 usual.	 But	 the	 nurse	 had	 her	 handkerchief	 to	 her	 eyes,	 and	 did	 not	 see	 the



movement.
'Nursie,'	said	the	princess,	'why	won't	you	believe	me?'
'Because	I	can't	believe	you,'	said	the	nurse,	getting	angry	again.
'Ah!	then,	you	can't	help	it,'	said	Irene,	'and	I	will	not	be	vexed	with	you	any

more.	I	will	give	you	a	kiss	and	go	to	sleep.'
'You	little	angel!'	cried	the	nurse,	and	caught	her	out	of	bed,	and	walked	about

the	room	with	her	in	her	arms,	kissing	and	hugging	her.
'You	will	 let	me	 take	 you	 to	 see	my	 dear	 old	 great	 big	 grandmother,	 won't

you?'	said	the	princess,	as	she	laid	her	down	again.
'And	you	won't	say	I'm	ugly,	any	more—will	you,	princess?'	 'Nursie,	I	never

said	you	were	ugly.	What	can	you	mean?'
'Well,	if	you	didn't	say	it,	you	meant	it.'
'Indeed,	I	never	did.'
'You	said	I	wasn't	so	pretty	as	that—'
'As	my	beautiful	grandmother—yes,	I	did	say	that;	and	I	say	it	again,	for	it's

quite	true.'
'Then	I	do	think	you	are	unkind!'	said	the	nurse,	and	put	her	handkerchief	to

her	eyes	again.
'Nursie,	dear,	everybody	can't	be	as	beautiful	as	every	other	body,	you	know.

You	are	very	nice-looking,	but	if	you	had	been	as	beautiful	as	my	grandmother
—'
'Bother	your	grandmother!'	said	the	nurse.
'Nurse,	 that's	 very	 rude.	You	 are	not	 fit	 to	 be	 spoken	 to	 till	 you	 can	behave

better.'
The	 princess	 turned	 away	 once	more,	 and	 again	 the	 nurse	 was	 ashamed	 of

herself.
'I'm	 sure	 I	 beg	 your	 pardon,	 princess,'	 she	 said,	 though	 still	 in	 an	 offended

tone.	But	the	princess	let	the	tone	pass,	and	heeded	only	the	words.
'You	won't	say	it	again,	I	am	sure,'	she	answered,	once	more	turning	towards

her	nurse.	'I	was	only	going	to	say	that	if	you	had	been	twice	as	nice-looking	as
you	are,	some	king	or	other	would	have	married	you,	and	then	what	would	have
become	of	me?'
'You	 are	 an	 angel!'	 repeated	 the	 nurse,	 again	 embracing	 her.	 'Now,'	 insisted

Irene,	'you	will	come	and	see	my	grandmother—won't	you?'
'I	will	go	with	you	anywhere	you	like,	my	cherub,'	she	answered;	and	in	two

minutes	the	weary	little	princess	was	fast	asleep.



Chapter		5
The	Princess	Lets	Well	Alone
When	 she	 woke	 the	 next	morning,	 the	 first	 thing	 she	 heard	was	 the	 rain	 still
falling.	Indeed,	this	day	was	so	like	the	last	that	it	would	have	been	difficult	to
tell	where	was	the	use	of	It.	The	first	thing	she	thought	of,	however,	was	not	the
rain,	but	the	lady	in	the	tower;	and	the	first	question	that	occupied	her	thoughts
was	whether	she	should	not	ask	the	nurse	to	fulfil	her	promise	this	very	morning,
and	go	with	her	 to	 find	her	grandmother	as	soon	as	she	had	had	her	breakfast.
But	she	came	to	the	conclusion	that	perhaps	the	lady	would	not	be	pleased	if	she
took	 anyone	 to	 see	 her	 without	 first	 asking	 leave;	 especially	 as	 it	 was	 pretty
evident,	seeing	she	lived	on	pigeons'	eggs,	and	cooked	them	herself,	that	she	did
not	want	the	household	to	know	she	was	there.	So	the	princess	resolved	to	take
the	first	opportunity	of	running	up	alone	and	asking	whether	she	might	bring	her
nurse.	She	believed	the	fact	 that	she	could	not	otherwise	convince	her	she	was
telling	the	truth	would	have	much	weight	with	her	grandmother.
The	princess	and	her	nurse	were	the	best	of	friends	all	dressing-time,	and	the

princess	in	consequence	ate	an	enormous	little	breakfast.
'I	wonder,	Lootie'—that	was	her	pet	name	for	her	nurse—'what	pigeons'	eggs

taste	 like?'	 she	 said,	 as	 she	was	 eating	 her	 egg—not	 quite	 a	 common	one,	 for
they	always	picked	out	the	pinky	ones	for	her.
'We'll	get	you	a	pigeon's	egg,	and	you	shall	judge	for	yourself,'	said	the	nurse.
'Oh,	 no,	 no!'	 returned	 Irene,	 suddenly	 reflecting	 they	 might	 disturb	 the	 old

lady	 in	 getting	 it,	 and	 that	 even	 if	 they	 did	 not,	 she	 would	 have	 one	 less	 in
consequence.
'What	 a	 strange	 creature	 you	 are,'	 said	 the	 nurse—'first	 to	want	 a	 thing	 and

then	to	refuse	it!'
But	she	did	not	say	it	crossly,	and	the	princess	never	minded	any	remarks	that

were	not	unfriendly.
'Well,	you	see,	Lootie,	there	are	reasons,'	she	returned,	and	said	no	more,	for

she	 did	 not	 want	 to	 bring	 up	 the	 subject	 of	 their	 former	 strife,	 lest	 her	 nurse
should	offer	to	go	before	she	had	had	her	grandmother's	permission	to	bring	her.
Of	course	she	could	refuse	to	take	her,	but	then	she	would	believe	her	less	than
ever.



Now	the	nurse,	as	she	said	herself	afterwards,	could	not	be	every	moment	in
the	room;	and	as	never	before	yesterday	had	the	princess	given	her	the	smallest
reason	for	anxiety,	it	had	not	yet	come	into	her	head	to	watch	her	more	closely.
So	she	soon	gave	her	a	chance,	and,	the	very	first	that	offered,	Irene	was	off	and
up	the	stairs	again.
This	 day's	 adventure,	 however,	 did	 not	 turn	 out	 like	 yesterday's,	 although	 it

began	like	 it;	and	 indeed	 to-day	 is	very	seldom	like	yesterday,	 if	people	would
note	the	differences—even	when	it	rains.	The	princess	ran	through	passage	after
passage,	and	could	not	find	the	stair	of	the	tower.	My	own	suspicion	is	that	she
had	not	gone	up	high	enough,	 and	was	 searching	on	 the	 second	 instead	of	 the
third	floor.	When	she	turned	to	go	back,	she	failed	equally	in	her	search	after	the
stair.	She	was	lost	once	more.
Something	made	it	even	worse	to	bear	this	time,	and	it	was	no	wonder	that	she

cried	again.	Suddenly	it	occurred	to	her	that	it	was	after	having	cried	before	that
she	had	found	her	grandmother's	stair.	She	got	up	at	once,	wiped	her	eyes,	and
started	upon	a	fresh	quest.
This	time,	although	she	did	not	find	what	she	hoped,	she	found	what	was	next

best:	she	did	not	come	on	a	stair	that	went	up,	but	she	came	upon	one	that	went
down.	 It	was	 evidently	 not	 the	 stair	 she	 had	 come	 up,	 yet	 it	was	 a	 good	 deal
better	than	none;	so	down	she	went,	and	was	singing	merrily	before	she	reached
the	bottom.	There,	to	her	surprise,	she	found	herself	in	the	kitchen.	Although	she
was	not	allowed	to	go	there	alone,	her	nurse	had	often	taken	her,	and	she	was	a
great	favourite	with	the	servants.	So	there	was	a	general	rush	at	her	the	moment
she	appeared,	for	every	one	wanted	to	have	her;	and	the	report	of	where	she	was
soon	 reached	 the	 nurse's	 ears.	 She	 came	 at	 once	 to	 fetch	 her;	 but	 she	 never
suspected	how	she	had	got	there,	and	the	princess	kept	her	own	counsel.
Her	failure	to	find	the	old	lady	not	only	disappointed	her,	but	made	her	very

thoughtful.	 Sometimes	 she	 came	 almost	 to	 the	 nurse's	 opinion	 that	 she	 had
dreamed	all	about	her;	but	that	fancy	never	lasted	very	long.	She	wondered	much
whether	she	should	ever	see	her	again,	and	thought	it	very	sad	not	to	have	been
able	 to	 find	her	when	she	particularly	wanted	her.	She	 resolved	 to	 say	nothing
more	to	her	nurse	on	the	subject,	seeing	it	was	so	little	in	her	power	to	prove	her
words.



Chapter		6
The	Little	Miner
The	next	day	the	great	cloud	still	hung	over	 the	mountain,	and	the	rain	poured
like	water	from	a	full	sponge.	The	princess	was	very	fond	of	being	out	of	doors,
and	she	nearly	cried	when	she	saw	that	the	weather	was	no	better.	But	the	mist
was	not	of	such	a	dark	dingy	grey;	there	was	light	in	it;	and	as	the	hours	went	on
it	grew	brighter	and	brighter,	until	it	was	almost	too	brilliant	to	look	at;	and	late
in	 the	 afternoon	 the	 sun	 broke	 out	 so	 gloriously	 that	 Irene	 clapped	 her	 hands,
crying:
'See,	see,	Lootie!	The	sun	has	had	his	face	washed.	Look	how	bright	he	is!	Do

get	my	hat,	and	let	us	go	out	for	a	walk.	Oh,	dear!	oh,	dear!	how	happy	I	am!'
Lootie	was	very	glad	 to	please	 the	princess.	She	got	 her	hat	 and	 cloak,	 and

they	set	out	 together	for	a	walk	up	the	mountain;	for	 the	road	was	so	hard	and
steep	 that	 the	water	 could	 not	 rest	 upon	 it,	 and	 it	was	 always	 dry	 enough	 for
walking	 a	 few	minutes	 after	 the	 rain	 ceased.	The	 clouds	were	 rolling	 away	 in
broken	pieces,	 like	great,	overwoolly	 sheep,	whose	wool	 the	sun	had	bleached
till	it	was	almost	too	white	for	the	eyes	to	bear.	Between	them	the	sky	shone	with
a	deeper	and	purer	blue,	because	of	the	rain.	The	trees	on	the	roadside	were	hung
all	over	with	drops,	which	sparkled	in	the	sun	like	jewels.	The	only	things	that
were	no	brighter	for	the	rain	were	the	brooks	that	ran	down	the	mountain;	they
had	changed	from	the	clearness	of	crystal	to	a	muddy	brown;	but	what	they	lost
in	 colour	 they	 gained	 in	 sound—or	 at	 least	 in	 noise,	 for	 a	 brook	 when	 it	 is
swollen	 is	 not	 so	musical	 as	 before.	 But	 Irene	 was	 in	 raptures	 with	 the	 great
brown	streams	tumbling	down	everywhere;	and	Lootie	shared	in	her	delight,	for
she	too	had	been	confined	to	the	house	for	three	days.
At	length	she	observed	that	the	sun	was	getting	low,	and	said	it	was	time	to	be

going	back.	She	made	the	remark	again	and	again,	but,	every	time,	the	princess
begged	her	to	go	on	just	a	little	farther	and	a	little	farther;	reminding	her	that	it
was	much	easier	to	go	downhill,	and	saying	that	when	they	did	turn	they	would
be	at	home	in	a	moment.	So	on	and	on	they	did	go,	now	to	look	at	a	group	of
ferns	 over	 whose	 tops	 a	 stream	was	 pouring	 in	 a	 watery	 arch,	 now	 to	 pick	 a
shining	stone	from	a	rock	by	the	wayside,	now	to	watch	the	flight	of	some	bird.
Suddenly	the	shadow	of	a	great	mountain	peak	came	up	from	behind,	and	shot	in



front	of	them.	When	the	nurse	saw	it,	she	started	and	shook,	and	catching	hold	of
the	princess's	hand	turned	and	began	to	run	down	the	hill.
'What's	all	the	haste,	nursie?'	asked	Irene,	running	alongside	of	her.
'We	must	not	be	out	a	moment	longer.'
'But	we	can't	help	being	out	a	good	many	moments	longer.'
It	was	too	true.	The	nurse	almost	cried.	They	were	much	too	far	from	home.	It

was	against	express	orders	to	be	out	with	the	princess	one	moment	after	the	sun
was	down;	and	they	were	nearly	a	mile	up	the	mountain!	If	His	Majesty,	Irene's
papa,	were	 to	hear	of	 it,	Lootie	would	certainly	be	dismissed;	and	 to	 leave	 the
princess	would	break	her	heart.	It	was	no	wonder	she	ran.	But	Irene	was	not	in
the	 least	 frightened,	 not	 knowing	 anything	 to	 be	 frightened	 at.	 She	 kept	 on
chattering	as	well	as	she	could,	but	it	was	not	easy.
'Lootie!	Lootie!	why	do	you	run	so	fast?	It	shakes	my	teeth	when	I	talk.'
'Then	don't	talk,'	said	Lootie.
'But	the	princess	went	on	talking.	She	was	always	saying:	'Look,	look,	Lootie!'

but	Lootie	paid	no	more	heed	to	anything	she	said,	only	ran	on.
'Look,	look,	Lootie!	Don't	you	see	that	funny	man	peeping	over	the	rock?'
Lootie	 only	 ran	 the	 faster.	 They	 had	 to	 pass	 the	 rock,	 and	when	 they	 came

nearer,	the	princess	saw	it	was	only	a	lump	of	the	rock	itself	that	she	had	taken
for	a	man.
'Look,	look,	Lootie!	There's	such	a	curious	creature	at	the	foot	of	that	old	tree.

Look	at	it,	Lootie!	It's	making	faces	at	us,	I	do	think.'
Lootie	 gave	 a	 stifled	 cry,	 and	 ran	 faster	 still—so	 fast	 that	 Irene's	 little	 legs

could	 not	 keep	 up	with	 her,	 and	 she	 fell	with	 a	 crash.	 It	was	 a	 hard	 downhill
road,	and	she	had	been	running	very	fast—so	it	was	no	wonder	she	began	to	cry.
This	put	the	nurse	nearly	beside	herself;	but	all	she	could	do	was	to	run	on,	the
moment	she	got	the	princess	on	her	feet	again.
'Who's	that	laughing	at	me?'	said	the	princess,	trying	to	keep	in	her	sobs,	and

running	too	fast	for	her	grazed	knees.
'Nobody,	child,'	said	the	nurse,	almost	angrily.
But	 that	 instant	 there	came	a	burst	of	coarse	 tittering	 from	somewhere	near,

and	a	hoarse	indistinct	voice	that	seemed	to	say:	'Lies!	lies!	lies!'
'Oh!'	cried	the	nurse	with	a	sigh	that	was	almost	a	scream,	and	ran	on	faster

than	ever.
'Nursie!	Lootie!	I	can't	run	any	more.	Do	let	us	walk	a	bit.'
'What	am	I	to	do?'	said	the	nurse.	'Here,	I	will	carry	you.'
She	caught	her	up;	but	found	her	much	too	heavy	to	run	with,	and	had	to	set

her	down	again.	Then	she	looked	wildly	about	her,	gave	a	great	cry,	and	said:
'We've	 taken	 the	wrong	 turning	somewhere,	and	I	don't	know	where	we	are.



We	are	lost,	lost!'
The	 terror	she	was	 in	had	quite	bewildered	her.	 It	was	 true	enough	they	had

lost	the	way.	They	had	been	running	down	into	a	little	valley	in	which	there	was
no	house	to	be	seen.
Now	Irene	did	not	know	what	good	reason	there	was	for	her	nurse's	terror,	for

the	servants	had	all	strict	orders	never	to	mention	the	goblins	to	her,	but	it	was
very	discomposing	 to	 see	her	nurse	 in	 such	a	 fright.	Before,	however,	 she	had
time	to	grow	thoroughly	alarmed	like	her,	she	heard	the	sound	of	whistling,	and
that	revived	her.	Presently	she	saw	a	boy	coming	up	the	road	from	the	valley	to
meet	 them.	He	was	 the	whistler;	 but	before	 they	met	his	whistling	 changed	 to
singing.	And	this	is	something	like	what	he	sang:

'Ring!	dod!	bang!
Go	the	hammers'	clang!
Hit	and	turn	and	bore!
Whizz	and	puff	and	roar!
Thus	we	rive	the	rocks,
Force	the	goblin	locks.—
See	the	shining	ore!
One,	two,	three—
Bright	as	gold	can	be!
Four,	five,	six—
Shovels,	mattocks,	picks!
Seven,	eight,	nine—
Light	your	lamp	at	mine.
Ten,	eleven,	twelve—
Loosely	hold	the	helve.
We're	the	merry	miner-boys,
Make	the	goblins	hold	their	noise.'

'I	wish	YOU	would	hold	your	noise,'	said	the	nurse	rudely,	for	the	very	word
GOBLIN	at	such	a	time	and	in	such	a	place	made	her	tremble.	It	would	bring	the
goblins	 upon	 them	 to	 a	 certainty,	 she	 thought,	 to	 defy	 them	 in	 that	 way.	 But
whether	the	boy	heard	her	or	not,	he	did	not	stop	his	singing.

'Thirteen,	fourteen,	fifteen—
This	is	worth	the	siftin';
Sixteen,	seventeen,	eighteen—
There's	the	match,	and	lay't	in.



Nineteen,	twenty—
Goblins	in	a	plenty.'

'Do	 be	 quiet,'	 cried	 the	 nurse,	 in	 a	whispered	 shriek.	But	 the	 boy,	who	was
now	close	at	hand,	still	went	on.

'Hush!	scush!	scurry!
There	you	go	in	a	hurry!
Gobble!	gobble!	goblin!
There	you	go	a	wobblin';
Hobble,	hobble,	hobblin'—
Cobble!	cobble!	cobblin'!
Hob-bob-goblin!—
Huuuuuh!'

'There!'	 said	 the	 boy,	 as	 he	 stood	 still	 opposite	 them.	 'There!	 that'll	 do	 for
them.	They	 can't	 bear	 singing,	 and	 they	 can't	 stand	 that	 song.	 They	 can't	 sing
themselves,	for	they	have	no	more	voice	than	a	crow;	and	they	don't	 like	other
people	to	sing.'
The	boy	was	dressed	 in	a	miner's	dress,	with	a	curious	cap	on	his	head.	He

was	a	very	nice-looking	boy,	with	eyes	as	dark	as	the	mines	in	which	he	worked
and	as	 sparkling	as	 the	crystals	 in	 their	 rocks.	He	was	about	 twelve	years	old.
His	face	was	almost	too	pale	for	beauty,	which	came	of	his	being	so	little	in	the
open	air	and	the	sunlight—for	even	vegetables	grown	in	the	dark	are	white;	but
he	 looked	 happy,	 merry	 indeed—perhaps	 at	 the	 thought	 of	 having	 routed	 the
goblins;	and	his	bearing	as	he	stood	before	 them	had	nothing	clownish	or	rude
about	it.
'I	saw	them,'	he	went	on,	'as	I	came	up;	and	I'm	very	glad	I	did.	I	knew	they

were	 after	 somebody,	 but	 I	 couldn't	 see	who	 it	was.	 They	won't	 touch	 you	 so
long	as	I'm	with	you.'
'Why,	who	are	you?'	asked	the	nurse,	offended	at	the	freedom	with	which	he

spoke	to	them.
'I'm	Peter's	son.'
'Who's	Peter?'
'Peter	the	miner.'
'I	don't	know	him.'	'I'm	his	son,	though.'
'And	why	should	the	goblins	mind	you,	pray?'
'Because	I	don't	mind	them.	I'm	used	to	them.'
'What	difference	does	that	make?'



'If	 you're	 not	 afraid	 of	 them,	 they're	 afraid	 of	 you.	 I'm	 not	 afraid	 of	 them.
That's	all.	But	it's	all	that's	wanted—up	here,	that	is.	It's	a	different	thing	down
there.	They	won't	always	mind	that	song	even,	down	there.	And	if	anyone	sings
it,	 they	 stand	 grinning	 at	 him	 awfully;	 and	 if	 he	 gets	 frightened,	 and	misses	 a
word,	or	says	a	wrong	one,	they—oh!	don't	they	give	it	him!'
'What	do	they	do	to	him?'	asked	Irene,	with	a	trembling	voice.
'Don't	go	frightening	the	princess,'	said	the	nurse.
'The	princess!'	repeated	the	little	miner,	taking	off	his	curious	cap.	'I	beg	your

pardon;	but	you	oughtn't	 to	be	out	 so	 late.	Everybody	knows	 that's	 against	 the
law.'
'Yes,	indeed	it	is!'	said	the	nurse,	beginning	to	cry	again.	'And	I	shall	have	to

suffer	for	it.'
'What	does	that	matter?'	said	the	boy.	'It	must	be	your	fault.	It	is	the	princess

who	will	suffer	 for	 it.	 I	hope	 they	didn't	hear	you	call	her	 the	princess.	 If	 they
did,	they're	sure	to	know	her	again:	they're	awfully	sharp.'
'Lootie!	Lootie!'	cried	the	princess.	'Take	me	home.'
'Don't	go	on	like	that,'	said	the	nurse	to	the	boy,	almost	fiercely.	'How	could	I

help	it?	I	lost	my	way.'
'You	shouldn't	have	been	out	so	late.	You	wouldn't	have	lost	your	way	if	you

hadn't	been	frightened,'	said	the	boy.	 'Come	along.	I'll	soon	set	you	right	again.
Shall	I	carry	your	little	Highness?'
'Impertinence!'	 murmured	 the	 nurse,	 but	 she	 did	 not	 say	 it	 aloud,	 for	 she

thought	 if	 she	made	 him	 angry	 he	might	 take	 his	 revenge	 by	 telling	 someone
belonging	to	the	house,	and	then	it	would	be	sure	to	come	to	the	king's	ears.	'No,
thank	you,'	said	Irene.	'I	can	walk	very	well,	though	I	can't	run	so	fast	as	nursie.
If	you	will	give	me	one	hand,	Lootie	will	give	me	another,	and	then	I	shall	get	on
famously.'
They	soon	had	her	between	them,	holding	a	hand	of	each.
'Now	let's	run,'	said	the	nurse.
'No,	no!'	said	the	little	miner.	'That's	the	worst	thing	you	can	do.	If	you	hadn't

run	before,	you	would	not	have	lost	your	way.	And	if	you	run	now,	they	will	be
after	you	in	a	moment.'
'I	don't	want	to	run,'	said	Irene.
'You	don't	think	of	me,'	said	the	nurse.
'Yes,	I	do,	Lootie.	The	boy	says	they	won't	touch	us	if	we	don't	run.'
'Yes,	 but	 if	 they	 know	 at	 the	 house	 that	 I've	 kept	 you	 out	 so	 late	 I	 shall	 be

turned	away,	and	that	would	break	my	heart.'
'Turned	away,	Lootie!	Who	would	turn	you	away?'
'Your	papa,	child.'



'But	I'll	tell	him	it	was	all	my	fault.	And	you	know	it	was,	Lootie.'
'He	won't	mind	that.	I'm	sure	he	won't.'
'Then	I'll	cry,	and	go	down	on	my	knees	to	him,	and	beg	him	not	to	take	away

my	own	dear	Lootie.'
The	 nurse	was	 comforted	 at	 hearing	 this,	 and	 said	 no	more.	 They	went	 on,

walking	pretty	fast,	but	taking	care	not	to	run	a	step.
'I	want	 to	 talk	 to	 you,'	 said	 Irene	 to	 the	 little	miner;	 'but	 it's	 so	 awkward!	 I

don't	know	your	name.'
'My	name's	Curdie,	little	princess.'
'What	a	funny	name!	Curdie!	What	more?'
'Curdie	Peterson.	What's	your	name,	please?'
'Irene.'
'What	more?'
'I	don't	know	what	more.	What	more	is	my	name,	Lootie?'
'Princesses	haven't	got	more	than	one	name.	They	don't	want	it.'
'Oh,	then,	Curdie,	you	must	call	me	just	Irene	and	no	more.'
'No,	indeed,'	said	the	nurse	indignantly.	'He	shall	do	no	such	thing.'
'What	shall	he	call	me,	then,	Lootie?'
'Your	Royal	Highness.'	 'My	Royal	Highness!	What's	 that?	No,	 no,	Lootie.	 I

won't	be	called	names.	I	don't	like	them.	You	told	me	once	yourself	it's	only	rude
children	 that	 call	 names;	 and	 I'm	 sure	 Curdie	 wouldn't	 be	 rude.	 Curdie,	 my
name's	Irene.'
'Well,	Irene,'	said	Curdie,	with	a	glance	at	the	nurse	which	showed	he	enjoyed

teasing	her;	'it	is	very	kind	of	you	to	let	me	call	you	anything.	I	like	your	name
very	much.'
He	 expected	 the	 nurse	 to	 interfere	 again;	 but	 he	 soon	 saw	 that	 she	was	 too

frightened	to	speak.	She	was	staring	at	something	a	few	yards	before	them	in	the
middle	of	the	path,	where	it	narrowed	between	rocks	so	that	only	one	could	pass
at	a	time.
'It	 is	very	much	kinder	of	you	 to	go	out	of	your	way	 to	 take	us	home,'	 said

Irene.
'I'm	not	going	out	of	my	way	yet,'	said	Curdie.	'It's	on	the	other	side	of	those

rocks	the	path	turns	off	to	my	father's.'
'You	wouldn't	 think	of	 leaving	us	 till	we're	 safe	home,	 I'm	 sure,'	 gasped	 the

nurse.
'Of	course	not,'	said	Curdie.
'You	dear,	good,	kind	Curdie!	I'll	give	you	a	kiss	when	we	get	home,'	said	the

princess.
The	nurse	gave	her	a	great	pull	by	 the	hand	she	held.	But	at	 that	 instant	 the



something	in	the	middle	of	the	way,	which	had	looked	like	a	great	lump	of	earth
brought	down	by	the	rain,	began	to	move.	One	after	another	it	shot	out	four	long
things,	 like	 two	 arms	 and	 two	 legs,	 but	 it	was	 now	 too	 dark	 to	 tell	what	 they
were.	The	nurse	began	to	tremble	from	head	to	foot.	Irene	clasped	Curdie's	hand
yet	faster,	and	Curdie	began	to	sing	again:

'One,	two—
Hit	and	hew!
Three,	four—
Blast	and	bore!
Five,	six—
There's	a	fix!
Seven,	eight—
Hold	it	straight!
Nine,	ten—
Hit	again!
Hurry!	scurry!
Bother!	smother!
There's	a	toad
In	the	road!
Smash	it!
Squash	it!
Fry	it!
Dry	it!
You're	another!
Up	and	off!
There's	enough!—
Huuuuuh!'

As	 he	 uttered	 the	 last	words,	 Curdie	 let	 go	 his	 hold	 of	 his	 companion,	 and
rushed	at	the	thing	in	the	road	as	if	he	would	trample	it	under	his	feet.	It	gave	a
great	 spring,	 and	 ran	 straight	 up	 one	 of	 the	 rocks	 like	 a	 huge	 spider.	 Curdie
turned	back	 laughing,	 and	 took	 Irene's	 hand	again.	She	grasped	his	very	 tight,
but	said	nothing	till	they	had	passed	the	rocks.	A	few	yards	more	and	she	found
herself	on	a	part	of	the	road	she	knew,	and	was	able	to	speak	again.
'Do	 you	 know,	 Curdie,	 I	 don't	 quite	 like	 your	 song:	 it	 sounds	 to	me	 rather

rude,'	she	said.
'Well,	perhaps	 it	 is,'	answered	Curdie.	 'I	never	 thought	of	 that;	 it's	a	way	we

have.	We	do	it	because	they	don't	like	it.'



'Who	don't	like	it?'
'The	cobs,	as	we	call	them.'
'Don't!'	said	the	nurse.
'Why	not?'	said	Curdie.
'I	beg	you	won't.	Please	don't.'
'Oh!	if	you	ask	me	that	way,	of	course,	I	won't;	though	I	don't	a	bit	know	why.

Look!	there	are	the	lights	of	your	great	house	down	below.	You'll	be	at	home	in
five	minutes	now.'
Nothing	more	 happened.	 They	 reached	 home	 in	 safety.	Nobody	 had	missed

them,	or	even	known	they	had	gone	out;	and	they	arrived	at	the	door	belonging
to	their	part	of	the	house	without	anyone	seeing	them.	The	nurse	was	rushing	in
with	 a	 hurried	 and	 not	 over-gracious	 good	 night	 to	 Curdie;	 but	 the	 princess
pulled	her	hand	from	hers,	and	was	just	throwing	her	arms	round	Curdie's	neck,
when	she	caught	her	again	and	dragged	her	away.
'Lootie!	Lootie!	I	promised	a	kiss,'	cried	Irene.
'A	princess	mustn't	give	kisses.	It's	not	at	all	proper,'	said	Lootie.
'But	I	promised,'	said	the	princess.
'There's	no	occasion;	he's	only	a	miner-boy.'
'He's	a	good	boy,	and	a	brave	boy,	and	he	has	been	very	kind	 to	us.	Lootie!

Lootie!	I	promised.'
'Then	you	shouldn't	have	promised.'
'Lootie,	I	promised	him	a	kiss.'
'Your	 Royal	 Highness,'	 said	 Lootie,	 suddenly	 grown	 very	 respectful,	 'must

come	in	directly.'
'Nurse,	a	princess	must	not	break	her	word,'	said	Irene,	drawing	herself	up	and

standing	stock-still.
Lootie	did	not	know	which	the	king	might	count	the	worst—to	let	the	princess

be	out	after	sunset,	or	to	let	her	kiss	a	miner-boy.	She	did	not	know	that,	being	a
gentleman,	as	many	kings	have	been,	he	would	have	counted	neither	of	them	the
worse.	However	much	he	might	have	disliked	his	daughter	to	kiss	the	miner-boy,
he	would	not	have	had	her	break	her	word	for	all	the	goblins	in	creation.	But,	as
I	say,	the	nurse	was	not	lady	enough	to	understand	this,	and	so	she	was	in	a	great
difficulty,	for,	if	she	insisted,	someone	might	hear	the	princess	cry	and	run	to	see,
and	then	all	would	come	out.	But	here	Curdie	came	again	to	the	rescue.
'Never	mind,	Princess	 Irene,'	 he	 said.	 'You	mustn't	 kiss	me	 tonight.	But	you

shan't	break	your	word.	I	will	come	another	time.	You	may	be	sure	I	will.'
'Oh,	thank	you,	Curdie!'	said	the	princess,	and	stopped	crying.
'Good	night,	Irene;	good	night,	Lootie,'	said	Curdie,	and	turned	and	was	out	of

sight	in	a	moment.



'I	should	like	to	see	him!'	muttered	the	nurse,	as	she	carried	the	princess	to	the
nursery.
'You	will	 see	him,'	 said	 Irene.	 'You	may	be	 sure	Curdie	will	 keep	his	word.

He's	sure	to	come	again.'
'I	 should	 like	 to	see	him!'	 repeated	 the	nurse,	and	said	no	more.	She	did	not

want	to	open	a	new	cause	of	strife	with	the	princess	by	saying	more	plainly	what
she	meant.	Glad	 enough	 that	 she	 had	 succeeded	 both	 in	 getting	 home	unseen,
and	in	keeping	the	princess	from	kissing	the	miner's	boy,	she	resolved	to	watch
her	far	better	in	future.	Her	carelessness	had	already	doubled	the	danger	she	was
in.	Formerly	the	goblins	were	her	only	fear;	now	she	had	to	protect	her	charge
from	Curdie	as	well.



Chapter		7
The	Mines
Curdie	went	home	whistling.	He	resolved	to	say	nothing	about	the	princess	for
fear	of	getting	the	nurse	into	trouble,	for	while	he	enjoyed	teasing	her	because	of
her	 absurdity,	 he	was	 careful	 not	 to	 do	 her	 any	 harm.	He	 saw	no	more	 of	 the
goblins,	and	was	soon	fast	asleep	in	his	bed.
He	 woke	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 night,	 and	 thought	 he	 heard	 curious	 noises

outside.	He	sat	up	and	listened;	then	got	up,	and,	opening	the	door	very	quietly,
went	out.	When	he	peeped	round	the	corner,	he	saw,	under	his	own	window,	a
group	of	stumpy	creatures,	whom	he	at	once	recognized	by	their	shape.	Hardly,
however,	had	he	begun	his	'One,	two,	three!'	when	they	broke	asunder,	scurried
away,	and	were	out	of	sight.	He	returned	laughing,	got	into	bed	again,	and	was
fast	asleep	in	a	moment.
Reflecting	a	 little	over	 the	matter	 in	 the	morning,	he	came	to	 the	conclusion

that,	 as	 nothing	 of	 the	 kind	 had	 ever	 happened	 before,	 they	must	 be	 annoyed
with	 him	 for	 interfering	 to	 protect	 the	 princess.	 By	 the	 time	 he	 was	 dressed,
however,	he	was	thinking	of	something	quite	different,	for	he	did	not	value	the
enmity	of	the	goblins	in	the	least.	As	soon	as	they	had	had	breakfast,	he	set	off
with	his	father	for	the	mine.
They	entered	 the	hill	by	a	natural	opening	under	a	huge	 rock,	where	a	 little

stream	rushed	out.	They	followed	its	course	for	a	few	yards,	when	the	passage
took	a	turn,	and	sloped	steeply	into	the	heart	of	the	hill.	With	many	angles	and
windings	 and	 branchings-off,	 and	 sometimes	with	 steps	where	 it	 came	upon	 a
natural	gulf,	it	led	them	deep	into	the	hill	before	they	arrived	at	the	place	where
they	were	at	present	digging	out	the	precious	ore.	This	was	of	various	kinds,	for
the	mountain	was	very	rich	in	the	better	sorts	of	metals.	With	flint	and	steel,	and
tinder-box,	 they	 lighted	 their	 lamps,	 then	 fixed	 them	on	 their	 heads,	 and	were
soon	hard	at	work	with	their	pickaxes	and	shovels	and	hammers.	Father	and	son
were	 at	work	 near	 each	 other,	 but	 not	 in	 the	 same	 gang—the	 passages	 out	 of
which	the	ore	was	dug,	they	called	gangs—for	when	the	lode,	or	vein	of	ore,	was
small,	one	miner	would	have	to	dig	away	alone	in	a	passage	no	bigger	than	gave
him	just	room	to	work—sometimes	in	uncomfortable	cramped	positions.	If	they
stopped	 for	 a	moment	 they	 could	 hear	 everywhere	 around	 them,	 some	 nearer,



some	 farther	 off,	 the	 sounds	 of	 their	 companions	 burrowing	 away	 in	 all
directions	in	the	inside	of	the	great	mountain—some	boring	holes	in	the	rock	in
order	 to	 blow	 it	 up	 with	 gunpowder,	 others	 shovelling	 the	 broken	 ore	 into
baskets	 to	 be	 carried	 to	 the	mouth	 of	 the	mine,	 others	 hitting	 away	with	 their
pickaxes.	Sometimes,	if	the	miner	was	in	a	very	lonely	part,	he	would	hear	only
a	 tap-tapping,	no	 louder	 than	 that	of	a	woodpecker,	 for	 the	sound	would	come
from	a	great	distance	off	through	the	solid	mountain	rock.
The	work	was	hard	at	best,	 for	 it	 is	very	warm	underground;	but	 it	was	not

particularly	 unpleasant,	 and	 some	 of	 the	 miners,	 when	 they	 wanted	 to	 earn	 a
little	more	money	for	a	particular	purpose,	would	stop	behind	the	rest	and	work
all	night.	But	you	could	not	tell	night	from	day	down	there,	except	from	feeling
tired	 and	 sleepy;	 for	no	 light	 of	 the	 sun	 ever	 came	 into	 those	gloomy	 regions.
Some	 who	 had	 thus	 remained	 behind	 during	 the	 night,	 although	 certain	 there
were	 none	 of	 their	 companions	 at	 work,	 would	 declare	 the	 next	morning	 that
they	heard,	every	time	they	halted	for	a	moment	to	take	breath,	a	tap-tapping	all
about	 them,	as	 if	 the	mountain	were	 then	more	 full	of	miners	 than	ever	 it	was
during	 the	 day;	 and	 some	 in	 consequence	would	 never	 stay	 overnight,	 for	 all
knew	those	were	the	sounds	of	 the	goblins.	They	worked	only	at	night,	for	 the
miners'	night	was	the	goblins'	day.	Indeed,	the	greater	number	of	the	miners	were
afraid	of	the	goblins;	for	there	were	strange	stories	well	known	amongst	them	of
the	 treatment	some	had	received	whom	the	goblins	had	surprised	at	 their	work
during	 the	night.	The	more	courageous	of	 them,	however,	 amongst	 them	Peter
Peterson	and	Curdie,	who	in	this	took	after	his	father,	had	stayed	in	the	mine	all
night	 again	 and	 again,	 and	 although	 they	had	 several	 times	 encountered	 a	 few
stray	 goblins,	 had	 never	 yet	 failed	 in	 driving	 them	 away.	As	 I	 have	 indicated
already,	the	chief	defence	against	them	was	verse,	for	they	hated	verse	of	every
kind,	and	some	kinds	they	could	not	endure	at	all.	I	suspect	they	could	not	make
any	themselves,	and	that	was	why	they	disliked	it	so	much.	At	all	events,	those
who	 were	 most	 afraid	 of	 them	 were	 those	 who	 could	 neither	 make	 verses
themselves	 nor	 remember	 the	 verses	 that	 other	 people	 made	 for	 them;	 while
those	who	were	never	afraid	were	those	who	could	make	verses	for	themselves;
for	although	there	were	certain	old	rhymes	which	were	very	effectual,	yet	it	was
well	known	that	a	new	rhyme,	if	of	the	right	sort,	was	even	more	distasteful	to
them,	and	therefore	more	effectual	in	putting	them	to	flight.
Perhaps	 my	 readers	 may	 be	 wondering	 what	 the	 goblins	 could	 be	 about,

working	all	night	long,	seeing	they	never	carried	up	the	ore	and	sold	it;	but	when
I	have	informed	them	concerning	what	Curdie	learned	the	very	next	night,	they
will	be	able	to	understand.
For	Curdie	 had	 determined,	 if	 his	 father	would	 permit	 him,	 to	 remain	 there



alone	 this	night—and	 that	 for	 two	 reasons:	 first,	 he	wanted	 to	get	 extra	wages
that	he	might	buy	a	very	warm	red	petticoat	 for	his	mother,	who	had	begun	 to
complain	 of	 the	 cold	 of	 the	 mountain	 air	 sooner	 than	 usual	 this	 autumn;	 and
second,	he	had	just	a	faint	hope	of	finding	out	what	the	goblins	were	about	under
his	window	the	night	before.
When	he	told	his	father,	he	made	no	objection,	for	he	had	great	confidence	in

his	boy's	courage	and	resources.
'I'm	sorry	I	can't	stay	with	you,'	said	Peter;	'but	I	want	to	go	and	pay	the	parson

a	visit	this	evening,	and	besides	I've	had	a	bit	of	a	headache	all	day.'
'I'm	sorry	for	that,	father,'	said	Curdie.
'Oh,	it's	not	much.	You'll	be	sure	to	take	care	of	yourself,	won't	you?'
'Yes,	father;	I	will.	I'll	keep	a	sharp	look-out,	I	promise	you.'	Curdie	was	the

only	 one	 who	 remained	 in	 the	 mine.	 About	 six	 o'clock	 the	 rest	 went	 away,
everyone	bidding	him	good	night,	and	telling	him	to	take	care	of	himself;	for	he
was	a	great	favourite	with	them	all.
'Don't	forget	your	rhymes,'	said	one.
'No,	no,'answered	Curdie.
'It's	no	matter	if	he	does,'	said	another,	'for	he'll	only	have	to	make	a	new	one.'
'Yes:	but	he	mightn't	be	able	to	make	it	fast	enough,'	said	another;	'and	while	it

was	cooking	in	his	head,	they	might	take	a	mean	advantage	and	set	upon	him.'
'I'll	do	my	best,'	said	Curdie.	'I'm	not	afraid.'	'We	all	know	that,'	they	returned,

and	left	him.



Chapter		8
The	Goblins
For	 some	 time	 Curdie	 worked	 away	 briskly,	 throwing	 all	 the	 ore	 he	 had
disengaged	on	one	side	behind	him,	to	be	ready	for	carrying	out	in	the	morning.
He	heard	a	good	deal	of	goblin-tapping,	but	it	all	sounded	far	away	in	the	hill,
and	he	paid	it	little	heed.	Towards	midnight	he	began	to	feel	rather	hungry;	so	he
dropped	his	pickaxe,	got	out	a	lump	of	bread	which	in	the	morning	he	had	laid	in
a	damp	hole	in	the	rock,	sat	down	on	a	heap	of	ore,	and	ate	his	supper.	Then	he
leaned	back	for	five	minutes'	rest	before	beginning	his	work	again,	and	laid	his
head	 against	 the	 rock.	He	 had	 not	 kept	 the	 position	 for	 one	minute	 before	 he
heard	something	which	made	him	sharpen	his	ears.	It	sounded	like	a	voice	inside
the	rock.	After	a	while	he	heard	it	again.	It	was	a	goblin	voice—there	could	be
no	doubt	about	that—and	this	time	he	could	make	out	the	words.
'Hadn't	we	better	be	moving?'it	said.
A	rougher	and	deeper	voice	replied:
'There's	 no	 hurry.	 That	wretched	 little	mole	won't	 be	 through	 tonight,	 if	 he

work	ever	so	hard.	He's	not	by	any	means	at	the	thinnest	place.'
'But	you	still	think	the	lode	does	come	through	into	our	house?'	said	the	first

voice.
'Yes,	but	a	good	bit	farther	on	than	he	has	got	to	yet.	If	he	had	struck	a	stroke

more	to	the	side	just	here,'	said	the	goblin,	tapping	the	very	stone,	as	it	seemed	to
Curdie,	 against	 which	 his	 head	 lay,	 'he	 would	 have	 been	 through;	 but	 he's	 a
couple	of	yards	past	it	now,	and	if	he	follow	the	lode	it	will	be	a	week	before	it
leads	 him	 in.	 You	 see	 it	 back	 there—a	 long	 way.	 Still,	 perhaps,	 in	 case	 of
accident	it	would	be	as	well	to	be	getting	out	of	this.	Helfer,	you'll	take	the	great
chest.	That's	your	business,	you	know.'
'Yes,	dad,'	said	a	third	voice.	'But	you	must	help	me	to	get	it	on	my	back.	It's

awfully	heavy,	you	know.'
'Well,	it	isn't	just	a	bag	of	smoke,	I	admit.	But	you're	as	strong	as	a	mountain,

Helfer.'
'You	say	so,	dad.	 I	 think	myself	 I'm	all	 right.	But	 I	could	carry	 ten	 times	as

much	if	it	wasn't	for	my	feet.'
'That	is	your	weak	point,	I	confess,	my	boy.'	'Ain't	it	yours	too,	father?'



'Well,	to	be	honest,	it's	a	goblin	weakness.	Why	they	come	so	soft,	I	declare	I
haven't	an	idea.'
'Specially	when	your	head's	so	hard,	you	know,	father.'
'Yes	my	boy.	The	goblin's	glory	is	his	head.	To	think	how	the	fellows	up	above

there	have	to	put	on	helmets	and	things	when	they	go	fighting!	Ha!	ha!'
'But	why	don't	we	wear	shoes	 like	 them,	 father?	 I	 should	 like	 it—especially

when	I've	got	a	chest	like	that	on	my	head.'
'Well,	you	see,	it's	not	the	fashion.	The	king	never	wears	shoes.'
'The	queen	does.'
'Yes;	but	that's	for	distinction.	The	first	queen,	you	see—I	mean	the	king's	first

wife—wore	shoes,	of	course,	because	she	came	from	upstairs;	and	so,	when	she
died,	the	next	queen	would	not	be	inferior	to	her	as	she	called	it,	and	would	wear
shoes	too.	It	was	all	pride.	She	is	the	hardest	in	forbidding	them	to	the	rest	of	the
women.'
'I'm	 sure	 I	wouldn't	wear	 them—no,	 not	 for—that	 I	wouldn't!'	 said	 the	 first

voice,	which	was	evidently	 that	of	 the	mother	of	 the	 family.	 'I	 can't	 think	why
either	of	them	should.'
'Didn't	I	tell	you	the	first	was	from	upstairs?'	said	the	other.	'That	was	the	only

silly	 thing	 I	 ever	 knew	 His	 Majesty	 guilty	 of.	 Why	 should	 he	 marry	 an
outlandish	woman	like	that-one	of	our	natural	enemies	too?'
'I	suppose	he	fell	in	love	with	her.'	'Pooh!	pooh!	He's	just	as	happy	now	with

one	of	his	own	people.'
'Did	she	die	very	soon?	They	didn't	tease	her	to	death,	did	they?'
'Oh,	dear,	no!	The	king	worshipped	her	very	footmarks.'
'What	made	her	die,	then?	Didn't	the	air	agree	with	her?'
'She	died	when	the	young	prince	was	born.'
'How	 silly	 of	 her!	We	 never	 do	 that.	 It	 must	 have	 been	 because	 she	 wore

shoes.'
'I	don't	know	that.'
'Why	do	they	wear	shoes	up	there?'
'Ah,	now	that's	a	sensible	question,	and	I	will	answer	it.	But	in	order	to	do	so,

I	must	first	tell	you	a	secret.	I	once	saw	the	queen's	feet.'
'Without	her	shoes?'
'Yes—without	her	shoes.'
'No!	Did	you?	How	was	it?'
'Never	you	mind	how	it	was.	She	didn't	know	I	saw	them.	And	what	do	you

think!—they	had	toes!'
'Toes!	What's	that?'
'You	may	well	ask!	I	should	never	have	known	if	I	had	not	seen	the	queen's



feet.	Just	imagine!	the	ends	of	her	feet	were	split	up	into	five	or	six	thin	pieces!'
'Oh,	horrid!	How	could	the	king	have	fallen	in	love	with	her?'
'You	forget	that	she	wore	shoes.	That	is	just	why	she	wore	them.	That	is	why

all	 the	men,	 and	women	 too,	 upstairs	wear	 shoes.	They	 can't	 bear	 the	 sight	 of
their	own	feet	without	them.'
'Ah!	now	I	understand.	If	ever	you	wish	for	shoes	again,	Helfer,	I'll	hit	your

feet—I	will.'
'No,	no,	mother;	pray	don't.'
'Then	don't	you.'
'But	with	such	a	big	box	on	my	head—'
A	horrid	scream	followed,	which	Curdie	interpreted	as	in	reply	to	a	blow	from

his	mother	upon	the	feet	of	her	eldest	goblin.
'Well,	I	never	knew	so	much	before!'	remarked	a	fourth	voice.
'Your	 knowledge	 is	 not	 universal	 quite	 yet,'	 said	 the	 father.	 'You	were	 only

fifty	last	month.	Mind	you	see	to	the	bed	and	bedding.	As	soon	as	we've	finished
our	supper,	we'll	be	up	and	going.	Ha!	ha!	ha!'
'What	are	you	laughing	at,	husband?'
'I'm	 laughing	 to	 think	 what	 a	 mess	 the	 miners	 will	 find	 themselves	 in—

somewhere	before	this	day	ten	years.'
'Why,	what	do	you	mean?'
'Oh,	nothing.'
'Oh,	yes,	you	do	mean	something.	You	always	do	mean	something.'
'It's	more	than	you	do,	then,	wife.'	 'That	may	be;	but	it's	not	more	than	I	find

out,	you	know.'
'Ha!	ha!	You're	a	sharp	one.	What	a	mother	you've	got,	Helfer!'
'Yes,	father.'
'Well,	 I	 suppose	I	must	 tell	you.	They're	all	at	 the	palace	consulting	about	 it

tonight;	and	as	soon	as	we've	got	away	from	this	 thin	place	 I'm	going	 there	 to
hear	what	night	they	fix	upon.	I	should	like	to	see	that	young	ruffian	there	on	the
other	side,	struggling	in	the	agonies	of—'
He	dropped	his	voice	so	low	that	Curdie	could	hear	only	a	growl.	The	growl

went	on	in	the	low	bass	for	a	good	while,	as	inarticulate	as	if	the	goblin's	tongue
had	been	a	sausage;	and	it	was	not	until	his	wife	spoke	again	that	 it	rose	to	its
former	pitch.
'But	what	shall	we	do	when	you	are	at	the	palace?'	she	asked.
'I	will	see	you	safe	in	the	new	house	I've	been	digging	for	you	for	the	last	two

months.	Podge,	you	mind	the	table	and	chairs.	I	commit	them	to	your	care.	The
table	has	seven	legs—each	chair	three.	I	shall	require	them	all	at	your	hands.'
After	 this	 arose	 a	 confused	 conversation	 about	 the	various	household	goods



and	their	transport;	and	Curdie	heard	nothing	more	that	was	of	any	importance.
He	now	knew	at	least	one	of	the	reasons	for	the	constant	sound	of	the	goblin

hammers	and	pickaxes	at	night.	They	were	making	new	houses	for	themselves,
to	which	they	might	retreat	when	the	miners	should	threaten	to	break	into	their
dwellings.	 But	 he	 had	 learned	 two	 things	 of	 far	 greater	 importance.	 The	 first
was,	 that	some	grievous	calamity	was	preparing,	and	almost	ready	to	fall	upon
the	heads	of	the	miners;	the	second	was—the	one	weak	point	of	a	goblin's	body;
he	had	not	known	that	their	feet	were	so	tender	as	he	had	now	reason	to	suspect.
He	 had	 heard	 it	 said	 that	 they	 had	 no	 toes:	 he	 had	 never	 had	 opportunity	 of
inspecting	them	closely	enough,	 in	 the	dusk	in	which	they	always	appeared,	 to
satisfy	himself	whether	it	was	a	correct	report.	Indeed,	he	had	not	been	able	even
to	 satisfy	 himself	 as	 to	 whether	 they	 had	 no	 fingers,	 although	 that	 also	 was
commonly	 said	 to	 be	 the	 fact.	 One	 of	 the	miners,	 indeed,	who	 had	 had	more
schooling	 than	 the	 rest,	 was	 wont	 to	 argue	 that	 such	 must	 have	 been	 the
primordial	 condition	 of	 humanity,	 and	 that	 education	 and	 handicraft	 had
developed	both	toes	and	fingers—with	which	proposition	Curdie	had	once	heard
his	father	sarcastically	agree,	alleging	in	support	of	it	the	probability	that	babies'
gloves	were	a	traditional	remnant	of	the	old	state	of	things;	while	the	stockings
of	 all	 ages,	 no	 regard	 being	 paid	 in	 them	 to	 the	 toes,	 pointed	 in	 the	 same
direction.	But	what	was	of	 importance	was	 the	 fact	 concerning	 the	 softness	of
the	goblin	feet,	which	he	foresaw	might	be	useful	to	all	miners.	What	he	had	to
do	in	the	meantime,	however,	was	to	discover,	if	possible,	the	special	evil	design
the	goblins	had	now	in	their	heads.
Although	he	knew	all	the	gangs	and	all	the	natural	galleries	with	which	they

communicated	in	the	mined	part	of	the	mountain,	he	had	not	the	least	idea	where
the	palace	of	 the	king	of	 the	gnomes	was;	otherwise	he	would	have	 set	 out	 at
once	on	the	enterprise	of	discovering	what	the	said	design	was.	He	judged,	and
rightly,	that	it	must	lie	in	a	farther	part	of	the	mountain,	between	which	and	the
mine	there	was	as	yet	no	communication.	There	must	be	one	nearly	completed,
however;	for	it	could	be	but	a	thin	partition	which	now	separated	them.	If	only
he	could	get	through	in	time	to	follow	the	goblins	as	they	retreated!	A	few	blows
would	doubtless	be	sufficient—just	where	his	ear	now	lay;	but	if	he	attempted	to
strike	there	with	his	pickaxe,	he	would	only	hasten	the	departure	of	the	family,
put	 them	 on	 their	 guard,	 and	 perhaps	 lose	 their	 involuntary	 guidance.	 He
therefore	began	to	feel	the	wall	With	his	hands,	and	soon	found	that	some	of	the
stones	were	loose	enough	to	be	drawn	out	with	little	noise.
Laying	hold	of	a	large	one	with	both	his	hands,	he	drew	it	gently	out,	and	let	it

down	softly.
'What	was	that	noise?'	said	the	goblin	father.



Curdie	blew	out	his	light,	lest	it	should	shine	through.
'It	must	be	that	one	miner	that	stayed	behind	the	rest,'	said	the	mother.
'No;	he's	been	gone	a	good	while.	I	haven't	heard	a	blow	for	an	hour.	Besides,

it	wasn't	like	that.'
'Then	I	suppose	it	must	have	been	a	stone	carried	down	the	brook	inside.'
'Perhaps.	It	will	have	more	room	by	and	by.'
Curdie	kept	quite	still.	After	a	little	while,	hearing	nothing	but	the	sounds	of

their	preparations	 for	departure,	mingled	with	an	occasional	word	of	direction,
and	anxious	to	know	whether	the	removal	of	the	stone	had	made	an	opening	into
the	goblins'	house,	he	put	 in	his	hand	 to	 feel.	 It	went	 in	a	good	way,	and	 then
came	in	contact	with	something	soft.	He	had	but	a	moment	to	feel	it	over,	it	was
so	quickly	withdrawn:	it	was	one	of	the	toeless	goblin	feet.	The	owner	of	it	gave
a	cry	of	fright.
'What's	the	matter,	Helfer?'	asked	his	mother.
'A	beast	came	out	of	the	wall	and	licked	my	foot.'
'Nonsense!	There	are	no	wild	beasts	in	our	country,'	said	his	father.
'But	it	was,	father.	I	felt	it.'
'Nonsense,	 I	 say.	Will	 you	malign	 your	 native	 realms	 and	 reduce	 them	 to	 a

level	 with	 the	 country	 upstairs?	 That	 is	 swarming	 with	 wild	 beasts	 of	 every
description.'
'But	I	did	feel	it,	father.'
'I	tell	you	to	hold	your	tongue.	You	are	no	patriot.'
Curdie	 suppressed	 his	 laughter,	 and	 lay	 still	 as	 a	mouse—but	 no	 stiller,	 for

every	moment	he	kept	nibbling	away	with	his	fingers	at	the	edges	of	the	hole.	He
was	 slowly	making	 it	 bigger,	 for	 here	 the	 rock	 had	 been	 very	much	 shattered
with	the	blasting.
There	 seemed	 to	 be	 a	 good	many	 in	 the	 family,	 to	 judge	 from	 the	mass	 of

confused	 talk	which	 now	 and	 then	 came	 through	 the	 hole;	 but	when	 all	were
speaking	together,	and	just	as	if	they	had	bottle-brushes—each	at	least	one—in
their	throats,	it	was	not	easy	to	make	out	much	that	was	said.	At	length	he	heard
once	more	what	the	father	goblin	was	saying.
'Now,	 then,'	 he	 said,	 'get	your	bundles	on	your	backs.	Here,	Helfer,	 I'll	 help

you	up	with	your	chest.'
'I	wish	it	was	my	chest,	father.'
'Your	 turn	 will	 come	 in	 good	 time	 enough!	 Make	 haste.	 I	 must	 go	 to	 the

meeting	at	the	palace	tonight.	When	that's	over,	we	can	come	back	and	clear	out
the	last	of	the	things	before	our	enemies	return	in	the	morning.	Now	light	your
torches,	 and	 come	 along.	 What	 a	 distinction	 it	 is,	 to	 provide	 our	 own	 light,
instead	of	being	dependent	on	a	 thing	hung	up	 in	 the	air—a	most	disagreeable



contrivance—intended	 no	 doubt	 to	 blind	 us	 when	 we	 venture	 out	 under	 its
baleful	 influence!	Quite	glaring	and	vulgar,	 I	call	 it,	 though	no	doubt	useful	 to
poor	creatures	who	haven't	the	wit	to	make	light	for	themselves.'
Curdie	could	hardly	keep	himself	from	calling	through	to	know	whether	they

made	the	fire	to	light	their	torches	by.	But	a	moment's	reflection	showed	him	that
they	would	have	said	they	did,	inasmuch	as	they	struck	two	stones	together,	and
the	fire	came.



Chapter		9
The	Hall	of	the	Goblin	Palace
A	sound	of	many	soft	 feet	 followed,	but	 soon	ceased.	Then	Curdie	 flew	at	 the
hole	like	a	tiger,	and	tore	and	pulled.	The	sides	gave	way,	and	it	was	soon	large
enough	for	him	to	crawl	through.	He	would	not	betray	himself	by	rekindling	his
lamp,	but	 the	torches	of	 the	retreating	company,	which	he	found	departing	in	a
straight	 line	 up	 a	 long	 avenue	 from	 the	 door	 of	 their	 cave,	 threw	 back	 light
enough	 to	 afford	him	a	glance	 round	 the	deserted	home	of	 the	goblins.	To	his
surprise,	 he	 could	 discover	 nothing	 to	 distinguish	 it	 from	 an	 ordinary	 natural
cave	in	the	rock,	upon	many	of	which	he	had	come	with	the	rest	of	the	miners	in
the	progress	of	their	excavations.	The	goblins	had	talked	of	coming	back	for	the
rest	of	their	household	gear:	he	saw	nothing	that	would	have	made	him	suspect	a
family	had	taken	shelter	there	for	a	single	night.	The	floor	was	rough	and	stony;
the	walls	 full	 of	 projecting	 corners;	 the	 roof	 in	 one	 place	 twenty	 feet	 high,	 in
another	endangering	his	forehead;	while	on	one	side	a	stream,	no	thicker	than	a
needle,	 it	 is	 true,	 but	 still	 sufficient	 to	 spread	 a	wide	 dampness	 over	 the	wall,
flowed	down	the	face	of	the	rock.	But	the	troop	in	front	of	him	was	toiling	under
heavy	burdens.	He	could	distinguish	Helfer	now	and	then,	in	the	flickering	light
and	 shade,	 with	 his	 heavy	 chest	 on	 his	 bending	 shoulders;	 while	 the	 second
brother	was	 almost	 buried	 in	what	 looked	 like	 a	 great	 feather	 bed.	 'Where	 do
they	get	the	feathers?'	thought	Curdie;	but	in	a	moment	the	troop	disappeared	at
a	turn	of	the	way,	and	it	was	now	both	safe	and	necessary	for	Curdie	to	follow
them,	lest	they	should	be	round	the	next	turning	before	he	saw	them	again,	for	so
he	might	lose	them	altogether.	He	darted	after	them	like	a	greyhound.	When	he
reached	 the	 corner	 and	 looked	 cautiously	 round,	 he	 saw	 them	 again	 at	 some
distance	down	another	long	passage.	None	of	the	galleries	he	saw	that	night	bore
signs	 of	 the	 work	 of	 man—or	 of	 goblin	 either.	 Stalactites,	 far	 older	 than	 the
mines,	 hung	 from	 their	 roofs;	 and	 their	 floors	 were	 rough	 with	 boulders	 and
large	 round	 stones,	 showing	 that	 there	 water	 must	 have	 once	 run.	 He	 waited
again	 at	 this	 corner	 till	 they	 had	 disappeared	 round	 the	 next,	 and	 so	 followed
them	a	long	way	through	one	passage	after	another.	The	passages	grew	more	and
more	lofty,	and	were	more	and	more	covered	in	the	roof	with	shining	stalactites.
It	was	a	strange	enough	procession	which	he	followed.	But	the	strangest	part



of	it	was	the	household	animals	which	crowded	amongst	the	feet	of	the	goblins.
It	was	true	they	had	no	wild	animals	down	there—at	least	they	did	not	know	of
any;	but	 they	had	a	wonderful	number	of	 tame	ones.	 I	must,	 however,	 reserve
any	contributions	towards	the	natural	history	of	these	for	a	later	position	in	my
story.
At	length,	turning	a	corner	too	abruptly,	he	had	almost	rushed	into	the	middle

of	the	goblin	family;	for	there	they	had	already	set	down	all	their	burdens	on	the
floor	of	a	cave	considerably	larger	than	that	which	they	had	left.	They	were	as
yet	 too	breathless	to	speak,	else	he	would	have	had	warning	of	 their	arrest.	He
started	back,	however,	before	anyone	saw	him,	and	retreating	a	good	way,	stood
watching	till	the	father	should	come	out	to	go	to	the	palace.
Before	very	long,	both	he	and	his	son	Helfer	appeared	and	kept	on	in	the	same

direction	as	before,	while	Curdie	followed	them	again	with	renewed	precaution.
For	 a	 long	 time	 he	 heard	 no	 sound	 except	 something	 like	 the	 rush	 of	 a	 river
inside	the	rock;	but	at	 length	what	seemed	the	far-off	noise	of	a	great	shouting
reached	his	ears,	which,	however,	presently	ceased.	After	advancing	a	good	way
farther,	he	thought	he	heard	a	single	voice.	It	sounded	clearer	and	clearer	as	he
went	on,	until	at	last	he	could	almost	distinguish	the	words.	In	a	moment	or	two,
keeping	after	the	goblins	round	another	corner,	he	once	more	started	back—this
time	in	amazement.
He	 was	 at	 the	 entrance	 of	 a	 magnificent	 cavern,	 of	 an	 oval	 shape,	 once

probably	 a	 huge	 natural	 reservoir	 of	 water,	 now	 the	 great	 palace	 hall	 of	 the
goblins.	 It	 rose	 to	 a	 tremendous	 height,	 but	 the	 roof	 was	 composed	 of	 such
shining	 materials,	 and	 the	 multitude	 of	 torches	 carried	 by	 the	 goblins	 who
crowded	the	floor	lighted	up	the	place	so	brilliantly,	that	Curdie	could	see	to	the
top	quite	well.	But	he	had	no	idea	how	immense	the	place	was	until	his	eyes	had
got	 accustomed	 to	 it,	 which	 was	 not	 for	 a	 good	 many	 minutes.	 The	 rough
projections	 on	 the	 walls,	 and	 the	 shadows	 thrown	 upwards	 from	 them	 by	 the
torches,	made	the	sides	of	the	chamber	look	as	if	they	were	crowded	with	statues
upon	brackets	and	pedestals,	 reaching	 in	 irregular	 tiers	 from	floor	 to	 roof.	The
walls	themselves	were,	in	many	parts,	of	gloriously	shining	substances,	some	of
them	 gorgeously	 coloured	 besides,	 which	 powerfully	 contrasted	 with	 the
shadows.	Curdie	could	not	help	wondering	whether	his	rhymes	would	be	of	any
use	against	such	a	multitude	of	goblins	as	filled	the	floor	of	the	hall,	and	indeed
felt	 considerably	 tempted	 to	 begin	 his	 shout	 of	 'One,	 two,	 three!',	 but	 as	 there
was	 no	 reason	 for	 routing	 them	 and	much	 for	 endeavouring	 to	 discover	 their
designs,	 he	 kept	 himself	 perfectly	 quiet,	 and	 peering	 round	 the	 edge	 of	 the
doorway,	listened	with	both	his	sharp	ears.
At	 the	 other	 end	 of	 the	 hall,	 high	 above	 the	 heads	 of	 the	multitude,	 was	 a



terrace-like	 ledge	 of	 considerable	 height,	 caused	 by	 the	 receding	 of	 the	 upper
part	of	the	cavern-wall.	Upon	this	sat	the	king	and	his	court:	the	king	on	a	throne
hollowed	out	of	a	huge	block	of	green	copper	ore,	and	his	court	upon	lower	seats
around	 it.	 The	 king	 had	 been	making	 them	 a	 speech,	 and	 the	 applause	which
followed	it	was	what	Curdie	had	heard.	One	of	the	court	was	now	addressing	the
multitude.	What	he	heard	him	say	was	to	the	following	effect:	'Hence	it	appears
that	two	plans	have	been	for	some	time	together	working	in	the	strong	head	of
His	Majesty	 for	 the	 deliverance	 of	 his	 people.	 Regardless	 of	 the	 fact	 that	 we
were	 the	first	possessors	of	 the	regions	 they	now	inhabit;	 regardless	equally	of
the	fact	that	we	abandoned	that	region	from	the	loftiest	motives;	regardless	also
of	the	self-evident	fact	that	we	excel	them	so	far	in	mental	ability	as	they	excel
us	 in	stature,	 they	look	upon	us	as	a	degraded	race	and	make	a	mockery	of	all
our	 finer	 feelings.	 But,	 the	 time	 has	 almost	 arrived	 when—thanks	 to	 His
Majesty's	 inventive	genius—it	will	be	in	our	power	to	take	a	thorough	revenge
upon	them	once	for	all,	in	respect	of	their	unfriendly	behaviour.'
'May	it	please	Your	Majesty—'	cried	a	voice	close	by	the	door,	which	Curdie

recognized	as	that	of	the	goblin	he	had	followed.
'Who	is	he	that	interrupts	the	Chancellor?'	cried	another	from	near	the	throne.
'Glump,'	answered	several	voices.
'He	is	our	trusty	subject,'	said	the	king	himself,	in	a	slow	and	stately	voice:	'let

him	come	forward	and	speak.'
A	 lane	 was	 parted	 through	 the	 crowd,	 and	 Glump,	 having	 ascended	 the

platform	and	bowed	to	the	king,	spoke	as	follows:
'Sire,	I	would	have	held	my	peace,	had	I	not	known	that	I	only	knew	how	near

was	the	moment,	to	which	the	Chancellor	had	just	referred.
In	 all	 probability,	 before	 another	 day	 is	 past,	 the	 enemy	 will	 have	 broken

through	into	my	house—the	partition	between	being	even	now	not	more	than	a
foot	in	thickness.'
'Not	quite	so	much,'	thought	Curdie	to	himself.
'This	very	evening	I	have	had	to	remove	my	household	effects;	therefore	the

sooner	we	are	ready	to	carry	out	the	plan,	for	the	execution	of	which	His	Majesty
has	been	making	such	magnificent	preparations,	 the	better.	I	may	just	add,	 that
within	the	last	few	days	I	have	perceived	a	small	outbreak	in	my	dining-room,
which,	combined	with	observations	upon	the	course	of	the	river	escaping	where
the	evil	men	enter,	has	convinced	me	that	close	to	the	spot	must	be	a	deep	gulf	in
its	 channel.	 This	 discovery	 will,	 I	 trust,	 add	 considerably	 to	 the	 otherwise
immense	forces	at	His	Majesty's	disposal.'
He	ceased,	and	 the	king	graciously	acknowledged	his	speech	with	a	bend	of

his	head;	whereupon	Glump,	after	a	bow	to	His	Majesty,	slid	down	amongst	the



rest	of	the	undistinguished	multitude.	Then	the	Chancellor	rose	and	resumed.
'The	information	which	the	worthy	Glump	has	given	us,'	he	said,	'might	have

been	 of	 considerable	 import	 at	 the	 present	 moment,	 but	 for	 that	 other	 design
already	referred	to,	which	naturally	takes	precedence.	His	Majesty,	unwilling	to
proceed	to	extremities,	and	well	aware	that	such	measures	sooner	or	later	result
in	 violent	 reactions,	 has	 excogitated	 a	 more	 fundamental	 and	 comprehensive
measure,	 of	which	 I	 need	 say	no	more.	Should	His	Majesty	be	 successful—as
who	dares	to	doubt?—then	a	peace,	all	to	the	advantage	of	the	goblin	kingdom,
will	 be	 established	 for	 a	 generation	 at	 least,	 rendered	 absolutely	 secure	 by	 the
pledge	which	His	Royal	Highness	 the	 prince	will	 have	 and	 hold	 for	 the	 good
behaviour	of	her	relatives.	Should	His	Majesty	fail—which	who	shall	dare	even
to	imagine	in	his	most	secret	 thoughts?—then	will	be	the	time	for	carrying	out
with	rigour	the	design	to	which	Glump	referred,	and	for	which	our	preparations
are	even	now	all	but	completed.	The	failure	of	the	former	will	render	the	latter
imperative.'
Curdie,	perceiving	that	the	assembly	was	drawing	to	a	close	and	that	there	was

little	chance	of	either	plan	being	more	fully	discovered,	now	thought	it	prudent
to	 make	 his	 escape	 before	 the	 goblins	 began	 to	 disperse,	 and	 slipped	 quietly
away.
There	was	not	much	danger	of	meeting	any	goblins,	 for	all	 the	men	at	 least

were	 left	 behind	 him	 in	 the	 palace;	 but	 there	 was	 considerable	 danger	 of	 his
taking	 a	wrong	 turning,	 for	 he	 had	 now	no	 light,	 and	 had	 therefore	 to	 depend
upon	 his	 memory	 and	 his	 hands.	 After	 he	 had	 left	 behind	 him	 the	 glow	 that
issued	from	the	door	of	Glump's	new	abode,	he	was	utterly	without	guide,	so	far
as	his	eyes	were	concerned.
He	was	most	anxious	to	get	back	through	the	hole	before	the	goblins	should

return	to	fetch	the	remains	of	their	furniture.	It	was	not	that	he	was	in	the	least
afraid	of	them,	but,	as	it	was	of	the	utmost	importance	that	he	should	thoroughly
discover	 what	 the	 plans	 they	were	 cherishing	were,	 he	must	 not	 occasion	 the
slightest	suspicion	that	they	were	watched	by	a	miner.
He	hurried	on,	feeling	his	way	along	the	walls	of	rock.	Had	he	not	been	very

courageous,	he	must	have	been	very	anxious,	for	he	could	not	but	know	that	if
he	lost	his	way	it	would	be	the	most	difficult	thing	in	the	world	to	find	it	again.
Morning	would	bring	no	 light	 into	 these	 regions;	and	 towards	him	 least	of	all,
who	 was	 known	 as	 a	 special	 rhymester	 and	 persecutor,	 could	 goblins	 be
expected	to	exercise	courtesy.	Well	might	he	wish	that	he	had	brought	his	lamp
and	tinder-box	with	him,	of	which	he	had	not	thought	when	he	crept	so	eagerly
after	the	goblins!	He	wished	it	all	the	more	when,	after	a	while,	he	found	his	way
blocked	up,	and	could	get	no	farther.	It	was	of	no	use	to	turn	back,	for	he	had	not



the	least	idea	where	he	had	begun	to	go	wrong.	Mechanically,	however,	he	kept
feeling	about	the	walls	that	hemmed	him	in.	His	hand	came	upon	a	place	where	a
tiny	stream	of	water	was	running	down	the	face	of	the	rock.	'What	a	stupid	I	am!'
he	 said	 to	himself.	 'I	 am	actually	 at	 the	 end	of	my	 journey!	And	 there	 are	 the
goblins	coming	back	to	fetch	their	things!'	he	added,	as	the	red	glimmer	of	their
torches	 appeared	 at	 the	 end	 of	 the	 long	 avenue	 that	 led	 up	 to	 the	 cave.	 In	 a
moment	he	had	thrown	himself	on	the	floor,	and	wriggled	backwards	through	the
hole.	The	floor	on	the	other	side	was	several	feet	lower,	which	made	it	easier	to
get	back.	It	was	all	he	could	do	to	lift	 the	largest	stone	he	had	taken	out	of	the
hole,	but	he	did	manage	to	shove	it	 in	again.	He	sat	down	on	the	ore-heap	and
thought.
He	was	pretty	sure	that	the	latter	plan	of	the	goblins	was	to	inundate	the	mine

by	 breaking	 outlets	 for	 the	water	 accumulated	 in	 the	 natural	 reservoirs	 of	 the
mountain,	as	well	as	running	through	portions	of	it.	While	the	part	hollowed	by
the	miners	remained	shut	off	from	that	inhabited	by	the	goblins,	they	had	had	no
opportunity	of	 injuring	 them	thus;	but	now	that	a	passage	was	broken	through,
and	 the	goblins'	part	proved	 the	higher	 in	 the	mountain,	 it	was	clear	 to	Curdie
that	the	mine	could	be	destroyed	in	an	hour.	Water	was	always	the	chief	danger
to	 which	 the	 miners	 were	 exposed.	 They	 met	 with	 a	 little	 choke-damp
sometimes,	 but	 never	 with	 the	 explosive	 firedamp	 so	 common	 in	 coal-mines.
Hence	 they	were	 careful	 as	 soon	as	 they	 saw	any	appearance	of	water.	As	 the
result	of	his	reflections	while	the	goblins	were	busy	in	their	old	home,	it	seemed
to	Curdie	that	it	would	be	best	to	build	up	the	whole	of	this	gang,	filling	it	with
stone,	and	clay	or	lie,	so	that	there	should	be	no	smallest	channel	for	the	water	to
get	into.	There	was	not,	however,	any	immediate	danger,	for	the	execution	of	the
goblins'	plan	was	contingent	upon	the	failure	of	that	unknown	design	which	was
to	 take	 precedence	 of	 it;	 and	 he	 was	 most	 anxious	 to	 keep	 the	 door	 of
communication	 open,	 that	 he	might	 if	 possible	 discover	what	 the	 former	 plan
was.	At	 the	 same	 time	 they	 could	 not	 resume	 their	 intermitted	 labours	 for	 the
inundation	without	his	finding	it	out;	when	by	putting	all	hands	to	the	work,	the
one	 existing	 outlet	 might	 in	 a	 single	 night	 be	 rendered	 impenetrable	 to	 any
weight	of	water;	for	by	filling	the	gang	entirely	up,	their	embankment	would	be
buttressed	by	the	sides	of	the	mountain	itself.
As	 soon	as	he	 found	 that	 the	goblins	had	again	 retired,	he	 lighted	his	 lamp,

and	 proceeded	 to	 fill	 the	 hole	 he	 had	 made	 with	 such	 stones	 as	 he	 could
withdraw	when	he	pleased.	He	then	thought	it	better,	as	he	might	have	occasion
to	be	up	a	good	many	nights	after	this,	to	go	home	and	have	some	sleep.
How	pleasant	the	night	air	felt	upon	the	outside	of	the	mountain	after	what	he

had	gone	 through	 in	 the	 inside	of	 it!	He	hurried	up	 the	hill	without	meeting	 a



single	goblin	on	the	way,	and	called	and	tapped	at	the	window	until	he	woke	his
father,	who	soon	rose	and	let	him	in.	He	told	him	the	whole	story;	and,	just	as	he
had	expected,	his	 father	 thought	 it	best	 to	work	 that	 lode	no	 farther,	but	at	 the
same	 time	 to	 pretend	 occasionally	 to	 be	 at	 work	 there	 still	 in	 order	 that	 the
goblins	might	have	no	suspicions.	Both	father	and	son	then	went	to	bed	and	slept
soundly	until	the	morning.



Chapter		10	
The	Princess's	King-Papa
The	weather	continued	fine	for	weeks,	and	the	little	princess	went	out	every	day.
So	 long	 a	 period	 of	 fine	 weather	 had	 indeed	 never	 been	 known	 upon	 that
mountain.	The	only	uncomfortable	thing	was	that	her	nurse	was	so	nervous	and
particular	about	being	in	before	the	sun	was	down	that	often	she	would	take	to
her	 heels	 when	 nothing	 worse	 than	 a	 fleecy	 cloud	 crossing	 the	 sun	 threw	 a
shadow	on	the	hillside;	and	many	an	evening	they	were	home	a	full	hour	before
the	sunlight	had	left	the	weather-cock	on	the	stables.	If	it	had	not	been	for	such
odd	behaviour	Irene	would	by	this	 time	have	almost	forgotten	the	goblins.	She
never	 forgot	 Curdie,	 but	 him	 she	 remembered	 for	 his	 own	 sake,	 and	 indeed
would	have	remembered	him	if	only	because	a	princess	never	forgets	her	debts
until	they	are	paid.
One	splendid	sunshiny	day,	about	an	hour	after	noon,	Irene,	who	was	playing

on	a	lawn	in	the	garden,	heard	the	distant	blast	of	a	bugle.	She	jumped	up	with	a
cry	of	joy,	for	she	knew	by	that	particular	blast	that	her	father	was	on	his	way	to
see	her.	This	part	of	 the	garden	 lay	on	 the	 slope	of	 the	hill	 and	allowed	a	 full
view	of	the	country	below.	So	she	shaded	her	eyes	with	her	hand	and	looked	far
away	to	catch	the	first	glimpse	of	shining	armour.	In	a	few	moments	a	little	troop
came	glittering	round	the	shoulder	of	a	hill.	Spears	and	helmets	were	sparkling
and	gleaming,	banners	were	flying,	horses	prancing,	and	again	came	the	bugle-
blast	which	was	 to	her	 like	 the	voice	of	her	 father	 calling	 across	 the	distance:
'Irene,	I'm	coming.'
On	and	on	 they	came	until	she	could	clearly	distinguish	 the	king.	He	rode	a

white	 horse	 and	was	 taller	 than	 any	 of	 the	men	with	 him.	He	wore	 a	 narrow
circle	of	gold	set	with	jewels	around	his	helmet,	and	as	he	came	still	nearer	Irene
could	discern	 the	flashing	of	 the	stones	 in	 the	sun.	 It	was	a	 long	 time	since	he
had	been	to	see	her,	and	her	little	heart	beat	faster	and	faster	as	the	shining	troop
approached,	for	she	loved	her	king-papa	very	dearly	and	was	nowhere	so	happy
as	 in	 his	 arms.	When	 they	 reached	 a	 certain	 point,	 after	 which	 she	 could	 see
them	no	more	from	the	garden,	she	ran	to	the	gate,	and	there	stood	till	up	they
came,	 clanging	 and	 stamping,	 with	 one	 more	 bright	 bugle-blast	 which	 said:
'Irene,	I	am	come.'



By	this	 time	 the	people	of	 the	house	were	all	gathered	at	 the	gate,	but	 Irene
stood	alone	in	front	of	them.	When	the	horsemen	pulled	up	she	ran	to	the	side	of
the	white	horse	and	held	up	her	arms.	The	king	stopped	and	took	her	hands.	In
an	instant	she	was	on	the	saddle	and	clasped	in	his	great	strong	arms.
I	wish	I	could	describe	the	king	so	that	you	could	see	him	in	your	mind.	He

had	gentle,	blue	eyes,	but	a	nose	that	made	him	look	like	an	eagle.	A	long	dark
beard,	 streaked	with	 silvery	 lines,	 flowed	 from	his	mouth	 almost	 to	 his	waist,
and	as	Irene	sat	on	the	saddle	and	hid	her	glad	face	upon	his	bosom	it	mingled
with	the	golden	hair	which	her	mother	had	given	her,	and	the	two	together	were
like	a	cloud	with	streaks	of	the	sun	woven	through	it.	After	he	had	held	her	to	his
heart	for	a	minute	he	spoke	to	his	white	horse,	and	the	great	beautiful	creature,
which	had	been	prancing	so	proudly	a	little	while	before,	walked	as	gently	as	a
lady—for	he	knew	he	had	a	little	lady	on	his	back—through	the	gate	and	up	to
the	 door	 of	 the	 house.	Then	 the	 king	 set	 her	 on	 the	 ground	 and,	 dismounting,
took	her	 hand	 and	walked	with	 her	 into	 the	 great	 hall,	which	was	 hardly	 ever
entered	except	when	he	came	to	see	his	little	princess.	There	he	sat	down,	with
two	 of	 his	 counsellors	who	 had	 accompanied	 him,	 to	 have	 some	 refreshment,
and	 Irene	 sat	 on	 his	 right	 hand	 and	 drank	 her	 milk	 out	 of	 a	 wooden	 bowl
curiously	carved.
After	the	king	had	eaten	and	drunk	he	turned	to	the	princess	and	said,	stroking

her	hair:
'Now,	my	child,	what	shall	we	do	next?'
This	 was	 the	 question	 he	 almost	 always	 put	 to	 her	 first	 after	 their	 meal

together;	and	Irene	had	been	waiting	for	 it	with	some	impatience,	for	now,	she
thought,	she	should	be	able	to	settle	a	question	which	constantly	perplexed	her.
'I	should	like	you	to	take	me	to	see	my	great	old	grandmother.'
The	king	looked	grave	And	said:
'What	does	my	little	daughter	mean?'
'I	mean	 the	Queen	 Irene	 that	 lives	 up	 in	 the	 tower—the	 very	 old	 lady,	 you

know,	with	the	long	hair	of	silver.'
The	 king	 only	 gazed	 at	 his	 little	 princess	 with	 a	 look	which	 she	 could	 not

understand.
'She's	got	her	crown	in	her	bedroom,'	she	went	on;	'but	I've	not	been	in	there

yet.	You	know	she's	there,	don't	you?'
'No,'	said	the	king,	very	quietly.
'Then	it	must	all	be	a	dream,'	said	Irene.	'I	half	thought	it	was;	but	I	couldn't	be

sure.	Now	I	am	sure	of	it.	Besides,	I	couldn't	find	her	the	next	time	I	went	up.'
At	 that	moment	a	snow-white	pigeon	flew	in	at	an	open	window	and	settled

upon	Irene's	head.	She	broke	into	a	merry	laugh,	cowered	a	little,	and	put	up	her



hands	to	her	head,	saying:
'Dear	dovey,	don't	peck	me.	You'll	pull	out	my	hair	with	your	 long	claws	 if

you	don't	mind.'
The	king	stretched	out	his	hand	to	take	the	pigeon,	but	it	spread	its	wings	and

flew	again	through	the	open	window,	when	its	Whiteness	made	one	flash	in	the
sun	and	vanished.	The	king	laid	his	hand	on	his	princess's	head,	held	 it	back	a
little,	gazed	in	her	face,	smiled	half	a	smile,	and	sighed	half	a	sigh.
'Come,	my	child;	we'll	have	a	walk	in	the	garden	together,'	he	said.
'You	 won't	 come	 up	 and	 see	 my	 huge,	 great,	 beautiful	 grandmother,	 then,

king-papa?'	said	the	princess.
'Not	this	time,'	said	the	king	very	gently.	 'She	has	not	invited	me,	you	know,

and	great	old	ladies	like	her	do	not	choose	to	be	visited	without	leave	asked	and
given.'
The	garden	was	a	very	 lovely	place.	Being	upon	a	Mountainside	 there	were

parts	 in	 it	where	 the	 rocks	 came	 through	 in	great	masses,	 and	 all	 immediately
about	 them	 remained	 quite	 wild.	 Tufts	 of	 heather	 grew	 upon	 them,	 and	 other
hardy	mountain	plants	and	flowers,	while	near	them	would	be	lovely	roses	and
lilies	and	all	pleasant	garden	flowers.	This	mingling	of	 the	wild	mountain	with
the	civilized	garden	was	very	quaint,	and	 it	was	 impossible	 for	any	number	of
gardeners	to	make	such	a	garden	look	formal	and	stiff.
Against	one	of	 these	 rocks	was	a	garden	 seat,	 shadowed	 from	 the	afternoon

sun	by	the	overhanging	of	the	rock	itself.	There	was	a	little	winding	path	up	to
the	 top	of	 the	rock,	and	on	top	another	seat;	but	 they	sat	on	 the	seat	at	 its	 foot
because	 the	 sun	 was	 hot;	 and	 there	 they	 talked	 together	 of	 many	 things.	 At
length	the	king	said:
'You	were	out	late	one	evening,	Irene.'
'Yes,	papa.	It	was	my	fault;	and	Lootie	was	very	sorry.'
'I	must	talk	to	Lootie	about	it,'	said	the	king.
'Don't	 speak	 loud	 to	 her,	 please,	 papa,'	 said	 Irene.	 'She's	 been	 so	 afraid	 of

being	late	ever	since!	Indeed	she	has	not	been	naughty.	It	was	only	a	mistake	for
once.'
'Once	might	 be	 too	 often,'	murmured	 the	 king	 to	 himself,	 as	 he	 stroked	 his

child's	head.
I	can't	tell	you	how	he	had	come	to	know.	I	am	sure	Curdie	had	not	told	him.

Someone	about	the	palace	must	have	seen	them,	after	all.
He	sat	for	a	good	while	thinking.	There	was	no	sound	to	be	heard	except	that

of	a	little	stream	which	ran	merrily	out	of	an	opening	in	the	rock	by	where	they
sat,	and	sped	away	down	the	hill	through	the	garden.	Then	he	rose	and,	leaving
Irene	where	she	was,	went	into	the	house	and	sent	for	Lootie,	with	whom	he	had



a	talk	that	made	her	cry.
When	in	the	evening	he	rode	away	upon	his	great	white	horse,	he	left	six	of

his	attendants	behind	him,	with	orders	 that	 three	of	 them	should	watch	outside
the	house	every	night,	walking	round	and	round	it	from	sunset	to	sunrise.	It	was
clear	he	was	not	quite	comfortable	about	the	princess.



Chapter		11	
The	Old	Lady's	Bedroom
Nothing	more	happened	worth	telling	for	some	time.	The	autumn	came	and	went
by.	 There	 were	 no	 more	 flowers	 in	 the	 garden.	 The	 wind	 blew	 strong,	 and
howled	 among	 the	 rocks.	 The	 rain	 fell,	 and	 drenched	 the	 few	 yellow	 and	 red
leaves	that	could	not	get	off	the	bare	branches.	Again	and	again	there	would	be	a
glorious	morning	 followed	by	a	pouring	afternoon,	and	sometimes,	 for	a	week
together,	there	would	be	rain,	nothing	but	rain,	all	day,	and	then	the	most	lovely
cloudless	night,	with	 the	 sky	 all	 out	 in	 full-blown	 stars—not	one	missing.	But
the	princess	could	not	see	much	of	them,	for	she	went	to	bed	early.	The	winter
drew	on,	and	she	found	things	growing	dreary.	When	it	was	too	stormy	to	go	out,
and	 she	 had	 got	 tired	 of	 her	 toys,	 Lootie	 would	 take	 her	 about	 the	 house,
sometimes	to	the	housekeeper's	room,	where	the	housekeeper,	who	was	a	good,
kind	 old	 woman,	 made	 much	 of	 her—sometimes	 to	 the	 servants'	 hall	 or	 the
kitchen,	where	she	was	not	princess	merely,	but	absolute	queen,	and	ran	a	great
risk	of	being	spoiled.	Sometimes	she	would	run	off	herself	to	the	room	where	the
men-at-arms	whom	 the	 king	 had	 left	 sat,	 and	 they	 showed	 her	 their	 arms	 and
accoutrements	and	did	what	they	could	to	amuse	her.	Still	at	times	she	found	it
very	dreary,	and	often	and	often	wished	that	her	huge	great	grandmother	had	not
been	a	dream.
One	morning	the	nurse	left	her	with	the	housekeeper	for	a	while.	To	amuse	her

she	turned	out	 the	contents	of	an	old	cabinet	upon	the	table.	The	little	princess
found	her	treasures,	queer	ancient	ornaments,	and	many	things	the	use	of	which
she	could	not	 imagine,	 far	more	 interesting	 than	her	own	 toys,	and	sat	playing
with	 them	 for	 two	 hours	 or	 more.	 But,	 at	 length,	 in	 handling	 a	 curious	 old-
fashioned	brooch,	she	ran	the	pin	of	it	 into	her	thumb,	and	gave	a	little	scream
with	the	sharpness	of	the	pain,	but	would	have	thought	little	more	of	it	had	not
the	pain	increased	and	her	thumb	begun	to	swell.	This	alarmed	the	housekeeper
greatly.	The	nurse	was	fetched;	the	doctor	was	sent	for;	her	hand	was	poulticed,
and	long	before	her	usual	time	she	was	put	to	bed.	The	pain	still	continued,	and
although	she	 fell	asleep	and	dreamed	a	good	many	dreams,	 there	was	 the	pain
always	in	every	dream.	At	last	it	woke	her	UP.
The	moon	was	shining	brightly	into	the	room.	The	poultice	had	fallen	off	her



hand	and	it	was	burning	hot.	She	fancied	if	she	could	hold	it	into	the	moonlight
that	would	cool	 it.	So	she	got	out	of	bed,	without	waking	the	nurse	who	lay	at
the	other	 end	of	 the	 room,	and	went	 to	 the	window.	When	 she	 looked	out	 she
saw	one	of	the	men-at-arms	walking	in	the	garden	with	the	moonlight	glancing
on	his	armour.	She	was	 just	going	 to	 tap	on	 the	window	and	call	him,	 for	 she
wanted	to	tell	him	all	about	it,	when	she	bethought	herself	that	that	might	wake
Lootie,	and	she	would	put	her	 into	her	bed	again.	So	she	resolved	 to	go	 to	 the
window	of	another	room,	and	call	him	from	there.	It	was	so	much	nicer	to	have
somebody	to	talk	to	than	to	lie	awake	in	bed	with	the	burning	pain	in	her	hand.
She	opened	 the	door	very	gently	 and	went	 through	 the	nursery,	which	did	not
look	into	the	garden,	to	go	to	the	other	window.	But	when	she	came	to	the	foot
of	 the	old	staircase	there	was	the	moon	shining	down	from	some	window	high
up,	and	making	the	worm-eaten	oak	look	very	strange	and	delicate	and	lovely.	In
a	moment	she	was	putting	her	little	feet	one	after	the	other	in	the	silvery	path	up
the	stair,	looking	behind	as	she	went,	to	see	the	shadow	they	made	in	the	middle
of	 the	 silver.	 Some	 little	 girls	would	 have	 been	 afraid	 to	 find	 themselves	 thus
alone	in	the	middle	of	the	night,	but	Irene	was	a	princess.
As	 she	went	 slowly	 up	 the	 stair,	 not	 quite	 sure	 that	 she	was	 not	 dreaming,

suddenly	 a	 great	 longing	woke	 up	 in	 her	 heart	 to	 try	 once	more	 whether	 she
could	not	find	the	old	lady	with	the	silvery	hair.	 'If	she	is	a	dream,'	she	said	to
herself,	'then	I	am	the	likelier	to	find	her,	if	I	am	dreaming.'
So	up	and	up	she	went,	stair	after	stair,	until	she	Came	to	the	many	rooms—all

just	as	she	had	seen	them	before.	Through	passage	after	passage	she	softly	sped,
comforting	 herself	 that	 if	 she	 should	 lose	 her	 way	 it	 would	 not	matter	much,
because	when	she	woke	she	would	find	herself	in	her	own	bed	with	Lootie	not
far	off.	But,	as	if	she	had	known	every	step	of	the	way,	she	walked	straight	to	the
door	at	the	foot	of	the	narrow	stair	that	led	to	the	tower.
'What	 if	 I	 should	 realreality-really	 find	 my	 beautiful	 old	 grandmother	 up

there!'	she	said	to	herself	as	she	crept	up	the	steep	steps.
When	she	reached	the	top	she	stood	a	moment	listening	in	the	dark,	for	there

was	no	moon	there.	Yes!	it	was!	it	was	the	hum	of	the	spinning-wheel!	What	a
diligent	grandmother	to	work	both	day	and	night!	She	tapped	gently	at	the	door.
'Come	in,	Irene,'said	the	sweet	voice.
The	princess	opened	the	door	and	entered.	There	was	the	moonlight	streaming

in	at	the	window,	and	in	the	middle	of	the	moonlight	sat	the	old	lady	in	her	black
dress	with	 the	white	 lace,	and	her	silvery	hair	mingling	with	 the	moonlight,	so
that	you	could	not	have	told	which	was	which.	'Come	in,	Irene,'	she	said	again.
'Can	you	tell	me	what	I	am	spinning?'
'She	 speaks,'	 thought	 Irene,	 'just	 as	 if	 she	had	 seen	me	 five	minutes	 ago,	 or



yesterday	 at	 the	 farthest.	 —No,'	 she	 answered;	 'I	 don't	 know	 what	 you	 are
spinning.	Please,	 I	 thought	you	were	a	dream.	Why	couldn't	 I	 find	you	before,
great-great-grandmother?'
'That	you	are	hardly	old	enough	to	understand.	But	you	would	have	found	me

sooner	 if	 you	hadn't	 come	 to	 think	 I	was	 a	 dream.	 I	will	 give	 you	one	 reason
though	why	you	couldn't	find	me.	I	didn't	want	you	to	find	me.'
'Why,	please?'
'Because	I	did	not	want	Lootie	to	know	I	was	here.'
'But	you	told	me	to	tell	Lootie.'
'Yes.	But	I	knew	Lootie	would	not	believe	you.	If	she	were	to	see	me	sitting

spinning	here,	she	wouldn't	believe	me,	either.'
'Why?'
'Because	she	couldn't.	She	would	rub	her	eyes,	and	go	away	and	say	she	felt

queer,	and	forget	half	of	it	and	more,	and	then	say	it	had	been	all	a	dream.'
'Just	like	me,'	said	Irene,	feeling	very	much	ashamed	of	herself.
'Yes,	a	good	deal	 like	you,	but	not	 just	 like	you;	for	you've	come	again;	and

Lootie	wouldn't	 have	 come	 again.	She	would	have	 said,	No,	 no—she	had	had
enough	of	such	nonsense.'
'Is	it	naughty	of	Lootie,	then?'
'It	would	be	naughty	of	you.	I've	never	done	anything	for	Lootie.'
'And	you	did	wash	my	face	and	hands	for	me,'	said	Irene,	beginning	to	cry.
The	old	lady	smiled	a	sweet	smile	and	said:
'I'm	not	vexed	with	you,	my	child—nor	with	Lootie	either.	But	 I	don't	want

you	to	say	anything	more	to	Lootie	about	me.	If	she	should	ask	you,	you	must
just	be	silent.	But	I	do	not	think	she	will	ask	you.'
All	the	time	they	talked	the	old	lady	kept	on	spinning.
'You	haven't	told	me	yet	what	I	am	spinning,'	she	said.
'Because	I	don't	know.	It's	very	pretty	stuff.'
It	was	 indeed	very	pretty	 stuff.	There	was	 a	good	bunch	of	 it	 on	 the	distaff

attached	to	the	spinning-wheel,	and	in	the	moonlight	it	shone	like—what	shall	I
say	 it	was	 like?	It	was	not	white	enough	for	silver—yes,	 it	was	 like	silver,	but
shone	grey	rather	 than	white,	and	glittered	only	a	 little.	And	the	 thread	 the	old
lady	drew	out	from	it	was	so	fine	that	Irene	could	hardly	see	it.	 'I	am	spinning
this	for	you,	my	child.'
'For	me!	What	am	I	to	do	with	it,	please?'
'I	will	tell	you	by	and	by.	But	first	I	will	tell	you	what	it	is.	It	is	spider-web—

of	a	particular	kind.	My	pigeons	bring	 it	me	 from	over	 the	great	 sea.	There	 is
only	one	forest	where	the	spiders	live	who	make	this	particular	kind—the	finest
and	strongest	of	any.	I	have	nearly	finished	my	present	job.	What	is	on	the	rock



now	will	be	enough.	I	have	a	week's	work	there	yet,	though,'	she	added,	looking
at	the	bunch.
'Do	you	work	all	day	and	all	night,	too,	great-great-great-great-grandmother?'

said	the	princess,	thinking	to	be	very	polite	with	so	many	greats.
'I	am	not	quite	so	great	as	all	 that,'	 she	answered,	smiling	almost	merrily.	 'If

you	 call	 me	 grandmother,	 that	 will	 do.	 No,	 I	 don't	 work	 every	 night—only
moonlit	nights,	and	then	no	longer	than	the	moon	shines	upon	my	wheel.	I	shan't
work	much	longer	tonight.'
'And	what	will	you	do	next,	grandmother?'	'Go	to	bed.	Would	you	like	to	see

my	bedroom?'
'Yes,	that	I	should.'
'Then	I	think	I	won't	work	any	longer	tonight.	I	shall	be	in	good	time.'
The	old	lady	rose,	and	left	her	wheel	standing	just	as	it	was.	You	see	there	was

no	good	in	putting	it	away,	for	where	there	was	not	any	furniture	there	was	no
danger	of	being	untidy.
Then	 she	 took	 Irene	by	 the	hand,	 but	 it	was	her	bad	hand	 and	 Irene	gave	 a

little	cry	of	pain.	'My	child!'	said	her	grandmother,	'what	is	the	matter?'
Irene	held	her	hand	into	the	moonlight,	that	the	old	lady	might	see	it,	and	told

her	 all	 about	 it,	 at	which	 she	 looked	 grave.	But	 she	 only	 said:	 'Give	me	 your
other	hand';	and,	having	led	her	out	upon	the	little	dark	landing,	opened	the	door
on	the	opposite	side	of	it.	What	was	Irene's	surprise	to	see	the	loveliest	room	she
had	 ever	 seen	 in	 her	 life!	 It	 was	 large	 and	 lofty,	 and	 dome-shaped.	 From	 the
centre	hung	a	lamp	as	round	as	a	ball,	shining	as	if	with	the	brightest	moonlight,
which	 made	 everything	 visible	 in	 the	 room,	 though	 not	 so	 clearly	 that	 the
princess	could	tell	what	many	of	the	things	were.	A	large	oval	bed	stood	in	the
middle,	with	a	coverlid	of	rose	colour,	and	velvet	curtains	all	round	it	of	a	lovely
pale	 blue.	 The	walls	were	 also	 blue—spangled	 all	 over	with	what	 looked	 like
stars	of	silver.
The	old	 lady	 left	 her	 and,	 going	 to	 a	 strange-looking	 cabinet,	 opened	 it	 and

took	out	a	curious	silver	casket.	Then	she	sat	down	on	a	low	chair	and,	calling
Irene,	made	her	kneel	before	her	while	she	looked	at	her	hand.	Having	examined
it,	she	opened	the	casket,	and	took	from	it	a	little	ointment.	The	sweetest	odour
filled	the	room—like	that	of	roses	and	lilies—as	she	rubbed	the	ointment	gently
all	over	the	hot	swollen	hand.	Her	touch	was	so	pleasant	and	cool	that	it	seemed
to	drive	away	the	pain	and	heat	wherever	it	came.
'Oh,	grandmother!	it	is	so	nice!'	said	Irene.	'Thank	you;	thank	you.'
Then	 the	 old	 lady	 went	 to	 a	 chest	 of	 drawers,	 and	 took	 out	 a	 large

handkerchief	of	gossamer-like	cambric,	which	she	tied	round	her	hand.
'I	don't	think	I	can	let	you	go	away	tonight,'	she	said.	'Would	you	like	to	sleep



with	me?'
'Oh,	 yes,	 yes,	 dear	 grandmother,'	 said	 Irene,	 and	 would	 have	 clapped	 her

hands,	forgetting	that	she	could	not.
'You	won't	be	afraid,	then,	to	go	to	bed	with	such	an	old	woman?'
'No.	You	are	so	beautiful,	grandmother.'
'But	I	am	very	old.'
'And	I	suppose	I	am	very	young.	You	won't	mind	sleeping	with	such	a	very

young	woman,	grandmother?'
'You	 sweet	 little	 pertness!'	 said	 the	 old	 lady,	 and	 drew	her	 towards	 her,	 and

kissed	her	on	 the	 forehead	and	 the	cheek	and	 the	mouth.	Then	 she	got	 a	 large
silver	basin,	and	having	poured	some	water	 into	 it	made	Irene	sit	on	 the	chair,
and	washed	her	feet.	This	done,	she	was	ready	for	bed.	And	oh,	what	a	delicious
bed	it	was	into	which	her	grandmother	laid	her!	She	hardly	could	have	told	she
was	lying	upon	anything:	she	felt	nothing	but	the	softness.
The	old	lady	having	undressed	herself	lay	down	beside	her.
'Why	don't	you	put	out	your	moon?'	asked	the	princess.
'That	never	goes	out,	night	or	day,'	she	answered.	'In	the	darkest	night,	if	any

of	my	pigeons	are	out	on	a	message,	they	always	see	my	moon	and	know	where
to	fly	to.'
'But	 if	 somebody	 besides	 the	 pigeons	 were	 to	 see	 it—somebody	 about	 the

house,	I	mean—they	would	come	to	look	what	it	was	and	find	you.'
'The	better	for	them,	then,'	said	the	old	lady.	'But	it	does	not	happen	above	five

times	in	a	hundred	years	that	anyone	does	see	it.
The	 greater	 part	 of	 those	who	 do	 take	 it	 for	 a	meteor,	wink	 their	 eyes,	 and

forget	it	again.	Besides,	nobody	could	find	the	room	except	I	pleased.	Besides,
again—I	will	 tell	 you	 a	 secret—if	 that	 light	 were	 to	 go	 out	 you	would	 fancy
yourself	lying	in	a	bare	garret,	on	a	heap	of	old	straw,	and	would	not	see	one	of
the	pleasant	things	round	about	you	all	the	time.'
'I	hope	it	will	never	go	out,'	said	the	princess.
'I	hope	not.	But	it	is	time	we	both	went	to	sleep.	Shall	I	take	you	in	my	arms?'
The	little	princess	nestled	close	up	to	 the	old	 lady,	who	took	her	 in	both	her

arms	and	held	her	close	to	her	bosom.
'Oh,	 dear!	 this	 is	 so	 nice!'	 said	 the	 princess.	 'I	 didn't	 know	 anything	 in	 the

world	could	be	so	comfortable.	I	should	like	to	lie	here	for	ever.'
'You	may	if	you	will,'	said	the	old	lady.	'But	I	must	put	you	to	one	trial-not	a

very	hard	one,	I	hope.	This	night	week	you	must	come	back	to	me.	If	you	don't,	I
do	 not	 know	when	 you	may	 find	me	 again,	 and	 you	will	 soon	want	me	 very
much.'
'Oh!	please,	don't	let	me	forget.'



'You	 shall	 not	 forget.	 The	 only	 question	 is	 whether	 you	 will	 believe	 I	 am
anywhere—whether	 you	will	 believe	 I	 am	 anything	 but	 a	 dream.	You	may	 be
sure	I	will	do	all	I	can	to	help	you	to	come.	But	it	will	rest	with	yourself,	after
all.	On	the	night	of	next	Friday,	you	must	come	to	me.	Mind	now.'
'I	will	try,'	said	the	princess.
'Then	good	night,'	said	the	old	lady,	and	kissed	the	forehead	which	lay	in	her

bosom.
In	a	moment	more	the	little	princess	was	dreaming	in	the	midst	of	the	loveliest

dreams—of	summer	seas	and	moonlight	and	mossy	springs	and	great	murmuring
trees,	 and	 beds	 of	 wild	 flowers	 with	 such	 odours	 as	 she	 had	 never	 smelled
before.	 But,	 after	 all,	 no	 dream	 could	 be	 more	 lovely	 than	 what	 she	 had	 left
behind	when	she	fell	asleep.
In	the	morning	she	found	herself	in	her	own	bed.	There	was	no	handkerchief

or	anything	else	on	her	hand,	only	a	sweet	odour	lingered	about	it.	The	swelling
had	all	gone	down;	the	prick	of	the	brooch	had	vanished—in	fact,	her	hand	was
perfectly	well.



Chapter		12	
A	Short	Chapter	About	Curdie
Curdie	spent	many	nights	in	the	mine.	His	father	and	he	had	taken	Mrs.	Peterson
into	 the	 secret,	 for	 they	 knew	mother	 could	 hold	 her	 tongue,	which	was	more
than	could	be	said	of	all	the	miners'	wives.
But	Curdie	did	not	tell	her	that	every	night	he	spent	in	the	mine,	part	of	it	went

in	earning	a	new	red	petticoat	for	her.
Mrs.	Peterson	was	 such	a	nice	good	mother!	All	mothers	are	nice	and	good

more	 or	 less,	 but	Mrs.	 Peterson	was	 nice	 and	 good	 all	more	 and	 no	 less.	 She
made	 and	kept	 a	 little	 heaven	 in	 that	 poor	 cottage	on	 the	 high	hillside	 for	 her
husband	and	son	to	go	home	to	out	of	the	low	and	rather	dreary	earth	in	which
they	worked.	I	doubt	if	the	princess	was	very	much	happier	even	in	the	arms	of
her	 huge	 great-grandmother	 than	 Peter	 and	 Curdie	 were	 in	 the	 arms	 of	 Mrs.
Peterson.	True,	her	hands	were	hard	and	chapped	and	large,	but	it	was	with	work
for	them;	and	therefore,	 in	the	sight	of	the	angels,	her	hands	were	so	much	the
more	 beautiful.	And	 if	Curdie	worked	 hard	 to	 get	 her	 a	 petticoat,	 she	worked
hard	 every	 day	 to	 get	 him	 comforts	which	 he	would	 have	missed	much	more
than	 she	 would	 a	 new	 petticoat	 even	 in	 winter.	 Not	 that	 she	 and	 Curdie	 ever
thought	 of	 how	 much	 they	 worked	 for	 each	 other:	 that	 would	 have	 spoiled
everything.
When	left	alone	in	the	mine	Curdie	always	worked	on	for	an	hour	or	 two	at

first,	following	the	lode	which,	according	to	Glump,	would	lead	at	last	into	the
deserted	habitation.	After	that,	he	would	set	out	on	a	reconnoitring	expedition.	In
order	to	manage	this,	or	rather	the	return	from	it,	better	than	the	first	time,	he	had
bought	 a	 huge	 ball	 of	 fine	 string,	 having	 learned	 the	 trick	 from	 Hop-o'-my-
Thumb,	 whose	 history	 his	 mother	 had	 often	 told	 him.	 Not	 that	 Hop-o'-my-
Thumb	had	ever	used	a	ball	of	string—I	should	be	sorry	to	be	supposed	so	far
out	 in	my	classics—but	 the	principle	was	 the	same	as	 that	of	 the	pebbles.	The
end	of	this	string	he	fastened	to	his	pickaxe,	which	figured	no	bad	anchor,	and
then,	with	the	ball	in	his	hand,	unrolling	it	as	he	went,	set	out	in	the	dark	through
the	natural	gangs	of	 the	goblins'	 territory.	The	first	night	or	 two	he	came	upon
nothing	worth	remembering;	saw	only	a	little	of	the	home-life	of	the	cobs	in	the
various	 caves	 they	 called	houses;	 failed	 in	 coming	upon	 anything	 to	 cast	 light



upon	 the	 foregoing	 design	 which	 kept	 the	 inundation	 for	 the	 present	 in	 the
background.	But	at	length,	I	think	on	the	third	or	fourth	night,	he	found,	partly
guided	by	the	noise	of	their	implements,	a	company	of	evidently	the	best	sappers
and	miners	amongst	them,	hard	at	work.	What	were	they	about?	It	could	not	well
be	the	inundation,	seeing	that	had	in	the	meantime	been	postponed	to	something
else.	 Then	 what	 was	 it?	 He	 lurked	 and	 watched,	 every	 now	 and	 then	 in	 the
greatest	 risk	of	being	detected,	but	without	success.	He	had	again	and	again	 to
retreat	in	haste,	a	proceeding	rendered	the	more	difficult	that	he	had	to	gather	up
his	 string	 as	 he	 returned	 upon	 its	 course.	 It	was	 not	 that	 he	was	 afraid	 of	 the
goblins,	but	that	he	was	afraid	of	their	finding	out	that	they	were	watched,	which
might	have	prevented	the	discovery	at	which	he	aimed.	Sometimes	his	haste	had
to	be	such	that,	when	he	reached	home	towards	morning,	his	string,	for	lack	of
time	 to	 wind	 it	 up	 as	 he	 'dodged	 the	 cobs',	 would	 be	 in	 what	 seemed	 most
hopeless	 entanglement;	 but	 after	 a	 good	 sleep,	 though	 a	 short	 one,	 he	 always
found	 his	 mother	 had	 got	 it	 right	 again.	 There	 it	 was,	 wound	 in	 a	 most
respectable	ball,	ready	for	use	the	moment	he	should	want	it!
'I	can't	think	how	you	do	it,	mother,'	he	would	say.
'I	 follow	 the	 thread,'	 she	 would	 answer—'just	 as	 you	 do	 in	 the	 mine.'	 She

never	had	more	to	say	about	it;	but	the	less	clever	she	was	with	her	words,	the
more	 clever	 she	 was	 with	 her	 hands;	 and	 the	 less	 his	 mother	 said,	 the	 more
Curdie	believed	she	had	to	say.	But	still	he	had	made	no	discovery	as	to	what	the
goblin	miners	were	about.



Chapter		13	
The	Cobs'	Creatures
About	this	time	the	gentlemen	whom	the	king	had	left	behind	him	to	watch	over
the	princess	had	each	occasion	to	doubt	the	testimony	of	his	own	eyes,	for	more
than	strange	were	 the	objects	 to	which	 they	would	bear	witness.	They	were	of
one	sort—creatures—but	so	grotesque	and	misshapen	as	to	be	more	like	a	child's
drawings	 upon	 his	 slate	 than	 anything	 natural.	 They	 saw	 them	 only	 at	 night,
while	 on	 guard	 about	 the	 house.	The	 testimony	 of	 the	man	who	 first	 reported
having	seen	one	of	 them	was	 that,	 as	he	was	walking	slowly	 round	 the	house,
while	yet	in	the	shadow,	he	caught	sight	of	a	creature	standing	on	its	hind	legs	in
the	moonlight,	with	its	forefeet	upon	a	window-ledge,	staring	in	at	the	window.
Its	body	might	have	been	that	of	a	dog	or	wolf,	he	thought,	but	he	declared	on
his	honour	that	its	head	was	twice	the	size	it	ought	to	have	been	for	the	size	of	its
body,	and	as	round	as	a	ball,	while	the	face,	which	it	turned	upon	him	as	it	fled,
was	more	like	one	carved	by	a	boy	upon	the	turnip	inside	which	he	is	going	to
put	a	candle	than	anything	else	he	could	think	of.	It	rushed	into	the	garden.	He
sent	an	arrow	after	it,	and	thought	he	must	have	struck	it;	for	it	gave	an	unearthly
howl,	 and	 he	 could	 not	 find	 his	 arrow	 any	 more	 than	 the	 beast,	 although	 he
searched	all	about	the	place	where	it	vanished.	They	laughed	at	him	until	he	was
driven	to	hold	his	tongue,	and	said	he	must	have	taken	too	long	a	pull	at	the	ale-
jug.
But	before	two	nights	were	over	he	had	one	to	side	with	him,	for	he,	too,	had

seen	something	strange,	only	quite	different	from	that	reported	by	the	other.	The
description	 the	 second	 man	 gave	 of	 the	 creature	 he	 had	 seen	 was	 yet	 more
grotesque	 and	unlikely.	They	were	 both	 laughed	 at	 by	 the	 rest;	 but	 night	 after
night	another	came	over	to	their	side,	until	at	last	there	was	only	one	left	to	laugh
at	all	his	companions.	Two	nights	more	passed,	and	he	saw	nothing;	but	on	the
third	he	came	rushing	from	the	garden	to	the	other	two	before	the	house,	in	such
an	agitation	that	they	declared—for	it	was	their	turn	now—that	the	band	of	his
helmet	was	cracking	under	his	chin	with	the	rising	of	his	hair	inside	it.	Running
with	him	into	that	part	of	the	garden	which	I	have	already	described,	they	saw	a
score	of	creatures,	 to	not	one	of	which	they	could	give	a	name,	and	not	one	of
which	was	like	another,	hideous	and	ludicrous	at	once,	gambolling	on	the	lawn



in	 the	moonlight.	The	 supernatural	or	 rather	 subnatural	ugliness	of	 their	 faces,
the	 length	of	 legs	and	necks	 in	some,	 the	apparent	absence	of	both	or	either	 in
others,	made	 the	 spectators,	 although	 in	 one	 consent	 as	 to	what	 they	 saw,	 yet
doubtful,	as	I	have	said,	of	the	evidence	of	their	own	eyes—and	ears	as	well;	for
the	 noises	 they	made,	 although	 not	 loud,	were	 as	 uncouth	 and	 varied	 as	 their
forms,	and	could	be	described	neither	as	grunts	nor	squeaks	nor	roars	nor	howls
nor	barks	nor	yells	nor	screams	nor	croaks	nor	hisses	nor	mews	nor	shrieks,	but
only	as	something	like	all	of	them	mingled	in	one	horrible	dissonance.	Keeping
in	the	shade,	the	watchers	had	a	few	moments	to	recover	themselves	before	the
hideous	 assembly	 suspected	 their	 presence;	 but	 all	 at	 once,	 as	 if	 by	 common
consent,	they	scampered	off	in	the	direction	of	a	great	rock,	and	vanished	before
the	men	had	come	to	themselves	sufficiently	to	think	of	following	them.
My	 readers	 will	 suspect	 what	 these	 were;	 but	 I	 will	 now	 give	 them	 full

information	 concerning	 them.	 They	 were,	 of	 course,	 household	 animals
belonging	 to	 the	 goblins,	 whose	 ancestors	 had	 taken	 their	 ancestors	 many
centuries	 before	 from	 the	 upper	 regions	 of	 light	 into	 the	 lower	 regions	 of
darkness.	 The	 original	 stocks	 of	 these	 horrible	 creatures	 were	 very	 much	 the
same	as	 the	animals	now	seen	about	 farms	and	homes	 in	 the	country,	with	 the
exception	of	a	few	of	 them,	which	had	been	wild	creatures,	such	as	foxes,	and
indeed	wolves	and	small	bears,	which	the	goblins,	from	their	proclivity	towards
the	animal	creation,	had	caught	when	cubs	and	tamed.	But	in	the	course	of	time
all	had	undergone	even	greater	changes	than	had	passed	upon	their	owners.	They
had	altered—that	is,	their	descendants	had	altered—into	such	creatures	as	I	have
not	 attempted	 to	 describe	 except	 in	 the	 vaguest	 manner—the	 various	 parts	 of
their	 bodies	 assuming,	 in	 an	 apparently	 arbitrary	 and	 self-willed	 manner,	 the
most	abnormal	developments.	Indeed,	so	little	did	any	distinct	type	predominate
in	 some	 of	 the	 bewildering	 results,	 that	 you	 could	 only	 have	 guessed	 at	 any
known	animal	as	the	original,	and	even	then,	what	likeness	remained	would	be
more	 one	 of	 general	 expression	 than	 of	 definable	 conformation.	 But	 what
increased	the	gruesomeness	tenfold	was	that,	from	constant	domestic,	or	indeed
rather	 family	 association	 with	 the	 goblins,	 their	 countenances	 had	 grown	 in
grotesque	resemblance	to	the	human.
No	one	understands	animals	who	does	not	 see	 that	every	one	of	 them,	even

amongst	 the	 fishes,	 it	may	be	with	a	dimness	and	vagueness	 infinitely	 remote,
yet	shadows	the	human:	in	the	case	of	these	the	human	resemblance	had	greatly
increased:	while	 their	 owners	 had	 sunk	 towards	 them,	 they	 had	 risen	 towards
their	owners.	But	the	conditions	of	subterranean	life	being	equally	unnatural	for
both,	 while	 the	 goblins	 were	 worse,	 the	 creatures	 had	 not	 improved	 by	 the
approximation,	 and	 its	 result	 would	 have	 appeared	 far	 more	 ludicrous	 than



consoling	to	the	warmest	lover	of	animal	nature.	I	shall	now	explain	how	it	was
that	 just	 then	these	animals	began	to	show	themselves	about	 the	king's	country
house.
The	 goblins,	 as	 Curdie	 had	 discovered,	were	mining	 on—at	work	 both	 day

and	 night,	 in	 divisions,	 urging	 the	 scheme	 after	 which	 he	 lay	 in	 wait.	 In	 the
course	of	their	tunnelling	they	had	broken	into	the	channel	of	a	small	stream,	but
the	break	being	in	the	top	of	it,	no	water	had	escaped	to	interfere	with	their	work.
Some	of	the	creatures,	hovering	as	they	often	did	about	their	masters,	had	found
the	 hole,	 and	 had,	 with	 the	 curiosity	 which	 had	 grown	 to	 a	 passion	 from	 the
restraints	 of	 their	 unnatural	 circumstances,	 proceeded	 to	 explore	 the	 channel.
The	stream	was	the	same	which	ran	out	by	the	seat	on	which	Irene	and	her	king-
papa	had	sat	as	I	have	told,	and	the	goblin	creatures	found	it	jolly	fun	to	get	out
for	 a	 romp	 on	 a	 smooth	 lawn	 such	 as	 they	 had	 never	 seen	 in	 all	 their	 poor
miserable	 lives.	 But	 although	 they	 had	 partaken	 enough	 of	 the	 nature	 of	 their
owners	to	delight	in	annoying	and	alarming	any	of	the	people	whom	they	met	on
the	 mountain,	 they	 were,	 of	 course,	 incapable	 of	 designs	 of	 their	 own,	 or	 of
intentionally	furthering	those	of	their	masters.
For	several	nights	after	the	men-at-arms	were	at	length	of	one	mind	as	to	the

fact	 of	 the	 visits	 of	 some	 horrible	 creatures,	 whether	 bodily	 or	 spectral	 they
could	 not	 yet	 say,	 they	watched	with	 special	 attention	 that	 part	 of	 the	 garden
where	 they	 had	 last	 seen	 them.	 Perhaps	 indeed	 they	 gave	 in	 consequence	 too
little	 attention	 to	 the	 house.	 But	 the	 creatures	 were	 too	 cunning	 to	 be	 easily
caught;	nor	were	the	watchers	quick-eyed	enough	to	descry	the	head,	or	the	keen
eyes	in	it,	which,	from	the	opening	whence	the	stream	issued,	would	watch	them
in	turn,	ready,	the	moment	they	should	leave	the	lawn,	to	report	the	place	clear.



Chapter		14	
That	Night	Week
During	 the	whole	of	 the	week	 Irene	had	been	 thinking	every	other	moment	of
her	promise	to	the	old	lady,	although	even	now	she	could	not	feel	quite	sure	that
she	had	not	been	dreaming.	Could	it	really	be	that	an	old	lady	lived	up	in	the	top
of	 the	 house,	with	 pigeons	 and	 a	 spinning-wheel,	 and	 a	 lamp	 that	 never	went
out?	 She	 was,	 however,	 none	 the	 less	 determined,	 on	 the	 coming	 Friday,	 to
ascend	the	three	stairs,	walk	through	the	passages	with	the	many	doors,	and	try
to	find	the	tower	in	which	she	had	either	seen	or	dreamed	her	grandmother.
Her	nurse	could	not	help	wondering	what	had	come	to	the	child—she	would

sit	 so	 thoughtfully	 silent,	 and	 even	 in	 the	midst	 of	 a	 game	with	 her	would	 so
suddenly	 fall	 into	 a	 dreamy	 mood.	 But	 Irene	 took	 care	 to	 betray	 nothing,
whatever	efforts	Lootie	might	make	to	get	at	her	thoughts.	And	Lootie	had	to	say
to	herself:	'What	an	odd	child	she	is!'	and	give	it	up.
At	 length	 the	 longed-for	Friday	arrived,	and	 lest	Lootie	 should	be	moved	 to

watch	 her,	 Irene	 endeavoured	 to	 keep	 herself	 as	 quiet	 as	 possible.	 In	 the
afternoon	she	asked	for	her	doll's	house,	and	went	on	arranging	and	rearranging
the	various	rooms	and	their	inhabitants	for	a	whole	hour.	Then	she	gave	a	sigh
and	threw	herself	back	in	her	chair.	One	of	the	dolls	would	not	sit,	and	another
would	not	stand,	and	they	were	all	very	tiresome.	Indeed,	there	was	one	would
not	 even	 lie	 down,	 which	was	 too	 bad.	 But	 it	 was	 now	 getting	 dark,	 and	 the
darker	it	got	the	more	excited	Irene	became,	and	the	more	she	felt	it	necessary	to
be	composed.
'I	 see	you	want	your	 tea,	 princess,'	 said	 the	nurse:	 'I	will	 go	 and	get	 it.	The

room	feels	close:	I	will	open	the	window	a	little.	The	evening	is	mild:	 it	won't
hurt	you.'
'There's	no	fear	of	that,	Lootie,'	said	Irene,	wishing	she	had	put	off	going	for

the	 tea	 till	 it	 was	 darker,	 when	 she	 might	 have	 made	 her	 attempt	 with	 every
advantage.
I	fancy	Lootie	was	longer	in	returning	than	she	had	intended;	for	when	Irene,

who	had	been	lost	in	thought,	looked	up,	she	saw	it	was	nearly	dark,	and	at	the
same	moment	caught	sight	of	a	pair	of	eyes,	bright	with	a	green	light,	glowering
at	 her	 through	 the	 open	 window.	 The	 next	 instant	 something	 leaped	 into	 the



room.	It	was	like	a	cat,	with	legs	as	long	as	a	horse's,	Irene	said,	but	its	body	no
bigger	and	its	legs	no	thicker	than	those	of	a	cat.	She	was	too	frightened	to	cry
out,	but	not	too	frightened	to	jump	from	her	chair	and	run	from	the	room.
It	is	plain	enough	to	every	one	of	my	readers	what	she	ought	to	have	done—

and	indeed,	Irene	thought	of	it	herself;	but	when	she	came	to	the	foot	of	the	old
stair,	 just	outside	 the	nursery	door,	 she	 imagined	 the	creature	 running	up	 those
long	ascents	after	her,	and	pursuing	her	through	the	dark	passages—which,	after
all,	might	 lead	 to	 no	 tower!	That	 thought	was	 too	much.	Her	 heart	 failed	 her,
and,	turning	from	the	stair,	she	rushed	along	to	the	hall,	whence,	finding	the	front
door	 open,	 she	 darted	 into	 the	 court	 pursued—at	 least	 she	 thought	 so—by	 the
creature.	No	one	happening	to	see	her,	on	she	ran,	unable	to	think	for	fear,	and
ready	to	run	anywhere	to	elude	the	awful	creature	with	the	stilt-legs.	Not	daring
to	 look	behind	her,	 she	 rushed	straight	out	of	 the	gate	and	up	 the	mountain.	 It
was	foolish	indeed—thus	to	run	farther	and	farther	from	all	who	could	help	her,
as	 if	 she	 had	 been	 seeking	 a	 fit	 spot	 for	 the	 goblin	 creature	 to	 eat	 her	 in	 his
leisure;	but	that	is	the	way	fear	serves	us:	it	always	sides	with	the	thing	we	are
afraid	of.
The	princess	was	soon	out	of	breath	with	running	uphill;	but	she	ran	on,	for

she	fancied	the	horrible	creature	just	behind	her,	forgetting	that,	had	it	been	after
her	such	long	legs	as	those	must	have	overtaken	her	long	ago.	At	last	she	could
run	no	longer,	and	fell,	unable	even	to	scream,	by	the	roadside,	where	she	lay	for
some	 time	 half	 dead	with	 terror.	 But	 finding	 nothing	 lay	 hold	 of	 her,	 and	 her
breath	beginning	 to	 come	back,	 she	ventured	at	 length	 to	get	half	up	and	peer
anxiously	about	her.	It	was	now	so	dark	she	could	see	nothing.	Not	a	single	star
was	out.	She	could	not	even	tell	in	what	direction	the	house	lay,	and	between	her
and	home	she	fancied	the	dreadful	creature	lying	ready	to	pounce	upon	her.	She
saw	now	that	she	ought	to	have	run	up	the	stairs	at	once.	It	was	well	she	did	not
scream;	 for,	 although	very	 few	of	 the	goblins	had	come	out	 for	weeks,	a	 stray
idler	or	two	might	have	heard	her.	She	sat	down	upon	a	stone,	and	nobody	but
one	who	had	done	something	wrong	could	have	been	more	miserable.	She	had
quite	forgotten	her	promise	to	visit	her	grandmother.	A	raindrop	fell	on	her	face.
She	looked	up,	and	for	a	moment	her	terror	was	lost	in	astonishment.	At	first	she
thought	the	rising	moon	had	left	her	place,	and	drawn	nigh	to	see	what	could	be
the	matter	with	the	little	girl,	sitting	alone,	without	hat	or	cloak,	on	the	dark	bare
mountain;	 but	 she	 soon	 saw	 she	 was	mistaken,	 for	 there	 was	 no	 light	 on	 the
ground	 at	 her	 feet,	 and	 no	 shadow	 anywhere.	 But	 a	 great	 silver	 globe	 was
hanging	in	the	air;	and	as	she	gazed	at	the	lovely	thing,	her	courage	revived.	If
she	were	but	indoors	again,	she	would	fear	nothing,	not	even	the	terrible	creature
with	the	long	legs!	But	how	was	she	to	find	her	way	back?	What	could	that	light



be?	Could	it	be—?	No,	it	couldn't.	But	what	if	it	should	be—yes—it	must	be—
her	great-great-grandmother's	lamp,	which	guided	her	pigeons	home	through	the
darkest	 night!	 She	 jumped	 up:	 she	 had	 but	 to	 keep	 that	 light	 in	 view	 and	 she
must	 find	 the	 house.	 Her	 heart	 grew	 strong.	 Speedily,	 yet	 softly,	 she	 walked
down	the	hill,	hoping	to	pass	the	watching	creature	unseen.	Dark	as	it	was,	there
was	 little	 danger	 now	 of	 choosing	 the	 wrong	 road.	 And—which	 was	 most
strange—the	light	that	filled	her	eyes	from	the	lamp,	instead	of	blinding	them	for
a	moment	to	the	object	upon	which	they	next	fell,	enabled	her	for	a	moment	to
see	it,	despite	the	darkness.	By	looking	at	the	lamp	and	then	dropping	her	eyes,
she	could	see	the	road	for	a	yard	or	two	in	front	of	her,	and	this	saved	her	from
several	 falls,	 for	 the	 road	 was	 very	 rough.	 But	 all	 at	 once,	 to	 her	 dismay,	 it
vanished,	and	the	terror	of	the	beast,	which	had	left	her	the	moment	she	began	to
return,	again	 laid	hold	of	her	heart.	The	same	 instant,	however,	 she	caught	 the
light	of	 the	windows,	and	knew	exactly	where	she	was.	It	was	too	dark	to	run,
but	she	made	what	haste	she	could,	and	reached	the	gate	in	safety.	She	found	the
house	door	 still	 open,	 ran	 through	 the	hall,	 and,	without	 even	 looking	 into	 the
nursery,	bounded	straight	up	the	stair,	and	the	next,	and	the	next;	then	turning	to
the	right,	ran	through	the	long	avenue	of	silent	rooms,	and	found	her	way	at	once
to	the	door	at	the	foot	of	the	tower	stair.
When	first	the	nurse	missed	her,	she	fancied	she	was	playing	her	a	trick,	and

for	some	time	took	no	trouble	about	her;	but	at	last,	getting	frightened,	she	had
begun	to	search;	and	when	the	princess	entered,	the	whole	household	was	hither
and	thither	over	the	house,	hunting	for	her.	A	few	seconds	after	she	reached	the
stair	of	the	tower	they	had	even	begun	to	search	the	neglected	rooms,	in	which
they	would	never	have	thought	of	 looking	had	they	not	already	searched	every
other	place	they	could	think	of	in	vain.	But	by	this	time	she	was	knocking	at	the
old	lady's	door.



Chapter		15	
Woven	and	Then	Spun
'Come	in,	Irene,'	said	the	silvery	voice	of	her	grandmother.
The	princess	opened	the	door	and	peeped	in.	But	the	room	was	quite	dark	and

there	 was	 no	 sound	 of	 the	 spinning-wheel.	 She	 grew	 frightened	 once	 more,
thinking	that,	although	the	room	was	there,	the	old	lady	might	be	a	dream	after
all.	Every	 little	girl	knows	how	dreadful	 it	 is	 to	 find	a	 room	empty	where	 she
thought	somebody	was;	but	Irene	had	to	fancy	for	a	moment	that	the	person	she
came	 to	 find	was	 nowhere	 at	 all.	 She	 remembered,	 however,	 that	 at	 night	 she
spun	only	in	the	moonlight,	and	concluded	that	must	be	why	there	was	no	sweet,
bee-like	humming:	the	old	lady	might	be	somewhere	in	the	darkness.	Before	she
had	time	to	 think	another	 thought,	she	heard	her	voice	again,	saying	as	before:
'Come	in,	Irene.'	From	the	sound,	she	understood	at	once	that	she	was	not	in	the
room	beside	her.	Perhaps	she	was	in	her	bedroom.	She	turned	across	the	passage,
feeling	her	way	to	the	other	door.	When	her	hand	fell	on	the	lock,	again	the	old
lady	spoke:
'Shut	 the	 other	 door	 behind	 you,	 Irene.	 I	 always	 close	 the	 door	 of	 my

workroom	when	I	go	to	my	chamber.'
Irene	wondered	to	hear	her	voice	so	plainly	through	the	door:	having	shut	the

other,	 she	 opened	 it	 and	went	 in.	 Oh,	 what	 a	 lovely	 haven	 to	 reach	 from	 the
darkness	and	fear	through	which	she	had	come!	The	soft	light	made	her	feel	as	if
she	were	going	into	the	heart	of	the	milkiest	pearl;	while	the	blue	walls	and	their
silver	stars	for	a	moment	perplexed	her	with	the	fancy	that	they	were	in	reality
the	sky	which	she	had	left	outside	a	minute	ago	covered	with	rainclouds.
'I've	lighted	a	fire	for	you,	Irene:	you're	cold	and	wet,'	said	her	grandmother.
Then	Irene	looked	again,	and	saw	that	what	she	had	taken	for	a	huge	bouquet

of	red	roses	on	a	low	stand	against	the	wall	was	in	fact	a	fire	which	burned	in	the
shapes	of	the	loveliest	and	reddest	roses,	glowing	gorgeously	between	the	heads
and	 wings	 of	 two	 cherubs	 of	 shining	 silver.	 And	 when	 she	 came	 nearer,	 she
found	that	the	smell	of	roses	with	which	the	room	was	filled	came	from	the	fire-
roses	 on	 the	 hearth.	 Her	 grandmother	 was	 dressed	 in	 the	 loveliest	 pale	 blue
velvet,	 over	 which	 her	 hair,	 no	 longer	 white,	 but	 of	 a	 rich	 golden	 colour,
streamed	like	a	cataract,	here	falling	in	dull	gathered	heaps,	there	rushing	away



in	smooth	shining	falls.	And	ever	as	she	looked,	the	hair	seemed	pouring	down
from	her	head	and	vanishing	in	a	golden	mist	ere	it	reached	the	floor.	It	flowed
from	under	 the	edge	of	a	circle	of	shining	silver,	set	with	alternated	pearls	and
opals.	On	her	dress	was	no	ornament	whatever,	neither	was	there	a	ring	on	her
hand,	or	a	necklace	or	carcanet	about	her	neck.	But	her	slippers	glimmered	with
the	light	of	the	Milky	Way,	for	they	were	covered	with	seed-pearls	and	opals	in
one	mass.	Her	face	was	that	of	a	woman	of	three-and-twenty.
The	 princess	 was	 so	 bewildered	with	 astonishment	 and	 admiration	 that	 she

could	 hardly	 thank	 her,	 and	 drew	 nigh	 with	 timidity,	 feeling	 dirty	 and
uncomfortable.	The	lady	was	seated	on	a	low	chair	by	the	side	of	the	fire,	with
hands	outstretched	to	take	her,	but	the	princess	hung	back	with	a	troubled	smile.
'Why,	 what's	 the	 matter?'	 asked	 her	 grandmother.	 'You	 haven't	 been	 doing

anything	wrong—I	know	that	by	your	face,	though	it	is	rather	miserable.	What's
the	matter,	my	dear?'
And	she	still	held	out	her	arms.
'Dear	grandmother,'	said	Irene,	'I'm	not	so	sure	that	I	haven't	done	something

wrong.	I	ought	to	have	run	up	to	you	at	once	when	the	long-legged	cat	came	in	at
the	window,	instead	of	running	out	on	the	mountain	and	making	myself	such	a
fright.'
'You	were	taken	by	surprise,	my	child,	and	you	are	not	so	likely	to	do	it	again.

It	 is	when	people	do	wrong	 things	wilfully	 that	 they	are	 the	more	 likely	 to	do
them	again.	Come.'
And	still	she	held	out	her	arms.
'But,	grandmother,	you're	so	beautiful	and	grand	with	your	crown	on;	and	I	am

so	dirty	with	mud	and	rain!	I	should	quite	spoil	your	beautiful	blue	dress.'
With	a	merry	little	laugh	the	lady	sprung	from	her	chair,	more	lightly	far	than

Irene	herself	could,	caught	the	child	to	her	bosom,	and,	kissing	the	tear-stained
face	over	and	over,	sat	down	with	her	in	her	lap.
'Oh,	grandmother!	You'll	make	yourself	such	a	mess!'	cried	Irene,	clinging	to

her.
'You	darling!	 do	you	 think	 I	 care	more	 for	my	dress	 than	 for	my	 little	 girl?

Besides—look	here.'
As	she	spoke	she	set	her	down,	and	Irene	saw	 to	her	dismay	 that	 the	 lovely

dress	was	covered	with	the	mud	of	her	fall	on	the	mountain	road.	But	 the	lady
stooped	 to	 the	 fire,	 and	 taking	 from	 it,	 by	 the	 stalk	 in	 her	 fingers,	 one	 of	 the
burning	 roses,	 passed	 it	 once	 and	 again	 and	 a	 third	 time	 over	 the	 front	 of	 her
dress;	and	when	Irene	looked,	not	a	single	stain	was	to	be	discovered.
'There!'	said	her	grandmother,	'you	won't	mind	coming	to	me	now?'
But	Irene	again	hung	back,	eying	the	flaming	rose	which	the	lady	held	in	her



hand.
'You're	 not	 afraid	 of	 the	 rose—are	 you?'	 she	 said,	 about	 to	 throw	 it	 on	 the

hearth	again.
'Oh!	don't,	please!'	cried	Irene.	 'Won't	you	hold	it	to	my	frock	and	my	hands

and	my	face?	And	I'm	afraid	my	feet	and	my	knees	want	it	too.'
'No,	 answered	 her	 grandmother,	 smiling	 a	 little	 sadly,	 as	 she	 threw	 the	 rose

from	her;	'it	is	too	hot	for	you	yet.	It	would	set	your	frock	in	a	flame.	Besides,	I
don't	want	to	make	you	clean	tonight.
I	want	your	nurse	and	the	rest	of	the	people	to	see	you	as	you	are,	for	you	will

have	to	tell	them	how	you	ran	away	for	fear	of	the	long-legged	cat.	I	should	like
to	wash	you,	but	they	would	not	believe	you	then.	Do	you	see	that	bath	behind
you?'
The	princess	looked,	and	saw	a	large	oval	tub	of	silver,	shining	brilliantly	in

the	light	of	the	wonderful	lamp.
'Go	and	look	into	it,'	said	the	lady.
Irene	went,	and	came	back	very	silent	with	her	eyes	shining.
'What	did	you	see?'	asked	her	grandmother.
'The	sky,	and	the	moon	and	the	stars,'	she	answered.	'It	looked	as	if	there	was

no	bottom	to	it.'
The	 lady	 smiled	 a	 pleased	 satisfied	 smile,	 and	 was	 silent	 also	 for	 a	 few

moments.	Then	she	said:
'Any	 time	 you	 want	 a	 bath,	 come	 to	 me.	 I	 know	 YOU	 have	 a	 bath	 every

morning,	but	sometimes	you	want	one	at	night,	too.'
'Thank	 you,	 grandmother;	 I	 will—I	 will	 indeed,'	 answered	 Irene,	 and	 was

again	 silent	 for	 some	 moments	 thinking.	 Then	 she	 said:	 'How	 was	 it,
grandmother,	 that	 I	 saw	your	beautiful	 lamp—not	 the	 light	of	 it	 only—but	 the
great	round	silvery	lamp	itself,	hanging	alone	in	the	great	open	air,	high	up?	It
was	your	lamp	I	saw—wasn't	it?'
'Yes,	my	child—it	was	my	lamp.'
'Then	how	was	it?	I	don't	see	a	window	all	round.'
'When	I	please	I	can	make	the	lamp	shine	through	the	walls—shine	so	strong

that	 it	melts	 them	away	 from	before	 the	 sight,	 and	 shows	 itself	 as	 you	 saw	 it.
But,	as	I	told	you,	it	is	not	everybody	can	see	it.'
'How	is	it	that	I	can,	then?	I'm	sure	I	don't	know.'
'It	is	a	gift	born	with	you.	And	one	day	I	hope	everybody	will	have	it.'
'But	how	do	you	make	it	shine	through	the	walls?'
'Ah!	that	you	would	not	understand	if	I	were	to	try	ever	so	much	to	make	you

—not	yet—not	yet.	But,'	added	the	lady,	rising,	'you	must	sit	in	my	chair	while	I
get	you	the	present	I	have	been	preparing	for	you.	I	 told	you	my	spinning	was



for	 you.	 It	 is	 finished	 now,	 and	 I	 am	going	 to	 fetch	 it.	 I	 have	 been	 keeping	 it
warm	under	one	of	my	brooding	pigeons.'
Irene	 sat	 down	 in	 the	 low	 chair,	 and	 her	 grandmother	 left	 her,	 shutting	 the

door	 behind	 her.	 The	 child	 sat	 gazing,	 now	 at	 the	 rose	 fire,	 now	 at	 the	 starry
walls,	now	at	the	silver	light;	and	a	great	quietness	grew	in	her	heart.	If	all	 the
long-legged	cats	in	the	world	had	come	rushing	at	her	then	she	would	not	have
been	afraid	of	 them	 for	 a	moment.	How	 this	was	 she	could	not	 tell—she	only
knew	there	was	no	fear	in	her,	and	everything	was	so	right	and	safe	that	it	could
not	get	in.
She	had	been	gazing	at	the	lovely	lamp	for	some	minutes	fixedly:	turning	her

eyes,	 she	 found	 the	 wall	 had	 vanished,	 for	 she	 was	 looking	 out	 on	 the	 dark
cloudy	night.	But	though	she	heard	the	wind	blowing,	none	of	it	blew	upon	her.
In	a	moment	more	the	clouds	themselves	parted,	or	rather	vanished	like	the	wall,
and	she	looked	straight	into	the	starry	herds,	flashing	gloriously	in	the	dark	blue.
It	was	but	 for	a	moment.	The	clouds	gathered	again	and	shut	out	 the	stars;	 the
wall	gathered	again	and	shut	out	the	clouds;	and	there	stood	the	lady	beside	her
with	the	loveliest	smile	on	her	face,	and	a	shimmering	ball	in	her	hand,	about	the
size	of	a	pigeon's	egg.
'There,	Irene;	there	is	my	work	for	you!'	she	said,	holding	out	the	ball	to	the

princess.
She	took	it	in	her	hand,	and	looked	at	it	all	over.	It	sparkled	a	little,	and	shone

here	and	there,	but	not	much.	It	was	of	a	sort	of	grey-whiteness,	something	like
spun	glass.
'Is	this	all	your	spinning,	grandmother?'	she	asked.
'All	since	you	came	to	the	house.	There	is	more	there	than	you	think.'
'How	pretty	it	is!	What	am	I	to	do	with	it,	please?'
'That	I	will	now	explain	to	you,'	answered	the	lady,	turning	from	her	and	going

to	her	cabinet.	She	came	back	with	a	small	ring	in	her	hand.	Then	she	took	the
ball	from	Irene's,	and	did	something	with	the	ring—Irene	could	not	tell	what.
'Give	me	your	hand,'	she	said.	Irene	held	up	her	right	hand.
'Yes,	that	is	the	hand	I	want,'	said	the	lady,	and	put	the	ring	on	the	forefinger

of	it.
'What	a	beautiful	ring!'	said	Irene.	'What	is	the	stone	called?'
'It	is	a	fire-opal.'	'Please,	am	I	to	keep	it?'
'Always.'	 'Oh,	thank	you,	grandmother!	It's	prettier	than	anything	I	ever	saw,

except	those—of	all	colours-in	your—Please,	is	that	your	crown?'
'Yes,	it	is	my	crown.	The	stone	in	your	ring	is	of	the	same	sort—only	not	so

good.	It	has	only	red,	but	mine	have	all	colours,	you	see.'
'Yes,	grandmother.	I	will	take	such	care	of	it!	But—'	she	added,	hesitating.



'But	what?'	asked	her	grandmother.
'What	am	I	to	say	when	Lootie	asks	me	where	I	got	it?'
'You	will	ask	her	where	you	got	it,'	answered	the	lady	smiling.
'I	don't	see	how	I	can	do	that.'
'You	will,	though.'
'Of	course	I	will,	if	you	say	so.	But,	you	know,	I	can't	pretend	not	to	know.'
'Of	course	not.	But	don't	trouble	yourself	about	it.	You	will	see	when	the	time

comes.'
So	saying,	the	lady	turned,	and	threw	the	little	ball	into	the	rose	fire.
'Oh,	grandmother!'	exclaimed	Irene;	'I	thought	you	had	spun	it	for	me.'
'So	I	did,	my	child.	And	you've	got	it.'
'No;	it's	burnt	in	the	fire!'
The	lady	put	her	hand	in	the	fire,	brought	out	the	ball,	glimmering	as	before,

and	 held	 it	 towards	 her.	 Irene	 stretched	 out	 her	 hand	 to	 take	 it,	 but	 the	 lady
turned	and,	going	to	her	cabinet,	opened	a	drawer,	and	laid	the	ball	in	it.
'Have	I	done	anything	to	vex	you,	grandmother?'	said	Irene	pitifully.
'No,	my	darling.	But	you	must	understand	that	no	one	ever	gives	anything	to

another	properly	and	really	without	keeping	it.	That	ball	is	yours.'
'Oh!	I'm	not	to	take	it	with	me!	You	are	going	to	keep	it	for	me!'
'You	 are	 to	 take	 it	with	 you.	 I've	 fastened	 the	 end	 of	 it	 to	 the	 ring	 on	 your

finger.'
Irene	looked	at	the	ring.
'I	can't	see	it	there,	grandmother,'	she	said.
'Feel—a	little	way	from	the	ring—towards	the	cabinet,'	said	the	lady.
'Oh!	I	do	feel	it!'	exclaimed	the	princess.	'But	I	can't	see	it,'	she	added,	looking

close	to	her	outstretched	hand.
'No.	The	thread	is	too	fine	for	you	to	see	it.	You	can	only	feel	it.	Now	you	can

fancy	how	much	spinning	that	took,	although	it	does	seem	such	a	little	ball.'
'But	what	use	can	I	make	of	it,	if	it	lies	in	your	cabinet?'
'That	is	what	I	will	explain	to	you.	It	would	be	of	no	use	to	you—it	wouldn't

be	yours	at	all	if	it	did	not	lie	in	my	cabinet.	Now	listen.	If	ever	you	find	yourself
in	any	danger—such,	for	example,	as	you	were	in	this	same	evening—you	must
take	off	your	 ring	and	put	 it	under	 the	pillow	of	your	bed.	Then	you	must	 lay
your	finger,	the	same	that	wore	the	ring,	upon	the	thread,	and	follow	the	thread
wherever	it	leads	you.'
'Oh,	how	delightful!	It	will	lead	me	to	you,	grandmother,	I	know!'
'Yes.	But,	remember,	it	may	seem	to	you	a	very	roundabout	way	indeed,	and

you	must	 not	 doubt	 the	 thread.	Of	 one	 thing	you	may	be	 sure,	 that	while	 you
hold	it,	I	hold	it	too.'



'It	is	very	wonderful!'	said	Irene	thoughtfully.	Then	suddenly	becoming	aware,
she	jumped	up,	crying:
'Oh,	grandmother!	here	have	I	been	sitting	all	this	time	in	your	chair,	and	you

standing!	I	beg	your	pardon.'
The	lady	laid	her	hand	on	her	shoulder,	and	said:
'Sit	down	again,	Irene.	Nothing	pleases	me	better	than	to	see	anyone	sit	in	my

chair.	I	am	only	too	glad	to	stand	so	long	as	anyone	will	sit	in	it.'
'How	kind	of	you!'	said	the	princess,	and	sat	down	again.
'It	makes	me	happy,'	said	the	lady.
'But,'	said	Irene,	still	puzzled,	'won't	the	thread	get	in	somebody's	way	and	be

broken,	if	the	one	end	is	fast	to	my	ring,	and	the	other	laid	in	your	cabinet?'
'You	will	find	all	that	arrange	itself.	I	am	afraid	it	is	time	for	you	to	go.'
'Mightn't	I	stay	and	sleep	with	you	tonight,	grandmother?'	'No,	not	tonight.	If	I

had	meant	you	 to	 stay	 tonight,	 I	 should	have	given	you	a	bath;	but	you	know
everybody	 in	 the	 house	 is	miserable	 about	 you,	 and	 it	would	 be	 cruel	 to	 keep
them	so	all	night.	You	must	go	downstairs.'
'I'm	 so	 glad,	 grandmother,	 you	 didn't	 say	 "Go	 home,"	 for	 this	 is	my	 home.

Mayn't	I	call	this	my	home?'
'You	may,	my	 child.	 And	 I	 trust	 you	will	 always	 think	 it	 your	 home.	 Now

come.	I	must	take	you	back	without	anyone	seeing	you.'
'Please,	 I	want	 to	 ask	you	one	question	more,'	 said	 Irene.	 'Is	 it	 because	you

have	your	crown	on	that	you	look	so	young?'
'No,	 child,'	 answered	 her	 grandmother;	 'it	 is	 because	 I	 felt	 so	 young	 this

evening	that	I	put	my	crown	on.	And	I	 thought	you	would	like	to	see	your	old
grandmother	in	her	best.'
'Why	do	you	call	yourself	old?	You're	not	old,	grandmother.'
'I	am	very	old	indeed.	It	is	so	silly	of	people—I	don't	mean	you,	for	you	are

such	a	 tiny,	and	couldn't	know	better—but	 it	 is	so	silly	of	people	 to	 fancy	 that
old	 age	 means	 crookedness	 and	 witheredness	 and	 feebleness	 and	 sticks	 and
spectacles	and	rheumatism	and	forgetfulness!	It	is	so	silly!	Old	age	has	nothing
whatever	 to	do	with	all	 that.	The	 right	old	age	means	 strength	and	beauty	and
mirth	and	courage	and	clear	eyes	and	strong	painless	limbs.	I	am	older	than	you
are	able	to	think,	and—'
'And	look	at	you,	grandmother!'	cried	Irene,	jumping	up	and	flinging	her	arms

about	 her	 neck.	 'I	won't	 be	 so	 silly	 again,	 I	 promise	 you.	At	 least—I'm	 rather
afraid	to	promise—but	if	I	am,	I	promise	to	be	sorry	for	it—I	do.	I	wish	I	were	as
old	as	you,	grandmother.	I	don't	think	you	are	ever	afraid	of	anything.'
'Not	for	long,	at	least,	my	child.	Perhaps	by	the	time	I	am	two	thousand	years

of	 age,	 I	 shall,	 indeed,	 never	 be	 afraid	 of	 anything.	 But	 I	 confess	 I	 have



sometimes	been	afraid	about	my	children—sometimes	about	you,	Irene.'
'Oh,	I'm	so	sorry,	grandmother!	Tonight,	I	suppose,	you	mean.'
'Yes—a	 little	 tonight;	 but	 a	 good	 deal	 when	 you	 had	 all	 but	made	 up	 your

mind	 that	 I	 was	 a	 dream,	 and	 no	 real	 great-great-grandmother.	 You	 must	 not
suppose	I	am	blaming	you	for	that.	I	dare	say	you	could	not	help	it.'
'I	don't	know,	grandmother,'	said	the	princess,	beginning	to	cry.	'I	can't	always

do	myself	as	I	should	like.	And	I	don't	always	try.	I'm	very	sorry	anyhow.'
The	lady	stooped,	 lifted	her	 in	her	arms,	and	sat	down	with	her	 in	her	chair,

holding	her	close	to	her	bosom.	In	a	few	minutes	the	princess	had	sobbed	herself
to	sleep.	How	long	she	slept	I	do	not	know.	When	she	came	to	herself	she	was
sitting	in	her	own	high	chair	at	the	nursery	table,	with	her	doll's	house	before	her.



Chapter		16	
The	Ring
The	 same	moment	 her	 nurse	 came	 into	 the	 room,	 sobbing.	When	 she	 saw	her
sitting	 there	 she	 started	 back	 with	 a	 loud	 cry	 of	 amazement	 and	 joy.	 Then
running	to	her,	she	caught	her	in	her	arms	and	covered	her	with	kisses.
'My	precious	darling	princess!	where	have	you	been?	What	has	happened	to

you?	We've	 all	 been	 crying	our	 eyes	out,	 and	 searching	 the	house	 from	 top	 to
bottom	for	you.'
'Not	quite	from	the	top,'	 thought	Irene	to	herself;	and	she	might	have	added,

'not	quite	 to	the	bottom',	perhaps,	 if	she	had	known	all.	But	 the	one	she	would
not,	 and	 the	 other	 she	 could	 not	 say.	 'Oh,	 Lootie!	 I've	 had	 such	 a	 dreadful
adventure!'	she	replied,	and	told	her	all	about	the	cat	with	the	long	legs,	and	how
she	ran	out	upon	the	mountain,	and	came	back	again.	But	she	said	nothing	of	her
grandmother	or	her	lamp.
'And	there	we've	been	searching	for	you	all	over	the	house	for	more	than	an

hour	and	a	half!'	exclaimed	the	nurse.	'But	that's	no	matter,	now	we've	got	you!
Only,	princess,	 I	must	 say,'	 she	added,	her	mood	changing,	 'what	you	ought	 to
have	 done	was	 to	 call	 for	 your	 own	Lootie	 to	 come	 and	 help	 you,	 instead	 of
running	out	of	the	house,	and	up	the	mountain,	in	that	wild,	I	must	say,	foolish
fashion.'
'Well,	Lootie,'	said	Irene	quietly,	'perhaps	if	you	had	a	big	cat,	all	legs,	running

at	 you,	 you	 might	 not	 exactly	 know	 what	 was	 the	 wisest	 thing	 to	 do	 at	 the
moment.'
'I	wouldn't	run	up	the	mountain,	anyhow,'	returned	Lootie.
'Not	if	you	had	time	to	think	about	it.	But	when	those	creatures	came	at	you

that	night	on	 the	mountain,	you	were	 so	 frightened	yourself	 that	you	 lost	your
way	home.'
This	put	a	stop	to	Lootie's	reproaches.	She	had	been	on	the	point	of	saying	that

the	 long-legged	 cat	must	 have	 been	 a	 twilight	 fancy	 of	 the	 princess's,	 but	 the
memory	of	 the	 horrors	 of	 that	 night,	 and	of	 the	 talking-to	which	 the	 king	 had
given	her	in	consequence,	prevented	her	from	saying	what	after	all	she	did	not
half	believe—having	a	strong	suspicion	that	the	cat	was	a	goblin;	for	she	knew
nothing	 of	 the	 difference	 between	 the	 goblins	 and	 their	 creatures:	 she	 counted



them	all	just	goblins.
Without	another	word	she	went	and	got	some	fresh	 tea	and	bread	and	butter

for	 the	 princess.	 Before	 she	 returned,	 the	 whole	 household,	 headed	 by	 the
housekeeper,	burst	into	the	nursery	to	exult	over	their	darling.	The	gentlemen-at-
arms	 followed,	 and	were	 ready	 enough	 to	 believe	 all	 she	 told	 them	 about	 the
long-legged	 cat.	 Indeed,	 though	 wise	 enough	 to	 say	 nothing	 about	 it,	 they
remembered,	with	no	 little	horror,	 just	 such	a	creature	amongst	 those	 they	had
surprised	at	their	gambols	upon	the	princess's	lawn.
In	their	own	hearts	they	blamed	themselves	for	not	having	kept	better	watch.

And	 their	 captain	 gave	 orders	 that	 from	 this	 night	 the	 front	 door	 and	 all	 the
windows	 on	 the	 ground	 floor	 should	 be	 locked	 immediately	 the	 sun	 set,	 and
opened	 after	 upon	 no	 pretence	 whatever.	 The	 men-at-arms	 redoubled	 their
vigilance,	and	for	some	time	there	was	no	further	cause	of	alarm.
When	 the	princess	woke	 the	next	morning,	her	nurse	was	bending	over	her.

'How	your	 ring	 does	 glow	 this	morning,	 princess!—just	 like	 a	 fiery	 rose!'	 she
said.
'Does	it,	Lootie?'	returned	Irene.	 'Who	gave	me	the	ring,	Lootie?	I	know	I've

had	it	a	long	time,	but	where	did	I	get	it?	I	don't	remember.'
'I	think	it	must	have	been	your	mother	gave	it	you,	princess;	but	really,	for	as

long	 as	 you	 have	 worn	 it,	 I	 don't	 remember	 that	 ever	 I	 heard,'	 answered	 her
nurse.
'I	will	ask	my	king-papa	the	next	time	he	comes,'	said	Irene.



Chapter		17	
Springtime
The	spring	so	dear	to	all	creatures,	young	and	old,	came	at	last,	and	before	the
first	few	days	of	it	had	gone,	the	king	rode	through	its	budding	valleys	to	see	his
little	daughter.	He	had	been	in	a	distant	part	of	his	dominions	all	the	winter,	for
he	 was	 not	 in	 the	 habit	 of	 stopping	 in	 one	 great	 city,	 or	 of	 visiting	 only	 his
favourite	country	houses,	but	he	moved	from	place	to	place,	 that	all	his	people
might	 know	 him.	Wherever	 he	 journeyed,	 he	 kept	 a	 constant	 look-out	 for	 the
ablest	and	best	men	to	put	into	office;	and	wherever	he	found	himself	mistaken,
and	those	he	had	appointed	incapable	or	unjust,	he	removed	them	at	once.	Hence
you	see	it	was	his	care	of	 the	people	that	kept	him	from	seeing	his	princess	so
often	as	he	would	have	 liked.	You	may	wonder	why	he	did	not	 take	her	about
with	him;	but	there	were	several	reasons	against	his	doing	so,	and	I	suspect	her
great-great-grandmother	 had	 had	 a	 principal	 hand	 in	 preventing	 it.	Once	more
Irene	heard	the	bugle-blast,	and	once	more	she	was	at	the	gate	to	meet	her	father
as	he	rode	up	on	his	great	white	horse.
After	 they	 had	 been	 alone	 for	 a	 little	 while,	 she	 thought	 of	 what	 she	 had

resolved	to	ask	him.
'Please,	king-papa,'	she	said,	 'Will	you	tell	me	where	I	got	 this	pretty	ring?	I

can't	remember.'
The	king	looked	at	it.	A	strange	beautiful	smile	spread	like	sunshine	over	his

face,	and	an	answering	smile,	but	at	the	same	time	a	questioning	one,	spread	like
moonlight	over	Irene's.	'It	was	your	queen-mamma's	once,'	he	said.
'And	why	isn't	it	hers	now?'	asked	Irene.
'She	does	not	want	it	now,'	said	the	king,	looking	grave.
'Why	doesn't	she	want	it	now?'
'Because	she's	gone	where	all	those	rings	are	made.'
'And	when	shall	I	see	her?'	asked	the	princess.
'Not	for	some	time	yet,'	answered	the	king,	and	the	tears	came	into	his	eyes.
Irene	did	not	remember	her	mother	and	did	not	know	why	her	father	 looked

so,	and	why	the	tears	came	in	his	eyes;	but	she	put	her	arms	round	his	neck	and
kissed	him,	and	asked	no	more	questions.
The	king	was	much	disturbed	on	hearing	the	report	of	the	gentlemen-at-arms



concerning	 the	creatures	 they	had	seen;	and	I	presume	would	have	 taken	Irene
with	 him	 that	 very	 day,	 but	 for	 what	 the	 presence	 of	 the	 ring	 on	 her	 finger
assured	him	of.	About	an	hour	before	he	left,	Irene	saw	him	go	up	the	old	stair;
and	 he	 did	 not	 come	 down	 again	 till	 they	 were	 just	 ready	 to	 start;	 and	 she
thought	with	herself	that	he	had	been	up	to	see	the	old	lady.	When	he	went	away
he	left	other	six	gentlemen	behind	him,	that	there	might	be	six	of	them	always	on
guard.
And	 now,	 in	 the	 lovely	 spring	 weather,	 Irene	 was	 out	 on	 the	mountain	 the

greater	part	of	the	day.	In	the	warmer	hollows	there	were	lovely	primroses,	and
not	 so	many	 that	 she	 ever	 got	 tired	 of	 them.	As	 often	 as	 she	 saw	 a	 new	 one
opening	 an	 eye	 of	 light	 in	 the	 blind	 earth,	 she	 would	 clap	 her	 hands	 with
gladness,	and	unlike	some	children	I	know,	instead	of	pulling	it,	would	touch	it
as	 tenderly	 as	 if	 it	 had	 been	 a	 new	 baby,	 and,	 having	made	 its	 acquaintance,
would	 leave	 it	 as	 happy	 as	 she	 found	 it.	 She	 treated	 the	 plants	 on	which	 they
grew	 like	birds'	nests;	every	 fresh	 flower	was	 like	a	new	 little	bird	 to	her.	She
would	pay	visits	 to	 all	 the	 flower-nests	 she	knew,	 remembering	each	by	 itself.
She	would	go	down	on	her	hands	and	knees	beside	one	and	say:	'Good	morning!
Are	you	all	smelling	very	sweet	 this	morning?	Good-bye!'	and	 then	she	would
go	 to	 another	 nest,	 and	 say	 the	 same.	 It	was	 a	 favourite	 amusement	with	 her.
There	 were	 many	 flowers	 up	 and	 down,	 and	 she	 loved	 them	 all,	 but	 the
primroses	were	her	favourites.
'They're	not	too	shy,	and	they're	not	a	bit	forward,'	she	would	say	to	Lootie.
There	were	goats	too	about,	over	the	mountain,	and	when	the	little	kids	came

she	was	 as	 pleased	with	 them	 as	with	 the	 flowers.	 The	 goats	 belonged	 to	 the
miners	mostly-a	 few	of	 them	 to	Curdie's	mother;	 but	 there	were	 a	 good	many
wild	ones	that	seemed	to	belong	to	nobody.	These	the	goblins	counted	theirs,	and
it	was	upon	them	partly	that	 they	lived.	They	set	snares	and	dug	pits	for	 them;
and	did	not	scruple	to	take	what	tame	ones	happened	to	be	caught;	but	they	did
not	try	to	steal	them	in	any	other	manner,	because	they	were	afraid	of	the	dogs
the	 hill-people	 kept	 to	watch	 them,	 for	 the	 knowing	 dogs	 always	 tried	 to	 bite
their	 feet.	 But	 the	 goblins	 had	 a	 kind	 of	 sheep	 of	 their	 own—very	 queer
creatures,	which	 they	drove	out	 to	feed	at	night,	and	 the	other	goblin	creatures
were	wise	 enough	 to	 keep	 good	watch	 over	 them,	 for	 they	 knew	 they	 should
have	their	bones	by	and	by.



Chapter		18	
Curdie's	Clue
Curdie	was	as	watchful	as	ever,	but	was	almost	getting	 tired	of	his	 ill	 success.
Every	other	night	or	so	he	followed	the	goblins	about,	as	they	went	on	digging
and	 boring,	 and	 getting	 as	 near	 them	 as	 he	 could,	watched	 them	 from	 behind
stones	and	rocks;	but	as	yet	he	seemed	no	nearer	 finding	out	what	 they	had	 in
view.	As	at	first,	he	always	kept	hold	of	the	end	of	his	string,	while	his	pickaxe,
left	just	outside	the	hole	by	which	he	entered	the	goblins'	country	from	the	mine,
continued	to	serve	as	an	anchor	and	hold	fast	the	other	end.	The	goblins,	hearing
no	more	noise	 in	 that	quarter,	had	ceased	 to	apprehend	an	 immediate	 invasion,
and	kept	no	watch.
One	night,	after	dodging	about	and	listening	till	he	was	nearly	falling	asleep

with	weariness,	he	began	to	roll	up	his	ball,	for	he	had	resolved	to	go	home	to
bed.	 It	 was	 not	 long,	 however,	 before	 he	 began	 to	 feel	 bewildered.	 One	 after
another	he	passed	goblin	houses,	caves,	that	is,	occupied	by	goblin	families,	and
at	length	was	sure	they	were	many	more	than	he	had	passed	as	he	came.	He	had
to	use	great	caution	to	pass	unseen—they	lay	so	close	together.	Could	his	string
have	led	him	wrong?	He	still	followed	winding	it,	and	still	it	led	him	into	more
thickly	 populated	 quarters,	 until	 he	 became	 quite	 uneasy,	 and	 indeed
apprehensive;	 for	 although	he	was	not	 afraid	of	 the	cobs,	he	was	afraid	of	not
finding	his	way	out.	But	what	could	he	do?	It	was	of	no	use	to	sit	down	and	wait
for	the	morning—the	morning	made	no	difference	here.	It	was	dark,	and	always
dark;	and	if	his	string	failed	him	he	was	helpless.	He	might	even	arrive	within	a
yard	of	the	mine	and	never	know	it.	Seeing	he	could	do	nothing	better	he	would
at	least	find	where	the	end	of	his	string	was,	and,	if	possible,	how	it	had	come	to
play	him	such	a	trick.	He	knew	by	the	size	of	the	ball	that	he	was	getting	pretty
near	the	last	of	it,	when	he	began	to	feel	a	tugging	and	pulling	at	it.	What	could	it
mean?	Turning	a	sharp	corner,	he	thought	he	heard	strange	sounds.	These	grew,
as	 he	 went	 on,	 to	 a	 scuffling	 and	 growling	 and	 squeaking;	 and	 the	 noise
increased,	until,	turning	a	second	sharp	corner,	he	found	himself	in	the	midst	of
it,	and	the	same	moment	tumbled	over	a	wallowing	mass,	which	he	knew	must
be	a	knot	of	the	cobs'	creatures.	Before	he	could	recover	his	feet,	he	had	caught
some	great	scratches	on	his	face	and	several	severe	bites	on	his	 legs	and	arms.



But	 as	 he	 scrambled	 to	 get	 up,	 his	 hand	 fell	 upon	his	 pickaxe,	 and	 before	 the
horrid	beasts	could	do	him	any	serious	harm,	he	was	laying	about	with	 it	 right
and	left	in	the	dark.	The	hideous	cries	which	followed	gave	him	the	satisfaction
of	knowing	that	he	had	punished	some	of	them	pretty	smartly	for	their	rudeness,
and	 by	 their	 scampering	 and	 their	 retreating	 howls,	 he	 perceived	 that	 he	 had
routed	them.	He	stood	for	a	little,	weighing	his	battle-axe	in	his	hand	as	if	it	had
been	the	most	precious	lump	of	metal—but	indeed	no	lump	of	gold	itself	could
have	been	so	precious	at	the	time	as	that	common	tool—then	untied	the	end	of
the	string	from	it,	put	the	ball	in	his	pocket,	and	still	stood	thinking.	It	was	clear
that	the	cobs'	creatures	had	found	his	axe,	had	between	them	carried	it	off,	and
had	so	led	him	he	knew	not	where.	But	for	all	his	thinking	he	could	not	tell	what
he	 ought	 to	 do,	 until	 suddenly	 he	 became	 aware	 of	 a	 glimmer	 of	 light	 in	 the
distance.	Without	a	moment's	hesitation	he	set	out	for	it,	as	fast	as	the	unknown
and	rugged	way	would	permit.	Yet	again	turning	a	corner,	led	by	the	dim	light,
he	spied	something	quite	new	in	his	experience	of	 the	underground	regions—a
small	 irregular	 shape	 of	 something	 shining.	Going	 up	 to	 it,	 he	 found	 it	was	 a
piece	of	mica,	or	Muscovy	glass,	called	sheep-silver	 in	Scotland,	and	 the	 light
flickered	 as	 if	 from	 a	 fire	 behind	 it.	 After	 trying	 in	 vain	 for	 some	 time	 to
discover	an	entrance	 to	 the	place	where	 it	was	burning,	he	came	at	 length	 to	a
small	chamber	 in	which	an	opening,	high	in	 the	wall,	 revealed	a	glow	beyond.
To	this	opening	he	managed	to	scramble	up,	and	then	he	saw	a	strange	sight.
Below	sat	a	little	group	of	goblins	around	a	fire,	the	smoke	of	which	vanished

in	the	darkness	far	aloft.	The	sides	of	the	cave	were	full	of	shining	minerals	like
those	of	the	palace	hall;	and	the	company	was	evidently	of	a	superior	order,	for
every	 one	 wore	 stones	 about	 head,	 or	 arms,	 or	 waist,	 shining	 dull	 gorgeous
colours	in	the	light	of	the	fire.	Nor	had	Curdie	looked	long	before	he	recognized
the	king	himself,	and	found	that	he	had	made	his	way	into	the	inner	apartment	of
the	royal	family.	He	had	never	had	such	a	good	chance	of	hearing	something.	He
crept	 through	 the	 hole	 as	 softly	 as	 he	 could,	 scrambled	 a	 good	way	 down	 the
wall	 towards	them	without	attracting	attention,	and	then	sat	down	and	listened.
The	 king,	 evidently	 the	 queen,	 and	 probably	 the	 crown	 prince	 and	 the	 Prime
Minister	were	talking	together.	He	was	sure	of	the	queen	by	her	shoes,	for	as	she
warmed	her	feet	at	the	fire,	he	saw	them	quite	plainly.
'That	will	be	fun!'	said	 the	one	he	 took	for	 the	crown	prince.	It	was	 the	first

whole	sentence	he	heard.
'I	don't	see	why	you	should	think	it	such	a	grand	affair!'	said	his	stepmother,

tossing	her	head	backward.
'You	must	remember,	my	spouse,'	interposed	His	Majesty,	as	if	making	excuse

for	his	son,	'he	has	got	the	same	blood	in	him.	His	mother—'



'Don't	 talk	 to	 me	 of	 his	 mother!	 You	 positively	 encourage	 his	 unnatural
fancies.	Whatever	belongs	to	that	mother	ought	to	be	cut	out	of	him.'
'You	forget	yourself,	my	dear!'	said	the	king.
'I	don't,'	said	the	queen,	 'nor	you	either.	If	you	expect	me	to	approve	of	such

coarse	tastes,	you	will	find	yourself	mistaken.	I	don't	wear	shoes	for	nothing.'
'You	must	acknowledge,	however,'	the	king	said,	with	a	little	groan,	'that	this

at	least	is	no	whim	of	Harelip's,	but	a	matter	of	State	policy.	You	are	well	aware
that	his	gratification	comes	purely	from	the	pleasure	of	sacrificing	himself	to	the
public	good.
Does	it	not,	Harelip?'
'Yes,	father;	of	course	it	does.	Only	it	will	be	nice	to	make	her	cry.	I'll	have	the

skin	taken	off	between	her	toes,	and	tie	them	up	till	they	grow	together.	Then	her
feet	will	 be	 like	 other	 people's,	 and	 there	will	 be	 no	 occasion	 for	 her	 to	wear
shoes.'
'Do	 you	 mean	 to	 insinuate	 I've	 got	 toes,	 you	 unnatural	 wretch?'	 cried	 the

queen;	 and	 she	moved	 angrily	 towards	Harelip.	 The	 councillor,	 however,	who
was	betwixt	them,	leaned	forward	so	as	to	prevent	her	touching	him,	but	only	as
if	to	address	the	prince.
'Your	 Royal	 Highness,'	 he	 said,	 'possibly	 requires	 to	 be	 reminded	 that	 you

have	got	three	toes	yourself—one	on	one	foot,	two	on	the	other.'
'Ha!	ha!	ha!'	shouted	the	queen	triumphantly.
The	councillor,	encouraged	by	this	mark	of	favour,	went	on.
'It	 seems	 to	me,	Your	Royal	Highness,	 it	would	 greatly	 endear	 you	 to	 your

future	people,	proving	 to	 them	that	you	are	not	 the	 less	one	of	 themselves	 that
you	 had	 the	misfortune	 to	 be	 born	 of	 a	 sun-mother,	 if	 you	were	 to	 command
upon	 yourself	 the	 comparatively	 slight	 operation	 which,	 in	 a	 more	 extended
form,	you	so	wisely	meditate	with	regard	to	your	future	princess.'
'Ha!	 ha!	 ha!'	 laughed	 the	 queen	 louder	 than	 before,	 and	 the	 king	 and	 the

minister	joined	in	the	laugh.	Harelip	growled,	and	for	a	few	moments	the	others
continued	to	express	their	enjoyment	of	his	discomfiture.
The	queen	was	 the	only	one	Curdie	could	see	with	any	distinctness.	She	sat

sideways	to	him,	and	the	light	of	the	fire	shone	full	upon	her	face.	He	could	not
consider	 her	 handsome.	 Her	 nose	 was	 certainly	 broader	 at	 the	 end	 than	 its
extreme	length,	and	her	eyes,	 instead	of	being	horizontal,	were	set	up	 like	 two
perpendicular	eggs,	one	on	the	broad,	the	other	on	the	small	end.	Her	mouth	was
no	bigger	than	a	small	buttonhole	until	she	laughed,	when	it	stretched	from	ear
to	ear—only,	to	be	sure,	her	ears	were	very	nearly	in	the	middle	of	her	cheeks.
Anxious	 to	hear	everything	 they	might	say,	Curdie	ventured	 to	slide	down	a

smooth	 part	 of	 the	 rock	 just	 under	 him,	 to	 a	 projection	 below,	 upon	which	 he



thought	 to	 rest.	But	whether	he	was	not	careful	enough,	or	 the	projection	gave
way,	down	he	came	with	a	rush	on	the	floor	of	the	cavern,	bringing	with	him	a
great	rumbling	shower	of	stones.
The	 goblins	 jumped	 from	 their	 seats	 in	 more	 anger	 than	 consternation,	 for

they	had	never	yet	seen	anything	to	be	afraid	of	in	the	palace.	But	when	they	saw
Curdie	with	his	pick	in	his	hand	their	rage	was	mingled	with	fear,	for	they	took
him	 for	 the	 first	 of	 an	 invasion	 of	 miners.	 The	 king	 notwithstanding	 drew
himself	 up	 to	 his	 full	 height	 of	 four	 feet,	 spread	himself	 to	 his	 full	 breadth	 of
three	and	a	half,	for	he	was	the	handsomest	and	squarest	of	all	the	goblins,	and
strutting	up	to	Curdie,	planted	himself	with	outspread	feet	before	him,	and	said
with	dignity:
'Pray	what	right	have	you	in	my	palace?'
'The	right	of	necessity,	Your	Majesty,'	answered	Curdie.	'I	lost	my	way	and	did

not	know	where	I	was	wandering	to.'
'How	did	you	get	in?'
'By	a	hole	in	the	mountain.'
'But	you	are	a	miner!	Look	at	your	pickaxe!'
Curdie	did	look	at	it,	answering:
'I	 came	 upon	 it	 lying	 on	 the	 ground	 a	 little	way	 from	 here.	 I	 tumbled	 over

some	wild	 beasts	who	were	 playing	with	 it.	Look,	Your	Majesty.'	And	Curdie
showed	him	how	he	was	scratched	and	bitten.
The	king	was	pleased	to	find	him	behave	more	politely	than	he	had	expected

from	what	his	people	had	told	him	concerning	the	miners,	for	he	attributed	it	to
the	 power	 of	 his	 own	 presence;	 but	 he	 did	 not	 therefore	 feel	 friendly	 to	 the
intruder.
'You	will	oblige	me	by	walking	out	of	my	dominions	at	once,'	he	said,	well

knowing	what	a	mockery	lay	in	the	words.
'With	pleasure,	if	Your	Majesty	will	give	me	a	guide,'	said	Curdie.
'I	will	give	you	a	 thousand,'	 said	 the	king	with	a	scoffing	air	of	magnificent

liberality.
'One	will	be	quite	sufficient,'	said	Curdie.
But	 the	 king	 uttered	 a	 strange	 shout,	 half	 halloo,	 half	 roar,	 and	 in	 rushed

goblins	till	the	cave	was	swarming.	He	said	something	to	the	first	of	them	which
Curdie	could	not	hear,	and	it	was	passed	from	one	to	another	till	in	a	moment	the
farthest	 in	 the	 crowd	 had	 evidently	 heard	 and	 understood	 it.	 They	 began	 to
gather	about	him	in	a	way	he	did	not	relish,	and	he	retreated	towards	the	wall.
They	pressed	upon	him.
'Stand	back,'	said	Curdie,	grasping	his	pickaxe	tighter	by	his	knee.
They	only	grinned	and	pressed	closer.	Curdie	bethought	himself	and	began	to



rhyme.

'Ten,	twenty,	thirty—
You're	all	so	very	dirty!
Twenty,	thirty,	forty—
You're	all	so	thick	and	snorty!
'Thirty,	forty,	fifty—
You're	all	so	puff-and-snifty!
Forty,	fifty,	sixty—
Beast	and	man	so	mixty!
'Fifty,	sixty,	seventy—
Mixty,	maxty,	leaventy!
Sixty,	seventy,	eighty—
All	your	cheeks	so	slaty!
'Seventy,	eighty,	ninety,
All	your	hands	so	flinty!
Eighty,	ninety,	hundred,
Altogether	dundred!'

The	goblins	fell	back	a	little	when	he	began,	and	made	horrible	grimaces	all
through	the	rhyme,	as	 if	eating	something	so	disagreeable	 that	 it	set	 their	 teeth
on	edge	and	gave	 them	 the	creeps;	but	whether	 it	was	 that	 the	 rhyming	words
were	most	of	them	no	words	at	all,	for,	a	new	rhyme	being	considered	the	more
efficacious,	Curdie	had	made	it	on	the	spur	of	the	moment,	or	whether	it	was	that
the	 presence	 of	 the	 king	 and	 queen	 gave	 them	 courage,	 I	 cannot	 tell;	 but	 the
moment	the	rhyme	was	over	they	crowded	on	him	again,	and	out	shot	a	hundred
long	arms,	with	a	multitude	of	thick	nailless	fingers	at	the	ends	of	them,	to	lay
hold	 upon	 him.	 Then	 Curdie	 heaved	 up	 his	 axe.	 But	 being	 as	 gentle	 as
courageous	 and	not	wishing	 to	 kill	 any	of	 them,	he	 turned	 the	 end	which	was
square	and	blunt	 like	a	hammer,	and	with	 that	came	down	a	great	blow	on	 the
head	of	the	goblin	nearest	him.	Hard	as	the	heads	of	all	goblins	are,	he	thought
he	must	feel	that.	And	so	he	did,	no	doubt;	but	he	only	gave	a	horrible	cry,	and
sprung	at	Curdie's	 throat.	Curdie,	however,	drew	back	 in	 time,	 and	 just	 at	 that
critical	moment	remembered	the	vulnerable	part	of	the	goblin	body.	He	made	a
sudden	 rush	 at	 the	king	 and	 stamped	with	 all	 his	might	 on	His	Majesty's	 feet.
The	king	gave	a	most	unkingly	howl	and	almost	 fell	 into	 the	 fire.	Curdie	 then
rushed	into	the	crowd,	stamping	right	and	left.	The	goblins	drew	back,	howling
on	every	side	as	he	approached,	but	they	were	so	crowded	that	few	of	those	he
attacked	could	escape	his	tread;	and	the	shrieking	and	roaring	that	filled	the	cave



would	 have	 appalled	 Curdie	 but	 for	 the	 good	 hope	 it	 gave	 him.	 They	 were
tumbling	over	each	other	in	heaps	in	their	eagerness	to	rush	from	the	cave,	when
a	new	assailant	suddenly	faced	him—the	queen,	with	flaming	eyes	and	expanded
nostrils,	her	hair	 standing	half	up	 from	her	head,	 rushed	at	him.	She	 trusted	 in
her	 shoes:	 they	 were	 of	 granite—hollowed	 like	 French	 sabots.	 Curdie	 would
have	endured	much	rather	than	hurt	a	woman,	even	if	she	was	a	goblin;	but	here
was	an	affair	of	 life	and	death:	forgetting	her	shoes,	he	made	a	great	stamp	on
one	of	her	 feet.	But	she	 instantly	 returned	 it	with	very	different	effect,	causing
him	 frightful	 pain,	 and	 almost	 disabling	 him.	His	 only	 chance	with	 her	would
have	been	to	attack	the	granite	shoes	with	his	pickaxe,	but	before	he	could	think
of	that	she	had	caught	him	up	in	her	arms	and	was	rushing	with	him	across	the
cave.	She	dashed	him	 into	a	hole	 in	 the	wall,	with	a	 force	 that	almost	 stunned
him.	But	although	he	could	not	move,	he	was	not	too	far	gone	to	hear	her	great
cry,	and	the	rush	of	multitudes	of	soft	feet,	followed	by	the	sounds	of	something
heaved	up	 against	 the	 rock;	 after	which	 came	 a	multitudinous	 patter	 of	 stones
falling	near	him.	The	last	had	not	ceased	when	he	grew	very	faint,	for	his	head
had	been	badly	cut,	and	at	last	insensible.
When	 he	 came	 to	 himself	 there	 was	 perfect	 silence	 about	 him,	 and	 utter

darkness,	 but	 for	 the	 merest	 glimmer	 in	 one	 tiny	 spot.	 He	 crawled	 to	 it,	 and
found	that	they	had	heaved	a	slab	against	the	mouth	of	the	hole,	past	the	edge	of
which	a	poor	 little	gleam	 found	 its	way	 from	 the	 fire.	He	could	not	move	 it	 a
hairbreadth,	for	they	had	piled	a	great	heap	of	stones	against	it.	He	crawled	back
to	where	he	had	been	lying,	in	the	faint	hope	of	finding	his	pickaxe,	But	after	a
vain	search	he	was	at	 last	compelled	 to	acknowledge	himself	 in	an	evil	plight.
He	sat	down	and	tried	to	think,	but	soon	fell	fast	asleep.



Chapter		19	
Goblin	Counsels
He	must	have	slept	a	long	time,	for	when	he	awoke	he	felt	wonderfully	restored
—indeed	almost	well—and	very	hungry.	There	were	voices	in	the	outer	cave.
Once	more,	 then,	 it	was	night;	for	 the	goblins	slept	during	the	day	and	went

about	their	affairs	during	the	night.
In	the	universal	and	constant	darkness	of	their	dwelling	they	had	no	reason	to

prefer	the	one	arrangement	to	the	other;	but	from	aversion	to	the	sun-people	they
chose	 to	be	busy	when	 there	was	 least	chance	of	 their	being	met	either	by	 the
miners	 below,	 when	 they	 were	 burrowing,	 or	 by	 the	 people	 of	 the	 mountain
above,	when	they	were	feeding	their	sheep	or	catching	their	goats.	And	indeed	it
was	 only	 when	 the	 sun	 was	 away	 that	 the	 outside	 of	 the	 mountain	 was
sufficiently	like	their	own	dismal	regions	to	be	endurable	to	their	mole	eyes,	so
thoroughly	had	they	become	unaccustomed	to	any	light	beyond	that	of	their	own
fires	and	torches.
Curdie	listened,	and	soon	found	that	they	were	talking	of	himself.
'How	long	will	it	take?'	asked	Harelip.
'Not	 many	 days,	 I	 should	 think,'	 answered	 the	 king.	 'They	 are	 poor	 feeble

creatures,	those	sun-people,	and	want	to	be	always	eating.	We	can	go	a	week	at	a
time	without	food,	and	be	all	the	better	for	it;	but	I've	been	told	they	eat	two	or
three	times	every	day!	Can	you	believe	it?	They	must	be	quite	hollow	inside—
not	at	all	like	us,	nine-tenths	of	whose	bulk	is	solid	flesh	and	bone.	Yes—I	judge
a	week	of	starvation	will	do	for	him.'
'If	 I	may	be	allowed	a	word,'	 interposed	 the	queen,—'and	 I	 think	 I	ought	 to

have	some	voice	in	the	matter—'
'The	wretch	is	entirely	at	your	disposal,	my	spouse,'	interrupted	the	king.	'He

is	your	property.	You	caught	him	yourself.	We	should	never	have	done	it.'
The	queen	laughed.	She	seemed	in	far	better	humour	than	the	night	before.
'I	was	about	 to	say,'	she	resumed,	 'that	 it	does	seem	a	pity	to	waste	so	much

fresh	meat.'
'What	 are	 you	 thinking	 of,	 my	 love?'	 said	 the	 king.	 'The	 very	 notion	 of

starving	him	implies	 that	we	are	not	going	to	give	him	any	meat,	either	salt	or
fresh.'



'I'm	not	such	a	stupid	as	that	comes	to,'	returned	Her	Majesty.	'What	I	mean	is
that	by	the	time	he	is	starved	there	will	hardly	be	a	picking	upon	his	bones.'
The	king	gave	a	great	laugh.
'Well,	my	 spouse,	 you	may	have	him	when	you	 like,'	 he	 said.	 'I	 don't	 fancy

him	for	my	part.	I	am	pretty	sure	he	is	tough	eating.'
'That	would	be	to	honour	instead	of	punish	his	insolence,'	returned	the	queen.

'But	why	should	our	poor	creatures	be	deprived	of	 so	much	nourishment?	Our
little	dogs	and	cats	and	pigs	and	small	bears	would	enjoy	him	very	much.'
'You	are	the	best	of	housekeepers,	my	lovely	queen!'	said	her	husband.	'Let	it

be	so	by	all	means.	Let	us	have	our	people	 in,	and	get	him	out	and	kill	him	at
once.	He	deserves	it.	The	mischief	he	might	have	brought	upon	us,	now	that	he
had	penetrated	so	far	as	our	most	retired	citadel,	is	incalculable.	Or	rather	let	us
tie	him	hand	and	foot,	and	have	the	pleasure	of	seeing	him	torn	to	pieces	by	full
torchlight	in	the	great	hall.'
'Better	 and	 better!'	 cried	 the	 queen	 and	 the	 prince	 together,	 both	 of	 them

clapping	their	hands.	And	the	prince	made	an	ugly	noise	with	his	hare-lip,	just	as
if	he	had	intended	to	be	one	at	the	feast.
'But,'	 added	 the	 queen,	 bethinking	 herself,	 'he	 is	 so	 troublesome.	 For	 poor

creatures	 as	 they	 are,	 there	 is	 something	 about	 those	 sun-people	 that	 is	 very
troublesome.	I	cannot	imagine	how	it	is	that	with	such	superior	strength	and	skill
and	understanding	as	ours,	we	permit	them	to	exist	at	all.	Why	do	we	not	destroy
them	entirely,	and	use	their	cattle	and	grazing	lands	at	our	pleasure?	Of	course
we	don't	want	to	live	in	their	horrid	country!	It	is	far	too	glaring	for	our	quieter
and	more	 refined	 tastes.	But	we	might	use	 it	 as	a	 sort	of	outhouse,	you	know.
Even	 our	 creatures'	 eyes	might	 get	 used	 to	 it,	 and	 if	 they	 did	 grow	 blind	 that
would	be	of	no	consequence,	provided	they	grew	fat	as	well.	But	we	might	even
keep	their	great	cows	and	other	creatures,	and	then	we	should	have	a	few	more
luxuries,	such	as	cream	and	cheese,	which	at	present	we	only	taste	occasionally,
when	our	brave	men	have	succeeded	in	carrying	some	off	from	their	farms.'
'It	is	worth	thinking	of,'	said	the	king;	'and	I	don't	know	why	you	should	be	the

first	to	suggest	it,	except	that	you	have	a	positive	genius	for	conquest.	But	still,
as	 you	 say,	 there	 is	 something	 very	 troublesome	 about	 them;	 and	 it	would	 be
better,	as	I	understand	you	to	suggest,	that	we	should	starve	him	for	a	day	or	two
first,	so	that	he	may	be	a	little	less	frisky	when	we	take	him	out.'

'Once	there	was	a	goblin
Living	in	a	hole;
Busy	he	was	cobblin'
A	shoe	without	a	sole.



'By	came	a	birdie:
"Goblin,	what	do	you	do?"
"Cobble	at	a	sturdie
Upper	leather	shoe."
'"What's	the	good	o'	that,	Sir?"
Said	the	little	bird.
"Why	it's	very	Pat,	Sir—
Plain	without	a	word.
'"Where	'tis	all	a	hole,	Sir,
Never	can	be	holes:
Why	should	their	shoes	have	soles,	Sir,
When	they've	got	no	souls?"'

'What's	that	horrible	noise?'	cried	the	queen,	shuddering	from	pot-metal	head
to	granite	shoes.
'I	declare,'	said	 the	king	with	solemn	indignation,	 'it's	 the	sun-creature	 in	 the

hole!'
'Stop	 that	 disgusting	noise!'	 cried	 the	 crown	prince	valiantly,	 getting	up	 and

standing	in	front	of	the	heap	of	stones,	with	his	face	towards	Curdie's	prison.	'Do
now,	or	I'll	break	your	head.'
'Break	away,'	shouted	Curdie,	and	began	singing	again:

'Once	there	was	a	goblin,
Living	in	a	hole—'

'I	 really	cannot	bear	 it,'	said	 the	queen.	 'If	 I	could	only	get	at	his	horrid	 toes
with	my	slippers	again!'
'I	think	we	had	better	go	to	bed,'	said	the	king.
'It's	not	time	to	go	to	bed,'	said	the	queen.
'I	would	if	I	was	you,'	said	Curdie.
'Impertinent	wretch!'	said	the	queen,	with	the	utmost	scorn	in	her	voice.
'An	impossible	if,'	said	His	Majesty	with	dignity.
'Quite,'	returned	Curdie,	and	began	singing	again:

'Go	to	bed,	
Goblin,	do.	
Help	the	queen	
Take	off	her	shoe.
'If	you	do,	



It	will	disclose
A	horrid	set	
Of	sprouting	toes.'

'What	a	lie!'	roared	the	queen	in	a	rage.
'By	the	way,	that	reminds	me,'	said	the	king,	'that	for	as	long	as	we	have	been

married,	 I	 have	 never	 seen	 your	 feet,	 queen.	 I	 think	 you	might	 take	 off	 your
shoes	when	you	go	to	bed!	They	positively	hurt	me	sometimes.'
'I	will	do	as	I	like,'	retorted	the	queen	sulkily.
'You	ought	to	do	as	your	own	hubby	wishes	you,'	said	the	king.
'I	will	not,'	said	the	queen.
'Then	I	insist	upon	it,'	said	the	king.
Apparently	His	Majesty	 approached	 the	 queen	 for	 the	 purpose	 of	 following

the	advice	given	by	Curdie,	 for	 the	 latter	heard	a	scuffle,	and	 then	a	great	 roar
from	the	king.
'Will	you	be	quiet,	then?'	said	the	queen	wickedly.
'Yes,	yes,	queen.	I	only	meant	to	coax	you.'
'Hands	off!'	 cried	 the	queen	 triumphantly.	 'I'm	going	 to	bed.	You	may	come

when	you	like.	But	as	long	as	I	am	queen	I	will	sleep	in	my	shoes.	It	is	my	royal
privilege.	Harelip,	go	to	bed.'
'I'm	going,'	said	Harelip	sleepily.
'So	am	I,'	said	the	king.
'Come	along,	then,'	said	the	queen;	'and	mind	you	are	good,	or	I'll—'
'Oh,	no,	no,	no!'	screamed	the	king	in	the	most	supplicating	of	tones.
Curdie	 heard	 only	 a	muttered	 reply	 in	 the	 distance;	 and	 then	 the	 cave	 was

quite	still.
They	had	left	the	fire	burning,	and	the	light	came	through	brighter	than	before.

Curdie	thought	it	was	time	to	try	again	if	anything	could	be	done.	But	he	found
he	could	not	get	even	a	finger	through	the	chink	between	the	slab	and	the	rock.
He	gave	a	great	rush	with	his	shoulder	against	 the	slab,	but	 it	yielded	no	more
than	if	 it	had	been	part	of	 the	rock.	All	he	could	do	was	 to	sit	down	and	think
again.
By	and	by	he	came	to	the	resolution	to	pretend	to	be	dying,	in	the	hope	they

might	take	him	out	before	his	strength	was	too	much	exhausted	to	let	him	have	a
chance.	Then,	for	the	creatures,	if	he	could	but	find	his	axe	again,	he	would	have
no	fear	of	them;	and	if	it	were	not	for	the	queen's	horrid	shoes,	he	would	have	no
fear	at	all.
Meantime,	until	they	should	come	again	at	night,	there	was	nothing	for	him	to

do	but	forge	new	rhymes,	now	his	only	weapons.	He	had	no	intention	of	using



them	at	present,	of	course;	but	it	was	well	to	have	a	stock,	for	he	might	live	to
want	them,	and	the	manufacture	of	them	would	help	to	while	away	the	time.



Chapter		20	
Irene's	Clue
That	 same	morning	 early,	 the	 princess	 woke	 in	 a	 terrible	 fright.	 There	 was	 a
hideous	noise	 in	her	 room—creatures	snarling	and	hissing	and	 rocketing	about
as	 if	 they	 were	 fighting.	 The	 moment	 she	 came	 to	 herself,	 she	 remembered
something	she	had	never	thought	of	again—what	her	grandmother	told	her	to	do
when	she	was	frightened.	She	immediately	took	off	her	ring	and	put	it	under	her
pillow.	As	she	did	so	she	fancied	she	felt	a	finger	and	thumb	take	it	gently	from
under	her	palm.	'It	must	be	my	grandmother!'	she	said	to	herself,	and	the	thought
gave	her	such	courage	that	she	stopped	to	put	on	her	dainty	little	slippers	before
running	from	the	room.	While	doing	this	she	caught	sight	of	a	long	cloak	of	sky-
blue,	 thrown	 over	 the	 back	 of	 a	 chair	 by	 the	 bedside.	 She	 had	 never	 seen	 it
before	but	it	was	evidently	waiting	for	her.	She	put	it	on,	and	then,	feeling	with
the	forefinger	of	her	right	hand,	soon	found	her	grandmother's	thread,	which	she
proceeded	at	once	to	follow,	expecting	it	would	lead	her	straight	up	the	old	stair.
When	she	reached	the	door	she	found	it	went	down	and	ran	along	the	floor,	so
that	she	had	almost	to	crawl	in	order	to	keep	a	hold	of	it.	Then,	to	her	surprise,
and	somewhat	to	her	dismay,	she	found	that	 instead	of	leading	her	towards	the
stair	 it	 turned	 in	quite	 the	opposite	direction.	 It	 led	her	 through	certain	narrow
passages	towards	the	kitchen,	turning	aside	ere	she	reached	it,	and	guiding	her	to
a	 door	which	 communicated	with	 a	 small	 back	yard.	Some	of	 the	maids	were
already	up,	and	this	door	was	standing	open.	Across	the	yard	the	thread	still	ran
along	the	ground,	until	 it	brought	her	to	a	door	in	the	wall	which	opened	upon
the	Mountainside.	When	 she	had	passed	 through,	 the	 thread	 rose	 to	 about	half
her	height,	and	she	could	hold	it	with	ease	as	she	walked.	It	led	her	straight	up
the	mountain.
The	cause	of	her	alarm	was	less	frightful	than	she	supposed.	The	cook's	great

black	cat,	pursued	by	the	housekeeper's	terrier,	had	bounced	against	her	bedroom
door,	which	had	not	been	properly	fastened,	and	the	two	had	burst	into	the	room
together	and	commenced	a	battle	royal.	How	the	nurse	came	to	sleep	through	it
was	a	mystery,	but	I	suspect	the	old	lady	had	something	to	do	with	it.
It	 was	 a	 clear	 warm	 morning.	 The	 wind	 blew	 deliciously	 over	 the

Mountainside.	Here	and	there	she	saw	a	late	primrose	but	she	did	not	stop	to	call



upon	them.	The	sky	was	mottled	with	small	clouds.
The	sun	was	not	yet	up,	but	some	of	 their	 fluffy	edges	had	caught	his	 light,

and	 hung	 out	 orange	 and	 gold-coloured	 fringes	 upon	 the	 air.	 The	 dew	 lay	 in
round	 drops	 upon	 the	 leaves,	 and	 hung	 like	 tiny	 diamond	 ear-rings	 from	 the
blades	of	grass	about	her	path.
'How	 lovely	 that	bit	of	gossamer	 is!'	 thought	 the	princess,	 looking	at	 a	 long

undulating	line	that	shone	at	some	distance	from	her	up	the	hill.	 It	was	not	 the
time	for	gossamers	though;	and	Irene	soon	discovered	that	it	was	her	own	thread
she	saw	shining	on	before	her	in	the	light	of	the	morning.	It	was	leading	her	she
knew	 not	 whither;	 but	 she	 had	 never	 in	 her	 life	 been	 out	 before	 sunrise,	 and
everything	was	so	fresh	and	cool	and	lively	and	full	of	something	coming,	that
she	felt	too	happy	to	be	afraid	of	anything.
After	leading	her	up	a	good	distance,	the	thread	turned	to	the	left,	and	down

the	path	upon	which	she	and	Lootie	had	met	Curdie.	But	she	never	 thought	of
that,	for	now	in	the	morning	light,	with	its	far	outlook	over	the	country,	no	path
could	have	been	more	open	and	airy	and	cheerful.	She	could	see	the	road	almost
to	 the	 horizon,	 along	 which	 she	 had	 so	 often	 watched	 her	 king-papa	 and	 his
troop	come	shining,	with	the	bugle-blast	cleaving	the	air	before	them;	and	it	was
like	a	companion	to	her.	Down	and	down	the	path	went,	then	up,	and	then	down
and	then	up	again,	getting	rugged	and	more	rugged	as	it	went;	and	still	along	the
path	went	 the	 silvery	 thread,	 and	 still	 along	 the	 thread	went	 Irene's	 little	 rosy-
tipped	forefinger.	By	and	by	she	came	to	a	little	stream	that	jabbered	and	prattled
down	the	hill,	and	up	the	side	of	the	stream	went	both	path	and	thread.	And	still
the	 path	 grew	 rougher	 and	 steeper,	 and	 the	 mountain	 grew	 wilder,	 till	 Irene
began	to	think	she	was	going	a	very	long	way	from	home;	and	when	she	turned
to	 look	 back	 she	 saw	 that	 the	 level	 country	 had	 vanished	 and	 the	 rough	 bare
mountain	had	closed	in	about	her.	But	still	on	went	the	thread,	and	on	went	the
princess.	 Everything	 around	 her	 was	 getting	 brighter	 and	 brighter	 as	 the	 sun
came	nearer;	till	at	length	his	first	rays	all	at	once	alighted	on	the	top	of	a	rock
before	her,	like	some	golden	creature	fresh	from	the	sky.	Then	she	saw	that	the
little	stream	ran	out	of	a	hole	in	that	rock,	that	the	path	did	not	go	past	the	rock,
and	that	the	thread	was	leading	her	straight	up	to	it.	A	shudder	ran	through	her
from	head	to	foot	when	she	found	that	the	thread	was	actually	taking	her	into	the
hole	out	of	which	the	stream	ran.	It	ran	out	babbling	joyously,	but	she	had	to	go
in.
She	did	not	hesitate.	Right	into	the	hole	she	went,	which	was	high	enough	to

let	her	walk	without	stooping.	For	a	little	way	there	was	a	brown	glimmer,	but	at
the	first	 turn	it	all	but	ceased,	and	before	she	had	gone	many	paces	she	was	in
total	darkness.	Then	she	began	to	be	frightened	indeed.	Every	moment	she	kept



feeling	 the	 thread	backwards	and	forwards,	and	as	she	went	farther	and	farther
into	the	darkness	of	the	great	hollow	mountain,	she	kept	thinking	more	and	more
about	her	grandmother,	and	all	 that	 she	had	said	 to	her,	and	how	kind	she	had
been,	and	how	beautiful	she	was,	and	all	about	her	lovely	room,	and	the	fire	of
roses,	and	the	great	lamp	that	sent	its	light	through	stone	walls.	And	she	became
more	and	more	sure	that	the	thread	could	not	have	gone	there	of	itself,	and	that
her	grandmother	must	have	sent	it.	But	it	tried	her	dreadfully	when	the	path	went
down	very	steep,	and	especially	When	she	came	to	places	where	she	had	to	go
down	 rough	stairs,	 and	even	 sometimes	a	 ladder.	Through	one	narrow	passage
after	another,	over	lumps	of	rock	and	sand	and	clay,	the	thread	guided	her,	until
she	came	to	a	small	hole	through	which	she	had	to	creep.	Finding	no	change	on
the	 other	 side,	 'Shall	 I	 ever	 get	 back?'	 she	 thought,	 over	 and	 over	 again,
wondering	 at	 herself	 that	 she	 was	 not	 ten	 times	 more	 frightened,	 and	 often
feeling	as	if	she	were	only	walking	in	the	story	of	a	dream.	Sometimes	she	heard
the	 noise	 of	 water,	 a	 dull	 gurgling	 inside	 the	 rock.	 By	 and	 by	 she	 heard	 the
sounds	of	blows,	which	came	nearer	and	nearer;	but	again	they	grew	duller,	and
almost	 died	 away.	 In	 a	 hundred	 directions	 she	 turned,	 obedient	 to	 the	 guiding
thread.
At	last	she	spied	a	dull	red	shine,	and	came	up	to	the	mica	window,	and	thence

away	and	round	about,	and	right,	into	a	cavern,	where	glowed	the	red	embers	of
a	fire.	Here	the	thread	began	to	rise.	It	rose	as	high	as	her	head	and	higher	still.
What	 should	 she	do	 if	 she	 lost	 her	 hold?	She	was	pulling	 it	 down:	She	might
break	it!	She	could	see	it	far	up,	glowing	as	red	as	her	fire-opal	in	the	light	of	the
embers.
But	presently	she	came	to	a	huge	heap	of	stones,	piled	in	a	slope	against	the

wall	 of	 the	 cavern.	On	 these	 she	 climbed,	 and	 soon	 recovered	 the	 level	 of	 the
thread	only	however	to	find,	the	next	moment,	that	it	vanished	through	the	heap
of	 stones,	 and	 left	 her	 standing	 on	 it,	with	 her	 face	 to	 the	 solid	 rock.	 For	 one
terrible	 moment	 she	 felt	 as	 if	 her	 grandmother	 had	 forsaken	 her.	 The	 thread
which	the	spiders	had	spun	far	over	the	seas,	which	her	grandmother	had	sat	in
the	moonlight	and	spun	again	 for	her,	which	she	had	 tempered	 in	 the	 rose-fire
and	 tied	 to	 her	 opal	 ring,	 had	 left	 her—had	 gone	 where	 she	 could	 no	 longer
follow	 it—had	brought	 her	 into	 a	 horrible	 cavern,	 and	 there	 left	 her!	 She	was
forsaken	indeed!
'When	 shall	 I	wake?'	 she	 said	 to	 herself	 in	 an	 agony,	 but	 the	 same	moment

knew	that	it	was	no	dream.	She	threw	herself	upon	the	heap,	and	began	to	cry.	It
was	well	she	did	not	know	what	creatures,	one	of	them	with	stone	shoes	on	her
feet,	were	lying	in	the	next	cave.	But	neither	did	she	know	who	was	on	the	other
side	of	the	slab.



At	 length	 the	 thought	 struck	 her	 that	 at	 least	 she	 could	 follow	 the	 thread
backwards,	and	 thus	get	out	of	 the	mountain,	and	home.	She	rose	at	once,	and
found	the	thread.	But	the	instant	she	tried	to	feel	it	backwards,	it	vanished	from
her	 touch.	 Forwards,	 it	 led	 her	 hand	 up	 to	 the	 heap	 of	 stones—backwards	 it
seemed	nowhere.	Neither	could	she	see	it	as	before	in	the	light	of	the	fire.	She
burst	into	a	wailing	cry,	and	again	threw	herself	down	on	the	stones.



Chapter		21	
The	Escape
As	 the	 princess	 lay	 and	 sobbed	 she	 kept	 feeling	 the	 thread	 mechanically,
following	it	with	her	finger	many	times	up	to	the	stones	in	which	it	disappeared.
By	and	by	she	began,	still	mechanically,	to	poke	her	finger	in	after	it	between	the
stones	 as	 far	 as	 she	 could.	 All	 at	 once	 it	 came	 into	 her	 head	 that	 she	 might
remove	some	of	the	stones	and	see	where	the	thread	went	next.	Almost	laughing
at	herself	 for	never	having	 thought	of	 this	before,	 she	 jumped	 to	her	 feet.	Her
fear	 vanished;	 once	more	 she	 was	 certain	 her	 grandmother's	 thread	 could	 not
have	brought	her	there	just	to	leave	her	there;	and	she	began	to	throw	away	the
stones	 from	 the	 top	 as	 fast	 as	 she	 could,	 sometimes	 two	or	 three	 at	 a	handful,
sometimes	 taking	both	hands	 to	 lift	one.	After	clearing	 them	away	a	 little,	 she
found	 that	 the	 thread	 turned	and	went	 straight	downwards.	Hence,	 as	 the	heap
sloped	a	good	deal,	growing	of	course	wider	towards	its	base,	she	had	to	throw
away	a	multitude	of	stones	to	follow	the	thread.	But	this	was	not	all,	for	she	soon
found	 that	 the	 thread,	 after	 going	 straight	 down	 for	 a	 little	 way,	 turned	 first
sideways	 in	 one	 direction,	 then	 sideways	 in	 another,	 and	 then	 shot,	 at	 various
angles,	hither	and	thither	 inside	the	heap,	so	that	she	began	to	be	afraid	that	 to
clear	the	thread	she	must	remove	the	whole	huge	gathering.	She	was	dismayed	at
the	very	idea,	but,	losing	no	time,	set	to	work	with	a	will;	and	with	aching	back,
and	 bleeding	 fingers	 and	 hands,	 she	 worked	 on,	 sustained	 by	 the	 pleasure	 of
seeing	the	heap	slowly	diminish	and	begin	to	show	itself	on	the	opposite	side	of
the	fire.	Another	thing	which	helped	to	keep	up	her	courage	was	that,	as	often	as
she	 uncovered	 a	 turn	 of	 the	 thread,	 instead	 of	 lying	 loose	 upon	 the	 stone,	 it
tightened	 up;	 this	 made	 her	 sure	 that	 her	 grandmother	 was	 at	 the	 end	 of	 it
somewhere.
She	had	got	about	half-way	down	when	she	started,	and	nearly	fell	with	fright.

Close	to	her	ears	as	it	seemed,	a	voice	broke	out	singing:

'Jabber,	bother,	smash!
You'll	have	it	all	in	a	crash.
Jabber,	smash,	bother!
You'll	have	the	worst	of	the	pother.



Smash,	bother,	jabber!—'

Here	Curdie	stopped,	either	because	he	could	not	find	a	rhyme	to	'jabber',	or
because	he	remembered	what	he	had	forgotten	when	he	woke	up	at	the	sound	of
Irene's	labours,	that	his	plan	was	to	make	the	goblins	think	he	was	getting	weak.
But	he	had	uttered	enough	to	let	Irene	know	who	he	was.
'It's	Curdie!'	she	cried	joyfully.
'Hush!	hush!'	came	Curdie's	voice	again	from	somewhere.	'Speak	softly.'
'Why,	you	were	singing	loud!'	said	Irene.
'Yes.	But	they	know	I	am	here,	and	they	don't	know	you	are.	Who	are	you?'
'I'm	 Irene,'	 answered	 the	 princess.	 'I	 know	 who	 you	 are	 quite	 well.	 You're

Curdie.'
'Why,	how	ever	did	you	come	here,	Irene?'
'My	 great-great-grandmother	 sent	 me;	 and	 I	 think	 I've	 found	 out	 why.	 You

can't	get	out,	I	suppose?'
'No,	I	can't.	What	are	you	doing?'
'Clearing	away	a	huge	heap	of	stones.'
'There's	a	princess!'	exclaimed	Curdie,	in	a	tone	of	delight,	but	still	speaking

in	little	more	than	a	whisper.	'I	can't	think	how	you	got	here,	though.'
'My	grandmother	sent	me	after	her	thread.'
'I	don't	know	what	you	mean,'	said	Curdie;	'but	so	you're	there,	it	doesn't	much

matter.'
'Oh,	yes,	it	does!'	returned	Irene.	'I	should	never	have	been	here	but	for	her.'
'You	can	 tell	me	all	 about	 it	when	we	get	out,	 then.	There's	no	 time	 to	 lose

now,'said	Curdie.
And	Irene	went	to	work,	as	fresh	as	when	she	began.
'There's	such	a	lot	of	stones!'	she	said.	'It	will	take	me	a	long	time	to	get	them

all	away.'
'How	far	on	have	you	got?'	asked	Curdie.
'I've	got	about	the	half	away,	but	the	other	half	is	ever	so	much	bigger.'
'I	don't	think	you	will	have	to	move	the	lower	half.	Do	you	see	a	slab	laid	up

against	the	wall?'
Irene	looked,	and	felt	about	with	her	hands,	and	soon	perceived	the	outlines	of

the	slab.
'Yes,'	she	answered,	'I	do.'
'Then,	 I	 think,'	 rejoined	Curdie,	 'when	you	have	cleared	 the	 slab	about	half-

way	down,	or	a	bit	more,	I	shall	be	able	to	push	it	over.'
'I	must	follow	my	thread,'	returned	Irene,	'whatever	I	do.'
'What	 do	 you	 mean?'	 exclaimed	 Curdie.	 'You	 will	 see	 when	 you	 get	 out,'



answered	the	princess,	and	went	on	harder	than	ever.
But	she	was	soon	satisfied	that	what	Curdie	wanted	done	and	what	the	thread

wanted	 done	 were	 one	 and	 the	 same	 thing.	 For	 she	 not	 only	 saw	 that	 by
following	the	turns	of	the	thread	she	had	been	clearing	the	face	of	the	slab,	but
that,	 a	 little	 more	 than	 half-way	 down,	 the	 thread	 went	 through	 the	 chink
between	the	slab	and	the	wall	into	the	place	where	Curdie	was	confined,	so	that
she	could	not	follow	it	any	farther	until	the	slab	was	out	of	her	way.	As	soon	as
she	found	this,	she	said	in	a	right	joyous	whisper:
'Now,	Curdie,	I	think	if	you	were	to	give	a	great	push,	the	slab	would	tumble

over.'
'Stand	 quite	 clear	 of	 it,	 then,'	 said	 Curdie,	 'and	 let	 me	 know	when	 you	 are

ready.'
Irene	got	off	the	heap,	and	stood	on	one	side	of	it.	'Now,	Curdie!'	she	cried.
Curdie	gave	a	great	rush	with	his	shoulder	against	it.	Out	tumbled	the	slab	on

the	heap,	and	out	crept	Curdie	over	the	top	of	it.
'You've	saved	my	life,	Irene!'	he	whispered.
'Oh,	Curdie!	I'm	so	glad!	Let's	get	out	of	this	horrid	place	as	fast	as	we	can.'
'That's	easier	said	than	done,'	returned	he.
'Oh,	no,	 it's	quite	easy,'	 said	 Irene.	 'We	have	only	 to	 follow	my	 thread.	 I	am

sure	that	it's	going	to	take	us	out	now.'
She	 had	 already	 begun	 to	 follow	 it	 over	 the	 fallen	 slab	 into	 the	 hole,	while

Curdie	was	searching	the	floor	of	the	cavern	for	his	pickaxe.
'Here	it	is!'	he	cried.	'No,	it	is	not,'	he	added,	in	a	disappointed	tone.	'What	can

it	be,	then?	I	declare	it's	a	torch.	That	is	jolly!	It's	better	almost	than	my	pickaxe.
Much	 better	 if	 it	weren't	 for	 those	 stone	 shoes!'	 he	went	 on,	 as	 he	 lighted	 the
torch	by	blowing	the	last	embers	of	the	expiring	fire.
When	 he	 looked	 up,	 with	 the	 lighted	 torch	 casting	 a	 glare	 into	 the	 great

darkness	of	the	huge	cavern,	he	caught	sight	of	Irene	disappearing	in	the	hole	out
of	which	he	had	himself	just	come.
'Where	are	you	going	there?'	he	cried.	'That's	not	the	way	out.	That's	where	I

couldn't	get	out.'
'I	know	that,'	whispered	Irene.	'But	this	is	the	way	my	thread	goes,	and	I	must

follow	it.'
'What	 nonsense	 the	 child	 talks!'	 said	 Curdie	 to	 himself.	 'I	 must	 follow	 her,

though,	and	see	that	she	comes	to	no	harm.	She	will	soon	find	she	can't	get	out
that	way,	and	then	she	will	come	with	me.'
So	he	crept	over	the	slab	once	more	into	the	hole	with	his	torch	in	his	hand.

But	 when	 he	 looked	 about	 in	 it,	 he	 could	 see	 her	 nowhere.	 And	 now	 he
discovered	 that	although	 the	hole	was	narrow,	 it	was	much	 longer	 than	he	had



supposed;	for	in	one	direction	the	roof	came	down	very	low,	and	the	hole	went
off	 in	a	narrow	passage,	of	which	he	could	not	see	 the	end.	The	princess	must
have	crept	in	there.	He	got	on	his	knees	and	one	hand,	holding	the	torch	with	the
other,	and	crept	after	her.	The	hole	 twisted	about,	 in	some	parts	so	 low	that	he
could	hardly	get	 through,	 in	others	 so	high	 that	 he	 could	not	 see	 the	 roof,	 but
everywhere	it	was	narrow—far	too	narrow	for	a	goblin	to	get	through,	and	so	I
presume	 they	never	 thought	 that	Curdie	might.	He	was	beginning	 to	 feel	 very
uncomfortable	lest	something	should	have	befallen	the	princess,	when	he	heard
her	voice	almost	close	to	his	ear,	whispering:
'Aren't	you	coming,	Curdie?'
And	when	he	turned	the	next	corner	there	she	stood	waiting	for	him.
'I	knew	you	couldn't	go	wrong	in	that	narrow	hole,	but	now	you	must	keep	by

me,	for	here	is	a	great	wide	place,'	she	said.
'I	can't	understand	it,'	said	Curdie,	half	to	himself,	half	to	Irene.
'Never	mind,'	she	returned.	'Wait	till	we	get	out.'
Curdie,	utterly	astonished	that	she	had	already	got	so	far,	and	by	a	path	he	had

known	nothing	of,	thought	it	better	to	let	her	do	as	she	pleased.	'At	all	events,'	he
said	 again	 to	 himself,	 'I	 know	nothing	 about	 the	way,	miner	 as	 I	 am;	 and	 she
seems	to	think	she	does	know	something	about	it,	though	how	she	should	passes
my	comprehension.	So	she's	 just	as	 likely	 to	 find	her	way	as	 I	am,	and	as	 she
insists	on	taking	the	lead,	I	must	follow.	We	can't	be	much	worse	off	than	we	are,
anyhow.'	Reasoning	thus,	he	followed	her	a	few	steps,	and	came	out	in	another
great	cavern,	across	which	Irene	walked	in	a	straight	line,	as	confidently	as	if	she
knew	every	step	of	the	way.	Curdie	went	on	after	her,	flashing	his	torch	about,
and	trying	to	see	something	of	what	lay	around	them.	Suddenly	he	started	back	a
pace	as	the	light	fell	upon	something	close	by	which	Irene	was	passing.	It	was	a
platform	of	rock	raised	a	few	feet	 from	the	floor	and	covered	with	sheepskins,
upon	which	lay	two	horrible	figures	asleep,	at	once	recognized	by	Curdie	as	the
king	 and	 queen	 of	 the	 goblins.	 He	 lowered	 his	 torch	 instantly	 lest	 the	 light
should	awake	them.	As	he	did	so	it	flashed	upon	his	pickaxe,	lying	by	the	side	of
the	queen,	whose	hand	lay	close	by	the	handle	of	it.
'Stop	one	moment,'	 he	whispered.	 'Hold	my	 torch,	 and	don't	 let	 the	 light	on

their	faces.'
Irene	shuddered	when	she	saw	 the	 frightful	creatures,	whom	she	had	passed

without	observing	them,	but	she	did	as	he	requested,	and	turning	her	back,	held
the	torch	low	in	front	of	her.	Curdie	drew	his	pickaxe	carefully	away,	and	as	he
did	so	spied	one	of	her	feet,	projecting	from	under	the	skins.	The	great	clumsy
granite	shoe,	exposed	thus	 to	his	hand,	was	a	 temptation	not	 to	be	resisted.	He
laid	hold	of	it,	and,	with	cautious	efforts,	drew	it	off.	The	moment	he	succeeded,



he	 saw	 to	 his	 astonishment	 that	 what	 he	 had	 sung	 in	 ignorance,	 to	 annoy	 the
queen,	was	actually	true:	she	had	six	horrible	toes.	Overjoyed	at	his	success,	and
seeing	 by	 the	 huge	 bump	 in	 the	 sheepskins	 where	 the	 other	 foot	 was,	 he
proceeded	to	lift	them	gently,	for,	if	he	could	only	succeed	in	carrying	away	the
other	shoe	as	well,	he	would	be	no	more	afraid	of	the	goblins	than	of	so	many
flies.	But	as	he	pulled	at	the	second	shoe	the	queen	gave	a	growl	and	sat	up	in
bed.	The	same	instant	the	king	awoke	also	and	sat	up	beside	her.
'Run,	 Irene!'	 cried	Curdie,	 for	 though	he	was	not	now	 in	 the	 least	 afraid	 for

himself,	he	was	for	the	princess.
Irene	 looked	once	 round,	 saw	 the	 fearful	 creatures	 awake,	 and	 like	 the	wise

princess	she	was,	dashed	the	torch	on	the	ground	and	extinguished	it,	crying	out:
'Here,	Curdie,	take	my	hand.'
He	darted	to	her	side,	forgetting	neither	the	queen's	shoe	nor	his	pickaxe,	and

caught	 hold	 of	 her	 hand,	 as	 she	 sped	 fearlessly	 where	 her	 thread	 guided	 her.
They	heard	the	queen	give	a	great	bellow;	but	they	had	a	good	start,	for	it	would
be	some	time	before	they	could	get	torches	lighted	to	pursue	them.	Just	as	they
thought	they	saw	a	gleam	behind	them,	the	thread	brought	them	to	a	very	narrow
opening,	through	which	Irene	crept	easily,	and	Curdie	with	difficulty.
'Now,'said	Curdie;	'I	think	we	shall	be	safe.'
'Of	course	we	shall,'	returned	Irene.	'Why	do	you	think	so?'asked	Curdie.
'Because	my	grandmother	is	taking	care	of	us.'
'That's	all	nonsense,'	said	Curdie.	'I	don't	know	what	you	mean.'
'Then	if	you	don't	know	what	I	mean,	what	right	have	you	to	call	it	nonsense?'

asked	the	princess,	a	little	offended.
'I	beg	your	pardon,	Irene,'	said	Curdie;	'I	did	not	mean	to	vex	you.'
'Of	course	not,'	returned	the	princess.	'But	why	do	you	think	we	shall	be	safe?'
'Because	the	king	and	queen	are	far	too	stout	to	get	through	that	hole.'
'There	might	be	ways	round,'	said	the	princess.
'To	be	sure	there	might:	we	are	not	out	of	it	yet,'	acknowledged	Curdie.
'But	what	do	you	mean	by	the	king	and	queen?'	asked	the	princess.	 'I	should

never	call	such	creatures	as	those	a	king	and	a	queen.'
'Their	own	people	do,	though,'	answered	Curdie.
The	 princess	 asked	 more	 questions,	 and	 Curdie,	 as	 they	 walked	 leisurely

along,	gave	her	a	full	account,	not	only	of	the	character	and	habits	of	the	goblins,
so	far	as	he	knew	them,	but	of	his	own	adventures	with	them,	beginning	from	the
very	 night	 after	 that	 in	which	 he	 had	met	 her	 and	 Lootie	 upon	 the	mountain.
When	he	had	finished,	he	begged	Irene	to	tell	him	how	it	was	that	she	had	come
to	 his	 rescue.	 So	 Irene	 too	 had	 to	 tell	 a	 long	 story,	 which	 she	 did	 in	 rather	 a
roundabout	manner,	 interrupted	 by	many	 questions	 concerning	 things	 she	 had



not	 explained.	 But	 her	 tale,	 as	 he	 did	 not	 believe	 more	 than	 half	 of	 it,	 left
everything	 as	 unaccountable	 to	 him	 as	 before,	 and	 he	 was	 nearly	 as	 much
perplexed	as	to	what	he	must	think	of	the	princess.	He	could	not	believe	that	she
was	deliberately	 telling	 stories,	 and	 the	only	conclusion	he	could	come	 to	was
that	Lootie	had	been	playing	the	child	tricks,	inventing	no	end	of	lies	to	frighten
her	for	her	own	purposes.
'But	 how	 ever	 did	 Lootie	 come	 to	 let	 you	 go	 into	 the	mountains	 alone?'he

asked.
'Lootie	knows	nothing	about	it.	I	left	her	fast	asleep—at	least	I	think	so.	I	hope

my	grandmother	won't	let	her	get	into	trouble,	for	it	wasn't	her	fault	at	all,	as	my
grandmother	very	well	knows.'
'But	how	did	you	find	your	way	to	me?'	persisted	Curdie.
'I	 told	 you	 already,'	 answered	 Irene;	 'by	 keeping	 my	 finger	 upon	 my

grandmother's	thread,	as	I	am	doing	now.'
'You	don't	mean	you've	got	the	thread	there?'
'Of	course	 I	do.	 I	have	 told	you	so	 ten	 times	already.	 I	have	hardly—except

when	 I	 was	 removing	 the	 stones—taken	 my	 finger	 off	 it.	 There!'	 she	 added,
guiding	Curdie's	hand	to	the	thread,	'you	feel	it	yourself—don't	you?'
'I	feel	nothing	at	all,'	replied	Curdie.	 'Then	what	can	be	the	matter	with	your

finger?	I	feel	it	perfectly.	To	be	sure	it	is	very	thin,	and	in	the	sunlight	looks	just
like	 the	 thread	 of	 a	 spider,	 though	 there	 are	many	 of	 them	 twisted	 together	 to
make	it—but	for	all	that	I	can't	think	why	you	shouldn't	feel	it	as	well	as	I	do.'
Curdie	was	too	polite	to	say	he	did	not	believe	there	was	any	thread	there	at

all.	What	he	did	say	was:
'Well,	I	can	make	nothing	of	it.'
'I	can,	though,	and	you	must	be	glad	of	that,	for	it	will	do	for	both	of	us.'
'We're	not	out	yet,'	said	Curdie.
'We	 soon	 shall	 be,'	 returned	 Irene	 confidently.	 And	 now	 the	 thread	 went

downwards,	 and	 led	 Irene's	 hand	 to	 a	 hole	 in	 the	 floor	 of	 the	 cavern,	whence
came	a	sound	of	running	water	which	they	had	been	hearing	for	some	time.
'It	goes	into	the	ground	now,	Curdie,'	she	said,	stopping.
He	 had	 been	 listening	 to	 another	 sound,	which	 his	 practised	 ear	 had	 caught

long	ago,	and	which	also	had	been	growing	louder.	It	was	the	noise	the	goblin-
miners	made	at	their	work,	and	they	seemed	to	be	at	no	great	distance	now.	Irene
heard	it	the	moment	she	stopped.
'What	is	that	noise?'	she	asked.	'Do	you	know,	Curdie?'
'Yes.	It	is	the	goblins	digging	and	burrowing,'	he	answered.
'And	you	don't	know	what	they	do	it	for?'
'No;	I	haven't	the	least	idea.	Would	you	like	to	see	them?'	he	asked,	wishing	to



have	another	try	after	their	secret.
'If	my	 thread	 took	me	 there,	 I	 shouldn't	much	mind;	but	 I	 don't	want	 to	 see

them,	and	I	can't	 leave	my	thread.	 It	 leads	me	down	into	 the	hole,	and	we	had
better	go	at	once.'
'Very	well.	Shall	I	go	in	first?'	said	Curdie.
'No;	 better	 not.	 You	 can't	 feel	 the	 thread,'	 she	 answered,	 stepping	 down

through	a	narrow	break	 in	 the	 floor	of	 the	cavern.	 'Oh!'	 she	cried,	 'I	 am	 in	 the
water.	 It	 is	 running	 strong—but	 it	 is	 not	 deep,	 and	 there	 is	 just	 room	 to	walk.
Make	haste,	Curdie.'
He	tried,	but	the	hole	was	too	small	for	him	to	get	in.
'Go	on	a	little	bit	he	said,	shouldering	his	pickaxe.	In	a	few	moments	he	had

cleared	a	larger	opening	and	followed	her.	They	went	on,	down	and	down	with
the	running	water,	Curdie	getting	more	and	more	afraid	 it	was	 leading	 them	to
some	terrible	gulf	 in	 the	heart	of	 the	mountain.	In	one	or	 two	places	he	had	to
break	away	the	rock	to	make	room	before	even	Irene	could	get	through—at	least
without	 hurting	 herself.	 But	 at	 length	 they	 spied	 a	 glimmer	 of	 light,	 and	 in	 a
minute	 more	 they	 were	 almost	 blinded	 by	 the	 full	 sunlight,	 into	 which	 they
emerged.	 It	was	 some	 little	 time	 before	 the	 princess	 could	 see	well	 enough	 to
discover	that	they	stood	in	her	own	garden,	close	by	the	seat	on	which	she	and
her	king-papa	had	sat	 that	afternoon.	They	had	come	out	by	the	channel	of	 the
little	stream.	She	danced	and	clapped	her	hands	with	delight.
'Now,	 Curdie!'	 she	 cried,	 'won't	 you	 believe	 what	 I	 told	 you	 about	 my

grandmother	and	her	thread?'
For	she	had	felt	all	the	time	that	Curdie	was	not	believing	what	she	told	him.
'There!—don't	you	see	it	shining	on	before	us?'	she	added.
'I	don't	see	anything,'	persisted	Curdie.
'Then	you	must	believe	without	seeing,'	said	the	princess;	'for	you	can't	deny	it

has	brought	us	out	of	the	mountain.'
'I	 can't	 deny	 we	 are	 out	 of	 the	 mountain,	 and	 I	 should	 be	 very	 ungrateful

indeed	to	deny	that	you	had	brought	me	out	of	it.'
'I	couldn't	have	done	it	but	for	the	thread,'	persisted	Irene.
'That's	the	part	I	don't	understand.'
'Well,	 come	along,	 and	Lootie	will	 get	you	 something	 to	 eat.	 I	 am	sure	you

must	want	it	very	much.'
'Indeed	I	do.	But	my	father	and	mother	will	be	so	anxious	about	me,	 I	must

make	 haste—first	 up	 the	mountain	 to	 tell	my	mother,	 and	 then	 down	 into	 the
mine	again	to	let	my	father	know.'
'Very	well,	Curdie;	but	you	can't	get	out	without	coming	this	way,	and	I	will

take	you	through	the	house,	for	that	is	nearest.'



They	met	no	one	by	the	way,	for,	indeed,	as	before,	the	people	were	here	and
there	and	everywhere	searching	for	 the	princess.	When	they	got	 in	Irene	found
that	 the	 thread,	as	 she	had	half	expected,	went	up	 the	old	staircase,	and	a	new
thought	struck	her.	She	turned	to	Curdie	and	said:
'My	grandmother	wants	me.	Do	come	up	with	me	and	see	her.	Then	you	will

know	that	I	have	been	telling	you	the	truth.	Do	come—to	please	me,	Curdie.	I
can't	bear	you	should	think	what	I	say	is	not	true.'
'I	never	doubted	you	believed	what	you	said,'	returned	Curdie.	'I	only	thought

you	 had	 some	 fancy	 in	 your	 head	 that	 was	 not	 correct.'	 'But	 do	 come,	 dear
Curdie.'
The	 little	 miner	 could	 not	 withstand	 this	 appeal,	 and	 though	 he	 felt	 shy	 in

what	 seemed	 to	 him	 a	 huge	 grand	 house,	 he	 yielded,	 and	 followed	 her	 up	 the
stair.



Chapter		22	
The	Old	Lady	and	Curdie
Up	the	stair	then	they	went,	and	the	next	and	the	next,	and	through	the	long	rows
of	empty	rooms,	and	up	the	little	tower	stair,	Irene	growing	happier	and	happier
as	she	ascended.	There	was	no	answer	when	she	knocked	at	length	at	the	door	of
the	workroom,	 nor	 could	 she	 hear	 any	 sound	 of	 the	 spinning-wheel,	 and	 once
more	 her	 heart	 sank	 within	 her,	 but	 only	 for	 one	 moment,	 as	 she	 turned	 and
knocked	at	the	other	door.
'Come	in,'	answered	the	sweet	voice	of	her	grandmother,	and	Irene	opened	the

door	and	entered,	followed	by	Curdie.
'You	darling!'	 cried	 the	 lady,	who	was	 seated	by	a	 fire	of	 red	 roses	mingled

with	white.	 'I've	been	waiting	for	you,	and	indeed	getting	a	little	anxious	about
you,	and	beginning	to	think	whether	I	had	not	better	go	and	fetch	you	myself.'
As	she	spoke	she	took	the	little	princess	in	her	arms	and	placed	her	upon	her

lap.	 She	 was	 dressed	 in	 white	 now,	 and	 looking	 if	 possible	 more	 lovely	 than
ever.
'I've	brought	Curdie,	grandmother.	He	wouldn't	believe	what	I	told	him	and	so

I've	brought	him.'
'Yes—I	see	him.	He	is	a	good	boy,	Curdie,	and	a	brave	boy.	Aren't	you	glad

you've	got	him	out?'
'Yes,	grandmother.	But	 it	wasn't	very	good	of	him	not	 to	believe	me	when	I

was	telling	him	the	truth.'
'People	must	believe	what	they	can,	and	those	who	believe	more	must	not	be

hard	 upon	 those	 who	 believe	 less.	 I	 doubt	 if	 you	 would	 have	 believed	 it	 all
yourself	if	you	hadn't	seen	some	of	it.'
'Ah!	 yes,	 grandmother,	 I	 dare	 say.	 I'm	 sure	 you	 are	 right.	 But	 he'll	 believe

now.'
'I	don't	know	that,'	replied	her	grandmother.
'Won't	 you,	 Curdie?'	 said	 Irene,	 looking	 round	 at	 him	 as	 she	 asked	 the

question.	 He	 was	 standing	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 floor,	 staring,	 and	 looking
strangely	bewildered.	This	she	thought	came	of	his	astonishment	at	the	beauty	of
the	lady.
'Make	a	bow	to	my	grandmother,	Curdie,'	she	said.



'I	don't	see	any	grandmother,'	answered	Curdie	rather	gruffly.
'Don't	 see	 my	 grandmother,	 when	 I'm	 sitting	 in	 her	 lap?'	 exclaimed	 the

princess.
'No,	I	don't,'	reiterated	Curdie,	in	an	offended	tone.
'Don't	you	see	the	lovely	fire	of	roses—white	ones	amongst	them	this	time?'

asked	Irene,	almost	as	bewildered	as	he.
'No,	I	don't,'	answered	Curdie,	almost	sulkily.
'Nor	 the	 blue	 bed?	 Nor	 the	 rose-coloured	 counterpane?—Nor	 the	 beautiful

light,	like	the	moon,	hanging	from	the	roof?'
'You're	making	 game	 of	me,	Your	Royal	Highness;	 and	 after	what	we	 have

come	 through	 together	 this	 day,	 I	 don't	 think	 it	 is	 kind	 of	 you,'	 said	 Curdie,
feeling	very	much	hurt.
'Then	what	do	you	see?'	asked	Irene,	who	perceived	at	once	that	for	her	not	to

believe	him	was	at	least	as	bad	as	for	him	not	to	believe	her.
'I	 see	 a	 big,	 bare,	 garret-room—like	 the	 one	 in	 mother's	 cottage,	 only	 big

enough	to	take	the	cottage	itself	in,	and	leave	a	good	margin	all	round,'	answered
Curdie.
'And	what	more	do	you	see?'
'I	 see	 a	 tub,	 and	 a	 heap	 of	musty	 straw,	 and	 a	withered	 apple,	 and	 a	 ray	 of

sunlight	 coming	 through	 a	 hole	 in	 the	middle	 of	 the	 roof	 and	 shining	on	your
head,	 and	 making	 all	 the	 place	 look	 a	 curious	 dusky	 brown.	 I	 think	 you	 had
better	drop	it,	princess,	and	go	down	to	the	nursery,	like	a	good	girl.'
'But	 don't	 you	 hear	 my	 grandmother	 talking	 to	 me?'	 asked	 Irene,	 almost

crying.
'No.	I	hear	the	cooing	of	a	lot	of	pigeons.	If	you	won't	come	down,	I	will	go

without	you.	I	think	that	will	be	better	anyhow,	for	I'm	sure	nobody	who	met	us
would	believe	a	word	we	said	 to	 them.	They	would	 think	we	made	 it	all	up.	 I
don't	expect	anybody	but	my	own	father	and	mother	to	believe	me.	They	know	I
wouldn't	tell	a	story.'
'And	yet	you	won't	believe	me,	Curdie?'	expostulated	the	princess,	now	fairly

crying	with	vexation	and	sorrow	at	the	gulf	between	her	and	Curdie.
'No.	I	can't,	and	I	can't	help	it,'	said	Curdie,	turning	to	leave	the	room.
'What	SHALL	I	do,	grandmother?'	sobbed	the	princess,	turning	her	face	round

upon	the	lady's	bosom,	and	shaking	with	suppressed	sobs.
'You	must	give	him	time,'	said	her	grandmother;	'and	you	must	be	content	not

to	be	believed	for	a	while.	It	is	very	hard	to	bear;	but	I	have	had	to	bear	it,	and
shall	have	to	bear	it	many	a	time	yet.	I	will	 take	care	of	what	Curdie	thinks	of
you	in	the	end.	You	must	let	him	go	now.'
'You're	not	coming,	are	you?'	asked	Curdie.



'No,	Curdie;	my	grandmother	says	I	must	 let	you	go.	Turn	to	the	right	when
you	get	to	the	bottom	of	all	the	stairs,	and	that	will	take	you	to	the	hall	where	the
great	door	is.'
'Oh!	 I	 don't	 doubt	 I	 can	 find	 my	 way—without	 you,	 princess,	 or	 your	 old

grannie's	thread	either,'	said	Curdie	quite	rudely.
'Oh,	Curdie!	Curdie!'
'I	 wish	 I	 had	 gone	 home	 at	 once.	 I'm	 very	much	 obliged	 to	 you,	 Irene,	 for

getting	me	out	of	that	hole,	but	I	wish	you	hadn't	made	a	fool	of	me	afterwards.'
He	said	this	as	he	opened	the	door,	which	he	left	open,	and,	without	another

word,	went	down	the	stair.	Irene	listened	with	dismay	to	his	departing	footsteps.
Then	turning	again	to	the	lady:
'What	does	it	all	mean,	grandmother?'	she	sobbed,	and	burst	into	fresh	tears.
'It	means,	my	love,	that	I	did	not	mean	to	show	myself.	Curdie	is	not	yet	able

to	believe	some	things.	Seeing	is	not	believing—it	is	only	seeing.	You	remember
I	told	you	that	if	Lootie	were	to	see	me,	she	would	rub	her	eyes,	forget	the	half
she	saw,	and	call	the	other	half	nonsense.'
'Yes;	but	I	should	have	thought	Curdie—'
'You	are	right.	Curdie	is	much	farther	on	than	Lootie,	and	you	will	see	what

will	 come	 of	 it.	 But	 in	 the	 meantime	 you	 must	 be	 content,	 I	 say,	 to	 be
misunderstood	 for	a	while.	We	are	all	very	anxious	 to	be	understood,	and	 it	 is
very	hard	not	to	be.	But	there	is	one	thing	much	more	necessary.'
'What	is	that,	grandmother?'
'To	understand	other	people.'
'Yes,	grandmother.	I	must	be	fair—for	if	I'm	not	fair	to	other	people,	I'm	not

worth	being	understood	myself.	 I	 see.	So	 as	Curdie	 can't	 help	 it,	 I	will	 not	be
vexed	with	him,	but	just	wait.'
'There's	my	own	dear	 child,'	 said	 her	 grandmother,	 and	pressed	her	 close	 to

her	bosom.
'Why	weren't	you	in	your	workroom	when	we	came	up,	grandmother?'	asked

Irene,	after	a	few	moments'	silence.
'If	I	had	been	there,	Curdie	would	have	seen	me	well	enough.	But	why	should

I	be	there	rather	than	in	this	beautiful	room?'
'I	thought	you	would	be	spinning.'
'I've	nobody	to	spin	for	just	at	present.	I	never	spin	without	knowing	for	whom

I	am	spinning.'
'That	reminds	me—there	is	one	thing	that	puzzles	me,'	said	the	princess:	'how

are	you	 to	get	 the	 thread	out	of	 the	mountain	again?	Surely	you	won't	have	 to
make	another	for	me?	That	would	be	such	a	trouble!'
The	lady	set	her	down	and	rose	and	went	to	the	fire.	Putting	in	her	hand,	she



drew	it	out	again	and	held	up	the	shining	ball	between	her	finger	and	thumb.
'I've	got	it	now,	you	see,'	she	said,	coming	back	to	the	princess,	'all	ready	for

you	when	you	want	it.'
Going	to	her	cabinet,	she	laid	it	in	the	same	drawer	as	before.
'And	here	 is	your	 ring,'	 she	added,	 taking	 it	 from	 the	 little	 finger	of	her	 left

hand	and	putting	it	on	the	forefinger	of	Irene's	right	hand.
'Oh,	thank	you,	grandmother!	I	feel	so	safe	now!'
'You	are	very	tired,	my	child,'	the	lady	went	on.	'Your	hands	are	hurt	with	the

stones,	and	I	have	counted	nine	bruises	on	you.	Just	look	what	you	are	like.'
And	she	held	up	to	her	a	little	mirror	which	she	had	brought	from	the	cabinet.

The	princess	burst	into	a	merry	laugh	at	the	sight.	She	was	so	draggled	with	the
stream	and	dirty	with	creeping	 through	narrow	places,	 that	 if	 she	had	seen	 the
reflection	without	knowing	it	was	a	reflection,	she	would	have	taken	herself	for
some	 gipsy	 child	 whose	 face	 was	 washed	 and	 hair	 combed	 about	 once	 in	 a
month.	The	lady	laughed	too,	and	lifting	her	again	upon	her	knee,	 took	off	her
cloak	 and	 night-gown.	 Then	 she	 carried	 her	 to	 the	 side	 of	 the	 room.	 Irene
wondered	 what	 she	 was	 going	 to	 do	 with	 her,	 but	 asked	 no	 questions—only
starting	a	little	when	she	found	that	she	was	going	to	lay	her	in	the	large	silver
bath;	 for	 as	 she	 looked	 into	 it,	 again	 she	 saw	no	bottom,	 but	 the	 stars	 shining
miles	away,	as	it	seemed,	in	a	great	blue	gulf.	Her	hands	closed	involuntarily	on
the	beautiful	arms	that	held	her,	and	that	was	all.
The	lady	pressed	her	once	more	to	her	bosom,	saying:
'Do	not	be	afraid,	my	child.'
'No,	 grandmother,'	 answered	 the	 princess,	 with	 a	 little	 gasp;	 and	 the	 next

instant	she	sank	in	the	clear	cool	water.
When	she	opened	her	eyes,	she	saw	nothing	but	a	strange	lovely	blue	over	and

beneath	and	all	about	her.	The	lady,	and	the	beautiful	room,	had	vanished	from
her	sight,	and	she	seemed	utterly	alone.	But	instead	of	being	afraid,	she	felt	more
than	happy—perfectly	blissful.	And	from	somewhere	came	the	voice	of	the	lady,
singing	a	strange	sweet	song,	of	which	she	could	distinguish	every	word;	but	of
the	sense	she	had	only	a	feeling—no	understanding.	Nor	could	she	remember	a
single	line	after	it	was	gone.	It	vanished,	like	the	poetry	in	a	dream,	as	fast	as	it
came.	 In	 after	 years,	 however,	 she	 would	 sometimes	 fancy	 that	 snatches	 of
melody	suddenly	rising	in	her	brain	must	be	little	phrases	and	fragments	of	the
air	of	that	song;	and	the	very	fancy	would	make	her	happier,	and	abler	to	do	her
duty.
How	long	she	lay	in	the	water	she	did	not	know.	It	seemed	a	long	time—not

from	weariness	 but	 from	 pleasure.	 But	 at	 last	 she	 felt	 the	 beautiful	 hands	 lay
hold	 of	 her,	 and	 through	 the	 gurgling	water	 she	was	 lifted	 out	 into	 the	 lovely



room.	The	lady	carried	her	to	the	fire,	and	sat	down	with	her	in	her	lap,	and	dried
her	 tenderly	 with	 the	 softest	 towel.	 It	 was	 so	 different	 from	 Lootie's	 drying.
When	 the	 lady	 had	 done,	 she	 stooped	 to	 the	 fire,	 and	 drew	 from	 it	 her	 night-
gown,	as	white	as	snow.
'How	delicious!'	exclaimed	the	princess.	'It	smells	of	all	the	roses	in	the	world,

I	think.'
When	she	stood	up	on	the	floor	she	felt	as	if	she	had	been	made	over	again.

Every	bruise	and	all	weariness	were	gone,	and	her	hands	were	soft	and	whole	as
ever.
'Now	I	am	going	to	put	you	to	bed	for	a	good	sleep,'	said	her	grandmother.
'But	what	will	Lootie	be	thinking?	And	what	am	I	to	say	to	her	when	she	asks

me	where	I	have	been?'
'Don't	 trouble	 yourself	 about	 it.	 You	 will	 find	 it	 all	 come	 right,'	 said	 her

grandmother,	and	laid	her	into	the	blue	bed,	under	the	rosy	counterpane.
'There	is	just	one	thing	more,'	said	Irene.	 'I	am	a	little	anxious	about	Curdie.

As	I	brought	him	into	the	house,	I	ought	to	have	seen	him	safe	on	his	way	home.'
'I	 took	 care	 of	 all	 that,'	 answered	 the	 lady.	 'I	 told	 you	 to	 let	 him	 go,	 and

therefore	I	was	bound	to	look	after	him.	Nobody	saw	him,	and	he	is	now	eating	a
good	dinner	in	his	mother's	cottage	far	up	in	the	mountain.'
'Then	I	will	go	to	sleep,'	said	Irene,	and	in	a	few	minutes	she	was	fast	asleep.



Chapter		23	
Curdie	and	His	Mother
Curdie	went	 up	 the	mountain	 neither	whistling	 nor	 singing,	 for	 he	was	 vexed
with	Irene	for	taking	him	in,	as	he	called	it;	and	he	was	vexed	with	himself	for
having	spoken	to	her	so	angrily.	His	mother	gave	a	cry	of	joy	when	she	saw	him,
and	at	once	set	about	getting	him	something	to	eat,	asking	him	questions	all	the
time,	which	he	did	not	answer	so	cheerfully	as	usual.	When	his	meal	was	ready,
she	left	him	to	eat	it,	and	hurried	to	the	mine	to	let	his	father	know	he	was	safe.
When	she	came	back,	she	found	him	fast	asleep	upon	her	bed;	nor	did	he	wake
until	his	father	came	home	in	the	evening.
'Now,	Curdie,'	his	mother	said,	as	 they	sat	at	supper,	 'tell	us	 the	whole	story

from	beginning	to	end,	just	as	it	all	happened.'
Curdie	obeyed,	and	told	everything	to	the	point	where	they	came	out	upon	the

lawn	in	the	garden	of	the	king's	house.
'And	what	happened	after	that?'	asked	his	mother.	'You	haven't	told	us	all.	You

ought	 to	be	very	happy	at	having	got	away	from	those	demons,	and	 instead	of
that	I	never	saw	you	so	gloomy.	There	must	be	something	more.	Besides,	you	do
not	speak	of	that	lovely	child	as	I	should	like	to	hear	you.	She	saved	your	life	at
the	risk	of	her	own,	and	yet	somehow	you	don't	seem	to	think	much	of	it.'
'She	talked	such	nonsense'	answered	Curdie,	'and	told	me	a	pack	of	things	that

weren't	a	bit	true;	and	I	can't	get	over	it.'
'What	were	they?'	asked	his	father.	 'Your	mother	may	be	able	to	throw	some

light	upon	them.'
Then	Curdie	made	a	clean	breast	of	it,	and	told	them	everything.
They	all	sat	silent	for	some	time,	pondering	the	strange	tale.	At	last	Curdie's

mother	spoke.
'You	confess,	my	boy,'	she	said,	'there	is	something	about	the	whole	affair	you

do	not	understand?'
'Yes,	 of	 course,	 mother,'	 he	 answered.	 'I	 cannot	 understand	 how	 a	 child

knowing	 nothing	 about	 the	mountain,	 or	 even	 that	 I	was	 shut	 up	 in	 it,	 should
come	all	that	way	alone,	straight	to	where	I	was;	and	then,	after	getting	me	out	of
the	hole,	lead	me	out	of	the	mountain	too,	where	I	should	not	have	known	a	step
of	the	way	if	it	had	been	as	light	as	in	the	open	air.'



'Then	you	have	no	right	 to	say	what	she	told	you	was	not	 true.	She	did	take
you	out,	and	she	must	have	had	something	to	guide	her:	why	not	a	thread	as	well
as	 a	 rope,	 or	 anything	 else?	 There	 is	 something	 you	 cannot	 explain,	 and	 her
explanation	may	be	the	right	one.'
'It's	no	explanation	at	all,	mother;	and	I	can't	believe	it.'
'That	may	be	only	because	you	do	not	understand	 it.	 If	 you	did,	 you	would

probably	find	it	was	an	explanation,	and	believe	it	thoroughly.	I	don't	blame	you
for	 not	 being	 able	 to	 believe	 it,	 but	 I	 do	 blame	 you	 for	 fancying	 such	 a	 child
would	try	to	deceive	you.	Why	should	she?	Depend	upon	it,	she	told	you	all	she
knew.	Until	 you	had	 found	 a	 better	way	of	 accounting	 for	 it	 all,	 you	might	 at
least	have	been	more	sparing	of	your	judgement.'
'That	is	what	something	inside	me	has	been	saying	all	the	time,'	said	Curdie,

hanging	 down	 his	 head.	 'But	 what	 do	 you	make	 of	 the	 grandmother?	 That	 is
what	 I	 can't	 get	 over.	 To	 take	me	 up	 to	 an	 old	 garret,	 and	 try	 to	 persuade	me
against	 the	sight	of	my	own	eyes	 that	 it	was	a	beautiful	 room,	with	blue	walls
and	silver	stars,	and	no	end	of	things	in	it,	when	there	was	nothing	there	but	an
old	tub	and	a	withered	apple	and	a	heap	of	straw	and	a	sunbeam!	It	was	too	bad!
She	 might	 have	 had	 some	 old	 woman	 there	 at	 least	 to	 pass	 for	 her	 precious
grandmother!'
'Didn't	she	speak	as	if	she	saw	those	other	things	herself,	Curdie?'
'Yes.	That's	what	bothers	me.	You	would	have	 thought	 she	 really	meant	and

believed	that	she	saw	every	one	of	the	things	she	talked	about.	And	not	one	of
them	there!	It	was	too	bad,	I	say.'
'Perhaps	some	people	can	see	 things	other	people	can't	 see,	Curdie,'	 said	his

mother	very	gravely.	'I	think	I	will	tell	you	something	I	saw	myself	once—only
Perhaps	You	won't	believe	me	either!'
'Oh,	mother,	mother!'	 cried	Curdie,	 bursting	 into	 tears;	 'I	 don't	 deserve	 that,

surely!'
'But	what	I	am	going	to	tell	you	is	very	strange,'	persisted	his	mother;	'and	if

having	heard	it	you	were	to	say	I	must	have	been	dreaming,	I	don't	know	that	I
should	have	any	right	to	be	vexed	with	you,	though	I	know	at	least	that	I	was	not
asleep.'
'Do	tell	me,	mother.	Perhaps	it	will	help	me	to	think	better	of	the	princess.'
'That's	why	I	am	tempted	to	tell	you,'	 replied	his	mother.	 'But	first,	I	may	as

well	 mention	 that,	 according	 to	 old	 whispers,	 there	 is	 something	 more	 than
common	about	the	king's	family;	and	the	queen	was	of	the	same	blood,	for	they
were	cousins	of	some	degree.	There	were	strange	stories	told	concerning	them—
all	good	stories—but	 strange,	very	 strange.	What	 they	were	 I	 cannot	 tell,	 for	 I
only	 remember	 the	 faces	 of	 my	 grandmother	 and	 my	 mother	 as	 they	 talked



together	about	 them.	There	was	wonder	and	awe—not	 fear—in	 their	eyes,	and
they	whispered,	and	never	 spoke	aloud.	But	what	 I	 saw	myself	was	 this:	Your
father	was	going	to	work	in	the	mine	one	night,	and	I	had	been	down	with	his
supper.	 It	was	soon	after	we	were	married,	and	not	very	 long	before	you	were
born.	He	came	with	me	to	the	mouth	of	the	mine,	and	left	me	to	go	home	alone,
for	I	knew	the	way	almost	as	well	as	the	floor	of	our	own	cottage.	It	was	pretty
dark,	and	in	some	parts	of	the	road	where	the	rocks	overhung	nearly	quite	dark.
But	I	got	along	perfectly	well,	never	 thinking	of	being	afraid,	until	 I	 reached	a
spot	you	know	well	enough,	Curdie,	where	the	path	has	to	make	a	sharp	turn	out
of	the	way	of	a	great	rock	on	the	left-hand	side.	When	I	got	there,	I	was	suddenly
surrounded	by	about	half	a	dozen	of	the	cobs,	the	first	I	had	ever	seen,	although	I
had	heard	tell	of	them	often	enough.	One	of	them	blocked	up	the	path,	and	they
all	began	tormenting	and	teasing	me	in	a	way	it	makes	me	shudder	 to	 think	of
even	now.'
'If	I	had	only	been	with	you!'	cried	father	and	son	in	a	breath.
The	mother	gave	a	funny	little	smile,	and	went	on.
'They	had	some	of	their	horrible	creatures	with	them	too,	and	I	must	confess	I

was	dreadfully	frightened.	They	had	torn	my	clothes	very	much,	and	I	was	afraid
they	were	going	to	tear	myself	to	pieces,	when	suddenly	a	great	white	soft	light
shone	upon	me.	I	looked	up.	A	broad	ray,	like	a	shining	road,	came	down	from	a
large	 globe	 of	 silvery	 light,	 not	 very	 high	 up,	 indeed	 not	 quite	 so	 high	 as	 the
horizon—so	it	could	not	have	been	a	new	star	or	another	moon	or	anything	of
that	 sort.	 The	 cobs	 dropped	 persecuting	me,	 and	 looked	 dazed,	 and	 I	 thought
they	were	going	to	run	away,	but	presently	they	began	again.	The	same	moment,
however,	down	the	path	from	the	globe	of	light	came	a	bird,	shining	like	silver	in
the	sun.	It	gave	a	few	rapid	flaps	first,	and	then,	with	its	wings	straight	out,	shot,
sliding	down	the	slope	of	the	light.	It	looked	to	me	just	like	a	white	pigeon.	But
whatever	 it	was,	when	 the	 cobs	 caught	 sight	 of	 it	 coming	 straight	 down	 upon
them,	they	took	to	their	heels	and	scampered	away	across	the	mountain,	leaving
me	safe,	only	much	 frightened.	As	 soon	as	 it	had	 sent	 them	off,	 the	bird	went
gliding	 again	 up	 the	 light,	 and	 the	 moment	 it	 reached	 the	 globe	 the	 light
disappeared,	just	as	if	a	shutter	had	been	closed	over	a	window,	and	I	saw	it	no
More.	But	I	had	no	more	trouble	with	the	cobs	that	night	or	ever	after.'
'How	strange!'	exclaimed	Curdie.
'Yes,	it	was	strange;	but	I	can't	help	believing	it,	whether	you	do	or	not,'	said

his	mother.
'It's	exactly	as	your	mother	told	it	to	me	the	very	next	morning,'	said	his	father.
'You	don't	think	I'm	doubting	my	own	mother?'	cried	Curdie.	'There	are	other

people	in	the	world	quite	as	well	worth	believing	as	your	own	mother,'	said	his



mother.	'I	don't	know	that	she's	so	much	the	fitter	to	be	believed	that	she	happens
to	be	your	mother,	Mr.	Curdie.	There	are	mothers	far	more	likely	to	tell	lies	than
the	little	girl	I	saw	talking	to	the	primroses	a	few	weeks	ago.	If	she	were	to	lie	I
should	begin	to	doubt	my	own	word.'
'But	princesses	have	told	lies	as	well	as	other	people,'	said	Curdie.
'Yes,	 but	 not	 princesses	 like	 that	 child.	 She's	 a	 good	 girl,	 I	 am	 certain,	 and

that's	more	than	being	a	princess.	Depend	upon	it	you	will	have	to	be	sorry	for
behaving	so	to	her,	Curdie.	You	ought	at	least	to	have	held	your	tongue.'
'I	am	sorry	now,'	answered	Curdie.
'You	ought	to	go	and	tell	her	so,	then.'
'I	don't	see	how	I	could	manage	that.	They	wouldn't	 let	a	miner	boy	like	me

have	 a	word	with	 her	 alone;	 and	 I	 couldn't	 tell	 her	 before	 that	 nurse	 of	 hers.
She'd	be	asking	ever	so	many	questions,	and	I	don't	know	how	many	 the	 little
princess	would	like	me	to	answer.	She	told	me	that	Lootie	didn't	know	anything
about	her	coming	 to	get	me	out	of	 the	mountain.	 I	 am	certain	 she	would	have
prevented	 her	 somehow	 if	 she	 had	 known	 it.	But	 I	may	 have	 a	 chance	 before
long,	and	meantime	I	must	try	to	do	something	for	her.	I	think,	father,	I	have	got
on	the	track	at	last.'
'Have	you,	indeed,	my	boy?'	said	Peter.	'I	am	sure	you	deserve	some	success;

you	have	worked	very	hard	for	it.	What	have	you	found	out?'
'It's	difficult,	you	know,	father,	inside	the	mountain,	especially	in	the	dark,	and

not	knowing	what	turns	you	have	taken,	to	tell	the	lie	of	things	outside.'
'Impossible,	my	boy,	without	a	chart,	or	at	least	a	compass,'	returned	his	father.
'Well,	I	think	I	have	nearly	discovered	in	what	direction	the	cobs	are	mining.

If	 I	am	right,	 I	know	something	else	 that	 I	can	put	 to	 it,	and	 then	one	and	one
will	make	three.'
'They	very	often	do,	Curdie,	as	we	miners	ought	to	be	very	well	aware.	Now

tell	us,	my	boy,	what	 the	 two	 things	are,	 and	 see	whether	we	can	guess	at	 the
same	third	as	you.'
'I	don't	see	what	that	has	to	do	with	the	princess,'	interposed	his	mother.
'I	will	 soon	 let	you	see	 that,	mother.	Perhaps	you	may	 think	me	 foolish,	but

until	I	am	sure	there,	is	nothing	in	my	present	fancy,	I	am	more	determined	than
ever	to	go	on	with	my	observations.	Just	as	we	came	to	the	channel	by	which	we
got	 out,	 I	 heard	 the	miners	 at	work	 somewhere	 near—I	 think	 down	below	us.
Now	 since	 I	 began	 to	 watch	 them,	 they	 have	 mined	 a	 good	 half-mile,	 in	 a
straight	line;	and	so	far	as	I	am	aware,	they	are	working	in	no	other	part	of	the
mountain.	But	 I	 never	 could	 tell	 in	what	 direction	 they	were	 going.	When	we
came	out	in	the	king's	garden,	however,	I	thought	at	once	whether	it	was	possible
they	were	working	towards	the	king's	house;	and	what	I	want	to	do	tonight	is	to



make	sure	whether	they	are	or	not.	I	will	take	a	light	with	me—'
'Oh,	Curdie,'	cried	his	mother,	'then	they	will	see	you.'
'I'm	no	more	afraid	of	them	now	than	I	was	before,'	rejoined	Curdie,	'now	that

I've	got	this	precious	shoe.	They	can't	make	another	such	in	a	hurry,	and	one	bare
foot	will	do	for	my	purpose.	Woman	as	she	may	be,	I	won't	spare	her	next	time.
But	I	shall	be	careful	with	my	light,	for	I	don't	want	them	to	see	me.	I	won't	stick
it	in	my	hat.'
'Go	on,	then,	and	tell	us	what	you	mean	to	do.'
'I	mean	to	take	a	bit	of	paper	with	me	and	a	pencil,	and	go	in	at	the	mouth	of

the	stream	by	which	we	came	out.	I	shall	mark	on	the	paper	as	near	as	I	can	the
angle	of	every	turning	I	take	until	I	find	the	cobs	at	work,	and	so	get	a	good	idea
in	what	direction	they	are	going.	If	it	should	prove	to	be	nearly	parallel	with	the
stream,	I	shall	know	it	is	towards	the	king's	house	they	are	working.'
'And	what	if	you	should?	How	much	wiser	will	you	be	then?'
'Wait	a	minute,	mother	dear.	I	told	you	that	when	I	came	upon	the	royal	family

in	 the	 cave,	 they	 were	 talking	 of	 their	 prince—Harelip,	 they	 called	 him—
marrying	a	sun-woman—that	means	one	of	us—one	with	toes	to	her	feet.	Now
in	 the	 speech	one	of	 them	made	 that	 night	 at	 their	 great	 gathering,	 of	which	 I
heard	only	a	part,	he	said	that	peace	would	be	secured	for	a	generation	at	least	by
the	pledge	the	prince	would	hold	for	the	good	behaviour	of	her	relatives:	that's
what	he	said,	and	he	must	have	meant	the	sun-woman	the	prince	was	to	marry.	I
am	quite	 sure	 the	 king	 is	much	 too	 proud	 to	wish	 his	 son	 to	marry	 any	 but	 a
princess,	and	much	too	knowing	to	fancy	that	his	having	a	peasant	woman	for	a
wife	would	be	of	any	great	advantage	to	them.'
'I	see	what	you	are	driving	at	now,'	said	his	mother.
'But,'	said	his	father,	 'our	king	would	dig	the	mountain	to	the	plain	before	he

would	have	his	princess	the	wife	of	a	cob,	if	he	were	ten	times	a	prince.'
'Yes;	but	they	think	so	much	of	themselves!'	said	his	mother.	'Small	creatures

always	do.	The	bantam	is	the	proudest	cock	in	my	little	yard.'
'And	I	fancy,'	said	Curdie,	'if	they	once	got	her,	they	would	tell	the	king	they

would	kill	her	except	he	consented	to	the	marriage.'
'They	might	 say	 so,'	 said	 his	 father,	 'but	 they	wouldn't	 kill	 her;	 they	would

keep	her	alive	for	the	sake	of	the	hold	it	gave	them	over	our	king.	Whatever	he
did	to	them,	they	would	threaten	to	do	the	same	to	the	princess.'
'And	 they	 are	 bad	 enough	 to	 torment	 her	 just	 for	 their	 own	 amusement—I

know	that,'	said	his	mother.
'Anyhow,	 I	 will	 keep	 a	 watch	 on	 them,	 and	 see	 what	 they	 are	 up	 to,'	 said

Curdie.	 'It's	 too	 horrible	 to	 think	 of.	 I	 daren't	 let	myself	 do	 it.	But	 they	 shan't
have	her—at	 least	 if	 I	can	help	 it.	So,	mother	dear—my	clue	 is	all	 right—will



you	get	me	a	bit	of	paper	and	a	pencil	and	a	lump	of	pease	pudding,	and	I	will
set	out	at	once.	I	saw	a	place	where	I	can	climb	over	the	wall	of	the	garden	quite
easily.'
'You	must	mind	and	keep	out	of	 the	way	of	 the	men	on	 the	watch,'	 said	his

mother.
'That	I	will.	I	don't	want	them	to	know	anything	about	it.	They	would	spoil	it

all.	The	cobs	would	only	try	some	other	plan—they	are	such	obstinate	creatures!
I	shall	take	good	care,	mother.	They	won't	kill	and	eat	me	either,	if	they	should
come	upon	me.	So	you	needn't	mind	them.'
His	mother	got	him	what	he	had	asked	for,	and	Curdie	set	out.	Close	beside

the	 door	 by	which	 the	 princess	 left	 the	 garden	 for	 the	mountain	 stood	 a	 great
rock,	and	by	climbing	it	Curdie	got	over	the	wall.	He	tied	his	clue	to	a	stone	just
inside	the	channel	of	the	stream,	and	took	his	pickaxe	with	him.	He	had	not	gone
far	before	he	encountered	a	horrid	creature	coming	towards	the	mouth.	The	spot
was	too	narrow	for	two	of	almost	any	size	or	shape,	and	besides	Curdie	had	no
wish	to	let	the	creature	pass.	Not	being	able	to	use	his	pickaxe,	however,	he	had
a	severe	struggle	with	him,	and	it	was	only	after	receiving	many	bites,	some	of
them	 bad,	 that	 he	 succeeded	 in	 killing	 him	 with	 his	 pocket-knife.	 Having
dragged	him	out,	he	made	haste	to	get	in	again	before	another	should	stop	up	the
way.
I	 need	 not	 follow	 him	 farther	 in	 this	 night's	 adventures.	 He	 returned	 to	 his

breakfast,	satisfied	that	the	goblins	were	mining	in	the	direction	of	the	palace—
on	so	 low	a	 level	 that	 their	 intention	must,	he	 thought,	be	 to	burrow	under	 the
walls	of	the	king's	house,	and	rise	up	inside	it—in	order,	he	fully	believed,	to	lay
hands	on	the	little	princess,	and	carry	her	off	for	a	wife	to	their	horrid	Harelip.



Chapter		24	
Irene	Behaves	Like	a	Princess
When	 the	 princess	 awoke	 from	 the	 sweetest	 of	 sleeps,	 she	 found	 her	 nurse
bending	 over	 her,	 the	 housekeeper	 looking	 over	 the	 nurse's	 shoulder,	 and	 the
laundry-maid	 looking	 over	 the	 housekeeper's.	 The	 room	 was	 full	 of	 women-
servants;	 and	 the	 gentlemen-at-arms,	 with	 a	 long	 column	 of	 servants	 behind
them,	were	peeping,	or	trying	to	peep	in	at	the	door	of	the	nursery.
'Are	those	horrid	creatures	gone?'	asked	the	princess,	remembering	first	what

had	terrified	her	in	the	morning.
'You	naughty,	naughty	little	princess!'	cried	Lootie.
Her	face	was	very	pale,	with	red	streaks	in	it,	and	she	looked	as	 if	she	were

going	 to	 shake	 her;	 but	 Irene	 said	 nothing—only	 waited	 to	 hear	 what	 should
come	next.
'How	 could	 you	 get	 under	 the	 clothes	 like	 that,	 and	make	 us	 all	 fancy	 you

were	 lost!	 And	 keep	 it	 up	 all	 day	 too!	 You	 are	 the	 most	 obstinate	 child!	 It's
anything	but	fun	to	us,	I	can	tell	you!'
It	was	the	only	way	the	nurse	could	account	for	her	disappearance.
'I	didn't	do	that,	Lootie,'	said	Irene,	very	quietly.
'Don't	tell	stories!'	cried	her	nurse	quite	rudely.
'I	shall	tell	you	nothing	at	all,'	said	Irene.
'That's	just	as	bad,'	said	the	nurse.
'Just	as	bad	to	say	nothing	at	all	as	 to	 tell	stories?'	exclaimed	the	princess.	 'I

will	ask	my	papa	about	that.	He	won't	say	so.	And	I	don't	think	he	will	like	you
to	say	so.'
'Tell	me	 directly	 what	 you	mean	 by	 it!'	 screamed	 the	 nurse,	 half	 wild	with

anger	at	the	princess	and	fright	at	the	possible	consequences	to	herself.
'When	 I	 tell	 you	 the	 truth,	Lootie,'	 said	 the	 princess,	who	 somehow	did	 not

feel	at	all	angry,	 'you	say	to	me	"Don't	 tell	stories":	 it	seems	I	must	 tell	stories
before	you	will	believe	me.'
'You	are	very	rude,	princess,'	said	the	nurse.
'You	are	so	rude,	Lootie,	that	I	will	not	speak	to	you	again	till	you	are	sorry.

Why	should	I,	when	I	know	you	will	not	believe	me?'	returned	the	princess.	For
she	 did	 know	perfectly	well	 that	 if	 she	were	 to	 tell	Lootie	what	 she	 had	 been



about,	the	more	she	went	on	to	tell	her,	the	less	would	she	believe	her.
'You	are	 the	most	provoking	child!'	 cried	her	nurse.	 'You	deserve	 to	be	well

punished	for	your	wicked	behaviour.'
'Please,	Mrs	Housekeeper,'	said	the	princess,	 'will	you	take	me	to	your	room,

and	keep	me	till	my	king-papa	comes?	I	will	ask	him	to	come	as	soon	as	he	can.'
Every	one	stared	at	these	words.	Up	to	this	moment	they	had	all	regarded	her

as	little	more	than	a	baby.
But	the	housekeeper	was	afraid	of	the	nurse,	and	sought	to	patch	matters	up,

saying:
'I	am	sure,	princess,	nursie	did	not	mean	to	be	rude	to	you.'
'I	do	not	think	my	papa	would	wish	me	to	have	a	nurse	who	spoke	to	me	as

Lootie	does.	If	she	thinks	I	tell	lies,	she	had	better	either	say	so	to	my	papa,	or	go
away.	Sir	Walter,	will	you	take	charge	of	me?'
'With	 the	 greatest	 of	 pleasure,	 princess,'	 answered	 the	 captain	 of	 the

gentlemen-at-arms,	walking	with	his	great	stride	into	the	room.
The	crowd	of	servants	made	eager	way	for	him,	and	he	bowed	low	before	the

little	princess's	bed.	 'I	shall	send	my	servant	at	once,	on	the	fastest	horse	in	the
stable,	 to	 tell	 your	 king-papa	 that	 Your	 Royal	 Highness	 desires	 his	 presence.
When	 you	 have	 chosen	 one	 of	 these	 under-servants	 to	wait	 upon	 you,	 I	 shall
order	the	room	to	be	cleared.'
'Thank	 you	 very	 much,	 Sir	 Walter,'	 said	 the	 princess,	 and	 her	 eye	 glanced

towards	a	rosy-cheeked	girl	who	had	lately	come	to	the	house	as	a	scullery-maid.
But	when	Lootie	saw	the	eyes	of	her	dear	princess	going	in	search	of	another

instead	of	her,	she	fell	upon	her	knees	by	the	bedside,	and	burst	into	a	great	cry
of	distress.
'I	 think,	 Sir	Walter,'	 said	 the	 princess,	 'I	will	 keep	Lootie.	 But	 I	 put	myself

under	 your	 care;	 and	 you	 need	 not	 trouble	my	 king-papa	 until	 I	 speak	 to	 you
again.	Will	you	all	please	 to	go	away?	 I	am	quite	 safe	and	well,	 and	 I	did	not
hide	myself	 for	 the	 sake	 either	 of	 amusing	myself,	 or	 of	 troubling	my	people.
Lootie,	will	you	please	to	dress	me.'



Chapter		25	
Curdie	Comes	to	Grief
Everything	was	for	some	time	quiet	above	ground.	The	king	was	still	away	in	a
distant	part	of	his	dominions.	The	men-at-arms	kept	watching	about	 the	house.
They	had	been	considerably	astonished	by	finding	at	the	foot	of	the	rock	in	the
garden	the	hideous	body	of	the	goblin	creature	killed	by	Curdie;	but	they	came
to	the	conclusion	that	it	had	been	slain	in	the	mines,	and	had	crept	out	there	to
die;	and	except	an	occasional	glimpse	of	a	 live	one	 they	saw	nothing	 to	cause
alarm.	Curdie	 kept	watching	 in	 the	mountain,	 and	 the	 goblins	 kept	 burrowing
deeper	into	the	earth.	As	long	as	they	went	deeper	there	was,	Curdie	judged,	no
immediate	danger.
To	 Irene	 the	 summer	 was	 as	 full	 of	 pleasure	 as	 ever,	 and	 for	 a	 long	 time,

although	 she	 often	 thought	 of	 her	 grandmother	 during	 the	 day,	 and	 often
dreamed	about	her	at	night,	she	did	not	see	her.	The	kids	and	the	flowers	were	as
much	 her	 delight	 as	 ever,	 and	 she	 made	 as	 much	 friendship	 with	 the	 miners'
children	she	met	on	the	mountain	as	Lootie	would	permit;	but	Lootie	had	very
foolish	notions	concerning	the	dignity	of	a	princess,	not	understanding	that	 the
truest	princess	is	just	the	one	who	loves	all	her	brothers	and	sisters	best,	and	who
is	most	able	to	do	them	good	by	being	humble	towards	them.	At	the	same	time
she	was	considerably	altered	for	the	better	in	her	behaviour	to	the	princess.	She
could	not	help	seeing	that	she	was	no	longer	a	mere	child,	but	wiser	than	her	age
would	 account	 for.	 She	 kept	 foolishly	 whispering	 to	 the	 servants,	 however—
sometimes	that	 the	princess	was	not	right	 in	her	mind,	sometimes	that	she	was
too	good	to	live,	and	other	nonsense	of	the	same	sort.
All	 this	 time	Curdie	had	to	be	sorry,	without	a	chance	of	confessing,	 that	he

had	 behaved	 so	 unkindly	 to	 the	 princess.	 This	 perhaps	 made	 him	 the	 more
diligent	 in	 his	 endeavours	 to	 serve	her.	His	mother	 and	he	often	 talked	on	 the
subject,	and	she	comforted	him,	and	told	him	she	was	sure	he	would	some	day
have	the	opportunity	he	so	much	desired.
Here	I	should	like	to	remark,	for	the	sake	of	princes	and	princesses	in	general,

that	 it	 is	 a	 low	and	contemptible	 thing	 to	 refuse	 to	 confess	 a	 fault,	 or	 even	an
error.	If	a	true	princess	has	done	wrong,	she	is	always	uneasy	until	she	has	had
an	opportunity	of	throwing	the	wrongness	away	from	her	by	saying:	'I	did	it;	and



I	wish	 I	had	not;	and	 I	am	sorry	 for	having	done	 it.'	So	you	see	 there	 is	 some
ground	 for	 supposing	 that	 Curdie	was	 not	 a	miner	 only,	 but	 a	 prince	 as	well.
Many	such	instances	have	been	known	in	the	world's	history.
At	 length,	however,	he	began	 to	see	signs	of	a	change	 in	 the	proceedings	of

the	goblin	excavators:	they	were	going	no	deeper,	but	had	commenced	running
on	a	level;	and	he	watched	them,	therefore,	more	closely	than	ever.	All	at	once,
one	night,	coming	to	a	slope	of	very	hard	rock,	they	began	to	ascend	along	the
inclined	plane	of	its	surface.	Having	reached	its	top,	they	went	again	on	a	level
for	a	night	or	two,	after	which	they	began	to	ascend	once	more,	and	kept	on	at	a
pretty	steep	angle.	At	length	Curdie	judged	it	time	to	transfer	his	observation	to
another	quarter,	and	the	next	night	he	did	not	go	to	the	mine	at	all;	but,	leaving
his	pickaxe	and	clue	at	home,	and	taking	only	his	usual	lumps	of	bread	and	pease
pudding,	went	down	the	mountain	to	the	king's	house.	He	climbed	over	the	wall,
and	remained	in	the	garden	the	whole	night,	creeping	on	hands	and	knees	from
one	spot	to	the	other,	and	lying	at	full	length	with	his	ear	to	the	ground,	listening.
But	he	heard	nothing	except	the	tread	of	the	men-at-arms	as	they	marched	about,
whose	observation,	as	the	night	was	cloudy	and	there	was	no	moon,	he	had	little
difficulty	 in	 avoiding.	 For	 several	 following	 nights	 he	 continued	 to	 haunt	 the
garden	and	listen,	but	with	no	success.
At	 length,	 early	one	 evening,	whether	 it	was	 that	 he	had	got	 careless	of	 his

own	safety,	or	that	the	growing	moon	had	become	strong	enough	to	expose	him,
his	watching	came	to	a	sudden	end.	He	was	creeping	from	behind	the	rock	where
the	 stream	 ran	 out,	 for	 he	 had	 been	 listening	 all	 round	 it	 in	 the	 hope	 it	might
convey	to	his	ear	some	indication	of	the	whereabouts	of	the	goblin	miners,	when
just	as	he	came	 into	 the	moonlight	on	 the	 lawn,	a	whizz	 in	his	ear	and	a	blow
upon	his	 leg	 startled	 him.	He	 instantly	 squatted	 in	 the	 hope	of	 eluding	 further
notice.	But	when	he	heard	the	sound	of	running	feet,	he	jumped	up	to	take	the
chance	of	escape	by	flight.	He	fell,	however,	with	a	keen	shoot	of	pain,	for	the
bolt	of	a	crossbow	had	wounded	his	leg,	and	the	blood	was	now	streaming	from
it.	 He	 was	 instantly	 laid	 Hold	 of	 by	 two	 or	 three	 of	 the	 men-at-arms.	 It	 was
useless	to	struggle,	and	he	submitted	in	silence.
'It's	a	boy!'	cried	several	of	them	together,	in	a	tone	of	amazement.	'I	thought	it

was	one	of	those	demons.	What	are	you	about	here?'
'Going	to	have	a	little	rough	usage,	apparently,'	said	Curdie,	 laughing,	as	the

men	shook	him.
'Impertinence	will	do	you	no	good.	You	have	no	business	here	 in	 the	king's

grounds,	 and	 if	 you	 don't	 give	 a	 true	 account	 of	 yourself,	 you	 shall	 fare	 as	 a
thief.'
'Why,	what	else	could	he	be?'	said	one.



'He	might	have	been	after	a	lost	kid,	you	know,'	suggested	another.
'I	see	no	good	in	trying	to	excuse	him.	He	has	no	business	here,	anyhow.'
'Let	me	go	away,	then,	if	you	please,'	said	Curdie.
'But	we	don't	please—not	except	you	give	a	good	account	of	yourself.'
'I	don't	feel	quite	sure	whether	I	can	trust	you,'	said	Curdie.
'We	are	the	king's	own	men-at-arms,'	said	the	captain	courteously,	for	he	was

taken	with	Curdie's	appearance	and	courage.
'Well,	I	will	tell	you	all	about	it—if	you	will	promise	to	listen	to	me	and	not

do	anything	rash.'
'I	call	that	cool!'	said	one	of	the	party,	laughing.	'He	will	tell	us	what	mischief

he	was	about,	if	we	promise	to	do	as	pleases	him.'
'I	was	about	no	mischief,'	said	Curdie.
But	 ere	 he	 could	 say	more	 he	 turned	 faint,	 and	 fell	 senseless	 on	 the	 grass.

Then	first	they	discovered	that	the	bolt	they	had	shot,	taking	him	for	one	of	the
goblin	creatures,	had	wounded	him.
They	 carried	 him	 into	 the	 house	 and	 laid	 him	 down	 in	 the	 hall.	 The	 report

spread	 that	 they	 had	 caught	 a	 robber,	 and	 the	 servants	 crowded	 in	 to	 see	 the
villain.	 Amongst	 the	 rest	 came	 the	 nurse.	 The	 moment	 she	 saw	 him	 she
exclaimed	with	indignation:
'I	declare	 it's	 the	 same	young	 rascal	of	a	miner	 that	was	 rude	 to	me	and	 the

princess	on	 the	mountain.	He	actually	wanted	 to	kiss	 the	princess.	 I	 took	good
care	 of	 that—the	 wretch!	 And	 he	 was	 prowling	 about,	 was	 he?	 Just	 like	 his
impudence!'	 The	 princess	 being	 fast	 asleep,	 she	 could	 misrepresent	 at	 her
pleasure.
When	 he	 heard	 this,	 the	 captain,	 although	 he	 had	 considerable	 doubt	 of	 its

truth,	resolved	to	keep	Curdie	a	prisoner	until	 they	could	search	into	the	affair.
So,	after	they	had	brought	him	round	a	little,	and	attended	to	his	wound,	which
was	rather	a	bad	one,	they	laid	him,	still	exhausted	from	the	loss	of	blood,	upon
a	mattress	 in	 a	 disused	 room—one	 of	 those	 already	 so	 often	mentioned—and
locked	 the	door,	 and	 left	 him.	He	passed	 a	 troubled	night,	 and	 in	 the	morning
they	found	him	talking	wildly.	In	the	evening	he	came	to	himself,	but	felt	very
weak,	and	his	leg	was	exceedingly	painful.	Wondering	where	he	was,	and	seeing
one	of	the	men-at-arms	in	the	room,	he	began	to	question	him	and	soon	recalled
the	events	of	the	preceding	night.	As	he	was	himself	unable	to	watch	any	more,
he	 told	 the	 soldier	 all	 he	 knew	 about	 the	 goblins,	 and	 begged	 him	 to	 tell	 his
companions,	and	stir	them	up	to	watch	with	tenfold	vigilance;	but	whether	it	was
that	he	did	not	talk	quite	coherently,	or	that	the	whole	thing	appeared	incredible,
certainly	the	man	concluded	that	Curdie	was	only	raving	still,	and	tried	to	coax
him	 into	 holding	 his	 tongue.	 This,	 of	 course,	 annoyed	Curdie	 dreadfully,	who



now	felt	in	his	turn	what	it	was	not	to	be	believed,	and	the	consequence	was	that
his	fever	returned,	and	by	the	time	when,	at	his	persistent	entreaties,	the	captain
was	called,	 there	could	be	no	doubt	that	he	was	raving.	They	did	for	him	what
they	 could,	 and	 promised	 everything	 he	 wanted,	 but	 with	 no	 intention	 of
fulfilment.	At	last	he	went	to	sleep,	and	when	at	length	his	sleep	grew	profound
and	peaceful,	 they	 left	 him,	 locked	 the	door	 again,	 and	withdrew,	 intending	 to
revisit	him	early	in	the	morning.



Chapter		26	
The	Goblin-Miners
That	same	night	several	of	the	servants	were	having	a	chat	together	before	going
to	bed.
'What	can	that	noise	be?'	said	one	of	the	housemaids,	who	had	been	listening

for	a	moment	or	two.
'I've	heard	 it	 the	 last	 two	nights,'	 said	 the	cook.	 'If	 there	were	any	about	 the

place,	I	should	have	taken	it	for	rats,	but	my	Tom	keeps	them	far	enough.'
'I've	 heard,	 though,'	 said	 the	 scullery-maid,	 'that	 rats	 move	 about	 in	 great

companies	sometimes.	There	may	be	an	army	of	them	invading	us.	I've	heard	the
noises	yesterday	and	today	too.'
'It'll	 be	 grand	 fun,	 then,	 for	my	Tom	 and	Mrs	Housekeeper's	 Bob,'	 said	 the

cook.	 'They'll	be	 friends	for	once	 in	 their	 lives,	and	fight	on	 the	same	side.	 I'll
engage	Tom	and	Bob	together	will	put	to	flight	any	number	of	rats.'
'It	seems	to	me,'	said	the	nurse,	 'that	 the	noises	are	much	too	loud	for	 that.	I

have	heard	them	all	day,	and	my	princess	has	asked	me	several	times	what	they
could	 be.	 Sometimes	 they	 sound	 like	 distant	 thunder,	 and	 sometimes	 like	 the
noises	you	hear	in	the	mountain	from	those	horrid	miners	underneath.'
'I	 shouldn't	wonder,'	 said	 the	 cook,	 'if	 it	was	 the	miners	 after	 all.	They	may

have	come	on	some	hole	in	the	mountain	through	which	the	noises	reach	to	us.
They	are	always	boring	and	blasting	and	breaking,	you	know.'
As	he	spoke,	 there	came	a	great	rolling	rumble	beneath	them,	and	the	house

quivered.	 They	 all	 started	 up	 in	 affright,	 and	 rushing	 to	 the	 hall	 found	 the
gentlemen-at-arms	 in	 consternation	 also.	 They	 had	 sent	 to	wake	 their	 captain,
who	 said	 from	 their	 description	 that	 it	 must	 have	 been	 an	 earthquake,	 an
occurrence	 which,	 although	 very	 rare	 in	 that	 country,	 had	 taken	 place	 almost
within	the	century;	and	then	went	to	bed	again,	strange	to	say,	and	fell	fast	asleep
without	once	 thinking	of	Curdie,	or	associating	 the	noises	 they	had	heard	with
what	he	had	told	them.	He	had	not	believed	Curdie.	If	he	had,	he	would	at	once
have	 thought	of	what	he	had	 said,	 and	would	have	 taken	precautions.	As	 they
heard	 nothing	 more,	 they	 concluded	 that	 Sir	 Walter	 was	 right,	 and	 that	 the
danger	 was	 over	 for	 perhaps	 another	 hundred	 years.	 The	 fact,	 as	 discovered
afterwards,	 was	 that	 the	 goblins	 had,	 in	 working	 up	 a	 second	 sloping	 face	 of



stone,	arrived	at	a	huge	block	which	lay	under	the	cellars	of	the	house,	within	the
line	of	the	foundations.
It	was	 so	 round	 that	when	 they	 succeeded,	 after	 hard	work,	 in	 dislodging	 it

without	 blasting,	 it	 rolled	 thundering	 down	 the	 slope	with	 a	 bounding,	 jarring
roll,	 which	 shook	 the	 foundations	 of	 the	 house.	 The	 goblins	 were	 themselves
dismayed	at	the	noise,	for	they	knew,	by	careful	spying	and	measuring,	that	they
must	now	be	very	near,	if	not	under	the	king's	house,	and	they	feared	giving	an
alarm.	They,	therefore,	remained	quiet	for	a	while,	and	when	they	began	to	work
again,	they	no	doubt	thought	themselves	very	fortunate	in	coming	upon	a	vein	of
sand	which	filled	a	winding	fissure	in	the	rock	on	which	the	house	was	built.	By
scooping	this	away	they	came	out	in	the	king's	wine	cellar.
No	sooner	did	they	find	where	they	were,	than	they	scurried	back	again,	like

rats	 into	 their	holes,	and	 running	at	 full	 speed	 to	 the	goblin	palace,	announced
their	success	to	the	king	and	queen	with	shouts	of	triumph.
In	 a	moment	 the	 goblin	 royal	 family	 and	 the	whole	 goblin	 people	were	 on

their	way	in	hot	haste	to	the	king's	house,	each	eager	to	have	a	share	in	the	glory
of	carrying	off	that	same	night	the	Princess	Irene.
The	queen	went	stumping	along	in	one	shoe	of	stone	and	one	of	skin.
This	 could	 not	 have	 been	 pleasant,	 and	my	 readers	 may	 wonder	 that,	 with

such	skilful	workmen	about	her,	she	had	not	yet	replaced	the	shoe	carried	off	by
Curdie.	 As	 the	 king,	 however,	 had	more	 than	 one	 ground	 of	 objection	 to	 her
stone	 shoes,	 he	 no	 doubt	 took	 advantage	 of	 the	 discovery	 of	 her	 toes,	 and
threatened	 to	 expose	 her	 deformity	 if	 she	 had	 another	 made.	 I	 presume	 he
insisted	 on	 her	 being	 content	 with	 skin	 shoes,	 and	 allowed	 her	 to	 wear	 the
remaining	granite	one	on	the	present	occasion	only	because	she	was	going	out	to
war.
They	soon	arrived	in	the	king's	wine	cellar,	and	regardless	of	its	huge	vessels,

of	which	 they	did	not	know	 the	use,	proceeded	at	once,	but	 as	quietly	 as	 they
could,	to	force	the	door	that	led	upwards.



Chapter		27	
The	Goblins	in	the	King's	House
When	 Curdie	 fell	 asleep	 he	 began	 at	 once	 to	 dream.	 He	 thought	 he	 was
ascending	the	Mountainside	from	the	mouth	of	the	mine,	whistling	and	singing
'Ring,	 dod,	 bang!'	when	 he	 came	 upon	 a	woman	 and	 child	who	 had	 lost	 their
way;	and	from	that	point	he	went	on	dreaming	everything	that	had	happened	to
him	since	he	thus	met	the	princess	and	Lootie;	how	he	had	watched	the	goblins,
how	 he	 had	 been	 taken	 by	 them,	 how	 he	 had	 been	 rescued	 by	 the	 princess;
everything,	indeed,	until	he	was	wounded,	captured,	and	imprisoned	by	the	men-
at-arms.	And	now	he	thought	he	was	lying	wide	awake	where	they	had	laid	him,
when	suddenly	he	heard	a	great	thundering	sound.
'The	cobs	are	coming!'	he	said.	 'They	didn't	believe	a	word	I	 told	them!	The

cobs'll	 be	 carrying	 off	 the	 princess	 from	 under	 their	 stupid	 noses!	 But	 they
shan't!	that	they	shan't!'
He	 jumped	up,	 as	he	 thought,	 and	began	 to	dress,	 but,	 to	his	dismay,	 found

that	he	was	still	lying	in	bed.
'Now	then,	I	will!'	he	said.	'Here	goes!	I	am	up	now!'
But	yet	again	he	found	himself	snug	in	bed.	Twenty	times	he	tried,	and	twenty

times	 he	 failed;	 for	 in	 fact	 he	was	 not	 awake,	 only	 dreaming	 that	 he	was.	At
length	in	an	agony	of	despair,	fancying	he	heard	the	goblins	all	over	the	house,
he	gave	a	great	cry.	Then	there	came,	as	he	thought,	a	hand	upon	the	lock	of	his
door.	It	opened,	and,	looking	up,	he	saw	a	lady	with	white	hair,	carrying	a	silver
box	 in	her	hand,	 enter	 the	 room.	She	came	 to	his	bed,	he	 thought,	 stroked	his
head	 and	 face	with	 cool,	 soft	 hands,	 took	 the	 dressing	 from	his	 leg,	 rubbed	 it
with	something	that	smelt	like	roses,	and	then	waved	her	hands	over	him	three
times.	At	the	last	wave	of	her	hands	everything	vanished,	he	felt	himself	sinking
into	 the	profoundest	slumber,	and	remembered	nothing	more	until	he	awoke	in
earnest.
The	setting	moon	was	 throwing	a	feeble	 light	 through	the	casement,	and	 the

house	 was	 full	 of	 uproar.	 There	 was	 soft	 heavy	 multitudinous	 stamping,	 a
clashing	and	clanging	of	weapons,	 the	voices	of	men	and	 the	cries	of	women,
mixed	with	a	hideous	bellowing,	which	sounded	victorious.	The	cobs	were	in	the
house!	He	sprang	from	his	bed,	hurried	on	some	of	his	clothes,	not	forgetting	his



shoes,	which	were	armed	with	nails;	 then	spying	an	old	hunting-knife,	or	short
sword,	hanging	on	the	wall,	he	caught	it,	and	rushed	down	the	stairs,	guided	by
the	sounds	of	strife,	which	grew	louder	and	louder.
When	he	reached	the	ground	floor	he	found	the	whole	place	swarming.
All	 the	 goblins	 of	 the	mountain	 seemed	 gathered	 there.	He	 rushed	 amongst

them,	shouting:

'One,	two,
Hit	and	hew!
Three,	four,
Blast	and	bore!'

and	with	every	rhyme	he	came	down	a	great	stamp	upon	a	foot,	cutting	at	the
same	 time	 their	 faces—executing,	 indeed,	 a	 sword	 dance	 of	 the	 wildest
description.	 Away	 scattered	 the	 goblins	 in	 every	 direction—into	 closets,	 up
stairs,	 into	 chimneys,	 up	 on	 rafters,	 and	 down	 to	 the	 cellars.	 Curdie	 went	 on
stamping	and	slashing	and	singing,	but	saw	nothing	of	 the	people	of	 the	house
until	he	came	to	the	great	hall,	in	which,	the	moment	he	entered	it,	arose	a	great
goblin	shout.	The	last	of	the	men-at-arms,	the	captain	himself,	was	on	the	floor,
buried	beneath	a	wallowing	crowd	of	goblins.	For,	while	each	knight	was	busy
defending	himself	as	well	as	he	could,	by	stabs	in	the	thick	bodies	of	the	goblins,
for	he	had	soon	found	their	heads	all	but	invulnerable,	the	queen	had	attacked	his
legs	 and	 feet	 with	 her	 horrible	 granite	 shoe,	 and	 he	 was	 soon	 down;	 but	 the
captain	 had	 got	 his	 back	 to	 the	wall	 and	 stood	 out	 longer.	 The	 goblins	would
have	torn	them	all	 to	pieces,	but	 the	king	had	given	orders	 to	carry	them	away
alive,	and	over	each	of	them,	in	twelve	groups,	was	standing	a	knot	of	goblins,
while	as	many	as	could	find	room	were	sitting	upon	their	prostrate	bodies.
Curdie	burst	 in	dancing	and	gyrating	 and	 stamping	and	 singing	 like	 a	 small

incarnate	whirlwind.

'Where	'tis	all	a	hole,	sir,
Never	can	be	holes:
Why	should	their	shoes	have	soles,	sir,
When	they've	got	no	souls?
'But	she	upon	her	foot,	sir,
Has	a	granite	shoe:
The	strongest	leather	boot,	sir,
Six	would	soon	be	through.'



The	 queen	 gave	 a	 howl	 of	 rage	 and	 dismay;	 and	 before	 she	 recovered	 her
presence	of	mind,	Curdie,	having	begun	with	the	group	nearest	him,	had	eleven
of	the	knights	on	their	legs	again.
'Stamp	on	their	feet!'	he	cried	as	each	man	rose,	and	in	a	few	minutes	the	hall

was	nearly	empty,	the	goblins	running	from	it	as	fast	as	they	could,	howling	and
shrieking	and	limping,	and	cowering	every	now	and	then	as	they	ran	to	cuddle
their	 wounded	 feet	 in	 their	 hard	 hands,	 or	 to	 protect	 them	 from	 the	 frightful
stamp-stamp	of	the	armed	men.
And	now	Curdie	approached	the	group	which,	in	trusting	in	the	queen	and	her

shoe,	kept	 their	guard	over	 the	prostrate	 captain.	The	king	 sat	on	 the	 captain's
head,	but	the	queen	stood	in	front,	like	an	infuriated	cat,	with	her	perpendicular
eyes	 gleaming	 green,	 and	 her	 hair	 standing	 half	 up	 from	her	 horrid	 head.	Her
heart	was	quaking,	however,	and	she	kept	moving	about	her	skin-shod	foot	with
nervous	apprehension.	When	Curdie	was	within	a	few	paces,	she	rushed	at	him,
made	one	tremendous	stamp	at	his	opposing	foot,	which	happily	he	withdrew	in
time,	and	caught	him	round	the	waist,	to	dash	him	on	the	marble	floor.	But	just
as	she	caught	him,	he	came	down	with	all	the	weight	of	his	iron-shod	shoe	upon
her	 skin-shod	 foot,	 and	with	a	hideous	howl	 she	dropped	him,	 squatted	on	 the
floor,	and	took	her	foot	in	both	her	hands.	Meanwhile	the	rest	rushed	on	the	king
and	the	bodyguard,	sent	them	flying,	and	lifted	the	prostrate	captain,	who	was	all
but	 pressed	 to	 death.	 It	 was	 some	 moments	 before	 he	 recovered	 breath	 and
consciousness.
'Where's	the	princess?'	cried	Curdie,	again	and	again.
No	one	knew,	and	off	they	all	rushed	in	search	of	her.
Through	every	room	in	the	house	they	went,	but	nowhere	was	she	to	be	found.

Neither	 was	 one	 of	 the	 servants	 to	 be	 seen.	 But	 Curdie,	 who	 had	 kept	 to	 the
lower	part	of	the	house,	which	was	now	quiet	enough,	began	to	hear	a	confused
sound	as	of	a	distant	hubbub,	and	set	out	to	find	where	it	came	from.	The	noise
grew	as	his	sharp	ears	guided	him	to	a	stair	and	so	to	the	wine	cellar.	It	was	full
of	goblins,	whom	the	butler	was	supplying	with	wine	as	fast	as	he	could	draw	it.
While	the	queen	and	her	party	had	encountered	the	men-at-arms,	Harelip	with

another	company	had	gone	off	to	search	the	house.	They	captured	every	one	they
met,	and	when	they	could	find	no	more,	they	hurried	away	to	carry	them	safe	to
the	caverns	below.	But	when	the	butler,	who	was	amongst	them,	found	that	their
path	 lay	 through	 the	wine	 cellar,	 he	 bethought	 himself	 of	 persuading	 them	 to
taste	 the	wine,	 and,	 as	 he	 had	 hoped,	 they	 no	 sooner	 tasted	 than	 they	wanted
more.	 The	 routed	 goblins,	 on	 their	way	 below,	 joined	 them,	 and	when	Curdie
entered	 they	were	all,	with	outstretched	hands,	 in	which	were	vessels	of	every
description	from	sauce	pan	to	silver	cup,	pressing	around	the	butler,	who	sat	at



the	tap	of	a	huge	cask,	filling	and	filling.	Curdie	cast	one	glance	around	the	place
before	commencing	his	attack,	and	saw	in	the	farthest	corner	a	terrified	group	of
the	domestics	unwatched,	but	cowering	without	courage	to	attempt	their	escape.
Amongst	them	was	the	terror-stricken	face	of	Lootie;	but	nowhere	could	he	see
the	princess.	Seized	with	the	horrible	conviction	that	Harelip	had	already	carried
her	 off,	 he	 rushed	 amongst	 them,	 unable	 for	 wrath	 to	 sing	 any	 more,	 but
stamping	and	cutting	with	greater	fury	than	ever.
'Stamp	 on	 their	 feet;	 stamp	 on	 their	 feet!'	 he	 shouted,	 and	 in	 a	moment	 the

goblins	were	disappearing	through	the	hole	in	the	floor	like	rats	and	mice.
They	could	not	vanish	so	fast,	however,	but	that	many	more	goblin	feet	had	to

go	limping	back	over	the	underground	ways	of	the	mountain	that	morning.
Presently,	 however,	 they	 were	 reinforced	 from	 above	 by	 the	 king	 and	 his

party,	 with	 the	 redoubtable	 queen	 at	 their	 head.	 Finding	 Curdie	 again	 busy
amongst	her	unfortunate	subjects,	she	rushed	at	him	once	more	with	the	rage	of
despair,	and	this	time	gave	him	a	bad	bruise	on	the	foot.	Then	a	regular	stamping
fight	got	up	between	them,	Curdie,	with	the	point	of	his	hunting-knife,	keeping
her	from	clasping	her	mighty	arms	about	him,	as	he	watched	his	opportunity	of
getting	once	more	a	good	stamp	at	her	skin-shod	foot.	But	the	queen	was	more
wary	as	well	as	more	agile	than	hitherto.
The	 rest	 meantime,	 finding	 their	 adversary	 thus	 matched	 for	 the	 moment,

paused	in	 their	headlong	hurry,	and	turned	to	 the	shivering	group	of	women	in
the	 corner.	 As	 if	 determined	 to	 emulate	 his	 father	 and	 have	 a	 sun-woman	 of
some	sort	 to	share	his	future	 throne,	Harelip	rushed	at	 them,	caught	up	Lootie,
and	sped	with	her	to	the	hole.	She	gave	a	great	shriek,	and	Curdie	heard	her,	and
saw	the	plight	she	was	in.	Gathering	all	his	strength,	he	gave	the	queen	a	sudden
cut	across	the	face	with	his	weapon,	came	down,	as	she	started	back,	with	all	his
weight	 on	 the	 proper	 foot,	 and	 sprung	 to	 Lootie's	 rescue.	 The	 prince	 had	 two
defenceless	feet,	and	on	both	of	them	Curdie	stamped	just	as	he	reached	the	hole.
He	dropped	his	burden	and	rolled	shrieking	into	the	earth.	Curdie	made	one	stab
at	 him	 as	 he	 disappeared,	 caught	 hold	 of	 the	 senseless	 Lootie,	 and	 having
dragged	 her	 back	 to	 the	 corner,	 there	mounted	 guard	 over	 her,	 preparing	 once
more	to	encounter	the	queen.
Her	face	streaming	with	blood,	and	her	eyes	flashing	green	lightning	through

it,	 she	 came	 on	 with	 her	 mouth	 open	 and	 her	 teeth	 grinning	 like	 a	 tiger's,
followed	by	 the	king	 and	her	 bodyguard	of	 the	 thickest	 goblins.	But	 the	 same
moment	in	rushed	the	captain	and	his	men,	and	ran	at	them	stamping	furiously.
They	 dared	 not	 encounter	 such	 an	 onset.	 Away	 they	 scurried,	 the	 queen
foremost.	Of	course,	the	right	thing	would	have	been	to	take	the	king	and	queen
prisoners,	and	hold	them	hostages	for	the	princess,	but	they	were	so	anxious	to



find	her	that	no	one	thought	of	detaining	them	until	it	was	too	late.
Having	 thus	 rescued	 the	 servants,	 they	 set	 about	 searching	 the	 house	 once

more.	None	 of	 them	 could	 give	 the	 least	 information	 concerning	 the	 princess.
Lootie	was	almost	 silly	with	 terror,	 and,	 although	scarcely	able	 to	walk	would
not	 leave	 Curdie's	 side	 for	 a	 single	 moment.	 Again	 he	 allowed	 the	 others	 to
search	the	rest	of	the	house—where,	except	a	dismayed	goblin	lurking	here	and
there,	they	found	no	one—while	he	requested	Lootie	to	take	him	to	the	princess's
room.	She	was	as	submissive	and	obedient	as	if	he	had	been	the	king.
He	found	the	bedclothes	tossed	about,	and	most	of	them	on	the	floor,	while	the

princess's	garments	were	scattered	all	over	the	room,	which	was	in	the	greatest
confusion.	 It	was	only	 too	evident	 that	 the	goblins	had	been	 there,	 and	Curdie
had	 no	 longer	 any	 doubt	 that	 she	 had	 been	 carried	 off	 at	 the	 very	 first	 of	 the
inroad.	With	a	pang	of	despair	he	saw	how	wrong	they	had	been	in	not	securing
the	king	and	queen	and	prince;	but	he	determined	to	find	and	rescue	the	princess
as	she	had	found	and	rescued	him,	or	meet	 the	worst	fate	 to	which	the	goblins
could	doom	him.



Chapter		28	
Curdie's	Guide
Just	as	the	consolation	of	this	resolve	dawned	upon	his	mind	and	he	was	turning
away	for	the	cellar	to	follow	the	goblins	into	their	hole,	something	touched	his
hand.	 It	 was	 the	 slightest	 touch,	 and	 when	 he	 looked	 he	 could	 see	 nothing.
Feeling	and	peering	about	in	the	grey	of	the	dawn,	his	fingers	came	upon	a	tight
thread.	 He	 looked	 again,	 and	 narrowly,	 but	 still	 could	 see	 nothing.	 It	 flashed
upon	him	that	this	must	be	the	princess's	thread.	Without	saying	a	word,	for	he
knew	no	one	would	believe	him	any	more	than	he	had	believed	the	princess,	he
followed	 the	 thread	with	his	 finger,	 contrived	 to	give	Lootie	 the	 slip,	 and	was
soon	 out	 of	 the	 house	 and	 on	 the	 mountainside—surprised	 that,	 if	 the	 thread
were	indeed	the	grandmother's	messenger,	it	should	have	led	the	princess,	as	he
supposed	 it	 must,	 into	 the	mountain,	 where	 she	 would	 be	 certain	 to	meet	 the
goblins	rushing	back	enraged	from	their	defeat.	But	he	hurried	on	in	the	hope	of
overtaking	 her	 first.	 When	 he	 arrived,	 however,	 at	 the	 place	 where	 the	 path
turned	off	 for	 the	mine,	he	 found	 that	 the	 thread	did	not	 turn	with	 it,	but	went
straight	up	the	mountain.	Could	it	be	that	the	thread	was	leading	him	home	to	his
mother's	cottage?	Could	the	princess	be	there?	He	bounded	up	the	mountain	like
one	 of	 its	 own	 goats,	 and	 before	 the	 sun	 was	 up	 the	 thread	 had	 brought	 him
indeed	to	his	mother's	door.	There	it	vanished	from	his	fingers,	and	he	could	not
find	it,	search	as	he	might.
The	door	was	on	 the	 latch,	and	he	entered.	There	sat	his	mother	by	 the	fire,

and	in	her	arms	lay	the	princess,	fast	asleep.
'Hush,	Curdie!'	said	his	mother.	'Do	not	wake	her.	I'm	so	glad	you're	come!	I

thought	the	cobs	must	have	got	you	again!'
With	a	heart	 full	of	delight,	Curdie	 sat	down	at	 a	corner	of	 the	hearth,	on	a

stool	 opposite	 his	 mother's	 chair,	 and	 gazed	 at	 the	 princess,	 who	 slept	 as
peacefully	as	 if	she	had	been	 in	her	own	bed.	All	at	once	she	opened	her	eyes
and	fixed	them	on	him.
'Oh,	Curdie!	you're	come!'	she	said	quietly.	'I	thought	you	would!'
Curdie	rose	and	stood	before	her	with	downcast	eyes.
'Irene,'	he	said,	'I	am	very	sorry	I	did	not	believe	you.'
'Oh,	never	mind,	Curdie!'	answered	the	princess.	'You	couldn't,	you	know.	You



do	believe	me	now,	don't	you?'
'I	can't	help	it	now.	I	ought	to	have	helped	it	before.'
'Why	can't	you	help	it	now?'
'Because,	just	as	I	was	going	into	the	mountain	to	look	for	you,	I	got	hold	of

your	thread,	and	it	brought	me	here.'
'Then	you've	come	from	my	house,	have	you?'
'Yes,	I	have.'
'I	didn't	know	you	were	there.'
'I've	been	there	two	or	three	days,	I	believe.'
'And	I	never	knew	it!	Then	perhaps	you	can	tell	me	why	my	grandmother	has

brought	me	here?	I	can't	think.	Something	woke	me—I	didn't	know	what,	but	I
was	frightened,	and	I	felt	for	the	thread,	and	there	it	was!	I	was	more	frightened
still	when	it	brought	me	out	on	the	mountain,	for	I	thought	it	was	going	to	take
me	into	it	again,	and	I	like	the	outside	of	it	best.	I	supposed	you	were	in	trouble
again,	and	I	had	to	get	you	out.	But	it	brought	me	here	instead;	and,	oh,	Curdie!
your	mother	has	been	so	kind	to	me—just	like	my	own	grandmother!'
Here	 Curdie's	mother	 gave	 the	 princess	 a	 hug,	 and	 the	 princess	 turned	 and

gave	her	a	sweet	smile,	and	held	up	her	mouth	to	kiss	her.
'Then	you	didn't	see	the	cobs?'asked	Curdie.
'No;	I	haven't	been	into	the	mountain,	I	told	you,	Curdie.'
'But	the	cobs	have	been	into	your	house—all	over	it—and	into	your	bedroom,

making	such	a	row!'
'What	did	they	want	there?	It	was	very	rude	of	them.'
'They	wanted	you—to	carry	you	off	into	the	mountain	with	them,	for	a	wife	to

their	prince	Harelip.'
'Oh,	how	dreadful'	cried	the	princess,	shuddering.
'But	you	needn't	be	afraid,	you	know.	Your	grandmother	takes	care	of	you.'
'Ah!	you	do	believe	in	my	grandmother,	then?	I'm	so	glad!	She	made	me	think

you	would	some	day.'
All	at	once	Curdie	remembered	his	dream,	and	was	silent,	thinking.
'But	 how	did	you	 come	 to	be	 in	my	house,	 and	me	not	 know	 it?'	 asked	 the

princess.
Then	Curdie	 had	 to	 explain	 everything—how	 he	 had	watched	 for	 her	 sake,

how	he	had	been	wounded	and	shut	up	by	the	soldiers,	how	he	heard	the	noises
and	could	not	rise,	and	how	the	beautiful	old	lady	had	come	to	him,	and	all	that
followed.
'Poor	Curdie!	to	lie	there	hurt	and	ill,	and	me	never	to	know	it!'	exclaimed	the

princess,	 stroking	his	 rough	hand.	 'I	would	have	come	and	nursed	you,	 if	 they
had	told	me.'



'I	didn't	see	you	were	lame,'	said	his	mother.
'Am	 I,	 mother?	 Oh—yes—I	 suppose	 I	 ought	 to	 be!	 I	 declare	 I've	 never

thought	of	it	since	I	got	up	to	go	down	amongst	the	cobs!'
'Let	me	see	the	wound,'	said	his	mother.
He	pulled	down	his	stocking—when	behold,	except	a	great	scar,	his	 leg	was

perfectly	sound!
Curdie	 and	 his	mother	 gazed	 in	 each	 other's	 eyes,	 full	 of	wonder,	 but	 Irene

called	out:
'I	thought	so,	Curdie!	I	was	sure	it	wasn't	a	dream.	I	was	sure	my	grandmother

had	been	to	see	you.	Don't	you	smell	the	roses?	It	was	my	grandmother	healed
your	leg,	and	sent	you	to	help	me.'
'No,	Princess	Irene,'	said	Curdie;	'I	wasn't	good	enough	to	be	allowed	to	help

you:	I	didn't	believe	you.	Your	grandmother	took	care	of	you	without	me.'
'She	sent	you	to	help	my	people,	anyhow.	I	wish	my	king-papa	would	come.	I

do	want	so	to	tell	him	how	good	you	have	been!'
'But,'	said	the	mother,	'we	are	forgetting	how	frightened	your	people	must	be.

You	must	 take	 the	princess	home	at	once,	Curdie—or	at	 least	go	and	 tell	 them
where	she	is.'
'Yes,	mother.	Only	I'm	dreadfully	hungry.	Do	let	me	have	some	breakfast	first.

They	ought	 to	have	 listened	 to	me,	and	 then	 they	wouldn't	have	been	 taken	by
surprise	as	they	were.'
'That	 is	 true,	 Curdie;	 but	 it	 is	 not	 for	 you	 to	 blame	 them	 much.	 You

remember?'
'Yes,	mother,	I	do.	Only	I	must	really	have	something	to	eat.'
'You	shall,	my	boy—as	fast	as	I	can	get	it,'	said	his	mother,	rising	and	setting

the	princess	on	her	chair.
But	before	his	breakfast	was	ready,	Curdie	jumped	up	so	suddenly	as	to	startle

both	his	companions.
'Mother,	mother!'	he	cried,	'I	was	forgetting.	You	must	take	the	princess	home

yourself.	I	must	go	and	wake	my	father.'
Without	 a	word	of	 explanation,	he	 rushed	 to	 the	place	where	his	 father	was

sleeping.	Having	thoroughly	roused	him	with	what	he	told	him	he	darted	out	of
the	cottage.



Chapter		29	
Masonwork
He	had	all	 at	once	 remembered	 the	 resolution	of	 the	goblins	 to	carry	out	 their
second	plan	upon	the	failure	of	the	first.	No	doubt	they	were	already	busy,	and
the	 mine	 was	 therefore	 in	 the	 greatest	 danger	 of	 being	 flooded	 and	 rendered
useless—not	to	speak	of	the	lives	of	the	miners.
When	he	 reached	 the	mouth	of	 the	mine,	after	 rousing	all	 the	miners	within

reach,	he	found	his	father	and	a	good	many	more	just	entering.	They	all	hurried
to	 the	 gang	 by	which	 he	 had	 found	 a	 way	 into	 the	 goblin	 country.	 There	 the
foresight	 of	 Peter	 had	 already	 collected	 a	 great	 many	 blocks	 of	 stone,	 with
cement,	 ready	 for	 building	 up	 the	 weak	 place—well	 enough	 known	 to	 the
goblins.	Although	there	was	not	room	for	more	than	two	to	be	actually	building
at	once,	 they	managed,	by	 setting	all	 the	 rest	 to	work	 in	preparing	 the	 cement
and	passing	the	stones,	to	finish	in	the	course	of	the	day	a	huge	buttress	filling
the	 whole	 gang,	 and	 supported	 everywhere	 by	 the	 live	 rock.	 Before	 the	 hour
when	they	usually	dropped	work,	they	were	satisfied	the	mine	was	secure.
They	had	heard	goblin	hammers	and	pickaxes	busy	all	the	time,	and	at	length

fancied	 they	heard	 sounds	of	water	 they	had	never	heard	before.	But	 that	was
otherwise	 accounted	 for	 when	 they	 left	 the	 mine,	 for	 they	 stepped	 out	 into	 a
tremendous	 storm	 which	 was	 raging	 all	 over	 the	 mountain.	 The	 thunder	 was
bellowing,	and	the	lightning	lancing	out	of	a	huge	black	cloud	which	lay	above	it
and	hung	down	its	edges	of	thick	mist	over	its	sides.	The	lightning	was	breaking
out	of	 the	mountain,	 too,	and	 flashing	up	 into	 the	cloud.	From	 the	 state	of	 the
brooks,	now	swollen	into	raging	torrents,	it	was	evident	that	the	storm	had	been
storming	all	day.
The	wind	was	blowing	as	if	it	would	blow	him	off	the	mountain,	but,	anxious

about	 his	 mother	 and	 the	 princess,	 Curdie	 darted	 up	 through	 the	 thick	 of	 the
tempest.	Even	if	they	had	not	set	out	before	the	storm	came	on,	he	did	not	judge
them	safe,	for	in	such	a	storm	even	their	poor	little	house	was	in	danger.	Indeed
he	 soon	 found	 that	 but	 for	 a	 huge	 rock	 against	which	 it	was	 built,	 and	which
protected	it	both	from	the	blasts	and	the	waters,	it	must	have	been	swept	if	it	was
not	 blown	 away;	 for	 the	 two	 torrents	 into	 which	 this	 rock	 parted	 the	 rush	 of
water	behind	it	united	again	in	front	of	the	cottage—two	roaring	and	dangerous



streams,	which	 his	mother	 and	 the	 princess	 could	 not	 possibly	 have	 passed.	 It
was	with	great	difficulty	that	he	forced	his	way	through	one	of	them,	and	up	to
the	door.
The	moment	his	 hand	 fell	 on	 the	 latch,	 through	all	 the	uproar	of	winds	 and

Waters	came	the	joyous	cry	of	the	princess:
'There's	Curdie!	Curdie!	Curdie!'
She	 was	 sitting	 wrapped	 in	 blankets	 on	 the	 bed,	 his	 mother	 trying	 for	 the

hundredth	time	to	light	 the	fire	which	had	been	drowned	by	the	rain	that	came
down	 the	 chimney.	The	clay	 floor	was	one	mass	of	mud,	 and	 the	whole	place
looked	wretched.	But	the	faces	of	the	mother	and	the	princess	shone	as	if	 their
troubles	only	made	 them	 the	merrier.	Curdie	burst	out	 laughing	at	 the	 sight	of
them.
'I	 never	 had	 such	 fun!'	 said	 the	 princess,	 her	 eyes	 twinkling	 and	 her	 pretty

teeth	shining.	'How	nice	it	must	be	to	live	in	a	cottage	on	the	mountain!'
'It	all	depends	on	what	kind	your	inside	house	is,'	said	the	mother.
'I	know	what	you	mean,'	said	Irene.	'That's	the	kind	of	thing	my	grandmother

says.'
By	the	time	Peter	returned	the	storm	was	nearly	over,	but	the	streams	were	so

fierce	and	so	swollen	that	it	was	not	only	out	of	the	question	for	the	princess	to
go	down	the	mountain,	but	most	dangerous	for	Peter	even	or	Curdie	to	make	the
attempt	in	the	gathering	darkness.
'They	will	be	dreadfully	frightened	about	you,'	said	Peter	to	the	princess,	'but

we	cannot	help	it.	We	must	wait	till	the	morning.'
With	 Curdie's	 help,	 the	 fire	 was	 lighted	 at	 last,	 and	 the	 mother	 set	 about

making	 their	 supper;	 and	 after	 supper	 they	 all	 told	 the	 princess	 stories	 till	 she
grew	sleepy.	Then	Curdie's	mother	laid	her	in	Curdie's	bed,	which	was	in	a	tiny
little	garret-room.	As	soon	as	she	was	in	bed,	through	a	little	window	low	down
in	the	roof	she	caught	sight	of	her	grandmother's	lamp	shining	far	away	beneath,
and	she	gazed	at	the	beautiful	silvery	globe	until	she	fell	asleep.



Chapter		30	
The	King	and	the	Kiss
The	next	morning	the	sun	rose	so	bright	that	Irene	said	the	rain	had	washed	his
face	and	let	the	light	out	clean.	The	torrents	were	still	roaring	down	the	side	of
the	 mountain,	 but	 they	 were	 so	 much	 smaller	 as	 not	 to	 be	 dangerous	 in	 the
daylight.	After	 an	 early	 breakfast,	 Peter	went	 to	 his	work	 and	Curdie	 and	 his
mother	set	out	to	take	the	princess	home.	They	had	difficulty	in	getting	her	dry
across	the	streams,	and	Curdie	had	again	and	again	to	carry	her,	but	at	last	they
got	 safe	 on	 the	broader	 part	 of	 the	 road,	 and	walked	gently	 down	 towards	 the
king's	house.	And	what	should	they	see	as	they	turned	the	last	corner	but	the	last
of	the	king's	troop	riding	through	the	gate!
'Oh,	Curdie!'	 cried	 Irene,	 clapping	 her	 hands	 right	 joyfully,'my	 king-papa	 is

come.'
The	moment	Curdie	heard	that,	he	caught	her	up	in	his	arms,	and	set	off	at	full

speed,	crying:
'Come	on,	mother	dear!	The	king	may	break	his	heart	before	he	knows	 that

she	is	safe.'
Irene	clung	round	his	neck	and	he	ran	with	her	like	a	deer.	When	he	entered

the	gate	into	the	court,	there	sat	the	king	on	his	horse,	with	all	the	people	of	the
house	about	him,	weeping	and	hanging	their	heads.	The	king	was	not	weeping,
but	his	face	was	white	as	a	dead	man's,	and	he	looked	as	if	the	life	had	gone	out
of	him.	The	men-at-arms	he	had	brought	with	him	sat	with	horror-stricken	faces,
but	 eyes	 flashing	 with	 rage,	 waiting	 only	 for	 the	 word	 of	 the	 king	 to	 do
something—they	did	not	know	what,	and	nobody	knew	what.
The	day	before,	the	men-at-arms	belonging	to	the	house,	as	soon	as	they	were

satisfied	 the	 princess	 had	 been	 carried	 away,	 rushed	 after	 the	 goblins	 into	 the
hole,	but	found	that	they	had	already	so	skilfully	blockaded	the	narrowest	part,
not	many	feet	below	the	cellar,	that	without	miners	and	their	tools	they	could	do
nothing.	Not	one	of	 them	knew	where	 the	mouth	of	 the	mine	lay,	and	some	of
those	who	had	 set	 out	 to	 find	 it	 had	been	overtaken	by	 the	 storm	and	had	not
even	yet	returned.	Poor	Sir	Walter	was	especially	filled	with	shame,	and	almost
hoped	the	king	would	order	his	head	to	be	cut	off,	for	to	think	of	that	sweet	little
face	down	amongst	the	goblins	was	unendurable.



When	Curdie	ran	in	at	the	gate	with	the	princess	in	his	arms,	they	were	all	so
absorbed	in	their	own	misery	and	awed	by	the	king's	presence	and	grief,	that	no
one	observed	his	 arrival.	He	went	 straight	 up	 to	 the	king,	where	he	 sat	 on	his
horse.
'Papa!	papa!'	the	princess	cried,	stretching	out	her	arms	to	him;	'here	I	am!'
The	king	started.	The	colour	 rushed	 to	his	 face.	He	gave	an	 inarticulate	cry.

Curdie	held	up	the	princess,	and	the	king	bent	down	and	took	her	from	his	arms.
As	he	clasped	her	to	his	bosom,	the	big	tears	went	dropping	down	his	cheeks	and
his	beard.	And	such	a	shout	arose	from	all	the	bystanders	that	the	startled	horses
pranced	 and	 capered,	 and	 the	 armour	 rang	 and	 clattered,	 and	 the	 rocks	 of	 the
mountain	echoed	back	the	noises.	The	princess	greeted	them	all	as	she	nestled	in
her	father's	bosom,	and	the	king	did	not	set	her	down	until	she	had	told	them	all
the	story.	But	she	had	more	to	tell	about	Curdie	than	about	herself,	and	what	she
did	 tell	 about	 herself	 none	 of	 them	 could	 understand—except	 the	 king	 and
Curdie,	who	stood	by	the	king's	knee	stroking	the	neck	of	the	great	white	horse.
And	still	as	she	told	what	Curdie	had	done,	Sir	Walter	and	others	added	to	what
she	told,	even	Lootie	joining	in	the	praises	of	his	courage	and	energy.
Curdie	held	his	peace,	 looking	quietly	up	 in	 the	king's	 face.	And	his	mother

stood	 on	 the	 outskirts	 of	 the	 crowd	 listening	with	 delight,	 for	 her	 son's	 deeds
were	pleasant	in	her	ears,	until	the	princess	caught	sight	of	her.
'And	there	is	his	mother,	king-papa!'	she	said.	'See—there.	She	is	such	a	nice

mother,	and	has	been	so	kind	to	me!'
They	all	parted	asunder	as	the	king	made	a	sign	to	her	to	come	forward.	She

obeyed,	and	he	gave	her	his	hand,	but	could	not	speak.
'And	now,	king-papa,'	the	princess	went	on,	'I	must	tell	you	another	thing.	One

night	 long	ago	Curdie	drove	 the	goblins	away	and	brought	Lootie	and	me	safe
from	 the	mountain.	And	 I	promised	him	a	kiss	when	we	got	home,	but	Lootie
wouldn't	let	me	give	it	him.	I	don't	want	you	to	scold	Lootie,	but	I	want	you	to
tell	her	that	a	princess	must	do	as	she	promises.'
'Indeed	 she	must,	my	child—except	 it	be	wrong,'	 said	 the	king.	 'There,	give

Curdie	a	kiss.'
And	as	he	spoke	he	held	her	towards	him.
The	princess	 reached	down,	 threw	her	arms	round	Curdie's	neck,	and	kissed

him	on	the	mouth,	saying:	'There,	Curdie!	There's	the	kiss	I	promised	you!'
Then	they	all	went	into	the	house,	and	the	cook	rushed	to	the	kitchen	and	the

servants	 to	 their	work.	 Lootie	 dressed	 Irene	 in	 her	 shiningest	 clothes,	 and	 the
king	put	off	his	armour,	and	put	on	purple	and	gold;	and	a	messenger	was	sent
for	 Peter	 and	 all	 the	 miners,	 and	 there	 was	 a	 great	 and	 a	 grand	 feast,	 which
continued	long	after	the	princess	was	put	to	bed.



Chapter		31	
The	Subterranean	Waters
The	king's	harper,	who	always	formed	a	part	of	his	escort,	was	chanting	a	ballad
which	he	made	as	he	went	on	playing	on	his	instrument—about	the	princess	and
the	goblins,	and	the	prowess	of	Curdie,	when	all	at	once	he	ceased,	with	his	eyes
on	one	of	 the	doors	of	 the	hall.	Thereupon	 the	eyes	of	 the	king	and	his	guests
turned	thitherward	also.	The	next	moment,	through	the	open	doorway	came	the
princess	Irene.	She	went	straight	up	to	her	father,	with	her	right	hand	stretched
out	 a	 little	 sideways,	 and	 her	 forefinger,	 as	 her	 father	 and	Curdie	 understood,
feeling	its	way	along	the	invisible	thread.	The	king	took	her	on	his	knee,	and	she
said	in	his	ear:
'King-papa,	do	you	hear	that	noise?'
'I	hear	nothing,'	said	the	king.
'Listen,'	she	said,	holding	up	her	forefinger.
The	 king	 listened,	 and	 a	 great	 stillness	 fell	 upon	 the	 company.	 Each	 man,

seeing	 that	 the	 king	 listened,	 listened	 also,	 and	 the	 harper	 sat	 with	 his	 harp
between	his	arms,	and	his	finger	silent	upon	the	strings.
'I	do	hear	a	noise,'	said	the	king	at	length—'a	noise	as	of	distant	thunder.	It	is

coming	nearer	and	nearer.	What	can	it	be?'
They	all	heard	it	now,	and	each	seemed	ready	to	start	to	his	feet	as	he	listened.

Yet	all	sat	perfectly	still.	The	noise	came	rapidly	nearer.
'What	can	it	be?'	said	the	king	again.
'I	think	it	must	be	another	storm	coming	over	the	mountain,'	said	Sir	Walter.
Then	Curdie,	who	at	the	first	word	of	the	king	had	slipped	from	his	seat,	and

laid	 his	 ear	 to	 the	 ground,	 rose	 up	 quickly,	 and	 approaching	 the	 king	 said,
speaking	very	fast:
'Please,	Your	Majesty,	I	think	I	know	what	it	is.	I	have	no	time	to	explain,	for

that	might	make	 it	 too	 late	 for	 some	of	us.	Will	Your	Majesty	give	orders	 that
everybody	leave	the	house	as	quickly	as	possible	and	get	up	the	mountain?'
The	 king,	who	was	 the	wisest	man	 in	 the	 kingdom,	 knew	well	 there	was	 a

time	when	things	must	be	done	and	questions	left	till	afterwards.	He	had	faith	in
Curdie,	and	rose	instantly,	with	Irene	in	his	arms.	'Every	man	and	woman	follow
me,'	he	said,	and	strode	out	into	the	darkness.



Before	 he	 had	 reached	 the	 gate,	 the	 noise	 had	 grown	 to	 a	 great	 thundering
roar,	and	the	ground	trembled	beneath	their	feet,	and	before	the	last	of	them	had
crossed	 the	court,	out	after	 them	from	the	great	hall	door	came	a	huge	rush	of
turbid	water,	and	almost	swept	them	away.	But	they	got	safe	out	of	the	gate	and
up	 the	mountain,	while	 the	 torrent	went	 roaring	down	 the	 road	 into	 the	valley
beneath.
Curdie	had	 left	 the	king	and	 the	princess	 to	 look	after	his	mother,	whom	he

and	his	father,	one	on	each	side,	caught	up	when	the	stream	overtook	them	and
carried	safe	and	dry.
When	the	king	had	got	out	of	the	way	of	the	water,	a	little	up	the	mountain,	he

stood	with	the	princess	in	his	arms,	looking	back	with	amazement	on	the	issuing
torrent,	 which	 glimmered	 fierce	 and	 foamy	 through	 the	 night.	 There	 Curdie
rejoined	them.
'Now,	Curdie,'	said	the	king,	'what	does	it	mean?	Is	this	what	you	expected?'
'It	is,	Your	Majesty,'	said	Curdie;	and	proceeded	to	tell	him	about	the	second

scheme	 of	 the	 goblins,	 who,	 fancying	 the	 miners	 of	 more	 importance	 to	 the
upper	world	than	they	were,	had	resolved,	if	they	should	fail	in	carrying	off	the
king's	daughter,	to	flood	the	mine	and	drown	the	miners.	Then	he	explained	what
the	miners	had	done	to	prevent	it.	The	goblins	had,	in	pursuance	of	their	design,
let	loose	all	the	underground	reservoirs	and	streams,	expecting	the	water	to	run
down	into	 the	mine,	which	was	 lower	 than	 their	part	of	 the	mountain,	 for	 they
had,	 as	 they	 supposed,	 not	 knowing	 of	 the	 solid	 wall	 close	 behind,	 broken	 a
passage	 through	 into	 it.	But	 the	 readiest	outlet	 the	water	could	 find	had	 turned
out	to	be	the	tunnel	they	had	made	to	the	king's	house,	the	possibility	of	which
catastrophe	had	not	occurred	to	the	young	miner	until	he	had	laid	his	ear	to	the
floor	of	the	hall.
What	was	then	to	be	done?	The	house	appeared	in	danger	of	falling,	and	every

moment	the	torrent	was	increasing.
'We	must	set	out	at	once,'	said	the	king.	'But	how	to	get	at	the	horses!'
'Shall	I	see	if	we	can	manage	that?'	said	Curdie.
'Do,'	said	the	king.
Curdie	gathered	the	men-at-arms,	and	took	them	over	the	garden	wall,	and	so

to	the	stables.	They	found	their	horses	in	terror;	the	water	was	rising	fast	around
them,	and	it	was	quite	time	they	were	got	out.	But	there	was	no	way	to	get	them
out,	except	by	riding	them	through	the	stream,	which	was	now	pouring	from	the
lower	windows	as	well	as	the	door.	As	one	horse	was	quite	enough	for	any	man
to	manage	 through	 such	 a	 torrent,	Curdie	got	 on	 the	king's	white	 charger	 and,
leading	the	way,	brought	them	all	in	safety	to	the	rising	ground.
'Look,	look,	Curdie!'	cried	Irene,	the	moment	that,	having	dismounted,	he	led



the	horse	up	to	the	king.
Curdie	 did	 look,	 and	 saw,	 high	 in	 the	 air,	 somewhere	 about	 the	 top	 of	 the

king's	house,	a	great	globe	of	light	shining	like	the	purest	silver.
'Oh!'	 he	 cried	 in	 some	 consternation,	 'that	 is	 your	 grandmother's	 lamp!	We

must	get	her	out.	I	will	go	an	find	her.	The	house	may	fall,	you	know.'
'My	grandmother	is	in	no	danger,'	said	Irene,	smiling.
'Here,	Curdie,	take	the	princess	while	I	get	on	my	horse,'	said	the	king.
Curdie	took	the	princess	again,	and	both	turned	their	eyes	to	the	globe	of	light.

The	 same	 moment	 there	 shot	 from	 it	 a	 white	 bird,	 which,	 descending	 with
outstretched	wings,	made	one	circle	round	the	king	an	Curdie	and	the	princess,
and	then	glided	up	again.	The	light	and	the	pigeon	vanished	together.
'Now,	Curdie!'	said	the	princess,	as	he	lifted	her	to	her	father's	arms,	'you	see

my	grandmother	knows	all	about	it,	and	isn't	frightened.	I	believe	she	could	walk
through	that	water	and	it	wouldn't	wet	her	a	bit.'
'But,	my	child,'	said	the	king,	'you	will	be	cold	if	you	haven't	Something	more

on.	Run,	Curdie,	my	boy,	and	fetch	anything	you	can	lay	your	hands	on,	to	keep
the	princess	warm.	We	have	a	long	ride	before	us.'
Curdie	was	gone	in	a	moment,	and	soon	returned	with	a	great	rich	fur,	and	the

news	that	dead	goblins	were	tossing	about	in	the	current	through	the	house.	They
had	been	caught	 in	 their	own	snare;	 instead	of	 the	mine	 they	had	flooded	 their
own	country,	whence	they	were	now	swept	up	drowned.	Irene	shuddered,	but	the
king	held	her	close	to	his	bosom.	Then	he	turned	to	Sir	Walter,	and	said:
'Bring	Curdie's	father	and	mother	here.'
'I	wish,'	said	the	king,	when	they	stood	before	him,	'to	take	your	son	with	me.

He	shall	enter	my	bodyguard	at	once,	and	wait	further	promotion.'
Peter	 and	 his	wife,	 overcome,	 only	murmured	 almost	 inaudible	 thanks.	 But

Curdie	spoke	aloud.
'Please,	Your	Majesty,'	he	said,	'I	cannot	leave	my	father	and	mother.'
'That's	right,	Curdie!'	cried	the	princess.	'I	wouldn't	if	I	was	you.'
The	king	looked	at	the	princess	and	then	at	Curdie	with	a	glow	of	satisfaction

on	his	countenance.
'I	too	think	you	are	right,	Curdie,'	he	said,	'and	I	will	not	ask	you	again.	But	I

shall	have	a	chance	of	doing	something	for	you	some	time.'
'Your	Majesty	has	already	allowed	me	to	serve	you,'	said	Curdie.
'But,	Curdie,'	 said	his	mother,	 'why	shouldn't	you	go	with	 the	king?	We	can

get	on	very	well	without	you.'
'But	I	can't	get	on	very	well	without	you,'	said	Curdie.	'The	king	is	very	kind,

but	I	could	not	be	half	the	use	to	him	that	I	am	to	you.	Please,	Your	Majesty,	if
you	wouldn't	mind	giving	my	mother	a	red	petticoat!	I	should	have	got	her	one



long	ago,	but	for	the	goblins.'
'As	 soon	 as	 we	 get	 home,'	 said	 the	 king,	 'Irene	 and	 I	 will	 search	 out	 the

warmest	one	to	be	found,	and	send	it	by	one	of	the	gentlemen.'
'Yes,	 that	we	will,	Curdie!'	 said	 the	 princess.	 'And	 next	 summer	we'll	 come

back	and	see	you	wear	it,	Curdie's	mother,'	she	added.	'Shan't	we,	king-papa?'
'Yes,	my	love;	I	hope	so,'	said	the	king.
Then	turning	to	the	miners,	he	said:
'Will	you	do	the	best	you	can	for	my	servants	tonight?	I	hope	they	will	be	able

to	return	to	the	house	tomorrow.'
The	 miners	 with	 one	 voice	 promised	 their	 hospitality.	 Then	 the	 king

commanded	his	servants	to	mind	whatever	Curdie	should	say	to	them,	and	after
shaking	hands	with	him	and	his	father	and	mother,	the	king	and	the	princess	and
all	their	company	rode	away	down	the	side	of	the	new	stream,	which	had	already
devoured	half	the	road,	into	the	starry	night.



Chapter		32	
The	Last	Chapter
All	the	rest	went	up	the	mountain,	and	separated	in	groups	to	the	homes	of	the
miners.	Curdie	and	his	father	and	mother	took	Lootie	with	them.	And	the	whole
way	a	light,	of	which	all	but	Lootie	understood	the	origin,	shone	upon	their	path.
But	when	they	looked	round	they	could	see	nothing	of	the	silvery	globe.
For	days	and	days	the	water	continued	to	rush	from	the	doors	and	windows	of

the	king's	house,	and	a	few	goblin	bodies	were	swept	out	into	the	road.
Curdie	saw	that	something	must	be	done.	He	spoke	to	his	father	and	the	rest	of

the	miners,	and	they	at	once	proceeded	to	make	another	outlet	for	the	waters.	By
setting	 all	 hands	 to	 the	 work,	 tunnelling	 here	 and	 building	 there,	 they	 soon
succeeded;	 and	 having	 also	made	 a	 little	 tunnel	 to	 drain	 the	water	 away	 from
under	 the	king's	 house,	 they	were	 soon	 able	 to	 get	 into	 the	wine	 cellar,	where
they	found	a	multitude	of	dead	goblins—among	the	rest	the	queen,	with	the	skin-
shoe	gone,	and	the	stone	one	fast	to	her	ankle—for	the	water	had	swept	away	the
barricade,	which	prevented	the	men-at-arms	from	following	the	goblins,	and	had
greatly	widened	 the	 passage.	They	 built	 it	 securely	 up,	 and	 then	went	 back	 to
their	labours	in	the	mine.
A	good	many	of	the	goblins	with	their	creatures	escaped	from	the	inundation

out	upon	the	mountain.	But	most	of	them	soon	left	that	part	of	the	country,	and
most	of	those	who	remained	grew	milder	in	character,	and	indeed	became	very
much	 like	 the	 Scotch	 brownies.	 Their	 skulls	 became	 softer	 as	 well	 as	 their
hearts,	and	their	feet	grew	harder,	and	by	degrees	they	became	friendly	with	the
inhabitants	 of	 the	 mountain	 and	 even	 with	 the	 miners.	 But	 the	 latter	 were
merciless	to	any	of	the	cobs'	creatures	that	came	in	their	way,	until	at	length	they
all	but	disappeared.
The	 rest	of	 the	history	of	The	Princess	and	Curdie	must	be	kept	 for	another

volume.



FIVE	CHILDREN	AND	IT
Edith	Nesbit



Chapter		1
BEAUTIFUL	AS	THE	DAY
The	house	was	three	miles	from	the	station,	but,	before	the	dusty	hired	hack	had
rattled	 along	 for	 five	minutes,	 the	 children	began	 to	put	 their	 heads	out	of	 the
carriage	window	and	say,	"Aren't	we	nearly	there?"	And	every	time	they	passed
a	house,	which	was	not	very	often,	 they	all	 said,	 "Oh,	 is	 this	 it?"	But	 it	 never
was,	 till	 they	 reached	 the	 very	 top	 of	 the	 hill,	 just	 past	 the	 chalk-quarry	 and
before	 you	 come	 to	 the	 gravel-pit.	 And	 then	 there	 was	 a	 white	 house	 with	 a
green	garden	and	an	orchard	beyond,	and	mother	said,	"Here	we	are!"
"How	white	the	house	is,"	said	Robert.
"And	look	at	the	roses,"	said	Anthea.
"And	the	plums,"	said	Jane.
"It	is	rather	decent,"	Cyril	admitted.
The	Baby	said,	"Wanty	go	walky;"	and	the	hack	stopped	with	a	last	rattle	and

jolt.
Everyone	got	its	legs	kicked	or	its	feet	trodden	on	in	the	scramble	to	get	out	of

the	 carriage	 that	 very	 minute,	 but	 no	 one	 seemed	 to	 mind.	Mother,	 curiously
enough,	was	in	no	hurry	to	get	out;	and	even	when	she	had	come	down	slowly
and	by	 the	step,	and	with	no	 jump	at	all,	 she	 seemed	 to	wish	 to	 see	 the	boxes
carried	in,	and	even	to	pay	the	driver,	instead	of	joining	in	that	first	glorious	rush
round	the	garden	and	orchard	and	the	thorny,	thistly,	briery,	brambly	wilderness
beyond	 the	 broken	 gate	 and	 the	 dry	 fountain	 at	 the	 side	 of	 the	 house.	But	 the
children	were	wiser,	for	once.	It	was	not	really	a	pretty	house	at	all;	it	was	quite
ordinary,	and	mother	thought	it	was	rather	inconvenient,	and	was	quite	annoyed
at	there	being	no	shelves,	to	speak	of,	and	hardly	a	cupboard	in	the	place.	Father
used	 to	 say	 that	 the	 iron-work	 on	 the	 roof	 and	 coping	was	 like	 an	 architect's
nightmare.	But	the	house	was	deep	in	the	country,	with	no	other	house	in	sight,
and	 the	 children	 had	 been	 in	London	 for	 two	 years,	without	 so	much	 as	 once
going	 to	 the	 seaside	 even	 for	 a	 day	 by	 an	 excursion	 train,	 and	 so	 the	White
House	seemed	 to	 them	a	sort	of	Fairy	Palace	set	down	 in	an	Earthly	Paradise.
For	London	is	like	prison	for	children,	especially	if	their	relations	are	not	rich.
Of	course	there	are	the	shops	and	theatres,	and	entertainments	and	things,	but

if	your	people	are	rather	poor	you	don't	get	taken	to	the	theatres,	and	you	can't



buy	 things	 out	 of	 the	 shops;	 and	 London	 has	 none	 of	 those	 nice	 things	 that
children	may	play	with	without	hurting	the	things	or	themselves—such	as	trees
and	sand	and	woods	and	waters.	And	nearly	everything	in	London	is	the	wrong
sort	of	shape—all	straight	lines	and	flat	streets,	instead	of	being	all	sorts	of	odd
shapes,	like	things	are	in	the	country.	Trees	are	all	different,	as	you	know,	and	I
am	sure	some	tiresome	person	must	have	told	you	that	there	are	no	two	blades	of
grass	 exactly	 alike.	 But	 in	 streets,	 where	 the	 blades	 of	 grass	 don't	 grow,
everything	 is	 like	 everything	 else.	 This	 is	why	many	 children	who	 live	 in	 the
towns	are	so	extremely	naughty.	They	do	not	know	what	is	the	matter	with	them,
and	 no	 more	 do	 their	 fathers	 and	 mothers,	 aunts,	 uncles,	 cousins,	 tutors,
governesses,	 and	 nurses;	 but	 I	 know.	 And	 so	 do	 you,	 now.	 Children	 in	 the
country	are	naughty	sometimes,	too,	but	that	is	for	quite	different	reasons.
The	 children	had	 explored	 the	gardens	 and	 the	outhouses	 thoroughly	before

they	were	 caught	 and	 cleaned	 for	 tea,	 and	 they	 saw	 quite	well	 that	 they	were
certain	to	be	happy	at	the	White	House.	They	thought	so	from	the	first	moment,
but	when	 they	 found	 the	back	of	 the	house	 covered	with	 jasmine,	 all	 in	white
flower,	 and	 smelling	 like	 a	 bottle	 of	 the	most	 expensive	 perfume	 that	 is	 ever
given	 for	 a	 birthday	 present;	 and	when	 they	 had	 seen	 the	 lawn,	 all	 green	 and
smooth,	 and	 quite	 different	 from	 the	 brown	 grass	 in	 the	 gardens	 at	 Camden
Town;	and	when	they	found	the	stable	with	a	loft	over	it	and	some	old	hay	still
left,	they	were	almost	certain;	and	when	Robert	had	found	the	broken	swing	and
tumbled	out	of	it	and	got	a	bump	on	his	head	the	size	of	an	egg,	and	Cyril	had
nipped	his	finger	in	the	door	of	a	hutch	that	seemed	made	to	keep	rabbits	in,	if
you	ever	had	any,	they	had	no	longer	any	doubts	whatever.
The	best	part	of	it	all	was	that	 there	were	no	rules	about	not	going	to	places

and	 not	 doing	 things.	 In	 London	 almost	 everything	 is	 labelled	 "You	 mustn't
touch,"	and	 though	 the	 label	 is	 invisible	 it's	 just	as	bad,	because	you	know	 it's
there,	or	if	you	don't	you	very	soon	get	told.
The	White	House	was	on	the	edge	of	a	hill,	with	a	wood	behind	it—and	the

chalk-quarry	on	one	side	and	the	gravel-pit	on	the	other.	Down	at	the	bottom	of
the	hill	was	a	level	plain,	with	queer-shaped	white	buildings	where	people	burnt
lime,	and	a	big	red	brewery	and	other	houses;	and	when	the	big	chimneys	were
smoking	and	the	sun	was	setting,	the	valley	looked	as	if	it	was	filled	with	golden
mist,	and	the	limekilns	and	hop-drying	houses	glimmered	and	glittered	till	they
were	like	an	enchanted	city	out	of	the	Arabian	Nights.
Now	that	I	have	begun	to	tell	you	about	the	place,	I	feel	that	I	could	go	on	and

make	 this	 into	 a	 most	 interesting	 story	 about	 all	 the	 ordinary	 things	 that	 the
children	did,—just	the	kind	of	things	you	do	yourself,	you	know,	and	you	would
believe	every	word	of	it;	and	when	I	told	about	the	children's	being	tiresome,	as



you	are	 sometimes,	your	aunts	would	perhaps	write	 in	 the	margin	of	 the	 story
with	a	pencil,	"How	true!"	or	"How	like	life!"	and	you	would	see	it	and	would
very	likely	be	annoyed.	So	I	will	only	tell	you	the	really	astonishing	things	that
happened,	 and	 you	 may	 leave	 the	 book	 about	 quite	 safely,	 for	 no	 aunts	 and
uncles	either	are	likely	to	write	"How	true!"	on	the	edge	of	the	story.	Grown-up
people	find	it	very	difficult	to	believe	really	wonderful	things,	unless	they	have
what	they	call	proof.	But	children	will	believe	almost	anything,	and	grown-ups
know	this.	That	is	why	they	tell	you	that	the	earth	is	round	like	an	orange,	when
you	can	see	perfectly	well	 that	 it	 is	 flat	and	 lumpy;	and	why	 they	say	 that	 the
earth	goes	round	the	sun,	when	you	can	see	for	yourself	any	day	that	the	sun	gets
up	in	the	morning	and	goes	to	bed	at	night	like	a	good	sun	as	it	is,	and	the	earth
knows	 its	place,	and	 lies	as	still	as	a	mouse.	Yet	 I	daresay	you	believe	all	 that
about	the	earth	and	the	sun,	and	if	so	you	will	find	it	quite	easy	to	believe	that
before	Anthea	and	Cyril	and	the	others	had	been	a	week	in	the	country	they	had
found	a	fairy.	At	least	they	called	it	 that,	because	that	was	what	it	called	itself;
and	of	course	 it	knew	best,	but	 it	was	not	at	all	 like	any	fairy	you	ever	saw	or
heard	of	or	read	about.
It	 was	 at	 the	 gravel-pits.	 Father	 had	 to	 go	 away	 suddenly	 on	 business,	 and

mother	had	gone	away	to	stay	with	Granny,	who	was	not	very	well.	They	both
went	 in	 a	 great	 hurry,	 and	when	 they	were	 gone	 the	 house	 seemed	 dreadfully
quiet	 and	 empty,	 and	 the	 children	 wandered	 from	 one	 room	 to	 another	 and
looked	at	 the	bits	of	paper	and	string	on	 the	 floors	 left	over	 from	 the	packing,
and	not	yet	cleared	up,	and	wished	they	had	something	to	do.	It	was	Cyril	who
said—
"I	 say,	 let's	 take	 our	 spades	 and	 dig	 in	 the	 gravel-pits.	We	 can	 pretend	 it's

seaside."
"Father	 says	 it	 was	 once,"	 Anthea	 said;	 "he	 says	 there	 are	 shells	 there

thousands	of	years	old."
So	they	went.	Of	course	they	had	been	to	the	edge	of	the	gravel-pit	and	looked

over,	but	they	had	not	gone	down	into	it	for	fear	father	should	say	they	mustn't
play	there,	and	it	was	the	same	with	the	chalk-quarry.	The	gravel-pit	is	not	really
dangerous	 if	you	don't	 try	 to	 climb	down	 the	edges,	but	go	 the	 slow	safe	way
round	by	the	road,	as	if	you	were	a	cart.
Each	of	 the	 children	 carried	 its	 own	 spade,	 and	 took	 it	 in	 turns	 to	 carry	 the

Lamb.	He	was	 the	 baby,	 and	 they	 called	 him	 that	 because	 "Baa"	was	 the	 first
thing	he	ever	said.	They	called	Anthea	"Panther,"	which	seems	silly	when	you
read	it,	but	when	you	say	it	it	sounds	a	little	like	her	name.
The	gravel-pit	is	very	large	and	wide,	with	grass	growing	round	the	edges	at

the	 top,	 and	 dry	 stringy	 wildflowers,	 purple	 and	 yellow.	 It	 is	 like	 a	 giant's



washbowl.	And	 there	are	mounds	of	gravel,	and	holes	 in	 the	sides	of	 the	bowl
where	gravel	has	been	taken	out,	and	high	up	in	the	steep	sides	there	are	the	little
holes	that	are	the	little	front	doors	of	the	little	bank-martins'	little	houses.
The	 children	 built	 a	 castle,	 of	 course,	 but	 castle-building	 is	 rather	 poor	 fun

when	you	have	no	hope	of	the	swishing	tide	ever	coming	in	to	fill	up	the	moat
and	wash	away	 the	drawbridge,	and,	at	 the	happy	 last,	 to	wet	everybody	up	 to
the	waist	at	least.
Cyril	wanted	to	dig	out	a	cave	to	play	smugglers	in,	but	the	others	thought	it

might	 bury	 them	 alive,	 so	 it	 ended	 in	 all	 spades	 going	 to	work	 to	 dig	 a	 hole
through	the	castle	to	Australia.	These	children,	you	see,	believed	that	the	world
was	 round,	 and	 that	 on	 the	other	 side	 the	 little	Australian	boys	 and	girls	were
really	walking	wrong	way	up,	like	flies	on	the	ceiling,	with	their	heads	hanging
down	into	the	air.
The	children	dug	and	 they	dug	and	 they	dug,	and	 their	hands	got	sandy	and

hot	and	red,	and	their	faces	got	damp	and	shiny.	The	Lamb	had	tried	to	eat	the
sand,	and	had	cried	so	hard	when	he	found	that	it	was	not,	as	he	had	supposed,
brown	 sugar,	 that	 he	 was	 now	 tired	 out,	 and	 was	 lying	 asleep	 in	 a	 warm	 fat
bunch	in	the	middle	of	the	half-finished	castle.	This	left	his	brothers	and	sisters
free	 to	work	 really	 hard,	 and	 the	 hole	 that	was	 to	 come	 out	 in	Australia	 soon
grew	 so	 deep	 that	 Jane,	who	was	 called	 Pussy	 for	 short,	 begged	 the	 others	 to
stop.
"Suppose	 the	 bottom	 of	 the	 hole	 gave	 way	 suddenly,"	 said	 she,	 "and	 you

tumbled	out	among	the	little	Australians,	all	the	sand	would	get	in	their	eyes."
"Yes,"	said	Robert;	"and	they	would	hate	us,	and	throw	stones	at	us,	and	not

let	 us	 see	 the	 kangaroos,	 or	 opossums,	 or	 bluegums,	 or	 Emu	 Brand	 birds,	 or
anything."
Cyril	and	Anthea	knew	that	Australia	was	not	quite	so	near	as	all	that,	but	they

agreed	 to	 stop	using	 the	 spades	 and	 to	go	on	with	 their	 hands.	This	was	quite
easy,	because	the	sand	at	the	bottom	of	the	hole	was	very	soft	and	fine	and	dry,
like	sea-sand.	And	there	were	little	shells	in	it.
"Fancy	 it	 having	 been	 wet	 sea	 here	 once,	 all	 sloppy	 and	 shiny,"	 said	 Jane,

"with	fishes	and	conger-eels	and	coral	and	mermaids."
"And	masts	 of	 ships	 and	wrecked	 Spanish	 treasure.	 I	wish	we	 could	 find	 a

gold	doubloon,	or	something,"	Cyril	said.
"How	did	the	sea	get	carried	away?"	Robert	asked.
"Not	in	a	pail,	silly,"	said	his	brother.
"Father	says	the	earth	got	too	hot	underneath,	as	you	do	in	bed	sometimes,	so

it	just	hunched	up	its	shoulders,	and	the	sea	had	to	slip	off,	like	the	blankets	do
us,	and	the	shoulder	was	left	sticking	out,	and	turned	into	dry	land.	Let's	go	and



look	for	shells;	I	think	that	little	cave	looks	likely,	and	I	see	something	sticking
out	there	like	a	bit	of	wrecked	ship's	anchor,	and	it's	beastly	hot	in	the	Australian
hole."
The	others	agreed,	but	Anthea	went	on	digging.	She	always	liked	to	finish	a

thing	when	she	had	once	begun	it.	She	felt	 it	would	be	a	disgrace	to	leave	that
hole	without	getting	through	to	Australia.
The	 cave	was	 disappointing,	 because	 there	were	 no	 shells,	 and	 the	wrecked

ship's	anchor	turned	out	to	be	only	the	broken	end	of	a	pick-axe	handle,	and	the
cave	party	were	just	making	up	their	minds	that	sand	makes	you	thirstier	when	it
is	 not	 by	 the	 seaside,	 and	 someone	 had	 suggested	 that	 they	 all	 go	 home	 for
lemonade,	when	Anthea	suddenly	screamed—
"Cyril!	Come	here!	Oh,	come	quick—It's	alive!	It'll	get	away!	Quick!"
They	all	hurried	back.
"It's	a	rat,	I	shouldn't	wonder,"	said	Robert.	"Father	says	they	infest	old	places

—and	this	must	be	pretty	old	if	the	sea	was	here	thousands	of	years	ago"—
"Perhaps	it	is	a	snake,"	said	Jane,	shuddering.
"Let's	look,"	said	Cyril,	jumping	into	the	hole.	"I'm	not	afraid	of	snakes.	I	like

them.	If	it	is	a	snake	I'll	tame	it,	and	it	will	follow	me	everywhere,	and	I'll	let	it
sleep	round	my	neck	at	night."
"No,	 you	 won't,"	 said	 Robert	 firmly.	 He	 shared	 Cyril's	 bedroom.	 "But	 you

may	if	it's	a	rat."
"Oh,	don't	be	silly!"	said	Anthea;	"it's	not	a	rat,	it's	much	bigger.	And	it's	not	a

snake.	It's	got	feet;	I	saw	them;	and	fur!	No—not	the	spade.	You'll	hurt	it!	Dig
with	your	hands."
"And	 let	 it	 hurt	me	 instead!	 That's	 so	 likely,	 isn't	 it?"	 said	 Cyril,	 seizing	 a

spade.
"Oh,	 don't!"	 said	 Anthea.	 "Squirrel,	 don't.	 I—it	 sounds	 silly,	 but	 it	 said

something.	It	really	and	truly	did"—
"What?"
"It	said,	'You	let	me	alone.'"
But	Cyril	merely	observed	that	his	sister	must	have	gone	off	her	head,	and	he

and	Robert	dug	with	spades	while	Anthea	sat	on	the	edge	of	the	hole,	 jumping
up	 and	 down	 with	 hotness	 and	 anxiety.	 They	 dug	 carefully,	 and	 presently
everyone	could	see	that	there	really	was	something	moving	in	the	bottom	of	the
Australian	hole.
Then	Anthea	cried	out,	"I'm	not	afraid.	Let	me	dig,"	and	fell	on	her	knees	and

began	to	scratch	like	a	dog	does	when	he	has	suddenly	remembered	where	it	was
that	he	buried	his	bone.
"Oh,	I	felt	fur,"	she	cried,	half	laughing	and	half	crying.	"I	did	indeed!	I	did!"



when	suddenly	a	dry	husky	voice	in	the	sand	made	them	all	jump	back,	and	their
hearts	jumped	nearly	as	fast	as	they	did.
"Let	me	alone,"	it	said.	And	now	everyone	heard	the	voice	and	looked	at	the

others	to	see	if	they	had	heard	it	too.
"But	we	want	to	see	you,"	said	Robert	bravely.
"I	wish	you'd	come	out,"	said	Anthea,	also	taking	courage.
"Oh,	well—if	that's	your	wish,"	the	voice	said,	and	the	sand	stirred	and	spun

and	scattered,	and	something	brown	and	furry	and	fat	came	rolling	out	into	the
hole,	and	the	sand	fell	off	it,	and	it	sat	there	yawning	and	rubbing	the	ends	of	its
eyes	with	its	hands.
"I	believe	I	must	have	dropped	asleep,"	it	said,	stretching	itself.
The	children	stood	round	the	hole	in	a	ring,	 looking	at	 the	creature	they	had

found.	 It	was	worth	 looking	at.	 Its	eyes	were	on	 long	horns	 like	a	snail's	eyes,
and	it	could	move	them	in	and	out	 like	telescopes;	 it	had	ears	 like	a	bat's	ears,
and	its	tubby	body	was	shaped	like	a	spider's	and	covered	with	thick	soft	fur;	its
legs	and	arms	were	furry	too,	and	it	had	hands	and	feet	like	a	monkey's.
"What	on	earth	is	it?"	Jane	said.	"Shall	we	take	it	home?"
The	thing	turned	its	long	eyes	to	look	at	her,	and	said—
"Does	 she	 always	 talk	 nonsense,	 or	 is	 it	 only	 the	 rubbish	 on	 her	 head	 that

makes	her	silly?"
It	looked	scornfully	at	Jane's	hat	as	it	spoke.
"She	 doesn't	 mean	 to	 be	 silly,"	 Anthea	 said	 gently;	 "we	 none	 of	 us	 do,

whatever	 you	may	 think!	Don't	 be	 frightened;	we	 don't	want	 to	 hurt	 you,	 you
know."
"Hurt	me!"	it	said.	"Me	frightened?	Upon	my	word!	Why,	you	talk	as	if	I	were

nobody	in	particular."	All	its	fur	stood	out	like	a	cat's	when	it	is	going	to	fight.
"Well,"	 said	 Anthea,	 still	 kindly,	 "perhaps	 if	 we	 knew	 who	 you	 are	 in

particular	 we	 could	 think	 of	 something	 to	 say	 that	 wouldn't	 make	 you	 angry.
Everything	we've	said	so	far	seems	to	have	done	so.	Who	are	you?	And	don't	get
angry!	Because	really	we	don't	know."
"You	don't	know?"	it	said.	"Well,	I	knew	the	world	had	changed—but—well,

really—Do	you	mean	to	tell	me	seriously	you	don't	know	a	Psammead	when	you
see	one?"
"A	Sammyadd?	That's	Greek	to	me."
"So	it	is	to	everyone,"	said	the	creature	sharply.	"Well,	in	plain	English,	then,	a

Sand-fairy.	Don't	you	know	a	Sand-fairy	when	you	see	one?"
It	looked	so	grieved	and	hurt	that	Jane	hastened	to	say,	"Of	course	I	see	you

are,	now.	It's	quite	plain	now	one	comes	to	look	at	you."
"You	came	to	look	at	me,	several	sentences	ago,"	it	said	crossly,	beginning	to



curl	up	again	in	the	sand.
"Oh—don't	go	away	again!	Do	talk	some	more,"	Robert	cried.	"I	didn't	know

you	were	 a	Sand-fairy,	 but	 I	 knew	directly	 I	 saw	you	 that	 you	were	much	 the
wonderfullest	thing	I'd	ever	seen."
The	Sand-fairy	seemed	a	shade	less	disagreeable	after	this.
"It	isn't	talking	I	mind,"	it	said,	"as	long	as	you're	reasonably	civil.	But	I'm	not

going	to	make	polite	conversation	for	you.	If	you	talk	nicely	to	me,	perhaps	I'll
answer	you,	and	perhaps	I	won't.	Now	say	something."
Of	course	no	one	could	think	of	anything	to	say,	but	at	last	Robert	thought	of

"How	long	have	you	lived	here?"	and	he	said	it	at	once.
"Oh,	ages—several	thousand	years,"	replied	the	Psammead.
"Tell	us	about	it.	Do."
"It's	all	in	books."
"You	 aren't!"	 Jane	 said.	 "Oh,	 tell	 us	 everything	 you	 can	 about	 yourself!	We

don't	know	anything	about	you,	and	you	are	so	nice."
The	Sand-fairy	smoothed	his	long	rat-like	whiskers	and	smiled	between	them.
"Do	please	tell!"	said	the	children	all	together.
It	is	wonderful	how	quickly	you	get	used	to	things,	even	the	most	astonishing.

Five	minutes	before,	the	children	had	had	no	more	idea	than	you	had	that	there
was	such	a	thing	as	a	Sand-fairy	in	the	world,	and	now	they	were	talking	to	it	as
though	they	had	known	it	all	their	lives.
It	drew	its	eyes	in	and	said—
"How	 very	 sunny	 it	 is—quite	 like	 old	 times!	 Where	 do	 you	 get	 your

Megatheriums	from	now?"
"What?"	said	the	children	all	at	once.	It	is	very	difficult	always	to	remember

that	"what"	is	not	polite,	especially	in	moments	of	surprise	or	agitation.
"Are	Pterodactyls	plentiful	now?"	the	Sand-fairy	went	on.
The	children	were	unable	to	reply.
"What	do	you	have	for	breakfast?"	the	Fairy	said	impatiently,	"and	who	gives

it	to	you?"
"Eggs	and	bacon,	and	bread	and	milk,	and	porridge	and	things.	Mother	gives

it	 to	 us.	 What	 are	 Mega-what's-its-names	 and	 Ptero-what-do-you-call-thems?
And	does	anyone	have	them	for	breakfast?"
"Why,	almost	everyone	had	Pterodactyl	for	breakfast	in	my	time!	Pterodactyls

were	 something	 like	 crocodiles	 and	 something	 like	birds—I	believe	 they	were
very	good	grilled.	You	see,	it	was	like	this:	of	course	there	were	heaps	of	Sand-
fairies	 then,	 and	 in	 the	morning	 early	 you	went	 out	 and	 hunted	 for	 them,	 and
when	you'd	found	one	it	gave	you	your	wish.	People	used	to	send	their	little	boys
down	to	the	seashore	in	the	morning	before	breakfast	to	get	the	day's	wishes,	and



very	often	the	eldest	boy	in	the	family	would	be	told	to	wish	for	a	Megatherium,
ready	jointed	for	cooking.	It	was	as	big	as	an	elephant,	you	see,	so	there	was	a
good	deal	of	meat	on	 it.	And	 if	 they	wanted	fish,	 the	Ichthyosaurus	was	asked
for,—he	 was	 twenty	 to	 forty	 feet	 long,	 so	 there	 was	 plenty	 of	 him.	 And	 for
poultry	there	was	the	Plesiosaurus;	there	were	nice	pickings	on	that	too.	Then	the
other	children	could	wish	for	other	things.	But	when	people	had	dinner-parties	it
was	 nearly	 always	Megatheriums;	 and	 Ichthyosaurus,	 because	 his	 fins	 were	 a
great	delicacy	and	his	tail	made	soup."
"There	must	have	been	heaps	and	heaps	of	cold	meat	left	over,"	said	Anthea,

who	meant	to	be	a	good	housekeeper	some	day.
"Oh	no,"	said	the	Psammead,	"that	would	never	have	done.	Why,	of	course	at

sunset	 what	 was	 left	 over	 turned	 into	 stone.	 You	 find	 the	 stone	 bones	 of	 the
Megatherium	and	things	all	over	the	place	even	now,	they	tell	me."
"Who	 tell	 you?"	 asked	 Cyril;	 but	 the	 Sand-fairy	 frowned	 and	 began	 to	 dig

very	fast	with	its	furry	hands.
"Oh,	don't	go!"	they	all	cried;	"tell	us	more	about	when	it	was	Megatheriums

for	breakfast!	Was	the	world	like	this	then?"
It	stopped	digging.
"Not	 a	 bit,"	 it	 said;	 "it	was	nearly	 all	 sand	where	 I	 lived,	 and	 coal	 grew	on

trees,	and	the	periwinkles	were	as	big	as	tea-trays—you	find	them	now;	they're
turned	into	stone.	We	Sand-fairies	used	to	live	on	the	seashore,	and	the	children
used	to	come	with	their	little	flint-spades	and	flint-pails	and	make	castles	for	us
to	live	in.	That's	thousands	of	years	ago,	but	I	hear	that	children	still	build	castles
on	the	sand.	It's	difficult	to	break	yourself	of	a	habit."
"But	why	did	you	stop	living	in	the	castles?"	asked	Robert.
"It's	 a	 sad	 story,"	 said	 the	 Psammead	 gloomily.	 "It	was	 because	 they	would

build	moats	to	the	castles,	and	the	nasty	wet	bubbling	sea	used	to	come	in,	and	of
course	as	soon	as	a	Sand-fairy	got	wet	it	caught	cold,	and	generally	died.	And	so
there	got	to	be	fewer	and	fewer,	and,	whenever	you	found	a	fairy	and	had	a	wish,
you	 used	 to	 wish	 for	 a	Megatherium,	 and	 eat	 twice	 as	 much	 as	 you	 wanted,
because	it	might	be	weeks	before	you	got	another	wish."
"And	did	you	get	wet?"	Robert	inquired.
The	Sand-fairy	shuddered.	"Only	once,"	it	said;	"the	end	of	the	twelfth	hair	of

my	top	left	whisker—I	feel	the	place	still	in	damp	weather.	It	was	only	once,	but
it	was	quite	enough	for	me.	I	went	away	as	soon	as	the	sun	had	dried	my	poor
dear	whisker.	I	scurried	away	to	the	back	of	the	beach,	and	dug	myself	a	house
deep	in	warm	dry	sand,	and	there	I've	been	ever	since.	And	the	sea	changed	its
lodgings	afterwards.	And	now	I'm	not	going	to	tell	you	another	thing."
"Just	one	more,	please,"	said	the	children.	"Can	you	give	wishes	now?"



"Of	course,"	said	it;	"didn't	I	give	you	yours	a	few	minutes	ago?	You	said,	 'I
wish	you'd	come	out,'	and	I	did."
"Oh,	please,	mayn't	we	have	another?"
"Yes,	but	be	quick	about	it.	I'm	tired	of	you."
I	daresay	you	have	often	thought	what	you	would	do	if	you	had	three	wishes

given	 you,	 and	 have	 despised	 the	 old	man	 and	 his	 wife	 in	 the	 black-pudding
story,	and	felt	certain	that	if	you	had	the	chance	you	could	think	of	three	really
useful	wishes	without	a	moment's	hesitation.	These	children	had	often	talked	this
matter	 over,	 but,	 now	 the	 chance	 had	 suddenly	 come	 to	 them,	 they	 could	 not
make	up	their	minds.
"Quick,"	 said	 the	 Sand-fairy	 crossly.	 No	 one	 could	 think	 of	 anything,	 only

Anthea	did	manage	to	remember	a	private	wish	of	her	own	and	Jane's	which	they
had	never	told	the	boys.	She	knew	the	boys	would	not	care	about	it—but	still	it
was	better	than	nothing.
"I	wish	we	were	all	as	beautiful	as	the	day,"	she	said	in	a	great	hurry.
The	children	looked	at	each	other,	but	each	could	see	that	the	others	were	not

any	 better-looking	 than	 usual.	 The	 Psammead	 pushed	 out	 his	 long	 eyes,	 and
seemed	to	be	holding	its	breath	and	swelling	itself	out	till	it	was	twice	as	fat	and
furry	as	before.	Suddenly	it	let	its	breath	go	in	a	long	sigh.
"I'm	really	afraid	I	can't	manage	 it,"	 it	said	apologetically;	"I	must	be	out	of

practice."
The	children	were	horribly	disappointed.
"Oh,	do	try	again!"	they	said.
"Well,"	said	the	Sand-fairy,	"the	fact	is,	I	was	keeping	back	a	little	strength	to

give	the	rest	of	you	your	wishes	with.	If	you'll	be	contented	with	one	wish	a	day
among	 the	 lot	 of	 you	 I	 daresay	 I	 can	 screw	myself	 up	 to	 it.	Do	 you	 agree	 to
that?"
"Yes,	oh	yes!"	said	Jane	and	Anthea.	The	boys	nodded.	They	did	not	believe

the	Sand-fairy	could	do	it.	You	can	always	make	girls	believe	things	much	easier
than	you	can	boys.
It	 stretched	 out	 its	 eyes	 farther	 than	 ever,	 and	 swelled	 and	 swelled	 and

swelled.
"I	do	hope	it	won't	hurt	itself,"	said	Anthea.
"Or	crack	its	skin,"	Robert	said	anxiously.
Everyone	was	 very	much	 relieved	when	 the	 Sand-fairy,	 after	 getting	 so	 big

that	it	almost	filled	up	the	hole	in	the	sand,	suddenly	let	out	its	breath	and	went
back	to	its	proper	size.
"That's	all	right,"	it	said,	panting	heavily.	"It'll	come	easier	to-morrow."
"Did	it	hurt	much?"	said	Anthea.



"Only	my	poor	whisker,	thank	you,"	said	he,	"but	you're	a	kind	and	thoughtful
child.	Good	day."
It	scratched	suddenly	and	fiercely	with	its	hands	and	feet,	and	disappeared	in

the	sand.
Then	the	children	 looked	at	each	other,	and	each	child	suddenly	found	itself

alone	with	three	perfect	strangers,	all	radiantly	beautiful.
They	stood	 for	 some	moments	 in	 silence.	Each	 thought	 that	 its	brothers	and

sisters	had	wandered	off,	and	that	these	strange	children	had	stolen	up	unnoticed
while	it	was	watching	the	swelling	form	of	the	Sand-fairy.	Anthea	spoke	first—
"Excuse	me,"	she	said	very	politely	to	Jane,	who	now	had	enormous	blue	eyes

and	 a	 cloud	 of	 russet	 hair,	 "but	 have	 you	 seen	 two	 little	 boys	 and	 a	 little	 girl
anywhere	about?"
"I	was	just	going	to	ask	you	that,"	said	Jane.	And	then	Cyril	cried—
"Why,	 it's	you!	 I	 know	 the	hole	 in	your	pinafore!	You	are	 Jane,	 aren't	 you?

And	 you're	 the	 Panther;	 I	 can	 see	 your	 dirty	 handkerchief	 that	 you	 forgot	 to
change	after	you'd	cut	your	thumb!	The	wish	has	come	off,	after	all.	I	say,	am	I
as	handsome	as	you	are?"
"If	 you're	 Cyril,	 I	 liked	 you	much	 better	 as	 you	were	 before,"	 said	 Anthea

decidedly.	 "You	 look	 like	 the	picture	 of	 the	young	 chorister,	with	your	 golden
hair;	 you'll	 die	 young,	 I	 shouldn't	 wonder.	 And	 if	 that's	 Robert,	 he's	 like	 an
Italian	organ-grinder.	His	hair's	all	black."
"You	 two	 girls	 are	 like	 Christmas	 cards,	 then—that's	 all—silly	 Christmas

cards,"	said	Robert	angrily.	"And	Jane's	hair	is	simply	carrots."
It	was	indeed	of	that	Venetian	tint	so	much	admired	by	artists.
"Well,	 it's	 no	 use	 finding	 fault	 with	 each	 other,"	 said	Anthea;	 "let's	 get	 the

Lamb	and	lug	it	home	to	dinner.	The	servants	will	admire	us	most	awfully,	you'll
see."
Baby	was	 just	waking	up	when	they	got	 to	him,	and	not	one	of	 the	children

but	was	relieved	to	find	that	he	at	least	was	not	as	beautiful	as	the	day,	but	just
the	same	as	usual.
"I	suppose	he's	too	young	to	have	wishes	naturally,"	said	Jane.	"We	shall	have

to	mention	him	specially	next	time."
Anthea	ran	forward	and	held	out	her	arms.
"Come,	then,"	she	said.
The	Baby	 looked	 at	 her	 disapprovingly,	 and	 put	 a	 sandy	 pink	 thumb	 in	 his

mouth.	Anthea	was	his	favourite	sister.
"Come,	then,"	she	said.
"G'way	'long!"	said	the	Baby.
"Come	to	own	Pussy,"	said	Jane.



"Wants	my	Panty,"	said	the	Lamb	dismally,	and	his	lip	trembled.
"Here,	 come	on,	Veteran,"	 said	Robert,	 "come	and	have	a	yidey	on	Yobby's

back."
"Yah,	 narky	 narky	 boy,"	 howled	 the	 Baby,	 giving	way	 altogether.	 Then	 the

children	knew	the	worst.	The	Baby	did	not	know	them!
They	looked	at	each	other	 in	despair,	and	it	was	 terrible	 to	each,	 in	 this	dire

emergency,	 to	meet	 only	 the	 beautiful	 eyes	 of	 perfect	 strangers,	 instead	 of	 the
merry,	friendly,	commonplace,	twinkling,	jolly	little	eyes	of	its	own	brothers	and
sisters.
"This	is	most	truly	awful,"	said	Cyril	when	he	had	tried	to	lift	up	the	Lamb,

and	 the	Lamb	had	scratched	 like	a	cat	and	bellowed	 like	a	bull!	"We've	got	 to
make	friends	with	him!	I	can't	carry	him	home	screaming	like	that.	Fancy	having
to	make	friends	with	our	own	baby!—it's	too	silly."
That,	however,	was	exactly	what	they	had	to	do.	It	took	over	an	hour,	and	the

task	was	not	rendered	any	easier	by	the	fact	 that	 the	Lamb	was	by	this	time	as
hungry	as	a	lion	and	as	thirsty	as	a	desert.
At	last	he	consented	to	allow	these	strangers	to	carry	him	home	by	turns,	but

as	he	refused	to	hold	on	to	such	new	acquaintances	he	was	a	dead	weight,	and
most	exhausting.
"Thank	goodness,	we're	home!"	said	Jane,	staggering	through	the	iron	gate	to

where	Martha,	the	nursemaid,	stood	at	the	front	door	shading	her	eyes	with	her
hand	and	looking	out	anxiously.	"Here!	Do	take	Baby!"
Martha	snatched	the	Baby	from	her	arms.
"Thanks	be,	he's	safe	back,"	she	said.	"Where	are	the	others,	and	whoever	to

goodness	gracious	are	all	of	you?"
"We're	us,	of	course,"	said	Robert.
"And	who's	Us,	when	you're	at	home?"	asked	Martha	scornfully.
"I	tell	you	it's	us,	only	we're	beautiful	as	the	day,"	said	Cyril.	"I'm	Cyril,	and

these	are	the	others,	and	we're	jolly	hungry.	Let	us	in,	and	don't	be	a	silly	idiot."
Martha	merely	dratted	Cyril's	impudence	and	tried	to	shut	the	door	in	his	face.
"I	know	we	look	different,	but	I'm	Anthea,	and	we're	so	tired,	and	it's	long	past

dinner-time."
"Then	go	home	to	your	dinners,	whoever	you	are;	and	if	our	children	put	you

up	 to	 this	play-acting	you	can	 tell	 them	from	me	 they'll	catch	 it,	 so	 they	know
what	 to	expect!"	With	 that	she	did	bang	the	door.	Cyril	 rang	 the	bell	violently.
No	answer.	Presently	cook	put	her	head	out	of	a	bedroom	window	and	said—
"If	you	don't	take	yourselves	off,	and	that	precious	sharp,	I'll	go	and	fetch	the

police."	And	she	slammed	down	the	window.
"It's	 no	 good,"	 said	 Anthea.	 "Oh,	 do,	 do	 come	 away	 before	 we	 get	 sent	 to



prison!"
The	 boys	 said	 it	was	 nonsense,	 and	 the	 law	 of	England	 couldn't	 put	 you	 in

prison	for	just	being	as	beautiful	as	the	day,	but	all	 the	same	they	followed	the
others	out	into	the	lane.
"We	shall	be	our	proper	selves	after	sunset,	I	suppose,"	said	Jane.
"I	 don't	 know,"	 Cyril	 said	 sadly;	 "it	 mayn't	 be	 like	 that	 now—things	 have

changed	a	good	deal	since	Megatherium	times."
"Oh,"	cried	Anthea	suddenly,	"perhaps	we	shall	turn	into	stone	at	sunset,	like

the	Megatheriums	did,	 so	 that	 there	mayn't	 be	 any	of	us	 left	 over	 for	 the	next
day."
She	began	to	cry,	so	did	Jane.	Even	the	boys	turned	pale.	No	one	had	the	heart

to	say	anything.
It	was	a	horrible	afternoon.	There	was	no	house	near	where	the	children	could

beg	 a	 crust	 of	 bread	 or	 even	 a	 glass	 of	 water.	 They	 were	 afraid	 to	 go	 to	 the
village,	 because	 they	had	 seen	Martha	go	down	 there	with	 a	basket,	 and	 there
was	a	 local	 constable.	True,	 they	were	all	 as	beautiful	 as	 the	day,	but	 that	 is	 a
poor	comfort	when	you	are	as	hungry	as	a	hunter	and	as	thirsty	as	a	sponge.
Three	 times	 they	 tried	 in	 vain	 to	 get	 the	 servants	 in	 the	White	House	 to	 let

them	in	and	listen	to	their	tale.	And	then	Robert	went	alone,	hoping	to	be	able	to
climb	in	at	one	of	the	back	windows	and	so	open	the	door	to	the	others.	But	all
the	windows	were	out	of	 reach,	 and	Martha	emptied	a	 toilet-jug	of	 cold	water
over	him	from	a	top	window,	and	said—
"Go	along	with	you,	you	nasty	little	Eye-talian	monkey."
It	came	at	last	to	their	sitting	down	in	a	row	under	the	hedge,	with	their	feet	in

a	 dry	 ditch,	waiting	 for	 sunset,	 and	wondering	whether,	when	 the	 sun	did	 set,
they	would	turn	into	stone,	or	only	into	their	own	old	natural	selves;	and	each	of
them	still	felt	lonely	and	among	strangers,	and	tried	not	to	look	at	the	others,	for,
though	their	voices	were	their	own,	their	faces	were	so	radiantly	beautiful	as	to
be	quite	irritating	to	look	at.
"I	don't	believe	we	shall	turn	to	stone,"	said	Robert,	breaking	a	long	miserable

silence,	"because	 the	Sand-fairy	said	he'd	give	us	another	wish	 to-morrow,	and
he	couldn't	if	we	were	stone,	could	he?"
The	others	said	"No,"	but	they	weren't	at	all	comforted.
Another	silence,	 longer	and	more	miserable,	was	broken	by	Cyril's	suddenly

saying,	"I	don't	want	 to	 frighten	you	girls,	but	 I	believe	 it's	beginning	with	me
already.	My	foot's	quite	dead.	I'm	turning	to	stone,	I	know	I	am,	and	so	will	you
in	a	minute."
"Never	mind,"	said	Robert	kindly,	"perhaps	you'll	be	the	only	stone	one,	and

the	rest	of	us	will	be	all	right,	and	we'll	cherish	your	statue	and	hang	garlands	on



it."
But	when	 it	 turned	 out	 that	Cyril's	 foot	 had	 only	 gone	 to	 sleep	 through	 his

sitting	too	long	with	it	under	him,	and	when	it	came	to	life	in	an	agony	of	pins
and	needles,	the	others	were	quite	cross.
"Giving	us	such	a	fright	for	nothing!"	said	Anthea.
The	third	and	miserablest	silence	of	all	was	broken	by	Jane.	She	said—
"If	we	do	come	out	of	this	all	right,	we'll	ask	the	Sammyadd	to	make	it	so	that

the	servants	don't	notice	anything	different,	no	matter	what	wishes	we	have."
The	 others	 only	 grunted.	 They	 were	 too	 wretched	 even	 to	 make	 good

resolutions.
At	last	hunger	and	fright	and	crossness	and	tiredness—four	very	nasty	things

—all	joined	together	to	bring	one	nice	thing,	and	that	was	sleep.	The	children	lay
asleep	in	a	row,	with	 their	beautiful	eyes	shut	and	their	beautiful	mouths	open.
Anthea	woke	first.	The	sun	had	set,	and	the	twilight	was	coming	on.
Anthea	 pinched	 herself	 very	 hard,	 to	 make	 sure,	 and	 when	 she	 found	 she

could	still	feel	pinching	she	decided	that	she	was	not	stone,	and	then	she	pinched
the	others.	They,	also,	were	soft.
"Wake	up,"	she	said,	almost	in	tears	for	joy;	"it's	all	right,	we're	not	stone.	And

oh,	Cyril,	how	nice	and	ugly	you	do	look,	with	your	old	freckles	and	your	brown
hair	and	your	little	eyes.	And	so	do	you	all!"	she	added,	so	that	they	might	not
feel	jealous.
When	they	got	home	they	were	very	much	scolded	by	Martha,	who	told	them

about	the	strange	children.
"A	good-looking	lot,	I	must	say,	but	that	impudent."
"I	know,"	said	Robert,	who	knew	by	experience	how	hopeless	it	would	be	to

try	to	explain	things	to	Martha.
"And	where	 on	 earth	 have	you	been	 all	 this	 time,	 you	naughty	 little	 things,

you?"
"In	the	lane."
"Why	didn't	you	come	home	hours	ago?"
"We	couldn't	because	of	them,"	said	Anthea.
"Who?"
"The	children	who	were	as	beautiful	as	 the	day.	They	kept	us	 there	 till	after

sunset.	We	couldn't	come	back	 till	 they'd	gone.	You	don't	know	how	we	hated
them!	Oh,	do,	do	give	us	some	supper—we	are	so	hungry."
"Hungry!	I	should	think	so,"	said	Martha	angrily;	"out	all	day	like	this.	Well,	I

hope	 it'll	be	a	 lesson	 to	you	not	 to	go	picking	up	with	strange	children—down
here	after	measles,	as	likely	as	not!	Now	mind,	if	you	see	them	again,	don't	you
speak	 to	 them—not	one	word	nor	so	much	as	a	 look—but	come	straight	away



and	tell	me.	I'll	spoil	their	beauty	for	them!"
"If	ever	we	do	see	them	again	we'll	tell	you,"	Anthea	said;	and	Robert,	fixing

his	 eyes	 fondly	on	 the	 cold	beef	 that	was	being	brought	 in	on	a	 tray	by	cook,
added	in	heartfelt	undertones—
"And	we'll	take	jolly	good	care	we	never	do	see	them	again."
And	they	never	have.



Chapter		2
GOLDEN	GUINEAS
Anthea	woke	 in	 the	morning	from	a	very	real	sort	of	dream,	 in	which	she	was
walking	 in	 the	Zoological	Gardens	on	a	pouring	wet	day	without	an	umbrella.
The	 animals	 seemed	 desperately	 unhappy	 because	 of	 the	 rain,	 and	 were	 all
growling	gloomily.	When	she	awoke,	both	the	growling	and	the	rain	went	on	just
the	same.	The	growling	was	the	heavy	regular	breathing	of	her	sister	Jane,	who
had	a	slight	cold	and	was	still	asleep.	The	rain	fell	in	slow	drops	on	to	Anthea's
face	 from	 the	wet	 corner	of	 a	bath-towel	out	of	which	her	brother	Robert	was
gently	squeezing	the	water,	to	wake	her	up,	as	he	now	explained.
"Oh,	 drop	 it!"	 she	 said	 rather	 crossly;	 so	 he	 did,	 for	 he	 was	 not	 a	 brutal

brother,	though	very	ingenious	in	apple-pie	beds,	booby-traps,	original	methods
of	 awakening	 sleeping	 relatives,	 and	 the	 other	 little	 accomplishments	 which
make	home	happy.
"I	had	such	a	funny	dream,"	Anthea	began.
"So	did	I,"	said	Jane,	wakening	suddenly	and	without	warning.	"I	dreamed	we

found	 a	 Sand-fairy	 in	 the	 gravel-pits,	 and	 it	 said	 it	was	 a	 Sammyadd,	 and	we
might	have	a	new	wish	every	day,	and"——
"But	that's	what	I	dreamed,"	said	Robert;	"I	was	just	going	to	tell	you,—and

we	had	the	first	wish	directly	it	said	so.	And	I	dreamed	you	girls	were	donkeys
enough	to	ask	for	us	all	to	be	beautiful	as	day,	and	we	jolly	well	were,	and	it	was
perfectly	beastly."
"But	can	different	people	all	dream	the	same	thing?"	said	Anthea,	sitting	up	in

bed,	"because	I	dreamed	all	that	as	well	as	about	the	Zoo	and	the	rain;	and	Baby
didn't	know	us	in	my	dream,	and	the	servants	shut	us	out	of	the	house	because
the	radiantness	of	our	beauty	was	such	a	complete	disguise,	and"——
The	voice	of	the	eldest	brother	sounded	from	across	the	landing.
"Come	 on,	 Robert,"	 it	 said,	 "you'll	 be	 late	 for	 breakfast	 again—unless	 you

mean	to	shirk	your	bath	as	you	did	on	Tuesday."
"I	 say,	 come	here	 a	 second,"	Robert	 replied;	 "I	 didn't	 shirk	 it;	 I	 had	 it	 after

brekker	in	father's	dressing-room	because	ours	was	emptied	away."
Cyril	appeared	in	the	doorway,	partially	clothed.
"Look	 here,"	 said	 Anthea,	 "we've	 all	 had	 such	 an	 odd	 dream.	 We've	 all



dreamed	we	found	a	Sand-fairy."
Her	voice	died	away	before	Cyril's	contemptuous	glance.
"Dream?"	he	said;	"you	little	sillies,	it's	true.	I	tell	you	it	all	happened.	That's

why	I'm	so	keen	on	being	down	early.	We'll	go	up	 there	directly	after	brekker,
and	have	another	wish.	Only	we'll	make	up	our	minds,	solid,	before	we	go,	what
it	is	we	do	want,	and	no	one	must	ask	for	anything	unless	the	others	agree	first.
No	more	peerless	beauties	for	this	child,	thank	you.	Not	if	I	know	it!"
The	other	 three	dressed,	with	 their	mouths	open.	 If	 all	 that	dream	about	 the

Sand-fairy	 was	 real,	 this	 real	 dressing	 seemed	 very	 like	 a	 dream,	 the	 girls
thought.	Jane	felt	that	Cyril	was	right,	but	Anthea	was	not	sure,	till	after	they	had
seen	Martha	and	heard	her	full	and	plain	reminders	about	their	naughty	conduct
the	day	before.	Then	Anthea	was	sure.
"Because,"	 said	 she,	 "servants	 never	 dream	 anything	 but	 the	 things	 in	 the

Dream-book,	 like	 snakes	 and	 oysters	 and	 going	 to	 a	 wedding—that	 means	 a
funeral,	and	snakes	are	a	false	female	friend,	and	oysters	are	babies."
"Talking	of	babies,"	said	Cyril,	"where's	the	Lamb?"
"Martha's	going	to	take	him	to	Rochester	to	see	her	cousins.	Mother	said	she

might.	She's	dressing	him	now,"	said	Jane,	"in	his	very	best	coat	and	hat.	Bread-
and-butter,	please."
"She	seems	to	like	taking	him	too,"	said	Robert	in	a	tone	of	wonder.
"Servants	do	like	taking	babies	to	see	their	relations,"	Cyril	said;	"I've	noticed

it	before—especially	in	their	best	clothes."
"I	expect	they	pretend	they're	their	own	babies,	and	that	they're	not	servants	at

all,	but	married	 to	noble	dukes	of	high	degree,	and	 they	say	 the	babies	are	 the
little	dukes	and	duchesses,"	Jane	suggested	dreamily,	taking	more	marmalade.	"I
expect	 that's	 what	 Martha'll	 say	 to	 her	 cousin.	 She'll	 enjoy	 herself	 most
frightfully."
"She	 won't	 enjoy	 herself	 most	 frightfully	 carrying	 our	 infant	 duke	 to

Rochester,"	said	Robert;	"not	if	she's	anything	like	me—she	won't."
"Fancy	walking	to	Rochester	with	the	Lamb	on	your	back!"	said	Cyril	in	full

agreement.
"She's	gone	by	the	carrier's	cart,"	said	Jane.	"Let's	see	them	off,	then	we	shall

have	done	a	polite	 and	kindly	 act,	 and	we	 shall	 be	quite	 sure	we've	got	 rid	of
them	for	the	day."
So	they	did.
Martha	wore	her	Sunday	dress	of	 two	shades	of	purple,	so	 tight	 in	 the	chest

that	 it	 made	 her	 stoop,	 and	 her	 blue	 hat	 with	 the	 pink	 cornflowers	 and	white
ribbon.	She	had	a	yellow-lace	collar	with	a	green	bow.	And	the	Lamb	had	indeed
his	 very	 best	 cream-colored	 silk	 coat	 and	 hat.	 It	 was	 a	 smart	 party	 that	 the



carrier's	cart	picked	up	at	 the	Cross	Roads.	When	 its	white	 tilt	 and	 red	wheels
had	slowly	vanished	in	a	swirl	of	chalk-dust—
"And	now	for	the	Sammyadd!"	said	Cyril,	and	off	they	went.
As	 they	went	 they	 decided	 on	 the	 wish	 they	would	 ask	 for.	 Although	 they

were	all	in	a	great	hurry	they	did	not	try	to	climb	down	the	sides	of	the	gravel-
pit,	but	went	round	by	the	safe	lower	road,	as	if	they	had	been	carts.
They	 had	made	 a	 ring	 of	 stones	 round	 the	 place	 where	 the	 Sand-fairy	 had

disappeared,	so	they	easily	found	the	spot.	The	sun	was	burning	and	bright,	and
the	sky	was	deep	blue—without	a	cloud.	The	sand	was	very	hot	to	touch.
"Oh—suppose	 it	 was	 only	 a	 dream,	 after	 all,"	 Robert	 said	 as	 the	 boys

uncovered	 their	 spades	 from	 the	 sand-heap	 where	 they	 had	 buried	 them	 and
began	to	dig.
"Suppose	you	were	a	sensible	chap,"	said	Cyril;	"one's	quite	as	 likely	as	 the

other!"
"Suppose	you	kept	a	civil	tongue	in	your	head,"	Robert	snapped.
"Suppose	we	 girls	 take	 a	 turn,"	 said	 Jane,	 laughing.	 "You	 boys	 seem	 to	 be

getting	very	warm."
"Suppose	you	don't	come	putting	your	silly	oar	in,"	said	Robert,	who	was	now

warm	indeed.
"We	won't,"	said	Anthea	quickly.	"Robert	dear,	don't	be	so	grumpy—we	won't

say	a	word,	you	shall	be	the	one	to	speak	to	the	Fairy	and	tell	him	what	we've
decided	to	wish	for.	You'll	say	it	much	better	than	we	shall."
"Suppose	you	drop	being	a	little	humbug,"	said	Robert,	but	not	crossly.	"Look

out—dig	with	your	hands,	now!"
So	 they	 did,	 and	 presently	 uncovered	 the	 spider-shaped	 brown	 hairy	 body,

long	 arms	 and	 legs,	 bat's	 ears	 and	 snail's	 eyes	 of	 the	 Sand-fairy	 himself.
Everyone	drew	a	deep	breath	of	satisfaction,	for	now	of	course	it	couldn't	have
been	a	dream.
The	Psammead	sat	up	and	shook	the	sand	out	of	its	fur.
"How's	your	left	whisker	this	morning?"	said	Anthea	politely.
"Nothing	to	boast	of,"	said	it;	"it	had	rather	a	restless	night.	But	thank	you	for

asking."
"I	say,"	said	Robert,	"do	you	feel	up	to	giving	wishes	to-day,	because	we	very

much	want	 an	 extra	 besides	 the	 regular	 one?	The	 extra's	 a	 very	 little	 one,"	 he
added	reassuringly.
"Humph!"	said	the	Sand-fairy.	(If	you	read	this	story	aloud,	please	pronounce

"humph"	exactly	as	it	is	spelt,	for	that	is	how	he	said	it.)	"Humph!	Do	you	know,
until	I	heard	you	being	disagreeable	to	each	other	just	over	my	head,	and	so	loud
too,	 I	 really	 quite	 thought	 I	 had	 dreamed	 you	 all.	 I	 do	 have	 very	 odd	 dreams



sometimes."
"Do	 you?"	 Jane	 hurried	 to	 say,	 so	 as	 to	 get	 away	 from	 the	 subject	 of

disagreeableness.	"I	wish,"	she	added	politely,	"you'd	tell	us	about	your	dreams
—they	must	be	awfully	interesting"—
"Is	that	the	day's	wish?"	said	the	Sand-fairy,	yawning.
Cyril	muttered	something	about	"just	like	a	girl,"	and	the	rest	stood	silent.	If

they	said	"Yes,"	then	good-bye	to	the	other	wishes	they	had	decided	to	ask	for.	If
they	said	"No,"	it	would	be	very	rude,	and	they	had	all	been	taught	manners,	and
had	learned	a	little	too,	which	is	not	at	all	the	same	thing.	A	sigh	of	relief	broke
from	all	lips	when	the	Sand-fairy	said—
"If	 I	 do,	 I	 shan't	 have	 strength	 to	 give	 you	 a	 second	 wish;	 not	 even	 good

tempers,	or	common-sense,	or	manners,	or	little	things	like	that."
"We	 don't	 want	 you	 to	 put	 yourself	 out	 at	 all	 about	 these	 things,	 we	 can

manage	them	quite	well	ourselves,"	said	Cyril	eagerly;	while	 the	others	 looked
guiltily	 at	 each	other,	 and	wished	 the	Fairy	would	 not	 keep	 all	 on	 about	 good
tempers,	but	give	 them	one	good	 scolding	 if	 it	wanted	 to,	 and	 then	have	done
with	it.
"Well,"	said	the	Psammead,	putting	out	his	long	snail's	eyes	so	suddenly	that

one	of	them	nearly	went	into	the	round	boy's	eye	of	Robert,	"let's	have	the	little
wish	first."
"We	don't	want	the	servants	to	notice	the	gifts	you	give	us."
"Are	kind	enough	to	give	us,"	said	Anthea	in	a	whisper.
"Are	kind	enough	to	give	us,	I	mean,"	said	Robert.
The	Fairy	swelled	himself	out	a	bit,	let	his	breath	go,	and	said—
"I've	done	 that	 for	you—it	was	quite	 easy.	People	don't	notice	 things	much,

anyway.	What's	the	next	wish?"
"We	want,"	said	Robert	slowly,	"to	be	rich	beyond	the	dreams	of	something	or

other."
"Avarice,"	said	Jane.
"So	it	is,"	said	the	Fairy	unexpectedly.	"But	it	won't	do	you	much	good,	that's

one	 comfort,"	 it	 muttered	 to	 itself.	 "Come—I	 can't	 go	 beyond	 dreams,	 you
know!	How	much	do	you	want,	and	will	you	have	it	in	gold	or	notes?"
"Gold,	please—and	millions	of	it"—
"This	gravel-pit	full	be	enough?"	said	the	Fairy	in	an	off-hand	manner.
"Oh	yes"—
"Then	go	out	before	I	begin,	or	you'll	be	buried	alive	in	it."
It	made	 its	 skinny	 arms	 so	 long,	 and	waved	 them	 so	 frighteningly,	 that	 the

children	ran	as	hard	as	they	could	towards	the	road	by	which	carts	used	to	come
to	 the	gravel-pits.	Only	Anthea	had	presence	of	mind	enough	 to	 shout	 a	 timid



"Good-morning,	I	hope	your	whisker	will	be	better	to-morrow,"	as	she	ran.
On	the	road	they	turned	and	looked	back,	and	they	had	to	shut	their	eyes,	and

open	them	very	slowly,	a	little	bit	at	a	time,	because	the	sight	was	too	dazzling
for	their	eyes	to	be	able	to	bear.	It	was	something	like	trying	to	look	at	the	sun	at
high	noon	on	Midsummer	Day.	For	the	whole	of	the	sand-pit	was	full,	right	up	to
the	very	top,	with	new	shining	gold	pieces,	and	all	the	little	bank-martins'	little
front	doors	were	covered	out	of	sight.	Where	the	road	for	carts	wound	into	the
gravel-pit	the	gold	lay	in	heaps	like	stones	lie	by	the	roadside,	and	a	great	bank
of	shining	gold	shelved	down	from	where	it	lay	flat	and	smooth	between	the	tall
sides	of	the	gravel-pit.	And	all	the	gleaming	heaps	was	minted	gold.	And	on	the
sides	and	edges	of	these	countless	coins	the	mid-day	sun	shone	and	sparkled,	and
glowed	and	gleamed	till	the	quarry	looked	like	the	mouth	of	a	smelting	furnace,
or	one	of	the	fairy	halls	that	you	see	sometimes	in	the	sky	at	sunset.
The	children	stood	with	their	mouths	open,	and	no	one	said	a	word.
At	last	Robert	stooped	and	picked	up	one	of	the	loose	coins	from	the	edge	of

the	heap	by	the	cart-road,	and	looked	at	it.	He	looked	on	both	sides.	Then	he	said
in	a	low	voice,	quite	different	to	his	own,	"It's	not	sovereigns."
"It's	gold,	anyway,"	said	Cyril.	And	now	they	all	began	to	talk	at	once.	They

all	picked	up	the	golden	treasure	by	handfuls	and	let	it	run	through	their	fingers
like	water,	 and	 the	 chink	 it	made	 as	 it	 fell	was	wonderful	music.	At	 first	 they
quite	forgot	to	think	of	spending	the	money,	it	was	so	nice	to	play	with.	Jane	sat
down	between	two	heaps	of	the	gold,	and	Robert	began	to	bury	her,	as	you	bury
your	father	in	sand	when	you	are	at	the	seaside	and	he	has	gone	to	sleep	on	the
beach	with	his	newspaper	over	his	face.	But	Jane	was	not	half	buried	before	she
cried	out,	"Oh	stop,	it's	too	heavy!	It	hurts!"
Robert	said	"Bosh!"	and	went	on.
"Let	 me	 out,	 I	 tell	 you,"	 cried	 Jane,	 and	 was	 taken	 out,	 very	 white,	 and

trembling	a	little.
"You've	 no	 idea	 what	 it's	 like,"	 said	 she;	 "it's	 like	 stones	 on	 you—or	 like

chains."
"Look	here,"	Cyril	said,	"if	this	is	to	do	us	any	good,	it's	no	good	our	staying

gasping	 at	 it	 like	 this.	Let's	 fill	 our	 pockets	 and	 go	 and	 buy	 things.	Don't	 you
forget,	 it	won't	 last	 after	 sunset.	 I	wish	we'd	 asked	 the	Sammyadd	why	 things
don't	turn	to	stone.	Perhaps	this	will.	I'll	tell	you	what,	there's	a	pony	and	cart	in
the	village."
"Do	you	want	to	buy	that?"	asked	Jane.
"No,	silly,—we'll	hire	 it.	And	 then	we'll	go	 to	Rochester	and	buy	heaps	and

heaps	of	things.	Look	here,	let's	each	take	as	much	as	we	can	carry.	But	it's	not
sovereigns.	 They've	 got	 a	man's	 head	 on	 one	 side	 and	 a	 thing	 like	 the	 ace	 of



spades	on	the	other.	Fill	your	pockets	with	it,	I	tell	you,	and	come	along.	You	can
talk	as	we	go—if	you	must	talk."
Cyril	sat	down	and	began	to	fill	his	pockets.
"You	made	fun	of	me	for	getting	father	to	have	nine	pockets	in	my	suit,"	said

he,	"but	now	you	see!"
They	did.	For	when	Cyril	had	filled	his	nine	pockets	and	his	handkerchief	and

the	space	between	himself	and	his	shirt	front	with	the	gold	coins,	he	had	to	stand
up.	But	he	staggered,	and	had	to	sit	down	again	in	a	hurry.
"Throw	out	some	of	 the	cargo,"	said	Robert.	"You'll	 sink	 the	ship,	old	chap.

That	comes	of	nine	pockets."
And	Cyril	had	to	do	so.
Then	they	set	off	to	walk	to	the	village.	It	was	more	than	a	mile,	and	the	road

was	very	dusty	indeed,	and	the	sun	seemed	to	get	hotter	and	hotter,	and	the	gold
in	their	pockets	got	heavier	and	heavier.
It	was	 Jane	who	 said,	 "I	 don't	 see	 how	we're	 to	 spend	 it	 all.	There	must	 be

thousands	 of	 pounds	 among	 the	 lot	 of	 us.	 I'm	 going	 to	 leave	 some	 of	 mine
behind	this	stump	in	the	hedge.	And	directly	we	get	to	the	village	we'll	buy	some
biscuits;	I	know	it's	long	past	dinner-time."	She	took	out	a	handful	or	two	of	gold
and	hid	it	in	the	hollows	of	an	old	hornbeam.	"How	round	and	yellow	they	are,"
she	said.	"Don't	you	wish	they	were	made	of	gingerbread	and	we	were	going	to
eat	them?"
"Well,	they're	not,	and	we're	not,"	said	Cyril.	"Come	on!"
But	they	came	on	heavily	and	wearily.	Before	they	reached	the	village,	more

than	 one	 stump	 in	 the	 hedge	 concealed	 its	 little	 hoard	 of	 hidden	 treasure.	Yet
they	reached	the	village	with	about	twelve	hundred	guineas	in	their	pockets.	But
in	 spite	 of	 this	 inside	 wealth	 they	 looked	 quite	 ordinary	 outside,	 and	 no	 one
would	have	thought	they	could	have	more	than	a	half-crown	each	at	the	outside.
The	haze	of	heat,	 the	blue	of	the	wood	smoke,	made	a	sort	of	dim	misty	cloud
over	the	red	roofs	of	the	village.	The	four	sat	down	heavily	on	the	first	bench	to
which	they	came.	It	happened	to	be	outside	the	Blue	Boar	Inn.
It	was	decided	that	Cyril	should	go	into	the	Blue	Boar	and	ask	for	ginger-beer,

because,	as	Anthea	said,	"It	was	not	wrong	for	men	to	go	into	beer-saloons,	only
for	children.	And	Cyril	is	nearer	being	a	man	than	us,	because	he	is	the	eldest."
So	he	went.	The	others	sat	in	the	sun	and	waited.
"Oh,	how	hot	it	is!"	said	Robert.	"Dogs	put	their	tongues	out	when	they're	hot;

I	wonder	if	it	would	cool	us	at	all	to	put	out	ours?"
"We	might	try,"	Jane	said;	and	they	all	put	their	tongues	out	as	far	as	ever	they

could	go,	so	that	it	quite	stretched	their	throats,	but	it	only	seemed	to	make	them
thirstier	 than	ever,	besides	annoying	everyone	who	went	by.	So	 they	 took	their



tongues	in	again,	just	as	Cyril	came	back	with	ginger-beer.
"I	 had	 to	pay	 for	 it	 out	 of	my	own	money,	 though,	 that	 I	was	going	 to	buy

rabbits	with,"	he	said.	"They	wouldn't	change	the	gold.	And	when	I	pulled	out	a
handful	 the	 man	 just	 laughed	 and	 said	 it	 was	 card-counters.	 And	 I	 got	 some
sponge-cakes	too,	out	of	a	glass	jar	on	the	bar-counter.	And	some	biscuits	with
caraways	in."
The	sponge-cakes	were	both	soft	and	dry	and	 the	biscuits	were	dry	 too,	and

yet	 soft,	 which	 biscuits	 ought	 not	 to	 be.	 But	 the	 ginger-beer	 made	 up	 for
everything.
"It's	my	turn	now	to	try	to	buy	something	with	the	money,"	Anthea	said;	"I'm

next	eldest.	Where	is	the	pony-cart	kept?"
It	was	at	The	Chequers,	and	Anthea	went	in	the	back	way	to	the	yard,	because

they	all	knew	that	 little	girls	ought	not	 to	go	into	the	bars	of	beer-saloons.	She
came	out,	as	she	herself	said,	"pleased	but	not	proud."
"He'll	be	ready	in	a	brace	of	shakes,	he	says,"	she	remarked,	"and	he's	to	have

one	sovereign—or	whatever	it	is—to	drive	us	into	Rochester	and	back,	besides
waiting	there	till	we've	got	everything	we	want.	I	think	I	managed	very	well."
"You	think	yourself	jolly	clever,	I	daresay,"	said	Cyril	moodily.	"How	did	you

do	it?"
"I	 wasn't	 jolly	 clever	 enough	 to	 go	 taking	 handfuls	 of	 money	 out	 of	 my

pocket,	to	make	it	seem	cheap,	anyway,"	she	retorted.	"I	just	found	a	young	man
doing	something	to	a	horse's	legs	with	a	sponge	and	a	pail.	And	I	held	out	one
sovereign,	and	I	said—'Do	you	know	what	this	is?'	He	said	'No,'	and	he'd	call	his
father.	And	the	old	man	came,	and	he	said	it	was	a	spade	guinea;	and	he	said	was
it	my	own	to	do	as	I	liked	with,	and	I	said	'Yes';	and	I	asked	about	the	pony-cart,
and	I	said	he	could	have	the	guinea	if	he'd	drive	us	into	Rochester.	And	his	name
is	S.	Crispin.	And	he	said,	'Right	oh.'"
It	was	a	new	sensation	to	be	driven	in	a	smart	pony-trap	along	pretty	country

roads;	 it	 was	 very	 pleasant	 too	 (which	 is	 not	 always	 the	 case	 with	 new
sensations),	 quite	 apart	 from	 the	 beautiful	 plans	 of	 spending	 the	money	which
each	child	made	as	they	went	along,	silently	of	course	and	quite	to	itself,	for	they
felt	 it	 would	 never	 have	 done	 to	 let	 the	 old	 innkeeper	 hear	 them	 talk	 in	 the
affluent	sort	of	way	in	which	they	were	thinking.	The	old	man	put	them	down	by
the	bridge	at	their	request.
"If	you	were	going	to	buy	a	carriage	and	horses,	where	would	you	go?"	asked

Cyril,	as	if	he	were	only	asking	for	the	sake	of	something	to	say.
"Billy	 Peasemarsh,	 at	 the	 Saracen's	 Head,"	 said	 the	 old	 man	 promptly.

"Though	all	forbid	I	should	recommend	any	man	where	it's	a	question	of	horses,
no	more	than	I'd	take	anybody	else's	recommending	if	I	was	a-buying	one.	But	if



your	pa's	thinking	of	a	rig	of	any	sort,	there	ain't	a	straighter	man	in	Rochester,
nor	civiller	spoken,	than	Billy,	though	I	says	it."
"Thank	you,"	said	Cyril.	"The	Saracen's	Head."
And	now	the	children	began	to	see	one	of	the	laws	of	nature	turn	upside	down

and	stand	on	its	head	like	an	acrobat.	Any	grown-up	person	would	tell	you	that
money	is	hard	 to	get	and	easy	 to	spend.	But	 the	fairy	money	had	been	easy	 to
get,	 and	 spending	 it	was	 not	 only	 hard,	 it	was	 almost	 impossible.	 The	 trades-
people	 of	 Rochester	 seemed	 to	 shrink,	 to	 a	 trades-person,	 from	 the	 glittering
fairy	gold	("furrin	money"	they	called	it,	for	the	most	part).
To	begin	with,	Anthea,	who	had	had	the	misfortune	to	sit	on	her	hat	earlier	in

the	 day,	wished	 to	 buy	 another.	 She	 chose	 a	 very	beautiful	 one,	 trimmed	with
pink	roses	and	the	blue	breasts	of	peacocks.	It	was	marked	in	the	window,	"Paris
Model,	three	guineas."
"I'm	glad,"	she	said,	"because	 it	 says	guineas,	and	not	sovereigns,	which	we

haven't	got."
But	when	she	took	three	of	the	spade	guineas	in	her	hand,	which	was	by	this

time	 rather	 dirty	 owing	 to	 her	 not	 having	 put	 on	 gloves	 before	 going	 to	 the
gravel-pit,	 the	 black-silk	 young	 lady	 in	 the	 shop	 looked	 very	 hard	 at	 her,	 and
went	and	whispered	something	to	an	older	and	uglier	lady,	also	in	black	silk,	and
then	they	gave	her	back	the	money	and	said	it	was	not	current	coin.
"It's	good	money,"	said	Anthea,	"and	it's	my	own."
"I	 daresay,"	 said	 the	 lady,	 "but	 it's	 not	 the	 kind	 of	money	 that's	 fashionable

now,	and	we	don't	care	about	taking	it."
"I	believe	they	think	we've	stolen	it,"	said	Anthea,	rejoining	the	others	in	the

street;	"if	we	had	gloves	they	wouldn't	think	we	were	so	dishonest.	It's	my	hands
being	so	dirty	fills	their	minds	with	doubts."
So	they	chose	a	humble	shop,	and	the	girls	bought	cotton	gloves,	the	kind	at	a

shilling,	 but	 when	 they	 offered	 a	 guinea	 the	 woman	 looked	 at	 it	 through	 her
spectacles	and	said	she	had	no	change;	so	 the	gloves	had	 to	be	paid	for	out	of
Cyril's	money	with	which	he	meant	to	buy	rabbits	and	so	had	the	green	imitation
crocodile-skin	 purse	 at	 nine-pence	 which	 had	 been	 bought	 at	 the	 same	 time.
They	tried	several	more	shops,	 the	kinds	where	you	buy	toys	and	perfume	and
silk	handkerchiefs	and	books,	and	fancy	boxes	of	stationery,	and	photographs	of
objects	of	interest	in	the	vicinity.	But	nobody	cared	to	change	a	guinea	that	day
in	Rochester,	and	as	they	went	from	shop	to	shop	they	got	dirtier	and	dirtier,	and
their	hair	got	more	and	more	untidy,	and	Jane	slipped	and	fell	down	on	a	part	of
the	road	where	a	water	cart	had	just	gone	by.	Also	they	got	very	hungry,	but	they
found	no	one	would	give	them	anything	to	eat	for	their	guineas.
After	trying	two	baker	shops	in	vain,	they	became	so	hungry,	perhaps	from	the



smell	 of	 the	 cake	 in	 the	 shops,	 as	Cyril	 suggested,	 that	 they	 formed	 a	 plan	 of
campaign	 in	 whispers	 and	 carried	 it	 out	 in	 desperation.	 They	 marched	 into	 a
third	 baker	 shop,—Beale	 was	 his	 name,—and	 before	 the	 people	 behind	 the
counter	could	interfere	each	child	had	seized	three	new	penny	buns,	clapped	the
three	 together	 between	 its	 dirty	 hands,	 and	 taken	 a	 big	 bite	 out	 of	 the	 triple
sandwich.	Then	they	stood	at	bay,	with	the	twelve	buns	in	their	hands	and	their
mouths	very	full	indeed.	The	shocked	baker's	man	bounded	round	the	corner.
"Here,"	 said	 Cyril,	 speaking	 as	 distinctly	 as	 he	 could,	 and	 holding	 out	 the

guinea	he	got	ready	before	entering	the	shops,	"pay	yourself	out	of	that."
Mr.	Beale	snatched	the	coin,	bit	it,	and	put	it	in	his	pocket.
"Off	you	go,"	he	said,	brief	and	stern	like	the	man	in	the	song.
"But	the	change?"	said	Anthea,	who	had	a	saving	mind.
"Change!"	said	the	man,	"I'll	change	you!	Hout	you	goes;	and	you	may	think

yourselves	lucky	I	don't	send	for	the	police	to	find	out	where	you	got	it!"
In	the	Gardens	of	the	Castle	the	millionaires	finished	the	buns,	and	though	the

curranty	softness	of	 these	were	delicious,	and	acted	 like	a	charm	in	raising	 the
spirits	of	the	party,	yet	even	the	stoutest	heart	quailed	at	the	thought	of	venturing
to	sound	Mr.	Billy	Peasemarsh	at	 the	Saracen's	Head	on	 the	subject	of	a	horse
and	 carriage.	 The	 boys	would	 have	 given	 up	 the	 idea,	 but	 Jane	was	 always	 a
hopeful	 child,	 and	 Anthea	 generally	 an	 obstinate	 one,	 and	 their	 earnestness
prevailed.
The	whole	party,	by	this	time	indescribably	dirty,	therefore	betook	itself	to	the

Saracen's	 Head.	 The	 yard-method	 of	 attack	 having	 been	 successful	 at	 The
Chequers,	 was	 tried	 again	 here.	Mr.	 Peasemarsh	 was	 in	 the	 yard,	 and	 Robert
opened	the	business	in	these	terms—
"They	 tell	 me	 you	 have	 a	 lot	 of	 horses	 and	 carriages	 to	 sell."	 It	 had	 been

agreed	 that	 Robert	 should	 be	 spokesman,	 because	 in	 books	 it	 is	 always
gentlemen	who	buy	horses,	and	not	ladies,	and	Cyril	had	had	his	go	at	the	Blue
Boar.
"They	 tell	 you	 true,	 young	man,"	 said	Mr.	 Peasemarsh.	He	was	 a	 long	 lean

man,	with	very	blue	eyes	and	a	tight	mouth	and	narrow	lips.
"We	should	like	to	buy	some,	please,"	said	Robert	politely.
"I	daresay	you	would."
"Will	you	show	us	a	few,	please?	To	choose	from."
"Who	 are	 you	 a-kiddin	 of?"	 inquired	Mr.	 Billy	 Peasemarsh.	 "Was	 you	 sent

here	of	a	message?"
"I	 tell	you,"	 said	Robert,	 "we	want	 to	buy	some	horses	and	carriages,	 and	a

man	told	us	you	were	straight	and	civil	spoken,	but	I	shouldn't	wonder	if	he	was
mistaken"—



"Upon	my	sacred!"	said	Mr.	Peasemarsh.	"Shall	I	trot	the	whole	stable	out	for
your	Honor's	worship	to	see?	Or	shall	I	send	round	to	the	Bishop's	to	see	if	he's	a
nag	or	two	to	dispose	of?"
"Please	do,"	said	Robert,	"if	it's	not	too	much	trouble.	It	would	be	very	kind	of

you."
Mr.	Peasemarsh	put	his	hands	in	his	pockets	and	laughed,	and	they	did	not	like

the	way	he	did	it.	Then	he	shouted	"Willum!"
A	stooping	ostler	appeared	in	a	stable	door.
"Here,	 Willum,	 come	 and	 look	 at	 this	 'ere	 young	 dook!	 Wants	 to	 buy	 the

whole	stud,	lock,	stock,	and	bar'l.	And	ain't	got	tuppence	in	his	pocket	to	bless
hisself	with,	I'll	go	bail!"
Willum's	 eyes	 followed	 his	 master's	 pointing	 thumb	 with	 contemptuous

interest.
"Do	'e,	for	sure?"	he	said.
But	Robert	 spoke,	 though	both	 the	 girls	were	 now	pulling	 at	 his	 jacket	 and

begging	him	to	"come	along."	He	spoke,	and	he	was	very	angry;	he	said—
"I'm	not	 a	young	duke,	 and	 I	never	pretended	 to	be.	And	as	 for	 tuppence—

what	do	you	call	this?"	And	before	the	others	could	stop	him	he	had	pulled	out
two	 fat	 handfuls	 of	 shining	guineas,	 and	held	 them	out	 for	Mr.	Peasemarsh	 to
look	at.	He	did	look.	He	snatched	one	up	in	his	finger	and	thumb.	He	bit	it,	and
Jane	expected	him	to	say,	"The	best	horse	in	my	stables	is	at	your	service."	But
the	others	knew	better.	Still	it	was	a	blow,	even	to	the	most	desponding,	when	he
said	shortly—
"Willum,	shut	the	yard	doors;"	and	Willum	grinned	and	went	to	shut	them.
"Good-afternoon,"	 said	 Robert	 hastily;	 "we	 shan't	 buy	 any	 horses	 now,

whatever	you	say,	and	I	hope	it'll	be	a	lesson	to	you."	He	had	seen	a	little	side
gate	 open,	 and	was	moving	 towards	 it	 as	 he	 spoke.	But	Billy	 Peasemarsh	 put
himself	in	the	way.
"Not	so	fast,	you	young	off-scouring!"	he	said.	"Willum,	fetch	the	pleece."
Willum	went.	The	children	stood	huddled	together	like	frightened	sheep,	and

Mr.	 Peasemarsh	 spoke	 to	 them	 till	 the	 pleece	 arrived.	 He	 said	 many	 things.
Among	other	things	he	said—
"Nice	 lot	 you	 are,	 aren't	 you,	 coming	 tempting	 honest	 men	 with	 your

guineas!"
"They	are	our	guineas,"	said	Cyril	boldly.
"Oh,	 of	 course	 we	 don't	 know	 all	 about	 that,	 no	 more	 we	 don't—oh	 no—

course	not!	And	dragging	little	gells	into	it,	too.	'Ere—I'll	let	the	gells	go	if	you'll
come	along	to	the	pleece	quiet."
"We	 won't	 be	 let	 go,"	 said	 Jane	 heroically;	 "not	 without	 the	 boys.	 It's	 our



money	just	as	much	as	theirs,	you	wicked	old	man."
"Where'd	you	get	it,	then?"	said	the	man,	softening	slightly,	which	was	not	at

all	what	the	boys	expected	when	Jane	began	to	call	names.
Jane	cast	a	silent	glance	of	agony	at	the	others.
"Lost	 your	 tongue,	 eh?	Got	 it	 fast	 enough	when	 it's	 for	 calling	names	with.

Come,	speak	up!	Where'd	you	get	it?"
"Out	of	the	gravel-pit,"	said	truthful	Jane.
"Next	article,"	said	the	man.
"I	tell	you	we	did,"	Jane	said.	"There's	a	fairy	there—all	over	brown	fur—with

ears	like	a	bat's	and	eyes	like	a	snail's,	and	he	gives	you	a	wish	a	day,	and	they
all	come	true."
"Touched	in	the	head,	eh?"	said	the	man	in	a	low	voice;	"all	the	more	shame	to

you	boys	dragging	the	poor	afflicted	child	into	your	sinful	burglaries."
"She's	not	mad;	it's	true,"	said	Anthea;	"there	is	a	fairy.	If	I	ever	see	him	again

I'll	wish	for	something	for	you;	at	least	I	would	if	vengeance	wasn't	wicked—so
there!"
"Lor'	lumme,"	said	Billy	Peasemarsh,	"if	there	ain't	another	on	'em!"
And	now	Willum	came	back,	with	a	spiteful	grin	on	his	face,	and	at	his	back	a

policeman,	with	whom	Mr.	Peasemarsh	spoke	long	in	a	hoarse	earnest	whisper.
"I	daresay	you're	right,"	said	the	policeman	at	last.	"Anyway,	I'll	take	'em	up

on	a	charge	of	unlawful	possession,	pending	 inquiries.	And	 the	magistrate	will
deal	with	 the	case.	Send	 the	afflicted	ones	 to	a	home,	as	 likely	as	not,	and	 the
boys	to	a	reformatory.	Now	then,	come	along,	youngsters!	No	use	making	a	fuss.
You	bring	the	gells	along,	Mr.	Peasemarsh,	sir,	and	I'll	shepherd	the	boys."
Speechless	 with	 rage	 and	 horror,	 the	 four	 children	 were	 driven	 along	 the

streets	 of	 Rochester.	 Tears	 of	 anger	 and	 shame	 blinded	 them,	 so	 that	 when
Robert	ran	right	into	a	passer-by	he	did	not	recognise	her	till	a	well-known	voice
said,	"Well,	if	ever	I	did!	Oh,	Master	Robert,	whatever	have	you	been	a-doing	of
now?"	 And	 another	 voice,	 quite	 as	 well	 known,	 said,	 "Panty;	 want	 go	 own
Panty!"
They	had	run	into	Martha	and	the	Baby!
Martha	behaved	admirably.	She	refused	to	believe	a	word	of	the	policeman's

story,	or	of	Mr.	Peasemarsh's	either,	 even	when	 they	made	Robert	 turn	out	his
pockets	in	an	archway	and	show	the	guineas.
"I	 don't	 see	 nothing,"	 she	 said.	 "You've	 gone	 out	 of	 your	 senses,	 you	 two!

There	ain't	any	gold	there—only	the	poor	child's	hands,	all	over	dirt,	and	like	the
very	chimbley.	Oh	that	I	should	ever	see	the	day!"
And	the	children	thought	this	very	noble	of	Martha,	even	if	rather	wicked,	till

they	 remembered	 how	 the	 Fairy	 had	 promised	 that	 the	 servants	 should	 never



notice	any	of	 the	fairy	gifts.	So	of	course	Martha	couldn't	see	 the	gold,	and	so
was	 only	 speaking	 the	 truth,	 and	 that	was	 quite	 right,	 of	 course,	 but	 not	 extra
noble.
It	was	getting	dusk	when	they	reached	the	police-station.	The	policeman	told

his	tale	to	an	inspector,	who	sat	in	a	large	bare	room	with	a	thing	like	a	clumsy
nursery-fender	at	one	end	to	put	prisoners	in.	Robert	wondered	whether	it	was	a
cell	or	a	dock.
"Produce	the	coins,	officer,"	said	the	inspector.
"Turn	out	your	pockets,"	said	the	constable.
Cyril	desperately	plunged	his	hands	in	his	pockets,	stood	still	a	moment,	and

then	began	to	laugh—an	odd	sort	of	laugh	that	hurt,	and	that	felt	much	more	like
crying.	His	pockets	were	empty.	So	were	the	pockets	of	the	others.	For	of	course
at	sunset	all	the	fairy	gold	had	vanished	away.
"Turn	out	your	pockets,	and	stop	that	noise,"	said	the	inspector.
Cyril	 turned	 out	 his	 pockets,	 every	 one	 of	 the	 nine	which	 enriched	 his	 suit.

And	every	pocket	was	empty.
"Well!"	said	the	inspector.
"I	don't	know	how	they	done	it—artful	little	beggars!	They	walked	in	front	of

me	the	'ole	way,	so	as	for	me	to	keep	my	eye	on	them	and	not	to	attract	a	crowd
and	obstruct	the	traffic."
"It's	very	remarkable,"	said	the	inspector,	frowning.
"If	you've	done	a-browbeating	of	the	innocent	children,"	said	Martha,	"I'll	hire

a	private	carriage	and	we'll	drive	home	to	their	papa's	mansion.	You'll	hear	about
this	 again,	 young	man!—I	 told	 you	 they	 hadn't	 got	 any	 gold,	when	 you	were
pretending	 to	 see	 it	 in	 their	 poor	 helpless	 hands.	 It's	 early	 in	 the	 day	 for	 a
constable	on	duty	not	to	be	able	to	trust	his	own	eyes.	As	to	the	other	one,	the
less	 said	 the	 better;	 he	 keeps	 the	Saracen's	Head,	 and	 he	 knows	 best	what	 his
liquor's	like."
"Take	them	away,	for	goodness'	sake,"	said	the	inspector	crossly.	But	as	they

left	 the	 police-station	 he	 said,	 "Now	 then!"	 to	 the	 policeman	 and	 Mr.
Peasemarsh,	and	he	said	it	twenty	times	as	crossly	as	he	had	spoken	to	Martha.

Martha	 was	 as	 good	 as	 her	 word.	 She	 took	 them	 home	 in	 a	 very	 grand
carriage,	because	the	carrier's	cart	was	gone,	and,	though	she	had	stood	by	them
so	nobly	with	the	police,	she	was	so	angry	with	them	as	soon	as	they	were	alone
for	"trapesing	into	Rochester	by	themselves,"	that	none	of	them	dared	to	mention
the	 old	man	with	 the	 pony-cart	 from	 the	 village	who	was	waiting	 for	 them	 in
Rochester.	 And	 so,	 after	 one	 day	 of	 boundless	 wealth,	 the	 children	 found
themselves	sent	to	bed	in	deep	disgrace,	and	only	enriched	by	two	pairs	of	cotton



gloves,	 dirty	 inside	 because	 of	 the	 state	 of	 the	 hands	 they	 had	 been	 put	 on	 to
cover,	 an	 imitation	 crocodile-skin	 purse,	 and	 twelve	 penny	 buns,	 long	 since
digested.
The	thing	that	troubled	them	most	was	the	fear	that	the	old	gentleman's	guinea

might	 have	 disappeared	 at	 sunset	 with	 all	 the	 rest,	 so	 they	 went	 down	 to	 the
village	next	day	to	apologise	for	not	meeting	him	in	Rochester,	and	to	see.	They
found	him	very	 friendly.	The	 guinea	 had	 not	 disappeared,	 and	 he	 had	 bored	 a
hole	in	it	and	hung	it	on	his	watch-chain.	As	for	the	guinea	the	baker	took,	the
children	felt	they	could	not	care	whether	it	had	vanished	or	not,	which	was	not
perhaps	 very	 honest,	 but	 on	 the	 other	 hand	 was	 not	 wholly	 unnatural.	 But
afterwards	 this	 preyed	 on	 Anthea's	 mind,	 and	 at	 last	 she	 secretly	 sent	 twelve
postage	stamps	by	post	to	"Mr.	Beale,	Baker,	Rochester."	Inside	she	wrote,	"To
pay	for	the	buns."	I	hope	the	guinea	did	disappear,	for	that	baker	was	really	not
at	all	a	nice	man,	and,	besides,	penny	buns	are	seven	for	sixpence	 in	all	 really
respectable	shops.



Chapter		3
BEING	WANTED
The	morning	after	the	children	had	been	the	possessors	of	boundless	wealth,	and
had	been	unable	 to	buy	anything	 really	useful	or	enjoyable	with	 it,	except	 two
pairs	of	cotton	gloves,	twelve	penny	buns,	an	imitation	crocodile-skin	purse,	and
a	 ride	 in	 a	 pony-cart,	 they	 awoke	 without	 any	 of	 the	 enthusiastic	 happiness
which	 they	had	 felt	on	 the	previous	day	when	 they	 remembered	how	 they	had
had	 the	 luck	 to	 find	 a	 Psammead,	 or	 Sand-fairy,	 and	 to	 receive	 its	 promise	 to
grant	them	a	new	wish	every	day.	For	now	they	had	had	two	wishes,	Beauty	and
Wealth,	and	neither	had	exactly	made	them	happy.	But	the	happening	of	strange
things,	 even	 if	 they	 are	 not	 completely	 pleasant	 things,	 is	more	 amusing	 than
those	 times	 when	 nothing	 happens	 but	 meals,	 and	 they	 are	 not	 always
completely	pleasant,	especially	on	the	days	when	it	is	cold	mutton	or	hash.
There	 was	 no	 chance	 of	 talking	 things	 over	 before	 breakfast,	 because

everyone	 overslept	 itself,	 as	 it	 happened,	 and	 it	 needed	 a	 vigorous	 and
determined	struggle	to	get	dressed	so	as	to	be	only	ten	minutes	late	for	breakfast.
During	 this	 meal	 some	 efforts	 were	 made	 to	 deal	 with	 the	 question	 of	 the
Psammead	 in	 an	 impartial	 spirit,	 but	 it	 is	 very	 difficult	 to	 discuss	 anything
thoroughly	 and	 at	 the	 same	 time	 to	 attend	 faithfully	 to	 your	 baby	 brother's
breakfast	 needs.	 The	 Baby	 was	 particularly	 lively	 that	 morning.	 He	 not	 only
wriggled	 his	 body	 through	 the	 bar	 of	 his	 high	 chair,	 and	 hung	 by	 his	 head,
choking	 and	purple,	 but	 he	 seized	 a	 tablespoon	with	desperate	 suddenness,	 hit
Cyril	heavily	on	the	head	with	it,	and	then	cried	because	it	was	taken	away	from
him.	He	put	his	fat	fist	in	his	bread-and-milk,	and	demanded	"nam,"	which	was
only	allowed	for	tea.	He	sang,	he	put	his	feet	on	the	table—he	clamoured	to	"go
walky."	The	conversation	was	something	like	this—
"Look	here—about	that	Sand-fairy——	Look	out!—he'll	have	the	milk	over."
Milk	removed	to	a	safe	distance.
"Yes—about	that	Fairy——	No,	Lamb	dear,	give	Panther	the	narky	poon."
Then	Cyril	 tried.	 "Nothing	we've	had	yet	has	 turned	out——	He	nearly	had

the	mustard	that	time!"
"I	 wonder	 whether	 we'd	 better	 wish——	 Hullo!—you've	 done	 it	 now,	 my

boy!"	And	in	a	flash	of	glass	and	pink	baby-paws,	the	bowl	of	golden	carp	in	the



middle	 of	 the	 table	 rolled	 on	 its	 side	 and	 poured	 a	 flood	 of	mixed	water	 and
gold-fish	into	the	Baby's	lap	and	into	the	laps	of	the	others.
Everyone	 was	 almost	 as	 much	 upset	 as	 the	 gold-fish;	 the	 Lamb	 only

remaining	 calm.	 When	 the	 pool	 on	 the	 floor	 had	 been	 mopped	 up,	 and	 the
leaping,	gasping	gold-fish	had	been	collected	and	put	back	in	the	water,	the	Baby
was	taken	away	to	be	entirely	re-dressed	by	Martha,	and	most	of	the	others	had
to	change	completely.	The	pinafores	and	 jackets	 that	had	been	bathed	 in	gold-
fish-and-water	were	hung	out	to	dry,	and	then	it	turned	out	that	Jane	must	either
mend	the	dress	she	had	torn	the	day	before	or	appear	all	day	in	her	best	petticoat.
It	was	white	 and	 soft	 and	 frilly,	 and	 trimmed	with	 lace,	 and	 very,	 very	 pretty,
quite	as	pretty	as	a	frock,	if	not	more	so.	Only	it	was	not	a	frock,	and	Martha's
word	 was	 law.	 She	 wouldn't	 let	 Jane	 wear	 her	 best	 frock,	 and	 she	 refused	 to
listen	 for	 a	 moment	 to	 Robert's	 suggestion	 that	 Jane	 should	 wear	 her	 best
petticoat	and	call	it	a	dress.
"It's	not	respectable,"	she	said.	And	when	people	say	that,	it's	no	use	anyone's

saying	anything.	You'll	find	this	out	for	yourselves	some	day.
So	there	was	nothing	for	it	but	for	Jane	to	mend	her	frock.	The	hole	had	been

torn	 the	 day	 before	when	 she	 happened	 to	 tumble	 down	 in	 the	High	Street	 of
Rochester,	just	where	a	water-cart	had	passed	on	its	silvery	way.	She	had	grazed
her	knee,	and	her	stocking	was	much	more	than	grazed,	and	her	dress	was	cut	by
the	same	stone	which	had	attended	to	the	knee	and	the	stocking.	Of	course	the
others	were	not	such	sneaks	as	to	abandon	a	comrade	in	misfortune,	so	they	all
sat	on	the	grass-plot	round	the	sun-dial,	and	Jane	darned	away	for	dear	life.	The
Lamb	 was	 still	 in	 the	 hands	 of	 Martha	 having	 its	 clothes	 changed,	 so
conversation	was	possible.
Anthea	and	Robert	 timidly	 tried	 to	conceal	 their	 inmost	 thought,	which	was

that	the	Psammead	was	not	to	be	trusted;	but	Cyril	said—
"Speak	out—say	what	you've	got	to	say—I	hate	hinting,	and	'don't	know,'	and

sneakish	ways	like	that."
So	 then	Robert	 said,	 as	 in	 honour	 bound,	 "Sneak	 yourself—Anthea	 and	me

weren't	so	gold-fishy	as	you	two	were,	so	we	got	changed	quicker,	and	we've	had
time	to	think	it	over,	and	if	you	ask	me"—
"I	didn't	ask	you,"	said	Jane,	biting	off	a	needleful	of	thread	as	she	had	always

been	strictly	forbidden	to	do.	(Perhaps	you	don't	know	that	if	you	bite	off	ends	of
cotton	 and	 swallow	 them	 they	 wind	 tight	 round	 your	 heart	 and	 kill	 you?	My
nurse	 told	me	 this,	 and	 she	 told	me	 also	 about	 the	 earth	 going	 round	 the	 sun.
Now	what	is	one	to	believe—what	with	nurses	and	science?)
"I	don't	care	who	asks	or	who	doesn't,"	said	Robert,	"but	Anthea	and	I	think

the	Sammyadd	 is	a	spiteful	brute.	 If	 it	can	give	us	our	wishes	I	suppose	 it	can



give	 itself	 its	own,	and	 I	 feel	almost	 sure	 it	wishes	every	 time	 that	our	wishes
shan't	do	us	any	good.	Let's	let	the	tiresome	beast	alone,	and	just	go	and	have	a
jolly	good	game	of	forts,	on	our	own,	in	the	chalk-pit."
(You	will	remember	that	the	happily-situated	house	where	these	children	were

spending	their	holidays	lay	between	a	chalk-quarry	and	a	gravel-pit.)
Cyril	and	Jane	were	more	hopeful—they	generally	were.
"I	don't	think	the	Sammyadd	does	it	on	purpose,"	Cyril	said;	"and,	after	all,	it

was	silly	to	wish	for	boundless	wealth.	Fifty	pounds	in	two-shilling	pieces	would
have	 been	 much	 more	 sensible.	 And	 wishing	 to	 be	 beautiful	 as	 the	 day	 was
simply	donkeyish.	I	don't	want	to	be	disagreeable,	but	it	was.	We	must	try	to	find
a	really	useful	wish,	and	wish	it."
Jane	dropped	her	work	and	said—
"I	think	so	too,	it's	too	silly	to	have	a	chance	like	this	and	not	use	it.	I	never

heard	 of	 anyone	 else	 outside	 a	 book	 who	 had	 such	 a	 chance;	 there	 must	 be
simply	heaps	of	things	we	could	wish	for	that	wouldn't	turn	out	Dead	Sea	fish,
like	these	two	things	have.	Do	let's	think	hard	and	wish	something	nice,	so	that
we	can	have	a	real	jolly	day—what	there	is	left	of	it."
Jane	 darned	 away	 again	 like	 mad,	 for	 time	 was	 indeed	 getting	 on,	 and

everyone	 began	 to	 talk	 at	 once.	 If	 you	 had	 been	 there	 you	 could	 not	 possibly
have	made	head	or	 tail	of	 the	 talk,	but	 these	children	were	used	 to	 talking	"by
fours,"	as	 soldiers	march,	and	each	of	 them	could	say	what	 it	had	 to	say	quite
comfortably,	and	listen	to	the	agreeable	sound	of	its	own	voice,	and	at	the	same
time	 have	 three-quarters	 of	 two	 sharp	 ears	 to	 spare	 for	 listening	 to	 what	 the
others	said.	That	is	an	easy	example	in	multiplication	of	vulgar	fractions,	but,	as
I	daresay	you	can't	do	even	that,	I	won't	ask	you	to	tell	me	whether	3/4	×2	=	1-
1/2,	but	I	will	ask	you	to	believe	me	that	this	was	the	amount	of	ear	each	child
was	able	to	lend	to	the	others.	Lending	ears	was	common	in	Roman	times,	as	we
learn	from	Shakespeare;	but	I	fear	I	am	getting	too	instructive.
When	 the	 frock	 was	 darned,	 the	 start	 for	 the	 gravel-pit	 was	 delayed	 by

Martha's	 insisting	 on	 everybody's	 washing	 its	 hands—which	 was	 nonsense,
because	nobody	had	been	doing	anything	at	all,	except	Jane,	and	how	can	you
get	dirty	doing	nothing?	That	 is	a	difficult	question,	and	 I	cannot	answer	 it	on
paper.	In	real	life	I	could	very	soon	show	you—or	you	me,	which	is	much	more
likely.
During	 the	 conversation	 in	 which	 the	 six	 ears	 were	 lent	 (there	 were	 four

children,	so	that	sum	comes	right),	it	had	been	decided	that	fifty	pounds	in	two-
shilling	pieces	was	 the	 right	wish	 to	 have.	And	 the	 lucky	 children,	who	 could
have	anything	in	the	wide	world	by	just	wishing	for	it,	hurriedly	started	for	the
gravel-pit	 to	express	 their	wishes	 to	 the	Psammead.	Martha	caught	 them	at	 the



gate,	and	insisted	on	their	taking	the	Baby	with	them.
"Not	want	him	indeed!	Why,	everybody	 'ud	want	him,	a	duck!	with	all	 their

hearts	they	would;	and	you	know	you	promised	your	ma	to	take	him	out	every
blessed	day,"	said	Martha.
"I	know	we	did,"	said	Robert	in	gloom,	"but	I	wish	the	Lamb	wasn't	quite	so

young	and	small.	It	would	be	much	better	fun	taking	him	out."
"He'll	mend	of	his	youngness	with	time,"	said	Martha;	"and	as	for	smallness,	I

don't	think	you'd	fancy	carrying	of	him	any	more,	however	big	he	was.	Besides
he	can	walk	a	bit,	bless	his	precious	fat	legs,	a	ducky!	He	feels	the	benefit	of	the
new-laid	air,	so	he	does,	a	pet!"
With	this	and	a	kiss,	she	plumped	the	Lamb	into	Anthea's	arms,	and	went	back

to	make	 new	pinafores	 on	 the	 sewing-machine.	 She	was	 a	 rapid	 performer	 on
this	instrument.
The	Lamb	 laughed	with	pleasure,	 and	 said,	 "Walky	wif	Panty,"	and	 rode	on

Robert's	back	with	yells	of	joy,	and	tried	to	feed	Jane	with	stones,	and	altogether
made	himself	 so	agreeable	 that	nobody	could	 long	be	 sorry	 that	he	was	of	 the
party.
The	enthusiastic	Jane	even	suggested	that	they	should	devote	a	week's	wishes

to	 assuring	 the	Baby's	 future,	 by	 asking	 such	 gifts	 for	 him	 as	 the	 good	 fairies
give	to	Infant	Princes	in	proper	fairy-tales,	but	Anthea	soberly	reminded	her	that
as	 the	 Sand-fairy's	 wishes	 only	 lasted	 till	 sunset	 they	 could	 not	 ensure	 any
benefit	to	the	Baby's	later	years;	and	Jane	owned	that	it	would	be	better	to	wish
for	fifty	pounds	in	two-shilling	pieces,	and	buy	the	Lamb	a	three-pound	fifteen
rocking-horse,	like	those	in	the	big	stores,	with	a	part	of	the	money.
It	was	settled	that,	as	soon	as	they	had	wished	for	the	money	and	got	it,	they

would	get	Mr.	Crispin	 to	drive	 them	 into	Rochester	 again,	 taking	Martha	with
them	if	they	could	not	get	out	of	taking	her.	And	they	would	make	a	list	of	things
they	 really	 wanted	 before	 they	 started.	 Full	 of	 high	 hopes	 and	 excellent
resolutions,	 they	went	 round	 the	 safe	 slow	 cart-road	 to	 the	 gravel-pits,	 and	 as
they	went	in	between	the	mounds	of	gravel	a	sudden	thought	came	to	them,	and
would	have	turned	their	ruddy	cheeks	pale	if	they	had	been	children	in	a	book.
Being	 real	 live	 children,	 it	 only	made	 them	 stop	 and	 look	 at	 each	 other	 with
rather	 blank	 and	 silly	 expressions.	 For	 now	 they	 remembered	 that	 yesterday,
when	 they	 had	 asked	 the	 Psammead	 for	 boundless	 wealth,	 and	 it	 was	 getting
ready	to	fill	the	quarry	with	the	minted	gold	of	bright	guineas—millions	of	them
—it	had	told	the	children	to	run	along	outside	the	quarry	for	fear	they	should	be
buried	 alive	 in	 the	 heavy	 splendid	 treasure.	 And	 they	 had	 run.	 And	 so	 it
happened	that	they	had	not	had	time	to	mark	the	spot	where	the	Psammead	was,
with	 a	 ring	 of	 stones,	 as	 before.	 And	 it	 was	 this	 thought	 that	 put	 such	 silly



expressions	on	their	faces.
"Never	mind,"	said	the	hopeful	Jane,	"we'll	soon	find	him."
But	 this,	 though	 easily	 said,	 was	 hard	 in	 the	 doing.	 They	 looked	 and	 they

looked,	and,	though	they	found	their	seaside	spades,	nowhere	could	they	find	the
Sand-fairy.
At	last	they	had	to	sit	down	and	rest—not	at	all	because	they	were	weary	or

disheartened,	of	course,	but	because	the	Lamb	insisted	on	being	put	down,	and
you	cannot	look	very	carefully	after	anything	you	may	have	happened	to	lose	in
the	sand	if	you	have	an	active	baby	to	look	after	at	the	same	time.	Get	someone
to	drop	your	best	knife	in	the	sand	next	time	you	go	to	the	seashore	and	then	take
your	baby	brother	with	you	when	you	go	to	look	for	it,	and	you	will	see	that	I	am
right.
The	Lamb,	as	Martha	had	said,	was	feeling	the	benefit	of	the	country	air,	and

he	was	as	frisky	as	a	sandhopper.	The	elder	ones	longed	to	go	on	talking	about
the	new	wishes	 they	would	have	when	(or	 if)	 they	found	the	Psammead	again.
But	the	Lamb	wished	to	enjoy	himself.
He	watched	his	opportunity	and	 threw	a	handful	of	 sand	 into	Anthea's	 face,

and	then	suddenly	burrowed	his	own	head	in	the	sand	and	waved	his	fat	legs	in
the	air.	Then	of	course	the	sand	got	into	his	eyes,	as	it	had	into	Anthea's,	and	he
howled.
The	thoughtful	Robert	had	brought	one	solid	brown	bottle	of	ginger-beer	with

him,	relying	on	a	 thirst	 that	had	never	yet	 failed	him.	This	had	 to	be	uncorked
hurriedly—it	was	the	only	wet	thing	within	reach,	and	it	was	necessary	to	wash
the	sand	out	of	the	Lamb's	eyes	somehow.	Of	course	the	ginger	hurt	horribly,	and
he	 howled	 more	 than	 ever.	 And,	 amid	 his	 anguish	 of	 kicking,	 the	 bottle	 was
upset	 and	 the	 beautiful	 ginger-beer	 frothed	 out	 into	 the	 sand	 and	was	 lost	 for
ever.
It	was	then	that	Robert,	usually	a	very	patient	brother,	so	far	forgot	himself	as

to	say—
"Anybody	 would	 want	 him,	 indeed!	 Only	 they	 don't;	 Martha	 doesn't,	 not

really,	or	she'd	jolly	well	keep	him	with	her.	He's	a	little	nuisance,	that's	what	he
is.	 It's	 too	 bad.	 I	 only	wish	 everybody	did	 want	 him	with	 all	 their	 hearts;	we
might	get	some	peace	in	our	lives."
The	Lamb	stopped	howling	now,	because	Jane	had	suddenly	remembered	that

there	is	only	one	safe	way	of	taking	things	out	of	little	children's	eyes,	and	that	is
with	your	own	soft	wet	tongue.	It	is	quite	easy	if	you	love	the	Baby	as	much	as
you	ought	to	do.
Then	 there	was	 a	 little	 silence.	Robert	was	 not	 proud	 of	 himself	 for	 having

been	so	cross,	and	the	others	were	not	proud	of	him	either.	You	often	notice	that



sort	of	silence	when	someone	has	said	something	it	ought	not	to—and	everyone
else	holds	its	tongue	and	waits	for	the	one	who	oughtn't	to	have	said	it	is	sorry.
The	silence	was	broken	by	a	sigh—a	breath	suddenly	 let	out.	The	children's

heads	turned	as	if	there	had	been	a	string	tied	to	each	nose,	and	somebody	had
pulled	all	the	strings	at	once.
And	 everyone	 saw	 the	 Sand-fairy	 sitting	 quite	 close	 to	 them,	 with	 the

expression	which	it	used	as	a	smile	on	its	hairy	face.
"Good-morning,"	it	said;	"I	did	that	quite	easily!	Everyone	wants	him	now."
"It	doesn't	matter,"	said	Robert	sulkily,	because	he	knew	he	had	been	behaving

rather	like	a	pig.	"No	matter	who	wants	him—there's	no	one	here	to—anyhow."
"Ingratitude,"	said	the	Psammead,	"is	a	dreadful	vice."
"We're	not	ungrateful,"	Jane	made	haste	to	say,	"but	we	didn't	really	want	that

wish.	Robert	only	just	said	it.	Can't	you	take	it	back	and	give	us	a	new	one?"
"No—I	can't,"	 the	Sand-fairy	 said	 shortly;	 "chopping	and	changing—it's	not

business.	You	ought	to	be	careful	what	you	do	wish.	There	was	a	little	boy	once,
he'd	wished	for	a	Plesiosaurus	instead	of	an	Ichthyosaurus,	because	he	was	too
lazy	 to	 remember	 the	 easy	 names	 of	 everyday	 things,	 and	 his	 father	 had	 been
very	vexed	with	him,	and	had	made	him	go	to	bed	before	tea-time,	and	wouldn't
let	him	go	out	 in	 the	nice	 flint	boat	 along	with	 the	other	children,—it	was	 the
annual	school-treat	next	day,—and	he	came	and	flung	himself	down	near	me	on
the	morning	of	the	treat,	and	he	kicked	his	little	prehistoric	legs	about	and	said
he	wished	he	was	dead.	And	of	course	then	he	was."
"How	awful!	said	the	children	all	together.
"Only	till	sunset,	of	course,"	the	Psammead	said;	"still	it	was	quite	enough	for

his	father	and	mother.	And	he	caught	it	when	he	woke	up—I	tell	you.	He	didn't
turn	to	stone—I	forget	why—but	there	must	have	been	some	reason.	They	didn't
know	being	dead	is	only	being	asleep,	and	you're	bound	to	wake	up	somewhere
or	other,	either	where	you	go	to	sleep	or	in	some	better	place.	You	may	be	sure
he	 caught	 it,	 giving	 them	 such	 a	 turn.	 Why,	 he	 wasn't	 allowed	 to	 taste
Megatherium	 for	 a	month	 after	 that.	Nothing	but	 oysters	 and	periwinkles,	 and
common	things	like	that."
All	 the	 children	were	 quite	 crushed	by	 this	 terrible	 tale.	They	 looked	 at	 the

Psammead	 in	 horror.	 Suddenly	 the	Lamb	perceived	 that	 something	 brown	 and
furry	was	near	him.
"Poof,	poof,	poofy,"	he	said,	and	made	a	grab.
"It's	not	a	pussy,"	Anthea	was	beginning,	when	the	Sand-fairy	leaped	back.
"Oh,	my	left	whisker!"	it	said;	"don't	let	him	touch	me.	He's	wet."
Its	 fur	stood	on	end	with	horror—and	 indeed	a	good	deal	of	 the	ginger-beer

had	been	spilt	on	the	blue	smock	of	the	Lamb.



The	Psammead	dug	with	its	hands	and	feet,	and	vanished	in	an	instant	and	a
whirl	of	sand.
The	children	marked	the	spot	with	a	ring	of	stones.
"We	may	as	well	get	along	home,"	said	Robert.	"I'll	say	I'm	sorry;	but	anyway

if	 it's	 no	 good	 it's	 no	 harm,	 and	 we	 know	 where	 the	 sandy	 thing	 is	 for	 to-
morrow."
The	others	were	noble.	No	one	reproached	Robert	at	all.	Cyril	picked	up	the

Lamb,	who	was	now	quite	himself	again,	and	off	they	went	by	the	safe	cart-road.
The	cart-road	from	the	gravel-pits	joins	the	road	almost	directly.
At	the	gate	into	the	road	the	party	stopped	to	shift	the	Lamb	from	Cyril's	back

to	Robert's.	And	as	they	paused	a	very	smart	open	carriage	came	in	sight,	with	a
coachman	and	a	groom	on	the	box,	and	inside	the	carriage	a	 lady—very	grand
indeed,	with	a	dress	all	white	lace	and	red	ribbons	and	a	parasol	all	red	and	white
—and	a	white	fluffy	dog	on	her	lap	with	a	red	ribbon	round	its	neck.	She	looked
at	the	children,	and	particularly	at	the	Baby,	and	she	smiled	at	him.	The	children
were	 used	 to	 this,	 for	 the	 Lamb	 was,	 as	 all	 the	 servants	 said,	 a	 "very	 taking
child."	So	they	waved	their	hands	politely	to	the	lady	and	expected	her	to	drive
on.	But	she	did	not.	Instead	she	made	the	coachman	stop.	And	she	beckoned	to
Cyril,	and	when	he	went	up	to	the	carriage	she	said—
"What	a	dear	darling	duck	of	a	baby!	Oh,	I	should	so	like	to	adopt	it!	Do	you

think	its	mother	would	mind?"
"She'd	mind	very	much	indeed,"	said	Anthea	shortly.
"Oh,	but	I	should	bring	it	up	in	luxury,	you	know.	I	am	Lady	Chittenden.	You

must	have	seen	my	photograph	in	the	illustrated	papers.	They	call	me	a	Beauty,
you	know,	but	of	course	that's	all	nonsense.	Anyway"—
She	opened	the	carriage	door	and	jumped	out.	She	had	the	wonderfullest	red

high-heeled	 shoes	with	 silver	 buckles.	 "Let	me	 hold	 him	 a	minute,"	 she	 said.
And	she	took	the	Lamb	and	held	him	very	awkwardly,	as	if	she	was	not	used	to
babies.
Then	suddenly	 she	 jumped	 into	 the	carriage	with	 the	Lamb	 in	her	arms	and

slammed	the	door,	and	said,	"Drive	on!"
The	Lamb	roared,	the	little	white	dog	barked,	and	the	coachman	hesitated.
"Drive	on,	 I	 tell	you!"	cried	 the	 lady;	and	 the	coachman	did,	 for,	 as	he	 said

afterwards,	it	was	as	much	as	his	place	was	worth	not	to.
The	four	children	looked	at	each	other,	and	then	with	one	accord	they	rushed

after	 the	 carriage	 and	 held	 on	 behind.	 Down	 the	 dusty	 road	 went	 the	 smart
carriage,	and	after	it,	at	double-quick	time,	ran	the	twinkling	legs	of	the	Lamb's
brothers	and	sisters.
The	Lamb	howled	louder	and	louder,	but	presently	his	howls	changed	by	slow



degrees	to	hiccupy	gurgles,	and	then	all	was	still,	and	they	knew	he	had	gone	to
sleep.
The	carriage	went	on,	and	the	eight	feet	 that	 twinkled	through	the	dust	were

growing	quite	stiff	and	tired	before	the	carriage	stopped	at	the	lodge	of	a	grand
park.	The	children	crouched	down	behind	the	carriage,	and	the	lady	got	out.	She
looked	at	the	Baby	as	it	lay	on	the	carriage	seat,	and	hesitated.
"The	darling—I	won't	disturb	it,"	she	said,	and	went	into	the	lodge	to	talk	to

the	woman	there	about	a	setting	of	eggs	that	had	not	turned	out	well.
The	coachman	and	footman	sprang	from	the	box	and	bent	over	 the	sleeping

Lamb.
"Fine	boy—wish	he	was	mine,"	said	the	coachman.
"He	wouldn't	favour	you	much,"	said	the	groom	sourly;	"too	'andsome."
The	coachman	pretended	not	to	hear.	He	said—
"Wonder	at	her	now—I	do	really!	Hates	kids.	Got	none	of	her	own,	and	can't

abide	other	folkses'."
The	 children,	 crouched	 in	 the	 white	 dust	 under	 the	 carriage,	 exchanged

uncomfortable	glances.
"Tell	you	what,"	the	coachman	went	on	firmly,	"blowed	if	I	don't	hide	the	little

nipper	 in	 the	hedge	and	 tell	her	his	brothers	 took	 'im!	Then	 I'll	 come	back	 for
him	afterwards."
"No,	you	don't,"	 said	 the	 footman.	 "I've	 took	 to	 that	kid	 so	as	never	was.	 If

anyone's	to	have	him,	it's	me—so	there!"
"Stop	your	talk!"	the	coachman	rejoined.	"You	don't	want	no	kids,	and,	if	you

did,	one	kid's	the	same	as	another	to	you.	But	I'm	a	married	man	and	a	judge	of
breed.	I	knows	a	firstrate	yearling	when	I	sees	him.	I'm	a-goin'	to	 'ave	him,	an'
least	said	soonest	mended."
"I	 should	 'a'	 thought,"	 said	 the	 footman	 sneeringly,	 "you'd	 a'most	 enough.

What	with	Alfred,	an'	Albert,	an'	Louise,	an'	Victor	Stanley,	and	Helena	Beatrice,
and	another"—
The	coachman	hit	the	footman	in	the	chin—the	footman	hit	the	coachman	in

the	waist-coat—the	next	minute	the	two	were	fighting	here	and	there,	in	and	out,
up	and	down,	and	all	over	everywhere,	and	the	little	dog	jumped	on	the	box	of
the	carriage	and	began	barking	like	mad.
Cyril,	 still	 crouching	 in	 the	 dust,	 waddled	 on	 bent	 legs	 to	 the	 side	 of	 the

carriage	farthest	from	the	battlefield.	He	unfastened	the	door	of	the	carriage—the
two	men	were	far	too	much	occupied	with	their	quarrel	to	notice	anything—took
the	Lamb	in	his	arms,	and,	still	stooping,	carried	the	sleeping	baby	a	dozen	yards
along	the	road	to	where	a	stile	led	into	a	wood.	The	others	followed,	and	there
among	the	hazels	and	young	oaks	and	sweet	chestnuts,	covered	by	high	strong-



scented	 brake-fern,	 they	 all	 lay	 hidden	 till	 the	 angry	 voices	 of	 the	 men	 were
hushed	 at	 the	 angry	 voice	 of	 the	 red-and-white	 lady,	 and,	 after	 a	 long	 and
anxious	search,	the	carriage	at	last	drove	away.
"My	only	hat!"	said	Cyril,	drawing	a	deep	breath	as	the	sound	of	wheels	at	last

died	 away.	 "Everyone	does	 want	 him	 now—and	 no	mistake!	 That	 Sammyadd
has	done	us	again!	Tricky	brute!	For	any	sake,	let's	get	the	kid	safe	home."
So	they	peeped	out,	and	finding	on	the	right	hand	only	lonely	white	road,	and

nothing	 but	 lonely	 white	 road	 on	 the	 left,	 they	 took	 courage,	 and	 the	 road,
Anthea	carrying	the	sleeping	Lamb.
Adventures	dogged	their	footsteps.	A	boy	with	a	bundle	of	faggots	on	his	back

dropped	 his	 bundle	 by	 the	 roadside	 and	 asked	 to	 look	 at	 the	 Baby,	 and	 then
offered	to	carry	him;	but	Anthea	was	not	to	be	caught	that	way	twice.	They	all
walked	 on,	 but	 the	 boy	 followed,	 and	Cyril	 and	Robert	 couldn't	make	 him	go
away	till	they	had	more	than	once	invited	him	to	smell	their	fists.	Afterwards	a
little	 girl	 in	 a	 blue-and-white	 checked	 pinafore	 actually	 followed	 them	 for	 a
quarter	of	a	mile	crying	for	"the	precious	Baby,"	and	then	she	was	only	got	rid	of
by	threats	of	tying	her	to	a	tree	in	the	wood	with	all	their	pocket	handkerchiefs.
"So	that	bears	can	come	and	eat	you	as	soon	as	it	gets	dark,"	said	Cyril	severely.
Then	she	went	off	crying.	It	presently	seemed	wise,	to	the	brothers	and	sisters	of
the	Baby	who	was	wanted	by	everyone,	to	hide	in	the	hedge	whenever	they	saw
anyone	coming,	and	thus	they	managed	to	prevent	the	Lamb	from	arousing	the
inconvenient	 affection	 of	 a	milkman,	 a	 stone-breaker,	 and	 a	man	who	drove	 a
cart	with	 a	 paraffin	 barrel	 at	 the	 back	 of	 it.	They	were	 nearly	 home	when	 the
worst	 thing	 of	 all	 happened.	 Turning	 a	 corner	 suddenly	 they	 came	 upon	 two
vans,	 a	 tent,	 and	a	 company	of	gipsies	 encamped	by	 the	 side	of	 the	 road.	The
vans	were	hung	all	round	with	wicker	chairs	and	cradles,	and	flower-stands	and
feather	brushes.	A	lot	of	ragged	children	were	industriously	making	dust-pies	in
the	 road,	 two	men	 lay	on	 the	grass	 smoking,	and	 three	women	were	doing	 the
family	washing	in	an	old	red	watering-can	with	the	top	broken	off.
In	a	moment	every	gipsy,	men,	women,	and	children,	surrounded	Anthea	and

the	Baby.
"Let	 me	 hold	 him,	 little	 lady,"	 said	 one	 of	 the	 gipsy	 women,	 who	 had	 a

mahogany-coloured	face	and	dust-coloured	hair;	"I	won't	hurt	a	hair	of	his	head,
the	little	picture!"
"I'd	rather	not,"	said	Anthea.
"Let	me	have	him,"	said	the	other	woman,	whose	face	was	also	of	the	hue	of

mahogany,	and	her	hair	jet-black,	in	greasy	curls.	"I've	nineteen	of	my	own,	so	I
have"—
"No,"	said	Anthea	bravely,	but	her	heart	beat	so	that	it	nearly	choked	her.



Then	one	of	the	men	pushed	forward.
"Swelp	 me	 if	 it	 ain't!"	 he	 cried,	 "my	 own	 long-lost	 cheild!	 Have	 he	 a

strawberry	mark	on	his	left	ear?	No?	Then	he's	my	own	babby,	stolen	from	me	in
hinnocent	hinfancy.	'And	'im	over—and	we'll	not	'ave	the	law	on	yer	this	time."
He	snatched	the	Baby	from	Anthea,	who	turned	scarlet	and	burst	into	tears	of

pure	rage.
The	others	were	standing	quite	still;	this	was	much	the	most	terrible	thing	that

had	ever	happened	to	them.	Even	being	taken	up	by	the	police	in	Rochester	was
nothing	 to	 this.	 Cyril	 was	 quite	white,	 and	 his	 hands	 trembled	 a	 little,	 but	 he
made	a	sign	to	the	others	to	shut	up.	He	was	silent	a	minute,	thinking	hard.	Then
he	said—
"We	don't	want	 to	keep	him	 if	 he's	 yours.	But	you	 see	he's	 used	 to	us.	You

shall	have	him	if	you	want	him"—
"No,	no!"	cried	Anthea,—and	Cyril	glared	at	her.
"Of	course	we	want	him,"	said	the	women,	trying	to	get	the	Baby	out	of	the

man's	arms.	The	Lamb	howled	loudly.
"Oh,	he's	hurt!"	shrieked	Anthea;	and	Cyril,	 in	a	savage	undertone,	bade	her

"stop	it!"
"You	 trust	 to	 me,"	 he	 whispered.	 "Look	 here,"	 he	 went	 on,	 "he's	 awfully

tiresome	with	people	he	doesn't	know	very	well.	Suppose	we	stay	here	a	bit	till
he	gets	used	to	you,	and	then	when	it's	bedtime	I	give	you	my	word	of	honour
we'll	go	away	and	let	you	keep	him	if	you	want	to.	And	then	when	we're	gone
you	can	decide	which	of	you	is	to	have	him,	as	you	all	want	him	so	much."
"That's	fair	enough,"	said	the	man	who	was	holding	the	Baby,	trying	to	loosen

the	 red	 neckerchief	which	 the	 Lamb	 had	 caught	 hold	 of	 and	 drawn	 round	 his
mahogany	 throat	 so	 tight	 that	 he	 could	 hardly	 breathe.	 The	 gipsies	whispered
together,	 and	Cyril	 took	 the	chance	 to	whisper	 too.	He	said,	 "Sunset!	we'll	get
away	then."
And	 then	his	brothers	and	 sisters	were	 filled	with	wonder	and	admiration	at

his	having	been	so	clever	as	to	remember	this.
"Oh,	do	let	him	come	to	us!"	said	Jane.	"See,	we'll	sit	down	here	and	take	care

of	him	for	you	till	he	gets	used	to	you."
"What	 about	 dinner?"	 said	Robert	 suddenly.	 The	 others	 looked	 at	 him	with

scorn.	"Fancy	bothering	about	your	beastly	dinner	when	your	br—I	mean	when
the	Baby"—Jane	whispered	hotly.	Robert	carefully	winked	at	her	and	went	on—
"You	won't	 mind	my	 just	 running	 home	 to	 get	 our	 dinner?"	 he	 said	 to	 the

gipsy;	"I	can	bring	it	out	here	in	a	basket."
His	brothers	and	sisters	felt	themselves	very	noble	and	despised	him.	They	did

not	know	his	thoughtful	secret	intention.	But	the	gipsies	did	in	a	minute.



"Oh	 yes!"	 they	 said;	 "and	 then	 fetch	 the	 police	with	 a	 pack	 of	 lies	 about	 it
being	your	baby	instead	of	ours!	D'jever	catch	a	weasel	asleep?"	they	asked.
"If	you're	hungry	you	can	pick	a	bit	along	of	us,"	said	the	light-haired	gipsy-

woman,	 not	 unkindly.	 "Here	 Levi,	 that	 blessed	 kid'll	 howl	 all	 his	 buttons	 off.
Give	him	to	the	little	lady,	and	let's	see	if	they	can't	get	him	used	to	us	a	bit."
So	 the	 Lamb	was	 handed	 back;	 but	 the	 gipsies	 crowded	 so	 closely	 that	 he

could	not	possibly	stop	howling.	Then	the	man	with	the	red	handkerchief	said—
"Here,	Pharaoh,	make	up	the	fire;	and	you	girls	see	to	the	pot.	Give	the	kid	a

chanst."	So	the	gipsies,	very	much	against	their	will,	went	off	to	their	work,	and
the	children	and	the	Lamb	were	left	sitting	on	the	grass.
"He'll	be	all	 right	 at	 sunset,"	 Jane	whispered.	 "But,	oh,	 it	 is	 awful!	Suppose

they	are	frightfully	angry	when	they	come	to	their	senses!	They	might	beat	us,	or
leave	us	tied	to	trees,	or	something."
"No,	 they	 won't,"	 Anthea	 said	 ("Oh,	my	 Lamb,	 don't	 cry	 any	more,	 it's	 all

right,	Panty's	got	oo,	duckie");	 "they	aren't	unkind	people,	or	 they	wouldn't	be
going	to	give	us	any	dinner."
"Dinner?"	said	Robert;	"I	won't	touch	their	nasty	dinner.	It	would	choke	me!"
The	others	thought	so	too	then.	But	when	the	dinner	was	ready—it	turned	out

to	be	supper,	and	happened	between	four	and	five—they	were	all	glad	enough	to
take	what	they	could	get.	It	was	boiled	rabbit,	with	onions,	and	some	bird	rather
like	a	chicken,	but	stringier	about	 its	 legs	and	with	a	stronger	 taste.	The	Lamb
had	bread	soaked	 in	hot	water	and	brown	sugar	sprinkled	on	 the	 top.	He	 liked
this	very	much,	and	consented	to	let	the	two	gipsy	women	feed	him	with	it,	as	he
sat	on	Anthea's	lap.	All	that	long	hot	afternoon	Robert	and	Cyril	and	Anthea	and
Jane	had	to	keep	the	Lamb	amused	and	happy,	while	the	gipsies	looked	eagerly
on.	By	 the	 time	 the	 shadows	grew	 long	and	black	across	 the	meadows	he	had
really	"taken	 to"	 the	woman	with	 the	 light	hair,	and	even	consented	 to	kiss	his
hand	to	the	children,	and	to	stand	up	and	bow,	with	his	hand	on	his	chest—"like
a	gentleman"—to	the	two	men.	The	whole	gipsy	camp	was	in	raptures	with	him,
and	his	brothers	and	sisters	could	not	help	taking	some	pleasure	in	showing	off
his	 accomplishments	 to	 an	 audience	 so	 interested	 and	 enthusiastic.	 But	 they
longed	for	sunset.
"We're	getting	into	the	habit	of	longing	for	sunset,"	Cyril	whispered.	"How	I

do	wish	we	could	wish	something	really	sensible,	that	would	be	of	some	use,	so
that	we	should	be	quite	sorry	when	sunset	came."
The	shadows	got	longer	and	longer,	and	at	last	there	were	no	separate	shadows

any	more,	but	one	soft	glowing	shadow	over	everything;	for	the	sun	was	out	of
sight—behind	the	hill—but	he	had	not	really	set	yet.	The	people	who	make	the
laws	about	lighting	bicycle	lamps	are	the	people	who	decide	when	the	sun	sets;



she	has	to	do	it	too,	to	the	minute,	or	they	would	know	the	reason	why!
But	the	gipsies	were	getting	impatient.
"Now,	young	uns,"	the	red-handkerchief	man	said,	"it's	time	you	were	laying

of	your	heads	on	your	pillowses—so	it	is!	The	kid's	all	right	and	friendly	with	us
now—so	you	just	hand	him	over	and	get	home	like	you	said."
The	women	and	children	came	crowding	round	the	Lamb,	arms	were	held	out,

fingers	snapped	invitingly,	friendly	faces	beaming	with	admiring	smiles;	but	all
failed	 to	 tempt	 the	 loyal	 Lamb.	 He	 clung	 with	 arms	 and	 legs	 to	 Jane,	 who
happened	to	be	holding	him,	and	uttered	the	gloomiest	roar	of	the	whole	day.
"It's	no	good,"	the	woman	said,	"hand	the	little	poppet	over,	miss.	We'll	soon

quiet	him."
And	still	the	sun	would	not	set.
"Tell	 her	 about	 how	 to	 put	 him	 to	 bed,"	whispered	Cyril;	 "anything	 to	 gain

time—and	be	ready	to	bolt	when	the	sun	really	does	make	up	its	silly	old	mind
to	set."
"Yes,	I'll	hand	him	over	in	just	one	minute,"	Anthea	began,	talking	very	fast,

—"but	do	 let	me	 just	 tell	you	he	has	a	warm	bath	every	night	 and	cold	 in	 the
morning,	and	he	has	a	crockery	rabbit	 to	go	 into	 the	warm	bath	with	him,	and
little	Samuel	saying	his	prayers	in	white	china	on	a	red	cushion	for	the	cold	bath;
and	he	hates	you	to	wash	his	ears,	but	you	must;	and	if	you	let	the	soap	get	into
his	eyes,	the	Lamb"—
"Lamb	kyes,"	said	he—he	had	stopped	roaring	to	listen.
The	woman	laughed.	"As	if	I	hadn't	never	bath'd	a	babby!"	she	said.	"Come—

give	us	a	hold	of	him.	Come	to	'Melia,	my	precious"—
"G'way,	ugsie!"	replied	the	Lamb	at	once.
"Yes,	but,"	Anthea	went	on,	"about	his	meals;	you	really	must	let	me	tell	you

he	has	an	apple	or	banana	every	morning,	and	bread	and	milk	for	breakfast,	and
an	egg	for	his	tea	sometimes,	and"—
"I've	 brought	 up	 ten,"	 said	 the	 black	 ringleted	 woman,	 "besides	 the	 others.

Come,	miss,	'and	'im	over—I	can't	bear	it	no	longer.	I	just	must	give	him	a	hug."
"We	ain't	settled	yet	whose	he's	to	be,	Esther,"	said	one	of	the	men.
"It	won't	be	you,	Esther,	with	seven	of	'em	at	your	tail	a'ready."
"I	ain't	so	sure	of	that,"	said	Esther's	husband.
"And	ain't	I	nobody,	to	have	a	say	neither?"	said	the	husband	of	'Melia.
Zillah,	 the	girl,	said,	"An'	me?	I'm	a	single	girl—and	no	one	but	 'im	to	 look

after—I	ought	to	have	him."
"Hold	your	tongue!"
"Shut	your	mouth!"
"Don't	you	show	me	no	more	of	your	imperence!"



Everyone	was	 getting	 very	 angry.	 The	 dark	 gipsy	 faces	 were	 frowning	 and
anxious-looking.	 Suddenly	 a	 change	 swept	 over	 them,	 as	 if	 some	 invisible
sponge	 had	 wiped	 away	 these	 cross	 and	 anxious	 expressions,	 and	 left	 only	 a
blank.
The	children	 saw	 that	 the	 sun	 really	had	 set.	But	 they	were	 afraid	 to	move.

And	 the	 gipsies	were	 feeling	 so	muddled	 because	 of	 the	 invisible	 sponge	 that
had	washed	 all	 the	 feelings	 of	 the	 last	 few	hours	 out	 of	 their	 hearts,	 that	 they
could	not	say	a	word.
The	 children	 hardly	 dared	 to	 breathe.	 Suppose	 the	 gipsies,	 when	 they

recovered	speech,	should	be	furious	to	think	how	silly	they	had	been	all	day?
It	 was	 an	 awkward	moment.	 Suddenly	Anthea,	 greatly	 daring,	 held	 out	 the

Lamb	to	the	red-handkerchief	man.
"Here	he	is!"	she	said.
The	man	drew	back.	"I	shouldn't	like	to	deprive	you,	miss,"	he	said	hoarsely.
"Anyone	who	likes	can	have	my	share	of	him,"	said	the	other	man.
"After	all,	I've	got	enough	of	my	own,"	said	Esther.
"He's	a	nice	little	chap,	though,"	said	Amelia.	She	was	the	only	one	who	now

looked	affectionately	at	the	whimpering	Lamb.
Zillah	said,	"If	I	don't	think	I	must	have	had	a	touch	of	the	sun.	I	don't	want

him."
"Then	shall	we	take	him	away?"	said	Anthea.
"Well—suppose	you	do,"	said	Pharaoh	heartily,	"and	we'll	say	no	more	about

it!"
And	with	great	haste	all	the	gipsies	began	to	be	busy	about	their	tents	for	the

night.	All	but	Amelia.	She	went	with	the	children	as	far	as	the	bend	in	the	road—
and	there	she	said—
"Let	me	give	him	a	kiss,	miss,—I	don't	know	what	made	us	go	for	to	behave

so	silly.	Us	gipsies	don't	 steal	babies,	whatever	 they	may	 tell	you	when	you're
naughty.	We've	enough	of	our	own,	mostly.	But	I've	lost	all	mine."
She	leaned	towards	the	Lamb;	and	he,	looking	in	her	eyes,	unexpectedly	put

up	a	grubby	soft	paw	and	stroked	her	face.
"Poor,	poor!"	said	the	Lamb.	And	he	let	the	gipsy	woman	kiss	him,	and,	what

is	more,	he	kissed	her	brown	cheek	in	return—a	very	nice	kiss,	as	all	his	kisses
are,	and	not	a	wet	one	like	some	babies	give.	The	gipsy	woman	moved	her	finger
about	on	his	forehead	as	if	she	had	been	writing	something	there,	and	the	same
with	his	chest	and	his	hands	and	his	feet;	then	she	said—
"May	he	be	brave,	and	have	the	strong	head	to	think	with,	and	the	strong	heart

to	love	with,	and	the	strong	arms	to	work	with,	and	the	strong	feet	to	travel	with,
and	always	come	safe	home	to	his	own."	Then	she	said	something	in	a	strange



language	no	one	could	understand,	and	suddenly	added—
"Well,	I	must	be	saying	'so	long'—and	glad	to	have	made	your	acquaintance."

And	she	turned	and	went	back	to	her	home—the	tent	by	the	grassy	roadside.
The	children	looked	after	her	till	she	was	out	of	sight.	Then	Robert	said,	"How

silly	of	her!	Even	sunset	didn't	put	her	right.	What	rot	she	talked!"
"Well,"	said	Cyril,	"if	you	ask	me,	I	think	it	was	rather	decent	of	her"—
"Decent?"	said	Anthea;	"it	was	very	nice	indeed	of	her.	I	think	she's	a	dear"—
"She's	just	too	frightfully	nice	for	anything,"	said	Jane.
And	 they	 went	 home—very	 late	 for	 tea	 and	 unspeakably	 late	 for	 dinner.

Martha	scolded,	of	course.	But	the	Lamb	was	safe.
"I	say—it	turned	out	we	wanted	the	Lamb	as	much	as	anyone,"	said	Robert,

later.
"Of	course."
"But	do	you	feel	different	about	it	now	the	sun's	set?"
"No,"	said	all	the	others	together.
"Then	it's	lasted	over	sunset	with	us."
"No,	it	hasn't,"	Cyril	explained.	"The	wish	didn't	do	anything	to	us.	We	always

wanted	him	with	all	our	hearts	when	we	were	our	proper	selves,	only	we	were	all
pigs	this	morning;	especially	you,	Robert."	Robert	bore	this	much	with	a	strange
calm.
"I	certainly	thought	I	didn't	want	him	this	morning,"	said	he.	"Perhaps	I	was	a

pig.	But	everything	looked	so	different	when	we	thought	we	were	going	to	lose
him."
And	that,	my	dear	children,	 is	 the	moral	of	 this	chapter.	I	did	not	mean	it	 to

have	a	moral,	but	morals	are	nasty	forward	beings,	and	will	keep	putting	in	their
oars	where	they	are	not	wanted.	And	since	the	moral	has	crept	in,	quite	against
my	wishes,	you	might	as	well	think	of	it	next	time	you	feel	piggy	yourself	and
want	 to	 get	 rid	 of	 any	 of	 your	 brothers	 and	 sisters.	 I	 hope	 this	 doesn't	 often
happen,	but	I	daresay	it	has	happened	sometimes,	even	to	you!



Chapter		4
WINGS
The	 next	 day	 was	 very	 wet—too	 wet	 to	 go	 out,	 and	 far	 too	 wet	 to	 think	 of
disturbing	 a	 Sand-fairy	 so	 sensitive	 to	 water	 that	 he	 still,	 after	 thousands	 of
years,	felt	the	pain	of	once	having	his	left	whisker	wetted.	It	was	a	long	day,	and
it	was	not	till	the	afternoon	that	all	the	children	suddenly	decided	to	write	letters
to	their	mother.	It	was	Robert	who	had	the	misfortune	to	upset	the	ink	well—an
unusually	deep	and	full	one—straight	into	that	part	of	Anthea's	desk	where	she
had	long	pretended	that	an	arrangement	of	mucilage	and	cardboard	painted	with
Indian	ink	was	a	secret	drawer.	It	was	not	exactly	Robert's	fault;	it	was	only	his
misfortune	 that	 he	 chanced	 to	 be	 lifting	 the	 ink	 across	 the	 desk	 just	 at	 the
moment	when	Anthea	had	got	it	open,	and	that	that	same	moment	should	have
been	the	one	chosen	by	the	Lamb	to	get	under	the	table	and	break	his	squeaking
bird.	There	was	a	sharp	convenient	wire	inside	the	bird,	and	of	course	the	Lamb
ran	the	wire	into	Robert's	leg	at	once;	and	so,	without	anyone's	meaning	to	do	it
the	secret	drawer	was	flooded	with	ink.	At	the	same	time	a	stream	was	poured
over	Anthea's	half-finished	letter.
So	that	her	letter	was	something	like	this—
"DARLING	MOTHER,—I	 hope	 you	 are	 quite	 well,	 and	 I	 hope	 Granny	 is

better.	The	other	day	we…	."
Then	came	a	flood	of	ink,	and	at	the	bottom	these	words	in	pencil—
"It	was	not	me	upset	the	ink,	but	it	took	such	a	time	clearing	up,	so	no	more	as

it	is	post-time.—From	your	loving	daughter	"ANTHEA."
Robert's	 letter	had	not	even	been	begun.	He	had	been	drawing	a	ship	on	 the

blotting	paper	while	he	was	 trying	to	 think	of	what	 to	say.	And	of	course	after
the	ink	was	upset	he	had	to	help	Anthea	to	clean	out	her	desk,	and	he	promised
to	make	 her	 another	 secret	 drawer,	 better	 than	 the	 other.	And	 she	 said,	 "Well,
make	 it	 now."	 So	 it	 was	 post-time	 and	 his	 letter	 wasn't	 done.	 And	 the	 secret
drawer	wasn't	done	either.
Cyril	wrote	a	long	letter,	very	fast,	and	then	went	to	set	a	trap	for	slugs	that	he

had	read	about	in	the	Home-made	Gardener,	and	when	it	was	post-time	the	letter
could	not	be	found,	and	it	was	never	found.	Perhaps	the	slugs	ate	it.
Jane's	letter	was	the	only	one	that	went.	She	meant	to	tell	her	mother	all	about



the	Psammead,—in	 fact	 they	 had	 all	meant	 to	 do	 this,—but	 she	 spent	 so	 long
thinking	how	to	spell	the	word	that	there	was	no	time	to	tell	the	story	properly,
and	 it	 is	 useless	 to	 tell	 a	 story	unless	you	do	 tell	 it	 properly,	 so	 she	had	 to	 be
contented	with	this—
"MY	DEAR	MOTHER	DEAR,—We	are	all	as	good	as	we	can,	like	you	told

us	to,	and	the	Lamb	has	a	little	cold,	but	Martha	says	it	is	nothing,	only	he	upset
the	gold-fish	into	himself	yesterday	morning.	When	we	were	up	at	the	sand-pit
the	other	day	we	went	round	by	the	safe	way	where	carts	go,	and	we	found	a"—
Half	an	hour	went	by	before	Jane	felt	quite	sure	that	they	could	none	of	them

spell	Psammead.	And	they	could	not	find	it	in	the	dictionary	either,	though	they
looked.	Then	Jane	hastily	finished	her	letter—
"We	 found	a	 strange	 thing,	 but	 it	 is	 nearly	post-time,	 so	no	more	 at	 present

from	your	little	girl,
"JANE.
"P.S.—If	you	could	have	a	wish	come	true	what	would	you	have?"
Then	the	postman	was	heard	blowing	his	horn,	and	Robert	rushed	out	in	the

rain	to	stop	his	cart	and	give	him	the	letters.	And	that	was	how	it	happened	that,
though	all	the	children	meant	to	tell	their	mother	about	the	Sand-fairy,	somehow
or	other	she	never	got	to	know.	There	were	other	reasons	why	she	never	got	to
know,	but	these	come	later.
The	 next	 day	 Uncle	 Richard	 came	 and	 took	 them	 all	 to	 Maidstone	 in	 a

wagonette—all	except	the	Lamb.	Uncle	Richard	was	the	very	best	kind	of	uncle.
He	bought	 them	 toys	at	Maidstone.	He	 took	 them	 into	a	 shop	and	 let	 them	all
choose	 exactly	what	 they	wanted,	without	 any	 restrictions	 about	 price,	 and	no
nonsense	 about	 things	 being	 instructive.	 It	 is	 very	wise	 to	 let	 children	 choose
exactly	 what	 they	 like,	 because	 they	 are	 very	 foolish	 and	 inexperienced,	 and
sometimes	they	will	choose	a	really	instructive	thing	without	meaning	to	do	so.
This	happened	to	Robert,	who	chose,	at	the	last	moment,	and	in	a	great	hurry,	a
box	with	pictures	on	it	of	winged	bulls	with	men's	heads	and	winged	men	with
eagles'	heads.	He	thought	there	would	be	animals	inside,	the	same	as	on	the	box.
When	he	got	it	home	it	was	a	Sunday	puzzle	about	ancient	Nineveh!	The	others
chose	in	haste,	and	were	happy	at	leisure.	Cyril	had	a	model	engine,	and	the	girls
had	two	dolls,	as	well	as	a	china	tea-set	with	forget-me-nots	on	it,	to	be	"between
them."	The	boys'	"between	them"	was	bow	and	arrow.
Then	Uncle	Richard	took	them	on	the	beautiful	Medway	in	a	boat,	and	then

they	all	had	tea	at	a	beautiful	confectioner's	and	when	they	reached	home	it	was
far	too	late	to	have	any	wishes	that	day.
They	did	not	tell	Uncle	Richard	anything	about	the	Psammead.	I	do	not	know

why.	And	they	do	not	know	why.	But	I	daresay	you	can	guess.



The	day	after	Uncle	Richard	had	behaved	so	handsomely	was	a	very	hot	day
indeed.	 The	 people	 who	 decide	 what	 the	 weather	 is	 to	 be,	 and	 put	 its	 orders
down	 for	 it	 in	 the	 newspapers	 every	morning,	 said	 afterwards	 that	 it	 was	 the
hottest	day	there	had	been	for	years.	They	had	ordered	it	to	be	"warmer—some
showers,"	and	warmer	it	certainly	was.	In	fact	it	was	so	busy	being	warmer	that
it	had	no	time	to	attend	to	the	order	about	showers,	so	there	weren't	any.
Have	you	ever	been	up	at	five	o'clock	on	a	fine	summer	morning?	It	 is	very

beautiful.	 The	 sunlight	 is	 pinky	 and	 yellowy,	 and	 all	 the	 grass	 and	 trees	 are
covered	with	 dew-diamonds.	And	 all	 the	 shadows	 go	 the	 opposite	way	 to	 the
way	 they	 do	 in	 the	 evening,	 which	 is	 very	 interesting	 and	makes	 you	 feel	 as
though	you	were	in	a	new	other	world.
Anthea	woke	at	five.	She	had	made	herself	wake,	and	I	must	tell	you	how	it	is

done,	even	if	it	keeps	you	waiting	for	the	story	to	go	on.
You	get	into	bed	at	night,	and	lie	down	quite	flat	on	your	little	back,	with	your

hands	straight	down	by	your	sides.	Then	you	say	"I	must	wake	up	at	 five"	 (or
six,	or	seven,	or	eight,	or	nine,	or	whatever	the	time	is	that	you	want),	and	as	you
say	it	you	push	your	chin	down	on	your	chest	and	then	whack	your	head	back	on
the	pillow.	And	you	do	this	as	many	times	as	there	are	ones	in	the	time	you	want
to	wake	up	at.	(It	 is	quite	an	easy	sum.)	Of	course	everything	depends	on	your
really	wanting	to	get	up	at	five	(or	six,	or	seven,	or	eight,	or	nine);	if	you	don't
really	want	to,	it's	all	of	no	use.	But	if	you	do—well,	try	it	and	see.	Of	course	in
this,	as	in	doing	Latin	proses	or	getting	into	mischief,	practice	makes	perfect.
Anthea	was	quite	perfect.
At	the	very	moment	when	she	opened	her	eyes	she	heard	the	black-and-gold

clock	down	in	the	dining-room	strike	eleven.	So	she	knew	it	was	three	minutes
to	five.	The	black-and-gold	clock	always	struck	wrong,	but	it	was	all	right	when
you	knew	what	it	meant.	It	was	like	a	person	talking	a	foreign	language.	If	you
know	the	language	it	is	just	as	easy	to	understand	as	English.	And	Anthea	knew
the	clock	language.	She	was	very	sleepy,	but	she	jumped	out	of	bed	and	put	her
face	 and	 hands	 into	 a	 basin	 of	 cold	water.	 This	 is	 a	 fairy	 charm	 that	 prevents
your	wanting	 to	get	 back	 into	bed	 again.	Then	 she	dressed,	 and	 folded	up	her
night	dress.	She	did	not	 tumble	 it	 together	by	 the	 sleeves,	but	 folded	 it	 by	 the
seams	 from	 the	hem,	and	 that	will	 show	you	 the	kind	of	well-brought-up	 little
girl	she	was.
Then	 she	 took	 her	 shoes	 in	 her	 hand	 and	 crept	 softly	 down	 the	 stairs.	 She

opened	 the	 dining-room	window	 and	 climbed	 out.	 It	 would	 have	 been	 just	 as
easy	to	go	out	by	the	door,	but	the	window	was	more	romantic,	and	less	likely	to
be	noticed	by	Martha.
"I	will	 always	get	 up	 at	 five,"	 she	 said	 to	 herself.	 "It	was	 quite	 too	 awfully



pretty	for	anything."
Her	heart	was	beating	very	fast,	for	she	was	carrying	out	a	plan	quite	her	own.

She	 could	 not	 be	 sure	 that	 it	 was	 a	 good	 plan,	 but	 she	was	 quite	 sure	 that	 it
would	 not	 be	 any	 better	 if	 she	were	 to	 tell	 the	 others	 about	 it.	And	 she	 had	 a
feeling	that,	right	or	wrong,	she	would	rather	go	through	with	it	alone.	She	put
on	her	 shoes	under	 the	 iron	verandah,	on	 the	 red-and-yellow	shining	 tiles,	 and
then	she	ran	straight	to	the	sand-pit,	and	found	the	Psammead's	place,	and	dug	it
out;	it	was	very	cross	indeed.
"It's	 too	 bad,"	 it	 said,	 fluffing	 up	 its	 fur	 as	 pigeons	 do	 their	 feathers	 at

Christmas	time.	"The	weather's	arctic,	and	it's	the	middle	of	the	night."
"I'm	 so	 sorry,"	 said	Anthea	 gently,	 and	 she	 took	 off	 her	white	 pinafore	 and

covered	the	Sand-fairy	up	with	it,	all	but	its	head,	its	bat's	ears,	and	its	eyes	that
were	like	a	snail's	eyes.
"Thank	you,"	it	said,	"that's	better.	What's	the	wish	this	morning?"
"I	don't	know,"	she	said;	"that's	 just	 it.	You	see	we've	been	very	unlucky,	so

far.	 I	wanted	 to	 talk	 to	you	about	 it.	But—would	you	mind	not	giving	me	any
wishes	till	after	breakfast?	It's	so	hard	to	talk	to	anyone	if	they	jump	out	at	you
with	wishes	you	don't	really	want!"
"You	shouldn't	say	you	wish	for	things	if	you	don't	wish	for	them.	In	the	old

days	people	almost	always	knew	whether	it	was	Megatherium	or	Ichthyosaurus
they	really	wanted	for	dinner."
"I'll	try	not	to	do	so,"	said	Anthea,	"but	I	do	wish"—
"Look	out!"	said	the	Psammead	in	a	warning	voice,	and	it	began	to	blow	itself

out.
"Oh,	this	isn't	a	magic	wish—it's	just—I	should	be	so	glad	if	you'd	not	swell

yourself	out	and	nearly	burst	 to	give	me	anything	just	now.	Wait	 till	 the	others
are	here."
"Well,	well,"	it	said	indulgently,	but	it	shivered.
"Would	you,"	asked	Anthea	kindly—"would	you	like	to	come	and	sit	on	my

lap?	You'd	be	warmer,	and	I	could	turn	the	skirt	of	my	frock	up	around	you.	I'd
be	very	careful."
Anthea	had	never	expected	that	it	would,	but	it	did.
"Thank	you,"	it	said;	"you	really	are	rather	thoughtful."	It	crept	on	to	her	lap

and	 snuggled	 down,	 and	 she	 put	 her	 arms	 round	 it	 with	 a	 rather	 frightened
gentleness.	"Now	then!"	it	said.
"Well	 then,"	 said	Anthea,	 "everything	we	have	wished	has	 turned	out	 rather

horrid.	I	wish	you	would	advise	us.	You	are	so	old,	you	must	be	very	wise."
"I	 was	 always	 generous	 from	 a	 child,"	 said	 the	 Sand-fairy.	 "I've	 spent	 the

whole	of	my	waking	hours	in	giving.	But	one	thing	I	won't	give—that's	advice."



"You	 see,"	 Anthea	 went	 on,	 "it's	 such	 a	 wonderful	 thing—such	 a	 splendid,
glorious	chance.	It's	so	good	and	kind	and	dear	of	you	to	give	us	our	wishes,	and
it	seems	such	a	pity	it	should	all	be	wasted	just	because	we	are	too	silly	to	know
what	to	wish	for."
Anthea	had	meant	 to	 say	 that—and	 she	had	not	wanted	 to	 say	 it	 before	 the

others.	It's	one	thing	to	say	you're	silly,	and	quite	another	to	say	that	other	people
are.
"Child,"	 said	 the	Sand-fairy	 sleepily,	 "I	 can	only	 advise	 you	 to	 think	before

you	speak"—
"But	I	thought	you	never	gave	advice."
"That	 piece	 doesn't	 count,"	 it	 said.	 "You'll	 never	 take	 it!	 Besides,	 it's	 not

original.	It's	in	all	the	copy-books."
"But	won't	you	just	say	if	you	think	wings	would	be	a	silly	wish?"
"Wings?"	 it	 said.	 "I	 should	 think	 you	might	 do	worse.	 Only,	 take	 care	 you

aren't	flying	high	at	sunset.	There	was	a	little	Ninevite	boy	I	heard	of	once.	He
was	one	of	King	Sennacherib's	sons,	and	a	 traveller	brought	him	a	Psammead.
He	 used	 to	 keep	 it	 in	 a	 box	 of	 sand	 on	 the	 palace	 terrace.	 It	 was	 a	 dreadful
degradation	for	one	of	us,	of	course;	still	 the	boy	was	 the	Assyrian	King's	son.
And	one	day	he	wished	for	wings	and	got	them.	But	he	forgot	that	 they	would
turn	into	stone	at	sunset,	and	when	they	did	he	fell	on	to	one	of	the	winged	lions
at	 the	top	of	his	father's	great	staircase;	and	what	with	his	 stone	wings	and	 the
lion's	 stone	 wings—well	 it's	 not	 a	 very	 pretty	 story!	 But	 I	 believe	 the	 boy
enjoyed	himself	very	much	till	then."
"Tell	me,"	said	Anthea,	"why	don't	our	wishes	turn	into	stone	now?	Why	do

they	just	vanish?"
"Autre	temps	autres	moeurs,"	said	the	creature.
"Is	 that	 the	Ninevite	 language?"	 asked	Anthea,	who	 had	 learned	 no	 foreign

language	at	school	except	French.
"What	I	mean	is,"	the	Psammead	went	on,	"that	in	the	old	days	people	wished

for	 good	 solid	 everyday	 gifts,—Mammoths	 and	 Pterodactyls	 and	 things,—and
those	could	be	turned	into	stone	as	easy	as	not.	But	people	wish	such	high-flying
fanciful	things	nowadays.	How	are	you	going	to	turn	being	beautiful	as	the	day,
or	being	wanted	by	everybody,	into	stone?	You	see	it	can't	be	done.	And	it	would
never	do	to	have	two	rules,	so	they	simply	vanish.	If	being	beautiful	as	the	day
could	be	turned	into	stone	it	would	last	an	awfully	long	time,	you	know—much
longer	 than	you	would.	 Just	 look	at	 the	Greek	 statues.	 It's	 just	 as	well	 as	 it	 is.
Good-bye.	I	am	so	sleepy."
It	jumped	off	her	lap—dug	frantically,	and	vanished.
Anthea	was	late	for	breakfast.	It	was	Robert	who	quietly	poured	a	spoonful	of



molasses	down	 the	Lamb's	 frock,	so	 that	he	had	 to	be	 taken	away	and	washed
thoroughly	directly	after	breakfast.	And	it	was	of	course	a	very	naughty	thing	to
do;	 yet	 it	 served	 two	 purposes—it	 delighted	 the	 Lamb,	 who	 loved	 above	 all
things	 to	 be	 completely	 sticky,	 and	 it	 engaged	 Martha's	 attention	 so	 that	 the
others	could	slip	away	to	the	sand-pit	without	the	Lamb.
They	did	it,	and	in	the	lane	Anthea,	breathless	from	the	hurry	of	that	slipping,

panted	out—
"I	want	to	propose	we	take	turns	to	wish.	Only,	nobody's	to	have	a	wish	if	the

others	don't	think	it's	a	nice	wish.	Do	you	agree?"
"Who's	to	have	first	wish?"	asked	Robert	cautiously.
"Me,	if	you	don't	mind,"	said	Anthea	apologetically.	"And	I've	thought	about

it—and	it's	wings."
There	was	a	 silence.	The	others	 rather	wanted	 to	 find	 fault,	but	 it	was	hard,

because	the	word	"wings"	raised	a	flutter	of	joyous	excitement	in	every	breast.
"Not	 so	 dusty,"	 said	 Cyril	 generously;	 and	 Robert	 added,	 "Really,	 Panther,

you're	not	quite	such	a	fool	as	you	look."
Jane	 said,	 "I	 think	 it	 would	 be	 perfectly	 lovely.	 It's	 like	 a	 bright	 dream	 of

delirium."
They	found	the	Sand-fairy	easily.	Anthea	said—
"I	wish	we	all	had	beautiful	wings	to	fly	with."
The	 Sand-fairy	 blew	 himself	 out,	 and	 next	moment	 each	 child	 felt	 a	 funny

feeling,	half	heaviness	and	half	lightness,	on	its	shoulders.	The	Psammead	put	its
head	on	one	side	and	turned	its	snail	eyes	from	one	side	to	the	other.
"Not	 so	 bad,"	 it	 said	 dreamily.	 "But	 really,	Robert,	 you're	 not	 quite	 such	 an

angel	as	you	look."	Robert	almost	blushed.
The	wings	were	very	big,	and	more	beautiful	than	you	can	possibly	imagine—

for	they	were	soft	and	smooth,	and	every	feather	lay	neatly	in	its	place.	And	the
feathers	 were	 of	 the	most	 lovely	mixed	 changing	 colors,	 like	 the	 rainbow,	 or
iridescent	glass,	or	the	beautiful	scum	that	sometimes	floats	on	water	that	is	not
at	all	nice	to	drink.
"Oh—but	how	can	we	fly?"	Jane	said,	standing	anxiously	first	on	one	foot	and

then	on	the	other.
"Look	out!"	said	Cyril;	"you're	treading	on	my	wing."
"Does	 it	hurt?"	asked	Anthea	with	 interest;	but	no	one	answered,	 for	Robert

had	spread	his	wings	and	jumped	up,	and	now	he	was	slowly	rising	in	the	air.	He
looked	 very	 awkward	 in	 his	 knickerbocker	 suit—his	 boots	 in	 particular	 hung
helplessly,	and	seemed	much	larger	than	when	he	was	standing	in	them.	But	the
others	cared	but	little	how	he	looked,—or	how	they	looked,	for	that	matter.	For
now	they	all	spread	out	their	wings	and	rose	in	the	air.	Of	course	you	all	know



what	flying	feels	like,	because	everyone	has	dreamed	about	flying,	and	is	seems
so	beautifully	easy—only,	you	can	never	remember	how	you	did	it;	and	as	a	rule
you	 have	 to	 do	 it	 without	 wings,	 in	 your	 dreams,	 which	 is	 more	 clever	 and
uncommon,	but	not	so	easy	to	remember	the	rule	for.	Now	the	four	children	rose
flapping	 from	 the	 ground,	 and	 you	 can't	 think	 how	 good	 the	 air	 felt	 as	 it	 ran
against	their	faces.	Their	wings	were	tremendously	wide	when	they	were	spread
out,	and	 they	had	 to	 fly	quite	a	 long	way	apart	 so	as	not	 to	get	 in	each	other's
way.	But	little	things	like	this	are	easily	learned.
All	the	words	in	the	English	Dictionary,	and	in	the	Greek	Lexicon	as	well,	are,

I	find,	of	no	use	at	all	to	tell	you	exactly	what	it	feels	like	to	be	flying,	so	I	will
not	try.	But	I	will	say	that	to	look	down	on	the	fields	and	woods	instead	of	along
at	them,	is	something	like	looking	at	a	beautiful	live	map,	where,	instead	of	silly
colors	on	paper,	you	have	real	moving	sunny	woods	and	green	fields	laid	out	one
after	 the	 other.	 As	 Cyril	 said,	 and	 I	 can't	 think	 where	 he	 got	 hold	 of	 such	 a
strange	expression,	 "It	does	you	a	 fair	 treat!"	 It	was	most	wonderful	and	more
like	real	magic	 than	any	wish	 the	children	had	had	yet.	They	flapped	and	flew
and	sailed	on	their	great	rainbow	wings,	between	green	earth	and	blue	sky;	and
they	 flew	 over	 Rochester	 and	 then	 swerved	 round	 towards	 Maidstone,	 and
presently	 they	 all	 began	 to	 feel	 extremely	 hungry.	 Curiously	 enough,	 this
happened	when	 they	were	 flying	 rather	 low,	and	 just	 as	 they	were	crossing	an
orchard	where	some	early	plums	shone	red	and	ripe.
They	paused	on	their	wings.	I	cannot	explain	to	you	how	this	is	done,	but	it	is

something	 like	 treading	 water	 when	 you	 are	 swimming,	 and	 hawks	 do	 it
extremely	well.
"Yes,	 I	 daresay,"	 said	 Cyril,	 though	 no	 one	 had	 spoken.	 "But	 stealing	 is

stealing	even	if	you've	got	wings."
"Do	you	really	think	so?"	said	Jane	briskly.	"If	you've	got	wings	you're	a	bird,

and	no	one	minds	birds	breaking	the	commandments.	At	least,	 they	may	mind,
but	the	birds	always	do	it,	and	no	one	scolds	them	or	sends	them	to	prison."
It	was	 not	 so	 easy	 to	 perch	 on	 a	 plum-tree	 as	 you	might	 think,	 because	 the

rainbow	wings	were	so	very	large;	but	somehow	they	all	managed	to	do	it,	and
the	plums	were	certainly	very	sweet	and	juicy.
Fortunately,	it	was	not	till	they	had	all	had	quite	as	many	plums	as	were	good

for	them	that	they	saw	a	stout	man,	who	looked	exactly	as	though	he	owned	the
plum-trees,	come	hurrying	through	the	orchard	gate	with	a	thick	stick,	and	with
one	 accord	 they	 disentangled	 their	 wings	 from	 the	 plum-laden	 branches	 and
began	to	fly.
The	man	stopped	short,	with	his	mouth	open.	For	he	had	seen	the	boughs	of

his	 trees	 moving	 and	 twitching,	 and	 he	 had	 said	 to	 himself,	 "Them	 young



varmint—at	it	again!"	And	he	had	come	out	at	once,	for	the	lads	of	the	village
had	taught	him	in	past	seasons	that	plums	want	looking	after.	But	when	he	saw
the	rainbow	wings	flutter	up	out	of	the	plum-tree	he	felt	that	he	must	have	gone
quite	mad,	and	he	did	not	like	the	feeling	at	all.	And	when	Anthea	looked	down
and	saw	his	mouth	go	slowly	open,	and	stay	so,	and	his	face	become	green	and
mauve	in	patches,	she	called	out—
"Don't	be	frightened,"	and	felt	hastily	in	her	pocket	for	a	threepenny-bit	with	a

hole	in	it,	which	she	had	meant	to	hang	on	a	ribbon	round	her	neck,	for	luck.	She
hovered	 round	 the	 unfortunate	 plum-owner,	 and	 said,	 "We	 have	 had	 some	 of
your	plums;	we	 thought	 it	wasn't	 stealing,	but	now	I	am	not	so	sure.	So	here's
some	money	to	pay	for	them."
She	 swooped	down	 toward	 the	 terror-stricken	 grower	 of	 plums,	 and	 slipped

the	 coin	 into	 the	 pocket	 of	 his	 jacket,	 and	 in	 a	 few	 flaps	 she	 had	 rejoined	 the
others.
The	farmer	sat	down	on	the	grass,	suddenly	and	heavily.
"Well—I'm	 blessed!"	 he	 said.	 "This	 here	 is	 what	 they	 call	 delusions,	 I

suppose.	But	 this	here	threepenny"—he	had	pulled	it	out	and	bitten	it,—"that's
real	enough.	Well,	from	this	day	forth	I'll	be	a	better	man.	It's	the	kind	of	thing	to
sober	a	chap	for	life,	this	is.	I'm	glad	it	was	only	wings,	though.	I'd	rather	see	the
birds	 as	 aren't	 there,	 and	 couldn't	 be,	 even	 if	 they	 pretend	 to	 talk,	 than	 some
things	as	I	could	name."
He	got	 up	 slowly	 and	 heavily,	 and	went	 indoors,	 and	 he	was	 so	 nice	 to	 his

wife	that	day	that	she	felt	quite	happy,	and	said	to	herself,	"Law,	whatever	have
a-come	to	the	man!"	and	smartened	herself	up	and	put	a	blue	ribbon	bow	at	the
place	where	her	collar	fastened	on,	and	looked	so	pretty	that	he	was	kinder	than
ever.	So	perhaps	the	winged	children	really	did	do	one	good	thing	that	day.	If	so,
it	was	 the	only	one;	 for	 really	 there	 is	 nothing	 like	wings	 for	 getting	you	 into
trouble.	But,	on	the	other	hand,	if	you	are	in	trouble,	there	is	nothing	like	wings
for	getting	you	out	of	it.
This	was	the	case	in	the	matter	of	the	fierce	dog	who	sprang	out	at	them	when

they	had	folded	up	their	wings	as	small	as	possible	and	were	going	up	to	a	farm
door	to	ask	for	a	crust	of	bread	and	cheese,	for	in	spite	of	the	plums	they	were
soon	just	as	hungry	as	ever	again.
Now	there	 is	no	doubt	whatever	 that,	 if	 the	four	had	been	ordinary	wingless

children,	that	black	and	fierce	dog	would	have	had	a	good	bite	out	of	the	brown-
stockinged	leg	of	Robert,	who	was	the	nearest.	But	at	its	first	growl	there	was	a
flutter	of	wings,	and	the	dog	was	left	to	strain	at	his	chain	and	stand	on	his	hind-
legs	as	if	he	were	trying	to	fly	too.
They	 tried	 several	 other	 farms,	 but	 at	 those	 where	 there	 were	 no	 dogs	 the



people	were	 far	 too	 frightened	 to	do	 anything	but	 scream;	 and	 at	 last,	when	 it
was	nearly	 four	o'clock,	and	 their	wings	were	getting	miserably	stiff	and	 tired,
they	alighted	on	a	church-tower	and	held	a	council	of	war.
"We	can't	possibly	 fly	all	 the	way	home	without	dinner	or	 tea,"	 said	Robert

with	desperate	decision.
"And	nobody	will	give	us	any	dinner,	or	even	lunch,	let	alone	tea,"	said	Cyril.
"Perhaps	 the	 clergyman	 here	might,"	 suggested	Anthea.	 "He	must	 know	 all

about	angels"—
"Anybody	 could	 see	we're	 not	 that,"	 said	 Jane.	 "Look	 at	Robert's	 boots	 and

Squirrel's	plaid	necktie."
"Well,"	said	Cyril	 firmly,	"if	 the	country	you're	 in	won't	sell	provisions,	you

take	them.	In	wars	I	mean.	I'm	quite	certain	you	do.	And	even	in	other	stories	no
good	brother	would	allow	his	little	sisters	to	starve	in	the	midst	of	plenty."
"Plenty?"	repeated	Robert	hungrily;	and	the	others	looked	vaguely	round	the

bare	leads	of	the	church-tower,	and	murmured,	"In	the	midst	of?"
"Yes,"	 said	Cyril	 impressively.	 "There	 is	 a	 larder	window	 at	 the	 side	 of	 the

clergyman's	 house,	 and	 I	 saw	 things	 to	 eat	 inside—custard	 pudding	 and	 cold
chicken	 and	 tongue—and	 pies—and	 jam.	 It's	 rather	 a	 high	window—but	with
wings"—
"How	clever	of	you!"	said	Jane.
"Not	at	all,"	said	Cyril	modestly;	"any	born	general—Napoleon	or	the	Duke	of

Marlborough—would	have	seen	it	just	the	same	as	I	did."
"It	seems	very	wrong,"	said	Anthea.
"Nonsense,"	said	Cyril.	"What	was	it	Sir	Philip	Sidney	said	when	the	soldier

wouldn't	give	him	a	drink?—'My	necessity	is	greater	than	his.'"
"We'll	 club	 together	 our	money,	 though,	 and	 leave	 it	 to	 pay	 for	 the	 things,

won't	we?"	Anthea	was	persuasive,	and	very	nearly	in	tears,	because	it	 is	most
trying	 to	 feel	 enormously	 hungry	 and	 unspeakably	 sinful	 at	 one	 and	 the	 same
time.
"Some	of	it,"	was	the	cautious	reply.
Everyone	 now	 turned	 out	 its	 pockets	 on	 the	 lead	 roof	 of	 the	 tower,	 where

visitors	 for	 the	 last	 hundred	 and	 fifty	 years	 had	 cut	 their	 own	 and	 their
sweethearts'	 initials	with	penknives	 in	 the	soft	 lead.	There	was	five-and-seven-
pence	halfpenny	altogether,	and	even	the	upright	Anthea	admitted	that	that	was
too	much	to	pay	for	four	people's	dinners.	Robert	said	he	thought	eighteenpence.
And	half-a-crown	was	finally	agreed	to	be	"handsome."
So	Anthea	wrote	on	the	back	of	her	last	term's	report,	which	happened	to	be	in

her	pocket,	and	from	which	she	first	tore	her	own	name	and	that	of	the	school,
the	following	letter:—



"DEAR	REVEREND	CLERGYMAN,—We	are	very	hungry	 indeed	because
of	having	to	fly	all	day,	and	we	think	it	is	not	stealing	when	you	are	starving	to
death.	We	are	afraid	to	ask	you	for	fear	you	should	say	'No,'	because	of	course
you	know	about	angels,	but	you	would	not	think	we	were	angels.	We	will	only
take	the	necessities	of	life,	and	no	pudding	or	pie,	to	show	you	it	is	not	grediness
but	true	starvation	that	makes	us	make	your	larder	stand	and	deliver.	But	we	are
not	highwaymen	by	trade."
"Cut	it	short,"	said	the	others	with	one	accord.	And	Anthea	hastily	added—
"Our	 intentions	 are	 quite	 honourable	 if	 you	 only	 knew.	And	 here	 is	 half-a-

crown	to	show	we	are	sinseer	and	grateful.
"Thank	you	for	your	kind	hospitality.
"FROM	US	FOUR."
The	half-crown	was	wrapped	in	this	letter,	and	all	the	children	felt	that	when

the	 clergyman	 had	 read	 it	 he	would	 understand	 everything,	 as	well	 as	 anyone
could	who	had	not	even	seen	the	wings.
"Now,"	said	Cyril,	"of	course	there's	some	risk;	we'd	better	fly	straight	down

the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 tower	 and	 then	 flutter	 low	 across	 the	 churchyard	 and	 in
through	 the	 shrubbery.	There	 doesn't	 seem	 to	 be	 anyone	 about.	But	 you	never
know.	The	window	looks	out	into	the	shrubbery.	It	is	embowered	in	foliage,	like
a	window	 in	 a	 story.	 I'll	 go	 in	 and	get	 the	 things.	Robert	 and	Anthea	can	 take
them	as	 I	 hand	 them	out	 through	 the	window;	 and	 Jane	 can	keep	watch,—her
eyes	are	sharp,—and	whistle	if	she	sees	anyone	about.	Shut	up,	Robert!	she	can
whistle	 quite	 well	 enough	 for	 that,	 anyway.	 It	 ought	 not	 to	 be	 a	 very	 good
whistle—it'll	sound	more	natural	and	birdlike.	Now	then—off	we	go!"
I	cannot	pretend	 that	stealing	 is	 right.	 I	can	only	say	 that	on	 this	occasion	 it

did	not	 look	like	stealing	to	the	hungry	four,	but	appeared	in	the	light	of	a	fair
and	 reasonable	 business	 transaction.	 They	 had	 never	 happened	 to	 learn	 that	 a
tongue,—hardly	cut	into,—a	chicken	and	a	half,	a	loaf	of	bread,	and	a	syphon	of
soda-water	 cannot	 be	 bought	 in	 the	 stores	 for	 half-a-crown.	 These	 were	 the
necessaries	 of	 life,	 which	 Cyril	 handed	 out	 of	 the	 larder	 window	when,	 quite
unobserved	 and	without	 hindrance	 or	 adventure,	 he	 had	 led	 the	 others	 to	 that
happy	spot.	He	felt	that	to	refrain	from	jam,	apple	pie,	cake,	and	mixed	candied
peel,	was	a	 really	heroic	act—and	I	agree	with	him.	He	was	also	proud	of	not
taking	the	custard	pudding,—and	there	I	think	he	was	wrong,—because	if	he	had
taken	 it	 there	 would	 have	 been	 a	 difficulty	 about	 returning	 the	 dish;	 no	 one,
however	starving,	has	a	right	to	steal	china	pie-dishes	with	little	pink	flowers	on
them.	 The	 soda-water	 syphon	 was	 different.	 They	 could	 not	 do	 without
something	to	drink,	and	as	the	maker's	name	was	on	it	they	felt	sure	it	would	be
returned	to	him	wherever	they	might	leave	it.	If	they	had	time	they	would	take	it



back	 themselves.	The	man	 appeared	 to	 live	 in	Rochester,	which	would	 not	 be
much	out	of	their	way	home.
Everything	was	carried	up	to	the	top	of	the	tower,	and	laid	down	on	a	sheet	of

kitchen	 paper	 which	 Cyril	 had	 found	 on	 the	 top	 shelf	 of	 the	 larder.	 As	 he
unfolded	it,	Anthea	said,	"I	don't	think	that's	a	necessity	of	life."
"Yes,	it	is,"	said	he.	"We	must	put	the	things	down	somewhere	to	cut	them	up;

and	I	heard	father	say	 the	other	day	people	got	diseases	 from	germans	 in	 rain-
water.	 Now	 there	 must	 be	 lots	 of	 rain-water	 here,—and	 when	 it	 dries	 up	 the
germans	are	left,	and	they'd	get	into	the	things,	and	we	should	all	die	of	scarlet
fever."
"What	are	germans?"
"Little	waggly	things	you	see	with	microscopes,"	said	Cyril,	with	a	scientific

air.	 "They	 give	 you	 every	 illness	 you	 can	 think	 of.	 I'm	 sure	 the	 paper	 was	 a
necessary,	 just	 as	much	 as	 the	 bread	 and	meat	 and	water.	 Now	 then!	Oh,	 I'm
hungry!"
I	 do	 not	wish	 to	 describe	 the	 picnic	 party	 on	 the	 top	 of	 the	 tower.	You	 can

imagine	well	enough	what	it	is	like	to	carve	a	chicken	and	a	tongue	with	a	knife
that	has	only	one	blade	and	that	snapped	off	short	about	half-way	down.	But	it
was	 done.	 Eating	 with	 your	 fingers	 is	 greasy	 and	 difficult—and	 paper	 dishes
soon	get	 to	 look	very	 spotty	 and	horrid.	But	one	 thing	you	can't	 imagine,	 and
that	is	how	soda-water	behaves	when	you	try	to	drink	it	straight	out	of	a	syphon
—especially	 a	 quite	 full	 one.	But	 if	 imagination	will	 not	 help	you,	 experience
will,	and	you	can	easily	try	it	for	yourself	if	you	can	get	a	grown-up	to	give	you
the	 syphon.	 If	 you	want	 to	 have	 a	 really	 thorough	 experience,	 put	 the	 tube	 in
your	mouth	and	press	the	handle	very	suddenly	and	very	hard.	You	had	better	do
it	when	you	are	alone—and	out	of	doors	is	best	for	this	experiment.
However	 you	 eat	 them,	 tongue	 and	 chicken	 and	 new	 bread	 are	 very	 good

things,	and	no	one	minds	being	sprinkled	a	little	with	soda-water	on	a	really	fine
hot	day.	So	that	everyone	enjoyed	the	dinner	very	much	indeed,	and	everyone	ate
as	 much	 as	 it	 possibly	 could:	 first,	 because	 it	 was	 extremely	 hungry;	 and
secondly,	because,	as	I	said,	tongue	and	chicken	and	new	bread	are	very	nice.
Now,	I	daresay	you	will	have	noticed	that	if	you	have	to	wait	for	your	dinner

till	long	after	the	proper	time,	and	then	eat	a	great	deal	more	dinner	than	usual,
and	sit	in	the	hot	sun	on	the	top	of	a	church-tower—or	even	anywhere	else—you
become	soon	and	strangely	sleepy.	Now	Anthea	and	Jane	and	Cyril	and	Robert
were	very	like	you	in	many	ways,	and	when	they	had	eaten	all	they	could,	and
drunk	all	there	was,	they	became	sleepy,	strangely	and	soon—especially	Anthea,
because	she	had	gotten	up	so	early.
One	by	one	they	left	off	talking	and	leaned	back,	and	before	it	was	a	quarter	of



an	hour	after	dinner	 they	had	all	curled	round	and	tucked	themselves	up	under
their	 large	 soft	 warm	 wings	 and	 were	 fast	 asleep.	 And	 the	 sun	 was	 sinking
slowly	in	the	west.	(I	must	say	it	was	in	the	west,	because	it	is	usual	in	books	to
say	so,	for	fear	careless	people	should	think	it	was	setting	in	the	east.	In	point	of
fact,	 it	was	not	 exactly	 in	 the	west	 either—but	 that's	 near	 enough.)	The	 sun,	 I
repeat,	 was	 sinking	 slowly	 in	 the	 west,	 and	 the	 children	 slept	 warmly	 and
happily	 on—for	 wings	 are	 cosier	 than	 eider-down	 quilts	 to	 sleep	 under.	 The
shadow	of	the	church-tower	fell	across	the	churchyard,	and	across	the	Vicarage,
and	across	the	field	beyond;	and	presently	there	were	no	more	shadows,	and	the
sun	had	set,	and	 the	wings	were	gone.	And	still	 the	children	slept.	But	not	 for
long.	Twilight	 is	very	beautiful,	but	 it	 is	chilly;	and	you	know,	however	sleepy
you	are,	you	wake	up	soon	enough	if	your	brother	or	sister	happens	to	be	up	first
and	pulls	your	blankets	off	you.	The	four	wingless	children	shivered	and	woke.
And	there	they	were,—on	the	top	of	a	church-tower	in	the	dusky	twilight,	with
blue	stars	coming	out	by	ones	and	twos	and	tens	and	twenties	over	their	heads,—
miles	away	from	home,	with	three	shillings	and	three-halfpence	in	their	pockets,
and	 a	 doubtful	 act	 about	 the	 necessities	 of	 life	 to	 be	 accounted	 for	 if	 anyone
found	them	with	the	soda-water	syphon.
They	looked	at	each	other.	Cyril	spoke	first,	picking	up	the	syphon—
"We'd	better	get	along	down	and	get	rid	of	this	beastly	thing.	It's	dark	enough

to	leave	it	on	the	clergyman's	doorstep,	I	should	think.	Come	on."
There	was	a	 little	 turret	at	 the	corner	of	 the	 tower,	and	 the	 little	 turret	had	a

door	in	it.	They	had	noticed	this	when	they	were	eating,	but	had	not	explored	it,
as	you	would	have	done	in	their	place.	Because,	of	course,	when	you	have	wings
and	can	explore	the	whole	sky,	doors	seem	hardly	worth	exploring.
Now	they	turned	towards	it.
"Of	course,"	said	Cyril	"this	is	the	way	down."
It	was.	But	the	door	was	locked	on	the	inside!
And	 the	 world	 was	 growing	 darker	 and	 darker.	 And	 they	 were	 miles	 from

home.	And	there	was	the	soda-water	syphon.
I	shall	not	tell	you	whether	anyone	cried,	nor,	if	so,	how	many	cried,	nor	who

cried.	You	will	 be	 better	 employed	 in	making	up	your	minds	what	 you	would
have	done	if	you	had	been	in	their	place.



Chapter		5
NO	WINGS
Whether	anyone	cried	or	not,	there	was	certainly	an	interval	during	which	none
of	 the	 party	 was	 quite	 itself.	 When	 they	 grew	 calmer,	 Anthea	 put	 her
handkerchief	in	her	pocket	and	her	arm	round	Jane,	and	said—
"It	can't	be	for	more	than	one	night.	We	can	signal	with	our	handkerchiefs	in

the	morning.	They'll	be	dry	then.	And	someone	will	come	up	and	let	us	out"—
"And	find	the	syphon,"	said	Cyril	gloomily;	"and	we	shall	be	sent	to	prison	for

stealing"—
"You	said	it	wasn't	stealing.	You	said	you	were	sure	it	wasn't."
"I'm	not	sure	now"	said	Cyril	shortly.
"Let's	 throw	the	thing	away	among	the	trees,"	said	Robert,	"then	no	one	can

do	anything	to	us."
"Oh	yes,"—Cyril's	laugh	was	not	a	light-hearted	one,—"and	hit	some	chap	on

the	head,	and	be	murderers	as	well	as—as	the	other	thing."
"But	we	can't	stay	up	here	all	night,"	said	Jane;	"and	I	want	my	tea."
"You	can't	want	your	tea,"	said	Robert;	"you've	only	just	had	your	dinner."
"But	 I	 do	 want	 it,"	 she	 said;	 "especially	 when	 you	 begin	 talking	 about

stopping	up	here	all	night.	Oh,	Panther—I	want	to	go	home!	I	want	to	go	home!"
"Hush,	 hush,"	 Anthea	 said.	 "Don't,	 dear.	 It'll	 be	 all	 right,	 somehow.	 Don't,

don't"—
"Let	 her	 cry,"	 said	Robert	 desperately;	 "if	 she	 howls	 loud	 enough,	 someone

may	hear	and	come	and	let	us	out."
"And	see	the	soda-water	thing,"	said	Anthea	swiftly.	"Robert,	don't	be	a	brute.

Oh,	Jane,	do	try	to	be	a	man!	It's	just	the	same	for	all	of	us."
Jane	did	try	to	"be	a	man"—and	reduced	her	howls	to	sniffs.
There	was	 a	 pause.	 Then	 Cyril	 said	 slowly,	 "Look	 here.	We	must	 risk	 that

syphon.	 I'll	 button	 it	 up	 inside	my	 jacket—perhaps	 no	 one	will	 notice	 it.	You
others	 keep	 well	 in	 front	 of	 me.	 There	 are	 lights	 in	 the	 clergyman's	 house.
They've	not	gone	to	bed	yet.	We	must	just	yell	as	loud	as	ever	we	can.	Now	all
scream	when	I	say	three.	Robert,	you	do	the	yell	like	a	railway	engine,	and	I'll	do
the	coo-ee	like	father's.	The	girls	can	do	as	they	please.	One,	two,	three!"
A	four-fold	yell	rent	the	silent	peace	of	the	evening,	and	a	maid	at	one	of	the



Vicarage	windows	paused	with	her	hand	on	the	blind-cord.
"One,	 two,	 three!"	Another	yell,	piercing	and	complex,	startled	the	owls	and

starlings	 to	 a	 flutter	 of	 feathers	 in	 the	 belfry	 below.	 The	 maid	 flew	 from	 the
Vicarage	 window	 and	 ran	 down	 the	 Vicarage	 stairs	 and	 into	 the	 Vicarage
kitchen,	 and	 fainted	 as	 soon	 as	 she	 had	 explained	 to	 the	man-servant	 and	 the
cook	 and	 the	 cook's	 cousin	 that	 she	 had	 seen	 a	 ghost.	 It	 was	 quite	 untrue,	 of
course,	but	I	suppose	the	girl's	nerves	were	a	little	upset	by	the	yelling.
"One,	two,	three!"	The	Vicar	was	on	his	doorstep	by	this	time,	and	there	was

no	mistaking	the	yell	that	greeted	him.
"Goodness	me,"	he	said	 to	his	wife,	"my	dear,	someone's	being	murdered	 in

the	church!	Give	me	my	hat	and	a	thick	stick,	and	tell	Andrew	to	come	after	me.
I	expect	it's	the	lunatic	who	stole	the	tongue."
The	children	had	seen	the	flash	of	light	when	the	Vicar	opened	his	front	door.

They	had	 seen	his	dark	 form	on	his	doorstep,	 and	 they	had	paused	 for	breath,
and	also	to	see	what	he	would	do.
When	he	turned	back	for	his	hat,	Cyril	said	hastily—
"He	 thinks	 he	 only	 fancied	 he	 heard	 something.	 You	 don't	 half	 yell!	 Now!

One,	two,	three!"
It	was	 certainly	 a	whole	 yell	 this	 time,	 and	 the	Vicar's	wife	 flung	 her	 arms

round	her	husband	and	screamed	a	feeble	echo	of	it.
"You	shan't	go!"	she	said,	"not	alone.	Jessie!"—the	maid	unfainted	and	came

out	of	 the	kitchen,—"send	Andrew	at	 once.	There's	 a	dangerous	 lunatic	 in	 the
church,	and	he	must	go	immediately	and	catch	him."
"I	expect	he	will	catch	 it	 too,"	said	Jessie	 to	herself	as	she	went	 through	 the

kitchen	door.	"Here,	Andrew,"	she	said,	"there's	someone	screaming	like	mad	in
the	church,	and	the	missus	says	you're	to	go	along	and	catch	it."
"Not	alone,	I	don't,"	said	Andrew	in	low	firm	tones.	To	his	master	he	merely

said,	"Yis	sir."
"You	heard	those	screams?"
"I	did	think	I	noticed	a	sort	of	something,"	said	Andrew.
"Well,	come	on,	 then,"	said	 the	Vicar.	 "My	dear,	 I	must	go!"	He	pushed	her

gently	into	the	sitting-room,	banged	the	door,	and	rushed	out,	dragging	Andrew
by	the	arm.
A	volley	of	yells	greeted	them.	Then	as	it	died	into	silence	Andrew	shouted,

"Hullo,	you	there!	Did	you	call?"
"Yes,"	shouted	four	far-away	voices.
"They	seem	to	be	in	the	air,"	said	the	Vicar.	"Very	remarkable."
"Where	 are	 you?"	 shouted	 Andrew;	 and	 Cyril	 replied	 in	 his	 deepest	 voice,

very	slow	and	loud—



"CHURCH!	TOWER!	TOP!"
"Come	down,	then!"	said	Andrew;	and	the	same	voice	replied—
"Can't!	Door	locked!"
"My	goodness!"	said	 the	Vicar.	 "Andrew,	 fetch	 the	stable	 lantern.	Perhaps	 it

would	be	as	well	to	fetch	another	man	from	the	village."
"With	the	rest	of	the	gang	about,	very	likely.	No,	sir;	if	this	'ere	ain't	a	trap—

well,	may	I	never!	There's	cook's	cousin	at	the	back	door	now.	He's	a	keeper,	sir,
and	used	to	dealing	with	vicious	characters.	And	he's	got	his	gun,	sir."
"Hullo	there!"	shouted	Cyril	from	the	church-tower;	"come	up	and	let	us	out."
"We're	a-coming,"	said	Andrew.	"I'm	a-going	to	get	a	policeman	and	a	gun."
"Andrew,	Andrew,"	said	the	Vicar,	"that's	not	the	truth."
"It's	near	enough,	sir,	for	the	likes	of	them."
So	 Andrew	 fetched	 the	 lantern	 and	 the	 cook's	 cousin;	 and	 the	 Vicar's	 wife

begged	them	all	to	be	very	careful.
They	went	across	the	churchyard—it	was	quite	dark	now—and	as	they	went

they	talked.	The	Vicar	was	certain	a	 lunatic	was	on	 the	church-tower—the	one
who	had	written	 the	mad	 letter,	and	 taken	 the	cold	 tongue	and	 things.	Andrew
thought	 it	 was	 a	 "trap";	 the	 cook's	 cousin	 alone	 was	 calm.	 "Great	 cry,	 little
wool,"	said	he;	"dangerous	chaps	is	quieter."	He	was	not	at	all	afraid.	But	then	he
had	a	gun.	That	was	why	he	was	asked	to	lead	the	way	up	the	worn,	steep,	dark
steps	of	the	church-tower.	He	did	lead	the	way,	with	the	lantern	in	one	hand	and
the	gun	 in	 the	other.	Andrew	went	next.	He	pretended	afterwards	 that	 this	was
because	he	was	braver	 than	his	master,	but	 really	 it	was	because	he	 thought	of
traps	and	he	did	not	 like	 the	 idea	of	being	behind	 the	others	 for	 fear	 someone
should	come	softly	up	behind	him	and	catch	hold	of	his	legs	in	the	dark.	They
went	 on	 and	 on,	 and	 round	 and	 round	 the	 little	 corkscrew	 staircase—then
through	the	bell-ringers'	loft,	where	the	bell-ropes	hung	with	soft	furry	ends	like
giant	caterpillars—then	up	another	stair	into	the	belfry,	where	the	big	quiet	bells
are—and	then	on	up	a	ladder	with	broad	steps—and	then	up	a	little	stone	stair.
And	at	the	top	of	that	there	was	a	little	door.	And	the	door	was	bolted	on	the	stair
side.
The	cook's	cousin,	who	was	a	gamekeeper,	kicked	at	the	door,	and	said—
"Hullo,	you	there!"
The	children	were	holding	on	to	each	other	on	the	other	side	of	the	door,	and

trembling	 with	 anxiousness—and	 very	 hoarse	 with	 their	 howls.	 They	 could
hardly	speak,	but	Cyril	managed	to	reply	huskily—
"Hullo,	you	there!"
"How	did	you	get	up	there?"
It	was	no	use	saying	"We	flew	up,"	so	Cyril	said—



"We	 got	 up—and	 then	 we	 found	 the	 door	 was	 locked	 and	 we	 couldn't	 get
down.	Let	us	out—do."
"How	many	of	you	are	there?"	asked	the	keeper.
"Only	four,"	said	Cyril.
"Are	you	armed?"
"Are	we	what?"
"I've	got	my	gun	handy—so	you'd	best	not	try	any	tricks,"	said	the	keeper.	"If

we	open	the	door,	will	you	promise	to	come	quietly	down,	and	no	nonsense?"
"Yes—oh	YES!"	said	all	the	children	together.
"Bless	me,"	said	the	Vicar,	"surely	that	was	a	female	voice?"
"Shall	I	open	the	door,	sir?"	said	the	keeper.	Andrew	went	down	a	few	steps,

"to	leave	room	for	the	others"	he	said	afterwards.
"Yes,"	 said	 the	 Vicar,	 "open	 the	 door.	 Remember,"	 he	 said	 through	 the

keyhole,	"we	have	come	 to	 release	you.	You	will	keep	your	promise	 to	 refrain
from	violence?"
"How	 this	 bolt	 do	 stick,"	 said	 the	 keeper;	 "anyone	 'ud	 think	 it	 hadn't	 been

drawed	for	half	a	year."	As	a	matter	of	fact	it	hadn't.
When	all	the	bolts	were	drawn,	the	keeper	spoke	deep-chested	words	through

the	keyhole.
"I	don't	open,"	said	he,	"till	you've	gone	over	 to	 the	other	side	of	 the	 tower.

And	if	one	of	you	comes	at	me	I	fire.	Now!"
"We're	all	over	on	the	other	side,"	said	the	voices.
The	keeper	felt	pleased	with	himself,	and	owned	himself	a	bold	man	when	he

threw	open	that	door,	and,	stepping	out	into	the	leads,	flashed	the	full	light	of	the
stable	 lantern	on	 the	group	of	 desperadoes	 standing	 against	 the	parapet	 on	 the
other	side	of	the	tower.
He	lowered	his	gun,	and	he	nearly	dropped	the	lantern.
"So	help	me,"	he	cried,	"if	they	ain't	a	pack	of	kiddies!"
The	Vicar	now	advanced.
"How	did	you	come	here?"	he	asked	severely.	"Tell	me	at	once."
"Oh,	 take	 us	 down,"	 said	 Jane,	 catching	 at	 his	 coat,	 "and	 we'll	 tell	 you

anything	you	like.	You	won't	believe	us,	but	it	doesn't	matter.	Oh,	take	us	down!"
The	others	crowded	round	him,	with	the	same	entreaty.	All	but	Cyril.	He	had

enough	 to	 do	 with	 the	 soda-water	 syphon,	 which	 would	 keep	 slipping	 down
under	his	jacket.	It	needed	both	hands	to	keep	it	steady	in	its	place.
But	he	said,	standing	as	far	out	of	the	lantern	light	as	possible—
"Please	do	take	us	down."
So	they	were	taken	down.	It	is	no	joke	to	go	down	a	strange	church-tower	in

the	dark,	but	the	keeper	helped	them—only,	Cyril	had	to	be	independent	because



of	the	soda-water	syphon.	It	would	keep	trying	to	get	away.	Half-way	down	the
ladder	 it	 all	 but	 escaped.	 Cyril	 just	 caught	 it	 by	 its	 spout,	 and	 as	 nearly	 as
possible	 lost	his	 footing.	He	was	 trembling	and	pale	when	at	 last	 they	 reached
the	bottom	of	the	winding	stair	and	stepped	out	on	to	the	stones	of	the	church-
porch.
Then	suddenly	the	keeper	caught	Cyril	and	Robert	each	by	an	arm.
"You	bring	along	the	gells,	sir,"	said	he;	"you	and	Andrew	can	manage	them."
"Let	 go!"	 said	 Cyril;	 "we	 aren't	 running	 away.	 We	 haven't	 hurt	 your	 old

church.	Leave	go!"
"You	just	come	along,"	said	the	keeper;	and	Cyril	dared	not	oppose	him	with

violence,	because	just	then	the	syphon	began	to	slip	again.
So	 they	 were	 marched	 into	 the	 Vicarage	 study,	 and	 the	 Vicar's	 wife	 came

rushing	in.
"Oh,	William,	are	you	safe?"	she	cried.
Robert	hastened	to	allay	her	anxiety.
"Yes,"	he	said,	"he's	quite	safe.	We	haven't	hurt	them	at	all.	And	please,	we're

very	 late,	 and	 they'll	 be	 anxious	 at	 home.	 Could	 you	 send	 us	 home	 in	 your
carriage?"
"Or	perhaps	there's	a	hotel	near	where	we	could	get	a	carriage,"	said	Anthea.

"Martha	will	be	very	anxious	as	it	is."
The	Vicar	had	sunk	into	a	chair,	overcome	by	emotion	and	amazement.
Cyril	 had	 also	 sat	 down,	 and	 was	 leaning	 forward	 with	 his	 elbows	 on	 his

knees	because	of	the	soda-water	syphon.
"But	how	did	you	come	to	be	locked	up	in	the	church-tower?"	asked	the	Vicar.
"We	went	 up,"	 said	Robert	 slowly,	 "and	we	were	 tired,	 and	we	 all	went	 to

sleep,	and	when	we	woke	up	we	found	the	door	was	locked,	so	we	yelled."
"I	should	think	you	did!"	said	the	Vicar's	wife.	"Frightening	everybody	out	of

their	wits	like	this!	You	ought	to	be	ashamed	of	yourselves."
"We	are,"	said	Jane	gently.
"But	who	locked	the	door?"	asked	the	Vicar.
"I	 don't	 know	 at	 all,"	 said	 Robert,	 with	 perfect	 truth.	 "Do	 please	 send	 us

home."
"Well,	really,"	said	the	Vicar,	"I	suppose	we'd	better.	Andrew,	put	the	horse	to,

and	you	can	take	them	home."
"Not	alone,	I	don't,"	said	Andrew	to	himself.
And	the	Vicar	went	on,	"let	this	be	a	lesson	to	you"——	He	went	on	talking,

and	 the	 children	 listened	miserably.	 But	 the	 keeper	was	 not	 listening.	He	was
looking	at	 the	unfortunate	Cyril.	He	knew	all	 about	poachers,	of	course,	 so	he
knew	how	people	look	when	they're	hiding	something.	The	Vicar	had	just	got	to



the	 part	 about	 trying	 to	 grow	 up	 to	 be	 a	 blessing	 to	 your	 parents,	 and	 not	 a
trouble	and	disgrace,	when	the	keeper	suddenly	said—
"Arst	 him	 what	 he's	 got	 there	 under	 his	 jacket;"	 and	 Cyril	 knew	 that

concealment	was	at	an	end.	So	he	stood	up,	and	squared	his	shoulders	and	tried
to	 look	 noble,	 like	 the	 boys	 in	 books	 that	 no	 one	 can	 look	 in	 the	 face	 of	 and
doubt	 that	 they	 come	 of	 brave	 and	 noble	 families,	 and	will	 be	 faithful	 to	 the
death,	and	he	pulled	out	the	syphon	and	said—
"Well,	there	you	are,	then."
There	was	silence.	Cyril	went	on—there	was	nothing	else	for	it—
"Yes,	we	took	this	out	of	your	larder,	and	some	chicken	and	tongue	and	bread.

We	were	very	hungry,	and	we	didn't	take	the	custard	or	jam.	We	only	took	bread
and	 meat	 and	 water,—and	 we	 couldn't	 help	 its	 being	 soda	 kind,—just	 the
necessaries	of	 life;	 and	we	 left	 half-a-crown	 to	pay	 for	 it,	 and	we	 left	 a	 letter.
And	we're	very	sorry.	And	my	father	will	pay	a	fine	and	anything	you	like,	but
don't	 send	 us	 to	 prison.	Mother	would	 be	 so	 vexed.	You	 know	what	 you	 said
about	not	being	a	disgrace.	Well,	don't	you	go	and	do	it	to	us—that's	all!	We're	as
sorry	as	we	can	be.	There!"
"However	did	you	get	up	to	the	larder	window?"	said	Mrs.	Vicar.
"I	can't	tell	you	that,"	said	Cyril	firmly.
"Is	this	the	whole	truth	you've	been	telling	me?"	asked	the	clergyman.
"No,"	answered	Jane	suddenly;	 "it's	all	 true,	but	 it's	not	 the	whole	 truth.	We

can't	tell	you	that.	It's	no	good	asking.	Oh,	do	forgive	us	and	take	us	home!"	She
ran	 to	 the	Vicar's	wife	and	 threw	her	arms	 round	her.	The	Vicar's	wife	put	her
arms	round	Jane,	and	the	keeper	whispered	behind	his	hand	to	the	Vicar—
"They're	all	right,	sir—I	expect	it's	a	pal	they're	standing	by.	Someone	put	'em

up	to	it,	and	they	won't	peach.	Game	little	kids."
"Tell	 me,"	 said	 the	 Vicar	 kindly,	 "are	 you	 screening	 someone	 else?	 Had

anyone	else	anything	to	do	with	this?"
"Yes,"	said	Anthea,	thinking	of	the	Psammead;	"but	it	wasn't	their	fault."
"Very	well,	my	dears,"	said	 the	Vicar,	"then	 let's	say	no	more	about	 it.	Only

just	tell	us	why	you	wrote	such	an	odd	letter."
"I	don't	know,"	said	Cyril.	 "You	see,	Anthea	wrote	 it	 in	 such	a	hurry,	and	 it

really	didn't	seem	like	stealing	then.	But	afterwards,	when	we	found	we	couldn't
get	 down	 off	 the	 church-tower,	 it	 seemed	 just	 exactly	 like	 it.	We	 are	 all	 very
sorry"—
"Say	 no	 more	 about	 it,"	 said	 the	 Vicar's	 wife;	 "but	 another	 time	 just	 think

before	you	 take	other	people's	 tongues.	Now—some	cake	and	milk	before	you
go	home?"
When	Andrew	came	to	say	that	the	horse	was	put	to,	and	was	he	expected	to



be	 led	alone	 into	 the	 trap	 that	he	had	plainly	 seen	 from	 the	 first,	 he	 found	 the
children	 eating	 cake	 and	drinking	milk	 and	 laughing	 at	 the	Vicar's	 jokes.	 Jane
was	sitting	on	the	Vicar's	wife's	lap.
So	you	see	they	got	off	better	than	they	deserved.
The	gamekeeper,	who	was	the	cook's	cousin,	asked	leave	to	drive	home	with

them,	and	Andrew	was	only	too	glad	to	have	someone	to	protect	him	from	that
trap	he	was	so	certain	of.
When	the	wagonette	reached	their	own	house,	between	the	chalk-quarry	and

the	 gravel-pit,	 the	 children	 were	 very	 sleepy,	 but	 they	 felt	 that	 they	 and	 the
keeper	were	friends	for	life.
Andrew	dumped	the	children	down	at	the	iron	gate	without	a	word.
"You	 get	 along	 home,"	 said	 the	 Vicarage	 cook's	 cousin,	 who	 was	 a

gamekeeper.	"I'll	get	me	home	on	shanks'	mare."
So	Andrew	had	to	drive	off	alone,	which	he	did	not	like	at	all,	and	it	was	the

keeper	that	was	cousin	to	the	Vicarage	cook	who	went	with	the	children	to	the
door,	 and,	 when	 they	 had	 been	 swept	 to	 bed	 in	 a	 whirlwind	 of	 reproaches,
remained	to	explain	to	Martha	and	the	cook	and	the	housemaid	exactly	what	had
happened.	 He	 explained	 so	 well	 that	 Martha	 was	 quite	 amicable	 the	 next
morning.
After	that	he	often	used	to	come	over	and	see	Martha,	and	in	the	end—but	that

is	another	story,	as	dear	Mr.	Kipling	says.
Martha	 was	 obliged	 to	 stick	 to	 what	 she	 had	 said	 the	 night	 before	 about

keeping	the	children	indoors	the	next	day	for	a	punishment.	But	she	wasn't	at	all
ugly	about	it,	and	agreed	to	let	Robert	go	out	for	half	an	hour	to	get	something
he	particularly	wanted.
This,	of	course,	was	the	day's	wish.
Robert	 rushed	 to	 the	 gravel-pit,	 found	 the	 Psammead,	 and	 presently	wished

for—
But	that,	too,	is	another	story.



Chapter		6
A	CASTLE	AND	NO	DINNER
The	 others	were	 to	 be	 kept	 in	 as	 a	 punishment	 for	 the	misfortunes	 of	 the	 day
before.	 Of	 course	Martha	 thought	 it	 was	 naughtiness,	 and	 not	misfortune—so
you	must	not	blame	her.	She	only	 thought	 she	was	doing	her	duty.	You	know,
grown-up	people	often	say	they	do	not	like	to	punish	you,	and	that	they	only	do
it	for	your	own	good,	and	that	it	hurts	them	as	much	as	it	hurts	you—and	this	is
really	very	often	the	truth.
Martha	 certainly	 hated	 having	 to	 punish	 the	 children	 quite	 as	much	 as	 they

hated	to	be	punished.	For	one	thing,	she	knew	what	a	noise	there	would	be	in	the
house	all	day.	And	she	had	other	reasons.
"I	declare,"	 she	said	 to	 the	cook,	"it	 seems	almost	a	 shame	keeping	of	 them

indoors	 this	 lovely	day;	but	 they	are	 that	audacious,	 they'll	be	walking	 in	with
their	 heads	knocked	off	 some	of	 these	days,	 if	 I	 don't	 put	my	 foot	 down.	You
make	them	a	cake	for	tea	to-morrow,	dear.	And	we'll	have	Baby	along	of	us	soon
as	we've	got	a	bit	forrard	with	our	work.	Then	they	can	have	a	good	romp	with
him,	out	of	the	way.	Now,	Eliza,	come,	get	on	with	them	beds.	Here's	ten	o'clock
nearly,	and	no	rabbits	caught!"
People	say	that	in	Kent	when	they	mean	"and	no	work	done."
So	all	 the	others	were	kept	in,	but	Robert,	as	I	have	said,	was	allowed	to	go

out	for	half	an	hour	to	get	something	they	all	wanted.	And	that,	of	course,	was
the	day's	wish.
He	had	no	difficulty	in	finding	the	Sand-fairy,	for	the	day	was	already	so	hot

that	it	had	actually,	for	the	first	time,	come	out	of	its	own	accord,	and	was	sitting
in	 a	 sort	 of	 pool	of	 soft	 sand,	 stretching	 itself,	 and	 trimming	 its	whiskers,	 and
turning	its	snail's	eyes	round	and	round.
"Ha!"	it	said	when	its	left	eye	saw	Robert;	"I've	been	looking	for	you.	Where

are	the	rest	of	you?	Not	smashed	themselves	up	with	those	wings,	I	hope?"
"No,"	 said	Robert;	 "but	 the	wings	got	us	 into	 a	 row,	 just	 like	all	 the	wishes

always	do.	So	the	others	are	kept	indoors,	and	I	was	only	let	out	for	half	an	hour
—to	get	the	wish.	So	please	let	me	wish	as	quickly	as	I	can."
"Wish	away,"	said	the	Psammead,	twisting	itself	round	in	the	sand.	But	Robert

couldn't	 wish	 away.	 He	 forgot	 all	 the	 things	 he	 had	 been	 thinking	 about,	 and



nothing	 would	 come	 into	 his	 head	 but	 little	 things	 for	 himself,	 like	 candy,	 a
foreign	stamp	album,	or	a	knife	with	three	blades	and	a	corkscrew.	He	sat	down
to	think	better	of	things	the	others	would	not	have	cared	for—such	as	a	football,
or	a	pair	of	leg-guards,	or	to	be	able	to	lick	Simpkins	Minor	thoroughly	when	he
went	back	to	school.
"Well,"	 said	 the	 Psammead	 at	 last,	 "you'd	 better	 hurry	 up	with	 that	wish	 of

yours.	Time	flies."
"I	know	it	does,"	said	Robert.	"I	can't	think	what	to	wish	for.	I	wish	you	could

give	one	of	the	others	their	wish	without	their	having	to	come	here	to	ask	for	it.
Oh,	don't!"
But	it	was	too	late.	The	Psammead	had	blown	itself	out	to	about	three	times	its

proper	 size,	 and	 now	 it	 collapsed	 like	 a	 pricked	 bubble,	 and	with	 a	 deep	 sigh
leaned	back	against	the	edge	of	the	sand-pool,	quite	faint	with	the	effort.
"There!"	it	said	in	a	weak	voice;	"it	was	tremendously	hard—but	I	did	it.	Run

along	home,	or	they're	sure	to	wish	for	something	silly	before	you	get	there."
They	were—quite	 sure;	 Robert	 felt	 this,	 and	 as	 he	 ran	 home	 his	mind	was

deeply	 occupied	with	 the	 sort	 of	wishes	 he	might	 find	 they	 had	wished	 in	 his
absence.	They	might	wish	for	rabbits,	or	white	mice,	or	chocolate,	or	a	fine	day
to-morrow,	or	even—and	that	was	most	likely—someone	might	have	said,	"I	do
wish	to	goodness	Robert	would	hurry	up."	Well,	he	was	hurrying	up,	and	so	they
would	have	had	their	wish,	and	the	day	would	be	wasted.	Then	he	tried	to	think
what	they	could	wish	for—something	that	would	be	amusing	indoors.	That	had
been	his	own	difficulty	from	the	beginning.	So	few	things	are	amusing	indoors
when	the	sun	is	shining	outside	and	you	mayn't	go	out,	however	much	you	want
to	do	so.
Robert	was	 running	 as	 fast	 as	 he	 could,	 but	when	 he	 turned	 the	 corner	 that

ought	 to	 have	 brought	 him	 within	 sight	 of	 the	 architect's	 nightmare—the
ornamental	iron-work	on	the	top	of	the	house—he	opened	his	eyes	so	wide	that
he	had	to	drop	into	a	walk;	for	you	cannot	run	with	your	eyes	wide	open.	Then
suddenly	he	stopped	short,	for	there	was	no	house	to	be	seen.	The	front	garden
railings	were	gone	too,	and	where	the	house	had	stood—Robert	rubbed	his	eyes
and	looked	again.	Yes,	 the	others	had	wished,—there	was	no	doubt	about	 it,—
and	they	must	have	wished	that	they	lived	in	a	castle;	for	there	the	castle	stood,
black	and	stately,	and	very	tall	and	broad,	with	battlements	and	lancet	windows,
and	eight	great	 towers;	 and,	where	 the	garden	and	 the	orchard	had	been,	 there
were	white	 things	dotted	 like	mushrooms.	Robert	walked	slowly	on,	and	as	he
got	nearer	he	saw	that	 these	were	 tents,	and	men	in	armor	were	walking	about
among	the	tents—crowds	and	crowds	of	them.
"Oh!"	said	Robert	fervently.	"They	have!	They've	wished	for	a	castle,	and	it's



being	besieged!	It's	just	like	that	Sand-fairy!	I	wish	we'd	never	seen	the	beastly
thing!"
At	 the	 little	window	above	 the	 great	 gateway,	 across	 the	moat	 that	 now	 lay

where	the	garden	had	been	but	half	an	hour	ago,	someone	was	waving	something
pale	dust-colored.	Robert	thought	it	was	one	of	Cyril's	handkerchiefs.	They	had
never	 been	 white	 since	 the	 day	 when	 he	 had	 upset	 the	 bottle	 of	 "Combined
Toning	 and	 Fixing	 Solution"	 into	 the	 drawer	 where	 they	 were.	 Robert	 waved
back,	 and	 immediately	 felt	 that	 he	 had	 been	 unwise.	 For	 this	 signal	 had	 been
seen	 by	 the	 besieging	 force,	 and	 two	men	 in	 steel-caps	were	 coming	 towards
him.	They	had	high	brown	boots	on	their	long	legs,	and	they	came	towards	him
with	such	great	strides	that	Robert	remembered	the	shortness	of	his	own	legs	and
did	not	run	away.	He	knew	it	would	be	useless	to	himself,	and	he	feared	it	might
be	irritating	to	the	foe.	So	he	stood	still—and	the	two	men	seemed	quite	pleased
with	him.
"By	my	halidom,"	said	one,	"a	brave	varlet	this!"
Robert	 felt	 pleased	 at	 being	 called	 brave,	 and	 somehow	 it	 made	 him	 feel

brave.	He	 passed	 over	 the	 "varlet."	 It	 was	 the	way	 people	 talked	 in	 historical
romances	for	the	young,	he	knew,	and	it	was	evidently	not	meant	for	rudeness.
He	only	hoped	he	would	be	able	to	understand	what	they	said	to	him.	He	had	not
been	always	able	quite	to	follow	the	conversations	in	the	historical	romances	for
the	young.
"His	garb	is	strange,"	said	the	other.	"Some	outlandish	treachery,	belike."
"Say,	lad,	what	brings	thee	hither?"
Robert	 knew	 this	 meant,	 "Now	 then,	 youngster,	 what	 are	 you	 up	 to	 here,

eh?"—so	he	said—
"If	you	please,	I	want	to	go	home."
"Go,	then!"	said	the	man	in	the	longest	boots;	"none	hindereth,	and	nought	lets

us	to	follow.	Zooks!"	he	added	in	a	cautious	undertone,	"I	misdoubt	me	but	he
beareth	tidings	to	the	besieged."
"Where	dwellest	thou,	young	knave?"	inquired	the	man	with	the	largest	steel-

cap.
"Over	there,"	said	Robert;	and	directly	he	had	said	it	he	knew	he	ought	to	have

said	"Yonder!"
"Ha—sayest	so?"	rejoined	the	longest	boots.	"Come	hither,	boy.	This	is	matter

for	our	leader."
And	to	the	leader	Robert	was	dragged	forthwith—by	the	reluctant	ear.
The	 leader	 was	 the	 most	 glorious	 creature	 Robert	 had	 ever	 seen.	 He	 was

exactly	like	the	pictures	Robert	had	so	often	admired	in	the	historical	romances.
He	had	armor,	and	a	helmet,	and	a	horse,	and	a	crest,	and	feathers,	and	a	shield



and	a	lance	and	a	sword.	His	armor	and	his	weapons	were	all,	I	am	almost	sure,
of	quite	different	periods.	The	shield	was	thirteenth	century,	while	the	sword	was
of	the	pattern	used	in	the	Peninsular	War.	The	cuirass	was	of	the	time	of	Charles
I.,	and	the	helmet	dated	from	the	Second	Crusade.	The	arms	on	the	shield	were
very	 grand—three	 red	 running	 lions	 on	 a	 blue	 ground.	 The	 tents	 were	 of	 the
latest	brand	approved	of	by	our	modern	War	Office,	and	the	whole	appearance	of
camp,	army,	and	leader	might	have	been	a	shock	to	some.	But	Robert	was	dumb
with	admiration,	and	it	all	seemed	to	him	perfectly	correct,	because	he	knew	no
more	 of	 heraldry	 or	 archæology	 than	 the	 gifted	 artists	 who	 usually	 drew	 the
pictures	 for	 the	 historical	 romances.	 The	 scene	 was	 indeed	 "exactly	 like	 a
picture."	He	admired	it	all	so	much	that	he	felt	braver	than	ever.
"Come	 hither,	 lad,"	 said	 the	 glorious	 leader,	when	 the	men	 in	 Cromwellian

steel-caps	had	said	a	few	low	eager	words.	And	he	took	off	his	helmet,	because
he	 could	 not	 see	 properly	 with	 it	 on.	 He	 had	 a	 kind	 face,	 and	 long	 fair	 hair.
"Have	no	fear;	thou	shalt	take	no	scathe,"	he	said.
Robert	was	glad	of	that.	He	wondered	what	"scathe"	was,	and	if	it	was	nastier

than	the	medicine	which	he	had	to	take	sometimes.
"Unfold	thy	tale	without	alarm,"	said	the	leader	kindly.	"Whence	comest	thou,

and	what	is	thine	intent?"
"My	what?"	said	Robert.
"What	seekest	thou	to	accomplish?	What	is	thine	errand,	that	thou	wanderest

here	alone	among	these	rough	men-at-arms?	Poor	child,	thy	mother's	heart	aches
for	thee	e'en	now,	I'll	warrant	me."
"I	don't	think	so,"	said	Robert;	"you	see,	she	doesn't	know	I'm	out."
The	 leader	 wiped	 away	 a	 manly	 tear,	 exactly	 as	 a	 leader	 in	 a	 historical

romance	would	have	done,	and	said—
"Fear	not	to	speak	the	truth,	my	child;	thou	hast	nought	to	fear	from	Wulfric

de	Talbot."
Robert	 had	 a	wild	 feeling	 that	 this	 glorious	 leader	 of	 the	 besieging	 party—

being	himself	part	of	a	wish—would	be	able	to	understand	better	than	Martha,	or
the	 gipsies,	 or	 the	 policeman	 in	Rochester,	 or	 the	 clergyman	 of	 yesterday,	 the
true	tale	of	the	wishes	and	the	Psammead.	The	only	difficulty	was	that	he	knew
he	could	never	remember	enough	"quothas"	and	"beshrew	me's,"	and	things	like
that,	 to	 make	 his	 talk	 sound	 like	 the	 talk	 of	 a	 boy	 in	 a	 historical	 romance.
However,	 he	 began	 boldly	 enough,	 with	 a	 sentence	 straight	 out	 of	 Ralph	 de
Courcy;	or,	The	Boy	Crusader.	He	said—
"Grammercy	for	thy	courtesy,	fair	sir	knight.	The	fact	is,	it's	like	this—and	I

hope	 you're	 not	 in	 a	 hurry,	 because	 the	 story's	 rather	 a	 breather.	 Father	 and
mother	are	away,	and	when	we	went	down	playing	in	the	sand-pits	we	found	a



Psammead."
"I	cry	thee	mercy!	A	Sammyadd?"	said	the	knight.
"Yes,	a	sort	of—of	fairy,	or	enchanter—yes,	that's	it,	an	enchanter;	and	he	said

we	could	have	a	wish	every	day,	and	we	wished	first	to	be	beautiful."
"Thy	wish	was	scarce	granted,"	muttered	one	of	 the	men-at-arms,	 looking	at

Robert,	who	went	on	as	if	he	had	not	heard,	though	he	thought	the	remark	very
rude	indeed.
"And	then	we	wished	for	money—treasure,	you	know;	but	we	couldn't	spend

it.	And	yesterday	we	wished	for	wings,	and	we	got	them,	and	we	had	a	ripping
time	to	begin	with"—
"Thy	speech	is	strange	and	uncouth,"	said	Sir	Wulfric	de	Talbot.	"Repeat	thy

words—what	hadst	thou?"
"A	ripping—I	mean	a	jolly—no—we	were	contented	with	our	lot—that's	what

I	mean;	only,	after	we	got	into	an	awful	fix."
"What	is	a	fix?	A	fray,	mayhap?"
"No—not	a	fray.	A—a—a	tight	place."
"A	dungeon?	Alas	for	thy	youthful	fettered	limbs!"	said	the	knight,	with	polite

sympathy.
"It	 wasn't	 a	 dungeon.	 We	 just—just	 encountered	 undeserved	 misfortunes,"

Robert	explained,	"and	to-day	we	are	punished	by	not	being	allowed	to	go	out.
That's	 where	 I	 live,"—he	 pointed	 to	 the	 castle.	 "The	 others	 are	 in	 there,	 and
they're	 not	 allowed	 to	 go	 out.	 It's	 all	 the	 Psammead's—I	mean	 the	 enchanter's
fault.	I	wish	we'd	never	seen	him."
"He	is	an	enchanter	of	might?"
"Oh	yes—of	might	and	main.	Rather!"
"And	 thou	 deemest	 that	 it	 is	 the	 spells	 of	 the	 enchanter	 whom	 thou	 hast

angered	 that	 have	 lent	 strength	 to	 the	besieging	party,"	 said	 the	gallant	 leader;
"but	 know	 thou	 that	 Wulfric	 de	 Talbot	 needs	 no	 enchanter's	 aid	 to	 lead	 his
followers	to	victory."
"No,	 I'm	sure	you	don't,"	 said	Robert,	with	hasty	courtesy;	"of	course	not—

you	wouldn't,	you	know.	But,	all	the	same,	it's	partly	his	fault,	but	we're	most	to
blame.	You	couldn't	have	done	anything	if	it	hadn't	been	for	us."
"How	now,	bold	boy?"	asked	Sir	Wulfric	haughtily.	"Thy	speech	is	dark,	and

eke	scarce	courteous.	Unravel	me	this	riddle!"
"Oh,"	 said	Robert	 desperately,	 "of	 course	 you	 don't	 know	 it,	 but	 you're	 not

real	at	all.	You're	only	here	because	the	others	must	have	been	idiots	enough	to
wish	for	a	castle—and	when	the	sun	sets	you'll	just	vanish	away,	and	it'll	be	all
right."
The	captain	and	the	men-at-arms	exchanged	glances	at	first	pitying,	and	then



sterner,	as	the	longest-booted	man	said,	"Beware,	my	noble	lord;	the	urchin	doth
but	feign	madness	to	escape	from	our	clutches.	Shall	we	not	bind	him?"
"I'm	no	more	mad	than	you	are,"	said	Robert	angrily,	"perhaps	not	so	much—

Only,	 I	was	an	 idiot	 to	 think	you'd	understand	anything.	Let	me	go—I	haven't
done	anything	to	you."
"Whither?"	asked	the	knight,	who	seemed	to	have	believed	all	 the	enchanter

story	till	it	came	to	his	own	share	in	it.	"Whither	wouldst	thou	wend?"
"Home,	of	course."	Robert	pointed	to	the	castle.
"To	carry	news	of	succor?	Nay!"
"All	 right,	 then,"	 said	 Robert,	 struck	 by	 a	 sudden	 idea;	 "then	 let	 me	 go

somewhere	else."	His	mind	sought	eagerly	among	the	memories	of	the	historical
romance.
"Sir	Wulfric	de	Talbot,"	he	said	slowly,	"should	think	foul	scorn	to—to	keep	a

chap—I	mean	one	who	has	done	him	no	hurt—when	he	wants	to	cut	off	quietly
—I	mean	to	depart	without	violence."
"This	 to	 my	 face!	 Beshrew	 thee	 for	 a	 knave!"	 replied	 Sir	Wulfric.	 But	 the

appeal	 seemed	 to	 have	 gone	 home.	 "Yet	 thou	 sayest	 sooth,"	 he	 added
thoughtfully.	 "Go	where	 thou	wilt,"	 he	 added	nobly,	 "thou	art	 free.	Wulfric	de
Talbot	warreth	not	with	babes,	and	Jakin	here	shall	bear	thee	company."
"All	 right,"	 said	Robert	wildly.	 "Jakin	will	 enjoy	himself,	 I	 think.	Come	on,

Jakin.	Sir	Wulfric,	I	salute	thee."
He	saluted	after	the	modern	military	manner,	and	set	off	running	to	the	sand-

pit,	Jakin's	long	boots	keeping	up	easily.
He	found	the	Fairy.	He	dug	 it	up,	he	woke	 it	up,	he	 implored	 it	 to	give	him

one	more	wish.
"I've	done	two	to-day	already,"	it	grumbled,	"and	one	was	as	stiff	a	bit	of	work

as	ever	I	did."
"Oh,	 do,	 do,	 do,	 do,	 do!"	 said	 Robert,	 while	 Jakin	 looked	 on	 with	 an

expression	 of	 open-mouthed	 horror	 at	 the	 strange	 beast	 that	 talked,	 and	 gazed
with	its	snail's	eyes	at	him.
"Well,	what	is	it?"	snapped	the	Psammead,	with	cross	sleepiness.
"I	wish	I	was	with	the	others,"	said	Robert.	And	the	Psammead	began	to	swell.

Robert	 never	 thought	 of	 wishing	 the	 castle	 and	 the	 siege	 away.	 Of	 course	 he
knew	 they	had	 all	 come	out	 of	 a	wish,	 but	 swords	 and	daggers	 and	pikes	 and
lances	seemed	much	too	real	 to	be	wished	away.	Robert	 lost	consciousness	for
an	instant.	When	he	opened	his	eyes	the	others	were	crowding	round	him.
"We	never	heard	you	come	in,"	they	said.	"How	awfully	jolly	of	you	to	wish	it

to	give	us	our	wish!"
"Of	course	we	understood	that	was	what	you'd	done."



"But	you	ought	to	have	told	us.	Suppose	we'd	wished	something	silly."
"Silly?"	said	Robert,	very	crossly	indeed.	"How	much	sillier	could	you	have

been,	I'd	like	to	know?	You	nearly	settled	me—I	can	tell	you."
Then	he	told	his	story,	and	the	others	admitted	that	it	certainly	had	been	rough

on	him.	But	 they	praised	his	courage	and	cleverness	so	much	that	he	presently
got	back	his	lost	temper,	and	felt	braver	than	ever,	and	consented	to	be	captain	of
the	besieged	force.
"We	haven't	done	anything	yet,"	said	Anthea	comfortably;	"we	waited	for	you.

We're	 going	 to	 shoot	 at	 them	 through	 these	 little	 loopholes	with	 the	 bow	 and
arrows	uncle	gave	you,	and	you	shall	have	first	shot."
"I	don't	think	I	would,"	said	Robert	cautiously;	"you	don't	know	what	they're

like	near	 to.	They've	got	real	 bows	and	arrows—an	awful	 length—and	 swords
and	pikes	and	daggers,	and	all	sorts	of	sharp	things.	They're	all	quite,	quite	real.
It's	 not	 just	 a—a	picture,	 or	 a	 vision	or	 anything;	 they	 can	hurt	us—or	kill	 us
even,	 I	 shouldn't	wonder.	 I	 can	 feel	my	ear	 all	 sore	yet.	Look	here—have	you
explored	the	castle?	Because	I	think	we'd	better	let	them	alone	as	long	as	they	let
us	alone.	I	heard	that	Jakin	man	say	they	weren't	going	to	attack	till	just	before
sundown.	We	can	be	getting	ready	for	 the	attack.	Are	 there	any	soldiers	 in	 the
castle	to	defend	it?"
"We	 don't	 know,"	 said	 Cyril.	 "You	 see,	 directly	 I'd	 wished	 we	 were	 in	 a

besieged	castle,	everything	seemed	to	go	upside	down,	and	when	it	came	straight
we	 looked	 out	 of	 the	window,	 and	 saw	 the	 camp	 and	 things	 and	 you—and	of
course	 we	 kept	 on	 looking	 at	 everything.	 Isn't	 this	 room	 jolly?	 It's	 as	 real	 as
real!"
It	was.	 It	was	 square,	with	 stone	walls	 four	 feet	 thick,	 and	 great	 beams	 for

ceiling.	 A	 low	 door	 at	 the	 corner	 led	 to	 a	 flight	 of	 steps,	 up	 and	 down.	 The
children	went	 down;	 they	 found	 themselves	 in	 a	 great	 arched	 gate-house—the
enormous	doors	were	shut	and	barred.	There	was	a	window	in	a	little	room	at	the
bottom	of	the	round	turret	up	which	the	stair	wound,	rather	larger	than	the	other
windows,	and	 looking	 through	 it	 they	 saw	 that	 the	drawbridge	was	up	and	 the
portcullis	down;	 the	moat	 looked	very	wide	and	deep.	Opposite	 the	great	door
that	led	to	the	moat	was	another	great	door,	with	a	little	door	in	it.	The	children
went	through	this,	and	found	themselves	in	a	big	courtyard,	with	the	great	grey
walls	of	the	castle	rising	dark	and	heavy	on	all	four	sides.
Near	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 courtyard	 stood	 Martha,	 moving	 her	 right	 hand

backwards	and	forwards	in	the	air.	The	cook	was	stooping	down	and	moving	her
hands,	 also	 in	 a	 very	 curious	way.	 But	 the	 oddest	 and	 at	 the	 same	 time	most
terrible	 thing	was	the	Lamb,	who	was	sitting	on	nothing,	about	 three	feet	from
the	ground,	laughing	happily.



The	children	 ran	 towards	him.	 Just	 as	Anthea	was	 reaching	out	 her	 arms	 to
take	him,	Martha	said	crossly,	"Let	him	alone—do,	miss,	when	he	is	good."
"But	what's	he	doing?"	said	Anthea.
"Doing?	Why,	a-setting	in	his	high	chair	as	good	as	gold,	a	precious,	watching

me	doing	of	the	ironing.	Get	along	with	you,	do—my	iron's	cold	again."
She	 went	 towards	 the	 cook,	 and	 seemed	 to	 poke	 an	 invisible	 fire	 with	 an

unseen	poker—the	cook	 seemed	 to	be	putting	an	unseen	dish	 into	an	 invisible
oven.
"Run	along	with	you,	do,"	she	said;	"I'm	behindhand	as	it	is.	You	won't	get	no

dinner	if	you	come	a-hindering	of	me	like	this.	Come,	off	you	goes,	or	I'll	pin	a
discloth	to	some	of	your	tails."
"You're	sure	the	Lamb's	all	right?"	asked	Jane	anxiously.
"Right	as	ninepence,	if	you	don't	come	unsettling	of	him.	I	thought	you'd	like

to	be	rid	of	him	for	to-day;	but	take	him,	if	you	want	him,	for	gracious'	sake."
"No,	no,"	they	said,	and	hastened	away.	They	would	have	to	defend	the	castle

presently,	 and	 the	 Lamb	 was	 safer	 even	 suspended	 in	 mid	 air	 in	 an	 invisible
kitchen	 than	 in	 the	 guard-room	 of	 the	 besieged	 castle.	 They	went	 through	 the
first	doorway	they	came	to,	and	sat	down	helplessly	on	a	wooden	bench	that	ran
along	the	room	inside.
"How	awful!"	said	Anthea	and	Jane	 together;	and	Jane	added,	"I	 feel	as	 if	 I

was	in	a	lunatic	asylum."
"What	 does	 it	mean?"	Anthea	 said.	 "It's	 creepy;	 I	 don't	 like	 it.	 I	wish	we'd

wished	for	something	plain—a	rocking-horse,	or	a	donkey,	or	something."
"It's	no	use	wishing	now,"	said	Robert	bitterly;	and	Cyril	said—
"Do	be	quiet;	I	want	to	think."
He	buried	his	face	in	his	hands,	and	the	others	looked	about	them.	They	were

in	a	long	room	with	an	arched	roof.	There	were	wooden	tables	along	it,	and	one
across	at	the	end	of	the	room,	on	a	sort	of	raised	platform.	The	room	was	very
dim	and	dark.	The	floor	was	strewn	with	dry	things	like	sticks,	and	they	did	not
smell	nice.
Cyril	sat	up	suddenly	and	said—
"Look	here—it's	all	right.	I	think	it's	like	this.	You	know,	we	wished	that	the

servants	 shouldn't	 notice	 any	 difference	 when	 we	 got	 wishes.	 And	 nothing
happens	 to	 the	 Lamb	 unless	 we	 specially	 wish	 it	 to.	 So	 of	 course	 they	 don't
notice	the	castle	or	anything.	But	then	the	castle	is	on	the	same	place	where	our
house	was—is,	 I	mean—and	 the	servants	have	 to	go	on	being	 in	 the	house,	or
else	they	would	notice.	But	you	can't	have	a	castle	mixed	up	with	our	house—
and	so	we	can't	see	the	house,	because	we	see	the	castle;	and	they	can't	see	the
castle,	because	they	go	on	seeing	the	house;	and	so"—



"Oh,	don't,"	 said	 Jane;	 "you	make	my	head	go	 all	 swimmy,	 like	 being	on	 a
roundabout.	 It	doesn't	matter!	Only,	 I	hope	we	 shall	be	able	 to	 see	our	dinner,
that's	all—because	if	it's	invisible	it'll	be	unfeelable	as	well,	and	then	we	can't	eat
it!	I	know	it	will,	because	I	tried	to	feel	if	I	could	feel	the	Lamb's	chair	and	there
was	nothing	under	him	at	all	but	air.	And	we	can't	eat	air,	and	I	feel	just	as	if	I
hadn't	had	any	breakfast	for	years	and	years."
"It's	no	use	thinking	about	it,"	said	Anthea.	"Let's	go	on	exploring.	Perhaps	we

might	find	something	to	eat."
This	lighted	hope	in	every	breast,	and	they	went	on	exploring	the	castle.	But

though	 it	was	 the	most	perfect	 and	delightful	 castle	you	can	possibly	 imagine,
and	furnished	in	the	most	complete	and	beautiful	manner,	neither	food	nor	men-
at-arms	were	to	be	found	in	it.
"If	 you'd	 only	 thought	 of	 wishing	 to	 be	 besieged	 in	 a	 castle	 thoroughly

garrisoned	and	provisioned!"	said	Jane	reproachfully.
"You	 can't	 think	 of	 everything,	 you	 know,"	 said	 Anthea.	 "I	 should	 think	 it

must	be	nearly	dinner-time	by	now."
It	wasn't;	but	they	hung	about	watching	the	strange	movements	of	the	servants

in	 the	middle	of	 the	courtyard,	because,	of	course,	 they	couldn't	be	sure	where
the	dining-room	of	the	invisible	house	was.	Presently	they	saw	Martha	carrying
an	invisible	 tray	across	 the	courtyard,	 for	 it	seemed	that,	by	 the	most	 fortunate
accident,	the	dining-room	of	the	house	and	the	banqueting-hall	of	the	castle	were
in	 the	 same	place.	But	oh,	how	 their	hearts	 sank	when	 they	perceived	 that	 the
tray	was	invisible!
They	 waited	 in	 wretched	 silence	 while	 Martha	 went	 through	 the	 form	 of

carving	an	unseen	leg	of	mutton	and	serving	invisible	greens	and	potatoes	with	a
spoon	that	no	one	could	see.	When	she	had	left	the	room,	the	children	looked	at
the	empty	table,	and	then	at	each	other.
"This	 is	 worse	 than	 anything,"	 said	 Robert,	 who	 had	 not	 till	 now	 been

particularly	keen	on	his	dinner.
"I'm	not	 so	very	hungry,"	 said	Anthea,	 trying	 to	make	 the	best	of	 things,	 as

usual.
Cyril	tightened	his	belt	ostentatiously.	Jane	burst	into	tears.



Chapter		7
A	SIEGE	AND	BED
The	children	were	sitting	in	the	gloomy	banqueting-hall,	at	the	end	of	one	of	the
long	 bare	wooden	 tables.	 There	was	 now	no	 hope.	Martha	 had	 brought	 in	 the
dinner,	and	the	dinner	was	invisible,	and	unfeelable	too;	for,	when	they	rubbed
their	 hands	 along	 the	 table,	 they	 knew	 but	 too	 well	 that	 for	 them	 there	 was
nothing	there	but	table.
Suddenly	Cyril	felt	in	his	pocket.
"Right,	oh!"	he	cried.	"Look	here!	Biscuits."
Somewhat	 broken	 and	 crumbled,	 certainly,	 but	 still	 biscuits.	 Three	 whole

ones,	and	a	generous	handful	of	crumbs	and	fragments.
"I	got	them	this	morning—cook—and	I'd	quite	forgotten,"	he	explained	as	he

divided	them	with	scrupulous	fairness	into	four	heaps.
They	were	 eaten	 in	 a	 happy	 silence,	 though	 they	 had	 an	 odd	 taste,	 because

they	had	been	in	Cyril's	pocket	all	the	morning	with	a	hank	of	tarred	twine,	some
green	fir-cones,	and	a	ball	of	cobbler's	wax.
"Yes,	 but	 look	 here,	 Squirrel,"	 said	 Robert;	 "you're	 so	 clever	 at	 explaining

about	invisibleness	and	all	that.	How	is	it	the	biscuits	are	here,	and	all	the	bread
and	meat	and	things	have	disappeared?"
"I	 don't	 know,"	 said	 Cyril	 after	 a	 pause,	 "unless	 it's	 because	we	 had	 them.

Nothing	about	us	has	changed.	Everything's	in	my	pocket	all	right."
"Then	if	we	had	the	mutton	it	would	be	real,"	said	Robert.	"Oh,	don't	I	wish

we	could	find	it!"
"But	we	can't	find	it.	I	suppose	it	isn't	ours	till	we've	got	it	in	our	mouths."
"Or	in	our	pockets,"	said	Jane,	thinking	of	the	biscuits.
"Who	puts	mutton	in	their	pockets,	goose-girl?"	said	Cyril.	"But	I	know—at

any	rate,	I'll	try	it!"
He	leaned	over	the	table	with	his	face	about	an	inch	from	it,	and	kept	opening

and	shutting	his	mouth	as	if	he	were	taking	bites	out	of	air.
"It's	no	good,"	said	Robert	in	deep	dejection.	"You'll	only——	Hullo!"
Cyril	stood	up	with	a	grin	of	triumph,	holding	a	square	piece	of	bread	in	his

mouth.	It	was	quite	real.	Everyone	saw	it.	It	 is	 true	that,	directly	he	bit	a	piece
off,	the	rest	vanished;	but	it	was	all	right,	because	he	knew	he	had	it	in	his	hand



though	he	could	neither	see	nor	feel	it.	He	took	another	bite	from	the	air	between
his	 fingers,	 and	 it	 turned	 into	 bread	 as	 he	 bit.	The	next	moment	 all	 the	 others
were	following	his	example,	and	opening	and	shutting	their	mouths	an	inch	or	so
from	the	bare-looking	table.	Robert	captured	a	slice	of	mutton,	and—but	I	think
I	will	draw	a	veil	over	the	rest	of	this	painful	scene.	It	is	enough	to	say	that	they
all	had	enough	mutton,	and	that	when	Martha	came	to	change	the	plates	she	said
she	had	never	seen	such	a	mess	in	all	her	born	days.
The	 pudding	 was,	 fortunately,	 a	 plain	 suet	 one,	 and	 in	 answer	 to	 Martha's

questions	 the	 children	 all	 with	 one	 accord	 said	 that	 they	 would	 not	 have
molasses	on	it—nor	jam,	nor	sugar—"Just	plain,	please,"	they	said.	Martha	said,
"Well,	I	never—what	next,	I	wonder!"	and	went	away.
Then	ensued	another	scene	on	which	I	will	not	dwell,	for	nobody	looks	nice

picking	up	slices	of	suet	pudding	from	the	table	in	its	mouth,	like	a	dog.
The	great	thing,	after	all,	was	that	they	had	had	dinner;	and	now	everyone	felt

more	 courage	 to	 prepare	 for	 the	 attack	 that	was	 to	 be	 delivered	before	 sunset.
Robert,	 as	 captain,	 insisted	 on	 climbing	 to	 the	 top	 of	 one	 of	 the	 towers	 to
reconnoitre,	 so	up	 they	all	went.	And	now	 they	could	 see	 all	 round	 the	castle,
and	could	see,	 too,	 that	beyond	 the	moat,	on	every	side,	 tents	of	 the	besieging
party	were	pitched.	Rather	uncomfortable	shivers	ran	down	the	children's	backs
as	they	saw	that	all	 the	men	were	very	busy	cleaning	or	sharpening	their	arms,
re-stringing	their	bows,	and	polishing	their	shields.	A	large	party	came	along	the
road,	with	horses	dragging	along	 the	great	 trunk	of	 a	 tree;	 and	Cyril	 felt	 quite
pale,	because	he	knew	this	was	for	a	battering-ram.
"What	a	good	 thing	we've	got	a	moat,"	he	 said;	 "and	what	a	good	 thing	 the

drawbridge	is	up—I	should	never	have	known	how	to	work	it."
"Of	course	it	would	be	up	in	a	besieged	castle."
"You'd	 think	 there	 ought	 to	 have	 been	 soldiers	 in	 it,	 wouldn't	 you?"	 said

Robert.
"You	 see	 you	 don't	 know	 how	 long	 it's	 been	 besieged,"	 said	 Cyril	 darkly;

"perhaps	most	of	 the	brave	defenders	were	killed	early	 in	 the	siege	and	all	 the
provisions	eaten,	and	now	there	are	only	a	few	intrepid	survivors,—that's	us,	and
we	are	going	to	defend	it	to	the	death."
"How	do	you	begin—defending	to	the	death,	I	mean?"	asked	Anthea.
"We	ought	to	be	heavily	armed—and	then	shoot	at	them	when	they	advance	to

the	attack."
"They	used	to	pour	boiling	lead	down	on	besiegers	when	they	got	too	close,"

said	 Anthea.	 "Father	 showed	 me	 the	 holes	 on	 purpose	 for	 pouring	 it	 down
through	at	Bodiam	Castle.	And	there	are	holes	like	it	in	the	gate-tower	here."
"I	think	I'm	glad	it's	only	a	game;	it	is	only	a	game,	isn't	it?"	said	Jane.



But	no	one	answered.
The	children	found	plenty	of	strange	weapons	in	the	castle,	and	if	they	were

armed	 at	 all	 it	 was	 soon	 plain	 that	 they	 would	 be,	 as	 Cyril	 said,	 "armed
heavily"—for	these	swords	and	lances	and	crossbows	were	far	too	weighty	even
for	Cyril's	manly	strength;	and	as	for	the	longbows,	none	of	the	children	could
even	 begin	 to	 bend	 them.	 The	 daggers	 were	 better;	 but	 Jane	 hoped	 that	 the
besiegers	would	not	come	close	enough	for	daggers	to	be	of	any	use.
"Never	mind,	we	 can	hurl	 them	 like	 javelins,"	 said	Cyril,	 "or	 drop	 them	on

people's	heads.	I	say—there	are	lots	of	stones	on	the	other	side	of	the	courtyard.
If	 we	 took	 some	 of	 those	 up?	 Just	 to	 drop	 on	 their	 heads	 if	 they	were	 to	 try
swimming	the	moat."
So	a	heap	of	stones	grew	apace,	up	in	 the	room	above	the	gate;	and	another

heap,	a	shiny	spiky	dangerous-looking	heap,	of	daggers	and	knives.
As	Anthea	was	crossing	the	courtyard	for	more	stones,	a	sudden	and	valuable

idea	came	to	her.
She	went	to	Martha	and	said,	"May	we	have	just	biscuits	for	tea?	We're	going

to	play	at	besieged	castles,	and	we'd	 like	 the	biscuits	 to	provision	 the	garrison.
Put	mine	in	my	pocket,	please,	my	hands	are	so	dirty.	And	I'll	tell	the	others	to
fetch	theirs."
This	was	indeed	a	happy	thought,	for	now	with	four	generous	handfuls	of	air,

which	 turned	 to	biscuits	 as	Martha	 crammed	 it	 into	 their	 pockets,	 the	garrison
was	well	provisioned	till	sundown.
They	brought	up	some	iron	pots	of	cold	water	to	pour	on	the	besiegers	instead

of	hot	lead,	with	which	the	castle	did	not	seem	to	be	provided.
The	 afternoon	 passed	 with	 wonderful	 quickness.	 It	 was	 very	 exciting;	 but

none	 of	 them,	 except	Robert,	 could	 feel	 all	 the	 time	 that	 this	was	 real	 deadly
dangerous	work.	To	 the	others,	who	had	only	seen	 the	camp	and	 the	besiegers
from	a	distance,	the	whole	thing	seemed	half	a	game	of	make-believe,	and	half	a
splendidly	distinct	and	perfectly	safe	dream.	But	it	was	only	now	and	then	that
Robert	could	feel	this.
When	 it	 seemed	 to	be	 tea-time	 the	biscuits	were	 eaten,	with	water	 from	 the

deep	well	in	the	courtyard,	drunk	out	of	horns.	Cyril	insisted	on	putting	by	eight
of	the	biscuits,	in	case	anyone	should	feel	faint	in	stress	of	battle.
Just	 as	 he	 was	 putting	 away	 the	 reserve	 biscuits	 in	 a	 sort	 of	 little	 stone

cupboard	without	a	door,	a	sudden	sound	made	him	drop	three.	It	was	the	loud
fierce	cry	of	a	trumpet.
"You	see	it	is	real,"	said	Robert,	"and	they	are	going	to	attack."
All	rushed	to	the	narrow	windows.
"Yes,"	said	Robert,	"they're	all	coming	out	of	their	tents	and	moving	about	like



ants.	There's	that	Jakin	dancing	about	where	the	bridge	joins	on.	I	wish	he	could
see	me	put	my	tongue	out	at	him!	Yah!"
The	others	were	far	too	pale	to	wish	to	put	their	tongues	out	at	anybody.	They

looked	at	Robert	with	surprised	respect.	Anthea	said—
"You	really	are	brave,	Robert."
"Rot!"	Cyril's	pallor	turned	to	redness	now,	all	in	a	minute.	"He's	been	getting

ready	to	be	brave	all	the	afternoon.	And	I	wasn't	ready,	that's	all.	I	shall	be	braver
than	he	is	in	half	a	jiffy."
"Oh	dear!"	said	Jane,	"what	does	it	matter	which	of	you	is	the	bravest?	I	think

Cyril	was	a	perfect	silly	to	wish	for	a	castle,	and	I	don't	want	to	play."
"It	isn't"—Robert	was	beginning	sternly,	but	Anthea	interrupted—
"Oh	yes,	you	do,"	she	said	coaxingly;	"it's	a	very	nice	game,	really,	because

they	 can't	 possibly	 get	 in,	 and	 if	 they	 do	 the	women	 and	 children	 are	 always
spared	by	civilised	armies."
"But	are	you	quite,	quite	sure	they	are	civilised?"	asked	Jane,	panting.	"They

seem	to	be	such	a	long	time	ago."
"Of	course	they	are."	Anthea	pointed	cheerfully	through	the	narrow	window.

"Why,	look	at	the	little	flags	on	their	lances,	how	bright	they	are—and	how	fine
the	leader	is!	Look,	that's	him—isn't	it,	Robert?—on	the	gray	horse."
Jane	consented	 to	 look,	and	 the	scene	was	almost	 too	pretty	 to	be	alarming.

The	 green	 turf,	 the	 white	 tents,	 the	 flash	 of	 pennoned	 lances,	 the	 gleam	 of
armour,	 and	 the	 bright	 colours	 of	 scarf	 and	 tunic—it	 was	 just	 like	 a	 splendid
coloured	picture.	The	trumpets	were	sounding,	and	when	the	trumpeters	stopped
for	breath	the	children	could	hear	the	cling-clang	of	armour	and	the	murmur	of
voices.
A	trumpeter	came	forward	 to	 the	edge	of	 the	moat,	which	now	seemed	very

much	narrower	than	at	first,	and	blew	the	longest	and	loudest	blast	they	had	yet
heard.	When	the	blaring	noise	had	died	away,	a	man	who	was	with	the	trumpeter
shouted—
"What	 ho,	 within	 there!"	 and	 his	 voice	 came	 plainly	 to	 the	 garrison	 in	 the

gate-house.
"Hullo	there!"	Robert	bellowed	back	at	once.
"In	the	name	of	our	Lord	the	King,	and	of	our	good	lord	and	trusty	leader	Sir

Wulfric	 de	 Talbot,	 we	 summon	 this	 castle	 to	 surrender—on	 pain	 of	 fire	 and
sword	and	no	quarter.	Do	ye	surrender?"
"No"	bawled	Robert;	"of	course	we	don't!	Never,	Never,	NEVER!"
The	man	answered	back—
"Then	your	fate	be	on	your	own	heads."
"Cheer,"	said	Robert	in	a	fierce	whisper.	"Cheer	to	show	them	we	aren't	afraid,



and	 rattle	 the	 daggers	 to	make	more	 noise.	One,	 two,	 three!	Hip,	 hip,	 hooray!
Again—Hip,	hip,	hooray!	One	more—Hip,	hip,	hooray!"	The	cheers	were	rather
high	and	weak,	but	the	rattle	of	the	daggers	lent	them	strength	and	depth.
There	 was	 another	 shout	 from	 the	 camp	 across	 the	 moat—and	 then	 the

beleaguered	fortress	felt	that	the	attack	had	indeed	begun.
It	was	getting	 rather	dark	 in	 the	 room	above	 the	great	gate,	and	Jane	 took	a

very	little	courage	as	she	remembered	that	sunset	couldn't	be	far	off	now.
"The	moat	is	dreadfully	thin,"	said	Anthea.
"But	 they	 can't	 get	 into	 the	 castle	 even	 if	 they	 do	 swim	 over,"	 said	Robert.

And	as	he	spoke	he	heard	feet	on	the	stair	outside—heavy	feet	and	the	clang	of
steel.	No	one	breathed	for	a	moment.	The	steel	and	the	feet	went	on	up	the	turret
stairs.	Then	Robert	sprang	softly	to	the	door.	He	pulled	off	his	shoes.
"Wait	here,"	he	whispered,	and	stole	quickly	and	softly	after	the	boots	and	the

spur-clank.	 He	 peeped	 into	 the	 upper	 room.	 The	 man	 was	 there—and	 it	 was
Jakin,	 all	 dripping	 with	 moat-water,	 and	 he	 was	 fiddling	 about	 with	 the
machinery	 which	 Robert	 felt	 sure	 worked	 the	 drawbridge.	 Robert	 banged	 the
door	suddenly,	and	turned	the	great	key	in	 the	 lock,	 just	as	Jakin	sprang	to	 the
inside	of	the	door.	Then	he	tore	downstairs	and	into	the	little	turret	at	the	foot	of
the	tower	where	the	biggest	window	was.
"We	ought	to	have	defended	this!"	he	cried	to	the	others	as	they	followed	him.

He	was	just	 in	 time.	Another	man	had	swum	over,	and	his	fingers	were	on	the
window-ledge.	Robert	never	knew	how	the	man	had	managed	to	climb	up	out	of
the	water.	But	he	saw	the	clinging	fingers,	and	hit	them	as	hard	as	he	could	with
an	iron	bar	that	he	caught	up	from	the	floor.	The	man	fell	with	a	splash	into	the
moat-water.	In	another	moment	Robert	was	outside	the	little	room,	had	banged
its	door	and	was	shooting	home	the	enormous	bolts,	and	calling	to	Cyril	to	lend	a
hand.
Then	they	stood	in	the	arched	gate-house,	breathing	hard	and	looking	at	each

other.
Jane's	mouth	was	open.
"Cheer	up,	Jenny,"	said	Robert,—"it	won't	last	much	longer."
There	was	a	creaking	above,	and	something	rattled	and	shook.	The	pavement

they	stood	on	seemed	to	tremble.	Then	a	crash	told	them	that	the	drawbridge	had
been	lowered	to	its	place.
"That's	 that	beast	Jakin,"	said	Robert.	"There's	still	 the	portcullis;	I'm	almost

certain	that's	worked	from	lower	down."
And	now	the	drawbridge	rang	and	echoed	hollowly	to	the	hoofs	of	horses	and

the	tramp	of	armed	men.
"Up—quick!"	cried	Robert,—"let's	drop	things	on	them."



Even	the	girls	were	feeling	almost	brave	now.	They	followed	Robert	quickly,
and	 under	 his	 directions	 began	 to	 drop	 stones	 out	 through	 the	 long	 narrow
windows.	There	was	a	confused	noise	below,	and	some	groans.
"Oh	dear!"	said	Anthea,	putting	down	the	stone	she	was	just	going	to	drop	out,

"I'm	afraid	we've	hurt	somebody!"
Robert	caught	up	the	stone	in	a	fury.
"I	should	hope	we	had!"	he	said;	"I'd	give	something	for	a	jolly	good	boiling

kettle	of	lead.	Surrender,	indeed!"
And	now	came	more	tramping	and	a	pause,	and	then	the	thundering	thump	of

the	battering-ram.	And	the	little	room	was	almost	pitch	dark.
"We've	 held	 it,"	 cried	 Robert,	 "we	won't	 surrender!	 The	 sun	must	 set	 in	 a

minute.	Here—they're	 all	 jawing	 underneath	 again.	 Pity	 there's	 no	 time	 to	 get
more	stones!	Here,	pour	 that	water	down	on	 them.	 It's	no	good,	of	course,	but
they'll	hate	it."
"Oh	dear!"	said	Jane,	"don't	you	think	we'd	better	surrender?"
"Never!"	 said	 Robert;	 "we'll	 have	 a	 parley	 if	 you	 like,	 but	 we'll	 never

surrender.	Oh,	I'll	be	a	soldier	when	I	grow	up—you	just	see	if	I	don't.	I	won't	go
into	the	Civil	Service,	whatever	anyone	says."
"Let's	 wave	 a	 handkerchief	 and	 ask	 for	 a	 parley,"	 Jane	 pleaded.	 "I	 don't

believe	the	sun's	going	to	set	to-night	at	all."
"Give	 them	 the	 water	 first—the	 brutes!"	 said	 the	 bloodthirsty	 Robert.	 So

Anthea	tilted	the	pot	over	the	nearest	lead-hole,	and	poured.	They	heard	a	splash
below,	but	no	one	below	seemed	to	have	felt	it.	And	again	the	ram	battered	the
great	door.	Anthea	paused.
"How	idiotic,"	said	Robert,	 lying	flat	on	the	floor	and	putting	one	eye	to	the

lead-hole.	"Of	course	the	holes	go	straight	down	into	the	gate-house—that's	for
when	the	enemy	has	got	past	the	door	and	the	portcullis,	and	almost	all	 is	lost.
Here,	hand	me	 the	pot."	He	crawled	on	 to	 the	 three-cornered	window-ledge	 in
the	middle	of	 the	wall,	 and,	 taking	 the	pot	 from	Anthea,	 poured	 the	water	 out
through	the	arrow-slit.
And	as	he	began	to	pour,	the	noise	of	the	battering-ram	and	the	trampling	of

the	 foe	 and	 the	 shouts	 of	 "Surrender!"	 and	 "De	Talbot	 for	 ever!"	 all	 suddenly
stopped	and	went	out	like	the	snuff	of	a	candle;	 the	little	dark	room	seemed	to
whirl	 round	 and	 turn	 topsy-turvy,	 and	 when	 the	 children	 came	 to	 themselves
there	they	were,	safe	and	sound,	in	the	big	front	bedroom	of	their	own	house—
the	house	with	the	ornamental	nightmare	iron-top	to	the	roof.
They	all	crowded	to	the	window	and	looked	out.	The	moat	and	the	tents	and

the	besieging	force	were	all	gone—and	 there	was	 the	garden	with	 its	 tangle	of
dahlias	and	marigolds	and	asters	and	later	roses,	and	the	spiky	iron	railings	and



the	quiet	white	road.
Everyone	drew	a	deep	breath.
"And	 that's	 all	 right!"	 said	 Robert.	 "I	 told	 you	 so!	 And,	 I	 say,	 we	 didn't

surrender,	did	we?"
"Aren't	you	glad	now	I	wished	for	a	castle?"	asked	Cyril.
"I	 think	 I	 am	now,"	 said	Anthea	 slowly.	 "But	 I	wouldn't	wish	 for	 it	 again,	 I

think,	Squirrel	dear!"
"Oh,	 it	was	simply	splendid!"	 said	 Jane	unexpectedly.	 "I	wasn't	 frightened	a

bit."
"Oh,	I	say!"	Cyril	was	beginning,	but	Anthea	stopped	him.
"Look	here,"	she	said,	"it's	just	come	into	my	head.	This	is	the	very	first	thing

we've	wished	 for	 that	 hasn't	 got	us	 into	 a	 row.	And	 there	hasn't	 been	 the	 least
little	 scrap	 of	 a	 row	 about	 this.	 Nobody's	 raging	 downstairs,	 we're	 safe	 and
sound,	we've	had	an	awfully	jolly	day—at	least,	not	jolly	exactly,	but	you	know
what	I	mean.	And	we	know	now	how	brave	Robert	is—and	Cyril	too,	of	course,"
she	added	hastily,	"and	Jane	as	well.	And	we	haven't	got	into	a	row	with	a	single
grown-up."
The	door	was	opened	suddenly	and	fiercely.
"You	ought	to	be	ashamed	of	yourselves,"	said	the	voice	of	Martha,	and	they

could	tell	by	her	voice	that	she	was	very	angry	indeed.	"I	thought	you	couldn't
last	through	the	day	without	getting	up	to	some	mischief!	A	person	can't	take	a
breath	of	air	on	 the	 front	doorstep	but	you	must	be	emptying	 the	water	 jug	on
their	heads!	Off	you	go	to	bed,	the	lot	of	you,	and	try	to	get	up	better	children	in
the	morning.	Now	then—don't	let	me	have	to	tell	you	twice.	If	I	find	any	of	you
not	 in	 bed	 in	 ten	 minutes	 I'll	 let	 you	 know	 it,	 that's	 all!	 A	 new	 cap,	 and
everything!"
She	 flounced	 out	 amid	 a	 disregarded	 chorus	 of	 regrets	 and	 apologies.	 The

children	were	very	sorry,	but	really	it	was	not	their	faults.
You	can't	help	it	if	you	are	pouring	water	on	a	besieging	foe,	and	your	castle

suddenly	 changes	 into	 your	 house—and	 everything	 changes	with	 it	 except	 the
water,	and	that	happens	to	fall	on	somebody	else's	clean	cap.
"I	don't	know	why	the	water	didn't	change	into	nothing,	though,"	said	Cyril.
"Why	should	it?"	asked	Robert.	"Water's	water	all	the	world	over."
"I	expect	 the	castle	well	was	 the	same	as	ours	 in	 the	stable-yard,"	said	Jane.

And	that	was	really	the	case.
"I	thought	we	couldn't	get	through	a	wish-day	without	a	row,"	said	Cyril;	"it

was	much	too	good	to	be	true.	Come	on,	Bobs,	my	military	hero.	If	we	lick	into
bed	sharp	she	won't	be	so	furious,	and	perhaps	she'll	bring	us	up	some	supper.
I'm	jolly	hungry!	Good-night,	kids."



"Good-night.	 I	 hope	 the	 castle	won't	 come	creeping	back	 in	 the	night,"	 said
Jane.
"Of	course	it	won't,"	said	Anthea	briskly,	"but	Martha	will—not	in	the	night,

but	in	a	minute.	Here,	turn	round,	I'll	get	that	knot	out	of	your	pinafore	strings."
"Wouldn't	 it	 have	 been	 degrading	 for	 Sir	 Wulfric	 de	 Talbot,"	 said	 Jane

dreamily,	 "if	 he	 could	 have	 known	 that	 half	 the	 besieged	 garrison	 wore
pinafores?"
"And	 the	 other	 half	 knickerbockers.	Yes—frightfully.	Do	 stand	 still—you're

only	tightening	the	knot,"	said	Anthea.



Chapter		8
BIGGER	THAN	THE	BAKER'S	BOY
"Look	here,"	said	Cyril.	"I've	got	an	idea."
"Does	it	hurt	much?"	said	Robert	sympathetically.
"Don't	be	a	jackanape!	I'm	not	humbugging."
"Shut	up,	Bobs!"	said	Anthea.
"Silence	for	the	Squirrel's	oration,"	said	Robert.
Cyril	balanced	himself	on	 the	edge	of	 the	water-butt	 in	 the	backyard,	where

they	all	happened	to	be,	and	spoke.
"Friends,	 Romans,	 countrymen—and	 women—we	 found	 a	 Sammyadd.	 We

have	had	wishes.	We've	had	wings,	and	being	beautiful	as	the	day—ugh!—that
was	pretty	jolly	beastly	if	you	like—and	wealth	and	castles,	and	that	rotten	gipsy
business	with	the	Lamb.	But	we're	no	forrarder.	We	haven't	really	got	anything
worth	having	for	our	wishes."
"We've	had	things	happening,"	said	Robert;	"that's	always	something."
"It's	not	enough,	unless	they're	the	right	things,"	said	Cyril	firmly.	"Now	I've

been	thinking"—
"Not	really?"	whispered	Robert.
"In	 the	 silent	 what's-its-names	 of	 the	 night.	 It's	 like	 suddenly	 being	 asked

something	out	of	history—the	date	of	 the	Conquest	or	something;	you	know	it
all	right	all	the	time,	but	when	you're	asked	it	all	goes	out	of	your	head.	Ladies
and	gentlemen,	you	know	jolly	well	that	when	we're	all	rotting	about	in	the	usual
way	heaps	of	 things	keep	cropping	up,	and	 then	 real	earnest	wishes	come	 into
the	heads	of	the	beholder"—
"Hear,	hear!"	said	Robert.
"—of	the	beholder,	however,	stupid	he	is,"	Cyril	went	on.	"Why,	even	Robert

might	 happen	 to	 think	of	 a	 really	useful	wish	 if	 he	didn't	 injure	his	 poor	 little
brains	 trying	 so	 hard	 to	 think.—Shut	 up,	 Bobs,	 I	 tell	 you!—You'll	 have	 the
whole	show	over."
A	struggle	on	the	edge	of	a	water-butt	is	exciting	but	damp.	When	it	was	over,

and	the	boys	were	partially	dried,	Anthea	said—
"It	really	was	you	began	it,	Bobs.	Now	honour	is	satisfied,	do	let	Squirrel	go

on.	We're	wasting	the	whole	morning."



"Well	 then,"	said	Cyril,	still	wringing	the	water	out	of	 the	tails	of	his	 jacket,
"I'll	call	it	pax	if	Bobs	will."
"Pax	 then,"	said	Robert	sulkily.	"But	 I've	got	a	 lump	as	big	as	a	cricket	ball

over	my	eye."
Anthea	patiently	offered	a	dust-coloured	handkerchief,	and	Robert	bathed	his

wounds	in	silence.	"Now,	Squirrel,"	she	said.
"Well	 then—let's	 just	 play	 bandits,	 or	 forts,	 or	 soldiers,	 or	 any	 of	 the	 old

games.	We're	dead	sure	to	think	of	something	if	we	try	not	to.	You	always	do."
The	others	consented.	Bandits	was	hastily	chosen	for	the	game.	"It's	as	good

as	anything	else,"	said	Jane	gloomily.	It	must	be	owned	that	Robert	was	at	first
but	a	half-hearted	bandit,	but	when	Anthea	had	borrowed	from	Martha	the	red-
spotted	 handkerchief	 in	 which	 the	 keeper	 had	 brought	 her	 mushrooms	 that
morning,	and	had	tied	up	Robert's	head	with	it	so	that	he	could	be	the	wounded
hero	 who	 had	 saved	 the	 bandit	 captain's	 life	 the	 day	 before,	 he	 cheered	 up
wonderfully.	 All	 were	 soon	 armed.	 Bows	 and	 arrows	 slung	 on	 the	 back	 look
well;	and	umbrellas	and	cricket	stumps	through	the	belt	give	a	fine	impression	of
the	wearer's	being	armed	to	the	teeth.	The	white	cotton	hats	that	men	wear	in	the
country	nowadays	have	a	very	brigandish	effect	when	a	few	turkey's	feathers	are
stuck	 in	 them.	The	Lamb's	mail-cart	was	covered	with	a	 red-and-blue	checked
table-cloth,	and	made	an	admirable	baggage-wagon.	The	Lamb	asleep	 inside	 it
was	not	at	all	 in	 the	way.	So	 the	banditti	 set	out	along	 the	 road	 that	 led	 to	 the
sand-pit.
"We	 ought	 to	 be	 near	 the	 Sammyadd,"	 said	 Cyril,	 "in	 case	 we	 think	 of

anything	suddenly."
It	 is	all	very	well	 to	make	up	your	minds	 to	play	bandit—or	chess,	or	ping-

pong,	or	any	other	agreeable	game—but	it	is	not	easy	to	do	it	with	spirit	when	all
the	wonderful	 wishes	 you	 can	 think	 of,	 or	 can't	 think	 of,	 are	 waiting	 for	 you
round	the	corner.	The	game	was	dragging	a	little,	and	some	of	the	bandits	were
beginning	 to	 feel	 that	 the	others	were	disagreeable	 things,	 and	were	 saying	 so
candidly,	when	the	baker's	boy	came	along	the	road	with	loaves	in	a	basket.	The
opportunity	was	not	one	to	be	lost.
"Stand	and	deliver!"	cried	Cyril.
"Your	money	or	your	life!"	said	Robert.
And	they	stood	on	each	side	of	the	baker's	boy.	Unfortunately,	he	did	not	seem

to	enter	into	the	spirit	of	the	thing	at	all.	He	was	a	baker's	boy	of	an	unusually
large	size.	He	merely	said—
"Chuck	it	now,	d'ye	hear!"	and	pushed	the	bandits	aside	most	disrespectfully.
Then	 Robert	 lassoed	 him	 with	 Jane's	 skipping-rope,	 and	 instead	 of	 going

round	his	shoulders,	as	Robert	intended,	it	went	round	his	feet	and	tripped	him



up.	The	basket	was	upset,	the	beautiful	new	loaves	went	bumping	and	bouncing
all	over	the	dusty	chalky	road.	The	girls	ran	to	pick	them	up,	and	all	in	a	moment
Robert	and	 the	baker's	boy	were	fighting	 it	out,	man	 to	man,	with	Cyril	 to	see
fair	play,	and	the	skipping-rope	twisting	round	their	legs	like	an	interesting	snake
that	wished	to	be	a	peace-maker.	It	did	not	succeed;	indeed	the	way	the	boxwood
handles	 sprang	 up	 and	 hit	 the	 fighters	 on	 the	 shins	 and	 ankles	 was	 not	 at	 all
peace-making.	I	know	this	is	the	second	fight—or	contest—in	this	chapter,	but	I
can't	help	it.	It	was	that	sort	of	day.	You	know	yourself	there	are	days	when	rows
seem	 to	 keep	 on	 happening,	 quite	without	 your	meaning	 them	 to.	 If	 I	were	 a
writer	of	 tales	of	adventure	such	as	 those	which	used	to	appear	 in	The	Boys	of
England	when	I	was	young	of	course	I	should	be	able	to	describe	the	fight,	but	I
cannot	do	it.	I	never	can	see	what	happens	during	a	fight,	even	when	it	 is	only
dogs.	Also,	 if	 I	 had	been	one	of	 these	Boys	of	England	writers,	Robert	would
have	 got	 the	 best	 of	 it.	But	 I	 am	 like	George	Washington—I	 cannot	 tell	 a	 lie,
even	about	a	cherry-tree,	much	less	about	a	fight,	and	I	cannot	conceal	from	you
that	 Robert	 was	 badly	 beaten,	 for	 the	 second	 time	 that	 day.	 The	 baker's	 boy
blacked	 his	 other	 eye,	 and	 being	 ignorant	 of	 the	 first	 rules	 of	 fair	 play	 and
gentlemanly	behaviour,	he	also	pulled	Robert's	hair,	and	kicked	him	on	the	knee.
Robert	always	used	to	say	he	could	have	licked	the	baker	if	it	hadn't	been	for	the
girls.	But	 I	 am	not	 sure.	Anyway,	what	happened	was	 this,	 and	very	painful	 it
was	to	self-respecting	boys.
Cyril	was	 just	 tearing	 off	 his	 coat	 so	 as	 to	 help	 his	 brother	 in	 proper	 style,

when	Jane	threw	her	arms	round	his	legs	and	began	to	cry	and	ask	him	not	to	go
and	be	beaten	too.	That	"too"	was	very	nice	for	Robert,	as	you	can	imagine—but
it	 was	 nothing	 to	 what	 he	 felt	 when	 Anthea	 rushed	 in	 between	 him	 and	 the
baker's	 boy,	 and	 caught	 that	 unfair	 and	 degraded	 fighter	 round	 the	 waist,
imploring	him	not	to	fight	any	more.
"Oh,	don't	hurt	my	brother	any	more!"	she	said	in	floods	of	tears.	"He	didn't

mean	it—it's	only	play.	And	I'm	sure	he's	very	sorry."
You	 see	how	unfair	 this	was	 to	Robert.	Because,	 if	 the	baker's	boy	had	had

any	 right	 and	 chivalrous	 instincts,	 and	 had	 yielded	 to	 Anthea's	 pleading	 and
accepted	 her	 despicable	 apology,	 Robert	 could	 not,	 in	 honour,	 have	 done
anything	to	him	at	any	future	time.	But	Robert's	fears,	if	he	had	any,	were	soon
dispelled.	Chivalry	was	 a	 stranger	 to	 the	 breast	 of	 the	 baker's	 boy.	He	 pushed
Anthea	 away	 very	 roughly,	 and	 he	 chased	 Robert	 with	 kicks	 and	 unpleasant
conversation	right	down	the	road	to	the	sand-pit,	and	there,	with	one	last	kick,	he
landed	him	in	a	heap	of	sand.
"I'll	larn	you,	you	young	varmint!"	he	said,	and	went	off	to	pick	up	his	loaves

and	 go	 about	 his	 business.	 Cyril,	 impeded	 by	 Jane,	 could	 do	 nothing	without



hurting	her,	for	she	clung	round	his	legs	with	the	strength	of	despair.	The	baker's
boy	went	off	red	and	damp	about	the	face;	abusive	to	the	last,	he	called	them	a
pack	 of	 silly	 idiots,	 and	 disappeared	 round	 the	 corner.	 Then	 Jane's	 grasp
loosened.	 Cyril	 turned	 away	 in	 silent	 dignity	 to	 follow	 Robert,	 and	 the	 girls
followed	him,	weeping	without	restraint.
It	was	not	a	happy	party	that	flung	itself	down	in	the	sand	beside	the	sobbing

Robert.	For	Robert	was	 sobbing—mostly	with	 rage.	Though	of	 course	 I	 know
that	a	really	heroic	boy	is	always	dry-eyed	after	a	fight.	But	then	he	always	wins,
which	had	not	been	the	case	with	Robert.
Cyril	was	 angry	with	 Jane;	 Robert	was	 furious	with	Anthea;	 the	 girls	were

miserable;	and	not	one	of	the	four	was	pleased	with	the	baker's	boy.	There	was,
as	French	writers	say,	"a	silence	full	of	emotion."
Then	Robert	dug	his	toes	and	his	hands	into	the	sand	and	wriggled	in	his	rage.

"He'd	better	wait	till	I'm	grown	up—the	cowardly	brute!	Beast!—I	hate	him!	But
I'll	pay	him	out.	Just	because	he's	bigger	than	me."
"You	began,"	said	Jane	incautiously.
"I	 know	 I	 did,	 silly—but	 I	 was	 only	 jollying—and	 he	 kicked	 me—look

here"—
Robert	tore	down	a	stocking	and	showed	a	purple	bruise	touched	up	with	red.
"I	only	wish	I	was	bigger	than	him,	that's	all."
He	 dug	 his	 fingers	 in	 the	 sand,	 and	 sprang	 up,	 for	 his	 hand	 had	 touched

something	 furry.	 It	 was	 the	 Psammead,	 of	 course—"On	 the	 look-out	 to	make
sillies	of	them	as	usual,"	as	Cyril	remarked	later.	And	of	course	the	next	moment
Robert's	 wish	 was	 granted,	 and	 he	 was	 bigger	 than	 the	 baker's	 boy.	 Oh,	 but
much,	much	bigger!	He	was	bigger	than	the	big	policeman	who	used	to	be	at	the
crossing	at	the	Mansion	House	years	ago,—the	one	who	was	so	kind	in	helping
old	ladies	over	the	crossing,—and	he	was	the	biggest	man	I	have	ever	seen,	as
well	as	the	kindest.	No	one	had	a	foot-rule	in	its	pocket,	so	Robert	could	not	be
measured—but	 he	 was	 taller	 than	 your	 father	 would	 be	 if	 he	 stood	 on	 your
mother's	head,	which	I	am	sure	he	would	never	be	unkind	enough	to	do.	He	must
have	been	ten	or	eleven	feet	high,	and	as	broad	as	a	boy	of	that	height	ought	to
be.	His	suit	had	fortunately	grown	too,	and	now	he	stood	up	in	it—with	one	of
his	enormous	stockings	turned	down	to	show	the	gigantic	bruise	on	his	vast	leg.
Immense	 tears	 of	 fury	 still	 stood	 on	 his	 flushed	 giant	 face.	 He	 looked	 so
surprised,	and	he	was	so	large	to	be	wearing	a	turned	down	collar	outside	of	his
jacket	that	the	others	could	not	help	laughing.
"The	Sammyadd's	done	us	again,"	said	Cyril.
"Not	us—me,"	said	Robert.	"If	you'd	got	any	decent	feeling	you'd	try	to	make

it	 make	 you	 the	 same	 size.	 You've	 no	 idea	 how	 silly	 it	 feels,"	 he	 added



thoughtlessly.
"And	 I	 don't	 want	 to;	 I	 can	 jolly	 well	 see	 how	 silly	 it	 looks,"	 Cyril	 was

beginning;	but	Anthea	said—
"Oh,	don't!	 I	don't	know	what's	 the	matter	with	you	boys	 to-day.	Look	here,

Squirrel,	 let's	play	fair.	 It	 is	hateful	 for	poor	old	Bobs,	all	alone	up	 there.	Let's
ask	the	Sammyadd	for	another	wish,	and,	if	it	will,	I	do	really	think	we	ought	all
to	be	made	the	same	size."
The	 others	 agreed,	 but	 not	 gaily;	 but	 when	 they	 found	 the	 Psammead,	 it

wouldn't.
"Not	I,"	it	said	crossly,	rubbing	its	face	with	its	feet.	"He's	a	rude	violent	boy,

and	it'll	do	him	good	to	be	the	wrong	size	for	a	bit.	What	did	he	want	to	come
digging	 me	 out	 with	 his	 nasty	 wet	 hands	 for?	 He	 nearly	 touched	 me!	 He's	 a
perfect	savage.	A	boy	of	the	Stone	Age	would	have	had	more	sense."
Robert's	hands	had	indeed	been	wet—with	tears.
"Go	away	and	leave	me	in	peace,	do,"	the	Psammead	went	on.	"I	can't	think

why	you	don't	wish	for	something	sensible—something	to	eat	or	drink,	or	good
manners,	or	good	tempers.	Go	along	with	you,	do!"
It	almost	snarled	as	it	shook	its	whiskers,	and	turned	a	sulky	brown	back	on

them.	The	most	hopeful	felt	that	further	parley	was	vain.
They	turned	again	to	the	colossal	Robert.
"What	ever	shall	we	do?"	they	said;	and	they	all	said	it.
"First,"	said	Robert	grimly,	"I'm	going	to	reason	with	that	baker's	boy.	I	shall

catch	him	at	the	end	of	the	road."
"Don't	hit	a	chap	smaller	than	yourself,	old	man,"	said	Cyril.
"Do	I	look	like	hitting	him?"	said	Robert	scornfully.	"Why,	I	should	kill	him.

But	 I'll	 give	him	something	 to	 remember.	Wait	 till	 I	 pull	 up	my	 stocking."	He
pulled	up	his	stocking,	which	was	as	large	as	a	small	bolster-case,	and	strode	off.
His	strides	were	six	or	seven	feet	long,	so	that	it	was	quite	easy	for	him	to	be	at
the	 bottom	 of	 the	 hill,	 ready	 to	 meet	 the	 baker's	 boy	 when	 he	 came	 down
swinging	 the	 empty	 basket	 to	meet	 his	master's	 cart,	 which	 had	 been	 leaving
bread	at	the	cottages	along	the	road.
Robert	crouched	behind	a	haystack	in	the	farmyard,	that	is	at	the	corner,	and

when	he	heard	the	boy	come	whistling	along	he	jumped	out	at	him	and	caught
him	by	the	collar.
"Now,"	he	said,	and	his	voice	was	about	four	times	its	usual	size,	 just	as	his

body	was	four	times	its,	"I'm	going	to	teach	you	to	kick	boys	smaller	than	you."
He	lifted	up	the	baker's	boy	and	set	him	on	the	top	of	the	haystack,	which	was

about	sixteen	feet	from	the	ground,	and	then	he	sat	down	on	the	roof	of	the	barn
and	 told	 the	baker's	boy	exactly	what	he	 thought	of	him.	 I	don't	 think	 the	boy



heard	 it	 all—he	 was	 in	 a	 sort	 of	 trance	 of	 terror.	 When	 Robert	 had	 said
everything	he	could	think	of,	and	some	things	twice	over,	he	shook	the	boy	and
said—
"And	now	get	down	the	best	way	you	can,"	and	left	him.
I	don't	know	how	the	baker's	boy	got	down,	but	I	do	know	that	he	missed	the

cart	and	got	 into	 the	very	hottest	of	hot	water	when	he	 turned	up	at	 last	at	 the
bakehouse.	I	am	sorry	for	him,	but	after	all,	it	was	quite	right	that	he	should	be
taught	that	boys	mustn't	use	their	feet	when	they	fight,	but	their	fists.	Of	course
the	water	he	got	into	only	became	hotter	when	he	tried	to	tell	his	master	about
the	boy	he	had	 licked	and	 the	giant	as	high	as	a	church,	because	no	one	could
possibly	believe	such	a	tale	as	that.	Next	day	the	tale	was	believed—but	that	was
too	late	to	be	of	any	use	to	the	baker's	boy.
When	Robert	 rejoined	 the	 others	 he	 found	 them	 in	 the	 garden.	Anthea	 had

thoughtfully	 asked	 Martha	 to	 let	 them	 have	 dinner	 out	 there—because	 the
dining-room	was	 rather	 small,	 and	 it	 would	 have	 been	 so	 awkward	 to	 have	 a
brother	the	size	of	Robert	in	there.	The	Lamb,	who	had	slept	peacefully	during
the	whole	stormy	morning,	was	now	found	to	be	sneezing,	and	Martha	said	he
had	a	cold	and	would	be	better	indoors.
"And	 really	 it's	 just	 as	well,"	 said	Cyril,	 "for	 I	 don't	 believe	 he'd	 ever	 have

stopped	screaming	if	he'd	once	seen	you,	the	awful	size	you	are!"
Robert	was	indeed	what	a	draper	would	call	an	"out-size"	in	boys.	He	found

himself	able	to	step	right	over	the	iron	gate	in	the	front	garden.
Martha	 brought	 out	 the	 dinner—it	 was	 cold	 veal	 and	 baked	 potatoes,	 with

sago	pudding	and	stewed	plums	to	follow.
She	of	course	did	not	notice	that	Robert	was	anything	but	the	usual	size,	and

she	gave	him	as	much	meat	and	potatoes	as	usual	and	no	more.	You	have	no	idea
how	 small	 your	 usual	 helping	 of	 dinner	 looks	when	 you	 are	many	 times	 your
proper	size.	Robert	groaned,	and	asked	for	more	bread.	But	Martha	would	not	go
on	giving	more	bread	for	ever.	She	was	in	a	hurry,	because	the	keeper	intended
to	 call	 on	 his	 way	 to	 Benenhurst	 Fair,	 and	 she	 wished	 to	 be	 smartly	 dressed
before	he	came.
"I	wish	we	were	going	to	the	Fair,"	said	Robert.
"You	can't	go	anywhere	that	size,"	said	Cyril.
"Why	not?"	 said	Robert.	 "They	 have	 giants	 at	 fairs,	much	 bigger	 ones	 than

me."
"Not	much,	they	don't,"	Cyril	was	beginning,	when	Jane	screamed	"Oh!"	with

such	loud	suddenness	that	they	all	thumped	her	on	the	back	and	asked	whether
she	had	swallowed	a	plum-stone.
"No,"	she	said,	breathless	from	being	thumped,	"it's—it's	not	a	plum-stone.	It's



an	idea.	Let's	take	Robert	to	the	Fair,	and	get	them	to	give	us	money	for	showing
him!	Then	we	really	shall	get	something	out	of	the	old	Sammyadd	at	last!"
"Take	me,	indeed!"	said	Robert	indignantly.	"Much	more	likely	me	take	you!"
And	 so	 it	 turned	out.	The	 idea	 appealed	 irresistibly	 to	 everyone	but	Robert,

and	 even	 he	was	 brought	 round	 by	Anthea's	 suggestion	 that	 he	 should	 have	 a
double	share	of	any	money	they	might	make.	There	was	a	little	old	pony-cart	in
the	coach-house—the	kind	that	is	called	a	governess-cart.	It	seemed	desirable	to
get	to	the	Fair	as	quickly	as	possible,	so	Robert—who	could	now	take	enormous
steps	and	so	go	very	fast	indeed—consented	to	wheel	the	others	in	this.	It	was	as
easy	to	him	now	as	wheeling	the	Lamb	in	the	mail-cart	had	been	in	the	morning.
The	Lamb's	cold	prevented	his	being	of	the	party.
It	 was	 a	 strange	 sensation	 being	 wheeled	 in	 a	 pony-carriage	 by	 a	 giant.

Everyone	enjoyed	the	journey	except	Robert	and	the	few	people	they	passed	on
the	way.	These	mostly	went	into	what	looked	like	some	kind	of	standing-up	fits
by	 the	roadside,	as	Anthea	said.	Just	outside	Benenhurst,	Robert	hid	 in	a	barn,
and	the	others	went	on	to	the	Fair.
There	were	some	swings,	and	a	hooting-tooting	blaring	merry-go-round,	and	a

shooting-gallery	and	Aunt	Sallies.	Resisting	an	impulse	to	win	a	cocoanut,—or
at	least	to	attempt	the	enterprise,—Cyril	went	up	to	the	woman	who	was	loading
little	guns	before	the	array	of	glass	bottles	on	strings	against	a	sheet	of	canvas.
"Here	you	are,	little	gentleman!"	she	said.	"Penny	a	shot!"
"No,	thank	you,"	said	Cyril,	"we	are	here	on	business,	not	on	pleasure.	Who's

the	master?"
"The	what?"
"The	master—the	head—the	boss	of	the	show."
"Over	there,"	she	said,	pointing	to	a	stout	man	in	a	dirty	linen	jacket	who	was

sleeping	 in	 the	 sun;	 "but	 I	 don't	 advise	you	 to	wake	him	 sudden.	His	 temper's
contrairy,	especially	these	hot	days.	Better	have	a	shot	while	you're	waiting."
"It's	rather	important,"	said	Cyril.	"It'll	be	very	profitable	to	him.	I	think	he'll

be	sorry	if	we	take	it	away."
"Oh,	if	it's	money	in	his	pocket,"	said	the	woman.	"No	kid	now?	What	is	it?"
"It's	a	giant."
"You	are	kidding?"
"Come	along	and	see,"	said	Anthea.
The	woman	looked	doubtfully	at	them,	then	she	called	to	a	ragged	little	girl	in

striped	stockings	and	a	dingy	white	petticoat	that	came	below	her	brown	frock,
and	 leaving	 her	 in	 charge	 of	 the	 "shooting-gallery"	 she	 turned	 to	 Anthea	 and
said,	"Well,	hurry	up!	But	if	you	are	kidding,	you'd	best	say	so.	I'm	as	mild	as
milk	myself,	but	my	Bill	he's	a	fair	terror	and"—



Anthea	 led	 the	way	 to	 the	barn.	"It	 really	 is	a	giant,"	she	said.	"He's	a	giant
little	boy—in	a	suit	 like	my	brother's	 there.	And	we	didn't	bring	him	up	 to	 the
Fair	because	people	do	stare	so,	and	they	seem	to	go	into	kind	of	standing-up	fits
when	 they	 see	 him.	And	we	 thought	 perhaps	 you'd	 like	 to	 show	 him	 and	 get
pennies;	 and	 if	 you	 like	 to	 pay	 us	 something,	 you	 can—only,	 it'll	 have	 to	 be
rather	a	lot,	because	we	promised	him	he	should	have	a	double	share	of	whatever
we	made."
The	woman	murmured	something	indistinct,	of	which	the	children	could	only

hear	 the	 words,	 "Swelp	 me!"	 "balmy,"	 and	 "crumpet,"	 which	 conveyed	 no
definite	idea	to	their	minds.
She	 had	 taken	 Anthea's	 hand,	 and	 was	 holding	 it	 very	 firmly;	 and	 Anthea

could	not	help	wondering	what	would	happen	 if	Robert	 should	have	wandered
off	 or	 turned	 his	 proper	 size	 during	 the	 interval.	 But	 she	 knew	 that	 the
Psammead's	 gifts	 really	 did	 last	 till	 sunset,	 however	 inconvenient	 their	 lasting
might	 be;	 and	 she	 did	 not	 think,	 somehow,	 that	 Robert	 would	 care	 to	 go	 out
alone	while	he	was	that	size.
When	they	reached	the	barn	and	Cyril	called	"Robert!"	there	was	a	stir	among

the	loose	hay,	and	Robert	began	to	come	out.	His	hand	and	arm	came	first—then
a	foot	and	leg.	When	the	woman	saw	the	hand	she	said	"My!"	but	when	she	saw
the	foot	she	said	"Upon	my	word!"	and	when,	by	slow	and	heavy	degrees,	 the
whole	of	Robert's	enormous	bulk	was	at	 last	disclosed,	she	drew	a	 long	breath
and	 began	 to	 say	many	 things,	 compared	 with	 which	 "balmy"	 and	 "crumpet"
seemed	quite	ordinary.	She	dropped	into	understandable	English	at	last.
"What'll	 you	 take	 for	 him?"	 she	 said	 excitedly.	 "Anything	 in	 reason.	 We'd

have	 a	 special	 van	 built—leastways,	 I	 know	where	 there's	 a	 second-hand	 one
would	do	up	handsome—what	a	baby	elephant	had,	as	died.	What'll	you	 take?
He's	soft,	ain't	he?	Them	giants	mostly	is—but	I	never	see—no,	never!	What'll
you	take?	Down	on	the	nail.	We'll	treat	him	like	a	king,	and	give	him	first-rate
grub	and	a	doss	fit	 for	a	bloomin'	dook.	He	must	be	dotty	or	he	wouldn't	need
you	kids	to	cart	him	about.	What'll	you	take	for	him?"
"They	won't	 take	anything,"	 said	Robert	 sternly.	 "I'm	no	more	soft	 than	you

are—not	so	much,	I	shouldn't	wonder.	I'll	come	and	be	a	show	for	to-day	if	you'll
give	me,"—he	hesitated	at	 the	enormous	price	he	was	about	 to	ask,—"if	you'll
give	me	fifteen	shillings."
"Done,"	 said	 the	 woman,	 so	 quickly	 that	 Robert	 felt	 he	 had	 been	 unfair	 to

himself,	and	wished	he	had	asked	thirty.	"Come	on	now—and	see	my	Bill—and
we'll	fix	a	price	for	the	season.	I	dessay	you	might	get	as	much	as	two	pounds	a
week	 reg'lar.	 Come	 on—and	make	 yourself	 as	 small	 as	 you	 can	 for	 gracious'
sake!"



This	was	not	very	small,	and	a	crowd	gathered	quickly,	so	 that	 it	was	at	 the
head	 of	 an	 enthusiastic	 procession	 that	 Robert	 entered	 the	 trampled	 meadow
where	 the	Fair	was	held,	and	passed	over	 the	stubby	yellow	dusty	grass	 to	 the
door	of	the	biggest	tent.	He	crept	in,	and	the	woman	went	to	call	her	Bill.	He	was
the	 big	 sleeping	man,	 and	 he	 did	 not	 seem	 at	 all	 pleased	 at	 being	 awakened.
Cyril,	watching	through	a	slit	in	the	tent,	saw	him	scowl	and	shake	a	heavy	fist
and	 a	 sleepy	 head.	 Then	 the	 woman	 went	 on	 speaking	 very	 fast.	 Cyril	 heard
"Strewth,"	 and	 "biggest	 draw	 you	 ever,	 so	 help	 me!"	 and	 he	 began	 to	 share
Robert's	feeling	that	fifteen	shillings	was	indeed	far	too	little.	Bill	slouched	up	to
the	tent	and	entered.	When	he	beheld	the	magnificent	proportions	of	Robert	he
said	 but	 little,—"Strike	 me	 pink!"	 were	 the	 only	 words	 the	 children	 could
afterwards	 remember,—but	 he	 produced	 fifteen	 shillings,	 mainly	 in	 sixpences
and	coppers,	and	handed	it	to	Robert.
"We'll	 fix	 up	 about	what	 you're	 to	 draw	when	 the	 show's	 over	 to-night,"	 he

said	with	hoarse	heartiness.	"Lor'	love	a	duck!	you'll	be	that	happy	with	us	you'll
never	want	to	leave	us.	Can	you	do	a	song	now—or	a	bit	of	a	breakdown?"
"Not	 to-day,"	 said	 Robert,	 rejecting	 the	 idea	 of	 trying	 to	 sing	 "As	 once	 in

May,"	 a	 favourite	 of	 his	mother's,	 and	 the	 only	 song	 he	 could	 think	 of	 at	 the
moment.
"Get	 Levi	 and	 clear	 them	 bloomin'	 photos	 out.	 Clear	 the	 tent.	 Stick	 out	 a

curtain	or	suthink,"	the	man	went	on.	"Lor',	what	a	pity	we	ain't	got	no	tights	his
size!	But	we'll	have	'em	before	the	week's	out.	Young	man,	your	fortune's	made.
It's	a	good	thing	you	came	to	me,	and	not	to	some	chaps	as	I	could	tell	you	on.
I've	 known	 blokes	 as	 beat	 their	 giants,	 and	 starved	 'em	 too;	 so	 I'll	 tell	 you
straight,	you're	in	luck	this	day	if	you	never	was	afore.	'Cos	I'm	a	lamb,	I	am—
and	I	don't	deceive	you."
"I'm	 not	 afraid	 of	 anyone	 beating	 me,"	 said	 Robert,	 looking	 down	 on	 the

"lamb."	Robert	was	crouched	on	his	knees,	because	the	tent	was	not	big	enough
for	him	to	stand	upright	in,	but	even	in	that	position	he	could	still	look	down	on
most	people.	"But	I'm	awfully	hungry—I	wish	you'd	get	me	something	to	eat."
"Here,	'Becca,"	said	the	hoarse	Bill.	"Get	him	some	grub—the	best	you've	got,

mind!"	Another	whisper	followed,	of	which	 the	children	only	heard,	"Down	in
black	and	white—first	thing	to-morrow."
Then	the	woman	went	to	get	the	food—it	was	only	bread	and	cheese	when	it

came,	but	it	was	delightful	to	the	large	and	empty	Robert;	and	the	man	went	to
post	sentinels	round	the	tent,	to	give	the	alarm	if	Robert	should	attempt	to	escape
with	his	fifteen	shillings.
"As	if	we	weren't	honest,"	said	Anthea	indignantly	when	the	meaning	of	 the

sentinels	dawned	on	her.



Then	began	a	very	strange	and	wonderful	afternoon.
Bill	was	a	man	who	knew	his	business.	In	a	very	little	while,	the	photographic

views,	 the	spyglasses	you	 look	at	 them	through	so	 that	 they	 really	seem	rather
real,	and	the	lights	you	see	them	by,	were	all	packed	away.	A	curtain—it	was	an
old	red-and-black	carpet	really—was	run	across	the	tent.	Robert	was	concealed
behind,	and	Bill	was	standing	on	a	trestle-table	outside	the	tent	making	a	speech.
It	was	rather	a	good	speech.	It	began	by	saying	that	the	giant	it	was	his	privilege
to	 introduce	 to	 the	 public	 that	 day	was	 the	 eldest	 son	 of	 the	 Emperor	 of	 San
Francisco,	compelled	through	an	unfortunate	love	affair	with	the	Duchess	of	the
Fiji	 Islands	 to	 leave	his	 own	 country	 and	 take	 refuge	 in	England—the	 land	of
liberty—where	freedom	was	the	right	of	every	man,	no	matter	how	big	he	was.	It
ended	 by	 the	 announcement	 that	 the	 first	 twenty	 who	 came	 to	 the	 tent	 door
should	 see	 the	giant	 for	 threepence	apiece.	 "After	 that,"	 said	Bill,	 "the	price	 is
riz,	and	I	don't	undertake	to	say	what	it	won't	be	riz	to.	So	now's	yer	time."
A	young	man	with	his	sweetheart	on	her	afternoon	out	was	the	first	to	come

forward.	For	 this	occasion	his	was	 the	princely	 attitude—no	expense	 spared—
money	no	object.	His	girl	wished	to	see	the	giant?	Well,	she	should	see	the	giant,
even	though	seeing	the	giant	cost	threepence	each	and	the	other	entertainments
were	all	penny	ones.
The	 flap	 of	 the	 tent	 was	 raised—the	 couple	 entered.	 Next	 moment	 a	 wild

shriek	from	the	girl	thrilled	through	all	present.	Bill	slapped	his	leg.	"That's	done
the	trick!"	he	whispered	to	'Becca.	It	was	indeed	a	splendid	advertisement	of	the
charms	of	Robert.
When	the	young	girl	came	out	she	was	pale	and	trembling,	and	a	crowd	was

round	the	tent.
"What	was	it	like?"	asked	a	farm-hand.
"Oh!—horrid!—you	wouldn't	believe,"	she	said.	"It's	as	big	as	a	barn,	and	that

fierce.	 It	 froze	 the	 blood	 in	 my	 bones.	 I	 wouldn't	 ha'	 missed	 seeing	 it	 for
anything."
The	fierceness	was	only	caused	by	Robert's	trying	not	to	laugh.	But	the	desire

to	 do	 that	 soon	 left	 him,	 and	 before	 sunset	 he	 was	more	 inclined	 to	 cry	 than
laugh,	and	more	inclined	to	sleep	than	either.	For,	by	ones	and	twos	and	threes,
people	 kept	 coming	 in	 all	 the	 afternoon,	 and	Robert	 had	 to	 shake	 hands	with
those	who	wished	it,	and	to	allow	himself	to	be	punched	and	pulled	and	patted
and	thumped,	so	that	people	might	make	sure	he	was	really	real.
The	 other	 children	 sat	 on	 a	 bench	 and	watched	 and	waited,	 and	were	 very

bored	indeed.	It	seemed	to	them	that	this	was	the	hardest	way	of	earning	money
that	 could	 have	 been	 invented.	And	 only	 fifteen	 shillings!	Bill	 had	 taken	 four
times	 that	 already,	 for	 the	 news	 of	 the	 giant	 had	 spread,	 and	 trades-people	 in



carts,	and	gentlepeople	in	carriages,	came	from	far	and	near.	One	gentleman	with
an	eyeglass,	and	a	very	large	yellow	rose	in	his	buttonhole,	offered	Robert,	in	an
obliging	whisper,	ten	pounds	a	week	to	appear	at	the	Crystal	Palace.	Robert	had
to	say	"No."
"I	can't,"	he	said	regretfully.	"It's	no	use	promising	what	you	can't	do."
"Ah,	poor	fellow,	bound	for	a	term	of	years,	I	suppose!	Well,	here's	my	card;

when	your	time's	up	come	to	me."
"I	will—if	I'm	the	same	size	then,"	said	Robert	truthfully.
"If	you	grow	a	bit,	so	much	the	better,"	said	the	gentleman.
When	he	had	gone,	Robert	beckoned	Cyril	and	said—
"Tell	them	I	must	and	will	have	a	rest.	And	I	want	my	tea."
Tea	was	provided,	and	a	paper	hastily	pinned	on	the	tent.	It	said—
CLOSED	FOR	HALF	AN	HOUR	WHILE	THE	GIANT	GETS	HIS	TEA
Then	there	was	a	hurried	council.
"How	am	I	to	get	away?"	said	Robert.
"I've	been	thinking	about	it	all	the	afternoon."
"Why,	walk	out	when	 the	 sun	 sets	 and	you're	your	 right	 size.	They	can't	do

anything	to	us."
Robert	opened	his	eyes.	"Why,	they'd	nearly	kill	us,"	he	said,	"when	they	saw

me	get	my	right	size.	No,	we	must	think	of	some	other	way.	We	must	be	alone
when	the	sun	sets."
"I	know,"	said	Cyril	briskly,	and	he	went	to	the	door,	outside	which	Bill	was

smoking	a	clay	pipe	and	 talking	 in	a	 low	voice	 to	 'Becca.	Cyril	heard	him	say
—"Good	as	havin'	a	fortune	left	you."
"Look	here,"	said	Cyril,	"you	can	let	people	come	in	again	in	a	minute.	He's

nearly	finished	tea.	But	he	must	be	left	alone	when	the	sun	sets.	He's	very	queer
at	that	time	of	day,	and	if	he's	worried	I	won't	answer	for	the	consequences."
"Why—what	comes	over	him?"	asked	Bill.
"I	don't	know;	it's—it's	sort	of	a	change,"	said	Cyril	candidly.	"He	isn't	at	all

like	 himself—you'd	 hardly	 know	 him.	He's	 very	 queer	 indeed.	 Someone'll	 get
hurt	if	he's	not	alone	about	sunset."	This	was	true.
"He'll	pull	round	for	the	evening,	I	s'pose?"
"Oh	yes—half	an	hour	after	sunset	he'll	be	quite	himself	again."
"Best	humour	him,"	said	the	woman.
And	so,	at	what	Cyril	 judged	was	about	half	an	hour	before	 sunset,	 the	 tent

was	again	closed	"whilst	the	giant	gets	his	supper."
The	crowd	was	very	merry	about	the	giant's	meals	and	their	coming	so	close

together.
"Well,	he	can	pick	a	bit,"	Bill	owned.	"You	see	he	has	to	eat	hearty,	being	the



size	he	is."
Inside	the	tent	the	four	children	breathlessly	arranged	a	plan	of	retreat.
"You	go	now,"	said	Cyril	to	the	girls,	"and	get	along	home	as	fast	as	you	can.

Oh,	never	mind	the	pony-cart;	we'll	get	that	to-morrow.	Robert	and	I	are	dressed
the	same.	We'll	manage	somehow,	like	Sydney	Carton	did.	Only,	you	girls	must
get	out,	or	 it's	 all	no	go.	We	can	 run,	but	you	can't—whatever	you	may	 think.
No,	Jane,	it's	no	good	Robert	going	out	and	knocking	people	down.	The	police
would	follow	him	till	he	turned	his	proper	size,	and	then	arrest	him	like	a	shot.
Go	you	must!	If	you	don't,	I'll	never	speak	to	you	again.	It	was	you	got	us	into
this	mess	really,	hanging	round	people's	legs	the	way	you	did	this	morning.	Go,	I
tell	you!"
And	Jane	and	Anthea	went.
"We're	going	home,"	they	said	to	Bill.	"We're	leaving	the	giant	with	you.	Be

kind	to	him."	And	that,	as	Anthea	said	afterwards,	was	very	deceitful,	but	what
were	they	to	do?
When	they	had	gone,	Cyril	went	to	Bill.
"Look	here,"	he	said,	"he	wants	some	ears	of	corn—there's	some	in	the	next

field	but	one.	I'll	just	run	and	get	it.	Oh,	and	he	says	can't	you	loop	up	the	tent	at
the	back	a	bit?	He	says	he's	stifling	for	a	breath	of	air.	I'll	see	no	one	peeps	in	at
him.	I'll	cover	him	up,	and	he	can	take	a	nap	while	I	go	for	the	corn.	He	will	have
it—there's	no	holding	him	when	he	gets	like	this."
The	giant	was	made	comfortable	with	 a	heap	of	 sacks	 and	an	old	 tarpaulin.

The	curtain	was	looped	up,	and	the	brothers	were	left	alone.	They	matured	their
plan	 in	 whispers.	 Outside,	 the	 merry-go-round	 blared	 out	 its	 comic	 tunes,
screaming	now	and	then	to	attract	public	notice.
Half	a	minute	after	the	sun	had	set,	a	boy	came	out	past	Bill.
"I'm	off	for	the	corn,"	he	said,	and	mingled	quickly	with	the	crowd.
At	the	same	instant	a	boy	came	out	of	the	back	of	the	tent	past	'Becca,	posted

there	as	sentinel.
"I'm	off	after	the	corn,"	said	this	boy	also.	And	he,	too,	moved	away	quietly

and	 was	 lost	 in	 the	 crowd.	 The	 front-door	 boy	 was	 Cyril;	 the	 back-door	 was
Robert—now,	 since	 sunset,	 once	 more	 his	 proper	 size.	 They	 walked	 quickly
through	the	field,	along	the	road,	where	Robert	caught	Cyril	up.	Then	they	ran.
They	were	home	as	soon	as	the	girls	were,	for	 it	was	a	long	way,	and	they	ran
most	of	it.	It	was	indeed	a	very	long	way,	as	they	found	when	they	had	to	go	and
drag	the	pony-cart	home	next	morning,	with	no	enormous	Robert	to	wheel	them
in	 it	 as	 if	 it	were	 a	mail-cart,	 and	 they	were	 babies	 and	 he	was	 their	 gigantic
nursemaid.



I	cannot	possibly	tell	you	what	Bill	and	'Becca	said	when	they	found	that	the
giant	had	gone.	For	one	thing,	I	do	not	know.



Chapter		9
GROWN	UP
Cyril	had	once	pointed	out	that	ordinary	life	is	full	of	occasions	on	which	a	wish
would	 be	most	 useful.	And	 this	 thought	 filled	 his	mind	when	 he	 happened	 to
wake	 early	 on	 the	 morning	 after	 the	 morning	 after	 Robert	 had	 wished	 to	 be
bigger	than	the	baker's	boy,	and	had	been	it.	The	day	that	lay	between	these	two
days	 had	 been	 occupied	 entirely	 by	 getting	 the	 governess-cart	 home	 from
Benenhurst.
Cyril	dressed	hastily;	he	did	not	 take	a	bath,	because	 tin	baths	are	 so	noisy,

and	 he	 had	 no	wish	 to	 rouse	Robert,	 and	 he	 slipped	 off	 alone,	 as	Anthea	 had
once	 done,	 and	 ran	 through	 the	 dewy	morning	 to	 the	 sand-pit.	He	 dug	 up	 the
Psammead	 very	 carefully	 and	 kindly,	 and	 began	 the	 conversation	 by	 asking	 it
whether	 it	 still	 felt	any	 ill	effects	 from	the	contact	with	 the	 tears	of	Robert	 the
day	before	yesterday.	The	Psammead	was	in	good	temper.	It	replied	politely.
"And	now,	what	 can	 I	do	 for	you?"	 it	 said.	 "I	 suppose	you've	come	here	 so

early	 to	 ask	 for	 something	 for	 yourself—something	 your	 brothers	 and	 sisters
aren't	 to	know	about,	eh?	Now,	do	be	persuaded	for	your	own	good!	Ask	for	a
good	fat	Megatherium	and	have	done	with	it."
"Thank	you—not	to-day,	I	think,"	said	Cyril	cautiously.	"What	I	really	wanted

to	 say	 was—you	 know	 how	 you're	 always	 wishing	 for	 things	 when	 you're
playing	at	anything?"
"I	seldom	play,"	said	the	Psammead	coldly.
"Well,	 you	know	what	 I	mean,"	Cyril	went	on	 impatiently.	 "What	 I	want	 to

say	is:	won't	you	let	us	have	our	wish	just	when	we	think	of	it,	and	just	where	we
happen	to	be?	So	that	we	don't	have	to	come	and	disturb	you	again,"	added	the
crafty	Cyril.
"It'll	only	end	in	your	wishing	for	something	you	don't	really	want,	as	you	did

about	 the	 castle,"	 said	 the	Psammead,	 stretching	 its	 brown	 arms	 and	yawning.
"It's	 always	 the	 same	 since	 people	 left	 off	 eating	 really	 wholesome	 things.
However,	have	it	your	own	way.	Good-bye."
"Good-bye,"	said	Cyril	politely.
"I'll	tell	you	what,"	said	the	Psammead	suddenly,	shooting	out	its	long	snail's

eyes,—"I'm	getting	 tired	 of	 you—all	 of	 you.	You	have	no	more	 sense	 than	 so



many	oysters.	Go	along	with	you!"
And	Cyril	went.
"What	an	awful	long	time	babies	stay	babies,"	said	Cyril	after	the	Lamb	had

taken	his	watch	out	of	his	pocket	while	he	wasn't	noticing,	 and	with	coos	and
clucks	 of	 naughty	 rapture	 had	 opened	 the	 case	 and	 used	 the	whole	 thing	 as	 a
garden	spade,	and	when	even	immersion	in	a	wash	basin	had	failed	to	wash	the
mould	 from	 the	 works	 and	 make	 the	 watch	 go	 again.	 Cyril	 had	 said	 several
things	 in	 the	 heat	 of	 the	 moment;	 but	 now	 he	 was	 calmer,	 and	 had	 even
consented	to	carry	the	Lamb	part	of	the	way	to	the	woods.	Cyril	had	persuaded
the	others	to	agree	to	his	plan,	and	not	to	wish	for	anything	more	till	they	really
did	wish	 it.	Meantime	 it	 seemed	good	 to	go	 to	 the	woods	 for	nuts,	 and	on	 the
mossy	 grass	 under	 a	 sweet	 chestnut	 tree	 the	 five	were	 sitting.	 The	 Lamb	was
pulling	up	the	moss	by	fat	handfuls,	and	Cyril	was	gloomily	contemplating	the
ruins	of	his	watch.
"He	does	grow,"	said	Anthea.	"Doesn't	'oo,	precious?"
"Me	 grow,"	 said	 the	 Lamb	 cheerfully—"me	 grow	 big	 boy,	 have	 guns'	 an'

mouses—an'—an'"——	Imagination	or	vocabulary	gave	out	here.	But	anyway	it
was	the	longest	speech	the	Lamb	had	ever	made,	and	it	charmed	everyone,	even
Cyril,	who	 tumbled	 the	Lamb	over	and	rolled	him	in	 the	moss	 to	 the	music	of
delighted	squeals.
"I	suppose	he'll	be	grown	up	some	day,"	Anthea	was	saying,	dreamily	looking

up	at	the	blue	of	the	sky	that	showed	between	the	long	straight	chestnut-leaves.
But	 at	 that	moment	 the	Lamb,	 struggling	 gaily	with	Cyril,	 thrust	 a	 stout-shod
little	foot	against	his	brother's	chest;	there	was	a	crack!—the	innocent	Lamb	had
broken	 the	 glass	 of	 father's	 second-best	 Waterbury	 watch,	 which	 Cyril	 had
borrowed	without	leave.
"Grow	 up	 some	 day!"	 said	 Cyril	 bitterly,	 plumping	 the	 Lamb	 down	 on	 the

grass.	 "I	 daresay	 he	will—when	 nobody	wants	 him	 to.	 I	wish	 to	 goodness	 he
would"—
"Oh,	take	care!"	cried	Anthea	in	an	agony	of	apprehension.	But	it	was	too	late

—like	music	to	a	song	her	words	and	Cyril's	came	out	together—
Anthea—"Oh,	take	care!"
Cyril—"Grow	up	now!"
The	faithful	Psammead	was	true	to	its	promise,	and	there,	before	the	horrified

eyes	of	its	brothers	and	sisters,	the	Lamb	suddenly	and	violently	grew	up.	It	was
the	most	 terrible	moment.	The	 change	was	not	 so	 sudden	as	 the	wish-changes
usually	 were.	 The	 Baby's	 face	 changed	 first.	 It	 grew	 thinner	 and	 larger,	 lines
came	 in	 the	 forehead,	 the	 eyes	 grew	more	 deep-set	 and	 darker	 in	 colour,	 the
mouth	 grew	 longer	 and	 thinner;	 most	 terrible	 of	 all,	 a	 little	 dark	 mustache



appeared	on	the	lip	of	one	who	was	still—except	as	to	the	face—a	two-year-old
baby	in	a	linen	smock	and	white	open-work	socks.
"Oh,	I	wish	it	wouldn't!	Oh,	I	wish	it	wouldn't!	You	boys	might	wish	as	well!"
They	all	wished	hard,	for	the	sight	was	enough	to	dismay	the	most	heartless.

They	 all	 wished	 so	 hard,	 indeed,	 that	 they	 felt	 quite	 giddy	 and	 almost	 lost
consciousness;	 but	 the	 wishing	was	 quite	 vain,	 for,	 when	 the	wood	 ceased	 to
whirl	 round,	 their	 dazed	 eyes	were	 riveted	 at	 once	 by	 the	 spectacle	 of	 a	 very
proper-looking	young	man	in	flannels	and	a	straw	hat—a	young	man	who	wore
the	same	little	black	mustache	which	just	before	they	had	actually	seen	growing
upon	the	Baby's	lip.	This,	then,	was	the	Lamb—grown	up!	Their	own	Lamb!	It
was	a	 terrible	moment.	The	grown-up	Lamb	moved	gracefully	across	 the	moss
and	settled	himself	against	the	trunk	of	the	sweet	chestnut.	He	tilted	the	straw	hat
over	his	eyes.	He	was	evidently	weary.	He	was	going	to	sleep.	The	Lamb—the
original	 little	 tiresome	 beloved	Lamb	 often	went	 to	 sleep	 at	 odd	 times	 and	 in
unexpected	places.	Was	this	new	Lamb	in	the	grey	flannel	suit	and	the	pale	green
necktie	like	the	other	Lamb?	or	had	his	mind	grown	up	together	with	his	body?
That	was	the	question	which	the	others,	 in	a	hurried	council	held	among	the

yellowing	brake-fern	a	few	yards	from	the	sleeper,	debated	eagerly.
"Whichever	it	is,	it'll	be	just	as	awful,"	said	Anthea.	"If	his	inside	senses	are

grown	up	too,	he	won't	stand	our	looking	after	him;	and	if	he's	still	a	baby	inside
of	him	how	on	earth	are	we	to	get	him	to	do	anything?	And	it'll	be	getting	on	for
dinner-time	in	a	minute."
"And	we	haven't	got	any	nuts,"	said	Jane.
"Oh	 bother	 nuts!"	 said	 Robert,	 "but	 dinner's	 different—I	 didn't	 have	 half

enough	 dinner	 yesterday.	 Couldn't	we	 tie	 him	 to	 the	 tree	 and	 go	 home	 to	 our
dinner	and	come	back	afterwards?"
"A	fat	 lot	of	dinner	we	should	get	 if	we	went	back	without	 the	Lamb!"	said

Cyril	in	scornful	misery.	"And	it'll	be	just	the	same	if	we	go	back	with	him	in	the
state	he	is	now.	Yes,	I	know	it's	my	doing;	don't	rub	it	in!	I	know	I'm	a	beast,	and
not	 fit	 to	 live;	 you	 can	 take	 that	 for	 settled,	 and	 say	 no	 more	 about	 it.	 The
question	is,	what	are	we	going	to	do?"
"Let's	 wake	 him	 up,	 and	 take	 him	 into	 Rochester	 or	 Maidstone	 and	 get

something	to	eat	at	a	baker's	shop,"	said	Robert	hopefully.
"Take	him?"	repeated	Cyril.	"Yes—do!	It's	all	my	fault—I	don't	deny	 that—

but	you'll	find	you've	got	your	work	cut	out	for	you	if	you	try	to	take	that	young
man	 anywhere.	 The	 Lamb	 always	 was	 spoilt,	 but	 now	 he's	 grown	 up	 he's	 a
demon—simply.	I	can	see	it.	Look	at	his	mouth."
"Well	 then,"	 said	Robert,	 "let's	wake	him	up	and	 see	what	he'll	 do.	Perhaps

he'll	take	us	to	Maidstone	and	stand	treat.	He	ought	to	have	a	lot	of	money	in	the



pockets	of	those	extra-special	pants.	We	must	have	dinner,	anyway."
They	drew	lots	with	little	bits	of	brake	fern.	It	fell	to	Jane's	lot	to	waken	the

grown-up	Lamb.
She	 did	 it	 gently	 by	 tickling	 his	 nose	 with	 a	 twig	 of	 honeysuckle.	 He	 said

"Bother	the	flies!"	twice,	and	then	opened	his	eyes.
"Hullo,	kiddies!"	he	said	in	a	languid	tone,	"still	here?	What's	the	giddy	hour?

You'll	be	late	for	your	grub!"
"I	know	we	shall,"	said	Robert	bitterly.
"Then	cut	along	home,"	said	the	grown-up	Lamb.
"What	about	your	grub,	though?"	asked	Jane.
"Oh,	how	far	is	it	to	the	station,	do	you	think?	I've	a	sort	of	a	notion	that	I'll

run	up	to	town	and	have	some	lunch	at	the	club."
Blank	 misery	 fell	 like	 a	 pall	 on	 the	 four	 others.	 The	 Lamb—alone—

unattended—would	go	to	town	and	have	lunch	at	a	club!	Perhaps	he	would	also
have	tea	there.	Perhaps	sunset	would	come	upon	him	amid	the	dazzling	luxury	of
club-land,	 and	 a	 helpless	 cross	 sleepy	 baby	 would	 find	 itself	 alone	 amid
unsympathetic	waiters,	and	would	wail	miserably	for	"Panty"	from	the	depths	of
a	club	arm-chair!	The	picture	moved	Anthea	almost	to	tears.
"Oh	no,	Lamb	ducky,	you	mustn't	do	that!"	she	cried	incautiously.
The	grown-up	Lamb	frowned.	"My	dear	Anthea,"	he	said,	"how	often	am	I	to

tell	you	that	my	name	is	Hilary	or	St.	Maur	or	Devereux?—any	of	my	baptismal
names	 are	 free	 to	 my	 little	 brothers	 and	 sisters,	 but	 not	 'Lamb'—a	 relic	 of
foolishness	and	far-off	childhood."
This	was	awful.	He	was	 their	 elder	brother	now,	was	he?	Well	of	 course	he

was,	 if	 he	 was	 grown-up—since	 they	 weren't.	 Thus,	 in	 whispers,	 Anthea	 and
Robert.
But	 the	almost	daily	adventures	 resulting	 from	 the	Psammead's	wishes	were

making	the	children	wise	beyond	their	years.
"Dear	Hilary,"	 said	Anthea,	 and	 the	 others	 choked	 at	 the	 name,	 "you	 know

father	 didn't	 wish	 you	 to	 go	 to	 London.	 He	 wouldn't	 like	 us	 to	 be	 left	 alone
without	 you	 to	 take	 care	 of	 us.	 Oh,	 deceitful	 thing	 that	 I	 am!"	 she	 added	 to
herself.
"Look	here,"	said	Cyril,	"if	you're	our	elder	brother,	why	not	behave	as	sich

and	take	us	over	to	Maidstone	and	give	us	a	jolly	good	blow-out,	and	we'll	go	on
the	river	afterwards?"
"I'm	infinitely	obliged	to	you,"	said	the	Lamb	courteously,	"but	I	should	prefer

solitude.	Go	home	 to	 your	 lunch—I	mean	your	 dinner.	 Perhaps	 I	may	 look	 in
about	tea-time—or	I	may	not	be	home	till	after	you	are	in	your	beds."
Their	beds!	Speaking	glances	 flashed	between	 the	wretched	 four.	Much	bed



there	would	be	for	them	if	they	went	home	without	the	Lamb.
"We	promised	mother	not	to	lose	sight	of	you	if	we	took	you	out,"	Jane	said

before	the	others	could	stop	her.
"Look	here,	Jane,"	said	the	grown-up	Lamb,	putting	his	hands	in	his	pockets

and	 looking	 down	 at	 her,	 "little	 girls	 should	 be	 seen	 and	 not	 heard.	 You	 kids
must	 learn	 not	 to	 make	 yourselves	 a	 nuisance.	 Run	 along	 home	 now—and
perhaps,	if	you're	good,	I'll	give	you	each	a	penny	to-morrow."
"Look	 here,"	 said	 Cyril,	 in	 the	 best	 "man	 to	 man"	 tone	 at	 his	 command,

"where	are	you	going,	old	man?	You	might	 let	Bobs	and	me	come	with	you—
even	if	you	don't	want	the	girls."
This	was	really	rather	noble	of	Cyril,	for	he	never	did	care	much	about	being

seen	in	public	with	the	Lamb,	who	of	course	after	sunset	would	be	a	baby	again.
The	"man	to	man"	tone	succeeded.
"I	 shall	 run	 over	 to	 Maidstone	 on	 my	 bike,"	 said	 the	 new	 Lamb	 airily,

fingering	the	little	black	mustache.	"I	can	lunch	at	The	Crown—and	perhaps	I'll
have	a	pull	on	the	river;	but	I	can't	take	you	all	on	the	machine—now,	can	I?	Run
along	home,	like	good	children."
The	position	was	desperate.	Robert	 exchanged	a	despairing	 look	with	Cyril.

Anthea	detached	a	pin	from	her	waistband,	a	pin	whose	withdrawal	left	a	gaping
chasm	 between	 skirt	 and	 bodice,	 and	 handed	 it	 furtively	 to	 Robert—with	 a
grimace	of	 the	darkest	 and	deepest	meaning.	Robert	 slipped	away	 to	 the	 road.
There,	 sure	 enough,	 stood	 a	 bicycle—a	 beautiful	 new	 one.	 Of	 course	 Robert
understood	at	once	that	if	the	Lamb	was	grown	up	he	must	have	a	bicycle.
This	had	always	been	one	of	Robert's	own	reasons	for	wishing	to	be	grown-

up.	He	hastily	began	to	use	the	pin—eleven	punctures	in	the	back	tyre,	seven	in
the	 front.	He	would	have	made	 the	 total	 twenty-two	but	 for	 the	 rustling	of	 the
yellow	hazel-leaves,	which	warned	him	of	the	approach	of	the	others.	He	hastily
leaned	a	hand	on	each	wheel,	and	was	rewarded	by	the	"whish"	of	the	what	was
left	of	air	escaping	from	eighteen	neat	pin-holes.
"Your	bike's	 run	down,"	said	Robert,	wondering	how	he	could	so	soon	have

learned	to	deceive.
"So	it	is,"	said	Cyril.
"It's	 a	puncture,"	 said	Anthea,	 stooping	down,	 and	 standing	up	again	with	a

thorn	which	she	had	got	ready	for	the	purpose.
"Look	here."
The	grown-up	Lamb	(or	Hilary,	as	I	suppose	one	must	now	call	him)	fixed	his

pump	and	blew	up	the	tyre.	The	punctured	state	of	it	was	soon	evident.
"I	 suppose	 there's	a	cottage	somewhere	near—where	one	could	get	a	pail	of

water?"	said	the	Lamb.



There	was;	and	when	the	number	of	punctures	had	been	made	manifest,	it	was
felt	 to	 be	 a	 special	 blessing	 that	 the	 cottage	 provided	 "teas	 for	 cyclists."	 It
provided	an	odd	sort	of	tea-and-hammy	meal	for	the	Lamb	and	his	brothers.	This
was	paid	for	out	of	the	fifteen	shillings	which	had	been	earned	by	Robert	when
he	was	a	giant—for	 the	Lamb,	 it	 appeared,	had	unfortunately	no	money	about
him.	This	was	 a	 great	 disappointment	 for	 the	others;	 but	 it	 is	 a	 thing	 that	will
happen,	even	to	 the	most	grown-up	of	us.	However,	Robert	had	enough	to	eat,
and	 that	was	 something.	Quietly	 but	 persistently	 the	miserable	 four	 took	 it	 in
turns	to	try	and	persuade	the	Lamb	(or	St.	Maur)	to	spend	the	rest	of	the	day	in
the	woods.	There	was	not	very	much	of	the	day	left	by	the	time	he	had	mended
the	eighteenth	puncture.	He	looked	up	from	the	completed	work	with	a	sigh	of
relief,	and	suddenly	put	his	tie	straight.
"There's	a	lady	coming,"	he	said	briskly,—"for	goodness'	sake,	get	out	of	the

way.	 Go	 home—hide—vanish	 somehow!	 I	 can't	 be	 seen	 with	 a	 pack	 of	 dirty
kids."	His	 brothers	 and	 sisters	were	 indeed	 rather	 dirty,	 because,	 earlier	 in	 the
day,	the	Lamb,	in	his	infant	state,	had	sprinkled	a	good	deal	of	garden	soil	over
them.	The	 grown-up	Lamb's	 voice	was	 so	 tyrant-like,	 as	 Jane	 said	 afterwards,
that	 they	 actually	 retreated	 to	 the	 back	 garden,	 and	 left	 him	 with	 his	 little
mustache	and	his	flannel	suit	 to	meet	alone	the	young	lady,	who	now	came	up
the	front	garden	wheeling	a	bicycle.
The	woman	 of	 the	 house	 came	 out,	 and	 the	 young	 lady	 spoke	 to	 her,—the

Lamb	raised	his	hat	as	 she	passed	him,—and	 the	children	could	not	hear	what
she	said,	though	they	were	craning	round	the	corner	and	listening	with	all	their
ears.	They	felt	it	to	be	"perfectly	fair,"	as	Robert	said,	"with	that	wretched	Lamb
in	that	condition."
When	 the	Lamb	spoke,	 in	a	 languid	voice	heavy	with	politeness,	 they	heard

well	enough.
"A	puncture?"	he	was	saying.	 "Can	 I	not	be	of	any	assistance?	 If	you	could

allow	me——?"
There	was	a	stifled	explosion	of	laughter	and	the	grown-up	Lamb	(otherwise

Devereux)	turned	the	tail	of	an	angry	eye	in	its	direction.
"You're	very	kind,"	said	the	lady,	looking	at	the	Lamb.	She	looked	rather	shy,

but,	as	the	boys	put	it,	there	didn't	seem	to	be	any	nonsense	about	her.
"But	oh,"	whispered	Cyril,	 "I	 should	have	 thought	he'd	had	enough	bicycle-

mending	 for	 one	 day—and	 if	 she	 only	 knew	 that	 really	 and	 truly	 he's	 only	 a
whiny-piny,	silly	little	baby!"
"He's	 not,"	Anthea	murmured	 angrily.	 "He's	 a	 dear—if	 people	 only	 let	 him

alone.	It's	our	own	precious	Lamb	still,	whatever	silly	idiots	may	turn	him	into—
isn't	he,	Pussy?"



Jane	doubtfully	supposed	so.
Now,	 the	 Lamb—whom	 I	 must	 try	 to	 remember	 to	 call	 St.	 Maur—was

examining	 the	 lady's	 bicycle	 and	 talking	 to	 her	with	 a	 very	 grown-up	manner
indeed.	No	one	could	possibly	have	supposed,	to	see	and	hear	him,	that	only	that
very	morning	he	had	been	a	chubby	child	of	 two	years	breaking	other	people's
Waterbury	watches.	Devereux	(as	he	ought	to	be	called	for	the	future)	took	out	a
gold	watch	when	he	had	mended	the	lady's	bicycle,	and	all	the	hidden	onlookers
said	 "Oh!"—because	 it	 seemed	 so	 unfair	 that	 the	 Baby,	 who	 had	 only	 that
morning	 destroyed	 two	 cheap	 but	 honest	 watches,	 should	 now,	 in	 the	 grown-
upness	 to	which	Cyril's	 folly	 had	 raised	 him,	 have	 a	 real	 gold	watch—with	 a
chain	and	seals!
Hilary	 (as	 I	 will	 now	 term	 him)	 withered	 his	 brothers	 and	 sisters	 with	 a

glance,	and	then	said	to	the	lady—with	whom	he	seemed	to	be	quite	friendly—
"If	 you	will	 allow	me,	 I	will	 ride	with	 you	 as	 far	 as	 the	Cross	Roads;	 it	 is

getting	late,	and	there	are	tramps	about."
No	one	will	ever	know	what	answer	 the	young	 lady	 intended	 to	give	 to	 this

gallant	offer,	for,	directly	Anthea	heard	it	made,	she	rushed	out,	knocking	against
a	 swill	 pail,	 which	 overflowed	 in	 a	 turbid	 stream,	 and	 caught	 the	 Lamb	 (I
suppose	I	ought	to	say	Hilary)	by	the	arm.	The	others	followed,	and	in	an	instant
the	four	dirty	children	were	visible	beyond	disguise.
"Don't	 let	 him,"	 said	 Anthea	 to	 the	 lady,	 and	 she	 spoke	 with	 intense

earnestness;	"he's	not	fit	to	go	with	anyone!"
"Go	 away,	 little	 girl!"	 said	St.	Maur	 (as	we	will	 now	 call	 him)	 in	 a	 terrible

voice.
"Go	home	at	once!"
"You'd	 much	 better	 not	 have	 anything	 to	 do	 with	 him,"	 the	 now	 reckless

Anthea	 went	 on.	 "He	 doesn't	 know	 who	 he	 is.	 He's	 something	 very	 different
from	what	you	think	he	is."
"What	do	you	mean?"	asked	 the	 lady,	not	unnaturally,	while	Devereux	 (as	 I

must	 term	 the	 grown-up	Lamb)	 tried	 vainly	 to	 push	Anthea	 away.	 The	 others
backed	her	up,	and	she	stood	solid	as	a	rock.
"You	 just	 let	 him	go	with	you,"	 said	Anthea,	 "you'll	 soon	 see	what	 I	mean!

How	would	you	like	 to	suddenly	see	a	poor	 little	helpless	baby	spinning	along
downhill	beside	you	with	its	feet	up	on	a	bicycle	it	had	lost	control	of?"
The	lady	had	turned	rather	pale.
"Who	 are	 these	 very	 dirty	 children?"	 she	 asked	 the	 grown-up	 Lamb

(sometimes	called	St.	Maur	in	these	pages).
"I	don't	know,"	he	lied	miserably.
"Oh,	 Lamb!	 how	 can	 you?"	 cried	 Jane,—"when	 you	 know	 perfectly	 well



you're	our	own	little	baby	brother	 that	we're	so	fond	of.	We're	his	big	brothers
and	sisters,"	 she	explained,	 turning	 to	 the	 lady,	who	with	 trembling	hands	was
now	 turning	her	 bicycle	 towards	 the	gate,	 "and	we've	got	 to	 take	 care	 of	 him.
And	we	must	get	him	home	before	sunset,	or	I	don't	know	whatever	will	become
of	us.	You	see,	he's	sort	of	under	a	spell—enchanted—you	know	what	I	mean!"
Again	 and	 again	 the	 Lamb	 (Devereux,	 I	 mean)	 had	 tried	 to	 stop	 Jane's

eloquence,	 but	 Robert	 and	 Cyril	 held	 him,	 one	 by	 each	 leg,	 and	 no	 proper
explanation	 was	 possible.	 The	 lady	 rode	 hastily	 away,	 and	 electrified	 her
relatives	 at	 dinner	 by	 telling	 them	 of	 her	 escape	 from	 a	 family	 of	 dangerous
lunatics.	"The	little	girl's	eyes	were	simply	those	of	a	maniac.	I	can't	think	how
she	came	to	be	at	large,"	she	said.
When	her	bicycle	had	whizzed	away	down	the	road,	Cyril	spoke	gravely.
"Hilary,	old	chap,"	he	said,	"you	must	have	had	a	sunstroke	or	something.	And

the	things	you've	been	saying	to	that	lady!	Why,	if	we	were	to	tell	you	the	things
you've	said	when	you	are	yourself	again,	say	to-morrow	morning,	you	wouldn't
ever	 understand	 them—let	 alone	believe	 them!	You	 trust	 to	me,	 old	 chap,	 and
come	home	now,	and	if	you're	not	yourself	in	the	morning	we'll	ask	the	milkman
to	ask	the	doctor	to	come."
The	poor	grown-up	Lamb	 (St.	Maur	was	 really	one	of	his	Christian	names)

seemed	now	too	bewildered	to	resist.
"Since	 you	 seem	 all	 to	 be	 as	 mad	 as	 the	 whole	 worshipful	 company	 of

hatters,"	he	said	bitterly,	"I	suppose	I	had	better	take	you	home.	But	you're	not	to
suppose	I	shall	pass	this	over.	I	shall	have	something	to	say	to	you	all	to-morrow
morning."
"Yes,	you	will,	my	Lamb,"	said	Anthea	under	her	breath,	"but	it	won't	be	at	all

the	sort	of	thing	you	think	it's	going	to	be."
In	her	heart	she	could	hear	the	pretty,	soft	little	loving	voice	of	the	baby	Lamb

—so	different	 from	 the	 affected	 tones	of	 the	dreadful	 grown-up	Lamb	 (one	of
whose	names	was	Devereux)—saying,	"Me	love	Panty—wants	to	come	to	own
Panty."
"Oh,	let's	go	home,	for	goodness'	sake,"	she	said.	"You	shall	say	whatever	you

like	in	the	morning—if	you	can,"	she	added	in	a	whisper.
It	 was	 a	 gloomy	 party	 that	 went	 home	 through	 the	 soft	 evening.	 During

Anthea's	remarks	Robert	had	again	made	play	with	the	pin	and	the	bicycle	tyre,
and	the	Lamb	(whom	they	had	to	call	St.	Maur	or	Devereux	or	Hilary)	seemed
really	 at	 last	 to	 have	 had	 his	 fill	 of	 bicycle-mending.	 So	 the	 machine	 was
wheeled.
The	sun	was	just	on	the	point	of	setting	when	they	arrived	at	the	White	House.

The	four	elder	children	would	have	 liked	 to	 linger	 in	 the	 lane	 till	 the	complete



sunsetting	turned	the	grown-up	Lamb	(whose	Christian	names	I	will	not	further
weary	you	by	repeating)	into	their	own	dear	tiresome	baby	brother.	But	he,	in	his
grown-upness,	insisted	on	going	on,	and	thus	he	was	met	in	the	front	garden	by
Martha.
Now	you	remember	that,	as	a	special	favour,	the	Psammead	had	arranged	that

the	servants	 in	 the	house	should	never	notice	any	change	brought	about	by	 the
wishes	of	 the	 children.	Therefore	Martha	merely	 saw	 the	usual	party,	with	 the
baby	 Lamb,	 about	 whom	 she	 had	 been	 desperately	 anxious	 all	 the	 afternoon,
trotting	beside	Anthea,	on	fat	baby	legs,	while	the	children,	of	course,	still	saw
the	grown-up	Lamb	(never	mind	what	names	he	was	christened	by),	and	Martha
rushed	at	him	and	caught	him	in	her	arms,	exclaiming—
"Come	to	his	own	Martha,	then—a	precious	poppet!"
The	grown-up	Lamb	(whose	names	shall	now	be	buried	in	oblivion)	struggled

furiously.	An	expression	of	intense	horror	and	annoyance	was	seen	on	his	face.
But	Martha	was	 stronger	 than	 he.	 She	 lifted	 him	 up	 and	 carried	 him	 into	 the
house.	None	of	the	children	will	ever	forget	that	picture.	The	neat	grey-flannel-
suited	grown-up	young	man	with	the	green	necktie	and	the	little	black	mustache
—fortunately,	he	was	slightly	built,	and	not	tall—struggling	in	the	sturdy	arms	of
Martha,	who	bore	him	away	helpless,	imploring	him,	as	she	went,	to	be	a	good
boy	now,	and	come	and	have	his	nice	bremmink!	Fortunately,	the	sun	set	as	they
reached	the	doorstep,	the	bicycle	disappeared,	and	Martha	was	seen	to	carry	into
the	house	 the	real	 live	darling	sleepy	two-year-old	Lamb.	The	grown-up	Lamb
(nameless	henceforth)	was	gone	for	ever.
"For	ever,"	said	Cyril,	"because,	as	soon	as	ever	the	Lamb's	old	enough	to	be

bullied,	 we	must	 jolly	 well	 begin	 to	 bully	 him,	 for	 his	 own	 sake—so	 that	 he
mayn't	grow	up	like	that."
"You	shan't	bully	him,"	said	Anthea	stoutly,—"not	if	I	can	stop	it."
"We	must	tame	him	by	kindness,"	said	Jane.
"You	see,"	said	Robert,	"if	he	grows	up	in	the	usual	way,	there'll	be	plenty	of

time	to	correct	him	as	he	goes	along.	The	awful	thing	to-day	was	his	growing	up
so	suddenly.	There	was	no	time	to	improve	him	at	all."
"He	doesn't	want	any	improving,"	said	Anthea	as	the	voice	of	the	Lamb	came

cooing	through	the	open	door,	just	as	she	had	heard	it	in	her	heart	that	afternoon
—
"Me	loves	Panty—wants	to	come	to	own	Panty!"



Chapter		10	
SCALPS
Probably	 the	 day	 would	 have	 been	 a	 greater	 success	 if	 Cyril	 had	 not	 been
reading	 The	 Last	 of	 the	 Mohicans.	 The	 story	 was	 running	 in	 his	 head	 at
breakfast,	and	as	he	took	his	third	cup	of	tea	he	said	dreamily,	"I	wish	there	were
Red	Indians	in	England—not	big	ones,	you	know,	but	little	ones,	just	about	the
right	size	for	us	to	fight."
Everyone	disagreed	with	him	at	the	time	and	no	one	attached	any	importance

to	 the	 incident.	But	when	 they	went	down	 to	 the	sand-pit	 to	ask	 for	a	hundred
pounds	in	two-shilling	pieces	with	Queen	Victoria's	head	on,	to	prevent	mistakes
—which	 they	had	always	felt	 to	be	a	really	reasonable	wish	 that	must	 turn	out
well—they	found	out	that	they	had	done	it	again!	For	the	Psammead,	which	was
very	cross	and	sleepy,	said—
"Oh,	don't	bother	me.	You've	had	your	wish."
"I	didn't	know	it,"	said	Cyril.
"Don't	you	remember	yesterday?"	said	the	Sand-fairy,	still	more	disagreeably.

"You	asked	me	to	let	you	have	your	wishes	wherever	you	happened	to	be,	and
you	wished	this	morning,	and	you've	got	it."
"Oh,	have	we?"	said	Robert.	"What	is	it?"
"So	 you've	 forgotten?"	 said	 the	 Psammead,	 beginning	 to	 burrow.	 "Never

mind;	you'll	know	soon	enough.	And	I	wish	you	joy	of	it!	A	nice	thing	you've	let
yourselves	in	for!"
"We	always	do	somehow,"	said	Jane	sadly.
And	 now	 the	 odd	 thing	 was	 that	 no	 one	 could	 remember	 anyone's	 having

wished	for	anything	that	morning.	The	wish	about	the	Red	Indians	had	not	stuck
in	 anyone's	 head.	 It	 was	 a	 most	 anxious	 morning.	 Everyone	 was	 trying	 to
remember	 what	 had	 been	 wished	 for,	 and	 no	 one	 could,	 and	 everyone	 kept
expecting	something	awful	to	happen	every	minute.	It	was	most	agitating;	they
knew	 from	 what	 the	 Psammead	 had	 said,	 that	 they	 must	 have	 wished	 for
something	more	than	usually	undesirable,	and	they	spent	several	hours	 in	most
agonizing	uncertainty.	 It	was	not	 till	nearly	dinner-time	 that	Jane	 tumbled	over
The	Last	of	the	Mohicans,—which	had	of	course,	been	left	face	downwards	on
the	floor,—and	when	Anthea	had	picked	her	and	the	book	up	she	suddenly	said,



"I	know!"	and	sat	down	flat	on	the	carpet.
"Oh,	 Pussy,	 how	 awful!	 It	 was	 Indians	 he	wished	 for—Cyril—at	 breakfast,

don't	you	remember?	He	said,	'I	wish	there	were	Red	Indians	in	England,'—and
now	there	are,	and	 they're	going	about	scalping	people	all	over	 the	country,	as
likely	as	not."
"Perhaps	they're	only	in	Northumberland	and	Durham,"	said	Jane	soothingly.

It	was	almost	 impossible	 to	believe	 that	 it	could	really	hurt	people	much	 to	be
scalped	so	far	away	as	that.
"Don't	you	believe	it!"	said	Anthea.	"The	Sammyadd	said	we'd	let	ourselves	in

for	 a	 nice	 thing.	 That	means	 they'll	 come	here.	And	 suppose	 they	 scalped	 the
Lamb!"
"Perhaps	 the	 scalping	would	 come	 right	 again	 at	 sunset,"	 said	 Jane;	 but	 she

did	not	speak	so	hopefully	as	usual.
"Not	it!"	said	Anthea.	"The	things	that	grow	out	of	the	wishes	don't	go.	Look

at	the	fifteen	shillings!	Pussy,	I'm	going	to	break	something,	and	you	must	let	me
have	every	penny	of	money	you've	got.	The	Indians	will	come	here,	don't	you
see?	 That	 Spiteful	 Psammead	 as	 good	 as	 said	 so.	 You	 see	 what	 my	 plan	 is?
Come	on!"
Jane	 did	 not	 see	 at	 all.	 But	 she	 followed	 her	 sister	 meekly	 into	 mother's

bedroom.
Anthea	 lifted	down	the	heavy	water-jug—it	had	a	pattern	of	storks	and	 long

grasses	on	it,	which	Anthea	never	forgot.	She	carried	it	into	the	dressing-room,
and	 carefully	 emptied	 the	water	 out	 of	 it	 into	 the	 bath.	Then	 she	 took	 the	 jug
back	into	the	bedroom	and	dropped	it	on	the	floor.	You	know	how	a	jug	always
breaks	if	you	happen	to	drop	it	by	accident.	If	you	happen	to	drop	it	on	purpose,
it	is	quite	different.	Anthea	dropped	that	jug	three	times,	and	it	was	as	unbroken
as	ever.	So	at	 last	she	had	 to	 take	her	 father's	boot-tree	and	break	 the	 jug	with
that	in	cold	blood.	It	was	heartless	work.
Next	she	broke	open	the	missionary-box	with	the	poker.	Jane	told	her	that	 it

was	wrong,	of	course,	but	Anthea	shut	her	lips	very	tight	and	then	said—
"Don't	be	silly—it's	a	matter	of	life	and	death."
There	was	not	very	much	in	the	missionary-box,—only	seven-and-fourpence,

—but	 the	girls	between	 them	had	nearly	 four	 shillings.	This	made	over	eleven
shillings,	as	you	will	easily	see.
Anthea	tied	up	the	money	in	a	corner	of	her	pocket-handkerchief.	"Come	on,

Jane!"	she	said,	and	ran	down	to	the	farm.	She	knew	that	the	farmer	was	going
into	Rochester	that	afternoon.	In	fact	it	had	been	arranged	that	he	was	to	take	the
four	 children	 with	 him.	 They	 had	 planned	 this	 in	 the	 happy	 hour	 when	 they
believed	that	they	we're	going	to	get	that	hundred	pounds,	in	two-shilling	pieces,



out	of	the	Psammead.	They	had	arranged	to	pay	the	farmer	two	shillings	each	for
the	ride.	Now	Anthea	hastily	explained	to	him	that	they	could	not	go,	but	would
he	take	Martha	and	the	Baby	instead?	He	agreed,	but	he	was	not	pleased	to	get
only	half-a-crown	instead	of	eight	shillings.
Then	 the	girls	 ran	home	again.	Anthea	was	 agitated,	 but	 not	 flurried.	When

she	came	to	think	it	over	afterwards,	she	could	not	help	seeing	that	she	had	acted
with	the	most	far-seeing	promptitude,	just	like	a	born	general.	She	fetched	a	little
box	from	her	corner	drawer,	and	went	to	find	Martha,	who	was	laying	the	cloth
and	not	in	the	best	of	tempers.
"Look	here,"	said	Anthea.	"I've	broken	the	water	jug	in	mother's	room."
"Just	 like	you—always	up	 to	some	mischief,"	said	Martha,	dumping	down	a

salt-cellar	with	a	bang.
"Don't	be	cross,	Martha	dear,"	said	Anthea.	"I've	got	enough	money	to	pay	for

a	new	one—if	only	you'll	be	a	dear	and	go	and	buy	it	for	us.	Your	cousins	keep	a
china-shop,	 don't	 they?	And	 I	would	 like	 you	 to	 get	 it	 to-day,	 in	 case	mother
comes	home	to-morrow.	You	know	she	said	she	might	perhaps."
"But	you're	all	going	into	town	yourselves,"	said	Martha.
"We	can't	afford	to,	if	we	get	the	new	jug,"	said	Anthea;	"but	we'll	pay	for	you

to	go,	 if	you'll	 take	 the	Lamb.	And	 I	 say,	Martha,	 look	here—I'll	give	you	my
Liberty	 box,	 if	 you'll	 go.	 Look,	 it's	 most	 awfully	 pretty—all	 inlaid	 with	 real
silver	and	ivory	and	ebony,	like	King	Solomon's	temple."
"I	see,"	said	Martha,—"no,	I	don't	want	your	box,	miss.	What	you	want	is	to

get	the	precious	Lamb	off	your	hands	for	the	afternoon.	Don't	you	go	for	to	think
I	don't	see	through	you!"
This	was	so	true	that	Anthea	longed	to	deny	it	at	once.	Martha	had	no	business

to	know	so	much.	But	she	held	her	tongue.
Martha	set	down	the	bread	with	a	bang	that	made	it	jump	off	its	trencher.
"I	do	want	the	jug	got,"	said	Anthea	softly.	"You	will	go,	won't	you?"
"Well,	 just	 for	 this	 once,	 I	 don't	mind;	 but	mind	 you	 don't	 get	 into	 none	 of

your	outrageous	mischief	while	I'm	gone—that's	all!"
"He's	going	earlier	than	he	thought,"	said	Anthea	eagerly.	"You'd	better	hurry

and	get	dressed.	Do	put	on	that	lovely	purple	frock,	Martha,	and	the	hat	with	the
pink	cornflowers,	and	the	yellow-lace	collar.	Jane'll	finish	laying	the	cloth,	and
I'll	wash	the	Lamb	and	get	him	ready."
As	 she	 washed	 the	 unwilling	 Lamb	 and	 hurried	 him	 into	 his	 best	 clothes,

Anthea	peeped	out	of	 the	window	from	 time	 to	 time;	 so	 far	all	was	well—she
could	see	no	Red	Indians.	When	with	a	rush	and	a	scurry	and	some	deepening	of
the	damask	of	Martha's	complexion	she	and	the	Lamb	had	been	got	off,	Anthea
drew	a	deep	breath.



"He's	safe!"	she	said,	and,	to	Jane's	horror,	flung	herself	down	on	the	floor	and
burst	into	floods	of	tears.	Jane	did	not	understand	at	all	how	a	person	could	be	so
brave	 and	 like	 a	 general,	 and	 then	 suddenly	 give	way	 and	 go	 flat	 like	 an	 air-
balloon	 when	 you	 prick	 it.	 It	 is	 better	 not	 to	 go	 flat,	 of	 course,	 but	 you	 will
observe	that	Anthea	did	not	give	way	till	her	aim	was	accomplished.	She	had	got
the	 dear	 Lamb	 out	 of	 danger—she	 felt	 certain	 that	 the	 Red	 Indians	would	 be
round	the	White	House	or	nowhere—the	farmer's	cart	would	not	come	back	till
after	 sunset,	 so	 she	 could	 afford	 to	 cry	 a	 little.	 It	was	 partly	with	 joy	 that	 she
cried,	 because	 she	 had	 done	what	 she	meant	 to	 do.	 She	 cried	 for	 about	 three
minutes,	 while	 Jane	 hugged	 her	 miserably	 and	 said	 at	 five-second	 intervals,
"Don't	cry,	Panther	dear!"
Then	she	jumped	up,	rubbed	her	eyes	hard	with	the	corner	of	her	pinafore,	so

that	they	kept	red	for	the	rest	of	the	day,	and	started	to	tell	the	boys.	But	just	at
that	moment	cook	rang	 the	dinner-bell,	and	nothing	could	be	said	 till	 they	had
been	helped	to	minced	beef.	Then	cook	left	the	room,	and	Anthea	told	her	tale.
But	it	is	a	mistake	to	tell	a	thrilling	tale	when	people	are	eating	minced	beef	and
boiled	 potatoes.	 There	 seemed	 somehow	 to	 be	 something	 about	 the	 food	 that
made	 the	 idea	 of	 Red	 Indians	 seem	 flat	 and	 unbelievable.	 The	 boys	 actually
laughed,	and	called	Anthea	a	little	silly.
"Why,"	said	Cyril,	"I'm	almost	sure	it	was	before	I	said	that,	that	Jane	said	she

wished	it	would	be	a	fine	day."
"It	wasn't,"	said	Jane	briefly.
"Why,	if	it	was	Indians,"	Cyril	went	on,—"salt,	please,	and	mustard—I	must

have	something	to	make	this	mush	go	down,—if	it	was	Indians,	they'd	have	been
infesting	the	place	long	before	this—you	know	they	would.	I	believe	it's	the	fine
day."
"Then	 why	 did	 the	 Sammyadd	 say	 we'd	 let	 ourselves	 in	 for	 a	 nice	 thing?"

asked	Anthea.	She	was	feeling	very	cross.	She	knew	she	had	acted	with	nobility
and	discretion,	and	after	that	it	was	very	hard	to	be	called	a	little	silly,	especially
when	 she	 had	 the	weight	 of	 a	 burglared	missionary-box	 and	 about	 seven-and-
fourpence,	mostly	in	coppers,	lying	like	lead	upon	her	conscience.
There	 was	 a	 silence,	 during	 which	 cook	 took	 away	 the	 mincy	 plates	 and

brought	in	the	pudding.	As	soon	as	she	had	retired,	Cyril	began	again.
"Of	course	I	don't	mean	to	say,"	he	admitted,	"that	it	wasn't	a	good	thing	to	get

Martha	and	the	Lamb	out	of	the	way	for	the	afternoon;	but	as	for	Red	Indians—
why,	you	know	jolly	well	the	wishes	always	come	that	very	minute.	If	there	was
going	to	be	Red	Indians,	they'd	be	here	now."
"I	 expect	 they	are,"	 said	Anthea;	 "they're	 lurking	amid	 the	undergrowth,	 for

anything	you	know.	I	do	think	you're	most	unkind."



"Indians	 almost	 always	 do	 lurk,	 really,	 though,	 don't	 they?"	 put	 in	 Jane,
anxious	for	peace.
"No,	they	don't,"	said	Cyril	tartly.	"And	I'm	not	unkind,	I'm	only	truthful.	And

I	 say	 it	was	 utter	 rot	 breaking	 the	water-jug;	 and	 as	 for	 the	missionary-box,	 I
believe	it's	a	treason-crime,	and	I	shouldn't	wonder	if	you	could	be	hanged	for	it,
if	any	of	us	was	to	split"—
"Shut	up,	can't	you?"	 said	Robert;	but	Cyril	 couldn't.	You	see,	he	 felt	 in	his

heart	that	if	there	should	be	Indians	they	would	be	entirely	his	own	fault,	so	he
did	not	wish	to	believe	in	them.	And	trying	not	to	believe	things	when	in	your
heart	you	are	 almost	 sure	 they	are	 true,	 is	 as	bad	 for	 the	 temper	 as	 anything	 I
know.
"It's	 simply	 idiotic,"	 he	 said,	 "talking	 about	 Indians,	 when	 you	 can	 see	 for

yourself	that	it's	Jane	who's	got	her	wish.	Look	what	a	fine	day	it	is——OH!—"
He	had	turned	towards	the	window	to	point	out	 the	fineness	of	the	day—the

others	turned	too—and	a	frozen	silence	caught	at	Cyril,	and	none	of	the	others
felt	 at	 all	 like	 breaking	 it.	 For	 there,	 peering	 round	 the	 corner	 of	 the	window,
among	the	red	leaves	of	the	Virginia	creeper,	was	a	face—a	brown	face,	with	a
long	nose	and	a	tight	mouth	and	very	bright	eyes.	And	the	face	was	painted	in
coloured	patches.	It	had	long	black	hair,	and	in	the	hair	were	feathers!
Every	child's	mouth	 in	 the	room	opened,	and	stayed	open.	The	pudding	was

growing	white	and	cold	on	their	plates.	No	one	could	move.
Suddenly	 the	 feathered	 head	 was	 cautiously	 withdrawn,	 and	 the	 spell	 was

broken.	I	am	sorry	to	say	that	Anthea's	first	words	were	very	like	a	girl.
"There,	now!"	she	said.	"I	told	you	so!"
The	 pudding	 had	 now	 definitely	 ceased	 to	 charm.	 Hastily	 wrapping	 their

portions	 in	a	Spectator	of	 the	week	before	 the	week	before	 last,	 they	hid	 them
behind	the	crinkled	paper	stove-ornament,	and	fled	upstairs	to	reconnoitre	and	to
hold	a	hurried	council.
"Pax,"	 said	 Cyril	 handsomely	 when	 they	 reached	 their	 mother's	 bedroom.

"Panther,	I'm	sorry	if	I	was	a	brute."
"All	right,"	said	Anthea;	"but	you	see	now!"
No	further	trace	of	Indians,	however,	could	be	discerned	from	the	windows.
"Well,"	said	Robert,	"what	are	we	to	do?"
"The	only	thing	I	can	think	of,"	said	Anthea,	who	was	now	generally	admitted

to	be	the	heroine	of	the	day,	"is—if	we	dressed	up	as	like	Indians	as	we	can,	and
looked	 out	 of	 the	windows,	 or	 even	went	 out.	 They	might	 think	we	were	 the
powerful	leaders	of	a	large	neighbouring	tribe,	and—and	not	do	anything	to	us,
you	know,	for	fear	of	awful	vengeance."
"But	Eliza,	and	the	cook?"	said	Jane.



"You	forget—they	can't	notice	anything,"	said	Robert.	"They	wouldn't	notice
anything	out	of	the	way,	even	if	they	were	scalped	or	roasted	at	a	slow	fire."
"But	would	they	come	right	at	sunset?"
"Of	course.	You	can't	be	really	scalped	or	burned	to	death	without	noticing	it,

and	you'd	be	sure	 to	notice	 it	next	day,	even	 if	 it	escaped	your	attention	at	 the
time,"	said	Cyril.	"I	think	Anthea's	right,	but	we	shall	want	a	most	awful	lot	of
feathers."
"I'll	 go	down	 to	 the	 hen-house,"	 said	Robert.	 "There's	 one	of	 the	 turkeys	 in

there—it's	 not	 very	well.	 I	 could	 cut	 its	 feathers	without	 it	minding	much.	 It's
very	 bad—doesn't	 seem	 to	 care	 what	 happens	 to	 it.	 Get	 me	 the	 cutting-out
scissors."
Earnest	reconnoitring	convinced	them	all	that	no	Indians	were	in	the	poultry-

yard.	Robert	went.	In	five	minutes	he	came	back—pale,	but	with	many	feathers.
"Look	here,"	he	said,	"this	is	 jolly	serious.	I	cut	off	 the	feathers,	and	when	I

turned	to	come	out	there	was	an	Indian	squinting	at	me	from	under	the	old	hen-
coop.	I	just	brandished	the	feathers	and	yelled,	and	got	away	before	he	could	get
the	coop	off	top	of	himself.	Panther,	get	the	coloured	blankets	off	our	beds,	and
look	slippy,	can't	you?"
It	 is	wonderful	how	like	an	Indian	you	can	make	yourself	with	blankets	and

feathers	and	coloured	scarves.	Of	course	none	of	the	children	happened	to	have
long	black	hair,	but	there	was	a	lot	of	black	calico	that	had	been	bought	to	cover
school-books	with.	They	cut	strips	of	this	into	a	sort	of	fine	fringe,	and	fastened
it	 round	 their	 heads	 with	 the	 amber-coloured	 ribbons	 off	 the	 girls'	 Sunday
dresses.	Then	they	stuck	turkeys'	feathers	in	the	ribbons.	The	calico	looked	very
like	long	black	hair,	especially	when	the	strips	began	to	curl	up	a	bit.
"But	 our	 faces,"	 said	 Anthea,	 "they're	 not	 at	 all	 the	 right	 colour.	We're	 all

rather	pale,	and	I'm	sure	I	don't	know	why,	but	Cyril	is	the	colour	of	putty."
"I'm	not,"	said	Cyril.
"The	real	Indians	outside	seem	to	be	brownish,"	said	Robert	hastily.	"I	 think

we	ought	to	be	really	red—it's	sort	of	superior	to	have	a	red	skin,	if	you	are	one."
The	red	ochre	cook	uses	for	the	kitchen	bricks	seemed	to	be	about	the	reddest

thing	in	the	house.	The	children	mixed	some	in	a	saucer	with	milk,	as	they	had
seen	cook	do	for	the	kitchen	floor.	Then	they	carefully	painted	each	other's	faces
and	hands	with	it,	till	they	were	quite	as	red	as	any	Red	Indian	need	be—if	not
redder.
They	knew	at	once	 that	 they	must	 look	very	 terrible	when	they	met	Eliza	 in

the	passage,	and	she	screamed	aloud.	This	unsolicited	testimonial	pleased	them
very	much.	Hastily	telling	her	not	to	be	a	goose,	and	that	it	was	only	a	game,	the
four	blanketed,	feathered,	really	and	truly	Redskins	went	boldly	out	to	meet	the



foe.	I	say	boldly.	That	is	because	I	wish	to	be	polite.	At	any	rate,	they	went.
Along	the	hedge	dividing	 the	wilderness	from	the	garden	was	a	row	of	dark

heads,	all	highly	feathered.
"It's	our	only	chance,"	whispered	Anthea.	"Much	better	than	to	wait	for	their

blood-freezing	attack.	We	must	pretend	like	mad.	Like	that	game	of	cards	where
you	pretend	you've	got	aces	when	you	haven't.	Fluffing	they	call	it,	I	think.	Now
then.	Whoop!"
With	 four	 wild	 war-whoops—or	 as	 near	 them	 as	 white	 children	 could	 be

expected	to	go	without	any	previous	practice—they	rushed	through	the	gate	and
struck	four	war-like	attitudes	in	face	of	the	line	of	Red	Indians.	These	were	all
about	the	same	height,	and	that	height	was	Cyril's.
"I	hope	to	goodness	they	can	talk	English,"	said	Cyril	through	his	attitude.
Anthea	knew	 they	could,	 though	 she	never	knew	how	she	came	 to	know	 it.

She	had	a	white	towel	tied	to	a	walking-stick.	This	was	a	flag	of	truce,	and	she
waved	it,	in	the	hope	that	the	Indians	would	know	what	it	was.	Apparently	they
did—for	one	who	was	browner	than	the	others	stepped	forward.
"Ye	seek	a	pow-wow?"	he	said	 in	excellent	English.	"I	am	Golden	Eagle,	of

the	mighty	tribe	of	Rock-dwellers."
"And	I,"	said	Anthea,	with	a	sudden	inspiration,	"am	the	Black	Panther—chief

of	 the—the—the—Mazawattee	 tribe.	My	brothers—I	don't	mean—yes,	 I	 do—
the	 tribe—I	mean	 the	Mazawattees—are	 in	 ambush	below	 the	brow	of	yonder
hill."
"And	 what	 mighty	 warriors	 be	 these?"	 asked	 Golden	 Eagle,	 turning	 to	 the

others.
Cyril	 said	 he	was	 the	 great	 chief	 Squirrel,	 of	 the	Moning	Congo	 tribe,	 and,

seeing	that	Jane	was	sucking	her	thumb	and	could	evidently	think	of	no	name	for
herself,	he	added,	"This	great	warrior	is	Wild	Cat—Pussy	Ferox	we	call	it	in	this
land—leader	of	the	vast	Phiteezi	tribe."
"And	 thou,	 valorous	 Redskin?"	 Golden	 Eagle	 inquired	 suddenly	 of	 Robert,

who,	 taken	 unawares,	 could	 only	 reply	 that	 he	was	Bobs—leader	 of	 the	Cape
Mounted	Police.
"And	now,"	said	Black	Panther,	"our	tribes,	if	we	just	whistle	them	up,	will	far

outnumber	your	puny	forces;	so	resistance	is	useless.	Return,	therefore,	to	your
land,	O	brother,	and	smoke	pipes	of	peace	in	your	wampums	with	your	squaws
and	 your	medicine-men,	 and	 dress	 yourselves	 in	 the	 gayest	wigwams,	 and	 eat
happily	of	the	juicy	fresh-caught	moccasins."
"You've	 got	 it	 all	 wrong,"	 murmured	 Cyril	 angrily.	 But	 Golden	 Eagle	 only

looked	inquiringly	at	her.
"Thy	customs	are	other	 than	ours,	O	Black	Panther,"	he	 said.	 "Bring	up	 thy



tribe,	that	we	may	hold	pow-wow	in	state	before	them,	as	becomes	great	chiefs."
"We'll	bring	them	up	right	enough,"	said	Anthea,	"with	their	bows	and	arrows,

and	 tomahawks	 and	 scalping-knives,	 and	 everything	 you	 can	 think	 of,	 if	 you
don't	look	sharp	and	go."
She	 spoke	 bravely	 enough,	 but	 the	 hearts	 of	 all	 the	 children	 were	 beating

furiously,	and	 their	breath	came	 in	shorter	and	shorter	gasps.	For	 the	 little	 real
Red	Indians	were	closing	up	round	them—coming	nearer	and	nearer	with	angry
murmurs—so	that	they	were	the	centre	of	a	crowd	of	dark	cruel	faces.
"It's	no	go,"	whispered	Robert.	"I	knew	it	wouldn't	be.	We	must	make	a	bolt

for	the	Psammead.	It	might	help	us.	If	it	doesn't—well,	I	suppose	we	shall	come
alive	again	at	sunset.	I	wonder	if	scalping	hurts	as	much	as	they	say."
"I'll	wave	the	flag	again,"	said	Anthea.	"If	they	stand	back,	we'll	run	for	it."
She	waved	the	 towel,	and	 the	chief	commanded	his	followers	 to	stand	back.

Then,	 charging	wildly	 at	 the	 place	where	 the	 line	 of	 Indians	was	 thinnest,	 the
four	 children	 started	 to	 run.	 Their	 first	 rush	 knocked	 down	 some	 half-dozen
Indians,	over	whose	blanketed	bodies	the	children	leaped,	and	made	straight	for
the	sand-pit.	This	was	no	time	for	the	safe	easy	way	by	which	carts	go	down—
right	over	the	edge	of	the	sand-pit	they	went,	among	the	yellow	and	pale	purple
flowers	and	dried	grasses,	past	the	little	bank	martins'	little	front	doors,	skipping,
clinging,	bounding,	stumbling,	sprawling,	and	finally	rolling.
Yellow	Eagle	and	his	followers	came	up	with	them	just	at	the	very	spot	where

they	had	seen	the	Psammead	that	morning.
Breathless	 and	 beaten,	 the	 wretched	 children	 now	 awaited	 their	 fate.	 Sharp

knives	and	axes	gleamed	round	them,	but	worse	than	these	was	the	cruel	light	in
the	eyes	of	Golden	Eagle	and	his	followers.
"Ye	 have	 lied	 to	 us,	 O	 Black	 Panther	 of	 the	 Mazawattees—and	 thou,	 too,

Squirrel	 of	 the	Moning	Congos.	 These	 also,	 Pussy	 Ferox	 of	 the	 Phiteezi,	 and
Bobs	of	the	Cape	Mounted	Police,—these	also	have	lied	to	us,	if	not	with	their
tongues,	yet	by	their	silence.	Ye	have	lied	under	 the	cover	of	 the	Truce-flag	of
the	 Pale-face.	 Ye	 have	 no	 followers.	 Your	 tribes	 are	 far	 away—following	 the
hunting	 trail.	What	 shall	 be	 their	 doom?"	 he	 concluded,	 turning	 with	 a	 bitter
smile	to	the	other	Red	Indians.
"Build	 we	 the	 fire!"	 shouted	 his	 followers;	 and	 at	 once	 a	 dozen	 ready

volunteers	 started	 to	 look	 for	 fuel.	 The	 four	 children,	 each	 held	 between	 two
strong	little	Indians,	cast	despairing	glances	round	them.	Oh,	if	they	could	only
see	the	Psammead!
"Do	you	mean	to	scalp	us	first	and	then	roast	us?"	asked	Anthea	desperately.
"Of	course!"	Redskin	opened	his	eyes	at	her.	"It's	always	done."
The	Indians	had	formed	a	ring	round	the	children,	and	now	sat	on	the	ground



gazing	at	their	captives.	There	was	a	threatening	silence.
Then	 slowly,	 by	 twos	 and	 threes,	 the	 Indians	 who	 had	 gone	 to	 look	 for

firewood	came	back,	and	they	came	back	empty-handed.	They	had	not	been	able
to	find	a	single	stick	of	wood	for	a	fire!	No	one	ever	can,	as	a	matter	of	fact,	in
that	part	of	Kent.
The	children	drew	a	deep	breath	of	relief,	but	it	ended	in	a	moan	of	terror.	For

bright	 knives	were	 being	 brandished	 all	 about	 them.	Next	moment	 each	 child
was	 seized	 by	 an	 Indian;	 each	 closed	 its	 eyes	 and	 tried	 not	 to	 scream.	 They
waited	for	the	sharp	agony	of	the	knife.	It	did	not	come.	Next	moment	they	were
released,	and	fell	in	a	trembling	heap.	Their	heads	did	not	hurt	at	all.	They	only
felt	strangely	cool!	Wild	war-whoops	rang	in	their	ears.	When	they	ventured	to
open	their	eyes	they	saw	four	of	their	foes	dancing	round	them	with	wild	leaps
and	screams,	and	each	of	the	four	brandished	in	his	hand	a	scalp	of	long	flowing
black	hair.	They	put	their	hands	to	their	heads—their	own	scalps	were	safe!	The
poor	untutored	savages	had	indeed	scalped	the	children.	But	they	had	only,	so	to
speak,	scalped	them	of	the	black	calico	ringlets!
The	children	fell	into	each	other's	arms,	sobbing	and	laughing.
"Their	scalps	are	ours,"	chanted	the	chief;	"ill-rooted	were	their	ill-fated	hairs!

They	came	off	in	the	hands	of	the	victors—without	struggle,	without	resistance,
they	yielded	their	scalps	to	the	conquering	Rock-dwellers!	Oh,	how	little	a	thing
is	a	scalp	so	lightly	won!"
"They'll	 take	 our	 real	 ones	 in	 a	minute;	 you	 see	 if	 they	 don't,"	 said	Robert,

trying	to	rub	some	of	the	red	ochre	off	his	face	and	hands	on	to	his	hair.
"Cheated	of	our	just	and	fiery	revenge	are	we,"	the	chant	went	on,—"but	there

are	other	torments	than	the	scalping-knife	and	the	flames.	Yet	is	the	slow	fire	the
correct	thing.	O	strange	unnatural	country,	wherein	a	man	may	find	no	wood	to
burn	 his	 enemy!—Ah	 for	 the	 boundless	 forests	 of	 my	 native	 land,	 where	 the
great	 trees	for	 thousands	of	miles	grow	but	 to	furnish	firewood	wherewithal	 to
burn	our	foes.	Ah,	would	we	were	but	in	our	native	forest	once	more!"
Suddenly	like	a	flash	of	lightning,	the	golden	gravel	shone	all	round	the	four

children	 instead	of	 the	dusky	 figures.	For	every	 single	 Indian	had	vanished	on
the	 instant	 at	 their	 leader's	word.	The	Psammead	must	 have	been	 there	 all	 the
time.	And	it	had	given	the	Indian	chief	his	wish.

Martha	 brought	 home	 a	 jug	with	 a	 pattern	 of	 storks	 and	 long	 grasses	 on	 it.
Also	she	brought	back	all	Anthea's	money.
"My	cousin,	she	gave	me	the	jug	for	luck;	she	said	it	was	an	odd	one	what	the

basin	of	had	got	smashed."
"Oh,	Martha,	you	are	a	dear!"	sighed	Anthea,	throwing	her	arms	round	her.



"Yes,"	giggled	Martha,	 "you'd	better	make	 the	most	of	me	while	you've	got
me.	I	shall	give	your	ma	notice	directly	minute	she	comes	back."
"Oh,	Martha,	we	haven't	been	so	very	horrid	to	you,	have	we?"	asked	Anthea,

aghast.
"Oh,	 it	 isn't	 that,	 miss."	Martha	 giggled	 more	 than	 ever.	 "I'm	 a-goin'	 to	 be

married.	It's	Beale	the	gamekeeper.	He's	been	a-proposin'	to	me	off	and	on	ever
since	 you	 come	 home	 from	 the	 clergyman's	 where	 you	 got	 locked	 up	 on	 the
church-tower.	And	to-day	I	said	the	word	an'	made	him	a	happy	man."

Anthea	put	 the	 seven-and-fourpence	back	 in	 the	missionary-box,	 and	pasted
paper	over	the	place	where	the	poker	had	broken	it.	She	was	very	glad	to	be	able
to	 do	 this,	 and	 she	 does	 not	 know	 to	 this	 day	 whether	 breaking	 open	 a
missionary-box	is	or	is	not	a	hanging	matter!



Chapter		11	
THE	LAST	WISH
Of	course	you,	who	see	above	that	this	is	the	eleventh	(and	last)	chapter,	know
very	well	that	the	day	of	which	this	chapter	tells	must	be	the	last	on	which	Cyril,
Anthea,	 Robert,	 and	 Jane	 will	 have	 a	 chance	 of	 getting	 anything	 out	 of	 the
Psammead,	or	Sand-fairy.
But	the	children	themselves	did	not	know	this.	They	were	full	of	rosy	visions,

and,	 whereas	 on	 the	 other	 days	 they	 had	 often	 found	 it	 extremely	 difficult	 to
think	of	anything	really	nice	to	wish	for,	their	brains	were	now	full	of	the	most
beautiful	and	sensible	ideas.	"This,"	as	Jane	remarked	afterwards,	"is	always	the
way."	Everyone	was	up	extra	early	that	morning,	and	these	plans	were	hopefully
discussed	in	the	garden	before	breakfast.	The	old	idea	of	one	hundred	pounds	in
modern	florins	was	still	first	favourite,	but	there	were	others	that	ran	it	close—
the	chief	of	 these	being	the	"pony-each"	idea.	This	had	a	great	advantage.	You
could	wish	for	a	pony	each	during	the	morning,	ride	it	all	day,	have	it	vanish	at
sunset,	and	wish	 it	back	again	next	day.	Which	would	be	an	economy	of	 litter
and	stabling.	But	at	breakfast	two	things	happened.	First,	there	was	a	letter	from
mother.	Granny	was	better,	 and	mother	and	 father	hoped	 to	be	home	 that	very
afternoon.	 A	 cheer	 arose.	 And	 of	 course	 this	 news	 at	 once	 scattered	 all	 the
before-breakfast	wish-ideas.	For	everyone	saw	quite	plainly	that	the	wish	of	the
day	must	be	something	to	please	mother	and	not	to	please	themselves.
"I	wonder	what	she	would	like,"	pondered	Cyril.
"She'd	like	us	all	to	be	good,"	said	Jane	primly.
"Yes—but	that's	so	dull	for	us,"	Cyril	rejoined;	"and	besides,	I	should	hope	we

could	be	that	without	sand-fairies	to	help	us.	No;	it	must	be	something	splendid,
that	we	couldn't	possibly	get	without	wishing	for."
"Look	 out,"	 said	 Anthea	 in	 a	 warning	 voice;	 "don't	 forget	 yesterday.

Remember,	we	get	our	wishes	now	just	wherever	we	happen	to	be	when	we	say
'I	wish.'	Don't	let's	let	ourselves	in	for	anything	silly—to-day	of	all	days."
"All	right,"	said	Cyril.	"You	needn't	talk	so	much."
Just	 then	Martha	came	in	with	a	 jug	full	of	hot	water	for	 the	 tea-pot—and	a

face	full	of	importance	for	the	children.
"A	blessing	we're	all	alive	to	eat	our	breakfast!"	she	said	darkly.



"Why,	whatever's	happened?"	everybody	asked.
"Oh,	nothing,"	said	Martha,	"only	it	seems	nobody's	safe	from	being	murdered

in	their	beds	nowadays."
"Why,"	said	Jane	as	an	agreeable	thrill	of	horror	ran	down	her	back	and	legs

and	out	at	her	toes,	"has	anyone	been	murdered	in	their	beds?"
"Well—not	exactly,"	said	Martha;	"but	 they	might	 just	as	well.	There's	been

burglars	over	at	Peasemarsh	Place—Beale's	just	told	me—and	they've	took	every
single	 one	 of	Lady	Chittenden's	 diamonds	 and	 jewels	 and	 things,	 and	 she's	 a-
goin	 out	 of	 one	 fainting	 fit	 into	 another,	 with	 hardly	 time	 to	 say	 'Oh,	 my
diamonds!'	in	between.	And	Lord	Chittenden's	away	in	London."
"Lady	Chittenden,"	said	Anthea;	"we've	seen	her.	She	wears	a	red-and-white

dress,	and	she	has	no	children	of	her	own	and	can't	abide	other	folkses'."
"That's	her,"	said	Martha.	"Well,	she's	put	all	her	trust	in	riches,	and	you	see

how	 she's	 served.	 They	 say	 the	 diamonds	 and	 things	was	worth	 thousands	 of
pounds.	 There	 was	 a	 necklace	 and	 a	 river—whatever	 that	 is—and	 no	 end	 of
bracelets;	and	a	tarrer	and	ever	so	many	rings.	But	there,	I	mustn't	stand	talking
and	all	the	place	to	clean	down	afore	your	ma	comes	home."
"I	don't	see	why	she	should	ever	have	had	such	lots	of	diamonds,"	said	Anthea

when	Martha	had	flounced	off.	"She	was	not	at	all	a	nice	 lady,	 I	 thought.	And
mother	hasn't	any	diamonds,	and	hardly	any	jewels—the	topaz	necklace,	and	the
sapphire	ring	daddy	gave	her	when	they	were	engaged,	and	the	garnet	star,	and
the	little	pearl	brooch	with	great-grandpapa's	hair	in	it,—that's	about	all."
"When	I'm	grown	up	I'll	buy	mother	no	end	of	diamonds,"	said	Robert,	"if	she

wants	them.	I	shall	make	so	much	money	exploring	in	Africa	I	shan't	know	what
to	do	with	it."
"Wouldn't	 it	 be	 jolly,"	 said	 Jane	 dreamily,	 "if	 mother	 could	 find	 all	 these

lovely	things,	necklaces	and	rivers	of	diamonds	and	tarrers?"
"Ti—aras,"	said	Cyril.
"Ti—aras,	then,—and	rings	and	everything	in	her	room	when	she	came	home.

I	wish	she	would"—
The	others	gazed	at	her	in	horror.
"Well,	 she	will,"	 said	Robert;	 "you've	wished,	my	good	 Jane—and	our	 only

chance	 now	 is	 to	 find	 the	Psammead,	 and	 if	 it's	 in	 a	 good	 temper	 it	may	 take
back	the	wish	and	give	us	another.	If	not—well—goodness	knows	what	we're	in
for!—the	police	of	course,	and——	Don't	cry,	silly!	We'll	stand	by	you.	Father
says	we	need	never	to	be	afraid	if	we	don't	do	anything	wrong	and	always	speak
the	truth."
But	 Cyril	 and	 Anthea	 exchanged	 gloomy	 glances.	 They	 remembered	 how

convincing	the	truth	about	the	Psammead	had	been	once	before	when	told	to	the



police.
It	was	a	day	of	misfortunes.	Of	course	the	Psammead	could	not	be	found.	Nor

the	 jewels,	 though	every	one	of	 the	children	searched	 the	mother's	 room	again
and	again.
"Of	course,"	Robert	said,	"we	couldn't	find	them.	It'll	be	mother	who'll	do	that.

Perhaps	 she'll	 think	 they've	 been	 in	 the	 house	 for	 years	 and	 years,	 and	 never
know	they	are	the	stolen	ones	at	all."
"Oh	yes!"	Cyril	was	very	scornful;	"then	mother	will	be	a	receiver	of	stolen

goods,	and	you	know	jolly	well	what	that's	worse	than."
Another	and	exhaustive	search	of	the	sand-pit	failed	to	reveal	the	Psammead,

so	the	children	went	back	to	the	house	slowly	and	sadly.
"I	don't	care,"	said	Anthea	stoutly,	"we'll	tell	mother	the	truth,	and	she'll	give

back	the	jewels—and	make	everything	all	right."
"Do	you	think	so?"	said	Cyril	slowly.	"Do	you	think	she'll	believe	us?	Could

anyone	 believe	 about	 a	 Sammyadd	 unless	 they'd	 seen	 it?	 She'll	 think	 we're
pretending.	Or	else	she'll	think	we're	raving	mad,	and	then	we	shall	be	sent	to	the
mad-house.	How	would	you	like	it?"—he	turned	suddenly	on	the	miserable	Jane,
—"how	would	you	 like	 it,	 to	be	shut	up	 in	an	 iron	cage	with	bars	and	padded
walls,	and	nothing	 to	do	but	 stick	straws	 in	your	hair	all	day,	and	 listen	 to	 the
howlings	and	ravings	of	the	other	maniacs?	Make	up	your	minds	to	it,	all	of	you.
It's	no	use	telling	mother."
"But	it's	true,"	said	Jane.
"Of	course	 it	 is,	 but	 it's	 not	 true	enough	 for	grown-up	people	 to	believe	 it,"

said	Anthea.
"Cyril's	right.	Let's	put	flowers	in	all	the	vases,	and	try	not	to	think	about	the

diamonds.	After	all,	everything	has	come	right	in	the	end	all	the	other	times."
So	 they	 filled	 all	 the	 pots	 they	 could	 find	with	 flowers—asters	 and	 zinnias,

and	loose-leaved	late	red	roses	from	the	wall	of	the	stableyard,	till	the	house	was
a	perfect	bower.
And	 almost	 as	 soon	 as	 dinner	 was	 cleared	 away	 mother	 arrived,	 and	 was

clasped	in	eight	loving	arms.	It	was	very	difficult	indeed	not	to	tell	her	all	about
the	 Psammead	 at	 once,	 because	 they	 had	 got	 into	 the	 habit	 of	 telling	 her
everything.	But	they	did	succeed	in	not	telling	her.
Mother,	 on	 her	 side,	 had	 plenty	 to	 tell	 them—about	 Granny,	 and	 Granny's

pigeons,	and	Auntie	Emma's	lame	tame	donkey.	She	was	very	delighted	with	the
flowery-boweryness	 of	 the	 house;	 and	 everything	 seemed	 so	 natural	 and
pleasant,	 now	 that	 she	was	 home	 again,	 that	 the	 children	 almost	 thought	 they
must	have	dreamed	the	Psammead.
But,	when	mother	moved	towards	the	stairs	to	go	up	to	her	bedroom	and	take



off	 her	 bonnet,	 the	 eight	 arms	 clung	 round	 her	 just	 as	 if	 she	 only	 had	 two
children,	one	the	Lamb	and	the	other	an	octopus.
"Don't	go	up,	mummy	darling,"	said	Anthea;	"let	me	take	your	things	up	for

you."
"Or	I	will,"	said	Cyril.
"We	want	you	to	come	and	look	at	the	rose-tree,"	said	Robert.
"Oh,	don't	go	up!"	said	Jane	helplessly.
"Nonsense,	dears,"	said	mother	briskly,	"I'm	not	such	an	old	woman	yet	that	I

can't	 take	my	bonnet	off	 in	 the	proper	place.	Besides	 I	must	wash	 these	black
hands	of	mine."
So	up	she	went,	and	the	children,	following	her,	exchanged	glances	of	gloomy

foreboding.
Mother	took	off	her	bonnet,—it	was	a	very	pretty	hat,	really,	with	white	roses

in	 it,—and	when	 she	 had	 taken	 it	 off	 she	went	 to	 the	 dressing-table	 to	 do	 her
pretty	hair.
On	 the	 table	 between	 the	 ring-stand	 and	 the	pin-cushion	 lay	 a	 green	 leather

case.	Mother	opened	it.
"Oh,	how	lovely!"	she	cried.	 It	was	a	 ring,	a	 large	pearl	with	shining	many-

lighted	 diamonds	 set	 round	 it.	 "Wherever	 did	 this	 come	 from?"	mother	 asked,
trying	it	on	her	wedding	finger,	which	it	fitted	beautifully.	"However	did	it	come
here?"
"I	don't	know,"	said	each	of	the	children	truthfully.
"Father	must	have	told	Martha	to	put	it	here,"	mother	said.	"I'll	run	down	and

ask	her."
"Let	me	look	at	it,"	said	Anthea,	who	knew	Martha	would	not	be	able	to	see

the	 ring.	 But	 when	Martha	 was	 asked,	 of	 course	 she	 denied	 putting	 the	 ring
there,	and	so	did	Eliza	and	cook.
Mother	 came	back	 to	 her	 bedroom,	 very	much	 interested	 and	pleased	 about

the	ring.	But,	when	she	opened	the	dressing-table	drawer	and	found	a	long	case
containing	an	almost	priceless	diamond	necklace,	she	was	more	interested	still,
though	not	so	pleased.	In	the	wardrobe,	when	she	went	to	put	away	her	"bonnet,"
she	found	a	tiara	and	several	brooches,	and	the	rest	of	the	jewellery	turned	up	in
various	parts	of	 the	 room	during	 the	next	half-hour.	The	children	 looked	more
and	more	uncomfortable,	and	now	Jane	began	to	sniff.
Mother	looked	at	her	gravely.
"Jane,"	she	said,	"I	am	sure	you	know	something	about	this.	Now	think	before

you	speak,	and	tell	me	the	truth."
"We	found	a	Fairy,"	said	Jane	obediently.
"No	nonsense,	please,"	said	her	mother	sharply.



"Don't	be	silly,	Jane,"	Cyril	 interrupted.	Then	he	went	on	desperately.	"Look
here,	 mother,	 we've	 never	 seen	 the	 things	 before,	 but	 Lady	 Chittenden	 at
Peasmarsh	Place	lost	all	her	jewellery	by	wicked	burglars	last	night.	Could	this
possibly	be	it?"
All	drew	a	deep	breath.	They	were	saved.
"But	how	could	they	have	put	it	here?	And	why	should	they?"	asked	mother,

not	unreasonably.	"Surely	it	would	have	been	easier	and	safer	to	make	off	with
it?"
"Suppose,"	 said	 Cyril,	 "they	 thought	 it	 better	 to	 wait	 for—for	 sunset—

nightfall,	I	mean,	before	they	went	off	with	it.	No	one	but	us	knew	that	you	were
coming	back	to-day."
"I	must	send	for	the	police	at	once,"	said	mother	distractedly.	"Oh,	how	I	wish

daddy	were	here!"
"Wouldn't	it	be	better	to	wait	till	he	does	come?"	asked	Robert,	knowing	that

his	father	would	not	be	home	before	sunset.
"No,	no;	 I	can't	wait	a	minute	with	all	 this	on	my	mind,"	cried	mother.	"All

this"	was	the	heap	of	jewel-cases	on	the	bed.	They	put	them	all	in	the	wardrobe,
and	mother	locked	it.	Then	mother	called	Martha.
"Martha,"	 she	 said,	 "has	 any	 stranger	 been	 into	 my	 room	 since	 I've	 been

away?	Now,	answer	me	truthfully."
"No,	mum,"	answered	Martha;	"leastways,	what	I	mean	to	say"—
She	stopped.
"Come,"	 said	 her	mistress	 kindly,	 "I	 see	 someone	 has.	You	must	 tell	me	 at

once.	Don't	be	frightened.	I'm	sure	you	haven't	done	anything	wrong."
Martha	burst	into	heavy	sobs.
"I	was	a-goin'	to	give	you	warning	this	very	day,	mum,	to	leave	at	the	end	of

my	 month,	 so	 I	 was,—on	 account	 of	 me	 being	 going	 to	 make	 a	 respectable
young	man	happy.	A	gamekeeper	he	is	by	trade,	mum—and	I	wouldn't	deceive
you—of	the	name	of	Beale.	And	it's	as	true	as	I	stand	here,	it	was	your	coming
home	in	such	a	hurry,	and	no	warning	given,	out	of	the	kindness	of	his	heart	it
was,	as	he	says,	'Martha,	my	beauty,'	he	says,—which	I	ain't,	and	never	was,	but
you	know	how	 them	men	will	go	on,—'I	can't	 see	you	a-toiling	and	a-moiling
and	not	 lend	a	 'elping	 'and;	which	mine	 is	a	strong	arm,	and	 it's	yours	Martha,
my	dear,'	says	he.	And	so	he	helped	me	a-cleanin'	of	the	windows—but	outside,
mum,	 the	 whole	 time,	 and	 me	 in;	 if	 I	 never	 say	 another	 breathing	 word	 it's
gospel	truth."
"Were	you	with	him	the	whole	time?"	asked	her	mistress.
"Him	outside	and	me	in,	I	was,"	said	Martha;	"except	for	fetching	up	a	fresh

pail	and	the	leather	that	that	slut	of	a	Eliza'd	hidden	away	behind	the	mangle."



"That	will	do,"	said	the	children's	mother.	"I	am	not	pleased	with	you,	Martha,
but	you	have	spoken	the	truth,	and	that	counts	for	something."
When	Martha	had	gone,	the	children	clung	round	their	mother.
"Oh,	mummy	darling,"	cried	Anthea,	"it	isn't	Beale's	fault,	it	isn't	really!	He's

a	great	dear;	he	is,	truly	and	honourably,	and	as	honest	as	the	day.	Don't	let	the
police	take	him,	mummy!	Oh,	don't,	don't,	don't!"
It	was	truly	awful.	Here	was	an	innocent	man	accused	of	robbery	through	that

silly	wish	of	Jane's,	and	it	was	absolutely	useless	to	tell	the	truth.	All	longed	to,
but	 they	 thought	 of	 the	 straws	 in	 the	 hair	 and	 the	 shrieks	 of	 the	 other	 frantic
maniacs,	and	they	could	not	do	it.
"Is	there	a	cart	hereabouts?"	asked	the	mother	feverishly.	"A	trap	of	any	sort?	I

must	drive	in	to	Rochester	and	tell	the	police	at	once."
All	the	children	sobbed,	"There's	a	cart	at	the	farm,	but,	oh,	don't	go!—don't

go!—oh,	don't	go!—wait	till	daddy	comes	home!"
Mother	took	not	the	faintest	notice.	When	she	had	set	her	mind	on	a	thing	she

always	went	straight	through	with	it;	she	was	rather	like	Anthea	in	this	respect.
"Look	here,	Cyril,"	she	said,	sticking	on	her	hat	with	long	sharp	violet-headed

pins,	 "I	 leave	you	 in	charge.	Stay	 in	 the	dressing-room.	You	can	pretend	 to	be
swimming	boats	in	the	bath,	or	something.	Say	I	gave	you	leave.	But	stay	there,
with	the	door	on	the	landing	open;	I've	locked	the	other.	And	don't	let	anyone	go
into	my	room.	Remember,	no	one	knows	the	jewels	are	there	except	me,	and	all
of	 you,	 and	 the	 wicked	 thieves	 who	 put	 them	 there.	 Robert,	 you	 stay	 in	 the
garden	and	watch	the	windows.	If	anyone	tries	to	get	in	you	must	run	and	tell	the
two	 farm	men	 that	 I'll	 send	 up	 to	 wait	 in	 the	 kitchen.	 I'll	 tell	 them	 there	 are
dangerous	 characters	 about—that's	 true	 enough.	 Now	 remember,	 I	 trust	 you
both.	But	I	don't	think	they'll	try	it	till	after	dark,	so	you're	quite	safe.	Good-bye,
darlings."
And	she	locked	her	bedroom	door	and	went	off	with	the	key	in	her	pocket.
The	children	could	not	help	admiring	the	dashing	and	decided	way	in	which

she	 had	 acted.	 They	 thought	 how	 useful	 she	 would	 have	 been	 in	 organising
escape	from	some	of	the	tight	places	in	which	they	had	found	themselves	of	late
in	consequence	of	their	ill-timed	wishes.
"She's	a	born	general,"	said	Cyril,—"but	I	don't	know	what's	going	to	happen

to	us.	Even	if	the	girls	were	to	hunt	for	that	old	Sammyadd	and	find	it,	and	get	it
to	 take	 the	 jewels	 away	 again,	mother	would	 only	 think	we	 hadn't	 looked	 out
properly	and	let	the	burglars	sneak	in	and	get	them—or	else	the	police	will	think
we've	 got	 them—or	 else	 that	 she's	 been	 fooling	 them.	Oh,	 it's	 a	 pretty	 decent
average	ghastly	mess	this	time,	and	no	mistake!"
He	 savagely	made	 a	 paper	 boat	 and	 began	 to	 float	 it	 in	 the	 bath,	 as	 he	 had



been	told	to	do.
Robert	went	into	the	garden	and	sat	down	on	the	worn	yellow	grass,	with	his

miserable	head	between	his	helpless	hands.
Anthea	 and	 Jane	 whispered	 together	 in	 the	 passage	 downstairs,	 where	 the

cocoanut	matting	was—with	the	hole	in	it	that	you	always	caught	your	foot	in	if
you	were	not	careful.	Martha's	voice	could	be	heard	in	the	kitchen,—grumbling
loud	and	long.
"It's	simply	quite	too	dreadfully	awful,"	said	Anthea.	"How	do	you	know	all

the	diamonds	are	there,	too?	If	they	aren't,	the	police	will	think	mother	and	father
have	 got	 them,	 and	 that	 they've	 only	 given	 up	 some	 of	 them	 for	 a	 kind	 of
desperate	blind.	And	they'll	be	put	in	prison,	and	we	shall	be	branded	outcasts,
the	children	of	felons.	And	it	won't	be	at	all	nice	for	father	and	mother	either,"
she	added,	by	a	candid	after-thought.
"But	what	can	we	do?"	asked	Jane.
"Nothing—at	least	we	might	look	for	the	Psammead	again.	It's	a	very,	very	hot

day.	He	may	have	come	out	to	warm	that	whisker	of	his."
"He	won't	give	us	any	more	beastly	wishes	to-day,"	said	Jane	flatly.	"He	gets

crosser	 and	 crosser	 every	 time	we	 see	 him.	 I	 believe	 he	 hates	 having	 to	 give
wishes."
Anthea	had	been	shaking	her	head	gloomily—now	she	stopped	shaking	it	so

suddenly	that	it	really	looked	as	though	she	were	pricking	up	her	ears.
"What	is	it?"	asked	Jane.	"Oh,	have	you	thought	of	something?"
"Our	one	chance,"	cried	Anthea	dramatically;	"the	last	lone-lorn	forlorn	hope.

Come	on."
At	 a	 brisk	 trot	 she	 led	 the	 way	 to	 the	 sand-pit.	 Oh,	 joy!—there	 was	 the

Psammead,	basking	in	a	golden	sandy	hollow	and	preening	its	whiskers	happily
in	 the	 glowing	 afternoon	 sun.	 The	moment	 it	 saw	 them	 it	whisked	 round	 and
began	to	burrow—it	evidently	preferred	its	own	company	to	theirs.	But	Anthea
was	too	quick	for	it.	She	caught	it	by	its	furry	shoulders	gently	but	firmly,	and
held	it.
"Here—none	of	that!"	said	the	Psammead.	"Leave	go	of	me,	will	you?"
But	Anthea	held	him	fast.
"Dear	kind	darling	Sammyadd,"	she	said	breathlessly.
"Oh	yes—it's	all	very	well,"	 it	said;	"you	want	another	wish,	 I	expect.	But	I

can't	keep	on	slaving	from	morning	till	night	giving	people	their	wishes.	I	must
have	some	time	to	myself."
"Do	 you	 hate	 giving	wishes?"	 asked	Anthea	 gently,	 and	 her	 voice	 trembled

with	excitement.
"Of	course	I	do,"	it	said.	"Leave	go	of	me	or	I'll	bite!—I	really	will—I	mean



it.	Oh,	well,	if	you	choose	to	risk	it."
Anthea	risked	it	and	held	on.
"Look	here,"	she	said,	"don't	bite	me—listen	to	reason.	If	you'll	only	do	what

we	want	to-day,	we'll	never	ask	you	for	another	wish	as	long	as	we	live."
The	Psammead	was	much	moved.
"I'd	do	 anything,"	 it	 said	 in	 a	 tearful	 voice.	 "I'd	 almost	burst	myself	 to	give

you	one	wish	after	another,	as	long	as	I	held	out,	if	you'd	only	never,	never	ask
me	to	do	it	after	to-day.	If	you	knew	how	I	hate	to	blow	myself	out	with	other
people's	wishes,	and	how	frightened	I	am	always	that	I	shall	strain	a	muscle	or
something.	And	 then	 to	wake	up	every	morning	and	know	you've	got	 to	do	 it.
You	 don't	 know	 what	 it	 is—you	 don't	 know	 what	 it	 is,	 you	 don't!"	 Its	 voice
cracked	with	emotion,	and	the	last	"don't"	was	a	squeak.
Anthea	set	it	down	gently	on	the	sand.
"It's	all	over	now,"	she	said	soothingly.	"We	promise	faithfully	never	to	ask	for

another	wish	after	to-day."
"Well,	go	ahead,"	said	the	Psammead;	"let's	get	it	over."
"How	many	can	you	do?"
"I	don't	know—as	long	as	I	can	hold	out."
"Well,	first,	I	wish	Lady	Chittenden	may	find	she's	never	lost	her	jewels."
The	Psammead	blew	itself	out,	collapsed,	and	said,	"Done."
"I	wish,"	said	Anthea	more	slowly,	"mother	mayn't	get	to	the	police."
"Done,"	said	the	creature	after	the	proper	interval.
"I	wish,"	said	Jane	suddenly,	"mother	could	forget	all	about	the	diamonds."
"Done,"	said	the	Psammead;	but	its	voice	was	weaker.
"Would	you	like	to	rest	a	little?"	asked	Anthea	considerately.
"Yes,	 please,"	 said	 the	Psammead;	 "and,	 before	we	go	 any	 further,	will	 you

wish	something	for	me?"
"Can't	you	do	wishes	for	yourself?"
"Of	 course	 not,"	 it	 said;	 "we	 were	 always	 expected	 to	 give	 each	 other	 our

wishes—not	that	we	had	any	to	speak	of	in	the	good	old	Megatherium	days.	Just
wish,	will	you,	 that	you	may	never	be	able,	any	of	you,	 to	 tell	 anyone	a	word
about	Me."
"Why?"	asked	Jane.
"Why,	don't	you	see,	if	you	told	grown-ups	I	should	have	no	peace	of	my	life.

They'd	get	hold	of	me,	and	they	wouldn't	wish	silly	things	like	you	do,	but	real
earnest	things;	and	the	scientific	people	would	hit	on	some	way	of	making	things
last	after	sunset,	as	likely	as	not;	and	they'd	ask	for	a	graduated	income-tax,	and
old-age	pensions,	and	manhood	suffrage,	and	free	secondary	education,	and	dull
things	 like	 that;	 and	 get	 them,	 and	 keep	 them,	 and	 the	whole	world	would	 be



turned	topsy-turvy.	Do	wish	it!	Quick!"
Anthea	 repeated	 the	Psammead's	wish,	and	 it	blew	 itself	out	 to	a	 larger	 size

than	they	had	yet	seen	it	attain.
"And	now,"	it	said	as	it	collapsed,	"can	I	do	anything	more	for	you?"
"Just	one	thing;	and	I	think	that	clears	everything	up,	doesn't	it,	Jane?	I	wish

Martha	to	forget	about	the	diamond	ring,	and	mother	to	forget	about	the	keeper
cleaning	the	windows."
"It's	like	the	'Brass	Bottle,'"	said	Jane.
"Yes,	I'm	glad	we	read	that	or	I	should	never	have	thought	of	it."
"Now,"	 said	 the	 Psammead	 faintly,	 "I'm	 almost	worn	 out.	 Is	 there	 anything

else?"
"No;	only	thank	you	kindly	for	all	you've	done	for	us,	and	I	hope	you'll	have	a

good	long	sleep,	and	I	hope	we	shall	see	you	again	some	day."
"Is	that	a	wish?"	it	said	in	a	weak	voice.
"Yes,	please,"	said	the	two	girls	together.
Then	for	the	last	time	in	this	story	they	saw	the	Psammead	blow	itself	out	and

collapse	suddenly.	It	nodded	to	them,	blinked	its	long	snail's	eyes,	burrowed,	and
disappeared,	scratching	fiercely	to	the	last,	and	the	sand	closed	over	it.

"I	hope	we've	done	right?"	said	Jane.
"I'm	sure	we	have,"	said	Anthea.	"Come	on	home	and	tell	the	boys."
Anthea	 found	Cyril	 glooming	 over	 his	 paper	 boats,	 and	 told	 him.	 Jane	 told

Robert.	 The	 two	 tales	 were	 only	 just	 ended	 when	mother	 walked	 in,	 hot	 and
dusty.	She	explained	that	as	she	was	being	driven	into	Rochester	to	buy	the	girls'
autumn	 school-dresses	 the	 axle	 had	 broken,	 and	 but	 for	 the	 narrowness	 of	 the
lane	and	 the	high	soft	hedges	she	would	have	been	 thrown	out.	As	 it	was,	 she
was	not	hurt,	but	she	had	had	to	walk	home.	"And	oh,	my	dearest	dear	chicks,"
she	said,	"I	am	simply	dying	for	a	cup	of	tea!	Do	run	and	see	if	the	water	boils!"
"So	you	see	it's	all	right,"	Jane	whispered.	"She	doesn't	remember."
"No	more	does	Martha,"	said	Anthea,	who	had	been	to	ask	after	 the	state	of

the	kettle.
As	the	servants	sat	at	their	tea,	Beale	the	gamekeeper	dropped	in.	He	brought

the	welcome	news	that	Lady	Chittenden's	diamonds	had	not	been	lost	at	all.	Lord
Chittenden	 had	 taken	 them	 to	 be	 re-set	 and	 cleaned,	 and	 the	maid	who	 knew
about	it	had	gone	for	a	holiday.	So	that	was	all	right.
"I	wonder	 if	we	 ever	 shall	 see	 the	Psammead	 again,"	 said	 Jane	wistfully	 as

they	walked	in	the	garden,	while	mother	was	putting	the	Lamb	to	bed.
"I'm	sure	we	shall,"	said	Cyril,	"if	you	really	wished	it."
"We've	promised	never	to	ask	it	for	another	wish,"	said	Anthea.



"I	never	want	to,"	said	Robert	earnestly.
They	did	see	it	again,	of	course,	but	not	in	this	story.	And	it	was	not	in	a	sand-

pit	either,	but	in	a	very,	very,	very	different	place.	It	was	in	a——	But	I	must	say
no	more.



REBECCA	OF	SUNNYBROOK	FARM
Kate	Douglas	Wiggin



TO	MY	MOTHER



Her	eyes	as	stars	of	Twilight	fair;
Like	Twilight's,	too,	her	dusky	hair;
But	all	things	else	about	her	drawn
From	May-time	and	the	cheerful	Dawn;
A	dancing	Shape,	an	Image	gay,
To	haunt,	to	startle,	and	way-lay.

Wordsworth.



Chapter		1
"We	are	seven"
The	 old	 stage	 coach	 was	 rumbling	 along	 the	 dusty	 road	 that	 runs	 from
Maplewood	 to	Riverboro.	The	day	was	as	warm	as	midsummer,	 though	 it	was
only	 the	 middle	 of	 May,	 and	Mr.	 Jeremiah	 Cobb	 was	 favoring	 the	 horses	 as
much	as	possible,	yet	never	losing	sight	of	the	fact	that	he	carried	the	mail.	The
hills	were	many,	and	 the	reins	 lay	 loosely	 in	his	hands	as	he	 lolled	back	 in	his
seat	and	extended	one	foot	and	leg	luxuriously	over	the	dashboard.	His	brimmed
hat	of	worn	felt	was	well	pulled	over	his	eyes,	and	he	revolved	a	quid	of	tobacco
in	his	left	cheek.
There	 was	 one	 passenger	 in	 the	 coach,—a	 small	 dark-haired	 person	 in	 a

glossy	buff	calico	dress.	She	was	so	slender	and	so	stiffly	starched	that	she	slid
from	space	 to	 space	on	 the	 leather	cushions,	 though	she	braced	herself	against
the	middle	seat	with	her	feet	and	extended	her	cotton-gloved	hands	on	each	side,
in	order	to	maintain	some	sort	of	balance.	Whenever	the	wheels	sank	farther	than
usual	into	a	rut,	or	jolted	suddenly	over	a	stone,	she	bounded	involuntarily	into
the	air,	came	down	again,	pushed	back	her	funny	little	straw	hat,	and	picked	up
or	 settled	more	 firmly	 a	 small	 pink	 sun	 shade,	 which	 seemed	 to	 be	 her	 chief
responsibility,—unless	we	except	a	bead	purse,	into	which	she	looked	whenever
the	 condition	 of	 the	 roads	would	 permit,	 finding	 great	 apparent	 satisfaction	 in
that	 its	precious	contents	neither	disappeared	nor	grew	 less.	Mr.	Cobb	guessed
nothing	of	these	harassing	details	of	travel,	his	business	being	to	carry	people	to
their	destinations,	not,	necessarily,	to	make	them	comfortable	on	the	way.	Indeed
he	had	forgotten	the	very	existence	of	this	one	unnoteworthy	little	passenger.
When	 he	was	 about	 to	 leave	 the	 post-office	 in	Maplewood	 that	morning,	 a

woman	had	alighted	from	a	wagon,	and	coming	up	to	him,	inquired	whether	this
were	 the	 Riverboro	 stage,	 and	 if	 he	 were	 Mr.	 Cobb.	 Being	 answered	 in	 the
affirmative,	she	nodded	to	a	child	who	was	eagerly	waiting	for	the	answer,	and
who	ran	towards	her	as	 if	she	feared	to	be	a	moment	 too	late.	The	child	might
have	 been	 ten	 or	 eleven	 years	 old	 perhaps,	 but	 whatever	 the	 number	 of	 her
summers,	she	had	an	air	of	being	small	for	her	age.	Her	mother	helped	her	into
the	 stage	 coach,	 deposited	 a	 bundle	 and	 a	 bouquet	 of	 lilacs	 beside	 her,
superintended	 the	"roping	on"	behind	of	an	old	hair	 trunk,	and	finally	paid	 the



fare,	counting	out	the	silver	with	great	care.
"I	want	you	 should	 take	her	 to	my	 sisters'	 in	Riverboro,"	 she	 said.	 "Do	you

know	Mirandy	and	Jane	Sawyer?	They	live	in	the	brick	house."
Lord	bless	your	soul,	he	knew	'em	as	well	as	if	he'd	made	'em!
"Well,	 she's	going	 there,	and	 they're	expecting	her.	Will	you	keep	an	eye	on

her,	please?	If	she	can	get	out	anywhere	and	get	with	folks,	or	get	anybody	in	to
keep	 her	 company,	 she'll	 do	 it.	 Good-by,	 Rebecca;	 try	 not	 to	 get	 into	 any
mischief,	and	sit	quiet,	so	you'll	look	neat	an'	nice	when	you	get	there.	Don't	be
any	trouble	to	Mr.	Cobb.—You	see,	she's	kind	of	excited.—We	came	on	the	cars
from	Temperance	yesterday,	 slept	 all	night	at	my	cousin's,	 and	drove	 from	her
house—eight	miles	it	is—this	morning."
"Good-by,	 mother,	 don't	 worry;	 you	 know	 it	 isn't	 as	 if	 I	 hadn't	 traveled

before."
The	woman	gave	a	short	sardonic	laugh	and	said	in	an	explanatory	way	to	Mr.

Cobb,	 "She's	 been	 to	 Wareham	 and	 stayed	 over	 night;	 that	 isn't	 much	 to	 be
journey-proud	on!"
"It	WAS	TRAVELING,	mother,"	said	the	child	eagerly	and	willfully.	"It	was

leaving	the	farm,	and	putting	up	lunch	in	a	basket,	and	a	little	riding	and	a	little
steam	cars,	and	we	carried	our	nightgowns."
"Don't	tell	the	whole	village	about	it,	if	we	did,"	said	the	mother,	interrupting

the	reminiscences	of	this	experienced	voyager.	"Haven't	I	told	you	before,"	she
whispered,	 in	 a	 last	 attempt	 at	 discipline,	 "that	 you	 shouldn't	 talk	 about	 night
gowns	 and	 stockings	 and—things	 like	 that,	 in	 a	 loud	 tone	 of	 voice,	 and
especially	when	there's	men	folks	round?"
"I	know,	mother,	 I	know,	and	I	won't.	All	 I	want	 to	say	 is"—here	Mr.	Cobb

gave	a	cluck,	slapped	the	reins,	and	the	horses	started	sedately	on	their	daily	task
—"all	I	want	to	say	is	that	it	is	a	journey	when"—the	stage	was	really	under	way
now	and	Rebecca	had	to	put	her	head	out	of	the	window	over	the	door	in	order
to	finish	her	sentence—"it	IS	a	journey	when	you	carry	a	nightgown!"
The	objectionable	word,	uttered	in	a	high	treble,	floated	back	to	the	offended

ears	 of	 Mrs.	 Randall,	 who	 watched	 the	 stage	 out	 of	 sight,	 gathered	 up	 her
packages	from	the	bench	at	the	store	door,	and	stepped	into	the	wagon	that	had
been	standing	at	the	hitching-post.	As	she	turned	the	horse's	head	towards	home
she	rose	to	her	feet	for	a	moment,	and	shading	her	eyes	with	her	hand,	looked	at
a	cloud	of	dust	in	the	dim	distance.
"Mirandy'll	have	her	hands	full,	I	guess,"	she	said	to	herself;	"but	I	shouldn't

wonder	if	it	would	be	the	making	of	Rebecca."
All	 this	 had	 been	 half	 an	 hour	 ago,	 and	 the	 sun,	 the	 heat,	 the	 dust,	 the

contemplation	 of	 errands	 to	 be	 done	 in	 the	 great	metropolis	 of	Milltown,	 had



lulled	Mr.	Cobb's	never	active	mind	into	complete	oblivion	as	to	his	promise	of
keeping	an	eye	on	Rebecca.
Suddenly	he	heard	a	small	voice	above	the	rattle	and	rumble	of	the	wheels	and

the	creaking	of	the	harness.	At	first	he	thought	it	was	a	cricket,	a	tree	toad,	or	a
bird,	but	having	determined	the	direction	from	which	it	came,	he	turned	his	head
over	 his	 shoulder	 and	 saw	a	 small	 shape	hanging	 as	 far	 out	 of	 the	window	as
safety	would	 allow.	A	 long	 black	 braid	 of	 hair	 swung	with	 the	motion	 of	 the
coach;	 the	 child	 held	 her	 hat	 in	 one	 hand	 and	with	 the	 other	made	 ineffectual
attempts	to	stab	the	driver	with	her	microscopic	sunshade.
"Please	let	me	speak!"	she	called.
Mr.	Cobb	drew	up	the	horses	obediently.
"Does	it	cost	any	more	to	ride	up	there	with	you?"	she	asked.	"It's	so	slippery

and	shiny	down	here,	and	the	stage	is	so	much	too	big	for	me,	that	I	rattle	round
in	it	till	I'm	'most	black	and	blue.	And	the	windows	are	so	small	I	can	only	see
pieces	 of	 things,	 and	 I've	 'most	 broken	 my	 neck	 stretching	 round	 to	 find	 out
whether	my	trunk	has	fallen	off	the	back.	It's	my	mother's	trunk,	and	she's	very
choice	of	it."
Mr.	Cobb	waited	until	 this	 flow	of	 conversation,	 or	more	properly	 speaking

this	flood	of	criticism,	had	ceased,	and	then	said	jocularly:—
"You	can	come	up	if	you	want	to;	there	ain't	no	extry	charge	to	sit	side	o'	me."

Whereupon	he	helped	her	out,	 "boosted"	her	up	 to	 the	 front	seat,	and	 resumed
his	own	place.
Rebecca	sat	down	carefully,	 smoothing	her	dress	under	her	with	painstaking

precision,	and	putting	her	sunshade	under	its	extended	folds	between	the	driver
and	 herself.	 This	 done	 she	 pushed	 back	 her	 hat,	 pulled	 up	 her	 darned	 white
cotton	gloves,	and	said	delightedly:—
"Oh!	this	is	better!	This	is	like	traveling!	I	am	a	real	passenger	now,	and	down

there	I	felt	like	our	setting	hen	when	we	shut	her	up	in	a	coop.	I	hope	we	have	a
long,	long	ways	to	go?"
"Oh!	we've	only	just	started	on	it,"	Mr.	Cobb	responded	genially;	"it's	more	'n

two	hours."
"Only	 two	hours,"	 she	 sighed	"That	will	be	half	past	one;	mother	will	be	at

cousin	 Ann's,	 the	 children	 at	 home	 will	 have	 had	 their	 dinner,	 and	 Hannah
cleared	 all	 away.	 I	 have	 some	 lunch,	 because	 mother	 said	 it	 would	 be	 a	 bad
beginning	 to	get	 to	 the	brick	house	hungry	and	have	aunt	Mirandy	have	 to	get
me	something	to	eat	the	first	thing.—It's	a	good	growing	day,	isn't	it?"
"It	is,	certain;	too	hot,	most.	Why	don't	you	put	up	your	parasol?"
She	extended	her	dress	still	farther	over	the	article	in	question	as	she	said,	"Oh

dear	no!	I	never	put	it	up	when	the	sun	shines;	pink	fades	awfully,	you	know,	and



I	only	carry	it	to	meetin'	cloudy	Sundays;	sometimes	the	sun	comes	out	all	of	a
sudden,	and	I	have	a	dreadful	time	covering	it	up;	it's	the	dearest	thing	in	life	to
me,	but	it's	an	awful	care."
At	 this	moment	 the	 thought	gradually	permeated	Mr.	 Jeremiah	Cobb's	 slow-

moving	 mind	 that	 the	 bird	 perched	 by	 his	 side	 was	 a	 bird	 of	 very	 different
feather	 from	those	 to	which	he	was	accustomed	 in	his	daily	drives.	He	put	 the
whip	back	in	its	socket,	took	his	foot	from	the	dashboard,	pushed	his	hat	back,
blew	his	quid	of	tobacco	into	the	road,	and	having	thus	cleared	his	mental	decks
for	action,	he	took	his	first	good	look	at	the	passenger,	a	look	which	she	met	with
a	grave,	childlike	stare	of	friendly	curiosity.
The	buff	calico	was	faded,	but	scrupulously	clean,	and	starched	within	an	inch

of	its	life.	From	the	little	standing	ruffle	at	the	neck	the	child's	slender	throat	rose
very	brown	and	thin,	and	the	head	looked	small	to	bear	the	weight	of	dark	hair
that	 hung	 in	 a	 thick	 braid	 to	 her	waist.	 She	wore	 an	 odd	 little	 vizored	 cap	 of
white	leghorn,	which	may	either	have	been	the	latest	thing	in	children's	hats,	or
some	bit	of	ancient	finery	furbished	up	for	the	occasion.	It	was	trimmed	with	a
twist	of	buff	 ribbon	and	a	 cluster	of	black	and	orange	porcupine	quills,	which
hung	or	bristled	stiffly	over	one	ear,	giving	her	 the	quaintest	and	most	unusual
appearance.	Her	face	was	without	color	and	sharp	in	outline.	As	to	features,	she
must	have	had	 the	usual	number,	 though	Mr.	Cobb's	attention	never	proceeded
so	far	as	nose,	forehead,	or	chin,	being	caught	on	the	way	and	held	fast	by	the
eyes.	 Rebecca's	 eyes	were	 like	 faith,—"the	 substance	 of	 things	 hoped	 for,	 the
evidence	of	things	not	seen."	Under	her	delicately	etched	brows	they	glowed	like
two	stars,	their	dancing	lights	half	hidden	in	lustrous	darkness.	Their	glance	was
eager	 and	 full	 of	 interest,	 yet	 never	 satisfied;	 their	 steadfast	 gaze	was	 brilliant
and	mysterious,	 and	 had	 the	 effect	 of	 looking	 directly	 through	 the	 obvious	 to
something	beyond,	in	the	object,	in	the	landscape,	in	you.	They	had	never	been
accounted	 for,	 Rebecca's	 eyes.	 The	 school	 teacher	 and	 the	 minister	 at
Temperance	had	tried	and	failed;	 the	young	artist	who	came	for	the	summer	to
sketch	the	red	barn,	the	ruined	mill,	and	the	bridge	ended	by	giving	up	all	these
local	 beauties	 and	devoting	herself	 to	 the	 face	 of	 a	 child,—a	 small,	 plain	 face
illuminated	 by	 a	 pair	 of	 eyes	 carrying	 such	messages,	 such	 suggestions,	 such
hints	 of	 sleeping	 power	 and	 insight,	 that	 one	 never	 tired	 of	 looking	 into	 their
shining	 depths,	 nor	 of	 fancying	 that	what	 one	 saw	 there	was	 the	 reflection	 of
one's	own	thought.
Mr.	Cobb	made	none	of	these	generalizations;	his	remark	to	his	wife	that	night

was	simply	to	the	effect	that	whenever	the	child	looked	at	him	she	knocked	him
galley-west.
"Miss	Ross,	a	lady	that	paints,	gave	me	the	sunshade,"	said	Rebecca,	when	she



had	 exchanged	 looks	 with	Mr.	 Cobb	 and	 learned	 his	 face	 by	 heart.	 "Did	 you
notice	the	pinked	double	ruffle	and	the	white	tip	and	handle?	They're	ivory.	The
handle	 is	 scarred,	 you	 see.	 That's	 because	 Fanny	 sucked	 and	 chewed	 it	 in
meeting	when	I	wasn't	looking.	I've	never	felt	the	same	to	Fanny	since."
"Is	Fanny	your	sister?"
"She's	one	of	them."
"How	many	are	there	of	you?"
"Seven.	There's	verses	written	about	seven	children:—
"'Quick	was	the	little	Maid's	reply,

O	master!	we	are	seven!'
I	 learned	 it	 to	 speak	 in	 school,	 but	 the	 scholars	 were	 hateful	 and	 laughed.

Hannah	is	the	oldest,	I	come	next,	then	John,	then	Jenny,	then	Mark,	then	Fanny,
then	Mira."
"Well,	that	IS	a	big	family!"
"Far	 too	 big,	 everybody	 says,"	 replied	 Rebecca	 with	 an	 unexpected	 and

thoroughly	grown-up	candor	 that	 induced	Mr.	Cobb	 to	murmur,	 "I	 swan!"	 and
insert	more	tobacco	in	his	left	cheek.
"They're	 dear,	 but	 such	 a	 bother,	 and	 cost	 so	 much	 to	 feed,	 you	 see,"	 she

rippled	on.	"Hannah	and	I	haven't	done	anything	but	put	babies	to	bed	at	night
and	take	them	up	in	the	morning	for	years	and	years.	But	it's	finished,	that's	one
comfort,	and	we'll	have	a	lovely	time	when	we're	all	grown	up	and	the	mortgage
is	paid	off."
"All	finished?	Oh,	you	mean	you've	come	away?"
"No,	I	mean	they're	all	over	and	done	with;	our	family	's	finished.	Mother	says

so,	 and	 she	always	keeps	her	promises.	There	hasn't	been	any	 since	Mira,	 and
she's	three.	She	was	born	the	day	father	died.	Aunt	Miranda	wanted	Hannah	to
come	to	Riverboro	instead	of	me,	but	mother	couldn't	spare	her;	she	takes	hold
of	housework	better	than	I	do,	Hannah	does.	I	told	mother	last	night	if	there	was
likely	to	be	any	more	children	while	I	was	away	I'd	have	to	be	sent	for,	for	when
there's	a	baby	it	always	takes	Hannah	and	me	both,	for	mother	has	the	cooking
and	the	farm."
"Oh,	you	live	on	a	farm,	do	ye?	Where	is	it?—near	to	where	you	got	on?"
"Near?	Why,	it	must	be	thousands	of	miles!	We	came	from	Temperance	in	the

cars.	Then	we	drove	a	long	ways	to	cousin	Ann's	and	went	to	bed.	Then	we	got
up	and	drove	ever	so	far	to	Maplewood,	where	the	stage	was.	Our	farm	is	away
off	from	everywheres,	but	our	school	and	meeting	house	is	at	Temperance,	and
that's	only	two	miles.	Sitting	up	here	with	you	is	most	as	good	as	climbing	the
meeting-house	steeple.	I	know	a	boy	who's	been	up	on	our	steeple.	He	said	the
people	and	cows	looked	like	flies.	We	haven't	met	any	people	yet,	but	I'm	KIND



of	 disappointed	 in	 the	 cows;—they	don't	 look	 so	 little	 as	 I	 hoped	 they	would;
still	(brightening)	they	don't	look	quite	as	big	as	if	we	were	down	side	of	them,
do	they?	Boys	always	do	the	nice	splendid	things,	and	girls	can	only	do	the	nasty
dull	ones	that	get	left	over.	They	can't	climb	so	high,	or	go	so	far,	or	stay	out	so
late,	or	run	so	fast,	or	anything."
Mr.	 Cobb	wiped	 his	mouth	 on	 the	 back	 of	 his	 hand	 and	 gasped.	 He	 had	 a

feeling	that	he	was	being	hurried	from	peak	to	peak	of	a	mountain	range	without
time	to	take	a	good	breath	in	between.
"I	can't	seem	to	locate	your	farm,"	he	said,	"though	I've	been	to	Temperance

and	used	to	live	up	that	way.	What's	your	folks'	name?"
"Randall.	My	mother's	name	is	Aurelia	Randall;	our	names	are	Hannah	Lucy

Randall,	Rebecca	Rowena	Randall,	 John	Halifax	Randall,	 Jenny	Lind	Randall,
Marquis	Randall,	 Fanny	Ellsler	Randall,	 and	Miranda	Randall.	Mother	 named
half	of	us	and	 father	 the	other	half,	but	we	didn't	come	out	even,	 so	 they	both
thought	 it	would	 be	 nice	 to	 name	Mira	 after	 aunt	Miranda	 in	Riverboro;	 they
hoped	it	might	do	some	good,	but	it	didn't,	and	now	we	call	her	Mira.	We	are	all
named	after	somebody	in	particular.	Hannah	is	Hannah	at	the	Window	Binding
Shoes,	and	I	am	taken	out	of	Ivanhoe;	John	Halifax	was	a	gentleman	in	a	book;
Mark	is	after	his	uncle	Marquis	de	Lafayette	that	died	a	twin.	(Twins	very	often
don't	live	to	grow	up,	and	triplets	almost	never—did	you	know	that,	Mr.	Cobb?)
We	don't	call	him	Marquis,	only	Mark.	Jenny	is	named	for	a	singer	and	Fanny
for	a	beautiful	dancer,	but	mother	says	they're	both	misfits,	for	Jenny	can't	carry
a	tune	and	Fanny's	kind	of	stiff-legged.	Mother	would	like	to	call	them	Jane	and
Frances	and	give	up	their	middle	names,	but	she	says	it	wouldn't	be	fair	to	father.
She	 says	we	must	 always	 stand	 up	 for	 father,	 because	 everything	was	 against
him,	and	he	wouldn't	have	died	if	he	hadn't	had	such	bad	luck.	I	think	that's	all
there	is	to	tell	about	us,"	she	finished	seriously.
"Land	o'	Liberty!	I	should	think	it	was	enough,"	ejaculated	Mr.	Cobb.	"There

wa'n't	many	 names	 left	when	 your	mother	 got	 through	 choosin'!	You've	 got	 a
powerful	good	memory!	I	guess	it	ain't	no	trouble	for	you	to	learn	your	lessons,
is	it?"
"Not	 much;	 the	 trouble	 is	 to	 get	 the	 shoes	 to	 go	 and	 learn	 'em.	 These	 are

spandy	new	I've	got	on,	and	they	have	to	last	six	months.	Mother	always	says	to
save	my	shoes.	There	don't	seem	to	be	any	way	of	saving	shoes	but	taking	'em
off	 and	 going	 barefoot;	 but	 I	 can't	 do	 that	 in	Riverboro	without	 shaming	 aunt
Mirandy.	 I'm	 going	 to	 school	 right	 along	 now	 when	 I'm	 living	 with	 aunt
Mirandy,	and	in	two	years	I'm	going	to	the	seminary	at	Wareham;	mother	says	it
ought	to	be	the	making	of	me!	I'm	going	to	be	a	painter	like	Miss	Ross	when	I
get	through	school.	At	any	rate,	that's	what	I	think	I'm	going	to	be.	Mother	thinks



I'd	better	teach."
"Your	farm	ain't	the	old	Hobbs	place,	is	it?"
"No,	 it's	 just	 Randall's	 Farm.	 At	 least	 that's	 what	 mother	 calls	 it.	 I	 call	 it

Sunnybrook	Farm."
"I	 guess	 it	 don't	 make	 no	 difference	what	 you	 call	 it	 so	 long	 as	 you	 know

where	it	is,"	remarked	Mr.	Cobb	sententiously.
Rebecca	 turned	 the	 full	 light	 of	 her	 eyes	 upon	 him	 reproachfully,	 almost

severely,	as	she	answered:—
"Oh!	don't	say	that,	and	be	like	all	the	rest!	It	does	make	a	difference	what	you

call	things.	When	I	say	Randall's	Farm,	do	you	see	how	it	looks?"
"No,	I	can't	say	I	do,"	responded	Mr.	Cobb	uneasily.
"Now	when	I	say	Sunnybrook	Farm,	what	does	it	make	you	think	of?"
Mr.	Cobb	felt	like	a	fish	removed	from	his	native	element	and	left	panting	on

the	sand;	there	was	no	evading	the	awful	responsibility	of	a	reply,	for	Rebecca's
eyes	were	 searchlights,	 that	 pierced	 the	 fiction	 of	 his	 brain	 and	 perceived	 the
bald	spot	on	the	back	of	his	head.
"I	s'pose	there's	a	brook	somewheres	near	it,"	he	said	timorously.
Rebecca	looked	disappointed	but	not	quite	dis-heartened.	"That's	pretty	good,"

she	 said	 encouragingly.	 "You're	 warm	 but	 not	 hot;	 there's	 a	 brook,	 but	 not	 a
common	brook.	It	has	young	trees	and	baby	bushes	on	each	side	of	it,	and	it's	a
shallow	chattering	little	brook	with	a	white	sandy	bottom	and	lots	of	little	shiny
pebbles.	Whenever	there's	a	bit	of	sunshine	the	brook	catches	it,	and	it's	always
full	of	sparkles	the	livelong	day.	Don't	your	stomach	feel	hollow?	Mine	doest	I
was	so	'fraid	I'd	miss	the	stage	I	couldn't	eat	any	breakfast."
"You'd	better	have	your	lunch,	then.	I	don't	eat	nothin'	 till	I	get	to	Milltown;

then	I	get	a	piece	o'	pie	and	cup	o'	coffee."
"I	 wish	 I	 could	 see	 Milltown.	 I	 suppose	 it's	 bigger	 and	 grander	 even	 than

Wareham;	more	like	Paris?	Miss	Ross	told	me	about	Paris;	she	bought	my	pink
sunshade	 there	 and	 my	 bead	 purse.	 You	 see	 how	 it	 opens	 with	 a	 snap?	 I've
twenty	cents	in	it,	and	it's	got	to	last	three	months,	for	stamps	and	paper	and	ink.
Mother	 says	 aunt	 Mirandy	 won't	 want	 to	 buy	 things	 like	 those	 when	 she's
feeding	and	clothing	me	and	paying	for	my	school	books."
"Paris	ain't	no	great,"	said	Mr.	Cobb	disparagingly.	"It's	the	dullest	place	in	the

State	o'	Maine.	I've	druv	there	many	a	time."
Again	Rebecca	was	obliged	to	reprove	Mr.	Cobb,	tacitly	and	quietly,	but	none

the	less	surely,	though	the	reproof	was	dealt	with	one	glance,	quickly	sent	and	as
quickly	withdrawn.
"Paris	 is	 the	capital	of	France,	and	you	have	 to	go	 to	 it	on	a	boat,"	she	said

instructively.	"It's	in	my	geography,	and	it	says:	'The	French	are	a	gay	and	polite



people,	 fond	of	 dancing	 and	 light	wines.'	 I	 asked	 the	 teacher	what	 light	wines
were,	and	he	 thought	 it	was	 something	 like	new	cider,	or	maybe	ginger	pop.	 I
can	see	Paris	as	plain	as	day	by	just	shutting	my	eyes.	The	beautiful	 ladies	are
always	 gayly	 dancing	 around	 with	 pink	 sunshades	 and	 bead	 purses,	 and	 the
grand	gentlemen	are	politely	dancing	and	drinking	ginger	pop.	But	you	can	see
Milltown	most	every	day	with	your	eyes	wide	open,"	Rebecca	said	wistfully.
"Milltown	 ain't	 no	 great,	 neither,"	 replied	Mr.	 Cobb,	with	 the	 air	 of	 having

visited	all	the	cities	of	the	earth	and	found	them	as	naught.	"Now	you	watch	me
heave	this	newspaper	right	onto	Mis'	Brown's	doorstep."
Piff!	and	the	packet	landed	exactly	as	it	was	intended,	on	the	corn	husk	mat	in

front	of	the	screen	door.
"Oh,	how	 splendid	 that	was!"	 cried	Rebecca	with	 enthusiasm.	 "Just	 like	 the

knife	 thrower	 Mark	 saw	 at	 the	 circus.	 I	 wish	 there	 was	 a	 long,	 long	 row	 of
houses	 each	 with	 a	 corn	 husk	 mat	 and	 a	 screen	 door	 in	 the	 middle,	 and	 a
newspaper	to	throw	on	every	one!"
"I	might	fail	on	some	of	'em,	you	know,"	said	Mr.	Cobb,	beaming	with	modest

pride.	"If	your	aunt	Mirandy'll	let	you,	I'll	take	you	down	to	Milltown	some	day
this	summer	when	the	stage	ain't	full."
A	 thrill	 of	 delicious	 excitement	 ran	 through	Rebecca's	 frame,	 from	her	 new

shoes	 up,	 up	 to	 the	 leghorn	 cap	 and	 down	 the	 black	 braid.	 She	 pressed	 Mr.
Cobb's	 knee	 ardently	 and	 said	 in	 a	 voice	 choking	 with	 tears	 of	 joy	 and
astonishment,	 "Oh,	 it	 can't	be	 true,	 it	 can't;	 to	 think	 I	 should	see	Milltown.	 It's
like	having	a	fairy	godmother	who	asks	you	your	wish	and	then	gives	it	to	you!
Did	you	ever	read	Cinderella,	or	The	Yellow	Dwarf,	or	The	Enchanted	Frog,	or
The	Fair	One	with	Golden	Locks?"
"No,"	said	Mr.	Cobb	cautiously,	after	a	moment's	reflection.	"I	don't	seem	to

think	 I	ever	did	 read	 jest	 those	partic'lar	ones.	Where'd	you	get	a	chance	at	 so
much	readin'?"
"Oh,	I've	read	lots	of	books,"	answered	Rebecca	casually.	"Father's	and	Miss

Ross's	and	all	the	dif'rent	school	teachers',	and	all	in	the	Sunday-school	library.
I've	 read	The	Lamplighter,	 and	Scottish	Chiefs,	 and	 Ivanhoe,	 and	The	Heir	 of
Redclyffe,	and	Cora,	the	Doctor's	Wife,	and	David	Copperfield,	and	The	Gold	of
Chickaree,	 and	 Plutarch's	 Lives,	 and	 Thaddeus	 of	 Warsaw,	 and	 Pilgrim's
Progress,	and	lots	more.—What	have	you	read?"
"I've	never	happened	to	read	those	partic'lar	books;	but	land!	I've	read	a	sight

in	my	time!	Nowadays	I'm	so	drove	I	get	along	with	the	Almanac,	 the	Weekly
Argus,	and	the	Maine	State	Agriculturist.—There's	the	river	again;	this	is	the	last
long	hill,	and	when	we	get	to	the	top	of	it	we'll	see	the	chimbleys	of	Riverboro	in
the	distance.	'T	ain't	fur.	I	live	'bout	half	a	mile	beyond	the	brick	house	myself."



Rebecca's	hand	stirred	nervously	in	her	lap	and	she	moved	in	her	seat.	"I	didn't
think	I	was	going	to	be	afraid,"	she	said	almost	under	her	breath;	"but	I	guess	I
am,	just	a	little	mite—when	you	say	it's	coming	so	near."
"Would	you	go	back?"	asked	Mr.	Cobb	curiously.
She	flashed	him	an	intrepid	look	and	then	said	proudly,	"I'd	never	go	back—I

might	be	frightened,	but	I'd	be	ashamed	to	run.	Going	to	aunt	Mirandy's	is	like
going	down	cellar	in	the	dark.	There	might	be	ogres	and	giants	under	the	stairs,
—but,	as	I	tell	Hannah,	there	MIGHT	be	elves	and	fairies	and	enchanted	frogs!
—Is	there	a	main	street	to	the	village,	like	that	in	Wareham?"
"I	s'pose	you	might	call	it	a	main	street,	an'	your	aunt	Sawyer	lives	on	it,	but

there	ain't	no	stores	nor	mills,	an'	it's	an	awful	one-horse	village!	You	have	to	go
'cross	the	river	an'	get	on	to	our	side	if	you	want	to	see	anything	goin'	on."
"I'm	almost	sorry,"	she	sighed,	"because	it	would	be	so	grand	to	drive	down	a

real	main	 street,	 sitting	high	up	 like	 this	 behind	 two	 splendid	 horses,	with	my
pink	sunshade	up,	and	everybody	in	town	wondering	who	the	bunch	of	lilacs	and
the	hair	 trunk	belongs	to.	It	would	be	just	 like	the	beautiful	 lady	in	the	parade.
Last	summer	 the	circus	came	 to	Temperance,	and	 they	had	a	procession	 in	 the
morning.	Mother	let	us	all	walk	in	and	wheel	Mira	in	the	baby	carriage,	because
we	 couldn't	 afford	 to	 go	 to	 the	 circus	 in	 the	 afternoon.	And	 there	were	 lovely
horses	and	animals	in	cages,	and	clowns	on	horseback;	and	at	the	very	end	came
a	 little	 red	and	gold	chariot	drawn	by	 two	ponies,	and	 in	 it,	 sitting	on	a	velvet
cushion,	was	 the	 snake	 charmer,	 all	 dressed	 in	 satin	 and	 spangles.	She	was	 so
beautiful	 beyond	 compare,	Mr.	 Cobb,	 that	 you	 had	 to	 swallow	 lumps	 in	 your
throat	when	you	 looked	at	her,	and	 little	cold	feelings	crept	up	and	down	your
back.	Don't	you	know	how	I	mean?	Didn't	you	ever	see	anybody	that	made	you
feel	like	that?"
Mr.	Cobb	was	more	distinctly	uncomfortable	at	this	moment	than	he	had	been

at	any	one	time	during	the	eventful	morning,	but	he	evaded	the	point	dexterously
by	saying,	"There	ain't	no	harm,	as	I	can	see,	in	our	makin'	the	grand	entry	in	the
biggest	 style	we	 can.	 I'll	 take	 the	whip	out,	 set	 up	 straight,	 an'	 drive	 fast;	 you
hold	your	bo'quet	in	your	lap,	an'	open	your	little	red	parasol,	an'	we'll	jest	make
the	natives	stare!"
The	child's	face	was	radiant	for	a	moment,	but	the	glow	faded	just	as	quickly

as	 she	 said,	 "I	 forgot—mother	 put	me	 inside,	 and	maybe	 she'd	want	me	 to	 be
there	when	I	got	to	aunt	Mirandy's.	Maybe	I'd	be	more	genteel	inside,	and	then	I
wouldn't	have	to	be	jumped	down	and	my	clothes	fly	up,	but	could	open	the	door
and	step	down	like	a	lady	passenger.	Would	you	please	stop	a	minute,	Mr.	Cobb,
and	let	me	change?"
The	stage	driver	good-naturedly	pulled	up	his	horses,	 lifted	 the	excited	 little



creature	down,	opened	the	door,	and	helped	her	in,	putting	the	lilacs	and	the	pink
sunshade	beside	her.
"We've	had	a	great	trip,"	he	said,	"and	we've	got	real	well	acquainted,	haven't

we?—You	won't	forget	about	Milltown?"
"Never!"	she	exclaimed	fervently;	"and	you're	sure	you	won't,	either?"
"Never!	 Cross	 my	 heart!"	 vowed	Mr.	 Cobb	 solemnly,	 as	 he	 remounted	 his

perch;	 and	 as	 the	 stage	 rumbled	 down	 the	 village	 street	 between	 the	 green
maples,	 those	 who	 looked	 from	 their	 windows	 saw	 a	 little	 brown	 elf	 in	 buff
calico	sitting	primly	on	the	back	seat	holding	a	great	bouquet	tightly	in	one	hand
and	a	pink	parasol	in	the	other.	Had	they	been	farsighted	enough	they	might	have
seen,	 when	 the	 stage	 turned	 into	 the	 side	 dooryard	 of	 the	 old	 brick	 house,	 a
calico	yoke	rising	and	falling	tempestuously	over	the	beating	heart	beneath,	the
red	color	coming	and	going	in	two	pale	cheeks,	and	a	mist	of	tears	swimming	in
two	brilliant	dark	eyes.
Rebecca's	journey	had	ended.
"There's	the	stage	turnin'	into	the	Sawyer	girls'	dooryard,"	said	Mrs.	Perkins	to

her	husband.	 "That	must	be	 the	niece	 from	up	Temperance	way.	 It	 seems	 they
wrote	to	Aurelia	and	invited	Hannah,	the	oldest,	but	Aurelia	said	she	could	spare
Rebecca	better,	 if	 't	was	all	 the	same	to	Mirandy	 'n'	Jane;	so	it's	Rebecca	that's
come.	She'll	be	good	comp'ny	for	our	Emma	Jane,	but	I	don't	believe	they'll	keep
her	three	months!	She	looks	black	as	an	Injun	what	I	can	see	of	her;	black	and
kind	 of	 up-an-comin'.	 They	 used	 to	 say	 that	 one	 o'	 the	 Randalls	 married	 a
Spanish	woman,	somebody	that	was	teachin'	music	and	languages	at	a	boardin'
school.	 Lorenzo	 was	 dark	 complected,	 you	 remember,	 and	 this	 child	 is,	 too.
Well,	I	don't	know	as	Spanish	blood	is	any	real	disgrace,	not	if	it's	a	good	ways
back	and	the	woman	was	respectable."



Chapter		2
Rebecca's	relations
They	had	been	called	the	Sawyer	girls	when	Miranda	at	eighteen,	Jane	at	twelve,
and	Aurelia	at	eight	participated	in	the	various	activities	of	village	life;	and	when
Riverboro	fell	into	a	habit	of	thought	or	speech,	it	saw	no	reason	for	falling	out
of	 it,	 at	 any	 rate	 in	 the	 same	 century.	 So	 although	 Miranda	 and	 Jane	 were
between	fifty	and	sixty	at	the	time	this	story	opens,	Riverboro	still	called	them
the	Sawyer	girls.	They	were	spinsters;	but	Aurelia,	the	youngest,	had	made	what
she	 called	 a	 romantic	 marriage	 and	 what	 her	 sisters	 termed	 a	 mighty	 poor
speculation.	"There's	worse	things	than	bein'	old	maids,"	they	said;	whether	they
thought	so	is	quite	another	matter.
The	element	of	romance	in	Aurelia's	marriage	existed	chiefly	in	the	fact	that

Mr.	L.	D.	M.	Randall	had	a	soul	above	farming	or	trading	and	was	a	votary	of
the	Muses.	He	taught	the	weekly	singing-school	(then	a	feature	of	village	life)	in
half	a	dozen	neighboring	towns,	he	played	the	violin	and	"called	off"	at	dances,
or	evoked	rich	harmonies	from	church	melodeons	on	Sundays.	He	taught	certain
uncouth	lads,	when	they	were	of	an	age	to	enter	society,	the	intricacies	of	contra
dances,	or	the	steps	of	the	schottische	and	mazurka,	and	he	was	a	marked	figure
in	 all	 social	 assemblies,	 though	 conspicuously	 absent	 from	 town-meetings	 and
the	purely	masculine	gatherings	at	the	store	or	tavern	or	bridge.
His	hair	was	a	little	longer,	his	hands	a	little	whiter,	his	shoes	a	little	thinner,

his	manner	a	trifle	more	polished,	than	that	of	his	soberer	mates;	indeed	the	only
department	 of	 life	 in	 which	 he	 failed	 to	 shine	 was	 the	 making	 of	 sufficient
money	to	 live	upon.	Luckily	he	had	no	responsibilities;	his	 father	and	his	 twin
brother	had	died	when	he	was	yet	a	boy,	and	his	mother,	whose	only	noteworthy
achievement	 had	 been	 the	 naming	 of	 her	 twin	 sons	Marquis	 de	Lafayette	 and
Lorenzo	 de	Medici	 Randall,	 had	 supported	 herself	 and	 educated	 her	 child	 by
making	coats	up	to	the	very	day	of	her	death.	She	was	wont	to	say	plaintively,
"I'm	afraid	the	faculties	was	too	much	divided	up	between	my	twins.	L.	D.	M.	is
awful	 talented,	 but	 I	 guess	M.	D.	L.	would	 'a'	 ben	 the	 practical	 one	 if	 he'd	 'a'
lived."
"L.	D.	M.	was	practical	enough	to	get	 the	richest	girl	 in	the	village,"	replied

Mrs.	Robinson.



"Yes,"	 sighed	 his	 mother,	 "there	 it	 is	 again;	 if	 the	 twins	 could	 'a'	 married
Aurelia	Sawyer,	't	would	'a'	been	all	right.	L.	D.	M.	was	talented	'nough	to	GET
Reely's	money,	but	M.	D.	L.	would	'a'	ben	practical	'nough	to	have	KEP'	it."
Aurelia's	 share	 of	 the	modest	 Sawyer	 property	 had	 been	 put	 into	 one	 thing

after	 another	 by	 the	 handsome	 and	 luckless	 Lorenzo	 de	 Medici.	 He	 had	 a
graceful	and	poetic	way	of	making	an	investment	for	each	new	son	and	daughter
that	 blessed	 their	 union.	 "A	birthday	present	 for	 our	 child,	Aurelia,"	 he	would
say,—"a	little	nest-egg	for	the	future;"	but	Aurelia	once	remarked	in	a	moment
of	 bitterness	 that	 the	 hen	 never	 lived	 that	 could	 sit	 on	 those	 eggs	 and	 hatch
anything	out	of	them.
Miranda	 and	 Jane	 had	 virtually	 washed	 their	 hands	 of	 Aurelia	 when	 she

married	 Lorenzo	 de	 Medici	 Randall.	 Having	 exhausted	 the	 resources	 of
Riverboro	and	its	immediate	vicinity,	the	unfortunate	couple	had	moved	on	and
on	 in	 a	 steadily	 decreasing	 scale	 of	 prosperity	 until	 they	 had	 reached
Temperance,	where	 they	 had	 settled	 down	 and	 invited	 fate	 to	 do	 its	worst,	 an
invitation	which	was	 promptly	 accepted.	The	maiden	 sisters	 at	 home	wrote	 to
Aurelia	two	or	three	times	a	year,	and	sent	modest	but	serviceable	presents	to	the
children	at	Christmas,	but	refused	to	assist	L.	D.	M.	with	the	regular	expenses	of
his	rapidly	growing	family.	His	last	investment,	made	shortly	before	the	birth	of
Miranda	(named	in	a	lively	hope	of	favors	which	never	came),	was	a	small	farm
two	miles	 from	Temperance.	Aurelia	managed	 this	 herself,	 and	 so	 it	 proved	 a
home	at	least,	and	a	place	for	the	unsuccessful	Lorenzo	to	die	and	to	be	buried
from,	a	duty	somewhat	too	long	deferred,	many	thought,	which	he	performed	on
the	day	of	Mira's	birth.
It	was	 in	 this	happy-go-lucky	household	 that	Rebecca	had	grown	up.	 It	was

just	an	ordinary	family;	two	or	three	of	the	children	were	handsome	and	the	rest
plain,	 three	 of	 them	 rather	 clever,	 two	 industrious,	 and	 two	 commonplace	 and
dull.	 Rebecca	 had	 her	 father's	 facility	 and	 had	 been	 his	 aptest	 pupil.	 She
"carried"	 the	 alto	 by	 ear,	 danced	 without	 being	 taught,	 played	 the	 melodeon
without	 knowing	 the	 notes.	 Her	 love	 of	 books	 she	 inherited	 chiefly	 from	 her
mother,	who	found	it	hard	to	sweep	or	cook	or	sew	when	there	was	a	novel	in	the
house.	 Fortunately	 books	 were	 scarce,	 or	 the	 children	 might	 sometimes	 have
gone	ragged	and	hungry.
But	 other	 forces	 had	 been	 at	 work	 in	 Rebecca,	 and	 the	 traits	 of	 unknown

forbears	 had	 been	wrought	 into	 her	 fibre.	 Lorenzo	 de	Medici	 was	 flabby	 and
boneless;	Rebecca	was	a	thing	of	fire	and	spirit:	he	lacked	energy	and	courage;
Rebecca	was	plucky	at	two	and	dauntless	at	five.	Mrs.	Randall	and	Hannah	had
no	sense	of	humor;	Rebecca	possessed	and	showed	it	as	soon	as	she	could	walk
and	talk.



She	had	not	been	able,	however,	 to	borrow	her	parents'	virtues	and	 those	of
other	generous	ancestors	and	escape	all	the	weaknesses	in	the	calendar.	She	had
not	her	sister	Hannah's	patience	or	her	brother	John's	sturdy	staying	power.	Her
will	was	sometimes	willfulness,	and	the	ease	with	which	she	did	most	things	led
her	 to	be	 impatient	of	hard	 tasks	or	 long	ones.	But	whatever	else	 there	was	or
was	 not,	 there	 was	 freedom	 at	 Randall's	 farm.	 The	 children	 grew,	 worked,
fought,	ate	what	and	slept	where	they	could;	loved	one	another	and	their	parents
pretty	 well,	 but	 with	 no	 tropical	 passion;	 and	 educated	 themselves	 for	 nine
months	of	the	year,	each	one	in	his	own	way.
As	a	result	of	 this	method	Hannah,	who	could	only	have	been	developed	by

forces	 applied	 from	 without,	 was	 painstaking,	 humdrum,	 and	 limited;	 while
Rebecca,	 who	 apparently	 needed	 nothing	 but	 space	 to	 develop	 in,	 and	 a
knowledge	of	terms	in	which	to	express	herself,	grew	and	grew	and	grew,	always
from	within	outward.	Her	forces	of	one	sort	and	another	had	seemingly	been	set
in	motion	when	she	was	born;	they	needed	no	daily	spur,	but	moved	of	their	own
accord—towards	what	no	one	knew,	 least	of	all	Rebecca	herself.	The	 field	 for
the	exhibition	of	her	creative	instinct	was	painfully	small,	and	the	only	use	she
had	made	of	it	as	yet	was	to	leave	eggs	out	of	the	corn	bread	one	day	and	milk
another,	 to	 see	 how	 it	 would	 turn	 out;	 to	 part	 Fanny's	 hair	 sometimes	 in	 the
middle,	sometimes	on	the	right,	and	sometimes	on	the	left	side;	and	to	play	all
sorts	 of	 fantastic	 pranks	 with	 the	 children,	 occasionally	 bringing	 them	 to	 the
table	 as	 fictitious	or	historical	 characters	 found	 in	her	 favorite	books.	Rebecca
amused	 her	 mother	 and	 her	 family	 generally,	 but	 she	 never	 was	 counted	 of
serious	importance,	and	though	considered	"smart"	and	old	for	her	age,	she	was
never	 thought	 superior	 in	 any	 way.	 Aurelia's	 experience	 of	 genius,	 as
exemplified	in	the	deceased	Lorenzo	de	Medici	led	her	into	a	greater	admiration
of	 plain,	 every-day	 common	 sense,	 a	 quality	 in	 which	 Rebecca,	 it	 must	 be
confessed,	seemed	sometimes	painfully	deficient.
Hannah	was	her	mother's	 favorite,	 so	 far	as	Aurelia	could	 indulge	herself	 in

such	recreations	as	partiality.	The	parent	who	is	obliged	to	feed	and	clothe	seven
children	on	an	income	of	fifteen	dollars	a	month	seldom	has	time	to	discriminate
carefully	between	the	various	members	of	her	brood,	but	Hannah	at	fourteen	was
at	once	companion	and	partner	in	all	her	mother's	problems.	She	it	was	who	kept
the	house	while	Aurelia	busied	herself	in	barn	and	field.	Rebecca	was	capable	of
certain	set	tasks,	such	as	keeping	the	small	children	from	killing	themselves	and
one	another,	 feeding	the	poultry,	picking	up	chips,	hulling	strawberries,	wiping
dishes;	 but	 she	 was	 thought	 irresponsible,	 and	 Aurelia,	 needing	 somebody	 to
lean	on	 (having	never	 enjoyed	 that	 luxury	with	 the	gifted	Lorenzo),	 leaned	on
Hannah.	 Hannah	 showed	 the	 result	 of	 this	 attitude	 somewhat,	 being	 a	 trifle



careworn	 in	 face	 and	 sharp	 in	 manner;	 but	 she	 was	 a	 self-contained,	 well-
behaved,	 dependable	 child,	 and	 that	 is	 the	 reason	 her	 aunts	 had	 invited	 her	 to
Riverboro	to	be	a	member	of	their	family	and	participate	in	all	the	advantages	of
their	 loftier	position	 in	 the	world.	 It	was	several	years	 since	Miranda	and	Jane
had	seen	the	children,	but	 they	remembered	with	pleasure	 that	Hannah	had	not
spoken	 a	 word	 during	 the	 interview,	 and	 it	 was	 for	 this	 reason	 that	 they	 had
asked	for	the	pleasure	of	her	company.	Rebecca,	on	the	other	hand,	had	dressed
up	 the	 dog	 in	 John's	 clothes,	 and	 being	 requested	 to	 get	 the	 three	 younger
children	ready	for	dinner,	she	had	held	them	under	the	pump	and	then	proceeded
to	"smack"	their	hair	flat	to	their	heads	by	vigorous	brushing,	bringing	them	to
the	 table	 in	 such	 a	moist	 and	 hideous	 state	 of	 shininess	 that	 their	mother	was
ashamed	of	their	appearance.	Rebecca's	own	black	locks	were	commonly	pushed
smoothly	off	her	forehead,	but	on	this	occasion	she	formed	what	I	must	perforce
call	by	its	only	name,	a	spit-curl,	directly	in	the	centre	of	her	brow,	an	ornament
which	she	was	allowed	to	wear	a	very	short	 time,	only	 in	fact	 till	Hannah	was
able	to	call	her	mother's	attention	to	it,	when	she	was	sent	into	the	next	room	to
remove	 it	 and	 to	 come	 back	 looking	 like	 a	 Christian.	 This	 command	 she
interpreted	somewhat	 too	 literally	perhaps,	because	she	contrived	 in	a	space	of
two	minutes	an	extremely	pious	style	of	hairdressing,	fully	as	effective	if	not	as
startling	as	 the	 first.	These	antics	were	solely	 the	 result	of	nervous	 irritation,	a
mood	 born	 of	 Miss	 Miranda	 Sawyer's	 stiff,	 grim,	 and	 martial	 attitude.	 The
remembrance	 of	 Rebecca	 was	 so	 vivid	 that	 their	 sister	 Aurelia's	 letter	 was
something	of	a	shock	to	the	quiet,	elderly	spinsters	of	the	brick	house;	for	it	said
that	Hannah	could	not	possibly	be	spared	for	a	few	years	yet,	but	that	Rebecca
would	 come	 as	 soon	 as	 she	 could	 be	 made	 ready;	 that	 the	 offer	 was	 most
thankfully	appreciated,	and	that	 the	regular	schooling	and	church	privileges,	as
well	 as	 the	 influence	of	 the	Sawyer	home,	would	doubtless	be	 "the	making	of
Rebecca."



Chapter		3
A	difference	in	hearts
"I	don'	know	as	I	cal'lated	 to	be	 the	makin'	of	any	child,"	Miranda	had	said	as
she	 folded	 Aurelia's	 letter	 and	 laid	 it	 in	 the	 light-stand	 drawer.	 "I	 s'posed,	 of
course,	Aurelia	would	send	us	the	one	we	asked	for,	but	it's	just	like	her	to	palm
off	that	wild	young	one	on	somebody	else."
"You	 remember	 we	 said	 that	 Rebecca	 or	 even	 Jenny	 might	 come,	 in	 case

Hannah	couldn't,"	interposed	Jane.
"I	 know	 we	 did,	 but	 we	 hadn't	 any	 notion	 it	 would	 turn	 out	 that	 way,"

grumbled	Miranda.
"She	was	a	mite	of	a	thing	when	we	saw	her	three	years	ago,"	ventured	Jane;

"she's	had	time	to	improve."
"And	time	to	grow	worse!"
"Won't	 it	 be	 kind	 of	 a	 privilege	 to	 put	 her	 on	 the	 right	 track?"	 asked	 Jane

timidly.
"I	don'	know	about	the	privilege	part;	it'll	be	considerable	of	a	chore,	I	guess.

If	her	mother	hain't	got	her	on	the	right	track	by	now,	she	won't	take	to	it	herself
all	of	a	sudden."
This	depressed	and	depressing	frame	of	mind	had	lasted	until	the	eventful	day

dawned	on	which	Rebecca	was	to	arrive.
"If	she	makes	as	much	work	after	she	comes	as	she	has	before,	we	might	as

well	give	up	hope	of	ever	gettin'	any	rest,"	sighed	Miranda	as	she	hung	the	dish
towels	on	the	barberry	bushes	at	the	side	door.
"But	we	should	have	had	to	clean	house,	Rebecca	or	no	Rebecca,"	urged	Jane;

"and	I	can't	see	why	you've	scrubbed	and	washed	and	baked	as	you	have	for	that
one	child,	nor	why	you've	about	bought	out	Watson's	stock	of	dry	goods."
"I	know	Aurelia	 if	you	don't,"	responded	Miranda.	"I've	seen	her	house,	and

I've	 seen	 that	 batch	 o'	 children,	wearin'	 one	 another's	 clothes	 and	 never	 carin'
whether	they	had	'em	on	right	sid'	out	or	not;	I	know	what	they've	had	to	live	and
dress	on,	and	so	do	you.	That	child	will	 like	as	not	come	here	with	a	passel	o'
things	 borrowed	 from	 the	 rest	 o'	 the	 family.	 She'll	 have	 Hannah's	 shoes	 and
John's	 undershirts	 and	 Mark's	 socks	 most	 likely.	 I	 suppose	 she	 never	 had	 a
thimble	on	her	 finger	 in	her	 life,	but	she'll	know	the	 feelin'	o'	one	before	she's



ben	 here	many	 days.	 I've	 bought	 a	 piece	 of	 unbleached	muslin	 and	 a	 piece	 o'
brown	gingham	for	her	 to	make	up;	 that'll	keep	her	busy.	Of	course	 she	won't
pick	up	anything	after	herself;	she	probably	never	see	a	duster,	and	she'll	be	as
hard	to	train	into	our	ways	as	if	she	was	a	heathen."
"She'll	 make	 a	 dif'rence,"	 acknowledged	 Jane,	 "but	 she	 may	 turn	 out	 more

biddable	'n	we	think."
"She'll	mind	when	she's	spoken	to,	biddable	or	not,"	remarked	Miranda	with	a

shake	of	the	last	towel.
Miranda	Sawyer	had	a	heart,	of	course,	but	she	had	never	used	it	for	any	other

purpose	than	the	pumping	and	circulating	of	blood.	She	was	just,	conscientious,
economical,	industrious;	a	regular	attendant	at	church	and	Sunday-school,	and	a
member	of	 the	State	Missionary	and	Bible	 societies,	but	 in	 the	presence	of	 all
these	 chilly	 virtues	 you	 longed	 for	 one	 warm	 little	 fault,	 or	 lacking	 that,	 one
likable	 failing,	something	 to	make	you	sure	she	was	 thoroughly	alive.	She	had
never	had	any	education	other	than	that	of	the	neighborhood	district	school,	for
her	desires	and	ambitions	had	all	pointed	 to	 the	management	of	 the	house,	 the
farm,	and	the	dairy.	Jane,	on	the	other	hand,	had	gone	to	an	academy,	and	also	to
a	boarding-school	 for	young	 ladies;	so	had	Aurelia;	and	after	all	 the	years	 that
had	elapsed	there	was	still	a	slight	difference	in	language	and	in	manner	between
the	elder	and	the	two	younger	sisters.
Jane,	too,	had	had	the	inestimable	advantage	of	a	sorrow;	not	the	natural	grief

at	the	loss	of	her	aged	father	and	mother,	for	she	had	been	content	to	let	them	go;
but	something	far	deeper.	She	was	engaged	to	marry	young	Tom	Carter,	who	had
nothing	 to	marry	on,	 it	 is	 true,	but	who	was	 sure	 to	have,	 some	 time	or	other.
Then	the	war	broke	out.	Tom	enlisted	at	the	first	call.	Up	to	that	time	Jane	had
loved	him	with	a	quiet,	 friendly	 sort	of	affection,	and	had	given	her	country	a
mild	emotion	of	the	same	sort.	But	the	strife,	the	danger,	the	anxiety	of	the	time,
set	 new	 currents	 of	 feeling	 in	 motion.	 Life	 became	 something	 other	 than	 the
three	meals	 a	 day,	 the	 round	 of	 cooking,	washing,	 sewing,	 and	 church	 going.
Personal	 gossip	 vanished	 from	 the	 village	 conversation.	 Big	 things	 took	 the
place	of	 trifling	ones,—sacred	 sorrows	of	wives	and	mothers,	pangs	of	 fathers
and	husbands,	self-denials,	sympathies,	new	desire	to	bear	one	another's	burdens.
Men	and	women	grew	fast	in	those	days	of	the	nation's	trouble	and	danger,	and
Jane	awoke	from	the	vague	dull	dream	she	had	hitherto	called	life	to	new	hopes,
new	 fears,	 new	 purposes.	 Then	 after	 a	 year's	 anxiety,	 a	 year	 when	 one	 never
looked	 in	 the	 newspaper	 without	 dread	 and	 sickness	 of	 suspense,	 came	 the
telegram	 saying	 that	 Tom	 was	 wounded;	 and	 without	 so	 much	 as	 asking
Miranda's	leave,	she	packed	her	trunk	and	started	for	the	South.	She	was	in	time
to	hold	Tom's	hand	through	hours	of	pain;	 to	show	him	for	once	the	heart	of	a



prim	New	England	girl	when	 it	 is	 ablaze	with	 love	 and	grief;	 to	 put	 her	 arms
about	him	so	that	he	could	have	a	home	to	die	in,	and	that	was	all;—all,	but	it
served.
It	carried	her	through	weary	months	of	nursing—nursing	of	other	soldiers	for

Tom's	dear	sake;	it	sent	her	home	a	better	woman;	and	though	she	had	never	left
Riverboro	in	all	 the	years	 that	 lay	between,	and	had	grown	into	the	counterfeit
presentment	of	her	sister	and	of	all	other	thin,	spare,	New	England	spinsters,	 it
was	 something	of	a	counterfeit,	 and	underneath	was	 still	 the	 faint	 echo	of	 that
wild	heart-beat	of	her	girlhood.	Having	 learned	 the	 trick	of	beating	and	 loving
and	 suffering,	 the	 poor	 faithful	 heart	 persisted,	 although	 it	 lived	 on	memories
and	carried	on	its	sentimental	operations	mostly	in	secret.
"You're	 soft,	 Jane,"	 said	Miranda	 once;	 "you	 allers	was	 soft,	 and	 you	 allers

will	be.	If	't	wa'n't	for	me	keeping	you	stiffened	up,	I	b'lieve	you'd	leak	out	o'	the
house	into	the	dooryard."

It	 was	 already	 past	 the	 appointed	 hour	 for	 Mr.	 Cobb	 and	 his	 coach	 to	 be
lumbering	down	the	street.
"The	 stage	 ought	 to	 be	 here,"	 said	 Miranda,	 glancing	 nervously	 at	 the	 tall

clock	for	the	twentieth	time.	"I	guess	everything	's	done.	I've	tacked	up	two	thick
towels	back	of	her	washstand	and	put	a	mat	under	her	slop-jar;	but	children	are
awful	hard	on	furniture.	I	expect	we	sha'n't	know	this	house	a	year	from	now."
Jane's	 frame	 of	 mind	 was	 naturally	 depressed	 and	 timorous,	 having	 been

affected	 by	 Miranda's	 gloomy	 presages	 of	 evil	 to	 come.	 The	 only	 difference
between	 the	 sisters	 in	 this	matter	was	 that	while	Miranda	 only	wondered	 how
they	 could	 endure	 Rebecca,	 Jane	 had	 flashes	 of	 inspiration	 in	 which	 she
wondered	how	Rebecca	would	endure	them.	It	was	in	one	of	these	flashes	that
she	 ran	 up	 the	 back	 stairs	 to	 put	 a	 vase	 of	 apple	 blossoms	 and	 a	 red	 tomato-
pincushion	on	Rebecca's	bureau.
The	stage	rumbled	to	the	side	door	of	the	brick	house,	and	Mr.	Cobb	handed

Rebecca	out	like	a	real	lady	passenger.	She	alighted	with	great	circumspection,
put	 the	 bunch	 of	 faded	 flowers	 in	 her	 aunt	Miranda's	 hand,	 and	 received	 her
salute;	 it	 could	 hardly	 be	 called	 a	 kiss	 without	 injuring	 the	 fair	 name	 of	 that
commodity.
"You	needn't	'a'	bothered	to	bring	flowers,"	remarked	that	gracious	and	tactful

lady;	"the	garden	's	always	full	of	'em	here	when	it	comes	time."
Jane	then	kissed	Rebecca,	giving	a	somewhat	better	imitation	of	the	real	thing

than	 her	 sister.	 "Put	 the	 trunk	 in	 the	 entry,	 Jeremiah,	 and	 we'll	 get	 it	 carried
upstairs	this	afternoon,"	she	said.
"I'll	take	it	up	for	ye	now,	if	ye	say	the	word,	girls."



"No,	no;	don't	 leave	the	horses;	somebody'll	be	comin'	past,	and	we	can	call
'em	in."
"Well,	good-by,	Rebecca;	good-day,	Mirandy	'n'	Jane.	You've	got	a	lively	little

girl	there.	I	guess	she'll	be	a	first-rate	company	keeper."
Miss	Sawyer	shuddered	openly	at	the	adjective	"lively"	as	applied	to	a	child;

her	belief	being	that	though	children	might	be	seen,	if	absolutely	necessary,	they
certainly	 should	 never	 be	 heard	 if	 she	 could	 help	 it.	 "We're	 not	much	 used	 to
noise,	Jane	and	me,"	she	remarked	acidly.
Mr.	 Cobb	 saw	 that	 he	 had	 taken	 the	wrong	 tack,	 but	 he	was	 too	 unused	 to

argument	 to	explain	himself	readily,	so	he	drove	away,	 trying	to	 think	by	what
safer	word	than	"lively"	he	might	have	described	his	interesting	little	passenger.
"I'll	 take	 you	 up	 and	 show	 you	 your	 room,	 Rebecca,"	 Miss	 Miranda	 said.

"Shut	 the	mosquito	nettin'	 door	 tight	behind	you,	 so	 's	 to	keep	 the	 flies	out;	 it
ain't	flytime	yet,	but	I	want	you	to	start	right;	take	your	passel	along	with	ye	and
then	 you	won't	 have	 to	 come	 down	 for	 it;	 always	make	 your	 head	 save	 your
heels.	Rub	 your	 feet	 on	 that	 braided	 rug;	 hang	 your	 hat	 and	 cape	 in	 the	 entry
there	as	you	go	past."
"It's	my	best	hat,"	said	Rebecca
"Take	it	upstairs	then	and	put	it	in	the	clothes-press;	but	I	shouldn't	'a'	thought

you'd	'a'	worn	your	best	hat	on	the	stage."
"It's	my	only	hat,"	explained	Rebecca.	"My	every-day	hat	wasn't	good	enough

to	bring.	Fanny's	going	to	finish	it."
"Lay	your	parasol	in	the	entry	closet."
"Do	you	mind	if	I	keep	it	in	my	room,	please?	It	always	seems	safer."
"There	 ain't	 any	 thieves	 hereabouts,	 and	 if	 there	was,	 I	 guess	 they	wouldn't

make	for	your	sunshade,	but	come	along.	Remember	 to	always	go	up	the	back
way;	we	don't	use	the	front	stairs	on	account	o'	the	carpet;	take	care	o'	the	turn
and	 don't	 ketch	 your	 foot;	 look	 to	 your	 right	 and	 go	 in.	When	 you've	washed
your	face	and	hands	and	brushed	your	hair	you	can	come	down,	and	by	and	by
we'll	 unpack	 your	 trunk	 and	 get	 you	 settled	 before	 supper.	Ain't	 you	 got	 your
dress	on	hind	sid'	foremost?"
Rebecca	drew	her	chin	down	and	looked	at	the	row	of	smoked	pearl	buttons

running	up	and	down	the	middle	of	her	flat	little	chest.
"Hind	side	foremost?	Oh,	I	see!	No,	that's	all	right.	If	you	have	seven	children

you	 can't	 keep	 buttonin'	 and	 unbuttonin'	 'em	 all	 the	 time—they	 have	 to	 do
themselves.	We're	always	buttoned	up	 in	 front	at	our	house.	Mira's	only	 three,
but	she's	buttoned	up	in	front,	too."
Miranda	 said	 nothing	 as	 she	 closed	 the	 door,	 but	 her	 looks	 were	 at	 once

equivalent	to	and	more	eloquent	than	words.



Rebecca	stood	perfectly	still	 in	 the	centre	of	 the	 floor	and	 looked	about	her.
There	was	a	square	of	oilcloth	in	front	of	each	article	of	furniture	and	a	drawn-in
rug	beside	the	single	four	poster,	which	was	covered	with	a	fringed	white	dimity
counterpane.
Everything	 was	 as	 neat	 as	 wax,	 but	 the	 ceilings	 were	 much	 higher	 than

Rebecca	was	accustomed	 to.	 It	was	a	north	 room,	and	 the	window,	which	was
long	and	narrow,	looked	out	on	the	back	buildings	and	the	barn.
It	was	not	the	room,	which	was	far	more	comfortable	than	Rebecca's	own	at

the	 farm,	 nor	 the	 lack	 of	 view,	 nor	 yet	 the	 long	 journey,	 for	 she	 was	 not
conscious	of	weariness;	it	was	not	the	fear	of	a	strange	place,	for	she	loved	new
places	and	courted	new	sensations;	it	was	because	of	some	curious	blending	of
uncomprehended	emotions	 that	Rebecca	stood	her	 sunshade	 in	 the	corner,	 tore
off	 her	 best	 hat,	 flung	 it	 on	 the	 bureau	with	 the	 porcupine	quills	 on	 the	 under
side,	and	stripping	down	the	dimity	spread,	precipitated	herself	 into	the	middle
of	the	bed	and	pulled	the	counterpane	over	her	head.
In	 a	 moment	 the	 door	 opened	 quietly.	 Knocking	 was	 a	 refinement	 quite

unknown	 in	 Riverboro,	 and	 if	 it	 had	 been	 heard	 of	 would	 never	 have	 been
wasted	on	a	child.
Miss	Miranda	entered,	and	as	her	eye	wandered	about	the	vacant	room,	it	fell

upon	 a	 white	 and	 tempestuous	 ocean	 of	 counterpane,	 an	 ocean	 breaking	 into
strange	movements	of	wave	and	crest	and	billow.
"REBECCA!"
The	tone	in	which	the	word	was	voiced	gave	it	all	 the	effect	of	having	been

shouted	from	the	housetops.
A	 dark	 ruffled	 head	 and	 two	 frightened	 eyes	 appeared	 above	 the	 dimity

spread.
"What	 are	 you	 layin'	 on	 your	 good	 bed	 in	 the	 daytime	 for,	 messin'	 up	 the

feathers,	and	dirtyin'	the	pillers	with	your	dusty	boots?"
Rebecca	 rose	 guiltily.	 There	 seemed	 no	 excuse	 to	 make.	 Her	 offense	 was

beyond	explanation	or	apology.
"I'm	sorry,	aunt	Mirandy—something	came	over	me;	I	don't	know	what."
"Well,	 if	 it	comes	over	you	very	soon	again	we'll	have	to	find	out	what	 't	 is.

Spread	your	bed	up	smooth	 this	minute,	 for	 'Bijah	Flagg	 's	bringin'	your	 trunk
upstairs,	and	I	wouldn't	let	him	see	such	a	cluttered-up	room	for	anything;	he'd
tell	it	all	over	town."

When	Mr.	Cobb	had	put	up	his	horses	that	night	he	carried	a	kitchen	chair	to
the	side	of	his	wife,	who	was	sitting	on	the	back	porch.
"I	 brought	 a	 little	 Randall	 girl	 down	 on	 the	 stage	 from	Maplewood	 to-day,



mother.	She's	kin	to	the	Sawyer	girls	an'	is	goin'	to	live	with	'em,"	he	said,	as	he
sat	down	and	began	to	whittle.	"She's	that	Aurelia's	child,	the	one	that	ran	away
with	Susan	Randall's	son	just	before	we	come	here	to	live."
"How	old	a	child?"
"'Bout	 ten,	 or	 somewhere	 along	 there,	 an'	 small	 for	 her	 age;	 but	 land!	 she

might	be	a	hundred	to	hear	her	talk!	She	kep'	me	jumpin'	tryin'	to	answer	her!	Of
all	the	queer	children	I	ever	come	across	she's	the	queerest.	She	ain't	no	beauty—
her	 face	 is	 all	 eyes;	but	 if	 she	 ever	grows	up	 to	 them	eyes	 an'	 fills	 out	 a	 little
she'll	make	folks	stare.	Land,	mother!	I	wish	't	you	could	'a'	heard	her	talk."
"I	don't	see	what	she	had	to	talk	about,	a	child	like	that,	to	a	stranger,"	replied

Mrs.	Cobb.
"Stranger	or	no	stranger,	't	wouldn't	make	no	difference	to	her.	She'd	talk	to	a

pump	or	a	grind-stun;	she'd	talk	to	herself	ruther	'n	keep	still."
"What	did	she	talk	about?"
"Blamed	if	 I	can	repeat	any	of	 it.	She	kep'	me	so	surprised	I	didn't	have	my

wits	 about	me.	 She	 had	 a	 little	 pink	 sunshade—it	 kind	 o'	 looked	 like	 a	 doll's
amberill,	'n'	she	clung	to	it	like	a	burr	to	a	woolen	stockin'.	I	advised	her	to	open
it	up—the	sun	was	so	hot;	but	she	said	no,	't	would	fade,	an'	she	tucked	it	under
her	dress.	 'It's	the	dearest	thing	in	life	to	me,'	says	she,	 'but	it's	a	dreadful	care.'
Them	's	the	very	words,	an'	it's	all	the	words	I	remember.	'It's	the	dearest	thing	in
life	to	me,	but	it's	an	awful	care!'	"—here	Mr.	Cobb	laughed	aloud	as	he	tipped
his	chair	back	against	the	side	of	the	house.	"There	was	another	thing,	but	I	can't
get	it	right	exactly.	She	was	talkin'	'bout	the	circus	parade	an'	the	snake	charmer
in	a	gold	chariot,	an'	says	she,	'She	was	so	beautiful	beyond	compare,	Mr.	Cobb,
that	it	made	you	have	lumps	in	your	throat	to	look	at	her.'	She'll	be	comin'	over
to	see	you,	mother,	an'	you	can	size	her	up	for	yourself.	I	don'	know	how	she'll
git	on	with	Mirandy	Sawyer—poor	little	soul!"
This	doubt	was	more	or	less	openly	expressed	in	Riverboro,	which,	however,

had	 two	opinions	 on	 the	 subject;	 one	 that	 it	was	 a	most	 generous	 thing	 in	 the
Sawyer	 girls	 to	 take	 one	 of	 Aurelia's	 children	 to	 educate,	 the	 other	 that	 the
education	would	 be	 bought	 at	 a	 price	wholly	 out	 of	 proportion	 to	 its	 intrinsic
value.
Rebecca's	first	letters	to	her	mother	would	seem	to	indicate	that	she	cordially

coincided	with	the	latter	view	of	the	situation.



Chapter		4
Rebecca's	point	of	view

Dear	Mother,—I	am	safely	here.	My	dress	was	not	much	tumbled	and	Aunt
Jane	helped	me	press	it	out.	I	like	Mr.	Cobb	very	much.	He	chews	but
throws	newspapers	straight	up	to	the	doors.	I	rode	outside	a	little	while,	but
got	inside	before	I	got	to	Aunt	Miranda's	house.	I	did	not	want	to,	but
thought	you	would	like	it	better.	Miranda	is	such	a	long	word	that	I	think	I
will	say	Aunt	M.	and	Aunt	J.	in	my	Sunday	letters.	Aunt	J.	has	given	me	a
dictionary	to	look	up	all	the	hard	words	in.	It	takes	a	good	deal	of	time	and	I
am	glad	people	can	talk	without	stoping	to	spell.	It	is	much	eesier	to	talk
than	write	and	much	more	fun.	The	brick	house	looks	just	the	same	as	you
have	told	us.	The	parler	is	splendid	and	gives	you	creeps	and	chills	when
you	look	in	the	door.	The	furnature	is	ellergant	too,	and	all	the	rooms	but
there	are	no	good	sitting-down	places	exsept	in	the	kitchen.	The	same	cat	is
here	but	they	do	not	save	kittens	when	she	has	them,	and	the	cat	is	too	old
to	play	with.	Hannah	told	me	once	you	ran	away	with	father	and	I	can	see	it
would	be	nice.	If	Aunt	M.	would	run	away	I	think	I	should	like	to	live	with
Aunt	J.	She	does	not	hate	me	as	bad	as	Aunt	M.	does.	Tell	Mark	he	can
have	my	paint	box,	but	I	should	like	him	to	keep	the	red	cake	in	case	I	come
home	again.	I	hope	Hannah	and	John	do	not	get	tired	doing	my	chores.	

Your	afectionate	friend
Rebecca.
P.	S.	Please	give	the	piece	of	poetry	to	John	because	he	likes	my	poetry
even	when	it	is	not	very	good.	This	piece	is	not	very	good	but	it	is	true	but	I
hope	you	won't	mind	what	is	in	it	as	you	ran	away.
This	house	is	dark	and	dull	and	dreer
No	light	doth	shine	from	far	or	near
							Its	like	the	tomb.
And	those	of	us	who	live	herein
Are	most	as	dead	as	serrafim
							Though	not	as	good.
My	gardian	angel	is	asleep



At	leest	he	doth	no	vigil	keep
Ah!	woe	is	me!
Then	give	me	back	my	lonely	farm
Where	none	alive	did	wish	me	harm
							Dear	home	of	youth!
P.	S.	again.	I	made	the	poetry	like	a	piece	in	a	book	but	could	not	get	it	right
at	first.	You	see	"tomb"	and	"good"	do	not	sound	well	together	but	I	wanted
to	say	"tomb"	dreadfully	and	as	serrafim	are	always	"good"	I	couldn't	take
that	out.	I	have	made	it	over	now.	It	does	not	say	my	thoughts	as	well	but
think	it	is	more	right.	Give	the	best	one	to	John	as	he	keeps	them	in	a	box
with	his	birds'	eggs.	This	is	the	best	one.

SUNDAY	THOUGHTS

BY

REBECCA	ROWENA	RANDALL
This	house	is	dark	and	dull	and	drear
No	light	doth	shine	from	far	or	near
							Nor	ever	could.
And	those	of	us	who	live	herein
Are	most	as	dead	as	seraphim
							Though	not	as	good.
My	guardian	angel	is	asleep
At	least	he	doth	no	vigil	keep
							But	far	doth	roam.
Then	give	me	back	my	lonely	farm
Where	none	alive	did	wish	me	harm,
							Dear	childhood	home!

Dear	Mother,—I	am	thrilling	with	unhappyness	this	morning.	I	got	that	out
of	Cora	The	Doctor's	Wife	whose	husband's	mother	was	very	cross	and
unfealing	to	her	like	Aunt	M.	to	me.	I	wish	Hannah	had	come	instead	of	me
for	it	was	Hannah	that	was	wanted	and	she	is	better	than	I	am	and	does	not
answer	back	so	quick.	Are	there	any	peaces	of	my	buff	calico.	Aunt	J.
wants	enough	to	make	a	new	waste	button	behind	so	I	wont	look	so
outlandish.	The	stiles	are	quite	pretty	in	Riverboro	and	those	at	Meeting
quite	ellergant	more	so	than	in	Temperance.
This	town	is	stilish,	gay	and	fair,



And	full	of	wellthy	riches	rare,
But	I	would	pillow	on	my	arm
The	thought	of	my	sweet	Brookside	Farm.
School	is	pretty	good.	The	Teacher	can	answer	more	questions	than	the
Temperance	one	but	not	so	many	as	I	can	ask.	I	am	smarter	than	all	the	girls
but	one	but	not	so	smart	as	two	boys.	Emma	Jane	can	add	and	subtract	in
her	head	like	a	streek	of	lightning	and	knows	the	speling	book	right	through
but	has	no	thoughts	of	any	kind.	She	is	in	the	Third	Reader	but	does	not	like
stories	in	books.	I	am	in	the	Sixth	Reader	but	just	because	I	cannot	say	the
seven	multiplication	Table	Miss	Dearborn	threttens	to	put	me	in	the	baby
primer	class	with	Elijah	and	Elisha	Simpson	little	twins.
Sore	is	my	heart	and	bent	my	stubborn	pride,
With	Lijah	and	with	Lisha	am	I	tied,
My	soul	recoyles	like	Cora	Doctor's	Wife,
Like	her	I	feer	I	cannot	bare	this	life.

I	am	going	to	try	for	the	speling	prize	but	fear	I	cannot	get	it.	I	would	not
care	but	wrong	speling	looks	dreadful	in	poetry.	Last	Sunday	when	I	found
seraphim	in	the	dictionary	I	was	ashamed	I	had	made	it	serrafim	but
seraphim	is	not	a	word	you	can	guess	at	like	another	long	one	outlandish	in
this	letter	which	spells	itself.	Miss	Dearborn	says	use	the	words	you	CAN
spell	and	if	you	cant	spell	seraphim	make	angel	do	but	angels	are	not	just
the	same	as	seraphims.	Seraphims	are	brighter	whiter	and	have	bigger
wings	and	I	think	are	older	and	longer	dead	than	angels	which	are	just
freshly	dead	and	after	a	long	time	in	heaven	around	the	great	white	throne
grow	to	be	seraphims.
I	sew	on	brown	gingham	dresses	every	afternoon	when	Emma	Jane	and	the
Simpsons	are	playing	house	or	running	on	the	Logs	when	their	mothers	do
not	know	it.	Their	mothers	are	afraid	they	will	drown	and	Aunt	M.	is	afraid
I	will	wet	my	clothes	so	will	not	let	me	either.	I	can	play	from	half	past	four
to	supper	and	after	supper	a	little	bit	and	Saturday	afternoons.	I	am	glad	our
cow	has	a	calf	and	it	is	spotted.	It	is	going	to	be	a	good	year	for	apples	and
hay	so	you	and	John	will	be	glad	and	we	can	pay	a	little	more	morgage.
Miss	Dearborn	asked	us	what	is	the	object	of	edducation	and	I	said	the
object	of	mine	was	to	help	pay	off	the	morgage.	She	told	Aunt	M.	and	I	had
to	sew	extra	for	punishment	because	she	says	a	morgage	is	disgrace	like
stealing	or	smallpox	and	it	will	be	all	over	town	that	we	have	one	on	our
farm.	Emma	Jane	is	not	morgaged	nor	Richard	Carter	nor	Dr.	Winship	but
the	Simpsons	are.



Rise	my	soul,	strain	every	nerve,
Thy	morgage	to	remove,
Gain	thy	mother's	heartfelt	thanks
Thy	family's	grateful	love.
Pronounce	family	QUICK	or	it	won't	sound	right
Your	loving	little	friend
Rebecca

Dear	John,—You	remember	when	we	tide	the	new	dog	in	the	barn	how	he
bit	the	rope	and	howled	I	am	just	like	him	only	the	brick	house	is	the	barn
and	I	can	not	bite	Aunt	M.	because	I	must	be	grateful	and	edducation	is
going	to	be	the	making	of	me	and	help	you	pay	off	the	morgage	when	we
grow	up.	Your	loving	

Becky.



Chapter		5
Wisdom's	ways
The	day	of	Rebecca's	arrival	had	been	Friday,	and	on	the	Monday	following	she
began	her	education	at	the	school	which	was	in	Riverboro	Centre,	about	a	mile
distant.	Miss	Sawyer	borrowed	a	neighbor's	horse	and	wagon	and	drove	her	 to
the	schoolhouse,	 interviewing	the	 teacher,	Miss	Dearborn,	arranging	for	books,
and	 generally	 starting	 the	 child	 on	 the	 path	 that	 was	 to	 lead	 to	 boundless
knowledge.	 Miss	 Dearborn,	 it	 may	 be	 said	 in	 passing,	 had	 had	 no	 special
preparation	in	the	art	of	teaching.	It	came	to	her	naturally,	so	her	family	said,	and
perhaps	 for	 this	 reason	 she,	 like	 Tom	 Tulliver's	 clergyman	 tutor,	 "set	 about	 it
with	 that	 uniformity	 of	 method	 and	 independence	 of	 circumstances	 which
distinguish	the	actions	of	animals	understood	to	be	under	the	immediate	teaching
of	Nature."	You	remember	the	beaver	which	a	naturalist	tells	us	"busied	himself
as	earnestly	in	constructing	a	dam	in	a	room	up	three	pair	of	stairs	in	London	as
if	 he	 had	 been	 laying	 his	 foundation	 in	 a	 lake	 in	 Upper	 Canada.	 It	 was	 his
function	 to	build,	 the	absence	of	water	or	of	possible	progeny	was	an	accident
for	which	he	was	not	accountable."	In	the	same	manner	did	Miss	Dearborn	lay
what	she	fondly	imagined	to	be	foundations	in	the	infant	mind.
Rebecca	walked	 to	 school	 after	 the	 first	morning.	She	 loved	 this	part	of	 the

day's	 programme.	When	 the	 dew	was	 not	 too	 heavy	 and	 the	weather	was	 fair
there	was	 a	 short	 cut	 through	 the	woods.	 She	 turned	 off	 the	main	 road,	 crept
through	uncle	 Josh	Woodman's	bars,	waved	away	Mrs.	Carter's	 cows,	 trod	 the
short	 grass	 of	 the	pasture,	with	 its	well-worn	path	 running	 through	gardens	of
buttercups	 and	 white-weed,	 and	 groves	 of	 ivory	 leaves	 and	 sweet	 fern.	 She
descended	 a	 little	 hill,	 jumped	 from	 stone	 to	 stone	 across	 a	 woodland	 brook,
startling	 the	 drowsy	 frogs,	 who	 were	 always	 winking	 and	 blinking	 in	 the
morning	 sun.	Then	 came	 the	 "woodsy	bit,"	with	her	 feet	 pressing	 the	 slippery
carpet	 of	 brown	 pine	 needles;	 the	 "woodsy	 bit"	 so	 full	 of	 dewy	 morning,
surprises,—fungous	growths	of	brilliant	orange	and	crimson	springing	up	around
the	 stumps	of	dead	 trees,	 beautiful	 things	born	 in	 a	 single	night;	 and	now	and
then	 the	 miracle	 of	 a	 little	 clump	 of	 waxen	 Indian	 pipes,	 seen	 just	 quickly
enough	 to	 be	 saved	 from	 her	 careless	 tread.	 Then	 she	 climbed	 a	 stile,	 went
through	a	grassy	meadow,	slid	under	another	pair	of	bars,	and	came	out	into	the



road	again	having	gained	nearly	half	a	mile.
How	 delicious	 it	 all	 was!	 Rebecca	 clasped	 her	Quackenbos's	 Grammar	 and

Greenleaf's	Arithmetic	with	 a	 joyful	 sense	of	knowing	her	 lessons.	Her	dinner
pail	swung	from	her	right	hand,	and	she	had	a	blissful	consciousness	of	the	two
soda	biscuits	spread	with	butter	and	syrup,	the	baked	cup-custard,	the	doughnut,
and	 the	 square	 of	 hard	 gingerbread.	 Sometimes	 she	 said	whatever	 "piece"	 she
was	going	to	speak	on	the	next	Friday	afternoon.

"A	soldier	of	the	Legion	lay	dying	in	Algiers,
There	was	lack	of	woman's	nursing,	there	was	dearth	of
									woman's	tears."

How	 she	 loved	 the	 swing	 and	 the	 sentiment	 of	 it!	 How	 her	 young	 voice
quivered	whenever	she	came	to	the	refrain:—

"But	we'll	meet	no	more	at	Bingen,	dear	Bingen	on	the	Rhine."

It	always	sounded	beautiful	in	her	ears,	as	she	sent	her	tearful	little	treble	into
the	 clear	 morning	 air.	 Another	 early	 favorite	 (for	 we	 must	 remember	 that
Rebecca's	 only	 knowledge	 of	 the	 great	 world	 of	 poetry	 consisted	 of	 the
selections	in	vogue	in	school	readers)	was:—

"Woodman,	spare	that	tree!
			Touch	not	a	single	bough!
In	youth	it	sheltered	me,
			And	I'll	protect	it	now."

When	Emma	 Jane	Perkins	walked	 through	 the	 "short	 cut"	with	her,	 the	 two
children	used	to	render	this	with	appropriate	dramatic	action.	Emma	Jane	always
chose	 to	 be	 the	woodman	because	 she	had	nothing	 to	 do	but	 raise	 on	high	 an
imaginary	 axe.	 On	 the	 one	 occasion	 when	 she	 essayed	 the	 part	 of	 the	 tree's
romantic	protector,	she	represented	herself	as	feeling	"so	awful	foolish"	that	she
refused	to	undertake	it	again,	much	to	the	secret	delight	of	Rebecca,	who	found
the	woodman's	role	much	too	tame	for	her	vaulting	ambition.	She	reveled	in	the
impassioned	 appeal	 of	 the	 poet,	 and	 implored	 the	 ruthless	 woodman	 to	 be	 as
brutal	as	possible	with	the	axe,	so	that	she	might	properly	put	greater	spirit	into
her	lines.	One	morning,	feeling	more	frisky	than	usual,	she	fell	upon	her	knees
and	wept	in	the	woodman's	petticoat.	Curiously	enough,	her	sense	of	proportion
rejected	this	as	soon	as	it	was	done.



"That	wasn't	 right,	 it	was	 silly,	 Emma	 Jane;	 but	 I'll	 tell	 you	where	 it	might
come	in—in	Give	me	Three	Grains	of	Corn.	You	be	the	mother,	and	I'll	be	the
famishing	Irish	child.	For	pity's	sake	put	the	axe	down;	you	are	not	the	woodman
any	longer!"
"What'll	I	do	with	my	hands,	then?"	asked	Emma	Jane.
"Whatever	you	like,"	Rebecca	answered	wearily;	"you're	just	a	mother—that's

all.	What	does	YOUR	mother	do	with	her	hands?	Now	here	goes!

"'Give	me	three	grains	of	corn,	mother,
Only	three	grains	of	corn,
'T	will	keep	the	little	life	I	have
Till	the	coming	of	the	morn.'"

This	 sort	 of	 thing	 made	 Emma	 Jane	 nervous	 and	 fidgety,	 but	 she	 was
Rebecca's	slave	and	hugged	her	chains,	no	matter	how	uncomfortable	they	made
her.
At	the	last	pair	of	bars	the	two	girls	were	sometimes	met	by	a	detachment	of

the	Simpson	children,	who	lived	in	a	black	house	with	a	red	door	and	a	red	barn
behind,	on	 the	Blueberry	Plains	 road.	Rebecca	 felt	 an	 interest	 in	 the	Simpsons
from	the	first,	because	there	were	so	many	of	them	and	they	were	so	patched	and
darned,	just	like	her	own	brood	at	the	home	farm.
The	little	schoolhouse	with	its	flagpole	on	top	and	its	two	doors	in	front,	one

for	boys	and	the	other	for	girls,	stood	on	the	crest	of	a	hill,	with	rolling	fields	and
meadows	on	one	side,	a	stretch	of	pine	woods	on	the	other,	and	the	river	glinting
and	 sparkling	 in	 the	distance.	 It	boasted	no	attractions	within.	All	was	as	bare
and	ugly	and	uncomfortable	as	it	well	could	be,	for	the	villages	along	the	river
expended	 so	 much	 money	 in	 repairing	 and	 rebuilding	 bridges	 that	 they	 were
obliged	to	be	very	economical	in	school	privileges.	The	teacher's	desk	and	chair
stood	on	a	platform	in	one	corner;	there	was	an	uncouth	stove,	never	blackened
oftener	 than	once	 a	year,	 a	map	of	 the	United	States,	 two	black-boards,	 a	 ten-
quart	 tin	pail	of	water	 and	 long-handled	dipper	on	a	corner	 shelf,	 and	wooden
desks	 and	 benches	 for	 the	 scholars,	 who	 only	 numbered	 twenty	 in	 Rebecca's
time.	The	seats	were	higher	in	the	back	of	the	room,	and	the	more	advanced	and
longer-legged	pupils	 sat	 there,	 the	position	being	greatly	 to	 be	 envied,	 as	 they
were	at	once	nearer	to	the	windows	and	farther	from	the	teacher.
There	were	classes	of	a	sort,	although	nobody,	broadly	speaking,	studied	the

same	book	with	anybody	else,	or	had	arrived	at	the	same	degree	of	proficiency
in	any	one	branch	of	learning.	Rebecca	in	particular	was	so	difficult	to	classify
that	Miss	Dearborn	at	the	end	of	a	fortnight	gave	up	the	attempt	altogether.	She



read	with	Dick	 Carter	 and	 Living	 Perkins,	 who	were	 fitting	 for	 the	 academy;
recited	arithmetic	with	lisping	little	Thuthan	Thimpthon;	geography	with	Emma
Jane	Perkins,	 and	grammar	 after	 school	hours	 to	Miss	Dearborn	 alone.	Full	 to
the	brim	as	she	was	of	clever	thoughts	and	quaint	fancies,	she	made	at	first	but	a
poor	 hand	 at	 composition.	 The	 labor	 of	 writing	 and	 spelling,	 with	 the	 added
difficulties	of	punctuation	and	capitals,	interfered	sadly	with	the	free	expression
of	ideas.	She	took	history	with	Alice	Robinson's	class,	which	was	attacking	the
subject	of	the	Revolution,	while	Rebecca	was	bidden	to	begin	with	the	discovery
of	 America.	 In	 a	 week	 she	 had	 mastered	 the	 course	 of	 events	 up	 to	 the
Revolution,	 and	 in	 ten	 days	 had	 arrived	 at	 Yorktown,	 where	 the	 class	 had
apparently	 established	 summer	 quarters.	 Then	 finding	 that	 extra	 effort	 would
only	 result	 in	 her	 reciting	 with	 the	 oldest	 Simpson	 boy,	 she	 deliberately	 held
herself	 back,	 for	wisdom's	ways	were	 not	 those	 of	 pleasantness	 nor	 her	 paths
those	of	peace	 if	one	were	compelled	 to	 tread	 them	in	 the	company	of	Seesaw
Simpson.	Samuel	Simpson	was	generally	called	Seesaw,	because	of	his	difficulty
in	making	up	his	mind.	Whether	it	were	a	question	of	fact,	of	spelling,	or	of	date,
of	going	swimming	or	fishing,	of	choosing	a	book	in	the	Sunday-school	library
or	a	stick	of	candy	at	the	village	store,	he	had	no	sooner	determined	on	one	plan
of	 action	 than	 his	wish	 fondly	 reverted	 to	 the	 opposite	 one.	 Seesaw	was	 pale,
flaxen	 haired,	 blue	 eyed,	 round	 shouldered,	 and	 given	 to	 stammering	 when
nervous.	Perhaps	because	of	his	very	weakness	Rebecca's	decision	of	character
had	 a	 fascination	 for	 him,	 and	 although	 she	 snubbed	 him	 to	 the	 verge	 of
madness,	he	could	never	keep	his	eyes	away	from	her.	The	force	with	which	she
tied	her	shoe	when	the	lacing	came	undone,	the	flirt	over	shoulder	she	gave	her
black	braid	when	she	was	excited	or	warm,	her	manner	of	studying,—book	on
desk,	 arms	 folded,	 eyes	 fixed	on	 the	opposite	wall,—all	had	an	abiding	charm
for	 Seesaw	 Simpson.	 When,	 having	 obtained	 permission,	 she	 walked	 to	 the
water	 pail	 in	 the	 corner	 and	 drank	 from	 the	 dipper,	 unseen	 forces	 dragged
Seesaw	 from	his	 seat	 to	go	and	drink	after	her.	 It	was	not	only	 that	 there	was
something	akin	 to	association	and	 intimacy	 in	drinking	next,	but	 there	was	 the
fearful	 joy	 of	 meeting	 her	 in	 transit	 and	 receiving	 a	 cold	 and	 disdainful	 look
from	her	wonderful	eyes.
On	 a	 certain	warm	 day	 in	 summer	Rebecca's	 thirst	 exceeded	 the	 bounds	 of

propriety.	 When	 she	 asked	 a	 third	 time	 for	 permission	 to	 quench	 it	 at	 the
common	 fountain	 Miss	 Dearborn	 nodded	 "yes,"	 but	 lifted	 her	 eyebrows
unpleasantly	 as	 Rebecca	 neared	 the	 desk.	 As	 she	 replaced	 the	 dipper	 Seesaw
promptly	raised	his	hand,	and	Miss	Dearborn	indicated	a	weary	affirmative.
"What	is	the	matter	with	you,	Rebecca?"	she	asked.
"I	had	salt	mackerel	for	breakfast,"	answered	Rebecca.



There	 seemed	 nothing	 humorous	 about	 this	 reply,	 which	 was	 merely	 the
statement	 of	 a	 fact,	 but	 an	 irrepressible	 titter	 ran	 through	 the	 school.	 Miss
Dearborn	did	not	 enjoy	 jokes	neither	made	nor	understood	by	herself,	 and	her
face	flushed.
"I	think	you	had	better	stand	by	the	pail	for	five	minutes,	Rebecca;	it	may	help

you	to	control	your	thirst."
Rebecca's	heart	fluttered.	She	to	stand	in	the	corner	by	the	water	pail	and	be

stared	at	by	all	the	scholars!	She	unconsciously	made	a	gesture	of	angry	dissent
and	moved	a	step	nearer	her	seat,	but	was	arrested	by	Miss	Dearborn's	command
in	a	still	firmer	voice.
"Stand	 by	 the	 pail,	 Rebecca!	 Samuel,	 how	many	 times	 have	 you	 asked	 for

water	to-day?"
"This	is	the	f-f-fourth."
"Don't	 touch	 the	 dipper,	 please.	The	 school	 has	 done	 nothing	 but	 drink	 this

afternoon;	 it	 has	had	no	 time	whatever	 to	 study.	 I	 suppose	you	had	 something
salt	for	breakfast,	Samuel?"	queried	Miss	Dearborn	with	sarcasm.
"I	 had	m-m-mackerel,	 j-just	 like	Reb-b-becca."	 (Irrepressible	 giggles	 by	 the

school.)
"I	judged	so.	Stand	by	the	other	side	of	the	pail,	Samuel."
Rebecca's	 head	was	 bowed	with	 shame	 and	wrath.	 Life	 looked	 too	 black	 a

thing	 to	 be	 endured.	 The	 punishment	 was	 bad	 enough,	 but	 to	 be	 coupled	 in
correction	with	Seesaw	Simpson	was	beyond	human	endurance.
Singing	was	the	last	exercise	in	the	afternoon,	and	Minnie	Smellie	chose	Shall

we	Gather	at	the	River?	It	was	a	baleful	choice	and	seemed	to	hold	some	secret
and	subtle	association	with	the	situation	and	general	progress	of	events;	or	at	any
rate	 there	 was	 apparently	 some	 obscure	 reason	 for	 the	 energy	 and	 vim	 with
which	the	scholars	shouted	the	choral	invitation	again	and	again:—

"Shall	we	gather	at	the	river,
The	beautiful,	the	beautiful	river?"

Miss	Dearborn	 stole	 a	 look	 at	Rebecca's	 bent	head	 and	was	 frightened.	The
child's	face	was	pale	save	for	two	red	spots	glowing	on	her	cheeks.	Tears	hung
on	 her	 lashes;	 her	 breath	 came	 and	 went	 quickly,	 and	 the	 hand	 that	 held	 her
pocket	handkerchief	trembled	like	a	leaf.
"You	may	go	to	your	seat,	Rebecca,"	said	Miss	Dearborn	at	the	end	of	the	first

song.	"Samuel,	stay	where	you	are	till	the	close	of	school.	And	let	me	tell	you,
scholars,	that	I	asked	Rebecca	to	stand	by	the	pail	only	to	break	up	this	habit	of
incessant	drinking,	which	is	nothing	but	empty-mindedness	and	desire	to	walk	to



and	 fro	 over	 the	 floor.	 Every	 time	 Rebecca	 has	 asked	 for	 a	 drink	 to-day	 the
whole	school	has	gone	 to	 the	pail	one	after	another.	She	 is	 really	 thirsty,	and	I
dare	 say	 I	 ought	 to	 have	 punished	 you	 for	 following	 her	 example,	 not	 her	 for
setting	it.	What	shall	we	sing	now,	Alice?"
"The	Old	Oaken	Bucket,	please."
"Think	 of	 something	 dry,	 Alice,	 and	 change	 the	 subject.	 Yes,	 The	 Star

Spangled	Banner	if	you	like,	or	anything	else."
Rebecca	sank	into	her	seat	and	pulled	 the	singing	book	from	her	desk.	Miss

Dearborn's	public	explanation	had	shifted	some	of	the	weight	from	her	heart,	and
she	felt	a	trifle	raised	in	her	self-esteem.
Under	cover	of	the	general	relaxation	of	singing,	votive	offerings	of	respectful

sympathy	 began	 to	 make	 their	 appearance	 at	 her	 shrine.	 Living	 Perkins,	 who
could	not	sing,	dropped	a	piece	of	maple	sugar	in	her	lap	as	he	passed	her	on	his
way	 to	 the	 blackboard	 to	 draw	 the	 map	 of	 Maine.	 Alice	 Robinson	 rolled	 a
perfectly	new	slate	pencil	over	the	floor	with	her	foot	until	it	reached	Rebecca's
place,	while	 her	 seat-mate,	 Emma	 Jane,	 had	made	 up	 a	 little	mound	 of	 paper
balls	and	labeled	them	"Bullets	for	you	know	who."
Altogether	 existence	 grew	 brighter,	 and	 when	 she	 was	 left	 alone	 with	 the

teacher	for	her	grammar	lesson	she	had	nearly	recovered	her	equanimity,	which
was	more	than	Miss	Dearborn	had.	The	last	clattering	foot	had	echoed	through
the	 hall,	 Seesaw's	 backward	 glance	 of	 penitence	 had	 been	 met	 and	 answered
defiantly	by	one	of	cold	disdain.
"Rebecca,	I	am	afraid	I	punished	you	more	than	I	meant,"	said	Miss	Dearborn,

who	was	only	eighteen	herself,	and	in	her	year	of	teaching	country	schools	had
never	encountered	a	child	like	Rebecca.
"I	hadn't	missed	a	question	this	whole	day,	nor	whispered	either,"	quavered	the

culprit;	"and	I	don't	think	I	ought	to	be	shamed	just	for	drinking."
"You	started	all	the	others,	or	it	seemed	as	if	you	did.	Whatever	you	do	they

all	do,	whether	you	laugh,	or	miss,	or	write	notes,	or	ask	to	leave	the	room,	or
drink;	and	it	must	be	stopped."
"Sam	 Simpson	 is	 a	 copycoat!"	 stormed	 Rebecca	 "I	 wouldn't	 have	 minded

standing	 in	 the	 corner	 alone—that	 is,	 not	 so	 very	 much;	 but	 I	 couldn't	 bear
standing	with	him."
"I	saw	that	you	couldn't,	and	that's	the	reason	I	told	you	to	take	your	seat,	and

left	him	in	the	corner.	Remember	that	you	are	a	stranger	in	the	place,	and	they
take	more	 notice	 of	what	 you	 do,	 so	 you	must	 be	 careful.	Now	 let's	 have	 our
conjugations.	Give	me	the	verb	'to	be,'	potential	mood,	past	perfect	tense."

"I	might	have	been																					"We	might	have	been



Thou	mightst	have	been															You	might	have	been
He	might	have	been																					They	might	have	been."

"Give	me	an	example,	please."

"I	might	have	been	glad
Thou	mightst	have	been	glad
He,	she,	or	it	might	have	been	glad."

"'He'	or	'she'	might	have	been	glad	because	they	are	masculine	and	feminine,
but	 could	 'it'	 have	 been	 glad?"	 asked	 Miss	 Dearborn,	 who	 was	 very	 fond	 of
splitting	hairs.
"Why	not?"	asked	Rebecca
"Because	'it'	is	neuter	gender."
"Couldn't	we	say,	'The	kitten	might	have	been	glad	if	it	had	known	it	was	not

going	to	be	drowned'?"
"Ye—es,"	 Miss	 Dearborn	 answered	 hesitatingly,	 never	 very	 sure	 of	 herself

under	Rebecca's	fire;	"but	though	we	often	speak	of	a	baby,	a	chicken,	or	a	kitten
as	'it,'	they	are	really	masculine	or	feminine	gender,	not	neuter."
Rebecca	reflected	a	long	moment	and	then	asked,	"Is	a	hollyhock	neuter?"
"Oh	yes,	of	course	it	is,	Rebecca"
"Well,	couldn't	we	say,	 'The	hollyhock	might	have	been	glad	to	see	 the	rain,

but	 there	was	 a	weak	 little	 hollyhock	 bud	 growing	 out	 of	 its	 stalk	 and	 it	was
afraid	 that	 that	might	 be	 hurt	 by	 the	 storm;	 so	 the	 big	 hollyhock	was	 kind	 of
afraid,	instead	of	being	real	glad'?"
Miss	 Dearborn	 looked	 puzzled	 as	 she	 answered,	 "Of	 course,	 Rebecca,

hollyhocks	could	not	be	sorry,	or	glad,	or	afraid,	really."
"We	can't	tell,	I	s'pose,"	replied	the	child;	"but	I	think	they	are,	anyway.	Now

what	shall	I	say?"
"The	subjunctive	mood,	past	perfect	tense	of	the	verb	'to	know.'"

"If	I	had	known													"If	we	had	known
If	thou	hadst	known								If	you	had	known
If	he	had	known													If	they	had	known.

"Oh,	it	 is	 the	saddest	 tense,"	sighed	Rebecca	with	a	little	break	in	her	voice;
"nothing	but	IFS,	IFS,	IFS!	And	it	makes	you	feel	that	if	they	only	HAD	known,
things	might	have	been	better!"
Miss	Dearborn	had	not	thought	of	it	before,	but	on	reflection	she	believed	the



subjunctive	mood	was	a	"sad"	one	and	"if"	rather	a	sorry	"part	of	speech."
"Give	me	some	more	examples	of	the	subjunctive,	Rebecca,	and	that	will	do

for	this	afternoon,"	she	said.
"If	 I	 had	 not	 loved	mackerel	 I	 should	 not	 have	 been	 thirsty;"	 said	Rebecca

with	an	April	 smile,	 as	 she	 closed	her	grammar.	 "If	 thou	hadst	 loved	me	 truly
thou	 wouldst	 not	 have	 stood	 me	 up	 in	 the	 corner.	 If	 Samuel	 had	 not	 loved
wickedness	he	would	not	have	followed	me	to	the	water	pail."
"And	if	Rebecca	had	loved	the	rules	of	the	school	she	would	have	controlled

her	thirst,"	finished	Miss	Dearborn	with	a	kiss,	and	the	two	parted	friends.



Chapter		6
Sunshine	in	a	shady	place
The	 little	 schoolhouse	 on	 the	 hill	 had	 its	 moments	 of	 triumph	 as	 well	 as	 its
scenes	 of	 tribulation,	 but	 it	was	 fortunate	 that	Rebecca	 had	her	 books	 and	her
new	acquaintances	to	keep	her	interested	and	occupied,	or	life	would	have	gone
heavily	 with	 her	 that	 first	 summer	 in	 Riverboro.	 She	 tried	 to	 like	 her	 aunt
Miranda	(the	 idea	of	 loving	her	had	been	given	up	at	 the	moment	of	meeting),
but	failed	ignominiously	in	the	attempt.	She	was	a	very	faulty	and	passionately
human	child,	with	no	aspirations	 towards	being	an	angel	of	 the	house,	but	 she
had	 a	 sense	 of	 duty	 and	 a	 desire	 to	 be	 good,—respectably,	 decently	 good.
Whenever	she	fell	below	this	self-imposed	standard	she	was	miserable.	She	did
not	like	to	be	under	her	aunt's	roof,	eating	bread,	wearing	clothes,	and	studying
books	 provided	 by	 her,	 and	 dislike	 her	 so	 heartily	 all	 the	 time.	 She	 felt
instinctively	that	this	was	wrong	and	mean,	and	whenever	the	feeling	of	remorse
was	strong	within	her	she	made	a	desperate	effort	to	please	her	grim	and	difficult
relative.	 But	 how	 could	 she	 succeed	 when	 she	 was	 never	 herself	 in	 her	 aunt
Miranda's	 presence?	The	 searching	 look	of	 the	 eyes,	 the	 sharp	 voice,	 the	 hard
knotty	 fingers,	 the	 thin	 straight	 lips,	 the	 long	 silences,	 the	 "front-piece"	 that
didn't	match	her	hair,	the	very	obvious	"parting"	that	seemed	sewed	in	with	linen
thread	 on	 black	 net,—there	 was	 not	 a	 single	 item	 that	 appealed	 to	 Rebecca.
There	are	certain	narrow,	unimaginative,	and	autocratic	old	people	who	seem	to
call	out	the	most	mischievous,	and	sometimes	the	worst	traits	in	children.	Miss
Miranda,	 had	 she	 lived	 in	 a	 populous	 neighborhood,	 would	 have	 had	 her
doorbell	 pulled,	 her	 gate	 tied	 up,	 or	 "dirt	 traps"	 set	 in	 her	 garden	 paths.	 The
Simpson	 twins	 stood	 in	 such	 awe	 of	 her	 that	 they	 could	 not	 be	 persuaded	 to
come	 to	 the	 side	 door	 even	 when	Miss	 Jane	 held	 gingerbread	 cookies	 in	 her
outstretched	hands.
It	is	needless	to	say	that	Rebecca	irritated	her	aunt	with	every	breath	she	drew.

She	continually	forgot	and	started	up	the	front	stairs	because	it	was	the	shortest
route	to	her	bedroom;	she	left	the	dipper	on	the	kitchen	shelf	instead	of	hanging
it	up	over	the	pail;	she	sat	in	the	chair	the	cat	liked	best;	she	was	willing	to	go	on
errands,	but	often	forgot	what	she	was	sent	for;	she	left	the	screen	doors	ajar,	so
that	flies	came	in;	her	tongue	was	ever	in	motion;	she	sang	or	whistled	when	she



was	 picking	 up	 chips;	 she	 was	 always	messing	 with	 flowers,	 putting	 them	 in
vases,	pinning	them	on	her	dress,	and	sticking	them	in	her	hat;	finally	she	was	an
everlasting	reminder	of	her	foolish,	worthless	father,	whose	handsome	face	and
engaging	manner	had	so	deceived	Aurelia,	and	perhaps,	if	the	facts	were	known,
others	 besides	 Aurelia.	 The	 Randalls	 were	 aliens.	 They	 had	 not	 been	 born	 in
Riverboro	 nor	 even	 in	 York	 County.	 Miranda	 would	 have	 allowed,	 on
compulsion,	 that	 in	 the	 nature	 of	 things	 a	 large	 number	 of	 persons	 must
necessarily	be	born	outside	this	sacred	precinct;	but	she	had	her	opinion	of	them,
and	it	was	not	a	flattering	one.	Now	if	Hannah	had	come—Hannah	took	after	the
other	 side	 of	 the	 house;	 she	was	 "all	 Sawyer."	 (Poor	 Hannah!	 that	 was	 true!)
Hannah	 spoke	 only	 when	 spoken	 to,	 instead	 of	 first,	 last,	 and	 all	 the	 time;
Hannah	at	fourteen	was	a	member	of	the	church;	Hannah	liked	to	knit;	Hannah
was,	probably,	or	would	have	been,	a	pattern	of	all	the	smaller	virtues;	instead	of
which	here	was	this	black-haired	gypsy,	with	eyes	as	big	as	cartwheels,	installed
as	a	member	of	the	household.
What	sunshine	in	a	shady	place	was	aunt	Jane	to	Rebecca!	Aunt	Jane	with	her

quiet	 voice,	 her	 understanding	 eyes,	 her	 ready	 excuses,	 in	 these	 first	 difficult
weeks,	 when	 the	 impulsive	 little	 stranger	 was	 trying	 to	 settle	 down	 into	 the
"brick	house	ways."	She	did	learn	them,	in	part,	and	by	degrees,	and	the	constant
fitting	of	herself	to	these	new	and	difficult	standards	of	conduct	seemed	to	make
her	older	than	ever	for	her	years.
The	child	took	her	sewing	and	sat	beside	aunt	Jane	in	the	kitchen	while	aunt

Miranda	had	the	post	of	observation	at	the	sitting-room	window.	Sometimes	they
would	work	 on	 the	 side	 porch	where	 the	 clematis	 and	woodbine	 shaded	 them
from	the	hot	sun.	To	Rebecca	the	lengths	of	brown	gingham	were	interminable.
She	made	hard	work	of	sewing,	broke	the	thread,	dropped	her	 thimble	into	 the
syringa	 bushes,	 pricked	 her	 finger,	 wiped	 the	 perspiration	 from	 her	 forehead,
could	 not	match	 the	 checks,	 puckered	 the	 seams.	 She	 polished	 her	 needles	 to
nothing,	 pushing	 them	 in	 and	 out	 of	 the	 emery	 strawberry,	 but	 they	 always
squeaked.	Still	aunt	Jane's	patience	held	good,	and	some	small	measure	of	skill
was	 creeping	 into	Rebecca's	 fingers,	 fingers	 that	 held	 pencil,	 paint	 brush,	 and
pen	so	cleverly	and	were	so	clumsy	with	the	dainty	little	needle.
When	the	first	brown	gingham	frock	was	completed,	the	child	seized	what	she

thought	 an	 opportune	moment	 and	 asked	 her	 aunt	Miranda	 if	 she	might	 have
another	color	for	the	next	one.
"I	bought	a	whole	piece	of	the	brown,"	said	Miranda	laconically.	"That'll	give

you	 two	more	dresses,	with	plenty	 for	new	sleeves,	and	 to	patch	and	 let	down
with,	an'	be	more	economical."
"I	know.	But	Mr.	Watson	says	he'll	 take	back	part	of	it,	and	let	us	have	pink



and	blue	for	the	same	price."
"Did	you	ask	him?"
"Yes'm."
"It	was	none	o'	your	business."
"I	was	helping	Emma	Jane	choose	aprons,	and	didn't	think	you'd	mind	which

color	I	had.	Pink	keeps	clean	just	as	nice	as	brown,	and	Mr.	Watson	says	it'll	boil
without	fading."
"Mr.	 Watson	 's	 a	 splendid	 judge	 of	 washing,	 I	 guess.	 I	 don't	 approve	 of

children	 being	 rigged	 out	 in	 fancy	 colors,	 but	 I'll	 see	 what	 your	 aunt	 Jane
thinks."
"I	 think	 it	 would	 be	 all	 right	 to	 let	 Rebecca	 have	 one	 pink	 and	 one	 blue

gingham,"	said	Jane.	"A	child	gets	tired	of	sewing	on	one	color.	It's	only	natural
she	 should	 long	 for	 a	 change;	 besides	 she'd	 look	 like	 a	 charity	 child	 always
wearing	 the	 same	brown	with	 a	white	 apron.	And	 it's	 dreadful	 unbecoming	 to
her!"
"'Handsome	is	as	handsome	does,'	say	I.	Rebecca	never'll	come	to	grief	along

of	her	beauty,	that's	certain,	and	there's	no	use	in	humoring	her	to	think	about	her
looks.	I	believe	she's	vain	as	a	peacock	now,	without	anything	to	be	vain	of."
"She's	 young	 and	 attracted	 to	 bright	 things—that's	 all.	 I	 remember	 well

enough	how	I	felt	at	her	age."
"You	was	considerable	of	a	fool	at	her	age,	Jane."
"Yes,	I	was,	thank	the	Lord!	I	only	wish	I'd	known	how	to	take	a	little	of	my

foolishness	along	with	me,	as	some	folks	do,	to	brighten	my	declining	years."
There	finally	was	a	pink	gingham,	and	when	it	was	nicely	finished,	aunt	Jane

gave	 Rebecca	 a	 delightful	 surprise.	 She	 showed	 her	 how	 to	 make	 a	 pretty
trimming	of	narrow	white	linen	tape,	by	folding	it	in	pointed	shapes	and	sewing
it	down	very	flat	with	neat	little	stitches.
"It'll	be	good	fancy	work	for	you,	Rebecca;	for	your	aunt	Miranda	won't	like

to	see	you	always	reading	in	the	long	winter	evenings.	Now	if	you	think	you	can
baste	 two	 rows	 of	white	 tape	 round	 the	 bottom	of	 your	 pink	 skirt	 and	 keep	 it
straight	by	the	checks,	I'll	stitch	them	on	for	you	and	trim	the	waist	and	sleeves
with	pointed	tape-trimming,	so	the	dress'll	be	real	pretty	for	second	best."
Rebecca's	joy	knew	no	bounds.	"I'll	baste	like	a	house	afire!"	she	exclaimed.

"It's	a	thousand	yards	round	that	skirt,	as	well	I	know,	having	hemmed	it;	but	I
could	sew	pretty	trimming	on	if	it	was	from	here	to	Milltown.	Oh!	do	you	think
aunt	Mirandy'll	ever	let	me	go	to	Milltown	with	Mr.	Cobb?	He's	asked	me	again,
you	know;	but	one	Saturday	I	had	to	pick	strawberries,	and	another	it	rained,	and
I	don't	think	she	really	approves	of	my	going.	It's	TWENTY-NINE	minutes	past
four,	aunt	Jane,	and	Alice	Robinson	has	been	sitting	under	the	currant	bushes	for



a	long	time	waiting	for	me.	Can	I	go	and	play?"
"Yes,	you	may	go,	and	you'd	better	run	as	far	as	you	can	out	behind	the	barn,

so	 't	your	noise	won't	distract	your	aunt	Mirandy.	I	see	Susan	Simpson	and	the
twins	and	Emma	Jane	Perkins	hiding	behind	the	fence."
Rebecca	leaped	off	the	porch,	snatched	Alice	Robinson	from	under	the	currant

bushes,	 and,	 what	 was	 much	 more	 difficult,	 succeeded,	 by	 means	 of	 a
complicated	 system	of	 signals,	 in	 getting	Emma	 Jane	 away	 from	 the	 Simpson
party	and	giving	them	the	slip	altogether.	They	were	much	too	small	for	certain
pleasurable	 activities	 planned	 for	 that	 afternoon;	 but	 they	 were	 not	 to	 be
despised,	 for	 they	 had	 the	 most	 fascinating	 dooryard	 in	 the	 village.	 In	 it,	 in
bewildering	confusion,	were	old	sleighs,	pungs,	horse	rakes,	hogsheads,	settees
without	backs,	bed-steads	without	heads,	in	all	stages	of	disability,	and	never	the
same	 on	 two	 consecutive	 days.	Mrs.	 Simpson	was	 seldom	 at	 home,	 and	 even
when	she	was,	had	little	concern	as	to	what	happened	on	the	premises.	A	favorite
diversion	 was	 to	 make	 the	 house	 into	 a	 fort,	 gallantly	 held	 by	 a	 handful	 of
American	soldiers	against	a	besieging	force	of	the	British	army.	Great	care	was
used	 in	apportioning	 the	parts,	 for	 there	was	no	disposition	 to	 let	anybody	win
but	 the	Americans.	Seesaw	Simpson	was	usually	made	commander-in-chief	of
the	 British	 army,	 and	 a	 limp	 and	 uncertain	 one	 he	 was,	 capable,	 with	 his
contradictory	 orders	 and	 his	 fondness	 for	 the	 extreme	 rear,	 of	 leading	 any
regiment	 to	an	inglorious	death.	Sometimes	the	long-suffering	house	was	a	 log
hut,	 and	 the	 brave	 settlers	 defeated	 a	 band	 of	 hostile	 Indians,	 or	 occasionally
were	massacred	by	them;	but	in	either	case	the	Simpson	house	looked,	to	quote	a
Riverboro	expression,	"as	if	the	devil	had	been	having	an	auction	in	it."
Next	to	this	uncommonly	interesting	playground,	as	a	field	of	action,	came,	in

the	children's	opinion,	the	"secret	spot."	There	was	a	velvety	stretch	of	ground	in
the	Sawyer	pasture	which	was	full	of	fascinating	hollows	and	hillocks,	as	well	as
verdant	levels,	on	which	to	build	houses.	A	group	of	trees	concealed	it	somewhat
from	 view	 and	 flung	 a	 grateful	 shade	 over	 the	 dwellings	 erected	 there.	 It	 had
been	hard	though	sweet	labor	to	take	armfuls	of	"stickins"	and	"cutrounds"	from
the	mill	to	this	secluded	spot,	and	that	it	had	been	done	mostly	after	supper	in	the
dusk	 of	 the	 evenings	 gave	 it	 a	 still	 greater	 flavor.	 Here	 in	 soap	 boxes	 hidden
among	the	trees	were	stored	all	their	treasures:	wee	baskets	and	plates	and	cups
made	 of	 burdock	 balls,	 bits	 of	 broken	 china	 for	 parties,	 dolls,	 soon	 to	 be
outgrown,	but	serving	well	as	characters	in	all	sorts	of	romances	enacted	there,
—deaths,	 funerals,	weddings,	christenings.	A	tall,	square	house	of	stickins	was
to	 be	 built	 round	Rebecca	 this	 afternoon,	 and	 she	was	 to	 be	Charlotte	Corday
leaning	against	the	bars	of	her	prison.
It	was	a	wonderful	experience	standing	inside	the	building	with	Emma	Jane's



apron	wound	 about	 her	 hair;	wonderful	 to	 feel	 that	when	 she	 leaned	 her	 head
against	 the	bars	 they	seemed	to	 turn	 to	cold	 iron;	 that	her	eyes	were	no	 longer
Rebecca	Randall's	but	mirrored	something	of	Charlotte	Corday's	hapless	woe.
"Ain't	 it	 lovely?"	sighed	 the	humble	 twain,	who	had	done	most	of	 the	 labor,

but	who	generously	admired	the	result.
"I	hate	to	have	to	take	it	down,"	said	Alice,	"it's	been	such	a	sight	of	work."
"If	you	think	you	could	move	up	some	stones	and	just	take	off	the	top	rows,	I

could	 step	 out	 over,"	 suggested	Charlotte	Corday.	 "Then	 leave	 the	 stones,	 and
you	two	can	step	down	into	the	prison	to-morrow	and	be	the	two	little	princes	in
the	Tower,	and	I	can	murder	you."
"What	princes?	What	tower?"	asked	Alice	and	Emma	Jane	in	one	breath.	"Tell

us	about	them."
"Not	 now,	 it's	 my	 supper	 time."	 (Rebecca	 was	 a	 somewhat	 firm

disciplinarian.)
"It	 would	 be	 elergant	 being	 murdered	 by	 you,"	 said	 Emma	 Jane	 loyally,

"though	you	are	awful	real	when	you	murder;	or	we	could	have	Elijah	and	Elisha
for	the	princes."
"They'd	yell	when	they	was	murdered,"	objected	Alice;	"you	know	how	silly

they	 are	 at	 plays,	 all	 except	 Clara	 Belle.	 Besides	 if	 we	 once	 show	 them	 this
secret	place,	 they'll	play	 in	 it	 all	 the	 time,	and	perhaps	 they'd	 steal	 things,	 like
their	father."
"They	needn't	steal	just	because	their	father	does,"	argued	Rebecca;	"and	don't

you	ever	talk	about	it	before	them	if	you	want	to	be	my	secret,	partic'lar	friends.
My	mother	 tells	me	never	 to	 say	hard	 things	about	people's	own	 folks	 to	 their
face.	She	says	nobody	can	bear	it,	and	it's	wicked	to	shame	them	for	what	isn't
their	fault.	Remember	Minnie	Smellie!"
Well,	 they	 had	 no	 difficulty	 in	 recalling	 that	 dramatic	 episode,	 for	 it	 had

occurred	only	a	few	days	before;	and	a	version	of	it	that	would	have	melted	the
stoniest	heart	had	been	presented	to	every	girl	in	the	village	by	Minnie	Smellie
herself,	who,	though	it	was	Rebecca	and	not	she	who	came	off	victorious	in	the
bloody	battle	of	words,	nursed	her	resentment	and	intended	to	have	revenge.



Chapter		7
Riverboro	secrets
Mr.	Simpson	spent	little	time	with	his	family,	owing	to	certain	awkward	methods
of	horse-trading,	or	the	"swapping"	of	farm	implements	and	vehicles	of	various
kinds,—operations	 in	which	his	customers	were	never	 long	suited.	After	every
successful	trade	he	generally	passed	a	longer	or	shorter	term	in	jail;	for	when	a
poor	 man	 without	 goods	 or	 chattels	 has	 the	 inveterate	 habit	 of	 swapping,	 it
follows	naturally	 that	he	must	have	something	 to	 swap;	and	having	nothing	of
his	own,	it	follows	still	more	naturally	that	he	must	swap	something	belonging	to
his	neighbors.
Mr.	Simpson	was	absent	from	the	home	circle	for	the	moment	because	he	had

exchanged	the	Widow	Rideout's	sleigh	for	Joseph	Goodwin's	plough.	Goodwin
had	lately	moved	to	North	Edgewood	and	had	never	before	met	the	urbane	and
persuasive	Mr.	 Simpson.	 The	Goodwin	 plough	Mr.	 Simpson	 speedily	 bartered
with	a	man	"over	Wareham	way,"	and	got	in	exchange	for	it	an	old	horse	which
his	owner	did	not	need,	as	he	was	leaving	town	to	visit	his	daughter	for	a	year,
Simpson	 fattened	 the	 aged	 animal,	 keeping	 him	 for	 several	 weeks	 (at	 early
morning	 or	 after	 nightfall)	 in	 one	 neighbor's	 pasture	 after	 another,	 and	 then
exchanged	him	with	a	Milltown	man	for	a	top	buggy.	It	was	at	this	juncture	that
the	Widow	Rideout	missed	her	sleigh	from	the	old	carriage	house.	She	had	not
used	 it	 for	 fifteen	 years	 and	might	 not	 sit	 in	 it	 for	 another	 fifteen,	 but	 it	 was
property,	 and	 she	did	not	 intend	 to	part	with	 it	without	 a	 struggle.	Such	 is	 the
suspicious	nature	 of	 the	village	mind	 that	 the	moment	 she	discovered	her	 loss
her	 thought	at	once	reverted	 to	Abner	Simpson.	So	complicated,	however,	was
the	nature	of	this	particular	business	transaction,	and	so	tortuous	the	paths	of	its
progress	(partly	owing	to	the	complete	disappearance	of	the	owner	of	the	horse,
who	 had	 gone	 to	 the	West	 and	 left	 no	 address),	 that	 it	 took	 the	 sheriff	many
weeks	 to	 prove	Mr.	 Simpson's	 guilt	 to	 the	 town's	 and	 to	 the	Widow	Rideout's
satisfaction.	 Abner	 himself	 avowed	 his	 complete	 innocence,	 and	 told	 the
neighbors	 how	 a	 red-haired	man	with	 a	 hare	 lip	 and	 a	 pepper-and-salt	 suit	 of
clothes	had	called	him	up	one	morning	about	daylight	and	offered	to	swap	him	a
good	sleigh	for	an	old	cider	press	he	had	layin'	out	in	the	dooryard.	The	bargain
was	 struck,	 and	 he,	 Abner,	 had	 paid	 the	 hare-lipped	 stranger	 four	 dollars	 and



seventy-five	cents	 to	boot;	whereupon	 the	mysterious	one	set	down	 the	sleigh,
took	the	press	on	his	cart,	and	vanished	up	the	road,	never	 to	be	seen	or	heard
from	afterwards.
"If	I	could	once	ketch	that	consarned	old	thief,"	exclaimed	Abner	righteously,

"I'd	 make	 him	 dance,—workin'	 off	 a	 stolen	 sleigh	 on	me	 an'	 takin'	 away	my
good	money	an'	cider	press,	to	say	nothin'	o'	my	character!"
"You'll	 never	 ketch	 him,	Ab,"	 responded	 the	 sheriff.	 "He's	 cut	 off	 the	 same

piece	 o'	 goods	 as	 that	 there	 cider	 press	 and	 that	 there	 character	 and	 that	 there
four-seventy-five	o'	yourn;	nobody	ever	see	any	of	'em	but	you,	and	you'll	never
see	'em	again!"
Mrs.	 Simpson,	who	was	 decidedly	Abner's	 better	 half,	 took	 in	washing	 and

went	out	to	do	days'	cleaning,	and	the	town	helped	in	the	feeding	and	clothing	of
the	children.	George,	a	lanky	boy	of	fourteen,	did	chores	on	neighboring	farms,
and	 the	others,	Samuel,	Clara	Belle,	Susan,	Elijah,	and	Elisha,	went	 to	 school,
when	sufficiently	clothed	and	not	otherwise	more	pleasantly	engaged.
There	 were	 no	 secrets	 in	 the	 villages	 that	 lay	 along	 the	 banks	 of	 Pleasant

River.	 There	 were	 many	 hard-working	 people	 among	 the	 inhabitants,	 but	 life
wore	 away	 so	quietly	 and	 slowly	 that	 there	was	 a	good	deal	of	 spare	 time	 for
conversation,—under	the	trees	at	noon	in	the	hayfield;	hanging	over	the	bridge
at	 nightfall;	 seated	 about	 the	 stove	 in	 the	 village	 store	 of	 an	 evening.	 These
meeting-places	 furnished	 ample	ground	 for	 the	discussion	of	 current	 events	 as
viewed	by	 the	masculine	eye,	while	 choir	 rehearsals,	 sewing	 societies,	 reading
circles,	 church	 picnics,	 and	 the	 like,	 gave	 opportunity	 for	 the	 expression	 of
feminine	opinion.	All	 this	was	taken	very	much	for	granted,	as	a	rule,	but	now
and	then	some	supersensitive	person	made	violent	objections	to	it,	as	a	theory	of
life.
Delia	Weeks,	for	example,	was	a	maiden	lady	who	did	dressmaking	in	a	small

way;	 she	 fell	 ill,	 and	 although	 attended	 by	 all	 the	 physicians	 in	 the
neighborhood,	was	sinking	slowly	 into	a	decline	when	her	cousin	Cyrus	asked
her	to	come	and	keep	house	for	him	in	Lewiston.	She	went,	and	in	a	year	grew
into	 a	 robust,	 hearty,	 cheerful	woman.	Returning	 to	Riverboro	on	 a	brief	 visit,
she	was	asked	if	she	meant	to	end	her	days	away	from	home.
"I	 do	 most	 certainly,	 if	 I	 can	 get	 any	 other	 place	 to	 stay,"	 she	 responded

candidly.	"I	was	bein'	worn	to	a	shadder	here,	tryin'	to	keep	my	little	secrets	to
myself,	an'	never	succeedin'.	First	they	had	it	I	wanted	to	marry	the	minister,	and
when	he	took	a	wife	in	Standish	I	was	known	to	be	disappointed.	Then	for	five
or	six	years	they	suspicioned	I	was	tryin'	for	a	place	to	teach	school,	and	when	I
gave	up	hope,	an'	took	to	dressmakin',	they	pitied	me	and	sympathized	with	me
for	 that.	When	father	died	I	was	bound	I'd	never	 let	anybody	know	how	I	was



left,	for	that	spites	'em	worse	than	anything	else;	but	there's	ways	o'	findin'	out,
an'	they	found	out,	hard	as	I	fought	'em!	Then	there	was	my	brother	James	that
went	to	Arizona	when	he	was	sixteen.	I	gave	good	news	of	him	for	thirty	years
runnin',	but	aunt	Achsy	Tarbox	had	a	ferretin'	cousin	that	went	out	to	Tombstone
for	 her	 health,	 and	 she	 wrote	 to	 a	 postmaster,	 or	 to	 some	 kind	 of	 a	 town
authority,	and	found	Jim	and	wrote	back	aunt	Achsy	all	about	him	and	just	how
unfortunate	he'd	been.	They	knew	when	I	had	my	teeth	out	and	a	new	set	made;
they	knew	when	I	put	on	a	false	front-piece;	 they	knew	when	the	fruit	peddler
asked	me	to	be	his	 third	wife—I	never	 told	 'em,	an'	you	can	be	sure	HE	never
did,	but	 they	don't	NEED	to	be	told	in	this	village;	 they	have	nothin'	 to	do	but
guess,	an'	they'll	guess	right	every	time.	I	was	all	tuckered	out	tryin'	to	mislead
'em	and	deceive	 'em	and	sidetrack	 'em;	but	 the	minute	I	got	where	I	wa'n't	put
under	a	microscope	by	day	an'	a	telescope	by	night	and	had	myself	TO	myself
without	sayin'	 'By	your	leave,'	I	begun	to	pick	up.	Cousin	Cyrus	is	an	old	man
an'	consid'able	trouble,	but	he	thinks	my	teeth	are	handsome	an'	says	I've	got	a
splendid	 suit	 of	 hair.	 There	 ain't	 a	 person	 in	 Lewiston	 that	 knows	 about	 the
minister,	or	 father's	will,	or	Jim's	doin's,	or	 the	fruit	peddler;	an'	 if	 they	should
find	out,	they	wouldn't	care,	an'	they	couldn't	remember;	for	Lewiston	's	a	busy
place,	thanks	be!"
Miss	Delia	Weeks	may	have	exaggerated	matters	somewhat,	but	it	 is	easy	to

imagine	 that	Rebecca	as	well	as	all	 the	other	Riverboro	children	had	heard	 the
particulars	 of	 the	 Widow	 Rideout's	 missing	 sleigh	 and	 Abner	 Simpson's
supposed	connection	with	it.
There	is	not	an	excess	of	delicacy	or	chivalry	in	the	ordinary	country	school,

and	several	choice	conundrums	and	bits	of	verse	dealing	with	the	Simpson	affair
were	bandied	about	among	the	scholars,	uttered	always,	be	it	said	to	their	credit,
in	undertones,	and	when	the	Simpson	children	were	not	in	the	group.
Rebecca	Randall	was	of	precisely	the	same	stock,	and	had	had	much	the	same

associations	as	her	schoolmates,	so	one	can	hardly	say	why	she	so	hated	mean
gossip	and	so	instinctively	held	herself	aloof	from	it.
Among	 the	Riverboro	girls	 of	her	own	age	was	 a	 certain	 excellently	named

Minnie	Smellie,	who	was	anything	but	a	general	favorite.	She	was	a	ferret-eyed,
blond-haired,	spindle-legged	little	creature	whose	mind	was	a	cross	between	that
of	a	parrot	and	a	sheep.	She	was	suspected	of	copying	answers	from	other	girls'
slates,	although	she	had	never	been	caught	in	the	act.	Rebecca	and	Emma	Jane
always	knew	when	 she	had	brought	 a	 tart	 or	 a	 triangle	 of	 layer	 cake	with	 her
school	luncheon,	because	on	those	days	she	forsook	the	cheerful	society	of	her
mates	 and	 sought	 a	 safe	 solitude	 in	 the	 woods,	 returning	 after	 a	 time	 with	 a
jocund	smile	on	her	smug	face.



After	one	of	 these	private	 luncheons	Rebecca	had	been	 tempted	beyond	her
strength,	and	when	Minnie	took	her	seat	among	them	asked,	"Is	your	headache
better,	Minnie?	Let	me	wipe	off	that	strawberry	jam	over	your	mouth."
There	 was	 no	 jam	 there	 as	 a	 matter	 of	 fact,	 but	 the	 guilty	 Minnie's

handkerchief	went	to	her	crimson	face	in	a	flash.
Rebecca	confessed	to	Emma	Jane	that	same	afternoon	that	she	felt	ashamed	of

her	prank.	"I	do	hate	her	ways,"	she	exclaimed,	"but	I'm	sorry	I	let	her	know	we
'spected	her;	and	so	to	make	up,	I	gave	her	that	little	piece	of	broken	coral	I	keep
in	my	bead	purse;	you	know	the	one?"
"It	 don't	 hardly	 seem	 as	 if	 she	 deserved	 that,	 and	 her	 so	 greedy,"	 remarked

Emma	Jane.
"I	know	it,	but	it	makes	me	feel	better,"	said	Rebecca	largely;	"and	then	I've

had	it	two	years,	and	it's	broken	so	it	wouldn't	ever	be	any	real	good,	beautiful	as
it	is	to	look	at."
The	 coral	 had	 partly	 served	 its	 purpose	 as	 a	 reconciling	 bond,	 when	 one

afternoon	Rebecca,	who	had	stayed	after	school	for	her	grammar	lesson	as	usual,
was	 returning	 home	 by	way	 of	 the	 short	 cut.	 Far	 ahead,	 beyond	 the	 bars,	 she
espied	the	Simpson	children	just	entering	the	woodsy	bit.	Seesaw	was	not	with
them,	 so	 she	hastened	her	 steps	 in	order	 to	 secure	 company	on	her	 homeward
walk.	They	were	speedily	lost	to	view,	but	when	she	had	almost	overtaken	them
she	heard,	 in	 the	 trees	beyond,	Minnie	Smellie's	voice	 lifted	high	 in	 song,	and
the	sound	of	a	child's	sobbing.	Clara	Belle,	Susan,	and	 the	 twins	were	running
along	the	path,	and	Minnie	was	dancing	up	and	down,	shrieking:—

"'What	made	the	sleigh	love	Simpson	so?'
			The	eager	children	cried;
'Why	Simpson	loved	the	sleigh,	you	know,'
			The	teacher	quick	replied."

The	 last	 glimpse	 of	 the	 routed	 Simpson	 tribe,	 and	 the	 last	 Rutter	 of	 their
tattered	garments,	disappeared	 in	 the	dim	distance.	The	 fall	of	one	small	 stone
cast	by	the	valiant	Elijah,	known	as	"the	fighting	twin,"	did	break	the	stillness	of
the	woods	for	a	moment,	but	it	did	not	come	within	a	hundred	yards	of	Minnie,
who	 shouted	 "Jail	 Birds"	 at	 the	 top	 of	 her	 lungs	 and	 then	 turned,	 with	 an
agreeable	feeling	of	excitement,	to	meet	Rebecca,	standing	perfectly	still	in	the
path,	with	a	day	of	reckoning	plainly	set	forth	in	her	blazing	eyes.
Minnie's	face	was	not	pleasant	to	see,	for	a	coward	detected	at	the	moment	of

wrongdoing	is	not	an	object	of	delight.
"Minnie	 Smellie,	 if	 ever—I—catch—you—singing—that—to	 the	 Simpsons



again—do	 you	 know	 what	 I'll	 do?"	 asked	 Rebecca	 in	 a	 tone	 of	 concentrated
rage.
"I	don't	know	and	I	don't	care,"	said	Minnie	jauntily,	though	her	looks	belied

her.
"I'll	 take	 that	 piece	 of	 coral	 away	 from	 you,	 and	 I	 THINK	 I	 shall	 slap	 you

besides!"
"You	wouldn't	darst,"	retorted	Minnie.	"If	you	do,	I'll	tell	my	mother	and	the

teacher,	so	there!"
"I	don't	care	if	you	tell	your	mother,	my	mother,	and	all	your	relations,	and	the

president,"	said	Rebecca,	gaining	courage	as	the	noble	words	fell	from	her	lips.
"I	don't	care	if	you	tell	 the	town,	 the	whole	of	York	county,	 the	state	of	Maine
and—and	 the	 nation!"	 she	 finished	 grandiloquently.	 "Now	 you	 run	 home	 and
remember	what	I	say.	If	you	do	it	again,	and	especially	if	you	say	'Jail	Birds,'	if	I
think	it's	right	and	my	duty,	I	shall	punish	you	somehow."
The	 next	 morning	 at	 recess	 Rebecca	 observed	Minnie	 telling	 the	 tale	 with

variations	 to	 Huldah	 Meserve.	 "She	 THREATENED	 me,"	 whispered	 Minnie,
"but	I	never	believe	a	word	she	says."
The	latter	remark	was	spoken	with	the	direct	intention	of	being	overheard,	for

Minnie	had	spasms	of	bravery,	when	well	surrounded	by	the	machinery	of	 law
and	order.
As	Rebecca	went	back	to	her	seat	she	asked	Miss	Dearborn	if	she	might	pass	a

note	to	Minnie	Smellie	and	received	permission.	This	was	the	note:—
Of	 all	 the	 girls	 that	 are	 so	mean	There's	 none	 like	Minnie	 Smellie.	 I'll	 take

away	the	gift	I	gave	And	pound	her	into	jelly.	

P.	S.	Now	do	you	believe	me?	

R.	Randall.
The	 effect	 of	 this	 piece	 of	 doggerel	 was	 entirely	 convincing,	 and	 for	 days

afterwards	whenever	Minnie	met	the	Simpsons	even	a	mile	from	the	brick	house
she	shuddered	and	held	her	peace.



Chapter		8
Color	of	rose
On	 the	 very	 next	 Friday	 after	 this	 "dreadfullest	 fight	 that	 ever	 was	 seen,"	 as
Bunyan	 says	 in	 Pilgrim's	 Progress,	 there	 were	 great	 doings	 in	 the	 little
schoolhouse	 on	 the	 hill.	 Friday	 afternoon	 was	 always	 the	 time	 chosen	 for
dialogues,	songs,	and	recitations,	but	it	cannot	be	stated	that	it	was	a	gala	day	in
any	true	sense	of	the	word.	Most	of	the	children	hated	"speaking	pieces;"	hated
the	burden	of	learning	them,	dreaded	the	danger	of	breaking	down	in	them.	Miss
Dearborn	commonly	went	home	with	a	headache,	and	never	left	her	bed	during
the	rest	of	the	afternoon	or	evening;	and	the	casual	female	parent	who	attended
the	 exercises	 sat	 on	 a	 front	 bench	 with	 beads	 of	 cold	 sweat	 on	 her	 forehead,
listening	 to	 the	 all-too-familiar	 halts	 and	 stammers.	 Sometimes	 a	 bellowing
infant	 who	 had	 clean	 forgotten	 his	 verse	 would	 cast	 himself	 bodily	 on	 the
maternal	 bosom	 and	 be	 borne	 out	 into	 the	 open	 air,	where	 he	was	 sometimes
kissed	and	occasionally	spanked;	but	in	any	case	the	failure	added	an	extra	dash
of	 gloom	 and	 dread	 to	 the	 occasion.	 The	 advent	 of	 Rebecca	 had	 somehow
infused	a	new	spirit	into	these	hitherto	terrible	afternoons.	She	had	taught	Elijah
and	 Elisha	 Simpson	 so	 that	 they	 recited	 three	 verses	 of	 something	 with	 such
comical	effect	that	they	delighted	themselves,	the	teacher,	and	the	school;	while
Susan,	 who	 lisped,	 had	 been	 provided	 with	 a	 humorous	 poem	 in	 which	 she
impersonated	a	 lisping	child.	Emma	Jane	and	Rebecca	had	a	dialogue,	and	 the
sense	 of	 companionship	 buoyed	 up	 Emma	 Jane	 and	 gave	 her	 self-reliance.	 In
fact,	 Miss	 Dearborn	 announced	 on	 this	 particular	 Friday	 morning	 that	 the
exercises	promised	to	be	so	interesting	that	she	had	invited	the	doctor's	wife,	the
minister's	 wife,	 two	 members	 of	 the	 school	 committee,	 and	 a	 few	 mothers.
Living	Perkins	was	asked	to	decorate	one	of	 the	black-boards	and	Rebecca	the
other.	 Living,	 who	 was	 the	 star	 artist	 of	 the	 school,	 chose	 the	 map	 of	 North
America.	Rebecca	liked	better	to	draw	things	less	realistic,	and	speedily,	before
the	 eyes	 of	 the	 enchanted	 multitude,	 there	 grew	 under	 her	 skillful	 fingers	 an
American	 flag	done	 in	 red,	white,	 and	blue	chalk,	 every	 star	 in	 its	 right	place,
every	stripe	fluttering	in	the	breeze.	Beside	this	appeared	a	figure	of	Columbia,
copied	from	the	top	of	the	cigar	box	that	held	the	crayons.
Miss	 Dearborn	 was	 delighted.	 "I	 propose	 we	 give	 Rebecca	 a	 good	 hand-



clapping	 for	 such	 a	 beautiful	 picture—one	 that	 the	whole	 school	may	well	 be
proud	of!"
The	 scholars	 clapped	 heartily,	 and	 Dick	 Carter,	 waving	 his	 hand,	 gave	 a

rousing	cheer.
Rebecca's	heart	leaped	for	joy,	and	to	her	confusion	she	felt	the	tears	rising	in

her	 eyes.	 She	 could	 hardly	 see	 the	 way	 back	 to	 her	 seat,	 for	 in	 her	 ignorant
lonely	little	 life	she	had	never	been	singled	out	for	applause,	never	lauded,	nor
crowned,	 as	 in	 this	 wonderful,	 dazzling	 moment.	 If	 "nobleness	 enkindleth
nobleness,"	 so	 does	 enthusiasm	 beget	 enthusiasm,	 and	 so	 do	 wit	 and	 talent
enkindle	 wit	 and	 talent.	 Alice	 Robinson	 proposed	 that	 the	 school	 should	 sing
Three	Cheers	for	the	Red,	White,	and	Blue!	and	when	they	came	to	the	chorus,
all	 point	 to	 Rebecca's	 flag.	 Dick	 Carter	 suggested	 that	 Living	 Perkins	 and
Rebecca	Randall	 should	 sign	 their	 names	 to	 their	 pictures,	 so	 that	 the	 visitors
would	 know	who	 drew	 them.	 Huldah	Meserve	 asked	 permission	 to	 cover	 the
largest	holes	in	the	plastered	walls	with	boughs	and	fill	the	water	pail	with	wild
flowers.	 Rebecca's	 mood	 was	 above	 and	 beyond	 all	 practical	 details.	 She	 sat
silent,	her	heart	so	full	of	grateful	joy	that	she	could	hardly	remember	the	words
of	her	dialogue.	At	 recess	she	bore	herself	modestly,	notwithstanding	her	great
triumph,	 while	 in	 the	 general	 atmosphere	 of	 good	 will	 the	 Smellie-Randall
hatchet	 was	 buried	 and	Minnie	 gathered	 maple	 boughs	 and	 covered	 the	 ugly
stove	with	them,	under	Rebecca's	direction.
Miss	 Dearborn	 dismissed	 the	 morning	 session	 at	 quarter	 to	 twelve,	 so	 that

those	who	lived	near	enough	could	go	home	for	a	change	of	dress.	Emma	Jane
and	 Rebecca	 ran	 nearly	 every	 step	 of	 the	 way,	 from	 sheer	 excitement,	 only
stopping	to	breathe	at	the	stiles.
"Will	 your	 aunt	Mirandy	 let	 you	wear	your	best,	 or	 only	your	buff	 calico?"

asked	Emma	Jane.
"I	 think	 I'll	 ask	 aunt	 Jane,"	 Rebecca	 replied.	 "Oh!	 if	 my	 pink	 was	 only

finished!	I	left	aunt	Jane	making	the	buttonholes!"
"I'm	going	to	ask	my	mother	to	let	me	wear	her	garnet	ring,"	said	Emma	Jane.

"It	would	 look	 perfectly	 elergant	 flashing	 in	 the	 sun	when	 I	 point	 to	 the	 flag.
Good-by;	don't	wait	for	me	going	back;	I	may	get	a	ride."
Rebecca	found	the	side	door	locked,	but	she	knew	that	the	key	was	under	the

step,	and	so	of	course	did	everybody	else	in	Riverboro,	for	they	all	did	about	the
same	thing	with	it.	She	unlocked	the	door	and	went	into	the	dining-room	to	find
her	lunch	laid	on	the	table	and	a	note	from	aunt	Jane	saying	that	they	had	gone	to
Moderation	with	Mrs.	Robinson	 in	her	carryall.	Rebecca	swallowed	a	piece	of
bread	and	butter,	and	flew	up	the	front	stairs	to	her	bedroom.	On	the	bed	lay	the
pink	gingham	dress	finished	by	aunt	Jane's	kind	hands.	Could	she,	dare	she,	wear



it	without	asking?	Did	 the	occasion	 justify	a	new	costume,	or	would	her	aunts
think	she	ought	to	keep	it	for	the	concert?
"I'll	 wear	 it,"	 thought	 Rebecca.	 "They're	 not	 here	 to	 ask,	 and	 maybe	 they

wouldn't	mind	a	bit;	 it's	 only	gingham	after	 all,	 and	wouldn't	 be	 so	grand	 if	 it
wasn't	new,	and	hadn't	tape	trimming	on	it,	and	wasn't	pink."
She	unbraided	her	 two	pig-tails,	 combed	out	 the	waves	 of	 her	 hair	 and	 tied

them	 back	 with	 a	 ribbon,	 changed	 her	 shoes,	 and	 then	 slipped	 on	 the	 pretty
frock,	managing	 to	 fasten	all	but	 the	 three	middle	buttons,	which	 she	 reserved
for	Emma	Jane.
Then	 her	 eye	 fell	 on	 her	 cherished	 pink	 sunshade,	 the	 exact	match,	 and	 the

girls	had	never	seen	it.	It	wasn't	quite	appropriate	for	school,	but	she	needn't	take
it	into	the	room;	she	would	wrap	it	in	a	piece	of	paper,	just	show	it,	and	carry	it
coming	 home.	 She	 glanced	 in	 the	 parlor	 looking-glass	 downstairs	 and	 was
electrified	 at	 the	 vision.	 It	 seemed	 almost	 as	 if	 beauty	 of	 apparel	 could	 go	 no
further	than	that	heavenly	pink	gingham	dress!	The	sparkle	of	her	eyes,	glow	of
her	 cheeks,	 sheen	 of	 her	 falling	 hair,	 passed	 unnoticed	 in	 the	 all-conquering
charm	of	the	rose-colored	garment.	Goodness!	it	was	twenty	minutes	to	one	and
she	would	be	late.	She	danced	out	the	side	door,	pulled	a	pink	rose	from	a	bush
at	the	gate,	and	covered	the	mile	between	the	brick	house	and	the	seat	of	learning
in	an	incredibly	short	time,	meeting	Emma	Jane,	also	breathless	and	resplendent,
at	the	entrance.
"Rebecca	Randall!"	exclaimed	Emma	Jane,	"you're	handsome	as	a	picture!"
"I?"	laughed	Rebecca	"Nonsense!	it's	only	the	pink	gingham."
"You're	 not	 good	 looking	 every	 day,"	 insisted	 Emma	 Jane;	 "but	 you're

different	 somehow.	See	my	garnet	 ring;	mother	 scrubbed	 it	 in	 soap	 and	water.
How	on	earth	did	your	aunt	Mirandy	let	you	put	on	your	bran'	new	dress?"
"They	were	both	away	and	I	didn't	ask,"	Rebecca	responded	anxiously.	"Why?

Do	you	think	they'd	have	said	no?"
"Miss	Mirandy	always	says	no,	doesn't	she?"	asked	Emma	Jane.
"Ye—es;	 but	 this	 afternoon	 is	 very	 special—almost	 like	 a	 Sunday-school

concert."
"Yes,"	 assented	Emma	Jane,	 "it	 is,	 of	 course;	with	your	name	on	 the	board,

and	our	pointing	to	your	flag,	and	our	elergant	dialogue,	and	all	that."
The	afternoon	was	one	succession	of	solid	triumphs	for	everybody	concerned.

There	were	no	real	failures	at	all,	no	tears,	no	parents	ashamed	of	their	offspring.
Miss	 Dearborn	 heard	 many	 admiring	 remarks	 passed	 upon	 her	 ability,	 and
wondered	whether	they	belonged	to	her	or	partly,	at	least,	to	Rebecca.	The	child
had	no	more	to	do	than	several	others,	but	she	was	somehow	in	the	foreground.
It	 transpired	afterwards	at	various	village	entertainments	 that	Rebecca	couldn't



be	 kept	 in	 the	 background;	 it	 positively	 refused	 to	 hold	 her.	Her	worst	 enemy
could	not	have	called	her	pushing.	She	was	ready	and	willing	and	never	shy;	but
she	 sought	 for	 no	 chances	 of	 display	 and	 was,	 indeed,	 remarkably	 lacking	 in
self-consciousness,	 as	 well	 as	 eager	 to	 bring	 others	 into	 whatever	 fun	 or
entertainment	 there	 was.	 If	 wherever	 the	MacGregor	 sat	 was	 the	 head	 of	 the
table,	so	 in	 the	same	way	wherever	Rebecca	stood	was	 the	centre	of	 the	stage.
Her	 clear	 high	 treble	 soared	 above	 all	 the	 rest	 in	 the	 choruses,	 and	 somehow
everybody	watched	her,	took	note	of	her	gestures,	her	whole-souled	singing,	her
irrepressible	enthusiasm.
Finally	it	was	all	over,	and	it	seemed	to	Rebecca	as	if	she	should	never	be	cool

and	 calm	 again,	 as	 she	 loitered	 on	 the	 homeward	 path.	 There	 would	 be	 no
lessons	 to	 learn	 to-night,	 and	 the	 vision	 of	 helping	 with	 the	 preserves	 on	 the
morrow	had	no	terrors	for	her—fears	could	not	draw	breath	in	the	radiance	that
flooded	her	soul.	There	were	thick	gathering	clouds	in	the	sky,	but	she	took	no
note	of	them	save	to	be	glad	that	she	could	raise	her	sunshade.	She	did	not	tread
the	 solid	ground	at	 all,	 or	have	any	 sense	of	belonging	 to	 the	 common	human
family,	 until	 she	 entered	 the	 side	 yard	 of	 the	 brick	 house	 and	 saw	 her	 aunt
Miranda	standing	in	the	open	doorway.	Then	with	a	rush	she	came	back	to	earth.



Chapter		9
Ashes	of	roses
"There	 she	 is,	 over	 an	 hour	 late;	 a	 little	 more	 an'	 she'd	 'a'	 been	 caught	 in	 a
thunder	shower,	but	she'd	never	look	ahead,"	said	Miranda	to	Jane;	"and	added
to	all	her	other	iniquities,	if	she	ain't	rigged	out	in	that	new	dress,	steppin'	along
with	her	father's	dancin'-school	steps,	and	swingin'	her	parasol	for	all	the	world
as	if	she	was	play-actin'.	Now	I'm	the	oldest,	Jane,	an'	I	 intend	to	have	my	say
out;	if	you	don't	like	it	you	can	go	into	the	kitchen	till	it's	over.	Step	right	in	here,
Rebecca;	I	want	to	talk	to	you.	What	did	you	put	on	that	good	new	dress	for,	on	a
school	day,	without	permission?"
"I	 had	 intended	 to	 ask	 you	 at	 noontime,	 but	 you	 weren't	 at	 home,	 so	 I

couldn't,"	began	Rebecca.
"You	did	no	such	a	thing;	you	put	it	on	because	you	was	left	alone,	though	you

knew	well	enough	I	wouldn't	have	let	you."
"If	I'd	been	CERTAIN	you	wouldn't	have	let	me	I'd	never	have	done	it,"	said

Rebecca,	trying	to	be	truthful;	"but	I	wasn't	CERTAIN,	and	it	was	worth	risking.
I	 thought	 perhaps	 you	 might,	 if	 you	 knew	 it	 was	 almost	 a	 real	 exhibition	 at
school."
"Exhibition!"	 exclaimed	Miranda	 scornfully;	 "you	 are	 exhibition	 enough	 by

yourself,	I	should	say.	Was	you	exhibitin'	your	parasol?"
"The	parasol	WAS	silly,"	confessed	Rebecca,	hanging	her	head;	 "but	 it's	 the

only	 time	 in	my	whole	 life	when	 I	 had	 anything	 to	match	 it,	 and	 it	 looked	 so
beautiful	with	the	pink	dress!	Emma	Jane	and	I	spoke	a	dialogue	about	a	city	girl
and	a	country	girl,	and	it	came	to	me	just	the	minute	before	I	started	how	nice	it
would	come	in	for	the	city	girl;	and	it	did.	I	haven't	hurt	my	dress	a	mite,	aunt
Mirandy."
"It's	the	craftiness	and	underhandedness	of	your	actions	that's	the	worst,"	said

Miranda	coldly.	"And	look	at	the	other	things	you've	done!	It	seems	as	if	Satan
possessed	you!	You	went	up	 the	 front	 stairs	 to	your	 room,	but	you	didn't	 hide
your	 tracks,	 for	 you	 dropped	 your	 handkerchief	 on	 the	 way	 up.	 You	 left	 the
screen	out	of	your	bedroom	window	for	the	flies	to	come	in	all	over	the	house.
You	never	cleared	away	your	lunch	nor	set	away	a	dish,	AND	YOU	LEFT	THE
SIDE	DOOR	UNLOCKED	from	half	past	twelve	to	three	o'clock,	so	't	anybody



could	'a'	come	in	and	stolen	what	they	liked!"
Rebecca	 sat	 down	 heavily	 in	 her	 chair	 as	 she	 heard	 the	 list	 of	 her

transgressions.	How	could	 she	have	been	 so	careless?	The	 tears	began	 to	 flow
now	as	she	attempted	to	explain	sins	that	never	could	be	explained	or	justified.
"Oh,	 I'm	 so	 sorry!"	 she	 faltered.	 "I	 was	 trimming	 the	 schoolroom,	 and	 got

belated,	and	ran	all	the	way	home.	It	was	hard	getting	into	my	dress	alone,	and	I
hadn't	time	to	eat	but	a	mouthful,	and	just	at	the	last	minute,	when	I	honestly—
HONESTLY—would	have	thought	about	clearing	away	and	locking	up,	I	looked
at	 the	clock	and	knew	I	could	hardly	get	back	 to	school	 in	 time	to	form	in	 the
line;	and	I	thought	how	dreadful	it	would	be	to	go	in	late	and	get	my	first	black
mark	on	a	Friday	afternoon,	with	 the	minister's	wife	and	 the	doctor's	wife	and
the	school	committee	all	there!"
"Don't	wail	and	carry	on	now;	 it's	no	good	cryin'	over	spilt	milk,"	answered

Miranda.	"An	ounce	of	good	behavior	is	worth	a	pound	of	repentance.	Instead	of
tryin'	to	see	how	little	trouble	you	can	make	in	a	house	that	ain't	your	own	home,
it	seems	as	if	you	tried	to	see	how	much	you	could	put	us	out.	Take	that	rose	out
o'	your	dress	and	let	me	see	the	spot	it's	made	on	your	yoke,	an'	the	rusty	holes
where	the	wet	pin	went	in.	No,	it	ain't;	but	it's	more	by	luck	than	forethought.	I
ain't	got	any	patience	with	your	flowers	and	frizzled-out	hair	and	furbelows	an'
airs	an'	graces,	for	all	the	world	like	your	Miss-Nancy	father."
Rebecca	lifted	her	head	in	a	flash.	"Look	here,	aunt	Mirandy,	I'll	be	as	good	as

I	know	how	to	be.	I'll	mind	quick	when	I'm	spoken	to	and	never	leave	the	door
unlocked	again,	but	I	won't	have	my	father	called	names.	He	was	a	p-perfectly	l-
lovely	father,	that's	what	he	was,	and	it's	MEAN	to	call	him	Miss	Nancy!"
"Don't	you	dare	answer	me	back	that	imperdent	way,	Rebecca,	tellin'	me	I'm

mean;	your	father	was	a	vain,	foolish,	shiftless	man,	an'	you	might	as	well	hear	it
from	me	as	anybody	else;	he	spent	your	mother's	money	and	left	her	with	seven
children	to	provide	for."
"It's	s-something	to	leave	s-seven	nice	children,"	sobbed	Rebecca.
"Not	when	other	folks	have	to	help	feed,	clothe,	and	educate	'em,"	responded

Miranda.	 "Now	you	 step	upstairs,	 put	 on	your	nightgown,	go	 to	bed,	 and	 stay
there	 till	 to-morrow	mornin'.	 You'll	 find	 a	 bowl	 o'	 crackers	 an'	 milk	 on	 your
bureau,	an'	I	don't	want	to	hear	a	sound	from	you	till	breakfast	time.	Jane,	run	an'
take	 the	dish	 towels	off	 the	 line	and	shut	 the	shed	doors;	we're	goin'	 to	have	a
turrible	shower."
"We've	had	it,	I	should	think,"	said	Jane	quietly,	as	she	went	to	do	her	sister's

bidding.	"I	don't	often	speak	my	mind,	Mirandy;	but	you	ought	not	to	have	said
what	 you	 did	 about	 Lorenzo.	 He	 was	 what	 he	 was,	 and	 can't	 be	 made	 any
different;	but	he	was	Rebecca's	 father,	and	Aurelia	always	says	he	was	a	good



husband."
Miranda	had	never	heard	the	proverbial	phrase	about	the	only	"good	Indian,"

but	 her	mind	worked	 in	 the	 conventional	manner	when	 she	 said	 grimly,	 "Yes,
I've	 noticed	 that	 dead	 husbands	 are	 usually	 good	 ones;	 but	 the	 truth	 needs	 an
airin'	now	and	 then,	and	 that	child	will	never	amount	 to	a	hill	o'	beans	 till	 she
gets	some	of	her	father	trounced	out	of	her.	I'm	glad	I	said	just	what	I	did."
"I	daresay	you	are,"	 remarked	Jane,	with	what	might	be	described	as	one	of

her	annual	bursts	of	courage;	"but	all	the	same,	Mirandy,	it	wasn't	good	manners,
and	it	wasn't	good	religion!"
The	clap	of	 thunder	 that	 shook	 the	house	 just	at	 that	moment	made	no	such

peal	 in	 Miranda	 Sawyer's	 ears	 as	 Jane's	 remark	 made	 when	 it	 fell	 with	 a
deafening	roar	on	her	conscience.
Perhaps	after	all	it	is	just	as	well	to	speak	only	once	a	year	and	then	speak	to

the	purpose.
Rebecca	mounted	the	back	stairs	wearily,	closed	the	door	of	her	bedroom,	and

took	 off	 the	 beloved	 pink	 gingham	 with	 trembling	 fingers.	 Her	 cotton
handkerchief	 was	 rolled	 into	 a	 hard	 ball,	 and	 in	 the	 intervals	 of	 reaching	 the
more	 difficult	 buttons	 that	 lay	 between	 her	 shoulder	 blades	 and	 her	 belt,	 she
dabbed	 her	 wet	 eyes	 carefully,	 so	 that	 they	 should	 not	 rain	 salt	 water	 on	 the
finery	that	had	been	worn	at	such	a	price.	She	smoothed	it	out	carefully,	pinched
up	the	white	ruffle	at	the	neck,	and	laid	it	away	in	a	drawer	with	an	extra	little
sob	at	 the	 roughness	of	 life.	The	withered	pink	 rose	 fell	on	 the	 floor.	Rebecca
looked	 at	 it	 and	 thought	 to	 herself,	 "Just	 like	my	 happy	 day!"	 Nothing	 could
show	 more	 clearly	 the	 kind	 of	 child	 she	 was	 than	 the	 fact	 that	 she	 instantly
perceived	the	symbolism	of	the	rose,	and	laid	it	in	the	drawer	with	the	dress	as	if
she	were	burying	 the	whole	episode	with	all	 its	 sad	memories.	 It	was	a	child's
poetic	instinct	with	a	dawning	hint	of	woman's	sentiment	in	it.
She	braided	her	hair	in	the	two	accustomed	pig-tails,	 took	off	her	best	shoes

(which	had	happily	escaped	notice),	with	all	the	while	a	fixed	resolve	growing	in
her	mind,	that	of	leaving	the	brick	house	and	going	back	to	the	farm.	She	would
not	 be	 received	 there	 with	 open	 arms,—there	 was	 no	 hope	 of	 that,—but	 she
would	 help	 her	mother	 about	 the	 house	 and	 send	Hannah	 to	Riverboro	 in	 her
place.	"I	hope	she'll	like	it!"	she	thought	in	a	momentary	burst	of	vindictiveness.
She	sat	by	the	window	trying	to	make	some	sort	of	plan,	watching	the	lightning
play	 over	 the	 hilltop	 and	 the	 streams	 of	 rain	 chasing	 each	 other	 down	 the
lightning	rod.	And	this	was	the	day	that	had	dawned	so	joyfully!	It	had	been	a
red	 sunrise,	 and	 she	 had	 leaned	 on	 the	 window	 sill	 studying	 her	 lesson	 and
thinking	what	a	lovely	world	it	was.	And	what	a	golden	morning!	The	changing
of	 the	 bare,	 ugly	 little	 schoolroom	 into	 a	 bower	 of	 beauty;	 Miss	 Dearborn's



pleasure	 at	 her	 success	 with	 the	 Simpson	 twins'	 recitation;	 the	 privilege	 of
decorating	 the	 blackboard;	 the	 happy	 thought	 of	 drawing	 Columbia	 from	 the
cigar	box;	 the	 intoxicating	moment	when	the	school	clapped	her!	And	what	an
afternoon!	 How	 it	 went	 on	 from	 glory	 to	 glory,	 beginning	 with	 Emma	 Jane's
telling	her,	Rebecca	Randall,	that	she	was	as	"handsome	as	a	picture."
She	lived	through	the	exercises	again	in	memory,	especially	her	dialogue	with

Emma	 Jane	 and	 her	 inspiration	 of	 using	 the	 bough-covered	 stove	 as	 a	mossy
bank	where	 the	 country	 girl	 could	 sit	 and	watch	 her	 flocks.	 This	 gave	 Emma
Jane	a	feeling	of	such	ease	that	she	never	recited	better;	and	how	generous	it	was
of	her	to	lend	the	garnet	ring	to	the	city	girl,	fancying	truly	how	it	would	flash	as
she	 furled	 her	 parasol	 and	 approached	 the	 awe-stricken	 shepherdess!	 She	 had
thought	 aunt	Miranda	 might	 be	 pleased	 that	 the	 niece	 invited	 down	 from	 the
farm	had	succeeded	so	well	at	school;	but	no,	there	was	no	hope	of	pleasing	her
in	that	or	in	any	other	way.	She	would	go	to	Maplewood	on	the	stage	next	day
with	Mr.	Cobb	and	get	home	somehow	from	cousin	Ann's.	On	second	thoughts
her	aunts	might	not	allow	it.	Very	well,	she	would	slip	away	now	and	see	if	she
could	stay	all	night	with	the	Cobbs	and	be	off	next	morning	before	breakfast.
Rebecca	never	stopped	long	to	think,	more	's	the	pity,	so	she	put	on	her	oldest

dress	and	hat	and	jacket,	then	wrapped	her	nightdress,	comb,	and	toothbrush	in	a
bundle	and	dropped	it	softly	out	of	the	window.	Her	room	was	in	the	L	and	her
window	 at	 no	 very	 dangerous	 distance	 from	 the	 ground,	 though	 had	 it	 been,
nothing	could	have	stopped	her	at	that	moment.	Somebody	who	had	gone	on	the
roof	to	clean	out	the	gutters	had	left	a	cleat	nailed	to	the	side	of	the	house	about
halfway	between	the	window	and	the	top	of	the	back	porch.	Rebecca	heard	the
sound	of	the	sewing	machine	in	the	dining-room	and	the	chopping	of	meat	in	the
kitchen;	so	knowing	the	whereabouts	of	both	her	aunts,	she	scrambled	out	of	the
window,	caught	hold	of	the	lightning	rod,	slid	down	to	the	helpful	cleat,	jumped
to	the	porch,	used	the	woodbine	trellis	for	a	ladder,	and	was	flying	up	the	road	in
the	storm	before	she	had	time	to	arrange	any	details	of	her	future	movements.
Jeremiah	Cobb	 sat	 at	 his	 lonely	 supper	 at	 the	 table	 by	 the	 kitchen	window.

"Mother,"	as	he	with	his	old-fashioned	habits	was	in	the	habit	of	calling	his	wife,
was	nursing	a	sick	neighbor.	Mrs.	Cobb	was	mother	only	to	a	little	headstone	in
the	 churchyard,	where	 reposed	 "Sarah	Ann,	 beloved	daughter	 of	 Jeremiah	 and
Sarah	Cobb,	 aged	 seventeen	months;"	but	 the	name	of	mother	was	better	 than
nothing,	 and	 served	 at	 any	 rate	 as	 a	 reminder	 of	 her	 woman's	 crown	 of
blessedness.
The	 rain	 still	 fell,	 and	 the	 heavens	 were	 dark,	 though	 it	 was	 scarcely	 five

o'clock.	Looking	up	from	his	"dish	of	tea,"	the	old	man	saw	at	the	open	door	a
very	figure	of	woe.	Rebecca's	face	was	so	swollen	with	tears	and	so	sharp	with



misery	 that	 for	a	moment	he	scarcely	 recognized	her.	Then	when	he	heard	her
voice	asking,	"Please	may	I	come	in,	Mr.	Cobb?"	he	cried,	"Well	I	vow!	It's	my
little	 lady	passenger!	Come	to	call	on	old	uncle	Jerry	and	pass	 the	 time	o'	day,
hev	ye?	Why,	you're	wet	as	sops.	Draw	up	to	the	stove.	I	made	a	fire,	hot	as	it
was,	 thinkin'	 I	 wanted	 somethin'	 warm	 for	my	 supper,	 bein'	 kind	 o'	 lonesome
without	mother.	She's	settin'	up	with	Seth	Strout	to-night.	There,	we'll	hang	your
soppy	hat	on	the	nail,	put	your	jacket	over	the	chair	rail,	an'	then	you	turn	your
back	to	the	stove	an'	dry	yourself	good."
Uncle	Jerry	had	never	before	said	so	many	words	at	a	time,	but	he	had	caught

sight	of	the	child's	red	eyes	and	tear-stained	cheeks,	and	his	big	heart	went	out	to
her	in	her	trouble,	quite	regardless	of	any	circumstances	that	might	have	caused
it.
Rebecca	stood	still	 for	a	moment	until	uncle	Jerry	 took	his	seat	again	at	 the

table,	and	then,	unable	to	contain	herself	longer,	cried,	"Oh,	Mr.	Cobb,	I've	run
away	from	the	brick	house,	and	I	want	to	go	back	to	the	farm.	Will	you	keep	me
to-night	and	take	me	up	to	Maplewood	in	the	stage?	I	haven't	got	any	money	for
my	fare,	but	I'll	earn	it	somehow	afterwards."
"Well,	I	guess	we	won't	quarrel	'bout	money,	you	and	me,"	said	the	old	man;

"and	we've	never	had	our	 ride	 together,	 anyway,	 though	we	allers	meant	 to	go
down	river,	not	up."
"I	shall	never	see	Milltown	now!"	sobbed	Rebecca.
"Come	over	here	side	o'	me	an'	tell	me	all	about	it,"	coaxed	uncle	Jerry.	"Jest

set	down	on	that	there	wooden	cricket	an'	out	with	the	whole	story."
Rebecca	 leaned	 her	 aching	 head	 against	 Mr.	 Cobb's	 homespun	 knee	 and

recounted	 the	 history	 of	 her	 trouble.	 Tragic	 as	 that	 history	 seemed	 to	 her
passionate	 and	 undisciplined	 mind,	 she	 told	 it	 truthfully	 and	 without
exaggeration.



Chapter		10	
Rainbow	bridges
Uncle	Jerry	coughed	and	stirred	in	his	chair	a	good	deal	during	Rebecca's	recital,
but	he	carefully	concealed	any	undue	feeling	of	sympathy,	just	muttering,	"Poor
little	soul!	We'll	see	what	we	can	do	for	her!"
"You	will	 take	me	 to	Maplewood,	 won't	 you,	Mr.	 Cobb?"	 begged	 Rebecca

piteously.
"Don't	you	fret	a	mite,"	he	answered,	with	a	crafty	little	notion	at	the	back	of

his	 mind;	 "I'll	 see	 the	 lady	 passenger	 through	 somehow.	 Now	 take	 a	 bite	 o'
somethin'	to	eat,	child.	Spread	some	o'	that	tomato	preserve	on	your	bread;	draw
up	to	the	table.	How'd	you	like	to	set	in	mother's	place	an'	pour	me	out	another
cup	o'	hot	tea?"
Mr.	 Jeremiah	Cobb's	mental	machinery	was	 simple,	 and	 did	 not	move	 very

smoothly	save	when	propelled	by	his	affection	or	sympathy.	In	the	present	case
these	 were	 both	 employed	 to	 his	 advantage,	 and	 mourning	 his	 stupidity	 and
praying	 for	 some	 flash	 of	 inspiration	 to	 light	 his	 path,	 he	 blundered	 along,
trusting	to	Providence.
Rebecca,	comforted	by	the	old	man's	tone,	and	timidly	enjoying	the	dignity	of

sitting	 in	 Mrs.	 Cobb's	 seat	 and	 lifting	 the	 blue	 china	 teapot,	 smiled	 faintly,
smoothed	her	hair,	and	dried	her	eyes.
"I	suppose	your	mother'll	be	turrible	glad	to	see	you	back	again?"	queried	Mr.

Cobb.
A	tiny	fear—just	a	baby	 thing—in	 the	bottom	of	Rebecca's	heart	stirred	and

grew	larger	the	moment	it	was	touched	with	a	question.
"She	won't	 like	it	 that	I	ran	away,	I	s'pose,	and	she'll	be	sorry	that	I	couldn't

please	aunt	Mirandy;	but	I'll	make	her	understand,	just	as	I	did	you."
"I	 s'pose	 she	was	 thinkin'	o'	your	 schoolin',	 lettin'	you	come	down	here;	but

land!	you	can	go	to	school	in	Temperance,	I	s'pose?"
"There's	only	two	months'	school	now	in	Temperance,	and	the	farm	's	too	far

from	all	the	other	schools."
"Oh	 well!	 there's	 other	 things	 in	 the	 world	 beside	 edjercation,"	 responded

uncle	Jerry,	attacking	a	piece	of	apple	pie.
"Ye—es;	 though	 mother	 thought	 that	 was	 going	 to	 be	 the	 making	 of	 me,"



returned	Rebecca	sadly,	giving	a	dry	little	sob	as	she	tried	to	drink	her	tea.
"It'll	be	nice	for	you	to	be	all	together	again	at	the	farm—such	a	house	full	o'

children!"	remarked	the	dear	old	deceiver,	who	longed	for	nothing	so	much	as	to
cuddle	and	comfort	the	poor	little	creature.
"It's	 too	 full—that's	 the	 trouble.	But	 I'll	make	Hannah	come	 to	Riverboro	 in

my	place."
"S'pose	Mirandy	 'n'	 Jane'll	have	her?	 I	 should	be	 'most	afraid	 they	wouldn't.

They'll	be	kind	o'	mad	at	your	goin'	home,	you	know,	and	you	can't	hardly	blame
'em."
This	 was	 quite	 a	 new	 thought,—that	 the	 brick	 house	 might	 be	 closed	 to

Hannah,	since	she,	Rebecca,	had	turned	her	back	upon	its	cold	hospitality.
"How	 is	 this	 school	 down	 here	 in	Riverboro—pretty	 good?"	 inquired	 uncle

Jerry,	whose	brain	was	working	with	an	altogether	unaccustomed	rapidity,—so
much	so	that	it	almost	terrified	him.
"Oh,	it's	a	splendid	school!	And	Miss	Dearborn	is	a	splendid	teacher!"
"You	like	her,	do	you?	Well,	you'd	better	believe	she	returns	the	compliment.

Mother	was	down	to	the	store	this	afternoon	buyin'	liniment	for	Seth	Strout,	an'
she	met	Miss	Dearborn	on	the	bridge.	They	got	to	talkin'	'bout	school,	for	mother
has	summer-boarded	a	lot	o'	the	schoolmarms,	an'	likes	'em.	'How	does	the	little
Temperance	girl	git	along?'	asks	mother.	'Oh,	she's	the	best	scholar	I	have!'	says
Miss	Dearborn.	'I	could	teach	school	from	sun-up	to	sun-down	if	scholars	was	all
like	Rebecca	Randall,'	says	she."
"Oh,	Mr.	Cobb,	DID	she	say	 that?"	glowed	Rebecca,	her	 face	sparkling	and

dimpling	in	an	instant.	"I've	tried	hard	all	the	time,	but	I'll	study	the	covers	right
off	of	the	books	now."
"You	mean	you	would	if	you'd	ben	goin'	to	stay	here,"	interposed	uncle	Jerry.

"Now	ain't	 it	 too	 bad	 you've	 jest	 got	 to	 give	 it	 all	 up	 on	 account	 o'	 your	 aunt
Mirandy?	Well,	 I	 can't	 hardly	 blame	 ye.	 She's	 cranky	 an'	 she's	 sour;	 I	 should
think	 she'd	 ben	 nussed	 on	 bonny-clabber	 an'	 green	 apples.	 She	 needs	 bearin'
with;	an'	I	guess	you	ain't	much	on	patience,	be	ye?"
"Not	very	much,"	replied	Rebecca	dolefully.
"If	I'd	had	this	talk	with	ye	yesterday,"	pursued	Mr.	Cobb,	"I	believe	I'd	have

advised	ye	different.	It's	too	late	now,	an'	I	don't	feel	to	say	you've	ben	all	in	the
wrong;	but	if	't	was	to	do	over	again,	I'd	say,	well,	your	aunt	Mirandy	gives	you
clothes	 and	 board	 and	 schoolin'	 and	 is	 goin'	 to	 send	 you	 to	Wareham	at	 a	 big
expense.	She's	turrible	hard	to	get	along	with,	an'	kind	o'	heaves	benefits	at	your
head,	same	's	she	would	bricks;	but	they're	benefits	jest	the	same,	an'	mebbe	it's
your	 job	 to	kind	o'	pay	 for	 'em	 in	good	behavior.	 Jane's	 a	 leetle	bit	more	easy
goin'	than	Mirandy,	ain't	she,	or	is	she	jest	as	hard	to	please?"



"Oh,	aunt	Jane	and	I	get	along	splendidly,"	exclaimed	Rebecca;	"she's	just	as
good	and	kind	as	she	can	be,	and	I	like	her	better	all	the	time.	I	think	she	kind	of
likes	me,	too;	she	smoothed	my	hair	once.	I'd	let	her	scold	me	all	day	long,	for
she	understands;	but	she	can't	stand	up	for	me	against	aunt	Mirandy;	she's	about
as	afraid	of	her	as	I	am."
"Jane'll	be	real	sorry	to-morrow	to	find	you've	gone	away,	I	guess;	but	never

mind,	it	can't	be	helped.	If	she	has	a	kind	of	a	dull	time	with	Mirandy,	on	account
o'	 her	 bein'	 so	 sharp,	 why	 of	 course	 she'd	 set	 great	 store	 by	 your	 comp'ny.
Mother	was	 talkin'	with	her	after	prayer	meetin'	 the	other	night.	 'You	wouldn't
know	 the	 brick	 house,	 Sarah,'	 says	 Jane.	 'I'm	 keepin'	 a	 sewin'	 school,	 an'	 my
scholar	has	made	three	dresses.	What	do	you	think	o'	that,'	says	she,	'for	an	old
maid's	 child?	 I've	 taken	 a	 class	 in	 Sunday-school,'	 says	 Jane,	 'an'	 think	 o'
renewin'	my	 youth	 an'	 goin'	 to	 the	 picnic	with	Rebecca,'	 says	 she;	 an'	mother
declares	she	never	see	her	look	so	young	'n'	happy."
There	 was	 a	 silence	 that	 could	 be	 felt	 in	 the	 little	 kitchen;	 a	 silence	 only

broken	by	the	ticking	of	the	tall	clock	and	the	beating	of	Rebecca's	heart,	which,
it	 seemed	 to	 her,	 almost	 drowned	 the	 voice	 of	 the	 clock.	 The	 rain	 ceased,	 a
sudden	rosy	light	filled	the	room,	and	through	the	window	a	rainbow	arch	could
be	 seen	 spanning	 the	 heavens	 like	 a	 radiant	 bridge.	 Bridges	 took	 one	 across
difficult	places,	thought	Rebecca,	and	uncle	Jerry	seemed	to	have	built	one	over
her	troubles	and	given	her	strength	to	walk.
"The	shower	 's	over,"	 said	 the	old	man,	 filling	his	pipe;	 "it's	 cleared	 the	air,

washed	 the	 face	o'	 the	 airth	nice	 an'	 clean,	 an'	 everything	 to-morrer	will	 shine
like	a	new	pin—when	you	an'	I	are	drivin'	up	river."
Rebecca	 pushed	 her	 cup	 away,	 rose	 from	 the	 table,	 and	 put	 on	 her	 hat	 and

jacket	quietly.	"I'm	not	going	to	drive	up	river,	Mr.	Cobb,"	she	said.	"I'm	going	to
stay	here	and—catch	bricks;	 catch	 'em	without	 throwing	 'em	back,	 too.	 I	don't
know	as	aunt	Mirandy	will	 take	me	 in	after	 I've	 run	away,	but	 I'm	going	back
now	while	I	have	the	courage.	You	wouldn't	be	so	good	as	to	go	with	me,	would
you,	Mr.	Cobb?"
"You'd	 better	 b'lieve	 your	 uncle	 Jerry	 don't	 propose	 to	 leave	 till	 he	 gits	 this

thing	fixed	up,"	cried	the	old	man	delightedly.	"Now	you've	had	all	you	can	stan'
to-night,	poor	 little	soul,	without	gettin'	a	fit	o'	sickness;	an'	Mirandy'll	be	sore
an'	cross	an'	 in	no	condition	for	argyment;	so	my	plan	is	 jest	 this:	 to	drive	you
over	to	the	brick	house	in	my	top	buggy;	to	have	you	set	back	in	the	corner,	an'	I
git	out	an'	go	to	the	side	door;	an'	when	I	git	your	aunt	Mirandy	'n'	aunt	Jane	out
int'	the	shed	to	plan	for	a	load	o'	wood	I'm	goin'	to	have	hauled	there	this	week,
you'll	 slip	 out	 o'	 the	 buggy	 and	 go	 upstairs	 to	 bed.	 The	 front	 door	 won't	 be
locked,	will	it?"



"Not	 this	 time	 of	 night,"	 Rebecca	 answered;	 "not	 till	 aunt	Mirandy	 goes	 to
bed;	but	oh!	what	if	it	should	be?"
"Well,	it	won't;	an'	if	't	is,	why	we'll	have	to	face	it	out;	though	in	my	opinion

there's	things	that	won't	bear	facin'	out	an'	had	better	be	settled	comfortable	an'
quiet.	You	see	you	ain't	run	away	yet;	you've	only	come	over	here	to	consult	me
'bout	 runnin'	away,	an'	we've	concluded	 it	ain't	wuth	 the	 trouble.	The	only	real
sin	you've	committed,	as	I	figger	it	out,	was	in	comin'	here	by	the	winder	when
you'd	ben	sent	 to	bed.	That	ain't	so	very	black,	an'	you	can	 tell	your	aunt	Jane
'bout	 it	come	Sunday,	when	she's	chock	full	o'	 religion,	an'	she	can	advise	you
when	you'd	better	tell	your	aunt	Mirandy.	I	don't	believe	in	deceivin'	folks,	but	if
you've	hed	hard	thoughts	you	ain't	obleeged	to	own	'em	up;	take	'em	to	the	Lord
in	prayer,	as	the	hymn	says,	and	then	don't	go	on	hevin'	'em.	Now	come	on;	I'm
all	hitched	up	to	go	over	to	the	post-office;	don't	forget	your	bundle;	'it's	always
a	 journey,	mother,	when	 you	 carry	 a	 nightgown;'	 them	 's	 the	 first	words	 your
uncle	Jerry	ever	heard	you	say!	He	didn't	think	you'd	be	bringin'	your	nightgown
over	to	his	house.	Step	in	an'	curl	up	in	the	corner;	we	ain't	goin'	to	let	folks	see
little	runaway	gals,	'cause	they're	goin'	back	to	begin	all	over	ag'in!"

When	Rebecca	crept	upstairs,	and	undressing	in	the	dark	finally	found	herself
in	her	bed	that	night,	 though	she	was	aching	and	throbbing	in	every	nerve,	she
felt	a	kind	of	peace	stealing	over	her.	She	had	been	saved	from	foolishness	and
error;	 kept	 from	 troubling	 her	 poor	 mother;	 prevented	 from	 angering	 and
mortifying	her	aunts.
Her	heart	was	melted	now,	and	she	determined	to	win	aunt	Miranda's	approval

by	some	desperate	means,	and	to	try	and	forget	the	one	thing	that	rankled	worst,
the	 scornful	 mention	 of	 her	 father,	 of	 whom	 she	 thought	 with	 the	 greatest
admiration,	 and	whom	 she	 had	 not	 yet	 heard	 criticised;	 for	 such	 sorrows	 and
disappointments	as	Aurelia	Randall	had	suffered	had	never	been	communicated
to	her	children.
It	would	have	been	some	comfort	to	the	bruised,	unhappy	little	spirit	to	know

that	Miranda	Sawyer	was	 passing	 an	 uncomfortable	 night,	 and	 that	 she	 tacitly
regretted	her	harshness,	partly	because	Jane	had	taken	such	a	lofty	and	virtuous
position	 in	 the	 matter.	 She	 could	 not	 endure	 Jane's	 disapproval,	 although	 she
would	never	have	confessed	to	such	a	weakness.
As	uncle	Jerry	drove	homeward	under	the	stars,	well	content	with	his	attempts

at	keeping	the	peace,	he	thought	wistfully	of	the	touch	of	Rebecca's	head	on	his
knee,	and	 the	 rain	of	her	 tears	on	his	hand;	of	 the	sweet	 reasonableness	of	her
mind	when	she	had	the	matter	put	rightly	before	her;	of	her	quick	decision	when
she	 had	 once	 seen	 the	 path	 of	 duty;	 of	 the	 touching	 hunger	 for	 love	 and



understanding	that	were	so	characteristic	in	her.	"Lord	A'mighty!"	he	ejaculated
under	his	breath,	"Lord	A'mighty!	 to	hector	and	abuse	a	child	 like	 that	one!	 'T
ain't	ABUSE	exactly,	 I	know,	or	 't	wouldn't	be	 to	 some	o'	your	elephant-hided
young	ones;	but	 to	 that	 little	 tender	will-o'-the-wisp	a	hard	word	 's	 like	a	 lash.
Mirandy	Sawyer	would	be	a	heap	better	woman	if	she	had	a	little	gravestun	to
remember,	same's	mother	'n'	I	have."

"I	 never	 see	 a	 child	 improve	 in	 her	work	 as	Rebecca	 has	 to-day,"	 remarked
Miranda	Sawyer	to	Jane	on	Saturday	evening.	"That	settin'	down	I	gave	her	was
probably	just	what	she	needed,	and	I	daresay	it'll	last	for	a	month."
"I'm	glad	you're	pleased,"	returned	Jane.	"A	cringing	worm	is	what	you	want,

not	 a	 bright,	 smiling	 child.	 Rebecca	 looks	 to	me	 as	 if	 she'd	 been	 through	 the
Seven	Years'	War.	When	she	came	downstairs	this	morning	it	seemed	to	me	she'd
grown	old	in	the	night.	If	you	follow	my	advice,	which	you	seldom	do,	you'll	let
me	 take	 her	 and	 Emma	 Jane	 down	 beside	 the	 river	 to-morrow	 afternoon	 and
bring	Emma	 Jane	 home	 to	 a	 good	Sunday	 supper.	Then	 if	 you'll	 let	 her	 go	 to
Milltown	with	the	Cobbs	on	Wednesday,	 that'll	hearten	her	up	a	little	and	coax
back	her	appetite.	Wednesday	's	a	holiday	on	account	of	Miss	Dearborn's	going
home	to	her	sister's	wedding,	and	the	Cobbs	and	Perkinses	want	to	go	down	to
the	Agricultural	Fair."



Chapter		11	
"The	stirring	of	the	powers"
Rebecca's	visit	to	Milltown	was	all	that	her	glowing	fancy	had	painted	it,	except
that	 recent	 readings	about	Rome	and	Venice	disposed	her	 to	believe	 that	 those
cities	might	 have	 an	 advantage	 over	Milltown	 in	 the	matter	 of	mere	 pictorial
beauty.	 So	 soon	 does	 the	 soul	 outgrow	 its	 mansions	 that	 after	 once	 seeing
Milltown	 her	 fancy	 ran	 out	 to	 the	 future	 sight	 of	 Portland;	 for	 that,	 having
islands	and	a	harbor	and	two	public	monuments,	must	be	far	more	beautiful	than
Milltown,	which	would,	 she	 felt,	 take	 its	 proud	 place	 among	 the	 cities	 of	 the
earth,	by	reason	of	its	tremendous	business	activity	rather	than	by	any	irresistible
appeal	to	the	imagination.
It	would	be	impossible	for	two	children	to	see	more,	do	more,	walk	more,	talk

more,	eat	more,	or	ask	more	questions	than	Rebecca	and	Emma	Jane	did	on	that
eventful	Wednesday.
"She's	 the	 best	 company	 I	 ever	 see	 in	 all	 my	 life,"	 said	Mrs.	 Cobb	 to	 her

husband	that	evening.	"We	ain't	had	a	dull	minute	this	day.	She's	well-mannered,
too;	she	didn't	ask	for	anything,	and	was	thankful	for	whatever	she	got.	Did	you
watch	 her	 face	 when	 we	went	 into	 that	 tent	 where	 they	 was	 actin'	 out	 Uncle
Tom's	Cabin?	And	did	 you	 take	 notice	 of	 the	way	 she	 told	 us	 about	 the	 book
when	 we	 sat	 down	 to	 have	 our	 ice	 cream?	 I	 tell	 you	 Harriet	 Beecher	 Stowe
herself	couldn't	'a'	done	it	better	justice."
"I	took	it	all	in,"	responded	Mr.	Cobb,	who	was	pleased	that	"mother"	agreed

with	 him	 about	 Rebecca.	 "I	 ain't	 sure	 but	 she's	 goin'	 to	 turn	 out	 somethin'
remarkable,—a	 singer,	 or	 a	writer,	 or	 a	 lady	doctor	 like	 that	Miss	Parks	 up	 to
Cornish."
"Lady	doctors	are	always	home'paths,	ain't	they?"	asked	Mrs.	Cobb,	who,	it	is

needless	to	say,	was	distinctly	of	the	old	school	in	medicine.
"Land,	no,	mother;	 there	ain't	no	home'path	 'bout	Miss	Parks—she	drives	all

over	the	country."
"I	can't	see	Rebecca	as	a	lady	doctor,	somehow,"	mused	Mrs.	Cobb.	"Her	gift

o'	 gab	 is	 what's	 goin'	 to	 be	 the	 makin'	 of	 her;	 mebbe	 she'll	 lecture,	 or	 recite
pieces,	like	that	Portland	elocutionist	that	come	out	here	to	the	harvest	supper."
"I	 guess	 she'll	 be	 able	 to	 write	 down	 her	 own	 pieces,"	 said	 Mr.	 Cobb



confidently;	"she	could	make	'em	up	faster	'n	she	could	read	'em	out	of	a	book."
"It's	 a	 pity	 she's	 so	 plain	 looking,"	 remarked	 Mrs.	 Cobb,	 blowing	 out	 the

candle.
"PLAIN	LOOKING,	mother?"	exclaimed	her	husband	in	astonishment.	"Look

at	 the	 eyes	of	her;	 look	 at	 the	hair	 of	her,	 an'	 the	 smile,	 an'	 that	 there	dimple!
Look	at	Alice	Robinson,	that's	called	the	prettiest	child	on	the	river,	an'	see	how
Rebecca	shines	her	ri'	down	out	o'	sight!	I	hope	Mirandy'll	favor	her	comin'	over
to	see	us	real	often,	for	she'll	let	off	some	of	her	steam	here,	an'	the	brick	house'll
be	consid'able	safer	for	everybody	concerned.	We've	known	what	it	was	to	hev
children,	even	if	't	was	more	'n	thirty	years	ago,	an'	we	can	make	allowances."
Notwithstanding	the	encomiums	of	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Cobb,	Rebecca	made	a	poor

hand	at	composition	writing	at	this	time.	Miss	Dearborn	gave	her	every	sort	of
subject	that	she	had	ever	been	given	herself:	Cloud	Pictures;	Abraham	Lincoln;
Nature;	Philanthropy;	Slavery;	 Intemperance;	 Joy	and	Duty;	Solitude;	but	with
none	of	them	did	Rebecca	seem	to	grapple	satisfactorily.
"Write	as	you	talk,	Rebecca,"	insisted	poor	Miss	Dearborn,	who	secretly	knew

that	she	could	never	manage	a	good	composition	herself.
"But	gracious	me,	Miss	Dearborn!	I	don't	talk	about	nature	and	slavery.	I	can't

write	unless	I	have	something	to	say,	can	I?"
"That	 is	what	compositions	are	 for,"	 returned	Miss	Dearborn	doubtfully;	 "to

make	you	have	things	to	say.	Now	in	your	last	one,	on	solitude,	you	haven't	said
anything	 very	 interesting,	 and	 you've	 made	 it	 too	 common	 and	 every-day	 to
sound	well.	There	are	 too	many	 'yous'	 and	 'yours'	 in	 it;	 you	ought	 to	 say	 'one'
now	 and	 then,	 to	make	 it	 seem	more	 like	 good	writing.	 'One	 opens	 a	 favorite
book;'	'One's	thoughts	are	a	great	comfort	in	solitude,'	and	so	on."
"I	don't	know	any	more	about	solitude	this	week	than	I	did	about	joy	and	duty

last	week,"	grumbled	Rebecca.
"You	tried	to	be	funny	about	joy	and	duty,"	said	Miss	Dearborn	reprovingly;

"so	of	course	you	didn't	succeed."
"I	 didn't	 know	 you	 were	 going	 to	 make	 us	 read	 the	 things	 out	 loud,"	 said

Rebecca	with	an	embarrassed	smile	of	recollection.
"Joy	and	Duty"	had	been	the	inspiring	subject	given	to	the	older	children	for	a

theme	to	be	written	in	five	minutes.
Rebecca	 had	wrestled,	 struggled,	 perspired	 in	 vain.	When	 her	 turn	 came	 to

read	she	was	obliged	to	confess	she	had	written	nothing.
"You	have	at	least	two	lines,	Rebecca,"	insisted	the	teacher,	"for	I	see	them	on

your	slate."
"I'd	rather	not	read	them,	please;	they	are	not	good,"	pleaded	Rebecca.
"Read	what	you	have,	good	or	bad,	little	or	much;	I	am	excusing	nobody."



Rebecca	rose,	overcome	with	secret	laughter	dread,	and	mortification;	then	in
a	low	voice	she	read	the	couplet:—
When	Joy	and	Duty	clash

Let	Duty	go	to	smash.
Dick	Carter's	head	disappeared	under	 the	desk,	while	Living	Perkins	choked

with	laughter.
Miss	Dearborn	laughed	too;	she	was	little	more	than	a	girl,	and	the	training	of

the	young	idea	seldom	appealed	to	the	sense	of	humor.
"You	must	stay	after	school	and	try	again,	Rebecca,"	she	said,	but	she	said	it

smilingly.	 "Your	 poetry	 hasn't	 a	 very	 nice	 idea	 in	 it	 for	 a	 good	 little	 girl	who
ought	to	love	duty."
"It	wasn't	MY	idea,"	said	Rebecca	apologetically.	"I	had	only	made	 the	 first

line	when	I	saw	you	were	going	to	ring	the	bell	and	say	the	time	was	up.	I	had
'clash'	written,	and	I	couldn't	think	of	anything	then	but	'hash'	or	'rash'	or	'smash.'
I'll	change	it	to	this:—
When	Joy	and	Duty	clash,

'T	is	Joy	must	go	to	smash."
"That	 is	 better,"	Miss	Dearborn	 answered,	 "though	 I	 cannot	 think	 'going	 to

smash'	is	a	pretty	expression	for	poetry."
Having	been	instructed	in	the	use	of	the	indefinite	pronoun	"one"	as	giving	a

refined	and	elegant	 touch	 to	 literary	efforts,	Rebecca	painstakingly	rewrote	her
composition	on	solitude,	giving	it	all	the	benefit	of	Miss	Dearborn's	suggestion.
It	 then	appeared	 in	 the	following	form,	which	hardly	satisfied	either	 teacher	or
pupil:—
SOLITUDE
It	would	be	false	to	say	that	one	could	ever	be	alone	when	one	has	one's	lovely
thoughts	 to	 comfort	 one.	One	 sits	 by	 one's	 self,	 it	 is	 true,	 but	 one	 thinks;	 one
opens	one's	favorite	book	and	reads	one's	favorite	story;	one	speaks	to	one's	aunt
or	one's	brother,	fondles	one's	cat,	or	looks	at	one's	photograph	album.	There	is
one's	work	also:	what	a	 joy	 it	 is	 to	one,	 if	one	happens	 to	 like	work.	All	one's
little	 household	 tasks	 keep	 one	 from	 being	 lonely.	 Does	 one	 ever	 feel	 bereft
when	 one	 picks	 up	 one's	 chips	 to	 light	 one's	 fire	 for	 one's	 evening	meal?	 Or
when	one	washes	one's	milk	pail	 before	milking	one's	 cow?	One	would	 fancy
not.	

R.	R.	R.
"It	is	perfectly	dreadful,"	sighed	Rebecca	when	she	read	it	aloud	after	school.

"Putting	in	'one'	all	the	time	doesn't	make	it	sound	any	more	like	a	book,	and	it
looks	silly	besides."



"You	say	such	queer	things,"	objected	Miss	Dearborn.	"I	don't	see	what	makes
you	do	it.	Why	did	you	put	in	anything	so	common	as	picking	up	chips?"
"Because	I	was	talking	about	'household	tasks'	in	the	sentence	before,	and	it	IS

one	of	my	household	tasks.	Don't	you	think	calling	supper	'one's	evening	meal'	is
pretty?	and	isn't	'bereft'	a	nice	word?"
"Yes,	 that	part	of	 it	does	very	well.	 It	 is	 the	cat,	 the	chips,	and	the	milk	pail

that	I	don't	like."
"All	right!"	sighed	Rebecca.	"Out	they	go;	Does	the	cow	go	too?"
"Yes,	I	don't	like	a	cow	in	a	composition,"	said	the	difficult	Miss	Dearborn.

The	Milltown	 trip	 had	 not	 been	 without	 its	 tragic	 consequences	 of	 a	 small
sort;	for	the	next	week	Minnie	Smellie's	mother	told	Miranda	Sawyer	that	she'd
better	look	after	Rebecca,	for	she	was	given	to	"swearing	and	profane	language;"
that	she	had	been	heard	saying	something	dreadful	that	very	afternoon,	saying	it
before	Emma	Jane	and	Living	Perkins,	who	only	 laughed	and	got	down	on	all
fours	and	chased	her.
Rebecca,	 on	 being	 confronted	 and	 charged	 with	 the	 crime,	 denied	 it

indignantly,	and	aunt	Jane	believed	her.
"Search	your	memory,	Rebecca,	and	try	to	think	what	Minnie	overheard	you

say,"	 she	pleaded.	 "Don't	be	ugly	and	obstinate,	but	 think	 real	hard.	When	did
they	chase	you	up	the	road,	and	what	were	you	doing?"
A	sudden	light	broke	upon	Rebecca's	darkness.
"Oh!	 I	 see	 it	 now,"	 she	 exclaimed.	 "It	 had	 rained	hard	 all	 the	morning,	 you

know,	and	the	road	was	full	of	puddles.	Emma	Jane,	Living,	and	I	were	walking
along,	 and	 I	 was	 ahead.	 I	 saw	 the	water	 streaming	 over	 the	 road	 towards	 the
ditch,	and	 it	 reminded	me	of	Uncle	Tom's	Cabin	at	Milltown,	when	Eliza	 took
her	 baby	 and	 ran	 across	 the	 Mississippi	 on	 the	 ice	 blocks,	 pursued	 by	 the
bloodhounds.	 We	 couldn't	 keep	 from	 laughing	 after	 we	 came	 out	 of	 the	 tent
because	 they	were	acting	on	such	a	small	platform	that	Eliza	had	 to	 run	round
and	round,	and	part	of	the	time	the	one	dog	they	had	pursued	her,	and	part	of	the
time	she	had	to	pursue	the	dog.	I	knew	Living	would	remember,	 too,	so	I	 took
off	my	waterproof	and	wrapped	 it	 round	my	books	 for	a	baby;	 then	 I	 shouted,
'MY	GOD!	THE	RIVER!'	just	like	that—the	same	as	Eliza	did	in	the	play;	then	I
leaped	from	puddle	to	puddle,	and	Living	and	Emma	Jane	pursued	me	like	the
bloodhounds.	It's	just	like	that	stupid	Minnie	Smellie	who	doesn't	know	a	game
when	 she	 sees	 one.	 And	 Eliza	 wasn't	 swearing	 when	 she	 said	 'My	 God!	 the
river!'	It	was	more	like	praying."
"Well,	you've	got	no	call	to	be	prayin',	any	more	than	swearin',	in	the	middle

of	the	road,"	said	Miranda;	"but	I'm	thankful	it's	no	worse.	You're	born	to	trouble



as	the	sparks	fly	upward,	an'	I'm	afraid	you	allers	will	be	till	you	learn	to	bridle
your	unruly	tongue."
"I	wish	 sometimes	 that	 I	 could	bridle	Minnie's,"	murmured	Rebecca,	 as	 she

went	to	set	the	table	for	supper.
"I	declare	she	IS	the	beatin'est	child!"	said	Miranda,	taking	off	her	spectacles

and	laying	down	her	mending.	"You	don't	think	she's	a	leetle	mite	crazy,	do	you,
Jane?"
"I	don't	think	she's	like	the	rest	of	us,"	responded	Jane	thoughtfully	and	with

some	anxiety	in	her	pleasant	face;	"but	whether	it's	for	the	better	or	the	worse	I
can't	hardly	tell	till	she	grows	up.	She's	got	the	making	of	'most	anything	in	her,
Rebecca	has;	but	I	feel	sometimes	as	if	we	were	not	fitted	to	cope	with	her."
"Stuff	 an'	nonsense!"	 said	Miranda	 "Speak	 for	yourself.	 I	 feel	 fitted	 to	 cope

with	any	child	that	ever	was	born	int'	the	world!"
"I	know	you	do,	Mirandy;	but	that	don't	MAKE	you	so,"	returned	Jane	with	a

smile.
The	 habit	 of	 speaking	 her	mind	 freely	was	 certainly	 growing	 on	 Jane	 to	 an

altogether	terrifying	extent.



Chapter		12	
"See	the	pale	martyr"
It	was	about	this	time	that	Rebecca,	who	had	been	reading	about	the	Spartan	boy,
conceived	 the	 idea	 of	 some	 mild	 form	 of	 self-punishment	 to	 be	 applied	 on
occasions	 when	 she	 was	 fully	 convinced	 in	 her	 own	 mind	 that	 it	 would	 be
salutary.	The	immediate	cause	of	 the	decision	was	a	somewhat	sadder	accident
than	was	common,	even	in	a	career	prolific	in	such	things.
Clad	 in	 her	 best,	 Rebecca	 had	 gone	 to	 take	 tea	 with	 the	 Cobbs;	 but	 while

crossing	 the	bridge	she	was	suddenly	overcome	by	 the	beauty	of	 the	 river	and
leaned	over	the	newly	painted	rail	to	feast	her	eyes	on	the	dashing	torrent	of	the
fall.	 Resting	 her	 elbows	 on	 the	 topmost	 board,	 and	 inclining	 her	 little	 figure
forward	in	delicious	ease,	she	stood	there	dreaming.
The	 river	 above	 the	 dam	 was	 a	 glassy	 lake	 with	 all	 the	 loveliness	 of	 blue

heaven	and	green	shore	reflected	in	its	surface;	the	fall	was	a	swirling	wonder	of
water,	ever	pouring	itself	over	and	over	inexhaustibly	in	luminous	golden	gushes
that	 lost	 themselves	 in	 snowy	 depths	 of	 foam.	 Sparkling	 in	 the	 sunshine,
gleaming	 under	 the	 summer	 moon,	 cold	 and	 gray	 beneath	 a	 November	 sky,
trickling	 over	 the	 dam	 in	 some	 burning	 July	 drought,	 swollen	 with	 turbulent
power	in	some	April	freshet,	how	many	young	eyes	gazed	into	the	mystery	and
majesty	of	 the	 falls	 along	 that	 river,	 and	how	many	young	hearts	dreamed	out
their	 futures	 leaning	over	 the	bridge	 rail,	 seeing	"the	vision	splendid"	 reflected
there	and	often,	too,	watching	it	fade	into	"the	light	of	common	day."
Rebecca	never	went	across	the	bridge	without	bending	over	the	rail	to	wonder

and	to	ponder,	and	at	this	special	moment	she	was	putting	the	finishing	touches
on	a	poem.

Two	maidens	by	a	river	strayed
						Down	in	the	state	of	Maine.
The	one	was	called	Rebecca,
						The	other	Emma	Jane.
"I	would	my	life	were	like	the	stream,"
						Said	her	named	Emma	Jane,
"So	quiet	and	so	very	smooth,



						So	free	from	every	pain."
"I'd	rather	be	a	little	drop
						In	the	great	rushing	fall!
I	would	not	choose	the	glassy	lake,
						'T	would	not	suit	me	at	all!"
(It	was	the	darker	maiden	spoke
						The	words	I	just	have	stated,
The	maidens	twain	were	simply	friends
And	not	at	all	related.)
But	O!	alas	I	we	may	not	have
						The	things	we	hope	to	gain;
The	quiet	life	may	come	to	me,
						The	rush	to	Emma	Jane!

"I	don't	 like	 'the	rush	 to	Emma	Jane,'	and	I	can't	 think	of	anything	else.	Oh!
what	a	smell	of	paint!	Oh!	it	is	ON	me!	Oh!	it's	all	over	my	best	dress!	Oh	I	what
WILL	aunt	Miranda	say!"
With	tears	of	self-reproach	streaming	from	her	eyes,	Rebecca	flew	up	the	hill,

sure	of	sympathy,	and	hoping	against	hope	for	help	of	some	sort.
Mrs.	 Cobb	 took	 in	 the	 situation	 at	 a	 glance,	 and	 professed	 herself	 able	 to

remove	 almost	 any	 stain	 from	 almost	 any	 fabric;	 and	 in	 this	 she	 was
corroborated	 by	 uncle	 Jerry,	 who	 vowed	 that	 mother	 could	 git	 anything	 out.
Sometimes	she	took	the	cloth	right	along	with	the	spot,	but	she	had	a	sure	hand,
mother	had!
The	 damaged	 garment	 was	 removed	 and	 partially	 immersed	 in	 turpentine,

while	 Rebecca	 graced	 the	 festal	 board	 clad	 in	 a	 blue	 calico	 wrapper	 of	 Mrs.
Cobb's.
"Don't	 let	 it	 take	 your	 appetite	 away,"	 crooned	Mrs.	 Cobb.	 "I've	 got	 cream

biscuit	 and	 honey	 for	 you.	 If	 the	 turpentine	 don't	 work,	 I'll	 try	 French	 chalk,
magneshy,	and	warm	suds.	If	they	fail,	father	shall	run	over	to	Strout's	and	borry
some	 of	 the	 stuff	 Marthy	 got	 in	 Milltown	 to	 take	 the	 currant	 pie	 out	 of	 her
weddin'	dress."
"I	 ain't	 got	 to	 understandin'	 this	 paintin'	 accident	 yet,"	 said	 uncle	 Jerry

jocosely,	 as	 he	 handed	Rebecca	 the	 honey.	 "Bein'	 as	 how	 there's	 'Fresh	 Paint'
signs	hung	all	over	 the	breedge,	 so	 't	 a	blind	asylum	couldn't	miss	 'em,	 I	 can't
hardly	account	for	your	gettin'	int'	the	pesky	stuff."
"I	didn't	notice	the	signs,"	Rebecca	said	dolefully.	"I	suppose	I	was	looking	at

the	falls."
"The	 falls	has	been	 there	 sence	 the	beginnin'	o'	 time,	 an'	 I	 cal'late	 they'll	be



there	till	the	end	on	't;	so	you	needn't	'a'	been	in	sech	a	brash	to	git	a	sight	of	'em.
Children	comes	turrible	high,	mother,	but	I	s'pose	we	must	have	 'em!"	he	said,
winking	at	Mrs.	Cobb.
When	supper	was	cleared	away	Rebecca	insisted	on	washing	and	wiping	the

dishes,	while	Mrs.	Cobb	worked	on	the	dress	with	an	energy	that	plainly	showed
the	 gravity	 of	 the	 task.	 Rebecca	 kept	 leaving	 her	 post	 at	 the	 sink	 to	 bend
anxiously	 over	 the	 basin	 and	 watch	 her	 progress,	 while	 uncle	 Jerry	 offered
advice	from	time	to	time.
"You	must	'a'	laid	all	over	the	breedge,	deary,"	said	Mrs.	Cobb;	"for	the	paint

's	 not	only	on	your	 elbows	and	yoke	and	waist,	 but	 it	 about	 covers	your	 front
breadth."
As	the	garment	began	to	look	a	little	better	Rebecca's	spirits	took	an	upward

turn,	 and	 at	 length	 she	 left	 it	 to	 dry	 in	 the	 fresh	 air,	 and	went	 into	 the	 sitting-
room.
"Have	you	a	piece	of	paper,	please?"	asked	Rebecca.	"I'll	copy	out	the	poetry	I

was	making	while	I	was	lying	in	the	paint."
Mrs.	Cobb	sat	by	her	mending	basket,	and	uncle	Jerry	took	down	a	gingham

bag	of	strings	and	occupied	himself	in	taking	the	snarls	out	of	them,—a	favorite
evening	amusement	with	him.
Rebecca	soon	had	the	lines	copied	in	her	round	school-girl	hand,	making	such

improvements	as	occurred	to	her	on	sober	second	thought.

THE	TWO	WISHES
							BY
REBECCA	RANDALL

Two	maidens	by	a	river	strayed,
							'T	was	in	the	state	of	Maine.
Rebecca	was	the	darker	one,
							The	fairer,	Emma	Jane.
The	fairer	maiden	said,	"I	would
							My	life	were	as	the	stream;
So	peaceful,	and	so	smooth	and	still,
							So	pleasant	and	serene."
"I'd	rather	be	a	little	drop
							In	the	great	rushing	fall;
I'd	never	choose	the	quiet	lake;
							'T	would	not	please	me	at	all."
(It	was	the	darker	maiden	spoke



							The	words	we	just	have	stated;
The	maidens	twain	were	simply	friends,
							Not	sisters,	or	related.)
But	O!	alas!	we	may	not	have
							The	things	we	hope	to	gain.
The	quiet	life	may	come	to	me,
							The	rush	to	Emma	Jane!

She	read	it	aloud,	and	the	Cobbs	thought	it	not	only	surpassingly	beautiful,	but
a	marvelous	production.
"I	guess	if	that	writer	that	lived	on	Congress	Street	in	Portland	could	'a'	heard

your	poetry	he'd	'a'	been	astonished,"	said	Mrs.	Cobb.	"If	you	ask	me,	I	say	this
piece	 is	 as	 good	 as	 that	 one	 o'	 his,	 'Tell	 me	 not	 in	 mournful	 numbers;'	 and
consid'able	clearer."
"I	never	could	fairly	make	out	what	 'mournful	numbers'	was,"	remarked	Mr.

Cobb	critically.
"Then	I	guess	you	never	studied	fractions!"	flashed	Rebecca.	"See	here,	uncle

Jerry	and	aunt	Sarah,	would	you	write	another	verse,	especially	for	a	last	one,	as
they	usually	do—one	with	'thoughts'	in	it—to	make	a	better	ending?"
"If	you	can	grind	'em	out	jest	by	turnin'	the	crank,	why	I	should	say	the	more

the	merrier;	but	I	don't	hardly	see	how	you	could	have	a	better	endin',"	observed
Mr.	Cobb.
"It	 is	 horrid!"	 grumbled	Rebecca.	 "I	 ought	 not	 to	 have	 put	 that	 'me'	 in.	 I'm

writing	the	poetry.	Nobody	ought	to	know	it	IS	me	standing	by	the	river;	it	ought
to	 be	 'Rebecca,'	 or	 'the	 darker	maiden;'	 and	 'the	 rush	 to	Emma	 Jane'	 is	 simply
dreadful.	Sometimes	I	think	I	never	will	try	poetry,	it's	so	hard	to	make	it	come
right;	and	other	times	it	just	says	itself.	I	wonder	if	this	would	be	better?

But	O!	alas!	we	may	not	gain
							The	good	for	which	we	pray
The	quiet	life	may	come	to	one
							Who	likes	it	rather	gay,

I	don't	know	whether	that	is	worse	or	not.	Now	for	a	new	last	verse!"
In	 a	 few	minutes	 the	 poetess	 looked	 up,	 flushed	 and	 triumphant.	 "It	was	 as

easy	as	nothing.	Just	hear!"	And	she	read	slowly,	with	her	pretty,	pathetic	voice:
—

Then	if	our	lot	be	bright	or	sad,



							Be	full	of	smiles,	or	tears,
The	thought	that	God	has	planned	it	so
							Should	help	us	bear	the	years.

Mr.	and	Mrs.	Cobb	exchanged	dumb	glances	of	admiration;	indeed	uncle	Jerry
was	obliged	to	turn	his	face	to	the	window	and	wipe	his	eyes	furtively	with	the
string-bag.
"How	in	the	world	did	you	do	it?"	Mrs.	Cobb	exclaimed.
"Oh,	it's	easy,"	answered	Rebecca;	"the	hymns	at	meeting	are	all	like	that.	You

see	there's	a	school	newspaper	printed	at	Wareham	Academy	once	a	month.	Dick
Carter	says	 the	editor	 is	always	a	boy,	of	course;	but	he	allows	girls	 to	 try	and
write	for	it,	and	then	chooses	the	best.	Dick	thinks	I	can	be	in	it."
"IN	 it!"	 exclaimed	 uncle	 Jerry.	 "I	 shouldn't	 be	 a	 bit	 surprised	 if	 you	 had	 to

write	the	whole	paper;	an'	as	for	any	boy	editor,	you	could	lick	him	writin',	I	bate
ye,	with	one	hand	tied	behind	ye."
"Can	we	have	a	copy	of	the	poetry	to	keep	in	the	family	Bible?"	inquired	Mrs.

Cobb	respectfully.
"Oh!	would	you	like	it?"	asked	Rebecca.	"Yes	indeed!	I'll	do	a	clean,	nice	one

with	violet	ink	and	a	fine	pen.	But	I	must	go	and	look	at	my	poor	dress."
The	old	couple	 followed	Rebecca	 into	 the	kitchen.	The	 frock	was	quite	dry,

and	 in	 truth	 it	 had	 been	 helped	 a	 little	 by	 aunt	 Sarah's	 ministrations;	 but	 the
colors	 had	 run	 in	 the	 rubbing,	 the	 pattern	was	 blurred,	 and	 there	were	muddy
streaks	here	and	there.	As	a	 last	resort,	 it	was	carefully	smoothed	with	a	warm
iron,	 and	Rebecca	was	 urged	 to	 attire	 herself,	 that	 they	might	 see	 if	 the	 spots
showed	as	much	when	it	was	on.
They	did,	most	uncompromisingly,	and	to	 the	dullest	eye.	Rebecca	gave	one

searching	look,	and	then	said,	as	she	took	her	hat	from	a	nail	in	the	entry,	"I	think
I'll	be	going.	Good-night!	If	I've	got	to	have	a	scolding,	I	want	it	quick,	and	get	it
over."
"Poor	 little	 onlucky	 misfortunate	 thing!"	 sighed	 uncle	 Jerry,	 as	 his	 eyes

followed	her	down	the	hill.	"I	wish	she	could	pay	some	attention	to	the	ground
under	her	feet;	but	I	vow,	if	she	was	ourn	I'd	let	her	slop	paint	all	over	the	house
before	 I	 could	 scold	her.	Here's	 her	poetry	 she's	 left	 behind.	Read	 it	 out	 ag'in,
mother.	Land!"	he	continued,	chuckling,	as	he	 lighted	his	cob	pipe;	"I	can	 just
see	 the	 last	 flap	o'	 that	boy-editor's	 shirt	 tail	as	he	 legs	 it	 for	 the	woods,	while
Rebecky	settles	down	in	his	revolvin'	cheer!	I'm	puzzled	as	to	what	kind	of	a	job
editin'	 is,	 exactly;	 but	 she'll	 find	 out,	 Rebecky	will.	 An'	 she'll	 just	 edit	 for	 all
she's	worth!



"'The	thought	that	God	has	planned	it	so
							Should	help	us	bear	the	years.'

Land,	 mother!	 that	 takes	 right	 holt,	 kind	 o'	 like	 the	 gospel.	 How	 do	 you
suppose	she	thought	that	out?"
"She	couldn't	have	thought	it	out	at	her	age,"	said	Mrs.	Cobb;	"she	must	have

just	guessed	it	was	that	way.	We	know	some	things	without	bein'	told,	Jeremiah."

Rebecca	 took	her	 scolding	 (which	 she	 richly	 deserved)	 like	 a	 soldier.	There
was	considerable	of	it,	and	Miss	Miranda	remarked,	among	other	things,	that	so
absent-minded	a	child	was	sure	to	grow	up	into	a	driveling	idiot.	She	was	bidden
to	 stay	 away	 from	 Alice	 Robinson's	 birthday	 party,	 and	 doomed	 to	 wear	 her
dress,	stained	and	streaked	as	it	was,	until	it	was	worn	out.	Aunt	Jane	six	months
later	mitigated	this	martyrdom	by	making	her	a	ruffled	dimity	pinafore,	artfully
shaped	to	conceal	all	 the	spots.	She	was	blessedly	ready	with	 these	mediations
between	the	poor	little	sinner	and	the	full	consequences	of	her	sin.
When	 Rebecca	 had	 heard	 her	 sentence	 and	 gone	 to	 the	 north	 chamber	 she

began	 to	 think.	 If	 there	was	anything	 she	did	not	wish	 to	grow	 into,	 it	was	an
idiot	of	any	sort,	particularly	a	driveling	one;	and	she	resolved	to	punish	herself
every	 time	she	 incurred	what	she	considered	 to	be	 the	righteous	displeasure	of
her	virtuous	relative.	She	didn't	mind	staying	away	from	Alice	Robinson's.	She
had	told	Emma	Jane	it	would	be	like	a	picnic	in	a	graveyard,	the	Robinson	house
being	as	near	an	approach	to	a	tomb	as	a	house	can	manage	to	be.	Children	were
commonly	 brought	 in	 at	 the	 back	 door,	 and	 requested	 to	 stand	 on	 newspapers
while	making	their	call,	so	that	Alice	was	begged	by	her	friends	to	"receive"	in
the	shed	or	barn	whenever	possible.	Mrs.	Robinson	was	not	only	"turrible	neat,"
but	 "turrible	 close,"	 so	 that	 the	 refreshments	 were	 likely	 to	 be	 peppermint
lozenges	and	glasses	of	well	water.
After	considering	the	relative	values,	as	penances,	of	a	piece	of	haircloth	worn

next	the	skin,	and	a	pebble	in	the	shoe,	she	dismissed	them	both.	The	haircloth
could	not	be	 found,	 and	 the	pebble	would	attract	 the	notice	of	 the	Argus-eyed
aunt,	 besides	 being	 a	 foolish	 bar	 to	 the	 activity	 of	 a	 person	 who	 had	 to	 do
housework	and	walk	a	mile	and	a	half	to	school.
Her	 first	 experimental	 attempt	 at	 martyrdom	 had	 not	 been	 a	 distinguished

success.	She	had	stayed	at	home	from	the	Sunday-school	concert,	a	function	of
which,	in	ignorance	of	more	alluring	ones,	she	was	extremely	fond.	As	a	result
of	her	desertion,	two	infants	who	relied	upon	her	to	prompt	them	(she	knew	the
verses	 of	 all	 the	 children	 better	 than	 they	 did	 themselves)	 broke	 down
ignominiously.	The	class	to	which	she	belonged	had	to	read	a	difficult	chapter	of



Scripture	 in	 rotation,	 and	 the	 various	 members	 spent	 an	 arduous	 Sabbath
afternoon	counting	out	verses	according	to	their	seats	in	the	pew,	and	practicing
the	ones	 that	would	 inevitably	 fall	 to	 them.	They	were	 too	 ignorant	 to	 realize,
when	 they	 were	 called	 upon,	 that	 Rebecca's	 absence	 would	 make	 everything
come	wrong,	 and	 the	 blow	 descended	with	 crushing	 force	when	 the	 Jebusites
and	Amorites,	 the	Girgashites,	Hivites,	and	Perizzites	had	to	be	pronounced	by
the	persons	of	all	others	least	capable	of	grappling	with	them.
Self-punishment,	then,	to	be	adequate	and	proper,	must	begin,	like	charity,	at

home,	and	unlike	charity	should	end	there	too.	Rebecca	looked	about	the	room
vaguely	as	she	sat	by	the	window.	She	must	give	up	something,	and	truth	to	tell
she	possessed	little	to	give,	hardly	anything	but—yes,	that	would	do,	the	beloved
pink	parasol.	She	could	not	hide	it	in	the	attic,	for	in	some	moment	of	weakness
she	would	be	sure	to	take	it	out	again.	She	feared	she	had	not	the	moral	energy	to
break	it	into	bits.	Her	eyes	moved	from	the	parasol	to	the	apple-trees	in	the	side
yard,	and	then	fell	to	the	well	curb.	That	would	do;	she	would	fling	her	dearest
possession	into	the	depths	of	the	water.	Action	followed	quickly	upon	decision,
as	usual.	She	slipped	down	in	the	darkness,	stole	out	the	front	door,	approached
the	place	of	sacrifice,	lifted	the	cover	of	the	well,	gave	one	unresigned	shudder,
and	 flung	 the	 parasol	 downward	 with	 all	 her	 force.	 At	 the	 crucial	 instant	 of
renunciation	she	was	greatly	helped	by	the	reflection	that	she	closely	resembled
the	heathen	mothers	who	cast	their	babes	to	the	crocodiles	in	the	Ganges.
She	slept	well	and	arose	refreshed,	as	a	consecrated	spirit	always	should	and

sometimes	does.	But	there	was	great	difficulty	in	drawing	water	after	breakfast.
Rebecca,	 chastened	 and	 uplifted,	 had	 gone	 to	 school.	 Abijah	 Flagg	 was
summoned,	 lifted	 the	well	cover,	explored,	 found	 the	 inciting	cause	of	 trouble,
and	with	the	help	of	Yankee	wit	succeeded	in	removing	it.	The	fact	was	that	the
ivory	hook	of	the	parasol	had	caught	in	the	chain	gear,	and	when	the	first	attempt
at	drawing	water	was	made,	the	little	offering	of	a	contrite	heart	was	jerked	up,
bent,	its	strong	ribs	jammed	into	the	well	side,	and	entangled	with	a	twig	root.	It
is	 needless	 to	 say	 that	 no	 sleight-of-hand	 performer,	 however	 expert,	 unless
aided	 by	 the	 powers	 of	 darkness,	 could	 have	 accomplished	 this	 feat;	 but	 a
luckless	child	in	the	pursuit	of	virtue	had	done	it	with	a	turn	of	the	wrist.
We	will	draw	a	veil	over	the	scene	that	occurred	after	Rebecca's	return	from

school.	 You	 who	 read	 may	 be	 well	 advanced	 in	 years,	 you	 may	 be	 gifted	 in
rhetoric,	 ingenious	 in	 argument;	 but	 even	 you	 might	 quail	 at	 the	 thought	 of
explaining	the	tortuous	mental	processes	that	led	you	into	throwing	your	beloved
pink	parasol	 into	Miranda	Sawyer's	well.	Perhaps	you	 feel	 equal	 to	discussing
the	efficacy	of	spiritual	self-chastisement	with	a	person	who	closes	her	lips	into	a
thin	line	and	looks	at	you	out	of	blank,	uncomprehending	eyes!	Common	sense,



right,	and	logic	were	all	arrayed	on	Miranda's	side.	When	poor	Rebecca,	driven
to	the	wall,	had	to	avow	the	reasons	lying	behind	the	sacrifice	of	the	sunshade,
her	aunt	said,	"Now	see	here,	Rebecca,	you're	too	big	to	be	whipped,	and	I	shall
never	whip	you;	but	when	you	think	you	ain't	punished	enough,	just	tell	me,	and
I'll	make	out	to	invent	a	little	something	more.	I	ain't	so	smart	as	some	folks,	but
I	can	do	 that	much;	and	whatever	 it	 is,	 it'll	be	something	 that	won't	punish	 the
whole	 family,	 and	make	 'em	 drink	 ivory	 dust,	 wood	 chips,	 and	 pink	 silk	 rags
with	their	water."



Chapter		13	
Snow-white;	rose	red
Just	before	Thanksgiving	 the	affairs	of	 the	Simpsons	 reached	what	might	have
been	called	a	crisis,	even	 in	 their	 family,	which	had	been	born	and	 reared	 in	a
state	of	adventurous	poverty	and	perilous	uncertainty.
Riverboro	was	doing	its	best	to	return	the	entire	tribe	of	Simpsons	to	the	land

of	its	fathers,	so	to	speak,	thinking	rightly	that	the	town	which	had	given	them
birth,	 rather	 than	 the	 town	of	 their	adoption,	should	feed	 them	and	keep	a	roof
over	 their	 heads	 until	 the	 children	were	 of	 an	 age	 for	 self-support.	 There	was
little	 to	 eat	 in	 the	 household	 and	 less	 to	 wear,	 though	 Mrs.	 Simpson	 did,	 as
always,	her	poor	best.	The	children	managed	to	satisfy	their	appetites	by	sitting
modestly	 outside	 their	 neighbors'	 kitchen	 doors	when	meals	were	 about	 to	 be
served.	 They	 were	 not	 exactly	 popular	 favorites,	 but	 they	 did	 receive	 certain
undesirable	morsels	from	the	more	charitable	housewives.
Life	 was	 rather	 dull	 and	 dreary,	 however,	 and	 in	 the	 chill	 and	 gloom	 of

November	weather,	with	 the	vision	of	other	people's	 turkeys	bursting	with	 fat,
and	other	people's	golden	pumpkins	and	squashes	and	corn	being	garnered	into
barns,	 the	 young	 Simpsons	 groped	 about	 for	 some	 inexpensive	 form	 of
excitement,	and	settled	upon	 the	selling	of	soap	 for	a	premium.	They	had	sold
enough	to	their	immediate	neighbors	during	the	earlier	autumn	to	secure	a	child's
handcart,	 which,	 though	 very	 weak	 on	 its	 pins,	 could	 be	 trundled	 over	 the
country	 roads.	 With	 large	 business	 sagacity	 and	 an	 executive	 capacity	 which
must	 have	been	 inherited	 from	 their	 father,	 they	now	proposed	 to	 extend	 their
operations	 to	 a	 larger	 area	 and	 distribute	 soap	 to	 contiguous	 villages,	 if	 these
villages	could	be	induced	to	buy.	The	Excelsior	Soap	Company	paid	a	very	small
return	of	any	kind	 to	 its	 infantile	agents,	who	were	scattered	 through	 the	state,
but	 it	 inflamed	 their	 imaginations	by	 the	 issue	of	circulars	with	highly	colored
pictures	of	the	premiums	to	be	awarded	for	the	sale	of	a	certain	number	of	cakes.
It	was	at	 this	 juncture	 that	Clara	Belle	and	Susan	Simpson	consulted	Rebecca,
who	threw	herself	solidly	and	wholeheartedly	into	the	enterprise,	promising	her
help	and	that	of	Emma	Jane	Perkins.	The	premiums	within	their	possible	grasp
were	 three:	a	bookcase,	a	plush	reclining	chair,	and	a	banquet	 lamp.	Of	course
the	 Simpsons	 had	 no	 books,	 and	 casting	 aside,	 without	 thought	 or	 pang,	 the



plush	 chair,	which	might	 have	 been	of	 some	use	 in	 a	 family	 of	 seven	persons
(not	counting	Mr.	Simpson,	who	ordinarily	sat	elsewhere	at	the	town's	expense),
they	warmed	 themselves	 rapturously	 in	 the	 vision	 of	 the	 banquet	 lamp,	which
speedily	 became	 to	 them	more	 desirable	 than	 food,	 drink,	 or	 clothing.	Neither
Emma	 Jane	 nor	 Rebecca	 perceived	 anything	 incongruous	 in	 the	 idea	 of	 the
Simpsons	striving	for	a	banquet	lamp.	They	looked	at	the	picture	daily	and	knew
that	if	they	themselves	were	free	agents	they	would	toil,	suffer,	ay	sweat,	for	the
happy	privilege	of	occupying	the	same	room	with	that	lamp	through	the	coming
winter	evenings.	It	looked	to	be	about	eight	feet	tall	in	the	catalogue,	and	Emma
Jane	 advised	Clara	Belle	 to	measure	 the	 height	 of	 the	Simpson	 ceilings;	 but	 a
note	in	the	margin	of	the	circular	informed	them	that	it	stood	two	and	a	half	feet
high	when	set	up	in	all	 its	dignity	and	splendor	on	a	proper	table,	three	dollars
extra.	 It	 was	 only	 of	 polished	 brass,	 continued	 the	 circular,	 though	 it	 was
invariably	mistaken	for	solid	gold,	and	the	shade	that	accompanied	it	(at	least	it
accompanied	 it	 if	 the	 agent	 sold	 a	 hundred	 extra	 cakes)	was	 of	 crinkled	 crepe
paper	printed	in	a	dozen	delicious	hues,	from	which	the	joy-dazzled	agent	might
take	his	choice.
Seesaw	Simpson	was	not	in	the	syndicate.	Clara	Belle	was	rather	a	successful

agent,	but	Susan,	who	could	only	say	"thoap,"	never	made	large	returns,	and	the
twins,	who	were	somewhat	young	to	be	thoroughly	trustworthy,	could	be	given
only	a	half	dozen	cakes	at	a	time,	and	were	obliged	to	carry	with	them	on	their
business	 trips	 a	 brief	 document	 stating	 the	 price	 per	 cake,	 dozen,	 and	 box.
Rebecca	and	Emma	Jane	offered	to	go	two	or	three	miles	in	some	one	direction
and	see	what	 they	could	do	in	the	way	of	stirring	up	a	popular	demand	for	 the
Snow-White	 and	 Rose-Red	 brands,	 the	 former	 being	 devoted	 to	 laundry
purposes	and	the	latter	being	intended	for	the	toilet.
There	was	a	great	amount	of	hilarity	 in	 the	preparation	 for	 this	event,	and	a

long	council	 in	Emma	Jane's	attic.	They	had	 the	soap	company's	circular	 from
which	 to	 arrange	 a	 proper	 speech,	 and	 they	 had,	 what	 was	 still	 better,	 the
remembrance	 of	 a	 certain	 patent-medicine	 vender's	 discourse	 at	 the	 Milltown
Fair.	His	method,	when	once	observed,	could	never	be	forgotten;	nor	his	manner,
nor	his	vocabulary.	Emma	Jane	practiced	it	on	Rebecca,	and	Rebecca	on	Emma
Jane.
"Can	 I	 sell	you	a	 little	 soap	 this	afternoon?	 It	 is	called	 the	Snow-White	and

Rose-Red	Soap,	six	cakes	in	an	ornamental	box,	only	twenty	cents	for	the	white,
twenty-five	 cents	 for	 the	 red.	 It	 is	 made	 from	 the	 purest	 ingredients,	 and	 if
desired	could	be	eaten	by	an	invalid	with	relish	and	profit."
"Oh,	 Rebecca,	 don't	 let's	 say	 that!"	 interposed	 Emma	 Jane	 hysterically.	 "It

makes	me	feel	like	a	fool."



"It	takes	so	little	to	make	you	feel	like	a	fool,	Emma	Jane,"	rebuked	Rebecca,
"that	sometimes	I	think	that	you	must	BE	one	I	don't	get	to	feeling	like	a	fool	so
awfully	easy;	now	leave	out	that	eating	part	if	you	don't	like	it,	and	go	on."
"The	 Snow-White	 is	 probably	 the	 most	 remarkable	 laundry	 soap	 ever

manufactured.	 Immerse	 the	 garments	 in	 a	 tub,	 lightly	 rubbing	 the	more	 soiled
portions	with	 the	soap;	 leave	 them	submerged	 in	water	 from	sunset	 to	 sunrise,
and	then	the	youngest	baby	can	wash	them	without	the	slightest	effort."
"BABE,	not	baby,"	corrected	Rebecca	from	the	circular.
"It's	just	the	same	thing,"	argued	Emma	Jane.
"Of	course	it's	just	the	same	THING;	but	a	baby	has	got	to	be	called	babe	or

infant	in	a	circular,	the	same	as	it	is	in	poetry!	Would	you	rather	say	infant?"
"No,"	grumbled	Emma	Jane;	"infant	is	worse	even	than	babe.	Rebecca,	do	you

think	we'd	 better	 do	 as	 the	 circular	 says,	 and	 let	 Elijah	 or	 Elisha	 try	 the	 soap
before	we	begin	selling?"
"I	 can't	 imagine	 a	 babe	 doing	 a	 family	 wash	 with	 ANY	 soap,"	 answered

Rebecca;	"but	it	must	be	true	or	they	would	never	dare	to	print	it,	so	don't	let's
bother.	Oh!	won't	 it	be	 the	greatest	 fun,	Emma	Jane?	At	some	of	 the	houses—
where	they	can't	possibly	know	me—I	shan't	be	frightened,	and	I	shall	reel	off
the	 whole	 rigmarole,	 invalid,	 babe,	 and	 all.	 Perhaps	 I	 shall	 say	 even	 the	 last
sentence,	if	I	can	remember	it:	'We	sound	every	chord	in	the	great	mac-ro-cosm
of	satisfaction."
This	 conversation	 took	 place	 on	 a	 Friday	 afternoon	 at	 Emma	 Jane's	 house,

where	Rebecca,	to	her	unbounded	joy,	was	to	stay	over	Sunday,	her	aunts	having
gone	to	Portland	to	the	funeral	of	an	old	friend.	Saturday	being	a	holiday,	 they
were	 going	 to	 have	 the	 old	white	 horse,	 drive	 to	North	Riverboro	 three	miles
away,	eat	a	twelve	o'clock	dinner	with	Emma	Jane's	cousins,	and	be	back	at	four
o'clock	punctually.
When	the	children	asked	Mrs.	Perkins	if	they	could	call	at	just	a	few	houses

coming	 and	 going,	 and	 sell	 a	 little	 soap	 for	 the	 Simpsons,	 she	 at	 first	 replied
decidedly	in	the	negative.	She	was	an	indulgent	parent,	however,	and	really	had
little	objection	 to	Emma	Jane	amusing	herself	 in	 this	unusual	way;	 it	was	only
for	 Rebecca,	 as	 the	 niece	 of	 the	 difficult	 Miranda	 Sawyer,	 that	 she	 raised
scruples;	but	when	fully	persuaded	that	the	enterprise	was	a	charitable	one,	she
acquiesced.
The	girls	called	at	Mr.	Watson's	store,	and	arranged	for	several	large	boxes	of

soap	to	be	charged	to	Clara	Belle	Simpson's	account.	These	were	lifted	into	the
back	of	the	wagon,	and	a	happier	couple	never	drove	along	the	country	road	than
Rebecca	 and	 her	 companion.	 It	 was	 a	 glorious	 Indian	 summer	 day,	 which
suggested	nothing	of	Thanksgiving,	near	at	hand	as	it	was.	It	was	a	rustly	day,	a



scarlet	and	buff,	yellow	and	carmine,	bronze	and	crimson	day.	There	were	still
many	leaves	on	the	oaks	and	maples,	making	a	goodly	show	of	red	and	brown
and	 gold.	 The	 air	 was	 like	 sparkling	 cider,	 and	 every	 field	 had	 its	 heaps	 of
yellow	and	russet	good	things	 to	eat,	all	 ready	for	 the	barns,	 the	mills,	and	 the
markets.	 The	 horse	 forgot	 his	 twenty	 years,	 sniffed	 the	 sweet	 bright	 air,	 and
trotted	 like	 a	 colt;	 Nokomis	Mountain	 looked	 blue	 and	 clear	 in	 the	 distance;
Rebecca	stood	in	the	wagon,	and	apostrophized	the	landscape	with	sudden	joy	of
living:—

"Great,	wide,	beautiful,	wonderful	World,
With	the	wonderful	water	round	you	curled,
And	the	wonderful	grass	upon	your	breast,
World,	you	are	beautifully	drest!"

Dull	Emma	Jane	had	never	seemed	to	Rebecca	so	near,	so	dear,	so	tried	and
true;	and	Rebecca,	to	Emma	Jane's	faithful	heart,	had	never	been	so	brilliant,	so
bewildering,	 so	 fascinating,	 as	 in	 this	 visit	 together,	 with	 its	 intimacy,	 its
freedom,	and	the	added	delights	of	an	exciting	business	enterprise.
A	gorgeous	leaf	blew	into	the	wagon.
"Does	color	make	you	sort	of	dizzy?"	asked	Rebecca.
"No,"	answered	Emma	Jane	after	a	long	pause;	"no,	it	don't;	not	a	mite."
"Perhaps	dizzy	 isn't	 just	 the	 right	word,	but	 it's	nearest.	 I'd	 like	 to	eat	color,

and	 drink	 it,	 and	 sleep	 in	 it.	 If	 you	 could	 be	 a	 tree,	 which	 one	 would	 you
choose?"
Emma	 Jane	 had	 enjoyed	 considerable	 experience	 of	 this	 kind,	 and	Rebecca

had	 succeeded	 in	 unstopping	 her	 ears,	 ungluing	 her	 eyes,	 and	 loosening	 her
tongue,	so	that	she	could	"play	the	game"	after	a	fashion.
"I'd	 rather	 be	 an	 apple-tree	 in	 blossom,—that	 one	 that	 blooms	 pink,	 by	 our

pig-pen."
Rebecca	 laughed.	 There	was	 always	 something	 unexpected	 in	 Emma	 Jane's

replies.	"I'd	choose	to	be	that	scarlet	maple	just	on	the	edge	of	the	pond	there,"—
and	she	pointed	with	the	whip.	"Then	I	could	see	so	much	more	than	your	pink
apple-tree	by	the	pig-pen.	I	could	look	at	all	the	rest	of	the	woods,	see	my	scarlet
dress	 in	my	beautiful	 looking-glass,	 and	watch	 all	 the	yellow	and	brown	 trees
growing	 upside	 down	 in	 the	water.	When	 I'm	 old	 enough	 to	 earn	money,	 I'm
going	 to	 have	 a	 dress	 like	 this	 leaf,	 all	 ruby	 color—thin,	 you	 know,	 with	 a
sweeping	train	and	ruffly,	curly	edges;	then	I	think	I'll	have	a	brown	sash	like	the
trunk	of	the	tree,	and	where	could	I	be	green?	Do	they	have	green	petticoats,	I
wonder?	I'd	like	a	green	petticoat	coming	out	now	and	then	underneath	to	show



what	my	leaves	were	like	before	I	was	a	scarlet	maple."
"I	 think	 it	would	 be	 awful	 homely,"	 said	 Emma	 Jane.	 "I'm	 going	 to	 have	 a

white	 satin	 with	 a	 pink	 sash,	 pink	 stockings,	 bronze	 slippers,	 and	 a	 spangled
fan."



Chapter		14	
Mr.	Alladin
A	 single	 hour's	 experience	 of	 the	 vicissitudes	 incident	 to	 a	 business	 career
clouded	 the	 children's	 spirits	 just	 the	 least	 bit.	 They	 did	 not	 accompany	 each
other	to	the	doors	of	 their	chosen	victims,	feeling	sure	that	 together	they	could
not	approach	the	subject	seriously;	but	they	parted	at	the	gate	of	each	house,	the
one	holding	the	horse	while	the	other	took	the	soap	samples	and	interviewed	any
one	who	seemed	of	a	coming-on	disposition.	Emma	Jane	had	disposed	of	three
single	 cakes,	Rebecca	 of	 three	 small	 boxes;	 for	 a	 difference	 in	 their	 ability	 to
persuade	 the	 public	 was	 clearly	 defined	 at	 the	 start,	 though	 neither	 of	 them
ascribed	 either	 success	 or	 defeat	 to	 anything	 but	 the	 imperious	 force	 of
circumstances.	Housewives	looked	at	Emma	Jane	and	desired	no	soap;	listened
to	her	description	of	its	merits,	and	still	desired	none.	Other	stars	in	their	courses
governed	 Rebecca's	 doings.	 The	 people	 whom	 she	 interviewed	 either
remembered	their	present	need	of	soap,	or	reminded	themselves	that	they	would
need	 it	 in	 the	 future;	 the	 notable	 point	 in	 the	 case	 being	 that	 lucky	 Rebecca
accomplished,	with	almost	no	effort,	results	that	poor	little	Emma	Jane	failed	to
attain	by	hard	and	conscientious	labor.
"It's	your	turn,	Rebecca,	and	I'm	glad,	too,"	said	Emma	Jane,	drawing	up	to	a

gateway	 and	 indicating	 a	 house	 that	 was	 set	 a	 considerable	 distance	 from	 the
road.	"I	haven't	got	over	trembling	from	the	last	place	yet."	(A	lady	had	put	her
head	out	of	an	upstairs	window	and	called,	"Go	away,	 little	girl;	whatever	you
have	 in	 your	 box	we	 don't	want	 any.")	 "I	 don't	 know	who	 lives	 here,	 and	 the
blinds	are	all	 shut	 in	 front.	 If	 there's	nobody	at	home	you	mustn't	count	 it,	but
take	the	next	house	as	yours."
Rebecca	walked	 up	 the	 lane	 and	went	 to	 the	 side	 door.	 There	was	 a	 porch

there,	 and	 seated	 in	 a	 rocking-chair,	 husking	 corn,	was	 a	 good-looking	 young
man,	or	was	he	middle	aged?	Rebecca	could	not	make	up	her	mind.	At	all	events
he	had	an	air	of	the	city	about	him,—well-shaven	face,	well-trimmed	mustache,
well-fitting	clothes.	Rebecca	was	 a	 trifle	 shy	at	 this	unexpected	encounter,	 but
there	was	nothing	to	be	done	but	explain	her	presence,	so	she	asked,	"Is	the	lady
of	the	house	at	home?"
"I	 am	 the	 lady	 of	 the	 house	 at	 present,"	 said	 the	 stranger,	with	 a	whimsical



smile.	"What	can	I	do	for	you?"
"Have	you	ever	heard	of	 the—would	you	 like,	or	 I	mean—do	you	need	any

soap?"	queried	Rebecca.
"Do	I	look	as	if	I	did?"	he	responded	unexpectedly.
Rebecca	dimpled.	 "I	 didn't	mean	THAT;	 I	 have	 some	 soap	 to	 sell;	 I	mean	 I

would	 like	 to	 introduce	 to	 you	 a	 very	 remarkable	 soap,	 the	 best	 now	 on	 the
market.	It	is	called	the"—
"Oh!	I	must	know	that	soap,"	said	the	gentleman	genially.	"Made	out	of	pure

vegetable	fats,	isn't	it?"
"The	very	purest,"	corroborated	Rebecca.
"No	acid	in	it?"
"Not	a	trace."
"And	yet	a	child	could	do	the	Monday	washing	with	it	and	use	no	force."
"A	babe,"	corrected	Rebecca
"Oh!	a	babe,	eh?	That	child	grows	younger	every	year,	instead	of	older—wise

child!"
This	was	great	good	fortune,	 to	find	a	customer	who	knew	all	 the	virtues	of

the	article	in	advance.	Rebecca	dimpled	more	and	more,	and	at	her	new	friend's
invitation	sat	down	on	a	stool	at	his	side	near	the	edge	of	the	porch.	The	beauties
of	the	ornamental	box	which	held	the	Rose-Red	were	disclosed,	and	the	prices	of
both	that	and	the	Snow-White	were	unfolded.	Presently	she	forgot	all	about	her
silent	 partner	 at	 the	 gate	 and	 was	 talking	 as	 if	 she	 had	 known	 this	 grand
personage	all	her	life.
"I'm	 keeping	 house	 to-day,	 but	 I	 don't	 live	 here,"	 explained	 the	 delightful

gentleman.	"I'm	just	on	a	visit	to	my	aunt,	who	has	gone	to	Portland.	I	used	to	be
here	as	a	boy	and	I	am	very	fond	of	the	spot."
"I	don't	think	anything	takes	the	place	of	the	farm	where	one	lived	when	one

was	 a	 child,"	 observed	 Rebecca,	 nearly	 bursting	 with	 pride	 at	 having	 at	 last
successfully	used	the	indefinite	pronoun	in	general	conversation.
The	man	darted	a	look	at	her	and	put	down	his	ear	of	corn.	"So	you	consider

your	childhood	a	thing	of	the	past,	do	you,	young	lady?"
"I	can	still	remember	it,"	answered	Rebecca	gravely,	"though	it	seems	a	long

time	ago."
"I	can	remember	mine	well	enough,	and	a	particularly	unpleasant	one	it	was,"

said	the	stranger.
"So	was	mine,"	sighed	Rebecca.	"What	was	your	worst	trouble?"
"Lack	of	food	and	clothes	principally."
"Oh!"	 exclaimed	 Rebecca	 sympathetically,—"mine	 was	 no	 shoes	 and	 too

many	babies	and	not	enough	books.	But	you're	all	 right	and	happy	now,	aren't



you?"	 she	 asked	 doubtfully,	 for	 though	 he	 looked	 handsome,	 well-fed,	 and
prosperous,	any	child	could	see	that	his	eyes	were	tired	and	his	mouth	was	sad
when	he	was	not	speaking.
"I'm	 doing	 pretty	 well,	 thank	 you,"	 said	 the	 man,	 with	 a	 delightful	 smile.

"Now	tell	me,	how	much	soap	ought	I	to	buy	to-day?"
"How	 much	 has	 your	 aunt	 on	 hand	 now?"	 suggested	 the	 very	 modest	 and

inexperienced	agent;	"and	how	much	would	she	need?"
"Oh,	I	don't	know	about	that;	soap	keeps,	doesn't	it?"
"I'm	not	certain,"	said	Rebecca	conscientiously,	"but	I'll	look	in	the	circular—

it's	sure	to	tell;"	and	she	drew	the	document	from	her	pocket.
"What	 are	 you	 going	 to	 do	 with	 the	 magnificent	 profits	 you	 get	 from	 this

business?"
"We	 are	 not	 selling	 for	 our	 own	 benefit,"	 said	Rebecca	 confidentially.	 "My

friend	 who	 is	 holding	 the	 horse	 at	 the	 gate	 is	 the	 daughter	 of	 a	 very	 rich
blacksmith,	and	doesn't	need	any	money.	I	am	poor,	but	I	live	with	my	aunts	in	a
brick	house,	and	of	course	they	wouldn't	like	me	to	be	a	peddler.	We	are	trying	to
get	a	premium	for	some	friends	of	ours."
Rebecca	had	never	thought	of	alluding	to	the	circumstances	with	her	previous

customers,	 but	 unexpectedly	 she	 found	 herself	 describing	 Mr.	 Simpson,	 Mrs.
Simpson,	 and	 the	 Simpson	 family;	 their	 poverty,	 their	 joyless	 life,	 and	 their
abject	need	of	a	banquet	lamp	to	brighten	their	existence.
"You	 needn't	 argue	 that	 point,"	 laughed	 the	 man,	 as	 he	 stood	 up	 to	 get	 a

glimpse	of	the	"rich	blacksmith's	daughter"	at	the	gate.	"I	can	see	that	they	ought
to	have	it	if	they	want	it,	and	especially	if	you	want	them	to	have	it.	I've	known
what	it	was	myself	to	do	without	a	banquet	lamp.	Now	give	me	the	circular,	and
let's	do	some	figuring.	How	much	do	the	Simpsons	lack	at	this	moment?"
"If	they	sell	two	hundred	more	cakes	this	month	and	next,	they	can	have	the

lamp	by	Christmas,"	Rebecca	answered,	"and	 they	can	get	a	shade	by	summer
time;	but	I'm	afraid	I	can't	help	very	much	after	to-day,	because	my	aunt	Miranda
may	not	like	to	have	me."
"I	 see.	Well,	 that's	 all	 right.	 I'll	 take	 three	hundred	 cakes,	 and	 that	will	 give

them	shade	and	all."
Rebecca	had	been	seated	on	a	stool	very	near	to	the	edge	of	the	porch,	and	at

this	 remark	she	made	a	sudden	movement,	 tipped	over,	and	disappeared	 into	a
clump	of	lilac	bushes.	It	was	a	very	short	distance,	fortunately,	and	the	amused
capitalist	 picked	her	 up,	 set	 her	 on	 her	 feet,	 and	brushed	her	 off.	 "You	 should
never	seem	surprised	when	you	have	taken	a	large	order,"	said	he;	"you	ought	to
have	replied	'Can't	you	make	it	three	hundred	and	fifty?'	instead	of	capsizing	in
that	unbusinesslike	way."



"Oh,	 I	 could	 never	 say	 anything	 like	 that!"	 exclaimed	 Rebecca,	 who	 was
blushing	crimson	at	her	awkward	fall.	"But	it	doesn't	seem	right	for	you	to	buy
so	much.	Are	you	sure	you	can	afford	it?"
"If	I	can't,	I'll	save	on	something	else,"	returned	the	jocose	philanthropist.
"What	 if	 your	 aunt	 shouldn't	 like	 the	 kind	 of	 soap?"	 queried	 Rebecca

nervously.
"My	aunt	always	likes	what	I	like,"	he	returned
"Mine	doesn't!"	exclaimed	Rebecca
"Then	there's	something	wrong	with	your	aunt!"
"Or	with	me,"	laughed	Rebecca.
"What	is	your	name,	young	lady?"
"Rebecca	Rowena	Randall,	sir."
"What?"	with	an	amused	smile.	"BOTH?	Your	mother	was	generous."
"She	couldn't	bear	to	give	up	either	of	the	names	she	says."
"Do	you	want	to	hear	my	name?"
"I	 think	 I	know	already,"	answered	Rebecca,	with	a	bright	glance.	 "I'm	sure

you	must	be	Mr.	Aladdin	in	the	Arabian	Nights.	Oh,	please,	can	I	run	down	and
tell	Emma	Jane?	She	must	be	so	tired	waiting,	and	she	will	be	so	glad!"
At	the	man's	nod	of	assent	Rebecca	sped	down	the	lane,	crying	irrepressibly	as

she	neared	the	wagon,	"Oh,	Emma	Jane!	Emma	Jane!	we	are	sold	out!"
Mr.	Aladdin	followed	smilingly	 to	corroborate	 this	astonishing,	unbelievable

statement;	 lifted	 all	 their	 boxes	 from	 the	 back	 of	 the	 wagon,	 and	 taking	 the
circular,	promised	 to	write	 to	 the	Excelsior	Company	that	night	concerning	 the
premium.
"If	 you	 could	 contrive	 to	 keep	 a	 secret,—you	 two	 little	 girls,—it	would	 be

rather	a	nice	surprise	to	have	the	lamp	arrive	at	the	Simpsons'	on	Thanksgiving
Day,	wouldn't	it?"	he	asked,	as	he	tucked	the	old	lap	robe	cosily	over	their	feet.
They	gladly	assented,	and	broke	into	a	chorus	of	excited	thanks	during	which

tears	of	joy	stood	in	Rebecca's	eyes.
"Oh,	don't	mention	 it!"	 laughed	Mr.	Aladdin,	 lifting	his	hat.	"I	was	a	sort	of

commercial	traveler	myself	once,—years	ago,—and	I	like	to	see	the	thing	well
done.	 Good-by	Miss	 Rebecca	 Rowena!	 Just	 let	me	 know	whenever	 you	 have
anything	to	sell,	for	I'm	certain	beforehand	I	shall	want	it."
"Good-by,	Mr.	Aladdin!	 I	 surely	will!"	cried	Rebecca,	 tossing	back	her	dark

braids	delightedly	and	waving	her	hand.
"Oh,	Rebecca!"	said	Emma	Jane	in	an	awe-struck	whisper.	"He	raised	his	hat

to	us,	and	we	not	thirteen!	It'll	be	five	years	before	we're	ladies."
"Never	mind,"	answered	Rebecca;	"we	are	the	BEGINNINGS	of	ladies,	even

now."



"He	tucked	the	lap	robe	round	us,	too,"	continued	Emma	Jane,	in	an	ecstasy	of
reminiscence.	"Oh!	isn't	he	perfectly	elergant?	And	wasn't	it	lovely	of	him	to	buy
us	out?	And	just	think	of	having	both	the	lamp	and	the	shade	for	one	day's	work!
Aren't	you	glad	you	wore	your	pink	gingham	now,	even	if	mother	did	make	you
put	on	flannel	underneath?	You	do	look	so	pretty	in	pink	and	red,	Rebecca,	and
so	homely	in	drab	and	brown!"
"I	know	it,"	sighed	Rebecca	"I	wish	I	was	like	you—pretty	in	all	colors!"	And

Rebecca	 looked	 longingly	 at	 Emma	 Jane's	 fat,	 rosy	 cheeks;	 at	 her	 blue	 eyes,
which	 said	 nothing;	 at	 her	 neat	 nose,	which	 had	 no	 character;	 at	 her	 red	 lips,
from	between	which	no	word	worth	listening	to	had	ever	issued.
"Never	mind!"	said	Emma	Jane	comfortingly.	"Everybody	says	you're	awful

bright	and	smart,	and	mother	thinks	you'll	be	better	looking	all	the	time	as	you
grow	 older.	 You	 wouldn't	 believe	 it,	 but	 I	 was	 a	 dreadful	 homely	 baby,	 and
homely	right	along	till	just	a	year	or	two	ago,	when	my	red	hair	began	to	grow
dark.	What	was	the	nice	man's	name?"
"I	never	 thought	 to	ask!"	ejaculated	Rebecca.	"Aunt	Miranda	would	say	 that

was	 just	 like	me,	and	 it	 is.	But	I	called	him	Mr.	Aladdin	because	he	gave	us	a
lamp.	You	know	the	story	of	Aladdin	and	the	wonderful	lamp?"
"Oh,	Rebecca!	how	could	you	call	him	a	nickname	the	very	first	time	you	ever

saw	him?"
"Aladdin	isn't	a	nickname	exactly;	anyway,	he	laughed	and	seemed	to	like	it."
By	dint	of	superhuman	effort,	and	putting	such	a	seal	upon	their	lips	as	never

mortals	put	before,	 the	two	girls	succeeded	in	keeping	their	wonderful	news	to
themselves;	 although	 it	 was	 obvious	 to	 all	 beholders	 that	 they	 were	 in	 an
extraordinary	and	abnormal	state	of	mind.
On	Thanksgiving	the	lamp	arrived	in	a	large	packing	box,	and	was	taken	out

and	set	up	by	Seesaw	Simpson,	who	suddenly	began	to	admire	and	respect	 the
business	 ability	 of	 his	 sisters.	 Rebecca	 had	 heard	 the	 news	 of	 its	 arrival,	 but
waited	until	nearly	dark	before	asking	permission	to	go	to	the	Simpsons',	so	that
she	might	see	the	gorgeous	trophy	lighted	and	sending	a	blaze	of	crimson	glory
through	its	red	crepe	paper	shade.



Chapter		15	
The	Banquet	Lamp
There	had	been	company	at	the	brick	house	to	the	bountiful	Thanksgiving	dinner
which	 had	 been	 provided	 at	 one	 o'clock,—the	 Burnham	 sisters,	 who	 lived
between	North	Riverboro	and	Shaker	Village,	and	who	for	more	than	a	quarter
of	a	century	had	come	to	pass	the	holiday	with	the	Sawyers	every	year.	Rebecca
sat	 silent	 with	 a	 book	 after	 the	 dinner	 dishes	 were	 washed,	 and	 when	 it	 was
nearly	five	asked	if	she	might	go	to	the	Simpsons'.
"What	do	you	want	to	run	after	those	Simpson	children	for	on	a	Thanksgiving

Day?"	 queried	 Miss	 Miranda.	 "Can't	 you	 set	 still	 for	 once	 and	 listen	 to	 the
improvin'	conversation	of	your	elders?	You	never	can	let	well	enough	alone,	but
want	to	be	forever	on	the	move."
"The	Simpsons	have	a	new	lamp,	and	Emma	Jane	and	I	promised	to	go	up	and

see	it	lighted,	and	make	it	a	kind	of	a	party."
"What	under	the	canopy	did	they	want	of	a	lamp,	and	where	did	they	get	the

money	 to	pay	 for	 it?	 If	Abner	was	at	home,	 I	 should	 think	he'd	been	swappin'
again,"	said	Miss	Miranda.
"The	children	got	it	as	a	prize	for	selling	soap,"	replied	Rebecca;	"they've	been

working	for	a	year,	and	you	know	I	told	you	that	Emma	Jane	and	I	helped	them
the	Saturday	afternoon	you	were	in	Portland."
"I	 didn't	 take	 notice,	 I	 s'pose,	 for	 it's	 the	 first	 time	 I	 ever	 heard	 the	 lamp

mentioned.	Well,	you	can	go	for	an	hour,	and	no	more.	Remember	it's	as	dark	at
six	as	it	is	at	midnight	Would	you	like	to	take	along	some	Baldwin	apples?	What
have	you	got	in	the	pocket	of	that	new	dress	that	makes	it	sag	down	so?"
"It's	my	nuts	and	raisins	from	dinner,"	replied	Rebecca,	who	never	succeeded

in	keeping	the	most	innocent	action	a	secret	from	her	aunt	Miranda;	"they're	just
what	you	gave	me	on	my	plate."
"Why	didn't	you	eat	them?"
"Because	I'd	had	enough	dinner,	and	I	thought	if	I	saved	these,	it	would	make

the	Simpsons'	 party	better,"	 stammered	Rebecca,	who	hated	 to	be	 scolded	 and
examined	before	company.
"They	were	your	own,	Rebecca,"	 interposed	aunt	 Jane,	 "and	 if	you	chose	 to

save	them	to	give	away,	it	is	all	right.	We	ought	never	to	let	this	day	pass	without



giving	our	neighbors	something	to	be	thankful	for,	instead	of	taking	all	the	time
to	think	of	our	own	mercies."
The	Burnham	sisters	nodded	approvingly	as	Rebecca	went	out,	and	remarked

that	they	had	never	seen	a	child	grow	and	improve	so	fast	in	so	short	a	time.
"There's	plenty	of	room	left	for	more	improvement,	as	you'd	know	if	she	lived

in	the	same	house	with	you,"	answered	Miranda.	"She's	into	every	namable	thing
in	the	neighborhood,	an'	not	only	into	it,	but	generally	at	the	head	an'	front	of	it,
especially	when	 it's	mischief.	Of	 all	 the	 foolishness	 I	 ever	 heard	of,	 that	 lamp
beats	everything;	it's	just	like	those	Simpsons,	but	I	didn't	suppose	the	children
had	brains	enough	to	sell	anything."
"One	 of	 them	must	 have,"	 said	Miss	 Ellen	Burnham,	 "for	 the	 girl	 that	was

selling	soap	at	 the	Ladds'	 in	North	Riverboro	was	described	by	Adam	Ladd	as
the	most	remarkable	and	winning	child	he	ever	saw."
"It	 must	 have	 been	 Clara	 Belle,	 and	 I	 should	 never	 call	 her	 remarkable,"

answered	Miss	Miranda.	"Has	Adam	been	home	again?"
"Yes,	he's	been	staying	a	few	days	with	his	aunt.	There's	no	limit	to	the	money

he's	making,	they	say;	and	he	always	brings	presents	for	all	the	neighbors.	This
time	it	was	a	full	set	of	furs	for	Mrs.	Ladd;	and	to	 think	we	can	remember	the
time	he	was	a	barefoot	boy	without	two	shirts	to	his	back!	It	is	strange	he	hasn't
married,	with	all	his	money,	 and	him	so	 fond	of	children	 that	he	always	has	a
pack	of	them	at	his	heels."
"There's	 hope	 for	 him	 still,	 though,"	 said	Miss	 Jane	 smilingly;	 "for	 I	 don't

s'pose	he's	more	than	thirty."
"He	could	get	a	wife	in	Riverboro	if	he	was	a	hundred	and	thirty,"	remarked

Miss	Miranda.
"Adam's	aunt	says	he	was	so	taken	with	the	little	girl	that	sold	the	soap	(Clara

Belle,	did	you	say	her	name	was?),	that	he	declared	he	was	going	to	bring	her	a
Christmas	present,"	continued	Miss	Ellen.
"Well,	 there's	 no	 accountin'	 for	 tastes,"	 exclaimed	 Miss	 Miranda.	 "Clara

Belle's	 got	 cross-eyes	 and	 red	 hair,	 but	 I'd	 be	 the	 last	 one	 to	 grudge	 her	 a
Christmas	present;	 the	more	Adam	Ladd	gives	 to	her	 the	 less	 the	 town'll	have
to."
"Isn't	 there	another	Simpson	girl?"	asked	Miss	Lydia	Burnham;	"for	this	one

couldn't	 have	 been	 cross-eyed;	 I	 remember	Mrs.	Ladd	 saying	Adam	 remarked
about	this	child's	handsome	eyes.	He	said	it	was	her	eyes	that	made	him	buy	the
three	hundred	cakes.	Mrs.	Ladd	has	it	stacked	up	in	the	shed	chamber."
"Three	hundred	cakes!"	ejaculated	Miranda.	"Well,	there's	one	crop	that	never

fails	in	Riverboro!"
"What's	that?"	asked	Miss	Lydia	politely.



"The	fool	crop,"	responded	Miranda	tersely,	and	changed	the	subject,	much	to
Jane's	 gratitude,	 for	 she	 had	 been	 nervous	 and	 ill	 at	 ease	 for	 the	 last	 fifteen
minutes.	What	child	in	Riverboro	could	be	described	as	remarkable	and	winning,
save	Rebecca?	What	child	had	wonderful	eyes,	except	 the	same	Rebecca?	and
finally,	was	there	ever	a	child	in	the	world	who	could	make	a	man	buy	soap	by
the	hundred	cakes,	save	Rebecca?
Meantime	 the	 "remarkable"	 child	 had	 flown	 up	 the	 road	 in	 the	 deepening

dusk,	but	she	had	not	gone	far	before	she	heard	the	sound	of	hurrying	footsteps,
and	 saw	 a	 well-known	 figure	 coming	 in	 her	 direction.	 In	 a	 moment	 she	 and
Emma	Jane	met	and	exchanged	a	breathless	embrace.
"Something	awful	has	happened,"	panted	Emma	Jane.
"Don't	tell	me	it's	broken,"	exclaimed	Rebecca.
"No!	oh,	no!	not	 that!	 It	was	packed	 in	 straw,	 and	every	piece	 came	out	 all

right;	and	I	was	there,	and	I	never	said	a	single	thing	about	your	selling	the	three
hundred	cakes	that	got	the	lamp,	so	that	we	could	be	together	when	you	told."
"OUR	selling	the	three	hundred	cakes,"	corrected	Rebecca;	"you	did	as	much

as	I."
"No,	I	didn't,	Rebecca	Randall.	I	just	sat	at	the	gate	and	held	the	horse."
"Yes,	but	WHOSE	horse	was	it	that	took	us	to	North	Riverboro?	And	besides,

it	 just	happened	 to	be	my	turn.	 If	you	had	gone	 in	and	found	Mr.	Aladdin	you
would	have	had	the	wonderful	lamp	given	to	you;	but	what's	the	trouble?"
"The	 Simpsons	 have	 no	 kerosene	 and	 no	 wicks.	 I	 guess	 they	 thought	 a

banquet	 lamp	was	 something	 that	 lighted	 itself,	 and	 burned	without	 any	 help.
Seesaw	has	gone	to	the	doctor's	to	try	if	he	can	borrow	a	wick,	and	mother	let	me
have	a	pint	of	oil,	but	she	says	she	won't	give	me	any	more.	We	never	thought	of
the	expense	of	keeping	up	the	lamp,	Rebecca."
"No,	 we	 didn't,	 but	 let's	 not	 worry	 about	 that	 till	 after	 the	 party.	 I	 have	 a

handful	of	nuts	and	raisins	and	some	apples."
"I	 have	 peppermints	 and	 maple	 sugar,"	 said	 Emma	 Jane.	 "They	 had	 a	 real

Thanksgiving	dinner;	 the	doctor	gave	 them	sweet	potatoes	and	cranberries	and
turnips;	 father	 sent	 a	 spare-rib,	 and	Mrs.	 Cobb	 a	 chicken	 and	 a	 jar	 of	mince-
meat."
At	half	past	five	one	might	have	looked	in	at	the	Simpsons'	windows,	and	seen

the	 party	 at	 its	 height.	Mrs.	 Simpson	 had	 let	 the	 kitchen	 fire	 die	 out,	 and	 had
brought	 the	baby	 to	grace	 the	 festal	 scene.	The	 lamp	 seemed	 to	be	having	 the
party,	and	receiving	the	guests.	The	children	had	taken	the	one	small	table	in	the
house,	and	it	was	placed	in	the	far	corner	of	the	room	to	serve	as	a	pedestal.	On
it	stood	the	sacred,	the	adored,	the	long-desired	object;	almost	as	beautiful,	and
nearly	half	as	large	as	the	advertisement.	The	brass	glistened	like	gold,	and	the



crimson	paper	shade	glowed	like	a	giant	ruby.	In	the	wide	splash	of	light	that	it
flung	 upon	 the	 floor	 sat	 the	 Simpsons,	 in	 reverent	 and	 solemn	 silence,	 Emma
Jane	standing	behind	them,	hand	in	hand	with	Rebecca.	There	seemed	to	be	no
desire	for	conversation;	the	occasion	was	too	thrilling	and	serious	for	that.	The
lamp,	 it	was	 tacitly	 felt	by	everybody,	was	dignifying	 the	party,	 and	providing
sufficient	entertainment	simply	by	its	presence;	being	fully	as	satisfactory	in	its
way	as	a	pianola	or	a	string	band.
"I	wish	father	could	see	it,"	said	Clara	Belle	loyally.
"If	he	onth	thaw	it	he'd	want	to	thwap	it,"	murmured	Susan	sagaciously.
At	 the	 appointed	 hour	 Rebecca	 dragged	 herself	 reluctantly	 away	 from	 the

enchanting	scene.
"I'll	turn	the	lamp	out	the	minute	I	think	you	and	Emma	Jane	are	home,"	said

Clara	Belle.	"And,	oh!	I'm	so	glad	you	both	live	where	you	can	see	it	shine	from
our	windows.	I	wonder	how	long	it	will	burn	without	bein'	filled	if	I	only	keep	it
lit	one	hour	every	night?"
"You	needn't	put	it	out	for	want	o'	karosene,"	said	Seesaw,	coming	in	from	the

shed,	 "for	 there's	 a	 great	 kag	 of	 it	 settin'	 out	 there.	Mr.	Tubbs	 brought	 it	 over
from	North	Riverboro	and	said	somebody	sent	an	order	by	mail	for	it."
Rebecca	squeezed	Emma	Jane's	arm,	and	Emma	Jane	gave	a	rapturous	return

squeeze.	"It	was	Mr.	Aladdin,"	whispered	Rebecca,	as	they	ran	down	the	path	to
the	 gate.	 Seesaw	 followed	 them	 and	 handsomely	 offered	 to	 see	 them	 "apiece"
down	 the	 road,	but	Rebecca	declined	his	 escort	with	 such	decision	 that	he	did
not	 press	 the	 matter,	 but	 went	 to	 bed	 to	 dream	 of	 her	 instead.	 In	 his	 dreams
flashes	of	lightning	proceeded	from	both	her	eyes,	and	she	held	a	flaming	sword
in	either	hand.
Rebecca	 entered	 the	 home	 dining-room	 joyously.	 The	 Burnham	 sisters	 had

gone	and	the	two	aunts	were	knitting.
"It	was	a	heavenly	party,"	she	cried,	taking	off	her	hat	and	cape.
"Go	back	and	see	if	you	have	shut	the	door	tight,	and	then	lock	it,"	said	Miss

Miranda,	in	her	usual	austere	manner.
"It	 was	 a	 heavenly	 party,"	 reiterated	 Rebecca,	 coming	 in	 again,	 much	 too

excited	 to	 be	 easily	 crushed,	 "and	 oh!	 aunt	 Jane,	 aunt	Miranda,	 if	 you'll	 only
come	into	the	kitchen	and	look	out	of	the	sink	window,	you	can	see	the	banquet
lamp	shining	all	red,	just	as	if	the	Simpsons'	house	was	on	fire."
"And	probably	it	will	be	before	long,"	observed	Miranda.	"I've	got	no	patience

with	such	foolish	goin's-on."
Jane	 accompanied	 Rebecca	 into	 the	 kitchen.	 Although	 the	 feeble	 glimmer

which	 she	 was	 able	 to	 see	 from	 that	 distance	 did	 not	 seem	 to	 her	 a	 dazzling
exhibition,	she	tried	to	be	as	enthusiastic	as	possible.



"Rebecca,	who	was	it	that	sold	the	three	hundred	cakes	of	soap	to	Mr.	Ladd	in
North	Riverboro?"
"Mr.	WHO?"	exclaimed	Rebecca.
"Mr.	Ladd,	in	North	Riverboro."
"Is	that	his	real	name?"	queried	Rebecca	in	astonishment.	"I	didn't	make	a	bad

guess;"	and	she	laughed	softly	to	herself.
"I	asked	you	who	sold	the	soap	to	Adam	Ladd?"	resumed	Miss	Jane.
"Adam	Ladd!	then	he's	A.	Ladd,	too;	what	fun!"
"Answer	me,	Rebecca."
"Oh!	excuse	me,	aunt	Jane,	I	was	so	busy	thinking.	Emma	Jane	and	I	sold	the

soap	to	Mr.	Ladd."
"Did	you	tease	him,	or	make	him	buy	it?"
"Now,	aunt	Jane,	how	could	I	make	a	big	grown-up	man	buy	anything	 if	he

didn't	want	to?	He	needed	the	soap	dreadfully	as	a	present	for	his	aunt."
Miss	Jane	still	looked	a	little	unconvinced,	though	she	only	said,	"I	hope	your

aunt	Miranda	won't	mind,	but	you	know	how	particular	 she	 is,	Rebecca,	and	 I
really	wish	you	wouldn't	do	anything	out	of	the	ordinary	without	asking	her	first,
for	your	actions	are	very	queer."
"There	 can't	 be	 anything	 wrong	 this	 time,"	 Rebecca	 answered	 confidently.

"Emma	Jane	sold	her	cakes	to	her	own	relations	and	to	uncle	Jerry	Cobb,	and	I
went	first	to	those	new	tenements	near	the	lumber	mill,	and	then	to	the	Ladds'.
Mr.	Ladd	bought	 all	we	had	 and	made	us	 promise	 to	 keep	 the	 secret	 until	 the
premium	came,	and	I've	been	going	about	ever	since	as	if	the	banquet	lamp	was
inside	of	me	all	lighted	up	and	burning,	for	everybody	to	see."
Rebecca's	hair	was	 loosened	and	 falling	over	her	 forehead	 in	 ruffled	waves;

her	eyes	were	brilliant,	her	cheeks	crimson;	there	was	a	hint	of	everything	in	the
girl's	 face,—of	 sensitiveness	 and	 delicacy	 as	 well	 as	 of	 ardor;	 there	 was	 the
sweetness	 of	 the	mayflower	 and	 the	 strength	 of	 the	 young	 oak,	 but	 one	 could
easily	divine	that	she	was	one	of

"The	souls	by	nature	pitched	too	high,
By	suffering	plunged	too	low."

"That's	 just	 the	 way	 you	 look,	 for	 all	 the	 world	 as	 if	 you	 did	 have	 a	 lamp
burning	inside	of	you,"	sighed	aunt	Jane.	"Rebecca!	Rebecca!	I	wish	you	could
take	things	easier,	child;	I	am	fearful	for	you	sometimes."



Chapter		16	
Seasons	of	growth
The	days	flew	by;	as	summer	had	melted	into	autumn	so	autumn	had	given	place
to	winter.	Life	in	the	brick	house	had	gone	on	more	placidly	of	late,	for	Rebecca
was	honestly	trying	to	be	more	careful	in	the	performance	of	her	tasks	and	duties
as	well	as	more	quiet	in	her	plays,	and	she	was	slowly	learning	the	power	of	the
soft	answer	in	turning	away	wrath.
Miranda	had	not	had,	perhaps,	quite	 as	many	opportunities	 in	which	 to	 lose

her	temper,	but	it	is	only	just	to	say	that	she	had	not	fully	availed	herself	of	all
that	had	offered	themselves.
There	had	been	one	outburst	of	righteous	wrath	occasioned	by	Rebecca's	over-

hospitable	 habits,	 which	 were	 later	 shown	 in	 a	 still	 more	 dramatic	 and
unexpected	fashion.
On	a	certain	Friday	afternoon	she	asked	her	aunt	Miranda	 if	 she	might	 take

half	her	bread	and	milk	upstairs	to	a	friend.
"What	friend	have	you	got	up	there,	for	pity's	sake?"	demanded	aunt	Miranda.
"The	Simpson	baby,	come	to	stay	over	Sunday;	that	is,	if	you're	willing,	Mrs.

Simpson	says	she	is.	Shall	I	bring	her	down	and	show	her?	She's	dressed	in	an
old	dress	of	Emma	Jane's	and	she	looks	sweet."
"You	can	bring	her	down,	but	you	can't	show	her	to	me!	You	can	smuggle	her

out	 the	way	 you	 smuggled	 her	 in	 and	 take	 her	 back	 to	 her	mother.	Where	 on
earth	do	you	get	your	notions,	borrowing	a	baby	for	Sunday!"
"You're	 so	 used	 to	 a	 house	without	 a	 baby	 you	 don't	 know	 how	 dull	 it	 is,"

sighed	Rebecca	resignedly,	as	she	moved	towards	the	door;	"but	at	the	farm	there
was	always	a	nice	fresh	one	to	play	with	and	cuddle.	There	were	too	many,	but
that's	not	half	as	bad	as	none	at	all.	Well,	I'll	take	her	back.	She'll	be	dreadfully
disappointed	and	so	will	Mrs.	Simpson.	She	was	planning	to	go	to	Milltown."
"She	can	un-plan	then,"	observed	Miss	Miranda.
"Perhaps	I	can	go	up	there	and	take	care	of	the	baby?"	suggested	Rebecca.	"I

brought	her	home	so	't	I	could	do	my	Saturday	work	just	the	same."
"You've	 got	 enough	 to	 do	 right	 here,	without	 any	 borrowed	 babies	 to	make

more	steps.	Now,	no	answering	back,	just	give	the	child	some	supper	and	carry	it
home	where	it	belongs."



"You	 don't	 want	 me	 to	 go	 down	 the	 front	 way,	 hadn't	 I	 better	 just	 come
through	this	room	and	let	you	look	at	her?	She	has	yellow	hair	and	big	blue	eyes!
Mrs.	Simpson	says	she	takes	after	her	father."
Miss	Miranda	smiled	acidly	as	she	said	she	couldn't	take	after	her	father,	for

he'd	take	any	thing	there	was	before	she	got	there!
Aunt	 Jane	was	 in	 the	 linen	 closet	 upstairs,	 sorting	 out	 the	 clean	 sheets	 and

pillow	cases	for	Saturday,	and	Rebecca	sought	comfort	from	her.
"I	brought	the	Simpson	baby	home,	aunt	Jane,	thinking	it	would	help	us	over	a

dull	Sunday,	but	aunt	Miranda	won't	let	her	stay.	Emma	Jane	has	the	promise	of
her	 next	 Sunday	 and	Alice	Robinson	 the	 next.	Mrs.	 Simpson	wanted	 I	 should
have	her	first	because	I've	had	so	much	experience	in	babies.	Come	in	and	look
at	her	sitting	up	in	my	bed,	aunt	Jane!	Isn't	she	lovely?	She's	the	fat,	gurgly	kind,
not	 thin	 and	 fussy	 like	 some	babies,	 and	 I	 thought	 I	was	going	 to	have	her	 to
undress	and	dress	twice	each	day.	Oh	dear!	I	wish	I	could	have	a	printed	book
with	 everything	 set	 down	 in	 it	 that	 I	 COULD	 do,	 and	 then	 I	 wouldn't	 get
disappointed	so	often."
"No	book	could	be	printed	that	would	fit	you,	Rebecca,"	answered	aunt	Jane,

"for	 nobody	 could	 imagine	 beforehand	 the	 things	 you'd	 want	 to	 do.	 Are	 you
going	to	carry	that	heavy	child	home	in	your	arms?"
"No,	 I'm	going	 to	drag	her	 in	 the	 little	soap-wagon.	Come,	baby!	Take	your

thumb	 out	 of	 your	mouth	 and	 come	 to	 ride	with	Becky	 in	 your	 go-cart."	 She
stretched	 out	 her	 strong	 young	 arms	 to	 the	 crowing	 baby,	 sat	 down	 in	 a	 chair
with	 the	 child,	 turned	 her	 upside	 down	 unceremoniously,	 took	 from	 her
waistband	and	scornfully	flung	away	a	crooked	pin,	walked	with	her	(still	 in	a
highly	 reversed	 position)	 to	 the	 bureau,	 selected	 a	 large	 safety	 pin,	 and
proceeded	to	attach	her	brief	red	flannel	petticoat	to	a	sort	of	shirt	that	she	wore.
Whether	flat	on	her	stomach,	or	head	down,	heels	in	the	air,	the	Simpson	baby
knew	she	was	in	the	hands	of	an	expert,	and	continued	gurgling	placidly	while
aunt	Jane	regarded	the	pantomime	with	a	kind	of	dazed	awe.
"Bless	my	soul,	Rebecca,"	she	ejaculated,	"it	beats	all	how	handy	you	are	with

babies!"
"I	ought	 to	be;	 I've	brought	up	 three	and	a	half	of	 'em,"	Rebecca	 responded

cheerfully,	pulling	up	the	infant	Simpson's	stockings.
"I	should	think	you'd	be	fonder	of	dolls	than	you	are,"	said	Jane.
"I	do	 like	 them,	but	 there's	never	any	change	 in	a	doll;	 it's	 always	 the	 same

everlasting	old	doll,	and	you	have	to	make	believe	it's	cross	or	sick,	or	it	 loves
you,	or	can't	bear	you.	Babies	are	more	trouble,	but	nicer."
Miss	Jane	stretched	out	a	thin	hand	with	a	slender,	worn	band	of	gold	on	the

finger,	and	the	baby	curled	her	dimpled	fingers	round	it	and	held	it	fast.



"You	wear	a	 ring	on	your	engagement	 finger,	don't	you,	aunt	Jane?	Did	you
ever	think	about	getting	married?"
"Yes,	dear,	long	ago."
"What	happened,	aunt	Jane?"
"He	died—just	before."
"Oh!"	And	Rebecca's	eyes	grew	misty.
"He	was	a	soldier	and	he	died	of	a	gunshot	wound,	in	a	hospital,	down	South."
"Oh!	aunt	Jane!"	softly.	"Away	from	you?"
"No,	I	was	with	him."
"Was	he	young?"
"Yes;	young	and	brave	and	handsome,	Rebecca;	he	was	Mr.	Carter's	brother

Tom."
"Oh!	I'm	so	glad	you	were	with	him!	Wasn't	he	glad,	aunt	Jane?"
Jane	 looked	 back	 across	 the	 half-forgotten	 years,	 and	 the	 vision	 of	 Tom's

gladness	 flashed	 upon	 her:	 his	 haggard	 smile,	 the	 tears	 in	 his	 tired	 eyes,	 his
outstretched	arms,	his	weak	voice	saying,	"Oh,	Jenny!	Dear	Jenny!	I've	wanted
you	so,	Jenny!"	It	was	too	much!	She	had	never	breathed	a	word	of	it	before	to	a
human	 creature,	 for	 there	was	 no	 one	who	would	 have	 understood.	Now,	 in	 a
shamefaced	 way,	 to	 hide	 her	 brimming	 eyes,	 she	 put	 her	 head	 down	 on	 the
young	shoulder	beside	her,	saying,	"It	was	hard,	Rebecca!"
The	Simpson	baby	had	 cuddled	down	 sleepily	 in	Rebecca's	 lap,	 leaning	her

head	back	and	sucking	her	thumb	contentedly.	Rebecca	put	her	cheek	down	until
it	touched	her	aunt's	gray	hair	and	softly	patted	her,	as	she	said,	"I'm	sorry,	aunt
Jane!"
The	girl's	eyes	were	soft	and	tender	and	the	heart	within	her	stretched	a	little

and	grew;	grew	 in	 sweetness	 and	 intuition	 and	depth	of	 feeling.	 It	 had	 looked
into	another	heart,	felt	it	beat,	and	heard	it	sigh;	and	that	is	how	all	hearts	grow.
Episodes	 like	 these	enlivened	 the	quiet	 course	of	 every-day	existence,	made

more	quiet	by	the	departure	of	Dick	Carter,	Living	Perkins,	and	Huldah	Meserve
for	Wareham,	 and	 the	 small	 attendance	 at	 the	 winter	 school,	 from	 which	 the
younger	children	of	the	place	stayed	away	during	the	cold	weather.
Life,	 however,	 could	 never	 be	 thoroughly	 dull	 or	 lacking	 in	 adventure	 to	 a

child	 of	 Rebecca's	 temperament.	 Her	 nature	 was	 full	 of	 adaptability,	 fluidity,
receptivity.	 She	 made	 friends	 everywhere	 she	 went,	 and	 snatched	 up
acquaintances	in	every	corner.
It	was	she	who	ran	to	the	shed	door	to	take	the	dish	to	the	"meat	man"	or	"fish

man;"	 she	who	knew	 the	 family	 histories	 of	 the	 itinerant	 fruit	 venders	 and	 tin
peddlers;	 she	who	was	asked	 to	 take	 supper	or	pass	 the	night	with	 children	 in
neighboring	villages—children	of	whose	parents	her	aunts	had	never	so	much	as



heard.	As	to	the	nature	of	these	friendships,	which	seemed	so	many	to	the	eye	of
the	superficial	observer,	 they	were	of	various	kinds,	and	while	 the	girl	pursued
them	with	enthusiasm	and	ardor,	they	left	her	unsatisfied	and	heart-hungry;	they
were	never	intimacies	such	as	are	so	readily	made	by	shallow	natures.	She	loved
Emma	Jane,	but	it	was	a	friendship	born	of	propinquity	and	circumstance,	not	of
true	 affinity.	 It	was	her	neighbor's	 amiability,	 constancy,	 and	devotion	 that	 she
loved,	and	although	she	rated	these	qualities	at	their	true	value,	she	was	always
searching	 beyond	 them	 for	 intellectual	 treasures;	 searching	 and	 never	 finding,
for	 although	 Emma	 Jane	 had	 the	 advantage	 in	 years	 she	 was	 still	 immature.
Huldah	Meserve	had	an	instinctive	love	of	fun	which	appealed	to	Rebecca;	she
also	had	a	fascinating	knowledge	of	the	world,	from	having	visited	her	married
sisters	 in	 Milltown	 and	 Portland;	 but	 on	 the	 other	 hand	 there	 was	 a	 certain
sharpness	and	lack	of	sympathy	in	Huldah	which	repelled	rather	than	attracted.
With	Dick	Carter	 she	 could	 at	 least	 talk	 intelligently	 about	 lessons.	He	was	 a
very	ambitious	boy,	full	of	plans	for	his	future,	which	he	discussed	quite	freely
with	 Rebecca,	 but	 when	 she	 broached	 the	 subject	 of	 her	 future	 his	 interest
sensibly	lessened.	Into	the	world	of	the	ideal	Emma	Jane,	Huldah,	and	Dick	alike
never	seemed	to	have	peeped,	and	the	consciousness	of	this	was	always	a	fixed
gulf	between	them	and	Rebecca.
"Uncle	Jerry"	and	"aunt	Sarah"	Cobb	were	dear	friends	of	quite	another	sort,	a

very	 satisfying	 and	 perhaps	 a	 somewhat	 dangerous	 one.	A	 visit	 from	Rebecca
always	 sent	 them	 into	 a	 twitter	 of	 delight.	Her	merry	 conversation	 and	 quaint
comments	 on	 life	 in	 general	 fairly	 dazzled	 the	 old	 couple,	 who	 hung	 on	 her
lightest	word	as	if	it	had	been	a	prophet's	utterance;	and	Rebecca,	though	she	had
had	 no	 previous	 experience,	 owned	 to	 herself	 a	 perilous	 pleasure	 in	 being
dazzling,	even	to	a	couple	of	dear	humdrum	old	people	like	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Cobb.
Aunt	Sarah	flew	to	the	pantry	or	cellar	whenever	Rebecca's	slim	little	shape	first
appeared	on	the	crest	of	the	hill,	and	a	jelly	tart	or	a	frosted	cake	was	sure	to	be
forthcoming.	The	sight	of	old	uncle	Jerry's	 spare	 figure	 in	 its	clean	white	shirt
sleeves,	whatever	the	weather,	always	made	Rebecca's	heart	warm	when	she	saw
him	peer	longingly	from	the	kitchen	window.	Before	the	snow	came,	many	was
the	time	he	had	come	out	to	sit	on	a	pile	of	boards	at	the	gate,	to	see	if	by	any
chance	she	was	mounting	the	hill	that	led	to	their	house.	In	the	autumn	Rebecca
was	 often	 the	 old	man's	 companion	while	 he	was	 digging	 potatoes	 or	 shelling
beans,	 and	now	 in	 the	winter,	when	a	younger	man	was	driving	 the	 stage,	 she
sometimes	 stayed	with	him	while	he	did	his	 evening	milking.	 It	 is	 safe	 to	 say
that	 he	 was	 the	 only	 creature	 in	 Riverboro	 who	 possessed	 Rebecca's	 entire
confidence;	 the	 only	 being	 to	whom	 she	 poured	 out	 her	whole	 heart,	 with	 its
wealth	 of	 hopes,	 and	 dreams,	 and	 vague	 ambitions.	 At	 the	 brick	 house	 she



practiced	 scales	 and	 exercises,	 but	 at	 the	Cobbs'	 cabinet	 organ	 she	 sang	 like	 a
bird,	 improvising	 simple	accompaniments	 that	 seemed	 to	her	 ignorant	 auditors
nothing	short	of	marvelous.	Here	she	was	happy,	here	she	was	 loved,	here	she
was	drawn	out	of	herself	and	admired	and	made	much	of.	But,	 she	 thought,	 if
there	 were	 somebody	 who	 not	 only	 loved	 but	 understood;	 who	 spoke	 her
language,	comprehended	her	desires,	and	responded	to	her	mysterious	longings!
Perhaps	 in	 the	big	world	of	Wareham	 there	would	be	people	who	 thought	 and
dreamed	and	wondered	as	she	did.
In	 reality	 Jane	did	not	understand	her	niece	very	much	better	 than	Miranda;

the	difference	between	the	sisters	was,	that	while	Jane	was	puzzled,	she	was	also
attracted,	and	when	she	was	quite	in	the	dark	for	an	explanation	of	some	quaint
or	unusual	action	she	was	sympathetic	as	to	its	possible	motive	and	believed	the
best.	A	 greater	 change	 had	 come	 over	 Jane	 than	 over	 any	 other	 person	 in	 the
brick	house,	but	 it	had	been	wrought	 so	 secretly,	 and	concealed	 so	 religiously,
that	it	scarcely	appeared	to	the	ordinary	observer.	Life	had	now	a	motive	utterly
lacking	before.	Breakfast	was	not	eaten	in	the	kitchen,	because	it	seemed	worth
while,	now	that	there	were	three	persons,	to	lay	the	cloth	in	the	dining-room;	it
was	 also	 a	 more	 bountiful	 meal	 than	 of	 yore,	 when	 there	 was	 no	 child	 to
consider.	 The	 morning	 was	 made	 cheerful	 by	 Rebecca's	 start	 for	 school,	 the
packing	 of	 the	 luncheon	 basket,	 the	 final	word	 about	 umbrella,	waterproof,	 or
rubbers;	the	parting	admonition	and	the	unconscious	waiting	at	the	window	for
the	last	wave	of	the	hand.	She	found	herself	taking	pride	in	Rebecca's	improved
appearance,	her	rounder	throat	and	cheeks,	and	her	better	color;	she	was	wont	to
mention	 the	 length	 of	 Rebecca's	 hair	 and	 add	 a	 word	 as	 to	 its	 remarkable
evenness	and	 lustre,	at	 times	when	Mrs.	Perkins	grew	too	diffuse	about	Emma
Jane's	complexion.	She	threw	herself	wholeheartedly	on	her	niece's	side	when	it
became	a	question	between	a	crimson	or	a	brown	linsey-woolsey	dress,	and	went
through	a	memorable	struggle	with	her	sister	concerning	 the	purchase	of	a	 red
bird	 for	 Rebecca's	 black	 felt	 hat.	 No	 one	 guessed	 the	 quiet	 pleasure	 that	 lay
hidden	in	her	heart	when	she	watched	the	girl's	dark	head	bent	over	her	lessons
at	night,	nor	dreamed	of	her	joy	it,	certain	quiet	evenings	when	Miranda	went	to
prayer	meeting;	evenings	when	Rebecca	would	read	aloud	Hiawatha	or	Barbara
Frietchie,	 The	 Bugle	 Song,	 or	 The	 Brook.	 Her	 narrow,	 humdrum	 existence
bloomed	under	the	dews	that	fell	from	this	fresh	spirit;	her	dullness	brightened
under	the	kindling	touch	of	the	younger	mind,	took	fire	from	the	"vital	spark	of
heavenly	flame"	that	seemed	always	to	radiate	from	Rebecca's	presence.
Rebecca's	 idea	 of	 being	 a	 painter	 like	 her	 friend	Miss	 Ross	 was	 gradually

receding,	 owing	 to	 the	 apparently	 insuperable	 difficulties	 in	 securing	 any
instruction.	Her	 aunt	Miranda	 saw	no	wisdom	 in	cultivating	 such	a	 talent,	 and



could	not	conceive	that	any	money	could	ever	be	earned	by	its	exercise,	"Hand
painted	 pictures"	 were	 held	 in	 little	 esteem	 in	 Riverboro,	 where	 the	 cheerful
chromo	or	the	dignified	steel	engraving	were	respected	and	valued.	There	was	a
slight,	 a	 very	 slight	 hope,	 that	Rebecca	might	 be	 allowed	 a	 few	music	 lessons
from	 Miss	 Morton,	 who	 played	 the	 church	 cabinet	 organ,	 but	 this	 depended
entirely	upon	whether	Mrs.	Morton	would	decide	 to	accept	a	hayrack	 in	return
for	a	year's	instruction	from	her	daughter.	She	had	the	matter	under	advisement,
but	 a	 doubt	 as	 to	whether	 or	 not	 she	would	 sell	 or	 rent	 her	 hayfields	 kept	 her
from	 coming	 to	 a	 conclusion.	 Music,	 in	 common	 with	 all	 other
accomplishments,	was	viewed	by	Miss	Miranda	as	a	trivial,	useless,	and	foolish
amusement,	but	she	allowed	Rebecca	an	hour	a	day	for	practice	on	the	old	piano,
and	a	little	extra	time	for	lessons,	if	Jane	could	secure	them	without	payment	of
actual	cash.
The	news	from	Sunnybrook	Farm	was	hopeful	rather	than	otherwise.	Cousin

Ann's	husband	had	died,	and	John,	Rebecca's	favorite	brother,	had	gone	to	be	the
man	 of	 the	 house	 to	 the	 widowed	 cousin.	 He	 was	 to	 have	 good	 schooling	 in
return	 for	 his	 care	 of	 the	 horse	 and	 cow	 and	 barn,	 and	 what	 was	 still	 more
dazzling,	 the	 use	 of	 the	 old	 doctor's	 medical	 library	 of	 two	 or	 three	 dozen
volumes.	 John's	 whole	 heart	 was	 set	 on	 becoming	 a	 country	 doctor,	 with
Rebecca	to	keep	house	for	him,	and	the	vision	seemed	now	so	true,	so	near,	that
he	could	almost	 imagine	his	horse	ploughing	 through	snowdrifts	on	errands	of
mercy,	or,	less	dramatic	but	none	the	less	attractive,	could	see	a	physician's	neat
turncut	 trundling	 along	 the	 shady	 country	 roads,	 a	medicine	 case	 between	his,
Dr.	Randall's,	feet,	and	Miss	Rebecca	Randall	sitting	in	a	black	silk	dress	by	his
side.
Hannah	now	wore	her	hair	in	a	coil	and	her	dresses	a	trifle	below	her	ankles,

these	concessions	being	due	 to	her	extreme	height.	Mark	had	broken	his	collar
bone,	but	 it	was	healing	well.	Little	Mira	was	growing	very	pretty.	There	was
even	a	rumor	that	the	projected	railroad	from	Temperance	to	Plumville	might	go
near	the	Randall	farm,	in	which	case	land	would	rise	in	value	from	nothing-at-all
an	 acre	 to	 something	 at	 least	 resembling	 a	 price.	 Mrs.	 Randall	 refused	 to
consider	any	improvement	in	their	financial	condition	as	a	possibility.	Content	to
work	from	sunrise	to	sunset	to	gain	a	mere	subsistence	for	her	children,	she	lived
in	their	future,	not	in	her	own	present,	as	a	mother	is	wont	to	do	when	her	own
lot	seems	hard	and	cheerless.



Chapter		17	
Gray	days	and	gold
When	Rebecca	 looked	back	upon	 the	year	 or	 two	 that	 followed	 the	Simpsons'
Thanksgiving	 party,	 she	 could	 see	 only	 certain	 milestones	 rising	 in	 the	 quiet
pathway	of	the	months.
The	first	milestone	was	Christmas	Day.	It	was	a	fresh,	crystal	morning,	with

icicles	hanging	like	dazzling	pendants	from	the	trees	and	a	glaze	of	pale	blue	on
the	 surface	of	 the	 snow.	The	Simpsons'	 red	barn	 stood	out,	 a	glowing	mass	of
color	in	the	white	landscape.	Rebecca	had	been	busy	for	weeks	before,	trying	to
make	a	present	for	each	of	the	seven	persons	at	Sunnybrook	Farm,	a	somewhat
difficult	 proceeding	 on	 an	 expenditure	 of	 fifty	 cents,	 hoarded	 by	 incredible
exertion.	Success	had	been	achieved,	however,	and	the	precious	packet	had	been
sent	by	post	 two	days	previous.	Miss	Sawyer	had	bought	her	niece	a	nice	gray
squirrel	 muff	 and	 tippet,	 which	 was	 even	 more	 unbecoming	 if	 possible,	 than
Rebecca's	 other	 articles	 of	 wearing	 apparel;	 but	 aunt	 Jane	 had	 made	 her	 the
loveliest	dress	of	green	cashmere,	a	soft,	soft	green	like	that	of	a	young	leaf.	It
was	 very	 simply	 made,	 but	 the	 color	 delighted	 the	 eye.	 Then	 there	 was	 a
beautiful	"tatting"	collar	from	her	mother,	some	scarlet	mittens	from	Mrs.	Cobb,
and	a	handkerchief	from	Emma	Jane.
Rebecca	 herself	 had	 fashioned	 an	 elaborate	 tea-cosy	 with	 a	 letter	 "M"	 in

outline	 stitch,	 and	 a	 pretty	 frilled	 pincushion	 marked	 with	 a	 "J,"	 for	 her	 two
aunts,	so	that	taken	all	together	the	day	would	have	been	an	unequivocal	success
had	nothing	else	happened;	but	something	else	did.
There	was	a	knock	at	 the	door	at	breakfast	 time,	and	Rebecca,	answering	 it,

was	asked	by	a	boy	if	Miss	Rebecca	Randall	lived	there.	On	being	told	that	she
did,	he	handed	her	a	parcel	bearing	her	name,	a	parcel	which	she	took	like	one	in
a	dream	and	bore	into	the	dining-room.
"It's	a	present;	it	must	be,"	she	said,	looking	at	it	in	a	dazed	sort	of	way;	"but	I

can't	think	who	it	could	be	from."
"A	good	way	to	find	out	would	be	to	open	it,"	remarked	Miss	Miranda.
The	 parcel	 being	 untied	 proved	 to	 have	 two	 smaller	 packages	 within,	 and

Rebecca	 opened	 with	 trembling	 fingers	 the	 one	 addressed	 to	 her.	 Anybody's
fingers	would	have	trembled.	There	was	a	case	which,	when	the	cover	was	lifted,



disclosed	a	 long	chain	of	delicate	pink	coral	beads,—a	chain	ending	 in	a	cross
made	of	coral	 rosebuds.	A	card	with	 "Merry	Christmas	 from	Mr.	Aladdin"	 lay
under	the	cross.
"Of	all	things!"	exclaimed	the	two	old	ladies,	rising	in	their	seats.	"Who	sent

it?"
"Mr.	Ladd,"	said	Rebecca	under	her	breath.
"Adam	Ladd!	Well	I	never!	Don't	you	remember	Ellen	Burnham	said	he	was

going	to	send	Rebecca	a	Christmas	present?	But	I	never	supposed	he'd	think	of	it
again,"	said	Jane.	"What's	the	other	package?"
It	 proved	 to	 be	 a	 silver	 chain	 with	 a	 blue	 enamel	 locket	 on	 it,	 marked	 for

Emma	Jane.	That	added	the	last	touch—to	have	him	remember	them	both!	There
was	a	letter	also,	which	ran:—

Dear	Miss	Rebecca	Rowena,—My	idea	of	a	Christmas	present	is	something
entirely	unnecessary	and	useless.	I	have	always	noticed	when	I	give	this
sort	of	thing	that	people	love	it,	so	I	hope	I	have	not	chosen	wrong	for	you
and	your	friend.	You	must	wear	your	chain	this	afternoon,	please,	and	let
me	see	it	on	your	neck,	for	I	am	coming	over	in	my	new	sleigh	to	take	you
both	to	drive.	My	aunt	is	delighted	with	the	soap.	

Sincerely	your	friend,	

Adam	Ladd.

"Well,	 well!"	 cried	 Miss	 Jane,	 "isn't	 that	 kind	 of	 him?	 He's	 very	 fond	 of
children,	 Lyddy	 Burnham	 says.	 Now	 eat	 your	 breakfast,	 Rebecca,	 and	 after
we've	 done	 the	 dishes	 you	 can	 run	 over	 to	 Emma's	 and	 give	 her	 her	 chain—
What's	the	matter,	child?"
Rebecca's	 emotions	 seemed	 always	 to	 be	 stored,	 as	 it	 were,	 in	 adjoining

compartments,	and	to	be	continually	getting	mixed.	At	this	moment,	though	her
joy	 was	 too	 deep	 for	 words,	 her	 bread	 and	 butter	 almost	 choked	 her,	 and	 at
intervals	a	tear	stole	furtively	down	her	cheek.
Mr.	 Ladd	 called	 as	 he	 promised,	 and	 made	 the	 acquaintance	 of	 the	 aunts,

understanding	 them	both	 in	 five	minutes	 as	well	 as	 if	 he	had	known	 them	 for
years.	On	a	footstool	near	the	open	fire	sat	Rebecca,	silent	and	shy,	so	conscious
of	her	fine	apparel	and	the	presence	of	aunt	Miranda	that	she	could	not	utter	a
word.	 It	was	one	of	her	"beauty	days."	Happiness,	excitement,	 the	color	of	 the
green	dress,	and	the	touch	of	lovely	pink	in	the	coral	necklace	had	transformed
the	 little	 brown	 wren	 for	 the	 time	 into	 a	 bird	 of	 plumage,	 and	 Adam	 Ladd



watched	 her	 with	 evident	 satisfaction.	 Then	 there	 was	 the	 sleigh	 ride,	 during
which	 she	 found	her	 tongue	 and	 chattered	 like	 any	magpie,	 and	 so	 ended	 that
glorious	Christmas	Day;	and	many	and	many	a	night	thereafter	did	Rebecca	go
to	sleep	with	the	precious	coral	chain	under	her	pillow,	one	hand	always	upon	it
to	be	certain	that	it	was	safe.
Another	 milestone	 was	 the	 departure	 of	 the	 Simpsons	 from	 Riverboro,	 bag

and	baggage,	the	banquet	lamp	being	their	most	conspicuous	possession.	It	was
delightful	 to	 be	 rid	 of	 Seesaw's	 hateful	 presence;	 but	 otherwise	 the	 loss	 of
several	playmates	at	one	fell	swoop	made	rather	a	gap	in	Riverboro's	"younger
set,"	and	Rebecca	was	obliged	to	make	friends	with	the	Robinson	baby,	he	being
the	 only	 long-clothes	 child	 in	 the	 village	 that	winter.	 The	 faithful	 Seesaw	 had
called	at	 the	 side	door	of	 the	brick	house	on	 the	 evening	before	his	departure,
and	 when	 Rebecca	 answered	 his	 knock,	 stammered	 solemnly,	 "Can	 I	 k-keep
comp'ny	with	 you	when	 you	 g-g-row	 up?"	 "Certainly	NOT,"	 replied	Rebecca,
closing	the	door	somewhat	too	speedily	upon	her	precocious	swain.
Mr.	Simpson	had	come	home	in	 time	to	move	his	wife	and	children	back	 to

the	town	that	had	given	them	birth,	a	town	by	no	means	waiting	with	open	arms
to	 receive	 them.	 The	 Simpsons'	 moving	 was	 presided	 over	 by	 the	 village
authorities	and	somewhat	anxiously	watched	by	the	entire	neighborhood,	but	in
spite	of	all	precautions	a	pulpit	chair,	several	kerosene	lamps,	and	a	small	stove
disappeared	from	the	church	and	were	successfully	swapped	in	the	course	of	Mr.
Simpson's	 driving	 tour	 from	 the	 old	 home	 to	 the	 new.	 It	 gave	 Rebecca	 and
Emma	Jane	some	hours	of	sorrow	to	learn	that	a	certain	village	in	the	wake	of
Abner	 Simpson's	 line	 of	 progress	 had	 acquired,	 through	 the	 medium	 of	 an
ambitious	 young	minister,	 a	 magnificent	 lamp	 for	 its	 new	 church	 parlors.	 No
money	changed	hands	in	the	operation;	for	the	minister	succeeded	in	getting	the
lamp	in	return	for	an	old	bicycle.	The	only	pleasant	feature	of	 the	whole	affair
was	that	Mr.	Simpson,	wholly	unable	to	console	his	offspring	for	the	loss	of	the
beloved	object,	mounted	the	bicycle	and	rode	away	on	it,	not	to	be	seen	or	heard
of	again	for	many	a	long	day.
The	year	was	notable	also	as	being	the	one	in	which	Rebecca	shot	up	like	a

young	tree.	She	had	seemingly	never	grown	an	inch	since	she	was	ten	years	old,
but	once	started	she	attended	to	growing	precisely	as	she	did	other	things,—with
such	energy,	that	Miss	Jane	did	nothing	for	months	but	lengthen	skirts,	sleeves,
and	waists.	In	spite	of	all	 the	arts	known	to	a	thrifty	New	England	woman,	the
limit	of	letting	down	and	piecing	down	was	reached	at	last,	and	the	dresses	were
sent	to	Sunnybrook	Farm	to	be	made	over	for	Jenny.
There	was	another	milestone,	a	sad	one,	marking	a	little	grave	under	a	willow

tree	 at	 Sunnybrook	 Farm.	 Mira,	 the	 baby	 of	 the	 Randall	 family,	 died,	 and



Rebecca	went	home	for	a	fortnight's	visit.	The	sight	of	the	small	still	shape	that
had	been	Mira,	 the	baby	who	had	been	her	special	charge	ever	since	her	birth,
woke	into	being	a	host	of	new	thoughts	and	wonderments;	for	it	is	sometimes	the
mystery	of	death	that	brings	one	to	a	consciousness	of	the	still	greater	mystery	of
life.
It	was	a	sorrowful	home-coming	for	Rebecca.	The	death	of	Mira,	the	absence

of	 John,	 who	 had	 been	 her	 special	 comrade,	 the	 sadness	 of	 her	 mother,	 the
isolation	of	the	little	house,	and	the	pinching	economies	that	went	on	within	it,
all	conspired	to	depress	a	child	who	was	so	sensitive	to	beauty	and	harmony	as
Rebecca.
Hannah	seemed	to	have	grown	into	a	woman	during	Rebecca's	absence.	There

had	always	been	a	strange	unchildlike	air	about	Hannah,	but	in	certain	ways	she
now	appeared	older	 than	aunt	Jane—soberer,	and	more	settled.	She	was	pretty,
though	in	a	colorless	fashion;	pretty	and	capable.
Rebecca	walked	 through	 all	 the	 old	 playgrounds	 and	 favorite	 haunts	 of	 her

early	childhood;	all	her	familiar,	her	secret	places;	some	of	them	known	to	John,
some	 to	 herself	 alone.	 There	 was	 the	 spot	 where	 the	 Indian	 pipes	 grew;	 the
particular	bit	of	marshy	ground	where	the	fringed	gentians	used	to	be	largest	and
bluest;	 the	 rock	maple	where	 she	 found	 the	 oriole's	 nest;	 the	 hedge	where	 the
field	mice	lived;	the	moss-covered	stump	where	the	white	toadstools	were	wont
to	spring	up	as	if	by	magic;	the	hole	at	the	root	of	the	old	pine	where	an	ancient
and	honorable	toad	made	his	home;	these	were	the	landmarks	of	her	childhood,
and	she	looked	at	them	as	across	an	immeasurable	distance.	The	dear	little	sunny
brook,	her	chief	companion	after	John,	was	sorry	company	at	this	season.	There
was	no	 laughing	water	 sparkling	 in	 the	 sunshine.	 In	 summer	 the	merry	 stream
had	danced	over	white	pebbles	on	its	way	to	deep	pools	where	it	could	be	still
and	think.	Now,	like	Mira,	it	was	cold	and	quiet,	wrapped	in	its	shroud	of	snow;
but	Rebecca	knelt	by	the	brink,	and	putting	her	ear	to	the	glaze	of	ice,	fancied,
where	 it	 used	 to	 be	 deepest,	 she	 could	 hear	 a	 faint,	 tinkling	 sound.	 It	was	 all
right!	Sunnybrook	would	sing	again	in	the	spring;	perhaps	Mira	too	would	have
her	 singing	 time	 somewhere—she	wondered	where	 and	 how.	 In	 the	 course	 of
these	lonely	rambles	she	was	ever	thinking,	thinking,	of	one	subject.	Hannah	had
never	had	a	chance;	never	been	freed	from	the	daily	care	and	work	of	the	farm.
She,	Rebecca,	had	enjoyed	all	the	privileges	thus	far.	Life	at	the	brick	house	had
not	 been	 by	 any	 means	 a	 path	 of	 roses,	 but	 there	 had	 been	 comfort	 and	 the
companionship	 of	 other	 children,	 as	 well	 as	 chances	 for	 study	 and	 reading.
Riverboro	had	not	been	the	world	itself,	but	it	had	been	a	glimpse	of	it	through	a
tiny	 peephole	 that	was	 infinitely	 better	 than	 nothing.	Rebecca	 shed	more	 than
one	quiet	tear	before	she	could	trust	herself	to	offer	up	as	a	sacrifice	that	which



she	so	much	desired	for	herself.	Then	one	morning	as	her	visit	neared	its	end	she
plunged	 into	 the	subject	boldly	and	said,	"Hannah,	after	 this	 term	I'm	going	 to
stay	at	home	and	let	you	go	away.	Aunt	Miranda	has	always	wanted	you,	and	it's
only	fair	you	should	have	your	turn."
Hannah	was	darning	stockings,	and	she	 threaded	her	needle	and	snipped	off

the	 yarn	 before	 she	 answered,	 "No,	 thank	 you,	 Becky.	 Mother	 couldn't	 do
without	me,	and	I	hate	going	to	school.	I	can	read	and	write	and	cipher	as	well	as
anybody	 now,	 and	 that's	 enough	 for	me.	 I'd	 die	 rather	 than	 teach	 school	 for	 a
living.	The	winter'll	go	fast,	 for	Will	Melville	 is	going	 to	 lend	me	his	mother's
sewing	 machine,	 and	 I'm	 going	 to	 make	 white	 petticoats	 out	 of	 the	 piece	 of
muslin	aunt	Jane	sent,	and	have	'em	just	solid	with	tucks.	Then	there's	going	to
be	 a	 singing-school	 and	 a	 social	 circle	 in	Temperance	 after	New	Year's,	 and	 I
shall	 have	 a	 real	 good	 time	 now	 I'm	 grown	 up.	 I'm	 not	 one	 to	 be	 lonesome,
Becky,"	Hannah	ended	with	a	blush;	"I	love	this	place."
Rebecca	saw	that	she	was	speaking	the	 truth,	but	she	did	not	understand	the

blush	till	a	year	or	two	later.



Chapter		18	
Rebecca	represents	the	family
There	was	another	milestone;	it	was	more	than	that,	it	was	an	"event;"	an	event
that	made	a	deep	impression	in	several	quarters	and	left	a	wake	of	smaller	events
in	its	train.	This	was	the	coming	to	Riverboro	of	the	Reverend	Amos	Burch	and
wife,	returned	missionaries	from	Syria.
The	Aid	Society	had	called	its	meeting	for	a	certain	Wednesday	in	March	of

the	 year	 in	 which	 Rebecca	 ended	 her	 Riverboro	 school	 days	 and	 began	 her
studies	at	Wareham.	It	was	a	raw,	blustering	day,	snow	on	the	ground	and	a	look
in	the	sky	of	more	to	follow.	Both	Miranda	and	Jane	had	taken	cold	and	decided
that	they	could	not	leave	the	house	in	such	weather,	and	this	deflection	from	the
path	 of	 duty	 worried	 Miranda,	 since	 she	 was	 an	 officer	 of	 the	 society.	 After
making	 the	 breakfast	 table	 sufficiently	 uncomfortable	 and	 wishing	 plaintively
that	 Jane	 wouldn't	 always	 insist	 on	 being	 sick	 at	 the	 same	 time	 she	 was,	 she
decided	that	Rebecca	must	go	to	the	meeting	in	their	stead.	"You'll	be	better	than
nobody,	Rebecca,"	 she	 said	 flatteringly;	 "your	 aunt	 Jane	 shall	write	 an	 excuse
from	afternoon	school	for	you;	you	can	wear	your	rubber	boots	and	come	home
by	 the	way	of	 the	meetin'	house.	This	Mr.	Burch,	 if	 I	 remember	 right,	used	 to
know	your	grandfather	Sawyer,	and	stayed	here	once	when	he	was	candidatin'.
He'll	mebbe	look	for	us	there,	and	you	must	just	go	and	represent	the	family,	an'
give	 him	our	 respects.	Be	 careful	 how	you	 behave.	Bow	your	 head	 in	 prayer;
sing	 all	 the	hymns,	 but	 not	 too	 loud	 and	bold;	 ask	 after	Mis'	Strout's	 boy;	 tell
everybody	 what	 awful	 colds	 we've	 got;	 if	 you	 see	 a	 good	 chance,	 take	 your
pocket	 handkerchief	 and	 wipe	 the	 dust	 off	 the	 melodeon	 before	 the	 meetin'
begins,	and	get	twenty-five	cents	out	of	the	sittin'	room	match-box	in	case	there
should	be	a	collection."
Rebecca	willingly	assented.	Anything	interested	her,	even	a	village	missionary

meeting,	and	the	idea	of	representing	the	family	was	rather	intoxicating.
The	service	was	held	 in	 the	Sunday-school	room,	and	although	the	Rev.	Mr.

Burch	 was	 on	 the	 platform	 when	 Rebecca	 entered,	 there	 were	 only	 a	 dozen
persons	 present.	 Feeling	 a	 little	 shy	 and	 considerably	 too	 young	 for	 this
assemblage,	 Rebecca	 sought	 the	 shelter	 of	 a	 friendly	 face,	 and	 seeing	 Mrs.
Robinson	in	one	of	the	side	seats	near	the	front,	she	walked	up	the	aisle	and	sat



beside	her.
"Both	my	aunts	had	bad	colds,"	she	said	softly,	"and	sent	me	to	represent	the

family."
"That's	 Mrs.	 Burch	 on	 the	 platform	 with	 her	 husband,"	 whispered	 Mrs.

Robinson.	"She's	awful	tanned	up,	ain't	she?	If	you're	goin'	to	save	souls	seems
like	 you	 hev'	 to	 part	with	 your	 complexion.	 Eudoxy	Morton	 ain't	 come	 yet;	 I
hope	 to	 the	 land	she	will,	or	Mis'	Deacon	Milliken'll	pitch	 the	 tunes	where	we
can't	reach	'em	with	a	ladder;	can't	you	pitch,	afore	she	gits	her	breath	and	clears
her	throat?"
Mrs.	Burch	was	a	slim,	frail	little	woman	with	dark	hair,	a	broad	low	forehead,

and	 patient	mouth.	 She	was	 dressed	 in	 a	well-worn	 black	 silk,	 and	 looked	 so
tired	that	Rebecca's	heart	went	out	to	her.
"They're	poor	as	Job's	turkey,"	whispered	Mrs.	Robinson;	"but	if	you	give	'em

anything	they'd	turn	right	round	and	give	it	to	the	heathen.	His	congregation	up
to	Parsonsfield	clubbed	together	and	give	him	that	gold	watch	he	carries;	I	s'pose
he'd	'a'	handed	that	over	too,	only	heathens	always	tell	time	by	the	sun	'n'	don't
need	watches.	Eudoxy	ain't	comin';	now	for	massy's	sake,	Rebecca,	do	git	ahead
of	Mis'	Deacon	Milliken	and	pitch	real	low."
The	meeting	began	with	prayer	and	then	the	Rev.	Mr.	Burch	announced,	to	the

tune	of	Mendon:—

"Church	of	our	God	I	arise	and	shine,
Bright	with	the	beams	of	truth	divine:
Then	shall	thy	radiance	stream	afar,
Wide	as	the	heathen	nations	are.
"Gentiles	and	kings	thy	light	shall	view,
And	shall	admire	and	love	thee	too;
They	come,	like	clouds	across	the	sky,
As	doves	that	to	their	windows	fly."

"Is	 there	 any	 one	 present	 who	 will	 assist	 us	 at	 the	 instrument?"	 he	 asked
unexpectedly.
Everybody	 looked	at	everybody	else,	and	nobody	moved;	 then	 there	came	a

voice	out	 of	 a	 far	 corner	 saying	 informally,	 "Rebecca,	why	don't	 you?"	 It	was
Mrs.	Cobb.	Rebecca	could	have	played	Mendon	in	the	dark,	so	she	went	to	the
melodeon	and	did	so	without	any	ado,	no	member	of	her	family	being	present	to
give	her	self-consciousness.
The	 talk	 that	 ensued	 was	 much	 the	 usual	 sort	 of	 thing.	 Mr.	 Burch	 made

impassioned	 appeals	 for	 the	 spreading	 of	 the	 gospel,	 and	 added	 his	 entreaties



that	 all	 who	 were	 prevented	 from	 visiting	 in	 person	 the	 peoples	 who	 sat	 in
darkness	should	contribute	liberally	to	the	support	of	others	who	could.	But	he
did	more	 than	 this.	 He	 was	 a	 pleasant,	 earnest	 speaker,	 and	 he	 interwove	 his
discourse	with	stories	of	life	in	a	foreign	land,—of	the	manners,	the	customs,	the
speech,	the	point	of	view;	even	giving	glimpses	of	the	daily	round,	the	common
task,	 of	 his	 own	 household,	 the	 work	 of	 his	 devoted	 helpmate	 and	 their	 little
group	of	children,	all	born	under	Syrian	skies.
Rebecca	sat	entranced,	having	been	given	the	key	of	another	world.	Riverboro

had	faded;	the	Sunday-school	room,	with	Mrs.	Robinson's	red	plaid	shawl,	and
Deacon	Milliken's	wig,	on	crooked,	the	bare	benches	and	torn	hymn-books,	the
hanging	 texts	 and	 maps,	 were	 no	 longer	 visible,	 and	 she	 saw	 blue	 skies	 and
burning	 stars,	 white	 turbans	 and	 gay	 colors;	 Mr.	 Burch	 had	 not	 said	 so,	 but
perhaps	 there	 were	 mosques	 and	 temples	 and	 minarets	 and	 date-palms.	What
stories	 they	must	know,	 those	children	born	under	Syrian	 skies!	Then	 she	was
called	upon	to	play	"Jesus	shall	reign	where'er	the	sun."
The	 contribution	 box	was	 passed	 and	Mr.	 Burch	 prayed.	 As	 he	 opened	 his

eyes	 and	 gave	 out	 the	 last	 hymn	 he	 looked	 at	 the	 handful	 of	 people,	 at	 the
scattered	 pennies	 and	 dimes	 in	 the	 contribution	 box,	 and	 reflected	 that	 his
mission	was	not	only	to	gather	funds	for	the	building	of	his	church,	but	to	keep
alive,	in	all	these	remote	and	lonely	neighborhoods,	that	love	for	the	cause	which
was	its	only	hope	in	the	years	to	come.
"If	any	of	the	sisters	will	provide	entertainment,"	he	said,	"Mrs.	Burch	and	I

will	 remain	among	you	 to-night	 and	 to-morrow.	 In	 that	 event	we	could	hold	a
parlor	meeting.	My	wife	and	one	of	my	children	would	wear	the	native	costume,
we	would	display	some	specimens	of	Syrian	handiwork,	and	give	an	account	of
our	 educational	 methods	 with	 the	 children.	 These	 informal	 parlor	 meetings,
admitting	of	questions	or	conversation,	are	often	the	means	of	interesting	those
not	 commonly	 found	 at	 church	 services	 so	 I	 repeat,	 if	 any	 member	 of	 the
congregation	desires	it	and	offers	her	hospitality,	we	will	gladly	stay	and	tell	you
more	of	the	Lord's	work."
A	 pall	 of	 silence	 settled	 over	 the	 little	 assembly.	 There	 was	 some	 cogent

reason	why	every	"sister"	there	was	disinclined	for	company.	Some	had	no	spare
room,	some	had	a	larder	less	well	stocked	than	usual,	some	had	sickness	in	the
family,	 some	 were	 "unequally	 yoked	 together	 with	 unbelievers"	 who	 disliked
strange	 ministers.	 Mrs.	 Burch's	 thin	 hands	 fingered	 her	 black	 silk	 nervously.
"Would	 no	 one	 speak!"	 thought	 Rebecca,	 her	 heart	 fluttering	 with	 sympathy.
Mrs.	 Robinson	 leaned	 over	 and	 whispered	 significantly,	 "The	 missionaries
always	used	to	be	entertained	at	the	brick	house;	your	grandfather	never	would
let	 'em	 sleep	 anywheres	 else	when	he	was	 alive."	She	meant	 this	 for	 a	 stab	 at



Miss	Miranda's	parsimony,	 remembering	 the	 four	 spare	chambers,	 closed	 from
January	to	December;	but	Rebecca	thought	it	was	intended	as	a	suggestion.	If	it
had	 been	 a	 former	 custom,	 perhaps	 her	 aunts	 would	 want	 her	 to	 do	 the	 right
thing;	for	what	else	was	she	representing	the	family?	So,	delighted	that	duty	lay
in	so	pleasant	a	direction,	she	rose	from	her	seat	and	said	in	the	pretty	voice	and
with	the	quaint	manner	that	so	separated	her	from	all	the	other	young	people	in
the	 village,	 "My	 aunts,	 Miss	 Miranda	 and	Miss	 Jane	 Sawyer,	 would	 be	 very
happy	to	have	you	visit	them	at	the	brick	house,	as	the	ministers	always	used	to
do	when	their	father	was	alive.	They	sent	their	respects	by	me."	The	"respects"
might	have	been	the	freedom	of	the	city,	or	an	equestrian	statue,	when	presented
in	 this	way,	and	 the	aunts	would	have	 shuddered	could	 they	have	 foreseen	 the
manner	of	delivery;	but	it	was	vastly	impressive	to	the	audience,	who	concluded
that	Mirandy	Sawyer	must	be	making	her	way	uncommonly	fast	to	mansions	in
the	skies,	else	what	meant	this	abrupt	change	of	heart?
Mr.	Burch	 bowed	 courteously,	 accepted	 the	 invitation	 "in	 the	 same	 spirit	 in

which	it	was	offered,"	and	asked	Brother	Milliken	to	lead	in	prayer.
If	the	Eternal	Ear	could	ever	tire	it	would	have	ceased	long	ere	this	to	listen	to

Deacon	Milliken,	who	had	wafted	 to	 the	 throne	of	grace	 the	same	prayer,	with
very	 slight	 variations,	 for	 forty	 years.	Mrs.	 Perkins	 followed;	 she	 had	 several
petitions	at	her	command,	good	sincere	ones	too,	but	a	little	cut	and	dried,	made
of	 scripture	 texts	 laboriously	 woven	 together.	 Rebecca	 wondered	 why	 she
always	ended,	at	the	most	peaceful	seasons,	with	the	form,	"Do	Thou	be	with	us,
God	 of	Battles,	while	we	 strive	 onward	 like	Christian	 soldiers	marching	 as	 to
war;"	but	everything	sounded	real	to	her	to-day,	she	was	in	a	devout	mood,	and
many	things	Mr.	Burch	had	said	had	moved	her	strangely.	As	she	lifted	her	head
the	 minister	 looked	 directly	 at	 her	 and	 said,	 "Will	 our	 young	 sister	 close	 the
service	by	leading	us	in	prayer?"
Every	 drop	 of	 blood	 in	Rebecca's	 body	 seemed	 to	 stand	 still,	 and	 her	 heart

almost	stopped	beating.	Mrs.	Cobb's	excited	breathing	could	be	heard	distinctly
in	 the	 silence.	 There	was	 nothing	 extraordinary	 in	Mr.	 Burch's	 request.	 In	 his
journeyings	 among	 country	 congregations	 he	 was	 constantly	 in	 the	 habit	 of
meeting	young	members	who	had	"experienced	religion"	and	joined	the	church
when	 nine	 or	 ten	 years	 old.	 Rebecca	 was	 now	 thirteen;	 she	 had	 played	 the
melodeon,	 led	 the	 singing,	 delivered	 her	 aunts'	 invitation	 with	 an	 air	 of	 great
worldly	wisdom,	 and	 he,	 concluding	 that	 she	must	 be	 a	 youthful	 pillar	 of	 the
church,	called	upon	her	with	the	utmost	simplicity.
Rebecca's	plight	was	pathetic.	How	could	she	refuse;	how	could	she	explain

she	was	not	 a	 "member;"	how	could	 she	pray	before	all	 those	elderly	women!
John	 Rogers	 at	 the	 stake	 hardly	 suffered	 more	 than	 this	 poor	 child	 for	 the



moment	 as	 she	 rose	 to	 her	 feet,	 forgetting	 that	 ladies	 prayed	 sitting,	 while
deacons	 stood	 in	 prayer.	 Her	 mind	 was	 a	 maze	 of	 pictures	 that	 the	 Rev.	Mr.
Burch	 had	 flung	 on	 the	 screen.	 She	 knew	 the	 conventional	 phraseology,	 of
course;	what	New	England	child,	accustomed	to	Wednesday	evening	meetings,
does	not?	But	her	own	secret	prayers	were	different.	However,	she	began	slowly
and	tremulously:—

"Our	Father	who	art	in	Heaven,	…	Thou	art	God	in	Syria	just	the	same	as	in
Maine;	…	over	there	to-day	are	blue	skies	and	yellow	stars	and	burning
suns	…	the	great	trees	are	waving	in	the	warm	air,	while	here	the	snow	lies
thick	under	our	feet,	…	but	no	distance	is	too	far	for	God	to	travel	and	so
He	is	with	us	here	as	He	is	with	them	there,	…	and	our	thoughts	rise	to	Him
'as	doves	that	to	their	windows	fly.'	…

"We	cannot	all	be	missionaries,	teaching	people	to	be	good,	…	some	of	us
have	not	learned	yet	how	to	be	good	ourselves,	but	if	thy	kingdom	is	to
come	and	thy	will	is	to	be	done	on	earth	as	it	is	in	heaven,	everybody	must
try	and	everybody	must	help,	…	those	who	are	old	and	tired	and	those	who
are	young	and	strong…	.	The	little	children	of	whom	we	have	heard,	those
born	under	Syrian	skies,	have	strange	and	interesting	work	to	do	for	Thee,
and	some	of	us	would	like	to	travel	in	far	lands	and	do	wonderful	brave
things	for	the	heathen	and	gently	take	away	their	idols	of	wood	and	stone.
But	perhaps	we	have	to	stay	at	home	and	do	what	is	given	us	to	do	…
sometimes	even	things	we	dislike,	…	but	that	must	be	what	it	means	in	the
hymn	we	sang,	when	it	talked	about	the	sweet	perfume	that	rises	with	every
morning	sacrifice…	.	This	is	the	way	that	God	teaches	us	to	be	meek	and
patient,	and	the	thought	that	He	has	willed	it	so	should	rob	us	of	our	fears
and	help	us	bear	the	years.	Amen."

Poor	 little	 ignorant,	 fantastic	 child!	Her	petition	was	 simply	 a	 succession	of
lines	from	the	various	hymns,	and	images	the	minister	had	used	in	his	sermon,
but	 she	 had	 her	 own	 way	 of	 recombining	 and	 applying	 these	 things,	 even	 of
using	them	in	a	new	connection,	so	that	they	had	a	curious	effect	of	belonging	to
her.	 The	words	 of	 some	 people	might	 generally	 be	written	with	 a	minus	 sign
after	 them,	 the	 minus	 meaning	 that	 the	 personality	 of	 the	 speaker	 subtracted
from,	rather	than	added	to,	their	weight;	but	Rebecca's	words	might	always	have
borne	the	plus	sign.
The	 "Amen"	 said,	 she	 sat	 down,	 or	 presumed	 she	 sat	 down,	 on	 what	 she

believed	to	be	a	bench,	and	there	was	a	benediction.	In	a	moment	or	two,	when



the	 room	 ceased	 spinning,	 she	 went	 up	 to	 Mrs.	 Burch,	 who	 kissed	 her
affectionately	and	said,	"My	dear,	how	glad	I	am	that	we	are	going	to	stay	with
you.	Will	half	past	five	be	too	late	for	us	to	come?	It	is	three	now,	and	we	have
to	go	to	the	station	for	our	valise	and	for	our	children.	We	left	them	there,	being
uncertain	whether	we	should	go	back	or	stop	here."
Rebecca	said	 that	half	past	 five	was	 their	supper	hour,	and	 then	accepted	an

invitation	 to	 drive	 home	 with	 Mrs.	 Cobb.	 Her	 face	 was	 flushed	 and	 her	 lip
quivered	in	a	way	that	aunt	Sarah	had	learned	to	know,	so	the	homeward	drive
was	taken	almost	in	silence.	The	bleak	wind	and	aunt	Sarah's	quieting	presence
brought	her	back	to	herself,	however,	and	she	entered	the	brick	house	cheerily.
Being	too	full	of	news	to	wait	in	the	side	entry	to	take	off	her	rubber	boots,	she
carefully	 lifted	a	braided	 rug	 into	 the	sitting-room	and	stood	on	 that	while	 she
opened	her	budget.
"There	are	your	shoes	warming	by	the	fire,"	said	aunt	Jane.	"Slip	them	right

on	while	you	talk."



Chapter		19	
Deacon's	Israel	successor
"It	 was	 a	 very	 small	 meeting,	 aunt	 Miranda,"	 began	 Rebecca,	 "and	 the
missionary	and	his	wife	are	lovely	people,	and	they	are	coming	here	to	stay	all
night	and	to-morrow	with	you.	I	hope	you	won't	mind."
"Coming	 here!"	 exclaimed	Miranda,	 letting	 her	 knitting	 fall	 in	 her	 lap,	 and

taking	her	spectacles	off,	as	she	always	did	in	moments	of	extreme	excitement.
"Did	they	invite	themselves?"
"No,"	Rebecca	answered.	 "I	had	 to	 invite	 them	 for	you;	but	 I	 thought	you'd

like	to	have	such	interesting	company.	It	was	this	way"—
"Stop	your	explainin',	and	tell	me	first	when	they'll	be	here.	Right	away?"
"No,	not	for	two	hours—about	half	past	five."
"Then	 you	 can	 explain,	 if	 you	 can,	who	 gave	 you	 any	 authority	 to	 invite	 a

passel	 of	 strangers	 to	 stop	 here	 over	 night,	 when	 you	 know	we	 ain't	 had	 any
company	for	twenty	years,	and	don't	intend	to	have	any	for	another	twenty,—or
at	any	rate	while	I'm	the	head	of	the	house."
"Don't	blame	her,	Miranda,	 till	you've	heard	her	story,"	said	Jane.	"It	was	 in

my	mind	right	along,	if	we	went	to	the	meeting,	some	such	thing	might	happen,
on	account	of	Mr.	Burch	knowing	father."
"The	meeting	was	a	small	one,"	began	Rebecca	"I	gave	all	your	messages,	and

everybody	was	disappointed	you	couldn't	 come,	 for	 the	president	wasn't	 there,
and	Mrs.	Matthews	 took	 the	chair,	which	was	a	pity,	 for	 the	seat	wasn't	nearly
big	enough	for	her,	and	she	reminded	me	of	a	line	in	a	hymn	we	sang,	'Wide	as
the	 heathen	 nations	 are,'	 and	 she	 wore	 that	 kind	 of	 a	 beaver	 garden-hat	 that
always	 gets	 on	 one	 side.	 And	 Mr.	 Burch	 talked	 beautifully	 about	 the	 Syrian
heathen,	and	the	singing	went	real	well,	and	there	looked	to	be	about	forty	cents
in	the	basket	that	was	passed	on	our	side.	And	that	wouldn't	save	even	a	heathen
baby,	would	 it?	 Then	Mr.	Burch	 said,	 if	 any	 sister	would	 offer	 entertainment,
they	would	pass	 the	night,	 and	have	a	parlor	meeting	 in	Riverboro	 to-morrow,
with	Mrs.	Burch	in	Syrian	costume,	and	lovely	foreign	things	to	show.	Then	he
waited	 and	waited,	 and	 nobody	 said	 a	word.	 I	was	 so	mortified	 I	 didn't	 know
what	to	do.	And	then	he	repeated	what	he	said,	an	explained	why	he	wanted	to
stay,	 and	 you	 could	 see	 he	 thought	 it	 was	 his	 duty.	 Just	 then	Mrs.	 Robinson



whispered	to	me	and	said	the	missionaries	always	used	to	go	to	the	brick	house
when	grandfather	was	alive,	 and	 that	he	never	would	 let	 them	sleep	anywhere
else.	I	didn't	know	you	had	stopped	having	them	because	no	traveling	ministers
have	been	here,	except	just	for	a	Sunday	morning,	since	I	came	to	Riverboro.	So
I	 thought	I	ought	 to	 invite	 them,	as	you	weren't	 there	 to	do	it	 for	yourself,	and
you	told	me	to	represent	the	family."
"What	did	you	do—go	up	and	introduce	yourself	as	folks	was	goin'	out?"
"No;	 I	 stood	 right	 up	 in	 meeting.	 I	 had	 to,	 for	 Mr.	 Burch's	 feelings	 were

getting	hurt	at	nobody's	speaking.	So	I	said,	'My	aunts,	Miss	Miranda	and	Miss
Jane	 Sawyer	would	 be	 happy	 to	 have	 you	 visit	 at	 the	 brick	 house,	 just	 as	 the
missionaries	always	did	when	their	father	was	alive,	and	they	sent	their	respects
by	me.'	Then	I	sat	down;	and	Mr.	Burch	prayed	for	grandfather,	and	called	him	a
man	of	God,	and	thanked	our	Heavenly	Father	that	his	spirit	was	still	alive	in	his
descendants	(that	was	you),	and	that	 the	good	old	house	where	so	many	of	 the
brethren	had	been	cheered	and	helped,	 and	 from	which	 so	many	had	gone	out
strengthened	 for	 the	 fight,	 was	 still	 hospitably	 open	 for	 the	 stranger	 and
wayfarer."
Sometimes,	when	the	heavenly	bodies	are	in	just	the	right	conjunction,	nature

seems	to	be	the	most	perfect	art.	The	word	or	the	deed	coming	straight	from	the
heart,	without	any	thought	of	effect,	seems	inspired.
A	certain	gateway	in	Miranda	Sawyer's	soul	had	been	closed	for	years;	not	all

at	 once	 had	 it	 been	 done,	 but	 gradually,	 and	 without	 her	 full	 knowledge.	 If
Rebecca	had	plotted	for	days,	and	with	the	utmost	cunning,	she	could	not	have
effected	an	entrance	 into	 that	 forbidden	country,	and	now,	unknown	 to	both	of
them,	 the	 gate	 swung	 on	 its	 stiff	 and	 rusty	 hinges,	 and	 the	 favoring	 wind	 of
opportunity	opened	it	wider	and	wider	as	time	went	on.	All	 things	had	worked
together	amazingly	for	good.	The	memory	of	old	days	had	been	evoked,	and	the
daily	life	of	a	pious	and	venerated	father	called	to	mind;	the	Sawyer	name	had
been	 publicly	 dignified	 and	 praised;	 Rebecca	 had	 comported	 herself	 as	 the
granddaughter	 of	 Deacon	 Israel	 Sawyer	 should,	 and	 showed	 conclusively	 that
she	was	not	"all	Randall,"	as	had	been	supposed.	Miranda	was	rather	mollified
by	and	pleased	with	the	turn	of	events,	although	she	did	not	intend	to	show	it,	or
give	 anybody	 any	 reason	 to	 expect	 that	 this	 expression	 of	 hospitality	 was	 to
serve	for	a	precedent	on	any	subsequent	occasion.
"Well,	 I	 see	 you	 did	 only	what	 you	was	 obliged	 to	 do,	 Rebecca,"	 she	 said,

"and	 you	worded	 your	 invitation	 as	 nice	 as	 anybody	 could	 have	 done.	 I	wish
your	 aunt	 Jane	 and	me	wasn't	 both	 so	worthless	with	 these	 colds;	 but	 it	 only
shows	the	good	of	havin'	a	clean	house,	with	every	room	in	order,	whether	open
or	shut,	and	enough	victuals	cooked	so	't	you	can't	be	surprised	and	belittled	by



anybody,	 whatever	 happens.	 There	 was	 half	 a	 dozen	 there	 that	 might	 have
entertained	the	Burches	as	easy	as	not,	if	 they	hadn't	 'a'	been	too	mean	or	lazy.
Why	didn't	your	missionaries	come	right	along	with	you?"
"They	had	to	go	to	the	station	for	their	valise	and	their	children."
"Are	there	children?"	groaned	Miranda.
"Yes,	aunt	Miranda,	all	born	under	Syrian	skies."
"Syrian	 grandmother!"	 ejaculated	 Miranda	 (and	 it	 was	 not	 a	 fact).	 "How

many?"
"I	didn't	think	to	ask;	but	I	will	get	two	rooms	ready,	and	if	there	are	any	over

I'll	 take	 'em	into	my	bed,"	said	Rebecca,	secretly	hoping	that	this	would	be	the
case.	"Now,	as	you're	both	half	sick,	couldn't	you	trust	me	just	once	to	get	ready
for	the	company?	You	can	come	up	when	I	call.	Will	you?"
"I	believe	I	will,"	sighed	Miranda	reluctantly.	"I'll	lay	down	side	o'	Jane	in	our

bedroom	and	see	if	I	can	get	strength	to	cook	supper.	It's	half	past	three—don't
you	let	me	lay	a	minute	past	five.	I	kep'	a	good	fire	in	the	kitchen	stove.	I	don't
know,	 I'm	 sure,	why	 I	 should	 have	 baked	 a	 pot	 o'	 beans	 in	 the	middle	 of	 the
week,	but	they'll	come	in	handy.	Father	used	to	say	there	was	nothing	that	went
right	 to	 the	spot	with	returned	missionaries	 like	pork	 'n'	beans	 'n'	brown	bread.
Fix	up	the	two	south	chambers,	Rebecca."
Rebecca,	given	a	free	hand	for	the	only	time	in	her	life,	dashed	upstairs	like	a

whirlwind.	Every	room	in	the	brick	house	was	as	neat	as	wax,	and	she	had	only
to	 pull	 up	 the	 shades,	 go	 over	 the	 floors	 with	 a	 whisk	 broom,	 and	 dust	 the
furniture.	The	aunts	could	hear	her	scurrying	to	and	fro,	beating	up	pillows	and
feather	beds,	flapping	towels,	jingling	crockery,	singing	meanwhile	in	her	clear
voice:—

"In	vain	with	lavish	kindness
							The	gifts	of	God	are	strown;
The	heathen	in	his	blindness
							Bows	down	to	wood	and	stone."

She	 had	 grown	 to	 be	 a	 handy	 little	 creature,	 and	 tasks	 she	 was	 capable	 of
doing	at	all	she	did	like	a	flash,	so	that	when	she	called	her	aunts	at	five	o'clock
to	 pass	 judgment,	 she	 had	 accomplished	wonders.	There	were	 fresh	 towels	 on
bureaus	and	washstands,	the	beds	were	fair	and	smooth,	the	pitchers	were	filled,
and	soap	and	matches	were	laid	out;	newspaper,	kindling,	and	wood	were	in	the
boxes,	 and	 a	 large	 stick	 burned	 slowly	 in	 each	 air-tight	 stove.	 "I	 thought	 I'd
better	just	take	the	chill	off,"	she	explained,	"as	they're	right	from	Syria;	and	that
reminds	me,	I	must	look	it	up	in	the	geography	before	they	get	here."



There	was	nothing	to	disapprove,	so	the	two	sisters	went	downstairs	to	make
some	 slight	 changes	 in	 their	 dress.	 As	 they	 passed	 the	 parlor	 door	 Miranda
thought	 she	 heard	 a	 crackle	 and	 looked	 in.	 The	 shades	 were	 up,	 there	 was	 a
cheerful	blaze	in	the	open	stove	in	the	front	parlor,	and	a	fire	laid	on	the	hearth	in
the	 back	 room.	 Rebecca's	 own	 lamp,	 her	 second	 Christmas	 present	 from	Mr.
Aladdin,	stood	on	a	marble-topped	table	in	the	corner,	the	light	that	came	softly
through	its	rose-colored	shade	transforming	the	stiff	and	gloomy	ugliness	of	the
room	into	a	place	where	one	could	sit	and	love	one's	neighbor.
"For	massy's	sake,	Rebecca,"	called	Miss	Miranda	up	the	stairs,	"did	you	think

we'd	better	open	the	parlor?"
Rebecca	came	out	on	the	landing	braiding	her	hair.
"We	did	on	Thanksgiving	and	Christmas,	and	I	thought	this	was	about	as	great

an	 occasion,"	 she	 said.	 "I	moved	 the	wax	 flowers	 off	 the	mantelpiece	 so	 they
wouldn't	melt,	and	put	the	shells,	the	coral,	and	the	green	stuffed	bird	on	top	of
the	what-not,	so	the	children	wouldn't	ask	to	play	with	them.	Brother	Milliken's
coming	over	to	see	Mr.	Burch	about	business,	and	I	shouldn't	wonder	if	Brother
and	Sister	Cobb	happened	in.	Don't	go	down	cellar,	I'll	be	there	in	a	minute	to	do
the	running."
Miranda	and	Jane	exchanged	glances.
"Ain't	she	the	beatin'est	creetur	that	ever	was	born	int'	the	world!"	exclaimed

Miranda;	"but	she	can	turn	off	work	when	she's	got	a	mind	to!"
At	 quarter	 past	 five	 everything	was	 ready,	 and	 the	 neighbors,	 those	 at	 least

who	were	within	sight	of	 the	brick	house	 (a	prominent	object	 in	 the	 landscape
when	 there	 were	 no	 leaves	 on	 the	 trees),	 were	 curious	 almost	 to	 desperation.
Shades	up	in	both	parlors!	Shades	up	in	the	two	south	bedrooms!	And	fires—if
human	vision	was	to	be	relied	on—fires	in	about	every	room.	If	it	had	not	been
for	the	kind	offices	of	a	lady	who	had	been	at	the	meeting,	and	who	charitably
called	 in	at	one	or	 two	houses	and	explained	 the	reason	of	all	 this	preparation,
there	would	have	been	no	sleep	in	many	families.
The	missionary	party	arrived	promptly,	and	there	were	but	two	children,	seven

or	 eight	 having	 been	 left	 with	 the	 brethren	 in	 Portland,	 to	 diminish	 traveling
expenses.	Jane	escorted	them	all	upstairs,	while	Miranda	watched	the	cooking	of
the	 supper;	 but	 Rebecca	 promptly	 took	 the	 two	 little	 girls	 away	 from	 their
mother,	 divested	 them	 of	 their	 wraps,	 smoothed	 their	 hair,	 and	 brought	 them
down	to	the	kitchen	to	smell	the	beans.
There	was	a	bountiful	supper,	and	the	presence	of	the	young	people	robbed	it

of	all	possible	stiffness.	Aunt	Jane	helped	clear	the	table	and	put	away	the	food,
while	 Miranda	 entertained	 in	 the	 parlor;	 but	 Rebecca	 and	 the	 infant	 Burches
washed	 the	 dishes	 and	 held	 high	 carnival	 in	 the	 kitchen,	 doing	 only	 trifling



damage—breaking	 a	 cup	 and	 plate	 that	 had	 been	 cracked	 before,	 emptying	 a
silver	spoon	with	some	dishwater	out	of	the	back	door	(an	act	never	permitted	at
the	brick	house),	and	putting	coffee	grounds	in	the	sink.	All	evidences	of	crime
having	been	 removed	by	Rebecca,	 and	damages	 repaired	 in	 all	 possible	 cases,
the	 three	 entered	 the	 parlor,	 where	Mr.	 and	Mrs.	 Cobb	 and	Deacon	 and	Mrs.
Milliken	had	already	appeared.
It	 was	 such	 a	 pleasant	 evening!	 Occasionally	 they	 left	 the	 heathen	 in	 his

blindness	 bowing	 down	 to	 wood	 and	 stone,	 not	 for	 long,	 but	 just	 to	 give
themselves	(and	him)	time	enough	to	breathe,	and	then	the	Burches	told	strange,
beautiful,	 marvelous	 things.	 The	 two	 smaller	 children	 sang	 together,	 and
Rebecca,	at	 the	urgent	 request	of	Mrs.	Burch,	seated	herself	at	 the	 tinkling	old
piano	 and	 gave	 "Wild	 roved	 an	 Indian	 girl,	 bright	Alfarata"	with	 considerable
spirit	and	style.
At	 eight	 o'clock	 she	 crossed	 the	 room,	 handed	 a	 palm-leaf	 fan	 to	 her	 aunt

Miranda,	ostensibly	that	she	might	shade	her	eyes	from	the	lamplight;	but	it	was
a	 piece	 of	 strategy	 that	 gave	 her	 an	 opportunity	 to	 whisper,	 "How	 about
cookies?"
"Do	you	think	it's	worth	while?"	sibilated	Miss	Miranda	in	answer.
"The	Perkinses	always	do."
"All	right.	You	know	where	they	be."
Rebecca	moved	quietly	 towards	 the	door,	 and	 the	young	Burches	cataracted

after	 her	 as	 if	 they	 could	 not	 bear	 a	 second's	 separation.	 In	 five	minutes	 they
returned,	 the	 little	 ones	 bearing	 plates	 of	 thin	 caraway	 wafers,—hearts,
diamonds,	and	circles	daintily	sugared,	and	flecked	with	caraway	seed	raised	in
the	garden	behind	the	house.	These	were	a	specialty	of	Miss	Jane's,	and	Rebecca
carried	a	tray	with	six	tiny	crystal	glasses	filled	with	dandelion	wine,	for	which
Miss	Miranda	had	been	famous	in	years	gone	by.	Old	Deacon	Israel	had	always
had	it	passed,	and	he	had	bought	the	glasses	himself	in	Boston.	Miranda	admired
them	 greatly,	 not	 only	 for	 their	 beauty	 but	 because	 they	 held	 so	 little.	 Before
their	advent	the	dandelion	wine	had	been	served	in	sherry	glasses.
As	soon	as	these	refreshments—commonly	called	a	"colation"	in	Riverboro—

had	been	genteelly	partaken	of,	Rebecca	looked	at	the	clock,	rose	from	her	chair
in	the	children's	corner,	and	said	cheerfully,	"Come!	time	for	little	missionaries
to	be	in	bed!"
Everybody	 laughed	 at	 this,	 the	 big	 missionaries	 most	 of	 all,	 as	 the	 young

people	shook	hands	and	disappeared	with	Rebecca.



Chapter		20	
A	change	of	heart
"That	niece	of	yours	is	the	most	remarkable	girl	I	have	seen	in	years,"	said	Mr.
Burch	when	the	door	closed.
"She	 seems	 to	 be	 turnin'	 out	 smart	 enough	 lately,	 but	 she's	 consid'able

heedless,"	answered	Miranda,	"an'	most	too	lively."
"We	must	remember	that	it	is	deficient,	not	excessive	vitality,	that	makes	the

greatest	trouble	in	this	world,"	returned	Mr.	Burch.
"She'd	make	a	wonderful	missionary,"	said	Mrs.	Burch;	"with	her	voice,	and

her	magnetism,	and	her	gift	of	language."
"If	I	was	to	say	which	of	the	two	she	was	best	adapted	for,	I'd	say	she'd	make

a	better	heathen,"	remarked	Miranda	curtly.
"My	 sister	 don't	 believe	 in	 flattering	 children,"	 hastily	 interpolated	 Jane,

glancing	toward	Mrs.	Burch,	who	seemed	somewhat	shocked,	and	was	about	to
open	her	lips	to	ask	if	Rebecca	was	not	a	"professor."
Mrs.	 Cobb	 had	 been	 looking	 for	 this	 question	 all	 the	 evening	 and	 dreading

some	allusion	to	her	favorite	as	gifted	in	prayer.	She	had	taken	an	instantaneous
and	 illogical	 dislike	 to	 the	Rev.	Mr.	Burch	 in	 the	 afternoon	 because	 he	 called
upon	Rebecca	 to	 "lead."	She	 had	 seen	 the	 pallor	 creep	 into	 the	 girl's	 face,	 the
hunted	 look	 in	 her	 eyes,	 and	 the	 trembling	 of	 the	 lashes	 on	 her	 cheeks,	 and
realized	 the	 ordeal	 through	 which	 she	 was	 passing.	 Her	 prejudice	 against	 the
minister	 had	 relaxed	 under	 his	 genial	 talk	 and	 presence,	 but	 feeling	 that	Mrs.
Burch	was	about	to	tread	on	dangerous	ground,	she	hastily	asked	her	if	one	had
to	change	cars	many	times	going	from	Riverboro	to	Syria.	She	felt	that	it	was	not
a	particularly	appropriate	question,	but	it	served	her	turn.
Deacon	Milliken,	 meantime,	 said	 to	Miss	 Sawyer,	 "Mirandy,	 do	 you	 know

who	Rebecky	reminds	me	of?"
"I	can	guess	pretty	well,"	she	replied.
"Then	you've	noticed	it	too!	I	thought	at	first,	seein'	she	favored	her	father	so

on	 the	outside,	 that	 she	was	 the	same	all	 through;	but	she	ain't,	 she's	 like	your
father,	Israel	Sawyer."
"I	don't	see	how	you	make	that	out,"	said	Miranda,	thoroughly	astonished.
"It	struck	me	this	afternoon	when	she	got	up	to	give	your	invitation	in	meetin'.



It	was	kind	o'	cur'ous,	but	she	set	in	the	same	seat	he	used	to	when	he	was	leader
o'	the	Sabbath-school.	You	know	his	old	way	of	holdin'	his	chin	up	and	throwin'
his	head	back	a	leetle	when	he	got	up	to	say	anything?	Well,	she	done	the	very
same	thing;	there	was	more'n	one	spoke	of	it."
The	callers	left	before	nine,	and	at	that	hour	(an	impossibly	dissipated	one	for

the	brick	house)	the	family	retired	for	the	night.	As	Rebecca	carried	Mrs.	Burch's
candle	 upstairs	 and	 found	 herself	 thus	 alone	 with	 her	 for	 a	 minute,	 she	 said
shyly,	 "Will	you	please	 tell	Mr.	Burch	 that	 I'm	not	 a	member	of	 the	church?	 I
didn't	 know	what	 to	 do	when	he	 asked	me	 to	 pray	 this	 afternoon.	 I	 hadn't	 the
courage	to	say	I	had	never	done	it	out	loud	and	didn't	know	how.	I	couldn't	think;
and	 I	 was	 so	 frightened	 I	 wanted	 to	 sink	 into	 the	 floor.	 It	 seemed	 bold	 and
wicked	for	me	to	pray	before	all	those	old	church	members	and	make	believe	I
was	better	than	I	really	was;	but	then	again,	wouldn't	God	think	I	was	wicked	not
to	be	willing	to	pray	when	a	minister	asked	me	to?"
The	candle	light	fell	on	Rebecca's	flushed,	sensitive	face.	Mrs.	Burch	bent	and

kissed	her	good-night.	 "Don't	be	 troubled,"	 she	 said.	 "I'll	 tell	Mr.	Burch,	and	 I
guess	God	will	understand."
Rebecca	waked	before	 six	 the	next	morning,	 so	 full	of	household	cares	 that

sleep	was	impossible.	She	went	to	the	window	and	looked	out;	it	was	still	dark,
and	a	blustering,	boisterous	day.
"Aunt	 Jane	 told	me	 she	 should	get	up	 at	 half	 past	 six	 and	have	breakfast	 at

half	past	seven,"	she	thought;	"but	I	daresay	they	are	both	sick	with	their	colds,
and	aunt	Miranda	will	be	fidgety	with	so	many	in	the	house.	I	believe	I'll	creep
down	and	start	things	for	a	surprise."
She	put	on	a	wadded	wrapper	and	slippers	and	stole	quietly	down	the	tabooed

front	stairs,	carefully	closed	the	kitchen	door	behind	her	so	that	no	noise	should
waken	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 household,	 busied	 herself	 for	 a	 half	 hour	with	 the	 early
morning	 routine	 she	 knew	 so	 well,	 and	 then	 went	 back	 to	 her	 room	 to	 dress
before	calling	the	children.
Contrary	 to	 expectation,	Miss	 Jane,	who	 the	 evening	 before	 felt	 better	 than

Miranda,	grew	worse	in	the	night,	and	was	wholly	unable	to	leave	her	bed	in	the
morning.	Miranda	 grumbled	 without	 ceasing	 during	 the	 progress	 of	 her	 hasty
toilet,	blaming	everybody	 in	 the	universe	 for	 the	afflictions	 she	had	borne	and
was	 to	bear	during	 the	day;	she	even	castigated	 the	Missionary	Board	 that	had
sent	 the	Burches	 to	Syria,	 and	 gave	 it	 as	 her	 unbiased	 opinion	 that	 those	who
went	 to	 foreign	 lands	 for	 the	 purpose	 of	 saving	 heathen	 should	 stay	 there	 and
save	 'em,	 and	 not	 go	 gallivantin'	 all	 over	 the	 earth	 with	 a	 passel	 o'	 children,
visitin'	folks	that	didn't	want	'em	and	never	asked	'em.
Jane	lay	anxiously	and	restlessly	in	bed	with	a	feverish	headache,	wondering



how	her	sister	could	manage	without	her.
Miranda	walked	stiffly	through	the	dining-room,	tying	a	shawl	over	her	head

to	 keep	 the	 draughts	 away,	 intending	 to	 start	 the	 breakfast	 fire	 and	 then	 call
Rebecca	 down,	 set	 her	 to	 work,	 and	 tell	 her,	 meanwhile,	 a	 few	 plain	 facts
concerning	the	proper	way	of	representing	the	family	at	a	missionary	meeting.
She	opened	the	kitchen	door	and	stared	vaguely	about	her,	wondering	whether

she	had	strayed	into	the	wrong	house	by	mistake.
The	shades	were	up,	and	there	was	a	roaring	fire	in	the	stove;	the	teakettle	was

singing	 and	 bubbling	 as	 it	 sent	 out	 a	 cloud	 of	 steam,	 and	 pushed	 over	 its
capacious	nose	was	a	half	sheet	of	note	paper	with	"Compliments	of	Rebecca"
scrawled	on	 it.	The	coffee	pot	was	 scalding,	 the	coffee	was	measured	out	 in	a
bowl,	and	broken	eggshells	for	the	settling	process	were	standing	near.	The	cold
potatoes	 and	 corned	 beef	were	 in	 the	wooden	 tray,	 and	 "Regards	 of	Rebecca"
stuck	on	the	chopping	knife.	The	brown	loaf	was	out,	the	white	loaf	was	out,	the
toast	 rack	was	out,	 the	doughnuts	were	out,	 the	milk	was	 skimmed,	 the	butter
had	been	brought	from	the	dairy.
Miranda	removed	the	shawl	from	her	head	and	sank	into	 the	kitchen	rocker,

ejaculating	 under	 her	 breath,	 "She	 is	 the	 beatin'est	 child!	 I	 declare	 she's	 all
Sawyer!"
The	 day	 and	 the	 evening	 passed	 off	 with	 credit	 and	 honor	 to	 everybody

concerned,	 even	 to	 Jane,	who	had	 the	discretion	 to	 recover	 instead	of	growing
worse	and	acting	as	a	damper	 to	 the	general	enjoyment.	The	Burches	 left	with
lively	regrets,	and	the	little	missionaries,	bathed	in	tears,	swore	eternal	friendship
with	Rebecca,	who	pressed	into	their	hands	at	parting	a	poem	composed	before
breakfast.
TO	MARY	AND	MARTHA	BURCH

Born	under	Syrian	skies,
							'Neath	hotter	suns	than	ours;
The	children	grew	and	bloomed,
							Like	little	tropic	flowers.

When	they	first	saw	the	light,
							'T	was	in	a	heathen	land.
Not	Greenland's	icy	mountains,
							Nor	India's	coral	strand,

But	some	mysterious	country
							Where	men	are	nearly	black



And	where	of	true	religion,
							There	is	a	painful	lack.

Then	let	us	haste	in	helping
							The	Missionary	Board,
Seek	dark-skinned	unbelievers,
							And	teach	them	of	their	Lord.
													Rebecca	Rowena	Randall.

It	can	readily	be	seen	that	this	visit	of	the	returned	missionaries	to	Riverboro
was	not	without	somewhat	far-reaching	results.	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Burch	themselves
looked	back	upon	it	as	one	of	the	rarest	pleasures	of	their	half	year	at	home.	The
neighborhood	 extracted	 considerable	 eager	 conversation	 from	 it;	 argument,
rebuttal,	suspicion,	certainty,	retrospect,	and	prophecy.	Deacon	Milliken	gave	ten
dollars	towards	the	conversion	of	Syria	to	Congregationalism,	and	Mrs.	Milliken
had	a	spell	of	sickness	over	her	husband's	rash	generosity.
It	would	 be	 pleasant	 to	 state	 that	Miranda	 Sawyer	was	 an	 entirely	 changed

woman	afterwards,	but	that	is	not	the	fact.	The	tree	that	has	been	getting	a	twist
for	twenty	years	cannot	be	straightened	in	the	twinkling	of	an	eye.	It	is	certain,
however,	 that	 although	 the	 difference	 to	 the	 outward	 eye	 was	 very	 small,	 it
nevertheless	 existed,	 and	 she	was	 less	 censorious	 in	her	 treatment	of	Rebecca,
less	 harsh	 in	 her	 judgments,	more	 hopeful	 of	 final	 salvation	 for	 her.	 This	 had
come	 about	 largely	 from	 her	 sudden	 vision	 that	 Rebecca,	 after	 all,	 inherited
something	from	the	Sawyer	side	of	the	house	instead	of	belonging,	mind,	body,
and	 soul,	 to	 the	 despised	 Randall	 stock.	 Everything	 that	 was	 interesting	 in
Rebecca,	and	every	evidence	of	power,	capability,	or	talent	afterwards	displayed
by	her,	Miranda	ascribed	to	the	brick	house	training,	and	this	gave	her	a	feeling
of	honest	pride,	the	pride	of	a	master	workman	who	has	built	success	out	of	the
most	unpromising	material;	but	never,	to	the	very	end,	even	when	the	waning	of
her	bodily	strength	relaxed	her	iron	grip	and	weakened	her	power	of	repression,
never	once	did	she	show	that	pride	or	make	a	single	demonstration	of	affection.
Poor	misplaced,	belittled	Lorenzo	de	Medici	Randall,	 thought	ridiculous	and

good-for-naught	 by	 his	 associates,	 because	 he	 resembled	 them	 in	 nothing!	 If
Riverboro	 could	 have	 been	 suddenly	 emptied	 into	 a	 larger	 community,	 with
different	and	more	flexible	opinions,	he	was,	perhaps,	the	only	personage	in	the
entire	 population	 who	 would	 have	 attracted	 the	 smallest	 attention.	 It	 was
fortunate	for	his	daughter	that	she	had	been	dowered	with	a	little	practical	ability
from	 her	mother's	 family,	 but	 if	 Lorenzo	 had	 never	 done	 anything	 else	 in	 the
world,	 he	 might	 have	 glorified	 himself	 that	 he	 had	 prevented	 Rebecca	 from



being	 all	 Sawyer.	 Failure	 as	 he	 was,	 complete	 and	 entire,	 he	 had	 generously
handed	down	to	her	all	that	was	best	in	himself,	and	prudently	retained	all	that
was	unworthy.	Few	fathers	are	capable	of	such	delicate	discrimination.
The	 brick	 house	 did	 not	 speedily	 become	 a	 sort	 of	wayside	 inn,	 a	 place	 of

innocent	 revelry	 and	 joyous	 welcome;	 but	 the	 missionary	 company	 was	 an
entering	 wedge,	 and	Miranda	 allowed	 one	 spare	 bed	 to	 be	 made	 up	 "in	 case
anything	should	happen,"	while	the	crystal	glasses	were	kept	on	the	second	from
the	top,	instead	of	the	top	shelf,	in	the	china	closet.	Rebecca	had	had	to	stand	on
a	chair	to	reach	them;	now	she	could	do	it	by	stretching;	and	this	is	symbolic	of
the	 way	 in	 which	 she	 unconsciously	 scaled	 the	 walls	 of	 Miss	 Miranda's
dogmatism	and	prejudice.
Miranda	went	 so	 far	 as	 to	 say	 that	 she	wouldn't	mind	 if	 the	 Burches	 came

every	once	in	a	while,	but	she	was	afraid	he'd	spread	abroad	the	fact	of	his	visit,
and	missionaries'	 families	would	 be	 underfoot	 the	whole	 continual	 time.	As	 a
case	 in	 point,	 she	 gracefully	 cited	 the	 fact	 that	 if	 a	 tramp	 got	 a	 good	meal	 at
anybody's	back	door,	 't	was	said	that	he'd	 leave	some	kind	of	a	sign	so	that	all
other	tramps	would	know	where	they	were	likely	to	receive	the	same	treatment.
It	is	to	be	feared	that	there	is	some	truth	in	this	homely	illustration,	and	Miss

Miranda's	dread	as	to	her	future	responsibilities	had	some	foundation,	though	not
of	the	precise	sort	she	had	in	mind.	The	soul	grows	into	lovely	habits	as	easily	as
into	ugly	ones,	and	the	moment	a	life	begins	to	blossom	into	beautiful	words	and
deeds,	 that	moment	 a	 new	 standard	 of	 conduct	 is	 established,	 and	 your	 eager
neighbors	 look	 to	 you	 for	 a	 continuous	 manifestation	 of	 the	 good	 cheer,	 the
sympathy,	 the	ready	wit,	 the	comradeship,	or	 the	 inspiration,	you	once	showed
yourself	 capable	 of.	 Bear	 figs	 for	 a	 season	 or	 two,	 and	 the	world	 outside	 the
orchard	is	very	unwilling	you	should	bear	thistles.
The	 effect	 of	 the	 Burches'	 visit	 on	 Rebecca	 is	 not	 easily	 described.

Nevertheless,	as	she	looked	back	upon	it	from	the	vantage	ground	of	after	years,
she	felt	that	the	moment	when	Mr.	Burch	asked	her	to	"lead	in	prayer"	marked
an	epoch	in	her	life.
If	you	have	ever	observed	how	courteous	and	gracious	and	mannerly	you	feel

when	 you	 don	 a	 beautiful	 new	 frock;	 if	 you	 have	 ever	 noticed	 the	 feeling	 of
reverence	 stealing	 over	 you	when	 you	 close	 your	 eyes,	 clasp	 your	 hands,	 and
bow	 your	 head;	 if	 you	 have	 ever	 watched	 your	 sense	 of	 repulsion	 toward	 a
fellow	 creature	 melt	 a	 little	 under	 the	 exercise	 of	 daily	 politeness,	 you	 may
understand	how	the	adoption	of	 the	outward	and	visible	sign	has	some	strange
influence	 in	 developing	 the	 inward	 and	 spiritual	 state	 of	 which	 it	 is	 the
expression.
It	is	only	when	one	has	grown	old	and	dull	that	the	soul	is	heavy	and	refuses



to	 rise.	 The	 young	 soul	 is	 ever	 winged;	 a	 breath	 stirs	 it	 to	 an	 upward	 flight.
Rebecca	 was	 asked	 to	 bear	 witness	 to	 a	 state	 of	 mind	 or	 feeling	 of	 whose
existence	she	had	only	the	vaguest	consciousness.	She	obeyed,	and	as	she	uttered
words	they	became	true	in	the	uttering;	as	she	voiced	aspirations	they	settled	into
realities.
As	 "dove	 that	 to	 its	 window	 flies,"	 her	 spirit	 soared	 towards	 a	 great	 light,

dimly	 discovered	 at	 first,	 but	 brighter	 as	 she	 came	 closer	 to	 it.	 To	 become
sensible	 of	 oneness	 with	 the	 Divine	 heart	 before	 any	 sense	 of	 separation	 has
been	felt,	this	is	surely	the	most	beautiful	way	for	the	child	to	find	God.



Chapter		21	
The	sky	line	widens
The	time	so	long	and	eagerly	waited	for	had	come,	and	Rebecca	was	a	student	at
Wareham.	Persons	who	had	enjoyed	the	social	bewilderments	and	advantages	of
foreign	 courts,	 or	 had	 mingled	 freely	 in	 the	 intellectual	 circles	 of	 great
universities,	 might	 not	 have	 looked	 upon	 Wareham	 as	 an	 extraordinary
experience;	but	it	was	as	much	of	an	advance	upon	Riverboro	as	that	village	had
been	 upon	 Sunnybrook	 Farm.	 Rebecca's	 intention	 was	 to	 complete	 the	 four
years'	course	 in	 three,	as	 it	was	 felt	by	all	 the	parties	concerned	 that	when	she
had	attained	the	ripe	age	of	seventeen	she	must	be	ready	to	earn	her	own	living
and	help	in	the	education	of	the	younger	children.	While	she	was	wondering	how
this	could	be	successfully	accomplished,	some	of	the	other	girls	were	cogitating
as	 to	how	 they	could	meander	 through	 the	 four	years	and	come	out	at	 the	end
knowing	no	more	than	at	the	beginning.	This	would	seem	a	difficult,	well-nigh
an	 impossible	 task,	 but	 it	 can	 be	 achieved,	 and	 has	 been,	 at	 other	 seats	 of
learning	than	modest	little	Wareham.
Rebecca	was	to	go	to	and	fro	on	the	cars	daily	from	September	to	Christmas,

and	 then	 board	 in	 Wareham	 during	 the	 three	 coldest	 months.	 Emma	 Jane's
parents	 had	 always	 thought	 that	 a	 year	 or	 two	 in	 the	 Edgewood	 high	 school
(three	miles	from	Riverboro)	would	serve	every	purpose	for	their	daughter	and
send	 her	 into	 the	 world	 with	 as	 fine	 an	 intellectual	 polish	 as	 she	 could	 well
sustain.	Emma	Jane	had	hitherto	heartily	concurred	 in	 this	opinion,	for	 if	 there
was	any	one	thing	that	she	detested	it	was	the	learning	of	lessons.	One	book	was
as	bad	as	another	in	her	eyes,	and	she	could	have	seen	the	libraries	of	the	world
sinking	 into	 ocean	 depths	 and	 have	 eaten	 her	 dinner	 cheerfully	 the	while;	 but
matters	 assumed	 a	 different	 complexion	when	 she	was	 sent	 to	 Edgewood	 and
Rebecca	 to	Wareham.	 She	 bore	 it	 for	 a	week—seven	 endless	 days	 of	 absence
from	 the	beloved	object,	whom	she	 could	 see	only	 in	 the	 evenings	when	both
were	 busy	with	 their	 lessons.	 Sunday	 offered	 an	 opportunity	 to	 put	 the	matter
before	 her	 father,	 who	 proved	 obdurate.	 He	 didn't	 believe	 in	 education	 and
thought	 she	 had	 full	 enough	 already.	 He	 never	 intended	 to	 keep	 up
"blacksmithing"	for	good	when	he	leased	his	farm	and	came	into	Riverboro,	but
proposed	 to	 go	 back	 to	 it	 presently,	 and	 by	 that	 time	Emma	 Jane	would	 have



finished	school	and	would	be	ready	to	help	her	mother	with	the	dairy	work.
Another	week	passed.	Emma	Jane	pined	visibly	and	audibly.	Her	color	faded,

and	her	appetite	(at	table)	dwindled	almost	to	nothing.
Her	mother	 alluded	 plaintively	 to	 the	 fact	 that	 the	 Perkinses	 had	 a	 habit	 of

going	into	declines;	that	she'd	always	feared	that	Emma	Jane's	complexion	was
too	 beautiful	 to	 be	 healthy;	 that	 some	 men	 would	 be	 proud	 of	 having	 an
ambitious	daughter,	and	be	glad	to	give	her	the	best	advantages;	that	she	feared
the	daily	journeys	to	Edgewood	were	going	to	be	too	much	for	her	own	health,
and	Mr.	Perkins	would	have	to	hire	a	boy	to	drive	Emma	Jane;	and	finally	that
when	a	girl	had	such	a	passion	for	learning	as	Emma	Jane,	it	seemed	almost	like
wickedness	to	cross	her	will.
Mr.	Perkins	bore	this	for	several	days	until	his	temper,	digestion,	and	appetite

were	all	sensibly	affected;	then	he	bowed	his	head	to	the	inevitable,	and	Emma
Jane	 flew,	 like	 a	 captive	 set	 free,	 to	 the	 loved	 one's	 bower.	 Neither	 did	 her
courage	flag,	although	it	was	put	to	terrific	tests	when	she	entered	the	academic
groves	of	Wareham.	She	passed	 in	only	 two	 subjects,	 but	went	 cheerfully	 into
the	preparatory	department	with	her	five	"conditions,"	intending	to	let	the	stream
of	education	play	gently	over	her	mental	surfaces	and	not	get	any	wetter	than	she
could	help.	It	 is	not	possible	 to	blink	the	 truth	 that	Emma	Jane	was	dull;	but	a
dogged,	unswerving	loyalty,	and	the	gift	of	devoted,	unselfish	loving,	these,	after
all,	are	talents	of	a	sort,	and	may	possibly	be	of	as	much	value	in	the	world	as	a
sense	of	numbers	or	a	faculty	for	languages.
Wareham	was	a	pretty	village	with	a	broad	main	street	shaded	by	great	maples

and	 elms.	 It	 had	 an	 apothecary,	 a	 blacksmith,	 a	 plumber,	 several	 shops	 of	 one
sort	and	another,	 two	churches,	and	many	boarding-houses;	but	all	 its	 interests
gathered	 about	 its	 seminary	 and	 its	 academy.	 These	 seats	 of	 learning	 were
neither	better	nor	worse	than	others	of	their	kind,	but	differed	much	in	efficiency,
according	as	 the	principal	who	chanced	 to	be	at	 the	head	was	a	man	of	power
and	inspiration	or	the	reverse.	There	were	boys	and	girls	gathered	from	all	parts
of	 the	 county	 and	 state,	 and	 they	 were	 of	 every	 kind	 and	 degree	 as	 to	 birth,
position	in	the	world,	wealth	or	poverty.	There	was	an	opportunity	for	a	deal	of
foolish	 and	 imprudent	 behavior,	 but	 on	 the	whole	 surprisingly	 little	 advantage
was	 taken	 of	 it.	Among	 the	 third	 and	 fourth	 year	 students	 there	was	 a	 certain
amount	of	going	to	and	from	the	trains	in	couples;	some	carrying	of	heavy	books
up	 the	 hill	 by	 the	 sterner	 sex	 for	 their	 feminine	 schoolmates,	 and	 occasional
bursts	of	silliness	on	the	part	of	heedless	and	precocious	girls,	among	whom	was
Huldah	Meserve.	She	was	 friendly	 enough	with	Emma	 Jane	 and	Rebecca,	 but
grew	 less	 and	 less	 intimate	 as	 time	went	on.	She	was	extremely	pretty,	with	 a
profusion	of	auburn	hair,	and	a	few	very	 tiny	freckles,	 to	which	she	constantly



alluded,	as	no	one	could	possibly	detect	them	without	noting	her	porcelain	skin
and	her	curling	lashes.	She	had	merry	eyes,	a	somewhat	too	plump	figure	for	her
years,	and	was	popularly	supposed	to	have	a	fascinating	way	with	her.	Riverboro
being	poorly	furnished	with	beaux,	she	intended	to	have	as	good	a	time	during
her	four	years	at	Wareham	as	circumstances	would	permit.	Her	idea	of	pleasure
was	 an	 ever-changing	 circle	 of	 admirers	 to	 fetch	 and	 carry	 for	 her,	 the	 more
publicly	 the	 better;	 incessant	 chaff	 and	 laughter	 and	 vivacious	 conversation,
made	eloquent	and	effective	by	arch	looks	and	telling	glances.	She	had	a	habit	of
confiding	her	conquests	to	less	fortunate	girls	and	bewailing	the	incessant	havoc
and	 damage	 she	 was	 doing;	 a	 damage	 she	 avowed	 herself	 as	 innocent	 of,	 in
intention,	as	any	new-born	 lamb.	 It	does	not	 take	much	of	 this	sort	of	 thing	 to
wreck	an	ordinary	friendship,	so	before	long	Rebecca	and	Emma	Jane	sat	in	one
end	of	 the	 railway	 train	 in	going	 to	and	 from	Riverboro,	and	Huldah	occupied
the	other	with	her	court.	Sometimes	this	was	brilliant	beyond	words,	including	a
certain	youthful	Monte	Cristo,	who	on	Fridays	expended	thirty	cents	on	a	round
trip	 ticket	and	 traveled	from	Wareham	to	Riverboro	merely	 to	be	near	Huldah;
sometimes,	 too,	 the	 circle	 was	 reduced	 to	 the	 popcorn-and-peanut	 boy	 of	 the
train,	who	seemed	to	serve	every	purpose	in	default	of	better	game.
Rebecca	 was	 in	 the	 normally	 unconscious	 state	 that	 belonged	 to	 her	 years;

boys	were	good	comrades,	but	no	more;	she	liked	reciting	in	the	same	class	with
them,	 everything	 seemed	 to	 move	 better;	 but	 from	 vulgar	 and	 precocious
flirtations	 she	was	protected	by	her	 ideals.	There	was	 little	 in	 the	 lads	 she	had
met	thus	far	to	awaken	her	fancy,	for	it	habitually	fed	on	better	meat.	Huldah's
school-girl	 romances,	 with	 their	 wealth	 of	 commonplace	 detail,	 were	 not	 the
stuff	her	dreams	were	made	of,	when	dreams	did	flutter	across	the	sensitive	plate
of	her	mind.
Among	the	teachers	at	Wareham	was	one	who	influenced	Rebecca	profoundly,

Miss	Emily	Maxwell,	with	whom	she	studied	English	literature	and	composition.
Miss	Maxwell,	as	the	niece	of	one	of	Maine's	ex-governors	and	the	daughter	of
one	of	Bowdoin's	professors,	was	the	most	remarkable	personality	in	Wareham,
and	 that	 her	 few	 years	 of	 teaching	 happened	 to	 be	 in	 Rebecca's	 time	was	 the
happiest	of	all	chances.	There	was	no	indecision	or	delay	in	the	establishment	of
their	 relations;	 Rebecca's	 heart	 flew	 like	 an	 arrow	 to	 its	 mark,	 and	 her	mind,
meeting	 its	 superior,	 settled	 at	 once	 into	 an	 abiding	 attitude	 of	 respectful
homage.
It	was	 rumored	 that	Miss	Maxwell	 "wrote,"	which	word,	when	 uttered	 in	 a

certain	 tone,	 was	 understood	 to	 mean	 not	 that	 a	 person	 had	 command	 of
penmanship,	Spencerian	or	otherwise,	but	that	she	had	appeared	in	print.
"You'll	like	her;	she	writes,"	whispered	Huldah	to	Rebecca	the	first	morning	at



prayers,	where	the	faculty	sat	in	an	imposing	row	on	the	front	seats.	"She	writes;
and	I	call	her	stuck	up."
Nobody	 seemed	 possessed	 of	 exact	 information	 with	 which	 to	 satisfy	 the

hungry	mind,	but	there	was	believed	to	be	at	least	one	person	in	existence	who
had	 seen,	 with	 his	 own	 eyes,	 an	 essay	 by	Miss	Maxwell	 in	 a	magazine.	 This
height	of	achievement	made	Rebecca	somewhat	shy	of	her,	but	she	 looked	her
admiration;	 something	 that	 most	 of	 the	 class	 could	 never	 do	 with	 the
unsatisfactory	organs	of	 vision	given	 them	by	Mother	Nature.	Miss	Maxwell's
glance	was	 always	meeting	 a	 pair	 of	 eager	 dark	 eyes;	when	 she	 said	 anything
particularly	 good,	 she	 looked	 for	 approval	 to	 the	 corner	 of	 the	 second	 bench,
where	 every	 shade	 of	 feeling	 she	 wished	 to	 evoke	 was	 reflected	 on	 a	 certain
sensitive	young	face.
One	 day,	when	 the	 first	 essay	 of	 the	 class	was	 under	 discussion,	 she	 asked

each	new	pupil	 to	 bring	her	 some	 composition	written	during	 the	year	 before,
that	she	might	judge	the	work,	and	know	precisely	with	what	material	she	had	to
deal.	Rebecca	lingered	after	the	others,	and	approached	the	desk	shyly.
"I	haven't	any	compositions	here,	Miss	Maxwell,	but	I	can	find	one	when	I	go

home	on	Friday.	They	are	packed	away	in	a	box	in	the	attic."
"Carefully	 tied	 with	 pink	 and	 blue	 ribbons?"	 asked	 Miss	 Maxwell,	 with	 a

whimsical	smile.
"No,"	 answered	 Rebecca,	 shaking	 her	 head	 decidedly;	 "I	 wanted	 to	 use

ribbons,	because	all	the	other	girls	did,	and	they	looked	so	pretty,	but	I	used	to
tie	my	essays	with	twine	strings	on	purpose;	and	the	one	on	solitude	I	fastened
with	an	old	shoelacing	just	to	show	it	what	I	thought	of	it!"
"Solitude!"	 laughed	Miss	Maxwell,	 raising	 her	 eyebrows.	 "Did	 you	 choose

your	own	subject?"
"No;	Miss	Dearborn	thought	we	were	not	old	enough	to	find	good	ones."
"What	were	some	of	the	others?"
"Fireside	Reveries,	Grant	as	a	Soldier,	Reflections	on	the	Life	of	P.	T.	Barnum,

Buried	Cities;	 I	 can't	 remember	 any	more	now.	They	were	 all	 bad,	 and	 I	 can't
bear	to	show	them;	I	can	write	poetry	easier	and	better,	Miss	Maxwell."
"Poetry!"	she	exclaimed.	"Did	Miss	Dearborn	require	you	to	do	it?"
"Oh,	 no;	 I	 always	 did	 it	 even	 at	 the	 farm.	 Shall	 I	 bring	 all	 I	 have?	 It	 isn't

much."
Rebecca	 took	 the	blank-book	 in	which	 she	kept	 copies	 of	 her	 effusions	 and

left	it	at	Miss	Maxwell's	door,	hoping	that	she	might	be	asked	in	and	thus	obtain
a	 private	 interview;	 but	 a	 servant	 answered	 her	 ring,	 and	 she	 could	 only	walk
away,	disappointed.
A	few	days	afterward	she	saw	the	black-covered	book	on	Miss	Maxwell's	desk



and	 knew	 that	 the	 dreaded	 moment	 of	 criticism	 had	 come,	 so	 she	 was	 not
surprised	to	be	asked	to	remain	after	class.
The	 room	was	 quiet;	 the	 red	 leaves	 rustled	 in	 the	 breeze	 and	 flew	 in	 at	 the

open	window,	bearing	the	first	compliments	of	the	season.	Miss	Maxwell	came
and	sat	by	Rebecca's	side	on	the	bench.
"Did	you	think	these	were	good?"	she	asked,	giving	her	the	verses.
"Not	 so	 very,"	 confessed	Rebecca;	 "but	 it's	 hard	 to	 tell	 all	 by	 yourself.	 The

Perkinses	and	the	Cobbs	always	said	they	were	wonderful,	but	when	Mrs.	Cobb
told	 me	 she	 thought	 they	 were	 better	 than	 Mr.	 Longfellow's	 I	 was	 worried,
because	I	knew	that	couldn't	be	true."
This	 ingenuous	 remark	 confirmed	Miss	Maxwell's	 opinion	 of	 Rebecca	 as	 a

girl	who	could	hear	the	truth	and	profit	by	it.
"Well,	my	child,"	she	said	smilingly,	"your	friends	were	wrong	and	you	were

right;	judged	by	the	proper	tests,	they	are	pretty	bad."
"Then	I	must	give	up	all	hope	of	ever	being	a	writer!"	sighed	Rebecca,	who

was	tasting	the	bitterness	of	hemlock	and	wondering	if	she	could	keep	the	tears
back	until	the	interview	was	over.
"Don't	go	so	fast,"	 interrupted	Miss	Maxwell.	"Though	they	don't	amount	 to

anything	as	poetry,	they	show	a	good	deal	of	promise	in	certain	directions.	You
almost	 never	 make	 a	 mistake	 in	 rhyme	 or	 metre,	 and	 this	 shows	 you	 have	 a
natural	sense	of	what	 is	 right;	a	 'sense	of	form,'	poets	would	call	 it.	When	you
grow	older,	have	a	little	more	experience,—in	fact,	when	you	have	something	to
say,	I	think	you	may	write	very	good	verses.	Poetry	needs	knowledge	and	vision,
experience	 and	 imagination,	 Rebecca.	 You	 have	 not	 the	 first	 three	 yet,	 but	 I
rather	think	you	have	a	touch	of	the	last."
"Must	I	never	try	any	more	poetry,	not	even	to	amuse	myself?"
"Certainly	you	may;	 it	will	only	help	you	 to	write	better	prose.	Now	for	 the

first	composition.	I	am	going	to	ask	all	the	new	students	to	write	a	letter	giving
some	description	of	the	town	and	a	hint	of	the	school	life."
"Shall	I	have	to	be	myself?"	asked	Rebecca.
"What	do	you	mean?"
"A	letter	from	Rebecca	Randall	to	her	sister	Hannah	at	Sunnybrook	Farm,	or

to	her	aunt	Jane	at	the	brick	house,	Riverboro,	is	so	dull	and	stupid,	if	it	is	a	real
letter;	but	if	I	could	make	believe	I	was	a	different	girl	altogether,	and	write	to
somebody	who	would	be	sure	 to	understand	everything	 I	 said,	 I	could	make	 it
nicer."
"Very	well;	 I	 think	 that's	a	delightful	plan,"	 said	Miss	Maxwell;	 "and	whom

will	you	suppose	yourself	to	be?"
"I	 like	 heiresses	 very	much,"	 replied	Rebecca	 contemplatively.	 "Of	 course	 I



never	 saw	 one,	 but	 interesting	 things	 are	 always	 happening	 to	 heiresses,
especially	 to	 the	golden-haired	kind.	My	heiress	wouldn't	be	vain	and	haughty
like	 the	 wicked	 sisters	 in	 Cinderella;	 she	 would	 be	 noble	 and	 generous.	 She
would	give	up	a	grand	school	in	Boston	because	she	wanted	to	come	here	where
her	father	lived	when	he	was	a	boy,	long	before	he	made	his	fortune.	The	father
is	dead	now,	and	she	has	a	guardian,	the	best	and	kindest	man	in	the	world;	he	is
rather	old	of	course,	and	sometimes	very	quiet	and	grave,	but	sometimes	when
he	is	happy,	he	is	full	of	fun,	and	then	Evelyn	is	not	afraid	of	him.	Yes,	the	girl
shall	be	called	Evelyn	Abercrombie,	and	her	guardian's	name	shall	be	Mr.	Adam
Ladd."
"Do	you	know	Mr.	Ladd?"	asked	Miss	Maxwell	in	surprise.
"Yes,	he's	my	very	best	friend,"	cried	Rebecca	delightedly.	"Do	you	know	him

too?"
"Oh,	yes;	he	is	a	trustee	of	these	schools,	you	know,	and	often	comes	here.	But

if	I	let	you	'suppose'	any	more,	you	will	tell	me	your	whole	letter	and	then	I	shall
lose	a	pleasant	surprise."

What	Rebecca	 thought	of	Miss	Maxwell	we	 already	know;	how	 the	 teacher
regarded	the	pupil	may	be	gathered	from	the	following	letter	written	two	or	three
months	later.

Wareham,	December	1st
My	Dear	Father,—As	you	well	know,	I	have	not	always	been	an	enthusiast
on	the	subject	of	teaching.	The	task	of	cramming	knowledge	into	these	self-
sufficient,	inefficient	youngsters	of	both	sexes	discourages	me	at	times.	The
more	stupid	they	are,	the	less	they	are	aware	of	it.	If	my	department	were
geography	or	mathematics,	I	believe	I	should	feel	that	I	was	accomplishing
something,	for	in	those	branches	application	and	industry	work	wonders;
but	in	English	literature	and	composition	one	yearns	for	brains,	for
appreciation,	for	imagination!	Month	after	month	I	toil	on,	opening	oyster
after	oyster,	but	seldom	finding	a	pearl.	Fancy	my	joy	this	term	when,
without	any	violent	effort	at	shell-splitting,	I	came	upon	a	rare	pearl;	a
black	one,	but	of	satin	skin	and	beautiful	lustre!	Her	name	is	Rebecca,	and
she	looks	not	unlike	Rebekah	at	the	Well	in	our	family	Bible;	her	hair	and
eyes	being	so	dark	as	to	suggest	a	strain	of	Italian	or	Spanish	blood.	She	is
nobody	in	particular.	Man	has	done	nothing	for	her;	she	has	no	family	to
speak	of,	no	money,	no	education	worthy	the	name,	has	had	no	advantages
of	any	sort;	but	Dame	Nature	flung	herself	into	the	breach	and	said:—
"This	child	I	to	myself	will	take;



She	shall	be	mine	and	I	will	make
A	Lady	of	my	own."
Blessed	Wordsworth!	How	he	makes	us	understand!	And	the	pearl	never
heard	of	him	until	now!	Think	of	reading	Lucy	to	a	class,	and	when	you
finish,	seeing	a	fourteen-year-old	pair	of	lips	quivering	with	delight,	and	a
pair	of	eyes	brimming	with	comprehending	tears!
You	poor	darling!	You,	too,	know	the	discouragement	of	sowing	lovely
seed	in	rocky	earth,	in	sand,	in	water,	and	(it	almost	seems	sometimes)	in
mud;	knowing	that	if	anything	comes	up	at	all	it	will	be	some	poor
starveling	plant.	Fancy	the	joy	of	finding	a	real	mind;	of	dropping	seed	in	a
soil	so	warm,	so	fertile,	that	one	knows	there	are	sure	to	be	foliage,
blossoms,	and	fruit	all	in	good	time!	I	wish	I	were	not	so	impatient	and	so
greedy	of	results!	I	am	not	fit	to	be	a	teacher;	no	one	is	who	is	so	scornful
of	stupidity	as	I	am…	.	The	pearl	writes	quaint	countrified	little	verses,
doggerel	they	are;	but	somehow	or	other	she	always	contrives	to	put	in	one
line,	one	thought,	one	image,	that	shows	you	she	is,	quite	unconsciously	to
herself,	in	possession	of	the	secret…	.	Good-by;	I'll	bring	Rebecca	home
with	me	some	Friday,	and	let	you	and	mother	see	her	for	yourselves.
Your	affectionate	daughter,	
Emily.



Chapter		22	
Clover	blossoms	and	sunflowers
"How	d'	ye	do,	girls?"	said	Huldah	Meserve,	peeping	 in	at	 the	door.	"Can	you
stop	studying	a	minute	and	show	me	your	room?	Say,	I've	just	been	down	to	the
store	and	bought	me	these	gloves,	for	I	was	bound	I	wouldn't	wear	mittens	this
winter;	 they're	 simply	 too	 countrified.	 It's	 your	 first	 year	 here,	 and	 you're
younger	than	I	am,	so	I	s'pose	you	don't	mind,	but	I	simply	suffer	if	I	don't	keep
up	 some	 kind	 of	 style.	 Say,	 your	 room	 is	 simply	 too	 cute	 for	 words!	 I	 don't
believe	any	of	the	others	can	begin	to	compare	with	it!	I	don't	know	what	gives	it
that	simply	gorgeous	look,	whether	it's	the	full	curtains,	or	that	elegant	screen,	or
Rebecca's	lamp;	but	you	certainly	do	have	a	faculty	for	fixing	up.	I	like	a	pretty
room	too,	but	I	never	have	a	minute	to	attend	to	mine;	I'm	always	so	busy	on	my
clothes	 that	 half	 the	 time	 I	 don't	 get	my	 bed	made	 up	 till	 noon;	 and	 after	 all,
having	no	callers	but	the	girls,	it	don't	make	much	difference.	When	I	graduate,
I'm	 going	 to	 fix	 up	 our	 parlor	 at	 home	 so	 it'll	 be	 simply	 regal.	 I've	 learned
decalcomania,	and	after	I	take	up	lustre	painting	I	shall	have	it	simply	stiff	with
drapes	and	tidies	and	placques	and	sofa	pillows,	and	make	mother	let	me	have	a
fire,	and	receive	my	friends	there	evenings.	May	I	dry	my	feet	at	your	register?	I
can't	bear	to	wear	rubbers	unless	the	mud	or	the	slush	is	simply	knee-deep,	they
make	your	feet	look	so	awfully	big.	I	had	such	a	fuss	getting	this	pair	of	French-
heeled	 boots	 that	 I	 don't	 intend	 to	 spoil	 the	 looks	 of	 them	 with	 rubbers	 any
oftener	than	I	can	help.	I	believe	boys	notice	feet	quicker	than	anything.	Elmer
Webster	stepped	on	one	of	mine	yesterday	when	I	accidentally	had	it	out	in	the
aisle,	and	when	he	apologized	after	class,	he	said	he	wasn't	so	much	to	blame,
for	 the	 foot	was	 so	 little	 he	 really	 couldn't	 see	 it!	 Isn't	 he	 perfectly	 great?	Of
course	that's	only	his	way	of	talking,	for	after	all	I	only	wear	a	number	two,	but
these	French	heels	 and	pointed	 toes	 do	 certainly	make	your	 foot	 look	 smaller,
and	it's	always	said	a	high	instep	helps,	too.	I	used	to	think	mine	was	almost	a
deformity,	but	they	say	it's	a	great	beauty.	Just	put	your	feet	beside	mine,	girls,
and	look	at	the	difference;	not	that	I	care	much,	but	just	for	fun."
"My	feet	are	very	comfortable	where	 they	are,"	responded	Rebecca	dryly.	"I

can't	stop	to	measure	insteps	on	algebra	days;	I've	noticed	your	habit	of	keeping
a	foot	in	the	aisle	ever	since	you	had	those	new	shoes,	so	I	don't	wonder	it	was



stepped	on."
"Perhaps	 I	 am	 a	 little	 mite	 conscious	 of	 them,	 because	 they're	 not	 so	 very

comfortable	at	first,	till	you	get	them	broken	in.	Say,	haven't	you	got	a	lot	of	new
things?"
"Our	Christmas	presents,	you	mean,"	said	Emma	Jane.	"The	pillow-cases	are

from	Mrs.	Cobb,	the	rug	from	cousin	Mary	in	North	Riverboro,	the	scrap-basket
from	Living	and	Dick.	We	gave	each	other	the	bureau	and	cushion	covers,	and
the	screen	is	mine	from	Mr.	Ladd."
"Well,	 you	 were	 lucky	 when	 you	 met	 him!	 Gracious!	 I	 wish	 I	 could	 meet

somebody	like	that.	The	way	he	keeps	it	up,	too!	It	just	hides	your	bed,	doesn't	it,
and	I	always	say	that	a	bed	takes	the	style	off	any	room—specially	when	it's	not
made	up;	though	you	have	an	alcove,	and	it's	the	only	one	in	the	whole	building.
I	 don't	 see	 how	 you	 managed	 to	 get	 this	 good	 room	 when	 you're	 such	 new
scholars,"	she	finished	discontentedly.
"We	 shouldn't	 have,	 except	 that	 Ruth	 Berry	 had	 to	 go	 away	 suddenly	 on

account	of	her	father's	death.	This	room	was	empty,	and	Miss	Maxwell	asked	if
we	might	have	it,"	returned	Emma	Jane.
"The	 great	 and	 only	Max	 is	more	 stiff	 and	 standoffish	 than	 ever	 this	 year,"

said	Huldah.	"I've	simply	given	up	trying	to	please	her,	for	there's	no	justice	in
her;	 she	 is	 good	 to	 her	 favorites,	 but	 she	 doesn't	 pay	 the	 least	 attention	 to
anybody	else,	except	to	make	sarcastic	speeches	about	things	that	are	none	of	her
business.	 I	wanted	 to	 tell	her	yesterday	 it	was	her	place	 to	 teach	me	Latin,	not
manners."
"I	wish	you	wouldn't	 talk	against	Miss	Maxwell	 to	me,"	said	Rebecca	hotly.

"You	know	how	I	feel."
"I	know;	but	I	can't	understand	how	you	can	abide	her."
"I	not	only	abide,	I	love	her!"	exclaimed	Rebecca.	"I	wouldn't	let	the	sun	shine

too	hot	on	her,	or	the	wind	blow	too	cold.	I'd	like	to	put	a	marble	platform	in	her
class-room	and	have	her	sit	in	a	velvet	chair	behind	a	golden	table!"
"Well,	don't	have	a	fit!—because	she	can	sit	where	she	likes	for	all	of	me;	I've

got	something	better	to	think	of,"	and	Huldah	tossed	her	head.
"Isn't	this	your	study	hour?"	asked	Emma	Jane,	to	stop	possible	discussion.
"Yes,	but	I	lost	my	Latin	grammar	yesterday;	I	left	it	in	the	hall	half	an	hour

while	I	was	having	a	regular	scene	with	Herbert	Dunn.	I	haven't	spoken	to	him
for	a	week	and	gave	him	back	his	class	pin.	He	was	simply	furious.	Then	when	I
came	back	to	the	hall,	the	book	was	gone.	I	had	to	go	down	town	for	my	gloves
and	to	the	principal's	office	to	see	if	the	grammar	had	been	handed	in,	and	that's
the	reason	I'm	so	fine."
Huldah	was	wearing	 a	woolen	 dress	 that	 had	 once	 been	 gray,	 but	 had	 been



dyed	a	brilliant	blue.	She	had	added	 three	 rows	of	white	braid	and	 large	white
pearl	buttons	 to	her	gray	 jacket,	 in	order	 to	make	 it	a	 little	more	"dressy."	Her
gray	felt	hat	had	a	white	 feather	on	 it,	and	a	white	 tissue	veil	with	 large	black
dots	made	her	delicate	skin	look	brilliant.	Rebecca	thought	how	lovely	the	knot
of	red	hair	looked	under	the	hat	behind,	and	how	the	color	of	the	front	had	been
dulled	 by	 incessant	 frizzing	 with	 curling	 irons.	 Her	 open	 jacket	 disclosed	 a
galaxy	of	souvenirs	pinned	to	the	background	of	bright	blue,—a	small	American
flag,	a	button	of	the	Wareham	Rowing	Club,	and	one	or	two	society	pins.	These
decorations	proved	her	popularity	in	very	much	the	same	way	as	do	the	cotillion
favors	 hanging	 on	 the	 bedroom	 walls	 of	 the	 fashionable	 belle.	 She	 had	 been
pinning	 and	 unpinning,	 arranging	 and	 disarranging	 her	 veil	 ever	 since	 she
entered	 the	 room,	 in	 the	hope	 that	 the	girls	would	ask	her	whose	 ring	she	was
wearing	 this	week;	 but	 although	 both	 had	 noticed	 the	 new	ornament	 instantly,
wild	horses	could	not	have	drawn	the	question	from	them;	her	desire	to	be	asked
was	 too	 obvious.	 With	 her	 gay	 plumage,	 her	 "nods	 and	 becks	 and	 wreathed
smiles,"	 and	 her	 cheerful	 cackle,	 Huldah	 closely	 resembled	 the	 parrot	 in
Wordsworth's	poem:—

"Arch,	volatile,	a	sportive	bird,
							By	social	glee	inspired;
Ambitious	to	be	seen	or	heard,
							And	pleased	to	be	admired!"

"Mr.	 Morrison	 thinks	 the	 grammar	 will	 be	 returned,	 and	 lent	 me	 another,"
Huldah	continued.
"He	 was	 rather	 snippy	 about	 my	 leaving	 a	 book	 in	 the	 hall.	 There	 was	 a

perfectly	elegant	gentleman	in	the	office,	a	stranger	to	me.	I	wish	he	was	a	new
teacher,	but	there's	no	such	luck.	He	was	too	young	to	be	the	father	of	any	of	the
girls,	and	too	old	to	be	a	brother,	but	he	was	handsome	as	a	picture	and	had	on	an
awful	stylish	suit	of	clothes.	He	 looked	at	me	about	every	minute	 I	was	 in	 the
room.	 It	 made	 me	 so	 embarrassed	 I	 couldn't	 hardly	 answer	 Mr.	 Morrison's
questions	straight."
"You'll	have	to	wear	a	mask	pretty	soon,	if	you're	going	to	have	any	comfort,

Huldah,"	said	Rebecca.	"Did	he	offer	to	lend	you	his	class	pin,	or	has	it	been	so
long	since	he	graduated	that	he's	left	off	wearing	it?	And	tell	us	now	whether	the
principal	asked	for	a	lock	of	your	hair	to	put	in	his	watch?"
This	was	all	said	merrily	and	 laughingly,	but	 there	were	 times	when	Huldah

could	 scarcely	make	 up	 her	mind	whether	Rebecca	was	 trying	 to	 be	witty,	 or
whether	 she	 was	 jealous;	 but	 she	 generally	 decided	 it	 was	 merely	 the	 latter



feeling,	rather	natural	in	a	girl	who	had	little	attention.
"He	wore	no	jewelry	but	a	cameo	scarf	pin	and	a	perfectly	gorgeous	ring,—a

queer	kind	of	one	that	wound	round	and	round	his	finger.	Oh	dear,	I	must	run!
Where	has	the	hour	gone?	There's	the	study	bell!"
Rebecca	 had	 pricked	 up	 her	 ears	 at	 Huldah's	 speech.	 She	 remembered	 a

certain	strange	ring,	and	it	belonged	to	the	only	person	in	the	world	(save	Miss
Maxwell)	who	appealed	to	her	imagination,—Mr.	Aladdin.	Her	feeling	for	him,
and	that	of	Emma	Jane,	was	a	mixture	of	romantic	and	reverent	admiration	for
the	man	himself	and	the	liveliest	gratitude	for	his	beautiful	gifts.	Since	they	first
met	him	not	a	Christmas	had	gone	by	without	some	remembrance	for	them	both;
remembrances	chosen	with	the	rarest	taste	and	forethought.	Emma	Jane	had	seen
him	only	twice,	but	he	had	called	several	times	at	the	brick	house,	and	Rebecca
had	learned	to	know	him	better.	It	was	she,	too,	who	always	wrote	the	notes	of
acknowledgment	 and	 thanks,	 taking	 infinite	 pains	 to	make	Emma	 Jane's	 quite
different	 from	her	own.	Sometimes	he	had	written	 from	Boston	and	 asked	her
the	 news	 of	 Riverboro,	 and	 she	 had	 sent	 him	 pages	 of	 quaint	 and	 childlike
gossip,	 interspersed,	 on	 two	 occasions,	with	 poetry,	which	 he	 read	 and	 reread
with	infinite	relish.	If	Huldah's	stranger	should	be	Mr.	Aladdin,	would	he	come
to	see	her,	and	could	she	and	Emma	Jane	show	him	their	beautiful	room	with	so
many	of	his	gifts	in	evidence?
When	 the	 girls	 had	 established	 themselves	 in	 Wareham	 as	 real	 boarding

pupils,	it	seemed	to	them	existence	was	as	full	of	joy	as	it	well	could	hold.	This
first	winter	was,	 in	fact,	 the	most	tranquilly	happy	of	Rebecca's	school	life,—a
winter	long	to	be	looked	back	upon.	She	and	Emma	Jane	were	room-mates,	and
had	put	their	modest	possessions	together	to	make	their	surroundings	pretty	and
homelike.	The	room	had,	to	begin	with,	a	cheerful	red	ingrain	carpet	and	a	set	of
maple	furniture.	As	to	the	rest,	Rebecca	had	furnished	the	ideas	and	Emma	Jane
the	materials	and	labor,	a	method	of	dividing	responsibilities	that	seemed	to	suit
the	circumstances	admirably.	Mrs.	Perkins's	 father	had	been	a	storekeeper,	and
on	 his	 death	 had	 left	 the	 goods	 of	 which	 he	 was	 possessed	 to	 his	 married
daughter.	 The	 molasses,	 vinegar,	 and	 kerosene	 had	 lasted	 the	 family	 for	 five
years,	and	the	Perkins	attic	was	still	a	treasure-house	of	ginghams,	cottons,	and
"Yankee	 notions."	 So	 at	 Rebecca's	 instigation	 Mrs.	 Perkins	 had	 made	 full
curtains	 and	 lambrequins	 of	 unbleached	 muslin,	 which	 she	 had	 trimmed	 and
looped	 back	with	 bands	 of	Turkey	 red	 cotton.	There	were	 two	 table	 covers	 to
match,	and	each	of	the	girls	had	her	study	corner.	Rebecca,	after	much	coaxing,
had	been	 allowed	 to	 bring	over	 her	 precious	 lamp,	which	would	 have	given	 a
luxurious	air	to	any	apartment,	and	when	Mr.	Aladdin's	last	Christmas	presents
were	added,—the	Japanese	screen	for	Emma	Jane	and	the	little	shelf	of	English



Poets	 for	 Rebecca,—they	 declared	 that	 it	 was	 all	 quite	 as	much	 fun	 as	 being
married	and	going	to	housekeeping.
The	day	of	Huldah's	call	was	Friday,	and	on	Fridays	 from	 three	 to	half	past

four	Rebecca	was	free	to	take	a	pleasure	to	which	she	looked	forward	the	entire
week.	She	always	ran	down	the	snowy	path	through	the	pine	woods	at	the	back
of	 the	 seminary,	 and	 coming	out	 on	 a	 quiet	 village	 street,	went	 directly	 to	 the
large	white	 house	where	Miss	Maxwell	 lived.	 The	maid-of-all-work	 answered
her	 knock;	 she	 took	 off	 her	 hat	 and	 cape	 and	 hung	 them	 in	 the	 hall,	 put	 her
rubber	shoes	and	umbrella	carefully	in	the	corner,	and	then	opened	the	door	of
paradise.	Miss	Maxwell's	sitting-room	was	lined	on	two	sides	with	bookshelves,
and	Rebecca	was	allowed	to	sit	before	the	fire	and	browse	among	the	books	to
her	heart's	delight	 for	an	hour	or	more.	Then	Miss	Maxwell	would	come	back
from	her	class,	and	there	would	be	a	precious	half	hour	of	chat	before	Rebecca
had	to	meet	Emma	Jane	at	the	station	and	take	the	train	for	Riverboro,	where	her
Saturdays	and	Sundays	were	spent,	and	where	she	was	washed,	ironed,	mended,
and	 examined,	 approved	 and	 reproved,	warned	 and	 advised	 in	 quite	 sufficient
quantity	to	last	her	the	succeeding	week.
On	 this	 Friday	 she	 buried	 her	 face	 in	 the	 blooming	 geraniums	 on	 Miss

Maxwell's	 plant-stand,	 selected	 Romola	 from	 one	 of	 the	 bookcases,	 and	 sank
into	 a	 seat	 by	 the	 window	with	 a	 sigh	 of	 infinite	 content,	 She	 glanced	 at	 the
clock	now	and	then,	remembering	the	day	on	which	she	had	been	so	immersed
in	 David	 Copperfield	 that	 the	 Riverboro	 train	 had	 no	 place	 in	 her	 mind.	 The
distracted	Emma	 Jane	 had	 refused	 to	 leave	without	 her,	 and	 had	 run	 from	 the
station	to	look	for	her	at	Miss	Maxwell's.	There	was	but	one	later	train,	and	that
went	only	to	a	place	three	miles	the	other	side	of	Riverboro,	so	that	the	two	girls
appeared	at	their	respective	homes	long	after	dark,	having	had	a	weary	walk	in
the	snow.
When	she	had	read	for	half	an	hour	she	glanced	out	of	 the	window	and	saw

two	figures	issuing	from	the	path	through	the	woods.	The	knot	of	bright	hair	and
the	 coquettish	 hat	 could	 belong	 to	 but	 one	 person;	 and	 her	 companion,	 as	 the
couple	 approached,	 proved	 to	 be	 none	 other	 than	 Mr.	 Aladdin.	 Huldah	 was
lifting	 her	 skirts	 daintily	 and	 picking	 safe	 stepping-places	 for	 the	 high-heeled
shoes,	her	cheeks	glowing,	her	eyes	sparkling	under	the	black	and	white	veil.
Rebecca	slipped	from	her	post	by	the	window	to	the	rug	before	the	bright	fire

and	leaned	her	head	on	the	seat	of	the	great	easy-chair.	She	was	frightened	at	the
storm	in	her	heart;	at	the	suddenness	with	which	it	had	come	on,	as	well	as	at	the
strangeness	of	an	entirely	new	sensation.	She	felt	all	at	once	as	if	she	could	not
bear	 to	 give	 up	 her	 share	 of	 Mr.	 Aladdin's	 friendship	 to	 Huldah:	 Huldah	 so
bright,	 saucy,	 and	pretty;	 so	 gay	 and	 ready,	 and	 such	good	 company!	She	had



always	joyfully	admitted	Emma	Jane	into	the	precious	partnership,	but	perhaps
unconsciously	 to	 herself	 she	 had	 realized	 that	 Emma	 Jane	 had	 never	 held
anything	but	a	secondary	place	in	Mr.	Aladdin's	regard;	yet	who	was	she	herself,
after	all,	that	she	could	hope	to	be	first?
Suddenly	 the	 door	 opened	 softly	 and	 somebody	 looked	 in,	 somebody	 who

said:	"Miss	Maxwell	told	me	I	should	find	Miss	Rebecca	Randall	here."
Rebecca	 started	 at	 the	 sound	 and	 sprang	 to	 her	 feet,	 saying	 joyfully,	 "Mr.

Aladdin!	Oh!	I	knew	you	were	in	Wareham,	and	I	was	afraid	you	wouldn't	have
time	to	come	and	see	us."
"Who	 is	 'us'?	 The	 aunts	 are	 not	 here,	 are	 they?	 Oh,	 you	 mean	 the	 rich

blacksmith's	daughter,	whose	name	I	can	never	remember.	Is	she	here?"
"Yes,	and	my	room-mate,"	answered	Rebecca,	who	thought	her	own	knell	of

doom	had	sounded,	if	he	had	forgotten	Emma	Jane's	name.
The	light	in	the	room	grew	softer,	the	fire	crackled	cheerily,	and	they	talked	of

many	things,	until	the	old	sweet	sense	of	friendliness	and	familiarity	crept	back
into	Rebecca's	heart.	Adam	had	not	seen	her	for	several	months,	and	there	was
much	to	be	learned	about	school	matters	as	viewed	from	her	own	standpoint;	he
had	already	inquired	concerning	her	progress	from	Mr.	Morrison.
"Well,	 little	 Miss	 Rebecca,"	 he	 said,	 rousing	 himself	 at	 length,	 "I	 must	 be

thinking	of	my	drive	 to	Portland.	There	 is	a	meeting	of	 railway	directors	 there
to-morrow,	and	I	always	take	this	opportunity	of	visiting	the	school	and	giving
my	valuable	advice	concerning	its	affairs,	educational	and	financial."
"It	seems	funny	for	you	to	be	a	school	trustee,"	said	Rebecca	contemplatively.

"I	can't	seem	to	make	it	fit."
"You	 are	 a	 remarkably	 wise	 young	 person	 and	 I	 quite	 agree	 with	 you,"	 he

answered;	"the	fact	is,"	he	added	soberly,	"I	accepted	the	trusteeship	in	memory
of	my	poor	little	mother,	whose	last	happy	years	were	spent	here."
"That	was	a	long	time	ago!"
"Let	me	see,	I	am	thirty-two;	only	thirty-two,	despite	an	occasional	gray	hair.

My	mother	was	married	a	month	after	she	graduated,	and	she	lived	only	until	I
was	ten;	yes,	it	is	a	long	way	back	to	my	mother's	time	here,	though	the	school
was	fifteen	or	twenty	years	old	then,	I	believe.	Would	you	like	to	see	my	mother,
Miss	Rebecca?"
The	girl	took	the	leather	case	gently	and	opened	it	to	find	an	innocent,	pink-

and-white	daisy	of	a	face,	so	confiding,	so	sensitive,	that	it	went	straight	to	the
heart.	 It	made	Rebecca	 feel	old,	 experienced,	 and	maternal.	She	 longed	on	 the
instant	to	comfort	and	strengthen	such	a	tender	young	thing.
"Oh,	what	a	sweet,	sweet,	flowery	face!"	she	whispered	softly.
"The	flower	had	 to	bear	all	 sorts	of	storms,"	said	Adam	gravely.	"The	bitter



weather	of	the	world	bent	its	slender	stalk,	bowed	its	head,	and	dragged	it	to	the
earth.	I	was	only	a	child	and	could	do	nothing	to	protect	and	nourish	it,	and	there
was	no	one	else	to	stand	between	it	and	trouble.	Now	I	have	success	and	money
and	power,	all	that	would	have	kept	her	alive	and	happy,	and	it	is	too	late.	She
died	for	lack	of	love	and	care,	nursing	and	cherishing,	and	I	can	never	forget	it.
All	that	has	come	to	me	seems	now	and	then	so	useless,	since	I	cannot	share	it
with	her!"
This	was	a	new	Mr.	Aladdin,	and	Rebecca's	heart	gave	a	 throb	of	sympathy

and	 comprehension.	 This	 explained	 the	 tired	 look	 in	 his	 eyes,	 the	 look	 that
peeped	out	now	and	then,	under	all	his	gay	speech	and	laughter.
"I'm	so	glad	 I	know,"	 she	said,	 "and	so	glad	 I	could	see	her	 just	as	 she	was

when	she	tied	that	white	muslin	hat	under	her	chin	and	saw	her	yellow	curls	and
her	 sky-blue	eyes	 in	 the	glass.	Mustn't	 she	have	been	happy!	 I	wish	 she	could
have	 been	 kept	 so,	 and	 had	 lived	 to	 see	 you	 grow	 up	 strong	 and	 good.	 My
mother	is	always	sad	and	busy,	but	once	when	she	looked	at	John	I	heard	her	say,
'He	makes	up	for	everything.'	That's	what	your	mother	would	have	thought	about
you	if	she	had	lived,	and	perhaps	she	does	as	it	is."
"You	 are	 a	 comforting	 little	 person,	 Rebecca,"	 said	 Adam,	 rising	 from	 his

chair.
As	 Rebecca	 rose,	 the	 tears	 still	 trembling	 on	 her	 lashes,	 he	 looked	 at	 her

suddenly	as	with	new	vision.
"Good-by!"	he	said,	taking	her	slim	brown	hands	in	his,	adding,	as	if	he	saw

her	 for	 the	 first	 time,	 "Why,	 little	Rose-Red-Snow-White	 is	making	way	 for	 a
new	 girl!	 Burning	 the	 midnight	 oil	 and	 doing	 four	 years'	 work	 in	 three	 is
supposed	to	dull	the	eye	and	blanch	the	cheek,	yet	Rebecca's	eyes	are	bright	and
she	has	a	 rosy	color!	Her	 long	braids	are	 looped	one	on	 the	other	 so	 that	 they
make	a	black	letter	U	behind,	and	they	are	tied	with	grand	bows	at	the	top!	She
is	so	tall	that	she	reaches	almost	to	my	shoulder.	This	will	never	do	in	the	world!
How	will	Mr.	Aladdin	get	on	without	his	comforting	little	friend!	He	doesn't	like
grown-up	young	 ladies	 in	 long	 trains	and	wonderful	 fine	clothes;	 they	 frighten
and	bore	him!"
"Oh,	Mr.	Aladdin!"	 cried	Rebecca	eagerly,	 taking	his	 jest	quite	 seriously;	 "I

am	not	fifteen	yet,	and	it	will	be	three	years	before	I'm	a	young	lady;	please	don't
give	me	up	until	you	have	to!"
"I	 won't;	 I	 promise	 you	 that,"	 said	Adam.	 "Rebecca,"	 he	 continued,	 after	 a

moment's	pause,	 "who	 is	 that	young	girl	with	a	 lot	of	pretty	 red	hair	 and	very
citified	manners?	She	escorted	me	down	the	hill;	do	you	know	whom	I	mean?"
"It	must	be	Huldah	Meserve;	she	is	from	Riverboro."
Adam	put	a	finger	under	Rebecca's	chin	and	looked	into	her	eyes;	eyes	as	soft,



as	clear,	as	unconscious,	and	childlike	as	 they	had	been	when	she	was	 ten.	He
remembered	 the	other	pair	of	 challenging	blue	ones	 that	had	darted	 coquettish
glances	 through	half-dropped	 lids,	 shot	 arrowy	beams	 from	under	archly	 lifted
brows,	and	said	gravely,	"Don't	form	yourself	on	her,	Rebecca;	clover	blossoms
that	grow	 in	 the	 fields	beside	Sunnybrook	mustn't	be	 tied	 in	 the	same	bouquet
with	gaudy	sunflowers;	they	are	too	sweet	and	fragrant	and	wholesome."



Chapter		23	
The	hill	difficulty
The	first	happy	year	at	Wareham,	with	its	widened	sky-line,	its	larger	vision,	its
greater	opportunity,	was	over	and	gone.	Rebecca	had	studied	during	the	summer
vacation,	 and	 had	 passed,	 on	 her	 return	 in	 the	 autumn,	 certain	 examinations
which	would	enable	her,	if	she	carried	out	the	same	programme	the	next	season,
to	complete	the	course	in	three	instead	of	four	years.	She	came	off	with	no	flying
colors,—that	 would	 have	 been	 impossible	 in	 consideration	 of	 her	 inadequate
training;	but	she	did	wonderfully	well	 in	some	of	 the	required	subjects,	and	so
brilliantly	in	others	that	the	average	was	respectable.	She	would	never	have	been
a	remarkable	scholar	under	any	circumstances,	perhaps,	and	she	was	easily	out-
stripped	 in	mathematics	and	 the	natural	 sciences	by	a	dozen	girls,	but	 in	 some
inexplicable	way	she	became,	as	the	months	went	on,	the	foremost	figure	in	the
school.	When	 she	 had	 entirely	 forgotten	 the	 facts	 which	 would	 enable	 her	 to
answer	 a	 question	 fully	 and	 conclusively,	 she	 commonly	 had	 some	 original
theory	 to	 expound;	 it	was	 not	 always	 correct,	 but	 it	was	 generally	 unique	 and
sometimes	amusing.	She	was	only	fair	in	Latin	or	French	grammar,	but	when	it
came	 to	 translation,	 her	 freedom,	 her	 choice	 of	 words,	 and	 her	 sympathetic
understanding	of	 the	spirit	of	 the	 text	made	her	 the	delight	of	her	 teachers	and
the	despair	of	her	rivals.
"She	 can	 be	 perfectly	 ignorant	 of	 a	 subject,"	 said	 Miss	 Maxwell	 to	 Adam

Ladd,	"but	entirely	intelligent	the	moment	she	has	a	clue.	Most	of	the	other	girls
are	full	of	information	and	as	stupid	as	sheep."
Rebecca's	gifts	had	not	been	discovered	save	by	the	few,	during	the	first	year,

when	she	was	adjusting	herself	quietly	to	the	situation.	She	was	distinctly	one	of
the	 poorer	 girls;	 she	 had	 no	 fine	 dresses	 to	 attract	 attention,	 no	 visitors,	 no
friends	in	the	town.	She	had	more	study	hours,	and	less	time,	therefore,	for	the
companionship	of	other	girls,	gladly	as	she	would	have	welcomed	the	gayety	of
that	side	of	school	life.	Still,	water	will	find	its	own	level	in	some	way,	and	by
the	 spring	 of	 the	 second	 year	 she	 had	 naturally	 settled	 into	 the	 same	 sort	 of
leadership	which	had	been	hers	in	the	smaller	community	of	Riverboro.	She	was
unanimously	elected	assistant	editor	of	the	Wareham	School	Pilot,	being	the	first
girl	 to	assume	 that	enviable,	 though	somewhat	arduous	and	 thankless	position,



and	when	 her	maiden	 number	went	 to	 the	 Cobbs,	 uncle	 Jerry	 and	 aunt	 Sarah
could	hardly	eat	or	sleep	for	pride.
"She'll	always	get	votes,"	said	Huldah	Meserve,	when	discussing	the	election,

"for	whether	 she	 knows	 anything	 or	 not,	 she	 looks	 as	 if	 she	 did,	 and	whether
she's	capable	of	filling	an	office	or	not,	she	looks	as	if	she	was.	I	only	wish	I	was
tall	and	dark	and	had	the	gift	of	making	people	believe	I	was	great	things,	like
Rebecca	 Randall.	 There's	 one	 thing:	 though	 the	 boys	 call	 her	 handsome,	 you
notice	they	don't	trouble	her	with	much	attention."
It	 was	 a	 fact	 that	 Rebecca's	 attitude	 towards	 the	 opposite	 sex	 was	 still

somewhat	 indifferent	 and	oblivious,	 even	 for	 fifteen	 and	 a	 half!	No	one	 could
look	 at	 her	 and	doubt	 that	 she	 had	potentialities	 of	 attraction	 latent	within	 her
somewhere,	 but	 that	 side	 of	 her	 nature	was	 happily	 biding	 its	 time.	A	 human
being	is	capable	only	of	a	certain	amount	of	activity	at	a	given	moment,	and	it
will	 inevitably	 satisfy	 first	 its	most	 pressing	 needs,	 its	most	 ardent	 desires,	 its
chief	ambitions.	Rebecca	was	full	of	small	anxieties	and	fears,	for	matters	were
not	 going	well	 at	 the	 brick	 house	 and	were	 anything	 but	 hopeful	 at	 the	 home
farm.	She	was	overbusy	and	overtaxed,	and	her	 thoughts	were	naturally	drawn
towards	the	difficult	problems	of	daily	living.
It	had	seemed	to	her	during	the	autumn	and	winter	of	that	year	as	if	her	aunt

Miranda	 had	 never	 been,	 save	 at	 the	 very	 first,	 so	 censorious	 and	 so	 fault-
finding.	One	Saturday	Rebecca	 ran	upstairs	and,	bursting	 into	a	 flood	of	 tears,
exclaimed,	"Aunt	Jane,	it	seems	as	if	I	never	could	stand	her	continual	scoldings.
Nothing	I	can	do	suits	aunt	Miranda;	she's	just	said	it	will	take	me	my	whole	life
to	get	the	Randall	out	of	me,	and	I'm	not	convinced	that	I	want	it	all	out,	so	there
we	are!"
Aunt	 Jane,	 never	 demonstrative,	 cried	 with	 Rebecca	 as	 she	 attempted	 to

soothe	her.
"You	must	be	patient,"	she	said,	wiping	first	her	own	eyes	and	then	Rebecca's.

"I	haven't	told	you,	for	it	isn't	fair	you	should	be	troubled	when	you're	studying
so	hard,	but	your	aunt	Miranda	isn't	well.	One	Monday	morning	about	a	month
ago,	she	had	a	kind	of	faint	spell;	it	wasn't	bad,	but	the	doctor	is	afraid	it	was	a
shock,	 and	 if	 so,	 it's	 the	beginning	of	 the	 end.	Seems	 to	me	 she's	 failing	 right
along,	 and	 that's	 what	 makes	 her	 so	 fretful	 and	 easy	 vexed.	 She	 has	 other
troubles	too,	that	you	don't	know	anything	about,	and	if	you're	not	kind	to	your
aunt	Miranda	now,	child,	you'll	be	dreadful	sorry	some	time."
All	 the	 temper	 faded	 from	 Rebecca's	 face,	 and	 she	 stopped	 crying	 to	 say

penitently,	"Oh!	the	poor	dear	thing!	I	won't	mind	a	bit	what	she	says	now.	She's
just	asked	me	for	some	milk	toast	and	I	was	dreading	to	take	it	 to	her,	but	 this
will	make	everything	different.	Don't	worry	yet,	aunt	Jane,	for	perhaps	it	won't



be	as	bad	as	you	think."
So	when	she	carried	the	toast	to	her	aunt	a	little	later,	it	was	in	the	best	gilt-

edged	 china	 bowl,	with	 a	 fringed	 napkin	 on	 the	 tray	 and	 a	 sprig	 of	 geranium
lying	across	the	salt	cellar.
"Now,	aunt	Miranda,"	she	said	cheerily,	"I	expect	you	to	smack	your	lips	and

say	this	is	good;	it's	not	Randall,	but	Sawyer	milk	toast."
"You've	tried	all	kinds	on	me,	one	time	an'	another,"	Miranda	answered.	"This

tastes	real	kind	o'	good;	but	I	wish	you	hadn't	wasted	that	nice	geranium."
"You	 can't	 tell	 what's	 wasted,"	 said	 Rebecca	 philosophically;	 "perhaps	 that

geranium	has	been	hoping	this	long	time	it	could	brighten	somebody's	supper,	so
don't	disappoint	it	by	making	believe	you	don't	like	it.	I've	seen	geraniums	cry,—
in	the	very	early	morning!"
The	mysterious	trouble	to	which	Jane	had	alluded	was	a	very	real	one,	but	it

was	held	in	profound	secrecy.	Twenty-five	hundred	dollars	of	the	small	Sawyer
property	had	been	invested	in	the	business	of	a	friend	of	their	father's,	and	had
returned	 them	a	regular	annual	 income	of	a	hundred	dollars.	The	family	friend
had	been	dead	for	some	five	years,	but	his	son	had	succeeded	to	his	interests	and
all	went	on	as	 formerly.	Suddenly	 there	 came	a	 letter	 saying	 that	 the	 firm	had
gone	 into	bankruptcy,	 that	 the	business	had	been	completely	wrecked,	and	 that
the	Sawyer	money	had	been	swept	away	with	everything	else.
The	loss	of	one	hundred	dollars	a	year	is	a	very	trifling	matter,	but	it	made	all

the	 difference	 between	 comfort	 and	 self-denial	 to	 the	 two	 old	 spinsters	 Their
manner	of	 life	had	been	so	 rigid	and	careful	 that	 it	was	difficult	 to	economize
any	 further,	 and	 the	 blow	 had	 fallen	 just	 when	 it	 was	 most	 inconvenient,	 for
Rebecca's	 school	 and	 boarding	 expenses,	 small	 as	 they	 were,	 had	 to	 be	 paid
promptly	and	in	cash.
"Can	we	possibly	go	on	doing	it?	Shan't	we	have	to	give	up	and	tell	her	why?"

asked	Jane	tearfully	of	the	elder	sister.
"We	 have	 put	 our	 hand	 to	 the	 plough,	 and	 we	 can't	 turn	 back,"	 answered

Miranda	 in	 her	 grimmest	 tone;	 "we've	 taken	 her	 away	 from	 her	 mother	 and
offered	her	an	education,	and	we've	got	 to	keep	our	word.	She's	Aurelia's	only
hope	for	years	to	come,	to	my	way	o'	thinkin'.	Hannah's	beau	takes	all	her	time
'n'	thought,	and	when	she	gits	a	husband	her	mother'll	be	out	o'	sight	and	out	o'
mind.	 John,	 instead	of	 farmin',	 thinks	he	must	 be	 a	 doctor,—as	 if	 folks	wasn't
gettin'	unhealthy	enough	these	days,	without	 turnin'	out	more	young	doctors	 to
help	 'em	 into	 their	 graves.	No,	 Jane;	we'll	 skimp	 'n'	 do	without,	 'n'	 plan	 to	 git
along	 on	 our	 interest	money	 somehow,	 but	we	won't	 break	 into	 our	 principal,
whatever	happens."
"Breaking	into	the	principal"	was,	in	the	minds	of	most	thrifty	New	England



women,	a	 sin	only	 second	 to	arson,	 theft,	or	murder;	 and,	 though	 the	 rule	was
occasionally	 carried	 too	 far	 for	 common	 sense,—as	 in	 this	 case,	 where	 two
elderly	women	of	sixty	might	reasonably	have	drawn	something	from	their	little
hoard	in	time	of	special	need,—it	doubtless	wrought	more	of	good	than	evil	 in
the	community.
Rebecca,	who	 knew	 nothing	 of	 their	 business	 affairs,	merely	 saw	 her	 aunts

grow	more	 and	more	 saving,	pinching	here	 and	 there,	 cutting	off	 this	 and	 that
relentlessly.	Less	meat	 and	 fish	were	 bought;	 the	woman	who	 had	 lately	 been
coming	two	days	a	week	for	washing,	ironing,	and	scrubbing	was	dismissed;	the
old	bonnets	of	the	season	before	were	brushed	up	and	retrimmed;	there	were	no
drives	 to	 Moderation	 or	 trips	 to	 Portland.	 Economy	 was	 carried	 to	 its	 very
extreme;	but	though	Miranda	was	well-nigh	as	gloomy	and	uncompromising	in
her	 manner	 and	 conversation	 as	 a	 woman	 could	 well	 be,	 she	 at	 least	 never
twitted	 her	 niece	 of	 being	 a	 burden;	 so	 Rebecca's	 share	 of	 the	 Sawyers'
misfortunes	consisted	only	in	wearing	her	old	dresses,	hats,	and	jackets,	without
any	apparent	hope	of	a	change.
There	was,	however,	no	concealing	the	state	of	 things	at	Sunnybrook,	where

chapters	of	accidents	had	unfolded	 themselves	 in	a	sort	of	serial	story	 that	had
run	through	the	year.	The	potato	crop	had	failed;	there	were	no	apples	to	speak
of;	the	hay	had	been	poor;	Aurelia	had	turns	of	dizziness	in	her	head;	Mark	had
broken	his	 ankle.	As	 this	was	 his	 fourth	 offense,	Miranda	 inquired	 how	many
bones	there	were	in	the	human	body,	"so	't	they'd	know	when	Mark	got	through
breakin'	'em."	The	time	for	paying	the	interest	on	the	mortgage,	that	incubus	that
had	crushed	all	 the	 joy	out	of	 the	Randall	household,	had	come	and	gone,	and
there	 was	 no	 possibility,	 for	 the	 first	 time	 in	 fourteen	 years,	 of	 paying	 the
required	 forty-eight	 dollars.	 The	 only	 bright	 spot	 in	 the	 horizon	was	Hannah's
engagement	to	Will	Melville,—a	young	farmer	whose	land	joined	Sunnybrook,
who	had	a	good	house,	was	alone	in	the	world,	and	his	own	master.	Hannah	was
so	satisfied	with	her	own	unexpectedly	radiant	prospects	that	she	hardly	realized
her	 mother's	 anxieties;	 for	 there	 are	 natures	 which	 flourish,	 in	 adversity,	 and
deteriorate	when	exposed	to	sudden	prosperity.	She	had	made	a	visit	of	a	week	at
the	brick	house;	and	Miranda's	impression,	conveyed	in	privacy	to	Jane,	was	that
Hannah	was	 close	 as	 the	bark	of	 a	 tree,	 and	 consid'able	 selfish	 too;	 that	when
she'd	clim'	as	fur	as	she	could	in	the	world,	she'd	kick	the	ladder	out	from	under
her,	everlastin'	quick;	that,	on	being	sounded	as	to	her	ability	to	be	of	use	to	the
younger	children	in	the	future,	she	said	she	guessed	she'd	done	her	share	a'ready,
and	she	wan't	goin'	to	burden	Will	with	her	poor	relations.	"She's	Susan	Randall
through	 and	 through!"	 ejaculated	Miranda.	 "I	was	 glad	 to	 see	 her	 face	 turned
towards	Temperance.	If	that	mortgage	is	ever	cleared	from	the	farm,	't	won't	be



Hannah	that'll	do	it;	it'll	be	Rebecca	or	me!"



Chapter		24	
Aladdin	rubs	his	lamp
"Your	 esteemed	 contribution	 entitled	Wareham	Wildflowers	 has	 been	 accepted
for	The	Pilot,	Miss	Perkins,"	said	Rebecca,	entering	the	room	where	Emma	Jane
was	darning	the	firm's	stockings.	"I	stayed	to	tea	with	Miss	Maxwell,	but	came
home	early	to	tell	you."
"You	are	joking,	Becky!"	faltered	Emma	Jane,	looking	up	from	her	work.
"Not	a	bit;	the	senior	editor	read	it	and	thought	it	highly	instructive;	it	appears

in	the	next	issue."
"Not	 in	 the	 same	number	with	your	poem	about	 the	golden	gates	 that	 close

behind	 us	 when	 we	 leave	 school?"—and	 Emma	 Jane	 held	 her	 breath	 as	 she
awaited	the	reply.
"Even	so,	Miss	Perkins."
"Rebecca,"	 said	 Emma	 Jane,	 with	 the	 nearest	 approach	 to	 tragedy	 that	 her

nature	would	permit,	"I	don't	know	as	I	shall	be	able	to	bear	it,	and	if	anything
happens	to	me,	I	ask	you	solemnly	to	bury	that	number	of	The	Pilot	with	me."
Rebecca	did	not	seem	to	think	this	 the	expression	of	an	exaggerated	state	of

feeling,	inasmuch	as	she	replied,	"I	know;	that's	just	the	way	it	seemed	to	me	at
first,	and	even	now,	whenever	I'm	alone	and	take	out	the	Pilot	back	numbers	to
read	over	my	contributions,	I	almost	burst	with	pleasure;	and	it's	not	that	they	are
good	either,	for	they	look	worse	to	me	every	time	I	read	them."
"If	 you	 would	 only	 live	 with	 me	 in	 some	 little	 house	 when	 we	 get	 older,"

mused	 Emma	 Jane,	 as	with	 her	 darning	 needle	 poised	 in	 air	 she	 regarded	 the
opposite	wall	 dreamily,	 "I	would	do	 the	housework	 and	 cooking,	 and	 copy	 all
your	 poems	 and	 stories,	 and	 take	 them	 to	 the	 post-office,	 and	 you	 needn't	 do
anything	but	write.	It	would	be	perfectly	elergant!"
"I'd	 like	nothing	better,	 if	 I	hadn't	promised	to	keep	house	for	John,"	replied

Rebecca.
"He	won't	have	a	house	for	a	good	many	years,	will	he?"
"No,"	sighed	Rebecca	ruefully,	flinging	herself	down	by	the	table	and	resting

her	 head	 on	 her	 hand.	 "Not	 unless	 we	 can	 contrive	 to	 pay	 off	 that	 detestable
mortgage.	The	day	grows	farther	off	instead	of	nearer	now	that	we	haven't	paid
the	interest	this	year."



She	pulled	a	piece	of	paper	towards	her,	and	scribbling	idly	on	it	read	aloud	in
a	moment	or	two:—

"Will	you	pay	a	little	faster?"	said	the	mortgage	to	the	farm;
							"I	confess	I'm	very	tired	of	this	place."
"The	weariness	is	mutual,"	Rebecca	Randall	cried;
							"I	would	I'd	never	gazed	upon	your	face!"

"A	note	has	a	 'face,'"	observed	Emma	Jane,	who	was	gifted	 in	arithmetic.	"I
didn't	know	that	a	mortgage	had."
"Our	mortgage	has,"	said	Rebecca	revengefully.	"I	should	know	him	if	I	met

him	in	the	dark.	Wait	and	I'll	draw	him	for	you.	It	will	be	good	for	you	to	know
how	he	looks,	and	then	when	you	have	a	husband	and	seven	children,	you	won't
allow	him	to	come	anywhere	within	a	mile	of	your	farm."
The	sketch	when	completed	was	of	a	sort	to	be	shunned	by	a	timid	person	on

the	verge	of	slumber.	There	was	a	tiny	house	on	the	right,	and	a	weeping	family
gathered	in	front	of	it.	The	mortgage	was	depicted	as	a	cross	between	a	fiend	and
an	ogre,	and	held	an	axe	uplifted	in	his	red	right	hand.	A	figure	with	streaming
black	locks	was	staying	the	blow,	and	this,	Rebecca	explained	complacently,	was
intended	as	a	likeness	of	herself,	though	she	was	rather	vague	as	to	the	method
she	should	use	in	attaining	her	end.
"He's	terrible,"	said	Emma	Jane,	"but	awfully	wizened	and	small."
"It's	only	a	twelve	hundred	dollar	mortgage,"	said	Rebecca,	"and	that's	called

a	small	one.	John	saw	a	man	once	that	was	mortgaged	for	twelve	thousand."
"Shall	you	be	a	writer	or	an	editor?"	asked	Emma	Jane	presently,	as	if	one	had

only	to	choose	and	the	thing	were	done.
"I	shall	have	to	do	what	turns	up	first,	I	suppose."
"Why	not	go	out	as	a	missionary	to	Syria,	as	the	Burches	are	always	coaxing

you	to?	The	Board	would	pay	your	expenses."
"I	 can't	make	up	my	mind	 to	be	 a	missionary,"	Rebecca	 answered.	 "I'm	not

good	enough	 in	 the	 first	 place,	 and	 I	don't	 'feel	 a	 call,'	 as	Mr.	Burch	 says	you
must.	 I	 would	 like	 to	 do	 something	 for	 somebody	 and	 make	 things	 move,
somewhere,	but	I	don't	want	to	go	thousands	of	miles	away	teaching	people	how
to	live	when	I	haven't	learned	myself.	It	isn't	as	if	the	heathen	really	needed	me;
I'm	sure	they'll	come	out	all	right	in	the	end."
"I	 can't	 see	how;	 if	 all	 the	people	who	ought	 to	go	out	 to	 save	 them	stay	at

home	as	we	do,"	argued	Emma	Jane.
"Why,	whatever	God	is,	and	wherever	He	is,	He	must	always	be	there,	ready

and	waiting.	He	 can't	move	 about	 and	miss	 people.	 It	may	 take	 the	 heathen	 a



little	longer	to	find	Him,	but	God	will	make	allowances,	of	course.	He	knows	if
they	live	in	such	hot	climates	it	must	make	them	lazy	and	slow;	and	the	parrots
and	 tigers	 and	 snakes	 and	bread-fruit	 trees	distract	 their	minds;	 and	having	no
books,	they	can't	think	as	well;	but	they'll	find	God	somehow,	some	time."
"What	if	they	die	first?"	asked	Emma	Jane.
"Oh,	 well,	 they	 can't	 be	 blamed	 for	 that;	 they	 don't	 die	 on	 purpose,"	 said

Rebecca,	with	a	comfortable	theology.

In	 these	 days	 Adam	 Ladd	 sometimes	 went	 to	 Temperance	 on	 business
connected	 with	 the	 proposed	 branch	 of	 the	 railroad	 familiarly	 known	 as	 the
"York	 and	 Yank	 'em,"	 and	 while	 there	 he	 gained	 an	 inkling	 of	 Sunnybrook
affairs.	The	 building	 of	 the	 new	 road	was	 not	 yet	 a	 certainty,	 and	 there	was	 a
difference	of	opinion	as	to	the	best	route	from	Temperance	to	Plumville.	In	one
event	 the	way	would	 lead	directly	 through	Sunnybrook,	 from	corner	 to	corner,
and	Mrs.	Randall	would	be	compensated;	in	the	other,	her	interests	would	not	be
affected	either	 for	good	or	 ill,	 save	 as	 all	 land	 in	 the	 immediate	neighborhood
might	rise	a	little	in	value.
Coming	 from	Temperance	 to	Wareham	one	day,	Adam	had	a	 long	walk	and

talk	 with	 Rebecca,	 whom	 he	 thought	 looking	 pale	 and	 thin,	 though	 she	 was
holding	 bravely	 to	 her	 self-imposed	 hours	 of	 work.	 She	 was	 wearing	 a	 black
cashmere	dress	that	had	been	her	aunt	Jane's	second	best.	We	are	familiar	with
the	heroine	of	romance	whose	foot	is	so	exquisitely	shaped	that	the	coarsest	shoe
cannot	 conceal	 its	 perfections,	 and	 one	 always	 cherishes	 a	 doubt	 of	 the
statement;	 yet	 it	 is	 true	 that	 Rebecca's	 peculiar	 and	 individual	 charm	 seemed
wholly	independent	of	accessories.	The	lines	of	her	figure,	 the	rare	coloring	of
skin	 and	 hair	 and	 eyes,	 triumphed	 over	 shabby	 clothing,	 though,	 had	 the
advantage	of	artistic	apparel	been	given	her,	the	little	world	of	Wareham	would
probably	 at	 once	 have	 dubbed	 her	 a	 beauty.	 The	 long	 black	 braids	 were	 now
disposed	after	a	quaint	fashion	of	her	own.	They	were	crossed	behind,	carried	up
to	 the	 front,	 and	 crossed	 again,	 the	 tapering	 ends	 finally	 brought	 down	 and
hidden	in	the	thicker	part	at	the	neck.	Then	a	purely	feminine	touch	was	given	to
the	hair	 that	waved	back	 from	 the	 face,—a	 touch	 that	 rescued	 little	 crests	 and
wavelets	from	bondage	and	set	them	free	to	take	a	new	color	in	the	sun.
Adam	Ladd	looked	at	her	in	a	way	that	made	her	put	her	hands	over	her	face

and	laugh	through	them	shyly	as	she	said:	"I	know	what	you	are	 thinking,	Mr.
Aladdin,—that	my	dress	is	an	inch	longer	than	last	year,	and	my	hair	different;
but	I'm	not	nearly	a	young	lady	yet;	truly	I'm	not.	Sixteen	is	a	month	off	still,	and
you	promised	not	to	give	me	up	till	my	dress	trails.	If	you	don't	like	me	to	grow
old,	why	don't	 you	grow	young?	Then	we	 can	meet	 in	 the	halfway	house	 and



have	 nice	 times.	 Now	 that	 I	 think	 about	 it,"	 she	 continued,	 "that's	 just	 what
you've	 been	 doing	 all	 along.	When	 you	 bought	 the	 soap,	 I	 thought	 you	 were
grandfather	 Sawyer's	 age;	 when	 you	 danced	 with	 me	 at	 the	 flag-raising,	 you
seemed	like	my	father;	but	when	you	showed	me	your	mother's	picture,	I	felt	as
if	you	were	my	John,	because	I	was	so	sorry	for	you."
"That	will	 do	 very	well,"	 smiled	Adam;	 "unless	 you	 go	 so	 swiftly	 that	 you

become	my	 grandmother	 before	 I	 really	 need	 one.	You	 are	 studying	 too	 hard,
Miss	Rebecca	Rowena!"
"Just	a	little,"	she	confessed.	"But	vacation	comes	soon,	you	know."
"And	are	you	going	to	have	a	good	rest	and	try	to	recover	your	dimples?	They

are	really	worth	preserving."
A	shadow	crept	over	Rebecca's	face	and	her	eyes	suffused.	"Don't	be	kind,	Mr.

Aladdin,	I	can't	bear	it;—it's—it's	not	one	of	my	dimply	days!"	and	she	ran	in	at
the	seminary	gate,	and	disappeared	with	a	farewell	wave	of	her	hand.
Adam	Ladd	wended	his	way	to	the	principal's	office	in	a	thoughtful	mood.	He

had	come	to	Wareham	to	unfold	a	plan	that	he	had	been	considering	for	several
days.	 This	 year	 was	 the	 fiftieth	 anniversary	 of	 the	 founding	 of	 the	Wareham
schools,	 and	 he	 meant	 to	 tell	 Mr.	 Morrison	 that	 in	 addition	 to	 his	 gift	 of	 a
hundred	volumes	to	the	reference	library,	he	intended	to	celebrate	it	by	offering
prizes	 in	English	 composition,	 a	 subject	 in	which	 he	was	much	 interested.	He
wished	the	boys	and	girls	of	the	two	upper	classes	to	compete;	the	award	to	be
made	to	the	writers	of	the	two	best	essays.	As	to	the	nature	of	the	prizes	he	had
not	quite	made	up	his	mind,	but	they	would	be	substantial	ones,	either	of	money
or	of	books.
This	 interview	 accomplished,	 he	 called	 upon	Miss	Maxwell,	 thinking	 as	 he

took	 the	 path	 through	 the	woods,	 "Rose-Red-Snow-White	 needs	 the	 help,	 and
since	 there	 is	no	way	of	my	giving	 it	 to	her	without	causing	 remark,	 she	must
earn	 it,	 poor	 little	 soul!	 I	wonder	 if	my	money	 is	 always	 to	 be	 useless	where
most	I	wish	to	spend	it!"
He	had	scarcely	greeted	his	hostess	when	he	said:	"Miss	Maxwell,	doesn't	 it

strike	you	that	our	friend	Rebecca	looks	wretchedly	tired?"
"She	does	indeed,	and	I	am	considering	whether	I	can	take	her	away	with	me.

I	always	go	South	for	the	spring	vacation,	traveling	by	sea	to	Old	Point	Comfort,
and	 rusticating	 in	 some	quiet	 spot	near	by.	 I	 should	 like	nothing	better	 than	 to
have	Rebecca	for	a	companion."
"The	 very	 thing!"	 assented	 Adam	 heartily;	 "but	 why	 should	 you	 take	 the

whole	responsibility?	Why	not	let	me	help?	I	am	greatly	interested	in	the	child,
and	have	been	for	some	years."
"You	needn't	pretend	you	discovered	her,"	interrupted	Miss	Maxwell	warmly,



"for	I	did	that	myself."
"She	was	an	intimate	friend	of	mine	long	before	you	ever	came	to	Wareham,"

laughed	Adam,	and	he	told	Miss	Maxwell	the	circumstances	of	his	first	meeting
with	Rebecca.	"From	the	beginning	I've	tried	to	think	of	a	way	I	could	be	useful
in	her	development,	but	no	reasonable	solution	seemed	to	offer	itself."
"Luckily	she	attends	to	her	own	development,"	answered	Miss	Maxwell.	"In	a

sense	 she	 is	 independent	 of	 everything	 and	 everybody;	 she	 follows	 her	 saint
without	 being	 conscious	 of	 it.	 But	 she	 needs	 a	 hundred	 practical	 things	 that
money	would	buy	for	her,	and	alas!	I	have	a	slender	purse."
"Take	mine,	I	beg,	and	let	me	act	 through	you,"	pleaded	Adam.	"I	could	not

bear	to	see	even	a	young	tree	trying	its	best	to	grow	without	light	or	air,—how
much	less	a	gifted	child!	I	interviewed	her	aunts	a	year	ago,	hoping	I	might	be
permitted	to	give	her	a	musical	education.	I	assured	them	it	was	a	most	ordinary
occurrence,	and	that	I	was	willing	to	be	repaid	later	on	if	they	insisted,	but	it	was
no	use.	The	elder	Miss	Sawyer	remarked	that	no	member	of	her	family	ever	had
lived	on	charity,	and	she	guessed	they	wouldn't	begin	at	this	late	day."
"I	 rather	 like	 that	 uncompromising	 New	 England	 grit,"	 exclaimed	 Miss

Maxwell,	 "and	so	 far,	 I	don't	 regret	one	burden	 that	Rebecca	has	borne	or	one
sorrow	that	she	has	shared.	Necessity	has	only	made	her	brave;	poverty	has	only
made	her	daring	and	self-reliant.	As	to	her	present	needs,	there	are	certain	things
only	a	woman	ought	to	do	for	a	girl,	and	I	should	not	like	to	have	you	do	them
for	Rebecca;	I	should	feel	that	I	was	wounding	her	pride	and	self-respect,	even
though	 she	 were	 ignorant;	 but	 there	 is	 no	 reason	 why	 I	 may	 not	 do	 them	 if
necessary	and	 let	you	pay	her	 traveling	expenses.	 I	would	accept	 those	 for	her
without	the	slightest	embarrassment,	but	I	agree	that	the	matter	would	better	be
kept	private	between	us."
"You	are	a	real	fairy	godmother!"	exclaimed	Adam,	shaking	her	hand	warmly.

"Would	 it	 be	 less	 trouble	 for	 you	 to	 invite	 her	 room-mate	 too,—the	 pink-and-
white	inseparable?"
"No,	thank	you,	I	prefer	to	have	Rebecca	all	to	myself,"	said	Miss	Maxwell.
"I	 can	 understand	 that,"	 replied	Adam	absent-mindedly;	 "I	mean,	 of	 course,

that	one	child	is	less	trouble	than	two.	There	she	is	now."
Here	Rebecca	appeared	in	sight,	walking	down	the	quiet	street	with	a	 lad	of

sixteen.	 They	 were	 in	 animated	 conversation,	 and	 were	 apparently	 reading
something	aloud	to	each	other,	for	the	black	head	and	the	curly	brown	one	were
both	 bent	 over	 a	 sheet	 of	 letter	 paper.	 Rebecca	 kept	 glancing	 up	 at	 her
companion,	her	eyes	sparkling	with	appreciation.
"Miss	Maxwell,"	said	Adam,	"I	am	a	trustee	of	 this	 institution,	but	upon	my

word	I	don't	believe	in	coeducation!"



"I	 have	 my	 own	 occasional	 hours	 of	 doubt,"	 she	 answered,	 "but	 surely	 its
disadvantages	 are	 reduced	 to	 a	 minimum	 with—children!	 That	 is	 a	 very
impressive	 sight	 which	 you	 are	 privileged	 to	 witness,	 Mr.	 Ladd.	 The	 folk	 in
Cambridge	often	gloated	on	the	spectacle	of	Longfellow	and	Lowell	arm	in	arm.
The	little	school	world	of	Wareham	palpitates	with	excitement	when	it	sees	the
senior	and	the	junior	editors	of	The	Pilot	walking	together!"



Chapter		25	
Roses	of	joy
The	day	before	Rebecca	started	for	the	South	with	Miss	Maxwell	she	was	in	the
library	with	Emma	Jane	and	Huldah,	consulting	dictionaries	and	encyclopaedias.
As	 they	 were	 leaving	 they	 passed	 the	 locked	 cases	 containing	 the	 library	 of
fiction,	open	to	the	teachers	and	townspeople,	but	forbidden	to	the	students.
They	looked	longingly	through	the	glass,	getting	some	little	comfort	from	the

titles	of	the	volumes,	as	hungry	children	imbibe	emotional	nourishment	from	the
pies	 and	 tarts	 inside	 a	 confectioner's	window.	Rebecca's	 eyes	 fell	 upon	 a	 new
book	in	the	corner,	and	she	read	the	name	aloud	with	delight:	"The	Rose	of	Joy.
Listen,	girls;	isn't	that	lovely?	The	Rose	of	Joy.	It	looks	beautiful,	and	it	sounds
beautiful.	What	does	it	mean,	I	wonder?"
"I	guess	everybody	has	a	different	rose,"	said	Huldah	shrewdly.	"I	know	what

mine	would	be,	and	I'm	not	ashamed	to	own	it.	I'd	like	a	year	in	a	city,	with	just
as	 much	 money	 as	 I	 wanted	 to	 spend,	 horses	 and	 splendid	 clothes	 and
amusements	every	minute	of	the	day;	and	I'd	like	above	everything	to	live	with
people	 that	 wear	 low	 necks."	 (Poor	 Huldah	 never	 took	 off	 her	 dress	 without
bewailing	 the	 fact	 that	 her	 lot	 was	 cast	 in	 Riverboro,	 where	 her	 pretty	 white
shoulders	could	never	be	seen.)
"That	 would	 be	 fun,	 for	 a	 while	 anyway,"	 Emma	 Jane	 remarked.	 "But

wouldn't	that	be	pleasure	more	than	joy?	Oh,	I've	got	an	idea!"
"Don't	shriek	so!"	said	the	startled	Huldah.	"I	thought	it	was	a	mouse."
"I	don't	have	them	very	often,"	apologized	Emma	Jane,—"ideas,	I	mean;	this

one	shook	me	like	a	stroke	of	lightning.	Rebecca,	couldn't	it	be	success?"
"That's	good,"	mused	Rebecca;	"I	can	see	that	success	would	be	a	joy,	but	it

doesn't	seem	to	me	like	a	rose,	somehow.	I	was	wondering	if	it	could	be	love?"
"I	wish	we	could	have	a	peep	at	the	book!	It	must	be	perfectly	elergant!"	said

Emma	Jane.	"But	now	you	say	it	is	love,	I	think	that's	the	best	guess	yet."
All	 day	 long	 the	 four	words	haunted	 and	possessed	Rebecca;	 she	 said	 them

over	to	herself	continually.	Even	the	prosaic	Emma	Jane	was	affected	by	them,
for	in	the	evening	she	said,	"I	don't	expect	you	to	believe	it,	but	I	have	another
idea,—that's	two	in	one	day;	I	had	it	while	I	was	putting	cologne	on	your	head.
The	rose	of	joy	might	be	helpfulness."



"If	 it	 is,	 then	 it	 is	 always	 blooming	 in	 your	 dear	 little	 heart,	 you	darlingest,
kind	Emmie,	taking	such	good	care	of	your	troublesome	Becky!"
"Don't	dare	 to	call	yourself	 troublesome!	You're—you're—you're	my	rose	of

joy,	that's	what	you	are!"	And	the	two	girls	hugged	each	other	affectionately.
In	the	middle	of	the	night	Rebecca	touched	Emma	Jane	on	the	shoulder	softly.

"Are	you	very	fast	asleep,	Emmie?"	she	whispered.
"Not	so	very,"	answered	Emma	Jane	drowsily.
"I've	thought	of	something	new.	If	you	sang	or	painted	or	wrote,—not	a	little,

but	 beautifully,	 you	 know,—wouldn't	 the	 doing	 of	 it,	 just	 as	 much	 as	 you
wanted,	give	you	the	rose	of	joy?"
"It	might	if	it	was	a	real	talent,"	answered	Emma	Jane,	"though	I	don't	like	it

so	well	as	love.	If	you	have	another	thought,	Becky,	keep	it	till	morning."
"I	did	have	one	more	inspiration,"	said	Rebecca	when	they	were	dressing	next

morning,	"but	I	didn't	wake	you.	I	wondered	if	the	rose	of	joy	could	be	sacrifice?
But	I	think	sacrifice	would	be	a	lily,	not	a	rose;	don't	you?"

The	journey	southward,	the	first	glimpse	of	the	ocean,	the	strange	new	scenes,
the	 ease	 and	 delicious	 freedom,	 the	 intimacy	 with	 Miss	 Maxwell,	 almost
intoxicated	 Rebecca.	 In	 three	 days	 she	 was	 not	 only	 herself	 again,	 she	 was
another	self,	thrilling	with	delight,	anticipation,	and	realization.	She	had	always
had	 such	 eager	 hunger	 for	 knowledge,	 such	 thirst	 for	 love,	 such	 passionate
longing	for	the	music,	the	beauty,	the	poetry	of	existence!	She	had	always	been
straining	to	make	the	outward	world	conform	to	her	inward	dreams,	and	now	life
had	 grown	 all	 at	 once	 rich	 and	 sweet,	 wide	 and	 full.	 She	 was	 using	 all	 her
natural,	 God-given	 outlets;	 and	 Emily	 Maxwell	 marveled	 daily	 at	 the
inexhaustible	way	in	which	the	girl	poured	out	and	gathered	in	the	treasures	of
thought	 and	 experience	 that	 belonged	 to	 her.	 She	was	 a	 lifegiver,	 altering	 the
whole	 scheme	 of	 any	 picture	 she	made	 a	 part	 of,	 by	 contributing	 new	 values.
Have	you	never	seen	the	dull	blues	and	greens	of	a	room	changed,	transfigured
by	a	burst	of	sunshine?	That	seemed	to	Miss	Maxwell	the	effect	of	Rebecca	on
the	 groups	 of	 people	 with	 whom	 they	 now	 and	 then	 mingled;	 but	 they	 were
commonly	alone,	reading	to	each	other	and	having	quiet	 talks.	The	prize	essay
was	 very	 much	 on	 Rebecca's	 mind.	 Secretly	 she	 thought	 she	 could	 never	 be
happy	unless	she	won	it.	She	cared	nothing	for	the	value	of	it,	and	in	this	case
almost	nothing	for	 the	honor;	she	wanted	to	please	Mr.	Aladdin	and	justify	his
belief	in	her.
"If	 I	ever	 succeed	 in	choosing	a	subject,	 I	must	ask	 if	you	 think	 I	can	write

well	 on	 it;	 and	 then	 I	 suppose	 I	 must	 work	 in	 silence	 and	 secret,	 never	 even
reading	the	essay	to	you,	nor	talking	about	it."



Miss	Maxwell	 and	Rebecca	were	 sitting	by	a	 little	brook	on	a	 sunny	 spring
day.	They	had	been	in	a	stretch	of	wood	by	the	sea	since	breakfast,	going	every
now	and	 then	for	a	bask	on	 the	warm	white	sand,	and	 returning	 to	 their	 shady
solitude	when	tired	of	the	sun's	glare.
"The	subject	is	very	important,"	said	Miss	Maxwell,	"but	I	do	not	dare	choose

for	you.	Have	you	decided	on	anything	yet?"
"No,"	Rebecca	answered;	"I	plan	a	new	essay	every	night.	I've	begun	one	on

What	is	Failure?	and	another	on	He	and	She.	That	would	be	a	dialogue	between
a	boy	and	girl	just	as	they	were	leaving	school,	and	would	tell	their	ideals	of	life.
Then	do	you	remember	you	said	to	me	one	day,	'Follow	your	Saint'?	I'd	love	to
write	about	 that.	 I	didn't	have	a	 single	 thought	 in	Wareham,	and	now	 I	have	a
new	one	every	minute,	so	I	must	try	and	write	the	essay	here;	think	it	out,	at	any
rate,	while	I	am	so	happy	and	free	and	rested.	Look	at	the	pebbles	in	the	bottom
of	the	pool,	Miss	Emily,	so	round	and	smooth	and	shining."
"Yes,	but	where	did	they	get	 that	beautiful	polish,	 that	satin	skin,	 that	 lovely

shape,	Rebecca?	Not	in	the	still	pool	lying	on	the	sands.	It	was	never	there	that
their	angles	were	rubbed	off	and	their	rough	surfaces	polished,	but	in	the	strife
and	warfare	of	running	waters.	They	have	jostled	against	other	pebbles,	dashed
against	sharp	rocks,	and	now	we	look	at	them	and	call	them	beautiful."
"If	Fate	had	not	made	somebody	a	teacher,

She	might	have	been,	oh!	such	a	splendid	preacher!"
rhymed	Rebecca.	"Oh!	if	I	could	only	think	and	speak	as	you	do!"	she	sighed.

"I	am	so	afraid	I	shall	never	get	education	enough	to	make	a	good	writer."
"You	could	worry	about	plenty	of	other	things	to	better	advantage,"	said	Miss

Maxwell,	a	 little	scornfully.	"Be	afraid,	 for	 instance,	 that	you	won't	understand
human	nature;	that	you	won't	realize	the	beauty	of	the	outer	world;	that	you	may
lack	 sympathy,	 and	 thus	 never	 be	 able	 to	 read	 a	 heart;	 that	 your	 faculty	 of
expression	may	not	keep	pace	with	your	ideas,—a	thousand	things,	every	one	of
them	more	 important	 to	 the	writer	 than	 the	 knowledge	 that	 is	 found	 in	 books.
AEsop	was	a	Greek	slave	who	could	not	even	write	down	his	wonderful	fables;
yet	all	the	world	reads	them."
"I	didn't	know	 that,"	 said	Rebecca,	with	a	half	 sob.	 "I	didn't	know	anything

until	I	met	you!"
"You	 will	 only	 have	 had	 a	 high	 school	 course,	 but	 the	 most	 famous

universities	do	not	always	succeed	in	making	men	and	women.	When	I	long	to
go	abroad	and	study,	 I	always	 remember	 that	 there	were	 three	great	 schools	 in
Athens	 and	 two	 in	 Jerusalem,	 but	 the	 Teacher	 of	 all	 teachers	 came	 out	 of
Nazareth,	a	little	village	hidden	away	from	the	bigger,	busier	world."
"Mr.	 Ladd	 says	 that	 you	 are	 almost	 wasted	 on	 Wareham,"	 said	 Rebecca



thoughtfully.
"He	 is	 wrong;	my	 talent	 is	 not	 a	 great	 one,	 but	 no	 talent	 is	 wholly	wasted

unless	its	owner	chooses	to	hide	it	in	a	napkin.	Remember	that	of	your	own	gifts,
Rebecca;	they	may	not	be	praised	of	men,	but	they	may	cheer,	console,	inspire,
perhaps,	when	and	where	you	 least	expect.	The	brimming	glass	 that	overflows
its	own	rim	moistens	the	earth	about	it."
"Did	you	ever	hear	of	The	Rose	of	Joy?"	asked	Rebecca,	after	a	long	silence.
"Yes,	of	course;	where	did	you	see	it?"
"On	the	outside	of	a	book	in	the	library."
"I	saw	it	on	the	inside	of	a	book	in	the	library,"	smiled	Miss	Maxwell.	"It	 is

from	Emerson,	but	I'm	afraid	you	haven't	quite	grown	up	to	it,	Rebecca,	and	it	is
one	of	the	things	impossible	to	explain."
"Oh,	 try	 me,	 dear	 Miss	 Maxwell!"	 pleaded	 Rebecca.	 "Perhaps	 by	 thinking

hard	I	can	guess	a	little	bit	what	it	means."
"'In	the	actual—this	painful	kingdom	of	time	and	chance—are	Care,	Canker,

and	Sorrow;	with	thought,	with	the	Ideal,	is	immortal	hilarity—the	rose	of	Joy;
round	it	all	the	Muses	sing,'"	quoted	Miss	Maxwell.
Rebecca	repeated	it	over	and	over	again	until	she	had	learned	it	by	heart;	then

she	said,	"I	don't	want	 to	be	conceited,	but	I	almost	believe	I	do	understand	it,
Miss	Maxwell.	Not	altogether,	perhaps,	because	it	is	puzzling	and	difficult;	but	a
little,	 enough	 to	 go	 on	 with.	 It's	 as	 if	 a	 splendid	 shape	 galloped	 past	 you	 on
horseback;	you	are	so	surprised	and	your	eyes	move	so	slowly	you	cannot	half
see	it,	but	you	just	catch	a	glimpse	as	it	whisks	by,	and	you	know	it	is	beautiful.
It's	all	settled.	My	essay	is	going	to	be	called	The	Rose	of	Joy.	I've	just	decided.
It	 hasn't	 any	 beginning,	 nor	 any	 middle,	 but	 there	 will	 be	 a	 thrilling	 ending,
something	like	this:	let	me	see;	joy,	boy,	toy,	ahoy,	decoy,	alloy:—

Then	come	what	will	of	weal	or	woe
							(Since	all	gold	hath	alloy),
Thou	'lt	bloom	unwithered	in	this	heart,
							My	Rose	of	Joy!

Now	I'm	going	 to	 tuck	you	up	 in	 the	shawl	and	give	you	 the	fir	pillow,	and
while	you	sleep	I	am	going	down	on	the	shore	and	write	a	fairy	story	for	you.	It's
one	of	our	 'supposing'	kind;	 it	flies	far,	far	 into	the	future,	and	makes	beautiful
things	happen	that	may	never	really	all	come	to	pass;	but	some	of	them	will,—
you'll	 see!	 and	 then	 you'll	 take	 out	 the	 little	 fairy	 story	 from	 your	 desk	 and
remember	Rebecca."
"I	wonder	why	these	young	things	always	choose	subjects	that	would	tax	the



powers	of	a	great	essayist!"	 thought	Miss	Maxwell,	 as	 she	 tried	 to	 sleep.	 "Are
they	dazzled,	captivated,	taken	possession	of,	by	the	splendor	of	the	theme,	and
do	 they	 fancy	 they	 can	write	 up	 to	 it?	 Poor	 little	 innocents,	 hitching	 their	 toy
wagons	 to	 the	 stars!	 How	 pretty	 this	 particular	 innocent	 looks	 under	 her	 new
sunshade!"
Adam	 Ladd	 had	 been	 driving	 through	 Boston	 streets	 on	 a	 cold	 spring	 day

when	nature	and	the	fashion-mongers	were	holding	out	promises	which	seemed
far	 from	performance.	Suddenly	his	vision	was	assailed	by	 the	sight	of	a	 rose-
colored	 parasol	 gayly	 unfurled	 in	 a	 shop	window,	 signaling	 the	 passer-by	 and
setting	him	to	dream	of	summer	sunshine.	It	reminded	Adam	of	a	New	England
apple-tree	in	full	bloom,	the	outer	covering	of	deep	pink	shining	through	the	thin
white	lining,	and	a	fluffy,	fringe-like	edge	of	mingled	rose	and	cream	dropping
over	 the	 green	 handle.	 All	 at	 once	 he	 remembered	 one	 of	 Rebecca's	 early
confidences,—the	little	pink	sunshade	that	had	given	her	the	only	peep	into	the
gay	world	 of	 fashion	 that	 her	 childhood	had	 ever	 known;	 her	 adoration	of	 the
flimsy	bit	of	finery	and	its	tragic	and	sacrificial	end.	He	entered	the	shop,	bought
the	extravagant	bauble,	and	expressed	it	to	Wareham	at	once,	not	a	single	doubt
of	 its	appropriateness	crossing	 the	darkness	of	his	masculine	mind.	He	thought
only	 of	 the	 joy	 in	 Rebecca's	 eyes;	 of	 the	 poise	 of	 her	 head	 under	 the	 apple-
blossom	canopy.	 It	was	a	 trifle	 embarrassing	 to	 return	an	hour	 later	 and	buy	a
blue	parasol	for	Emma	Jane	Perkins,	but	it	seemed	increasingly	difficult,	as	the
years	went	on,	to	remember	her	existence	at	all	the	proper	times	and	seasons.
This	is	Rebecca's	fairy	story,	copied	the	next	day	and	given	to	Emily	Maxwell

just	as	she	was	going	to	her	room	for	the	night.	She	read	it	with	tears	in	her	eyes
and	then	sent	it	to	Adam	Ladd,	thinking	he	had	earned	a	share	in	it,	and	that	he
deserved	a	glimpse	of	the	girl's	budding	imagination,	as	well	as	of	her	grateful
young	heart.
A	FAIRY	STORY
There	was	 once	 a	 tired	 and	 rather	 poverty-stricken	Princess	who	 dwelt	 in	 a

cottage	 on	 the	 great	 highway	 between	 two	 cities.	 She	was	 not	 as	 unhappy	 as
thousands	 of	 others;	 indeed,	 she	 had	much	 to	 be	 grateful	 for,	 but	 the	 life	 she
lived	and	the	work	she	did	were	full	hard	for	one	who	was	fashioned	slenderly.
Now	the	cottage	stood	by	the	edge	of	a	great	green	forest	where	the	wind	was

always	singing	in	the	branches	and	the	sunshine	filtering	through	the	leaves.
And	one	day	when	the	Princess	was	sitting	by	the	wayside	quite	spent	by	her

labor	 in	 the	 fields,	 she	saw	a	golden	chariot	 rolling	down	 the	King's	Highway,
and	in	it	a	person	who	could	be	none	other	than	somebody's	Fairy	Godmother	on
her	way	to	the	Court.	The	chariot	halted	at	her	door,	and	though	the	Princess	had
read	of	such	beneficent	personages,	she	never	dreamed	for	an	instant	that	one	of



them	could	ever	alight	at	her	cottage.
"If	you	are	 tired,	poor	 little	Princess,	why	do	you	not	go	into	 the	cool	green

forest	and	rest?"	asked	the	Fairy	Godmother.
"Because	I	have	no	time,"	she	answered.	"I	must	go	back	to	my	plough."
"Is	that	your	plough	leaning	by	the	tree,	and	is	it	not	too	heavy?"
"It	is	heavy,"	answered	the	Princess,	"but	I	love	to	turn	the	hard	earth	into	soft

furrows	 and	 know	 that	 I	 am	 making	 good	 soil	 wherein	 my	 seeds	 may	 grow.
When	I	feel	the	weight	too	much,	I	try	to	think	of	the	harvest."
The	golden	chariot	passed	on,	and	the	two	talked	no	more	together	that	day;

nevertheless	the	King's	messengers	were	busy,	for	they	whispered	one	word	into
the	ear	of	the	Fairy	Godmother	and	another	into	the	ear	of	the	Princess,	though
so	faintly	that	neither	of	them	realized	that	the	King	had	spoken.
The	next	morning	a	strong	man	knocked	at	the	cottage	door,	and	doffing	his

hat	to	the	Princess	said:	"A	golden	chariot	passed	me	yesterday,	and	one	within	it
flung	me	a	purse	of	ducats,	saying:	'Go	out	into	the	King's	Highway	and	search
until	you	find	a	cottage	and	a	heavy	plough	leaning	against	a	tree	near	by.	Enter
and	say	to	the	Princess	whom	you	will	find	there:	"I	will	guide	the	plough	and
you	must	go	and	rest,	or	walk	in	the	cool	green	forest;	for	this	is	the	command	of
your	Fairy	Godmother."'"
And	 the	 same	 thing	 happened	 every	 day,	 and	 every	 day	 the	 tired	 Princess

walked	in	the	green	wood.	Many	times	she	caught	the	glitter	of	the	chariot	and
ran	into	the	Highway	to	give	thanks	to	the	Fairy	Godmother;	but	she	was	never
fleet	enough	to	reach	the	spot.	She	could	only	stand	with	eager	eyes	and	longing
heart	 as	 the	 chariot	 passed	 by.	 Yet	 she	 never	 failed	 to	 catch	 a	 smile,	 and
sometimes	a	word	or	two	floated	back	to	her,	words	that	sounded	like:	"I	would
not	 be	 thanked.	 We	 are	 all	 children	 of	 the	 same	 King,	 and	 I	 am	 only	 his
messenger."
Now	as	the	Princess	walked	daily	in	the	green	forest,	hearing	the	wind	singing

in	 the	branches	and	seeing	 the	 sunlight	 filter	 through	 the	 lattice-work	of	green
leaves,	there	came	unto	her	thoughts	that	had	lain	asleep	in	the	stifling	air	of	the
cottage	 and	 the	 weariness	 of	 guiding	 the	 plough.	 And	 by	 and	 by	 she	 took	 a
needle	 from	her	girdle	and	pricked	 the	 thoughts	on	 the	 leaves	of	 the	 trees	and
sent	them	into	the	air	to	float	hither	and	thither.	And	it	came	to	pass	that	people
began	 to	 pick	 them	 up,	 and	 holding	 them	 against	 the	 sun,	 to	 read	 what	 was
written	on	them,	and	this	was	because	the	simple	little	words	on	the	leaves	were
only,	after	all,	a	part	of	one	of	the	King's	messages,	such	as	the	Fairy	Godmother
dropped	continually	from	her	golden	chariot.
But	the	miracle	of	the	story	lies	deeper	than	all	this.
Whenever	the	Princess	pricked	the	words	upon	the	leaves	she	added	a	thought



of	 her	 Fairy	 Godmother,	 and	 folding	 it	 close	 within,	 sent	 the	 leaf	 out	 on	 the
breeze	to	float	hither	and	thither	and	fall	where	it	would.	And	many	other	little
Princesses	felt	the	same	impulse	and	did	the	same	thing.	And	as	nothing	is	ever
lost	in	the	King's	Dominion,	so	these	thoughts	and	wishes	and	hopes,	being	full
of	love	and	gratitude,	had	no	power	to	die,	but	took	unto	themselves	other	shapes
and	lived	on	forever.	They	cannot	be	seen,	our	vision	is	too	weak;	nor	heard,	our
hearing	is	too	dull;	but	they	can	sometimes	be	felt,	and	we	know	not	what	force
is	stirring	our	hearts	to	nobler	aims.
The	end	of	the	story	is	not	come,	but	it	may	be	that	some	day	when	the	Fairy

Godmother	has	a	message	to	deliver	in	person	straight	to	the	King,	he	will	say:
"Your	face	I	know;	your	voice,	your	thoughts,	and	your	heart.	I	have	heard	the
rumble	of	your	chariot	wheels	on	the	great	Highway,	and	I	knew	that	you	were
on	 the	 King's	 business.	 Here	 in	 my	 hand	 is	 a	 sheaf	 of	 messages	 from	 every
quarter	 of	my	kingdom.	They	were	 delivered	by	weary	 and	 footsore	 travelers,
who	said	that	they	could	never	have	reached	the	gate	in	safety	had	it	not	been	for
your	help	and	inspiration.	Read	them,	that	you	may	know	when	and	where	and
how	you	sped	the	King's	service."
And	when	 the	Fairy	Godmother	 reads	 them,	 it	may	be	 that	 sweet	odors	will

rise	 from	 the	 pages,	 and	 half-forgotten	 memories	 will	 stir	 the	 air;	 but	 in	 the
gladness	of	the	moment	nothing	will	be	half	so	lovely	as	the	voice	of	the	King
when	he	said:	"Read,	and	know	how	you	sped	the	King's	service."
Rebecca	Rowena	Randall



Chapter		26	
"Over	the	teacups"
The	summer	term	at	Wareham	had	ended,	and	Huldah	Meserve,	Dick	Carter,	and
Living	 Perkins	 had	 finished	 school,	 leaving	 Rebecca	 and	 Emma	 Jane	 to
represent	 Riverboro	 in	 the	 year	 to	 come.	 Delia	 Weeks	 was	 at	 home	 from
Lewiston	on	a	brief	visit,	and	Mrs.	Robinson	was	celebrating	the	occasion	by	a
small	 and	 select	 party,	 the	particular	 day	having	been	 set	 because	 strawberries
were	ripe	and	there	was	a	rooster	that	wanted	killing.	Mrs.	Robinson	explained
this	to	her	husband,	and	requested	that	he	eat	his	dinner	on	the	carpenter's	bench
in	the	shed,	as	the	party	was	to	be	a	ladies'	affair.
"All	 right;	 it	won't	be	any	 loss	 to	me,"	 said	Mr.	Robinson.	 "Give	me	beans,

that's	all	I	ask.	When	a	rooster	wants	 to	be	killed,	I	want	somebody	else	to	eat
him,	not	me!"
Mrs.	 Robinson	 had	 company	 only	 once	 or	 twice	 a	 year,	 and	was	 generally

much	 prostrated	 for	 several	 days	 afterward,	 the	 struggle	 between	 pride	 and
parsimony	being	quite	too	great	a	strain	upon	her.	It	was	necessary,	 in	order	to
maintain	 her	 standing	 in	 the	 community,	 to	 furnish	 a	 good	 "set	 out,"	 yet	 the
extravagance	of	the	proceeding	goaded	her	from	the	first	moment	she	began	to
stir	the	marble	cake	to	the	moment	when	the	feast	appeared	upon	the	table.
The	rooster	had	been	boiling	steadily	over	a	slow	fire	since	morning,	but	such

was	his	power	of	resistance	that	his	shape	was	as	firm	and	handsome	in	the	pot
as	on	the	first	moment	when	he	was	lowered	into	it.
"He	ain't	goin'	to	give	up!"	said	Alice,	peering	nervously	under	the	cover,	"and

he	looks	like	a	scarecrow."
"We'll	see	whether	he	gives	up	or	not	when	I	take	a	sharp	knife	to	him,"	her

mother	 answered;	 "and	 as	 to	his	 looks,	 a	 platter	 full	 o'	 gravy	makes	 a	 sight	 o'
difference	 with	 old	 roosters,	 and	 I'll	 put	 dumplings	 round	 the	 aidge;	 they're
turrible	fillin',	though	they	don't	belong	with	boiled	chicken."
The	 rooster	 did	 indeed	make	 an	 impressive	 showing,	 lying	 in	 his	 border	 of

dumplings,	and	the	dish	was	much	complimented	when	it	was	borne	in	by	Alice.
This	was	fortunate,	as	the	chorus	of	admiration	ceased	abruptly	when	the	ladies
began	to	eat	the	fowl.
"I	 was	 glad	 you	 could	 git	 over	 to	 Huldy's	 graduation,	 Delia,"	 said	 Mrs.



Meserve,	 who	 sat	 at	 the	 foot	 of	 the	 table	 and	 helped	 the	 chicken	 while	Mrs.
Robinson	poured	coffee	at	the	other	end.	She	was	a	fit	mother	for	Huldah,	being
much	the	most	stylish	person	in	Riverboro;	ill	health	and	dress	were,	indeed,	her
two	chief	 enjoyments	 in	 life.	 It	was	 rumored	 that	her	 elaborately	curled	 "front
piece"	had	cost	five	dollars,	and	that	it	was	sent	into	Portland	twice	a	year	to	be
dressed	and	frizzed;	but	 it	 is	extremely	difficult	 to	discover	the	precise	facts	 in
such	cases,	and	a	conscientious	historian	always	prefers	to	warn	a	too	credulous
reader	 against	 imbibing	 as	 gospel	 truth	 something	 that	 might	 be	 the	 basest
perversion	 of	 it.	 As	 to	 Mrs.	 Meserve's	 appearance,	 have	 you	 ever,	 in	 earlier
years,	sought	the	comforting	society	of	the	cook	and	hung	over	the	kitchen	table
while	 she	 rolled	 out	 sugar	 gingerbread?	 Perhaps	 then,	 in	 some	 unaccustomed
moment	of	amiability,	she	made	you	a	dough	lady,	cutting	the	outline	deftly	with
her	pastry	knife,	and	then,	at	last,	placing	the	human	stamp	upon	it	by	sticking	in
two	black	currants	for	eyes.	Just	call	to	mind	the	face	of	that	sugar	gingerbread
lady	 and	 you	 will	 have	 an	 exact	 portrait	 of	 Huldah's	 mother,—Mis'	 Peter
Meserve,	she	was	generally	called,	there	being	several	others.
"How'd	you	like	Huldy's	dress,	Delia?"	she	asked,	snapping	the	elastic	in	her

black	jet	bracelets	after	an	irritating	fashion	she	had.
"I	 thought	 it	 was	 about	 the	 handsomest	 of	 any,"	 answered	 Delia;	 "and	 her

composition	was	first	 rate.	 It	was	 the	only	real	amusin'	one	 there	was,	and	she
read	 it	 so	 loud	and	clear	we	didn't	miss	any	of	 it;	most	o'	 the	girls	 spoke	as	 if
they	had	hasty	pudtin'	in	their	mouths."
"That	was	the	composition	she	wrote	for	Adam	Ladd's	prize,"	explained	Mrs.

Meserve,	"and	they	do	say	she'd	'a'	come	out	first,	'stead	o'	fourth,	if	her	subject
had	been	dif'rent.	There	was	three	ministers	and	three	deacons	on	the	committee,
and	it	was	only	natural	they	should	choose	a	serious	piece;	hers	was	too	lively	to
suit	'em."
Huldah's	 inspiring	 theme	 had	 been	 Boys,	 and	 she	 certainly	 had	 a	 fund	 of

knowledge	and	experience	 that	 fitted	her	 to	write	most	 intelligently	upon	 it.	 It
was	vastly	popular	with	 the	audience,	who	enjoyed	 the	 rather	cheap	 jokes	and
allusions	with	which	it	coruscated;	but	judged	from	a	purely	literary	standpoint,
it	left	much	to	be	desired.
"Rebecca's	piece	wan't	read	out	loud,	but	the	one	that	took	the	boy's	prize	was;

why	was	that?"	asked	Mrs.	Robinson.
"Because	she	wan't	graduatin',"	explained	Mrs.	Cobb,	"and	couldn't	take	part

in	the	exercises;	it'll	be	printed,	with	Herbert	Dunn's,	in	the	school	paper."
"I'm	glad	o'	that,	for	I'll	never	believe	it	was	better	'n	Huldy's	till	I	read	it	with

my	own	eyes;	it	seems	as	if	the	prize	ought	to	'a'	gone	to	one	of	the	seniors."
"Well,	no,	Marthy,	not	if	Ladd	offered	it	to	any	of	the	two	upper	classes	that



wanted	 to	 try	for	 it,"	argued	Mrs.	Robinson.	"They	say	 they	asked	him	to	give
out	the	prizes,	and	he	refused,	up	and	down.	It	seems	odd,	his	bein'	so	rich	and
travelin'	 about	 all	 over	 the	 country,	 that	 he	 was	 too	 modest	 to	 git	 up	 on	 that
platform."
"My	 Huldy	 could	 'a'	 done	 it,	 and	 not	 winked	 an	 eyelash,"	 observed	 Mrs.

Meserve	complacently;	a	remark	which	there	seemed	no	disposition	on	the	part
of	any	of	the	company	to	controvert.
"It	was	complete,	though,	the	governor	happening	to	be	there	to	see	his	niece

graduate,"	said	Delia	Weeks.	"Land!	he	 looked	elegant!	They	say	he's	only	six
feet,	but	he	might	'a'	been	sixteen,	and	he	certainly	did	make	a	fine	speech."
"Did	you	notice	Rebecca,	how	white	she	was,	and	how	she	trembled	when	she

and	Herbert	Dunn	stood	there	while	the	governor	was	praisin'	'em?	He'd	read	her
composition,	 too,	 for	 he	wrote	 the	Sawyer	girls	 a	 letter	 about	 it."	This	 remark
was	from	the	sympathetic	Mrs.	Cobb.
"I	thought	't	was	kind	o'	foolish,	his	makin'	so	much	of	her	when	it	wan't	her

graduation,"	objected	Mrs.	Meserve;	"layin'	his	hand	on	her	head	'n'	all	that,	as	if
he	was	 a	Pope	 pronouncin'	 benediction.	But	 there!	 I'm	glad	 the	 prize	 come	 to
Riverboro	't	any	rate,	and	a	han'somer	one	never	was	give	out	from	the	Wareham
platform.	 I	 guess	 there	 ain't	 no	 end	 to	 Adam	 Ladd's	money.	 The	 fifty	 dollars
would	'a'	been	good	enough,	but	he	must	needs	go	and	put	it	into	those	elegant
purses."
"I	 set	 so	 fur	 back	 I	 couldn't	 see	 'em	 fairly,"	 complained	 Delia,	 "and	 now

Rebecca	has	taken	hers	home	to	show	her	mother."
"It	was	kind	of	a	gold	net	bag	with	a	chain,"	said	Mrs.	Perkins,	"and	there	was

five	ten-dollar	gold	pieces	in	it.	Herbert	Dunn's	was	put	in	a	fine	leather	wallet."
"How	long	is	Rebecca	goin'	to	stay	at	the	farm?"	asked	Delia.
"Till	 they	 get	 over	 Hannah's	 bein'	 married,	 and	 get	 the	 house	 to	 runnin'

without	her,"	answered	Mrs.	Perkins.	"It	seems	as	if	Hannah	might	 'a'	waited	a
little	longer.	Aurelia	was	set	against	her	goin'	away	while	Rebecca	was	at	school,
but	she's	obstinate	as	a	mule,	Hannah	is,	and	she	just	took	her	own	way	in	spite
of	her	mother.	She's	been	doin'	her	sewin'	for	a	year;	the	awfullest	coarse	cotton
cloth	she	had,	but	she's	nearly	blinded	herself	with	fine	stitchin'	and	rufflin'	and
tuckin'.	Did	you	hear	about	the	quilt	she	made?	It's	white,	and	has	a	big	bunch	o'
grapes	 in	 the	 centre,	 quilted	 by	 a	 thimble	 top.	 Then	 there's	 a	 row	 of	 circle-
borderin'	 round	 the	 grapes,	 and	 she	 done	 them	 the	 size	 of	 a	 spool.	 The	 next
border	was	done	with	a	sherry	glass,	and	the	last	with	a	port	glass,	an'	all	outside
o'	 that	was	 solid	 stitchin'	 done	 in	 straight	 rows;	 she's	 goin'	 to	 exhibit	 it	 at	 the
county	fair."
"She'd	better	 'a'	been	takin'	in	sewin'	and	earnin'	money,	 'stead	o'	blindin'	her



eyes	 on	 such	 foolishness	 as	 quilted	 counterpanes,"	 said	Mrs.	Cobb.	 "The	 next
thing	you	know	that	mortgage	will	be	foreclosed	on	Mis'	Randall,	and	she	and
the	children	won't	have	a	roof	over	their	heads."
"Don't	they	say	there's	a	good	chance	of	the	railroad	goin'	through	her	place?"

asked	Mrs.	 Robinson.	 "If	 it	 does,	 she'll	 git	 as	much	 as	 the	 farm	 is	worth	 and
more.	Adam	Ladd	's	one	of	the	stockholders,	and	everything	is	a	success	he	takes
holt	 of.	 They're	 fightin'	 it	 in	 Augusty,	 but	 I'd	 back	 Ladd	 agin	 any	 o'	 them
legislaters	if	he	thought	he	was	in	the	right."
"Rebecca'll	have	some	new	clothes	now,"	said	Delia,	"and	the	land	knows	she

needs	'em.	Seems	to	me	the	Sawyer	girls	are	gittin'	turrible	near!"
"Rebecca	won't	have	any	new	clothes	out	o'	the	prize	money,"	remarked	Mrs.

Perkins,	"for	she	sent	it	away	the	next	day	to	pay	the	interest	on	that	mortgage."
"Poor	little	girl!"	exclaimed	Delia	Weeks.
"She	might	as	well	help	along	her	folks	as	spend	it	on	foolishness,"	affirmed

Mrs.	Robinson.	"I	think	she	was	mighty	lucky	to	git	it	 to	pay	the	interest	with,
but	she's	probably	like	all	the	Randalls;	it	was	easy	come,	easy	go,	with	them."
"That's	more	than	could	be	said	of	the	Sawyer	stock,"	retorted	Mrs.	Perkins;

"seems	like	they	enjoyed	savin'	more'n	anything	in	the	world,	and	it's	gainin'	on
Mirandy	sence	her	shock."
"I	don't	believe	it	was	a	shock;	it	stands	to	reason	she'd	never	'a'	got	up	after	it

and	been	so	smart	as	she	is	now;	we	had	three	o'	the	worst	shocks	in	our	family
that	there	ever	was	on	this	river,	and	I	know	every	symptom	of	'em	better'n	the
doctors."	And	Mrs.	Peter	Meserve	shook	her	head	wisely.
"Mirandy	's	smart	enough,"	said	Mrs.	Cobb,	"but	you	notice	she	stays	right	to

home,	 and	 she's	more	 close-mouthed	 than	 ever	 she	was;	 never	 took	 a	mite	 o'
pride	in	the	prize,	as	I	could	see,	though	it	pretty	nigh	drove	Jeremiah	out	o'	his
senses.	I	thought	I	should	 'a'	died	o'	shame	when	he	cried	 'Hooray!'	and	swung
his	straw	hat	when	the	governor	shook	hands	with	Rebecca.	It's	lucky	he	couldn't
get	fur	into	the	church	and	had	to	stand	back	by	the	door,	for	as	it	was,	he	made	a
spectacle	of	himself.	My	suspicion	is"—and	here	every	lady	stopped	eating	and
sat	up	straight—"that	the	Sawyer	girls	have	lost	money.	They	don't	know	a	thing
about	 business	 'n'	 never	 did,	 and	Mirandy's	 too	 secretive	 and	 contrairy	 to	 ask
advice."
"The	most	o'	what	they've	got	is	in	gov'ment	bonds,	I	always	heard,	and	you

can't	lose	money	on	them.	Jane	had	the	timber	land	left	her,	an'	Mirandy	had	the
brick	house.	She	probably	took	it	awful	hard	that	Rebecca's	fifty	dollars	had	to
be	 swallowed	 up	 in	 a	mortgage,	 'stead	 of	 goin'	 towards	 school	 expenses.	 The
more	I	 think	of	 it,	 the	more	I	 think	Adam	Ladd	intended	Rebecca	should	have
that	prize	when	he	gave	it."	The	mind	of	Huldah's	mother	ran	towards	the	idea



that	her	daughter's	rights	had	been	assailed.
"Land,	 Marthy,	 what	 foolishness	 you	 talk!"	 exclaimed	 Mrs.	 Perkins;	 "you

don't	 suppose	 he	 could	 tell	 what	 composition	 the	 committee	 was	 going	 to
choose;	 and	 why	 should	 he	 offer	 another	 fifty	 dollars	 for	 a	 boy's	 prize,	 if	 he
wan't	 interested	 in	 helpin'	 along	 the	 school?	 He's	 give	 Emma	 Jane	 about	 the
same	present	as	Rebecca	every	Christmas	for	five	years;	that's	the	way	he	does."
"Some	time	he'll	forget	one	of	'em	and	give	to	the	other,	or	drop	'em	both	and

give	to	some	new	girl!"	said	Delia	Weeks,	with	an	experience	born	of	fifty	years
of	spinsterhood.
"Like	as	not,"	assented	Mrs.	Peter	Meserve,	"though	it's	easy	to	see	he	ain't	the

marryin'	kind.	There's	men	that	would	marry	once	a	year	if	their	wives	would	die
fast	enough,	and	there's	men	that	seems	to	want	to	live	alone."
"If	 Ladd	 was	 a	 Mormon,	 I	 guess	 he	 could	 have	 every	 woman	 in	 North

Riverboro	that's	a	suitable	age,	accordin'	to	what	my	cousins	say,"	remarked	Mrs.
Perkins.
"'T	ain't	 likely	he	could	be	ketched	by	any	North	Riverboro	girl,"	demurred

Mrs.	 Robinson;	 "not	 when	 he	 prob'bly	 has	 had	 the	 pick	 o'	 Boston.	 I	 guess
Marthy	hit	it	when	she	said	there's	men	that	ain't	the	marryin'	kind."
"I	 wouldn't	 trust	 any	 of	 'em	when	Miss	 Right	 comes	 along!"	 laughed	Mrs.

Cobb	genially.	"You	never	can	tell	what	'n'	who	's	goin'	to	please	'em.	You	know
Jeremiah's	 contrairy	 horse,	 Buster?	 He	 won't	 let	 anybody	 put	 the	 bit	 into	 his
mouth	 if	 he	 can	 help	 it.	He'll	 fight	 Jerry,	 and	 fight	me,	 till	 he	 has	 to	 give	 in.
Rebecca	didn't	know	nothin'	about	his	tricks,	and	the	other	day	she	went	int'	the
barn	 to	 hitch	 up.	 I	 followed	 right	 along,	 knowing	 she'd	 have	 trouble	with	 the
headstall,	and	I	declare	if	she	wan't	pattin'	Buster's	nose	and	talkin'	to	him,	and
when	she	put	her	little	fingers	into	his	mouth	he	opened	it	so	fur	I	thought	he'd
swaller	her,	for	sure.	He	jest	smacked	his	lips	over	the	bit	as	if	't	was	a	lump	o'
sugar.	'Land,	Rebecca,'	I	says,	'how'd	you	persuade	him	to	take	the	bit?'	'I	didn't,'
she	says,	'he	seemed	to	want	it;	perhaps	he's	tired	of	his	stall	and	wants	to	get	out
in	the	fresh	air.'"



Chapter		27	
"The	vision	splendid"
A	year	had	elapsed	since	Adam	Ladd's	prize	had	been	discussed	over	the	teacups
in	Riverboro.	The	months	had	come	and	gone,	and	at	 length	 the	great	day	had
dawned	for	Rebecca,—the	day	to	which	she	had	been	looking	forward	for	five
years,	 as	 the	 first	 goal	 to	 be	 reached	 on	 her	 little	 journey	 through	 the	 world.
School-days	 were	 ended,	 and	 the	 mystic	 function	 known	 to	 the	 initiated	 as
"graduation"	was	about	 to	be	celebrated;	 it	was	even	now	heralded	by	 the	 sun
dawning	in	the	eastern	sky.	Rebecca	stole	softly	out	of	bed,	crept	to	the	window,
threw	 open	 the	 blinds,	 and	 welcomed	 the	 rosy	 light	 that	 meant	 a	 cloudless
morning.	 Even	 the	 sun	 looked	 different	 somehow,—larger,	 redder,	 more
important	 than	 usual;	 and	 if	 it	 were	 really	 so,	 there	 was	 no	 member	 of	 the
graduating	class	who	would	have	thought	it	strange	or	unbecoming,	in	view	of
all	 the	 circumstances.	 Emma	 Jane	 stirred	 on	 her	 pillow,	 woke,	 and	 seeing
Rebecca	at	the	window,	came	and	knelt	on	the	floor	beside	her.	"It's	going	to	be
pleasant!"	she	sighed	gratefully.	"If	it	wasn't	wicked,	I	could	thank	the	Lord,	I'm
so	relieved	in	mind!	Did	you	sleep?"
"Not	much;	the	words	of	my	class	poem	kept	running	through	my	head,	and

the	 accompaniments	 of	 the	 songs;	 and	 worse	 than	 anything,	 Mary	 Queen	 of
Scots'	prayer	in	Latin;	it	seemed	as	if

"'Adoro,	imploro,
					Ut	liberes	me!'

were	burned	into	my	brain."
No	 one	who	 is	 unfamiliar	with	 life	 in	 rural	 neighborhoods	 can	 imagine	 the

gravity,	the	importance,	the	solemnity	of	this	last	day	of	school.	In	the	matter	of
preparation,	wealth	of	detail,	and	general	excitement	it	far	surpasses	a	wedding;
for	 that	 is	commonly	a	simple	affair	 in	 the	country,	sometimes	even	beginning
and	 ending	 in	 a	 visit	 to	 the	 parsonage.	Nothing	 quite	 equals	 graduation	 in	 the
minds	 of	 the	 graduates	 themselves,	 their	 families,	 and	 the	 younger	 students,
unless	it	be	the	inauguration	of	a	governor	at	the	State	Capitol.	Wareham,	then,
was	 shaken	 to	 its	 very	 centre	 on	 this	 day	 of	 days.	Mothers	 and	 fathers	 of	 the
scholars,	as	well	as	relatives	to	the	remotest	generation,	had	been	coming	on	the



train	and	driving	into	the	town	since	breakfast	time;	old	pupils,	both	married	and
single,	with	and	without	families,	streamed	back	to	the	dear	old	village.	The	two
livery	stables	were	crowded	with	vehicles	of	all	sorts,	and	lines	of	buggies	and
wagons	were	drawn	up	along	the	sides	of	the	shady	roads,	the	horses	switching
their	tails	in	luxurious	idleness.	The	streets	were	filled	with	people	wearing	their
best	clothes,	and	 the	 fashions	 included	not	only	"the	 latest	 thing,"	but	 the	well
preserved	relic	of	a	bygone	day.	There	were	all	sorts	and	conditions	of	men	and
women,	 for	 there	were	 sons	 and	 daughters	 of	 storekeepers,	 lawyers,	 butchers,
doctors,	shoemakers,	professors,	ministers,	and	farmers	at	the	Wareham	schools,
either	 as	 boarders	 or	 day	 scholars.	 In	 the	 seminary	 building	 there	 was	 an
excitement	 so	 deep	 and	 profound	 that	 it	 expressed	 itself	 in	 a	 kind	 of	 hushed
silence,	 a	 transient	 suspension	of	 life,	 as	 those	most	 interested	 approached	 the
crucial	 moment.	 The	 feminine	 graduates-to-be	 were	 seated	 in	 their	 own
bedrooms,	 dressed	 with	 a	 completeness	 of	 detail	 to	 which	 all	 their	 past	 lives
seemed	to	have	been	but	a	prelude.	At	least,	this	was	the	case	with	their	bodies;
but	 their	 heads,	 owing	 to	 the	 extreme	 heat	 of	 the	 day,	 were	 one	 and	 all
ornamented	 with	 leads,	 or	 papers,	 or	 dozens	 of	 little	 braids,	 to	 issue	 later	 in
every	sort	of	curl	known	to	the	girl	of	 that	period.	Rolling	the	hair	on	leads	or
papers	was	a	favorite	method	of	attaining	the	desired	result,	and	though	it	often
entailed	a	sleepless	night,	there	were	those	who	gladly	paid	the	price.	Others,	in
whose	 veins	 the	 blood	 of	martyrs	 did	 not	 flow,	 substituted	 rags	 for	 leads	 and
pretended	 that	 they	made	 a	more	 natural	 and	 less	woolly	 curl.	Heat,	 however,
will	melt	 the	proudest	head	and	reduce	 to	 fiddling	strings	 the	finest	product	of
the	waving-pin;	so	anxious	mothers	were	stationed	over	their	offspring,	waving
palm-leaf	 fans,	 it	having	been	decided	 that	 the	 supreme	 instant	when	 the	 town
clock	struck	ten	should	be	the	one	chosen	for	releasing	the	prisoners	from	their
self-imposed	tortures.
Dotted	or	plain	Swiss	muslin	was	 the	favorite	garb,	 though	there	were	 those

who	were	 steaming	 in	white	 cashmere	 or	 alpaca,	 because	 in	 some	 cases	 such
frocks	were	 thought	more	useful	afterwards.	Blue	and	pink	waist	 ribbons	were
lying	over	the	backs	of	chairs,	and	the	girl	who	had	a	Roman	sash	was	praying
that	she	might	be	kept	from	vanity	and	pride.
The	way	to	any	graduating	dress	at	all	had	not	seemed	clear	to	Rebecca	until	a

month	before.	Then,	in	company	with	Emma	Jane,	she	visited	the	Perkins	attic,
found	piece	after	piece	of	white	butter-muslin	or	cheesecloth,	and	decided	that,
at	 a	 pinch,	 it	 would	 do.	 The	 "rich	 blacksmith's	 daughter"	 cast	 the	 thought	 of
dotted	Swiss	behind	her,	and	elected	to	follow	Rebecca	in	cheesecloth	as	she	had
in	higher	matters;	straightway	devising	costumes	that	included	such	drawing	of
threads,	such	hemstitching	and	pin-tucking,	such	insertions	of	fine	thread	tatting



that,	in	order	to	be	finished,	Rebecca's	dress	was	given	out	in	sections,—the	sash
to	Hannah,	waist	and	sleeves	to	Mrs.	Cobb,	and	skirt	to	aunt	Jane.	The	stitches
that	went	 into	 the	 despised	material,	worth	 only	 three	 or	 four	 pennies	 a	 yard,
made	the	dresses	altogether	lovely,	and	as	for	the	folds	and	lines	into	which	they
fell,	they	could	have	given	points	to	satins	and	brocades.
The	two	girls	were	waiting	in	their	room	alone,	Emma	Jane	in	rather	a	tearful

state	 of	 mind.	 She	 kept	 thinking	 that	 it	 was	 the	 last	 day	 that	 they	 would	 be
together	 in	 this	 altogether	 sweet	 and	 close	 intimacy.	The	beginning	of	 the	 end
seemed	 to	 have	 dawned,	 for	 two	 positions	 had	 been	 offered	 Rebecca	 by	Mr.
Morrison	 the	 day	 before:	 one	 in	 which	 she	 would	 play	 for	 singing	 and
calisthenics,	 and	 superintend	 the	 piano	 practice	 of	 the	 younger	 girls	 in	 a
boarding-school;	 the	 other	 an	 assistant's	 place	 in	 the	 Edgewood	High	 School.
Both	 were	 very	 modest	 as	 to	 salary,	 but	 the	 former	 included	 educational
advantages	that	Miss	Maxwell	thought	might	be	valuable.
Rebecca's	mood	had	passed	from	that	of	excitement	into	a	sort	of	exaltation,

and	 when	 the	 first	 bell	 rang	 through	 the	 corridors	 announcing	 that	 in	 five
minutes	 the	class	would	proceed	 in	a	body	 to	 the	church	for	 the	exercises,	she
stood	motionless	and	speechless	at	the	window	with	her	hand	on	her	heart.
"It	is	coming,	Emmie,"	she	said	presently;	"do	you	remember	in	The	Mill	on

the	 Floss,	when	Maggie	 Tulliver	 closed	 the	 golden	 gates	 of	 childhood	 behind
her?	 I	 can	 almost	 see	 them	 swing;	 almost	 hear	 them	 clang;	 and	 I	 can't	 tell
whether	I	am	glad	or	sorry."
"I	shouldn't	care	how	they	swung	or	clanged,"	said	Emma	Jane,	"if	only	you

and	I	were	on	the	same	side	of	the	gate;	but	we	shan't	be,	I	know	we	shan't!"
"Emmie,	don't	dare	to	cry,	for	I'm	just	on	the	brink	myself!	If	only	you	were

graduating	 with	 me;	 that's	 my	 only	 sorrow!	 There!	 I	 hear	 the	 rumble	 of	 the
wheels!	People	will	 be	 seeing	our	grand	 surprise	now!	Hug	me	once	 for	 luck,
dear	Emmie;	a	careful	hug,	remembering	our	butter-muslin	frailty!"
Ten	minutes	 later,	Adam	Ladd,	who	had	 just	 arrived	 from	Portland	and	was

wending	his	way	to	the	church,	came	suddenly	into	the	main	street	and	stopped
short	under	a	tree	by	the	wayside,	riveted	to	the	spot	by	a	scene	of	picturesque
loveliness	 such	 as	 his	 eyes	 had	 seldom	witnessed	 before.	 The	 class	 of	 which
Rebecca	 was	 president	 was	 not	 likely	 to	 follow	 accepted	 customs.	 Instead	 of
marching	 two	 by	 two	 from	 the	 seminary	 to	 the	 church,	 they	 had	 elected	 to
proceed	thither	by	royal	chariot.	A	haycart	had	been	decked	with	green	vines	and
bunches	 of	 long-stemmed	 field	 daisies,	 those	 gay	 darlings	 of	 New	 England
meadows.	Every	inch	of	the	rail,	the	body,	even	the	spokes,	all	were	twined	with
yellow	and	green	and	white.	There	were	two	white	horses,	flower-trimmed	reins,
and	 in	 the	 floral	 bower,	 seated	 on	maple	 boughs,	were	 the	 twelve	 girls	 of	 the



class,	 while	 the	 ten	 boys	 marched	 on	 either	 side	 of	 the	 vehicle,	 wearing
buttonhole	bouquets	of	daisies,	the	class	flower.
Rebecca	 drove,	 seated	 on	 a	 green-covered	 bench	 that	 looked	 not	 unlike	 a

throne.	No	girl	clad	in	white	muslin,	no	happy	girl	of	seventeen,	is	plain;	and	the
twelve	 little	 country	 maids,	 from	 the	 vantage	 ground	 of	 their	 setting,	 looked
beautiful,	as	the	June	sunlight	filtered	down	on	their	uncovered	heads,	showing
their	bright	eyes,	their	fresh	cheeks,	their	smiles,	and	their	dimples.
Rebecca,	 Adam	 thought,	 as	 he	 took	 off	 his	 hat	 and	 saluted	 the	 pretty

panorama,—Rebecca,	with	her	tall	slenderness,	her	thoughtful	brow,	the	fire	of
young	joy	in	her	face,	her	fillet	of	dark	braided	hair,	might	have	been	a	young
Muse	or	Sibyl;	and	the	flowery	hayrack,	with	 its	 freight	of	blooming	girlhood,
might	have	been	painted	as	an	allegorical	picture	of	The	Morning	of	Life.	It	all
passed	him,	as	he	stood	under	the	elms	in	the	old	village	street	where	his	mother
had	walked	half	a	century	ago,	and	he	was	turning	with	the	crowd	towards	the
church	when	he	heard	a	little	sob.	Behind	a	hedge	in	the	garden	near	where	he
was	standing	was	a	forlorn	person	in	white,	whose	neat	nose,	chestnut	hair,	and
blue	 eyes	 he	 seemed	 to	 know.	 He	 stepped	 inside	 the	 gate	 and	 said,	 "What's
wrong,	Miss	Emma?"
"Oh,	is	it	you,	Mr.	Ladd?	Rebecca	wouldn't	let	me	cry	for	fear	of	spoiling	my

looks,	but	 I	must	have	 just	one	chance	before	 I	go	 in.	 I	can	be	as	homely	as	 I
like,	after	all,	for	I	only	have	to	sing	with	the	school;	I'm	not	graduating,	I'm	just
leaving!	Not	that	I	mind	that;	it's	only	being	separated	from	Rebecca	that	I	never
can	stand!"
The	 two	 walked	 along	 together,	 Adam	 comforting	 the	 disconsolate	 Emma

Jane,	 until	 they	 reached	 the	 old	 meeting-house	 where	 the	 Commencement
exercises	were	always	held.	The	 interior,	with	 its	decorations	of	yellow,	green,
and	white,	was	 crowded,	 the	 air	 hot	 and	 breathless,	 the	 essays	 and	 songs	 and
recitations	 precisely	 like	 all	 others	 that	 have	 been	 since	 the	world	 began.	One
always	fears	that	the	platform	may	sink	under	the	weight	of	youthful	platitudes
uttered	 on	 such	 occasions;	 yet	 one	 can	 never	 be	 properly	 critical,	 because	 the
sight	of	 the	boys	and	girls	 themselves,	 those	young	and	hopeful	makers	of	 to-
morrow,	disarms	one's	scorn.	We	yawn	desperately	at	the	essays,	but	our	hearts
go	out	to	the	essayists,	all	the	same,	for	"the	vision	splendid"	is	shining	in	their
eyes,	 and	 there	 is	 no	 fear	 of	 "th'	 inevitable	 yoke"	 that	 the	 years	 are	 so	 surely
bringing	them.
Rebecca	 saw	 Hannah	 and	 her	 husband	 in	 the	 audience;	 dear	 old	 John	 and

cousin	Ann	also,	and	 felt	a	pang	at	 the	absence	of	her	mother,	 though	she	had
known	 there	 was	 no	 possibility	 of	 seeing	 her;	 for	 poor	 Aurelia	 was	 kept	 at
Sunnybrook	 by	 cares	 of	 children	 and	 farm,	 and	 lack	 of	 money	 either	 for	 the



journey	or	for	suitable	dress.	The	Cobbs	she	saw	too.	No	one,	indeed,	could	fail
to	see	uncle	Jerry;	for	he	shed	tears	more	than	once,	and	in	the	intervals	between
the	essays	descanted	 to	his	neighbors	concerning	the	marvelous	gifts	of	one	of
the	graduating	class	whom	he	had	known	ever	since	she	was	a	child;	in	fact,	had
driven	her	 from	Maplewood	 to	Riverboro	when	she	 left	her	home,	and	he	had
told	mother	that	same	night	that	there	wan't	nary	rung	on	the	ladder	o'	fame	that
that	child	wouldn't	mount	before	she	got	through	with	it.
The	Cobbs,	then,	had	come,	and	there	were	other	Riverboro	faces,	but	where

was	 aunt	 Jane,	 in	 her	 black	 silk	made	 over	 especially	 for	 this	 occasion?	Aunt
Miranda	had	 not	 intended	 to	 come,	 she	 knew,	 but	where,	 on	 this	 day	 of	 days,
was	her	beloved	aunt	Jane?	However,	this	thought,	like	all	others,	came	and	went
in	 a	 flash,	 for	 the	whole	morning	was	 like	 a	 series	 of	magic	 lantern	 pictures,
crossing	 and	 recrossing	 her	 field	 of	 vision.	 She	 played,	 she	 sang,	 she	 recited
Queen	Mary's	Latin	prayer,	like	one	in	a	dream,	only	brought	to	consciousness
by	meeting	Mr.	Aladdin's	eyes	as	she	spoke	the	last	line.	Then	at	the	end	of	the
programme	came	her	class	poem,	Makers	of	To-morrow;	and	there,	as	on	many	a
former	 occasion,	 her	 personality	 played	 so	 great	 a	 part	 that	 she	 seemed	 to	 be
uttering	Miltonic	sentiments	instead	of	school-girl	verse.	Her	voice,	her	eyes,	her
body	breathed	conviction,	earnestness,	emotion;	and	when	she	left	the	platform
the	 audience	 felt	 that	 they	 had	 listened	 to	 a	masterpiece.	Most	 of	 her	 hearers
knew	little	of	Carlyle	or	Emerson,	or	they	might	have	remembered	that	the	one
said,	"We	are	all	poets	when	we	read	a	poem	well,"	and	the	other,	"'T	is	the	good
reader	makes	the	good	book."
It	 was	 over!	 The	 diplomas	 had	 been	 presented,	 and	 each	 girl,	 after	 giving

furtive	touches	to	her	hair,	sly	tweaks	to	her	muslin	skirts,	and	caressing	pats	to
her	sash,	had	gone	forward	to	receive	the	roll	of	parchment	with	a	bow	that	had
been	the	subject	of	anxious	thought	for	weeks.	Rounds	of	applause	greeted	each
graduate	at	this	thrilling	moment,	and	Jeremiah	Cobb's	behavior,	when	Rebecca
came	forward,	was	the	talk	of	Wareham	and	Riverboro	for	days.	Old	Mrs.	Webb
avowed	 that	 he,	 in	 the	 space	 of	 two	 hours,	 had	worn	 out	 her	 pew	more—the
carpet,	 the	 cushions,	 and	woodwork—than	 she	had	by	 sitting	 in	 it	 forty	years.
Yes,	it	was	over,	and	after	the	crowd	had	thinned	a	little,	Adam	Ladd	made	his
way	 to	 the	platform.	Rebecca	 turned	 from	speaking	 to	some	strangers	and	met
him	in	the	aisle.	"Oh,	Mr.	Aladdin,	I	am	so	glad	you	could	come!	Tell	me"—and
she	 looked	 at	 him	 half	 shyly,	 for	 his	 approval	 was	 dearer	 to	 her,	 and	 more
difficult	 to	 win,	 than	 that	 of	 the	 others—"tell	 me,	 Mr.	 Aladdin,—were	 you
satisfied?"
"More	 than	 satisfied!"	he	 said;	 "glad	 I	met	 the	child,	proud	 I	know	 the	girl,

longing	to	meet	the	woman!"



Chapter		28	
"Th'	inevitable	yoke"
Rebecca's	heart	beat	high	at	this	sweet	praise	from	her	hero's	lips,	but	before	she
had	 found	 words	 to	 thank	 him,	Mr.	 and	Mrs.	 Cobb,	 who	 had	 been	 modestly
biding	 their	 time	 in	 a	 corner,	 approached	 her	 and	 she	 introduced	 them	 to	Mr.
Ladd.
"Where,	where	is	aunt	Jane?"	she	cried,	holding	aunt	Sarah's	hand	on	one	side

and	uncle	Jerry's	on	the	other.
"I'm	sorry,	lovey,	but	we've	got	bad	news	for	you."
"Is	 aunt	Miranda	worse?	She	 is;	 I	 can	 see	 it	 by	 your	 looks;"	 and	Rebecca's

color	faded.
"She	had	a	 second	stroke	yesterday	morning	 jest	when	she	was	helpin'	 Jane

lay	 out	 her	 things	 to	 come	here	 to-day.	 Jane	 said	 you	wan't	 to	 know	 anything
about	 it	 till	 the	 exercises	 was	 all	 over,	 and	 we	 promised	 to	 keep	 it	 secret	 till
then."
"I	 will	 go	 right	 home	 with	 you,	 aunt	 Sarah.	 I	 must	 just	 run	 to	 tell	 Miss

Maxwell,	 for	 after	 I	had	packed	up	 to-morrow	 I	was	going	 to	Brunswick	with
her.	Poor	aunt	Miranda!	And	I	have	been	so	gay	and	happy	all	day,	except	that	I
was	longing	for	mother	and	aunt	Jane."
"There	ain't	no	harm	 in	bein'	gay,	 lovey;	 that's	what	 Jane	wanted	you	 to	be.

And	Miranda's	 got	 her	 speech	 back,	 for	 your	 aunt	 has	 just	 sent	 a	 letter	 sayin'
she's	 better;	 and	 I'm	 goin'	 to	 set	 up	 to-night,	 so	 you	 can	 stay	 here	 and	 have	 a
good	sleep,	and	get	your	things	together	comfortably	to-morrow."
"I'll	pack	your	trunk	for	you,	Becky	dear,	and	attend	to	all	our	room	things,"

said	Emma	Jane,	who	had	come	towards	the	group	and	heard	the	sorrowful	news
from	the	brick	house.
They	moved	into	one	of	the	quiet	side	pews,	where	Hannah	and	her	husband

and	 John	 joined	 them.	From	 time	 to	 time	 some	 straggling	 acquaintance	or	old
schoolmate	would	come	up	to	congratulate	Rebecca	and	ask	why	she	had	hidden
herself	in	a	corner.	Then	some	member	of	the	class	would	call	to	her	excitedly,
reminding	her	not	to	be	late	at	the	picnic	luncheon,	or	begging	her	to	be	early	at
the	class	party	in	the	evening.	All	this	had	an	air	of	unreality	to	Rebecca.	In	the
midst	of	the	happy	excitement	of	the	last	two	days,	when	"blushing	honors"	had



been	falling	thick	upon	her,	and	behind	the	delicious	exaltation	of	the	morning,
had	been	the	feeling	that	the	condition	was	a	transient	one,	and	that	the	burden,
the	struggle,	the	anxiety,	would	soon	loom	again	on	the	horizon.	She	longed	to
steal	away	 into	 the	woods	with	dear	old	John,	grown	so	manly	and	handsome,
and	get	some	comfort	from	him.
Meantime	 Adam	 Ladd	 and	 Mr.	 Cobb	 had	 been	 having	 an	 animated

conversation.
"I	 s'pose	up	 to	Boston,	girls	 like	 that	one	are	as	 thick	as	blackb'ries?"	uncle

Jerry	said,	jerking	his	head	interrogatively	in	Rebecca's	direction.
"They	may	 be,"	 smiled	Adam,	 taking	 in	 the	 old	man's	mood;	 "only	 I	 don't

happen	to	know	one."
"My	eyesight	bein'	poor	's	the	reason	she	looked	han'somest	of	any	girl	on	the

platform,	I	s'pose?"
"There's	no	failure	in	my	eyes,"	responded	Adam,	"but	that	was	how	the	thing

seemed	to	me!"
"What	did	you	think	of	her	voice?	Anything	extry	about	it?"
"Made	the	others	sound	poor	and	thin,	I	thought."
"Well,	I'm	glad	to	hear	your	opinion,	you	bein'	a	traveled	man,	for	mother	says

I'm	 foolish	 'bout	Rebecky	 and	 hev	 been	 sence	 the	 fust.	Mother	 scolds	me	 for
spoilin'	her,	but	I	notice	mother	ain't	fur	behind	when	it	comes	to	spoilin'.	Land!
it	made	me	sick,	thinkin'	o'	them	parents	travelin'	miles	to	see	their	young	ones
graduate,	 and	 then	 when	 they	 got	 here	 hevin'	 to	 compare	 'em	 with	 Rebecky.
Good-by,	Mr.	Ladd,	drop	in	some	day	when	you	come	to	Riverboro."
"I	will,"	said	Adam,	shaking	the	old	man's	hand	cordially;	"perhaps	to-morrow

if	 I	 drive	 Rebecca	 home,	 as	 I	 shall	 offer	 to	 do.	 Do	 you	 think	Miss	 Sawyer's
condition	is	serious?"
"Well,	the	doctor	don't	seem	to	know;	but	anyhow	she's	paralyzed,	and	she'll

never	walk	fur	again,	poor	soul!	She	ain't	lost	her	speech;	that'll	be	a	comfort	to
her."
Adam	left	the	church,	and	in	crossing	the	common	came	upon	Miss	Maxwell

doing	 the	 honors	 of	 the	 institution,	 as	 she	 passed	 from	 group	 to	 group	 of
strangers	 and	 guests.	Knowing	 that	 she	was	 deeply	 interested	 in	 all	Rebecca's
plans,	 he	 told	 her,	 as	 he	 drew	 her	 aside,	 that	 the	 girl	 would	 have	 to	 leave
Wareham	for	Riverboro	the	next	day.
"That	is	almost	more	than	I	can	bear!"	exclaimed	Miss	Maxwell,	sitting	down

on	 a	 bench	 and	 stabbing	 the	 greensward	 with	 her	 parasol.	 "It	 seems	 to	 me
Rebecca	never	has	any	respite.	 I	had	so	many	plans	for	her	 this	next	month	 in
fitting	her	 for	 her	 position,	 and	now	 she	will	 settle	 down	 to	 housework	 again,
and	to	the	nursing	of	that	poor,	sick,	cross	old	aunt."



"If	 it	 had	not	 been	 for	 the	 cross	 old	 aunt,	Rebecca	would	 still	 have	been	 at
Sunnybrook;	 and	 from	 the	 standpoint	 of	 educational	 advantages,	 or	 indeed
advantages	of	any	sort,	she	might	as	well	have	been	in	the	backwoods,"	returned
Adam.
"That	 is	 true;	I	was	vexed	when	I	spoke,	for	I	 thought	an	easier	and	happier

day	was	dawning	for	my	prodigy	and	pearl."
"OUR	prodigy	and	pearl,"	corrected	Adam.
"Oh,	 yes!"	 she	 laughed.	 "I	 always	 forget	 that	 it	 pleases	 you	 to	 pretend	 you

discovered	Rebecca."
"I	believe,	 though,	 that	happier	days	are	dawning	 for	her,"	continued	Adam.

"It	must	be	a	secret	for	the	present,	but	Mrs.	Randall's	farm	will	be	bought	by	the
new	railroad.	We	must	have	right	of	way	through	the	land,	and	the	station	will	be
built	on	her	property.	She	will	receive	six	thousand	dollars,	which,	though	not	a
fortune,	will	yield	her	three	or	four	hundred	dollars	a	year,	if	she	will	allow	me
to	invest	it	for	her.	There	is	a	mortgage	on	the	land;	that	paid,	and	Rebecca	self-
supporting,	 the	mother	ought	 to	push	 the	education	of	 the	oldest	boy,	who	 is	a
fine,	ambitious	fellow.	He	should	be	taken	away	from	farm	work	and	settled	at
his	studies."
"We	might	form	ourselves	into	a	Randall	Protective	Agency,	Limited,"	mused

Miss	Maxwell.	"I	confess	I	want	Rebecca	to	have	a	career."
"I	don't,"	said	Adam	promptly.
"Of	 course	 you	don't.	Men	have	 no	 interest	 in	 the	 careers	 of	women!	But	 I

know	Rebecca	better	than	you."
"You	 understand	 her	 mind	 better,	 but	 not	 necessarily	 her	 heart.	 You	 are

considering	her	for	the	moment	as	prodigy;	I	am	thinking	of	her	more	as	pearl."
"Well,"	 sighed	 Miss	 Maxwell	 whimsically,	 "prodigy	 or	 pearl,	 the	 Randall

Protective	Agency	may	pull	Rebecca	in	opposite	directions,	but	nevertheless	she
will	follow	her	saint."
"That	will	content	me,"	said	Adam	gravely.
"Particularly	 if	 the	 saint	 beckons	 your	way."	And	Miss	Maxwell	 looked	 up

and	smiled	provokingly.

Rebecca	did	not	see	her	aunt	Miranda	till	she	had	been	at	the	brick	house	for
several	days.	Miranda	steadily	refused	to	have	any	one	but	Jane	in	the	room	until
her	 face	had	 regained	 its	 natural	 look,	 but	 her	 door	was	 always	 ajar,	 and	 Jane
fancied	 she	 liked	 to	 hear	 Rebecca's	 quick,	 light	 step.	 Her	mind	was	 perfectly
clear	now,	and,	save	that	she	could	not	move,	she	was	most	of	the	time	quite	free
from	pain,	and	alert	in	every	nerve	to	all	that	was	going	on	within	or	without	the
house.	"Were	 the	windfall	apples	being	picked	up	 for	sauce;	were	 the	potatoes



thick	 in	 the	 hills;	was	 the	 corn	 tosselin'	 out;	were	 they	 cuttin'	 the	 upper	 field;
were	 they	 keepin'	 fly-paper	 laid	 out	 everywheres;	 were	 there	 any	 ants	 in	 the
dairy;	was	the	kindlin'	wood	holdin'	out;	had	the	bank	sent	the	cowpons?"
Poor	Miranda	Sawyer!	Hovering	on	the	verge	of	the	great	beyond,—her	body

"struck"	and	no	longer	under	control	of	her	iron	will,—no	divine	visions	floated
across	 her	 tired	 brain;	 nothing	 but	 petty	 cares	 and	 sordid	 anxieties.	Not	 all	 at
once	can	 the	soul	 talk	with	God,	be	He	ever	 so	near.	 If	 the	heavenly	 language
never	 has	 been	 learned,	 quick	 as	 is	 the	 spiritual	 sense	 in	 seizing	 the	 facts	 it
needs,	 then	 the	 poor	 soul	must	 use	 the	words	 and	 phrases	 it	 has	 lived	 on	 and
grown	into	day	by	day.	Poor	Miss	Miranda!—held	fast	within	the	prison	walls	of
her	own	nature,	blind	in	the	presence	of	revelation	because	she	had	never	used
the	 spiritual	 eye,	 deaf	 to	 angelic	 voices	because	 she	had	not	 used	 the	 spiritual
ear.
There	came	a	morning	when	she	asked	for	Rebecca.	The	door	was	opened	into

the	 dim	 sick-room,	 and	Rebecca	 stood	 there	with	 the	 sunlight	 behind	 her,	 her
hands	 full	 of	 sweet	 peas.	 Miranda's	 pale,	 sharp	 face,	 framed	 in	 its	 nightcap,
looked	 haggard	 on	 the	 pillow,	 and	 her	 body	 was	 pitifully	 still	 under	 the
counterpane.
"Come	 in,"	 she	 said;	 "I	 ain't	 dead	 yet.	 Don't	 mess	 up	 the	 bed	 with	 them

flowers,	will	ye?"
"Oh,	 no!	 They're	 going	 in	 a	 glass	 pitcher,"	 said	 Rebecca,	 turning	 to	 the

washstand	as	she	tried	to	control	her	voice	and	stop	the	tears	that	sprang	to	her
eyes.
"Let	me	look	at	ye;	come	closer.	What	dress	are	ye	wearin'?"	said	the	old	aunt

in	her	cracked,	weak	voice.
"My	blue	calico."
"Is	your	cashmere	holdin'	its	color?"
"Yes,	aunt	Miranda."
"Do	you	keep	it	in	a	dark	closet	hung	on	the	wrong	side,	as	I	told	ye?"
"Always."
"Has	your	mother	made	her	jelly?"
"She	hasn't	said."
"She	always	had	the	knack	o'	writin'	letters	with	nothin'	in	'em.	What's	Mark

broke	sence	I've	been	sick?"
"Nothing	at	all,	aunt	Miranda."
"Why,	what's	 the	matter	with	him?	Gittin'	 lazy,	ain't	he?	How	 's	John	 turnin'

out?"
"He's	going	to	be	the	best	of	us	all."
"I	 hope	 you	 don't	 slight	 things	 in	 the	 kitchen	 because	 I	 ain't	 there.	Do	 you



scald	the	coffee-pot	and	turn	it	upside	down	on	the	winder-sill?"
"Yes,	aunt	Miranda."
"It's	 always	 'yes'	with	 you,	 and	 'yes'	with	 Jane,"	 groaned	Miranda,	 trying	 to

move	her	stiffened	body;	"but	all	the	time	I	lay	here	knowin'	there's	things	done
the	way	I	don't	like	'em."
There	was	a	long	pause,	during	which	Rebecca	sat	down	by	the	bedside	and

timidly	touched	her	aunt's	hand,	her	heart	swelling	with	tender	pity	at	the	gaunt
face	and	closed	eyes.
"I	was	dreadful	ashamed	to	have	you	graduate	in	cheesecloth,	Rebecca,	but	I

couldn't	 help	 it	 no-how.	You'll	 hear	 the	 reason	 some	 time,	 and	know	 I	 tried	 to
make	it	up	to	ye.	I'm	afraid	you	was	a	laughin'-stock!"
"No,"	 Rebecca	 answered.	 "Ever	 so	 many	 people	 said	 our	 dresses	 were	 the

very	prettiest;	they	looked	like	soft	lace.	You're	not	to	be	anxious	about	anything.
Here	I	am	all	grown	up	and	graduated,—number	three	in	a	class	of	twenty-two,
aunt	 Miranda,—and	 good	 positions	 offered	 me	 already.	 Look	 at	 me,	 big	 and
strong	and	young,	 all	 ready	 to	go	 into	 the	world	and	 show	what	you	and	aunt
Jane	have	done	for	me.	If	you	want	me	near,	I'll	 take	the	Edgewood	school,	so
that	I	can	be	here	nights	and	Sundays	to	help;	and	if	you	get	better,	then	I'll	go	to
Augusta,—for	that's	a	hundred	dollars	more,	with	music	lessons	and	other	things
beside."
"You	listen	to	me,"	said	Miranda	quaveringly.	"Take	the	best	place,	regardless

o'	my	sickness.	I'd	like	to	live	long	enough	to	know	you'd	paid	off	that	mortgage,
but	I	guess	I	shan't."
Here	 she	 ceased	 abruptly,	 having	 talked	more	 than	 she	 had	 for	 weeks;	 and

Rebecca	stole	out	of	the	room,	to	cry	by	herself	and	wonder	if	old	age	must	be	so
grim,	so	hard,	so	unchastened	and	unsweetened,	as	it	slipped	into	the	valley	of
the	shadow.
The	days	went	on,	and	Miranda	grew	stronger	and	stronger;	her	will	seemed

unassailable,	 and	before	 long	she	could	be	moved	 into	a	chair	by	 the	window,
her	dominant	thought	being	to	arrive	at	such	a	condition	of	improvement	that	the
doctor	 need	 not	 call	 more	 than	 once	 a	 week,	 instead	 of	 daily;	 thereby
diminishing	the	bill,	 that	was	mounting	to	such	a	terrifying	sum	that	it	haunted
her	thoughts	by	day	and	dreams	by	night.
Little	by	little	hope	stole	back	into	Rebecca's	young	heart.	Aunt	Jane	began	to

"clear	starch"	her	handkerchiefs	and	collars	and	purple	muslin	dress,	so	that	she
might	be	ready	to	go	to	Brunswick	at	any	moment	when	the	doctor	pronounced
Miranda	well	 on	 the	 road	 to	 recovery.	 Everything	 beautiful	 was	 to	 happen	 in
Brunswick	if	she	could	be	there	by	August,—everything	that	heart	could	wish	or
imagination	conceive,	for	she	was	to	be	Miss	Emily's	very	own	visitor,	and	sit	at



table	with	college	professors	and	other	great	men.
At	length	the	day	dawned	when	the	few	clean,	simple	dresses	were	packed	in

the	 hair	 trunk,	 together	 with	 her	 beloved	 coral	 necklace,	 her	 cheesecloth
graduating	dress,	her	class	pin,	aunt	Jane's	lace	cape,	and	the	one	new	hat,	which
she	tried	on	every	night	before	going	to	bed.	It	was	of	white	chip	with	a	wreath
of	cheap	white	roses	and	green	leaves,	and	cost	between	two	and	three	dollars,
an	 unprecedented	 sum	 in	Rebecca's	 experience.	 The	 effect	 of	 its	 glories	when
worn	 with	 her	 nightdress	 was	 dazzling	 enough,	 but	 if	 ever	 it	 appeared	 in
conjunction	 with	 the	 cheesecloth	 gown,	 Rebecca	 felt	 that	 even	 reverend
professors	 might	 regard	 it	 with	 respect.	 It	 is	 probable	 indeed	 that	 any
professorial	 gaze	 lucky	 enough	 to	meet	 a	 pair	 of	 dark	 eyes	 shining	 under	 that
white	rose	garland	would	never	have	stopped	at	respect!
Then,	when	all	was	ready	and	Abijah	Flagg	at	the	door,	came	a	telegram	from

Hannah:	"Come	at	once.	Mother	has	had	bad	accident."
In	less	than	an	hour	Rebecca	was	started	on	her	way	to	Sunnybrook,	her	heart

palpitating	with	fear	as	to	what	might	be	awaiting	her	at	her	journey's	end.
Death,	at	all	events,	was	not	 there	 to	meet	her;	but	something	 that	 looked	at

first	 only	 too	 much	 like	 it.	 Her	 mother	 had	 been	 standing	 on	 the	 haymow
superintending	some	changes	 in	 the	barn,	had	been	seized	with	giddiness,	 they
thought,	 and	 slipped.	 The	 right	 knee	 was	 fractured	 and	 the	 back	 strained	 and
hurt,	 but	 she	 was	 conscious	 and	 in	 no	 immediate	 danger,	 so	 Rebecca	 wrote,
when	she	had	a	moment	to	send	aunt	Jane	the	particulars.
"I	 don'	 know	how	 'tis,"	 grumbled	Miranda,	who	was	 not	 able	 to	 sit	 up	 that

day;	"but	from	a	child	I	could	never	lay	abed	without	Aurelia's	gettin'	sick	too.	I
don'	 know	 's	 she	 could	 help	 fallin',	 though	 it	 ain't	 anyplace	 for	 a	 woman,—a
haymow;	but	if	it	hadn't	been	that,	't	would	'a'	been	somethin'	else.	Aurelia	was
born	unfortunate.	Now	she'll	probably	be	a	cripple,	and	Rebecca'll	have	to	nurse
her	instead	of	earning	a	good	income	somewheres	else."
"Her	 first	 duty	 's	 to	 her	 mother,"	 said	 aunt	 Jane;	 "I	 hope	 she'll	 always

remember	that."
"Nobody	 remembers	 anything	 they'd	 ought	 to,—at	 seventeen,"	 responded

Miranda.	"Now	that	I'm	strong	again,	there's	things	I	want	to	consider	with	you,
Jane,	 things	 that	are	on	my	mind	night	and	day.	We've	 talked	 'em	over	before;
now	we'll	settle	 'em.	When	I'm	laid	away,	do	you	want	 to	take	Aurelia	and	the
children	down	here	to	the	brick	house?	There's	an	awful	passel	of	'em,—Aurelia,
Jenny,	and	Fanny;	but	I	won't	have	Mark.	Hannah	can	take	him;	I	won't	have	a
great	boy	stompin'	out	the	carpets	and	ruinin'	the	furniture,	though	I	know	when
I'm	dead	I	can't	hinder	ye,	if	you	make	up	your	mind	to	do	anything."
"I	 shouldn't	 like	 to	 go	 against	 your	 feelings,	 especially	 in	 laying	 out	 your



money,	Miranda,"	said	Jane.
"Don't	 tell	Rebecca	 I've	willed	 her	 the	 brick	 house.	 She	won't	 git	 it	 till	 I'm

gone,	and	I	want	to	take	my	time	'bout	dyin'	and	not	be	hurried	off	by	them	that's
goin'	to	profit	by	it;	nor	I	don't	want	to	be	thanked,	neither.	I	s'pose	she'll	use	the
front	stairs	as	common	as	the	back	and	like	as	not	have	water	brought	 into	the
kitchen,	but	mebbe	when	I've	been	dead	a	few	years	I	shan't	mind.	She	sets	such
store	 by	 you,	 she'll	 want	 you	 to	 have	 your	 home	 here	 as	 long's	 you	 live,	 but
anyway	 I've	 wrote	 it	 down	 that	 way;	 though	 Lawyer	 Burns's	 wills	 don't	 hold
more'n	half	the	time.	He's	cheaper,	but	I	guess	it	comes	out	jest	the	same	in	the
end.	 I	wan't	goin'	 to	have	 the	fust	man	Rebecca	picks	up	for	a	husband	 turnin'
you	ou'doors."
There	was	a	long	pause,	during	which	Jane	knit	silently,	wiping	the	tears	from

her	eyes	from	time	to	time,	as	she	looked	at	the	pitiful	figure	lying	weakly	on	the
pillows.	Suddenly	Miranda	said	slowly	and	feebly:—
"I	don'	know	after	all	but	you	might	as	well	take	Mark;	I	s'pose	there's	tame

boys	as	well	as	wild	ones.	There	ain't	a	mite	o'	sense	in	havin'	so	many	children,
but	it's	a	turrible	risk	splittin'	up	families	and	farmin'	'em	out	here	'n'	there;	they'd
never	come	to	no	good,	an'	everybody	would	keep	rememberin'	their	mother	was
a	Sawyer.	Now	if	you'll	draw	down	the	curtin,	I'll	try	to	sleep."



Chapter		29	
Mother	and	daughter
Two	months	 had	 gone	 by,—two	months	 of	 steady,	 fagging	work;	 of	 cooking,
washing,	ironing;	of	mending	and	caring	for	the	three	children,	although	Jenny
was	 fast	 becoming	 a	 notable	 little	 housewife,	 quick,	 ready,	 and	 capable.	 They
were	 months	 in	 which	 there	 had	 been	 many	 a	 weary	 night	 of	 watching	 by
Aurelia's	 bedside;	 of	 soothing	 and	 bandaging	 and	 rubbing;	 of	 reading	 and
nursing,	even	of	feeding	and	bathing.	The	ceaseless	care	was	growing	less	now,
and	the	family	breathed	more	freely,	for	the	mother's	sigh	of	pain	no	longer	came
from	the	stifling	bedroom,	where,	during	a	hot	and	humid	August,	Aurelia	had
lain,	 suffering	 with	 every	 breath	 she	 drew.	 There	 would	 be	 no	 question	 of
walking	for	many	a	month	to	come,	but	blessings	seemed	to	multiply	when	the
blinds	could	be	opened	and	the	bed	drawn	near	the	window;	when	mother,	with
pillows	behind	her,	could	at	least	sit	and	watch	the	work	going	on,	could	smile	at
the	 past	 agony	 and	 forget	 the	 weary	 hours	 that	 had	 led	 to	 her	 present
comparative	ease	and	comfort.
No	 girl	 of	 seventeen	 can	 pass	 through	 such	 an	 ordeal	 and	 come	 out

unchanged;	no	girl	of	Rebecca's	temperament	could	go	through	it	without	some
inward	 repining	and	 rebellion.	She	was	doing	 tasks	 in	which	 she	 could	not	be
fully	 happy,—heavy	 and	 trying	 tasks,	which	 perhaps	 she	 could	 never	 do	with
complete	 success	or	 satisfaction;	 and	 like	promise	of	nectar	 to	 thirsty	 lips	was
the	vision	of	joys	she	had	had	to	put	aside	for	the	performance	of	dull	daily	duty.
How	 brief,	 how	 fleeting,	 had	 been	 those	 splendid	 visions	 when	 the	 universe
seemed	open	for	her	young	strength	to	battle	and	triumph	in!	How	soon	they	had
faded	into	the	light	of	common	day!	At	first,	sympathy	and	grief	were	so	keen
she	 thought	 of	 nothing	 but	 her	 mother's	 pain.	 No	 consciousness	 of	 self
interposed	 between	 her	 and	 her	 filial	 service;	 then,	 as	 the	weeks	 passed,	 little
blighted	 hopes	 began	 to	 stir	 and	 ache	 in	 her	 breast;	 defeated	 ambitions	 raised
their	 heads	 as	 if	 to	 sting	 her;	 unattainable	 delights	 teased	 her	 by	 their	 very
nearness;	 by	 the	 narrow	 line	 of	 separation	 that	 lay	 between	 her	 and	 their
realization.	It	is	easy,	for	the	moment,	to	tread	the	narrow	way,	looking	neither	to
the	right	nor	left,	upborne	by	the	sense	of	right	doing;	but	that	first	joy	of	self-
denial,	 the	 joy	 that	 is	 like	fire	 in	 the	blood,	dies	away;	 the	path	seems	drearier



and	 the	 footsteps	 falter.	 Such	 a	 time	 came	 to	 Rebecca,	 and	 her	 bright	 spirit
flagged	when	 the	 letter	 was	 received	 saying	 that	 her	 position	 in	 Augusta	 had
been	 filled.	 There	 was	 a	 mutinous	 leap	 of	 the	 heart	 then,	 a	 beating	 of	 wings
against	the	door	of	the	cage,	a	longing	for	the	freedom	of	the	big	world	outside.
It	was	the	stirring	of	the	powers	within	her,	though	she	called	it	by	no	such	grand
name.	 She	 felt	 as	 if	 the	 wind	 of	 destiny	 were	 blowing	 her	 flame	 hither	 and
thither,	burning,	consuming	her,	but	kindling	nothing.	All	this	meant	one	stormy
night	in	her	little	room	at	Sunnybrook,	but	the	clouds	blew	over,	the	sun	shone
again,	 a	 rainbow	 stretched	 across	 the	 sky,	 while	 "hope	 clad	 in	 April	 green"
smiled	into	her	upturned	face	and	beckoned	her	on,	saying:—

"Grow	old	along	with	me,
					The	best	is	yet	to	be."

Threads	of	 joy	ran	 in	and	out	of	 the	gray	 tangled	web	of	daily	 living.	There
was	 the	 attempt	 at	 odd	 moments	 to	 make	 the	 bare	 little	 house	 less	 bare	 by
bringing	 in	out-of-doors,	 taking	a	 leaf	 from	Nature's	book	and	noting	how	she
conceals	ugliness	wherever	she	finds	it.	Then	there	was	the	satisfaction	of	being
mistress	of	the	poor	domain;	of	planning,	governing,	deciding;	of	bringing	order
out	 of	 chaos;	 of	 implanting	 gayety	 in	 the	 place	 of	 inert	 resignation	 to	 the
inevitable.	Another	element	of	comfort	was	the	children's	love,	for	they	turned	to
her	as	flowers	to	the	sun,	drawing	confidently	on	her	fund	of	stories,	serene	in
the	 conviction	 that	 there	was	 no	 limit	 to	Rebecca's	 power	 of	make-believe.	 In
this,	and	 in	yet	greater	 things,	 little	as	she	realized	 it,	 the	 law	of	compensation
was	working	in	her	behalf,	for	in	those	anxious	days	mother	and	daughter	found
and	knew	each	other	as	never	before.	A	new	sense	was	born	in	Rebecca	as	she
hung	 over	 her	 mother's	 bed	 of	 pain	 and	 unrest,—a	 sense	 that	 comes	 only	 of
ministering,	a	sense	that	grows	only	when	the	strong	bend	toward	the	weak.	As
for	Aurelia,	 words	 could	 never	 have	 expressed	 her	 dumb	 happiness	when	 the
real	revelation	of	motherhood	was	vouchsafed	her.	In	all	the	earlier	years	when
her	 babies	were	 young,	 carking	 cares	 and	 anxieties	 darkened	 the	 fireside	with
their	brooding	wings.	Then	Rebecca	had	gone	away,	and	in	the	long	months	of
absence	 her	mind	 and	 soul	 had	 grown	 out	 of	 her	mother's	 knowledge,	 so	 that
now,	when	Aurelia	had	time	and	strength	to	study	her	child,	she	was	like	some
enchanting	changeling.	Aurelia	and	Hannah	had	gone	on	 in	 the	dull	 round	and
the	common	task,	growing	duller	and	duller;	but	now,	on	a	certain	stage	of	life's
journey,	 who	 should	 appear	 but	 this	 bewildering	 being,	 who	 gave	 wings	 to
thoughts	that	had	only	crept	before;	who	brought	color	and	grace	and	harmony
into	the	dun	brown	texture	of	existence.



You	might	harness	Rebecca	to	 the	heaviest	plough,	and	while	she	had	youth
on	her	side,	she	would	always	remember	the	green	earth	under	her	feet	and	the
blue	sky	over	her	head.	Her	physical	eye	saw	the	cake	she	was	stirring	and	the
loaf	she	was	kneading;	her	physical	ear	heard	the	kitchen	fire	crackling	and	the
teakettle	singing,	but	ever	and	anon	her	fancy	mounted	on	pinions,	rested	itself,
renewed	its	strength	in	the	upper	air.	The	bare	little	farmhouse	was	a	fixed	fact,
but	 she	 had	 many	 a	 palace	 into	 which	 she	 now	 and	 then	 withdrew;	 palaces
peopled	 with	 stirring	 and	 gallant	 figures	 belonging	 to	 the	 world	 of	 romance;
palaces	 not	without	 their	 heavenly	 apparitions	 too,	 breathing	 celestial	 counsel.
Every	 time	 she	 retired	 to	 her	 citadel	 of	 dreams	 she	 came	 forth	 radiant	 and
refreshed,	 as	 one	 who	 has	 seen	 the	 evening	 star,	 or	 heard	 sweet	 music,	 or
smelled	the	rose	of	joy.
Aurelia	 could	 have	 understood	 the	 feeling	 of	 a	 narrow-minded	 and

conventional	 hen	who	has	 brought	 a	 strange,	 intrepid	 duckling	 into	 the	world;
but	 her	 situation	 was	 still	 more	 wonderful,	 for	 she	 could	 only	 compare	 her
sensations	to	those	of	some	quiet	brown	Dorking	who	has	brooded	an	ordinary
egg	and	hatched	a	bird	of	paradise.	Such	an	idea	had	crossed	her	mind	more	than
once	 during	 the	 past	 fortnight,	 and	 it	 flashed	 to	 and	 fro	 this	 mellow	October
morning	when	Rebecca	came	into	the	room	with	her	arms	full	of	goldenrod	and
flaming	autumn	leaves.
"Just	 a	 hint	 of	 the	 fall	 styles,	 mother,"	 she	 said,	 slipping	 the	 stem	 of	 a

gorgeous	 red	and	yellow	sapling	between	 the	mattress	and	 the	 foot	of	 the	bed.
"This	was	leaning	over	the	pool,	and	I	was	afraid	it	would	be	vain	if	I	left	it	there
too	long	looking	at	its	beautiful	reflection,	so	I	took	it	away	from	danger;	isn't	it
wonderful?	How	I	wish	I	could	carry	one	to	poor	aunt	Miranda	to-day!	There's
never	a	flower	in	the	brick	house	when	I'm	away."
It	was	 a	marvelous	morning.	The	 sun	had	climbed	 into	 a	world	 that	held	 in

remembrance	 only	 a	 succession	 of	 golden	 days	 and	 starlit	 nights.	The	 air	was
fragrant	with	ripening	fruit,	and	there	was	a	mad	little	bird	on	a	tree	outside	the
door	nearly	bursting	his	throat	with	joy	of	living.	He	had	forgotten	that	summer
was	over,	that	winter	must	ever	come;	and	who	could	think	of	cold	winds,	bare
boughs,	or	 frozen	streams	on	such	a	day?	A	painted	moth	came	 in	at	 the	open
window	 and	 settled	 on	 the	 tuft	 of	 brilliant	 leaves.	 Aurelia	 heard	 the	 bird	 and
looked	 from	 the	 beauty	 of	 the	 glowing	 bush	 to	 her	 tall,	 splendid	 daughter,
standing	like	young	Spring	with	golden	Autumn	in	her	arms.
Then	 suddenly	 she	 covered	 her	 eyes	 and	 cried,	 "I	 can't	 bear	 it!	 Here	 I	 lie

chained	to	 this	bed,	 interfering	with	everything	you	want	 to	do.	It's	all	wasted!
All	 my	 saving	 and	 doing	 without;	 all	 your	 hard	 study;	 all	 Mirandy's	 outlay;
everything	that	we	thought	was	going	to	be	the	making	of	you!"



"Mother,	 mother,	 don't	 talk	 so,	 don't	 think	 so!"	 exclaimed	 Rebecca,	 sitting
down	 impetuously	 on	 the	 floor	 by	 the	 bed	 and	dropping	 the	 goldenrod	by	her
side.	 "Why,	 mother,	 I'm	 only	 a	 little	 past	 seventeen!	 This	 person	 in	 a	 purple
calico	 apron	 with	 flour	 on	 her	 nose	 is	 only	 the	 beginnings	 of	 me!	 Do	 you
remember	 the	young	 tree	 that	 John	 transplanted?	We	had	 a	dry	 summer	 and	 a
cold	winter	and	it	didn't	grow	a	bit,	nor	show	anything	of	all	we	did	for	it;	then
there	was	a	good	year	and	it	made	up	for	lost	time.	This	is	just	my	little	'rooting
season,'	mother,	but	don't	go	and	believe	my	day	is	over,	because	it	hasn't	begun!
The	 old	 maple	 by	 the	 well	 that's	 in	 its	 hundredth	 year	 had	 new	 leaves	 this
summer,	so	there	must	be	hope	for	me	at	seventeen!"
"You	can	put	a	brave	face	on	it,"	sobbed	Aurelia,	"but	you	can't	deceive	me.

You've	lost	your	place;	you'll	never	see	your	friends	here,	and	you're	nothing	but
a	drudge!"
"I	look	like	a	drudge,"	said	Rebecca	mysteriously,	with	laughing	eyes,	"but	I

really	 am	a	princess;	you	mustn't	 tell,	 but	 this	 is	only	 a	disguise;	 I	wear	 it	 for
reasons	of	state.	The	king	and	queen	who	are	at	present	occupying	my	throne	are
very	old	and	tottering,	and	are	going	to	abdicate	shortly	in	my	favor.	It's	rather	a
small	kingdom,	I	suppose,	as	kingdoms	go,	so	there	isn't	much	struggle	for	it	in
royal	circles,	 and	you	mustn't	 expect	 to	 see	a	golden	 throne	set	with	 jewels.	 It
will	 probably	 be	 only	 of	 ivory	 with	 a	 nice	 screen	 of	 peacock	 feathers	 for	 a
background;	but	you	shall	have	a	comfortable	chair	very	near	it,	with	quantities
of	slaves	to	do	what	they	call	in	novels	your	'lightest	bidding.'"
Aurelia	 smiled	 in	 spite	 of	 herself,	 and	 though	not	 perhaps	wholly	 deceived,

she	was	comforted.
"I	 only	 hope	 you	 won't	 have	 to	 wait	 too	 long	 for	 your	 thrones	 and	 your

kingdoms,	Rebecca,"	she	said,	"and	that	I	shall	have	a	sight	of	them	before	I	die;
but	life	looks	very	hard	and	rough	to	me,	what	with	your	aunt	Miranda	a	cripple
at	the	brick	house,	me	another	here	at	the	farm,	you	tied	hand	and	foot,	first	with
one	 and	 then	 with	 the	 other,	 to	 say	 nothing	 of	 Jenny	 and	 Fanny	 and	 Mark!
You've	got	 something	of	your	 father's	happy	disposition,	or	 it	would	weigh	on
you	as	it	does	on	me."
"Why,	 mother!"	 cried	 Rebecca,	 clasping	 her	 knees	 with	 her	 hands;	 "why,

mother,	it's	enough	joy	just	to	be	here	in	the	world	on	a	day	like	this;	to	have	the
chance	of	seeing,	feeling,	doing,	becoming!	When	you	were	seventeen,	mother,
wasn't	it	good	just	to	be	alive?	You	haven't	forgotten?"
"No,"	said	Aurelia,	"but	I	wasn't	so	much	alive	as	you	are,	never	in	the	world."
"I	often	think,"	Rebecca	continued,	walking	to	the	window	and	looking	out	at

the	 trees,—"I	often	 think	how	dreadful	 it	would	be	 if	 I	were	not	here	at	all.	 If
Hannah	had	come,	and	then,	instead	of	me,	John;	John	and	Jenny	and	Fanny	and



the	 others,	 but	 no	 Rebecca;	 never	 any	 Rebecca!	 To	 be	 alive	 makes	 up	 for
everything;	 there	 ought	 to	 be	 fears	 in	 my	 heart,	 but	 there	 aren't;	 something
stronger	sweeps	them	out,	something	like	a	wind.	Oh,	see!	There	is	Will	driving
up	the	lane,	mother,	and	he	ought	to	have	a	letter	from	the	brick	house."



Chapter		30	
Good-by,	Sunnybrook
Will	Melville	 drove	up	 to	 the	window	and,	 tossing	 a	 letter	 into	Rebecca's	 lap,
went	off	to	the	barn	on	an	errand.
"Sister	 's	 no	 worse,	 then,"	 sighed	 Aurelia	 gratefully,	 "or	 Jane	 would	 have

telegraphed.	See	what	she	says."
Rebecca	opened	the	envelope	and	read	in	one	flash	of	an	eye	the	whole	brief

page:—

Your	aunt	Miranda	passed	away	an	hour	ago.	Come	at	once,	if	your	mother
is	out	of	danger.	I	shall	not	have	the	funeral	till	you	are	here.	She	died	very
suddenly	and	without	any	pain.	Oh,	Rebecca!	I	long	for	you	so!	

Aunt	Jane.

The	 force	 of	 habit	 was	 too	 strong,	 and	 even	 in	 the	 hour	 of	 death	 Jane	 had
remembered	that	a	telegram	was	twenty-five	cents,	and	that	Aurelia	would	have
to	pay	half	a	dollar	for	its	delivery.
Rebecca	burst	into	a	passion	of	tears	as	she	cried,	"Poor,	poor	aunt	Miranda!

She	is	gone	without	taking	a	bit	of	comfort	in	life,	and	I	couldn't	say	good-by	to
her!	Poor	lonely	aunt	Jane!	What	can	I	do,	mother?	I	feel	torn	in	two,	between
you	and	the	brick	house."
"You	must	go	this	very	instant,"	said	Aurelia;	starting	from	her	pillows.	"If	I

was	 to	die	while	you	were	away,	 I	would	say	 the	very	same	 thing.	Your	aunts
have	done	everything	in	the	world	for	you,—more	than	I've	ever	been	able	to	do,
—and	it	is	your	turn	to	pay	back	some	o'	their	kindness	and	show	your	gratitude.
The	 doctor	 says	 I've	 turned	 the	 corner	 and	 I	 feel	 I	 have.	 Jenny	 can	make	 out
somehow,	if	Hannah'll	come	over	once	a	day."
"But,	 mother,	 I	 CAN'T	 go!	 Who'll	 turn	 you	 in	 bed?"	 exclaimed	 Rebecca,

walking	the	floor	and	wringing	her	hands	distractedly.
"It	don't	make	any	difference	 if	 I	don't	get	 turned,"	 replied	Aurelia	stoically.

"If	a	woman	of	my	age	and	the	mother	of	a	family	hasn't	got	sense	enough	not	to
slip	 off	 haymows,	 she'd	 ought	 to	 suffer.	Go	 put	 on	 your	 black	 dress	 and	 pack
your	bag.	I'd	give	a	good	deal	if	I	was	able	to	go	to	my	sister's	funeral	and	prove



that	I've	forgotten	and	forgiven	all	she	said	when	I	was	married.	Her	acts	were
softer	 'n	her	words,	Mirandy's	were,	and	she's	made	up	 to	you	 for	all	 she	ever
sinned	 against	 me	 'n'	 your	 father!	 And	 oh,	 Rebecca,"	 she	 continued	 with
quivering	voice,	"I	remember	so	well	when	we	were	little	girls	together	and	she
took	such	pride	in	curling	my	hair;	and	another	time,	when	we	were	grown	up,
she	lent	me	her	best	blue	muslin:	it	was	when	your	father	had	asked	me	to	lead
the	grand	march	with	him	at	the	Christmas	dance,	and	I	found	out	afterwards	she
thought	he'd	intended	to	ask	her!"
Here	Aurelia	broke	down	and	wept	bitterly;	for	the	recollection	of	the	past	had

softened	her	heart	and	brought	 the	comforting	 tears	even	more	effectually	 than
the	news	of	her	sister's	death.
There	 was	 only	 an	 hour	 for	 preparation.	 Will	 would	 drive	 Rebecca	 to

Temperance	and	send	Jenny	back	from	school.	He	volunteered	also	to	engage	a
woman	to	sleep	at	the	farm	in	case	Mrs.	Randall	should	be	worse	at	any	time	in
the	night.
Rebecca	flew	down	over	the	hill	to	get	a	last	pail	of	spring	water,	and	as	she

lifted	the	bucket	from	the	crystal	depths	and	looked	out	over	the	glowing	beauty
of	the	autumn	landscape,	she	saw	a	company	of	surveyors	with	their	instruments
making	calculations	and	laying	lines	that	apparently	crossed	Sunnybrook	at	the
favorite	 spot	where	Mirror	 Pool	 lay	 clear	 and	 placid,	 the	 yellow	 leaves	 on	 its
surface	no	yellower	than	its	sparkling	sands.
She	caught	her	breath.	"The	time	has	come!"	she	thought.	"I	am	saying	good-

by	to	Sunnybrook,	and	the	golden	gates	that	almost	swung	together	that	last	day
in	Wareham	will	close	forever	now.	Good-by,	dear	brook	and	hills	and	meadows;
you	are	going	to	see	life	too,	so	we	must	be	hopeful	and	say	to	one	another:—

"'Grow	old	along	with	me,
							The	best	is	yet	to	be.'"

Will	Melville	 had	 seen	 the	 surveyors	 too,	 and	had	heard	 in	 the	Temperance
post-office	that	morning	the	probable	sum	that	Mrs.	Randall	would	receive	from
the	railway	company.	He	was	in	good	spirits	at	his	own	improved	prospects,	for
his	farm	was	so	placed	that	its	value	could	be	only	increased	by	the	new	road;	he
was	 also	 relieved	 in	 mind	 that	 his	 wife's	 family	 would	 no	 longer	 be	 in	 dire
poverty	directly	at	his	doorstep,	so	to	speak.	John	could	now	be	hurried	forward
and	forced	into	the	position	of	head	of	the	family	several	years	sooner	than	had
been	anticipated,	so	Hannah's	husband	was	obliged	to	exercise	great	self-control
or	 he	 would	 have	 whistled	 while	 he	 was	 driving	 Rebecca	 to	 the	 Temperance
station.	 He	 could	 not	 understand	 her	 sad	 face	 or	 the	 tears	 that	 rolled	 silently



down	her	cheeks	from	time	to	time;	for	Hannah	had	always	represented	her	aunt
Miranda	as	an	irascible,	parsimonious	old	woman,	who	would	be	no	loss	to	the
world	whenever	she	should	elect	to	disappear	from	it.
"Cheer	 up,	 Becky!"	 he	 said,	 as	 he	 left	 her	 at	 the	 depot.	 "You'll	 find	 your

mother	sitting	up	when	you	come	back,	and	the	next	thing	you	know	the	whole
family'll	be	moving	to	some	nice	little	house	wherever	your	work	is.	Things	will
never	be	so	bad	again	as	they	have	been	this	last	year;	that's	what	Hannah	and	I
think;"	and	he	drove	away	to	tell	his	wife	the	news.
Adam	 Ladd	 was	 in	 the	 station	 and	 came	 up	 to	 Rebecca	 instantly,	 as	 she

entered	the	door	looking	very	unlike	her	bright	self.
"The	Princess	 is	 sad	 this	morning,"	he	 said,	 taking	her	hand.	 "Aladdin	must

rub	 the	magic	 lamp;	 then	 the	 slave	 will	 appear,	 and	 these	 tears	 be	 dried	 in	 a
trice."
He	 spoke	 lightly,	 for	 he	 thought	 her	 trouble	was	 something	 connected	with

affairs	at	Sunnybrook,	and	that	he	could	soon	bring	the	smiles	by	telling	her	that
the	farm	was	sold	and	that	her	mother	was	to	receive	a	handsome	price	in	return.
He	meant	to	remind	her,	too,	that	though	she	must	leave	the	home	of	her	youth,
it	was	 too	 remote	 a	 place	 to	 be	 a	 proper	 dwelling	 either	 for	 herself	 or	 for	 her
lonely	mother	and	the	three	younger	children.	He	could	hear	her	say	as	plainly	as
if	it	were	yesterday,	"I	don't	think	one	ever	forgets	the	spot	where	one	lived	as	a
child."	 He	 could	 see	 the	 quaint	 little	 figure	 sitting	 on	 the	 piazza	 at	 North
Riverboro	 and	 watch	 it	 disappear	 in	 the	 lilac	 bushes	 when	 he	 gave	 the
memorable	order	for	three	hundred	cakes	of	Rose-Red	and	Snow-White	soap.
A	word	or	two	soon	told	him	that	her	grief	was	of	another	sort,	and	her	mood

was	 so	 absent,	 so	 sensitive	 and	 tearful,	 that	 he	 could	 only	 assure	 her	 of	 his
sympathy	and	beg	 that	he	might	 come	soon	 to	 the	brick	house	 to	 see	with	his
own	eyes	how	she	was	faring.
Adam	 thought,	 when	 he	 had	 put	 her	 on	 the	 train	 and	 taken	 his	 leave,	 that

Rebecca	was,	 in	 her	 sad	 dignity	 and	 gravity,	more	 beautiful	 than	 he	 had	 ever
seen	her,—all-beautiful	and	all-womanly.	But	in	that	moment's	speech	with	her
he	had	 looked	 into	her	 eyes	 and	 they	were	 still	 those	of	 a	 child;	 there	was	no
knowledge	of	the	world	in	their	shining	depths,	no	experience	of	men	or	women,
no	passion,	nor	comprehension	of	it.	He	turned	from	the	little	country	station	to
walk	 in	 the	woods	 by	 the	wayside	 until	 his	 own	 train	 should	 be	 leaving,	 and
from	time	to	time	he	threw	himself	under	a	tree	to	think	and	dream	and	look	at
the	glory	of	the	foliage.	He	had	brought	a	new	copy	of	The	Arabian	Nights	for
Rebecca,	wishing	to	replace	the	well-worn	old	one	that	had	been	the	delight	of
her	 girlhood;	 but	 meeting	 her	 at	 such	 an	 inauspicious	 time,	 he	 had	 absently
carried	it	away	with	him.	He	turned	the	pages	idly	until	he	came	to	the	story	of



Aladdin	and	the	Wonderful	Lamp,	and	presently,	in	spite	of	his	thirty-four	years,
the	old	tale	held	him	spellbound	as	it	did	in	the	days	when	he	first	read	it	as	a
boy.	But	there	were	certain	paragraphs	that	especially	caught	his	eye	and	arrested
his	attention,—paragraphs	that	he	read	and	reread,	finding	in	them	he	knew	not
what	 secret	 delight	 and	 significance.	 These	 were	 the	 quaintly	 turned	 phrases
describing	the	effect	on	the	once	poor	Aladdin	of	his	wonderful	riches,	and	those
descanting	 upon	 the	 beauty	 and	 charm	 of	 the	 Sultan's	 daughter,	 the	 Princess
Badroulboudour:—
Not	 only	 those	 who	 knew	 Aladdin	 when	 he	 played	 in	 the	 streets	 like	 a

vagabond	 did	 not	 know	 him	 again;	 those	who	 had	 seen	 him	 but	 a	 little	while
before	hardly	knew	him,	so	much	were	his	features	altered;	such	were	the	effects
of	 the	 lamp,	 as	 to	 procure	 by	 degrees	 to	 those	 who	 possessed	 it,	 perfections
agreeable	to	the	rank	the	right	use	of	it	advanced	them	to.
The	 Princess	 was	 the	 most	 beautiful	 brunette	 in	 the	 world;	 her	 eyes	 were

large,	lively,	and	sparkling;	her	looks	sweet	and	modest;	her	nose	was	of	a	just
proportion	and	without	a	fault;	her	mouth	small,	her	lips	of	a	vermilion	red,	and
charmingly	 agreeable	 symmetry;	 in	 a	 word,	 all	 the	 features	 of	 her	 face	 were
perfectly	regular.	It	is	not	therefore	surprising	that	Aladdin,	who	had	never	seen,
and	was	a	stranger	to,	so	many	charms,	was	dazzled.	With	all	these	perfections
the	Princess	had	so	delicate	a	shape,	so	majestic	an	air,	that	the	sight	of	her	was
sufficient	to	inspire	respect.
"Adorable	 Princess,"	 said	 Aladdin	 to	 her,	 accosting	 her,	 and	 saluting	 her

respectfully,	"if	I	have	the	misfortune	to	have	displeased	you	by	my	boldness	in
aspiring	to	the	possession	of	so	lovely	a	creature,	I	must	tell	you	that	you	ought
to	blame	your	bright	eyes	and	charms,	not	me."
"Prince,"	answered	the	Princess,	"it	is	enough	for	me	to	have	seen	you,	to	tell

you	that	I	obey	without	reluctance."



Chapter		31	
Aunt	Miranda's	apology
When	Rebecca	 alighted	 from	 the	 train	 at	Maplewood	 and	 hurried	 to	 the	 post-
office	where	 the	stage	was	standing,	what	was	her	 joy	to	see	uncle	Jerry	Cobb
holding	the	horses'	heads.
"The	reg'lar	driver	's	sick,"	he	explained,	"and	when	they	sent	for	me,	thinks	I

to	myself,	my	drivin'	days	 is	over,	but	Rebecky	won't	 let	 the	grass	grow	under
her	feet	when	she	gits	her	aunt	Jane's	letter,	and	like	as	not	I'll	ketch	her	to-day;
or,	if	she	gits	delayed,	to-morrow	for	certain.	So	here	I	be	jest	as	I	was	more	'n
six	year	ago.	Will	you	be	a	 real	 lady	passenger,	or	will	ye	 sit	up	 in	 front	with
me?"
Emotions	of	various	sorts	were	all	 struggling	 together	 in	 the	old	man's	 face,

and	 the	 two	or	 three	bystanders	were	astounded	when	 they	saw	 the	handsome,
stately	girl	 fling	herself	on	Mr.	Cobb's	dusty	shoulder	crying	 like	a	child.	"Oh,
uncle	Jerry!"	she	sobbed;	"dear	uncle	Jerry!	It's	all	so	long	ago,	and	so	much	has
happened,	 and	we've	 grown	 so	 old,	 and	 so	much	 is	 going	 to	 happen	 that	 I'm
fairly	frightened."
"There,	there,	lovey,"	the	old	man	whispered	comfortingly,	"we'll	be	all	alone

on	the	stage,	and	we'll	 talk	things	over	 's	we	go	along	the	road	an'	mebbe	they
won't	look	so	bad."
Every	mile	 of	 the	way	was	 as	 familiar	 to	 Rebecca	 as	 to	 uncle	 Jerry;	 every

watering-trough,	 grindstone,	 red	 barn,	 weather-vane,	 duck-pond,	 and	 sandy
brook.	And	all	the	time	she	was	looking	backward	to	the	day,	seemingly	so	long
ago,	when	she	sat	on	the	box	seat	for	the	first	time,	her	legs	dangling	in	the	air,
too	short	 to	reach	 the	footboard.	She	could	smell	 the	big	bouquet	of	 lilacs,	see
the	pink-flounced	parasol,	 feel	 the	 stiffness	of	 the	 starched	buff	 calico	and	 the
hated	prick	of	the	black	and	yellow	porcupine	quills.	The	drive	was	taken	almost
in	silence,	but	it	was	a	sweet,	comforting	silence	both	to	uncle	Jerry	and	the	girl.
Then	came	the	sight	of	Abijah	Flagg	shelling	beans	in	the	barn,	and	then	the

Perkins	attic	windows	with	a	white	cloth	fluttering	from	them.	She	could	spell
Emma	Jane's	loving	thought	and	welcome	in	that	little	waving	flag;	a	word	and	a
message	sent	to	her	just	at	the	first	moment	when	Riverboro	chimneys	rose	into
view;	something	to	warm	her	heart	till	they	could	meet.



The	 brick	 house	 came	 next,	 looking	 just	 as	 of	 yore;	 though	 it	 seemed	 to
Rebecca	as	if	death	should	have	cast	some	mysterious	spell	over	it.	There	were
the	 rolling	meadows,	 the	 stately	elms,	 all	yellow	and	brown	now;	 the	glowing
maples,	the	garden-beds	bright	with	asters,	and	the	hollyhocks,	rising	tall	against
the	parlor	windows;	only	in	place	of	the	cheerful	pinks	and	reds	of	the	nodding
stalks,	 with	 their	 gay	 rosettes	 of	 bloom,	 was	 a	 crape	 scarf	 holding	 the	 blinds
together,	and	another	on	the	sitting-room	side,	and	another	on	the	brass	knocker
of	the	brown-painted	door.
"Stop,	uncle	Jerry!	Don't	turn	in	at	the	side;	hand	me	my	satchel,	please;	drop

me	in	the	road	and	let	me	run	up	the	path	by	myself.	Then	drive	away	quickly."
At	the	noise	and	rumble	of	the	approaching	stage	the	house	door	opened	from

within,	 just	 as	Rebecca	 closed	 the	 gate	 behind	 her.	Aunt	 Jane	 came	 down	 the
stone	steps,	a	changed	woman,	frail	and	broken	and	white.	Rebecca	held	out	her
arms	and	 the	old	aunt	crept	 into	 them	feebly,	as	 she	did	on	 that	day	when	she
opened	the	grave	of	her	buried	love	and	showed	the	dead	face,	just	for	an	instant,
to	 a	 child.	Warmth	 and	 strength	 and	 life	 flowed	 into	 the	 aged	 frame	 from	 the
young	one.
"Rebecca,"	she	said,	raising	her	head,	"before	you	go	in	to	look	at	her,	do	you

feel	any	bitterness	over	anything	she	ever	said	to	you?"
Rebecca's	 eyes	 blazed	 reproach,	 almost	 anger,	 as	 she	 said	 chokingly:	 "Oh,

aunt	 Jane!	Could	 you	 believe	 it	 of	me?	 I	 am	going	 in	with	 a	 heart	 brimful	 of
gratitude!"
"She	 was	 a	 good	 woman,	 Rebecca;	 she	 had	 a	 quick	 temper	 and	 a	 sharp

tongue,	but	she	wanted	to	do	right,	and	she	did	it	as	near	as	she	could.	She	never
said	 so,	but	 I'm	sure	 she	was	 sorry	 for	every	hard	word	 she	 spoke	 to	you;	 she
didn't	take	'em	back	in	life,	but	she	acted	so	't	you'd	know	her	feeling	when	she
was	gone."
"I	told	her	before	I	left	that	she'd	been	the	making	of	me,	just	as	mother	says,"

sobbed	Rebecca.
"She	wasn't	that,"	said	Jane.	"God	made	you	in	the	first	place,	and	you've	done

considerable	yourself	 to	help	Him	along;	but	 she	gave	you	 the	wherewithal	 to
work	with,	 and	 that	 ain't	 to	be	despised;	 specially	when	anybody	gives	up	her
own	 luxuries	 and	pleasures	 to	do	 it.	Now	 let	me	 tell	 you	 something,	Rebecca.
Your	aunt	Mirandy	's	willed	all	this	to	you,—the	brick	house	and	buildings	and
furniture,	and	the	land	all	round	the	house,	as	far	's	you	can	see."
Rebecca	threw	off	her	hat	and	put	her	hand	to	her	heart,	as	she	always	did	in

moments	of	intense	excitement.	After	a	moment's	silence	she	said:	"Let	me	go	in
alone;	I	want	to	talk	to	her;	I	want	to	thank	her;	I	feel	as	if	I	could	make	her	hear
and	feel	and	understand!"



Jane	 went	 back	 into	 the	 kitchen	 to	 the	 inexorable	 tasks	 that	 death	 has	 no
power,	even	for	a	day,	to	blot	from	existence.	He	can	stalk	through	dwelling	after
dwelling,	leaving	despair	and	desolation	behind	him,	but	the	table	must	be	laid,
the	dishes	washed,	the	beds	made,	by	somebody.
Ten	minutes	 later	Rebecca	came	out	 from	 the	Great	Presence	 looking	white

and	spent,	but	chastened	and	glorified.	She	sat	in	the	quiet	doorway,	shaded	from
the	little	Riverboro	world	by	the	overhanging	elms.	A	wide	sense	of	thankfulness
and	peace	possessed	her,	as	she	looked	at	the	autumn	landscape,	listened	to	the
rumble	of	a	wagon	on	the	bridge,	and	heard	the	call	of	the	river	as	it	dashed	to
the	sea.	She	put	up	her	hand	softly	and	touched	first	 the	shining	brass	knocker
and	then	the	red	bricks,	glowing	in	the	October	sun.
It	 was	 home;	 her	 roof,	 her	 garden,	 her	 green	 acres,	 her	 dear	 trees;	 it	 was

shelter	for	the	little	family	at	Sunnybrook;	her	mother	would	have	once	more	the
companionship	of	her	sister	and	the	friends	of	her	girlhood;	the	children	would
have	teachers	and	playmates.
And	she?	Her	own	future	was	close-folded	still;	folded	and	hidden	in	beautiful

mists;	 but	 she	 leaned	 her	 head	 against	 the	 sun-warmed	 door,	 and	 closing	 her
eyes,	whispered,	 just	as	 if	she	had	been	a	child	saying	her	prayers:	"God	bless
aunt	Miranda;	God	bless	the	brick	house	that	was;	God	bless	the	brick	house	that
is	to	be!"



THE	MAGIC	FISHBONE
Charles	Dickens



Foreword

The	 story	 contained	 herein	was	written	 by	 Charles	 Dickens	 in	 1867.	 It	 is	 the
second	of	four	stories	entitled	“Holiday	Romance”	and	was	published	originally
in	 a	 children’s	magazine	 in	America.	 It	 purports	 to	be	written	by	 a	 child	 aged
seven.	It	was	republished	in	England	in	“All	the	Year	Round”	in	1868.	For	this
and	four	other	Christmas	pieces	Dickens	received	£1,000.
“Holiday	Romance”	was	published	in	book	form	by	Messrs	Chapman	&	Hall

in	1874,	with	“Edwin	Drood”	and	other	stories.
For	this	reprint	the	text	of	the	story	as	it	appeared	in	“All	the	Year	Round”	has

been	followed.



There	was	once	a	King,	and	he	had	a	Queen;	and	he	was	the	manliest	of	his	sex,
and	she	was	the	loveliest	of	hers.	The	King	was,	in	his	private	profession,	Under
Government.	The	Queen’s	father	had	been	a	medical	man	out	of	town.
They	had	nineteen	children,	and	were	always	having	more.	Seventeen	of	these

children	took	care	of	the	baby;	and	Alicia,	the	eldest,	took	care	of	them	all.	Their
ages	varied	from	seven	years	to	seven	months.
Let	us	now	resume	our	story.
One	 day	 the	 King	 was	 going	 to	 the	 office,	 when	 he	 stopped	 at	 the

fishmonger’s	to	buy	a	pound	and	a	half	of	salmon	not	too	near	the	tail,	which	the
Queen	 (who	was	 a	 careful	 housekeeper)	 had	 requested	 him	 to	 send	 home.	Mr
Pickles,	 the	 fishmonger,	 said,	 “Certainly,	 sir,	 is	 there	 any	 other	 article,	 Good-
morning.”
The	King	went	on	towards	the	office	 in	a	melancholy	mood,	for	quarter	day

was	such	a	long	way	off,	and	several	of	 the	dear	children	were	growing	out	of
their	 clothes.	 He	 had	 not	 proceeded	 far,	 when	Mr	 Pickles’s	 errand-boy	 came
running	after	him,	and	said,	“Sir,	you	didn’t	notice	the	old	lady	in	our	shop.”
“What	old	lady?”	enquired	the	King.	“I	saw	none.”
Now,	 the	 King	 had	 not	 seen	 any	 old	 lady,	 because	 this	 old	 lady	 had	 been

invisible	to	him,	though	visible	to	Mr	Pickles’s	boy.	Probably	because	he	messed
and	splashed	the	water	about	to	that	degree,	and	flopped	the	pairs	of	soles	down
in	 that	violent	manner,	 that,	 if	 she	had	not	been	visible	 to	him,	he	would	have
spoilt	her	clothes.
Just	 then	 the	 old	 lady	 came	 trotting	 up.	 She	was	 dressed	 in	 shot-silk	 of	 the

richest	quality,	smelling	of	dried	lavender.
“King	Watkins	the	First,	I	believe?”	said	the	old	lady.
“Watkins,”	replied	the	King,	“is	my	name.”
“Papa,	 if	 I	 am	 not	mistaken,	 of	 the	 beautiful	 Princess	Alicia?”	 said	 the	 old

lady.
“And	of	eighteen	other	darlings,”	replied	the	King.
“Listen.	You	are	going	to	the	office,”	said	the	old	lady.
It	instantly	flashed	upon	the	King	that	she	must	be	a	Fairy,	or	how	could	she

know	that?
“You	 are	 right,”	 said	 the	 old	 lady,	 answering	 his	 thoughts,	 “I	 am	 the	Good

Fairy	Grandmarina.	Attend.	When	you	return	home	to	dinner,	politely	invite	the
Princess	Alicia	to	have	some	of	the	salmon	you	bought	just	now.”
“It	may	disagree	with	her,”	said	the	King.
The	old	lady	became	so	very	angry	at	this	absurd	idea,	that	the	King	was	quite

alarmed,	and	humbly	begged	her	pardon.
“We	hear	 a	great	deal	 too	much	about	 this	 thing	disagreeing,	 and	 that	 thing



disagreeing,”	 said	 the	 old	 lady,	 with	 the	 greatest	 contempt	 it	 was	 possible	 to
express.	“Don’t	be	greedy.	I	think	you	want	it	all	yourself.”
The	King	hung	his	head	under	 this	 reproof,	and	said	he	wouldn’t	 talk	about

things	disagreeing,	any	more.
“Be	good,	then,”	said	the	Fairy	Grandmarina,	“and	don’t!	When	the	beautiful

Princess	Alicia	consents	to	partake	of	the	salmon—as	I	think	she	will—you	will
find	she	will	leave	a	fish-bone	on	her	plate.	Tell	her	to	dry	it,	and	to	rub	it,	and	to
polish	it	till	it	shines	like	mother-of-pearl,	and	to	take	care	of	it	as	a	present	from
me.”
“Is	that	all?”	asked	the	King.
“Don’t	 be	 impatient,	 sir,”	 returned	 the	 Fairy	 Grandmarina,	 scolding	 him

severely.	 “Don’t	 catch	 people	 short,	 before	 they	 have	 done	 speaking.	 Just	 the
way	with	you	grown-up	persons.	You	are	always	doing	it.”
The	King	again	hung	his	head,	and	said	he	wouldn’t	do	so	any	more.
“Be	 good	 then,”	 said	 the	 Fairy	 Grandmarina,	 “and	 don’t!	 Tell	 the	 Princess

Alicia,	with	my	 love,	 that	 the	 fish-bone	 is	 a	magic	 present	which	 can	only	be
used	once;	but	that	it	will	bring	her,	that	once,	whatever	she	wishes	for,	provided
she	wishes	for	it	at	the	right	time.	That	is	the	message.	Take	care	of	it.”
The	King	was	beginning,	“Might	I	ask	the	reason—?”	when	the	Fairy	became

absolutely	furious.
“Will	you	be	good,	sir?”	she	exclaimed,	stamping	her	foot	on	the	ground.	“The

reason	 for	 this,	 and	 the	 reason	 for	 that,	 indeed!	 You	 are	 always	 wanting	 the
reason.	No	reason.	There!	Hoity	toity	me!	I	am	sick	of	your	grown-up	reasons.”
The	 King	 was	 extremely	 frightened	 by	 the	 old	 lady’s	 flying	 into	 such	 a

passion,	and	said	he	was	very	sorry	 to	have	offended	her,	and	he	wouldn’t	ask
for	reasons	any	more.
“Be	good	then,”	said	the	old	lady,	“and	don’t!”
With	 those	words,	Grandmarina	vanished,	and	the	King	went	on	and	on	and

on,	till	he	came	to	the	office.	There	he	wrote	and	wrote	and	wrote,	till	it	was	time
to	go	home	again.	Then	he	politely	invited	the	Princess	Alicia,	as	the	Fairy	had
directed	him,	to	partake	of	the	salmon.	And	when	she	had	enjoyed	it	very	much,
he	saw	 the	 fish-bone	on	her	plate,	as	 the	Fairy	had	 told	him	he	would,	and	he
delivered	the	Fairy’s	message,	and	the	Princess	Alicia	took	care	to	dry	the	bone,
and	to	rub	it,	and	to	polish	it	till	it	shone	like	mother-of-pearl.
And	so	when	the	Queen	was	going	to	get	up	in	the	morning,	she	said,	“O,	dear

me,	dear	me;	my	head,	my	head!”	and	then	she	fainted	away.
The	 Princess	 Alicia,	 who	 happened	 to	 be	 looking	 in	 at	 the	 chamber-door,

asking	 about	 breakfast,	 was	 very	 much	 alarmed	 when	 she	 saw	 her	 Royal
Mamma	in	this	state,	and	she	rang	the	bell	for	Peggy,	which	was	the	name	of	the



Lord	Chamberlain.	But	remembering	where	the	smelling-bottle	was,	she	climbed
on	a	chair	and	got	it,	and	after	that	she	climbed	on	another	chair	by	the	bedside
and	held	the	smelling-bottle	to	the	Queen’s	nose,	and	after	that	she	jumped	down
and	got	some	water,	and	after	that	she	jumped	up	again	and	wetted	the	Queen’s
forehead,	 and,	 in	 short,	 when	 the	 Lord	 Chamberlain	 came	 in,	 that	 dear	 old
woman	said	to	the	little	Princess,	“What	a	Trot	you	are!	I	couldn’t	have	done	it
better	myself!”
But	that	was	not	the	worst	of	the	good	Queen’s	illness.	O,	no!	She	was	very	ill

indeed,	 for	 a	 long	 time.	The	Princess	Alicia	 kept	 the	 seventeen	young	Princes
and	Princesses	quiet,	and	dressed	and	undressed	and	danced	the	baby,	and	made
the	 kettle	 boil,	 and	 heated	 the	 soup,	 and	 swept	 the	 hearth,	 and	 poured	 out	 the
medicine,	and	nursed	the	Queen,	and	did	all	that	ever	she	could,	and	was	as	busy
busy	busy,	as	busy	could	be.	For	there	were	not	many	servants	at	that	Palace,	for
three	reasons;	because	the	King	was	short	of	money,	because	a	rise	in	his	office
never	 seemed	 to	 come,	 and	 because	 quarter	 day	was	 so	 far	 off	 that	 it	 looked
almost	as	far	off	and	as	little	as	one	of	the	stars.
But	on	the	morning	when	the	Queen	fainted	away,	where	was	the	magic	fish-

bone?	Why,	there	it	was	in	the	Princess	Alicia’s	pocket.	She	had	almost	taken	it
out	 to	bring	 the	Queen	 to	 life	 again,	when	 she	put	 it	 back,	 and	 looked	 for	 the
smelling-bottle.
After	the	Queen	had	come	out	of	her	swoon	that	morning,	and	was	dozing,	the

Princess	 Alicia	 hurried	 up-stairs	 to	 tell	 a	 most	 particular	 secret	 to	 a	 most
particularly	confidential	friend	of	hers,	who	was	a	Duchess.	People	did	suppose
her	to	be	a	Doll;	but	she	was	really	a	Duchess,	though	nobody	knew	it	except	the
Princess.
This	most	particular	secret	was	a	secret	about	the	magic	fish-bone,	the	history

of	 which	 was	 well	 known	 to	 the	 Duchess,	 because	 the	 Princess	 told	 her
everything.	The	Princess	kneeled	down	by	 the	bed	on	which	 the	Duchess	was
lying,	 full-dressed	 and	 wide	 awake,	 and	 whispered	 the	 secret	 to	 her.	 The
Duchess	smiled	and	nodded.	People	might	have	supposed	that	she	never	smiled
and	nodded,	but	she	often	did,	though	nobody	knew	it	except	the	Princess.
Then	 the	 Princess	 Alicia	 hurried	 downstairs	 again,	 to	 keep	 watch	 in	 the

Queen’s	room.	She	often	kept	watch	by	herself	in	the	Queen’s	room;	but	every
evening,	 while	 the	 illness	 lasted,	 she	 sat	 there	 watching	 with	 the	 King.	 And
every	evening	the	King	sat	looking	at	her	with	a	cross	look,	wondering	why	she
never	brought	out	the	magic	fish-bone.	As	often	as	she	noticed	this,	she	ran	up-
stairs,	whispered	the	secret	 to	 the	Duchess	over	again,	and	said	 to	 the	Duchess
besides,	 “They	 think	we	children	never	have	a	 reason	or	a	meaning!”	And	 the
Duchess,	 though	 the	most	 fashionable	Duchess	 that	ever	was	heard	of,	winked



her	eye.
“Alicia,”	said	the	King,	one	evening	when	she	wished	him	Good	Night.
“Yes,	Papa.”
“What	is	become	of	the	magic	fish-bone?”
“In	my	pocket,	Papa.”
“I	thought	you	had	lost	it?”
“O,	no,	Papa.”
“Or	forgotten	it?”
“No,	indeed,	Papa.”
And	 so	 another	 time	 the	 dreadful	 little	 snapping	 pug-dog	 next	 door	made	 a

rush	 at	 one	 of	 the	 young	Princes	 as	 he	 stood	 on	 the	 steps	 coming	 home	 from
school,	and	terrified	him	out	of	his	wits	and	he	put	his	hand	through	a	pane	of
glass,	 and	 bled	 bled	 bled.	 When	 the	 seventeen	 other	 young	 Princes	 and
Princesses	saw	him	bleed	bleed	bleed,	 they	were	terrified	out	of	 their	wits	 too,
and	 screamed	 themselves	 black	 in	 their	 seventeen	 faces	 all	 at	 once.	 But	 the
Princess	Alicia	put	her	hands	over	all	their	seventeen	mouths,	one	after	another,
and	persuaded	them	to	be	quiet	because	of	the	sick	Queen.	And	then	she	put	the
wounded	 Prince’s	 hand	 in	 a	 basin	 of	 fresh	 cold	water,	 while	 they	 stared	with
their	twice	seventeen	are	thirty-four	put	down	four	and	carry	three	eyes,	and	then
she	 looked	 in	 the	 hand	 for	 bits	 of	 glass,	 and	 there	were	 fortunately	 no	 bits	 of
glass	 there.	And	 then	 she	 said	 to	 two	 chubby-legged	Princes	who	were	 sturdy
though	small,	“Bring	me	in	the	Royal	rag-bag;	I	must	snip	and	stitch	and	cut	and
contrive.”	So	those	two	young	Princes	tugged	at	the	Royal	rag-bag	and	lugged	it
in,	and	the	Princess	Alicia	sat	down	on	the	floor	with	a	large	pair	of	scissors	and
a	needle	and	thread,	and	snipped	and	stitched	and	cut	and	contrived,	and	made	a
bandage	and	put	it	on,	and	it	fitted	beautifully,	and	so	when	it	was	all	done	she
saw	the	King	her	Papa	looking	on	by	the	door.
“Alicia.”
“Yes,	Papa.”
“What	have	you	been	doing?”
“Snipping	stitching	cutting	and	contriving,	Papa.”
“Where	is	the	magic	fish-bone?”
“In	my	pocket,	Papa.”
“I	thought	you	had	lost	it?”
“O,	no,	Papa.”
“Or	forgotten	it?”
“No,	indeed,	Papa.”
After	that,	she	ran	up-stairs	to	the	Duchess	and	told	her	what	had	passed,	and

told	 her	 the	 secret	 over	 again,	 and	 the	 Duchess	 shook	 her	 flaxen	 curls	 and



laughed	with	her	rosy	lips.
Well!	and	so	another	time	the	baby	fell	under	the	grate.	The	seventeen	young

Princes	and	Princesses	were	used	to	it,	for	they	were	almost	always	falling	under
the	grate	or	down	the	stairs,	but	the	baby	was	not	used	to	it	yet,	and	it	gave	him	a
swelled	 face	 and	 a	 black	 eye.	 The	way	 the	 poor	 little	 darling	 came	 to	 tumble
was,	that	he	slid	out	of	the	Princess	Alicia’s	lap	just	as	she	was	sitting	in	a	great
coarse	apron	that	quite	smothered	her,	 in	front	of	the	kitchen-fire,	beginning	to
peel	the	turnips	for	the	broth	for	dinner;	and	the	way	she	came	to	be	doing	that
was,	that	the	King’s	cook	had	run	away	that	morning	with	her	own	true	love	who
was	 a	 very	 tall	 but	 very	 tipsy	 soldier.	 Then,	 the	 seventeen	 young	 Princes	 and
Princesses,	 who	 cried	 at	 everything	 that	 happened,	 cried	 and	 roared.	 But	 the
Princess	Alicia	(who	couldn’t	help	crying	a	little	herself)	quietly	called	to	them
to	be	 still,	on	account	of	not	 throwing	back	 the	Queen	up-stairs,	who	was	 fast
getting	well,	and	said,	“Hold	your	tongues,	you	wicked	little	monkeys,	every	one
of	 you,	 while	 I	 examine	 baby!”	 Then	 she	 examined	 baby,	 and	 found	 that	 he
hadn’t	 broken	 anything,	 and	 she	 held	 cold	 iron	 to	 his	 poor	 dear	 eye,	 and
smoothed	his	poor	dear	face,	and	he	presently	fell	asleep	in	her	arms.	Then,	she
said	to	the	seventeen	Princes	and	Princesses,	“I	am	afraid	to	lay	him	down	yet,
lest	he	 should	wake	and	 feel	pain,	be	good,	and	you	shall	 all	be	cooks.”	They
jumped	for	joy	when	they	heard	that,	and	began	making	themselves	cooks’	caps
out	of	old	newspapers.	So	to	one	she	gave	the	salt-box,	and	to	one	she	gave	the
barley,	and	to	one	she	gave	the	herbs,	and	to	one	she	gave	the	turnips,	and	to	one
she	gave	 the	 carrots,	 and	 to	one	 she	gave	 the	onions,	 and	 to	one	 she	gave	 the
spice-box,	till	they	were	all	cooks,	and	all	running	about	at	work,	she	sitting	in
the	middle	 smothered	 in	 the	 great	 coarse	 apron,	 nursing	 baby.	 By	 and	 by	 the
broth	was	done,	and	the	baby	woke	up	smiling	like	an	angel,	and	was	trusted	to
the	 sedatest	 Princess	 to	 hold,	 while	 the	 other	 Princes	 and	 Princesses	 were
squeezed	 into	 a	 far-off	 corner	 to	 look	 at	 the	 Princess	 Alicia	 turning	 out	 the
saucepan-full	of	broth,	 for	 fear	 (as	 they	were	always	getting	 into	 trouble)	 they
should	get	 splashed	and	scalded.	When	 the	broth	came	 tumbling	out,	 steaming
beautifully,	 and	 smelling	 like	a	nosegay	good	 to	 eat,	 they	clapped	 their	hands.
That	made	the	baby	clap	his	hands;	and	that,	and	his	looking	as	if	he	had	a	comic
toothache,	made	all	the	Princes	and	Princesses	laugh.	So	the	Princess	Alicia	said,
“Laugh	and	be	good,	and	after	dinner	we	will	make	him	a	nest	on	the	floor	in	a
corner,	 and	 he	 shall	 sit	 in	 his	 nest	 and	 see	 a	 dance	 of	 eighteen	 cooks.”	 That
delighted	 the	 young	Princes	 and	Princesses,	 and	 they	 ate	 up	 all	 the	 broth,	 and
washed	up	all	the	plates	and	dishes,	and	cleared	away,	and	pushed	the	table	into
a	 corner,	 and	 then	 they	 in	 their	 cooks’	 caps,	 and	 the	 Princess	 Alicia	 in	 the
smothering	coarse	apron	 that	belonged	 to	 the	cook	 that	had	 run	away	with	her



own	 true	 love	 that	was	 the	 very	 tall	 but	 very	 tipsy	 soldier,	 danced	 a	 dance	 of
eighteen	 cooks	 before	 the	 angelic	 baby,	 who	 forgot	 his	 swelled	 face	 and	 his
black	eye,	and	crowed	with	joy.
And	so	 then,	once	more	 the	Princess	Alicia	saw	King	Watkins	 the	First,	her

father,	 standing	 in	 the	doorway	 looking	on,	and	he	said:	“What	have	you	been
doing,	Alicia?”
“Cooking	and	contriving,	Papa.”
“What	else	have	you	been	doing,	Alicia?”
“Keeping	the	children	light-hearted,	Papa.”
“Where	is	the	magic	fish-bone,	Alicia?”
“In	my	pocket,	Papa.”
“I	thought	you	had	lost	it?”
“O,	no,	Papa.”
“Or	forgotten	it?”
“No,	indeed,	Papa.”
The	King	then	sighed	so	heavily,	and	seemed	so	low-spirited,	and	sat	down	so

miserably,	leaning	his	head	upon	his	hand,	and	his	elbow	upon	the	kitchen	table
pushed	away	in	the	corner,	that	the	seventeen	Princes	and	Princesses	crept	softly
out	of	 the	kitchen,	 and	 left	 him	alone	with	 the	Princess	Alicia	 and	 the	angelic
baby.
“What	is	the	matter,	Papa?”
“I	am	dreadfully	poor,	my	child.”
“Have	you	no	money	at	all,	Papa?”
“None	my	child.”
“Is	there	no	way	left	of	getting	any,	Papa?”
“No	way,”	said	the	King.	“I	have	tried	very	hard,	and	I	have	tried	all	ways.”
When	she	heard	 those	 last	words,	 the	Princess	Alicia	began	 to	put	her	hand

into	the	pocket	where	she	kept	the	magic	fish-bone.
“Papa,”	said	she,	“when	we	have	tried	very	hard,	and	tried	all	ways,	we	must

have	done	our	very	very	best?”
“No	doubt,	Alicia.”
“When	we	have	done	our	very	very	best,	Papa,	and	that	is	not	enough,	then	I

think	the	right	time	must	have	come	for	asking	help	of	others.”	This	was	the	very
secret	connected	with	the	magic	fish-bone,	which	she	had	found	out	for	herself
from	the	good	fairy	Grandmarina’s	words,	and	which	she	had	so	often	whispered
to	her	beautiful	and	fashionable	friend	the	Duchess.
So	 she	 took	 out	 of	 her	 pocket	 the	magic	 fish-bone	 that	 had	 been	 dried	 and

rubbed	and	polished	till	it	shone	like	mother-of-pearl;	and	she	gave	it	one	little
kiss	and	wished	it	was	quarter	day.	And	immediately	it	was	quarter	day;	and	the



King’s	 quarter’s	 salary	 came	 rattling	 down	 the	 chimney,	 and	 bounced	 into	 the
middle	of	the	floor.
But	 this	 was	 not	 half	 of	 what	 happened,	 no	 not	 a	 quarter,	 for	 immediately

afterwards	 the	 good	 fairy	Grandmarina	 came	 riding	 in,	 in	 a	 carriage	 and	 four
(Peacocks),	with	Mr	Pickles’s	boy	up	behind,	dressed	in	silver	and	gold,	with	a
cocked	hat,	powdered	hair,	pink	silk	stockings,	a	jewelled	cane,	and	a	nosegay.
Down	jumped	Mr	Pickles’s	boy	with	his	cocked	hat	in	his	hand	and	wonderfully
polite	 (being	 entirely	 changed	 by	 enchantment),	 and	 handed	Grandmarina	 out,
and	 there	 she	 stood	 in	 her	 rich	 shot	 silk	 smelling	 of	 dried	 lavender,	 fanning
herself	with	a	sparkling	fan.
“Alicia,	my	dear,”	said	this	charming	old	Fairy,	“how	do	you	do,	I	hope	I	see

you	pretty	well,	give	me	a	kiss.”
The	Princess	Alicia	embraced	her,	and	then	Grandmarina	turned	to	the	King,

and	said	rather	sharply:—“Are	you	good?”
The	King	said	he	hoped	so.
“I	 suppose	you	know	 the	 reason,	now,	why	my	god-Daughter	here,”	kissing

the	Princess	again,	“did	not	apply	to	the	fish-bone	sooner?”	said	the	Fairy.
The	King	made	her	a	shy	bow.
“Ah!	but	you	didn’t	then!”	said	the	Fairy.
The	King	made	her	a	shyer	bow.
“Any	more	reasons	to	ask	for?”	said	the	Fairy.
The	King	said	no,	and	he	was	very	sorry.
“Be	good	then,”	said	the	Fairy,	“and	live	happy	ever	afterwards.”
Then,	Grandmarina	waved	 her	 fan,	 and	 the	Queen	 came	 in	most	 splendidly

dressed,	and	the	seventeen	young	Princes	and	Princesses,	no	longer	grown	out	of
their	clothes,	came	in	newly	fitted	out	from	top	to	toe,	with	tucks	in	everything
to	admit	of	its	being	let	out.	After	that,	the	Fairy	tapped	the	Princess	Alicia	with
her	 fan,	 and	 the	 smothering	 coarse	 apron	 flew	 away,	 and	 she	 appeared
exquisitely	 dressed,	 like	 a	 little	 Bride,	 with	 a	 wreath	 of	 orange-flowers	 and	 a
silver	veil.	After	that,	the	kitchen	dresser	changed	of	itself	into	a	wardrobe,	made
of	beautiful	woods	and	gold	and	looking	glass,	which	was	full	of	dresses	of	all
sorts,	all	for	her	and	all	exactly	fitting	her.	After	that,	the	angelic	baby	came	in,
running	 alone,	with	 his	 face	 and	 eye	 not	 a	 bit	 the	worse	 but	much	 the	 better.
Then,	 Grandmarina	 begged	 to	 be	 introduced	 to	 the	 Duchess,	 and,	 when	 the
Duchess	was	brought	down	many	compliments	passed	between	them.
A	little	whispering	took	place	between	the	Fairy	and	the	Duchess,	and	then	the

Fairy	said	out	loud,	“Yes.	I	thought	she	would	have	told	you.”	Grandmarina	then
turned	 to	 the	 King	 and	 Queen,	 and	 said,	 “We	 are	 going	 in	 search	 of	 Prince
Certainpersonio.	The	pleasure	of	your	company	is	requested	at	church	in	half	an



hour	 precisely.”	 So	 she	 and	 the	 Princess	 Alicia	 got	 into	 the	 carriage,	 and	Mr
Pickles’s	boy	handed	in	the	Duchess	who	sat	by	herself	on	the	opposite	seat,	and
then	Mr	Pickles’s	boy	put	up	the	steps	and	got	up	behind,	and	the	Peacocks	flew
away	with	their	tails	spread.
Prince	Certainpersonio	was	sitting	by	himself,	eating	barley-sugar	and	waiting

to	be	ninety.	When	he	saw	the	Peacocks	followed	by	the	carriage,	coming	in	at
the	 window,	 it	 immediately	 occurred	 to	 him	 that	 something	 uncommon	 was
going	to	happen.
“Prince,”	said	Grandmarina,	“I	bring	you	your	Bride.”
The	moment	the	Fairy	said	those	words,	Prince	Certainpersonio’s	face	left	off

being	stickey,	and	his	jacket	and	corduroys	changed	to	peach-bloom	velvet,	and
his	hair	curled,	and	a	cap	and	feather	flew	in	like	a	bird	and	settled	on	his	head.
He	 got	 into	 the	 carriage	 by	 the	 Fairy’s	 invitation,	 and	 there	 he	 renewed	 his
acquaintance	with	the	Duchess,	whom	he	had	seen	before.
In	the	church	were	the	Prince’s	relations	and	friends,	and	the	Princess	Alicia’s

relations	 and	 friends,	 and	 the	 seventeen	 Princes	 and	 Princesses,	 and	 the	 baby,
and	a	crowd	of	the	neighbours.	The	marriage	was	beautiful	beyond	expression.
The	Duchess	was	bridesmaid,	 and	beheld	 the	 ceremony	 from	 the	pulpit	where
she	was	supported	by	the	cushion	of	the	desk.
Grandmarina	gave	a	magnificent	wedding	feast	afterwards,	in	which	there	was

everything	and	more	to	eat,	and	everything	and	more	to	drink.	The	wedding	cake
was	 delicately	 ornamented	 with	 white	 satin	 ribbons,	 frosted	 silver	 and	 white
lilies,	and	was	forty-two	yards	round.
When	 Grandmarina	 had	 drunk	 her	 love	 to	 the	 young	 couple,	 and	 Prince

Certainpersonio	 had	 made	 a	 speech,	 and	 everybody	 had	 cried	 Hip	 hip	 hip
hurrah!	 Grandmarina	 announced	 to	 the	 King	 and	 Queen	 that	 in	 future	 there
would	be	eight	quarter	days	in	every	year,	except	in	leap	year,	when	there	would
be	ten.	She	then	turned	to	Certainpersonio	and	Alicia,	and	said,	“My	dears,	you
will	have	thirty-five	children,	and	they	will	all	be	good	and	beautiful.	Seventeen
of	your	children	will	be	boys,	and	eighteen	will	be	girls.	The	hair	of	the	whole	of
your	children	will	curl	naturally.	They	will	never	have	the	measles,	and	will	have
recovered	from	the	whooping-cough	before	being	born.”
On	hearing	such	good	news,	everybody	cried	out	“Hip	hip	hip	hurrah!”	again.
“It	 only	 remains,”	 said	Grandmarina	 in	 conclusion,	 “to	make	 an	 end	 of	 the

fish-bone.”
So	she	took	it	from	the	hand	of	the	Princess	Alicia,	and	it	instantly	flew	down

the	throat	of	the	dreadful	little	snapping	pug-dog	next	door	and	choked	him,	and
he	expired	in	convulsions.

THE	END
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The	Golden	Bird

A	certain	king	had	a	beautiful	garden,	and	in	the	garden	stood	a	tree	which	bore
golden	apples.	These	apples	were	always	counted,	and	about	the	time	when	they
began	to	grow	ripe	it	was	found	that	every	night	one	of	them	was	gone.	The	king
became	 very	 angry	 at	 this,	 and	 ordered	 the	 gardener	 to	 keep	 watch	 all	 night
under	the	tree.	The	gardener	set	his	eldest	son	to	watch;	but	about	twelve	o'clock
he	fell	asleep,	and	 in	 the	morning	another	of	 the	apples	was	missing.	Then	 the
second	son	was	ordered	to	watch;	and	at	midnight	he	too	fell	asleep,	and	in	the
morning	another	apple	was	gone.	Then	the	third	son	offered	to	keep	watch;	but
the	gardener	at	first	would	not	let	him,	for	fear	some	harm	should	come	to	him:
however,	at	last	he	consented,	and	the	young	man	laid	himself	under	the	tree	to
watch.	As	the	clock	struck	twelve	he	heard	a	rustling	noise	in	the	air,	and	a	bird
came	flying	that	was	of	pure	gold;	and	as	 it	was	snapping	at	one	of	 the	apples
with	its	beak,	the	gardener's	son	jumped	up	and	shot	an	arrow	at	it.	But	the	arrow
did	the	bird	no	harm;	only	it	dropped	a	golden	feather	from	its	tail,	and	then	flew
away.	The	 golden	 feather	was	 brought	 to	 the	 king	 in	 the	morning,	 and	 all	 the
council	was	called	together.	Everyone	agreed	that	it	was	worth	more	than	all	the
wealth	of	the	kingdom:	but	the	king	said,	'One	feather	is	of	no	use	to	me,	I	must
have	the	whole	bird.'
Then	the	gardener's	eldest	son	set	out	and	thought	to	find	the	golden	bird	very

easily;	and	when	he	had	gone	but	a	little	way,	he	came	to	a	wood,	and	by	the	side
of	the	wood	he	saw	a	fox	sitting;	so	he	took	his	bow	and	made	ready	to	shoot	at
it.	Then	the	fox	said,	'Do	not	shoot	me,	for	I	will	give	you	good	counsel;	I	know
what	your	business	is,	and	that	you	want	to	find	the	golden	bird.	You	will	reach	a
village	in	the	evening;	and	when	you	get	there,	you	will	see	two	inns	opposite	to
each	other,	one	of	which	is	very	pleasant	and	beautiful	to	look	at:	go	not	in	there,
but	rest	for	 the	night	 in	the	other,	 though	it	may	appear	to	you	to	be	very	poor
and	mean.'	But	the	son	thought	to	himself,	'What	can	such	a	beast	as	this	know
about	the	matter?'	So	he	shot	his	arrow	at	the	fox;	but	he	missed	it,	and	it	set	up
its	tail	above	its	back	and	ran	into	the	wood.	Then	he	went	his	way,	and	in	the
evening	came	to	the	village	where	the	two	inns	were;	and	in	one	of	these	were
people	singing,	and	dancing,	and	 feasting;	but	 the	other	 looked	very	dirty,	and
poor.	'I	should	be	very	silly,'	said	he,	'if	I	went	to	that	shabby	house,	and	left	this
charming	place';	so	he	went	into	the	smart	house,	and	ate	and	drank	at	his	ease,
and	forgot	the	bird,	and	his	country	too.
Time	passed	on;	and	as	the	eldest	son	did	not	come	back,	and	no	tidings	were

heard	of	him,	 the	second	son	set	out,	and	 the	same	 thing	happened	 to	him.	He



met	the	fox,	who	gave	him	the	good	advice:	but	when	he	came	to	the	two	inns,
his	eldest	brother	was	standing	at	the	window	where	the	merrymaking	was,	and
called	to	him	to	come	in;	and	he	could	not	withstand	the	temptation,	but	went	in,
and	forgot	the	golden	bird	and	his	country	in	the	same	manner.
Time	 passed	 on	 again,	 and	 the	 youngest	 son	 too	wished	 to	 set	 out	 into	 the

wide	world	to	seek	for	the	golden	bird;	but	his	father	would	not	listen	to	it	for	a
long	while,	 for	he	was	very	 fond	of	his	 son,	 and	was	afraid	 that	 some	 ill	 luck
might	happen	to	him	also,	and	prevent	his	coming	back.	However,	at	last	it	was
agreed	he	should	go,	for	he	would	not	rest	at	home;	and	as	he	came	to	the	wood,
he	met	the	fox,	and	heard	the	same	good	counsel.	But	he	was	thankful	to	the	fox,
and	did	not	attempt	his	 life	as	his	brothers	had	done;	so	the	fox	said,	 'Sit	upon
my	tail,	and	you	will	travel	faster.'	So	he	sat	down,	and	the	fox	began	to	run,	and
away	 they	 went	 over	 stock	 and	 stone	 so	 quick	 that	 their	 hair	 whistled	 in	 the
wind.
When	 they	 came	 to	 the	 village,	 the	 son	 followed	 the	 fox's	 counsel,	 and

without	looking	about	him	went	to	the	shabby	inn	and	rested	there	all	night	at	his
ease.	 In	 the	morning	came	 the	fox	again	and	met	him	as	he	was	beginning	his
journey,	and	said,	'Go	straight	forward,	till	you	come	to	a	castle,	before	which	lie
a	whole	troop	of	soldiers	fast	asleep	and	snoring:	take	no	notice	of	them,	but	go
into	the	castle	and	pass	on	and	on	till	you	come	to	a	room,	where	the	golden	bird
sits	in	a	wooden	cage;	close	by	it	stands	a	beautiful	golden	cage;	but	do	not	try	to
take	the	bird	out	of	the	shabby	cage	and	put	it	into	the	handsome	one,	otherwise
you	will	repent	it.'	Then	the	fox	stretched	out	his	tail	again,	and	the	young	man
sat	 himself	 down,	 and	 away	 they	 went	 over	 stock	 and	 stone	 till	 their	 hair
whistled	in	the	wind.
Before	the	castle	gate	all	was	as	the	fox	had	said:	so	the	son	went	in	and	found

the	chamber	where	the	golden	bird	hung	in	a	wooden	cage,	and	below	stood	the
golden	cage,	and	the	three	golden	apples	that	had	been	lost	were	lying	close	by
it.	Then	thought	he	to	himself,	'It	will	be	a	very	droll	thing	to	bring	away	such	a
fine	bird	in	this	shabby	cage';	so	he	opened	the	door	and	took	hold	of	it	and	put	it
into	the	golden	cage.	But	the	bird	set	up	such	a	loud	scream	that	all	the	soldiers
awoke,	 and	 they	 took	 him	prisoner	 and	 carried	 him	before	 the	 king.	The	 next
morning	the	court	sat	to	judge	him;	and	when	all	was	heard,	it	sentenced	him	to
die,	unless	he	should	bring	the	king	the	golden	horse	which	could	run	as	swiftly
as	the	wind;	and	if	he	did	this,	he	was	to	have	the	golden	bird	given	him	for	his
own.
So	he	set	out	once	more	on	his	journey,	sighing,	and	in	great	despair,	when	on

a	sudden	his	friend	the	fox	met	him,	and	said,	'You	see	now	what	has	happened
on	account	of	your	not	listening	to	my	counsel.	I	will	still,	however,	tell	you	how



to	find	the	golden	horse,	if	you	will	do	as	I	bid	you.	You	must	go	straight	on	till
you	come	to	the	castle	where	the	horse	stands	in	his	stall:	by	his	side	will	lie	the
groom	fast	asleep	and	snoring:	take	away	the	horse	quietly,	but	be	sure	to	put	the
old	leathern	saddle	upon	him,	and	not	the	golden	one	that	is	close	by	it.'	Then	the
son	sat	down	on	the	fox's	tail,	and	away	they	went	over	stock	and	stone	till	their
hair	whistled	in	the	wind.
All	 went	 right,	 and	 the	 groom	 lay	 snoring	 with	 his	 hand	 upon	 the	 golden

saddle.	But	when	the	son	looked	at	the	horse,	he	thought	it	a	great	pity	to	put	the
leathern	 saddle	 upon	 it.	 'I	will	 give	 him	 the	 good	 one,'	 said	 he;	 'I	 am	 sure	 he
deserves	it.'	As	he	took	up	the	golden	saddle	the	groom	awoke	and	cried	out	so
loud,	that	all	the	guards	ran	in	and	took	him	prisoner,	and	in	the	morning	he	was
again	brought	before	the	court	to	be	judged,	and	was	sentenced	to	die.	But	it	was
agreed,	that,	if	he	could	bring	thither	the	beautiful	princess,	he	should	live,	and
have	the	bird	and	the	horse	given	him	for	his	own.
Then	he	went	his	way	very	sorrowful;	but	the	old	fox	came	and	said,	'Why	did

not	you	listen	to	me?	If	you	had,	you	would	have	carried	away	both	the	bird	and
the	 horse;	 yet	 will	 I	 once	 more	 give	 you	 counsel.	 Go	 straight	 on,	 and	 in	 the
evening	you	will	arrive	at	a	castle.	At	twelve	o'clock	at	night	the	princess	goes	to
the	bathing-house:	go	up	to	her	and	give	her	a	kiss,	and	she	will	let	you	lead	her
away;	but	take	care	you	do	not	suffer	her	to	go	and	take	leave	of	her	father	and
mother.'	Then	 the	 fox	 stretched	out	his	 tail,	 and	 so	away	 they	went	over	 stock
and	stone	till	their	hair	whistled	again.
As	they	came	to	the	castle,	all	was	as	the	fox	had	said,	and	at	twelve	o'clock

the	young	man	met	the	princess	going	to	the	bath	and	gave	her	the	kiss,	and	she
agreed	to	run	away	with	him,	but	begged	with	many	tears	that	he	would	let	her
take	leave	of	her	father.	At	first	he	refused,	but	she	wept	still	more	and	more,	and
fell	at	his	feet,	till	at	last	he	consented;	but	the	moment	she	came	to	her	father's
house	the	guards	awoke	and	he	was	taken	prisoner	again.
Then	he	was	brought	before	the	king,	and	the	king	said,	'You	shall	never	have

my	daughter	unless	in	eight	days	you	dig	away	the	hill	that	stops	the	view	from
my	window.'	Now	 this	 hill	was	 so	 big	 that	 the	whole	world	 could	 not	 take	 it
away:	and	when	he	had	worked	for	seven	days,	and	had	done	very	little,	the	fox
came	 and	 said.	 'Lie	 down	 and	 go	 to	 sleep;	 I	 will	 work	 for	 you.'	 And	 in	 the
morning	he	awoke	and	the	hill	was	gone;	so	he	went	merrily	to	the	king,	and	told
him	that	now	that	it	was	removed	he	must	give	him	the	princess.
Then	the	king	was	obliged	to	keep	his	word,	and	away	went	 the	young	man

and	the	princess;	and	the	fox	came	and	said	to	him,	'We	will	have	all	three,	the
princess,	the	horse,	and	the	bird.'	'Ah!'	said	the	young	man,	'that	would	be	a	great
thing,	but	how	can	you	contrive	it?'



'If	you	will	only	 listen,'	said	 the	fox,	 'it	can	be	done.	When	you	come	to	 the
king,	and	he	asks	for	the	beautiful	princess,	you	must	say,	"Here	she	is!"	Then	he
will	be	very	 joyful;	 and	you	will	mount	 the	golden	horse	 that	 they	are	 to	give
you,	 and	 put	 out	 your	 hand	 to	 take	 leave	 of	 them;	 but	 shake	 hands	 with	 the
princess	last.	Then	lift	her	quickly	on	to	the	horse	behind	you;	clap	your	spurs	to
his	side,	and	gallop	away	as	fast	as	you	can.'
All	went	right:	then	the	fox	said,	'When	you	come	to	the	castle	where	the	bird

is,	I	will	stay	with	the	princess	at	the	door,	and	you	will	ride	in	and	speak	to	the
king;	and	when	he	sees	that	it	 is	the	right	horse,	he	will	bring	out	the	bird;	but
you	must	sit	still,	and	say	that	you	want	to	look	at	it,	to	see	whether	it	is	the	true
golden	bird;	and	when	you	get	it	into	your	hand,	ride	away.'
This,	 too,	 happened	 as	 the	 fox	 said;	 they	 carried	 off	 the	 bird,	 the	 princess

mounted	again,	and	they	rode	on	to	a	great	wood.	Then	the	fox	came,	and	said,
'Pray	kill	me,	and	cut	off	my	head	and	my	feet.'	But	the	young	man	refused	to	do
it:	 so	 the	 fox	 said,	 'I	 will	 at	 any	 rate	 give	 you	 good	 counsel:	 beware	 of	 two
things;	 ransom	no	one	 from	the	gallows,	and	sit	down	by	 the	side	of	no	 river.'
Then	away	he	went.	'Well,'	thought	the	young	man,	'it	is	no	hard	matter	to	keep
that	advice.'
He	rode	on	with	the	princess,	till	at	last	he	came	to	the	village	where	he	had

left	his	two	brothers.	And	there	he	heard	a	great	noise	and	uproar;	and	when	he
asked	what	was	the	matter,	 the	people	said,	 'Two	men	are	going	to	be	hanged.'
As	he	came	nearer,	he	saw	that	the	two	men	were	his	brothers,	who	had	turned
robbers;	so	he	said,	'Cannot	they	in	any	way	be	saved?'	But	the	people	said	'No,'
unless	 he	would	 bestow	 all	 his	money	 upon	 the	 rascals	 and	 buy	 their	 liberty.
Then	he	did	not	stay	to	think	about	the	matter,	but	paid	what	was	asked,	and	his
brothers	were	given	up,	and	went	on	with	him	towards	their	home.
And	as	they	came	to	the	wood	where	the	fox	first	met	them,	it	was	so	cool	and

pleasant	that	the	two	brothers	said,	'Let	us	sit	down	by	the	side	of	the	river,	and
rest	a	while,	to	eat	and	drink.'	So	he	said,	'Yes,'	and	forgot	the	fox's	counsel,	and
sat	 down	 on	 the	 side	 of	 the	 river;	 and	while	 he	 suspected	 nothing,	 they	 came
behind,	and	threw	him	down	the	bank,	and	took	the	princess,	the	horse,	and	the
bird,	and	went	home	to	the	king	their	master,	and	said.	'All	this	have	we	won	by
our	labour.'	Then	there	was	great	rejoicing	made;	but	the	horse	would	not	eat,	the
bird	would	not	sing,	and	the	princess	wept.
The	youngest	 son	 fell	 to	 the	bottom	of	 the	 river's	bed:	 luckily	 it	was	nearly

dry,	but	his	bones	were	almost	broken,	and	the	bank	was	so	steep	that	he	could
find	no	way	to	get	out.	Then	the	old	fox	came	once	more,	and	scolded	him	for
not	following	his	advice;	otherwise	no	evil	would	have	befallen	him:	'Yet,'	said
he,	'I	cannot	leave	you	here,	so	lay	hold	of	my	tail	and	hold	fast.'	Then	he	pulled



him	out	 of	 the	 river,	 and	 said	 to	 him,	 as	 he	got	 upon	 the	bank,	 'Your	 brothers
have	 set	 watch	 to	 kill	 you,	 if	 they	 find	 you	 in	 the	 kingdom.'	 So	 he	 dressed
himself	as	a	poor	man,	and	came	secretly	 to	 the	king's	court,	and	was	scarcely
within	the	doors	when	the	horse	began	to	eat,	and	the	bird	to	sing,	and	princess
left	off	weeping.	Then	he	went	to	the	king,	and	told	him	all	his	brothers'	roguery;
and	they	were	seized	and	punished,	and	he	had	the	princess	given	to	him	again;
and	after	the	king's	death	he	was	heir	to	his	kingdom.
A	long	while	after,	he	went	to	walk	one	day	in	the	wood,	and	the	old	fox	met

him,	and	besought	him	with	tears	in	his	eyes	to	kill	him,	and	cut	off	his	head	and
feet.	And	at	last	he	did	so,	and	in	a	moment	the	fox	was	changed	into	a	man,	and
turned	 out	 to	 be	 the	 brother	 of	 the	 princess,	 who	 had	 been	 lost	 a	 great	many
many	years.



Hans	in	Luck

Some	men	are	born	to	good	luck:	all	they	do	or	try	to	do	comes	right—all	that
falls	 to	 them	 is	 so	 much	 gain—all	 their	 geese	 are	 swans—all	 their	 cards	 are
trumps—toss	them	which	way	you	will,	they	will	always,	like	poor	puss,	alight
upon	their	legs,	and	only	move	on	so	much	the	faster.	The	world	may	very	likely
not	always	think	of	them	as	they	think	of	themselves,	but	what	care	they	for	the
world?	what	can	it	know	about	the	matter?
One	 of	 these	 lucky	 beings	 was	 neighbour	 Hans.	 Seven	 long	 years	 he	 had

worked	hard	 for	his	master.	At	 last	 he	 said,	 'Master,	my	 time	 is	up;	 I	must	go
home	and	see	my	poor	mother	once	more:	so	pray	pay	me	my	wages	and	let	me
go.'	And	the	master	said,	 'You	have	been	a	faithful	and	good	servant,	Hans,	so
your	pay	 shall	be	handsome.'	Then	he	gave	him	a	 lump	of	 silver	as	big	as	his
head.
Hans	took	out	his	pocket-handkerchief,	put	the	piece	of	silver	into	it,	threw	it

over	his	shoulder,	and	jogged	off	on	his	road	homewards.	As	he	went	lazily	on,
dragging	one	 foot	after	another,	a	man	came	 in	sight,	 trotting	gaily	along	on	a
capital	horse.	'Ah!'	said	Hans	aloud,	'what	a	fine	thing	it	is	to	ride	on	horseback!
There	he	sits	as	easy	and	happy	as	if	he	was	at	home,	in	the	chair	by	his	fireside;
he	trips	against	no	stones,	saves	shoe-leather,	and	gets	on	he	hardly	knows	how.'
Hans	did	not	speak	so	softly	but	the	horseman	heard	it	all,	and	said,	'Well,	friend,
why	do	you	go	on	foot	then?'	'Ah!'	said	he,	'I	have	this	load	to	carry:	to	be	sure	it
is	silver,	but	it	 is	so	heavy	that	I	can't	hold	up	my	head,	and	you	must	know	it
hurts	my	 shoulder	 sadly.'	 'What	 do	 you	 say	 of	making	 an	 exchange?'	 said	 the
horseman.	'I	will	give	you	my	horse,	and	you	shall	give	me	the	silver;	which	will
save	you	a	great	deal	of	trouble	in	carrying	such	a	heavy	load	about	with	you.'
'With	all	my	heart,'	said	Hans:	'but	as	you	are	so	kind	to	me,	I	must	tell	you	one
thing—you	will	have	a	weary	task	to	draw	that	silver	about	with	you.'	However,
the	horseman	got	off,	 took	the	silver,	helped	Hans	up,	gave	him	the	bridle	into
one	hand	and	the	whip	into	the	other,	and	said,	'When	you	want	to	go	very	fast,
smack	your	lips	loudly	together,	and	cry	"Jip!"'
Hans	 was	 delighted	 as	 he	 sat	 on	 the	 horse,	 drew	 himself	 up,	 squared	 his

elbows,	turned	out	his	toes,	cracked	his	whip,	and	rode	merrily	off,	one	minute
whistling	a	merry	tune,	and	another	singing,
{verse
'No	care	and	no	sorrow,
A	fig	for	the	morrow!
We'll	laugh	and	be	merry,



Sing	neigh	down	derry!'
{verse
After	a	time	he	thought	he	should	like	to	go	a	little	faster,	so	he	smacked	his

lips	and	cried	'Jip!'	Away	went	the	horse	full	gallop;	and	before	Hans	knew	what
he	was	about,	he	was	thrown	off,	and	lay	on	his	back	by	the	road-side.	His	horse
would	have	 ran	off,	 if	 a	 shepherd	who	was	coming	by,	driving	a	cow,	had	not
stopped	it.	Hans	soon	came	to	himself,	and	got	upon	his	legs	again,	sadly	vexed,
and	said	to	the	shepherd,	'This	riding	is	no	joke,	when	a	man	has	the	luck	to	get
upon	a	beast	 like	 this	 that	 stumbles	and	 flings	him	off	as	 if	 it	would	break	his
neck.	However,	I'm	off	now	once	for	all:	I	like	your	cow	now	a	great	deal	better
than	this	smart	beast	that	played	me	this	trick,	and	has	spoiled	my	best	coat,	you
see,	 in	 this	puddle;	which,	by	 the	by,	 smells	not	very	 like	 a	nosegay.	One	can
walk	 along	 at	 one's	 leisure	 behind	 that	 cow—keep	 good	 company,	 and	 have
milk,	butter,	and	cheese,	every	day,	into	the	bargain.	What	would	I	give	to	have
such	a	prize!'	 'Well,'	said	the	shepherd,	 'if	you	are	so	fond	of	her,	I	will	change
my	cow	for	your	horse;	I	like	to	do	good	to	my	neighbours,	even	though	I	lose
by	it	myself.'	'Done!'	said	Hans,	merrily.	'What	a	noble	heart	that	good	man	has!'
thought	he.	Then	the	shepherd	jumped	upon	the	horse,	wished	Hans	and	the	cow
good	morning,	and	away	he	rode.
Hans	 brushed	 his	 coat,	 wiped	 his	 face	 and	 hands,	 rested	 a	 while,	 and	 then

drove	off	his	cow	quietly,	and	 thought	his	bargain	a	very	 lucky	one.	 'If	 I	have
only	 a	 piece	 of	 bread	 (and	 I	 certainly	 shall	 always	 be	 able	 to	 get	 that),	 I	 can,
whenever	 I	 like,	eat	my	butter	and	cheese	with	 it;	and	when	I	am	thirsty	 I	can
milk	my	cow	and	drink	the	milk:	and	what	can	I	wish	for	more?'	When	he	came
to	an	inn,	he	halted,	ate	up	all	his	bread,	and	gave	away	his	last	penny	for	a	glass
of	beer.	When	he	had	rested	himself	he	set	off	again,	driving	his	cow	towards	his
mother's	village.	But	the	heat	grew	greater	as	soon	as	noon	came	on,	till	at	last,
as	he	found	himself	on	a	wide	heath	that	would	take	him	more	than	an	hour	to
cross,	he	began	to	be	so	hot	and	parched	that	his	tongue	clave	to	the	roof	of	his
mouth.	 'I	 can	 find	 a	 cure	 for	 this,'	 thought	 he;	 'now	 I	 will	 milk	my	 cow	 and
quench	my	thirst':	so	he	tied	her	to	the	stump	of	a	tree,	and	held	his	leathern	cap
to	milk	 into;	but	not	 a	drop	was	 to	be	had.	Who	would	have	 thought	 that	 this
cow,	which	was	to	bring	him	milk	and	butter	and	cheese,	was	all	that	time	utterly
dry?	Hans	had	not	thought	of	looking	to	that.
While	 he	 was	 trying	 his	 luck	 in	 milking,	 and	 managing	 the	 matter	 very

clumsily,	the	uneasy	beast	began	to	think	him	very	troublesome;	and	at	last	gave
him	such	a	kick	on	the	head	as	knocked	him	down;	and	there	he	lay	a	long	while
senseless.	Luckily	a	butcher	soon	came	by,	driving	a	pig	in	a	wheelbarrow.	'What
is	the	matter	with	you,	my	man?'	said	the	butcher,	as	he	helped	him	up.	Hans	told



him	what	had	happened,	how	he	was	dry,	and	wanted	to	milk	his	cow,	but	found
the	cow	was	dry	 too.	Then	 the	butcher	gave	him	a	flask	of	ale,	saying,	 'There,
drink	and	refresh	yourself;	your	cow	will	give	you	no	milk:	don't	you	see	she	is
an	old	beast,	good	for	nothing	but	the	slaughter-house?'	 'Alas,	alas!'	said	Hans,
'who	would	have	thought	it?	What	a	shame	to	take	my	horse,	and	give	me	only	a
dry	cow!	If	I	kill	her,	what	will	she	be	good	for?	I	hate	cow-beef;	it	is	not	tender
enough	 for	me.	 If	 it	were	 a	 pig	 now—like	 that	 fat	 gentleman	 you	 are	 driving
along	 at	 his	 ease—one	 could	 do	 something	with	 it;	 it	would	 at	 any	 rate	make
sausages.'	'Well,'	said	the	butcher,	'I	don't	like	to	say	no,	when	one	is	asked	to	do
a	kind,	neighbourly	thing.	To	please	you	I	will	change,	and	give	you	my	fine	fat
pig	 for	 the	 cow.'	 'Heaven	 reward	 you	 for	 your	 kindness	 and	 self-denial!'	 said
Hans,	as	he	gave	the	butcher	the	cow;	and	taking	the	pig	off	the	wheel-barrow,
drove	it	away,	holding	it	by	the	string	that	was	tied	to	its	leg.
So	on	he	jogged,	and	all	seemed	now	to	go	right	with	him:	he	had	met	with

some	misfortunes,	to	be	sure;	but	he	was	now	well	repaid	for	all.	How	could	it
be	otherwise	with	such	a	travelling	companion	as	he	had	at	last	got?
The	 next	 man	 he	 met	 was	 a	 countryman	 carrying	 a	 fine	 white	 goose.	 The

countryman	stopped	to	ask	what	was	o'clock;	this	led	to	further	chat;	and	Hans
told	him	all	his	luck,	how	he	had	so	many	good	bargains,	and	how	all	the	world
went	gay	and	smiling	with	him.	The	countryman	than	began	to	tell	his	tale,	and
said	he	was	going	to	take	the	goose	to	a	christening.	'Feel,'	said	he,	'how	heavy	it
is,	and	yet	it	is	only	eight	weeks	old.	Whoever	roasts	and	eats	it	will	find	plenty
of	fat	upon	it,	it	has	lived	so	well!'	'You're	right,'	said	Hans,	as	he	weighed	it	in
his	hand;	 'but	 if	you	 talk	of	 fat,	my	pig	 is	no	 trifle.'	Meantime	 the	countryman
began	to	look	grave,	and	shook	his	head.	 'Hark	ye!'	said	he,	 'my	worthy	friend,
you	seem	a	good	sort	of	fellow,	so	I	can't	help	doing	you	a	kind	turn.	Your	pig
may	get	you	into	a	scrape.	In	the	village	I	just	came	from,	the	squire	has	had	a
pig	stolen	out	of	his	sty.	I	was	dreadfully	afraid	when	I	saw	you	that	you	had	got
the	squire's	pig.	If	you	have,	and	they	catch	you,	it	will	be	a	bad	job	for	you.	The
least	they	will	do	will	be	to	throw	you	into	the	horse-pond.	Can	you	swim?'
Poor	Hans	was	sadly	frightened.	'Good	man,'	cried	he,	'pray	get	me	out	of	this

scrape.	 I	 know	nothing	 of	where	 the	 pig	was	 either	 bred	 or	 born;	 but	 he	may
have	been	the	squire's	for	aught	I	can	tell:	you	know	this	country	better	than	I	do,
take	my	pig	and	give	me	the	goose.'	'I	ought	to	have	something	into	the	bargain,'
said	the	countryman;	'give	a	fat	goose	for	a	pig,	indeed!	'Tis	not	everyone	would
do	so	much	for	you	as	that.	However,	I	will	not	be	hard	upon	you,	as	you	are	in
trouble.'	Then	he	took	the	string	in	his	hand,	and	drove	off	the	pig	by	a	side	path;
while	Hans	went	on	the	way	homewards	free	from	care.	 'After	all,'	 thought	he,
'that	 chap	 is	 pretty	well	 taken	 in.	 I	 don't	 care	whose	 pig	 it	 is,	 but	wherever	 it



came	 from	 it	 has	 been	 a	 very	 good	 friend	 to	me.	 I	 have	much	 the	 best	 of	 the
bargain.	 First	 there	will	 be	 a	 capital	 roast;	 then	 the	 fat	will	 find	me	 in	 goose-
grease	for	six	months;	and	then	there	are	all	 the	beautiful	white	feathers.	I	will
put	 them	 into	 my	 pillow,	 and	 then	 I	 am	 sure	 I	 shall	 sleep	 soundly	 without
rocking.	How	happy	my	mother	will	be!	Talk	of	a	pig,	indeed!	Give	me	a	fine	fat
goose.'
As	 he	 came	 to	 the	 next	 village,	 he	 saw	 a	 scissor-grinder	 with	 his	 wheel,

working	and	singing,
{verse
'O'er	hill	and	o'er	dale
So	happy	I	roam,
Work	light	and	live	well,
All	the	world	is	my	home;
Then	who	so	blythe,	so	merry	as	I?'
{verse
Hans	 stood	 looking	 on	 for	 a	while,	 and	 at	 last	 said,	 'You	must	 be	well	 off,

master	grinder!	you	seem	so	happy	at	your	work.'	'Yes,'	said	the	other,	'mine	is	a
golden	trade;	a	good	grinder	never	puts	his	hand	into	his	pocket	without	finding
money	in	it—but	where	did	you	get	that	beautiful	goose?'	'I	did	not	buy	it,	I	gave
a	pig	for	it.'	'And	where	did	you	get	the	pig?'	'I	gave	a	cow	for	it.'	'And	the	cow?'
'I	gave	a	horse	for	it.'	'And	the	horse?'	'I	gave	a	lump	of	silver	as	big	as	my	head
for	it.'	'And	the	silver?'	'Oh!	I	worked	hard	for	that	seven	long	years.'	'You	have
thriven	well	in	the	world	hitherto,'	said	the	grinder,	'now	if	you	could	find	money
in	your	pocket	whenever	you	put	your	hand	in	it,	your	fortune	would	be	made.'
'Very	true:	but	how	is	 that	 to	be	managed?'	 'How?	Why,	you	must	 turn	grinder
like	myself,'	 said	 the	other;	 'you	only	want	a	grindstone;	 the	 rest	will	 come	of
itself.	Here	is	one	that	is	but	little	the	worse	for	wear:	I	would	not	ask	more	than
the	value	of	your	goose	for	it—will	you	buy?'	'How	can	you	ask?'	said	Hans;	'I
should	be	the	happiest	man	in	the	world,	if	I	could	have	money	whenever	I	put
my	hand	in	my	pocket:	what	could	I	want	more?	there's	the	goose.'	 'Now,'	said
the	grinder,	as	he	gave	him	a	common	rough	stone	that	lay	by	his	side,	'this	is	a
most	capital	stone;	do	but	work	it	well	enough,	and	you	can	make	an	old	nail	cut
with	it.'
Hans	took	the	stone,	and	went	his	way	with	a	light	heart:	his	eyes	sparkled	for

joy,	 and	 he	 said	 to	 himself,	 'Surely	 I	 must	 have	 been	 born	 in	 a	 lucky	 hour;
everything	 I	 could	want	 or	wish	 for	 comes	 of	 itself.	 People	 are	 so	 kind;	 they
seem	really	to	think	I	do	them	a	favour	in	letting	them	make	me	rich,	and	giving
me	good	bargains.'
Meantime	he	began	to	be	tired,	and	hungry	too,	for	he	had	given	away	his	last



penny	in	his	joy	at	getting	the	cow.
At	 last	he	could	go	no	farther,	 for	 the	stone	tired	him	sadly:	and	he	dragged

himself	 to	 the	 side	 of	 a	 river,	 that	 he	might	 take	 a	 drink	 of	 water,	 and	 rest	 a
while.	So	he	laid	the	stone	carefully	by	his	side	on	the	bank:	but,	as	he	stooped
down	to	drink,	he	forgot	it,	pushed	it	a	little,	and	down	it	rolled,	plump	into	the
stream.
For	a	while	he	watched	it	sinking	in	the	deep	clear	water;	then	sprang	up	and

danced	for	joy,	and	again	fell	upon	his	knees	and	thanked	Heaven,	with	tears	in
his	eyes,	for	its	kindness	in	taking	away	his	only	plague,	the	ugly	heavy	stone.
'How	happy	am	I!'	cried	he;	 'nobody	was	ever	so	lucky	as	I.'	Then	up	he	got

with	a	 light	heart,	 free	 from	all	his	 troubles,	 and	walked	on	 till	he	 reached	his
mother's	house,	and	told	her	how	very	easy	the	road	to	good	luck	was.



Jorinda	and	Jorindel

There	was	once	an	old	castle,	that	stood	in	the	middle	of	a	deep	gloomy	wood,
and	 in	 the	 castle	 lived	 an	 old	 fairy.	 Now	 this	 fairy	 could	 take	 any	 shape	 she
pleased.	All	the	day	long	she	flew	about	in	the	form	of	an	owl,	or	crept	about	the
country	 like	a	cat;	but	at	night	she	always	became	an	old	woman	again.	When
any	 young	 man	 came	 within	 a	 hundred	 paces	 of	 her	 castle,	 he	 became	 quite
fixed,	and	could	not	move	a	step	till	she	came	and	set	him	free;	which	she	would
not	do	till	he	had	given	her	his	word	never	 to	come	there	again:	but	when	any
pretty	maiden	came	within	that	space	she	was	changed	into	a	bird,	and	the	fairy
put	her	into	a	cage,	and	hung	her	up	in	a	chamber	in	the	castle.	There	were	seven
hundred	of	these	cages	hanging	in	the	castle,	and	all	with	beautiful	birds	in	them.
Now	there	was	once	a	maiden	whose	name	was	Jorinda.	She	was	prettier	than

all	 the	pretty	girls	that	ever	were	seen	before,	and	a	shepherd	lad,	whose	name
was	Jorindel,	was	very	fond	of	her,	and	they	were	soon	to	be	married.	One	day
they	went	to	walk	in	the	wood,	that	they	might	be	alone;	and	Jorindel	said,	'We
must	take	care	that	we	don't	go	too	near	to	the	fairy's	castle.'	It	was	a	beautiful
evening;	the	last	rays	of	the	setting	sun	shone	bright	through	the	long	stems	of
the	trees	upon	the	green	underwood	beneath,	and	the	turtle-doves	sang	from	the
tall	birches.
Jorinda	sat	down	to	gaze	upon	the	sun;	Jorindel	sat	by	her	side;	and	both	felt

sad,	 they	 knew	not	why;	 but	 it	 seemed	 as	 if	 they	were	 to	 be	 parted	 from	one
another	for	ever.	They	had	wandered	a	long	way;	and	when	they	looked	to	see
which	way	they	should	go	home,	they	found	themselves	at	a	loss	to	know	what
path	to	take.
The	sun	was	setting	fast,	and	already	half	of	its	circle	had	sunk	behind	the	hill:

Jorindel	on	a	sudden	looked	behind	him,	and	saw	through	the	bushes	 that	 they
had,	without	knowing	it,	sat	down	close	under	the	old	walls	of	the	castle.	Then
he	shrank	for	fear,	turned	pale,	and	trembled.	Jorinda	was	just	singing,
{verse
'The	ring-dove	sang	from	the	willow	spray,
Well-a-day!	Well-a-day!
He	mourn'd	for	the	fate	of	his	darling	mate,
Well-a-day!'
{verse
when	her	song	stopped	suddenly.	Jorindel	turned	to	see	the	reason,	and	beheld

his	Jorinda	changed	into	a	nightingale,	so	that	her	song	ended	with	a	mournful
/jug,	jug/.	An	owl	with	fiery	eyes	flew	three	times	round	them,	and	three	times



screamed:
'Tu	whu!	Tu	whu!	Tu	whu!'
Jorindel	could	not	move;	he	stood	 fixed	as	a	 stone,	and	could	neither	weep,

nor	speak,	nor	stir	hand	or	foot.	And	now	the	sun	went	quite	down;	the	gloomy
night	 came;	 the	 owl	 flew	 into	 a	 bush;	 and	 a	moment	 after	 the	 old	 fairy	 came
forth	pale	 and	meagre,	with	 staring	eyes,	 and	a	nose	 and	chin	 that	 almost	met
one	another.
She	 mumbled	 something	 to	 herself,	 seized	 the	 nightingale,	 and	 went	 away

with	it	in	her	hand.	Poor	Jorindel	saw	the	nightingale	was	gone—but	what	could
he	do?	He	could	not	speak,	he	could	not	move	from	the	spot	where	he	stood.	At
last	the	fairy	came	back	and	sang	with	a	hoarse	voice:
{verse
'Till	the	prisoner	is	fast,
And	her	doom	is	cast,
There	stay!	Oh,	stay!
When	the	charm	is	around	her,
And	the	spell	has	bound	her,
Hie	away!	away!'
{verse
On	a	sudden	Jorindel	found	himself	free.	Then	he	fell	on	his	knees	before	the

fairy,	and	prayed	her	to	give	him	back	his	dear	Jorinda:	but	she	laughed	at	him,
and	said	he	should	never	see	her	again;	then	she	went	her	way.
He	prayed,	 he	wept,	 he	 sorrowed,	 but	 all	 in	 vain.	 'Alas!'	 he	 said,	 'what	will

become	of	me?'	He	could	not	go	back	to	his	own	home,	so	he	went	to	a	strange
village,	and	employed	himself	in	keeping	sheep.	Many	a	time	did	he	walk	round
and	round	as	near	to	the	hated	castle	as	he	dared	go,	but	all	in	vain;	he	heard	or
saw	nothing	of	Jorinda.
At	last	he	dreamt	one	night	that	he	found	a	beautiful	purple	flower,	and	that	in

the	middle	of	it	lay	a	costly	pearl;	and	he	dreamt	that	he	plucked	the	flower,	and
went	with	 it	 in	his	hand	 into	 the	castle,	and	 that	everything	he	 touched	with	 it
was	disenchanted,	and	that	there	he	found	his	Jorinda	again.
In	the	morning	when	he	awoke,	he	began	to	search	over	hill	and	dale	for	this

pretty	flower;	and	eight	long	days	he	sought	for	it	in	vain:	but	on	the	ninth	day,
early	in	the	morning,	he	found	the	beautiful	purple	flower;	and	in	the	middle	of	it
was	a	large	dewdrop,	as	big	as	a	costly	pearl.	Then	he	plucked	the	flower,	and
set	out	and	travelled	day	and	night,	till	he	came	again	to	the	castle.
He	walked	nearer	than	a	hundred	paces	to	it,	and	yet	he	did	not	become	fixed

as	 before,	 but	 found	 that	 he	 could	 go	 quite	 close	 up	 to	 the	 door.	 Jorindel	was
very	glad	 indeed	 to	 see	 this.	Then	he	 touched	 the	door	with	 the	 flower,	 and	 it



sprang	open;	so	that	he	went	in	through	the	court,	and	listened	when	he	heard	so
many	birds	singing.	At	last	he	came	to	the	chamber	where	the	fairy	sat,	with	the
seven	hundred	birds	singing	in	the	seven	hundred	cages.	When	she	saw	Jorindel
she	was	very	angry,	and	screamed	with	rage;	but	she	could	not	come	within	two
yards	of	him,	 for	 the	 flower	he	held	 in	his	hand	was	his	 safeguard.	He	 looked
around	at	the	birds,	but	alas!	there	were	many,	many	nightingales,	and	how	then
should	he	find	out	which	was	his	Jorinda?	While	he	was	thinking	what	to	do,	he
saw	the	fairy	had	taken	down	one	of	the	cages,	and	was	making	the	best	of	her
way	off	 through	 the	 door.	He	 ran	 or	 flew	 after	 her,	 touched	 the	 cage	with	 the
flower,	and	Jorinda	stood	before	him,	and	threw	her	arms	round	his	neck	looking
as	beautiful	as	ever,	as	beautiful	as	when	they	walked	together	in	the	wood.
Then	he	touched	all	the	other	birds	with	the	flower,	so	that	they	all	took	their

old	forms	again;	and	he	took	Jorinda	home,	where	they	were	married,	and	lived
happily	together	many	years:	and	so	did	a	good	many	other	lads,	whose	maidens
had	been	forced	to	sing	in	the	old	fairy's	cages	by	themselves,	much	longer	than
they	liked.



The	Travelling	Musicians

An	honest	farmer	had	once	an	ass	that	had	been	a	faithful	servant	to	him	a	great
many	years,	but	was	now	growing	old	and	every	day	more	and	more	unfit	 for
work.	 His	 master	 therefore	 was	 tired	 of	 keeping	 him	 and	 began	 to	 think	 of
putting	an	end	to	him;	but	the	ass,	who	saw	that	some	mischief	was	in	the	wind,
took	himself	slyly	off,	and	began	his	journey	towards	the	great	city,	 'For	there,'
thought	he,	'I	may	turn	musician.'
After	he	had	 travelled	a	 little	way,	he	spied	a	dog	 lying	by	 the	roadside	and

panting	as	 if	he	were	 tired.	 'What	makes	you	pant	so,	my	friend?'	said	 the	ass.
'Alas!'	said	the	dog,	 'my	master	was	going	to	knock	me	on	the	head,	because	I
am	old	and	weak,	and	can	no	longer	make	myself	useful	to	him	in	hunting;	so	I
ran	away;	but	what	can	I	do	to	earn	my	livelihood?'	'Hark	ye!'	said	the	ass,	'I	am
going	to	the	great	city	to	turn	musician:	suppose	you	go	with	me,	and	try	what
you	can	do	in	the	same	way?'	The	dog	said	he	was	willing,	and	they	jogged	on
together.
They	had	not	gone	far	before	they	saw	a	cat	sitting	in	the	middle	of	the	road

and	making	 a	most	 rueful	 face.	 'Pray,	my	 good	 lady,'	 said	 the	 ass,	 'what's	 the
matter	with	you?	You	look	quite	out	of	spirits!'	 'Ah,	me!'	said	the	cat,	 'how	can
one	be	in	good	spirits	when	one's	 life	 is	 in	danger?	Because	I	am	beginning	to
grow	old,	and	had	rather	lie	at	my	ease	by	the	fire	than	run	about	the	house	after
the	mice,	my	mistress	laid	hold	of	me,	and	was	going	to	drown	me;	and	though	I
have	been	lucky	enough	to	get	away	from	her,	I	do	not	know	what	I	am	to	live
upon.'	'Oh,'	said	the	ass,	'by	all	means	go	with	us	to	the	great	city;	you	are	a	good
night	 singer,	 and	may	make	 your	 fortune	 as	 a	musician.'	 The	 cat	was	 pleased
with	the	thought,	and	joined	the	party.
Soon	afterwards,	as	they	were	passing	by	a	farmyard,	they	saw	a	cock	perched

upon	a	gate,	and	screaming	out	with	all	his	might	and	main.	'Bravo!'	said	the	ass;
'upon	my	word,	you	make	a	 famous	noise;	pray	what	 is	 all	 this	 about?'	 'Why,'
said	 the	cock,	 'I	was	 just	now	saying	 that	we	should	have	fine	weather	 for	our
washing-day,	and	yet	my	mistress	and	the	cook	don't	thank	me	for	my	pains,	but
threaten	to	cut	off	my	head	tomorrow,	and	make	broth	of	me	for	the	guests	that
are	 coming	 on	 Sunday!'	 'Heaven	 forbid!'	 said	 the	 ass,	 'come	 with	 us	 Master
Chanticleer;	it	will	be	better,	at	any	rate,	than	staying	here	to	have	your	head	cut
off!	Besides,	who	knows?	If	we	care	to	sing	in	tune,	we	may	get	up	some	kind	of
a	concert;	so	come	along	with	us.'	'With	all	my	heart,'	said	the	cock:	so	they	all
four	went	on	jollily	together.
They	 could	 not,	 however,	 reach	 the	 great	 city	 the	 first	 day;	 so	 when	 night



came	on,	 they	went	 into	a	wood	 to	sleep.	The	ass	and	 the	dog	 laid	 themselves
down	 under	 a	 great	 tree,	 and	 the	 cat	 climbed	 up	 into	 the	 branches;	 while	 the
cock,	thinking	that	the	higher	he	sat	the	safer	he	should	be,	flew	up	to	the	very
top	 of	 the	 tree,	 and	 then,	 according	 to	 his	 custom,	 before	 he	 went	 to	 sleep,
looked	out	on	all	sides	of	him	to	see	that	everything	was	well.	In	doing	this,	he
saw	afar	 off	 something	bright	 and	 shining	 and	 calling	 to	 his	 companions	 said,
'There	must	be	a	house	no	great	way	off,	for	I	see	a	light.'	 'If	 that	be	the	case,'
said	the	ass,	'we	had	better	change	our	quarters,	for	our	lodging	is	not	the	best	in
the	world!'	'Besides,'	added	the	dog,	'I	should	not	be	the	worse	for	a	bone	or	two,
or	a	bit	of	meat.'	So	they	walked	off	together	towards	the	spot	where	Chanticleer
had	seen	the	light,	and	as	they	drew	near	it	became	larger	and	brighter,	till	they
at	last	came	close	to	a	house	in	which	a	gang	of	robbers	lived.
The	 ass,	 being	 the	 tallest	 of	 the	 company,	 marched	 up	 to	 the	 window	 and

peeped	in.	 'Well,	Donkey,'	said	Chanticleer,	 'what	do	you	see?'	 'What	do	I	see?'
replied	 the	 ass.	 'Why,	 I	 see	 a	 table	 spread	 with	 all	 kinds	 of	 good	 things,	 and
robbers	 sitting	 round	 it	making	merry.'	 'That	would	be	a	noble	 lodging	 for	us,'
said	 the	 cock.	 'Yes,'	 said	 the	 ass,	 'if	 we	 could	 only	 get	 in';	 so	 they	 consulted
together	 how	 they	 should	 contrive	 to	 get	 the	 robbers	 out;	 and	 at	 last	 they	 hit
upon	a	plan.	The	ass	placed	himself	upright	on	his	hind	 legs,	with	his	 forefeet
resting	against	the	window;	the	dog	got	upon	his	back;	the	cat	scrambled	up	to
the	dog's	shoulders,	and	the	cock	flew	up	and	sat	upon	the	cat's	head.	When	all
was	ready	a	signal	was	given,	and	 they	began	their	music.	The	ass	brayed,	 the
dog	 barked,	 the	 cat	 mewed,	 and	 the	 cock	 screamed;	 and	 then	 they	 all	 broke
through	 the	 window	 at	 once,	 and	 came	 tumbling	 into	 the	 room,	 amongst	 the
broken	glass,	with	a	most	hideous	clatter!	The	robbers,	who	had	been	not	a	little
frightened	 by	 the	 opening	 concert,	 had	 now	 no	 doubt	 that	 some	 frightful
hobgoblin	had	broken	in	upon	them,	and	scampered	away	as	fast	as	they	could.
The	 coast	 once	 clear,	 our	 travellers	 soon	 sat	 down	 and	 dispatched	what	 the

robbers	had	left,	with	as	much	eagerness	as	if	they	had	not	expected	to	eat	again
for	a	month.	As	soon	as	 they	had	satisfied	 themselves,	 they	put	out	 the	 lights,
and	 each	 once	more	 sought	 out	 a	 resting-place	 to	 his	 own	 liking.	The	 donkey
laid	himself	down	upon	a	heap	of	 straw	 in	 the	yard,	 the	dog	 stretched	himself
upon	 a	mat	 behind	 the	door,	 the	 cat	 rolled	herself	 up	on	 the	hearth	before	 the
warm	ashes,	and	the	cock	perched	upon	a	beam	on	the	top	of	the	house;	and,	as
they	were	all	rather	tired	with	their	journey,	they	soon	fell	asleep.
But	about	midnight,	when	the	robbers	saw	from	afar	that	the	lights	were	out

and	that	all	seemed	quiet,	they	began	to	think	that	they	had	been	in	too	great	a
hurry	to	run	away;	and	one	of	them,	who	was	bolder	than	the	rest,	went	to	see
what	was	going	on.	Finding	 everything	 still,	 he	marched	 into	 the	kitchen,	 and



groped	about	till	he	found	a	match	in	order	to	light	a	candle;	and	then,	espying
the	glittering	fiery	eyes	of	the	cat,	he	mistook	them	for	live	coals,	and	held	the
match	to	them	to	light	it.	But	the	cat,	not	understanding	this	joke,	sprang	at	his
face,	and	spat,	and	scratched	at	him.	This	frightened	him	dreadfully,	and	away	he
ran	to	the	back	door;	but	there	the	dog	jumped	up	and	bit	him	in	the	leg;	and	as
he	was	crossing	over	the	yard	the	ass	kicked	him;	and	the	cock,	who	had	been
awakened	by	the	noise,	crowed	with	all	his	might.	At	this	the	robber	ran	back	as
fast	as	he	could	to	his	comrades,	and	told	the	captain	how	a	horrid	witch	had	got
into	 the	house,	 and	had	 spat	 at	him	and	 scratched	his	 face	with	her	 long	bony
fingers;	how	a	man	with	a	knife	in	his	hand	had	hidden	himself	behind	the	door,
and	stabbed	him	in	the	leg;	how	a	black	monster	stood	in	the	yard	and	struck	him
with	a	club,	and	how	the	devil	had	sat	upon	the	top	of	the	house	and	cried	out,
'Throw	the	rascal	up	here!'	After	this	the	robbers	never	dared	to	go	back	to	the
house;	but	 the	musicians	were	 so	pleased	with	 their	quarters	 that	 they	 took	up
their	abode	there;	and	there	they	are,	I	dare	say,	at	this	very	day.



Old	Sultan

A	shepherd	had	a	faithful	dog,	called	Sultan,	who	was	grown	very	old,	and	had
lost	 all	 his	 teeth.	And	 one	 day	when	 the	 shepherd	 and	 his	wife	were	 standing
together	before	 the	house	 the	 shepherd	 said,	 'I	will	 shoot	old	Sultan	 tomorrow
morning,	 for	he	 is	of	no	use	now.'	But	his	wife	said,	 'Pray	 let	 the	poor	faithful
creature	live;	he	has	served	us	well	a	great	many	years,	and	we	ought	to	give	him
a	 livelihood	 for	 the	 rest	 of	 his	 days.'	 'But	what	 can	we	do	with	him?'	 said	 the
shepherd,	'he	has	not	a	tooth	in	his	head,	and	the	thieves	don't	care	for	him	at	all;
to	be	sure	he	has	served	us,	but	then	he	did	it	 to	earn	his	livelihood;	tomorrow
shall	be	his	last	day,	depend	upon	it.'
Poor	Sultan,	who	was	lying	close	by	them,	heard	all	that	the	shepherd	and	his

wife	said	to	one	another,	and	was	very	much	frightened	to	think	tomorrow	would
be	his	last	day;	so	in	the	evening	he	went	to	his	good	friend	the	wolf,	who	lived
in	the	wood,	and	told	him	all	his	sorrows,	and	how	his	master	meant	to	kill	him
in	the	morning.	 'Make	yourself	easy,'	said	the	wolf,	 'I	will	give	you	some	good
advice.	Your	master,	you	know,	goes	out	every	morning	very	early	with	his	wife
into	the	field;	and	they	take	their	little	child	with	them,	and	lay	it	down	behind
the	hedge	in	the	shade	while	they	are	at	work.	Now	do	you	lie	down	close	by	the
child,	and	pretend	 to	be	watching	 it,	 and	 I	will	 come	out	of	 the	wood	and	 run
away	with	it;	you	must	run	after	me	as	fast	as	you	can,	and	I	will	let	it	drop;	then
you	may	carry	it	back,	and	they	will	think	you	have	saved	their	child,	and	will	be
so	thankful	to	you	that	they	will	take	care	of	you	as	long	as	you	live.'	The	dog
liked	this	plan	very	well;	and	accordingly	so	it	was	managed.	The	wolf	ran	with
the	child	a	little	way;	the	shepherd	and	his	wife	screamed	out;	but	Sultan	soon
overtook	him,	and	carried	 the	poor	 little	 thing	back	 to	his	master	and	mistress.
Then	the	shepherd	patted	him	on	the	head,	and	said,	 'Old	Sultan	has	saved	our
child	 from	 the	wolf,	 and	 therefore	he	 shall	 live	and	be	well	 taken	care	of,	 and
have	plenty	to	eat.	Wife,	go	home,	and	give	him	a	good	dinner,	and	let	him	have
my	old	cushion	to	sleep	on	as	long	as	he	lives.'	So	from	this	time	forward	Sultan
had	all	that	he	could	wish	for.
Soon	afterwards	the	wolf	came	and	wished	him	joy,	and	said,	'Now,	my	good

fellow,	you	must	tell	no	tales,	but	turn	your	head	the	other	way	when	I	want	to
taste	one	of	the	old	shepherd's	fine	fat	sheep.'	'No,'	said	the	Sultan;	'I	will	be	true
to	my	master.'	However,	the	wolf	thought	he	was	in	joke,	and	came	one	night	to
get	a	dainty	morsel.	But	Sultan	had	told	his	master	what	the	wolf	meant	to	do;	so
he	laid	wait	for	him	behind	the	barn	door,	and	when	the	wolf	was	busy	looking
out	for	a	good	fat	sheep,	he	had	a	stout	cudgel	laid	about	his	back,	that	combed



his	locks	for	him	finely.
Then	the	wolf	was	very	angry,	and	called	Sultan	'an	old	rogue,'	and	swore	he

would	have	his	revenge.	So	the	next	morning	the	wolf	sent	the	boar	to	challenge
Sultan	 to	 come	 into	 the	wood	 to	 fight	 the	matter.	Now	Sultan	 had	 nobody	 he
could	ask	to	be	his	second	but	the	shepherd's	old	three-legged	cat;	so	he	took	her
with	him,	and	as	the	poor	thing	limped	along	with	some	trouble,	she	stuck	up	her
tail	straight	in	the	air.
The	wolf	 and	 the	wild	boar	were	 first	on	 the	ground;	 and	when	 they	espied

their	enemies	coming,	and	saw	the	cat's	long	tail	standing	straight	in	the	air,	they
thought	 she	was	carrying	a	 sword	 for	Sultan	 to	 fight	with;	 and	every	 time	 she
limped,	they	thought	she	was	picking	up	a	stone	to	throw	at	them;	so	they	said
they	should	not	like	this	way	of	fighting,	and	the	boar	lay	down	behind	a	bush,
and	the	wolf	jumped	up	into	a	tree.	Sultan	and	the	cat	soon	came	up,	and	looked
about	 and	wondered	 that	 no	 one	was	 there.	 The	 boar,	 however,	 had	 not	 quite
hidden	 himself,	 for	 his	 ears	 stuck	 out	 of	 the	 bush;	 and	when	 he	 shook	 one	 of
them	 a	 little,	 the	 cat,	 seeing	 something	 move,	 and	 thinking	 it	 was	 a	 mouse,
sprang	upon	it,	and	bit	and	scratched	it,	so	that	the	boar	jumped	up	and	grunted,
and	 ran	 away,	 roaring	 out,	 'Look	 up	 in	 the	 tree,	 there	 sits	 the	 one	 who	 is	 to
blame.'	So	they	looked	up,	and	espied	the	wolf	sitting	amongst	the	branches;	and
they	called	him	a	cowardly	rascal,	and	would	not	suffer	him	to	come	down	till	he
was	heartily	ashamed	of	himself,	and	had	promised	to	be	good	friends	again	with
old	Sultan.



The	Straw,	the	Coal,	and	the	Bean

In	a	village	dwelt	a	poor	old	woman,	who	had	gathered	together	a	dish	of	beans
and	wanted	 to	 cook	 them.	So	 she	made	 a	 fire	on	her	hearth,	 and	 that	 it	might
burn	the	quicker,	she	lighted	it	with	a	handful	of	straw.	When	she	was	emptying
the	 beans	 into	 the	 pan,	 one	 dropped	 without	 her	 observing	 it,	 and	 lay	 on	 the
ground	 beside	 a	 straw,	 and	 soon	 afterwards	 a	 burning	 coal	 from	 the	 fire	 leapt
down	to	the	two.	Then	the	straw	began	and	said:	'Dear	friends,	from	whence	do
you	come	here?'	The	coal	 replied:	 'I	 fortunately	sprang	out	of	 the	 fire,	and	 if	 I
had	not	 escaped	by	 sheer	 force,	my	death	would	have	been	 certain,—I	 should
have	been	burnt	to	ashes.'	The	bean	said:	'I	too	have	escaped	with	a	whole	skin,
but	 if	 the	 old	woman	 had	 got	me	 into	 the	 pan,	 I	 should	 have	 been	made	 into
broth	without	any	mercy,	like	my	comrades.'	'And	would	a	better	fate	have	fallen
to	my	lot?'	said	the	straw.	'The	old	woman	has	destroyed	all	my	brethren	in	fire
and	 smoke;	 she	 seized	 sixty	 of	 them	 at	 once,	 and	 took	 their	 lives.	 I	 luckily
slipped	through	her	fingers.'
'But	what	are	we	to	do	now?'	said	the	coal.
'I	think,'	answered	the	bean,	'that	as	we	have	so	fortunately	escaped	death,	we

should	 keep	 together	 like	 good	 companions,	 and	 lest	 a	 new	mischance	 should
overtake	us	here,	we	should	go	away	together,	and	repair	to	a	foreign	country.'
The	proposition	pleased	the	two	others,	and	they	set	out	on	their	way	together.

Soon,	however,	they	came	to	a	little	brook,	and	as	there	was	no	bridge	or	foot-
plank,	they	did	not	know	how	they	were	to	get	over	it.	The	straw	hit	on	a	good
idea,	and	said:	'I	will	lay	myself	straight	across,	and	then	you	can	walk	over	on
me	 as	 on	 a	 bridge.'	 The	 straw	 therefore	 stretched	 itself	 from	 one	 bank	 to	 the
other,	and	the	coal,	who	was	of	an	impetuous	disposition,	tripped	quite	boldly	on
to	the	newly-built	bridge.	But	when	she	had	reached	the	middle,	and	heard	the
water	rushing	beneath	her,	she	was	after	all,	afraid,	and	stood	still,	and	ventured
no	farther.	The	straw,	however,	began	to	burn,	broke	in	two	pieces,	and	fell	into
the	stream.	The	coal	 slipped	after	her,	hissed	when	she	got	 into	 the	water,	and
breathed	her	last.	The	bean,	who	had	prudently	stayed	behind	on	the	shore,	could
not	but	laugh	at	 the	event,	was	unable	to	stop,	and	laughed	so	heartily	that	she
burst.	It	would	have	been	all	over	with	her,	likewise,	if,	by	good	fortune,	a	tailor
who	was	travelling	in	search	of	work,	had	not	sat	down	to	rest	by	the	brook.	As
he	had	a	compassionate	heart	he	pulled	out	his	needle	and	thread,	and	sewed	her
together.	The	bean	thanked	him	most	prettily,	but	as	the	tailor	used	black	thread,
all	beans	since	then	have	a	black	seam.



Briar	Rose

A	king	and	queen	once	upon	a	time	reigned	in	a	country	a	great	way	off,	where
there	were	in	those	days	fairies.	Now	this	king	and	queen	had	plenty	of	money,
and	plenty	of	fine	clothes	to	wear,	and	plenty	of	good	things	to	eat	and	drink,	and
a	coach	to	ride	out	in	every	day:	but	though	they	had	been	married	many	years
they	had	no	children,	and	 this	grieved	 them	very	much	indeed.	But	one	day	as
the	queen	was	walking	by	the	side	of	the	river,	at	the	bottom	of	the	garden,	she
saw	a	poor	little	fish,	that	had	thrown	itself	out	of	the	water,	and	lay	gasping	and
nearly	dead	on	the	bank.	Then	the	queen	took	pity	on	the	little	fish,	and	threw	it
back	again	 into	 the	 river;	and	before	 it	 swam	away	 it	 lifted	 its	head	out	of	 the
water	and	said,	'I	know	what	your	wish	is,	and	it	shall	be	fulfilled,	in	return	for
your	kindness	 to	me—you	will	 soon	have	 a	daughter.'	What	 the	 little	 fish	had
foretold	soon	came	to	pass;	and	the	queen	had	a	little	girl,	so	very	beautiful	that
the	king	could	not	 cease	 looking	on	 it	 for	 joy,	 and	 said	he	would	hold	a	great
feast	 and	 make	 merry,	 and	 show	 the	 child	 to	 all	 the	 land.	 So	 he	 asked	 his
kinsmen,	 and	 nobles,	 and	 friends,	 and	 neighbours.	 But	 the	 queen	 said,	 'I	 will
have	 the	 fairies	 also,	 that	 they	might	 be	 kind	 and	 good	 to	 our	 little	 daughter.'
Now	there	were	 thirteen	fairies	 in	 the	kingdom;	but	as	 the	king	and	queen	had
only	twelve	golden	dishes	for	them	to	eat	out	of,	they	were	forced	to	leave	one
of	 the	 fairies	without	 asking	her.	So	 twelve	 fairies	 came,	each	with	a	high	 red
cap	 on	 her	 head,	 and	 red	 shoes	with	 high	 heels	 on	 her	 feet,	 and	 a	 long	white
wand	in	her	hand:	and	after	the	feast	was	over	they	gathered	round	in	a	ring	and
gave	 all	 their	 best	 gifts	 to	 the	 little	 princess.	One	 gave	 her	 goodness,	 another
beauty,	another	riches,	and	so	on	till	she	had	all	that	was	good	in	the	world.
Just	as	eleven	of	 them	had	done	blessing	her,	a	great	noise	was	heard	in	 the

courtyard,	and	word	was	brought	that	the	thirteenth	fairy	was	come,	with	a	black
cap	on	her	head,	and	black	shoes	on	her	feet,	and	a	broomstick	in	her	hand:	and
presently	up	she	came	into	the	dining-hall.	Now,	as	she	had	not	been	asked	to	the
feast	she	was	very	angry,	and	scolded	the	king	and	queen	very	much,	and	set	to
work	 to	 take	 her	 revenge.	 So	 she	 cried	 out,	 'The	 king's	 daughter	 shall,	 in	 her
fifteenth	year,	be	wounded	by	a	spindle,	and	fall	down	dead.'	Then	the	twelfth	of
the	friendly	fairies,	who	had	not	yet	given	her	gift,	came	forward,	and	said	that
the	evil	wish	must	be	fulfilled,	but	that	she	could	soften	its	mischief;	so	her	gift
was,	 that	 the	king's	daughter,	when	 the	spindle	wounded	her,	 should	not	 really
die,	but	should	only	fall	asleep	for	a	hundred	years.
However,	 the	 king	 hoped	 still	 to	 save	 his	 dear	 child	 altogether	 from	 the

threatened	 evil;	 so	 he	 ordered	 that	 all	 the	 spindles	 in	 the	 kingdom	 should	 be



bought	 up	 and	 burnt.	 But	 all	 the	 gifts	 of	 the	 first	 eleven	 fairies	 were	 in	 the
meantime	 fulfilled;	 for	 the	 princess	 was	 so	 beautiful,	 and	 well	 behaved,	 and
good,	and	wise,	that	everyone	who	knew	her	loved	her.
It	happened	that,	on	the	very	day	she	was	fifteen	years	old,	the	king	and	queen

were	not	at	home,	and	she	was	 left	alone	 in	 the	palace.	So	she	roved	about	by
herself,	and	looked	at	all	the	rooms	and	chambers,	till	at	last	she	came	to	an	old
tower,	to	which	there	was	a	narrow	staircase	ending	with	a	little	door.	In	the	door
there	was	a	golden	key,	and	when	she	turned	it	the	door	sprang	open,	and	there
sat	an	old	 lady	spinning	away	very	busily.	 'Why,	how	now,	good	mother,'	 said
the	princess;	'what	are	you	doing	there?'	'Spinning,'	said	the	old	lady,	and	nodded
her	head,	humming	a	tune,	while	buzz!	went	the	wheel.	 'How	prettily	that	little
thing	turns	round!'	said	the	princess,	and	took	the	spindle	and	began	to	try	and
spin.	But	scarcely	had	she	touched	it,	before	the	fairy's	prophecy	was	fulfilled;
the	spindle	wounded	her,	and	she	fell	down	lifeless	on	the	ground.
However,	she	was	not	dead,	but	had	only	fallen	into	a	deep	sleep;	and	the	king

and	the	queen,	who	had	just	come	home,	and	all	their	court,	fell	asleep	too;	and
the	 horses	 slept	 in	 the	 stables,	 and	 the	 dogs	 in	 the	 court,	 the	 pigeons	 on	 the
house-top,	and	the	very	flies	slept	upon	the	walls.	Even	the	fire	on	the	hearth	left
off	 blazing,	 and	went	 to	 sleep;	 the	 jack	 stopped,	 and	 the	 spit	 that	was	 turning
about	with	a	goose	upon	 it	 for	 the	king's	dinner	 stood	still;	 and	 the	cook,	who
was	at	that	moment	pulling	the	kitchen-boy	by	the	hair	to	give	him	a	box	on	the
ear	for	something	he	had	done	amiss,	let	him	go,	and	both	fell	asleep;	the	butler,
who	 was	 slyly	 tasting	 the	 ale,	 fell	 asleep	 with	 the	 jug	 at	 his	 lips:	 and	 thus
everything	stood	still,	and	slept	soundly.
A	large	hedge	of	thorns	soon	grew	round	the	palace,	and	every	year	it	became

higher	and	thicker;	till	at	last	the	old	palace	was	surrounded	and	hidden,	so	that
not	even	the	roof	or	the	chimneys	could	be	seen.	But	there	went	a	report	through
all	the	land	of	the	beautiful	sleeping	Briar	Rose	(for	so	the	king's	daughter	was
called):	so	that,	from	time	to	time,	several	kings'	sons	came,	and	tried	to	break
through	the	thicket	into	the	palace.	This,	however,	none	of	them	could	ever	do;
for	the	thorns	and	bushes	laid	hold	of	them,	as	it	were	with	hands;	and	there	they
stuck	fast,	and	died	wretchedly.
After	many,	many	years	there	came	a	king's	son	into	that	land:	and	an	old	man

told	 him	 the	 story	 of	 the	 thicket	 of	 thorns;	 and	 how	 a	 beautiful	 palace	 stood
behind	it,	and	how	a	wonderful	princess,	called	Briar	Rose,	lay	in	it	asleep,	with
all	 her	 court.	He	 told,	 too,	 how	 he	 had	 heard	 from	 his	 grandfather	 that	many,
many	princes	had	come,	and	had	tried	to	break	through	the	thicket,	but	that	they
had	all	stuck	fast	in	it,	and	died.	Then	the	young	prince	said,	 'All	this	shall	not
frighten	me;	I	will	go	and	see	this	Briar	Rose.'	The	old	man	tried	to	hinder	him,



but	he	was	bent	upon	going.
Now	that	very	day	the	hundred	years	were	ended;	and	as	the	prince	came	to

the	 thicket	 he	 saw	 nothing	 but	 beautiful	 flowering	 shrubs,	 through	 which	 he
went	with	ease,	and	they	shut	in	after	him	as	thick	as	ever.	Then	he	came	at	last
to	 the	 palace,	 and	 there	 in	 the	 court	 lay	 the	 dogs	 asleep;	 and	 the	 horses	were
standing	 in	 the	 stables;	 and	 on	 the	 roof	 sat	 the	 pigeons	 fast	 asleep,	with	 their
heads	 under	 their	 wings.	 And	 when	 he	 came	 into	 the	 palace,	 the	 flies	 were
sleeping	on	the	walls;	the	spit	was	standing	still;	the	butler	had	the	jug	of	ale	at
his	lips,	going	to	drink	a	draught;	the	maid	sat	with	a	fowl	in	her	lap	ready	to	be
plucked;	and	the	cook	in	the	kitchen	was	still	holding	up	her	hand,	as	if	she	was
going	to	beat	the	boy.
Then	 he	 went	 on	 still	 farther,	 and	 all	 was	 so	 still	 that	 he	 could	 hear	 every

breath	he	drew;	till	at	last	he	came	to	the	old	tower,	and	opened	the	door	of	the
little	room	in	which	Briar	Rose	was;	and	there	she	lay,	fast	asleep	on	a	couch	by
the	window.	She	looked	so	beautiful	that	he	could	not	take	his	eyes	off	her,	so	he
stooped	down	and	gave	her	a	kiss.	But	the	moment	he	kissed	her	she	opened	her
eyes	and	awoke,	and	smiled	upon	him;	and	they	went	out	together;	and	soon	the
king	and	queen	also	awoke,	and	all	the	court,	and	gazed	on	each	other	with	great
wonder.	And	the	horses	shook	themselves,	and	the	dogs	jumped	up	and	barked;
the	pigeons	took	their	heads	from	under	their	wings,	and	looked	about	and	flew
into	the	fields;	the	flies	on	the	walls	buzzed	again;	the	fire	in	the	kitchen	blazed
up;	round	went	 the	jack,	and	round	went	 the	spit,	with	the	goose	for	 the	king's
dinner	upon	it;	the	butler	finished	his	draught	of	ale;	the	maid	went	on	plucking
the	fowl;	and	the	cook	gave	the	boy	the	box	on	his	ear.
And	then	the	prince	and	Briar	Rose	were	married,	and	the	wedding	feast	was

given;	and	they	lived	happily	together	all	their	lives	long.



The	Dog	and	the	Sparrow

A	shepherd's	dog	had	a	master	who	took	no	care	of	him,	but	often	let	him	suffer
the	greatest	hunger.	At	 last	he	could	bear	 it	no	 longer;	 so	he	 took	 to	his	heels,
and	off	he	ran	in	a	very	sad	and	sorrowful	mood.	On	the	road	he	met	a	sparrow
that	said	to	him,	'Why	are	you	so	sad,	my	friend?'	'Because,'	said	the	dog,	'I	am
very	very	hungry,	and	have	nothing	to	eat.'	'If	that	be	all,'	answered	the	sparrow,
'come	with	me	into	the	next	town,	and	I	will	soon	find	you	plenty	of	food.'	So	on
they	went	 together	 into	 the	 town:	 and	 as	 they	 passed	 by	 a	 butcher's	 shop,	 the
sparrow	said	to	the	dog,	'Stand	there	a	little	while	till	I	peck	you	down	a	piece	of
meat.'	So	the	sparrow	perched	upon	the	shelf:	and	having	first	looked	carefully
about	her	to	see	if	anyone	was	watching	her,	she	pecked	and	scratched	at	a	steak
that	lay	upon	the	edge	of	the	shelf,	till	at	last	down	it	fell.	Then	the	dog	snapped
it	 up,	 and	 scrambled	 away	 with	 it	 into	 a	 corner,	 where	 he	 soon	 ate	 it	 all	 up.
'Well,'	said	the	sparrow,	'you	shall	have	some	more	if	you	will;	so	come	with	me
to	 the	 next	 shop,	 and	 I	will	 peck	you	down	 another	 steak.'	When	 the	 dog	had
eaten	 this	 too,	 the	 sparrow	 said	 to	 him,	 'Well,	my	 good	 friend,	 have	 you	 had
enough	now?'	'I	have	had	plenty	of	meat,'	answered	he,	'but	I	should	like	to	have
a	piece	of	bread	to	eat	after	it.'	 'Come	with	me	then,'	said	the	sparrow,	'and	you
shall	soon	have	that	too.'	So	she	took	him	to	a	baker's	shop,	and	pecked	at	two
rolls	 that	 lay	in	the	window,	till	 they	fell	down:	and	as	the	dog	still	wished	for
more,	she	took	him	to	another	shop	and	pecked	down	some	more	for	him.	When
that	was	 eaten,	 the	 sparrow	asked	him	whether	 he	had	had	 enough	now.	 'Yes,'
said	he;	 'and	now	let	us	take	a	walk	a	little	way	out	of	 the	town.'	So	they	both
went	out	upon	the	high	road;	but	as	the	weather	was	warm,	they	had	not	gone	far
before	 the	dog	 said,	 'I	 am	very	much	 tired—I	should	 like	 to	 take	a	nap.'	 'Very
well,'	answered	the	sparrow,	 'do	so,	and	in	the	meantime	I	will	perch	upon	that
bush.'	So	the	dog	stretched	himself	out	on	the	road,	and	fell	fast	asleep.	Whilst
he	 slept,	 there	came	by	a	carter	with	a	cart	drawn	by	 three	horses,	 and	 loaded
with	two	casks	of	wine.	The	sparrow,	seeing	that	the	carter	did	not	turn	out	of	the
way,	but	would	go	on	in	the	track	in	which	the	dog	lay,	so	as	to	drive	over	him,
called	out,	'Stop!	stop!	Mr	Carter,	or	it	shall	be	the	worse	for	you.'	But	the	carter,
grumbling	to	himself,	'You	make	it	the	worse	for	me,	indeed!	what	can	you	do?'
cracked	 his	 whip,	 and	 drove	 his	 cart	 over	 the	 poor	 dog,	 so	 that	 the	 wheels
crushed	 him	 to	 death.	 'There,'	 cried	 the	 sparrow,	 'thou	 cruel	 villain,	 thou	 hast
killed	my	friend	the	dog.	Now	mind	what	I	say.	This	deed	of	thine	shall	cost	thee
all	thou	art	worth.'	'Do	your	worst,	and	welcome,'	said	the	brute,	'what	harm	can
you	do	me?'	and	passed	on.	But	the	sparrow	crept	under	the	tilt	of	the	cart,	and



pecked	at	the	bung	of	one	of	the	casks	till	she	loosened	it;	and	than	all	the	wine
ran	out,	without	 the	carter	 seeing	 it.	At	 last	he	 looked	 round,	and	saw	 that	 the
cart	 was	 dripping,	 and	 the	 cask	 quite	 empty.	 'What	 an	 unlucky	wretch	 I	 am!'
cried	he.	'Not	wretch	enough	yet!'	said	the	sparrow,	as	she	alighted	upon	the	head
of	one	of	the	horses,	and	pecked	at	him	till	he	reared	up	and	kicked.	When	the
carter	 saw	 this,	 he	 drew	 out	 his	 hatchet	 and	 aimed	 a	 blow	 at	 the	 sparrow,
meaning	to	kill	her;	but	she	flew	away,	and	the	blow	fell	upon	the	poor	horse's
head	with	such	force,	that	he	fell	down	dead.	 'Unlucky	wretch	that	I	am!'	cried
he.	'Not	wretch	enough	yet!'	said	the	sparrow.	And	as	the	carter	went	on	with	the
other	 two	horses,	 she	again	crept	under	 the	 tilt	of	 the	cart,	 and	pecked	out	 the
bung	of	the	second	cask,	so	that	all	the	wine	ran	out.	When	the	carter	saw	this,
he	again	cried	out,	'Miserable	wretch	that	I	am!'	But	the	sparrow	answered,	'Not
wretch	enough	yet!'	and	perched	on	the	head	of	the	second	horse,	and	pecked	at
him	too.	The	carter	ran	up	and	struck	at	her	again	with	his	hatchet;	but	away	she
flew,	 and	 the	 blow	 fell	 upon	 the	 second	 horse	 and	 killed	 him	 on	 the	 spot.
'Unlucky	wretch	that	I	am!'	said	he.	 'Not	wretch	enough	yet!'	said	the	sparrow;
and	perching	upon	 the	 third	horse,	 she	began	 to	peck	him	 too.	The	carter	was
mad	with	 fury;	 and	without	 looking	 about	 him,	 or	 caring	what	 he	was	 about,
struck	again	at	the	sparrow;	but	killed	his	third	horse	as	he	done	the	other	two.
'Alas!	miserable	wretch	that	I	am!'	cried	he.	 'Not	wretch	enough	yet!'	answered
the	 sparrow	 as	 she	 flew	 away;	 'now	will	 I	 plague	 and	 punish	 thee	 at	 thy	 own
house.'	The	carter	was	forced	at	last	to	leave	his	cart	behind	him,	and	to	go	home
overflowing	with	rage	and	vexation.	'Alas!'	said	he	to	his	wife,	'what	ill	luck	has
befallen	 me!	 —my	 wine	 is	 all	 spilt,	 and	 my	 horses	 all	 three	 dead.'	 'Alas!
husband,'	 replied	 she,	 'and	 a	 wicked	 bird	 has	 come	 into	 the	 house,	 and	 has
brought	with	her	all	the	birds	in	the	world,	I	am	sure,	and	they	have	fallen	upon
our	corn	 in	 the	 loft,	and	are	eating	 it	up	at	such	a	 rate!'	Away	ran	 the	husband
upstairs,	 and	 saw	 thousands	 of	 birds	 sitting	 upon	 the	 floor	 eating	 up	 his	 corn,
with	 the	 sparrow	 in	 the	 midst	 of	 them.	 'Unlucky	 wretch	 that	 I	 am!'	 cried	 the
carter;	 for	 he	 saw	 that	 the	 corn	was	 almost	 all	 gone.	 'Not	wretch	 enough	yet!'
said	the	sparrow;	'thy	cruelty	shall	cost	thee	they	life	yet!'	and	away	she	flew.
The	 carter	 seeing	 that	 he	 had	 thus	 lost	 all	 that	 he	 had,	 went	 down	 into	 his

kitchen;	and	was	still	not	sorry	for	what	he	had	done,	but	sat	himself	angrily	and
sulkily	in	the	chimney	corner.	But	the	sparrow	sat	on	the	outside	of	the	window,
and	cried	'Carter!	thy	cruelty	shall	cost	thee	thy	life!'	With	that	he	jumped	up	in	a
rage,	seized	his	hatchet,	and	threw	it	at	the	sparrow;	but	it	missed	her,	and	only
broke	the	window.	The	sparrow	now	hopped	in,	perched	upon	the	window-seat,
and	cried,	'Carter!	it	shall	cost	thee	thy	life!'	Then	he	became	mad	and	blind	with
rage,	and	struck	the	window-seat	with	such	force	that	he	cleft	it	 in	two:	and	as



the	sparrow	flew	from	place	to	place,	the	carter	and	his	wife	were	so	furious,	that
they	broke	all	 their	 furniture,	glasses,	chairs,	benches,	 the	 table,	and	at	 last	 the
walls,	without	touching	the	bird	at	all.	In	the	end,	however,	they	caught	her:	and
the	wife	said,	 'Shall	I	kill	her	at	once?'	 'No,'	cried	he,	 'that	is	letting	her	off	too
easily:	 she	 shall	 die	 a	much	more	 cruel	 death;	 I	will	 eat	 her.'	But	 the	 sparrow
began	 to	 flutter	 about,	 and	 stretch	out	her	neck	and	cried,	 'Carter!	 it	 shall	 cost
thee	 thy	 life	 yet!'	With	 that	 he	 could	wait	 no	 longer:	 so	 he	 gave	 his	wife	 the
hatchet,	and	cried,	'Wife,	strike	at	the	bird	and	kill	her	in	my	hand.'	And	the	wife
struck;	but	she	missed	her	aim,	and	hit	her	husband	on	the	head	so	that	he	fell
down	dead,	and	the	sparrow	flew	quietly	home	to	her	nest.



The	Twelve	Dancing	Princesses

There	was	a	king	who	had	twelve	beautiful	daughters.	They	slept	in	twelve	beds
all	in	one	room;	and	when	they	went	to	bed,	the	doors	were	shut	and	locked	up;
but	every	morning	their	shoes	were	found	to	be	quite	worn	through	as	if	they	had
been	 danced	 in	 all	 night;	 and	 yet	 nobody	 could	 find	 out	 how	 it	 happened,	 or
where	they	had	been.
Then	the	king	made	it	known	to	all	the	land,	that	if	any	person	could	discover

the	secret,	and	find	out	where	it	was	that	the	princesses	danced	in	the	night,	he
should	have	the	one	he	liked	best	for	his	wife,	and	should	be	king	after	his	death;
but	whoever	tried	and	did	not	succeed,	after	three	days	and	nights,	should	be	put
to	death.
A	 king's	 son	 soon	 came.	 He	 was	 well	 entertained,	 and	 in	 the	 evening	 was

taken	 to	 the	 chamber	 next	 to	 the	 one	where	 the	 princesses	 lay	 in	 their	 twelve
beds.	There	he	was	to	sit	and	watch	where	they	went	to	dance;	and,	in	order	that
nothing	might	pass	without	his	hearing	it,	the	door	of	his	chamber	was	left	open.
But	the	king's	son	soon	fell	asleep;	and	when	he	awoke	in	the	morning	he	found
that	the	princesses	had	all	been	dancing,	for	the	soles	of	their	shoes	were	full	of
holes.	The	same	thing	happened	the	second	and	third	night:	so	the	king	ordered
his	head	to	be	cut	off.	After	him	came	several	others;	but	they	had	all	the	same
luck,	and	all	lost	their	lives	in	the	same	manner.
Now	it	chanced	that	an	old	soldier,	who	had	been	wounded	in	battle	and	could

fight	no	 longer,	passed	 through	 the	country	where	 this	king	 reigned:	and	as	he
was	travelling	through	a	wood,	he	met	an	old	woman,	who	asked	him	where	he
was	going.	 'I	hardly	know	where	I	am	going,	or	what	I	had	better	do,'	said	 the
soldier;	 'but	 I	 think	 I	 should	 like	 very	 well	 to	 find	 out	 where	 it	 is	 that	 the
princesses	dance,	and	then	in	time	I	might	be	a	king.'	 'Well,'	said	the	old	dame,
'that	is	no	very	hard	task:	only	take	care	not	to	drink	any	of	the	wine	which	one
of	the	princesses	will	bring	to	you	in	the	evening;	and	as	soon	as	she	leaves	you
pretend	to	be	fast	asleep.'
Then	 she	 gave	 him	 a	 cloak,	 and	 said,	 'As	 soon	 as	 you	 put	 that	 on	 you	will

become	 invisible,	 and	you	will	 then	be	able	 to	 follow	 the	princesses	wherever
they	go.'	When	the	soldier	heard	all	this	good	counsel,	he	determined	to	try	his
luck:	so	he	went	to	the	king,	and	said	he	was	willing	to	undertake	the	task.
He	was	 as	 well	 received	 as	 the	 others	 had	 been,	 and	 the	 king	 ordered	 fine

royal	robes	to	be	given	him;	and	when	the	evening	came	he	was	led	to	the	outer
chamber.	Just	as	he	was	going	to	lie	down,	the	eldest	of	the	princesses	brought
him	a	cup	of	wine;	but	the	soldier	threw	it	all	away	secretly,	taking	care	not	to



drink	a	drop.	Then	he	laid	himself	down	on	his	bed,	and	in	a	little	while	began	to
snore	very	loud	as	if	he	was	fast	asleep.	When	the	twelve	princesses	heard	this
they	 laughed	 heartily;	 and	 the	 eldest	 said,	 'This	 fellow	 too	might	 have	 done	 a
wiser	 thing	 than	 lose	his	 life	 in	 this	way!'	Then	 they	 rose	up	and	opened	 their
drawers	and	boxes,	and	took	out	all	their	fine	clothes,	and	dressed	themselves	at
the	 glass,	 and	 skipped	 about	 as	 if	 they	 were	 eager	 to	 begin	 dancing.	 But	 the
youngest	said,	'I	don't	know	how	it	is,	while	you	are	so	happy	I	feel	very	uneasy;
I	am	sure	some	mischance	will	befall	us.'	 'You	simpleton,'	said	 the	eldest,	 'you
are	 always	 afraid;	 have	 you	 forgotten	 how	 many	 kings'	 sons	 have	 already
watched	in	vain?	And	as	for	this	soldier,	even	if	I	had	not	given	him	his	sleeping
draught,	he	would	have	slept	soundly	enough.'
When	they	were	all	ready,	they	went	and	looked	at	the	soldier;	but	he	snored

on,	and	did	not	stir	hand	or	foot:	so	they	thought	they	were	quite	safe;	and	the
eldest	went	up	to	her	own	bed	and	clapped	her	hands,	and	the	bed	sank	into	the
floor	and	a	trap-door	flew	open.	The	soldier	saw	them	going	down	through	the
trap-door	one	after	another,	 the	eldest	 leading	the	way;	and	thinking	he	had	no
time	 to	 lose,	 he	 jumped	up,	 put	 on	 the	 cloak	which	 the	 old	woman	had	given
him,	and	followed	them;	but	in	the	middle	of	the	stairs	he	trod	on	the	gown	of
the	youngest	princess,	and	she	cried	out	to	her	sisters,	'All	is	not	right;	someone
took	hold	of	my	gown.'	 'You	silly	creature!'	 said	 the	eldest,	 'it	 is	nothing	but	a
nail	 in	 the	 wall.'	 Then	 down	 they	 all	 went,	 and	 at	 the	 bottom	 they	 found
themselves	in	a	most	delightful	grove	of	trees;	and	the	leaves	were	all	of	silver,
and	 glittered	 and	 sparkled	 beautifully.	 The	 soldier	 wished	 to	 take	 away	 some
token	of	 the	place;	so	he	broke	off	a	 little	branch,	and	there	came	a	loud	noise
from	the	tree.	Then	the	youngest	daughter	said	again,	'I	am	sure	all	is	not	right—
did	not	you	hear	that	noise?	That	never	happened	before.'	But	the	eldest	said,	'It
is	only	our	princes,	who	are	shouting	for	joy	at	our	approach.'
Then	they	came	to	another	grove	of	trees,	where	all	the	leaves	were	of	gold;

and	afterwards	to	a	third,	where	the	leaves	were	all	glittering	diamonds.	And	the
soldier	broke	a	branch	from	each;	and	every	time	there	was	a	loud	noise,	which
made	the	youngest	sister	tremble	with	fear;	but	the	eldest	still	said,	it	was	only
the	princes,	who	were	crying	for	joy.	So	they	went	on	till	 they	came	to	a	great
lake;	 and	 at	 the	 side	 of	 the	 lake	 there	 lay	 twelve	 little	 boats	 with	 twelve
handsome	princes	in	them,	who	seemed	to	be	waiting	there	for	the	princesses.
One	 of	 the	 princesses	went	 into	 each	 boat,	 and	 the	 soldier	 stepped	 into	 the

same	boat	with	the	youngest.	As	they	were	rowing	over	the	lake,	the	prince	who
was	in	the	boat	with	the	youngest	princess	and	the	soldier	said,	 'I	do	not	know
why	it	is,	but	though	I	am	rowing	with	all	my	might	we	do	not	get	on	so	fast	as
usual,	and	I	am	quite	tired:	the	boat	seems	very	heavy	today.'	'It	is	only	the	heat



of	the	weather,'	said	the	princess:	'I	feel	it	very	warm	too.'
On	the	other	side	of	the	lake	stood	a	fine	illuminated	castle,	from	which	came

the	merry	music	of	horns	and	trumpets.	There	they	all	landed,	and	went	into	the
castle,	and	each	prince	danced	with	his	princess;	and	the	soldier,	who	was	all	the
time	invisible,	danced	with	them	too;	and	when	any	of	the	princesses	had	a	cup
of	wine	set	by	her,	he	drank	it	all	up,	so	that	when	she	put	the	cup	to	her	mouth	it
was	empty.	At	this,	too,	the	youngest	sister	was	terribly	frightened,	but	the	eldest
always	silenced	her.	They	danced	on	till	three	o'clock	in	the	morning,	and	then
all	their	shoes	were	worn	out,	so	that	they	were	obliged	to	leave	off.	The	princes
rowed	them	back	again	over	the	lake	(but	this	time	the	soldier	placed	himself	in
the	boat	with	the	eldest	princess);	and	on	the	opposite	shore	they	took	leave	of
each	other,	the	princesses	promising	to	come	again	the	next	night.
When	they	came	to	the	stairs,	the	soldier	ran	on	before	the	princesses,	and	laid

himself	down;	and	as	 the	 twelve	 sisters	 slowly	came	up	very	much	 tired,	 they
heard	 him	 snoring	 in	 his	 bed;	 so	 they	 said,	 'Now	 all	 is	 quite	 safe';	 then	 they
undressed	 themselves,	 put	 away	 their	 fine	 clothes,	 pulled	 off	 their	 shoes,	 and
went	to	bed.	In	the	morning	the	soldier	said	nothing	about	what	had	happened,
but	determined	to	see	more	of	this	strange	adventure,	and	went	again	the	second
and	third	night;	and	every	thing	happened	just	as	before;	the	princesses	danced
each	time	till	their	shoes	were	worn	to	pieces,	and	then	returned	home.	However,
on	the	third	night	the	soldier	carried	away	one	of	the	golden	cups	as	a	token	of
where	he	had	been.
As	 soon	 as	 the	 time	 came	when	 he	was	 to	 declare	 the	 secret,	 he	was	 taken

before	 the	 king	 with	 the	 three	 branches	 and	 the	 golden	 cup;	 and	 the	 twelve
princesses	stood	listening	behind	the	door	to	hear	what	he	would	say.	And	when
the	 king	 asked	 him.	 'Where	 do	 my	 twelve	 daughters	 dance	 at	 night?'	 he
answered,	 'With	 twelve	princes	 in	a	castle	under	ground.'	And	 then	he	 told	 the
king	all	 that	had	happened,	and	showed	him	the	three	branches	and	the	golden
cup	which	he	had	brought	with	him.	Then	the	king	called	for	the	princesses,	and
asked	them	whether	what	the	soldier	said	was	true:	and	when	they	saw	that	they
were	 discovered,	 and	 that	 it	 was	 of	 no	 use	 to	 deny	 what	 had	 happened,	 they
confessed	it	all.	And	the	king	asked	the	soldier	which	of	them	he	would	choose
for	his	wife;	and	he	answered,	'I	am	not	very	young,	so	I	will	have	the	eldest.'—
And	they	were	married	that	very	day,	and	the	soldier	was	chosen	to	be	the	king's
heir.



The	Fisherman	and	His	Wife

There	was	once	on	a	 time	a	Fisherman	who	 lived	with	his	wife	 in	a	miserable
hovel	close	by	the	sea,	and	every	day	he	went	out	fishing.	And	once	as	he	was
sitting	with	his	rod,	looking	at	the	clear	water,	his	line	suddenly	went	down,	far
down	below,	and	when	he	drew	it	up	again	he	brought	out	a	large	Flounder.	Then
the	Flounder	said	to	him,	"Hark,	you	Fisherman,	I	pray	you,	let	me	live,	I	am	no
Flounder	really,	but	an	enchanted	prince.	What	good	will	it	do	you	to	kill	me?	I
should	not	be	good	to	eat,	put	me	in	 the	water	again,	and	let	me	go."	"Come,"
said	the	Fisherman,	"there	is	no	need	for	so	many	words	about	it	—	a	fish	that
can	talk	I	should	certainly	let	go,	anyhow,"	with	that	he	put	him	back	again	into
the	 clear	water,	 and	 the	Flounder	went	 to	 the	bottom,	 leaving	 a	 long	 streak	of
blood	behind	him.	Then	the	Fisherman	got	up	and	went	home	to	his	wife	in	the
hovel.	 "Husband,"	 said	 the	 woman,	 "have	 you	 caught	 nothing	 to-day?"	 "No,"
said	the	man,	"I	did	catch	a	Flounder,	who	said	he	was	an	enchanted	prince,	so	I
let	him	go	again."	"Did	you	not	wish	for	anything	first?"	said	the	woman.	"No,"
said	the	man;	"what	should	I	wish	for?"	"Ah,"	said	the	woman,	"it	is	surely	hard
to	 have	 to	 live	 always	 in	 this	 dirty	 hovel;	 you	might	 have	wished	 for	 a	 small
cottage	for	us.	Go	back	and	call	him.	Tell	him	we	want	to	have	a	small	cottage,
he	 will	 certainly	 give	 us	 that."	 "Ah,"	 said	 the	 man,	 "why	 should	 I	 go	 there
again?"	"Why,"	said	the	woman,	"you	did	catch	him,	and	you	let	him	go	again;
he	is	sure	to	do	it.	Go	at	once."	The	man	still	did	not	quite	like	to	go,	but	did	not
like	to	oppose	his	wife,	and	went	to	the	sea.
When	he	got	there	the	sea	was	all	green	and	yellow,	and	no	longer	so	smooth;

so	he	stood	still	and	said,
"Flounder,	 flounder	 in	 the	sea,	Come,	 I	pray	 thee,	here	 to	me;	For	my	wife,

good	Ilsabil,	Wills	not	as	I'd	have	her	will."	Then	the	Flounder	came	swimming
to	him	and	 said,	 "Well	what	 does	 she	want,	 then?"	 "Ah,"	 said	 the	man,	 "I	 did
catch	you,	and	my	wife	says	 I	 really	ought	 to	have	wished	for	something.	She
does	not	 like	 to	 live	 in	a	wretched	hovel	any	 longer.	She	would	 like	 to	have	a
cottage."	"Go,	then,"	said	the	Flounder,	"she	has	it	already."	When	the	man	went
home,	his	wife	was	no	longer	in	the	hovel,	but	instead	of	it	there	stood	a	small
cottage,	and	she	was	sitting	on	a	bench	before	 the	door.	Then	she	 took	him	by
the	 hand	 and	 said	 to	 him,	 "Just	 come	 inside,	 look,	 now	 isn't	 this	 a	 great	 deal
better?"	So	they	went	in,	and	there	was	a	small	porch,	and	a	pretty	little	parlor
and	bedroom,	and	a	kitchen	and	pantry,	with	the	best	of	furniture,	and	fitted	up
with	 the	most	 beautiful	 things	made	of	 tin	 and	brass,	whatsoever	was	wanted.
And	behind	the	cottage	there	was	a	small	yard,	with	hens	and	ducks,	and	a	little



garden	with	 flowers	 and	 fruit.	 "Look,"	 said	 the	wife,	 "is	not	 that	nice!"	 "Yes,"
said	 the	 husband,	 "and	 so	we	must	 always	 think	 it,	—	now	we	will	 live	 quite
contented."	 "We	 will	 think	 about	 that,"	 said	 the	 wife.	 With	 that	 they	 ate
something	and	went	to	bed.
Everything	 went	 well	 for	 a	 week	 or	 a	 fortnight,	 and	 then	 the	 woman	 said,

"Hark	you,	husband,	this	cottage	is	far	too	small	for	us,	and	the	garden	and	yard
are	little;	the	Flounder	might	just	as	well	have	given	us	a	larger	house.	I	should
like	to	live	in	a	great	stone	castle;	go	to	the	Flounder,	and	tell	him	to	give	us	a
castle."	"Ah,	wife,"	said	the	man,	"the	cottage	is	quite	good	enough;	why	should
we	live	 in	a	castle?"	"What!"	said	 the	woman;	"just	go	there,	 the	Flounder	can
always	do	 that."	 "No,	wife,"	 said	 the	man,	 "the	Flounder	has	 just	given	us	 the
cottage,	I	do	not	like	to	go	back	so	soon,	it	might	make	him	angry."	"Go,"	said
the	woman,	"he	can	do	 it	quite	easily,	and	will	be	glad	 to	do	 it;	 just	you	go	 to
him."
The	man's	heart	grew	heavy,	and	he	would	not	go.	He	said	 to	himself,	"It	 is

not	 right,"	and	yet	he	went.	And	when	he	came	 to	 the	sea	 the	water	was	quite
purple	and	dark-blue,	and	grey	and	thick,	and	no	longer	so	green	and	yellow,	but
it	was	still	quiet.	And	he	stood	there	and	said	—
"Flounder,	 flounder	 in	 the	sea,	Come,	 I	pray	 thee,	here	 to	me;	For	my	wife,

good	Ilsabil,	Wills	not	as	I'd	have	her	will."	"Well,	what	does	she	want,	 then?"
said	the	Flounder.	"Alas,"	said	the	man,	half	scared,	"she	wants	to	live	in	a	great
stone	castle."	"Go	to	it,	then,	she	is	standing	before	the	door,"	said	the	Flounder.
Then	the	man	went	away,	intending	to	go	home,	but	when	he	got	there,	he	found
a	great	stone	palace,	and	his	wife	was	just	standing	on	the	steps	going	in,	and	she
took	him	by	 the	hand	and	said,	"Come	 in."	So	he	went	 in	with	her,	and	 in	 the
castle	was	a	great	hall	paved	with	marble,	and	many	servants,	who	flung	wide
the	 doors;	 And	 the	 walls	 were	 all	 bright	 with	 beautiful	 hangings,	 and	 in	 the
rooms	were	chairs	and	tables	of	pure	gold,	and	crystal	chandeliers	hung	from	the
ceiling,	and	all	the	rooms	and	bed-rooms	had	carpets,	and	food	and	wine	of	the
very	best	were	standing	on	all	the	tables,	so	that	they	nearly	broke	down	beneath
it.	Behind	 the	house,	 too,	 there	was	 a	 great	 court-yard,	with	 stables	 for	 horses
and	cows,	and	the	very	best	of	carriages;	there	was	a	magnificent	large	garden,
too,	with	the	most	beautiful	flowers	and	fruit-trees,	and	a	park	quite	half	a	mile
long,	in	which	were	stags,	deer,	and	hares,	and	everything	that	could	be	desired.
"Come,"	 said	 the	 woman,	 "isn't	 that	 beautiful?"	 "Yes,	 indeed,"	 said	 the	 man,
"now	let	it	be;	and	we	will	live	in	this	beautiful	castle	and	be	content."	"We	will
consider	about	that,"	said	the	woman,	"and	sleep	upon	it;"	thereupon	they	went
to	bed.
Next	morning	the	wife	awoke	first,	and	it	was	just	daybreak,	and	from	her	bed



she	saw	the	beautiful	country	lying	before	her.	Her	husband	was	still	stretching
himself,	so	she	poked	him	in	the	side	with	her	elbow,	and	said,	"Get	up,	husband,
and	just	peep	out	of	the	window.	Look	you,	couldn't	we	be	the	King	over	all	that
land?	Go	to	the	Flounder,	we	will	be	the	King."	"Ah,	wife,"	said	the	man,	"why
should	we	be	King?	 I	 do	not	want	 to	 be	King."	 "Well,"	 said	 the	wife,	 "if	 you
won't	be	King,	I	will;	go	to	the	Flounder,	for	I	will	be	King."	"Ah,	wife,"	said	the
man,	"why	do	you	want	to	be	King?	I	do	not	like	to	say	that	to	him."	"Why	not?"
said	the	woman;	"go	to	him	this	instant;	I	must	be	King!"	So	the	man	went,	and
was	quite	unhappy	because	his	wife	wished	to	be	King.	"It	is	not	right;	it	is	not
right,"	thought	he.	He	did	not	wish	to	go,	but	yet	he	went.
And	when	he	came	to	the	sea,	it	was	quite	dark-grey,	and	the	water	heaved	up

from	below,	and	smelt	putrid.	Then	he	went	and	stood	by	it,	and	said,
"Flounder,	 flounder	 in	 the	sea,	Come,	 I	pray	 thee,	here	 to	me;	For	my	wife,

good	Ilsabil,	Wills	not	as	 I'd	have	her	will"	"Well,	what	does	she	want,	 then?"
said	the	Flounder.	"Alas,"	said	the	man,	"she	wants	to	be	King."	"Go	to	her;	she
is	King	already."	So	the	man	went,	and	when	he	came	to	 the	palace,	 the	castle
had	become	much	larger,	and	had	a	great	tower	and	magnificent	ornaments,	and
the	 sentinel	was	 standing	 before	 the	 door,	 and	 there	were	 numbers	 of	 soldiers
with	kettle-drums	and	trumpets.	And	when	he	went	inside	the	house,	everything
was	of	real	marble	and	gold,	with	velvet	covers	and	great	golden	tassels.	Then
the	doors	of	 the	hall	were	opened,	and	 there	was	 the	court	 in	all	 its	splendour,
and	 his	wife	was	 sitting	 on	 a	 high	 throne	 of	 gold	 and	 diamonds,	with	 a	 great
crown	of	gold	on	her	head,	and	a	sceptre	of	pure	gold	and	 jewels	 in	her	hand,
and	 on	 both	 sides	 of	 her	 stood	 her	 maids-in-waiting	 in	 a	 row,	 each	 of	 them
always	one	head	shorter	than	the	last.
Then	 he	 went	 and	 stood	 before	 her,	 and	 said,	 "Ah,	 wife,	 and	 now	 you	 are

King."	"Yes,"	said	the	woman,	"now	I	am	King."	So	he	stood	and	looked	at	her,
and	when	he	had	looked	at	her	thus	for	some	time,	he	said,	"And	now	that	you
are	King,	 let	all	else	be,	now	we	will	wish	for	nothing	more."	"Nay,	husband,"
said	the	woman,	quite	anxiously,	"I	find	time	pass	very	heavily,	I	can	bear	it	no
longer;	 go	 to	 the	Flounder	—	 I	 am	King,	 but	 I	must	 be	Emperor,	 too."	 "Alas,
wife,	 why	 do	 you	 wish	 to	 be	 Emperor?"	 "Husband,"	 said	 she,	 "go	 to	 the
Flounder.	I	will	be	Emperor."	"Alas,	wife,"	said	the	man,	"he	cannot	make	you
Emperor;	I	may	not	say	that	to	the	fish.	There	is	only	one	Emperor	in	the	land.
An	Emperor	the	Flounder	cannot	make	you!	I	assure	you	he	cannot."
"What!"	 said	 the	 woman,	 "I	 am	 the	 King,	 and	 you	 are	 nothing	 but	 my

husband;	will	you	go	 this	moment?	go	at	once!	 If	he	can	make	a	King	he	can
make	an	emperor.	I	will	be	Emperor;	go	instantly."	So	he	was	forced	to	go.	As
the	man	went,	however,	he	was	troubled	in	mind,	and	thought	to	himself,	"It	will



not	end	well;	it	will	not	end	well!	Emperor	is	too	shameless!	The	Flounder	will
at	last	be	tired	out."
With	that	he	reached	the	sea,	and	the	sea	was	quite	black	and	thick,	and	began

to	boil	up	from	below,	so	that	it	threw	up	bubbles,	and	such	a	sharp	wind	blew
over	it	that	it	curdled,	and	the	man	was	afraid.	Then	he	went	and	stood	by	it,	and
said,
"Flounder,	 flounder	 in	 the	sea,	Come,	 I	pray	 thee,	here	 to	me;	For	my	wife,

good	Ilsabil,	Wills	not	as	I'd	have	her	will."	"Well,	what	does	she	want,	 then?"
said	 the	 Flounder.	 "Alas,	 Flounder,"	 said	 he,	 "my	wife	wants	 to	 be	Emperor."
"Go	to	her,"	said	the	Flounder;	"she	is	Emperor	already."	So	the	man	went,	and
when	he	got	there	the	whole	palace	was	made	of	polished	marble	with	alabaster
figures	 and	 golden	 ornaments,	 and	 soldiers	 were	 marching	 before	 the	 door
blowing	trumpets,	and	beating	cymbals	and	drums;	and	in	the	house,	barons,	and
counts,	and	dukes	were	going	about	as	servants.	Then	they	opened	the	doors	to
him,	 which	were	 of	 pure	 gold.	 And	when	 he	 entered,	 there	 sat	 his	 wife	 on	 a
throne,	which	was	made	of	one	piece	of	gold,	and	was	quite	two	miles	high;	and
she	wore	a	great	golden	crown	that	was	three	yards	high,	and	set	with	diamonds
and	carbuncles,	and	in	one	hand	she	had	the	sceptre,	and	in	the	other	the	imperial
orb;	and	on	both	sides	of	her	stood	the	yeomen	of	the	guard	in	two	rows,	each
being	 smaller	 than	 the	 one	 before	 him,	 from	 the	 biggest	 giant,	 who	 was	 two
miles	high,	to	the	very	smallest	dwarf,	just	as	big	as	my	little	finger.	And	before
it	stood	a	number	of	princes	and	dukes.
Then	the	man	went	and	stood	among	them,	and	said,	"Wife,	are	you	Emperor

now?"	"Yes,"	 said	 she,	 "now	 I	 am	Emperor."	Then	he	 stood	and	 looked	at	her
well,	and	when	he	had	looked	at	her	thus	for	some	time,	he	said,	"Ah,	wife,	be
content,	now	that	you	are	Emperor."	"Husband,"	said	she,	"why	are	you	standing
there?	Now,	 I	am	Emperor,	but	 I	will	be	Pope	 too;	go	 to	 the	Flounder."	"Alas,
wife,"	said	the	man,	"what	will	you	not	wish	for?	You	cannot	be	Pope.	There	is
but	one	in	Christendom.	He	cannot	make	you	Pope."	"Husband,"	said	she,	"I	will
be	 Pope;	 go	 immediately,	 I	must	 be	 Pope	 this	 very	 day."	 "No,	wife,"	 said	 the
man,	 "I	 do	 not	 like	 to	 say	 that	 to	 him;	 that	would	 not	 do,	 it	 is	 too	much;	 the
Flounder	can't	make	you	Pope."	"Husband,"	said	she,	"what	nonsense!	If	he	can
make	an	emperor	he	can	make	a	pope.	Go	 to	him	directly.	 I	 am	Emperor,	 and
you	are	nothing	but	my	husband;	will	you	go	at	once?"
Then	he	was	afraid	and	went;	but	he	was	quite	faint,	and	shivered	and	shook,

and	his	knees	and	 legs	 trembled.	And	a	high	wind	blew	over	 the	 land,	and	 the
clouds	 flew,	 and	 towards	 evening	 all	 grew	 dark,	 and	 the	 leaves	 fell	 from	 the
trees,	and	the	water	rose	and	roared	as	if	it	were	boiling,	and	splashed	upon	the
shore.	 And	 in	 the	 distance	 he	 saw	 ships	 which	were	 firing	 guns	 in	 their	 sore



need,	pitching	and	 tossing	on	 the	waves.	And	yet	 in	 the	midst	of	 the	sky	 there
was	 still	 a	 small	 bit	 of	 blue,	 though	on	 every	 side	 it	was	 as	 red	 as	 in	 a	 heavy
storm.	So,	full	of	despair,	he	went	and	stood	in	much	fear	and	said,
"Flounder,	flounder	in	the	sea,	Come,	I	pray	thee,	here	to	me;"	For	my	wife,

good	 Ilsabil,	Wills	not	 as	 I'd	have	her	will.	 "Well,	what	does	 she	want,	 then?"
said	 the	 Flounder.	 "Alas,"	 said	 the	 man,	 "she	 wants	 to	 be	 Pope."	 "Go	 to	 her
then,"	 said	 the	 Flounder;	 "she	 is	 Pope	 already."	 So	 he	went,	 and	when	 he	 got
there,	 he	 saw	 what	 seemed	 to	 be	 a	 large	 church	 surrounded	 by	 palaces.	 He
pushed	his	way	through	the	crowd.	Inside,	however,	everything	was	 lighted	up
with	thousands	and	thousands	of	candles,	and	his	wife	was	clad	in	gold,	and	she
was	sitting	on	a	much	higher	throne,	and	had	three	great	golden	crowns	on,	and
round	about	her	 there	was	much	ecclesiastical	 splendour;	 and	on	both	 sides	of
her	was	a	row	of	candles	the	largest	of	which	was	as	tall	as	the	very	tallest	tower,
down	to	 the	very	smallest	kitchen	candle,	and	all	 the	emperors	and	kings	were
on	 their	 knees	 before	 her,	 kissing	 her	 shoe.	 "Wife,"	 said	 the	man,	 and	 looked
attentively	at	her,	"are	you	now	Pope?"	"Yes,"	said	she,	"I	am	Pope."	So	he	stood
and	looked	at	her,	and	it	was	just	as	if	he	was	looking	at	the	bright	sun.	When	he
had	 stood	 looking	 at	 her	 thus	 for	 a	 short	 time,	 he	 said,	 "Ah,	wife,	 if	 you	 are
Pope,	do	let	well	alone!"	But	she	looked	as	stiff	as	a	post,	and	did	not	move	or
show	any	signs	of	life.	Then	said	he,	"Wife,	now	that	you	are	Pope,	be	satisfied,
you	cannot	become	anything	greater	now."	"I	will	consider	about	that,"	said	the
woman.	 Thereupon	 they	 both	 went	 to	 bed,	 but	 she	 was	 not	 satisfied,	 and
greediness	let	her	have	no	sleep,	for	she	was	continually	thinking	what	there	was
left	for	her	to	be.
The	man	slept	well	and	soundly,	for	he	had	run	about	a	great	deal	during	the

day;	but	the	woman	could	not	fall	asleep	at	all,	and	flung	herself	from	one	side
to	the	other	the	whole	night	through,	thinking	always	what	more	was	left	for	her
to	be,	but	unable	to	call	to	mind	anything	else.	At	length	the	sun	began	to	rise,
and	when	 the	woman	saw	 the	 red	of	dawn,	she	sat	up	 in	bed	and	 looked	at	 it.
And	when,	through	the	window,	she	saw	the	sun	thus	rising,	she	said,	"Cannot	I,
too,	order	the	sun	and	moon	to	rise?"	"Husband,"	she	said,	poking	him	in	the	ribs
with	her	elbows,	"wake	up!	go	to	the	Flounder,	for	I	wish	to	be	even	as	God	is."
The	man	was	still	half	asleep,	but	he	was	so	horrified	that	he	fell	out	of	bed.	He
thought	he	must	have	heard	amiss,	and	 rubbed	his	eyes,	and	said,	 "Alas,	wife,
what	are	you	saying?"	"Husband,"	said	she,	"if	I	can't	order	the	sun	and	moon	to
rise,	and	have	to	look	on	and	see	the	sun	and	moon	rising,	I	can't	bear	it.	I	shall
not	 know	what	 it	 is	 to	 have	 another	 happy	 hour,	 unless	 I	 can	make	 them	 rise
myself."	 Then	 she	 looked	 at	 him	 so	 terribly	 that	 a	 shudder	 ran	 over	 him,	 and
said,	"Go	at	once;	I	wish	to	be	like	unto	God."	"Alas,	wife,"	said	the	man,	falling



on	his	knees	before	her,	"the	Flounder	cannot	do	that;	he	can	make	an	emperor
and	a	pope;	I	beseech	you,	go	on	as	you	are,	and	be	Pope."	Then	she	fell	into	a
rage,	and	her	hair	flew	wildly	about	her	head,	and	she	cried,	"I	will	not	endure
this,	I'll	not	bear	it	any	longer;	wilt	thou	go?"	Then	he	put	on	his	trousers	and	ran
away	like	a	madman.	But	outside	a	great	storm	was	raging,	and	blowing	so	hard
that	he	could	scarcely	keep	his	feet;	houses	and	trees	toppled	over,	the	mountains
trembled,	rocks	rolled	into	the	sea,	the	sky	was	pitch	black,	and	it	thundered	and
lightened,	and	 the	sea	came	 in	with	black	waves	as	high	as	church-towers	and
mountains,	and	all	with	crests	of	white	foam	at	the	top.	Then	he	cried,	but	could
not	hear	his	own	words,
"Flounder,	 flounder	 in	 the	sea,	Come,	 I	pray	 thee,	here	 to	me;	For	my	wife,

good	Ilsabil,	Wills	not	as	I'd	have	her	will."	"Well,	what	does	she	want,	 then?"
said	the	Flounder.	"Alas,"	said	he,	"she	wants	to	be	like	unto	God."	"Go	to	her,
and	you	will	 find	her	back	again	 in	 the	dirty	hovel."	And	 there	 they	are	 living
still	at	this	very	time.



The	Willow-wren	and	the	Bear

Once	in	summer-time	the	bear	and	the	wolf	were	walking	in	the	forest,	and	the
bear	heard	a	bird	singing	so	beautifully	that	he	said:	'Brother	wolf,	what	bird	is	it
that	sings	so	well?'	 'That	 is	 the	King	of	birds,'	 said	 the	wolf,	 'before	whom	we
must	bow	down.'	In	reality	the	bird	was	the	willow-wren.	'IF	that's	the	case,'	said
the	bear,	'I	should	very	much	like	to	see	his	royal	palace;	come,	take	me	thither.'
'That	is	not	done	quite	as	you	seem	to	think,'	said	the	wolf;	'you	must	wait	until
the	Queen	 comes,'	 Soon	 afterwards,	 the	Queen	 arrived	with	 some	 food	 in	 her
beak,	and	the	lord	King	came	too,	and	they	began	to	feed	their	young	ones.	The
bear	would	have	liked	to	go	at	once,	but	the	wolf	held	him	back	by	the	sleeve,
and	 said:	 'No,	 you	 must	 wait	 until	 the	 lord	 and	 lady	 Queen	 have	 gone	 away
again.'	So	they	took	stock	of	the	hole	where	the	nest	lay,	and	trotted	away.	The
bear,	however,	could	not	rest	until	he	had	seen	the	royal	palace,	and	when	a	short
time	had	passed,	went	to	it	again.	The	King	and	Queen	had	just	flown	out,	so	he
peeped	in	and	saw	five	or	six	young	ones	lying	there.	 'Is	that	the	royal	palace?'
cried	the	bear;	'it	is	a	wretched	palace,	and	you	are	not	King's	children,	you	are
disreputable	children!'	When	 the	young	wrens	heard	 that,	 they	were	 frightfully
angry,	and	screamed:	'No,	that	we	are	not!	Our	parents	are	honest	people!	Bear,
you	will	have	to	pay	for	that!'
The	bear	and	the	wolf	grew	uneasy,	and	turned	back	and	went	into	their	holes.

The	young	willow-wrens,	however,	continued	to	cry	and	scream,	and	when	their
parents	again	brought	food	they	said:	'We	will	not	so	much	as	touch	one	fly's	leg,
no,	 not	 if	 we	 were	 dying	 of	 hunger,	 until	 you	 have	 settled	 whether	 we	 are
respectable	children	or	not;	the	bear	has	been	here	and	has	insulted	us!'	Then	the
old	 King	 said:	 'Be	 easy,	 he	 shall	 be	 punished,'	 and	 he	 at	 once	 flew	 with	 the
Queen	to	the	bear's	cave,	and	called	in:	'Old	Growler,	why	have	you	insulted	my
children?	You	shall	suffer	for	it—we	will	punish	you	by	a	bloody	war.'	Thus	war
was	announced	to	the	Bear,	and	all	four-footed	animals	were	summoned	to	take
part	 in	 it,	 oxen,	 asses,	 cows,	deer,	 and	every	other	 animal	 the	 earth	 contained.
And	the	willow-wren	summoned	everything	which	flew	in	the	air,	not	only	birds,
large	and	small,	but	midges,	and	hornets,	bees	and	flies	had	to	come.
When	the	 time	came	for	 the	war	 to	begin,	 the	willow-wren	sent	out	spies	 to

discover	who	was	the	enemy's	commander-in-chief.	The	gnat,	who	was	the	most
crafty,	 flew	 into	 the	 forest	 where	 the	 enemy	 was	 assembled,	 and	 hid	 herself
beneath	a	leaf	of	the	tree	where	the	password	was	to	be	announced.	There	stood
the	 bear,	 and	 he	 called	 the	 fox	 before	 him	 and	 said:	 'Fox,	 you	 are	 the	 most
cunning	of	 all	 animals,	you	 shall	be	general	 and	 lead	us.'	 'Good,'	 said	 the	 fox,



'but	what	signal	shall	we	agree	upon?'	No	one	knew	that,	so	the	fox	said:	'I	have
a	fine	long	bushy	tail,	which	almost	looks	like	a	plume	of	red	feathers.	When	I
lift	my	tail	up	quite	high,	all	 is	going	well,	and	you	must	charge;	but	 if	 I	 let	 it
hang	down,	run	away	as	fast	as	you	can.'	When	the	gnat	had	heard	that,	she	flew
away	again,	and	revealed	everything,	down	to	the	minutest	detail,	to	the	willow-
wren.	When	day	broke,	and	the	battle	was	to	begin,	all	the	four-footed	animals
came	 running	 up	with	 such	 a	 noise	 that	 the	 earth	 trembled.	 The	willow-wren
with	 his	 army	 also	 came	 flying	 through	 the	 air	 with	 such	 a	 humming,	 and
whirring,	and	swarming	that	every	one	was	uneasy	and	afraid,	and	on	both	sides
they	 advanced	 against	 each	 other.	 But	 the	willow-wren	 sent	 down	 the	 hornet,
with	orders	to	settle	beneath	the	fox's	tail,	and	sting	with	all	his	might.	When	the
fox	felt	 the	first	string,	he	started	so	 that	he	one	 leg,	 from	pain,	but	he	bore	 it,
and	still	kept	his	tail	high	in	the	air;	at	the	second	sting,	he	was	forced	to	put	it
down	for	a	moment;	at	the	third,	he	could	hold	out	no	longer,	screamed,	and	put
his	tail	between	his	legs.	When	the	animals	saw	that,	they	thought	all	was	lost,
and	began	to	flee,	each	into	his	hole,	and	the	birds	had	won	the	battle.
Then	 the	King	 and	Queen	 flew	home	 to	 their	 children	 and	 cried:	 'Children,

rejoice,	eat	and	drink	 to	your	heart's	 content,	we	have	won	 the	battle!'	But	 the
young	wrens	said:	'We	will	not	eat	yet,	the	bear	must	come	to	the	nest,	and	beg
for	pardon	and	say	that	we	are	honourable	children,	before	we	will	do	that.'	Then
the	willow-wren	flew	to	the	bear's	hole	and	cried:	'Growler,	you	are	to	come	to
the	nest	to	my	children,	and	beg	their	pardon,	or	else	every	rib	of	your	body	shall
be	broken.'	So	the	bear	crept	thither	in	the	greatest	fear,	and	begged	their	pardon.
And	now	at	last	the	young	wrens	were	satisfied,	and	sat	down	together	and	ate
and	drank,	and	made	merry	till	quite	late	into	the	night.



The	Frog-prince

One	fine	evening	a	young	princess	put	on	her	bonnet	and	clogs,	and	went	out	to
take	a	walk	by	herself	in	a	wood;	and	when	she	came	to	a	cool	spring	of	water,
that	rose	in	the	midst	of	it,	she	sat	herself	down	to	rest	a	while.	Now	she	had	a
golden	ball	in	her	hand,	which	was	her	favourite	plaything;	and	she	was	always
tossing	it	up	into	the	air,	and	catching	it	again	as	it	fell.	After	a	time	she	threw	it
up	so	high	that	she	missed	catching	it	as	it	fell;	and	the	ball	bounded	away,	and
rolled	along	upon	the	ground,	till	at	last	it	fell	down	into	the	spring.	The	princess
looked	into	the	spring	after	her	ball,	but	it	was	very	deep,	so	deep	that	she	could
not	see	the	bottom	of	it.	Then	she	began	to	bewail	her	loss,	and	said,	'Alas!	if	I
could	only	get	my	ball	again,	I	would	give	all	my	fine	clothes	and	jewels,	and
everything	that	I	have	in	the	world.'
Whilst	 she	 was	 speaking,	 a	 frog	 put	 its	 head	 out	 of	 the	 water,	 and	 said,

'Princess,	why	do	you	weep	 so	bitterly?'	 'Alas!'	 said	 she,	 'what	 can	you	do	 for
me,	you	nasty	frog?	My	golden	ball	has	fallen	into	the	spring.'	The	frog	said,	'I
want	not	your	pearls,	and	jewels,	and	fine	clothes;	but	if	you	will	love	me,	and
let	me	live	with	you	and	eat	from	off	your	golden	plate,	and	sleep	upon	your	bed,
I	will	bring	you	your	ball	again.'	'What	nonsense,'	thought	the	princess,	'this	silly
frog	 is	 talking!	He	can	never	even	get	out	of	 the	spring	 to	visit	me,	 though	he
may	be	able	 to	get	my	ball	 for	me,	 and	 therefore	 I	will	 tell	 him	he	 shall	 have
what	he	asks.'	So	she	said	to	the	frog,	'Well,	if	you	will	bring	me	my	ball,	I	will
do	 all	 you	 ask.'	 Then	 the	 frog	 put	 his	 head	 down,	 and	 dived	 deep	 under	 the
water;	and	after	a	little	while	he	came	up	again,	with	the	ball	in	his	mouth,	and
threw	it	on	the	edge	of	the	spring.	As	soon	as	the	young	princess	saw	her	ball,
she	ran	to	pick	it	up;	and	she	was	so	overjoyed	to	have	it	in	her	hand	again,	that
she	never	thought	of	the	frog,	but	ran	home	with	it	as	fast	as	she	could.	The	frog
called	after	her,	 'Stay,	princess,	and	take	me	with	you	as	you	said,'	But	she	did
not	stop	to	hear	a	word.
The	next	day,	just	as	the	princess	had	sat	down	to	dinner,	she	heard	a	strange

noise—tap,	 tap—plash,	 plash—as	 if	 something	 was	 coming	 up	 the	 marble
staircase:	and	soon	afterwards	there	was	a	gentle	knock	at	the	door,	and	a	little
voice	cried	out	and	said:
{verse
'Open	the	door,	my	princess	dear,
Open	the	door	to	thy	true	love	here!
And	mind	the	words	that	thou	and	I	said
By	the	fountain	cool,	in	the	greenwood	shade.'



{verse
Then	the	princess	ran	 to	 the	door	and	opened	 it,	and	 there	she	saw	the	frog,

whom	 she	 had	 quite	 forgotten.	 At	 this	 sight	 she	 was	 sadly	 frightened,	 and
shutting	the	door	as	fast	as	she	could	came	back	to	her	seat.	The	king,	her	father,
seeing	that	something	had	frightened	her,	asked	her	what	was	the	matter.	'There
is	a	nasty	frog,'	said	she,	'at	the	door,	that	lifted	my	ball	for	me	out	of	the	spring
this	morning:	I	told	him	that	he	should	live	with	me	here,	thinking	that	he	could
never	get	out	of	the	spring;	but	there	he	is	at	the	door,	and	he	wants	to	come	in.'
While	she	was	speaking	the	frog	knocked	again	at	the	door,	and	said:
{verse
'Open	the	door,	my	princess	dear,
Open	the	door	to	thy	true	love	here!
And	mind	the	words	that	thou	and	I	said
By	the	fountain	cool,	in	the	greenwood	shade.'
{verse
Then	the	king	said	to	the	young	princess,	 'As	you	have	given	your	word	you

must	 keep	 it;	 so	 go	 and	 let	 him	 in.'	 She	 did	 so,	 and	 the	 frog	 hopped	 into	 the
room,	 and	 then	 straight	 on—tap,	 tap—plash,	 plash—from	 the	 bottom	 of	 the
room	to	the	top,	till	he	came	up	close	to	the	table	where	the	princess	sat.	 'Pray
lift	me	upon	chair,'	said	he	to	the	princess,	'and	let	me	sit	next	to	you.'	As	soon	as
she	had	done	this,	the	frog	said,	'Put	your	plate	nearer	to	me,	that	I	may	eat	out
of	it.'	This	she	did,	and	when	he	had	eaten	as	much	as	he	could,	he	said,	'Now	I
am	tired;	carry	me	upstairs,	and	put	me	into	your	bed.'	And	the	princess,	though
very	unwilling,	took	him	up	in	her	hand,	and	put	him	upon	the	pillow	of	her	own
bed,	where	he	slept	all	night	long.	As	soon	as	it	was	light	he	jumped	up,	hopped
downstairs,	and	went	out	of	the	house.	'Now,	then,'	thought	the	princess,	'at	last
he	is	gone,	and	I	shall	be	troubled	with	him	no	more.'
But	she	was	mistaken;	for	when	night	came	again	she	heard	the	same	tapping

at	the	door;	and	the	frog	came	once	more,	and	said:
{verse
'Open	the	door,	my	princess	dear,
Open	the	door	to	thy	true	love	here!
And	mind	the	words	that	thou	and	I	said
By	the	fountain	cool,	in	the	greenwood	shade.'
{verse
And	when	the	princess	opened	the	door	the	frog	came	in,	and	slept	upon	her

pillow	as	before,	till	the	morning	broke.	And	the	third	night	he	did	the	same.	But
when	 the	princess	awoke	on	 the	 following	morning	she	was	astonished	 to	 see,
instead	 of	 the	 frog,	 a	 handsome	 prince,	 gazing	 on	 her	with	 the	most	 beautiful



eyes	she	had	ever	seen,	and	standing	at	the	head	of	her	bed.
He	told	her	that	he	had	been	enchanted	by	a	spiteful	fairy,	who	had	changed

him	into	a	frog;	and	that	he	had	been	fated	so	to	abide	till	some	princess	should
take	him	out	of	the	spring,	and	let	him	eat	from	her	plate,	and	sleep	upon	her	bed
for	three	nights.	 'You,'	said	the	prince,	 'have	broken	his	cruel	charm,	and	now	I
have	 nothing	 to	 wish	 for	 but	 that	 you	 should	 go	 with	 me	 into	 my	 father's
kingdom,	where	I	will	marry	you,	and	love	you	as	long	as	you	live.'
The	young	princess,	you	may	be	sure,	was	not	long	in	saying	'Yes'	to	all	this;

and	as	they	spoke	a	gay	coach	drove	up,	with	eight	beautiful	horses,	decked	with
plumes	of	feathers	and	a	golden	harness;	and	behind	the	coach	rode	the	prince's
servant,	faithful	Heinrich,	who	had	bewailed	the	misfortunes	of	his	dear	master
during	his	enchantment	so	long	and	so	bitterly,	that	his	heart	had	well-nigh	burst.
They	then	took	leave	of	the	king,	and	got	into	the	coach	with	eight	horses,	and

all	 set	 out,	 full	 of	 joy	 and	 merriment,	 for	 the	 prince's	 kingdom,	 which	 they
reached	safely;	and	there	they	lived	happily	a	great	many	years.



Cat	and	Mouse	in	Partnership

A	certain	cat	had	made	the	acquaintance	of	a	mouse,	and	had	said	so	much	to	her
about	 the	 great	 love	 and	 friendship	 she	 felt	 for	 her,	 that	 at	 length	 the	 mouse
agreed	 that	 they	 should	 live	 and	 keep	 house	 together.	 "But	 we	 must	 make	 a
provision	for	winter,	or	else	we	shall	suffer	from	hunger,"	said	the	cat,	"and	you,
little	mouse,	 cannot	 venture	 everywhere,	 or	 you	will	 be	 caught	 in	 a	 trap	 some
day."	The	good	advice	was	followed,	and	a	pot	of	fat	was	bought,	but	they	did
not	 know	where	 to	 put	 it.	At	 length,	 after	much	 consideration,	 the	 cat	 said,	 "I
know	no	place	where	 it	will	be	better	stored	up	 than	 in	 the	church,	 for	no	one
dares	 take	 anything	 away	 from	 there.	We	will	 set	 it	 beneath	 the	 altar,	 and	 not
touch	it	until	we	are	really	in	need	of	it."	So	the	pot	was	placed	in	safety,	but	it
was	not	long	before	the	cat	had	a	great	yearning	for	it,	and	said	to	the	mouse,	"I
want	to	tell	you	something,	little	mouse;	my	cousin	has	brought	a	little	son	into
the	world,	and	has	asked	me	to	be	godmother;	he	is	white	with	brown	spots,	and
I	am	to	hold	him	over	the	font	at	the	christening.	Let	me	go	out	to-day,	and	you
look	after	the	house	by	yourself."	"Yes,	yes,"	answered	the	mouse,	"by	all	means
go,	and	if	you	get	anything	very	good,	think	of	me,	I	should	like	a	drop	of	sweet
red	christening	wine	too."	All	this,	however,	was	untrue;	the	cat	had	no	cousin,
and	had	not	been	asked	to	be	godmother.	She	went	straight	to	the	church,	stole	to
the	pot	of	fat,	began	to	lick	at	it,	and	licked	the	top	of	the	fat	off.	Then	she	took	a
walk	upon	the	roofs	of	the	town,	looked	out	for	opportunities,	and	then	stretched
herself	in	the	sun,	and	licked	her	lips	whenever	she	thought	of	the	pot	of	fat,	and
not	until	it	was	evening	did	she	return	home.	"Well,	here	you	are	again,"	said	the
mouse,	"no	doubt	you	have	had	a	merry	day."	"All	went	off	well,"	answered	the
cat.	 "What	name	did	 they	give	 the	child?"	"Top	off!"	 said	 the	cat	quite	coolly.
"Top	off!"	cried	the	mouse,	"that	is	a	very	odd	and	uncommon	name,	is	it	a	usual
one	 in	 your	 family?"	 "What	 does	 it	 signify,"	 said	 the	 cat,	 "it	 is	 no	worse	 than
Crumb-stealer,	as	your	god-children	are	called."
Before	 long	 the	 cat	 was	 seized	 by	 another	 fit	 of	 longing.	 She	 said	 to	 the

mouse,	"You	must	do	me	a	favour,	and	once	more	manage	the	house	for	a	day
alone.	I	am	again	asked	to	be	godmother,	and,	as	the	child	has	a	white	ring	round
its	neck,	 I	cannot	refuse."	The	good	mouse	consented,	but	 the	cat	crept	behind
the	 town	walls	 to	 the	 church,	 and	 devoured	 half	 the	 pot	 of	 fat.	 "Nothing	 ever
seems	so	good	as	what	one	keeps	 to	oneself,"	said	she,	and	was	quite	satisfied
with	her	day's	work.	When	she	went	home	the	mouse	inquired,	"And	what	was
this	child	christened?"	"Half-done,"	answered	the	cat.	"Half-done!	What	are	you
saying?	 I	 never	 heard	 the	 name	 in	my	 life,	 I'll	wager	 anything	 it	 is	 not	 in	 the



calendar!"
The	cat's	mouth	soon	began	to	water	for	some	more	licking.	"All	good	things

go	in	threes,"	said	she,	"I	am	asked	to	stand	godmother	again.	The	child	is	quite
black,	only	it	has	white	paws,	but	with	that	exception,	it	has	not	a	single	white
hair	on	its	whole	body;	this	only	happens	once	every	few	years,	you	will	let	me
go,	won't	you?"	"Top-off!	Half-done!"	answered	the	mouse,	"they	are	such	odd
names,	they	make	me	very	thoughtful."	"You	sit	at	home,"	said	the	cat,	"in	your
dark-grey	fur	coat	and	long	tail,	and	are	filled	with	fancies,	that's	because	you	do
not	 go	 out	 in	 the	 daytime."	 During	 the	 cat's	 absence	 the	 mouse	 cleaned	 the
house,	 and	 put	 it	 in	 order	 but	 the	 greedy	 cat	 entirely	 emptied	 the	 pot	 of	 fat.
"When	everything	is	eaten	up	one	has	some	peace,"	said	she	to	herself,	and	well
filled	and	fat	she	did	not	return	home	till	night.	The	mouse	at	once	asked	what
name	 had	 been	 given	 to	 the	 third	 child.	 "It	will	 not	 please	 you	more	 than	 the
others,"	said	the	cat.	"He	is	called	All-gone."	"All-gone,"	cried	the	mouse,	"that
is	the	most	suspicious	name	of	all!	I	have	never	seen	it	in	print.	All-gone;	what
can	 that	 mean?"	 and	 she	 shook	 her	 head,	 curled	 herself	 up,	 and	 lay	 down	 to
sleep.
From	 this	 time	 forth	 no	 one	 invited	 the	 cat	 to	 be	 god-mother,	 but	when	 the

winter	 had	 come	 and	 there	 was	 no	 longer	 anything	 to	 be	 found	 outside,	 the
mouse	thought	of	their	provision,	and	said,	"Come	cat,	we	will	go	to	our	pot	of
fat	 which	 we	 have	 stored	 up	 for	 ourselves—we	 shall	 enjoy	 that."	 "Yes,"
answered	 the	cat,	 "you	will	 enjoy	 it	 as	much	as	you	would	enjoy	sticking	 that
dainty	tongue	of	yours	out	of	the	window."	They	set	out	on	their	way,	but	when
they	 arrived,	 the	 pot	 of	 fat	 certainly	 was	 still	 in	 its	 place,	 but	 it	 was	 empty.
"Alas!"	said	 the	mouse,	"now	I	see	what	has	happened,	now	it	comes	 to	 light!
You	 are	 a	 true	 friend!	 You	 have	 devoured	 all	 when	 you	 were	 standing
godmother.	First	top	off,	then	half	done,	then—."	"Will	you	hold	your	tongue,"
cried	the	cat,	"one	word	more	and	I	will	eat	you	too."	"All	gone"	was	already	on
the	poor	mouse's	 lips;	 scarcely	had	she	spoken	 it	before	 the	cat	 sprang	on	her,
seized	her,	and	swallowed	her	down.	Verily,	that	is	the	way	of	the	world.



The	Goose-girl

The	king	of	a	great	land	died,	and	left	his	queen	to	take	care	of	their	only	child.
This	 child	was	 a	 daughter,	who	was	 very	 beautiful;	 and	 her	mother	 loved	 her
dearly,	and	was	very	kind	to	her.	And	there	was	a	good	fairy	too,	who	was	fond
of	the	princess,	and	helped	her	mother	to	watch	over	her.	When	she	grew	up,	she
was	betrothed	to	a	prince	who	lived	a	great	way	off;	and	as	the	time	drew	near
for	her	to	be	married,	she	got	ready	to	set	off	on	her	journey	to	his	country.	Then
the	queen	her	mother,	packed	up	a	great	many	costly	 things;	 jewels,	and	gold,
and	 silver;	 trinkets,	 fine	 dresses,	 and	 in	 short	 everything	 that	 became	 a	 royal
bride.	And	she	gave	her	a	waiting-maid	 to	 ride	with	her,	and	give	her	 into	 the
bridegroom's	 hands;	 and	 each	 had	 a	 horse	 for	 the	 journey.	Now	 the	 princess's
horse	was	the	fairy's	gift,	and	it	was	called	Falada,	and	could	speak.
When	the	time	came	for	them	to	set	out,	the	fairy	went	into	her	bed-chamber,

and	took	a	little	knife,	and	cut	off	a	lock	of	her	hair,	and	gave	it	to	the	princess,
and	said,	'Take	care	of	it,	dear	child;	for	it	is	a	charm	that	may	be	of	use	to	you
on	the	road.'	Then	they	all	took	a	sorrowful	leave	of	the	princess;	and	she	put	the
lock	of	hair	into	her	bosom,	got	upon	her	horse,	and	set	off	on	her	journey	to	her
bridegroom's	kingdom.
One	day,	as	they	were	riding	along	by	a	brook,	the	princess	began	to	feel	very

thirsty:	and	she	said	to	her	maid,	'Pray	get	down,	and	fetch	me	some	water	in	my
golden	cup	out	of	yonder	brook,	for	I	want	to	drink.'	'Nay,'	said	the	maid,	'if	you
are	thirsty,	get	off	yourself,	and	stoop	down	by	the	water	and	drink;	I	shall	not	be
your	waiting-maid	any	 longer.'	Then	she	was	so	 thirsty	 that	she	got	down,	and
knelt	over	the	little	brook,	and	drank;	for	she	was	frightened,	and	dared	not	bring
out	her	golden	cup;	and	she	wept	and	said,	'Alas!	what	will	become	of	me?'	And
the	lock	answered	her,	and	said:
{verse
'Alas!	alas!	if	thy	mother	knew	it,
Sadly,	sadly,	would	she	rue	it.'
{verse
But	the	princess	was	very	gentle	and	meek,	so	she	said	nothing	to	her	maid's

ill	behaviour,	but	got	upon	her	horse	again.
Then	all	rode	farther	on	their	journey,	till	the	day	grew	so	warm,	and	the	sun

so	 scorching,	 that	 the	bride	began	 to	 feel	 very	 thirsty	 again;	 and	 at	 last,	when
they	came	to	a	river,	she	forgot	her	maid's	rude	speech,	and	said,	'Pray	get	down,
and	fetch	me	some	water	to	drink	in	my	golden	cup.'	But	the	maid	answered	her,
and	even	spoke	more	haughtily	than	before:	'Drink	if	you	will,	but	I	shall	not	be



your	waiting-maid.'	Then	the	princess	was	so	thirsty	that	she	got	off	her	horse,
and	 lay	down,	 and	held	her	 head	over	 the	 running	 stream,	 and	 cried	 and	 said,
'What	will	become	of	me?'	And	the	lock	of	hair	answered	her	again:
{verse
'Alas!	alas!	if	thy	mother	knew	it,
Sadly,	sadly,	would	she	rue	it.'
{verse
And	as	 she	 leaned	down	 to	drink,	 the	 lock	of	hair	 fell	 from	her	bosom,	and

floated	away	with	the	water.	Now	she	was	so	frightened	that	she	did	not	see	it;
but	her	maid	saw	it,	and	was	very	glad,	for	she	knew	the	charm;	and	she	saw	that
the	poor	bride	would	be	in	her	power,	now	that	she	had	lost	the	hair.	So	when	the
bride	had	done	drinking,	and	would	have	got	upon	Falada	again,	the	maid	said,	'I
shall	ride	upon	Falada,	and	you	may	have	my	horse	instead';	so	she	was	forced	to
give	up	her	horse,	and	soon	afterwards	to	take	off	her	royal	clothes	and	put	on
her	maid's	shabby	ones.
At	 last,	 as	 they	 drew	 near	 the	 end	 of	 their	 journey,	 this	 treacherous	 servant

threatened	 to	kill	her	mistress	 if	 she	ever	 told	anyone	what	had	happened.	But
Falada	saw	it	all,	and	marked	it	well.
Then	the	waiting-maid	got	upon	Falada,	and	the	real	bride	rode	upon	the	other

horse,	and	they	went	on	in	this	way	till	at	last	they	came	to	the	royal	court.	There
was	great	 joy	at	 their	coming,	and	the	prince	flew	to	meet	 them,	and	lifted	the
maid	from	her	horse,	thinking	she	was	the	one	who	was	to	be	his	wife;	and	she
was	led	upstairs	to	the	royal	chamber;	but	the	true	princess	was	told	to	stay	in	the
court	below.
Now	the	old	king	happened	just	then	to	have	nothing	else	to	do;	so	he	amused

himself	by	sitting	at	his	kitchen	window,	looking	at	what	was	going	on;	and	he
saw	 her	 in	 the	 courtyard.	 As	 she	 looked	 very	 pretty,	 and	 too	 delicate	 for	 a
waiting-maid,	he	went	up	into	the	royal	chamber	to	ask	the	bride	who	it	was	she
had	brought	with	her,	 that	was	 thus	 left	standing	 in	 the	court	below.	 'I	brought
her	with	me	for	the	sake	of	her	company	on	the	road,'	said	she;	'pray	give	the	girl
some	work	to	do,	that	she	may	not	be	idle.'	The	old	king	could	not	for	some	time
think	of	any	work	for	her	to	do;	but	at	last	he	said,	'I	have	a	lad	who	takes	care	of
my	 geese;	 she	may	 go	 and	 help	 him.'	Now	 the	 name	 of	 this	 lad,	 that	 the	 real
bride	was	to	help	in	watching	the	king's	geese,	was	Curdken.
But	the	false	bride	said	to	the	prince,	'Dear	husband,	pray	do	me	one	piece	of

kindness.'	'That	I	will,'	said	the	prince.	'Then	tell	one	of	your	slaughterers	to	cut
off	 the	head	of	 the	horse	 I	 rode	upon,	 for	 it	was	very	unruly,	 and	plagued	me
sadly	on	the	road';	but	the	truth	was,	she	was	very	much	afraid	lest	Falada	should
some	day	or	other	speak,	and	tell	all	she	had	done	to	the	princess.	She	carried	her



point,	and	the	faithful	Falada	was	killed;	but	when	the	true	princess	heard	of	it,
she	wept,	and	begged	the	man	to	nail	up	Falada's	head	against	a	large	dark	gate
of	the	city,	through	which	she	had	to	pass	every	morning	and	evening,	that	there
she	might	still	see	him	sometimes.	Then	the	slaughterer	said	he	would	do	as	she
wished;	and	cut	off	the	head,	and	nailed	it	up	under	the	dark	gate.
Early	 the	 next	morning,	 as	 she	 and	Curdken	went	 out	 through	 the	 gate,	 she

said	sorrowfully:
'Falada,	Falada,	there	thou	hangest!'
and	the	head	answered:
'Bride,	bride,	there	thou	gangest!
Alas!	alas!	if	thy	mother	knew	it,
Sadly,	sadly,	would	she	rue	it.'
{verse
Then	they	went	out	of	the	city,	and	drove	the	geese	on.	And	when	she	came	to

the	meadow,	she	sat	down	upon	a	bank	there,	and	let	down	her	waving	locks	of
hair,	which	were	all	of	pure	silver;	and	when	Curdken	saw	it	glitter	in	the	sun,	he
ran	up,	and	would	have	pulled	some	of	the	locks	out,	but	she	cried:
{verse
'Blow,	breezes,	blow!
Let	Curdken's	hat	go!
Blow,	breezes,	blow!
Let	him	after	it	go!
O'er	hills,	dales,	and	rocks,
Away	be	it	whirl'd
Till	the	silvery	locks
Are	all	comb'd	and	curl'd!
{verse
Then	there	came	a	wind,	so	strong	that	it	blew	off	Curdken's	hat;	and	away	it

flew	over	the	hills:	and	he	was	forced	to	turn	and	run	after	it;	till,	by	the	time	he
came	back,	she	had	done	combing	and	curling	her	hair,	and	had	put	it	up	again
safe.	Then	he	was	very	angry	and	sulky,	and	would	not	speak	to	her	at	all;	but
they	watched	 the	geese	until	 it	grew	dark	 in	 the	evening,	and	 then	drove	 them
homewards.
The	 next	morning,	 as	 they	were	 going	 through	 the	 dark	 gate,	 the	 poor	 girl

looked	up	at	Falada's	head,	and	cried:
'Falada,	Falada,	there	thou	hangest!'
and	the	head	answered:
{verse
'Bride,	bride,	there	thou	gangest!



Alas!	alas!	if	they	mother	knew	it,
Sadly,	sadly,	would	she	rue	it.'
{verse
Then	she	drove	on	the	geese,	and	sat	down	again	in	the	meadow,	and	began	to

comb	out	her	hair	as	before;	and	Curdken	ran	up	to	her,	and	wanted	to	take	hold
of	it;	but	she	cried	out	quickly:
{verse
'Blow,	breezes,	blow!
Let	Curdken's	hat	go!
Blow,	breezes,	blow!
Let	him	after	it	go!
O'er	hills,	dales,	and	rocks,
Away	be	it	whirl'd
Till	the	silvery	locks
Are	all	comb'd	and	curl'd!
{verse
Then	the	wind	came	and	blew	away	his	hat;	and	off	it	flew	a	great	way,	over

the	hills	and	far	away,	so	that	he	had	to	run	after	it;	and	when	he	came	back	she
had	bound	up	her	hair	again,	and	all	was	safe.	So	they	watched	the	geese	till	it
grew	dark.
In	the	evening,	after	they	came	home,	Curdken	went	to	the	old	king,	and	said,

'I	cannot	have	that	strange	girl	to	help	me	to	keep	the	geese	any	longer.'	'Why?'
said	the	king.	'Because,	instead	of	doing	any	good,	she	does	nothing	but	tease	me
all	day	long.'	Then	the	king	made	him	tell	him	what	had	happened.	And	Curdken
said,	'When	we	go	in	the	morning	through	the	dark	gate	with	our	flock	of	geese,
she	cries	and	talks	with	the	head	of	a	horse	that	hangs	upon	the	wall,	and	says:
'Falada,	Falada,	there	thou	hangest!'
and	the	head	answers:
{verse
'Bride,	bride,	there	thou	gangest!
Alas!	alas!	if	they	mother	knew	it,
Sadly,	sadly,	would	she	rue	it.'
{verse
And	Curdken	went	on	telling	the	king	what	had	happened	upon	the	meadow

where	the	geese	fed;	how	his	hat	was	blown	away;	and	how	he	was	forced	to	run
after	it,	and	to	leave	his	flock	of	geese	to	themselves.	But	the	old	king	told	the
boy	 to	go	out	 again	 the	next	 day:	 and	when	morning	 came,	he	placed	himself
behind	 the	 dark	 gate,	 and	 heard	 how	 she	 spoke	 to	 Falada,	 and	 how	 Falada
answered.	 Then	 he	 went	 into	 the	 field,	 and	 hid	 himself	 in	 a	 bush	 by	 the



meadow's	side;	and	he	soon	saw	with	his	own	eyes	how	they	drove	the	flock	of
geese;	and	how,	after	a	little	time,	she	let	down	her	hair	that	glittered	in	the	sun.
And	then	he	heard	her	say:
{verse
'Blow,	breezes,	blow!
Let	Curdken's	hat	go!
Blow,	breezes,	blow!
Let	him	after	it	go!
O'er	hills,	dales,	and	rocks,
Away	be	it	whirl'd
Till	the	silvery	locks
Are	all	comb'd	and	curl'd!
{verse
And	 soon	 came	 a	 gale	 of	wind,	 and	 carried	 away	Curdken's	 hat,	 and	 away

went	Curdken	after	it,	while	the	girl	went	on	combing	and	curling	her	hair.	All
this	the	old	king	saw:	so	he	went	home	without	being	seen;	and	when	the	little
goose-girl	came	back	in	the	evening	he	called	her	aside,	and	asked	her	why	she
did	so:	but	she	burst	into	tears,	and	said,	'That	I	must	not	tell	you	or	any	man,	or
I	shall	lose	my	life.'
But	the	old	king	begged	so	hard,	that	she	had	no	peace	till	she	had	told	him	all

the	 tale,	 from	beginning	 to	end,	word	 for	word.	And	 it	was	very	 lucky	 for	her
that	she	did	so,	for	when	she	had	done	the	king	ordered	royal	clothes	to	be	put
upon	her,	and	gazed	on	her	with	wonder,	she	was	so	beautiful.	Then	he	called	his
son	 and	 told	 him	 that	 he	 had	 only	 a	 false	 bride;	 for	 that	 she	 was	 merely	 a
waiting-maid,	while	the	true	bride	stood	by.	And	the	young	king	rejoiced	when
he	saw	her	beauty,	and	heard	how	meek	and	patient	she	had	been;	and	without
saying	anything	to	the	false	bride,	the	king	ordered	a	great	feast	to	be	got	ready
for	all	his	 court.	The	bridegroom	sat	 at	 the	 top,	with	 the	 false	princess	on	one
side,	and	the	 true	one	on	the	other;	but	nobody	knew	her	again,	for	her	beauty
was	quite	dazzling	to	their	eyes;	and	she	did	not	seem	at	all	like	the	little	goose-
girl,	now	that	she	had	her	brilliant	dress	on.
When	 they	 had	 eaten	 and	drank,	 and	were	 very	merry,	 the	 old	 king	 said	 he

would	tell	them	a	tale.	So	he	began,	and	told	all	the	story	of	the	princess,	as	if	it
was	one	 that	he	had	once	heard;	 and	he	asked	 the	 true	waiting-maid	what	 she
thought	 ought	 to	 be	 done	 to	 anyone	who	would	 behave	 thus.	 'Nothing	 better,'
said	this	false	bride,	'than	that	she	should	be	thrown	into	a	cask	stuck	round	with
sharp	nails,	and	that	two	white	horses	should	be	put	to	it,	and	should	drag	it	from
street	 to	street	 till	she	was	dead.'	 'Thou	art	she!'	said	the	old	king;	 'and	as	 thou
has	 judged	 thyself,	 so	 shall	 it	 be	 done	 to	 thee.'	And	 the	 young	 king	was	 then



married	 to	 his	 true	 wife,	 and	 they	 reigned	 over	 the	 kingdom	 in	 peace	 and
happiness	all	 their	lives;	and	the	good	fairy	came	to	see	them,	and	restored	the
faithful	Falada	to	life	again.



The	Adventures	of	Chanticleer	and	Partlet

How	They	Went	to	the	Mountains	to	Eat	Nuts
'The	nuts	are	quite	ripe	now,'	said	Chanticleer	to	his	wife	Partlet,	'suppose	we

go	 together	 to	 the	mountains,	 and	 eat	 as	many	 as	we	 can,	 before	 the	 squirrel
takes	 them	 all	 away.'	 'With	 all	 my	 heart,'	 said	 Partlet,	 'let	 us	 go	 and	 make	 a
holiday	of	it	together.'
So	they	went	to	the	mountains;	and	as	it	was	a	lovely	day,	they	stayed	there	till

the	 evening.	Now,	whether	 it	 was	 that	 they	 had	 eaten	 so	many	 nuts	 that	 they
could	 not	 walk,	 or	 whether	 they	 were	 lazy	 and	 would	 not,	 I	 do	 not	 know:
however,	they	took	it	into	their	heads	that	it	did	not	become	them	to	go	home	on
foot.	So	Chanticleer	began	to	build	a	little	carriage	of	nutshells:	and	when	it	was
finished,	 Partlet	 jumped	 into	 it	 and	 sat	 down,	 and	 bid	 Chanticleer	 harness
himself	to	it	and	draw	her	home.	'That's	a	good	joke!'	said	Chanticleer;	'no,	that
will	 never	 do;	 I	 had	 rather	 by	 half	 walk	 home;	 I'll	 sit	 on	 the	 box	 and	 be
coachman,	 if	 you	 like,	but	 I'll	 not	draw.'	While	 this	was	passing,	 a	duck	came
quacking	up	and	cried	out,	'You	thieving	vagabonds,	what	business	have	you	in
my	grounds?	I'll	give	it	you	well	for	your	insolence!'	and	upon	that	she	fell	upon
Chanticleer	most	lustily.	But	Chanticleer	was	no	coward,	and	returned	the	duck's
blows	with	his	sharp	spurs	so	fiercely	that	she	soon	began	to	cry	out	for	mercy;
which	was	 only	 granted	 her	 upon	 condition	 that	 she	would	 draw	 the	 carriage
home	 for	 them.	This	 she	 agreed	 to	 do;	 and	Chanticleer	 got	 upon	 the	box,	 and
drove,	crying,	 'Now,	duck,	get	on	as	fast	as	you	can.'	And	away	they	went	at	a
pretty	good	pace.
After	 they	 had	 travelled	 along	 a	 little	 way,	 they	 met	 a	 needle	 and	 a	 pin

walking	together	along	the	road:	and	the	needle	cried	out,	'Stop,	stop!'	and	said	it
was	so	dark	 that	 they	could	hardly	find	 their	way,	and	such	dirty	walking	 they
could	not	get	on	at	all:	he	told	them	that	he	and	his	friend,	the	pin,	had	been	at	a
public-house	 a	 few	miles	off,	 and	had	 sat	drinking	 till	 they	had	 forgotten	how
late	 it	was;	he	begged	 therefore	 that	 the	 travellers	would	be	so	kind	as	 to	give
them	 a	 lift	 in	 their	 carriage.	 Chanticleer	 observing	 that	 they	 were	 but	 thin
fellows,	 and	 not	 likely	 to	 take	 up	much	 room,	 told	 them	 they	might	 ride,	 but
made	 them	promise	not	 to	dirty	 the	wheels	of	 the	carriage	 in	getting	 in,	nor	 to
tread	on	Partlet's	toes.
Late	at	night	 they	arrived	at	an	inn;	and	as	 it	was	bad	travelling	in	the	dark,

and	the	duck	seemed	much	tired,	and	waddled	about	a	good	deal	from	one	side
to	the	other,	they	made	up	their	minds	to	fix	their	quarters	there:	but	the	landlord
at	 first	was	unwilling,	 and	 said	his	house	was	 full,	 thinking	 they	might	not	be



very	respectable	company:	however,	they	spoke	civilly	to	him,	and	gave	him	the
egg	which	Partlet	had	laid	by	the	way,	and	said	they	would	give	him	the	duck,
who	was	in	the	habit	of	laying	one	every	day:	so	at	last	he	let	them	come	in,	and
they	bespoke	a	handsome	supper,	and	spent	the	evening	very	jollily.
Early	in	the	morning,	before	it	was	quite	light,	and	when	nobody	was	stirring

in	the	inn,	Chanticleer	awakened	his	wife,	and,	fetching	the	egg,	they	pecked	a
hole	in	it,	ate	it	up,	and	threw	the	shells	into	the	fireplace:	they	then	went	to	the
pin	and	needle,	who	were	fast	asleep,	and	seizing	them	by	the	heads,	stuck	one
into	 the	 landlord's	 easy	 chair	 and	 the	 other	 into	 his	 handkerchief;	 and,	 having
done	this,	they	crept	away	as	softly	as	possible.	However,	the	duck,	who	slept	in
the	open	air	in	the	yard,	heard	them	coming,	and	jumping	into	the	brook	which
ran	close	by	the	inn,	soon	swam	out	of	their	reach.
An	hour	or	two	afterwards	the	landlord	got	up,	and	took	his	handkerchief	 to

wipe	his	face,	but	the	pin	ran	into	him	and	pricked	him:	then	he	walked	into	the
kitchen	to	light	his	pipe	at	the	fire,	but	when	he	stirred	it	up	the	eggshells	flew
into	his	eyes,	and	almost	blinded	him.	'Bless	me!'	said	he,	'all	the	world	seems	to
have	 a	design	 against	my	head	 this	morning':	 and	 so	 saying,	 he	 threw	himself
sulkily	into	his	easy	chair;	but,	oh	dear!	the	needle	ran	into	him;	and	this	time	the
pain	was	not	in	his	head.	He	now	flew	into	a	very	great	passion,	and,	suspecting
the	company	who	had	come	in	the	night	before,	he	went	to	look	after	them,	but
they	were	all	off;	so	he	swore	that	he	never	again	would	take	in	such	a	troop	of
vagabonds,	who	ate	a	great	deal,	paid	no	 reckoning,	and	gave	him	nothing	 for
his	trouble	but	their	apish	tricks.
How	Chanticleer	and	Partlet	Went	to	Visit	Mr	Korbes
Another	 day,	 Chanticleer	 and	 Partlet	 wished	 to	 ride	 out	 together;	 so

Chanticleer	built	 a	handsome	carriage	with	 four	 red	wheels,	 and	harnessed	 six
mice	 to	 it;	 and	 then	he	and	Partlet	got	 into	 the	carriage,	 and	away	 they	drove.
Soon	 afterwards	 a	 cat	 met	 them,	 and	 said,	 'Where	 are	 you	 going?'	 And
Chanticleer	replied,
{verse
'All	on	our	way
A	visit	to	pay
To	Mr	Korbes,	the	fox,	today.'
{verse
Then	the	cat	said,	'Take	me	with	you,'	Chanticleer	said,	'With	all	my	heart:	get

up	behind,	and	be	sure	you	do	not	fall	off.'
{verse
'Take	care	of	this	handsome	coach	of	mine,
Nor	dirty	my	pretty	red	wheels	so	fine!



Now,	mice,	be	ready,
And,	wheels,	run	steady!
For	we	are	going	a	visit	to	pay
To	Mr	Korbes,	the	fox,	today.'
{verse
Soon	 after	 came	up	 a	millstone,	 an	 egg,	 a	 duck,	 and	 a	 pin;	 and	Chanticleer

gave	them	all	leave	to	get	into	the	carriage	and	go	with	them.
When	 they	 arrived	 at	Mr	Korbes's	 house,	 he	was	 not	 at	 home;	 so	 the	mice

drew	 the	 carriage	 into	 the	 coach-house,	 Chanticleer	 and	 Partlet	 flew	 upon	 a
beam,	the	cat	sat	down	in	the	fireplace,	the	duck	got	into	the	washing	cistern,	the
pin	stuck	himself	into	the	bed	pillow,	the	millstone	laid	himself	over	the	house
door,	and	the	egg	rolled	himself	up	in	the	towel.
When	Mr	Korbes	came	home,	he	went	to	the	fireplace	to	make	a	fire;	but	the

cat	threw	all	the	ashes	in	his	eyes:	so	he	ran	to	the	kitchen	to	wash	himself;	but
there	 the	 duck	 splashed	 all	 the	 water	 in	 his	 face;	 and	 when	 he	 tried	 to	 wipe
himself,	the	egg	broke	to	pieces	in	the	towel	all	over	his	face	and	eyes.	Then	he
was	very	angry,	and	went	without	his	supper	to	bed;	but	when	he	laid	his	head
on	 the	pillow,	 the	pin	 ran	 into	his	 cheek:	 at	 this	he	became	quite	 furious,	 and,
jumping	up,	would	have	run	out	of	the	house;	but	when	he	came	to	the	door,	the
millstone	fell	down	on	his	head,	and	killed	him	on	the	spot.
How	Partlet	Died	and	Was	Buried,	and	How	Chanticleer	Died	of	Grief
Another	day	Chanticleer	and	Partlet	agreed	to	go	again	to	the	mountains	to	eat

nuts;	 and	 it	 was	 settled	 that	 all	 the	 nuts	 which	 they	 found	 should	 be	 shared
equally	between	them.	Now	Partlet	found	a	very	large	nut;	but	she	said	nothing
about	it	to	Chanticleer,	and	kept	it	all	to	herself:	however,	it	was	so	big	that	she
could	not	swallow	it,	and	it	stuck	in	her	 throat.	Then	she	was	in	a	great	fright,
and	 cried	 out	 to	Chanticleer,	 'Pray	 run	 as	 fast	 as	 you	 can,	 and	 fetch	me	 some
water,	or	I	shall	be	choked.'	Chanticleer	ran	as	fast	as	he	could	to	the	river,	and
said,	 'River,	 give	me	 some	water,	 for	 Partlet	 lies	 in	 the	mountain,	 and	will	 be
choked	by	a	great	nut.'	The	river	said,	 'Run	first	 to	the	bride,	and	ask	her	for	a
silken	cord	to	draw	up	the	water.'	Chanticleer	ran	to	the	bride,	and	said,	 'Bride,
you	must	give	me	a	silken	cord,	 for	 then	 the	 river	will	give	me	water,	and	 the
water	I	will	carry	to	Partlet,	who	lies	on	the	mountain,	and	will	be	choked	by	a
great	nut.'	But	the	bride	said,	'Run	first,	and	bring	me	my	garland	that	is	hanging
on	 a	 willow	 in	 the	 garden.'	 Then	 Chanticleer	 ran	 to	 the	 garden,	 and	 took	 the
garland	from	the	bough	where	it	hung,	and	brought	it	to	the	bride;	and	then	the
bride	gave	him	the	silken	cord,	and	he	took	the	silken	cord	to	the	river,	and	the
river	gave	him	water,	and	he	carried	the	water	to	Partlet;	but	in	the	meantime	she
was	choked	by	the	great	nut,	and	lay	quite	dead,	and	never	moved	any	more.



Then	Chanticleer	was	very	 sorry,	 and	cried	bitterly;	 and	all	 the	beasts	 came
and	wept	with	him	over	poor	Partlet.	And	six	mice	built	a	little	hearse	to	carry
her	to	her	grave;	and	when	it	was	ready	they	harnessed	themselves	before	it,	and
Chanticleer	 drove	 them.	On	 the	way	 they	met	 the	 fox.	 'Where	 are	 you	 going,
Chanticleer?'	said	he.	 'To	bury	my	Partlet,'	said	the	other.	 'May	I	go	with	you?'
said	the	fox.	'Yes;	but	you	must	get	up	behind,	or	my	horses	will	not	be	able	to
draw	you.'	Then	the	fox	got	up	behind;	and	presently	the	wolf,	the	bear,	the	goat,
and	all	the	beasts	of	the	wood,	came	and	climbed	upon	the	hearse.
So	on	they	went	till	they	came	to	a	rapid	stream.	'How	shall	we	get	over?'	said

Chanticleer.	Then	said	a	straw,	'I	will	lay	myself	across,	and	you	may	pass	over
upon	me.'	But	as	the	mice	were	going	over,	the	straw	slipped	away	and	fell	into
the	water,	and	the	six	mice	all	fell	in	and	were	drowned.	What	was	to	be	done?
Then	 a	 large	 log	 of	wood	 came	 and	 said,	 'I	 am	 big	 enough;	 I	will	 lay	myself
across	 the	stream,	and	you	shall	pass	over	upon	me.'	So	he	 laid	himself	down;
but	they	managed	so	clumsily,	that	the	log	of	wood	fell	in	and	was	carried	away
by	the	stream.	Then	a	stone,	who	saw	what	had	happened,	came	up	and	kindly
offered	 to	 help	 poor	Chanticleer	 by	 laying	 himself	 across	 the	 stream;	 and	 this
time	he	got	safely	to	the	other	side	with	the	hearse,	and	managed	to	get	Partlet
out	of	it;	but	the	fox	and	the	other	mourners,	who	were	sitting	behind,	were	too
heavy,	and	fell	back	into	the	water	and	were	all	carried	away	by	the	stream	and
drowned.
Thus	Chanticleer	was	left	alone	with	his	dead	Partlet;	and	having	dug	a	grave

for	her,	he	laid	her	in	it,	and	made	a	little	hillock	over	her.	Then	he	sat	down	by
the	grave,	and	wept	and	mourned,	till	at	last	he	died	too;	and	so	all	were	dead.



Rapunzel

There	were	once	a	man	and	a	woman	who	had	long	in	in	vain	wished	for	a	child.
At	length	the	woman	hoped	that	God	was	about	to	grant	her	desire.	These	people
had	 a	 little	 window	 at	 the	 back	 of	 their	 house	 from	which	 a	 splendid	 garden
could	be	 seen,	which	was	 full	of	 the	most	beautiful	 flowers	and	herbs.	 It	was,
however,	 surrounded	by	a	high	wall,	 and	no	one	dared	 to	go	 into	 it	because	 it
belonged	 to	 an	 enchantress,	who	 had	 great	 power	 and	was	 dreaded	 by	 all	 the
world.
One	day	the	woman	was	standing	by	this	window	and	looking	down	into	the

garden,	when	she	saw	a	bed	which	was	planted	with	the	most	beautiful	rampion
(rapunzel),	and	 it	 looked	so	fresh	and	green	 that	she	 longed	for	 it,	and	had	 the
greatest	desire	to	eat	some.	This	desire	increased	every	day,	and	as	she	knew	that
she	could	not	get	any	of	it,	she	quite	pined	away,	and	looked	pale	and	miserable.
Then	her	husband	was	alarmed,	and	asked,	"What	ails	you,	dear	wife?"
"Ah,"	she	replied,	"if	I	can't	get	some	of	 the	rampion	which	is	 in	the	garden

behind	our	house,	to	eat,	I	shall	die."
The	man,	who	 loved	her,	 thought,	 "Sooner	 than	 let	 your	wife	die,	 bring	her

some	 of	 the	 rampion	 yourself,	 let	 it	 cost	 you	what	 it	 will."	 In	 the	 twilight	 of
evening,	 he	 clambered	 down	over	 the	wall	 into	 the	 garden	of	 the	 enchantress,
hastily	clutched	a	handful	of	rampion,	and	took	it	to	his	wife.	She	at	once	made
herself	a	salad	of	it,	and	ate	it	with	much	relish.	She,	however,	liked	it	so	much,
so	very	much,	that	the	next	day	she	longed	for	it	three	times	as	much	as	before.
If	he	was	to	have	any	rest,	her	husband	must	once	more	descend	into	the	garden.
In	the	gloom	of	evening,	therefore,	he	let	himself	down	again;	but	when	he	had
clambered	 down	 the	 wall	 he	 was	 terribly	 afraid,	 for	 he	 saw	 the	 enchantress
standing	before	him.
"How	can	you	dare,"	 said	 she	with	 angry	 look,	 "to	 descend	 into	my	garden

and	steal	my	rampion	like	a	thief?	You	shall	suffer	for	it!"
"Ah,"	answered	he,	 "let	mercy	 take	 the	place	of	 justice.	 I	only	made	up	my

mind	to	do	it	out	of	necessity.	My	wife	saw	your	rampion	from	the	window,	and
felt	such	a	longing	for	it	that	she	would	have	died	if	she	had	not	got	some	to	eat."
Then	the	enchantress	allowed	her	anger	to	be	softened,	and	said	to	him,	"If	the

case	be	as	you	say,	I	will	allow	you	to	take	away	with	you	as	much	rampion	as
you	will,	only	I	make	one	condition,	you	must	give	me	the	child	which	your	wife
will	 bring	 into	 the	world;	 it	 shall	 be	well	 treated,	 and	 I	will	 care	 for	 it	 like	 a
mother."
The	man	in	his	terror	consented	to	everything,	and	when	the	little	one	came	to



them,	 the	 enchantress	 appeared	 at	 once,	 gave	 the	 child	 the	 name	of	Rapunzel,
and	took	it	away	with	her.
Rapunzel	grew	into	 the	most	beautiful	child	beneath	 the	sun.	When	she	was

twelve	years	old,	the	enchantress	shut	her	into	a	tower,	which	lay	in	a	forest,	and
had	neither	 stairs	nor	door,	but	quite	at	 the	 top	was	a	 little	window.	When	 the
enchantress	wanted	to	go	in,	she	placed	herself	beneath	this,	and	cried,
"Rapunzel,	Rapunzel,
Let	down	your	hair	to	me."
Rapunzel	had	magnificent	long	hair,	fine	as	spun	gold,	and	when	she	heard	the

voice	of	the	enchantress	she	unfastened	her	braided	tresses,	wound	them	round
one	of	the	hooks	of	the	window	above,	and	then	the	hair	fell	twenty	yards	down,
and	the	enchantress	climbed	up	by	it.
After	a	year	or	two,	it	came	to	pass	that	the	King's	son	rode	through	the	forest

and	went	by	 the	 tower.	Then	he	heard	a	 song,	which	was	 so	charming	 that	he
stood	still	and	listened.	This	was	Rapunzel,	who	in	her	solitude	passed	her	time
in	letting	her	sweet	voice	resound.	The	King's	son	wanted	to	climb	up	to	her,	and
looked	for	the	door	of	the	tower,	but	none	was	to	be	found.	He	rode	home,	but
the	singing	had	so	deeply	touched	his	heart,	that	every	day	he	went	out	into	the
forest	and	listened	to	it.	Once	when	he	was	thus	standing	behind	a	tree,	he	saw
that	an	enchantress	came	there,	and	he	heard	how	she	cried,
"Rapunzel,	Rapunzel,
Let	down	your	hair."
Then	Rapunzel	let	down	the	braids	of	her	hair,	and	the	enchantress	climbed	up

to	her.	"If	that	is	the	ladder	by	which	one	mounts,	I	will	for	once	try	my	fortune,"
said	he,	and	the	next	day,	when	it	began	to	grow	dark,	he	went	to	the	tower	and
cried.
"Rapunzel,	Rapunzel,
Let	down	your	hair."
Immediately	 the	 hair	 fell	 down,	 and	 the	 King's	 son	 climbed	 up.	 At	 first

Rapunzel	was	 terribly	 frightened	when	 a	man	 such	 as	 her	 eyes	 had	 never	 yet
beheld	came	 to	her;	but	 the	King's	son	began	 to	 talk	 to	her	quite	 like	a	 friend,
and	told	her	that	his	heart	had	been	so	stirred	that	it	had	let	him	have	no	rest,	and
he	had	been	forced	to	see	her.	Then	Rapunzel	lost	her	fear,	and	when	he	asked
her	 if	 she	would	 take	 him	 for	 a	 husband,	 and	 she	 saw	 that	 he	was	 young	 and
handsome,	she	thought,	"He	will	love	me	more	than	old	Dame	Gothel	does;"	and
she	said	yes,	and	laid	her	hand	in	his.
She	said,	 "I	will	willingly	go	away	with	you,	but	 I	do	not	know	how	 to	get

down.	Bring	with	you	a	skein	of	silk	every	time	that	you	come,	and	I	will	weave
a	ladder	with	it,	and	when	that	is	ready	I	will	descend,	and	you	will	take	me	on



your	horse."
They	agreed	that	until	that	time	he	should	come	to	her	every	evening,	for	the

old	woman	came	by	day.
The	 enchantress	 remarked	 nothing	 of	 this,	 until	 once	 Rapunzel	 said	 to	 her,

"Tell	me,	Dame	Gothel,	how	it	happens	that	you	are	so	much	heavier	for	me	to
draw	up	than	the	young	King's	son—he	is	with	me	in	a	moment."
"Ah!	 you	 wicked	 child,"	 cried	 the	 enchantress,	 "what	 do	 I	 hear	 you	 say!	 I

thought	I	had	separated	you	from	all	the	world,	and	yet	you	have	deceived	me!"
In	 her	 anger	 she	 clutched	Rapunzel's	 beautiful	 tresses,	wrapped	 them	 twice

round	her	left	hand,	seized	a	pair	of	scissors	with	the	right,	and	snip,	snip,	they
were	cut	off,	 and	 the	 lovely	braids	 lay	on	 the	ground.	And	she	was	 so	pitiless
that	she	took	poor	Rapunzel	into	a	desert,	where	she	had	to	live	in	great	grief	and
misery.
On	the	same	day,	however,	that	she	cast	out	Rapunzel,	the	enchantress	in	the

evening	 fastened	 the	 braids	 of	 hair	 which	 she	 had	 cut	 off	 to	 the	 hook	 of	 the
window,	and	when	the	King's	son	came	and	cried,
"Rapunzel,	Rapunzel,
Let	down	your	hair,"
she	let	the	hair	down.	The	King's	son	ascended,	but	he	did	not	find	his	dearest

Rapunzel	 above,	 but	 the	 enchantress,	 who	 gazed	 at	 him	 with	 wicked	 and
venomous	looks.
"Aha!"	she	cried	mockingly.	"You	would	fetch	your	dearest,	but	the	beautiful

bird	sits	no	longer	singing	in	the	nest;	the	cat	has	got	it,	and	will	scratch	out	your
eyes	as	well.	Rapunzel	is	lost	to	you;	you	will	never	see	her	more."
The	King's	son	was	beside	himself	with	pain,	and	in	his	despair	he	leapt	down

from	the	tower.	He	escaped	with	his	life,	but	the	thorns	into	which	he	fell	pierced
his	 eyes.	Then	he	wandered	quite	 blind	 about	 the	 forest,	 ate	 nothing	but	 roots
and	 berries,	 and	 did	 nothing	 but	 lament	 and	weep	 over	 the	 loss	 of	 his	 dearest
wife.
Thus	he	roamed	about	I	 in	misery	for	some	years,	and	at	 length	came	to	the

desert	where	Rapunzel	lived	in	wretchedness.	He	heard	a	voice,	and	it	seemed	so
familiar	to	him	that	he	went	towards	it,	and	when	he	approached,	Rapunzel	knew
him	and	fell	on	his	neck	and	wept.	Two	of	her	 tears	wetted	his	eyes,	and	 they
grew	 clear	 again,	 and	 he	 could	 see	 with	 them	 as	 before.	 He	 led	 her	 to	 his
kingdom,	 where	 he	 was	 joyfully	 received,	 and	 they	 lived	 for	 a	 long	 time
afterwards,	happy	and	contented.



Fundevogel

There	was	once	a	forester	who	went	into	the	forest	to	hunt,	and	as	he	entered	it
he	 heard	 a	 sound	of	 screaming	 as	 if	 a	 little	 child	were	 there.	He	 followed	 the
sound,	 and	at	 last	 came	 to	 a	high	 tree,	 and	at	 the	 top	of	 this	 a	 little	 child	was
sitting,	for	the	mother	had	fallen	asleep	under	the	tree	with	the	child,	and	a	bird
of	prey	had	seen	it	in	her	arms,	had	flown	down,	snatched	it	away,	and	set	it	on
the	high	tree.
The	forester	climbed	up,	brought	the	child	down,	and	thought	to	himself:	'You

will	take	him	home	with	you,	and	bring	him	up	with	your	Lina.'	He	took	it	home,
therefore,	 and	 the	 two	 children	 grew	 up	 together.	 And	 the	 one,	 which	 he	 had
found	 on	 a	 tree	 was	 called	 Fundevogel,	 because	 a	 bird	 had	 carried	 it	 away.
Fundevogel	and	Lina	loved	each	other	so	dearly	that	when	they	did	not	see	each
other	they	were	sad.
Now	the	forester	had	an	old	cook,	who	one	evening	took	two	pails	and	began

to	fetch	water,	and	did	not	go	once	only,	but	many	times,	out	to	the	spring.	Lina
saw	this	and	said,	 'Listen,	old	Sanna,	why	are	you	fetching	so	much	water?'	 'If
you	will	 never	 repeat	 it	 to	 anyone,	 I	will	 tell	 you	why.'	 So	Lina	 said,	 no,	 she
would	 never	 repeat	 it	 to	 anyone,	 and	 then	 the	 cook	 said:	 'Early	 tomorrow
morning,	when	the	forester	 is	out	hunting,	I	will	heat	 the	water,	and	when	it	 is
boiling	in	the	kettle,	I	will	throw	in	Fundevogel,	and	will	boil	him	in	it.'
Early	next	morning	the	forester	got	up	and	went	out	hunting,	and	when	he	was

gone	 the	children	were	still	 in	bed.	Then	Lina	said	 to	Fundevogel:	 'If	you	will
never	leave	me,	I	too	will	never	leave	you.'	Fundevogel	said:	 'Neither	now,	nor
ever	will	I	leave	you.'	Then	said	Lina:	'Then	will	I	tell	you.	Last	night,	old	Sanna
carried	so	many	buckets	of	water	 into	 the	house	 that	 I	 asked	her	why	she	was
doing	that,	and	she	said	that	if	I	would	promise	not	to	tell	anyone,	and	she	said
that	 early	 tomorrow	morning	when	 father	was	 out	 hunting,	 she	would	 set	 the
kettle	full	of	water,	 throw	you	into	 it	and	boil	you;	but	we	will	get	up	quickly,
dress	ourselves,	and	go	away	together.'
The	 two	 children	 therefore	 got	 up,	 dressed	 themselves	 quickly,	 and	 went

away.	When	the	water	in	the	kettle	was	boiling,	the	cook	went	into	the	bedroom
to	fetch	Fundevogel	and	throw	him	into	it.	But	when	she	came	in,	and	went	to
the	beds,	both	 the	children	were	gone.	Then	she	was	 terribly	alarmed,	and	she
said	 to	herself:	 'What	 shall	 I	 say	now	when	 the	 forester	 comes	home	and	 sees
that	 the	 children	 are	 gone?	They	must	 be	 followed	 instantly	 to	 get	 them	back
again.'
Then	 the	cook	sent	 three	servants	after	 them,	who	were	 to	 run	and	overtake



the	 children.	 The	 children,	 however,	were	 sitting	 outside	 the	 forest,	 and	when
they	saw	from	afar	the	three	servants	running,	Lina	said	to	Fundevogel:	 'Never
leave	me,	and	I	will	never	leave	you.'	Fundevogel	said:	 'Neither	now,	nor	ever.'
Then	said	Lina:	 'Do	you	become	a	rose-tree,	and	I	 the	rose	upon	 it.'	When	 the
three	servants	came	to	the	forest,	nothing	was	there	but	a	rose-tree	and	one	rose
on	 it,	 but	 the	 children	were	 nowhere.	 Then	 said	 they:	 'There	 is	 nothing	 to	 be
done	here,'	and	they	went	home	and	told	the	cook	that	they	had	seen	nothing	in
the	 forest	but	a	 little	 rose-bush	with	one	 rose	on	 it.	Then	 the	old	cook	scolded
and	said:	 'You	simpletons,	you	should	have	cut	 the	rose-bush	 in	 two,	and	have
broken	off	 the	rose	and	brought	 it	home	with	you;	go,	and	do	it	at	once.'	They
had	therefore	to	go	out	and	look	for	the	second	time.	The	children,	however,	saw
them	coming	from	a	distance.	Then	Lina	said:	'Fundevogel,	never	leave	me,	and
I	 will	 never	 leave	 you.'	 Fundevogel	 said:	 'Neither	 now;	 nor	 ever.'	 Said	 Lina:
'Then	do	you	become	a	church,	and	I'll	be	the	chandelier	in	it.'	So	when	the	three
servants	came,	nothing	was	there	but	a	church,	with	a	chandelier	in	it.	They	said
therefore	 to	each	other:	 'What	can	we	do	here,	 let	us	go	home.'	When	they	got
home,	 the	 cook	 asked	 if	 they	 had	 not	 found	 them;	 so	 they	 said	 no,	 they	 had
found	 nothing	 but	 a	 church,	 and	 there	 was	 a	 chandelier	 in	 it.	 And	 the	 cook
scolded	 them	and	 said:	 'You	 fools!	why	did	you	not	pull	 the	 church	 to	pieces,
and	bring	the	chandelier	home	with	you?'	And	now	the	old	cook	herself	got	on
her	 legs,	 and	 went	 with	 the	 three	 servants	 in	 pursuit	 of	 the	 children.	 The
children,	however,	 saw	 from	afar	 that	 the	 three	 servants	were	coming,	 and	 the
cook	waddling	after	 them.	Then	said	Lina:	 'Fundevogel,	never	 leave	me,	and	I
will	never	leave	you.'	Then	said	Fundevogel:	'Neither	now,	nor	ever.'	Said	Lina:
'Be	a	fishpond,	and	I	will	be	the	duck	upon	it.'	The	cook,	however,	came	up	to
them,	and	when	she	saw	the	pond	she	lay	down	by	it,	and	was	about	to	drink	it
up.	But	the	duck	swam	quickly	to	her,	seized	her	head	in	its	beak	and	drew	her
into	 the	water,	 and	 there	 the	 old	witch	 had	 to	 drown.	 Then	 the	 children	went
home	together,	and	were	heartily	delighted,	and	 if	 they	have	not	died,	 they	are
living	still.



The	Valiant	Little	Tailor

One	summer's	morning	a	little	tailor	was	sitting	on	his	table	by	the	window;	he
was	in	good	spirits,	and	sewed	with	all	his	might.	Then	came	a	peasant	woman
down	 the	 street	 crying:	 'Good	 jams,	 cheap!	 Good	 jams,	 cheap!'	 This	 rang
pleasantly	in	the	tailor's	ears;	he	stretched	his	delicate	head	out	of	 the	window,
and	called:	'Come	up	here,	dear	woman;	here	you	will	get	rid	of	your	goods.'	The
woman	came	up	the	three	steps	to	the	tailor	with	her	heavy	basket,	and	he	made
her	unpack	all	the	pots	for	him.	He	inspected	each	one,	lifted	it	up,	put	his	nose
to	it,	and	at	length	said:	'The	jam	seems	to	me	to	be	good,	so	weigh	me	out	four
ounces,	dear	woman,	and	if	it	is	a	quarter	of	a	pound	that	is	of	no	consequence.'
The	woman	who	had	hoped	to	find	a	good	sale,	gave	him	what	he	desired,	but
went	away	quite	angry	and	grumbling.	'Now,	this	jam	shall	be	blessed	by	God,'
cried	the	little	tailor,	 'and	give	me	health	and	strength';	so	he	brought	the	bread
out	of	the	cupboard,	cut	himself	a	piece	right	across	the	loaf	and	spread	the	jam
over	it.	'This	won't	taste	bitter,'	said	he,	'but	I	will	just	finish	the	jacket	before	I
take	a	bite.'	He	laid	 the	bread	near	him,	sewed	on,	and	in	his	 joy,	made	bigger
and	bigger	stitches.	In	the	meantime	the	smell	of	the	sweet	jam	rose	to	where	the
flies	were	sitting	in	great	numbers,	and	they	were	attracted	and	descended	on	it
in	 hosts.	 'Hi!	 who	 invited	 you?'	 said	 the	 little	 tailor,	 and	 drove	 the	 unbidden
guests	 away.	 The	 flies,	 however,	 who	 understood	 no	 German,	 would	 not	 be
turned	away,	but	came	back	again	in	ever-increasing	companies.	The	little	tailor
at	last	lost	all	patience,	and	drew	a	piece	of	cloth	from	the	hole	under	his	work-
table,	and	saying:	'Wait,	and	I	will	give	it	to	you,'	struck	it	mercilessly	on	them.
When	he	drew	it	away	and	counted,	 there	lay	before	him	no	fewer	than	seven,
dead	 and	with	 legs	 stretched	 out.	 'Are	 you	 a	 fellow	of	 that	 sort?'	 said	 he,	 and
could	not	help	admiring	his	own	bravery.	 'The	whole	 town	shall	know	of	 this!'
And	the	little	tailor	hastened	to	cut	himself	a	girdle,	stitched	it,	and	embroidered
on	it	 in	 large	 letters:	 'Seven	at	one	stroke!'	 'What,	 the	 town!'	he	continued,	 'the
whole	world	 shall	hear	of	 it!'	 and	his	heart	wagged	with	 joy	 like	a	 lamb's	 tail.
The	tailor	put	on	the	girdle,	and	resolved	to	go	forth	into	the	world,	because	he
thought	 his	 workshop	 was	 too	 small	 for	 his	 valour.	 Before	 he	 went	 away,	 he
sought	about	in	the	house	to	see	if	there	was	anything	which	he	could	take	with
him;	however,	he	found	nothing	but	an	old	cheese,	and	that	he	put	in	his	pocket.
In	front	of	the	door	he	observed	a	bird	which	had	caught	itself	in	the	thicket.	It
had	to	go	into	his	pocket	with	the	cheese.	Now	he	took	to	the	road	boldly,	and	as
he	was	light	and	nimble,	he	felt	no	fatigue.	The	road	led	him	up	a	mountain,	and
when	he	had	reached	the	highest	point	of	 it,	 there	sat	a	powerful	giant	 looking



peacefully	about	him.	The	little	tailor	went	bravely	up,	spoke	to	him,	and	said:
'Good	day,	comrade,	so	you	are	sitting	there	overlooking	the	wide-spread	world!
I	am	just	on	my	way	thither,	and	want	to	try	my	luck.	Have	you	any	inclination
to	 go	with	me?'	 The	 giant	 looked	 contemptuously	 at	 the	 tailor,	 and	 said:	 'You
ragamuffin!	You	miserable	creature!'
'Oh,	 indeed?'	answered	 the	 little	 tailor,	and	unbuttoned	his	coat,	and	showed

the	giant	 the	girdle,	 'there	may	you	 read	what	 kind	of	 a	man	 I	 am!'	The	giant
read:	'Seven	at	one	stroke,'	and	thought	that	they	had	been	men	whom	the	tailor
had	killed,	and	began	to	feel	a	little	respect	for	the	tiny	fellow.	Nevertheless,	he
wished	to	try	him	first,	and	took	a	stone	in	his	hand	and	squeezed	it	together	so
that	 water	 dropped	 out	 of	 it.	 'Do	 that	 likewise,'	 said	 the	 giant,	 'if	 you	 have
strength.'	'Is	that	all?'	said	the	tailor,	'that	is	child's	play	with	us!'	and	put	his	hand
into	his	pocket,	brought	out	the	soft	cheese,	and	pressed	it	until	the	liquid	ran	out
of	it.	 'Faith,'	said	he,	 'that	was	a	little	better,	wasn't	 it?'	The	giant	did	not	know
what	to	say,	and	could	not	believe	it	of	the	little	man.	Then	the	giant	picked	up	a
stone	and	threw	it	so	high	that	the	eye	could	scarcely	follow	it.	'Now,	little	mite
of	a	man,	do	that	likewise,'	 'Well	thrown,'	said	the	tailor,	 'but	after	all	the	stone
came	down	to	earth	again;	I	will	throw	you	one	which	shall	never	come	back	at
all,'	and	he	put	his	hand	into	his	pocket,	took	out	the	bird,	and	threw	it	into	the
air.	The	bird,	delighted	with	its	liberty,	rose,	flew	away	and	did	not	come	back.
'How	does	 that	 shot	 please	 you,	 comrade?'	 asked	 the	 tailor.	 'You	 can	 certainly
throw,'	 said	 the	 giant,	 'but	 now	we	will	 see	 if	 you	 are	 able	 to	 carry	 anything
properly.'	He	took	the	little	tailor	to	a	mighty	oak	tree	which	lay	there	felled	on
the	ground,	and	said:	'If	you	are	strong	enough,	help	me	to	carry	the	tree	out	of
the	 forest.'	 'Readily,'	 answered	 the	 little	 man;	 'take	 you	 the	 trunk	 on	 your
shoulders,	 and	 I	 will	 raise	 up	 the	 branches	 and	 twigs;	 after	 all,	 they	 are	 the
heaviest.'	The	giant	took	the	trunk	on	his	shoulder,	but	the	tailor	seated	himself
on	 a	 branch,	 and	 the	 giant,	who	 could	 not	 look	 round,	 had	 to	 carry	 away	 the
whole	tree,	and	the	little	tailor	into	the	bargain:	he	behind,	was	quite	merry	and
happy,	 and	 whistled	 the	 song:	 'Three	 tailors	 rode	 forth	 from	 the	 gate,'	 as	 if
carrying	 the	 tree	were	 child's	 play.	 The	 giant,	 after	 he	 had	 dragged	 the	 heavy
burden	part	of	the	way,	could	go	no	further,	and	cried:	'Hark	you,	I	shall	have	to
let	the	tree	fall!'	The	tailor	sprang	nimbly	down,	seized	the	tree	with	both	arms	as
if	he	had	been	carrying	it,	and	said	to	the	giant:	'You	are	such	a	great	fellow,	and
yet	cannot	even	carry	the	tree!'
They	went	on	together,	and	as	they	passed	a	cherry-tree,	the	giant	laid	hold	of

the	top	of	the	tree	where	the	ripest	fruit	was	hanging,	bent	it	down,	gave	it	into
the	 tailor's	 hand,	 and	bade	him	eat.	But	 the	 little	 tailor	was	much	 too	weak	 to
hold	the	tree,	and	when	the	giant	let	it	go,	it	sprang	back	again,	and	the	tailor	was



tossed	 into	 the	 air	with	 it.	When	he	 had	 fallen	 down	 again	without	 injury,	 the
giant	said:	'What	is	this?	Have	you	not	strength	enough	to	hold	the	weak	twig?'
'There	is	no	lack	of	strength,'	answered	the	little	tailor.	'Do	you	think	that	could
be	anything	to	a	man	who	has	struck	down	seven	at	one	blow?	I	leapt	over	the
tree	because	the	huntsmen	are	shooting	down	there	in	the	thicket.	Jump	as	I	did,
if	you	can	do	it.'	The	giant	made	the	attempt	but	he	could	not	get	over	the	tree,
and	 remained	 hanging	 in	 the	 branches,	 so	 that	 in	 this	 also	 the	 tailor	 kept	 the
upper	hand.
The	giant	said:	'If	you	are	such	a	valiant	fellow,	come	with	me	into	our	cavern

and	 spend	 the	 night	 with	 us.'	 The	 little	 tailor	 was	 willing,	 and	 followed	 him.
When	 they	went	 into	 the	 cave,	 other	 giants	were	 sitting	 there	 by	 the	 fire,	 and
each	of	them	had	a	roasted	sheep	in	his	hand	and	was	eating	it.	The	little	tailor
looked	round	and	thought:	'It	is	much	more	spacious	here	than	in	my	workshop.'
The	giant	showed	him	a	bed,	and	said	he	was	 to	 lie	down	 in	 it	and	sleep.	The
bed,	however,	was	too	big	for	the	little	tailor;	he	did	not	lie	down	in	it,	but	crept
into	a	corner.	When	 it	was	midnight,	and	 the	giant	 thought	 that	 the	 little	 tailor
was	lying	in	a	sound	sleep,	he	got	up,	took	a	great	iron	bar,	cut	through	the	bed
with	one	blow,	and	thought	he	had	finished	off	 the	grasshopper	for	good.	With
the	earliest	dawn	the	giants	went	into	the	forest,	and	had	quite	forgotten	the	little
tailor,	 when	 all	 at	 once	 he	 walked	 up	 to	 them	 quite	 merrily	 and	 boldly.	 The
giants	were	terrified,	they	were	afraid	that	he	would	strike	them	all	dead,	and	ran
away	in	a	great	hurry.
The	little	tailor	went	onwards,	always	following	his	own	pointed	nose.	After

he	had	walked	for	a	long	time,	he	came	to	the	courtyard	of	a	royal	palace,	and	as
he	felt	weary,	he	lay	down	on	the	grass	and	fell	asleep.	Whilst	he	lay	there,	the
people	came	and	inspected	him	on	all	sides,	and	read	on	his	girdle:	'Seven	at	one
stroke.'	 'Ah!'	 said	 they,	 'what	 does	 the	 great	warrior	want	 here	 in	 the	midst	 of
peace?	He	must	be	a	mighty	 lord.'	They	went	and	announced	him	 to	 the	king,
and	gave	it	as	their	opinion	that	if	war	should	break	out,	this	would	be	a	weighty
and	useful	man	who	ought	on	no	account	to	be	allowed	to	depart.	The	counsel
pleased	the	king,	and	he	sent	one	of	his	courtiers	to	the	little	tailor	to	offer	him
military	 service	 when	 he	 awoke.	 The	 ambassador	 remained	 standing	 by	 the
sleeper,	 waited	 until	 he	 stretched	 his	 limbs	 and	 opened	 his	 eyes,	 and	 then
conveyed	to	him	this	proposal.	'For	this	very	reason	have	I	come	here,'	the	tailor
replied,	 'I	 am	 ready	 to	 enter	 the	 king's	 service.'	 He	 was	 therefore	 honourably
received,	and	a	special	dwelling	was	assigned	him.
The	 soldiers,	 however,	 were	 set	 against	 the	 little	 tailor,	 and	 wished	 him	 a

thousand	 miles	 away.	 'What	 is	 to	 be	 the	 end	 of	 this?'	 they	 said	 among
themselves.	 'If	we	quarrel	with	him,	and	he	strikes	about	him,	seven	of	us	will



fall	at	every	blow;	not	one	of	us	can	stand	against	him.'	They	came	therefore	to	a
decision,	 betook	 themselves	 in	 a	 body	 to	 the	 king,	 and	 begged	 for	 their
dismissal.	'We	are	not	prepared,'	said	they,	'to	stay	with	a	man	who	kills	seven	at
one	 stroke.'	The	king	was	 sorry	 that	 for	 the	 sake	of	one	he	 should	 lose	 all	 his
faithful	 servants,	 wished	 that	 he	 had	 never	 set	 eyes	 on	 the	 tailor,	 and	 would
willingly	 have	 been	 rid	 of	 him	 again.	 But	 he	 did	 not	 venture	 to	 give	 him	 his
dismissal,	for	he	dreaded	lest	he	should	strike	him	and	all	his	people	dead,	and
place	himself	on	the	royal	throne.	He	thought	about	it	for	a	long	time,	and	at	last
found	good	counsel.	He	sent	 to	 the	 little	 tailor	and	caused	him	 to	be	 informed
that	as	he	was	a	great	warrior,	he	had	one	request	to	make	to	him.	In	a	forest	of
his	 country	 lived	 two	 giants,	 who	 caused	 great	 mischief	 with	 their	 robbing,
murdering,	 ravaging,	 and	 burning,	 and	 no	 one	 could	 approach	 them	 without
putting	himself	 in	danger	of	death.	If	 the	 tailor	conquered	and	killed	these	two
giants,	he	would	give	him	his	only	daughter	to	wife,	and	half	of	his	kingdom	as	a
dowry,	likewise	one	hundred	horsemen	should	go	with	him	to	assist	him.	 'That
would	indeed	be	a	fine	thing	for	a	man	like	me!'	thought	the	little	tailor.	'One	is
not	offered	a	beautiful	princess	and	half	a	kingdom	every	day	of	one's	life!'	'Oh,
yes,'	he	replied,	'I	will	soon	subdue	the	giants,	and	do	not	require	the	help	of	the
hundred	horsemen	to	do	it;	he	who	can	hit	seven	with	one	blow	has	no	need	to
be	afraid	of	two.'
The	little	tailor	went	forth,	and	the	hundred	horsemen	followed	him.	When	he

came	 to	 the	 outskirts	 of	 the	 forest,	 he	 said	 to	 his	 followers:	 'Just	 stay	waiting
here,	I	alone	will	soon	finish	off	the	giants.'	Then	he	bounded	into	the	forest	and
looked	 about	 right	 and	 left.	 After	 a	 while	 he	 perceived	 both	 giants.	 They	 lay
sleeping	under	a	tree,	and	snored	so	that	the	branches	waved	up	and	down.	The
little	 tailor,	not	 idle,	gathered	two	pocketsful	of	stones,	and	with	these	climbed
up	the	tree.	When	he	was	halfway	up,	he	slipped	down	by	a	branch,	until	he	sat
just	above	the	sleepers,	and	then	let	one	stone	after	another	fall	on	the	breast	of
one	of	 the	giants.	For	 a	 long	 time	 the	giant	 felt	 nothing,	but	 at	 last	 he	 awoke,
pushed	 his	 comrade,	 and	 said:	 'Why	 are	 you	 knocking	 me?'	 'You	 must	 be
dreaming,'	said	the	other,	'I	am	not	knocking	you.'	They	laid	themselves	down	to
sleep	again,	and	then	the	tailor	threw	a	stone	down	on	the	second.	 'What	is	the
meaning	 of	 this?'	 cried	 the	 other	 'Why	 are	 you	 pelting	me?'	 'I	 am	 not	 pelting
you,'	answered	the	first,	growling.	They	disputed	about	it	for	a	time,	but	as	they
were	weary	they	let	 the	matter	rest,	and	their	eyes	closed	once	more.	The	little
tailor	began	his	game	again,	picked	out	 the	biggest	stone,	and	threw	it	with	all
his	might	on	the	breast	of	the	first	giant.	'That	is	too	bad!'	cried	he,	and	sprang	up
like	 a	madman,	 and	pushed	his	 companion	 against	 the	 tree	until	 it	 shook.	The
other	paid	him	back	in	the	same	coin,	and	they	got	into	such	a	rage	that	they	tore



up	trees	and	belaboured	each	other	so	long,	that	at	last	they	both	fell	down	dead
on	 the	ground	at	 the	same	 time.	Then	 the	 little	 tailor	 leapt	down.	 'It	 is	a	 lucky
thing,'	 said	 he,	 'that	 they	 did	 not	 tear	 up	 the	 tree	 on	which	 I	was	 sitting,	 or	 I
should	have	had	to	sprint	on	to	another	like	a	squirrel;	but	we	tailors	are	nimble.'
He	drew	out	his	sword	and	gave	each	of	them	a	couple	of	thrusts	in	the	breast,
and	then	went	out	to	the	horsemen	and	said:	'The	work	is	done;	I	have	finished
both	of	them	off,	but	it	was	hard	work!	They	tore	up	trees	in	their	sore	need,	and
defended	 themselves	with	 them,	but	 all	 that	 is	 to	no	purpose	when	a	man	 like
myself	comes,	who	can	kill	seven	at	one	blow.'	'But	are	you	not	wounded?'	asked
the	 horsemen.	 'You	 need	 not	 concern	 yourself	 about	 that,'	 answered	 the	 tailor,
'they	have	not	bent	one	hair	of	mine.'	The	horsemen	would	not	believe	him,	and
rode	into	the	forest;	there	they	found	the	giants	swimming	in	their	blood,	and	all
round	about	lay	the	torn-up	trees.
The	 little	 tailor	 demanded	 of	 the	 king	 the	 promised	 reward;	 he,	 however,

repented	of	his	promise,	and	again	bethought	himself	how	he	could	get	rid	of	the
hero.	 'Before	you	receive	my	daughter,	and	the	half	of	my	kingdom,'	said	he	to
him,	 'you	must	 perform	 one	more	 heroic	 deed.	 In	 the	 forest	 roams	 a	 unicorn
which	does	great	harm,	and	you	must	catch	it	first.'	 'I	fear	one	unicorn	still	less
than	two	giants.	Seven	at	one	blow,	is	my	kind	of	affair.'	He	took	a	rope	and	an
axe	with	 him,	went	 forth	 into	 the	 forest,	 and	 again	 bade	 those	who	were	 sent
with	 him	 to	 wait	 outside.	 He	 had	 not	 long	 to	 seek.	 The	 unicorn	 soon	 came
towards	him,	and	rushed	directly	on	 the	 tailor,	as	 if	 it	would	gore	him	with	 its
horn	without	more	ado.	'Softly,	softly;	it	can't	be	done	as	quickly	as	that,'	said	he,
and	 stood	 still	 and	 waited	 until	 the	 animal	 was	 quite	 close,	 and	 then	 sprang
nimbly	behind	the	tree.	The	unicorn	ran	against	the	tree	with	all	its	strength,	and
stuck	its	horn	so	fast	in	the	trunk	that	it	had	not	the	strength	enough	to	draw	it
out	again,	and	thus	it	was	caught.	'Now,	I	have	got	the	bird,'	said	the	tailor,	and
came	out	from	behind	the	tree	and	put	the	rope	round	its	neck,	and	then	with	his
axe	he	hewed	the	horn	out	of	the	tree,	and	when	all	was	ready	he	led	the	beast
away	and	took	it	to	the	king.
The	 king	 still	 would	 not	 give	 him	 the	 promised	 reward,	 and	 made	 a	 third

demand.	Before	the	wedding	the	tailor	was	to	catch	him	a	wild	boar	that	made
great	 havoc	 in	 the	 forest,	 and	 the	 huntsmen	 should	 give	 him	 their	 help.
'Willingly,'	said	the	tailor,	'that	is	child's	play!'	He	did	not	take	the	huntsmen	with
him	into	the	forest,	and	they	were	well	pleased	that	he	did	not,	for	the	wild	boar
had	several	times	received	them	in	such	a	manner	that	they	had	no	inclination	to
lie	 in	 wait	 for	 him.	 When	 the	 boar	 perceived	 the	 tailor,	 it	 ran	 on	 him	 with
foaming	mouth	and	whetted	 tusks,	 and	was	about	 to	 throw	him	 to	 the	ground,
but	the	hero	fled	and	sprang	into	a	chapel	which	was	near	and	up	to	the	window



at	once,	and	 in	one	bound	out	again.	The	boar	 ran	after	him,	but	 the	 tailor	 ran
round	outside	and	shut	the	door	behind	it,	and	then	the	raging	beast,	which	was
much	too	heavy	and	awkward	to	leap	out	of	the	window,	was	caught.	The	little
tailor	called	the	huntsmen	thither	that	they	might	see	the	prisoner	with	their	own
eyes.	The	hero,	however,	went	to	the	king,	who	was	now,	whether	he	liked	it	or
not,	 obliged	 to	 keep	 his	 promise,	 and	 gave	 his	 daughter	 and	 the	 half	 of	 his
kingdom.	Had	he	known	that	it	was	no	warlike	hero,	but	a	little	tailor	who	was
standing	before	him,	it	would	have	gone	to	his	heart	still	more	than	it	did.	The
wedding	was	held	with	great	magnificence	and	small	 joy,	and	out	of	a	 tailor	a
king	was	made.
After	 some	 time	 the	 young	 queen	 heard	 her	 husband	 say	 in	 his	 dreams	 at

night:	'Boy,	make	me	the	doublet,	and	patch	the	pantaloons,	or	else	I	will	rap	the
yard-measure	over	your	ears.'	Then	she	discovered	in	what	state	of	life	the	young
lord	had	been	born,	and	next	morning	complained	of	her	wrongs	 to	her	 father,
and	begged	him	to	help	her	to	get	rid	of	her	husband,	who	was	nothing	else	but	a
tailor.	 The	 king	 comforted	 her	 and	 said:	 'Leave	 your	 bedroom	 door	 open	 this
night,	and	my	servants	shall	stand	outside,	and	when	he	has	fallen	asleep	shall	go
in,	bind	him,	and	take	him	on	board	a	ship	which	shall	carry	him	into	the	wide
world.'	 The	woman	was	 satisfied	with	 this;	 but	 the	 king's	 armour-bearer,	who
had	heard	all,	was	friendly	with	the	young	lord,	and	informed	him	of	the	whole
plot.	'I'll	put	a	screw	into	that	business,'	said	the	little	tailor.	At	night	he	went	to
bed	with	 his	 wife	 at	 the	 usual	 time,	 and	when	 she	 thought	 that	 he	 had	 fallen
asleep,	 she	got	up,	opened	 the	door,	and	 then	 lay	down	again.	The	 little	 tailor,
who	was	only	pretending	 to	be	asleep,	began	 to	cry	out	 in	a	clear	voice:	 'Boy,
make	me	the	doublet	and	patch	me	the	pantaloons,	or	I	will	rap	the	yard-measure
over	your	ears.	 I	 smote	seven	at	one	blow.	 I	killed	 two	giants,	 I	brought	away
one	unicorn,	 and	 caught	 a	wild	 boar,	 and	 am	 I	 to	 fear	 those	who	 are	 standing
outside	 the	 room.'	When	 these	men	 heard	 the	 tailor	 speaking	 thus,	 they	 were
overcome	by	a	great	dread,	and	ran	as	if	the	wild	huntsman	were	behind	them,
and	none	of	them	would	venture	anything	further	against	him.	So	the	little	tailor
was	and	remained	a	king	to	the	end	of	his	life.



Hansel	and	Gretel

In	 a	 great	 forest	 dwelt	 a	 poor	wood-cutter	with	his	wife	 and	his	 two	 children.
The	boy	was	called	Hansel	and	the	girl	Gretel.	He	had	little	to	bite	and	to	break,
and	once	when	great	 dearth	 fell	 on	 the	 land,	 he	 could	 no	 longer	 procure	 even
daily	bread.	Now	when	he	thought	over	this	by	night	in	his	bed,	and	tossed	about
in	his	anxiety,	he	groaned	and	said	to	his	wife:	 'What	is	to	become	of	us?	How
are	we	 to	 feed	 our	 poor	 children,	when	we	 no	 longer	 have	 anything	 even	 for
ourselves?'	 'I'll	 tell	 you	what,	 husband,'	 answered	 the	woman,	 'early	 tomorrow
morning	we	will	take	the	children	out	into	the	forest	to	where	it	is	the	thickest;
there	we	will	 light	 a	 fire	 for	 them,	 and	 give	 each	 of	 them	 one	more	 piece	 of
bread,	and	then	we	will	go	to	our	work	and	leave	them	alone.	They	will	not	find
the	way	home	again,	and	we	shall	be	rid	of	them.'	'No,	wife,'	said	the	man,	'I	will
not	do	that;	how	can	I	bear	to	leave	my	children	alone	in	the	forest?—the	wild
animals	would	soon	come	and	tear	them	to	pieces.'	'O,	you	fool!'	said	she,	'then
we	must	all	four	die	of	hunger,	you	may	as	well	plane	the	planks	for	our	coffins,'
and	she	left	him	no	peace	until	he	consented.	'But	I	feel	very	sorry	for	the	poor
children,	all	the	same,'	said	the	man.
The	 two	children	had	also	not	been	able	 to	 sleep	 for	hunger,	 and	had	heard

what	their	stepmother	had	said	to	their	father.	Gretel	wept	bitter	tears,	and	said	to
Hansel:	'Now	all	is	over	with	us.'	'Be	quiet,	Gretel,'	said	Hansel,	'do	not	distress
yourself,	 I	will	soon	find	a	way	to	help	us.'	And	when	the	old	folks	had	fallen
asleep,	he	got	up,	put	on	his	little	coat,	opened	the	door	below,	and	crept	outside.
The	moon	shone	brightly,	and	the	white	pebbles	which	lay	in	front	of	the	house
glittered	like	real	silver	pennies.	Hansel	stooped	and	stuffed	the	little	pocket	of
his	coat	with	as	many	as	he	could	get	in.	Then	he	went	back	and	said	to	Gretel:
'Be	comforted,	dear	little	sister,	and	sleep	in	peace,	God	will	not	forsake	us,'	and
he	lay	down	again	in	his	bed.	When	day	dawned,	but	before	the	sun	had	risen,
the	woman	came	and	awoke	the	two	children,	saying:	'Get	up,	you	sluggards!	we
are	going	into	the	forest	to	fetch	wood.'	She	gave	each	a	little	piece	of	bread,	and
said:	'There	is	something	for	your	dinner,	but	do	not	eat	it	up	before	then,	for	you
will	get	nothing	else.'	Gretel	took	the	bread	under	her	apron,	as	Hansel	had	the
pebbles	 in	 his	 pocket.	Then	 they	 all	 set	 out	 together	 on	 the	way	 to	 the	 forest.
When	 they	had	walked	a	short	 time,	Hansel	 stood	still	 and	peeped	back	at	 the
house,	and	did	so	again	and	again.	His	father	said:	'Hansel,	what	are	you	looking
at	there	and	staying	behind	for?	Pay	attention,	and	do	not	forget	how	to	use	your
legs.'	 'Ah,	 father,'	 said	 Hansel,	 'I	 am	 looking	 at	 my	 little	 white	 cat,	 which	 is
sitting	up	on	the	roof,	and	wants	to	say	goodbye	to	me.'	The	wife	said:	'Fool,	that



is	not	your	little	cat,	that	is	the	morning	sun	which	is	shining	on	the	chimneys.'
Hansel,	however,	had	not	been	looking	back	at	the	cat,	but	had	been	constantly
throwing	one	of	the	white	pebble-stones	out	of	his	pocket	on	the	road.
When	 they	 had	 reached	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 forest,	 the	 father	 said:	 'Now,

children,	pile	up	 some	wood,	and	 I	will	 light	 a	 fire	 that	you	may	not	be	cold.'
Hansel	 and	 Gretel	 gathered	 brushwood	 together,	 as	 high	 as	 a	 little	 hill.	 The
brushwood	 was	 lighted,	 and	 when	 the	 flames	 were	 burning	 very	 high,	 the
woman	said:	'Now,	children,	lay	yourselves	down	by	the	fire	and	rest,	we	will	go
into	the	forest	and	cut	some	wood.	When	we	have	done,	we	will	come	back	and
fetch	you	away.'
Hansel	and	Gretel	sat	by	the	fire,	and	when	noon	came,	each	ate	a	little	piece

of	bread,	and	as	they	heard	the	strokes	of	the	wood-axe	they	believed	that	their
father	was	near.	It	was	not	the	axe,	however,	but	a	branch	which	he	had	fastened
to	a	withered	tree	which	the	wind	was	blowing	backwards	and	forwards.	And	as
they	had	been	sitting	such	a	long	time,	their	eyes	closed	with	fatigue,	and	they
fell	fast	asleep.	When	at	last	they	awoke,	it	was	already	dark	night.	Gretel	began
to	cry	and	said:	'How	are	we	to	get	out	of	the	forest	now?'	But	Hansel	comforted
her	and	said:	 'Just	wait	a	little,	until	the	moon	has	risen,	and	then	we	will	soon
find	the	way.'	And	when	the	full	moon	had	risen,	Hansel	took	his	little	sister	by
the	hand,	and	followed	the	pebbles	which	shone	like	newly-coined	silver	pieces,
and	showed	them	the	way.
They	walked	 the	whole	night	 long,	and	by	break	of	day	came	once	more	 to

their	 father's	house.	They	knocked	at	 the	door,	and	when	the	woman	opened	 it
and	saw	that	it	was	Hansel	and	Gretel,	she	said:	'You	naughty	children,	why	have
you	slept	so	long	in	the	forest?—we	thought	you	were	never	coming	back	at	all!'
The	 father,	 however,	 rejoiced,	 for	 it	 had	 cut	 him	 to	 the	 heart	 to	 leave	 them
behind	alone.
Not	 long	 afterwards,	 there	was	 once	more	 great	 dearth	 throughout	 the	 land,

and	the	children	heard	their	mother	saying	at	night	to	their	father:	'Everything	is
eaten	again,	we	have	one	half	loaf	left,	and	that	is	the	end.	The	children	must	go,
we	will	take	them	farther	into	the	wood,	so	that	they	will	not	find	their	way	out
again;	there	is	no	other	means	of	saving	ourselves!'	The	man's	heart	was	heavy,
and	he	thought:	'It	would	be	better	for	you	to	share	the	last	mouthful	with	your
children.'	The	woman,	however,	would	listen	to	nothing	that	he	had	to	say,	but
scolded	and	reproached	him.	He	who	says	A	must	say	B,	likewise,	and	as	he	had
yielded	the	first	time,	he	had	to	do	so	a	second	time	also.
The	 children,	 however,	 were	 still	 awake	 and	 had	 heard	 the	 conversation.

When	the	old	folks	were	asleep,	Hansel	again	got	up,	and	wanted	to	go	out	and
pick	up	pebbles	as	he	had	done	before,	but	the	woman	had	locked	the	door,	and



Hansel	 could	 not	 get	 out.	Nevertheless	 he	 comforted	 his	 little	 sister,	 and	 said:
'Do	not	cry,	Gretel,	go	to	sleep	quietly,	the	good	God	will	help	us.'
Early	in	the	morning	came	the	woman,	and	took	the	children	out	of	their	beds.

Their	 piece	 of	 bread	was	 given	 to	 them,	 but	 it	was	 still	 smaller	 than	 the	 time
before.	On	the	way	into	the	forest	Hansel	crumbled	his	in	his	pocket,	and	often
stood	still	and	threw	a	morsel	on	the	ground.	'Hansel,	why	do	you	stop	and	look
round?'	said	 the	father,	 'go	on.'	 'I	am	looking	back	at	my	little	pigeon	which	 is
sitting	on	 the	 roof,	 and	wants	 to	 say	goodbye	 to	me,'	 answered	Hansel.	 'Fool!'
said	 the	woman,	 'that	 is	 not	 your	 little	 pigeon,	 that	 is	 the	morning	 sun	 that	 is
shining	on	the	chimney.'	Hansel,	however	little	by	little,	threw	all	the	crumbs	on
the	path.
The	woman	led	the	children	still	deeper	into	the	forest,	where	they	had	never

in	their	lives	been	before.	Then	a	great	fire	was	again	made,	and	the	mother	said:
'Just	sit	there,	you	children,	and	when	you	are	tired	you	may	sleep	a	little;	we	are
going	into	the	forest	to	cut	wood,	and	in	the	evening	when	we	are	done,	we	will
come	and	fetch	you	away.'	When	it	was	noon,	Gretel	shared	her	piece	of	bread
with	Hansel,	who	had	scattered	his	by	the	way.	Then	they	fell	asleep	and	evening
passed,	but	no	one	came	 to	 the	poor	children.	They	did	not	awake	until	 it	was
dark	night,	and	Hansel	comforted	his	little	sister	and	said:	'Just	wait,	Gretel,	until
the	moon	rises,	and	then	we	shall	see	the	crumbs	of	bread	which	I	have	strewn
about,	 they	will	 show	us	our	way	home	again.'	When	 the	moon	came	 they	 set
out,	but	they	found	no	crumbs,	for	the	many	thousands	of	birds	which	fly	about
in	the	woods	and	fields	had	picked	them	all	up.	Hansel	said	to	Gretel:	'We	shall
soon	find	the	way,'	but	they	did	not	find	it.	They	walked	the	whole	night	and	all
the	next	day	too	from	morning	till	evening,	but	they	did	not	get	out	of	the	forest,
and	were	very	hungry,	for	they	had	nothing	to	eat	but	two	or	three	berries,	which
grew	on	the	ground.	And	as	they	were	so	weary	that	their	legs	would	carry	them
no	longer,	they	lay	down	beneath	a	tree	and	fell	asleep.
It	was	now	three	mornings	since	they	had	left	their	father's	house.	They	began

to	walk	again,	but	 they	always	came	deeper	 into	 the	forest,	and	if	help	did	not
come	soon,	they	must	die	of	hunger	and	weariness.	When	it	was	mid-day,	they
saw	a	beautiful	snow-white	bird	sitting	on	a	bough,	which	sang	so	delightfully
that	they	stood	still	and	listened	to	it.	And	when	its	song	was	over,	it	spread	its
wings	and	flew	away	before	them,	and	they	followed	it	until	they	reached	a	little
house,	 on	 the	 roof	 of	 which	 it	 alighted;	 and	 when	 they	 approached	 the	 little
house	 they	 saw	 that	 it	was	built	 of	bread	and	covered	with	 cakes,	but	 that	 the
windows	were	of	clear	sugar.	'We	will	set	to	work	on	that,'	said	Hansel,	'and	have
a	 good	meal.	 I	will	 eat	 a	 bit	 of	 the	 roof,	 and	 you	Gretel,	 can	 eat	 some	 of	 the
window,	 it	will	 taste	sweet.'	Hansel	 reached	up	above,	and	broke	off	a	 little	of



the	roof	to	try	how	it	tasted,	and	Gretel	leant	against	the	window	and	nibbled	at
the	panes.	Then	a	soft	voice	cried	from	the	parlour:
{verse
'Nibble,	nibble,	gnaw,
Who	is	nibbling	at	my	little	house?'
{verse
The	children	answered:
{verse
'The	wind,	the	wind,
The	heaven-born	wind,'
{verse
and	went	on	eating	without	disturbing	themselves.	Hansel,	who	liked	the	taste

of	the	roof,	tore	down	a	great	piece	of	it,	and	Gretel	pushed	out	the	whole	of	one
round	window-pane,	 sat	 down,	 and	 enjoyed	herself	with	 it.	 Suddenly	 the	 door
opened,	 and	 a	 woman	 as	 old	 as	 the	 hills,	 who	 supported	 herself	 on	 crutches,
came	creeping	out.	Hansel	and	Gretel	were	so	terribly	frightened	that	they	let	fall
what	 they	had	 in	 their	hands.	The	old	woman,	however,	nodded	her	head,	and
said:	 'Oh,	you	dear	 children,	who	has	brought	you	here?	do	come	 in,	 and	 stay
with	me.	No	harm	shall	happen	to	you.'	She	took	them	both	by	the	hand,	and	led
them	 into	 her	 little	 house.	 Then	 good	 food	 was	 set	 before	 them,	 milk	 and
pancakes,	with	 sugar,	 apples,	 and	 nuts.	Afterwards	 two	 pretty	 little	 beds	were
covered	with	 clean	white	 linen,	 and	Hansel	 and	Gretel	 lay	 down	 in	 them,	 and
thought	they	were	in	heaven.
The	old	woman	had	only	pretended	to	be	so	kind;	she	was	in	reality	a	wicked

witch,	who	lay	in	wait	for	children,	and	had	only	built	the	little	house	of	bread	in
order	to	entice	them	there.	When	a	child	fell	into	her	power,	she	killed	it,	cooked
and	ate	it,	and	that	was	a	feast	day	with	her.	Witches	have	red	eyes,	and	cannot
see	far,	but	 they	have	a	keen	scent	 like	 the	beasts,	and	are	aware	when	human
beings	 draw	 near.	When	Hansel	 and	Gretel	 came	 into	 her	 neighbourhood,	 she
laughed	with	malice,	and	said	mockingly:	'I	have	them,	they	shall	not	escape	me
again!'	Early	in	the	morning	before	the	children	were	awake,	she	was	already	up,
and	when	she	saw	both	of	them	sleeping	and	looking	so	pretty,	with	their	plump
and	rosy	cheeks	she	muttered	to	herself:	 'That	will	be	a	dainty	mouthful!'	Then
she	seized	Hansel	with	her	shrivelled	hand,	carried	him	into	a	 little	stable,	and
locked	him	in	behind	a	grated	door.	Scream	as	he	might,	it	would	not	help	him.
Then	she	went	to	Gretel,	shook	her	till	she	awoke,	and	cried:	'Get	up,	lazy	thing,
fetch	some	water,	and	cook	something	good	for	your	brother,	he	is	in	the	stable
outside,	and	 is	 to	be	made	 fat.	When	he	 is	 fat,	 I	will	eat	him.'	Gretel	began	 to
weep	bitterly,	but	 it	was	all	 in	vain,	 for	 she	was	 forced	 to	do	what	 the	wicked



witch	commanded.
And	now	the	best	food	was	cooked	for	poor	Hansel,	but	Gretel	got	nothing	but

crab-shells.	 Every	 morning	 the	 woman	 crept	 to	 the	 little	 stable,	 and	 cried:
'Hansel,	stretch	out	your	finger	that	I	may	feel	 if	you	will	soon	be	fat.'	Hansel,
however,	 stretched	 out	 a	 little	 bone	 to	 her,	 and	 the	 old	woman,	who	 had	 dim
eyes,	could	not	see	it,	and	thought	it	was	Hansel's	finger,	and	was	astonished	that
there	was	no	way	of	fattening	him.	When	four	weeks	had	gone	by,	and	Hansel
still	 remained	 thin,	 she	 was	 seized	 with	 impatience	 and	 would	 not	 wait	 any
longer.	 'Now,	 then,	Gretel,'	 she	 cried	 to	 the	 girl,	 'stir	 yourself,	 and	bring	 some
water.	Let	Hansel	be	 fat	or	 lean,	 tomorrow	I	will	kill	him,	and	cook	him.'	Ah,
how	the	poor	 little	sister	did	 lament	when	she	had	 to	 fetch	 the	water,	and	how
her	tears	did	flow	down	her	cheeks!	'Dear	God,	do	help	us,'	she	cried.	'If	the	wild
beasts	 in	 the	 forest	 had	 but	 devoured	 us,	 we	 should	 at	 any	 rate	 have	 died
together.'	 'Just	 keep	your	noise	 to	yourself,'	 said	 the	old	woman,	 'it	won't	 help
you	at	all.'
Early	in	the	morning,	Gretel	had	to	go	out	and	hang	up	the	cauldron	with	the

water,	and	light	the	fire.	'We	will	bake	first,'	said	the	old	woman,	'I	have	already
heated	 the	 oven,	 and	 kneaded	 the	 dough.'	 She	 pushed	 poor	 Gretel	 out	 to	 the
oven,	from	which	flames	of	fire	were	already	darting.	'Creep	in,'	said	the	witch,
'and	see	if	it	is	properly	heated,	so	that	we	can	put	the	bread	in.'	And	once	Gretel
was	 inside,	 she	 intended	 to	 shut	 the	 oven	 and	 let	 her	 bake	 in	 it,	 and	 then	 she
would	 eat	 her,	 too.	 But	Gretel	 saw	what	 she	 had	 in	mind,	 and	 said:	 'I	 do	 not
know	how	I	am	to	do	it;	how	do	I	get	in?'	'Silly	goose,'	said	the	old	woman.	'The
door	is	big	enough;	just	look,	I	can	get	in	myself!'	and	she	crept	up	and	thrust	her
head	 into	 the	oven.	Then	Gretel	gave	her	a	push	 that	drove	her	 far	 into	 it,	and
shut	 the	 iron	 door,	 and	 fastened	 the	 bolt.	 Oh!	 then	 she	 began	 to	 howl	 quite
horribly,	but	Gretel	ran	away	and	the	godless	witch	was	miserably	burnt	to	death.
Gretel,	 however,	 ran	 like	 lightning	 to	 Hansel,	 opened	 his	 little	 stable,	 and

cried:	'Hansel,	we	are	saved!	The	old	witch	is	dead!'	Then	Hansel	sprang	like	a
bird	from	its	cage	when	the	door	is	opened.	How	they	did	rejoice	and	embrace
each	other,	and	dance	about	and	kiss	each	other!	And	as	they	had	no	longer	any
need	to	fear	her,	they	went	into	the	witch's	house,	and	in	every	corner	there	stood
chests	full	of	pearls	and	jewels.	'These	are	far	better	than	pebbles!'	said	Hansel,
and	thrust	into	his	pockets	whatever	could	be	got	in,	and	Gretel	said:	'I,	too,	will
take	something	home	with	me,'	and	filled	her	pinafore	full.	'But	now	we	must	be
off,'	said	Hansel,	'that	we	may	get	out	of	the	witch's	forest.'
When	 they	had	walked	for	 two	hours,	 they	came	 to	a	great	stretch	of	water.

'We	cannot	cross,'	said	Hansel,	'I	see	no	foot-plank,	and	no	bridge.'	'And	there	is
also	no	ferry,'	answered	Gretel,	'but	a	white	duck	is	swimming	there:	if	I	ask	her,



she	will	help	us	over.'	Then	she	cried:
{verse
'Little	duck,	little	duck,	dost	thou	see,
Hansel	and	Gretel	are	waiting	for	thee?
There's	never	a	plank,	or	bridge	in	sight,
Take	us	across	on	thy	back	so	white.'
{verse
The	duck	came	 to	 them,	and	Hansel	seated	himself	on	 its	back,	and	 told	his

sister	to	sit	by	him.	'No,'	replied	Gretel,	'that	will	be	too	heavy	for	the	little	duck;
she	 shall	 take	 us	 across,	 one	 after	 the	 other.'	 The	 good	 little	 duck	 did	 so,	 and
when	 they	were	once	safely	across	and	had	walked	for	a	short	 time,	 the	 forest
seemed	to	be	more	and	more	familiar	to	them,	and	at	length	they	saw	from	afar
their	father's	house.	Then	they	began	to	run,	rushed	into	the	parlour,	and	threw
themselves	 round	 their	 father's	neck.	The	man	had	not	known	one	happy	hour
since	 he	 had	 left	 the	 children	 in	 the	 forest;	 the	 woman,	 however,	 was	 dead.
Gretel	emptied	her	pinafore	until	pearls	and	precious	stones	ran	about	the	room,
and	Hansel	 threw	 one	 handful	 after	 another	 out	 of	 his	 pocket	 to	 add	 to	 them.
Then	all	anxiety	was	at	an	end,	and	they	lived	together	in	perfect	happiness.	My
tale	is	done,	there	runs	a	mouse;	whosoever	catches	it,	may	make	himself	a	big
fur	cap	out	of	it.



The	Mouse,	the	Bird,	and	the	Sausage

Once	upon	a	time,	a	mouse,	a	bird,	and	a	sausage,	entered	into	partnership	and
set	up	house	together.	For	a	long	time	all	went	well;	they	lived	in	great	comfort,
and	prospered	so	far	as	to	be	able	to	add	considerably	to	their	stores.	The	bird's
duty	was	 to	 fly	 daily	 into	 the	wood	 and	 bring	 in	 fuel;	 the	mouse	 fetched	 the
water,	and	the	sausage	saw	to	the	cooking.
When	people	are	 too	well	off	 they	always	begin	 to	 long	for	something	new.

And	so	 it	 came	 to	pass,	 that	 the	bird,	while	out	one	day,	met	a	 fellow	bird,	 to
whom	he	boastfully	expatiated	on	the	excellence	of	his	household	arrangements.
But	 the	 other	 bird	 sneered	 at	 him	 for	 being	 a	 poor	 simpleton,	who	 did	 all	 the
hard	work,	while	 the	other	 two	stayed	at	home	and	had	a	good	time	of	 it.	For,
when	the	mouse	had	made	the	fire	and	fetched	in	the	water,	she	could	retire	into
her	little	room	and	rest	until	it	was	time	to	set	the	table.	The	sausage	had	only	to
watch	 the	pot	 to	 see	 that	 the	 food	was	properly	cooked,	 and	when	 it	was	near
dinner-time,	he	just	threw	himself	into	the	broth,	or	rolled	in	and	out	among	the
vegetables	 three	 or	 four	 times,	 and	 there	 they	 were,	 buttered,	 and	 salted,	 and
ready	 to	 be	 served.	 Then,	 when	 the	 bird	 came	 home	 and	 had	 laid	 aside	 his
burden,	 they	 sat	 down	 to	 table,	 and	 when	 they	 had	 finished	 their	 meal,	 they
could	 sleep	 their	 fill	 till	 the	 following	 morning:	 and	 that	 was	 really	 a	 very
delightful	life.
Influenced	 by	 those	 remarks,	 the	 bird	 next	morning	 refused	 to	 bring	 in	 the

wood,	telling	the	others	that	he	had	been	their	servant	long	enough,	and	had	been
a	 fool	 into	 the	bargain,	and	 that	 it	was	now	 time	 to	make	a	change,	and	 to	 try
some	 other	 way	 of	 arranging	 the	 work.	 Beg	 and	 pray	 as	 the	 mouse	 and	 the
sausage	might,	 it	was	of	no	use;	 the	bird	remained	master	of	 the	situation,	and
the	venture	had	to	be	made.	They	therefore	drew	lots,	and	it	fell	to	the	sausage	to
bring	in	the	wood,	to	the	mouse	to	cook,	and	to	the	bird	to	fetch	the	water.
And	 now	what	 happened?	 The	 sausage	 started	 in	 search	 of	 wood,	 the	 bird

made	the	fire,	and	the	mouse	put	on	the	pot,	and	then	these	two	waited	till	 the
sausage	returned	with	 the	fuel	for	 the	following	day.	But	 the	sausage	remained
so	 long	away,	 that	 they	became	uneasy,	and	 the	bird	flew	out	 to	meet	him.	He
had	 not	 flown	 far,	 however,	when	 he	 came	 across	 a	 dog	who,	 having	met	 the
sausage,	had	regarded	him	as	his	legitimate	booty,	and	so	seized	and	swallowed
him.	The	bird	complained	to	the	dog	of	this	bare-faced	robbery,	but	nothing	he
said	was	of	any	avail,	for	the	dog	answered	that	he	found	false	credentials	on	the
sausage,	and	that	was	the	reason	his	life	had	been	forfeited.
He	picked	up	the	wood,	and	flew	sadly	home,	and	told	the	mouse	all	he	had



seen	and	heard.	They	were	both	very	unhappy,	but	agreed	 to	make	 the	best	of
things	and	to	remain	with	one	another.
So	 now	 the	 bird	 set	 the	 table,	 and	 the	 mouse	 looked	 after	 the	 food	 and,

wishing	 to	 prepare	 it	 in	 the	 same	 way	 as	 the	 sausage,	 by	 rolling	 in	 and	 out
among	the	vegetables	 to	salt	and	butter	 them,	she	 jumped	into	 the	pot;	but	she
stopped	short	long	before	she	reached	the	bottom,	having	already	parted	not	only
with	her	skin	and	hair,	but	also	with	life.
Presently	 the	 bird	 came	 in	 and	wanted	 to	 serve	 up	 the	 dinner,	 but	 he	 could

nowhere	see	the	cook.	In	his	alarm	and	flurry,	he	threw	the	wood	here	and	there
about	the	floor,	called	and	searched,	but	no	cook	was	to	be	found.	Then	some	of
the	wood	that	had	been	carelessly	thrown	down,	caught	fire	and	began	to	blaze.
The	bird	hastened	to	fetch	some	water,	but	his	pail	fell	into	the	well,	and	he	after
it,	and	as	he	was	unable	to	recover	himself,	he	was	drowned.



Mother	Holle

Once	upon	a	time	there	was	a	widow	who	had	two	daughters;	one	of	them	was
beautiful	and	 industrious,	 the	other	ugly	and	 lazy.	The	mother,	however,	 loved
the	ugly	and	lazy	one	best,	because	she	was	her	own	daughter,	and	so	the	other,
who	was	only	her	stepdaughter,	was	made	to	do	all	 the	work	of	the	house,	and
was	quite	the	Cinderella	of	the	family.	Her	stepmother	sent	her	out	every	day	to
sit	by	 the	well	 in	 the	high	road,	 there	 to	spin	until	she	made	her	fingers	bleed.
Now	it	chanced	one	day	 that	some	blood	fell	on	 to	 the	spindle,	and	as	 the	girl
stopped	over	the	well	to	wash	it	off,	the	spindle	suddenly	sprang	out	of	her	hand
and	 fell	 into	 the	well.	 She	 ran	 home	 crying	 to	 tell	 of	 her	misfortune,	 but	 her
stepmother	 spoke	 harshly	 to	 her,	 and	 after	 giving	 her	 a	 violent	 scolding,	 said
unkindly,	'As	you	have	let	the	spindle	fall	into	the	well	you	may	go	yourself	and
fetch	it	out.'
The	 girl	 went	 back	 to	 the	 well	 not	 knowing	 what	 to	 do,	 and	 at	 last	 in	 her

distress	she	jumped	into	the	water	after	the	spindle.
She	 remembered	 nothing	 more	 until	 she	 awoke	 and	 found	 herself	 in	 a

beautiful	 meadow,	 full	 of	 sunshine,	 and	 with	 countless	 flowers	 blooming	 in
every	direction.
She	walked	over	the	meadow,	and	presently	she	came	upon	a	baker's	oven	full

of	bread,	and	 the	 loaves	cried	out	 to	her,	 'Take	us	out,	 take	us	out,	or	alas!	we
shall	 be	 burnt	 to	 a	 cinder;	we	were	 baked	 through	 long	 ago.'	 So	 she	 took	 the
bread-shovel	and	drew	them	all	out.
She	went	on	a	 little	farther,	 till	she	came	to	a	free	full	of	apples.	 'Shake	me,

shake	me,	I	pray,'	cried	the	tree;	'my	apples,	one	and	all,	are	ripe.'	So	she	shook
the	tree,	and	the	apples	came	falling	down	upon	her	like	rain;	but	she	continued
shaking	 until	 there	 was	 not	 a	 single	 apple	 left	 upon	 it.	 Then	 she	 carefully
gathered	the	apples	together	in	a	heap	and	walked	on	again.
The	next	thing	she	came	to	was	a	little	house,	and	there	she	saw	an	old	woman

looking	out,	with	such	large	teeth,	that	she	was	terrified,	and	turned	to	run	away.
But	 the	 old	woman	 called	 after	 her,	 'What	 are	 you	 afraid	 of,	 dear	 child?	 Stay
with	me;	if	you	will	do	the	work	of	my	house	properly	for	me,	I	will	make	you
very	 happy.	You	must	 be	 very	 careful,	 however,	 to	make	my	 bed	 in	 the	 right
way,	for	I	wish	you	always	to	shake	it	thoroughly,	so	that	the	feathers	fly	about;
then	they	say,	down	there	in	the	world,	that	it	is	snowing;	for	I	am	Mother	Holle.'
The	old	woman	spoke	so	kindly,	that	the	girl	summoned	up	courage	and	agreed
to	enter	into	her	service.
She	 took	 care	 to	 do	 everything	 according	 to	 the	 old	 woman's	 bidding	 and



every	time	she	made	the	bed	she	shook	it	with	all	her	might,	so	that	the	feathers
flew	about	like	so	many	snowflakes.	The	old	woman	was	as	good	as	her	word:
she	never	spoke	angrily	to	her,	and	gave	her	roast	and	boiled	meats	every	day.
So	 she	 stayed	 on	with	Mother	Holle	 for	 some	 time,	 and	 then	 she	 began	 to

grow	 unhappy.	 She	 could	 not	 at	 first	 tell	 why	 she	 felt	 sad,	 but	 she	 became
conscious	at	last	of	great	longing	to	go	home;	then	she	knew	she	was	homesick,
although	 she	was	a	 thousand	 times	better	off	with	Mother	Holle	 than	with	her
mother	and	sister.	After	waiting	awhile,	she	went	to	Mother	Holle	and	said,	'I	am
so	homesick,	that	I	cannot	stay	with	you	any	longer,	for	although	I	am	so	happy
here,	I	must	return	to	my	own	people.'
Then	Mother	Holle	said,	'I	am	pleased	that	you	should	want	to	go	back	to	your

own	people,	and	as	you	have	served	me	so	well	and	 faithfully,	 I	will	 take	you
home	myself.'
Thereupon	she	led	the	girl	by	the	hand	up	to	a	broad	gateway.	The	gate	was

opened,	and	as	the	girl	passed	through,	a	shower	of	gold	fell	upon	her,	and	the
gold	clung	to	her,	so	that	she	was	covered	with	it	from	head	to	foot.
'That	is	a	reward	for	your	industry,'	said	Mother	Holle,	and	as	she	spoke	she

handed	her	the	spindle	which	she	had	dropped	into	the	well.
The	 gate	was	 then	 closed,	 and	 the	 girl	 found	 herself	 back	 in	 the	 old	world

close	 to	 her	mother's	 house.	 As	 she	 entered	 the	 courtyard,	 the	 cock	who	was
perched	on	the	well,	called	out:
{verse
'Cock-a-doodle-doo!
Your	golden	daughter's	come	back	to	you.'
{verse
Then	she	went	 in	 to	her	mother	and	sister,	and	as	she	was	so	richly	covered

with	 gold,	 they	 gave	 her	 a	 warm	 welcome.	 She	 related	 to	 them	 all	 that	 had
happened,	and	when	the	mother	heard	how	she	had	come	by	her	great	riches,	she
thought	she	should	like	her	ugly,	lazy	daughter	to	go	and	try	her	fortune.	So	she
made	 the	sister	go	and	sit	by	 the	well	and	spin,	and	 the	girl	pricked	her	 finger
and	thrust	her	hand	into	a	thorn-bush,	so	that	she	might	drop	some	blood	on	to
the	spindle;	then	she	threw	it	into	the	well,	and	jumped	in	herself.
Like	her	sister	she	awoke	in	the	beautiful	meadow,	and	walked	over	it	till	she

came	to	the	oven.	'Take	us	out,	take	us	out,	or	alas!	we	shall	be	burnt	to	a	cinder;
we	were	baked	 through	 long	ago,'	 cried	 the	 loaves	as	before.	But	 the	 lazy	girl
answered,	'Do	you	think	I	am	going	to	dirty	my	hands	for	you?'	and	walked	on.
Presently	she	came	to	the	apple-tree.	'Shake	me,	shake	me,	I	pray;	my	apples,

one	and	all,	are	ripe,'	it	cried.	But	she	only	answered,	'A	nice	thing	to	ask	me	to
do,	one	of	the	apples	might	fall	on	my	head,'	and	passed	on.



At	last	she	came	to	Mother	Holle's	house,	and	as	she	had	heard	all	about	the
large	 teeth	 from	 her	 sister,	 she	 was	 not	 afraid	 of	 them,	 and	 engaged	 herself
without	delay	to	the	old	woman.
The	 first	 day	 she	was	 very	 obedient	 and	 industrious,	 and	 exerted	 herself	 to

please	Mother	Holle,	 for	 she	 thought	of	 the	gold	she	should	get	 in	 return.	The
next	day,	however,	she	began	to	dawdle	over	her	work,	and	the	third	day	she	was
more	idle	still;	then	she	began	to	lie	in	bed	in	the	mornings	and	refused	to	get	up.
Worse	still,	she	neglected	to	make	the	old	woman's	bed	properly,	and	forgot	to
shake	it	so	that	the	feathers	might	fly	about.	So	Mother	Holle	very	soon	got	tired
of	her,	and	told	her	she	might	go.	The	lazy	girl	was	delighted	at	this,	and	thought
to	herself,	'The	gold	will	soon	be	mine.'	Mother	Holle	led	her,	as	she	had	led	her
sister,	 to	 the	 broad	 gateway;	 but	 as	 she	 was	 passing	 through,	 instead	 of	 the
shower	of	gold,	a	great	bucketful	of	pitch	came	pouring	over	her.
'That	is	in	return	for	your	services,'	said	the	old	woman,	and	she	shut	the	gate.
So	the	lazy	girl	had	to	go	home	covered	with	pitch,	and	the	cock	on	the	well

called	out	as	she	saw	her:
{verse
'Cock-a-doodle-doo!
Your	dirty	daughter's	come	back	to	you.'
{verse
But,	try	what	she	would,	she	could	not	get	the	pitch	off	and	it	stuck	to	her	as

long	as	she	lived.



Little	Red-cap	(Little	Red	Riding	Hood)

Once	upon	a	 time	 there	was	a	dear	 little	girl	who	was	 loved	by	everyone	who
looked	at	her,	but	most	of	all	by	her	grandmother,	and	there	was	nothing	that	she
would	not	have	given	to	the	child.	Once	she	gave	her	a	little	cap	of	red	velvet,
which	 suited	her	 so	well	 that	 she	would	never	wear	 anything	else;	 so	 she	was
always	called	'Little	Red-Cap.'
One	day	her	mother	said	to	her:	'Come,	Little	Red-Cap,	here	is	a	piece	of	cake

and	 a	bottle	 of	wine;	 take	 them	 to	your	grandmother,	 she	 is	 ill	 and	weak,	 and
they	will	do	her	good.	Set	out	before	it	gets	hot,	and	when	you	are	going,	walk
nicely	 and	 quietly	 and	 do	 not	 run	 off	 the	 path,	 or	 you	may	 fall	 and	 break	 the
bottle,	 and	 then	your	grandmother	will	 get	nothing;	 and	when	you	go	 into	her
room,	 don't	 forget	 to	 say,	 "Good	 morning",	 and	 don't	 peep	 into	 every	 corner
before	you	do	it.'
'I	will	 take	great	care,'	said	Little	Red-Cap	to	her	mother,	and	gave	her	hand

on	it.
The	grandmother	 lived	out	 in	 the	wood,	 half	 a	 league	 from	 the	 village,	 and

just	as	Little	Red-Cap	entered	the	wood,	a	wolf	met	her.	Red-Cap	did	not	know
what	a	wicked	creature	he	was,	and	was	not	at	all	afraid	of	him.
'Good	day,	Little	Red-Cap,'	said	he.
'Thank	you	kindly,	wolf.'
'Whither	away	so	early,	Little	Red-Cap?'
'To	my	grandmother's.'
'What	have	you	got	in	your	apron?'
'Cake	 and	 wine;	 yesterday	 was	 baking-day,	 so	 poor	 sick	 grandmother	 is	 to

have	something	good,	to	make	her	stronger.'
'Where	does	your	grandmother	live,	Little	Red-Cap?'
'A	good	quarter	of	a	league	farther	on	in	the	wood;	her	house	stands	under	the

three	 large	 oak-trees,	 the	 nut-trees	 are	 just	 below;	 you	 surely	 must	 know	 it,'
replied	Little	Red-Cap.
The	 wolf	 thought	 to	 himself:	 'What	 a	 tender	 young	 creature!	 what	 a	 nice

plump	 mouthful—she	 will	 be	 better	 to	 eat	 than	 the	 old	 woman.	 I	 must	 act
craftily,	so	as	to	catch	both.'	So	he	walked	for	a	short	time	by	the	side	of	Little
Red-Cap,	 and	 then	 he	 said:	 'See,	 Little	 Red-Cap,	 how	 pretty	 the	 flowers	 are
about	here—why	do	you	not	look	round?	I	believe,	too,	that	you	do	not	hear	how
sweetly	the	little	birds	are	singing;	you	walk	gravely	along	as	if	you	were	going
to	school,	while	everything	else	out	here	in	the	wood	is	merry.'
Little	Red-Cap	raised	her	eyes,	and	when	she	saw	the	sunbeams	dancing	here



and	there	through	the	trees,	and	pretty	flowers	growing	everywhere,	she	thought:
'Suppose	I	take	grandmother	a	fresh	nosegay;	that	would	please	her	too.	It	is	so
early	in	the	day	that	I	shall	still	get	there	in	good	time';	and	so	she	ran	from	the
path	into	the	wood	to	look	for	flowers.	And	whenever	she	had	picked	one,	she
fancied	 that	 she	 saw	a	 still	 prettier	 one	 farther	 on,	 and	 ran	 after	 it,	 and	 so	got
deeper	and	deeper	into	the	wood.
Meanwhile	 the	wolf	 ran	 straight	 to	 the	grandmother's	 house	 and	knocked	 at

the	door.
'Who	is	there?'
'Little	Red-Cap,'	 replied	 the	wolf.	 'She	 is	 bringing	 cake	 and	wine;	 open	 the

door.'
'Lift	the	latch,'	called	out	the	grandmother,	'I	am	too	weak,	and	cannot	get	up.'
The	wolf	lifted	the	latch,	the	door	sprang	open,	and	without	saying	a	word	he

went	 straight	 to	 the	 grandmother's	 bed,	 and	 devoured	 her.	 Then	 he	 put	 on	 her
clothes,	dressed	himself	in	her	cap	laid	himself	in	bed	and	drew	the	curtains.
Little	Red-Cap,	however,	had	been	running	about	picking	flowers,	and	when

she	 had	 gathered	 so	many	 that	 she	 could	 carry	 no	more,	 she	 remembered	 her
grandmother,	and	set	out	on	the	way	to	her.
She	was	surprised	to	find	the	cottage-door	standing	open,	and	when	she	went

into	the	room,	she	had	such	a	strange	feeling	that	she	said	to	herself:	 'Oh	dear!
how	 uneasy	 I	 feel	 today,	 and	 at	 other	 times	 I	 like	 being	with	 grandmother	 so
much.'	She	called	out:	 'Good	morning,'	but	received	no	answer;	so	she	went	 to
the	 bed	 and	 drew	 back	 the	 curtains.	 There	 lay	 her	 grandmother	 with	 her	 cap
pulled	far	over	her	face,	and	looking	very	strange.
'Oh!	grandmother,'	she	said,	'what	big	ears	you	have!'
'The	better	to	hear	you	with,	my	child,'	was	the	reply.
'But,	grandmother,	what	big	eyes	you	have!'	she	said.
'The	better	to	see	you	with,	my	dear.'
'But,	grandmother,	what	large	hands	you	have!'
'The	better	to	hug	you	with.'
'Oh!	but,	grandmother,	what	a	terrible	big	mouth	you	have!'
'The	better	to	eat	you	with!'
And	scarcely	had	 the	wolf	said	 this,	 than	with	one	bound	he	was	out	of	bed

and	swallowed	up	Red-Cap.
When	the	wolf	had	appeased	his	appetite,	he	lay	down	again	in	the	bed,	fell

asleep	and	began	to	snore	very	loud.	The	huntsman	was	just	passing	the	house,
and	 thought	 to	himself:	 'How	 the	old	woman	 is	 snoring!	 I	must	 just	 see	 if	 she
wants	anything.'	So	he	went	into	the	room,	and	when	he	came	to	the	bed,	he	saw
that	the	wolf	was	lying	in	it.	'Do	I	find	you	here,	you	old	sinner!'	said	he.	'I	have



long	sought	you!'	Then	just	as	he	was	going	to	fire	at	him,	it	occurred	to	him	that
the	wolf	might	have	devoured	the	grandmother,	and	that	she	might	still	be	saved,
so	he	did	not	fire,	but	took	a	pair	of	scissors,	and	began	to	cut	open	the	stomach
of	 the	 sleeping	wolf.	When	he	had	made	 two	 snips,	he	 saw	 the	 little	Red-Cap
shining,	and	then	he	made	two	snips	more,	and	the	little	girl	sprang	out,	crying:
'Ah,	how	frightened	I	have	been!	How	dark	it	was	inside	the	wolf';	and	after	that
the	aged	grandmother	came	out	alive	also,	but	scarcely	able	to	breathe.	Red-Cap,
however,	quickly	fetched	great	stones	with	which	they	filled	the	wolf's	belly,	and
when	he	 awoke,	 he	wanted	 to	 run	 away,	 but	 the	 stones	were	 so	heavy	 that	 he
collapsed	at	once,	and	fell	dead.
Then	all	three	were	delighted.	The	huntsman	drew	off	the	wolf's	skin	and	went

home	with	it;	the	grandmother	ate	the	cake	and	drank	the	wine	which	Red-Cap
had	brought,	and	 revived,	but	Red-Cap	 thought	 to	herself:	 'As	 long	as	 I	 live,	 I
will	never	by	myself	leave	the	path,	to	run	into	the	wood,	when	my	mother	has
forbidden	me	to	do	so.'
It	 also	 related	 that	 once	 when	 Red-Cap	 was	 again	 taking	 cakes	 to	 the	 old

grandmother,	 another	wolf	 spoke	 to	 her,	 and	 tried	 to	 entice	 her	 from	 the	 path.
Red-Cap,	however,	was	on	her	guard,	and	went	straight	forward	on	her	way,	and
told	 her	 grandmother	 that	 she	 had	 met	 the	 wolf,	 and	 that	 he	 had	 said	 'good
morning'	to	her,	but	with	such	a	wicked	look	in	his	eyes,	that	if	they	had	not	been
on	the	public	road	she	was	certain	he	would	have	eaten	her	up.	 'Well,'	said	the
grandmother,	 'we	will	shut	the	door,	that	he	may	not	come	in.'	Soon	afterwards
the	wolf	knocked,	and	cried:	'Open	the	door,	grandmother,	I	am	Little	Red-Cap,
and	am	bringing	you	some	cakes.'	But	they	did	not	speak,	or	open	the	door,	so
the	grey-beard	stole	 twice	or	 thrice	round	the	house,	and	at	 last	 jumped	on	 the
roof,	intending	to	wait	until	Red-Cap	went	home	in	the	evening,	and	then	to	steal
after	her	and	devour	her	in	the	darkness.	But	the	grandmother	saw	what	was	in
his	 thoughts.	 In	 front	of	 the	house	was	a	great	stone	 trough,	so	she	said	 to	 the
child:	 'Take	 the	 pail,	 Red-Cap;	 I	 made	 some	 sausages	 yesterday,	 so	 carry	 the
water	 in	 which	 I	 boiled	 them	 to	 the	 trough.'	 Red-Cap	 carried	 until	 the	 great
trough	was	quite	 full.	Then	 the	smell	of	 the	sausages	reached	 the	wolf,	and	he
sniffed	and	peeped	down,	and	at	last	stretched	out	his	neck	so	far	that	he	could
no	 longer	 keep	his	 footing	 and	began	 to	 slip,	 and	 slipped	down	 from	 the	 roof
straight	 into	 the	 great	 trough,	 and	 was	 drowned.	 But	 Red-Cap	 went	 joyously
home,	and	no	one	ever	did	anything	to	harm	her	again.



The	Robber	Bridegroom

There	was	once	a	miller	who	had	one	beautiful	daughter,	and	as	she	was	grown
up,	he	was	anxious	that	she	should	be	well	married	and	provided	for.	He	said	to
himself,	 'I	will	 give	 her	 to	 the	 first	 suitable	man	who	 comes	 and	 asks	 for	 her
hand.'	Not	 long	after	a	suitor	appeared,	and	as	he	appeared	to	be	very	rich	and
the	miller	 could	 see	 nothing	 in	 him	with	which	 to	 find	 fault,	 he	 betrothed	 his
daughter	to	him.	But	the	girl	did	not	care	for	the	man	as	a	girl	ought	to	care	for
her	betrothed	husband.	She	did	not	feel	that	she	could	trust	him,	and	she	could
not	look	at	him	nor	think	of	him	without	an	inward	shudder.	One	day	he	said	to
her,	'You	have	not	yet	paid	me	a	visit,	although	we	have	been	betrothed	for	some
time.'	'I	do	not	know	where	your	house	is,'	she	answered.	'My	house	is	out	there
in	the	dark	forest,'	he	said.	She	tried	to	excuse	herself	by	saying	that	she	would
not	be	able	to	find	the	way	thither.	Her	betrothed	only	replied,	 'You	must	come
and	see	me	next	Sunday;	I	have	already	invited	guests	for	that	day,	and	that	you
may	not	mistake	the	way,	I	will	strew	ashes	along	the	path.'
When	Sunday	 came,	 and	 it	was	 time	 for	 the	girl	 to	 start,	 a	 feeling	of	 dread

came	over	her	which	she	could	not	explain,	and	 that	she	might	be	able	 to	 find
her	 path	 again,	 she	 filled	 her	 pockets	with	 peas	 and	 lentils	 to	 sprinkle	 on	 the
ground	as	she	went	along.	On	reaching	the	entrance	to	the	forest	she	found	the
path	strewed	with	ashes,	and	these	she	followed,	 throwing	down	some	peas	on
either	 side	 of	 her	 at	 every	 step	 she	 took.	 She	walked	 the	whole	 day	 until	 she
came	 to	 the	 deepest,	 darkest	 part	 of	 the	 forest.	There	 she	 saw	 a	 lonely	 house,
looking	 so	 grim	 and	mysterious,	 that	 it	 did	 not	 please	 her	 at	 all.	 She	 stepped
inside,	 but	 not	 a	 soul	was	 to	 be	 seen,	 and	 a	 great	 silence	 reigned	 throughout.
Suddenly	a	voice	cried:
'Turn	back,	turn	back,	young	maiden	fair,
Linger	not	in	this	murderers'	lair.'
The	girl	looked	up	and	saw	that	the	voice	came	from	a	bird	hanging	in	a	cage

on	the	wall.	Again	it	cried:
'Turn	back,	turn	back,	young	maiden	fair,
Linger	not	in	this	murderers'	lair.'
The	girl	passed	on,	going	from	room	to	room	of	the	house,	but	they	were	all

empty,	and	still	 she	saw	no	one.	At	 last	 she	came	 to	 the	cellar,	and	 there	sat	a
very,	very	old	woman,	who	could	not	keep	her	head	from	shaking.	'Can	you	tell
me,'	asked	the	girl,	'if	my	betrothed	husband	lives	here?'
'Ah,	you	poor	child,'	answered	the	old	woman,	'what	a	place	for	you	to	come

to!	This	is	a	murderers'	den.	You	think	yourself	a	promised	bride,	and	that	your



marriage	 will	 soon	 take	 place,	 but	 it	 is	 with	 death	 that	 you	 will	 keep	 your
marriage	feast.	Look,	do	you	see	that	large	cauldron	of	water	which	I	am	obliged
to	keep	on	the	fire!	As	soon	as	they	have	you	in	their	power	they	will	kill	you
without	mercy,	and	cook	and	eat	you,	for	they	are	eaters	of	men.	If	I	did	not	take
pity	on	you	and	save	you,	you	would	be	lost.'
Thereupon	 the	 old	woman	 led	 her	 behind	 a	 large	 cask,	which	 quite	 hid	 her

from	view.	'Keep	as	still	as	a	mouse,'	she	said;	'do	not	move	or	speak,	or	it	will
be	 all	 over	 with	 you.	 Tonight,	 when	 the	 robbers	 are	 all	 asleep,	 we	 will	 flee
together.	I	have	long	been	waiting	for	an	opportunity	to	escape.'
The	 words	 were	 hardly	 out	 of	 her	 mouth	 when	 the	 godless	 crew	 returned,

dragging	another	young	girl	along	with	them.	They	were	all	drunk,	and	paid	no
heed	 to	her	cries	and	 lamentations.	They	gave	her	wine	 to	drink,	 three	glasses
full,	one	of	white	wine,	one	of	 red,	and	one	of	yellow,	and	with	 that	her	heart
gave	way	and	she	died.	Then	they	tore	off	her	dainty	clothing,	laid	her	on	a	table,
and	cut	her	beautiful	body	into	pieces,	and	sprinkled	salt	upon	it.
The	poor	betrothed	girl	crouched	 trembling	and	shuddering	behind	 the	cask,

for	she	saw	what	a	terrible	fate	had	been	intended	for	her	by	the	robbers.	One	of
them	now	noticed	a	gold	ring	still	remaining	on	the	little	finger	of	the	murdered
girl,	 and	 as	 he	 could	 not	 draw	 it	 off	 easily,	 he	 took	 a	 hatchet	 and	 cut	 off	 the
finger;	but	the	finger	sprang	into	the	air,	and	fell	behind	the	cask	into	the	lap	of
the	girl	who	was	hiding	there.	The	robber	took	a	light	and	began	looking	for	it,
but	he	could	not	find	it.	'Have	you	looked	behind	the	large	cask?'	said	one	of	the
others.	But	 the	old	woman	called	out,	 'Come	and	eat	your	suppers,	and	 let	 the
thing	be	till	tomorrow;	the	finger	won't	run	away.'
'The	 old	woman	 is	 right,'	 said	 the	 robbers,	 and	 they	 ceased	 looking	 for	 the

finger	and	sat	down.
The	 old	woman	 then	mixed	 a	 sleeping	 draught	with	 their	 wine,	 and	 before

long	 they	were	 all	 lying	on	 the	 floor	of	 the	 cellar,	 fast	 asleep	 and	 snoring.	As
soon	 as	 the	 girl	was	 assured	of	 this,	 she	 came	 from	behind	 the	 cask.	She	was
obliged	 to	 step	over	 the	bodies	of	 the	 sleepers,	who	were	 lying	close	 together,
and	 every	moment	 she	was	 filled	with	 renewed	 dread	 lest	 she	 should	 awaken
them.	But	God	helped	her,	so	that	she	passed	safely	over	them,	and	then	she	and
the	old	woman	went	upstairs,	opened	the	door,	and	hastened	as	fast	as	they	could
from	 the	murderers'	 den.	 They	 found	 the	 ashes	 scattered	 by	 the	wind,	 but	 the
peas	and	lentils	had	sprouted,	and	grown	sufficiently	above	the	ground,	to	guide
them	 in	 the	moonlight	 along	 the	 path.	All	 night	 long	 they	walked,	 and	 it	was
morning	before	 they	reached	the	mill.	Then	the	girl	 told	her	father	all	 that	had
happened.
The	day	came	 that	had	been	fixed	 for	 the	marriage.	The	bridegroom	arrived



and	also	a	large	company	of	guests,	for	the	miller	had	taken	care	to	invite	all	his
friends	and	relations.	As	they	sat	at	the	feast,	each	guest	in	turn	was	asked	to	tell
a	tale;	the	bride	sat	still	and	did	not	say	a	word.
'And	you,	my	love,'	said	the	bridegroom,	turning	to	her,	 'is	 there	no	tale	you

know?	Tell	us	something.'
'I	will	tell	you	a	dream,	then,'	said	the	bride.	'I	went	alone	through	a	forest	and

came	 at	 last	 to	 a	 house;	 not	 a	 soul	 could	 I	 find	 within,	 but	 a	 bird	 that	 was
hanging	in	a	cage	on	the	wall	cried:
'Turn	back,	turn	back,	young	maiden	fair,
Linger	not	in	this	murderers'	lair.'
and	again	a	second	time	it	said	these	words.'
'My	darling,	this	is	only	a	dream.'
'I	went	on	through	the	house	from	room	to	room,	but	they	were	all	empty,	and

everything	was	 so	grim	and	mysterious.	At	 last	 I	went	down	 to	 the	cellar,	 and
there	sat	a	very,	very	old	woman,	who	could	not	keep	her	head	still.	I	asked	her
if	my	betrothed	lived	here,	and	she	answered,	"Ah,	you	poor	child,	you	are	come
to	a	murderers'	den;	your	betrothed	does	 indeed	 live	here,	but	he	will	kill	you
without	mercy	and	afterwards	cook	and	eat	you."'
'My	darling,	this	is	only	a	dream.'
'The	old	woman	hid	me	behind	a	 large	cask,	and	scarcely	had	she	done	 this

when	the	robbers	returned	home,	dragging	a	young	girl	along	with	them.	They
gave	her	three	kinds	of	wine	to	drink,	white,	red,	and	yellow,	and	with	that	she
died.'
'My	darling,	this	is	only	a	dream.'
'Then	they	tore	off	her	dainty	clothing,	and	cut	her	beautiful	body	into	pieces

and	sprinkled	salt	upon	it.'
'My	darling,	this	is	only	a	dream.'
'And	one	of	the	robbers	saw	that	there	was	a	gold	ring	still	left	on	her	finger,

and	as	it	was	difficult	to	draw	off,	he	took	a	hatchet	and	cut	off	her	finger;	but
the	finger	sprang	into	the	air	and	fell	behind	the	great	cask	into	my	lap.	And	here
is	the	finger	with	the	ring.'	and	with	these	words	the	bride	drew	forth	the	finger
and	shewed	it	to	the	assembled	guests.
The	bridegroom,	who	during	this	recital	had	grown	deadly	pale,	up	and	tried

to	escape,	but	the	guests	seized	him	and	held	him	fast.	They	delivered	him	up	to
justice,	 and	he	 and	 all	 his	murderous	 band	were	 condemned	 to	 death	 for	 their
wicked	deeds.



Tom	Thumb

A	poor	woodman	sat	in	his	cottage	one	night,	smoking	his	pipe	by	the	fireside,
while	his	wife	 sat	by	his	 side	 spinning.	 'How	 lonely	 it	 is,	wife,'	 said	he,	 as	he
puffed	out	a	long	curl	of	smoke,	'for	you	and	me	to	sit	here	by	ourselves,	without
any	children	to	play	about	and	amuse	us	while	other	people	seem	so	happy	and
merry	with	their	children!'	'What	you	say	is	very	true,'	said	the	wife,	sighing,	and
turning	round	her	wheel;	'how	happy	should	I	be	if	I	had	but	one	child!	If	it	were
ever	so	small—nay,	if	it	were	no	bigger	than	my	thumb—I	should	be	very	happy,
and	 love	 it	 dearly.'	 Now—odd	 as	 you	may	 think	 it—it	 came	 to	 pass	 that	 this
good	woman's	wish	was	fulfilled,	just	in	the	very	way	she	had	wished	it;	for,	not
long	afterwards,	she	had	a	little	boy,	who	was	quite	healthy	and	strong,	but	was
not	much	bigger	than	my	thumb.	So	they	said,	'Well,	we	cannot	say	we	have	not
got	what	we	wished	for,	and,	little	as	he	is,	we	will	 love	him	dearly.'	And	they
called	him	Thomas	Thumb.
They	gave	him	plenty	of	food,	yet	for	all	they	could	do	he	never	grew	bigger,

but	kept	just	the	same	size	as	he	had	been	when	he	was	born.	Still,	his	eyes	were
sharp	and	sparkling,	and	he	soon	showed	himself	to	be	a	clever	little	fellow,	who
always	knew	well	what	he	was	about.
One	day,	as	the	woodman	was	getting	ready	to	go	into	the	wood	to	cut	fuel,	he

said,	'I	wish	I	had	someone	to	bring	the	cart	after	me,	for	I	want	to	make	haste.'
'Oh,	father,'	cried	Tom,	'I	will	take	care	of	that;	the	cart	shall	be	in	the	wood	by
the	time	you	want	it.'	Then	the	woodman	laughed,	and	said,	 'How	can	that	be?
you	cannot	reach	up	to	the	horse's	bridle.'	'Never	mind	that,	father,'	said	Tom;	'if
my	mother	will	only	harness	the	horse,	I	will	get	into	his	ear	and	tell	him	which
way	to	go.'	'Well,'	said	the	father,	'we	will	try	for	once.'
When	the	time	came	the	mother	harnessed	the	horse	to	the	cart,	and	put	Tom

into	his	ear;	and	as	he	sat	there	the	little	man	told	the	beast	how	to	go,	crying	out,
'Go	on!'	and	'Stop!'	as	he	wanted:	and	thus	the	horse	went	on	just	as	well	as	if	the
woodman	had	driven	it	himself	into	the	wood.	It	happened	that	as	the	horse	was
going	a	 little	 too	fast,	and	Tom	was	calling	out,	 'Gently!	gently!'	 two	strangers
came	up.	'What	an	odd	thing	that	is!'	said	one:	'there	is	a	cart	going	along,	and	I
hear	a	carter	talking	to	the	horse,	but	yet	I	can	see	no	one.'	'That	is	queer,	indeed,'
said	the	other;	'let	us	follow	the	cart,	and	see	where	it	goes.'	So	they	went	on	into
the	wood,	till	at	last	they	came	to	the	place	where	the	woodman	was.	Then	Tom
Thumb,	seeing	his	father,	cried	out,	'See,	father,	here	I	am	with	the	cart,	all	right
and	safe!	now	take	me	down!'	So	his	father	took	hold	of	the	horse	with	one	hand,
and	with	the	other	took	his	son	out	of	the	horse's	ear,	and	put	him	down	upon	a



straw,	where	he	sat	as	merry	as	you	please.
The	two	strangers	were	all	this	time	looking	on,	and	did	not	know	what	to	say

for	 wonder.	 At	 last	 one	 took	 the	 other	 aside,	 and	 said,	 'That	 little	 urchin	will
make	our	fortune,	if	we	can	get	him,	and	carry	him	about	from	town	to	town	as	a
show;	we	must	buy	him.'	So	they	went	up	to	the	woodman,	and	asked	him	what
he	would	take	for	the	little	man.	 'He	will	be	better	off,'	said	they,	 'with	us	than
with	 you.'	 'I	won't	 sell	 him	 at	 all,'	 said	 the	 father;	 'my	own	 flesh	 and	blood	 is
dearer	to	me	than	all	the	silver	and	gold	in	the	world.'	But	Tom,	hearing	of	the
bargain	 they	 wanted	 to	 make,	 crept	 up	 his	 father's	 coat	 to	 his	 shoulder	 and
whispered	 in	 his	 ear,	 'Take	 the	money,	 father,	 and	 let	 them	 have	me;	 I'll	 soon
come	back	to	you.'
So	 the	woodman	 at	 last	 said	 he	would	 sell	Tom	 to	 the	 strangers	 for	 a	 large

piece	of	gold,	and	they	paid	the	price.	'Where	would	you	like	to	sit?'	said	one	of
them.	'Oh,	put	me	on	the	rim	of	your	hat;	that	will	be	a	nice	gallery	for	me;	I	can
walk	about	there	and	see	the	country	as	we	go	along.'	So	they	did	as	he	wished;
and	when	Tom	had	taken	leave	of	his	father	they	took	him	away	with	them.
They	journeyed	on	till	it	began	to	be	dusky,	and	then	the	little	man	said,	'Let

me	get	down,	I'm	tired.'	So	the	man	took	off	his	hat,	and	put	him	down	on	a	clod
of	earth,	in	a	ploughed	field	by	the	side	of	the	road.	But	Tom	ran	about	amongst
the	 furrows,	 and	 at	 last	 slipped	 into	 an	 old	 mouse-hole.	 'Good	 night,	 my
masters!'	said	he,	'I'm	off!	mind	and	look	sharp	after	me	the	next	time.'	Then	they
ran	at	once	to	the	place,	and	poked	the	ends	of	their	sticks	into	the	mouse-hole,
but	 all	 in	 vain;	Tom	only	 crawled	 farther	 and	 farther	 in;	 and	 at	 last	 it	 became
quite	dark,	so	that	they	were	forced	to	go	their	way	without	their	prize,	as	sulky
as	could	be.
When	 Tom	 found	 they	 were	 gone,	 he	 came	 out	 of	 his	 hiding-place.	 'What

dangerous	walking	 it	 is,'	 said	he,	 'in	 this	ploughed	 field!	 If	 I	were	 to	 fall	 from
one	of	these	great	clods,	I	should	undoubtedly	break	my	neck.'	At	last,	by	good
luck,	he	found	a	large	empty	snail-shell.	'This	is	lucky,'	said	he,	'I	can	sleep	here
very	well';	and	in	he	crept.
Just	as	he	was	falling	asleep,	he	heard	two	men	passing	by,	chatting	together;

and	one	said	to	the	other,	'How	can	we	rob	that	rich	parson's	house	of	his	silver
and	 gold?'	 'I'll	 tell	 you!'	 cried	 Tom.	 'What	 noise	 was	 that?'	 said	 the	 thief,
frightened;	'I'm	sure	I	heard	someone	speak.'	They	stood	still	listening,	and	Tom
said,	'Take	me	with	you,	and	I'll	soon	show	you	how	to	get	the	parson's	money.'
'But	where	 are	 you?'	 said	 they.	 'Look	 about	 on	 the	 ground,'	 answered	 he,	 'and
listen	where	the	sound	comes	from.'	At	last	the	thieves	found	him	out,	and	lifted
him	up	 in	 their	 hands.	 'You	 little	 urchin!'	 they	 said,	 'what	 can	 you	 do	 for	 us?'
'Why,	I	can	get	between	the	iron	window-bars	of	the	parson's	house,	and	throw



you	 out	 whatever	 you	 want.'	 'That's	 a	 good	 thought,'	 said	 the	 thieves;	 'come
along,	we	shall	see	what	you	can	do.'
When	they	came	to	the	parson's	house,	Tom	slipped	through	the	window-bars

into	the	room,	and	then	called	out	as	loud	as	he	could	bawl,	 'Will	you	have	all
that	is	here?'	At	this	the	thieves	were	frightened,	and	said,	'Softly,	softly!	Speak
low,	 that	 you	 may	 not	 awaken	 anybody.'	 But	 Tom	 seemed	 as	 if	 he	 did	 not
understand	them,	and	bawled	out	again,	'How	much	will	you	have?	Shall	I	throw
it	 all	out?'	Now	 the	cook	 lay	 in	 the	next	 room;	and	hearing	a	noise	 she	 raised
herself	up	in	her	bed	and	listened.	Meantime	the	thieves	were	frightened,	and	ran
off	 a	 little	 way;	 but	 at	 last	 they	 plucked	 up	 their	 hearts,	 and	 said,	 'The	 little
urchin	 is	 only	 trying	 to	make	 fools	 of	 us.'	 So	 they	 came	 back	 and	whispered
softly	to	him,	saying,	'Now	let	us	have	no	more	of	your	roguish	jokes;	but	throw
us	out	some	of	the	money.'	Then	Tom	called	out	as	loud	as	he	could,	'Very	well!
hold	your	hands!	here	it	comes.'
The	cook	heard	this	quite	plain,	so	she	sprang	out	of	bed,	and	ran	to	open	the

door.	 The	 thieves	 ran	 off	 as	 if	 a	wolf	was	 at	 their	 tails:	 and	 the	maid,	 having
groped	about	and	 found	nothing,	went	away	 for	a	 light.	By	 the	 time	she	came
back,	 Tom	had	 slipped	 off	 into	 the	 barn;	 and	when	 she	 had	 looked	 about	 and
searched	every	hole	and	corner,	and	found	nobody,	she	went	to	bed,	thinking	she
must	have	been	dreaming	with	her	eyes	open.
The	little	man	crawled	about	in	the	hay-loft,	and	at	last	found	a	snug	place	to

finish	his	night's	rest	in;	so	he	laid	himself	down,	meaning	to	sleep	till	daylight,
and	then	find	his	way	home	to	his	father	and	mother.	But	alas!	how	woefully	he
was	undone!	what	crosses	and	sorrows	happen	to	us	all	in	this	world!	The	cook
got	up	early,	before	daybreak,	 to	 feed	 the	cows;	and	going	straight	 to	 the	hay-
loft,	carried	away	a	large	bundle	of	hay,	with	the	little	man	in	the	middle	of	it,
fast	asleep.	He	still,	however,	slept	on,	and	did	not	awake	till	he	found	himself	in
the	mouth	of	the	cow;	for	the	cook	had	put	the	hay	into	the	cow's	rick,	and	the
cow	had	taken	Tom	up	in	a	mouthful	of	it.	'Good	lack-a-day!'	said	he,	'how	came
I	to	tumble	into	the	mill?'	But	he	soon	found	out	where	he	really	was;	and	was
forced	 to	have	all	his	wits	about	him,	 that	he	might	not	get	between	 the	cow's
teeth,	and	so	be	crushed	to	death.	At	last	down	he	went	into	her	stomach.	 'It	 is
rather	dark,'	said	he;	'they	forgot	to	build	windows	in	this	room	to	let	the	sun	in;
a	candle	would	be	no	bad	thing.'
Though	he	made	 the	best	of	his	bad	 luck,	he	did	not	 like	his	quarters	at	all;

and	the	worst	of	it	was,	that	more	and	more	hay	was	always	coming	down,	and
the	space	left	for	him	became	smaller	and	smaller.	At	last	he	cried	out	as	loud	as
he	could,	'Don't	bring	me	any	more	hay!	Don't	bring	me	any	more	hay!'
The	maid	 happened	 to	 be	 just	 then	milking	 the	 cow;	 and	 hearing	 someone



speak,	but	seeing	nobody,	and	yet	being	quite	sure	it	was	the	same	voice	that	she
had	 heard	 in	 the	 night,	 she	 was	 so	 frightened	 that	 she	 fell	 off	 her	 stool,	 and
overset	the	milk-pail.	As	soon	as	she	could	pick	herself	up	out	of	the	dirt,	she	ran
off	 as	 fast	 as	 she	could	 to	her	master	 the	parson,	 and	 said,	 'Sir,	 sir,	 the	cow	 is
talking!'	But	 the	parson	said,	 'Woman,	 thou	art	surely	mad!'	However,	he	went
with	her	into	the	cow-house,	to	try	and	see	what	was	the	matter.
Scarcely	had	they	set	foot	on	the	threshold,	when	Tom	called	out,	'Don't	bring

me	any	more	hay!'	Then	the	parson	himself	was	frightened;	and	thinking	the	cow
was	surely	bewitched,	told	his	man	to	kill	her	on	the	spot.	So	the	cow	was	killed,
and	cut	up;	and	the	stomach,	in	which	Tom	lay,	was	thrown	out	upon	a	dunghill.
Tom	soon	set	himself	to	work	to	get	out,	which	was	not	a	very	easy	task;	but

at	last,	just	as	he	had	made	room	to	get	his	head	out,	fresh	ill-luck	befell	him.	A
hungry	wolf	sprang	out,	and	swallowed	up	the	whole	stomach,	with	Tom	in	it,	at
one	gulp,	and	ran	away.
Tom,	 however,	 was	 still	 not	 disheartened;	 and	 thinking	 the	wolf	 would	 not

dislike	 having	 some	 chat	with	 him	 as	 he	was	 going	 along,	 he	 called	 out,	 'My
good	 friend,	 I	 can	 show	 you	 a	 famous	 treat.'	 'Where's	 that?'	 said	 the	wolf.	 'In
such	and	 such	a	house,'	 said	Tom,	describing	his	own	 father's	house.	 'You	can
crawl	through	the	drain	into	the	kitchen	and	then	into	the	pantry,	and	there	you
will	 find	 cakes,	 ham,	 beef,	 cold	 chicken,	 roast	 pig,	 apple-dumplings,	 and
everything	that	your	heart	can	wish.'
The	wolf	 did	 not	want	 to	 be	 asked	 twice;	 so	 that	 very	 night	 he	went	 to	 the

house	and	crawled	 through	the	drain	 into	 the	kitchen,	and	 then	 into	 the	pantry,
and	ate	and	drank	there	to	his	heart's	content.	As	soon	as	he	had	had	enough	he
wanted	 to	get	away;	but	he	had	eaten	so	much	that	he	could	not	go	out	by	 the
same	way	he	came	in.
This	was	 just	what	Tom	had	 reckoned	 upon;	 and	 now	he	 began	 to	 set	 up	 a

great	 shout,	making	 all	 the	 noise	 he	 could.	 'Will	 you	 be	 easy?'	 said	 the	wolf;
'you'll	awaken	everybody	in	the	house	if	you	make	such	a	clatter.'	'What's	that	to
me?'	said	the	little	man;	'you	have	had	your	frolic,	now	I've	a	mind	to	be	merry
myself';	and	he	began,	singing	and	shouting	as	loud	as	he	could.
The	woodman	and	his	wife,	being	awakened	by	 the	noise,	peeped	through	a

crack	 in	 the	door;	but	when	 they	saw	a	wolf	was	 there,	you	may	well	suppose
that	they	were	sadly	frightened;	and	the	woodman	ran	for	his	axe,	and	gave	his
wife	 a	 scythe.	 'Do	 you	 stay	 behind,'	 said	 the	 woodman,	 'and	 when	 I	 have
knocked	him	on	 the	head	you	must	 rip	him	up	with	 the	scythe.'	Tom	heard	all
this,	and	cried	out,	 'Father,	father!	I	am	here,	the	wolf	has	swallowed	me.'	And
his	father	said,	'Heaven	be	praised!	we	have	found	our	dear	child	again';	and	he
told	his	wife	not	to	use	the	scythe	for	fear	she	should	hurt	him.	Then	he	aimed	a



great	 blow,	 and	 struck	 the	wolf	 on	 the	 head,	 and	 killed	 him	 on	 the	 spot!	 and
when	he	was	dead	 they	cut	open	his	body,	 and	 set	Tommy	 free.	 'Ah!'	 said	 the
father,	 'what	 fears	 we	 have	 had	 for	 you!'	 'Yes,	 father,'	 answered	 he;	 'I	 have
travelled	all	over	 the	world,	 I	 think,	 in	one	way	or	other,	 since	we	parted;	and
now	I	am	very	glad	to	come	home	and	get	fresh	air	again.'	'Why,	where	have	you
been?'	 said	his	 father.	 'I	have	been	 in	a	mouse-hole—and	 in	a	snail-shell—and
down	a	cow's	throat—and	in	the	wolf's	belly;	and	yet	here	I	am	again,	safe	and
sound.'
'Well,'	said	they,	'you	are	come	back,	and	we	will	not	sell	you	again	for	all	the

riches	in	the	world.'
Then	they	hugged	and	kissed	their	dear	little	son,	and	gave	him	plenty	to	eat

and	drink,	 for	he	was	very	hungry;	and	 then	 they	fetched	new	clothes	for	him,
for	his	old	ones	had	been	quite	spoiled	on	his	journey.	So	Master	Thumb	stayed
at	home	with	his	father	and	mother,	in	peace;	for	though	he	had	been	so	great	a
traveller,	and	had	done	and	seen	so	many	fine	 things,	and	was	fond	enough	of
telling	 the	 whole	 story,	 he	 always	 agreed	 that,	 after	 all,	 there's	 no	 place	 like
HOME!



Rumpelstiltskin

By	the	side	of	a	wood,	in	a	country	a	long	way	off,	ran	a	fine	stream	of	water;
and	upon	the	stream	there	stood	a	mill.	The	miller's	house	was	close	by,	and	the
miller,	you	must	know,	had	a	very	beautiful	daughter.	She	was,	moreover,	very
shrewd	and	clever;	and	the	miller	was	so	proud	of	her,	that	he	one	day	told	the
king	of	the	land,	who	used	to	come	and	hunt	in	the	wood,	that	his	daughter	could
spin	 gold	 out	 of	 straw.	Now	 this	 king	was	 very	 fond	 of	money;	 and	when	 he
heard	the	miller's	boast	his	greediness	was	raised,	and	he	sent	for	the	girl	to	be
brought	before	him.	Then	he	led	her	to	a	chamber	in	his	palace	where	there	was
a	great	heap	of	straw,	and	gave	her	a	spinning-wheel,	and	said,	'All	this	must	be
spun	into	gold	before	morning,	as	you	love	your	life.'	It	was	in	vain	that	the	poor
maiden	said	that	it	was	only	a	silly	boast	of	her	father,	for	that	she	could	do	no
such	 thing	as	 spin	straw	 into	gold:	 the	chamber	door	was	 locked,	and	she	was
left	alone.
She	sat	down	 in	one	corner	of	 the	 room,	and	began	 to	bewail	her	hard	 fate;

when	on	 a	 sudden	 the	 door	 opened,	 and	 a	 droll-looking	 little	man	hobbled	 in,
and	said,	'Good	morrow	to	you,	my	good	lass;	what	are	you	weeping	for?'	'Alas!'
said	she,	 'I	must	spin	this	straw	into	gold,	and	I	know	not	how.'	 'What	will	you
give	me,'	said	the	hobgoblin,	'to	do	it	for	you?'	'My	necklace,'	replied	the	maiden.
He	 took	her	at	her	word,	and	sat	himself	down	to	 the	wheel,	and	whistled	and
sang:
{verse
'Round	about,	round	about,
Lo	and	behold!
Reel	away,	reel	away,
Straw	into	gold!'
{verse
And	round	about	the	wheel	went	merrily;	the	work	was	quickly	done,	and	the

straw	was	all	spun	into	gold.
When	the	king	came	and	saw	this,	he	was	greatly	astonished	and	pleased;	but

his	 heart	 grew	 still	 more	 greedy	 of	 gain,	 and	 he	 shut	 up	 the	 poor	 miller's
daughter	again	with	a	fresh	 task.	Then	she	knew	not	what	 to	do,	and	sat	down
once	more	to	weep;	but	the	dwarf	soon	opened	the	door,	and	said,	'What	will	you
give	me	to	do	your	 task?'	 'The	ring	on	my	finger,'	 said	she.	So	her	 little	 friend
took	the	ring,	and	began	to	work	at	the	wheel	again,	and	whistled	and	sang:
{verse
'Round	about,	round	about,



Lo	and	behold!
Reel	away,	reel	away,
Straw	into	gold!'
{verse
till,	long	before	morning,	all	was	done	again.
The	king	was	greatly	delighted	 to	 see	 all	 this	glittering	 treasure;	but	 still	 he

had	not	enough:	so	he	took	the	miller's	daughter	to	a	yet	larger	heap,	and	said,
'All	this	must	be	spun	tonight;	and	if	it	is,	you	shall	be	my	queen.'	As	soon	as	she
was	alone	that	dwarf	came	in,	and	said,	'What	will	you	give	me	to	spin	gold	for
you	this	third	time?'	 'I	have	nothing	left,'	said	she.	 'Then	say	you	will	give	me,'
said	the	little	man,	'the	first	little	child	that	you	may	have	when	you	are	queen.'
'That	may	never	be,'	thought	the	miller's	daughter:	and	as	she	knew	no	other	way
to	get	her	task	done,	she	said	she	would	do	what	he	asked.	Round	went	the	wheel
again	to	the	old	song,	and	the	manikin	once	more	spun	the	heap	into	gold.	The
king	 came	 in	 the	morning,	 and,	 finding	 all	 he	wanted,	was	 forced	 to	 keep	 his
word;	so	he	married	the	miller's	daughter,	and	she	really	became	queen.
At	the	birth	of	her	first	little	child	she	was	very	glad,	and	forgot	the	dwarf,	and

what	 she	had	 said.	But	one	day	he	came	 into	her	 room,	where	 she	was	 sitting
playing	with	her	baby,	and	put	her	in	mind	of	it.	Then	she	grieved	sorely	at	her
misfortune,	 and	 said	 she	would	 give	 him	 all	 the	wealth	 of	 the	 kingdom	 if	 he
would	 let	her	off,	but	 in	vain;	 till	at	 last	her	 tears	softened	him,	and	he	said,	 'I
will	give	you	three	days'	grace,	and	if	during	that	time	you	tell	me	my	name,	you
shall	keep	your	child.'
Now	the	queen	lay	awake	all	night,	thinking	of	all	the	odd	names	that	she	had

ever	heard;	and	she	sent	messengers	all	over	the	land	to	find	out	new	ones.	The
next	 day	 the	 little	 man	 came,	 and	 she	 began	 with	 TIMOTHY,	 ICHABOD,
BENJAMIN,	JEREMIAH,	and	all	the	names	she	could	remember;	but	to	all	and
each	of	them	he	said,	'Madam,	that	is	not	my	name.'
The	 second	 day	 she	 began	 with	 all	 the	 comical	 names	 she	 could	 hear	 of,

BANDY-LEGS,	 HUNCHBACK,	 CROOK-SHANKS,	 and	 so	 on;	 but	 the	 little
gentleman	still	said	to	every	one	of	them,	'Madam,	that	is	not	my	name.'
The	third	day	one	of	the	messengers	came	back,	and	said,	'I	have	travelled	two

days	without	hearing	of	any	other	names;	but	yesterday,	as	I	was	climbing	a	high
hill,	among	the	trees	of	the	forest	where	the	fox	and	the	hare	bid	each	other	good
night,	I	saw	a	little	hut;	and	before	the	hut	burnt	a	fire;	and	round	about	the	fire	a
funny	little	dwarf	was	dancing	upon	one	leg,	and	singing:
{verse
'"Merrily	the	feast	I'll	make.
Today	I'll	brew,	tomorrow	bake;



Merrily	I'll	dance	and	sing,
For	next	day	will	a	stranger	bring.
Little	does	my	lady	dream
Rumpelstiltskin	is	my	name!"'
{verse
When	the	queen	heard	this	she	jumped	for	joy,	and	as	soon	as	her	little	friend

came	she	sat	down	upon	her	throne,	and	called	all	her	court	round	to	enjoy	the
fun;	and	the	nurse	stood	by	her	side	with	the	baby	in	her	arms,	as	if	it	was	quite
ready	 to	 be	 given	 up.	 Then	 the	 little	man	 began	 to	 chuckle	 at	 the	 thought	 of
having	 the	poor	 child,	 to	 take	home	with	him	 to	his	 hut	 in	 the	woods;	 and	he
cried	out,	'Now,	lady,	what	is	my	name?'	'Is	it	JOHN?'	asked	she.	'No,	madam!'
'Is	 it	 TOM?'	 'No,	 madam!'	 'Is	 it	 JEMMY?'	 'It	 is	 not.'	 'Can	 your	 name	 be
RUMPELSTILTSKIN?'	 said	 the	 lady	 slyly.	 'Some	witch	 told	 you	 that!—some
witch	told	you	that!'	cried	the	little	man,	and	dashed	his	right	foot	 in	a	rage	so
deep	into	the	floor,	that	he	was	forced	to	lay	hold	of	it	with	both	hands	to	pull	it
out.
Then	he	made	the	best	of	his	way	off,	while	the	nurse	laughed	and	the	baby

crowed;	 and	 all	 the	 court	 jeered	 at	 him	 for	 having	 had	 so	 much	 trouble	 for
nothing,	 and	 said,	 'We	wish	 you	 a	 very	 good	morning,	 and	 a	merry	 feast,	Mr
RUMPELSTILTSKIN!'



Clever	Gretel

There	was	once	a	cook	named	Gretel,	who	wore	shoes	with	red	heels,	and	when
she	walked	 out	with	 them	 on,	 she	 turned	 herself	 this	way	 and	 that,	was	 quite
happy	and	thought:	 'You	certainly	are	a	pretty	girl!'	And	when	she	came	home
she	 drank,	 in	 her	 gladness	 of	 heart,	 a	 draught	 of	 wine,	 and	 as	wine	 excites	 a
desire	 to	 eat,	 she	 tasted	 the	 best	 of	 whatever	 she	 was	 cooking	 until	 she	 was
satisfied,	and	said:	'The	cook	must	know	what	the	food	is	like.'
It	 came	 to	pass	 that	 the	master	one	day	 said	 to	her:	 'Gretel,	 there	 is	 a	guest

coming	this	evening;	prepare	me	two	fowls	very	daintily.'	'I	will	see	to	it,	master,'
answered	Gretel.	She	killed	two	fowls,	scalded	them,	plucked	them,	put	them	on
the	spit,	and	towards	evening	set	them	before	the	fire,	that	they	might	roast.	The
fowls	 began	 to	 turn	 brown,	 and	 were	 nearly	 ready,	 but	 the	 guest	 had	 not	 yet
arrived.	Then	Gretel	called	out	to	her	master:	'If	the	guest	does	not	come,	I	must
take	the	fowls	away	from	the	fire,	but	it	will	be	a	sin	and	a	shame	if	they	are	not
eaten	the	moment	they	are	at	their	juiciest.'	The	master	said:	 'I	will	run	myself,
and	 fetch	 the	guest.'	When	 the	master	had	 turned	his	back,	Gretel	 laid	 the	 spit
with	 the	 fowls	 on	 one	 side,	 and	 thought:	 'Standing	 so	 long	 by	 the	 fire	 there,
makes	one	 sweat	 and	 thirsty;	who	knows	when	 they	will	 come?	Meanwhile,	 I
will	 run	 into	 the	 cellar,	 and	 take	 a	 drink.'	 She	 ran	 down,	 set	 a	 jug,	 said:	 'God
bless	 it	 for	 you,	Gretel,'	 and	 took	 a	 good	 drink,	 and	 thought	 that	wine	 should
flow	on,	and	should	not	be	interrupted,	and	took	yet	another	hearty	draught.
Then	 she	went	 and	 put	 the	 fowls	 down	 again	 to	 the	 fire,	 basted	 them,	 and

drove	the	spit	merrily	round.	But	as	the	roast	meat	smelt	so	good,	Gretel	thought:
'Something	might	be	wrong,	it	ought	to	be	tasted!'	She	touched	it	with	her	finger,
and	said:	'Ah!	how	good	fowls	are!	It	certainly	is	a	sin	and	a	shame	that	they	are
not	eaten	at	the	right	time!'	She	ran	to	the	window,	to	see	if	the	master	was	not
coming	 with	 his	 guest,	 but	 she	 saw	 no	 one,	 and	 went	 back	 to	 the	 fowls	 and
thought:	'One	of	the	wings	is	burning!	I	had	better	take	it	off	and	eat	it.'	So	she
cut	it	off,	ate	it,	and	enjoyed	it,	and	when	she	had	done,	she	thought:	'The	other
must	go	down	too,	or	else	master	will	observe	that	something	is	missing.'	When
the	two	wings	were	eaten,	she	went	and	looked	for	her	master,	and	did	not	see
him.	It	suddenly	occurred	to	her:	'Who	knows?	They	are	perhaps	not	coming	at
all,	and	have	turned	in	somewhere.'	Then	she	said:	'Well,	Gretel,	enjoy	yourself,
one	fowl	has	been	cut	into,	take	another	drink,	and	eat	it	up	entirely;	when	it	is
eaten	you	will	have	some	peace,	why	should	God's	good	gifts	be	spoilt?'	So	she
ran	into	the	cellar	again,	took	an	enormous	drink	and	ate	up	the	one	chicken	in
great	glee.	When	one	of	the	chickens	was	swallowed	down,	and	still	her	master



did	not	come,	Gretel	looked	at	the	other	and	said:	'What	one	is,	the	other	should
be	likewise,	the	two	go	together;	what's	right	for	the	one	is	right	for	the	other;	I
think	 if	 I	were	 to	 take	 another	 draught	 it	would	 do	me	no	 harm.'	 So	 she	 took
another	hearty	drink,	and	let	the	second	chicken	follow	the	first.
While	she	was	making	the	most	of	 it,	her	master	came	and	cried:	 'Hurry	up,

Gretel,	 the	 guest	 is	 coming	 directly	 after	me!'	 'Yes,	 sir,	 I	 will	 soon	 serve	 up,'
answered	Gretel.	Meantime	the	master	looked	to	see	what	the	table	was	properly
laid,	and	took	the	great	knife,	wherewith	he	was	going	to	carve	the	chickens,	and
sharpened	 it	 on	 the	 steps.	 Presently	 the	 guest	 came,	 and	 knocked	 politely	 and
courteously	at	the	house-door.	Gretel	ran,	and	looked	to	see	who	was	there,	and
when	she	saw	the	guest,	she	put	her	finger	to	her	lips	and	said:	'Hush!	hush!	go
away	as	quickly	as	you	can,	 if	my	master	catches	you	 it	will	be	 the	worse	 for
you;	he	certainly	did	ask	you	to	supper,	but	his	intention	is	to	cut	off	your	two
ears.	 Just	 listen	 how	 he	 is	 sharpening	 the	 knife	 for	 it!'	 The	 guest	 heard	 the
sharpening,	and	hurried	down	the	steps	again	as	fast	as	he	could.	Gretel	was	not
idle;	she	ran	screaming	to	her	master,	and	cried:	'You	have	invited	a	fine	guest!'
'Why,	 Gretel?	 What	 do	 you	 mean	 by	 that?'	 'Yes,'	 said	 she,	 'he	 has	 taken	 the
chickens	which	I	was	just	going	to	serve	up,	off	the	dish,	and	has	run	away	with
them!'	'That's	a	nice	trick!'	said	her	master,	and	lamented	the	fine	chickens.	'If	he
had	but	left	me	one,	so	that	something	remained	for	me	to	eat.'	He	called	to	him
to	stop,	but	the	guest	pretended	not	to	hear.	Then	he	ran	after	him	with	the	knife
still	in	his	hand,	crying:	'Just	one,	just	one,'	meaning	that	the	guest	should	leave
him	 just	 one	 chicken,	 and	 not	 take	 both.	 The	 guest,	 however,	 thought	 no
otherwise	 than	 that	 he	was	 to	 give	 up	 one	 of	 his	 ears,	 and	 ran	 as	 if	 fire	were
burning	under	him,	in	order	to	take	them	both	with	him.



The	Old	Man	and	His	Grandson

There	was	once	a	very	old	man,	whose	eyes	had	become	dim,	his	ears	dull	of
hearing,	his	knees	 trembled,	and	when	he	sat	at	 table	he	could	hardly	hold	 the
spoon,	and	spilt	the	broth	upon	the	table-cloth	or	let	it	run	out	of	his	mouth.	His
son	and	his	son's	wife	were	disgusted	at	this,	so	the	old	grandfather	at	last	had	to
sit	in	the	corner	behind	the	stove,	and	they	gave	him	his	food	in	an	earthenware
bowl,	and	not	even	enough	of	it.	And	he	used	to	look	towards	the	table	with	his
eyes	full	of	tears.	Once,	too,	his	trembling	hands	could	not	hold	the	bowl,	and	it
fell	 to	the	ground	and	broke.	The	young	wife	scolded	him,	but	he	said	nothing
and	only	sighed.	Then	they	brought	him	a	wooden	bowl	for	a	few	half-pence,	out
of	which	he	had	to	eat.
They	were	once	sitting	thus	when	the	little	grandson	of	four	years	old	began	to

gather	together	some	bits	of	wood	upon	the	ground.	'What	are	you	doing	there?'
asked	the	father.	'I	am	making	a	little	trough,'	answered	the	child,	'for	father	and
mother	to	eat	out	of	when	I	am	big.'
The	man	and	his	wife	looked	at	each	other	for	a	while,	and	presently	began	to

cry.	Then	 they	 took	 the	old	grandfather	 to	 the	 table,	and	henceforth	always	 let
him	eat	with	them,	and	likewise	said	nothing	if	he	did	spill	a	little	of	anything.



The	Little	Peasant

There	was	 a	 certain	village	wherein	no	one	 lived	but	 really	 rich	peasants,	 and
just	one	poor	one,	whom	they	called	the	little	peasant.	He	had	not	even	so	much
as	a	cow,	and	still	less	money	to	buy	one,	and	yet	he	and	his	wife	did	so	wish	to
have	one.	One	day	he	said	to	her:	'Listen,	I	have	a	good	idea,	there	is	our	gossip
the	carpenter,	he	shall	make	us	a	wooden	calf,	and	paint	it	brown,	so	that	it	looks
like	any	other,	and	in	time	it	will	certainly	get	big	and	be	a	cow.'	the	woman	also
liked	the	idea,	and	their	gossip	the	carpenter	cut	and	planed	the	calf,	and	painted
it	as	it	ought	to	be,	and	made	it	with	its	head	hanging	down	as	if	it	were	eating.
Next	morning	when	the	cows	were	being	driven	out,	the	little	peasant	called

the	cow-herd	in	and	said:	'Look,	I	have	a	little	calf	there,	but	it	is	still	small	and
has	 to	 be	 carried.'	 The	 cow-herd	 said:	 'All	 right,'	 and	 took	 it	 in	 his	 arms	 and
carried	 it	 to	 the	 pasture,	 and	 set	 it	 among	 the	 grass.	 The	 little	 calf	 always
remained	 standing	 like	 one	 which	 was	 eating,	 and	 the	 cow-herd	 said:	 'It	 will
soon	run	by	itself,	just	look	how	it	eats	already!'	At	night	when	he	was	going	to
drive	 the	herd	home	again,	 he	 said	 to	 the	 calf:	 'If	 you	 can	 stand	 there	 and	 eat
your	fill,	you	can	also	go	on	your	four	legs;	I	don't	care	to	drag	you	home	again
in	my	arms.'	But	the	little	peasant	stood	at	his	door,	and	waited	for	his	little	calf,
and	when	 the	 cow-herd	 drove	 the	 cows	 through	 the	 village,	 and	 the	 calf	 was
missing,	he	 inquired	where	 it	was.	The	cow-herd	answered:	 'It	 is	 still	 standing
out	there	eating.	It	would	not	stop	and	come	with	us.'	But	the	little	peasant	said:
'Oh,	but	I	must	have	my	beast	back	again.'	Then	they	went	back	to	the	meadow
together,	but	someone	had	stolen	the	calf,	and	it	was	gone.	The	cow-herd	said:	'It
must	have	run	away.'	The	peasant,	however,	said:	'Don't	tell	me	that,'	and	led	the
cow-herd	before	the	mayor,	who	for	his	carelessness	condemned	him	to	give	the
peasant	a	cow	for	the	calf	which	had	run	away.
And	now	 the	 little	 peasant	 and	his	wife	had	 the	 cow	 for	which	 they	had	 so

long	wished,	and	they	were	heartily	glad,	but	they	had	no	food	for	it,	and	could
give	it	nothing	to	eat,	so	it	soon	had	to	be	killed.	They	salted	the	flesh,	and	the
peasant	went	 into	 the	 town	and	wanted	 to	 sell	 the	 skin	 there,	 so	 that	he	might
buy	a	new	calf	with	the	proceeds.	On	the	way	he	passed	by	a	mill,	and	there	sat	a
raven	with	broken	wings,	and	out	of	pity	he	 took	him	and	wrapped	him	in	 the
skin.	But	as	the	weather	grew	so	bad	and	there	was	a	storm	of	rain	and	wind,	he
could	 go	 no	 farther,	 and	 turned	 back	 to	 the	 mill	 and	 begged	 for	 shelter.	 The
miller's	wife	was	alone	in	the	house,	and	said	to	the	peasant:	'Lay	yourself	on	the
straw	there,'	and	gave	him	a	slice	of	bread	and	cheese.	The	peasant	ate	it,	and	lay
down	with	his	skin	beside	him,	and	the	woman	thought:	'He	is	tired	and	has	gone



to	sleep.'	In	the	meantime	came	the	parson;	the	miller's	wife	received	him	well,
and	said:	'My	husband	is	out,	so	we	will	have	a	feast.'	The	peasant	listened,	and
when	he	heard	them	talk	about	feasting	he	was	vexed	that	he	had	been	forced	to
make	 shift	with	 a	 slice	 of	 bread	 and	 cheese.	 Then	 the	woman	 served	 up	 four
different	things,	roast	meat,	salad,	cakes,	and	wine.
Just	as	they	were	about	to	sit	down	and	eat,	there	was	a	knocking	outside.	The

woman	 said:	 'Oh,	 heavens!	 It	 is	 my	 husband!'	 she	 quickly	 hid	 the	 roast	 meat
inside	the	tiled	stove,	the	wine	under	the	pillow,	the	salad	on	the	bed,	the	cakes
under	it,	and	the	parson	in	the	closet	on	the	porch.	Then	she	opened	the	door	for
her	husband,	and	said:	'Thank	heaven,	you	are	back	again!	There	is	such	a	storm,
it	looks	as	if	the	world	were	coming	to	an	end.'	The	miller	saw	the	peasant	lying
on	the	straw,	and	asked,	'What	is	that	fellow	doing	there?'	'Ah,'	said	the	wife,	'the
poor	knave	came	in	the	storm	and	rain,	and	begged	for	shelter,	so	I	gave	him	a
bit	of	bread	and	cheese,	and	showed	him	where	the	straw	was.'	The	man	said:	'I
have	no	objection,	but	be	quick	and	get	me	something	to	eat.'	The	woman	said:
'But	I	have	nothing	but	bread	and	cheese.'	'I	am	contented	with	anything,'	replied
the	husband,	'so	far	as	I	am	concerned,	bread	and	cheese	will	do,'	and	looked	at
the	peasant	and	said:	 'Come	and	eat	 some	more	with	me.'	The	peasant	did	not
require	to	be	invited	twice,	but	got	up	and	ate.	After	this	the	miller	saw	the	skin
in	which	the	raven	was,	lying	on	the	ground,	and	asked:	'What	have	you	there?'
The	peasant	answered:	'I	have	a	soothsayer	inside	it.'	'Can	he	foretell	anything	to
me?'	 said	 the	miller.	 'Why	 not?'	 answered	 the	 peasant:	 'but	 he	 only	 says	 four
things,	and	the	fifth	he	keeps	to	himself.'	The	miller	was	curious,	and	said:	'Let
him	foretell	something	for	once.'	Then	the	peasant	pinched	the	raven's	head,	so
that	he	croaked	and	made	a	noise	like	krr,	krr.	The	miller	said:	'What	did	he	say?'
The	peasant	answered:	'In	the	first	place,	he	says	that	there	is	some	wine	hidden
under	the	pillow.'	'Bless	me!'	cried	the	miller,	and	went	there	and	found	the	wine.
'Now	go	on,'	said	he.	The	peasant	made	the	raven	croak	again,	and	said:	'In	the
second	place,	he	says	that	there	is	some	roast	meat	in	the	tiled	stove.'	'Upon	my
word!'	cried	the	miller,	and	went	thither,	and	found	the	roast	meat.	The	peasant
made	the	raven	prophesy	still	more,	and	said:	'Thirdly,	he	says	that	there	is	some
salad	on	the	bed.'	 'That	would	be	a	fine	thing!'	cried	the	miller,	and	went	 there
and	 found	 the	 salad.	 At	 last	 the	 peasant	 pinched	 the	 raven	 once	 more	 till	 he
croaked,	 and	 said:	 'Fourthly,	 he	 says	 that	 there	 are	 some	cakes	under	 the	bed.'
'That	would	be	 a	 fine	 thing!'	 cried	 the	miller,	 and	 looked	 there,	 and	 found	 the
cakes.
And	 now	 the	 two	 sat	 down	 to	 the	 table	 together,	 but	 the	miller's	 wife	 was

frightened	to	death,	and	went	 to	bed	and	took	all	 the	keys	with	her.	The	miller
would	have	 liked	much	 to	know	 the	 fifth,	but	 the	 little	peasant	 said:	 'First,	we



will	quickly	eat	the	four	things,	for	the	fifth	is	something	bad.'	So	they	ate,	and
after	that	they	bargained	how	much	the	miller	was	to	give	for	the	fifth	prophecy,
until	 they	agreed	on	 three	hundred	 talers.	Then	 the	peasant	once	more	pinched
the	raven's	head	till	he	croaked	loudly.	The	miller	asked:	'What	did	he	say?'	The
peasant	replied:	'He	says	that	the	Devil	is	hiding	outside	there	in	the	closet	on	the
porch.'	The	miller	said:	'The	Devil	must	go	out,'	and	opened	the	house-door;	then
the	woman	was	forced	to	give	up	the	keys,	and	the	peasant	unlocked	the	closet.
The	parson	ran	out	as	fast	as	he	could,	and	the	miller	said:	'It	was	true;	I	saw	the
black	rascal	with	my	own	eyes.'	The	peasant,	however,	made	off	next	morning
by	daybreak	with	the	three	hundred	talers.
At	home	the	small	peasant	gradually	launched	out;	he	built	a	beautiful	house,

and	the	peasants	said:	 'The	small	peasant	has	certainly	been	to	the	place	where
golden	snow	falls,	and	people	carry	 the	gold	home	 in	shovels.'	Then	 the	small
peasant	 was	 brought	 before	 the	 mayor,	 and	 bidden	 to	 say	 from	 whence	 his
wealth	came.	He	answered:	'I	sold	my	cow's	skin	in	the	town,	for	three	hundred
talers.'	When	the	peasants	heard	that,	they	too	wished	to	enjoy	this	great	profit,
and	ran	home,	killed	all	 their	cows,	and	stripped	off	 their	skins	in	order	 to	sell
them	in	the	town	to	the	greatest	advantage.	The	mayor,	however,	said:	 'But	my
servant	must	go	 first.'	When	she	came	 to	 the	merchant	 in	 the	 town,	he	did	not
give	her	more	than	two	talers	for	a	skin,	and	when	the	others	came,	he	did	not
give	them	so	much,	and	said:	'What	can	I	do	with	all	these	skins?'
Then	 the	 peasants	 were	 vexed	 that	 the	 small	 peasant	 should	 have	 thus

outwitted	 them,	 wanted	 to	 take	 vengeance	 on	 him,	 and	 accused	 him	 of	 this
treachery	 before	 the	 major.	 The	 innocent	 little	 peasant	 was	 unanimously
sentenced	to	death,	and	was	to	be	rolled	into	the	water,	in	a	barrel	pierced	full	of
holes.	He	was	led	forth,	and	a	priest	was	brought	who	was	to	say	a	mass	for	his
soul.	The	others	were	 all	 obliged	 to	 retire	 to	 a	distance,	 and	when	 the	peasant
looked	at	the	priest,	he	recognized	the	man	who	had	been	with	the	miller's	wife.
He	said	 to	him:	 'I	set	you	free	from	the	closet,	set	me	free	from	the	barrel.'	At
this	same	moment	up	came,	with	a	flock	of	sheep,	the	very	shepherd	whom	the
peasant	knew	had	long	been	wishing	to	be	mayor,	so	he	cried	with	all	his	might:
'No,	 I	 will	 not	 do	 it;	 if	 the	 whole	 world	 insists	 on	 it,	 I	 will	 not	 do	 it!'	 The
shepherd	hearing	that,	came	up	to	him,	and	asked:	'What	are	you	about?	What	is
it	that	you	will	not	do?'	The	peasant	said:	'They	want	to	make	me	mayor,	if	I	will
but	put	myself	in	the	barrel,	but	I	will	not	do	it.'	The	shepherd	said:	 'If	nothing
more	 than	 that	 is	 needful	 in	 order	 to	 be	mayor,	 I	would	 get	 into	 the	 barrel	 at
once.'	The	peasant	said:	'If	you	will	get	in,	you	will	be	mayor.'	The	shepherd	was
willing,	and	got	in,	and	the	peasant	shut	the	top	down	on	him;	then	he	took	the
shepherd's	flock	for	himself,	and	drove	it	away.	The	parson	went	to	the	crowd,



and	declared	that	the	mass	had	been	said.	Then	they	came	and	rolled	the	barrel
towards	the	water.	When	the	barrel	began	to	roll,	the	shepherd	cried:	'I	am	quite
willing	 to	 be	mayor.'	 They	 believed	 no	 otherwise	 than	 that	 it	was	 the	 peasant
who	was	saying	this,	and	answered:	 'That	is	what	we	intend,	but	first	you	shall
look	about	you	a	 little	down	below	there,'	and	they	rolled	the	barrel	down	into
the	water.
After	that	the	peasants	went	home,	and	as	they	were	entering	the	village,	the

small	peasant	 also	 came	quietly	 in,	 driving	a	 flock	of	 sheep	and	 looking	quite
contented.	Then	the	peasants	were	astonished,	and	said:	 'Peasant,	 from	whence
do	you	come?	Have	you	come	out	of	the	water?'	'Yes,	truly,'	replied	the	peasant,
'I	sank	deep,	deep	down,	until	at	last	I	got	to	the	bottom;	I	pushed	the	bottom	out
of	the	barrel,	and	crept	out,	and	there	were	pretty	meadows	on	which	a	number
of	lambs	were	feeding,	and	from	thence	I	brought	this	flock	away	with	me.'	Said
the	peasants:	 'Are	 there	any	more	 there?'	 'Oh,	yes,'	 said	he,	 'more	 than	 I	could
want.'	Then	 the	 peasants	made	up	 their	minds	 that	 they	 too	would	 fetch	 some
sheep	for	themselves,	a	flock	apiece,	but	the	mayor	said:	 'I	come	first.'	So	they
went	 to	 the	water	 together,	 and	 just	 then	 there	were	 some	 of	 the	 small	 fleecy
clouds	in	the	blue	sky,	which	are	called	little	lambs,	and	they	were	reflected	in
the	water,	whereupon	the	peasants	cried:	'We	already	see	the	sheep	down	below!'
The	mayor	pressed	forward	and	said:	 'I	will	go	down	first,	and	look	about	me,
and	if	things	promise	well	I'll	call	you.'	So	he	jumped	in;	splash!	went	the	water;
it	sounded	as	if	he	were	calling	them,	and	the	whole	crowd	plunged	in	after	him
as	one	man.	Then	the	entire	village	was	dead,	and	the	small	peasant,	as	sole	heir,
became	a	rich	man.



Frederick	and	Catherine

There	 was	 once	 a	 man	 called	 Frederick:	 he	 had	 a	 wife	 whose	 name	 was
Catherine,	and	they	had	not	long	been	married.	One	day	Frederick	said.	'Kate!	I
am	going	 to	work	 in	 the	 fields;	when	I	come	back	I	shall	be	hungry	so	 let	me
have	something	nice	cooked,	and	a	good	draught	of	ale.'	'Very	well,'	said	she,	'it
shall	 all	 be	 ready.'	When	 dinner-time	 drew	 nigh,	 Catherine	 took	 a	 nice	 steak,
which	was	 all	 the	meat	 she	 had,	 and	 put	 it	 on	 the	 fire	 to	 fry.	 The	 steak	 soon
began	to	 look	brown,	and	 to	crackle	 in	 the	pan;	and	Catherine	stood	by	with	a
fork	and	turned	it:	then	she	said	to	herself,	 'The	steak	is	almost	ready,	I	may	as
well	go	to	the	cellar	for	the	ale.'	So	she	left	the	pan	on	the	fire	and	took	a	large
jug	and	went	into	the	cellar	and	tapped	the	ale	cask.	The	beer	ran	into	the	jug	and
Catherine	stood	looking	on.	At	last	it	popped	into	her	head,	'The	dog	is	not	shut
up—he	may	be	running	away	with	 the	steak;	 that's	well	 thought	of.'	So	up	she
ran	 from	 the	 cellar;	 and	 sure	 enough	 the	 rascally	 cur	 had	 got	 the	 steak	 in	 his
mouth,	and	was	making	off	with	it.
Away	ran	Catherine,	and	away	ran	the	dog	across	the	field:	but	he	ran	faster

than	 she,	 and	 stuck	 close	 to	 the	 steak.	 'It's	 all	 gone,	 and	 "what	 can't	 be	 cured
must	 be	 endured",'	 said	Catherine.	 So	 she	 turned	 round;	 and	 as	 she	 had	 run	 a
good	way	and	was	tired,	she	walked	home	leisurely	to	cool	herself.
Now	all	 this	 time	 the	 ale	was	 running	 too,	 for	Catherine	had	not	 turned	 the

cock;	and	when	the	 jug	was	full	 the	 liquor	ran	upon	the	floor	 till	 the	cask	was
empty.	When	she	got	to	the	cellar	stairs	she	saw	what	had	happened.	'My	stars!'
said	she,	'what	shall	I	do	to	keep	Frederick	from	seeing	all	this	slopping	about?'
So	 she	 thought	 a	while;	 and	 at	 last	 remembered	 that	 there	was	 a	 sack	 of	 fine
meal	bought	at	the	last	fair,	and	that	if	she	sprinkled	this	over	the	floor	it	would
suck	up	the	ale	nicely.	'What	a	lucky	thing,'	said	she,	'that	we	kept	that	meal!	we
have	now	a	good	use	for	it.'	So	away	she	went	for	it:	but	she	managed	to	set	it
down	just	upon	the	great	 jug	full	of	beer,	and	upset	 it;	and	thus	all	 the	ale	 that
had	been	saved	was	set	swimming	on	the	floor	also.	 'Ah!	well,'	said	she,	 'when
one	goes	another	may	as	well	 follow.'	Then	she	strewed	the	meal	all	about	 the
cellar,	and	was	quite	pleased	with	her	cleverness,	and	said,	 'How	very	neat	and
clean	it	looks!'
At	 noon	 Frederick	 came	 home.	 'Now,	 wife,'	 cried	 he,	 'what	 have	 you	 for

dinner?'	 'O	 Frederick!'	 answered	 she,	 'I	 was	 cooking	 you	 a	 steak;	 but	 while	 I
went	down	to	draw	the	ale,	the	dog	ran	away	with	it;	and	while	I	ran	after	him,
the	ale	ran	out;	and	when	I	went	to	dry	up	the	ale	with	the	sack	of	meal	that	we
got	at	the	fair,	I	upset	the	jug:	but	the	cellar	is	now	quite	dry,	and	looks	so	clean!'



'Kate,	Kate,'	said	he,	'how	could	you	do	all	this?'	Why	did	you	leave	the	steak	to
fry,	and	the	ale	to	run,	and	then	spoil	all	the	meal?'	'Why,	Frederick,'	said	she,	'I
did	not	know	I	was	doing	wrong;	you	should	have	told	me	before.'
The	 husband	 thought	 to	 himself,	 'If	 my	 wife	 manages	matters	 thus,	 I	 must

look	sharp	myself.'	Now	he	had	a	good	deal	of	gold	in	the	house:	so	he	said	to
Catherine,	'What	pretty	yellow	buttons	these	are!	I	shall	put	them	into	a	box	and
bury	 them	 in	 the	garden;	but	 take	 care	 that	 you	never	go	near	or	meddle	with
them.'	'No,	Frederick,'	said	she,	'that	I	never	will.'	As	soon	as	he	was	gone,	there
came	by	 some	pedlars	with	 earthenware	plates	 and	dishes,	 and	 they	 asked	her
whether	she	would	buy.	'Oh	dear	me,	I	should	like	to	buy	very	much,	but	I	have
no	money:	if	you	had	any	use	for	yellow	buttons,	I	might	deal	with	you.'	'Yellow
buttons!'	said	they:	'let	us	have	a	look	at	them.'	'Go	into	the	garden	and	dig	where
I	 tell	 you,	 and	 you	will	 find	 the	 yellow	buttons:	 I	 dare	 not	 go	myself.'	 So	 the
rogues	went:	 and	when	 they	 found	what	 these	 yellow	buttons	were,	 they	 took
them	 all	 away,	 and	 left	 her	 plenty	 of	 plates	 and	 dishes.	 Then	 she	 set	 them	 all
about	the	house	for	a	show:	and	when	Frederick	came	back,	he	cried	out,	'Kate,
what	 have	you	been	doing?'	 'See,'	 said	 she,	 'I	 have	bought	 all	 these	with	your
yellow	 buttons:	 but	 I	 did	 not	 touch	 them	myself;	 the	 pedlars	went	 themselves
and	dug	them	up.'	 'Wife,	wife,'	said	Frederick,	'what	a	pretty	piece	of	work	you
have	made!	those	yellow	buttons	were	all	my	money:	how	came	you	to	do	such
a	 thing?'	 'Why,'	 answered	 she,	 'I	 did	 not	 know	 there	was	 any	 harm	 in	 it;	 you
should	have	told	me.'
Catherine	stood	musing	for	a	while,	and	at	last	said	to	her	husband,	'Hark	ye,

Frederick,	we	will	soon	get	the	gold	back:	let	us	run	after	the	thieves.'	'Well,	we
will	 try,'	answered	he;	 'but	 take	some	butter	and	cheese	with	you,	 that	we	may
have	something	to	eat	by	the	way.'	'Very	well,'	said	she;	and	they	set	out:	and	as
Frederick	 walked	 the	 fastest,	 he	 left	 his	 wife	 some	 way	 behind.	 'It	 does	 not
matter,'	 thought	she:	 'when	we	 turn	back,	 I	shall	be	so	much	nearer	home	than
he.'
Presently	 she	came	 to	 the	 top	of	 a	hill,	 down	 the	 side	of	which	 there	was	a

road	so	narrow	that	the	cart	wheels	always	chafed	the	trees	on	each	side	as	they
passed.	'Ah,	see	now,'	said	she,	'how	they	have	bruised	and	wounded	those	poor
trees;	 they	will	never	get	well.'	So	she	 took	pity	on	them,	and	made	use	of	 the
butter	to	grease	them	all,	so	that	the	wheels	might	not	hurt	them	so	much.	While
she	 was	 doing	 this	 kind	 office	 one	 of	 her	 cheeses	 fell	 out	 of	 the	 basket,	 and
rolled	down	the	hill.	Catherine	looked,	but	could	not	see	where	it	had	gone;	so
she	said,	 'Well,	 I	suppose	 the	other	will	go	 the	same	way	and	find	you;	he	has
younger	legs	than	I	have.'	Then	she	rolled	the	other	cheese	after	it;	and	away	it
went,	nobody	knows	where,	down	the	hill.	But	she	said	she	supposed	that	they



knew	 the	 road,	 and	 would	 follow	 her,	 and	 she	 could	 not	 stay	 there	 all	 day
waiting	for	them.
At	last	she	overtook	Frederick,	who	desired	her	to	give	him	something	to	eat.

Then	 she	 gave	 him	 the	 dry	 bread.	 'Where	 are	 the	 butter	 and	 cheese?'	 said	 he.
'Oh!'	answered	she,	 'I	used	the	butter	to	grease	those	poor	trees	that	the	wheels
chafed	so:	and	one	of	the	cheeses	ran	away	so	I	sent	the	other	after	it	to	find	it,
and	I	suppose	they	are	both	on	the	road	together	somewhere.'	'What	a	goose	you
are	to	do	such	silly	things!'	said	the	husband.	'How	can	you	say	so?'	said	she;	'I
am	sure	you	never	told	me	not.'
They	ate	the	dry	bread	together;	and	Frederick	said,	'Kate,	I	hope	you	locked

the	door	 safe	when	you	 came	away.'	 'No,'	 answered	 she,	 'you	did	not	 tell	me.'
'Then	 go	 home,	 and	 do	 it	 now	 before	we	 go	 any	 farther,'	 said	 Frederick,	 'and
bring	with	you	something	to	eat.'
Catherine	 did	 as	 he	 told	 her,	 and	 thought	 to	 herself	 by	 the	 way,	 'Frederick

wants	something	to	eat;	but	I	don't	think	he	is	very	fond	of	butter	and	cheese:	I'll
bring	 him	 a	 bag	 of	 fine	 nuts,	 and	 the	 vinegar,	 for	 I	 have	 often	 seen	 him	 take
some.'
When	she	reached	home,	she	bolted	the	back	door,	but	the	front	door	she	took

off	 the	 hinges,	 and	 said,	 'Frederick	 told	me	 to	 lock	 the	 door,	 but	 surely	 it	 can
nowhere	be	so	safe	 if	 I	 take	 it	with	me.'	So	she	 took	her	 time	by	the	way;	and
when	she	overtook	her	husband	she	cried	out,	'There,	Frederick,	there	is	the	door
itself,	you	may	watch	it	as	carefully	as	you	please.'	'Alas!	alas!'	said	he,	'what	a
clever	wife	 I	 have!	 I	 sent	 you	 to	make	 the	 house	 fast,	 and	 you	 take	 the	 door
away,	 so	 that	 everybody	may	 go	 in	 and	 out	 as	 they	 please—however,	 as	 you
have	brought	 the	door,	you	 shall	 carry	 it	 about	with	you	 for	your	pains.'	 'Very
well,'	 answered	 she,	 'I'll	 carry	 the	 door;	 but	 I'll	 not	 carry	 the	 nuts	 and	 vinegar
bottle	also—that	would	be	too	much	of	a	load;	so	if	you	please,	I'll	fasten	them
to	the	door.'
Frederick	of	course	made	no	objection	 to	 that	plan,	and	 they	set	off	 into	 the

wood	 to	 look	 for	 the	 thieves;	 but	 they	 could	not	 find	 them:	 and	when	 it	 grew
dark,	they	climbed	up	into	a	tree	to	spend	the	night	there.	Scarcely	were	they	up,
than	who	should	come	by	but	the	very	rogues	they	were	looking	for.	They	were
in	truth	great	rascals,	and	belonged	to	that	class	of	people	who	find	things	before
they	are	lost;	 they	were	tired;	so	they	sat	down	and	made	a	fire	under	the	very
tree	where	Frederick	and	Catherine	were.	Frederick	slipped	down	on	 the	other
side,	and	picked	up	some	stones.	Then	he	climbed	up	again,	and	tried	to	hit	the
thieves	on	the	head	with	them:	but	they	only	said,	'It	must	be	near	morning,	for
the	wind	shakes	the	fir-apples	down.'
Catherine,	who	had	the	door	on	her	shoulder,	began	to	be	very	tired;	but	she



thought	it	was	the	nuts	upon	it	that	were	so	heavy:	so	she	said	softly,	'Frederick,	I
must	let	the	nuts	go.'	'No,'	answered	he,	'not	now,	they	will	discover	us.'	'I	can't
help	 that:	 they	must	go.'	 'Well,	 then,	make	haste	and	 throw	 them	down,	 if	you
will.'	Then	away	rattled	the	nuts	down	among	the	boughs	and	one	of	the	thieves
cried,	'Bless	me,	it	is	hailing.'
A	 little	while	 after,	Catherine	 thought	 the	 door	was	 still	 very	 heavy:	 so	 she

whispered	to	Frederick,	 'I	must	throw	the	vinegar	down.'	 'Pray	don't,'	answered
he,	'it	will	discover	us.'	'I	can't	help	that,'	said	she,	'go	it	must.'	So	she	poured	all
the	vinegar	down;	and	the	thieves	said,	'What	a	heavy	dew	there	is!'
At	 last	 it	popped	into	Catherine's	head	that	 it	was	the	door	itself	 that	was	so

heavy	 all	 the	 time:	 so	 she	whispered,	 'Frederick,	 I	must	 throw	 the	 door	 down
soon.'	But	he	begged	and	prayed	her	not	to	do	so,	for	he	was	sure	it	would	betray
them.	'Here	goes,	however,'	said	she:	and	down	went	the	door	with	such	a	clatter
upon	 the	 thieves,	 that	 they	 cried	 out	 'Murder!'	 and	 not	 knowing	 what	 was
coming,	ran	away	as	fast	as	they	could,	and	left	all	the	gold.	So	when	Frederick
and	Catherine	came	down,	there	they	found	all	their	money	safe	and	sound.



Sweetheart	Roland

There	 was	 once	 upon	 a	 time	 a	 woman	 who	 was	 a	 real	 witch	 and	 had	 two
daughters,	one	ugly	and	wicked,	and	this	one	she	loved	because	she	was	her	own
daughter,	and	one	beautiful	and	good,	and	 this	one	she	hated,	because	she	was
her	 stepdaughter.	 The	 stepdaughter	 once	 had	 a	 pretty	 apron,	 which	 the	 other
fancied	so	much	that	she	became	envious,	and	told	her	mother	that	she	must	and
would	have	that	apron.	'Be	quiet,	my	child,'	said	the	old	woman,	'and	you	shall
have	it.	Your	stepsister	has	long	deserved	death;	tonight	when	she	is	asleep	I	will
come	and	cut	her	head	off.	Only	be	careful	that	you	are	at	the	far	side	of	the	bed,
and	push	her	well	to	the	front.'	It	would	have	been	all	over	with	the	poor	girl	if
she	had	not	 just	 then	been	 standing	 in	a	corner,	 and	heard	everything.	All	day
long	 she	 dared	 not	 go	 out	 of	 doors,	 and	when	 bedtime	 had	 come,	 the	witch's
daughter	got	into	bed	first,	so	as	to	lie	at	the	far	side,	but	when	she	was	asleep,
the	 other	 pushed	 her	 gently	 to	 the	 front,	 and	 took	 for	 herself	 the	 place	 at	 the
back,	close	by	the	wall.	In	the	night,	the	old	woman	came	creeping	in,	she	held
an	axe	in	her	right	hand,	and	felt	with	her	left	to	see	if	anyone	were	lying	at	the
outside,	and	then	she	grasped	the	axe	with	both	hands,	and	cut	her	own	child's
head	off.
When	she	had	gone	away,	the	girl	got	up	and	went	to	her	sweetheart,	who	was

called	 Roland,	 and	 knocked	 at	 his	 door.	When	 he	 came	 out,	 she	 said	 to	 him:
'Listen,	dearest	Roland,	we	must	 fly	 in	all	haste;	my	stepmother	wanted	 to	kill
me,	but	has	struck	her	own	child.	When	daylight	comes,	and	she	sees	what	she
has	done,	we	shall	be	lost.'	 'But,'	said	Roland,	 'I	counsel	you	first	 to	take	away
her	magic	wand,	or	we	cannot	escape	if	she	pursues	us.'	The	maiden	fetched	the
magic	wand,	and	she	took	the	dead	girl's	head	and	dropped	three	drops	of	blood
on	the	ground,	one	in	front	of	the	bed,	one	in	the	kitchen,	and	one	on	the	stairs.
Then	she	hurried	away	with	her	lover.
When	the	old	witch	got	up	next	morning,	she	called	her	daughter,	and	wanted

to	give	her	 the	 apron,	but	 she	did	not	 come.	Then	 the	witch	 cried:	 'Where	 are
you?'	'Here,	on	the	stairs,	I	am	sweeping,'	answered	the	first	drop	of	blood.	The
old	woman	went	out,	but	saw	no	one	on	the	stairs,	and	cried	again:	 'Where	are
you?'	'Here	in	the	kitchen,	I	am	warming	myself,'	cried	the	second	drop	of	blood.
She	went	 into	 the	kitchen,	but	 found	no	one.	Then	she	cried	again:	 'Where	are
you?'	'Ah,	here	in	the	bed,	I	am	sleeping,'	cried	the	third	drop	of	blood.	She	went
into	the	room	to	the	bed.	What	did	she	see	there?	Her	own	child,	whose	head	she
had	 cut	 off,	 bathed	 in	 her	 blood.	 The	witch	 fell	 into	 a	 passion,	 sprang	 to	 the
window,	and	as	she	could	look	forth	quite	far	into	the	world,	she	perceived	her



stepdaughter	 hurrying	 away	 with	 her	 sweetheart	 Roland.	 'That	 shall	 not	 help
you,'	cried	she,	 'even	if	you	have	got	a	 long	way	off,	you	shall	still	not	escape
me.'	She	put	on	her	many-league	boots,	in	which	she	covered	an	hour's	walk	at
every	 step,	 and	 it	 was	 not	 long	 before	 she	 overtook	 them.	 The	 girl,	 however,
when	 she	 saw	 the	 old	 woman	 striding	 towards	 her,	 changed,	 with	 her	 magic
wand,	her	sweetheart	Roland	 into	a	 lake,	and	herself	 into	a	duck	swimming	 in
the	middle	of	 it.	The	witch	placed	herself	on	 the	shore,	 threw	breadcrumbs	 in,
and	went	to	endless	trouble	to	entice	the	duck;	but	the	duck	did	not	let	herself	be
enticed,	and	the	old	woman	had	to	go	home	at	night	as	she	had	come.	At	this	the
girl	 and	 her	 sweetheart	 Roland	 resumed	 their	 natural	 shapes	 again,	 and	 they
walked	on	the	whole	night	until	daybreak.	Then	the	maiden	changed	herself	into
a	beautiful	flower	which	stood	in	the	midst	of	a	briar	hedge,	and	her	sweetheart
Roland	into	a	fiddler.	It	was	not	long	before	the	witch	came	striding	up	towards
them,	and	said	to	the	musician:	'Dear	musician,	may	I	pluck	that	beautiful	flower
for	myself?'	'Oh,	yes,'	he	replied,	'I	will	play	to	you	while	you	do	it.'	As	she	was
hastily	creeping	into	the	hedge	and	was	just	going	to	pluck	the	flower,	knowing
perfectly	well	who	the	flower	was,	he	began	to	play,	and	whether	she	would	or
not,	she	was	forced	to	dance,	for	it	was	a	magical	dance.	The	faster	he	played,
the	more	violent	springs	was	she	forced	to	make,	and	the	thorns	tore	her	clothes
from	her	body,	and	pricked	her	and	wounded	her	till	she	bled,	and	as	he	did	not
stop,	she	had	to	dance	till	she	lay	dead	on	the	ground.
As	 they	 were	 now	 set	 free,	 Roland	 said:	 'Now	 I	 will	 go	 to	 my	 father	 and

arrange	 for	 the	wedding.'	 'Then	 in	 the	meantime	 I	will	 stay	 here	 and	wait	 for
you,'	said	the	girl,	'and	that	no	one	may	recognize	me,	I	will	change	myself	into	a
red	 stone	 landmark.'	 Then	 Roland	 went	 away,	 and	 the	 girl	 stood	 like	 a	 red
landmark	in	the	field	and	waited	for	her	beloved.	But	when	Roland	got	home,	he
fell	into	the	snares	of	another,	who	so	fascinated	him	that	he	forgot	the	maiden.
The	poor	girl	remained	there	a	long	time,	but	at	length,	as	he	did	not	return	at	all,
she	 was	 sad,	 and	 changed	 herself	 into	 a	 flower,	 and	 thought:	 'Someone	 will
surely	come	this	way,	and	trample	me	down.'
It	 befell,	 however,	 that	 a	 shepherd	 kept	 his	 sheep	 in	 the	 field	 and	 saw	 the

flower,	and	as	it	was	so	pretty,	plucked	it,	took	it	with	him,	and	laid	it	away	in
his	chest.	From	that	time	forth,	strange	things	happened	in	the	shepherd's	house.
When	 he	 arose	 in	 the	morning,	 all	 the	work	was	 already	 done,	 the	 room	was
swept,	the	table	and	benches	cleaned,	the	fire	in	the	hearth	was	lighted,	and	the
water	was	fetched,	and	at	noon,	when	he	came	home,	the	table	was	laid,	and	a
good	dinner	served.	He	could	not	conceive	how	this	came	to	pass,	for	he	never
saw	a	human	being	in	his	house,	and	no	one	could	have	concealed	himself	in	it.
He	was	 certainly	pleased	with	 this	 good	 attendance,	 but	 still	 at	 last	 he	was	 so



afraid	that	he	went	to	a	wise	woman	and	asked	for	her	advice.	The	wise	woman
said:	 'There	 is	 some	 enchantment	 behind	 it,	 listen	 very	 early	 some	morning	 if
anything	 is	moving	 in	 the	 room,	and	 if	you	see	anything,	no	matter	what	 it	 is,
throw	a	white	cloth	over	it,	and	then	the	magic	will	be	stopped.'
The	shepherd	did	as	she	bade	him,	and	next	morning	just	as	day	dawned,	he

saw	the	chest	open,	and	the	flower	come	out.	Swiftly	he	sprang	towards	it,	and
threw	a	white	cloth	over	 it.	 Instantly	 the	 transformation	came	 to	an	end,	and	a
beautiful	 girl	 stood	 before	 him,	 who	 admitted	 to	 him	 that	 she	 had	 been	 the
flower,	and	that	up	to	this	time	she	had	attended	to	his	house-keeping.	She	told
him	her	story,	and	as	she	pleased	him	he	asked	her	if	she	would	marry	him,	but
she	answered:	 'No,'	for	she	wanted	to	remain	faithful	to	her	sweetheart	Roland,
although	he	had	deserted	her.	Nevertheless,	she	promised	not	to	go	away,	but	to
continue	keeping	house	for	the	shepherd.
And	 now	 the	 time	 drew	near	when	Roland's	wedding	was	 to	 be	 celebrated,

and	then,	according	to	an	old	custom	in	the	country,	it	was	announced	that	all	the
girls	were	 to	 be	 present	 at	 it,	 and	 sing	 in	 honour	 of	 the	 bridal	 pair.	When	 the
faithful	maiden	heard	of	this,	she	grew	so	sad	that	she	thought	her	heart	would
break,	and	she	would	not	go	thither,	but	the	other	girls	came	and	took	her.	When
it	came	to	her	turn	to	sing,	she	stepped	back,	until	at	last	she	was	the	only	one
left,	and	then	she	could	not	refuse.	But	when	she	began	her	song,	and	it	reached
Roland's	ears,	he	sprang	up	and	cried:	'I	know	the	voice,	that	is	the	true	bride,	I
will	have	no	other!'	Everything	he	had	forgotten,	and	which	had	vanished	from
his	mind,	had	suddenly	come	home	again	to	his	heart.	Then	the	faithful	maiden
held	her	wedding	with	her	sweetheart	Roland,	and	grief	came	to	an	end	and	joy
began.



Snowdrop

It	was	the	middle	of	winter,	when	the	broad	flakes	of	snow	were	falling	around,
that	the	queen	of	a	country	many	thousand	miles	off	sat	working	at	her	window.
The	frame	of	the	window	was	made	of	fine	black	ebony,	and	as	she	sat	looking
out	upon	the	snow,	she	pricked	her	finger,	and	three	drops	of	blood	fell	upon	it.
Then	she	gazed	 thoughtfully	upon	the	red	drops	 that	sprinkled	 the	white	snow,
and	said,	'Would	that	my	little	daughter	may	be	as	white	as	that	snow,	as	red	as
that	blood,	and	as	black	as	this	ebony	windowframe!'	And	so	the	little	girl	really
did	grow	up;	her	skin	was	as	white	as	snow,	her	cheeks	as	rosy	as	the	blood,	and
her	hair	as	black	as	ebony;	and	she	was	called	Snowdrop.
But	 this	 queen	 died;	 and	 the	 king	 soon	married	 another	 wife,	 who	 became

queen,	and	was	very	beautiful,	but	so	vain	that	she	could	not	bear	to	think	that
anyone	 could	 be	 handsomer	 than	 she	 was.	 She	 had	 a	 fairy	 looking-glass,	 to
which	she	used	to	go,	and	then	she	would	gaze	upon	herself	in	it,	and	say:
{verse
'Tell	me,	glass,	tell	me	true!
Of	all	the	ladies	in	the	land,
Who	is	fairest,	tell	me,	who?'
{verse
And	the	glass	had	always	answered:
'Thou,	queen,	art	the	fairest	in	all	the	land.'
But	Snowdrop	grew	more	and	more	beautiful;	and	when	she	was	seven	years

old	she	was	as	bright	as	the	day,	and	fairer	than	the	queen	herself.	Then	the	glass
one	day	answered	the	queen,	when	she	went	to	look	in	it	as	usual:
{verse
'Thou,	queen,	art	fair,	and	beauteous	to	see,
But	Snowdrop	is	lovelier	far	than	thee!'
{verse
When	she	heard	this	she	turned	pale	with	rage	and	envy,	and	called	to	one	of

her	 servants,	 and	 said,	 'Take	 Snowdrop	 away	 into	 the	wide	wood,	 that	 I	may
never	 see	 her	 any	more.'	 Then	 the	 servant	 led	 her	 away;	 but	 his	 heart	melted
when	Snowdrop	begged	him	to	spare	her	life,	and	he	said,	 'I	will	not	hurt	you,
thou	pretty	child.'	So	he	left	her	by	herself;	and	though	he	thought	it	most	likely
that	 the	wild	beasts	would	 tear	her	 in	pieces,	 he	 felt	 as	 if	 a	great	weight	were
taken	off	his	heart	when	he	had	made	up	his	mind	not	to	kill	her	but	to	leave	her
to	her	fate,	with	the	chance	of	someone	finding	and	saving	her.
Then	poor	Snowdrop	wandered	along	through	the	wood	in	great	fear;	and	the



wild	beasts	roared	about	her,	but	none	did	her	any	harm.	In	the	evening	she	came
to	a	cottage	among	the	hills,	and	went	 in	 to	rest,	 for	her	 little	feet	would	carry
her	no	further.	Everything	was	spruce	and	neat	in	the	cottage:	on	the	table	was
spread	a	white	cloth,	and	 there	were	seven	 little	plates,	seven	 little	 loaves,	and
seven	little	glasses	with	wine	in	them;	and	seven	knives	and	forks	laid	in	order;
and	by	 the	wall	 stood	 seven	 little	beds.	As	 she	was	very	hungry,	 she	picked	a
little	piece	of	each	loaf	and	drank	a	very	little	wine	out	of	each	glass;	and	after
that	she	thought	she	would	lie	down	and	rest.	So	she	tried	all	the	little	beds;	but
one	was	 too	 long,	and	another	was	 too	short,	 till	at	 last	 the	seventh	suited	her:
and	there	she	laid	herself	down	and	went	to	sleep.
By	 and	 by	 in	 came	 the	masters	 of	 the	 cottage.	 Now	 they	 were	 seven	 little

dwarfs,	 that	 lived	 among	 the	mountains,	 and	dug	 and	 searched	 for	 gold.	They
lighted	 up	 their	 seven	 lamps,	 and	 saw	 at	 once	 that	 all	was	 not	 right.	The	 first
said,	'Who	has	been	sitting	on	my	stool?'	The	second,	'Who	has	been	eating	off
my	plate?'	The	 third,	 'Who	has	been	picking	my	bread?'	The	 fourth,	 'Who	has
been	meddling	with	my	spoon?'	The	fifth,	'Who	has	been	handling	my	fork?'	The
sixth,	 'Who	 has	 been	 cutting	 with	 my	 knife?'	 The	 seventh,	 'Who	 has	 been
drinking	my	wine?'	Then	the	first	looked	round	and	said,	'Who	has	been	lying	on
my	 bed?'	 And	 the	 rest	 came	 running	 to	 him,	 and	 everyone	 cried	 out	 that
somebody	had	been	upon	his	bed.	But	the	seventh	saw	Snowdrop,	and	called	all
his	 brethren	 to	 come	 and	 see	 her;	 and	 they	 cried	 out	 with	 wonder	 and
astonishment	 and	brought	 their	 lamps	 to	 look	at	her,	 and	 said,	 'Good	heavens!
what	a	lovely	child	she	is!'	And	they	were	very	glad	to	see	her,	and	took	care	not
to	wake	her;	and	the	seventh	dwarf	slept	an	hour	with	each	of	the	other	dwarfs	in
turn,	till	the	night	was	gone.
In	the	morning	Snowdrop	told	them	all	her	story;	and	they	pitied	her,	and	said

if	she	would	keep	all	 things	in	order,	and	cook	and	wash	and	knit	and	spin	for
them,	she	might	stay	where	she	was,	and	they	would	take	good	care	of	her.	Then
they	 went	 out	 all	 day	 long	 to	 their	 work,	 seeking	 for	 gold	 and	 silver	 in	 the
mountains:	but	Snowdrop	was	left	at	home;	and	they	warned	her,	and	said,	'The
queen	will	soon	find	out	where	you	are,	so	take	care	and	let	no	one	in.'
But	 the	 queen,	 now	 that	 she	 thought	Snowdrop	was	 dead,	 believed	 that	 she

must	be	the	handsomest	lady	in	the	land;	and	she	went	to	her	glass	and	said:
{verse
'Tell	me,	glass,	tell	me	true!
Of	all	the	ladies	in	the	land,
Who	is	fairest,	tell	me,	who?'
{verse
And	the	glass	answered:



{verse
'Thou,	queen,	art	the	fairest	in	all	this	land:
But	over	the	hills,	in	the	greenwood	shade,
Where	the	seven	dwarfs	their	dwelling	have	made,
There	Snowdrop	is	hiding	her	head;	and	she
Is	lovelier	far,	O	queen!	than	thee.'
{verse
Then	the	queen	was	very	much	frightened;	for	she	knew	that	the	glass	always

spoke	 the	 truth,	and	was	sure	 that	 the	servant	had	betrayed	her.	And	she	could
not	bear	to	think	that	anyone	lived	who	was	more	beautiful	than	she	was;	so	she
dressed	herself	up	as	an	old	pedlar,	and	went	her	way	over	the	hills,	to	the	place
where	the	dwarfs	dwelt.	Then	she	knocked	at	the	door,	and	cried,	'Fine	wares	to
sell!'	 Snowdrop	 looked	out	 at	 the	window,	 and	 said,	 'Good	day,	 good	woman!
what	have	you	to	sell?'	'Good	wares,	fine	wares,'	said	she;	'laces	and	bobbins	of
all	colours.'	'I	will	let	the	old	lady	in;	she	seems	to	be	a	very	good	sort	of	body,'
thought	Snowdrop,	as	she	ran	down	and	unbolted	the	door.	 'Bless	me!'	said	the
old	woman,	 'how	badly	your	stays	are	 laced!	Let	me	lace	 them	up	with	one	of
my	 nice	 new	 laces.'	 Snowdrop	 did	 not	 dream	 of	 any	 mischief;	 so	 she	 stood
before	the	old	woman;	but	she	set	to	work	so	nimbly,	and	pulled	the	lace	so	tight,
that	 Snowdrop's	 breath	 was	 stopped,	 and	 she	 fell	 down	 as	 if	 she	 were	 dead.
'There's	an	end	to	all	thy	beauty,'	said	the	spiteful	queen,	and	went	away	home.
In	the	evening	the	seven	dwarfs	came	home;	and	I	need	not	say	how	grieved

they	were	to	see	their	faithful	Snowdrop	stretched	out	upon	the	ground,	as	if	she
was	quite	dead.	However,	they	lifted	her	up,	and	when	they	found	what	ailed	her,
they	cut	the	lace;	and	in	a	little	time	she	began	to	breathe,	and	very	soon	came	to
life	 again.	 Then	 they	 said,	 'The	 old	 woman	 was	 the	 queen	 herself;	 take	 care
another	time,	and	let	no	one	in	when	we	are	away.'
When	the	queen	got	home,	she	went	straight	 to	her	glass,	and	spoke	 to	 it	as

before;	but	to	her	great	grief	it	still	said:
{verse
'Thou,	queen,	art	the	fairest	in	all	this	land:
But	over	the	hills,	in	the	greenwood	shade,
Where	the	seven	dwarfs	their	dwelling	have	made,
There	Snowdrop	is	hiding	her	head;	and	she
Is	lovelier	far,	O	queen!	than	thee.'
{verse
Then	 the	 blood	 ran	 cold	 in	 her	 heart	 with	 spite	 and	 malice,	 to	 see	 that

Snowdrop	still	lived;	and	she	dressed	herself	up	again,	but	in	quite	another	dress
from	 the	one	 she	wore	before,	 and	 took	with	her	 a	poisoned	 comb.	When	 she



reached	 the	dwarfs'	 cottage,	 she	knocked	at	 the	door,	and	cried,	 'Fine	wares	 to
sell!'	But	Snowdrop	said,	 'I	dare	not	 let	anyone	 in.'	Then	the	queen	said,	 'Only
look	at	my	beautiful	combs!'	and	gave	her	 the	poisoned	one.	And	 it	 looked	so
pretty,	 that	 she	 took	 it	 up	 and	 put	 it	 into	 her	 hair	 to	 try	 it;	 but	 the	moment	 it
touched	 her	 head,	 the	 poison	 was	 so	 powerful	 that	 she	 fell	 down	 senseless.
'There	 you	may	 lie,'	 said	 the	 queen,	 and	went	 her	way.	 But	 by	 good	 luck	 the
dwarfs	came	in	very	early	that	evening;	and	when	they	saw	Snowdrop	lying	on
the	 ground,	 they	 thought	 what	 had	 happened,	 and	 soon	 found	 the	 poisoned
comb.	 And	 when	 they	 took	 it	 away	 she	 got	 well,	 and	 told	 them	 all	 that	 had
passed;	and	they	warned	her	once	more	not	to	open	the	door	to	anyone.
Meantime	the	queen	went	home	to	her	glass,	and	shook	with	rage	when	she

read	the	very	same	answer	as	before;	and	she	said,	'Snowdrop	shall	die,	if	it	cost
me	my	life.'	So	she	went	by	herself	into	her	chamber,	and	got	ready	a	poisoned
apple:	the	outside	looked	very	rosy	and	tempting,	but	whoever	tasted	it	was	sure
to	 die.	Then	 she	 dressed	herself	 up	 as	 a	 peasant's	wife,	 and	 travelled	 over	 the
hills	to	the	dwarfs'	cottage,	and	knocked	at	the	door;	but	Snowdrop	put	her	head
out	of	the	window	and	said,	'I	dare	not	let	anyone	in,	for	the	dwarfs	have	told	me
not.'	 'Do	 as	 you	 please,'	 said	 the	 old	 woman,	 'but	 at	 any	 rate	 take	 this	 pretty
apple;	I	will	give	it	you.'	'No,'	said	Snowdrop,	'I	dare	not	take	it.'	'You	silly	girl!'
answered	the	other,	'what	are	you	afraid	of?	Do	you	think	it	is	poisoned?	Come!
do	you	eat	one	part,	and	I	will	eat	the	other.'	Now	the	apple	was	so	made	up	that
one	 side	was	 good,	 though	 the	 other	 side	was	 poisoned.	 Then	 Snowdrop	was
much	tempted	to	taste,	for	the	apple	looked	so	very	nice;	and	when	she	saw	the
old	woman	eat,	she	could	wait	no	longer.	But	she	had	scarcely	put	the	piece	into
her	mouth,	when	 she	 fell	 down	dead	upon	 the	ground.	 'This	 time	nothing	will
save	thee,'	said	the	queen;	and	she	went	home	to	her	glass,	and	at	last	it	said:
'Thou,	queen,	art	the	fairest	of	all	the	fair.'
And	then	her	wicked	heart	was	glad,	and	as	happy	as	such	a	heart	could	be.
When	 evening	 came,	 and	 the	 dwarfs	 had	gone	home,	 they	 found	Snowdrop

lying	on	the	ground:	no	breath	came	from	her	lips,	and	they	were	afraid	that	she
was	quite	dead.	They	 lifted	her	up,	and	combed	her	hair,	 and	washed	her	 face
with	wine	and	water;	but	all	was	in	vain,	for	the	little	girl	seemed	quite	dead.	So
they	 laid	her	down	upon	a	bier,	 and	all	 seven	watched	and	bewailed	her	 three
whole	days;	and	then	they	thought	they	would	bury	her:	but	her	cheeks	were	still
rosy;	and	her	face	looked	just	as	it	did	while	she	was	alive;	so	they	said,	'We	will
never	bury	her	in	the	cold	ground.'	And	they	made	a	coffin	of	glass,	so	that	they
might	still	 look	at	her,	and	wrote	upon	 it	 in	golden	 letters	what	her	name	was,
and	that	she	was	a	king's	daughter.	And	the	coffin	was	set	among	the	hills,	and
one	of	 the	dwarfs	always	sat	by	 it	and	watched.	And	 the	birds	of	 the	air	came



too,	and	bemoaned	Snowdrop;	and	first	of	all	came	an	owl,	and	then	a	raven,	and
at	last	a	dove,	and	sat	by	her	side.
And	thus	Snowdrop	lay	for	a	long,	long	time,	and	still	only	looked	as	though

she	was	asleep;	for	she	was	even	now	as	white	as	snow,	and	as	red	as	blood,	and
as	black	as	ebony.	At	last	a	prince	came	and	called	at	the	dwarfs'	house;	and	he
saw	Snowdrop,	and	read	what	was	written	in	golden	letters.	Then	he	offered	the
dwarfs	money,	and	prayed	and	besought	them	to	let	him	take	her	away;	but	they
said,	 'We	will	not	part	with	her	for	all	 the	gold	 in	 the	world.'	At	 last,	however,
they	had	pity	on	him,	and	gave	him	the	coffin;	but	the	moment	he	lifted	it	up	to
carry	 it	 home	 with	 him,	 the	 piece	 of	 apple	 fell	 from	 between	 her	 lips,	 and
Snowdrop	awoke,	and	said,	 'Where	am	I?'	And	 the	prince	said,	 'Thou	art	quite
safe	with	me.'
Then	he	told	her	all	that	had	happened,	and	said,	'I	love	you	far	better	than	all

the	world;	 so	 come	with	me	 to	my	 father's	 palace,	 and	you	 shall	 be	my	wife.'
And	Snowdrop	consented,	and	went	home	with	the	prince;	and	everything	was
got	ready	with	great	pomp	and	splendour	for	their	wedding.
To	the	feast	was	asked,	among	the	rest,	Snowdrop's	old	enemy	the	queen;	and

as	she	was	dressing	herself	in	fine	rich	clothes,	she	looked	in	the	glass	and	said:
{verse
'Tell	me,	glass,	tell	me	true!
Of	all	the	ladies	in	the	land,
Who	is	fairest,	tell	me,	who?'
{verse
And	the	glass	answered:
{verse
'Thou,	lady,	art	loveliest	here,	I	ween;
But	lovelier	far	is	the	new-made	queen.'
{verse
When	she	heard	this	she	started	with	rage;	but	her	envy	and	curiosity	were	so

great,	 that	 she	 could	 not	 help	 setting	 out	 to	 see	 the	 bride.	 And	when	 she	 got
there,	 and	 saw	 that	 it	 was	 no	 other	 than	 Snowdrop,	who,	 as	 she	 thought,	 had
been	 dead	 a	 long	 while,	 she	 choked	 with	 rage,	 and	 fell	 down	 and	 died:	 but
Snowdrop	and	the	prince	 lived	and	reigned	happily	over	 that	 land	many,	many
years;	 and	 sometimes	 they	went	up	 into	 the	mountains,	 and	paid	 a	visit	 to	 the
little	dwarfs,	who	had	been	so	kind	to	Snowdrop	in	her	time	of	need.



The	Pink

There	was	once	upon	a	time	a	queen	to	whom	God	had	given	no	children.	Every
morning	she	went	into	the	garden	and	prayed	to	God	in	heaven	to	bestow	on	her
a	son	or	a	daughter.	Then	an	angel	from	heaven	came	to	her	and	said:	'Be	at	rest,
you	shall	have	a	son	with	the	power	of	wishing,	so	that	whatsoever	in	the	world
he	wishes	 for,	 that	shall	he	have.'	Then	she	went	 to	 the	king,	and	 told	him	 the
joyful	tidings,	and	when	the	time	was	come	she	gave	birth	to	a	son,	and	the	king
was	filled	with	gladness.
Every	morning	 she	went	with	 the	 child	 to	 the	garden	where	 the	wild	beasts

were	kept,	and	washed	herself	there	in	a	clear	stream.	It	happened	once	when	the
child	was	a	 little	older,	 that	 it	was	 lying	 in	her	arms	and	she	 fell	 asleep.	Then
came	the	old	cook,	who	knew	that	the	child	had	the	power	of	wishing,	and	stole
it	away,	and	he	took	a	hen,	and	cut	it	in	pieces,	and	dropped	some	of	its	blood	on
the	queen's	apron	and	on	her	dress.	Then	he	carried	 the	child	away	 to	a	 secret
place,	where	a	nurse	was	obliged	to	suckle	it,	and	he	ran	to	the	king	and	accused
the	queen	of	having	allowed	her	child	to	be	taken	from	her	by	the	wild	beasts.
When	 the	 king	 saw	 the	 blood	 on	 her	 apron,	 he	 believed	 this,	 fell	 into	 such	 a
passion	that	he	ordered	a	high	tower	to	be	built,	in	which	neither	sun	nor	moon
could	be	seen	and	had	his	wife	put	into	it,	and	walled	up.	Here	she	was	to	stay
for	 seven	 years	 without	 meat	 or	 drink,	 and	 die	 of	 hunger.	 But	 God	 sent	 two
angels	from	heaven	in	the	shape	of	white	doves,	which	flew	to	her	twice	a	day,
and	carried	her	food	until	the	seven	years	were	over.
The	cook,	however,	thought	to	himself:	'If	the	child	has	the	power	of	wishing,

and	I	am	here,	he	might	very	easily	get	me	into	trouble.'	So	he	left	the	palace	and
went	to	the	boy,	who	was	already	big	enough	to	speak,	and	said	to	him:	'Wish	for
a	 beautiful	 palace	 for	 yourself	 with	 a	 garden,	 and	 all	 else	 that	 pertains	 to	 it.'
Scarcely	were	the	words	out	of	the	boy's	mouth,	when	everything	was	there	that
he	had	wished	for.	After	a	while	the	cook	said	to	him:	'It	is	not	well	for	you	to	be
so	alone,	wish	for	a	pretty	girl	as	a	companion.'	Then	the	king's	son	wished	for
one,	 and	 she	 immediately	 stood	 before	 him,	 and	was	more	 beautiful	 than	 any
painter	 could	have	painted	her.	The	 two	played	 together,	 and	 loved	 each	other
with	 all	 their	 hearts,	 and	 the	 old	 cook	went	 out	 hunting	 like	 a	 nobleman.	The
thought	occurred	to	him,	however,	that	the	king's	son	might	some	day	wish	to	be
with	his	father,	and	thus	bring	him	into	great	peril.	So	he	went	out	and	took	the
maiden	aside,	and	said:	'Tonight	when	the	boy	is	asleep,	go	to	his	bed	and	plunge
this	knife	into	his	heart,	and	bring	me	his	heart	and	tongue,	and	if	you	do	not	do
it,	you	shall	lose	your	life.'	Thereupon	he	went	away,	and	when	he	returned	next



day	she	had	not	done	it,	and	said:	 'Why	should	I	shed	the	blood	of	an	innocent
boy	who	has	never	harmed	anyone?'	The	cook	once	more	said:	'If	you	do	not	do
it,	it	shall	cost	you	your	own	life.'	When	he	had	gone	away,	she	had	a	little	hind
brought	to	her,	and	ordered	her	to	be	killed,	and	took	her	heart	and	tongue,	and
laid	them	on	a	plate,	and	when	she	saw	the	old	man	coming,	she	said	to	the	boy:
'Lie	down	in	your	bed,	and	draw	the	clothes	over	you.'	Then	the	wicked	wretch
came	in	and	said:	 'Where	are	 the	boy's	heart	and	 tongue?'	The	girl	 reached	 the
plate	to	him,	but	the	king's	son	threw	off	the	quilt,	and	said:	'You	old	sinner,	why
did	you	want	to	kill	me?	Now	will	I	pronounce	thy	sentence.	You	shall	become	a
black	poodle	and	have	a	gold	collar	round	your	neck,	and	shall	eat	burning	coals,
till	 the	 flames	 burst	 forth	 from	 your	 throat.'	 And	 when	 he	 had	 spoken	 these
words,	the	old	man	was	changed	into	a	poodle	dog,	and	had	a	gold	collar	round
his	neck,	and	the	cooks	were	ordered	to	bring	up	some	live	coals,	and	these	he
ate,	until	the	flames	broke	forth	from	his	throat.	The	king's	son	remained	there	a
short	while	longer,	and	he	thought	of	his	mother,	and	wondered	if	she	were	still
alive.	At	length	he	said	to	the	maiden:	'I	will	go	home	to	my	own	country;	if	you
will	go	with	me,	I	will	provide	for	you.'	'Ah,'	she	replied,	'the	way	is	so	long,	and
what	 shall	 I	 do	 in	 a	 strange	 land	where	 I	 am	unknown?'	As	 she	 did	 not	 seem
quite	willing,	and	as	they	could	not	be	parted	from	each	other,	he	wished	that	she
might	 be	 changed	 into	 a	 beautiful	 pink,	 and	 took	her	with	him.	Then	he	went
away	 to	his	own	country,	 and	 the	poodle	had	 to	 run	after	him.	He	went	 to	 the
tower	in	which	his	mother	was	confined,	and	as	it	was	so	high,	he	wished	for	a
ladder	which	would	reach	up	 to	 the	very	 top.	Then	he	mounted	up	and	 looked
inside,	and	cried:	 'Beloved	mother,	Lady	Queen,	are	you	still	 alive,	or	are	you
dead?'	She	answered:	'I	have	just	eaten,	and	am	still	satisfied,'	for	she	thought	the
angels	were	there.	Said	he:	'I	am	your	dear	son,	whom	the	wild	beasts	were	said
to	 have	 torn	 from	your	 arms;	 but	 I	 am	 alive	 still,	 and	will	 soon	 set	 you	 free.'
Then	 he	 descended	 again,	 and	 went	 to	 his	 father,	 and	 caused	 himself	 to	 be
announced	as	a	strange	huntsman,	and	asked	if	he	could	offer	him	service.	The
king	said	yes,	if	he	was	skilful	and	could	get	game	for	him,	he	should	come	to
him,	but	that	deer	had	never	taken	up	their	quarters	in	any	part	of	the	district	or
country.	Then	 the	huntsman	promised	 to	procure	 as	much	game	 for	him	as	he
could	possibly	use	at	the	royal	table.	So	he	summoned	all	the	huntsmen	together,
and	bade	them	go	out	into	the	forest	with	him.	And	he	went	with	them	and	made
them	form	a	great	circle,	open	at	one	end	where	he	stationed	himself,	and	began
to	wish.	Two	hundred	deer	and	more	came	running	inside	the	circle	at	once,	and
the	huntsmen	shot	 them.	Then	 they	were	all	placed	on	sixty	country	carts,	and
driven	home	to	the	king,	and	for	once	he	was	able	to	deck	his	table	with	game,
after	having	had	none	at	all	for	years.



Now	the	king	felt	great	joy	at	this,	and	commanded	that	his	entire	household
should	 eat	 with	 him	 next	 day,	 and	 made	 a	 great	 feast.	 When	 they	 were	 all
assembled	together,	he	said	to	the	huntsman:	'As	you	are	so	clever,	you	shall	sit
by	 me.'	 He	 replied:	 'Lord	 King,	 your	 majesty	 must	 excuse	 me,	 I	 am	 a	 poor
huntsman.'	But	the	king	insisted	on	it,	and	said:	'You	shall	sit	by	me,'	until	he	did
it.	Whilst	he	was	sitting	there,	he	thought	of	his	dearest	mother,	and	wished	that
one	of	the	king's	principal	servants	would	begin	to	speak	of	her,	and	would	ask
how	it	was	faring	with	the	queen	in	the	tower,	and	if	she	were	alive	still,	or	had
perished.	Hardly	had	he	formed	the	wish	than	the	marshal	began,	and	said:	'Your
majesty,	we	live	joyously	here,	but	how	is	the	queen	living	in	the	tower?	Is	she
still	alive,	or	has	she	died?'	But	the	king	replied:	'She	let	my	dear	son	be	torn	to
pieces	by	wild	beasts;	I	will	not	have	her	named.'	Then	the	huntsman	arose	and
said:	 'Gracious	 lord	 father	 she	 is	 alive	 still,	 and	 I	 am	 her	 son,	 and	 I	 was	 not
carried	away	by	wild	beasts,	but	by	that	wretch	the	old	cook,	who	tore	me	from
her	 arms	 when	 she	 was	 asleep,	 and	 sprinkled	 her	 apron	 with	 the	 blood	 of	 a
chicken.'	Thereupon	he	took	the	dog	with	the	golden	collar,	and	said:	'That	is	the
wretch!'	and	caused	live	coals	to	be	brought,	and	these	the	dog	was	compelled	to
devour	before	the	sight	of	all,	until	flames	burst	forth	from	its	throat.	On	this	the
huntsman	asked	the	king	if	he	would	like	 to	see	 the	dog	in	his	 true	shape,	and
wished	him	back	into	the	form	of	the	cook,	in	the	which	he	stood	immediately,
with	his	white	apron,	and	his	knife	by	his	side.	When	the	king	saw	him	he	fell
into	 a	passion,	 and	ordered	him	 to	be	cast	 into	 the	deepest	dungeon.	Then	 the
huntsman	spoke	further	and	said:	 'Father,	will	you	see	the	maiden	who	brought
me	 up	 so	 tenderly	 and	 who	 was	 afterwards	 to	 murder	 me,	 but	 did	 not	 do	 it,
though	her	own	life	depended	on	it?'	The	king	replied:	'Yes,	I	would	like	to	see
her.'	The	son	said:	'Most	gracious	father,	I	will	show	her	to	you	in	the	form	of	a
beautiful	 flower,'	 and	 he	 thrust	 his	 hand	 into	 his	 pocket	 and	 brought	 forth	 the
pink,	and	placed	it	on	the	royal	 table,	and	it	was	so	beautiful	 that	 the	king	had
never	seen	one	to	equal	it.	Then	the	son	said:	'Now	will	I	show	her	to	you	in	her
own	 form,'	 and	wished	 that	 she	might	 become	 a	maiden,	 and	 she	 stood	 there
looking	so	beautiful	that	no	painter	could	have	made	her	look	more	so.
And	 the	 king	 sent	 two	waiting-maids	 and	 two	 attendants	 into	 the	 tower,	 to

fetch	the	queen	and	bring	her	to	the	royal	table.	But	when	she	was	led	in	she	ate
nothing,	and	said:	'The	gracious	and	merciful	God	who	has	supported	me	in	the
tower,	will	soon	set	me	free.'	She	lived	three	days	more,	and	then	died	happily,
and	when	she	was	buried,	the	two	white	doves	which	had	brought	her	food	to	the
tower,	and	were	angels	of	heaven,	followed	her	body	and	seated	themselves	on
her	grave.	The	 aged	king	ordered	 the	 cook	 to	be	 torn	 in	 four	 pieces,	 but	 grief
consumed	the	king's	own	heart,	and	he	soon	died.	His	son	married	the	beautiful



maiden	whom	he	had	brought	with	him	as	a	flower	 in	his	pocket,	and	whether
they	are	still	alive	or	not,	is	known	to	God.



Clever	Elsie

There	was	once	a	man	who	had	a	daughter	who	was	called	Clever	Elsie.	And
when	she	had	grown	up	her	father	said:	'We	will	get	her	married.'	'Yes,'	said	the
mother,	 'if	 only	 someone	would	 come	who	would	 have	 her.'	 At	 length	 a	man
came	from	a	distance	and	wooed	her,	who	was	called	Hans;	but	he	stipulated	that
Clever	Elsie	should	be	really	smart.	'Oh,'	said	the	father,	'she	has	plenty	of	good
sense';	and	the	mother	said:	'Oh,	she	can	see	the	wind	coming	up	the	street,	and
hear	the	flies	coughing.'	'Well,'	said	Hans,	'if	she	is	not	really	smart,	I	won't	have
her.'	When	they	were	sitting	at	dinner	and	had	eaten,	the	mother	said:	'Elsie,	go
into	the	cellar	and	fetch	some	beer.'	Then	Clever	Elsie	took	the	pitcher	from	the
wall,	went	into	the	cellar,	and	tapped	the	lid	briskly	as	she	went,	so	that	the	time
might	not	appear	long.	When	she	was	below	she	fetched	herself	a	chair,	and	set
it	before	the	barrel	so	that	she	had	no	need	to	stoop,	and	did	not	hurt	her	back	or
do	herself	any	unexpected	injury.	Then	she	placed	the	can	before	her,	and	turned
the	tap,	and	while	the	beer	was	running	she	would	not	let	her	eyes	be	idle,	but
looked	 up	 at	 the	wall,	 and	 after	much	 peering	 here	 and	 there,	 saw	 a	 pick-axe
exactly	above	her,	which	the	masons	had	accidentally	left	there.
Then	Clever	Elsie	began	to	weep	and	said:	'If	I	get	Hans,	and	we	have	a	child,

and	he	grows	big,	and	we	send	him	 into	 the	cellar	here	 to	draw	beer,	 then	 the
pick-axe	will	fall	on	his	head	and	kill	him.'	Then	she	sat	and	wept	and	screamed
with	all	the	strength	of	her	body,	over	the	misfortune	which	lay	before	her.	Those
upstairs	 waited	 for	 the	 drink,	 but	 Clever	 Elsie	 still	 did	 not	 come.	 Then	 the
woman	said	to	the	servant:	'Just	go	down	into	the	cellar	and	see	where	Elsie	is.'
The	maid	went	 and	 found	 her	 sitting	 in	 front	 of	 the	 barrel,	 screaming	 loudly.
'Elsie	why	do	you	weep?'	asked	the	maid.	'Ah,'	she	answered,	'have	I	not	reason
to	weep?	If	I	get	Hans,	and	we	have	a	child,	and	he	grows	big,	and	has	to	draw
beer	here,	the	pick-axe	will	perhaps	fall	on	his	head,	and	kill	him.'	Then	said	the
maid:	'What	a	clever	Elsie	we	have!'	and	sat	down	beside	her	and	began	loudly
to	weep	over	the	misfortune.	After	a	while,	as	the	maid	did	not	come	back,	and
those	upstairs	were	 thirsty	for	 the	beer,	 the	man	said	 to	 the	boy:	 'Just	go	down
into	 the	 cellar	 and	 see	where	Elsie	 and	 the	 girl	 are.'	 The	 boy	went	 down,	 and
there	sat	Clever	Elsie	and	the	girl	both	weeping	together.	Then	he	asked:	 'Why
are	you	weeping?'	'Ah,'	said	Elsie,	'have	I	not	reason	to	weep?	If	I	get	Hans,	and
we	have	a	child,	and	he	grows	big,	and	has	to	draw	beer	here,	the	pick-axe	will
fall	on	his	head	and	kill	him.'	Then	said	the	boy:	'What	a	clever	Elsie	we	have!'
and	sat	down	by	her,	and	likewise	began	to	howl	loudly.	Upstairs	they	waited	for
the	boy,	but	as	he	still	did	not	return,	the	man	said	to	the	woman:	'Just	go	down



into	 the	 cellar	 and	 see	where	Elsie	 is!'	 The	woman	went	 down,	 and	 found	 all
three	 in	 the	midst	of	 their	 lamentations,	and	 inquired	what	was	 the	cause;	 then
Elsie	told	her	also	that	her	future	child	was	to	be	killed	by	the	pick-axe,	when	it
grew	big	and	had	to	draw	beer,	and	the	pick-axe	fell	down.	Then	said	the	mother
likewise:	'What	a	clever	Elsie	we	have!'	and	sat	down	and	wept	with	them.	The
man	upstairs	waited	a	short	time,	but	as	his	wife	did	not	come	back	and	his	thirst
grew	ever	greater,	he	said:	'I	must	go	into	the	cellar	myself	and	see	where	Elsie
is.'	But	when	he	got	into	the	cellar,	and	they	were	all	sitting	together	crying,	and
he	 heard	 the	 reason,	 and	 that	 Elsie's	 child	was	 the	 cause,	 and	 the	 Elsie	might
perhaps	bring	one	 into	 the	world	some	day,	and	 that	he	might	be	killed	by	 the
pick-axe,	 if	 he	 should	happen	 to	be	 sitting	beneath	 it,	 drawing	beer	 just	 at	 the
very	time	when	it	 fell	down,	he	cried:	 'Oh,	what	a	clever	Elsie!'	and	sat	down,
and	 likewise	wept	with	 them.	The	 bridegroom	 stayed	 upstairs	 alone	 for	 along
time;	then	as	no	one	would	come	back	he	thought:	'They	must	be	waiting	for	me
below:	I	too	must	go	there	and	see	what	they	are	about.'	When	he	got	down,	the
five	 of	 them	 were	 sitting	 screaming	 and	 lamenting	 quite	 piteously,	 each	 out-
doing	the	other.	'What	misfortune	has	happened	then?'	asked	he.	'Ah,	dear	Hans,'
said	 Elsie,	 'if	 we	 marry	 each	 other	 and	 have	 a	 child,	 and	 he	 is	 big,	 and	 we
perhaps	send	him	here	to	draw	something	to	drink,	then	the	pick-axe	which	has
been	left	up	there	might	dash	his	brains	out	if	it	were	to	fall	down,	so	have	we
not	 reason	 to	 weep?'	 'Come,'	 said	 Hans,	 'more	 understanding	 than	 that	 is	 not
needed	for	my	household,	as	you	are	such	a	clever	Elsie,	 I	will	have	you,'	and
seized	her	hand,	took	her	upstairs	with	him,	and	married	her.
After	Hans	had	had	her	some	time,	he	said:	'Wife,	I	am	going	out	to	work	and

earn	 some	money	 for	 us;	 go	 into	 the	 field	 and	 cut	 the	 corn	 that	we	may	have
some	 bread.'	 'Yes,	 dear	 Hans,	 I	 will	 do	 that.'	 After	 Hans	 had	 gone	 away,	 she
cooked	herself	 some	good	broth	 and	 took	 it	 into	 the	 field	with	 her.	When	 she
came	to	the	field	she	said	to	herself:	'What	shall	I	do;	shall	I	cut	first,	or	shall	I
eat	first?	Oh,	I	will	eat	first.'	Then	she	drank	her	cup	of	broth	and	when	she	was
fully	satisfied,	she	once	more	said:	 'What	shall	I	do?	Shall	I	cut	first,	or	shall	I
sleep	first?	I	will	sleep	first.'	Then	she	lay	down	among	the	corn	and	fell	asleep.
Hans	had	been	at	home	 for	 a	 long	 time,	but	Elsie	did	not	 come;	 then	 said	he:
'What	a	clever	Elsie	 I	have;	 she	 is	 so	 industrious	 that	 she	does	not	 even	come
home	to	eat.'	But	when	evening	came	and	she	still	stayed	away,	Hans	went	out	to
see	what	 she	had	cut,	 but	nothing	was	 cut,	 and	 she	was	 lying	among	 the	 corn
asleep.	Then	Hans	hastened	home	and	brought	a	fowler's	net	with	little	bells	and
hung	it	round	about	her,	and	she	still	went	on	sleeping.	Then	he	ran	home,	shut
the	house-door,	 and	 sat	down	 in	his	 chair	 and	worked.	At	 length,	when	 it	was
quite	 dark,	 Clever	 Elsie	 awoke	 and	 when	 she	 got	 up	 there	 was	 a	 jingling	 all



round	about	her,	and	 the	bells	 rang	at	each	step	which	she	 took.	Then	she	was
alarmed,	and	became	uncertain	whether	she	really	was	Clever	Elsie	or	not,	and
said:	 'Is	 it	I,	or	is	 it	not	I?'	But	she	knew	not	what	answer	to	make	to	this,	and
stood	for	a	time	in	doubt;	at	length	she	thought:	'I	will	go	home	and	ask	if	it	be	I,
or	if	it	be	not	I,	they	will	be	sure	to	know.'	She	ran	to	the	door	of	her	own	house,
but	 it	 was	 shut;	 then	 she	 knocked	 at	 the	 window	 and	 cried:	 'Hans,	 is	 Elsie
within?'	 'Yes,'	 answered	Hans,	 'she	 is	within.'	Hereupon	 she	was	 terrified,	 and
said:	 'Ah,	 heavens!	 Then	 it	 is	 not	 I,'	 and	went	 to	 another	 door;	 but	 when	 the
people	heard	the	jingling	of	the	bells	they	would	not	open	it,	and	she	could	get	in
nowhere.	Then	she	ran	out	of	the	village,	and	no	one	has	seen	her	since.



The	Miser	in	the	Bush

A	farmer	had	a	faithful	and	diligent	servant,	who	had	worked	hard	for	him	three
years,	without	having	been	paid	any	wages.	At	last	it	came	into	the	man's	head
that	he	would	not	go	on	thus	without	pay	any	longer;	so	he	went	to	his	master,
and	said,	'I	have	worked	hard	for	you	a	long	time,	I	will	trust	to	you	to	give	me
what	I	deserve	 to	have	for	my	trouble.'	The	farmer	was	a	sad	miser,	and	knew
that	his	man	was	very	simple-hearted;	so	he	took	out	threepence,	and	gave	him
for	every	year's	service	a	penny.	The	poor	fellow	thought	it	was	a	great	deal	of
money	to	have,	and	said	to	himself,	 'Why	should	I	work	hard,	and	live	here	on
bad	 fare	 any	 longer?	 I	 can	 now	 travel	 into	 the	wide	world,	 and	make	myself
merry.'	With	that	he	put	his	money	into	his	purse,	and	set	out,	roaming	over	hill
and	valley.
As	 he	 jogged	 along	 over	 the	 fields,	 singing	 and	 dancing,	 a	 little	 dwarf	met

him,	 and	 asked	 him	 what	 made	 him	 so	 merry.	 'Why,	 what	 should	 make	 me
down-hearted?'	 said	he;	 'I	 am	sound	 in	health	and	 rich	 in	purse,	what	 should	 I
care	 for?	 I	 have	 saved	 up	my	 three	 years'	 earnings	 and	 have	 it	 all	 safe	 in	my
pocket.'	'How	much	may	it	come	to?'	said	the	little	man.	'Full	threepence,'	replied
the	countryman.	 'I	wish	you	would	give	them	to	me,'	said	the	other;	 'I	am	very
poor.'	Then	the	man	pitied	him,	and	gave	him	all	he	had;	and	the	little	dwarf	said
in	return,	'As	you	have	such	a	kind	honest	heart,	I	will	grant	you	three	wishes—
one	 for	 every	 penny;	 so	 choose	 whatever	 you	 like.'	 Then	 the	 countryman
rejoiced	at	his	good	luck,	and	said,	'I	like	many	things	better	than	money:	first,	I
will	 have	 a	bow	 that	will	 bring	down	everything	 I	 shoot	 at;	 secondly,	 a	 fiddle
that	will	set	everyone	dancing	that	hears	me	play	upon	it;	and	thirdly,	I	should
like	 that	everyone	should	grant	what	 I	ask.'	The	dwarf	said	he	should	have	his
three	wishes;	so	he	gave	him	the	bow	and	fiddle,	and	went	his	way.
Our	honest	 friend	 journeyed	on	his	way	too;	and	 if	he	was	merry	before,	he

was	now	 ten	 times	more	 so.	He	had	not	 gone	 far	 before	he	met	 an	old	miser:
close	by	 them	stood	a	 tree,	and	on	 the	 topmost	 twig	sat	a	 thrush	singing	away
most	joyfully.	'Oh,	what	a	pretty	bird!'	said	the	miser;	'I	would	give	a	great	deal
of	money	 to	 have	 such	 a	 one.'	 'If	 that's	 all,'	 said	 the	 countryman,	 'I	will	 soon
bring	it	down.'	Then	he	took	up	his	bow,	and	down	fell	the	thrush	into	the	bushes
at	the	foot	of	the	tree.	The	miser	crept	into	the	bush	to	find	it;	but	directly	he	had
got	into	the	middle,	his	companion	took	up	his	fiddle	and	played	away,	and	the
miser	began	to	dance	and	spring	about,	capering	higher	and	higher	in	the	air.	The
thorns	soon	began	to	tear	his	clothes	till	they	all	hung	in	rags	about	him,	and	he
himself	 was	 all	 scratched	 and	wounded,	 so	 that	 the	 blood	 ran	 down.	 'Oh,	 for



heaven's	sake!'	cried	the	miser,	 'Master!	master!	pray	let	the	fiddle	alone.	What
have	I	done	to	deserve	this?'	'Thou	hast	shaved	many	a	poor	soul	close	enough,'
said	the	other;	'thou	art	only	meeting	thy	reward':	so	he	played	up	another	tune.
Then	the	miser	began	to	beg	and	promise,	and	offered	money	for	his	liberty;	but
he	did	not	 come	up	 to	 the	musician's	price	 for	 some	 time,	 and	he	danced	him
along	 brisker	 and	 brisker,	 and	 the	 miser	 bid	 higher	 and	 higher,	 till	 at	 last	 he
offered	a	round	hundred	of	florins	that	he	had	in	his	purse,	and	had	just	gained
by	 cheating	 some	poor	 fellow.	When	 the	 countryman	 saw	 so	much	money,	 he
said,	'I	will	agree	to	your	proposal.'	So	he	took	the	purse,	put	up	his	fiddle,	and
travelled	on	very	pleased	with	his	bargain.
Meanwhile	the	miser	crept	out	of	the	bush	half-naked	and	in	a	piteous	plight,

and	 began	 to	 ponder	 how	 he	 should	 take	 his	 revenge,	 and	 serve	 his	 late
companion	some	trick.	At	last	he	went	to	the	judge,	and	complained	that	a	rascal
had	 robbed	 him	 of	 his	 money,	 and	 beaten	 him	 into	 the	 bargain;	 and	 that	 the
fellow	who	did	 it	 carried	a	bow	at	his	back	and	a	 fiddle	hung	 round	his	neck.
Then	the	judge	sent	out	his	officers	to	bring	up	the	accused	wherever	they	should
find	him;	and	he	was	soon	caught	and	brought	up	to	be	tried.
The	miser	began	 to	 tell	his	 tale,	 and	said	he	had	been	 robbed	of	his	money.

'No,	you	gave	it	me	for	playing	a	tune	to	you.'	said	the	countryman;	but	the	judge
told	him	that	was	not	likely,	and	cut	the	matter	short	by	ordering	him	off	to	the
gallows.
So	away	he	was	taken;	but	as	he	stood	on	the	steps	he	said,	'My	Lord	Judge,

grant	me	one	last	request.'	'Anything	but	thy	life,'	replied	the	other.	'No,'	said	he,
'I	do	not	ask	my	life;	only	to	let	me	play	upon	my	fiddle	for	the	last	time.'	The
miser	cried	out,	'Oh,	no!	no!	for	heaven's	sake	don't	listen	to	him!	don't	listen	to
him!'	But	the	judge	said,	 'It	is	only	this	once,	he	will	soon	have	done.'	The	fact
was,	he	could	not	refuse	the	request,	on	account	of	the	dwarf's	third	gift.
Then	 the	 miser	 said,	 'Bind	 me	 fast,	 bind	 me	 fast,	 for	 pity's	 sake.'	 But	 the

countryman	seized	his	 fiddle,	and	struck	up	a	 tune,	and	at	 the	 first	note	 judge,
clerks,	and	jailer	were	in	motion;	all	began	capering,	and	no	one	could	hold	the
miser.	At	the	second	note	the	hangman	let	his	prisoner	go,	and	danced	also,	and
by	the	time	he	had	played	the	first	bar	of	the	tune,	all	were	dancing	together—
judge,	court,	and	miser,	and	all	the	people	who	had	followed	to	look	on.	At	first
the	thing	was	merry	and	pleasant	enough;	but	when	it	had	gone	on	a	while,	and
there	seemed	to	be	no	end	of	playing	or	dancing,	they	began	to	cry	out,	and	beg
him	to	leave	off;	but	he	stopped	not	a	whit	the	more	for	their	entreaties,	till	the
judge	not	only	gave	him	his	life,	but	promised	to	return	him	the	hundred	florins.
Then	he	called	to	the	miser,	and	said,	'Tell	us	now,	you	vagabond,	where	you

got	 that	 gold,	 or	 I	 shall	 play	on	 for	 your	 amusement	 only,'	 'I	 stole	 it,'	 said	 the



miser	in	the	presence	of	all	the	people;	'I	acknowledge	that	I	stole	it,	and	that	you
earned	 it	 fairly.'	Then	 the	 countryman	 stopped	his	 fiddle,	 and	 left	 the	miser	 to
take	his	place	at	the	gallows.



Ashputtel

The	wife	of	a	rich	man	fell	sick;	and	when	she	felt	that	her	end	drew	nigh,	she
called	her	only	daughter	to	her	bed-side,	and	said,	'Always	be	a	good	girl,	and	I
will	look	down	from	heaven	and	watch	over	you.'	Soon	afterwards	she	shut	her
eyes	and	died,	and	was	buried	in	the	garden;	and	the	little	girl	went	every	day	to
her	 grave	 and	wept,	 and	was	 always	 good	 and	 kind	 to	 all	 about	 her.	And	 the
snow	fell	and	spread	a	beautiful	white	covering	over	the	grave;	but	by	the	time
the	spring	came,	and	 the	sun	had	melted	 it	away	again,	her	 father	had	married
another	 wife.	 This	 new	wife	 had	 two	 daughters	 of	 her	 own,	 that	 she	 brought
home	with	her;	 they	were	fair	 in	face	but	foul	at	heart,	and	it	was	now	a	sorry
time	for	the	poor	little	girl.	'What	does	the	good-for-nothing	want	in	the	parlour?'
said	they;	'they	who	would	eat	bread	should	first	earn	it;	away	with	the	kitchen-
maid!'	Then	they	took	away	her	fine	clothes,	and	gave	her	an	old	grey	frock	to
put	on,	and	laughed	at	her,	and	turned	her	into	the	kitchen.
There	she	was	forced	to	do	hard	work;	to	rise	early	before	daylight,	to	bring

the	water,	to	make	the	fire,	to	cook	and	to	wash.	Besides	that,	the	sisters	plagued
her	in	all	sorts	of	ways,	and	laughed	at	her.	In	the	evening	when	she	was	tired,
she	 had	 no	 bed	 to	 lie	 down	 on,	 but	was	made	 to	 lie	 by	 the	 hearth	 among	 the
ashes;	 and	as	 this,	of	 course,	made	her	always	dusty	and	dirty,	 they	called	her
Ashputtel.
It	 happened	 once	 that	 the	 father	was	 going	 to	 the	 fair,	 and	 asked	 his	wife's

daughters	what	 he	 should	 bring	 them.	 'Fine	 clothes,'	 said	 the	 first;	 'Pearls	 and
diamonds,'	cried	the	second.	'Now,	child,'	said	he	to	his	own	daughter,	'what	will
you	have?'	 'The	 first	 twig,	dear	 father,	 that	brushes	against	your	hat	when	you
turn	your	 face	 to	come	homewards,'	 said	she.	Then	he	bought	 for	 the	first	 two
the	 fine	 clothes	 and	 pearls	 and	 diamonds	 they	 had	 asked	 for:	 and	 on	 his	way
home,	as	he	rode	through	a	green	copse,	a	hazel	twig	brushed	against	him,	and
almost	pushed	off	his	hat:	so	he	broke	it	off	and	brought	it	away;	and	when	he
got	home	he	gave	it	to	his	daughter.	Then	she	took	it,	and	went	to	her	mother's
grave	and	planted	it	there;	and	cried	so	much	that	it	was	watered	with	her	tears;
and	there	it	grew	and	became	a	fine	tree.	Three	times	every	day	she	went	 to	 it
and	cried;	and	soon	a	little	bird	came	and	built	its	nest	upon	the	tree,	and	talked
with	her,	and	watched	over	her,	and	brought	her	whatever	she	wished	for.
Now	it	happened	that	the	king	of	that	land	held	a	feast,	which	was	to	last	three

days;	and	out	of	those	who	came	to	it	his	son	was	to	choose	a	bride	for	himself.
Ashputtel's	 two	 sisters	 were	 asked	 to	 come;	 so	 they	 called	 her	 up,	 and	 said,
'Now,	comb	our	hair,	brush	our	shoes,	and	tie	our	sashes	for	us,	for	we	are	going



to	dance	at	the	king's	feast.'	Then	she	did	as	she	was	told;	but	when	all	was	done
she	could	not	help	crying,	for	she	thought	to	herself,	she	should	so	have	liked	to
have	gone	with	them	to	the	ball;	and	at	last	she	begged	her	mother	very	hard	to
let	her	go.	'You,	Ashputtel!'	said	she;	'you	who	have	nothing	to	wear,	no	clothes
at	all,	and	who	cannot	even	dance—you	want	 to	go	to	the	ball?	And	when	she
kept	on	begging,	 she	said	at	 last,	 to	get	 rid	of	her,	 'I	will	 throw	 this	dishful	of
peas	into	the	ash-heap,	and	if	 in	two	hours'	 time	you	have	picked	them	all	out,
you	shall	go	to	the	feast	too.'
Then	she	threw	the	peas	down	among	the	ashes,	but	the	little	maiden	ran	out

at	the	back	door	into	the	garden,	and	cried	out:
{verse
'Hither,	hither,	through	the	sky,
Turtle-doves	and	linnets,	fly!
Blackbird,	thrush,	and	chaffinch	gay,
Hither,	hither,	haste	away!
One	and	all	come	help	me,	quick!
Haste	ye,	haste	ye!—pick,	pick,	pick!'
{verse
Then	first	came	two	white	doves,	flying	in	at	the	kitchen	window;	next	came

two	turtle-doves;	and	after	them	came	all	the	little	birds	under	heaven,	chirping
and	fluttering	in:	and	they	flew	down	into	the	ashes.	And	the	little	doves	stooped
their	heads	down	and	set	to	work,	pick,	pick,	pick;	and	then	the	others	began	to
pick,	pick,	pick:	and	among	them	all	they	soon	picked	out	all	the	good	grain,	and
put	it	into	a	dish	but	left	the	ashes.	Long	before	the	end	of	the	hour	the	work	was
quite	done,	and	all	flew	out	again	at	the	windows.
Then	Ashputtel	brought	the	dish	to	her	mother,	overjoyed	at	the	thought	that

now	she	should	go	to	the	ball.	But	the	mother	said,	'No,	no!	you	slut,	you	have
no	 clothes,	 and	 cannot	 dance;	 you	 shall	 not	 go.'	 And	when	Ashputtel	 begged
very	hard	to	go,	she	said,	'If	you	can	in	one	hour's	time	pick	two	of	those	dishes
of	peas	out	of	 the	ashes,	you	shall	go	 too.'	And	thus	she	 thought	she	should	at
least	get	rid	of	her.	So	she	shook	two	dishes	of	peas	into	the	ashes.
But	 the	 little	maiden	went	out	 into	 the	garden	at	 the	back	of	 the	house,	and

cried	out	as	before:
{verse
'Hither,	hither,	through	the	sky,
Turtle-doves	and	linnets,	fly!
Blackbird,	thrush,	and	chaffinch	gay,
Hither,	hither,	haste	away!
One	and	all	come	help	me,	quick!



Haste	ye,	haste	ye!—pick,	pick,	pick!'
{verse
Then	 first	 came	 two	white	 doves	 in	 at	 the	 kitchen	window;	 next	 came	 two

turtle-doves;	and	after	them	came	all	the	little	birds	under	heaven,	chirping	and
hopping	about.	And	they	flew	down	into	the	ashes;	and	the	little	doves	put	their
heads	down	and	 set	 to	work,	 pick,	 pick,	 pick;	 and	 then	 the	others	began	pick,
pick,	pick;	and	they	put	all	the	good	grain	into	the	dishes,	and	left	all	the	ashes.
Before	 half	 an	 hour's	 time	 all	 was	 done,	 and	 out	 they	 flew	 again.	 And	 then
Ashputtel	 took	the	dishes	to	her	mother,	rejoicing	to	think	that	she	should	now
go	to	the	ball.	But	her	mother	said,	'It	is	all	of	no	use,	you	cannot	go;	you	have
no	clothes,	and	cannot	dance,	and	you	would	only	put	us	to	shame':	and	off	she
went	with	her	two	daughters	to	the	ball.
Now	 when	 all	 were	 gone,	 and	 nobody	 left	 at	 home,	 Ashputtel	 went

sorrowfully	and	sat	down	under	the	hazel-tree,	and	cried	out:
{verse
'Shake,	shake,	hazel-tree,
Gold	and	silver	over	me!'
{verse
Then	her	 friend	 the	 bird	 flew	out	 of	 the	 tree,	 and	brought	 a	 gold	 and	 silver

dress	for	her,	and	slippers	of	spangled	silk;	and	she	put	 them	on,	and	followed
her	sisters	to	the	feast.	But	they	did	not	know	her,	and	thought	it	must	be	some
strange	princess,	 she	 looked	so	 fine	and	beautiful	 in	her	 rich	clothes;	 and	 they
never	once	thought	of	Ashputtel,	taking	it	for	granted	that	she	was	safe	at	home
in	the	dirt.
The	king's	son	soon	came	up	to	her,	and	took	her	by	the	hand	and	danced	with

her,	and	no	one	else:	and	he	never	left	her	hand;	but	when	anyone	else	came	to
ask	her	to	dance,	he	said,	'This	lady	is	dancing	with	me.'
Thus	they	danced	till	a	late	hour	of	the	night;	and	then	she	wanted	to	go	home:

and	 the	king's	 son	 said,	 'I	 shall	 go	 and	 take	 care	of	you	 to	your	home';	 for	he
wanted	to	see	where	the	beautiful	maiden	lived.	But	she	slipped	away	from	him,
unawares,	and	ran	off	towards	home;	and	as	the	prince	followed	her,	she	jumped
up	into	the	pigeon-house	and	shut	the	door.	Then	he	waited	till	her	father	came
home,	and	told	him	that	the	unknown	maiden,	who	had	been	at	the	feast,	had	hid
herself	in	the	pigeon-house.	But	when	they	had	broken	open	the	door	they	found
no	one	within;	and	as	they	came	back	into	the	house,	Ashputtel	was	lying,	as	she
always	did,	in	her	dirty	frock	by	the	ashes,	and	her	dim	little	lamp	was	burning
in	 the	 chimney.	 For	 she	 had	 run	 as	 quickly	 as	 she	 could	 through	 the	 pigeon-
house	and	on	to	the	hazel-tree,	and	had	there	taken	off	her	beautiful	clothes,	and
put	 them	 beneath	 the	 tree,	 that	 the	 bird	might	 carry	 them	 away,	 and	 had	 lain



down	again	amid	the	ashes	in	her	little	grey	frock.
The	next	day	when	the	feast	was	again	held,	and	her	father,	mother,	and	sisters

were	gone,	Ashputtel	went	to	the	hazel-tree,	and	said:
{verse
'Shake,	shake,	hazel-tree,
Gold	and	silver	over	me!'
{verse
And	the	bird	came	and	brought	a	still	 finer	dress	 than	the	one	she	had	worn

the	day	before.	And	when	she	came	in	it	 to	the	ball,	everyone	wondered	at	her
beauty:	but	 the	king's	son,	who	was	waiting	for	her,	 took	her	by	 the	hand,	and
danced	with	her;	and	when	anyone	asked	her	to	dance,	he	said	as	before,	 'This
lady	is	dancing	with	me.'
When	night	came	she	wanted	to	go	home;	and	the	king's	son	followed	here	as

before,	 that	he	might	see	 into	what	house	she	went:	but	she	sprang	away	from
him	all	at	once	into	the	garden	behind	her	father's	house.	In	this	garden	stood	a
fine	large	pear-tree	full	of	ripe	fruit;	and	Ashputtel,	not	knowing	where	to	hide
herself,	 jumped	up	 into	 it	without	being	seen.	Then	the	king's	son	 lost	sight	of
her,	and	could	not	find	out	where	she	was	gone,	but	waited	till	her	father	came
home,	 and	 said	 to	 him,	 'The	 unknown	 lady	 who	 danced	 with	me	 has	 slipped
away,	and	I	think	she	must	have	sprung	into	the	pear-tree.'	The	father	thought	to
himself,	'Can	it	be	Ashputtel?'	So	he	had	an	axe	brought;	and	they	cut	down	the
tree,	but	found	no	one	upon	it.	And	when	they	came	back	into	the	kitchen,	there
lay	Ashputtel	among	the	ashes;	for	she	had	slipped	down	on	the	other	side	of	the
tree,	and	carried	her	beautiful	clothes	back	to	the	bird	at	the	hazel-tree,	and	then
put	on	her	little	grey	frock.
The	 third	 day,	when	 her	 father	 and	mother	 and	 sisters	were	 gone,	 she	went

again	into	the	garden,	and	said:
{verse
'Shake,	shake,	hazel-tree,
Gold	and	silver	over	me!'
{verse
Then	her	kind	friend	the	bird	brought	a	dress	still	 finer	 than	the	former	one,

and	slippers	which	were	all	of	gold:	so	that	when	she	came	to	the	feast	no	one
knew	 what	 to	 say,	 for	 wonder	 at	 her	 beauty:	 and	 the	 king's	 son	 danced	 with
nobody	but	her;	and	when	anyone	else	asked	her	to	dance,	he	said,	'This	lady	is
my	partner,	sir.'
When	night	came	she	wanted	to	go	home;	and	the	king's	son	would	go	with

her,	and	said	 to	himself,	 'I	will	not	 lose	her	 this	 time';	but,	however,	 she	again
slipped	away	from	him,	though	in	such	a	hurry	that	she	dropped	her	left	golden



slipper	upon	the	stairs.
The	prince	 took	 the	 shoe,	 and	went	 the	 next	 day	 to	 the	 king	his	 father,	 and

said,	'I	will	take	for	my	wife	the	lady	that	this	golden	slipper	fits.'	Then	both	the
sisters	were	overjoyed	 to	hear	 it;	 for	 they	had	beautiful	 feet,	and	had	no	doubt
that	 they	 could	 wear	 the	 golden	 slipper.	 The	 eldest	 went	 first	 into	 the	 room
where	the	slipper	was,	and	wanted	to	try	it	on,	and	the	mother	stood	by.	But	her
great	toe	could	not	go	into	it,	and	the	shoe	was	altogether	much	too	small	for	her.
Then	the	mother	gave	her	a	knife,	and	said,	'Never	mind,	cut	it	off;	when	you	are
queen	you	will	not	care	about	toes;	you	will	not	want	to	walk.'	So	the	silly	girl
cut	off	her	great	toe,	and	thus	squeezed	on	the	shoe,	and	went	to	the	king's	son.
Then	he	 took	her	 for	 his	 bride,	 and	 set	 her	 beside	 him	on	his	 horse,	 and	 rode
away	with	her	homewards.
But	on	their	way	home	they	had	to	pass	by	the	hazel-tree	that	Ashputtel	had

planted;	and	on	the	branch	sat	a	little	dove	singing:
{verse
'Back	again!	back	again!	look	to	the	shoe!
The	shoe	is	too	small,	and	not	made	for	you!
Prince!	prince!	look	again	for	thy	bride,
For	she's	not	the	true	one	that	sits	by	thy	side.'
{verse
Then	the	prince	got	down	and	looked	at	her	foot;	and	he	saw,	by	the	blood	that

streamed	from	it,	what	a	trick	she	had	played	him.	So	he	turned	his	horse	round,
and	 brought	 the	 false	 bride	 back	 to	 her	 home,	 and	 said,	 'This	 is	 not	 the	 right
bride;	let	the	other	sister	try	and	put	on	the	slipper.'	Then	she	went	into	the	room
and	 got	 her	 foot	 into	 the	 shoe,	 all	 but	 the	 heel,	which	was	 too	 large.	 But	 her
mother	squeezed	it	in	till	the	blood	came,	and	took	her	to	the	king's	son:	and	he
set	her	as	his	bride	by	his	side	on	his	horse,	and	rode	away	with	her.
But	when	they	came	to	the	hazel-tree	the	little	dove	sat	there	still,	and	sang:
{verse
'Back	again!	back	again!	look	to	the	shoe!
The	shoe	is	too	small,	and	not	made	for	you!
Prince!	prince!	look	again	for	thy	bride,
For	she's	not	the	true	one	that	sits	by	thy	side.'
{verse
Then	 he	 looked	 down,	 and	 saw	 that	 the	 blood	 streamed	 so	much	 from	 the

shoe,	that	her	white	stockings	were	quite	red.	So	he	turned	his	horse	and	brought
her	also	back	again.	'This	is	not	the	true	bride,'	said	he	to	the	father;	'have	you	no
other	 daughters?'	 'No,'	 said	 he;	 'there	 is	 only	 a	 little	 dirty	 Ashputtel	 here,	 the
child	of	my	first	wife;	I	am	sure	she	cannot	be	the	bride.'	The	prince	told	him	to



send	her.	But	the	mother	said,	'No,	no,	she	is	much	too	dirty;	she	will	not	dare	to
show	herself.'	However,	 the	prince	would	have	her	come;	and	she	first	washed
her	face	and	hands,	and	then	went	in	and	curtsied	to	him,	and	he	reached	her	the
golden	slipper.	Then	she	took	her	clumsy	shoe	off	her	 left	foot,	and	put	on	the
golden	slipper;	and	it	fitted	her	as	if	it	had	been	made	for	her.	And	when	he	drew
near	and	looked	at	her	face	he	knew	her,	and	said,	 'This	is	the	right	bride.'	But
the	mother	and	both	the	sisters	were	frightened,	and	turned	pale	with	anger	as	he
took	Ashputtel	on	his	horse,	and	rode	away	with	her.	And	when	they	came	to	the
hazel-tree,	the	white	dove	sang:
{verse
'Home!	home!	look	at	the	shoe!
Princess!	the	shoe	was	made	for	you!
Prince!	prince!	take	home	thy	bride,
For	she	is	the	true	one	that	sits	by	thy	side!'
{verse
And	when	the	dove	had	done	its	song,	 it	came	flying,	and	perched	upon	her

right	shoulder,	and	so	went	home	with	her.



The	White	Snake

A	long	time	ago	there	lived	a	king	who	was	famed	for	his	wisdom	through	all	the
land.	Nothing	was	hidden	from	him,	and	it	seemed	as	if	news	of	the	most	secret
things	was	brought	 to	him	through	 the	air.	But	he	had	a	strange	custom;	every
day	 after	 dinner,	 when	 the	 table	 was	 cleared,	 and	 no	 one	 else	 was	 present,	 a
trusty	 servant	 had	 to	 bring	 him	 one	more	 dish.	 It	 was	 covered,	 however,	 and
even	the	servant	did	not	know	what	was	in	it,	neither	did	anyone	know,	for	the
king	never	took	off	the	cover	to	eat	of	it	until	he	was	quite	alone.
This	had	gone	on	for	a	long	time,	when	one	day	the	servant,	who	took	away

the	dish,	was	overcome	with	such	curiosity	 that	he	could	not	help	carrying	 the
dish	into	his	room.	When	he	had	carefully	locked	the	door,	he	lifted	up	the	cover,
and	saw	a	white	snake	lying	on	the	dish.	But	when	he	saw	it	he	could	not	deny
himself	the	pleasure	of	tasting	it,	so	he	cut	of	a	little	bit	and	put	it	into	his	mouth.
No	sooner	had	it	touched	his	tongue	than	he	heard	a	strange	whispering	of	little
voices	outside	his	window.	He	went	and	listened,	and	then	noticed	that	it	was	the
sparrows	who	were	 chattering	 together,	 and	 telling	one	 another	of	 all	 kinds	of
things	which	they	had	seen	in	the	fields	and	woods.	Eating	the	snake	had	given
him	power	of	understanding	the	language	of	animals.
Now	 it	 so	happened	 that	 on	 this	 very	day	 the	queen	 lost	 her	most	 beautiful

ring,	 and	 suspicion	 of	 having	 stolen	 it	 fell	 upon	 this	 trusty	 servant,	 who	 was
allowed	to	go	everywhere.	The	king	ordered	the	man	to	be	brought	before	him,
and	 threatened	with	angry	words	 that	unless	he	could	before	 the	morrow	point
out	the	thief,	he	himself	should	be	looked	upon	as	guilty	and	executed.	In	vain
he	declared	his	innocence;	he	was	dismissed	with	no	better	answer.
In	his	trouble	and	fear	he	went	down	into	the	courtyard	and	took	thought	how

to	help	himself	out	of	his	trouble.	Now	some	ducks	were	sitting	together	quietly
by	 a	 brook	 and	 taking	 their	 rest;	 and,	 whilst	 they	 were	making	 their	 feathers
smooth	with	 their	 bills,	 they	were	having	 a	 confidential	 conversation	 together.
The	servant	stood	by	and	listened.	They	were	telling	one	another	of	all	the	places
where	they	had	been	waddling	about	all	the	morning,	and	what	good	food	they
had	found;	and	one	said	in	a	pitiful	tone:	'Something	lies	heavy	on	my	stomach;
as	I	was	eating	in	haste	I	swallowed	a	ring	which	lay	under	the	queen's	window.'
The	servant	at	once	seized	her	by	the	neck,	carried	her	to	the	kitchen,	and	said	to
the	cook:	 'Here	 is	a	fine	duck;	pray,	kill	her.'	 'Yes,'	said	 the	cook,	and	weighed
her	in	his	hand;	'she	has	spared	no	trouble	to	fatten	herself,	and	has	been	waiting
to	be	roasted	long	enough.'	So	he	cut	off	her	head,	and	as	she	was	being	dressed
for	the	spit,	the	queen's	ring	was	found	inside	her.



The	 servant	 could	 now	 easily	 prove	 his	 innocence;	 and	 the	 king,	 to	 make
amends	for	the	wrong,	allowed	him	to	ask	a	favour,	and	promised	him	the	best
place	 in	 the	 court	 that	 he	 could	wish	 for.	 The	 servant	 refused	 everything,	 and
only	asked	for	a	horse	and	some	money	for	travelling,	as	he	had	a	mind	to	see
the	world	and	go	about	a	little.	When	his	request	was	granted	he	set	out	on	his
way,	and	one	day	came	to	a	pond,	where	he	saw	three	fishes	caught	in	the	reeds
and	gasping	for	water.	Now,	though	it	is	said	that	fishes	are	dumb,	he	heard	them
lamenting	that	they	must	perish	so	miserably,	and,	as	he	had	a	kind	heart,	he	got
off	 his	 horse	 and	 put	 the	 three	 prisoners	 back	 into	 the	water.	 They	 leapt	with
delight,	put	out	their	heads,	and	cried	to	him:	'We	will	remember	you	and	repay
you	for	saving	us!'
He	 rode	on,	 and	after	 a	while	 it	 seemed	 to	him	 that	he	heard	a	voice	 in	 the

sand	at	his	feet.	He	listened,	and	heard	an	ant-king	complain:	'Why	cannot	folks,
with	their	clumsy	beasts,	keep	off	our	bodies?	That	stupid	horse,	with	his	heavy
hoofs,	has	been	treading	down	my	people	without	mercy!'	So	he	turned	on	to	a
side	path	and	the	ant-king	cried	out	to	him:	 'We	will	remember	you—one	good
turn	deserves	another!'
The	path	 led	him	into	a	wood,	and	 there	he	saw	two	old	ravens	standing	by

their	nest,	and	throwing	out	their	young	ones.	'Out	with	you,	you	idle,	good-for-
nothing	creatures!'	cried	they;	'we	cannot	find	food	for	you	any	longer;	you	are
big	enough,	and	can	provide	for	yourselves.'	But	the	poor	young	ravens	lay	upon
the	ground,	flapping	their	wings,	and	crying:	 'Oh,	what	helpless	chicks	we	are!
We	must	shift	for	ourselves,	and	yet	we	cannot	fly!	What	can	we	do,	but	lie	here
and	 starve?'	 So	 the	 good	 young	 fellow	 alighted	 and	 killed	 his	 horse	 with	 his
sword,	and	gave	it	to	them	for	food.	Then	they	came	hopping	up	to	it,	satisfied
their	 hunger,	 and	 cried:	 'We	 will	 remember	 you—one	 good	 turn	 deserves
another!'
And	now	he	had	to	use	his	own	legs,	and	when	he	had	walked	a	long	way,	he

came	to	a	large	city.	There	was	a	great	noise	and	crowd	in	the	streets,	and	a	man
rode	up	on	horseback,	crying	aloud:	 'The	king's	daughter	wants	a	husband;	but
whoever	seeks	her	hand	must	perform	a	hard	task,	and	if	he	does	not	succeed	he
will	 forfeit	 his	 life.'	 Many	 had	 already	 made	 the	 attempt,	 but	 in	 vain;
nevertheless	when	the	youth	saw	the	king's	daughter	he	was	so	overcome	by	her
great	beauty	that	he	forgot	all	danger,	went	before	the	king,	and	declared	himself
a	suitor.
So	he	was	 led	out	 to	 the	 sea,	 and	a	gold	 ring	was	 thrown	 into	 it,	before	his

eyes;	then	the	king	ordered	him	to	fetch	this	ring	up	from	the	bottom	of	the	sea,
and	 added:	 'If	 you	 come	 up	 again	without	 it	 you	will	 be	 thrown	 in	 again	 and
again	until	you	perish	amid	the	waves.'	All	the	people	grieved	for	the	handsome



youth;	then	they	went	away,	leaving	him	alone	by	the	sea.
He	stood	on	the	shore	and	considered	what	he	should	do,	when	suddenly	he

saw	 three	 fishes	 come	 swimming	 towards	 him,	 and	 they	were	 the	 very	 fishes
whose	 lives	 he	 had	 saved.	 The	 one	 in	 the	middle	 held	 a	mussel	 in	 its	mouth,
which	 it	 laid	on	 the	shore	at	 the	youth's	 feet,	and	when	he	had	 taken	 it	up	and
opened	it,	 there	lay	the	gold	ring	in	the	shell.	Full	of	joy	he	took	it	 to	the	king
and	expected	that	he	would	grant	him	the	promised	reward.
But	when	the	proud	princess	perceived	that	he	was	not	her	equal	in	birth,	she

scorned	him,	and	required	him	first	to	perform	another	task.	She	went	down	into
the	 garden	 and	 strewed	with	 her	 own	hands	 ten	 sacksful	 of	millet-seed	on	 the
grass;	then	she	said:	'Tomorrow	morning	before	sunrise	these	must	be	picked	up,
and	not	a	single	grain	be	wanting.'
The	youth	sat	down	in	the	garden	and	considered	how	it	might	be	possible	to

perform	 this	 task,	 but	 he	 could	 think	 of	 nothing,	 and	 there	 he	 sat	 sorrowfully
awaiting	 the	break	of	day,	when	he	 should	be	 led	 to	death.	But	as	 soon	as	 the
first	rays	of	the	sun	shone	into	the	garden	he	saw	all	the	ten	sacks	standing	side
by	side,	quite	full,	and	not	a	single	grain	was	missing.	The	ant-king	had	come	in
the	night	with	thousands	and	thousands	of	ants,	and	the	grateful	creatures	had	by
great	industry	picked	up	all	the	millet-seed	and	gathered	them	into	the	sacks.
Presently	 the	 king's	 daughter	 herself	 came	 down	 into	 the	 garden,	 and	 was

amazed	to	see	that	the	young	man	had	done	the	task	she	had	given	him.	But	she
could	 not	 yet	 conquer	 her	 proud	 heart,	 and	 said:	 'Although	 he	 has	 performed
both	 the	 tasks,	 he	 shall	 not	 be	my	 husband	 until	 he	 had	 brought	me	 an	 apple
from	the	Tree	of	Life.'	The	youth	did	not	know	where	the	Tree	of	Life	stood,	but
he	set	out,	and	would	have	gone	on	for	ever,	as	long	as	his	legs	would	carry	him,
though	 he	 had	 no	 hope	 of	 finding	 it.	 After	 he	 had	 wandered	 through	 three
kingdoms,	he	came	one	evening	to	a	wood,	and	lay	down	under	a	tree	to	sleep.
But	he	heard	a	rustling	in	the	branches,	and	a	golden	apple	fell	into	his	hand.	At
the	same	time	three	ravens	flew	down	to	him,	perched	themselves	upon	his	knee,
and	said:	 'We	are	the	three	young	ravens	whom	you	saved	from	starving;	when
we	had	grown	big,	and	heard	that	you	were	seeking	the	Golden	Apple,	we	flew
over	 the	 sea	 to	 the	 end	 of	 the	world,	where	 the	Tree	 of	Life	 stands,	 and	 have
brought	you	the	apple.'	The	youth,	full	of	joy,	set	out	homewards,	and	took	the
Golden	Apple	 to	 the	king's	 beautiful	 daughter,	who	had	now	no	more	 excuses
left	to	make.	They	cut	the	Apple	of	Life	in	two	and	ate	it	together;	and	then	her
heart	became	full	of	love	for	him,	and	they	lived	in	undisturbed	happiness	to	a
great	age.



The	Wolf	and	the	Seven	Little	Kids

There	was	 once	 upon	 a	 time	 an	 old	 goat	who	had	 seven	 little	 kids,	 and	 loved
them	with	all	 the	 love	of	a	mother	 for	her	children.	One	day	she	wanted	 to	go
into	the	forest	and	fetch	some	food.	So	she	called	all	seven	to	her	and	said:	'Dear
children,	 I	 have	 to	go	 into	 the	 forest,	 be	on	your	guard	against	 the	wolf;	 if	 he
comes	 in,	he	will	devour	you	all—skin,	hair,	and	everything.	The	wretch	often
disguises	 himself,	 but	 you	will	 know	 him	 at	 once	 by	 his	 rough	 voice	 and	 his
black	feet.'	The	kids	said:	'Dear	mother,	we	will	take	good	care	of	ourselves;	you
may	go	away	without	any	anxiety.'	Then	 the	old	one	bleated,	and	went	on	her
way	with	an	easy	mind.
It	was	not	long	before	someone	knocked	at	the	house-door	and	called:	'Open

the	 door,	 dear	 children;	 your	mother	 is	 here,	 and	 has	 brought	 something	 back
with	her	 for	 each	of	you.'	But	 the	 little	kids	knew	 that	 it	was	 the	wolf,	by	 the
rough	voice.	'We	will	not	open	the	door,'	cried	they,	'you	are	not	our	mother.	She
has	a	soft,	pleasant	voice,	but	your	voice	 is	rough;	you	are	 the	wolf!'	Then	the
wolf	went	away	to	a	shopkeeper	and	bought	himself	a	great	lump	of	chalk,	ate
this	and	made	his	voice	soft	with	it.	Then	he	came	back,	knocked	at	the	door	of
the	house,	and	called:	'Open	the	door,	dear	children,	your	mother	is	here	and	has
brought	something	back	with	her	for	each	of	you.'	But	the	wolf	had	laid	his	black
paws	against	the	window,	and	the	children	saw	them	and	cried:	'We	will	not	open
the	door,	our	mother	has	not	black	feet	like	you:	you	are	the	wolf!'	Then	the	wolf
ran	to	a	baker	and	said:	'I	have	hurt	my	feet,	rub	some	dough	over	them	for	me.'
And	 when	 the	 baker	 had	 rubbed	 his	 feet	 over,	 he	 ran	 to	 the	 miller	 and	 said:
'Strew	some	white	meal	over	my	feet	for	me.'	The	miller	thought	to	himself:	'The
wolf	wants	to	deceive	someone,'	and	refused;	but	the	wolf	said:	'If	you	will	not
do	it,	I	will	devour	you.'	Then	the	miller	was	afraid,	and	made	his	paws	white	for
him.	Truly,	this	is	the	way	of	mankind.
So	now	the	wretch	went	for	the	third	time	to	the	house-door,	knocked	at	it	and

said:	 'Open	 the	door	 for	me,	 children,	 your	dear	 little	mother	has	 come	home,
and	has	brought	every	one	of	you	something	back	from	the	forest	with	her.'	The
little	kids	cried:	'First	show	us	your	paws	that	we	may	know	if	you	are	our	dear
little	mother.'	Then	he	put	his	paws	 in	 through	 the	window	and	when	 the	kids
saw	that	they	were	white,	they	believed	that	all	he	said	was	true,	and	opened	the
door.	But	who	should	come	in	but	the	wolf!	They	were	terrified	and	wanted	to
hide	themselves.	One	sprang	under	 the	 table,	 the	second	into	 the	bed,	 the	 third
into	 the	stove,	 the	fourth	 into	 the	kitchen,	 the	fifth	 into	 the	cupboard,	 the	sixth
under	the	washing-bowl,	and	the	seventh	into	the	clock-case.	But	the	wolf	found



them	 all,	 and	 used	 no	 great	 ceremony;	 one	 after	 the	 other	 he	 swallowed	 them
down	his	throat.	The	youngest,	who	was	in	the	clock-case,	was	the	only	one	he
did	not	 find.	When	 the	wolf	had	satisfied	his	appetite	he	 took	himself	off,	 laid
himself	 down	 under	 a	 tree	 in	 the	 green	meadow	 outside,	 and	 began	 to	 sleep.
Soon	afterwards	the	old	goat	came	home	again	from	the	forest.	Ah!	what	a	sight
she	saw	there!	The	house-door	stood	wide	open.	The	table,	chairs,	and	benches
were	 thrown	down,	 the	washing-bowl	 lay	broken	 to	 pieces,	 and	 the	quilts	 and
pillows	were	pulled	off	the	bed.	She	sought	her	children,	but	they	were	nowhere
to	be	found.	She	called	them	one	after	another	by	name,	but	no	one	answered.	At
last,	when	she	came	to	the	youngest,	a	soft	voice	cried:	'Dear	mother,	I	am	in	the
clock-case.'	She	took	the	kid	out,	and	it	told	her	that	the	wolf	had	come	and	had
eaten	all	the	others.	Then	you	may	imagine	how	she	wept	over	her	poor	children.
At	length	in	her	grief	she	went	out,	and	the	youngest	kid	ran	with	her.	When

they	came	to	the	meadow,	there	lay	the	wolf	by	the	tree	and	snored	so	loud	that
the	branches	shook.	She	looked	at	him	on	every	side	and	saw	that	something	was
moving	and	struggling	in	his	gorged	belly.	'Ah,	heavens,'	she	said,	'is	it	possible
that	my	poor	children	whom	he	has	swallowed	down	for	his	supper,	can	be	still
alive?'	Then	the	kid	had	to	run	home	and	fetch	scissors,	and	a	needle	and	thread,
and	the	goat	cut	open	the	monster's	stomach,	and	hardly	had	she	made	one	cut,
than	one	little	kid	thrust	its	head	out,	and	when	she	had	cut	farther,	all	six	sprang
out	 one	 after	 another,	 and	 were	 all	 still	 alive,	 and	 had	 suffered	 no	 injury
whatever,	 for	 in	 his	 greediness	 the	monster	 had	 swallowed	 them	down	whole.
What	rejoicing	there	was!	They	embraced	their	dear	mother,	and	jumped	like	a
tailor	at	his	wedding.	The	mother,	however,	said:	'Now	go	and	look	for	some	big
stones,	 and	we	will	 fill	 the	wicked	beast's	 stomach	with	 them	while	 he	 is	 still
asleep.'	Then	the	seven	kids	dragged	the	stones	thither	with	all	speed,	and	put	as
many	of	them	into	this	stomach	as	they	could	get	in;	and	the	mother	sewed	him
up	again	 in	 the	greatest	haste,	 so	 that	he	was	not	aware	of	anything	and	never
once	stirred.
When	the	wolf	at	length	had	had	his	fill	of	sleep,	he	got	on	his	legs,	and	as	the

stones	in	his	stomach	made	him	very	thirsty,	he	wanted	to	go	to	a	well	to	drink.
But	 when	 he	 began	 to	 walk	 and	 to	 move	 about,	 the	 stones	 in	 his	 stomach
knocked	against	each	other	and	rattled.	Then	cried	he:
{verse
'What	rumbles	and	tumbles
Against	my	poor	bones?
I	thought	'twas	six	kids,
But	it	feels	like	big	stones.'
{verse



And	when	he	got	 to	 the	well	and	stooped	over	 the	water	 to	drink,	 the	heavy
stones	made	him	 fall	 in,	 and	he	drowned	miserably.	When	 the	 seven	kids	 saw
that,	they	came	running	to	the	spot	and	cried	aloud:	'The	wolf	is	dead!	The	wolf
is	dead!'	and	danced	for	joy	round	about	the	well	with	their	mother.



The	Queen	Bee

Two	kings'	sons	once	upon	a	time	went	into	the	world	to	seek	their	fortunes;	but
they	soon	fell	into	a	wasteful	foolish	way	of	living,	so	that	they	could	not	return
home	again.	Then	their	brother,	who	was	a	little	insignificant	dwarf,	went	out	to
seek	for	his	brothers:	but	when	he	had	found	them	they	only	laughed	at	him,	to
think	 that	 he,	who	was	 so	 young	 and	 simple,	 should	 try	 to	 travel	 through	 the
world,	when	they,	who	were	so	much	wiser,	had	been	unable	to	get	on.	However,
they	all	set	out	on	their	journey	together,	and	came	at	last	to	an	ant-hill.	The	two
elder	brothers	would	have	pulled	 it	down,	 in	order	 to	see	how	the	poor	ants	 in
their	 fright	would	 run	about	 and	carry	off	 their	 eggs.	But	 the	 little	dwarf	 said,
'Let	the	poor	things	enjoy	themselves,	I	will	not	suffer	you	to	trouble	them.'
So	on	they	went,	and	came	to	a	lake	where	many	many	ducks	were	swimming

about.	The	two	brothers	wanted	to	catch	two,	and	roast	them.	But	the	dwarf	said,
'Let	the	poor	things	enjoy	themselves,	you	shall	not	kill	them.'	Next	they	came	to
a	bees'-nest	in	a	hollow	tree,	and	there	was	so	much	honey	that	it	ran	down	the
trunk;	and	the	two	brothers	wanted	to	light	a	fire	under	the	tree	and	kill	the	bees,
so	as	to	get	their	honey.	But	the	dwarf	held	them	back,	and	said,	'Let	the	pretty
insects	enjoy	themselves,	I	cannot	let	you	burn	them.'
At	length	the	three	brothers	came	to	a	castle:	and	as	they	passed	by	the	stables

they	saw	fine	horses	standing	there,	but	all	were	of	marble,	and	no	man	was	to
be	seen.	Then	they	went	through	all	the	rooms,	till	they	came	to	a	door	on	which
were	three	locks:	but	in	the	middle	of	the	door	was	a	wicket,	so	that	they	could
look	into	the	next	room.	There	they	saw	a	little	grey	old	man	sitting	at	a	table;
and	they	called	to	him	once	or	twice,	but	he	did	not	hear:	however,	they	called	a
third	time,	and	then	he	rose	and	came	out	to	them.
He	 said	 nothing,	 but	 took	 hold	 of	 them	 and	 led	 them	 to	 a	 beautiful	 table

covered	with	 all	 sorts	 of	 good	 things:	 and	when	 they	had	 eaten	 and	drunk,	 he
showed	each	of	them	to	a	bed-chamber.
The	next	morning	he	came	to	the	eldest	and	took	him	to	a	marble	table,	where

there	were	three	tablets,	containing	an	account	of	the	means	by	which	the	castle
might	be	disenchanted.	The	first	tablet	said:	'In	the	wood,	under	the	moss,	lie	the
thousand	pearls	belonging	to	the	king's	daughter;	they	must	all	be	found:	and	if
one	be	missing	by	set	of	sun,	he	who	seeks	them	will	be	turned	into	marble.'
The	 eldest	 brother	 set	 out,	 and	 sought	 for	 the	 pearls	 the	whole	 day:	 but	 the

evening	 came,	 and	 he	 had	 not	 found	 the	 first	 hundred:	 so	 he	was	 turned	 into
stone	as	the	tablet	had	foretold.
The	 next	 day	 the	 second	 brother	 undertook	 the	 task;	 but	 he	 succeeded	 no



better	than	the	first;	for	he	could	only	find	the	second	hundred	of	the	pearls;	and
therefore	he	too	was	turned	into	stone.
At	last	came	the	little	dwarf's	 turn;	and	he	looked	in	the	moss;	but	 it	was	so

hard	 to	 find	 the	 pearls,	 and	 the	 job	was	 so	 tiresome!—so	he	 sat	 down	upon	 a
stone	 and	 cried.	 And	 as	 he	 sat	 there,	 the	 king	 of	 the	 ants	 (whose	 life	 he	 had
saved)	came	to	help	him,	with	five	thousand	ants;	and	it	was	not	long	before	they
had	found	all	the	pearls	and	laid	them	in	a	heap.
The	second	tablet	said:	'The	key	of	the	princess's	bed-chamber	must	be	fished

up	out	 of	 the	 lake.'	And	 as	 the	 dwarf	 came	 to	 the	 brink	 of	 it,	 he	 saw	 the	 two
ducks	whose	lives	he	had	saved	swimming	about;	and	they	dived	down	and	soon
brought	in	the	key	from	the	bottom.
The	third	task	was	the	hardest.	It	was	to	choose	out	the	youngest	and	the	best

of	the	king's	three	daughters.	Now	they	were	all	beautiful,	and	all	exactly	alike:
but	he	was	told	that	 the	eldest	had	eaten	a	piece	of	sugar,	 the	next	some	sweet
syrup,	and	 the	youngest	a	spoonful	of	honey;	so	he	was	 to	guess	which	 it	was
that	had	eaten	the	honey.
Then	came	the	queen	of	the	bees,	who	had	been	saved	by	the	little	dwarf	from

the	fire,	and	she	tried	the	lips	of	all	three;	but	at	last	she	sat	upon	the	lips	of	the
one	 that	had	eaten	 the	honey:	and	so	 the	dwarf	knew	which	was	 the	youngest.
Thus	the	spell	was	broken,	and	all	who	had	been	turned	into	stones	awoke,	and
took	their	proper	forms.	And	the	dwarf	married	the	youngest	and	the	best	of	the
princesses,	and	was	king	after	her	father's	death;	but	his	two	brothers	married	the
other	two	sisters.



The	Elves	and	the	Shoemaker

There	was	once	a	shoemaker,	who	worked	very	hard	and	was	very	honest:	but
still	he	could	not	earn	enough	to	live	upon;	and	at	last	all	he	had	in	the	world	was
gone,	save	just	leather	enough	to	make	one	pair	of	shoes.
Then	he	cut	his	leather	out,	all	ready	to	make	up	the	next	day,	meaning	to	rise

early	 in	 the	morning	 to	his	work.	His	 conscience	was	clear	 and	his	heart	 light
amidst	all	his	troubles;	so	he	went	peaceably	to	bed,	left	all	his	cares	to	Heaven,
and	soon	fell	asleep.	In	the	morning	after	he	had	said	his	prayers,	he	sat	himself
down	 to	 his	work;	when,	 to	 his	 great	wonder,	 there	 stood	 the	 shoes	 all	 ready
made,	upon	the	 table.	The	good	man	knew	not	what	 to	say	or	 think	at	such	an
odd	 thing	 happening.	He	 looked	 at	 the	workmanship;	 there	was	 not	 one	 false
stitch	in	the	whole	job;	all	was	so	neat	and	true,	that	it	was	quite	a	masterpiece.
The	same	day	a	customer	came	 in,	and	 the	shoes	suited	him	so	well	 that	he

willingly	paid	a	price	higher	than	usual	for	them;	and	the	poor	shoemaker,	with
the	money,	bought	leather	enough	to	make	two	pairs	more.	In	the	evening	he	cut
out	the	work,	and	went	to	bed	early,	that	he	might	get	up	and	begin	betimes	next
day;	 but	 he	was	 saved	 all	 the	 trouble,	 for	when	 he	 got	 up	 in	 the	morning	 the
work	 was	 done	 ready	 to	 his	 hand.	 Soon	 in	 came	 buyers,	 who	 paid	 him
handsomely	for	his	goods,	so	that	he	bought	leather	enough	for	four	pair	more.
He	cut	out	the	work	again	overnight	and	found	it	done	in	the	morning,	as	before;
and	so	it	went	on	for	some	time:	what	was	got	ready	in	the	evening	was	always
done	by	daybreak,	and	the	good	man	soon	became	thriving	and	well	off	again.
One	evening,	about	Christmas-time,	as	he	and	his	wife	were	sitting	over	 the

fire	chatting	 together,	he	said	 to	her,	 'I	 should	 like	 to	sit	up	and	watch	 tonight,
that	we	may	see	who	it	is	that	comes	and	does	my	work	for	me.'	The	wife	liked
the	 thought;	 so	 they	 left	a	 light	burning,	and	hid	 themselves	 in	a	corner	of	 the
room,	behind	a	curtain	that	was	hung	up	there,	and	watched	what	would	happen.
As	soon	as	it	was	midnight,	there	came	in	two	little	naked	dwarfs;	and	they	sat

themselves	upon	the	shoemaker's	bench,	 took	up	all	 the	work	that	was	cut	out,
and	began	to	ply	with	their	little	fingers,	stitching	and	rapping	and	tapping	away
at	such	a	rate,	that	the	shoemaker	was	all	wonder,	and	could	not	take	his	eyes	off
them.	And	on	they	went,	till	the	job	was	quite	done,	and	the	shoes	stood	ready
for	 use	 upon	 the	 table.	 This	was	 long	 before	 daybreak;	 and	 then	 they	 bustled
away	as	quick	as	lightning.
The	next	day	the	wife	said	to	the	shoemaker.	'These	little	wights	have	made	us

rich,	and	we	ought	to	be	thankful	to	them,	and	do	them	a	good	turn	if	we	can.	I
am	quite	sorry	to	see	them	run	about	as	they	do;	and	indeed	it	is	not	very	decent,



for	they	have	nothing	upon	their	backs	to	keep	off	the	cold.	I'll	tell	you	what,	I
will	make	each	of	them	a	shirt,	and	a	coat	and	waistcoat,	and	a	pair	of	pantaloons
into	the	bargain;	and	do	you	make	each	of	them	a	little	pair	of	shoes.'
The	thought	pleased	the	good	cobbler	very	much;	and	one	evening,	when	all

the	things	were	ready,	they	laid	them	on	the	table,	instead	of	the	work	that	they
used	to	cut	out,	and	then	went	and	hid	themselves,	to	watch	what	the	little	elves
would	do.
About	midnight	in	they	came,	dancing	and	skipping,	hopped	round	the	room,

and	then	went	to	sit	down	to	their	work	as	usual;	but	when	they	saw	the	clothes
lying	for	them,	they	laughed	and	chuckled,	and	seemed	mightily	delighted.
Then	 they	 dressed	 themselves	 in	 the	 twinkling	 of	 an	 eye,	 and	 danced	 and

capered	and	sprang	about,	as	merry	as	could	be;	till	at	last	they	danced	out	at	the
door,	and	away	over	the	green.
The	good	couple	saw	them	no	more;	but	everything	went	well	with	them	from

that	time	forward,	as	long	as	they	lived.



The	Juniper-tree

Long,	 long	ago,	 some	 two	 thousand	years	or	 so,	 there	 lived	a	 rich	man	with	a
good	and	beautiful	wife.	They	loved	each	other	dearly,	but	sorrowed	much	that
they	had	no	children.	So	greatly	did	they	desire	to	have	one,	that	the	wife	prayed
for	it	day	and	night,	but	still	they	remained	childless.
In	 front	 of	 the	 house	 there	 was	 a	 court,	 in	 which	 grew	 a	 juniper-tree.	 One

winter's	day	 the	wife	stood	under	 the	 tree	 to	peel	some	apples,	and	as	she	was
peeling	them,	she	cut	her	finger,	and	the	blood	fell	on	the	snow.	'Ah,'	sighed	the
woman	heavily,	'if	I	had	but	a	child,	as	red	as	blood	and	as	white	as	snow,'	and	as
she	spoke	 the	words,	her	heart	grew	light	within	her,	and	 it	seemed	to	her	 that
her	wish	was	granted,	and	she	returned	to	the	house	feeling	glad	and	comforted.
A	month	passed,	and	the	snow	had	all	disappeared;	then	another	month	went	by,
and	all	 the	earth	was	green.	So	 the	months	 followed	one	another,	 and	 first	 the
trees	 budded	 in	 the	 woods,	 and	 soon	 the	 green	 branches	 grew	 thickly
intertwined,	 and	 then	 the	 blossoms	 began	 to	 fall.	 Once	 again	 the	 wife	 stood
under	the	juniper-tree,	and	it	was	so	full	of	sweet	scent	that	her	heart	leaped	for
joy,	 and	 she	was	 so	 overcome	with	 her	 happiness,	 that	 she	 fell	 on	 her	 knees.
Presently	 the	 fruit	became	round	and	firm,	and	she	was	glad	and	at	peace;	but
when	 they	were	 fully	 ripe	 she	picked	 the	berries	 and	 ate	 eagerly	of	 them,	 and
then	she	grew	sad	and	ill.	A	little	while	later	she	called	her	husband,	and	said	to
him,	weeping.	'If	I	die,	bury	me	under	the	juniper-tree.'	Then	she	felt	comforted
and	happy	again,	and	before	another	month	had	passed	she	had	a	little	child,	and
when	she	saw	that	it	was	as	white	as	snow	and	as	red	as	blood,	her	joy	was	so
great	that	she	died.
Her	husband	buried	her	under	 the	 juniper-tree,	 and	wept	bitterly	 for	her.	By

degrees,	 however,	 his	 sorrow	grew	 less,	 and	 although	 at	 times	 he	 still	 grieved
over	his	loss,	he	was	able	to	go	about	as	usual,	and	later	on	he	married	again.
He	now	had	a	little	daughter	born	to	him;	the	child	of	his	first	wife	was	a	boy,

who	was	as	red	as	blood	and	as	white	as	snow.	The	mother	loved	her	daughter
very	much,	and	when	she	looked	at	her	and	then	looked	at	the	boy,	it	pierced	her
heart	to	think	that	he	would	always	stand	in	the	way	of	her	own	child,	and	she
was	 continually	 thinking	how	 she	 could	get	 the	whole	of	 the	property	 for	 her.
This	evil	 thought	 took	possession	of	her	more	and	more,	and	made	her	behave
very	unkindly	to	the	boy.	She	drove	him	from	place	to	place	with	cuffings	and
buffetings,	so	that	the	poor	child	went	about	in	fear,	and	had	no	peace	from	the
time	he	left	school	to	the	time	he	went	back.
One	day	the	little	daughter	came	running	to	her	mother	in	the	store-room,	and



said,	'Mother,	give	me	an	apple.'	'Yes,	my	child,'	said	the	wife,	and	she	gave	her
a	beautiful	apple	out	of	the	chest;	the	chest	had	a	very	heavy	lid	and	a	large	iron
lock.
'Mother,'	 said	 the	 little	 daughter	 again,	 'may	not	 brother	 have	 one	 too?'	The

mother	was	angry	at	this,	but	she	answered,	'Yes,	when	he	comes	out	of	school.'
Just	then	she	looked	out	of	the	window	and	saw	him	coming,	and	it	seemed	as

if	 an	 evil	 spirit	 entered	 into	 her,	 for	 she	 snatched	 the	 apple	 out	 of	 her	 little
daughter's	 hand,	 and	 said,	 'You	 shall	 not	 have	 one	 before	 your	 brother.'	 She
threw	the	apple	into	the	chest	and	shut	it	to.	The	little	boy	now	came	in,	and	the
evil	 spirit	 in	 the	wife	made	 her	 say	 kindly	 to	 him,	 'My	 son,	will	 you	 have	 an
apple?'	but	she	gave	him	a	wicked	look.	'Mother,'	said	the	boy,	'how	dreadful	you
look!	Yes,	give	me	an	apple.'	The	thought	came	to	her	that	she	would	kill	him.
'Come	with	me,'	she	said,	and	she	lifted	up	the	lid	of	the	chest;	'take	one	out	for
yourself.'	And	as	he	bent	over	to	do	so,	the	evil	spirit	urged	her,	and	crash!	down
went	the	lid,	and	off	went	the	little	boy's	head.	Then	she	was	overwhelmed	with
fear	at	the	thought	of	what	she	had	done.	'If	only	I	can	prevent	anyone	knowing
that	 I	 did	 it,'	 she	 thought.	So	 she	went	 upstairs	 to	 her	 room,	 and	 took	 a	white
handkerchief	 out	 of	 her	 top	 drawer;	 then	 she	 set	 the	 boy's	 head	 again	 on	 his
shoulders,	and	bound	it	with	the	handkerchief	so	that	nothing	could	be	seen,	and
placed	him	on	a	chair	by	the	door	with	an	apple	in	his	hand.
Soon	after	this,	little	Marleen	came	up	to	her	mother	who	was	stirring	a	pot	of

boiling	water	over	the	fire,	and	said,	'Mother,	brother	is	sitting	by	the	door	with
an	apple	in	his	hand,	and	he	looks	so	pale;	and	when	I	asked	him	to	give	me	the
apple,	he	did	not	answer,	and	that	frightened	me.'
'Go	to	him	again,'	said	her	mother,	'and	if	he	does	not	answer,	give	him	a	box

on	the	ear.'	So	little	Marleen	went,	and	said,	'Brother,	give	me	that	apple,'	but	he
did	not	say	a	word;	then	she	gave	him	a	box	on	the	ear,	and	his	head	rolled	off.
She	was	 so	 terrified	 at	 this,	 that	 she	 ran	 crying	 and	 screaming	 to	 her	mother.
'Oh!'	she	said,	 'I	have	knocked	off	brother's	head,'	and	then	she	wept	and	wept,
and	nothing	would	stop	her.
'What	have	you	done!'	said	her	mother,	'but	no	one	must	know	about	it,	so	you

must	 keep	 silence;	 what	 is	 done	 can't	 be	 undone;	 we	 will	 make	 him	 into
puddings.'	And	she	took	the	little	boy	and	cut	him	up,	made	him	into	puddings,
and	put	him	in	the	pot.	But	Marleen	stood	looking	on,	and	wept	and	wept,	and
her	tears	fell	into	the	pot,	so	that	there	was	no	need	of	salt.
Presently	the	father	came	home	and	sat	down	to	his	dinner;	he	asked,	'Where

is	my	son?'	The	mother	said	nothing,	but	gave	him	a	large	dish	of	black	pudding,
and	Marleen	still	wept	without	ceasing.
The	father	again	asked,	'Where	is	my	son?'



'Oh,'	 answered	 the	 wife,	 'he	 is	 gone	 into	 the	 country	 to	 his	 mother's	 great
uncle;	he	is	going	to	stay	there	some	time.'
'What	has	he	gone	there	for,	and	he	never	even	said	goodbye	to	me!'
'Well,	he	likes	being	there,	and	he	told	me	he	should	be	away	quite	six	weeks;

he	is	well	looked	after	there.'
'I	 feel	very	unhappy	about	 it,'	 said	 the	husband,	 'in	 case	 it	 should	not	be	 all

right,	and	he	ought	to	have	said	goodbye	to	me.'
With	 this	he	went	on	with	his	dinner,	 and	said,	 'Little	Marleen,	why	do	you

weep?	Brother	will	soon	be	back.'	Then	he	asked	his	wife	for	more	pudding,	and
as	he	ate,	he	threw	the	bones	under	the	table.
Little	Marleen	went	 upstairs	 and	 took	 her	 best	 silk	 handkerchief	 out	 of	 her

bottom	 drawer,	 and	 in	 it	 she	 wrapped	 all	 the	 bones	 from	 under	 the	 table	 and
carried	 them	outside,	and	all	 the	 time	she	did	nothing	but	weep.	Then	she	 laid
them	in	 the	green	grass	under	 the	 juniper-tree,	and	she	had	no	sooner	done	so,
then	all	her	 sadness	seemed	 to	 leave	her,	and	she	wept	no	more.	And	now	 the
juniper-tree	 began	 to	move,	 and	 the	 branches	waved	 backwards	 and	 forwards,
first	 away	 from	 one	 another,	 and	 then	 together	 again,	 as	 it	might	 be	 someone
clapping	 their	 hands	 for	 joy.	After	 this	 a	mist	 came	 round	 the	 tree,	 and	 in	 the
midst	of	it	there	was	a	burning	as	of	fire,	and	out	of	the	fire	there	flew	a	beautiful
bird,	that	rose	high	into	the	air,	singing	magnificently,	and	when	it	could	no	more
be	seen,	the	juniper-tree	stood	there	as	before,	and	the	silk	handkerchief	and	the
bones	were	gone.
Little	Marleen	now	felt	as	 lighthearted	and	happy	as	if	her	brother	were	still

alive,	and	she	went	back	to	 the	house	and	sat	down	cheerfully	 to	 the	 table	and
ate.
The	 bird	 flew	 away	 and	 alighted	 on	 the	 house	 of	 a	 goldsmith	 and	 began	 to

sing:
{verse
'My	mother	killed	her	little	son;
My	father	grieved	when	I	was	gone;
My	sister	loved	me	best	of	all;
She	laid	her	kerchief	over	me,
And	took	my	bones	that	they	might	lie
Underneath	the	juniper-tree
Kywitt,	Kywitt,	what	a	beautiful	bird	am	I!'
{verse
The	goldsmith	was	in	his	workshop	making	a	gold	chain,	when	he	heard	the

song	of	the	bird	on	his	roof.	He	thought	it	so	beautiful	that	he	got	up	and	ran	out,
and	as	he	crossed	the	threshold	he	lost	one	of	his	slippers.	But	he	ran	on	into	the



middle	of	the	street,	with	a	slipper	on	one	foot	and	a	sock	on	the	other;	he	still
had	on	his	apron,	and	still	held	the	gold	chain	and	the	pincers	in	his	hands,	and
so	he	stood	gazing	up	at	the	bird,	while	the	sun	came	shining	brightly	down	on
the	street.
'Bird,'	he	said,	'how	beautifully	you	sing!	Sing	me	that	song	again.'
'Nay,'	said	the	bird,	'I	do	not	sing	twice	for	nothing.	Give	that	gold	chain,	and	I

will	sing	it	you	again.'
'Here	is	the	chain,	take	it,'	said	the	goldsmith.	'Only	sing	me	that	again.'
The	 bird	 flew	 down	 and	 took	 the	 gold	 chain	 in	 his	 right	 claw,	 and	 then	 he

alighted	again	in	front	of	the	goldsmith	and	sang:
{verse
'My	mother	killed	her	little	son;
My	father	grieved	when	I	was	gone;
My	sister	loved	me	best	of	all;
She	laid	her	kerchief	over	me,
And	took	my	bones	that	they	might	lie
Underneath	the	juniper-tree
Kywitt,	Kywitt,	what	a	beautiful	bird	am	I!'
{verse
Then	he	flew	away,	and	settled	on	the	roof	of	a	shoemaker's	house	and	sang:
{verse
'My	mother	killed	her	little	son;
My	father	grieved	when	I	was	gone;
My	sister	loved	me	best	of	all;
She	laid	her	kerchief	over	me,
And	took	my	bones	that	they	might	lie
Underneath	the	juniper-tree
Kywitt,	Kywitt,	what	a	beautiful	bird	am	I!'
{verse
The	shoemaker	heard	him,	and	he	jumped	up	and	ran	out	in	his	shirt-sleeves,

and	stood	looking	up	at	the	bird	on	the	roof	with	his	hand	over	his	eyes	to	keep
himself	from	being	blinded	by	the	sun.
'Bird,'	he	said,	'how	beautifully	you	sing!'	Then	he	called	through	the	door	to

his	 wife:	 'Wife,	 come	 out;	 here	 is	 a	 bird,	 come	 and	 look	 at	 it	 and	 hear	 how
beautifully	 it	 sings.'	 Then	 he	 called	 his	 daughter	 and	 the	 children,	 then	 the
apprentices,	girls	and	boys,	and	they	all	ran	up	the	street	to	look	at	the	bird,	and
saw	 how	 splendid	 it	 was	 with	 its	 red	 and	 green	 feathers,	 and	 its	 neck	 like
burnished	gold,	and	eyes	like	two	bright	stars	in	its	head.
'Bird,'	said	the	shoemaker,	'sing	me	that	song	again.'



'Nay,'	answered	 the	bird,	 'I	do	not	sing	 twice	for	nothing;	you	must	give	me
something.'
'Wife,'	said	the	man,	'go	into	the	garret;	on	the	upper	shelf	you	will	see	a	pair

of	red	shoes;	bring	them	to	me.'	The	wife	went	in	and	fetched	the	shoes.
'There,	bird,'	said	the	shoemaker,	'now	sing	me	that	song	again.'
The	bird	flew	down	and	took	the	red	shoes	in	his	left	claw,	and	then	he	went

back	to	the	roof	and	sang:
{verse
'My	mother	killed	her	little	son;
My	father	grieved	when	I	was	gone;
My	sister	loved	me	best	of	all;
She	laid	her	kerchief	over	me,
And	took	my	bones	that	they	might	lie
Underneath	the	juniper-tree
Kywitt,	Kywitt,	what	a	beautiful	bird	am	I!'
{verse
When	he	had	finished,	he	flew	away.	He	had	the	chain	in	his	right	claw	and

the	shoes	in	his	left,	and	he	flew	right	away	to	a	mill,	and	the	mill	went	 'Click
clack,	click	clack,	click	clack.'	 Inside	 the	mill	were	 twenty	of	 the	miller's	men
hewing	a	stone,	and	as	they	went	'Hick	hack,	hick	hack,	hick	hack,'	the	mill	went
'Click	clack,	click	clack,	click	clack.'
The	bird	settled	on	a	lime-tree	in	front	of	the	mill	and	sang:
{verse
'My	mother	killed	her	little	son;
{verse
then	one	of	the	men	left	off,
{verse
My	father	grieved	when	I	was	gone;
{verse
two	more	men	left	off	and	listened,
{verse
My	sister	loved	me	best	of	all;
{verse
then	four	more	left	off,
{verse
She	laid	her	kerchief	over	me,
And	took	my	bones	that	they	might	lie
{verse
now	there	were	only	eight	at	work,



{verse
Underneath
{verse
And	now	only	five,
the	juniper-tree.
and	now	only	one,
{verse
Kywitt,	Kywitt,	what	a	beautiful	bird	am	I!'
{verse
then	he	looked	up	and	the	last	one	had	left	off	work.
'Bird,'	he	said,	'what	a	beautiful	song	that	is	you	sing!	Let	me	hear	it	too;	sing

it	again.'
'Nay,'	 answered	 the	 bird,	 'I	 do	 not	 sing	 twice	 for	 nothing;	 give	 me	 that

millstone,	and	I	will	sing	it	again.'
'If	it	belonged	to	me	alone,'	said	the	man,	'you	should	have	it.'
'Yes,	yes,'	said	the	others:	'if	he	will	sing	again,	he	can	have	it.'
The	bird	came	down,	and	all	the	twenty	millers	set	to	and	lifted	up	the	stone

with	a	beam;	then	the	bird	put	his	head	through	the	hole	and	took	the	stone	round
his	neck	like	a	collar,	and	flew	back	with	it	to	the	tree	and	sang—
{verse
'My	mother	killed	her	little	son;
My	father	grieved	when	I	was	gone;
My	sister	loved	me	best	of	all;
She	laid	her	kerchief	over	me,
And	took	my	bones	that	they	might	lie
Underneath	the	juniper-tree
Kywitt,	Kywitt,	what	a	beautiful	bird	am	I!'
{verse
And	when	he	had	finished	his	song,	he	spread	his	wings,	and	with	the	chain	in

his	 right	 claw,	 the	 shoes	 in	 his	 left,	 and	 the	millstone	 round	his	 neck,	 he	 flew
right	away	to	his	father's	house.
The	father,	the	mother,	and	little	Marleen	were	having	their	dinner.
'How	lighthearted	I	feel,'	said	the	father,	'so	pleased	and	cheerful.'
'And	 I,'	 said	 the	mother,	 'I	 feel	 so	 uneasy,	 as	 if	 a	 heavy	 thunderstorm	were

coming.'
But	little	Marleen	sat	and	wept	and	wept.
Then	the	bird	came	flying	towards	the	house	and	settled	on	the	roof.
'I	do	feel	so	happy,'	said	the	father,	'and	how	beautifully	the	sun	shines;	I	feel

just	as	if	I	were	going	to	see	an	old	friend	again.'



'Ah!'	said	the	wife,	 'and	I	am	so	full	of	distress	and	uneasiness	that	my	teeth
chatter,	and	I	feel	as	if	there	were	a	fire	in	my	veins,'	and	she	tore	open	her	dress;
and	all	the	while	little	Marleen	sat	in	the	corner	and	wept,	and	the	plate	on	her
knees	was	wet	with	her	tears.
The	bird	now	flew	to	the	juniper-tree	and	began	singing:
{verse
'My	mother	killed	her	little	son;
{verse
the	mother	shut	her	eyes	and	her	ears,	that	she	might	see	and	hear	nothing,	but

there	was	a	roaring	sound	in	her	ears	like	that	of	a	violent	storm,	and	in	her	eyes
a	burning	and	flashing	like	lightning:
{verse
My	father	grieved	when	I	was	gone;
{verse
'Look,	 mother,'	 said	 the	 man,	 'at	 the	 beautiful	 bird	 that	 is	 singing	 so

magnificently;	and	how	warm	and	bright	the	sun	is,	and	what	a	delicious	scent	of
spice	in	the	air!'
{verse
My	sister	loved	me	best	of	all;
{verse
then	little	Marleen	laid	her	head	down	on	her	knees	and	sobbed.
'I	must	go	outside	and	see	the	bird	nearer,'	said	the	man.
'Ah,	do	not	go!'	cried	the	wife.	'I	feel	as	if	the	whole	house	were	in	flames!'
But	the	man	went	out	and	looked	at	the	bird.
{verse
She	laid	her	kerchief	over	me,
And	took	my	bones	that	they	might	lie
Underneath	the	juniper-tree
Kywitt,	Kywitt,	what	a	beautiful	bird	am	I!'
{verse
With	that	the	bird	let	fall	the	gold	chain,	and	it	fell	just	round	the	man's	neck,

so	that	it	fitted	him	exactly.
He	went	inside,	and	said,	 'See,	what	a	splendid	bird	that	is;	he	has	given	me

this	beautiful	gold	chain,	and	looks	so	beautiful	himself.'
But	 the	wife	was	 in	such	fear	and	 trouble,	 that	she	fell	on	 the	floor,	and	her

cap	fell	from	her	head.
Then	the	bird	began	again:
{verse
'My	mother	killed	her	little	son;



{verse
'Ah	me!'	cried	the	wife,	'if	I	were	but	a	thousand	feet	beneath	the	earth,	that	I

might	not	hear	that	song.'
{verse
My	father	grieved	when	I	was	gone;
{verse
then	the	woman	fell	down	again	as	if	dead.
{verse
My	sister	loved	me	best	of	all;
{verse
'Well,'	 said	 little	Marleen,	 'I	will	go	out	 too	and	see	 if	 the	bird	will	give	me

anything.'
So	she	went	out.
{verse
She	laid	her	kerchief	over	me,
And	took	my	bones	that	they	might	lie
{verse
and	he	threw	down	the	shoes	to	her,
{verse
Underneath	the	juniper-tree
Kywitt,	Kywitt,	what	a	beautiful	bird	am	I!'
{verse
And	 she	 now	 felt	 quite	 happy	 and	 lighthearted;	 she	 put	 on	 the	 shoes	 and

danced	and	jumped	about	in	them.	 'I	was	so	miserable,'	she	said,	 'when	I	came
out,	but	that	has	all	passed	away;	that	is	indeed	a	splendid	bird,	and	he	has	given
me	a	pair	of	red	shoes.'
The	wife	sprang	up,	with	her	hair	standing	out	from	her	head	 like	flames	of

fire.	'Then	I	will	go	out	too,'	she	said,	'and	see	if	it	will	lighten	my	misery,	for	I
feel	as	if	the	world	were	coming	to	an	end.'
But	as	she	crossed	the	threshold,	crash!	the	bird	threw	the	millstone	down	on

her	head,	and	she	was	crushed	to	death.
The	father	and	little	Marleen	heard	the	sound	and	ran	out,	but	they	only	saw

mist	and	flame	and	fire	rising	from	the	spot,	and	when	these	had	passed,	 there
stood	 the	 little	 brother,	 and	 he	 took	 the	 father	 and	 little	Marleen	 by	 the	 hand;
then	 they	 all	 three	 rejoiced,	 and	 went	 inside	 together	 and	 sat	 down	 to	 their
dinners	and	ate.



The	Turnip

There	were	two	brothers	who	were	both	soldiers;	the	one	was	rich	and	the	other
poor.	The	poor	man	thought	he	would	try	to	better	himself;	so,	pulling	off	his	red
coat,	he	became	a	gardener,	and	dug	his	ground	well,	and	sowed	turnips.
When	 the	 seed	came	up,	 there	was	one	plant	bigger	 than	all	 the	 rest;	 and	 it

kept	getting	larger	and	larger,	and	seemed	as	if	it	would	never	cease	growing;	so
that	 it	might	have	been	called	 the	prince	of	 turnips	 for	 there	never	was	 such	a
one	seen	before,	and	never	will	again.	At	 last	 it	was	so	big	that	 it	 filled	a	cart,
and	two	oxen	could	hardly	draw	it;	and	the	gardener	knew	not	what	in	the	world
to	do	with	it,	nor	whether	it	would	be	a	blessing	or	a	curse	to	him.	One	day	he
said	 to	himself,	 'What	shall	 I	do	with	 it?	 if	 I	 sell	 it,	 it	will	bring	no	more	 than
another;	 and	 for	 eating,	 the	 little	 turnips	 are	 better	 than	 this;	 the	 best	 thing
perhaps	is	to	carry	it	and	give	it	to	the	king	as	a	mark	of	respect.'
Then	he	yoked	his	oxen,	and	drew	the	turnip	to	the	court,	and	gave	it	 to	 the

king.	'What	a	wonderful	thing!'	said	the	king;	'I	have	seen	many	strange	things,
but	such	a	monster	as	this	I	never	saw.	Where	did	you	get	the	seed?	or	is	it	only
your	 good	 luck?	 If	 so,	 you	 are	 a	 true	 child	 of	 fortune.'	 'Ah,	 no!'	 answered	 the
gardener,	 'I	 am	 no	 child	 of	 fortune;	 I	 am	 a	 poor	 soldier,	who	 never	 could	 get
enough	 to	 live	 upon;	 so	 I	 laid	 aside	my	 red	 coat,	 and	 set	 to	work,	 tilling	 the
ground.	I	have	a	brother,	who	is	rich,	and	your	majesty	knows	him	well,	and	all
the	world	knows	him;	but	because	I	am	poor,	everybody	forgets	me.'
The	king	then	took	pity	on	him,	and	said,	'You	shall	be	poor	no	longer.	I	will

give	you	so	much	that	you	shall	be	even	richer	than	your	brother.'	Then	he	gave
him	gold	and	 lands	and	flocks,	and	made	him	so	rich	 that	his	brother's	 fortune
could	not	at	all	be	compared	with	his.
When	the	brother	heard	of	all	this,	and	how	a	turnip	had	made	the	gardener	so

rich,	he	envied	him	sorely,	and	bethought	himself	how	he	could	contrive	to	get
the	 same	 good	 fortune	 for	 himself.	 However,	 he	 determined	 to	 manage	 more
cleverly	than	his	brother,	and	got	together	a	rich	present	of	gold	and	fine	horses
for	 the	king;	 and	 thought	 he	must	 have	 a	much	 larger	 gift	 in	 return;	 for	 if	 his
brother	had	received	so	much	for	only	a	turnip,	what	must	his	present	be	wroth?
The	king	took	the	gift	very	graciously,	and	said	he	knew	not	what	to	give	in

return	 more	 valuable	 and	 wonderful	 than	 the	 great	 turnip;	 so	 the	 soldier	 was
forced	to	put	it	into	a	cart,	and	drag	it	home	with	him.	When	he	reached	home,
he	 knew	 not	 upon	 whom	 to	 vent	 his	 rage	 and	 spite;	 and	 at	 length	 wicked
thoughts	came	into	his	head,	and	he	resolved	to	kill	his	brother.
So	he	hired	some	villains	to	murder	him;	and	having	shown	them	where	to	lie



in	ambush,	he	went	to	his	brother,	and	said,	'Dear	brother,	I	have	found	a	hidden
treasure;	 let	 us	 go	 and	 dig	 it	 up,	 and	 share	 it	 between	 us.'	 The	 other	 had	 no
suspicions	of	his	roguery:	so	they	went	out	together,	and	as	they	were	travelling
along,	the	murderers	rushed	out	upon	him,	bound	him,	and	were	going	to	hang
him	on	a	tree.
But	whilst	they	were	getting	all	ready,	they	heard	the	trampling	of	a	horse	at	a

distance,	 which	 so	 frightened	 them	 that	 they	 pushed	 their	 prisoner	 neck	 and
shoulders	 together	 into	a	 sack,	and	swung	him	up	by	a	cord	 to	 the	 tree,	where
they	left	him	dangling,	and	ran	away.	Meantime	he	worked	and	worked	away,	till
he	made	a	hole	large	enough	to	put	out	his	head.
When	the	horseman	came	up,	he	proved	to	be	a	student,	a	merry	fellow,	who

was	journeying	along	on	his	nag,	and	singing	as	he	went.	As	soon	as	the	man	in
the	 sack	 saw	 him	 passing	 under	 the	 tree,	 he	 cried	 out,	 'Good	 morning!	 good
morning	 to	 thee,	my	friend!'	The	student	 looked	about	everywhere;	and	seeing
no	one,	and	not	knowing	where	the	voice	came	from,	cried	out,	'Who	calls	me?'
Then	the	man	in	the	tree	answered,	'Lift	up	thine	eyes,	for	behold	here	I	sit	in

the	 sack	 of	wisdom;	 here	 have	 I,	 in	 a	 short	 time,	 learned	 great	 and	wondrous
things.	Compared	to	this	seat,	all	 the	learning	of	 the	schools	 is	as	empty	air.	A
little	longer,	and	I	shall	know	all	that	man	can	know,	and	shall	come	forth	wiser
than	the	wisest	of	mankind.	Here	I	discern	the	signs	and	motions	of	the	heavens
and	 the	 stars;	 the	 laws	 that	 control	 the	winds;	 the	 number	 of	 the	 sands	 on	 the
seashore;	 the	 healing	 of	 the	 sick;	 the	 virtues	 of	 all	 simples,	 of	 birds,	 and	 of
precious	 stones.	Wert	 thou	 but	 once	 here,	my	 friend,	 though	wouldst	 feel	 and
own	the	power	of	knowledge.
The	student	listened	to	all	this	and	wondered	much;	at	last	he	said,	'Blessed	be

the	day	and	hour	when	I	found	you;	cannot	you	contrive	to	let	me	into	the	sack
for	a	little	while?'	Then	the	other	answered,	as	if	very	unwillingly,	'A	little	space
I	may	allow	thee	to	sit	here,	if	thou	wilt	reward	me	well	and	entreat	me	kindly;
but	thou	must	tarry	yet	an	hour	below,	till	I	have	learnt	some	little	matters	that
are	yet	unknown	to	me.'
So	the	student	sat	himself	down	and	waited	a	while;	but	the	time	hung	heavy

upon	him,	and	he	begged	earnestly	that	he	might	ascend	forthwith,	for	his	thirst
for	knowledge	was	great.	Then	the	other	pretended	to	give	way,	and	said,	'Thou
must	 let	 the	 sack	 of	wisdom	 descend,	 by	 untying	 yonder	 cord,	 and	 then	 thou
shalt	enter.'	So	the	student	let	him	down,	opened	the	sack,	and	set	him	free.	'Now
then,'	cried	he,	'let	me	ascend	quickly.'	As	he	began	to	put	himself	into	the	sack
heels	first,	'Wait	a	while,'	said	the	gardener,	'that	is	not	the	way.'	Then	he	pushed
him	in	head	first,	tied	up	the	sack,	and	soon	swung	up	the	searcher	after	wisdom
dangling	in	the	air.	'How	is	it	with	thee,	friend?'	said	he,	'dost	thou	not	feel	that



wisdom	comes	unto	thee?	Rest	there	in	peace,	till	thou	art	a	wiser	man	than	thou
wert.'
So	saying,	he	trotted	off	on	the	student's	nag,	and	left	the	poor	fellow	to	gather

wisdom	till	somebody	should	come	and	let	him	down.



Clever	Hans

The	mother	of	Hans	said:
'Whither	away,	Hans?'
Hans	answered:
'To	Gretel.'
'Behave	well,	Hans.'
'Oh,	I'll	behave	well.	Goodbye,	mother.'
'Goodbye,	Hans.'
Hans	comes	to	Gretel.
'Good	day,	Gretel.'
'Good	day,	Hans.	What	do	you	bring	that	is	good?'
'I	bring	nothing,	I	want	to	have	something	given	me.'
Gretel	presents	Hans	with	a	needle,	Hans	says:
'Goodbye,	Gretel.'
'Goodbye,	Hans.'
Hans	takes	the	needle,	sticks	it	into	a	hay-cart,	and	follows	the	cart	home.
'Good	evening,	mother.'
'Good	evening,	Hans.	Where	have	you	been?'
'With	Gretel.'
'What	did	you	take	her?'
'Took	nothing;	had	something	given	me.'
'What	did	Gretel	give	you?'
'Gave	me	a	needle.'
'Where	is	the	needle,	Hans?'
'Stuck	in	the	hay-cart.'
'That	was	ill	done,	Hans.	You	should	have	stuck	the	needle	in	your	sleeve.'
'Never	mind,	I'll	do	better	next	time.'
'Whither	away,	Hans?'
'To	Gretel,	mother.'
'Behave	well,	Hans.'
'Oh,	I'll	behave	well.	Goodbye,	mother.'
'Goodbye,	Hans.'
Hans	comes	to	Gretel.
'Good	day,	Gretel.'
'Good	day,	Hans.	What	do	you	bring	that	is	good?'
'I	bring	nothing.	I	want	to	have	something	given	to	me.'
Gretel	presents	Hans	with	a	knife.



'Goodbye,	Gretel.'
'Goodbye,	Hans.'
Hans	takes	the	knife,	sticks	it	in	his	sleeve,	and	goes	home.
'Good	evening,	mother.'
'Good	evening,	Hans.	Where	have	you	been?'
'With	Gretel.'
'What	did	you	take	her?'
'Took	her	nothing,	she	gave	me	something.'
'What	did	Gretel	give	you?'
'Gave	me	a	knife.'
'Where	is	the	knife,	Hans?'
'Stuck	in	my	sleeve.'
'That's	ill	done,	Hans,	you	should	have	put	the	knife	in	your	pocket.'
'Never	mind,	will	do	better	next	time.'
'Whither	away,	Hans?'
'To	Gretel,	mother.'
'Behave	well,	Hans.'
'Oh,	I'll	behave	well.	Goodbye,	mother.'
'Goodbye,	Hans.'
Hans	comes	to	Gretel.
'Good	day,	Gretel.'
'Good	day,	Hans.	What	good	thing	do	you	bring?'
'I	bring	nothing,	I	want	something	given	me.'
Gretel	presents	Hans	with	a	young	goat.
'Goodbye,	Gretel.'
'Goodbye,	Hans.'
Hans	takes	the	goat,	ties	its	legs,	and	puts	it	in	his	pocket.	When	he	gets	home

it	is	suffocated.
'Good	evening,	mother.'
'Good	evening,	Hans.	Where	have	you	been?'
'With	Gretel.'
'What	did	you	take	her?'
'Took	nothing,	she	gave	me	something.'
'What	did	Gretel	give	you?'
'She	gave	me	a	goat.'
'Where	is	the	goat,	Hans?'
'Put	it	in	my	pocket.'
'That	was	ill	done,	Hans,	you	should	have	put	a	rope	round	the	goat's	neck.'
'Never	mind,	will	do	better	next	time.'



'Whither	away,	Hans?
'	'To	Gretel,	mother.'
'Behave	well,	Hans.'
'Oh,	I'll	behave	well.	Goodbye,	mother.'
'Goodbye,	Hans.'
Hans	comes	to	Gretel.
'Good	day,	Gretel.'
'Good	day,	Hans.	What	good	thing	do	you	bring?'
'I	bring	nothing,	I	want	something	given	me.'
Gretel	presents	Hans	with	a	piece	of	bacon.
'Goodbye,	Gretel.'
'Goodbye,	Hans.'
Hans	takes	the	bacon,	ties	it	to	a	rope,	and	drags	it	away	behind	him.	The	dogs

come	and	devour	 the	bacon.	When	he	gets	home,	he	has	 the	 rope	 in	his	hand,
and	there	is	no	longer	anything	hanging	on	to	it.
'Good	evening,	mother.'
'Good	evening,	Hans.	Where	have	you	been?'
'With	Gretel.'	'What	did	you	take	her?'
'I	took	her	nothing,	she	gave	me	something.'
'What	did	Gretel	give	you?'	'Gave	me	a	bit	of	bacon.'
'Where	is	the	bacon,	Hans?'
'I	tied	it	to	a	rope,	brought	it	home,	dogs	took	it.'
'That	was	ill	done,	Hans,	you	should	have	carried	the	bacon	on	your	head.'
'Never	mind,	will	do	better	next	time.'
'Whither	away,	Hans?'
'To	Gretel,	mother.'
'Behave	well,	Hans.'
'I'll	behave	well.	Goodbye,	mother.'
'Goodbye,	Hans.'
Hans	comes	to	Gretel.
'Good	day,	Gretel.'
'Good	day,	Hans,	What	good	thing	do	you	bring?'
'I	bring	nothing,	but	would	have	something	given.'
Gretel	presents	Hans	with	a	calf.
'Goodbye,	Gretel.'
'Goodbye,	Hans.'
Hans	takes	the	calf,	puts	it	on	his	head,	and	the	calf	kicks	his	face.
'Good	evening,	mother.'
'Good	evening,	Hans.	Where	have	you	been?'



'With	Gretel.'
'What	did	you	take	her?'
'I	took	nothing,	but	had	something	given	me.'
'What	did	Gretel	give	you?'
'A	calf.'
'Where	have	you	the	calf,	Hans?'
'I	set	it	on	my	head	and	it	kicked	my	face.'
'That	was	ill	done,	Hans,	you	should	have	led	the	calf,	and	put	it	in	the	stall.'
'Never	mind,	will	do	better	next	time.'
'Whither	away,	Hans?
'	'To	Gretel,	mother.'
'Behave	well,	Hans.'
'I'll	behave	well.	Goodbye,	mother.'
'Goodbye,	Hans.'
Hans	comes	to	Gretel.
'Good	day,	Gretel.'
'Good	day,	Hans.	What	good	thing	do	you	bring?'
'I	bring	nothing,	but	would	have	something	given.'
Gretel	says	to	Hans:
'I	will	go	with	you.'
Hans	takes	Gretel,	ties	her	to	a	rope,	leads	her	to	the	rack,	and	binds	her	fast.

Then	Hans	goes	to	his	mother.
'Good	evening,	mother.'
'Good	evening,	Hans.	Where	have	you	been?'
'With	Gretel.'
'What	did	you	take	her?'
'I	took	her	nothing.'
'What	did	Gretel	give	you?'
'She	gave	me	nothing,	she	came	with	me.'
'Where	have	you	left	Gretel?'
'I	led	her	by	the	rope,	tied	her	to	the	rack,	and	scattered	some	grass	for	her.'
'That	was	ill	done,	Hans,	you	should	have	cast	friendly	eyes	on	her.'
'Never	mind,	will	do	better.'
Hans	went	into	the	stable,	cut	out	all	 the	calves'	and	sheep's	eyes,	and	threw

them	in	Gretel's	face.	Then	Gretel	became	angry,	tore	herself	loose	and	ran	away,
and	was	no	longer	the	bride	of	Hans.



The	Three	Languages

An	 aged	 count	 once	 lived	 in	 Switzerland,	 who	 had	 an	 only	 son,	 but	 he	 was
stupid,	and	could	learn	nothing.	Then	said	the	father:	'Hark	you,	my	son,	try	as	I
will	I	can	get	nothing	into	your	head.	You	must	go	from	hence,	I	will	give	you
into	the	care	of	a	celebrated	master,	who	shall	see	what	he	can	do	with	you.'	The
youth	was	sent	into	a	strange	town,	and	remained	a	whole	year	with	the	master.
At	the	end	of	this	time,	he	came	home	again,	and	his	father	asked:	'Now,	my	son,
what	have	you	learnt?'	'Father,	I	have	learnt	what	the	dogs	say	when	they	bark.'
'Lord	have	mercy	on	us!'	cried	the	father;	'is	that	all	you	have	learnt?	I	will	send
you	 into	 another	 town,	 to	 another	 master.'	 The	 youth	 was	 taken	 thither,	 and
stayed	 a	 year	with	 this	master	 likewise.	When	 he	 came	 back	 the	 father	 again
asked:	'My	son,	what	have	you	learnt?'	He	answered:	'Father,	I	have	learnt	what
the	birds	say.'	Then	the	father	fell	 into	a	rage	and	said:	 'Oh,	you	lost	man,	you
have	spent	the	precious	time	and	learnt	nothing;	are	you	not	ashamed	to	appear
before	my	eyes?	I	will	send	you	to	a	third	master,	but	if	you	learn	nothing	this
time	also,	I	will	no	longer	be	your	father.'	The	youth	remained	a	whole	year	with
the	 third	master	 also,	 and	when	 he	 came	 home	 again,	 and	 his	 father	 inquired:
'My	son,	what	have	you	learnt?'	he	answered:	'Dear	father,	I	have	this	year	learnt
what	the	frogs	croak.'	Then	the	father	fell	into	the	most	furious	anger,	sprang	up,
called	his	people	 thither,	and	said:	 'This	man	 is	no	 longer	my	son,	 I	drive	him
forth,	and	command	you	to	take	him	out	into	the	forest,	and	kill	him.'	They	took
him	forth,	but	when	 they	should	have	killed	him,	 they	could	not	do	 it	 for	pity,
and	let	him	go,	and	they	cut	 the	eyes	and	tongue	out	of	a	deer	 that	 they	might
carry	them	to	the	old	man	as	a	token.
The	 youth	 wandered	 on,	 and	 after	 some	 time	 came	 to	 a	 fortress	 where	 he

begged	for	a	night's	lodging.	'Yes,'	said	the	lord	of	the	castle,	'if	you	will	pass	the
night	down	there	in	the	old	tower,	go	thither;	but	I	warn	you,	it	is	at	the	peril	of
your	life,	for	it	is	full	of	wild	dogs,	which	bark	and	howl	without	stopping,	and
at	certain	hours	a	man	has	to	be	given	to	them,	whom	they	at	once	devour.'	The
whole	district	was	in	sorrow	and	dismay	because	of	them,	and	yet	no	one	could
do	anything	to	stop	this.	The	youth,	however,	was	without	fear,	and	said:	'Just	let
me	 go	 down	 to	 the	 barking	 dogs,	 and	 give	me	 something	 that	 I	 can	 throw	 to
them;	 they	will	 do	nothing	 to	harm	me.'	As	he	himself	would	have	 it	 so,	 they
gave	him	some	food	for	the	wild	animals,	and	led	him	down	to	the	tower.	When
he	 went	 inside,	 the	 dogs	 did	 not	 bark	 at	 him,	 but	 wagged	 their	 tails	 quite
amicably	around	him,	ate	what	he	set	before	them,	and	did	not	hurt	one	hair	of
his	head.	Next	morning,	to	the	astonishment	of	everyone,	he	came	out	again	safe



and	unharmed,	and	said	to	the	lord	of	the	castle:	'The	dogs	have	revealed	to	me,
in	their	own	language,	why	they	dwell	there,	and	bring	evil	on	the	land.	They	are
bewitched,	and	are	obliged	to	watch	over	a	great	treasure	which	is	below	in	the
tower,	and	they	can	have	no	rest	until	it	is	taken	away,	and	I	have	likewise	learnt,
from	their	discourse,	how	that	 is	 to	be	done.'	Then	all	who	heard	this	rejoiced,
and	the	lord	of	the	castle	said	he	would	adopt	him	as	a	son	if	he	accomplished	it
successfully.	He	went	down	again,	and	as	he	knew	what	he	had	to	do,	he	did	it
thoroughly,	 and	brought	a	 chest	 full	of	gold	out	with	him.	The	howling	of	 the
wild	dogs	was	henceforth	heard	no	more;	they	had	disappeared,	and	the	country
was	freed	from	the	trouble.
After	some	time	he	took	it	in	his	head	that	he	would	travel	to	Rome.	On	the

way	he	passed	by	a	marsh,	in	which	a	number	of	frogs	were	sitting	croaking.	He
listened	to	them,	and	when	he	became	aware	of	what	they	were	saying,	he	grew
very	 thoughtful	 and	 sad.	At	 last	 he	 arrived	 in	Rome,	where	 the	 Pope	 had	 just
died,	 and	 there	was	 great	 doubt	 among	 the	 cardinals	 as	 to	whom	 they	 should
appoint	as	his	successor.	They	at	length	agreed	that	the	person	should	be	chosen
as	pope	who	should	be	distinguished	by	some	divine	and	miraculous	token.	And
just	 as	 that	 was	 decided	 on,	 the	 young	 count	 entered	 into	 the	 church,	 and
suddenly	 two	 snow-white	 doves	 flew	 on	 his	 shoulders	 and	 remained	 sitting
there.	The	ecclesiastics	recognized	therein	the	token	from	above,	and	asked	him
on	 the	 spot	 if	 he	would	be	pope.	He	was	undecided,	 and	knew	not	 if	 he	were
worthy	of	this,	but	the	doves	counselled	him	to	do	it,	and	at	length	he	said	yes.
Then	was	he	anointed	and	consecrated,	and	thus	was	fulfilled	what	he	had	heard
from	 the	 frogs	 on	 his	 way,	 which	 had	 so	 affected	 him,	 that	 he	 was	 to	 be	 his
Holiness	the	Pope.	Then	he	had	to	sing	a	mass,	and	did	not	know	one	word	of	it,
but	the	two	doves	sat	continually	on	his	shoulders,	and	said	it	all	in	his	ear.



The	Fox	and	the	Cat

It	happened	that	the	cat	met	the	fox	in	a	forest,	and	as	she	thought	to	herself:	'He
is	clever	and	full	of	experience,	and	much	esteemed	in	the	world,'	she	spoke	to
him	in	a	 friendly	way.	 'Good	day,	dear	Mr	Fox,	how	are	you?	How	is	all	with
you?	How	are	you	getting	on	in	these	hard	times?'	The	fox,	full	of	all	kinds	of
arrogance,	looked	at	the	cat	from	head	to	foot,	and	for	a	long	time	did	not	know
whether	 he	would	 give	 any	 answer	 or	 not.	At	 last	 he	 said:	 'Oh,	 you	wretched
beard-cleaner,	 you	 piebald	 fool,	 you	 hungry	 mouse-hunter,	 what	 can	 you	 be
thinking	of?	Have	you	 the	 cheek	 to	 ask	how	 I	 am	getting	on?	What	have	you
learnt?	How	many	 arts	 do	 you	 understand?'	 'I	 understand	 but	 one,'	 replied	 the
cat,	modestly.	'What	art	is	that?'	asked	the	fox.	'When	the	hounds	are	following
me,	 I	 can	 spring	 into	 a	 tree	 and	 save	myself.'	 'Is	 that	 all?'	 said	 the	 fox.	 'I	 am
master	of	 a	hundred	 arts,	 and	have	 into	 the	bargain	 a	 sackful	 of	 cunning.	You
make	me	sorry	 for	you;	come	with	me,	 I	will	 teach	you	how	people	get	 away
from	the	hounds.'	Just	then	came	a	hunter	with	four	dogs.	The	cat	sprang	nimbly
up	 a	 tree,	 and	 sat	 down	 at	 the	 top	 of	 it,	where	 the	 branches	 and	 foliage	 quite
concealed	her.	 'Open	your	sack,	Mr	Fox,	open	your	sack,'	cried	 the	cat	 to	him,
but	 the	dogs	had	already	seized	him,	and	were	holding	him	fast.	 'Ah,	Mr	Fox,'
cried	the	cat.	'You	with	your	hundred	arts	are	left	in	the	lurch!	Had	you	been	able
to	climb	like	me,	you	would	not	have	lost	your	life.'



The	Four	Clever	Brothers

'Dear	children,'	said	a	poor	man	to	his	four	sons,	'I	have	nothing	to	give	you;	you
must	go	out	into	the	wide	world	and	try	your	luck.	Begin	by	learning	some	craft
or	another,	and	see	how	you	can	get	on.'	So	the	four	brothers	took	their	walking-
sticks	in	their	hands,	and	their	little	bundles	on	their	shoulders,	and	after	bidding
their	 father	 goodbye,	went	 all	 out	 at	 the	 gate	 together.	When	 they	 had	 got	 on
some	way	they	came	to	four	crossways,	each	leading	to	a	different	country.	Then
the	eldest	said,	'Here	we	must	part;	but	this	day	four	years	we	will	come	back	to
this	spot,	and	in	the	meantime	each	must	try	what	he	can	do	for	himself.'
So	each	brother	went	his	way;	and	as	the	eldest	was	hastening	on	a	man	met

him,	and	asked	him	where	he	was	going,	and	what	he	wanted.	'I	am	going	to	try
my	 luck	 in	 the	world,	 and	 should	 like	 to	begin	by	 learning	 some	art	 or	 trade,'
answered	he.	'Then,'	said	the	man,	'go	with	me,	and	I	will	teach	you	to	become
the	 cunningest	 thief	 that	 ever	 was.'	 'No,'	 said	 the	 other,	 'that	 is	 not	 an	 honest
calling,	and	what	can	one	look	to	earn	by	it	in	the	end	but	the	gallows?'	'Oh!'	said
the	man,	 'you	need	not	fear	the	gallows;	for	I	will	only	teach	you	to	steal	what
will	be	 fair	game:	 I	meddle	with	nothing	but	what	no	one	else	can	get	or	care
anything	about,	and	where	no	one	can	find	you	out.'	So	the	young	man	agreed	to
follow	 his	 trade,	 and	 he	 soon	 showed	 himself	 so	 clever,	 that	 nothing	 could
escape	him	that	he	had	once	set	his	mind	upon.
The	 second	 brother	 also	met	 a	man,	who,	when	 he	 found	 out	what	 he	was

setting	out	upon,	asked	him	what	craft	he	meant	to	follow.	 'I	do	not	know	yet,'
said	he.	'Then	come	with	me,	and	be	a	star-gazer.	It	is	a	noble	art,	for	nothing	can
be	hidden	from	you,	when	once	you	understand	the	stars.'	The	plan	pleased	him
much,	and	he	soon	became	such	a	skilful	star-gazer,	that	when	he	had	served	out
his	time,	and	wanted	to	leave	his	master,	he	gave	him	a	glass,	and	said,	'With	this
you	can	see	all	that	is	passing	in	the	sky	and	on	earth,	and	nothing	can	be	hidden
from	you.'
The	third	brother	met	a	huntsman,	who	took	him	with	him,	and	taught	him	so

well	all	that	belonged	to	hunting,	that	he	became	very	clever	in	the	craft	of	the
woods;	and	when	he	left	his	master	he	gave	him	a	bow,	and	said,	'Whatever	you
shoot	at	with	this	bow	you	will	be	sure	to	hit.'
The	youngest	brother	likewise	met	a	man	who	asked	him	what	he	wished	to

do.	 'Would	not	you	like,'	said	he,	 'to	be	a	tailor?'	 'Oh,	no!'	said	the	young	man;
'sitting	 cross-legged	 from	morning	 to	 night,	 working	 backwards	 and	 forwards
with	a	needle	and	goose,	will	never	suit	me.'	'Oh!'	answered	the	man,	'that	is	not
my	sort	of	tailoring;	come	with	me,	and	you	will	learn	quite	another	kind	of	craft



from	 that.'	 Not	 knowing	 what	 better	 to	 do,	 he	 came	 into	 the	 plan,	 and	 learnt
tailoring	from	the	beginning;	and	when	he	left	his	master,	he	gave	him	a	needle,
and	said,	 'You	can	sew	anything	with	this,	be	 it	as	soft	as	an	egg	or	as	hard	as
steel;	and	the	joint	will	be	so	fine	that	no	seam	will	be	seen.'
After	the	space	of	four	years,	at	the	time	agreed	upon,	the	four	brothers	met	at

the	 four	 cross-roads;	 and	 having	 welcomed	 each	 other,	 set	 off	 towards	 their
father's	home,	where	they	told	him	all	that	had	happened	to	them,	and	how	each
had	learned	some	craft.
Then,	one	day,	as	they	were	sitting	before	the	house	under	a	very	high	tree,	the

father	 said,	 'I	 should	 like	 to	 try	 what	 each	 of	 you	 can	 do	 in	 this	 way.'	 So	 he
looked	 up,	 and	 said	 to	 the	 second	 son,	 'At	 the	 top	 of	 this	 tree	 there	 is	 a
chaffinch's	nest;	tell	me	how	many	eggs	there	are	in	it.'	The	star-gazer	took	his
glass,	 looked	up,	 and	 said,	 'Five.'	 'Now,'	 said	 the	 father	 to	 the	eldest	 son,	 'take
away	 the	 eggs	 without	 letting	 the	 bird	 that	 is	 sitting	 upon	 them	 and	 hatching
them	know	anything	of	what	you	are	doing.'	So	the	cunning	thief	climbed	up	the
tree,	 and	 brought	 away	 to	 his	 father	 the	 five	 eggs	 from	 under	 the	 bird;	 and	 it
never	 saw	or	 felt	what	 he	was	 doing,	 but	 kept	 sitting	 on	 at	 its	 ease.	Then	 the
father	took	the	eggs,	and	put	one	on	each	corner	of	the	table,	and	the	fifth	in	the
middle,	and	said	to	the	huntsman,	'Cut	all	the	eggs	in	two	pieces	at	one	shot.'	The
huntsman	took	up	his	bow,	and	at	one	shot	struck	all	the	five	eggs	as	his	father
wished.
'Now	 comes	 your	 turn,'	 said	 he	 to	 the	 young	 tailor;	 'sew	 the	 eggs	 and	 the

young	birds	in	them	together	again,	so	neatly	that	the	shot	shall	have	done	them
no	harm.'	Then	the	tailor	took	his	needle,	and	sewed	the	eggs	as	he	was	told;	and
when	he	had	done,	the	thief	was	sent	to	take	them	back	to	the	nest,	and	put	them
under	 the	 bird	 without	 its	 knowing	 it.	 Then	 she	 went	 on	 sitting,	 and	 hatched
them:	and	in	a	few	days	they	crawled	out,	and	had	only	a	little	red	streak	across
their	necks,	where	the	tailor	had	sewn	them	together.
'Well	done,	 sons!'	 said	 the	old	man;	 'you	have	made	good	use	of	your	 time,

and	 learnt	 something	worth	 the	 knowing;	 but	 I	 am	 sure	 I	 do	 not	 know	which
ought	 to	have	 the	prize.	Oh,	 that	a	 time	might	soon	come	for	you	 to	 turn	your
skill	to	some	account!'
Not	 long	 after	 this	 there	 was	 a	 great	 bustle	 in	 the	 country;	 for	 the	 king's

daughter	had	been	carried	off	by	a	mighty	dragon,	and	the	king	mourned	over	his
loss	 day	 and	night,	 and	made	 it	 known	 that	whoever	 brought	 her	 back	 to	 him
should	have	her	for	a	wife.	Then	the	four	brothers	said	to	each	other,	'Here	is	a
chance	for	us;	let	us	try	what	we	can	do.'	And	they	agreed	to	see	whether	they
could	not	set	the	princess	free.	'I	will	soon	find	out	where	she	is,	however,'	said
the	star-gazer,	as	he	 looked	 through	his	glass;	and	he	soon	cried	out,	 'I	see	her



afar	 off,	 sitting	 upon	 a	 rock	 in	 the	 sea,	 and	 I	 can	 spy	 the	 dragon	 close	 by,
guarding	her.'	Then	he	went	to	the	king,	and	asked	for	a	ship	for	himself	and	his
brothers;	and	they	sailed	together	over	the	sea,	till	they	came	to	the	right	place.
There	they	found	the	princess	sitting,	as	the	star-gazer	had	said,	on	the	rock;	and
the	dragon	was	lying	asleep,	with	his	head	upon	her	lap.	'I	dare	not	shoot	at	him,'
said	the	huntsman,	 'for	I	should	kill	 the	beautiful	young	lady	also.'	 'Then	I	will
try	my	skill,'	said	the	thief,	and	went	and	stole	her	away	from	under	the	dragon,
so	quietly	and	gently	that	the	beast	did	not	know	it,	but	went	on	snoring.
Then	away	 they	hastened	with	her	 full	of	 joy	 in	 their	boat	 towards	 the	ship;

but	soon	came	the	dragon	roaring	behind	them	through	the	air;	for	he	awoke	and
missed	the	princess.	But	when	he	got	over	the	boat,	and	wanted	to	pounce	upon
them	 and	 carry	 off	 the	 princess,	 the	 huntsman	 took	 up	 his	 bow	 and	 shot	 him
straight	through	the	heart	so	that	he	fell	down	dead.	They	were	still	not	safe;	for
he	was	 such	 a	 great	 beast	 that	 in	 his	 fall	 he	 overset	 the	 boat,	 and	 they	 had	 to
swim	in	the	open	sea	upon	a	few	planks.	So	the	tailor	took	his	needle,	and	with	a
few	large	stitches	put	some	of	the	planks	together;	and	he	sat	down	upon	these,
and	 sailed	 about	 and	gathered	up	 all	 pieces	 of	 the	boat;	 and	 then	 tacked	 them
together	so	quickly	that	the	boat	was	soon	ready,	and	they	then	reached	the	ship
and	got	home	safe.
When	 they	 had	 brought	 home	 the	 princess	 to	 her	 father,	 there	 was	 great

rejoicing;	and	he	said	to	the	four	brothers,	'One	of	you	shall	marry	her,	but	you
must	 settle	 amongst	 yourselves	 which	 it	 is	 to	 be.'	 Then	 there	 arose	 a	 quarrel
between	 them;	and	 the	 star-gazer	 said,	 'If	 I	 had	not	 found	 the	princess	out,	 all
your	 skill	 would	 have	 been	 of	 no	 use;	 therefore	 she	 ought	 to	 be	mine.'	 'Your
seeing	her	would	have	been	of	no	use,'	said	the	thief,	'if	I	had	not	taken	her	away
from	 the	 dragon;	 therefore	 she	 ought	 to	 be	 mine.'	 'No,	 she	 is	 mine,'	 said	 the
huntsman;	 'for	if	I	had	not	killed	the	dragon,	he	would,	after	all,	have	torn	you
and	the	princess	into	pieces.'	'And	if	I	had	not	sewn	the	boat	together	again,'	said
the	 tailor,	 'you	would	 all	 have	 been	 drowned,	 therefore	 she	 is	mine.'	 Then	 the
king	put	 in	a	word,	 and	 said,	 'Each	of	you	 is	 right;	 and	as	all	 cannot	have	 the
young	lady,	the	best	way	is	for	neither	of	you	to	have	her:	for	the	truth	is,	there	is
somebody	she	likes	a	great	deal	better.	But	to	make	up	for	your	loss,	I	will	give
each	of	you,	as	a	reward	for	his	skill,	half	a	kingdom.'	So	the	brothers	agreed	that
this	plan	would	be	much	better	 than	either	quarrelling	or	marrying	a	 lady	who
had	no	mind	to	have	them.	And	the	king	then	gave	to	each	half	a	kingdom,	as	he
had	said;	and	they	lived	very	happily	the	rest	of	their	days,	and	took	good	care	of
their	father;	and	somebody	took	better	care	of	the	young	lady,	than	to	let	either
the	dragon	or	one	of	the	craftsmen	have	her	again.



Lily	and	the	Lion

A	merchant,	who	had	three	daughters,	was	once	setting	out	upon	a	journey;	but
before	he	went	he	asked	each	daughter	what	gift	he	should	bring	back	for	her.
The	eldest	wished	for	pearls;	the	second	for	jewels;	but	the	third,	who	was	called
Lily,	said,	'Dear	father,	bring	me	a	rose.'	Now	it	was	no	easy	task	to	find	a	rose,
for	 it	was	 the	middle	of	winter;	yet	 as	 she	was	his	prettiest	daughter,	 and	was
very	fond	of	flowers,	her	father	said	he	would	try	what	he	could	do.	So	he	kissed
all	three,	and	bid	them	goodbye.
And	when	the	time	came	for	him	to	go	home,	he	had	bought	pearls	and	jewels

for	the	two	eldest,	but	he	had	sought	everywhere	in	vain	for	the	rose;	and	when
he	went	into	any	garden	and	asked	for	such	a	thing,	the	people	laughed	at	him,
and	asked	him	whether	he	 thought	 roses	grew	 in	 snow.	This	grieved	him	very
much,	for	Lily	was	his	dearest	child;	and	as	he	was	journeying	home,	 thinking
what	he	should	bring	her,	he	came	to	a	fine	castle;	and	around	the	castle	was	a
garden,	in	one	half	of	which	it	seemed	to	be	summer-time	and	in	the	other	half
winter.	 On	 one	 side	 the	 finest	 flowers	 were	 in	 full	 bloom,	 and	 on	 the	 other
everything	 looked	 dreary	 and	 buried	 in	 the	 snow.	 'A	 lucky	 hit!'	 said	 he,	 as	 he
called	to	his	servant,	and	told	him	to	go	to	a	beautiful	bed	of	roses	that	was	there,
and	bring	him	away	one	of	the	finest	flowers.
This	done,	they	were	riding	away	well	pleased,	when	up	sprang	a	fierce	lion,

and	roared	out,	'Whoever	has	stolen	my	roses	shall	be	eaten	up	alive!'	Then	the
man	said,	'I	knew	not	that	the	garden	belonged	to	you;	can	nothing	save	my	life?'
'No!'	said	the	lion,	'nothing,	unless	you	undertake	to	give	me	whatever	meets	you
on	your	return	home;	if	you	agree	to	this,	I	will	give	you	your	life,	and	the	rose
too	for	your	daughter.'	But	the	man	was	unwilling	to	do	so	and	said,	 'It	may	be
my	youngest	daughter,	who	loves	me	most,	and	always	runs	to	meet	me	when	I
go	home.'	Then	the	servant	was	greatly	frightened,	and	said,	'It	may	perhaps	be
only	a	cat	or	a	dog.'	And	at	last	the	man	yielded	with	a	heavy	heart,	and	took	the
rose;	 and	 said	 he	 would	 give	 the	 lion	 whatever	 should	 meet	 him	 first	 on	 his
return.
And	 as	 he	 came	near	 home,	 it	was	Lily,	 his	 youngest	 and	 dearest	 daughter,

that	met	him;	she	came	running,	and	kissed	him,	and	welcomed	him	home;	and
when	she	saw	that	he	had	brought	her	the	rose,	she	was	still	more	glad.	But	her
father	began	to	be	very	sorrowful,	and	to	weep,	saying,	'Alas,	my	dearest	child!	I
have	bought	this	flower	at	a	high	price,	for	I	have	said	I	would	give	you	to	a	wild
lion;	and	when	he	has	you,	he	will	tear	you	in	pieces,	and	eat	you.'	Then	he	told
her	all	that	had	happened,	and	said	she	should	not	go,	let	what	would	happen.



But	she	comforted	him,	and	said,	'Dear	father,	the	word	you	have	given	must
be	kept;	I	will	go	to	the	lion,	and	soothe	him:	perhaps	he	will	let	me	come	safe
home	again.'
The	 next	morning	 she	 asked	 the	way	 she	was	 to	 go,	 and	 took	 leave	 of	 her

father,	 and	 went	 forth	 with	 a	 bold	 heart	 into	 the	 wood.	 But	 the	 lion	 was	 an
enchanted	prince.	By	day	he	and	all	his	court	were	lions,	but	in	the	evening	they
took	their	right	forms	again.	And	when	Lily	came	to	the	castle,	he	welcomed	her
so	courteously	 that	 she	agreed	 to	marry	him.	The	wedding-feast	was	held,	and
they	lived	happily	together	a	long	time.	The	prince	was	only	to	be	seen	as	soon
as	evening	came,	and	then	he	held	his	court;	but	every	morning	he	left	his	bride,
and	went	away	by	himself,	she	knew	not	whither,	till	the	night	came	again.
After	some	time	he	said	to	her,	 'Tomorrow	there	will	be	a	great	feast	in	your

father's	house,	for	your	eldest	sister	is	to	be	married;	and	if	you	wish	to	go	and
visit	her	my	lions	shall	lead	you	thither.'	Then	she	rejoiced	much	at	the	thoughts
of	 seeing	 her	 father	 once	more,	 and	 set	 out	with	 the	 lions;	 and	 everyone	was
overjoyed	to	see	her,	for	they	had	thought	her	dead	long	since.	But	she	told	them
how	happy	she	was,	and	stayed	till	the	feast	was	over,	and	then	went	back	to	the
wood.
Her	second	sister	was	soon	after	married,	and	when	Lily	was	asked	to	go	to

the	wedding,	she	said	to	the	prince,	'I	will	not	go	alone	this	time—you	must	go
with	me.'	But	he	would	not,	and	said	that	it	would	be	a	very	hazardous	thing;	for
if	 the	 least	 ray	 of	 the	 torch-light	 should	 fall	 upon	 him	his	 enchantment	would
become	 still	 worse,	 for	 he	 should	 be	 changed	 into	 a	 dove,	 and	 be	 forced	 to
wander	 about	 the	world	 for	 seven	 long	years.	However,	 she	gave	him	no	 rest,
and	said	she	would	take	care	no	light	should	fall	upon	him.	So	at	last	they	set	out
together,	 and	 took	with	 them	 their	 little	 child;	 and	 she	 chose	 a	 large	 hall	with
thick	 walls	 for	 him	 to	 sit	 in	 while	 the	 wedding-torches	 were	 lighted;	 but,
unluckily,	no	one	saw	that	there	was	a	crack	in	the	door.	Then	the	wedding	was
held	with	great	pomp,	but	as	the	train	came	from	the	church,	and	passed	with	the
torches	 before	 the	 hall,	 a	 very	 small	 ray	 of	 light	 fell	 upon	 the	 prince.	 In	 a
moment	 he	 disappeared,	 and	when	 his	 wife	 came	 in	 and	 looked	 for	 him,	 she
found	only	a	white	dove;	and	it	said	to	her,	'Seven	years	must	I	fly	up	and	down
over	the	face	of	the	earth,	but	every	now	and	then	I	will	let	fall	a	white	feather,
that	will	show	you	the	way	I	am	going;	follow	it,	and	at	last	you	may	overtake
and	set	me	free.'
This	said,	he	flew	out	at	the	door,	and	poor	Lily	followed;	and	every	now	and

then	a	white	feather	fell,	and	showed	her	the	way	she	was	to	journey.	Thus	she
went	roving	on	through	the	wide	world,	and	looked	neither	to	the	right	hand	nor
to	 the	 left,	 nor	 took	 any	 rest,	 for	 seven	years.	Then	 she	began	 to	be	glad,	 and



thought	 to	 herself	 that	 the	 time	was	 fast	 coming	when	 all	 her	 troubles	 should
end;	yet	repose	was	still	far	off,	for	one	day	as	she	was	travelling	on	she	missed
the	white	 feather,	 and	when	 she	 lifted	 up	 her	 eyes	 she	 could	 nowhere	 see	 the
dove.	'Now,'	thought	she	to	herself,	 'no	aid	of	man	can	be	of	use	to	me.'	So	she
went	 to	 the	 sun	 and	 said,	 'Thou	 shinest	 everywhere,	 on	 the	 hill's	 top	 and	 the
valley's	depth—hast	 thou	anywhere	seen	my	white	dove?'	 'No,'	 said	 the	sun,	 'I
have	not	 seen	 it;	but	 I	will	give	 thee	a	casket—open	 it	when	 thy	hour	of	need
comes.'
So	she	thanked	the	sun,	and	went	on	her	way	till	eventide;	and	when	the	moon

arose,	she	cried	unto	it,	and	said,	'Thou	shinest	through	the	night,	over	field	and
grove—hast	 thou	nowhere	seen	my	white	dove?'	 'No,'	said	 the	moon,	 'I	cannot
help	thee	but	I	will	give	thee	an	egg—break	it	when	need	comes.'
Then	 she	 thanked	 the	moon,	 and	went	 on	 till	 the	 night-wind	 blew;	 and	 she

raised	up	her	voice	 to	 it,	and	said,	 'Thou	blowest	 through	every	tree	and	under
every	leaf—hast	thou	not	seen	my	white	dove?'	'No,'	said	the	night-wind,	'but	I
will	ask	three	other	winds;	perhaps	they	have	seen	it.'	Then	the	east	wind	and	the
west	wind	came,	 and	 said	 they	 too	had	not	 seen	 it,	 but	 the	 south	wind	 said,	 'I
have	seen	the	white	dove—he	has	fled	to	the	Red	Sea,	and	is	changed	once	more
into	a	lion,	for	the	seven	years	are	passed	away,	and	there	he	is	fighting	with	a
dragon;	and	the	dragon	is	an	enchanted	princess,	who	seeks	to	separate	him	from
you.'	Then	the	night-wind	said,	'I	will	give	thee	counsel.	Go	to	the	Red	Sea;	on
the	 right	 shore	 stand	 many	 rods—count	 them,	 and	 when	 thou	 comest	 to	 the
eleventh,	break	it	off,	and	smite	the	dragon	with	it;	and	so	the	lion	will	have	the
victory,	and	both	of	them	will	appear	to	you	in	their	own	forms.	Then	look	round
and	thou	wilt	see	a	griffin,	winged	like	bird,	sitting	by	the	Red	Sea;	jump	on	to
his	back	with	thy	beloved	one	as	quickly	as	possible,	and	he	will	carry	you	over
the	waters	to	your	home.	I	will	also	give	thee	this	nut,'	continued	the	night-wind.
'When	 you	 are	 half-way	 over,	 throw	 it	 down,	 and	 out	 of	 the	 waters	 will
immediately	spring	up	a	high	nut-tree	on	which	the	griffin	will	be	able	 to	rest,
otherwise	 he	 would	 not	 have	 the	 strength	 to	 bear	 you	 the	 whole	 way;	 if,
therefore,	 thou	dost	forget	to	throw	down	the	nut,	he	will	 let	you	both	fall	 into
the	sea.'
So	our	poor	wanderer	went	 forth,	 and	 found	 all	 as	 the	night-wind	had	 said;

and	she	plucked	the	eleventh	rod,	and	smote	the	dragon,	and	the	lion	forthwith
became	a	prince,	and	the	dragon	a	princess	again.	But	no	sooner	was	the	princess
released	from	the	spell,	than	she	seized	the	prince	by	the	arm	and	sprang	on	to
the	griffin's	back,	and	went	off	carrying	the	prince	away	with	her.
Thus	the	unhappy	traveller	was	again	forsaken	and	forlorn;	but	she	took	heart

and	said,	'As	far	as	the	wind	blows,	and	so	long	as	the	cock	crows,	I	will	journey



on,	till	I	find	him	once	again.'	She	went	on	for	a	long,	long	way,	till	at	length	she
came	 to	 the	castle	whither	 the	princess	had	carried	 the	prince;	and	 there	was	a
feast	got	ready,	and	she	heard	that	the	wedding	was	about	to	be	held.	'Heaven	aid
me	now!'	said	she;	and	she	took	the	casket	that	the	sun	had	given	her,	and	found
that	within	it	lay	a	dress	as	dazzling	as	the	sun	itself.	So	she	put	it	on,	and	went
into	 the	 palace,	 and	 all	 the	 people	 gazed	 upon	 her;	 and	 the	 dress	 pleased	 the
bride	so	much	that	she	asked	whether	it	was	to	be	sold.	'Not	for	gold	and	silver.'
said	she,	 'but	for	flesh	and	blood.'	The	princess	asked	what	she	meant,	and	she
said,	'Let	me	speak	with	the	bridegroom	this	night	in	his	chamber,	and	I	will	give
thee	the	dress.'	At	last	the	princess	agreed,	but	she	told	her	chamberlain	to	give
the	prince	a	sleeping	draught,	 that	he	might	not	hear	or	see	her.	When	evening
came,	and	the	prince	had	fallen	asleep,	she	was	led	into	his	chamber,	and	she	sat
herself	down	at	his	feet,	and	said:	'I	have	followed	thee	seven	years.	I	have	been
to	the	sun,	the	moon,	and	the	night-wind,	to	seek	thee,	and	at	last	I	have	helped
thee	to	overcome	the	dragon.	Wilt	thou	then	forget	me	quite?'	But	the	prince	all
the	time	slept	so	soundly,	that	her	voice	only	passed	over	him,	and	seemed	like
the	whistling	of	the	wind	among	the	fir-trees.
Then	 poor	 Lily	was	 led	 away,	 and	 forced	 to	 give	 up	 the	 golden	 dress;	 and

when	she	saw	that	there	was	no	help	for	her,	she	went	out	into	a	meadow,	and	sat
herself	down	and	wept.	But	as	she	sat	she	bethought	herself	of	the	egg	that	the
moon	 had	 given	 her;	 and	 when	 she	 broke	 it,	 there	 ran	 out	 a	 hen	 and	 twelve
chickens	 of	 pure	 gold,	 that	 played	 about,	 and	 then	nestled	under	 the	 old	 one's
wings,	so	as	to	form	the	most	beautiful	sight	in	the	world.	And	she	rose	up	and
drove	 them	 before	 her,	 till	 the	 bride	 saw	 them	 from	 her	 window,	 and	was	 so
pleased	that	she	came	forth	and	asked	her	 if	she	would	sell	 the	brood.	 'Not	for
gold	or	silver,	but	for	flesh	and	blood:	let	me	again	this	evening	speak	with	the
bridegroom	in	his	chamber,	and	I	will	give	thee	the	whole	brood.'
Then	 the	 princess	 thought	 to	 betray	 her	 as	 before,	 and	 agreed	 to	 what	 she

asked:	but	when	the	prince	went	to	his	chamber	he	asked	the	chamberlain	why
the	wind	had	whistled	so	in	the	night.	And	the	chamberlain	told	him	all—how	he
had	given	him	a	sleeping	draught,	and	how	a	poor	maiden	had	come	and	spoken
to	him	in	his	chamber,	and	was	to	come	again	that	night.	Then	the	prince	took
care	to	throw	away	the	sleeping	draught;	and	when	Lily	came	and	began	again	to
tell	him	what	woes	had	befallen	her,	and	how	faithful	and	 true	 to	him	she	had
been,	 he	 knew	 his	 beloved	 wife's	 voice,	 and	 sprang	 up,	 and	 said,	 'You	 have
awakened	 me	 as	 from	 a	 dream,	 for	 the	 strange	 princess	 had	 thrown	 a	 spell
around	me,	so	that	I	had	altogether	forgotten	you;	but	Heaven	hath	sent	you	to
me	in	a	lucky	hour.'
And	 they	 stole	 away	 out	 of	 the	 palace	 by	 night	 unawares,	 and	 seated



themselves	 on	 the	 griffin,	who	 flew	 back	with	 them	 over	 the	Red	 Sea.	When
they	were	half-way	across	Lily	let	the	nut	fall	into	the	water,	and	immediately	a
large	nut-tree	arose	from	the	sea,	whereon	the	griffin	rested	for	a	while,	and	then
carried	 them	 safely	 home.	 There	 they	 found	 their	 child,	 now	 grown	 up	 to	 be
comely	and	fair;	and	after	all	their	troubles	they	lived	happily	together	to	the	end
of	their	days.



The	Fox	and	the	Horse

A	farmer	had	a	horse	that	had	been	an	excellent	faithful	servant	to	him:	but	he
was	now	grown	too	old	to	work;	so	the	farmer	would	give	him	nothing	more	to
eat,	and	said,	'I	want	you	no	longer,	so	take	yourself	off	out	of	my	stable;	I	shall
not	take	you	back	again	until	you	are	stronger	than	a	lion.'	Then	he	opened	the
door	and	turned	him	adrift.
The	poor	horse	was	very	melancholy,	and	wandered	up	and	down	in	the	wood,

seeking	some	little	shelter	from	the	cold	wind	and	rain.	Presently	a	fox	met	him:
'What's	 the	matter,	my	friend?'	said	he,	 'why	do	you	hang	down	your	head	and
look	 so	 lonely	 and	 woe-begone?'	 'Ah!'	 replied	 the	 horse,	 'justice	 and	 avarice
never	dwell	in	one	house;	my	master	has	forgotten	all	that	I	have	done	for	him	so
many	years,	and	because	I	can	no	longer	work	he	has	turned	me	adrift,	and	says
unless	I	become	stronger	than	a	lion	he	will	not	take	me	back	again;	what	chance
can	I	have	of	that?	he	knows	I	have	none,	or	he	would	not	talk	so.'
However,	the	fox	bid	him	be	of	good	cheer,	and	said,	'I	will	help	you;	lie	down

there,	stretch	yourself	out	quite	stiff,	and	pretend	to	be	dead.'	The	horse	did	as	he
was	told,	and	the	fox	went	straight	to	the	lion	who	lived	in	a	cave	close	by,	and
said	to	him,	'A	little	way	off	lies	a	dead	horse;	come	with	me	and	you	may	make
an	 excellent	 meal	 of	 his	 carcase.'	 The	 lion	 was	 greatly	 pleased,	 and	 set	 off
immediately;	 and	when	 they	 came	 to	 the	 horse,	 the	 fox	 said,	 'You	will	 not	 be
able	to	eat	him	comfortably	here;	I'll	tell	you	what—I	will	tie	you	fast	to	his	tail,
and	then	you	can	draw	him	to	your	den,	and	eat	him	at	your	leisure.'
This	 advice	pleased	 the	 lion,	 so	he	 laid	 himself	 down	quietly	 for	 the	 fox	 to

make	 him	 fast	 to	 the	 horse.	 But	 the	 fox	managed	 to	 tie	 his	 legs	 together	 and
bound	all	so	hard	and	fast	that	with	all	his	strength	he	could	not	set	himself	free.
When	the	work	was	done,	 the	fox	clapped	the	horse	on	 the	shoulder,	and	said,
'Jip!	Dobbin!	Jip!'	Then	up	he	sprang,	and	moved	off,	dragging	the	lion	behind
him.	The	beast	began	to	roar	and	bellow,	till	all	the	birds	of	the	wood	flew	away
for	fright;	but	the	horse	let	him	sing	on,	and	made	his	way	quietly	over	the	fields
to	his	master's	house.
'Here	he	is,	master,'	said	he,	'I	have	got	the	better	of	him':	and	when	the	farmer

saw	his	old	servant,	his	heart	relented,	and	he	said.	'Thou	shalt	stay	in	thy	stable
and	be	well	taken	care	of.'	And	so	the	poor	old	horse	had	plenty	to	eat,	and	lived
—till	he	died.



The	Blue	Light

There	was	once	upon	a	time	a	soldier	who	for	many	years	had	served	the	king
faithfully,	but	when	the	war	came	to	an	end	could	serve	no	longer	because	of	the
many	wounds	which	he	had	received.	The	king	said	to	him:	'You	may	return	to
your	home,	I	need	you	no	longer,	and	you	will	not	receive	any	more	money,	for
he	only	receives	wages	who	renders	me	service	for	 them.'	Then	the	soldier	did
not	 know	 how	 to	 earn	 a	 living,	 went	 away	 greatly	 troubled,	 and	 walked	 the
whole	day,	until	in	the	evening	he	entered	a	forest.	When	darkness	came	on,	he
saw	a	light,	which	he	went	up	to,	and	came	to	a	house	wherein	lived	a	witch.	'Do
give	me	one	night's	 lodging,	 and	 a	 little	 to	 eat	 and	drink,'	 said	he	 to	her,	 'or	 I
shall	starve.'	'Oho!'	she	answered,	'who	gives	anything	to	a	run-away	soldier?	Yet
will	I	be	compassionate,	and	take	you	in,	if	you	will	do	what	I	wish.'	 'What	do
you	wish?'	 said	 the	 soldier.	 'That	 you	 should	 dig	 all	 round	my	garden	 for	me,
tomorrow.'	The	 soldier	 consented,	 and	next	 day	 laboured	with	 all	 his	 strength,
but	could	not	 finish	 it	by	 the	evening.	 'I	 see	well	enough,'	 said	 the	witch,	 'that
you	can	do	no	more	today,	but	I	will	keep	you	yet	another	night,	in	payment	for
which	 you	must	 tomorrow	 chop	me	 a	 load	 of	 wood,	 and	 chop	 it	 small.'	 The
soldier	spent	 the	whole	day	 in	doing	 it,	and	 in	 the	evening	 the	witch	proposed
that	 he	 should	 stay	 one	 night	 more.	 'Tomorrow,	 you	 shall	 only	 do	me	 a	 very
trifling	piece	of	work.	Behind	my	house,	there	is	an	old	dry	well,	into	which	my
light	 has	 fallen,	 it	 burns	 blue,	 and	 never	 goes	 out,	 and	 you	 shall	 bring	 it	 up
again.'	Next	 day	 the	 old	woman	 took	 him	 to	 the	well,	 and	 let	 him	 down	 in	 a
basket.	He	found	the	blue	light,	and	made	her	a	signal	to	draw	him	up	again.	She
did	draw	him	up,	but	when	he	came	near	the	edge,	she	stretched	down	her	hand
and	wanted	 to	 take	 the	blue	 light	away	from	him.	 'No,'	 said	he,	perceiving	her
evil	 intention,	 'I	will	 not	 give	 you	 the	 light	 until	 I	 am	 standing	with	 both	 feet
upon	the	ground.'	The	witch	fell	into	a	passion,	let	him	fall	again	into	the	well,
and	went	away.
The	poor	 soldier	 fell	without	 injury	on	 the	moist	 ground,	 and	 the	blue	 light

went	 on	 burning,	 but	 of	what	 use	was	 that	 to	 him?	He	 saw	 very	well	 that	 he
could	not	escape	death.	He	sat	for	a	while	very	sorrowfully,	then	suddenly	he	felt
in	his	pocket	and	found	his	tobacco	pipe,	which	was	still	half	full.	'This	shall	be
my	 last	pleasure,'	 thought	he,	pulled	 it	out,	 lit	 it	 at	 the	blue	 light	and	began	 to
smoke.	When	 the	 smoke	 had	 circled	 about	 the	 cavern,	 suddenly	 a	 little	 black
dwarf	 stood	before	him,	and	 said:	 'Lord,	what	are	your	commands?'	 'What	my
commands	are?'	replied	the	soldier,	quite	astonished.	 'I	must	do	everything	you
bid	me,'	said	the	little	man.	 'Good,'	said	the	soldier;	 'then	in	the	first	place	help



me	out	of	this	well.'	The	little	man	took	him	by	the	hand,	and	led	him	through	an
underground	passage,	but	he	did	not	forget	 to	 take	 the	blue	 light	with	him.	On
the	way	the	dwarf	showed	him	the	treasures	which	the	witch	had	collected	and
hidden	there,	and	the	soldier	took	as	much	gold	as	he	could	carry.	When	he	was
above,	he	said	to	the	little	man:	 'Now	go	and	bind	the	old	witch,	and	carry	her
before	 the	 judge.'	 In	 a	 short	 time	 she	 came	by	 like	 the	wind,	 riding	on	 a	wild
tom-cat	 and	 screaming	 frightfully.	 Nor	 was	 it	 long	 before	 the	 little	 man
reappeared.	 'It	 is	 all	 done,'	 said	 he,	 'and	 the	 witch	 is	 already	 hanging	 on	 the
gallows.	 What	 further	 commands	 has	 my	 lord?'	 inquired	 the	 dwarf.	 'At	 this
moment,	 none,'	 answered	 the	 soldier;	 'you	 can	 return	 home,	 only	 be	 at	 hand
immediately,	 if	 I	 summon	you.'	 'Nothing	more	 is	 needed	 than	 that	 you	 should
light	your	pipe	at	the	blue	light,	and	I	will	appear	before	you	at	once.'	Thereupon
he	vanished	from	his	sight.
The	soldier	returned	to	the	town	from	which	he	come.	He	went	to	the	best	inn,

ordered	 himself	 handsome	 clothes,	 and	 then	 bade	 the	 landlord	 furnish	 him	 a
room	 as	 handsome	 as	 possible.	When	 it	 was	 ready	 and	 the	 soldier	 had	 taken
possession	of	it,	he	summoned	the	little	black	manikin	and	said:	 'I	have	served
the	king	 faithfully,	but	he	has	dismissed	me,	and	 left	me	 to	hunger,	and	now	I
want	to	take	my	revenge.'	'What	am	I	to	do?'	asked	the	little	man.	'Late	at	night,
when	 the	 king's	 daughter	 is	 in	 bed,	 bring	 her	 here	 in	 her	 sleep,	 she	 shall	 do
servant's	work	for	me.'	The	manikin	said:	'That	is	an	easy	thing	for	me	to	do,	but
a	very	dangerous	 thing	 for	you,	 for	 if	 it	 is	discovered,	you	will	 fare	 ill.'	When
twelve	o'clock	had	struck,	the	door	sprang	open,	and	the	manikin	carried	in	the
princess.	'Aha!	are	you	there?'	cried	the	soldier,	'get	to	your	work	at	once!	Fetch
the	broom	and	sweep	the	chamber.'	When	she	had	done	this,	he	ordered	her	 to
come	to	his	chair,	and	then	he	stretched	out	his	feet	and	said:	'Pull	off	my	boots,'
and	then	he	threw	them	in	her	face,	and	made	her	pick	them	up	again,	and	clean
and	 brighten	 them.	 She,	 however,	 did	 everything	 he	 bade	 her,	 without
opposition,	 silently	 and	 with	 half-shut	 eyes.	When	 the	 first	 cock	 crowed,	 the
manikin	carried	her	back	to	the	royal	palace,	and	laid	her	in	her	bed.
Next	morning	when	 the	 princess	 arose	 she	went	 to	 her	 father,	 and	 told	 him

that	she	had	had	a	very	strange	dream.	'I	was	carried	through	the	streets	with	the
rapidity	of	lightning,'	said	she,	'and	taken	into	a	soldier's	room,	and	I	had	to	wait
upon	him	 like	 a	 servant,	 sweep	his	 room,	 clean	 his	 boots,	 and	 do	 all	 kinds	 of
menial	work.	 It	was	only	a	dream,	and	yet	 I	 am	 just	as	 tired	as	 if	 I	 really	had
done	everything.'	'The	dream	may	have	been	true,'	said	the	king.	'I	will	give	you
a	 piece	 of	 advice.	 Fill	 your	 pocket	 full	 of	 peas,	 and	make	 a	 small	 hole	 in	 the
pocket,	 and	 then	 if	 you	 are	 carried	 away	 again,	 they	will	 fall	 out	 and	 leave	 a
track	in	the	streets.'	But	unseen	by	the	king,	the	manikin	was	standing	beside	him



when	he	said	that,	and	heard	all.	At	night	when	the	sleeping	princess	was	again
carried	 through	 the	 streets,	 some	 peas	 certainly	 did	 fall	 out	 of	 her	 pocket,	 but
they	made	no	track,	for	the	crafty	manikin	had	just	before	scattered	peas	in	every
street	there	was.	And	again	the	princess	was	compelled	to	do	servant's	work	until
cock-crow.
Next	morning	the	king	sent	his	people	out	to	seek	the	track,	but	it	was	all	in

vain,	for	in	every	street	poor	children	were	sitting,	picking	up	peas,	and	saying:
'It	must	have	rained	peas,	last	night.'	'We	must	think	of	something	else,'	said	the
king;	'keep	your	shoes	on	when	you	go	to	bed,	and	before	you	come	back	from
the	place	where	you	are	 taken,	hide	one	of	 them	 there,	 I	will	 soon	contrive	 to
find	 it.'	The	black	manikin	heard	 this	plot,	and	at	night	when	 the	soldier	again
ordered	him	to	bring	the	princess,	revealed	it	to	him,	and	told	him	that	he	knew
of	no	expedient	to	counteract	this	stratagem,	and	that	if	the	shoe	were	found	in
the	soldier's	house	it	would	go	badly	with	him.	 'Do	what	I	bid	you,'	replied	the
soldier,	and	again	this	third	night	the	princess	was	obliged	to	work	like	a	servant,
but	before	she	went	away,	she	hid	her	shoe	under	the	bed.
Next	morning	the	king	had	the	entire	town	searched	for	his	daughter's	shoe.	It

was	 found	 at	 the	 soldier's,	 and	 the	 soldier	 himself,	who	 at	 the	 entreaty	 of	 the
dwarf	had	gone	outside	the	gate,	was	soon	brought	back,	and	thrown	into	prison.
In	his	flight	he	had	forgotten	the	most	valuable	things	he	had,	the	blue	light	and
the	gold,	and	had	only	one	ducat	in	his	pocket.	And	now	loaded	with	chains,	he
was	standing	at	the	window	of	his	dungeon,	when	he	chanced	to	see	one	of	his
comrades	passing	by.	The	soldier	tapped	at	the	pane	of	glass,	and	when	this	man
came	up,	 said	 to	 him:	 'Be	 so	 kind	 as	 to	 fetch	me	 the	 small	 bundle	 I	 have	 left
lying	in	the	inn,	and	I	will	give	you	a	ducat	for	doing	it.'	His	comrade	ran	thither
and	 brought	 him	what	 he	wanted.	As	 soon	 as	 the	 soldier	was	 alone	 again,	 he
lighted	his	pipe	and	summoned	the	black	manikin.	'Have	no	fear,'	said	the	latter
to	his	master.	 'Go	wheresoever	 they	 take	you,	 and	 let	 them	do	what	 they	will,
only	take	the	blue	light	with	you.'	Next	day	the	soldier	was	tried,	and	though	he
had	done	nothing	wicked,	the	judge	condemned	him	to	death.	When	he	was	led
forth	 to	 die,	 he	 begged	 a	 last	 favour	 of	 the	 king.	 'What	 is	 it?'	 asked	 the	 king.
'That	I	may	smoke	one	more	pipe	on	my	way.'	'You	may	smoke	three,'	answered
the	king,	'but	do	not	imagine	that	I	will	spare	your	life.'	Then	the	soldier	pulled
out	 his	 pipe	 and	 lighted	 it	 at	 the	 blue	 light,	 and	 as	 soon	 as	 a	 few	wreaths	 of
smoke	had	ascended,	the	manikin	was	there	with	a	small	cudgel	in	his	hand,	and
said:	'What	does	my	lord	command?'	'Strike	down	to	earth	that	false	judge	there,
and	his	 constable,	 and	 spare	not	 the	king	who	has	 treated	me	 so	 ill.'	Then	 the
manikin	 fell	 on	 them	 like	 lightning,	 darting	 this	 way	 and	 that	 way,	 and
whosoever	 was	 so	 much	 as	 touched	 by	 his	 cudgel	 fell	 to	 earth,	 and	 did	 not



venture	 to	 stir	 again.	The	king	was	 terrified;	 he	 threw	himself	 on	 the	 soldier's
mercy,	and	merely	to	be	allowed	to	live	at	all,	gave	him	his	kingdom	for	his	own,
and	his	daughter	to	wife.



The	Raven

There	was	once	a	queen	who	had	a	little	daughter,	still	too	young	to	run	alone.
One	day	 the	child	was	very	 troublesome,	and	 the	mother	could	not	quiet	 it,	do
what	 she	 would.	 She	 grew	 impatient,	 and	 seeing	 the	 ravens	 flying	 round	 the
castle,	she	opened	the	window,	and	said:	'I	wish	you	were	a	raven	and	would	fly
away,	 then	 I	 should	 have	 a	 little	 peace.'	 Scarcely	 were	 the	 words	 out	 of	 her
mouth,	when	the	child	in	her	arms	was	turned	into	a	raven,	and	flew	away	from
her	 through	 the	 open	 window.	 The	 bird	 took	 its	 flight	 to	 a	 dark	 wood	 and
remained	there	for	a	long	time,	and	meanwhile	the	parents	could	hear	nothing	of
their	child.
Long	after	this,	a	man	was	making	his	way	through	the	wood	when	he	heard	a

raven	calling,	and	he	followed	the	sound	of	the	voice.	As	he	drew	near,	the	raven
said,	 'I	 am	 by	 birth	 a	 king's	 daughter,	 but	 am	 now	 under	 the	 spell	 of	 some
enchantment;	you	can,	however,	set	me	free.'	 'What	am	I	to	do?'	he	asked.	She
replied,	'Go	farther	into	the	wood	until	you	come	to	a	house,	wherein	lives	an	old
woman;	she	will	offer	you	food	and	drink,	but	you	must	not	take	of	either;	if	you
do,	you	will	fall	into	a	deep	sleep,	and	will	not	be	able	to	help	me.	In	the	garden
behind	the	house	is	a	large	tan-heap,	and	on	that	you	must	stand	and	watch	for
me.	 I	 shall	drive	 there	 in	my	carriage	at	 two	o'clock	 in	 the	afternoon	 for	 three
successive	days;	the	first	day	it	will	be	drawn	by	four	white,	the	second	by	four
chestnut,	and	the	last	by	four	black	horses;	but	 if	you	fail	 to	keep	awake	and	I
find	you	sleeping,	I	shall	not	be	set	free.'
The	man	promised	to	do	all	that	she	wished,	but	the	raven	said,	'Alas!	I	know

even	now	that	you	will	 take	something	from	the	woman	and	be	unable	to	save
me.'	The	man	assured	her	again	that	he	would	on	no	account	touch	a	thing	to	eat
or	drink.
When	 he	 came	 to	 the	 house	 and	went	 inside,	 the	 old	woman	met	 him,	 and

said,	 'Poor	 man!	 how	 tired	 you	 are!	 Come	 in	 and	 rest	 and	 let	 me	 give	 you
something	to	eat	and	drink.'
'No,'	answered	the	man,	'I	will	neither	eat	not	drink.'
But	she	would	not	leave	him	alone,	and	urged	him	saying,	'If	you	will	not	eat

anything,	 at	 least	 you	 might	 take	 a	 draught	 of	 wine;	 one	 drink	 counts	 for
nothing,'	and	at	last	he	allowed	himself	to	be	persuaded,	and	drank.
As	 it	drew	 towards	 the	appointed	hour,	he	went	outside	 into	 the	garden	and

mounted	 the	 tan-heap	 to	 await	 the	 raven.	 Suddenly	 a	 feeling	 of	 fatigue	 came
over	him,	and	unable	to	resist	it,	he	lay	down	for	a	little	while,	fully	determined,
however,	 to	 keep	 awake;	 but	 in	 another	 minute	 his	 eyes	 closed	 of	 their	 own



accord,	and	he	fell	into	such	a	deep	sleep,	that	all	the	noises	in	the	world	would
not	have	awakened	him.	At	two	o'clock	the	raven	came	driving	along,	drawn	by
her	four	white	horses;	but	even	before	she	reached	the	spot,	she	said	to	herself,
sighing,	 'I	 know	he	has	 fallen	 asleep.'	When	 she	 entered	 the	 garden,	 there	 she
found	him	as	she	had	feared,	 lying	on	 the	 tan-heap,	 fast	asleep.	She	got	out	of
her	 carriage	 and	went	 to	him;	 she	 called	him	and	 shook	him,	but	 it	was	 all	 in
vain,	he	still	continued	sleeping.
The	next	day	at	noon,	the	old	woman	came	to	him	again	with	food	and	drink

which	he	at	 first	 refused.	At	 last,	overcome	by	her	persistent	entreaties	 that	he
would	take	something,	he	lifted	the	glass	and	drank	again.
Towards	two	o'clock	he	went	into	the	garden	and	on	to	the	tan-heap	to	watch

for	the	raven.	He	had	not	been	there	long	before	he	began	to	feel	so	tired	that	his
limbs	 seemed	 hardly	 able	 to	 support	 him,	 and	 he	 could	 not	 stand	 upright	 any
longer;	so	again	he	lay	down	and	fell	fast	asleep.	As	the	raven	drove	along	her
four	 chestnut	 horses,	 she	 said	 sorrowfully	 to	 herself,	 'I	 know	 he	 has	 fallen
asleep.'	She	went	as	before	to	look	for	him,	but	he	slept,	and	it	was	impossible	to
awaken	him.
The	 following	 day	 the	 old	 woman	 said	 to	 him,	 'What	 is	 this?	 You	 are	 not

eating	or	drinking	anything,	do	you	want	to	kill	yourself?'
He	answered,	'I	may	not	and	will	not	either	eat	or	drink.'
But	she	put	down	the	dish	of	food	and	the	glass	of	wine	in	front	of	him,	and

when	he	smelt	the	wine,	he	was	unable	to	resist	the	temptation,	and	took	a	deep
draught.
When	the	hour	came	round	again	he	went	as	usual	on	to	 the	 tan-heap	in	 the

garden	 to	 await	 the	 king's	 daughter,	 but	 he	 felt	 even	 more	 overcome	 with
weariness	 than	on	 the	 two	previous	days,	and	 throwing	himself	down,	he	slept
like	a	log.	At	two	o'clock	the	raven	could	be	seen	approaching,	and	this	time	her
coachman	and	everything	about	her,	as	well	as	her	horses,	were	black.
She	was	sadder	than	ever	as	she	drove	along,	and	said	mournfully,	'I	know	he

has	 fallen	asleep,	 and	will	not	be	able	 to	 set	me	 free.'	She	 found	him	sleeping
heavily,	 and	 all	 her	 efforts	 to	 awaken	 him	were	 of	 no	 avail.	 Then	 she	 placed
beside	 him	 a	 loaf,	 and	 some	 meat,	 and	 a	 flask	 of	 wine,	 of	 such	 a	 kind,	 that
however	much	he	took	of	them,	they	would	never	grow	less.	After	that	she	drew
a	gold	ring,	on	which	her	name	was	engraved,	off	her	finger,	and	put	it	upon	one
of	his.	Finally,	she	laid	a	letter	near	him,	in	which,	after	giving	him	particulars	of
the	food	and	drink	she	had	left	for	him,	she	finished	with	the	following	words:	'I
see	 that	 as	 long	 as	 you	 remain	 here	 you	will	 never	 be	 able	 to	 set	me	 free;	 if,
however,	you	still	wish	to	do	so,	come	to	the	golden	castle	of	Stromberg;	this	is
well	 within	 your	 power	 to	 accomplish.'	 She	 then	 returned	 to	 her	 carriage	 and



drove	to	the	golden	castle	of	Stromberg.
When	the	man	awoke	and	found	that	he	had	been	sleeping,	he	was	grieved	at

heart,	and	said,	'She	has	no	doubt	been	here	and	driven	away	again,	and	it	is	now
too	 late	 for	me	 to	 save	her.'	Then	his	eyes	 fell	on	 the	 things	which	were	 lying
beside	him;	he	read	the	letter,	and	knew	from	it	all	that	had	happened.	He	rose	up
without	delay,	eager	to	start	on	his	way	and	to	reach	the	castle	of	Stromberg,	but
he	had	no	idea	in	which	direction	he	ought	to	go.	He	travelled	about	a	long	time
in	 search	 of	 it	 and	 came	 at	 last	 to	 a	 dark	 forest,	 through	 which	 he	 went	 on
walking	for	fourteen	days	and	still	could	not	find	a	way	out.	Once	more	the	night
came	on,	and	worn	out	he	lay	down	under	a	bush	and	fell	asleep.	Again	the	next
day	 he	 pursued	 his	 way	 through	 the	 forest,	 and	 that	 evening,	 thinking	 to	 rest
again,	he	 lay	down	as	before,	but	he	heard	such	a	howling	and	wailing	that	he
found	it	impossible	to	sleep.	He	waited	till	it	was	darker	and	people	had	begun	to
light	 up	 their	 houses,	 and	 then	 seeing	 a	 little	 glimmer	 ahead	 of	 him,	 he	went
towards	it.
He	found	that	the	light	came	from	a	house	which	looked	smaller	than	it	really

was,	from	the	contrast	of	its	height	with	that	of	an	immense	giant	who	stood	in
front	of	it.	He	thought	to	himself,	'If	the	giant	sees	me	going	in,	my	life	will	not
be	 worth	 much.'	 However,	 after	 a	 while	 he	 summoned	 up	 courage	 and	 went
forward.	When	 the	giant	 saw	him,	he	called	out,	 'It	 is	 lucky	 for	 that	you	have
come,	for	I	have	not	had	anything	to	eat	for	a	long	time.	I	can	have	you	now	for
my	 supper.'	 'I	 would	 rather	 you	 let	 that	 alone,'	 said	 the	 man,	 'for	 I	 do	 not
willingly	give	myself	up	to	be	eaten;	if	you	are	wanting	food	I	have	enough	to
satisfy	your	hunger.'	'If	that	is	so,'	replied	the	giant,	'I	will	leave	you	in	peace;	I
only	thought	of	eating	you	because	I	had	nothing	else.'
So	 they	 went	 indoors	 together	 and	 sat	 down,	 and	 the	 man	 brought	 out	 the

bread,	meat,	 and	wine,	which	 although	 he	 had	 eaten	 and	 drunk	 of	 them,	were
still	unconsumed.	The	giant	was	pleased	with	the	good	cheer,	and	ate	and	drank
to	his	heart's	content.	When	he	had	finished	his	supper	the	man	asked	him	if	he
could	direct	him	 to	 the	castle	of	Stromberg.	The	giant	 said,	 'I	will	 look	on	my
map;	on	it	are	marked	all	the	towns,	villages,	and	houses.'	So	he	fetched	his	map,
and	 looked	 for	 the	 castle,	 but	 could	 not	 find	 it.	 'Never	mind,'	 he	 said,	 'I	 have
larger	maps	upstairs	in	the	cupboard,	we	will	look	on	those,'	but	they	searched	in
vain,	 for	 the	 castle	 was	 not	 marked	 even	 on	 these.	 The	man	 now	 thought	 he
should	like	to	continue	his	journey,	but	the	giant	begged	him	to	remain	for	a	day
or	 two	 longer	 until	 the	 return	 of	 his	 brother,	 who	 was	 away	 in	 search	 of
provisions.	When	 the	 brother	 came	 home,	 they	 asked	 him	 about	 the	 castle	 of
Stromberg,	and	he	told	them	he	would	look	on	his	own	maps	as	soon	as	he	had
eaten	 and	 appeased	his	 hunger.	Accordingly,	when	he	had	 finished	his	 supper,



they	all	went	up	together	to	his	room	and	looked	through	his	maps,	but	the	castle
was	not	to	be	found.	Then	he	fetched	other	older	maps,	and	they	went	on	looking
for	 the	castle	until	at	 last	 they	 found	 it,	but	 it	was	many	 thousand	miles	away.
'How	shall	I	be	able	to	get	there?'	asked	the	man.	'I	have	two	hours	to	spare,'	said
the	giant,	'and	I	will	carry	you	into	the	neighbourhood	of	the	castle;	I	must	then
return	to	look	after	the	child	who	is	in	our	care.'
The	giant,	thereupon,	carried	the	man	to	within	about	a	hundred	leagues	of	the

castle,	where	he	left	him,	saying,	'You	will	be	able	to	walk	the	remainder	of	the
way	yourself.'	The	man	 journeyed	on	day	and	night	 till	 he	 reached	 the	golden
castle	 of	 Stromberg.	 He	 found	 it	 situated,	 however,	 on	 a	 glass	mountain,	 and
looking	up	from	the	foot	he	saw	the	enchanted	maiden	drive	round	her	castle	and
then	go	inside.	He	was	overjoyed	to	see	her,	and	longed	to	get	to	the	top	of	the
mountain,	but	the	sides	were	so	slippery	that	every	time	he	attempted	to	climb	he
fell	back	again.	When	he	saw	that	it	was	impossible	to	reach	her,	he	was	greatly
grieved,	 and	 said	 to	 himself,	 'I	will	 remain	 here	 and	wait	 for	 her,'	 so	 he	 built
himself	a	little	hut,	and	there	he	sat	and	watched	for	a	whole	year,	and	every	day
he	saw	the	king's	daughter	driving	round	her	castle,	but	still	was	unable	 to	get
nearer	to	her.
Looking	out	from	his	hut	one	day	he	saw	three	robbers	fighting	and	he	called

out	 to	 them,	 'God	 be	 with	 you.'	 They	 stopped	 when	 they	 heard	 the	 call,	 but
looking	round	and	seeing	nobody,	they	went	on	again	with	their	fighting,	which
now	 became	more	 furious.	 'God	 be	 with	 you,'	 he	 cried	 again,	 and	 again	 they
paused	and	looked	about,	but	seeing	no	one	went	back	to	their	fighting.	A	third
time	he	called	out,	'God	be	with	you,'	and	then	thinking	he	should	like	to	know
the	 cause	of	dispute	between	 the	 three	men,	he	went	out	 and	 asked	 them	why
they	were	 fighting	 so	 angrily	with	 one	 another.	One	 of	 them	 said	 that	 he	 had
found	a	stick,	and	that	he	had	but	to	strike	it	against	any	door	through	which	he
wished	 to	 pass,	 and	 it	 immediately	 flew	 open.	 Another	 told	 him	 that	 he	 had
found	 a	 cloak	which	 rendered	 its	wearer	 invisible;	 and	 the	 third	 had	 caught	 a
horse	 which	 would	 carry	 its	 rider	 over	 any	 obstacle,	 and	 even	 up	 the	 glass
mountain.	 They	 had	 been	 unable	 to	 decide	whether	 they	would	 keep	 together
and	have	the	things	in	common,	or	whether	they	would	separate.	On	hearing	this,
the	man	said,	'I	will	give	you	something	in	exchange	for	those	three	things;	not
money,	 for	 that	 I	have	not	got,	but	something	 that	 is	of	 far	more	value.	 I	must
first,	 however,	 prove	whether	 all	 you	 have	 told	me	 about	 your	 three	 things	 is
true.'	 The	 robbers,	 therefore,	made	 him	 get	 on	 the	 horse,	 and	 handed	 him	 the
stick	 and	 the	 cloak,	 and	 when	 he	 had	 put	 this	 round	 him	 he	 was	 no	 longer
visible.	Then	he	fell	upon	them	with	the	stick	and	beat	 them	one	after	another,
crying,	 'There,	 you	 idle	 vagabonds,	 you	 have	 got	 what	 you	 deserve;	 are	 you



satisfied	now!'
After	 this	 he	 rode	 up	 the	 glass	mountain.	When	 he	 reached	 the	 gate	 of	 the

castle,	he	found	it	closed,	but	he	gave	it	a	blow	with	his	stick,	and	it	flew	wide
open	at	once	and	he	passed	through.	He	mounted	the	steps	and	entered	the	room
where	the	maiden	was	sitting,	with	a	golden	goblet	full	of	wine	in	front	of	her.
She	could	not	see	him	for	he	still	wore	his	cloak.	He	took	the	ring	which	she	had
given	him	off	his	finger,	and	threw	it	into	the	goblet,	so	that	it	rang	as	it	touched
the	bottom.	'That	is	my	own	ring,'	she	exclaimed,	'and	if	that	is	so	the	man	must
also	be	here	who	is	coming	to	set	me	free.'
She	sought	for	him	about	the	castle,	but	could	find	him	nowhere.	Meanwhile

he	 had	 gone	 outside	 again	 and	 mounted	 his	 horse	 and	 thrown	 off	 the	 cloak.
When	therefore	she	came	to	the	castle	gate	she	saw	him,	and	cried	aloud	for	joy.
Then	 he	 dismounted	 and	 took	 her	 in	 his	 arms;	 and	 she	 kissed	 him,	 and	 said,
'Now	 you	 have	 indeed	 set	 me	 free,	 and	 tomorrow	 we	 will	 celebrate	 our
marriage.'



The	Golden	Goose

There	 was	 a	 man	 who	 had	 three	 sons,	 the	 youngest	 of	 whom	 was	 called
Dummling,	 and	 was	 despised,	 mocked,	 and	 sneered	 at	 on	 every	 occasion.	 It
happened	that	the	eldest	wanted	to	go	into	the	forest	to	hew	wood,	and	before	he
went	his	mother	gave	him	a	beautiful	sweet	cake	and	a	bottle	of	wine	in	order
that	he	might	not	suffer	from	hunger	or	thirst.	When	he	entered	the	forest	he	met
a	 little	 grey-haired	 old	man	who	bade	 him	good	day,	 and	 said:	 'Do	give	me	 a
piece	of	cake	out	of	your	pocket,	and	let	me	have	a	draught	of	your	wine;	I	am
so	hungry	and	thirsty.'	But	the	clever	son	answered:	 'If	I	give	you	my	cake	and
wine,	 I	 shall	have	none	 for	myself;	be	off	with	you,'	 and	he	 left	 the	 little	man
standing	and	went	on.	But	when	he	began	to	hew	down	a	 tree,	 it	was	not	 long
before	he	made	a	false	stroke,	and	the	axe	cut	him	in	the	arm,	so	that	he	had	to
go	home	and	have	it	bound	up.	And	this	was	the	 little	grey	man's	doing.	After
this	the	second	son	went	into	the	forest,	and	his	mother	gave	him,	like	the	eldest,
a	cake	and	a	bottle	of	wine.	The	little	old	grey	man	met	him	likewise,	and	asked
him	 for	 a	 piece	 of	 cake	 and	 a	 drink	 of	 wine.	 But	 the	 second	 son,	 too,	 said
sensibly	enough:	'What	I	give	you	will	be	taken	away	from	myself;	be	off!'	and
he	 left	 the	 little	man	standing	and	went	on.	His	punishment,	however,	was	not
delayed;	when	he	had	made	a	few	blows	at	the	tree	he	struck	himself	in	the	leg,
so	 that	he	had	 to	be	carried	home.	Then	Dummling	said:	 'Father,	do	 let	me	go
and	cut	wood.'	The	father	answered:	'Your	brothers	have	hurt	themselves	with	it,
leave	it	alone,	you	do	not	understand	anything	about	it.'	But	Dummling	begged
so	long	that	at	last	he	said:	'Just	go	then,	you	will	get	wiser	by	hurting	yourself.'
His	mother	gave	him	a	cake	made	with	water	and	baked	in	the	cinders,	and	with
it	a	bottle	of	sour	beer.	When	he	came	to	the	forest	 the	little	old	grey	man	met
him	likewise,	and	greeting	him,	said:	'Give	me	a	piece	of	your	cake	and	a	drink
out	of	your	bottle;	I	am	so	hungry	and	thirsty.'	Dummling	answered:	'I	have	only
cinder-cake	and	sour	beer;	if	that	pleases	you,	we	will	sit	down	and	eat.'	So	they
sat	down,	 and	when	Dummling	pulled	out	his	 cinder-cake,	 it	was	a	 fine	 sweet
cake,	and	the	sour	beer	had	become	good	wine.	So	they	ate	and	drank,	and	after
that	the	little	man	said:	 'Since	you	have	a	good	heart,	and	are	willing	to	divide
what	you	have,	I	will	give	you	good	luck.	There	stands	an	old	tree,	cut	it	down,
and	you	will	find	something	at	the	roots.'	Then	the	little	man	took	leave	of	him.
Dummling	went	and	cut	down	the	tree,	and	when	it	fell	there	was	a	goose	sitting
in	the	roots	with	feathers	of	pure	gold.	He	lifted	her	up,	and	taking	her	with	him,
went	to	an	inn	where	he	thought	he	would	stay	the	night.	Now	the	host	had	three
daughters,	who	saw	the	goose	and	were	curious	to	know	what	such	a	wonderful



bird	 might	 be,	 and	 would	 have	 liked	 to	 have	 one	 of	 its	 golden	 feathers.	 The
eldest	thought:	 'I	shall	soon	find	an	opportunity	of	pulling	out	a	feather,'	and	as
soon	as	Dummling	had	gone	out	she	seized	the	goose	by	the	wing,	but	her	finger
and	hand	remained	sticking	fast	to	it.	The	second	came	soon	afterwards,	thinking
only	of	how	she	might	get	a	feather	for	herself,	but	she	had	scarcely	touched	her
sister	than	she	was	held	fast.	At	last	the	third	also	came	with	the	like	intent,	and
the	others	screamed	out:	'Keep	away;	for	goodness'	sake	keep	away!'	But	she	did
not	understand	why	she	was	to	keep	away.	'The	others	are	there,'	she	thought,	'I
may	as	well	be	there	too,'	and	ran	to	them;	but	as	soon	as	she	had	touched	her
sister,	she	remained	sticking	fast	to	her.	So	they	had	to	spend	the	night	with	the
goose.	The	next	morning	Dummling	 took	the	goose	under	his	arm	and	set	out,
without	troubling	himself	about	the	three	girls	who	were	hanging	on	to	it.	They
were	obliged	to	run	after	him	continually,	now	left,	now	right,	wherever	his	legs
took	him.	In	the	middle	of	the	fields	the	parson	met	them,	and	when	he	saw	the
procession	he	said:	'For	shame,	you	good-for-nothing	girls,	why	are	you	running
across	 the	 fields	 after	 this	 young	 man?	 Is	 that	 seemly?'	 At	 the	 same	 time	 he
seized	 the	 youngest	 by	 the	 hand	 in	 order	 to	 pull	 her	 away,	 but	 as	 soon	 as	 he
touched	 her	 he	 likewise	 stuck	 fast,	 and	 was	 himself	 obliged	 to	 run	 behind.
Before	long	the	sexton	came	by	and	saw	his	master,	the	parson,	running	behind
three	girls.	He	was	astonished	at	this	and	called	out:	'Hi!	your	reverence,	whither
away	so	quickly?	Do	not	forget	 that	we	have	a	christening	today!'	and	running
after	him	he	took	him	by	the	sleeve,	but	was	also	held	fast	to	it.	Whilst	the	five
were	trotting	thus	one	behind	the	other,	two	labourers	came	with	their	hoes	from
the	fields;	the	parson	called	out	to	them	and	begged	that	they	would	set	him	and
the	sexton	free.	But	they	had	scarcely	touched	the	sexton	when	they	were	held
fast,	 and	 now	 there	 were	 seven	 of	 them	 running	 behind	 Dummling	 and	 the
goose.	Soon	afterwards	he	came	to	a	city,	where	a	king	ruled	who	had	a	daughter
who	was	 so	 serious	 that	 no	 one	 could	make	 her	 laugh.	 So	 he	 had	 put	 forth	 a
decree	that	whosoever	should	be	able	to	make	her	laugh	should	marry	her.	When
Dummling	heard	this,	he	went	with	his	goose	and	all	her	train	before	the	king's
daughter,	and	as	soon	as	she	saw	the	seven	people	running	on	and	on,	one	behind
the	 other,	 she	 began	 to	 laugh	 quite	 loudly,	 and	 as	 if	 she	 would	 never	 stop.
Thereupon	Dummling	asked	 to	have	her	 for	his	wife;	but	 the	king	did	not	 like
the	son-in-law,	and	made	all	manner	of	excuses	and	said	he	must	first	produce	a
man	who	could	drink	 a	 cellarful	 of	wine.	Dummling	 thought	 of	 the	 little	 grey
man,	who	could	certainly	help	him;	so	he	went	into	the	forest,	and	in	the	same
place	 where	 he	 had	 felled	 the	 tree,	 he	 saw	 a	 man	 sitting,	 who	 had	 a	 very
sorrowful	face.	Dummling	asked	him	what	he	was	taking	to	heart	so	sorely,	and
he	answered:	'I	have	such	a	great	thirst	and	cannot	quench	it;	cold	water	I	cannot



stand,	a	barrel	of	wine	I	have	just	emptied,	but	that	to	me	is	like	a	drop	on	a	hot
stone!'	'There,	I	can	help	you,'	said	Dummling,	'just	come	with	me	and	you	shall
be	satisfied.'	He	 led	him	into	 the	king's	cellar,	and	 the	man	bent	over	 the	huge
barrels,	and	drank	and	drank	till	his	loins	hurt,	and	before	the	day	was	out	he	had
emptied	all	 the	barrels.	Then	Dummling	asked	once	more	for	his	bride,	but	the
king	 was	 vexed	 that	 such	 an	 ugly	 fellow,	 whom	 everyone	 called	 Dummling,
should	take	away	his	daughter,	and	he	made	a	new	condition;	he	must	first	find	a
man	who	could	eat	 a	whole	mountain	of	bread.	Dummling	did	not	 think	 long,
but	went	 straight	 into	 the	 forest,	where	 in	 the	same	place	 there	sat	a	man	who
was	tying	up	his	body	with	a	strap,	and	making	an	awful	face,	and	saying:	'I	have
eaten	a	whole	ovenful	of	rolls,	but	what	good	is	that	when	one	has	such	a	hunger
as	I?	My	stomach	remains	empty,	and	I	must	tie	myself	up	if	I	am	not	to	die	of
hunger.'	At	this	Dummling	was	glad,	and	said:	 'Get	up	and	come	with	me;	you
shall	eat	yourself	full.'	He	led	him	to	the	king's	palace	where	all	the	flour	in	the
whole	Kingdom	was	collected,	and	from	it	he	caused	a	huge	mountain	of	bread
to	be	baked.	The	man	from	the	 forest	 stood	before	 it,	began	 to	eat,	and	by	 the
end	of	one	day	the	whole	mountain	had	vanished.	Then	Dummling	for	the	third
time	asked	for	his	bride;	but	the	king	again	sought	a	way	out,	and	ordered	a	ship
which	could	sail	on	land	and	on	water.	'As	soon	as	you	come	sailing	back	in	it,'
said	he,	'you	shall	have	my	daughter	for	wife.'	Dummling	went	straight	into	the
forest,	and	there	sat	the	little	grey	man	to	whom	he	had	given	his	cake.	When	he
heard	what	Dummling	wanted,	he	said:	 'Since	you	have	given	me	to	eat	and	to
drink,	I	will	give	you	the	ship;	and	I	do	all	this	because	you	once	were	kind	to
me.'	Then	he	gave	him	the	ship	which	could	sail	on	land	and	water,	and	when	the
king	 saw	 that,	 he	 could	 no	 longer	 prevent	 him	 from	having	 his	 daughter.	 The
wedding	 was	 celebrated,	 and	 after	 the	 king's	 death,	 Dummling	 inherited	 his
kingdom	and	lived	for	a	long	time	contentedly	with	his	wife.



The	Water	of	Life

Long	before	you	or	 I	were	born,	 there	 reigned,	 in	a	country	a	great	way	off,	a
king	who	had	three	sons.	This	king	once	fell	very	ill—so	ill	that	nobody	thought
he	could	live.	His	sons	were	very	much	grieved	at	their	father's	sickness;	and	as
they	were	walking	together	very	mournfully	in	the	garden	of	the	palace,	a	little
old	man	met	them	and	asked	what	was	the	matter.	They	told	him	that	their	father
was	 very	 ill,	 and	 that	 they	were	 afraid	 nothing	 could	 save	 him.	 'I	 know	what
would,'	said	the	little	old	man;	'it	is	the	Water	of	Life.	If	he	could	have	a	draught
of	it	he	would	be	well	again;	but	it	is	very	hard	to	get.'	Then	the	eldest	son	said,
'I	will	soon	find	it':	and	he	went	to	the	sick	king,	and	begged	that	he	might	go	in
search	of	 the	Water	of	Life,	as	 it	was	 the	only	 thing	 that	could	save	him.	 'No,'
said	the	king.	'I	had	rather	die	than	place	you	in	such	great	danger	as	you	must
meet	with	in	your	journey.'	But	he	begged	so	hard	that	the	king	let	him	go;	and
the	prince	thought	to	himself,	 'If	I	bring	my	father	this	water,	he	will	make	me
sole	heir	to	his	kingdom.'
Then	he	set	out:	and	when	he	had	gone	on	his	way	some	time	he	came	to	a

deep	valley,	overhung	with	rocks	and	woods;	and	as	he	looked	around,	he	saw
standing	above	him	on	one	of	the	rocks	a	little	ugly	dwarf,	with	a	sugarloaf	cap
and	 a	 scarlet	 cloak;	 and	 the	 dwarf	 called	 to	 him	 and	 said,	 'Prince,	whither	 so
fast?'	'What	is	that	to	thee,	you	ugly	imp?'	said	the	prince	haughtily,	and	rode	on.
But	 the	dwarf	was	enraged	at	his	behaviour,	and	laid	a	fairy	spell	of	 ill-luck

upon	 him;	 so	 that	 as	 he	 rode	 on	 the	 mountain	 pass	 became	 narrower	 and
narrower,	 and	 at	 last	 the	 way	 was	 so	 straitened	 that	 he	 could	 not	 go	 to	 step
forward:	and	when	he	 thought	 to	have	 turned	his	horse	 round	and	go	back	 the
way	he	came,	he	heard	a	loud	laugh	ringing	round	him,	and	found	that	the	path
was	closed	behind	him,	so	that	he	was	shut	in	all	round.	He	next	tried	to	get	off
his	horse	and	make	his	way	on	foot,	but	again	the	laugh	rang	in	his	ears,	and	he
found	 himself	 unable	 to	 move	 a	 step,	 and	 thus	 he	 was	 forced	 to	 abide
spellbound.
Meantime	the	old	king	was	lingering	on	in	daily	hope	of	his	son's	return,	till	at

last	the	second	son	said,	'Father,	I	will	go	in	search	of	the	Water	of	Life.'	For	he
thought	to	himself,	'My	brother	is	surely	dead,	and	the	kingdom	will	fall	to	me	if
I	 find	 the	water.'	The	king	was	at	 first	very	unwilling	 to	 let	him	go,	but	at	 last
yielded	to	his	wish.	So	he	set	out	and	followed	the	same	road	which	his	brother
had	done,	and	met	with	 the	same	elf,	who	stopped	him	at	 the	same	spot	 in	 the
mountains,	 saying,	as	before,	 'Prince,	prince,	whither	so	 fast?'	 'Mind	your	own
affairs,	busybody!'	said	the	prince	scornfully,	and	rode	on.



But	the	dwarf	put	the	same	spell	upon	him	as	he	put	on	his	elder	brother,	and
he,	 too,	was	at	 last	obliged	 to	 take	up	his	abode	 in	 the	heart	of	 the	mountains.
Thus	 it	 is	with	proud	 silly	people,	who	 think	 themselves	 above	 everyone	 else,
and	are	too	proud	to	ask	or	take	advice.
When	the	second	prince	had	thus	been	gone	a	long	time,	the	youngest	son	said

he	would	go	and	search	for	the	Water	of	Life,	and	trusted	he	should	soon	be	able
to	make	his	 father	well	again.	So	he	set	out,	and	 the	dwarf	met	him	 too	at	 the
same	spot	in	the	valley,	among	the	mountains,	and	said,	'Prince,	whither	so	fast?'
And	 the	 prince	 said,	 'I	 am	 going	 in	 search	 of	 the	Water	 of	 Life,	 because	my
father	is	 ill,	and	like	to	die:	can	you	help	me?	Pray	be	kind,	and	aid	me	if	you
can!'	 'Do	 you	 know	 where	 it	 is	 to	 be	 found?'	 asked	 the	 dwarf.	 'No,'	 said	 the
prince,	 'I	 do	 not.	 Pray	 tell	me	 if	 you	 know.'	 'Then	 as	 you	 have	 spoken	 to	me
kindly,	and	are	wise	enough	to	seek	for	advice,	I	will	tell	you	how	and	where	to
go.	The	water	you	seek	springs	from	a	well	in	an	enchanted	castle;	and,	that	you
may	 be	 able	 to	 reach	 it	 in	 safety,	 I	will	 give	 you	 an	 iron	wand	 and	 two	 little
loaves	of	bread;	strike	the	iron	door	of	the	castle	three	times	with	the	wand,	and
it	will	open:	two	hungry	lions	will	be	lying	down	inside	gaping	for	their	prey,	but
if	you	 throw	them	the	bread	 they	will	 let	you	pass;	 then	hasten	on	 to	 the	well,
and	 take	 some	of	 the	Water	 of	Life	before	 the	 clock	 strikes	 twelve;	 for	 if	 you
tarry	longer	the	door	will	shut	upon	you	for	ever.'
Then	the	prince	thanked	his	little	friend	with	the	scarlet	cloak	for	his	friendly

aid,	and	 took	 the	wand	and	 the	bread,	and	went	 travelling	on	and	on,	over	sea
and	over	land,	till	he	came	to	his	journey's	end,	and	found	everything	to	be	as	the
dwarf	 had	 told	 him.	 The	 door	 flew	 open	 at	 the	 third	 stroke	 of	 the	wand,	 and
when	the	lions	were	quieted	he	went	on	through	the	castle	and	came	at	length	to
a	 beautiful	 hall.	 Around	 it	 he	 saw	 several	 knights	 sitting	 in	 a	 trance;	 then	 he
pulled	off	their	rings	and	put	them	on	his	own	fingers.	In	another	room	he	saw
on	a	table	a	sword	and	a	loaf	of	bread,	which	he	also	took.	Further	on	he	came	to
a	room	where	a	beautiful	young	lady	sat	upon	a	couch;	and	she	welcomed	him
joyfully,	 and	 said,	 if	 he	would	 set	 her	 free	 from	 the	 spell	 that	 bound	 her,	 the
kingdom	should	be	his,	if	he	would	come	back	in	a	year	and	marry	her.	Then	she
told	him	that	the	well	that	held	the	Water	of	Life	was	in	the	palace	gardens;	and
bade	him	make	haste,	and	draw	what	he	wanted	before	the	clock	struck	twelve.
He	 walked	 on;	 and	 as	 he	 walked	 through	 beautiful	 gardens	 he	 came	 to	 a

delightful	shady	spot	 in	which	stood	a	couch;	and	he	 thought	 to	himself,	as	he
felt	tired,	that	he	would	rest	himself	for	a	while,	and	gaze	on	the	lovely	scenes
around	him.	So	he	laid	himself	down,	and	sleep	fell	upon	him	unawares,	so	that
he	did	not	wake	up	till	the	clock	was	striking	a	quarter	to	twelve.	Then	he	sprang
from	 the	 couch	 dreadfully	 frightened,	 ran	 to	 the	 well,	 filled	 a	 cup	 that	 was



standing	by	him	full	of	water,	and	hastened	to	get	away	in	time.	Just	as	he	was
going	out	of	the	iron	door	it	struck	twelve,	and	the	door	fell	so	quickly	upon	him
that	it	snapped	off	a	piece	of	his	heel.
When	he	 found	himself	 safe,	 he	was	overjoyed	 to	 think	 that	 he	had	got	 the

Water	 of	Life;	 and	 as	 he	was	 going	 on	 his	way	 homewards,	 he	 passed	 by	 the
little	dwarf,	who,	when	he	saw	the	sword	and	the	 loaf,	said,	 'You	have	made	a
noble	prize;	with	the	sword	you	can	at	a	blow	slay	whole	armies,	and	the	bread
will	never	fail	you.'	Then	the	prince	thought	to	himself,	'I	cannot	go	home	to	my
father	 without	 my	 brothers';	 so	 he	 said,	 'My	 dear	 friend,	 cannot	 you	 tell	 me
where	my	two	brothers	are,	who	set	out	in	search	of	the	Water	of	Life	before	me,
and	never	came	back?'	'I	have	shut	them	up	by	a	charm	between	two	mountains,'
said	 the	 dwarf,	 'because	 they	were	 proud	 and	 ill-behaved,	 and	 scorned	 to	 ask
advice.'	 The	 prince	 begged	 so	 hard	 for	 his	 brothers,	 that	 the	 dwarf	 at	 last	 set
them	 free,	 though	 unwillingly,	 saying,	 'Beware	 of	 them,	 for	 they	 have	 bad
hearts.'	Their	brother,	however,	was	greatly	rejoiced	to	see	them,	and	told	them
all	that	had	happened	to	him;	how	he	had	found	the	Water	of	Life,	and	had	taken
a	cup	 full	of	 it;	 and	how	he	had	 set	 a	beautiful	princess	 free	 from	a	 spell	 that
bound	her;	 and	how	she	had	engaged	 to	wait	 a	whole	year,	 and	 then	 to	marry
him,	and	to	give	him	the	kingdom.
Then	they	all	three	rode	on	together,	and	on	their	way	home	came	to	a	country

that	was	laid	waste	by	war	and	a	dreadful	famine,	so	that	it	was	feared	all	must
die	 for	 want.	 But	 the	 prince	 gave	 the	 king	 of	 the	 land	 the	 bread,	 and	 all	 his
kingdom	ate	of	 it.	And	he	 lent	 the	king	 the	wonderful	 sword,	 and	he	 slew	 the
enemy's	army	with	it;	and	thus	the	kingdom	was	once	more	in	peace	and	plenty.
In	the	same	manner	he	befriended	two	other	countries	through	which	they	passed
on	their	way.
When	they	came	to	the	sea,	 they	got	 into	a	ship	and	during	their	voyage	the

two	eldest	said	to	themselves,	'Our	brother	has	got	the	water	which	we	could	not
find,	therefore	our	father	will	forsake	us	and	give	him	the	kingdom,	which	is	our
right';	so	they	were	full	of	envy	and	revenge,	and	agreed	together	how	they	could
ruin	him.	Then	they	waited	till	he	was	fast	asleep,	and	poured	the	Water	of	Life
out	of	the	cup,	and	took	it	for	themselves,	giving	him	bitter	sea-water	instead.
When	 they	came	 to	 their	 journey's	end,	 the	youngest	 son	brought	his	cup	 to

the	sick	king,	that	he	might	drink	and	be	healed.	Scarcely,	however,	had	he	tasted
the	bitter	 sea-water	when	he	became	worse	even	 than	he	was	before;	and	 then
both	 the	elder	sons	came	in,	and	blamed	the	youngest	 for	what	 they	had	done;
and	said	that	he	wanted	to	poison	their	father,	but	that	they	had	found	the	Water
of	Life,	and	had	brought	it	with	them.	He	no	sooner	began	to	drink	of	what	they
brought	him,	than	he	felt	his	sickness	leave	him,	and	was	as	strong	and	well	as	in



his	younger	days.	Then	they	went	to	their	brother,	and	laughed	at	him,	and	said,
'Well,	brother,	you	found	the	Water	of	Life,	did	you?	You	have	had	the	trouble
and	we	shall	have	 the	 reward.	Pray,	with	all	your	cleverness,	why	did	not	you
manage	 to	 keep	 your	 eyes	 open?	 Next	 year	 one	 of	 us	 will	 take	 away	 your
beautiful	princess,	if	you	do	not	take	care.	You	had	better	say	nothing	about	this
to	our	father,	for	he	does	not	believe	a	word	you	say;	and	if	you	tell	 tales,	you
shall	lose	your	life	into	the	bargain:	but	be	quiet,	and	we	will	let	you	off.'
The	old	king	was	still	very	angry	with	his	youngest	son,	and	thought	that	he

really	meant	 to	 have	 taken	 away	 his	 life;	 so	 he	 called	 his	 court	 together,	 and
asked	what	should	be	done,	and	all	agreed	that	he	ought	to	be	put	to	death.	The
prince	knew	nothing	of	what	was	going	on,	 till	one	day,	when	 the	king's	chief
huntsmen	went	a-hunting	with	him,	and	 they	were	alone	 in	 the	wood	 together,
the	huntsman	 looked	 so	 sorrowful	 that	 the	prince	 said,	 'My	 friend,	what	 is	 the
matter	with	you?'	'I	cannot	and	dare	not	tell	you,'	said	he.	But	the	prince	begged
very	hard,	and	said,	'Only	tell	me	what	it	is,	and	do	not	think	I	shall	be	angry,	for
I	will	forgive	you.'	 'Alas!'	said	the	huntsman;	'the	king	has	ordered	me	to	shoot
you.'	The	prince	started	at	this,	and	said,	'Let	me	live,	and	I	will	change	dresses
with	you;	you	shall	take	my	royal	coat	to	show	to	my	father,	and	do	you	give	me
your	 shabby	one.'	 'With	 all	my	heart,'	 said	 the	huntsman;	 'I	 am	 sure	 I	 shall	 be
glad	to	save	you,	for	I	could	not	have	shot	you.'	Then	he	took	the	prince's	coat,
and	gave	him	the	shabby	one,	and	went	away	through	the	wood.
Some	time	after,	three	grand	embassies	came	to	the	old	king's	court,	with	rich

gifts	of	gold	and	precious	stones	for	his	youngest	son;	now	all	 these	were	sent
from	the	three	kings	to	whom	he	had	lent	his	sword	and	loaf	of	bread,	in	order	to
rid	them	of	their	enemy	and	feed	their	people.	This	touched	the	old	king's	heart,
and	he	thought	his	son	might	still	be	guiltless,	and	said	to	his	court,	 'O	that	my
son	were	still	alive!	how	it	grieves	me	that	I	had	him	killed!'	 'He	is	still	alive,'
said	the	huntsman;	'and	I	am	glad	that	I	had	pity	on	him,	but	let	him	go	in	peace,
and	brought	home	his	 royal	coat.'	At	 this	 the	king	was	overwhelmed	with	 joy,
and	made	it	known	thoughout	all	his	kingdom,	that	if	his	son	would	come	back
to	his	court	he	would	forgive	him.
Meanwhile	 the	 princess	 was	 eagerly	 waiting	 till	 her	 deliverer	 should	 come

back;	and	had	a	road	made	leading	up	to	her	palace	all	of	shining	gold;	and	told
her	courtiers	 that	whoever	came	on	horseback,	and	rode	straight	up	to	 the	gate
upon	it,	was	her	true	lover;	and	that	they	must	let	him	in:	but	whoever	rode	on
one	side	of	it,	they	must	be	sure	was	not	the	right	one;	and	that	they	must	send
him	away	at	once.
The	 time	 soon	 came,	 when	 the	 eldest	 brother	 thought	 that	 he	 would	 make

haste	to	go	to	the	princess,	and	say	that	he	was	the	one	who	had	set	her	free,	and



that	 he	 should	 have	 her	 for	 his	 wife,	 and	 the	 kingdom	with	 her.	 As	 he	 came
before	 the	 palace	 and	 saw	 the	 golden	 road,	 he	 stopped	 to	 look	 at	 it,	 and	 he
thought	 to	 himself,	 'It	 is	 a	 pity	 to	 ride	 upon	 this	 beautiful	 road';	 so	 he	 turned
aside	and	 rode	on	 the	 right-hand	side	of	 it.	But	when	he	came	 to	 the	gate,	 the
guards,	who	had	seen	the	road	he	took,	said	to	him,	he	could	not	be	what	he	said
he	was,	and	must	go	about	his	business.
The	second	prince	set	out	soon	afterwards	on	 the	same	errand;	and	when	he

came	 to	 the	golden	road,	and	his	horse	had	set	one	foot	upon	 it,	he	stopped	 to
look	at	it,	and	thought	it	very	beautiful,	and	said	to	himself,	'What	a	pity	it	is	that
anything	should	tread	here!'	Then	he	too	turned	aside	and	rode	on	the	left	side	of
it.	But	when	he	came	to	the	gate	the	guards	said	he	was	not	the	true	prince,	and
that	he	too	must	go	away	about	his	business;	and	away	he	went.
Now	when	 the	 full	 year	was	come	 round,	 the	 third	brother	 left	 the	 forest	 in

which	he	had	lain	hid	for	fear	of	his	father's	anger,	and	set	out	in	search	of	his
betrothed	 bride.	 So	 he	 journeyed	 on,	 thinking	 of	 her	 all	 the	way,	 and	 rode	 so
quickly	that	he	did	not	even	see	what	the	road	was	made	of,	but	went	with	his
horse	straight	over	it;	and	as	he	came	to	the	gate	it	flew	open,	and	the	princess
welcomed	him	with	 joy,	and	said	he	was	her	deliverer,	and	should	now	be	her
husband	and	lord	of	the	kingdom.	When	the	first	joy	at	their	meeting	was	over,
the	princess	told	him	she	had	heard	of	his	father	having	forgiven	him,	and	of	his
wish	to	have	him	home	again:	so,	before	his	wedding	with	the	princess,	he	went
to	 visit	 his	 father,	 taking	 her	with	 him.	Then	 he	 told	 him	 everything;	 how	his
brothers	had	cheated	and	robbed	him,	and	yet	that	he	had	borne	all	those	wrongs
for	the	love	of	his	father.	And	the	old	king	was	very	angry,	and	wanted	to	punish
his	wicked	sons;	but	they	made	their	escape,	and	got	into	a	ship	and	sailed	away
over	the	wide	sea,	and	where	they	went	to	nobody	knew	and	nobody	cared.
And	now	the	old	king	gathered	together	his	court,	and	asked	all	his	kingdom

to	come	and	celebrate	the	wedding	of	his	son	and	the	princess.	And	young	and
old,	 noble	 and	 squire,	 gentle	 and	 simple,	 came	 at	 once	 on	 the	 summons;	 and
among	the	rest	came	the	friendly	dwarf,	with	the	sugarloaf	hat,	and	a	new	scarlet
cloak.
{verse
And	the	wedding	was	held,	and	the	merry	bells	run.
And	all	the	good	people	they	danced	and	they	sung,
And	feasted	and	frolick'd	I	can't	tell	how	long.
{verse



The	Twelve	Huntsmen

There	was	once	a	king's	son	who	had	a	bride	whom	he	 loved	very	much.	And
when	he	was	 sitting	beside	her	 and	very	happy,	 news	 came	 that	 his	 father	 lay
sick	unto	death,	and	desired	to	see	him	once	again	before	his	end.	Then	he	said
to	his	beloved:	'I	must	now	go	and	leave	you,	I	give	you	a	ring	as	a	remembrance
of	me.	When	I	am	king,	I	will	return	and	fetch	you.'	So	he	rode	away,	and	when
he	reached	his	father,	the	latter	was	dangerously	ill,	and	near	his	death.	He	said
to	him:	'Dear	son,	I	wished	to	see	you	once	again	before	my	end,	promise	me	to
marry	as	I	wish,'	and	he	named	a	certain	king's	daughter	who	was	to	be	his	wife.
The	son	was	in	such	trouble	that	he	did	not	think	what	he	was	doing,	and	said:
'Yes,	dear	father,	your	will	shall	be	done,'	and	thereupon	the	king	shut	his	eyes,
and	died.
When	therefore	the	son	had	been	proclaimed	king,	and	the	time	of	mourning

was	over,	he	was	forced	to	keep	the	promise	which	he	had	given	his	father,	and
caused	the	king's	daughter	to	be	asked	in	marriage,	and	she	was	promised	to	him.
His	first	betrothed	heard	of	this,	and	fretted	so	much	about	his	faithfulness	that
she	nearly	died.	Then	her	father	said	to	her:	'Dearest	child,	why	are	you	so	sad?
You	shall	have	whatsoever	you	will.'	She	thought	for	a	moment	and	said:	'Dear
father,	I	wish	for	eleven	girls	exactly	like	myself	 in	face,	figure,	and	size.'	The
father	 said:	 'If	 it	 be	 possible,	 your	 desire	 shall	 be	 fulfilled,'	 and	 he	 caused	 a
search	to	be	made	in	his	whole	kingdom,	until	eleven	young	maidens	were	found
who	exactly	resembled	his	daughter	in	face,	figure,	and	size.
When	 they	 came	 to	 the	 king's	 daughter,	 she	 had	 twelve	 suits	 of	 huntsmen's

clothes	made,	 all	 alike,	 and	 the	 eleven	maidens	 had	 to	 put	 on	 the	 huntsmen's
clothes,	and	she	herself	put	on	the	twelfth	suit.	Thereupon	she	took	her	leave	of
her	 father,	 and	 rode	 away	 with	 them,	 and	 rode	 to	 the	 court	 of	 her	 former
betrothed,	 whom	 she	 loved	 so	 dearly.	 Then	 she	 asked	 if	 he	 required	 any
huntsmen,	and	if	he	would	take	all	of	them	into	his	service.	The	king	looked	at
her	and	did	not	know	her,	but	as	they	were	such	handsome	fellows,	he	said:	'Yes,'
and	 that	 he	 would	 willingly	 take	 them,	 and	 now	 they	 were	 the	 king's	 twelve
huntsmen.
The	king,	however,	had	a	lion	which	was	a	wondrous	animal,	for	he	knew	all

concealed	and	secret	things.	It	came	to	pass	that	one	evening	he	said	to	the	king:
'You	 think	 you	 have	 twelve	 huntsmen?'	 'Yes,'	 said	 the	 king,	 'they	 are	 twelve
huntsmen.'	 The	 lion	 continued:	 'You	 are	 mistaken,	 they	 are	 twelve	 girls.'	 The
king	 said:	 'That	 cannot	 be	 true!	How	will	 you	 prove	 that	 to	me?'	 'Oh,	 just	 let
some	peas	be	strewn	in	the	ante-chamber,'	answered	the	lion,	'and	then	you	will



soon	see.	Men	have	a	firm	step,	and	when	they	walk	over	peas	none	of	them	stir,
but	girls	trip	and	skip,	and	drag	their	feet,	and	the	peas	roll	about.'	The	king	was
well	pleased	with	the	counsel,	and	caused	the	peas	to	be	strewn.
There	was,	however,	a	servant	of	the	king's	who	favoured	the	huntsmen,	and

when	he	heard	 that	 they	were	going	 to	be	put	 to	 this	 test	he	went	 to	 them	and
repeated	everything,	and	said:	'The	lion	wants	to	make	the	king	believe	that	you
are	girls.'	Then	the	king's	daughter	thanked	him,	and	said	to	her	maidens:	'Show
some	strength,	and	step	firmly	on	the	peas.'	So	next	morning	when	the	king	had
the	 twelve	 huntsmen	 called	 before	 him,	 and	 they	 came	 into	 the	 ante-chamber
where	 the	 peas	 were	 lying,	 they	 stepped	 so	 firmly	 on	 them,	 and	 had	 such	 a
strong,	sure	walk,	that	not	one	of	the	peas	either	rolled	or	stirred.	Then	they	went
away	again,	and	the	king	said	 to	 the	 lion:	 'You	have	lied	 to	me,	 they	walk	 just
like	men.'	The	 lion	said:	 'They	have	been	 informed	 that	 they	were	going	 to	be
put	to	the	test,	and	have	assumed	some	strength.	Just	let	twelve	spinning-wheels
be	brought	into	the	ante-chamber,	and	they	will	go	to	them	and	be	pleased	with
them,	and	that	is	what	no	man	would	do.'	The	king	liked	the	advice,	and	had	the
spinning-wheels	placed	in	the	ante-chamber.
But	 the	servant,	who	was	well	disposed	 to	 the	huntsmen,	went	 to	 them,	and

disclosed	 the	project.	So	when	 they	were	alone	 the	king's	daughter	 said	 to	her
eleven	 girls:	 'Show	 some	 constraint,	 and	 do	 not	 look	 round	 at	 the	 spinning-
wheels.'	And	next	morning	when	the	king	had	his	twelve	huntsmen	summoned,
they	 went	 through	 the	 ante-chamber,	 and	 never	 once	 looked	 at	 the	 spinning-
wheels.	Then	 the	king	again	 said	 to	 the	 lion:	 'You	have	deceived	me,	 they	are
men,	 for	 they	have	not	 looked	at	 the	 spinning-wheels.'	The	 lion	 replied:	 'They
have	 restrained	 themselves.'	 The	 king,	 however,	 would	 no	 longer	 believe	 the
lion.
The	twelve	huntsmen	always	followed	the	king	to	the	chase,	and	his	liking	for

them	continually	increased.	Now	it	came	to	pass	that	once	when	they	were	out
hunting,	news	came	that	the	king's	bride	was	approaching.	When	the	true	bride
heard	 that,	 it	 hurt	 her	 so	much	 that	 her	 heart	was	 almost	 broken,	 and	 she	 fell
fainting	 to	 the	 ground.	 The	 king	 thought	 something	 had	 happened	 to	 his	 dear
huntsman,	ran	up	to	him,	wanted	to	help	him,	and	drew	his	glove	off.	Then	he
saw	 the	 ring	which	he	had	given	 to	his	 first	bride,	 and	when	he	 looked	 in	her
face	 he	 recognized	her.	Then	his	 heart	was	 so	 touched	 that	 he	 kissed	 her,	 and
when	she	opened	her	eyes	he	said:	'You	are	mine,	and	I	am	yours,	and	no	one	in
the	world	can	alter	 that.'	He	sent	a	messenger	 to	 the	other	bride,	and	entreated
her	to	return	to	her	own	kingdom,	for	he	had	a	wife	already,	and	someone	who
had	just	found	an	old	key	did	not	require	a	new	one.	Thereupon	the	wedding	was
celebrated,	 and	 the	 lion	was	again	 taken	 into	 favour,	because,	 after	 all,	 he	had



told	the	truth.



The	King	of	the	Golden	Mountain

There	was	once	a	merchant	who	had	only	one	child,	a	son,	that	was	very	young,
and	 barely	 able	 to	 run	 alone.	 He	 had	 two	 richly	 laden	 ships	 then	 making	 a
voyage	upon	the	seas,	 in	which	he	had	embarked	all	his	wealth,	 in	the	hope	of
making	great	gains,	when	the	news	came	that	both	were	lost.	Thus	from	being	a
rich	man	he	became	all	at	once	so	very	poor	that	nothing	was	left	to	him	but	one
small	plot	of	land;	and	there	he	often	went	in	an	evening	to	take	his	walk,	and
ease	his	mind	of	a	little	of	his	trouble.
One	day,	as	he	was	 roaming	along	 in	a	brown	study,	 thinking	with	no	great

comfort	on	what	he	had	been	and	what	he	now	was,	and	was	like	to	be,	all	on	a
sudden	 there	 stood	 before	 him	 a	 little,	 rough-looking,	 black	 dwarf.	 'Prithee,
friend,	why	so	sorrowful?'	said	he	to	the	merchant;	'what	is	it	you	take	so	deeply
to	 heart?'	 'If	 you	would	 do	me	 any	 good	 I	 would	willingly	 tell	 you,'	 said	 the
merchant.	'Who	knows	but	I	may?'	said	the	little	man:	'tell	me	what	ails	you,	and
perhaps	you	will	find	I	may	be	of	some	use.'	Then	the	merchant	told	him	how	all
his	wealth	was	gone	to	 the	bottom	of	 the	sea,	and	how	he	had	nothing	left	but
that	little	plot	of	land.	'Oh,	trouble	not	yourself	about	that,'	said	the	dwarf;	'only
undertake	 to	 bring	me	 here,	 twelve	 years	 hence,	 whatever	 meets	 you	 first	 on
your	 going	 home,	 and	 I	 will	 give	 you	 as	much	 as	 you	 please.'	 The	merchant
thought	this	was	no	great	thing	to	ask;	that	it	would	most	likely	be	his	dog	or	his
cat,	or	something	of	that	sort,	but	forgot	his	little	boy	Heinel;	so	he	agreed	to	the
bargain,	and	signed	and	sealed	the	bond	to	do	what	was	asked	of	him.
But	as	he	drew	near	home,	his	little	boy	was	so	glad	to	see	him	that	he	crept

behind	him,	and	laid	fast	hold	of	his	legs,	and	looked	up	in	his	face	and	laughed.
Then	the	father	started,	trembling	with	fear	and	horror,	and	saw	what	it	was	that
he	had	bound	himself	to	do;	but	as	no	gold	was	come,	he	made	himself	easy	by
thinking	that	it	was	only	a	joke	that	the	dwarf	was	playing	him,	and	that,	at	any
rate,	when	the	money	came,	he	should	see	the	bearer,	and	would	not	take	it	in.
About	 a	month	 afterwards	 he	went	 upstairs	 into	 a	 lumber-room	 to	 look	 for

some	old	iron,	that	he	might	sell	it	and	raise	a	little	money;	and	there,	instead	of
his	iron,	he	saw	a	large	pile	of	gold	lying	on	the	floor.	At	the	sight	of	this	he	was
overjoyed,	and	forgetting	all	about	his	son,	went	into	trade	again,	and	became	a
richer	merchant	than	before.
Meantime	little	Heinel	grew	up,	and	as	the	end	of	the	twelve	years	drew	near

the	 merchant	 began	 to	 call	 to	 mind	 his	 bond,	 and	 became	 very	 sad	 and
thoughtful;	so	that	care	and	sorrow	were	written	upon	his	face.	The	boy	one	day
asked	what	was	 the	matter,	but	his	 father	would	not	 tell	 for	some	time;	at	 last,



however,	he	said	 that	he	had,	without	knowing	 it,	 sold	him	for	gold	 to	a	 little,
ugly-looking,	black	dwarf,	and	that	the	twelve	years	were	coming	round	when	he
must	keep	his	word.	Then	Heinel	said,	 'Father,	give	yourself	very	 little	 trouble
about	that;	I	shall	be	too	much	for	the	little	man.'
When	the	time	came,	the	father	and	son	went	out	together	to	the	place	agreed

upon:	and	the	son	drew	a	circle	on	the	ground,	and	set	himself	and	his	father	in
the	middle	of	it.	The	little	black	dwarf	soon	came,	and	walked	round	and	round
about	the	circle,	but	could	not	find	any	way	to	get	into	it,	and	he	either	could	not,
or	dared	not,	jump	over	it.	At	last	the	boy	said	to	him.	'Have	you	anything	to	say
to	us,	my	friend,	or	what	do	you	want?'	Now	Heinel	had	found	a	friend	in	a	good
fairy,	that	was	fond	of	him,	and	had	told	him	what	to	do;	for	this	fairy	knew	what
good	 luck	 was	 in	 store	 for	 him.	 'Have	 you	 brought	 me	 what	 you	 said	 you
would?'	said	the	dwarf	to	the	merchant.	The	old	man	held	his	tongue,	but	Heinel
said	again,	 'What	do	you	want	here?'	The	dwarf	said,	 'I	come	to	talk	with	your
father,	 not	with	 you.'	 'You	 have	 cheated	 and	 taken	 in	my	 father,'	 said	 the	 son;
'pray	give	him	up	his	bond	at	once.'	'Fair	and	softly,'	said	the	little	old	man;	'right
is	right;	I	have	paid	my	money,	and	your	father	has	had	it,	and	spent	it;	so	be	so
good	 as	 to	 let	me	have	what	 I	 paid	 it	 for.'	 'You	must	 have	my	 consent	 to	 that
first,'	said	Heinel,	'so	please	to	step	in	here,	and	let	us	talk	it	over.'	The	old	man
grinned,	and	showed	his	teeth,	as	if	he	should	have	been	very	glad	to	get	into	the
circle	 if	 he	 could.	 Then	 at	 last,	 after	 a	 long	 talk,	 they	 came	 to	 terms.	 Heinel
agreed	that	his	father	must	give	him	up,	and	that	so	far	the	dwarf	should	have	his
way:	but,	on	the	other	hand,	the	fairy	had	told	Heinel	what	fortune	was	in	store
for	him,	if	he	followed	his	own	course;	and	he	did	not	choose	to	be	given	up	to
his	hump-backed	friend,	who	seemed	so	anxious	for	his	company.
So,	 to	make	 a	 sort	 of	 drawn	 battle	 of	 the	matter,	 it	 was	 settled	 that	 Heinel

should	be	put	into	an	open	boat,	that	lay	on	the	sea-shore	hard	by;	that	the	father
should	push	him	off	with	his	own	hand,	and	that	he	should	thus	be	set	adrift,	and
left	 to	 the	 bad	 or	 good	 luck	 of	 wind	 and	 weather.	 Then	 he	 took	 leave	 of	 his
father,	and	set	himself	in	the	boat,	but	before	it	got	far	off	a	wave	struck	it,	and	it
fell	with	one	side	low	in	the	water,	so	the	merchant	thought	that	poor	Heinel	was
lost,	and	went	home	very	sorrowful,	while	the	dwarf	went	his	way,	thinking	that
at	any	rate	he	had	had	his	revenge.
The	boat,	however,	did	not	sink,	for	the	good	fairy	took	care	of	her	friend,	and

soon	 raised	 the	 boat	 up	 again,	 and	 it	went	 safely	 on.	The	 young	man	 sat	 safe
within,	till	at	length	it	ran	ashore	upon	an	unknown	land.	As	he	jumped	upon	the
shore	he	 saw	before	him	a	beautiful	 castle	but	 empty	and	dreary	within,	 for	 it
was	enchanted.	 'Here,'	 said	he	 to	himself,	 'must	 I	 find	 the	prize	 the	good	 fairy
told	me	of.'	So	he	once	more	searched	 the	whole	palace	 through,	 till	at	 last	he



found	a	white	snake,	lying	coiled	up	on	a	cushion	in	one	of	the	chambers.
Now	the	white	snake	was	an	enchanted	princess;	and	she	was	very	glad	to	see

him,	and	 said,	 'Are	you	at	 last	 come	 to	 set	me	 free?	Twelve	 long	years	have	 I
waited	here	for	the	fairy	to	bring	you	hither	as	she	promised,	for	you	alone	can
save	me.	This	night	 twelve	men	will	 come:	 their	 faces	will	be	black,	and	 they
will	 be	dressed	 in	 chain	 armour.	They	will	 ask	what	 you	do	here,	 but	 give	no
answer;	and	let	them	do	what	they	will—beat,	whip,	pinch,	prick,	or	torment	you
—bear	all;	only	speak	not	a	word,	and	at	twelve	o'clock	they	must	go	away.	The
second	night	twelve	others	will	come:	and	the	third	night	twenty-four,	who	will
even	cut	off	your	head;	but	at	the	twelfth	hour	of	that	night	their	power	is	gone,
and	I	shall	be	free,	and	will	come	and	bring	you	the	Water	of	Life,	and	will	wash
you	with	it,	and	bring	you	back	to	life	and	health.'	And	all	came	to	pass	as	she
had	said;	Heinel	bore	all,	and	spoke	not	a	word;	and	the	third	night	the	princess
came,	 and	 fell	 on	 his	 neck	 and	 kissed	 him.	 Joy	 and	 gladness	 burst	 forth
throughout	the	castle,	the	wedding	was	celebrated,	and	he	was	crowned	king	of
the	Golden	Mountain.
They	 lived	 together	 very	 happily,	 and	 the	 queen	 had	 a	 son.	And	 thus	 eight

years	had	passed	over	 their	heads,	when	 the	king	 thought	of	his	 father;	and	he
began	to	long	to	see	him	once	again.	But	the	queen	was	against	his	going,	and
said,	 'I	know	well	 that	misfortunes	will	come	upon	us	 if	you	go.'	However,	he
gave	her	no	rest	till	she	agreed.	At	his	going	away	she	gave	him	a	wishing-ring,
and	 said,	 'Take	 this	 ring,	 and	 put	 it	 on	 your	 finger;	whatever	 you	wish	 it	will
bring	 you;	 only	 promise	 never	 to	 make	 use	 of	 it	 to	 bring	 me	 hence	 to	 your
father's	house.'	Then	he	said	he	would	do	what	she	asked,	and	put	the	ring	on	his
finger,	and	wished	himself	near	the	town	where	his	father	lived.
Heinel	found	himself	at	 the	gates	in	a	moment;	but	 the	guards	would	not	 let

him	go	 in,	because	he	was	so	strangely	clad.	So	he	went	up	 to	a	neighbouring
hill,	 where	 a	 shepherd	 dwelt,	 and	 borrowed	 his	 old	 frock,	 and	 thus	 passed
unknown	into	the	town.	When	he	came	to	his	father's	house,	he	said	he	was	his
son;	but	the	merchant	would	not	believe	him,	and	said	he	had	had	but	one	son,
his	poor	Heinel,	who	he	knew	was	long	since	dead:	and	as	he	was	only	dressed
like	 a	 poor	 shepherd,	 he	would	 not	 even	 give	 him	 anything	 to	 eat.	 The	 king,
however,	still	vowed	that	he	was	his	son,	and	said,	 'Is	 there	no	mark	by	which
you	would	know	me	if	I	am	really	your	son?'	'Yes,'	said	his	mother,	'our	Heinel
had	a	mark	 like	a	raspberry	on	his	right	arm.'	Then	he	showed	them	the	mark,
and	they	knew	that	what	he	had	said	was	true.
He	next	told	them	how	he	was	king	of	the	Golden	Mountain,	and	was	married

to	 a	 princess,	 and	 had	 a	 son	 seven	 years	 old.	But	 the	merchant	 said,	 'that	 can
never	 be	 true;	 he	must	 be	 a	 fine	 king	 truly	who	 travels	 about	 in	 a	 shepherd's



frock!'	At	this	the	son	was	vexed;	and	forgetting	his	word,	turned	his	ring,	and
wished	for	his	queen	and	son.	In	an	instant	they	stood	before	him;	but	the	queen
wept,	and	said	he	had	broken	his	word,	and	bad	luck	would	follow.	He	did	all	he
could	to	soothe	her,	and	she	at	last	seemed	to	be	appeased;	but	she	was	not	so	in
truth,	and	was	only	thinking	how	she	should	punish	him.
One	day	he	 took	her	 to	walk	with	him	out	of	 the	 town,	and	showed	her	 the

spot	where	 the	 boat	was	 set	 adrift	 upon	 the	wide	waters.	 Then	 he	 sat	 himself
down,	and	said,	'I	am	very	much	tired;	sit	by	me,	I	will	rest	my	head	in	your	lap,
and	sleep	a	while.'	As	soon	as	he	had	fallen	asleep,	however,	she	drew	the	ring
from	his	finger,	and	crept	softly	away,	and	wished	herself	and	her	son	at	home	in
their	 kingdom.	And	when	 he	 awoke	 he	 found	 himself	 alone,	 and	 saw	 that	 the
ring	was	gone	from	his	finger.	'I	can	never	go	back	to	my	father's	house,'	said	he;
'they	would	say	I	am	a	sorcerer:	I	will	 journey	forth	into	the	world,	 till	I	come
again	to	my	kingdom.'
So	 saying	 he	 set	 out	 and	 travelled	 till	 he	 came	 to	 a	 hill,	where	 three	 giants

were	sharing	 their	 father's	goods;	and	as	 they	saw	him	pass	 they	cried	out	and
said,	'Little	men	have	sharp	wits;	he	shall	part	the	goods	between	us.'	Now	there
was	a	sword	that	cut	off	an	enemy's	head	whenever	the	wearer	gave	the	words,
'Heads	 off!';	 a	 cloak	 that	made	 the	 owner	 invisible,	 or	 gave	 him	 any	 form	 he
pleased;	and	a	pair	of	boots	that	carried	the	wearer	wherever	he	wished.	Heinel
said	they	must	first	let	him	try	these	wonderful	things,	then	he	might	know	how
to	set	a	value	upon	them.	Then	they	gave	him	the	cloak,	and	he	wished	himself	a
fly,	and	in	a	moment	he	was	a	fly.	'The	cloak	is	very	well,'	said	he:	'now	give	me
the	sword.'	'No,'	said	they;	'not	unless	you	undertake	not	to	say,	"Heads	off!"	for
if	you	do	we	are	all	dead	men.'	So	they	gave	it	him,	charging	him	to	try	it	on	a
tree.	He	next	 asked	 for	 the	boots	 also;	 and	 the	moment	he	had	all	 three	 in	his
power,	he	wished	himself	at	the	Golden	Mountain;	and	there	he	was	at	once.	So
the	giants	were	left	behind	with	no	goods	to	share	or	quarrel	about.
As	Heinel	 came	near	his	 castle	he	heard	 the	 sound	of	merry	music;	 and	 the

people	around	told	him	that	his	queen	was	about	to	marry	another	husband.	Then
he	 threw	his	 cloak	 around	him,	 and	passed	 through	 the	 castle	 hall,	 and	placed
himself	by	the	side	of	the	queen,	where	no	one	saw	him.	But	when	anything	to
eat	was	put	upon	her	plate,	he	took	it	away	and	ate	it	himself;	and	when	a	glass
of	wine	was	handed	to	her,	he	took	it	and	drank	it;	and	thus,	though	they	kept	on
giving	her	meat	and	drink,	her	plate	and	cup	were	always	empty.
Upon	 this,	 fear	 and	 remorse	 came	 over	 her,	 and	 she	went	 into	 her	 chamber

alone,	 and	 sat	 there	 weeping;	 and	 he	 followed	 her	 there.	 'Alas!'	 said	 she	 to
herself,	 'was	I	not	once	set	free?	Why	then	does	 this	enchantment	still	seem	to
bind	me?'



'False	and	fickle	one!'	said	he.	'One	indeed	came	who	set	thee	free,	and	he	is
now	near	 thee	again;	but	how	have	you	used	him?	Ought	he	 to	have	had	such
treatment	from	thee?'	Then	he	went	out	and	sent	away	the	company,	and	said	the
wedding	 was	 at	 an	 end,	 for	 that	 he	 was	 come	 back	 to	 the	 kingdom.	 But	 the
princes,	peers,	and	great	men	mocked	at	him.	However,	he	would	enter	into	no
parley	with	 them,	but	only	asked	 them	 if	 they	would	go	 in	peace	or	not.	Then
they	turned	upon	him	and	tried	to	seize	him;	but	he	drew	his	sword.	'Heads	Off!'
cried	he;	and	with	 the	word	 the	 traitors'	heads	fell	before	him,	and	Heinel	was
once	more	king	of	the	Golden	Mountain.



Doctor	Knowall

There	was	once	upon	a	 time	a	poor	peasant	called	Crabb,	who	drove	with	 two
oxen	a	load	of	wood	to	the	town,	and	sold	it	to	a	doctor	for	two	talers.	When	the
money	was	being	counted	out	to	him,	it	so	happened	that	the	doctor	was	sitting
at	table,	and	when	the	peasant	saw	how	well	he	ate	and	drank,	his	heart	desired
what	 he	 saw,	 and	 would	 willingly	 have	 been	 a	 doctor	 too.	 So	 he	 remained
standing	a	while,	and	at	length	inquired	if	he	too	could	not	be	a	doctor.	'Oh,	yes,'
said	the	doctor,	 'that	is	soon	managed.'	 'What	must	I	do?'	asked	the	peasant.	 'In
the	first	place	buy	yourself	an	A	B	C	book	of	the	kind	which	has	a	cock	on	the
frontispiece;	in	the	second,	turn	your	cart	and	your	two	oxen	into	money,	and	get
yourself	some	clothes,	and	whatsoever	else	pertains	to	medicine;	thirdly,	have	a
sign	painted	for	yourself	with	the	words:	"I	am	Doctor	Knowall,"	and	have	that
nailed	up	above	your	house-door.'	The	peasant	did	everything	that	he	had	been
told	to	do.	When	he	had	doctored	people	awhile,	but	not	long,	a	rich	and	great
lord	had	some	money	stolen.	Then	he	was	told	about	Doctor	Knowall	who	lived
in	such	and	such	a	village,	and	must	know	what	had	become	of	the	money.	So
the	 lord	had	 the	horses	harnessed	 to	his	 carriage,	drove	out	 to	 the	village,	 and
asked	Crabb	if	he	were	Doctor	Knowall.	Yes,	he	was,	he	said.	Then	he	was	to	go
with	him	and	bring	back	the	stolen	money.	'Oh,	yes,	but	Grete,	my	wife,	must	go
too.'	The	lord	was	willing,	and	let	both	of	them	have	a	seat	in	the	carriage,	and
they	all	drove	away	together.	When	they	came	to	the	nobleman's	castle,	the	table
was	spread,	and	Crabb	was	 told	 to	sit	down	and	eat.	 'Yes,	but	my	wife,	Grete,
too,'	 said	 he,	 and	 he	 seated	 himself	 with	 her	 at	 the	 table.	 And	when	 the	 first
servant	came	with	a	dish	of	delicate	fare,	the	peasant	nudged	his	wife,	and	said:
'Grete,	 that	 was	 the	 first,'	 meaning	 that	 was	 the	 servant	who	 brought	 the	 first
dish.	The	servant,	however,	thought	he	intended	by	that	to	say:	'That	is	the	first
thief,'	 and	 as	 he	 actually	 was	 so,	 he	 was	 terrified,	 and	 said	 to	 his	 comrade
outside:	 'The	 doctor	 knows	 all:	 we	 shall	 fare	 ill,	 he	 said	 I	 was	 the	 first.'	 The
second	did	not	want	to	go	in	at	all,	but	was	forced.	So	when	he	went	in	with	his
dish,	 the	 peasant	 nudged	 his	 wife,	 and	 said:	 'Grete,	 that	 is	 the	 second.'	 This
servant	was	equally	alarmed,	and	he	got	out	as	fast	as	he	could.	The	third	fared
no	better,	for	the	peasant	again	said:	 'Grete,	that	is	the	third.'	The	fourth	had	to
carry	in	a	dish	that	was	covered,	and	the	lord	told	the	doctor	that	he	was	to	show
his	skill,	and	guess	what	was	beneath	the	cover.	Actually,	there	were	crabs.	The
doctor	looked	at	the	dish,	had	no	idea	what	to	say,	and	cried:	 'Ah,	poor	Crabb.'
When	the	lord	heard	that,	he	cried:	'There!	he	knows	it;	he	must	also	know	who
has	the	money!'



On	this	the	servants	looked	terribly	uneasy,	and	made	a	sign	to	the	doctor	that
they	wished	him	to	step	outside	for	a	moment.	When	therefore	he	went	out,	all
four	of	them	confessed	to	him	that	they	had	stolen	the	money,	and	said	that	they
would	willingly	restore	it	and	give	him	a	heavy	sum	into	the	bargain,	if	he	would
not	denounce	them,	for	if	he	did	they	would	be	hanged.	They	led	him	to	the	spot
where	the	money	was	concealed.	With	this	the	doctor	was	satisfied,	and	returned
to	 the	hall,	 sat	down	 to	 the	 table,	 and	 said:	 'My	 lord,	now	will	 I	 search	 in	my
book	where	the	gold	is	hidden.'	The	fifth	servant,	however,	crept	into	the	stove	to
hear	if	the	doctor	knew	still	more.	But	the	doctor	sat	still	and	opened	his	A	B	C
book,	turned	the	pages	backwards	and	forwards,	and	looked	for	the	cock.	As	he
could	not	 find	 it	 immediately	he	said:	 'I	know	you	are	 there,	so	you	had	better
come	out!'	Then	the	fellow	in	the	stove	thought	that	the	doctor	meant	him,	and
full	 of	 terror,	 sprang	 out,	 crying:	 'That	 man	 knows	 everything!'	 Then	 Doctor
Knowall	showed	the	lord	where	the	money	was,	but	did	not	say	who	had	stolen
it,	and	received	from	both	sides	much	money	in	reward,	and	became	a	renowned
man.



The	Seven	Ravens

There	 was	 once	 a	 man	 who	 had	 seven	 sons,	 and	 last	 of	 all	 one	 daughter.
Although	 the	 little	 girl	 was	 very	 pretty,	 she	was	 so	weak	 and	 small	 that	 they
thought	she	could	not	live;	but	they	said	she	should	at	once	be	christened.
So	the	father	sent	one	of	his	sons	in	haste	to	the	spring	to	get	some	water,	but

the	other	six	ran	with	him.	Each	wanted	to	be	first	at	drawing	the	water,	and	so
they	were	 in	 such	a	hurry	 that	 all	 let	 their	pitchers	 fall	 into	 the	well,	 and	 they
stood	very	 foolishly	 looking	 at	 one	 another,	 and	did	not	 know	what	 to	do,	 for
none	dared	go	home.	In	the	meantime	the	father	was	uneasy,	and	could	not	tell
what	made	the	young	men	stay	so	long.	'Surely,'	said	he,	'the	whole	seven	must
have	forgotten	themselves	over	some	game	of	play';	and	when	he	had	waited	still
longer	and	they	yet	did	not	come,	he	flew	into	a	rage	and	wished	them	all	turned
into	ravens.	Scarcely	had	he	spoken	these	words	when	he	heard	a	croaking	over
his	head,	and	looked	up	and	saw	seven	ravens	as	black	as	coal	flying	round	and
round.	Sorry	as	he	was	 to	see	his	wish	so	fulfilled,	he	did	not	know	how	what
was	done	could	be	undone,	 and	comforted	himself	 as	well	 as	he	 could	 for	 the
loss	of	his	 seven	 sons	with	his	dear	 little	daughter,	who	 soon	became	stronger
and	every	day	more	beautiful.
For	a	long	time	she	did	not	know	that	she	had	ever	had	any	brothers;	for	her

father	 and	mother	 took	 care	 not	 to	 speak	 of	 them	 before	 her:	 but	 one	 day	 by
chance	 she	 heard	 the	 people	 about	 her	 speak	 of	 them.	 'Yes,'	 said	 they,	 'she	 is
beautiful	indeed,	but	still	'tis	a	pity	that	her	brothers	should	have	been	lost	for	her
sake.'	Then	she	was	much	grieved,	and	went	to	her	father	and	mother,	and	asked
if	she	had	any	brothers,	and	what	had	become	of	them.	So	they	dared	no	longer
hide	the	truth	from	her,	but	said	it	was	the	will	of	Heaven,	and	that	her	birth	was
only	the	innocent	cause	of	it;	but	the	little	girl	mourned	sadly	about	it	every	day,
and	thought	herself	bound	to	do	all	she	could	to	bring	her	brothers	back;	and	she
had	neither	rest	nor	ease,	 till	at	 length	one	day	she	stole	away,	and	set	out	into
the	 wide	 world	 to	 find	 her	 brothers,	 wherever	 they	 might	 be,	 and	 free	 them,
whatever	it	might	cost	her.
She	 took	nothing	with	her	but	 a	 little	 ring	which	her	 father	 and	mother	had

given	her,	a	loaf	of	bread	in	case	she	should	be	hungry,	a	little	pitcher	of	water	in
case	 she	 should	 be	 thirsty,	 and	 a	 little	 stool	 to	 rest	 upon	when	 she	 should	 be
weary.	Thus	she	went	on	and	on,	and	journeyed	till	she	came	to	the	world's	end;
then	she	came	to	the	sun,	but	the	sun	looked	much	too	hot	and	fiery;	so	she	ran
away	quickly	to	the	moon,	but	the	moon	was	cold	and	chilly,	and	said,	 'I	smell
flesh	and	blood	this	way!'	so	she	took	herself	away	in	a	hurry	and	came	to	the



stars,	and	the	stars	were	friendly	and	kind	to	her,	and	each	star	sat	upon	his	own
little	stool;	but	the	morning	star	rose	up	and	gave	her	a	little	piece	of	wood,	and
said,	'If	you	have	not	this	little	piece	of	wood,	you	cannot	unlock	the	castle	that
stands	on	 the	glass-mountain,	 and	 there	your	brothers	 live.'	The	 little	girl	 took
the	piece	of	wood,	rolled	it	up	in	a	little	cloth,	and	went	on	again	until	she	came
to	the	glass-mountain,	and	found	the	door	shut.	Then	she	felt	for	the	little	piece
of	wood;	but	when	she	unwrapped	 the	cloth	 it	was	not	 there,	 and	she	 saw	she
had	lost	the	gift	of	the	good	stars.	What	was	to	be	done?	She	wanted	to	save	her
brothers,	and	had	no	key	of	the	castle	of	the	glass-mountain;	so	this	faithful	little
sister	took	a	knife	out	of	her	pocket	and	cut	off	her	little	finger,	that	was	just	the
size	of	the	piece	of	wood	she	had	lost,	and	put	it	in	the	door	and	opened	it.
As	she	went	in,	a	little	dwarf	came	up	to	her,	and	said,	'What	are	you	seeking

for?'	 'I	 seek	 for	my	brothers,	 the	 seven	 ravens,'	 answered	 she.	Then	 the	 dwarf
said,	'My	masters	are	not	at	home;	but	if	you	will	wait	till	they	come,	pray	step
in.'	Now	the	little	dwarf	was	getting	their	dinner	ready,	and	he	brought	their	food
upon	seven	little	plates,	and	their	drink	in	seven	little	glasses,	and	set	them	upon
the	table,	and	out	of	each	little	plate	their	sister	ate	a	small	piece,	and	out	of	each
little	glass	she	drank	a	small	drop;	but	she	let	the	ring	that	she	had	brought	with
her	fall	into	the	last	glass.
On	a	sudden	she	heard	a	fluttering	and	croaking	in	the	air,	and	the	dwarf	said,

'Here	come	my	masters.'	When	they	came	in,	they	wanted	to	eat	and	drink,	and
looked	for	their	little	plates	and	glasses.	Then	said	one	after	the	other,
'Who	has	eaten	 from	my	 little	plate?	And	who	has	been	drinking	out	of	my

little	glass?'
{verse
'Caw!	Caw!	well	I	ween
Mortal	lips	have	this	way	been.'
{verse
When	the	seventh	came	to	the	bottom	of	his	glass,	and	found	there	the	ring,	he

looked	at	it,	and	knew	that	it	was	his	father's	and	mother's,	and	said,	'O	that	our
little	sister	would	but	come!	then	we	should	be	free.'	When	the	little	girl	heard
this	 (for	 she	 stood	behind	 the	door	all	 the	 time	and	 listened),	 she	 ran	 forward,
and	in	an	instant	all	 the	ravens	took	their	right	form	again;	and	all	hugged	and
kissed	each	other,	and	went	merrily	home.



The	Wedding	of	Mrs	Fox

FIRST	STORY
There	was	once	upon	a	time	an	old	fox	with	nine	tails,	who	believed	that	his

wife	 was	 not	 faithful	 to	 him,	 and	 wished	 to	 put	 her	 to	 the	 test.	 He	 stretched
himself	 out	 under	 the	 bench,	 did	 not	move	 a	 limb,	 and	behaved	 as	 if	 he	were
stone	dead.	Mrs	Fox	went	up	 to	her	 room,	 shut	herself	 in,	 and	her	maid,	Miss
Cat,	sat	by	the	fire,	and	did	the	cooking.	When	it	became	known	that	the	old	fox
was	dead,	suitors	presented	themselves.	The	maid	heard	someone	standing	at	the
house-	 door,	 knocking.	 She	went	 and	 opened	 it,	 and	 it	was	 a	 young	 fox,	who
said:
{verse
'What	may	you	be	about,	Miss	Cat?
Do	you	sleep	or	do	you	wake?'
{verse
She	answered:
{verse
'I	am	not	sleeping,	I	am	waking,
Would	you	know	what	I	am	making?
I	am	boiling	warm	beer	with	butter,
Will	you	be	my	guest	for	supper?'
{verse
'No,	thank	you,	miss,'	said	the	fox,	'what	is	Mrs	Fox	doing?'	The	maid	replied:
{verse
'She	is	sitting	in	her	room,
Moaning	in	her	gloom,
Weeping	her	little	eyes	quite	red,
Because	old	Mr	Fox	is	dead.'
{verse
'Do	just	 tell	her,	miss,	 that	a	young	fox	is	here,	who	would	like	 to	woo	her.'

'Certainly,	young	sir.'
{verse
The	cat	goes	up	the	stairs	trip,	trap,
The	door	she	knocks	at	tap,	tap,	tap,
'Mistress	Fox,	are	you	inside?'
'Oh,	yes,	my	little	cat,'	she	cried.
'A	wooer	he	stands	at	the	door	out	there.'
'What	does	he	look	like,	my	dear?'



{verse
'Has	he	nine	as	beautiful	tails	as	the	late	Mr	Fox?'	'Oh,	no,'	answered	the	cat,

'he	has	only	one.'	'Then	I	will	not	have	him.'
Miss	Cat	went	downstairs	and	sent	the	wooer	away.	Soon	afterwards	there	was

another	knock,	and	another	fox	was	at	the	door	who	wished	to	woo	Mrs	Fox.	He
had	two	tails,	but	he	did	not	fare	better	than	the	first.	After	this	still	more	came,
each	with	one	tail	more	than	the	other,	but	they	were	all	turned	away,	until	at	last
one	came	who	had	nine	tails,	like	old	Mr	Fox.	When	the	widow	heard	that,	she
said	joyfully	to	the	cat:
{verse
'Now	open	the	gates	and	doors	all	wide,
And	carry	old	Mr	Fox	outside.'
{verse
But	just	as	the	wedding	was	going	to	be	solemnized,	old	Mr	Fox	stirred	under

the	bench,	and	cudgelled	all	the	rabble,	and	drove	them	and	Mrs	Fox	out	of	the
house.
SECOND	STORY
When	old	Mr	Fox	was	dead,	 the	wolf	 came	 as	 a	 suitor,	 and	knocked	 at	 the

door,	 and	 the	 cat	 who	 was	 servant	 to	Mrs	 Fox,	 opened	 it	 for	 him.	 The	 wolf
greeted	her,	and	said:
{verse
'Good	day,	Mrs	Cat	of	Kehrewit,
How	comes	it	that	alone	you	sit?
What	are	you	making	good?'
{verse
The	cat	replied:
{verse
'In	milk	I'm	breaking	bread	so	sweet,
Will	you	be	my	guest,	and	eat?'
{verse
'No,	thank	you,	Mrs	Cat,'	answered	the	wolf.	'Is	Mrs	Fox	not	at	home?'
The	cat	said:
{verse
'She	sits	upstairs	in	her	room,
Bewailing	her	sorrowful	doom,
Bewailing	her	trouble	so	sore,
For	old	Mr	Fox	is	no	more.'
{verse
The	wolf	answered:



{verse
'If	she's	in	want	of	a	husband	now,
Then	will	it	please	her	to	step	below?'
The	cat	runs	quickly	up	the	stair,
And	lets	her	tail	fly	here	and	there,
Until	she	comes	to	the	parlour	door.
With	her	five	gold	rings	at	the	door	she	knocks:
'Are	you	within,	good	Mistress	Fox?
If	you're	in	want	of	a	husband	now,
Then	will	it	please	you	to	step	below?
{verse
Mrs	 Fox	 asked:	 'Has	 the	 gentleman	 red	 stockings	 on,	 and	 has	 he	 a	 pointed

mouth?'	'No,'	answered	the	cat.	'Then	he	won't	do	for	me.'
When	the	wolf	was	gone,	came	a	dog,	a	stag,	a	hare,	a	bear,	a	lion,	and	all	the

beasts	of	the	forest,	one	after	the	other.	But	one	of	the	good	qualities	which	old
Mr	Fox	had	possessed,	was	always	lacking,	and	the	cat	had	continually	to	send
the	 suitors	 away.	 At	 length	 came	 a	 young	 fox.	 Then	Mrs	 Fox	 said:	 'Has	 the
gentleman	red	stockings	on,	and	has	a	 little	pointed	mouth?'	 'Yes,'	said	 the	cat,
'he	has.'	 'Then	let	him	come	upstairs,'	said	Mrs	Fox,	and	ordered	the	servant	to
prepare	the	wedding	feast.
{verse
'Sweep	me	the	room	as	clean	as	you	can,
Up	with	the	window,	fling	out	my	old	man!
For	many	a	fine	fat	mouse	he	brought,
Yet	of	his	wife	he	never	thought,
But	ate	up	every	one	he	caught.'
{verse
Then	the	wedding	was	solemnized	with	young	Mr	Fox,	and	 there	was	much

rejoicing	and	dancing;	and	if	they	have	not	left	off,	they	are	dancing	still.



The	Salad

As	a	merry	young	huntsman	was	once	going	briskly	along	through	a	wood,	there
came	up	 a	 little	 old	woman,	 and	 said	 to	 him,	 'Good	day,	 good	 day;	 you	 seem
merry	enough,	but	I	am	hungry	and	thirsty;	do	pray	give	me	something	to	eat.'
The	huntsman	took	pity	on	her,	and	put	his	hand	in	his	pocket	and	gave	her	what
he	 had.	 Then	 he	 wanted	 to	 go	 his	 way;	 but	 she	 took	 hold	 of	 him,	 and	 said,
'Listen,	my	 friend,	 to	what	 I	 am	going	 to	 tell	 you;	 I	will	 reward	 you	 for	 your
kindness;	go	your	way,	and	after	a	little	time	you	will	come	to	a	tree	where	you
will	see	nine	birds	sitting	on	a	cloak.	Shoot	into	the	midst	of	them,	and	one	will
fall	down	dead:	 the	cloak	will	 fall	 too;	 take	 it,	 it	 is	a	wishing-cloak,	and	when
you	wear	it	you	will	find	yourself	at	any	place	where	you	may	wish	to	be.	Cut
open	 the	dead	bird,	 take	out	 its	heart	and	keep	 it,	and	you	will	 find	a	piece	of
gold	under	your	pillow	every	morning	when	you	rise.	 It	 is	 the	bird's	heart	 that
will	bring	you	this	good	luck.'
The	huntsman	thanked	her,	and	thought	to	himself,	'If	all	this	does	happen,	it

will	be	a	fine	thing	for	me.'	When	he	had	gone	a	hundred	steps	or	so,	he	heard	a
screaming	and	chirping	in	the	branches	over	him,	and	looked	up	and	saw	a	flock
of	birds	pulling	a	cloak	with	their	bills	and	feet;	screaming,	fighting,	and	tugging
at	each	other	as	if	each	wished	to	have	it	himself.	'Well,'	said	the	huntsman,	'this
is	 wonderful;	 this	 happens	 just	 as	 the	 old	 woman	 said';	 then	 he	 shot	 into	 the
midst	of	them	so	that	their	feathers	flew	all	about.	Off	went	the	flock	chattering
away;	but	one	fell	down	dead,	and	the	cloak	with	it.	Then	the	huntsman	did	as
the	old	woman	 told	him,	cut	open	 the	bird,	 took	out	 the	heart,	 and	carried	 the
cloak	home	with	him.
The	next	morning	when	he	 awoke	he	 lifted	up	his	 pillow,	 and	 there	 lay	 the

piece	 of	 gold	 glittering	 underneath;	 the	 same	 happened	 next	 day,	 and	 indeed
every	day	when	he	arose.	He	heaped	up	a	great	deal	of	gold,	and	at	last	thought
to	himself,	'Of	what	use	is	this	gold	to	me	whilst	I	am	at	home?	I	will	go	out	into
the	world	and	look	about	me.'
Then	he	took	leave	of	his	friends,	and	hung	his	bag	and	bow	about	his	neck,

and	went	his	way.	It	so	happened	that	his	road	one	day	led	through	a	thick	wood,
at	 the	 end	 of	 which	was	 a	 large	 castle	 in	 a	 green	meadow,	 and	 at	 one	 of	 the
windows	 stood	 an	 old	 woman	 with	 a	 very	 beautiful	 young	 lady	 by	 her	 side
looking	 about	 them.	Now	 the	 old	woman	was	 a	witch,	 and	 said	 to	 the	 young
lady,	 'There	 is	 a	 young	man	 coming	out	 of	 the	wood	who	 carries	 a	wonderful
prize;	we	must	get	it	away	from	him,	my	dear	child,	for	it	is	more	fit	for	us	than
for	him.	He	has	a	bird's	heart	that	brings	a	piece	of	gold	under	his	pillow	every



morning.'	Meantime	the	huntsman	came	nearer	and	looked	at	the	lady,	and	said
to	himself,	'I	have	been	travelling	so	long	that	I	should	like	to	go	into	this	castle
and	 rest	myself,	 for	 I	have	money	enough	 to	pay	 for	anything	 I	want';	but	 the
real	reason	was,	that	he	wanted	to	see	more	of	the	beautiful	lady.	Then	he	went
into	the	house,	and	was	welcomed	kindly;	and	it	was	not	long	before	he	was	so
much	in	love	that	he	thought	of	nothing	else	but	looking	at	the	lady's	eyes,	and
doing	everything	that	she	wished.	Then	the	old	woman	said,	'Now	is	the	time	for
getting	the	bird's	heart.'	So	the	lady	stole	it	away,	and	he	never	found	any	more
gold	under	his	pillow,	for	it	lay	now	under	the	young	lady's,	and	the	old	woman
took	it	away	every	morning;	but	he	was	so	much	in	love	that	he	never	missed	his
prize.
'Well,'	 said	 the	old	witch,	 'we	have	got	 the	bird's	heart,	but	not	 the	wishing-

cloak	yet,	and	that	we	must	also	get.'	'Let	us	leave	him	that,'	said	the	young	lady;
'he	has	already	lost	his	wealth.'	Then	the	witch	was	very	angry,	and	said,	'Such	a
cloak	is	a	very	rare	and	wonderful	thing,	and	I	must	and	will	have	it.'	So	she	did
as	the	old	woman	told	her,	and	set	herself	at	the	window,	and	looked	about	the
country	and	seemed	very	sorrowful;	then	the	huntsman	said,	'What	makes	you	so
sad?'	 'Alas!	dear	sir,'	said	she,	 'yonder	lies	the	granite	rock	where	all	 the	costly
diamonds	grow,	 and	 I	want	 so	much	 to	 go	 there,	 that	whenever	 I	 think	of	 it	 I
cannot	help	being	sorrowful,	for	who	can	reach	it?	only	the	birds	and	the	flies—
man	cannot.'	 'If	 that's	all	your	grief,'	 said	 the	huntsman,	 'I'll	 take	 there	with	all
my	heart';	so	he	drew	her	under	his	cloak,	and	the	moment	he	wished	to	be	on
the	granite	mountain	they	were	both	there.	The	diamonds	glittered	so	on	all	sides
that	 they	 were	 delighted	 with	 the	 sight	 and	 picked	 up	 the	 finest.	 But	 the	 old
witch	made	a	deep	sleep	come	upon	him,	and	he	said	to	the	young	lady,	'Let	us
sit	down	and	rest	ourselves	a	little,	I	am	so	tired	that	I	cannot	stand	any	longer.'
So	they	sat	down,	and	he	laid	his	head	in	her	lap	and	fell	asleep;	and	whilst	he
was	 sleeping	 on	 she	 took	 the	 cloak	 from	 his	 shoulders,	 hung	 it	 on	 her	 own,
picked	up	the	diamonds,	and	wished	herself	home	again.
When	he	awoke	and	found	that	his	lady	had	tricked	him,	and	left	him	alone	on

the	wild	rock,	he	said,	'Alas!	what	roguery	there	is	in	the	world!'	and	there	he	sat
in	great	grief	and	fear,	not	knowing	what	to	do.	Now	this	rock	belonged	to	fierce
giants	who	lived	upon	it;	and	as	he	saw	three	of	them	striding	about,	he	thought
to	himself,	 'I	can	only	save	myself	by	feigning	to	be	asleep';	so	he	laid	himself
down	as	if	he	were	in	a	sound	sleep.	When	the	giants	came	up	to	him,	the	first
pushed	him	with	his	foot,	and	said,	'What	worm	is	this	that	lies	here	curled	up?'
'Tread	upon	him	and	kill	him,'	said	the	second.	 'It's	not	worth	the	trouble,'	said
the	third;	'let	him	live,	he'll	go	climbing	higher	up	the	mountain,	and	some	cloud
will	come	rolling	and	carry	him	away.'	And	 they	passed	on.	But	 the	huntsman



had	heard	all	they	said;	and	as	soon	as	they	were	gone,	he	climbed	to	the	top	of
the	 mountain,	 and	 when	 he	 had	 sat	 there	 a	 short	 time	 a	 cloud	 came	 rolling
around	him,	and	caught	him	in	a	whirlwind	and	bore	him	along	for	some	time,
till	 it	 settled	 in	 a	 garden,	 and	 he	 fell	 quite	 gently	 to	 the	 ground	 amongst	 the
greens	and	cabbages.
Then	he	looked	around	him,	and	said,	'I	wish	I	had	something	to	eat,	if	not	I

shall	be	worse	off	 than	before;	 for	here	 I	see	neither	apples	nor	pears,	nor	any
kind	of	 fruits,	nothing	but	vegetables.'	At	 last	he	 thought	 to	himself,	 'I	 can	eat
salad,	it	will	refresh	and	strengthen	me.'	So	he	picked	out	a	fine	head	and	ate	of
it;	but	scarcely	had	he	swallowed	two	bites	when	he	felt	himself	quite	changed,
and	saw	with	horror	 that	he	was	 turned	 into	an	ass.	However,	he	still	 felt	very
hungry,	and	the	salad	tasted	very	nice;	so	he	ate	on	till	he	came	to	another	kind
of	 salad,	 and	 scarcely	had	he	 tasted	 it	when	he	 felt	 another	 change	come	over
him,	and	soon	saw	that	he	was	lucky	enough	to	have	found	his	old	shape	again.
Then	he	laid	himself	down	and	slept	off	a	little	of	his	weariness;	and	when	he

awoke	the	next	morning	he	broke	off	a	head	both	of	the	good	and	the	bad	salad,
and	thought	to	himself,	'This	will	help	me	to	my	fortune	again,	and	enable	me	to
pay	off	some	folks	for	their	treachery.'	So	he	went	away	to	try	and	find	the	castle
of	his	friends;	and	after	wandering	about	a	few	days	he	luckily	found	it.	Then	he
stained	his	face	all	over	brown,	so	that	even	his	mother	would	not	have	known
him,	 and	went	 into	 the	 castle	 and	asked	 for	 a	 lodging;	 'I	 am	so	 tired,'	 said	he,
'that	I	can	go	no	farther.'	'Countryman,'	said	the	witch,	'who	are	you?	and	what	is
your	business?'	 'I	 am,'	 said	he,	 'a	messenger	 sent	by	 the	king	 to	 find	 the	 finest
salad	 that	 grows	under	 the	 sun.	 I	 have	been	 lucky	enough	 to	 find	 it,	 and	have
brought	it	with	me;	but	the	heat	of	the	sun	scorches	so	that	 it	begins	to	wither,
and	I	don't	know	that	I	can	carry	it	farther.'
When	the	witch	and	the	young	lady	heard	of	his	beautiful	salad,	they	longed

to	taste	it,	and	said,	'Dear	countryman,	let	us	just	taste	it.'	'To	be	sure,'	answered
he;	'I	have	two	heads	of	it	with	me,	and	will	give	you	one';	so	he	opened	his	bag
and	 gave	 them	 the	 bad.	 Then	 the	 witch	 herself	 took	 it	 into	 the	 kitchen	 to	 be
dressed;	and	when	it	was	ready	she	could	not	wait	till	it	was	carried	up,	but	took
a	 few	 leaves	 immediately	 and	 put	 them	 in	 her	mouth,	 and	 scarcely	were	 they
swallowed	when	she	lost	her	own	form	and	ran	braying	down	into	the	court	in
the	form	of	an	ass.	Now	the	servant-maid	came	into	the	kitchen,	and	seeing	the
salad	ready,	was	going	to	carry	it	up;	but	on	the	way	she	too	felt	a	wish	to	taste	it
as	the	old	woman	had	done,	and	ate	some	leaves;	so	she	also	was	turned	into	an
ass	and	ran	after	the	other,	letting	the	dish	with	the	salad	fall	on	the	ground.	The
messenger	sat	all	 this	 time	with	 the	beautiful	young	 lady,	and	as	nobody	came
with	the	salad	and	she	longed	to	taste	it,	she	said,	'I	don't	know	where	the	salad



can	be.'	Then	he	thought	something	must	have	happened,	and	said,	'I	will	go	into
the	kitchen	and	see.'	And	as	he	went	he	saw	two	asses	in	the	court	running	about,
and	the	salad	lying	on	the	ground.	'All	right!'	said	he;	'those	two	have	had	their
share.'	Then	he	took	up	the	rest	of	the	leaves,	laid	them	on	the	dish	and	brought
them	 to	 the	young	 lady,	 saying,	 'I	 bring	you	 the	dish	myself	 that	you	may	not
wait	any	longer.'	So	she	ate	of	it,	and	like	the	others	ran	off	into	the	court	braying
away.
Then	 the	huntsman	washed	his	 face	and	went	 into	 the	court	 that	 they	might

know	him.	 'Now	you	shall	be	paid	for	your	roguery,'	said	he;	and	tied	them	all
three	to	a	rope	and	took	them	along	with	him	till	he	came	to	a	mill	and	knocked
at	the	window.	'What's	the	matter?'	said	the	miller.	'I	have	three	tiresome	beasts
here,'	said	the	other;	 'if	you	will	take	them,	give	them	food	and	room,	and	treat
them	as	I	tell	you,	I	will	pay	you	whatever	you	ask.'	'With	all	my	heart,'	said	the
miller;	 'but	how	shall	 I	 treat	 them?'	Then	 the	huntsman	said,	 'Give	 the	old	one
stripes	three	times	a	day	and	hay	once;	give	the	next	(who	was	the	servant-maid)
stripes	 once	 a	 day	 and	 hay	 three	 times;	 and	 give	 the	 youngest	 (who	 was	 the
beautiful	lady)	hay	three	times	a	day	and	no	stripes':	for	he	could	not	find	it	in
his	 heart	 to	 have	 her	 beaten.	 After	 this	 he	 went	 back	 to	 the	 castle,	 where	 he
found	everything	he	wanted.
Some	 days	 after,	 the	miller	 came	 to	 him	 and	 told	 him	 that	 the	 old	 ass	was

dead;	 'The	other	 two,'	said	he,	 'are	alive	and	eat,	but	are	so	sorrowful	 that	 they
cannot	 last	 long.'	 Then	 the	 huntsman	 pitied	 them,	 and	 told	 the	miller	 to	 drive
them	back	to	him,	and	when	they	came,	he	gave	them	some	of	the	good	salad	to
eat.	And	 the	beautiful	young	 lady	fell	upon	her	knees	before	him,	and	said,	 'O
dearest	huntsman!	forgive	me	all	the	ill	I	have	done	you;	my	mother	forced	me
to	 it,	 it	was	against	my	will,	 for	I	always	 loved	you	very	much.	Your	wishing-
cloak	hangs	up	in	the	closet,	and	as	for	the	bird's	heart,	I	will	give	it	you	too.'	But
he	said,	'Keep	it,	it	will	be	just	the	same	thing,	for	I	mean	to	make	you	my	wife.'
So	they	were	married,	and	lived	together	very	happily	till	they	died.



The	Story	of	the	Youth	Who	Went	Forth	to	Learn	What	Fear	Was

A	certain	 father	had	 two	sons,	 the	elder	of	whom	was	 smart	 and	 sensible,	 and
could	 do	 everything,	 but	 the	 younger	 was	 stupid	 and	 could	 neither	 learn	 nor
understand	anything,	and	when	people	saw	him	they	said,	"There's	a	fellow	who
will	give	his	father	some	trouble!"	When	anything	had	to	be	done,	it	was	always
the	elder	who	was	forced	to	do	it;	but	if	his	father	bade	him	fetch	anything	when
it	was	late,	or	in	the	night-time,	and	the	way	led	through	the	churchyard,	or	any
other	dismal	place,	he	answered	"Oh,	no,	 father,	 I'll	 not	go	 there,	 it	makes	me
shudder!"	for	he	was	afraid.	Or	when	stories	were	told	by	the	fire	at	night	which
made	 the	 flesh	 creep,	 the	 listeners	 sometimes	 said	 "Oh,	 it	makes	us	 shudder!"
The	 younger	 sat	 in	 a	 corner	 and	 listened	with	 the	 rest	 of	 them,	 and	 could	 not
imagine	what	they	could	mean.	"They	are	always	saying	'it	makes	me	shudder,	it
makes	me	shudder!'	It	does	not	make	me	shudder,"	thought	he.	"That,	too,	must
be	an	art	of	which	I	understand	nothing."
Now	it	came	to	pass	that	his	father	said	to	him	one	day	"Hearken	to	me,	thou

fellow	 in	 the	corner	 there,	 thou	art	growing	 tall	 and	strong,	and	 thou	 too	must
learn	 something	 by	 which	 thou	 canst	 earn	 thy	 living.	 Look	 how	 thy	 brother
works,	 but	 thou	 dost	 not	 even	 earn	 thy	 salt."	 "Well,	 father,"	 he	 replied,	 "I	 am
quite	willing	 to	 learn	 something—indeed,	 if	 it	 could	but	be	managed,	 I	 should
like	to	learn	how	to	shudder.	I	don't	understand	that	at	all	yet."	The	elder	brother
smiled	 when	 he	 heard	 that,	 and	 thought	 to	 himself,	 "Good	 God,	 what	 a
blockhead	that	brother	of	mine	is!	He	will	never	be	good	for	anything	as	long	as
he	lives.	He	who	wants	to	be	a	sickle	must	bend	himself	betimes."
The	 father	 sighed,	 and	 answered	 him	 "thou	 shalt	 soon	 learn	 what	 it	 is	 to

shudder,	but	thou	wilt	not	earn	thy	bread	by	that."
Soon	after	this	the	sexton	came	to	the	house	on	a	visit,	and	the	father	bewailed

his	trouble,	and	told	him	how	his	younger	son	was	so	backward	in	every	respect
that	he	knew	nothing	and	learnt	nothing.	"Just	think,"	said	he,	"when	I	asked	him
how	he	was	going	to	earn	his	bread,	he	actually	wanted	to	learn	to	shudder."	"If
that	be	all,"	replied	the	sexton,	"he	can	learn	that	with	me.	Send	him	to	me,	and	I
will	soon	polish	him."	The	father	was	glad	to	do	it,	for	he	thought,	"It	will	train
the	boy	a	little."	The	sexton	therefore	took	him	into	his	house,	and	he	had	to	ring
the	bell.	After	 a	day	or	 two,	 the	 sexton	awoke	him	at	midnight,	 and	bade	him
arise	and	go	up	into	the	church	tower	and	ring	the	bell.	"Thou	shalt	soon	learn
what	shuddering	is,"	 thought	he,	and	secretly	went	there	before	him;	and	when
the	boy	was	at	the	top	of	the	tower	and	turned	round,	and	was	just	going	to	take
hold	of	 the	bell	 rope,	he	saw	a	white	 figure	standing	on	 the	stairs	opposite	 the



sounding	hole.	"Who	is	 there?"	cried	he,	but	 the	figure	made	no	reply,	and	did
not	move	or	stir.	"Give	an	answer,"	cried	the	boy,	"or	take	thy	self	off,	thou	hast
no	business	here	at	night."
The	sexton,	however,	remained	standing	motionless	that	the	boy	might	think

he	was	a	ghost.	The	boy	cried	a	second	time,	"What	do	you	want	here?—speak	if
thou	 art	 an	 honest	 fellow,	 or	 I	 will	 throw	 thee	 down	 the	 steps!"	 The	 sexton
thought,	"he	can't	intend	to	be	as	bad	as	his	words,"	uttered	no	sound	and	stood
as	if	he	were	made	of	stone.	Then	the	boy	called	to	him	for	the	third	time,	and	as
that	was	also	to	no	purpose,	he	ran	against	him	and	pushed	the	ghost	down	the
stairs,	 so	 that	 it	 fell	 down	 ten	 steps	 and	 remained	 lying	 there	 in	 a	 corner.
Thereupon	he	rang	the	bell,	went	home,	and	without	saying	a	word	went	to	bed,
and	fell	asleep.	The	sexton's	wife	waited	a	long	time	for	her	husband,	but	he	did
not	come	back.	At	length	she	became	uneasy,	and	wakened	the	boy,	and	asked,
"Dost	thou	not	know	where	my	husband	is?	He	climbed	up	the	tower	before	thou
didst."	"No,	I	don't	know,"	replied	the	boy,	"but	some	one	was	standing	by	the
sounding	 hole	 on	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 steps,	 and	 as	 he	would	 neither	 give	 an
answer	nor	go	away,	I	took	him	for	a	scoundrel,	and	threw	him	downstairs,	just
go	there	and	you	will	see	if	it	was	he.	I	should	be	sorry	if	it	were."	The	woman
ran	away	and	found	her	husband,	who	was	lying	moaning	in	the	corner,	and	had
broken	his	leg.
She	carried	him	down,	and	then	with	loud	screams	she	hastened	to	the	boy's

father.	"Your	boy,"	cried	she,	"has	been	the	cause	of	a	great	misfortune!	He	has
thrown	my	husband	down	the	steps	and	made	him	break	his	leg.	Take	the	good-
for-nothing	 fellow	 away	 from	 our	 house."	 The	 father	 was	 terrified,	 and	 ran
thither	and	scolded	the	boy.	"What	wicked	tricks	are	these?"	said	he,	"the	devil
must	 have	put	 this	 into	 thy	head."	 "Father,"	 he	 replied,	 "do	 listen	 to	me.	 I	 am
quite	innocent.	He	was	standing	there	by	night	 like	one	who	is	 intending	to	do
some	evil.	I	did	not	know	who	it	was,	and	I	entreated	him	three	times	either	to
speak	or	to	go	away."	"Ah,"	said	the	father,	"I	have	nothing	but	unhappiness	with
you.	Go	out	of	my	sight.	I	will	see	thee	no	more."
"Yes,	father,	right	willingly,	wait	only	until	it	is	day.	Then	will	I	go	forth	and

learn	how	to	shudder,	and	then	I	shall,	at	any	rate,	understand	one	art	which	will
support	me."	"Learn	what	thou	wilt,"	spake	the	father,	"it	is	all	the	same	to	me.
Here	are	fifty	thalers	for	thee.	Take	these	and	go	into	the	wide	world,	and	tell	no
one	 from	whence	 thou	 comest,	 and	who	 is	 thy	 father,	 for	 I	 have	 reason	 to	 be
ashamed	of	thee."	"Yes,	father,	it	shall	be	as	you	will.	If	you	desire	nothing	more
than	that,	I	can	easily	keep	it	in	mind."
When	day	dawned,	therefore,	the	boy	put	his	fifty	thalers	into	his	pocket,	and

went	forth	on	the	great	highway,	and	continually	said	to	himself,	"If	I	could	but



shudder!	 If	 I	 could	 but	 shudder!"	 Then	 a	 man	 approached	 who	 heard	 this
conversation	 which	 the	 youth	 was	 holding	 with	 himself,	 and	 when	 they	 had
walked	a	little	farther	to	where	they	could	see	the	gallows,	the	man	said	to	him,
"Look,	there	is	the	tree	where	seven	men	have	married	the	ropemaker's	daughter,
and	are	now	learning	how	to	 fly.	Sit	down	below	it,	and	wait	 till	night	comes,
and	you	will	soon	learn	how	to	shudder."	"If	that	is	all	that	is	wanted,"	answered
the	youth,	 "it	 is	easily	done;	but	 if	 I	 learn	how	 to	shudder	as	 fast	as	 that,	 thou
shalt	have	my	fifty	thalers.	Just	come	back	to	me	early	in	the	morning."	Then	the
youth	went	to	the	gallows,	sat	down	below	it,	and	waited	till	evening	came.	And
as	 he	 was	 cold,	 he	 lighted	 himself	 a	 fire,	 but	 at	 midnight	 the	 wind	 blew	 so
sharply	that	in	spite	of	his	fire,	he	could	not	get	warm.	And	as	the	wind	knocked
the	hanged	men	against	each	other,	and	they	moved	backwards	and	forwards,	he
thought	 to	himself	 "Thou	 shiverest	 below	by	 the	 fire,	 but	how	 those	up	above
must	freeze	and	suffer!"	And	as	he	felt	pity	for	 them,	he	raised	the	ladder,	and
climbed	up,	unbound	one	of	 them	after	 the	other,	and	brought	down	all	 seven.
Then	he	stirred	 the	fire,	blew	it,	and	set	 them	all	 round	it	 to	warm	themselves.
But	they	sat	there	and	did	not	stir,	and	the	fire	caught	their	clothes.	So	he	said,
"Take	care,	or	I	will	hang	you	up	again."	The	dead	men,	however,	did	not	hear,
but	were	quite	silent,	and	let	their	rags	go	on	burning.	On	this	he	grew	angry,	and
said,	"If	you	will	not	take	care,	I	cannot	help	you,	I	will	not	be	burnt	with	you,"
and	he	hung	them	up	again	each	in	his	turn.	Then	he	sat	down	by	his	fire	and	fell
asleep,	and	the	next	morning	the	man	came	to	him	and	wanted	to	have	the	fifty
thalers,	and	said,	 "Well,	dost	 thou	know	how	 to	shudder?"	"No,"	answered	he,
"how	was	I	 to	get	 to	know?	Those	fellows	up	there	did	not	open	their	mouths,
and	were	so	stupid	that	they	let	the	few	old	rags	which	they	had	on	their	bodies
get	burnt."	Then	the	man	saw	that	he	would	not	get	the	fifty	thalers	that	day,	and
went	away	saying,	"One	of	this	kind	has	never	come	my	way	before."
The	youth	likewise	went	his	way,	and	once	more	began	to	mutter	to	himself,

"Ah,	if	I	could	but	shudder!	Ah,	if	I	could	but	shudder!"	A	waggoner	who	was
striding	 behind	 him	 heard	 that	 and	 asked,	 "Who	 are	 you?"	 "I	 don't	 know,"
answered	the	youth.	Then	the	waggoner	asked,	"From	whence	comest	thou?"	"I
know	not."	"Who	is	thy	father?"	"That	I	may	not	tell	thee."	"What	is	it	that	thou
art	always	muttering	between	thy	teeth."	"Ah,"	replied	the	youth,	"I	do	so	wish	I
could	 shudder,	 but	 no	 one	 can	 teach	 me	 how	 to	 do	 it."	 "Give	 up	 thy	 foolish
chatter,"	 said	 the	 waggoner.	 "Come,	 go	 with	me,	 I	 will	 see	 about	 a	 place	 for
thee."	The	youth	went	with	the	waggoner,	and	in	the	evening	they	arrived	at	an
inn	where	 they	wished	 to	pass	 the	night.	Then	at	 the	entrance	of	 the	 room	 the
youth	again	said	quite	 loudly,	"If	 I	could	but	shudder!	 If	 I	could	but	shudder!"
The	host	who	heard	this,	laughed	and	said,	"If	that	is	your	desire,	there	ought	to



be	a	good	opportunity	for	you	here."	"Ah,	be	silent,"	said	the	hostess,	"so	many
inquisitive	persons	have	already	lost	their	lives,	it	would	be	a	pity	and	a	shame	if
such	beautiful	eyes	as	these	should	never	see	the	daylight	again."
But	 the	youth	 said,	 "However	difficult	 it	may	be,	 I	will	 learn	 it	 and	 for	 this

purpose	 indeed	have	 I	 journeyed	 forth."	He	 let	 the	host	have	no	 rest,	 until	 the
latter	 told	him,	 that	 not	 far	 from	 thence	 stood	 a	 haunted	 castle	where	 any	one
could	very	easily	learn	what	shuddering	was,	if	he	would	but	watch	in	it	for	three
nights.	 The	 King	 had	 promised	 that	 he	 who	 would	 venture	 should	 have	 his
daughter	to	wife,	and	she	was	the	most	beautiful	maiden	the	sun	shone	on.	Great
treasures	likewise	lay	in	the	castle,	which	were	guarded	by	evil	spirits,	and	these
treasures	would	then	be	freed,	and	would	make	a	poor	man	rich	enough.	Already
many	men	had	gone	into	the	castle,	but	as	yet	none	had	come	out	again.	Then	the
youth	 went	 next	 morning	 to	 the	 King	 and	 said	 if	 he	 were	 allowed	 he	 would
watch	 three	 nights	 in	 the	 haunted	 castle.	 The	King	 looked	 at	 him,	 and	 as	 the
youth	pleased	him,	he	 said,	 "Thou	mayest	 ask	 for	 three	 things	 to	 take	 into	 the
castle	with	thee,	but	they	must	be	things	without	life."	Then	he	answered,	"Then
I	ask	for	a	fire,	a	turning	lathe,	and	a	cutting-board	with	the	knife."	The	King	had
these	 things	 carried	 into	 the	 castle	 for	 him	 during	 the	 day.	 When	 night	 was
drawing	 near,	 the	 youth	went	 up	 and	made	 himself	 a	 bright	 fire	 in	 one	 of	 the
rooms,	 placed	 the	 cutting-board	 and	knife	 beside	 it,	 and	 seated	himself	 by	 the
turning-lathe.	"Ah,	if	I	could	but	shudder!"	said	he,	"but	I	shall	not	learn	it	here
either."	Towards	midnight	he	was	about	to	poke	his	fire,	and	as	he	was	blowing
it,	 something	 cried	 suddenly	 from	 one	 corner,	 "Au,	miau!	 how	 cold	 we	 are!"
"You	simpletons!"	cried	he,	"what	are	you	crying	about?	If	you	are	cold,	come
and	take	a	seat	by	the	fire	and	warm	yourselves."	And	when	he	had	said	that,	two
great	black	cats	came	with	one	 tremendous	 leap	and	sat	down	on	each	side	of
him,	and	looked	savagely	at	him	with	their	fiery	eyes.	After	a	short	time,	when
they	 had	 warmed	 themselves,	 they	 said,	 "Comrade,	 shall	 we	 have	 a	 game	 at
cards?"	 "Why	 not?"	 he	 replied,	 "but	 just	 show	 me	 your	 paws."	 Then	 they
stretched	out	their	claws.	"Oh,"	said	he,	"what	long	nails	you	have!	Wait,	I	must
first	cut	them	for	you."	Thereupon	he	seized	them	by	the	throats,	put	them	on	the
cutting-board	and	 screwed	 their	 feet	 fast.	 "I	have	 looked	at	your	 fingers,"	 said
he,	 "and	 my	 fancy	 for	 card-playing	 has	 gone,"	 and	 he	 struck	 them	 dead	 and
threw	them	out	into	the	water.	But	when	he	had	made	away	with	these	two,	and
was	about	 to	 sit	 down	again	by	his	 fire,	out	 from	every	hole	 and	corner	 came
black	cats	and	black	dogs	with	red-hot	chains,	and	more	and	more	of	them	came
until	he	could	no	longer	stir,	and	they	yelled	horribly,	and	got	on	his	fire,	pulled
it	 to	pieces,	and	tried	to	put	it	out.	He	watched	them	for	a	while	quietly,	but	at
last	when	they	were	going	too	far,	he	seized	his	cutting-knife,	and	cried,	"Away



with	ye,	vermin,"	and	began	to	cut	them	down.	Part	of	them	ran	away,	the	others
he	killed,	and	 threw	out	 into	 the	 fish-pond.	When	he	came	back	he	 fanned	 the
embers	of	his	fire	again	and	warmed	himself.	And	as	he	thus	sat,	his	eyes	would
keep	open	no	longer,	and	he	felt	a	desire	to	sleep.	Then	he	looked	round	and	saw
a	great	bed	in	the	corner.	"That	is	the	very	thing	for	me,"	said	he,	and	got	into	it.
When	he	was	just	going	to	shut	his	eyes,	however,	the	bed	began	to	move	of	its
own	accord,	and	went	over	the	whole	of	the	castle.	"That's	right,"	said	he,	"but
go	faster."	Then	 the	bed	rolled	on	as	 if	six	horses	were	harnessed	 to	 it,	up	and
down,	 over	 thresholds	 and	 steps,	 but	 suddenly	 hop,	 hop,	 it	 turned	 over	 upside
down,	and	lay	on	him	like	a	mountain.	But	he	threw	quilts	and	pillows	up	in	the
air,	got	out	and	said,	"Now	any	one	who	likes,	may	drive,"	and	lay	down	by	his
fire,	and	slept	 till	 it	was	day.	 In	 the	morning	 the	King	came,	and	when	he	saw
him	lying	there	on	the	ground,	he	thought	the	evil	spirits	had	killed	him	and	he
was	 dead.	 Then	 said	 he,	 "After	 all	 it	 is	 a	 pity,—he	 is	 a	 handsome	man."	 The
youth	heard	it,	got	up,	and	said,	"It	has	not	come	to	that	yet."	Then	the	King	was
astonished,	 but	 very	 glad,	 and	 asked	 how	 he	 had	 fared.	 "Very	 well	 indeed,"
answered	he;	"one	night	is	past,	the	two	others	will	get	over	likewise."	Then	he
went	 to	 the	 innkeeper,	 who	 opened	 his	 eyes	 very	 wide,	 and	 said,	 "I	 never
expected	 to	 see	 thee	 alive	 again!	Hast	 thou	 learnt	 how	 to	 shudder	yet?"	 "No,"
said	he,	"it	is	all	in	vain.	If	some	one	would	but	tell	me."
The	second	night	he	again	went	up	 into	 the	old	castle,	sat	down	by	 the	fire,

and	 once	 more	 began	 his	 old	 song,	 "If	 I	 could	 but	 shudder."	When	midnight
came,	an	uproar	and	noise	of	tumbling	about	was	heard;	at	first	it	was	low,	but	it
grew	louder	and	louder.	Then	it	was	quiet	for	awhile,	and	at	length	with	a	loud
scream,	half	a	man	came	down	the	chimney	and	fell	before	him.	"Hollo!"	cried
he,	"another	half	belongs	to	this.	This	is	too	little!"	Then	the	uproar	began	again,
there	was	a	roaring	and	howling,	and	the	other	half	fell	down	likewise.	"Wait,"
said	he,	"I	will	just	blow	up	the	fire	a	little	for	thee."	When	he	had	done	that	and
looked	round	again,	the	two	pieces	were	joined	together,	and	a	frightful	man	was
sitting	in	his	place.	"That	is	no	part	of	our	bargain,"	said	the	youth,	"the	bench	is
mine."	The	man	wanted	to	push	him	away;	the	youth,	however,	would	not	allow
that,	but	thrust	him	off	with	all	his	strength,	and	seated	himself	again	in	his	own
place.	Then	still	more	men	fell	down,	one	after	the	other;	they	brought	nine	dead
men's	 legs	and	 two	skulls,	and	set	 them	up	and	played	at	nine-pins	with	 them.
The	youth	also	wanted	to	play	and	said	"Hark	you,	can	I	join	you?"	"Yes,	if	thou
hast	 any	 money."	 "Money	 enough,"	 replied	 he,	 "but	 your	 balls	 are	 not	 quite
round."	Then	he	 took	 the	 skulls	and	put	 them	 in	 the	 lathe	and	 turned	 them	 till
they	were	 round.	 "There,	 now,	 they	will	 roll	 better!"	 said	he.	 "Hurrah!	Now	 it
goes	merrily!"	He	 played	with	 them	 and	 lost	 some	 of	 his	money,	 but	when	 it



struck	twelve,	everything	vanished	from	his	sight.	He	lay	down	and	quietly	fell
asleep.	Next	morning	the	King	came	to	inquire	after	him.	"How	has	it	fared	with
you	this	time?"	asked	he.	"I	have	been	playing	at	nine-pins,"	he	answered,	"and
have	 lost	 a	 couple	of	 farthings."	 "Hast	 thou	not	 shuddered	 then?"	 "Eh,	what?"
said	he,	"I	have	made	merry.	If	I	did	but	know	what	it	was	to	shudder!"
The	third	night	he	sat	down	again	on	his	bench	and	said	quite	sadly,	"If	I	could

but	shudder."	When	it	grew	late,	six	tall	men	came	in	and	brought	a	coffin.	Then
said	 he,	 "Ha,	 ha,	 that	 is	 certainly	my	 little	 cousin,	 who	 died	 only	 a	 few	 days
ago,"	 and	 he	 beckoned	with	 his	 finger,	 and	 cried	 "Come,	 little	 cousin,	 come."
They	placed	the	coffin	on	the	ground,	but	he	went	to	it	and	took	the	lid	off,	and	a
dead	man	lay	therein.	He	felt	his	face,	but	it	was	cold	as	ice.	"Stop,"	said	he,	"I
will	warm	thee	a	little,"	and	went	to	the	fire	and	warmed	his	hand	and	laid	it	on
the	dead	man's	face,	but	he	remained	cold.	Then	he	took	him	out,	and	sat	down
by	the	fire	and	laid	him	on	his	breast	and	rubbed	his	arms	that	the	blood	might
circulate	 again.	 As	 this	 also	 did	 no	 good,	 he	 thought	 to	 himself	 "When	 two
people	 lie	 in	bed	 together,	 they	warm	each	other,"	 and	carried	him	 to	 the	bed,
covered	him	over	and	lay	down	by	him.	After	a	short	time	the	dead	man	became
warm	too,	and	began	to	move.	Then	said	the	youth,	"See,	little	cousin,	have	I	not
warmed	thee?"	The	dead	man,	however,	got	up	and	cried,	"Now	will	I	strangle
thee."
"What!"	said	he,	"is	that	the	way	thou	thankest	me?	Thou	shalt	at	once	go	into

thy	coffin	again,"	and	he	took	him	up,	threw	him	into	it,	and	shut	the	lid.	Then
came	 the	 six	men	 and	 carried	him	away	 again.	 "I	 cannot	manage	 to	 shudder,"
said	he.	"I	shall	never	learn	it	here	as	long	as	I	live."
Then	a	man	entered	who	was	taller	than	all	others,	and	looked	terrible.	He	was

old,	however,	and	had	a	long	white	beard.	"Thou	wretch,"	cried	he,	"thou	shalt
soon	 learn	what	 it	 is	 to	 shudder,	 for	 thou	 shalt	 die."	 "Not	 so	 fast,"	 replied	 the
youth.	"If	I	am	to	die,	I	shall	have	to	have	a	say	in	it."	"I	will	soon	seize	thee,"
said	the	fiend.	"Softly,	softly,	do	not	talk	so	big.	I	am	as	strong	as	thou	art,	and
perhaps	even	stronger."	"We	shall	see,"	said	the	old	man.	"If	thou	art	stronger,	I
will	 let	 thee	 go—come,	 we	will	 try."	 Then	 he	 led	 him	 by	 dark	 passages	 to	 a
smith's	forge,	took	an	axe,	and	with	one	blow	struck	an	anvil	into	the	ground.	"I
can	do	better	than	that,"	said	the	youth,	and	went	to	the	other	anvil.	The	old	man
placed	 himself	 near	 and	 wanted	 to	 look	 on,	 and	 his	 white	 beard	 hung	 down.
Then	the	youth	seized	the	axe,	split	the	anvil	with	one	blow,	and	struck	the	old
man's	beard	in	with	it.	"Now	I	have	thee,"	said	the	youth.	"Now	it	is	thou	who
will	have	to	die."	Then	he	seized	an	iron	bar	and	beat	the	old	man	till	he	moaned
and	entreated	him	to	stop,	and	he	would	give	him	great	riches.	The	youth	drew
out	 the	axe	and	let	him	go.	The	old	man	led	him	back	into	the	castle,	and	in	a



cellar	showed	him	three	chests	full	of	gold.	"Of	these,"	said	he,	"one	part	is	for
the	 poor,	 the	 other	 for	 the	 king,	 the	 third	 is	 thine."	 In	 the	meantime	 it	 struck
twelve,	and	the	spirit	disappeared;	the	youth,	 therefore,	was	left	 in	darkness.	"I
shall	still	be	able	to	find	my	way	out,"	said	he,	and	felt	about,	found	the	way	into
the	 room,	 and	 slept	 there	 by	 his	 fire.	 Next	 morning	 the	 King	 came	 and	 said
"Now	thou	must	have	learnt	what	shuddering	is?"	"No,"	he	answered;	"what	can
it	be?	My	dead	cousin	was	here,	and	a	bearded	man	came	and	showed	me	a	great
deal	of	money	down	below,	but	no	one	told	me	what	it	was	to	shudder."	"Then,"
said	 the	 King,	 "thou	 hast	 delivered	 the	 castle,	 and	 shalt	 marry	 my	 daughter."
"That	is	all	very	well,"	said	he,	"but	still	I	do	not	know	what	it	is	to	shudder."
Then	 the	 gold	 was	 brought	 up	 and	 the	 wedding	 celebrated;	 but	 howsoever

much	 the	young	king	 loved	his	wife,	 and	however	happy	he	was,	 he	 still	 said
always	 "If	 I	 could	 but	 shudder—if	 I	 could	 but	 shudder."	 And	 at	 last	 she	was
angry	at	 this.	Her	waiting-maid	said,	"I	will	 find	a	cure	 for	him;	he	shall	 soon
learn	what	it	is	to	shudder."	She	went	out	to	the	stream	which	flowed	through	the
garden,	and	had	a	whole	bucketful	of	gudgeons	brought	to	her.	At	night	when	the
young	king	was	sleeping,	his	wife	was	to	draw	the	clothes	off	him	and	empty	the
bucketful	of	cold	water	with	the	gudgeons	in	it	over	him,	so	that	the	little	fishes
would	sprawl	about	him.	When	this	was	done,	he	woke	up	and	cried	"Oh,	what
makes	me	shudder	so?—what	makes	me	shudder	so,	dear	wife?	Ah!	now	I	know
what	it	is	to	shudder!"



King	Grisly-beard

A	 great	 king	 of	 a	 land	 far	 away	 in	 the	 East	 had	 a	 daughter	 who	 was	 very
beautiful,	but	so	proud,	and	haughty,	and	conceited,	that	none	of	the	princes	who
came	to	ask	her	in	marriage	was	good	enough	for	her,	and	she	only	made	sport
of	them.
Once	upon	a	time	the	king	held	a	great	feast,	and	asked	thither	all	her	suitors;

and	they	all	sat	in	a	row,	ranged	according	to	their	rank	—kings,	and	princes,	and
dukes,	and	earls,	and	counts,	and	barons,	and	knights.	Then	the	princess	came	in,
and	as	she	passed	by	them	she	had	something	spiteful	to	say	to	every	one.	The
first	was	too	fat:	'He's	as	round	as	a	tub,'	said	she.	The	next	was	too	tall:	'What	a
maypole!'	 said	 she.	 The	 next	was	 too	 short:	 'What	 a	 dumpling!'	 said	 she.	 The
fourth	was	too	pale,	and	she	called	him	'Wallface.'	The	fifth	was	too	red,	so	she
called	him	'Coxcomb.'	The	sixth	was	not	straight	enough;	so	she	said	he	was	like
a	green	 stick,	 that	had	been	 laid	 to	dry	over	 a	baker's	oven.	And	 thus	 she	had
some	joke	to	crack	upon	every	one:	but	she	laughed	more	than	all	at	a	good	king
who	was	there.	'Look	at	him,'	said	she;	'his	beard	is	like	an	old	mop;	he	shall	be
called	Grisly-beard.'	So	the	king	got	the	nickname	of	Grisly-beard.
But	the	old	king	was	very	angry	when	he	saw	how	his	daughter	behaved,	and

how	she	 ill-treated	all	his	guests;	 and	he	vowed	 that,	willing	or	unwilling,	 she
should	marry	the	first	man,	be	he	prince	or	beggar,	that	came	to	the	door.
Two	days	after	there	came	by	a	travelling	fiddler,	who	began	to	play	under	the

window	and	beg	alms;	and	when	the	king	heard	him,	he	said,	'Let	him	come	in.'
So	they	brought	in	a	dirty-looking	fellow;	and	when	he	had	sung	before	the	king
and	the	princess,	he	begged	a	boon.	Then	the	king	said,	'You	have	sung	so	well,
that	I	will	give	you	my	daughter	for	your	wife.'	The	princess	begged	and	prayed;
but	the	king	said,	'I	have	sworn	to	give	you	to	the	first	comer,	and	I	will	keep	my
word.'	So	words	and	tears	were	of	no	avail;	the	parson	was	sent	for,	and	she	was
married	to	the	fiddler.	When	this	was	over	the	king	said,	'Now	get	ready	to	go—
you	must	not	stay	here—you	must	travel	on	with	your	husband.'
Then	the	fiddler	went	his	way,	and	took	her	with	him,	and	they	soon	came	to	a

great	wood.	 'Pray,'	 said	 she,	 'whose	 is	 this	wood?'	 'It	 belongs	 to	King	Grisly-
beard,'	 answered	 he;	 'hadst	 thou	 taken	 him,	 all	 had	 been	 thine.'	 'Ah!	 unlucky
wretch	that	I	am!'	sighed	she;	'would	that	I	had	married	King	Grisly-beard!'	Next
they	came	to	some	fine	meadows.	 'Whose	are	 these	beautiful	green	meadows?'
said	she.	 'They	belong	to	King	Grisly-beard,	hadst	thou	taken	him,	they	had	all
been	thine.'	 'Ah!	unlucky	wretch	that	I	am!'	said	she;	 'would	that	I	had	married
King	Grisly-beard!'



Then	they	came	to	a	great	city.	'Whose	is	this	noble	city?'	said	she.	'It	belongs
to	King	Grisly-beard;	hadst	 thou	 taken	him,	 it	 had	all	been	 thine.'	 'Ah!	wretch
that	 I	 am!'	 sighed	 she;	 'why	 did	 I	 not	 marry	 King	 Grisly-beard?'	 'That	 is	 no
business	of	mine,'	said	 the	fiddler:	 'why	should	you	wish	for	another	husband?
Am	not	I	good	enough	for	you?'
At	last	they	came	to	a	small	cottage.	'What	a	paltry	place!'	said	she;	'to	whom

does	 that	 little	 dirty	 hole	 belong?'	Then	 the	 fiddler	 said,	 'That	 is	 your	 and	my
house,	where	we	are	to	live.'	 'Where	are	your	servants?'	cried	she.	'What	do	we
want	with	servants?'	said	he;	 'you	must	do	for	yourself	whatever	is	to	be	done.
Now	make	the	fire,	and	put	on	water	and	cook	my	supper,	for	I	am	very	tired.'
But	the	princess	knew	nothing	of	making	fires	and	cooking,	and	the	fiddler	was
forced	to	help	her.	When	they	had	eaten	a	very	scanty	meal	they	went	to	bed;	but
the	fiddler	called	her	up	very	early	in	the	morning	to	clean	the	house.	Thus	they
lived	for	two	days:	and	when	they	had	eaten	up	all	there	was	in	the	cottage,	the
man	said,	'Wife,	we	can't	go	on	thus,	spending	money	and	earning	nothing.	You
must	 learn	 to	weave	 baskets.'	 Then	 he	went	 out	 and	 cut	willows,	 and	 brought
them	home,	and	she	began	to	weave;	but	it	made	her	fingers	very	sore.	'I	see	this
work	won't	do,'	said	he:	'try	and	spin;	perhaps	you	will	do	that	better.'	So	she	sat
down	and	tried	to	spin;	but	the	threads	cut	her	tender	fingers	till	the	blood	ran.
'See	now,'	said	the	fiddler,	'you	are	good	for	nothing;	you	can	do	no	work:	what	a
bargain	I	have	got!	However,	I'll	try	and	set	up	a	trade	in	pots	and	pans,	and	you
shall	stand	in	the	market	and	sell	them.'	'Alas!'	sighed	she,	'if	any	of	my	father's
court	should	pass	by	and	see	me	standing	in	the	market,	how	they	will	laugh	at
me!'
But	her	husband	did	not	care	for	that,	and	said	she	must	work,	if	she	did	not

wish	to	die	of	hunger.	At	first	the	trade	went	well;	for	many	people,	seeing	such
a	 beautiful	 woman,	 went	 to	 buy	 her	 wares,	 and	 paid	 their	 money	 without
thinking	of	 taking	away	 the	goods.	They	 lived	on	 this	as	 long	as	 it	 lasted;	and
then	her	husband	bought	a	fresh	lot	of	ware,	and	she	sat	herself	down	with	it	in
the	corner	of	the	market;	but	a	drunken	soldier	soon	came	by,	and	rode	his	horse
against	her	stall,	and	broke	all	her	goods	into	a	thousand	pieces.	Then	she	began
to	cry,	and	knew	not	what	to	do.	'Ah!	what	will	become	of	me?'	said	she;	'what
will	 my	 husband	 say?'	 So	 she	 ran	 home	 and	 told	 him	 all.	 'Who	 would	 have
thought	you	would	have	been	so	silly,'	said	he,	'as	to	put	an	earthenware	stall	in
the	 corner	 of	 the	 market,	 where	 everybody	 passes?	 but	 let	 us	 have	 no	 more
crying;	 I	 see	you	are	not	 fit	 for	 this	 sort	of	work,	 so	 I	have	been	 to	 the	king's
palace,	 and	 asked	 if	 they	 did	 not	want	 a	 kitchen-maid;	 and	 they	 say	 they	will
take	you,	and	there	you	will	have	plenty	to	eat.'
Thus	 the	princess	became	a	kitchen-maid,	 and	helped	 the	cook	 to	do	all	 the



dirtiest	work;	but	she	was	allowed	to	carry	home	some	of	the	meat	that	was	left,
and	on	this	they	lived.
She	had	not	been	 there	 long	before	 she	heard	 that	 the	king's	 eldest	 son	was

passing	by,	going	to	be	married;	and	she	went	to	one	of	the	windows	and	looked
out.	 Everything	 was	 ready,	 and	 all	 the	 pomp	 and	 brightness	 of	 the	 court	 was
there.	Then	she	bitterly	grieved	for	the	pride	and	folly	which	had	brought	her	so
low.	And	the	servants	gave	her	some	of	 the	rich	meats,	which	she	put	 into	her
basket	to	take	home.
All	 on	 a	 sudden,	 as	 she	 was	 going	 out,	 in	 came	 the	 king's	 son	 in	 golden

clothes;	 and	when	 he	 saw	 a	 beautiful	 woman	 at	 the	 door,	 he	 took	 her	 by	 the
hand,	and	said	she	should	be	his	partner	in	the	dance;	but	she	trembled	for	fear,
for	 she	 saw	 that	 it	 was	 King	 Grisly-beard,	 who	 was	 making	 sport	 of	 her.
However,	he	kept	fast	hold,	and	led	her	in;	and	the	cover	of	the	basket	came	off,
so	that	the	meats	in	it	fell	about.	Then	everybody	laughed	and	jeered	at	her;	and
she	was	 so	 abashed,	 that	 she	wished	herself	 a	 thousand	 feet	deep	 in	 the	 earth.
She	sprang	to	the	door	to	run	away;	but	on	the	steps	King	Grisly-beard	overtook
her,	and	brought	her	back	and	said,	'Fear	me	not!	I	am	the	fiddler	who	has	lived
with	you	in	the	hut.	I	brought	you	there	because	I	really	loved	you.	I	am	also	the
soldier	that	overset	your	stall.	I	have	done	all	this	only	to	cure	you	of	your	silly
pride,	and	to	show	you	the	folly	of	your	ill-treatment	of	me.	Now	all	is	over:	you
have	learnt	wisdom,	and	it	is	time	to	hold	our	marriage	feast.'
Then	the	chamberlains	came	and	brought	her	the	most	beautiful	robes;	and	her

father	and	his	whole	court	were	 there	already,	and	welcomed	her	home	on	her
marriage.	 Joy	 was	 in	 every	 face	 and	 every	 heart.	 The	 feast	 was	 grand;	 they
danced	and	sang;	all	were	merry;	and	I	only	wish	that	you	and	I	had	been	of	the
party.



Iron	Hans

There	was	once	upon	a	time	a	king	who	had	a	great	forest	near	his	palace,	full	of
all	kinds	of	wild	animals.	One	day	he	sent	out	a	huntsman	to	shoot	him	a	roe,	but
he	did	not	come	back.	 'Perhaps	some	accident	has	befallen	him,'	said	 the	king,
and	the	next	day	he	sent	out	two	more	huntsmen	who	were	to	search	for	him,	but
they	 too	stayed	away.	Then	on	 the	 third	day,	he	sent	 for	all	his	huntsmen,	and
said:	'Scour	the	whole	forest	through,	and	do	not	give	up	until	you	have	found	all
three.'	But	 of	 these	 also,	 none	 came	home	 again,	 none	were	 seen	 again.	 From
that	time	forth,	no	one	would	any	longer	venture	into	the	forest,	and	it	lay	there
in	deep	stillness	and	solitude,	and	nothing	was	seen	of	it,	but	sometimes	an	eagle
or	a	hawk	flying	over	it.	This	lasted	for	many	years,	when	an	unknown	huntsman
announced	himself	to	the	king	as	seeking	a	situation,	and	offered	to	go	into	the
dangerous	forest.	The	king,	however,	would	not	give	his	consent,	and	said:	'It	is
not	safe	in	there;	I	fear	it	would	fare	with	you	no	better	than	with	the	others,	and
you	would	never	come	out	again.'	The	huntsman	replied:	'Lord,	I	will	venture	it
at	my	own	risk,	of	fear	I	know	nothing.'
The	huntsman	therefore	betook	himself	with	his	dog	to	the	forest.	It	was	not

long	before	the	dog	fell	in	with	some	game	on	the	way,	and	wanted	to	pursue	it;
but	hardly	had	the	dog	run	two	steps	when	it	stood	before	a	deep	pool,	could	go
no	farther,	and	a	naked	arm	stretched	itself	out	of	the	water,	seized	it,	and	drew	it
under.	When	 the	 huntsman	 saw	 that,	 he	 went	 back	 and	 fetched	 three	 men	 to
come	with	buckets	and	bale	out	 the	water.	When	 they	could	see	 to	 the	bottom
there	lay	a	wild	man	whose	body	was	brown	like	rusty	iron,	and	whose	hair	hung
over	his	face	down	to	his	knees.	They	bound	him	with	cords,	and	led	him	away
to	 the	 castle.	 There	 was	 great	 astonishment	 over	 the	 wild	 man;	 the	 king,
however,	had	him	put	in	an	iron	cage	in	his	courtyard,	and	forbade	the	door	to	be
opened	 on	 pain	 of	 death,	 and	 the	 queen	 herself	 was	 to	 take	 the	 key	 into	 her
keeping.	And	from	this	time	forth	everyone	could	again	go	into	the	forest	with
safety.
The	king	had	a	son	of	eight	years,	who	was	once	playing	in	the	courtyard,	and

while	he	was	playing,	his	golden	ball	fell	into	the	cage.	The	boy	ran	thither	and
said:	'Give	me	my	ball	out.'	'Not	till	you	have	opened	the	door	for	me,'	answered
the	man.	'No,'	said	the	boy,	'I	will	not	do	that;	the	king	has	forbidden	it,'	and	ran
away.	 The	 next	 day	 he	 again	went	 and	 asked	 for	 his	 ball;	 the	wild	man	 said:
'Open	my	door,'	but	the	boy	would	not.	On	the	third	day	the	king	had	ridden	out
hunting,	and	the	boy	went	once	more	and	said:	'I	cannot	open	the	door	even	if	I
wished,	 for	 I	 have	 not	 the	 key.'	 Then	 the	 wild	 man	 said:	 'It	 lies	 under	 your



mother's	pillow,	you	can	get	it	there.'	The	boy,	who	wanted	to	have	his	ball	back,
cast	 all	 thought	 to	 the	 winds,	 and	 brought	 the	 key.	 The	 door	 opened	 with
difficulty,	 and	 the	 boy	 pinched	 his	 fingers.	 When	 it	 was	 open	 the	 wild	 man
stepped	out,	gave	him	the	golden	ball,	and	hurried	away.	The	boy	had	become
afraid;	he	called	and	cried	after	him:	'Oh,	wild	man,	do	not	go	away,	or	I	shall	be
beaten!'	The	wild	man	 turned	back,	 took	him	up,	 set	him	on	his	 shoulder,	 and
went	with	hasty	steps	into	the	forest.	When	the	king	came	home,	he	observed	the
empty	 cage,	 and	 asked	 the	 queen	 how	 that	 had	 happened.	 She	 knew	 nothing
about	 it,	 and	 sought	 the	 key,	 but	 it	 was	 gone.	 She	 called	 the	 boy,	 but	 no	 one
answered.	The	king	sent	out	people	to	seek	for	him	in	the	fields,	but	they	did	not
find	him.	Then	he	could	easily	guess	what	had	happened,	and	much	grief	reigned
in	the	royal	court.
When	 the	wild	man	had	once	more	reached	 the	dark	forest,	he	 took	 the	boy

down	 from	his	 shoulder,	 and	 said	 to	 him:	 'You	will	 never	 see	 your	 father	 and
mother	again,	but	I	will	keep	you	with	me,	for	you	have	set	me	free,	and	I	have
compassion	on	you.	If	you	do	all	I	bid	you,	you	shall	fare	well.	Of	treasure	and
gold	have	I	enough,	and	more	than	anyone	in	the	world.'	He	made	a	bed	of	moss
for	the	boy	on	which	he	slept,	and	the	next	morning	the	man	took	him	to	a	well,
and	 said:	 'Behold,	 the	 gold	well	 is	 as	 bright	 and	 clear	 as	 crystal,	 you	 shall	 sit
beside	it,	and	take	care	that	nothing	falls	into	it,	or	it	will	be	polluted.	I	will	come
every	evening	to	see	if	you	have	obeyed	my	order.'	The	boy	placed	himself	by
the	brink	of	the	well,	and	often	saw	a	golden	fish	or	a	golden	snake	show	itself
therein,	and	took	care	that	nothing	fell	in.	As	he	was	thus	sitting,	his	finger	hurt
him	so	violently	that	he	involuntarily	put	it	in	the	water.	He	drew	it	quickly	out
again,	but	saw	that	it	was	quite	gilded,	and	whatsoever	pains	he	took	to	wash	the
gold	 off	 again,	 all	 was	 to	 no	 purpose.	 In	 the	 evening	 Iron	 Hans	 came	 back,
looked	at	the	boy,	and	said:	'What	has	happened	to	the	well?'	'Nothing	nothing,'
he	answered,	and	held	his	finger	behind	his	back,	that	the	man	might	not	see	it.
But	he	said:	 'You	have	dipped	your	finger	into	the	water,	this	time	it	may	pass,
but	 take	 care	 you	 do	 not	 again	 let	 anything	 go	 in.'	 By	 daybreak	 the	 boy	was
already	 sitting	 by	 the	well	 and	watching	 it.	 His	 finger	 hurt	 him	 again	 and	 he
passed	 it	 over	his	head,	 and	 then	unhappily	 a	hair	 fell	 down	 into	 the	well.	He
took	it	quickly	out,	but	it	was	already	quite	gilded.	Iron	Hans	came,	and	already
knew	what	had	happened.	'You	have	let	a	hair	fall	into	the	well,'	said	he.	'I	will
allow	you	to	watch	by	it	once	more,	but	if	this	happens	for	the	third	time	then	the
well	is	polluted	and	you	can	no	longer	remain	with	me.'
On	the	third	day,	the	boy	sat	by	the	well,	and	did	not	stir	his	finger,	however

much	it	hurt	him.	But	the	time	was	long	to	him,	and	he	looked	at	the	reflection
of	his	face	on	the	surface	of	the	water.	And	as	he	still	bent	down	more	and	more



while	he	was	doing	so,	and	trying	to	look	straight	into	the	eyes,	his	long	hair	fell
down	 from	his	 shoulders	 into	 the	water.	He	 raised	himself	 up	quickly,	 but	 the
whole	of	the	hair	of	his	head	was	already	golden	and	shone	like	the	sun.	You	can
imagine	how	terrified	the	poor	boy	was!	He	took	his	pocket-	handkerchief	and
tied	it	round	his	head,	in	order	that	the	man	might	not	see	it.	When	he	came	he
already	knew	everything,	and	said:	'Take	the	handkerchief	off.'	Then	the	golden
hair	streamed	forth,	and	let	the	boy	excuse	himself	as	he	might,	it	was	of	no	use.
'You	have	not	stood	the	trial	and	can	stay	here	no	longer.	Go	forth	into	the	world,
there	you	will	 learn	what	poverty	 is.	But	as	you	have	not	a	bad	heart,	and	as	I
mean	 well	 by	 you,	 there	 is	 one	 thing	 I	 will	 grant	 you;	 if	 you	 fall	 into	 any
difficulty,	come	to	the	forest	and	cry:	"Iron	Hans,"	and	then	I	will	come	and	help
you.	My	power	 is	 great,	 greater	 than	 you	 think,	 and	 I	 have	 gold	 and	 silver	 in
abundance.'
Then	the	king's	son	left	the	forest,	and	walked	by	beaten	and	unbeaten	paths

ever	onwards	until	at	length	he	reached	a	great	city.	There	he	looked	for	work,
but	could	find	none,	and	he	 learnt	nothing	by	which	he	could	help	himself.	At
length	he	went	 to	 the	palace,	and	asked	 if	 they	would	 take	him	in.	The	people
about	court	did	not	at	all	know	what	use	they	could	make	of	him,	but	they	liked
him,	and	told	him	to	stay.	At	length	the	cook	took	him	into	his	service,	and	said
he	might	carry	wood	and	water,	and	rake	the	cinders	together.	Once	when	it	so
happened	that	no	one	else	was	at	hand,	the	cook	ordered	him	to	carry	the	food	to
the	royal	table,	but	as	he	did	not	like	to	let	his	golden	hair	be	seen,	he	kept	his
little	cap	on.	Such	a	thing	as	that	had	never	yet	come	under	the	king's	notice,	and
he	 said:	 'When	 you	 come	 to	 the	 royal	 table	 you	 must	 take	 your	 hat	 off.'	 He
answered:	 'Ah,	Lord,	 I	 cannot;	 I	 have	 a	bad	 sore	place	on	my	head.'	Then	 the
king	had	the	cook	called	before	him	and	scolded	him,	and	asked	how	he	could
take	 such	 a	 boy	 as	 that	 into	 his	 service;	 and	 that	 he	was	 to	 send	him	 away	 at
once.	The	cook,	however,	had	pity	on	him,	and	exchanged	him	for	the	gardener's
boy.
And	now	the	boy	had	to	plant	and	water	the	garden,	hoe	and	dig,	and	bear	the

wind	 and	 bad	 weather.	 Once	 in	 summer	 when	 he	 was	 working	 alone	 in	 the
garden,	the	day	was	so	warm	he	took	his	little	cap	off	that	the	air	might	cool	him.
As	the	sun	shone	on	his	hair	it	glittered	and	flashed	so	that	the	rays	fell	into	the
bedroom	of	 the	 king's	 daughter,	 and	 up	 she	 sprang	 to	 see	what	 that	 could	 be.
Then	she	saw	the	boy,	and	cried	to	him:	'Boy,	bring	me	a	wreath	of	flowers.'	He
put	his	 cap	on	with	 all	 haste,	 and	gathered	wild	 field-flowers	 and	bound	 them
together.	When	he	was	ascending	the	stairs	with	them,	the	gardener	met	him,	and
said:	'How	can	you	take	the	king's	daughter	a	garland	of	such	common	flowers?
Go	 quickly,	 and	 get	 another,	 and	 seek	 out	 the	 prettiest	 and	 rarest.'	 'Oh,	 no,'



replied	the	boy,	'the	wild	ones	have	more	scent,	and	will	please	her	better.'	When
he	got	into	the	room,	the	king's	daughter	said:	'Take	your	cap	off,	it	is	not	seemly
to	keep	it	on	in	my	presence.'	He	again	said:	'I	may	not,	I	have	a	sore	head.'	She,
however,	caught	at	his	cap	and	pulled	it	off,	and	then	his	golden	hair	rolled	down
on	his	shoulders,	and	 it	was	splendid	 to	behold.	He	wanted	 to	 run	out,	but	she
held	him	by	the	arm,	and	gave	him	a	handful	of	ducats.	With	these	he	departed,
but	he	cared	nothing	for	the	gold	pieces.	He	took	them	to	the	gardener,	and	said:
'I	present	them	to	your	children,	they	can	play	with	them.'	The	following	day	the
king's	daughter	again	called	 to	him	 that	he	was	 to	bring	her	a	wreath	of	 field-
flowers,	 and	 then	 he	 went	 in	 with	 it,	 she	 instantly	 snatched	 at	 his	 cap,	 and
wanted	to	take	it	away	from	him,	but	he	held	it	fast	with	both	hands.	She	again
gave	him	a	handful	of	ducats,	but	he	would	not	keep	them,	and	gave	them	to	the
gardener	 for	 playthings	 for	 his	 children.	On	 the	 third	 day	 things	went	 just	 the
same;	 she	 could	 not	 get	 his	 cap	 away	 from	 him,	 and	 he	 would	 not	 have	 her
money.
Not	 long	 afterwards,	 the	 country	 was	 overrun	 by	 war.	 The	 king	 gathered

together	 his	 people,	 and	 did	 not	 know	 whether	 or	 not	 he	 could	 offer	 any
opposition	to	 the	enemy,	who	was	superior	 in	strength	and	had	a	mighty	army.
Then	said	the	gardener's	boy:	'I	am	grown	up,	and	will	go	to	the	wars	also,	only
give	me	a	horse.'	The	others	laughed,	and	said:	'Seek	one	for	yourself	when	we
are	gone,	we	will	leave	one	behind	us	in	the	stable	for	you.'	When	they	had	gone
forth,	he	went	into	the	stable,	and	led	the	horse	out;	it	was	lame	of	one	foot,	and
limped	hobblety	jib,	hobblety	jib;	nevertheless	he	mounted	it,	and	rode	away	to
the	dark	forest.	When	he	came	to	the	outskirts,	he	called	'Iron	Hans'	three	times
so	 loudly	 that	 it	 echoed	 through	 the	 trees.	 Thereupon	 the	 wild	man	 appeared
immediately,	 and	 said:	 'What	 do	 you	 desire?'	 'I	 want	 a	 strong	 steed,	 for	 I	 am
going	to	the	wars.'	'That	you	shall	have,	and	still	more	than	you	ask	for.'	Then	the
wild	man	went	back	into	the	forest,	and	it	was	not	long	before	a	stable-boy	came
out	 of	 it,	 who	 led	 a	 horse	 that	 snorted	 with	 its	 nostrils,	 and	 could	 hardly	 be
restrained,	and	behind	them	followed	a	great	troop	of	warriors	entirely	equipped
in	 iron,	 and	 their	 swords	 flashed	 in	 the	 sun.	 The	 youth	 made	 over	 his	 three-
legged	horse	 to	 the	 stable-boy,	mounted	 the	other,	 and	 rode	 at	 the	head	of	 the
soldiers.	When	 he	 got	 near	 the	 battlefield	 a	 great	 part	 of	 the	 king's	 men	 had
already	fallen,	and	little	was	wanting	to	make	the	rest	give	way.	Then	the	youth
galloped	thither	with	his	iron	soldiers,	broke	like	a	hurricane	over	the	enemy,	and
beat	down	all	who	opposed	him.	They	began	to	flee,	but	the	youth	pursued,	and
never	stopped,	until	 there	was	not	a	single	man	left.	Instead	of	returning	to	the
king,	however,	he	conducted	his	troop	by	byways	back	to	the	forest,	and	called
forth	 Iron	 Hans.	 'What	 do	 you	 desire?'	 asked	 the	 wild	 man.	 'Take	 back	 your



horse	 and	 your	 troops,	 and	 give	me	my	 three-legged	 horse	 again.'	All	 that	 he
asked	was	 done,	 and	 soon	 he	was	 riding	 on	 his	 three-legged	 horse.	When	 the
king	returned	to	his	palace,	his	daughter	went	to	meet	him,	and	wished	him	joy
of	 his	 victory.	 'I	 am	not	 the	 one	who	 carried	 away	 the	 victory,'	 said	 he,	 'but	 a
strange	 knight	 who	 came	 to	 my	 assistance	 with	 his	 soldiers.'	 The	 daughter
wanted	to	hear	who	the	strange	knight	was,	but	the	king	did	not	know,	and	said:
'He	 followed	 the	 enemy,	 and	 I	 did	 not	 see	 him	 again.'	 She	 inquired	 of	 the
gardener	where	his	boy	was,	but	he	smiled,	and	said:	'He	has	just	come	home	on
his	 three-	 legged	 horse,	 and	 the	 others	 have	 been	 mocking	 him,	 and	 crying:
"Here	comes	our	hobblety	jib	back	again!"	They	asked,	too:	"Under	what	hedge
have	you	been	lying	sleeping	all	the	time?"	So	he	said:	"I	did	the	best	of	all,	and
it	would	have	gone	badly	without	me."	And	then	he	was	still	more	ridiculed.'
The	king	said	to	his	daughter:	 'I	will	proclaim	a	great	feast	that	shall	last	for

three	days,	and	you	shall	throw	a	golden	apple.	Perhaps	the	unknown	man	will
show	himself.'	When	the	feast	was	announced,	the	youth	went	out	to	the	forest,
and	 called	 Iron	 Hans.	 'What	 do	 you	 desire?'	 asked	 he.	 'That	 I	 may	 catch	 the
king's	daughter's	golden	apple.'	 'It	 is	as	 safe	as	 if	you	had	 it	already,'	 said	 Iron
Hans.	'You	shall	likewise	have	a	suit	of	red	armour	for	the	occasion,	and	ride	on
a	 spirited	 chestnut-horse.'	When	 the	day	 came,	 the	youth	galloped	 to	 the	 spot,
took	his	place	amongst	 the	knights,	and	was	 recognized	by	no	one.	The	king's
daughter	 came	 forward,	 and	 threw	 a	 golden	 apple	 to	 the	 knights,	 but	 none	 of
them	caught	it	but	he,	only	as	soon	as	he	had	it	he	galloped	away.
On	the	second	day	Iron	Hans	equipped	him	as	a	white	knight,	and	gave	him	a

white	horse.	Again	he	was	 the	only	one	who	caught	 the	apple,	 and	he	did	not
linger	an	instant,	but	galloped	off	with	it.	The	king	grew	angry,	and	said:	'That	is
not	allowed;	he	must	appear	before	me	and	tell	his	name.'	He	gave	the	order	that
if	 the	 knight	who	 caught	 the	 apple,	 should	 go	 away	 again	 they	 should	 pursue
him,	and	if	he	would	not	come	back	willingly,	 they	were	 to	cut	him	down	and
stab	him.
On	 the	 third	 day,	 he	 received	 from	 Iron	Hans	 a	 suit	 of	 black	 armour	 and	 a

black	horse,	and	again	he	caught	the	apple.	But	when	he	was	riding	off	with	it,
the	 king's	 attendants	 pursued	 him,	 and	 one	 of	 them	 got	 so	 near	 him	 that	 he
wounded	 the	 youth's	 leg	 with	 the	 point	 of	 his	 sword.	 The	 youth	 nevertheless
escaped	from	them,	but	his	horse	leapt	so	violently	that	the	helmet	fell	from	the
youth's	 head,	 and	 they	 could	 see	 that	 he	 had	 golden	hair.	They	 rode	 back	 and
announced	this	to	the	king.
The	following	day	the	king's	daughter	asked	the	gardener	about	his	boy.	'He	is

at	work	 in	 the	garden;	 the	queer	creature	has	been	at	 the	festival	 too,	and	only
came	home	yesterday	evening;	he	has	likewise	shown	my	children	three	golden



apples	which	he	has	won.'
The	king	had	him	summoned	into	his	presence,	and	he	came	and	again	had	his

little	cap	on	his	head.	But	the	king's	daughter	went	up	to	him	and	took	it	off,	and
then	his	golden	hair	fell	down	over	his	shoulders,	and	he	was	so	handsome	that
all	were	amazed.	'Are	you	the	knight	who	came	every	day	to	the	festival,	always
in	 different	 colours,	 and	who	 caught	 the	 three	 golden	 apples?'	 asked	 the	 king.
'Yes,'	answered	he,	'and	here	the	apples	are,'	and	he	took	them	out	of	his	pocket,
and	 returned	 them	 to	 the	 king.	 'If	 you	 desire	 further	 proof,	 you	 may	 see	 the
wound	which	your	people	gave	me	when	they	followed	me.	But	I	am	likewise
the	 knight	 who	 helped	 you	 to	 your	 victory	 over	 your	 enemies.'	 'If	 you	 can
perform	 such	 deeds	 as	 that,	 you	 are	 no	 gardener's	 boy;	 tell	 me,	 who	 is	 your
father?'	 'My	 father	 is	 a	 mighty	 king,	 and	 gold	 have	 I	 in	 plenty	 as	 great	 as	 I
require.'	 'I	 well	 see,'	 said	 the	 king,	 'that	 I	 owe	 my	 thanks	 to	 you;	 can	 I	 do
anything	to	please	you?'	'Yes,'	answered	he,	'that	indeed	you	can.	Give	me	your
daughter	 to	wife.'	 The	maiden	 laughed,	 and	 said:	 'He	 does	 not	 stand	much	on
ceremony,	but	I	have	already	seen	by	his	golden	hair	that	he	was	no	gardener's
boy,'	 and	 then	 she	 went	 and	 kissed	 him.	 His	 father	 and	 mother	 came	 to	 the
wedding,	and	were	in	great	delight,	for	they	had	given	up	all	hope	of	ever	seeing
their	 dear	 son	 again.	And	as	 they	were	 sitting	 at	 the	marriage-feast,	 the	music
suddenly	 stopped,	 the	 doors	 opened,	 and	 a	 stately	 king	 came	 in	 with	 a	 great
retinue.	He	went	up	to	the	youth,	embraced	him	and	said:	 'I	am	Iron	Hans,	and
was	 by	 enchantment	 a	 wild	 man,	 but	 you	 have	 set	 me	 free;	 all	 the	 treasures
which	I	possess,	shall	be	your	property.'



Cat-skin

There	was	 once	 a	 king,	whose	 queen	 had	 hair	 of	 the	 purest	 gold,	 and	was	 so
beautiful	that	her	match	was	not	to	be	met	with	on	the	whole	face	of	the	earth.
But	 this	 beautiful	 queen	 fell	 ill,	 and	when	 she	 felt	 that	 her	 end	 drew	near	 she
called	 the	 king	 to	 her	 and	 said,	 'Promise	me	 that	 you	will	 never	marry	 again,
unless	you	meet	with	a	wife	who	is	as	beautiful	as	I	am,	and	who	has	golden	hair
like	mine.'	Then	when	the	king	in	his	grief	promised	all	she	asked,	she	shut	her
eyes	and	died.	But	the	king	was	not	to	be	comforted,	and	for	a	long	time	never
thought	of	taking	another	wife.	At	last,	however,	his	wise	men	said,	'this	will	not
do;	the	king	must	marry	again,	that	we	may	have	a	queen.'	So	messengers	were
sent	far	and	wide,	to	seek	for	a	bride	as	beautiful	as	the	late	queen.	But	there	was
no	princess	 in	 the	world	so	beautiful;	and	 if	 there	had	been,	still	 there	was	not
one	 to	be	 found	who	had	golden	hair.	So	 the	messengers	came	home,	and	had
had	all	their	trouble	for	nothing.
Now	the	king	had	a	daughter,	who	was	just	as	beautiful	as	her	mother,	and	had

the	same	golden	hair.	And	when	she	was	grown	up,	the	king	looked	at	her	and
saw	that	she	was	just	like	this	late	queen:	then	he	said	to	his	courtiers,	'May	I	not
marry	my	daughter?	She	is	the	very	image	of	my	dead	wife:	unless	I	have	her,	I
shall	 not	 find	 any	 bride	 upon	 the	 whole	 earth,	 and	 you	 say	 there	 must	 be	 a
queen.'	 When	 the	 courtiers	 heard	 this	 they	 were	 shocked,	 and	 said,	 'Heaven
forbid	that	a	father	should	marry	his	daughter!	Out	of	so	great	a	sin	no	good	can
come.'	And	his	daughter	was	also	shocked,	but	hoped	the	king	would	soon	give
up	such	thoughts;	so	she	said	to	him,	'Before	I	marry	anyone	I	must	have	three
dresses:	one	must	be	of	gold,	like	the	sun;	another	must	be	of	shining	silver,	like
the	moon;	and	a	third	must	be	dazzling	as	the	stars:	besides	this,	I	want	a	mantle
of	 a	 thousand	 different	 kinds	 of	 fur	 put	 together,	 to	 which	 every	 beast	 in	 the
kingdom	must	give	a	part	of	his	skin.'	And	thus	she	though	he	would	think	of	the
matter	 no	more.	But	 the	 king	made	 the	most	 skilful	workmen	 in	 his	 kingdom
weave	the	three	dresses:	one	golden,	like	the	sun;	another	silvery,	like	the	moon;
and	a	third	sparkling,	like	the	stars:	and	his	hunters	were	told	to	hunt	out	all	the
beasts	 in	his	 kingdom,	 and	 to	 take	 the	 finest	 fur	 out	 of	 their	 skins:	 and	 thus	 a
mantle	of	a	thousand	furs	was	made.
When	all	were	 ready,	 the	king	 sent	 them	 to	her;	but	 she	got	up	 in	 the	night

when	 all	 were	 asleep,	 and	 took	 three	 of	 her	 trinkets,	 a	 golden	 ring,	 a	 golden
necklace,	 and	 a	 golden	 brooch,	 and	 packed	 the	 three	 dresses—of	 the	 sun,	 the
moon,	 and	 the	 stars—up	 in	 a	 nutshell,	 and	 wrapped	 herself	 up	 in	 the	 mantle
made	of	all	sorts	of	fur,	and	besmeared	her	face	and	hands	with	soot.	Then	she



threw	herself	upon	Heaven	for	help	in	her	need,	and	went	away,	and	journeyed
on	the	whole	night,	till	at	last	she	came	to	a	large	wood.	As	she	was	very	tired,
she	sat	herself	down	in	the	hollow	of	a	tree	and	soon	fell	asleep:	and	there	she
slept	on	till	it	was	midday.
Now	as	the	king	to	whom	the	wood	belonged	was	hunting	in	it,	his	dogs	came

to	the	tree,	and	began	to	snuff	about,	and	run	round	and	round,	and	bark.	'Look
sharp!'	said	the	king	to	the	huntsmen,	'and	see	what	sort	of	game	lies	there.'	And
the	huntsmen	went	up	to	the	tree,	and	when	they	came	back	again	said,	 'In	the
hollow	tree	there	lies	a	most	wonderful	beast,	such	as	we	never	saw	before;	its
skin	 seems	 to	be	of	a	 thousand	kinds	of	 fur,	but	 there	 it	 lies	 fast	asleep.'	 'See,'
said	 the	 king,	 'if	 you	 can	 catch	 it	 alive,	 and	 we	 will	 take	 it	 with	 us.'	 So	 the
huntsmen	took	it	up,	and	the	maiden	awoke	and	was	greatly	frightened,	and	said,
'I	am	a	poor	child	 that	has	neither	 father	nor	mother	 left;	have	pity	on	me	and
take	 me	 with	 you.'	 Then	 they	 said,	 'Yes,	 Miss	 Cat-skin,	 you	 will	 do	 for	 the
kitchen;	you	can	sweep	up	the	ashes,	and	do	things	of	that	sort.'	So	they	put	her
into	the	coach,	and	took	her	home	to	the	king's	palace.	Then	they	showed	her	a
little	corner	under	the	staircase,	where	no	light	of	day	ever	peeped	in,	and	said,
'Cat-skin,	you	may	 lie	and	sleep	 there.'	And	she	was	sent	 into	 the	kitchen,	and
made	to	fetch	wood	and	water,	to	blow	the	fire,	pluck	the	poultry,	pick	the	herbs,
sift	the	ashes,	and	do	all	the	dirty	work.
Thus	 Cat-skin	 lived	 for	 a	 long	 time	 very	 sorrowfully.	 'Ah!	 pretty	 princess!'

thought	 she,	 'what	will	 now	 become	 of	 thee?'	 But	 it	 happened	 one	 day	 that	 a
feast	was	to	be	held	in	the	king's	castle,	so	she	said	to	the	cook,	'May	I	go	up	a
little	while	and	see	what	is	going	on?	I	will	take	care	and	stand	behind	the	door.'
And	the	cook	said,	'Yes,	you	may	go,	but	be	back	again	in	half	an	hour's	time,	to
rake	out	the	ashes.'	Then	she	took	her	little	lamp,	and	went	into	her	cabin,	and
took	off	 the	fur	skin,	and	washed	the	soot	from	off	her	face	and	hands,	so	that
her	beauty	shone	forth	like	the	sun	from	behind	the	clouds.	She	next	opened	her
nutshell,	and	brought	out	of	it	the	dress	that	shone	like	the	sun,	and	so	went	to
the	 feast.	Everyone	made	way	 for	her,	 for	nobody	knew	her,	 and	 they	 thought
she	could	be	no	less	than	a	king's	daughter.	But	the	king	came	up	to	her,	and	held
out	his	hand	and	danced	with	her;	and	he	thought	in	his	heart,	 'I	never	saw	any
one	half	so	beautiful.'
When	the	dance	was	at	an	end	she	curtsied;	and	when	the	king	looked	round

for	her,	 she	was	gone,	no	one	knew	wither.	The	guards	 that	 stood	at	 the	castle
gate	were	called	 in:	but	 they	had	seen	no	one.	The	 truth	was,	 that	she	had	run
into	her	 little	cabin,	pulled	off	her	dress,	blackened	her	face	and	hands,	put	on
the	fur-skin	cloak,	and	was	Cat-	skin	again.	When	she	went	 into	the	kitchen	to
her	 work,	 and	 began	 to	 rake	 the	 ashes,	 the	 cook	 said,	 'Let	 that	 alone	 till	 the



morning,	and	heat	the	king's	soup;	I	should	like	to	run	up	now	and	give	a	peep:
but	 take	care	you	don't	 let	a	hair	 fall	 into	 it,	or	you	will	 run	a	chance	of	never
eating	again.'
As	soon	as	the	cook	went	away,	Cat-skin	heated	the	king's	soup,	and	toasted	a

slice	of	bread	first,	as	nicely	as	ever	she	could;	and	when	it	was	ready,	she	went
and	looked	in	the	cabin	for	her	little	golden	ring,	and	put	it	into	the	dish	in	which
the	soup	was.	When	the	dance	was	over,	the	king	ordered	his	soup	to	be	brought
in;	and	it	pleased	him	so	well,	that	he	thought	he	had	never	tasted	any	so	good
before.	At	 the	bottom	he	 saw	a	gold	 ring	 lying;	and	as	he	could	not	make	out
how	it	had	got	there,	he	ordered	the	cook	to	be	sent	for.	The	cook	was	frightened
when	he	heard	the	order,	and	said	to	Cat-skin,	'You	must	have	let	a	hair	fall	into
the	soup;	if	it	be	so,	you	will	have	a	good	beating.'	Then	he	went	before	the	king,
and	he	asked	him	who	had	cooked	the	soup.	'I	did,'	answered	the	cook.	But	the
king	 said,	 'That	 is	 not	 true;	 it	was	 better	 done	 than	 you	 could	 do	 it.'	 Then	 he
answered,	'To	tell	the	truth	I	did	not	cook	it,	but	Cat-skin	did.'	'Then	let	Cat-skin
come	up,'	said	the	king:	and	when	she	came	he	said	to	her,	'Who	are	you?'	'I	am	a
poor	child,'	said	she,	'that	has	lost	both	father	and	mother.'	'How	came	you	in	my
palace?'	asked	he.	 'I	am	good	for	nothing,'	said	she,	 'but	to	be	scullion-girl,	and
to	have	boots	and	shoes	thrown	at	my	head.'	 'But	how	did	you	get	the	ring	that
was	 in	 the	 soup?'	 asked	 the	 king.	 Then	 she	 would	 not	 own	 that	 she	 knew
anything	about	the	ring;	so	the	king	sent	her	away	again	about	her	business.
After	a	time	there	was	another	feast,	and	Cat-skin	asked	the	cook	to	let	her	go

up	and	see	it	as	before.	'Yes,'	said	he,	'but	come	again	in	half	an	hour,	and	cook
the	king	the	soup	that	he	likes	so	much.'	Then	she	ran	to	her	little	cabin,	washed
herself	quickly,	and	took	her	dress	out	which	was	silvery	as	the	moon,	and	put	it
on;	and	when	she	went	in,	looking	like	a	king's	daughter,	the	king	went	up	to	her,
and	rejoiced	at	seeing	her	again,	and	when	the	dance	began	he	danced	with	her.
After	the	dance	was	at	an	end	she	managed	to	slip	out,	so	slyly	that	the	king	did
not	 see	 where	 she	 was	 gone;	 but	 she	 sprang	 into	 her	 little	 cabin,	 and	 made
herself	 into	Cat-skin	again,	and	went	 into	 the	kitchen	 to	cook	 the	soup.	Whilst
the	cook	was	above	stairs,	she	got	 the	golden	necklace	and	dropped	 it	 into	 the
soup;	then	it	was	brought	to	the	king,	who	ate	it,	and	it	pleased	him	as	well	as
before;	so	he	sent	for	 the	cook,	who	was	again	forced	to	 tell	him	that	Cat-skin
had	cooked	it.	Cat-skin	was	brought	again	before	the	king,	but	she	still	told	him
that	she	was	only	fit	to	have	boots	and	shoes	thrown	at	her	head.
But	when	 the	king	had	ordered	 a	 feast	 to	be	got	 ready	 for	 the	 third	 time,	 it

happened	just	the	same	as	before.	'You	must	be	a	witch,	Cat-	skin,'	said	the	cook;
'for	you	always	put	something	into	your	soup,	so	 that	 it	pleases	 the	king	better
than	mine.'	However,	he	let	her	go	up	as	before.	Then	she	put	on	her	dress	which



sparkled	 like	 the	 stars,	 and	went	 into	 the	 ball-room	 in	 it;	 and	 the	 king	 danced
with	her	again,	and	thought	she	had	never	looked	so	beautiful	as	she	did	then.	So
whilst	 he	was	 dancing	with	 her,	 he	 put	 a	 gold	 ring	 on	 her	 finger	without	 her
seeing	it,	and	ordered	that	the	dance	should	be	kept	up	a	long	time.	When	it	was
at	an	end,	he	would	have	held	her	 fast	by	 the	hand,	but	 she	slipped	away,	and
sprang	so	quickly	through	the	crowd	that	he	lost	sight	of	her:	and	she	ran	as	fast
as	she	could	into	her	little	cabin	under	the	stairs.	But	this	time	she	kept	away	too
long,	and	stayed	beyond	the	half-hour;	so	she	had	not	 time	to	 take	off	her	fine
dress,	and	threw	her	fur	mantle	over	it,	and	in	her	haste	did	not	blacken	herself
all	over	with	soot,	but	left	one	of	her	fingers	white.
Then	she	ran	into	the	kitchen,	and	cooked	the	king's	soup;	and	as	soon	as	the

cook	was	gone,	she	put	the	golden	brooch	into	the	dish.	When	the	king	got	to	the
bottom,	 he	 ordered	 Cat-skin	 to	 be	 called	 once	more,	 and	 soon	 saw	 the	 white
finger,	and	the	ring	that	he	had	put	on	it	whilst	they	were	dancing:	so	he	seized
her	 hand,	 and	 kept	 fast	 hold	 of	 it,	 and	when	 she	wanted	 to	 loose	 herself	 and
spring	 away,	 the	 fur	 cloak	 fell	 off	 a	 little	 on	 one	 side,	 and	 the	 starry	 dress
sparkled	underneath	it.
Then	he	got	hold	of	the	fur	and	tore	it	off,	and	her	golden	hair	and	beautiful

form	were	seen,	and	she	could	no	longer	hide	herself:	so	she	washed	the	soot	and
ashes	from	her	face,	and	showed	herself	to	be	the	most	beautiful	princess	upon
the	face	of	the	earth.	But	the	king	said,	'You	are	my	beloved	bride,	and	we	will
never	more	be	parted	from	each	other.'	And	the	wedding	feast	was	held,	and	a
merry	day	it	was,	as	ever	was	heard	of	or	seen	in	that	country,	or	indeed	in	any
other.



Snow-white	and	Rose-red

There	 was	 once	 a	 poor	 widow	who	 lived	 in	 a	 lonely	 cottage.	 In	 front	 of	 the
cottage	was	a	garden	wherein	stood	two	rose-trees,	one	of	which	bore	white	and
the	other	red	roses.	She	had	two	children	who	were	like	the	two	rose-trees,	and
one	was	 called	 Snow-white,	 and	 the	 other	Rose-	 red.	 They	were	 as	 good	 and
happy,	as	busy	and	cheerful	as	ever	two	children	in	the	world	were,	only	Snow-
white	 was	 more	 quiet	 and	 gentle	 than	 Rose-red.	 Rose-red	 liked	 better	 to	 run
about	 in	 the	meadows	 and	 fields	 seeking	 flowers	 and	 catching	 butterflies;	 but
Snow-white	sat	at	home	with	her	mother,	and	helped	her	with	her	housework,	or
read	to	her	when	there	was	nothing	to	do.
The	two	children	were	so	fond	of	one	another	that	they	always	held	each	other

by	the	hand	when	they	went	out	together,	and	when	Snow-	white	said:	'We	will
not	 leave	each	other,'	Rose-red	answered:	 'Never	 so	 long	as	we	 live,'	 and	 their
mother	would	add:	'What	one	has	she	must	share	with	the	other.'
They	often	ran	about	the	forest	alone	and	gathered	red	berries,	and	no	beasts

did	them	any	harm,	but	came	close	to	them	trustfully.	The	little	hare	would	eat	a
cabbage-leaf	 out	 of	 their	 hands,	 the	 roe	 grazed	 by	 their	 side,	 the	 stag	 leapt
merrily	by	them,	and	the	birds	sat	still	upon	the	boughs,	and	sang	whatever	they
knew.
No	mishap	overtook	them;	if	they	had	stayed	too	late	in	the	forest,	and	night

came	on,	they	laid	themselves	down	near	one	another	upon	the	moss,	and	slept
until	 morning	 came,	 and	 their	 mother	 knew	 this	 and	 did	 not	 worry	 on	 their
account.
Once	when	 they	 had	 spent	 the	 night	 in	 the	wood	 and	 the	 dawn	 had	 roused

them,	they	saw	a	beautiful	child	in	a	shining	white	dress	sitting	near	their	bed.
He	got	up	and	 looked	quite	kindly	at	 them,	but	said	nothing	and	went	 into	 the
forest.	And	when	they	looked	round	they	found	that	they	had	been	sleeping	quite
close	to	a	precipice,	and	would	certainly	have	fallen	into	it	in	the	darkness	if	they
had	gone	only	a	few	paces	further.	And	their	mother	told	them	that	it	must	have
been	the	angel	who	watches	over	good	children.
Snow-white	and	Rose-red	kept	their	mother's	little	cottage	so	neat	that	it	was	a

pleasure	 to	 look	 inside	 it.	 In	 the	summer	Rose-red	 took	care	of	 the	house,	and
every	morning	laid	a	wreath	of	flowers	by	her	mother's	bed	before	she	awoke,	in
which	was	a	rose	from	each	tree.	In	the	winter	Snow-white	lit	the	fire	and	hung
the	kettle	on	 the	hob.	The	kettle	was	of	brass	 and	 shone	 like	gold,	 so	brightly
was	it	polished.	In	the	evening,	when	the	snowflakes	fell,	the	mother	said:	 'Go,
Snow-	 white,	 and	 bolt	 the	 door,'	 and	 then	 they	 sat	 round	 the	 hearth,	 and	 the



mother	took	her	spectacles	and	read	aloud	out	of	a	large	book,	and	the	two	girls
listened	as	they	sat	and	spun.	And	close	by	them	lay	a	lamb	upon	the	floor,	and
behind	 them	 upon	 a	 perch	 sat	 a	 white	 dove	 with	 its	 head	 hidden	 beneath	 its
wings.
One	 evening,	 as	 they	 were	 thus	 sitting	 comfortably	 together,	 someone

knocked	at	the	door	as	if	he	wished	to	be	let	in.	The	mother	said:	'Quick,	Rose-
red,	open	the	door,	it	must	be	a	traveller	who	is	seeking	shelter.'	Rose-red	went
and	pushed	back	the	bolt,	thinking	that	it	was	a	poor	man,	but	it	was	not;	it	was	a
bear	that	stretched	his	broad,	black	head	within	the	door.
Rose-red	screamed	and	sprang	back,	the	lamb	bleated,	the	dove	fluttered,	and

Snow-white	hid	herself	behind	her	mother's	bed.	But	the	bear	began	to	speak	and
said:	'Do	not	be	afraid,	I	will	do	you	no	harm!	I	am	half-frozen,	and	only	want	to
warm	myself	a	little	beside	you.'
'Poor	bear,'	said	the	mother,	 'lie	down	by	the	fire,	only	take	care	that	you	do

not	burn	your	coat.'	Then	she	cried:	'Snow-white,	Rose-	red,	come	out,	the	bear
will	do	you	no	harm,	he	means	well.'	So	they	both	came	out,	and	by-and-by	the
lamb	and	dove	came	nearer,	 and	were	not	 afraid	of	him.	The	bear	 said:	 'Here,
children,	knock	the	snow	out	of	my	coat	a	little';	so	they	brought	the	broom	and
swept	 the	 bear's	 hide	 clean;	 and	 he	 stretched	 himself	 by	 the	 fire	 and	 growled
contentedly	 and	 comfortably.	 It	was	 not	 long	 before	 they	 grew	quite	 at	 home,
and	played	tricks	with	their	clumsy	guest.	They	tugged	his	hair	with	their	hands,
put	their	feet	upon	his	back	and	rolled	him	about,	or	they	took	a	hazel-switch	and
beat	him,	 and	when	he	growled	 they	 laughed.	But	 the	bear	 took	 it	 all	 in	good
part,	only	when	they	were	too	rough	he	called	out:	'Leave	me	alive,	children,
{verse
'Snow-white,	Rose-red,
Will	you	beat	your	wooer	dead?'
{verse
When	it	was	bed-time,	and	the	others	went	to	bed,	the	mother	said	to	the	bear:

'You	can	lie	there	by	the	hearth,	and	then	you	will	be	safe	from	the	cold	and	the
bad	weather.'	As	soon	as	day	dawned	the	two	children	let	him	out,	and	he	trotted
across	the	snow	into	the	forest.
Henceforth	the	bear	came	every	evening	at	the	same	time,	laid	himself	down

by	the	hearth,	and	let	the	children	amuse	themselves	with	him	as	much	as	they
liked;	and	they	got	so	used	to	him	that	the	doors	were	never	fastened	until	their
black	friend	had	arrived.
When	spring	had	come	and	all	outside	was	green,	the	bear	said	one	morning

to	 Snow-white:	 'Now	 I	 must	 go	 away,	 and	 cannot	 come	 back	 for	 the	 whole
summer.'	'Where	are	you	going,	then,	dear	bear?'	asked	Snow-	white.	'I	must	go



into	 the	 forest	 and	 guard	my	 treasures	 from	 the	wicked	 dwarfs.	 In	 the	winter,
when	 the	earth	 is	 frozen	hard,	 they	are	obliged	 to	stay	below	and	cannot	work
their	way	through;	but	now,	when	the	sun	has	thawed	and	warmed	the	earth,	they
break	 through	 it,	 and	come	out	 to	pry	and	 steal;	 and	what	once	gets	 into	 their
hands,	and	in	their	caves,	does	not	easily	see	daylight	again.'
Snow-white	was	quite	sorry	at	his	departure,	and	as	she	unbolted	the	door	for

him,	and	the	bear	was	hurrying	out,	he	caught	against	the	bolt	and	a	piece	of	his
hairy	 coat	was	 torn	 off,	 and	 it	 seemed	 to	 Snow-white	 as	 if	 she	 had	 seen	 gold
shining	through	it,	but	she	was	not	sure	about	it.	The	bear	ran	away	quickly,	and
was	soon	out	of	sight	behind	the	trees.
A	 short	 time	 afterwards	 the	 mother	 sent	 her	 children	 into	 the	 forest	 to	 get

firewood.	There	they	found	a	big	tree	which	lay	felled	on	the	ground,	and	close
by	 the	 trunk	something	was	 jumping	backwards	and	forwards	 in	 the	grass,	but
they	could	not	make	out	what	it	was.	When	they	came	nearer	they	saw	a	dwarf
with	an	old	withered	face	and	a	snow-white	beard	a	yard	 long.	The	end	of	 the
beard	was	caught	in	a	crevice	of	the	tree,	and	the	little	fellow	was	jumping	about
like	a	dog	tied	to	a	rope,	and	did	not	know	what	to	do.
He	 glared	 at	 the	 girls	with	 his	 fiery	 red	 eyes	 and	 cried:	 'Why	do	 you	 stand

there?	Can	you	not	 come	here	 and	help	me?'	 'What	 are	you	up	 to,	 little	man?'
asked	Rose-red.	'You	stupid,	prying	goose!'	answered	the	dwarf:	'I	was	going	to
split	the	tree	to	get	a	little	wood	for	cooking.	The	little	bit	of	food	that	we	people
get	is	immediately	burnt	up	with	heavy	logs;	we	do	not	swallow	so	much	as	you
coarse,	greedy	 folk.	 I	 had	 just	driven	 the	wedge	 safely	 in,	 and	everything	was
going	as	 I	wished;	but	 the	cursed	wedge	was	 too	 smooth	and	suddenly	 sprang
out,	and	the	 tree	closed	so	quickly	 that	I	could	not	pull	out	my	beautiful	white
beard;	so	now	it	 is	 tight	and	I	cannot	get	away,	and	the	silly,	sleek,	milk-faced
things	laugh!	Ugh!	how	odious	you	are!'
The	 children	 tried	 very	 hard,	 but	 they	 could	 not	 pull	 the	 beard	 out,	 it	 was

caught	 too	 fast.	 'I	 will	 run	 and	 fetch	 someone,'	 said	 Rose-red.	 'You	 senseless
goose!'	snarled	the	dwarf;	'why	should	you	fetch	someone?	You	are	already	two
too	many	 for	me;	can	you	not	 think	of	 something	better?'	 'Don't	be	 impatient,'
said	Snow-white,	'I	will	help	you,'	and	she	pulled	her	scissors	out	of	her	pocket,
and	cut	off	the	end	of	the	beard.
As	soon	as	the	dwarf	felt	himself	free	he	laid	hold	of	a	bag	which	lay	amongst

the	roots	of	 the	tree,	and	which	was	full	of	gold,	and	lifted	it	up,	grumbling	to
himself:	'Uncouth	people,	to	cut	off	a	piece	of	my	fine	beard.	Bad	luck	to	you!'
and	 then	 he	 swung	 the	 bag	 upon	 his	 back,	 and	 went	 off	 without	 even	 once
looking	at	the	children.
Some	time	afterwards	Snow-white	and	Rose-red	went	to	catch	a	dish	of	fish.



As	 they	 came	 near	 the	 brook	 they	 saw	 something	 like	 a	 large	 grasshopper
jumping	 towards	 the	 water,	 as	 if	 it	 were	 going	 to	 leap	 in.	 They	 ran	 to	 it	 and
found	it	was	the	dwarf.	 'Where	are	you	going?'	said	Rose-red;	'you	surely	don't
want	to	go	into	the	water?'	'I	am	not	such	a	fool!'	cried	the	dwarf;	'don't	you	see
that	the	accursed	fish	wants	to	pull	me	in?'	The	little	man	had	been	sitting	there
fishing,	and	unluckily	the	wind	had	tangled	up	his	beard	with	the	fishing-line;	a
moment	later	a	big	fish	made	a	bite	and	the	feeble	creature	had	not	strength	to
pull	 it	out;	 the	 fish	kept	 the	upper	hand	and	pulled	 the	dwarf	 towards	him.	He
held	on	to	all	the	reeds	and	rushes,	but	it	was	of	little	good,	for	he	was	forced	to
follow	 the	movements	 of	 the	 fish,	 and	was	 in	 urgent	 danger	 of	 being	 dragged
into	the	water.
The	girls	came	just	in	time;	they	held	him	fast	and	tried	to	free	his	beard	from

the	line,	but	all	 in	vain,	beard	and	line	were	entangled	fast	 together.	There	was
nothing	 to	do	but	 to	bring	out	 the	 scissors	and	cut	 the	beard,	whereby	a	 small
part	of	it	was	lost.	When	the	dwarf	saw	that	he	screamed	out:	'Is	that	civil,	you
toadstool,	to	disfigure	a	man's	face?	Was	it	not	enough	to	clip	off	the	end	of	my
beard?	Now	you	have	cut	off	the	best	part	of	it.	I	cannot	let	myself	be	seen	by
my	people.	I	wish	you	had	been	made	to	run	the	soles	off	your	shoes!'	Then	he
took	out	a	sack	of	pearls	which	lay	in	the	rushes,	and	without	another	word	he
dragged	it	away	and	disappeared	behind	a	stone.
It	happened	that	soon	afterwards	the	mother	sent	the	two	children	to	the	town

to	 buy	 needles	 and	 thread,	 and	 laces	 and	 ribbons.	The	 road	 led	 them	 across	 a
heath	 upon	which	 huge	 pieces	 of	 rock	 lay	 strewn	 about.	 There	 they	 noticed	 a
large	bird	hovering	in	the	air,	flying	slowly	round	and	round	above	them;	it	sank
lower	and	lower,	and	at	 last	settled	near	a	rock	not	far	away.	Immediately	they
heard	 a	 loud,	piteous	 cry.	They	 ran	up	and	 saw	with	horror	 that	 the	 eagle	had
seized	their	old	acquaintance	the	dwarf,	and	was	going	to	carry	him	off.
The	children,	full	of	pity,	at	once	took	tight	hold	of	the	little	man,	and	pulled

against	the	eagle	so	long	that	at	last	he	let	his	booty	go.	As	soon	as	the	dwarf	had
recovered	from	his	first	fright	he	cried	with	his	shrill	voice:	'Could	you	not	have
done	it	more	carefully!	You	dragged	at	my	brown	coat	so	that	it	is	all	torn	and
full	 of	 holes,	 you	 clumsy	 creatures!'	 Then	 he	 took	 up	 a	 sack	 full	 of	 precious
stones,	and	slipped	away	again	under	 the	rock	 into	his	hole.	The	girls,	who	by
this	time	were	used	to	his	ingratitude,	went	on	their	way	and	did	their	business	in
town.
As	they	crossed	the	heath	again	on	their	way	home	they	surprised	the	dwarf,

who	 had	 emptied	 out	 his	 bag	 of	 precious	 stones	 in	 a	 clean	 spot,	 and	 had	 not
thought	that	anyone	would	come	there	so	late.	The	evening	sun	shone	upon	the
brilliant	stones;	they	glittered	and	sparkled	with	all	colours	so	beautifully	that	the



children	stood	still	 and	stared	at	 them.	 'Why	do	you	stand	gaping	 there?'	cried
the	dwarf,	 and	his	ashen-	grey	 face	became	copper-red	with	 rage.	He	was	 still
cursing	when	a	loud	growling	was	heard,	and	a	black	bear	came	trotting	towards
them	out	of	the	forest.	The	dwarf	sprang	up	in	a	fright,	but	he	could	not	reach	his
cave,	 for	 the	 bear	was	 already	 close.	 Then	 in	 the	 dread	 of	 his	 heart	 he	 cried:
'Dear	Mr	Bear,	 spare	me,	 I	will	 give	 you	 all	my	 treasures;	 look,	 the	 beautiful
jewels	lying	there!	Grant	me	my	life;	what	do	you	want	with	such	a	slender	little
fellow	as	 I?	you	would	not	 feel	me	between	your	 teeth.	Come,	 take	 these	 two
wicked	girls,	 they	are	 tender	morsels	 for	you,	 fat	 as	young	quails;	 for	mercy's
sake	eat	them!'	The	bear	took	no	heed	of	his	words,	but	gave	the	wicked	creature
a	single	blow	with	his	paw,	and	he	did	not	move	again.
The	girls	had	 run	away,	but	 the	bear	called	 to	 them:	 'Snow-white	and	Rose-

red,	do	not	be	afraid;	wait,	I	will	come	with	you.'	Then	they	recognized	his	voice
and	waited,	and	when	he	came	up	to	them	suddenly	his	bearskin	fell	off,	and	he
stood	there	a	handsome	man,	clothed	all	in	gold.	'I	am	a	king's	son,'	he	said,	'and
I	was	bewitched	by	that	wicked	dwarf,	who	had	stolen	my	treasures;	I	have	had
to	run	about	the	forest	as	a	savage	bear	until	I	was	freed	by	his	death.	Now	he
has	got	his	well-deserved	punishment.
Snow-white	was	married	to	him,	and	Rose-red	to	his	brother,	and	they	divided

between	 them	 the	 great	 treasure	which	 the	 dwarf	 had	 gathered	 together	 in	 his
cave.	The	old	mother	 lived	peacefully	 and	happily	with	her	 children	 for	many
years.	She	took	the	two	rose-trees	with	her,	and	they	stood	before	her	window,
and	every	year	bore	the	most	beautiful	roses,	white	and	red.



PETER	PAN	(PETER	AND	WENDY)
J.M.	Barrie



Chapter		1
PETER	BREAKS	THROUGH
All	children,	except	one,	grow	up.	They	soon	know	that	they	will	grow	up,	and
the	way	Wendy	knew	was	 this.	One	day	when	she	was	 two	years	old	 she	was
playing	 in	 a	 garden,	 and	 she	 plucked	 another	 flower	 and	 ran	 with	 it	 to	 her
mother.	 I	suppose	she	must	have	 looked	rather	delightful,	 for	Mrs.	Darling	put
her	hand	 to	her	heart	and	cried,	"Oh,	why	can't	you	remain	 like	 this	 for	ever!"
This	 was	 all	 that	 passed	 between	 them	 on	 the	 subject,	 but	 henceforth	Wendy
knew	 that	 she	must	 grow	up.	You	 always	 know	after	 you	 are	 two.	Two	 is	 the
beginning	of	the	end.
Of	 course	 they	 lived	 at	 14	 [their	 house	 number	 on	 their	 street],	 and	 until

Wendy	 came	 her	 mother	 was	 the	 chief	 one.	 She	 was	 a	 lovely	 lady,	 with	 a
romantic	mind	and	 such	a	 sweet	mocking	mouth.	Her	 romantic	mind	was	 like
the	tiny	boxes,	one	within	the	other,	that	come	from	the	puzzling	East,	however
many	you	discover	there	is	always	one	more;	and	her	sweet	mocking	mouth	had
one	 kiss	 on	 it	 that	 Wendy	 could	 never	 get,	 though	 there	 it	 was,	 perfectly
conspicuous	in	the	right-hand	corner.
The	way	Mr.	Darling	won	her	was	 this:	 the	many	gentlemen	who	had	been

boys	when	she	was	a	girl	discovered	simultaneously	that	they	loved	her,	and	they
all	 ran	 to	her	house	 to	propose	 to	her	except	Mr.	Darling,	who	 took	a	cab	and
nipped	in	first,	and	so	he	got	her.	He	got	all	of	her,	except	the	innermost	box	and
the	kiss.	He	never	knew	about	the	box,	and	in	time	he	gave	up	trying	for	the	kiss.
Wendy	 thought	Napoleon	 could	 have	 got	 it,	 but	 I	 can	 picture	 him	 trying,	 and
then	going	off	in	a	passion,	slamming	the	door.
Mr.	Darling	used	 to	boast	 to	Wendy	 that	her	mother	not	only	 loved	him	but

respected	 him.	 He	 was	 one	 of	 those	 deep	 ones	 who	 know	 about	 stocks	 and
shares.	 Of	 course	 no	 one	 really	 knows,	 but	 he	 quite	 seemed	 to	 know,	 and	 he
often	said	stocks	were	up	and	shares	were	down	in	a	way	that	would	have	made
any	woman	respect	him.
Mrs.	Darling	was	married	 in	white,	and	at	 first	she	kept	 the	books	perfectly,

almost	 gleefully,	 as	 if	 it	 were	 a	 game,	 not	 so	much	 as	 a	 Brussels	 sprout	 was
missing;	 but	 by	 and	 by	 whole	 cauliflowers	 dropped	 out,	 and	 instead	 of	 them
there	 were	 pictures	 of	 babies	 without	 faces.	 She	 drew	 them	when	 she	 should



have	been	totting	up.	They	were	Mrs.	Darling's	guesses.
Wendy	came	first,	then	John,	then	Michael.
For	a	week	or	two	after	Wendy	came	it	was	doubtful	whether	they	would	be

able	to	keep	her,	as	she	was	another	mouth	to	feed.	Mr.	Darling	was	frightfully
proud	 of	 her,	 but	 he	 was	 very	 honourable,	 and	 he	 sat	 on	 the	 edge	 of	 Mrs.
Darling's	 bed,	 holding	 her	 hand	 and	 calculating	 expenses,	while	 she	 looked	 at
him	 imploringly.	She	wanted	 to	 risk	 it,	 come	what	might,	but	 that	was	not	his
way;	his	way	was	with	a	pencil	and	a	piece	of	paper,	and	 if	 she	confused	him
with	suggestions	he	had	to	begin	at	the	beginning	again.
"Now	don't	interrupt,"	he	would	beg	of	her.
"I	have	one	pound	seventeen	here,	and	two	and	six	at	the	office;	I	can	cut	off

my	 coffee	 at	 the	 office,	 say	 ten	 shillings,	making	 two	 nine	 and	 six,	with	 your
eighteen	 and	 three	 makes	 three	 nine	 seven,	 with	 five	 naught	 naught	 in	 my
cheque-book	makes	eight	nine	seven—who	is	 that	moving?—eight	nine	seven,
dot	and	carry	seven—don't	speak,	my	own—and	the	pound	you	lent	to	that	man
who	came	to	the	door—quiet,	child—dot	and	carry	child—there,	you've	done	it!
—did	I	say	nine	nine	seven?	yes,	I	said	nine	nine	seven;	the	question	is,	can	we
try	it	for	a	year	on	nine	nine	seven?"
"Of	 course	we	 can,	George,"	 she	 cried.	 But	 she	was	 prejudiced	 in	Wendy's

favour,	and	he	was	really	the	grander	character	of	the	two.
"Remember	 mumps,"	 he	 warned	 her	 almost	 threateningly,	 and	 off	 he	 went

again.	"Mumps	one	pound,	that	is	what	I	have	put	down,	but	I	daresay	it	will	be
more	like	thirty	shillings—don't	speak—measles	one	five,	German	measles	half
a	 guinea,	makes	 two	 fifteen	 six—don't	waggle	 your	 finger—whooping-cough,
say	fifteen	shillings"—and	so	on	it	went,	and	it	added	up	differently	each	time;
but	at	 last	Wendy	just	got	 through,	with	mumps	reduced	to	 twelve	six,	and	the
two	kinds	of	measles	treated	as	one.
There	was	the	same	excitement	over	John,	and	Michael	had	even	a	narrower

squeak;	 but	 both	were	 kept,	 and	 soon,	 you	might	 have	 seen	 the	 three	 of	 them
going	 in	 a	 row	 to	 Miss	 Fulsom's	 Kindergarten	 school,	 accompanied	 by	 their
nurse.
Mrs.	Darling	loved	to	have	everything	just	so,	and	Mr.	Darling	had	a	passion

for	being	exactly	 like	his	neighbours;	 so,	of	 course,	 they	had	a	nurse.	As	 they
were	poor,	owing	to	the	amount	of	milk	the	children	drank,	this	nurse	was	a	prim
Newfoundland	dog,	called	Nana,	who	had	belonged	to	no	one	in	particular	until
the	Darlings	engaged	her.	She	had	always	thought	children	important,	however,
and	the	Darlings	had	become	acquainted	with	her	in	Kensington	Gardens,	where
she	 spent	 most	 of	 her	 spare	 time	 peeping	 into	 perambulators,	 and	 was	 much
hated	 by	 careless	 nursemaids,	 whom	 she	 followed	 to	 their	 homes	 and



complained	of	to	their	mistresses.	She	proved	to	be	quite	a	treasure	of	a	nurse.
How	thorough	she	was	at	bath-time,	and	up	at	any	moment	of	the	night	if	one	of
her	charges	made	the	slightest	cry.	Of	course	her	kennel	was	in	the	nursery.	She
had	a	genius	for	knowing	when	a	cough	is	a	thing	to	have	no	patience	with	and
when	it	needs	stocking	around	your	throat.	She	believed	to	her	 last	day	in	old-
fashioned	remedies	like	rhubarb	leaf,	and	made	sounds	of	contempt	over	all	this
new-fangled	talk	about	germs,	and	so	on.	It	was	a	lesson	in	propriety	to	see	her
escorting	the	children	to	school,	walking	sedately	by	their	side	when	they	were
well	behaved,	and	butting	them	back	into	line	if	 they	strayed.	On	John's	footer
[in	England	soccer	was	called	football,	"footer"	 for	short]	days	she	never	once
forgot	his	sweater,	and	she	usually	carried	an	umbrella	in	her	mouth	in	case	of
rain.	There	is	a	room	in	the	basement	of	Miss	Fulsom's	school	where	the	nurses
wait.	 They	 sat	 on	 forms,	 while	 Nana	 lay	 on	 the	 floor,	 but	 that	 was	 the	 only
difference.	 They	 affected	 to	 ignore	 her	 as	 of	 an	 inferior	 social	 status	 to
themselves,	and	she	despised	 their	 light	 talk.	She	resented	visits	 to	 the	nursery
from	Mrs.	Darling's	friends,	but	if	they	did	come	she	first	whipped	off	Michael's
pinafore	and	put	him	into	the	one	with	blue	braiding,	and	smoothed	out	Wendy
and	made	a	dash	at	John's	hair.
No	 nursery	 could	 possibly	 have	 been	 conducted	 more	 correctly,	 and	 Mr.

Darling	 knew	 it,	 yet	 he	 sometimes	wondered	 uneasily	whether	 the	 neighbours
talked.
He	had	his	position	in	the	city	to	consider.
Nana	also	troubled	him	in	another	way.	He	had	sometimes	a	feeling	that	she

did	 not	 admire	 him.	 "I	 know	 she	 admires	 you	 tremendously,	 George,"	 Mrs.
Darling	 would	 assure	 him,	 and	 then	 she	 would	 sign	 to	 the	 children	 to	 be
specially	nice	to	father.	Lovely	dances	followed,	in	which	the	only	other	servant,
Liza,	was	sometimes	allowed	to	join.	Such	a	midget	she	looked	in	her	long	skirt
and	maid's	cap,	though	she	had	sworn,	when	engaged,	that	she	would	never	see
ten	again.	The	gaiety	of	those	romps!	And	gayest	of	all	was	Mrs.	Darling,	who
would	pirouette	so	wildly	that	all	you	could	see	of	her	was	the	kiss,	and	then	if
you	had	dashed	at	her	you	might	have	got	it.	There	never	was	a	simpler	happier
family	until	the	coming	of	Peter	Pan.
Mrs.	 Darling	 first	 heard	 of	 Peter	 when	 she	 was	 tidying	 up	 her	 children's

minds.	It	is	the	nightly	custom	of	every	good	mother	after	her	children	are	asleep
to	 rummage	 in	 their	minds	and	put	 things	straight	 for	next	morning,	 repacking
into	their	proper	places	the	many	articles	that	have	wandered	during	the	day.	If
you	could	keep	awake	(but	of	course	you	can't)	you	would	see	your	own	mother
doing	 this,	 and	you	would	 find	 it	 very	 interesting	 to	watch	her.	 It	 is	quite	 like
tidying	 up	 drawers.	 You	 would	 see	 her	 on	 her	 knees,	 I	 expect,	 lingering



humorously	 over	 some	 of	 your	 contents,	 wondering	 where	 on	 earth	 you	 had
picked	this	thing	up,	making	discoveries	sweet	and	not	so	sweet,	pressing	this	to
her	cheek	as	if	it	were	as	nice	as	a	kitten,	and	hurriedly	stowing	that	out	of	sight.
When	you	wake	 in	 the	morning,	 the	naughtiness	and	evil	passions	with	which
you	went	 to	 bed	 have	 been	 folded	 up	 small	 and	 placed	 at	 the	 bottom	 of	 your
mind	 and	 on	 the	 top,	 beautifully	 aired,	 are	 spread	 out	 your	 prettier	 thoughts,
ready	for	you	to	put	on.
I	don't	know	whether	you	have	ever	seen	a	map	of	a	person's	mind.	Doctors

sometimes	 draw	maps	 of	 other	 parts	 of	 you,	 and	 your	 own	map	 can	 become
intensely	 interesting,	 but	 catch	 them	 trying	 to	 draw	 a	 map	 of	 a	 child's	 mind,
which	is	not	only	confused,	but	keeps	going	round	all	the	time.	There	are	zigzag
lines	on	it,	just	like	your	temperature	on	a	card,	and	these	are	probably	roads	in
the	island,	for	the	Neverland	is	always	more	or	less	an	island,	with	astonishing
splashes	of	colour	here	and	there,	and	coral	reefs	and	rakish-looking	craft	in	the
offing,	 and	 savages	 and	 lonely	 lairs,	 and	 gnomes	 who	 are	mostly	 tailors,	 and
caves	through	which	a	river	runs,	and	princes	with	six	elder	brothers,	and	a	hut
fast	going	to	decay,	and	one	very	small	old	lady	with	a	hooked	nose.	It	would	be
an	easy	map	if	that	were	all,	but	there	is	also	first	day	at	school,	religion,	fathers,
the	 round	 pond,	 needle-work,	 murders,	 hangings,	 verbs	 that	 take	 the	 dative,
chocolate	 pudding	 day,	 getting	 into	 braces,	 say	 ninety-nine,	 three-pence	 for
pulling	out	your	tooth	yourself,	and	so	on,	and	either	these	are	part	of	the	island
or	 they	 are	 another	 map	 showing	 through,	 and	 it	 is	 all	 rather	 confusing,
especially	as	nothing	will	stand	still.
Of	course	the	Neverlands	vary	a	good	deal.	John's,	for	instance,	had	a	lagoon

with	flamingoes	flying	over	it	at	which	John	was	shooting,	while	Michael,	who
was	very	small,	had	a	flamingo	with	lagoons	flying	over	it.	John	lived	in	a	boat
turned	upside	down	on	 the	sands,	Michael	 in	a	wigwam,	Wendy	 in	a	house	of
leaves	deftly	sewn	 together.	 John	had	no	 friends,	Michael	had	 friends	at	night,
Wendy	had	a	pet	wolf	forsaken	by	its	parents,	but	on	the	whole	the	Neverlands
have	a	family	resemblance,	and	if	they	stood	still	in	a	row	you	could	say	of	them
that	they	have	each	other's	nose,	and	so	forth.	On	these	magic	shores	children	at
play	are	for	ever	beaching	their	coracles	[simple	boat].	We	too	have	been	there;
we	can	still	hear	the	sound	of	the	surf,	though	we	shall	land	no	more.
Of	all	delectable	islands	the	Neverland	is	the	snuggest	and	most	compact,	not

large	and	sprawly,	you	know,	with	tedious	distances	between	one	adventure	and
another,	 but	 nicely	 crammed.	When	 you	 play	 at	 it	 by	 day	with	 the	 chairs	 and
table-cloth,	it	is	not	in	the	least	alarming,	but	in	the	two	minutes	before	you	go	to
sleep	it	becomes	very	real.	That	is	why	there	are	night-lights.
Occasionally	 in	her	 travels	 through	her	children's	minds	Mrs.	Darling	 found



things	she	could	not	understand,	and	of	these	quite	the	most	perplexing	was	the
word	Peter.	She	knew	of	 no	Peter,	 and	yet	 he	was	here	 and	 there	 in	 John	 and
Michael's	minds,	while	Wendy's	 began	 to	 be	 scrawled	 all	 over	with	 him.	 The
name	stood	out	in	bolder	letters	than	any	of	the	other	words,	and	as	Mrs.	Darling
gazed	she	felt	that	it	had	an	oddly	cocky	appearance.
"Yes,	he	is	rather	cocky,"	Wendy	admitted	with	regret.	Her	mother	had	been

questioning	her.
"But	who	is	he,	my	pet?"
"He	is	Peter	Pan,	you	know,	mother."
At	first	Mrs.	Darling	did	not	know,	but	after	thinking	back	into	her	childhood

she	 just	 remembered	 a	 Peter	 Pan	who	was	 said	 to	 live	with	 the	 fairies.	 There
were	odd	stories	about	him,	as	that	when	children	died	he	went	part	of	the	way
with	them,	so	that	they	should	not	be	frightened.	She	had	believed	in	him	at	the
time,	but	now	that	she	was	married	and	full	of	sense	she	quite	doubted	whether
there	was	any	such	person.
"Besides,"	she	said	to	Wendy,	"he	would	be	grown	up	by	this	time."
"Oh	no,	he	isn't	grown	up,"	Wendy	assured	her	confidently,	"and	he	is	just	my

size."	She	meant	 that	he	was	her	 size	 in	both	mind	and	body;	 she	didn't	know
how	she	knew,	she	just	knew	it.
Mrs.	 Darling	 consulted	 Mr.	 Darling,	 but	 he	 smiled	 pooh-pooh.	 "Mark	 my

words,"	he	said,	"it	is	some	nonsense	Nana	has	been	putting	into	their	heads;	just
the	sort	of	idea	a	dog	would	have.	Leave	it	alone,	and	it	will	blow	over."
But	it	would	not	blow	over	and	soon	the	troublesome	boy	gave	Mrs.	Darling

quite	a	shock.
Children	have	 the	 strangest	 adventures	without	 being	 troubled	by	 them.	For

instance,	they	may	remember	to	mention,	a	week	after	the	event	happened,	that
when	they	were	in	the	wood	they	had	met	their	dead	father	and	had	a	game	with
him.	 It	 was	 in	 this	 casual	 way	 that	 Wendy	 one	 morning	 made	 a	 disquieting
revelation.	 Some	 leaves	 of	 a	 tree	 had	 been	 found	 on	 the	 nursery	 floor,	which
certainly	were	not	 there	when	 the	children	went	 to	bed,	 and	Mrs.	Darling	was
puzzling	over	them	when	Wendy	said	with	a	tolerant	smile:
"I	do	believe	it	is	that	Peter	again!"
"Whatever	do	you	mean,	Wendy?"
"It	is	so	naughty	of	him	not	to	wipe	his	feet,"	Wendy	said,	sighing.	She	was	a

tidy	child.
She	explained	in	quite	a	matter-of-fact	way	that	she	thought	Peter	sometimes

came	to	the	nursery	in	the	night	and	sat	on	the	foot	of	her	bed	and	played	on	his
pipes	 to	her.	Unfortunately	she	never	woke,	so	she	didn't	know	how	she	knew,
she	just	knew.



"What	 nonsense	 you	 talk,	 precious.	 No	 one	 can	 get	 into	 the	 house	without
knocking."
"I	think	he	comes	in	by	the	window,"	she	said.
"My	love,	it	is	three	floors	up."
"Were	not	the	leaves	at	the	foot	of	the	window,	mother?"
It	was	quite	true;	the	leaves	had	been	found	very	near	the	window.
Mrs.	Darling	did	not	know	what	to	think,	for	it	all	seemed	so	natural	to	Wendy

that	you	could	not	dismiss	it	by	saying	she	had	been	dreaming.
"My	child,"	the	mother	cried,	"why	did	you	not	tell	me	of	this	before?"
"I	forgot,"	said	Wendy	lightly.	She	was	in	a	hurry	to	get	her	breakfast.
Oh,	surely	she	must	have	been	dreaming.
But,	 on	 the	 other	 hand,	 there	were	 the	 leaves.	Mrs.	Darling	 examined	 them

very	 carefully;	 they	were	 skeleton	 leaves,	 but	 she	was	 sure	 they	did	not	 come
from	any	 tree	 that	 grew	 in	England.	She	 crawled	 about	 the	 floor,	 peering	 at	 it
with	a	candle	for	marks	of	a	strange	foot.	She	rattled	the	poker	up	the	chimney
and	tapped	the	walls.	She	let	down	a	tape	from	the	window	to	the	pavement,	and
it	was	a	sheer	drop	of	thirty	feet,	without	so	much	as	a	spout	to	climb	up	by.
Certainly	Wendy	had	been	dreaming.
But	Wendy	had	not	been	dreaming,	as	the	very	next	night	showed,	the	night

on	 which	 the	 extraordinary	 adventures	 of	 these	 children	may	 be	 said	 to	 have
begun.
On	the	night	we	speak	of	all	the	children	were	once	more	in	bed.	It	happened

to	be	Nana's	evening	off,	and	Mrs.	Darling	had	bathed	them	and	sung	to	them	till
one	by	one	they	had	let	go	her	hand	and	slid	away	into	the	land	of	sleep.
All	were	 looking	 so	 safe	 and	 cosy	 that	 she	 smiled	 at	 her	 fears	 now	 and	 sat

down	tranquilly	by	the	fire	to	sew.
It	was	something	for	Michael,	who	on	his	birthday	was	getting	into	shirts.	The

fire	 was	 warm,	 however,	 and	 the	 nursery	 dimly	 lit	 by	 three	 night-lights,	 and
presently	 the	 sewing	 lay	 on	Mrs.	Darling's	 lap.	 Then	 her	 head	 nodded,	 oh,	 so
gracefully.	She	was	asleep.	Look	at	the	four	of	them,	Wendy	and	Michael	over
there,	John	here,	and	Mrs.	Darling	by	the	fire.	There	should	have	been	a	fourth
night-light.
While	she	slept	she	had	a	dream.	She	dreamt	that	the	Neverland	had	come	too

near	and	that	a	strange	boy	had	broken	through	from	it.	He	did	not	alarm	her,	for
she	thought	she	had	seen	him	before	in	the	faces	of	many	women	who	have	no
children.	Perhaps	he	is	to	be	found	in	the	faces	of	some	mothers	also.	But	in	her
dream	he	had	rent	the	film	that	obscures	the	Neverland,	and	she	saw	Wendy	and
John	and	Michael	peeping	through	the	gap.
The	dream	by	itself	would	have	been	a	trifle,	but	while	she	was	dreaming	the



window	 of	 the	 nursery	 blew	 open,	 and	 a	 boy	 did	 drop	 on	 the	 floor.	 He	 was
accompanied	by	a	strange	light,	no	bigger	than	your	fist,	which	darted	about	the
room	 like	 a	 living	 thing	 and	 I	 think	 it	must	 have	been	 this	 light	 that	wakened
Mrs.	Darling.
She	started	up	with	a	cry,	and	saw	 the	boy,	and	somehow	she	knew	at	once

that	he	was	Peter	Pan.	If	you	or	I	or	Wendy	had	been	there	we	should	have	seen
that	he	was	very	like	Mrs.	Darling's	kiss.	He	was	a	lovely	boy,	clad	in	skeleton
leaves	and	the	juices	that	ooze	out	of	trees	but	the	most	entrancing	thing	about
him	was	 that	 he	 had	 all	 his	 first	 teeth.	When	 he	 saw	 she	was	 a	 grown-up,	 he
gnashed	the	little	pearls	at	her.



Chapter		2
THE	SHADOW
Mrs.	Darling	screamed,	and,	as	if	in	answer	to	a	bell,	the	door	opened,	and	Nana
entered,	returned	from	her	evening	out.	She	growled	and	sprang	at	the	boy,	who
leapt	 lightly	 through	 the	 window.	 Again	 Mrs.	 Darling	 screamed,	 this	 time	 in
distress	for	him,	for	she	thought	he	was	killed,	and	she	ran	down	into	the	street
to	 look	 for	 his	 little	 body,	 but	 it	was	 not	 there;	 and	 she	 looked	up,	 and	 in	 the
black	night	she	could	see	nothing	but	what	she	thought	was	a	shooting	star.
She	 returned	 to	 the	 nursery,	 and	 found	Nana	with	 something	 in	 her	mouth,

which	proved	to	be	the	boy's	shadow.	As	he	leapt	at	the	window	Nana	had	closed
it	quickly,	too	late	to	catch	him,	but	his	shadow	had	not	had	time	to	get	out;	slam
went	the	window	and	snapped	it	off.
You	may	be	sure	Mrs.	Darling	examined	the	shadow	carefully,	but	it	was	quite

the	ordinary	kind.
Nana	 had	 no	 doubt	 of	what	was	 the	 best	 thing	 to	 do	with	 this	 shadow.	She

hung	it	out	at	the	window,	meaning	"He	is	sure	to	come	back	for	it;	let	us	put	it
where	he	can	get	it	easily	without	disturbing	the	children."
But	unfortunately	Mrs.	Darling	could	not	leave	it	hanging	out	at	the	window,

it	 looked	 so	 like	 the	 washing	 and	 lowered	 the	 whole	 tone	 of	 the	 house.	 She
thought	of	showing	it	to	Mr.	Darling,	but	he	was	totting	up	winter	great-coats	for
John	and	Michael,	with	a	wet	towel	around	his	head	to	keep	his	brain	clear,	and
it	seemed	a	shame	to	trouble	him;	besides,	she	knew	exactly	what	he	would	say:
"It	all	comes	of	having	a	dog	for	a	nurse."
She	decided	to	roll	the	shadow	up	and	put	it	away	carefully	in	a	drawer,	until	a

fitting	opportunity	came	for	telling	her	husband.	Ah	me!
The	opportunity	 came	a	week	 later,	 on	 that	never-to-be-forgotten	Friday.	Of

course	it	was	a	Friday.
"I	 ought	 to	 have	 been	 specially	 careful	 on	 a	 Friday,"	 she	 used	 to	 say

afterwards	 to	 her	 husband,	 while	 perhaps	 Nana	 was	 on	 the	 other	 side	 of	 her,
holding	her	hand.
"No,	 no,"	 Mr.	 Darling	 always	 said,	 "I	 am	 responsible	 for	 it	 all.	 I,	 George

Darling,	did	it.	MEA	CULPA,	MEA	CULPA."	He	had	had	a	classical	education.
They	sat	thus	night	after	night	recalling	that	fatal	Friday,	till	every	detail	of	it



was	stamped	on	their	brains	and	came	through	on	the	other	side	like	the	faces	on
a	bad	coinage.
"If	only	I	had	not	accepted	that	invitation	to	dine	at	27,"	Mrs.	Darling	said.
"If	only	I	had	not	poured	my	medicine	into	Nana's	bowl,"	said	Mr.	Darling.
"If	only	I	had	pretended	to	like	the	medicine,"	was	what	Nana's	wet	eyes	said.
"My	liking	for	parties,	George."
"My	fatal	gift	of	humour,	dearest."
"My	touchiness	about	trifles,	dear	master	and	mistress."
Then	one	or	more	of	them	would	break	down	altogether;	Nana	at	the	thought,

"It's	true,	it's	true,	they	ought	not	to	have	had	a	dog	for	a	nurse."	Many	a	time	it
was	Mr.	Darling	who	put	the	handkerchief	to	Nana's	eyes.
"That	fiend!"	Mr.	Darling	would	cry,	and	Nana's	bark	was	the	echo	of	it,	but

Mrs.	 Darling	 never	 upbraided	 Peter;	 there	 was	 something	 in	 the	 right-hand
corner	of	her	mouth	that	wanted	her	not	to	call	Peter	names.
They	 would	 sit	 there	 in	 the	 empty	 nursery,	 recalling	 fondly	 every	 smallest

detail	of	that	dreadful	evening.	It	had	begun	so	uneventfully,	so	precisely	like	a
hundred	other	evenings,	with	Nana	putting	on	the	water	for	Michael's	bath	and
carrying	him	to	it	on	her	back.
"I	won't	go	to	bed,"	he	had	shouted,	like	one	who	still	believed	that	he	had	the

last	word	on	the	subject,	"I	won't,	I	won't.	Nana,	it	isn't	six	o'clock	yet.	Oh	dear,
oh	dear,	I	shan't	love	you	any	more,	Nana.	I	tell	you	I	won't	be	bathed,	I	won't,	I
won't!"
Then	Mrs.	Darling	 had	 come	 in,	wearing	 her	white	 evening-gown.	 She	 had

dressed	early	because	Wendy	so	loved	to	see	her	in	her	evening-gown,	with	the
necklace	George	had	given	her.	She	was	wearing	Wendy's	bracelet	on	her	arm;
she	had	asked	for	the	loan	of	it.	Wendy	loved	to	lend	her	bracelet	to	her	mother.
She	had	 found	her	 two	older	children	playing	at	being	herself	and	 father	on

the	occasion	of	Wendy's	birth,	and	John	was	saying:
"I	am	happy	to	inform	you,	Mrs.	Darling,	that	you	are	now	a	mother,"	in	just

such	a	tone	as	Mr.	Darling	himself	may	have	used	on	the	real	occasion.
Wendy	had	danced	with	joy,	just	as	the	real	Mrs.	Darling	must	have	done.
Then	John	was	born,	with	the	extra	pomp	that	he	conceived	due	to	the	birth	of

a	male,	 and	Michael	 came	 from	his	bath	 to	 ask	 to	be	born	also,	but	 John	 said
brutally	that	they	did	not	want	any	more.
Michael	had	nearly	cried.	"Nobody	wants	me,"	he	said,	and	of	course	the	lady

in	the	evening-dress	could	not	stand	that.
"I	do,"	she	said,	"I	so	want	a	third	child."
"Boy	or	girl?"	asked	Michael,	not	too	hopefully.
"Boy."



Then	he	had	leapt	into	her	arms.	Such	a	little	thing	for	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Darling
and	Nana	to	recall	now,	but	not	so	little	if	that	was	to	be	Michael's	last	night	in
the	nursery.
They	go	on	with	their	recollections.
"It	was	then	that	I	rushed	in	like	a	tornado,	wasn't	it?"	Mr.	Darling	would	say,

scorning	himself;	and	indeed	he	had	been	like	a	tornado.
Perhaps	 there	was	 some	 excuse	 for	 him.	He,	 too,	 had	 been	 dressing	 for	 the

party,	and	all	had	gone	well	with	him	until	he	came	to	his	tie.	It	is	an	astounding
thing	to	have	to	tell,	but	this	man,	though	he	knew	about	stocks	and	shares,	had
no	real	mastery	of	his	tie.	Sometimes	the	thing	yielded	to	him	without	a	contest,
but	there	were	occasions	when	it	would	have	been	better	for	the	house	if	he	had
swallowed	his	pride	and	used	a	made-up	tie.
This	 was	 such	 an	 occasion.	 He	 came	 rushing	 into	 the	 nursery	 with	 the

crumpled	little	brute	of	a	tie	in	his	hand.
"Why,	what	is	the	matter,	father	dear?"
"Matter!"	 he	 yelled;	 he	 really	 yelled.	 "This	 tie,	 it	 will	 not	 tie."	 He	 became

dangerously	sarcastic.	"Not	round	my	neck!	Round	the	bed-post!	Oh	yes,	twenty
times	have	I	made	it	up	round	the	bed-post,	but	round	my	neck,	no!	Oh	dear	no!
begs	to	be	excused!"
He	 thought	 Mrs.	 Darling	 was	 not	 sufficiently	 impressed,	 and	 he	 went	 on

sternly,	"I	warn	you	of	this,	mother,	that	unless	this	tie	is	round	my	neck	we	don't
go	out	to	dinner	to-night,	and	if	I	don't	go	out	to	dinner	to-night,	I	never	go	to	the
office	 again,	 and	 if	 I	 don't	 go	 to	 the	 office	 again,	 you	 and	 I	 starve,	 and	 our
children	will	be	flung	into	the	streets."
Even	 then	Mrs.	Darling	was	placid.	 "Let	me	 try,	dear,"	 she	said,	and	 indeed

that	was	what	he	had	come	to	ask	her	 to	do,	and	with	her	nice	cool	hands	she
tied	 his	 tie	 for	 him,	while	 the	 children	 stood	 around	 to	 see	 their	 fate	 decided.
Some	men	would	have	resented	her	being	able	to	do	it	so	easily,	but	Mr.	Darling
had	 far	 too	 fine	a	nature	 for	 that;	he	 thanked	her	 carelessly,	 at	once	 forgot	his
rage,	and	in	another	moment	was	dancing	round	the	room	with	Michael	on	his
back.
"How	wildly	we	romped!"	says	Mrs.	Darling	now,	recalling	it.
"Our	last	romp!"	Mr.	Darling	groaned.
"O	George,	do	you	remember	Michael	suddenly	said	to	me,	'How	did	you	get

to	know	me,	mother?'"
"I	remember!"
"They	were	rather	sweet,	don't	you	think,	George?"
"And	they	were	ours,	ours!	and	now	they	are	gone."
The	 romp	 had	 ended	with	 the	 appearance	 of	Nana,	 and	most	 unluckily	Mr.



Darling	collided	against	her,	covering	his	trousers	with	hairs.	They	were	not	only
new	trousers,	but	they	were	the	first	he	had	ever	had	with	braid	on	them,	and	he
had	 had	 to	 bite	 his	 lip	 to	 prevent	 the	 tears	 coming.	 Of	 course	 Mrs.	 Darling
brushed	him,	but	he	began	to	talk	again	about	its	being	a	mistake	to	have	a	dog
for	a	nurse.
"George,	Nana	is	a	treasure."
"No	 doubt,	 but	 I	 have	 an	 uneasy	 feeling	 at	 times	 that	 she	 looks	 upon	 the

children	as	puppies."
"Oh	no,	dear	one,	I	feel	sure	she	knows	they	have	souls."
"I	wonder,"	Mr.	Darling	said	thoughtfully,	"I	wonder."	It	was	an	opportunity,

his	wife	felt,	for	telling	him	about	the	boy.	At	first	he	pooh-poohed	the	story,	but
he	became	thoughtful	when	she	showed	him	the	shadow.
"It	 is	 nobody	 I	 know,"	 he	 said,	 examining	 it	 carefully,	 "but	 it	 does	 look	 a

scoundrel."
"We	were	 still	 discussing	 it,	 you	 remember,"	 says	Mr.	Darling,	 "when	Nana

came	in	with	Michael's	medicine.	You	will	never	carry	the	bottle	in	your	mouth
again,	Nana,	and	it	is	all	my	fault."
Strong	 man	 though	 he	 was,	 there	 is	 no	 doubt	 that	 he	 had	 behaved	 rather

foolishly	over	the	medicine.	If	he	had	a	weakness,	it	was	for	thinking	that	all	his
life	he	had	taken	medicine	boldly,	and	so	now,	when	Michael	dodged	the	spoon
in	Nana's	mouth,	he	had	said	reprovingly,	"Be	a	man,	Michael."
"Won't;	won't!"	Michael	cried	naughtily.	Mrs.	Darling	 left	 the	 room	 to	get	a

chocolate	for	him,	and	Mr.	Darling	thought	this	showed	want	of	firmness.
"Mother,	don't	pamper	him,"	he	called	after	her.	 "Michael,	when	 I	was	your

age	 I	 took	 medicine	 without	 a	 murmur.	 I	 said,	 'Thank	 you,	 kind	 parents,	 for
giving	me	bottles	to	make	we	well.'"
He	really	thought	this	was	true,	and	Wendy,	who	was	now	in	her	night-gown,

believed	 it	 also,	 and	 she	 said,	 to	 encourage	 Michael,	 "That	 medicine	 you
sometimes	take,	father,	is	much	nastier,	isn't	it?"
"Ever	so	much	nastier,"	Mr.	Darling	said	bravely,	"and	I	would	take	it	now	as

an	example	to	you,	Michael,	if	I	hadn't	lost	the	bottle."
He	had	not	exactly	lost	it;	he	had	climbed	in	the	dead	of	night	to	the	top	of	the

wardrobe	and	hidden	 it	 there.	What	he	did	not	know	was	 that	 the	faithful	Liza
had	found	it,	and	put	it	back	on	his	wash-stand.
"I	know	where	 it	 is,	 father,"	Wendy	cried,	always	glad	 to	be	of	 service.	 "I'll

bring	it,"	and	she	was	off	before	he	could	stop	her.	Immediately	his	spirits	sank
in	the	strangest	way.
"John,"	 he	 said,	 shuddering,	 "it's	 most	 beastly	 stuff.	 It's	 that	 nasty,	 sticky,

sweet	kind."



"It	will	 soon	be	over,	 father,"	 John	 said	 cheerily,	 and	 then	 in	 rushed	Wendy
with	the	medicine	in	a	glass.
"I	have	been	as	quick	as	I	could,"	she	panted.
"You	 have	 been	 wonderfully	 quick,"	 her	 father	 retorted,	 with	 a	 vindictive

politeness	 that	 was	 quite	 thrown	 away	 upon	 her.	 "Michael	 first,"	 he	 said
doggedly.
"Father	first,"	said	Michael,	who	was	of	a	suspicious	nature.
"I	shall	be	sick,	you	know,"	Mr.	Darling	said	threateningly.
"Come	on,	father,"	said	John.
"Hold	your	tongue,	John,"	his	father	rapped	out.
Wendy	was	quite	puzzled.	"I	thought	you	took	it	quite	easily,	father."
"That	 is	 not	 the	 point,"	 he	 retorted.	 "The	 point	 is,	 that	 there	 is	more	 in	my

glass	than	in	Michael's	spoon."	His	proud	heart	was	nearly	bursting.	"And	it	isn't
fair:	I	would	say	it	though	it	were	with	my	last	breath;	it	isn't	fair."
"Father,	I	am	waiting,"	said	Michael	coldly.
"It's	all	very	well	to	say	you	are	waiting;	so	am	I	waiting."
"Father's	a	cowardly	custard."
"So	are	you	a	cowardly	custard."
"I'm	not	frightened."
"Neither	am	I	frightened."
"Well,	then,	take	it."
"Well,	then,	you	take	it."
Wendy	had	a	splendid	idea.	"Why	not	both	take	it	at	the	same	time?"
"Certainly,"	said	Mr.	Darling.	"Are	you	ready,	Michael?"
Wendy	gave	 the	words,	one,	 two,	 three,	and	Michael	 took	his	medicine,	but

Mr.	Darling	slipped	his	behind	his	back.
There	was	a	yell	of	rage	from	Michael,	and	"O	father!"	Wendy	exclaimed.
"What	 do	 you	mean	 by	 'O	 father'?"	Mr.	Darling	 demanded.	 "Stop	 that	 row,

Michael.	I	meant	to	take	mine,	but	I—I	missed	it."
It	was	dreadful	 the	way	all	 the	three	were	looking	at	him,	just	as	 if	 they	did

not	admire	him.	"Look	here,	all	of	you,"	he	said	entreatingly,	as	soon	as	Nana
had	gone	into	the	bathroom.	"I	have	just	thought	of	a	splendid	joke.	I	shall	pour
my	medicine	into	Nana's	bowl,	and	she	will	drink	it,	thinking	it	is	milk!"
It	was	the	colour	of	milk;	but	the	children	did	not	have	their	father's	sense	of

humour,	 and	 they	 looked	 at	 him	 reproachfully	 as	 he	 poured	 the	medicine	 into
Nana's	bowl.	"What	fun!"	he	said	doubtfully,	and	they	did	not	dare	expose	him
when	Mrs.	Darling	and	Nana	returned.
"Nana,	good	dog,"	he	said,	patting	her,	"I	have	put	a	little	milk	into	your	bowl,

Nana."



Nana	wagged	 her	 tail,	 ran	 to	 the	medicine,	 and	 began	 lapping	 it.	 Then	 she
gave	Mr.	Darling	such	a	look,	not	an	angry	look:	she	showed	him	the	great	red
tear	that	makes	us	so	sorry	for	noble	dogs,	and	crept	into	her	kennel.
Mr.	Darling	was	frightfully	ashamed	of	himself,	but	he	would	not	give	in.	In	a

horrid	 silence	 Mrs.	 Darling	 smelt	 the	 bowl.	 "O	 George,"	 she	 said,	 "it's	 your
medicine!"
"It	 was	 only	 a	 joke,"	 he	 roared,	 while	 she	 comforted	 her	 boys,	 and	Wendy

hugged	Nana.	 "Much	 good,"	 he	 said	 bitterly,	 "my	wearing	myself	 to	 the	 bone
trying	to	be	funny	in	this	house."
And	 still	 Wendy	 hugged	 Nana.	 "That's	 right,"	 he	 shouted.	 "Coddle	 her!

Nobody	coddles	me.	Oh	dear	no!	 I	 am	only	 the	breadwinner,	why	should	 I	be
coddled—why,	why,	why!"
"George,"	Mrs.	 Darling	 entreated	 him,	 "not	 so	 loud;	 the	 servants	 will	 hear

you."	Somehow	they	had	got	into	the	way	of	calling	Liza	the	servants.
"Let	them!"	he	answered	recklessly.	"Bring	in	the	whole	world.	But	I	refuse	to

allow	that	dog	to	lord	it	in	my	nursery	for	an	hour	longer."
The	children	wept,	and	Nana	ran	to	him	beseechingly,	but	he	waved	her	back.

He	felt	he	was	a	strong	man	again.	"In	vain,	in	vain,"	he	cried;	"the	proper	place
for	you	is	the	yard,	and	there	you	go	to	be	tied	up	this	instant."
"George,	George,"	Mrs.	Darling	whispered,	"remember	what	I	told	you	about

that	boy."
Alas,	he	would	not	listen.	He	was	determined	to	show	who	was	master	in	that

house,	and	when	commands	would	not	draw	Nana	from	the	kennel,	he	lured	her
out	 of	 it	 with	 honeyed	 words,	 and	 seizing	 her	 roughly,	 dragged	 her	 from	 the
nursery.	He	was	ashamed	of	himself,	and	yet	he	did	it.	It	was	all	owing	to	his	too
affectionate	nature,	which	craved	for	admiration.	When	he	had	tied	her	up	in	the
back-yard,	the	wretched	father	went	and	sat	in	the	passage,	with	his	knuckles	to
his	eyes.
In	the	meantime	Mrs.	Darling	had	put	the	children	to	bed	in	unwonted	silence

and	lit	their	night-lights.	They	could	hear	Nana	barking,	and	John	whimpered,	"It
is	because	he	is	chaining	her	up	in	the	yard,"	but	Wendy	was	wiser.
"That	is	not	Nana's	unhappy	bark,"	she	said,	little	guessing	what	was	about	to

happen;	"that	is	her	bark	when	she	smells	danger."
Danger!
"Are	you	sure,	Wendy?"
"Oh,	yes."
Mrs.	Darling	quivered	and	went	to	the	window.	It	was	securely	fastened.	She

looked	out,	 and	 the	night	was	peppered	with	 stars.	They	were	crowding	 round
the	house,	as	if	curious	to	see	what	was	to	take	place	there,	but	she	did	not	notice



this,	nor	that	one	or	two	of	the	smaller	ones	winked	at	her.	Yet	a	nameless	fear
clutched	at	her	heart	and	made	her	cry,	"Oh,	how	I	wish	that	I	wasn't	going	to	a
party	to-night!"
Even	Michael,	already	half	asleep,	knew	that	she	was	perturbed,	and	he	asked,

"Can	anything	harm	us,	mother,	after	the	night-lights	are	lit?"
"Nothing,	precious,"	she	said;	"they	are	the	eyes	a	mother	leaves	behind	her	to

guard	her	children."
She	went	from	bed	to	bed	singing	enchantments	over	them,	and	little	Michael

flung	his	arms	round	her.	"Mother,"	he	cried,	"I'm	glad	of	you."	They	were	the
last	words	she	was	to	hear	from	him	for	a	long	time.
No.	27	was	only	a	few	yards	distant,	but	there	had	been	a	slight	fall	of	snow,

and	Father	and	Mother	Darling	picked	 their	way	over	 it	deftly	not	 to	soil	 their
shoes.	They	were	 already	 the	only	persons	 in	 the	 street,	 and	all	 the	 stars	were
watching	 them.	 Stars	 are	 beautiful,	 but	 they	 may	 not	 take	 an	 active	 part	 in
anything,	 they	must	 just	 look	 on	 for	 ever.	 It	 is	 a	 punishment	 put	 on	 them	 for
something	they	did	so	long	ago	that	no	star	now	knows	what	it	was.	So	the	older
ones	have	become	glassy-eyed	and	seldom	speak	(winking	is	the	star	language),
but	the	little	ones	still	wonder.	They	are	not	really	friendly	to	Peter,	who	had	a
mischievous	way	of	 stealing	up	behind	 them	and	 trying	 to	blow	 them	out;	but
they	are	so	fond	of	fun	that	they	were	on	his	side	to-night,	and	anxious	to	get	the
grown-ups	out	of	the	way.	So	as	soon	as	the	door	of	27	closed	on	Mr.	and	Mrs.
Darling	there	was	a	commotion	in	the	firmament,	and	the	smallest	of	all	the	stars
in	the	Milky	Way	screamed	out:
"Now,	Peter!"



Chapter		3
COME	AWAY,	COME	AWAY!
For	a	moment	after	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Darling	 left	 the	house	 the	night-lights	by	 the
beds	of	the	three	children	continued	to	burn	clearly.	They	were	awfully	nice	little
night-lights,	and	one	cannot	help	wishing	that	they	could	have	kept	awake	to	see
Peter;	but	Wendy's	light	blinked	and	gave	such	a	yawn	that	the	other	two	yawned
also,	and	before	they	could	close	their	mouths	all	the	three	went	out.
There	was	another	light	 in	the	room	now,	a	thousand	times	brighter	 than	the

night-lights,	 and	 in	 the	 time	we	 have	 taken	 to	 say	 this,	 it	 had	 been	 in	 all	 the
drawers	in	the	nursery,	looking	for	Peter's	shadow,	rummaged	the	wardrobe	and
turned	 every	 pocket	 inside	 out.	 It	was	 not	 really	 a	 light;	 it	made	 this	 light	 by
flashing	about	so	quickly,	but	when	it	came	to	rest	for	a	second	you	saw	it	was	a
fairy,	no	longer	than	your	hand,	but	still	growing.	It	was	a	girl	called	Tinker	Bell
exquisitely	 gowned	 in	 a	 skeleton	 leaf,	 cut	 low	 and	 square,	 through	which	 her
figure	 could	 be	 seen	 to	 the	 best	 advantage.	 She	 was	 slightly	 inclined	 to
EMBONPOINT.	[plump	hourglass	figure]
A	 moment	 after	 the	 fairy's	 entrance	 the	 window	 was	 blown	 open	 by	 the

breathing	of	the	little	stars,	and	Peter	dropped	in.	He	had	carried	Tinker	Bell	part
of	the	way,	and	his	hand	was	still	messy	with	the	fairy	dust.
"Tinker	Bell,"	he	called	softly,	after	making	sure	that	the	children	were	asleep,

"Tink,	where	are	you?"	She	was	in	a	jug	for	the	moment,	and	liking	it	extremely;
she	had	never	been	in	a	jug	before.
"Oh,	do	come	out	of	 that	 jug,	and	 tell	me,	do	you	know	where	 they	put	my

shadow?"
The	loveliest	tinkle	as	of	golden	bells	answered	him.	It	is	the	fairy	language.

You	ordinary	 children	 can	 never	 hear	 it,	 but	 if	 you	were	 to	 hear	 it	 you	would
know	that	you	had	heard	it	once	before.
Tink	said	that	the	shadow	was	in	the	big	box.	She	meant	the	chest	of	drawers,

and	Peter	jumped	at	the	drawers,	scattering	their	contents	to	the	floor	with	both
hands,	 as	kings	 toss	ha'pence	 to	 the	crowd.	 In	a	moment	he	had	 recovered	his
shadow,	 and	 in	 his	 delight	 he	 forgot	 that	 he	 had	 shut	 Tinker	 Bell	 up	 in	 the
drawer.
If	he	thought	at	all,	but	I	don't	believe	he	ever	thought,	it	was	that	he	and	his



shadow,	when	brought	near	each	other,	would	join	like	drops	of	water,	and	when
they	did	not	he	was	appalled.	He	tried	to	stick	it	on	with	soap	from	the	bathroom,
but	that	also	failed.	A	shudder	passed	through	Peter,	and	he	sat	on	the	floor	and
cried.
His	 sobs	woke	Wendy,	and	she	sat	up	 in	bed.	She	was	not	alarmed	 to	 see	a

stranger	crying	on	the	nursery	floor;	she	was	only	pleasantly	interested.
"Boy,"	she	said	courteously,	"why	are	you	crying?"
Peter	could	be	exceeding	polite	also,	having	learned	the	grand	manner	at	fairy

ceremonies,	 and	he	 rose	and	bowed	 to	her	beautifully.	She	was	much	pleased,
and	bowed	beautifully	to	him	from	the	bed.
"What's	your	name?"	he	asked.
"Wendy	Moira	Angela	Darling,"	she	replied	with	some	satisfaction.	"What	is

your	name?"
"Peter	Pan."
She	was	already	sure	 that	he	must	be	Peter,	but	 it	did	seem	a	comparatively

short	name.
"Is	that	all?"
"Yes,"	he	 said	 rather	 sharply.	He	 felt	 for	 the	 first	 time	 that	 it	was	a	 shortish

name.
"I'm	so	sorry,"	said	Wendy	Moira	Angela.
"It	doesn't	matter,"	Peter	gulped.
She	asked	where	he	lived.
"Second	to	the	right,"	said	Peter,	"and	then	straight	on	till	morning."
"What	a	funny	address!"
Peter	 had	 a	 sinking.	 For	 the	 first	 time	 he	 felt	 that	 perhaps	 it	 was	 a	 funny

address.
"No,	it	isn't,"	he	said.
"I	mean,"	Wendy	said	nicely,	remembering	that	she	was	hostess,	"is	that	what

they	put	on	the	letters?"
He	wished	she	had	not	mentioned	letters.
"Don't	get	any	letters,"	he	said	contemptuously.
"But	your	mother	gets	letters?"
"Don't	have	a	mother,"	he	said.	Not	only	had	he	no	mother,	but	he	had	not	the

slightest	desire	 to	have	one.	He	 thought	 them	very	over-rated	persons.	Wendy,
however,	felt	at	once	that	she	was	in	the	presence	of	a	tragedy.
"O	Peter,	no	wonder	you	were	crying,"	she	said,	and	got	out	of	bed	and	ran	to

him.
"I	 wasn't	 crying	 about	 mothers,"	 he	 said	 rather	 indignantly.	 "I	 was	 crying

because	I	can't	get	my	shadow	to	stick	on.	Besides,	I	wasn't	crying."



"It	has	come	off?"
"Yes."
Then	Wendy	saw	the	shadow	on	the	floor,	 looking	so	draggled,	and	she	was

frightfully	sorry	for	Peter.	"How	awful!"	she	said,	but	she	could	not	help	smiling
when	she	saw	that	he	had	been	trying	to	stick	it	on	with	soap.	How	exactly	like	a
boy!
Fortunately	she	knew	at	once	what	to	do.	"It	must	be	sewn	on,"	she	said,	just	a

little	patronisingly.
"What's	sewn?"	he	asked.
"You're	dreadfully	ignorant."
"No,	I'm	not."
But	 she	was	 exulting	 in	 his	 ignorance.	 "I	 shall	 sew	 it	 on	 for	 you,	my	 little

man,"	 she	 said,	 though	 he	 was	 tall	 as	 herself,	 and	 she	 got	 out	 her	 housewife
[sewing	bag],	and	sewed	the	shadow	on	to	Peter's	foot.
"I	daresay	it	will	hurt	a	little,"	she	warned	him.
"Oh,	I	shan't	cry,"	said	Peter,	who	was	already	of	the	opinion	that	he	had	never

cried	in	his	life.	And	he	clenched	his	teeth	and	did	not	cry,	and	soon	his	shadow
was	behaving	properly,	though	still	a	little	creased.
"Perhaps	I	should	have	ironed	it,"	Wendy	said	thoughtfully,	but	Peter,	boylike,

was	 indifferent	 to	 appearances,	 and	 he	was	 now	 jumping	 about	 in	 the	wildest
glee.	Alas,	he	had	already	forgotten	that	he	owed	his	bliss	to	Wendy.	He	thought
he	had	attached	the	shadow	himself.	"How	clever	I	am!"	he	crowed	rapturously,
"oh,	the	cleverness	of	me!"
It	 is	humiliating	 to	have	 to	confess	 that	 this	 conceit	of	Peter	was	one	of	his

most	 fascinating	 qualities.	 To	 put	 it	 with	 brutal	 frankness,	 there	 never	 was	 a
cockier	boy.
But	 for	 the	 moment	 Wendy	 was	 shocked.	 "You	 conceit	 [braggart],"	 she

exclaimed,	with	frightful	sarcasm;	"of	course	I	did	nothing!"
"You	did	a	little,"	Peter	said	carelessly,	and	continued	to	dance.
"A	 little!"	 she	 replied	 with	 hauteur	 [pride];	 "if	 I	 am	 no	 use	 I	 can	 at	 least

withdraw,"	and	she	sprang	 in	 the	most	dignified	way	 into	bed	and	covered	her
face	with	the	blankets.
To	induce	her	to	look	up	he	pretended	to	be	going	away,	and	when	this	failed

he	 sat	on	 the	end	of	 the	bed	and	 tapped	her	gently	with	his	 foot.	 "Wendy,"	he
said,	 "don't	 withdraw.	 I	 can't	 help	 crowing,	 Wendy,	 when	 I'm	 pleased	 with
myself."	Still	she	would	not	look	up,	though	she	was	listening	eagerly.	"Wendy,"
he	continued,	in	a	voice	that	no	woman	has	ever	yet	been	able	to	resist,	"Wendy,
one	girl	is	more	use	than	twenty	boys."
Now	 Wendy	 was	 every	 inch	 a	 woman,	 though	 there	 were	 not	 very	 many



inches,	and	she	peeped	out	of	the	bed-clothes.
"Do	you	really	think	so,	Peter?"
"Yes,	I	do."
"I	think	it's	perfectly	sweet	of	you,"	she	declared,	"and	I'll	get	up	again,"	and

she	sat	with	him	on	the	side	of	the	bed.	She	also	said	she	would	give	him	a	kiss
if	 he	 liked,	 but	 Peter	 did	 not	 know	what	 she	meant,	 and	 he	 held	 out	 his	 hand
expectantly.
"Surely	you	know	what	a	kiss	is?"	she	asked,	aghast.
"I	shall	know	when	you	give	 it	 to	me,"	he	replied	stiffly,	and	not	 to	hurt	his

feeling	she	gave	him	a	thimble.
"Now,"	 said	 he,	 "shall	 I	 give	 you	 a	 kiss?"	 and	 she	 replied	 with	 a	 slight

primness,	 "If	you	please."	She	made	herself	 rather	cheap	by	 inclining	her	 face
toward	him,	but	he	merely	dropped	an	acorn	button	into	her	hand,	so	she	slowly
returned	 her	 face	 to	where	 it	 had	 been	 before,	 and	 said	 nicely	 that	 she	would
wear	his	kiss	on	 the	chain	around	her	neck.	 It	was	 lucky	 that	she	did	put	 it	on
that	chain,	for	it	was	afterwards	to	save	her	life.
When	people	 in	our	set	are	 introduced,	 it	 is	customary	for	 them	to	ask	each

other's	age,	and	so	Wendy,	who	always	liked	to	do	the	correct	thing,	asked	Peter
how	old	he	was.	 It	was	not	 really	 a	happy	question	 to	 ask	him;	 it	was	 like	 an
examination	paper	that	asks	grammar,	when	what	you	want	to	be	asked	is	Kings
of	England.
"I	don't	know,"	he	 replied	uneasily,	 "but	 I	 am	quite	young."	He	 really	knew

nothing	about	 it,	he	had	merely	suspicions,	but	he	said	at	a	venture,	"Wendy,	I
ran	away	the	day	I	was	born."
Wendy	was	quite	surprised,	but	interested;	and	she	indicated	in	the	charming

drawing-room	manner,	 by	 a	 touch	 on	 her	 night-gown,	 that	 he	 could	 sit	 nearer
her.
"It	 was	 because	 I	 heard	 father	 and	 mother,"	 he	 explained	 in	 a	 low	 voice,

"talking	about	what	I	was	to	be	when	I	became	a	man."	He	was	extraordinarily
agitated	 now.	 "I	 don't	 want	 ever	 to	 be	 a	 man,"	 he	 said	 with	 passion.	 "I	 want
always	to	be	a	little	boy	and	to	have	fun.	So	I	ran	away	to	Kensington	Gardens
and	lived	a	long	long	time	among	the	fairies."
She	 gave	 him	 a	 look	 of	 the	most	 intense	 admiration,	 and	 he	 thought	 it	was

because	he	had	run	away,	but	it	was	really	because	he	knew	fairies.	Wendy	had
lived	 such	 a	 home	 life	 that	 to	 know	 fairies	 struck	 her	 as	 quite	 delightful.	 She
poured	out	questions	about	them,	to	his	surprise,	for	they	were	rather	a	nuisance
to	him,	getting	in	his	way	and	so	on,	and	indeed	he	sometimes	had	to	give	them
a	hiding	[spanking].	Still,	he	liked	them	on	the	whole,	and	he	told	her	about	the
beginning	of	fairies.



"You	 see,	Wendy,	 when	 the	 first	 baby	 laughed	 for	 the	 first	 time,	 its	 laugh
broke	into	a	thousand	pieces,	and	they	all	went	skipping	about,	and	that	was	the
beginning	of	fairies."
Tedious	talk	this,	but	being	a	stay-at-home	she	liked	it.
"And	so,"	he	went	on	good-naturedly,	"there	ought	 to	be	one	fairy	for	every

boy	and	girl."
"Ought	to	be?	Isn't	there?"
"No.	You	see	children	know	such	a	lot	now,	they	soon	don't	believe	in	fairies,

and	every	time	a	child	says,	'I	don't	believe	in	fairies,'	there	is	a	fairy	somewhere
that	falls	down	dead."
Really,	he	thought	they	had	now	talked	enough	about	fairies,	and	it	struck	him

that	Tinker	Bell	was	keeping	very	quiet.	"I	can't	think	where	she	has	gone	to,"	he
said,	 rising,	 and	 he	 called	 Tink	 by	 name.	 Wendy's	 heart	 went	 flutter	 with	 a
sudden	thrill.
"Peter,"	 she	 cried,	 clutching	 him,	 "you	 don't	mean	 to	 tell	me	 that	 there	 is	 a

fairy	in	this	room!"
"She	was	here	 just	now,"	he	said	a	 little	 impatiently.	"You	don't	hear	her,	do

you?"	and	they	both	listened.
"The	only	sound	I	hear,"	said	Wendy,	"is	like	a	tinkle	of	bells."
"Well,	that's	Tink,	that's	the	fairy	language.	I	think	I	hear	her	too."
The	sound	come	from	the	chest	of	drawers,	and	Peter	made	a	merry	face.	No

one	could	ever	look	quite	so	merry	as	Peter,	and	the	loveliest	of	gurgles	was	his
laugh.	He	had	his	first	laugh	still.
"Wendy,"	he	whispered	gleefully,	"I	do	believe	I	shut	her	up	in	the	drawer!"
He	let	poor	Tink	out	of	the	drawer,	and	she	flew	about	the	nursery	screaming

with	 fury.	 "You	 shouldn't	 say	 such	 things,"	Peter	 retorted.	 "Of	course	 I'm	very
sorry,	but	how	could	I	know	you	were	in	the	drawer?"
Wendy	was	not	listening	to	him.	"O	Peter,"	she	cried,	"if	she	would	only	stand

still	and	let	me	see	her!"
"They	hardly	 ever	 stand	 still,"	 he	 said,	 but	 for	 one	moment	Wendy	 saw	 the

romantic	 figure	 come	 to	 rest	 on	 the	 cuckoo	 clock.	 "O	 the	 lovely!"	 she	 cried,
though	Tink's	face	was	still	distorted	with	passion.
"Tink,"	said	Peter	amiably,	"this	lady	says	she	wishes	you	were	her	fairy."
Tinker	Bell	answered	insolently.
"What	does	she	say,	Peter?"
He	had	 to	 translate.	"She	 is	not	very	polite.	She	says	you	are	a	great	 [huge]

ugly	girl,	and	that	she	is	my	fairy."
He	tried	to	argue	with	Tink.	"You	know	you	can't	be	my	fairy,	Tink,	because	I

am	an	gentleman	and	you	are	a	lady."



To	this	Tink	replied	in	these	words,	"You	silly	ass,"	and	disappeared	into	the
bathroom.	"She	is	quite	a	common	fairy,"	Peter	explained	apologetically,	"she	is
called	Tinker	Bell	because	she	mends	the	pots	and	kettles	[tinker	=	tin	worker]."
[Similar	to	"cinder"	plus	"elle"	to	get	Cinderella]
They	were	 together	 in	 the	armchair	by	 this	 time,	and	Wendy	plied	him	with

more	questions.
"If	you	don't	live	in	Kensington	Gardens	now—"
"Sometimes	I	do	still."
"But	where	do	you	live	mostly	now?"
"With	the	lost	boys."
"Who	are	they?"
"They	are	the	children	who	fall	out	of	their	perambulators	when	the	nurse	is

looking	 the	 other	way.	 If	 they	 are	 not	 claimed	 in	 seven	 days	 they	 are	 sent	 far
away	to	the	Neverland	to	defray	expenses.	I'm	captain."
"What	fun	it	must	be!"
"Yes,"	 said	 cunning	 Peter,	 "but	 we	 are	 rather	 lonely.	 You	 see	 we	 have	 no

female	companionship."
"Are	none	of	the	others	girls?"
"Oh,	no;	girls,	you	know,	are	much	too	clever	to	fall	out	of	their	prams."
This	flattered	Wendy	immensely.	"I	think,"	she	said,	"it	is	perfectly	lovely	the

way	you	talk	about	girls;	John	there	just	despises	us."
For	 reply	Peter	 rose	and	kicked	John	out	of	bed,	blankets	and	all;	one	kick.

This	seemed	to	Wendy	rather	forward	for	a	first	meeting,	and	she	told	him	with
spirit	that	he	was	not	captain	in	her	house.	However,	John	continued	to	sleep	so
placidly	 on	 the	 floor	 that	 she	 allowed	 him	 to	 remain	 there.	 "And	 I	 know	 you
meant	to	be	kind,"	she	said,	relenting,	"so	you	may	give	me	a	kiss."
For	the	moment	she	had	forgotten	his	ignorance	about	kisses.	"I	thought	you

would	want	it	back,"	he	said	a	little	bitterly,	and	offered	to	return	her	the	thimble.
"Oh	dear,"	said	the	nice	Wendy,	"I	don't	mean	a	kiss,	I	mean	a	thimble."
"What's	that?"
"It's	like	this."	She	kissed	him.
"Funny!"	said	Peter	gravely.	"Now	shall	I	give	you	a	thimble?"
"If	you	wish	to,"	said	Wendy,	keeping	her	head	erect	this	time.
Peter	 thimbled	 her,	 and	 almost	 immediately	 she	 screeched.	 "What	 is	 it,

Wendy?"
"It	was	exactly	as	if	someone	were	pulling	my	hair."
"That	must	have	been	Tink.	I	never	knew	her	so	naughty	before."
And	indeed	Tink	was	darting	about	again,	using	offensive	language.
"She	says	she	will	do	that	to	you,	Wendy,	every	time	I	give	you	a	thimble."



"But	why?"
"Why,	Tink?"
Again	 Tink	 replied,	 "You	 silly	 ass."	 Peter	 could	 not	 understand	 why,	 but

Wendy	understood,	and	she	was	just	slightly	disappointed	when	he	admitted	that
he	came	to	the	nursery	window	not	to	see	her	but	to	listen	to	stories.
"You	see,	I	don't	know	any	stories.	None	of	the	lost	boys	knows	any	stories."
"How	perfectly	awful,"	Wendy	said.
"Do	you	know,"	Peter	asked	"why	swallows	build	in	the	eaves	of	houses?	It	is

to	 listen	 to	 the	 stories.	 O	Wendy,	 your	 mother	 was	 telling	 you	 such	 a	 lovely
story."
"Which	story	was	it?"
"About	the	prince	who	couldn't	find	the	lady	who	wore	the	glass	slipper."
"Peter,"	 said	Wendy	 excitedly,	 "that	 was	 Cinderella,	 and	 he	 found	 her,	 and

they	lived	happily	ever	after."
Peter	was	so	glad	that	he	rose	from	the	floor,	where	they	had	been	sitting,	and

hurried	to	the	window.
"Where	are	you	going?"	she	cried	with	misgiving.
"To	tell	the	other	boys."
"Don't	go	Peter,"	she	entreated,	"I	know	such	lots	of	stories."
Those	were	her	precise	words,	so	there	can	be	no	denying	that	it	was	she	who

first	tempted	him.
He	came	back,	and	 there	was	a	greedy	look	 in	his	eyes	now	which	ought	 to

have	alarmed	her,	but	did	not.
"Oh,	the	stories	I	could	tell	to	the	boys!"	she	cried,	and	then	Peter	gripped	her

and	began	to	draw	her	toward	the	window.
"Let	me	go!"	she	ordered	him.
"Wendy,	do	come	with	me	and	tell	the	other	boys."
Of	course	 she	was	very	pleased	 to	be	asked,	but	 she	 said,	 "Oh	dear,	 I	 can't.

Think	of	mummy!	Besides,	I	can't	fly."
"I'll	teach	you."
"Oh,	how	lovely	to	fly."
"I'll	teach	you	how	to	jump	on	the	wind's	back,	and	then	away	we	go."
"Oo!"	she	exclaimed	rapturously.
"Wendy,	Wendy,	when	you	are	sleeping	in	your	silly	bed	you	might	be	flying

about	with	me	saying	funny	things	to	the	stars."
"Oo!"
"And,	Wendy,	there	are	mermaids."
"Mermaids!	With	tails?"
"Such	long	tails."



"Oh,"	cried	Wendy,	"to	see	a	mermaid!"
He	 had	 become	 frightfully	 cunning.	 "Wendy,"	 he	 said,	 "how	we	 should	 all

respect	you."
She	was	wriggling	her	body	in	distress.	 It	was	quite	as	 if	she	were	 trying	 to

remain	on	the	nursery	floor.
But	he	had	no	pity	for	her.
"Wendy,"	he	said,	the	sly	one,	"you	could	tuck	us	in	at	night."
"Oo!"
"None	of	us	has	ever	been	tucked	in	at	night."
"Oo,"	and	her	arms	went	out	to	him.
"And	you	could	darn	our	clothes,	and	make	pockets	for	us.	None	of	us	has	any

pockets."
How	could	 she	 resist.	 "Of	course	 it's	 awfully	 fascinating!"	 she	cried.	 "Peter,

would	you	teach	John	and	Michael	to	fly	too?"
"If	you	like,"	he	said	indifferently,	and	she	ran	to	John	and	Michael	and	shook

them.	"Wake	up,"	she	cried,	"Peter	Pan	has	come	and	he	is	to	teach	us	to	fly."
John	rubbed	his	eyes.	"Then	I	shall	get	up,"	he	said.	Of	course	he	was	on	the

floor	already.	"Hallo,"	he	said,	"I	am	up!"
Michael	was	up	by	this	time	also,	looking	as	sharp	as	a	knife	with	six	blades

and	 a	 saw,	 but	 Peter	 suddenly	 signed	 silence.	 Their	 faces	 assumed	 the	 awful
craftiness	of	children	listening	for	sounds	from	the	grown-up	world.	All	was	as
still	as	salt.	Then	everything	was	right.	No,	stop!	Everything	was	wrong.	Nana,
who	had	 been	 barking	 distressfully	 all	 the	 evening,	was	 quiet	 now.	 It	was	 her
silence	they	had	heard.
"Out	with	 the	 light!	Hide!	Quick!"	cried	John,	 taking	command	for	 the	only

time	 throughout	 the	 whole	 adventure.	 And	 thus	 when	 Liza	 entered,	 holding
Nana,	 the	 nursery	 seemed	 quite	 its	 old	 self,	 very	 dark,	 and	 you	 would	 have
sworn	 you	 heard	 its	 three	 wicked	 inmates	 breathing	 angelically	 as	 they	 slept.
They	were	really	doing	it	artfully	from	behind	the	window	curtains.
Liza	was	in	a	bad	temper,	for	she	was	mixing	the	Christmas	puddings	in	the

kitchen,	 and	 had	 been	 drawn	 from	 them,	 with	 a	 raisin	 still	 on	 her	 cheek,	 by
Nana's	absurd	suspicions.	She	thought	the	best	way	of	getting	a	little	quiet	was
to	take	Nana	to	the	nursery	for	a	moment,	but	in	custody	of	course.
"There,	you	suspicious	brute,"	she	said,	not	sorry	that	Nana	was	in	disgrace.

"They	are	perfectly	safe,	aren't	they?	Every	one	of	the	little	angels	sound	asleep
in	bed.	Listen	to	their	gentle	breathing."
Here	Michael,	 encouraged	by	his	 success,	breathed	so	 loudly	 that	 they	were

nearly	detected.	Nana	knew	that	kind	of	breathing,	and	she	tried	to	drag	herself
out	of	Liza's	clutches.



But	Liza	was	dense.	"No	more	of	it,	Nana,"	she	said	sternly,	pulling	her	out	of
the	room.	"I	warn	you	if	bark	again	I	shall	go	straight	for	master	and	missus	and
bring	them	home	from	the	party,	and	then,	oh,	won't	master	whip	you,	just."
She	 tied	 the	 unhappy	dog	up	 again,	 but	 do	 you	 think	Nana	 ceased	 to	 bark?

Bring	 master	 and	 missus	 home	 from	 the	 party!	Why,	 that	 was	 just	 what	 she
wanted.	Do	you	think	she	cared	whether	she	was	whipped	so	long	as	her	charges
were	safe?	Unfortunately	Liza	 returned	 to	her	puddings,	and	Nana,	 seeing	 that
no	help	would	come	from	her,	strained	and	strained	at	the	chain	until	at	last	she
broke	it.	In	another	moment	she	had	burst	into	the	dining-room	of	27	and	flung
up	her	paws	 to	heaven,	 her	most	 expressive	way	of	making	 a	 communication.
Mr.	 and	Mrs.	 Darling	 knew	 at	 once	 that	 something	 terrible	 was	 happening	 in
their	nursery,	and	without	a	good-bye	to	their	hostess	they	rushed	into	the	street.
But	it	was	now	ten	minutes	since	three	scoundrels	had	been	breathing	behind

the	curtains,	and	Peter	Pan	can	do	a	great	deal	in	ten	minutes.
We	now	return	to	the	nursery.
"It's	all	right,"	John	announced,	emerging	from	his	hiding-place.	"I	say,	Peter,

can	you	really	fly?"
Instead	 of	 troubling	 to	 answer	 him	 Peter	 flew	 around	 the	 room,	 taking	 the

mantelpiece	on	the	way.
"How	topping!"	said	John	and	Michael.
"How	sweet!"	cried	Wendy.
"Yes,	I'm	sweet,	oh,	I	am	sweet!"	said	Peter,	forgetting	his	manners	again.
It	looked	delightfully	easy,	and	they	tried	it	first	from	the	floor	and	then	from

the	beds,	but	they	always	went	down	instead	of	up.
"I	 say,	 how	 do	 you	 do	 it?"	 asked	 John,	 rubbing	 his	 knee.	 He	 was	 quite	 a

practical	boy.
"You	just	think	lovely	wonderful	thoughts,"	Peter	explained,	"and	they	lift	you

up	in	the	air."
He	showed	them	again.
"You're	so	nippy	at	it,"	John	said,	"couldn't	you	do	it	very	slowly	once?"
Peter	did	it	both	slowly	and	quickly.	"I've	got	it	now,	Wendy!"	cried	John,	but

soon	 he	 found	 he	 had	 not.	 Not	 one	 of	 them	 could	 fly	 an	 inch,	 though	 even
Michael	was	in	words	of	two	syllables,	and	Peter	did	not	know	A	from	Z.
Of	course	Peter	had	been	trifling	with	them,	for	no	one	can	fly	unless	the	fairy

dust	 has	 been	 blown	 on	 him.	 Fortunately,	 as	 we	 have	 mentioned,	 one	 of	 his
hands	 was	messy	 with	 it,	 and	 he	 blew	 some	 on	 each	 of	 them,	 with	 the	most
superb	results.
"Now	just	wiggle	your	shoulders	this	way,"	he	said,	"and	let	go."
They	were	all	on	their	beds,	and	gallant	Michael	let	go	first.	He	did	not	quite



mean	to	let	go,	but	he	did	it,	and	immediately	he	was	borne	across	the	room.
"I	flewed!"	he	screamed	while	still	in	mid-air.
John	let	go	and	met	Wendy	near	the	bathroom.
"Oh,	lovely!"
"Oh,	ripping!"
"Look	at	me!"
"Look	at	me!"
"Look	at	me!"
They	were	not	nearly	so	elegant	as	Peter,	they	could	not	help	kicking	a	little,

but	their	heads	were	bobbing	against	the	ceiling,	and	there	is	almost	nothing	so
delicious	as	that.	Peter	gave	Wendy	a	hand	at	first,	but	had	to	desist,	Tink	was	so
indignant.
Up	and	down	they	went,	and	round	and	round.	Heavenly	was	Wendy's	word.
"I	say,"	cried	John,	"why	shouldn't	we	all	go	out?"
Of	course	it	was	to	this	that	Peter	had	been	luring	them.
Michael	was	 ready:	 he	wanted	 to	 see	 how	 long	 it	 took	 him	 to	 do	 a	 billion

miles.	But	Wendy	hesitated.
"Mermaids!"	said	Peter	again.
"Oo!"
"And	there	are	pirates."
"Pirates,"	cried	John,	seizing	his	Sunday	hat,	"let	us	go	at	once."
It	was	just	at	this	moment	that	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Darling	hurried	with	Nana	out	of

27.	They	ran	into	the	middle	of	the	street	to	look	up	at	the	nursery	window;	and,
yes,	it	was	still	shut,	but	the	room	was	ablaze	with	light,	and	most	heart-gripping
sight	of	all,	they	could	see	in	shadow	on	the	curtain	three	little	figures	in	night
attire	circling	round	and	round,	not	on	the	floor	but	in	the	air.
Not	three	figures,	four!
In	 a	 tremble	 they	 opened	 the	 street	 door.	 Mr.	 Darling	 would	 have	 rushed

upstairs,	but	Mrs.	Darling	 signed	him	 to	go	 softly.	She	even	 tried	 to	make	her
heart	go	softly.
Will	 they	 reach	 the	nursery	 in	 time?	 If	 so,	 how	delightful	 for	 them,	 and	we

shall	all	breathe	a	sigh	of	relief,	but	there	will	be	no	story.	On	the	other	hand,	if
they	are	not	in	time,	I	solemnly	promise	that	it	will	all	come	right	in	the	end.
They	would	 have	 reached	 the	 nursery	 in	 time	 had	 it	 not	 been	 that	 the	 little

stars	were	watching	them.	Once	again	the	stars	blew	the	window	open,	and	that
smallest	star	of	all	called	out:
"Cave,	Peter!"
Then	 Peter	 knew	 that	 there	 was	 not	 a	 moment	 to	 lose.	 "Come,"	 he	 cried

imperiously,	and	soared	out	at	once	into	the	night,	followed	by	John	and	Michael



and	Wendy.
Mr.	 and	Mrs.	Darling	 and	Nana	 rushed	 into	 the	 nursery	 too	 late.	 The	 birds

were	flown.



Chapter		4
THE	FLIGHT
"Second	to	the	right,	and	straight	on	till	morning."
That,	 Peter	 had	 told	Wendy,	was	 the	way	 to	 the	Neverland;	 but	 even	 birds,

carrying	maps	and	consulting	 them	at	windy	corners,	could	not	have	sighted	 it
with	these	instructions.	Peter,	you	see,	just	said	anything	that	came	into	his	head.
At	first	his	companions	trusted	him	implicitly,	and	so	great	were	the	delights

of	 flying	 that	 they	 wasted	 time	 circling	 round	 church	 spires	 or	 any	 other	 tall
objects	on	the	way	that	took	their	fancy.
John	and	Michael	raced,	Michael	getting	a	start.
They	recalled	with	contempt	that	not	so	long	ago	they	had	thought	themselves

fine	fellows	for	being	able	to	fly	round	a	room.
Not	 long	ago.	But	how	 long	ago?	They	were	 flying	over	 the	sea	before	 this

thought	began	to	disturb	Wendy	seriously.	John	thought	it	was	their	second	sea
and	their	third	night.
Sometimes	it	was	dark	and	sometimes	light,	and	now	they	were	very	cold	and

again	 too	 warm.	 Did	 they	 really	 feel	 hungry	 at	 times,	 or	 were	 they	 merely
pretending,	because	Peter	had	such	a	 jolly	new	way	of	feeding	 them?	His	way
was	to	pursue	birds	who	had	food	in	their	mouths	suitable	for	humans	and	snatch
it	from	them;	then	the	birds	would	follow	and	snatch	it	back;	and	they	would	all
go	chasing	each	other	gaily	for	miles,	parting	at	last	with	mutual	expressions	of
good-will.	 But	Wendy	 noticed	with	 gentle	 concern	 that	 Peter	 did	 not	 seem	 to
know	that	this	was	rather	an	odd	way	of	getting	your	bread	and	butter,	nor	even
that	there	are	other	ways.
Certainly	they	did	not	pretend	to	be	sleepy,	they	were	sleepy;	and	that	was	a

danger,	 for	 the	moment	 they	popped	off,	 down	 they	 fell.	The	 awful	 thing	was
that	Peter	thought	this	funny.
"There	he	goes	again!"	he	would	cry	gleefully,	as	Michael	suddenly	dropped

like	a	stone.
"Save	him,	save	him!"	cried	Wendy,	 looking	with	horror	at	 the	cruel	sea	 far

below.	 Eventually	 Peter	 would	 dive	 through	 the	 air,	 and	 catch	 Michael	 just
before	he	could	strike	the	sea,	and	it	was	lovely	the	way	he	did	it;	but	he	always
waited	till	the	last	moment,	and	you	felt	it	was	his	cleverness	that	interested	him



and	not	the	saving	of	human	life.	Also	he	was	fond	of	variety,	and	the	sport	that
engrossed	him	one	moment	would	suddenly	cease	to	engage	him,	so	there	was
always	the	possibility	that	the	next	time	you	fell	he	would	let	you	go.
He	 could	 sleep	 in	 the	 air	 without	 falling,	 by	merely	 lying	 on	 his	 back	 and

floating,	 but	 this	 was,	 partly	 at	 least,	 because	 he	 was	 so	 light	 that	 if	 you	 got
behind	him	and	blew	he	went	faster.
"Do	 be	 more	 polite	 to	 him,"	 Wendy	 whispered	 to	 John,	 when	 they	 were

playing	"Follow	my	Leader."
"Then	tell	him	to	stop	showing	off,"	said	John.
When	playing	Follow	my	Leader,	Peter	would	fly	close	to	the	water	and	touch

each	shark's	tail	in	passing,	just	as	in	the	street	you	may	run	your	finger	along	an
iron	railing.	They	could	not	follow	him	in	this	with	much	success,	so	perhaps	it
was	 rather	 like	 showing	 off,	 especially	 as	 he	 kept	 looking	 behind	 to	 see	 how
many	tails	they	missed.
"You	must	be	nice	to	him,"	Wendy	impressed	on	her	brothers.	"What	could	we

do	if	he	were	to	leave	us!"
"We	could	go	back,"	Michael	said.
"How	could	we	ever	find	our	way	back	without	him?"
"Well,	then,	we	could	go	on,"	said	John.
"That	 is	 the	awful	 thing,	John.	We	should	have	 to	go	on,	 for	we	don't	know

how	to	stop."
This	was	true,	Peter	had	forgotten	to	show	them	how	to	stop.
John	 said	 that	 if	 the	worst	 came	 to	 the	worst,	 all	 they	 had	 to	 do	was	 to	 go

straight	on,	for	the	world	was	round,	and	so	in	time	they	must	come	back	to	their
own	window.
"And	who	is	to	get	food	for	us,	John?"
"I	nipped	a	bit	out	of	that	eagle's	mouth	pretty	neatly,	Wendy."
"After	the	twentieth	try,"	Wendy	reminded	him.	"And	even	though	we	became

good	a	picking	up	food,	see	how	we	bump	against	clouds	and	things	if	he	is	not
near	to	give	us	a	hand."
Indeed	 they	were	 constantly	 bumping.	They	 could	 now	 fly	 strongly,	 though

they	still	kicked	far	too	much;	but	if	they	saw	a	cloud	in	front	of	them,	the	more
they	tried	to	avoid	it,	the	more	certainly	did	they	bump	into	it.	If	Nana	had	been
with	them,	she	would	have	had	a	bandage	round	Michael's	forehead	by	this	time.
Peter	was	not	with	them	for	the	moment,	and	they	felt	rather	lonely	up	there

by	 themselves.	He	 could	 go	 so	much	 faster	 than	 they	 that	 he	would	 suddenly
shoot	out	of	sight,	to	have	some	adventure	in	which	they	had	no	share.	He	would
come	 down	 laughing	 over	 something	 fearfully	 funny	 he	 had	 been	 saying	 to	 a
star,	 but	 he	 had	 already	 forgotten	 what	 it	 was,	 or	 he	 would	 come	 up	 with



mermaid	scales	still	sticking	to	him,	and	yet	not	be	able	to	say	for	certain	what
had	been	happening.	It	was	really	rather	irritating	to	children	who	had	never	seen
a	mermaid.
"And	if	he	forgets	them	so	quickly,"	Wendy	argued,	"how	can	we	expect	that

he	will	go	on	remembering	us?"
Indeed,	sometimes	when	he	returned	he	did	not	remember	 them,	at	 least	not

well.	Wendy	was	sure	of	 it.	She	saw	recognition	come	into	his	eyes	as	he	was
about	to	pass	them	the	time	of	day	and	go	on;	once	even	she	had	to	call	him	by
name.
"I'm	Wendy,"	she	said	agitatedly.
He	was	very	sorry.	"I	say,	Wendy,"	he	whispered	to	her,	"always	if	you	see	me

forgetting	you,	just	keep	on	saying	'I'm	Wendy,'	and	then	I'll	remember."
Of	course	this	was	rather	unsatisfactory.	However,	to	make	amends	he	showed

them	how	to	lie	out	flat	on	a	strong	wind	that	was	going	their	way,	and	this	was
such	a	pleasant	change	that	they	tried	it	several	times	and	found	that	they	could
sleep	 thus	 with	 security.	 Indeed	 they	 would	 have	 slept	 longer,	 but	 Peter	 tired
quickly	 of	 sleeping,	 and	 soon	 he	would	 cry	 in	 his	 captain	 voice,	 "We	 get	 off
here."	So	with	occasional	 tiffs,	but	on	the	whole	rollicking,	 they	drew	near	 the
Neverland;	for	after	many	moons	they	did	reach	it,	and,	what	is	more,	they	had
been	 going	 pretty	 straight	 all	 the	 time,	 not	 perhaps	 so	 much	 owing	 to	 the
guidance	of	Peter	or	Tink	as	because	the	island	was	looking	for	them.	It	is	only
thus	that	any	one	may	sight	those	magic	shores.
"There	it	is,"	said	Peter	calmly.
"Where,	where?"
"Where	all	the	arrows	are	pointing."
Indeed	 a	 million	 golden	 arrows	 were	 pointing	 it	 out	 to	 the	 children,	 all

directed	by	their	friend	the	sun,	who	wanted	them	to	be	sure	of	their	way	before
leaving	them	for	the	night.
Wendy	and	John	and	Michael	stood	on	tip-toe	in	the	air	to	get	their	first	sight

of	 the	 island.	 Strange	 to	 say,	 they	 all	 recognized	 it	 at	 once,	 and	 until	 fear	 fell
upon	them	they	hailed	it,	not	as	something	long	dreamt	of	and	seen	at	last,	but	as
a	familiar	friend	to	whom	they	were	returning	home	for	the	holidays.
"John,	there's	the	lagoon."
"Wendy,	look	at	the	turtles	burying	their	eggs	in	the	sand."
"I	say,	John,	I	see	your	flamingo	with	the	broken	leg!"
"Look,	Michael,	there's	your	cave!"
"John,	what's	that	in	the	brushwood?"
"It's	a	wolf	with	her	whelps.	Wendy,	I	do	believe	that's	your	little	whelp!"
"There's	my	boat,	John,	with	her	sides	stove	in!"



"No,	it	isn't.	Why,	we	burned	your	boat."
"That's	her,	at	any	rate.	I	say,	John,	I	see	the	smoke	of	the	redskin	camp!"
"Where?	Show	me,	and	I'll	tell	you	by	the	way	smoke	curls	whether	they	are

on	the	war-path."
"There,	just	across	the	Mysterious	River."
"I	see	now.	Yes,	they	are	on	the	war-path	right	enough."
Peter	was	a	little	annoyed	with	them	for	knowing	so	much,	but	if	he	wanted	to

lord	it	over	them	his	triumph	was	at	hand,	for	have	I	not	told	you	that	anon	fear
fell	upon	them?
It	came	as	the	arrows	went,	leaving	the	island	in	gloom.
In	the	old	days	at	home	the	Neverland	had	always	begun	to	look	a	little	dark

and	 threatening	 by	 bedtime.	 Then	 unexplored	 patches	 arose	 in	 it	 and	 spread,
black	 shadows	moved	 about	 in	 them,	 the	 roar	 of	 the	 beasts	 of	 prey	was	 quite
different	now,	and	above	all,	you	lost	the	certainty	that	you	would	win.	You	were
quite	glad	that	the	night-lights	were	on.	You	even	liked	Nana	to	say	that	this	was
just	the	mantelpiece	over	here,	and	that	the	Neverland	was	all	make-believe.
Of	course	the	Neverland	had	been	make-believe	in	those	days,	but	it	was	real

now,	and	there	were	no	night-lights,	and	it	was	getting	darker	every	moment,	and
where	was	Nana?
They	had	been	flying	apart,	but	they	huddled	close	to	Peter	now.	His	careless

manner	had	gone	at	last,	his	eyes	were	sparkling,	and	a	tingle	went	through	them
every	 time	 they	 touched	 his	 body.	 They	 were	 now	 over	 the	 fearsome	 island,
flying	so	low	that	sometimes	a	tree	grazed	their	feet.	Nothing	horrid	was	visible
in	 the	air,	yet	 their	progress	had	become	slow	and	 laboured,	 exactly	as	 if	 they
were	pushing	 their	way	 through	hostile	 forces.	Sometimes	 they	hung	 in	 the	air
until	Peter	had	beaten	on	it	with	his	fists.
"They	don't	want	us	to	land,"	he	explained.
"Who	are	they?"	Wendy	whispered,	shuddering.
But	 he	 could	 not	 or	 would	 not	 say.	 Tinker	 Bell	 had	 been	 asleep	 on	 his

shoulder,	but	now	he	wakened	her	and	sent	her	on	in	front.
Sometimes	he	poised	himself	in	the	air,	listening	intently,	with	his	hand	to	his

ear,	and	again	he	would	stare	down	with	eyes	so	bright	that	they	seemed	to	bore
two	holes	to	earth.	Having	done	these	things,	he	went	on	again.
His	 courage	 was	 almost	 appalling.	 "Would	 you	 like	 an	 adventure	 now,"	 he

said	casually	to	John,	"or	would	you	like	to	have	your	tea	first?"
Wendy	said	"tea	first"	quickly,	and	Michael	pressed	her	hand	in	gratitude,	but

the	braver	John	hesitated.
"What	kind	of	adventure?"	he	asked	cautiously.
"There's	a	pirate	asleep	in	the	pampas	just	beneath	us,"	Peter	told	him.	"If	you



like,	we'll	go	down	and	kill	him."
"I	don't	see	him,"	John	said	after	a	long	pause.
"I	do."
"Suppose,"	John	said,	a	little	huskily,	"he	were	to	wake	up."
Peter	 spoke	 indignantly.	 "You	 don't	 think	 I	 would	 kill	 him	 while	 he	 was

sleeping!	I	would	wake	him	first,	and	then	kill	him.	That's	the	way	I	always	do."
"I	say!	Do	you	kill	many?"
"Tons."
John	said	"How	ripping,"	but	decided	to	have	tea	first.	He	asked	if	there	were

many	pirates	on	the	island	just	now,	and	Peter	said	he	had	never	known	so	many.
"Who	is	captain	now?"
"Hook,"	answered	Peter,	and	his	face	became	very	stern	as	he	said	that	hated

word.
"Jas.	Hook?"
"Ay."
Then	indeed	Michael	began	to	cry,	and	even	John	could	speak	in	gulps	only,

for	they	knew	Hook's	reputation.
"He	was	Blackbeard's	 bo'sun,"	 John	whispered	 huskily.	 "He	 is	 the	worst	 of

them	all.	He	is	the	only	man	of	whom	Barbecue	was	afraid."
"That's	him,"	said	Peter.
"What	is	he	like?	Is	he	big?"
"He	is	not	so	big	as	he	was."
"How	do	you	mean?"
"I	cut	off	a	bit	of	him."
"You!"
"Yes,	me,"	said	Peter	sharply.
"I	wasn't	meaning	to	be	disrespectful."
"Oh,	all	right."
"But,	I	say,	what	bit?"
"His	right	hand."
"Then	he	can't	fight	now?"
"Oh,	can't	he	just!"
"Left-hander?"
"He	has	an	iron	hook	instead	of	a	right	hand,	and	he	claws	with	it."
"Claws!"
"I	say,	John,"	said	Peter.
"Yes."
"Say,	'Ay,	ay,	sir.'"
"Ay,	ay,	sir."



"There	 is	one	 thing,"	Peter	continued,	 "that	every	boy	who	serves	under	me
has	to	promise,	and	so	must	you."
John	paled.
"It	is	this,	if	we	meet	Hook	in	open	fight,	you	must	leave	him	to	me."
"I	promise,"	John	said	loyally.
For	 the	moment	 they	were	 feeling	 less	 eerie,	 because	 Tink	was	 flying	with

them,	and	in	her	light	they	could	distinguish	each	other.	Unfortunately	she	could
not	fly	so	slowly	as	they,	and	so	she	had	to	go	round	and	round	them	in	a	circle
in	which	they	moved	as	in	a	halo.	Wendy	quite	liked	it,	until	Peter	pointed	out
the	drawbacks.
"She	tells	me,"	he	said,	"that	the	pirates	sighted	us	before	the	darkness	came,

and	got	Long	Tom	out."
"The	big	gun?"
"Yes.	And	of	course	they	must	see	her	light,	and	if	they	guess	we	are	near	it

they	are	sure	to	let	fly."
"Wendy!"
"John!"
"Michael!"
"Tell	 her	 to	 go	 away	 at	 once,	 Peter,"	 the	 three	 cried	 simultaneously,	 but	 he

refused.
"She	 thinks	 we	 have	 lost	 the	 way,"	 he	 replied	 stiffly,	 "and	 she	 is	 rather

frightened.	You	 don't	 think	 I	would	 send	 her	 away	 all	 by	 herself	when	 she	 is
frightened!"
For	 a	 moment	 the	 circle	 of	 light	 was	 broken,	 and	 something	 gave	 Peter	 a

loving	little	pinch.
"Then	tell	her,"	Wendy	begged,	"to	put	out	her	light."
"She	can't	put	it	out.	That	is	about	the	only	thing	fairies	can't	do.	It	just	goes

out	of	itself	when	she	falls	asleep,	same	as	the	stars."
"Then	tell	her	to	sleep	at	once,"	John	almost	ordered.
"She	can't	sleep	except	when	she's	sleepy.	It	is	the	only	other	thing	fairies	can't

do."
"Seems	to	me,"	growled	John,	"these	are	the	only	two	things	worth	doing."
Here	he	got	a	pinch,	but	not	a	loving	one.
"If	 only	 one	 of	 us	 had	 a	 pocket,"	 Peter	 said,	 "we	 could	 carry	 her	 in	 it."

However,	 they	had	set	off	 in	such	a	hurry	 that	 there	was	not	a	pocket	between
the	four	of	them.
He	had	a	happy	idea.	John's	hat!
Tink	 agreed	 to	 travel	 by	 hat	 if	 it	 was	 carried	 in	 the	 hand.	 John	 carried	 it,

though	 she	 had	 hoped	 to	 be	 carried	 by	 Peter.	 Presently	 Wendy	 took	 the	 hat,



because	John	said	it	struck	against	his	knee	as	he	flew;	and	this,	as	we	shall	see,
led	to	mischief,	for	Tinker	Bell	hated	to	be	under	an	obligation	to	Wendy.
In	 the	 black	 topper	 the	 light	 was	 completely	 hidden,	 and	 they	 flew	 on	 in

silence.	It	was	the	stillest	silence	they	had	ever	known,	broken	once	by	a	distant
lapping,	 which	 Peter	 explained	 was	 the	 wild	 beasts	 drinking	 at	 the	 ford,	 and
again	 by	 a	 rasping	 sound	 that	might	 have	 been	 the	 branches	 of	 trees	 rubbing
together,	but	he	said	it	was	the	redskins	sharpening	their	knives.
Even	 these	 noises	 ceased.	 To	Michael	 the	 loneliness	was	 dreadful.	 "If	 only

something	would	make	a	sound!"	he	cried.
As	if	in	answer	to	his	request,	the	air	was	rent	by	the	most	tremendous	crash

he	had	ever	heard.	The	pirates	had	fired	Long	Tom	at	them.
The	 roar	 of	 it	 echoed	 through	 the	mountains,	 and	 the	 echoes	 seemed	 to	 cry

savagely,	"Where	are	they,	where	are	they,	where	are	they?"
Thus	sharply	did	the	terrified	three	learn	the	difference	between	an	island	of

make-believe	and	the	same	island	come	true.
When	 at	 last	 the	 heavens	 were	 steady	 again,	 John	 and	 Michael	 found

themselves	 alone	 in	 the	 darkness.	 John	was	 treading	 the	 air	mechanically,	 and
Michael	without	knowing	how	to	float	was	floating.
"Are	you	shot?"	John	whispered	tremulously.
"I	haven't	tried	[myself	out]	yet,"	Michael	whispered	back.
We	know	now	that	no	one	had	been	hit.	Peter,	however,	had	been	carried	by

the	wind	of	 the	 shot	 far	 out	 to	 sea,	while	Wendy	was	blown	upwards	with	no
companion	but	Tinker	Bell.
It	would	have	been	well	for	Wendy	if	at	that	moment	she	had	dropped	the	hat.
I	 don't	 know	whether	 the	 idea	 came	 suddenly	 to	 Tink,	 or	 whether	 she	 had

planned	it	on	the	way,	but	she	at	once	popped	out	of	 the	hat	and	began	to	lure
Wendy	to	her	destruction.
Tink	was	not	 all	 bad;	 or,	 rather,	 she	was	 all	 bad	 just	 now,	but,	 on	 the	other

hand,	 sometimes	 she	 was	 all	 good.	 Fairies	 have	 to	 be	 one	 thing	 or	 the	 other,
because	being	so	small	 they	unfortunately	have	 room	for	one	 feeling	only	at	a
time.	They	are,	however,	allowed	to	change,	only	it	must	be	a	complete	change.
At	present	she	was	full	of	jealousy	of	Wendy.	What	she	said	in	her	lovely	tinkle
Wendy	could	not	of	course	understand,	and	I	believe	some	of	it	was	bad	words,
but	 it	 sounded	kind,	 and	 she	 flew	back	 and	 forward,	 plainly	meaning	 "Follow
me,	and	all	will	be	well."
What	else	could	poor	Wendy	do?	She	called	to	Peter	and	John	and	Michael,

and	got	only	mocking	echoes	in	reply.	She	did	not	yet	know	that	Tink	hated	her
with	the	fierce	hatred	of	a	very	woman.	And	so,	bewildered,	and	now	staggering
in	her	flight,	she	followed	Tink	to	her	doom.



Chapter		5
THE	ISLAND	COME	TRUE
Feeling	that	Peter	was	on	his	way	back,	the	Neverland	had	again	woke	into	life.
We	 ought	 to	 use	 the	 pluperfect	 and	 say	wakened,	 but	woke	 is	 better	 and	was
always	used	by	Peter.
In	his	absence	things	are	usually	quiet	on	the	island.	The	fairies	take	an	hour

longer	in	the	morning,	the	beasts	attend	to	their	young,	the	redskins	feed	heavily
for	 six	days	 and	nights,	 and	when	pirates	 and	 lost	 boys	meet	 they	merely	bite
their	 thumbs	 at	 each	 other.	 But	with	 the	 coming	 of	 Peter,	who	 hates	 lethargy,
they	are	under	way	again:	if	you	put	your	ear	to	the	ground	now,	you	would	hear
the	whole	island	seething	with	life.
On	this	evening	the	chief	forces	of	 the	 island	were	disposed	as	follows.	The

lost	 boys	were	 out	 looking	 for	 Peter,	 the	 pirates	were	 out	 looking	 for	 the	 lost
boys,	 the	 redskins	 were	 out	 looking	 for	 the	 pirates,	 and	 the	 beasts	 were	 out
looking	for	the	redskins.	They	were	going	round	and	round	the	island,	but	they
did	not	meet	because	all	were	going	at	the	same	rate.
All	wanted	blood	except	the	boys,	who	liked	it	as	a	rule,	but	to-night	were	out

to	 greet	 their	 captain.	 The	 boys	 on	 the	 island	 vary,	 of	 course,	 in	 numbers,
according	as	 they	get	killed	and	so	on;	and	when	they	seem	to	be	growing	up,
which	is	against	the	rules,	Peter	thins	them	out;	but	at	this	time	there	were	six	of
them,	counting	the	twins	as	two.	Let	us	pretend	to	lie	here	among	the	sugar-cane
and	watch	them	as	they	steal	by	in	single	file,	each	with	his	hand	on	his	dagger.
They	are	 forbidden	by	Peter	 to	 look	 in	 the	 least	 like	him,	and	 they	wear	 the

skins	of	the	bears	slain	by	themselves,	in	which	they	are	so	round	and	furry	that
when	they	fall	they	roll.	They	have	therefore	become	very	sure-footed.
The	first	to	pass	is	Tootles,	not	the	least	brave	but	the	most	unfortunate	of	all

that	gallant	band.	He	had	been	in	fewer	adventures	than	any	of	them,	because	the
big	 things	constantly	happened	 just	when	he	had	 stepped	 round	 the	corner;	 all
would	be	quiet,	he	would	take	the	opportunity	of	going	off	to	gather	a	few	sticks
for	 firewood,	 and	 then	when	he	 returned	 the	others	would	be	 sweeping	up	 the
blood.	 This	 ill-luck	 had	 given	 a	 gentle	 melancholy	 to	 his	 countenance,	 but
instead	of	souring	his	nature	had	sweetened	it,	so	that	he	was	quite	the	humblest
of	the	boys.	Poor	kind	Tootles,	there	is	danger	in	the	air	for	you	to-night.	Take



care	lest	an	adventure	is	now	offered	you,	which,	if	accepted,	will	plunge	you	in
deepest	 woe.	 Tootles,	 the	 fairy	 Tink,	 who	 is	 bent	 on	 mischief	 this	 night	 is
looking	for	a	tool	[for	doing	her	mischief],	and	she	thinks	you	are	the	most	easily
tricked	of	the	boys.	'Ware	Tinker	Bell.
Would	that	he	could	hear	us,	but	we	are	not	really	on	the	island,	and	he	passes

by,	biting	his	knuckles.
Next	 comes	 Nibs,	 the	 gay	 and	 debonair,	 followed	 by	 Slightly,	 who	 cuts

whistles	out	of	the	trees	and	dances	ecstatically	to	his	own	tunes.	Slightly	is	the
most	conceited	of	the	boys.	He	thinks	he	remembers	the	days	before	he	was	lost,
with	 their	manners	 and	 customs,	 and	 this	 has	 given	 his	 nose	 an	 offensive	 tilt.
Curly	is	fourth;	he	is	a	pickle,	[a	person	who	gets	in	pickles-predicaments]	and
so	often	has	he	had	to	deliver	up	his	person	when	Peter	said	sternly,	"Stand	forth
the	 one	 who	 did	 this	 thing,"	 that	 now	 at	 the	 command	 he	 stands	 forth
automatically	whether	he	has	done	it	or	not.	Last	come	the	Twins,	who	cannot	be
described	because	we	should	be	sure	to	be	describing	the	wrong	one.	Peter	never
quite	knew	what	twins	were,	and	his	band	were	not	allowed	to	know	anything	he
did	not	know,	so	 these	 two	were	always	vague	about	 themselves,	and	did	 their
best	to	give	satisfaction	by	keeping	close	together	in	an	apologetic	sort	of	way.
The	 boys	 vanish	 in	 the	 gloom,	 and	 after	 a	 pause,	 but	 not	 a	 long	 pause,	 for

things	go	briskly	on	 the	 island,	 come	 the	pirates	 on	 their	 track.	We	hear	 them
before	they	are	seen,	and	it	is	always	the	same	dreadful	song:

"Avast	belay,	yo	ho,	heave	to,
A-pirating	we	go,
And	if	we're	parted	by	a	shot
We're	sure	to	meet	below!"

A	more	villainous-looking	lot	never	hung	in	a	row	on	Execution	dock.	Here,	a
little	in	advance,	ever	and	again	with	his	head	to	the	ground	listening,	his	great
arms	 bare,	 pieces	 of	 eight	 in	 his	 ears	 as	 ornaments,	 is	 the	 handsome	 Italian
Cecco,	who	cut	his	name	in	letters	of	blood	on	the	back	of	the	governor	of	the
prison	 at	 Gao.	 That	 gigantic	 black	 behind	 him	 has	 had	many	 names	 since	 he
dropped	 the	 one	 with	 which	 dusky	 mothers	 still	 terrify	 their	 children	 on	 the
banks	of	the	Guadjo-mo.	Here	is	Bill	Jukes,	every	inch	of	him	tattooed,	the	same
Bill	Jukes	who	got	six	dozen	on	the	WALRUS	from	Flint	before	he	would	drop
the	 bag	 of	moidores	 [Portuguese	 gold	 pieces];	 and	Cookson,	 said	 to	 be	Black
Murphy's	brother	(but	this	was	never	proved),	and	Gentleman	Starkey,	once	an
usher	 in	 a	 public	 school	 and	 still	 dainty	 in	 his	ways	 of	 killing;	 and	 Skylights
(Morgan's	 Skylights);	 and	 the	 Irish	 bo'sun	 Smee,	 an	 oddly	 genial	 man	 who



stabbed,	 so	 to	 speak,	 without	 offence,	 and	 was	 the	 only	 Non-conformist	 in
Hook's	 crew;	 and	Noodler,	 whose	 hands	were	 fixed	 on	 backwards;	 and	 Robt.
Mullins	and	Alf	Mason	and	many	another	ruffian	long	known	and	feared	on	the
Spanish	Main.
In	 the	midst	 of	 them,	 the	 blackest	 and	 largest	 in	 that	 dark	 setting,	 reclined

James	Hook,	or	as	he	wrote	himself,	 Jas.	Hook,	of	whom	it	 is	said	he	was	 the
only	man	that	the	Sea-Cook	feared.	He	lay	at	his	ease	in	a	rough	chariot	drawn
and	propelled	by	his	men,	and	instead	of	a	right	hand	he	had	the	iron	hook	with
which	 ever	 and	 anon	 he	 encouraged	 them	 to	 increase	 their	 pace.	As	 dogs	 this
terrible	man	treated	and	addressed	them,	and	as	dogs	they	obeyed	him.	In	person
he	was	cadaverous	[dead	looking]	and	blackavized	[dark	faced],	and	his	hair	was
dressed	 in	 long	 curls,	which	 at	 a	 little	 distance	 looked	 like	 black	 candles,	 and
gave	a	singularly	threatening	expression	to	his	handsome	countenance.	His	eyes
were	of	the	blue	of	the	forget-me-not,	and	of	a	profound	melancholy,	save	when
he	was	plunging	his	hook	into	you,	at	which	time	two	red	spots	appeared	in	them
and	lit	them	up	horribly.	In	manner,	something	of	the	grand	seigneur	still	clung
to	him,	so	that	he	even	ripped	you	up	with	an	air,	and	I	have	been	told	that	he
was	 a	 RACONTEUR	 [storyteller]	 of	 repute.	 He	was	 never	more	 sinister	 than
when	he	was	most	polite,	which	is	probably	the	truest	test	of	breeding;	and	the
elegance	of	his	diction,	even	when	he	was	swearing,	no	less	than	the	distinction
of	his	demeanour,	showed	him	one	of	a	different	cast	from	his	crew.	A	man	of
indomitable	courage,	it	was	said	that	the	only	thing	he	shied	at	was	the	sight	of
his	own	blood,	which	was	thick	and	of	an	unusual	colour.	In	dress	he	somewhat
aped	 the	 attire	 associated	with	 the	 name	of	Charles	 II,	 having	 heard	 it	 said	 in
some	earlier	period	of	his	 career	 that	he	bore	a	 strange	 resemblance	 to	 the	 ill-
fated	Stuarts;	 and	 in	 his	mouth	he	had	 a	 holder	 of	 his	 own	contrivance	which
enabled	him	to	smoke	two	cigars	at	once.	But	undoubtedly	the	grimmest	part	of
him	was	his	iron	claw.
Let	us	now	kill	a	pirate,	 to	show	Hook's	method.	Skylights	will	do.	As	 they

pass,	 Skylights	 lurches	 clumsily	 against	 him,	 ruffling	 his	 lace	 collar;	 the	 hook
shoots	 forth,	 there	 is	a	 tearing	sound	and	one	screech,	 then	 the	body	 is	kicked
aside,	and	the	pirates	pass	on.	He	has	not	even	taken	the	cigars	from	his	mouth.
Such	is	the	terrible	man	against	whom	Peter	Pan	is	pitted.	Which	will	win?
On	the	trail	of	the	pirates,	stealing	noiselessly	down	the	war-path,	which	is	not

visible	 to	 inexperienced	 eyes,	 come	 the	 redskins,	 every	 one	 of	 them	with	 his
eyes	 peeled.	They	 carry	 tomahawks	 and	knives,	 and	 their	 naked	bodies	 gleam
with	paint	and	oil.	Strung	around	them	are	scalps,	of	boys	as	well	as	of	pirates,
for	these	are	the	Piccaninny	tribe,	and	not	to	be	confused	with	the	softer-hearted
Delawares	or	the	Hurons.	In	the	van,	on	all	fours,	is	Great	Big	Little	Panther,	a



brave	of	so	many	scalps	 that	 in	his	present	position	they	somewhat	 impede	his
progress.	Bringing	 up	 the	 rear,	 the	 place	 of	 greatest	 danger,	 comes	Tiger	Lily,
proudly	 erect,	 a	 princess	 in	 her	 own	 right.	 She	 is	 the	most	 beautiful	 of	 dusky
Dianas	 [Diana	 =	 goddess	 of	 the	 woods]	 and	 the	 belle	 of	 the	 Piccaninnies,
coquettish	[flirting],	cold	and	amorous	[loving]	by	turns;	there	is	not	a	brave	who
would	not	 have	 the	wayward	 thing	 to	wife,	 but	 she	 staves	 off	 the	 altar	with	 a
hatchet.	Observe	how	 they	pass	over	 fallen	 twigs	without	making	 the	 slightest
noise.	The	only	sound	to	be	heard	is	their	somewhat	heavy	breathing.	The	fact	is
that	they	are	all	a	little	fat	just	now	after	the	heavy	gorging,	but	in	time	they	will
work	this	off.	For	the	moment,	however,	it	constitutes	their	chief	danger.
The	redskins	disappear	as	they	have	come	like	shadows,	and	soon	their	place

is	taken	by	the	beasts,	a	great	and	motley	procession:	lions,	tigers,	bears,	and	the
innumerable	smaller	savage	things	that	flee	from	them,	for	every	kind	of	beast,
and,	more	 particularly,	 all	 the	man-eaters,	 live	 cheek	 by	 jowl	 on	 the	 favoured
island.	Their	tongues	are	hanging	out,	they	are	hungry	to-night.
When	they	have	passed,	comes	the	last	figure	of	all,	a	gigantic	crocodile.	We

shall	see	for	whom	she	is	looking	presently.
The	crocodile	passes,	but	soon	the	boys	appear	again,	for	the	procession	must

continue	 indefinitely	 until	 one	 of	 the	 parties	 stops	 or	 changes	 its	 pace.	 Then
quickly	they	will	be	on	top	of	each	other.
All	 are	keeping	 a	 sharp	 look-out	 in	 front,	 but	 none	 suspects	 that	 the	danger

may	be	creeping	up	from	behind.	This	shows	how	real	the	island	was.
The	first	to	fall	out	of	the	moving	circle	was	the	boys.	They	flung	themselves

down	on	the	sward	[turf],	close	to	their	underground	home.
"I	do	wish	Peter	would	come	back,"	every	one	of	them	said	nervously,	though

in	height	and	still	more	in	breadth	they	were	all	larger	than	their	captain.
"I	am	the	only	one	who	is	not	afraid	of	the	pirates,"	Slightly	said,	in	the	tone

that	 prevented	 his	 being	 a	 general	 favourite;	 but	 perhaps	 some	 distant	 sound
disturbed	him,	for	he	added	hastily,	"but	I	wish	he	would	come	back,	and	tell	us
whether	he	has	heard	anything	more	about	Cinderella."
They	 talked	 of	 Cinderella,	 and	 Tootles	 was	 confident	 that	 his	 mother	 must

have	been	very	like	her.
It	was	 only	 in	Peter's	 absence	 that	 they	 could	 speak	of	mothers,	 the	 subject

being	forbidden	by	him	as	silly.
"All	I	remember	about	my	mother,"	Nibs	told	them,	"is	that	she	often	said	to

my	father,	'Oh,	how	I	wish	I	had	a	cheque-book	of	my	own!'	I	don't	know	what	a
cheque-book	is,	but	I	should	just	love	to	give	my	mother	one."
While	they	talked	they	heard	a	distant	sound.	You	or	I,	not	being	wild	things

of	the	woods,	would	have	heard	nothing,	but	they	heard	it,	and	it	was	the	grim



song:

"Yo	ho,	yo	ho,	the	pirate	life,
The	flag	o'	skull	and	bones,
A	merry	hour,	a	hempen	rope,
And	hey	for	Davy	Jones."

At	once	the	lost	boys—but	where	are	they?	They	are	no	longer	there.	Rabbits
could	not	have	disappeared	more	quickly.
I	will	 tell	 you	where	 they	 are.	With	 the	 exception	 of	Nibs,	who	 has	 darted

away	 to	 reconnoitre	 [look	 around],	 they	 are	 already	 in	 their	 home	 under	 the
ground,	a	very	delightful	residence	of	which	we	shall	see	a	good	deal	presently.
But	how	have	they	reached	it?	for	there	is	no	entrance	to	be	seen,	not	so	much	as
a	 large	 stone,	which	 if	 rolled	away,	would	disclose	 the	mouth	of	a	cave.	Look
closely,	however,	 and	you	may	note	 that	 there	are	here	 seven	 large	 trees,	 each
with	a	hole	in	its	hollow	trunk	as	large	as	a	boy.	These	are	the	seven	entrances	to
the	 home	 under	 the	 ground,	 for	which	Hook	 has	 been	 searching	 in	 vain	 these
many	moons.	Will	he	find	it	tonight?
As	 the	pirates	advanced,	 the	quick	eye	of	Starkey	sighted	Nibs	disappearing

through	 the	wood,	and	at	once	his	pistol	 flashed	out.	But	an	 iron	claw	gripped
his	shoulder.
"Captain,	let	go!"	he	cried,	writhing.
Now	for	the	first	time	we	hear	the	voice	of	Hook.	It	was	a	black	voice.	"Put

back	that	pistol	first,"	it	said	threateningly.
"It	was	one	of	those	boys	you	hate.	I	could	have	shot	him	dead."
"Ay,	and	the	sound	would	have	brought	Tiger	Lily's	redskins	upon	us.	Do	you

want	to	lose	your	scalp?"
"Shall	I	after	him,	Captain,"	asked	pathetic	Smee,	"and	tickle	him	with	Johnny

Corkscrew?"	 Smee	 had	 pleasant	 names	 for	 everything,	 and	 his	 cutlass	 was
Johnny	 Corkscrew,	 because	 he	 wiggled	 it	 in	 the	 wound.	 One	 could	 mention
many	lovable	traits	in	Smee.	For	instance,	after	killing,	it	was	his	spectacles	he
wiped	instead	of	his	weapon.
"Johnny's	a	silent	fellow,"	he	reminded	Hook.
"Not	now,	Smee,"	Hook	said	darkly.	"He	is	only	one,	and	I	want	to	mischief

all	the	seven.	Scatter	and	look	for	them."
The	pirates	disappeared	among	the	trees,	and	in	a	moment	 their	Captain	and

Smee	 were	 alone.	 Hook	 heaved	 a	 heavy	 sigh,	 and	 I	 know	 not	 why	 it	 was,
perhaps	 it	was	because	of	 the	 soft	 beauty	of	 the	 evening,	 but	 there	 came	over
him	a	desire	to	confide	to	his	faithful	bo'sun	the	story	of	his	life.	He	spoke	long



and	 earnestly,	 but	what	 it	was	 all	 about	 Smee,	who	was	 rather	 stupid,	 did	 not
know	in	the	least.
Anon	[later]	he	caught	the	word	Peter.
"Most	of	all,"	Hook	was	saying	passionately,	"I	want	their	captain,	Peter	Pan.

'Twas	 he	 cut	 off	my	 arm."	He	 brandished	 the	 hook	 threateningly.	 "I've	waited
long	to	shake	his	hand	with	this.	Oh,	I'll	tear	him!"
"And	 yet,"	 said	 Smee,	 "I	 have	 often	 heard	 you	 say	 that	 hook	 was	 worth	 a

score	of	hands,	for	combing	the	hair	and	other	homely	uses."
"Ay,"	 the	 captain	 answered,	 "if	 I	 was	 a	 mother	 I	 would	 pray	 to	 have	 my

children	born	with	this	instead	of	that,"	and	he	cast	a	look	of	pride	upon	his	iron
hand	and	one	of	scorn	upon	the	other.	Then	again	he	frowned.
"Peter	 flung	my	arm,"	he	 said,	wincing,	 "to	a	 crocodile	 that	happened	 to	be

passing	by."
"I	have	often,"	said	Smee,	"noticed	your	strange	dread	of	crocodiles."
"Not	 of	 crocodiles,"	 Hook	 corrected	 him,	 "but	 of	 that	 one	 crocodile."	 He

lowered	his	voice.	"It	liked	my	arm	so	much,	Smee,	that	it	has	followed	me	ever
since,	from	sea	to	sea	and	from	land	to	land,	licking	its	lips	for	the	rest	of	me."
"In	a	way,"	said	Smee,	"it's	sort	of	a	compliment."
"I	 want	 no	 such	 compliments,"	 Hook	 barked	 petulantly.	 "I	 want	 Peter	 Pan,

who	first	gave	the	brute	its	taste	for	me."
He	sat	down	on	a	large	mushroom,	and	now	there	was	a	quiver	in	his	voice.

"Smee,"	he	said	huskily,	"that	crocodile	would	have	had	me	before	this,	but	by	a
lucky	chance	it	swallowed	a	clock	which	goes	tick	tick	inside	it,	and	so	before	it
can	reach	me	I	hear	the	tick	and	bolt."	He	laughed,	but	in	a	hollow	way.
"Some	day,"	said	Smee,	"the	clock	will	run	down,	and	then	he'll	get	you."
Hook	wetted	his	dry	lips.	"Ay,"	he	said,	"that's	the	fear	that	haunts	me."
Since	sitting	down	he	had	felt	curiously	warm.	"Smee,"	he	said,	"this	seat	 is

hot."	He	jumped	up.	"Odds	bobs,	hammer	and	tongs	I'm	burning."
They	examined	the	mushroom,	which	was	of	a	size	and	solidity	unknown	on

the	mainland;	they	tried	to	pull	it	up,	and	it	came	away	at	once	in	their	hands,	for
it	had	no	root.	Stranger	still,	smoke	began	at	once	to	ascend.	The	pirates	looked
at	each	other.	"A	chimney!"	they	both	exclaimed.
They	had	indeed	discovered	the	chimney	of	the	home	under	the	ground.	It	was

the	 custom	of	 the	boys	 to	 stop	 it	with	 a	mushroom	when	enemies	were	 in	 the
neighbourhood.
Not	only	smoke	came	out	of	it.	There	came	also	children's	voices,	for	so	safe

did	the	boys	feel	in	their	hiding-place	that	they	were	gaily	chattering.	The	pirates
listened	grimly,	and	then	replaced	the	mushroom.	They	looked	around	them	and
noted	the	holes	in	the	seven	trees.



"Did	you	hear	them	say	Peter	Pan's	from	home?"	Smee	whispered,	fidgeting
with	Johnny	Corkscrew.
Hook	nodded.	He	stood	for	a	long	time	lost	in	thought,	and	at	last	a	curdling

smile	 lit	 up	his	 swarthy	 face.	Smee	had	been	waiting	 for	 it.	 "Unrip	your	plan,
captain,"	he	cried	eagerly.
"To	 return	 to	 the	 ship,"	Hook	 replied	 slowly	 through	his	 teeth,	 "and	 cook	 a

large	rich	cake	of	a	jolly	thickness	with	green	sugar	on	it.	There	can	be	but	one
room	below,	for	there	is	but	one	chimney.	The	silly	moles	had	not	the	sense	to
see	 that	 they	did	not	need	a	door	apiece.	That	shows	they	have	no	mother.	We
will	leave	the	cake	on	the	shore	of	the	Mermaids'	Lagoon.	These	boys	are	always
swimming	about	there,	playing	with	the	mermaids.	They	will	find	the	cake	and
they	 will	 gobble	 it	 up,	 because,	 having	 no	 mother,	 they	 don't	 know	 how
dangerous	'tis	to	eat	rich	damp	cake."	He	burst	into	laughter,	not	hollow	laughter
now,	but	honest	laughter.	"Aha,	they	will	die."
Smee	had	listened	with	growing	admiration.
"It's	 the	 wickedest,	 prettiest	 policy	 ever	 I	 heard	 of!"	 he	 cried,	 and	 in	 their

exultation	they	danced	and	sang:

"Avast,	belay,	when	I	appear,
By	fear	they're	overtook;
Nought's	left	upon	your	bones	when	you
Have	shaken	claws	with	Hook."

They	began	 the	verse,	but	 they	never	 finished	 it,	 for	another	sound	broke	 in
and	 stilled	 them.	 There	 was	 at	 first	 such	 a	 tiny	 sound	 that	 a	 leaf	 might	 have
fallen	on	it	and	smothered	it,	but	as	it	came	nearer	it	was	more	distinct.
Tick	tick	tick	tick!
Hook	stood	shuddering,	one	foot	in	the	air.
"The	crocodile!"	he	gasped,	and	bounded	away,	followed	by	his	bo'sun.
It	was	indeed	the	crocodile.	It	had	passed	the	redskins,	who	were	now	on	the

trail	of	the	other	pirates.	It	oozed	on	after	Hook.
Once	more	the	boys	emerged	into	the	open;	but	the	dangers	of	the	night	were

not	yet	over,	for	presently	Nibs	rushed	breathless	into	their	midst,	pursued	by	a
pack	 of	wolves.	 The	 tongues	 of	 the	 pursuers	were	 hanging	 out;	 the	 baying	 of
them	was	horrible.
"Save	me,	save	me!"	cried	Nibs,	falling	on	the	ground.
"But	what	can	we	do,	what	can	we	do?"
It	 was	 a	 high	 compliment	 to	 Peter	 that	 at	 that	 dire	 moment	 their	 thoughts

turned	to	him.



"What	would	Peter	do?"	they	cried	simultaneously.
Almost	in	the	same	breath	they	cried,	"Peter	would	look	at	them	through	his

legs."
And	then,	"Let	us	do	what	Peter	would	do."
It	 is	 quite	 the	most	 successful	way	 of	 defying	wolves,	 and	 as	 one	 boy	 they

bent	and	looked	through	their	legs.	The	next	moment	is	the	long	one,	but	victory
came	quickly,	 for	 as	 the	 boys	 advanced	 upon	 them	 in	 the	 terrible	 attitude,	 the
wolves	dropped	their	tails	and	fled.
Now	Nibs	rose	from	the	ground,	and	the	others	thought	that	his	staring	eyes

still	saw	the	wolves.	But	it	was	not	wolves	he	saw.
"I	 have	 seen	 a	 wonderfuller	 thing,"	 he	 cried,	 as	 they	 gathered	 round	 him

eagerly.	"A	great	white	bird.	It	is	flying	this	way."
"What	kind	of	a	bird,	do	you	think?"
"I	don't	know,"	Nibs	said,	awestruck,	"but	it	looks	so	weary,	and	as	it	flies	it

moans,	'Poor	Wendy,'"
"Poor	Wendy?"
"I	remember,"	said	Slightly	instantly,	"there	are	birds	called	Wendies."
"See,	it	comes!"	cried	Curly,	pointing	to	Wendy	in	the	heavens.
Wendy	was	now	almost	overhead,	and	they	could	hear	her	plaintive	cry.	But

more	distinct	came	the	shrill	voice	of	Tinker	Bell.	The	jealous	fairy	had	now	cast
off	all	disguise	of	friendship,	and	was	darting	at	her	victim	from	every	direction,
pinching	savagely	each	time	she	touched.
"Hullo,	Tink,"	cried	the	wondering	boys.
Tink's	reply	rang	out:	"Peter	wants	you	to	shoot	the	Wendy."
It	 was	 not	 in	 their	 nature	 to	 question	when	 Peter	 ordered.	 "Let	 us	 do	what

Peter	wishes!"	cried	the	simple	boys.	"Quick,	bows	and	arrows!"
All	but	Tootles	popped	down	their	 trees.	He	had	a	bow	and	arrow	with	him,

and	Tink	noted	it,	and	rubbed	her	little	hands.
"Quick,	Tootles,	quick,"	she	screamed.	"Peter	will	be	so	pleased."
Tootles	 excitedly	 fitted	 the	 arrow	 to	 his	 bow.	 "Out	 of	 the	 way,	 Tink,"	 he

shouted,	and	then	he	fired,	and	Wendy	fluttered	to	the	ground	with	an	arrow	in
her	breast.



Chapter		6
THE	LITTLE	HOUSE
Foolish	Tootles	was	standing	like	a	conqueror	over	Wendy's	body	when	the	other
boys	sprang,	armed,	from	their	trees.
"You	are	too	late,"	he	cried	proudly,	"I	have	shot	the	Wendy.	Peter	will	be	so

pleased	with	me."
Overhead	Tinker	Bell	shouted	"Silly	ass!"	and	darted	into	hiding.	The	others

did	not	hear	her.	They	had	crowded	round	Wendy,	and	as	they	looked	a	terrible
silence	 fell	 upon	 the	wood.	 If	Wendy's	 heart	 had	 been	 beating	 they	would	 all
have	heard	it.
Slightly	was	the	first	to	speak.	"This	is	no	bird,"	he	said	in	a	scared	voice.	"I

think	this	must	be	a	lady."
"A	lady?"	said	Tootles,	and	fell	a-trembling.
"And	we	have	killed	her,"	Nibs	said	hoarsely.
They	all	whipped	off	their	caps.
"Now	 I	 see,"	 Curly	 said:	 "Peter	was	 bringing	 her	 to	 us."	He	 threw	 himself

sorrowfully	on	the	ground.
"A	lady	to	take	care	of	us	at	last,"	said	one	of	the	twins,	"and	you	have	killed

her!"
They	were	sorry	for	him,	but	sorrier	for	themselves,	and	when	he	took	a	step

nearer	them	they	turned	from	him.
Tootles'	face	was	very	white,	but	there	was	a	dignity	about	him	now	that	had

never	been	there	before.
"I	did	 it,"	he	said,	 reflecting.	"When	ladies	used	 to	come	to	me	in	dreams,	 I

said,	'Pretty	mother,	pretty	mother.'	But	when	at	last	she	really	came,	I	shot	her."
He	moved	slowly	away.
"Don't	go,"	they	called	in	pity.
"I	must,"	he	answered,	shaking;	"I	am	so	afraid	of	Peter."
It	was	at	this	tragic	moment	that	they	heard	a	sound	which	made	the	heart	of

every	one	of	them	rise	to	his	mouth.	They	heard	Peter	crow.
"Peter!"	they	cried,	for	it	was	always	thus	that	he	signalled	his	return.
"Hide	her,"	 they	whispered,	and	gathered	hastily	around	Wendy.	But	Tootles

stood	aloof.



Again	came	that	ringing	crow,	and	Peter	dropped	in	front	of	them.	"Greetings,
boys,"	he	cried,	and	mechanically	they	saluted,	and	then	again	was	silence.
He	frowned.
"I	am	back,"	he	said	hotly,	"why	do	you	not	cheer?"
They	opened	their	mouths,	but	the	cheers	would	not	come.	He	overlooked	it	in

his	haste	to	tell	the	glorious	tidings.
"Great	news,	boys,"	he	cried,	"I	have	brought	at	last	a	mother	for	you	all."
Still	no	sound,	except	a	little	thud	from	Tootles	as	he	dropped	on	his	knees.
"Have	 you	 not	 seen	 her?"	 asked	 Peter,	 becoming	 troubled.	 "She	 flew	 this

way."
"Ah	me!"	once	voice	said,	and	another	said,	"Oh,	mournful	day."
Tootles	rose.	"Peter,"	he	said	quietly,	"I	will	show	her	to	you,"	and	when	the

others	would	still	have	hidden	her	he	said,	"Back,	twins,	let	Peter	see."
So	they	all	stood	back,	and	let	him	see,	and	after	he	had	looked	for	a	little	time

he	did	not	know	what	to	do	next.
"She	 is	 dead,"	 he	 said	 uncomfortably.	 "Perhaps	 she	 is	 frightened	 at	 being

dead."
He	thought	of	hopping	off	 in	a	comic	sort	of	way	till	he	was	out	of	sight	of

her,	and	then	never	going	near	the	spot	any	more.	They	would	all	have	been	glad
to	follow	if	he	had	done	this.
But	there	was	the	arrow.	He	took	it	from	her	heart	and	faced	his	band.
"Whose	arrow?"	he	demanded	sternly.
"Mine,	Peter,"	said	Tootles	on	his	knees.
"Oh,	dastard	hand,"	Peter	said,	and	he	raised	the	arrow	to	use	it	as	a	dagger.
Tootles	 did	 not	 flinch.	 He	 bared	 his	 breast.	 "Strike,	 Peter,"	 he	 said	 firmly,

"strike	true."
Twice	did	Peter	raise	the	arrow,	and	twice	did	his	hand	fall.	"I	cannot	strike,"

he	said	with	awe,	"there	is	something	stays	my	hand."
All	looked	at	him	in	wonder,	save	Nibs,	who	fortunately	looked	at	Wendy.
"It	is	she,"	he	cried,	"the	Wendy	lady,	see,	her	arm!"
Wonderful	to	relate	[tell],	Wendy	had	raised	her	arm.	Nibs	bent	over	her	and

listened	reverently.	"I	think	she	said,	'Poor	Tootles,'"	he	whispered.
"She	lives,"	Peter	said	briefly.
Slightly	cried	instantly,	"The	Wendy	lady	lives."
Then	Peter	knelt	beside	her	and	found	his	button.	You	remember	she	had	put	it

on	a	chain	that	she	wore	round	her	neck.
"See,"	he	said,	"the	arrow	struck	against	 this.	 It	 is	 the	kiss	I	gave	her.	 It	has

saved	her	life."
"I	 remember	 kisses,"	 Slightly	 interposed	 quickly,	 "let	me	 see	 it.	Ay,	 that's	 a



kiss."
Peter	did	not	hear	him.	He	was	begging	Wendy	to	get	better	quickly,	so	that	he

could	show	her	the	mermaids.	Of	course	she	could	not	answer	yet,	being	still	in
a	frightful	faint;	but	from	overhead	came	a	wailing	note.
"Listen	to	Tink,"	said	Curly,	"she	is	crying	because	the	Wendy	lives."
Then	 they	had	 to	 tell	Peter	of	Tink's	 crime,	 and	almost	never	had	 they	 seen

him	look	so	stern.
"Listen,	Tinker	Bell,"	he	cried,	"I	am	your	friend	no	more.	Begone	from	me

for	ever."
She	 flew	 on	 to	 his	 shoulder	 and	 pleaded,	 but	 he	 brushed	 her	 off.	 Not	 until

Wendy	again	raised	her	arm	did	he	relent	sufficiently	to	say,	"Well,	not	for	ever,
but	for	a	whole	week."
Do	you	think	Tinker	Bell	was	grateful	to	Wendy	for	raising	her	arm?	Oh	dear

no,	 never	wanted	 to	 pinch	 her	 so	much.	 Fairies	 indeed	 are	 strange,	 and	 Peter,
who	understood	them	best,	often	cuffed	[slapped]	them.
But	what	to	do	with	Wendy	in	her	present	delicate	state	of	health?
"Let	us	carry	her	down	into	the	house,"	Curly	suggested.
"Ay,"	said	Slightly,	"that	is	what	one	does	with	ladies."
"No,	 no,"	 Peter	 said,	 "you	must	 not	 touch	 her.	 It	 would	 not	 be	 sufficiently

respectful."
"That,"	said	Slightly,	"is	what	I	was	thinking."
"But	if	she	lies	there,"	Tootles	said,	"she	will	die."
"Ay,	she	will	die,"	Slightly	admitted,	"but	there	is	no	way	out."
"Yes,	there	is,"	cried	Peter.	"Let	us	build	a	little	house	round	her."
They	were	all	delighted.	"Quick,"	he	ordered	them,	"bring	me	each	of	you	the

best	of	what	we	have.	Gut	our	house.	Be	sharp."
In	 a	moment	 they	were	 as	busy	 as	 tailors	 the	night	before	 a	wedding.	They

skurried	 this	way	and	 that,	down	for	bedding,	up	 for	 firewood,	and	while	 they
were	at	it,	who	should	appear	but	John	and	Michael.	As	they	dragged	along	the
ground	they	fell	asleep	standing,	stopped,	woke	up,	moved	another	step	and	slept
again.
"John,	 John,"	 Michael	 would	 cry,	 "wake	 up!	 Where	 is	 Nana,	 John,	 and

mother?"
And	then	John	would	rub	his	eyes	and	mutter,	"It	is	true,	we	did	fly."
You	may	be	sure	they	were	very	relieved	to	find	Peter.
"Hullo,	Peter,"	they	said.
"Hullo,"	replied	Peter	amicably,	 though	he	had	quite	forgotten	them.	He	was

very	 busy	 at	 the	 moment	 measuring	Wendy	 with	 his	 feet	 to	 see	 how	 large	 a
house	she	would	need.	Of	course	he	meant	to	leave	room	for	chairs	and	a	table.



John	and	Michael	watched	him.
"Is	Wendy	asleep?"	they	asked.
"Yes."
"John,"	Michael	 proposed,	 "let	 us	wake	 her	 and	 get	 her	 to	make	 supper	 for

us,"	but	as	he	said	it	some	of	the	other	boys	rushed	on	carrying	branches	for	the
building	of	the	house.	"Look	at	them!"	he	cried.
"Curly,"	said	Peter	in	his	most	captainy	voice,	"see	that	these	boys	help	in	the

building	of	the	house."
"Ay,	ay,	sir."
"Build	a	house?"	exclaimed	John.
"For	the	Wendy,"	said	Curly.
"For	Wendy?"	John	said,	aghast.	"Why,	she	is	only	a	girl!"
"That,"	explained	Curly,	"is	why	we	are	her	servants."
"You?	Wendy's	servants!"
"Yes,"	said	Peter,	"and	you	also.	Away	with	them."
The	 astounded	 brothers	 were	 dragged	 away	 to	 hack	 and	 hew	 and	 carry.

"Chairs	 and	 a	 fender	 [fireplace]	 first,"	 Peter	 ordered.	 "Then	 we	 shall	 build	 a
house	round	them."
"Ay,"	said	Slightly,	"that	is	how	a	house	is	built;	it	all	comes	back	to	me."
Peter	thought	of	everything.	"Slightly,"	he	cried,	"fetch	a	doctor."
"Ay,	ay,"	 said	Slightly	at	once,	and	disappeared,	 scratching	his	head.	But	he

knew	Peter	must	 be	obeyed,	 and	he	 returned	 in	 a	moment,	wearing	 John's	 hat
and	looking	solemn.
"Please,	sir,"	said	Peter,	going	to	him,	"are	you	a	doctor?"
The	difference	between	him	and	 the	other	boys	at	such	a	 time	was	 that	 they

knew	it	was	make-believe,	while	to	him	make-believe	and	true	were	exactly	the
same	 thing.	This	 sometimes	 troubled	 them,	 as	when	 they	had	 to	make-believe
that	they	had	had	their	dinners.
If	they	broke	down	in	their	make-believe	he	rapped	them	on	the	knuckles.
"Yes,	my	little	man,"	Slightly	anxiously	replied,	who	had	chapped	knuckles.
"Please,	sir,"	Peter	explained,	"a	lady	lies	very	ill."
She	was	lying	at	their	feet,	but	Slightly	had	the	sense	not	to	see	her.
"Tut,	tut,	tut,"	he	said,	"where	does	she	lie?"
"In	yonder	glade."
"I	will	put	a	glass	thing	in	her	mouth,"	said	Slightly,	and	he	made-believe	to

do	 it,	while	Peter	waited.	 It	was	an	anxious	moment	when	 the	glass	 thing	was
withdrawn.
"How	is	she?"	inquired	Peter.
"Tut,	tut,	tut,"	said	Slightly,	"this	has	cured	her."



"I	am	glad!"	Peter	cried.
"I	will	call	again	in	the	evening,"	Slightly	said;	"give	her	beef	tea	out	of	a	cup

with	a	spout	to	it;"	but	after	he	had	returned	the	hat	to	John	he	blew	big	breaths,
which	was	his	habit	on	escaping	from	a	difficulty.
In	 the	 meantime	 the	 wood	 had	 been	 alive	 with	 the	 sound	 of	 axes;	 almost

everything	needed	for	a	cosy	dwelling	already	lay	at	Wendy's	feet.
"If	only	we	knew,"	said	one,	"the	kind	of	house	she	likes	best."
"Peter,"	shouted	another,	"she	is	moving	in	her	sleep."
"Her	mouth	opens,"	cried	a	third,	looking	respectfully	into	it.	"Oh,	lovely!"
"Perhaps	she	is	going	to	sing	in	her	sleep,"	said	Peter.	"Wendy,	sing	the	kind

of	house	you	would	like	to	have."
Immediately,	without	opening	her	eyes,	Wendy	began	to	sing:

"I	wish	I	had	a	pretty	house,
The	littlest	ever	seen,
With	funny	little	red	walls
And	roof	of	mossy	green."

They	gurgled	with	joy	at	this,	for	by	the	greatest	good	luck	the	branches	they
had	 brought	 were	 sticky	 with	 red	 sap,	 and	 all	 the	 ground	 was	 carpeted	 with
moss.	As	they	rattled	up	the	little	house	they	broke	into	song	themselves:

"We've	built	the	little	walls	and	roof
And	made	a	lovely	door,
So	tell	us,	mother	Wendy,
What	are	you	wanting	more?"

To	this	she	answered	greedily:

"Oh,	really	next	I	think	I'll	have
Gay	windows	all	about,
With	roses	peeping	in,	you	know,
And	babies	peeping	out."

With	a	blow	of	their	fists	 they	made	windows,	and	large	yellow	leaves	were
the	blinds.	But	roses—?
"Roses,"	cried	Peter	sternly.
Quickly	they	made-believe	to	grow	the	loveliest	roses	up	the	walls.
Babies?



To	prevent	Peter	ordering	babies	they	hurried	into	song	again:

"We've	made	the	roses	peeping	out,
The	babes	are	at	the	door,
We	cannot	make	ourselves,	you	know,
'cos	we've	been	made	before."

Peter,	seeing	this	to	be	a	good	idea,	at	once	pretended	that	it	was	his	own.	The
house	was	quite	beautiful,	and	no	doubt	Wendy	was	very	cosy	within,	though,	of
course,	 they	 could	 no	 longer	 see	 her.	 Peter	 strode	 up	 and	 down,	 ordering
finishing	 touches.	 Nothing	 escaped	 his	 eagle	 eyes.	 Just	 when	 it	 seemed
absolutely	finished:
"There's	no	knocker	on	the	door,"	he	said.
They	were	very	ashamed,	but	Tootles	gave	the	sole	of	his	shoe,	and	it	made	an

excellent	knocker.
Absolutely	finished	now,	they	thought.
Not	of	bit	of	it.	"There's	no	chimney,"	Peter	said;	"we	must	have	a	chimney."
"It	certainly	does	need	a	chimney,"	said	John	importantly.	This	gave	Peter	an

idea.	He	snatched	the	hat	off	John's	head,	knocked	out	the	bottom	[top],	and	put
the	 hat	 on	 the	 roof.	 The	 little	 house	 was	 so	 pleased	 to	 have	 such	 a	 capital
chimney	that,	as	if	 to	say	thank	you,	smoke	immediately	began	to	come	out	of
the	hat.
Now	really	and	truly	it	was	finished.	Nothing	remained	to	do	but	to	knock.
"All	 look	 your	 best,"	 Peter	 warned	 them;	 "first	 impressions	 are	 awfully

important."
He	was	glad	no	one	asked	him	what	 first	 impressions	are;	 they	were	all	 too

busy	looking	their	best.
He	 knocked	 politely,	 and	 now	 the	 wood	 was	 as	 still	 as	 the	 children,	 not	 a

sound	to	be	heard	except	from	Tinker	Bell,	who	was	watching	from	a	branch	and
openly	sneering.
What	 the	boys	were	wondering	was,	would	any	one	answer	 the	knock?	 If	 a

lady,	what	would	she	be	like?
The	door	opened	and	a	 lady	came	out.	 It	was	Wendy.	They	all	whipped	off

their	hats.
She	 looked	 properly	 surprised,	 and	 this	 was	 just	 how	 they	 had	 hoped	 she

would	look.
"Where	am	I?"	she	said.
Of	 course	 Slightly	 was	 the	 first	 to	 get	 his	 word	 in.	 "Wendy	 lady,"	 he	 said

rapidly,	"for	you	we	built	this	house."



"Oh,	say	you're	pleased,"	cried	Nibs.
"Lovely,	darling	house,"	Wendy	said,	and	they	were	the	very	words	they	had

hoped	she	would	say.
"And	we	are	your	children,"	cried	the	twins.
Then	all	went	on	their	knees,	and	holding	out	their	arms	cried,	"O	Wendy	lady,

be	our	mother."
"Ought	I?"	Wendy	said,	all	shining.	"Of	course	it's	frightfully	fascinating,	but

you	see	I	am	only	a	little	girl.	I	have	no	real	experience."
"That	doesn't	matter,"	 said	Peter,	 as	 if	 he	were	 the	only	person	present	who

knew	all	about	it,	though	he	was	really	the	one	who	knew	least.	"What	we	need
is	just	a	nice	motherly	person."
"Oh	dear!"	Wendy	said,	"you	see,	I	feel	that	is	exactly	what	I	am."
"It	is,	it	is,"	they	all	cried;	"we	saw	it	at	once."
"Very	well,"	she	said,	"I	will	do	my	best.	Come	inside	at	once,	you	naughty

children;	I	am	sure	your	feet	are	damp.	And	before	I	put	you	to	bed	I	have	just
time	to	finish	the	story	of	Cinderella."
In	they	went;	I	don't	know	how	there	was	room	for	them,	but	you	can	squeeze

very	tight	in	the	Neverland.	And	that	was	the	first	of	the	many	joyous	evenings
they	had	with	Wendy.	By	and	by	she	tucked	them	up	in	the	great	bed	in	the	home
under	the	trees,	but	she	herself	slept	that	night	in	the	little	house,	and	Peter	kept
watch	 outside	with	 drawn	 sword,	 for	 the	 pirates	 could	 be	 heard	 carousing	 far
away	and	the	wolves	were	on	the	prowl.	The	little	house	looked	so	cosy	and	safe
in	the	darkness,	with	a	bright	light	showing	through	its	blinds,	and	the	chimney
smoking	beautifully,	and	Peter	standing	on	guard.	After	a	time	he	fell	asleep,	and
some	unsteady	fairies	had	 to	climb	over	him	on	 their	way	home	from	an	orgy.
Any	 of	 the	 other	 boys	 obstructing	 the	 fairy	 path	 at	 night	 they	 would	 have
mischiefed,	but	they	just	tweaked	Peter's	nose	and	passed	on.



Chapter		7
THE	HOME	UNDER	THE	GROUND
One	of	the	first	things	Peter	did	next	day	was	to	measure	Wendy	and	John	and
Michael	 for	 hollow	 trees.	 Hook,	 you	 remember,	 had	 sneered	 at	 the	 boys	 for
thinking	they	needed	a	tree	apiece,	but	 this	was	ignorance,	for	unless	your	tree
fitted	you	it	was	difficult	to	go	up	and	down,	and	no	two	of	the	boys	were	quite
the	same	size.	Once	you	fitted,	you	drew	in	[let	out]	your	breath	at	the	top,	and
down	you	went	at	exactly	 the	right	speed,	while	 to	ascend	you	drew	in	and	let
out	 alternately,	 and	 so	 wriggled	 up.	 Of	 course,	 when	 you	 have	 mastered	 the
action	you	are	able	to	do	these	things	without	thinking	of	them,	and	nothing	can
be	more	graceful.
But	you	simply	must	fit,	and	Peter	measures	you	for	your	tree	as	carefully	as

for	 a	 suit	 of	 clothes:	 the	 only	 difference	 being	 that	 the	 clothes	 are	made	 to	 fit
you,	while	you	have	to	be	made	to	fit	the	tree.	Usually	it	is	done	quite	easily,	as
by	 your	 wearing	 too	 many	 garments	 or	 too	 few,	 but	 if	 you	 are	 bumpy	 in
awkward	 places	 or	 the	 only	 available	 tree	 is	 an	 odd	 shape,	 Peter	 does	 some
things	to	you,	and	after	that	you	fit.	Once	you	fit,	great	care	must	be	taken	to	go
on	 fitting,	 and	 this,	 as	Wendy	 was	 to	 discover	 to	 her	 delight,	 keeps	 a	 whole
family	in	perfect	condition.
Wendy	and	Michael	fitted	their	trees	at	the	first	try,	but	John	had	to	be	altered

a	little.
After	a	few	days'	practice	they	could	go	up	and	down	as	gaily	as	buckets	in	a

well.	 And	 how	 ardently	 they	 grew	 to	 love	 their	 home	 under	 the	 ground;
especially	Wendy.	It	consisted	of	one	large	room,	as	all	houses	should	do,	with	a
floor	in	which	you	could	dig	[for	worms]	if	you	wanted	to	go	fishing,	and	in	this
floor	grew	stout	mushrooms	of	a	charming	colour,	which	were	used	as	stools.	A
Never	tree	tried	hard	to	grow	in	the	centre	of	the	room,	but	every	morning	they
sawed	 the	 trunk	 through,	 level	with	 the	 floor.	By	 tea-time	 it	was	always	about
two	feet	high,	and	then	they	put	a	door	on	top	of	it,	the	whole	thus	becoming	a
table;	 as	 soon	 as	 they	 cleared	 away,	 they	 sawed	 off	 the	 trunk	 again,	 and	 thus
there	was	more	 room	 to	 play.	 There	was	 an	 enormous	 fireplace	which	was	 in
almost	any	part	of	the	room	where	you	cared	to	light	it,	and	across	this	Wendy
stretched	strings,	made	of	fibre,	from	which	she	suspended	her	washing.	The	bed



was	tilted	against	the	wall	by	day,	and	let	down	at	6:30,	when	it	filled	nearly	half
the	room;	and	all	the	boys	slept	in	it,	except	Michael,	lying	like	sardines	in	a	tin.
There	was	a	strict	rule	against	turning	round	until	one	gave	the	signal,	when	all
turned	 at	 once.	 Michael	 should	 have	 used	 it	 also,	 but	 Wendy	 would	 have
[desired]	a	baby,	and	he	was	the	littlest,	and	you	know	what	women	are,	and	the
short	and	long	of	it	is	that	he	was	hung	up	in	a	basket.
It	was	rough	and	simple,	and	not	unlike	what	baby	bears	would	have	made	of

an	underground	house	in	the	same	circumstances.	But	there	was	one	recess	in	the
wall,	no	larger	than	a	bird-cage,	which	was	the	private	apartment	of	Tinker	Bell.
It	could	be	shut	off	from	the	rest	of	the	house	by	a	tiny	curtain,	which	Tink,	who
was	 most	 fastidious	 [particular],	 always	 kept	 drawn	 when	 dressing	 or
undressing.	No	woman,	however	large,	could	have	had	a	more	exquisite	boudoir
[dressing	room]	and	bed-chamber	combined.	The	couch,	as	she	always	called	it,
was	 a	 genuine	 Queen	 Mab,	 with	 club	 legs;	 and	 she	 varied	 the	 bedspreads
according	to	what	fruit-blossom	was	in	season.	Her	mirror	was	a	Puss-in-Boots,
of	 which	 there	 are	 now	 only	 three,	 unchipped,	 known	 to	 fairy	 dealers;	 the
washstand	 was	 Pie-crust	 and	 reversible,	 the	 chest	 of	 drawers	 an	 authentic
Charming	 the	 Sixth,	 and	 the	 carpet	 and	 rugs	 the	 best	 (the	 early)	 period	 of
Margery	and	Robin.	There	was	a	chandelier	from	Tiddlywinks	for	the	look	of	the
thing,	but	of	course	she	lit	the	residence	herself.	Tink	was	very	contemptuous	of
the	rest	of	the	house,	as	indeed	was	perhaps	inevitable,	and	her	chamber,	though
beautiful,	looked	rather	conceited,	having	the	appearance	of	a	nose	permanently
turned	up.
I	suppose	it	was	all	especially	entrancing	to	Wendy,	because	those	rampagious

boys	 of	 hers	 gave	 her	 so	 much	 to	 do.	 Really	 there	 were	 whole	 weeks	 when,
except	perhaps	with	a	stocking	in	the	evening,	she	was	never	above	ground.	The
cooking,	I	can	tell	you,	kept	her	nose	to	the	pot,	and	even	if	there	was	nothing	in
it,	even	if	there	was	no	pot,	she	had	to	keep	watching	that	it	came	aboil	just	the
same.	 You	 never	 exactly	 knew	 whether	 there	 would	 be	 a	 real	 meal	 or	 just	 a
make-believe,	 it	 all	 depended	upon	Peter's	whim:	he	 could	 eat,	 really	 eat,	 if	 it
was	part	of	a	game,	but	he	could	not	 stodge	 [cram	down	 the	 food]	 just	 to	 feel
stodgy	[stuffed	with	food],	which	is	what	most	children	like	better	than	anything
else;	the	next	best	thing	being	to	talk	about	it.	Make-believe	was	so	real	to	him
that	 during	 a	meal	 of	 it	 you	 could	 see	 him	 getting	 rounder.	 Of	 course	 it	 was
trying,	but	you	simply	had	to	follow	his	lead,	and	if	you	could	prove	to	him	that
you	were	getting	loose	for	your	tree	he	let	you	stodge.
Wendy's	favourite	time	for	sewing	and	darning	was	after	they	had	all	gone	to

bed.	 Then,	 as	 she	 expressed	 it,	 she	 had	 a	 breathing	 time	 for	 herself;	 and	 she
occupied	 it	 in	making	 new	 things	 for	 them,	 and	 putting	 double	 pieces	 on	 the



knees,	for	they	were	all	most	frightfully	hard	on	their	knees.
When	she	sat	down	to	a	basketful	of	their	stockings,	every	heel	with	a	hole	in

it,	 she	would	 fling	up	her	 arms	and	exclaim,	 "Oh	dear,	 I	 am	sure	 I	 sometimes
think	spinsters	are	to	be	envied!"
Her	face	beamed	when	she	exclaimed	this.
You	remember	about	her	pet	wolf.	Well,	it	very	soon	discovered	that	she	had

come	to	the	island	and	it	found	her	out,	and	they	just	ran	into	each	other's	arms.
After	that	it	followed	her	about	everywhere.
As	 time	wore	on	did	 she	 think	much	about	 the	beloved	parents	 she	had	 left

behind	her?	This	is	a	difficult	question,	because	it	is	quite	impossible	to	say	how
time	does	wear	on	in	the	Neverland,	where	it	is	calculated	by	moons	and	suns,
and	there	are	ever	so	many	more	of	them	than	on	the	mainland.	But	I	am	afraid
that	Wendy	did	not	really	worry	about	her	father	and	mother;	she	was	absolutely
confident	that	they	would	always	keep	the	window	open	for	her	to	fly	back	by,
and	this	gave	her	complete	ease	of	mind.	What	did	disturb	her	at	times	was	that
John	remembered	his	parents	vaguely	only,	as	people	he	had	once	known,	while
Michael	was	quite	willing	to	believe	that	she	was	really	his	mother.	These	things
scared	her	a	little,	and	nobly	anxious	to	do	her	duty,	she	tried	to	fix	the	old	life	in
their	minds	by	setting	them	examination	papers	on	it,	as	 like	as	possible	to	the
ones	she	used	 to	do	at	 school.	The	other	boys	 thought	 this	awfully	 interesting,
and	insisted	on	joining,	and	they	made	slates	for	 themselves,	and	sat	round	the
table,	writing	and	thinking	hard	about	the	questions	she	had	written	on	another
slate	and	passed	round.	They	were	the	most	ordinary	questions—"What	was	the
colour	 of	 Mother's	 eyes?	 Which	 was	 taller,	 Father	 or	 Mother?	 Was	 Mother
blonde	or	brunette?	Answer	all	three	questions	if	possible."	"(A)	Write	an	essay
of	not	less	than	40	words	on	How	I	spent	my	last	Holidays,	or	The	Characters	of
Father	 and	 Mother	 compared.	 Only	 one	 of	 these	 to	 be	 attempted."	 Or	 "(1)
Describe	 Mother's	 laugh;	 (2)	 Describe	 Father's	 laugh;	 (3)	 Describe	 Mother's
Party	Dress;	(4)	Describe	the	Kennel	and	its	Inmate."
They	were	just	everyday	questions	like	these,	and	when	you	could	not	answer

them	you	were	told	to	make	a	cross;	and	it	was	really	dreadful	what	a	number	of
crosses	even	John	made.	Of	course	the	only	boy	who	replied	to	every	question
was	Slightly,	and	no	one	could	have	been	more	hopeful	of	coming	out	first,	but
his	answers	were	perfectly	ridiculous,	and	he	really	came	out	last:	a	melancholy
thing.
Peter	did	not	compete.	For	one	 thing	he	despised	all	mothers	except	Wendy,

and	for	another	he	was	 the	only	boy	on	the	 island	who	could	neither	write	nor
spell;	not	the	smallest	word.	He	was	above	all	that	sort	of	thing.
By	 the	way,	 the	 questions	were	 all	written	 in	 the	 past	 tense.	What	was	 the



colour	of	Mother's	eyes,	and	so	on.	Wendy,	you	see,	had	been	forgetting,	too.
Adventures,	 of	 course,	 as	we	 shall	 see,	were	 of	 daily	 occurrence;	 but	 about

this	 time	 Peter	 invented,	 with	Wendy's	 help,	 a	 new	 game	 that	 fascinated	 him
enormously,	 until	 he	 suddenly	 had	 no	more	 interest	 in	 it,	 which,	 as	 you	 have
been	told,	was	what	always	happened	with	his	games.	It	consisted	in	pretending
not	 to	 have	 adventures,	 in	 doing	 the	 sort	 of	 thing	 John	 and	Michael	 had	 been
doing	all	their	lives,	sitting	on	stools	flinging	balls	in	the	air,	pushing	each	other,
going	out	for	walks	and	coming	back	without	having	killed	so	much	as	a	grizzly.
To	 see	 Peter	 doing	 nothing	 on	 a	 stool	 was	 a	 great	 sight;	 he	 could	 not	 help
looking	solemn	at	such	times,	to	sit	still	seemed	to	him	such	a	comic	thing	to	do.
He	boasted	that	he	had	gone	walking	for	the	good	of	his	health.	For	several	suns
these	were	the	most	novel	of	all	adventures	to	him;	and	John	and	Michael	had	to
pretend	to	be	delighted	also;	otherwise	he	would	have	treated	them	severely.
He	often	went	out	alone,	and	when	he	came	back	you	were	never	absolutely

certain	whether	he	had	had	an	adventure	or	not.	He	might	have	 forgotten	 it	 so
completely	that	he	said	nothing	about	it;	and	then	when	you	went	out	you	found
the	body;	and,	on	the	other	hand,	he	might	say	a	great	deal	about	it,	and	yet	you
could	not	find	the	body.	Sometimes	he	came	home	with	his	head	bandaged,	and
then	Wendy	cooed	over	him	and	bathed	 it	 in	 lukewarm	water,	while	he	 told	 a
dazzling	 tale.	 But	 she	was	 never	 quite	 sure,	 you	 know.	 There	were,	 however,
many	 adventures	which	 she	knew	 to	 be	 true	 because	 she	was	 in	 them	herself,
and	there	were	still	more	that	were	at	least	partly	true,	for	the	other	boys	were	in
them	and	said	they	were	wholly	true.	To	describe	them	all	would	require	a	book
as	large	as	an	English-Latin,	Latin-English	Dictionary,	and	the	most	we	can	do	is
to	 give	 one	 as	 a	 specimen	 of	 an	 average	 hour	 on	 the	 island.	 The	 difficulty	 is
which	 one	 to	 choose.	 Should	 we	 take	 the	 brush	 with	 the	 redskins	 at	 Slightly
Gulch?	 It	 was	 a	 sanguinary	 [cheerful]	 affair,	 and	 especially	 interesting	 as
showing	one	of	Peter's	peculiarities,	which	was	that	in	the	middle	of	a	fight	he
would	 suddenly	 change	 sides.	 At	 the	 Gulch,	 when	 victory	 was	 still	 in	 the
balance,	 sometimes	 leaning	 this	 way	 and	 sometimes	 that,	 he	 called	 out,	 "I'm
redskin	 to-day;	what	are	you,	Tootles?"	And	Tootles	answered,	"Redskin;	what
are	you,	Nibs?"	and	Nibs	said,	 "Redskin;	what	are	you	Twin?"	and	so	on;	and
they	were	all	redskins;	and	of	course	this	would	have	ended	the	fight	had	not	the
real	redskins	fascinated	by	Peter's	methods,	agreed	to	be	lost	boys	for	that	once,
and	so	at	it	they	all	went	again,	more	fiercely	than	ever.
The	extraordinary	upshot	of	this	adventure	was—but	we	have	not	decided	yet

that	 this	 is	 the	 adventure	we	are	 to	narrate.	Perhaps	 a	better	one	would	be	 the
night	attack	by	the	redskins	on	the	house	under	the	ground,	when	several	of	them
stuck	 in	 the	hollow	trees	and	had	 to	be	pulled	out	 like	corks.	Or	we	might	 tell



how	Peter	saved	Tiger	Lily's	life	in	the	Mermaids'	Lagoon,	and	so	made	her	his
ally.
Or	we	could	tell	of	that	cake	the	pirates	cooked	so	that	the	boys	might	eat	it

and	perish;	and	how	they	placed	it	in	one	cunning	spot	after	another;	but	always
Wendy	 snatched	 it	 from	 the	 hands	 of	 her	 children,	 so	 that	 in	 time	 it	 lost	 its
succulence,	and	became	as	hard	as	a	stone,	and	was	used	as	a	missile,	and	Hook
fell	over	it	in	the	dark.
Or	 suppose	we	 tell	 of	 the	 birds	 that	were	Peter's	 friends,	 particularly	 of	 the

Never	bird	that	built	in	a	tree	overhanging	the	lagoon,	and	how	the	nest	fell	into
the	water,	and	still	the	bird	sat	on	her	eggs,	and	Peter	gave	orders	that	she	was
not	to	be	disturbed.	That	is	a	pretty	story,	and	the	end	shows	how	grateful	a	bird
can	 be;	 but	 if	we	 tell	 it	we	must	 also	 tell	 the	whole	 adventure	 of	 the	 lagoon,
which	would	of	course	be	telling	two	adventures	rather	than	just	one.	A	shorter
adventure,	 and	 quite	 as	 exciting,	 was	 Tinker	 Bell's	 attempt,	 with	 the	 help	 of
some	street	fairies,	to	have	the	sleeping	Wendy	conveyed	on	a	great	floating	leaf
to	the	mainland.	Fortunately	the	leaf	gave	way	and	Wendy	woke,	thinking	it	was
bath-time,	 and	 swam	 back.	Or	 again,	we	might	 choose	 Peter's	 defiance	 of	 the
lions,	when	he	drew	a	circle	round	him	on	the	ground	with	an	arrow	and	dared
them	to	cross	it;	and	though	he	waited	for	hours,	with	the	other	boys	and	Wendy
looking	 on	 breathlessly	 from	 trees,	 not	 one	 of	 them	 dared	 to	 accept	 his
challenge.
Which	of	these	adventures	shall	we	choose?	The	best	way	will	be	to	toss	for

it.
I	have	tossed,	and	the	lagoon	has	won.	This	almost	makes	one	wish	that	 the

gulch	or	the	cake	or	Tink's	leaf	had	won.	Of	course	I	could	do	it	again,	and	make
it	best	out	of	three;	however,	perhaps	fairest	to	stick	to	the	lagoon.



Chapter		8
THE	MERMAIDS'	LAGOON
If	you	shut	your	eyes	and	are	a	lucky	one,	you	may	see	at	times	a	shapeless	pool
of	lovely	pale	colours	suspended	in	the	darkness;	then	if	you	squeeze	your	eyes
tighter,	the	pool	begins	to	take	shape,	and	the	colours	become	so	vivid	that	with
another	squeeze	they	must	go	on	fire.	But	just	before	they	go	on	fire	you	see	the
lagoon.	This	is	the	nearest	you	ever	get	to	it	on	the	mainland,	just	one	heavenly
moment;	 if	 there	 could	 be	 two	moments	 you	might	 see	 the	 surf	 and	 hear	 the
mermaids	singing.
The	 children	 often	 spent	 long	 summer	 days	 on	 this	 lagoon,	 swimming	 or

floating	most	of	the	time,	playing	the	mermaid	games	in	the	water,	and	so	forth.
You	must	 not	 think	 from	 this	 that	 the	 mermaids	 were	 on	 friendly	 terms	 with
them:	on	the	contrary,	it	was	among	Wendy's	lasting	regrets	that	all	the	time	she
was	on	the	island	she	never	had	a	civil	word	from	one	of	them.	When	she	stole
softly	to	the	edge	of	the	lagoon	she	might	see	them	by	the	score,	especially	on
Marooners'	Rock,	where	they	loved	to	bask,	combing	out	their	hair	in	a	lazy	way
that	quite	irritated	her;	or	she	might	even	swim,	on	tiptoe	as	it	were,	to	within	a
yard	of	them,	but	then	they	saw	her	and	dived,	probably	splashing	her	with	their
tails,	not	by	accident,	but	intentionally.
They	treated	all	the	boys	in	the	same	way,	except	of	course	Peter,	who	chatted

with	them	on	Marooners'	Rock	by	the	hour,	and	sat	on	their	tails	when	they	got
cheeky.	He	gave	Wendy	one	of	their	combs.
The	most	haunting	time	at	which	to	see	them	is	at	the	turn	of	the	moon,	when

they	utter	strange	wailing	cries;	but	the	lagoon	is	dangerous	for	mortals	then,	and
until	 the	 evening	 of	 which	 we	 have	 now	 to	 tell,	 Wendy	 had	 never	 seen	 the
lagoon	 by	 moonlight,	 less	 from	 fear,	 for	 of	 course	 Peter	 would	 have
accompanied	her,	than	because	she	had	strict	rules	about	every	one	being	in	bed
by	seven.	She	was	often	at	the	lagoon,	however,	on	sunny	days	after	rain,	when
the	mermaids	come	up	in	extraordinary	numbers	to	play	with	their	bubbles.	The
bubbles	of	many	colours	made	in	rainbow	water	they	treat	as	balls,	hitting	them
gaily	from	one	to	another	with	their	tails,	and	trying	to	keep	them	in	the	rainbow
till	they	burst.	The	goals	are	at	each	end	of	the	rainbow,	and	the	keepers	only	are
allowed	to	use	their	hands.	Sometimes	a	dozen	of	these	games	will	be	going	on



in	the	lagoon	at	a	time,	and	it	is	quite	a	pretty	sight.
But	the	moment	the	children	tried	to	join	in	they	had	to	play	by	themselves,

for	the	mermaids	immediately	disappeared.	Nevertheless	we	have	proof	that	they
secretly	watched	the	interlopers,	and	were	not	above	taking	an	idea	from	them;
for	John	introduced	a	new	way	of	hitting	the	bubble,	with	the	head	instead	of	the
hand,	and	the	mermaids	adopted	it.	This	is	the	one	mark	that	John	has	left	on	the
Neverland.
It	must	also	have	been	rather	pretty	 to	see	 the	children	resting	on	a	rock	for

half	an	hour	after	their	mid-day	meal.	Wendy	insisted	on	their	doing	this,	and	it
had	to	be	a	real	rest	even	though	the	meal	was	make-believe.	So	they	lay	there	in
the	 sun,	 and	 their	bodies	glistened	 in	 it,	while	 she	 sat	beside	 them	and	 looked
important.
It	was	one	such	day,	and	they	were	all	on	Marooners'	Rock.	The	rock	was	not

much	larger	than	their	great	bed,	but	of	course	they	all	knew	how	not	to	take	up
much	 room,	 and	 they	were	 dozing,	 or	 at	 least	 lying	with	 their	 eyes	 shut,	 and
pinching	occasionally	when	they	thought	Wendy	was	not	looking.	She	was	very
busy,	stitching.
While	she	stitched	a	change	came	to	the	lagoon.	Little	shivers	ran	over	it,	and

the	sun	went	away	and	shadows	stole	across	 the	water,	 turning	 it	 cold.	Wendy
could	no	 longer	 see	 to	 thread	her	needle,	 and	when	 she	 looked	up,	 the	 lagoon
that	 had	 always	 hitherto	 been	 such	 a	 laughing	 place	 seemed	 formidable	 and
unfriendly.
It	was	not,	she	knew,	that	night	had	come,	but	something	as	dark	as	night	had

come.	No,	worse	than	that.	It	had	not	come,	but	it	had	sent	that	shiver	through
the	sea	to	say	that	it	was	coming.	What	was	it?
There	crowded	upon	her	all	the	stories	she	had	been	told	of	Marooners'	Rock,

so	called	because	evil	captains	put	sailors	on	it	and	leave	them	there	to	drown.
They	drown	when	the	tide	rises,	for	then	it	is	submerged.
Of	course	she	should	have	roused	the	children	at	once;	not	merely	because	of

the	unknown	that	was	stalking	toward	them,	but	because	it	was	no	longer	good
for	them	to	sleep	on	a	rock	grown	chilly.	But	she	was	a	young	mother	and	she
did	not	know	this;	she	thought	you	simply	must	stick	to	your	rule	about	half	an
hour	after	 the	mid-day	meal.	So,	 though	 fear	was	upon	her,	 and	 she	 longed	 to
hear	male	voices,	she	would	not	waken	them.	Even	when	she	heard	the	sound	of
muffled	oars,	 though	her	heart	was	in	her	mouth,	she	did	not	waken	them.	She
stood	over	them	to	let	them	have	their	sleep	out.	Was	it	not	brave	of	Wendy?
It	was	well	for	those	boys	then	that	there	was	one	among	them	who	could	sniff

danger	even	in	his	sleep.	Peter	sprang	erect,	as	wide	awake	at	once	as	a	dog,	and
with	one	warning	cry	he	roused	the	others.



He	stood	motionless,	one	hand	to	his	ear.
"Pirates!"	 he	 cried.	 The	 others	 came	 closer	 to	 him.	 A	 strange	 smile	 was

playing	about	his	face,	and	Wendy	saw	it	and	shuddered.	While	that	smile	was
on	his	 face	no	one	dared	address	him;	all	 they	could	do	was	 to	 stand	 ready	 to
obey.	The	order	came	sharp	and	incisive.
"Dive!"
There	 was	 a	 gleam	 of	 legs,	 and	 instantly	 the	 lagoon	 seemed	 deserted.

Marooners'	 Rock	 stood	 alone	 in	 the	 forbidding	 waters	 as	 if	 it	 were	 itself
marooned.
The	boat	drew	nearer.	It	was	the	pirate	dinghy,	with	three	figures	in	her,	Smee

and	 Starkey,	 and	 the	 third	 a	 captive,	 no	 other	 than	 Tiger	 Lily.	 Her	 hands	 and
ankles	were	tied,	and	she	knew	what	was	to	be	her	fate.	She	was	to	be	left	on	the
rock	 to	 perish,	 an	 end	 to	 one	 of	 her	 race	 more	 terrible	 than	 death	 by	 fire	 or
torture,	for	is	it	not	written	in	the	book	of	the	tribe	that	there	is	no	path	through
water	 to	 the	 happy	 hunting-ground?	 Yet	 her	 face	 was	 impassive;	 she	 was	 the
daughter	of	a	chief,	she	must	die	as	a	chief's	daughter,	it	is	enough.
They	had	caught	her	boarding	 the	pirate	ship	with	a	knife	 in	her	mouth.	No

watch	was	 kept	 on	 the	 ship,	 it	 being	Hook's	 boast	 that	 the	wind	 of	 his	 name
guarded	 the	 ship	 for	 a	mile	 around.	Now	her	 fate	would	help	 to	guard	 it	 also.
One	more	wail	would	go	the	round	in	that	wind	by	night.
In	the	gloom	that	they	brought	with	them	the	two	pirates	did	not	see	the	rock

till	they	crashed	into	it.
"Luff,	you	lubber,"	cried	an	Irish	voice	that	was	Smee's;	"here's	the	rock.	Now,

then,	what	we	have	 to	do	 is	 to	hoist	 the	 redskin	on	 to	 it	 and	 leave	her	here	 to
drown."
It	was	 the	work	of	one	brutal	moment	 to	 land	 the	beautiful	girl	on	 the	rock;

she	was	too	proud	to	offer	a	vain	resistance.
Quite	near	 the	rock,	but	out	of	sight,	 two	heads	were	bobbing	up	and	down,

Peter's	and	Wendy's.	Wendy	was	crying,	for	it	was	the	first	tragedy	she	had	seen.
Peter	had	seen	many	tragedies,	but	he	had	forgotten	them	all.	He	was	less	sorry
than	Wendy	 for	 Tiger	 Lily:	 it	 was	 two	 against	 one	 that	 angered	 him,	 and	 he
meant	 to	 save	her.	An	easy	way	would	have	been	 to	wait	until	 the	pirates	had
gone,	but	he	was	never	one	to	choose	the	easy	way.
There	was	almost	nothing	he	could	not	do,	and	he	now	imitated	the	voice	of

Hook.
"Ahoy	there,	you	lubbers!"	he	called.	It	was	a	marvellous	imitation.
"The	captain!"	said	the	pirates,	staring	at	each	other	in	surprise.
"He	must	be	swimming	out	to	us,"	Starkey	said,	when	they	had	looked	for	him

in	vain.



"We	are	putting	the	redskin	on	the	rock,"	Smee	called	out.
"Set	her	free,"	came	the	astonishing	answer.
"Free!"
"Yes,	cut	her	bonds	and	let	her	go."
"But,	captain—"
"At	once,	d'ye	hear,"	cried	Peter,	"or	I'll	plunge	my	hook	in	you."
"This	is	queer!"	Smee	gasped.
"Better	do	what	the	captain	orders,"	said	Starkey	nervously.
"Ay,	ay."	Smee	said,	and	he	cut	Tiger	Lily's	cords.	At	once	like	an	eel	she	slid

between	Starkey's	legs	into	the	water.
Of	course	Wendy	was	very	elated	over	Peter's	cleverness;	but	she	knew	that	he

would	be	elated	also	and	very	likely	crow	and	thus	betray	himself,	so	at	once	her
hand	went	out	 to	cover	his	mouth.	But	 it	was	stayed	even	in	the	act,	for	"Boat
ahoy!"	rang	over	the	lagoon	in	Hook's	voice,	and	this	time	it	was	not	Peter	who
had	spoken.
Peter	 may	 have	 been	 about	 to	 crow,	 but	 his	 face	 puckered	 in	 a	 whistle	 of

surprise	instead.
"Boat	ahoy!"	again	came	the	voice.
Now	Wendy	understood.	The	real	Hook	was	also	in	the	water.
He	was	swimming	to	the	boat,	and	as	his	men	showed	a	light	to	guide	him	he

had	soon	reached	them.	In	the	light	of	the	lantern	Wendy	saw	his	hook	grip	the
boat's	side;	she	saw	his	evil	swarthy	face	as	he	rose	dripping	from	the	water,	and,
quaking,	she	would	have	liked	to	swim	away,	but	Peter	would	not	budge.	He	was
tingling	with	life	and	also	top-heavy	with	conceit.	"Am	I	not	a	wonder,	oh,	I	am
a	wonder!"	he	whispered	to	her,	and	though	she	thought	so	also,	she	was	really
glad	for	the	sake	of	his	reputation	that	no	one	heard	him	except	herself.
He	signed	to	her	to	listen.
The	two	pirates	were	very	curious	to	know	what	had	brought	their	captain	to

them,	but	he	sat	with	his	head	on	his	hook	in	a	position	of	profound	melancholy.
"Captain,	 is	 all	 well?"	 they	 asked	 timidly,	 but	 he	 answered	 with	 a	 hollow

moan.
"He	sighs,"	said	Smee.
"He	sighs	again,"	said	Starkey.
"And	yet	a	third	time	he	sighs,"	said	Smee.
Then	at	last	he	spoke	passionately.
"The	game's	up,"	he	cried,	"those	boys	have	found	a	mother."
Affrighted	though	she	was,	Wendy	swelled	with	pride.
"O	evil	day!"	cried	Starkey.
"What's	a	mother?"	asked	the	ignorant	Smee.



Wendy	was	 so	 shocked	 that	 she	 exclaimed.	 "He	 doesn't	 know!"	 and	 always
after	this	she	felt	that	if	you	could	have	a	pet	pirate	Smee	would	be	her	one.
Peter	 pulled	 her	 beneath	 the	water,	 for	Hook	 had	 started	 up,	 crying,	 "What

was	that?"
"I	heard	nothing,"	said	Starkey,	raising	the	lantern	over	the	waters,	and	as	the

pirates	 looked	 they	 saw	 a	 strange	 sight.	 It	 was	 the	 nest	 I	 have	 told	 you	 of,
floating	on	the	lagoon,	and	the	Never	bird	was	sitting	on	it.
"See,"	 said	 Hook	 in	 answer	 to	 Smee's	 question,	 "that	 is	 a	 mother.	 What	 a

lesson!	The	nest	must	have	fallen	into	the	water,	but	would	the	mother	desert	her
eggs?	No."
There	was	a	break	in	his	voice,	as	if	for	a	moment	he	recalled	innocent	days

when—but	he	brushed	away	this	weakness	with	his	hook.
Smee,	much	impressed,	gazed	at	 the	bird	as	the	nest	was	borne	past,	but	 the

more	suspicious	Starkey	said,	"If	she	is	a	mother,	perhaps	she	is	hanging	about
here	to	help	Peter."
Hook	winced.	"Ay,"	he	said,	"that	is	the	fear	that	haunts	me."
He	was	roused	from	this	dejection	by	Smee's	eager	voice.
"Captain,"	said	Smee,	"could	we	not	kidnap	these	boys'	mother	and	make	her

our	mother?"
"It	is	a	princely	scheme,"	cried	Hook,	and	at	once	it	took	practical	shape	in	his

great	brain.	"We	will	seize	the	children	and	carry	them	to	the	boat:	the	boys	we
will	make	walk	the	plank,	and	Wendy	shall	be	our	mother."
Again	Wendy	forgot	herself.
"Never!"	she	cried,	and	bobbed.
"What	was	that?"
But	they	could	see	nothing.	They	thought	it	must	have	been	a	leaf	in	the	wind.

"Do	you	agree,	my	bullies?"	asked	Hook.
"There	is	my	hand	on	it,"	they	both	said.
"And	there	is	my	hook.	Swear."
They	 all	 swore.	 By	 this	 time	 they	 were	 on	 the	 rock,	 and	 suddenly	 Hook

remembered	Tiger	Lily.
"Where	is	the	redskin?"	he	demanded	abruptly.
He	had	a	playful	humour	 at	moments,	 and	 they	 thought	 this	was	one	of	 the

moments.
"That	is	all	right,	captain,"	Smee	answered	complacently;	"we	let	her	go."
"Let	her	go!"	cried	Hook.
"'Twas	your	own	orders,"	the	bo'sun	faltered.
"You	called	over	the	water	to	us	to	let	her	go,"	said	Starkey.
"Brimstone	and	gall,"	thundered	Hook,	"what	cozening	[cheating]	is	going	on



here!"	His	 face	 had	 gone	 black	with	 rage,	 but	 he	 saw	 that	 they	 believed	 their
words,	 and	 he	 was	 startled.	 "Lads,"	 he	 said,	 shaking	 a	 little,	 "I	 gave	 no	 such
order."
"It	 is	 passing	queer,"	Smee	 said,	 and	 they	 all	 fidgeted	uncomfortably.	Hook

raised	his	voice,	but	there	was	a	quiver	in	it.
"Spirit	that	haunts	this	dark	lagoon	to-night,"	he	cried,	"dost	hear	me?"
Of	 course	 Peter	 should	 have	 kept	 quiet,	 but	 of	 course	 he	 did	 not.	 He

immediately	answered	in	Hook's	voice:
"Odds,	bobs,	hammer	and	tongs,	I	hear	you."
In	that	supreme	moment	Hook	did	not	blanch,	even	at	the	gills,	but	Smee	and

Starkey	clung	to	each	other	in	terror.
"Who	are	you,	stranger?	Speak!"	Hook	demanded.
"I	am	James	Hook,"	replied	the	voice,	"captain	of	the	JOLLY	ROGER."
"You	are	not;	you	are	not,"	Hook	cried	hoarsely.
"Brimstone	and	gall,"	the	voice	retorted,	"say	that	again,	and	I'll	cast	anchor	in

you."
Hook	 tried	 a	 more	 ingratiating	 manner.	 "If	 you	 are	 Hook,"	 he	 said	 almost

humbly,	"come	tell	me,	who	am	I?"
"A	codfish,"	replied	the	voice,	"only	a	codfish."
"A	codfish!"	Hook	echoed	blankly,	and	it	was	then,	but	not	till	 then,	that	his

proud	spirit	broke.	He	saw	his	men	draw	back	from	him.
"Have	 we	 been	 captained	 all	 this	 time	 by	 a	 codfish!"	 they	 muttered.	 "It	 is

lowering	to	our	pride."
They	were	his	dogs	snapping	at	him,	but,	tragic	figure	though	he	had	become,

he	scarcely	heeded	them.	Against	such	fearful	evidence	it	was	not	their	belief	in
him	 that	he	needed,	 it	was	his	own.	He	 felt	his	 ego	 slipping	 from	him.	 "Don't
desert	me,	bully,"	he	whispered	hoarsely	to	it.
In	his	dark	nature	there	was	a	touch	of	the	feminine,	as	in	all	the	great	pirates,

and	it	sometimes	gave	him	intuitions.	Suddenly	he	tried	the	guessing	game.
"Hook,"	he	called,	"have	you	another	voice?"
Now	 Peter	 could	 never	 resist	 a	 game,	 and	 he	 answered	 blithely	 in	 his	 own

voice,	"I	have."
"And	another	name?"
"Ay,	ay."
"Vegetable?"	asked	Hook.
"No."
"Mineral?"
"No."
"Animal?"



"Yes."
"Man?"
"No!"	This	answer	rang	out	scornfully.
"Boy?"
"Yes."
"Ordinary	boy?"
"No!"
"Wonderful	boy?"
To	Wendy's	pain	the	answer	that	rang	out	this	time	was	"Yes."
"Are	you	in	England?"
"No."
"Are	you	here?"
"Yes."
Hook	was	completely	puzzled.	"You	ask	him	some	questions,"	he	said	to	the

others,	wiping	his	damp	brow.
Smee	reflected.	"I	can't	think	of	a	thing,"	he	said	regretfully.
"Can't	guess,	can't	guess!"	crowed	Peter.	"Do	you	give	it	up?"
Of	course	 in	his	pride	he	was	carrying	 the	game	 too	 far,	 and	 the	miscreants

[villains]	saw	their	chance.
"Yes,	yes,"	they	answered	eagerly.
"Well,	then,"	he	cried,	"I	am	Peter	Pan."
Pan!
In	a	moment	Hook	was	himself	again,	and	Smee	and	Starkey	were	his	faithful

henchmen.
"Now	we	have	him,"	Hook	shouted.	"Into	the	water,	Smee.	Starkey,	mind	the

boat.	Take	him	dead	or	alive!"
He	leaped	as	he	spoke,	and	simultaneously	came	the	gay	voice	of	Peter.
"Are	you	ready,	boys?"
"Ay,	ay,"	from	various	parts	of	the	lagoon.
"Then	lam	into	the	pirates."
The	 fight	was	 short	 and	 sharp.	First	 to	draw	blood	was	 John,	who	gallantly

climbed	into	the	boat	and	held	Starkey.	There	was	fierce	struggle,	in	which	the
cutlass	was	torn	from	the	pirate's	grasp.	He	wriggled	overboard	and	John	leapt
after	him.	The	dinghy	drifted	away.
Here	and	there	a	head	bobbed	up	in	the	water,	and	there	was	a	flash	of	steel

followed	by	a	cry	or	a	whoop.	 In	 the	confusion	some	struck	at	 their	own	side.
The	corkscrew	of	Smee	got	Tootles	in	the	fourth	rib,	but	he	was	himself	pinked
[nicked]	 in	 turn	by	Curly.	Farther	 from	 the	 rock	Starkey	was	pressing	Slightly
and	the	twins	hard.



Where	all	this	time	was	Peter?	He	was	seeking	bigger	game.
The	others	were	all	brave	boys,	and	they	must	not	be	blamed	for	backing	from

the	pirate	captain.	His	 iron	claw	made	a	circle	of	dead	water	 round	him,	 from
which	they	fled	like	affrighted	fishes.
But	there	was	one	who	did	not	fear	him:	there	was	one	prepared	to	enter	that

circle.
Strangely,	 it	 was	 not	 in	 the	 water	 that	 they	 met.	 Hook	 rose	 to	 the	 rock	 to

breathe,	and	at	the	same	moment	Peter	scaled	it	on	the	opposite	side.	The	rock
was	slippery	as	a	ball,	and	they	had	to	crawl	rather	than	climb.	Neither	knew	that
the	 other	was	 coming.	Each	 feeling	 for	 a	 grip	met	 the	 other's	 arm:	 in	 surprise
they	raised	their	heads;	their	faces	were	almost	touching;	so	they	met.
Some	of	the	greatest	heroes	have	confessed	that	just	before	they	fell	to	[began

combat]	they	had	a	sinking	[feeling	in	the	stomach].	Had	it	been	so	with	Peter	at
that	moment	I	would	admit	it.	After	all,	he	was	the	only	man	that	the	Sea-Cook
had	feared.	But	Peter	had	no	sinking,	he	had	one	feeling	only,	gladness;	and	he
gnashed	 his	 pretty	 teeth	with	 joy.	 Quick	 as	 thought	 he	 snatched	 a	 knife	 from
Hook's	belt	and	was	about	to	drive	it	home,	when	he	saw	that	he	was	higher	up
the	rock	that	his	foe.	It	would	not	have	been	fighting	fair.	He	gave	the	pirate	a
hand	to	help	him	up.
It	was	then	that	Hook	bit	him.
Not	the	pain	of	this	but	its	unfairness	was	what	dazed	Peter.	It	made	him	quite

helpless.	He	could	only	stare,	horrified.	Every	child	is	affected	thus	the	first	time
he	is	treated	unfairly.	All	he	thinks	he	has	a	right	to	when	he	comes	to	you	to	be
yours	is	fairness.	After	you	have	been	unfair	to	him	he	will	love	you	again,	but
will	 never	 afterwards	 be	 quite	 the	 same	 boy.	 No	 one	 ever	 gets	 over	 the	 first
unfairness;	 no	 one	 except	 Peter.	 He	 often	 met	 it,	 but	 he	 always	 forgot	 it.	 I
suppose	that	was	the	real	difference	between	him	and	all	the	rest.
So	 when	 he	 met	 it	 now	 it	 was	 like	 the	 first	 time;	 and	 he	 could	 just	 stare,

helpless.	Twice	the	iron	hand	clawed	him.
A	 few	 moments	 afterwards	 the	 other	 boys	 saw	 Hook	 in	 the	 water	 striking

wildly	for	the	ship;	no	elation	on	the	pestilent	face	now,	only	white	fear,	for	the
crocodile	was	in	dogged	pursuit	of	him.	On	ordinary	occasions	the	boys	would
have	swum	alongside	cheering;	but	now	they	were	uneasy,	for	they	had	lost	both
Peter	and	Wendy,	and	were	scouring	the	lagoon	for	them,	calling	them	by	name.
They	 found	 the	 dinghy	 and	went	 home	 in	 it,	 shouting	 "Peter,	Wendy"	 as	 they
went,	 but	 no	 answer	 came	 save	 mocking	 laughter	 from	 the	 mermaids.	 "They
must	 be	 swimming	 back	 or	 flying,"	 the	 boys	 concluded.	 They	 were	 not	 very
anxious,	because	they	had	such	faith	 in	Peter.	They	chuckled,	boylike,	because
they	would	be	late	for	bed;	and	it	was	all	mother	Wendy's	fault!



When	 their	 voices	 died	 away	 there	 came	 cold	 silence	 over	 the	 lagoon,	 and
then	a	feeble	cry.
"Help,	help!"
Two	small	figures	were	beating	against	the	rock;	the	girl	had	fainted	and	lay

on	 the	 boy's	 arm.	With	 a	 last	 effort	 Peter	 pulled	 her	 up	 the	 rock	 and	 then	 lay
down	beside	her.	Even	as	he	also	 fainted	he	saw	 that	 the	water	was	 rising.	He
knew	that	they	would	soon	be	drowned,	but	he	could	do	no	more.
As	 they	 lay	 side	 by	 side	 a	 mermaid	 caught	Wendy	 by	 the	 feet,	 and	 began

pulling	her	 softly	 into	 the	water.	Peter,	 feeling	her	 slip	 from	him,	woke	with	a
start,	and	was	just	in	time	to	draw	her	back.	But	he	had	to	tell	her	the	truth.
"We	 are	 on	 the	 rock,	Wendy,"	 he	 said,	 "but	 it	 is	 growing	 smaller.	 Soon	 the

water	will	be	over	it."
She	did	not	understand	even	now.
"We	must	go,"	she	said,	almost	brightly.
"Yes,"	he	answered	faintly.
"Shall	we	swim	or	fly,	Peter?"
He	had	to	tell	her.
"Do	you	think	you	could	swim	or	fly	as	far	as	the	island,	Wendy,	without	my

help?"
She	had	to	admit	that	she	was	too	tired.
He	moaned.
"What	is	it?"	she	asked,	anxious	about	him	at	once.
"I	can't	help	you,	Wendy.	Hook	wounded	me.	I	can	neither	fly	nor	swim."
"Do	you	mean	we	shall	both	be	drowned?"
"Look	how	the	water	is	rising."
They	put	their	hands	over	their	eyes	to	shut	out	the	sight.	They	thought	they

would	 soon	 be	 no	more.	As	 they	 sat	 thus	 something	 brushed	 against	 Peter	 as
light	as	a	kiss,	and	stayed	there,	as	if	saying	timidly,	"Can	I	be	of	any	use?"
It	was	the	tail	of	a	kite,	which	Michael	had	made	some	days	before.	It	had	torn

itself	out	of	his	hand	and	floated	away.
"Michael's	kite,"	Peter	 said	without	 interest,	but	next	moment	he	had	 seized

the	tail,	and	was	pulling	the	kite	toward	him.
"It	lifted	Michael	off	the	ground,"	he	cried;	"why	should	it	not	carry	you?"
"Both	of	us!"
"It	can't	lift	two;	Michael	and	Curly	tried."
"Let	us	draw	lots,"	Wendy	said	bravely.
"And	you	a	lady;	never."	Already	he	had	tied	the	tail	round	her.	She	clung	to

him;	she	refused	to	go	without	him;	but	with	a	"Good-bye,	Wendy,"	he	pushed
her	from	the	rock;	and	in	a	few	minutes	she	was	borne	out	of	his	sight.	Peter	was



alone	on	the	lagoon.
The	rock	was	very	small	now;	soon	it	would	be	submerged.	Pale	rays	of	light

tiptoed	across	the	waters;	and	by	and	by	there	was	to	be	heard	a	sound	at	once
the	most	musical	and	the	most	melancholy	in	the	world:	the	mermaids	calling	to
the	moon.
Peter	was	not	quite	 like	other	boys;	but	he	was	afraid	at	 last.	A	 tremour	 ran

through	 him,	 like	 a	 shudder	 passing	 over	 the	 sea;	 but	 on	 the	 sea	 one	 shudder
follows	another	till	there	are	hundreds	of	them,	and	Peter	felt	just	the	one.	Next
moment	he	was	standing	erect	on	the	rock	again,	with	that	smile	on	his	face	and
a	 drum	 beating	 within	 him.	 It	 was	 saying,	 "To	 die	 will	 be	 an	 awfully	 big
adventure."



Chapter		9
THE	NEVER	BIRD
The	last	sound	Peter	heard	before	he	was	quite	alone	were	the	mermaids	retiring
one	by	one	to	their	bedchambers	under	the	sea.	He	was	too	far	away	to	hear	their
doors	 shut;	 but	 every	door	 in	 the	 coral	 caves	where	 they	 live	 rings	 a	 tiny	bell
when	 it	 opens	 or	 closes	 (as	 in	 all	 the	 nicest	 houses	 on	 the	mainland),	 and	 he
heard	the	bells.
Steadily	the	waters	rose	till	they	were	nibbling	at	his	feet;	and	to	pass	the	time

until	 they	made	 their	 final	 gulp,	 he	watched	 the	 only	 thing	 on	 the	 lagoon.	He
thought	it	was	a	piece	of	floating	paper,	perhaps	part	of	the	kite,	and	wondered
idly	how	long	it	would	take	to	drift	ashore.
Presently	 he	 noticed	 as	 an	 odd	 thing	 that	 it	 was	 undoubtedly	 out	 upon	 the

lagoon	with	some	definite	purpose,	 for	 it	was	 fighting	 the	 tide,	and	sometimes
winning;	and	when	it	won,	Peter,	always	sympathetic	to	the	weaker	side,	could
not	help	clapping;	it	was	such	a	gallant	piece	of	paper.
It	was	 not	 really	 a	 piece	 of	 paper;	 it	was	 the	Never	 bird,	making	 desperate

efforts	 to	 reach	 Peter	 on	 the	 nest.	 By	 working	 her	 wings,	 in	 a	 way	 she	 had
learned	since	 the	nest	 fell	 into	 the	water,	she	was	able	 to	some	extent	 to	guide
her	strange	craft,	but	by	the	time	Peter	recognised	her	she	was	very	exhausted.
She	had	come	to	save	him,	to	give	him	her	nest,	though	there	were	eggs	in	it.	I
rather	 wonder	 at	 the	 bird,	 for	 though	 he	 had	 been	 nice	 to	 her,	 he	 had	 also
sometimes	tormented	her.	I	can	suppose	only	that,	like	Mrs.	Darling	and	the	rest
of	them,	she	was	melted	because	he	had	all	his	first	teeth.
She	called	out	to	him	what	she	had	come	for,	and	he	called	out	to	her	what	she

was	doing	there;	but	of	course	neither	of	them	understood	the	other's	language.
In	fanciful	stories	people	can	talk	to	the	birds	freely,	and	I	wish	for	the	moment	I
could	pretend	that	this	were	such	a	story,	and	say	that	Peter	replied	intelligently
to	 the	 Never	 bird;	 but	 truth	 is	 best,	 and	 I	 want	 to	 tell	 you	 only	 what	 really
happened.	Well,	not	only	could	they	not	understand	each	other,	but	 they	forgot
their	manners.
"I—want—you—to—get—into—the—nest,"	 the	 bird	 called,	 speaking	 as

slowly	and	distinctly	as	possible,	"and—then—you—can—drift—ashore,	but—I
—am—too—tired—to—bring—it—any—nearer—so—you—must—try	 to—



swim—to—it."
"What	are	you	quacking	about?"	Peter	answered.	"Why	don't	you	let	the	nest

drift	as	usual?"
"I—want—you—"	the	bird	said,	and	repeated	it	all	over.
Then	Peter	tried	slow	and	distinct.
"What—are—you—quacking—about?"	and	so	on.
The	Never	bird	became	irritated;	they	have	very	short	tempers.
"You	dunderheaded	little	jay,"	she	screamed,	"Why	don't	you	do	as	I	tell	you?"
Peter	felt	that	she	was	calling	him	names,	and	at	a	venture	he	retorted	hotly:
"So	are	you!"
Then	rather	curiously	they	both	snapped	out	the	same	remark:
"Shut	up!"
"Shut	up!"
Nevertheless	the	bird	was	determined	to	save	him	if	she	could,	and	by	one	last

mighty	effort	she	propelled	the	nest	against	the	rock.	Then	up	she	flew;	deserting
her	eggs,	so	as	to	make	her	meaning	clear.
Then	at	last	he	understood,	and	clutched	the	nest	and	waved	his	thanks	to	the

bird	as	she	fluttered	overhead.	It	was	not	to	receive	his	thanks,	however,	that	she
hung	there	in	the	sky;	it	was	not	even	to	watch	him	get	into	the	nest;	it	was	to	see
what	he	did	with	her	eggs.
There	were	two	large	white	eggs,	and	Peter	lifted	them	up	and	reflected.	The

bird	covered	her	face	with	her	wings,	so	as	not	to	see	the	last	of	them;	but	she
could	not	help	peeping	between	the	feathers.
I	forget	whether	I	have	told	you	that	there	was	a	stave	on	the	rock,	driven	into

it	 by	 some	 buccaneers	 of	 long	 ago	 to	 mark	 the	 site	 of	 buried	 treasure.	 The
children	had	discovered	 the	glittering	hoard,	and	when	 in	a	mischievous	mood
used	 to	 fling	showers	of	moidores,	diamonds,	pearls	and	pieces	of	eight	 to	 the
gulls,	who	pounced	upon	them	for	food,	and	then	flew	away,	raging	at	the	scurvy
trick	that	had	been	played	upon	them.	The	stave	was	still	there,	and	on	it	Starkey
had	hung	his	hat,	a	deep	tarpaulin,	watertight,	with	a	broad	brim.	Peter	put	 the
eggs	into	this	hat	and	set	it	on	the	lagoon.	It	floated	beautifully.
The	Never	bird	saw	at	once	what	he	was	up	to,	and	screamed	her	admiration

of	him;	and,	alas,	Peter	crowed	his	agreement	with	her.	Then	he	got	into	the	nest,
reared	 the	 stave	 in	 it	 as	 a	mast,	 and	 hung	 up	 his	 shirt	 for	 a	 sail.	At	 the	 same
moment	 the	bird	fluttered	down	upon	 the	hat	and	once	more	sat	snugly	on	her
eggs.	 She	 drifted	 in	 one	 direction,	 and	 he	 was	 borne	 off	 in	 another,	 both
cheering.
Of	course	when	Peter	landed	he	beached	his	barque	[small	ship,	actually	the

Never	Bird's	nest	in	this	particular	case	in	point]	in	a	place	where	the	bird	would



easily	find	it;	but	the	hat	was	such	a	great	success	that	she	abandoned	the	nest.	It
drifted	 about	 till	 it	went	 to	pieces,	 and	often	Starkey	 came	 to	 the	 shore	of	 the
lagoon,	and	with	many	bitter	feelings	watched	the	bird	sitting	on	his	hat.	As	we
shall	not	see	her	again,	it	may	be	worth	mentioning	here	that	all	Never	birds	now
build	 in	 that	shape	of	nest,	with	a	broad	brim	on	which	 the	youngsters	 take	an
airing.
Great	 were	 the	 rejoicings	 when	 Peter	 reached	 the	 home	 under	 the	 ground

almost	 as	 soon	as	Wendy,	who	had	been	carried	hither	 and	 thither	by	 the	kite.
Every	boy	had	adventures	 to	 tell;	but	perhaps	 the	biggest	adventure	of	all	was
that	 they	were	 several	 hours	 late	 for	 bed.	 This	 so	 inflated	 them	 that	 they	 did
various	dodgy	things	to	get	staying	up	still	longer,	such	as	demanding	bandages;
but	Wendy,	though	glorying	in	having	them	all	home	again	safe	and	sound,	was
scandalised	by	 the	 lateness	of	 the	hour,	and	cried,	"To	bed,	 to	bed,"	 in	a	voice
that	had	to	be	obeyed.	Next	day,	however,	she	was	awfully	tender,	and	gave	out
bandages	 to	 every	 one,	 and	 they	 played	 till	 bed-time	 at	 limping	 about	 and
carrying	their	arms	in	slings.



Chapter		10	
THE	HAPPY	HOME
One	 important	 result	 of	 the	 brush	 [with	 the	 pirates]	 on	 the	 lagoon	was	 that	 it
made	the	redskins	their	friends.	Peter	had	saved	Tiger	Lily	from	a	dreadful	fate,
and	now	there	was	nothing	she	and	her	braves	would	not	do	for	him.	All	night
they	sat	above,	keeping	watch	over	the	home	under	the	ground	and	awaiting	the
big	 attack	 by	 the	 pirates	 which	 obviously	 could	 not	 be	much	 longer	 delayed.
Even	by	day	they	hung	about,	smoking	the	pipe	of	peace,	and	looking	almost	as
if	they	wanted	tit-bits	to	eat.
They	called	Peter	the	Great	White	Father,	prostrating	themselves	[lying	down]

before	 him;	 and	 he	 liked	 this	 tremendously,	 so	 that	 it	was	 not	 really	 good	 for
him.
"The	 great	white	 father,"	 he	would	 say	 to	 them	 in	 a	 very	 lordly	manner,	 as

they	grovelled	at	his	feet,	"is	glad	to	see	the	Piccaninny	warriors	protecting	his
wigwam	from	the	pirates."
"Me	Tiger	Lily,"	that	lovely	creature	would	reply.	"Peter	Pan	save	me,	me	his

velly	nice	friend.	Me	no	let	pirates	hurt	him."
She	was	far	too	pretty	to	cringe	in	this	way,	but	Peter	thought	it	his	due,	and

he	would	answer	condescendingly,	"It	is	good.	Peter	Pan	has	spoken."
Always	when	he	 said,	 "Peter	Pan	has	 spoken,"	 it	meant	 that	 they	must	now

shut	up,	and	they	accepted	it	humbly	in	that	spirit;	but	they	were	by	no	means	so
respectful	 to	 the	 other	 boys,	 whom	 they	 looked	 upon	 as	 just	 ordinary	 braves.
They	said	"How-do?"	to	them,	and	things	like	that;	and	what	annoyed	the	boys
was	that	Peter	seemed	to	think	this	all	right.
Secretly	Wendy	 sympathised	with	 them	 a	 little,	 but	 she	was	 far	 too	 loyal	 a

housewife	 to	 listen	 to	 any	 complaints	 against	 father.	 "Father	 knows	 best,"	 she
always	said,	whatever	her	private	opinion	must	be.	Her	private	opinion	was	that
the	redskins	should	not	call	her	a	squaw.
We	have	now	reached	the	evening	that	was	to	be	known	among	them	as	 the

Night	of	Nights,	because	of	its	adventures	and	their	upshot.	The	day,	as	if	quietly
gathering	 its	 forces,	had	been	almost	uneventful,	and	now	the	redskins	 in	 their
blankets	were	at	their	posts	above,	while,	below,	the	children	were	having	their
evening	meal;	all	except	Peter,	who	had	gone	out	to	get	the	time.	The	way	you



got	the	time	on	the	island	was	to	find	the	crocodile,	and	then	stay	near	him	till
the	clock	struck.
The	meal	happened	to	be	a	make-believe	tea,	and	they	sat	around	the	board,

guzzling	in	their	greed;	and	really,	what	with	their	chatter	and	recriminations,	the
noise,	 as	Wendy	 said,	was	 positively	 deafening.	 To	 be	 sure,	 she	 did	 not	mind
noise,	but	she	simply	would	not	have	 them	grabbing	things,	and	 then	excusing
themselves	by	saying	that	Tootles	had	pushed	their	elbow.	There	was	a	fixed	rule
that	they	must	never	hit	back	at	meals,	but	should	refer	the	matter	of	dispute	to
Wendy	by	raising	the	right	arm	politely	and	saying,	"I	complain	of	so-and-so;"
but	what	usually	happened	was	that	they	forgot	to	do	this	or	did	it	too	much.
"Silence,"	 cried	Wendy	when	 for	 the	 twentieth	 time	 she	 had	 told	 them	 that

they	were	not	all	to	speak	at	once.	"Is	your	mug	empty,	Slightly	darling?"
"Not	 quite	 empty,	 mummy,"	 Slightly	 said,	 after	 looking	 into	 an	 imaginary

mug.
"He	hasn't	even	begun	to	drink	his	milk,"	Nibs	interposed.
This	was	telling,	and	Slightly	seized	his	chance.
"I	complain	of	Nibs,"	he	cried	promptly.
John,	however,	had	held	up	his	hand	first.
"Well,	John?"
"May	I	sit	in	Peter's	chair,	as	he	is	not	here?"
"Sit	in	father's	chair,	John!"	Wendy	was	scandalised.	"Certainly	not."
"He	 is	 not	 really	 our	 father,"	 John	 answered.	 "He	 didn't	 even	 know	 how	 a

father	does	till	I	showed	him."
This	was	grumbling.	"We	complain	of	John,"	cried	the	twins.
Tootles	held	up	his	hand.	He	was	 so	much	 the	humblest	of	 them,	 indeed	he

was	the	only	humble	one,	that	Wendy	was	specially	gentle	with	him.
"I	don't	suppose,"	Tootles	said	diffidently	[bashfully	or	timidly],	"that	I	could

be	father."
"No,	Tootles."
Once	Tootles	began,	which	was	not	very	often,	he	had	a	silly	way	of	going	on.
"As	I	can't	be	father,"	he	said	heavily,	"I	don't	suppose,	Michael,	you	would	let

me	be	baby?"
"No,	I	won't,"	Michael	rapped	out.	He	was	already	in	his	basket.
"As	I	can't	be	baby,"	Tootles	said,	getting	heavier	and	heavier	and	heavier,	"do

you	think	I	could	be	a	twin?"
"No,	indeed,"	replied	the	twins;	"it's	awfully	difficult	to	be	a	twin."
"As	I	can't	be	anything	important,"	said	Tootles,	"would	any	of	you	like	to	see

me	do	a	trick?"
"No,"	they	all	replied.



Then	at	last	he	stopped.	"I	hadn't	really	any	hope,"	he	said.
The	hateful	telling	broke	out	again.
"Slightly	is	coughing	on	the	table."
"The	twins	began	with	cheese-cakes."
"Curly	is	taking	both	butter	and	honey."
"Nibs	is	speaking	with	his	mouth	full."
"I	complain	of	the	twins."
"I	complain	of	Curly."
"I	complain	of	Nibs."
"Oh	dear,	oh	dear,"	cried	Wendy,	"I'm	sure	I	sometimes	think	that	spinsters	are

to	be	envied."
She	told	them	to	clear	away,	and	sat	down	to	her	work-basket,	a	heavy	load	of

stockings	and	every	knee	with	a	hole	in	it	as	usual.
"Wendy,"	remonstrated	[scolded]	Michael,	"I'm	too	big	for	a	cradle."
"I	must	have	somebody	in	a	cradle,"	she	said	almost	 tartly,	"and	you	are	 the

littlest.	A	cradle	is	such	a	nice	homely	thing	to	have	about	a	house."
While	 she	 sewed	 they	 played	 around	 her;	 such	 a	 group	 of	 happy	 faces	 and

dancing	limbs	lit	up	by	that	romantic	fire.	It	had	become	a	very	familiar	scene,
this,	in	the	home	under	the	ground,	but	we	are	looking	on	it	for	the	last	time.
There	 was	 a	 step	 above,	 and	 Wendy,	 you	 may	 be	 sure,	 was	 the	 first	 to

recognize	it.
"Children,	I	hear	your	father's	step.	He	likes	you	to	meet	him	at	the	door."
Above,	the	redskins	crouched	before	Peter.
"Watch	well,	braves.	I	have	spoken."
And	then,	as	so	often	before,	the	gay	children	dragged	him	from	his	tree.	As

so	often	before,	but	never	again.
He	had	brought	nuts	for	the	boys	as	well	as	the	correct	time	for	Wendy.
"Peter,	 you	 just	 spoil	 them,	 you	 know,"	 Wendy	 simpered	 [exaggerated	 a

smile].
"Ah,	old	lady,"	said	Peter,	hanging	up	his	gun.
"It	was	me	told	him	mothers	are	called	old	lady,"	Michael	whispered	to	Curly.
"I	complain	of	Michael,"	said	Curly	instantly.
The	first	twin	came	to	Peter.	"Father,	we	want	to	dance."
"Dance	away,	my	little	man,"	said	Peter,	who	was	in	high	good	humour.
"But	we	want	you	to	dance."
Peter	 was	 really	 the	 best	 dancer	 among	 them,	 but	 he	 pretended	 to	 be

scandalised.
"Me!	My	old	bones	would	rattle!"
"And	mummy	too."



"What,"	cried	Wendy,	"the	mother	of	such	an	armful,	dance!"
"But	on	a	Saturday	night,"	Slightly	insinuated.
It	was	not	really	Saturday	night,	at	least	it	may	have	been,	for	they	had	long

lost	count	of	the	days;	but	always	if	they	wanted	to	do	anything	special	they	said
this	was	Saturday	night,	and	then	they	did	it.
"Of	course	it	is	Saturday	night,	Peter,"	Wendy	said,	relenting.
"People	of	our	figure,	Wendy!"
"But	it	is	only	among	our	own	progeny	[children]."
"True,	true."
So	they	were	told	they	could	dance,	but	they	must	put	on	their	nighties	first.
"Ah,	 old	 lady,"	Peter	 said	 aside	 to	Wendy,	warming	himself	 by	 the	 fire	 and

looking	down	at	her	as	she	sat	turning	a	heel,	"there	is	nothing	more	pleasant	of
an	evening	for	you	and	me	when	the	day's	toil	is	over	than	to	rest	by	the	fire	with
the	little	ones	near	by."
"It	 is	 sweet,	Peter,	 isn't	 it?"	Wendy	 said,	 frightfully	 gratified.	 "Peter,	 I	 think

Curly	has	your	nose."
"Michael	takes	after	you."
She	went	to	him	and	put	her	hand	on	his	shoulder.
"Dear	Peter,"	she	said,	"with	such	a	large	family,	of	course,	I	have	now	passed

my	best,	but	you	don't	want	to	[ex]change	me,	do	you?"
"No,	Wendy."
Certainly	 he	 did	 not	 want	 a	 change,	 but	 he	 looked	 at	 her	 uncomfortably,

blinking,	you	know,	like	one	not	sure	whether	he	was	awake	or	asleep.
"Peter,	what	is	it?"
"I	was	just	thinking,"	he	said,	a	little	scared.	"It	is	only	make-believe,	isn't	it,

that	I	am	their	father?"
"Oh	yes,"	Wendy	said	primly	[formally	and	properly].
"You	see,"	he	continued	apologetically,	"it	would	make	me	seem	so	old	to	be

their	real	father."
"But	they	are	ours,	Peter,	yours	and	mine."
"But	not	really,	Wendy?"	he	asked	anxiously.
"Not	 if	 you	 don't	 wish	 it,"	 she	 replied;	 and	 she	 distinctly	 heard	 his	 sigh	 of

relief.	"Peter,"	she	asked,	trying	to	speak	firmly,	"what	are	your	exact	feelings	to
[about]	me?"
"Those	of	a	devoted	son,	Wendy."
"I	thought	so,"	she	said,	and	went	and	sat	by	herself	at	the	extreme	end	of	the

room.
"You	are	so	queer,"	he	said,	frankly	puzzled,	"and	Tiger	Lily	is	just	the	same.

There	is	something	she	wants	to	be	to	me,	but	she	says	it	is	not	my	mother."



"No,	indeed,	it	is	not,"	Wendy	replied	with	frightful	emphasis.	Now	we	know
why	she	was	prejudiced	against	the	redskins.
"Then	what	is	it?"
"It	isn't	for	a	lady	to	tell."
"Oh,	very	well,"	Peter	said,	a	little	nettled.	"Perhaps	Tinker	Bell	will	tell	me."
"Oh	 yes,	 Tinker	 Bell	 will	 tell	 you,"	 Wendy	 retorted	 scornfully.	 "She	 is	 an

abandoned	little	creature."
Here	Tink,	who	was	in	her	bedroom,	eavesdropping,	squeaked	out	something

impudent.
"She	says	she	glories	in	being	abandoned,"	Peter	interpreted.
He	had	a	sudden	idea.	"Perhaps	Tink	wants	to	be	my	mother?"
"You	silly	ass!"	cried	Tinker	Bell	in	a	passion.
She	had	said	it	so	often	that	Wendy	needed	no	translation.
"I	almost	agree	with	her,"	Wendy	snapped.	Fancy	Wendy	snapping!	But	 she

had	been	much	 tried,	 and	 she	 little	knew	what	was	 to	happen	before	 the	night
was	out.	If	she	had	known	she	would	not	have	snapped.
None	of	 them	knew.	Perhaps	 it	was	best	not	 to	know.	Their	 ignorance	gave

them	one	more	glad	hour;	and	as	it	was	to	be	their	last	hour	on	the	island,	let	us
rejoice	 that	 there	were	 sixty	glad	minutes	 in	 it.	They	 sang	and	danced	 in	 their
night-gowns.	Such	a	deliciously	creepy	song	it	was,	in	which	they	pretended	to
be	 frightened	 at	 their	 own	 shadows,	 little	witting	 that	 so	 soon	 shadows	would
close	in	upon	them,	from	whom	they	would	shrink	in	real	fear.	So	uproariously
gay	was	the	dance,	and	how	they	buffeted	each	other	on	the	bed	and	out	of	it!	It
was	 a	 pillow	 fight	 rather	 than	 a	 dance,	 and	when	 it	 was	 finished,	 the	 pillows
insisted	 on	 one	 bout	more,	 like	 partners	who	 know	 that	 they	may	 never	meet
again.	 The	 stories	 they	 told,	 before	 it	was	 time	 for	Wendy's	 good-night	 story!
Even	Slightly	tried	to	tell	a	story	that	night,	but	 the	beginning	was	so	fearfully
dull	that	it	appalled	not	only	the	others	but	himself,	and	he	said	happily:
"Yes,	it	is	a	dull	beginning.	I	say,	let	us	pretend	that	it	is	the	end."
And	then	at	 last	 they	all	got	into	bed	for	Wendy's	story,	 the	story	they	loved

best,	the	story	Peter	hated.	Usually	when	she	began	to	tell	this	story	he	left	the
room	or	put	his	hands	over	his	ears;	and	possibly	if	he	had	done	either	of	those
things	this	time	they	might	all	still	be	on	the	island.	But	to-night	he	remained	on
his	stool;	and	we	shall	see	what	happened.



Chapter		11	
WENDY'S	STORY
"Listen,	 then,"	said	Wendy,	settling	down	to	her	story,	with	Michael	at	her	feet
and	seven	boys	in	the	bed.	"There	was	once	a	gentleman—"
"I	had	rather	he	had	been	a	lady,"	Curly	said.
"I	wish	he	had	been	a	white	rat,"	said	Nibs.
"Quiet,"	 their	mother	admonished	 [cautioned]	 them.	"There	was	a	 lady	also,

and—"
"Oh,	mummy,"	cried	the	first	twin,	"you	mean	that	there	is	a	lady	also,	don't

you?	She	is	not	dead,	is	she?"
"Oh,	no."
"I	am	awfully	glad	she	isn't	dead,"	said	Tootles.	"Are	you	glad,	John?"
"Of	course	I	am."
"Are	you	glad,	Nibs?"
"Rather."
"Are	you	glad,	Twins?"
"We	are	glad."
"Oh	dear,"	sighed	Wendy.
"Little	less	noise	there,"	Peter	called	out,	determined	that	she	should	have	fair

play,	however	beastly	a	story	it	might	be	in	his	opinion.
"The	gentleman's	name,"	Wendy	continued,	"was	Mr.	Darling,	and	her	name

was	Mrs.	Darling."
"I	knew	them,"	John	said,	to	annoy	the	others.
"I	think	I	knew	them,"	said	Michael	rather	doubtfully.
"They	were	married,	 you	know,"	 explained	Wendy,	 "and	what	 do	you	 think

they	had?"
"White	rats,"	cried	Nibs,	inspired.
"No."
"It's	awfully	puzzling,"	said	Tootles,	who	knew	the	story	by	heart.
"Quiet,	Tootles.	They	had	three	descendants."
"What	is	descendants?"
"Well,	you	are	one,	Twin."
"Did	you	hear	that,	John?	I	am	a	descendant."



"Descendants	are	only	children,"	said	John.
"Oh	dear,	 oh	dear,"	 sighed	Wendy.	 "Now	 these	 three	 children	had	 a	 faithful

nurse	called	Nana;	but	Mr.	Darling	was	angry	with	her	and	chained	her	up	in	the
yard,	and	so	all	the	children	flew	away."
"It's	an	awfully	good	story,"	said	Nibs.
"They	 flew	 away,"	 Wendy	 continued,	 "to	 the	 Neverland,	 where	 the	 lost

children	are."
"I	just	thought	they	did,"	Curly	broke	in	excitedly.	"I	don't	know	how	it	is,	but

I	just	thought	they	did!"
"O	Wendy,"	cried	Tootles,	"was	one	of	the	lost	children	called	Tootles?"
"Yes,	he	was."
"I	am	in	a	story.	Hurrah,	I	am	in	a	story,	Nibs."
"Hush.	Now	I	want	you	to	consider	the	feelings	of	the	unhappy	parents	with

all	their	children	flown	away."
"Oo!"	they	all	moaned,	though	they	were	not	really	considering	the	feelings	of

the	unhappy	parents	one	jot.
"Think	of	the	empty	beds!"
"Oo!"
"It's	awfully	sad,"	the	first	twin	said	cheerfully.
"I	don't	see	how	it	can	have	a	happy	ending,"	said	the	second	twin.	"Do	you,

Nibs?"
"I'm	frightfully	anxious."
"If	you	knew	how	great	 is	 a	mother's	 love,"	Wendy	 told	 them	 triumphantly,

"you	would	have	no	fear."	She	had	now	come	to	the	part	that	Peter	hated.
"I	do	like	a	mother's	love,"	said	Tootles,	hitting	Nibs	with	a	pillow.	"Do	you

like	a	mother's	love,	Nibs?"
"I	do	just,"	said	Nibs,	hitting	back.
"You	 see,"	 Wendy	 said	 complacently,	 "our	 heroine	 knew	 that	 the	 mother

would	 always	 leave	 the	window	open	 for	 her	 children	 to	 fly	 back	 by;	 so	 they
stayed	away	for	years	and	had	a	lovely	time."
"Did	they	ever	go	back?"
"Let	us	now,"	said	Wendy,	bracing	herself	up	for	her	finest	effort,	"take	a	peep

into	the	future;"	and	they	all	gave	themselves	the	twist	that	makes	peeps	into	the
future	easier.	"Years	have	rolled	by,	and	who	is	this	elegant	lady	of	uncertain	age
alighting	at	London	Station?"
"O	Wendy,	who	is	she?"	cried	Nibs,	every	bit	as	excited	as	if	he	didn't	know.
"Can	it	be—yes—no—it	is—the	fair	Wendy!"
"Oh!"
"And	who	are	the	two	noble	portly	figures	accompanying	her,	now	grown	to



man's	estate?	Can	they	be	John	and	Michael?	They	are!"
"Oh!"
"'See,	dear	brothers,'	says	Wendy	pointing	upwards,	'there	is	the	window	still

standing	 open.	 Ah,	 now	 we	 are	 rewarded	 for	 our	 sublime	 faith	 in	 a	 mother's
love.'	So	up	they	flew	to	their	mummy	and	daddy,	and	pen	cannot	describe	the
happy	scene,	over	which	we	draw	a	veil."
That	was	the	story,	and	they	were	as	pleased	with	it	as	the	fair	narrator	herself.

Everything	 just	 as	 it	 should	 be,	 you	 see.	 Off	 we	 skip	 like	 the	 most	 heartless
things	in	the	world,	which	is	what	children	are,	but	so	attractive;	and	we	have	an
entirely	selfish	time,	and	then	when	we	have	need	of	special	attention	we	nobly
return	for	it,	confident	that	we	shall	be	rewarded	instead	of	smacked.
So	 great	 indeed	was	 their	 faith	 in	 a	mother's	 love	 that	 they	 felt	 they	 could

afford	to	be	callous	for	a	bit	longer.
But	there	was	one	there	who	knew	better,	and	when	Wendy	finished	he	uttered

a	hollow	groan.
"What	is	it,	Peter?"	she	cried,	running	to	him,	thinking	he	was	ill.	She	felt	him

solicitously,	lower	down	than	his	chest.	"Where	is	it,	Peter?"
"It	isn't	that	kind	of	pain,"	Peter	replied	darkly.
"Then	what	kind	is	it?"
"Wendy,	you	are	wrong	about	mothers."
They	 all	 gathered	 round	 him	 in	 affright,	 so	 alarming	was	 his	 agitation;	 and

with	a	fine	candour	he	told	them	what	he	had	hitherto	concealed.
"Long	ago,"	he	said,	"I	 thought	 like	you	that	my	mother	would	always	keep

the	window	open	for	me,	so	I	stayed	away	for	moons	and	moons	and	moons,	and
then	flew	back;	but	 the	window	was	barred,	for	mother	had	forgotten	all	about
me,	and	there	was	another	little	boy	sleeping	in	my	bed."
I	 am	not	 sure	 that	 this	was	 true,	but	Peter	 thought	 it	was	 true;	 and	 it	 scared

them.
"Are	you	sure	mothers	are	like	that?"
"Yes."
So	this	was	the	truth	about	mothers.	The	toads!
Still	it	is	best	to	be	careful;	and	no	one	knows	so	quickly	as	a	child	when	he

should	give	in.	"Wendy,	let	us	[let's]	go	home,"	cried	John	and	Michael	together.
"Yes,"	she	said,	clutching	them.
"Not	to-night?"	asked	the	lost	boys	bewildered.	They	knew	in	what	they	called

their	hearts	that	one	can	get	on	quite	well	without	a	mother,	and	that	it	is	only	the
mothers	who	think	you	can't.
"At	once,"	Wendy	replied	resolutely,	for	the	horrible	thought	had	come	to	her:

"Perhaps	mother	is	in	half	mourning	by	this	time."



This	dread	made	her	forgetful	of	what	must	be	Peter's	feelings,	and	she	said	to
him	rather	sharply,	"Peter,	will	you	make	the	necessary	arrangements?"
"If	you	wish	it,"	he	replied,	as	coolly	as	if	she	had	asked	him	to	pass	the	nuts.
Not	 so	much	 as	 a	 sorry-to-lose-you	 between	 them!	 If	 she	 did	 not	mind	 the

parting,	he	was	going	to	show	her,	was	Peter,	that	neither	did	he.
But	of	course	he	cared	very	much;	and	he	was	so	full	of	wrath	against	grown-

ups,	who,	 as	usual,	were	 spoiling	everything,	 that	 as	 soon	as	he	got	 inside	his
tree	he	breathed	 intentionally	quick	 short	breaths	 at	 the	 rate	of	 about	 five	 to	 a
second.	He	did	this	because	there	is	a	saying	in	the	Neverland	that,	every	time
you	breathe,	a	grown-up	dies;	and	Peter	was	killing	them	off	vindictively	as	fast
as	possible.
Then	having	given	the	necessary	instructions	to	the	redskins	he	returned	to	the

home,	where	an	unworthy	scene	had	been	enacted	in	his	absence.	Panic-stricken
at	 the	 thought	 of	 losing	 Wendy	 the	 lost	 boys	 had	 advanced	 upon	 her
threateningly.
"It	will	be	worse	than	before	she	came,"	they	cried.
"We	shan't	let	her	go."
"Let's	keep	her	prisoner."
"Ay,	chain	her	up."
In	her	extremity	an	instinct	told	her	to	which	of	them	to	turn.
"Tootles,"	she	cried,	"I	appeal	to	you."
Was	it	not	strange?	She	appealed	to	Tootles,	quite	the	silliest	one.
Grandly,	however,	did	Tootles	respond.	For	 that	one	moment	he	dropped	his

silliness	and	spoke	with	dignity.
"I	am	just	Tootles,"	he	said,	"and	nobody	minds	me.	But	the	first	who	does	not

behave	to	Wendy	like	an	English	gentleman	I	will	blood	him	severely."
He	drew	back	his	hanger;	and	for	that	instant	his	sun	was	at	noon.	The	others

held	back	uneasily.	Then	Peter	 returned,	and	 they	saw	at	once	 that	 they	would
get	 no	 support	 from	him.	He	would	 keep	no	 girl	 in	 the	Neverland	 against	 her
will.
"Wendy,"	he	said,	striding	up	and	down,	"I	have	asked	the	redskins	 to	guide

you	through	the	wood,	as	flying	tires	you	so."
"Thank	you,	Peter."
"Then,"	 he	 continued,	 in	 the	 short	 sharp	 voice	 of	 one	 accustomed	 to	 be

obeyed,	"Tinker	Bell	will	take	you	across	the	sea.	Wake	her,	Nibs."
Nibs	had	to	knock	twice	before	he	got	an	answer,	though	Tink	had	really	been

sitting	up	in	bed	listening	for	some	time.
"Who	are	you?	How	dare	you?	Go	away,"	she	cried.
"You	are	to	get	up,	Tink,"	Nibs	called,	"and	take	Wendy	on	a	journey."



Of	course	Tink	had	been	delighted	to	hear	that	Wendy	was	going;	but	she	was
jolly	well	determined	not	to	be	her	courier,	and	she	said	so	in	still	more	offensive
language.	Then	she	pretended	to	be	asleep	again.
"She	 says	 she	 won't!"	 Nibs	 exclaimed,	 aghast	 at	 such	 insubordination,

whereupon	Peter	went	sternly	toward	the	young	lady's	chamber.
"Tink,"	he	rapped	out,	"if	you	don't	get	up	and	dress	at	once	I	will	open	the

curtains,	and	then	we	shall	all	see	you	in	your	negligee	[nightgown]."
This	made	her	leap	to	the	floor.	"Who	said	I	wasn't	getting	up?"	she	cried.
In	the	meantime	the	boys	were	gazing	very	forlornly	at	Wendy,	now	equipped

with	 John	 and	Michael	 for	 the	 journey.	 By	 this	 time	 they	 were	 dejected,	 not
merely	because	 they	were	about	 to	 lose	her,	but	also	because	 they	felt	 that	she
was	going	off	to	something	nice	to	which	they	had	not	been	invited.	Novelty	was
beckoning	to	them	as	usual.
Crediting	them	with	a	nobler	feeling	Wendy	melted.
"Dear	ones,"	she	said,	"if	you	will	all	come	with	me	I	feel	almost	sure	I	can

get	my	father	and	mother	to	adopt	you."
The	 invitation	 was	 meant	 specially	 for	 Peter,	 but	 each	 of	 the	 boys	 was

thinking	exclusively	of	himself,	and	at	once	they	jumped	with	joy.
"But	won't	 they	 think	us	 rather	 a	handful?"	Nibs	 asked	 in	 the	middle	of	his

jump.
"Oh	no,"	said	Wendy,	rapidly	thinking	it	out,	"it	will	only	mean	having	a	few

beds	 in	 the	 drawing-room;	 they	 can	 be	 hidden	 behind	 the	 screens	 on	 first
Thursdays."
"Peter,	can	we	go?"	they	all	cried	imploringly.	They	took	it	for	granted	that	if

they	went	 he	would	 go	 also,	 but	 really	 they	 scarcely	 cared.	 Thus	 children	 are
ever	ready,	when	novelty	knocks,	to	desert	their	dearest	ones.
"All	right,"	Peter	replied	with	a	bitter	smile,	and	immediately	they	rushed	to

get	their	things.
"And	now,	Peter,"	Wendy	said,	 thinking	 she	had	put	everything	 right,	 "I	 am

going	 to	 give	 you	 your	 medicine	 before	 you	 go."	 She	 loved	 to	 give	 them
medicine,	and	undoubtedly	gave	them	too	much.	Of	course	it	was	only	water,	but
it	was	out	of	 a	bottle,	 and	 she	 always	 shook	 the	bottle	 and	counted	 the	drops,
which	gave	it	a	certain	medicinal	quality.	On	this	occasion,	however,	she	did	not
give	Peter	his	draught	[portion],	for	just	as	she	had	prepared	it,	she	saw	a	look	on
his	face	that	made	her	heart	sink.
"Get	your	things,	Peter,"	she	cried,	shaking.
"No,"	 he	 answered,	 pretending	 indifference,	 "I	 am	 not	 going	 with	 you,

Wendy."
"Yes,	Peter."



"No."
To	 show	 that	 her	 departure	 would	 leave	 him	 unmoved,	 he	 skipped	 up	 and

down	the	room,	playing	gaily	on	his	heartless	pipes.	She	had	to	run	about	after
him,	though	it	was	rather	undignified.
"To	find	your	mother,"	she	coaxed.
Now,	if	Peter	had	ever	quite	had	a	mother,	he	no	longer	missed	her.	He	could

do	very	well	without	one.	He	had	thought	them	out,	and	remembered	only	their
bad	points.
"No,	no,"	he	told	Wendy	decisively;	"perhaps	she	would	say	I	was	old,	and	I

just	want	always	to	be	a	little	boy	and	to	have	fun."
"But,	Peter—"
"No."
And	so	the	others	had	to	be	told.
"Peter	isn't	coming."
Peter	 not	 coming!	They	 gazed	 blankly	 at	 him,	 their	 sticks	 over	 their	 backs,

and	on	each	stick	a	bundle.	Their	first	thought	was	that	if	Peter	was	not	going	he
had	probably	changed	his	mind	about	letting	them	go.
But	he	was	far	too	proud	for	that.	"If	you	find	your	mothers,"	he	said	darkly,

"I	hope	you	will	like	them."
The	awful	cynicism	of	 this	made	an	uncomfortable	 impression,	and	most	of

them	 began	 to	 look	 rather	 doubtful.	 After	 all,	 their	 faces	 said,	 were	 they	 not
noodles	to	want	to	go?
"Now	then,"	cried	Peter,	"no	fuss,	no	blubbering;	good-bye,	Wendy;"	and	he

held	 out	 his	 hand	 cheerily,	 quite	 as	 if	 they	 must	 really	 go	 now,	 for	 he	 had
something	important	to	do.
She	had	to	take	his	hand,	and	there	was	no	indication	that	he	would	prefer	a

thimble.
"You	will	remember	about	changing	your	flannels,	Peter?"	she	said,	lingering

over	him.	She	was	always	so	particular	about	their	flannels.
"Yes."
"And	you	will	take	your	medicine?"
"Yes."
That	 seemed	 to	 be	 everything,	 and	 an	 awkward	 pause	 followed.	 Peter,

however,	was	not	the	kind	that	breaks	down	before	other	people.	"Are	you	ready,
Tinker	Bell?"	he	called	out.
"Ay,	ay."
"Then	lead	the	way."
Tink	 darted	 up	 the	 nearest	 tree;	 but	 no	 one	 followed	 her,	 for	 it	 was	 at	 this

moment	 that	 the	 pirates	made	 their	 dreadful	 attack	 upon	 the	 redskins.	Above,



where	all	had	been	so	still,	 the	air	was	rent	with	shrieks	and	the	clash	of	steel.
Below,	 there	was	dead	silence.	Mouths	opened	and	remained	open.	Wendy	fell
on	her	knees,	but	her	arms	were	extended	toward	Peter.	All	arms	were	extended
to	him,	as	if	suddenly	blown	in	his	direction;	they	were	beseeching	him	mutely
not	to	desert	them.	As	for	Peter,	he	seized	his	sword,	the	same	he	thought	he	had
slain	Barbecue	with,	and	the	lust	of	battle	was	in	his	eye.



Chapter		12	
THE	CHILDREN	ARE	CARRIED	OFF
The	 pirate	 attack	 had	 been	 a	 complete	 surprise:	 a	 sure	 proof	 that	 the
unscrupulous	Hook	had	conducted	it	improperly,	for	to	surprise	redskins	fairly	is
beyond	the	wit	of	the	white	man.
By	 all	 the	 unwritten	 laws	 of	 savage	 warfare	 it	 is	 always	 the	 redskin	 who

attacks,	 and	 with	 the	 wiliness	 of	 his	 race	 he	 does	 it	 just	 before	 the	 dawn,	 at
which	time	he	knows	the	courage	of	the	whites	to	be	at	its	lowest	ebb.	The	white
men	 have	 in	 the	 meantime	 made	 a	 rude	 stockade	 on	 the	 summit	 of	 yonder
undulating	ground,	at	the	foot	of	which	a	stream	runs,	for	it	is	destruction	to	be
too	 far	 from	 water.	 There	 they	 await	 the	 onslaught,	 the	 inexperienced	 ones
clutching	 their	 revolvers	 and	 treading	 on	 twigs,	 but	 the	 old	 hands	 sleeping
tranquilly	 until	 just	 before	 the	dawn.	Through	 the	 long	black	night	 the	 savage
scouts	 wriggle,	 snake-like,	 among	 the	 grass	 without	 stirring	 a	 blade.	 The
brushwood	closes	behind	them,	as	silently	as	sand	into	which	a	mole	has	dived.
Not	a	sound	is	to	be	heard,	save	when	they	give	vent	to	a	wonderful	imitation	of
the	lonely	call	of	the	coyote.	The	cry	is	answered	by	other	braves;	and	some	of
them	do	it	even	better	than	the	coyotes,	who	are	not	very	good	at	it.	So	the	chill
hours	wear	on,	and	the	long	suspense	is	horribly	trying	to	the	paleface	who	has
to	live	through	it	for	the	first	time;	but	to	the	trained	hand	those	ghastly	calls	and
still	ghastlier	silences	are	but	an	intimation	of	how	the	night	is	marching.
That	 this	 was	 the	 usual	 procedure	 was	 so	 well	 known	 to	 Hook	 that	 in

disregarding	it	he	cannot	be	excused	on	the	plea	of	ignorance.
The	 Piccaninnies,	 on	 their	 part,	 trusted	 implicitly	 to	 his	 honour,	 and	 their

whole	action	of	the	night	stands	out	in	marked	contrast	to	his.	They	left	nothing
undone	that	was	consistent	with	the	reputation	of	their	tribe.	With	that	alertness
of	the	senses	which	is	at	once	the	marvel	and	despair	of	civilised	peoples,	they
knew	that	the	pirates	were	on	the	island	from	the	moment	one	of	them	trod	on	a
dry	stick;	and	in	an	incredibly	short	space	of	time	the	coyote	cries	began.	Every
foot	of	ground	between	the	spot	where	Hook	had	landed	his	forces	and	the	home
under	the	trees	was	stealthily	examined	by	braves	wearing	their	mocassins	with
the	heels	in	front.	They	found	only	one	hillock	with	a	stream	at	its	base,	so	that
Hook	had	no	choice;	here	he	must	establish	himself	and	wait	for	just	before	the



dawn.	 Everything	 being	 thus	 mapped	 out	 with	 almost	 diabolical	 cunning,	 the
main	 body	 of	 the	 redskins	 folded	 their	 blankets	 around	 them,	 and	 in	 the
phlegmatic	 manner	 that	 is	 to	 them,	 the	 pearl	 of	 manhood	 squatted	 above	 the
children's	home,	awaiting	the	cold	moment	when	they	should	deal	pale	death.
Here	 dreaming,	 though	wide-awake,	 of	 the	 exquisite	 tortures	 to	which	 they

were	 to	 put	 him	 at	 break	 of	 day,	 those	 confiding	 savages	 were	 found	 by	 the
treacherous	Hook.	From	the	accounts	afterwards	supplied	by	such	of	the	scouts
as	 escaped	 the	 carnage,	 he	 does	 not	 seem	 even	 to	 have	 paused	 at	 the	 rising
ground,	 though	 it	 is	 certain	 that	 in	 that	 grey	 light	 he	 must	 have	 seen	 it:	 no
thought	 of	waiting	 to	 be	 attacked	 appears	 from	 first	 to	 last	 to	 have	visited	his
subtle	mind;	he	would	not	 even	hold	off	 till	 the	night	was	nearly	 spent;	on	he
pounded	 with	 no	 policy	 but	 to	 fall	 to	 [get	 into	 combat].	 What	 could	 the
bewildered	scouts	do,	masters	as	 they	were	of	every	war-like	artifice	 save	 this
one,	but	trot	helplessly	after	him,	exposing	themselves	fatally	to	view,	while	they
gave	pathetic	utterance	to	the	coyote	cry.
Around	the	brave	Tiger	Lily	were	a	dozen	of	her	stoutest	warriors,	and	 they

suddenly	 saw	 the	 perfidious	 pirates	 bearing	 down	 upon	 them.	 Fell	 from	 their
eyes	 then	 the	 film	 through	which	 they	 had	 looked	 at	 victory.	No	more	would
they	 torture	 at	 the	 stake.	 For	 them	 the	 happy	 hunting-grounds	was	 now.	They
knew	it;	but	as	their	father's	sons	they	acquitted	themselves.	Even	then	they	had
time	to	gather	in	a	phalanx	[dense	formation]	that	would	have	been	hard	to	break
had	 they	 risen	 quickly,	 but	 this	 they	were	 forbidden	 to	 do	 by	 the	 traditions	 of
their	race.	It	is	written	that	the	noble	savage	must	never	express	surprise	in	the
presence	of	the	white.	Thus	terrible	as	the	sudden	appearance	of	the	pirates	must
have	been	to	them,	they	remained	stationary	for	a	moment,	not	a	muscle	moving;
as	if	the	foe	had	come	by	invitation.	Then,	indeed,	the	tradition	gallantly	upheld,
they	seized	their	weapons,	and	the	air	was	torn	with	the	war-cry;	but	it	was	now
too	late.
It	is	no	part	of	ours	to	describe	what	was	a	massacre	rather	than	a	fight.	Thus

perished	many	of	the	flower	of	the	Piccaninny	tribe.	Not	all	unavenged	did	they
die,	 for	with	Lean	Wolf	 fell	Alf	Mason,	 to	disturb	 the	Spanish	Main	no	more,
and	 among	 others	 who	 bit	 the	 dust	 were	Geo.	 Scourie,	 Chas.	 Turley,	 and	 the
Alsatian	 Foggerty.	 Turley	 fell	 to	 the	 tomahawk	 of	 the	 terrible	 Panther,	 who
ultimately	cut	a	way	through	the	pirates	with	Tiger	Lily	and	a	small	remnant	of
the	tribe.
To	what	 extent	Hook	 is	 to	 blame	 for	 his	 tactics	 on	 this	 occasion	 is	 for	 the

historian	 to	decide.	Had	he	waited	on	 the	 rising	ground	 till	 the	proper	hour	he
and	his	men	would	probably	have	been	butchered;	and	in	judging	him	it	is	only
fair	to	take	this	into	account.	What	he	should	perhaps	have	done	was	to	acquaint



his	opponents	that	he	proposed	to	follow	a	new	method.	On	the	other	hand,	this,
as	destroying	the	element	of	surprise,	would	have	made	his	strategy	of	no	avail,
so	that	the	whole	question	is	beset	with	difficulties.	One	cannot	at	least	withhold
a	reluctant	admiration	for	the	wit	that	had	conceived	so	bold	a	scheme,	and	the
fell	[deadly]	genius	with	which	it	was	carried	out.
What	were	his	own	 feelings	about	himself	 at	 that	 triumphant	moment?	Fain

[gladly]	 would	 his	 dogs	 have	 known,	 as	 breathing	 heavily	 and	 wiping	 their
cutlasses,	 they	 gathered	 at	 a	 discreet	 distance	 from	 his	 hook,	 and	 squinted
through	their	ferret	eyes	at	this	extraordinary	man.	Elation	must	have	been	in	his
heart,	 but	his	 face	did	not	 reflect	 it:	 ever	 a	dark	and	 solitary	enigma,	he	 stood
aloof	from	his	followers	in	spirit	as	in	substance.
The	night's	work	was	not	yet	over,	for	it	was	not	the	redskins	he	had	come	out

to	 destroy;	 they	were	 but	 the	 bees	 to	 be	 smoked,	 so	 that	 he	 should	 get	 at	 the
honey.	It	was	Pan	he	wanted,	Pan	and	Wendy	and	their	band,	but	chiefly	Pan.
Peter	was	 such	a	 small	 boy	 that	 one	 tends	 to	wonder	 at	 the	man's	hatred	of

him.	 True	 he	 had	 flung	 Hook's	 arm	 to	 the	 crocodile,	 but	 even	 this	 and	 the
increased	 insecurity	of	 life	 to	which	 it	 led,	owing	 to	 the	crocodile's	pertinacity
[persistance],	 hardly	 account	 for	 a	 vindictiveness	 so	 relentless	 and	malignant.
The	 truth	 is	 that	 there	 was	 a	 something	 about	 Peter	 which	 goaded	 the	 pirate
captain	to	frenzy.	It	was	not	his	courage,	it	was	not	his	engaging	appearance,	it
was	not—.	There	is	no	beating	about	 the	bush,	for	we	know	quite	well	what	 it
was,	and	have	got	to	tell.	It	was	Peter's	cockiness.
This	had	got	on	Hook's	nerves;	 it	made	his	 iron	claw	 twitch,	and	at	night	 it

disturbed	him	like	an	insect.	While	Peter	lived,	the	tortured	man	felt	that	he	was
a	lion	in	a	cage	into	which	a	sparrow	had	come.
The	 question	 now	 was	 how	 to	 get	 down	 the	 trees,	 or	 how	 to	 get	 his	 dogs

down?	He	ran	his	greedy	eyes	over	them,	searching	for	the	thinnest	ones.	They
wriggled	uncomfortably,	 for	 they	knew	he	would	 not	 scruple	 [hesitate]	 to	 ram
them	down	with	poles.
In	the	meantime,	what	of	the	boys?	We	have	seen	them	at	the	first	clang	of	the

weapons,	turned	as	it	were	into	stone	figures,	open-mouthed,	all	appealing	with
outstretched	arms	to	Peter;	and	we	return	to	them	as	their	mouths	close,	and	their
arms	fall	to	their	sides.	The	pandemonium	above	has	ceased	almost	as	suddenly
as	it	arose,	passed	like	a	fierce	gust	of	wind;	but	they	know	that	in	the	passing	it
has	determined	their	fate.
Which	side	had	won?
The	pirates,	listening	avidly	at	the	mouths	of	the	trees,	heard	the	question	put

by	every	boy,	and	alas,	they	also	heard	Peter's	answer.
"If	the	redskins	have	won,"	he	said,	"they	will	beat	the	tom-tom;	it	is	always



their	sign	of	victory."
Now	Smee	had	found	the	tom-tom,	and	was	at	that	moment	sitting	on	it.	"You

will	 never	 hear	 the	 tom-tom	 again,"	 he	muttered,	 but	 inaudibly	 of	 course,	 for
strict	silence	had	been	enjoined	[urged].	To	his	amazement	Hook	signed	him	to
beat	 the	 tom-tom,	 and	 slowly	 there	 came	 to	 Smee	 an	 understanding	 of	 the
dreadful	wickedness	of	the	order.	Never,	probably,	had	this	simple	man	admired
Hook	so	much.
Twice	Smee	beat	upon	the	instrument,	and	then	stopped	to	listen	gleefully.
"The	tom-tom,"	the	miscreants	heard	Peter	cry;	"an	Indian	victory!"
The	doomed	children	answered	with	a	cheer	that	was	music	to	the	black	hearts

above,	 and	 almost	 immediately	 they	 repeated	 their	 good-byes	 to	 Peter.	 This
puzzled	the	pirates,	but	all	their	other	feelings	were	swallowed	by	a	base	delight
that	the	enemy	were	about	to	come	up	the	trees.	They	smirked	at	each	other	and
rubbed	their	hands.	Rapidly	and	silently	Hook	gave	his	orders:	one	man	to	each
tree,	and	the	others	to	arrange	themselves	in	a	line	two	yards	apart.



Chapter		13	
DO	YOU	BELIEVE	IN	FAIRIES?
The	more	quickly	this	horror	is	disposed	of	the	better.	The	first	to	emerge	from
his	 tree	was	Curly.	He	rose	out	of	 it	 into	 the	arms	of	Cecco,	who	flung	him	to
Smee,	who	flung	him	to	Starkey,	who	flung	him	to	Bill	Jukes,	who	flung	him	to
Noodler,	and	so	he	was	tossed	from	one	to	another	till	he	fell	at	the	feet	of	the
black	pirate.	All	the	boys	were	plucked	from	their	trees	in	this	ruthless	manner;
and	several	of	them	were	in	the	air	at	a	time,	like	bales	of	goods	flung	from	hand
to	hand.
A	different	 treatment	was	 accorded	 to	Wendy,	who	 came	 last.	With	 ironical

politeness	Hook	raised	his	hat	to	her,	and,	offering	her	his	arm,	escorted	her	to
the	spot	where	the	others	were	being	gagged.	He	did	it	with	such	an	air,	he	was
so	 frightfully	 DISTINGUE	 [imposingly	 distinguished],	 that	 she	 was	 too
fascinated	to	cry	out.	She	was	only	a	little	girl.
Perhaps	it	is	tell-tale	to	divulge	that	for	a	moment	Hook	entranced	her,	and	we

tell	 on	 her	 only	 because	 her	 slip	 led	 to	 strange	 results.	 Had	 she	 haughtily
unhanded	 him	 (and	we	 should	 have	 loved	 to	write	 it	 of	 her),	 she	would	 have
been	hurled	 through	the	air	 like	 the	others,	and	 then	Hook	would	probably	not
have	been	present	at	the	tying	of	the	children;	and	had	he	not	been	at	the	tying	he
would	not	have	discovered	Slightly's	secret,	and	without	the	secret	he	could	not
presently	have	made	his	foul	attempt	on	Peter's	life.
They	were	tied	to	prevent	their	flying	away,	doubled	up	with	their	knees	close

to	their	ears;	and	for	the	trussing	of	them	the	black	pirate	had	cut	a	rope	into	nine
equal	pieces.	All	went	well	until	Slightly's	turn	came,	when	he	was	found	to	be
like	those	irritating	parcels	that	use	up	all	the	string	in	going	round	and	leave	no
tags	[ends]	with	which	to	tie	a	knot.	The	pirates	kicked	him	in	their	rage,	just	as
you	kick	the	parcel	(though	in	fairness	you	should	kick	the	string);	and	strange	to
say	it	was	Hook	who	told	them	to	belay	their	violence.	His	lip	was	curled	with
malicious	 triumph.	While	 his	 dogs	 were	 merely	 sweating	 because	 every	 time
they	 tried	 to	 pack	 the	 unhappy	 lad	 tight	 in	 one	 part	 he	 bulged	 out	 in	 another,
Hook's	 master	 mind	 had	 gone	 far	 beneath	 Slightly's	 surface,	 probing	 not	 for
effects	 but	 for	 causes;	 and	 his	 exultation	 showed	 that	 he	 had	 found	 them.
Slightly,	white	to	the	gills,	knew	that	Hook	had	surprised	[discovered]	his	secret,



which	was	 this,	 that	no	boy	so	blown	out	could	use	a	 tree	wherein	an	average
man	need	stick.	Poor	Slightly,	most	wretched	of	all	the	children	now,	for	he	was
in	a	panic	about	Peter,	bitterly	regretted	what	he	had	done.	Madly	addicted	to	the
drinking	of	water	when	he	was	hot,	he	had	swelled	in	consequence	to	his	present
girth,	 and	 instead	 of	 reducing	 himself	 to	 fit	 his	 tree	 he	 had,	 unknown	 to	 the
others,	whittled	his	tree	to	make	it	fit	him.
Sufficient	 of	 this	Hook	guessed	 to	 persuade	him	 that	Peter	 at	 last	 lay	 at	 his

mercy,	 but	 no	 word	 of	 the	 dark	 design	 that	 now	 formed	 in	 the	 subterranean
caverns	of	his	mind	crossed	his	lips;	he	merely	signed	that	the	captives	were	to
be	conveyed	to	the	ship,	and	that	he	would	be	alone.
How	to	convey	them?	Hunched	up	in	their	ropes	they	might	indeed	be	rolled

down	hill	like	barrels,	but	most	of	the	way	lay	through	a	morass.	Again	Hook's
genius	surmounted	difficulties.	He	indicated	that	the	little	house	must	be	used	as
a	conveyance.	The	children	were	flung	into	it,	four	stout	pirates	raised	it	on	their
shoulders,	 the	 others	 fell	 in	 behind,	 and	 singing	 the	 hateful	 pirate	 chorus	 the
strange	 procession	 set	 off	 through	 the	wood.	 I	 don't	 know	whether	 any	 of	 the
children	were	crying;	if	so,	the	singing	drowned	the	sound;	but	as	the	little	house
disappeared	 in	 the	 forest,	 a	 brave	 though	 tiny	 jet	 of	 smoke	 issued	 from	 its
chimney	as	if	defying	Hook.
Hook	saw	it,	and	it	did	Peter	a	bad	service.	It	dried	up	any	trickle	of	pity	for

him	that	may	have	remained	in	the	pirate's	infuriated	breast.
The	first	thing	he	did	on	finding	himself	alone	in	the	fast	falling	night	was	to

tiptoe	to	Slightly's	tree,	and	make	sure	that	it	provided	him	with	a	passage.	Then
for	 long	 he	 remained	 brooding;	 his	 hat	 of	 ill	 omen	 on	 the	 sward,	 so	 that	 any
gentle	breeze	which	had	arisen	might	play	refreshingly	through	his	hair.	Dark	as
were	 his	 thoughts	 his	 blue	 eyes	 were	 as	 soft	 as	 the	 periwinkle.	 Intently	 he
listened	 for	 any	 sound	 from	 the	 nether	 world,	 but	 all	 was	 as	 silent	 below	 as
above;	the	house	under	the	ground	seemed	to	be	but	one	more	empty	tenement	in
the	void.	Was	 that	boy	asleep,	or	did	he	 stand	waiting	at	 the	 foot	of	Slightly's
tree,	with	his	dagger	in	his	hand?
There	was	no	way	of	knowing,	save	by	going	down.	Hook	let	his	cloak	slip

softly	to	the	ground,	and	then	biting	his	lips	till	a	lewd	blood	stood	on	them,	he
stepped	into	the	tree.	He	was	a	brave	man,	but	for	a	moment	he	had	to	stop	there
and	 wipe	 his	 brow,	 which	 was	 dripping	 like	 a	 candle.	 Then,	 silently,	 he	 let
himself	go	into	the	unknown.
He	arrived	unmolested	at	the	foot	of	the	shaft,	and	stood	still	again,	biting	at

his	breath,	which	had	almost	left	him.	As	his	eyes	became	accustomed	to	the	dim
light	various	objects	in	the	home	under	the	trees	took	shape;	but	the	only	one	on
which	his	greedy	gaze	 rested,	 long	 sought	 for	 and	 found	at	 last,	was	 the	great



bed.	On	the	bed	lay	Peter	fast	asleep.
Unaware	of	the	tragedy	being	enacted	above,	Peter	had	continued,	for	a	little

time	after	the	children	left,	to	play	gaily	on	his	pipes:	no	doubt	rather	a	forlorn
attempt	to	prove	to	himself	that	he	did	not	care.	Then	he	decided	not	to	take	his
medicine,	 so	 as	 to	 grieve	 Wendy.	 Then	 he	 lay	 down	 on	 the	 bed	 outside	 the
coverlet,	to	vex	her	still	more;	for	she	had	always	tucked	them	inside	it,	because
you	never	know	that	you	may	not	grow	chilly	at	the	turn	of	the	night.	Then	he
nearly	cried;	but	it	struck	him	how	indignant	she	would	be	if	he	laughed	instead;
so	he	laughed	a	haughty	laugh	and	fell	asleep	in	the	middle	of	it.
Sometimes,	though	not	often,	he	had	dreams,	and	they	were	more	painful	than

the	 dreams	 of	 other	 boys.	 For	 hours	 he	 could	 not	 be	 separated	 from	 these
dreams,	 though	he	wailed	piteously	 in	 them.	They	had	 to	do,	 I	 think,	with	 the
riddle	of	his	existence.	At	such	times	it	had	been	Wendy's	custom	to	take	him	out
of	 bed	 and	 sit	 with	 him	 on	 her	 lap,	 soothing	 him	 in	 dear	 ways	 of	 her	 own
invention,	and	when	he	grew	calmer	to	put	him	back	to	bed	before	he	quite	woke
up,	so	that	he	should	not	know	of	the	indignity	to	which	she	had	subjected	him.
But	 on	 this	 occasion	 he	 had	 fallen	 at	 once	 into	 a	 dreamless	 sleep.	 One	 arm
dropped	over	the	edge	of	the	bed,	one	leg	was	arched,	and	the	unfinished	part	of
his	laugh	was	stranded	on	his	mouth,	which	was	open,	showing	the	little	pearls.
Thus	 defenceless	 Hook	 found	 him.	 He	 stood	 silent	 at	 the	 foot	 of	 the	 tree

looking	across	the	chamber	at	his	enemy.	Did	no	feeling	of	compassion	disturb
his	sombre	breast?	The	man	was	not	wholly	evil;	he	loved	flowers	(I	have	been
told)	and	sweet	music	(he	was	himself	no	mean	performer	on	the	harpsichord);
and,	 let	 it	 be	 frankly	 admitted,	 the	 idyllic	 nature	 of	 the	 scene	 stirred	 him
profoundly.	Mastered	by	his	better	self	he	would	have	returned	reluctantly	up	the
tree,	but	for	one	thing.
What	 stayed	 him	was	 Peter's	 impertinent	 appearance	 as	 he	 slept.	 The	 open

mouth,	 the	drooping	arm,	 the	arched	knee:	 they	were	such	a	personification	of
cockiness	 as,	 taken	 together,	will	 never	 again,	 one	may	 hope,	 be	 presented	 to
eyes	 so	 sensitive	 to	 their	 offensiveness.	They	 steeled	Hook's	 heart.	 If	 his	 rage
had	broken	him	into	a	hundred	pieces	every	one	of	them	would	have	disregarded
the	incident,	and	leapt	at	the	sleeper.
Though	 a	 light	 from	 the	 one	 lamp	 shone	 dimly	 on	 the	 bed,	 Hook	 stood	 in

darkness	himself,	and	at	the	first	stealthy	step	forward	he	discovered	an	obstacle,
the	door	of	Slightly's	 tree.	 It	did	not	entirely	 fill	 the	aperture,	and	he	had	been
looking	over	it.	Feeling	for	the	catch,	he	found	to	his	fury	that	it	was	low	down,
beyond	 his	 reach.	 To	 his	 disordered	 brain	 it	 seemed	 then	 that	 the	 irritating
quality	 in	Peter's	 face	and	figure	visibly	 increased,	and	he	 rattled	 the	door	and
flung	himself	against	it.	Was	his	enemy	to	escape	him	after	all?



But	what	was	 that?	The	 red	 in	 his	 eye	had	 caught	 sight	 of	Peter's	medicine
standing	on	 a	 ledge	within	 easy	 reach.	He	 fathomed	what	 it	was	 straightaway,
and	immediately	knew	that	the	sleeper	was	in	his	power.
Lest	he	should	be	taken	alive,	Hook	always	carried	about	his	person	a	dreadful

drug,	 blended	by	himself	 of	 all	 the	 death-dealing	 rings	 that	 had	 come	 into	 his
possession.	 These	 he	 had	 boiled	 down	 into	 a	 yellow	 liquid	 quite	 unknown	 to
science,	which	was	probably	the	most	virulent	poison	in	existence.
Five	drops	of	this	he	now	added	to	Peter's	cup.	His	hand	shook,	but	it	was	in

exultation	rather	than	in	shame.	As	he	did	it	he	avoided	glancing	at	the	sleeper,
but	 not	 lest	 pity	 should	 unnerve	 him;	merely	 to	 avoid	 spilling.	Then	 one	 long
gloating	 look	 he	 cast	 upon	 his	 victim,	 and	 turning,	 wormed	 his	 way	 with
difficulty	up	the	tree.	As	he	emerged	at	the	top	he	looked	the	very	spirit	of	evil
breaking	from	its	hole.	Donning	his	hat	at	 its	most	 rakish	angle,	he	wound	his
cloak	around	him,	holding	one	end	in	front	as	if	to	conceal	his	person	from	the
night,	of	which	it	was	the	blackest	part,	and	muttering	strangely	to	himself,	stole
away	through	the	trees.
Peter	slept	on.	The	light	guttered	[burned	to	edges]	and	went	out,	leaving	the

tenement	 in	 darkness;	 but	 still	 he	 slept.	 It	 must	 have	 been	 not	 less	 than	 ten
o'clock	 by	 the	 crocodile,	when	 he	 suddenly	 sat	 up	 in	 his	 bed,	wakened	 by	 he
knew	not	what.	It	was	a	soft	cautious	tapping	on	the	door	of	his	tree.
Soft	and	cautious,	but	in	that	stillness	it	was	sinister.	Peter	felt	for	his	dagger

till	his	hand	gripped	it.	Then	he	spoke.
"Who	is	that?"
For	long	there	was	no	answer:	then	again	the	knock.
"Who	are	you?"
No	answer.
He	 was	 thrilled,	 and	 he	 loved	 being	 thrilled.	 In	 two	 strides	 he	 reached	 the

door.	Unlike	Slightly's	door,	it	filled	the	aperture	[opening],	so	that	he	could	not
see	beyond	it,	nor	could	the	one	knocking	see	him.
"I	won't	open	unless	you	speak,"	Peter	cried.
Then	at	last	the	visitor	spoke,	in	a	lovely	bell-like	voice.
"Let	me	in,	Peter."
It	was	Tink,	 and	quickly	he	unbarred	 to	her.	She	 flew	 in	 excitedly,	 her	 face

flushed	and	her	dress	stained	with	mud.
"What	is	it?"
"Oh,	you	could	never	guess!"	she	cried,	and	offered	him	three	guesses.	"Out

with	it!"	he	shouted,	and	in	one	ungrammatical	sentence,	as	long	as	the	ribbons
that	 conjurers	 [magicians]	 pull	 from	 their	 mouths,	 she	 told	 of	 the	 capture	 of
Wendy	and	the	boys.



Peter's	 heart	 bobbed	up	 and	down	 as	 he	 listened.	Wendy	bound,	 and	on	 the
pirate	ship;	she	who	loved	everything	to	be	just	so!
"I'll	 rescue	her!"	he	cried,	 leaping	at	his	weapons.	As	he	 leapt	he	 thought	of

something	he	could	do	to	please	her.	He	could	take	his	medicine.
His	hand	closed	on	the	fatal	draught.
"No!"	shrieked	Tinker	Bell,	who	had	heard	Hook	mutter	about	his	deed	as	he

sped	through	the	forest.
"Why	not?"
"It	is	poisoned."
"Poisoned?	Who	could	have	poisoned	it?"
"Hook."
"Don't	be	silly.	How	could	Hook	have	got	down	here?"
Alas,	Tinker	Bell	could	not	explain	 this,	 for	even	she	did	not	know	the	dark

secret	of	Slightly's	tree.	Nevertheless	Hook's	words	had	left	no	room	for	doubt.
The	cup	was	poisoned.
"Besides,"	said	Peter,	quite	believing	himself	"I	never	fell	asleep."
He	raised	the	cup.	No	time	for	words	now;	time	for	deeds;	and	with	one	of	her

lightning	movements	Tink	got	between	his	lips	and	the	draught,	and	drained	it	to
the	dregs.
"Why,	Tink,	how	dare	you	drink	my	medicine?"
But	she	did	not	answer.	Already	she	was	reeling	in	the	air.
"What	is	the	matter	with	you?"	cried	Peter,	suddenly	afraid.
"It	 was	 poisoned,	 Peter,"	 she	 told	 him	 softly;	 "and	 now	 I	 am	 going	 to	 be

dead."
"O	Tink,	did	you	drink	it	to	save	me?"
"Yes."
"But	why,	Tink?"
Her	 wings	 would	 scarcely	 carry	 her	 now,	 but	 in	 reply	 she	 alighted	 on	 his

shoulder	 and	 gave	 his	 nose	 a	 loving	 bite.	 She	whispered	 in	 his	 ear	 "You	 silly
ass,"	and	then,	tottering	to	her	chamber,	lay	down	on	the	bed.
His	head	almost	filled	the	fourth	wall	of	her	little	room	as	he	knelt	near	her	in

distress.	Every	moment	her	light	was	growing	fainter;	and	he	knew	that	if	it	went
out	 she	 would	 be	 no	 more.	 She	 liked	 his	 tears	 so	 much	 that	 she	 put	 out	 her
beautiful	finger	and	let	them	run	over	it.
Her	voice	was	so	low	that	at	first	he	could	not	make	out	what	she	said.	Then

he	 made	 it	 out.	 She	 was	 saying	 that	 she	 thought	 she	 could	 get	 well	 again	 if
children	believed	in	fairies.
Peter	flung	out	his	arms.	There	were	no	children	there,	and	it	was	night	time;

but	 he	 addressed	 all	who	might	 be	 dreaming	 of	 the	Neverland,	 and	who	were



therefore	nearer	to	him	than	you	think:	boys	and	girls	in	their	nighties,	and	naked
papooses	in	their	baskets	hung	from	trees.
"Do	you	believe?"	he	cried.
Tink	sat	up	in	bed	almost	briskly	to	listen	to	her	fate.
She	 fancied	 she	heard	answers	 in	 the	affirmative,	 and	 then	again	 she	wasn't

sure.
"What	do	you	think?"	she	asked	Peter.
"If	you	believe,"	he	shouted	to	them,	"clap	your	hands;	don't	let	Tink	die."
Many	clapped.
Some	didn't.
A	few	beasts	hissed.
The	 clapping	 stopped	 suddenly;	 as	 if	 countless	mothers	 had	 rushed	 to	 their

nurseries	to	see	what	on	earth	was	happening;	but	already	Tink	was	saved.	First
her	voice	grew	strong,	then	she	popped	out	of	bed,	then	she	was	flashing	through
the	 room	more	merry	 and	 impudent	 than	 ever.	 She	 never	 thought	 of	 thanking
those	who	believed,	but	she	would	have	like	to	get	at	the	ones	who	had	hissed.
"And	now	to	rescue	Wendy!"
The	moon	was	riding	in	a	cloudy	heaven	when	Peter	rose	from	his	tree,	begirt

[belted]	with	weapons	and	wearing	little	else,	to	set	out	upon	his	perilous	quest.
It	was	not	such	a	night	as	he	would	have	chosen.	He	had	hoped	to	fly,	keeping
not	far	from	the	ground	so	that	nothing	unwonted	should	escape	his	eyes;	but	in
that	fitful	light	to	have	flown	low	would	have	meant	trailing	his	shadow	through
the	trees,	thus	disturbing	birds	and	acquainting	a	watchful	foe	that	he	was	astir.
He	regretted	now	that	he	had	given	the	birds	of	the	island	such	strange	names

that	they	are	very	wild	and	difficult	of	approach.
There	was	no	other	course	but	 to	press	 forward	 in	 redskin	 fashion,	at	which

happily	he	was	an	adept	[expert].	But	in	what	direction,	for	he	could	not	be	sure
that	the	children	had	been	taken	to	the	ship?	A	light	fall	of	snow	had	obliterated
all	footmarks;	and	a	deathly	silence	pervaded	the	island,	as	if	for	a	space	Nature
stood	still	in	horror	of	the	recent	carnage.	He	had	taught	the	children	something
of	 the	 forest	 lore	 that	he	had	himself	 learned	 from	Tiger	Lily	and	Tinker	Bell,
and	knew	that	in	their	dire	hour	they	were	not	likely	to	forget	it.	Slightly,	if	he
had	 an	 opportunity,	would	 blaze	 [cut	 a	mark	 in]	 the	 trees,	 for	 instance,	 Curly
would	drop	seeds,	and	Wendy	would	leave	her	handkerchief	at	some	important
place.	The	morning	was	needed	 to	 search	 for	 such	guidance,	 and	he	could	not
wait.	The	upper	world	had	called	him,	but	would	give	no	help.
The	 crocodile	 passed	 him,	 but	 not	 another	 living	 thing,	 not	 a	 sound,	 not	 a

movement;	and	yet	he	knew	well	that	sudden	death	might	be	at	the	next	tree,	or
stalking	him	from	behind.



He	swore	this	terrible	oath:	"Hook	or	me	this	time."
Now	 he	 crawled	 forward	 like	 a	 snake,	 and	 again	 erect,	 he	 darted	 across	 a

space	on	which	the	moonlight	played,	one	finger	on	his	lip	and	his	dagger	at	the
ready.	He	was	frightfully	happy.



Chapter		14	
THE	PIRATE	SHIP
One	 green	 light	 squinting	 over	 Kidd's	 Creek,	 which	 is	 near	 the	mouth	 of	 the
pirate	river,	marked	where	the	brig,	the	JOLLY	ROGER,	lay,	low	in	the	water;	a
rakish-looking	 [speedy-looking]	 craft	 foul	 to	 the	 hull,	 every	 beam	 in	 her
detestable,	 like	ground	 strewn	with	mangled	 feathers.	She	was	 the	 cannibal	 of
the	 seas,	 and	 scarce	 needed	 that	 watchful	 eye,	 for	 she	 floated	 immune	 in	 the
horror	of	her	name.
She	was	wrapped	 in	 the	blanket	of	night,	 through	which	no	 sound	 from	her

could	have	 reached	 the	shore.	There	was	 little	sound,	and	none	agreeable	save
the	whir	of	 the	ship's	sewing	machine	at	which	Smee	sat,	ever	 industrious	and
obliging,	 the	 essence	 of	 the	 commonplace,	 pathetic	 Smee.	 I	 know	not	why	 he
was	so	infinitely	pathetic,	unless	it	were	because	he	was	so	pathetically	unaware
of	it;	but	even	strong	men	had	to	turn	hastily	from	looking	at	him,	and	more	than
once	on	summer	evenings	he	had	touched	the	fount	of	Hook's	tears	and	made	it
flow.	Of	this,	as	of	almost	everything	else,	Smee	was	quite	unconscious.
A	few	of	 the	pirates	 leant	over	 the	bulwarks,	drinking	 in	 the	miasma	[putrid

mist]	of	the	night;	others	sprawled	by	barrels	over	games	of	dice	and	cards;	and
the	exhausted	four	who	had	carried	the	little	house	lay	prone	on	the	deck,	where
even	in	their	sleep	they	rolled	skillfully	to	this	side	or	that	out	of	Hook's	reach,
lest	he	should	claw	them	mechanically	in	passing.
Hook	 trod	 the	 deck	 in	 thought.	 O	 man	 unfathomable.	 It	 was	 his	 hour	 of

triumph.	Peter	had	been	removed	for	ever	from	his	path,	and	all	the	other	boys
were	 in	 the	 brig,	 about	 to	walk	 the	 plank.	 It	was	 his	 grimmest	 deed	 since	 the
days	when	he	had	brought	Barbecue	to	heel;	and	knowing	as	we	do	how	vain	a
tabernacle	is	man,	could	we	be	surprised	had	he	now	paced	the	deck	unsteadily,
bellied	out	by	the	winds	of	his	success?
But	 there	was	 no	 elation	 in	 his	 gait,	which	kept	 pace	with	 the	 action	of	 his

sombre	mind.	Hook	was	profoundly	dejected.
He	 was	 often	 thus	 when	 communing	 with	 himself	 on	 board	 ship	 in	 the

quietude	of	 the	night.	 It	was	because	he	was	so	terribly	alone.	This	 inscrutable
man	 never	 felt	 more	 alone	 than	 when	 surrounded	 by	 his	 dogs.	 They	 were
socially	inferior	to	him.



Hook	was	not	his	true	name.	To	reveal	who	he	really	was	would	even	at	this
date	 set	 the	 country	 in	 a	 blaze;	 but	 as	 those	who	 read	 between	 the	 lines	must
already	have	guessed,	he	had	been	at	a	famous	public	school;	and	its	traditions
still	clung	to	him	like	garments,	with	which	indeed	they	are	largely	concerned.
Thus	it	was	offensive	to	him	even	now	to	board	a	ship	in	the	same	dress	in	which
he	 grappled	 [attacked]	 her,	 and	 he	 still	 adhered	 in	 his	 walk	 to	 the	 school's
distinguished	slouch.	But	above	all	he	retained	the	passion	for	good	form.
Good	form!	However	much	he	may	have	degenerated,	he	still	knew	that	this	is

all	that	really	matters.
From	far	within	him	he	heard	a	creaking	as	of	rusty	portals,	and	through	them

came	 a	 stern	 tap-tap-tap,	 like	 hammering	 in	 the	 night	when	 one	 cannot	 sleep.
"Have	you	been	good	form	to-day?"	was	their	eternal	question.
"Fame,	fame,	that	glittering	bauble,	it	is	mine,"	he	cried.
"Is	 it	quite	good	form	 to	be	distinguished	at	anything?"	 the	 tap-tap	 from	his

school	replied.
"I	 am	 the	 only	 man	 whom	 Barbecue	 feared,"	 he	 urged,	 "and	 Flint	 feared

Barbecue."
"Barbecue,	Flint—what	house?"	came	the	cutting	retort.
Most	 disquieting	 reflection	 of	 all,	 was	 it	 not	 bad	 form	 to	 think	 about	 good

form?
His	vitals	were	tortured	by	this	problem.	It	was	a	claw	within	him	sharper	than

the	iron	one;	and	as	it	tore	him,	the	perspiration	dripped	down	his	tallow	[waxy]
countenance	 and	 streaked	 his	 doublet.	 Ofttimes	 he	 drew	 his	 sleeve	 across	 his
face,	but	there	was	no	damming	that	trickle.
Ah,	envy	not	Hook.
There	came	to	him	a	presentiment	of	his	early	dissolution	[death].	It	was	as	if

Peter's	terrible	oath	had	boarded	the	ship.	Hook	felt	a	gloomy	desire	to	make	his
dying	speech,	lest	presently	there	should	be	no	time	for	it.
"Better	for	Hook,"	he	cried,	"if	he	had	had	less	ambition!"	It	was	in	his	darkest

hours	only	that	he	referred	to	himself	in	the	third	person.
"No	little	children	to	love	me!"
Strange	 that	 he	 should	 think	 of	 this,	 which	 had	 never	 troubled	 him	 before;

perhaps	 the	 sewing	 machine	 brought	 it	 to	 his	 mind.	 For	 long	 he	 muttered	 to
himself,	staring	at	Smee,	who	was	hemming	placidly,	under	the	conviction	that
all	children	feared	him.
Feared	him!	Feared	Smee!	There	was	not	a	child	on	board	the	brig	that	night

who	did	not	already	 love	him.	He	had	said	horrid	 things	 to	 them	and	hit	 them
with	 the	palm	of	his	hand,	because	he	could	not	hit	with	his	 fist,	but	 they	had
only	clung	to	him	the	more.	Michael	had	tried	on	his	spectacles.



To	tell	poor	Smee	that	they	thought	him	lovable!	Hook	itched	to	do	it,	but	it
seemed	 too	brutal.	 Instead,	he	 revolved	 this	mystery	 in	his	mind:	why	do	 they
find	Smee	lovable?	He	pursued	the	problem	like	the	sleuth-hound	that	he	was.	If
Smee	was	 lovable,	what	was	 it	 that	made	him	 so?	A	 terrible	 answer	 suddenly
presented	itself—"Good	form?"
Had	the	bo'sun	good	form	without	knowing	it,	which	is	the	best	form	of	all?
He	remembered	that	you	have	to	prove	you	don't	know	you	have	it	before	you

are	eligible	for	Pop	[an	elite	social	club	at	Eton].
With	a	cry	of	 rage	he	 raised	his	 iron	hand	over	Smee's	head;	but	he	did	not

tear.	What	arrested	him	was	this	reflection:
"To	claw	a	man	because	he	is	good	form,	what	would	that	be?"
"Bad	form!"
The	unhappy	Hook	was	as	impotent	[powerless]	as	he	was	damp,	and	he	fell

forward	like	a	cut	flower.
His	dogs	thinking	him	out	of	the	way	for	a	time,	discipline	instantly	relaxed;

and	 they	broke	 into	a	bacchanalian	 [drunken]	dance,	which	brought	him	 to	his
feet	 at	 once,	 all	 traces	 of	 human	weakness	 gone,	 as	 if	 a	 bucket	 of	 water	 had
passed	over	him.
"Quiet,	you	scugs,"	he	cried,	"or	I'll	cast	anchor	in	you;"	and	at	once	the	din

was	hushed.	"Are	all	the	children	chained,	so	that	they	cannot	fly	away?"
"Ay,	ay."
"Then	hoist	them	up."
The	wretched	 prisoners	were	 dragged	 from	 the	 hold,	 all	 except	Wendy,	 and

ranged	 in	 line	 in	 front	 of	 him.	 For	 a	 time	 he	 seemed	 unconscious	 of	 their
presence.	He	lolled	at	his	ease,	humming,	not	unmelodiously,	snatches	of	a	rude
song,	and	fingering	a	pack	of	cards.	Ever	and	anon	the	light	from	his	cigar	gave
a	touch	of	colour	to	his	face.
"Now	then,	bullies,"	he	said	briskly,	"six	of	you	walk	the	plank	to-night,	but	I

have	room	for	two	cabin	boys.	Which	of	you	is	it	to	be?"
"Don't	irritate	him	unnecessarily,"	had	been	Wendy's	instructions	in	the	hold;

so	Tootles	stepped	forward	politely.	Tootles	hated	the	idea	of	signing	under	such
a	man,	but	an	instinct	told	him	that	it	would	be	prudent	to	lay	the	responsibility
on	 an	 absent	 person;	 and	 though	 a	 somewhat	 silly	 boy,	 he	 knew	 that	mothers
alone	are	always	willing	to	be	the	buffer.	All	children	know	this	about	mothers,
and	despise	them	for	it,	but	make	constant	use	of	it.
So	Tootles	explained	prudently,	"You	see,	sir,	I	don't	think	my	mother	would

like	me	to	be	a	pirate.	Would	your	mother	like	you	to	be	a	pirate,	Slightly?"
He	winked	at	Slightly,	who	said	mournfully,	"I	don't	think	so,"	as	if	he	wished

things	had	been	otherwise.	"Would	your	mother	like	you	to	be	a	pirate,	Twin?"



"I	don't	think	so,"	said	the	first	twin,	as	clever	as	the	others.	"Nibs,	would—"
"Stow	this	gab,"	roared	Hook,	and	the	spokesmen	were	dragged	back.	"You,

boy,"	 he	 said,	 addressing	 John,	 "you	 look	 as	 if	 you	 had	 a	 little	 pluck	 in	 you.
Didst	never	want	to	be	a	pirate,	my	hearty?"
Now	John	had	sometimes	experienced	this	hankering	at	maths.	prep.;	and	he

was	struck	by	Hook's	picking	him	out.
"I	once	thought	of	calling	myself	Red-handed	Jack,"	he	said	diffidently.
"And	a	good	name	too.	We'll	call	you	that	here,	bully,	if	you	join."
"What	do	you	think,	Michael?"	asked	John.
"What	would	you	call	me	if	I	join?"	Michael	demanded.
"Blackbeard	Joe."
Michael	was	naturally	impressed.	"What	do	you	think,	John?"	He	wanted	John

to	decide,	and	John	wanted	him	to	decide.
"Shall	we	still	be	respectful	subjects	of	the	King?"	John	inquired.
Through	Hook's	 teeth	 came	 the	 answer:	 "You	would	 have	 to	 swear,	 'Down

with	the	King.'"
Perhaps	John	had	not	behaved	very	well	so	far,	but	he	shone	out	now.
"Then	I	refuse,"	he	cried,	banging	the	barrel	in	front	of	Hook.
"And	I	refuse,"	cried	Michael.
"Rule	Britannia!"	squeaked	Curly.
The	infuriated	pirates	buffeted	them	in	the	mouth;	and	Hook	roared	out,	"That

seals	your	doom.	Bring	up	their	mother.	Get	the	plank	ready."
They	 were	 only	 boys,	 and	 they	 went	 white	 as	 they	 saw	 Jukes	 and	 Cecco

preparing	the	fatal	plank.	But	they	tried	to	look	brave	when	Wendy	was	brought
up.
No	words	of	mine	can	tell	you	how	Wendy	despised	those	pirates.	To	the	boys

there	was	at	 least	 some	glamour	 in	 the	pirate	calling;	but	 all	 that	 she	 saw	was
that	the	ship	had	not	been	tidied	for	years.	There	was	not	a	porthole	on	the	grimy
glass	of	which	you	might	not	have	written	with	your	finger	"Dirty	pig";	and	she
had	already	written	it	on	several.	But	as	the	boys	gathered	round	her	she	had	no
thought,	of	course,	save	for	them.
"So,	my	 beauty,"	 said	 Hook,	 as	 if	 he	 spoke	 in	 syrup,	 "you	 are	 to	 see	 your

children	walk	the	plank."
Fine	gentlemen	though	he	was,	the	intensity	of	his	communings	had	soiled	his

ruff,	 and	 suddenly	he	 knew	 that	 she	was	 gazing	 at	 it.	With	 a	 hasty	 gesture	 he
tried	to	hide	it,	but	he	was	too	late.
"Are	they	to	die?"	asked	Wendy,	with	a	look	of	such	frightful	contempt	that	he

nearly	fainted.
"They	are,"	he	snarled.	"Silence	all,"	he	called	gloatingly,	"for	a	mother's	last



words	to	her	children."
At	this	moment	Wendy	was	grand.	"These	are	my	last	words,	dear	boys,"	she

said	firmly.	"I	feel	that	I	have	a	message	to	you	from	your	real	mothers,	and	it	is
this:	'We	hope	our	sons	will	die	like	English	gentlemen.'"
Even	the	pirates	were	awed,	and	Tootles	cried	out	hysterically,	"I	am	going	to

do	what	my	mother	hopes.	What	are	you	to	do,	Nibs?"
"What	my	mother	hopes.	What	are	you	to	do,	Twin?"
"What	my	mother	hopes.	John,	what	are—"
But	Hook	had	found	his	voice	again.
"Tie	her	up!"	he	shouted.
It	was	Smee	who	tied	her	 to	 the	mast.	"See	here,	honey,"	he	whispered,	"I'll

save	you	if	you	promise	to	be	my	mother."
But	not	even	for	Smee	would	she	make	such	a	promise.	"I	would	almost	rather

have	no	children	at	all,"	she	said	disdainfully	[scornfully].
It	 is	 sad	 to	know	 that	 not	 a	boy	was	 looking	 at	 her	 as	Smee	 tied	her	 to	 the

mast;	 the	eyes	of	all	were	on	the	plank:	 that	 last	 little	walk	 they	were	about	 to
take.	They	were	no	longer	able	to	hope	that	they	would	walk	it	manfully,	for	the
capacity	to	think	had	gone	from	them;	they	could	stare	and	shiver	only.
Hook	 smiled	on	 them	with	his	 teeth	 closed,	 and	 took	 a	 step	 toward	Wendy.

His	intention	was	to	turn	her	face	so	that	she	should	see	they	boys	walking	the
plank	one	by	one.	But	he	never	reached	her,	he	never	heard	the	cry	of	anguish	he
hoped	to	wring	from	her.	He	heard	something	else	instead.
It	was	the	terrible	tick-tick	of	the	crocodile.
They	 all	 heard	 it—pirates,	 boys,	 Wendy;	 and	 immediately	 every	 head	 was

blown	in	one	direction;	not	to	the	water	whence	the	sound	proceeded,	but	toward
Hook.	All	knew	 that	what	was	about	 to	happen	concerned	him	alone,	and	 that
from	being	actors	they	were	suddenly	become	spectators.
Very	frightful	was	it	to	see	the	change	that	came	over	him.	It	was	as	if	he	had

been	clipped	at	every	joint.	He	fell	in	a	little	heap.
The	 sound	 came	 steadily	 nearer;	 and	 in	 advance	 of	 it	 came	 this	 ghastly

thought,	"The	crocodile	is	about	to	board	the	ship!"
Even	the	iron	claw	hung	inactive;	as	if	knowing	that	it	was	no	intrinsic	part	of

what	 the	attacking	 force	wanted.	Left	 so	 fearfully	alone,	 any	other	man	would
have	 lain	with	his	eyes	shut	where	he	 fell:	but	 the	gigantic	brain	of	Hook	was
still	working,	and	under	its	guidance	he	crawled	on	the	knees	along	the	deck	as
far	from	the	sound	as	he	could	go.	The	pirates	respectfully	cleared	a	passage	for
him,	and	it	was	only	when	he	brought	up	against	the	bulwarks	that	he	spoke.
"Hide	me!"	he	cried	hoarsely.
They	 gathered	 round	 him,	 all	 eyes	 averted	 from	 the	 thing	 that	 was	 coming



aboard.	They	had	no	thought	of	fighting	it.	It	was	Fate.
Only	when	Hook	was	hidden	from	them	did	curiosity	loosen	the	limbs	of	the

boys	so	 that	 they	could	 rush	 to	 the	ship's	 side	 to	see	 the	crocodile	climbing	 it.
Then	 they	 got	 the	 strangest	 surprise	 of	 the	 Night	 of	 Nights;	 for	 it	 was	 no
crocodile	that	was	coming	to	their	aid.	It	was	Peter.
He	signed	to	them	not	to	give	vent	to	any	cry	of	admiration	that	might	rouse

suspicion.	Then	he	went	on	ticking.



Chapter		15	
"HOOK	OR	ME	THIS	TIME"
Odd	things	happen	to	all	of	us	on	our	way	through	life	without	our	noticing	for	a
time	 that	 they	have	happened.	Thus,	 to	 take	an	 instance,	we	suddenly	discover
that	we	have	been	deaf	in	one	ear	for	we	don't	know	how	long,	but,	say,	half	an
hour.	Now	such	an	experience	had	come	that	night	to	Peter.	When	last	we	saw
him	he	was	stealing	across	the	island	with	one	finger	to	his	lips	and	his	dagger	at
the	ready.	He	had	seen	the	crocodile	pass	by	without	noticing	anything	peculiar
about	 it,	but	by	and	by	he	remembered	 that	 it	had	not	been	 ticking.	At	first	he
thought	this	eerie,	but	soon	concluded	rightly	that	the	clock	had	run	down.
Without	giving	a	 thought	 to	what	might	be	 the	 feelings	of	 a	 fellow-creature

thus	abruptly	deprived	of	its	closest	companion,	Peter	began	to	consider	how	he
could	 turn	 the	catastrophe	 to	his	own	use;	and	he	decided	 to	 tick,	 so	 that	wild
beasts	 should	 believe	 he	 was	 the	 crocodile	 and	 let	 him	 pass	 unmolested.	 He
ticked	superbly,	but	with	one	unforeseen	result.	The	crocodile	was	among	those
who	heard	the	sound,	and	it	followed	him,	though	whether	with	the	purpose	of
regaining	what	it	had	lost,	or	merely	as	a	friend	under	the	belief	that	it	was	again
ticking	 itself,	will	 never	be	 certainly	known,	 for,	 like	 slaves	 to	 a	 fixed	 idea,	 it
was	a	stupid	beast.
Peter	 reached	 the	 shore	 without	 mishap,	 and	 went	 straight	 on,	 his	 legs

encountering	the	water	as	if	quite	unaware	that	they	had	entered	a	new	element.
Thus	many	 animals	 pass	 from	 land	 to	 water,	 but	 no	 other	 human	 of	 whom	 I
know.	As	 he	 swam	 he	 had	 but	 one	 thought:	 "Hook	 or	me	 this	 time."	He	 had
ticked	so	long	that	he	now	went	on	ticking	without	knowing	that	he	was	doing	it.
Had	he	known	he	would	have	stopped,	for	to	board	the	brig	by	help	of	the	tick,
though	an	ingenious	idea,	had	not	occurred	to	him.
On	 the	 contrary,	he	 thought	he	had	 scaled	her	 side	 as	noiseless	 as	 a	mouse;

and	 he	was	 amazed	 to	 see	 the	 pirates	 cowering	 from	 him,	with	Hook	 in	 their
midst	as	abject	as	if	he	had	heard	the	crocodile.
The	crocodile!	No	sooner	did	Peter	remember	it	than	he	heard	the	ticking.	At

first	 he	 thought	 the	 sound	did	 come	 from	 the	 crocodile,	 and	he	 looked	behind
him	 swiftly.	 They	 he	 realised	 that	 he	 was	 doing	 it	 himself,	 and	 in	 a	 flash	 he
understood	the	situation.	"How	clever	of	me!"	he	thought	at	once,	and	signed	to



the	boys	not	to	burst	into	applause.
It	 was	 at	 this	 moment	 that	 Ed	 Teynte	 the	 quartermaster	 emerged	 from	 the

forecastle	and	came	along	 the	deck.	Now,	 reader,	 time	what	happened	by	your
watch.	Peter	struck	true	and	deep.	John	clapped	his	hands	on	the	ill-fated	pirate's
mouth	 to	 stifle	 the	 dying	 groan.	 He	 fell	 forward.	 Four	 boys	 caught	 him	 to
prevent	 the	 thud.	 Peter	 gave	 the	 signal,	 and	 the	 carrion	 was	 cast	 overboard.
There	was	a	splash,	and	then	silence.	How	long	has	it	taken?
"One!"	(Slightly	had	begun	to	count.)
None	too	soon,	Peter,	every	inch	of	him	on	tiptoe,	vanished	into	the	cabin;	for

more	 than	 one	 pirate	was	 screwing	 up	 his	 courage	 to	 look	 round.	 They	 could
hear	 each	 other's	 distressed	 breathing	 now,	which	 showed	 them	 that	 the	more
terrible	sound	had	passed.
"It's	gone,	captain,"	Smee	said,	wiping	off	his	spectacles.	"All's	still	again."
Slowly	Hook	let	his	head	emerge	from	his	ruff,	and	listened	so	intently	that	he

could	 have	 caught	 the	 echo	 of	 the	 tick.	 There	 was	 not	 a	 sound,	 and	 he	 drew
himself	up	firmly	to	his	full	height.
"Then	here's	 to	Johnny	Plank!"	he	cried	brazenly,	hating	the	boys	more	than

ever	because	they	had	seen	him	unbend.	He	broke	into	the	villainous	ditty:

"Yo	ho,	yo	ho,	the	frisky	plank,
You	walks	along	it	so,
Till	it	goes	down	and	you	goes	down
To	Davy	Jones	below!"

To	terrorize	 the	prisoners	 the	more,	 though	with	a	certain	 loss	of	dignity,	he
danced	along	an	 imaginary	plank,	grimacing	at	 them	as	he	 sang;	 and	when	he
finished	he	cried,	"Do	you	want	a	touch	of	the	cat	[o'	nine	tails]	before	you	walk
the	plank?"
At	 that	 they	fell	on	 their	knees.	"No,	no!"	 they	cried	so	piteously	 that	every

pirate	smiled.
"Fetch	the	cat,	Jukes,"	said	Hook;	"it's	in	the	cabin."
The	cabin!	Peter	was	in	the	cabin!	The	children	gazed	at	each	other.
"Ay,	ay,"	said	Jukes	blithely,	and	he	strode	into	the	cabin.	They	followed	him

with	 their	 eyes;	 they	 scarce	 knew	 that	 Hook	 had	 resumed	 his	 song,	 his	 dogs
joining	in	with	him:
"Yo	 ho,	 yo	 ho,	 the	 scratching	 cat,	 Its	 tails	 are	 nine,	 you	 know,	 And	 when

they're	writ	upon	your	back—"
What	was	 the	 last	 line	will	 never	 be	 known,	 for	 of	 a	 sudden	 the	 song	was

stayed	by	a	dreadful	screech	from	the	cabin.	It	wailed	through	the	ship,	and	died



away.	Then	was	heard	a	crowing	sound	which	was	well	understood	by	the	boys,
but	to	the	pirates	was	almost	more	eerie	than	the	screech.
"What	was	that?"	cried	Hook.
"Two,"	said	Slightly	solemnly.
The	Italian	Cecco	hesitated	for	a	moment	and	then	swung	into	the	cabin.	He

tottered	out,	haggard.
"What's	 the	 matter	 with	 Bill	 Jukes,	 you	 dog?"	 hissed	 Hook,	 towering	 over

him.
"The	matter	wi'	him	is	he's	dead,	stabbed,"	replied	Cecco	in	a	hollow	voice.
"Bill	Jukes	dead!"	cried	the	startled	pirates.
"The	 cabin's	 as	 black	 as	 a	 pit,"	 Cecco	 said,	 almost	 gibbering,	 "but	 there	 is

something	terrible	in	there:	the	thing	you	heard	crowing."
The	exultation	of	the	boys,	the	lowering	looks	of	the	pirates,	both	were	seen

by	Hook.
"Cecco,"	 he	 said	 in	 his	 most	 steely	 voice,	 "go	 back	 and	 fetch	 me	 out	 that

doodle-doo."
Cecco,	bravest	of	the	brave,	cowered	before	his	captain,	crying	"No,	no";	but

Hook	was	purring	to	his	claw.
"Did	you	say	you	would	go,	Cecco?"	he	said	musingly.
Cecco	went,	first	flinging	his	arms	despairingly.	There	was	no	more	singing,

all	listened	now;	and	again	came	a	death-screech	and	again	a	crow.
No	one	spoke	except	Slightly.	"Three,"	he	said.
Hook	rallied	his	dogs	with	a	gesture.	"'S'death	and	odds	fish,"	he	thundered,

"who	is	to	bring	me	that	doodle-doo?"
"Wait	till	Cecco	comes	out,"	growled	Starkey,	and	the	others	took	up	the	cry.
"I	think	I	heard	you	volunteer,	Starkey,"	said	Hook,	purring	again.
"No,	by	thunder!"	Starkey	cried.
"My	hook	thinks	you	did,"	said	Hook,	crossing	to	him.	"I	wonder	if	it	would

not	be	advisable,	Starkey,	to	humour	the	hook?"
"I'll	 swing	before	 I	go	 in	 there,"	 replied	Starkey	doggedly,	and	again	he	had

the	support	of	the	crew.
"Is	 this	 mutiny?"	 asked	 Hook	 more	 pleasantly	 than	 ever.	 "Starkey's

ringleader!"
"Captain,	mercy!"	Starkey	whimpered,	all	of	a	tremble	now.
"Shake	hands,	Starkey,"	said	Hook,	proffering	his	claw.
Starkey	 looked	 round	 for	help,	but	all	deserted	him.	As	he	backed	up	Hook

advanced,	and	now	the	red	spark	was	 in	his	eye.	With	a	despairing	scream	the
pirate	leapt	upon	Long	Tom	and	precipitated	himself	into	the	sea.
"Four,"	said	Slightly.



"And	 now,"	Hook	 said	 courteously,	 "did	 any	 other	 gentlemen	 say	mutiny?"
Seizing	 a	 lantern	 and	 raising	 his	 claw	with	 a	menacing	 gesture,	 "I'll	 bring	 out
that	doodle-doo	myself,"	he	said,	and	sped	into	the	cabin.
"Five."	How	Slightly	longed	to	say	it.	He	wetted	his	lips	to	be	ready,	but	Hook

came	staggering	out,	without	his	lantern.
"Something	blew	out	the	light,"	he	said	a	little	unsteadily.
"Something!"	echoed	Mullins.
"What	of	Cecco?"	demanded	Noodler.
"He's	as	dead	as	Jukes,"	said	Hook	shortly.
His	reluctance	to	return	to	the	cabin	impressed	them	all	unfavourably,	and	the

mutinous	 sounds	 again	 broke	 forth.	All	 pirates	 are	 superstitious,	 and	Cookson
cried,	"They	do	say	the	surest	sign	a	ship's	accurst	is	when	there's	one	on	board
more	than	can	be	accounted	for."
"I've	heard,"	muttered	Mullins,	"he	always	boards	the	pirate	craft	last.	Had	he

a	tail,	captain?"
"They	say,"	said	another,	looking	viciously	at	Hook,	"that	when	he	comes	it's

in	the	likeness	of	the	wickedest	man	aboard."
"Had	 he	 a	 hook,	 captain?"	 asked	Cookson	 insolently;	 and	 one	 after	 another

took	up	the	cry,	"The	ship's	doomed!"	At	this	the	children	could	not	resist	raising
a	cheer.	Hook	had	well-nigh	forgotten	his	prisoners,	but	as	he	swung	round	on
them	now	his	face	lit	up	again.
"Lads,"	he	cried	 to	his	crew,	"now	here's	a	notion.	Open	 the	cabin	door	and

drive	 them	 in.	 Let	 them	 fight	 the	 doodle-doo	 for	 their	 lives.	 If	 they	 kill	 him,
we're	so	much	the	better;	if	he	kills	them,	we're	none	the	worse."
For	the	last	time	his	dogs	admired	Hook,	and	devotedly	they	did	his	bidding.

The	boys,	pretending	 to	struggle,	were	pushed	into	 the	cabin	and	 the	door	was
closed	on	them.
"Now,	listen!"	cried	Hook,	and	all	listened.	But	not	one	dared	to	face	the	door.

Yes,	one,	Wendy,	who	all	this	time	had	been	bound	to	the	mast.	It	was	for	neither
a	scream	nor	a	crow	that	she	was	watching,	it	was	for	the	reappearance	of	Peter.
She	had	not	long	to	wait.	In	the	cabin	he	had	found	the	thing	for	which	he	had

gone	in	search:	the	key	that	would	free	the	children	of	their	manacles,	and	now
they	all	 stole	 forth,	armed	with	such	weapons	as	 they	could	 find.	First	 signing
them	to	hide,	Peter	cut	Wendy's	bonds,	and	then	nothing	could	have	been	easier
than	for	them	all	to	fly	off	together;	but	one	thing	barred	the	way,	an	oath,	"Hook
or	me	this	time."	So	when	he	had	freed	Wendy,	he	whispered	for	her	to	conceal
herself	with	the	others,	and	himself	took	her	place	by	the	mast,	her	cloak	around
him	so	that	he	should	pass	for	her.	Then	he	took	a	great	breath	and	crowed.
To	the	pirates	it	was	a	voice	crying	that	all	the	boys	lay	slain	in	the	cabin;	and



they	were	panic-stricken.	Hook	 tried	 to	hearten	 them;	but	 like	 the	dogs	he	had
made	them	they	showed	him	their	fangs,	and	he	knew	that	if	he	took	his	eyes	off
them	now	they	would	leap	at	him.
"Lads,"	he	said,	ready	to	cajole	or	strike	as	need	be,	but	never	quailing	for	an

instant,	"I've	thought	it	out.	There's	a	Jonah	aboard."
"Ay,"	they	snarled,	"a	man	wi'	a	hook."
"No,	 lads,	no,	 it's	 the	girl.	Never	was	 luck	on	a	pirate	 ship	wi'	 a	woman	on

board.	We'll	right	the	ship	when	she's	gone."
Some	of	 them	remembered	 that	 this	had	been	a	saying	of	Flint's.	 "It's	worth

trying,"	they	said	doubtfully.
"Fling	the	girl	overboard,"	cried	Hook;	and	they	made	a	rush	at	the	figure	in

the	cloak.
"There's	none	can	save	you	now,	missy,"	Mullins	hissed	jeeringly.
"There's	one,"	replied	the	figure.
"Who's	that?"
"Peter	Pan	the	avenger!"	came	the	terrible	answer;	and	as	he	spoke	Peter	flung

off	his	cloak.	Then	they	all	knew	who	'twas	that	had	been	undoing	them	in	the
cabin,	 and	 twice	 Hook	 essayed	 to	 speak	 and	 twice	 he	 failed.	 In	 that	 frightful
moment	I	think	his	fierce	heart	broke.
At	last	he	cried,	"Cleave	him	to	the	brisket!"	but	without	conviction.
"Down,	boys,	and	at	them!"	Peter's	voice	rang	out;	and	in	another	moment	the

clash	of	arms	was	resounding	through	the	ship.	Had	the	pirates	kept	together	it	is
certain	 that	 they	 would	 have	 won;	 but	 the	 onset	 came	 when	 they	 were	 still
unstrung,	and	they	ran	hither	and	thither,	striking	wildly,	each	thinking	himself
the	last	survivor	of	the	crew.	Man	to	man	they	were	the	stronger;	but	they	fought
on	the	defensive	only,	which	enabled	the	boys	to	hunt	in	pairs	and	choose	their
quarry.	 Some	 of	 the	miscreants	 leapt	 into	 the	 sea;	 others	 hid	 in	 dark	 recesses,
where	 they	 were	 found	 by	 Slightly,	 who	 did	 not	 fight,	 but	 ran	 about	 with	 a
lantern	which	he	flashed	in	their	faces,	so	that	they	were	half	blinded	and	fell	as
an	easy	prey	to	the	reeking	swords	of	the	other	boys.	There	was	little	sound	to	be
heard	 but	 the	 clang	 of	weapons,	 an	 occasional	 screech	 or	 splash,	 and	 Slightly
monotonously	counting—five—six—seven	eight—nine—ten—eleven.
I	 think	 all	were	 gone	when	 a	 group	 of	 savage	 boys	 surrounded	Hook,	who

seemed	to	have	a	charmed	life,	as	he	kept	them	at	bay	in	that	circle	of	fire.	They
had	done	 for	 his	 dogs,	 but	 this	man	 alone	 seemed	 to	 be	 a	match	 for	 them	all.
Again	 and	 again	 they	 closed	upon	him,	 and	 again	 and	 again	he	hewed	a	 clear
space.	He	had	lifted	up	one	boy	with	his	hook,	and	was	using	him	as	a	buckler
[shield],	when	another,	who	had	just	passed	his	sword	 through	Mullins,	sprang
into	the	fray.



"Put	up	your	swords,	boys,"	cried	the	newcomer,	"this	man	is	mine."
Thus	suddenly	Hook	found	himself	 face	 to	 face	with	Peter.	The	others	drew

back	and	formed	a	ring	around	them.
For	 long	 the	 two	 enemies	 looked	 at	 one	 another,	Hook	 shuddering	 slightly,

and	Peter	with	the	strange	smile	upon	his	face.
"So,	Pan,"	said	Hook	at	last,	"this	is	all	your	doing."
"Ay,	James	Hook,"	came	the	stern	answer,	"it	is	all	my	doing."
"Proud	and	insolent	youth,"	said	Hook,	"prepare	to	meet	thy	doom."
"Dark	and	sinister	man,"	Peter	answered,	"have	at	thee."
Without	more	words	 they	 fell	 to,	and	 for	a	 space	 there	was	no	advantage	 to

either	blade.	Peter	was	a	superb	swordsman,	and	parried	with	dazzling	rapidity;
ever	and	anon	he	followed	up	a	feint	with	a	lunge	that	got	past	his	foe's	defence,
but	his	shorter	reach	stood	him	in	ill	stead,	and	he	could	not	drive	the	steel	home.
Hook,	 scarcely	his	 inferior	 in	brilliancy,	 but	 not	 quite	 so	nimble	 in	wrist	 play,
forced	him	back	by	 the	weight	of	his	onset,	hoping	suddenly	 to	end	all	with	a
favourite	thrust,	taught	him	long	ago	by	Barbecue	at	Rio;	but	to	his	astonishment
he	found	 this	 thrust	 turned	aside	again	and	again.	Then	he	sought	 to	close	and
give	the	quietus	with	his	iron	hook,	which	all	this	time	had	been	pawing	the	air;
but	Peter	doubled	under	it	and,	lunging	fiercely,	pierced	him	in	the	ribs.	At	the
sight	of	his	own	blood,	whose	peculiar	colour,	you	remember,	was	offensive	to
him,	the	sword	fell	from	Hook's	hand,	and	he	was	at	Peter's	mercy.
"Now!"	 cried	 all	 the	 boys,	 but	 with	 a	magnificent	 gesture	 Peter	 invited	 his

opponent	 to	pick	up	his	sword.	Hook	did	so	 instantly,	but	with	a	 tragic	feeling
that	Peter	was	showing	good	form.
Hitherto	he	had	thought	it	was	some	fiend	fighting	him,	but	darker	suspicions

assailed	him	now.
"Pan,	who	and	what	art	thou?"	he	cried	huskily.
"I'm	 youth,	 I'm	 joy,"	 Peter	 answered	 at	 a	 venture,	 "I'm	 a	 little	 bird	 that	 has

broken	out	of	the	egg."
This,	of	course,	was	nonsense;	but	it	was	proof	to	the	unhappy	Hook	that	Peter

did	not	know	in	the	least	who	or	what	he	was,	which	is	the	very	pinnacle	of	good
form.
"To't	again,"	he	cried	despairingly.
He	 fought	 now	 like	 a	 human	 flail,	 and	 every	 sweep	 of	 that	 terrible	 sword

would	 have	 severed	 in	 twain	 any	 man	 or	 boy	 who	 obstructed	 it;	 but	 Peter
fluttered	round	him	as	if	the	very	wind	it	made	blew	him	out	of	the	danger	zone.
And	again	and	again	he	darted	in	and	pricked.
Hook	was	fighting	now	without	hope.	That	passionate	breast	no	longer	asked

for	life;	but	for	one	boon	it	craved:	to	see	Peter	show	bad	form	before	it	was	cold



forever.
Abandoning	the	fight	he	rushed	into	the	powder	magazine	and	fired	it.
"In	two	minutes,"	he	cried,	"the	ship	will	be	blown	to	pieces."
Now,	now,	he	thought,	true	form	will	show.
But	Peter	 issued	 from	 the	powder	magazine	with	 the	shell	 in	his	hands,	and

calmly	flung	it	overboard.
What	 sort	 of	 form	 was	 Hook	 himself	 showing?	Misguided	 man	 though	 he

was,	we	may	be	glad,	without	sympathising	with	him,	that	in	the	end	he	was	true
to	 the	 traditions	 of	 his	 race.	 The	 other	 boys	 were	 flying	 around	 him	 now,
flouting,	 scornful;	 and	 he	 staggered	 about	 the	 deck	 striking	 up	 at	 them
impotently,	his	mind	was	no	 longer	with	 them;	 it	was	slouching	 in	 the	playing
fields	of	long	ago,	or	being	sent	up	[to	the	headmaster]	for	good,	or	watching	the
wall-game	from	a	famous	wall.	And	his	shoes	were	right,	and	his	waistcoat	was
right,	and	his	tie	was	right,	and	his	socks	were	right.
James	Hook,	thou	not	wholly	unheroic	figure,	farewell.
For	we	have	come	to	his	last	moment.
Seeing	Peter	slowly	advancing	upon	him	through	the	air	with	dagger	poised,

he	sprang	upon	the	bulwarks	to	cast	himself	into	the	sea.	He	did	not	know	that
the	crocodile	was	waiting	for	him;	for	we	purposely	stopped	the	clock	that	this
knowledge	might	be	spared	him:	a	little	mark	of	respect	from	us	at	the	end.
He	had	one	last	triumph,	which	I	think	we	need	not	grudge	him.	As	he	stood

on	 the	 bulwark	 looking	 over	 his	 shoulder	 at	 Peter	 gliding	 through	 the	 air,	 he
invited	him	with	a	gesture	to	use	his	foot.	It	made	Peter	kick	instead	of	stab.
At	last	Hook	had	got	the	boon	for	which	he	craved.
"Bad	form,"	he	cried	jeeringly,	and	went	content	to	the	crocodile.
Thus	perished	James	Hook.
"Seventeen,"	 Slightly	 sang	 out;	 but	 he	 was	 not	 quite	 correct	 in	 his	 figures.

Fifteen	paid	 the	penalty	 for	 their	 crimes	 that	night;	but	 two	 reached	 the	 shore:
Starkey	 to	 be	 captured	 by	 the	 redskins,	 who	 made	 him	 nurse	 for	 all	 their
papooses,	 a	 melancholy	 come-down	 for	 a	 pirate;	 and	 Smee,	 who	 henceforth
wandered	about	the	world	in	his	spectacles,	making	a	precarious	living	by	saying
he	was	the	only	man	that	Jas.	Hook	had	feared.
Wendy,	of	course,	had	stood	by	 taking	no	part	 in	 the	fight,	 though	watching

Peter	 with	 glistening	 eyes;	 but	 now	 that	 all	 was	 over	 she	 became	 prominent
again.	 She	 praised	 them	 equally,	 and	 shuddered	 delightfully	 when	 Michael
showed	 her	 the	 place	 where	 he	 had	 killed	 one;	 and	 then	 she	 took	 them	 into
Hook's	cabin	and	pointed	to	his	watch	which	was	hanging	on	a	nail.	It	said	"half-
past	one!"
The	lateness	of	the	hour	was	almost	the	biggest	thing	of	all.	She	got	them	to



bed	 in	 the	 pirates'	 bunks	 pretty	 quickly,	 you	 may	 be	 sure;	 all	 but	 Peter,	 who
strutted	up	and	down	on	the	deck,	until	at	last	he	fell	asleep	by	the	side	of	Long
Tom.	He	had	one	of	his	dreams	that	night,	and	cried	in	his	sleep	for	a	long	time,
and	Wendy	held	him	tightly.



Chapter		16	
THE	RETURN	HOME
By	three	bells	 that	morning	 they	were	all	 stirring	 their	 stumps	 [legs];	 for	 there
was	a	big	sea	running;	and	Tootles,	 the	bo'sun,	was	among	them,	with	a	rope's
end	in	his	hand	and	chewing	tobacco.	They	all	donned	pirate	clothes	cut	off	at
the	knee,	shaved	smartly,	and	tumbled	up,	with	the	true	nautical	roll	and	hitching
their	trousers.
It	need	not	be	said	who	was	the	captain.	Nibs	and	John	were	first	and	second

mate.	There	was	a	woman	aboard.	The	rest	were	tars	[sailors]	before	 the	mast,
and	 lived	 in	 the	 fo'c'sle.	Peter	had	already	 lashed	himself	 to	 the	wheel;	but	he
piped	all	hands	and	delivered	a	short	address	to	them;	said	he	hoped	they	would
do	their	duty	 like	gallant	hearties,	but	 that	he	knew	they	were	 the	scum	of	Rio
and	 the	Gold	Coast,	and	 if	 they	snapped	at	him	he	would	 tear	 them.	The	bluff
strident	words	struck	 the	note	sailors	understood,	and	 they	cheered	him	lustily.
Then	a	few	sharp	orders	were	given,	and	they	turned	the	ship	round,	and	nosed
her	for	the	mainland.
Captain	Pan	 calculated,	 after	 consulting	 the	 ship's	 chart,	 that	 if	 this	weather

lasted	they	should	strike	the	Azores	about	the	21st	of	June,	after	which	it	would
save	time	to	fly.
Some	 of	 them	wanted	 it	 to	 be	 an	 honest	 ship	 and	 others	were	 in	 favour	 of

keeping	 it	 a	 pirate;	 but	 the	 captain	 treated	 them	 as	 dogs,	 and	 they	 dared	 not
express	their	wishes	to	him	even	in	a	round	robin	[one	person	after	another,	as
they	had	to	Cpt.	Hook].	Instant	obedience	was	the	only	safe	thing.	Slightly	got	a
dozen	 for	 looking	 perplexed	when	 told	 to	 take	 soundings.	The	 general	 feeling
was	 that	 Peter	 was	 honest	 just	 now	 to	 lull	Wendy's	 suspicions,	 but	 that	 there
might	be	a	change	when	the	new	suit	was	ready,	which,	against	her	will,	she	was
making	 for	 him	out	 of	 some	 of	Hook's	wickedest	 garments.	 It	was	 afterwards
whispered	among	them	that	on	the	first	night	he	wore	this	suit	he	sat	long	in	the
cabin	with	Hook's	cigar-holder	in	his	mouth	and	one	hand	clenched,	all	but	for
the	forefinger,	which	he	bent	and	held	threateningly	aloft	like	a	hook.
Instead	 of	watching	 the	 ship,	 however,	we	must	 now	 return	 to	 that	 desolate

home	from	which	three	of	our	characters	had	taken	heartless	flight	so	long	ago.
It	seems	a	shame	to	have	neglected	No.	14	all	this	time;	and	yet	we	may	be	sure



that	Mrs.	 Darling	 does	 not	 blame	 us.	 If	 we	 had	 returned	 sooner	 to	 look	with
sorrowful	sympathy	at	her,	she	would	probably	have	cried,	"Don't	be	silly;	what
do	I	matter?	Do	go	back	and	keep	an	eye	on	the	children."	So	long	as	mothers
are	like	this	their	children	will	take	advantage	of	them;	and	they	may	lay	to	[bet
on]	that.
Even	 now	 we	 venture	 into	 that	 familiar	 nursery	 only	 because	 its	 lawful

occupants	are	on	their	way	home;	we	are	merely	hurrying	on	in	advance	of	them
to	see	that	their	beds	are	properly	aired	and	that	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Darling	do	not	go
out	 for	 the	 evening.	We	are	no	more	 than	 servants.	Why	on	earth	 should	 their
beds	 be	 properly	 aired,	 seeing	 that	 they	 left	 them	 in	 such	 a	 thankless	 hurry?
Would	it	not	serve	them	jolly	well	right	if	they	came	back	and	found	that	their
parents	were	spending	the	week-end	in	the	country?	It	would	be	the	moral	lesson
they	have	been	in	need	of	ever	since	we	met	them;	but	if	we	contrived	things	in
this	way	Mrs.	Darling	would	never	forgive	us.
One	 thing	 I	 should	 like	 to	 do	 immensely,	 and	 that	 is	 to	 tell	 her,	 in	 the	way

authors	have,	that	the	children	are	coming	back,	that	indeed	they	will	be	here	on
Thursday	week.	 This	would	 spoil	 so	 completely	 the	 surprise	 to	which	Wendy
and	John	and	Michael	are	 looking	 forward.	They	have	been	planning	 it	out	on
the	 ship:	mother's	 rapture,	 father's	 shout	 of	 joy,	Nana's	 leap	 through	 the	 air	 to
embrace	 them	first,	when	what	 they	ought	 to	be	prepared	for	 is	a	good	hiding.
How	delicious	to	spoil	it	all	by	breaking	the	news	in	advance;	so	that	when	they
enter	 grandly	 Mrs.	 Darling	 may	 not	 even	 offer	 Wendy	 her	 mouth,	 and	 Mr.
Darling	may	exclaim	pettishly,	"Dash	it	all,	here	are	those	boys	again."	However,
we	should	get	no	thanks	even	for	this.	We	are	beginning	to	know	Mrs.	Darling
by	 this	 time,	 and	 may	 be	 sure	 that	 she	 would	 upbraid	 us	 for	 depriving	 the
children	of	their	little	pleasure.
"But,	my	dear	madam,	it	is	ten	days	till	Thursday	week;	so	that	by	telling	you

what's	what,	we	can	save	you	ten	days	of	unhappiness."
"Yes,	but	at	what	a	cost!	By	depriving	the	children	of	ten	minutes	of	delight."
"Oh,	if	you	look	at	it	in	that	way!"
"What	other	way	is	there	in	which	to	look	at	it?"
You	see,	 the	woman	had	no	proper	spirit.	 I	had	meant	 to	say	extraordinarily

nice	things	about	her;	but	I	despise	her,	and	not	one	of	them	will	I	say	now.	She
does	not	really	need	to	be	told	to	have	things	ready,	for	they	are	ready.	All	 the
beds	are	aired,	and	she	never	leaves	the	house,	and	observe,	the	window	is	open.
For	all	the	use	we	are	to	her,	we	might	well	go	back	to	the	ship.	However,	as	we
are	here	we	may	as	well	stay	and	look	on.	That	is	all	we	are,	lookers-on.	Nobody
really	wants	us.	So	let	us	watch	and	say	jaggy	things,	in	the	hope	that	some	of
them	will	hurt.



The	only	change	to	be	seen	in	the	night-nursery	is	that	between	nine	and	six
the	kennel	is	no	longer	there.	When	the	children	flew	away,	Mr.	Darling	felt	in
his	bones	that	all	the	blame	was	his	for	having	chained	Nana	up,	and	that	from
first	to	last	she	had	been	wiser	than	he.	Of	course,	as	we	have	seen,	he	was	quite
a	simple	man;	indeed	he	might	have	passed	for	a	boy	again	if	he	had	been	able	to
take	his	baldness	off;	but	he	had	also	a	noble	sense	of	justice	and	a	lion's	courage
to	do	what	seemed	right	to	him;	and	having	thought	the	matter	out	with	anxious
care	after	the	flight	of	the	children,	he	went	down	on	all	fours	and	crawled	into
the	kennel.	To	all	Mrs.	Darling's	dear	invitations	to	him	to	come	out	he	replied
sadly	but	firmly:
"No,	my	own	one,	this	is	the	place	for	me."
In	the	bitterness	of	his	remorse	he	swore	that	he	would	never	leave	the	kennel

until	his	children	came	back.	Of	course	this	was	a	pity;	but	whatever	Mr.	Darling
did	he	had	to	do	in	excess,	otherwise	he	soon	gave	up	doing	it.	And	there	never
was	a	more	humble	man	 than	 the	once	proud	George	Darling,	 as	he	 sat	 in	 the
kennel	of	an	evening	 talking	with	his	wife	of	 their	children	and	all	 their	pretty
ways.
Very	touching	was	his	deference	to	Nana.	He	would	not	let	her	come	into	the

kennel,	but	on	all	other	matters	he	followed	her	wishes	implicitly.
Every	morning	the	kennel	was	carried	with	Mr.	Darling	in	it	to	a	cab,	which

conveyed	 him	 to	 his	 office,	 and	 he	 returned	 home	 in	 the	 same	 way	 at	 six.
Something	of	the	strength	of	character	of	the	man	will	be	seen	if	we	remember
how	 sensitive	 he	 was	 to	 the	 opinion	 of	 neighbours:	 this	 man	 whose	 every
movement	 now	 attracted	 surprised	 attention.	 Inwardly	 he	 must	 have	 suffered
torture;	but	he	preserved	a	calm	exterior	even	when	the	young	criticised	his	little
home,	and	he	always	lifted	his	hat	courteously	to	any	lady	who	looked	inside.
It	may	have	been	Quixotic,	but	it	was	magnificent.	Soon	the	inward	meaning

of	it	leaked	out,	and	the	great	heart	of	the	public	was	touched.	Crowds	followed
the	 cab,	 cheering	 it	 lustily;	 charming	 girls	 scaled	 it	 to	 get	 his	 autograph;
interviews	 appeared	 in	 the	 better	 class	 of	 papers,	 and	 society	 invited	 him	 to
dinner	and	added,	"Do	come	in	the	kennel."
On	 that	 eventful	 Thursday	 week,	 Mrs.	 Darling	 was	 in	 the	 night-nursery

awaiting	George's	return	home;	a	very	sad-eyed	woman.	Now	that	we	look	at	her
closely	and	remember	the	gaiety	of	her	in	the	old	days,	all	gone	now	just	because
she	has	lost	her	babes,	I	find	I	won't	be	able	to	say	nasty	things	about	her	after
all.	If	she	was	too	fond	of	her	rubbishy	children,	she	couldn't	help	it.	Look	at	her
in	her	 chair,	where	 she	has	 fallen	 asleep.	The	 corner	of	her	mouth,	where	one
looks	first,	is	almost	withered	up.	Her	hand	moves	restlessly	on	her	breast	as	if
she	had	a	pain	there.	Some	like	Peter	best,	and	some	like	Wendy	best,	but	I	like



her	 best.	 Suppose,	 to	make	her	 happy,	we	whisper	 to	 her	 in	 her	 sleep	 that	 the
brats	are	coming	back.	They	are	really	within	two	miles	of	the	window	now,	and
flying	strong,	but	all	we	need	whisper	is	that	they	are	on	the	way.	Let's.
It	is	a	pity	we	did	it,	for	she	has	started	up,	calling	their	names;	and	there	is	no

one	in	the	room	but	Nana.
"O	Nana,	I	dreamt	my	dear	ones	had	come	back."
Nana	 had	 filmy	 eyes,	 but	 all	 she	 could	 do	 was	 put	 her	 paw	 gently	 on	 her

mistress's	lap;	and	they	were	sitting	together	thus	when	the	kennel	was	brought
back.	As	Mr.	Darling	puts	his	head	out	 to	kiss	his	wife,	we	see	that	his	face	is
more	worn	than	of	yore,	but	has	a	softer	expression.
He	gave	his	hat	 to	Liza,	who	 took	 it	 scornfully;	 for	she	had	no	 imagination,

and	was	quite	 incapable	of	understanding	 the	motives	of	 such	a	man.	Outside,
the	crowd	who	had	accompanied	the	cab	home	were	still	cheering,	and	he	was
naturally	not	unmoved.
"Listen	to	them,"	he	said;	"it	is	very	gratifying."
"Lots	of	little	boys,"	sneered	Liza.
"There	were	several	adults	to-day,"	he	assured	her	with	a	faint	flush;	but	when

she	tossed	her	head	he	had	not	a	word	of	reproof	for	her.	Social	success	had	not
spoilt	him;	it	had	made	him	sweeter.	For	some	time	he	sat	with	his	head	out	of
the	 kennel,	 talking	 with	 Mrs.	 Darling	 of	 this	 success,	 and	 pressing	 her	 hand
reassuringly	when	she	said	she	hoped	his	head	would	not	be	turned	by	it.
"But	if	I	had	been	a	weak	man,"	he	said.	"Good	heavens,	if	I	had	been	a	weak

man!"
"And,	George,"	 she	 said	 timidly,	 "you	 are	 as	 full	 of	 remorse	 as	 ever,	 aren't

you?"
"Full	of	remorse	as	ever,	dearest!	See	my	punishment:	living	in	a	kennel."
"But	it	is	punishment,	isn't	it,	George?	You	are	sure	you	are	not	enjoying	it?"
"My	love!"
You	may	be	sure	she	begged	his	pardon;	and	then,	feeling	drowsy,	he	curled

round	in	the	kennel.
"Won't	you	play	me	 to	 sleep,"	he	asked,	 "on	 the	nursery	piano?"	and	as	 she

was	crossing	to	the	day-nursery	he	added	thoughtlessly,	"And	shut	that	window.
I	feel	a	draught."
"O	George,	never	ask	me	to	do	that.	The	window	must	always	be	left	open	for

them,	always,	always."
Now	it	was	his	turn	to	beg	her	pardon;	and	she	went	into	the	day-nursery	and

played,	 and	 soon	 he	 was	 asleep;	 and	 while	 he	 slept,	 Wendy	 and	 John	 and
Michael	flew	into	the	room.
Oh	 no.	We	 have	 written	 it	 so,	 because	 that	 was	 the	 charming	 arrangement



planned	 by	 them	 before	 we	 left	 the	 ship;	 but	 something	must	 have	 happened
since	then,	for	it	is	not	they	who	have	flown	in,	it	is	Peter	and	Tinker	Bell.
Peter's	first	words	tell	all.
"Quick	Tink,"	he	whispered,	"close	the	window;	bar	it!	That's	right.	Now	you

and	 I	must	 get	 away	 by	 the	 door;	 and	when	Wendy	 comes	 she	will	 think	 her
mother	has	barred	her	out;	and	she	will	have	to	go	back	with	me."
Now	 I	 understand	 what	 had	 hitherto	 puzzled	 me,	 why	 when	 Peter	 had

exterminated	the	pirates	he	did	not	return	to	the	island	and	leave	Tink	to	escort
the	children	to	the	mainland.	This	trick	had	been	in	his	head	all	the	time.
Instead	 of	 feeling	 that	 he	was	 behaving	 badly	 he	 danced	with	 glee;	 then	 he

peeped	into	the	day-nursery	to	see	who	was	playing.	He	whispered	to	Tink,	"It's
Wendy's	mother!	She	is	a	pretty	lady,	but	not	so	pretty	as	my	mother.	Her	mouth
is	full	of	thimbles,	but	not	so	full	as	my	mother's	was."
Of	 course	 he	 knew	 nothing	 whatever	 about	 his	 mother;	 but	 he	 sometimes

bragged	about	her.
He	did	not	know	the	tune,	which	was	"Home,	Sweet	Home,"	but	he	knew	it

was	saying,	"Come	back,	Wendy,	Wendy,	Wendy";	and	he	cried	exultantly,	"You
will	never	see	Wendy	again,	lady,	for	the	window	is	barred!"
He	peeped	 in	again	 to	see	why	the	music	had	stopped,	and	now	he	saw	that

Mrs.	Darling	had	laid	her	head	on	the	box,	and	that	two	tears	were	sitting	on	her
eyes.
"She	wants	me	to	unbar	the	window,"	thought	Peter,	"but	I	won't,	not	I!"
He	peeped	again,	and	the	tears	were	still	there,	or	another	two	had	taken	their

place.
"She's	awfully	fond	of	Wendy,"	he	said	to	himself.	He	was	angry	with	her	now

for	not	seeing	why	she	could	not	have	Wendy.
The	reason	was	so	simple:	"I'm	fond	of	her	too.	We	can't	both	have	her,	lady."
But	the	lady	would	not	make	the	best	of	it,	and	he	was	unhappy.	He	ceased	to

look	at	her,	 but	 even	 then	 she	would	not	 let	 go	of	him.	He	 skipped	about	 and
made	 funny	 faces,	 but	when	 he	 stopped	 it	was	 just	 as	 if	 she	were	 inside	 him,
knocking.
"Oh,	 all	 right,"	 he	 said	 at	 last,	 and	 gulped.	 Then	 he	 unbarred	 the	 window.

"Come	on,	Tink,"	he	cried,	with	a	frightful	sneer	at	the	laws	of	nature;	"we	don't
want	any	silly	mothers;"	and	he	flew	away.
Thus	Wendy	and	John	and	Michael	found	the	window	open	for	them	after	all,

which	of	course	was	more	than	they	deserved.	They	alighted	on	the	floor,	quite
unashamed	of	themselves,	and	the	youngest	one	had	already	forgotten	his	home.
"John,"	 he	 said,	 looking	 around	 him	 doubtfully,	 "I	 think	 I	 have	 been	 here

before."



"Of	course	you	have,	you	silly.	There	is	your	old	bed."
"So	it	is,"	Michael	said,	but	not	with	much	conviction.
"I	say,"	cried	John,	"the	kennel!"	and	he	dashed	across	to	look	into	it.
"Perhaps	Nana	is	inside	it,"	Wendy	said.
But	John	whistled.	"Hullo,"	he	said,	"there's	a	man	inside	it."
"It's	father!"	exclaimed	Wendy.
"Let	me	see	father,"	Michael	begged	eagerly,	and	he	took	a	good	look.	"He	is

not	so	big	as	 the	pirate	I	killed,"	he	said	with	such	frank	disappointment	 that	I
am	glad	Mr.	Darling	was	asleep;	 it	would	have	been	sad	 if	 those	had	been	 the
first	words	he	heard	his	little	Michael	say.
Wendy	and	John	had	been	taken	aback	somewhat	at	finding	their	father	in	the

kennel.
"Surely,"	said	John,	like	one	who	had	lost	faith	in	his	memory,	"he	used	not	to

sleep	in	the	kennel?"
"John,"	Wendy	 said	 falteringly,	 "perhaps	we	 don't	 remember	 the	 old	 life	 as

well	as	we	thought	we	did."
A	chill	fell	upon	them;	and	serve	them	right.
"It	is	very	careless	of	mother,"	said	that	young	scoundrel	John,	"not	to	be	here

when	we	come	back."
It	was	then	that	Mrs.	Darling	began	playing	again.
"It's	mother!"	cried	Wendy,	peeping.
"So	it	is!"	said	John.
"Then	are	you	not	really	our	mother,	Wendy?"	asked	Michael,	who	was	surely

sleepy.
"Oh	dear!"	exclaimed	Wendy,	with	her	first	real	twinge	of	remorse	[for	having

gone],	"it	was	quite	time	we	came	back."
"Let	us	creep	in,"	John	suggested,	"and	put	our	hands	over	her	eyes."
But	Wendy,	who	saw	that	they	must	break	the	joyous	news	more	gently,	had	a

better	plan.
"Let	us	all	slip	 into	our	beds,	and	be	 there	when	she	comes	 in,	 just	as	 if	we

had	never	been	away."
And	 so	 when	 Mrs.	 Darling	 went	 back	 to	 the	 night-nursery	 to	 see	 if	 her

husband	was	asleep,	all	the	beds	were	occupied.	The	children	waited	for	her	cry
of	 joy,	 but	 it	 did	 not	 come.	 She	 saw	 them,	 but	 she	 did	 not	 believe	 they	were
there.	You	see,	she	saw	them	in	their	beds	so	often	in	her	dreams	that	she	thought
this	was	just	the	dream	hanging	around	her	still.
She	 sat	down	 in	 the	chair	by	 the	 fire,	where	 in	 the	old	days	 she	had	nursed

them.
They	could	not	understand	this,	and	a	cold	fear	fell	upon	all	the	three	of	them.



"Mother!"	Wendy	cried.
"That's	Wendy,"	she	said,	but	still	she	was	sure	it	was	the	dream.
"Mother!"
"That's	John,"	she	said.
"Mother!"	cried	Michael.	He	knew	her	now.
"That's	Michael,"	she	said,	and	she	stretched	out	her	arms	for	 the	 three	 little

selfish	children	they	would	never	envelop	again.	Yes,	they	did,	they	went	round
Wendy	and	John	and	Michael,	who	had	slipped	out	of	bed	and	run	to	her.
"George,	George!"	she	cried	when	she	could	speak;	and	Mr.	Darling	woke	to

share	her	bliss,	and	Nana	came	rushing	in.	There	could	not	have	been	a	lovelier
sight;	but	 there	was	none	to	see	it	except	a	little	boy	who	was	staring	in	at	 the
window.	He	had	had	ecstasies	innumerable	that	other	children	can	never	know;
but	he	was	looking	through	the	window	at	the	one	joy	from	which	he	must	be	for
ever	barred.



Chapter		17	
WHEN	WENDY	GREW	UP
I	 hope	 you	want	 to	 know	what	 became	 of	 the	 other	 boys.	 They	were	waiting
below	 to	give	Wendy	 time	 to	 explain	 about	 them;	 and	when	 they	had	counted
five	hundred	they	went	up.	They	went	up	by	the	stair,	because	they	thought	this
would	make	a	better	 impression.	They	stood	in	a	row	in	front	of	Mrs.	Darling,
with	their	hats	off,	and	wishing	they	were	not	wearing	their	pirate	clothes.	They
said	nothing,	but	their	eyes	asked	her	to	have	them.	They	ought	to	have	looked	at
Mr.	Darling	also,	but	they	forgot	about	him.
Of	 course	 Mrs.	 Darling	 said	 at	 once	 that	 she	 would	 have	 them;	 but	 Mr.

Darling	was	 curiously	depressed,	 and	 they	 saw	 that	 he	 considered	 six	 a	 rather
large	number.
"I	 must	 say,"	 he	 said	 to	 Wendy,	 "that	 you	 don't	 do	 things	 by	 halves,"	 a

grudging	remark	which	the	twins	thought	was	pointed	at	them.
The	first	 twin	was	 the	proud	one,	and	he	asked,	 flushing,	"Do	you	 think	we

should	be	too	much	of	a	handful,	sir?	Because,	if	so,	we	can	go	away."
"Father!"	Wendy	cried,	shocked;	but	still	the	cloud	was	on	him.	He	knew	he

was	behaving	unworthily,	but	he	could	not	help	it.
"We	could	lie	doubled	up,"	said	Nibs.
"I	always	cut	their	hair	myself,"	said	Wendy.
"George!"	 Mrs.	 Darling	 exclaimed,	 pained	 to	 see	 her	 dear	 one	 showing

himself	in	such	an	unfavourable	light.
Then	he	burst	into	tears,	and	the	truth	came	out.	He	was	as	glad	to	have	them

as	she	was,	he	said,	but	he	thought	they	should	have	asked	his	consent	as	well	as
hers,	instead	of	treating	him	as	a	cypher	[zero]	in	his	own	house.
"I	don't	 think	he	 is	 a	 cypher,"	Tootles	 cried	 instantly.	 "Do	you	 think	he	 is	 a

cypher,	Curly?"
"No,	I	don't.	Do	you	think	he	is	a	cypher,	Slightly?"
"Rather	not.	Twin,	what	do	you	think?"
It	turned	out	that	not	one	of	them	thought	him	a	cypher;	and	he	was	absurdly

gratified,	and	said	he	would	find	space	for	them	all	in	the	drawing-room	if	they
fitted	in.
"We'll	fit	in,	sir,"	they	assured	him.



"Then	 follow	 the	 leader,"	 he	 cried	 gaily.	 "Mind	 you,	 I	 am	 not	 sure	 that	we
have	a	drawing-room,	but	we	pretend	we	have,	and	it's	all	the	same.	Hoop	la!"
He	 went	 off	 dancing	 through	 the	 house,	 and	 they	 all	 cried	 "Hoop	 la!"	 and

danced	 after	 him,	 searching	 for	 the	 drawing-room;	 and	 I	 forget	 whether	 they
found	it,	but	at	any	rate	they	found	corners,	and	they	all	fitted	in.
As	 for	 Peter,	 he	 saw	Wendy	 once	 again	 before	 he	 flew	 away.	 He	 did	 not

exactly	 come	 to	 the	 window,	 but	 he	 brushed	 against	 it	 in	 passing	 so	 that	 she
could	open	it	if	she	liked	and	call	to	him.	That	is	what	she	did.
"Hullo,	Wendy,	good-bye,"	he	said.
"Oh	dear,	are	you	going	away?"
"Yes."
"You	 don't	 feel,	 Peter,"	 she	 said	 falteringly,	 "that	 you	 would	 like	 to	 say

anything	to	my	parents	about	a	very	sweet	subject?"
"No."
"About	me,	Peter?"
"No."
Mrs.	Darling	came	to	the	window,	for	at	present	she	was	keeping	a	sharp	eye

on	Wendy.	She	told	Peter	that	she	had	adopted	all	the	other	boys,	and	would	like
to	adopt	him	also.
"Would	you	send	me	to	school?"	he	inquired	craftily.
"Yes."
"And	then	to	an	office?"
"I	suppose	so."
"Soon	I	would	be	a	man?"
"Very	soon."
"I	 don't	 want	 to	 go	 to	 school	 and	 learn	 solemn	 things,"	 he	 told	 her

passionately.	"I	don't	want	to	be	a	man.	O	Wendy's	mother,	if	I	was	to	wake	up
and	feel	there	was	a	beard!"
"Peter,"	said	Wendy	 the	comforter,	"I	should	 love	you	 in	a	beard;"	and	Mrs.

Darling	stretched	out	her	arms	to	him,	but	he	repulsed	her.
"Keep	back,	lady,	no	one	is	going	to	catch	me	and	make	me	a	man."
"But	where	are	you	going	to	live?"
"With	Tink	in	the	house	we	built	for	Wendy.	The	fairies	are	to	put	it	high	up

among	the	tree	tops	where	they	sleep	at	nights."
"How	lovely,"	cried	Wendy	so	longingly	that	Mrs.	Darling	tightened	her	grip.
"I	thought	all	the	fairies	were	dead,"	Mrs.	Darling	said.
"There	are	always	a	lot	of	young	ones,"	explained	Wendy,	who	was	now	quite

an	authority,	"because	you	see	when	a	new	baby	laughs	for	the	first	time	a	new
fairy	 is	born,	and	as	 there	are	always	new	babies	 there	are	always	new	fairies.



They	 live	 in	 nests	 on	 the	 tops	 of	 trees;	 and	 the	mauve	 ones	 are	 boys	 and	 the
white	ones	are	girls,	and	the	blue	ones	are	just	little	sillies	who	are	not	sure	what
they	are."
"I	shall	have	such	fun,"	said	Peter,	with	eye	on	Wendy.
"It	will	be	rather	lonely	in	the	evening,"	she	said,	"sitting	by	the	fire."
"I	shall	have	Tink."
"Tink	can't	go	a	 twentieth	part	of	 the	way	 round,"	 she	 reminded	him	a	 little

tartly.
"Sneaky	tell-tale!"	Tink	called	out	from	somewhere	round	the	corner.
"It	doesn't	matter,"	Peter	said.
"O	Peter,	you	know	it	matters."
"Well,	then,	come	with	me	to	the	little	house."
"May	I,	mummy?"
"Certainly	not.	I	have	got	you	home	again,	and	I	mean	to	keep	you."
"But	he	does	so	need	a	mother."
"So	do	you,	my	love."
"Oh,	all	right,"	Peter	said,	as	if	he	had	asked	her	from	politeness	merely;	but

Mrs.	Darling	 saw	 his	mouth	 twitch,	 and	 she	made	 this	 handsome	 offer:	 to	 let
Wendy	go	to	him	for	a	week	every	year	to	do	his	spring	cleaning.	Wendy	would
have	preferred	a	more	permanent	arrangement;	and	it	seemed	to	her	that	spring
would	be	long	in	coming;	but	this	promise	sent	Peter	away	quite	gay	again.	He
had	no	sense	of	time,	and	was	so	full	of	adventures	that	all	I	have	told	you	about
him	is	only	a	halfpenny-worth	of	 them.	I	suppose	 it	was	because	Wendy	knew
this	that	her	last	words	to	him	were	these	rather	plaintive	ones:
"You	won't	forget	me,	Peter,	will	you,	before	spring	cleaning	time	comes?"
Of	course	Peter	promised;	and	then	he	flew	away.	He	took	Mrs.	Darling's	kiss

with	him.	The	kiss	that	had	been	for	no	one	else,	Peter	took	quite	easily.	Funny.
But	she	seemed	satisfied.
Of	course	all	the	boys	went	to	school;	and	most	of	them	got	into	Class	III,	but

Slightly	was	put	first	into	Class	IV	and	then	into	Class	V.	Class	I	is	the	top	class.
Before	they	had	attended	school	a	week	they	saw	what	goats	they	had	been	not
to	remain	on	the	island;	but	it	was	too	late	now,	and	soon	they	settled	down	to
being	as	ordinary	as	you	or	me	or	Jenkins	minor	[the	younger	Jenkins].	It	is	sad
to	have	to	say	that	the	power	to	fly	gradually	left	them.	At	first	Nana	tied	their
feet	 to	 the	bed-posts	 so	 that	 they	 should	not	 fly	away	 in	 the	night;	 and	one	of
their	 diversions	 by	 day	 was	 to	 pretend	 to	 fall	 off	 buses	 [the	 English	 double-
deckers];	but	by	and	by	they	ceased	to	tug	at	their	bonds	in	bed,	and	found	that
they	hurt	themselves	when	they	let	go	of	the	bus.	In	time	they	could	not	even	fly
after	their	hats.	Want	of	practice,	they	called	it;	but	what	it	really	meant	was	that



they	no	longer	believed.
Michael	believed	longer	than	the	other	boys,	though	they	jeered	at	him;	so	he

was	with	Wendy	when	Peter	came	for	her	at	the	end	of	the	first	year.	She	flew
away	 with	 Peter	 in	 the	 frock	 she	 had	 woven	 from	 leaves	 and	 berries	 in	 the
Neverland,	and	her	one	fear	was	that	he	might	notice	how	short	it	had	become;
but	he	never	noticed,	he	had	so	much	to	say	about	himself.
She	had	 looked	forward	 to	 thrilling	 talks	with	him	about	old	 times,	but	new

adventures	had	crowded	the	old	ones	from	his	mind.
"Who	 is	Captain	Hook?"	he	asked	with	 interest	when	 she	 spoke	of	 the	arch

enemy.
"Don't	you	remember,"	she	asked,	amazed,	"how	you	killed	him	and	saved	all

our	lives?"
"I	forget	them	after	I	kill	them,"	he	replied	carelessly.
When	she	expressed	a	doubtful	hope	that	Tinker	Bell	would	be	glad	to	see	her

he	said,	"Who	is	Tinker	Bell?"
"O	 Peter,"	 she	 said,	 shocked;	 but	 even	 when	 she	 explained	 he	 could	 not

remember.
"There	are	such	a	lot	of	them,"	he	said.	"I	expect	she	is	no	more."
I	 expect	he	was	 right,	 for	 fairies	don't	 live	 long,	but	 they	are	 so	 little	 that	 a

short	time	seems	a	good	while	to	them.
Wendy	was	pained	too	to	find	that	the	past	year	was	but	as	yesterday	to	Peter;

it	 had	 seemed	 such	 a	 long	 year	 of	 waiting	 to	 her.	 But	 he	 was	 exactly	 as
fascinating	as	ever,	and	they	had	a	lovely	spring	cleaning	in	the	little	house	on
the	tree	tops.
Next	year	he	did	not	come	for	her.	She	waited	in	a	new	frock	because	the	old

one	simply	would	not	meet;	but	he	never	came.
"Perhaps	he	is	ill,"	Michael	said.
"You	know	he	is	never	ill."
Michael	came	close	to	her	and	whispered,	with	a	shiver,	"Perhaps	there	is	no

such	person,	Wendy!"	and	then	Wendy	would	have	cried	if	Michael	had	not	been
crying.
Peter	came	next	spring	cleaning;	and	the	strange	thing	was	that	he	never	knew

he	had	missed	a	year.
That	was	 the	 last	 time	 the	 girl	Wendy	 ever	 saw	him.	For	 a	 little	 longer	 she

tried	for	his	sake	not	to	have	growing	pains;	and	she	felt	she	was	untrue	to	him
when	 she	 got	 a	 prize	 for	 general	 knowledge.	 But	 the	 years	 came	 and	 went
without	 bringing	 the	 careless	 boy;	 and	 when	 they	 met	 again	 Wendy	 was	 a
married	woman,	 and	Peter	was	 no	more	 to	 her	 than	 a	 little	 dust	 in	 the	 box	 in
which	she	had	kept	her	 toys.	Wendy	was	grown	up.	You	need	not	be	sorry	for



her.	She	was	one	of	the	kind	that	likes	to	grow	up.	In	the	end	she	grew	up	of	her
own	free	will	a	day	quicker	than	other	girls.
All	the	boys	were	grown	up	and	done	for	by	this	time;	so	it	is	scarcely	worth

while	 saying	 anything	more	 about	 them.	You	may	 see	 the	 twins	 and	Nibs	 and
Curly	 any	 day	 going	 to	 an	 office,	 each	 carrying	 a	 little	 bag	 and	 an	 umbrella.
Michael	is	an	engine-driver	[train	engineer].	Slightly	married	a	lady	of	title,	and
so	he	became	a	 lord.	You	see	 that	 judge	in	a	wig	coming	out	at	 the	 iron	door?
That	used	to	be	Tootles.	The	bearded	man	who	doesn't	know	any	story	to	tell	his
children	was	once	John.
Wendy	was	married	in	white	with	a	pink	sash.	It	is	strange	to	think	that	Peter

did	 not	 alight	 in	 the	 church	 and	 forbid	 the	 banns	 [formal	 announcement	 of	 a
marriage].
Years	rolled	on	again,	and	Wendy	had	a	daughter.	This	ought	not	to	be	written

in	ink	but	in	a	golden	splash.
She	was	 called	 Jane,	 and	 always	 had	 an	 odd	 inquiring	 look,	 as	 if	 from	 the

moment	she	arrived	on	the	mainland	she	wanted	to	ask	questions.	When	she	was
old	enough	to	ask	them	they	were	mostly	about	Peter	Pan.	She	loved	to	hear	of
Peter,	 and	 Wendy	 told	 her	 all	 she	 could	 remember	 in	 the	 very	 nursery	 from
which	the	famous	flight	had	taken	place.	It	was	Jane's	nursery	now,	for	her	father
had	bought	 it	 at	 the	 three	 per	 cents	 [mortgage	 rate]	 from	Wendy's	 father,	who
was	no	longer	fond	of	stairs.	Mrs.	Darling	was	now	dead	and	forgotten.
There	were	only	two	beds	in	the	nursery	now,	Jane's	and	her	nurse's;	and	there

was	no	kennel,	for	Nana	also	had	passed	away.	She	died	of	old	age,	and	at	the
end	she	had	been	rather	difficult	to	get	on	with;	being	very	firmly	convinced	that
no	one	knew	how	to	look	after	children	except	herself.
Once	a	week	Jane's	nurse	had	her	evening	off;	and	then	it	was	Wendy's	part	to

put	Jane	to	bed.	That	was	the	time	for	stories.	It	was	Jane's	invention	to	raise	the
sheet	over	her	mother's	head	and	her	own,	this	making	a	tent,	and	in	the	awful
darkness	to	whisper:
"What	do	we	see	now?"
"I	don't	think	I	see	anything	to-night,"	says	Wendy,	with	a	feeling	that	if	Nana

were	here	she	would	object	to	further	conversation.
"Yes,	you	do,"	says	Jane,	"you	see	when	you	were	a	little	girl."
"That	is	a	long	time	ago,	sweetheart,"	says	Wendy.	"Ah	me,	how	time	flies!"
"Does	it	fly,"	asks	the	artful	child,	"the	way	you	flew	when	you	were	a	little

girl?"
"The	way	I	flew?	Do	you	know,	Jane,	I	sometimes	wonder	whether	I	ever	did

really	fly."
"Yes,	you	did."



"The	dear	old	days	when	I	could	fly!"
"Why	can't	you	fly	now,	mother?"
"Because	I	am	grown	up,	dearest.	When	people	grow	up	they	forget	the	way."
"Why	do	they	forget	the	way?"
"Because	they	are	no	longer	gay	and	innocent	and	heartless.	It	is	only	the	gay

and	innocent	and	heartless	who	can	fly."
"What	is	gay	and	innocent	and	heartless?	I	do	wish	I	were	gay	and	innocent

and	heartless."
Or	perhaps	Wendy	admits	she	does	see	something.
"I	do	believe,"	she	says,	"that	it	is	this	nursery."
"I	do	believe	it	is,"	says	Jane.	"Go	on."
They	are	now	embarked	on	the	great	adventure	of	the	night	when	Peter	flew	in

looking	for	his	shadow.
"The	foolish	fellow,"	says	Wendy,	"tried	to	stick	it	on	with	soap,	and	when	he

could	not	he	cried,	and	that	woke	me,	and	I	sewed	it	on	for	him."
"You	have	missed	a	bit,"	interrupts	Jane,	who	now	knows	the	story	better	than

her	mother.	"When	you	saw	him	sitting	on	the	floor	crying,	what	did	you	say?"
"I	sat	up	in	bed	and	I	said,	'Boy,	why	are	you	crying?'"
"Yes,	that	was	it,"	says	Jane,	with	a	big	breath.
"And	then	he	flew	us	all	away	to	the	Neverland	and	the	fairies	and	the	pirates

and	the	redskins	and	the	mermaid's	lagoon,	and	the	home	under	the	ground,	and
the	little	house."
"Yes!	which	did	you	like	best	of	all?"
"I	think	I	liked	the	home	under	the	ground	best	of	all."
"Yes,	so	do	I.	What	was	the	last	thing	Peter	ever	said	to	you?"
"The	 last	 thing	he	ever	 said	 to	me	was,	 'Just	 always	be	waiting	 for	me,	 and

then	some	night	you	will	hear	me	crowing.'"
"Yes."
"But,	 alas,	 he	 forgot	 all	 about	me,"	Wendy	 said	 it	with	 a	 smile.	She	was	 as

grown	up	as	that.
"What	did	his	crow	sound	like?"	Jane	asked	one	evening.
"It	was	like	this,"	Wendy	said,	trying	to	imitate	Peter's	crow.
"No,	 it	wasn't,"	 Jane	 said	 gravely,	 "it	was	 like	 this;"	 and	 she	 did	 it	 ever	 so

much	better	than	her	mother.
Wendy	was	a	little	startled.	"My	darling,	how	can	you	know?"
"I	often	hear	it	when	I	am	sleeping,"	Jane	said.
"Ah	yes,	many	girls	 hear	 it	when	 they	 are	 sleeping,	 but	 I	was	 the	 only	 one

who	heard	it	awake."
"Lucky	you,"	said	Jane.



And	 then	one	night	 came	 the	 tragedy.	 It	was	 the	 spring	of	 the	year,	 and	 the
story	had	been	 told	 for	 the	night,	and	Jane	was	now	asleep	 in	her	bed.	Wendy
was	sitting	on	the	floor,	very	close	to	the	fire,	so	as	to	see	to	darn,	for	there	was
no	other	light	in	the	nursery;	and	while	she	sat	darning	she	heard	a	crow.	Then
the	window	blew	open	as	of	old,	and	Peter	dropped	in	on	the	floor.
He	was	exactly	the	same	as	ever,	and	Wendy	saw	at	once	that	he	still	had	all

his	first	teeth.
He	was	a	little	boy,	and	she	was	grown	up.	She	huddled	by	the	fire	not	daring

to	move,	helpless	and	guilty,	a	big	woman.
"Hullo,	 Wendy,"	 he	 said,	 not	 noticing	 any	 difference,	 for	 he	 was	 thinking

chiefly	 of	 himself;	 and	 in	 the	 dim	 light	 her	 white	 dress	 might	 have	 been	 the
nightgown	in	which	he	had	seen	her	first.
"Hullo,	 Peter,"	 she	 replied	 faintly,	 squeezing	 herself	 as	 small	 as	 possible.

Something	inside	her	was	crying	"Woman,	Woman,	let	go	of	me."
"Hullo,	where	is	John?"	he	asked,	suddenly	missing	the	third	bed.
"John	is	not	here	now,"	she	gasped.
"Is	Michael	asleep?"	he	asked,	with	a	careless	glance	at	Jane.
"Yes,"	she	answered;	and	now	she	felt	that	she	was	untrue	to	Jane	as	well	as	to

Peter.
"That	is	not	Michael,"	she	said	quickly,	lest	a	judgment	should	fall	on	her.
Peter	looked.	"Hullo,	is	it	a	new	one?"
"Yes."
"Boy	or	girl?"
"Girl."
Now	surely	he	would	understand;	but	not	a	bit	of	it.
"Peter,"	she	said,	faltering,	"are	you	expecting	me	to	fly	away	with	you?"
"Of	 course;	 that	 is	why	 I	 have	 come."	He	 added	 a	 little	 sternly,	 "Have	 you

forgotten	that	this	is	spring	cleaning	time?"
She	 knew	 it	was	 useless	 to	 say	 that	 he	 had	 let	many	 spring	 cleaning	 times

pass.
"I	can't	come,"	she	said	apologetically,	"I	have	forgotten	how	to	fly."
"I'll	soon	teach	you	again."
"O	Peter,	don't	waste	the	fairy	dust	on	me."
She	 had	 risen;	 and	 now	 at	 last	 a	 fear	 assailed	 him.	 "What	 is	 it?"	 he	 cried,

shrinking.
"I	will	turn	up	the	light,"	she	said,	"and	then	you	can	see	for	yourself."
For	almost	 the	only	 time	 in	his	 life	 that	 I	know	of,	Peter	was	afraid.	 "Don't

turn	up	the	light,"	he	cried.
She	 let	her	hands	play	 in	 the	hair	of	 the	 tragic	boy.	She	was	not	a	 little	girl



heart-broken	about	him;	she	was	a	grown	woman	smiling	at	it	all,	but	they	were
wet	eyed	smiles.
Then	she	turned	up	the	light,	and	Peter	saw.	He	gave	a	cry	of	pain;	and	when

the	tall	beautiful	creature	stooped	to	lift	him	in	her	arms	he	drew	back	sharply.
"What	is	it?"	he	cried	again.
She	had	to	tell	him.
"I	am	old,	Peter.	I	am	ever	so	much	more	than	twenty.	I	grew	up	long	ago."
"You	promised	not	to!"
"I	couldn't	help	it.	I	am	a	married	woman,	Peter."
"No,	you're	not."
"Yes,	and	the	little	girl	in	the	bed	is	my	baby."
"No,	she's	not."
But	he	supposed	she	was;	and	he	took	a	step	towards	the	sleeping	child	with

his	dagger	upraised.	Of	course	he	did	not	strike.	He	sat	down	on	the	floor	instead
and	 sobbed;	 and	Wendy	 did	 not	 know	 how	 to	 comfort	 him,	 though	 she	 could
have	done	it	so	easily	once.	She	was	only	a	woman	now,	and	she	ran	out	of	the
room	to	try	to	think.
Peter	continued	 to	cry,	and	soon	his	sobs	woke	Jane.	She	sat	up	 in	bed,	and

was	interested	at	once.
"Boy,"	she	said,	"why	are	you	crying?"
Peter	rose	and	bowed	to	her,	and	she	bowed	to	him	from	the	bed.
"Hullo,"	he	said.
"Hullo,"	said	Jane.
"My	name	is	Peter	Pan,"	he	told	her.
"Yes,	I	know."
"I	came	back	for	my	mother,"	he	explained,	"to	take	her	to	the	Neverland."
"Yes,	I	know,"	Jane	said,	"I	have	been	waiting	for	you."
When	 Wendy	 returned	 diffidently	 she	 found	 Peter	 sitting	 on	 the	 bed-post

crowing	 gloriously,	 while	 Jane	 in	 her	 nighty	 was	 flying	 round	 the	 room	 in
solemn	ecstasy.
"She	 is	my	mother,"	 Peter	 explained;	 and	 Jane	 descended	 and	 stood	 by	 his

side,	with	the	look	in	her	face	that	he	liked	to	see	on	ladies	when	they	gazed	at
him.
"He	does	so	need	a	mother,"	Jane	said.
"Yes,	I	know."	Wendy	admitted	rather	forlornly;	"no	one	knows	it	so	well	as

I."
"Good-bye,"	 said	Peter	 to	Wendy;	 and	he	 rose	 in	 the	 air,	 and	 the	 shameless

Jane	rose	with	him;	it	was	already	her	easiest	way	of	moving	about.
Wendy	rushed	to	the	window.



"No,	no,"	she	cried.
"It	is	just	for	spring	cleaning	time,"	Jane	said,	"he	wants	me	always	to	do	his

spring	cleaning."
"If	only	I	could	go	with	you,"	Wendy	sighed.
"You	see	you	can't	fly,"	said	Jane.
Of	course	 in	 the	end	Wendy	 let	 them	fly	away	 together.	Our	 last	glimpse	of

her	 shows	 her	 at	 the	window,	watching	 them	 receding	 into	 the	 sky	 until	 they
were	as	small	as	stars.
As	you	look	at	Wendy,	you	may	see	her	hair	becoming	white,	and	her	figure

little	 again,	 for	 all	 this	 happened	 long	 ago.	 Jane	 is	 now	 a	 common	 grown-up,
with	a	daughter	called	Margaret;	and	every	spring	cleaning	time,	except	when	he
forgets,	Peter	comes	for	Margaret	and	takes	her	to	the	Neverland,	where	she	tells
him	stories	about	himself,	to	which	he	listens	eagerly.	When	Margaret	grows	up
she	will	have	a	daughter,	who	is	to	be	Peter's	mother	in	turn;	and	thus	it	will	go
on,	so	long	as	children	are	gay	and	innocent	and	heartless.



ALICE'S	ADVENTURES	IN	WONDERLAND
Lewis	Carroll



Chapter		1
Down	the	Rabbit	Hole
Alice	was	beginning	to	get	very	tired	of	sitting	by	her	sister	on	the	bank,	and	of
having	nothing	to	do:	once	or	twice	she	had	peeped	into	the	book	her	sister	was
reading,	but	 it	had	no	pictures	or	conversations	 in	 it,	“and	what	 is	 the	use	of	a
book,”	thought	Alice,	“without	pictures	or	conversation?”
So	she	was	considering,	in	her	own	mind	(as	well	as	she	could,	for	the	hot	day

made	her	feel	very	sleepy	and	stupid),	whether	the	pleasure	of	making	a	daisy-
chain	would	 be	worth	 the	 trouble	 of	 getting	 up	 and	 picking	 the	 daisies,	when
suddenly	a	White	Rabbit	with	pink	eyes	ran	close	by	her.
There	was	nothing	so	very	remarkable	in	that;	nor	did	Alice	think	it	so	very

much	out	of	the	way	to	hear	the	Rabbit	say	to	itself	“Oh	dear!	Oh	dear!	I	shall	be
too	late!”	(when	she	thought	it	over	afterwards,	it	occurred	to	her	that	she	ought
to	have	wondered	at	 this,	but	at	 the	time	it	all	seemed	quite	natural);	but	when
the	Rabbit	actually	took	a	watch	out	of	its	waistcoat-pocket,	and	looked	at	it,	and
then	hurried	on,	Alice	started	to	her	feet,	for	it	flashed	across	her	mind	that	she
had	never	before	seen	a	rabbit	with	either	a	waistcoat-pocket,	or	a	watch	to	take
out	of	it,	and,	burning	with	curiosity,	she	ran	across	the	field	after	it,	and	was	just
in	time	to	see	it	pop	down	a	large	rabbit-hole	under	the	hedge.
In	another	moment	down	went	Alice	after	 it,	never	once	considering	how	in

the	world	she	was	to	get	out	again.
The	rabbit-hole	went	straight	on	like	a	tunnel	for	some	way,	and	then	dipped

suddenly	down,	so	suddenly	that	Alice	had	not	a	moment	to	think	about	stopping
herself	 before	 she	 found	 herself	 falling	 down	what	 seemed	 to	 be	 a	 very	 deep
well.
Either	 the	well	was	very	deep,	or	she	fell	very	slowly,	 for	she	had	plenty	of

time	 as	 she	 went	 down	 to	 look	 about	 her,	 and	 to	 wonder	 what	 was	 going	 to
happen	next.	First,	she	tried	to	look	down	and	make	out	what	she	was	coming	to,
but	it	was	too	dark	to	see	anything:	then	she	looked	at	the	sides	of	the	well,	and
noticed	 that	 they	were	 filled	with	 cupboards	 and	 book-shelves:	 here	 and	 there
she	saw	maps	and	pictures	hung	upon	pegs.	She	took	down	a	jar	from	one	of	the
shelves	as	 she	passed:	 it	was	 labelled	“ORANGE	MARMALADE,”	but	 to	her
great	disappointment	 it	was	empty:	 she	did	not	 like	 to	drop	 the	 jar,	 for	 fear	of



killing	somebody	underneath,	so	managed	to	put	it	into	one	of	the	cupboards	as
she	fell	past	it.
“Well!”	 thought	 Alice	 to	 herself.	 “After	 such	 a	 fall	 as	 this,	 I	 shall	 think

nothing	of	tumbling	down-stairs!	How	brave	they’ll	all	think	me	at	home!	Why,
I	wouldn’t	say	anything	about	it,	even	if	I	fell	off	the	top	of	the	house!”	(Which
was	very	likely	true.)
Down,	 down,	 down.	Would	 the	 fall	 never	 come	 to	 an	 end?	 “I	wonder	 how

many	 miles	 I’ve	 fallen	 by	 this	 time?”	 she	 said	 aloud.	 “I	 must	 be	 getting
somewhere	near	the	centre	of	the	earth.	Let	me	see:	that	would	be	four	thousand
miles	down,	I	think—”	(for,	you	see,	Alice	had	learnt	several	things	of	this	sort
in	 her	 lessons	 in	 the	 school-room,	 and	 though	 this	 was	 not	 a	 very	 good
opportunity	for	showing	off	her	knowledge,	as	there	was	no	one	to	listen	to	her,
still	it	was	good	practice	to	say	it	over)	“—yes,	that’s	about	the	right	distance—
but	then	I	wonder	what	Latitude	or	Longitude	I’ve	got	 to?”	(Alice	had	no	idea
what	Latitude	was,	or	Longitude	either,	but	thought	they	were	nice	grand	words
to	say.)
Presently	 she	 began	 again.	 “I	wonder	 if	 I	 shall	 fall	 right	 through	 the	 earth!

How	funny	it’ll	seem	to	come	out	among	the	people	that	walk	with	their	heads
downwards!	The	antipathies,	 I	 think—”	(she	was	 rather	glad	 there	was	no	one
listening,	this	time,	as	it	didn’t	sound	at	all	the	right	word)	“—but	I	shall	have	to
ask	them	what	the	name	of	the	country	is,	you	know.	Please,	Ma’am,	is	this	New
Zealand?	 Or	 Australia?”	 (and	 she	 tried	 to	 curtsey	 as	 she	 spoke—fancy,
curtseying	as	you’re	falling	through	the	air!	Do	you	think	you	could	manage	it?)
“And	what	an	ignorant	little	girl	she’ll	think	me	for	asking!	No,	it’ll	never	do	to
ask:	perhaps	I	shall	see	it	written	up	somewhere.”
Down,	 down,	 down.	 There	 was	 nothing	 else	 to	 do,	 so	 Alice	 soon	 began

talking	 again.	 “Dinah’ll	miss	me	 very	much	 to-night,	 I	 should	 think!”	 (Dinah
was	the	cat.)	“I	hope	they’ll	remember	her	saucer	of	milk	at	tea-time.	Dinah,	my
dear!	 I	wish	 you	were	 down	 here	with	me!	 There	 are	 no	mice	 in	 the	 air,	 I’m
afraid,	but	you	might	catch	a	bat,	and	that’s	very	like	a	mouse,	you	know.	But	do
cats	eat	bats,	I	wonder?”	And	here	Alice	began	to	get	rather	sleepy,	and	went	on
saying	to	herself,	in	a	dreamy	sort	of	way,	“Do	cats	eat	bats?	Do	cats	eat	bats?”
and	sometimes	“Do	bats	eat	cats?”,	 for,	you	see,	as	 she	couldn’t	answer	either
question,	 it	 didn’t	 much	 matter	 which	 way	 she	 put	 it.	 She	 felt	 that	 she	 was
dozing	off,	and	had	just	begun	to	dream	that	she	was	walking	hand	in	hand	with
Dinah,	and	was	saying	to	her,	very	earnestly,	“Now,	Dinah,	tell	me	the	truth:	did
you	ever	eat	a	bat?”	when	suddenly,	thump!	thump!	down	she	came	upon	a	heap
of	sticks	and	dry	leaves,	and	the	fall	was	over.
Alice	was	not	a	bit	hurt,	and	she	jumped	up	on	to	her	feet	in	a	moment:	she



looked	up,	 but	 it	was	 all	 dark	 overhead:	 before	 her	was	 another	 long	passage,
and	 the	 White	 Rabbit	 was	 still	 in	 sight,	 hurrying	 down	 it.	 There	 was	 not	 a
moment	to	be	lost:	away	went	Alice	like	the	wind,	and	was	just	in	time	to	hear	it
say,	as	it	turned	a	corner,	“Oh	my	ears	and	whiskers,	how	late	it’s	getting!”	She
was	close	behind	it	when	she	turned	the	corner,	but	the	Rabbit	was	no	longer	to
be	seen:	she	found	herself	in	a	long,	low	hall,	which	was	lit	up	by	a	row	of	lamps
hanging	from	the	roof.
There	were	doors	all	round	the	hall,	but	they	were	all	locked;	and	when	Alice

had	 been	 all	 the	way	 down	 one	 side	 and	 up	 the	 other,	 trying	 every	 door,	 she
walked	sadly	down	the	middle,	wondering	how	she	was	ever	to	get	out	again.
Suddenly	 she	 came	 upon	 a	 little	 three-legged	 table,	 all	made	 of	 solid	 glass:

there	was	nothing	on	 it	except	a	 tiny	golden	key,	and	Alice’s	first	 thought	was
that	this	might	belong	to	one	of	the	doors	of	the	hall;	but,	alas!	either	the	locks
were	too	large,	or	the	key	was	too	small,	but	at	any	rate	it	would	not	open	any	of
them.	However,	on	the	second	time	round,	she	came	upon	a	low	curtain	she	had
not	noticed	before,	and	behind	it	was	a	little	door	about	fifteen	inches	high:	she
tried	the	little	golden	key	in	the	lock,	and	to	her	great	delight	it	fitted!
Alice	 opened	 the	 door	 and	 found	 that	 it	 led	 into	 a	 small	 passage,	 not	much

larger	 than	 a	 rat-hole:	 she	 knelt	 down	 and	 looked	 along	 the	 passage	 into	 the
loveliest	garden	you	ever	saw.	How	she	longed	to	get	out	of	that	dark	hall,	and
wander	about	among	those	beds	of	bright	flowers	and	those	cool	fountains,	but
she	 could	 not	 even	 get	 her	 head	 though	 the	 doorway;	 “and	 even	 if	 my	 head
would	go	 through,”	 thought	poor	Alice,	“it	would	be	of	very	 little	use	without
my	shoulders.	Oh,	how	I	wish	I	could	shut	up	like	a	telescope!	I	think	I	could,	if
I	 only	 know	 how	 to	 begin.”	 For,	 you	 see,	 so	many	 out-of-the-way	 things	 had
happened	lately,	that	Alice	had	begun	to	think	that	very	few	things	indeed	were
really	impossible.
There	seemed	to	be	no	use	in	waiting	by	the	little	door,	so	she	went	back	to

the	table,	half	hoping	she	might	find	another	key	on	it,	or	at	any	rate	a	book	of
rules	for	shutting	people	up	like	telescopes:	this	time	she	found	a	little	bottle	on
it	(“which	certainly	was	not	here	before,”	said	Alice),	and	tied	round	the	neck	of
the	bottle	was	a	paper	label,	with	the	words	“DRINK	ME”	beautifully	printed	on
it	in	large	letters.
It	was	all	very	well	to	say	“Drink	me,”	but	the	wise	little	Alice	was	not	going

to	do	that	in	a	hurry.	“No,	I’ll	look	first,”	she	said,	“and	see	whether	it’s	marked
‘poison’	or	not”;	 for	she	had	read	several	nice	 little	stories	about	children	who
had	 got	 burnt,	 and	 eaten	 up	 by	 wild	 beasts,	 and	 other	 unpleasant	 things,	 all
because	they	would	not	remember	the	simple	rules	their	friends	had	taught	them:
such	as,	that	a	red-hot	poker	will	burn	you	if	your	hold	it	 too	long;	and	that,	if



you	cut	your	finger	very	deeply	with	a	knife,	it	usually	bleeds;	and	she	had	never
forgotten	 that,	 if	 you	 drink	much	 from	 a	 bottle	marked	 “poison,”	 it	 is	 almost
certain	to	disagree	with	you,	sooner	or	later.
However,	 this	bottle	was	not	marked	“poison,”	 so	Alice	ventured	 to	 taste	 it,

and,	 finding	 it	very	nice	 (it	had,	 in	 fact,	a	 sort	of	mixed	 flavour	of	cherry-tart,
custard,	 pine-apple,	 roast	 turkey,	 toffy,	 and	 hot	 buttered	 toast),	 she	 very	 soon
finished	it	off.
*	*	*	*	*	*	*
*	*	*	*	*	*
*	*	*	*	*	*	*
“What	a	curious	feeling!”	said	Alice.	“I	must	be	shutting	up	like	a	telescope!”
And	 so	 it	 was	 indeed:	 she	 was	 now	 only	 ten	 inches	 high,	 and	 her	 face

brightened	up	at	the	thought	that	she	was	now	the	right	size	for	going	though	the
little	door	into	that	lovely	garden.	First,	however,	she	waited	for	a	few	minutes	to
see	if	she	was	going	to	shrink	any	further:	she	felt	a	little	nervous	about	this;	“for
it	might	end,	you	know,”	said	Alice	to	herself,	“in	my	going	out	altogether,	like	a
candle.	 I	wonder	what	 I	should	be	 like	 then?”	And	she	 tried	 to	 fancy	what	 the
flame	 of	 a	 candle	 looks	 like	 after	 the	 candle	 is	 blown	 out,	 for	 she	 could	 not
remember	ever	having	seen	such	a	thing.
After	a	while,	finding	that	nothing	more	happened,	she	decided	on	going	into

the	garden	at	once;	but,	alas	for	poor	Alice!	when	she	got	to	the	door,	she	found
she	had	forgotten	the	little	golden	key,	and	when	she	went	back	to	the	table	for
it,	 she	 found	 she	 could	 not	 possibly	 reach	 it:	 she	 could	 see	 it	 quite	 plainly
through	the	glass,	and	she	tried	her	best	to	climb	up	one	of	the	legs	of	the	table,
but	it	was	too	slippery;	and	when	she	had	tired	herself	out	with	trying,	the	poor
little	thing	sat	down	and	cried.
“Come,	there’s	no	use	in	crying	like	that!”	said	Alice	to	herself	rather	sharply.

“I	 advise	 you	 to	 leave	 off	 this	minute!”	 She	 generally	 gave	 herself	 very	 good
advice	(though	she	very	seldom	followed	it),	and	sometimes	she	scolded	herself
so	severely	as	 to	bring	 tears	 into	her	eyes;	and	once	she	 remembered	 trying	 to
box	 her	 own	 ears	 for	 having	 cheated	 herself	 in	 a	 game	 of	 croquet	 she	 was
playing	against	herself,	for	this	curious	child	was	very	fond	of	pretending	to	be
two	 people.	 “But	 it’s	 no	 use	 now,”	 thought	 poor	Alice,	 “to	 pretend	 to	 be	 two
people!	Why,	there's	hardly	enough	of	me	left	to	make	one	respectable	person!”
Soon	 her	 eye	 fell	 on	 a	 little	 glass	 box	 that	 was	 lying	 under	 the	 table:	 she

opened	 it,	 and	 found	 in	 it	 a	 very	 small	 cake,	 on	which	 the	words	 “EAT	ME”
were	 beautifully	 marked	 in	 currants.	 “Well,	 I’ll	 eat	 it,”	 said	 Alice,	 “and	 if	 it
makes	me	grow	larger,	I	can	reach	the	key;	and	if	it	makes	me	grow	smaller,	I
can	creep	under	the	door:	so	either	way	I’ll	get	into	the	garden,	and	I	don’t	care



which	happens!”
She	ate	a	little	bit,	and	said	anxiously	to	herself	“Which	way?	Which	way?”,

holding	her	hand	on	the	top	of	her	head	to	feel	which	way	it	was	growing;	and
she	was	quite	surprised	to	find	that	she	remained	the	same	size.	To	be	sure,	this
is	what	generally	happens	when	one	eats	cake;	but	Alice	had	got	so	much	into
the	way	of	expecting	nothing	but	out-of-the-way	things	to	happen,	that	it	seemed
quite	dull	and	stupid	for	life	to	go	on	in	the	common	way.
So	she	set	to	work,	and	very	soon	finished	off	the	cake.
*	*	*	*	*	*	*
*	*	*	*	*	*
*	*	*	*	*	*	*



Chapter		2
The	Pool	of	Tears
“Curiouser	and	curiouser!”	cried	Alice	(she	was	so	much	surprised,	that	for	the
moment	 she	 quite	 forgot	 how	 to	 speak	 good	English).	 “Now	 I’m	 opening	 out
like	the	largest	 telescope	that	ever	was!	Good-bye,	feet!”	(for	when	she	looked
down	at	her	feet,	they	seemed	to	be	almost	out	of	sight,	they	were	getting	so	far
off).	“Oh,	my	poor	little	feet,	I	wonder	who	will	put	on	your	shoes	and	stockings
for	you	now,	dears?	I’m	sure	I	sha’n’t	be	able!	I	shall	be	a	great	deal	too	far	off
to	trouble	myself	about	you:	you	must	manage	the	best	way	you	can—but	I	must
be	kind	to	them,”	thought	Alice,	“or	perhaps	they	wo’n’t	walk	the	way	I	want	to
go!	Let	me	see.	I’ll	give	them	a	new	pair	of	boots	every	Christmas.”
And	she	went	on	planning	to	herself	how	she	would	manage	it.	“They	must	go

by	the	carrier,”	she	thought;	“and	how	funny	it’ll	seem,	sending	presents	to	one’s
own	feet!	And	how	odd	the	directions	will	look!
Alice’s	Right	Foot,	Esq.
	?	Hearthrug,
	?	near	the	Fender,
	?	(with	Alice’s	love).
Oh	dear,	what	nonsense	I’m	talking!”
Just	then	her	head	struck	against	the	roof	of	the	hall:	in	fact	she	was	now	more

than	nine	feet	high,	and	she	at	once	took	up	the	little	golden	key	and	hurried	off
to	the	garden	door.
Poor	Alice!	It	was	as	much	as	she	could	do,	lying	down	on	one	side,	to	look

through	into	the	garden	with	one	eye;	but	to	get	through	was	more	hopeless	than
ever:	she	sat	down	and	began	to	cry	again.
“You	 ought	 to	 be	 ashamed	 of	 yourself,”	 said	Alice,	 “a	 great	 girl	 like	 you,”

(she	might	well	say	this),	“to	go	on	crying	in	this	way!	Stop	this	moment,	I	tell
you!”	But	she	went	on	all	the	same,	shedding	gallons	of	tears,	until	there	was	a
large	pool	all	around	her,	about	four	inches	deep	and	reaching	half	down	the	hall.
After	a	time	she	heard	a	little	pattering	of	feet	in	the	distance,	and	she	hastily

dried	 her	 eyes	 to	 see	 what	 was	 coming.	 It	 was	 the	 White	 Rabbit	 returning,
splendidly	dressed,	with	a	pair	of	white	kid-gloves	in	one	hand	and	a	large	fan	in
the	 other:	 he	 came	 trotting	 along	 in	 a	 great	 hurry,	muttering	 to	 himself,	 as	 he



came,	“Oh!	The	Duchess,	 the	Duchess!	Oh!	Wo’n’t	 she	be	 savage	 if	 I’ve	kept
her	waiting!”	Alice	felt	so	desperate	that	she	was	ready	to	ask	help	of	any	one:
so,	when	 the	Rabbit	 came	 near	 her,	 she	 began,	 in	 a	 low,	 timid	 voice,	 “If	 you
please,	Sir——”	The	Rabbit	started	violently,	dropped	the	white	kid-gloves	and
the	fan,	and	skurried	away	into	the	darkness	as	hard	as	he	could	go.
Alice	 took	 up	 the	 fan	 and	 gloves,	 and,	 as	 the	 hall	 was	 very	 hot,	 she	 kept

fanning	 herself	 all	 the	 time	 she	 went	 on	 talking.	 “Dear,	 dear!	 How	 queer
everything	is	to-day!	And	yesterday	things	went	on	just	as	usual.	I	wonder	if	I’ve
been	 changed	 in	 the	 night?	 Let	me	 think:	 was	 I	 the	 same	when	 I	 got	 up	 this
morning?	I	almost	think	I	can	remember	feeling	a	little	different.	But	if	I’m	not
the	 same,	 the	 next	 question	 is,	 ‘Who	 in	 the	world	 am	 I?’	Ah,	 that’s	 the	 great
puzzle!”	And	she	began	thinking	over	all	the	children	she	knew	that	were	of	the
same	age	as	herself,	to	see	if	she	could	have	been	changed	for	any	of	them.
“I'm	sure	I’m	not	Ada,”	she	said,	“for	her	hair	goes	in	such	long	ringlets,	and

mine	doesn’t	go	in	ringlets	at	all;	and	I’m	sure	I	ca’n’t	be	Mabel,	for	I	know	all
sorts	of	things,	and	she,	oh,	she	knows	such	a	very	little!	Besides,	she’s	she,	and
I’m	I,	and—oh	dear,	how	puzzling	it	all	is!	I’ll	try	if	I	know	all	the	things	I	used
to	know.	Let	me	see:	four	times	five	is	twelve,	and	four	times	six	is	thirteen,	and
four	times	seven	is—oh	dear!	I	shall	never	get	to	twenty	at	that	rate!	However,
the	 Multiplication-Table	 doesn’t	 signify:	 let’s	 try	 Geography.	 London	 is	 the
capital	 of	 Paris,	 and	 Paris	 is	 the	 capital	 of	 Rome,	 and	 Rome—no,	 that’s	 all
wrong,	I’m	certain!	I	must	have	been	changed	for	Mabel!	I’ll	try	and	say	‘How
doth	the	 little—’,”	and	she	crossed	her	hands	on	her	 lap,	as	 if	she	were	saying
lessons,	and	began	to	repeat	it,	but	her	voice	sounded	hoarse	and	strange,	and	the
words	did	not	come	the	same	as	they	used	to	do:—
“How	doth	the	little	crocodile
	?	Improve	his	shining	tail,
And	pour	the	waters	of	the	Nile
	?	On	every	golden	scale!
“How	cheerfully	he	seems	to	grin,
	?	How	neatly	spreads	his	claws,
And	welcome	little	fishes	in,
	?	With	gently	smiling	jaws!”
“I’m	sure	those	are	not	the	right	words,”	said	poor	Alice,	and	her	eyes	filled

with	tears	again	as	she	went	on,	“I	must	be	Mabel	after	all,	and	I	shall	have	to	go
and	live	in	that	poky	little	house,	and	have	next	to	no	toys	to	play	with,	and	oh,
ever	so	many	lessons	to	learn!	No,	I’ve	made	up	my	mind	about	it:	if	I’m	Mabel,
I’ll	 stay	 down	 here!	 It’ll	 be	 no	 use	 their	 putting	 their	 heads	 down	 and	 saying
‘Come	up	again,	dear!’	 I	 shall	only	 look	up	and	say	 ‘Who	am	I	 then?	Tell	me



that	first,	and	then,	if	I	like	being	that	person,	I’ll	come	up:	if	not,	I’ll	stay	down
here	till	I’m	somebody	else’—but,	oh	dear!”	cried	Alice,	with	a	sudden	burst	of
tears,	“I	do	wish	they	would	put	their	heads	down!	I	am	so	very	tired	of	being	all
alone	here!”
As	she	said	this	she	looked	down	at	her	hands,	and	was	surprised	to	see	that

she	had	put	on	one	of	the	Rabbit's	little	white	kid-gloves	while	she	was	talking.
“How	can	I	have	done	that?”	she	thought.	“I	must	be	growing	small	again.”	She
got	up	and	went	to	the	table	to	measure	herself	by	it,	and	found	that,	as	nearly	as
she	could	guess,	she	was	now	about	two	feet	high,	and	was	going	on	shrinking
rapidly:	she	soon	found	out	that	 the	cause	of	this	was	the	fan	she	was	holding,
and	 she	 dropped	 it	 hastily,	 just	 in	 time	 to	 save	 herself	 from	 shrinking	 away
altogether.
“That	was	a	narrow	escape!”	said	Alice,	a	good	deal	frightened	at	the	sudden

change,	but	very	glad	to	find	herself	still	in	existence.	“And	now	for	the	garden!”
And	she	ran	with	all	speed	back	to	the	little	door;	but,	alas!	 the	little	door	was
shut	again,	and	the	little	golden	key	was	lying	on	the	glass	table	as	before,	“and
things	are	worse	than	ever,”	thought	the	poor	child,	“for	I	never	was	so	small	as
this	before,	never!	And	I	declare	it’s	too	bad,	that	it	is!”
As	she	said	these	words	her	foot	slipped,	and	in	another	moment,	splash!	she

was	up	to	her	chin	in	salt-water.	Her	first	idea	was	that	she	had	somehow	fallen
into	 the	 sea,	 “and	 in	 that	 case	 I	 can	 go	 back	 by	 railway,”	 she	 said	 to	 herself.
(Alice	 had	 been	 to	 the	 seaside	 once	 in	 her	 life,	 and	 had	 come	 to	 the	 general
conclusion	that,	wherever	you	go	to	on	the	English	coast,	you	find	a	number	of
bathing-machines	 in	 the	 sea,	 some	 children	 digging	 in	 the	 sand	 with	 wooden
spades,	 then	 a	 row	 of	 lodging-houses,	 and	 behind	 them	 a	 railway	 station.)
However,	 she	 soon	made	 out	 that	 she	was	 in	 the	 pool	 of	 tears	which	 she	 had
wept	when	she	was	nine	feet	high.
“I	wish	I	hadn’t	cried	so	much!”	said	Alice,	as	she	swam	about,	trying	to	find

her	way	out.	“I	shall	be	punished	for	it	now,	I	suppose,	by	being	drowned	in	my
own	tears!	That	will	be	a	queer	thing,	to	be	sure!	However,	everything	is	queer
to-day.”
Just	then	she	heard	something	splashing	about	in	the	pool	a	little	way	off,	and

she	swam	nearer	to	make	out	what	it	was:	at	first	she	thought	it	must	be	a	walrus
or	 hippopotamus,	 but	 then	 she	 remembered	 how	 small	 she	 was	 now,	 and	 she
soon	made	out	that	it	was	only	a	mouse,	that	had	slipped	in	like	herself.
“Would	 it	 be	 of	 any	 use,	 now,”	 thought	 Alice,	 “to	 speak	 to	 this	 mouse?

Everything	is	so	out-of-the-way	down	here,	that	I	should	think	very	likely	it	can
talk:	 at	 any	 rate,	 there’s	no	harm	 in	 trying.”	So	 she	began:	 “O	Mouse,	do	you
know	 the	 way	 out	 of	 this	 pool?	 I	 am	 very	 tired	 of	 swimming	 about	 here,	 O



Mouse!”	(Alice	thought	this	must	be	the	right	way	of	speaking	to	a	mouse:	she
had	 never	 done	 such	 a	 thing	 before,	 but	 she	 remembered	 having	 seen,	 in	 her
brother’s	Latin	Grammar,	 “A	mouse—of	 a	mouse—to	 a	mouse—a	mouse—O
mouse!”	The	Mouse	looked	at	her	rather	inquisitively,	and	seemed	to	her	to	wink
with	one	of	its	little	eyes,	but	it	said	nothing.
“Perhaps	 it	 doesn’t	 understand	 English,”	 thought	 Alice.	 “I	 daresay	 it’s	 a

French	 mouse,	 come	 over	 with	 William	 the	 Conqueror.”	 (For,	 with	 all	 her
knowledge	of	history,	Alice	had	no	very	clear	notion	how	long	ago	anything	had
happened.)	 So	 she	 began	 again:	 “Où	 est	 ma	 chatte?”,	 which	 was	 the	 first
sentence	 in	her	French	 lesson-book.	The	Mouse	gave	a	 sudden	 leap	out	of	 the
water,	and	seemed	to	quiver	all	over	with	fright.	“Oh,	I	beg	your	pardon!”	cried
Alice	hastily,	afraid	that	she	had	hurt	the	poor	animal’s	feelings.	“I	quite	forgot
you	didn't	like	cats.”
“Not	like	cats!”	cried	the	Mouse	in	a	shrill,	passionate	voice.	“Would	you	like

cats,	if	you	were	me?”
“Well,	perhaps	not,”	said	Alice	 in	a	soothing	 tone:	“don’t	be	angry	about	 it.

And	yet	 I	wish	 I	 could	 show	you	our	cat	Dinah.	 I	 think	you’d	 take	a	 fancy	 to
cats,	 if	you	could	only	see	her.	She	 is	such	a	dear	quiet	 thing,”	Alice	went	on,
half	 to	 herself,	 as	 she	 swam	 lazily	 about	 in	 the	 pool,	 “and	 she	 sits	 purring	 so
nicely	by	the	fire,	licking	her	paws	and	washing	her	face—and	she	is	such	a	nice
soft	thing	to	nurse—and	she’s	such	a	capital	one	for	catching	mice——oh,	I	beg
your	pardon!”	cried	Alice	again,	for	this	time	the	Mouse	was	bristling	all	over,
and	 she	 felt	 certain	 it	must	 be	 really	 offended.	 “We	wo’n’t	 talk	 about	 her	 any
more	if	you’d	rather	not.”
“We	indeed!”	cried	the	Mouse,	who	was	trembling	down	to	the	end	of	his	tail.

“As	if	I	would	talk	on	such	a	subject!	Our	family	always	hated	cats:	nasty,	low,
vulgar	things!	Don’t	let	me	hear	the	name	again!”
“I	 wo’n’t	 indeed!”	 said	 Alice,	 in	 a	 great	 hurry	 to	 change	 the	 subject	 of

conversation.	 “Are	 you—are	 you	 fond—of—of	 dogs?”	 The	 Mouse	 did	 not
answer,	 so	 Alice	 went	 on	 eagerly:	 “There	 is	 such	 a	 nice	 little	 dog,	 near	 our
house,	I	should	like	to	show	you!	A	little	bright-eyed	terrier,	you	know,	with	oh,
such	long	curly	brown	hair!	And	it’ll	fetch	things	when	you	throw	them,	and	it’ll
sit	up	and	beg	for	 its	dinner,	and	all	sorts	of	 things—I	ca’n’t	remember	half	of
them—and	it	belongs	to	a	farmer,	you	know,	and	he	says	it's	so	useful,	it’s	worth
a	hundred	pounds!	He	says	 it	kills	all	 the	 rats	and—oh	dear!”	cried	Alice	 in	a
sorrowful	 tone.	 “I’m	 afraid	 I’ve	 offended	 it	 again!”	 For	 the	 Mouse	 was
swimming	away	from	her	as	hard	as	it	could	go,	and	making	quite	a	commotion
in	the	pool	as	it	went.
So	she	called	softly	after	it,	“Mouse	dear!	Do	come	back	again,	and	we	wo’n’t



talk	about	cats,	or	dogs	either,	 if	you	don’t	like	them!”	When	the	Mouse	heard
this,	it	turned	round	and	swam	slowly	back	to	her:	its	face	was	quite	pale	(with
passion,	Alice	thought),	and	it	said,	in	a	low	trembling	voice,	“Let	us	get	to	the
shore,	 and	 then	 I’ll	 tell	 you	my	history,	 and	you’ll	understand	why	 it	 is	 I	hate
cats	and	dogs.”
It	was	high	time	to	go,	for	the	pool	was	getting	quite	crowded	with	the	birds

and	animals	that	had	fallen	into	it:	there	were	a	Duck	and	a	Dodo,	a	Lory	and	an
Eaglet,	 and	 several	 other	 curious	 creatures.	 Alice	 led	 the	 way,	 and	 the	 whole
party	swam	to	the	shore.



Chapter		3
A	Caucus-Race	and	a	Long	Tale
They	were	indeed	a	queer-looking	party	that	assembled	on	the	bank—the	birds
with	draggled	feathers,	the	animals	with	their	fur	clinging	close	to	them,	and	all
dripping	wet,	cross,	and	uncomfortable.
The	first	question	of	course	was,	how	to	get	dry	again:	they	had	a	consultation

about	this,	and	after	a	few	minutes	it	seemed	quite	natural	to	Alice	to	find	herself
talking	familiarly	with	them,	as	if	she	had	known	them	all	her	life.	Indeed,	she
had	quite	 a	 long	 argument	with	 the	Lory,	who	 at	 last	 turned	 sulky,	 and	would
only	say,	“I’m	older	than	you,	and	must	know	better.”	And	this	Alice	would	not
allow,	without	knowing	how	old	it	was,	and,	as	the	Lory	positively	refused	to	tell
its	age,	there	was	no	more	to	be	said.
At	last	the	Mouse,	who	seemed	to	be	a	person	of	authority	among	them,	called

out,	 “Sit	 down,	 all	 of	you,	 and	 listen	 to	me!	 I’ll	 soon	make	you	dry	 enough!”
They	all	sat	down	at	once,	in	a	large	ring,	with	the	Mouse	in	the	middle.	Alice
kept	her	eyes	anxiously	fixed	on	it,	for	she	felt	sure	she	would	catch	a	bad	cold	if
she	did	not	get	dry	very	soon.
“Ahem!”	said	the	Mouse	with	an	important	air.	“Are	you	all	ready?	This	is	the

driest	 thing	 I	 know.	 Silence	 all	 round,	 if	 you	 please!	 ‘William	 the	Conqueror,
whose	cause	was	favoured	by	 the	pope,	was	soon	submitted	 to	by	 the	English,
who	wanted	 leaders,	 and	had	been	of	 late	much	accustomed	 to	usurpation	and
conquest.	Edwin	and	Morcar,	the	earls	of	Mercia	and	Northumbria——’”
“Ugh!”	said	the	Lory,	with	a	shiver.
“I	beg	your	pardon!”	 said	 the	Mouse,	 frowning,	but	very	politely.	 “Did	you

speak?”
“Not	I!”	said	the	Lory,	hastily.
“I	thought	you	did,”	said	the	Mouse.	“I	proceed.	‘Edwin	and	Morcar,	the	earls

of	Mercia	 and	Northumbria,	 declared	 for	 him;	 and	 even	 Stigand,	 the	 patriotic
archbishop	of	Canterbury,	found	it	advisable——’”
“Found	what?”	said	the	Duck.
“Found	 it,”	 the	Mouse	 replied	 rather	crossly:	“of	course	you	know	what	 ‘it’

means.”
“I	 know	what	 ‘it’	means	well	 enough,	when	 I	 find	 a	 thing,”	 said	 the	Duck:



“it’s	generally	a	frog,	or	a	worm.	The	question	is,	what	did	the	archbishop	find?”
The	Mouse	did	not	notice	 this	question,	but	hurriedly	went	on,	“‘—found	 it

advisable	to	go	with	Edgar	Atheling	to	meet	William	and	offer	him	the	crown.
William's	conduct	at	first	was	moderate.	But	the	insolence	of	his	Normans——’
How	 are	 you	 getting	 on	 now,	 my	 dear?”	 it	 continued,	 turning	 to	 Alice	 as	 it
spoke.
“As	wet	as	ever,”	said	Alice	in	a	melancholy	tone:	“it	doesn’t	seem	to	dry	me

at	all.”
“In	 that	 case,”	 said	 the	 Dodo	 solemnly,	 rising	 to	 its	 feet,	 “I	 move	 that	 the

meeting	adjourn,	for	the	immediate	adoption	of	more	energetic	remedies——”
“Speak	English!”	said	the	Eaglet.	“I	don't	know	the	meaning	of	half	those	long

words,	 and,	what’s	more,	 I	 don’t	 believe	 you	 do	 either!”	And	 the	Eaglet	 bent
down	its	head	to	hide	a	smile:	some	of	the	other	birds	tittered	audibly.
“What	I	was	going	to	say,”	said	the	Dodo	in	an	offended	tone,	“was,	that	the

best	thing	to	get	us	dry	would	be	a	Caucus-race.”
“What	is	a	Caucus-race?”	said	Alice;	not	that	she	much	wanted	to	know,	but

the	Dodo	had	paused	as	if	it	thought	that	somebody	ought	to	speak,	and	no	one
else	seemed	inclined	to	say	anything.
“Why,”	said	 the	Dodo,	“the	best	way	 to	explain	 it	 is	 to	do	 it.”	 (And,	as	you

might	 like	 to	 try	 the	 thing	 yourself,	 some	winter-day,	 I	 will	 tell	 you	 how	 the
Dodo	managed	it.)
First	it	marked	out	a	race-course,	in	a	sort	of	circle,	(“the	exact	shape	doesn’t

matter,”	 it	 said,)	 and	 then	all	 the	party	were	placed	along	 the	course,	here	and
there.	There	was	no	“One,	two,	three,	and	away!”,	but	they	began	running	when
they	liked,	and	left	off	when	they	liked,	so	that	it	was	not	easy	to	know	when	the
race	was	 over.	However,	when	 they	 had	 been	 running	 half	 an	 hour	 or	 so,	 and
were	quite	dry	again,	the	Dodo	suddenly	called	out	“The	race	is	over!”,	and	they
all	crowded	round	it,	panting,	and	asking,	“But	who	has	won?”
This	question	the	Dodo	could	not	answer	without	a	great	deal	of	thought,	and

it	sat	for	a	long	time	with	one	finger	pressed	upon	its	forehead	(the	position	in
which	you	usually	see	Shakespeare,	in	the	pictures	of	him),	while	the	rest	waited
in	silence.	At	last	the	Dodo	said,	“Everybody	has	won,	and	all	must	have	prizes.”
“But	who	is	to	give	the	prizes?”	quite	a	chorus	of	voices	asked.
“Why,	she,	of	course,”	said	the	Dodo,	pointing	to	Alice	with	one	finger;	and

the	 whole	 party	 at	 once	 crowded	 round	 her,	 calling	 out,	 in	 a	 confused	 way,
“Prizes!	Prizes!”
Alice	had	no	idea	what	to	do,	and	in	despair	she	put	her	hand	in	her	pocket,

and	pulled	out	a	box	of	comfits	(luckily	the	salt	water	had	not	got	into	it),	and
handed	them	round	as	prizes.	There	was	exactly	one	a-piece,	all	round.



“But	she	must	have	a	prize	herself,	you	know,”	said	the	Mouse.
“Of	course,”	the	Dodo	replied	very	gravely.	“What	else	have	you	got	in	your

pocket?”	he	went	on,	turning	to	Alice.
“Only	a	thimble,”	said	Alice	sadly.
“Hand	it	over	here,”	said	the	Dodo.
Then	 they	 all	 crowded	 round	 her	 once	 more,	 while	 the	 Dodo	 solemnly

presented	the	thimble,	saying	“We	beg	your	acceptance	of	this	elegant	thimble”;
and,	when	it	had	finished	this	short	speech,	they	all	cheered.
Alice	 thought	 the	whole	 thing	very	absurd,	but	 they	all	 looked	so	grave	 that

she	 did	 not	 dare	 to	 laugh;	 and,	 as	 she	 could	 not	 think	 of	 anything	 to	 say,	 she
simply	bowed,	and	took	the	thimble,	looking	as	solemn	as	she	could.
The	next	thing	was	to	eat	the	comfits:	this	caused	some	noise	and	confusion,

as	the	large	birds	complained	that	they	could	not	taste	theirs,	and	the	small	ones
choked	and	had	to	be	patted	on	the	back.	However,	it	was	over	at	last,	and	they
sat	down	again	in	a	ring,	and	begged	the	Mouse	to	tell	them	something	more.
“You	promised	to	tell	me	your	history,	you	know,”	said	Alice,	“and	why	it	is

you	 hate—C	 and	 D,”	 she	 added	 in	 a	 whisper,	 half	 afraid	 that	 it	 would	 be
offended	again.
“Mine	is	a	long	and	a	sad	tale!”	said	the	Mouse,	turning	to	Alice,	and	sighing.
“It	 is	 a	 long	 tail,	 certainly,”	 said	 Alice,	 looking	 down	 with	 wonder	 at	 the

Mouse’s	 tail;	 “but	why	do	you	call	 it	 sad?”	And	she	kept	on	puzzling	about	 it
while	 the	Mouse	was	speaking,	so	 that	her	 idea	of	 the	 tale	was	something	 like
this:—
“Fury	said	to	a
mouse,	That	he
met	in	the
house,
‘Let	us
both	go	to
law:	I	will
prosecute
you.—Come,
I’ll	take	no
denial:	We
must	have	a
trial;	For
really	this
morning	I’ve
nothing



to	do.’
Said	the
mouse	to	the
cur,	‘Such
a	trial,
dear	sir,
With
no	jury
or	judge,
would	be
wasting
our
breath.’
‘I’ll	be
judge,	I’ll
be	jury,’
Said
cunning
old	Fury:
‘I’ll
try	the
whole
cause,
and
condemn
you
to
death’.”
“You	 are	 not	 attending!”	 said	 the	Mouse	 to	Alice,	 severely.	 “What	 are	 you

thinking	of?”
“I	beg	your	pardon,”	said	Alice	very	humbly:	“you	had	got	to	the	fifth	bend,	I

think?”
“I	had	not!”	cried	the	Mouse,	sharply	and	very	angrily.
“A	 knot!”	 said	 Alice,	 always	 ready	 to	 make	 herself	 useful,	 and	 looking

anxiously	about	her.	“Oh,	do	let	me	help	to	undo	it!”
“I	shall	do	nothing	of	the	sort,”	said	the	Mouse,	getting	up	and	walking	away.

“You	insult	me	by	talking	such	nonsense!”
“I	 didn’t	mean	 it!”	 pleaded	poor	Alice.	 “But	 you’re	 so	 easily	 offended,	 you

know!”



The	Mouse	only	growled	in	reply.
“Please	come	back,	and	finish	your	story!”	Alice	called	after	it.	And	the	others

all	 joined	 in	 chorus	 “Yes,	 please	 do!”	 But	 the	 Mouse	 only	 shook	 its	 head
impatiently,	and	walked	a	little	quicker.
“What	a	pity	it	wouldn’t	stay!”	sighed	the	Lory,	as	soon	as	it	was	quite	out	of

sight.	And	an	old	Crab	took	the	opportunity	of	saying	to	her	daughter	“Ah,	my
dear!	Let	this	be	a	lesson	to	you	never	to	lose	your	temper!”	“Hold	your	tongue,
Ma!”	said	the	young	Crab,	a	little	snappishly.	“You’re	enough	to	try	the	patience
of	an	oyster!”
“I	 wish	 I	 had	 our	 Dinah	 here,	 I	 know	 I	 do!”	 said	 Alice	 aloud,	 addressing

nobody	in	particular.	“She’d	soon	fetch	it	back!”
“And	who	is	Dinah,	if	I	might	venture	to	ask	the	question?”	said	the	Lory.
Alice	replied	eagerly,	for	she	was	always	ready	to	talk	about	her	pet:	“Dinah’s

our	cat.	And	she’s	such	a	capital	one	 for	catching	mice,	you	ca’n’t	 think!	And
oh,	I	wish	you	could	see	her	after	the	birds!	Why,	she’ll	eat	a	little	bird	as	soon
as	look	at	it!”
This	speech	caused	a	remarkable	sensation	among	the	party.	Some	of	the	birds

hurried	 off	 at	 once:	 one	 old	Magpie	 began	 wrapping	 itself	 up	 very	 carefully,
remarking	“I	really	must	be	getting	home:	the	night-air	doesn’t	suit	my	throat!”
And	a	Canary	called	out	in	a	trembling	voice,	to	its	children,	“Come	away,	my
dears!	 It’s	high	 time	you	were	all	 in	bed!”	On	various	pretexts	 they	all	moved
off,	and	Alice	was	soon	left	alone.
“I	wish	I	hadn’t	mentioned	Dinah!”	she	said	to	herself	in	a	melancholy	tone.

“Nobody	 seems	 to	 like	 her,	 down	 here,	 and	 I’m	 sure	 she's	 the	 best	 cat	 in	 the
world!	Oh,	my	dear	Dinah!	I	wonder	if	I	shall	ever	see	you	any	more!”	And	here
poor	Alice	began	to	cry	again,	for	she	felt	very	lonely	and	low-spirited.	In	a	little
while,	however,	she	again	heard	a	little	pattering	of	footsteps	in	the	distance,	and
she	 looked	up	 eagerly,	 half	 hoping	 that	 the	Mouse	had	 changed	his	mind,	 and
was	coming	back	to	finish	his	story.



Chapter		4
The	Rabbit	Sends	in	a	Little	Bill
It	was	the	White	Rabbit,	trotting	slowly	back	again,	and	looking	anxiously	about
as	it	went,	as	if	it	had	lost	something;	and	she	heard	it	muttering	to	itself,	“The
Duchess!	The	Duchess!	Oh	my	dear	paws!	Oh	my	fur	and	whiskers!	She’ll	get
me	 executed,	 as	 sure	 as	 ferrets	 are	 ferrets!	Where	 can	 I	 have	 dropped	 them,	 I
wonder?”	Alice	guessed	in	a	moment	that	it	was	looking	for	the	fan	and	the	pair
of	white	kid-gloves,	and	she	very	good-naturedly	began	hunting	about	for	them,
but	they	were	nowhere	to	be	seen—everything	seemed	to	have	changed	since	her
swim	in	the	pool;	and	the	great	hall,	with	the	glass	table	and	the	little	door,	had
vanished	completely.
Very	soon	the	Rabbit	noticed	Alice,	as	she	went	hunting	about,	and	called	out

to	her,	 in	 an	angry	 tone,	 “Why,	Mary	Ann,	what	 are	you	doing	out	here?	Run
home	this	moment,	and	fetch	me	a	pair	of	gloves	and	a	fan!	Quick,	now!”	And
Alice	was	so	much	frightened	that	she	ran	off	at	once	in	the	direction	it	pointed
to,	without	trying	to	explain	the	mistake	it	had	made.
“He	 took	 me	 for	 his	 housemaid,”	 she	 said	 to	 herself	 as	 she	 ran.	 “How

surprised	he’ll	be	when	he	 finds	out	who	I	am!	But	 I'd	better	 take	him	his	 fan
and	gloves—that	is,	if	I	can	find	them.”	As	she	said	this,	she	came	upon	a	neat
little	 house,	 on	 the	 door	 of	which	was	 a	 bright	 brass	 plate	with	 the	 name	 “W.
RABBIT”	engraved	upon	it.	She	went	in	without	knocking,	and	hurried	upstairs,
in	great	 fear	 lest	 she	should	meet	 the	 real	Mary	Ann,	and	be	 turned	out	of	 the
house	before	she	had	found	the	fan	and	gloves.
“How	 queer	 it	 seems,”	 Alice	 said	 to	 herself,	 “to	 be	 going	 messages	 for	 a

rabbit!	 I	 suppose	 Dinah’ll	 be	 sending	me	 on	messages	 next!”	 And	 she	 began
fancying	the	sort	of	thing	that	would	happen:	“‘Miss	Alice!	Come	here	directly,
and	get	ready	for	your	walk!’	‘Coming	in	a	minute,	nurse!	But	I've	got	to	watch
this	mouse-hole	till	Dinah	comes	back,	and	see	that	the	mouse	doesn’t	get	out.’
Only	I	don’t	think,”	Alice	went	on,	“that	they’d	let	Dinah	stop	in	the	house	if	it
began	ordering	people	about	like	that!”
By	this	time	she	had	found	her	way	into	a	tidy	little	room	with	a	table	in	the

window,	and	on	it	(as	she	had	hoped)	a	fan	and	two	or	three	pairs	of	tiny	white
kid-gloves:	she	 took	up	the	fan	and	a	pair	of	 the	gloves,	and	was	 just	going	to



leave	the	room,	when	her	eye	fell	upon	a	little	bottle	that	stood	near	the	looking-
glass.	 There	 was	 no	 label	 this	 time	 with	 the	 words	 “DRINK	 ME,”	 but
nevertheless	she	uncorked	it	and	put	it	to	her	lips.	“I	know	something	interesting
is	sure	to	happen,”	she	said	to	herself,	“whenever	I	eat	or	drink	anything:	so	I’ll
just	see	what	this	bottle	does.	I	do	hope	it’ll	make	me	grow	large	again,	for	really
I’m	quite	tired	of	being	such	a	tiny	little	thing!”
It	 did	 so	 indeed,	 and	 much	 sooner	 than	 she	 had	 expected:	 before	 she	 had

drunk	half	the	bottle,	she	found	her	head	pressing	against	the	ceiling,	and	had	to
stoop	 to	 save	 her	 neck	 from	 being	 broken.	 She	 hastily	 put	 down	 the	 bottle,
saying	to	herself	“That’s	quite	enough—I	hope	I	shan't	grow	any	more—As	it	is,
I	can't	get	out	at	the	door—I	do	wish	I	hadn't	drunk	quite	so	much!”
Alas!	 It	was	 too	 late	 to	wish	 that!	 She	went	 on	 growing,	 and	 growing,	 and

very	soon	had	to	kneel	down	on	the	floor:	in	another	minute	there	was	not	even
room	for	this,	and	she	tried	the	effect	of	lying	down	with	one	elbow	against	the
door,	and	the	other	arm	curled	round	her	head.	Still	she	went	on	growing,	and,	as
a	last	resource,	she	put	one	arm	out	of	the	window,	and	one	foot	up	the	chimney,
and	said	to	herself	“Now	I	can	do	no	more,	whatever	happens.	What	will	become
of	me?”
Luckily	for	Alice,	 the	 little	magic	bottle	had	now	had	its	full	effect,	and	she

grew	no	 larger:	 still	 it	was	very	uncomfortable,	 and,	 as	 there	 seemed	 to	be	no
sort	 of	 chance	 of	 her	 ever	 getting	 out	 of	 the	 room	 again,	 no	 wonder	 she	 felt
unhappy.
“It	 was	 much	 pleasanter	 at	 home,”	 thought	 poor	 Alice,	 “when	 one	 wasn't

always	growing	larger	and	smaller,	and	being	ordered	about	by	mice	and	rabbits.
I	almost	wish	I	hadn't	gone	down	that	rabbit-hole—and	yet—and	yet—it’s	rather
curious,	you	know,	this	sort	of	life!	I	do	wonder	what	can	have	happened	to	me!
When	I	used	to	read	fairy-tales,	I	fancied	that	kind	of	thing	never	happened,	and
now	here	I	am	in	the	middle	of	one!	There	ought	to	be	a	book	written	about	me,
that	there	ought!	And	when	I	grow	up,	I’ll	write	one—but	I’m	grown	up	now,”
she	 added	 in	 a	 sorrowful	 tone:	 “at	 least	 there’s	no	 room	 to	grow	up	any	more
here.”
“But	then,”	thought	Alice,	“shall	I	never	get	any	older	than	I	am	now?	That’ll

be	a	comfort,	one	way—never	to	be	an	old	woman—but	then—always	to	have
lessons	to	learn!	Oh,	I	shouldn't	like	that!”
“Oh,	you	foolish	Alice!”	she	answered	herself.	“How	can	you	learn	lessons	in

here?	Why,	 there’s	 hardly	 room	 for	 you,	 and	 no	 room	 at	 all	 for	 any	 lesson-
books!”
And	so	she	went	on,	taking	first	one	side	and	then	the	other,	and	making	quite

a	conversation	of	it	altogether;	but	after	a	few	minutes	she	heard	a	voice	outside,



and	stopped	to	listen.
“Mary	Ann!	Mary	Ann!”	said	the	voice.	“Fetch	me	my	gloves	this	moment!”

Then	came	a	 little	pattering	of	 feet	on	 the	stairs.	Alice	knew	it	was	 the	Rabbit
coming	 to	 look	 for	 her,	 and	 she	 trembled	 till	 she	 shook	 the	 house,	 quite
forgetting	that	she	was	now	about	a	 thousand	times	as	 large	as	 the	Rabbit,	and
had	no	reason	to	be	afraid	of	it.
Presently	the	Rabbit	came	up	to	the	door,	and	tried	to	open	it;	but,	as	the	door

opened	 inwards,	 and	 Alice’s	 elbow	 was	 pressed	 hard	 against	 it,	 that	 attempt
proved	a	failure.	Alice	heard	it	say	to	itself	“Then	I’ll	go	round	and	get	in	at	the
window.”
“That	you	wo’n’t!”	thought	Alice,	and,	after	waiting	till	she	fancied	she	heard

the	Rabbit	just	under	the	window,	she	suddenly	spread	out	her	hand,	and	made	a
snatch	in	 the	air.	She	did	not	get	hold	of	anything,	but	she	heard	a	 little	shriek
and	a	fall,	and	a	crash	of	broken	glass,	from	which	she	concluded	that	it	was	just
possible	it	had	fallen	into	a	cucumber-frame,	or	something	of	the	sort.
Next	 came	 an	 angry	 voice—the	Rabbit’s—“Pat!	 Pat!	Where	 are	 you?”	And

then	 a	 voice	 she	 had	 never	 heard	 before,	 “Sure	 then	 I’m	 here!	 Digging	 for
apples,	yer	honour!”
“Digging	for	apples,	indeed!”	said	the	Rabbit	angrily.	“Here!	Come	and	help

me	out	of	this!”	(Sounds	of	more	broken	glass.)
“Now	tell	me,	Pat,	what’s	that	in	the	window?”
“Sure,	it’s	an	arm,	yer	honour!”	(He	pronounced	it	“arrum.”)
“An	 arm,	 you	 goose!	Who	 ever	 saw	 one	 that	 size?	Why,	 it	 fills	 the	 whole

window!”
“Sure,	it	does,	yer	honour:	but	it’s	an	arm	for	all	that.”
“Well,	it’s	got	no	business	there,	at	any	rate:	go	and	take	it	away!”
There	was	a	 long	silence	after	 this,	and	Alice	could	only	hear	whispers	now

and	then;	such	as,	“Sure,	I	don’t	like	it,	yer	honour,	at	all,	at	all!”	“Do	as	I	tell
you,	you	coward!”,	and	at	last	she	spread	out	her	hand	again,	and	made	another
snatch	 in	 the	 air.	 This	 time	 there	were	 two	 little	 shrieks,	 and	more	 sounds	 of
broken	 glass.	 “What	 a	 number	 of	 cucumber-frames	 there	 must	 be!”	 thought
Alice.	“I	wonder	what	 they’ll	do	next!	As	 for	pulling	me	out	of	 the	window,	 I
only	wish	they	could!	I’m	sure	I	don't	want	to	stay	in	here	any	longer!”
She	 waited	 for	 some	 time	 without	 hearing	 anything	 more:	 at	 last	 came	 a

rumbling	of	little	cart-wheels,	and	the	sound	of	a	good	many	voices	all	 talking
together:	she	made	out	the	words:	“Where’s	the	other	ladder?—Why,	I	hadn’t	to
bring	but	one.	Bill's	got	the	other—Bill!	Fetch	it	here,	lad!—Here,	put	’em	up	at
this	corner—No,	tie	’em	together	first—they	don't	reach	half	high	enough	yet—
Oh!	they’ll	do	well	enough.	Don’t	be	particular—Here,	Bill!	catch	hold	of	 this



rope—Will	the	roof	bear?—Mind	that	loose	slate—Oh,	it’s	coming	down!	Heads
below!”	 (a	 loud	crash)—“Now,	who	did	 that?—It	was	Bill,	 I	 fancy—Who’s	 to
go	down	the	chimney?—Nay,	I	shan’t!	You	do	it!—That	I	wo’n’t,	then!—Bill’s
got	 to	 go	 down—Here,	 Bill!	 The	 master	 says	 you’ve	 got	 to	 go	 down	 the
chimney!”
“Oh!	So	Bill’s	got	to	come	down	the	chimney,	has	he?'	said	Alice	to	herself.

“Why,	they	seem	to	put	everything	upon	Bill!	I	wouldn't	be	in	Bill’s	place	for	a
good	deal:	this	fireplace	is	narrow,	to	be	sure;	but	I	think	I	can	kick	a	little!”
She	drew	her	foot	as	far	down	the	chimney	as	she	could,	and	waited	till	she

heard	 a	 little	 animal	 (she	 couldn’t	 guess	 of	 what	 sort	 it	 was)	 scratching	 and
scrambling	about	in	the	chimney	close	above	her:	then,	saying	to	herself	“This	is
Bill”,	she	gave	one	sharp	kick,	and	waited	to	see	what	would	happen	next.
The	first	thing	she	heard	was	a	general	chorus	of	“There	goes	Bill!”	then	the

Rabbit’s	 voice	 alone—“Catch	 him,	 you	 by	 the	 hedge!”	 then	 silence,	 and	 then
another	 confusion	 of	 voices—“Hold	 up	 his	 head—Brandy	 now—Don’t	 choke
him—How	was	it,	old	fellow?	What	happened	to	you?	Tell	us	all	about	it!”
Last	came	a	little	feeble,	squeaking	voice	(“That's	Bill,”	thought	Alice),	“Well,

I	hardly	know—No	more,	thank	ye;	I’m	better	now—but	I’m	a	deal	too	flustered
to	tell	you—all	I	know	is,	something	comes	at	me	like	a	Jack-in-the-box,	and	up
I	goes	like	a	sky-rocket!”
“So	you	did,	old	fellow!”	said	the	others.
“We	must	burn	the	house	down!”	said	the	Rabbit’s	voice;	and	Alice	called	out

as	loud	as	she	could,	“If	you	do.	I’ll	set	Dinah	at	you!”
There	was	 a	 dead	 silence	 instantly,	 and	Alice	 thought	 to	 herself,	 “I	wonder

what	they	will	do	next!	If	they	had	any	sense,	they’d	take	the	roof	off.”	After	a
minute	or	two,	they	began	moving	about	again,	and	Alice	heard	the	Rabbit	say,
“A	barrowful	will	do,	to	begin	with.”
“A	barrowful	of	what?”	thought	Alice.	But	she	had	not	long	to	doubt,	for	the

next	moment	a	shower	of	little	pebbles	came	rattling	in	at	the	window,	and	some
of	 them	 hit	 her	 in	 the	 face.	 “I’ll	 put	 a	 stop	 to	 this,”	 she	 said	 to	 herself,	 and
shouted	 out,	 “You'd	 better	 not	 do	 that	 again!”	 which	 produced	 another	 dead
silence.
Alice	noticed,	with	some	surprise,	that	the	pebbles	were	all	turning	into	little

cakes	as	they	lay	on	the	floor,	and	a	bright	idea	came	into	her	head.	“If	I	eat	one
of	these	cakes,”	she	thought,	“it’s	sure	to	make	some	change	in	my	size;	and,	as
it	ca’n’t	possibly	make	me	larger,	it	must	make	me	smaller,	I	suppose.”
So	she	swallowed	one	of	the	cakes,	and	was	delighted	to	find	that	she	began

shrinking	directly.	As	soon	as	she	was	small	enough	to	get	through	the	door,	she
ran	out	of	the	house,	and	found	quite	a	crowd	of	little	animals	and	birds	waiting



outside.	 The	 poor	 little	 Lizard,	Bill,	was	 in	 the	middle,	 being	 held	 up	 by	 two
guinea-pigs,	who	were	giving	it	something	out	of	a	bottle.	They	all	made	a	rush
at	Alice	the	moment	she	appeared;	but	she	ran	off	as	hard	as	she	could,	and	soon
found	herself	safe	in	a	thick	wood.
“The	first	thing	I’ve	got	to	do,”	said	Alice	to	herself,	as	she	wandered	about	in

the	wood,	“is	to	grow	to	my	right	size	again;	and	the	second	thing	is	to	find	my
way	into	that	lovely	garden.	I	think	that	will	be	the	best	plan.”
It	sounded	an	excellent	plan,	no	doubt,	and	very	neatly	and	simply	arranged:

the	only	difficulty	was,	 that	 she	had	not	 the	 smallest	 idea	how	 to	 set	 about	 it;
and,	while	she	was	peering	about	anxiously	among	the	trees,	a	little	sharp	bark
just	over	her	head	made	her	look	up	in	a	great	hurry.
An	 enormous	 puppy	 was	 looking	 down	 at	 her	 with	 large	 round	 eyes,	 and

feebly	stretching	out	one	paw,	trying	to	touch	her.	“Poor	little	thing!”	said	Alice,
in	 a	 coaxing	 tone,	 and	 she	 tried	 hard	 to	 whistle	 to	 it;	 but	 she	 was	 terribly
frightened	all	 the	 time	at	 the	 thought	 that	 it	might	be	hungry,	 in	which	 case	 it
would	be	very	likely	to	eat	her	up	in	spite	of	all	her	coaxing.
Hardly	knowing	what	she	did,	she	picked	up	a	little	bit	of	stick,	and	held	it	out

to	 the	puppy;	whereupon	 the	puppy	 jumped	 into	 the	air	off	all	 its	 feet	at	once,
with	a	yelp	of	delight,	and	rushed	at	the	stick,	and	made	believe	to	worry	it;	then
Alice	dodged	behind	a	great	thistle,	to	keep	herself	from	being	run	over;	and	the
moment	 she	 appeared	 on	 the	 other	 side,	 the	 puppy	 made	 another	 rush	 at	 the
stick,	 and	 tumbled	 head	 over	 heels	 in	 its	 hurry	 to	 get	 hold	 of	 it:	 then	 Alice,
thinking	it	was	very	like	having	a	game	of	play	with	a	cart-horse,	and	expecting
every	moment	to	be	trampled	under	its	feet,	ran	round	the	thistle	again:	then	the
puppy	 began	 a	 series	 of	 short	 charges	 at	 the	 stick,	 running	 a	 very	 little	 way
forwards	each	time	and	a	long	way	back,	and	barking	hoarsely	all	the	while,	till
at	 last	 it	 sat	 down	a	good	way	off,	 panting,	with	 its	 tongue	hanging	out	 of	 its
mouth,	and	its	great	eyes	half	shut.
This	seemed	to	Alice	a	good	opportunity	for	making	her	escape:	so	she	set	off

at	once,	 and	 ran	 till	 she	was	quite	 tired	and	out	of	breath,	 and	 till	 the	puppy’s
bark	sounded	quite	faint	in	the	distance.
“And	yet	what	a	dear	 little	puppy	 it	was!”	said	Alice,	as	 she	 leant	against	a

buttercup	 to	 rest	 herself,	 and	 fanned	 herself	with	 one	 of	 the	 leaves.	 “I	 should
have	liked	teaching	it	tricks	very	much,	if—if	I’d	only	been	the	right	size	to	do
it!	Oh	dear!	I’d	nearly	forgotten	that	I’ve	got	to	grow	up	again!	Let	me	see—how
is	it	to	be	managed?	I	suppose	I	ought	to	eat	or	drink	something	or	other;	but	the
great	question	is,	‘What?’”
The	great	question	certainly	was	“What?”.	Alice	 looked	all	 round	her	at	 the

flowers	and	the	blades	of	grass,	but	she	did	not	see	anything	that	looked	like	the



right	thing	to	eat	or	drink	under	the	circumstances.	There	was	a	large	mushroom
growing	near	her,	 about	 the	 same	height	 as	herself;	 and,	when	 she	had	 looked
under	it,	and	on	both	sides	of	it,	and	behind	it,	it	occurred	to	her	that	she	might
as	well	look	and	see	what	was	on	the	top	of	it.
She	stretched	herself	up	on	tiptoe,	and	peeped	over	the	edge	of	the	mushroom,

and	her	eyes	immediately	met	those	of	a	large	blue	caterpillar,	that	was	sitting	on
the	top,	with	its	arms	folded,	quietly	smoking	a	long	hookah,	and	taking	not	the
smallest	notice	of	her	or	of	anything	else.



Chapter		5
Advice	from	a	Caterpillar
The	Caterpillar	and	Alice	looked	at	each	other	for	some	time	in	silence:	at	 last
the	Caterpillar	took	the	hookah	out	of	its	mouth,	and	addressed	her	in	a	languid,
sleepy	voice.
“Who	are	you?”	said	the	Caterpillar.
This	was	not	an	encouraging	opening	for	a	conversation.	Alice	replied,	rather

shyly,	“I—I	hardly	know,	Sir,	just	at	present—at	least	I	know	who	I	was	when	I
got	up	 this	morning,	but	 I	 think	 I	must	have	been	changed	several	 times	since
then.”
“What	do	you	mean	by	that?"	said	the	Caterpillar,	sternly.	“Explain	yourself!”
“I	ca’n’t	explain	myself,	I’m	afraid,	Sir,”	said	Alice,	“because	I’m	not	myself,

you	see.”
“I	don’t	see,”	said	the	Caterpillar.
“I’m	 afraid	 I	 ca’n’t	 put	 it	more	 clearly,”	Alice	 replied,	 very	 politely,	 “for	 I

ca’n’t	understand	it	myself,	to	begin	with;	and	being	so	many	different	sizes	in	a
day	is	very	confusing.”
“It	isn’t,”	said	the	Caterpillar.
“Well,	perhaps	you	haven’t	found	it	so	yet,”	said	Alice;	“but	when	you	have	to

turn	into	a	chrysalis—you	will	some	day,	you	know—and	then	after	that	into	a
butterfly,	I	should	think	you'll	feel	it	a	little	queer,	wo’n’t	you?”
“Not	a	bit,”	said	the	Caterpillar.
“Well,	perhaps	your	feelings	may	be	different,”	said	Alice:	“all	 I	know	is,	 it

would	feel	very	queer	to	me.”
“You!”	said	the	Caterpillar	contemptuously.	“Who	are	you?”
Which	brought	 them	back	 again	 to	 the	beginning	of	 the	 conversation.	Alice

felt	a	little	irritated	at	the	Caterpillar's	making	such	very	short	remarks,	and	she
drew	herself	up	and	said,	very	gravely,	“I	 think	you	ought	 to	 tell	me	who	you
are,	first.”
“Why?”	said	the	Caterpillar.
Here	was	another	puzzling	question;	and,	as	Alice	could	not	think	of	any	good

reason,	and	as	 the	Caterpillar	seemed	 to	be	 in	a	very	unpleasant	state	of	mind,
she	turned	away.



“Come	 back!”	 the	Caterpillar	 called	 after	 her.	 “I’ve	 something	 important	 to
say!”
This	sounded	promising,	certainly.	Alice	turned	and	came	back	again.
“Keep	your	temper,”	said	the	Caterpillar.
“Is	that	all?”	said	Alice,	swallowing	down	her	anger	as	well	as	she	could.
“No,”	said	the	Caterpillar.
Alice	 thought	 she	 might	 as	 well	 wait,	 as	 she	 had	 nothing	 else	 to	 do,	 and

perhaps	after	all	it	might	tell	her	something	worth	hearing.	For	some	minutes	it
puffed	away	without	speaking;	but	at	last	it	unfolded	its	arms,	took	the	hookah
out	of	its	mouth	again,	and	said,	“So	you	think	you’re	changed,	do	you?”
“I’m	afraid	I	am,	sir,”	said	Alice.	“I	ca’n’t	remember	things	as	I	used—and	I

don't	keep	the	same	size	for	ten	minutes	together!”
“Ca’n’t	remember	what	things?”	said	the	Caterpillar.
“Well,	 I’ve	 tried	 to	 say	 ‘How	 doth	 the	 little	 busy	 bee,’	 but	 it	 all	 came

different!”	Alice	replied	in	a	very	melancholy	voice.
“Repeat,	‘You	are	old,	Father	William,’	”	said	the	Caterpillar.
Alice	folded	her	hands,	and	began:—
“You	are	old,	Father	William,”	the	young	man	said,
	?	“And	your	hair	has	become	very	white;
And	yet	you	incessantly	stand	on	your	head—
	?	Do	you	think,	at	your	age,	it	is	right?”
“In	my	youth,”	Father	William	replied	to	his	son,
	?	“I	feared	it	might	injure	the	brain;
But,	now	that	I’m	perfectly	sure	I	have	none,
	?	Why,	I	do	it	again	and	again.”
“You	are	old,”	said	the	youth,	“as	I	mentioned	before,
	?	And	have	grown	most	uncommonly	fat;
Yet	you	turned	a	back-somersault	in	at	the	door—
	?	Pray,	what	is	the	reason	of	that?”
“In	my	youth,”	said	the	sage,	as	he	shook	his	grey	locks,
	?	“I	kept	all	my	limbs	very	supple
By	the	use	of	this	ointment—one	shilling	the	box—
	?	Allow	me	to	sell	you	a	couple?”
“You	are	old,”	said	the	youth,	“and	your	jaws	are	too	weak
	?	For	anything	tougher	than	suet;
Yet	you	finished	the	goose,	with	the	bones	and	the	beak—
	?	Pray,	how	did	you	manage	to	do	it?”
“In	my	youth,”	said	his	father,	“I	took	to	the	law,
	?	And	argued	each	case	with	my	wife;



And	the	muscular	strength,	which	it	gave	to	my	jaw
	?	Has	lasted	the	rest	of	my	life.”
“You	are	old,”	said	the	youth,	“one	would	hardly	suppose
	?	That	your	eye	was	as	steady	as	ever;
Yet	you	balanced	an	eel	on	the	end	of	your	nose—
	?	What	made	you	so	awfully	clever?”
“I	have	answered	three	questions,	and	that	is	enough,”
	?	Said	his	father,	“Don’t	give	yourself	airs!
Do	you	think	I	can	listen	all	day	to	such	stuff?
	?	Be	off,	or	I’ll	kick	you	down-stairs!”
“That	is	not	said	right,”	said	the	Caterpillar.
“Not	quite	right,	I’m	afraid,”	said	Alice,	timidly:	“some	of	the	words	have	got

altered.”
“It	is	wrong	from	beginning	to	end,”	said	the	Caterpillar,	decidedly;	and	there

was	silence	for	some	minutes.
The	Caterpillar	was	the	first	to	speak.
“What	size	do	you	want	to	be?”	it	asked.
“Oh,	I’m	not	particular	as	to	size,”	Alice	hastily	replied;	“only	one	doesn't	like

changing	so	often,	you	know.”
“I	don’t	know,”	said	the	Caterpillar.
Alice	said	nothing:	she	had	never	been	so	much	contradicted	in	her	life	before,

and	she	felt	that	she	was	losing	her	temper.
“Are	you	content	now?”	said	the	Caterpillar.
“Well,	I	should	like	to	be	a	little	larger,	Sir,	if	you	wouldn't	mind,”	said	Alice:

“three	inches	is	such	a	wretched	height	to	be.”
“It	 is	 a	 very	 good	 height	 indeed!”	 said	 the	Caterpillar	 angrily,	 rearing	 itself

upright	as	it	spoke	(it	was	exactly	three	inches	high).
“But	 I’m	 not	 used	 to	 it!”	 pleaded	 poor	 Alice	 in	 a	 piteous	 tone.	 And	 she

thought	to	herself	“I	wish	the	creatures	wouldn’t	be	so	easily	offended!”
“You’ll	get	used	to	it	in	time,”	said	the	Caterpillar;	and	it	put	the	hookah	into

its	mouth,	and	began	smoking	again.
This	time	Alice	waited	patiently	until	it	chose	to	speak	again.	In	a	minute	or

two	the	Caterpillar	took	the	hookah	out	of	its	mouth,	and	yawned	once	or	twice,
and	shook	itself.	Then	it	got	down	off	the	mushroom,	and	crawled	away	in	the
grass,	merely	remarking,	as	it	went,	“One	side	will	make	you	grow	taller,	and	the
other	side	will	make	you	grow	shorter.”
“One	side	of	what?	The	other	side	of	what?”	thought	Alice	to	herself.
“Of	the	mushroom,”	said	the	Caterpillar,	just	as	if	she	had	asked	it	aloud;	and

in	another	moment	it	was	out	of	sight.



Alice	remained	looking	thoughtfully	at	the	mushroom	for	a	minute,	trying	to
make	 out	 which	were	 the	 two	 sides	 of	 it;	 and,	 as	 it	 was	 perfectly	 round,	 she
found	 this	 a	 very	 difficult	 question.	 However,	 at	 last	 she	 stretched	 her	 arms
round	it	as	far	as	they	would	go,	and	broke	off	a	bit	of	the	edge	with	each	hand.
“And	 now	which	 is	 which?”	 she	 said	 to	 herself,	 and	 nibbled	 a	 little	 of	 the

right-hand	 bit	 to	 try	 the	 effect.	 The	 next	 moment	 she	 felt	 a	 violent	 blow
underneath	her	chin:	it	had	struck	her	foot!
She	was	a	good	deal	frightened	by	this	very	sudden	change,	but	she	felt	that

there	was	no	time	to	be	lost,	as	she	was	shrinking	rapidly:	so	she	set	to	work	at
once	 to	 eat	 some	of	 the	other	bit.	Her	 chin	was	pressed	 so	closely	against	her
foot,	 that	 there	was	hardly	 room	 to	open	her	mouth;	but	 she	did	 it	 at	 last,	 and
managed	to	swallow	a	morsel	of	the	left-hand	bit.
*	*	*	*	*	*	*
*	*	*	*	*	*
*	*	*	*	*	*	*
“Come,	my	head’s	free	at	last!”	said	Alice	in	a	tone	of	delight,	which	changed

into	alarm	in	another	moment,	when	she	found	that	her	shoulders	were	nowhere
to	be	found:	all	she	could	see,	when	she	looked	down,	was	an	immense	length	of
neck,	which	seemed	to	rise	like	a	stalk	out	of	a	sea	of	green	leaves	that	lay	far
below	her.
“What	can	all	that	green	stuff	be?”	said	Alice.	“And	where	have	my	shoulders

got	 to?	And	oh,	my	poor	hands,	 how	 is	 it	 I	 ca’n’t	 see	you?”	She	was	moving
them	about	as	she	spoke,	but	no	result	seemed	to	follow,	except	a	little	shaking
among	the	distant	green	leaves.
As	there	seemed	to	be	no	chance	of	getting	her	hands	up	to	her	head,	she	tried

to	 get	 her	 head	 down	 to	 them,	 and	was	 delighted	 to	 find	 that	 her	 neck	would
bend	 about	 easily	 in	 any	 direction,	 like	 a	 serpent.	 She	 had	 just	 succeeded	 in
curving	 it	 down	 into	 a	 graceful	 zigzag,	 and	 was	 going	 to	 dive	 in	 among	 the
leaves,	which	she	found	to	be	nothing	but	the	tops	of	the	trees	under	which	she
had	been	wandering,	when	a	sharp	hiss	made	her	draw	back	in	a	hurry:	a	large
pigeon	had	flown	into	her	face,	and	was	beating	her	violently	with	its	wings.
“Serpent!”	screamed	the	Pigeon.
“I’m	not	a	serpent!”	said	Alice	indignantly.	“Let	me	alone!”
“Serpent,	I	say	again!”	repeated	the	Pigeon,	but	in	a	more	subdued	tone,	and

added	with	a	kind	of	sob,	“I’ve	tried	every	way,	and	nothing	seems	to	suit	them!”
“I	haven’t	the	least	idea	what	you're	talking	about,”	said	Alice.
“I’ve	tried	the	roots	of	trees,	and	I’ve	tried	banks,	and	I’ve	tried	hedges,”	the

Pigeon	 went	 on,	 without	 attending	 to	 her;	 “but	 those	 serpents!	 There’s	 no
pleasing	them!”



Alice	was	more	and	more	puzzled,	but	she	thought	there	was	no	use	in	saying
anything	more	till	the	Pigeon	had	finished.
“As	 if	 it	 wasn’t	 trouble	 enough	 hatching	 the	 eggs,”	 said	 the	 Pigeon;	 “but	 I

must	be	on	the	look-out	for	serpents,	night	and	day!	Why,	I	haven’t	had	a	wink
of	sleep	these	three	weeks!”
“I’m	very	sorry	you've	been	annoyed,”	said	Alice,	who	was	beginning	to	see

its	meaning.
“And	 just	 as	 I’d	 taken	 the	 highest	 tree	 in	 the	wood,”	 continued	 the	 Pigeon,

raising	its	voice	to	a	shriek,	“and	just	as	I	was	thinking	I	should	be	free	of	them
at	last,	they	must	needs	come	wriggling	down	from	the	sky!	Ugh,	Serpent!”
“But	I’m	not	a	serpent,	I	tell	you!”	said	Alice.	“I’m	a——I’m	a——”
“Well!	What	 are	 you?”	 said	 the	 Pigeon.	 “I	 can	 see	 you’re	 trying	 to	 invent

something!”
“I—I’m	 a	 little	 girl,”	 said	 Alice,	 rather	 doubtfully,	 as	 she	 remembered	 the

number	of	changes	she	had	gone	through,	that	day.
“A	 likely	 story	 indeed!”	 said	 the	Pigeon,	 in	 a	 tone	of	 the	deepest	 contempt.

“I've	seen	a	good	many	little	girls	in	my	time,	but	never	one	with	such	a	neck	as
that!	No,	no!	You're	a	serpent;	and	there's	no	use	denying	it.	I	suppose	you'll	be
telling	me	next	that	you	never	tasted	an	egg!”
“I	have	tasted	eggs,	certainly,”	said	Alice,	who	was	a	very	truthful	child;	“but

little	girls	eat	eggs	quite	as	much	as	serpents	do,	you	know.”
“I	don’t	believe	it,”	said	the	Pigeon;	“but	if	they	do,	why	then	they’re	a	kind

of	serpent:	that’s	all	I	can	say.”
This	was	such	a	new	idea	 to	Alice,	 that	she	was	quite	silent	 for	a	minute	or

two,	which	gave	the	Pigeon	the	opportunity	of	adding	“You’re	looking	for	eggs,
I	know	that	well	enough;	and	what	does	 it	matter	 to	me	whether	you're	a	 little
girl	or	a	serpent?”
“It	matters	 a	 good	deal	 to	me,”	 said	Alice	 hastily;	 “but	 I’m	not	 looking	 for

eggs,	as	it	happens;	and,	if	I	was,	I	shouldn’t	want	yours:	I	don’t	like	them	raw.”
“Well,	be	off,	then!”	said	the	Pigeon	in	a	sulky	tone,	as	it	settled	down	again

into	its	nest.	Alice	crouched	down	among	the	trees	as	well	as	she	could,	for	her
neck	 kept	 getting	 entangled	 among	 the	 branches,	 and	 every	 now	 and	 then	 she
had	to	stop	and	untwist	it.	After	a	while	she	remembered	that	she	still	held	the
pieces	of	mushroom	 in	her	hands,	and	she	set	 to	work	very	carefully,	nibbling
first	at	one	and	then	at	the	other,	and	growing	sometimes	taller,	and	sometimes
shorter,	until	she	had	succeeded	in	bringing	herself	down	to	her	usual	height.
It	was	so	long	since	she	had	been	anything	near	the	right	size,	that	it	felt	quite

strange	 at	 first;	 but	 she	 got	 used	 to	 it	 in	 a	 few	minutes,	 and	 began	 talking	 to
herself,	as	usual,	“Come,	there’s	half	my	plan	done	now!	How	puzzling	all	these



changes	are!	I’m	never	sure	what	I’m	going	to	be,	from	one	minute	to	another!
However,	 I’ve	 got	 back	 to	 my	 right	 size:	 the	 next	 thing	 is,	 to	 get	 into	 that
beautiful	garden—how	is	that	to	be	done,	I	wonder?”	As	she	said	this,	she	came
suddenly	 upon	 an	 open	 place,	 with	 a	 little	 house	 in	 it	 about	 four	 feet	 high.
“Whoever	 lives	 there,”	 thought	Alice,	 “it’ll	 never	 do	 to	 come	 upon	 them	 this
size:	why,	I	should	frighten	them	out	of	their	wits!”	So	she	began	nibbling	at	the
right-hand	bit	again,	and	did	not	venture	to	go	near	the	house	till	she	had	brought
herself	down	to	nine	inches	high.



Chapter		6
Pig	and	Pepper
For	a	minute	or	two	she	stood	looking	at	the	house,	and	wondering	what	to	do
next,	when	 suddenly	a	 footman	 in	 livery	came	 running	out	of	 the	wood—(she
considered	him	to	be	a	footman	because	he	was	in	livery:	otherwise,	judging	by
his	face	only,	she	would	have	called	him	a	fish)—and	rapped	loudly	at	the	door
with	his	knuckles.	It	was	opened	by	another	footman	in	livery,	with	a	round	face,
and	large	eyes	like	a	frog;	and	both	footmen,	Alice	noticed,	had	powdered	hair
that	 curled	 all	 over	 their	 heads.	 She	 felt	 very	 curious	 to	 know	what	 it	was	 all
about,	and	crept	a	little	way	out	of	the	wood	to	listen.
The	 Fish-Footman	 began	 by	 producing	 from	 under	 his	 arm	 a	 great	 letter,

nearly	 as	 large	 as	 himself,	 and	 this	 he	 handed	 over	 to	 the	 other,	 saying,	 in	 a
solemn	tone,	“For	the	Duchess.	An	invitation	from	the	Queen	to	play	croquet.”
The	Frog-Footman	repeated,	in	the	same	solemn	tone,	only	changing	the	order	of
the	 words	 a	 little,	 “From	 the	 Queen.	 An	 invitation	 for	 the	 Duchess	 to	 play
croquet.”
Then	they	both	bowed	low,	and	their	curls	got	entangled	together.
Alice	laughed	so	much	at	this,	that	she	had	to	run	back	into	the	wood	for	fear

of	their	hearing	her;	and,	when	she	next	peeped	out,	the	Fish-Footman	was	gone,
and	the	other	was	sitting	on	the	ground	near	the	door,	staring	stupidly	up	into	the
sky.
Alice	went	timidly	up	to	the	door,	and	knocked.
“There’s	 no	 sort	 of	 use	 in	 knocking,”	 said	 the	 Footman,	 “and	 that	 for	 two

reasons.	First,	 because	 I’m	on	 the	 same	 side	of	 the	door	 as	you	are:	 secondly,
because	 they’re	making	 such	 a	 noise	 inside,	 no	 one	 could	 possibly	 hear	 you.”
And	certainly	there	was	a	most	extraordinary	noise	going	on	within—a	constant
howling	and	sneezing,	and	every	now	and	then	a	great	crash,	as	if	a	dish	or	kettle
had	been	broken	to	pieces.
“Please,	then,”	said	Alice,	“how	am	I	to	get	in?”
“There	might	be	some	sense	in	your	knocking,”	the	Footman	went	on,	without

attending	 to	 her,	 “if	 we	 had	 the	 door	 between	 us.	 For	 instance,	 if	 you	 were
inside,	you	might	knock,	and	I	could	let	you	out,	you	know.”	He	was	looking	up
into	 the	 sky	 all	 the	 time	 he	 was	 speaking,	 and	 this	 Alice	 thought	 decidedly



uncivil.	“But	perhaps	he	ca’n’t	help	it,”	she	said	to	herself;	“his	eyes	are	so	very
nearly	at	the	top	of	his	head.	But	at	any	rate	he	might	answer	questions.—How
am	I	to	get	in?”	she	repeated,	aloud.
“I	shall	sit	here,”	the	Footman	remarked,	“till	to-morrow——”
At	 this	 moment	 the	 door	 of	 the	 house	 opened,	 and	 a	 large	 plate	 came

skimming	out,	straight	at	the	Footman’s	head:	it	just	grazed	his	nose,	and	broke
to	pieces	against	one	of	the	trees	behind	him.
“——or	next	day,	maybe,”	the	Footman	continued	in	the	same	tone,	exactly	as

if	nothing	had	happened.
“How	am	I	to	get	in?”	asked	Alice	again,	in	a	louder	tone.
“Are	you	 to	get	 in	at	 all?”	 said	 the	Footman.	 “That’s	 the	 first	question,	you

know.”
It	was,	no	doubt:	only	Alice	did	not	 like	to	be	told	so.	“It’s	really	dreadful,”

she	muttered	to	herself,	“the	way	all	the	creatures	argue.	It’s	enough	to	drive	one
crazy!”
The	 Footman	 seemed	 to	 think	 this	 a	 good	 opportunity	 for	 repeating	 his

remark,	 with	 variations.	 “I	 shall	 sit	 here,”	 he	 said,	 “on	 and	 off,	 for	 days	 and
days.”
“But	what	am	I	to	do?”	said	Alice.
“Anything	you	like,”	said	the	Footman,	and	began	whistling.
“Oh,	there’s	no	use	in	talking	to	him,”	said	Alice	desperately:	“he’s	perfectly

idiotic!”	And	she	opened	the	door	and	went	in.
The	door	led	right	into	a	large	kitchen,	which	was	full	of	smoke	from	one	end

to	 the	 other:	 the	 Duchess	 was	 sitting	 on	 a	 three-legged	 stool	 in	 the	 middle,
nursing	 a	 baby:	 the	 cook	 was	 leaning	 over	 the	 fire,	 stirring	 a	 large	 cauldron
which	seemed	to	be	full	of	soup.
“There’s	certainly	too	much	pepper	in	that	soup!”	Alice	said	to	herself,	as	well

as	she	could	for	sneezing.
There	 was	 certainly	 too	 much	 of	 it	 in	 the	 air.	 Even	 the	 Duchess	 sneezed

occasionally;	 and	 as	 for	 the	 baby,	 it	 was	 sneezing	 and	 howling	 alternately
without	 a	moment’s	 pause.	The	only	 things	 in	 the	kitchen	 that	 did	not	 sneeze,
were	the	cook,	and	a	large	cat,	which	was	lying	on	the	hearth	and	grinning	from
ear	to	ear.
“Please	would	you	tell	me,”	said	Alice,	a	little	timidly,	for	she	was	not	quite

sure	whether	it	was	good	manners	for	her	to	speak	first,	“why	your	cat	grins	like
that?”
“It’s	a	Cheshire-Cat,”	said	the	Duchess,	“and	that’s	why.	Pig!”
She	said	the	last	word	with	such	sudden	violence	that	Alice	quite	jumped;	but

she	saw	in	another	moment	that	it	was	addressed	to	the	baby,	and	not	to	her,	so



she	took	courage,	and	went	on	again:—
“I	didn’t	know	that	Cheshire-Cats	always	grinned;	in	fact,	I	didn’t	know	that

cats	could	grin.”
“They	all	can,”	said	the	Duchess;	“and	most	of	’em	do.”
“I	don’t	know	of	any	that	do,”	Alice	said	very	politely,	feeling	quite	pleased	to

have	got	into	a	conversation.
“You	don’t	know	much,”	said	the	Duchess;	“and	that’s	a	fact.”
Alice	did	not	 at	 all	 like	 the	 tone	of	 this	 remark,	 and	 thought	 it	would	be	 as

well	to	introduce	some	other	subject	of	conversation.	While	she	was	trying	to	fix
on	one,	the	cook	took	the	cauldron	of	soup	off	the	fire,	and	at	once	set	to	work
throwing	 everything	 within	 her	 reach	 at	 the	 Duchess	 and	 the	 baby—the	 fire-
irons	came	 first;	 then	 followed	a	 shower	of	 saucepans,	plates,	 and	dishes.	The
Duchess	 took	 no	 notice	 of	 them	 even	 when	 they	 hit	 her;	 and	 the	 baby	 was
howling	so	much	already,	that	it	was	quite	impossible	to	say	whether	the	blows
hurt	it	or	not.
“Oh,	please	mind	what	you’re	doing!”	cried	Alice,	jumping	up	and	down	in	an

agony	 of	 terror.	 “Oh,	 there	 goes	 his	 precious	 nose!”,	 as	 an	 unusually	 large
saucepan	flew	close	by	it,	and	very	nearly	carried	it	off.
“If	 everybody	 minded	 their	 own	 business,”	 the	 Duchess	 said,	 in	 a	 hoarse

growl,	“the	world	would	go	round	a	deal	faster	than	it	does.”
“Which	would	not	be	an	advantage,”	said	Alice,	who	felt	very	glad	to	get	an

opportunity	of	showing	off	a	little	of	her	knowledge.	“Just	think	of	what	work	it
would	make	with	the	day	and	night!	You	see	the	earth	takes	twenty-four	hours	to
turn	round	on	its	axis——”
“Talking	of	axes,”	said	the	Duchess,	“chop	off	her	head!”
Alice	glanced	rather	anxiously	at	the	cook,	to	see	if	she	meant	to	take	the	hint;

but	the	cook	was	busily	stirring	the	soup,	and	seemed	not	to	be	listening,	so	she
went	on	again:	“Twenty-four	hours,	I	think;	or	is	it	twelve?	I——”
“Oh,	don’t	bother	me!”	said	the	Duchess.	“I	never	could	abide	figures!”	And

with	that	she	began	nursing	her	child	again,	singing	a	sort	of	lullaby	to	it	as	she
did	so,	and	giving	it	a	violent	shake	at	the	end	of	every	line:—
	?	“Speak	roughly	to	your	little	boy,
	?	And	beat	him	when	he	sneezes:
	?	He	only	does	it	to	annoy,
	?	Because	he	knows	it	teases.”
CHORUS
(in	which	the	cook	and	the	baby	joined):—
	?	“Wow!	Wow!	Wow!”
While	 the	Duchess	 sang	 the	 second	 verse	 of	 the	 song,	 she	 kept	 tossing	 the



baby	violently	up	and	down,	and	the	poor	little	thing	howled	so,	that	Alice	could
hardly	hear	the	words:—
	?
	?	“I	speak	severely	to	my	boy,
	?	I	beat	him	when	he	sneezes;
	?	For	he	can	thoroughly	enjoy
	?	The	pepper	when	he	pleases!”
CHORUS
	?	“Wow!	wow!	wow!”
“Here!	You	may	nurse	it	a	bit,	if	you	like!”	the	Duchess	said	to	Alice,	flinging

the	baby	at	her	as	she	spoke.	“I	must	go	and	get	ready	to	play	croquet	with	the
Queen,”	and	she	hurried	out	of	the	room.	The	cook	threw	a	frying-pan	after	her
as	she	went,	but	it	just	missed	her.
Alice	 caught	 the	 baby	 with	 some	 difficulty,	 as	 it	 was	 a	 queer-shaped	 little

creature,	and	held	out	 its	arms	and	 legs	 in	all	directions,	“just	 like	a	star-fish,”
thought	Alice.	The	poor	 little	 thing	was	snorting	 like	a	steam-engine	when	she
caught	 it,	and	kept	doubling	 itself	up	and	straightening	 itself	out	again,	so	 that
altogether,	for	the	first	minute	or	two,	it	was	as	much	as	she	could	do	to	hold	it.
As	soon	as	she	had	made	out	the	proper	way	of	nursing	it	(which	was	to	twist

it	up	into	a	sort	of	knot,	and	then	keep	tight	hold	of	its	right	ear	and	left	foot,	so
as	 to	prevent	 its	undoing	 itself),	 she	carried	 it	out	 into	 the	open	air.	“If	 I	don’t
take	this	child	away	with	me,”	thought	Alice,	“they’re	sure	to	kill	it	in	a	day	or
two.	Wouldn’t	it	be	murder	to	leave	it	behind?”	She	said	the	last	words	out	loud,
and	the	little	thing	grunted	in	reply	(it	had	left	off	sneezing	by	this	time).	“Don’t
grunt,”	said	Alice;	“that’s	not	at	all	a	proper	way	of	expressing	yourself.”
The	baby	grunted	again,	and	Alice	looked	very	anxiously	into	its	face	to	see

what	was	the	matter	with	it.	There	could	be	no	doubt	that	it	had	a	very	turn-up
nose,	 much	 more	 like	 a	 snout	 than	 a	 real	 nose:	 also	 its	 eyes	 were	 getting
extremely	small	for	a	baby:	altogether	Alice	did	not	like	the	look	of	the	thing	at
all.	 “But	 perhaps	 it	 was	 only	 sobbing,”	 she	 thought,	 and	 looked	 into	 its	 eyes
again,	to	see	if	there	were	any	tears.
No,	 there	were	 no	 tears.	 “If	 you’re	 going	 to	 turn	 into	 a	 pig,	my	 dear,”	 said

Alice,	seriously,	“I’ll	have	nothing	more	to	do	with	you.	Mind	now!”	The	poor
little	 thing	sobbed	again	(or	grunted,	 it	was	impossible	to	say	which),	and	they
went	on	for	some	while	in	silence.
Alice	was	just	beginning	to	think	to	herself,	“Now,	what	am	I	to	do	with	this

creature,	 when	 I	 get	 it	 home?”	 when	 it	 grunted	 again,	 so	 violently,	 that	 she
looked	down	 into	 its	 face	 in	 some	alarm.	This	 time	 there	 could	be	no	mistake
about	 it:	 it	was	neither	more	nor	 less	 than	 a	pig,	 and	 she	 felt	 that	 it	would	be



quite	absurd	for	her	to	carry	it	any	further.
So	she	set	 the	 little	creature	down,	and	felt	quite	relieved	to	see	 it	 trot	away

quietly	into	the	wood.	“If	it	had	grown	up,”	she	said	to	herself,	“it	would	have
made	a	dreadfully	ugly	child:	but	it	makes	rather	a	handsome	pig,	I	think.”	And
she	 began	 thinking	 over	 other	 children	 she	 knew,	who	might	 do	 very	well	 as
pigs,	and	was	 just	saying	 to	herself	“if	one	only	knew	the	right	way	to	change
them——”	when	she	was	a	little	startled	by	seeing	the	Cheshire-Cat	sitting	on	a
bough	of	a	tree	a	few	yards	off.
The	Cat	only	grinned	when	it	saw	Alice.	It	looked	good-natured,	she	thought:

still	it	had	very	long	claws	and	a	great	many	teeth,	so	she	felt	that	it	ought	to	be
treated	with	respect.
“Cheshire	Puss,”	she	began,	rather	timidly,	as	she	did	not	at	all	know	whether

it	 would	 like	 the	 name:	 however,	 it	 only	 grinned	 a	 little	 wider.	 “Come,	 it’s
pleased	 so	 far,”	 thought	 Alice,	 and	 she	went	 on.	 “Would	 you	 tell	me,	 please,
which	way	I	ought	to	go	from	here?”
“That	depends	a	good	deal	on	where	you	want	to	get	to,”	said	the	Cat.
“I	don’t	much	care	where——”	said	Alice.
“Then	it	doesn’t	matter	which	way	you	go,”	said	the	Cat.
“——so	long	as	I	get	somewhere,”	Alice	added	as	an	explanation.
“Oh,	you’re	sure	to	do	that,”	said	the	Cat,	“if	you	only	walk	long	enough.”
Alice	felt	 that	 this	could	not	be	denied,	so	she	tried	another	question.	“What

sort	of	people	live	about	here?”
“In	that	direction,”	the	Cat	said,	waving	its	right	paw	round,	“lives	a	Hatter:

and	 in	 that	direction,”	waving	 the	other	paw,	“lives	a	March	Hare.	Visit	 either
you	like:	they’re	both	mad.”
“But	I	don’t	want	to	go	among	mad	people,”	Alice	remarked.
“Oh,	you	ca’n’t	help	that,”	said	the	Cat:	“we’re	all	mad	here.	I’m	mad.	You’re

mad.”
“How	do	you	know	I’m	mad?”	said	Alice.
“You	must	be,”	said	the	Cat,	“or	you	wouldn’t	have	come	here.”
Alice	didn’t	 think	 that	proved	 it	at	all:	however,	 she	went	on:	“And	how	do

you	know	that	you’re	mad?”
“To	begin	with,”	said	the	Cat,	“a	dog’s	not	mad.	You	grant	that?”
“I	suppose	so,”	said	Alice.
“Well,	 then,”	 the	Cat	went	 on,	 “you	 see,	 a	 dog	growls	when	 it’s	 angry,	 and

wags	its	tail	when	it’s	pleased.	Now	I	growl	when	I’m	pleased,	and	wag	my	tail
when	I’m	angry.	Therefore	I’m	mad.”
“I	call	it	purring,	not	growling,”	said	Alice.
“Call	it	what	you	like,”	said	the	Cat.	“Do	you	play	croquet	with	the	Queen	to-



day?”
“I	should	like	it	very	much,”	said	Alice,	“but	I	haven’t	been	invited	yet.”
“You’ll	see	me	there,”	said	the	Cat,	and	vanished.
Alice	was	not	much	surprised	at	this,	she	was	getting	so	used	to	queer	things

happening.	While	 she	was	 looking	 at	 the	 place	where	 it	 had	been,	 it	 suddenly
appeared	again.
“By-the-bye,	what	became	of	the	baby?”	said	the	Cat.	“I’d	nearly	forgotten	to

ask.”
“It	turned	into	a	pig,”	Alice	quietly	said,	just	as	if	the	Cat	had	come	back	in	a

natural	way.
“I	thought	it	would,”	said	the	Cat,	and	vanished	again.
Alice	waited	a	little,	half	expecting	to	see	it	again,	but	it	did	not	appear,	and

after	a	minute	or	 two	she	walked	on	 in	 the	direction	 in	which	 the	March	Hare
was	said	to	live.	“I’ve	seen	hatters	before,”	she	said	to	herself:	“the	March	Hare
will	 be	 much	 the	 most	 interesting,	 and	 perhaps,	 as	 this	 is	 May,	 it	 wo’n’t	 be
raving	 mad—at	 least	 not	 so	 mad	 as	 it	 was	 in	 March.”	 As	 she	 said	 this,	 she
looked	up,	and	there	was	the	Cat	again,	sitting	on	a	branch	of	a	tree.
“Did	you	say	‘pig’,	or	‘fig’?”	said	the	Cat.
“I	 said	 ‘pig’,”	 replied	Alice;	 “and	 I	wish	 you	wouldn’t	 keep	 appearing	 and

vanishing	so	suddenly:	you	make	one	quite	giddy.”
“All	right,”	said	the	Cat;	and	this	time	it	vanished	quite	slowly,	beginning	with

the	end	of	the	tail,	and	ending	with	the	grin,	which	remained	some	time	after	the
rest	of	it	had	gone.
“Well!	I’ve	often	seen	a	cat	without	a	grin,”	thought	Alice;	“but	a	grin	without

a	cat!	It’s	the	most	curious	thing	I	ever	saw	in	all	my	life!”
She	had	not	gone	much	farther	before	she	came	 in	sight	of	 the	house	of	 the

March	Hare:	she	thought	it	must	be	the	right	house,	because	the	chimneys	were
shaped	like	ears	and	the	roof	was	thatched	with	fur.	It	was	so	large	a	house,	that
she	did	not	like	to	go	nearer	till	she	had	nibbled	some	more	of	the	left-hand	bit
of	mushroom,	and	raised	herself	to	about	two	feet	high:	even	then	she	walked	up
towards	 it	 rather	 timidly,	 saying	 to	 herself	 “Suppose	 it	 should	 be	 raving	mad
after	all!	I	almost	wish	I’d	gone	to	see	the	Hatter	instead!”



Chapter		7
A	Mad	Tea-Party
There	was	a	table	set	out	under	a	tree	in	front	of	the	house,	and	the	March	Hare
and	the	Hatter	were	having	tea	at	it:	a	Dormouse	was	sitting	between	them,	fast
asleep,	and	the	other	two	were	using	it	as	a	cushion,	resting	their	elbows	on	it,
and	 talking	 over	 its	 head.	 “Very	 uncomfortable	 for	 the	 Dormouse,”	 thought
Alice;	“only	as	it’s	asleep,	I	suppose	it	doesn’t	mind.”
The	 table	 was	 a	 large	 one,	 but	 the	 three	 were	 all	 crowded	 together	 at	 one

corner	of	it.	“No	room!	No	room!”	they	cried	out	when	they	saw	Alice	coming.
“There’s	 plenty	 of	 room!”	 said	Alice	 indignantly,	 and	 she	 sat	 down	 in	 a	 large
arm-chair	at	one	end	of	the	table.
“Have	some	wine,”	the	March	Hare	said	in	an	encouraging	tone.
Alice	looked	all	round	the	table,	but	there	was	nothing	on	it	but	tea.	“I	don’t

see	any	wine,”	she	remarked.
“There	isn’t	any,”	said	the	March	Hare.
“Then	it	wasn’t	very	civil	of	you	to	offer	it,”	said	Alice	angrily.
“It	wasn’t	very	civil	of	you	to	sit	down	without	being	invited,”	said	the	March

Hare.
“I	didn’t	know	it	was	your	table,”	said	Alice:	“it’s	laid	for	a	great	many	more

than	three.”
“Your	hair	wants	cutting,”	said	 the	Hatter.	He	had	been	 looking	at	Alice	 for

some	time	with	great	curiosity,	and	this	was	his	first	speech.
“You	 should	 learn	 not	 to	 make	 personal	 remarks,”	 Alice	 said	 with	 some

severity:	“it’s	very	rude.”
The	Hatter	 opened	 his	 eyes	 very	 wide	 on	 hearing	 this;	 but	 all	 he	 said	 was

“Why	is	a	raven	like	a	writing-desk?”
“Come,	we	shall	have	some	fun	now!”	thought	Alice.	“I’m	glad	they’ve	begun

asking	riddles—I	believe	I	can	guess	that,”	she	added	aloud.
“Do	 you	mean	 that	 you	 think	 you	 can	 find	 out	 the	 answer	 to	 it?”	 said	 the

March	Hare.
“Exactly	so,”	said	Alice.
“Then	you	should	say	what	you	mean,”	the	March	Hare	went	on.
“I	do,”	Alice	hastily	replied;	“at	least—at	least	I	mean	what	I	say—that’s	the



same	thing,	you	know.”
“Not	the	same	thing	a	bit!”	said	the	Hatter.	“You	might	just	as	well	say	that	‘I

see	what	I	eat’	is	the	same	thing	as	‘I	eat	what	I	see’!”
“You	might	just	as	well	say,”	added	the	March	Hare,	“that	‘I	like	what	I	get’	is

the	same	thing	as	‘I	get	what	I	like’!”
“You	might	just	as	well	say,”	added	the	Dormouse,	who	seemed	to	be	talking

in	 its	 sleep,	“that	 ‘I	breathe	when	 I	 sleep’	 is	 the	same	 thing	as	 ‘I	 sleep	when	 I
breathe’!”
“It	 is	 the	 same	 thing	 with	 you,”	 said	 the	 Hatter,	 and	 here	 the	 conversation

dropped,	and	the	party	sat	silent	for	a	minute,	while	Alice	thought	over	all	she
could	remember	about	ravens	and	writing-desks,	which	wasn’t	much.
The	Hatter	was	the	first	to	break	the	silence.	“What	day	of	the	month	is	it?”	he

said,	turning	to	Alice:	he	had	taken	his	watch	out	of	his	pocket,	and	was	looking
at	it	uneasily,	shaking	it	every	now	and	then,	and	holding	it	to	his	ear.
Alice	considered	a	little,	and	then	said	“The	fourth.”
“Two	 days	 wrong!”	 sighed	 the	 Hatter.	 “I	 told	 you	 butter	 wouldn’t	 suit	 the

works!”	he	added	looking	angrily	at	the	March	Hare.
“It	was	the	best	butter,”	the	March	Hare	meekly	replied.
“Yes,	but	some	crumbs	must	have	got	in	as	well,”	the	Hatter	grumbled:	“you

shouldn’t	have	put	it	in	with	the	bread-knife.”
The	March	Hare	took	the	watch	and	looked	at	it	gloomily:	then	he	dipped	it

into	his	cup	of	tea,	and	looked	at	it	again:	but	he	could	think	of	nothing	better	to
say	than	his	first	remark,	“It	was	the	best	butter,	you	know.”
Alice	had	been	looking	over	his	shoulder	with	some	curiosity.	“What	a	funny

watch!”	 she	 remarked.	 “It	 tells	 the	 day	 of	 the	 month,	 and	 doesn’t	 tell	 what
o’clock	it	is!”
“Why	should	it?”	muttered	the	Hatter.	“Does	your	watch	tell	you	what	year	it

is?”
“Of	 course	 not,”	Alice	 replied	 very	 readily:	 “but	 that’s	 because	 it	 stays	 the

same	year	for	such	a	long	time	together.”
“Which	is	just	the	case	with	mine,”	said	the	Hatter.
Alice	 felt	dreadfully	puzzled.	The	Hatter’s	 remark	seemed	 to	her	 to	have	no

sort	of	meaning	in	it,	and	yet	it	was	certainly	English.	“I	don’t	quite	understand
you,”	she	said,	as	politely	as	she	could.
“The	Dormouse	is	asleep	again,”	said	the	Hatter,	and	he	poured	a	little	hot	tea

upon	its	nose.
The	Dormouse	shook	its	head	impatiently,	and	said,	without	opening	its	eyes,

“Of	course,	of	course:	just	what	I	was	going	to	remark	myself.”
“Have	you	guessed	the	riddle	yet?”	the	Hatter	said,	turning	to	Alice	again.



“No,	I	give	it	up,”	Alice	replied:	“what’s	the	answer?”
“I	haven’t	the	slightest	idea,”	said	the	Hatter.
“Nor	I,”	said	the	March	Hare.
Alice	sighed	wearily.	“I	think	you	might	do	something	better	with	the	time,”

she	said,	“than	waste	it	in	asking	riddles	that	have	no	answers.”
“If	you	knew	Time	as	well	as	I	do,”	said	the	Hatter,	“you	wouldn’t	talk	about

wasting	it.	It’s	him.”
“I	don’t	know	what	you	mean,”	said	Alice.
“Of	 course	 you	 don’t!”	 the	Hatter	 said,	 tossing	 his	 head	 contemptuously.	 “I

dare	say	you	never	even	spoke	to	Time!”
“Perhaps	not,”	Alice	cautiously	replied;	“but	I	know	I	have	to	beat	time	when

I	learn	music.”
“Ah!	that	accounts	for	it,”	said	the	Hatter.	“He	wo’n’t	stand	beating.	Now,	if

you	only	kept	on	good	terms	with	him,	he’d	do	almost	anything	you	liked	with
the	clock.	For	instance,	suppose	it	were	nine	o’clock	in	the	morning,	just	time	to
begin	 lessons:	 you’d	only	have	 to	whisper	 a	hint	 to	Time,	 and	 round	goes	 the
clock	in	a	twinkling!	Half-past	one,	time	for	dinner!”
(“I	only	wish	it	was,”	the	March	Hare	said	to	itself	in	a	whisper.)
“That	 would	 be	 grand,	 certainly,”	 said	 Alice	 thoughtfully:	 “but	 then—I

shouldn’t	be	hungry	for	it,	you	know.”
“Not	at	first,	perhaps,”	said	the	Hatter:	“but	you	could	keep	it	to	half-past	one

as	long	as	you	liked.”
“Is	that	the	way	you	manage?”	Alice	asked.
The	Hatter	shook	his	head	mournfully.	“Not	I!”	he	replied.	“We	quarreled	last

March——just	before	he	went	mad,	you	know——”	(pointing	with	his	teaspoon
at	 the	 March	 Hare,)	 “——it	 was	 at	 the	 great	 concert	 given	 by	 the	 Queen	 of
Hearts,	and	I	had	to	sing
‘Twinkle,	twinkle,	little	bat!
How	I	wonder	what	you’re	at!’
You	know	the	song,	perhaps?”
“I’ve	heard	something	like	it,”	said	Alice.
“It	goes	on,	you	know,”	the	Hatter	continued,	“in	this	way:—
"Up	above	the	world	you	fly,
Like	a	tea-tray	in	the	sky.
Twinkle,	twinkle——’”
Here	 the	 Dormouse	 shook	 itself,	 and	 began	 singing	 in	 its	 sleep	 “Twinkle,

twinkle,	twinkle,	twinkle——”	and	went	on	so	long	that	they	had	to	pinch	it	to
make	it	stop.
“Well,	 I’d	hardly	 finished	 the	 first	verse,”	 said	 the	Hatter,	 “when	 the	Queen



jumped	up	and	bawled	out,	‘He’s	murdering	the	time!	Off	with	his	head!’”
“How	dreadfully	savage!”	exclaimed	Alice.
“And	ever	since	that,”	the	Hatter	went	on	in	a	mournful	tone,	“he	wo’n’t	do	a

thing	I	ask!	It's	always	six	o’clock	now.”
A	bright	 idea	came	 into	Alice’s	head.	“Is	 that	 the	 reason	so	many	 tea-things

are	put	out	here?”	she	asked.
“Yes,	that’s	it,”	said	the	Hatter	with	a	sigh:	“it’s	always	tea-time,	and	we’ve	no

time	to	wash	the	things	between	whiles.”
“Then	you	keep	moving	round,	I	suppose?”	said	Alice.
“Exactly	so,”	said	the	Hatter:	“as	the	things	get	used	up.”
“But	what	happens	when	you	come	to	the	beginning	again?”	Alice	ventured	to

ask.
“Suppose	we	change	the	subject,”	the	March	Hare	interrupted,	yawning.	“I’m

getting	tired	of	this.	I	vote	the	young	lady	tells	us	a	story.”
“I’m	afraid	I	don’t	know	one,”	said	Alice,	rather	alarmed	at	the	proposal.
“Then	the	Dormouse	shall!”	they	both	cried.	“Wake	up,	Dormouse!”	And	they

pinched	it	on	both	sides	at	once.
The	Dormouse	slowly	opened	its	eyes.	“I	wasn’t	asleep,”	it	said	in	a	hoarse,

feeble	voice,	“I	heard	every	word	you	fellows	were	saying.”
“Tell	us	a	story!”	said	the	March	Hare.
“Yes,	please	do!”	pleaded	Alice.
“And	be	quick	about	 it,”	added	 the	Hatter,	“or	you’ll	be	asleep	again	before

it’s	done.”
“Once	upon	a	 time	 there	were	 three	 little	 sisters,”	 the	Dormouse	began	 in	a

great	hurry;	“and	their	names	were	Elsie,	Lacie,	and	Tillie;	and	they	lived	at	the
bottom	of	a	well——”
“What	 did	 they	 live	 on?”	 said	 Alice,	 who	 always	 took	 a	 great	 interest	 in

questions	of	eating	and	drinking.
“They	lived	on	treacle,”	said	the	Dormouse,	after	thinking	a	minute	or	two.
“They	couldn’t	 have	done	 that,	 you	know,”	Alice	gently	 remarked.	 “They’d

have	been	ill.”
“So	they	were,”	said	the	Dormouse;	“very	ill.”
Alice	tried	to	fancy	to	herself	what	such	an	extraordinary	way	of	living	would

be	like,	but	it	puzzled	her	too	much:	so	she	went	on:	“But	why	did	they	live	at
the	bottom	of	a	well?”
“Take	some	more	tea,”	the	March	Hare	said	to	Alice,	very	earnestly.
“I’ve	 had	 nothing	 yet,”	Alice	 replied	 in	 an	 offended	 tone:	 “so	 I	 ca’n’t	 take

more.”
“You	mean	you	ca’n’t	take	less,”	said	the	Hatter:	“it’s	very	easy	to	take	more



than	nothing.”
“Nobody	asked	your	opinion,”	said	Alice.
“Who’s	making	personal	remarks	now?”	the	Hatter	asked	triumphantly.
Alice	did	not	quite	know	what	to	say	to	this:	so	she	helped	herself	to	some	tea

and	 bread-and-butter,	 and	 then	 turned	 to	 the	 Dormouse,	 and	 repeated	 her
question.	“Why	did	they	live	at	the	bottom	of	a	well?”
The	Dormouse	again	took	a	minute	or	two	to	think	about	it,	and	then	said,	“It

was	a	treacle-well.”
“There’s	no	such	thing!”	Alice	was	beginning	very	angrily,	but	the	Hatter	and

the	March	Hare	went	 “Sh!	 Sh!”	 and	 the	Dormouse	 sulkily	 remarked,	 “If	 you
ca’n’t	be	civil,	you’d	better	finish	the	story	for	yourself.”
“No,	please	go	on!”	Alice	said	very	humbly.	“I	wo’n’t	 interrupt	you	again.	I

dare	say	there	may	be	one.”
“One,	indeed!”	said	the	Dormouse	indignantly.	However,	he	consented	to	go

on.	 “And	 so	 these	 three	 little	 sisters—they	 were	 learning	 to	 draw,	 you	 know
——”
“What	did	they	draw?”	said	Alice,	quite	forgetting	her	promise.
“Treacle,”	said	the	Dormouse,	without	considering	at	all,	this	time.
“I	want	a	clean	cup,”	interrupted	the	Hatter:	“let’s	all	move	one	place	on.”
He	moved	on	as	he	spoke,	and	the	Dormouse	followed	him:	the	March	Hare

moved	into	the	Dormouse’s	place,	and	Alice	rather	unwillingly	took	the	place	of
the	March	Hare.	The	Hatter	was	the	only	one	who	got	any	advantage	from	the
change;	and	Alice	was	a	good	deal	worse	off	than	before,	as	the	March	Hare	had
just	upset	the	milk-jug	into	his	plate.
Alice	 did	 not	 wish	 to	 offend	 the	 Dormouse	 again,	 so	 she	 began	 very

cautiously:	“But	I	don’t	understand.	Where	did	they	draw	the	treacle	from?”
“You	can	draw	water	out	of	a	water-well,”	said	the	Hatter;	“so	I	should	think

you	could	draw	treacle	out	of	a	treacle-well—eh,	stupid?”
“But	 they	 were	 in	 the	 well,”	 Alice	 said	 to	 the	 Dormouse,	 not	 choosing	 to

notice	this	last	remark.
“Of	course	they	were”,	said	the	Dormouse:	“well	in.”
This	answer	so	confused	poor	Alice,	that	she	let	the	Dormouse	go	on	for	some

time	without	interrupting	it.
“They	were	 learning	 to	draw,”	 the	Dormouse	went	on,	yawning	and	rubbing

its	eyes,	 for	 it	was	getting	very	sleepy;	“and	 they	drew	all	manner	of	 things—
everything	that	begins	with	an	M——”
“Why	with	an	M?”	said	Alice.
“Why	not?”	said	the	March	Hare.
Alice	was	silent.



The	Dormouse	had	closed	its	eyes	by	this	time,	and	was	going	off	into	a	doze;
but,	 on	being	pinched	by	 the	Hatter,	 it	woke	up	again	with	 a	 little	 shriek,	 and
went	on:	“——that	begins	with	an	M,	such	as	mouse-traps,	and	the	moon,	and
memory,	and	muchness—you	know	you	say	things	are	‘much	of	a	muchness’—
did	you	ever	see	such	a	thing	as	a	drawing	of	a	muchness!”
“Really,	 now	 you	 ask	me,”	 said	 Alice,	 very	much	 confused,	 “I	 don’t	 think

——”
“Then	you	shouldn’t	talk,”	said	the	Hatter.
This	piece	of	 rudeness	was	more	 than	Alice	 could	bear:	 she	got	up	 in	great

disgust,	 and	walked	off:	 the	Dormouse	 fell	 asleep	 instantly,	 and	neither	 of	 the
others	took	the	least	notice	of	her	going,	though	she	looked	back	once	or	twice,
half	hoping	that	they	would	call	after	her:	the	last	time	she	saw	them,	they	were
trying	to	put	the	Dormouse	into	the	teapot.
“At	 any	 rate	 I’ll	 never	 go	 there	 again!”	 said	 Alice,	 as	 she	 picked	 her	 way

through	the	wood.	“It's	the	stupidest	tea-party	I	ever	was	at	in	all	my	life!”
Just	as	she	said	this,	she	noticed	that	one	of	the	trees	had	a	door	leading	right

into	 it.	 “That’s	 very	 curious!”	 she	 thought.	 “But	 everything’s	 curious	 to-day.	 I
think	I	may	as	well	go	in	at	once.”	And	in	she	went.
Once	more	she	found	herself	in	the	long	hall,	and	close	to	the	little	glass	table.

“Now,	I’ll	manage	better	this	time,”	she	said	to	herself,	and	began	by	taking	the
little	golden	key,	and	unlocking	the	door	that	led	into	the	garden.	Then	she	went
to	work	nibbling	at	the	mushroom	(she	had	kept	a	piece	of	it	in	her	pocket)	till
she	was	about	a	foot	high:	then	she	walked	down	the	little	passage:	and	then—
she	 found	herself	 at	 last	 in	 the	beautiful	garden,	 among	 the	bright	 flower-beds
and	the	cool	fountains.



Chapter		8
The	Queen’s	Croquet	Ground
A	large	rose-tree	stood	near	the	entrance	of	the	garden:	the	roses	growing	on	it
were	white,	but	there	were	three	gardeners	at	it,	busily	painting	them	red.	Alice
thought	this	a	very	curious	thing,	and	she	went	nearer	to	watch	them,	and,	just	as
she	came	up	to	them,	she	heard	one	of	them	say	“Look	out	now,	Five!	Don’t	go
splashing	paint	over	me	like	that!”
“I	couldn’t	help	it,”	said	Five,	in	a	sulky	tone.	“Seven	jogged	my	elbow.”
On	which	Seven	looked	up	and	said	“That’s	right,	Five!	Always	lay	the	blame

on	others!”
“You’d	better	not	talk!”	said	Five.	“I	heard	the	Queen	say	only	yesterday	you

deserved	to	be	beheaded.”
“What	for?”	said	the	one	who	had	spoken	first.
“That’s	none	of	your	business,	Two!”	said	Seven.
“Yes,	it	is	his	business!”	said	Five.	“And	I’ll	tell	him—it	was	for	bringing	the

cook	tulip-roots	instead	of	onions.”
Seven	flung	down	his	brush,	and	had	just	begun	“Well,	of	all	the	unjust	things

——”	when	his	eye	chanced	to	fall	upon	Alice,	as	she	stood	watching	them,	and
he	 checked	 himself	 suddenly:	 the	 others	 looked	 round	 also,	 and	 all	 of	 them
bowed	low.
“Would	you	tell	me,	please,”	said	Alice,	a	little	timidly,	“why	you	are	painting

those	roses?”
Five	and	Seven	said	nothing,	but	looked	at	Two.	Two	began,	in	a	low	voice,

“Why,	the	fact	is,	you	see,	Miss,	this	here	ought	to	have	been	a	red	rose-tree,	and
we	put	a	white	one	in	by	mistake;	and	if	the	Queen	was	to	find	it	out,	we	should
all	have	our	heads	cut	off,	you	know.	So	you	see,	Miss,	we’re	doing	our	best,
afore	she	comes,	to——”	At	this	moment,	Five,	who	had	been	anxiously	looking
across	the	garden,	called	out	“The	Queen!	The	Queen!”,	and	the	three	gardeners
instantly	 threw	 themselves	 flat	 upon	 their	 faces.	 There	 was	 a	 sound	 of	 many
footsteps,	and	Alice	looked	round,	eager	to	see	the	Queen.
First	 came	 ten	 soldiers	 carrying	 clubs:	 these	 were	 all	 shaped	 like	 the	 three

gardeners,	oblong	and	flat,	with	their	hands	and	feet	at	the	corners:	next	the	ten
courtiers:	 these	were	ornamented	all	over	with	diamonds,	 and	walked	 two	and



two,	as	 the	soldiers	did.	After	 these	came	 the	 royal	children:	 there	were	 ten	of
them,	and	the	little	dears	came	jumping	merrily	along,	hand	in	hand,	in	couples:
they	were	all	ornamented	with	hearts.	Next	came	the	guests,	mostly	Kings	and
Queens,	and	among	them	Alice	recognised	the	White	Rabbit:	it	was	talking	in	a
hurried	 nervous	 manner,	 smiling	 at	 everything	 that	 was	 said,	 and	 went	 by
without	 noticing	 her.	 Then	 followed	 the	Knave	 of	Hearts,	 carrying	 the	King’s
crown	on	a	crimson	velvet	cushion;	and,	last	of	all	this	grand	procession,	came
THE	KING	AND	THE	QUEEN	OF	HEARTS.
Alice	was	rather	doubtful	whether	she	ought	not	to	lie	down	on	her	face	like

the	three	gardeners,	but	she	could	not	remember	ever	having	heard	of	such	a	rule
at	 processions;	 “and	besides,	what	would	be	 the	use	of	 a	 procession,”	 thought
she,	“if	people	had	all	to	lie	down	upon	their	faces,	so	that	they	couldn’t	see	it?”
So	she	stood	where	she	was,	and	waited.
When	 the	procession	came	opposite	 to	Alice,	 they	all	stopped	and	 looked	at

her,	 and	 the	Queen	 said,	 severely,	 “Who	 is	 this?”.	She	 said	 it	 to	 the	Knave	of
Hearts,	who	only	bowed	and	smiled	in	reply.
“Idiot!”	 said	 the	Queen,	 tossing	her	 head	 impatiently;	 and,	 turning	 to	Alice,

she	went	on:	“What’s	your	name,	child?”
“My	name	is	Alice,	so	please	your	Majesty,”	said	Alice	very	politely;	but	she

added,	 to	 herself,	 “Why,	 they’re	 only	 a	 pack	 of	 cards,	 after	 all.	 I	 needn’t	 be
afraid	of	them!”
“And	who	 are	 these?”	 said	 the	Queen,	 pointing	 to	 the	 three	 gardeners	who

were	 lying	 round	 the	 rose-tree;	 for,	you	see,	as	 they	were	 lying	on	 their	 faces,
and	the	pattern	on	their	backs	was	the	same	as	the	rest	of	the	pack,	she	could	not
tell	whether	 they	were	gardeners,	or	 soldiers,	or	 courtiers,	or	 three	of	her	own
children.
“How	 should	 I	 know?”	 said	 Alice,	 surprised	 at	 her	 own	 courage.	 “It’s	 no

business	of	mine.”
The	Queen	 turned	crimson	with	 fury,	and,	after	glaring	at	her	 for	a	moment

like	a	wild	beast,	began	screaming	“Off	with	her	head!	Off	with——”
“Nonsense!”	said	Alice,	very	loudly	and	decidedly,	and	the	Queen	was	silent.
The	King	 laid	his	hand	upon	her	 arm,	and	 timidly	 said	“Consider,	my	dear:

she	is	only	a	child!”
The	Queen	turned	angrily	away	from	him,	and	said	to	the	Knave	“Turn	them

over!”
The	Knave	did	so,	very	carefully,	with	one	foot.
“Get	 up!”	 said	 the	 Queen	 in	 a	 shrill,	 loud	 voice,	 and	 the	 three	 gardeners

instantly	 jumped	 up,	 and	 began	 bowing	 to	 the	 King,	 the	 Queen,	 the	 royal
children,	and	everybody	else.



“Leave	 off	 that!”	 screamed	 the	 Queen.	 “You	 make	 me	 giddy.”	 And	 then,
turning	to	the	rose-tree,	she	went	on	“What	have	you	been	doing	here?”
“May	it	please	your	Majesty,”	said	Two,	in	a	very	humble	tone,	going	down

on	one	knee	as	he	spoke,	“we	were	trying—”
“I	see!”	said	the	Queen,	who	had	meanwhile	been	examining	the	roses.	“Off

with	their	heads!”	and	the	procession	moved	on,	three	of	the	soldiers	remaining
behind	to	execute	the	unfortunate	gardeners,	who	ran	to	Alice	for	protection.
“You	sha’n’t	be	beheaded!”	said	Alice,	and	she	put	them	into	a	large	flower-

pot	 that	 stood	 near.	 The	 three	 soldiers	 wandered	 about	 for	 a	 minute	 or	 two,
looking	for	them,	and	then	quietly	marched	off	after	the	others.
“Are	their	heads	off?”	shouted	the	Queen.
“Their	heads	are	gone,	if	it	please	your	Majesty!”	the	soldiers	shouted	in	reply.
“That’s	right!”	shouted	the	Queen.	“Can	you	play	croquet?”
The	 soldiers	were	 silent,	 and	 looked	at	Alice,	 as	 the	question	was	 evidently

meant	for	her.
“Yes!”	shouted	Alice.
“Come	 on,	 then!”	 roared	 the	 Queen,	 and	 Alice	 joined	 the	 procession,

wondering	very	much	what	would	happen	next.
“It’s—it’s	a	very	fine	day!”	said	a	timid	voice	at	her	side.	She	was	walking	by

the	White	Rabbit,	who	was	peeping	anxiously	into	her	face.
“Very,”	said	Alice.	“Where’s	the	Duchess?”
“Hush!	Hush!”	 said	 the	 Rabbit	 in	 a	 low	 hurried	 tone.	 He	 looked	 anxiously

over	his	shoulder	as	he	spoke,	and	then	raised	himself	upon	tiptoe,	put	his	mouth
close	to	her	ear,	and	whispered	“She’s	under	sentence	of	execution.”
“What	for?”	said	Alice.
“Did	you	say	‘What	a	pity!’?”	the	Rabbit	asked.
“No,	I	didn’t,”	said	Alice.	“I	don’t	think	it’s	at	all	a	pity.	I	said	‘What	for?’”
“She	boxed	the	Queen’s	ears—”	the	Rabbit	began.	Alice	gave	a	little	scream

of	laughter.	“Oh,	hush!”	the	Rabbit	whispered	in	a	frightened	tone.	“The	Queen
will	hear	you!	You	see	she	came	rather	late,	and	the	Queen	said—”
“Get	 to	 your	 places!”	 shouted	 the	Queen	 in	 a	 voice	 of	 thunder,	 and	 people

began	running	about	in	all	directions,	tumbling	up	against	each	other:	however,
they	got	settled	down	in	a	minute	or	two,	and	the	game	began.
Alice	thought	she	had	never	seen	such	a	curious	croquet-ground	in	her	life:	it

was	 all	 ridges	 and	 furrows:	 the	 croquet	 balls	 were	 live	 hedgehogs,	 and	 the
mallets	live	flamingoes,	and	the	soldiers	had	to	double	themselves	up	and	stand
on	their	hands	and	feet,	to	make	the	arches.
The	 chief	 difficulty	Alice	 found	 at	 first	was	 in	managing	 her	 flamingo:	 she

succeeded	in	getting	its	body	tucked	away,	comfortably	enough,	under	her	arm,



with	 its	 legs	 hanging	 down,	 but	 generally,	 just	 as	 she	 had	 got	 its	 neck	 nicely
straightened	out,	 and	was	 going	 to	 give	 the	 hedgehog	 a	 blow	with	 its	 head,	 it
would	twist	itself	round	and	look	up	in	her	face,	with	such	a	puzzled	expression
that	 she	 could	 not	 help	 bursting	 out	 laughing;	 and	when	 she	 had	 got	 its	 head
down,	 and	 was	 going	 to	 begin	 again,	 it	 was	 very	 provoking	 to	 find	 that	 the
hedgehog	had	unrolled	 itself,	 and	was	 in	 the	act	of	 crawling	away:	besides	all
this,	 there	was	generally	a	 ridge	or	 furrow	 in	 the	way	wherever	 she	wanted	 to
send	 the	 hedgehog	 to,	 and,	 as	 the	 doubled-up	 soldiers	were	 always	 getting	 up
and	walking	off	to	other	parts	of	the	ground,	Alice	soon	came	to	the	conclusion
that	it	was	a	very	difficult	game	indeed.
The	 players	 all	 played	 at	 once,	without	waiting	 for	 turns,	 quarreling	 all	 the

while,	and	fighting	for	the	hedgehogs;	and	in	a	very	short	time	the	Queen	was	in
a	furious	passion,	and	went	stamping	about,	and	shouting	“Off	with	his	head!”	or
“Off	with	her	head!”	about	once	in	a	minute.
Alice	began	to	feel	very	uneasy:	to	be	sure,	she	had	not	as	yet	had	any	dispute

with	 the	 Queen,	 but	 she	 knew	 that	 it	 might	 happen	 any	 minute,	 “and	 then,”
thought	she,	“what	would	become	of	me?	They’re	dreadfully	fond	of	beheading
people	here:	the	great	wonder	is,	that	there’s	any	one	left	alive!”
She	was	 looking	about	 for	some	way	of	escape,	and	wondering	whether	she

could	get	away	without	being	seen,	when	she	noticed	a	curious	appearance	in	the
air:	 it	puzzled	her	very	much	at	first,	but	after	watching	it	a	minute	or	two	she
made	 it	 out	 to	 be	 a	 grin,	 and	 she	 said	 to	 herself	 “It’s	 the	Cheshire-Cat:	 now	 I
shall	have	somebody	to	talk	to.”
“How	are	you	getting	on?”	said	the	Cat,	as	soon	as	there	was	mouth	enough

for	it	to	speak	with.
Alice	waited	till	the	eyes	appeared,	and	then	nodded.	“It’s	no	use	speaking	to

it,”	 she	 thought,	 “till	 its	 ears	 have	 come,	 or	 at	 least	 one	 of	 them.”	 In	 another
minute	 the	whole	 head	 appeared,	 and	 then	Alice	 put	 down	 her	 flamingo,	 and
began	an	account	of	the	game,	feeling	very	glad	she	had	someone	to	listen	to	her.
The	Cat	seemed	to	think	that	there	was	enough	of	it	now	in	sight,	and	no	more	of
it	appeared.
“I	 don’t	 think	 they	 play	 at	 all	 fairly,”	Alice	 began,	 in	 rather	 a	 complaining

tone,	“and	they	all	quarrel	so	dreadfully	one	ca’n’t	hear	oneself	speak—and	they
don’t	seem	to	have	any	rules	in	particular:	at	least,	if	there	are,	nobody	attends	to
them—and	 you’ve	 no	 idea	 how	 confusing	 it	 is	 all	 the	 things	 being	 alive:	 for
instance,	there’s	the	arch	I’ve	got	to	go	through	next	walking	about	at	the	other
end	of	the	ground—and	I	should	have	croqueted	the	Queen’s	hedgehog	just	now,
only	it	ran	away	when	it	saw	mine	coming!”
“How	do	you	like	the	Queen?”	said	the	Cat	in	a	low	voice.



“Not	at	all,”	said	Alice:	“she’s	so	extremely—”	Just	then	she	noticed	that	the
Queen	was	close	behind	her,	listening:	so	she	went	on	“—likely	to	win,	that	it’s
hardly	worth	while	finishing	the	game.”
The	Queen	smiled	and	passed	on.
“Who	are	you	talking	to?”	said	the	King,	going	up	to	Alice,	and	looking	at	the

Cat’s	head	with	great	curiosity.
“It’s	 a	 friend	 of	mine—a	Cheshire-Cat,”	 said	Alice:	 “allow	me	 to	 introduce

it.”
“I	 don’t	 like	 the	 look	of	 it	 at	 all,”	 said	 the	King:	 “however,	 it	may	kiss	my

hand,	if	it	likes.”
“I’d	rather	not,”	the	Cat	remarked.
“Don’t	be	impertinent,”	said	the	King,	“and	don’t	look	at	me	like	that!”	He	got

behind	Alice	as	he	spoke.
“A	cat	may	 look	 at	 a	 king,”	 said	Alice.	 “I’ve	 read	 that	 in	 some	book,	 but	 I

don’t	remember	where.”
“Well,	 it	must	be	removed,”	said	 the	King	very	decidedly;	and	he	called	 the

Queen,	who	was	passing	at	the	moment,	“My	dear!	I	wish	you	would	have	this
cat	removed!”
The	Queen	had	only	one	way	of	settling	all	difficulties,	great	or	small.	“Off

with	his	head!”	she	said	without	even	looking	round.
“I’ll	fetch	the	executioner	myself,”	said	the	King	eagerly,	and	he	hurried	off.
Alice	thought	she	might	as	well	go	back	and	see	how	the	game	was	going	on,

as	she	heard	the	Queen’s	voice	in	the	distance,	screaming	with	passion.	She	had
already	heard	her	sentence	three	of	the	players	to	be	executed	for	having	missed
their	turns,	and	she	did	not	like	the	look	of	things	at	all,	as	the	game	was	in	such
confusion	that	she	never	knew	whether	it	was	her	turn	or	not.	So	she	went	off	in
search	of	her	hedgehog.
The	hedgehog	was	engaged	in	a	fight	with	another	hedgehog,	which	seemed

to	Alice	an	excellent	opportunity	for	croqueting	one	of	them	with	the	other:	the
only	 difficulty	 was	 that	 her	 flamingo	 was	 gone	 across	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the
garden,	where	Alice	could	see	it	trying	in	a	helpless	sort	of	way	to	fly	up	into	a
tree.
By	 the	 time	 she	had	caught	 the	 flamingo	and	brought	 it	 back,	 the	 fight	was

over,	 and	both	 the	hedgehogs	were	out	 of	 sight:	 “but	 it	 doesn’t	matter	much,”
thought	Alice,	“as	all	the	arches	are	gone	from	this	side	of	the	ground.”	So	she
tucked	it	away	under	her	arm,	that	it	might	not	escape	again,	and	went	back	for	a
little	more	conversation	with	her	friend.
When	she	got	back	to	the	Cheshire-Cat,	she	was	surprised	to	find	quite	a	large

crowd	collected	round	it:	there	was	a	dispute	going	on	between	the	executioner,



the	King,	and	 the	Queen,	who	were	all	 talking	at	once,	while	all	 the	 rest	were
quite	silent,	and	looked	very	uncomfortable.
The	moment	 Alice	 appeared,	 she	was	 appealed	 to	 by	 all	 three	 to	 settle	 the

question,	and	they	repeated	their	arguments	to	her,	 though,	as	they	all	spoke	at
once,	she	found	it	very	hard	to	make	out	exactly	what	they	said.
The	executioner’s	argument	was,	that	you	couldn’t	cut	off	a	head	unless	there

was	a	body	to	cut	 it	off	from:	that	he	had	never	had	to	do	such	a	thing	before,
and	he	wasn’t	going	to	begin	at	his	time	of	life.
The	King’s	 argument	was	 that	 anything	 that	 had	 a	 head	 could	be	beheaded,

and	that	you	weren’t	to	talk	nonsense.
The	Queen’s	argument	was	that,	if	something	wasn’t	done	about	it	in	less	than

no	time,	she’d	have	everybody	executed,	all	round.	(It	was	this	last	remark	that
had	made	the	whole	party	look	so	grave	and	anxious.)
Alice	could	think	of	nothing	else	to	say	but	“It	belongs	to	the	Duchess:	you’d

better	ask	her	about	it.”
“She’s	in	prison,”	the	Queen	said	to	the	executioner:	“fetch	her	here.”	And	the

executioner	went	off	like	an	arrow.
The	Cat’s	head	began	fading	away	the	moment	he	was	gone,	and,	by	the	time

he	had	come	back	with	the	Duchess,	it	had	entirely	disappeared:	so	the	King	and
the	executioner	ran	wildly	up	and	down,	looking	for	it,	while	the	rest	of	the	party
went	back	to	the	game.



Chapter		9
The	Mock	Turtle’s	Story
“You	ca’n’t	think	how	glad	I	am	to	see	you	again,	you	dear	old	thing!”	said	the
Duchess,	as	she	tucked	her	arm	affectionately	into	Alice’s,	and	they	walked	off
together.
Alice	 was	 very	 glad	 to	 find	 her	 in	 such	 a	 pleasant	 temper,	 and	 thought	 to

herself	 that	perhaps	 it	was	only	 the	pepper	 that	had	made	her	 so	 savage	when
they	met	in	the	kitchen.
“When	 I’m	 a	 Duchess,”	 she	 said	 to	 herself	 (not	 in	 a	 very	 hopeful	 tone,

though),	 “I	wo’n’t	 have	 any	pepper	 in	my	kitchen	 at	 all.	 Soup	does	 very	well
without—Maybe	it’s	always	pepper	that	makes	people	hot-tempered,”	she	went
on,	very	much	pleased	at	having	found	out	a	new	kind	of	rule,	“and	vinegar	that
makes	 them	 sour—and	 camomile	 that	 makes	 them	 bitter—and—and	 barley-
sugar	 and	 such	 things	 that	make	 children	 sweet-tempered.	 I	 only	wish	 people
knew	that:	then	they	wouldn’t	be	so	stingy	about	it,	you	know——”
She	 had	 quite	 forgotten	 the	 Duchess	 by	 this	 time,	 and	 was	 a	 little	 startled

when	she	heard	her	voice	close	to	her	ear.	“You’re	thinking	about	something,	my
dear,	and	that	makes	you	forget	to	talk.	I	ca’n’t	tell	you	just	now	what	the	moral
of	that	is,	but	I	shall	remember	it	in	a	bit.”
“Perhaps	it	hasn’t	one,”	Alice	ventured	to	remark.
“Tut,	tut,	child!”	said	the	Duchess.	“Everything’s	got	a	moral,	if	only	you	can

find	it.”	And	she	squeezed	herself	up	closer	to	Alice’s	side	as	she	spoke.
Alice	did	not	much	like	her	keeping	so	close	to	her:	first,	because	the	Duchess

was	very	ugly;	and	secondly,	because	she	was	exactly	the	right	height	to	rest	her
chin	upon	Alice’s	shoulder,	and	 it	was	an	uncomfortably	sharp	chin.	However,
she	did	not	like	to	be	rude:	so	she	bore	it	as	well	as	she	could.
“The	game’s	going	on	rather	better	now,”	she	said,	by	way	of	keeping	up	the

conversation	a	little.
“’Tis	so,”	said	the	Duchess:	“and	the	moral	of	that	is—‘Oh,	’tis	love,	’tis	love,

that	makes	the	world	go	round!’”
“Somebody	 said,”	 Alice	 whispered,	 “that	 it’s	 done	 by	 everybody	 minding

their	own	business!”
“Ah,	 well!	 It	 means	 much	 the	 same	 thing,”	 said	 the	 Duchess,	 digging	 her



sharp	 little	 chin	 into	 Alice’s	 shoulder	 as	 she	 added	 “and	 the	 moral	 of	 that	 is
—‘Take	care	of	the	sense,	and	the	sounds	will	take	care	of	themselves.’”
“How	fond	she	is	of	finding	morals	in	things!”	Alice	thought	to	herself.
“I	dare	say	you’re	wondering	why	I	don’t	put	my	arm	round	your	waist,”	the

Duchess	said,	after	a	pause:	“the	reason	is,	that	I’m	doubtful	about	the	temper	of
your	flamingo.	Shall	I	try	the	experiment?”
“He	might	bite,”	Alice	cautiously	replied,	not	feeling	at	all	anxious	to	have	the

experiment	tried.
“Very	 true,”	 said	 the	Duchess:	 “flamingoes	 and	mustard	 both	 bite.	And	 the

moral	of	that	is—‘Birds	of	a	feather	flock	together.’”
“Only	mustard	isn’t	a	bird,”	Alice	remarked.
“Right,	 as	 usual,”	 said	 the	Duchess:	 “what	 a	 clear	way	you	 have	 of	 putting

things!”
“It’s	a	mineral,	I	think,”	said	Alice.
“Of	course	it	is,”	said	the	Duchess,	who	seemed	ready	to	agree	to	everything

that	Alice	said;	“there’s	a	large	mustard-mine	near	here.	And	the	moral	of	that	is
—‘The	more	there	is	of	mine,	the	less	there	is	of	yours.’”
“Oh,	I	know!”	exclaimed	Alice,	who	had	not	attended	to	this	last	remark.	“It’s

a	vegetable.	It	doesn’t	look	like	one,	but	it	is.”
“I	 quite	 agree	with	 you,”	 said	 the	Duchess;	 “and	 the	moral	 of	 that	 is—‘Be

what	 you	 would	 seem	 to	 be’—or,	 if	 you’d	 like	 it	 put	 more	 simply—‘Never
imagine	 yourself	 not	 to	 be	 otherwise	 than	what	 it	might	 appear	 to	 others	 that
what	you	were	or	might	have	been	was	not	otherwise	 than	what	you	had	been
would	have	appeared	to	them	to	be	otherwise.’”
“I	think	I	should	understand	that	better,”	Alice	said	very	politely,	“if	I	had	it

written	down:	but	I	ca’n’t	quite	follow	it	as	you	say	it.”
“That’s	 nothing	 to	 what	 I	 could	 say	 if	 I	 chose,”	 the	 Duchess	 replied,	 in	 a

pleased	tone.
“Pray	don’t	trouble	yourself	to	say	it	any	longer	than	that,”	said	Alice.
“Oh,	 don’t	 talk	 about	 trouble!”	 said	 the	Duchess.	 “I	make	 you	 a	 present	 of

everything	I’ve	said	as	yet.”
“A	cheap	sort	of	present!”	thought	Alice.	“I’m	glad	they	don’t	give	birthday-

presents	like	that!”	But	she	did	not	venture	to	say	it	out	loud.
“Thinking	again?”	the	Duchess	asked,	with	another	dig	of	her	sharp	little	chin.
“I’ve	a	right	to	think,”	said	Alice	sharply,	for	she	was	beginning	to	feel	a	little

worried.
“Just	about	as	much	right,”	said	the	Duchess,	“as	pigs	have	to	fly;	and	the	m

——”
But	here,	to	Alice’s	great	surprise,	the	Duchess’s	voice	died	away,	even	in	the



middle	 of	 her	 favourite	 word	 “moral,”	 and	 the	 arm	 that	 was	 linked	 into	 hers
began	to	tremble.	Alice	looked	up,	and	there	stood	the	Queen	in	front	of	them,
with	her	arms	folded,	frowning	like	a	thunderstorm.
“A	fine	day,	your	Majesty!”	the	Duchess	began	in	a	low,	weak	voice.
“Now,	I	give	you	fair	warning,”	shouted	the	Queen,	stamping	on	the	ground	as

she	spoke;	“either	you	or	your	head	must	be	off,	and	that	in	about	half	no	time!
Take	your	choice!”
The	Duchess	took	her	choice,	and	was	gone	in	a	moment.
“Let’s	go	on	with	the	game,”	the	Queen	said	to	Alice;	and	Alice	was	too	much

frightened	to	say	a	word,	but	slowly	followed	her	back	to	the	croquet-ground.
The	 other	 guests	 had	 taken	 advantage	 of	 the	 Queen’s	 absence,	 and	 were

resting	in	the	shade:	however,	the	moment	they	saw	her,	they	hurried	back	to	the
game,	the	Queen	merely	remarking	that	a	moment’s	delay	would	cost	them	their
lives.
All	 the	 time	 they	were	playing	 the	Queen	never	 left	off	quarrelling	with	 the

other	players,	and	shouting	“Off	with	his	head!'	or	“Off	with	her	head!”	Those
whom	she	sentenced	were	taken	into	custody	by	the	soldiers,	who	of	course	had
to	leave	off	being	arches	to	do	this,	so	that,	by	the	end	of	half	an	hour	or	so,	there
were	no	arches	left,	and	all	the	players,	except	the	King,	the	Queen,	and	Alice,
were	in	custody	and	under	sentence	of	execution.
Then	the	Queen	left	off,	quite	out	of	breath,	and	said	to	Alice,	“Have	you	seen

the	Mock	Turtle	yet?”
“No,”	said	Alice.	“I	don’t	even	know	what	a	Mock	Turtle	is.”
“It’s	the	thing	Mock	Turtle	Soup	is	made	from,”	said	the	Queen.
“I	never	saw	one,	or	heard	of	one,”	said	Alice.
“Come	on,	then,”	said	the	Queen,	“and	he	shall	tell	you	his	history,”
As	they	walked	off	together,	Alice	heard	the	King	say	in	a	low	voice,	 to	the

company	 generally,	 “You	 are	 all	 pardoned.”	 “Come,	 that’s	 a	 good	 thing!”	 she
said	 to	herself,	 for	 she	had	 felt	quite	unhappy	at	 the	number	of	 executions	 the
Queen	had	ordered.
They	very	 soon	 came	upon	 a	Gryphon,	 lying	 fast	 asleep	 in	 the	 sun.	 (If	 you

don’t	know	what	a	Gryphon	 is,	 look	at	 the	picture.)	“Up,	 lazy	 thing!”	said	 the
Queen,	“and	take	this	young	lady	to	see	the	Mock	Turtle,	and	to	hear	his	history.
I	must	go	back	and	see	after	some	executions	I	have	ordered;”	and	she	walked
off,	leaving	Alice	alone	with	the	Gryphon.	Alice	did	not	quite	like	the	look	of	the
creature,	but	on	the	whole	she	thought	it	would	be	quite	as	safe	to	stay	with	it	as
to	go	after	that	savage	Queen:	so	she	waited.
The	Gryphon	 sat	up	and	 rubbed	 its	 eyes:	 then	 it	watched	 the	Queen	 till	 she

was	out	of	sight:	then	it	chuckled.	“What	fun!”	said	the	Gryphon,	half	to	itself,



half	to	Alice.
“What	is	the	fun?”	said	Alice.
“Why,	 she,”	 said	 the	Gryphon.	 “It’s	 all	 her	 fancy,	 that:	 they	 never	 executes

nobody,	you	know.	Come	on!”
“Everybody	says	‘come	on!’	here,”	thought	Alice,	as	she	went	slowly	after	it:

“I	never	was	so	ordered	about	before,	in	all	my	life,	never!”
They	had	not	gone	far	before	they	saw	the	Mock	Turtle	in	the	distance,	sitting

sad	and	 lonely	on	a	 little	 ledge	of	 rock,	 and,	 as	 they	came	nearer,	Alice	could
hear	him	sighing	as	if	his	heart	would	break.	She	pitied	him	deeply.	“What	is	his
sorrow?”	she	asked	the	Gryphon.	And	the	Gryphon	answered,	very	nearly	in	the
same	words	as	before,	“It’s	all	his	fancy,	that:	he	hasn’t	got	no	sorrow,	you	know.
Come	on!”
So	they	went	up	to	the	Mock	Turtle,	who	looked	at	them	with	large	eyes	full

of	tears,	but	said	nothing.
“This	 here	 young	 lady,”	 said	 the	 Gryphon,	 “she	 wants	 for	 to	 know	 your

history,	she	do.”
“I’ll	tell	it	her,”	said	the	Mock	Turtle	in	a	deep,	hollow	tone.	“Sit	down,	both

of	you,	and	don’t	speak	a	word	till	I’ve	finished.”
So	 they	 sat	 down,	 and	 nobody	 spoke	 for	 some	 minutes.	 Alice	 thought	 to

herself,	“I	don’t	see	how	he	can	ever	finish,	if	he	doesn’t	begin.”	But	she	waited
patiently.
“Once,”	said	the	Mock	Turtle	at	last,	with	a	deep	sigh,	“I	was	a	real	Turtle.”
These	 words	 were	 followed	 by	 a	 very	 long	 silence,	 broken	 only	 by	 an

occasional	exclamation	of	“Hjckrrh!”	from	the	Gryphon,	and	the	constant	heavy
sobbing	 of	 the	 Mock	 Turtle.	 Alice	 was	 very	 nearly	 getting	 up	 and	 saying,
“Thank	you,	Sir,	for	your	interesting	story,”	but	she	could	not	help	thinking	there
must	be	more	to	come,	so	she	sat	still	and	said	nothing.
“When	we	were	little,”	the	Mock	Turtle	went	on	at	last,	more	calmly,	though

still	sobbing	a	little	now	and	then,	“we	went	to	school	in	the	sea.	The	master	was
an	old	Turtle—we	used	to	call	him	Tortoise——”
“Why	did	you	call	him	Tortoise,	if	he	wasn’t	one?”	Alice	asked.
“We	called	him	Tortoise	because	he	taught	us,”	said	the	Mock	Turtle	angrily.

“Really	you	are	very	dull!”
“You	 ought	 to	 be	 ashamed	 of	 yourself	 for	 asking	 such	 a	 simple	 question,”

added	the	Gryphon;	and	then	they	both	sat	silent	and	looked	at	poor	Alice,	who
felt	 ready	 to	 sink	 into	 the	 earth.	At	 last	 the	Gryphon	 said	 to	 the	Mock	Turtle
“Drive	 on,	 old	 fellow!	 Don’t	 be	 all	 day	 about	 it!”,	 and	 he	 went	 on	 in	 these
words:—
“Yes,	we	went	to	school	in	the	sea,	though	you	mayn’t	believe	it——”



“I	never	said	I	didn’t!”	interrupted	Alice.
“You	did,”	said	the	Mock	Turtle.
“Hold	your	tongue!”	added	the	Gryphon,	before	Alice	could	speak	again.	The

Mock	Turtle	went	on.
“We	had	the	best	of	educations—in	fact,	we	went	to	school	every	day——”
“I’ve	been	to	a	day-school,	 too,”	said	Alice;	“you	needn’t	be	so	proud	as	all

that.”
“With	extras?”	asked	the	Mock	Turtle,	a	little	anxiously.
“Yes,”	said	Alice,	“we	learned	French	and	music.”
“And	washing?”	said	the	Mock	Turtle.
“Certainly	not!”	said	Alice	indignantly.
“Ah!	then	yours	wasn’t	a	really	good	school,”	said	the	Mock	Turtle	in	a	tone

of	great	relief.	“Now,	at	ours,	they	had	at	the	end	of	the	bill,	‘French,	music,	and
washing—extra.’”
“You	couldn’t	have	wanted	it	much,”	said	Alice;	“living	at	the	bottom	of	the

sea.”
“I	couldn’t	afford	to	learn	it,”	said	the	Mock	Turtle	with	a	sigh.	“I	only	took

the	regular	course.”
“What	was	that?”	inquired	Alice.
“Reeling	 and	Writhing,	 of	 course,	 to	 begin	with,”	 the	Mock	 Turtle	 replied;

“and	 then	 the	 different	 branches	 of	 Arithmetic—Ambition,	 Distraction,
Uglification,	and	Derision.”
“I	never	heard	of	‘Uglification,’”	Alice	ventured	to	say.	“What	is	it?”
The	 Gryphon	 lifted	 up	 both	 its	 paws	 in	 surprise.	 “What!	 Never	 heard	 of

uglifying!”	it	exclaimed.	“You	know	what	to	beautify	is,	I	suppose?”
“Yes,”	said	Alice	doubtfully:	“it	means—to—make—anything—prettier.”
“Well,	then,”	the	Gryphon	went	on,	“if	you	don’t	know	what	to	uglify	is,	you

are	a	simpleton.”
Alice	 did	 not	 feel	 encouraged	 to	 ask	 any	 more	 questions	 about	 it:	 so	 she

turned	to	the	Mock	Turtle,	and	said	“What	else	had	you	to	learn?”
“Well,	there	was	Mystery,”	the	Mock	Turtle	replied,	counting	off	the	subjects

on	 his	 flappers,—“Mystery,	 ancient	 and	 modern,	 with	 Seaography:	 then
Drawling—the	Drawling-master	was	an	old	conger-eel,	that	used	to	come	once	a
week:	he	taught	us	Drawling,	Stretching,	and	Fainting	in	Coils.”
“What	was	that	like?”	said	Alice.
“Well,	I	ca’n’t	show	it	you	myself,”	the	Mock	Turtle	said:	“I’m	too	stiff.	And

the	Gryphon	never	learnt	it.”
“Hadn’t	time,”	said	the	Gryphon:	“I	went	to	the	Classical	master,	though.	He

was	an	old	crab,	he	was.”



“I	never	went	to	him,”	the	Mock	Turtle	said	with	a	sigh.	“He	taught	Laughing
and	Grief,	they	used	to	say.”
“So	 he	 did,	 so	 he	 did,”	 said	 the	 Gryphon,	 sighing	 in	 his	 turn;	 and	 both

creatures	hid	their	faces	in	their	paws.
“And	how	many	hours	 a	day	did	you	do	 lessons?”	 said	Alice,	 in	 a	hurry	 to

change	the	subject.
“Ten	hours	the	first	day,”	said	the	Mock	Turtle:	“nine	the	next,	and	so	on.”
“What	a	curious	plan!”	exclaimed	Alice.
“That’s	 the	 reason	 they’re	 called	 lessons,”	 the	Gryphon	 remarked:	 “because

they	lessen	from	day	to	day.”
This	was	quite	a	new	idea	to	Alice,	and	she	thought	it	over	a	little	before	she

made	her	next	remark.	“Then	the	eleventh	day	must	have	been	a	holiday?”
“Of	course	it	was,”	said	the	Mock	Turtle.
“And	how	did	you	manage	on	the	twelfth?”	Alice	went	on	eagerly.
“That’s	 enough	 about	 lessons,”	 the	 Gryphon	 interrupted	 in	 a	 very	 decided

tone.	“Tell	her	something	about	the	games	now.”



Chapter		10	
The	Lobster-Quadrille
The	Mock	 Turtle	 sighed	 deeply,	 and	 drew	 the	 back	 of	 one	 flapper	 across	 his
eyes.	 He	 looked	 at	 Alice	 and	 tried	 to	 speak,	 but,	 for	 a	 minute	 or	 two,	 sobs
choked	his	voice.	“Same	as	if	he	had	a	bone	in	his	throat,”	said	the	Gryphon;	and
it	set	to	work	shaking	him	and	punching	him	in	the	back.	At	last	the	Mock	Turtle
recovered	his	voice,	and,	with	tears	running	down	his	cheeks,	he	went	on	again:
—
“You	 may	 not	 have	 lived	 much	 under	 the	 sea—”	 (“I	 haven’t,”	 said	 Alice)

—“and	perhaps	you	were	never	even	introduced	to	a	lobster—”	(Alice	began	to
say	“I	once	tasted——”	but	checked	herself	hastily,	and	said	“No,	never”)	“——
so	you	can	have	no	idea	what	a	delightful	thing	a	Lobster-Quadrille	is!”
“No,	indeed,”	said	Alice.	“What	sort	of	a	dance	is	it?”
“Why,”	said	the	Gryphon,	“you	first	form	into	a	line	along	the	sea-shore——”
“Two	lines!”	cried	 the	Mock	Turtle.	“Seals,	 turtles,	salmon,	and	so	on:	 then,

when	you’ve	cleared	all	the	jelly-fish	out	of	the	way——”
“That	generally	takes	some	time,”	interrupted	the	Gryphon.
“—you	advance	twice——”
“Each	with	a	lobster	as	a	partner!”	cried	the	Gryphon.
“Of	course,”	the	Mock	Turtle	said:	“advance	twice,	set	to	partners——”
“—change	lobsters,	and	retire	in	same	order,”	continued	the	Gryphon.
“Then,	you	know,”	the	Mock	Turtle	went	on,	“you	throw	the——”
“The	lobsters!”	shouted	the	Gryphon,	with	a	bound	into	the	air.
“—as	far	out	to	sea	as	you	can——”
“Swim	after	them!”	screamed	the	Gryphon.
“Turn	a	somersault	in	the	sea!”	cried	the	Mock	Turtle,	capering	wildly	about.
“Change	lobsters	again!”	yelled	the	Gryphon	at	the	top	of	its	voice.
“Back	 to	 land	 again,	 and—that’s	 all	 the	 first	 figure,”	 said	 the	Mock	Turtle,

suddenly	dropping	his	voice;	and	the	two	creatures,	who	had	been	jumping	about
like	mad	things	all	this	time,	sat	down	again	very	sadly	and	quietly,	and	looked
at	Alice.
“It	must	be	a	very	pretty	dance,”	said	Alice	timidly.
“Would	you	like	to	see	a	little	of	it?”	said	the	Mock	Turtle.



“Very	much	indeed,”	said	Alice.
“Come,	 let’s	 try	 the	first	 figure!”	said	 the	Mock	Turtle	 to	 the	Gryphon.	“We

can	do	without	lobsters,	you	know.	Which	shall	sing?”
“Oh,	you	sing,”	said	the	Gryphon.	“I’ve	forgotten	the	words.”
So	they	began	solemnly	dancing	round	and	round	Alice,	every	now	and	then

treading	on	her	toes	when	they	passed	too	close,	and	waving	their	fore-paws	to
mark	the	time,	while	the	Mock	Turtle	sang	this,	very	slowly	and	sadly:—
“Will	you	walk	a	little	faster?”	said	a	whiting	to	a	snail,
“There’s	a	porpoise	close	behind	us,	and	he’s	treading	on	my	tail.
See	how	eagerly	the	lobsters	and	the	turtles	all	advance!
They	are	waiting	on	the	shingle—will	you	come	and	join	the	dance?
Will	you,	wo’n’t	you,	will	you,	wo’n’t	you,	will	you	join	the	dance?
Will	you,	wo’n’t	you,	will	you,	wo’n’t	you,	wo’n’t	you	join	the	dance?
“You	can	really	have	no	notion	how	delightful	it	will	be
When	they	take	us	up	and	throw	us,	with	the	lobsters,	out	to	sea!”
But	the	snail	replied	“Too	far,	too	far!”,	and	gave	a	look	askance—
Said	he	thanked	the	whiting	kindly,	but	he	would	not	join	the	dance.
Would	not,	could	not,	would	not,	could	not,	would	not	join	the	dance.
Would	not,	could	not,	would	not,	could	not,	could	not	join	the	dance.
“What	matters	it	how	far	we	go?”	his	scaly	friend	replied.
“There	is	another	shore,	you	know,	upon	the	other	side.
The	further	off	from	England	the	nearer	is	to	France—
Then	turn	not	pale,	beloved	snail,	but	come	and	join	the	dance.
Will	you,	wo’n’t	you,	will	you,	wo’n’t	you,	will	you	join	the	dance?
Will	you,	wo’n’t	you,	will	you,	wo’n’t	you,	wo’n’t	you	join	the	dance?”
“Thank	you,	 it’s	a	very	 interesting	dance	 to	watch,”	 said	Alice,	 feeling	very

glad	 that	 it	 was	 over	 at	 last:	 “and	 I	 do	 so	 like	 that	 curious	 song	 about	 the
whiting!”
“Oh,	as	 to	 the	whiting,”	 said	 the	Mock	Turtle,	 “they—you’ve	 seen	 them,	of

course?”
“Yes,”	 said	 Alice,	 “I’ve	 often	 seen	 them	 at	 dinn——”	 she	 checked	 herself

hastily.
“I	don’t	know	where	Dinn	may	be,”	said	the	Mock	Turtle;	“but,	if	you’ve	seen

them	so	often,	of	course	you	know	what	they’re	like?”
“I	 believe	 so,”	 Alice	 replied	 thoughtfully.	 “They	 have	 their	 tails	 in	 their

mouths—and	they’re	all	over	crumbs.”
“You’re	wrong	about	 the	crumbs,”	 said	 the	Mock	Turtle:	“crumbs	would	all

wash	off	 in	 the	sea.	But	 they	have	their	 tails	 in	 their	mouths;	and	the	reason	is
——”	here	the	Mock	Turtle	yawned	and	shut	his	eyes.	“Tell	her	about	the	reason



and	all	that,”	he	said	to	the	Gryphon.
“The	reason	is,”	said	the	Gryphon,	“that	they	would	go	with	the	lobsters	to	the

dance.	So	they	got	thrown	out	to	sea.	So	they	had	to	fall	a	long	way.	So	they	got
their	tails	fast	in	their	mouths.	So	they	couldn’t	get	them	out	again.	That’s	all.”
“Thank	you,”	said	Alice,	“it’s	very	interesting.	I	never	knew	so	much	about	a

whiting	before.”
“I	can	tell	you	more	than	that,	if	you	like,”	said	the	Gryphon.	“Do	you	know

why	it’s	called	a	whiting?”
“I	never	thought	about	it,”	said	Alice.	“Why?”
“It	does	the	boots	and	shoes,”	the	Gryphon	replied	very	solemnly.
Alice	was	thoroughly	puzzled.	“Does	the	boots	and	shoes!”	she	repeated	in	a

wondering	tone.
“Why,	 what	 are	 your	 shoes	 done	 with?”	 said	 the	 Gryphon.	 “I	 mean,	 what

makes	them	so	shiny?”
Alice	looked	down	at	them,	and	considered	a	little	before	she	gave	her	answer.

“They’re	done	with	blacking,	I	believe.”
“Boots	and	shoes	under	the	sea,”	the	Gryphon	went	on	in	a	deep	voice,	“are

done	with	whiting.	Now	you	know.”
“And	what	are	they	made	of?”	Alice	asked	in	a	tone	of	great	curiosity.
“Soles	 and	 eels,	 of	 course,”	 the	 Gryphon	 replied	 rather	 impatiently:	 “any

shrimp	could	have	told	you	that.”
“If	I’d	been	the	whiting,”	said	Alice,	whose	thoughts	were	still	running	on	the

song,	“I’d	have	said	to	the	porpoise,	‘Keep	back,	please!	We	don’t	want	you	with
us!’”
“They	were	obliged	to	have	him	with	them,”	the	Mock	Turtle	said.	“No	wise

fish	would	go	anywhere	without	a	porpoise.”
“Wouldn’t	it	really?”	said	Alice	in	a	tone	of	great	surprise.
“Of	course	not,”	said	the	Mock	Turtle.	“Why,	if	a	fish	came	to	me,	and	told

me	he	was	going	a	journey,	I	should	say	‘With	what	porpoise?’”
“Don’t	you	mean	‘purpose’?”	said	Alice.
“I	mean	what	 I	 say,”	 the	Mock	Turtle	 replied	 in	 an	 offended	 tone.	And	 the

Gryphon	added	“Come,	let’s	hear	some	of	your	adventures.”
“I	could	tell	you	my	adventures—beginning	from	this	morning,”	said	Alice	a

little	timidly;	“but	it’s	no	use	going	back	to	yesterday,	because	I	was	a	different
person	then.”
“Explain	all	that,”	said	the	Mock	Turtle.
“No,	 no!	 The	 adventures	 first,”	 said	 the	 Gryphon	 in	 an	 impatient	 tone:

“explanations	take	such	a	dreadful	time.”
So	Alice	began	telling	them	her	adventures	from	the	time	when	she	first	saw



the	White	Rabbit.	She	was	a	little	nervous	about	it,	just	at	first,	the	two	creatures
got	so	close	to	her,	one	on	each	side,	and	opened	their	eyes	and	mouths	so	very
wide;	but	she	gained	courage	as	she	went	on.	Her	listeners	were	perfectly	quiet
till	she	got	to	the	part	about	her	repeating	“You	are	old,	Father	William,”	to	the
Caterpillar,	and	the	words	all	coming	different,	and	then	the	Mock	Turtle	drew	a
long	breath,	and	said	“That’s	very	curious.”
“It’s	all	about	as	curious	as	it	can	be,”	said	the	Gryphon.
“It	all	came	different!”	the	Mock	Turtle	repeated	thoughtfully.	“I	should	like

to	hear	her	 try	and	repeat	something	now.	Tell	her	 to	begin.”	He	 looked	at	 the
Gryphon	as	if	he	thought	it	had	some	kind	of	authority	over	Alice.
“Stand	up	and	repeat	‘’Tis	the	voice	of	the	sluggard,’”	said	the	Gryphon.
“How	 the	creatures	order	one	about,	 and	make	one	 repeat	 lessons!”	 thought

Alice;	“I	might	as	well	be	at	school	at	once.”	However,	she	got	up,	and	began	to
repeat	it,	but	her	head	was	so	full	of	the	Lobster-Quadrille,	that	she	hardly	knew
what	she	was	saying,	and	the	words	came	very	queer	indeed:—
“’Tis	the	voice	of	the	Lobster:	I	heard	him	declare
‘You	have	baked	me	too	brown,	I	must	sugar	my	hair.’
As	a	duck	with	its	eyelids,	so	he	with	his	nose
Trims	his	belt	and	his	buttons,	and	turns	out	his	toes.
[later	editions	continued	as	follows:
When	the	sands	are	all	dry,	he	is	gay	as	a	lark,
And	will	talk	in	contemptuous	tones	of	the	Shark:
But,	when	the	tide	rises	and	sharks	are	around,
His	voice	has	a	timid	and	tremulous	sound.”]
“That’s	 different	 from	 what	 I	 used	 to	 say	 when	 I	 was	 a	 child,”	 said	 the

Gryphon.
“Well,	 I	 never	 heard	 it	 before,”	 said	 the	 Mock	 Turtle;	 “but	 it	 sounds

uncommon	nonsense.”
Alice	said	nothing:	she	had	sat	down	with	her	face	in	her	hands,	wondering	if

anything	would	ever	happen	in	a	natural	way	again.
“I	should	like	to	have	it	explained,”	said	the	Mock	Turtle.
“She	ca’n’t	explain	it,”	said	the	Gryphon	hastily.	“Go	on	with	the	next	verse.”
“But	about	his	toes?”	the	Mock	Turtle	persisted.	“How	could	he	turn	them	out

with	his	nose,	you	know?”
“It’s	the	first	position	in	dancing.”	Alice	said;	but	was	dreadfully	puzzled	by

the	whole	thing,	and	longed	to	change	the	subject.
“Go	on	with	the	next	verse,”	the	Gryphon	repeated	impatiently:	“it	begins	‘I

passed	by	his	garden.’”
Alice	did	not	dare	 to	disobey,	 though	she	felt	sure	 it	would	all	come	wrong,



and	she	went	on	in	a	trembling	voice:—
“I	passed	by	his	garden,	and	marked,	with	one	eye,
How	the	Owl	and	the	Panther	were	sharing	a	pie:
[later	editions	continued	as	follows:
The	Panther	took	pie-crust,	and	gravy,	and	meat,
While	the	Owl	had	the	dish	as	its	share	of	the	treat.
When	the	pie	was	all	finished,	the	Owl,	as	a	boon,
Was	kindly	permitted	to	pocket	the	spoon:
While	the	Panther	received	knife	and	fork	with	a	growl,
And	concluded	the	banquet	by——”]
“What	 is	 the	use	of	repeating	all	 that	stuff,”	 the	Mock	Turtle	 interrupted,	“if

you	don’t	 explain	 it	 as	 you	go	on?	 It’s	 by	 far	 the	most	 confusing	 thing	 I	 ever
heard!”
“Yes,	I	think	you’d	better	leave	off,”	said	the	Gryphon,	and	Alice	was	only	too

glad	to	do	so.
“Shall	we	try	another	figure	of	the	Lobster-Quadrille?”	the	Gryphon	went	on.

“Or	would	you	like	the	Mock	Turtle	to	sing	you	another	song?”
“Oh,	a	song,	please,	 if	 the	Mock	Turtle	would	be	so	kind,”	Alice	replied,	so

eagerly	that	the	Gryphon	said,	in	a	rather	offended	tone,	“Hm!	No	accounting	for
tastes!	Sing	her	‘Turtle	Soup,’	will	you,	old	fellow?”
The	Mock	Turtle	 sighed	deeply,	 and	began,	 in	 a	voice	 choked	with	 sobs,	 to

sing	this:—
“Beautiful	Soup,	so	rich	and	green,
Waiting	in	a	hot	tureen!
Who	for	such	dainties	would	not	stoop?
Soup	of	the	evening,	beautiful	Soup!
Soup	of	the	evening,	beautiful	Soup!
Beau—ootiful	Soo—oop!
Beau—ootiful	Soo—oop!
Soo—oop	of	the	e—e—evening,
Beautiful,	beautiful	Soup!
“Beautiful	Soup!	Who	cares	for	fish,
Game,	or	any	other	dish?
Who	would	not	give	all	else	for	two
Pennyworth	only	of	beautiful	Soup?
Pennyworth	only	of	beautiful	Soup?
Beau—ootiful	Soo—oop!
Beau—ootiful	Soo—oop!
Soo—oop	of	the	e—e—evening,



Beautiful,	beauti—FUL	SOUP!”
“Chorus	 again!”	 cried	 the	Gryphon,	 and	 the	Mock	Turtle	 had	 just	 begun	 to

repeat	it,	when	a	cry	of	“The	trial’s	beginning!”	was	heard	in	the	distance.
“Come	on!”	cried	the	Gryphon,	and,	taking	Alice	by	the	hand,	it	hurried	off,

without	waiting	for	the	end	of	the	song.
“What	 trial	 is	 it?”	Alice	 panted	 as	 she	 ran;	 but	 the	Gryphon	 only	 answered

“Come	on!”	and	ran	the	faster,	while	more	and	more	faintly	came,	carried	on	the
breeze	that	followed	them,	the	melancholy	words:—
“Soo—oop	of	the	e—e—evening,
Beautiful,	beautiful	Soup!”



Chapter		11	
Who	Stole	the	Tarts?
The	King	and	Queen	of	Hearts	were	seated	on	 their	 throne	when	 they	arrived,
with	a	great	crowd	assembled	about	them—all	sorts	of	little	birds	and	beasts,	as
well	as	the	whole	pack	of	cards:	the	Knave	was	standing	before	them,	in	chains,
with	 a	 soldier	 on	 each	 side	 to	 guard	 him;	 and	 near	 the	 King	 was	 the	White
Rabbit,	with	a	trumpet	in	one	hand,	and	a	scroll	of	parchment	in	the	other.	In	the
very	middle	 of	 the	 court	 was	 a	 table,	 with	 a	 large	 dish	 of	 tarts	 upon	 it:	 they
looked	so	good,	that	it	made	Alice	quite	hungry	to	look	at	them—“I	wish	they’d
get	 the	 trial	done,”	 she	 thought,	 “and	hand	 round	 the	 refreshments!”	But	 there
seemed	to	be	no	chance	of	this;	so	she	began	looking	at	everything	about	her	to
pass	away	the	time.
Alice	had	never	been	in	a	court	of	justice	before,	but	she	had	read	about	them

in	books,	 and	 she	was	quite	 pleased	 to	 find	 that	 she	 knew	 the	 name	of	 nearly
everything	 there.	 “That’s	 the	 judge,”	 she	 said	 to	 herself,	 “because	 of	 his	 great
wig.”
The	judge,	by	the	way,	was	the	King;	and	as	he	wore	his	crown	over	the	wig,

(look	at	the	frontispiece	if	you	want	to	see	how	he	did	it),	he	did	not	look	at	all
comfortable,	and	it	was	certainly	not	becoming.
“And	 that’s	 the	 jury-box,”	 thought	Alice;	 “and	 those	 twelve	creatures,”	 (she

was	 obliged	 to	 say	 “creatures,”	 you	 see,	 because	 some	 of	 them	were	 animals,
and	 some	were	birds,)	 “I	 suppose	 they	 are	 the	 jurors.”	She	 said	 this	 last	word
two	or	three	times	over	to	herself,	being	rather	proud	of	it:	for	she	thought,	and
rightly	 too,	 that	 very	 few	 little	 girls	 of	 her	 age	 knew	 the	meaning	 of	 it	 at	 all.
However,	“jurymen”	would	have	done	just	as	well.
The	 twelve	 jurors	 were	 all	 writing	 very	 busily	 on	 slates.	 “What	 are	 they

doing?”	 Alice	 whispered	 to	 the	 Gryphon.	 “They	 ca’n’t	 have	 anything	 to	 put
down	yet,	before	the	trial’s	begun.”
“They’re	 putting	 down	 their	 names,”	 the	 Gryphon	 whispered	 in	 reply,	 “for

fear	they	should	forget	them	before	the	end	of	the	trial.”
“Stupid	 things!”	 Alice	 began	 in	 a	 loud,	 indignant	 voice;	 but	 she	 stopped

hastily,	for	the	White	Rabbit	cried	out,	“Silence	in	the	court!”,	and	the	King	put
on	his	spectacles	and	looked	anxiously	round,	to	make	out	who	was	talking.



Alice	could	see,	as	well	as	if	she	were	looking	over	their	shoulders,	that	all	the
jurors	were	writing	 down	 “Stupid	 things!”	 on	 their	 slates,	 and	 she	 could	 even
make	out	that	one	of	them	didn’t	know	how	to	spell	“stupid,”	and	that	he	had	to
ask	 his	 neighbour	 to	 tell	 him.	 “A	 nice	muddle	 their	 slates’ll	 be	 in	 before	 the
trial’s	over!”	thought	Alice.
One	of	the	jurors	had	a	pencil	that	squeaked.	This,	of	course,	Alice	could	not

stand,	and	she	went	round	the	court	and	got	behind	him,	and	very	soon	found	an
opportunity	of	 taking	 it	away.	She	did	 it	so	quickly	 that	 the	poor	 little	 juror	(it
was	Bill,	the	Lizard)	could	not	make	out	at	all	what	had	become	of	it;	so,	after
hunting	all	about	for	it,	he	was	obliged	to	write	with	one	finger	for	the	rest	of	the
day;	and	this	was	of	very	little	use,	as	it	left	no	mark	on	the	slate.
“Herald,	read	the	accusation!”	said	the	King.
On	this	the	White	Rabbit	blew	three	blasts	on	the	trumpet,	and	then	unrolled

the	parchment-scroll,	and	read	as	follows:—
“The	Queen	of	Hearts,	she	made	some	tarts,
All	on	a	summer	day:
The	Knave	of	Hearts,	he	stole	those	tarts,
And	took	them	quite	away!”
“Consider	your	verdict,”	the	King	said	to	the	jury.
“Not	 yet,	 not	 yet!”	 the	 Rabbit	 hastily	 interrupted.	 “There’s	 a	 great	 deal	 to

come	before	that!”
“Call	the	first	witness,”	said	the	King;	and	the	White	Rabbit	blew	three	blasts

on	the	trumpet,	and	called	out,	“First	witness!”
The	first	witness	was	the	Hatter.	He	came	in	with	a	teacup	in	one	hand	and	a

piece	of	bread-and-butter	 in	 the	other.	“I	beg	pardon,	your	Majesty,”	he	began,
“for	bringing	these	in;	but	I	hadn’t	quite	finished	my	tea	when	I	was	sent	for.”
“You	ought	to	have	finished,”	said	the	King.	“When	did	you	begin?”
The	Hatter	 looked	at	 the	March	Hare,	who	had	followed	him	 into	 the	court,

arm-in-arm	with	the	Dormouse.	“Fourteenth	of	March,	I	think	it	was,”	he	said.
“Fifteenth,”	said	the	March	Hare.
“Sixteenth,”	said	the	Dormouse.
“Write	that	down,”	the	King	said	to	the	jury;	and	the	jury	eagerly	wrote	down

all	three	dates	on	their	slates,	and	then	added	them	up,	and	reduced	the	answer	to
shillings	and	pence.
“Take	off	your	hat,”	the	King	said	to	the	Hatter.
“It	isn’t	mine,”	said	the	Hatter.
“Stolen!”	 the	 King	 exclaimed,	 turning	 to	 the	 jury,	 who	 instantly	 made	 a

memorandum	of	the	fact.
“I	keep	 them	 to	 sell,”	 the	Hatter	added	as	an	explanation.	“I’ve	none	of	my



own.	I’m	a	hatter.”
Here	 the	Queen	put	 on	her	 spectacles,	 and	began	 staring	hard	 at	 the	Hatter,

who	turned	pale	and	fidgeted.
“Give	your	evidence,”	said	the	King;	“and	don’t	be	nervous,	or	I’ll	have	you

executed	on	the	spot.”
This	did	not	seem	to	encourage	 the	witness	at	all:	he	kept	shifting	from	one

foot	 to	 the	 other,	 looking	uneasily	 at	 the	Queen,	 and	 in	 his	 confusion	he	 bit	 a
large	piece	out	of	his	teacup	instead	of	the	bread-and-butter.
Just	at	 this	moment	Alice	 felt	a	very	curious	sensation,	which	puzzled	her	a

good	 deal	 until	 she	 made	 out	 what	 it	 was:	 she	 was	 beginning	 to	 grow	 larger
again,	 and	 she	 thought	 at	 first	 she	 would	 get	 up	 and	 leave	 the	 court;	 but	 on
second	thoughts	she	decided	to	remain	where	she	was	as	long	as	there	was	room
for	her.
“I	wish	you	wouldn’t	squeeze	so.”	said	the	Dormouse,	who	was	sitting	next	to

her.	“I	can	hardly	breathe.”
“I	ca’n’t	help	it,”	said	Alice	very	meekly:	“I’m	growing.”
“You’ve	no	right	to	grow	here,”	said	the	Dormouse.
“Don’t	 talk	 nonsense,”	 said	 Alice	more	 boldly:	 “you	 know	 you’re	 growing

too.”
“Yes,	 but	 I	 grow	 at	 a	 reasonable	 pace,”	 said	 the	 Dormouse:	 “not	 in	 that

ridiculous	fashion.”	And	he	got	up	very	sulkily	and	crossed	over	to	the	other	side
of	the	court.
All	this	time	the	Queen	had	never	left	off	staring	at	the	Hatter,	and,	just	as	the

Dormouse	crossed	the	court,	she	said,	to	one	of	the	officers	of	the	court,	“Bring
me	 the	 list	 of	 the	 singers	 in	 the	 last	 concert!”	 on	 which	 the	 wretched	 Hatter
trembled	so,	that	he	shook	off	both	his	shoes.
“Give	your	evidence,”	the	King	repeated	angrily,	“or	I’ll	have	you	executed,

whether	you	are	nervous	or	not.”
“I’m	a	poor	man,	your	Majesty,”	the	Hatter	began,	in	a	trembling	voice,	“—

and	I	hadn’t	begun	my	tea—not	above	a	week	or	so—and	what	with	the	bread-
and-butter	getting	so	thin—and	the	twinkling	of	the	tea——”
“The	twinkling	of	what?”	said	the	King.
“It	began	with	the	tea,”	the	Hatter	replied.
“Of	course	 twinkling	begins	with	a	T!”	said	 the	King	sharply.	“Do	you	 take

me	for	a	dunce?	Go	on!”
“I’m	a	poor	man,”	the	Hatter	went	on,	“and	most	things	twinkled	after	that—

only	the	March	Hare	said——”
“I	didn’t!”	the	March	Hare	interrupted	in	a	great	hurry.
“You	did!”	said	the	Hatter.



“I	deny	it!”	said	the	March	Hare.
“He	denies	it,”	said	the	King:	“leave	out	that	part.”
“Well,	 at	 any	 rate,	 the	 Dormouse	 said——”	 the	 Hatter	 went	 on,	 looking

anxiously	 round	 to	 see	 if	 he	 would	 deny	 it	 too;	 but	 the	 Dormouse	 denied
nothing,	being	fast	asleep.
“After	that,”	continued	the	Hatter,	“I	cut	some	more	bread-and-butter——”
“But	what	did	the	Dormouse	say?”	one	of	the	jury	asked.
“That	I	ca’n’t	remember,”	said	the	Hatter.
“You	must	remember,”	remarked	the	King,	“or	I’ll	have	you	executed.”
The	miserable	Hatter	dropped	his	teacup	and	bread-and-butter,	and	went	down

on	one	knee.	“I’m	a	poor	man,	your	Majesty,”	he	began.
“You’re	a	very	poor	speaker,”	said	the	King.
Here	one	of	the	guinea-pigs	cheered,	and	was	immediately	suppressed	by	the

officers	of	the	court.	(As	that	is	rather	a	hard	word,	I	will	just	explain	to	you	how
it	 was	 done.	 They	 had	 a	 large	 canvas	 bag,	 which	 tied	 up	 at	 the	 mouth	 with
strings:	into	this	they	slipped	the	guinea-pig,	head	first,	and	then	sat	upon	it.)
“I’m	 glad	 I’ve	 seen	 that	 done,”	 thought	 Alice.	 “I’ve	 so	 often	 read	 in	 the

newspapers,	at	the	end	of	trials,	‘There	was	some	attempt	at	applause,	which	was
immediately	 suppressed	 by	 the	 officers	 of	 the	 court,’	 and	 I	 never	 understood
what	it	meant	till	now.”
“If	that’s	all	you	know	about	it,	you	may	stand	down,”	continued	the	King.
“I	can’t	go	no	lower,”	said	the	Hatter:	“I’m	on	the	floor,	as	it	is.”
“Then	you	may	sit	down,”	the	King	replied.
Here	the	other	guinea-pig	cheered,	and	was	suppressed.
“Come,	 that	 finishes	 the	guinea-pigs!”	 thought	Alice.	 “Now	we	shall	get	on

better.”
“I’d	rather	finish	my	tea,”	said	the	Hatter,	with	an	anxious	look	at	the	Queen,

who	was	reading	the	list	of	singers.
“You	may	go,”	said	the	King,	and	the	Hatter	hurriedly	left	the	court,	without

even	waiting	to	put	his	shoes	on.
“——and	 just	 take	 his	 head	 off	 outside,”	 the	 Queen	 added	 to	 one	 of	 the

officers;	but	the	Hatter	was	out	of	sight	before	the	officer	could	get	to	the	door.
“Call	the	next	witness!”	said	the	King.
The	next	witness	was	the	Duchess’s	cook.	She	carried	the	pepper-box	in	her

hand,	and	Alice	guessed	who	it	was,	even	before	she	got	 into	the	court,	by	the
way	the	people	near	the	door	began	sneezing	all	at	once.
“Give	your	evidence,”	said	the	King.
“Sha’n’t,”	said	the	cook.
The	King	 looked	 anxiously	 at	 the	White	 Rabbit,	 who	 said,	 in	 a	 low	 voice,



“Your	Majesty	must	cross-examine	this	witness.”
“Well,	 if	 I	 must,	 I	 must,”	 the	 King	 said	 with	 a	 melancholy	 air,	 and,	 after

folding	his	arms	and	frowning	at	the	cook	till	his	eyes	were	nearly	out	of	sight,
he	said,	in	a	deep	voice,	“What	are	tarts	made	of?”
“Pepper,	mostly,”	said	the	cook.
“Treacle,”	said	a	sleepy	voice	behind	her.
“Collar	 that	 Dormouse,”	 the	 Queen	 shrieked	 out.	 “Behead	 that	 Dormouse!

Turn	 that	 Dormouse	 out	 of	 court!	 Suppress	 him!	 Pinch	 him!	 Off	 with	 his
whiskers!”
For	 some	minutes	 the	whole	 court	was	 in	 confusion,	 getting	 the	Dormouse

turned	 out,	 and,	 by	 the	 time	 they	 had	 settled	 down	 again,	 the	 cook	 had
disappeared.
“Never	 mind!”	 said	 the	 King,	 with	 an	 air	 of	 great	 relief.	 “Call	 the	 next

witness.”	And,	he	added,	 in	an	under-tone	to	the	Queen,	“Really,	my	dear,	you
must	cross-examine	the	next	witness.	It	quite	makes	my	forehead	ache!”
Alice	 watched	 the	 White	 Rabbit	 as	 he	 fumbled	 over	 the	 list,	 feeling	 very

curious	to	see	what	the	next	witness	would	be	like,	“—for	they	haven’t	got	much
evidence	yet,”	she	said	to	herself.	Imagine	her	surprise,	when	the	White	Rabbit
read	out,	at	the	top	of	his	shrill	little	voice,	the	name	“Alice!”



Chapter		12	
Alice’s	Evidence
“Here!”	cried	Alice,	quite	forgetting	in	the	flurry	of	the	moment	how	large	she
had	grown	in	the	last	few	minutes,	and	she	jumped	up	in	such	a	hurry	that	she
tipped	over	the	jury-box	with	the	edge	of	her	skirt,	upsetting	all	the	jurymen	on
to	the	heads	of	the	crowd	below,	and	there	they	lay	sprawling	about,	reminding
her	 very	 much	 of	 a	 globe	 of	 gold-fish	 she	 had	 accidentally	 upset	 the	 week
before.
“Oh,	I	beg	your	pardon!”	she	exclaimed	in	a	tone	of	great	dismay,	and	began

picking	them	up	again	as	quickly	as	she	could,	for	the	accident	of	the	gold-fish
kept	 running	 in	 her	 head,	 and	 she	 had	 a	 vague	 sort	 of	 idea	 that	 they	must	 be
collected	at	once	and	put	back	into	the	jury-box,	or	they	would	die.
“The	trial	cannot	proceed,”	said	the	King,	in	a	very	grave	voice,	“until	all	the

jurymen	are	back	in	their	proper	places—all,”	he	repeated	with	great	emphasis,
looking	hard	at	Alice	as	he	said	so.
Alice	looked	at	the	jury-box,	and	saw	that,	in	her	haste,	she	had	put	the	Lizard

in	 head	 downwards,	 and	 the	 poor	 little	 thing	 was	 waving	 its	 tail	 about	 in	 a
melancholy	way,	being	quite	unable	to	move.	She	soon	got	it	out	again,	and	put
it	right;	“not	that	it	signifies	much,”	she	said	to	herself;	“I	should	think	it	would
be	quite	as	much	use	in	the	trial	one	way	up	as	the	other.”
As	soon	as	the	jury	had	a	little	recovered	from	the	shock	of	being	upset,	and

their	 slates	 and	 pencils	 had	 been	 found	 and	 handed	 back	 to	 them,	 they	 set	 to
work	very	diligently	to	write	out	a	history	of	the	accident,	all	except	the	Lizard,
who	 seemed	 too	much	 overcome	 to	 do	 anything	 but	 sit	 with	 its	 mouth	 open,
gazing	up	into	the	roof	of	the	court.
“What	do	you	know	about	this	business?”	the	King	said	to	Alice.
“Nothing,”	said	Alice.
“Nothing	whatever?”	persisted	the	King.
“Nothing	whatever,”	said	Alice.
“That’s	 very	 important,”	 the	 King	 said,	 turning	 to	 the	 jury.	 They	 were	 just

beginning	to	write	this	down	on	their	slates,	when	the	White	Rabbit	interrupted:
“Unimportant,	 your	 Majesty	 means,	 of	 course,”	 he	 said,	 in	 a	 very	 respectful
tone,	but	frowning	and	making	faces	at	him	as	he	spoke.



“Unimportant,	 of	 course,	 I	 meant,”	 the	 King	 hastily	 said,	 and	 went	 on	 to
himself	 in	 an	 under-tone,	 “important—unimportant—unimportant—important
——”	as	if	he	were	trying	which	word	sounded	best.
Some	of	the	jury	wrote	it	down	“important,”	and	some	“unimportant.”	Alice

could	see	this,	as	she	was	near	enough	to	look	over	their	slates;	“but	it	doesn’t
matter	a	bit,”	she	thought	to	herself.
At	 this	moment	 the	King,	who	had	been	for	some	 time	busily	writing	 in	his

note-book,	called	out	“Silence!”,	and	read	out	from	his	book,	“Rule	Forty-two.
All	persons	more	than	a	mile	high	to	leave	the	court.”
Everybody	looked	at	Alice.
“I’m	not	a	mile	high,”	said	Alice.
“You	are,”	said	the	King.
“Nearly	two	miles	high,”	added	the	Queen.
“Well,	I	sha’n’t	go,	at	any	rate,”	said	Alice:	“besides,	that’s	not	a	regular	rule:

you	invented	it	just	now.”
“It’s	the	oldest	rule	in	the	book,”	said	the	King.
“Then	it	ought	to	be	Number	One,”	said	Alice.
The	King	turned	pale,	and	shut	his	note-book	hastily.	“Consider	your	verdict,”

he	said	to	the	jury,	in	a	low	trembling	voice.
“There’s	more	 evidence	 to	 come	 yet,	 please	 your	Majesty,”	 said	 the	White

Rabbit,	jumping	up	in	a	great	hurry:	“this	paper	has	just	been	picked	up.”
“What’s	in	it?”	said	the	Queen.
“I	haven’t	opened	it	yet,”	said	the	White	Rabbit;	“but	it	seems	to	be	a	letter,

written	by	the	prisoner	to—to	somebody.”
“It	 must	 have	 been	 that,”	 said	 the	 King,	 “unless	 it	 was	 written	 to	 nobody,

which	isn’t	usual,	you	know.”
“Who	is	it	directed	to?”	said	one	of	the	jurymen.
“It	isn’t	directed	at	all,”	said	the	White	Rabbit:	“in	fact,	there’s	nothing	written

on	the	outside.”	He	unfolded	the	paper	as	he	spoke,	and	added	“It	isn’t	a	letter,
after	all:	it’s	a	set	of	verses.”
“Are	they	in	the	prisoner’s	handwriting?”	asked	another	of	the	jurymen.
“No,	they’re	not,”	said	the	White	Rabbit,	“and	that’s	the	queerest	thing	about

it.”	(The	jury	all	looked	puzzled.)
“He	must	have	 imitated	somebody	else’s	hand,”	said	 the	King.	 (The	 jury	all

brightened	up	again.)
“Please	your	Majesty,”	said	the	Knave,	“I	didn’t	write	it,	and	they	ca’n’t	prove

that	I	did:	there’s	no	name	signed	at	the	end.”
“If	you	didn’t	sign	it,”	said	the	King,	“that	only	makes	the	matter	worse.	You

must	have	meant	 some	mischief,	or	 else	you’d	have	 signed	your	name	 like	an



honest	man.”
There	was	 a	 general	 clapping	 of	 hands	 at	 this:	 it	was	 the	 first	 really	 clever

thing	the	King	had	said	that	day.
“That	proves	his	guilt,	of	course,”	said	the	Queen:	“so,	off	with——.”
“It	 doesn’t	 prove	 anything	 of	 the	 sort!”	 said	 Alice.	 “Why,	 you	 don’t	 even

know	what	they’re	about!”
“Read	them,”	said	the	King.
The	White	 Rabbit	 put	 on	 his	 spectacles.	 “Where	 shall	 I	 begin,	 please	 your

Majesty?”	he	asked.
“Begin	 at	 the	 beginning,”	 the	 King	 said,	 very	 gravely,	 “and	 go	 on	 till	 you

come	to	the	end:	then	stop.”
There	was	dead	 silence	 in	 the	 court,	whilst	 the	White	Rabbit	 read	out	 these

verses:—
“They	told	me	you	had	been	to	her,
And	mentioned	me	to	him:
She	gave	me	a	good	character,
But	said	I	could	not	swim.
He	sent	them	word	I	had	not	gone
(We	know	it	to	be	true):
If	she	should	push	the	matter	on,
What	would	become	of	you?
I	gave	her	one,	they	gave	him	two,
You	gave	us	three	or	more;
They	all	returned	from	him	to	you,
Though	they	were	mine	before.
If	I	or	she	should	chance	to	be
Involved	in	this	affair,
He	trusts	to	you	to	set	them	free,
Exactly	as	we	were.
My	notion	was	that	you	had	been
(Before	she	had	this	fit)
An	obstacle	that	came	between
Him,	and	ourselves,	and	it.
Don’t	let	him	know	she	liked	them	best,
For	this	must	ever	be
A	secret,	kept	from	all	the	rest,
Between	yourself	and	me.”
“That’s	the	most	important	piece	of	evidence	we’ve	heard	yet,”	said	the	King,

rubbing	his	hands;	“so	now	let	the	jury——”



“If	any	one	of	them	can	explain	it,”	said	Alice,	(she	had	grown	so	large	in	the
last	few	minutes	that	she	wasn't	a	bit	afraid	of	interrupting	him,)	“I’ll	give	him
sixpence.	I	don't	believe	there’s	an	atom	of	meaning	in	it.”
The	jury	all	wrote	down,	on	their	slates,	“She	doesn’t	believe	there’s	an	atom

of	meaning	in	it,”	but	none	of	them	attempted	to	explain	the	paper.
“If	there’s	no	meaning	in	it,”	said	the	King,	“that	saves	a	world	of	trouble,	you

know,	 as	 we	 needn’t	 try	 to	 find	 any.	 And	 yet	 I	 don’t	 know,”	 he	 went	 on,
spreading	out	the	verses	on	his	knee,	and	looking	at	them	with	one	eye;	“I	seem
to	see	some	meaning	in	them,	after	all.	‘—said	I	could	not	swim—’	you	ca’n’t
swim,	can	you?”	he	added,	turning	to	the	Knave.
The	 Knave	 shook	 his	 head	 sadly.	 “Do	 I	 look	 like	 it?”	 he	 said.	 (Which	 he

certainly	did	not,	being	made	entirely	of	cardboard.)
“All	right,	so	far,”	said	the	King;	and	he	went	on	muttering	over	the	verses	to

himself:	 “‘We	 know	 it	 to	 be	 true’—that’s	 the	 jury,	 of	 course—‘If	 she	 should
push	the	matter	on’—that	must	be	the	Queen—‘What	would	become	of	you?’—
What,	indeed!—‘I	gave	her	one,	they	gave	him	two’—why,	that	must	be	what	he
did	with	the	tarts,	you	know——”
“But	it	goes	on	‘they	all	returned	from	him	to	you,’”	said	Alice.
“Why,	there	they	are!”	said	the	King	triumphantly,	pointing	to	the	tarts	on	the

table.	“Nothing	can	be	clearer	than	that.	Then	again—‘before	she	had	this	fit’—
you	never	had	fits,	my	dear,	I	think?”	he	said	to	the	Queen.
“Never!”	said	the	Queen,	furiously,	throwing	an	inkstand	at	the	Lizard	as	she

spoke.	 (The	 unfortunate	 little	 Bill	 had	 left	 off	 writing	 on	 his	 slate	 with	 one
finger,	as	he	found	it	made	no	mark;	but	he	now	hastily	began	again,	using	the
ink,	that	was	trickling	down	his	face,	as	long	as	it	lasted.)
“Then	the	words	don’t	fit	you,”	said	the	King,	looking	round	the	court	with	a

smile.	There	was	a	dead	silence.
“It’s	a	pun!”	 the	King	added	 in	an	angry	 tone,	and	everybody	 laughed.	“Let

the	jury	consider	their	verdict,”	the	King	said,	for	about	the	twentieth	time	that
day.
“No,	no!”	said	the	Queen.	“Sentence	first—verdict	afterwards.”
“Stuff	 and	 nonsense!”	 said	 Alice	 loudly.	 “The	 idea	 of	 having	 the	 sentence

first!”
“Hold	your	tongue!”	said	the	Queen,	turning	purple.
“I	wo’n’t!”	said	Alice.
“Off	 with	 her	 head!”	 the	 Queen	 shouted	 at	 the	 top	 of	 her	 voice.	 Nobody

moved.
“Who	cares	for	you?”	said	Alice	(she	had	grown	to	her	full	size	by	this	time).

“You’re	nothing	but	a	pack	of	cards!”



At	this	the	whole	pack	rose	up	into	the	air,	and	came	flying	down	upon	her;
she	gave	a	little	scream,	half	of	fright	and	half	of	anger,	and	tried	to	beat	them
off,	and	found	herself	 lying	on	the	bank,	with	her	head	in	 the	 lap	of	her	sister,
who	was	gently	brushing	away	some	dead	leaves	that	had	fluttered	down	from
the	trees	upon	her	face.
“Wake	up,	Alice	dear!”	said	her	sister;	“Why,	what	a	long	sleep	you’ve	had!”
“Oh,	 I’ve	had	such	a	curious	dream!”	said	Alice.	And	she	 told	her	sister,	as

well	as	she	could	remember	them,	all	these	strange	Adventures	of	hers	that	you
have	just	been	reading	about;	and,	when	she	had	finished,	her	sister	kissed	her,
and	said,	“It	was	a	curious	dream,	dear,	certainly;	but	now	run	in	to	your	tea:	it’s
getting	 late.”	So	Alice	 got	 up	 and	 ran	off,	 thinking	while	 she	 ran,	 as	well	 she
might,	what	a	wonderful	dream	it	had	been.
But	 her	 sister	 sat	 still	 just	 as	 she	 left	 her,	 leaning	 her	 head	 on	 her	 hand,

watching	 the	 setting	 sun,	 and	 thinking	 of	 little	 Alice	 and	 all	 her	 wonderful
Adventures,	till	she	too	began	dreaming	after	a	fashion,	and	this	was	her	dream:
—
First,	 she	dreamed	about	 little	Alice	herself:	once	again	 the	 tiny	hands	were

clasped	upon	her	knee,	and	the	bright	eager	eyes	were	looking	up	into	hers—she
could	hear	the	very	tones	of	her	voice,	and	see	that	queer	little	toss	of	her	head	to
keep	back	the	wandering	hair	that	would	always	get	into	her	eyes—and	still	as
she	 listened,	or	 seemed	 to	 listen,	 the	whole	place	around	her	became	alive	 the
strange	creatures	of	her	little	sister’s	dream.
The	 long	 grass	 rustled	 at	 her	 feet	 as	 the	 White	 Rabbit	 hurried	 by—the

frightened	Mouse	 splashed	his	way	 through	 the	 neighbouring	pool—she	 could
hear	 the	 rattle	 of	 the	 teacups	 as	 the	March	 Hare	 and	 his	 friends	 shared	 their
never-ending	meal,	and	the	shrill	voice	of	the	Queen	ordering	off	her	unfortunate
guests	 to	 execution—once	 more	 the	 pig-baby	 was	 sneezing	 on	 the	 Duchess’s
knee,	while	 plates	 and	 dishes	 crashed	 around	 it—once	more	 the	 shriek	 of	 the
Gryphon,	 the	 squeaking	 of	 the	 Lizard’s	 slate-pencil,	 and	 the	 choking	 of	 the
suppressed	 guinea-pigs,	 filled	 the	 air,	 mixed	 up	 with	 the	 distant	 sob	 of	 the
miserable	Mock	Turtle.
So	 she	 sat	 on,	 with	 closed	 eyes,	 and	 half	 believed	 herself	 in	 Wonderland,

though	she	knew	she	had	but	to	open	them	again,	and	all	would	change	to	dull
reality—the	grass	would	be	only	rustling	in	the	wind,	and	the	pool	rippling	to	the
waving	of	the	reeds—the	rattling	teacups	would	change	to	tinkling	sheep-bells,
and	the	Queen’s	shrill	cries	to	the	voice	of	the	shepherd	boy—and	the	sneeze	of
the	baby,	the	shriek	of	the	Gryphon,	and	all	the	other	queer	noises,	would	change
(she	knew)	to	the	confused	clamour	of	the	busy	farm-yard—while	the	lowing	of
the	cattle	in	the	distance	would	take	the	place	of	the	Mock	Turtle’s	heavy	sobs.



Lastly,	she	pictured	to	herself	how	this	same	little	sister	of	hers	would,	in	the
after-time,	be	herself	a	grown	woman;	and	how	she	would	keep,	through	all	her
riper	 years,	 the	 simple	 and	 loving	 heart	 of	 her	 childhood;	 and	 how	 she	would
gather	about	her	other	little	children,	and	make	their	eyes	bright	and	eager	with
many	a	 strange	 tale,	perhaps	even	with	 the	dream	of	Wonderland	of	 long	ago;
and	how	she	would	feel	with	all	their	simple	sorrows,	and	find	a	pleasure	in	all
their	simple	joys,	remembering	her	own	child-life,	and	the	happy	summer	days.



THE	WONDERFUL	WIZARD	OF	OZ
Lyman	Frank	Baum



Introduction

Folklore,	 legends,	 myths	 and	 fairy	 tales	 have	 followed	 childhood	 through	 the
ages,	 for	 every	 healthy	 youngster	 has	 a	 wholesome	 and	 instinctive	 love	 for
stories	fantastic,	marvelous	and	manifestly	unreal.	The	winged	fairies	of	Grimm
and	 Andersen	 have	 brought	 more	 happiness	 to	 childish	 hearts	 than	 all	 other
human	creations.
Yet	the	old	time	fairy	tale,	having	served	for	generations,	may	now	be	classed

as	 "historical"	 in	 the	 children's	 library;	 for	 the	 time	 has	 come	 for	 a	 series	 of
newer	 "wonder	 tales"	 in	 which	 the	 stereotyped	 genie,	 dwarf	 and	 fairy	 are
eliminated,	together	with	all	the	horrible	and	blood-curdling	incidents	devised	by
their	authors	to	point	a	fearsome	moral	to	each	tale.	Modern	education	includes
morality;	therefore	the	modern	child	seeks	only	entertainment	in	its	wonder	tales
and	gladly	dispenses	with	all	disagreeable	incident.
Having	this	thought	in	mind,	the	story	of	"The	Wonderful	Wizard	of	Oz"	was

written	solely	to	please	children	of	today.	It	aspires	to	being	a	modernized	fairy
tale,	 in	 which	 the	 wonderment	 and	 joy	 are	 retained	 and	 the	 heartaches	 and
nightmares	are	left	out.
L.	Frank	Baum
Chicago,	April,	1900.



Chapter		1
The	Cyclone
Dorothy	lived	in	the	midst	of	the	great	Kansas	prairies,	with	Uncle	Henry,	who
was	a	farmer,	and	Aunt	Em,	who	was	the	farmer's	wife.	Their	house	was	small,
for	 the	 lumber	 to	build	 it	had	 to	be	carried	by	wagon	many	miles.	There	were
four	walls,	a	floor	and	a	roof,	which	made	one	room;	and	this	room	contained	a
rusty	looking	cookstove,	a	cupboard	for	the	dishes,	a	table,	three	or	four	chairs,
and	 the	 beds.	 Uncle	 Henry	 and	 Aunt	 Em	 had	 a	 big	 bed	 in	 one	 corner,	 and
Dorothy	a	little	bed	in	another	corner.	There	was	no	garret	at	all,	and	no	cellar—
except	a	small	hole	dug	in	the	ground,	called	a	cyclone	cellar,	where	the	family
could	go	 in	 case	one	of	 those	great	whirlwinds	 arose,	mighty	 enough	 to	 crush
any	building	in	its	path.	It	was	reached	by	a	trap	door	in	the	middle	of	the	floor,
from	which	a	ladder	led	down	into	the	small,	dark	hole.
When	Dorothy	stood	in	the	doorway	and	looked	around,	she	could	see	nothing

but	the	great	gray	prairie	on	every	side.	Not	a	tree	nor	a	house	broke	the	broad
sweep	of	 flat	country	 that	 reached	 to	 the	edge	of	 the	sky	 in	all	directions.	The
sun	 had	 baked	 the	 plowed	 land	 into	 a	 gray	 mass,	 with	 little	 cracks	 running
through	it.	Even	the	grass	was	not	green,	for	the	sun	had	burned	the	tops	of	the
long	blades	until	they	were	the	same	gray	color	to	be	seen	everywhere.	Once	the
house	had	been	painted,	but	 the	sun	blistered	 the	paint	and	 the	rains	washed	 it
away,	and	now	the	house	was	as	dull	and	gray	as	everything	else.
When	Aunt	Em	came	there	to	live	she	was	a	young,	pretty	wife.	The	sun	and

wind	had	changed	her,	 too.	They	had	 taken	 the	 sparkle	 from	her	 eyes	 and	 left
them	 a	 sober	 gray;	 they	 had	 taken	 the	 red	 from	her	 cheeks	 and	 lips,	 and	 they
were	gray	also.	She	was	thin	and	gaunt,	and	never	smiled	now.	When	Dorothy,
who	 was	 an	 orphan,	 first	 came	 to	 her,	 Aunt	 Em	 had	 been	 so	 startled	 by	 the
child's	 laughter	 that	 she	 would	 scream	 and	 press	 her	 hand	 upon	 her	 heart
whenever	 Dorothy's	 merry	 voice	 reached	 her	 ears;	 and	 she	 still	 looked	 at	 the
little	girl	with	wonder	that	she	could	find	anything	to	laugh	at.
Uncle	Henry	never	laughed.	He	worked	hard	from	morning	till	night	and	did

not	 know	what	 joy	 was.	 He	 was	 gray	 also,	 from	 his	 long	 beard	 to	 his	 rough
boots,	and	he	looked	stern	and	solemn,	and	rarely	spoke.
It	was	Toto	that	made	Dorothy	laugh,	and	saved	her	from	growing	as	gray	as



her	other	surroundings.	Toto	was	not	gray;	he	was	a	little	black	dog,	with	long
silky	hair	and	small	black	eyes	that	twinkled	merrily	on	either	side	of	his	funny,
wee	nose.	Toto	played	all	day	long,	and	Dorothy	played	with	him,	and	loved	him
dearly.
Today,	 however,	 they	were	 not	 playing.	Uncle	Henry	 sat	 upon	 the	 doorstep

and	 looked	 anxiously	 at	 the	 sky,	 which	 was	 even	 grayer	 than	 usual.	 Dorothy
stood	in	the	door	with	Toto	in	her	arms,	and	looked	at	the	sky	too.	Aunt	Em	was
washing	the	dishes.
From	the	far	north	 they	heard	a	 low	wail	of	 the	wind,	and	Uncle	Henry	and

Dorothy	 could	 see	 where	 the	 long	 grass	 bowed	 in	 waves	 before	 the	 coming
storm.	There	now	came	a	sharp	whistling	in	the	air	from	the	south,	and	as	they
turned	 their	 eyes	 that	 way	 they	 saw	 ripples	 in	 the	 grass	 coming	 from	 that
direction	also.
Suddenly	Uncle	Henry	stood	up.
"There's	a	cyclone	coming,	Em,"	he	called	to	his	wife.	"I'll	go	look	after	the

stock."	Then	he	ran	toward	the	sheds	where	the	cows	and	horses	were	kept.
Aunt	Em	dropped	her	work	and	came	to	the	door.	One	glance	told	her	of	the

danger	close	at	hand.
"Quick,	Dorothy!"	she	screamed.	"Run	for	the	cellar!"
Toto	jumped	out	of	Dorothy's	arms	and	hid	under	the	bed,	and	the	girl	started

to	get	him.	Aunt	Em,	badly	frightened,	threw	open	the	trap	door	in	the	floor	and
climbed	down	the	ladder	 into	 the	small,	dark	hole.	Dorothy	caught	Toto	at	 last
and	 started	 to	 follow	 her	 aunt.	When	 she	 was	 halfway	 across	 the	 room	 there
came	a	great	shriek	from	the	wind,	and	the	house	shook	so	hard	that	she	lost	her
footing	and	sat	down	suddenly	upon	the	floor.
Then	a	strange	thing	happened.
The	house	whirled	around	two	or	three	times	and	rose	slowly	through	the	air.

Dorothy	felt	as	if	she	were	going	up	in	a	balloon.
The	north	and	south	winds	met	where	the	house	stood,	and	made	it	the	exact

center	of	the	cyclone.	In	the	middle	of	a	cyclone	the	air	is	generally	still,	but	the
great	 pressure	 of	 the	wind	 on	 every	 side	 of	 the	 house	 raised	 it	 up	 higher	 and
higher,	until	it	was	at	the	very	top	of	the	cyclone;	and	there	it	remained	and	was
carried	miles	and	miles	away	as	easily	as	you	could	carry	a	feather.
It	was	very	dark,	and	the	wind	howled	horribly	around	her,	but	Dorothy	found

she	was	riding	quite	easily.	After	the	first	few	whirls	around,	and	one	other	time
when	the	house	tipped	badly,	she	felt	as	if	she	were	being	rocked	gently,	like	a
baby	in	a	cradle.
Toto	 did	 not	 like	 it.	 He	 ran	 about	 the	 room,	 now	 here,	 now	 there,	 barking

loudly;	 but	Dorothy	 sat	 quite	 still	 on	 the	 floor	 and	waited	 to	 see	what	would



happen.
Once	Toto	got	too	near	the	open	trap	door,	and	fell	in;	and	at	first	the	little	girl

thought	she	had	lost	him.	But	soon	she	saw	one	of	his	ears	sticking	up	through
the	hole,	for	the	strong	pressure	of	the	air	was	keeping	him	up	so	that	he	could
not	fall.	She	crept	to	the	hole,	caught	Toto	by	the	ear,	and	dragged	him	into	the
room	 again,	 afterward	 closing	 the	 trap	 door	 so	 that	 no	 more	 accidents	 could
happen.
Hour	after	hour	passed	away,	and	slowly	Dorothy	got	over	her	fright;	but	she

felt	 quite	 lonely,	 and	 the	wind	 shrieked	 so	 loudly	all	 about	her	 that	 she	nearly
became	deaf.	At	first	she	had	wondered	if	she	would	be	dashed	to	pieces	when
the	house	fell	again;	but	as	the	hours	passed	and	nothing	terrible	happened,	she
stopped	worrying	 and	 resolved	 to	 wait	 calmly	 and	 see	what	 the	 future	 would
bring.	At	last	she	crawled	over	the	swaying	floor	to	her	bed,	and	lay	down	upon
it;	and	Toto	followed	and	lay	down	beside	her.
In	spite	of	the	swaying	of	the	house	and	the	wailing	of	the	wind,	Dorothy	soon

closed	her	eyes	and	fell	fast	asleep.



Chapter		2
The	Council	with	the	Munchkins
She	was	 awakened	 by	 a	 shock,	 so	 sudden	 and	 severe	 that	 if	Dorothy	 had	 not
been	lying	on	the	soft	bed	she	might	have	been	hurt.	As	it	was,	the	jar	made	her
catch	her	breath	and	wonder	what	had	happened;	and	Toto	put	his	cold	little	nose
into	her	face	and	whined	dismally.	Dorothy	sat	up	and	noticed	that	the	house	was
not	 moving;	 nor	 was	 it	 dark,	 for	 the	 bright	 sunshine	 came	 in	 at	 the	 window,
flooding	the	little	room.	She	sprang	from	her	bed	and	with	Toto	at	her	heels	ran
and	opened	the	door.
The	 little	 girl	 gave	 a	 cry	 of	 amazement	 and	 looked	 about	 her,	 her	 eyes

growing	bigger	and	bigger	at	the	wonderful	sights	she	saw.
The	cyclone	had	set	the	house	down	very	gently—for	a	cyclone—in	the	midst

of	a	country	of	marvelous	beauty.	There	were	lovely	patches	of	greensward	all
about,	 with	 stately	 trees	 bearing	 rich	 and	 luscious	 fruits.	 Banks	 of	 gorgeous
flowers	were	on	every	hand,	and	birds	with	rare	and	brilliant	plumage	sang	and
fluttered	in	the	trees	and	bushes.	A	little	way	off	was	a	small	brook,	rushing	and
sparkling	along	between	green	banks,	and	murmuring	in	a	voice	very	grateful	to
a	little	girl	who	had	lived	so	long	on	the	dry,	gray	prairies.
While	 she	 stood	 looking	 eagerly	 at	 the	 strange	 and	 beautiful	 sights,	 she

noticed	 coming	 toward	 her	 a	 group	 of	 the	 queerest	 people	 she	 had	 ever	 seen.
They	were	not	as	big	as	the	grown	folk	she	had	always	been	used	to;	but	neither
were	they	very	small.	In	fact,	they	seemed	about	as	tall	as	Dorothy,	who	was	a
well-grown	child	for	her	age,	although	they	were,	so	far	as	looks	go,	many	years
older.
Three	were	men	 and	 one	 a	woman,	 and	 all	were	 oddly	 dressed.	They	wore

round	hats	 that	 rose	 to	 a	 small	 point	 a	 foot	 above	 their	 heads,	with	 little	 bells
around	the	brims	that	tinkled	sweetly	as	they	moved.	The	hats	of	the	men	were
blue;	the	little	woman's	hat	was	white,	and	she	wore	a	white	gown	that	hung	in
pleats	from	her	shoulders.	Over	it	were	sprinkled	little	stars	that	glistened	in	the
sun	 like	 diamonds.	 The	men	were	 dressed	 in	 blue,	 of	 the	 same	 shade	 as	 their
hats,	and	wore	well-polished	boots	with	a	deep	roll	of	blue	at	the	tops.	The	men,
Dorothy	thought,	were	about	as	old	as	Uncle	Henry,	for	two	of	them	had	beards.
But	 the	 little	 woman	 was	 doubtless	 much	 older.	 Her	 face	 was	 covered	 with



wrinkles,	her	hair	was	nearly	white,	and	she	walked	rather	stiffly.
When	 these	people	drew	near	 the	house	where	Dorothy	was	 standing	 in	 the

doorway,	 they	 paused	 and	 whispered	 among	 themselves,	 as	 if	 afraid	 to	 come
farther.	But	 the	 little	 old	woman	walked	 up	 to	Dorothy,	made	 a	 low	 bow	 and
said,	in	a	sweet	voice:
"You	are	welcome,	most	noble	Sorceress,	 to	 the	 land	of	 the	Munchkins.	We

are	 so	grateful	 to	you	 for	having	killed	 the	Wicked	Witch	of	 the	East,	 and	 for
setting	our	people	free	from	bondage."
Dorothy	 listened	 to	 this	 speech	 with	 wonder.	What	 could	 the	 little	 woman

possibly	mean	by	calling	her	a	sorceress,	and	saying	she	had	killed	the	Wicked
Witch	of	the	East?	Dorothy	was	an	innocent,	harmless	little	girl,	who	had	been
carried	by	a	cyclone	many	miles	from	home;	and	she	had	never	killed	anything
in	all	her	life.
But	the	little	woman	evidently	expected	her	to	answer;	so	Dorothy	said,	with

hesitation,	"You	are	very	kind,	but	there	must	be	some	mistake.	I	have	not	killed
anything."
"Your	 house	 did,	 anyway,"	 replied	 the	 little	 old	woman,	with	 a	 laugh,	 "and

that	is	the	same	thing.	See!"	she	continued,	pointing	to	the	corner	of	the	house.
"There	are	her	two	feet,	still	sticking	out	from	under	a	block	of	wood."
Dorothy	 looked,	and	gave	a	 little	cry	of	 fright.	There,	 indeed,	 just	under	 the

corner	of	the	great	beam	the	house	rested	on,	two	feet	were	sticking	out,	shod	in
silver	shoes	with	pointed	toes.
"Oh,	dear!	Oh,	dear!"	 cried	Dorothy,	 clasping	her	hands	 together	 in	dismay.

"The	house	must	have	fallen	on	her.	Whatever	shall	we	do?"
"There	is	nothing	to	be	done,"	said	the	little	woman	calmly.
"But	who	was	she?"	asked	Dorothy.
"She	was	the	Wicked	Witch	of	the	East,	as	I	said,"	answered	the	little	woman.

"She	has	held	all	the	Munchkins	in	bondage	for	many	years,	making	them	slave
for	her	night	and	day.	Now	they	are	all	set	free,	and	are	grateful	to	you	for	the
favor."
"Who	are	the	Munchkins?"	inquired	Dorothy.
"They	are	the	people	who	live	in	this	land	of	the	East	where	the	Wicked	Witch

ruled."
"Are	you	a	Munchkin?"	asked	Dorothy.
"No,	but	I	am	their	friend,	although	I	live	in	the	land	of	the	North.	When	they

saw	the	Witch	of	the	East	was	dead	the	Munchkins	sent	a	swift	messenger	to	me,
and	I	came	at	once.	I	am	the	Witch	of	the	North."
"Oh,	gracious!"	cried	Dorothy.	"Are	you	a	real	witch?"
"Yes,	 indeed,"	 answered	 the	 little	woman.	 "But	 I	 am	 a	 good	witch,	 and	 the



people	love	me.	I	am	not	as	powerful	as	the	Wicked	Witch	was	who	ruled	here,
or	I	should	have	set	the	people	free	myself."
"But	I	thought	all	witches	were	wicked,"	said	the	girl,	who	was	half	frightened

at	 facing	 a	 real	 witch.	 "Oh,	 no,	 that	 is	 a	 great	mistake.	 There	were	 only	 four
witches	in	all	the	Land	of	Oz,	and	two	of	them,	those	who	live	in	the	North	and
the	South,	are	good	witches.	I	know	this	is	true,	for	I	am	one	of	them	myself,	and
cannot	 be	mistaken.	 Those	who	 dwelt	 in	 the	 East	 and	 the	West	were,	 indeed,
wicked	 witches;	 but	 now	 that	 you	 have	 killed	 one	 of	 them,	 there	 is	 but	 one
Wicked	Witch	in	all	the	Land	of	Oz—the	one	who	lives	in	the	West."
"But,"	said	Dorothy,	after	a	moment's	thought,	"Aunt	Em	has	told	me	that	the

witches	were	all	dead—years	and	years	ago."
"Who	is	Aunt	Em?"	inquired	the	little	old	woman.
"She	is	my	aunt	who	lives	in	Kansas,	where	I	came	from."
The	Witch	of	the	North	seemed	to	think	for	a	time,	with	her	head	bowed	and

her	eyes	upon	the	ground.	Then	she	looked	up	and	said,	"I	do	not	know	where
Kansas	is,	for	I	have	never	heard	that	country	mentioned	before.	But	tell	me,	is	it
a	civilized	country?"
"Oh,	yes,"	replied	Dorothy.
"Then	 that	 accounts	 for	 it.	 In	 the	 civilized	 countries	 I	 believe	 there	 are	 no

witches	left,	nor	wizards,	nor	sorceresses,	nor	magicians.	But,	you	see,	the	Land
of	Oz	has	never	been	civilized,	for	we	are	cut	off	from	all	the	rest	of	the	world.
Therefore	we	still	have	witches	and	wizards	amongst	us."
"Who	are	the	wizards?"	asked	Dorothy.
"Oz	himself	is	the	Great	Wizard,"	answered	the	Witch,	sinking	her	voice	to	a

whisper.	 "He	 is	more	powerful	 than	 all	 the	 rest	 of	 us	 together.	He	 lives	 in	 the
City	of	Emeralds."
Dorothy	was	going	to	ask	another	question,	but	just	then	the	Munchkins,	who

had	been	standing	silently	by,	gave	a	loud	shout	and	pointed	to	the	corner	of	the
house	where	the	Wicked	Witch	had	been	lying.
"What	is	it?"	asked	the	little	old	woman,	and	looked,	and	began	to	laugh.	The

feet	 of	 the	 dead	Witch	 had	 disappeared	 entirely,	 and	 nothing	was	 left	 but	 the
silver	shoes.
"She	was	so	old,"	explained	the	Witch	of	the	North,	"that	she	dried	up	quickly

in	the	sun.	That	 is	 the	end	of	her.	But	the	silver	shoes	are	yours,	and	you	shall
have	 them	 to	 wear."	 She	 reached	 down	 and	 picked	 up	 the	 shoes,	 and	 after
shaking	the	dust	out	of	them	handed	them	to	Dorothy.
"The	 Witch	 of	 the	 East	 was	 proud	 of	 those	 silver	 shoes,"	 said	 one	 of	 the

Munchkins,	 "and	 there	 is	 some	 charm	connected	with	 them;	 but	what	 it	 is	we
never	knew."



Dorothy	carried	the	shoes	into	the	house	and	placed	them	on	the	table.	Then
she	came	out	again	to	the	Munchkins	and	said:
"I	am	anxious	to	get	back	to	my	aunt	and	uncle,	for	I	am	sure	they	will	worry

about	me.	Can	you	help	me	find	my	way?"
The	Munchkins	and	the	Witch	first	looked	at	one	another,	and	then	at	Dorothy,

and	then	shook	their	heads.
"At	 the	East,	not	 far	 from	here,"	 said	one,	 "there	 is	a	great	desert,	and	none

could	live	to	cross	it."
"It	is	the	same	at	the	South,"	said	another,	"for	I	have	been	there	and	seen	it.

The	South	is	the	country	of	the	Quadlings."
"I	 am	 told,"	 said	 the	 third	 man,	 "that	 it	 is	 the	 same	 at	 the	West.	 And	 that

country,	where	the	Winkies	live,	is	ruled	by	the	Wicked	Witch	of	the	West,	who
would	make	you	her	slave	if	you	passed	her	way."
"The	North	is	my	home,"	said	the	old	lady,	"and	at	its	edge	is	the	same	great

desert	that	surrounds	this	Land	of	Oz.	I'm	afraid,	my	dear,	you	will	have	to	live
with	us."
Dorothy	 began	 to	 sob	 at	 this,	 for	 she	 felt	 lonely	 among	 all	 these	 strange

people.	 Her	 tears	 seemed	 to	 grieve	 the	 kind-hearted	 Munchkins,	 for	 they
immediately	 took	 out	 their	 handkerchiefs	 and	 began	 to	 weep	 also.	 As	 for	 the
little	old	woman,	she	took	off	her	cap	and	balanced	the	point	on	the	end	of	her
nose,	while	 she	 counted	 "One,	 two,	 three"	 in	 a	 solemn	voice.	At	once	 the	 cap
changed	to	a	slate,	on	which	was	written	in	big,	white	chalk	marks:
"LET	DOROTHY	GO	TO	THE	CITY	OF	EMERALDS"
The	little	old	woman	took	the	slate	from	her	nose,	and	having	read	the	words

on	it,	asked,	"Is	your	name	Dorothy,	my	dear?"
"Yes,"	answered	the	child,	looking	up	and	drying	her	tears.
"Then	you	must	go	to	the	City	of	Emeralds.	Perhaps	Oz	will	help	you."
"Where	is	this	city?"	asked	Dorothy.
"It	is	exactly	in	the	center	of	the	country,	and	is	ruled	by	Oz,	the	Great	Wizard

I	told	you	of."
"Is	he	a	good	man?"	inquired	the	girl	anxiously.
"He	 is	 a	 good	Wizard.	Whether	 he	 is	 a	man	or	 not	 I	 cannot	 tell,	 for	 I	 have

never	seen	him."
"How	can	I	get	there?"	asked	Dorothy.
"You	must	 walk.	 It	 is	 a	 long	 journey,	 through	 a	 country	 that	 is	 sometimes

pleasant	and	sometimes	dark	and	terrible.	However,	I	will	use	all	the	magic	arts	I
know	of	to	keep	you	from	harm."
"Won't	you	go	with	me?"	pleaded	 the	girl,	who	had	begun	 to	 look	upon	 the

little	old	woman	as	her	only	friend.



"No,	I	cannot	do	that,"	she	replied,	"but	I	will	give	you	my	kiss,	and	no	one
will	dare	injure	a	person	who	has	been	kissed	by	the	Witch	of	the	North."
She	came	close	to	Dorothy	and	kissed	her	gently	on	the	forehead.	Where	her

lips	touched	the	girl	they	left	a	round,	shining	mark,	as	Dorothy	found	out	soon
after.
"The	road	to	the	City	of	Emeralds	is	paved	with	yellow	brick,"	said	the	Witch,

"so	you	cannot	miss	it.	When	you	get	to	Oz	do	not	be	afraid	of	him,	but	tell	your
story	and	ask	him	to	help	you.	Good-bye,	my	dear."
The	 three	Munchkins	 bowed	 low	 to	 her	 and	wished	 her	 a	 pleasant	 journey,

after	 which	 they	 walked	 away	 through	 the	 trees.	 The	 Witch	 gave	 Dorothy	 a
friendly	little	nod,	whirled	around	on	her	 left	heel	 three	times,	and	straightway
disappeared,	 much	 to	 the	 surprise	 of	 little	 Toto,	 who	 barked	 after	 her	 loudly
enough	when	she	had	gone,	because	he	had	been	afraid	even	to	growl	while	she
stood	by.
But	Dorothy,	knowing	her	to	be	a	witch,	had	expected	her	to	disappear	in	just

that	way,	and	was	not	surprised	in	the	least.



Chapter		3
How	Dorothy	Saved	the	Scarecrow
When	 Dorothy	 was	 left	 alone	 she	 began	 to	 feel	 hungry.	 So	 she	 went	 to	 the
cupboard	 and	 cut	 herself	 some	 bread,	which	 she	 spread	with	 butter.	 She	 gave
some	 to	Toto,	 and	 taking	a	pail	 from	 the	 shelf	 she	carried	 it	down	 to	 the	 little
brook	 and	 filled	 it	 with	 clear,	 sparkling	water.	 Toto	 ran	 over	 to	 the	 trees	 and
began	to	bark	at	the	birds	sitting	there.	Dorothy	went	to	get	him,	and	saw	such
delicious	fruit	hanging	from	the	branches	that	she	gathered	some	of	it,	finding	it
just	what	she	wanted	to	help	out	her	breakfast.
Then	 she	went	 back	 to	 the	 house,	 and	 having	 helped	 herself	 and	 Toto	 to	 a

good	drink	of	the	cool,	clear	water,	she	set	about	making	ready	for	the	journey	to
the	City	of	Emeralds.
Dorothy	 had	 only	 one	 other	 dress,	 but	 that	 happened	 to	 be	 clean	 and	 was

hanging	on	a	peg	beside	her	bed.	It	was	gingham,	with	checks	of	white	and	blue;
and	although	 the	blue	was	 somewhat	 faded	with	many	washings,	 it	was	 still	 a
pretty	 frock.	 The	 girl	 washed	 herself	 carefully,	 dressed	 herself	 in	 the	 clean
gingham,	and	tied	her	pink	sunbonnet	on	her	head.	She	took	a	little	basket	and
filled	 it	with	bread	 from	the	cupboard,	 laying	a	white	cloth	over	 the	 top.	Then
she	looked	down	at	her	feet	and	noticed	how	old	and	worn	her	shoes	were.
"They	 surely	 will	 never	 do	 for	 a	 long	 journey,	 Toto,"	 she	 said.	 And	 Toto

looked	up	into	her	face	with	his	little	black	eyes	and	wagged	his	tail	to	show	he
knew	what	she	meant.
At	 that	 moment	 Dorothy	 saw	 lying	 on	 the	 table	 the	 silver	 shoes	 that	 had

belonged	to	the	Witch	of	the	East.
"I	wonder	if	they	will	fit	me,"	she	said	to	Toto.	"They	would	be	just	the	thing

to	take	a	long	walk	in,	for	they	could	not	wear	out."
She	took	off	her	old	leather	shoes	and	tried	on	the	silver	ones,	which	fitted	her

as	well	as	if	they	had	been	made	for	her.
Finally	she	picked	up	her	basket.
"Come	along,	Toto,"	 she	 said.	 "We	will	 go	 to	 the	Emerald	City	 and	ask	 the

Great	Oz	how	to	get	back	to	Kansas	again."
She	closed	the	door,	locked	it,	and	put	the	key	carefully	in	the	pocket	of	her

dress.	And	 so,	with	 Toto	 trotting	 along	 soberly	 behind	 her,	 she	 started	 on	 her



journey.
There	were	several	roads	near	by,	but	it	did	not	take	her	long	to	find	the	one

paved	with	yellow	bricks.	Within	a	 short	 time	she	was	walking	briskly	 toward
the	Emerald	City,	her	silver	shoes	tinkling	merrily	on	the	hard,	yellow	road-bed.
The	sun	shone	bright	and	the	birds	sang	sweetly,	and	Dorothy	did	not	feel	nearly
so	bad	 as	 you	might	 think	 a	 little	 girl	would	who	had	been	 suddenly	whisked
away	from	her	own	country	and	set	down	in	the	midst	of	a	strange	land.
She	was	 surprised,	 as	 she	walked	 along,	 to	 see	 how	 pretty	 the	 country	was

about	her.	There	were	neat	fences	at	the	sides	of	the	road,	painted	a	dainty	blue
color,	 and	 beyond	 them	 were	 fields	 of	 grain	 and	 vegetables	 in	 abundance.
Evidently	the	Munchkins	were	good	farmers	and	able	to	raise	large	crops.	Once
in	a	while	she	would	pass	a	house,	and	the	people	came	out	to	look	at	her	and
bow	 low	 as	 she	 went	 by;	 for	 everyone	 knew	 she	 had	 been	 the	 means	 of
destroying	the	Wicked	Witch	and	setting	them	free	from	bondage.	The	houses	of
the	 Munchkins	 were	 odd-looking	 dwellings,	 for	 each	 was	 round,	 with	 a	 big
dome	for	a	roof.	All	were	painted	blue,	for	in	this	country	of	the	East	blue	was
the	favorite	color.
Toward	 evening,	when	Dorothy	was	 tired	with	 her	 long	walk	 and	 began	 to

wonder	where	she	should	pass	the	night,	she	came	to	a	house	rather	larger	than
the	rest.	On	the	green	lawn	before	it	many	men	and	women	were	dancing.	Five
little	 fiddlers	 played	 as	 loudly	 as	 possible,	 and	 the	 people	 were	 laughing	 and
singing,	while	a	big	table	near	by	was	loaded	with	delicious	fruits	and	nuts,	pies
and	cakes,	and	many	other	good	things	to	eat.
The	people	greeted	Dorothy	kindly,	and	invited	her	to	supper	and	to	pass	the

night	with	 them;	for	 this	was	 the	home	of	one	of	 the	richest	Munchkins	 in	 the
land,	and	his	friends	were	gathered	with	him	to	celebrate	their	freedom	from	the
bondage	of	the	Wicked	Witch.
Dorothy	 ate	 a	 hearty	 supper	 and	 was	 waited	 upon	 by	 the	 rich	 Munchkin

himself,	 whose	 name	 was	 Boq.	 Then	 she	 sat	 upon	 a	 settee	 and	 watched	 the
people	dance.
When	Boq	saw	her	silver	shoes	he	said,	"You	must	be	a	great	sorceress."
"Why?"	asked	the	girl.
"Because	you	wear	 silver	 shoes	and	have	killed	 the	Wicked	Witch.	Besides,

you	have	white	in	your	frock,	and	only	witches	and	sorceresses	wear	white."
"My	 dress	 is	 blue	 and	 white	 checked,"	 said	 Dorothy,	 smoothing	 out	 the

wrinkles	in	it.
"It	is	kind	of	you	to	wear	that,"	said	Boq.	"Blue	is	the	color	of	the	Munchkins,

and	white	is	the	witch	color.	So	we	know	you	are	a	friendly	witch."
Dorothy	did	not	know	what	to	say	to	this,	for	all	the	people	seemed	to	think



her	a	witch,	and	she	knew	very	well	she	was	only	an	ordinary	little	girl	who	had
come	by	the	chance	of	a	cyclone	into	a	strange	land.
When	she	had	tired	watching	the	dancing,	Boq	led	her	into	the	house,	where

he	gave	her	a	room	with	a	pretty	bed	in	it.	The	sheets	were	made	of	blue	cloth,
and	Dorothy	slept	soundly	in	them	till	morning,	with	Toto	curled	up	on	the	blue
rug	beside	her.
She	 ate	 a	 hearty	 breakfast,	 and	watched	 a	wee	Munchkin	baby,	who	played

with	 Toto	 and	 pulled	 his	 tail	 and	 crowed	 and	 laughed	 in	 a	 way	 that	 greatly
amused	Dorothy.	Toto	was	a	fine	curiosity	to	all	the	people,	for	they	had	never
seen	a	dog	before.
"How	far	is	it	to	the	Emerald	City?"	the	girl	asked.
"I	 do	 not	 know,"	 answered	Boq	 gravely,	 "for	 I	 have	 never	 been	 there.	 It	 is

better	for	people	to	keep	away	from	Oz,	unless	they	have	business	with	him.	But
it	is	a	long	way	to	the	Emerald	City,	and	it	will	take	you	many	days.	The	country
here	is	rich	and	pleasant,	but	you	must	pass	through	rough	and	dangerous	places
before	you	reach	the	end	of	your	journey."
This	worried	Dorothy	a	little,	but	she	knew	that	only	the	Great	Oz	could	help

her	get	to	Kansas	again,	so	she	bravely	resolved	not	to	turn	back.
She	 bade	 her	 friends	 good-bye,	 and	 again	 started	 along	 the	 road	 of	 yellow

brick.	When	she	had	gone	several	miles	she	thought	she	would	stop	to	rest,	and
so	 climbed	 to	 the	 top	of	 the	 fence	beside	 the	 road	 and	 sat	 down.	There	was	 a
great	cornfield	beyond	the	fence,	and	not	far	away	she	saw	a	Scarecrow,	placed
high	on	a	pole	to	keep	the	birds	from	the	ripe	corn.
Dorothy	 leaned	 her	 chin	 upon	 her	 hand	 and	 gazed	 thoughtfully	 at	 the

Scarecrow.	 Its	 head	was	 a	 small	 sack	 stuffed	with	 straw,	with	 eyes,	 nose,	 and
mouth	 painted	 on	 it	 to	 represent	 a	 face.	 An	 old,	 pointed	 blue	 hat,	 that	 had
belonged	to	some	Munchkin,	was	perched	on	his	head,	and	the	rest	of	the	figure
was	 a	 blue	 suit	 of	 clothes,	worn	 and	 faded,	which	 had	 also	 been	 stuffed	with
straw.	On	the	feet	were	some	old	boots	with	blue	tops,	such	as	every	man	wore
in	 this	country,	and	the	figure	was	raised	above	the	stalks	of	corn	by	means	of
the	pole	stuck	up	its	back.
While	 Dorothy	 was	 looking	 earnestly	 into	 the	 queer,	 painted	 face	 of	 the

Scarecrow,	 she	 was	 surprised	 to	 see	 one	 of	 the	 eyes	 slowly	 wink	 at	 her.	 She
thought	 she	 must	 have	 been	 mistaken	 at	 first,	 for	 none	 of	 the	 scarecrows	 in
Kansas	ever	wink;	but	presently	 the	figure	nodded	 its	head	 to	her	 in	a	friendly
way.	Then	she	climbed	down	from	the	fence	and	walked	up	to	it,	while	Toto	ran
around	the	pole	and	barked.
"Good	day,"	said	the	Scarecrow,	in	a	rather	husky	voice.
"Did	you	speak?"	asked	the	girl,	in	wonder.



"Certainly,"	answered	the	Scarecrow.	"How	do	you	do?"
"I'm	pretty	well,	thank	you,"	replied	Dorothy	politely.	"How	do	you	do?"
"I'm	not	feeling	well,"	said	the	Scarecrow,	with	a	smile,	"for	it	is	very	tedious

being	perched	up	here	night	and	day	to	scare	away	crows."
"Can't	you	get	down?"	asked	Dorothy.
"No,	for	this	pole	is	stuck	up	my	back.	If	you	will	please	take	away	the	pole	I

shall	be	greatly	obliged	to	you."
Dorothy	 reached	 up	 both	 arms	 and	 lifted	 the	 figure	 off	 the	 pole,	 for,	 being

stuffed	with	straw,	it	was	quite	light.
"Thank	you	very	much,"	said	the	Scarecrow,	when	he	had	been	set	down	on

the	ground.	"I	feel	like	a	new	man."
Dorothy	was	puzzled	at	this,	for	it	sounded	queer	to	hear	a	stuffed	man	speak,

and	to	see	him	bow	and	walk	along	beside	her.
"Who	 are	 you?"	 asked	 the	 Scarecrow	 when	 he	 had	 stretched	 himself	 and

yawned.	"And	where	are	you	going?"
"My	name	is	Dorothy,"	said	the	girl,	"and	I	am	going	to	the	Emerald	City,	to

ask	the	Great	Oz	to	send	me	back	to	Kansas."
"Where	is	the	Emerald	City?"	he	inquired.	"And	who	is	Oz?"
"Why,	don't	you	know?"	she	returned,	in	surprise.
"No,	indeed.	I	don't	know	anything.	You	see,	I	am	stuffed,	so	I	have	no	brains

at	all,"	he	answered	sadly.
"Oh,"	said	Dorothy,	"I'm	awfully	sorry	for	you."
"Do	you	think,"	he	asked,	"if	I	go	to	the	Emerald	City	with	you,	that	Oz	would

give	me	some	brains?"
"I	cannot	 tell,"	she	returned,	"but	you	may	come	with	me,	 if	you	 like.	 If	Oz

will	not	give	you	any	brains	you	will	be	no	worse	off	than	you	are	now."
"That	 is	 true,"	said	 the	Scarecrow.	"You	see,"	he	continued	confidentially,	"I

don't	mind	my	legs	and	arms	and	body	being	stuffed,	because	I	cannot	get	hurt.
If	anyone	treads	on	my	toes	or	sticks	a	pin	into	me,	it	doesn't	matter,	for	I	can't
feel	it.	But	I	do	not	want	people	to	call	me	a	fool,	and	if	my	head	stays	stuffed
with	straw	instead	of	with	brains,	as	yours	is,	how	am	I	ever	to	know	anything?"
"I	understand	how	you	feel,"	said	the	little	girl,	who	was	truly	sorry	for	him.

"If	you	will	come	with	me	I'll	ask	Oz	to	do	all	he	can	for	you."
"Thank	you,"	he	answered	gratefully.
They	walked	back	 to	 the	road.	Dorothy	helped	him	over	 the	fence,	and	 they

started	along	the	path	of	yellow	brick	for	the	Emerald	City.
Toto	 did	 not	 like	 this	 addition	 to	 the	 party	 at	 first.	 He	 smelled	 around	 the

stuffed	man	as	if	he	suspected	there	might	be	a	nest	of	rats	in	the	straw,	and	he
often	growled	in	an	unfriendly	way	at	the	Scarecrow.



"Don't	mind	Toto,"	said	Dorothy	to	her	new	friend.	"He	never	bites."
"Oh,	I'm	not	afraid,"	replied	the	Scarecrow.	"He	can't	hurt	the	straw.	Do	let	me

carry	that	basket	for	you.	I	shall	not	mind	it,	 for	I	can't	get	 tired.	I'll	 tell	you	a
secret,"	he	continued,	as	he	walked	along.	"There	is	only	one	thing	in	the	world	I
am	afraid	of."
"What	is	that?"	asked	Dorothy;	"the	Munchkin	farmer	who	made	you?"
"No,"	answered	the	Scarecrow;	"it's	a	lighted	match."



Chapter		4
The	Road	Through	the	Forest
After	a	few	hours	the	road	began	to	be	rough,	and	the	walking	grew	so	difficult
that	the	Scarecrow	often	stumbled	over	the	yellow	bricks,	which	were	here	very
uneven.	 Sometimes,	 indeed,	 they	 were	 broken	 or	 missing	 altogether,	 leaving
holes	 that	 Toto	 jumped	 across	 and	 Dorothy	 walked	 around.	 As	 for	 the
Scarecrow,	having	no	brains,	he	walked	straight	ahead,	and	so	stepped	into	the
holes	and	fell	at	full	length	on	the	hard	bricks.	It	never	hurt	him,	however,	and
Dorothy	would	pick	him	up	and	set	him	upon	his	feet	again,	while	he	joined	her
in	laughing	merrily	at	his	own	mishap.
The	farms	were	not	nearly	so	well	cared	 for	here	as	 they	were	 farther	back.

There	 were	 fewer	 houses	 and	 fewer	 fruit	 trees,	 and	 the	 farther	 they	 went	 the
more	dismal	and	lonesome	the	country	became.
At	 noon	 they	 sat	 down	 by	 the	 roadside,	 near	 a	 little	 brook,	 and	 Dorothy

opened	her	basket	and	got	out	some	bread.	She	offered	a	piece	to	the	Scarecrow,
but	he	refused.
"I	am	never	hungry,"	he	said,	"and	it	is	a	lucky	thing	I	am	not,	for	my	mouth	is

only	painted,	and	if	I	should	cut	a	hole	in	it	so	I	could	eat,	the	straw	I	am	stuffed
with	would	come	out,	and	that	would	spoil	the	shape	of	my	head."
Dorothy	saw	at	once	that	this	was	true,	so	she	only	nodded	and	went	on	eating

her	bread.
"Tell	me	something	about	yourself	and	the	country	you	came	from,"	said	the

Scarecrow,	when	she	had	finished	her	dinner.	So	she	told	him	all	about	Kansas,
and	how	gray	everything	was	there,	and	how	the	cyclone	had	carried	her	to	this
queer	Land	of	Oz.
The	 Scarecrow	 listened	 carefully,	 and	 said,	 "I	 cannot	 understand	 why	 you

should	wish	to	leave	this	beautiful	country	and	go	back	to	the	dry,	gray	place	you
call	Kansas."
"That	 is	 because	 you	 have	 no	 brains"	 answered	 the	 girl.	 "No	 matter	 how

dreary	and	gray	our	homes	are,	we	people	of	flesh	and	blood	would	rather	live
there	 than	 in	 any	 other	 country,	 be	 it	 ever	 so	 beautiful.	 There	 is	 no	 place	 like
home."
The	Scarecrow	sighed.



"Of	course	I	cannot	understand	it,"	he	said.	"If	your	heads	were	stuffed	with
straw,	 like	mine,	 you	would	probably	 all	 live	 in	 the	beautiful	 places,	 and	 then
Kansas	 would	 have	 no	 people	 at	 all.	 It	 is	 fortunate	 for	 Kansas	 that	 you	 have
brains."
"Won't	you	tell	me	a	story,	while	we	are	resting?"	asked	the	child.
The	Scarecrow	looked	at	her	reproachfully,	and	answered:
"My	 life	 has	 been	 so	 short	 that	 I	 really	 know	nothing	whatever.	 I	was	 only

made	day	before	yesterday.	What	happened	in	 the	world	before	 that	 time	is	all
unknown	to	me.	Luckily,	when	the	farmer	made	my	head,	one	of	the	first	things
he	 did	 was	 to	 paint	 my	 ears,	 so	 that	 I	 heard	 what	 was	 going	 on.	 There	 was
another	Munchkin	with	him,	and	 the	 first	 thing	 I	heard	was	 the	 farmer	saying,
`How	do	you	like	those	ears?'
"`They	aren't	straight,'"	answered	the	other.
"`Never	mind,'"	 said	 the	 farmer.	 "`They	 are	 ears	 just	 the	 same,'"	which	was

true	enough.
"`Now	I'll	make	the	eyes,'"	said	the	farmer.	So	he	painted	my	right	eye,	and	as

soon	as	it	was	finished	I	found	myself	looking	at	him	and	at	everything	around
me	with	a	great	deal	of	curiosity,	for	this	was	my	first	glimpse	of	the	world.
"`That's	a	rather	pretty	eye,'"	remarked	the	Munchkin	who	was	watching	the

farmer.	"`Blue	paint	is	just	the	color	for	eyes.'
"`I	 think	 I'll	make	 the	 other	 a	 little	 bigger,'"	 said	 the	 farmer.	And	when	 the

second	 eye	was	 done	 I	 could	 see	much	 better	 than	 before.	 Then	 he	made	my
nose	and	my	mouth.	But	I	did	not	speak,	because	at	that	time	I	didn't	know	what
a	mouth	was	 for.	 I	had	 the	 fun	of	watching	 them	make	my	body	and	my	arms
and	 legs;	 and	when	 they	 fastened	 on	my	 head,	 at	 last,	 I	 felt	 very	 proud,	 for	 I
thought	I	was	just	as	good	a	man	as	anyone.
"`This	fellow	will	scare	the	crows	fast	enough,'	said	the	farmer.	`He	looks	just

like	a	man.'
"`Why,	he	is	a	man,'	said	the	other,	and	I	quite	agreed	with	him.	The	farmer

carried	me	under	his	arm	to	 the	cornfield,	and	set	me	up	on	a	 tall	stick,	where
you	found	me.	He	and	his	friend	soon	after	walked	away	and	left	me	alone.
"I	did	not	like	to	be	deserted	this	way.	So	I	tried	to	walk	after	them.	But	my

feet	would	not	touch	the	ground,	and	I	was	forced	to	stay	on	that	pole.	It	was	a
lonely	life	to	lead,	for	I	had	nothing	to	think	of,	having	been	made	such	a	little
while	before.	Many	crows	and	other	birds	flew	into	the	cornfield,	but	as	soon	as
they	saw	me	they	flew	away	again,	thinking	I	was	a	Munchkin;	and	this	pleased
me	and	made	me	 feel	 that	 I	was	quite	 an	 important	 person.	By	and	by	 an	old
crow	 flew	 near	 me,	 and	 after	 looking	 at	 me	 carefully	 he	 perched	 upon	 my
shoulder	and	said:



"`I	wonder	if	that	farmer	thought	to	fool	me	in	this	clumsy	manner.	Any	crow
of	sense	could	see	that	you	are	only	stuffed	with	straw.'	Then	he	hopped	down	at
my	 feet	 and	 ate	 all	 the	 corn	 he	 wanted.	 The	 other	 birds,	 seeing	 he	 was	 not
harmed	by	me,	came	to	eat	the	corn	too,	so	in	a	short	time	there	was	a	great	flock
of	them	about	me.
"I	felt	sad	at	this,	for	it	showed	I	was	not	such	a	good	Scarecrow	after	all;	but

the	 old	 crow	 comforted	me,	 saying,	 `If	 you	 only	 had	 brains	 in	 your	 head	 you
would	be	as	good	a	man	as	any	of	 them,	and	a	better	man	than	some	of	 them.
Brains	are	the	only	things	worth	having	in	this	world,	no	matter	whether	one	is	a
crow	or	a	man.'
"After	the	crows	had	gone	I	thought	this	over,	and	decided	I	would	try	hard	to

get	some	brains.	By	good	luck	you	came	along	and	pulled	me	off	the	stake,	and
from	what	you	say	I	am	sure	the	Great	Oz	will	give	me	brains	as	soon	as	we	get
to	the	Emerald	City."
"I	hope	so,"	said	Dorothy	earnestly,	"since	you	seem	anxious	to	have	them."
"Oh,	yes;	I	am	anxious,"	returned	the	Scarecrow.	"It	is	such	an	uncomfortable

feeling	to	know	one	is	a	fool."
"Well,"	said	the	girl,	"let	us	go."	And	she	handed	the	basket	to	the	Scarecrow.
There	were	no	fences	at	all	by	the	roadside	now,	and	the	land	was	rough	and

untilled.	Toward	evening	they	came	to	a	great	forest,	where	the	trees	grew	so	big
and	close	together	that	their	branches	met	over	the	road	of	yellow	brick.	It	was
almost	 dark	 under	 the	 trees,	 for	 the	 branches	 shut	 out	 the	 daylight;	 but	 the
travelers	did	not	stop,	and	went	on	into	the	forest.
"If	 this	 road	 goes	 in,	 it	 must	 come	 out,"	 said	 the	 Scarecrow,	 "and	 as	 the

Emerald	City	is	at	the	other	end	of	the	road,	we	must	go	wherever	it	leads	us."
"Anyone	would	know	that,"	said	Dorothy.
"Certainly;	 that	 is	 why	 I	 know	 it,"	 returned	 the	 Scarecrow.	 "If	 it	 required

brains	to	figure	it	out,	I	never	should	have	said	it."
After	an	hour	or	so	the	light	faded	away,	and	they	found	themselves	stumbling

along	 in	 the	 darkness.	Dorothy	 could	 not	 see	 at	 all,	 but	 Toto	 could,	 for	 some
dogs	see	very	well	in	the	dark;	and	the	Scarecrow	declared	he	could	see	as	well
as	by	day.	So	she	took	hold	of	his	arm	and	managed	to	get	along	fairly	well.
"If	you	see	any	house,	or	any	place	where	we	can	pass	 the	night,"	 she	said,

"you	must	tell	me;	for	it	is	very	uncomfortable	walking	in	the	dark."
Soon	after	the	Scarecrow	stopped.
"I	see	a	little	cottage	at	the	right	of	us,"	he	said,	"built	of	logs	and	branches.

Shall	we	go	there?"
"Yes,	indeed,"	answered	the	child.	"I	am	all	tired	out."
So	the	Scarecrow	led	her	through	the	trees	until	they	reached	the	cottage,	and



Dorothy	entered	and	found	a	bed	of	dried	leaves	in	one	corner.	She	lay	down	at
once,	and	with	Toto	beside	her	soon	fell	into	a	sound	sleep.	The	Scarecrow,	who
was	never	 tired,	 stood	up	 in	another	corner	and	waited	patiently	until	morning
came.



Chapter		5
The	Rescue	of	the	Tin	Woodman
When	Dorothy	awoke	the	sun	was	shining	through	the	trees	and	Toto	had	long
been	out	chasing	birds	around	him	and	squirrels.	She	sat	up	and	looked	around
her.	Scarecrow,	still	standing	patiently	in	his	corner,	waiting	for	her.
"We	must	go	and	search	for	water,"	she	said	to	him.
"Why	do	you	want	water?"	he	asked.
"To	wash	my	 face	 clean	 after	 the	 dust	 of	 the	 road,	 and	 to	 drink,	 so	 the	 dry

bread	will	not	stick	in	my	throat."
"It	 must	 be	 inconvenient	 to	 be	 made	 of	 flesh,"	 said	 the	 Scarecrow

thoughtfully,	"for	you	must	sleep,	and	eat	and	drink.	However,	you	have	brains,
and	it	is	worth	a	lot	of	bother	to	be	able	to	think	properly."
They	 left	 the	 cottage	 and	walked	 through	 the	 trees	 until	 they	 found	 a	 little

spring	of	clear	water,	where	Dorothy	drank	and	bathed	and	ate	her	breakfast.	She
saw	 there	was	not	much	bread	 left	 in	 the	basket,	and	 the	girl	was	 thankful	 the
Scarecrow	did	not	have	to	eat	anything,	for	there	was	scarcely	enough	for	herself
and	Toto	for	the	day.
When	 she	 had	 finished	 her	meal,	 and	was	 about	 to	 go	 back	 to	 the	 road	 of

yellow	brick,	she	was	startled	to	hear	a	deep	groan	near	by.
"What	was	that?"	she	asked	timidly.
"I	cannot	imagine,"	replied	the	Scarecrow;	"but	we	can	go	and	see."
Just	 then	 another	 groan	 reached	 their	 ears,	 and	 the	 sound	 seemed	 to	 come

from	behind	them.	They	turned	and	walked	through	the	forest	a	few	steps,	when
Dorothy	discovered	something	shining	in	a	ray	of	sunshine	that	fell	between	the
trees.	She	ran	to	the	place	and	then	stopped	short,	with	a	little	cry	of	surprise.
One	of	the	big	trees	had	been	partly	chopped	through,	and	standing	beside	it,

with	an	uplifted	axe	in	his	hands,	was	a	man	made	entirely	of	tin.	His	head	and
arms	and	legs	were	jointed	upon	his	body,	but	he	stood	perfectly	motionless,	as
if	he	could	not	stir	at	all.
Dorothy	 looked	at	him	 in	amazement,	and	so	did	 the	Scarecrow,	while	Toto

barked	sharply	and	made	a	snap	at	the	tin	legs,	which	hurt	his	teeth.
"Did	you	groan?"	asked	Dorothy.
"Yes,"	answered	the	tin	man,	"I	did.	I've	been	groaning	for	more	than	a	year,



and	no	one	has	ever	heard	me	before	or	come	to	help	me."
"What	can	I	do	for	you?"	she	 inquired	softly,	 for	she	was	moved	by	 the	sad

voice	in	which	the	man	spoke.
"Get	an	oil-can	and	oil	my	joints,"	he	answered.	"They	are	rusted	so	badly	that

I	cannot	move	them	at	all;	if	I	am	well	oiled	I	shall	soon	be	all	right	again.	You
will	find	an	oil-can	on	a	shelf	in	my	cottage."
Dorothy	at	once	 ran	back	 to	 the	cottage	and	found	 the	oil-can,	and	 then	she

returned	and	asked	anxiously,	"Where	are	your	joints?"
"Oil	my	neck,	first,"	replied	the	Tin	Woodman.	So	she	oiled	it,	and	as	it	was

quite	badly	rusted	the	Scarecrow	took	hold	of	the	tin	head	and	moved	it	gently
from	side	to	side	until	it	worked	freely,	and	then	the	man	could	turn	it	himself.
"Now	oil	 the	 joints	 in	my	 arms,"	 he	 said.	And	Dorothy	 oiled	 them	 and	 the

Scarecrow	bent	them	carefully	until	they	were	quite	free	from	rust	and	as	good
as	new.
The	Tin	Woodman	gave	a	sigh	of	satisfaction	and	lowered	his	axe,	which	he

leaned	against	the	tree.
"This	is	a	great	comfort,"	he	said.	"I	have	been	holding	that	axe	in	the	air	ever

since	I	rusted,	and	I'm	glad	to	be	able	to	put	it	down	at	last.	Now,	if	you	will	oil
the	joints	of	my	legs,	I	shall	be	all	right	once	more."
So	they	oiled	his	legs	until	he	could	move	them	freely;	and	he	thanked	them

again	and	again	 for	his	 release,	 for	he	 seemed	a	very	polite	creature,	 and	very
grateful.
"I	might	have	stood	there	always	if	you	had	not	come	along,"	he	said;	"so	you

have	certainly	saved	my	life.	How	did	you	happen	to	be	here?"
"We	are	on	our	way	to	the	Emerald	City	to	see	the	Great	Oz,"	she	answered,

"and	we	stopped	at	your	cottage	to	pass	the	night."
"Why	do	you	wish	to	see	Oz?"	he	asked.
"I	want	him	to	send	me	back	to	Kansas,	and	the	Scarecrow	wants	him	to	put	a

few	brains	into	his	head,"	she	replied.
The	Tin	Woodman	appeared	to	think	deeply	for	a	moment.	Then	he	said:
"Do	you	suppose	Oz	could	give	me	a	heart?"
"Why,	 I	 guess	 so,"	 Dorothy	 answered.	 "It	 would	 be	 as	 easy	 as	 to	 give	 the

Scarecrow	brains."
"True,"	 the	 Tin	Woodman	 returned.	 "So,	 if	 you	will	 allow	me	 to	 join	 your

party,	I	will	also	go	to	the	Emerald	City	and	ask	Oz	to	help	me."
"Come	along,"	said	the	Scarecrow	heartily,	and	Dorothy	added	that	she	would

be	pleased	 to	have	his	 company.	So	 the	Tin	Woodman	shouldered	his	 axe	and
they	all	passed	through	the	forest	until	they	came	to	the	road	that	was	paved	with
yellow	brick.



The	Tin	Woodman	had	asked	Dorothy	to	put	the	oil-can	in	her	basket.	"For,"
he	said,	"if	I	should	get	caught	in	the	rain,	and	rust	again,	I	would	need	the	oil-
can	badly."
It	was	a	bit	of	good	 luck	 to	have	 their	new	comrade	 join	 the	party,	 for	soon

after	they	had	begun	their	journey	again	they	came	to	a	place	where	the	trees	and
branches	grew	so	 thick	over	 the	 road	 that	 the	 travelers	could	not	pass.	But	 the
Tin	Woodman	set	to	work	with	his	axe	and	chopped	so	well	that	soon	he	cleared
a	passage	for	the	entire	party.
Dorothy	was	thinking	so	earnestly	as	they	walked	along	that	she	did	not	notice

when	the	Scarecrow	stumbled	into	a	hole	and	rolled	over	to	the	side	of	the	road.
Indeed	he	was	obliged	to	call	to	her	to	help	him	up	again.
"Why	didn't	you	walk	around	the	hole?"	asked	the	Tin	Woodman.
"I	don't	know	enough,"	replied	the	Scarecrow	cheerfully.	"My	head	is	stuffed

with	 straw,	 you	know,	 and	 that	 is	why	 I	 am	going	 to	Oz	 to	 ask	him	 for	 some
brains."
"Oh,	 I	 see,"	 said	 the	 Tin	Woodman.	 "But,	 after	 all,	 brains	 are	 not	 the	 best

things	in	the	world."
"Have	you	any?"	inquired	the	Scarecrow.
"No,	 my	 head	 is	 quite	 empty,"	 answered	 the	 Woodman.	 "But	 once	 I	 had

brains,	and	a	heart	also;	so,	having	tried	them	both,	I	should	much	rather	have	a
heart."
"And	why	is	that?"	asked	the	Scarecrow.
"I	will	tell	you	my	story,	and	then	you	will	know."
So,	while	 they	were	walking	 through	 the	 forest,	 the	 Tin	Woodman	 told	 the

following	story:
"I	was	born	the	son	of	a	woodman	who	chopped	down	trees	in	the	forest	and

sold	the	wood	for	a	living.	When	I	grew	up,	I	too	became	a	woodchopper,	and
after	my	father	died	I	 took	care	of	my	old	mother	as	 long	as	she	 lived.	Then	I
made	up	my	mind	that	instead	of	living	alone	I	would	marry,	so	that	I	might	not
become	lonely.
"There	was	one	of	the	Munchkin	girls	who	was	so	beautiful	that	I	soon	grew

to	love	her	with	all	my	heart.	She,	on	her	part,	promised	to	marry	me	as	soon	as	I
could	earn	enough	money	to	build	a	better	house	for	her;	so	I	set	to	work	harder
than	ever.	But	the	girl	lived	with	an	old	woman	who	did	not	want	her	to	marry
anyone,	 for	 she	was	so	 lazy	she	wished	 the	girl	 to	 remain	with	her	and	do	 the
cooking	and	the	housework.	So	the	old	woman	went	to	the	Wicked	Witch	of	the
East,	and	promised	her	two	sheep	and	a	cow	if	she	would	prevent	the	marriage.
Thereupon	the	Wicked	Witch	enchanted	my	axe,	and	when	I	was	chopping	away
at	my	best	one	day,	for	I	was	anxious	to	get	the	new	house	and	my	wife	as	soon



as	possible,	the	axe	slipped	all	at	once	and	cut	off	my	left	leg.
"This	at	first	seemed	a	great	misfortune,	for	I	knew	a	one-legged	man	could

not	do	very	well	as	a	wood-chopper.	So	I	went	to	a	tinsmith	and	had	him	make
me	a	new	leg	out	of	tin.	The	leg	worked	very	well,	once	I	was	used	to	it.	But	my
action	 angered	 the	 Wicked	 Witch	 of	 the	 East,	 for	 she	 had	 promised	 the	 old
woman	 I	 should	 not	marry	 the	 pretty	Munchkin	 girl.	When	 I	 began	 chopping
again,	my	axe	slipped	and	cut	off	my	right	leg.	Again	I	went	to	the	tinsmith,	and
again	he	made	me	a	leg	out	of	tin.	After	this	the	enchanted	axe	cut	off	my	arms,
one	after	the	other;	but,	nothing	daunted,	I	had	them	replaced	with	tin	ones.	The
Wicked	Witch	then	made	the	axe	slip	and	cut	off	my	head,	and	at	first	I	thought
that	was	the	end	of	me.	But	the	tinsmith	happened	to	come	along,	and	he	made
me	a	new	head	out	of	tin.
"I	thought	I	had	beaten	the	Wicked	Witch	then,	and	I	worked	harder	than	ever;

but	I	little	knew	how	cruel	my	enemy	could	be.	She	thought	of	a	new	way	to	kill
my	love	for	the	beautiful	Munchkin	maiden,	and	made	my	axe	slip	again,	so	that
it	 cut	 right	 through	 my	 body,	 splitting	 me	 into	 two	 halves.	 Once	 more	 the
tinsmith	came	to	my	help	and	made	me	a	body	of	tin,	fastening	my	tin	arms	and
legs	and	head	to	it,	by	means	of	joints,	so	that	I	could	move	around	as	well	as
ever.	But,	alas!	I	had	now	no	heart,	so	that	I	lost	all	my	love	for	the	Munchkin
girl,	and	did	not	care	whether	I	married	her	or	not.	 I	suppose	she	 is	still	 living
with	the	old	woman,	waiting	for	me	to	come	after	her.
"My	body	shone	so	brightly	in	the	sun	that	I	felt	very	proud	of	it	and	it	did	not

matter	now	if	my	axe	slipped,	for	it	could	not	cut	me.	There	was	only	one	danger
—that	my	joints	would	rust;	but	I	kept	an	oil-can	in	my	cottage	and	took	care	to
oil	myself	whenever	I	needed	it.	However,	there	came	a	day	when	I	forgot	to	do
this,	and,	being	caught	in	a	rainstorm,	before	I	 thought	of	the	danger	my	joints
had	rusted,	and	I	was	left	to	stand	in	the	woods	until	you	came	to	help	me.	It	was
a	terrible	thing	to	undergo,	but	during	the	year	I	stood	there	I	had	time	to	think
that	the	greatest	loss	I	had	known	was	the	loss	of	my	heart.	While	I	was	in	love	I
was	the	happiest	man	on	earth;	but	no	one	can	love	who	has	not	a	heart,	and	so	I
am	resolved	to	ask	Oz	to	give	me	one.	If	he	does,	I	will	go	back	to	the	Munchkin
maiden	and	marry	her."
Both	Dorothy	and	the	Scarecrow	had	been	greatly	interested	in	the	story	of	the

Tin	Woodman,	and	now	they	knew	why	he	was	so	anxious	to	get	a	new	heart.
"All	the	same,"	said	the	Scarecrow,	"I	shall	ask	for	brains	instead	of	a	heart;

for	a	fool	would	not	know	what	to	do	with	a	heart	if	he	had	one."
"I	shall	 take	 the	heart,"	 returned	 the	Tin	Woodman;	"for	brains	do	not	make

one	happy,	and	happiness	is	the	best	thing	in	the	world."
Dorothy	did	not	say	anything,	for	she	was	puzzled	to	know	which	of	her	two



friends	was	right,	and	she	decided	if	she	could	only	get	back	to	Kansas	and	Aunt
Em,	 it	 did	 not	 matter	 so	 much	 whether	 the	Woodman	 had	 no	 brains	 and	 the
Scarecrow	no	heart,	or	each	got	what	he	wanted.
What	worried	her	most	was	that	the	bread	was	nearly	gone,	and	another	meal

for	herself	and	Toto	would	empty	 the	basket.	To	be	sure	neither	 the	Woodman
nor	the	Scarecrow	ever	ate	anything,	but	she	was	not	made	of	tin	nor	straw,	and
could	not	live	unless	she	was	fed.



Chapter		6
The	Cowardly	Lion
All	 this	 time	Dorothy	and	her	companions	had	been	walking	 through	 the	 thick
woods.	The	road	was	still	paved	with	yellow	brick,	but	these	were	much	covered
by	dried	branches	and	dead	leaves	from	the	trees,	and	the	walking	was	not	at	all
good.
There	were	few	birds	in	this	part	of	the	forest,	for	birds	love	the	open	country

where	 there	 is	 plenty	of	 sunshine.	But	now	and	 then	 there	 came	a	deep	growl
from	 some	wild	 animal	 hidden	 among	 the	 trees.	 These	 sounds	made	 the	 little
girl's	heart	beat	fast,	for	she	did	not	know	what	made	them;	but	Toto	knew,	and
he	walked	close	to	Dorothy's	side,	and	did	not	even	bark	in	return.
"How	long	will	it	be,"	the	child	asked	of	the	Tin	Woodman,	"before	we	are	out

of	the	forest?"
"I	 cannot	 tell,"	was	 the	 answer,	 "for	 I	have	never	been	 to	 the	Emerald	City.

But	my	 father	went	 there	 once,	when	 I	was	 a	 boy,	 and	 he	 said	 it	 was	 a	 long
journey	 through	 a	 dangerous	 country,	 although	 nearer	 to	 the	 city	 where	 Oz
dwells	the	country	is	beautiful.	But	I	am	not	afraid	so	long	as	I	have	my	oil-can,
and	nothing	can	hurt	the	Scarecrow,	while	you	bear	upon	your	forehead	the	mark
of	the	Good	Witch's	kiss,	and	that	will	protect	you	from	harm."
"But	Toto!"	said	the	girl	anxiously.	"What	will	protect	him?"
"We	must	protect	him	ourselves	if	he	is	in	danger,"	replied	the	Tin	Woodman.
Just	 as	 he	 spoke	 there	 came	 from	 the	 forest	 a	 terrible	 roar,	 and	 the	 next

moment	a	great	Lion	bounded	into	the	road.	With	one	blow	of	his	paw	he	sent
the	Scarecrow	spinning	over	and	over	to	the	edge	of	the	road,	and	then	he	struck
at	 the	Tin	Woodman	with	his	sharp	claws.	But,	 to	the	Lion's	surprise,	he	could
make	no	impression	on	the	tin,	although	the	Woodman	fell	over	in	the	road	and
lay	still.
Little	Toto,	now	that	he	had	an	enemy	to	face,	 ran	barking	 toward	 the	Lion,

and	the	great	beast	had	opened	his	mouth	to	bite	the	dog,	when	Dorothy,	fearing
Toto	would	 be	 killed,	 and	 heedless	 of	 danger,	 rushed	 forward	 and	 slapped	 the
Lion	upon	his	nose	as	hard	as	she	could,	while	she	cried	out:
"Don't	you	dare	to	bite	Toto!	You	ought	to	be	ashamed	of	yourself,	a	big	beast

like	you,	to	bite	a	poor	little	dog!"



"I	didn't	bite	him,"	said	 the	Lion,	as	he	rubbed	his	nose	with	his	paw	where
Dorothy	had	hit	it.
"No,	but	you	tried	to,"	she	retorted.	"You	are	nothing	but	a	big	coward."
"I	know	it,"	said	the	Lion,	hanging	his	head	in	shame.	"I've	always	known	it.

But	how	can	I	help	it?"
"I	don't	know,	I'm	sure.	To	think	of	your	striking	a	stuffed	man,	like	the	poor

Scarecrow!"
"Is	 he	 stuffed?"	 asked	 the	 Lion	 in	 surprise,	 as	 he	 watched	 her	 pick	 up	 the

Scarecrow	and	set	him	upon	his	feet,	while	she	patted	him	into	shape	again.
"Of	course	he's	stuffed,"	replied	Dorothy,	who	was	still	angry.
"That's	why	he	went	over	so	easily,"	remarked	the	Lion.	"It	astonished	me	to

see	him	whirl	around	so.	Is	the	other	one	stuffed	also?"
"No,"	 said	 Dorothy,	 "he's	 made	 of	 tin."	 And	 she	 helped	 the	 Woodman	 up

again.
"That's	why	he	nearly	blunted	my	claws,"	said	the	Lion.	"When	they	scratched

against	the	tin	it	made	a	cold	shiver	run	down	my	back.	What	is	that	little	animal
you	are	so	tender	of?"
"He	is	my	dog,	Toto,"	answered	Dorothy.
"Is	he	made	of	tin,	or	stuffed?"	asked	the	Lion.
"Neither.	He's	a—a—a	meat	dog,"	said	the	girl.
"Oh!	He's	 a	 curious	animal	 and	 seems	 remarkably	 small,	now	 that	 I	 look	at

him.	No	one	would	think	of	biting	such	a	little	thing,	except	a	coward	like	me,"
continued	the	Lion	sadly.
"What	 makes	 you	 a	 coward?"	 asked	 Dorothy,	 looking	 at	 the	 great	 beast	 in

wonder,	for	he	was	as	big	as	a	small	horse.
"It's	a	mystery,"	replied	the	Lion.	"I	suppose	I	was	born	that	way.	All	the	other

animals	in	the	forest	naturally	expect	me	to	be	brave,	for	the	Lion	is	everywhere
thought	 to	 be	 the	King	 of	Beasts.	 I	 learned	 that	 if	 I	 roared	 very	 loudly	 every
living	thing	was	frightened	and	got	out	of	my	way.	Whenever	I've	met	a	man	I've
been	awfully	scared;	but	I	just	roared	at	him,	and	he	has	always	run	away	as	fast
as	he	could	go.	If	the	elephants	and	the	tigers	and	the	bears	had	ever	tried	to	fight
me,	I	should	have	run	myself—I'm	such	a	coward;	but	just	as	soon	as	they	hear
me	roar	they	all	try	to	get	away	from	me,	and	of	course	I	let	them	go."
"But	 that	 isn't	 right.	 The	 King	 of	 Beasts	 shouldn't	 be	 a	 coward,"	 said	 the

Scarecrow.
"I	know	it,"	returned	the	Lion,	wiping	a	tear	from	his	eye	with	the	tip	of	his

tail.	"It	is	my	great	sorrow,	and	makes	my	life	very	unhappy.	But	whenever	there
is	danger,	my	heart	begins	to	beat	fast."
"Perhaps	you	have	heart	disease,"	said	the	Tin	Woodman.



"It	may	be,"	said	the	Lion.
"If	 you	 have,"	 continued	 the	 Tin	 Woodman,	 "you	 ought	 to	 be	 glad,	 for	 it

proves	you	have	 a	 heart.	 For	my	part,	 I	 have	no	heart;	 so	 I	 cannot	 have	heart
disease."
"Perhaps,"	 said	 the	 Lion	 thoughtfully,	 "if	 I	 had	 no	 heart	 I	 should	 not	 be	 a

coward."
"Have	you	brains?"	asked	the	Scarecrow.
"I	suppose	so.	I've	never	looked	to	see,"	replied	the	Lion.
"I	 am	 going	 to	 the	 Great	 Oz	 to	 ask	 him	 to	 give	 me	 some,"	 remarked	 the

Scarecrow,	"for	my	head	is	stuffed	with	straw."
"And	I	am	going	to	ask	him	to	give	me	a	heart,"	said	the	Woodman.
"And	 I	 am	 going	 to	 ask	 him	 to	 send	 Toto	 and	me	 back	 to	 Kansas,"	 added

Dorothy.
"Do	you	think	Oz	could	give	me	courage?"	asked	the	Cowardly	Lion.
"Just	as	easily	as	he	could	give	me	brains,"	said	the	Scarecrow.
"Or	give	me	a	heart,"	said	the	Tin	Woodman.
"Or	send	me	back	to	Kansas,"	said	Dorothy.
"Then,	 if	 you	 don't	 mind,	 I'll	 go	 with	 you,"	 said	 the	 Lion,	 "for	 my	 life	 is

simply	unbearable	without	a	bit	of	courage."
"You	will	 be	 very	welcome,"	 answered	Dorothy,	 "for	 you	will	 help	 to	 keep

away	the	other	wild	beasts.	It	seems	to	me	they	must	be	more	cowardly	than	you
are	if	they	allow	you	to	scare	them	so	easily."
"They	really	are,"	said	the	Lion,	"but	that	doesn't	make	me	any	braver,	and	as

long	as	I	know	myself	to	be	a	coward	I	shall	be	unhappy."
So	once	more	 the	 little	company	set	off	upon	 the	 journey,	 the	Lion	walking

with	stately	strides	at	Dorothy's	side.	Toto	did	not	approve	this	new	comrade	at
first,	for	he	could	not	forget	how	nearly	he	had	been	crushed	between	the	Lion's
great	jaws.	But	after	a	time	he	became	more	at	ease,	and	presently	Toto	and	the
Cowardly	Lion	had	grown	to	be	good	friends.
During	the	rest	of	that	day	there	was	no	other	adventure	to	mar	the	peace	of

their	 journey.	Once,	 indeed,	 the	Tin	Woodman	 stepped	upon	 a	 beetle	 that	was
crawling	 along	 the	 road,	 and	 killed	 the	 poor	 little	 thing.	 This	 made	 the	 Tin
Woodman	 very	 unhappy,	 for	 he	 was	 always	 careful	 not	 to	 hurt	 any	 living
creature;	 and	 as	 he	 walked	 along	 he	 wept	 several	 tears	 of	 sorrow	 and	 regret.
These	tears	ran	slowly	down	his	face	and	over	the	hinges	of	his	 jaw,	and	there
they	 rusted.	When	Dorothy	 presently	 asked	 him	 a	 question	 the	 Tin	Woodman
could	not	open	his	mouth,	for	his	jaws	were	tightly	rusted	together.	He	became
greatly	frightened	at	this	and	made	many	motions	to	Dorothy	to	relieve	him,	but
she	could	not	understand.	The	Lion	was	also	puzzled	to	know	what	was	wrong.



But	 the	 Scarecrow	 seized	 the	 oil-can	 from	 Dorothy's	 basket	 and	 oiled	 the
Woodman's	jaws,	so	that	after	a	few	moments	he	could	talk	as	well	as	before.
"This	will	serve	me	a	lesson,"	said	he,	"to	look	where	I	step.	For	if	I	should

kill	another	bug	or	beetle	I	should	surely	cry	again,	and	crying	rusts	my	jaws	so
that	I	cannot	speak."
Thereafter	he	walked	very	carefully,	with	his	eyes	on	the	road,	and	when	he

saw	 a	 tiny	 ant	 toiling	 by	 he	would	 step	 over	 it,	 so	 as	 not	 to	 harm	 it.	 The	Tin
Woodman	 knew	 very	 well	 he	 had	 no	 heart,	 and	 therefore	 he	 took	 great	 care
never	to	be	cruel	or	unkind	to	anything.
"You	 people	with	 hearts,"	 he	 said,	 "have	 something	 to	 guide	 you,	 and	 need

never	do	wrong;	but	 I	have	no	heart,	 and	so	 I	must	be	very	careful.	When	Oz
gives	me	a	heart	of	course	I	needn't	mind	so	much."



Chapter		7
The	Journey	to	the	Great	Oz
They	were	 obliged	 to	 camp	 out	 that	 night	 under	 a	 large	 tree	 in	 the	 forest,	 for
there	were	no	houses	near.	The	tree	made	a	good,	thick	covering	to	protect	them
from	the	dew,	and	the	Tin	Woodman	chopped	a	great	pile	of	wood	with	his	axe
and	Dorothy	built	a	splendid	fire	that	warmed	her	and	made	her	feel	less	lonely.
She	and	Toto	ate	 the	 last	of	 their	bread,	 and	now	she	did	not	know	what	 they
would	do	for	breakfast.
"If	you	wish,"	said	the	Lion,	"I	will	go	into	the	forest	and	kill	a	deer	for	you.

You	 can	 roast	 it	 by	 the	 fire,	 since	 your	 tastes	 are	 so	 peculiar	 that	 you	 prefer
cooked	food,	and	then	you	will	have	a	very	good	breakfast."
"Don't!	Please	don't,"	begged	 the	Tin	Woodman.	 "I	 should	certainly	weep	 if

you	killed	a	poor	deer,	and	then	my	jaws	would	rust	again."
But	the	Lion	went	away	into	the	forest	and	found	his	own	supper,	and	no	one

ever	knew	what	it	was,	for	he	didn't	mention	it.	And	the	Scarecrow	found	a	tree
full	 of	 nuts	 and	 filled	 Dorothy's	 basket	 with	 them,	 so	 that	 she	 would	 not	 be
hungry	 for	 a	 long	 time.	 She	 thought	 this	was	 very	 kind	 and	 thoughtful	 of	 the
Scarecrow,	 but	 she	 laughed	 heartily	 at	 the	 awkward	 way	 in	 which	 the	 poor
creature	picked	up	the	nuts.	His	padded	hands	were	so	clumsy	and	the	nuts	were
so	 small	 that	 he	 dropped	 almost	 as	 many	 as	 he	 put	 in	 the	 basket.	 But	 the
Scarecrow	did	not	mind	how	 long	 it	 took	him	 to	 fill	 the	basket,	 for	 it	 enabled
him	to	keep	away	from	the	fire,	as	he	feared	a	spark	might	get	into	his	straw	and
burn	him	up.	So	he	kept	a	good	distance	away	from	the	flames,	and	only	came
near	to	cover	Dorothy	with	dry	leaves	when	she	lay	down	to	sleep.	These	kept
her	very	snug	and	warm,	and	she	slept	soundly	until	morning.
When	 it	was	daylight,	 the	girl	bathed	her	 face	 in	a	 little	 rippling	brook,	and

soon	after	they	all	started	toward	the	Emerald	City.
This	was	to	be	an	eventful	day	for	the	travelers.	They	had	hardly	been	walking

an	 hour	 when	 they	 saw	 before	 them	 a	 great	 ditch	 that	 crossed	 the	 road	 and
divided	the	forest	as	far	as	they	could	see	on	either	side.	It	was	a	very	wide	ditch,
and	when	they	crept	up	to	the	edge	and	looked	into	it	they	could	see	it	was	also
very	deep,	and	there	were	many	big,	jagged	rocks	at	the	bottom.	The	sides	were
so	steep	that	none	of	them	could	climb	down,	and	for	a	moment	it	seemed	that



their	journey	must	end.
"What	shall	we	do?"	asked	Dorothy	despairingly.
"I	haven't	 the	 faintest	 idea,"	 said	 the	Tin	Woodman,	 and	 the	Lion	 shook	his

shaggy	mane	and	looked	thoughtful.
But	the	Scarecrow	said,	"We	cannot	fly,	that	is	certain.	Neither	can	we	climb

down	 into	 this	great	ditch.	Therefore,	 if	we	cannot	 jump	over	 it,	we	must	stop
where	we	are."
"I	 think	 I	 could	 jump	over	 it,"	 said	 the	Cowardly	Lion,	 after	measuring	 the

distance	carefully	in	his	mind.
"Then	we	are	all	right,"	answered	the	Scarecrow,	"for	you	can	carry	us	all	over

on	your	back,	one	at	a	time."
"Well,	I'll	try	it,"	said	the	Lion.	"Who	will	go	first?"
"I	will,"	declared	 the	Scarecrow,	 "for,	 if	you	 found	 that	you	could	not	 jump

over	the	gulf,	Dorothy	would	be	killed,	or	the	Tin	Woodman	badly	dented	on	the
rocks	below.	But	 if	 I	 am	on	your	back	 it	will	 not	matter	 so	much,	 for	 the	 fall
would	not	hurt	me	at	all."
"I	 am	 terribly	 afraid	 of	 falling,	 myself,"	 said	 the	 Cowardly	 Lion,	 "but	 I

suppose	there	is	nothing	to	do	but	try	it.	So	get	on	my	back	and	we	will	make	the
attempt."
The	Scarecrow	sat	upon	the	Lion's	back,	and	the	big	beast	walked	to	the	edge

of	the	gulf	and	crouched	down.
"Why	don't	you	run	and	jump?"	asked	the	Scarecrow.
"Because	that	isn't	the	way	we	Lions	do	these	things,"	he	replied.	Then	giving

a	great	spring,	he	shot	through	the	air	and	landed	safely	on	the	other	side.	They
were	all	greatly	pleased	to	see	how	easily	he	did	it,	and	after	the	Scarecrow	had
got	down	from	his	back	the	Lion	sprang	across	the	ditch	again.
Dorothy	thought	she	would	go	next;	so	she	took	Toto	in	her	arms	and	climbed

on	the	Lion's	back,	holding	tightly	to	his	mane	with	one	hand.	The	next	moment
it	seemed	as	if	she	were	flying	through	the	air;	and	then,	before	she	had	time	to
think	about	it,	she	was	safe	on	the	other	side.	The	Lion	went	back	a	third	time
and	got	the	Tin	Woodman,	and	then	they	all	sat	down	for	a	few	moments	to	give
the	beast	a	chance	to	rest,	for	his	great	leaps	had	made	his	breath	short,	and	he
panted	like	a	big	dog	that	has	been	running	too	long.
They	found	the	forest	very	thick	on	this	side,	and	it	looked	dark	and	gloomy.

After	 the	Lion	 had	 rested	 they	 started	 along	 the	 road	 of	 yellow	brick,	 silently
wondering,	 each	 in	 his	 own	mind,	 if	 ever	 they	would	 come	 to	 the	 end	 of	 the
woods	and	reach	the	bright	sunshine	again.	To	add	to	their	discomfort,	they	soon
heard	strange	noises	in	the	depths	of	the	forest,	and	the	Lion	whispered	to	them
that	it	was	in	this	part	of	the	country	that	the	Kalidahs	lived.



"What	are	the	Kalidahs?"	asked	the	girl.
"They	 are	 monstrous	 beasts	 with	 bodies	 like	 bears	 and	 heads	 like	 tigers,"

replied	 the	Lion,	"and	with	claws	so	 long	and	sharp	 that	 they	could	 tear	me	 in
two	as	easily	as	I	could	kill	Toto.	I'm	terribly	afraid	of	the	Kalidahs."
"I'm	 not	 surprised	 that	 you	 are,"	 returned	Dorothy.	 "They	must	 be	 dreadful

beasts."
The	Lion	was	about	to	reply	when	suddenly	they	came	to	another	gulf	across

the	road.	But	this	one	was	so	broad	and	deep	that	the	Lion	knew	at	once	he	could
not	leap	across	it.
So	they	sat	down	to	consider	what	 they	should	do,	and	after	serious	 thought

the	Scarecrow	said:
"Here	is	a	great	tree,	standing	close	to	the	ditch.	If	the	Tin	Woodman	can	chop

it	down,	so	that	it	will	fall	to	the	other	side,	we	can	walk	across	it	easily."
"That	is	a	first-rate	idea,"	said	the	Lion.	"One	would	almost	suspect	you	had

brains	in	your	head,	instead	of	straw."
The	Woodman	set	to	work	at	once,	and	so	sharp	was	his	axe	that	the	tree	was

soon	chopped	nearly	through.	Then	the	Lion	put	his	strong	front	legs	against	the
tree	and	pushed	with	all	his	might,	and	slowly	the	big	tree	tipped	and	fell	with	a
crash	across	the	ditch,	with	its	top	branches	on	the	other	side.
They	had	just	started	to	cross	this	queer	bridge	when	a	sharp	growl	made	them

all	 look	up,	and	to	 their	horror	 they	saw	running	toward	them	two	great	beasts
with	bodies	like	bears	and	heads	like	tigers.
"They	are	the	Kalidahs!"	said	the	Cowardly	Lion,	beginning	to	tremble.
"Quick!"	cried	the	Scarecrow.	"Let	us	cross	over."
So	Dorothy	went	first,	holding	Toto	in	her	arms,	the	Tin	Woodman	followed,

and	the	Scarecrow	came	next.	The	Lion,	although	he	was	certainly	afraid,	turned
to	face	 the	Kalidahs,	and	then	he	gave	so	 loud	and	terrible	a	roar	 that	Dorothy
screamed	 and	 the	 Scarecrow	 fell	 over	 backward,	 while	 even	 the	 fierce	 beasts
stopped	short	and	looked	at	him	in	surprise.
But,	seeing	they	were	bigger	than	the	Lion,	and	remembering	that	there	were

two	of	 them	and	only	one	of	him,	 the	Kalidahs	 again	 rushed	 forward,	 and	 the
Lion	crossed	over	the	tree	and	turned	to	see	what	they	would	do	next.	Without
stopping	an	 instant	 the	fierce	beasts	also	began	to	cross	 the	 tree.	And	the	Lion
said	to	Dorothy:
"We	are	lost,	for	they	will	surely	tear	us	to	pieces	with	their	sharp	claws.	But

stand	close	behind	me,	and	I	will	fight	them	as	long	as	I	am	alive."
"Wait	a	minute!"	called	the	Scarecrow.	He	had	been	thinking	what	was	best	to

be	done,	and	now	he	asked	the	Woodman	to	chop	away	the	end	of	the	tree	that
rested	on	their	side	of	the	ditch.	The	Tin	Woodman	began	to	use	his	axe	at	once,



and,	 just	as	 the	two	Kalidahs	were	nearly	across,	 the	tree	fell	with	a	crash	into
the	 gulf,	 carrying	 the	 ugly,	 snarling	 brutes	 with	 it,	 and	 both	 were	 dashed	 to
pieces	on	the	sharp	rocks	at	the	bottom.
"Well,"	said	the	Cowardly	Lion,	drawing	a	long	breath	of	relief,	"I	see	we	are

going	 to	 live	 a	 little	 while	 longer,	 and	 I	 am	 glad	 of	 it,	 for	 it	 must	 be	 a	 very
uncomfortable	thing	not	to	be	alive.	Those	creatures	frightened	me	so	badly	that
my	heart	is	beating	yet."
"Ah,"	said	the	Tin	Woodman	sadly,	"I	wish	I	had	a	heart	to	beat."
This	 adventure	made	 the	 travelers	more	 anxious	 than	 ever	 to	 get	 out	 of	 the

forest,	and	they	walked	so	fast	that	Dorothy	became	tired,	and	had	to	ride	on	the
Lion's	 back.	 To	 their	 great	 joy	 the	 trees	 became	 thinner	 the	 farther	 they
advanced,	and	in	the	afternoon	they	suddenly	came	upon	a	broad	river,	flowing
swiftly	just	before	them.	On	the	other	side	of	the	water	they	could	see	the	road	of
yellow	 brick	 running	 through	 a	 beautiful	 country,	with	 green	meadows	 dotted
with	bright	flowers	and	all	the	road	bordered	with	trees	hanging	full	of	delicious
fruits.	They	were	greatly	pleased	to	see	this	delightful	country	before	them.
"How	shall	we	cross	the	river?"	asked	Dorothy.
"That	 is	easily	done,"	 replied	 the	Scarecrow.	"The	Tin	Woodman	must	build

us	a	raft,	so	we	can	float	to	the	other	side."
So	the	Woodman	took	his	axe	and	began	to	chop	down	small	trees	to	make	a

raft,	and	while	he	was	busy	at	this	the	Scarecrow	found	on	the	riverbank	a	tree
full	of	fine	fruit.	This	pleased	Dorothy,	who	had	eaten	nothing	but	nuts	all	day,
and	she	made	a	hearty	meal	of	the	ripe	fruit.
But	it	takes	time	to	make	a	raft,	even	when	one	is	as	industrious	and	untiring

as	 the	 Tin	Woodman,	 and	 when	 night	 came	 the	 work	 was	 not	 done.	 So	 they
found	a	cozy	place	under	the	trees	where	they	slept	well	until	the	morning;	and
Dorothy	dreamed	of	the	Emerald	City,	and	of	the	good	Wizard	Oz,	who	would
soon	send	her	back	to	her	own	home	again.



Chapter		8
The	Deadly	Poppy	Field
Our	 little	 party	 of	 travelers	 awakened	 the	 next	 morning	 refreshed	 and	 full	 of
hope,	and	Dorothy	breakfasted	 like	a	princess	off	peaches	and	plums	 from	 the
trees	beside	 the	 river.	Behind	 them	was	 the	dark	 forest	 they	had	passed	 safely
through,	although	they	had	suffered	many	discouragements;	but	before	them	was
a	lovely,	sunny	country	that	seemed	to	beckon	them	on	to	the	Emerald	City.
To	be	sure,	the	broad	river	now	cut	them	off	from	this	beautiful	land.	But	the

raft	was	nearly	done,	and	after	 the	Tin	Woodman	had	cut	a	few	more	logs	and
fastened	them	together	with	wooden	pins,	they	were	ready	to	start.	Dorothy	sat
down	in	 the	middle	of	 the	raft	and	held	Toto	 in	her	arms.	When	 the	Cowardly
Lion	 stepped	 upon	 the	 raft	 it	 tipped	 badly,	 for	 he	was	 big	 and	 heavy;	 but	 the
Scarecrow	and	the	Tin	Woodman	stood	upon	the	other	end	to	steady	it,	and	they
had	long	poles	in	their	hands	to	push	the	raft	through	the	water.
They	got	 along	quite	well	 at	 first,	 but	when	 they	 reached	 the	middle	 of	 the

river	the	swift	current	swept	the	raft	downstream,	farther	and	farther	away	from
the	road	of	yellow	brick.	And	the	water	grew	so	deep	that	the	long	poles	would
not	touch	the	bottom.
"This	is	bad,"	said	the	Tin	Woodman,	"for	if	we	cannot	get	to	the	land	we	shall

be	 carried	 into	 the	 country	 of	 the	 Wicked	 Witch	 of	 the	 West,	 and	 she	 will
enchant	us	and	make	us	her	slaves."
"And	then	I	should	get	no	brains,"	said	the	Scarecrow.
"And	I	should	get	no	courage,"	said	the	Cowardly	Lion.
"And	I	should	get	no	heart,"	said	the	Tin	Woodman.
"And	I	should	never	get	back	to	Kansas,"	said	Dorothy.
"We	 must	 certainly	 get	 to	 the	 Emerald	 City	 if	 we	 can,"	 the	 Scarecrow

continued,	and	he	pushed	so	hard	on	his	long	pole	that	it	stuck	fast	in	the	mud	at
the	bottom	of	the	river.	Then,	before	he	could	pull	it	out	again—or	let	go—the
raft	 was	 swept	 away,	 and	 the	 poor	 Scarecrow	 left	 clinging	 to	 the	 pole	 in	 the
middle	of	the	river.
"Good-bye!"	 he	 called	 after	 them,	 and	 they	 were	 very	 sorry	 to	 leave	 him.

Indeed,	 the	 Tin	 Woodman	 began	 to	 cry,	 but	 fortunately	 remembered	 that	 he
might	rust,	and	so	dried	his	tears	on	Dorothy's	apron.



Of	course	this	was	a	bad	thing	for	the	Scarecrow.
"I	am	now	worse	off	than	when	I	first	met	Dorothy,"	he	thought.	"Then,	I	was

stuck	on	a	pole	 in	a	cornfield,	where	 I	 could	make-believe	 scare	 the	crows,	 at
any	rate.	But	surely	there	is	no	use	for	a	Scarecrow	stuck	on	a	pole	in	the	middle
of	a	river.	I	am	afraid	I	shall	never	have	any	brains,	after	all!"
Down	the	stream	the	raft	floated,	and	the	poor	Scarecrow	was	left	far	behind.

Then	the	Lion	said:
"Something	must	be	done	to	save	us.	I	think	I	can	swim	to	the	shore	and	pull

the	raft	after	me,	if	you	will	only	hold	fast	to	the	tip	of	my	tail."
So	he	sprang	into	the	water,	and	the	Tin	Woodman	caught	fast	hold	of	his	tail.

Then	 the	Lion	began	 to	swim	with	all	his	might	 toward	 the	shore.	 It	was	hard
work,	although	he	was	so	big;	but	by	and	by	they	were	drawn	out	of	the	current,
and	then	Dorothy	took	the	Tin	Woodman's	long	pole	and	helped	push	the	raft	to
the	land.
They	were	 all	 tired	out	when	 they	 reached	 the	 shore	 at	 last	 and	 stepped	off

upon	the	pretty	green	grass,	and	they	also	knew	that	the	stream	had	carried	them
a	long	way	past	the	road	of	yellow	brick	that	led	to	the	Emerald	City.
"What	shall	we	do	now?"	asked	the	Tin	Woodman,	as	the	Lion	lay	down	on

the	grass	to	let	the	sun	dry	him.
"We	must	get	back	to	the	road,	in	some	way,"	said	Dorothy.
"The	best	plan	will	be	to	walk	along	the	riverbank	until	we	come	to	the	road

again,"	remarked	the	Lion.
So,	 when	 they	 were	 rested,	 Dorothy	 picked	 up	 her	 basket	 and	 they	 started

along	the	grassy	bank,	to	the	road	from	which	the	river	had	carried	them.	It	was
a	 lovely	 country,	 with	 plenty	 of	 flowers	 and	 fruit	 trees	 and	 sunshine	 to	 cheer
them,	and	had	they	not	felt	so	sorry	for	the	poor	Scarecrow,	they	could	have	been
very	happy.
They	walked	along	as	fast	as	they	could,	Dorothy	only	stopping	once	to	pick	a

beautiful	flower;	and	after	a	time	the	Tin	Woodman	cried	out:	"Look!"
Then	they	all	looked	at	the	river	and	saw	the	Scarecrow	perched	upon	his	pole

in	the	middle	of	the	water,	looking	very	lonely	and	sad.
"What	can	we	do	to	save	him?"	asked	Dorothy.
The	Lion	and	the	Woodman	both	shook	their	heads,	for	they	did	not	know.	So

they	sat	down	upon	the	bank	and	gazed	wistfully	at	the	Scarecrow	until	a	Stork
flew	by,	who,	upon	seeing	them,	stopped	to	rest	at	the	water's	edge.
"Who	are	you	and	where	are	you	going?"	asked	the	Stork.
"I	 am	 Dorothy,"	 answered	 the	 girl,	 "and	 these	 are	 my	 friends,	 the	 Tin

Woodman	and	the	Cowardly	Lion;	and	we	are	going	to	the	Emerald	City."
"This	isn't	the	road,"	said	the	Stork,	as	she	twisted	her	long	neck	and	looked



sharply	at	the	queer	party.
"I	 know	 it,"	 returned	 Dorothy,	 "but	 we	 have	 lost	 the	 Scarecrow,	 and	 are

wondering	how	we	shall	get	him	again."
"Where	is	he?"	asked	the	Stork.
"Over	there	in	the	river,"	answered	the	little	girl.
"If	he	wasn't	so	big	and	heavy	I	would	get	him	for	you,"	remarked	the	Stork.
"He	isn't	heavy	a	bit,"	said	Dorothy	eagerly,	"for	he	is	stuffed	with	straw;	and

if	you	will	bring	him	back	to	us,	we	shall	thank	you	ever	and	ever	so	much."
"Well,	I'll	try,"	said	the	Stork,	"but	if	I	find	he	is	too	heavy	to	carry	I	shall	have

to	drop	him	in	the	river	again."
So	the	big	bird	flew	into	the	air	and	over	the	water	till	she	came	to	where	the

Scarecrow	 was	 perched	 upon	 his	 pole.	 Then	 the	 Stork	 with	 her	 great	 claws
grabbed	the	Scarecrow	by	the	arm	and	carried	him	up	into	the	air	and	back	to	the
bank,	where	Dorothy	and	the	Lion	and	the	Tin	Woodman	and	Toto	were	sitting.
When	the	Scarecrow	found	himself	among	his	friends	again,	he	was	so	happy

that	he	hugged	 them	all,	even	 the	Lion	and	Toto;	and	as	 they	walked	along	he
sang	"Tol-de-ri-de-oh!"	at	every	step,	he	felt	so	gay.
"I	was	afraid	I	should	have	to	stay	in	the	river	forever,"	he	said,	"but	the	kind

Stork	saved	me,	and	if	I	ever	get	any	brains	I	shall	find	the	Stork	again	and	do
her	some	kindness	in	return."
"That's	all	right,"	said	the	Stork,	who	was	flying	along	beside	them.	"I	always

like	to	help	anyone	in	trouble.	But	I	must	go	now,	for	my	babies	are	waiting	in
the	 nest	 for	me.	 I	 hope	 you	will	 find	 the	 Emerald	City	 and	 that	Oz	will	 help
you."
"Thank	you,"	 replied	Dorothy,	and	 then	 the	kind	Stork	 flew	 into	 the	air	 and

was	soon	out	of	sight.
They	walked	along	 listening	 to	 the	singing	of	 the	brightly	colored	birds	and

looking	at	 the	 lovely	 flowers	which	now	became	so	 thick	 that	 the	ground	was
carpeted	 with	 them.	 There	 were	 big	 yellow	 and	 white	 and	 blue	 and	 purple
blossoms,	 besides	 great	 clusters	 of	 scarlet	 poppies,	 which	were	 so	 brilliant	 in
color	they	almost	dazzled	Dorothy's	eyes.
"Aren't	they	beautiful?"	the	girl	asked,	as	she	breathed	in	the	spicy	scent	of	the

bright	flowers.
"I	suppose	so,"	answered	the	Scarecrow.	"When	I	have	brains,	I	shall	probably

like	them	better."
"If	I	only	had	a	heart,	I	should	love	them,"	added	the	Tin	Woodman.
"I	always	did	 like	 flowers,"	said	 the	Lion.	"They	seem	so	helpless	and	frail.

But	there	are	none	in	the	forest	so	bright	as	these."
They	now	came	upon	more	and	more	of	the	big	scarlet	poppies,	and	fewer	and



fewer	 of	 the	 other	 flowers;	 and	 soon	 they	 found	 themselves	 in	 the	midst	 of	 a
great	meadow	of	 poppies.	Now	 it	 is	well	 known	 that	when	 there	 are	many	 of
these	flowers	together	their	odor	is	so	powerful	that	anyone	who	breathes	it	falls
asleep,	and	 if	 the	sleeper	 is	not	carried	away	 from	 the	scent	of	 the	 flowers,	he
sleeps	on	and	on	forever.	But	Dorothy	did	not	know	this,	nor	could	she	get	away
from	 the	bright	 red	 flowers	 that	were	 everywhere	 about;	 so	presently	her	 eyes
grew	heavy	and	she	felt	she	must	sit	down	to	rest	and	to	sleep.
But	the	Tin	Woodman	would	not	let	her	do	this.
"We	must	hurry	and	get	back	to	the	road	of	yellow	brick	before	dark,"	he	said;

and	 the	Scarecrow	agreed	with	him.	So	 they	kept	walking	until	Dorothy	could
stand	no	longer.	Her	eyes	closed	in	spite	of	herself	and	she	forgot	where	she	was
and	fell	among	the	poppies,	fast	asleep.
"What	shall	we	do?"	asked	the	Tin	Woodman.
"If	we	leave	her	here	she	will	die,"	said	the	Lion.	"The	smell	of	the	flowers	is

killing	us	 all.	 I	myself	 can	 scarcely	keep	my	eyes	open,	 and	 the	dog	 is	 asleep
already."
It	was	true;	Toto	had	fallen	down	beside	his	little	mistress.	But	the	Scarecrow

and	the	Tin	Woodman,	not	being	made	of	flesh,	were	not	troubled	by	the	scent	of
the	flowers.
"Run	fast,"	said	the	Scarecrow	to	the	Lion,	"and	get	out	of	this	deadly	flower

bed	as	soon	as	you	can.	We	will	bring	the	little	girl	with	us,	but	if	you	should	fall
asleep	you	are	too	big	to	be	carried."
So	the	Lion	aroused	himself	and	bounded	forward	as	fast	as	he	could	go.	In	a

moment	he	was	out	of	sight.
"Let	us	make	a	chair	with	our	hands	and	carry	her,"	 said	 the	Scarecrow.	So

they	picked	up	Toto	and	put	the	dog	in	Dorothy's	lap,	and	then	they	made	a	chair
with	their	hands	for	the	seat	and	their	arms	for	the	arms	and	carried	the	sleeping
girl	between	them	through	the	flowers.
On	and	on	they	walked,	and	it	seemed	that	the	great	carpet	of	deadly	flowers

that	surrounded	them	would	never	end.	They	followed	the	bend	of	the	river,	and
at	last	came	upon	their	friend	the	Lion,	lying	fast	asleep	among	the	poppies.	The
flowers	had	been	too	strong	for	the	huge	beast	and	he	had	given	up	at	last,	and
fallen	only	a	short	distance	from	the	end	of	the	poppy	bed,	where	the	sweet	grass
spread	in	beautiful	green	fields	before	them.
"We	can	do	nothing	for	him,"	said	the	Tin	Woodman,	sadly;	"for	he	is	much

too	heavy	to	lift.	We	must	leave	him	here	to	sleep	on	forever,	and	perhaps	he	will
dream	that	he	has	found	courage	at	last."
"I'm	sorry,"	said	the	Scarecrow.	"The	Lion	was	a	very	good	comrade	for	one

so	cowardly.	But	let	us	go	on."



They	carried	the	sleeping	girl	to	a	pretty	spot	beside	the	river,	far	enough	from
the	poppy	field	to	prevent	her	breathing	any	more	of	the	poison	of	the	flowers,
and	here	they	laid	her	gently	on	the	soft	grass	and	waited	for	the	fresh	breeze	to
waken	her.



Chapter		9
The	Queen	of	the	Field	Mice
"We	cannot	be	far	from	the	road	of	yellow	brick,	now,"	remarked	the	Scarecrow,
as	he	stood	beside	the	girl,	"for	we	have	come	nearly	as	far	as	the	river	carried	us
away."
The	Tin	Woodman	was	about	to	reply	when	he	heard	a	low	growl,	and	turning

his	 head	 (which	 worked	 beautifully	 on	 hinges)	 he	 saw	 a	 strange	 beast	 come
bounding	over	the	grass	toward	them.	It	was,	indeed,	a	great	yellow	Wildcat,	and
the	Woodman	thought	it	must	be	chasing	something,	for	its	ears	were	lying	close
to	its	head	and	its	mouth	was	wide	open,	showing	two	rows	of	ugly	teeth,	while
its	 red	eyes	glowed	like	balls	of	 fire.	As	 it	came	nearer	 the	Tin	Woodman	saw
that	running	before	the	beast	was	a	little	gray	field	mouse,	and	although	he	had
no	 heart	 he	 knew	 it	 was	 wrong	 for	 the	 Wildcat	 to	 try	 to	 kill	 such	 a	 pretty,
harmless	creature.
So	the	Woodman	raised	his	axe,	and	as	the	Wildcat	ran	by	he	gave	it	a	quick

blow	 that	cut	 the	beast's	head	clean	off	 from	 its	body,	and	 it	 rolled	over	at	his
feet	in	two	pieces.
The	 field	mouse,	 now	 that	 it	 was	 freed	 from	 its	 enemy,	 stopped	 short;	 and

coming	slowly	up	to	the	Woodman	it	said,	in	a	squeaky	little	voice:
"Oh,	thank	you!	Thank	you	ever	so	much	for	saving	my	life."
"Don't	speak	of	it,	I	beg	of	you,"	replied	the	Woodman.	"I	have	no	heart,	you

know,	so	I	am	careful	to	help	all	those	who	may	need	a	friend,	even	if	it	happens
to	be	only	a	mouse."
"Only	a	mouse!"	cried	the	little	animal,	indignantly.	"Why,	I	am	a	Queen—the

Queen	of	all	the	Field	Mice!"
"Oh,	indeed,"	said	the	Woodman,	making	a	bow.
"Therefore	you	have	done	a	great	deed,	as	well	as	a	brave	one,	in	saving	my

life,"	added	the	Queen.
At	that	moment	several	mice	were	seen	running	up	as	fast	as	their	little	legs

could	carry	them,	and	when	they	saw	their	Queen	they	exclaimed:
"Oh,	your	Majesty,	we	thought	you	would	be	killed!	How	did	you	manage	to

escape	 the	great	Wildcat?"	They	all	bowed	so	 low	to	 the	 little	Queen	that	 they
almost	stood	upon	their	heads.



"This	funny	tin	man,"	she	answered,	"killed	the	Wildcat	and	saved	my	life.	So
hereafter	you	must	all	serve	him,	and	obey	his	slightest	wish."
"We	will!"	cried	all	the	mice,	in	a	shrill	chorus.	And	then	they	scampered	in

all	directions,	for	Toto	had	awakened	from	his	sleep,	and	seeing	all	 these	mice
around	him	he	gave	one	bark	of	delight	and	jumped	right	into	the	middle	of	the
group.	Toto	had	always	loved	to	chase	mice	when	he	lived	in	Kansas,	and	he	saw
no	harm	in	it.
But	the	Tin	Woodman	caught	the	dog	in	his	arms	and	held	him	tight,	while	he

called	to	the	mice,	"Come	back!	Come	back!	Toto	shall	not	hurt	you."
At	this	the	Queen	of	the	Mice	stuck	her	head	out	from	underneath	a	clump	of

grass	and	asked,	in	a	timid	voice,	"Are	you	sure	he	will	not	bite	us?"
"I	will	not	let	him,"	said	the	Woodman;	"so	do	not	be	afraid."
One	 by	 one	 the	 mice	 came	 creeping	 back,	 and	 Toto	 did	 not	 bark	 again,

although	he	tried	to	get	out	of	the	Woodman's	arms,	and	would	have	bitten	him
had	he	not	known	very	well	he	was	made	of	tin.	Finally	one	of	the	biggest	mice
spoke.
"Is	there	anything	we	can	do,"	it	asked,	"to	repay	you	for	saving	the	life	of	our

Queen?"
"Nothing	 that	 I	 know	of,"	 answered	 the	Woodman;	 but	 the	 Scarecrow,	who

had	been	trying	to	think,	but	could	not	because	his	head	was	stuffed	with	straw,
said,	 quickly,	 "Oh,	 yes;	 you	 can	 save	 our	 friend,	 the	 Cowardly	 Lion,	 who	 is
asleep	in	the	poppy	bed."
"A	Lion!"	cried	the	little	Queen.	"Why,	he	would	eat	us	all	up."
"Oh,	no,"	declared	the	Scarecrow;	"this	Lion	is	a	coward."
"Really?"	asked	the	Mouse.
"He	 says	 so	 himself,"	 answered	 the	 Scarecrow,	 "and	 he	 would	 never	 hurt

anyone	who	is	our	friend.	If	you	will	help	us	to	save	him	I	promise	that	he	shall
treat	you	all	with	kindness."
"Very	well,"	said	the	Queen,	"we	trust	you.	But	what	shall	we	do?"
"Are	there	many	of	these	mice	which	call	you	Queen	and	are	willing	to	obey

you?"
"Oh,	yes;	there	are	thousands,"	she	replied.
"Then	 send	 for	 them	all	 to	 come	here	 as	 soon	as	possible,	 and	 let	 each	one

bring	a	long	piece	of	string."
The	Queen	 turned	 to	 the	mice	 that	attended	her	and	 told	 them	to	go	at	once

and	get	all	her	people.	As	soon	as	they	heard	her	orders	they	ran	away	in	every
direction	as	fast	as	possible.
"Now,"	said	the	Scarecrow	to	the	Tin	Woodman,	"you	must	go	to	those	trees

by	the	riverside	and	make	a	truck	that	will	carry	the	Lion."



So	 the	Woodman	went	at	once	 to	 the	 trees	and	began	 to	work;	 and	he	 soon
made	 a	 truck	 out	 of	 the	 limbs	 of	 trees,	 from	which	 he	 chopped	 away	 all	 the
leaves	 and	 branches.	He	 fastened	 it	 together	with	wooden	 pegs	 and	made	 the
four	wheels	out	of	 short	pieces	of	 a	big	 tree	 trunk.	So	 fast	 and	 so	well	did	he
work	that	by	the	time	the	mice	began	to	arrive	the	truck	was	all	ready	for	them.
They	came	 from	all	 directions,	 and	 there	were	 thousands	of	 them:	big	mice

and	little	mice	and	middle-sized	mice;	and	each	one	brought	a	piece	of	string	in
his	mouth.	 It	was	 about	 this	 time	 that	Dorothy	woke	 from	her	 long	 sleep	 and
opened	her	eyes.	She	was	greatly	astonished	to	find	herself	lying	upon	the	grass,
with	 thousands	 of	 mice	 standing	 around	 and	 looking	 at	 her	 timidly.	 But	 the
Scarecrow	told	her	about	everything,	and	turning	to	the	dignified	little	Mouse,	he
said:
"Permit	me	to	introduce	to	you	her	Majesty,	the	Queen."
Dorothy	nodded	gravely	and	the	Queen	made	a	curtsy,	after	which	she	became

quite	friendly	with	the	little	girl.
The	Scarecrow	and	the	Woodman	now	began	to	fasten	the	mice	to	the	truck,

using	the	strings	they	had	brought.	One	end	of	a	string	was	tied	around	the	neck
of	each	mouse	and	the	other	end	to	the	truck.	Of	course	the	truck	was	a	thousand
times	bigger	than	any	of	the	mice	who	were	to	draw	it;	but	when	all	the	mice	had
been	harnessed,	they	were	able	to	pull	it	quite	easily.	Even	the	Scarecrow	and	the
Tin	Woodman	could	sit	on	it,	and	were	drawn	swiftly	by	their	queer	little	horses
to	the	place	where	the	Lion	lay	asleep.
After	a	great	deal	of	hard	work,	for	the	Lion	was	heavy,	they	managed	to	get

him	up	on	the	truck.	Then	the	Queen	hurriedly	gave	her	people	the	order	to	start,
for	she	feared	if	the	mice	stayed	among	the	poppies	too	long	they	also	would	fall
asleep.
At	 first	 the	 little	 creatures,	 many	 though	 they	 were,	 could	 hardly	 stir	 the

heavily	 loaded	 truck;	 but	 the	Woodman	 and	 the	 Scarecrow	 both	 pushed	 from
behind,	and	they	got	along	better.	Soon	they	rolled	the	Lion	out	of	the	poppy	bed
to	the	green	fields,	where	he	could	breathe	the	sweet,	fresh	air	again,	instead	of
the	poisonous	scent	of	the	flowers.
Dorothy	came	to	meet	them	and	thanked	the	little	mice	warmly	for	saving	her

companion	from	death.	She	had	grown	so	fond	of	the	big	Lion	she	was	glad	he
had	been	rescued.
Then	the	mice	were	unharnessed	from	the	truck	and	scampered	away	through

the	grass	to	their	homes.	The	Queen	of	the	Mice	was	the	last	to	leave.
"If	ever	you	need	us	again,"	she	said,	"come	out	into	the	field	and	call,	and	we

shall	hear	you	and	come	to	your	assistance.	Good-bye!"
"Good-bye!"	they	all	answered,	and	away	the	Queen	ran,	while	Dorothy	held



Toto	tightly	lest	he	should	run	after	her	and	frighten	her.
After	 this	 they	 sat	 down	 beside	 the	 Lion	 until	 he	 should	 awaken;	 and	 the

Scarecrow	brought	Dorothy	some	fruit	from	a	tree	near	by,	which	she	ate	for	her
dinner.



Chapter		10	
The	Guardian	of	the	Gate
It	was	some	time	before	the	Cowardly	Lion	awakened,	for	he	had	lain	among	the
poppies	a	long	while,	breathing	in	their	deadly	fragrance;	but	when	he	did	open
his	eyes	and	roll	off	the	truck	he	was	very	glad	to	find	himself	still	alive.
"I	ran	as	fast	as	I	could,"	he	said,	sitting	down	and	yawning,	"but	the	flowers

were	too	strong	for	me.	How	did	you	get	me	out?"
Then	they	told	him	of	the	field	mice,	and	how	they	had	generously	saved	him

from	death;	and	the	Cowardly	Lion	laughed,	and	said:
"I	have	always	 thought	myself	very	big	and	 terrible;	yet	such	 little	 things	as

flowers	came	near	to	killing	me,	and	such	small	animals	as	mice	have	saved	my
life.	How	strange	it	all	is!	But,	comrades,	what	shall	we	do	now?"
"We	 must	 journey	 on	 until	 we	 find	 the	 road	 of	 yellow	 brick	 again,"	 said

Dorothy,	"and	then	we	can	keep	on	to	the	Emerald	City."
So,	 the	Lion	 being	 fully	 refreshed,	 and	 feeling	 quite	 himself	 again,	 they	 all

started	upon	the	journey,	greatly	enjoying	the	walk	through	the	soft,	fresh	grass;
and	 it	 was	 not	 long	 before	 they	 reached	 the	 road	 of	 yellow	 brick	 and	 turned
again	toward	the	Emerald	City	where	the	Great	Oz	dwelt.
The	 road	 was	 smooth	 and	 well	 paved,	 now,	 and	 the	 country	 about	 was

beautiful,	so	that	the	travelers	rejoiced	in	leaving	the	forest	far	behind,	and	with
it	 the	many	dangers	 they	had	met	 in	 its	gloomy	shades.	Once	more	 they	could
see	 fences	 built	 beside	 the	 road;	 but	 these	were	 painted	 green,	 and	when	 they
came	to	a	small	house,	in	which	a	farmer	evidently	lived,	that	also	was	painted
green.	 They	 passed	 by	 several	 of	 these	 houses	 during	 the	 afternoon,	 and
sometimes	people	came	to	the	doors	and	looked	at	them	as	if	they	would	like	to
ask	questions;	but	no	one	came	near	them	nor	spoke	to	them	because	of	the	great
Lion,	 of	 which	 they	 were	 very	 much	 afraid.	 The	 people	 were	 all	 dressed	 in
clothing	of	a	lovely	emerald-green	color	and	wore	peaked	hats	like	those	of	the
Munchkins.
"This	must	be	the	Land	of	Oz,"	said	Dorothy,	"and	we	are	surely	getting	near

the	Emerald	City."
"Yes,"	 answered	 the	 Scarecrow.	 "Everything	 is	 green	 here,	 while	 in	 the

country	 of	 the	Munchkins	 blue	 was	 the	 favorite	 color.	 But	 the	 people	 do	 not



seem	 to	be	as	 friendly	as	 the	Munchkins,	and	 I'm	afraid	we	shall	be	unable	 to
find	a	place	to	pass	the	night."
"I	should	like	something	to	eat	besides	fruit,"	said	the	girl,	"and	I'm	sure	Toto

is	nearly	starved.	Let	us	stop	at	the	next	house	and	talk	to	the	people."
So,	when	they	came	to	a	good-sized	farmhouse,	Dorothy	walked	boldly	up	to

the	door	and	knocked.
A	woman	opened	it	just	far	enough	to	look	out,	and	said,	"What	do	you	want,

child,	and	why	is	that	great	Lion	with	you?"
"We	wish	to	pass	the	night	with	you,	if	you	will	allow	us,"	answered	Dorothy;

"and	the	Lion	is	my	friend	and	comrade,	and	would	not	hurt	you	for	the	world."
"Is	he	tame?"	asked	the	woman,	opening	the	door	a	little	wider.
"Oh,	yes,"	said	the	girl,	"and	he	is	a	great	coward,	too.	He	will	be	more	afraid

of	you	than	you	are	of	him."
"Well,"	said	the	woman,	after	thinking	it	over	and	taking	another	peep	at	the

Lion,	"if	that	is	the	case	you	may	come	in,	and	I	will	give	you	some	supper	and	a
place	to	sleep."
So	 they	 all	 entered	 the	 house,	 where	 there	 were,	 besides	 the	 woman,	 two

children	and	a	man.	The	man	had	hurt	his	leg,	and	was	lying	on	the	couch	in	a
corner.	They	seemed	greatly	surprised	to	see	so	strange	a	company,	and	while	the
woman	was	busy	laying	the	table	the	man	asked:
"Where	are	you	all	going?"
"To	the	Emerald	City,"	said	Dorothy,	"to	see	the	Great	Oz."
"Oh,	indeed!"	exclaimed	the	man.	"Are	you	sure	that	Oz	will	see	you?"
"Why	not?"	she	replied.
"Why,	it	is	said	that	he	never	lets	anyone	come	into	his	presence.	I	have	been

to	the	Emerald	City	many	times,	and	it	is	a	beautiful	and	wonderful	place;	but	I
have	 never	 been	 permitted	 to	 see	 the	 Great	 Oz,	 nor	 do	 I	 know	 of	 any	 living
person	who	has	seen	him."
"Does	he	never	go	out?"	asked	the	Scarecrow.
"Never.	He	 sits	 day	 after	 day	 in	 the	 great	 Throne	Room	 of	 his	 Palace,	 and

even	those	who	wait	upon	him	do	not	see	him	face	to	face."
"What	is	he	like?"	asked	the	girl.
"That	 is	 hard	 to	 tell,"	 said	 the	 man	 thoughtfully.	 "You	 see,	 Oz	 is	 a	 Great

Wizard,	and	can	take	on	any	form	he	wishes.	So	that	some	say	he	 looks	 like	a
bird;	and	some	say	he	looks	like	an	elephant;	and	some	say	he	looks	like	a	cat.
To	others	he	appears	as	a	beautiful	fairy,	or	a	brownie,	or	in	any	other	form	that
pleases	 him.	 But	 who	 the	 real	 Oz	 is,	 when	 he	 is	 in	 his	 own	 form,	 no	 living
person	can	tell."
"That	 is	 very	 strange,"	 said	Dorothy,	 "but	we	must	 try,	 in	 some	way,	 to	 see



him,	or	we	shall	have	made	our	journey	for	nothing."
"Why	do	you	wish	to	see	the	terrible	Oz?"	asked	the	man.
"I	want	him	to	give	me	some	brains,"	said	the	Scarecrow	eagerly.
"Oh,	Oz	could	do	that	easily	enough,"	declared	the	man.	"He	has	more	brains

than	he	needs."
"And	I	want	him	to	give	me	a	heart,"	said	the	Tin	Woodman.
"That	will	not	trouble	him,"	continued	the	man,	"for	Oz	has	a	large	collection

of	hearts,	of	all	sizes	and	shapes."
"And	I	want	him	to	give	me	courage,"	said	the	Cowardly	Lion.
"Oz	keeps	a	great	pot	of	courage	in	his	Throne	Room,"	said	the	man,	"which

he	has	covered	with	a	golden	plate,	to	keep	it	from	running	over.	He	will	be	glad
to	give	you	some."
"And	I	want	him	to	send	me	back	to	Kansas,"	said	Dorothy.
"Where	is	Kansas?"	asked	the	man,	with	surprise.
"I	don't	know,"	replied	Dorothy	sorrowfully,	"but	it	is	my	home,	and	I'm	sure

it's	somewhere."
"Very	likely.	Well,	Oz	can	do	anything;	so	I	suppose	he	will	find	Kansas	for

you.	But	first	you	must	get	to	see	him,	and	that	will	be	a	hard	task;	for	the	Great
Wizard	does	not	like	to	see	anyone,	and	he	usually	has	his	own	way.	But	what	do
you	 want?"	 he	 continued,	 speaking	 to	 Toto.	 Toto	 only	 wagged	 his	 tail;	 for,
strange	to	say,	he	could	not	speak.
The	 woman	 now	 called	 to	 them	 that	 supper	 was	 ready,	 so	 they	 gathered

around	 the	 table	 and	 Dorothy	 ate	 some	 delicious	 porridge	 and	 a	 dish	 of
scrambled	eggs	and	a	plate	of	nice	white	bread,	and	enjoyed	her	meal.	The	Lion
ate	some	of	 the	porridge,	but	did	not	care	 for	 it,	 saying	 it	was	made	from	oats
and	 oats	 were	 food	 for	 horses,	 not	 for	 lions.	 The	 Scarecrow	 and	 the	 Tin
Woodman	ate	nothing	at	all.	Toto	ate	a	little	of	everything,	and	was	glad	to	get	a
good	supper	again.
The	woman	now	gave	Dorothy	a	bed	 to	 sleep	 in,	 and	Toto	 lay	down	beside

her,	while	the	Lion	guarded	the	door	of	her	room	so	she	might	not	be	disturbed.
The	 Scarecrow	 and	 the	 Tin	Woodman	 stood	 up	 in	 a	 corner	 and	 kept	 quiet	 all
night,	although	of	course	they	could	not	sleep.
The	next	morning,	as	soon	as	the	sun	was	up,	 they	started	on	their	way,	and

soon	saw	a	beautiful	green	glow	in	the	sky	just	before	them.
"That	must	be	the	Emerald	City,"	said	Dorothy.
As	 they	 walked	 on,	 the	 green	 glow	 became	 brighter	 and	 brighter,	 and	 it

seemed	 that	 at	 last	 they	 were	 nearing	 the	 end	 of	 their	 travels.	 Yet	 it	 was
afternoon	before	they	came	to	the	great	wall	that	surrounded	the	City.	It	was	high
and	thick	and	of	a	bright	green	color.



In	front	of	them,	and	at	the	end	of	the	road	of	yellow	brick,	was	a	big	gate,	all
studded	with	emeralds	that	glittered	so	in	the	sun	that	even	the	painted	eyes	of
the	Scarecrow	were	dazzled	by	their	brilliancy.
There	was	a	bell	beside	the	gate,	and	Dorothy	pushed	the	button	and	heard	a

silvery	tinkle	sound	within.	Then	the	big	gate	swung	slowly	open,	and	they	all
passed	through	and	found	themselves	in	a	high	arched	room,	the	walls	of	which
glistened	with	countless	emeralds.
Before	them	stood	a	little	man	about	the	same	size	as	the	Munchkins.	He	was

clothed	 all	 in	 green,	 from	 his	 head	 to	 his	 feet,	 and	 even	 his	 skin	 was	 of	 a
greenish	tint.	At	his	side	was	a	large	green	box.
When	he	saw	Dorothy	and	her	companions	the	man	asked,	"What	do	you	wish

in	the	Emerald	City?"
"We	came	here	to	see	the	Great	Oz,"	said	Dorothy.
The	man	was	so	surprised	at	this	answer	that	he	sat	down	to	think	it	over.
"It	has	been	many	years	since	anyone	asked	me	to	see	Oz,"	he	said,	shaking

his	head	in	perplexity.	"He	is	powerful	and	terrible,	and	if	you	come	on	an	idle	or
foolish	 errand	 to	 bother	 the	wise	 reflections	 of	 the	Great	Wizard,	 he	might	 be
angry	and	destroy	you	all	in	an	instant."
"But	it	 is	not	a	foolish	errand,	nor	an	idle	one,"	replied	the	Scarecrow;	"it	 is

important.	And	we	have	been	told	that	Oz	is	a	good	Wizard."
"So	 he	 is,"	 said	 the	 green	man,	 "and	 he	 rules	 the	 Emerald	City	wisely	 and

well.	But	to	those	who	are	not	honest,	or	who	approach	him	from	curiosity,	he	is
most	terrible,	and	few	have	ever	dared	ask	to	see	his	face.	I	am	the	Guardian	of
the	Gates,	 and	 since	 you	 demand	 to	 see	 the	Great	 Oz	 I	must	 take	 you	 to	 his
Palace.	But	first	you	must	put	on	the	spectacles."
"Why?"	asked	Dorothy.
"Because	 if	 you	 did	 not	 wear	 spectacles	 the	 brightness	 and	 glory	 of	 the

Emerald	 City	 would	 blind	 you.	 Even	 those	 who	 live	 in	 the	 City	 must	 wear
spectacles	night	and	day.	They	are	all	locked	on,	for	Oz	so	ordered	it	when	the
City	was	first	built,	and	I	have	the	only	key	that	will	unlock	them."
He	opened	the	big	box,	and	Dorothy	saw	that	it	was	filled	with	spectacles	of

every	size	and	shape.	All	of	them	had	green	glasses	in	them.	The	Guardian	of	the
Gates	found	a	pair	that	would	just	fit	Dorothy	and	put	them	over	her	eyes.	There
were	two	golden	bands	fastened	to	them	that	passed	around	the	back	of	her	head,
where	they	were	locked	together	by	a	little	key	that	was	at	the	end	of	a	chain	the
Guardian	of	the	Gates	wore	around	his	neck.	When	they	were	on,	Dorothy	could
not	take	them	off	had	she	wished,	but	of	course	she	did	not	wish	to	be	blinded	by
the	glare	of	the	Emerald	City,	so	she	said	nothing.
Then	the	green	man	fitted	spectacles	for	the	Scarecrow	and	the	Tin	Woodman



and	the	Lion,	and	even	on	little	Toto;	and	all	were	locked	fast	with	the	key.
Then	the	Guardian	of	the	Gates	put	on	his	own	glasses	and	told	them	he	was

ready	 to	 show	 them	 to	 the	Palace.	Taking	a	big	golden	key	 from	a	peg	on	 the
wall,	he	opened	another	gate,	and	they	all	followed	him	through	the	portal	into
the	streets	of	the	Emerald	City.



Chapter		11	
The	Wonderful	City	of	Oz
Even	with	eyes	protected	by	the	green	spectacles,	Dorothy	and	her	friends	were
at	 first	 dazzled	 by	 the	 brilliancy	 of	 the	wonderful	City.	The	 streets	were	 lined
with	 beautiful	 houses	 all	 built	 of	 green	 marble	 and	 studded	 everywhere	 with
sparkling	emeralds.	They	walked	over	a	pavement	of	the	same	green	marble,	and
where	 the	blocks	were	 joined	 together	were	 rows	of	emeralds,	 set	 closely,	 and
glittering	 in	 the	brightness	of	 the	 sun.	The	window	panes	were	of	green	glass;
even	the	sky	above	the	City	had	a	green	tint,	and	the	rays	of	the	sun	were	green.
There	 were	many	 people—men,	 women,	 and	 children—walking	 about,	 and

these	were	all	dressed	 in	green	clothes	and	had	greenish	skins.	They	 looked	at
Dorothy	 and	 her	 strangely	 assorted	 company	 with	 wondering	 eyes,	 and	 the
children	all	ran	away	and	hid	behind	their	mothers	when	they	saw	the	Lion;	but
no	 one	 spoke	 to	 them.	Many	 shops	 stood	 in	 the	 street,	 and	Dorothy	 saw	 that
everything	in	them	was	green.	Green	candy	and	green	pop	corn	were	offered	for
sale,	 as	well	 as	 green	 shoes,	 green	hats,	 and	green	 clothes	of	 all	 sorts.	At	 one
place	 a	 man	 was	 selling	 green	 lemonade,	 and	 when	 the	 children	 bought	 it
Dorothy	could	see	that	they	paid	for	it	with	green	pennies.
There	seemed	to	be	no	horses	nor	animals	of	any	kind;	the	men	carried	things

around	 in	 little	 green	 carts,	which	 they	pushed	before	 them.	Everyone	 seemed
happy	and	contented	and	prosperous.
The	Guardian	of	 the	Gates	 led	 them	through	 the	streets	until	 they	came	 to	a

big	building,	exactly	in	the	middle	of	the	City,	which	was	the	Palace	of	Oz,	the
Great	Wizard.	There	was	a	soldier	before	 the	door,	dressed	 in	a	green	uniform
and	wearing	a	long	green	beard.
"Here	are	strangers,"	said	the	Guardian	of	the	Gates	to	him,	"and	they	demand

to	see	the	Great	Oz."
"Step	inside,"	answered	the	soldier,	"and	I	will	carry	your	message	to	him."
So	they	passed	through	the	Palace	Gates	and	were	led	into	a	big	room	with	a

green	 carpet	 and	 lovely	 green	 furniture	 set	 with	 emeralds.	 The	 soldier	 made
them	all	wipe	their	feet	upon	a	green	mat	before	entering	this	room,	and	when
they	were	seated	he	said	politely:
"Please	make	 yourselves	 comfortable	 while	 I	 go	 to	 the	 door	 of	 the	 Throne



Room	and	tell	Oz	you	are	here."
They	 had	 to	wait	 a	 long	 time	 before	 the	 soldier	 returned.	When,	 at	 last,	 he

came	back,	Dorothy	asked:
"Have	you	seen	Oz?"
"Oh,	no,"	returned	the	soldier;	"I	have	never	seen	him.	But	I	spoke	to	him	as

he	sat	behind	his	screen	and	gave	him	your	message.	He	said	he	will	grant	you
an	audience,	if	you	so	desire;	but	each	one	of	you	must	enter	his	presence	alone,
and	he	will	admit	but	one	each	day.	Therefore,	as	you	must	remain	in	the	Palace
for	several	days,	I	will	have	you	shown	to	rooms	where	you	may	rest	in	comfort
after	your	journey."
"Thank	you,"	replied	the	girl;	"that	is	very	kind	of	Oz."
The	soldier	now	blew	upon	a	green	whistle,	and	at	once	a	young	girl,	dressed

in	 a	 pretty	 green	 silk	 gown,	 entered	 the	 room.	 She	 had	 lovely	 green	 hair	 and
green	eyes,	 and	 she	bowed	 low	before	Dorothy	as	 she	 said,	 "Follow	me	and	 I
will	show	you	your	room."
So	Dorothy	said	good-bye	to	all	her	friends	except	Toto,	and	taking	the	dog	in

her	arms	followed	the	green	girl	through	seven	passages	and	up	three	flights	of
stairs	until	 they	came	 to	a	 room	at	 the	 front	of	 the	Palace.	 It	was	 the	 sweetest
little	room	in	the	world,	with	a	soft	comfortable	bed	that	had	sheets	of	green	silk
and	a	green	velvet	counterpane.	There	was	a	tiny	fountain	in	the	middle	of	 the
room,	 that	 shot	 a	 spray	 of	 green	 perfume	 into	 the	 air,	 to	 fall	 back	 into	 a
beautifully	 carved	 green	 marble	 basin.	 Beautiful	 green	 flowers	 stood	 in	 the
windows,	and	there	was	a	shelf	with	a	row	of	little	green	books.	When	Dorothy
had	 time	 to	open	 these	books	 she	 found	 them	 full	of	queer	green	pictures	 that
made	her	laugh,	they	were	so	funny.
In	a	wardrobe	were	many	green	dresses,	made	of	silk	and	satin	and	velvet;	and

all	of	them	fitted	Dorothy	exactly.
"Make	yourself	perfectly	at	home,"	 said	 the	green	girl,	 "and	 if	you	wish	 for

anything	ring	the	bell.	Oz	will	send	for	you	tomorrow	morning."
She	 left	 Dorothy	 alone	 and	 went	 back	 to	 the	 others.	 These	 she	 also	 led	 to

rooms,	and	each	one	of	them	found	himself	lodged	in	a	very	pleasant	part	of	the
Palace.	 Of	 course	 this	 politeness	 was	 wasted	 on	 the	 Scarecrow;	 for	 when	 he
found	himself	 alone	 in	 his	 room	he	 stood	 stupidly	 in	 one	 spot,	 just	within	 the
doorway,	to	wait	till	morning.	It	would	not	rest	him	to	lie	down,	and	he	could	not
close	 his	 eyes;	 so	 he	 remained	 all	 night	 staring	 at	 a	 little	 spider	 which	 was
weaving	its	web	in	a	corner	of	 the	room,	 just	as	 if	 it	were	not	one	of	 the	most
wonderful	 rooms	 in	 the	world.	 The	 Tin	Woodman	 lay	 down	 on	 his	 bed	 from
force	of	habit,	for	he	remembered	when	he	was	made	of	flesh;	but	not	being	able
to	sleep,	he	passed	the	night	moving	his	joints	up	and	down	to	make	sure	they



kept	in	good	working	order.	The	Lion	would	have	preferred	a	bed	of	dried	leaves
in	the	forest,	and	did	not	like	being	shut	up	in	a	room;	but	he	had	too	much	sense
to	let	this	worry	him,	so	he	sprang	upon	the	bed	and	rolled	himself	up	like	a	cat
and	purred	himself	asleep	in	a	minute.
The	next	morning,	 after	breakfast,	 the	green	maiden	came	 to	 fetch	Dorothy,

and	she	dressed	her	in	one	of	the	prettiest	gowns,	made	of	green	brocaded	satin.
Dorothy	put	on	a	green	silk	apron	and	 tied	a	green	 ribbon	around	Toto's	neck,
and	they	started	for	the	Throne	Room	of	the	Great	Oz.
First	 they	came	 to	a	great	hall	 in	which	were	many	 ladies	and	gentlemen	of

the	court,	all	dressed	in	rich	costumes.	These	people	had	nothing	to	do	but	talk	to
each	 other,	 but	 they	 always	 came	 to	 wait	 outside	 the	 Throne	 Room	 every
morning,	although	they	were	never	permitted	to	see	Oz.	As	Dorothy	entered	they
looked	at	her	curiously,	and	one	of	them	whispered:
"Are	you	really	going	to	look	upon	the	face	of	Oz	the	Terrible?"
"Of	course,"	answered	the	girl,	"if	he	will	see	me."
"Oh,	 he	 will	 see	 you,"	 said	 the	 soldier	 who	 had	 taken	 her	 message	 to	 the

Wizard,	"although	he	does	not	like	to	have	people	ask	to	see	him.	Indeed,	at	first
he	was	angry	and	said	I	should	send	you	back	where	you	came	from.	Then	he
asked	me	what	you	looked	like,	and	when	I	mentioned	your	silver	shoes	he	was
very	much	interested.	At	last	I	told	him	about	the	mark	upon	your	forehead,	and
he	decided	he	would	admit	you	to	his	presence."
Just	 then	a	bell	 rang,	and	 the	green	girl	 said	 to	Dorothy,	"That	 is	 the	signal.

You	must	go	into	the	Throne	Room	alone."
She	opened	a	little	door	and	Dorothy	walked	boldly	through	and	found	herself

in	a	wonderful	place.	It	was	a	big,	round	room	with	a	high	arched	roof,	and	the
walls	 and	 ceiling	 and	 floor	 were	 covered	 with	 large	 emeralds	 set	 closely
together.	In	the	center	of	the	roof	was	a	great	light,	as	bright	as	the	sun,	which
made	the	emeralds	sparkle	in	a	wonderful	manner.
But	 what	 interested	 Dorothy	most	 was	 the	 big	 throne	 of	 green	marble	 that

stood	 in	 the	middle	 of	 the	 room.	 It	was	 shaped	 like	 a	 chair	 and	 sparkled	with
gems,	as	did	everything	else.	In	the	center	of	the	chair	was	an	enormous	Head,
without	 a	 body	 to	 support	 it	 or	 any	 arms	or	 legs	whatever.	There	was	 no	 hair
upon	this	head,	but	it	had	eyes	and	a	nose	and	mouth,	and	was	much	bigger	than
the	head	of	the	biggest	giant.
As	Dorothy	gazed	upon	 this	 in	wonder	and	fear,	 the	eyes	 turned	slowly	and

looked	at	her	sharply	and	steadily.	Then	the	mouth	moved,	and	Dorothy	heard	a
voice	say:
"I	am	Oz,	the	Great	and	Terrible.	Who	are	you,	and	why	do	you	seek	me?"
It	 was	 not	 such	 an	 awful	 voice	 as	 she	 had	 expected	 to	 come	 from	 the	 big



Head;	so	she	took	courage	and	answered:
"I	am	Dorothy,	the	Small	and	Meek.	I	have	come	to	you	for	help."
The	eyes	looked	at	her	thoughtfully	for	a	full	minute.	Then	said	the	voice:
"Where	did	you	get	the	silver	shoes?"
"I	got	 them	from	 the	Wicked	Witch	of	 the	East,	when	my	house	 fell	on	her

and	killed	her,"	she	replied.
"Where	did	you	get	the	mark	upon	your	forehead?"	continued	the	voice.
"That	 is	where	 the	Good	Witch	 of	 the	North	 kissed	me	when	 she	 bade	me

good-bye	and	sent	me	to	you,"	said	the	girl.
Again	the	eyes	looked	at	her	sharply,	and	they	saw	she	was	telling	the	truth.

Then	Oz	asked,	"What	do	you	wish	me	to	do?"
"Send	me	 back	 to	 Kansas,	 where	my	Aunt	 Em	 and	 Uncle	 Henry	 are,"	 she

answered	earnestly.	"I	don't	like	your	country,	although	it	is	so	beautiful.	And	I
am	sure	Aunt	Em	will	be	dreadfully	worried	over	my	being	away	so	long."
The	eyes	winked	three	times,	and	then	they	turned	up	to	the	ceiling	and	down

to	the	floor	and	rolled	around	so	queerly	that	they	seemed	to	see	every	part	of	the
room.	And	at	last	they	looked	at	Dorothy	again.
"Why	should	I	do	this	for	you?"	asked	Oz.
"Because	you	are	strong	and	I	am	weak;	because	you	are	a	Great	Wizard	and	I

am	only	a	little	girl."
"But	you	were	strong	enough	to	kill	the	Wicked	Witch	of	the	East,"	said	Oz.
"That	just	happened,"	returned	Dorothy	simply;	"I	could	not	help	it."
"Well,"	said	the	Head,	"I	will	give	you	my	answer.	You	have	no	right	to	expect

me	to	send	you	back	to	Kansas	unless	you	do	something	for	me	in	return.	In	this
country	 everyone	must	 pay	 for	 everything	 he	 gets.	 If	 you	wish	me	 to	 use	my
magic	power	to	send	you	home	again	you	must	do	something	for	me	first.	Help
me	and	I	will	help	you."
"What	must	I	do?"	asked	the	girl.
"Kill	the	Wicked	Witch	of	the	West,"	answered	Oz.
"But	I	cannot!"	exclaimed	Dorothy,	greatly	surprised.
"You	killed	the	Witch	of	the	East	and	you	wear	the	silver	shoes,	which	bear	a

powerful	 charm.	There	 is	 now	but	 one	Wicked	Witch	 left	 in	 all	 this	 land,	 and
when	 you	 can	 tell	 me	 she	 is	 dead	 I	 will	 send	 you	 back	 to	 Kansas—but	 not
before."
The	 little	 girl	 began	 to	 weep,	 she	 was	 so	much	 disappointed;	 and	 the	 eyes

winked	 again	 and	 looked	 upon	 her	 anxiously,	 as	 if	 the	Great	Oz	 felt	 that	 she
could	help	him	if	she	would.
"I	 never	 killed	 anything,	 willingly,"	 she	 sobbed.	 "Even	 if	 I	 wanted	 to,	 how

could	I	kill	the	Wicked	Witch?	If	you,	who	are	Great	and	Terrible,	cannot	kill	her



yourself,	how	do	you	expect	me	to	do	it?"
"I	do	not	know,"	said	the	Head;	"but	that	is	my	answer,	and	until	the	Wicked

Witch	dies	you	will	not	see	your	uncle	and	aunt	again.	Remember	that	the	Witch
is	Wicked—tremendously	Wicked	-and	ought	to	be	killed.	Now	go,	and	do	not
ask	to	see	me	again	until	you	have	done	your	task."
Sorrowfully	Dorothy	left	the	Throne	Room	and	went	back	where	the	Lion	and

the	Scarecrow	and	the	Tin	Woodman	were	waiting	to	hear	what	Oz	had	said	to
her.	"There	 is	no	hope	for	me,"	she	said	sadly,	"for	Oz	will	not	send	me	home
until	I	have	killed	the	Wicked	Witch	of	the	West;	and	that	I	can	never	do."
Her	friends	were	sorry,	but	could	do	nothing	to	help	her;	so	Dorothy	went	to

her	own	room	and	lay	down	on	the	bed	and	cried	herself	to	sleep.
The	next	morning	the	soldier	with	the	green	whiskers	came	to	the	Scarecrow

and	said:
"Come	with	me,	for	Oz	has	sent	for	you."
So	the	Scarecrow	followed	him	and	was	admitted	into	the	great	Throne	Room,

where	he	saw,	sitting	in	the	emerald	throne,	a	most	lovely	Lady.	She	was	dressed
in	green	silk	gauze	and	wore	upon	her	 flowing	green	 locks	a	crown	of	 jewels.
Growing	from	her	shoulders	were	wings,	gorgeous	in	color	and	so	light	that	they
fluttered	if	the	slightest	breath	of	air	reached	them.
When	 the	 Scarecrow	 had	 bowed,	 as	 prettily	 as	 his	 straw	 stuffing	would	 let

him,	before	this	beautiful	creature,	she	looked	upon	him	sweetly,	and	said:
"I	am	Oz,	the	Great	and	Terrible.	Who	are	you,	and	why	do	you	seek	me?"
Now	the	Scarecrow,	who	had	expected	to	see	the	great	Head	Dorothy	had	told

him	of,	was	much	astonished;	but	he	answered	her	bravely.
"I	am	only	a	Scarecrow,	stuffed	with	straw.	Therefore	I	have	no	brains,	and	I

come	to	you	praying	that	you	will	put	brains	in	my	head	instead	of	straw,	so	that
I	may	become	as	much	a	man	as	any	other	in	your	dominions."
"Why	should	I	do	this	for	you?"	asked	the	Lady.
"Because	you	are	wise	and	powerful,	and	no	one	else	can	help	me,"	answered

the	Scarecrow.
"I	 never	 grant	 favors	 without	 some	 return,"	 said	 Oz;	 "but	 this	 much	 I	 will

promise.	 If	 you	will	 kill	 for	me	 the	Wicked	Witch	 of	 the	West,	 I	will	 bestow
upon	you	a	great	many	brains,	and	such	good	brains	that	you	will	be	the	wisest
man	in	all	the	Land	of	Oz."
"I	 thought	 you	 asked	 Dorothy	 to	 kill	 the	 Witch,"	 said	 the	 Scarecrow,	 in

surprise.
"So	I	did.	I	don't	care	who	kills	her.	But	until	she	is	dead	I	will	not	grant	your

wish.	Now	go,	and	do	not	seek	me	again	until	you	have	earned	the	brains	you	so
greatly	desire."



The	Scarecrow	went	 sorrowfully	back	 to	his	 friends	and	 told	 them	what	Oz
had	 said;	 and	Dorothy	was	 surprised	 to	 find	 that	 the	Great	Wizard	was	 not	 a
Head,	as	she	had	seen	him,	but	a	lovely	Lady.
"All	 the	 same,"	 said	 the	 Scarecrow,	 "she	 needs	 a	 heart	 as	much	 as	 the	 Tin

Woodman."
On	 the	 next	 morning	 the	 soldier	 with	 the	 green	 whiskers	 came	 to	 the	 Tin

Woodman	and	said:
"Oz	has	sent	for	you.	Follow	me."
So	the	Tin	Woodman	followed	him	and	came	to	the	great	Throne	Room.	He

did	not	know	whether	he	would	find	Oz	a	lovely	Lady	or	a	Head,	but	he	hoped	it
would	be	the	lovely	Lady.	"For,"	he	said	to	himself,	"if	it	is	the	head,	I	am	sure	I
shall	 not	 be	 given	 a	 heart,	 since	 a	 head	 has	 no	 heart	 of	 its	 own	 and	 therefore
cannot	feel	for	me.	But	if	it	is	the	lovely	Lady	I	shall	beg	hard	for	a	heart,	for	all
ladies	are	themselves	said	to	be	kindly	hearted."
But	when	 the	Woodman	 entered	 the	 great	Throne	Room	he	 saw	neither	 the

Head	nor	the	Lady,	for	Oz	had	taken	the	shape	of	a	most	terrible	Beast.	It	was
nearly	as	big	as	an	elephant,	and	the	green	throne	seemed	hardly	strong	enough
to	hold	its	weight.	The	Beast	had	a	head	like	that	of	a	rhinoceros,	only	there	were
five	eyes	in	its	face.	There	were	five	long	arms	growing	out	of	its	body,	and	it
also	had	five	long,	slim	legs.	Thick,	woolly	hair	covered	every	part	of	it,	and	a
more	dreadful-looking	monster	could	not	be	imagined.	It	was	fortunate	the	Tin
Woodman	had	no	heart	at	that	moment,	for	it	would	have	beat	loud	and	fast	from
terror.	But	being	only	 tin,	 the	Woodman	was	not	at	all	afraid,	although	he	was
much	disappointed.
"I	 am	Oz,	 the	Great	 and	Terrible,"	 spoke	 the	Beast,	 in	 a	voice	 that	was	one

great	roar.	"Who	are	you,	and	why	do	you	seek	me?"
"I	 am	 a	Woodman,	 and	made	 of	 tin.	 Therefore	 I	 have	 no	 heart,	 and	 cannot

love.	I	pray	you	to	give	me	a	heart	that	I	may	be	as	other	men	are."
"Why	should	I	do	this?"	demanded	the	Beast.
"Because	 I	 ask	 it,	 and	 you	 alone	 can	 grant	 my	 request,"	 answered	 the

Woodman.
Oz	gave	a	 low	growl	at	 this,	but	said,	gruffly:	"If	you	 indeed	desire	a	heart,

you	must	earn	it."
"How?"	asked	the	Woodman.
"Help	 Dorothy	 to	 kill	 the	 Wicked	 Witch	 of	 the	 West,"	 replied	 the	 Beast.

"When	the	Witch	is	dead,	come	to	me,	and	I	will	then	give	you	the	biggest	and
kindest	and	most	loving	heart	in	all	the	Land	of	Oz."
So	the	Tin	Woodman	was	forced	to	return	sorrowfully	to	his	friends	and	tell

them	of	 the	 terrible	Beast	he	had	seen.	They	all	wondered	greatly	at	 the	many



forms	the	Great	Wizard	could	take	upon	himself,	and	the	Lion	said:
"If	he	is	a	Beast	when	I	go	to	see	him,	I	shall	roar	my	loudest,	and	so	frighten

him	that	he	will	grant	all	I	ask.	And	if	he	is	the	lovely	Lady,	I	shall	pretend	to
spring	 upon	 her,	 and	 so	 compel	 her	 to	 do	my	 bidding.	And	 if	 he	 is	 the	 great
Head,	he	will	be	at	my	mercy;	for	I	will	roll	this	head	all	about	the	room	until	he
promises	to	give	us	what	we	desire.	So	be	of	good	cheer,	my	friends,	for	all	will
yet	be	well."
The	next	morning	the	soldier	with	the	green	whiskers	led	the	Lion	to	the	great

Throne	Room	and	bade	him	enter	the	presence	of	Oz.
The	Lion	 at	 once	 passed	 through	 the	 door,	 and	 glancing	 around	 saw,	 to	 his

surprise,	that	before	the	throne	was	a	Ball	of	Fire,	so	fierce	and	glowing	he	could
scarcely	 bear	 to	 gaze	 upon	 it.	 His	 first	 thought	 was	 that	 Oz	 had	 by	 accident
caught	on	fire	and	was	burning	up;	but	when	he	tried	to	go	nearer,	the	heat	was
so	 intense	 that	 it	 singed	his	whiskers,	 and	he	 crept	 back	 tremblingly	 to	 a	 spot
nearer	the	door.
Then	a	low,	quiet	voice	came	from	the	Ball	of	Fire,	and	these	were	the	words

it	spoke:
"I	am	Oz,	the	Great	and	Terrible.	Who	are	you,	and	why	do	you	seek	me?"
And	the	Lion	answered,	"I	am	a	Cowardly	Lion,	afraid	of	everything.	I	came

to	you	to	beg	that	you	give	me	courage,	so	that	in	reality	I	may	become	the	King
of	Beasts,	as	men	call	me."
"Why	should	I	give	you	courage?"	demanded	Oz.
"Because	of	all	Wizards	you	are	 the	greatest,	and	alone	have	power	 to	grant

my	request,"	answered	the	Lion.
The	 Ball	 of	 Fire	 burned	 fiercely	 for	 a	 time,	 and	 the	 voice	 said,	 "Bring	me

proof	that	the	Wicked	Witch	is	dead,	and	that	moment	I	will	give	you	courage.
But	as	long	as	the	Witch	lives,	you	must	remain	a	coward."
The	Lion	was	angry	at	this	speech,	but	could	say	nothing	in	reply,	and	while

he	 stood	 silently	 gazing	 at	 the	Ball	 of	 Fire	 it	 became	 so	 furiously	 hot	 that	 he
turned	tail	and	rushed	from	the	room.	He	was	glad	to	find	his	friends	waiting	for
him,	and	told	them	of	his	terrible	interview	with	the	Wizard.
"What	shall	we	do	now?"	asked	Dorothy	sadly.
"There	is	only	one	thing	we	can	do,"	returned	the	Lion,	"and	that	is	to	go	to

the	land	of	the	Winkies,	seek	out	the	Wicked	Witch,	and	destroy	her."
"But	suppose	we	cannot?"	said	the	girl.
"Then	I	shall	never	have	courage,"	declared	the	Lion.
"And	I	shall	never	have	brains,"	added	the	Scarecrow.
"And	I	shall	never	have	a	heart,"	spoke	the	Tin	of	Woodman.
"And	I	shall	never	see	Aunt	Em	and	Uncle	Henry,"	said	Dorothy,	beginning	to



cry.
"Be	careful!"	cried	the	green	girl.	"The	tears	will	fall	on	your	green	silk	gown

and	spot	it."
So	Dorothy	dried	her	eyes	and	said,	"I	suppose	we	must	try	it;	but	I	am	sure	I

do	not	want	to	kill	anybody,	even	to	see	Aunt	Em	again."
"I	will	go	with	you;	but	I'm	too	much	of	a	coward	to	kill	the	Witch,"	said	the

Lion.
"I	will	go	 too,"	declared	 the	Scarecrow;	 "but	 I	 shall	not	be	of	much	help	 to

you,	I	am	such	a	fool."
"I	haven't	the	heart	to	harm	even	a	Witch,"	remarked	the	Tin	Woodman;	"but

if	you	go	I	certainly	shall	go	with	you."
Therefore	it	was	decided	to	start	upon	their	journey	the	next	morning,	and	the

Woodman	sharpened	his	axe	on	a	green	grindstone	and	had	all	his	joints	properly
oiled.	The	Scarecrow	stuffed	himself	with	fresh	straw	and	Dorothy	put	new	paint
on	his	eyes	that	he	might	see	better.	The	green	girl,	who	was	very	kind	to	them,
filled	Dorothy's	basket	with	good	things	to	eat,	and	fastened	a	little	bell	around
Toto's	neck	with	a	green	ribbon.
They	went	to	bed	quite	early	and	slept	soundly	until	daylight,	when	they	were

awakened	 by	 the	 crowing	 of	 a	 green	 cock	 that	 lived	 in	 the	 back	 yard	 of	 the
Palace,	and	the	cackling	of	a	hen	that	had	laid	a	green	egg.



Chapter		12	
The	Search	for	the	Wicked	Witch
The	soldier	with	the	green	whiskers	led	them	through	the	streets	of	the	Emerald
City	 until	 they	 reached	 the	 room	where	 the	Guardian	 of	 the	Gates	 lived.	This
officer	unlocked	their	spectacles	to	put	them	back	in	his	great	box,	and	then	he
politely	opened	the	gate	for	our	friends.
"Which	road	leads	to	the	Wicked	Witch	of	the	West?"	asked	Dorothy.
"There	is	no	road,"	answered	the	Guardian	of	the	Gates.	"No	one	ever	wishes

to	go	that	way."
"How,	then,	are	we	to	find	her?"	inquired	the	girl.
"That	 will	 be	 easy,"	 replied	 the	 man,	 "for	 when	 she	 knows	 you	 are	 in	 the

country	of	the	Winkies	she	will	find	you,	and	make	you	all	her	slaves."
"Perhaps	not,"	said	the	Scarecrow,	"for	we	mean	to	destroy	her."
"Oh,	 that	 is	 different,"	 said	 the	 Guardian	 of	 the	 Gates.	 "No	 one	 has	 ever

destroyed	her	before,	so	I	naturally	thought	she	would	make	slaves	of	you,	as	she
has	of	 the	 rest.	But	 take	care;	 for	she	 is	wicked	and	fierce,	and	may	not	allow
you	to	destroy	her.	Keep	to	the	West,	where	the	sun	sets,	and	you	cannot	fail	to
find	her."
They	 thanked	 him	 and	 bade	 him	 good-bye,	 and	 turned	 toward	 the	 West,

walking	 over	 fields	 of	 soft	 grass	 dotted	 here	 and	 there	 with	 daisies	 and
buttercups.	Dorothy	still	wore	the	pretty	silk	dress	she	had	put	on	in	the	palace,
but	now,	to	her	surprise,	she	found	it	was	no	longer	green,	but	pure	white.	The
ribbon	 around	 Toto's	 neck	 had	 also	 lost	 its	 green	 color	 and	 was	 as	 white	 as
Dorothy's	dress.
The	 Emerald	 City	 was	 soon	 left	 far	 behind.	 As	 they	 advanced	 the	 ground

became	rougher	and	hillier,	for	there	were	no	farms	nor	houses	in	this	country	of
the	West,	and	the	ground	was	untilled.
In	 the	 afternoon	 the	 sun	 shone	 hot	 in	 their	 faces,	 for	 there	were	 no	 trees	 to

offer	them	shade;	so	that	before	night	Dorothy	and	Toto	and	the	Lion	were	tired,
and	 lay	 down	 upon	 the	 grass	 and	 fell	 asleep,	 with	 the	 Woodman	 and	 the
Scarecrow	keeping	watch.
Now	the	Wicked	Witch	of	the	West	had	but	one	eye,	yet	that	was	as	powerful

as	a	telescope,	and	could	see	everywhere.	So,	as	she	sat	in	the	door	of	her	castle,



she	happened	to	look	around	and	saw	Dorothy	lying	asleep,	with	her	friends	all
about	 her.	They	were	 a	 long	distance	 off,	 but	 the	Wicked	Witch	was	 angry	 to
find	them	in	her	country;	so	she	blew	upon	a	silver	whistle	that	hung	around	her
neck.
At	once	there	came	running	to	her	from	all	directions	a	pack	of	great	wolves.

They	had	long	legs	and	fierce	eyes	and	sharp	teeth.
"Go	to	those	people,"	said	the	Witch,	"and	tear	them	to	pieces."
"Are	 you	 not	 going	 to	 make	 them	 your	 slaves?"	 asked	 the	 leader	 of	 the

wolves.
"No,"	she	answered,	"one	is	of	tin,	and	one	of	straw;	one	is	a	girl	and	another

a	Lion.	None	of	them	is	fit	to	work,	so	you	may	tear	them	into	small	pieces."
"Very	well,"	said	the	wolf,	and	he	dashed	away	at	full	speed,	followed	by	the

others.
It	was	lucky	the	Scarecrow	and	the	Woodman	were	wide	awake	and	heard	the

wolves	coming.
"This	is	my	fight,"	said	the	Woodman,	"so	get	behind	me	and	I	will	meet	them

as	they	come."
He	 seized	 his	 axe,	which	 he	 had	made	 very	 sharp,	 and	 as	 the	 leader	 of	 the

wolves	came	on	the	Tin	Woodman	swung	his	arm	and	chopped	the	wolf's	head
from	 its	 body,	 so	 that	 it	 immediately	 died.	 As	 soon	 as	 he	 could	 raise	 his	 axe
another	 wolf	 came	 up,	 and	 he	 also	 fell	 under	 the	 sharp	 edge	 of	 the	 Tin
Woodman's	weapon.	There	were	forty	wolves,	and	forty	times	a	wolf	was	killed,
so	that	at	last	they	all	lay	dead	in	a	heap	before	the	Woodman.
Then	he	put	down	his	axe	and	sat	beside	the	Scarecrow,	who	said,	"It	was	a

good	fight,	friend."
They	waited	until	Dorothy	awoke	the	next	morning.	The	little	girl	was	quite

frightened	when	she	saw	the	great	pile	of	shaggy	wolves,	but	the	Tin	Woodman
told	her	 all.	She	 thanked	him	 for	 saving	 them	and	 sat	down	 to	breakfast,	 after
which	they	started	again	upon	their	journey.
Now	this	same	morning	the	Wicked	Witch	came	to	the	door	of	her	castle	and

looked	out	with	her	one	eye	that	could	see	far	off.	She	saw	all	her	wolves	lying
dead,	and	the	strangers	still	traveling	through	her	country.	This	made	her	angrier
than	before,	and	she	blew	her	silver	whistle	twice.
Straightway	 a	 great	 flock	 of	wild	 crows	 came	 flying	 toward	 her,	 enough	 to

darken	the	sky.
And	the	Wicked	Witch	said	 to	 the	King	Crow,	"Fly	at	once	to	 the	strangers;

peck	out	their	eyes	and	tear	them	to	pieces."
The	wild	crows	flew	in	one	great	flock	toward	Dorothy	and	her	companions.

When	the	little	girl	saw	them	coming	she	was	afraid.



But	the	Scarecrow	said,	"This	is	my	battle,	so	lie	down	beside	me	and	you	will
not	be	harmed."
So	 they	 all	 lay	upon	 the	ground	except	 the	Scarecrow,	 and	he	 stood	up	 and

stretched	out	his	 arms.	And	when	 the	crows	 saw	him	 they	were	 frightened,	 as
these	birds	always	are	by	scarecrows,	and	did	not	dare	to	come	any	nearer.	But
the	King	Crow	said:
"It	is	only	a	stuffed	man.	I	will	peck	his	eyes	out."
The	King	Crow	flew	at	the	Scarecrow,	who	caught	it	by	the	head	and	twisted

its	 neck	 until	 it	 died.	 And	 then	 another	 crow	 flew	 at	 him,	 and	 the	 Scarecrow
twisted	 its	 neck	 also.	 There	 were	 forty	 crows,	 and	 forty	 times	 the	 Scarecrow
twisted	a	neck,	until	at	last	all	were	lying	dead	beside	him.	Then	he	called	to	his
companions	to	rise,	and	again	they	went	upon	their	journey.
When	 the	Wicked	Witch	 looked	out	 again	 and	 saw	 all	 her	 crows	 lying	 in	 a

heap,	she	got	into	a	terrible	rage,	and	blew	three	times	upon	her	silver	whistle.
Forthwith	 there	was	 heard	 a	 great	 buzzing	 in	 the	 air,	 and	 a	 swarm	of	 black

bees	came	flying	toward	her.
"Go	to	the	strangers	and	sting	them	to	death!"	commanded	the	Witch,	and	the

bees	turned	and	flew	rapidly	until	 they	came	to	where	Dorothy	and	her	friends
were	walking.	But	the	Woodman	had	seen	them	coming,	and	the	Scarecrow	had
decided	what	to	do.
"Take	out	my	straw	and	scatter	it	over	the	little	girl	and	the	dog	and	the	Lion,"

he	said	to	the	Woodman,	"and	the	bees	cannot	sting	them."	This	the	Woodman
did,	 and	 as	Dorothy	 lay	 close	 beside	 the	 Lion	 and	 held	 Toto	 in	 her	 arms,	 the
straw	covered	them	entirely.
The	bees	came	and	found	no	one	but	 the	Woodman	to	sting,	so	 they	flew	at

him	and	broke	off	all	their	stings	against	the	tin,	without	hurting	the	Woodman	at
all.	And	as	bees	cannot	live	when	their	stings	are	broken	that	was	the	end	of	the
black	bees,	and	they	lay	scattered	thick	about	the	Woodman,	like	little	heaps	of
fine	coal.
Then	Dorothy	and	the	Lion	got	up,	and	the	girl	helped	the	Tin	Woodman	put

the	straw	back	into	the	Scarecrow	again,	until	he	was	as	good	as	ever.	So	they
started	upon	their	journey	once	more.
The	Wicked	Witch	was	so	angry	when	she	saw	her	black	bees	in	little	heaps

like	fine	coal	that	she	stamped	her	foot	and	tore	her	hair	and	gnashed	her	teeth.
And	then	she	called	a	dozen	of	her	slaves,	who	were	the	Winkies,	and	gave	them
sharp	spears,	telling	them	to	go	to	the	strangers	and	destroy	them.
The	Winkies	were	not	a	brave	people,	but	they	had	to	do	as	they	were	told.	So

they	marched	away	until	they	came	near	to	Dorothy.	Then	the	Lion	gave	a	great
roar	and	sprang	towards	them,	and	the	poor	Winkies	were	so	frightened	that	they



ran	back	as	fast	as	they	could.
When	 they	 returned	 to	 the	 castle	 the	Wicked	Witch	 beat	 them	well	 with	 a

strap,	and	sent	them	back	to	their	work,	after	which	she	sat	down	to	think	what
she	should	do	next.	She	could	not	understand	how	all	her	plans	to	destroy	these
strangers	had	failed;	but	she	was	a	powerful	Witch,	as	well	as	a	wicked	one,	and
she	soon	made	up	her	mind	how	to	act.
There	 was,	 in	 her	 cupboard,	 a	 Golden	 Cap,	 with	 a	 circle	 of	 diamonds	 and

rubies	running	round	it.	This	Golden	Cap	had	a	charm.	Whoever	owned	it	could
call	 three	 times	 upon	 the	Winged	Monkeys,	 who	 would	 obey	 any	 order	 they
were	 given.	 But	 no	 person	 could	 command	 these	 strange	 creatures	more	 than
three	 times.	 Twice	 already	 the	Wicked	Witch	 had	 used	 the	 charm	 of	 the	Cap.
Once	was	when	she	had	made	the	Winkies	her	slaves,	and	set	herself	to	rule	over
their	country.	The	Winged	Monkeys	had	helped	her	do	this.	The	second	time	was
when	 she	 had	 fought	 against	 the	Great	Oz	 himself,	 and	 driven	 him	out	 of	 the
land	of	the	West.	The	Winged	Monkeys	had	also	helped	her	in	doing	this.	Only
once	more	could	she	use	this	Golden	Cap,	for	which	reason	she	did	not	like	to	do
so	until	all	her	other	powers	were	exhausted.	But	now	that	her	fierce	wolves	and
her	wild	crows	and	her	stinging	bees	were	gone,	and	her	slaves	had	been	scared
away	 by	 the	 Cowardly	 Lion,	 she	 saw	 there	was	 only	 one	way	 left	 to	 destroy
Dorothy	and	her	friends.
So	 the	Wicked	Witch	 took	 the	Golden	Cap	 from	her	cupboard	and	placed	 it

upon	her	head.	Then	she	stood	upon	her	left	foot	and	said	slowly:
"Ep-pe,	pep-pe,	kak-ke!"
Next	she	stood	upon	her	right	foot	and	said:
"Hil-lo,	hol-lo,	hel-lo!"
After	this	she	stood	upon	both	feet	and	cried	in	a	loud	voice:
"Ziz-zy,	zuz-zy,	zik!"
Now	 the	 charm	began	 to	work.	The	 sky	was	 darkened,	 and	 a	 low	 rumbling

sound	 was	 heard	 in	 the	 air.	 There	 was	 a	 rushing	 of	 many	 wings,	 a	 great
chattering	 and	 laughing,	 and	 the	 sun	 came	 out	 of	 the	 dark	 sky	 to	 show	 the
Wicked	Witch	surrounded	by	a	crowd	of	monkeys,	each	with	a	pair	of	immense
and	powerful	wings	on	his	shoulders.
One,	much	bigger	than	the	others,	seemed	to	be	their	leader.	He	flew	close	to

the	Witch	and	said,	"You	have	called	us	for	the	third	and	last	time.	What	do	you
command?"
"Go	to	the	strangers	who	are	within	my	land	and	destroy	them	all	except	the

Lion,"	 said	 the	Wicked	Witch.	 "Bring	 that	 beast	 to	 me,	 for	 I	 have	 a	 mind	 to
harness	him	like	a	horse,	and	make	him	work."
"Your	commands	shall	be	obeyed,"	said	the	leader.	Then,	with	a	great	deal	of



chattering	 and	 noise,	 the	 Winged	 Monkeys	 flew	 away	 to	 the	 place	 where
Dorothy	and	her	friends	were	walking.
Some	of	 the	Monkeys	seized	 the	Tin	Woodman	and	carried	him	through	the

air	until	 they	were	over	a	country	 thickly	covered	with	 sharp	 rocks.	Here	 they
dropped	the	poor	Woodman,	who	fell	a	great	distance	to	the	rocks,	where	he	lay
so	battered	and	dented	that	he	could	neither	move	nor	groan.
Others	 of	 the	 Monkeys	 caught	 the	 Scarecrow,	 and	 with	 their	 long	 fingers

pulled	all	of	the	straw	out	of	his	clothes	and	head.	They	made	his	hat	and	boots
and	clothes	into	a	small	bundle	and	threw	it	into	the	top	branches	of	a	tall	tree.
The	 remaining	 Monkeys	 threw	 pieces	 of	 stout	 rope	 around	 the	 Lion	 and

wound	many	coils	about	his	body	and	head	and	legs,	until	he	was	unable	to	bite
or	scratch	or	struggle	 in	any	way.	Then	they	lifted	him	up	and	flew	away	with
him	to	the	Witch's	castle,	where	he	was	placed	in	a	small	yard	with	a	high	iron
fence	around	it,	so	that	he	could	not	escape.
But	 Dorothy	 they	 did	 not	 harm	 at	 all.	 She	 stood,	 with	 Toto	 in	 her	 arms,

watching	 the	sad	 fate	of	her	comrades	and	 thinking	 it	would	soon	be	her	 turn.
The	leader	of	the	Winged	Monkeys	flew	up	to	her,	his	long,	hairy	arms	stretched
out	and	his	ugly	face	grinning	terribly;	but	he	saw	the	mark	of	the	Good	Witch's
kiss	upon	her	forehead	and	stopped	short,	motioning	the	others	not	to	touch	her.
"We	dare	not	harm	this	little	girl,"	he	said	to	them,	"for	she	is	protected	by	the

Power	of	Good,	and	that	is	greater	than	the	Power	of	Evil.	All	we	can	do	is	to
carry	her	to	the	castle	of	the	Wicked	Witch	and	leave	her	there."
So,	 carefully	 and	 gently,	 they	 lifted	 Dorothy	 in	 their	 arms	 and	 carried	 her

swiftly	 through	 the	 air	 until	 they	 came	 to	 the	 castle,	where	 they	 set	 her	 down
upon	the	front	doorstep.	Then	the	leader	said	to	the	Witch:
"We	 have	 obeyed	 you	 as	 far	 as	 we	 were	 able.	 The	 Tin	Woodman	 and	 the

Scarecrow	are	destroyed,	and	the	Lion	is	tied	up	in	your	yard.	The	little	girl	we
dare	not	harm,	nor	the	dog	she	carries	in	her	arms.	Your	power	over	our	band	is
now	ended,	and	you	will	never	see	us	again."
Then	all	the	Winged	Monkeys,	with	much	laughing	and	chattering	and	noise,

flew	into	the	air	and	were	soon	out	of	sight.
The	Wicked	Witch	was	both	surprised	and	worried	when	she	saw	the	mark	on

Dorothy's	forehead,	for	she	knew	well	that	neither	the	Winged	Monkeys	nor	she,
herself,	 dare	 hurt	 the	girl	 in	 any	way.	She	 looked	down	at	Dorothy's	 feet,	 and
seeing	 the	 Silver	 Shoes,	 began	 to	 tremble	 with	 fear,	 for	 she	 knew	 what	 a
powerful	charm	belonged	to	 them.	At	first	 the	Witch	was	tempted	to	run	away
from	 Dorothy;	 but	 she	 happened	 to	 look	 into	 the	 child's	 eyes	 and	 saw	 how
simple	 the	 soul	 behind	 them	was,	 and	 that	 the	 little	 girl	 did	 not	 know	 of	 the
wonderful	 power	 the	 Silver	 Shoes	 gave	 her.	 So	 the	Wicked	Witch	 laughed	 to



herself,	and	thought,	"I	can	still	make	her	my	slave,	for	she	does	not	know	how
to	use	her	power."	Then	she	said	to	Dorothy,	harshly	and	severely:
"Come	with	me;	and	see	that	you	mind	everything	I	tell	you,	for	if	you	do	not

I	will	make	an	end	of	you,	as	I	did	of	the	Tin	Woodman	and	the	Scarecrow."
Dorothy	followed	her	through	many	of	the	beautiful	rooms	in	her	castle	until

they	came	to	the	kitchen,	where	the	Witch	bade	her	clean	the	pots	and	kettles	and
sweep	the	floor	and	keep	the	fire	fed	with	wood.
Dorothy	went	to	work	meekly,	with	her	mind	made	up	to	work	as	hard	as	she

could;	for	she	was	glad	the	Wicked	Witch	had	decided	not	to	kill	her.
With	Dorothy	hard	at	work,	the	Witch	thought	she	would	go	into	the	courtyard

and	harness	the	Cowardly	Lion	like	a	horse;	it	would	amuse	her,	she	was	sure,	to
make	 him	 draw	 her	 chariot	 whenever	 she	 wished	 to	 go	 to	 drive.	 But	 as	 she
opened	the	gate	the	Lion	gave	a	loud	roar	and	bounded	at	her	so	fiercely	that	the
Witch	was	afraid,	and	ran	out	and	shut	the	gate	again.
"If	 I	 cannot	 harness	 you,"	 said	 the	Witch	 to	 the	Lion,	 speaking	 through	 the

bars	of	the	gate,	"I	can	starve	you.	You	shall	have	nothing	to	eat	until	you	do	as	I
wish."
So	after	that	she	took	no	food	to	the	imprisoned	Lion;	but	every	day	she	came

to	the	gate	at	noon	and	asked,	"Are	you	ready	to	be	harnessed	like	a	horse?"
And	the	Lion	would	answer,	"No.	If	you	come	in	this	yard,	I	will	bite	you."
The	 reason	 the	Lion	did	not	have	 to	do	as	 the	Witch	wished	was	 that	every

night,	 while	 the	 woman	 was	 asleep,	 Dorothy	 carried	 him	 food	 from	 the
cupboard.	 After	 he	 had	 eaten	 he	 would	 lie	 down	 on	 his	 bed	 of	 straw,	 and
Dorothy	would	lie	beside	him	and	put	her	head	on	his	soft,	shaggy	mane,	while
they	talked	of	their	troubles	and	tried	to	plan	some	way	to	escape.	But	they	could
find	no	way	to	get	out	of	the	castle,	for	it	was	constantly	guarded	by	the	yellow
Winkies,	who	were	the	slaves	of	the	Wicked	Witch	and	too	afraid	of	her	not	to
do	as	she	told	them.
The	girl	had	 to	work	hard	during	 the	day,	and	often	 the	Witch	 threatened	 to

beat	her	with	the	same	old	umbrella	she	always	carried	in	her	hand.	But,	in	truth,
she	did	not	dare	to	strike	Dorothy,	because	of	the	mark	upon	her	forehead.	The
child	did	not	know	this,	and	was	full	of	fear	for	herself	and	Toto.	Once	the	Witch
struck	Toto	a	blow	with	her	umbrella	and	the	brave	little	dog	flew	at	her	and	bit
her	leg	in	return.	The	Witch	did	not	bleed	where	she	was	bitten,	for	she	was	so
wicked	that	the	blood	in	her	had	dried	up	many	years	before.
Dorothy's	 life	 became	 very	 sad	 as	 she	 grew	 to	 understand	 that	 it	 would	 be

harder	 than	 ever	 to	 get	 back	 to	 Kansas	 and	 Aunt	 Em	 again.	 Sometimes	 she
would	 cry	bitterly	 for	 hours,	with	Toto	 sitting	 at	 her	 feet	 and	 looking	 into	her
face,	whining	dismally	to	show	how	sorry	he	was	for	his	little	mistress.	Toto	did



not	really	care	whether	he	was	in	Kansas	or	the	Land	of	Oz	so	long	as	Dorothy
was	 with	 him;	 but	 he	 knew	 the	 little	 girl	 was	 unhappy,	 and	 that	 made	 him
unhappy	too.
Now	 the	Wicked	Witch	 had	 a	 great	 longing	 to	 have	 for	 her	 own	 the	 Silver

Shoes	which	the	girl	always	wore.	Her	bees	and	her	crows	and	her	wolves	were
lying	in	heaps	and	drying	up,	and	she	had	used	up	all	the	power	of	the	Golden
Cap;	but	if	she	could	only	get	hold	of	the	Silver	Shoes,	they	would	give	her	more
power	than	all	 the	other	things	she	had	lost.	She	watched	Dorothy	carefully,	 to
see	if	she	ever	 took	off	her	shoes,	 thinking	she	might	steal	 them.	But	 the	child
was	so	proud	of	her	pretty	shoes	that	she	never	took	them	off	except	at	night	and
when	she	took	her	bath.	The	Witch	was	too	much	afraid	of	the	dark	to	dare	go	in
Dorothy's	 room	at	 night	 to	 take	 the	 shoes,	 and	her	 dread	of	water	was	greater
than	her	 fear	 of	 the	dark,	 so	 she	never	 came	near	when	Dorothy	was	bathing.
Indeed,	 the	old	Witch	never	 touched	water,	nor	ever	 let	water	 touch	her	 in	any
way.
But	the	wicked	creature	was	very	cunning,	and	she	finally	thought	of	a	trick

that	would	give	her	what	she	wanted.	She	placed	a	bar	of	iron	in	the	middle	of
the	kitchen	floor,	and	 then	by	her	magic	arts	made	 the	 iron	 invisible	 to	human
eyes.	So	that	when	Dorothy	walked	across	the	floor	she	stumbled	over	the	bar,
not	being	able	to	see	it,	and	fell	at	full	length.	She	was	not	much	hurt,	but	in	her
fall	one	of	 the	Silver	Shoes	came	off;	and	before	she	could	reach	 it,	 the	Witch
had	snatched	it	away	and	put	it	on	her	own	skinny	foot.
The	wicked	woman	was	greatly	pleased	with	 the	success	of	her	 trick,	 for	as

long	as	she	had	one	of	the	shoes	she	owned	half	the	power	of	their	charm,	and
Dorothy	could	not	use	it	against	her,	even	had	she	known	how	to	do	so.
The	little	girl,	seeing	she	had	lost	one	of	her	pretty	shoes,	grew	angry,	and	said

to	the	Witch,	"Give	me	back	my	shoe!"
"I	will	not,"	retorted	the	Witch,	"for	it	is	now	my	shoe,	and	not	yours."
"You	 are	 a	wicked	 creature!"	 cried	Dorothy.	 "You	have	no	 right	 to	 take	my

shoe	from	me."
"I	shall	keep	it,	just	the	same,"	said	the	Witch,	laughing	at	her,	"and	someday	I

shall	get	the	other	one	from	you,	too."
This	made	Dorothy	so	very	angry	that	she	picked	up	the	bucket	of	water	that

stood	near	and	dashed	it	over	the	Witch,	wetting	her	from	head	to	foot.
Instantly	 the	 wicked	woman	 gave	 a	 loud	 cry	 of	 fear,	 and	 then,	 as	 Dorothy

looked	at	her	in	wonder,	the	Witch	began	to	shrink	and	fall	away.
"See	what	you	have	done!"	she	screamed.	"In	a	minute	I	shall	melt	away."
"I'm	 very	 sorry,	 indeed,"	 said	Dorothy,	who	was	 truly	 frightened	 to	 see	 the

Witch	actually	melting	away	like	brown	sugar	before	her	very	eyes.



"Didn't	 you	 know	 water	 would	 be	 the	 end	 of	 me?"	 asked	 the	 Witch,	 in	 a
wailing,	despairing	voice.
"Of	course	not,"	answered	Dorothy.	"How	should	I?"
"Well,	in	a	few	minutes	I	shall	be	all	melted,	and	you	will	have	the	castle	to

yourself.	I	have	been	wicked	in	my	day,	but	I	never	thought	a	little	girl	like	you
would	ever	be	able	to	melt	me	and	end	my	wicked	deeds.	Look	out—here	I	go!"
With	these	words	the	Witch	fell	down	in	a	brown,	melted,	shapeless	mass	and

began	to	spread	over	 the	clean	boards	of	 the	kitchen	floor.	Seeing	that	she	had
really	melted	away	to	nothing,	Dorothy	drew	another	bucket	of	water	and	threw
it	over	the	mess.	She	then	swept	it	all	out	the	door.	After	picking	out	the	silver
shoe,	which	was	all	that	was	left	of	the	old	woman,	she	cleaned	and	dried	it	with
a	cloth,	and	put	it	on	her	foot	again.	Then,	being	at	last	free	to	do	as	she	chose,
she	ran	out	to	the	courtyard	to	tell	 the	Lion	that	 the	Wicked	Witch	of	the	West
had	come	to	an	end,	and	that	they	were	no	longer	prisoners	in	a	strange	land.



Chapter		13	
The	Rescue
The	Cowardly	Lion	was	much	pleased	to	hear	that	the	Wicked	Witch	had	been
melted	by	a	bucket	of	water,	and	Dorothy	at	once	unlocked	the	gate	of	his	prison
and	set	him	free.	They	went	 in	 together	 to	 the	castle,	where	Dorothy's	 first	act
was	to	call	all	the	Winkies	together	and	tell	them	that	they	were	no	longer	slaves.
There	was	great	rejoicing	among	the	yellow	Winkies,	for	they	had	been	made

to	work	hard	during	many	years	for	the	Wicked	Witch,	who	had	always	treated
them	with	great	cruelty.	They	kept	this	day	as	a	holiday,	then	and	ever	after,	and
spent	the	time	in	feasting	and	dancing.
"If	our	friends,	the	Scarecrow	and	the	Tin	Woodman,	were	only	with	us,"	said

the	Lion,	"I	should	be	quite	happy."
"Don't	you	suppose	we	could	rescue	them?"	asked	the	girl	anxiously.
"We	can	try,"	answered	the	Lion.
So	they	called	the	yellow	Winkies	and	asked	them	if	they	would	help	to	rescue

their	friends,	and	the	Winkies	said	that	they	would	be	delighted	to	do	all	in	their
power	for	Dorothy,	who	had	set	them	free	from	bondage.	So	she	chose	a	number
of	the	Winkies	who	looked	as	if	they	knew	the	most,	and	they	all	started	away.
They	 traveled	 that	day	 and	part	 of	 the	next	until	 they	 came	 to	 the	 rocky	plain
where	the	Tin	Woodman	lay,	all	battered	and	bent.	His	axe	was	near	him,	but	the
blade	was	rusted	and	the	handle	broken	off	short.
The	Winkies	 lifted	 him	 tenderly	 in	 their	 arms,	 and	 carried	 him	 back	 to	 the

Yellow	Castle	again,	Dorothy	shedding	a	few	tears	by	the	way	at	the	sad	plight
of	her	old	friend,	and	the	Lion	looking	sober	and	sorry.	When	they	reached	the
castle	Dorothy	said	to	the	Winkies:
"Are	any	of	your	people	tinsmiths?"
"Oh,	yes.	Some	of	us	are	very	good	tinsmiths,"	they	told	her.
"Then	bring	 them	 to	me,"	 she	 said.	And	when	 the	 tinsmiths	 came,	 bringing

with	them	all	their	tools	in	baskets,	she	inquired,	"Can	you	straighten	out	those
dents	in	the	Tin	Woodman,	and	bend	him	back	into	shape	again,	and	solder	him
together	where	he	is	broken?"
The	tinsmiths	looked	the	Woodman	over	carefully	and	then	answered	that	they

thought	 they	 could	mend	 him	 so	 he	would	 be	 as	 good	 as	 ever.	 So	 they	 set	 to



work	in	one	of	the	big	yellow	rooms	of	the	castle	and	worked	for	three	days	and
four	 nights,	 hammering	 and	 twisting	 and	 bending	 and	 soldering	 and	 polishing
and	pounding	at	the	legs	and	body	and	head	of	the	Tin	Woodman,	until	at	last	he
was	straightened	out	into	his	old	form,	and	his	joints	worked	as	well	as	ever.	To
be	sure,	there	were	several	patches	on	him,	but	the	tinsmiths	did	a	good	job,	and
as	the	Woodman	was	not	a	vain	man	he	did	not	mind	the	patches	at	all.
When,	 at	 last,	 he	walked	 into	Dorothy's	 room	 and	 thanked	 her	 for	 rescuing

him,	he	was	so	pleased	that	he	wept	tears	of	joy,	and	Dorothy	had	to	wipe	every
tear	carefully	from	his	face	with	her	apron,	so	his	joints	would	not	be	rusted.	At
the	 same	 time	 her	 own	 tears	 fell	 thick	 and	 fast	 at	 the	 joy	 of	meeting	 her	 old
friend	again,	and	these	tears	did	not	need	to	be	wiped	away.	As	for	the	Lion,	he
wiped	his	eyes	so	often	with	the	tip	of	his	tail	that	it	became	quite	wet,	and	he
was	obliged	to	go	out	into	the	courtyard	and	hold	it	in	the	sun	till	it	dried.
"If	we	only	had	the	Scarecrow	with	us	again,"	said	the	Tin	Woodman,	when

Dorothy	 had	 finished	 telling	 him	 everything	 that	 had	 happened,	 "I	 should	 be
quite	happy."
"We	must	try	to	find	him,"	said	the	girl.
So	she	called	the	Winkies	to	help	her,	and	they	walked	all	that	day	and	part	of

the	 next	 until	 they	 came	 to	 the	 tall	 tree	 in	 the	 branches	 of	which	 the	Winged
Monkeys	had	tossed	the	Scarecrow's	clothes.
It	was	a	very	tall	tree,	and	the	trunk	was	so	smooth	that	no	one	could	climb	it;

but	 the	 Woodman	 said	 at	 once,	 "I'll	 chop	 it	 down,	 and	 then	 we	 can	 get	 the
Scarecrow's	clothes."
Now	while	 the	 tinsmiths	 had	 been	 at	work	mending	 the	Woodman	 himself,

another	of	the	Winkies,	who	was	a	goldsmith,	had	made	an	axe-handle	of	solid
gold	and	fitted	it	to	the	Woodman's	axe,	instead	of	the	old	broken	handle.	Others
polished	the	blade	until	all	the	rust	was	removed	and	it	glistened	like	burnished
silver.
As	 soon	as	he	had	 spoken,	 the	Tin	Woodman	began	 to	 chop,	 and	 in	 a	 short

time	the	tree	fell	over	with	a	crash,	whereupon	the	Scarecrow's	clothes	fell	out	of
the	branches	and	rolled	off	on	the	ground.
Dorothy	picked	 them	up	and	had	 the	Winkies	carry	 them	back	 to	 the	castle,

where	 they	 were	 stuffed	 with	 nice,	 clean	 straw;	 and	 behold!	 here	 was	 the
Scarecrow,	as	good	as	ever,	thanking	them	over	and	over	again	for	saving	him.
Now	that	they	were	reunited,	Dorothy	and	her	friends	spent	a	few	happy	days

at	 the	Yellow	Castle,	where	 they	 found	 everything	 they	 needed	 to	make	 them
comfortable.
But	one	day	the	girl	thought	of	Aunt	Em,	and	said,	"We	must	go	back	to	Oz,

and	claim	his	promise."



"Yes,"	said	the	Woodman,	"at	last	I	shall	get	my	heart."
"And	I	shall	get	my	brains,"	added	the	Scarecrow	joyfully.
"And	I	shall	get	my	courage,"	said	the	Lion	thoughtfully.
"And	I	shall	get	back	to	Kansas,"	cried	Dorothy,	clapping	her	hands.	"Oh,	let

us	start	for	the	Emerald	City	tomorrow!"
This	 they	decided	 to	do.	The	next	day	 they	called	 the	Winkies	 together	 and

bade	 them	 good-bye.	 The	Winkies	were	 sorry	 to	 have	 them	 go,	 and	 they	 had
grown	so	fond	of	the	Tin	Woodman	that	they	begged	him	to	stay	and	rule	over
them	and	the	Yellow	Land	of	the	West.	Finding	they	were	determined	to	go,	the
Winkies	 gave	 Toto	 and	 the	 Lion	 each	 a	 golden	 collar;	 and	 to	 Dorothy	 they
presented	a	beautiful	bracelet	studded	with	diamonds;	and	to	the	Scarecrow	they
gave	a	gold-headed	walking	stick,	 to	keep	him	from	stumbling;	and	 to	 the	Tin
Woodman	 they	 offered	 a	 silver	 oil-can,	 inlaid	with	 gold	 and	 set	with	 precious
jewels.
Every	one	of	the	travelers	made	the	Winkies	a	pretty	speech	in	return,	and	all

shook	hands	with	them	until	their	arms	ached.
Dorothy	 went	 to	 the	 Witch's	 cupboard	 to	 fill	 her	 basket	 with	 food	 for	 the

journey,	 and	 there	 she	 saw	 the	Golden	Cap.	She	 tried	 it	 on	her	 own	head	 and
found	that	it	fitted	her	exactly.	She	did	not	know	anything	about	the	charm	of	the
Golden	Cap,	but	she	saw	that	it	was	pretty,	so	she	made	up	her	mind	to	wear	it
and	carry	her	sunbonnet	in	the	basket.
Then,	being	prepared	for	the	journey,	they	all	started	for	the	Emerald	City;	and

the	Winkies	gave	them	three	cheers	and	many	good	wishes	to	carry	with	them.



Chapter		14	
The	Winged	Monkeys
You	will	remember	there	was	no	road—not	even	a	pathway—between	the	castle
of	 the	Wicked	Witch	 and	 the	 Emerald	 City.	When	 the	 four	 travelers	 went	 in
search	of	the	Witch	she	had	seen	them	coming,	and	so	sent	the	Winged	Monkeys
to	bring	them	to	her.	It	was	much	harder	to	find	their	way	back	through	the	big
fields	of	buttercups	and	yellow	daisies	than	it	was	being	carried.	They	knew,	of
course,	they	must	go	straight	east,	toward	the	rising	sun;	and	they	started	off	in
the	right	way.	But	at	noon,	when	the	sun	was	over	their	heads,	they	did	not	know
which	was	east	and	which	was	west,	and	 that	was	 the	reason	they	were	 lost	 in
the	great	fields.	They	kept	on	walking,	however,	and	at	night	the	moon	came	out
and	shone	brightly.	So	they	lay	down	among	the	sweet	smelling	yellow	flowers
and	slept	soundly	until	morning—all	but	the	Scarecrow	and	the	Tin	Woodman.
The	next	morning	the	sun	was	behind	a	cloud,	but	they	started	on,	as	if	they

were	quite	sure	which	way	they	were	going.
"If	we	walk	far	enough,"	said	Dorothy,	"I	am	sure	we	shall	sometime	come	to

some	place."
But	day	by	day	passed	away,	and	 they	still	saw	nothing	before	 them	but	 the

scarlet	fields.	The	Scarecrow	began	to	grumble	a	bit.
"We	have	surely	lost	our	way,"	he	said,	"and	unless	we	find	it	again	in	time	to

reach	the	Emerald	City,	I	shall	never	get	my	brains."
"Nor	I	my	heart,"	declared	the	Tin	Woodman.	"It	seems	to	me	I	can	scarcely

wait	till	I	get	to	Oz,	and	you	must	admit	this	is	a	very	long	journey."
"You	see,"	said	the	Cowardly	Lion,	with	a	whimper,	"I	haven't	the	courage	to

keep	tramping	forever,	without	getting	anywhere	at	all."
Then	 Dorothy	 lost	 heart.	 She	 sat	 down	 on	 the	 grass	 and	 looked	 at	 her

companions,	and	 they	sat	down	and	 looked	at	her,	 and	Toto	 found	 that	 for	 the
first	time	in	his	life	he	was	too	tired	to	chase	a	butterfly	that	flew	past	his	head.
So	he	put	out	his	tongue	and	panted	and	looked	at	Dorothy	as	if	to	ask	what	they
should	do	next.
"Suppose	we	call	the	field	mice,"	she	suggested.	"They	could	probably	tell	us

the	way	to	the	Emerald	City."
"To	 be	 sure	 they	 could,"	 cried	 the	 Scarecrow.	 "Why	 didn't	we	 think	 of	 that



before?"
Dorothy	blew	the	little	whistle	she	had	always	carried	about	her	neck	since	the

Queen	of	the	Mice	had	given	it	to	her.	In	a	few	minutes	they	heard	the	pattering
of	 tiny	feet,	and	many	of	 the	small	gray	mice	came	running	up	 to	her.	Among
them	was	the	Queen	herself,	who	asked,	in	her	squeaky	little	voice:
"What	can	I	do	for	my	friends?"
"We	have	 lost	 our	way,"	 said	Dorothy.	 "Can	 you	 tell	 us	where	 the	Emerald

City	is?"
"Certainly,"	answered	the	Queen;	"but	it	is	a	great	way	off,	for	you	have	had	it

at	your	backs	all	 this	 time."	Then	she	noticed	Dorothy's	Golden	Cap,	and	said,
"Why	don't	you	use	the	charm	of	the	Cap,	and	call	the	Winged	Monkeys	to	you?
They	will	carry	you	to	the	City	of	Oz	in	less	than	an	hour."
"I	didn't	 know	 there	was	a	 charm,"	 answered	Dorothy,	 in	 surprise.	 "What	 is

it?"
"It	 is	written	inside	the	Golden	Cap,"	replied	the	Queen	of	the	Mice.	"But	if

you	are	going	to	call	the	Winged	Monkeys	we	must	run	away,	for	they	are	full	of
mischief	and	think	it	great	fun	to	plague	us."
"Won't	they	hurt	me?"	asked	the	girl	anxiously.
"Oh,	 no.	 They	 must	 obey	 the	 wearer	 of	 the	 Cap.	 Good-bye!"	 And	 she

scampered	out	of	sight,	with	all	the	mice	hurrying	after	her.
Dorothy	looked	inside	the	Golden	Cap	and	saw	some	words	written	upon	the

lining.	 These,	 she	 thought,	 must	 be	 the	 charm,	 so	 she	 read	 the	 directions
carefully	and	put	the	Cap	upon	her	head.
"Ep-pe,	pep-pe,	kak-ke!"	she	said,	standing	on	her	left	foot.
"What	did	you	say?"	asked	 the	Scarecrow,	who	did	not	know	what	 she	was

doing.
"Hil-lo,	hol-lo,	hel-lo!"	Dorothy	went	on,	standing	this	time	on	her	right	foot.
"Hello!"	replied	the	Tin	Woodman	calmly.
"Ziz-zy,	zuz-zy,	zik!"	said	Dorothy,	who	was	now	standing	on	both	feet.	This

ended	the	saying	of	the	charm,	and	they	heard	a	great	chattering	and	flapping	of
wings,	as	the	band	of	Winged	Monkeys	flew	up	to	them.
The	King	bowed	low	before	Dorothy,	and	asked,	"What	is	your	command?"
"We	wish	 to	 go	 to	 the	Emerald	City,"	 said	 the	 child,	 "and	we	have	 lost	 our

way."
"We	will	carry	you,"	replied	the	King,	and	no	sooner	had	he	spoken	than	two

of	 the	Monkeys	 caught	Dorothy	 in	 their	 arms	 and	 flew	away	with	 her.	Others
took	 the	 Scarecrow	 and	 the	 Woodman	 and	 the	 Lion,	 and	 one	 little	 Monkey
seized	Toto	and	flew	after	them,	although	the	dog	tried	hard	to	bite	him.
The	Scarecrow	and	the	Tin	Woodman	were	rather	frightened	at	first,	for	they



remembered	how	badly	the	Winged	Monkeys	had	treated	them	before;	but	they
saw	that	no	harm	was	intended,	so	they	rode	through	the	air	quite	cheerfully,	and
had	a	fine	time	looking	at	the	pretty	gardens	and	woods	far	below	them.
Dorothy	found	herself	riding	easily	between	two	of	the	biggest	Monkeys,	one

of	them	the	King	himself.	They	had	made	a	chair	of	their	hands	and	were	careful
not	to	hurt	her.
"Why	do	you	have	to	obey	the	charm	of	the	Golden	Cap?"	she	asked.
"That	 is	a	 long	story,"	answered	 the	King,	with	a	Winged	 laugh;	"but	as	we

have	a	long	journey	before	us,	I	will	pass	the	time	by	telling	you	about	it,	if	you
wish."
"I	shall	be	glad	to	hear	it,"	she	replied.
"Once,"	began	the	leader,	"we	were	a	free	people,	living	happily	in	the	great

forest,	flying	from	tree	to	tree,	eating	nuts	and	fruit,	and	doing	just	as	we	pleased
without	 calling	 anybody	 master.	 Perhaps	 some	 of	 us	 were	 rather	 too	 full	 of
mischief	at	times,	flying	down	to	pull	the	tails	of	the	animals	that	had	no	wings,
chasing	birds,	and	throwing	nuts	at	the	people	who	walked	in	the	forest.	But	we
were	careless	and	happy	and	full	of	 fun,	and	enjoyed	every	minute	of	 the	day.
This	was	many	years	ago,	long	before	Oz	came	out	of	the	clouds	to	rule	over	this
land.
"There	lived	here	then,	away	at	the	North,	a	beautiful	princess,	who	was	also	a

powerful	 sorceress.	 All	 her	 magic	 was	 used	 to	 help	 the	 people,	 and	 she	 was
never	known	 to	hurt	anyone	who	was	good.	Her	name	was	Gayelette,	and	she
lived	in	a	handsome	palace	built	from	great	blocks	of	ruby.	Everyone	loved	her,
but	her	greatest	sorrow	was	that	she	could	find	no	one	to	love	in	return,	since	all
the	men	were	much	too	stupid	and	ugly	to	mate	with	one	so	beautiful	and	wise.
At	 last,	 however,	 she	 found	 a	 boy	 who	 was	 handsome	 and	 manly	 and	 wise
beyond	his	years.	Gayelette	made	up	her	mind	that	when	he	grew	to	be	a	man
she	would	make	him	her	husband,	so	she	took	him	to	her	ruby	palace	and	used
all	her	magic	powers	to	make	him	as	strong	and	good	and	lovely	as	any	woman
could	wish.	When	he	grew	to	manhood,	Quelala,	as	he	was	called,	was	said	to	be
the	best	and	wisest	man	in	all	the	land,	while	his	manly	beauty	was	so	great	that
Gayelette	 loved	 him	 dearly,	 and	 hastened	 to	 make	 everything	 ready	 for	 the
wedding.
"My	 grandfather	 was	 at	 that	 time	 the	 King	 of	 the	Winged	Monkeys	 which

lived	in	the	forest	near	Gayelette's	palace,	and	the	old	fellow	loved	a	joke	better
than	a	good	dinner.	One	day,	just	before	the	wedding,	my	grandfather	was	flying
out	with	his	band	when	he	saw	Quelala	walking	beside	the	river.	He	was	dressed
in	a	rich	costume	of	pink	silk	and	purple	velvet,	and	my	grandfather	thought	he
would	 see	 what	 he	 could	 do.	 At	 his	 word	 the	 band	 flew	 down	 and	 seized



Quelala,	carried	him	in	 their	arms	until	 they	were	over	 the	middle	of	 the	river,
and	then	dropped	him	into	the	water.
"`Swim	out,	my	fine	 fellow,'	cried	my	grandfather,	 `and	see	 if	 the	water	has

spotted	your	clothes.'	Quelala	was	much	too	wise	not	to	swim,	and	he	was	not	in
the	least	spoiled	by	all	his	good	fortune.	He	laughed,	when	he	came	to	the	top	of
the	water,	and	swam	in	 to	shore.	But	when	Gayelette	came	running	out	 to	him
she	found	his	silks	and	velvet	all	ruined	by	the	river.
"The	princess	was	angry,	and	she	knew,	of	course,	who	did	it.	She	had	all	the

Winged	Monkeys	brought	before	her,	and	she	said	at	first	that	their	wings	should
be	tied	and	they	should	be	treated	as	they	had	treated	Quelala,	and	dropped	in	the
river.	But	my	grandfather	pleaded	hard,	for	he	knew	the	Monkeys	would	drown
in	the	river	with	their	wings	tied,	and	Quelala	said	a	kind	word	for	them	also;	so
that	 Gayelette	 finally	 spared	 them,	 on	 condition	 that	 the	 Winged	 Monkeys
should	 ever	 after	 do	 three	 times	 the	 bidding	 of	 the	 owner	 of	 the	Golden	Cap.
This	Cap	had	been	made	for	a	wedding	present	to	Quelala,	and	it	is	said	to	have
cost	 the	princess	half	her	kingdom.	Of	course	my	grandfather	and	all	 the	other
Monkeys	at	once	agreed	to	the	condition,	and	that	is	how	it	happens	that	we	are
three	times	the	slaves	of	the	owner	of	the	Golden	Cap,	whosoever	he	may	be."
"And	what	became	of	them?"	asked	Dorothy,	who	had	been	greatly	interested

in	the	story.
"Quelala	being	 the	 first	owner	of	 the	Golden	Cap,"	 replied	 the	Monkey,	 "he

was	the	first	to	lay	his	wishes	upon	us.	As	his	bride	could	not	bear	the	sight	of
us,	he	called	us	all	to	him	in	the	forest	after	he	had	married	her	and	ordered	us
always	 to	 keep	 where	 she	 could	 never	 again	 set	 eyes	 on	 a	Winged	Monkey,
which	we	were	glad	to	do,	for	we	were	all	afraid	of	her.
"This	was	all	we	ever	had	to	do	until	the	Golden	Cap	fell	into	the	hands	of	the

Wicked	Witch	 of	 the	West,	 who	made	 us	 enslave	 the	Winkies,	 and	 afterward
drive	Oz	himself	out	of	the	Land	of	the	West.	Now	the	Golden	Cap	is	yours,	and
three	times	you	have	the	right	to	lay	your	wishes	upon	us."
As	 the	Monkey	King	 finished	 his	 story	 Dorothy	 looked	 down	 and	 saw	 the

green,	shining	walls	of	the	Emerald	City	before	them.	She	wondered	at	the	rapid
flight	of	the	Monkeys,	but	was	glad	the	journey	was	over.	The	strange	creatures
set	the	travelers	down	carefully	before	the	gate	of	the	City,	the	King	bowed	low
to	Dorothy,	and	then	flew	swiftly	away,	followed	by	all	his	band.
"That	was	a	good	ride,"	said	the	little	girl.
"Yes,	and	a	quick	way	out	of	our	 troubles,"	 replied	 the	Lion.	 "How	 lucky	 it

was	you	brought	away	that	wonderful	Cap!"



Chapter		15	
The	Discovery	of	Oz,	the	Terrible
The	four	travelers	walked	up	to	the	great	gate	of	Emerald	City	and	rang	the	bell.
After	 ringing	 several	 times,	 it	was	 opened	by	 the	 same	Guardian	of	 the	Gates
they	had	met	before.
"What!	are	you	back	again?"	he	asked,	in	surprise.
"Do	you	not	see	us?"	answered	the	Scarecrow.
"But	I	thought	you	had	gone	to	visit	the	Wicked	Witch	of	the	West."
"We	did	visit	her,"	said	the	Scarecrow.
"And	she	let	you	go	again?"	asked	the	man,	in	wonder.
"She	could	not	help	it,	for	she	is	melted,"	explained	the	Scarecrow.
"Melted!	Well,	that	is	good	news,	indeed,"	said	the	man.	"Who	melted	her?"
"It	was	Dorothy,"	said	the	Lion	gravely.
"Good	gracious!"	exclaimed	 the	man,	and	he	bowed	very	 low	indeed	before

her.
Then	he	led	them	into	his	little	room	and	locked	the	spectacles	from	the	great

box	 on	 all	 their	 eyes,	 just	 as	 he	 had	 done	 before.	 Afterward	 they	 passed	 on
through	 the	 gate	 into	 the	 Emerald	 City.	 When	 the	 people	 heard	 from	 the
Guardian	of	 the	Gates	 that	Dorothy	had	melted	the	Wicked	Witch	of	 the	West,
they	all	gathered	around	the	travelers	and	followed	them	in	a	great	crowd	to	the
Palace	of	Oz.
The	soldier	with	the	green	whiskers	was	still	on	guard	before	the	door,	but	he

let	 them	 in	 at	 once,	 and	 they	were	 again	met	 by	 the	 beautiful	 green	 girl,	who
showed	 each	 of	 them	 to	 their	 old	 rooms	 at	 once,	 so	 they	might	 rest	 until	 the
Great	Oz	was	ready	to	receive	them.
The	 soldier	 had	 the	 news	 carried	 straight	 to	Oz	 that	Dorothy	 and	 the	 other

travelers	had	come	back	again,	after	destroying	the	Wicked	Witch;	but	Oz	made
no	reply.	They	thought	the	Great	Wizard	would	send	for	them	at	once,	but	he	did
not.	They	had	no	word	 from	him	 the	next	day,	nor	 the	next,	nor	 the	next.	The
waiting	was	 tiresome	and	wearing,	and	at	 last	 they	grew	vexed	 that	Oz	should
treat	 them	 in	 so	 poor	 a	 fashion,	 after	 sending	 them	 to	 undergo	 hardships	 and
slavery.	So	the	Scarecrow	at	last	asked	the	green	girl	to	take	another	message	to
Oz,	 saying	 if	 he	 did	 not	 let	 them	 in	 to	 see	 him	 at	 once	 they	 would	 call	 the



Winged	Monkeys	to	help	them,	and	find	out	whether	he	kept	his	promises	or	not.
When	the	Wizard	was	given	this	message	he	was	so	frightened	that	he	sent	word
for	them	to	come	to	the	Throne	Room	at	four	minutes	after	nine	o'clock	the	next
morning.	He	had	once	met	the	Winged	Monkeys	in	the	Land	of	the	West,	and	he
did	not	wish	to	meet	them	again.
The	 four	 travelers	passed	a	 sleepless	night,	each	 thinking	of	 the	gift	Oz	had

promised	to	bestow	on	him.	Dorothy	fell	asleep	only	once,	and	then	she	dreamed
she	was	in	Kansas,	where	Aunt	Em	was	telling	her	how	glad	she	was	to	have	her
little	girl	at	home	again.
Promptly	at	nine	o'clock	 the	next	morning	the	green-whiskered	soldier	came

to	them,	and	four	minutes	later	they	all	went	into	the	Throne	Room	of	the	Great
Oz.
Of	course	each	one	of	 them	expected	 to	see	 the	Wizard	 in	 the	shape	he	had

taken	before,	and	all	were	greatly	surprised	when	they	looked	about	and	saw	no
one	at	all	in	the	room.	They	kept	close	to	the	door	and	closer	to	one	another,	for
the	 stillness	of	 the	 empty	 room	was	more	dreadful	 than	any	of	 the	 forms	 they
had	seen	Oz	take.
Presently	 they	heard	a	 solemn	Voice,	 that	 seemed	 to	 come	 from	somewhere

near	the	top	of	the	great	dome,	and	it	said:
"I	am	Oz,	the	Great	and	Terrible.	Why	do	you	seek	me?"
They	looked	again	in	every	part	of	the	room,	and	then,	seeing	no	one,	Dorothy

asked,	"Where	are	you?"
"I	am	everywhere,"	answered	the	Voice,	"but	to	the	eyes	of	common	mortals	I

am	invisible.	I	will	now	seat	myself	upon	my	throne,	that	you	may	converse	with
me."	Indeed,	the	Voice	seemed	just	then	to	come	straight	from	the	throne	itself;
so	they	walked	toward	it	and	stood	in	a	row	while	Dorothy	said:
"We	have	come	to	claim	our	promise,	O	Oz."
"What	promise?"	asked	Oz.
"You	 promised	 to	 send	 me	 back	 to	 Kansas	 when	 the	 Wicked	 Witch	 was

destroyed,"	said	the	girl.
"And	you	promised	to	give	me	brains,"	said	the	Scarecrow.
"And	you	promised	to	give	me	a	heart,"	said	the	Tin	Woodman.
"And	you	promised	to	give	me	courage,"	said	the	Cowardly	Lion.
"Is	the	Wicked	Witch	really	destroyed?"	asked	the	Voice,	and	Dorothy	thought

it	trembled	a	little.
"Yes,"	she	answered,	"I	melted	her	with	a	bucket	of	water."
"Dear	me,"	 said	 the	Voice,	 "how	sudden!	Well,	 come	 to	me	 tomorrow,	 for	 I

must	have	time	to	think	it	over."
"You've	had	plenty	of	time	already,"	said	the	Tin	Woodman	angrily.



"We	shan't	wait	a	day	longer,"	said	the	Scarecrow.
"You	must	keep	your	promises	to	us!"	exclaimed	Dorothy.
The	 Lion	 thought	 it	might	 be	 as	well	 to	 frighten	 the	Wizard,	 so	 he	 gave	 a

large,	loud	roar,	which	was	so	fierce	and	dreadful	that	Toto	jumped	away	from
him	in	alarm	and	tipped	over	the	screen	that	stood	in	a	corner.	As	it	fell	with	a
crash	 they	 looked	 that	way,	 and	 the	next	moment	 all	 of	 them	were	 filled	with
wonder.	For	they	saw,	standing	in	just	the	spot	the	screen	had	hidden,	a	little	old
man,	with	a	bald	head	and	a	wrinkled	face,	who	seemed	to	be	as	much	surprised
as	 they	were.	The	Tin	Woodman,	 raising	his	 axe,	 rushed	 toward	 the	 little	man
and	cried	out,	"Who	are	you?"
"I	 am	Oz,	 the	Great	 and	Terrible,"	 said	 the	 little	man,	 in	 a	 trembling	voice.

"But	don't	strike	me—please	don't—and	I'll	do	anything	you	want	me	to."
Our	friends	looked	at	him	in	surprise	and	dismay.
"I	thought	Oz	was	a	great	Head,"	said	Dorothy.
"And	I	thought	Oz	was	a	lovely	Lady,"	said	the	Scarecrow.
"And	I	thought	Oz	was	a	terrible	Beast,"	said	the	Tin	Woodman.
"And	I	thought	Oz	was	a	Ball	of	Fire,"	exclaimed	the	Lion.
"No,	 you	 are	 all	 wrong,"	 said	 the	 little	 man	 meekly.	 "I	 have	 been	 making

believe."
"Making	believe!"	cried	Dorothy.	"Are	you	not	a	Great	Wizard?"
"Hush,	my	dear,"	he	said.	"Don't	speak	so	loud,	or	you	will	be	overheard—and

I	should	be	ruined.	I'm	supposed	to	be	a	Great	Wizard."
"And	aren't	you?"	she	asked.
"Not	a	bit	of	it,	my	dear;	I'm	just	a	common	man."
"You're	 more	 than	 that,"	 said	 the	 Scarecrow,	 in	 a	 grieved	 tone;	 "you're	 a

humbug."
"Exactly	 so!"	 declared	 the	 little	 man,	 rubbing	 his	 hands	 together	 as	 if	 it

pleased	him.	"I	am	a	humbug."
"But	this	is	terrible,"	said	the	Tin	Woodman.	"How	shall	I	ever	get	my	heart?"
"Or	I	my	courage?"	asked	the	Lion.
"Or	I	my	brains?"	wailed	the	Scarecrow,	wiping	the	tears	from	his	eyes	with

his	coat	sleeve.
"My	 dear	 friends,"	 said	 Oz,	 "I	 pray	 you	 not	 to	 speak	 of	 these	 little	 things.

Think	of	me,	and	the	terrible	trouble	I'm	in	at	being	found	out."
"Doesn't	anyone	else	know	you're	a	humbug?"	asked	Dorothy.
"No	 one	 knows	 it	 but	 you	 four—and	 myself,"	 replied	 Oz.	 "I	 have	 fooled

everyone	 so	 long	 that	 I	 thought	 I	 should	 never	 be	 found	 out.	 It	 was	 a	 great
mistake	my	ever	letting	you	into	the	Throne	Room.	Usually	I	will	not	see	even
my	subjects,	and	so	they	believe	I	am	something	terrible."



"But,	 I	 don't	 understand,"	 said	Dorothy,	 in	 bewilderment.	 "How	was	 it	 that
you	appeared	to	me	as	a	great	Head?"
"That	was	one	of	my	tricks,"	answered	Oz.	"Step	this	way,	please,	and	I	will

tell	you	all	about	it."
He	led	the	way	to	a	small	chamber	in	the	rear	of	the	Throne	Room,	and	they

all	followed	him.	He	pointed	to	one	corner,	 in	which	lay	the	great	Head,	made
out	of	many	thicknesses	of	paper,	and	with	a	carefully	painted	face.
"This	I	hung	from	the	ceiling	by	a	wire,"	said	Oz.	"I	stood	behind	the	screen

and	pulled	a	thread,	to	make	the	eyes	move	and	the	mouth	open."
"But	how	about	the	voice?"	she	inquired.
"Oh,	I	am	a	ventriloquist,"	said	the	little	man.	"I	can	throw	the	sound	of	my

voice	wherever	I	wish,	so	that	you	thought	it	was	coming	out	of	the	Head.	Here
are	the	other	things	I	used	to	deceive	you."	He	showed	the	Scarecrow	the	dress
and	the	mask	he	had	worn	when	he	seemed	to	be	the	lovely	Lady.	And	the	Tin
Woodman	 saw	 that	 his	 terrible	 Beast	 was	 nothing	 but	 a	 lot	 of	 skins,	 sewn
together,	 with	 slats	 to	 keep	 their	 sides	 out.	 As	 for	 the	 Ball	 of	 Fire,	 the	 false
Wizard	had	hung	 that	 also	 from	 the	 ceiling.	 It	was	 really	 a	 ball	 of	 cotton,	 but
when	oil	was	poured	upon	it	the	ball	burned	fiercely.
"Really,"	said	the	Scarecrow,	"you	ought	to	be	ashamed	of	yourself	for	being

such	a	humbug."
"I	am—I	certainly	am,"	answered	 the	 little	man	sorrowfully;	 "but	 it	was	 the

only	thing	I	could	do.	Sit	down,	please,	there	are	plenty	of	chairs;	and	I	will	tell
you	my	story."
So	they	sat	down	and	listened	while	he	told	the	following	tale.
"I	was	born	in	Omaha—"
"Why,	that	isn't	very	far	from	Kansas!"	cried	Dorothy.
"No,	but	it's	farther	from	here,"	he	said,	shaking	his	head	at	her	sadly.	"When	I

grew	up	I	became	a	ventriloquist,	and	at	that	I	was	very	well	trained	by	a	great
master.	I	can	imitate	any	kind	of	a	bird	or	beast."	Here	he	mewed	so	like	a	kitten
that	 Toto	 pricked	 up	 his	 ears	 and	 looked	 everywhere	 to	 see	 where	 she	 was.
"After	a	time,"	continued	Oz,	"I	tired	of	that,	and	became	a	balloonist."
"What	is	that?"	asked	Dorothy.
"A	man	who	 goes	 up	 in	 a	 balloon	 on	 circus	 day,	 so	 as	 to	 draw	 a	 crowd	 of

people	together	and	get	them	to	pay	to	see	the	circus,"	he	explained.
"Oh,"	she	said,	"I	know."
"Well,	 one	 day	 I	 went	 up	 in	 a	 balloon	 and	 the	 ropes	 got	 twisted,	 so	 that	 I

couldn't	come	down	again.	It	went	way	up	above	the	clouds,	so	far	that	a	current
of	 air	 struck	 it	 and	carried	 it	many,	many	miles	away.	For	a	day	and	a	night	 I
traveled	 through	 the	 air,	 and	 on	 the	 morning	 of	 the	 second	 day	 I	 awoke	 and



found	the	balloon	floating	over	a	strange	and	beautiful	country.
"It	came	down	gradually,	and	I	was	not	hurt	a	bit.	But	I	found	myself	in	the

midst	of	a	strange	people,	who,	seeing	me	come	from	the	clouds,	thought	I	was	a
great	Wizard.	Of	course	I	let	them	think	so,	because	they	were	afraid	of	me,	and
promised	to	do	anything	I	wished	them	to.
"Just	to	amuse	myself,	and	keep	the	good	people	busy,	I	ordered	them	to	build

this	City,	and	my	Palace;	and	they	did	it	all	willingly	and	well.	Then	I	thought,	as
the	country	was	so	green	and	beautiful,	I	would	call	it	the	Emerald	City;	and	to
make	 the	 name	 fit	 better	 I	 put	 green	 spectacles	 on	 all	 the	 people,	 so	 that
everything	they	saw	was	green."
"But	isn't	everything	here	green?"	asked	Dorothy.
"No	 more	 than	 in	 any	 other	 city,"	 replied	 Oz;	 "but	 when	 you	 wear	 green

spectacles,	why	of	course	everything	you	see	looks	green	to	you.	The	Emerald
City	was	built	a	great	many	years	ago,	for	I	was	a	young	man	when	the	balloon
brought	me	here,	and	I	am	a	very	old	man	now.	But	my	people	have	worn	green
glasses	on	their	eyes	so	long	that	most	of	them	think	it	really	is	an	Emerald	City,
and	it	certainly	is	a	beautiful	place,	abounding	in	jewels	and	precious	metals,	and
every	 good	 thing	 that	 is	 needed	 to	make	 one	 happy.	 I	 have	 been	 good	 to	 the
people,	and	they	like	me;	but	ever	since	this	Palace	was	built,	I	have	shut	myself
up	and	would	not	see	any	of	them.
"One	of	my	greatest	fears	was	the	Witches,	for	while	I	had	no	magical	powers

at	all	I	soon	found	out	that	the	Witches	were	really	able	to	do	wonderful	things.
There	were	four	of	 them	in	 this	country,	and	they	ruled	the	people	who	live	 in
the	North	and	South	and	East	and	West.	Fortunately,	 the	Witches	of	 the	North
and	South	were	good,	and	I	knew	they	would	do	me	no	harm;	but	the	Witches	of
the	East	 and	West	were	 terribly	wicked,	 and	had	 they	not	 thought	 I	was	more
powerful	than	they	themselves,	they	would	surely	have	destroyed	me.	As	it	was,
I	lived	in	deadly	fear	of	them	for	many	years;	so	you	can	imagine	how	pleased	I
was	when	I	heard	your	house	had	fallen	on	the	Wicked	Witch	of	the	East.	When
you	came	to	me,	I	was	willing	to	promise	anything	if	you	would	only	do	away
with	 the	other	Witch;	but,	now	that	you	have	melted	her,	 I	am	ashamed	 to	say
that	I	cannot	keep	my	promises."
"I	think	you	are	a	very	bad	man,"	said	Dorothy.
"Oh,	no,	my	dear;	 I'm	really	a	very	good	man,	but	 I'm	a	very	bad	Wizard,	 I

must	admit."
"Can't	you	give	me	brains?"	asked	the	Scarecrow.
"You	 don't	 need	 them.	 You	 are	 learning	 something	 every	 day.	 A	 baby	 has

brains,	 but	 it	 doesn't	 know	 much.	 Experience	 is	 the	 only	 thing	 that	 brings
knowledge,	and	the	longer	you	are	on	earth	the	more	experience	you	are	sure	to



get."
"That	may	all	be	true,"	said	the	Scarecrow,	"but	I	shall	be	very	unhappy	unless

you	give	me	brains."
The	false	Wizard	looked	at	him	carefully.
"Well,"	he	said	with	a	sigh,	"I'm	not	much	of	a	magician,	as	I	said;	but	if	you

will	come	to	me	tomorrow	morning,	I	will	stuff	your	head	with	brains.	I	cannot
tell	you	how	to	use	them,	however;	you	must	find	that	out	for	yourself."
"Oh,	thank	you—thank	you!"	cried	the	Scarecrow.	"I'll	find	a	way	to	use	them,

never	fear!"
"But	how	about	my	courage?"	asked	the	Lion	anxiously.
"You	 have	 plenty	 of	 courage,	 I	 am	 sure,"	 answered	 Oz.	 "All	 you	 need	 is

confidence	 in	yourself.	There	 is	no	 living	 thing	 that	 is	not	afraid	when	it	 faces
danger.	The	True	courage	is	in	facing	danger	when	you	are	afraid,	and	that	kind
of	courage	you	have	in	plenty."
"Perhaps	I	have,	but	I'm	scared	just	the	same,"	said	the	Lion.	"I	shall	really	be

very	unhappy	unless	you	give	me	the	sort	of	courage	that	makes	one	forget	he	is
afraid."
"Very	well,	I	will	give	you	that	sort	of	courage	tomorrow,"	replied	Oz.
"How	about	my	heart?"	asked	the	Tin	Woodman.
"Why,	 as	 for	 that,"	 answered	Oz,	 "I	 think	you	are	wrong	 to	want	 a	heart.	 It

makes	most	people	unhappy.	If	you	only	knew	it,	you	are	in	luck	not	to	have	a
heart."
"That	must	be	a	matter	of	opinion,"	 said	 the	Tin	Woodman.	 "For	my	part,	 I

will	bear	all	the	unhappiness	without	a	murmur,	if	you	will	give	me	the	heart."
"Very	well,"	answered	Oz	meekly.	"Come	to	me	tomorrow	and	you	shall	have

a	heart.	I	have	played	Wizard	for	so	many	years	that	I	may	as	well	continue	the
part	a	little	longer."
"And	now,"	said	Dorothy,	"how	am	I	to	get	back	to	Kansas?"
"We	shall	have	 to	 think	about	 that,"	 replied	 the	 little	man.	 "Give	me	 two	or

three	days	to	consider	the	matter	and	I'll	try	to	find	a	way	to	carry	you	over	the
desert.	In	the	meantime	you	shall	all	be	treated	as	my	guests,	and	while	you	live
in	the	Palace	my	people	will	wait	upon	you	and	obey	your	slightest	wish.	There
is	only	one	thing	I	ask	in	return	for	my	help—such	as	it	 is.	You	must	keep	my
secret	and	tell	no	one	I	am	a	humbug."
They	agreed	to	say	nothing	of	what	they	had	learned,	and	went	back	to	their

rooms	 in	 high	 spirits.	 Even	 Dorothy	 had	 hope	 that	 "The	 Great	 and	 Terrible
Humbug,"	as	she	called	him,	would	find	a	way	to	send	her	back	to	Kansas,	and	if
he	did	she	was	willing	to	forgive	him	everything.



Chapter		16	
The	Magic	Art	of	the	Great	Humbug
Next	morning	the	Scarecrow	said	to	his	friends:
"Congratulate	me.	I	am	going	to	Oz	to	get	my	brains	at	last.	When	I	return	I

shall	be	as	other	men	are."
"I	have	always	liked	you	as	you	were,"	said	Dorothy	simply.
"It	is	kind	of	you	to	like	a	Scarecrow,"	he	replied.	"But	surely	you	will	think

more	of	me	when	you	hear	the	splendid	thoughts	my	new	brain	is	going	to	turn
out."	 Then	 he	 said	 good-bye	 to	 them	 all	 in	 a	 cheerful	 voice	 and	 went	 to	 the
Throne	Room,	where	he	rapped	upon	the	door.
"Come	in,"	said	Oz.
The	Scarecrow	went	in	and	found	the	little	man	sitting	down	by	the	window,

engaged	in	deep	thought.
"I	have	come	for	my	brains,"	remarked	the	Scarecrow,	a	little	uneasily.
"Oh,	yes;	sit	down	in	that	chair,	please,"	replied	Oz.	"You	must	excuse	me	for

taking	your	head	off,	but	I	shall	have	to	do	it	in	order	to	put	your	brains	in	their
proper	place."
"That's	all	right,"	said	the	Scarecrow.	"You	are	quite	welcome	to	take	my	head

off,	as	long	as	it	will	be	a	better	one	when	you	put	it	on	again."
So	the	Wizard	unfastened	his	head	and	emptied	out	the	straw.	Then	he	entered

the	back	room	and	took	up	a	measure	of	bran,	which	he	mixed	with	a	great	many
pins	and	needles.	Having	shaken	them	together	 thoroughly,	he	filled	 the	 top	of
the	 Scarecrow's	 head	 with	 the	 mixture	 and	 stuffed	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 space	 with
straw,	to	hold	it	in	place.
When	he	had	fastened	the	Scarecrow's	head	on	his	body	again	he	said	to	him,

"Hereafter	 you	 will	 be	 a	 great	 man,	 for	 I	 have	 given	 you	 a	 lot	 of	 bran-new
brains."
The	Scarecrow	was	both	pleased	and	proud	at	 the	 fulfillment	of	his	greatest

wish,	and	having	thanked	Oz	warmly	he	went	back	to	his	friends.
Dorothy	 looked	 at	 him	 curiously.	His	 head	was	 quite	 bulged	 out	 at	 the	 top

with	brains.
"How	do	you	feel?"	she	asked.
"I	feel	wise	indeed,"	he	answered	earnestly.	"When	I	get	used	to	my	brains	I



shall	know	everything."
"Why	 are	 those	 needles	 and	 pins	 sticking	 out	 of	 your	 head?"	 asked	 the	Tin

Woodman.
"That	is	proof	that	he	is	sharp,"	remarked	the	Lion.
"Well,	I	must	go	to	Oz	and	get	my	heart,"	said	the	Woodman.	So	he	walked	to

the	Throne	Room	and	knocked	at	the	door.
"Come	in,"	called	Oz,	and	 the	Woodman	entered	and	said,	"I	have	come	for

my	heart."
"Very	well,"	answered	 the	 little	man.	"But	 I	shall	have	 to	cut	a	hole	 in	your

breast,	so	I	can	put	your	heart	in	the	right	place.	I	hope	it	won't	hurt	you."
"Oh,	no,"	answered	the	Woodman.	"I	shall	not	feel	it	at	all."
So	Oz	brought	a	pair	of	 tinsmith's	shears	and	cut	a	small,	square	hole	in	the

left	side	of	the	Tin	Woodman's	breast.	Then,	going	to	a	chest	of	drawers,	he	took
out	a	pretty	heart,	made	entirely	of	silk	and	stuffed	with	sawdust.
"Isn't	it	a	beauty?"	he	asked.
"It	 is,	 indeed!"	 replied	 the	Woodman,	who	was	 greatly	 pleased.	 "But	 is	 it	 a

kind	heart?"
"Oh,	very!"	answered	Oz.	He	put	the	heart	in	the	Woodman's	breast	and	then

replaced	the	square	of	tin,	soldering	it	neatly	together	where	it	had	been	cut.
"There,"	said	he;	"now	you	have	a	heart	that	any	man	might	be	proud	of.	I'm

sorry	I	had	to	put	a	patch	on	your	breast,	but	it	really	couldn't	be	helped."
"Never	mind	the	patch,"	exclaimed	the	happy	Woodman.	"I	am	very	grateful

to	you,	and	shall	never	forget	your	kindness."
"Don't	speak	of	it,"	replied	Oz.
Then	the	Tin	Woodman	went	back	to	his	friends,	who	wished	him	every	joy

on	account	of	his	good	fortune.
The	Lion	now	walked	to	the	Throne	Room	and	knocked	at	the	door.
"Come	in,"	said	Oz.
"I	have	come	for	my	courage,"	announced	the	Lion,	entering	the	room.
"Very	well,"	answered	the	little	man;	"I	will	get	it	for	you."
He	went	 to	 a	 cupboard	 and	 reaching	up	 to	 a	high	 shelf	 took	down	a	 square

green	bottle,	the	contents	of	which	he	poured	into	a	green-gold	dish,	beautifully
carved.	Placing	this	before	the	Cowardly	Lion,	who	sniffed	at	it	as	if	he	did	not
like	it,	the	Wizard	said:
"Drink."
"What	is	it?"	asked	the	Lion.
"Well,"	 answered	 Oz,	 "if	 it	 were	 inside	 of	 you,	 it	 would	 be	 courage.	 You

know,	of	course,	that	courage	is	always	inside	one;	so	that	this	really	cannot	be
called	courage	until	you	have	swallowed	it.	Therefore	I	advise	you	to	drink	it	as



soon	as	possible."
The	Lion	hesitated	no	longer,	but	drank	till	the	dish	was	empty.
"How	do	you	feel	now?"	asked	Oz.
"Full	of	courage,"	replied	the	Lion,	who	went	 joyfully	back	to	his	friends	to

tell	them	of	his	good	fortune.
Oz,	left	to	himself,	smiled	to	think	of	his	success	in	giving	the	Scarecrow	and

the	Tin	Woodman	and	 the	Lion	 exactly	what	 they	 thought	 they	wanted.	 "How
can	I	help	being	a	humbug,"	he	said,	"when	all	these	people	make	me	do	things
that	everybody	knows	can't	be	done?	It	was	easy	to	make	the	Scarecrow	and	the
Lion	and	the	Woodman	happy,	because	they	imagined	I	could	do	anything.	But	it
will	take	more	than	imagination	to	carry	Dorothy	back	to	Kansas,	and	I'm	sure	I
don't	know	how	it	can	be	done."



Chapter		17	
How	the	Balloon	Was	Launched
For	three	days	Dorothy	heard	nothing	from	Oz.	These	were	sad	days	for	the	little
girl,	although	her	friends	were	all	quite	happy	and	contented.	The	Scarecrow	told
them	there	were	wonderful	thoughts	in	his	head;	but	he	would	not	say	what	they
were	because	he	knew	no	one	could	understand	them	but	himself.	When	the	Tin
Woodman	walked	about	he	felt	his	heart	rattling	around	in	his	breast;	and	he	told
Dorothy	he	had	discovered	it	to	be	a	kinder	and	more	tender	heart	than	the	one
he	had	owned	when	he	was	made	of	flesh.	The	Lion	declared	he	was	afraid	of
nothing	 on	 earth,	 and	 would	 gladly	 face	 an	 army	 or	 a	 dozen	 of	 the	 fierce
Kalidahs.
Thus	each	of	 the	 little	party	was	satisfied	except	Dorothy,	who	 longed	more

than	ever	to	get	back	to	Kansas.
On	the	fourth	day,	to	her	great	joy,	Oz	sent	for	her,	and	when	she	entered	the

Throne	Room	he	greeted	her	pleasantly:
"Sit	 down,	 my	 dear;	 I	 think	 I	 have	 found	 the	 way	 to	 get	 you	 out	 of	 this

country."
"And	back	to	Kansas?"	she	asked	eagerly.
"Well,	 I'm	not	sure	about	Kansas,"	said	Oz,	"for	I	haven't	 the	faintest	notion

which	way	 it	 lies.	 But	 the	 first	 thing	 to	 do	 is	 to	 cross	 the	 desert,	 and	 then	 it
should	be	easy	to	find	your	way	home."
"How	can	I	cross	the	desert?"	she	inquired.
"Well,	I'll	tell	you	what	I	think,"	said	the	little	man.	"You	see,	when	I	came	to

this	country	it	was	in	a	balloon.	You	also	came	through	the	air,	being	carried	by	a
cyclone.	So	I	believe	the	best	way	to	get	across	the	desert	will	be	through	the	air.
Now,	it	is	quite	beyond	my	powers	to	make	a	cyclone;	but	I've	been	thinking	the
matter	over,	and	I	believe	I	can	make	a	balloon."
"How?"	asked	Dorothy.
"A	balloon,"	said	Oz,	"is	made	of	silk,	which	is	coated	with	glue	to	keep	the

gas	in	it.	I	have	plenty	of	silk	in	the	Palace,	so	it	will	be	no	trouble	to	make	the
balloon.	But	in	all	this	country	there	is	no	gas	to	fill	the	balloon	with,	to	make	it
float."
"If	it	won't	float,"	remarked	Dorothy,	"it	will	be	of	no	use	to	us."



"True,"	answered	Oz.	"But	there	is	another	way	to	make	it	float,	which	is	to
fill	it	with	hot	air.	Hot	air	isn't	as	good	as	gas,	for	if	the	air	should	get	cold	the
balloon	would	come	down	in	the	desert,	and	we	should	be	lost."
"We!"	exclaimed	the	girl.	"Are	you	going	with	me?"
"Yes,	of	course,"	replied	Oz.	"I	am	tired	of	being	such	a	humbug.	If	I	should

go	out	of	this	Palace	my	people	would	soon	discover	I	am	not	a	Wizard,	and	then
they	would	be	vexed	with	me	for	having	deceived	them.	So	I	have	to	stay	shut
up	in	these	rooms	all	day,	and	it	gets	tiresome.	I'd	much	rather	go	back	to	Kansas
with	you	and	be	in	a	circus	again."
"I	shall	be	glad	to	have	your	company,"	said	Dorothy.
"Thank	you,"	he	answered.	"Now,	 if	you	will	help	me	sew	the	silk	 together,

we	will	begin	to	work	on	our	balloon."
So	Dorothy	took	a	needle	and	thread,	and	as	fast	as	Oz	cut	 the	strips	of	silk

into	proper	shape	the	girl	sewed	them	neatly	together.	First	there	was	a	strip	of
light	green	silk,	then	a	strip	of	dark	green	and	then	a	strip	of	emerald	green;	for
Oz	had	a	fancy	to	make	the	balloon	in	different	shades	of	the	color	about	them.	It
took	three	days	to	sew	all	the	strips	together,	but	when	it	was	finished	they	had	a
big	bag	of	green	silk	more	than	twenty	feet	long.
Then	Oz	painted	it	on	the	inside	with	a	coat	of	thin	glue,	to	make	it	airtight,

after	which	he	announced	that	the	balloon	was	ready.
"But	we	must	have	a	basket	to	ride	in,"	he	said.	So	he	sent	the	soldier	with	the

green	whiskers	for	a	big	clothes	basket,	which	he	fastened	with	many	ropes	 to
the	bottom	of	the	balloon.
When	it	was	all	ready,	Oz	sent	word	to	his	people	that	he	was	going	to	make	a

visit	to	a	great	brother	Wizard	who	lived	in	the	clouds.	The	news	spread	rapidly
throughout	the	city	and	everyone	came	to	see	the	wonderful	sight.
Oz	ordered	the	balloon	carried	out	in	front	of	the	Palace,	and	the	people	gazed

upon	it	with	much	curiosity.	The	Tin	Woodman	had	chopped	a	big	pile	of	wood,
and	now	he	made	a	fire	of	it,	and	Oz	held	the	bottom	of	the	balloon	over	the	fire
so	that	the	hot	air	that	arose	from	it	would	be	caught	in	the	silken	bag.	Gradually
the	balloon	swelled	out	and	rose	into	the	air,	until	finally	the	basket	just	touched
the	ground.
Then	Oz	got	into	the	basket	and	said	to	all	the	people	in	a	loud	voice:
"I	am	now	going	away	to	make	a	visit.	While	I	am	gone	the	Scarecrow	will

rule	over	you.	I	command	you	to	obey	him	as	you	would	me."
The	 balloon	 was	 by	 this	 time	 tugging	 hard	 at	 the	 rope	 that	 held	 it	 to	 the

ground,	for	the	air	within	it	was	hot,	and	this	made	it	so	much	lighter	in	weight
than	the	air	without	that	it	pulled	hard	to	rise	into	the	sky.
"Come,	Dorothy!"	cried	the	Wizard.	"Hurry	up,	or	the	balloon	will	fly	away."



"I	can't	find	Toto	anywhere,"	replied	Dorothy,	who	did	not	wish	to	leave	her
little	dog	behind.	Toto	had	run	into	the	crowd	to	bark	at	a	kitten,	and	Dorothy	at
last	found	him.	She	picked	him	up	and	ran	towards	the	balloon.
She	was	within	a	few	steps	of	it,	and	Oz	was	holding	out	his	hands	to	help	her

into	 the	basket,	when,	 crack!	went	 the	 ropes,	 and	 the	balloon	 rose	 into	 the	 air
without	her.
"Come	back!"	she	screamed.	"I	want	to	go,	too!"
"I	can't	come	back,	my	dear,"	called	Oz	from	the	basket.	"Good-bye!"
"Good-bye!"	shouted	everyone,	and	all	eyes	were	turned	upward	to	where	the

Wizard	was	riding	in	the	basket,	rising	every	moment	farther	and	farther	into	the
sky.
And	 that	 was	 the	 last	 any	 of	 them	 ever	 saw	 of	Oz,	 the	Wonderful	Wizard,

though	he	may	have	reached	Omaha	safely,	and	be	there	now,	for	all	we	know.
But	the	people	remembered	him	lovingly,	and	said	to	one	another:
"Oz	was	always	our	 friend.	When	he	was	here	he	built	 for	us	 this	beautiful

Emerald	City,	and	now	he	 is	gone	he	has	 left	 the	Wise	Scarecrow	to	 rule	over
us."
Still,	for	many	days	they	grieved	over	the	loss	of	the	Wonderful	Wizard,	and

would	not	be	comforted.



Chapter		18	
Away	to	the	South
Dorothy	wept	bitterly	at	 the	passing	of	her	hope	 to	get	home	 to	Kansas	again;
but	when	she	thought	it	all	over	she	was	glad	she	had	not	gone	up	in	a	balloon.
And	she	also	felt	sorry	at	losing	Oz,	and	so	did	her	companions.
The	Tin	Woodman	came	to	her	and	said:
"Truly	I	should	be	ungrateful	if	I	failed	to	mourn	for	the	man	who	gave	me	my

lovely	heart.	 I	should	 like	 to	cry	a	 little	because	Oz	is	gone,	 if	you	will	kindly
wipe	away	my	tears,	so	that	I	shall	not	rust."
"With	 pleasure,"	 she	 answered,	 and	 brought	 a	 towel	 at	 once.	 Then	 the	 Tin

Woodman	 wept	 for	 several	 minutes,	 and	 she	 watched	 the	 tears	 carefully	 and
wiped	them	away	with	the	towel.	When	he	had	finished,	he	thanked	her	kindly
and	oiled	himself	thoroughly	with	his	jeweled	oil-can,	to	guard	against	mishap.
The	Scarecrow	was	now	the	ruler	of	 the	Emerald	City,	and	although	he	was

not	 a	 Wizard	 the	 people	 were	 proud	 of	 him.	 "For,"	 they	 said,	 "there	 is	 not
another	city	in	all	the	world	that	is	ruled	by	a	stuffed	man."	And,	so	far	as	they
knew,	they	were	quite	right.
The	morning	after	the	balloon	had	gone	up	with	Oz,	the	four	travelers	met	in

the	Throne	Room	and	talked	matters	over.	The	Scarecrow	sat	 in	the	big	throne
and	the	others	stood	respectfully	before	him.
"We	are	not	so	unlucky,"	said	the	new	ruler,	"for	this	Palace	and	the	Emerald

City	 belong	 to	 us,	 and	we	 can	 do	 just	 as	we	 please.	When	 I	 remember	 that	 a
short	time	ago	I	was	up	on	a	pole	in	a	farmer's	cornfield,	and	that	now	I	am	the
ruler	of	this	beautiful	City,	I	am	quite	satisfied	with	my	lot."
"I	 also,"	 said	 the	Tin	Woodman,	 "am	well-pleased	with	my	 new	heart;	 and,

really,	that	was	the	only	thing	I	wished	in	all	the	world."
"For	my	part,	 I	am	content	 in	knowing	I	am	as	brave	as	any	beast	 that	ever

lived,	if	not	braver,"	said	the	Lion	modestly.
"If	Dorothy	would	only	be	contented	to	live	in	the	Emerald	City,"	continued

the	Scarecrow,	"we	might	all	be	happy	together."
"But	 I	don't	want	 to	 live	here,"	cried	Dorothy.	 "I	want	 to	go	 to	Kansas,	and

live	with	Aunt	Em	and	Uncle	Henry."
"Well,	then,	what	can	be	done?"	inquired	the	Woodman.



The	 Scarecrow	 decided	 to	 think,	 and	 he	 thought	 so	 hard	 that	 the	 pins	 and
needles	began	to	stick	out	of	his	brains.	Finally	he	said:
"Why	 not	 call	 the	 Winged	 Monkeys,	 and	 ask	 them	 to	 carry	 you	 over	 the

desert?"
"I	never	thought	of	 that!"	said	Dorothy	joyfully.	"It's	 just	 the	thing.	I'll	go	at

once	for	the	Golden	Cap."
When	she	brought	 it	 into	 the	Throne	Room	she	spoke	 the	magic	words,	and

soon	the	band	of	Winged	Monkeys	flew	in	through	the	open	window	and	stood
beside	her.
"This	is	the	second	time	you	have	called	us,"	said	the	Monkey	King,	bowing

before	the	little	girl.	"What	do	you	wish?"
"I	want	you	to	fly	with	me	to	Kansas,"	said	Dorothy.
But	the	Monkey	King	shook	his	head.
"That	cannot	be	done,"	he	said.	"We	belong	to	this	country	alone,	and	cannot

leave	it.	There	has	never	been	a	Winged	Monkey	in	Kansas	yet,	and	I	suppose
there	never	will	be,	for	they	don't	belong	there.	We	shall	be	glad	to	serve	you	in
any	way	in	our	power,	but	we	cannot	cross	the	desert.	Good-bye."
And	 with	 another	 bow,	 the	Monkey	 King	 spread	 his	 wings	 and	 flew	 away

through	the	window,	followed	by	all	his	band.
Dorothy	was	ready	to	cry	with	disappointment.	"I	have	wasted	 the	charm	of

the	Golden	Cap	to	no	purpose,"	she	said,	"for	the	Winged	Monkeys	cannot	help
me."
"It	is	certainly	too	bad!"	said	the	tender-hearted	Woodman.
The	Scarecrow	was	 thinking	again,	and	his	head	bulged	out	 so	horribly	 that

Dorothy	feared	it	would	burst.
"Let	 us	 call	 in	 the	 soldier	 with	 the	 green	 whiskers,"	 he	 said,	 "and	 ask	 his

advice."
So	the	soldier	was	summoned	and	entered	the	Throne	Room	timidly,	for	while

Oz	was	alive	he	never	was	allowed	to	come	farther	than	the	door.
"This	little	girl,"	said	the	Scarecrow	to	the	soldier,	"wishes	to	cross	the	desert.

How	can	she	do	so?"
"I	cannot	tell,"	answered	the	soldier,	"for	nobody	has	ever	crossed	the	desert,

unless	it	is	Oz	himself."
"Is	there	no	one	who	can	help	me?"	asked	Dorothy	earnestly.
"Glinda	might,"	he	suggested.
"Who	is	Glinda?"	inquired	the	Scarecrow.
"The	Witch	 of	 the	 South.	 She	 is	 the	most	 powerful	 of	 all	 the	Witches,	 and

rules	over	the	Quadlings.	Besides,	her	castle	stands	on	the	edge	of	the	desert,	so
she	may	know	a	way	to	cross	it."



"Glinda	is	a	Good	Witch,	isn't	she?"	asked	the	child.
"The	 Quadlings	 think	 she	 is	 good,"	 said	 the	 soldier,	 "and	 she	 is	 kind	 to

everyone.	 I	 have	 heard	 that	Glinda	 is	 a	 beautiful	woman,	who	 knows	 how	 to
keep	young	in	spite	of	the	many	years	she	has	lived."
"How	can	I	get	to	her	castle?"	asked	Dorothy.
"The	road	 is	straight	 to	 the	South,"	he	answered,	"but	 it	 is	 said	 to	be	 full	of

dangers	to	travelers.	There	are	wild	beasts	in	the	woods,	and	a	race	of	queer	men
who	 do	 not	 like	 strangers	 to	 cross	 their	 country.	 For	 this	 reason	 none	 of	 the
Quadlings	ever	come	to	the	Emerald	City."
The	soldier	then	left	them	and	the	Scarecrow	said:
"It	seems,	in	spite	of	dangers,	that	the	best	thing	Dorothy	can	do	is	to	travel	to

the	Land	of	the	South	and	ask	Glinda	to	help	her.	For,	of	course,	if	Dorothy	stays
here	she	will	never	get	back	to	Kansas."
"You	must	have	been	thinking	again,"	remarked	the	Tin	Woodman.
"I	have,"	said	the	Scarecrow.
"I	shall	go	with	Dorothy,"	declared	the	Lion,	"for	I	am	tired	of	your	city	and

long	for	 the	woods	and	 the	country	again.	 I	am	really	a	wild	beast,	you	know.
Besides,	Dorothy	will	need	someone	to	protect	her."
"That	is	 true,"	agreed	the	Woodman.	"My	axe	may	be	of	service	to	her;	so	I

also	will	go	with	her	to	the	Land	of	the	South."
"When	shall	we	start?"	asked	the	Scarecrow.
"Are	you	going?"	they	asked,	in	surprise.
"Certainly.	If	it	wasn't	for	Dorothy	I	should	never	have	had	brains.	She	lifted

me	from	 the	pole	 in	 the	cornfield	and	brought	me	 to	 the	Emerald	City.	So	my
good	 luck	 is	all	due	 to	her,	 and	 I	 shall	never	 leave	her	until	 she	 starts	back	 to
Kansas	for	good	and	all."
"Thank	 you,"	 said	 Dorothy	 gratefully.	 "You	 are	 all	 very	 kind	 to	 me.	 But	 I

should	like	to	start	as	soon	as	possible."
"We	shall	go	tomorrow	morning,"	returned	the	Scarecrow.	"So	now	let	us	all

get	ready,	for	it	will	be	a	long	journey."



Chapter		19	
Attacked	by	the	Fighting	Trees
The	 next	morning	Dorothy	 kissed	 the	 pretty	 green	 girl	 good-bye,	 and	 they	 all
shook	 hands	 with	 the	 soldier	 with	 the	 green	 whiskers,	 who	 had	 walked	 with
them	 as	 far	 as	 the	 gate.	 When	 the	 Guardian	 of	 the	 Gate	 saw	 them	 again	 he
wondered	greatly	that	they	could	leave	the	beautiful	City	to	get	into	new	trouble.
But	he	at	once	unlocked	their	spectacles,	which	he	put	back	into	the	green	box,
and	gave	them	many	good	wishes	to	carry	with	them.
"You	are	now	our	ruler,"	he	said	to	the	Scarecrow;	"so	you	must	come	back	to

us	as	soon	as	possible."
"I	 certainly	 shall	 if	 I	 am	 able,"	 the	 Scarecrow	 replied;	 "but	 I	 must	 help

Dorothy	to	get	home,	first."
As	Dorothy	bade	the	good-natured	Guardian	a	last	farewell	she	said:
"I	have	been	very	kindly	 treated	 in	your	 lovely	City,	and	everyone	has	been

good	to	me.	I	cannot	tell	you	how	grateful	I	am."
"Don't	try,	my	dear,"	he	answered.	"We	should	like	to	keep	you	with	us,	but	if

it	is	your	wish	to	return	to	Kansas,	I	hope	you	will	find	a	way."	He	then	opened
the	gate	of	the	outer	wall,	and	they	walked	forth	and	started	upon	their	journey.
The	sun	shone	brightly	as	our	friends	turned	their	faces	toward	the	Land	of	the

South.	 They	were	 all	 in	 the	 best	 of	 spirits,	 and	 laughed	 and	 chatted	 together.
Dorothy	was	once	more	filled	with	the	hope	of	getting	home,	and	the	Scarecrow
and	the	Tin	Woodman	were	glad	to	be	of	use	to	her.	As	for	the	Lion,	he	sniffed
the	 fresh	 air	with	delight	 and	whisked	his	 tail	 from	 side	 to	 side	 in	pure	 joy	 at
being	 in	 the	 country	 again,	while	Toto	 ran	 around	 them	and	 chased	 the	moths
and	butterflies,	barking	merrily	all	the	time.
"City	 life	does	not	agree	with	me	at	all,"	remarked	the	Lion,	as	 they	walked

along	at	a	brisk	pace.	"I	have	lost	much	flesh	since	I	lived	there,	and	now	I	am
anxious	for	a	chance	to	show	the	other	beasts	how	courageous	I	have	grown."
They	now	turned	and	took	a	last	look	at	the	Emerald	City.	All	they	could	see

was	 a	mass	 of	 towers	 and	 steeples	 behind	 the	green	walls,	 and	high	up	 above
everything	the	spires	and	dome	of	the	Palace	of	Oz.
"Oz	was	not	such	a	bad	Wizard,	after	all,"	said	the	Tin	Woodman,	as	he	felt

his	heart	rattling	around	in	his	breast.



"He	 knew	 how	 to	 give	 me	 brains,	 and	 very	 good	 brains,	 too,"	 said	 the
Scarecrow.
"If	Oz	had	taken	a	dose	of	the	same	courage	he	gave	me,"	added	the	Lion,	"he

would	have	been	a	brave	man."
Dorothy	said	nothing.	Oz	had	not	kept	 the	promise	he	made	her,	but	he	had

done	his	best,	so	she	forgave	him.	As	he	said,	he	was	a	good	man,	even	if	he	was
a	bad	Wizard.
The	 first	 day's	 journey	was	 through	 the	 green	 fields	 and	 bright	 flowers	 that

stretched	 about	 the	 Emerald	 City	 on	 every	 side.	 They	 slept	 that	 night	 on	 the
grass,	with	nothing	but	the	stars	over	them;	and	they	rested	very	well	indeed.
In	the	morning	they	traveled	on	until	they	came	to	a	thick	wood.	There	was	no

way	of	going	around	it,	for	it	seemed	to	extend	to	the	right	and	left	as	far	as	they
could	see;	and,	besides,	 they	did	not	dare	change	 the	direction	of	 their	 journey
for	fear	of	getting	lost.	So	they	looked	for	the	place	where	it	would	be	easiest	to
get	into	the	forest.
The	Scarecrow,	who	was	 in	 the	 lead,	 finally	discovered	a	big	 tree	with	such

wide-spreading	branches	 that	 there	was	 room	for	 the	party	 to	pass	underneath.
So	he	walked	 forward	 to	 the	 tree,	but	 just	as	he	came	under	 the	 first	branches
they	bent	down	and	twined	around	him,	and	the	next	minute	he	was	raised	from
the	ground	and	flung	headlong	among	his	fellow	travelers.
This	 did	 not	 hurt	 the	 Scarecrow,	 but	 it	 surprised	 him,	 and	 he	 looked	 rather

dizzy	when	Dorothy	picked	him	up.
"Here	is	another	space	between	the	trees,"	called	the	Lion.
"Let	me	try	it	first,"	said	the	Scarecrow,	"for	it	doesn't	hurt	me	to	get	thrown

about."	He	walked	up	to	another	tree,	as	he	spoke,	but	its	branches	immediately
seized	him	and	tossed	him	back	again.
"This	is	strange,"	exclaimed	Dorothy.	"What	shall	we	do?"
"The	 trees	 seem	 to	 have	 made	 up	 their	 minds	 to	 fight	 us,	 and	 stop	 our

journey,"	remarked	the	Lion.
"I	believe	I	will	try	it	myself,"	said	the	Woodman,	and	shouldering	his	axe,	he

marched	up	to	the	first	tree	that	had	handled	the	Scarecrow	so	roughly.	When	a
big	branch	bent	down	to	seize	him	the	Woodman	chopped	at	it	so	fiercely	that	he
cut	it	in	two.	At	once	the	tree	began	shaking	all	its	branches	as	if	in	pain,	and	the
Tin	Woodman	passed	safely	under	it.
"Come	on!"	he	 shouted	 to	 the	others.	 "Be	quick!"	They	all	 ran	 forward	and

passed	 under	 the	 tree	without	 injury,	 except	Toto,	who	was	 caught	 by	 a	 small
branch	and	shaken	until	he	howled.	But	the	Woodman	promptly	chopped	off	the
branch	and	set	the	little	dog	free.
The	other	trees	of	the	forest	did	nothing	to	keep	them	back,	so	they	made	up



their	minds	that	only	the	first	row	of	trees	could	bend	down	their	branches,	and
that	probably	 these	were	 the	policemen	of	 the	 forest,	and	given	 this	wonderful
power	in	order	to	keep	strangers	out	of	it.
The	four	 travelers	walked	with	ease	 through	 the	 trees	until	 they	came	 to	 the

farther	edge	of	the	wood.	Then,	to	their	surprise,	they	found	before	them	a	high
wall	which	seemed	to	be	made	of	white	china.	It	was	smooth,	like	the	surface	of
a	dish,	and	higher	than	their	heads.
"What	shall	we	do	now?"	asked	Dorothy.
"I	will	make	a	 ladder,"	said	 the	Tin	Woodman,	"for	we	certainly	must	climb

over	the	wall."



Chapter		20	
The	Dainty	China	Country
While	 the	Woodman	was	making	 a	 ladder	 from	wood	which	 he	 found	 in	 the
forest	Dorothy	lay	down	and	slept,	for	she	was	tired	by	the	long	walk.	The	Lion
also	curled	himself	up	to	sleep	and	Toto	lay	beside	him.
The	Scarecrow	watched	the	Woodman	while	he	worked,	and	said	to	him:
"I	cannot	think	why	this	wall	is	here,	nor	what	it	is	made	of."
"Rest	 your	 brains	 and	 do	 not	worry	 about	 the	wall,"	 replied	 the	Woodman.

"When	we	have	climbed	over	it,	we	shall	know	what	is	on	the	other	side."
After	a	time	the	ladder	was	finished.	It	looked	clumsy,	but	the	Tin	Woodman

was	sure	 it	was	strong	and	would	answer	 their	purpose.	The	Scarecrow	waked
Dorothy	 and	 the	Lion	 and	Toto,	 and	 told	 them	 that	 the	 ladder	was	 ready.	The
Scarecrow	climbed	up	the	ladder	first,	but	he	was	so	awkward	that	Dorothy	had
to	follow	close	behind	and	keep	him	from	falling	off.	When	he	got	his	head	over
the	top	of	the	wall	the	Scarecrow	said,	"Oh,	my!"
"Go	on,"	exclaimed	Dorothy.
So	the	Scarecrow	climbed	farther	up	and	sat	down	on	the	top	of	the	wall,	and

Dorothy	put	her	head	over	and	cried,	"Oh,	my!"	just	as	the	Scarecrow	had	done.
Then	Toto	came	up,	and	immediately	began	to	bark,	but	Dorothy	made	him	be

still.
The	Lion	climbed	the	ladder	next,	and	the	Tin	Woodman	came	last;	but	both

of	them	cried,	"Oh,	my!"	as	soon	as	they	looked	over	the	wall.	When	they	were
all	sitting	in	a	row	on	the	top	of	the	wall,	 they	looked	down	and	saw	a	strange
sight.
Before	 them	 was	 a	 great	 stretch	 of	 country	 having	 a	 floor	 as	 smooth	 and

shining	 and	white	 as	 the	 bottom	of	 a	 big	 platter.	 Scattered	 around	were	many
houses	made	entirely	of	china	and	painted	in	the	brightest	colors.	These	houses
were	quite	small,	the	biggest	of	them	reaching	only	as	high	as	Dorothy's	waist.
There	were	 also	 pretty	 little	 barns,	with	 china	 fences	 around	 them;	 and	many
cows	 and	 sheep	 and	 horses	 and	 pigs	 and	 chickens,	 all	 made	 of	 china,	 were
standing	about	in	groups.
But	the	strangest	of	all	were	the	people	who	lived	in	this	queer	country.	There

were	 milkmaids	 and	 shepherdesses,	 with	 brightly	 colored	 bodices	 and	 golden



spots	 all	 over	 their	 gowns;	 and	princesses	with	most	gorgeous	 frocks	of	 silver
and	 gold	 and	 purple;	 and	 shepherds	 dressed	 in	 knee	 breeches	 with	 pink	 and
yellow	 and	 blue	 stripes	 down	 them,	 and	 golden	 buckles	 on	 their	 shoes;	 and
princes	with	 jeweled	crowns	upon	 their	heads,	wearing	ermine	 robes	and	satin
doublets;	 and	 funny	 clowns	 in	 ruffled	 gowns,	with	 round	 red	 spots	 upon	 their
cheeks	and	tall,	pointed	caps.	And,	strangest	of	all,	these	people	were	all	made	of
china,	 even	 to	 their	 clothes,	 and	were	 so	 small	 that	 the	 tallest	 of	 them	was	no
higher	than	Dorothy's	knee.
No	one	did	 so	much	as	 look	at	 the	 travelers	at	 first,	 except	one	 little	purple

china	dog	with	an	extra-large	head,	which	came	to	the	wall	and	barked	at	them
in	a	tiny	voice,	afterwards	running	away	again.
"How	shall	we	get	down?"	asked	Dorothy.
They	found	the	ladder	so	heavy	they	could	not	pull	it	up,	so	the	Scarecrow	fell

off	the	wall	and	the	others	jumped	down	upon	him	so	that	the	hard	floor	would
not	hurt	their	feet.	Of	course	they	took	pains	not	to	light	on	his	head	and	get	the
pins	 in	 their	 feet.	When	 all	 were	 safely	 down	 they	 picked	 up	 the	 Scarecrow,
whose	body	was	quite	flattened	out,	and	patted	his	straw	into	shape	again.
"We	 must	 cross	 this	 strange	 place	 in	 order	 to	 get	 to	 the	 other	 side,"	 said

Dorothy,	"for	it	would	be	unwise	for	us	to	go	any	other	way	except	due	South."
They	 began	 walking	 through	 the	 country	 of	 the	 china	 people,	 and	 the	 first

thing	 they	 came	 to	was	 a	 china	milkmaid	milking	 a	 china	 cow.	As	 they	 drew
near,	the	cow	suddenly	gave	a	kick	and	kicked	over	the	stool,	the	pail,	and	even
the	milkmaid	herself,	and	all	fell	on	the	china	ground	with	a	great	clatter.
Dorothy	was	shocked	to	see	that	the	cow	had	broken	her	leg	off,	and	that	the

pail	was	lying	in	several	small	pieces,	while	the	poor	milkmaid	had	a	nick	in	her
left	elbow.
"There!"	cried	the	milkmaid	angrily.	"See	what	you	have	done!	My	cow	has

broken	her	 leg,	and	 I	must	 take	her	 to	 the	mender's	 shop	and	have	 it	glued	on
again.	What	do	you	mean	by	coming	here	and	frightening	my	cow?"
"I'm	very	sorry,"	returned	Dorothy.	"Please	forgive	us."
But	the	pretty	milkmaid	was	much	too	vexed	to	make	any	answer.	She	picked

up	the	leg	sulkily	and	led	her	cow	away,	the	poor	animal	limping	on	three	legs.
As	she	left	them	the	milkmaid	cast	many	reproachful	glances	over	her	shoulder
at	the	clumsy	strangers,	holding	her	nicked	elbow	close	to	her	side.
Dorothy	was	quite	grieved	at	this	mishap.
"We	must	be	very	careful	here,"	said	the	kind-hearted	Woodman,	"or	we	may

hurt	these	pretty	little	people	so	they	will	never	get	over	it."
A	 little	 farther	 on	 Dorothy	 met	 a	 most	 beautifully	 dressed	 young	 Princess,

who	stopped	short	as	she	saw	the	strangers	and	started	to	run	away.



Dorothy	wanted	to	see	more	of	the	Princess,	so	she	ran	after	her.	But	the	china
girl	cried	out:
"Don't	chase	me!	Don't	chase	me!"
She	 had	 such	 a	 frightened	 little	 voice	 that	Dorothy	 stopped	 and	 said,	 "Why

not?"
"Because,"	 answered	 the	Princess,	 also	 stopping,	 a	 safe	 distance	 away,	 "if	 I

run	I	may	fall	down	and	break	myself."
"But	could	you	not	be	mended?"	asked	the	girl.
"Oh,	yes;	but	one	 is	never	so	pretty	after	being	mended,	you	know,"	 replied

the	Princess.
"I	suppose	not,"	said	Dorothy.
"Now	there	is	Mr.	Joker,	one	of	our	clowns,"	continued	the	china	lady,	"who	is

always	trying	to	stand	upon	his	head.	He	has	broken	himself	so	often	that	he	is
mended	in	a	hundred	places,	and	doesn't	look	at	all	pretty.	Here	he	comes	now,
so	you	can	see	for	yourself."
Indeed,	a	jolly	little	clown	came	walking	toward	them,	and	Dorothy	could	see

that	in	spite	of	his	pretty	clothes	of	red	and	yellow	and	green	he	was	completely
covered	with	cracks,	running	every	which	way	and	showing	plainly	that	he	had
been	mended	in	many	places.
The	Clown	put	his	hands	in	his	pockets,	and	after	puffing	out	his	cheeks	and

nodding	his	head	at	them	saucily,	he	said:
{verse
"My	lady	fair,
Why	do	you	stare
At	poor	old	Mr.	Joker?
You're	quite	as	stiff
And	prim	as	if
You'd	eaten	up	a	poker!"
{verse
"Be	 quiet,	 sir!"	 said	 the	 Princess.	 "Can't	 you	 see	 these	 are	 strangers,	 and

should	be	treated	with	respect?"
"Well,	 that's	 respect,	 I	 expect,"	 declared	 the	 Clown,	 and	 immediately	 stood

upon	his	head.
"Don't	 mind	 Mr.	 Joker,"	 said	 the	 Princess	 to	 Dorothy.	 "He	 is	 considerably

cracked	in	his	head,	and	that	makes	him	foolish."
"Oh,	 I	 don't	mind	 him	 a	 bit,"	 said	Dorothy.	 "But	 you	 are	 so	 beautiful,"	 she

continued,	"that	I	am	sure	I	could	love	you	dearly.	Won't	you	let	me	carry	you
back	 to	Kansas,	and	stand	you	on	Aunt	Em's	mantel?	 I	could	carry	you	 in	my
basket."



"That	would	make	me	very	unhappy,"	answered	the	china	Princess.	"You	see,
here	 in	 our	 country	we	 live	 contentedly,	 and	 can	 talk	 and	move	 around	 as	we
please.	But	whenever	any	of	us	are	taken	away	our	joints	at	once	stiffen,	and	we
can	only	stand	straight	and	look	pretty.	Of	course	that	is	all	that	is	expected	of	us
when	we	are	on	mantels	and	cabinets	and	drawing-room	tables,	but	our	lives	are
much	pleasanter	here	in	our	own	country."
"I	would	not	make	you	unhappy	for	all	the	world!"	exclaimed	Dorothy.	"So	I'll

just	say	good-bye."
"Good-bye,"	replied	the	Princess.
They	walked	carefully	through	the	china	country.	The	little	animals	and	all	the

people	scampered	out	of	their	way,	fearing	the	strangers	would	break	them,	and
after	an	hour	or	so	the	travelers	reached	the	other	side	of	the	country	and	came	to
another	china	wall.
It	was	not	so	high	as	the	first,	however,	and	by	standing	upon	the	Lion's	back

they	all	managed	to	scramble	to	the	top.	Then	the	Lion	gathered	his	legs	under
him	and	jumped	on	the	wall;	but	just	as	he	jumped,	he	upset	a	china	church	with
his	tail	and	smashed	it	all	to	pieces.
"That	was	 too	 bad,"	 said	Dorothy,	 "but	 really	 I	 think	we	were	 lucky	 in	 not

doing	these	little	people	more	harm	than	breaking	a	cow's	leg	and	a	church.	They
are	all	so	brittle!"
"They	are,	indeed,"	said	the	Scarecrow,	"and	I	am	thankful	I	am	made	of	straw

and	cannot	be	easily	damaged.	There	are	worse	things	in	the	world	than	being	a
Scarecrow."



Chapter		21	
The	Lion	Becomes	the	King	of	Beasts
After	 climbing	 down	 from	 the	 china	wall	 the	 travelers	 found	 themselves	 in	 a
disagreeable	country,	full	of	bogs	and	marshes	and	covered	with	tall,	rank	grass.
It	was	difficult	 to	walk	without	 falling	 into	muddy	holes,	 for	 the	grass	was	 so
thick	that	it	hid	them	from	sight.	However,	by	carefully	picking	their	way,	they
got	 safely	 along	until	 they	 reached	 solid	ground.	But	here	 the	 country	 seemed
wilder	than	ever,	and	after	a	long	and	tiresome	walk	through	the	underbrush	they
entered	another	forest,	where	the	trees	were	bigger	and	older	than	any	they	had
ever	seen.
"This	 forest	 is	 perfectly	 delightful,"	 declared	 the	 Lion,	 looking	 around	 him

with	joy.	"Never	have	I	seen	a	more	beautiful	place."
"It	seems	gloomy,"	said	the	Scarecrow.
"Not	a	bit	of	it,"	answered	the	Lion.	"I	should	like	to	live	here	all	my	life.	See

how	soft	the	dried	leaves	are	under	your	feet	and	how	rich	and	green	the	moss	is
that	 clings	 to	 these	 old	 trees.	 Surely	 no	 wild	 beast	 could	 wish	 a	 pleasanter
home."
"Perhaps	there	are	wild	beasts	in	the	forest	now,"	said	Dorothy.
"I	suppose	there	are,"	returned	the	Lion,	"but	I	do	not	see	any	of	them	about."
They	walked	 through	 the	 forest	 until	 it	 became	 too	 dark	 to	 go	 any	 farther.

Dorothy	and	Toto	and	the	Lion	lay	down	to	sleep,	while	the	Woodman	and	the
Scarecrow	kept	watch	over	them	as	usual.
When	morning	came,	they	started	again.	Before	they	had	gone	far	they	heard

a	low	rumble,	as	of	the	growling	of	many	wild	animals.	Toto	whimpered	a	little,
but	none	of	the	others	was	frightened,	and	they	kept	along	the	well-trodden	path
until	they	came	to	an	opening	in	the	wood,	in	which	were	gathered	hundreds	of
beasts	 of	 every	variety.	There	were	 tigers	 and	 elephants	 and	bears	 and	wolves
and	foxes	and	all	the	others	in	the	natural	history,	and	for	a	moment	Dorothy	was
afraid.	But	the	Lion	explained	that	the	animals	were	holding	a	meeting,	and	he
judged	by	their	snarling	and	growling	that	they	were	in	great	trouble.
As	he	spoke	several	of	 the	beasts	caught	sight	of	him,	and	at	once	 the	great

assemblage	hushed	as	if	by	magic.	The	biggest	of	the	tigers	came	up	to	the	Lion
and	bowed,	saying:



"Welcome,	O	King	of	Beasts!	You	have	come	in	good	time	to	fight	our	enemy
and	bring	peace	to	all	the	animals	of	the	forest	once	more."
"What	is	your	trouble?"	asked	the	Lion	quietly.
"We	 are	 all	 threatened,"	 answered	 the	 tiger,	 "by	 a	 fierce	 enemy	 which	 has

lately	come	into	this	forest.	It	is	a	most	tremendous	monster,	like	a	great	spider,
with	a	body	as	big	as	an	elephant	and	legs	as	long	as	a	tree	trunk.	It	has	eight	of
these	long	legs,	and	as	the	monster	crawls	through	the	forest	he	seizes	an	animal
with	a	leg	and	drags	it	to	his	mouth,	where	he	eats	it	as	a	spider	does	a	fly.	Not
one	of	us	is	safe	while	this	fierce	creature	is	alive,	and	we	had	called	a	meeting
to	decide	how	to	take	care	of	ourselves	when	you	came	among	us."
The	Lion	thought	for	a	moment.
"Are	there	any	other	lions	in	this	forest?"	he	asked.
"No;	there	were	some,	but	the	monster	has	eaten	them	all.	And,	besides,	there

were	none	of	them	nearly	so	large	and	brave	as	you."
"If	I	put	an	end	to	your	enemy,	will	you	bow	down	to	me	and	obey	me	as	King

of	the	Forest?"	inquired	the	Lion.
"We	will	 do	 that	 gladly,"	 returned	 the	 tiger;	 and	 all	 the	 other	 beasts	 roared

with	a	mighty	roar:	"We	will!"
"Where	is	this	great	spider	of	yours	now?"	asked	the	Lion.
"Yonder,	among	the	oak	trees,"	said	the	tiger,	pointing	with	his	forefoot.
"Take	good	care	of	these	friends	of	mine,"	said	the	Lion,	"and	I	will	go	at	once

to	fight	the	monster."
He	bade	his	comrades	good-bye	and	marched	proudly	away	to	do	battle	with

the	enemy.
The	great	spider	was	lying	asleep	when	the	Lion	found	him,	and	it	looked	so

ugly	that	its	foe	turned	up	his	nose	in	disgust.	Its	legs	were	quite	as	long	as	the
tiger	had	said,	and	its	body	covered	with	coarse	black	hair.	It	had	a	great	mouth,
with	a	row	of	sharp	teeth	a	foot	long;	but	its	head	was	joined	to	the	pudgy	body
by	a	neck	as	slender	as	a	wasp's	waist.	This	gave	the	Lion	a	hint	of	the	best	way
to	attack	the	creature,	and	as	he	knew	it	was	easier	to	fight	it	asleep	than	awake,
he	gave	a	great	spring	and	landed	directly	upon	the	monster's	back.	Then,	with
one	blow	of	his	heavy	paw,	all	armed	with	sharp	claws,	he	knocked	the	spider's
head	 from	 its	 body.	 Jumping	 down,	 he	watched	 it	 until	 the	 long	 legs	 stopped
wiggling,	when	he	knew	it	was	quite	dead.
The	Lion	went	back	to	the	opening	where	the	beasts	of	the	forest	were	waiting

for	him	and	said	proudly:
"You	need	fear	your	enemy	no	longer."
Then	 the	beasts	 bowed	down	 to	 the	Lion	 as	 their	King,	 and	he	promised	 to

come	 back	 and	 rule	 over	 them	 as	 soon	 as	Dorothy	was	 safely	 on	 her	 way	 to



Kansas.



Chapter		22	
The	Country	of	the	Quadlings
The	four	travelers	passed	through	the	rest	of	the	forest	in	safety,	and	when	they
came	 out	 from	 its	 gloom	 saw	 before	 them	 a	 steep	 hill,	 covered	 from	 top	 to
bottom	with	great	pieces	of	rock.
"That	will	be	a	hard	climb,"	said	the	Scarecrow,	"but	we	must	get	over	the	hill,

nevertheless."
So	he	led	the	way	and	the	others	followed.	They	had	nearly	reached	the	first

rock	when	they	heard	a	rough	voice	cry	out,	"Keep	back!"
"Who	are	you?"	asked	the	Scarecrow.
Then	a	head	showed	 itself	over	 the	 rock	and	 the	same	voice	said,	 "This	hill

belongs	to	us,	and	we	don't	allow	anyone	to	cross	it."
"But	we	must	cross	it,"	said	the	Scarecrow.	"We're	going	to	the	country	of	the

Quadlings."
"But	you	shall	not!"	replied	the	voice,	and	there	stepped	from	behind	the	rock

the	strangest	man	the	travelers	had	ever	seen.
He	was	quite	short	and	stout	and	had	a	big	head,	which	was	flat	at	the	top	and

supported	by	a	thick	neck	full	of	wrinkles.	But	he	had	no	arms	at	all,	and,	seeing
this,	 the	Scarecrow	did	not	 fear	 that	 so	helpless	 a	 creature	could	prevent	 them
from	climbing	the	hill.	So	he	said,	"I'm	sorry	not	to	do	as	you	wish,	but	we	must
pass	over	your	hill	whether	you	like	it	or	not,"	and	he	walked	boldly	forward.
As	quick	as	lightning	the	man's	head	shot	forward	and	his	neck	stretched	out

until	 the	 top	of	 the	head,	where	 it	was	flat,	struck	the	Scarecrow	in	 the	middle
and	 sent	 him	 tumbling,	 over	 and	 over,	 down	 the	 hill.	 Almost	 as	 quickly	 as	 it
came	the	head	went	back	to	the	body,	and	the	man	laughed	harshly	as	he	said,	"It
isn't	as	easy	as	you	think!"
A	chorus	of	boisterous	laughter	came	from	the	other	rocks,	and	Dorothy	saw

hundreds	 of	 the	 armless	 Hammer-Heads	 upon	 the	 hillside,	 one	 behind	 every
rock.
The	 Lion	 became	 quite	 angry	 at	 the	 laughter	 caused	 by	 the	 Scarecrow's

mishap,	and	giving	a	loud	roar	that	echoed	like	thunder,	he	dashed	up	the	hill.
Again	a	head	shot	swiftly	out,	and	the	great	Lion	went	rolling	down	the	hill	as

if	he	had	been	struck	by	a	cannon	ball.



Dorothy	ran	down	and	helped	the	Scarecrow	to	his	feet,	and	the	Lion	came	up
to	her,	feeling	rather	bruised	and	sore,	and	said,	"It	is	useless	to	fight	people	with
shooting	heads;	no	one	can	withstand	them."
"What	can	we	do,	then?"	she	asked.
"Call	the	Winged	Monkeys,"	suggested	the	Tin	Woodman.	"You	have	still	the

right	to	command	them	once	more."
"Very	 well,"	 she	 answered,	 and	 putting	 on	 the	 Golden	 Cap	 she	 uttered	 the

magic	words.	The	Monkeys	were	as	prompt	as	ever,	and	in	a	few	moments	the
entire	band	stood	before	her.
"What	are	your	commands?"	inquired	the	King	of	the	Monkeys,	bowing	low.
"Carry	us	over	the	hill	to	the	country	of	the	Quadlings,"	answered	the	girl.
"It	shall	be	done,"	said	the	King,	and	at	once	the	Winged	Monkeys	caught	the

four	 travelers	 and	 Toto	 up	 in	 their	 arms	 and	 flew	 away	 with	 them.	 As	 they
passed	 over	 the	 hill	 the	 Hammer-Heads	 yelled	 with	 vexation,	 and	 shot	 their
heads	 high	 in	 the	 air,	 but	 they	 could	 not	 reach	 the	Winged	 Monkeys,	 which
carried	Dorothy	and	her	comrades	safely	over	the	hill	and	set	them	down	in	the
beautiful	country	of	the	Quadlings.
"This	 is	 the	 last	 time	 you	 can	 summon	 us,"	 said	 the	 leader	 to	Dorothy;	 "so

good-bye	and	good	luck	to	you."
"Good-bye,	 and	 thank	 you	 very	much,"	 returned	 the	 girl;	 and	 the	Monkeys

rose	into	the	air	and	were	out	of	sight	in	a	twinkling.
The	country	of	 the	Quadlings	 seemed	 rich	and	happy.	There	was	 field	upon

field	 of	 ripening	 grain,	 with	 well-paved	 roads	 running	 between,	 and	 pretty
rippling	 brooks	 with	 strong	 bridges	 across	 them.	 The	 fences	 and	 houses	 and
bridges	were	all	painted	bright	red,	 just	as	 they	had	been	painted	yellow	in	the
country	of	the	Winkies	and	blue	in	the	country	of	the	Munchkins.	The	Quadlings
themselves,	who	were	short	and	fat	and	looked	chubby	and	good-natured,	were
dressed	all	in	red,	which	showed	bright	against	the	green	grass	and	the	yellowing
grain.
The	Monkeys	 had	 set	 them	 down	 near	 a	 farmhouse,	 and	 the	 four	 travelers

walked	up	to	it	and	knocked	at	the	door.	It	was	opened	by	the	farmer's	wife,	and
when	 Dorothy	 asked	 for	 something	 to	 eat	 the	 woman	 gave	 them	 all	 a	 good
dinner,	with	three	kinds	of	cake	and	four	kinds	of	cookies,	and	a	bowl	of	milk	for
Toto.
"How	far	is	it	to	the	Castle	of	Glinda?"	asked	the	child.
"It	is	not	a	great	way,"	answered	the	farmer's	wife.	"Take	the	road	to	the	South

and	you	will	soon	reach	it."
Thanking	 the	good	woman,	 they	started	afresh	and	walked	by	 the	fields	and

across	 the	 pretty	 bridges	 until	 they	 saw	 before	 them	 a	 very	 beautiful	 Castle.



Before	 the	 gates	 were	 three	 young	 girls,	 dressed	 in	 handsome	 red	 uniforms
trimmed	with	gold	braid;	and	as	Dorothy	approached,	one	of	them	said	to	her:
"Why	have	you	come	to	the	South	Country?"
"To	see	the	Good	Witch	who	rules	here,"	she	answered.	"Will	you	take	me	to

her?"
"Let	me	have	your	name,	and	I	will	ask	Glinda	if	she	will	receive	you."	They

told	 who	 they	 were,	 and	 the	 girl	 soldier	 went	 into	 the	 Castle.	 After	 a	 few
moments	she	came	back	to	say	that	Dorothy	and	the	others	were	to	be	admitted
at	once.



Chapter		23	
Glinda	The	Good	Witch	Grants	Dorothy's	Wish
Before	 they	 went	 to	 see	 Glinda,	 however,	 they	 were	 taken	 to	 a	 room	 of	 the
Castle,	where	Dorothy	washed	her	face	and	combed	her	hair,	and	the	Lion	shook
the	dust	out	of	his	mane,	and	the	Scarecrow	patted	himself	into	his	best	shape,
and	the	Woodman	polished	his	tin	and	oiled	his	joints.
When	they	were	all	quite	presentable	they	followed	the	soldier	girl	into	a	big

room	where	the	Witch	Glinda	sat	upon	a	throne	of	rubies.
She	was	 both	 beautiful	 and	 young	 to	 their	 eyes.	Her	 hair	was	 a	 rich	 red	 in

color	and	fell	 in	flowing	ringlets	over	her	shoulders.	Her	dress	was	pure	white
but	her	eyes	were	blue,	and	they	looked	kindly	upon	the	little	girl.
"What	can	I	do	for	you,	my	child?"	she	asked.
Dorothy	told	the	Witch	all	her	story:	how	the	cyclone	had	brought	her	to	the

Land	 of	 Oz,	 how	 she	 had	 found	 her	 companions,	 and	 of	 the	 wonderful
adventures	they	had	met	with.
"My	greatest	wish	now,"	she	added,	"is	 to	get	back	 to	Kansas,	 for	Aunt	Em

will	surely	think	something	dreadful	has	happened	to	me,	and	that	will	make	her
put	on	mourning;	and	unless	the	crops	are	better	this	year	than	they	were	last,	I
am	sure	Uncle	Henry	cannot	afford	it."
Glinda	leaned	forward	and	kissed	the	sweet,	upturned	face	of	the	loving	little

girl.
"Bless	your	dear	heart,"	she	said,	"I	am	sure	I	can	tell	you	of	a	way	to	get	back

to	Kansas."	Then	she	added,	"But,	if	I	do,	you	must	give	me	the	Golden	Cap."
"Willingly!"	exclaimed	Dorothy;	"indeed,	it	is	of	no	use	to	me	now,	and	when

you	have	it	you	can	command	the	Winged	Monkeys	three	times."
"And	 I	 think	 I	 shall	 need	 their	 service	 just	 those	 three	 times,"	 answered

Glinda,	smiling.
Dorothy	then	gave	her	the	Golden	Cap,	and	the	Witch	said	to	the	Scarecrow,

"What	will	you	do	when	Dorothy	has	left	us?"
"I	will	return	to	the	Emerald	City,"	he	replied,	"for	Oz	has	made	me	its	ruler

and	the	people	like	me.	The	only	thing	that	worries	me	is	how	to	cross	the	hill	of
the	Hammer-Heads."
"By	means	of	the	Golden	Cap	I	shall	command	the	Winged	Monkeys	to	carry



you	to	the	gates	of	the	Emerald	City,"	said	Glinda,	"for	it	would	be	a	shame	to
deprive	the	people	of	so	wonderful	a	ruler."
"Am	I	really	wonderful?"	asked	the	Scarecrow.
"You	are	unusual,"	replied	Glinda.
Turning	 to	 the	 Tin	Woodman,	 she	 asked,	 "What	 will	 become	 of	 you	 when

Dorothy	leaves	this	country?"
He	leaned	on	his	axe	and	thought	a	moment.	Then	he	said,	"The	Winkies	were

very	kind	to	me,	and	wanted	me	to	rule	over	them	after	the	Wicked	Witch	died.	I
am	fond	of	the	Winkies,	and	if	I	could	get	back	again	to	the	Country	of	the	West,
I	should	like	nothing	better	than	to	rule	over	them	forever."
"My	second	command	to	the	Winged	Monkeys,"	said	Glinda	"will	be	that	they

carry	you	safely	 to	 the	 land	of	 the	Winkies.	Your	brain	may	not	be	so	 large	 to
look	at	as	those	of	the	Scarecrow,	but	you	are	really	brighter	than	he	is—when
you	 are	 well	 polished—and	 I	 am	 sure	 you	 will	 rule	 the	 Winkies	 wisely	 and
well."
Then	the	Witch	looked	at	the	big,	shaggy	Lion	and	asked,	"When	Dorothy	has

returned	to	her	own	home,	what	will	become	of	you?"
"Over	 the	hill	of	 the	Hammer-Heads,"	he	answered,	"lies	a	grand	old	forest,

and	all	 the	beasts	 that	 live	 there	have	made	me	 their	King.	 If	 I	 could	only	get
back	to	this	forest,	I	would	pass	my	life	very	happily	there."
"My	third	command	to	the	Winged	Monkeys,"	said	Glinda,	"shall	be	to	carry

you	to	your	forest.	Then,	having	used	up	the	powers	of	the	Golden	Cap,	I	shall
give	it	to	the	King	of	the	Monkeys,	that	he	and	his	band	may	thereafter	be	free
for	evermore."
The	 Scarecrow	 and	 the	Tin	Woodman	 and	 the	Lion	 now	 thanked	 the	Good

Witch	earnestly	for	her	kindness;	and	Dorothy	exclaimed:
"You	are	certainly	as	good	as	you	are	beautiful!	But	you	have	not	yet	told	me

how	to	get	back	to	Kansas."
"Your	Silver	Shoes	will	carry	you	over	the	desert,"	replied	Glinda.	"If	you	had

known	their	power	you	could	have	gone	back	to	your	Aunt	Em	the	very	first	day
you	came	to	this	country."
"But	then	I	should	not	have	had	my	wonderful	brains!"	cried	the	Scarecrow.	"I

might	have	passed	my	whole	life	in	the	farmer's	cornfield."
"And	I	should	not	have	had	my	lovely	heart,"	said	the	Tin	Woodman.	"I	might

have	stood	and	rusted	in	the	forest	till	the	end	of	the	world."
"And	I	should	have	lived	a	coward	forever,"	declared	the	Lion,	"and	no	beast

in	all	the	forest	would	have	had	a	good	word	to	say	to	me."
"This	 is	 all	 true,"	 said	Dorothy,	 "and	 I	 am	 glad	 I	was	 of	 use	 to	 these	 good

friends.	But	now	 that	 each	of	 them	has	had	what	he	most	desired,	 and	each	 is



happy	 in	having	a	kingdom	to	 rule	besides,	 I	 think	 I	 should	 like	 to	go	back	 to
Kansas."
"The	Silver	Shoes,"	said	the	Good	Witch,	"have	wonderful	powers.	And	one

of	the	most	curious	things	about	them	is	that	they	can	carry	you	to	any	place	in
the	world	in	three	steps,	and	each	step	will	be	made	in	the	wink	of	an	eye.	All
you	have	to	do	is	to	knock	the	heels	together	three	times	and	command	the	shoes
to	carry	you	wherever	you	wish	to	go."
"If	 that	 is	 so,"	 said	 the	 child	 joyfully,	 "I	will	 ask	 them	 to	 carry	me	 back	 to

Kansas	at	once."
She	 threw	 her	 arms	 around	 the	 Lion's	 neck	 and	 kissed	 him,	 patting	 his	 big

head	 tenderly.	Then	 she	kissed	 the	Tin	Woodman,	who	was	weeping	 in	 a	way
most	 dangerous	 to	 his	 joints.	 But	 she	 hugged	 the	 soft,	 stuffed	 body	 of	 the
Scarecrow	 in	 her	 arms	 instead	 of	 kissing	 his	 painted	 face,	 and	 found	 she	was
crying	herself	at	this	sorrowful	parting	from	her	loving	comrades.
Glinda	 the	Good	stepped	down	 from	her	 ruby	 throne	 to	give	 the	 little	girl	 a

good-bye	kiss,	and	Dorothy	 thanked	her	 for	all	 the	kindness	 she	had	shown	 to
her	friends	and	herself.
Dorothy	 now	 took	 Toto	 up	 solemnly	 in	 her	 arms,	 and	 having	 said	 one	 last

good-bye	she	clapped	the	heels	of	her	shoes	together	three	times,	saying:
"Take	me	home	to	Aunt	Em!"
Instantly	she	was	whirling	through	the	air,	so	swiftly	that	all	she	could	see	or

feel	was	the	wind	whistling	past	her	ears.
The	Silver	Shoes	took	but	three	steps,	and	then	she	stopped	so	suddenly	that

she	rolled	over	upon	the	grass	several	times	before	she	knew	where	she	was.
At	length,	however,	she	sat	up	and	looked	about	her.
"Good	gracious!"	she	cried.
For	she	was	sitting	on	 the	broad	Kansas	prairie,	and	 just	before	her	was	 the

new	 farmhouse	Uncle	 Henry	 built	 after	 the	 cyclone	 had	 carried	 away	 the	 old
one.	Uncle	Henry	was	milking	the	cows	in	 the	barnyard,	and	Toto	had	jumped
out	of	her	arms	and	was	running	toward	the	barn,	barking	furiously.
Dorothy	stood	up	and	found	she	was	in	her	stocking-feet.	For	the	Silver	Shoes

had	fallen	off	in	her	flight	through	the	air,	and	were	lost	forever	in	the	desert.



Chapter		24	
Home	Again
Aunt	Em	had	just	come	out	of	the	house	to	water	the	cabbages	when	she	looked
up	and	saw	Dorothy	running	toward	her.
"My	darling	child!"	she	cried,	folding	the	little	girl	in	her	arms	and	covering

her	face	with	kisses.	"Where	in	the	world	did	you	come	from?"
"From	the	Land	of	Oz,"	said	Dorothy	gravely.	"And	here	is	Toto,	too.	And	oh,

Aunt	Em!	I'm	so	glad	to	be	at	home	again!"
THE	END



THE	WIND	IN	THE	WILLOWS
Kenneth	Grahame



Chapter		1
THE	RIVER	BANK
The	Mole	had	been	working	very	hard	all	the	morning,	spring-cleaning	his	little
home.	First	with	brooms,	then	with	dusters;	then	on	ladders	and	steps	and	chairs,
with	a	brush	and	a	pail	of	whitewash;	till	he	had	dust	in	his	throat	and	eyes,	and
splashes	of	whitewash	all	over	his	black	fur,	and	an	aching	back	and	weary	arms.
Spring	 was	moving	 in	 the	 air	 above	 and	 in	 the	 earth	 below	 and	 around	 him,
penetrating	 even	 his	 dark	 and	 lowly	 little	 house	 with	 its	 spirit	 of	 divine
discontent	and	longing.	It	was	small	wonder,	then,	that	he	suddenly	flung	down
his	 brush	 on	 the	 floor,	 said	 'Bother!'	 and	 'O	 blow!'	 and	 also	 'Hang	 spring-
cleaning!'	and	bolted	out	of	 the	house	without	even	waiting	 to	put	on	his	coat.
Something	 up	 above	 was	 calling	 him	 imperiously,	 and	 he	made	 for	 the	 steep
little	tunnel	which	answered	in	his	case	to	the	gaveled	carriage-drive	owned	by
animals	 whose	 residences	 are	 nearer	 to	 the	 sun	 and	 air.	 So	 he	 scraped	 and
scratched	and	scrabbled	and	scrooged	and	then	he	scrooged	again	and	scrabbled
and	scratched	and	scraped,	working	busily	with	his	little	paws	and	muttering	to
himself,	 'Up	 we	 go!	 Up	 we	 go!'	 till	 at	 last,	 pop!	 his	 snout	 came	 out	 into	 the
sunlight,	and	he	found	himself	rolling	in	the	warm	grass	of	a	great	meadow.
'This	 is	 fine!'	 he	 said	 to	 himself.	 'This	 is	 better	 than	 whitewashing!'	 The

sunshine	struck	hot	on	his	 fur,	soft	breezes	caressed	his	heated	brow,	and	after
the	seclusion	of	the	cellarage	he	had	lived	in	so	long	the	carol	of	happy	birds	fell
on	his	dulled	hearing	almost	like	a	shout.	Jumping	off	all	his	four	legs	at	once,	in
the	 joy	of	 living	and	 the	delight	of	 spring	without	 its	 cleaning,	he	pursued	his
way	across	the	meadow	till	he	reached	the	hedge	on	the	further	side.
'Hold	 up!'	 said	 an	 elderly	 rabbit	 at	 the	 gap.	 'Sixpence	 for	 the	 privilege	 of

passing	by	the	private	road!'	He	was	bowled	over	in	an	instant	by	the	impatient
and	 contemptuous	Mole,	who	 trotted	 along	 the	 side	 of	 the	 hedge	 chaffing	 the
other	rabbits	as	they	peeped	hurriedly	from	their	holes	to	see	what	the	row	was
about.	 'Onion-sauce!	Onion-sauce!'	he	remarked	jeeringly,	and	was	gone	before
they	 could	 think	 of	 a	 thoroughly	 satisfactory	 reply.	 Then	 they	 all	 started
grumbling	at	each	other.	 'How	STUPID	you	are!	Why	didn't	you	 tell	him——'
'Well,	why	didn't	YOU	say——'	'You	might	have	reminded	him——'	and	so	on,
in	the	usual	way;	but,	of	course,	it	was	then	much	too	late,	as	is	always	the	case.



It	all	seemed	too	good	to	be	true.	Hither	and	thither	through	the	meadows	he
rambled	 busily,	 along	 the	 hedgerows,	 across	 the	 copses,	 finding	 everywhere
birds	 building,	 flowers	 budding,	 leaves	 thrusting—everything	 happy,	 and
progressive,	and	occupied.	And	instead	of	having	an	uneasy	conscience	pricking
him	and	whispering	'whitewash!'	he	somehow	could	only	feel	how	jolly	it	was	to
be	 the	only	 idle	dog	among	all	 these	busy	citizens.	After	all,	 the	best	part	of	a
holiday	 is	 perhaps	 not	 so	much	 to	 be	 resting	 yourself,	 as	 to	 see	 all	 the	 other
fellows	busy	working.
He	 thought	 his	 happiness	 was	 complete	 when,	 as	 he	 meandered	 aimlessly

along,	suddenly	he	stood	by	the	edge	of	a	full-fed	river.	Never	in	his	life	had	he
seen	 a	 river	 before—this	 sleek,	 sinuous,	 full-bodied	 animal,	 chasing	 and
chuckling,	gripping	things	with	a	gurgle	and	leaving	them	with	a	laugh,	to	fling
itself	on	fresh	playmates	 that	shook	themselves	free,	and	were	caught	and	held
again.	All	was	a-shake	and	a-shiver—glints	and	gleams	and	sparkles,	rustle	and
swirl,	 chatter	 and	 bubble.	 The	Mole	was	 bewitched,	 entranced,	 fascinated.	By
the	side	of	the	river	he	trotted	as	one	trots,	when	very	small,	by	the	side	of	a	man
who	holds	one	spell-bound	by	exciting	stories;	and	when	tired	at	last,	he	sat	on
the	bank,	while	the	river	still	chattered	on	to	him,	a	babbling	procession	of	the
best	stories	in	the	world,	sent	from	the	heart	of	the	earth	to	be	told	at	last	to	the
insatiable	sea.
As	 he	 sat	 on	 the	 grass	 and	 looked	 across	 the	 river,	 a	 dark	 hole	 in	 the	 bank

opposite,	 just	 above	 the	 water's	 edge,	 caught	 his	 eye,	 and	 dreamily	 he	 fell	 to
considering	what	a	nice	snug	dwelling-place	it	would	make	for	an	animal	with
few	wants	and	fond	of	a	bijou	riverside	residence,	above	flood	level	and	remote
from	noise	and	dust.	As	he	gazed,	something	bright	and	small	seemed	to	twinkle
down	in	the	heart	of	it,	vanished,	then	twinkled	once	more	like	a	tiny	star.	But	it
could	hardly	be	a	star	in	such	an	unlikely	situation;	and	it	was	too	glittering	and
small	 for	a	glow-worm.	Then,	as	he	 looked,	 it	winked	at	him,	and	so	declared
itself	to	be	an	eye;	and	a	small	face	began	gradually	to	grow	up	round	it,	like	a
frame	round	a	picture.
A	brown	little	face,	with	whiskers.
A	grave	round	face,	with	the	same	twinkle	in	its	eye	that	had	first	attracted	his

notice.
Small	neat	ears	and	thick	silky	hair.
It	was	the	Water	Rat!
Then	the	two	animals	stood	and	regarded	each	other	cautiously.
'Hullo,	Mole!'	said	the	Water	Rat.
'Hullo,	Rat!'	said	the	Mole.
'Would	you	like	to	come	over?'	enquired	the	Rat	presently.



'Oh,	its	all	very	well	to	TALK,'	said	the	Mole,	rather	pettishly,	he	being	new	to
a	river	and	riverside	life	and	its	ways.
The	Rat	said	nothing,	but	stooped	and	unfastened	a	rope	and	hauled	on	it;	then

lightly	stepped	into	a	little	boat	which	the	Mole	had	not	observed.	It	was	painted
blue	 outside	 and	white	within,	 and	was	 just	 the	 size	 for	 two	 animals;	 and	 the
Mole's	 whole	 heart	 went	 out	 to	 it	 at	 once,	 even	 though	 he	 did	 not	 yet	 fully
understand	its	uses.
The	Rat	sculled	smartly	across	and	made	fast.	Then	he	held	up	his	forepaw	as

the	Mole	stepped	gingerly	down.	'Lean	on	that!'	he	said.	'Now	then,	step	lively!'
and	 the	Mole	 to	 his	 surprise	 and	 rapture	 found	 himself	 actually	 seated	 in	 the
stern	of	a	real	boat.
'This	has	been	a	wonderful	day!'	said	he,	as	the	Rat	shoved	off	and	took	to	the

sculls	again.	'Do	you	know,	I've	never	been	in	a	boat	before	in	all	my	life.'
'What?'	cried	the	Rat,	open-mouthed:	'Never	been	in	a—you	never—well	I—

what	have	you	been	doing,	then?'
'Is	it	so	nice	as	all	that?'	asked	the	Mole	shyly,	though	he	was	quite	prepared	to

believe	 it	 as	he	 leant	back	 in	his	 seat	 and	 surveyed	 the	 cushions,	 the	oars,	 the
rowlocks,	 and	 all	 the	 fascinating	 fittings,	 and	 felt	 the	 boat	 sway	 lightly	 under
him.
'Nice?	It's	the	ONLY	thing,'	said	the	Water	Rat	solemnly,	as	he	leant	forward

for	 his	 stroke.	 'Believe	 me,	 my	 young	 friend,	 there	 is	 NOTHING—absolute
nothing—half	 so	much	worth	doing	as	 simply	messing	about	 in	boats.	Simply
messing,'	he	went	on	dreamily:	'messing—about—in—boats;	messing——'
'Look	ahead,	Rat!'	cried	the	Mole	suddenly.
It	 was	 too	 late.	 The	 boat	 struck	 the	 bank	 full	 tilt.	 The	 dreamer,	 the	 joyous

oarsman,	lay	on	his	back	at	the	bottom	of	the	boat,	his	heels	in	the	air.
'—about	 in	 boats—or	 WITH	 boats,'	 the	 Rat	 went	 on	 composedly,	 picking

himself	 up	with	 a	 pleasant	 laugh.	 'In	 or	 out	 of	 'em,	 it	 doesn't	matter.	Nothing
seems	really	to	matter,	that's	the	charm	of	it.	Whether	you	get	away,	or	whether
you	 don't;	 whether	 you	 arrive	 at	 your	 destination	 or	 whether	 you	 reach
somewhere	else,	or	whether	you	never	get	anywhere	at	all,	you're	always	busy,
and	you	never	do	anything	in	particular;	and	when	you've	done	it	there's	always
something	else	 to	do,	and	you	can	do	it	 if	you	like,	but	you'd	much	better	not.
Look	 here!	 If	 you've	 really	 nothing	 else	 on	 hand	 this	morning,	 supposing	we
drop	down	the	river	together,	and	have	a	long	day	of	it?'
The	Mole	waggled	his	toes	from	sheer	happiness,	spread	his	chest	with	a	sigh

of	full	contentment,	and	leaned	back	blissfully	into	the	soft	cushions.	 'WHAT	a
day	I'm	having!'	he	said.	'Let	us	start	at	once!'
'Hold	hard	a	minute,	then!'	said	the	Rat.	He	looped	the	painter	through	a	ring



in	his	 landing-stage,	 climbed	up	 into	his	 hole	 above,	 and	 after	 a	 short	 interval
reappeared	staggering	under	a	fat,	wicker	luncheon-basket.
'Shove	 that	under	your	 feet,'	 he	observed	 to	 the	Mole,	 as	he	passed	 it	 down

into	the	boat.	Then	he	untied	the	painter	and	took	the	sculls	again.
'What's	inside	it?'	asked	the	Mole,	wriggling	with	curiosity.
'There's	 cold	 chicken	 inside	 it,'	 replied	 the	 Rat	 briefly;

'coldtonguecoldhamcoldbeefpickledgherkinssaladfrenchrollscresssan
dwichespottedmeatgingerbeerlemonadesodawater——'
'O	stop,	stop,'	cried	the	Mole	in	ecstacies:	'This	is	too	much!'
'Do	you	 really	 think	so?'	enquired	 the	Rat	 seriously.	 'It's	only	what	 I	always

take	on	these	little	excursions;	and	the	other	animals	are	always	telling	me	that
I'm	a	mean	beast	and	cut	it	VERY	fine!'
The	Mole	never	heard	a	word	he	was	saying.	Absorbed	in	the	new	life	he	was

entering	upon,	intoxicated	with	the	sparkle,	the	ripple,	the	scents	and	the	sounds
and	the	sunlight,	he	trailed	a	paw	in	the	water	and	dreamed	long	waking	dreams.
The	 Water	 Rat,	 like	 the	 good	 little	 fellow	 he	 was,	 sculled	 steadily	 on	 and
forebore	to	disturb	him.
'I	like	your	clothes	awfully,	old	chap,'	he	remarked	after	some	half	an	hour	or

so	had	passed.	'I'm	going	to	get	a	black	velvet	smoking-suit	myself	some	day,	as
soon	as	I	can	afford	it.'
'I	 beg	 your	 pardon,'	 said	 the	Mole,	 pulling	 himself	 together	 with	 an	 effort.

'You	must	 think	me	very	rude;	but	all	 this	 is	so	new	to	me.	So—this—is—a—
River!'
'THE	River,'	corrected	the	Rat.
'And	you	really	live	by	the	river?	What	a	jolly	life!'
'By	it	and	with	it	and	on	it	and	in	it,'	said	the	Rat.	'It's	brother	and	sister	to	me,

and	 aunts,	 and	 company,	 and	 food	 and	 drink,	 and	 (naturally)	washing.	 It's	my
world,	 and	 I	don't	want	 any	other.	What	 it	 hasn't	 got	 is	 not	worth	having,	 and
what	it	doesn't	know	is	not	worth	knowing.	Lord!	the	times	we've	had	together!
Whether	 in	winter	or	 summer,	 spring	or	autumn,	 it's	always	got	 its	 fun	and	 its
excitements.	When	the	floods	are	on	in	February,	and	my	cellars	and	basement
are	brimming	with	drink	that's	no	good	to	me,	and	the	brown	water	runs	by	my
best	bedroom	window;	or	 again	when	 it	 all	drops	away	and,	 shows	patches	of
mud	that	smells	like	plum-cake,	and	the	rushes	and	weed	clog	the	channels,	and
I	can	potter	about	dry	shod	over	most	of	the	bed	of	it	and	find	fresh	food	to	eat,
and	things	careless	people	have	dropped	out	of	boats!'
'But	 isn't	 it	 a	 bit	 dull	 at	 times?'	 the	Mole	ventured	 to	 ask.	 'Just	 you	 and	 the

river,	and	no	one	else	to	pass	a	word	with?'
'No	one	else	to—well,	I	mustn't	be	hard	on	you,'	said	the	Rat	with	forbearance.



'You're	 new	 to	 it,	 and	 of	 course	 you	 don't	 know.	 The	 bank	 is	 so	 crowded
nowadays	 that	many	people	 are	moving	away	altogether:	O	no,	 it	 isn't	what	 it
used	to	be,	at	all.	Otters,	kingfishers,	dabchicks,	moorhens,	all	of	them	about	all
day	 long	 and	 always	 wanting	 you	 to	 DO	 something—as	 if	 a	 fellow	 had	 no
business	of	his	own	to	attend	to!'
'What	lies	over	THERE'	asked	the	Mole,	waving	a	paw	towards	a	background

of	woodland	that	darkly	framed	the	water-meadows	on	one	side	of	the	river.
'That?	O,	 that's	 just	 the	Wild	Wood,'	 said	 the	Rat	shortly.	 'We	don't	go	 there

very	much,	we	river-bankers.'
'Aren't	 they—aren't	 they	very	NICE	people	 in	 there?'	 said	 the	Mole,	 a	 trifle

nervously.
'W-e-ll,'	 replied	 the	 Rat,	 'let	 me	 see.	 The	 squirrels	 are	 all	 right.	 AND	 the

rabbits—some	of	 'em,	but	 rabbits	 are	 a	mixed	 lot.	And	 then	 there's	Badger,	of
course.	He	lives	right	in	the	heart	of	it;	wouldn't	live	anywhere	else,	either,	if	you
paid	him	to	do	it.	Dear	old	Badger!	Nobody	interferes	with	HIM.	They'd	better
not,'	he	added	significantly.
'Why,	who	SHOULD	interfere	with	him?'	asked	the	Mole.
'Well,	of	course—there—are	others,'	explained	the	Rat	in	a	hesitating	sort	of

way.
'Weasels—and	stoats—and	foxes—and	so	on.	They're	all	right	in	a	way—I'm

very	good	friends	with	them—pass	the	time	of	day	when	we	meet,	and	all	that—
but	 they	break	out	 sometimes,	 there's	no	denying	 it,	 and	 then—well,	you	can't
really	trust	them,	and	that's	the	fact.'
The	 Mole	 knew	 well	 that	 it	 is	 quite	 against	 animal-etiquette	 to	 dwell	 on

possible	trouble	ahead,	or	even	to	allude	to	it;	so	he	dropped	the	subject.
'And	beyond	 the	Wild	Wood	again?'	 he	 asked:	 'Where	 it's	 all	 blue	 and	dim,

and	one	sees	what	may	be	hills	or	perhaps	they	mayn't,	and	something	like	the
smoke	of	towns,	or	is	it	only	cloud-drift?'
'Beyond	 the	 Wild	 Wood	 comes	 the	 Wide	 World,'	 said	 the	 Rat.	 'And	 that's

something	that	doesn't	matter,	either	to	you	or	me.	I've	never	been	there,	and	I'm
never	going,	nor	you	either,	if	you've	got	any	sense	at	all.	Don't	ever	refer	to	it
again,	 please.	 Now	 then!	 Here's	 our	 backwater	 at	 last,	 where	 we're	 going	 to
lunch.'
Leaving	the	main	stream,	they	now	passed	into	what	seemed	at	first	sight	like

a	 little	 land-locked	 lake.	Green	 turf	 sloped	 down	 to	 either	 edge,	 brown	 snaky
tree-roots	gleamed	below	the	surface	of	the	quiet	water,	while	ahead	of	them	the
silvery	shoulder	and	foamy	tumble	of	a	weir,	arm-in-arm	with	a	restless	dripping
mill-wheel,	that	held	up	in	its	turn	a	grey-gabled	mill-house,	filled	the	air	with	a
soothing	 murmur	 of	 sound,	 dull	 and	 smothery,	 yet	 with	 little	 clear	 voices



speaking	 up	 cheerfully	 out	 of	 it	 at	 intervals.	 It	 was	 so	 very	 beautiful	 that	 the
Mole	could	only	hold	up	both	forepaws	and	gasp,	'O	my!	O	my!	O	my!'
The	Rat	brought	 the	boat	alongside	 the	bank,	made	her	 fast,	helped	 the	 still

awkward	 Mole	 safely	 ashore,	 and	 swung	 out	 the	 luncheon-basket.	 The	 Mole
begged	as	a	 favour	 to	be	allowed	 to	unpack	 it	all	by	himself;	and	 the	Rat	was
very	pleased	 to	 indulge	him,	and	 to	sprawl	at	 full	 length	on	 the	grass	and	rest,
while	his	excited	friend	shook	out	the	table-cloth	and	spread	it,	took	out	all	the
mysterious	 packets	 one	 by	 one	 and	 arranged	 their	 contents	 in	 due	 order,	 still
gasping,	 'O	my!	O	my!'	 at	 each	 fresh	 revelation.	When	 all	was	 ready,	 the	Rat
said,	'Now,	pitch	in,	old	fellow!'	and	the	Mole	was	indeed	very	glad	to	obey,	for
he	had	started	his	 spring-cleaning	at	a	very	early	hour	 that	morning,	as	people
WILL	do,	and	had	not	paused	for	bite	or	sup;	and	he	had	been	 through	a	very
great	deal	since	that	distant	time	which	now	seemed	so	many	days	ago.
'What	 are	 you	 looking	 at?'	 said	 the	 Rat	 presently,	 when	 the	 edge	 of	 their

hunger	was	somewhat	dulled,	and	 the	Mole's	eyes	were	able	 to	wander	off	 the
table-cloth	a	little.
'I	am	looking,'	said	the	Mole,	'at	a	streak	of	bubbles	that	I	see	travelling	along

the	surface	of	the	water.	That	is	a	thing	that	strikes	me	as	funny.'
'Bubbles?	Oho!'	said	the	Rat,	and	chirruped	cheerily	in	an	inviting	sort	of	way.
A	broad	glistening	muzzle	showed	itself	above	the	edge	of	the	bank,	and	the

Otter	hauled	himself	out	and	shook	the	water	from	his	coat.
'Greedy	 beggars!'	 he	 observed,	 making	 for	 the	 provender.	 'Why	 didn't	 you

invite	me,	Ratty?'
'This	was	an	impromptu	affair,'	explained	the	Rat.	'By	the	way—my	friend	Mr.

Mole.'
'Proud,	I'm	sure,'	said	the	Otter,	and	the	two	animals	were	friends	forthwith.
'Such	a	rumpus	everywhere!'	continued	the	Otter.	'All	the	world	seems	out	on

the	river	to-day.	I	came	up	this	backwater	to	try	and	get	a	moment's	peace,	and
then	stumble	upon	you	fellows!—At	least—I	beg	pardon—I	don't	exactly	mean
that,	you	know.'
There	was	a	rustle	behind	them,	proceeding	from	a	hedge	wherein	last	year's

leaves	still	clung	thick,	and	a	stripy	head,	with	high	shoulders	behind	it,	peered
forth	on	them.
'Come	on,	old	Badger!'	shouted	the	Rat.
The	Badger	trotted	forward	a	pace	or	two;	then	grunted,	'H'm!	Company,'	and

turned	his	back	and	disappeared	from	view.
'That's	JUST	the	sort	of	fellow	he	is!'	observed	the	disappointed	Rat.	'Simply

hates	Society!	Now	we	shan't	see	any	more	of	him	to-day.	Well,	tell	us,	WHO'S
out	on	the	river?'



'Toad's	out,	for	one,'	replied	the	Otter.	'In	his	brand-new	wager-boat;	new	togs,
new	everything!'
The	two	animals	looked	at	each	other	and	laughed.
'Once,	it	was	nothing	but	sailing,'	said	the	Rat,	'Then	he	tired	of	that	and	took

to	punting.	Nothing	would	please	him	but	 to	punt	all	day	and	every	day,	and	a
nice	mess	he	made	of	it.	Last	year	it	was	house-boating,	and	we	all	had	to	go	and
stay	with	him	in	his	house-boat,	and	pretend	we	liked	it.	He	was	going	to	spend
the	rest	of	his	life	in	a	house-boat.	It's	all	the	same,	whatever	he	takes	up;	he	gets
tired	of	it,	and	starts	on	something	fresh.'
'Such	a	good	fellow,	too,'	remarked	the	Otter	reflectively:	 'But	no	stability—

especially	in	a	boat!'
From	where	 they	sat	 they	could	get	a	glimpse	of	 the	main	stream	across	 the

island	 that	 separated	 them;	 and	 just	 then	 a	 wager-boat	 flashed	 into	 view,	 the
rower—a	 short,	 stout	 figure—splashing	 badly	 and	 rolling	 a	 good	 deal,	 but
working	his	hardest.	The	Rat	stood	up	and	hailed	him,	but	Toad—for	it	was	he—
shook	his	head	and	settled	sternly	to	his	work.
'He'll	be	out	of	the	boat	in	a	minute	if	he	rolls	like	that,'	said	the	Rat,	sitting

down	again.
'Of	 course	 he	will,'	 chuckled	 the	Otter.	 'Did	 I	 ever	 tell	 you	 that	 good	 story

about	Toad	and	the	lock-keeper?	It	happened	this	way.	Toad…	.'
An	errant	May-fly	 swerved	unsteadily	 athwart	 the	 current	 in	 the	 intoxicated

fashion	affected	by	young	bloods	of	May-flies	seeing	life.	A	swirl	of	water	and	a
'cloop!'	and	the	May-fly	was	visible	no	more.
Neither	was	the	Otter.
The	Mole	looked	down.	The	voice	was	still	 in	his	ears,	but	the	turf	whereon

he	had	sprawled	was	clearly	vacant.	Not	an	Otter	to	be	seen,	as	far	as	the	distant
horizon.
But	again	there	was	a	streak	of	bubbles	on	the	surface	of	the	river.
The	 Rat	 hummed	 a	 tune,	 and	 the	 Mole	 recollected	 that	 animal-etiquette

forbade	any	sort	of	comment	on	the	sudden	disappearance	of	one's	friends	at	any
moment,	for	any	reason	or	no	reason	whatever.
'Well,	well,'	said	the	Rat,	'I	suppose	we	ought	to	be	moving.	I	wonder	which	of

us	had	better	pack	the	luncheon-basket?'	He	did	not	speak	as	if	he	was	frightfully
eager	for	the	treat.
'O,	please	let	me,'	said	the	Mole.	So,	of	course,	the	Rat	let	him.
Packing	the	basket	was	not	quite	such	pleasant	work	as	unpacking'	the	basket.

It	 never	 is.	 But	 the	Mole	was	 bent	 on	 enjoying	 everything,	 and	 although	 just
when	he	had	got	the	basket	packed	and	strapped	up	tightly	he	saw	a	plate	staring
up	at	him	from	the	grass,	and	when	the	job	had	been	done	again	the	Rat	pointed



out	a	fork	which	anybody	ought	to	have	seen,	and	last	of	all,	behold!	the	mustard
pot,	which	he	had	been	sitting	on	without	knowing	it—still,	somehow,	the	thing
got	finished	at	last,	without	much	loss	of	temper.
The	afternoon	sun	was	getting	low	as	the	Rat	sculled	gently	homewards	in	a

dreamy	mood,	murmuring	poetry-things	over	 to	himself,	 and	not	paying	much
attention	to	Mole.	But	the	Mole	was	very	full	of	lunch,	and	self-satisfaction,	and
pride,	and	already	quite	at	home	in	a	boat	(so	he	thought)	and	was	getting	a	bit
restless	besides:	and	presently	he	said,	'Ratty!	Please,	I	want	to	row,	now!'
The	 Rat	 shook	 his	 head	 with	 a	 smile.	 'Not	 yet,	 my	 young	 friend,'	 he	 said

—'wait	till	you've	had	a	few	lessons.	It's	not	so	easy	as	it	looks.'
The	Mole	was	quiet	for	a	minute	or	two.	But	he	began	to	feel	more	and	more

jealous	of	Rat,	sculling	so	strongly	and	so	easily	along,	and	his	pride	began	 to
whisper	that	he	could	do	it	every	bit	as	well.	He	jumped	up	and	seized	the	sculls,
so	suddenly,	 that	 the	Rat,	who	was	gazing	out	over	 the	water	and	saying	more
poetry-things	 to	himself,	was	 taken	by	surprise	and	 fell	backwards	off	his	 seat
with	his	legs	in	the	air	for	the	second	time,	while	the	triumphant	Mole	took	his
place	and	grabbed	the	sculls	with	entire	confidence.
'Stop	it,	you	SILLY	ass!'	cried	the	Rat,	from	the	bottom	of	the	boat.	'You	can't

do	it!	You'll	have	us	over!'
The	Mole	 flung	his	 sculls	back	with	 a	 flourish,	 and	made	a	great	dig	at	 the

water.	He	missed	the	surface	altogether,	his	legs	flew	up	above	his	head,	and	he
found	himself	lying	on	the	top	of	the	prostrate	Rat.	Greatly	alarmed,	he	made	a
grab	at	the	side	of	the	boat,	and	the	next	moment—Sploosh!
Over	went	the	boat,	and	he	found	himself	struggling	in	the	river.
O	my,	how	cold	the	water	was,	and	O,	how	VERY	wet	it	felt.	How	it	sang	in

his	ears	as	he	went	down,	down,	down!	How	bright	and	welcome	the	sun	looked
as	he	 rose	 to	 the	surface	coughing	and	spluttering!	How	black	was	his	despair
when	he	felt	himself	sinking	again!	Then	a	firm	paw	gripped	him	by	the	back	of
his	neck.	It	was	the	Rat,	and	he	was	evidently	laughing—the	Mole	could	FEEL
him	 laughing,	 right	 down	 his	 arm	 and	 through	 his	 paw,	 and	 so	 into	 his—the
Mole's—neck.
The	Rat	got	hold	of	a	scull	and	shoved	it	under	the	Mole's	arm;	then	he	did	the

same	 by	 the	 other	 side	 of	 him	 and,	 swimming	 behind,	 propelled	 the	 helpless
animal	to	shore,	hauled	him	out,	and	set	him	down	on	the	bank,	a	squashy,	pulpy
lump	of	misery.
When	the	Rat	had	rubbed	him	down	a	bit,	and	wrung	some	of	the	wet	out	of

him,	he	said,	'Now,	then,	old	fellow!	Trot	up	and	down	the	towing-path	as	hard
as	you	can,	till	you're	warm	and	dry	again,	while	I	dive	for	the	luncheon-basket.'
So	the	dismal	Mole,	wet	without	and	ashamed	within,	trotted	about	till	he	was



fairly	dry,	while	the	Rat	plunged	into	the	water	again,	recovered	the	boat,	righted
her	 and	made	 her	 fast,	 fetched	 his	 floating	 property	 to	 shore	 by	 degrees,	 and
finally	dived	successfully	for	the	luncheon-basket	and	struggled	to	land	with	it.
When	all	was	ready	for	a	start	once	more,	the	Mole,	limp	and	dejected,	took

his	seat	in	the	stern	of	the	boat;	and	as	they	set	off,	he	said	in	a	low	voice,	broken
with	emotion,	'Ratty,	my	generous	friend!	I	am	very	sorry	indeed	for	my	foolish
and	ungrateful	conduct.	My	heart	quite	fails	me	when	I	think	how	I	might	have
lost	 that	 beautiful	 luncheon-basket.	 Indeed,	 I	 have	 been	 a	 complete	 ass,	 and	 I
know	it.	Will	you	overlook	it	this	once	and	forgive	me,	and	let	things	go	on	as
before?'
'That's	all	right,	bless	you!'	responded	the	Rat	cheerily.	'What's	a	little	wet	to	a

Water	Rat?	I'm	more	in	the	water	than	out	of	it	most	days.	Don't	you	think	any
more	about	it;	and,	look	here!	I	really	think	you	had	better	come	and	stop	with
me	for	a	little	time.	It's	very	plain	and	rough,	you	know—not	like	Toad's	house
at	all—but	you	haven't	seen	that	yet;	still,	I	can	make	you	comfortable.	And	I'll
teach	you	to	row,	and	to	swim,	and	you'll	soon	be	as	handy	on	the	water	as	any
of	us.'
The	Mole	was	so	touched	by	his	kind	manner	of	speaking	that	he	could	find

no	voice	to	answer	him;	and	he	had	to	brush	away	a	tear	or	two	with	the	back	of
his	paw.	But	the	Rat	kindly	looked	in	another	direction,	and	presently	the	Mole's
spirits	revived	again,	and	he	was	even	able	to	give	some	straight	back-talk	to	a
couple	 of	 moorhens	 who	 were	 sniggering	 to	 each	 other	 about	 his	 bedraggled
appearance.
When	they	got	home,	the	Rat	made	a	bright	fire	in	the	parlour,	and	planted	the

Mole	 in	an	arm-chair	 in	 front	of	 it,	 having	 fetched	down	a	dressing-gown	and
slippers	for	him,	and	told	him	river	stories	till	supper-time.	Very	thrilling	stories
they	were,	 too,	 to	an	earth-dwelling	animal	like	Mole.	Stories	about	weirs,	and
sudden	 floods,	 and	 leaping	pike,	 and	 steamers	 that	 flung	hard	bottles—at	 least
bottles	were	certainly	flung,	and	FROM	steamers,	so	presumably	BY	them;	and
about	 herons,	 and	 how	 particular	 they	 were	 whom	 they	 spoke	 to;	 and	 about
adventures	down	drains,	and	night-fishings	with	Otter,	or	excursions	far	a-field
with	 Badger.	 Supper	was	 a	most	 cheerful	meal;	 but	 very	 shortly	 afterwards	 a
terribly	sleepy	Mole	had	 to	be	escorted	upstairs	by	his	considerate	host,	 to	 the
best	 bedroom,	 where	 he	 soon	 laid	 his	 head	 on	 his	 pillow	 in	 great	 peace	 and
contentment,	knowing	that	his	new-found	friend	the	River	was	lapping	the	sill	of
his	window.
This	day	was	only	 the	 first	of	many	similar	ones	 for	 the	emancipated	Mole,

each	of	them	longer	and	full	of	interest	as	the	ripening	summer	moved	onward.
He	learnt	to	swim	and	to	row,	and	entered	into	the	joy	of	running	water;	and	with



his	 ear	 to	 the	 reed-stems	 he	 caught,	 at	 intervals,	 something	 of	 what	 the	 wind
went	whispering	so	constantly	among	them.



Chapter		2
THE	OPEN	ROAD
'Ratty,'	 said	 the	Mole	 suddenly,	 one	 bright	 summer	morning,	 'if	 you	 please,	 I
want	to	ask	you	a	favour.'
The	 Rat	 was	 sitting	 on	 the	 river	 bank,	 singing	 a	 little	 song.	 He	 had	 just

composed	it	himself,	so	he	was	very	taken	up	with	it,	and	would	not	pay	proper
attention	to	Mole	or	anything	else.	Since	early	morning	he	had	been	swimming
in	the	river,	in	company	with	his	friends	the	ducks.	And	when	the	ducks	stood	on
their	heads	suddenly,	as	ducks	will,	he	would	dive	down	and	tickle	their	necks,
just	under	where	their	chins	would	be	if	ducks	had	chins,	till	they	were	forced	to
come	 to	 the	 surface	 again	 in	 a	 hurry,	 spluttering	 and	 angry	 and	 shaking	 their
feathers	at	him,	for	it	is	impossible	to	say	quite	ALL	you	feel	when	your	head	is
under	water.	At	last	they	implored	him	to	go	away	and	attend	to	his	own	affairs
and	leave	them	to	mind	theirs.	So	the	Rat	went	away,	and	sat	on	the	river	bank	in
the	sun,	and	made	up	a	song	about	them,	which	he	called

'DUCKS'	DITTY.'

All	along	the	backwater,
Through	the	rushes	tall,
Ducks	are	a-dabbling,
Up	tails	all!
Ducks'	tails,	drakes'	tails,
Yellow	feet	a-quiver,
Yellow	bills	all	out	of	sight
Busy	in	the	river!

Slushy	green	undergrowth
Where	the	roach	swim—
Here	we	keep	our	larder,
Cool	and	full	and	dim.

Everyone	for	what	he	likes!



We	like	to	be
Heads	down,	tails	up,
Dabbling	free!

High	in	the	blue	above
Swifts	whirl	and	call—
We	are	down	a-dabbling
Uptails	all!

'I	don't	know	that	I	think	so	VERY	much	of	that	little	song,	Rat,'	observed	the
Mole	cautiously.	He	was	no	poet	himself	and	didn't	care	who	knew	it;	and	he	had
a	candid	nature.
'Nor	don't	the	ducks	neither,'	replied	the	Rat	cheerfully.	'They	say,	"WHY	can't

fellows	 be	 allowed	 to	 do	 what	 they	 like	WHEN	 they	 like	 and	 AS	 they	 like,
instead	 of	 other	 fellows	 sitting	 on	 banks	 and	 watching	 them	 all	 the	 time	 and
making	remarks	and	poetry	and	things	about	them?	What	NONSENSE	it	all	is!"
That's	what	the	ducks	say.'
'So	it	is,	so	it	is,'	said	the	Mole,	with	great	heartiness.
'No,	it	isn't!'	cried	the	Rat	indignantly.
'Well	then,	it	isn't,	it	isn't,'	replied	the	Mole	soothingly.	'But	what	I	wanted	to

ask	you	was,	won't	you	take	me	to	call	on	Mr.	Toad?	I've	heard	so	much	about
him,	and	I	do	so	want	to	make	his	acquaintance.'
'Why,	certainly,'	said	the	good-natured	Rat,	jumping	to	his	feet	and	dismissing

poetry	from	his	mind	for	the	day.	'Get	the	boat	out,	and	we'll	paddle	up	there	at
once.	 It's	 never	 the	wrong	 time	 to	 call	 on	 Toad.	 Early	 or	 late	 he's	 always	 the
same	fellow.	Always	good-tempered,	always	glad	to	see	you,	always	sorry	when
you	go!'
'He	must	be	a	very	nice	animal,'	observed	the	Mole,	as	he	got	into	the	boat	and

took	the	sculls,	while	the	Rat	settled	himself	comfortably	in	the	stern.
'He	 is	 indeed	 the	 best	 of	 animals,'	 replied	Rat.	 'So	 simple,	 so	 good-natured,

and	so	affectionate.	Perhaps	he's	not	very	clever—we	can't	all	be	geniuses;	and	it
may	 be	 that	 he	 is	 both	 boastful	 and	 conceited.	 But	 he	 has	 got	 some	 great
qualities,	has	Toady.'
Rounding	a	bend	in	the	river,	they	came	in	sight	of	a	handsome,	dignified	old

house	of	mellowed	red	brick,	with	well-kept	lawns	reaching	down	to	the	water's
edge.
'There's	Toad	Hall,'	said	the	Rat;	'and	that	creek	on	the	left,	where	the	notice-

board	says,	"Private.	No	landing	allowed,"	leads	to	his	boat-house,	where	we'll
leave	the	boat.	The	stables	are	over	there	to	the	right.	That's	the	banqueting-hall



you're	looking	at	now—very	old,	that	is.	Toad	is	rather	rich,	you	know,	and	this
is	really	one	of	the	nicest	houses	in	these	parts,	though	we	never	admit	as	much
to	Toad.'
They	glided	up	the	creek,	and	the	Mole	slipped	his	sculls	as	they	passed	into

the	shadow	of	a	 large	boat-house.	Here	 they	saw	many	handsome	boats,	 slung
from	the	cross	beams	or	hauled	up	on	a	slip,	but	none	in	the	water;	and	the	place
had	an	unused	and	a	deserted	air.
The	 Rat	 looked	 around	 him.	 'I	 understand,'	 said	 he.	 'Boating	 is	 played	 out.

He's	tired	of	it,	and	done	with	it.	I	wonder	what	new	fad	he	has	taken	up	now?
Come	along	and	let's	look	him	up.	We	shall	hear	all	about	it	quite	soon	enough.'
They	disembarked,	and	strolled	across	the	gay	flower-decked	lawns	in	search

of	Toad,	whom	they	presently	happened	upon	resting	in	a	wicker	garden-chair,
with	a	pre-occupied	expression	of	face,	and	a	large	map	spread	out	on	his	knees.
'Hooray!'	he	cried,	jumping	up	on	seeing	them,	'this	is	splendid!'	He	shook	the

paws	 of	 both	 of	 them	warmly,	 never	waiting	 for	 an	 introduction	 to	 the	Mole.
'How	KIND	of	you!'	he	went	on,	dancing	round	them.	'I	was	just	going	to	send	a
boat	down	the	river	for	you,	Ratty,	with	strict	orders	that	you	were	to	be	fetched
up	here	at	once,	whatever	you	were	doing.	I	want	you	badly—both	of	you.	Now
what	 will	 you	 take?	 Come	 inside	 and	 have	 something!	 You	 don't	 know	 how
lucky	it	is,	your	turning	up	just	now!'
'Let's	sit	quiet	a	bit,	Toady!'	said	the	Rat,	throwing	himself	into	an	easy	chair,

while	 the	Mole	 took	 another	 by	 the	 side	 of	 him	 and	made	 some	 civil	 remark
about	Toad's	'delightful	residence.'
'Finest	house	on	the	whole	river,'	cried	Toad	boisterously.	 'Or	anywhere	else,

for	that	matter,'	he	could	not	help	adding.
Here	 the	 Rat	 nudged	 the	Mole.	 Unfortunately	 the	 Toad	 saw	 him	 do	 it,	 and

turned	 very	 red.	 There	 was	 a	 moment's	 painful	 silence.	 Then	 Toad	 burst	 out
laughing.	 'All	 right,	 Ratty,'	 he	 said.	 'It's	 only	my	way,	 you	 know.	And	 it's	 not
such	a	very	bad	house,	 is	 it?	You	know	you	 rather	 like	 it	 yourself.	Now,	 look
here.	Let's	be	sensible.	You	are	the	very	animals	I	wanted.	You've	got	to	help	me.
It's	most	important!'
'It's	about	your	rowing,	I	suppose,'	said	the	Rat,	with	an	innocent	air.	 'You're

getting	on	 fairly	well,	 though	you	 splash	 a	 good	bit	 still.	With	 a	 great	 deal	 of
patience,	and	any	quantity	of	coaching,	you	may——'
'O,	 pooh!	 boating!'	 interrupted	 the	 Toad,	 in	 great	 disgust.	 Silly	 boyish

amusement.	I've	given	that	up	LONG	ago.	Sheer	waste	of	time,	that's	what	it	is.
It	 makes	 me	 downright	 sorry	 to	 see	 you	 fellows,	 who	 ought	 to	 know	 better,
spending	all	your	energies	 in	 that	aimless	manner.	No,	 I've	discovered	 the	 real
thing,	 the	 only	 genuine	 occupation	 for	 a	 life	 time.	 I	 propose	 to	 devote	 the



remainder	of	mine	to	it,	and	can	only	regret	the	wasted	years	that	lie	behind	me,
squandered	 in	 trivialities.	Come	with	me,	 dear	Ratty,	 and	 your	 amiable	 friend
also,	if	he	will	be	so	very	good,	just	as	far	as	the	stable-yard,	and	you	shall	see
what	you	shall	see!'
He	led	the	way	to	the	stable-yard	accordingly,	the	Rat	following	with	a	most

mistrustful	 expression;	 and	 there,	 drawn	out	of	 the	 coach	house	 into	 the	open,
they	saw	a	gipsy	caravan,	shining	with	newness,	painted	a	canary-yellow	picked
out	with	green,	and	red	wheels.
'There	you	are!'	cried	the	Toad,	straddling	and	expanding	himself.	'There's	real

life	for	you,	embodied	in	that	little	cart.	The	open	road,	the	dusty	highway,	the
heath,	 the	common,	 the	hedgerows,	 the	rolling	downs!	Camps,	villages,	 towns,
cities!	Here	 to-day,	 up	 and	 off	 to	 somewhere	 else	 to-morrow!	 Travel,	 change,
interest,	 excitement!	The	whole	world	 before	 you,	 and	 a	 horizon	 that's	 always
changing!	And	mind!	 this	 is	 the	very	 finest	cart	of	 its	 sort	 that	was	ever	built,
without	any	exception.	Come	inside	and	look	at	the	arrangements.	Planned	'em
all	myself,	I	did!'
The	Mole	was	tremendously	interested	and	excited,	and	followed	him	eagerly

up	the	steps	and	into	the	interior	of	the	caravan.	The	Rat	only	snorted	and	thrust
his	hands	deep	into	his	pockets,	remaining	where	he	was.
It	was	 indeed	 very	 compact	 and	 comfortable.	Little	 sleeping	 bunks—a	 little

table	 that	 folded	up	against	 the	wall—a	cooking-stove,	 lockers,	bookshelves,	a
bird-cage	with	 a	 bird	 in	 it;	 and	 pots,	 pans,	 jugs	 and	 kettles	 of	 every	 size	 and
variety.
'All	complete!'	said	the	Toad	triumphantly,	pulling	open	a	locker.	 'You	see—

biscuits,	potted	lobster,	sardines—everything	you	can	possibly	want.	Soda-water
here—baccy	 there—letter-paper,	bacon,	 jam,	cards	and	dominoes—you'll	 find,'
he	 continued,	 as	 they	descended	 the	 steps	 again,	 'you'll	 find	 that	 nothing	what
ever	has	been	forgotten,	when	we	make	our	start	this	afternoon.'
'I	 beg	 your	 pardon,'	 said	 the	 Rat	 slowly,	 as	 he	 chewed	 a	 straw,	 'but	 did	 I

overhear	 you	 say	 something	 about	 "WE,"	 and	 "START,"	 and	 "THIS
AFTERNOON?"'
'Now,	you	dear	good	old	Ratty,'	said	Toad,	imploringly,	'don't	begin	talking	in

that	stiff	and	sniffy	sort	of	way,	because	you	know	you've	GOT	to	come.	I	can't
possibly	manage	without	you,	so	please	consider	it	settled,	and	don't	argue—it's
the	one	thing	I	can't	stand.	You	surely	don't	mean	to	stick	to	your	dull	fusty	old
river	all	your	life,	and	just	live	in	a	hole	in	a	bank,	and	BOAT?	I	want	to	show
you	the	world!	I'm	going	to	make	an	ANIMAL	of	you,	my	boy!'
'I	don't	care,'	said	the	Rat,	doggedly.	'I'm	not	coming,	and	that's	flat.	And	I	AM

going	 to	 stick	 to	my	old	 river,	AND	 live	 in	 a	 hole,	AND	boat,	 as	 I've	 always



done.	 And	what's	more,	Mole's	 going	 to	 stick	me	 and	 do	 as	 I	 do,	 aren't	 you,
Mole?'
'Of	course	I	am,'	said	the	Mole,	loyally.	'I'll	always	stick	to	you,	Rat,	and	what

you	say	is	to	be—has	got	to	be.	All	the	same,	it	sounds	as	if	it	might	have	been
—well,	 rather	 fun,	 you	 know!'	 he	 added,	 wistfully.	 Poor	 Mole!	 The	 Life
Adventurous	was	so	new	a	thing	to	him,	and	so	thrilling;	and	this	fresh	aspect	of
it	 was	 so	 tempting;	 and	 he	 had	 fallen	 in	 love	 at	 first	 sight	 with	 the	 canary-
coloured	cart	and	all	its	little	fitments.
The	 Rat	 saw	 what	 was	 passing	 in	 his	 mind,	 and	 wavered.	 He	 hated

disappointing	 people,	 and	 he	 was	 fond	 of	 the	 Mole,	 and	 would	 do	 almost
anything	to	oblige	him.	Toad	was	watching	both	of	them	closely.
'Come	along	in,	and	have	some	lunch,'	he	said,	diplomatically,	'and	we'll	talk	it

over.	We	needn't	decide	anything	in	a	hurry.	Of	course,	I	don't	really	care.	I	only
want	to	give	pleasure	to	you	fellows.	"Live	for	others!"	That's	my	motto	in	life.'
During	luncheon—which	was	excellent,	of	course,	as	everything	at	Toad	Hall

always	was—the	Toad	simply	let	himself	go.	Disregarding	the	Rat,	he	proceeded
to	play	upon	 the	 inexperienced	Mole	as	on	a	harp.	Naturally	a	voluble	animal,
and	always	mastered	by	his	imagination,	he	painted	the	prospects	of	the	trip	and
the	joys	of	the	open	life	and	the	roadside	in	such	glowing	colours	that	the	Mole
could	hardly	sit	in	his	chair	for	excitement.	Somehow,	it	soon	seemed	taken	for
granted	by	all	three	of	them	that	the	trip	was	a	settled	thing;	and	the	Rat,	though
still	unconvinced	in	his	mind,	allowed	his	good-nature	to	over-ride	his	personal
objections.	He	 could	not	 bear	 to	 disappoint	 his	 two	 friends,	who	were	 already
deep	in	schemes	and	anticipations,	planning	out	each	day's	separate	occupation
for	several	weeks	ahead.
When	they	were	quite	ready,	the	now	triumphant	Toad	led	his	companions	to

the	 paddock	 and	 set	 them	 to	 capture	 the	 old	 grey	 horse,	who,	without	 having
been	consulted,	and	 to	his	own	extreme	annoyance,	had	been	 told	off	by	Toad
for	 the	dustiest	 job	 in	 this	dusty	expedition.	He	 frankly	preferred	 the	paddock,
and	took	a	deal	of	catching.	Meantime	Toad	packed	the	lockers	still	tighter	with
necessaries,	and	hung	nosebags,	nets	of	onions,	bundles	of	hay,	and	baskets	from
the	bottom	of	the	cart.	At	last	the	horse	was	caught	and	harnessed,	and	they	set
off,	 all	 talking	 at	 once,	 each	 animal	 either	 trudging	 by	 the	 side	 of	 the	 cart	 or
sitting	 on	 the	 shaft,	 as	 the	 humour	 took	 him.	 It	 was	 a	 golden	 afternoon.	 The
smell	of	the	dust	they	kicked	up	was	rich	and	satisfying;	out	of	thick	orchards	on
either	 side	 the	 road,	 birds	 called	 and	whistled	 to	 them	 cheerily;	 good-natured
wayfarers,	 passing	 them,	 gave	 them	 'Good-day,'	 or	 stopped	 to	 say	 nice	 things
about	 their	 beautiful	 cart;	 and	 rabbits,	 sitting	 at	 their	 front	 doors	 in	 the
hedgerows,	held	up	their	fore-paws,	and	said,	'O	my!	O	my!	O	my!'



Late	in	the	evening,	tired	and	happy	and	miles	from	home,	they	drew	up	on	a
remote	 common	 far	 from	habitations,	 turned	 the	 horse	 loose	 to	 graze,	 and	 ate
their	simple	supper	sitting	on	 the	grass	by	 the	side	of	 the	cart.	Toad	 talked	big
about	 all	 he	was	going	 to	 do	 in	 the	days	 to	 come,	while	 stars	 grew	 fuller	 and
larger	all	around	them,	and	a	yellow	moon,	appearing	suddenly	and	silently	from
nowhere	 in	particular,	 came	 to	keep	 them	company	and	 listen	 to	 their	 talk.	At
last	they	turned	in	to	their	little	bunks	in	the	cart;	and	Toad,	kicking	out	his	legs,
sleepily	said,	'Well,	good	night,	you	fellows!	This	is	the	real	life	for	a	gentleman!
Talk	about	your	old	river!'
'I	DON'T	 talk	 about	my	 river,'	 replied	 the	 patient	Rat.	 'You	KNOW	 I	 don't,

Toad.	 But	 I	 THINK	 about	 it,'	 he	 added	 pathetically,	 in	 a	 lower	 tone:	 'I	 think
about	it—all	the	time!'
The	Mole	 reached	 out	 from	 under	 his	 blanket,	 felt	 for	 the	Rat's	 paw	 in	 the

darkness,	and	gave	it	a	squeeze.	'I'll	do	whatever	you	like,	Ratty,'	he	whispered.
'Shall	we	run	away	to-morrow	morning,	quite	early—VERY	early—and	go	back
to	our	dear	old	hole	on	the	river?'
'No,	no,	we'll	see	it	out,'	whispered	back	the	Rat.	'Thanks	awfully,	but	I	ought

to	stick	by	Toad	 till	 this	 trip	 is	ended.	 It	wouldn't	be	safe	 for	him	 to	be	 left	 to
himself.	It	won't	take	very	long.	His	fads	never	do.	Good	night!'
The	end	was	indeed	nearer	than	even	the	Rat	suspected.
After	 so	much	open	air	 and	excitement	 the	Toad	 slept	very	 soundly,	 and	no

amount	of	shaking	could	rouse	him	out	of	bed	next	morning.	So	 the	Mole	and
Rat	turned	to,	quietly	and	manfully,	and	while	the	Rat	saw	to	the	horse,	and	lit	a
fire,	and	cleaned	last	night's	cups	and	platters,	and	got	things	ready	for	breakfast,
the	Mole	trudged	off	to	the	nearest	village,	a	long	way	off,	for	milk	and	eggs	and
various	necessaries	the	Toad	had,	of	course,	forgotten	to	provide.	The	hard	work
had	all	been	done,	and	 the	 two	animals	were	resting,	 thoroughly	exhausted,	by
the	time	Toad	appeared	on	the	scene,	fresh	and	gay,	remarking	what	a	pleasant
easy	 life	 it	 was	 they	 were	 all	 leading	 now,	 after	 the	 cares	 and	 worries	 and
fatigues	of	housekeeping	at	home.
They	had	a	pleasant	ramble	that	day	over	grassy	downs	and	along	narrow	by-

lanes,	and	camped	as	before,	on	a	common,	only	this	 time	the	 two	guests	 took
care	that	Toad	should	do	his	fair	share	of	work.	In	consequence,	when	the	time
came	for	 starting	next	morning,	Toad	was	by	no	means	so	 rapturous	about	 the
simplicity	of	the	primitive	life,	and	indeed	attempted	to	resume	his	place	in	his
bunk,	whence	he	was	hauled	by	force.	Their	way	lay,	as	before,	across	country
by	narrow	lanes,	and	it	was	not	till	the	afternoon	that	they	came	out	on	the	high-
road,	their	first	high-road;	and	there	disaster,	fleet	and	unforeseen,	sprang	out	on
them—disaster	momentous	indeed	to	their	expedition,	but	simply	overwhelming



in	its	effect	on	the	after-career	of	Toad.
They	were	strolling	along	the	high-road	easily,	the	Mole	by	the	horse's	head,

talking	to	him,	since	the	horse	had	complained	that	he	was	being	frightfully	left
out	of	 it,	 and	nobody	considered	him	 in	 the	 least;	 the	Toad	and	 the	Water	Rat
walking	behind	the	cart	talking	together—at	least	Toad	was	talking,	and	Rat	was
saying	 at	 intervals,	 'Yes,	 precisely;	 and	 what	 did	 YOU	 say	 to	 HIM?'—and
thinking	 all	 the	 time	 of	 something	 very	 different,	 when	 far	 behind	 them	 they
heard	a	faint	warning	hum;	like	the	drone	of	a	distant	bee.	Glancing	back,	they
saw	a	small	cloud	of	dust,	with	a	dark	centre	of	energy,	advancing	on	 them	at
incredible	 speed,	 while	 from	 out	 the	 dust	 a	 faint	 'Poop-poop!'	 wailed	 like	 an
uneasy	 animal	 in	 pain.	 Hardly	 regarding	 it,	 they	 turned	 to	 resume	 their
conversation,	when	in	an	instant	(as	it	seemed)	the	peaceful	scene	was	changed,
and	 with	 a	 blast	 of	 wind	 and	 a	 whirl	 of	 sound	 that	 made	 them	 jump	 for	 the
nearest	ditch,	It	was	on	them!	The	'Poop-poop'	rang	with	a	brazen	shout	in	their
ears,	they	had	a	moment's	glimpse	of	an	interior	of	glittering	plate-glass	and	rich
morocco,	and	the	magnificent	motor-car,	immense,	breath-snatching,	passionate,
with	 its	 pilot	 tense	 and	 hugging	 his	wheel,	 possessed	 all	 earth	 and	 air	 for	 the
fraction	 of	 a	 second,	 flung	 an	 enveloping	 cloud	 of	 dust	 that	 blinded	 and
enwrapped	 them	 utterly,	 and	 then	 dwindled	 to	 a	 speck	 in	 the	 far	 distance,
changed	back	into	a	droning	bee	once	more.
The	old	grey	horse,	dreaming,	as	he	plodded	along,	of	his	quiet	paddock,	in	a

new	raw	situation	such	as	this	simply	abandoned	himself	to	his	natural	emotions.
Rearing,	plunging,	backing	steadily,	in	spite	of	all	the	Mole's	efforts	at	his	head,
and	all	the	Mole's	lively	language	directed	at	his	better	feelings,	he	drove	the	cart
backwards	towards	the	deep	ditch	at	the	side	of	the	road.	It	wavered	an	instant—
then	 there	was	 a	 heartrending	 crash—and	 the	 canary-coloured	 cart,	 their	 pride
and	their	joy,	lay	on	its	side	in	the	ditch,	an	irredeemable	wreck.
The	Rat	 danced	 up	 and	 down	 in	 the	 road,	 simply	 transported	with	 passion.

'You	villains!'	he	shouted,	shaking	both	fists,	'You	scoundrels,	you	highwaymen,
you—you—roadhogs!—I'll	 have	 the	 law	 of	 you!	 I'll	 report	 you!	 I'll	 take	 you
through	all	the	Courts!'	His	home-sickness	had	quite	slipped	away	from	him,	and
for	 the	moment	 he	was	 the	 skipper	 of	 the	 canary-coloured	 vessel	 driven	 on	 a
shoal	by	the	reckless	jockeying	of	rival	mariners,	and	he	was	trying	to	recollect
all	the	fine	and	biting	things	he	used	to	say	to	masters	of	steam-launches	when
their	wash,	as	 they	drove	 too	near	 the	bank,	used	 to	flood	his	parlour-carpet	at
home.
Toad	sat	straight	down	in	the	middle	of	the	dusty	road,	his	legs	stretched	out

before	him,	and	stared	fixedly	in	the	direction	of	the	disappearing	motor-car.	He
breathed	 short,	 his	 face	wore	 a	 placid	 satisfied	 expression,	 and	 at	 intervals	 he



faintly	murmured	'Poop-poop!'
The	Mole	was	 busy	 trying	 to	 quiet	 the	 horse,	which	 he	 succeeded	 in	 doing

after	 a	 time.	 Then	 he	went	 to	 look	 at	 the	 cart,	 on	 its	 side	 in	 the	 ditch.	 It	was
indeed	a	 sorry	 sight.	Panels	 and	windows	 smashed,	 axles	hopelessly	bent,	 one
wheel	off,	 sardine-tins	 scattered	over	 the	wide	world,	 and	 the	bird	 in	 the	bird-
cage	sobbing	pitifully	and	calling	to	be	let	out.
The	Rat	came	to	help	him,	but	their	united	efforts	were	not	sufficient	to	right

the	cart.	'Hi!	Toad!'	they	cried.	'Come	and	bear	a	hand,	can't	you!'
The	Toad	never	answered	a	word,	or	budged	from	his	seat	in	the	road;	so	they

went	to	see	what	was	the	matter	with	him.	They	found	him	in	a	sort	of	a	trance,	a
happy	smile	on	his	face,	his	eyes	still	fixed	on	the	dusty	wake	of	their	destroyer.
At	intervals	he	was	still	heard	to	murmur	'Poop-poop!'
The	Rat	 shook	 him	by	 the	 shoulder.	 'Are	 you	 coming	 to	 help	 us,	Toad?'	 he

demanded	sternly.
'Glorious,	stirring	sight!'	murmured	Toad,	never	offering	to	move.	'The	poetry

of	motion!	The	REAL	way	to	travel!	The	ONLY	way	to	travel!	Here	to-day—in
next	 week	 to-morrow!	 Villages	 skipped,	 towns	 and	 cities	 jumped—always
somebody	else's	horizon!	O	bliss!	O	poop-poop!	O	my!	O	my!'
'O	STOP	being	an	ass,	Toad!'	cried	the	Mole	despairingly.
'And	to	think	I	never	KNEW!'	went	on	the	Toad	in	a	dreamy	monotone.	 'All

those	wasted	years	that	lie	behind	me,	I	never	knew,	never	even	DREAMT!	But
NOW—but	now	that	I	know,	now	that	I	fully	realise!	O	what	a	flowery	track	lies
spread	before	me,	henceforth!	What	dust-clouds	shall	spring	up	behind	me	as	I
speed	on	my	reckless	way!	What	carts	I	shall	fling	carelessly	into	the	ditch	in	the
wake	 of	 my	 magnificent	 onset!	 Horrid	 little	 carts—common	 carts—canary-
coloured	carts!'
'What	are	we	to	do	with	him?'	asked	the	Mole	of	the	Water	Rat.
'Nothing	at	all,'	 replied	 the	Rat	 firmly.	 'Because	 there	 is	 really	nothing	 to	be

done.	You	see,	I	know	him	from	of	old.	He	is	now	possessed.	He	has	got	a	new
craze,	and	it	always	takes	him	that	way,	in	its	first	stage.	He'll	continue	like	that
for	 days	 now,	 like	 an	 animal	 walking	 in	 a	 happy	 dream,	 quite	 useless	 for	 all
practical	purposes.	Never	mind	him.	Let's	go	and	see	what	 there	 is	 to	be	done
about	the	cart.'
A	careful	inspection	showed	them	that,	even	if	they	succeeded	in	righting	it	by

themselves,	the	cart	would	travel	no	longer.	The	axles	were	in	a	hopeless	state,
and	the	missing	wheel	was	shattered	into	pieces.
The	Rat	 knotted	 the	 horse's	 reins	 over	 his	 back	 and	 took	 him	 by	 the	 head,

carrying	the	bird	cage	and	its	hysterical	occupant	in	the	other	hand.	 'Come	on!'
he	said	grimly	to	the	Mole.	'It's	five	or	six	miles	to	the	nearest	town,	and	we	shall



just	have	to	walk	it.	The	sooner	we	make	a	start	the	better.'
'But	what	about	Toad?'	asked	the	Mole	anxiously,	as	they	set	off	together.	'We

can't	leave	him	here,	sitting	in	the	middle	of	the	road	by	himself,	in	the	distracted
state	he's	in!	It's	not	safe.	Supposing	another	Thing	were	to	come	along?'
'O,	BOTHER	Toad,'	said	the	Rat	savagely;	'I've	done	with	him!'
They	 had	 not	 proceeded	 very	 far	 on	 their	way,	 however,	when	 there	was	 a

pattering	of	feet	behind	them,	and	Toad	caught	them	up	and	thrust	a	paw	inside
the	elbow	of	each	of	them;	still	breathing	short	and	staring	into	vacancy.
'Now,	look	here,	Toad!'	said	the	Rat	sharply:	 'as	soon	as	we	get	 to	the	town,

you'll	 have	 to	 go	 straight	 to	 the	 police-station,	 and	 see	 if	 they	 know	 anything
about	that	motor-car	and	who	it	belongs	to,	and	lodge	a	complaint	against	it.	And
then	you'll	have	 to	go	 to	a	blacksmith's	or	a	wheelwright's	and	arrange	 for	 the
cart	to	be	fetched	and	mended	and	put	to	rights.	It'll	take	time,	but	it's	not	quite	a
hopeless	 smash.	 Meanwhile,	 the	 Mole	 and	 I	 will	 go	 to	 an	 inn	 and	 find
comfortable	 rooms	where	we	can	 stay	 till	 the	cart's	 ready,	 and	 till	 your	nerves
have	recovered	their	shock.'
'Police-station!	Complaint!'murmured	Toad	dreamily.	'Me	COMPLAIN	of	that

beautiful,	 that	 heavenly	 vision	 that	 has	 been	 vouchsafed	 me!	 MEND	 THE
CART!	I've	done	with	carts	for	ever.	I	never	want	to	see	the	cart,	or	to	hear	of	it,
again.	O,	Ratty!	You	can't	think	how	obliged	I	am	to	you	for	consenting	to	come
on	this	trip!	I	wouldn't	have	gone	without	you,	and	then	I	might	never	have	seen
that—that	 swan,	 that	 sunbeam,	 that	 thunderbolt!	 I	might	never	have	heard	 that
entrancing	sound,	or	smelt	that	bewitching	smell!	I	owe	it	all	to	you,	my	best	of
friends!'
The	Rat	turned	from	him	in	despair.	'You	see	what	it	is?'	he	said	to	the	Mole,

addressing	him	across	Toad's	head:	 'He's	quite	hopeless.	I	give	it	up—when	we
get	to	the	town	we'll	go	to	the	railway	station,	and	with	luck	we	may	pick	up	a
train	 there	 that'll	 get	 us	 back	 to	 riverbank	 to-night.	And	 if	 ever	 you	 catch	me
going	a-pleasuring	with	this	provoking	animal	again!'
He	 snorted,	 and	 during	 the	 rest	 of	 that	weary	 trudge	 addressed	 his	 remarks

exclusively	to	Mole.
On	reaching	the	town	they	went	straight	to	the	station	and	deposited	Toad	in

the	second-class	waiting-room,	giving	a	porter	twopence	to	keep	a	strict	eye	on
him.	 They	 then	 left	 the	 horse	 at	 an	 inn	 stable,	 and	 gave	what	 directions	 they
could	about	the	cart	and	its	contents.	Eventually,	a	slow	train	having	landed	them
at	 a	 station	 not	 very	 far	 from	Toad	Hall,	 they	 escorted	 the	 spell-bound,	 sleep-
walking	Toad	 to	 his	 door,	 put	 him	 inside	 it,	 and	 instructed	 his	 housekeeper	 to
feed	him,	undress	him,	and	put	him	to	bed.	Then	they	got	out	their	boat	from	the
boat-house,	 sculled	 down	 the	 river	 home,	 and	 at	 a	 very	 late	 hour	 sat	 down	 to



supper	 in	 their	 own	 cosy	 riverside	 parlour,	 to	 the	 Rat's	 great	 joy	 and
contentment.
The	 following	 evening	 the	Mole,	 who	 had	 risen	 late	 and	 taken	 things	 very

easy	 all	 day,	 was	 sitting	 on	 the	 bank	 fishing,	 when	 the	 Rat,	 who	 had	 been
looking	up	his	friends	and	gossiping,	came	strolling	along	to	find	him.	'Heard	the
news?'	he	said.	'There's	nothing	else	being	talked	about,	all	along	the	river	bank.
Toad	went	up	to	Town	by	an	early	train	this	morning.	And	he	has	ordered	a	large
and	very	expensive	motor-car.'



Chapter		3
THE	WILD	WOOD
The	Mole	had	long	wanted	to	make	the	acquaintance	of	the	Badger.	He	seemed,
by	all	accounts,	to	be	such	an	important	personage	and,	though	rarely	visible,	to
make	his	unseen	influence	felt	by	everybody	about	the	place.	But	whenever	the
Mole	mentioned	his	wish	to	the	Water	Rat	he	always	found	himself	put	off.	'It's
all	right,'	 the	Rat	would	say.	 'Badger'll	 turn	up	some	day	or	other—he's	always
turning	up—and	then	I'll	 introduce	you.	The	best	of	fellows!	But	you	must	not
only	take	him	AS	you	find	him,	but	WHEN	you	find	him.'
'Couldn't	you	ask	him	here	dinner	or	something?'	said	the	Mole.
'He	 wouldn't	 come,'	 replied	 the	 Rat	 simply.	 'Badger	 hates	 Society,	 and

invitations,	and	dinner,	and	all	that	sort	of	thing.'
'Well,	then,	supposing	we	go	and	call	on	HIM?'	suggested	the	Mole.
'O,	I'm	sure	he	wouldn't	like	that	at	ALL,'	said	the	Rat,	quite	alarmed.	'He's	so

very	shy,	he'd	be	sure	to	be	offended.	I've	never	even	ventured	to	call	on	him	at
his	own	home	myself,	 though	I	know	him	so	well.	Besides,	we	can't.	 It's	quite
out	of	the	question,	because	he	lives	in	the	very	middle	of	the	Wild	Wood.'
'Well,	supposing	he	does,'	said	the	Mole.	'You	told	me	the	Wild	Wood	was	all

right,	you	know.'
'O,	I	know,	I	know,	so	it	is,'	replied	the	Rat	evasively.	'But	I	think	we	won't	go

there	just	now.	Not	JUST	yet.	It's	a	long	way,	and	he	wouldn't	be	at	home	at	this
time	of	year	anyhow,	and	he'll	be	coming	along	some	day,	if	you'll	wait	quietly.'
The	Mole	had	to	be	content	with	this.	But	the	Badger	never	came	along,	and

every	day	brought	its	amusements,	and	it	was	not	till	summer	was	long	over,	and
cold	 and	 frost	 and	miry	ways	 kept	 them	much	 indoors,	 and	 the	 swollen	 river
raced	past	outside	their	windows	with	a	speed	that	mocked	at	boating	of	any	sort
or	kind,	that	he	found	his	thoughts	dwelling	again	with	much	persistence	on	the
solitary	grey	Badger,	who	lived	his	own	life	by	himself,	in	his	hole	in	the	middle
of	the	Wild	Wood.
In	 the	 winter	 time	 the	 Rat	 slept	 a	 great	 deal,	 retiring	 early	 and	 rising	 late.

During	his	short	day	he	sometimes	scribbled	poetry	or	did	other	small	domestic
jobs	about	the	house;	and,	of	course,	there	were	always	animals	dropping	in	for	a
chat,	 and	 consequently	 there	 was	 a	 good	 deal	 of	 story-telling	 and	 comparing



notes	on	the	past	summer	and	all	its	doings.
Such	a	rich	chapter	it	had	been,	when	one	came	to	look	back	on	it	all!	With

illustrations	so	numerous	and	so	very	highly	coloured!	The	pageant	of	the	river
bank	 had	 marched	 steadily	 along,	 unfolding	 itself	 in	 scene-pictures	 that
succeeded	 each	 other	 in	 stately	 procession.	 Purple	 loosestrife	 arrived	 early,
shaking	luxuriant	tangled	locks	along	the	edge	of	the	mirror	whence	its	own	face
laughed	back	at	it.	Willow-herb,	tender	and	wistful,	like	a	pink	sunset	cloud,	was
not	slow	to	follow.	Comfrey,	the	purple	hand-in-hand	with	the	white,	crept	forth
to	 take	 its	place	 in	 the	 line;	and	at	 last	one	morning	 the	diffident	and	delaying
dog-rose	 stepped	delicately	on	 the	 stage,	 and	one	knew,	 as	 if	 string-music	had
announced	 it	 in	stately	chords	 that	 strayed	 into	a	gavotte,	 that	 June	at	 last	was
here.	One	member	of	 the	company	was	 still	 awaited;	 the	 shepherd-boy	 for	 the
nymphs	to	woo,	the	knight	for	whom	the	ladies	waited	at	the	window,	the	prince
that	was	to	kiss	the	sleeping	summer	back	to	life	and	love.	But	when	meadow-
sweet,	debonair	and	odorous	 in	amber	 jerkin,	moved	graciously	 to	his	place	 in
the	group,	then	the	play	was	ready	to	begin.
And	what	a	play	it	had	been!	Drowsy	animals,	snug	in	their	holes	while	wind

and	 rain	 were	 battering	 at	 their	 doors,	 recalled	 still	 keen	 mornings,	 an	 hour
before	sunrise,	when	the	white	mist,	as	yet	undispersed,	clung	closely	along	the
surface	of	 the	water;	 then	the	shock	of	the	early	plunge,	 the	scamper	along	the
bank,	and	the	radiant	transformation	of	earth,	air,	and	water,	when	suddenly	the
sun	was	with	them	again,	and	grey	was	gold	and	colour	was	born	and	sprang	out
of	the	earth	once	more.	They	recalled	the	languorous	siesta	of	hot	mid-day,	deep
in	green	undergrowth,	 the	sun	striking	 through	 in	 tiny	golden	shafts	and	spots;
the	 boating	 and	 bathing	 of	 the	 afternoon,	 the	 rambles	 along	 dusty	 lanes	 and
through	 yellow	 cornfields;	 and	 the	 long,	 cool	 evening	 at	 last,	 when	 so	 many
threads	were	gathered	up,	so	many	friendships	rounded,	and	so	many	adventures
planned	 for	 the	morrow.	There	was	 plenty	 to	 talk	 about	 on	 those	 short	winter
days	when	 the	 animals	 found	 themselves	 round	 the	 fire;	 still,	 the	Mole	 had	 a
good	deal	of	spare	time	on	his	hands,	and	so	one	afternoon,	when	the	Rat	in	his
arm-chair	 before	 the	 blaze	was	 alternately	 dozing	 and	 trying	over	 rhymes	 that
wouldn't	fit,	he	formed	the	resolution	to	go	out	by	himself	and	explore	the	Wild
Wood,	and	perhaps	strike	up	an	acquaintance	with	Mr.	Badger.
It	was	a	cold	still	afternoon	with	a	hard	steely	sky	overhead,	when	he	slipped

out	 of	 the	 warm	 parlour	 into	 the	 open	 air.	 The	 country	 lay	 bare	 and	 entirely
leafless	 around	 him,	 and	 he	 thought	 that	 he	 had	 never	 seen	 so	 far	 and	 so
intimately	into	the	insides	of	things	as	on	that	winter	day	when	Nature	was	deep
in	her	annual	slumber	and	seemed	to	have	kicked	the	clothes	off.	Copses,	dells,
quarries	and	all	hidden	places,	which	had	been	mysterious	mines	for	exploration



in	 leafy	 summer,	 now	 exposed	 themselves	 and	 their	 secrets	 pathetically,	 and
seemed	to	ask	him	to	overlook	their	shabby	poverty	for	a	while,	till	 they	could
riot	 in	 rich	 masquerade	 as	 before,	 and	 trick	 and	 entice	 him	 with	 the	 old
deceptions.	It	was	pitiful	in	a	way,	and	yet	cheering—even	exhilarating.	He	was
glad	 that	he	 liked	 the	country	undecorated,	hard,	 and	stripped	of	 its	 finery.	He
had	got	down	to	the	bare	bones	of	it,	and	they	were	fine	and	strong	and	simple.
He	did	not	want	the	warm	clover	and	the	play	of	seeding	grasses;	the	screens	of
quickset,	the	billowy	drapery	of	beech	and	elm	seemed	best	away;	and	with	great
cheerfulness	 of	 spirit	 he	 pushed	 on	 towards	 the	Wild	Wood,	which	 lay	 before
him	low	and	threatening,	like	a	black	reef	in	some	still	southern	sea.
There	was	nothing	to	alarm	him	at	first	entry.	Twigs	crackled	under	his	feet,

logs	tripped	him,	funguses	on	stumps	resembled	caricatures,	and	startled	him	for
the	moment	by	their	likeness	to	something	familiar	and	far	away;	but	that	was	all
fun,	and	exciting.	 It	 led	him	on,	and	he	penetrated	 to	where	 the	 light	was	 less,
and	 trees	 crouched	 nearer	 and	 nearer,	 and	 holes	made	 ugly	mouths	 at	 him	 on
either	side.
Everything	was	 very	 still	 now.	The	 dusk	 advanced	 on	 him	 steadily,	 rapidly,

gathering	 in	behind	and	before;	 and	 the	 light	 seemed	 to	be	draining	away	 like
flood-water.
Then	the	faces	began.
It	was	over	his	shoulder,	and	indistinctly,	that	he	first	thought	he	saw	a	face;	a

little	evil	wedge-shaped	 face,	 looking	out	at	him	from	a	hole.	When	he	 turned
and	confronted	it,	the	thing	had	vanished.
He	 quickened	 his	 pace,	 telling	 himself	 cheerfully	 not	 to	 begin	 imagining

things,	 or	 there	 would	 be	 simply	 no	 end	 to	 it.	 He	 passed	 another	 hole,	 and
another,	and	another;	and	 then—yes!—no!—yes!	certainly	a	 little	narrow	face,
with	 hard	 eyes,	 had	 flashed	 up	 for	 an	 instant	 from	 a	 hole,	 and	was	 gone.	 He
hesitated—braced	himself	up	for	an	effort	and	strode	on.	Then	suddenly,	and	as
if	it	had	been	so	all	the	time,	every	hole,	far	and	near,	and	there	were	hundreds	of
them,	 seemed	 to	 possess	 its	 face,	 coming	 and	going	 rapidly,	 all	 fixing	on	him
glances	of	malice	and	hatred:	all	hard-eyed	and	evil	and	sharp.
If	he	could	only	get	away	from	the	holes	in	the	banks,	he	thought,	there	would

be	no	more	faces.	He	swung	off	the	path	and	plunged	into	the	untrodden	places
of	the	wood.
Then	the	whistling	began.
Very	 faint	 and	 shrill	 it	was,	 and	 far	 behind	 him,	when	 first	 he	 heard	 it;	 but

somehow	it	made	him	hurry	forward.	Then,	still	very	faint	and	shrill,	it	sounded
far	ahead	of	him,	and	made	him	hesitate	and	want	 to	go	back.	As	he	halted	 in
indecision	it	broke	out	on	either	side,	and	seemed	to	be	caught	up	and	passed	on



throughout	the	whole	length	of	the	wood	to	its	farthest	limit.	They	were	up	and
alert	 and	 ready,	 evidently,	 whoever	 they	 were!	 And	 he—he	 was	 alone,	 and
unarmed,	and	far	from	any	help;	and	the	night	was	closing	in.
Then	the	pattering	began.
He	 thought	 it	was	only	 falling	 leaves	 at	 first,	 so	 slight	 and	delicate	was	 the

sound	of	it.	Then	as	it	grew	it	took	a	regular	rhythm,	and	he	knew	it	for	nothing
else	but	the	pat-pat-pat	of	little	feet	still	a	very	long	way	off.	Was	it	in	front	or
behind?	 It	 seemed	 to	be	 first	one,	and	 then	 the	other,	 then	both.	 It	grew	and	 it
multiplied,	till	from	every	quarter	as	he	listened	anxiously,	leaning	this	way	and
that,	 it	 seemed	 to	 be	 closing	 in	 on	 him.	As	 he	 stood	 still	 to	 hearken,	 a	 rabbit
came	 running	 hard	 towards	 him	 through	 the	 trees.	 He	 waited,	 expecting	 it	 to
slacken	pace,	or	to	swerve	from	him	into	a	different	course.	Instead,	the	animal
almost	brushed	him	as	it	dashed	past,	his	face	set	and	hard,	his	eyes	staring.	'Get
out	of	this,	you	fool,	get	out!'	 the	Mole	heard	him	mutter	as	he	swung	round	a
stump	and	disappeared	down	a	friendly	burrow.
The	pattering	increased	till	it	sounded	like	sudden	hail	on	the	dry	leaf-carpet

spread	 around	 him.	 The	 whole	 wood	 seemed	 running	 now,	 running	 hard,
hunting,	chasing,	closing	in	round	something	or—somebody?	In	panic,	he	began
to	run	too,	aimlessly,	he	knew	not	whither.	He	ran	up	against	things,	he	fell	over
things	and	into	things,	he	darted	under	things	and	dodged	round	things.	At	last
he	 took	 refuge	 in	 the	 deep	 dark	 hollow	 of	 an	 old	 beech	 tree,	 which	 offered
shelter,	concealment—perhaps	even	safety,	but	who	could	tell?	Anyhow,	he	was
too	 tired	 to	 run	 any	 further,	 and	 could	 only	 snuggle	 down	 into	 the	 dry	 leaves
which	had	drifted	into	the	hollow	and	hope	he	was	safe	for	a	time.	And	as	he	lay
there	 panting	 and	 trembling,	 and	 listened	 to	 the	 whistlings	 and	 the	 patterings
outside,	he	knew	it	at	 last,	 in	all	 its	 fullness,	 that	dread	thing	which	other	 little
dwellers	in	field	and	hedgerow	had	encountered	here,	and	known	as	their	darkest
moment—that	 thing	 which	 the	 Rat	 had	 vainly	 tried	 to	 shield	 him	 from—the
Terror	of	the	Wild	Wood!
Meantime	the	Rat,	warm	and	comfortable,	dozed	by	his	fireside.	His	paper	of

half-finished	verses	slipped	from	his	knee,	his	head	fell	back,	his	mouth	opened,
and	he	wandered	by	the	verdant	banks	of	dream-rivers.	Then	a	coal	slipped,	the
fire	 crackled	 and	 sent	 up	 a	 spurt	 of	 flame,	 and	 he	 woke	 with	 a	 start.
Remembering	what	he	had	been	engaged	upon,	he	reached	down	to	the	floor	for
his	verses,	pored	over	them	for	a	minute,	and	then	looked	round	for	the	Mole	to
ask	him	if	he	knew	a	good	rhyme	for	something	or	other.
But	the	Mole	was	not	there.
He	listened	for	a	time.	The	house	seemed	very	quiet.
Then	 he	 called	 'Moly!'	 several	 times,	 and,	 receiving	 no	 answer,	 got	 up	 and



went	out	into	the	hall.
The	Mole's	 cap	was	missing	 from	 its	 accustomed	 peg.	His	 goloshes,	which

always	lay	by	the	umbrella-stand,	were	also	gone.
The	 Rat	 left	 the	 house,	 and	 carefully	 examined	 the	 muddy	 surface	 of	 the

ground	outside,	hoping	to	find	the	Mole's	tracks.	There	they	were,	sure	enough.
The	goloshes	were	new,	just	bought	for	the	winter,	and	the	pimples	on	their	soles
were	 fresh	 and	 sharp.	He	 could	 see	 the	 imprints	 of	 them	 in	 the	mud,	 running
along	straight	and	purposeful,	leading	direct	to	the	Wild	Wood.
The	Rat	 looked	very	grave,	 and	 stood	 in	 deep	 thought	 for	 a	minute	 or	 two.

Then	he	re-entered	the	house,	strapped	a	belt	round	his	waist,	shoved	a	brace	of
pistols	into	it,	took	up	a	stout	cudgel	that	stood	in	a	corner	of	the	hall,	and	set	off
for	the	Wild	Wood	at	a	smart	pace.
It	was	already	getting	towards	dusk	when	he	reached	the	first	fringe	of	trees

and	plunged	without	hesitation	 into	 the	wood,	 looking	anxiously	on	either	side
for	any	sign	of	his	friend.	Here	and	there	wicked	little	faces	popped	out	of	holes,
but	 vanished	 immediately	 at	 sight	 of	 the	 valorous	 animal,	 his	 pistols,	 and	 the
great	 ugly	 cudgel	 in	 his	 grasp;	 and	 the	whistling	 and	 pattering,	which	 he	 had
heard	quite	plainly	on	his	first	entry,	died	away	and	ceased,	and	all	was	very	still.
He	made	his	way	manfully	through	the	length	of	the	wood,	to	its	furthest	edge;
then,	forsaking	all	paths,	he	set	himself	to	traverse	it,	laboriously	working	over
the	whole	 ground,	 and	 all	 the	 time	 calling	 out	 cheerfully,	 'Moly,	Moly,	Moly!
Where	are	you?	It's	me—it's	old	Rat!'
He	had	patiently	hunted	through	the	wood	for	an	hour	or	more,	when	at	last	to

his	 joy	he	heard	a	 little	answering	cry.	Guiding	himself	by	the	sound,	he	made
his	way	through	the	gathering	darkness	to	the	foot	of	an	old	beech	tree,	with	a
hole	 in	 it,	 and	 from	out	of	 the	hole	came	a	 feeble	voice,	 saying	 'Ratty!	 Is	 that
really	you?'
The	Rat	crept	into	the	hollow,	and	there	he	found	the	Mole,	exhausted	and	still

trembling.	'O	Rat!'	he	cried,	'I've	been	so	frightened,	you	can't	think!'
'O,	I	quite	understand,'	said	the	Rat	soothingly.	'You	shouldn't	really	have	gone

and	 done	 it,	 Mole.	 I	 did	 my	 best	 to	 keep	 you	 from	 it.	 We	 river-bankers,	 we
hardly	ever	come	here	by	ourselves.	If	we	have	to	come,	we	come	in	couples,	at
least;	then	we're	generally	all	right.	Besides,	there	are	a	hundred	things	one	has
to	know,	which	we	understand	all	about	and	you	don't,	as	yet.	I	mean	passwords,
and	signs,	and	sayings	which	have	power	and	effect,	and	plants	you	carry	in	your
pocket,	 and	 verses	 you	 repeat,	 and	 dodges	 and	 tricks	 you	 practise;	 all	 simple
enough	when	you	know	 them,	but	 they've	got	 to	 be	known	 if	 you're	 small,	 or
you'll	find	yourself	in	trouble.	Of	course	if	you	were	Badger	or	Otter,	it	would	be
quite	another	matter.'



'Surely	the	brave	Mr.	Toad	wouldn't	mind	coming	here	by	himself,	would	he?'
inquired	the	Mole.
'Old	Toad?'	 said	 the	Rat,	 laughing	heartily.	 'He	wouldn't	 show	his	 face	here

alone,	not	for	a	whole	hatful	of	golden	guineas,	Toad	wouldn't.'
The	Mole	was	greatly	cheered	by	the	sound	of	the	Rat's	careless	laughter,	as

well	 as	 by	 the	 sight	 of	 his	 stick	 and	 his	 gleaming	 pistols,	 and	 he	 stopped
shivering	and	began	to	feel	bolder	and	more	himself	again.
'Now	then,'	said	the	Rat	presently,	'we	really	must	pull	ourselves	together	and

make	a	start	for	home	while	there's	still	a	little	light	left.	It	will	never	do	to	spend
the	night	here,	you	understand.	Too	cold,	for	one	thing.'
'Dear	 Ratty,'	 said	 the	 poor	Mole,	 'I'm	 dreadfully	 sorry,	 but	 I'm	 simply	 dead

beat	and	that's	a	solid	fact.	You	MUST	let	me	rest	here	a	while	longer,	and	get
my	strength	back,	if	I'm	to	get	home	at	all.'
'O,	all	right,'	said	the	good-natured	Rat,	'rest	away.	It's	pretty	nearly	pitch	dark

now,	anyhow;	and	there	ought	to	be	a	bit	of	a	moon	later.'
So	 the	 Mole	 got	 well	 into	 the	 dry	 leaves	 and	 stretched	 himself	 out,	 and

presently	dropped	off	into	sleep,	though	of	a	broken	and	troubled	sort;	while	the
Rat	 covered	 himself	 up,	 too,	 as	 best	 he	 might,	 for	 warmth,	 and	 lay	 patiently
waiting,	with	a	pistol	in	his	paw.
When	at	 last	 the	Mole	woke	up,	much	refreshed	and	 in	his	usual	spirits,	 the

Rat	said,	'Now	then!	I'll	just	take	a	look	outside	and	see	if	everything's	quiet,	and
then	we	really	must	be	off.'
He	went	 to	the	entrance	of	 their	retreat	and	put	his	head	out.	Then	the	Mole

heard	him	saying	quietly	to	himself,	'Hullo!	hullo!	here—is—a—go!'
'What's	up,	Ratty?'	asked	the	Mole.
'SNOW	is	up,'	replied	the	Rat	briefly;	'or	rather,	DOWN.	It's	snowing	hard.'
The	Mole	came	and	crouched	beside	him,	and,	looking	out,	saw	the	wood	that

had	been	 so	 dreadful	 to	 him	 in	 quite	 a	 changed	 aspect.	Holes,	 hollows,	 pools,
pitfalls,	 and	 other	 black	 menaces	 to	 the	 wayfarer	 were	 vanishing	 fast,	 and	 a
gleaming	carpet	of	faery	was	springing	up	everywhere,	that	looked	too	delicate
to	be	trodden	upon	by	rough	feet.	A	fine	powder	filled	the	air	and	caressed	the
cheek	with	a	tingle	in	its	touch,	and	the	black	boles	of	the	trees	showed	up	in	a
light	that	seemed	to	come	from	below.
'Well,	well,	it	can't	be	helped,'	said	the	Rat,	after	pondering.	'We	must	make	a

start,	 and	 take	 our	 chance,	 I	 suppose.	The	worst	 of	 it	 is,	 I	 don't	 exactly	 know
where	we	are.	And	now	this	snow	makes	everything	look	so	very	different.'
It	 did	 indeed.	The	Mole	would	not	 have	known	 that	 it	was	 the	 same	wood.

However,	 they	 set	 out	 bravely,	 and	 took	 the	 line	 that	 seemed	most	 promising,
holding	on	 to	 each	other	 and	pretending	with	 invincible	 cheerfulness	 that	 they



recognized	an	old	friend	in	every	fresh	tree	that	grimly	and	silently	greeted	them,
or	saw	openings,	gaps,	or	paths	with	a	familiar	turn	in	them,	in	the	monotony	of
white	space	and	black	tree-trunks	that	refused	to	vary.
An	 hour	 or	 two	 later—they	 had	 lost	 all	 count	 of	 time—they	 pulled	 up,

dispirited,	weary,	 and	hopelessly	at	 sea,	 and	sat	down	on	a	 fallen	 tree-trunk	 to
recover	 their	breath	and	consider	what	was	to	be	done.	They	were	aching	with
fatigue	and	bruised	with	tumbles;	they	had	fallen	into	several	holes	and	got	wet
through;	the	snow	was	getting	so	deep	that	they	could	hardly	drag	their	little	legs
through	it,	and	the	trees	were	thicker	and	more	like	each	other	than	ever.	There
seemed	to	be	no	end	to	this	wood,	and	no	beginning,	and	no	difference	in	it,	and,
worst	of	all,	no	way	out.
'We	can't	sit	here	very	long,'	said	the	Rat.	'We	shall	have	to	make	another	push

for	 it,	 and	 do	 something	 or	 other.	The	 cold	 is	 too	 awful	 for	 anything,	 and	 the
snow	will	 soon	be	 too	deep	for	us	 to	wade	 through.'	He	peered	about	him	and
considered.	'Look	here,'	he	went	on,	'this	is	what	occurs	to	me.	There's	a	sort	of
dell	down	here	in	front	of	us,	where	the	ground	seems	all	hilly	and	humpy	and
hummocky.	We'll	make	our	way	down	 into	 that,	and	 try	and	 find	some	sort	of
shelter,	a	cave	or	hole	with	a	dry	floor	to	it,	out	of	the	snow	and	the	wind,	and
there	we'll	have	a	good	rest	before	we	try	again,	for	we're	both	of	us	pretty	dead
beat.	Besides,	the	snow	may	leave	off,	or	something	may	turn	up.'
So	once	more	they	got	on	their	feet,	and	struggled	down	into	the	dell,	where

they	hunted	about	for	a	cave	or	some	corner	that	was	dry	and	a	protection	from
the	 keen	 wind	 and	 the	 whirling	 snow.	 They	 were	 investigating	 one	 of	 the
hummocky	bits	the	Rat	had	spoken	of,	when	suddenly	the	Mole	tripped	up	and
fell	forward	on	his	face	with	a	squeal.
'O	my	leg!'	he	cried.	'O	my	poor	shin!'	and	he	sat	up	on	the	snow	and	nursed

his	leg	in	both	his	front	paws.
'Poor	old	Mole!'	said	the	Rat	kindly.
'You	don't	seem	to	be	having	much	luck	to-day,	do	you?	Let's	have	a	look	at

the	leg.	Yes,'	he	went	on,	going	down	on	his	knees	to	look,	'you've	cut	your	shin,
sure	enough.	Wait	till	I	get	at	my	handkerchief,	and	I'll	tie	it	up	for	you.'
'I	 must	 have	 tripped	 over	 a	 hidden	 branch	 or	 a	 stump,'	 said	 the	 Mole

miserably.	'O,	my!	O,	my!'
'It's	 a	very	clean	cut,'	 said	 the	Rat,	 examining	 it	 again	attentively.	 'That	was

never	done	by	a	branch	or	a	stump.	Looks	as	if	it	was	made	by	a	sharp	edge	of
something	in	metal.	Funny!'	He	pondered	awhile,	and	examined	the	humps	and
slopes	that	surrounded	them.
'Well,	never	mind	what	done	it,'	said	the	Mole,	forgetting	his	grammar	in	his

pain.	'It	hurts	just	the	same,	whatever	done	it.'



But	the	Rat,	after	carefully	tying	up	the	leg	with	his	handkerchief,	had	left	him
and	was	busy	scraping	in	the	snow.	He	scratched	and	shovelled	and	explored,	all
four	 legs	 working	 busily,	 while	 the	 Mole	 waited	 impatiently,	 remarking	 at
intervals,	'O,	COME	on,	Rat!'
Suddenly	the	Rat	cried	'Hooray!'	and	then	'Hooray-oo-ray-oo-ray-oo-ray!'	and

fell	to	executing	a	feeble	jig	in	the	snow.
'What	HAVE	you	found,	Ratty?'	asked	the	Mole,	still	nursing	his	leg.
'Come	and	see!'	said	the	delighted	Rat,	as	he	jigged	on.
The	Mole	hobbled	up	to	the	spot	and	had	a	good	look.
'Well,'	 he	 said	 at	 last,	 slowly,	 'I	 SEE	 it	 right	 enough.	 Seen	 the	 same	 sort	 of

thing	before,	lots	of	times.	Familiar	object,	I	call	it.	A	door-scraper!	Well,	what
of	it?	Why	dance	jigs	around	a	door-scraper?'
'But	don't	you	see	what	 it	MEANS,	you—you	dull-witted	animal?'	 cried	 the

Rat	impatiently.
'Of	course	I	see	what	it	means,'	replied	the	Mole.	 'It	simply	means	that	some

VERY	careless	and	forgetful	person	has	left	his	door-scraper	lying	about	in	the
middle	of	the	Wild	Wood,	JUST	where	it's	SURE	to	trip	EVERYBODY	up.	Very
thoughtless	of	him,	I	call	it.	When	I	get	home	I	shall	go	and	complain	about	it	to
—to	somebody	or	other,	see	if	I	don't!'
'O,	 dear!	 O,	 dear!'	 cried	 the	 Rat,	 in	 despair	 at	 his	 obtuseness.	 'Here,	 stop

arguing	and	come	and	scrape!'	And	he	set	to	work	again	and	made	the	snow	fly
in	all	directions	around	him.
After	some	further	toil	his	efforts	were	rewarded,	and	a	very	shabby	door-mat

lay	exposed	to	view.
'There,	what	did	I	tell	you?'	exclaimed	the	Rat	in	great	triumph.
'Absolutely	 nothing	 whatever,'	 replied	 the	 Mole,	 with	 perfect	 truthfulness.

'Well	now,'	he	went	on,	'you	seem	to	have	found	another	piece	of	domestic	litter,
done	for	and	thrown	away,	and	I	suppose	you're	perfectly	happy.	Better	go	ahead
and	dance	your	jig	round	that	if	you've	got	to,	and	get	it	over,	and	then	perhaps
we	can	go	on	and	not	waste	any	more	time	over	rubbish-heaps.	Can	we	EAT	a
doormat?	or	sleep	under	a	door-mat?	Or	sit	on	a	door-mat	and	sledge	home	over
the	snow	on	it,	you	exasperating	rodent?'
'Do—you—mean—to—say,'	cried	the	excited	Rat,	 'that	this	door-mat	doesn't

TELL	you	anything?'
'Really,	Rat,'	 said	 the	Mole,	 quite	pettishly,	 'I	 think	we'd	had	enough	of	 this

folly.	Who	ever	heard	of	a	door-mat	TELLING	anyone	anything?	They	simply
don't	do	it.	They	are	not	that	sort	at	all.	Door-mats	know	their	place.'
'Now	 look	here,	you—you	 thick-headed	beast,'	 replied	 the	Rat,	 really	angry,

'this	must	 stop.	Not	another	word,	but	 scrape—scrape	and	scratch	and	dig	and



hunt	 round,	especially	on	 the	sides	of	 the	hummocks,	 if	you	want	 to	 sleep	dry
and	warm	to-night,	for	it's	our	last	chance!'
The	 Rat	 attacked	 a	 snow-bank	 beside	 them	 with	 ardour,	 probing	 with	 his

cudgel	everywhere	and	then	digging	with	fury;	and	the	Mole	scraped	busily	too,
more	 to	 oblige	 the	Rat	 than	 for	 any	 other	 reason,	 for	 his	 opinion	was	 that	 his
friend	was	getting	light-headed.
Some	 ten	 minutes'	 hard	 work,	 and	 the	 point	 of	 the	 Rat's	 cudgel	 struck

something	that	sounded	hollow.	He	worked	till	he	could	get	a	paw	through	and
feel;	then	called	the	Mole	to	come	and	help	him.	Hard	at	it	went	the	two	animals,
till	 at	 last	 the	 result	 of	 their	 labours	 stood	 full	 in	 view	 of	 the	 astonished	 and
hitherto	incredulous	Mole.
In	the	side	of	what	had	seemed	to	be	a	snow-bank	stood	a	solid-looking	little

door,	painted	a	dark	green.	An	iron	bell-pull	hung	by	the	side,	and	below	it,	on	a
small	brass	plate,	neatly	engraved	in	square	capital	letters,	they	could	read	by	the
aid	of	moonlight	MR.	BADGER.
The	Mole	fell	backwards	on	the	snow	from	sheer	surprise	and	delight.	 'Rat!'

he	cried	in	penitence,	'you're	a	wonder!	A	real	wonder,	that's	what	you	are.	I	see
it	all	now!	You	argued	it	out,	step	by	step,	in	that	wise	head	of	yours,	from	the
very	moment	that	I	fell	and	cut	my	shin,	and	you	looked	at	the	cut,	and	at	once
your	majestic	mind	 said	 to	 itself,	 "Door-scraper!"	And	 then	you	 turned	 to	 and
found	the	very	door-scraper	that	done	it!	Did	you	stop	there?	No.	Some	people
would	 have	 been	 quite	 satisfied;	 but	 not	 you.	Your	 intellect	went	 on	working.
"Let	 me	 only	 just	 find	 a	 door-mat,"	 says	 you	 to	 yourself,	 "and	 my	 theory	 is
proved!"	And	of	course	you	found	your	door-mat.	You're	so	clever,	I	believe	you
could	find	anything	you	liked.	"Now,"	says	you,	"that	door	exists,	as	plain	as	if	I
saw	 it.	There's	nothing	 else	 remains	 to	be	done	but	 to	 find	 it!"	Well,	 I've	 read
about	that	sort	of	thing	in	books,	but	I've	never	come	across	it	before	in	real	life.
You	 ought	 to	 go	 where	 you'll	 be	 properly	 appreciated.	 You're	 simply	 wasted
here,	among	us	fellows.	If	I	only	had	your	head,	Ratty——'
'But	 as	 you	 haven't,'	 interrupted	 the	 Rat,	 rather	 unkindly,	 'I	 suppose	 you're

going	to	sit	on	the	snow	all	night	and	TALK	Get	up	at	once	and	hang	on	to	that
bell-pull	you	see	there,	and	ring	hard,	as	hard	as	you	can,	while	I	hammer!'
While	the	Rat	attacked	the	door	with	his	stick,	the	Mole	sprang	up	at	the	bell-

pull,	clutched	it	and	swung	there,	both	feet	well	off	the	ground,	and	from	quite	a
long	way	off	they	could	faintly	hear	a	deep-toned	bell	respond.



Chapter		4
MR.	BADGER
THEY	waited	patiently	for	what	seemed	a	very	long	time,	stamping	in	the	snow
to	keep	their	feet	warm.	At	last	they	heard	the	sound	of	slow	shuffling	footsteps
approaching	 the	 door	 from	 the	 inside.	 It	 seemed,	 as	 the	Mole	 remarked	 to	 the
Rat,	 like	 some	 one	walking	 in	 carpet	 slippers	 that	were	 too	 large	 for	 him	 and
down	at	heel;	which	was	 intelligent	of	Mole,	because	 that	was	exactly	what	 it
was.
There	was	 the	noise	of	 a	bolt	 shot	back,	 and	 the	door	opened	a	 few	 inches,

enough	to	show	a	long	snout	and	a	pair	of	sleepy	blinking	eyes.
'Now,	the	VERY	next	time	this	happens,'	said	a	gruff	and	suspicious	voice,	'I

shall	 be	 exceedingly	 angry.	Who	 is	 it	THIS	 time,	 disturbing	 people	 on	 such	 a
night?	Speak	up!'
'Oh,	Badger,'	cried	the	Rat,	'let	us	in,	please.	It's	me,	Rat,	and	my	friend	Mole,

and	we've	lost	our	way	in	the	snow.'
'What,	Ratty,	my	dear	 little	man!'	 exclaimed	 the	Badger,	 in	quite	 a	different

voice.	'Come	along	in,	both	of	you,	at	once.	Why,	you	must	be	perished.	Well	I
never!	Lost	in	the	snow!	And	in	the	Wild	Wood,	too,	and	at	this	time	of	night!
But	come	in	with	you.'
The	two	animals	tumbled	over	each	other	in	their	eagerness	to	get	inside,	and

heard	the	door	shut	behind	them	with	great	joy	and	relief.
The	Badger,	who	wore	a	long	dressing-gown,	and	whose	slippers	were	indeed

very	down	at	heel,	carried	a	flat	candlestick	in	his	paw	and	had	probably	been	on
his	way	to	bed	when	their	summons	sounded.	He	looked	kindly	down	on	them
and	patted	both	their	heads.	'This	is	not	the	sort	of	night	for	small	animals	to	be
out,'	he	said	paternally.	'I'm	afraid	you've	been	up	to	some	of	your	pranks	again,
Ratty.	But	come	along;	come	into	the	kitchen.	There's	a	first-rate	fire	there,	and
supper	and	everything.'
He	 shuffled	 on	 in	 front	 of	 them,	 carrying	 the	 light,	 and	 they	 followed	 him,

nudging	each	other	in	an	anticipating	sort	of	way,	down	a	long,	gloomy,	and,	to
tell	the	truth,	decidedly	shabby	passage,	into	a	sort	of	a	central	hall;	out	of	which
they	 could	 dimly	 see	 other	 long	 tunnel-like	 passages	 branching,	 passages
mysterious	and	without	apparent	end.	But	there	were	doors	in	the	hall	as	well—



stout	oaken	comfortable-looking	doors.	One	of	these	the	Badger	flung	open,	and
at	 once	 they	 found	 themselves	 in	 all	 the	 glow	 and	 warmth	 of	 a	 large	 fire-lit
kitchen.
The	floor	was	well-worn	red	brick,	and	on	the	wide	hearth	burnt	a	fire	of	logs,

between	two	attractive	chimney-corners	tucked	away	in	the	wall,	well	out	of	any
suspicion	of	draught.	A	couple	of	high-backed	settles,	facing	each	other	on	either
side	of	the	fire,	gave	further	sitting	accommodations	for	the	sociably	disposed.	In
the	middle	of	the	room	stood	a	long	table	of	plain	boards	placed	on	trestles,	with
benches	 down	 each	 side.	 At	 one	 end	 of	 it,	 where	 an	 arm-chair	 stood	 pushed
back,	were	spread	the	remains	of	the	Badger's	plain	but	ample	supper.	Rows	of
spotless	plates	winked	from	the	shelves	of	the	dresser	at	the	far	end	of	the	room,
and	from	the	rafters	overhead	hung	hams,	bundles	of	dried	herbs,	nets	of	onions,
and	 baskets	 of	 eggs.	 It	 seemed	 a	 place	 where	 heroes	 could	 fitly	 feast	 after
victory,	where	weary	harvesters	could	line	up	in	scores	along	the	table	and	keep
their	Harvest	Home	with	mirth	and	song,	or	where	two	or	three	friends	of	simple
tastes	could	sit	about	as	they	pleased	and	eat	and	smoke	and	talk	in	comfort	and
contentment.	The	 ruddy	brick	 floor	 smiled	up	 at	 the	 smoky	 ceiling;	 the	oaken
settles,	shiny	with	long	wear,	exchanged	cheerful	glances	with	each	other;	plates
on	the	dresser	grinned	at	pots	on	the	shelf,	and	the	merry	firelight	flickered	and
played	over	everything	without	distinction.
The	kindly	Badger	thrust	them	down	on	a	settle	to	toast	themselves	at	the	fire,

and	bade	them	remove	their	wet	coats	and	boots.	Then	he	fetched	them	dressing-
gowns	 and	 slippers,	 and	 himself	 bathed	 the	Mole's	 shin	with	warm	water	 and
mended	the	cut	with	sticking-plaster	till	the	whole	thing	was	just	as	good	as	new,
if	 not	 better.	 In	 the	 embracing	 light	 and	 warmth,	 warm	 and	 dry	 at	 last,	 with
weary	 legs	propped	up	 in	front	of	 them,	and	a	suggestive	clink	of	plates	being
arranged	on	the	table	behind,	it	seemed	to	the	storm-driven	animals,	now	in	safe
anchorage,	that	the	cold	and	trackless	Wild	Wood	just	left	outside	was	miles	and
miles	away,	and	all	that	they	had	suffered	in	it	a	half-forgotten	dream.
When	at	last	they	were	thoroughly	toasted,	the	Badger	summoned	them	to	the

table,	 where	 he	 had	 been	 busy	 laying	 a	 repast.	 They	 had	 felt	 pretty	 hungry
before,	but	when	they	actually	saw	at	last	 the	supper	that	was	spread	for	them,
really	it	seemed	only	a	question	of	what	they	should	attack	first	where	all	was	so
attractive,	and	whether	the	other	things	would	obligingly	wait	for	them	till	they
had	 time	 to	give	 them	attention.	Conversation	was	 impossible	 for	a	 long	 time;
and	when	it	was	slowly	resumed,	it	was	that	regrettable	sort	of	conversation	that
results	from	talking	with	your	mouth	full.	The	Badger	did	not	mind	that	sort	of
thing	 at	 all,	 nor	 did	 he	 take	 any	 notice	 of	 elbows	 on	 the	 table,	 or	 everybody
speaking	at	once.	As	he	did	not	go	into	Society	himself,	he	had	got	an	idea	that



these	things	belonged	to	the	things	that	didn't	really	matter.	(We	know	of	course
that	 he	was	wrong,	 and	 took	 too	 narrow	 a	 view;	 because	 they	 do	matter	 very
much,	though	it	would	take	too	long	to	explain	why.)	He	sat	in	his	arm-chair	at
the	head	of	 the	 table,	and	nodded	gravely	at	 intervals	as	 the	animals	 told	 their
story;	and	he	did	not	seem	surprised	or	shocked	at	anything,	and	he	never	said,	'I
told	you	 so,'	or,	 'Just	what	 I	 always	 said,'	 or	 remarked	 that	 they	ought	 to	have
done	so-and-so,	or	ought	not	 to	have	done	something	else.	The	Mole	began	 to
feel	very	friendly	towards	him.
When	supper	was	really	finished	at	last,	and	each	animal	felt	that	his	skin	was

now	as	tight	as	was	decently	safe,	and	that	by	this	time	he	didn't	care	a	hang	for
anybody	or	anything,	they	gathered	round	the	glowing	embers	of	the	great	wood
fire,	and	thought	how	jolly	it	was	to	be	sitting	up	SO	late,	and	SO	independent,
and	SO	 full;	 and	after	 they	had	chatted	 for	 a	 time	about	 things	 in	general,	 the
Badger	 said	heartily,	 'Now	 then!	 tell	 us	 the	news	 from	your	part	of	 the	world.
How's	old	Toad	going	on?'
'Oh,	from	bad	to	worse,'	said	the	Rat	gravely,	while	the	Mole,	cocked	up	on	a

settle	 and	basking	 in	 the	 firelight,	 his	heels	higher	 than	his	head,	 tried	 to	 look
properly	mournful.	 'Another	smash-up	only	 last	week,	and	a	bad	one.	You	see,
he	 will	 insist	 on	 driving	 himself,	 and	 he's	 hopelessly	 incapable.	 If	 he'd	 only
employ	 a	 decent,	 steady,	well-trained	 animal,	 pay	 him	 good	wages,	 and	 leave
everything	 to	him,	he'd	get	 on	 all	 right.	But	no;	 he's	 convinced	he's	 a	 heaven-
born	driver,	and	nobody	can	teach	him	anything;	and	all	the	rest	follows.'
'How	many	has	he	had?'	inquired	the	Badger	gloomily.
'Smashes,	or	machines?'	asked	the	Rat.	'Oh,	well,	after	all,	it's	the	same	thing

—with	Toad.	This	is	the	seventh.	As	for	the	others—you	know	that	coach-house
of	 his?	 Well,	 it's	 piled	 up—literally	 piled	 up	 to	 the	 roof—with	 fragments	 of
motor-cars,	none	of	them	bigger	than	your	hat!	That	accounts	for	the	other	six—
so	far	as	they	can	be	accounted	for.'
'He's	been	 in	hospital	 three	 times,'	put	 in	 the	Mole;	 'and	as	for	 the	fines	he's

had	to	pay,	it's	simply	awful	to	think	of.'
'Yes,	 and	 that's	 part	 of	 the	 trouble,'	 continued	 the	 Rat.	 'Toad's	 rich,	 we	 all

know;	 but	 he's	 not	 a	 millionaire.	 And	 he's	 a	 hopelessly	 bad	 driver,	 and	 quite
regardless	 of	 law	 and	 order.	 Killed	 or	 ruined—it's	 got	 to	 be	 one	 of	 the	 two
things,	sooner	or	later.	Badger!	we're	his	friends—oughtn't	we	to	do	something?'
The	Badger	went	 through	a	bit	of	hard	 thinking.	 'Now	look	here!'	he	said	at

last,	rather	severely;	'of	course	you	know	I	can't	do	anything	NOW?'
His	two	friends	assented,	quite	understanding	his	point.	No	animal,	according

to	 the	 rules	 of	 animal-etiquette,	 is	 ever	 expected	 to	 do	 anything	 strenuous,	 or
heroic,	or	even	moderately	active	during	the	off-season	of	winter.	All	are	sleepy



—some	actually	asleep.	All	are	weather-bound,	more	or	less;	and	all	are	resting
from	 arduous	 days	 and	 nights,	 during	 which	 every	 muscle	 in	 them	 has	 been
severely	tested,	and	every	energy	kept	at	full	stretch.
'Very	well	 then!'	continued	 the	Badger.	 'BUT,	when	once	 the	year	has	 really

turned,	and	the	nights	are	shorter,	and	halfway	through	them	one	rouses	and	feels
fidgety	and	wanting	to	be	up	and	doing	by	sunrise,	if	not	before—YOU	know!
——'
Both	animals	nodded	gravely.	THEY	knew!
'Well,	THEN,'	went	on	the	Badger,	'we—that	is,	you	and	me	and	our	friend	the

Mole	here—we'll	take	Toad	seriously	in	hand.	We'll	stand	no	nonsense	whatever.
We'll	 bring	 him	 back	 to	 reason,	 by	 force	 if	 need	 be.	 We'll	 MAKE	 him	 be	 a
sensible	Toad.	We'll—you're	asleep,	Rat!'
'Not	me!'	said	the	Rat,	waking	up	with	a	jerk.
'He's	been	asleep	two	or	three	times	since	supper,'	said	the	Mole,	laughing.	He

himself	was	feeling	quite	wakeful	and	even	lively,	 though	he	didn't	know	why.
The	 reason	was,	 of	 course,	 that	 he	 being	 naturally	 an	 underground	 animal	 by
birth	and	breeding,	the	situation	of	Badger's	house	exactly	suited	him	and	made
him	 feel	 at	 home;	 while	 the	 Rat,	 who	 slept	 every	 night	 in	 a	 bedroom	 the
windows	of	which	opened	on	a	breezy	 river,	naturally	 felt	 the	atmosphere	still
and	oppressive.
'Well,	it's	time	we	were	all	in	bed,'	said	the	Badger,	getting	up	and	fetching	flat

candlesticks.	 'Come	along,	you	 two,	and	 I'll	 show	you	your	quarters.	And	 take
your	time	tomorrow	morning—breakfast	at	any	hour	you	please!'
He	conducted	 the	 two	animals	 to	a	 long	 room	 that	 seemed	half	bedchamber

and	half	loft.	The	Badger's	winter	stores,	which	indeed	were	visible	everywhere,
took	 up	 half	 the	 room—piles	 of	 apples,	 turnips,	 and	 potatoes,	 baskets	 full	 of
nuts,	 and	 jars	 of	 honey;	 but	 the	 two	 little	white	 beds	 on	 the	 remainder	 of	 the
floor	looked	soft	and	inviting,	and	the	linen	on	them,	though	coarse,	was	clean
and	smelt	beautifully	of	lavender;	and	the	Mole	and	the	Water	Rat,	shaking	off
their	garments	in	some	thirty	seconds,	tumbled	in	between	the	sheets	in	great	joy
and	contentment.
In	 accordance	 with	 the	 kindly	 Badger's	 injunctions,	 the	 two	 tired	 animals

came	down	to	breakfast	very	late	next	morning,	and	found	a	bright	fire	burning
in	the	kitchen,	and	two	young	hedgehogs	sitting	on	a	bench	at	the	table,	eating
oatmeal	 porridge	 out	 of	wooden	 bowls.	 The	 hedgehogs	 dropped	 their	 spoons,
rose	to	their	feet,	and	ducked	their	heads	respectfully	as	the	two	entered.
'There,	 sit	 down,	 sit	 down,'	 said	 the	 Rat	 pleasantly,	 'and	 go	 on	 with	 your

porridge.	Where	have	you	youngsters	come	from?	Lost	your	way	in	the	snow,	I
suppose?'



'Yes,	 please,	 sir,'	 said	 the	 elder	 of	 the	 two	 hedgehogs	 respectfully.	 'Me	 and
little	Billy	here,	we	was	trying	to	find	our	way	to	school—mother	WOULD	have
us	go,	was	the	weather	ever	so—and	of	course	we	lost	ourselves,	sir,	and	Billy
he	got	frightened	and	took	and	cried,	being	young	and	faint-hearted.	And	at	last
we	happened	up	against	Mr.	Badger's	back	door,	and	made	so	bold	as	to	knock,
sir,	for	Mr.	Badger	he's	a	kind-hearted	gentleman,	as	everyone	knows——'
'I	understand,'	said	the	Rat,	cutting	himself	some	rashers	from	a	side	of	bacon,

while	the	Mole	dropped	some	eggs	into	a	saucepan.	'And	what's	the	weather	like
outside?	You	needn't	"sir"	me	quite	so	much?'	he	added.
'O,	terrible	bad,	sir,	terrible	deep	the	snow	is,'	said	the	hedgehog.	'No	getting

out	for	the	likes	of	you	gentlemen	to-day.'
'Where's	Mr.	Badger?'	inquired	the	Mole,	as	he	warmed	the	coffee-pot	before

the	fire.
'The	master's	 gone	 into	 his	 study,	 sir,'	 replied	 the	 hedgehog,	 'and	 he	 said	 as

how	he	was	going	to	be	particular	busy	this	morning,	and	on	no	account	was	he
to	be	disturbed.'
This	explanation,	of	course,	was	thoroughly	understood	by	every	one	present.

The	fact	 is,	as	already	set	forth,	when	you	live	a	 life	of	 intense	activity	for	six
months	 in	 the	year,	and	of	comparative	or	actual	somnolence	for	 the	other	six,
during	the	latter	period	you	cannot	be	continually	pleading	sleepiness	when	there
are	people	about	or	things	to	be	done.	The	excuse	gets	monotonous.	The	animals
well	knew	that	Badger,	having	eaten	a	hearty	breakfast,	had	retired	to	his	study
and	settled	himself	in	an	arm-chair	with	his	legs	up	on	another	and	a	red	cotton
handkerchief	over	his	face,	and	was	being	'busy'	in	the	usual	way	at	this	time	of
the	year.
The	 front-door	 bell	 clanged	 loudly,	 and	 the	Rat,	who	was	 very	 greasy	with

buttered	 toast,	 sent	Billy,	 the	 smaller	hedgehog,	 to	 see	who	 it	might	be.	There
was	a	sound	of	much	stamping	in	the	hall,	and	presently	Billy	returned	in	front
of	 the	 Otter,	 who	 threw	 himself	 on	 the	 Rat	 with	 an	 embrace	 and	 a	 shout	 of
affectionate	greeting.
'Get	off!'	spluttered	the	Rat,	with	his	mouth	full.
'Thought	I	should	find	you	here	all	right,'	said	the	Otter	cheerfully.	'They	were

all	in	a	great	state	of	alarm	along	River	Bank	when	I	arrived	this	morning.	Rat
never	 been	 home	 all	 night—nor	 Mole	 either—something	 dreadful	 must	 have
happened,	they	said;	and	the	snow	had	covered	up	all	your	tracks,	of	course.	But
I	 knew	 that	when	 people	were	 in	 any	 fix	 they	mostly	went	 to	Badger,	 or	 else
Badger	got	to	know	of	it	somehow,	so	I	came	straight	off	here,	through	the	Wild
Wood	and	 the	snow!	My!	 it	was	fine,	coming	 through	the	snow	as	 the	red	sun
was	rising	and	showing	against	the	black	tree-trunks!	As	you	went	along	in	the



stillness,	every	now	and	then	masses	of	snow	slid	off	the	branches	suddenly	with
a	flop!	making	you	jump	and	run	for	cover.	Snow-castles	and	snow-caverns	had
sprung	up	out	of	nowhere	in	the	night—and	snow	bridges,	terraces,	ramparts—I
could	have	stayed	and	played	with	them	for	hours.	Here	and	there	great	branches
had	 been	 torn	 away	 by	 the	 sheer	weight	 of	 the	 snow,	 and	 robins	 perched	 and
hopped	 on	 them	 in	 their	 perky	 conceited	 way,	 just	 as	 if	 they	 had	 done	 it
themselves.	A	ragged	string	of	wild	geese	passed	overhead,	high	on	the	grey	sky,
and	a	 few	 rooks	whirled	over	 the	 trees,	 inspected,	 and	 flapped	off	 homewards
with	 a	 disgusted	 expression;	 but	 I	 met	 no	 sensible	 being	 to	 ask	 the	 news	 of.
About	halfway	across	 I	 came	on	a	 rabbit	 sitting	on	a	 stump,	 cleaning	his	 silly
face	with	his	paws.	He	was	a	pretty	scared	animal	when	I	crept	up	behind	him
and	placed	a	heavy	forepaw	on	his	shoulder.	I	had	to	cuff	his	head	once	or	twice
to	get	any	sense	out	of	it	at	all.	At	last	I	managed	to	extract	from	him	that	Mole
had	been	seen	in	the	Wild	Wood	last	night	by	one	of	them.	It	was	the	talk	of	the
burrows,	he	said,	how	Mole,	Mr.	Rat's	particular	friend,	was	in	a	bad	fix;	how	he
had	lost	his	way,	and	"They"	were	up	and	out	hunting,	and	were	chivvying	him
round	and	round.	"Then	why	didn't	any	of	you	DO	something?"	I	asked.	"You
mayn't	 be	 blest	with	 brains,	 but	 there	 are	 hundreds	 and	 hundreds	 of	 you,	 big,
stout	fellows,	as	fat	as	butter,	and	your	burrows	running	in	all	directions,	and	you
could	have	taken	him	in	and	made	him	safe	and	comfortable,	or	 tried	 to,	at	all
events."	"What,	US?"	he	merely	said:	"DO	something?	us	rabbits?"	So	I	cuffed
him	again	and	 left	him.	There	was	nothing	else	 to	be	done.	At	any	 rate,	 I	had
learnt	something;	and	if	I	had	had	the	luck	to	meet	any	of	"Them"	I'd	have	learnt
something	more—or	THEY	would.'
'Weren't	you	at	all—er—nervous?'	asked	the	Mole,	some	of	yesterday's	terror

coming	back	to	him	at	the	mention	of	the	Wild	Wood.
'Nervous?'	 The	 Otter	 showed	 a	 gleaming	 set	 of	 strong	 white	 teeth	 as	 he

laughed.	 'I'd	 give	 'em	 nerves	 if	 any	 of	 them	 tried	 anything	 on	with	me.	Here,
Mole,	fry	me	some	slices	of	ham,	like	the	good	little	chap	you	are.	I'm	frightfully
hungry,	and	I've	got	any	amount	 to	say	 to	Ratty	here.	Haven't	 seen	him	for	an
age.'
So	the	good-natured	Mole,	having	cut	some	slices	of	ham,	set	the	hedgehogs

to	 fry	 it,	 and	 returned	 to	 his	 own	breakfast,	while	 the	Otter	 and	 the	Rat,	 their
heads	 together,	 eagerly	 talked	 river-shop,	 which	 is	 long	 shop	 and	 talk	 that	 is
endless,	running	on	like	the	babbling	river	itself.
A	plate	of	fried	ham	had	just	been	cleared	and	sent	back	for	more,	when	the

Badger	entered,	yawning	and	rubbing	his	eyes,	and	greeted	them	all	in	his	quiet,
simple	 way,	 with	 kind	 enquiries	 for	 every	 one.	 'It	 must	 be	 getting	 on	 for
luncheon	 time,'	he	 remarked	 to	 the	Otter.	 'Better	stop	and	have	 it	with	us.	You



must	be	hungry,	this	cold	morning.'
'Rather!'	 replied	 the	 Otter,	 winking	 at	 the	Mole.	 'The	 sight	 of	 these	 greedy

young	hedgehogs	stuffing	 themselves	with	 fried	ham	makes	me	feel	positively
famished.'
The	 hedgehogs,	 who	 were	 just	 beginning	 to	 feel	 hungry	 again	 after	 their

porridge,	 and	 after	 working	 so	 hard	 at	 their	 frying,	 looked	 timidly	 up	 at	 Mr.
Badger,	but	were	too	shy	to	say	anything.
'Here,	 you	 two	 youngsters	 be	 off	 home	 to	 your	 mother,'	 said	 the	 Badger

kindly.	 'I'll	send	some	one	with	you	 to	show	you	the	way.	You	won't	want	any
dinner	to-day,	I'll	be	bound.'
He	gave	them	sixpence	apiece	and	a	pat	on	the	head,	and	they	went	off	with

much	respectful	swinging	of	caps	and	touching	of	forelocks.
Presently	 they	 all	 sat	 down	 to	 luncheon	 together.	 The	Mole	 found	 himself

placed	next	to	Mr.	Badger,	and,	as	the	other	two	were	still	deep	in	river-gossip
from	which	 nothing	 could	 divert	 them,	 he	 took	 the	 opportunity	 to	 tell	Badger
how	comfortable	 and	home-like	 it	 all	 felt	 to	 him.	 'Once	well	 underground,'	 he
said,	'you	know	exactly	where	you	are.	Nothing	can	happen	to	you,	and	nothing
can	get	at	you.	You're	entirely	your	own	master,	and	you	don't	have	 to	consult
anybody	or	mind	what	they	say.	Things	go	on	all	the	same	overhead,	and	you	let
'em,	 and	 don't	 bother	 about	 'em.	When	 you	want	 to,	 up	 you	 go,	 and	 there	 the
things	are,	waiting	for	you.'
The	 Badger	 simply	 beamed	 on	 him.	 'That's	 exactly	 what	 I	 say,'	 he	 replied.

'There's	no	security,	or	peace	and	tranquillity,	except	underground.	And	then,	if
your	ideas	get	larger	and	you	want	to	expand—why,	a	dig	and	a	scrape,	and	there
you	are!	If	you	feel	your	house	is	a	bit	too	big,	you	stop	up	a	hole	or	two,	and
there	you	are	 again!	No	builders,	 no	 tradesmen,	no	 remarks	passed	on	you	by
fellows	 looking	 over	 your	 wall,	 and,	 above	 all,	 no	WEATHER.	 Look	 at	 Rat,
now.	A	couple	of	feet	of	flood	water,	and	he's	got	to	move	into	hired	lodgings;
uncomfortable,	inconveniently	situated,	and	horribly	expensive.	Take	Toad.	I	say
nothing	against	Toad	Hall;	quite	the	best	house	in	these	parts,	AS	a	house.	But
supposing	 a	 fire	 breaks	 out—where's	 Toad?	 Supposing	 tiles	 are	 blown	 off,	 or
walls	 sink	 or	 crack,	 or	 windows	 get	 broken—where's	 Toad?	 Supposing	 the
rooms	are	draughty—I	HATE	a	draught	myself—where's	Toad?	No,	up	and	out
of	doors	is	good	enough	to	roam	about	and	get	one's	living	in;	but	underground
to	come	back	to	at	last—that's	my	idea	of	HOME.'
The	Mole	assented	heartily;	and	the	Badger	in	consequence	got	very	friendly

with	him.	'When	lunch	is	over,'	he	said,	'I'll	take	you	all	round	this	little	place	of
mine.	 I	can	see	you'll	appreciate	 it.	You	understand	what	domestic	architecture
ought	to	be,	you	do.'



After	 luncheon,	accordingly,	when	 the	other	 two	had	settled	 themselves	 into
the	chimney-corner	and	had	started	a	heated	argument	on	the	subject	of	EELS,
the	Badger	 lighted	a	 lantern	and	bade	 the	Mole	 follow	him.	Crossing	 the	hall,
they	 passed	 down	 one	 of	 the	 principal	 tunnels,	 and	 the	 wavering	 light	 of	 the
lantern	gave	glimpses	on	either	side	of	rooms	both	large	and	small,	some	mere
cupboards,	others	nearly	as	broad	and	imposing	as	Toad's	dining-hall.	A	narrow
passage	at	 right	angles	 led	 them	into	another	corridor,	and	here	 the	same	thing
was	repeated.	The	Mole	was	staggered	at	the	size,	the	extent,	the	ramifications	of
it	all;	at	the	length	of	the	dim	passages,	the	solid	vaultings	of	the	crammed	store-
chambers,	the	masonry	everywhere,	the	pillars,	the	arches,	the	pavements.	'How
on	earth,	Badger,'	he	said	at	 last,	 'did	you	ever	find	 time	and	strength	 to	do	all
this?	It's	astonishing!'
'It	WOULD	be	astonishing	indeed,'	said	the	Badger	simply,	'if	I	HAD	done	it.

But	 as	 a	 matter	 of	 fact	 I	 did	 none	 of	 it—only	 cleaned	 out	 the	 passages	 and
chambers,	as	far	as	I	had	need	of	them.	There's	lots	more	of	it,	all	round	about.	I
see	you	don't	understand,	and	I	must	explain	it	 to	you.	Well,	very	long	ago,	on
the	spot	where	the	Wild	Wood	waves	now,	before	ever	it	had	planted	itself	and
grown	up	to	what	it	now	is,	there	was	a	city—a	city	of	people,	you	know.	Here,
where	we	are	standing,	they	lived,	and	walked,	and	talked,	and	slept,	and	carried
on	their	business.	Here	they	stabled	their	horses	and	feasted,	from	here	they	rode
out	 to	 fight	or	drove	out	 to	 trade.	They	were	a	powerful	people,	 and	 rich,	 and
great	builders.	They	built	to	last,	for	they	thought	their	city	would	last	for	ever.'
'But	what	has	become	of	them	all?'	asked	the	Mole.
'Who	 can	 tell?'	 said	 the	 Badger.	 'People	 come—they	 stay	 for	 a	 while,	 they

flourish,	 they	 build—and	 they	 go.	 It	 is	 their	way.	But	we	 remain.	 There	were
badgers	 here,	 I've	 been	 told,	 long	 before	 that	 same	 city	 ever	 came	 to	 be.	And
now	there	are	badgers	here	again.	We	are	an	enduring	lot,	and	we	may	move	out
for	a	time,	but	we	wait,	and	are	patient,	and	back	we	come.	And	so	it	will	ever
be.'
'Well,	and	when	they	went	at	last,	those	people?'	said	the	Mole.
'When	they	went,'	continued	the	Badger,	'the	strong	winds	and	persistent	rains

took	 the	 matter	 in	 hand,	 patiently,	 ceaselessly,	 year	 after	 year.	 Perhaps	 we
badgers	 too,	 in	 our	 small	 way,	 helped	 a	 little—who	 knows?	 It	 was	 all	 down,
down,	down,	gradually—ruin	 and	 levelling	 and	disappearance.	Then	 it	was	 all
up,	up,	up,	gradually,	as	seeds	grew	to	saplings,	and	saplings	to	forest	trees,	and
bramble	 and	 fern	 came	 creeping	 in	 to	 help.	 Leaf-mould	 rose	 and	 obliterated,
streams	in	their	winter	freshets	brought	sand	and	soil	to	clog	and	to	cover,	and	in
course	of	time	our	home	was	ready	for	us	again,	and	we	moved	in.	Up	above	us,
on	the	surface,	the	same	thing	happened.	Animals	arrived,	liked	the	look	of	the



place,	 took	up	 their	quarters,	 settled	down,	 spread,	 and	 flourished.	They	didn't
bother	 themselves	 about	 the	 past—they	 never	 do;	 they're	 too	 busy.	 The	 place
was	a	bit	humpy	and	hillocky,	naturally,	and	full	of	holes;	but	that	was	rather	an
advantage.	 And	 they	 don't	 bother	 about	 the	 future,	 either—the	 future	 when
perhaps	 the	people	will	move	 in	again—for	a	 time—as	may	very	well	be.	The
Wild	Wood	 is	pretty	well	populated	by	now;	with	 all	 the	usual	 lot,	 good,	bad,
and	indifferent—I	name	no	names.	It	takes	all	sorts	to	make	a	world.	But	I	fancy
you	know	something	about	them	yourself	by	this	time.'
'I	do	indeed,'	said	the	Mole,	with	a	slight	shiver.
'Well,	well,'	 said	 the	Badger,	 patting	 him	 on	 the	 shoulder,	 'it	was	 your	 first

experience	of	them,	you	see.	They're	not	so	bad	really;	and	we	must	all	live	and
let	 live.	 But	 I'll	 pass	 the	 word	 around	 to-morrow,	 and	 I	 think	 you'll	 have	 no
further	trouble.	Any	friend	of	MINE	walks	where	he	likes	in	this	country,	or	I'll
know	the	reason	why!'
When	they	got	back	to	the	kitchen	again,	they	found	the	Rat	walking	up	and

down,	 very	 restless.	 The	 underground	 atmosphere	 was	 oppressing	 him	 and
getting	on	his	nerves,	and	he	seemed	really	to	be	afraid	that	the	river	would	run
away	if	he	wasn't	there	to	look	after	it.	So	he	had	his	overcoat	on,	and	his	pistols
thrust	 into	his	belt	again.	 'Come	along,	Mole,'	he	said	anxiously,	as	soon	as	he
caught	sight	of	 them.	 'We	must	get	off	while	 it's	daylight.	Don't	want	 to	spend
another	night	in	the	Wild	Wood	again.'
'It'll	be	all	 right,	my	fine	fellow,'	said	 the	Otter.	 'I'm	coming	along	with	you,

and	I	know	every	path	blindfold;	and	if	there's	a	head	that	needs	to	be	punched,
you	can	confidently	rely	upon	me	to	punch	it.'
'You	 really	needn't	 fret,	Ratty,'	 added	 the	Badger	placidly.	 'My	passages	 run

further	 than	 you	 think,	 and	 I've	 bolt-holes	 to	 the	 edge	 of	 the	wood	 in	 several
directions,	 though	 I	 don't	 care	 for	 everybody	 to	 know	 about	 them.	When	 you
really	 have	 to	 go,	 you	 shall	 leave	 by	 one	 of	 my	 short	 cuts.	Meantime,	 make
yourself	easy,	and	sit	down	again.'
The	Rat	was	nevertheless	still	anxious	to	be	off	and	attend	to	his	river,	so	the

Badger,	taking	up	his	lantern	again,	led	the	way	along	a	damp	and	airless	tunnel
that	wound	and	dipped,	part	vaulted,	part	hewn	through	solid	rock,	for	a	weary
distance	that	seemed	to	be	miles.	At	last	daylight	began	to	show	itself	confusedly
through	tangled	growth	overhanging	the	mouth	of	the	passage;	and	the	Badger,
bidding	 them	 a	 hasty	 good-bye,	 pushed	 them	 hurriedly	 through	 the	 opening,
made	 everything	 look	 as	 natural	 as	 possible	 again,	 with	 creepers,	 brushwood,
and	dead	leaves,	and	retreated.
They	found	 themselves	standing	on	 the	very	edge	of	 the	Wild	Wood.	Rocks

and	 brambles	 and	 tree-roots	 behind	 them,	 confusedly	 heaped	 and	 tangled;	 in



front,	 a	 great	 space	 of	 quiet	 fields,	 hemmed	 by	 lines	 of	 hedges	 black	 on	 the
snow,	and,	far	ahead,	a	glint	of	the	familiar	old	river,	while	the	wintry	sun	hung
red	and	low	on	the	horizon.	The	Otter,	as	knowing	all	the	paths,	took	charge	of
the	party,	 and	 they	 trailed	out	on	 a	bee-line	 for	 a	distant	 stile.	Pausing	 there	 a
moment	and	looking	back,	 they	saw	the	whole	mass	of	 the	Wild	Wood,	dense,
menacing,	compact,	grimly	set	 in	vast	white	surroundings;	simultaneously	they
turned	and	made	swiftly	for	home,	for	firelight	and	the	familiar	things	it	played
on,	for	the	voice,	sounding	cheerily	outside	their	window,	of	the	river	that	they
knew	 and	 trusted	 in	 all	 its	 moods,	 that	 never	 made	 them	 afraid	 with	 any
amazement.
As	 he	 hurried	 along,	 eagerly	 anticipating	 the	moment	when	 he	would	 be	 at

home	again	among	the	 things	he	knew	and	liked,	 the	Mole	saw	clearly	 that	he
was	an	animal	of	tilled	field	and	hedge-row,	linked	to	the	ploughed	furrow,	the
frequented	pasture,	the	lane	of	evening	lingerings,	the	cultivated	garden-plot.	For
others	the	asperities,	the	stubborn	endurance,	or	the	clash	of	actual	conflict,	that
went	with	Nature	in	the	rough;	he	must	be	wise,	must	keep	to	the	pleasant	places
in	which	his	 lines	were	 laid	and	which	held	adventure	enough,	 in	 their	way,	 to
last	for	a	lifetime.



Chapter		5
DULCE	DOMUM
The	 sheep	 ran	 huddling	 together	 against	 the	 hurdles,	 blowing	 out	 thin	 nostrils
and	stamping	with	delicate	fore-feet,	their	heads	thrown	back	and	a	light	steam
rising	 from	 the	 crowded	 sheep-pen	 into	 the	 frosty	 air,	 as	 the	 two	 animals
hastened	by	in	high	spirits,	with	much	chatter	and	laughter.	They	were	returning
across	country	after	a	long	day's	outing	with	Otter,	hunting	and	exploring	on	the
wide	uplands	where	certain	 streams	 tributary	 to	 their	own	River	had	 their	 first
small	 beginnings;	 and	 the	 shades	 of	 the	 short	 winter	 day	 were	 closing	 in	 on
them,	 and	 they	 had	 still	 some	 distance	 to	 go.	 Plodding	 at	 random	 across	 the
plough,	they	had	heard	the	sheep	and	had	made	for	them;	and	now,	leading	from
the	sheep-pen,	 they	 found	a	beaten	 track	 that	made	walking	a	 lighter	business,
and	 responded,	moreover,	 to	 that	 small	 inquiring	 something	which	 all	 animals
carry	inside	them,	saying	unmistakably,	'Yes,	quite	right;	THIS	leads	home!'
'It	looks	as	if	we	were	coming	to	a	village,'	said	the	Mole	somewhat	dubiously,

slackening	his	pace,	as	 the	 track,	 that	had	 in	 time	become	a	path	and	 then	had
developed	 into	a	 lane,	now	handed	 them	over	 to	 the	charge	of	a	well-metalled
road.	The	 animals	did	not	hold	with	villages,	 and	 their	 own	highways,	 thickly
frequented	as	they	were,	took	an	independent	course,	regardless	of	church,	post
office,	or	public-house.
'Oh,	 never	 mind!'	 said	 the	 Rat.	 'At	 this	 season	 of	 the	 year	 they're	 all	 safe

indoors	by	this	time,	sitting	round	the	fire;	men,	women,	and	children,	dogs	and
cats	 and	 all.	 We	 shall	 slip	 through	 all	 right,	 without	 any	 bother	 or
unpleasantness,	 and	we	can	have	a	 look	at	 them	 through	 their	windows	 if	you
like,	and	see	what	they're	doing.'
The	rapid	nightfall	of	mid-December	had	quite	beset	the	little	village	as	they

approached	 it	 on	 soft	 feet	 over	 a	 first	 thin	 fall	 of	 powdery	 snow.	 Little	 was
visible	but	squares	of	a	dusky	orange-red	on	either	side	of	the	street,	where	the
firelight	or	lamplight	of	each	cottage	overflowed	through	the	casements	into	the
dark	world	without.	Most	of	the	low	latticed	windows	were	innocent	of	blinds,
and	 to	 the	 lookers-in	 from	 outside,	 the	 inmates,	 gathered	 round	 the	 tea-table,
absorbed	in	handiwork,	or	talking	with	laughter	and	gesture,	had	each	that	happy
grace	which	 is	 the	 last	 thing	 the	 skilled	 actor	 shall	 capture—the	 natural	 grace



which	 goes	with	 perfect	 unconsciousness	 of	 observation.	Moving	 at	will	 from
one	 theatre	 to	 another,	 the	 two	 spectators,	 so	 far	 from	 home	 themselves,	 had
something	 of	wistfulness	 in	 their	 eyes	 as	 they	watched	 a	 cat	 being	 stroked,	 a
sleepy	child	picked	up	and	huddled	off	to	bed,	or	a	tired	man	stretch	and	knock
out	his	pipe	on	the	end	of	a	smouldering	log.
But	 it	was	from	one	 little	window,	with	 its	blind	drawn	down,	a	mere	blank

transparency	on	the	night,	 that	the	sense	of	home	and	the	little	curtained	world
within	walls—the	larger	stressful	world	of	outside	Nature	shut	out	and	forgotten
—most	 pulsated.	 Close	 against	 the	 white	 blind	 hung	 a	 bird-cage,	 clearly
silhouetted,	every	wire,	perch,	and	appurtenance	distinct	and	recognisable,	even
to	yesterday's	dull-edged	lump	of	sugar.	On	the	middle	perch	the	fluffy	occupant,
head	tucked	well	 into	feathers,	seemed	so	near	to	them	as	to	be	easily	stroked,
had	 they	 tried;	 even	 the	 delicate	 tips	 of	 his	 plumped-out	 plumage	 pencilled
plainly	on	the	illuminated	screen.	As	they	looked,	the	sleepy	little	fellow	stirred
uneasily,	woke,	shook	himself,	and	raised	his	head.	They	could	see	the	gape	of
his	tiny	beak	as	he	yawned	in	a	bored	sort	of	way,	looked	round,	and	then	settled
his	head	 into	his	back	again,	while	 the	 ruffled	 feathers	gradually	subsided	 into
perfect	stillness.	Then	a	gust	of	bitter	wind	took	them	in	the	back	of	the	neck,	a
small	 sting	 of	 frozen	 sleet	 on	 the	 skin	woke	 them	 as	 from	 a	 dream,	 and	 they
knew	 their	 toes	 to	 be	 cold	 and	 their	 legs	 tired,	 and	 their	 own	 home	 distant	 a
weary	way.
Once	beyond	the	village,	where	the	cottages	ceased	abruptly,	on	either	side	of

the	road	they	could	smell	through	the	darkness	the	friendly	fields	again;	and	they
braced	themselves	for	the	last	long	stretch,	the	home	stretch,	the	stretch	that	we
know	 is	 bound	 to	 end,	 some	 time,	 in	 the	 rattle	 of	 the	 door-latch,	 the	 sudden
firelight,	 and	 the	 sight	 of	 familiar	 things	 greeting	 us	 as	 long-absent	 travellers
from	 far	 over-sea.	 They	 plodded	 along	 steadily	 and	 silently,	 each	 of	 them
thinking	his	own	thoughts.	The	Mole's	ran	a	good	deal	on	supper,	as	it	was	pitch-
dark,	 and	 it	 was	 all	 a	 strange	 country	 for	 him	 as	 far	 as	 he	 knew,	 and	 he	was
following	 obediently	 in	 the	 wake	 of	 the	 Rat,	 leaving	 the	 guidance	 entirely	 to
him.	As	 for	 the	Rat,	 he	was	walking	 a	 little	way	 ahead,	 as	 his	 habit	was,	 his
shoulders	humped,	his	eyes	fixed	on	the	straight	grey	road	in	front	of	him;	so	he
did	 not	 notice	 poor	Mole	when	 suddenly	 the	 summons	 reached	him,	 and	 took
him	like	an	electric	shock.
We	others,	who	have	long	lost	the	more	subtle	of	the	physical	senses,	have	not

even	 proper	 terms	 to	 express	 an	 animal's	 inter-communications	 with	 his
surroundings,	living	or	otherwise,	and	have	only	the	word	'smell,'	for	instance,	to
include	 the	 whole	 range	 of	 delicate	 thrills	 which	 murmur	 in	 the	 nose	 of	 the
animal	 night	 and	 day,	 summoning,	warning?	 inciting,	 repelling.	 It	 was	 one	 of



these	mysterious	fairy	calls	from	out	the	void	that	suddenly	reached	Mole	in	the
darkness,	making	him	tingle	through	and	through	with	its	very	familiar	appeal,
even	while	yet	he	could	not	clearly	remember	what	it	was.	He	stopped	dead	in
his	tracks,	his	nose	searching	hither	and	thither	in	its	efforts	to	recapture	the	fine
filament,	 the	 telegraphic	 current,	 that	 had	 so	 strongly	moved	 him.	A	moment,
and	 he	 had	 caught	 it	 again;	 and	 with	 it	 this	 time	 came	 recollection	 in	 fullest
flood.
Home!	That	was	what	they	meant,	those	caressing	appeals,	those	soft	touches

wafted	 through	 the	air,	 those	 invisible	 little	hands	pulling	and	 tugging,	 all	one
way!	Why,	 it	must	be	quite	close	by	him	at	 that	moment,	his	old	home	that	he
had	hurriedly	forsaken	and	never	sought	again,	that	day	when	he	first	found	the
river!	And	now	it	was	sending	out	its	scouts	and	its	messengers	to	capture	him
and	bring	him	in.	Since	his	escape	on	that	bright	morning	he	had	hardly	given	it
a	 thought,	 so	 absorbed	 had	 he	 been	 in	 his	 new	 life,	 in	 all	 its	 pleasures,	 its
surprises,	 its	 fresh	 and	 captivating	 experiences.	 Now,	 with	 a	 rush	 of	 old
memories,	how	clearly	it	stood	up	before	him,	in	the	darkness!	Shabby	indeed,
and	small	and	poorly	furnished,	and	yet	his,	the	home	he	had	made	for	himself,
the	home	he	had	been	so	happy	to	get	back	to	after	his	day's	work.	And	the	home
had	been	happy	with	him,	too,	evidently,	and	was	missing	him,	and	wanted	him
back,	 and	was	 telling	him	so,	 through	his	nose,	 sorrowfully,	 reproachfully,	 but
with	no	bitterness	or	anger;	only	with	plaintive	 reminder	 that	 it	was	 there,	and
wanted	him.
The	call	was	clear,	the	summons	was	plain.	He	must	obey	it	instantly,	and	go.

'Ratty!'	 he	 called,	 full	 of	 joyful	 excitement,	 'hold	on!	Come	back!	 I	want	 you,
quick!'
'Oh,	COME	along,	Mole,	do!'	replied	the	Rat	cheerfully,	still	plodding	along.
'PLEASE	stop,	Ratty!'	pleaded	the	poor	Mole,	in	anguish	of	heart.	'You	don't

understand!	 It's	my	home,	my	old	home!	 I've	 just	 come	across	 the	 smell	of	 it,
and	it's	close	by	here,	really	quite	close.	And	I	MUST	go	to	 it,	 I	must,	I	must!
Oh,	come	back,	Ratty!	Please,	please	come	back!'
The	Rat	was	by	this	time	very	far	ahead,	too	far	to	hear	clearly	what	the	Mole

was	calling,	too	far	to	catch	the	sharp	note	of	painful	appeal	in	his	voice.	And	he
was	 much	 taken	 up	 with	 the	 weather,	 for	 he	 too	 could	 smell	 something—
something	suspiciously	like	approaching	snow.
'Mole,	 we	 mustn't	 stop	 now,	 really!'	 he	 called	 back.	 'We'll	 come	 for	 it	 to-

morrow,	whatever	 it	 is	you've	 found.	But	 I	daren't	 stop	now—it's	 late,	 and	 the
snow's	 coming	 on	 again,	 and	 I'm	 not	 sure	 of	 the	way!	And	 I	want	 your	 nose,
Mole,	so	come	on	quick,	there's	a	good	fellow!'	And	the	Rat	pressed	forward	on
his	way	without	waiting	for	an	answer.



Poor	 Mole	 stood	 alone	 in	 the	 road,	 his	 heart	 torn	 asunder,	 and	 a	 big	 sob
gathering,	gathering,	somewhere	low	down	inside	him,	to	leap	up	to	the	surface
presently,	he	knew,	in	passionate	escape.	But	even	under	such	a	test	as	 this	his
loyalty	to	his	friend	stood	firm.	Never	for	a	moment	did	he	dream	of	abandoning
him.	Meanwhile,	the	wafts	from	his	old	home	pleaded,	whispered,	conjured,	and
finally	 claimed	 him	 imperiously.	He	 dared	 not	 tarry	 longer	within	 their	magic
circle.	With	a	wrench	that	tore	his	very	heartstrings	he	set	his	face	down	the	road
and	followed	submissively	in	the	track	of	the	Rat,	while	faint,	thin	little	smells,
still	dogging	his	retreating	nose,	reproached	him	for	his	new	friendship	and	his
callous	forgetfulness.
With	 an	 effort	 he	 caught	 up	 to	 the	 unsuspecting	Rat,	who	 began	 chattering

cheerfully	about	what	they	would	do	when	they	got	back,	and	how	jolly	a	fire	of
logs	in	the	parlour	would	be,	and	what	a	supper	he	meant	to	eat;	never	noticing
his	 companion's	 silence	 and	 distressful	 state	 of	 mind.	 At	 last,	 however,	 when
they	 had	 gone	 some	 considerable	 way	 further,	 and	 were	 passing	 some	 tree-
stumps	at	the	edge	of	a	copse	that	bordered	the	road,	he	stopped	and	said	kindly,
'Look	here,	Mole	old	chap,	you	seem	dead	 tired.	No	 talk	 left	 in	you,	and	your
feet	dragging	like	lead.	We'll	sit	down	here	for	a	minute	and	rest.	The	snow	has
held	off	so	far,	and	the	best	part	of	our	journey	is	over.'
The	Mole	subsided	forlornly	on	a	tree-stump	and	tried	to	control	himself,	for

he	felt	it	surely	coming.	The	sob	he	had	fought	with	so	long	refused	to	be	beaten.
Up	and	up,	it	forced	its	way	to	the	air,	and	then	another,	and	another,	and	others
thick	and	 fast;	 till	poor	Mole	at	 last	gave	up	 the	struggle,	and	cried	 freely	and
helplessly	and	openly,	now	that	he	knew	it	was	all	over	and	he	had	lost	what	he
could	hardly	be	said	to	have	found.
The	Rat,	astonished	and	dismayed	at	the	violence	of	Mole's	paroxysm	of	grief,

did	 not	 dare	 to	 speak	 for	 a	 while.	 At	 last	 he	 said,	 very	 quietly	 and
sympathetically,	 'What	 is	 it,	 old	 fellow?	Whatever	 can	 be	 the	matter?	 Tell	 us
your	trouble,	and	let	me	see	what	I	can	do.'
Poor	Mole	found	it	difficult	to	get	any	words	out	between	the	upheavals	of	his

chest	 that	 followed	 one	 upon	 another	 so	 quickly	 and	 held	 back	 speech	 and
choked	it	as	it	came.	'I	know	it's	a—shabby,	dingy	little	place,'	he	sobbed	forth	at
last,	 brokenly:	 'not	 like—your	 cosy	 quarters—or	 Toad's	 beautiful	 hall—or
Badger's	great	house—but	it	was	my	own	little	home—and	I	was	fond	of	it—and
I	went	away	and	forgot	all	about	it—and	then	I	smelt	it	suddenly—on	the	road,
when	 I	 called	 and	 you	wouldn't	 listen,	Rat—and	 everything	 came	 back	 to	me
with	a	rush—and	I	WANTED	it!—O	dear,	O	dear!—and	when	you	WOULDN'T
turn	back,	Ratty—and	I	had	to	leave	it,	though	I	was	smelling	it	all	the	time—I
thought	my	heart	would	break.—We	might	have	just	gone	and	had	one	look	at	it,



Ratty—only	one	look—it	was	close	by—but	you	wouldn't	turn	back,	Ratty,	you
wouldn't	turn	back!	O	dear,	O	dear!'
Recollection	brought	fresh	waves	of	sorrow,	and	sobs	again	took	full	charge	of

him,	preventing	further	speech.
The	 Rat	 stared	 straight	 in	 front	 of	 him,	 saying	 nothing,	 only	 patting	Mole

gently	on	the	shoulder.	After	a	time	he	muttered	gloomily,	'I	see	it	all	now!	What
a	PIG	I	have	been!	A	pig—that's	me!	Just	a	pig—a	plain	pig!'
He	waited	till	Mole's	sobs	became	gradually	less	stormy	and	more	rhythmical;

he	waited	till	at	last	sniffs	were	frequent	and	sobs	only	intermittent.	Then	he	rose
from	his	seat,	and,	remarking	carelessly,	'Well,	now	we'd	really	better	be	getting
on,	old	chap!'	set	off	up	the	road	again,	over	the	toilsome	way	they	had	come.
'Wherever	are	you	(hic)	going	to	(hic),	Ratty?'	cried	the	tearful	Mole,	looking

up	in	alarm.
'We're	going	to	find	that	home	of	yours,	old	fellow,'	replied	the	Rat	pleasantly;

'so	you	had	better	come	along,	for	it	will	take	some	finding,	and	we	shall	want
your	nose.'
'Oh,	come	back,	Ratty,	do!'	cried	the	Mole,	getting	up	and	hurrying	after	him.

'It's	no	good,	I	tell	you!	It's	too	late,	and	too	dark,	and	the	place	is	too	far	off,	and
the	snow's	coming!	And—and	I	never	meant	to	let	you	know	I	was	feeling	that
way	about	 it—it	was	 all	 an	 accident	 and	a	mistake!	And	 think	of	River	Bank,
and	your	supper!'
'Hang	River	Bank,	and	supper	too!'	said	the	Rat	heartily.	'I	tell	you,	I'm	going

to	find	this	place	now,	if	I	stay	out	all	night.	So	cheer	up,	old	chap,	and	take	my
arm,	and	we'll	very	soon	be	back	there	again.'
Still	 snuffling,	 pleading,	 and	 reluctant,	Mole	 suffered	 himself	 to	 be	 dragged

back	along	the	road	by	his	imperious	companion,	who	by	a	flow	of	cheerful	talk
and	anecdote	endeavoured	 to	beguile	his	spirits	back	and	make	 the	weary	way
seem	shorter.	When	at	 last	 it	 seemed	 to	 the	Rat	 that	 they	must	be	nearing	 that
part	 of	 the	 road	 where	 the	Mole	 had	 been	 'held	 up,'	 he	 said,	 'Now,	 no	 more
talking.	Business!	Use	your	nose,	and	give	your	mind	to	it.'
They	moved	 on	 in	 silence	 for	 some	 little	way,	when	 suddenly	 the	 Rat	was

conscious,	 through	his	arm	that	was	 linked	in	Mole's,	of	a	faint	sort	of	electric
thrill	that	was	passing	down	that	animal's	body.	Instantly	he	disengaged	himself,
fell	back	a	pace,	and	waited,	all	attention.
The	signals	were	coming	through!
Mole	stood	a	moment	rigid,	while	his	uplifted	nose,	quivering	slightly,	felt	the

air.
Then	 a	 short,	 quick	 run	 forward—a	 fault—a	 check—a	 try	 back;	 and	 then	 a

slow,	steady,	confident	advance.



The	Rat,	much	excited,	kept	close	to	his	heels	as	the	Mole,	with	something	of
the	 air	 of	 a	 sleep-walker,	 crossed	 a	dry	ditch,	 scrambled	 through	 a	hedge,	 and
nosed	his	way	over	a	field	open	and	trackless	and	bare	in	the	faint	starlight.
Suddenly,	without	giving	warning,	he	dived;	but	the	Rat	was	on	the	alert,	and

promptly	followed	him	down	the	tunnel	to	which	his	unerring	nose	had	faithfully
led	him.
It	was	close	and	airless,	and	the	earthy	smell	was	strong,	and	it	seemed	a	long

time	to	Rat	ere	the	passage	ended	and	he	could	stand	erect	and	stretch	and	shake
himself.	The	Mole	 struck	a	match,	 and	by	 its	 light	 the	Rat	 saw	 that	 they	were
standing	 in	 an	 open	 space,	 neatly	 swept	 and	 sanded	 underfoot,	 and	 directly
facing	 them	 was	 Mole's	 little	 front	 door,	 with	 'Mole	 End'	 painted,	 in	 Gothic
lettering,	over	the	bell-pull	at	the	side.
Mole	reached	down	a	 lantern	from	a	nail	on	 the	wail	and	 lit	 it,	and	 the	Rat,

looking	 round	 him,	 saw	 that	 they	 were	 in	 a	 sort	 of	 fore-court.	 A	 garden-seat
stood	on	one	side	of	the	door,	and	on	the	other	a	roller;	for	the	Mole,	who	was	a
tidy	animal	when	at	home,	could	not	stand	having	his	ground	kicked	up	by	other
animals	into	little	runs	that	ended	in	earth-heaps.	On	the	walls	hung	wire	baskets
with	 ferns	 in	 them,	 alternating	 with	 brackets	 carrying	 plaster	 statuary—
Garibaldi,	 and	 the	 infant	 Samuel,	 and	 Queen	 Victoria,	 and	 other	 heroes	 of
modern	Italy.	Down	on	one	side	of	the	forecourt	ran	a	skittle-alley,	with	benches
along	it	and	little	wooden	tables	marked	with	rings	that	hinted	at	beer-mugs.	In
the	middle	was	 a	 small	 round	 pond	 containing	 gold-fish	 and	 surrounded	 by	 a
cockle-shell	border.	Out	of	the	centre	of	the	pond	rose	a	fanciful	erection	clothed
in	 more	 cockle-shells	 and	 topped	 by	 a	 large	 silvered	 glass	 ball	 that	 reflected
everything	all	wrong	and	had	a	very	pleasing	effect.
Mole's	 face-beamed	 at	 the	 sight	 of	 all	 these	 objects	 so	 dear	 to	 him,	 and	 he

hurried	Rat	through	the	door,	lit	a	lamp	in	the	hall,	and	took	one	glance	round	his
old	home.	He	saw	the	dust	lying	thick	on	everything,	saw	the	cheerless,	deserted
look	of	 the	 long-neglected	house,	and	 its	narrow,	meagre	dimensions,	 its	worn
and	shabby	contents—and	collapsed	again	on	a	hall-chair,	his	nose	to	his	paws.
'O	Ratty!'	he	cried	dismally,	 'why	ever	did	I	do	it?	Why	did	I	bring	you	to	this
poor,	cold	little	place,	on	a	night	 like	this,	when	you	might	have	been	at	River
Bank	 by	 this	 time,	 toasting	 your	 toes	 before	 a	 blazing	 fire,	with	 all	 your	 own
nice	things	about	you!'
The	Rat	paid	no	heed	to	his	doleful	self-reproaches.	He	was	running	here	and

there,	 opening	doors,	 inspecting	 rooms	 and	 cupboards,	 and	 lighting	 lamps	 and
candles	and	sticking	them,	up	everywhere.	'What	a	capital	little	house	this	is!'	he
called	 out	 cheerily.	 'So	 compact!	 So	 well	 planned!	 Everything	 here	 and
everything	in	its	place!	We'll	make	a	jolly	night	of	it.	The	first	thing	we	want	is	a



good	 fire;	 I'll	 see	 to	 that—I	 always	 know	where	 to	 find	 things.	 So	 this	 is	 the
parlour?	 Splendid!	 Your	 own	 idea,	 those	 little	 sleeping-bunks	 in	 the	 wall?
Capital!	Now,	 I'll	 fetch	 the	wood	 and	 the	 coals,	 and	you	get	 a	 duster,	Mole—
you'll	find	one	in	the	drawer	of	the	kitchen	table—and	try	and	smarten	things	up
a	bit.	Bustle	about,	old	chap!'
Encouraged	by	his	inspiriting	companion,	the	Mole	roused	himself	and	dusted

and	polished	with	energy	and	heartiness,	while	the	Rat,	running	to	and	fro	with
armfuls	of	fuel,	soon	had	a	cheerful	blaze	roaring	up	the	chimney.	He	hailed	the
Mole	to	come	and	warm	himself;	but	Mole	promptly	had	another	fit	of	the	blues,
dropping	 down	 on	 a	 couch	 in	 dark	 despair	 and	 burying	 his	 face	 in	 his	 duster.
'Rat,'	he	moaned,	'how	about	your	supper,	you	poor,	cold,	hungry,	weary	animal?
I've	nothing	to	give	you—nothing—not	a	crumb!'
'What	a	 fellow	you	are	 for	giving	 in!'	 said	 the	Rat	 reproachfully.	 'Why,	only

just	 now	 I	 saw	 a	 sardine-opener	 on	 the	 kitchen	 dresser,	 quite	 distinctly;	 and
everybody	 knows	 that	 means	 there	 are	 sardines	 about	 somewhere	 in	 the
neighbourhood.	Rouse	yourself!	 pull	 yourself	 together,	 and	 come	with	me	and
forage.'
They	 went	 and	 foraged	 accordingly,	 hunting	 through	 every	 cupboard	 and

turning	out	every	drawer.	The	result	was	not	so	very	depressing	after	all,	though
of	course	it	might	have	been	better;	a	tin	of	sardines—a	box	of	captain's	biscuits,
nearly	full—and	a	German	sausage	encased	in	silver	paper.
'There's	a	banquet	for	you!'	observed	the	Rat,	as	he	arranged	the	table.	'I	know

some	animals	who	would	give	their	ears	to	be	sitting	down	to	supper	with	us	to-
night!'
'No	bread!'	groaned	the	Mole	dolorously;	'no	butter,	no——'
'No	pate	de	foie	gras,	no	champagne!'	continued	the	Rat,	grinning.	 'And	that

reminds	me—what's	 that	 little	 door	 at	 the	 end	 of	 the	 passage?	Your	 cellar,	 of
course!	Every	luxury	in	this	house!	Just	you	wait	a	minute.'
He	made	for	the	cellar-door,	and	presently	reappeared,	somewhat	dusty,	with	a

bottle	of	beer	 in	 each	paw	and	another	under	 each	arm,	 'Self-indulgent	beggar
you	 seem	 to	be,	Mole,'	 he	observed.	 'Deny	yourself	nothing.	This	 is	 really	 the
jolliest	 little	place	 I	ever	was	 in.	Now,	wherever	did	you	pick	up	 those	prints?
Make	 the	 place	 look	 so	 home-like,	 they	 do.	 No	 wonder	 you're	 so	 fond	 of	 it,
Mole.	Tell	us	all	about	it,	and	how	you	came	to	make	it	what	it	is.'
Then,	while	the	Rat	busied	himself	fetching	plates,	and	knives	and	forks,	and

mustard	which	he	mixed	in	an	egg-cup,	the	Mole,	his	bosom	still	heaving	with
the	stress	of	his	recent	emotion,	related—somewhat	shyly	at	first,	but	with	more
freedom	as	he	warmed	to	his	subject—how	this	was	planned,	and	how	that	was
thought	out,	and	how	this	was	got	through	a	windfall	from	an	aunt,	and	that	was



a	wonderful	find	and	a	bargain,	and	this	other	thing	was	bought	out	of	laborious
savings	and	a	certain	amount	of	'going	without.'	His	spirits	finally	quite	restored,
he	must	needs	go	and	caress	his	possessions,	and	take	a	lamp	and	show	off	their
points	to	his	visitor	and	expatiate	on	them,	quite	forgetful	of	the	supper	they	both
so	 much	 needed;	 Rat,	 who	 was	 desperately	 hungry	 but	 strove	 to	 conceal	 it,
nodding	seriously,	examining	with	a	puckered	brow,	and	saying,	'wonderful,'	and
'most	 remarkable,'	 at	 intervals,	when	 the	 chance	 for	 an	 observation	was	 given
him.
At	 last	 the	 Rat	 succeeded	 in	 decoying	 him	 to	 the	 table,	 and	 had	 just	 got

seriously	 to	 work	 with	 the	 sardine-opener	 when	 sounds	 were	 heard	 from	 the
fore-court	without—sounds	 like	 the	 scuffling	of	 small	 feet	 in	 the	gravel	 and	 a
confused	murmur	of	 tiny	voices,	while	broken	sentences	 reached	 them—'Now,
all	 in	 a	 line—hold	 the	 lantern	 up	 a	 bit,	 Tommy—clear	 your	 throats	 first—no
coughing	after	I	say	one,	two,	three.—Where's	young	Bill?—Here,	come	on,	do,
we're	all	a-waiting——'
'What's	up?'	inquired	the	Rat,	pausing	in	his	labours.
'I	think	it	must	be	the	field-mice,'	replied	the	Mole,	with	a	touch	of	pride	in	his

manner.	 'They	go	round	carol-singing	regularly	at	this	time	of	the	year.	They're
quite	an	institution	in	these	parts.	And	they	never	pass	me	over—they	come	to
Mole	 End	 last	 of	 all;	 and	 I	 used	 to	 give	 them	 hot	 drinks,	 and	 supper	 too
sometimes,	when	I	could	afford	it.	It	will	be	like	old	times	to	hear	them	again.'
'Let's	have	a	look	at	them!'	cried	the	Rat,	jumping	up	and	running	to	the	door.
It	was	a	pretty	sight,	and	a	seasonable	one,	that	met	their	eyes	when	they	flung

the	door	open.	In	the	fore-court,	lit	by	the	dim	rays	of	a	horn	lantern,	some	eight
or	 ten	 little	fieldmice	stood	in	a	semicircle,	 red	worsted	comforters	round	their
throats,	 their	 fore-paws	 thrust	 deep	 into	 their	 pockets,	 their	 feet	 jigging	 for
warmth.	With	bright	beady	eyes	 they	glanced	shyly	at	each	other,	sniggering	a
little,	sniffing	and	applying	coat-sleeves	a	good	deal.	As	the	door	opened,	one	of
the	 elder	 ones	 that	 carried	 the	 lantern	 was	 just	 saying,	 'Now	 then,	 one,	 two,
three!'	and	forthwith	their	shrill	little	voices	uprose	on	the	air,	singing	one	of	the
old-time	 carols	 that	 their	 forefathers	 composed	 in	 fields	 that	 were	 fallow	 and
held	by	frost,	or	when	snow-bound	in	chimney	corners,	and	handed	down	to	be
sung	in	the	miry	street	to	lamp-lit	windows	at	Yule-time.

CAROL

Villagers	all,	this	frosty	tide,
Let	your	doors	swing	open	wide,
Though	wind	may	follow,	and	snow	beside,



		Yet	draw	us	in	by	your	fire	to	bide;
				Joy	shall	be	yours	in	the	morning!

Here	we	stand	in	the	cold	and	the	sleet,
Blowing	fingers	and	stamping	feet,
Come	from	far	away	you	to	greet—
		You	by	the	fire	and	we	in	the	street—
				Bidding	you	joy	in	the	morning!

For	ere	one	half	of	the	night	was	gone,
Sudden	a	star	has	led	us	on,
Raining	bliss	and	benison—
		Bliss	to-morrow	and	more	anon,
				Joy	for	every	morning!

Goodman	Joseph	toiled	through	the	snow—
Saw	the	star	o'er	a	stable	low;
Mary	she	might	not	further	go—
		Welcome	thatch,	and	litter	below!
				Joy	was	hers	in	the	morning!

And	then	they	heard	the	angels	tell
'Who	were	the	first	to	cry	NOWELL?
Animals	all,	as	it	befell,
		In	the	stable	where	they	did	dwell!
				Joy	shall	be	theirs	in	the	morning!'

The	 voices	 ceased,	 the	 singers,	 bashful	 but	 smiling,	 exchanged	 sidelong
glances,	 and	 silence	 succeeded—but	 for	 a	moment	 only.	Then,	 from	up	 above
and	far	away,	down	the	tunnel	they	had	so	lately	travelled	was	borne	to	their	ears
in	a	faint	musical	hum	the	sound	of	distant	bells	ringing	a	joyful	and	clangorous
peal.
'Very	well	sung,	boys!'	cried	the	Rat	heartily.	'And	now	come	along	in,	all	of

you,	and	warm	yourselves	by	the	fire,	and	have	something	hot!'
'Yes,	 come	 along,	 field-mice,'	 cried	 the	Mole	 eagerly.	 'This	 is	 quite	 like	 old

times!	Shut	the	door	after	you.	Pull	up	that	settle	to	the	fire.	Now,	you	just	wait	a
minute,	while	we—O,	Ratty!'	he	cried	in	despair,	plumping	down	on	a	seat,	with
tears	impending.	'Whatever	are	we	doing?	We've	nothing	to	give	them!'
'You	leave	all	that	to	me,'	said	the	masterful	Rat.	'Here,	you	with	the	lantern!



Come	over	 this	way.	 I	want	 to	 talk	 to	 you.	Now,	 tell	me,	 are	 there	 any	 shops
open	at	this	hour	of	the	night?'
'Why,	certainly,	 sir,'	 replied	 the	 field-mouse	 respectfully.	 'At	 this	 time	of	 the

year	our	shops	keep	open	to	all	sorts	of	hours.'
'Then	look	here!'	said	the	Rat.	'You	go	off	at	once,	you	and	your	lantern,	and

you	get	me——'
Here	much	muttered	conversation	ensued,	and	the	Mole	only	heard	bits	of	it,

such	as—'Fresh,	mind!—no,	a	pound	of	that	will	do—see	you	get	Buggins's,	for
I	 won't	 have	 any	 other—no,	 only	 the	 best—if	 you	 can't	 get	 it	 there,	 try
somewhere	else—yes,	of	course,	home-made,	no	tinned	stuff—well	then,	do	the
best	you	can!'	Finally,	 there	was	a	chink	of	coin	passing	from	paw	to	paw,	 the
field-mouse	was	 provided	with	 an	 ample	 basket	 for	 his	 purchases,	 and	 off	 he
hurried,	he	and	his	lantern.
The	 rest	 of	 the	 field-mice,	 perched	 in	 a	 row	 on	 the	 settle,	 their	 small	 legs

swinging,	 gave	 themselves	 up	 to	 enjoyment	 of	 the	 fire,	 and	 toasted	 their
chilblains	 till	 they	 tingled;	 while	 the	 Mole,	 failing	 to	 draw	 them	 into	 easy
conversation,	 plunged	 into	 family	 history	 and	 made	 each	 of	 them	 recite	 the
names	of	his	numerous	brothers,	who	were	too	young,	it	appeared,	to	be	allowed
to	go	out	 a-carolling	 this	year,	but	 looked	 forward	very	 shortly	 to	winning	 the
parental	consent.
The	Rat,	meanwhile,	was	busy	examining	the	label	on	one	of	the	beer-bottles.

'I	perceive	this	to	be	Old	Burton,'	he	remarked	approvingly.	 'SENSIBLE	Mole!
The	very	 thing!	Now	we	shall	be	able	 to	mull	 some	ale!	Get	 the	 things	 ready,
Mole,	while	I	draw	the	corks.'
It	did	not	take	long	to	prepare	the	brew	and	thrust	the	tin	heater	well	into	the

red	heart	of	the	fire;	and	soon	every	field-mouse	was	sipping	and	coughing	and
choking	 (for	 a	 little	 mulled	 ale	 goes	 a	 long	 way)	 and	 wiping	 his	 eyes	 and
laughing	and	forgetting	he	had	ever	been	cold	in	all	his	life.
'They	act	plays	too,	these	fellows,'	the	Mole	explained	to	the	Rat.	'Make	them

up	 all	 by	 themselves,	 and	 act	 them	 afterwards.	And	 very	well	 they	 do	 it,	 too!
They	gave	us	a	capital	one	 last	year,	about	a	 field-mouse	who	was	captured	at
sea	by	a	Barbary	corsair,	and	made	to	row	in	a	galley;	and	when	he	escaped	and
got	home	again,	his	lady-love	had	gone	into	a	convent.	Here,	YOU!	You	were	in
it,	I	remember.	Get	up	and	recite	a	bit.'
The	field-mouse	addressed	got	up	on	his	legs,	giggled	shyly,	looked	round	the

room,	and	remained	absolutely	tongue-tied.	His	comrades	cheered	him	on,	Mole
coaxed	 and	 encouraged	 him,	 and	 the	 Rat	 went	 so	 far	 as	 to	 take	 him	 by	 the
shoulders	 and	 shake	 him;	 but	 nothing	 could	 overcome	 his	 stage-fright.	 They
were	 all	 busily	 engaged	 on	 him	 like	 watermen	 applying	 the	 Royal	 Humane



Society's	 regulations	 to	a	case	of	 long	submersion,	when	 the	 latch	clicked,	 the
door	opened,	and	the	field-mouse	with	the	lantern	reappeared,	staggering	under
the	weight	of	his	basket.
There	was	no	more	talk	of	play-acting	once	the	very	real	and	solid	contents	of

the	 basket	 had	 been	 tumbled	 out	 on	 the	 table.	 Under	 the	 generalship	 of	 Rat,
everybody	was	set	to	do	something	or	to	fetch	something.	In	a	very	few	minutes
supper	was	ready,	and	Mole,	as	he	took	the	head	of	the	table	in	a	sort	of	a	dream,
saw	a	lately	barren	board	set	thick	with	savoury	comforts;	saw	his	little	friends'
faces	brighten	and	beam	as	they	fell	to	without	delay;	and	then	let	himself	loose
—for	 he	 was	 famished	 indeed—on	 the	 provender	 so	 magically	 provided,
thinking	what	a	happy	home-coming	this	had	turned	out,	after	all.	As	they	ate,
they	talked	of	old	times,	and	the	field-mice	gave	him	the	local	gossip	up	to	date,
and	answered	as	well	as	 they	could	 the	hundred	questions	he	had	 to	ask	 them.
The	 Rat	 said	 little	 or	 nothing,	 only	 taking	 care	 that	 each	 guest	 had	 what	 he
wanted,	and	plenty	of	it,	and	that	Mole	had	no	trouble	or	anxiety	about	anything.
They	clattered	off	at	 last,	very	grateful	and	showering	wishes	of	 the	season,

with	 their	 jacket	pockets	stuffed	with	remembrances	for	 the	small	brothers	and
sisters	at	home.	When	the	door	had	closed	on	the	last	of	them	and	the	chink	of
the	lanterns	had	died	away,	Mole	and	Rat	kicked	the	fire	up,	drew	their	chairs	in,
brewed	themselves	a	last	nightcap	of	mulled	ale,	and	discussed	the	events	of	the
long	 day.	At	 last	 the	Rat,	with	 a	 tremendous	 yawn,	 said,	 'Mole,	 old	 chap,	 I'm
ready	to	drop.	Sleepy	is	simply	not	the	word.	That	your	own	bunk	over	on	that
side?	Very	well,	then,	I'll	take	this.	What	a	ripping	little	house	this	is!	Everything
so	handy!'
He	 clambered	 into	 his	 bunk	 and	 rolled	 himself	well	 up	 in	 the	 blankets,	 and

slumber	gathered	him	forthwith,	as	a	swathe	of	barley	is	folded	into	the	arms	of
the	reaping	machine.
The	weary	Mole	also	was	glad	to	turn	in	without	delay,	and	soon	had	his	head

on	 his	 pillow,	 in	 great	 joy	 and	 contentment.	But	 ere	 he	 closed	 his	 eyes	 he	 let
them	wander	round	his	old	room,	mellow	in	the	glow	of	the	firelight	that	played
or	 rested	on	 familiar	 and	 friendly	 things	which	had	 long	been	unconsciously	a
part	of	him,	and	now	smilingly	received	him	back,	without	rancour.	He	was	now
in	just	the	frame	of	mind	that	the	tactful	Rat	had	quietly	worked	to	bring	about	in
him.	He	saw	clearly	how	plain	and	simple—how	narrow,	even—it	all	was;	but
clearly,	 too,	how	much	it	all	meant	 to	him,	and	the	special	value	of	some	such
anchorage	in	one's	existence.	He	did	not	at	all	want	to	abandon	the	new	life	and
its	splendid	spaces,	to	turn	his	back	on	sun	and	air	and	all	they	offered	him	and
creep	home	and	stay	there;	 the	upper	world	was	all	 too	strong,	 it	called	to	him
still,	even	down	there,	and	he	knew	he	must	return	to	the	larger	stage.	But	it	was



good	 to	 think	 he	 had	 this	 to	 come	 back	 to;	 this	 place	which	was	 all	 his	 own,
these	things	which	were	so	glad	to	see	him	again	and	could	always	be	counted
upon	for	the	same	simple	welcome.



Chapter		6
MR.	TOAD
It	was	a	bright	morning	 in	 the	early	part	of	 summer;	 the	 river	had	 resumed	 its
wonted	 banks	 and	 its	 accustomed	 pace,	 and	 a	 hot	 sun	 seemed	 to	 be	 pulling
everything	green	and	bushy	and	spiky	up	out	of	the	earth	towards	him,	as	if	by
strings.	 The	Mole	 and	 the	Water	 Rat	 had	 been	 up	 since	 dawn,	 very	 busy	 on
matters	connected	with	boats	and	the	opening	of	the	boating	season;	painting	and
varnishing,	 mending	 paddles,	 repairing	 cushions,	 hunting	 for	 missing	 boat-
hooks,	and	so	on;	and	were	finishing	breakfast	in	their	little	parlour	and	eagerly
discussing	their	plans	for	the	day,	when	a	heavy	knock	sounded	at	the	door.
'Bother!'	 said	 the	Rat,	 all	 over	 egg.	 'See	who	 it	 is,	Mole,	 like	 a	 good	 chap,

since	you've	finished.'
The	Mole	went	 to	attend	the	summons,	and	the	Rat	heard	him	utter	a	cry	of

surprise.	 Then	 he	 flung	 the	 parlour	 door	 open,	 and	 announced	 with	 much
importance,	'Mr.	Badger!'
This	was	a	wonderful	thing,	indeed,	that	the	Badger	should	pay	a	formal	call

on	 them,	or	 indeed	on	anybody.	He	generally	had	 to	be	 caught,	 if	 you	wanted
him	badly,	as	he	slipped	quietly	along	a	hedgerow	of	an	early	morning	or	a	late
evening,	or	else	hunted	up	in	his	own	house	in	the	middle	of	the	Wood,	which
was	a	serious	undertaking.
The	Badger	strode	heavily	into	the	room,	and	stood	looking	at	the	two	animals

with	 an	 expression	 full	 of	 seriousness.	 The	 Rat	 let	 his	 egg-spoon	 fall	 on	 the
table-cloth,	and	sat	open-mouthed.
'The	hour	has	come!'	said	the	Badger	at	last	with	great	solemnity.
'What	hour?'	asked	the	Rat	uneasily,	glancing	at	the	clock	on	the	mantelpiece.
'WHOSE	hour,	you	should	rather	say,'	replied	the	Badger.	'Why,	Toad's	hour!

The	hour	of	Toad!	I	said	I	would	take	him	in	hand	as	soon	as	the	winter	was	well
over,	and	I'm	going	to	take	him	in	hand	to-day!'
'Toad's	hour,	of	course!'	cried	the	Mole	delightedly.	'Hooray!	I	remember	now!

WE'LL	teach	him	to	be	a	sensible	Toad!'
'This	very	morning,'	continued	the	Badger,	taking	an	arm-chair,	'as	I	learnt	last

night	from	a	trustworthy	source,	another	new	and	exceptionally	powerful	motor-
car	will	arrive	at	Toad	Hall	on	approval	or	return.	At	this	very	moment,	perhaps,



Toad	is	busy	arraying	himself	in	those	singularly	hideous	habiliments	so	dear	to
him,	 which	 transform	 him	 from	 a	 (comparatively)	 good-looking	 Toad	 into	 an
Object	 which	 throws	 any	 decent-minded	 animal	 that	 comes	 across	 it	 into	 a
violent	 fit.	We	must	 be	 up	 and	 doing,	 ere	 it	 is	 too	 late.	You	 two	 animals	will
accompany	 me	 instantly	 to	 Toad	 Hall,	 and	 the	 work	 of	 rescue	 shall	 be
accomplished.'
'Right	 you	 are!'	 cried	 the	 Rat,	 starting	 up.	 'We'll	 rescue	 the	 poor	 unhappy

animal!	We'll	convert	him!	He'll	be	the	most	converted	Toad	that	ever	was	before
we've	done	with	him!'
They	set	off	up	the	road	on	their	mission	of	mercy,	Badger	 leading	the	way.

Animals	when	in	company	walk	in	a	proper	and	sensible	manner,	in	single	file,
instead	of	sprawling	all	across	 the	road	and	being	of	no	use	or	support	 to	each
other	in	case	of	sudden	trouble	or	danger.
They	 reached	 the	 carriage-drive	 of	 Toad	 Hall	 to	 find,	 as	 the	 Badger	 had

anticipated,	 a	 shiny	 new	motor-car,	 of	 great	 size,	 painted	 a	 bright	 red	 (Toad's
favourite	colour),	standing	in	front	of	the	house.	As	they	neared	the	door	it	was
flung	 open,	 and	 Mr.	 Toad,	 arrayed	 in	 goggles,	 cap,	 gaiters,	 and	 enormous
overcoat,	came	swaggering	down	the	steps,	drawing	on	his	gauntleted	gloves.
'Hullo!	come	on,	you	fellows!'	he	cried	cheerfully	on	catching	sight	of	them.

'You're	just	in	time	to	come	with	me	for	a	jolly—to	come	for	a	jolly—for	a—er
—jolly——'
His	 hearty	 accents	 faltered	 and	 fell	 away	 as	 he	 noticed	 the	 stern	 unbending

look	 on	 the	 countenances	 of	 his	 silent	 friends,	 and	 his	 invitation	 remained
unfinished.
The	 Badger	 strode	 up	 the	 steps.	 'Take	 him	 inside,'	 he	 said	 sternly	 to	 his

companions.	 Then,	 as	 Toad	 was	 hustled	 through	 the	 door,	 struggling	 and
protesting,	he	turned	to	the	chauffeur	in	charge	of	the	new	motor-car.
'I'm	 afraid	 you	won't	 be	wanted	 to-day,'	 he	 said.	 'Mr.	 Toad	 has	 changed	 his

mind.	He	will	not	require	the	car.	Please	understand	that	this	is	final.	You	needn't
wait.'	Then	he	followed	the	others	inside	and	shut	the	door.
'Now	then!'	he	said	to	the	Toad,	when	the	four	of	them	stood	together	in	the

Hall,	'first	of	all,	take	those	ridiculous	things	off!'
'Shan't!'	 replied	 Toad,	 with	 great	 spirit.	 'What	 is	 the	 meaning	 of	 this	 gross

outrage?	I	demand	an	instant	explanation.'
'Take	them	off	him,	then,	you	two,'	ordered	the	Badger	briefly.
They	had	to	lay	Toad	out	on	the	floor,	kicking	and	calling	all	sorts	of	names,

before	they	could	get	to	work	properly.	Then	the	Rat	sat	on	him,	and	the	Mole
got	his	motor-clothes	off	him	bit	by	bit,	and	they	stood	him	up	on	his	legs	again.
A	good	deal	of	his	blustering	spirit	seemed	to	have	evaporated	with	the	removal



of	his	fine	panoply.	Now	that	he	was	merely	Toad,	and	no	longer	the	Terror	of
the	Highway,	 he	giggled	 feebly	 and	 looked	 from	one	 to	 the	other	 appealingly,
seeming	quite	to	understand	the	situation.
'You	knew	it	must	come	to	 this,	sooner	or	 later,	Toad,'	 the	Badger	explained

severely.
You've	 disregarded	 all	 the	 warnings	 we've	 given	 you,	 you've	 gone	 on

squandering	the	money	your	father	left	you,	and	you're	getting	us	animals	a	bad
name	 in	 the	 district	 by	 your	 furious	 driving	 and	 your	 smashes	 and	 your	 rows
with	 the	police.	 Independence	 is	all	very	well,	but	we	animals	never	allow	our
friends	to	make	fools	of	themselves	beyond	a	certain	limit;	and	that	limit	you've
reached.	Now,	you're	a	good	fellow	in	many	respects,	and	I	don't	want	to	be	too
hard	on	you.	 I'll	make	one	more	 effort	 to	 bring	you	 to	 reason.	You	will	 come
with	 me	 into	 the	 smoking-room,	 and	 there	 you	 will	 hear	 some	 facts	 about
yourself;	and	we'll	 see	whether	you	come	out	of	 that	 room	the	same	Toad	 that
you	went	in.'
He	took	Toad	firmly	by	the	arm,	led	him	into	the	smoking-room,	and	closed

the	door	behind	them.
'THAT'S	no	good!'	said	 the	Rat	contemptuously.	 'TALKING	to	Toad'll	never

cure	him.	He'll	SAY	anything.'
They	 made	 themselves	 comfortable	 in	 armchairs	 and	 waited	 patiently.

Through	 the	closed	door	 they	could	 just	hear	 the	 long	continuous	drone	of	 the
Badger's	voice,	rising	and	falling	in	waves	of	oratory;	and	presently	they	noticed
that	 the	 sermon	 began	 to	 be	 punctuated	 at	 intervals	 by	 long-drawn	 sobs,
evidently	 proceeding	 from	 the	 bosom	 of	 Toad,	 who	 was	 a	 soft-hearted	 and
affectionate	 fellow,	very	easily	converted—for	 the	 time	being—to	any	point	of
view.
After	 some	 three-quarters	 of	 an	 hour	 the	 door	 opened,	 and	 the	 Badger

reappeared,	solemnly	leading	by	the	paw	a	very	limp	and	dejected	Toad.	His	skin
hung	baggily	about	him,	his	legs	wobbled,	and	his	cheeks	were	furrowed	by	the
tears	so	plentifully	called	forth	by	the	Badger's	moving	discourse.
'Sit	down	there,	Toad,'	said	the	Badger	kindly,	pointing	to	a	chair.	'My	friends,'

he	went	on,	'I	am	pleased	to	inform	you	that	Toad	has	at	last	seen	the	error	of	his
ways.	 He	 is	 truly	 sorry	 for	 his	 misguided	 conduct	 in	 the	 past,	 and	 he	 has
undertaken	 to	 give	 up	 motor-cars	 entirely	 and	 for	 ever.	 I	 have	 his	 solemn
promise	to	that	effect.'
'That	is	very	good	news,'	said	the	Mole	gravely.
'Very	good	news	indeed,'	observed	the	Rat	dubiously,	'if	only—IF	only——'
He	was	looking	very	hard	at	Toad	as	he	said	this,	and	could	not	help	thinking

he	 perceived	 something	 vaguely	 resembling	 a	 twinkle	 in	 that	 animal's	 still



sorrowful	eye.
'There's	 only	 one	 thing	 more	 to	 be	 done,'	 continued	 the	 gratified	 Badger.

'Toad,	 I	want	you	solemnly	 to	 repeat,	before	your	 friends	here,	what	you	 fully
admitted	 to	 me	 in	 the	 smoking-room	 just	 now.	 First,	 you	 are	 sorry	 for	 what
you've	done,	and	you	see	the	folly	of	it	all?'
There	 was	 a	 long,	 long	 pause.	 Toad	 looked	 desperately	 this	 way	 and	 that,

while	the	other	animals	waited	in	grave	silence.	At	last	he	spoke.
'No!'	he	said,	a	little	sullenly,	but	stoutly;	'I'm	NOT	sorry.	And	it	wasn't	folly

at	all!	It	was	simply	glorious!'
'What?'	cried	the	Badger,	greatly	scandalised.	 'You	backsliding	animal,	didn't

you	tell	me	just	now,	in	there——'
'Oh,	 yes,	 yes,	 in	 THERE,'	 said	 Toad	 impatiently.	 'I'd	 have	 said	 anything	 in

THERE.	You're	 so	 eloquent,	 dear	Badger,	 and	 so	moving,	 and	 so	 convincing,
and	put	all	your	points	so	frightfully	well—you	can	do	what	you	like	with	me	in
THERE,	 and	 you	 know	 it.	But	 I've	 been	 searching	my	mind	 since,	 and	 going
over	things	in	it,	and	I	find	that	I'm	not	a	bit	sorry	or	repentant	really,	so	it's	no
earthly	good	saying	I	am;	now,	is	it?'
'Then	you	don't	promise,'	said	the	Badger,	'never	to	touch	a	motor-car	again?'
'Certainly	 not!'	 replied	 Toad	 emphatically.	 'On	 the	 contrary,	 I	 faithfully

promise	that	the	very	first	motor-car	I	see,	poop-poop!	off	I	go	in	it!'
'Told	you	so,	didn't	I?'	observed	the	Rat	to	the	Mole.
'Very	well,	 then,'	 said	 the	Badger	 firmly,	 rising	 to	his	 feet.	 'Since	you	won't

yield	to	persuasion,	we'll	try	what	force	can	do.	I	feared	it	would	come	to	this	all
along.	 You've	 often	 asked	 us	 three	 to	 come	 and	 stay	 with	 you,	 Toad,	 in	 this
handsome	house	of	yours;	well,	now	we're	going	to.	When	we've	converted	you
to	a	proper	point	of	view	we	may	quit,	but	not	before.	Take	him	upstairs,	you
two,	 and	 lock	 him	 up	 in	 his	 bedroom,	 while	 we	 arrange	 matters	 between
ourselves.'
'It's	 for	 your	 own	 good,	 Toady,	 you	 know,'	 said	 the	 Rat	 kindly,	 as	 Toad,

kicking	 and	 struggling,	 was	 hauled	 up	 the	 stairs	 by	 his	 two	 faithful	 friends.
'Think	what	fun	we	shall	all	have	together,	just	as	we	used	to,	when	you've	quite
got	over	this—this	painful	attack	of	yours!'
'We'll	 take	 great	 care	 of	 everything	 for	 you	 till	 you're	 well,	 Toad,'	 said	 the

Mole;	'and	we'll	see	your	money	isn't	wasted,	as	it	has	been.'
'No	more	of	those	regrettable	incidents	with	the	police,	Toad,'	said	the	Rat,	as

they	thrust	him	into	his	bedroom.
'And	no	more	weeks	in	hospital,	being	ordered	about	by	female	nurses,	Toad,'

added	the	Mole,	turning	the	key	on	him.
They	descended	 the	stair,	Toad	shouting	abuse	at	 them	through	 the	keyhole;



and	the	three	friends	then	met	in	conference	on	the	situation.
'It's	going	to	be	a	tedious	business,'	said	the	Badger,	sighing.	 'I've	never	seen

Toad	 so	 determined.	 However,	 we	 will	 see	 it	 out.	 He	 must	 never	 be	 left	 an
instant	unguarded.	We	shall	have	to	take	it	in	turns	to	be	with	him,	till	the	poison
has	worked	itself	out	of	his	system.'
They	arranged	watches	accordingly.	Each	animal	 took	 it	 in	 turns	 to	 sleep	 in

Toad's	room	at	night,	and	they	divided	the	day	up	between	them.	At	first	Toad
was	 undoubtedly	 very	 trying	 to	 his	 careful	 guardians.	 When	 his	 violent
paroxysms	possessed	him	he	would	arrange	bedroom	chairs	in	rude	resemblance
of	 a	 motor-car	 and	 would	 crouch	 on	 the	 foremost	 of	 them,	 bent	 forward	 and
staring	 fixedly	 ahead,	making	 uncouth	 and	 ghastly	 noises,	 till	 the	 climax	was
reached,	when,	turning	a	complete	somersault,	he	would	lie	prostrate	amidst	the
ruins	 of	 the	 chairs,	 apparently	 completely	 satisfied	 for	 the	 moment.	 As	 time
passed,	 however,	 these	 painful	 seizures	 grew	 gradually	 less	 frequent,	 and	 his
friends	 strove	 to	 divert	 his	mind	 into	 fresh	 channels.	 But	 his	 interest	 in	 other
matters	did	not	seem	to	revive,	and	he	grew	apparently	languid	and	depressed.
One	fine	morning	the	Rat,	whose	turn	 it	was	 to	go	on	duty,	went	upstairs	 to

relieve	Badger,	whom	he	found	fidgeting	to	be	off	and	stretch	his	legs	in	a	long
ramble	round	his	wood	and	down	his	earths	and	burrows.	'Toad's	still	in	bed,'	he
told	the	Rat,	outside	the	door.	'Can't	get	much	out	of	him,	except,	"O	leave	him
alone,	he	wants	nothing,	perhaps	he'll	be	better	presently,	it	may	pass	off	in	time,
don't	be	unduly	anxious,"	and	so	on.	Now,	you	look	out,	Rat!	When	Toad's	quiet
and	submissive	and	playing	at	being	the	hero	of	a	Sunday-school	prize,	then	he's
at	his	artfullest.	There's	sure	to	be	something	up.	I	know	him.	Well,	now,	I	must
be	off.'
'How	are	you	to-day,	old	chap?'	inquired	the	Rat	cheerfully,	as	he	approached

Toad's	bedside.
He	 had	 to	wait	 some	minutes	 for	 an	 answer.	At	 last	 a	 feeble	 voice	 replied,

'Thank	you	so	much,	dear	Ratty!	So	good	of	you	to	inquire!	But	first	tell	me	how
you	are	yourself,	and	the	excellent	Mole?'
'O,	WE'RE	all	right,'	 replied	the	Rat.	 'Mole,'	he	added	incautiously,	 'is	going

out	for	a	run	round	with	Badger.	They'll	be	out	till	luncheon	time,	so	you	and	I
will	spend	a	pleasant	morning	together,	and	I'll	do	my	best	to	amuse	you.	Now
jump	up,	there's	a	good	fellow,	and	don't	lie	moping	there	on	a	fine	morning	like
this!'
'Dear,	 kind	 Rat,'	 murmured	 Toad,	 'how	 little	 you	 realise	my	 condition,	 and

how	very	 far	 I	 am	from	"jumping	up"	now—if	ever!	But	do	not	 trouble	about
me.	 I	 hate	 being	 a	 burden	 to	my	 friends,	 and	 I	 do	 not	 expect	 to	 be	 one	much
longer.	Indeed,	I	almost	hope	not.'



'Well,	I	hope	not,	too,'	said	the	Rat	heartily.	'You've	been	a	fine	bother	to	us	all
this	time,	and	I'm	glad	to	hear	it's	going	to	stop.	And	in	weather	like	this,	and	the
boating	season	just	beginning!	It's	 too	bad	of	you,	Toad!	It	 isn't	 the	 trouble	we
mind,	but	you're	making	us	miss	such	an	awful	lot.'
'I'm	afraid	 it	 IS	 the	 trouble	you	mind,	 though,'	 replied	 the	Toad	 languidly.	 'I

can	quite	understand	it.	It's	natural	enough.	You're	tired	of	bothering	about	me.	I
mustn't	ask	you	to	do	anything	further.	I'm	a	nuisance,	I	know.'
'You	are,	indeed,'	said	the	Rat.	'But	I	tell	you,	I'd	take	any	trouble	on	earth	for

you,	if	only	you'd	be	a	sensible	animal.'
'If	I	thought	that,	Ratty,'	murmured	Toad,	more	feebly	than	ever,	'then	I	would

beg	you—for	the	last	time,	probably—to	step	round	to	the	village	as	quickly	as
possible—even	 now	 it	 may	 be	 too	 late—and	 fetch	 the	 doctor.	 But	 don't	 you
bother.	 It's	 only	 a	 trouble,	 and	 perhaps	 we	 may	 as	 well	 let	 things	 take	 their
course.'
'Why,	what	 do	 you	want	 a	 doctor	 for?'	 inquired	 the	Rat,	 coming	 closer	 and

examining	him.	He	certainly	lay	very	still	and	flat,	and	his	voice	was	weaker	and
his	manner	much	changed.
'Surely	you	have	noticed	of	late——'	murmured	Toad.	 'But,	no—why	should

you?	Noticing	things	is	only	a	trouble.	To-morrow,	indeed,	you	may	be	saying	to
yourself,	 "O,	 if	only	 I	had	noticed	sooner!	 If	only	 I	had	done	something!"	But
no;	it's	a	trouble.	Never	mind—forget	that	I	asked.'
'Look	here,	old	man,'	said	the	Rat,	beginning	to	get	rather	alarmed,	'of	course

I'll	fetch	a	doctor	to	you,	if	you	really	think	you	want	him.	But	you	can	hardly	be
bad	enough	for	that	yet.	Let's	talk	about	something	else.'
'I	fear,	dear	friend,'	said	Toad,	with	a	sad	smile,	 'that	"talk"	can	do	little	in	a

case	 like	 this—or	 doctors	 either,	 for	 that	 matter;	 still,	 one	 must	 grasp	 at	 the
slightest	straw.	And,	by	the	way—while	you	are	about	it—I	HATE	to	give	you
additional	trouble,	but	I	happen	to	remember	that	you	will	pass	the	door—would
you	 mind	 at	 the	 same	 time	 asking	 the	 lawyer	 to	 step	 up?	 It	 would	 be	 a
convenience	 to	 me,	 and	 there	 are	 moments—perhaps	 I	 should	 say	 there	 is	 A
moment—when	one	must	face	disagreeable	tasks,	at	whatever	cost	to	exhausted
nature!'
'A	lawyer!	O,	he	must	be	really	bad!'	the	affrighted	Rat	said	to	himself,	as	he

hurried	from	the	room,	not	forgetting,	however,	to	lock	the	door	carefully	behind
him.
Outside,	he	stopped	to	consider.	The	other	two	were	far	away,	and	he	had	no

one	to	consult.
'It's	best	to	be	on	the	safe	side,'	he	said,	on	reflection.	'I've	known	Toad	fancy

himself	frightfully	bad	before,	without	the	slightest	reason;	but	I've	never	heard



him	ask	for	a	lawyer!	If	there's	nothing	really	the	matter,	the	doctor	will	tell	him
he's	an	old	ass,	and	cheer	him	up;	and	that	will	be	something	gained.	I'd	better
humour	him	and	go;	it	won't	take	very	long.'	So	he	ran	off	to	the	village	on	his
errand	of	mercy.
The	 Toad,	who	 had	 hopped	 lightly	 out	 of	 bed	 as	 soon	 as	 he	 heard	 the	 key

turned	 in	 the	 lock,	 watched	 him	 eagerly	 from	 the	window	 till	 he	 disappeared
down	 the	 carriage-drive.	 Then,	 laughing	 heartily,	 he	 dressed	 as	 quickly	 as
possible	 in	 the	 smartest	 suit	 he	 could	 lay	 hands	 on	 at	 the	 moment,	 filled	 his
pockets	with	cash	which	he	took	from	a	small	drawer	in	the	dressing-table,	and
next,	 knotting	 the	 sheets	 from	 his	 bed	 together	 and	 tying	 one	 end	 of	 the
improvised	 rope	 round	 the	 central	 mullion	 of	 the	 handsome	 Tudor	 window
which	formed	such	a	feature	of	his	bedroom,	he	scrambled	out,	slid	lightly	to	the
ground,	and,	taking	the	opposite	direction	to	the	Rat,	marched	off	lightheartedly,
whistling	a	merry	tune.
It	was	 a	 gloomy	 luncheon	 for	Rat	when	 the	Badger	 and	 the	Mole	 at	 length

returned,	and	he	had	to	face	them	at	table	with	his	pitiful	and	unconvincing	story.
The	Badger's	caustic,	not	to	say	brutal,	remarks	may	be	imagined,	and	therefore
passed	over;	but	it	was	painful	to	the	Rat	that	even	the	Mole,	though	he	took	his
friend's	 side	 as	 far	 as	 possible,	 could	 not	 help	 saying,	 'You've	 been	 a	 bit	 of	 a
duffer	this	time,	Ratty!	Toad,	too,	of	all	animals!'
'He	did	it	awfully	well,'	said	the	crestfallen	Rat.
'He	did	YOU	awfully	well!'	rejoined	the	Badger	hotly.	'However,	talking	won't

mend	matters.	He's	got	clear	away	for	the	time,	that's	certain;	and	the	worst	of	it
is,	 he'll	 be	 so	 conceited	 with	 what	 he'll	 think	 is	 his	 cleverness	 that	 he	 may
commit	any	folly.	One	comfort	is,	we're	free	now,	and	needn't	waste	any	more	of
our	precious	time	doing	sentry-go.	But	we'd	better	continue	to	sleep	at	Toad	Hall
for	a	while	longer.	Toad	may	be	brought	back	at	any	moment—on	a	stretcher,	or
between	two	policemen.'
So	spoke	the	Badger,	not	knowing	what	the	future	held	in	store,	or	how	much

water,	 and	 of	 how	 turbid	 a	 character,	 was	 to	 run	 under	 bridges	 before	 Toad
should	sit	at	ease	again	in	his	ancestral	Hall.
Meanwhile,	Toad,	gay	and	irresponsible,	was	walking	briskly	along	the	high

road,	some	miles	from	home.	At	first	he	had	taken	by-paths,	and	crossed	many
fields,	and	changed	his	course	several	times,	in	case	of	pursuit;	but	now,	feeling
by	 this	 time	 safe	 from	 recapture,	 and	 the	 sun	 smiling	brightly	 on	him,	 and	 all
Nature	 joining	 in	 a	 chorus	 of	 approval	 to	 the	 song	 of	 self-praise	 that	 his	 own
heart	was	singing	to	him,	he	almost	danced	along	the	road	in	his	satisfaction	and
conceit.
'Smart	piece	of	work	 that!'	 he	 remarked	 to	himself	 chuckling.	 'Brain	against



brute	force—and	brain	came	out	on	the	top—as	it's	bound	to	do.	Poor	old	Ratty!
My!	won't	he	catch	it	when	the	Badger	gets	back!	A	worthy	fellow,	Ratty,	with
many	good	qualities,	 but	very	 little	 intelligence	and	absolutely	no	education.	 I
must	take	him	in	hand	some	day,	and	see	if	I	can	make	something	of	him.'
Filled	full	of	conceited	thoughts	such	as	these	he	strode	along,	his	head	in	the

air,	 till	 he	 reached	 a	 little	 town,	 where	 the	 sign	 of	 'The	 Red	 Lion,'	 swinging
across	 the	 road	 halfway	 down	 the	main	 street,	 reminded	 him	 that	 he	 had	 not
breakfasted	that	day,	and	that	he	was	exceedingly	hungry	after	his	long	walk.	He
marched	 into	 the	 Inn,	 ordered	 the	 best	 luncheon	 that	 could	 be	 provided	 at	 so
short	a	notice,	and	sat	down	to	eat	it	in	the	coffee-room.
He	was	 about	 half-way	 through	 his	meal	when	 an	 only	 too	 familiar	 sound,

approaching	down	 the	street,	made	him	start	and	 fall	a-trembling	all	over.	The
poop-poop!	drew	nearer	and	nearer,	the	car	could	be	heard	to	turn	into	the	inn-
yard	 and	 come	 to	 a	 stop,	 and	 Toad	 had	 to	 hold	 on	 to	 the	 leg	 of	 the	 table	 to
conceal	his	over-mastering	emotion.	Presently	the	party	entered	the	coffee-room,
hungry,	 talkative,	and	gay,	voluble	on	their	experiences	of	the	morning	and	the
merits	of	the	chariot	that	had	brought	them	along	so	well.	Toad	listened	eagerly,
all	ears,	for	a	time;	at	last	he	could	stand	it	no	longer.	He	slipped	out	of	the	room
quietly,	 paid	his	 bill	 at	 the	bar,	 and	 as	 soon	 as	he	got	 outside	 sauntered	 round
quietly	 to	 the	 inn-yard.	 'There	 cannot	be	 any	harm,'	 he	 said	 to	himself,	 'in	my
only	just	LOOKING	at	it!'
The	car	stood	in	the	middle	of	the	yard,	quite	unattended,	the	stable-helps	and

other	 hangers-on	 being	 all	 at	 their	 dinner.	 Toad	 walked	 slowly	 round	 it,
inspecting,	criticising,	musing	deeply.
'I	wonder,'	he	said	to	himself	presently,	 'I	wonder	if	 this	sort	of	car	STARTS

easily?'
Next	moment,	hardly	knowing	how	it	came	about,	he	found	he	had	hold	of	the

handle	 and	was	 turning	 it.	 As	 the	 familiar	 sound	 broke	 forth,	 the	 old	 passion
seized	on	Toad	and	completely	mastered	him,	body	and	soul.	As	if	in	a	dream	he
found	himself,	somehow,	seated	in	the	driver's	seat;	as	 if	 in	a	dream,	he	pulled
the	lever	and	swung	the	car	round	the	yard	and	out	through	the	archway;	and,	as
if	 in	 a	 dream,	 all	 sense	 of	 right	 and	wrong,	 all	 fear	 of	 obvious	 consequences,
seemed	temporarily	suspended.	He	increased	his	pace,	and	as	 the	car	devoured
the	street	and	leapt	forth	on	the	high	road	through	the	open	country,	he	was	only
conscious	 that	he	was	Toad	once	more,	Toad	at	his	best	 and	highest,	Toad	 the
terror,	 the	 traffic-queller,	 the	Lord	of	 the	 lone	 trail,	before	whom	all	must	give
way	or	be	smitten	into	nothingness	and	everlasting	night.	He	chanted	as	he	flew,
and	the	car	responded	with	sonorous	drone;	the	miles	were	eaten	up	under	him
as	he	sped	he	knew	not	whither,	fulfilling	his	instincts,	living	his	hour,	reckless



of	what	might	come	to	him.
*	*	*	*	*	*

'To	my	mind,'	observed	the	Chairman	of	the	Bench	of	Magistrates	cheerfully,
'the	ONLY	difficulty	that	presents	itself	in	this	otherwise	very	clear	case	is,	how
we	can	possibly	make	it	sufficiently	hot	for	the	incorrigible	rogue	and	hardened
ruffian	whom	we	see	cowering	 in	 the	dock	before	us.	Let	me	see:	he	has	been
found	 guilty,	 on	 the	 clearest	 evidence,	 first,	 of	 stealing	 a	 valuable	 motor-car;
secondly,	of	driving	to	the	public	danger;	and,	 thirdly,	of	gross	impertinence	to
the	 rural	 police.	 Mr.	 Clerk,	 will	 you	 tell	 us,	 please,	 what	 is	 the	 very	 stiffest
penalty	we	can	impose	for	each	of	these	offences?	Without,	of	course,	giving	the
prisoner	the	benefit	of	any	doubt,	because	there	isn't	any.'
The	Clerk	scratched	his	nose	with	his	pen.	 'Some	people	would	consider,'	he

observed,	 'that	 stealing	 the	motor-car	was	 the	worst	 offence;	 and	 so	 it	 is.	 But
cheeking	 the	 police	 undoubtedly	 carries	 the	 severest	 penalty;	 and	 so	 it	 ought.
Supposing	you	were	to	say	twelve	months	for	the	theft,	which	is	mild;	and	three
years	 for	 the	 furious	driving,	which	 is	 lenient;	 and	 fifteen	years	 for	 the	cheek,
which	 was	 pretty	 bad	 sort	 of	 cheek,	 judging	 by	 what	 we've	 heard	 from	 the
witness-box,	 even	 if	 you	only	 believe	one-tenth	 part	 of	what	 you	heard,	 and	 I
never	believe	more	myself—those	figures,	if	added	together	correctly,	tot	up	to
nineteen	years——'
'First-rate!'	said	the	Chairman.
'—So	you	had	better	make	 it	 a	 round	 twenty	years	and	be	on	 the	 safe	 side,'

concluded	the	Clerk.
'An	 excellent	 suggestion!'	 said	 the	 Chairman	 approvingly.	 'Prisoner!	 Pull

yourself	together	and	try	and	stand	up	straight.	It's	going	to	be	twenty	years	for
you	 this	 time.	 And	 mind,	 if	 you	 appear	 before	 us	 again,	 upon	 any	 charge
whatever,	we	shall	have	to	deal	with	you	very	seriously!'
Then	 the	 brutal	minions	 of	 the	 law	 fell	 upon	 the	 hapless	 Toad;	 loaded	 him

with	 chains,	 and	 dragged	 him	 from	 the	 Court	 House,	 shrieking,	 praying,
protesting;	across	the	marketplace,	where	the	playful	populace,	always	as	severe
upon	 detected	 crime	 as	 they	 are	 sympathetic	 and	 helpful	 when	 one	 is	 merely
'wanted,'	assailed	him	with	jeers,	carrots,	and	popular	catch-words;	past	hooting
school	 children,	 their	 innocent	 faces	 lit	 up	with	 the	 pleasure	 they	 ever	 derive
from	 the	 sight	 of	 a	 gentleman	 in	 difficulties;	 across	 the	 hollow-sounding
drawbridge,	below	the	spiky	portcullis,	under	the	frowning	archway	of	the	grim
old	castle,	whose	ancient	towers	soared	high	overhead;	past	guardrooms	full	of
grinning	soldiery	off	duty,	past	sentries	who	coughed	in	a	horrid,	sarcastic	way,
because	that	is	as	much	as	a	sentry	on	his	post	dare	do	to	show	his	contempt	and
abhorrence	of	crime;	up	time-worn	winding	stairs,	past	men-at-arms	in	casquet



and	 corselet	 of	 steel,	 darting	 threatening	 looks	 through	 their	 vizards;	 across
courtyards,	where	mastiffs	strained	at	their	leash	and	pawed	the	air	to	get	at	him;
past	 ancient	warders,	 their	halberds	 leant	against	 the	wall,	dozing	over	a	pasty
and	 a	 flagon	 of	 brown	 ale;	 on	 and	 on,	 past	 the	 rack-chamber	 and	 the
thumbscrew-room,	 past	 the	 turning	 that	 led	 to	 the	 private	 scaffold,	 till	 they
reached	the	door	of	the	grimmest	dungeon	that	lay	in	the	heart	of	the	innermost
keep.	There	at	last	they	paused,	where	an	ancient	gaoler	sat	fingering	a	bunch	of
mighty	keys.
'Oddsbodikins!'	said	 the	sergeant	of	police,	 taking	off	his	helmet	and	wiping

his	 forehead.	 'Rouse	 thee,	 old	 loon,	 and	 take	 over	 from	 us	 this	 vile	 Toad,	 a
criminal	of	deepest	guilt	and	matchless	artfulness	and	resource.	Watch	and	ward
him	with	 all	 thy	 skill;	 and	mark	 thee	well,	 greybeard,	 should	 aught	 untoward
befall,	thy	old	head	shall	answer	for	his—and	a	murrain	on	both	of	them!'
The	 gaoler	 nodded	 grimly,	 laying	 his	withered	 hand	 on	 the	 shoulder	 of	 the

miserable	Toad.	The	rusty	key	creaked	in	the	lock,	the	great	door	clanged	behind
them;	 and	 Toad	 was	 a	 helpless	 prisoner	 in	 the	 remotest	 dungeon	 of	 the	 best-
guarded	 keep	 of	 the	 stoutest	 castle	 in	 all	 the	 length	 and	 breadth	 of	 Merry
England.



Chapter		7
THE	PIPER	AT	THE	GATES	OF	DAWN
The	Willow-Wren	was	twittering	his	thin	little	song,	hidden	himself	in	the	dark
selvedge	of	the	river	bank.	Though	it	was	past	ten	o'clock	at	night,	the	sky	still
clung	to	and	retained	some	lingering	skirts	of	 light	 from	the	departed	day;	and
the	sullen	heats	of	the	torrid	afternoon	broke	up	and	rolled	away	at	the	dispersing
touch	of	 the	cool	 fingers	of	 the	short	midsummer	night.	Mole	 lay	stretched	on
the	bank,	still	panting	from	the	stress	of	 the	fierce	day	 that	had	been	cloudless
from	dawn	to	late	sunset,	and	waited	for	his	friend	to	return.	He	had	been	on	the
river	with	some	companions,	leaving	the	Water	Rat	free	to	keep	a	engagement	of
long	 standing	 with	 Otter;	 and	 he	 had	 come	 back	 to	 find	 the	 house	 dark	 and
deserted,	and	no	sign	of	Rat,	who	was	doubtless	keeping	it	up	late	with	his	old
comrade.	It	was	still	too	hot	to	think	of	staying	indoors,	so	he	lay	on	some	cool
dock-leaves,	and	 thought	over	 the	past	day	and	 its	doings,	and	how	very	good
they	all	had	been.
The	 Rat's	 light	 footfall	 was	 presently	 heard	 approaching	 over	 the	 parched

grass.	 'O,	the	blessed	coolness!'	he	said,	and	sat	down,	gazing	thoughtfully	into
the	river,	silent	and	pre-occupied.
'You	stayed	to	supper,	of	course?'	said	the	Mole	presently.
'Simply	 had	 to,'	 said	 the	Rat.	 'They	wouldn't	 hear	 of	my	 going	 before.	You

know	how	kind	they	always	are.	And	they	made	things	as	 jolly	for	me	as	ever
they	could,	right	up	to	the	moment	I	left.	But	I	felt	a	brute	all	the	time,	as	it	was
clear	to	me	they	were	very	unhappy,	though	they	tried	to	hide	it.	Mole,	I'm	afraid
they're	 in	 trouble.	Little	 Portly	 is	missing	 again;	 and	 you	 know	what	 a	 lot	 his
father	thinks	of	him,	though	he	never	says	much	about	it.'
'What,	that	child?'	said	the	Mole	lightly.	'Well,	suppose	he	is;	why	worry	about

it?	 He's	 always	 straying	 off	 and	 getting	 lost,	 and	 turning	 up	 again;	 he's	 so
adventurous.	 But	 no	 harm	 ever	 happens	 to	 him.	 Everybody	 hereabouts	 knows
him	and	likes	him,	just	as	they	do	old	Otter,	and	you	may	be	sure	some	animal	or
other	will	come	across	him	and	bring	him	back	again	all	right.	Why,	we've	found
him	ourselves,	miles	from	home,	and	quite	self-possessed	and	cheerful!'
'Yes;	but	this	time	it's	more	serious,'	said	the	Rat	gravely.	 'He's	been	missing

for	 some	 days	 now,	 and	 the	 Otters	 have	 hunted	 everywhere,	 high	 and	 low,



without	 finding	 the	 slightest	 trace.	 And	 they've	 asked	 every	 animal,	 too,	 for
miles	 around,	 and	 no	 one	 knows	 anything	 about	 him.	 Otter's	 evidently	 more
anxious	than	he'll	admit.	I	got	out	of	him	that	young	Portly	hasn't	learnt	to	swim
very	 well	 yet,	 and	 I	 can	 see	 he's	 thinking	 of	 the	 weir.	 There's	 a	 lot	 of	 water
coming	down	still,	considering	the	time	of	the	year,	and	the	place	always	had	a
fascination	 for	 the	 child.	 And	 then	 there	 are—well,	 traps	 and	 things—YOU
know.	Otter's	not	the	fellow	to	be	nervous	about	any	son	of	his	before	it's	time.
And	 now	 he	 IS	 nervous.	When	 I	 left,	 he	 came	 out	 with	me—said	 he	wanted
some	air,	and	talked	about	stretching	his	legs.	But	I	could	see	it	wasn't	that,	so	I
drew	him	out	and	pumped	him,	and	got	it	all	from	him	at	last.	He	was	going	to
spend	 the	 night	watching	 by	 the	 ford.	You	know	 the	 place	where	 the	 old	 ford
used	to	be,	in	by-gone	days	before	they	built	the	bridge?'
'I	know	it	well,'	said	the	Mole.	'But	why	should	Otter	choose	to	watch	there?'
'Well,	 it	 seems	 that	 it	 was	 there	 he	 gave	 Portly	 his	 first	 swimming-lesson,'

continued	 the	Rat.	 'From	 that	 shallow,	gravelly	 spit	 near	 the	bank.	And	 it	was
there	he	used	to	teach	him	fishing,	and	there	young	Portly	caught	his	first	fish,	of
which	he	was	so	very	proud.	The	child	loved	the	spot,	and	Otter	thinks	that	if	he
came	wandering	back	from	wherever	he	is—if	he	IS	anywhere	by	this	time,	poor
little	chap—he	might	make	for	the	ford	he	was	so	fond	of;	or	if	he	came	across	it
he'd	 remember	 it	 well,	 and	 stop	 there	 and	 play,	 perhaps.	 So	 Otter	 goes	 there
every	night	and	watches—on	the	chance,	you	know,	just	on	the	chance!'
They	 were	 silent	 for	 a	 time,	 both	 thinking	 of	 the	 same	 thing—the	 lonely,

heart-sore	 animal,	 crouched	 by	 the	 ford,	watching	 and	waiting,	 the	 long	 night
through—on	the	chance.
'Well,	well,'	 said	 the	Rat	presently,	 'I	suppose	we	ought	 to	be	 thinking	about

turning	in.'	But	he	never	offered	to	move.
'Rat,'	 said	 the	Mole,	 'I	 simply	can't	go	and	 turn	 in,	and	go	 to	sleep,	and	DO

nothing,	even	though	there	doesn't	seem	to	be	anything	to	be	done.	We'll	get	the
boat	out,	and	paddle	up	stream.	The	moon	will	be	up	in	an	hour	or	so,	and	then
we	will	 search	as	well	as	we	can—anyhow,	 it	will	be	better	 than	going	 to	bed
and	doing	NOTHING.'
'Just	what	I	was	thinking	myself,'	said	the	Rat.	'It's	not	the	sort	of	night	for	bed

anyhow;	 and	 daybreak	 is	 not	 so	 very	 far	 off,	 and	 then	we	may	 pick	 up	 some
news	of	him	from	early	risers	as	we	go	along.'
They	got	the	boat	out,	and	the	Rat	took	the	sculls,	paddling	with	caution.	Out

in	midstream,	 there	was	a	clear,	narrow	track	 that	 faintly	reflected	 the	sky;	but
wherever	shadows	fell	on	the	water	from	bank,	bush,	or	tree,	they	were	as	solid
to	 all	 appearance	 as	 the	 banks	 themselves,	 and	 the	 Mole	 had	 to	 steer	 with
judgment	accordingly.	Dark	and	deserted	as	 it	was,	 the	night	was	 full	of	small



noises,	 song	 and	 chatter	 and	 rustling,	 telling	 of	 the	 busy	 little	 population	who
were	 up	 and	 about,	 plying	 their	 trades	 and	 vocations	 through	 the	 night	 till
sunshine	 should	 fall	 on	 them	 at	 last	 and	 send	 them	 off	 to	 their	 well-earned
repose.	 The	 water's	 own	 noises,	 too,	 were	 more	 apparent	 than	 by	 day,	 its
gurglings	 and	 'cloops'	more	 unexpected	 and	 near	 at	 hand;	 and	 constantly	 they
started	at	what	seemed	a	sudden	clear	call	from	an	actual	articulate	voice.
The	 line	 of	 the	 horizon	 was	 clear	 and	 hard	 against	 the	 sky,	 and	 in	 one

particular	 quarter	 it	 showed	 black	 against	 a	 silvery	 climbing	 phosphorescence
that	 grew	and	grew.	At	 last,	 over	 the	 rim	of	 the	waiting	 earth	 the	moon	 lifted
with	 slow	 majesty	 till	 it	 swung	 clear	 of	 the	 horizon	 and	 rode	 off,	 free	 of
moorings;	 and	 once	more	 they	 began	 to	 see	 surfaces—meadows	wide-spread,
and	quiet	gardens,	and	the	river	itself	from	bank	to	bank,	all	softly	disclosed,	all
washed	 clean	 of	 mystery	 and	 terror,	 all	 radiant	 again	 as	 by	 day,	 but	 with	 a
difference	 that	 was	 tremendous.	 Their	 old	 haunts	 greeted	 them	 again	 in	 other
raiment,	as	if	they	had	slipped	away	and	put	on	this	pure	new	apparel	and	come
quietly	 back,	 smiling	 as	 they	 shyly	waited	 to	 see	 if	 they	would	 be	 recognised
again	under	it.
Fastening	 their	 boat	 to	 a	 willow,	 the	 friends	 landed	 in	 this	 silent,	 silver

kingdom,	 and	 patiently	 explored	 the	 hedges,	 the	 hollow	 trees,	 the	 runnels	 and
their	 little	 culverts,	 the	 ditches	 and	 dry	 water-ways.	 Embarking	 again	 and
crossing	 over,	 they	worked	 their	way	 up	 the	 stream	 in	 this	manner,	while	 the
moon,	serene	and	detached	in	a	cloudless	sky,	did	what	she	could,	though	so	far
off,	 to	 help	 them	 in	 their	 quest;	 till	 her	 hour	 came	 and	 she	 sank	 earthwards
reluctantly,	and	left	them,	and	mystery	once	more	held	field	and	river.
Then	 a	 change	 began	 slowly	 to	 declare	 itself.	 The	 horizon	 became	 clearer,

field	 and	 tree	 came	 more	 into	 sight,	 and	 somehow	 with	 a	 different	 look;	 the
mystery	 began	 to	 drop	 away	 from	 them.	A	bird	 piped	 suddenly,	 and	was	 still;
and	a	light	breeze	sprang	up	and	set	the	reeds	and	bulrushes	rustling.	Rat,	who
was	 in	 the	 stern	of	 the	boat,	while	Mole	 sculled,	 sat	 up	 suddenly	 and	 listened
with	a	passionate	intentness.	Mole,	who	with	gentle	strokes	was	just	keeping	the
boat	moving	while	he	scanned	the	banks	with	care,	looked	at	him	with	curiosity.
'It's	 gone!'	 sighed	 the	Rat,	 sinking	 back	 in	 his	 seat	 again.	 'So	 beautiful	 and

strange	and	new.	Since	it	was	to	end	so	soon,	I	almost	wish	I	had	never	heard	it.
For	it	has	roused	a	longing	in	me	that	is	pain,	and	nothing	seems	worth	while	but
just	to	hear	that	sound	once	more	and	go	on	listening	to	it	for	ever.	No!	There	it
is	 again!'	 he	 cried,	 alert	 once	more.	Entranced,	he	was	 silent	 for	 a	 long	 space,
spellbound.
'Now	it	passes	on	and	I	begin	to	lose	it,'	he	said	presently.	'O	Mole!	the	beauty

of	it!	The	merry	bubble	and	joy,	the	thin,	clear,	happy	call	of	the	distant	piping!



Such	music	I	never	dreamed	of,	and	the	call	in	it	is	stronger	even	than	the	music
is	sweet!	Row	on,	Mole,	row!	For	the	music	and	the	call	must	be	for	us.'
The	Mole,	greatly	wondering,	obeyed.	'I	hear	nothing	myself,'	he	said,	'but	the

wind	playing	in	the	reeds	and	rushes	and	osiers.'
The	Rat	never	answered,	if	indeed	he	heard.	Rapt,	transported,	trembling,	he

was	 possessed	 in	 all	 his	 senses	 by	 this	 new	 divine	 thing	 that	 caught	 up	 his
helpless	soul	and	swung	and	dandled	it,	a	powerless	but	happy	infant	in	a	strong
sustaining	grasp.
In	silence	Mole	rowed	steadily,	and	soon	they	came	to	a	point	where	the	river

divided,	a	long	backwater	branching	off	to	one	side.	With	a	slight	movement	of
his	head	Rat,	who	had	long	dropped	the	rudder-lines,	directed	the	rower	to	take
the	backwater.	The	creeping	tide	of	light	gained	and	gained,	and	now	they	could
see	the	colour	of	the	flowers	that	gemmed	the	water's	edge.
'Clearer	and	nearer	still,'	cried	the	Rat	joyously.	'Now	you	must	surely	hear	it!

Ah—at	last—I	see	you	do!'
Breathless	 and	 transfixed	 the	Mole	 stopped	 rowing	 as	 the	 liquid	 run	 of	 that

glad	piping	broke	on	him	like	a	wave,	caught	him	up,	and	possessed	him	utterly.
He	saw	the	tears	on	his	comrade's	cheeks,	and	bowed	his	head	and	understood.
For	a	space	they	hung	there,	brushed	by	the	purple	loose-strife	that	fringed	the
bank;	 then	 the	 clear	 imperious	 summons	 that	 marched	 hand-in-hand	 with	 the
intoxicating	melody	imposed	its	will	on	Mole,	and	mechanically	he	bent	 to	his
oars	again.	And	the	light	grew	steadily	stronger,	but	no	birds	sang	as	they	were
wont	 to	 do	 at	 the	 approach	 of	 dawn;	 and	 but	 for	 the	 heavenly	music	 all	 was
marvellously	still.
On	either	side	of	them,	as	they	glided	onwards,	the	rich	meadow-grass	seemed

that	 morning	 of	 a	 freshness	 and	 a	 greenness	 unsurpassable.	 Never	 had	 they
noticed	 the	 roses	 so	 vivid,	 the	 willow-herb	 so	 riotous,	 the	 meadow-sweet	 so
odorous	and	pervading.	Then	the	murmur	of	the	approaching	weir	began	to	hold
the	air,	and	they	felt	a	consciousness	that	they	were	nearing	the	end,	whatever	it
might	be,	that	surely	awaited	their	expedition.
A	wide	half-circle	of	foam	and	glinting	lights	and	shining	shoulders	of	green

water,	 the	great	weir	 closed	 the	backwater	 from	bank	 to	bank,	 troubled	all	 the
quiet	 surface	with	 twirling	 eddies	 and	 floating	 foam-streaks,	 and	 deadened	 all
other	 sounds	with	 its	 solemn	 and	 soothing	 rumble.	 In	midmost	 of	 the	 stream,
embraced	 in	 the	 weir's	 shimmering	 arm-spread,	 a	 small	 island	 lay	 anchored,
fringed	close	with	willow	and	silver	birch	and	alder.	Reserved,	shy,	but	 full	of
significance,	it	hid	whatever	it	might	hold	behind	a	veil,	keeping	it	till	the	hour
should	come,	and,	with	the	hour,	those	who	were	called	and	chosen.
Slowly,	 but	 with	 no	 doubt	 or	 hesitation	 whatever,	 and	 in	 something	 of	 a



solemn	expectancy,	the	two	animals	passed	through	the	broken	tumultuous	water
and	moored	their	boat	at	the	flowery	margin	of	the	island.	In	silence	they	landed,
and	pushed	through	the	blossom	and	scented	herbage	and	undergrowth	that	led
up	to	the	level	ground,	till	they	stood	on	a	little	lawn	of	a	marvellous	green,	set
round	with	Nature's	own	orchard-trees—crab-apple,	wild	cherry,	and	sloe.
'This	 is	 the	 place	 of	 my	 song-dream,	 the	 place	 the	 music	 played	 to	 me,'

whispered	the	Rat,	as	if	in	a	trance.	 'Here,	in	this	holy	place,	here	if	anywhere,
surely	we	shall	find	Him!'
Then	suddenly	the	Mole	felt	a	great	Awe	fall	upon	him,	an	awe	that	turned	his

muscles	 to	water,	bowed	his	head,	and	rooted	his	feet	 to	 the	ground.	It	was	no
panic	terror—indeed	he	felt	wonderfully	at	peace	and	happy—but	it	was	an	awe
that	 smote	and	held	him	and,	without	 seeing,	he	knew	 it	could	only	mean	 that
some	august	Presence	was	very,	very	near.	With	difficulty	he	turned	to	look	for
his	friend	and	saw	him	at	his	side	cowed,	stricken,	and	trembling	violently.	And
still	there	was	utter	silence	in	the	populous	bird-haunted	branches	around	them;
and	still	the	light	grew	and	grew.
Perhaps	 he	 would	 never	 have	 dared	 to	 raise	 his	 eyes,	 but	 that,	 though	 the

piping	was	 now	 hushed,	 the	 call	 and	 the	 summons	 seemed	 still	 dominant	 and
imperious.	 He	 might	 not	 refuse,	 were	 Death	 himself	 waiting	 to	 strike	 him
instantly,	 once	 he	 had	 looked	 with	 mortal	 eye	 on	 things	 rightly	 kept	 hidden.
Trembling	 he	 obeyed,	 and	 raised	 his	 humble	 head;	 and	 then,	 in	 that	 utter
clearness	 of	 the	 imminent	 dawn,	 while	 Nature,	 flushed	 with	 fullness	 of
incredible	colour,	seemed	to	hold	her	breath	for	the	event,	he	looked	in	the	very
eyes	 of	 the	 Friend	 and	Helper;	 saw	 the	 backward	 sweep	 of	 the	 curved	 horns,
gleaming	in	the	growing	daylight;	saw	the	stern,	hooked	nose	between	the	kindly
eyes	 that	were	 looking	 down	 on	 them	 humourously,	while	 the	 bearded	mouth
broke	into	a	half-smile	at	the	corners;	saw	the	rippling	muscles	on	the	arm	that
lay	across	the	broad	chest,	the	long	supple	hand	still	holding	the	pan-pipes	only
just	 fallen	 away	 from	 the	 parted	 lips;	 saw	 the	 splendid	 curves	 of	 the	 shaggy
limbs	disposed	in	majestic	ease	on	the	sward;	saw,	last	of	all,	nestling	between
his	 very	 hooves,	 sleeping	 soundly	 in	 entire	 peace	 and	 contentment,	 the	 little,
round,	podgy,	childish	form	of	 the	baby	otter.	All	 this	he	saw,	for	one	moment
breathless	 and	 intense,	 vivid	 on	 the	 morning	 sky;	 and	 still,	 as	 he	 looked,	 he
lived;	and	still,	as	he	lived,	he	wondered.
'Rat!'	he	found	breath	to	whisper,	shaking.	'Are	you	afraid?'
'Afraid?'	murmured	the	Rat,	his	eyes	shining	with	unutterable	love.	'Afraid!	Of

HIM?	O,	never,	never!	And	yet—and	yet—O,	Mole,	I	am	afraid!'
Then	 the	 two	 animals,	 crouching	 to	 the	 earth,	 bowed	 their	 heads	 and	 did

worship.



Sudden	 and	magnificent,	 the	 sun's	 broad	golden	disc	 showed	 itself	 over	 the
horizon	facing	them;	and	the	first	rays,	shooting	across	the	level	water-meadows,
took	the	animals	full	in	the	eyes	and	dazzled	them.	When	they	were	able	to	look
once	more,	the	Vision	had	vanished,	and	the	air	was	full	of	the	carol	of	birds	that
hailed	the	dawn.
As	they	stared	blankly	in	dumb	misery	deepening	as	they	slowly	realised	all

they	had	seen	and	all	 they	had	 lost,	a	capricious	 little	breeze,	dancing	up	from
the	 surface	 of	 the	 water,	 tossed	 the	 aspens,	 shook	 the	 dewy	 roses	 and	 blew
lightly	 and	 caressingly	 in	 their	 faces;	 and	 with	 its	 soft	 touch	 came	 instant
oblivion.	 For	 this	 is	 the	 last	 best	 gift	 that	 the	 kindly	 demi-god	 is	 careful	 to
bestow	on	 those	 to	whom	he	has	 revealed	himself	 in	 their	 helping:	 the	gift	 of
forgetfulness.	 Lest	 the	 awful	 remembrance	 should	 remain	 and	 grow,	 and
overshadow	mirth	and	pleasure,	and	the	great	haunting	memory	should	spoil	all
the	after-lives	of	little	animals	helped	out	of	difficulties,	in	order	that	they	should
be	happy	and	lighthearted	as	before.
Mole	 rubbed	 his	 eyes	 and	 stared	 at	 Rat,	 who	 was	 looking	 about	 him	 in	 a

puzzled	sort	of	way.	'I	beg	your	pardon;	what	did	you	say,	Rat?'	he	asked.
'I	think	I	was	only	remarking,'	said	Rat	slowly,	'that	this	was	the	right	sort	of

place,	and	that	here,	if	anywhere,	we	should	find	him.	And	look!	Why,	there	he
is,	 the	 little	 fellow!'	And	with	 a	 cry	 of	 delight	 he	 ran	 towards	 the	 slumbering
Portly.
But	Mole	 stood	 still	 a	moment,	 held	 in	 thought.	As	 one	wakened	 suddenly

from	a	beautiful	dream,	who	struggles	to	recall	it,	and	can	re-capture	nothing	but
a	dim	sense	of	the	beauty	of	it,	the	beauty!	Till	that,	too,	fades	away	in	its	turn,
and	 the	dreamer	bitterly	accepts	 the	hard,	 cold	waking	and	all	 its	penalties;	 so
Mole,	after	struggling	with	his	memory	for	a	brief	space,	shook	his	head	sadly
and	followed	the	Rat.
Portly	woke	up	with	a	joyous	squeak,	and	wriggled	with	pleasure	at	the	sight

of	 his	 father's	 friends,	 who	 had	 played	 with	 him	 so	 often	 in	 past	 days.	 In	 a
moment,	however,	his	face	grew	blank,	and	he	fell	to	hunting	round	in	a	circle
with	pleading	whine.	As	a	child	that	has	fallen	happily	asleep	in	its	nurse's	arms,
and	wakes	 to	find	itself	alone	and	laid	 in	a	strange	place,	and	searches	corners
and	 cupboards,	 and	 runs	 from	 room	 to	 room,	 despair	 growing	 silently	 in	 its
heart,	even	so	Portly	searched	the	island	and	searched,	dogged	and	unwearying,
till	at	last	the	black	moment	came	for	giving	it	up,	and	sitting	down	and	crying
bitterly.
The	Mole	ran	quickly	to	comfort	 the	little	animal;	but	Rat,	 lingering,	 looked

long	and	doubtfully	at	certain	hoof-marks	deep	in	the	sward.
'Some—great—animal—has	 been	 here,'	 he	 murmured	 slowly	 and



thoughtfully;	and	stood	musing,	musing;	his	mind	strangely	stirred.
'Come	along,	Rat!'	called	the	Mole.	'Think	of	poor	Otter,	waiting	up	there	by

the	ford!'
Portly	had	soon	been	comforted	by	the	promise	of	a	treat—a	jaunt	on	the	river

in	Mr.	Rat's	 real	 boat;	 and	 the	 two	 animals	 conducted	him	 to	 the	water's	 side,
placed	 him	 securely	 between	 them	 in	 the	 bottom	of	 the	 boat,	 and	 paddled	 off
down	the	backwater.	The	sun	was	fully	up	by	now,	and	hot	on	them,	birds	sang
lustily	 and	without	 restraint,	 and	 flowers	 smiled	and	nodded	 from	either	bank,
but	somehow—so	thought	the	animals—with	less	of	richness	and	blaze	of	colour
than	 they	 seemed	 to	 remember	 seeing	 quite	 recently	 somewhere—they
wondered	where.
The	main	river	reached	again,	 they	turned	the	boat's	head	upstream,	towards

the	 point	 where	 they	 knew	 their	 friend	was	 keeping	 his	 lonely	 vigil.	 As	 they
drew	near	the	familiar	ford,	the	Mole	took	the	boat	in	to	the	bank,	and	they	lifted
Portly	out	and	set	him	on	his	legs	on	the	tow-path,	gave	him	his	marching	orders
and	a	 friendly	 farewell	pat	on	 the	back,	and	shoved	out	 into	mid-stream.	They
watched	 the	 little	 animal	 as	 he	 waddled	 along	 the	 path	 contentedly	 and	 with
importance;	watched	him	till	 they	saw	his	muzzle	suddenly	lift	and	his	waddle
break	 into	 a	 clumsy	 amble	 as	 he	 quickened	 his	 pace	 with	 shrill	 whines	 and
wriggles	of	recognition.	Looking	up	the	river,	they	could	see	Otter	start	up,	tense
and	 rigid,	 from	out	 of	 the	 shallows	where	 he	 crouched	 in	 dumb	patience,	 and
could	hear	his	amazed	and	joyous	bark	as	he	bounded	up	through	the	osiers	on	to
the	path.	Then	the	Mole,	with	a	strong	pull	on	one	oar,	swung	the	boat	round	and
let	 the	 full	 stream	 bear	 them	 down	 again	 whither	 it	 would,	 their	 quest	 now
happily	ended.
'I	feel	strangely	tired,	Rat,'	said	the	Mole,	leaning	wearily	over	his	oars	as	the

boat	drifted.	'It's	being	up	all	night,	you'll	say,	perhaps;	but	that's	nothing.	We	do
as	much	half	the	nights	of	the	week,	at	this	time	of	the	year.	No;	I	feel	as	if	I	had
been	 through	something	very	exciting	and	 rather	 terrible,	 and	 it	was	 just	over;
and	yet	nothing	particular	has	happened.'
'Or	something	very	surprising	and	splendid	and	beautiful,'	murmured	the	Rat,

leaning	back	and	closing	his	eyes.	'I	feel	just	as	you	do,	Mole;	simply	dead	tired,
though	not	body	tired.	It's	lucky	we've	got	the	stream	with	us,	to	take	us	home.
Isn't	it	jolly	to	feel	the	sun	again,	soaking	into	one's	bones!	And	hark	to	the	wind
playing	in	the	reeds!'
'It's	like	music—far	away	music,'	said	the	Mole	nodding	drowsily.
'So	I	was	thinking,'	murmured	the	Rat,	dreamful	and	languid.	'Dance-music—

the	lilting	sort	that	runs	on	without	a	stop—but	with	words	in	it,	too—it	passes
into	words	and	out	of	 them	again—I	catch	 them	at	 intervals—then	 it	 is	dance-



music	once	more,	and	then	nothing	but	the	reeds'	soft	thin	whispering.'
'You	hear	better	than	I,'	said	the	Mole	sadly.	'I	cannot	catch	the	words.'
'Let	me	try	and	give	you	them,'	said	the	Rat	softly,	his	eyes	still	closed.	'Now

it	is	turning	into	words	again—faint	but	clear—Lest	the	awe	should	dwell—And
turn	your	frolic	to	fret—You	shall	 look	on	my	power	at	 the	helping	hour—But
then	you	shall	forget!	Now	the	reeds	take	it	up—forget,	forget,	they	sigh,	and	it
dies	away	in	a	rustle	and	a	whisper.	Then	the	voice	returns—
'Lest	limbs	be	reddened	and	rent—I	spring	the	trap	that	is	set—As	I	loose	the

snare	 you	 may	 glimpse	 me	 there—For	 surely	 you	 shall	 forget!	 Row	 nearer,
Mole,	nearer	to	the	reeds!	It	is	hard	to	catch,	and	grows	each	minute	fainter.
'Helper	and	healer,	I	cheer—Small	waifs	in	the	woodland	wet—Strays	I	find

in	it,	wounds	I	bind	in	it—Bidding	them	all	forget!	Nearer,	Mole,	nearer!	No,	it
is	no	good;	the	song	has	died	away	into	reed-talk.'
'But	what	do	the	words	mean?'	asked	the	wondering	Mole.
'That	 I	 do	 not	 know,'	 said	 the	Rat	 simply.	 'I	 passed	 them	on	 to	 you	 as	 they

reached	me.	Ah!	now	they	return	again,	and	this	time	full	and	clear!	This	time,	at
last,	it	is	the	real,	the	unmistakable	thing,	simple—passionate—perfect——'
'Well,	let's	have	it,	then,'	said	the	Mole,	after	he	had	waited	patiently	for	a	few

minutes,	half-dozing	in	the	hot	sun.
But	no	answer	came.	He	looked,	and	understood	the	silence.	With	a	smile	of

much	 happiness	 on	 his	 face,	 and	 something	 of	 a	 listening	 look	 still	 lingering
there,	the	weary	Rat	was	fast	asleep.



Chapter		8
TOAD'S	ADVENTURES
When	Toad	found	himself	immured	in	a	dank	and	noisome	dungeon,	and	knew
that	all	the	grim	darkness	of	a	medieval	fortress	lay	between	him	and	the	outer
world	 of	 sunshine	 and	 well-metalled	 high	 roads	 where	 he	 had	 lately	 been	 so
happy,	disporting	himself	as	if	he	had	bought	up	every	road	in	England,	he	flung
himself	at	full	length	on	the	floor,	and	shed	bitter	tears,	and	abandoned	himself
to	dark	despair.	'This	is	the	end	of	everything'	(he	said),	'at	least	it	is	the	end	of
the	career	of	Toad,	which	is	the	same	thing;	the	popular	and	handsome	Toad,	the
rich	and	hospitable	Toad,	the	Toad	so	free	and	careless	and	debonair!	How	can	I
hope	to	be	ever	set	at	large	again'	(he	said),	'who	have	been	imprisoned	so	justly
for	stealing	so	handsome	a	motor-car	in	such	an	audacious	manner,	and	for	such
lurid	 and	 imaginative	 cheek,	 bestowed	 upon	 such	 a	 number	 of	 fat,	 red-faced
policemen!'	 (Here	 his	 sobs	 choked	 him.)	 'Stupid	 animal	 that	 I	 was'	 (he	 said),
'now	 I	must	 languish	 in	 this	 dungeon,	 till	 people	who	were	 proud	 to	 say	 they
knew	me,	have	forgotten	the	very	name	of	Toad!	O	wise	old	Badger!'	(he	said),
'O	 clever,	 intelligent	 Rat	 and	 sensible	 Mole!	 What	 sound	 judgments,	 what	 a
knowledge	 of	 men	 and	 matters	 you	 possess!	 O	 unhappy	 and	 forsaken	 Toad!'
With	lamentations	such	as	these	he	passed	his	days	and	nights	for	several	weeks,
refusing	 his	 meals	 or	 intermediate	 light	 refreshments,	 though	 the	 grim	 and
ancient	gaoler,	knowing	that	Toad's	pockets	were	well	lined,	frequently	pointed
out	that	many	comforts,	and	indeed	luxuries,	could	by	arrangement	be	sent	in—
at	a	price—from	outside.
Now	 the	 gaoler	 had	 a	 daughter,	 a	 pleasant	 wench	 and	 good-hearted,	 who

assisted	her	father	in	the	lighter	duties	of	his	post.	She	was	particularly	fond	of
animals,	and,	besides	her	canary,	whose	cage	hung	on	a	nail	in	the	massive	wall
of	 the	keep	by	day,	 to	 the	great	 annoyance	of	prisoners	who	 relished	an	after-
dinner	nap,	and	was	shrouded	 in	an	antimacassar	on	 the	parlour	 table	at	night,
she	kept	several	piebald	mice	and	a	restless	revolving	squirrel.	This	kind-hearted
girl,	pitying	the	misery	of	Toad,	said	to	her	father	one	day,	'Father!	I	can't	bear	to
see	 that	 poor	 beast	 so	 unhappy,	 and	 getting	 so	 thin!	 You	 let	 me	 have	 the
managing	of	him.	You	know	how	fond	of	animals	I	am.	I'll	make	him	eat	from
my	hand,	and	sit	up,	and	do	all	sorts	of	things.'



Her	father	replied	that	she	could	do	what	she	liked	with	him.	He	was	tired	of
Toad,	and	his	sulks	and	his	airs	and	his	meanness.	So	that	day	she	went	on	her
errand	of	mercy,	and	knocked	at	the	door	of	Toad's	cell.
'Now,	 cheer	 up,	 Toad,'	 she	 said,	 coaxingly,	 on	 entering,	 'and	 sit	 up	 and	 dry

your	eyes	and	be	a	sensible	animal.	And	do	try	and	eat	a	bit	of	dinner.	See,	I've
brought	you	some	of	mine,	hot	from	the	oven!'
It	 was	 bubble-and-squeak,	 between	 two	 plates,	 and	 its	 fragrance	 filled	 the

narrow	cell.	The	penetrating	smell	of	cabbage	reached	the	nose	of	Toad	as	he	lay
prostrate	 in	 his	misery	 on	 the	 floor,	 and	 gave	 him	 the	 idea	 for	 a	moment	 that
perhaps	life	was	not	such	a	blank	and	desperate	 thing	as	he	had	imagined.	But
still	 he	wailed,	 and	 kicked	with	 his	 legs,	 and	 refused	 to	 be	 comforted.	 So	 the
wise	 girl	 retired	 for	 the	 time,	 but,	 of	 course,	 a	 good	 deal	 of	 the	 smell	 of	 hot
cabbage	remained	behind,	as	it	will	do,	and	Toad,	between	his	sobs,	sniffed	and
reflected,	and	gradually	began	to	think	new	and	inspiring	thoughts:	of	chivalry,
and	poetry,	and	deeds	still	to	be	done;	of	broad	meadows,	and	cattle	browsing	in
them,	raked	by	sun	and	wind;	of	kitchen-gardens,	and	straight	herb-borders,	and
warm	snap-dragon	beset	by	bees;	and	of	the	comforting	clink	of	dishes	set	down
on	the	table	at	Toad	Hall,	and	the	scrape	of	chair-legs	on	the	floor	as	every	one
pulled	himself	close	up	to	his	work.	The	air	of	the	narrow	cell	took	a	rosy	tinge;
he	 began	 to	 think	 of	 his	 friends,	 and	 how	 they	 would	 surely	 be	 able	 to	 do
something;	of	lawyers,	and	how	they	would	have	enjoyed	his	case,	and	what	an
ass	 he	 had	 been	 not	 to	 get	 in	 a	 few;	 and	 lastly,	 he	 thought	 of	 his	 own	 great
cleverness	and	resource,	and	all	that	he	was	capable	of	if	he	only	gave	his	great
mind	to	it;	and	the	cure	was	almost	complete.
When	 the	 girl	 returned,	 some	 hours	 later,	 she	 carried	 a	 tray,	 with	 a	 cup	 of

fragrant	tea	steaming	on	it;	and	a	plate	piled	up	with	very	hot	buttered	toast,	cut
thick,	very	brown	on	both	sides,	with	the	butter	running	through	the	holes	in	it	in
great	golden	drops,	like	honey	from	the	honeycomb.	The	smell	of	that	buttered
toast	 simply	 talked	 to	 Toad,	 and	 with	 no	 uncertain	 voice;	 talked	 of	 warm
kitchens,	 of	 breakfasts	 on	 bright	 frosty	mornings,	 of	 cosy	 parlour	 firesides	 on
winter	evenings,	when	one's	ramble	was	over	and	slippered	feet	were	propped	on
the	 fender;	of	 the	purring	of	contented	cats,	 and	 the	 twitter	of	 sleepy	canaries.
Toad	sat	up	on	end	once	more,	dried	his	eyes,	 sipped	his	 tea	and	munched	his
toast,	and	soon	began	talking	freely	about	himself,	and	the	house	he	lived	in,	and
his	doings	there,	and	how	important	he	was,	and	what	a	lot	his	friends	thought	of
him.
The	gaoler's	daughter	saw	that	the	topic	was	doing	him	as	much	good	as	the

tea,	as	indeed	it	was,	and	encouraged	him	to	go	on.
'Tell	me	about	Toad	Hall,'	said	she.	'It	sounds	beautiful.'



'Toad	Hall,'	 said	 the	Toad	 proudly,	 'is	 an	 eligible	 self-contained	 gentleman's
residence	 very	 unique;	 dating	 in	 part	 from	 the	 fourteenth	 century,	 but	 replete
with	 every	 modern	 convenience.	 Up-to-date	 sanitation.	 Five	 minutes	 from
church,	post-office,	and	golf-links,	Suitable	for——'
'Bless	 the	 animal,'	 said	 the	girl,	 laughing,	 'I	 don't	want	 to	TAKE	 it.	Tell	me

something	REAL	about	it.	But	first	wait	till	I	fetch	you	some	more	tea	and	toast.'
She	 tripped	 away,	 and	 presently	 returned	 with	 a	 fresh	 trayful;	 and	 Toad,

pitching	into	the	toast	with	avidity,	his	spirits	quite	restored	to	their	usual	level,
told	 her	 about	 the	 boathouse,	 and	 the	 fish-pond,	 and	 the	 old	 walled	 kitchen-
garden;	and	about	 the	pig-styes,	and	 the	stables,	and	the	pigeon-house,	and	 the
hen-house;	 and	 about	 the	 dairy,	 and	 the	wash-house,	 and	 the	 china-cupboards,
and	 the	 linen-presses	 (she	 liked	 that	 bit	 especially);	 and	 about	 the	banqueting-
hall,	and	the	fun	they	had	there	when	the	other	animals	were	gathered	round	the
table	 and	 Toad	 was	 at	 his	 best,	 singing	 songs,	 telling	 stories,	 carrying	 on
generally.	 Then	 she	 wanted	 to	 know	 about	 his	 animal-friends,	 and	 was	 very
interested	in	all	he	had	to	tell	her	about	them	and	how	they	lived,	and	what	they
did	 to	 pass	 their	 time.	Of	 course,	 she	 did	 not	 say	 she	was	 fond	 of	 animals	 as
PETS,	because	she	had	the	sense	to	see	that	Toad	would	be	extremely	offended.
When	she	said	good	night,	having	filled	his	water-jug	and	shaken	up	his	straw
for	 him,	Toad	was	 very	much	 the	 same	 sanguine,	 self-satisfied	 animal	 that	 he
had	been	of	old.	He	sang	a	little	song	or	two,	of	the	sort	he	used	to	sing	at	his
dinner-parties,	 curled	himself	up	 in	 the	 straw,	and	had	an	excellent	night's	 rest
and	the	pleasantest	of	dreams.
They	had	many	 interesting	 talks	 together,	after	 that,	as	 the	dreary	days	went

on;	 and	 the	gaoler's	 daughter	 grew	very	 sorry	 for	Toad,	 and	 thought	 it	 a	 great
shame	that	a	poor	little	animal	should	be	locked	up	in	prison	for	what	seemed	to
her	a	very	trivial	offence.	Toad,	of	course,	in	his	vanity,	thought	that	her	interest
in	 him	 proceeded	 from	 a	 growing	 tenderness;	 and	 he	 could	 not	 help	 half-
regretting	 that	 the	 social	 gulf	 between	 them	was	 so	 very	wide,	 for	 she	was	 a
comely	lass,	and	evidently	admired	him	very	much.
One	morning	the	girl	was	very	thoughtful,	and	answered	at	random,	and	did

not	seem	to	Toad	to	be	paying	proper	attention	to	his	witty	sayings	and	sparkling
comments.
'Toad,'	 she	 said	 presently,	 'just	 listen,	 please.	 I	 have	 an	 aunt	 who	 is	 a

washerwoman.'
'There,	 there,'	 said	Toad,	graciously	and	affably,	 'never	mind;	 think	no	more

about	it.	I	have	several	aunts	who	OUGHT	to	be	washerwomen.'
'Do	be	quiet	a	minute,	Toad,'	said	the	girl.	'You	talk	too	much,	that's	your	chief

fault,	and	 I'm	 trying	 to	 think,	and	you	hurt	my	head.	As	 I	 said,	 I	have	an	aunt



who	is	a	washerwoman;	she	does	the	washing	for	all	the	prisoners	in	this	castle
—we	try	to	keep	any	paying	business	of	that	sort	in	the	family,	you	understand.
She	 takes	 out	 the	 washing	 on	 Monday	 morning,	 and	 brings	 it	 in	 on	 Friday
evening.	This	is	a	Thursday.	Now,	this	is	what	occurs	to	me:	you're	very	rich—at
least	you're	always	telling	me	so—and	she's	very	poor.	A	few	pounds	wouldn't
make	any	difference	to	you,	and	it	would	mean	a	lot	to	her.	Now,	I	think	if	she
were	properly	approached—squared,	I	believe	is	the	word	you	animals	use—you
could	come	to	some	arrangement	by	which	she	would	let	you	have	her	dress	and
bonnet	 and	 so	 on,	 and	 you	 could	 escape	 from	 the	 castle	 as	 the	 official
washerwoman.	 You're	 very	 alike	 in	 many	 respects—particularly	 about	 the
figure.'
'We're	NOT,'	said	the	Toad	in	a	huff.	'I	have	a	very	elegant	figure—for	what	I

am.'
'So	has	my	aunt,'	replied	the	girl,	'for	what	SHE	is.	But	have	it	your	own	way.

You	horrid,	proud,	ungrateful	animal,	when	I'm	sorry	for	you,	and	trying	to	help
you!'
'Yes,	yes,	that's	all	right;	thank	you	very	much	indeed,'	said	the	Toad	hurriedly.

'But	look	here!	you	wouldn't	surely	have	Mr.	Toad	of	Toad	Hall,	going	about	the
country	disguised	as	a	washerwoman!'
'Then	you	can	stop	here	as	a	Toad,'	replied	the	girl	with	much	spirit.	'I	suppose

you	want	to	go	off	in	a	coach-and-four!'
Honest	Toad	was	always	ready	to	admit	himself	in	the	wrong.	'You	are	a	good,

kind,	clever	girl,'	he	said,	'and	I	am	indeed	a	proud	and	a	stupid	toad.	Introduce
me	 to	 your	worthy	 aunt,	 if	 you	will	 be	 so	 kind,	 and	 I	 have	 no	 doubt	 that	 the
excellent	lady	and	I	will	be	able	to	arrange	terms	satisfactory	to	both	parties.'
Next	 evening	 the	 girl	 ushered	 her	 aunt	 into	 Toad's	 cell,	 bearing	 his	 week's

washing	pinned	up	 in	a	 towel.	The	old	 lady	had	been	prepared	beforehand	 for
the	interview,	and	the	sight	of	certain	gold	sovereigns	that	Toad	had	thoughtfully
placed	on	 the	 table	 in	 full	 view	practically	 completed	 the	matter	 and	 left	 little
further	to	discuss.	In	return	for	his	cash,	Toad	received	a	cotton	print	gown,	an
apron,	a	shawl,	and	a	rusty	black	bonnet;	the	only	stipulation	the	old	lady	made
being	 that	 she	should	be	gagged	and	bound	and	dumped	down	 in	a	corner.	By
this	 not	 very	 convincing	 artifice,	 she	 explained,	 aided	 by	 picturesque	 fiction
which	she	could	supply	herself,	she	hoped	to	retain	her	situation,	in	spite	of	the
suspicious	appearance	of	things.
Toad	 was	 delighted	 with	 the	 suggestion.	 It	 would	 enable	 him	 to	 leave	 the

prison	in	some	style,	and	with	his	reputation	for	being	a	desperate	and	dangerous
fellow	untarnished;	and	he	readily	helped	the	gaoler's	daughter	to	make	her	aunt
appear	as	much	as	possible	the	victim	of	circumstances	over	which	she	had	no



control.
'Now	 it's	 your	 turn,	Toad,'	 said	 the	girl.	 'Take	off	 that	 coat	 and	waistcoat	 of

yours;	you're	fat	enough	as	it	is.'
Shaking	with	 laughter,	 she	 proceeded	 to	 'hook-and-eye'	 him	 into	 the	 cotton

print	gown,	arranged	the	shawl	with	a	professional	fold,	and	tied	the	strings	of
the	rusty	bonnet	under	his	chin.
'You're	 the	very	 image	of	 her,'	 she	giggled,	 'only	 I'm	 sure	you	never	 looked

half	so	respectable	in	all	your	life	before.	Now,	good-bye,	Toad,	and	good	luck.
Go	straight	down	the	way	you	came	up;	and	if	any	one	says	anything	to	you,	as
they	 probably	 will,	 being	 but	 men,	 you	 can	 chaff	 back	 a	 bit,	 of	 course,	 but
remember	you're	a	widow	woman,	quite	alone	in	the	world,	with	a	character	to
lose.'
With	a	quaking	heart,	but	as	firm	a	footstep	as	he	could	command,	Toad	set

forth	 cautiously	 on	 what	 seemed	 to	 be	 a	 most	 hare-brained	 and	 hazardous
undertaking;	but	he	was	 soon	agreeably	 surprised	 to	 find	how	easy	everything
was	made	for	him,	and	a	 little	humbled	at	 the	 thought	 that	both	his	popularity,
and	the	sex	that	seemed	to	inspire	it,	were	really	another's.	The	washerwoman's
squat	figure	in	its	familiar	cotton	print	seemed	a	passport	for	every	barred	door
and	grim	gateway;	even	when	he	hesitated,	uncertain	as	 to	 the	 right	 turning	 to
take,	he	found	himself	helped	out	of	his	difficulty	by	the	warder	at	the	next	gate,
anxious	to	be	off	to	his	tea,	summoning	him	to	come	along	sharp	and	not	keep
him	waiting	there	all	night.	The	chaff	and	the	humourous	sallies	to	which	he	was
subjected,	and	to	which,	of	course,	he	had	to	provide	prompt	and	effective	reply,
formed,	indeed,	his	chief	danger;	for	Toad	was	an	animal	with	a	strong	sense	of
his	own	dignity,	and	the	chaff	was	mostly	(he	thought)	poor	and	clumsy,	and	the
humour	of	the	sallies	entirely	lacking.	However,	he	kept	his	temper,	though	with
great	difficulty,	suited	his	retorts	to	his	company	and	his	supposed	character,	and
did	his	best	not	to	overstep	the	limits	of	good	taste.
It	 seemed	 hours	 before	 he	 crossed	 the	 last	 courtyard,	 rejected	 the	 pressing

invitations	from	the	 last	guardroom,	and	dodged	 the	outspread	arms	of	 the	 last
warder,	 pleading	with	 simulated	 passion	 for	 just	 one	 farewell	 embrace.	But	 at
last	he	heard	 the	wicket-gate	 in	 the	great	outer	door	 click	behind	him,	 felt	 the
fresh	air	of	the	outer	world	upon	his	anxious	brow,	and	knew	that	he	was	free!
Dizzy	with	the	easy	success	of	his	daring	exploit,	he	walked	quickly	towards

the	 lights	 of	 the	 town,	 not	 knowing	 in	 the	 least	what	 he	 should	 do	 next,	 only
quite	 certain	of	 one	 thing,	 that	 he	must	 remove	himself	 as	 quickly	 as	 possible
from	the	neighbourhood	where	the	lady	he	was	forced	to	represent	was	so	well-
known	and	so	popular	a	character.
As	he	walked	 along,	 considering,	 his	 attention	was	 caught	by	 some	 red	 and



green	lights	a	little	way	off,	to	one	side	of	the	town,	and	the	sound	of	the	puffing
and	snorting	of	engines	and	the	banging	of	shunted	trucks	fell	on	his	ear.	'Aha!'
he	thought,	'this	is	a	piece	of	luck!	A	railway	station	is	the	thing	I	want	most	in
the	whole	world	at	this	moment;	and	what's	more,	I	needn't	go	through	the	town
to	get	it,	and	shan't	have	to	support	this	humiliating	character	by	repartees	which,
though	thoroughly	effective,	do	not	assist	one's	sense	of	self-respect.'
He	made	his	way	to	the	station	accordingly,	consulted	a	time-table,	and	found

that	a	train,	bound	more	or	less	in	the	direction	of	his	home,	was	due	to	start	in
half-an-hour.	'More	luck!'	said	Toad,	his	spirits	rising	rapidly,	and	went	off	to	the
booking-office	to	buy	his	ticket.
He	gave	 the	name	of	 the	station	 that	he	knew	to	be	nearest	 to	 the	village	of

which	Toad	Hall	was	the	principal	feature,	and	mechanically	put	his	fingers,	in
search	 of	 the	 necessary	money,	where	 his	waistcoat	 pocket	 should	 have	 been.
But	here	 the	cotton	gown,	which	had	nobly	stood	by	him	so	far,	and	which	he
had	basely	forgotten,	intervened,	and	frustrated	his	efforts.	In	a	sort	of	nightmare
he	struggled	with	the	strange	uncanny	thing	that	seemed	to	hold	his	hands,	turn
all	 muscular	 strivings	 to	 water,	 and	 laugh	 at	 him	 all	 the	 time;	 while	 other
travellers,	 forming	 up	 in	 a	 line	 behind,	 waited	 with	 impatience,	 making
suggestions	of	more	or	less	value	and	comments	of	more	or	less	stringency	and
point.	 At	 last—somehow—he	 never	 rightly	 understood	 how—he	 burst	 the
barriers,	 attained	 the	 goal,	 arrived	 at	where	 all	waistcoat	 pockets	 are	 eternally
situated,	 and	 found—not	 only	 no	 money,	 but	 no	 pocket	 to	 hold	 it,	 and	 no
waistcoat	to	hold	the	pocket!
To	his	 horror	 he	 recollected	 that	 he	had	 left	 both	 coat	 and	waistcoat	 behind

him	 in	his	 cell,	 and	with	 them	his	 pocket-book,	money,	 keys,	watch,	matches,
pencil-case—all	 that	 makes	 life	 worth	 living,	 all	 that	 distinguishes	 the	 many-
pocketed	 animal,	 the	 lord	 of	 creation,	 from	 the	 inferior	 one-pocketed	 or	 no-
pocketed	productions	that	hop	or	trip	about	permissively,	unequipped	for	the	real
contest.
In	his	misery	he	made	one	desperate	effort	to	carry	the	thing	off,	and,	with	a

return	 to	his	 fine	old	manner—a	blend	of	 the	Squire	and	 the	College	Don—he
said,	 'Look	here!	I	find	I've	left	my	purse	behind.	Just	give	me	that	 ticket,	will
you,	and	I'll	send	the	money	on	to-morrow?	I'm	well-known	in	these	parts.'
The	 clerk	 stared	 at	 him	 and	 the	 rusty	 black	 bonnet	 a	 moment,	 and	 then

laughed.	 'I	should	think	you	were	pretty	well	known	in	 these	parts,'	he	said,	 'if
you've	 tried	 this	 game	 on	 often.	 Here,	 stand	 away	 from	 the	 window,	 please,
madam;	you're	obstructing	the	other	passengers!'
An	old	gentleman	who	had	been	prodding	him	in	the	back	for	some	moments

here	thrust	him	away,	and,	what	was	worse,	addressed	him	as	his	good	woman,



which	angered	Toad	more	than	anything	that	had	occurred	that	evening.
Baffled	and	full	of	despair,	he	wandered	blindly	down	the	platform	where	the

train	was	standing,	and	tears	trickled	down	each	side	of	his	nose.	It	was	hard,	he
thought,	to	be	within	sight	of	safety	and	almost	of	home,	and	to	be	baulked	by
the	want	of	a	few	wretched	shillings	and	by	the	pettifogging	mistrustfulness	of
paid	officials.	Very	soon	his	escape	would	be	discovered,	the	hunt	would	be	up,
he	would	be	caught,	 reviled,	 loaded	with	chains,	dragged	back	again	 to	prison
and	bread-and-water	and	straw;	his	guards	and	penalties	would	be	doubled;	and
O,	what	sarcastic	remarks	the	girl	would	make!	What	was	to	be	done?	He	was
not	 swift	 of	 foot;	 his	 figure	 was	 unfortunately	 recognisable.	 Could	 he	 not
squeeze	 under	 the	 seat	 of	 a	 carriage?	 He	 had	 seen	 this	 method	 adopted	 by
schoolboys,	when	 the	 journey-money	provided	by	 thoughtful	parents	had	been
diverted	to	other	and	better	ends.	As	he	pondered,	he	found	himself	opposite	the
engine,	which	was	being	oiled,	wiped,	and	generally	caressed	by	its	affectionate
driver,	a	burly	man	with	an	oil-can	in	one	hand	and	a	lump	of	cotton-waste	in	the
other.
'Hullo,	 mother!'	 said	 the	 engine-driver,	 'what's	 the	 trouble?	 You	 don't	 look

particularly	cheerful.'
'O,	sir!'	said	Toad,	crying	afresh,	'I	am	a	poor	unhappy	washerwoman,	and	I've

lost	 all	 my	 money,	 and	 can't	 pay	 for	 a	 ticket,	 and	 I	 must	 get	 home	 to-night
somehow,	and	whatever	I	am	to	do	I	don't	know.	O	dear,	O	dear!'
'That's	a	bad	business,	 indeed,'	 said	 the	engine-driver	 reflectively.	 'Lost	your

money—and	 can't	 get	 home—and	 got	 some	 kids,	 too,	waiting	 for	 you,	 I	 dare
say?'
'Any	amount	of	'em,'	sobbed	Toad.	'And	they'll	be	hungry—and	playing	with

matches—and	upsetting	lamps,	the	little	innocents!—and	quarrelling,	and	going
on	generally.	O	dear,	O	dear!'
'Well,	 I'll	 tell	 you	 what	 I'll	 do,'	 said	 the	 good	 engine-driver.	 'You're	 a

washerwoman	to	your	trade,	says	you.	Very	well,	that's	that.	And	I'm	an	engine-
driver,	as	you	well	may	see,	and	there's	no	denying	it's	terribly	dirty	work.	Uses
up	 a	power	of	 shirts,	 it	 does,	 till	my	missus	 is	 fair	 tired	of	washing	of	 'em.	 If
you'll	wash	a	few	shirts	for	me	when	you	get	home,	and	send	'em	along,	I'll	give
you	a	ride	on	my	engine.	It's	against	the	Company's	regulations,	but	we're	not	so
very	particular	in	these	out-of-the-way	parts.'
The	Toad's	misery	turned	into	rapture	as	he	eagerly	scrambled	up	into	the	cab

of	the	engine.	Of	course,	he	had	never	washed	a	shirt	in	his	life,	and	couldn't	if
he	 tried	 and,	 anyhow,	 he	 wasn't	 going	 to	 begin;	 but	 he	 thought:	 'When	 I	 get
safely	home	to	Toad	Hall,	and	have	money	again,	and	pockets	to	put	it	in,	I	will
send	 the	engine-driver	enough	 to	pay	 for	quite	a	quantity	of	washing,	and	 that



will	be	the	same	thing,	or	better.'
The	 guard	 waved	 his	 welcome	 flag,	 the	 engine-driver	 whistled	 in	 cheerful

response,	and	the	train	moved	out	of	the	station.	As	the	speed	increased,	and	the
Toad	could	see	on	either	side	of	him	real	fields,	and	trees,	and	hedges,	and	cows,
and	horses,	all	flying	past	him,	and	as	he	thought	how	every	minute	was	bringing
him	 nearer	 to	 Toad	Hall,	 and	 sympathetic	 friends,	 and	money	 to	 chink	 in	 his
pocket,	 and	 a	 soft	 bed	 to	 sleep	 in,	 and	 good	 things	 to	 eat,	 and	 praise	 and
admiration	 at	 the	 recital	 of	 his	 adventures	 and	 his	 surpassing	 cleverness,	 he
began	 to	 skip	 up	 and	 down	 and	 shout	 and	 sing	 snatches	 of	 song,	 to	 the	 great
astonishment	of	 the	engine-driver,	who	had	come	across	washerwomen	before,
at	long	intervals,	but	never	one	at	all	like	this.
They	had	covered	many	and	many	a	mile,	and	Toad	was	already	considering

what	he	would	have	for	supper	as	soon	as	he	got	home,	when	he	noticed	that	the
engine-driver,	with	a	puzzled	expression	on	his	face,	was	leaning	over	the	side	of
the	engine	and	listening	hard.	Then	he	saw	him	climb	on	to	the	coals	and	gaze
out	over	the	top	of	the	train;	then	he	returned	and	said	to	Toad:	'It's	very	strange;
we're	the	last	train	running	in	this	direction	to-night,	yet	I	could	be	sworn	that	I
heard	another	following	us!'
Toad	ceased	his	frivolous	antics	at	once.	He	became	grave	and	depressed,	and

a	dull	pain	in	the	lower	part	of	his	spine,	communicating	itself	to	his	legs,	made
him	want	to	sit	down	and	try	desperately	not	to	think	of	all	the	possibilities.
By	this	time	the	moon	was	shining	brightly,	and	the	engine-driver,	steadying

himself	on	the	coal,	could	command	a	view	of	 the	 line	behind	them	for	a	 long
distance.
Presently	he	called	out,	'I	can	see	it	clearly	now!	It	is	an	engine,	on	our	rails,

coming	along	at	a	great	pace!	It	looks	as	if	we	were	being	pursued!'
The	 miserable	 Toad,	 crouching	 in	 the	 coal-dust,	 tried	 hard	 to	 think	 of

something	to	do,	with	dismal	want	of	success.
'They	 are	 gaining	 on	 us	 fast!'	 cried	 the	 engine-driver.	 And	 the	 engine	 is

crowded	 with	 the	 queerest	 lot	 of	 people!	 Men	 like	 ancient	 warders,	 waving
halberds;	policemen	 in	 their	helmets,	waving	 truncheons;	and	shabbily	dressed
men	in	pot-hats,	obvious	and	unmistakable	plain-clothes	detectives	even	at	this
distance,	waving	revolvers	and	walking-sticks;	all	waving,	and	all	shouting	 the
same	thing—"Stop,	stop,	stop!"'
Then	Toad	fell	on	his	knees	among	the	coals	and,	raising	his	clasped	paws	in

supplication,	cried,	 'Save	me,	only	save	me,	dear	kind	Mr.	Engine-driver,	and	I
will	confess	everything!	I	am	not	the	simple	washerwoman	I	seem	to	be!	I	have
no	children	waiting	for	me,	innocent	or	otherwise!	I	am	a	toad—the	well-known
and	 popular	 Mr.	 Toad,	 a	 landed	 proprietor;	 I	 have	 just	 escaped,	 by	 my	 great



daring	 and	 cleverness,	 from	a	 loathsome	dungeon	 into	which	my	 enemies	 had
flung	me;	and	if	those	fellows	on	that	engine	recapture	me,	it	will	be	chains	and
bread-and-water	 and	 straw	 and	misery	 once	more	 for	 poor,	 unhappy,	 innocent
Toad!'
The	engine-driver	looked	down	upon	him	very	sternly,	and	said,	'Now	tell	the

truth;	what	were	you	put	in	prison	for?'
'It	was	nothing	very	much,'	said	poor	Toad,	colouring	deeply.	'I	only	borrowed

a	motorcar	while	the	owners	were	at	lunch;	they	had	no	need	of	it	at	the	time.	I
didn't	 mean	 to	 steal	 it,	 really;	 but	 people—especially	 magistrates—take	 such
harsh	views	of	thoughtless	and	high-spirited	actions.'
The	 engine-driver	 looked	 very	 grave	 and	 said,	 'I	 fear	 that	 you	 have	 been

indeed	a	wicked	toad,	and	by	rights	I	ought	to	give	you	up	to	offended	justice.
But	you	are	evidently	in	sore	trouble	and	distress,	so	I	will	not	desert	you.	I	don't
hold	with	motor-cars,	for	one	thing;	and	I	don't	hold	with	being	ordered	about	by
policemen	when	I'm	on	my	own	engine,	for	another.	And	the	sight	of	an	animal
in	tears	always	makes	me	feel	queer	and	softhearted.	So	cheer	up,	Toad!	I'll	do
my	best,	and	we	may	beat	them	yet!'
They	piled	on	more	coals,	shovelling	furiously;	the	furnace	roared,	the	sparks

flew,	 the	 engine	 leapt	 and	 swung	 but	 still	 their	 pursuers	 slowly	 gained.	 The
engine-driver,	with	a	sigh,	wiped	his	brow	with	a	handful	of	cotton-waste,	and
said,	'I'm	afraid	it's	no	good,	Toad.	You	see,	they	are	running	light,	and	they	have
the	 better	 engine.	 There's	 just	 one	 thing	 left	 for	 us	 to	 do,	 and	 it's	 your	 only
chance,	so	attend	very	carefully	to	what	I	tell	you.	A	short	way	ahead	of	us	is	a
long	tunnel,	and	on	the	other	side	of	that	the	line	passes	through	a	thick	wood.
Now,	I	will	put	on	all	the	speed	I	can	while	we	are	running	through	the	tunnel,
but	 the	 other	 fellows	will	 slow	 down	 a	 bit,	 naturally,	 for	 fear	 of	 an	 accident.
When	we	are	through,	I	will	shut	off	steam	and	put	on	brakes	as	hard	as	I	can,
and	the	moment	 it's	safe	to	do	so	you	must	 jump	and	hide	in	the	wood,	before
they	get	through	the	tunnel	and	see	you.	Then	I	will	go	full	speed	ahead	again,
and	 they	can	chase	me	 if	 they	 like,	 for	as	 long	as	 they	 like,	and	as	 far	as	 they
like.	Now	mind	and	be	ready	to	jump	when	I	tell	you!'
They	piled	on	more	coals,	 and	 the	 train	 shot	 into	 the	 tunnel,	 and	 the	engine

rushed	and	roared	and	rattled,	till	at	last	they	shot	out	at	the	other	end	into	fresh
air	and	the	peaceful	moonlight,	and	saw	the	wood	lying	dark	and	helpful	upon
either	side	of	the	line.	The	driver	shut	off	steam	and	put	on	brakes,	the	Toad	got
down	 on	 the	 step,	 and	 as	 the	 train	 slowed	 down	 to	 almost	 a	walking	 pace	 he
heard	the	driver	call	out,	'Now,	jump!'
Toad	 jumped,	 rolled	 down	 a	 short	 embankment,	 picked	 himself	 up	 unhurt,

scrambled	into	the	wood	and	hid.



Peeping	out,	he	saw	his	train	get	up	speed	again	and	disappear	at	a	great	pace.
Then	 out	 of	 the	 tunnel	 burst	 the	 pursuing	 engine,	 roaring	 and	 whistling,	 her
motley	 crew	 waving	 their	 various	 weapons	 and	 shouting,	 'Stop!	 stop!	 stop!'
When	 they	were	past,	 the	Toad	had	a	hearty	 laugh—for	 the	 first	 time	since	he
was	thrown	into	prison.
But	he	soon	stopped	laughing	when	he	came	to	consider	that	it	was	now	very

late	and	dark	and	cold,	and	he	was	in	an	unknown	wood,	with	no	money	and	no
chance	of	 supper,	 and	 still	 far	 from	 friends	and	home;	and	 the	dead	 silence	of
everything,	after	 the	roar	and	rattle	of	 the	 train,	was	something	of	a	shock.	He
dared	not	leave	the	shelter	of	the	trees,	so	he	struck	into	the	wood,	with	the	idea
of	leaving	the	railway	as	far	as	possible	behind	him.
After	so	many	weeks	within	walls,	he	found	the	wood	strange	and	unfriendly

and	 inclined,	 he	 thought,	 to	 make	 fun	 of	 him.	 Night-jars,	 sounding	 their
mechanical	rattle,	made	him	think	that	the	wood	was	full	of	searching	warders,
closing	 in	 on	 him.	 An	 owl,	 swooping	 noiselessly	 towards	 him,	 brushed	 his
shoulder	with	its	wing,	making	him	jump	with	the	horrid	certainty	that	it	was	a
hand;	then	flitted	off,	moth-like,	laughing	its	low	ho!	ho!	ho;	which	Toad	thought
in	very	poor	taste.	Once	he	met	a	fox,	who	stopped,	looked	him	up	and	down	in
a	sarcastic	sort	of	way,	and	said,	'Hullo,	washerwoman!	Half	a	pair	of	socks	and
a	pillow-case	short	this	week!	Mind	it	doesn't	occur	again!'	and	swaggered	off,
sniggering.	Toad	looked	about	for	a	stone	to	throw	at	him,	but	could	not	succeed
in	finding	one,	which	vexed	him	more	than	anything.	At	last,	cold,	hungry,	and
tired	out,	he	sought	the	shelter	of	a	hollow	tree,	where	with	branches	and	dead
leaves	he	made	himself	as	comfortable	a	bed	as	he	could,	and	slept	soundly	till
the	morning.



Chapter		9
WAYFARERS	ALL
The	Water	Rat	was	restless,	and	he	did	not	exactly	know	why.	To	all	appearance
the	 summer's	 pomp	was	 still	 at	 fullest	 height,	 and	 although	 in	 the	 tilled	 acres
green	 had	 given	 way	 to	 gold,	 though	 rowans	 were	 reddening,	 and	 the	 woods
were	dashed	here	and	 there	with	a	 tawny	 fierceness,	yet	 light	and	warmth	and
colour	 were	 still	 present	 in	 undiminished	 measure,	 clean	 of	 any	 chilly
premonitions	 of	 the	 passing	 year.	But	 the	 constant	 chorus	 of	 the	 orchards	 and
hedges	had	shrunk	to	a	casual	evensong	from	a	few	yet	unwearied	performers;
the	robin	was	beginning	to	assert	himself	once	more;	and	there	was	a	feeling	in
the	air	of	change	and	departure.	The	cuckoo,	of	course,	had	long	been	silent;	but
many	another	feathered	friend,	for	months	a	part	of	the	familiar	landscape	and	its
small	society,	was	missing	too	and	it	seemed	that	the	ranks	thinned	steadily	day
by	day.	Rat,	ever	observant	of	all	winged	movement,	saw	that	it	was	taking	daily
a	southing	tendency;	and	even	as	he	lay	in	bed	at	night	he	thought	he	could	make
out,	passing	in	the	darkness	overhead,	the	beat	and	quiver	of	impatient	pinions,
obedient	to	the	peremptory	call.
Nature's	Grand	Hotel	has	its	Season,	like	the	others.	As	the	guests	one	by	one

pack,	 pay,	 and	 depart,	 and	 the	 seats	 at	 the	 table-d'hote	 shrink	 pitifully	 at	 each
succeeding	meal;	 as	 suites	 of	 rooms	 are	 closed,	 carpets	 taken	 up,	 and	waiters
sent	away;	 those	boarders	who	are	staying	on,	en	pension,	until	 the	next	year's
full	 re-opening,	 cannot	help	being	 somewhat	 affected	by	all	 these	 flittings	 and
farewells,	 this	 eager	 discussion	 of	 plans,	 routes,	 and	 fresh	 quarters,	 this	 daily
shrinkage	 in	 the	 stream	 of	 comradeship.	 One	 gets	 unsettled,	 depressed,	 and
inclined	to	be	querulous.	Why	this	craving	for	change?	Why	not	stay	on	quietly
here,	like	us,	and	be	jolly?	You	don't	know	this	hotel	out	of	the	season,	and	what
fun	 we	 have	 among	 ourselves,	 we	 fellows	 who	 remain	 and	 see	 the	 whole
interesting	 year	 out.	All	 very	 true,	 no	 doubt	 the	 others	 always	 reply;	we	 quite
envy	you—and	some	other	year	perhaps—but	just	now	we	have	engagements—
and	there's	the	bus	at	the	door—our	time	is	up!	So	they	depart,	with	a	smile	and
a	nod,	and	we	miss	them,	and	feel	resentful.	The	Rat	was	a	self-sufficing	sort	of
animal,	rooted	to	the	land,	and,	whoever	went,	he	stayed;	still,	he	could	not	help
noticing	what	was	in	the	air,	and	feeling	some	of	its	influence	in	his	bones.



It	was	difficult	to	settle	down	to	anything	seriously,	with	all	this	flitting	going
on.	Leaving	the	water-side,	where	rushes	stood	thick	and	tall	in	a	stream	that	was
becoming	sluggish	and	low,	he	wandered	country-wards,	crossed	a	field	or	two
of	pasturage	already	looking	dusty	and	parched,	and	thrust	into	the	great	sea	of
wheat,	 yellow,	 wavy,	 and	 murmurous,	 full	 of	 quiet	 motion	 and	 small
whisperings.	Here	 he	 often	 loved	 to	wander,	 through	 the	 forest	 of	 stiff	 strong
stalks	 that	 carried	 their	 own	 golden	 sky	 away	 over	 his	 head—a	 sky	 that	 was
always	dancing,	shimmering,	softly	 talking;	or	swaying	strongly	 to	 the	passing
wind	and	recovering	itself	with	a	toss	and	a	merry	laugh.	Here,	too,	he	had	many
small	friends,	a	society	complete	in	itself,	leading	full	and	busy	lives,	but	always
with	 a	 spare	 moment	 to	 gossip,	 and	 exchange	 news	 with	 a	 visitor.	 Today,
however,	though	they	were	civil	enough,	the	field-mice	and	harvest-mice	seemed
preoccupied.	Many	were	digging	and	tunnelling	busily;	others,	gathered	together
in	 small	 groups,	 examined	 plans	 and	 drawings	 of	 small	 flats,	 stated	 to	 be
desirable	 and	 compact,	 and	 situated	 conveniently	 near	 the	 Stores.	 Some	were
hauling	 out	 dusty	 trunks	 and	 dress-baskets,	 others	 were	 already	 elbow-deep
packing	 their	 belongings;	 while	 everywhere	 piles	 and	 bundles	 of	 wheat,	 oats,
barley,	beech-mast	and	nuts,	lay	about	ready	for	transport.
'Here's	old	Ratty!'	they	cried	as	soon	as	they	saw	him.	'Come	and	bear	a	hand,

Rat,	and	don't	stand	about	idle!'
'What	sort	of	games	are	you	up	to?'	said	the	Water	Rat	severely.	'You	know	it

isn't	time	to	be	thinking	of	winter	quarters	yet,	by	a	long	way!'
'O	yes,	we	know	that,'	 explained	a	 field-mouse	 rather	shamefacedly;	 'but	 it's

always	as	well	to	be	in	good	time,	isn't	it?	We	really	MUST	get	all	the	furniture
and	baggage	 and	 stores	moved	out	 of	 this	 before	 those	 horrid	machines	 begin
clicking	 round	 the	 fields;	 and	 then,	 you	 know,	 the	 best	 flats	 get	 picked	 up	 so
quickly	nowadays,	and	if	you're	late	you	have	to	put	up	with	ANYTHING;	and
they	want	such	a	lot	of	doing	up,	too,	before	they're	fit	to	move	into.	Of	course,
we're	early,	we	know	that;	but	we're	only	just	making	a	start.'
'O,	bother	STARTS,'	 said	 the	Rat.	 'It's	 a	 splendid	day.	Come	 for	a	 row,	or	a

stroll	along	the	hedges,	or	a	picnic	in	the	woods,	or	something.'
'Well,	 I	 THINK	not	TO-DAY,	 thank	 you,'	 replied	 the	 field-mouse	 hurriedly.

'Perhaps	some	OTHER	day—when	we've	more	TIME——'
The	Rat,	with	a	snort	of	contempt,	swung	round	to	go,	tripped	over	a	hat-box,

and	fell,	with	undignified	remarks.
'If	people	would	be	more	careful,'	 said	a	field-mouse	rather	stiffly,	 'and	 look

where	 they're	 going,	 people	wouldn't	 hurt	 themselves—and	 forget	 themselves.
Mind	that	hold-all,	Rat!	You'd	better	sit	down	somewhere.	In	an	hour	or	two	we
may	be	more	free	to	attend	to	you.'



'You	won't	be	"free"	as	you	call	it	much	this	side	of	Christmas,	I	can	see	that,'
retorted	the	Rat	grumpily,	as	he	picked	his	way	out	of	the	field.
He	 returned	 somewhat	despondently	 to	his	 river	 again—his	 faithful,	 steady-

going	old	river,	which	never	packed	up,	flitted,	or	went	into	winter	quarters.
In	 the	osiers	which	 fringed	 the	bank	he	 spied	a	 swallow	sitting.	Presently	 it

was	joined	by	another,	and	then	by	a	third;	and	the	birds,	fidgeting	restlessly	on
their	bough,	talked	together	earnestly	and	low.
'What,	ALREADY,'	said	the	Rat,	strolling	up	to	them.	'What's	the	hurry?	I	call

it	simply	ridiculous.'
'O,	we're	not	off	yet,	if	that's	what	you	mean,'	replied	the	first	swallow.	'We're

only	making	plans	and	arranging	things.	Talking	it	over,	you	know—what	route
we're	taking	this	year,	and	where	we'll	stop,	and	so	on.	That's	half	the	fun!'
'Fun?'	said	the	Rat;	'now	that's	just	what	I	don't	understand.	If	you've	GOT	to

leave	 this	 pleasant	 place,	 and	 your	 friends	who	will	miss	 you,	 and	 your	 snug
homes	 that	 you've	 just	 settled	 into,	 why,	 when	 the	 hour	 strikes	 I've	 no	 doubt
you'll	 go	 bravely,	 and	 face	 all	 the	 trouble	 and	 discomfort	 and	 change	 and
newness,	 and	make	 believe	 that	 you're	 not	 very	 unhappy.	 But	 to	want	 to	 talk
about	it,	or	even	think	about	it,	till	you	really	need——'
'No,	you	don't	understand,	naturally,'	said	the	second	swallow.	'First,	we	feel	it

stirring	within	us,	a	sweet	unrest;	then	back	come	the	recollections	one	by	one,
like	homing	pigeons.	They	flutter	through	our	dreams	at	night,	they	fly	with	us
in	 our	wheelings	 and	 circlings	 by	 day.	We	 hunger	 to	 inquire	 of	 each	 other,	 to
compare	notes	and	assure	ourselves	that	it	was	all	really	true,	as	one	by	one	the
scents	and	sounds	and	names	of	long-forgotten	places	come	gradually	back	and
beckon	to	us.'
'Couldn't	 you	 stop	on	 for	 just	 this	year?'	 suggested	 the	Water	Rat,	wistfully.

'We'll	all	do	our	best	to	make	you	feel	at	home.	You've	no	idea	what	good	times
we	have	here,	while	you	are	far	away.'
'I	tried	"stopping	on"	one	year,'	said	the	third	swallow.	'I	had	grown	so	fond	of

the	place	that	when	the	time	came	I	hung	back	and	let	the	others	go	on	without
me.	For	a	few	weeks	it	was	all	well	enough,	but	afterwards,	O	the	weary	length
of	the	nights!	The	shivering,	sunless	days!	The	air	so	clammy	and	chill,	and	not
an	insect	in	an	acre	of	it!	No,	it	was	no	good;	my	courage	broke	down,	and	one
cold,	 stormy	 night	 I	 took	 wing,	 flying	 well	 inland	 on	 account	 of	 the	 strong
easterly	 gales.	 It	 was	 snowing	 hard	 as	 I	 beat	 through	 the	 passes	 of	 the	 great
mountains,	 and	 I	 had	 a	 stiff	 fight	 to	win	 through;	 but	 never	 shall	 I	 forget	 the
blissful	feeling	of	the	hot	sun	again	on	my	back	as	I	sped	down	to	the	lakes	that
lay	so	blue	and	placid	below	me,	and	 the	 taste	of	my	 first	 fat	 insect!	The	past
was	like	a	bad	dream;	the	future	was	all	happy	holiday	as	I	moved	southwards



week	by	week,	easily,	lazily,	lingering	as	long	as	I	dared,	but	always	heeding	the
call!	No,	I	had	had	my	warning;	never	again	did	I	think	of	disobedience.'
'Ah,	yes,	the	call	of	the	South,	of	the	South!'	twittered	the	other	two	dreamily.

'Its	songs	its	hues,	its	radiant	air!	O,	do	you	remember——'	and,	forgetting	the
Rat,	they	slid	into	passionate	reminiscence,	while	he	listened	fascinated,	and	his
heart	burned	within	him.	 In	himself,	 too,	he	knew	 that	 it	was	vibrating	at	 last,
that	chord	hitherto	dormant	and	unsuspected.	The	mere	chatter	of	these	southern-
bound	birds,	 their	pale	and	second-hand	reports,	had	yet	power	 to	awaken	 this
wild	new	sensation	and	thrill	him	through	and	through	with	it;	what	would	one
moment	of	the	real	thing	work	in	him—one	passionate	touch	of	the	real	southern
sun,	 one	 waft	 of	 the	 authentic	 odor?	 With	 closed	 eyes	 he	 dared	 to	 dream	 a
moment	in	full	abandonment,	and	when	he	looked	again	the	river	seemed	steely
and	chill,	the	green	fields	grey	and	lightless.	Then	his	loyal	heart	seemed	to	cry
out	on	his	weaker	self	for	its	treachery.
'Why	 do	 you	 ever	 come	 back,	 then,	 at	 all?'	 he	 demanded	 of	 the	 swallows

jealously.	'What	do	you	find	to	attract	you	in	this	poor	drab	little	country?'
'And	do	you	think,'	said	the	first	swallow,	'that	the	other	call	is	not	for	us	too,

in	 its	due	 season?	The	call	of	 lush	meadow-grass,	wet	orchards,	warm,	 insect-
haunted	 ponds,	 of	 browsing	 cattle,	 of	 haymaking,	 and	 all	 the	 farm-buildings
clustering	round	the	House	of	the	perfect	Eaves?'
'Do	you	suppose,'	asked	the	second	one,	that	you	are	the	only	living	thing	that

craves	with	a	hungry	longing	to	hear	the	cuckoo's	note	again?'
'In	due	time,'	said	the	third,	'we	shall	be	home-sick	once	more	for	quiet	water-

lilies	swaying	on	the	surface	of	an	English	stream.	But	to-day	all	that	seems	pale
and	thin	and	very	far	away.	Just	now	our	blood	dances	to	other	music.'
They	 fell	 a-twittering	 among	 themselves	 once	 more,	 and	 this	 time	 their

intoxicating	babble	was	of	violet	seas,	tawny	sands,	and	lizard-haunted	walls.
Restlessly	the	Rat	wandered	off	once	more,	climbed	the	slope	that	rose	gently

from	the	north	bank	of	 the	 river,	and	 lay	 looking	out	 towards	 the	great	 ring	of
Downs	 that	 barred	 his	 vision	 further	 southwards—his	 simple	 horizon	 hitherto,
his	Mountains	of	the	Moon,	his	limit	behind	which	lay	nothing	he	had	cared	to
see	or	to	know.	To-day,	to	him	gazing	South	with	a	new-born	need	stirring	in	his
heart,	the	clear	sky	over	their	long	low	outline	seemed	to	pulsate	with	promise;
to-day,	the	unseen	was	everything,	the	unknown	the	only	real	fact	of	life.	On	this
side	 of	 the	 hills	 was	 now	 the	 real	 blank,	 on	 the	 other	 lay	 the	 crowded	 and
coloured	 panorama	 that	 his	 inner	 eye	 was	 seeing	 so	 clearly.	 What	 seas	 lay
beyond,	 green,	 leaping,	 and	 crested!	What	 sun-bathed	 coasts,	 along	which	 the
white	 villas	 glittered	 against	 the	 olive	 woods!	What	 quiet	 harbours,	 thronged
with	gallant	shipping	bound	for	purple	islands	of	wine	and	spice,	islands	set	low



in	languorous	waters!
He	 rose	 and	 descended	 river-wards	 once	more;	 then	 changed	 his	mind	 and

sought	 the	 side	 of	 the	 dusty	 lane.	 There,	 lying	 half-buried	 in	 the	 thick,	 cool
under-hedge	tangle	that	bordered	it,	he	could	muse	on	the	metalled	road	and	all
the	 wondrous	 world	 that	 it	 led	 to;	 on	 all	 the	 wayfarers,	 too,	 that	 might	 have
trodden	 it,	 and	 the	 fortunes	 and	 adventures	 they	 had	 gone	 to	 seek	 or	 found
unseeking—out	there,	beyond—beyond!
Footsteps	fell	on	his	ear,	and	the	figure	of	one	that	walked	somewhat	wearily

came	 into	 view;	 and	 he	 saw	 that	 it	 was	 a	 Rat,	 and	 a	 very	 dusty	 one.	 The
wayfarer,	 as	 he	 reached	 him,	 saluted	 with	 a	 gesture	 of	 courtesy	 that	 had
something	 foreign	 about	 it—hesitated	 a	 moment—then	 with	 a	 pleasant	 smile
turned	from	the	track	and	sat	down	by	his	side	in	the	cool	herbage.	He	seemed
tired,	 and	 the	Rat	 let	 him	 rest	 unquestioned,	 understanding	 something	of	what
was	in	his	thoughts;	knowing,	too,	the	value	all	animals	attach	at	times	to	mere
silent	 companionship,	 when	 the	 weary	 muscles	 slacken	 and	 the	 mind	 marks
time.
The	 wayfarer	 was	 lean	 and	 keen-featured,	 and	 somewhat	 bowed	 at	 the

shoulders;	his	paws	were	thin	and	long,	his	eyes	much	wrinkled	at	the	corners,
and	he	wore	small	gold	ear	rings	in	his	neatly-set	well-shaped	ears.	His	knitted
jersey	was	of	a	faded	blue,	his	breeches,	patched	and	stained,	were	based	on	a
blue	foundation,	and	his	small	belongings	that	he	carried	were	tied	up	in	a	blue
cotton	handkerchief.
When	 he	 had	 rested	 awhile	 the	 stranger	 sighed,	 snuffed	 the	 air,	 and	 looked

about	him.
'That	was	clover,	that	warm	whiff	on	the	breeze,'	he	remarked;	'and	those	are

cows	 we	 hear	 cropping	 the	 grass	 behind	 us	 and	 blowing	 softly	 between
mouthfuls.	There	 is	 a	 sound	of	distant	 reapers,	 and	yonder	 rises	 a	blue	 line	of
cottage	smoke	against	 the	woodland.	The	 river	 runs	somewhere	close	by,	 for	 I
hear	 the	 call	 of	 a	 moorhen,	 and	 I	 see	 by	 your	 build	 that	 you're	 a	 freshwater
mariner.	Everything	seems	asleep,	and	yet	going	on	all	 the	 time.	It	 is	a	goodly
life	that	you	lead,	friend;	no	doubt	the	best	in	the	world,	if	only	you	are	strong
enough	to	lead	it!'
'Yes,	 it's	THE	 life,	 the	only	 life,	 to	 live,'	 responded	 the	Water	Rat	 dreamily,

and	without	his	usual	whole-hearted	conviction.
'I	did	not	say	exactly	that,'	replied	the	stranger	cautiously;	'but	no	doubt	it's	the

best.	I've	tried	it,	and	I	know.	And	because	I've	just	tried	it—six	months	of	it—
and	know	it's	 the	best,	here	am	I,	 footsore	and	hungry,	 tramping	away	from	it,
tramping	southward,	following	the	old	call,	back	to	the	old	life,	THE	life	which
is	mine	and	which	will	not	let	me	go.'



'Is	this,	then,	yet	another	of	them?'	mused	the	Rat.	 'And	where	have	you	just
come	 from?'	 he	 asked.	 He	 hardly	 dared	 to	 ask	 where	 he	 was	 bound	 for;	 he
seemed	to	know	the	answer	only	too	well.
'Nice	little	farm,'	replied	the	wayfarer,	briefly.	'Upalong	in	that	direction'—he

nodded	 northwards.	 'Never	 mind	 about	 it.	 I	 had	 everything	 I	 could	 want—
everything	I	had	any	right	to	expect	of	life,	and	more;	and	here	I	am!	Glad	to	be
here	all	the	same,	though,	glad	to	be	here!	So	many	miles	further	on	the	road,	so
many	hours	nearer	to	my	heart's	desire!'
His	 shining	 eyes	held	 fast	 to	 the	horizon,	 and	he	 seemed	 to	be	 listening	 for

some	sound	that	was	wanting	from	that	inland	acreage,	vocal	as	it	was	with	the
cheerful	music	of	pasturage	and	farmyard.
'You	 are	 not	 one	 of	US,'	 said	 the	Water	 Rat,	 'nor	 yet	 a	 farmer;	 nor	 even,	 I

should	judge,	of	this	country.'
'Right,'	replied	the	stranger.	'I'm	a	seafaring	rat,	I	am,	and	the	port	I	originally

hail	 from	 is	 Constantinople,	 though	 I'm	 a	 sort	 of	 a	 foreigner	 there	 too,	 in	 a
manner	of	speaking.	You	will	have	heard	of	Constantinople,	friend?	A	fair	city,
and	an	ancient	and	glorious	one.	And	you	may	have	heard,	too,	of	Sigurd,	King
of	Norway,	and	how	he	sailed	thither	with	sixty	ships,	and	how	he	and	his	men
rode	up	 through	streets	all	 canopied	 in	 their	honour	with	purple	and	gold;	and
how	the	Emperor	and	Empress	came	down	and	banqueted	with	him	on	board	his
ship.	When	Sigurd	returned	home,	many	of	his	Northmen	remained	behind	and
entered	 the	Emperor's	body-guard,	and	my	ancestor,	 a	Norwegian	born,	 stayed
behind	too,	with	the	ships	that	Sigurd	gave	the	Emperor.	Seafarers	we	have	ever
been,	and	no	wonder;	as	for	me,	the	city	of	my	birth	is	no	more	my	home	than
any	pleasant	port	between	there	and	the	London	River.	I	know	them	all,	and	they
know	me.	 Set	me	 down	 on	 any	 of	 their	 quays	 or	 foreshores,	 and	 I	 am	 home
again.'
'I	 suppose	 you	 go	 great	 voyages,'	 said	 the	Water	Rat	with	 growing	 interest.

'Months	 and	 months	 out	 of	 sight	 of	 land,	 and	 provisions	 running	 short,	 and
allowanced	as	to	water,	and	your	mind	communing	with	the	mighty	ocean,	and
all	that	sort	of	thing?'
'By	no	means,'	said	the	Sea	Rat	frankly.	'Such	a	life	as	you	describe	would	not

suit	me	at	all.	 I'm	 in	 the	coasting	 trade,	and	rarely	out	of	sight	of	 land.	 It's	 the
jolly	 times	 on	 shore	 that	 appeal	 to	 me,	 as	 much	 as	 any	 seafaring.	 O,	 those
southern	seaports!	The	smell	of	them,	the	riding-lights	at	night,	the	glamour!'
'Well,	perhaps	you	have	chosen	the	better	way,'	said	the	Water	Rat,	but	rather

doubtfully.	'Tell	me	something	of	your	coasting,	then,	if	you	have	a	mind	to,	and
what	 sort	 of	 harvest	 an	 animal	 of	 spirit	might	 hope	 to	 bring	 home	 from	 it	 to
warm	his	latter	days	with	gallant	memories	by	the	fireside;	for	my	life,	I	confess



to	you,	feels	to	me	to-day	somewhat	narrow	and	circumscribed.'
'My	last	voyage,'	began	the	Sea	Rat,	'that	landed	me	eventually	in	this	country,

bound	with	high	hopes	for	my	inland	farm,	will	serve	as	a	good	example	of	any
of	them,	and,	indeed,	as	an	epitome	of	my	highly-coloured	life.	Family	troubles,
as	usual,	began	it.	The	domestic	storm-cone	was	hoisted,	and	I	shipped	myself
on	 board	 a	 small	 trading	 vessel	 bound	 from	 Constantinople,	 by	 classic	 seas
whose	every	wave	 throbs	with	a	deathless	memory,	 to	 the	Grecian	 Islands	and
the	Levant.	Those	were	golden	days	and	balmy	nights!	In	and	out	of	harbour	all
the	 time—old	 friends	 everywhere—sleeping	 in	 some	 cool	 temple	 or	 ruined
cistern	during	the	heat	of	the	day—feasting	and	song	after	sundown,	under	great
stars	set	in	a	velvet	sky!	Thence	we	turned	and	coasted	up	the	Adriatic,	its	shores
swimming	 in	 an	 atmosphere	 of	 amber,	 rose,	 and	 aquamarine;	 we	 lay	 in	 wide
land-locked	harbours,	we	 roamed	 through	ancient	and	noble	cities,	until	at	 last
one	morning,	as	the	sun	rose	royally	behind	us,	we	rode	into	Venice	down	a	path
of	gold.	O,	Venice	is	a	fine	city,	wherein	a	rat	can	wander	at	his	ease	and	take	his
pleasure!	Or,	when	weary	of	wandering,	can	sit	at	the	edge	of	the	Grand	Canal	at
night,	feasting	with	his	friends,	when	the	air	is	full	of	music	and	the	sky	full	of
stars,	 and	 the	 lights	 flash	 and	 shimmer	 on	 the	 polished	 steel	 prows	 of	 the
swaying	gondolas,	packed	so	that	you	could	walk	across	the	canal	on	them	from
side	 to	 side!	 And	 then	 the	 food—do	 you	 like	 shellfish?	Well,	 well,	 we	 won't
linger	over	that	now.'
He	was	silent	for	a	time;	and	the	Water	Rat,	silent	too	and	enthralled,	floated

on	dream-canals	and	heard	a	phantom	song	pealing	high	between	vaporous	grey
wave-lapped	walls.
'Southwards	we	sailed	again	at	last,'	continued	the	Sea	Rat,	'coasting	down	the

Italian	shore,	till	finally	we	made	Palermo,	and	there	I	quitted	for	a	long,	happy
spell	on	shore.	 I	never	stick	 too	 long	to	one	ship;	one	gets	narrow-minded	and
prejudiced.	 Besides,	 Sicily	 is	 one	 of	 my	 happy	 hunting-grounds.	 I	 know
everybody	 there,	 and	 their	ways	 just	 suit	me.	 I	 spent	many	 jolly	weeks	 in	 the
island,	 staying	 with	 friends	 up	 country.	 When	 I	 grew	 restless	 again	 I	 took
advantage	of	a	ship	that	was	trading	to	Sardinia	and	Corsica;	and	very	glad	I	was
to	feel	the	fresh	breeze	and	the	sea-spray	in	my	face	once	more.'
'But	isn't	it	very	hot	and	stuffy,	down	in	the—hold,	I	think	you	call	it?'	asked

the	Water	Rat.
The	seafarer	looked	at	him	with	the	suspicion	go	a	wink.	'I'm	an	old	hand,'	he

remarked	with	much	simplicity.	'The	captain's	cabin's	good	enough	for	me.'
'It's	a	hard	life,	by	all	accounts,'	murmured	the	Rat,	sunk	in	deep	thought.
'For	the	crew	it	is,'	replied	the	seafarer	gravely,	again	with	the	ghost	of	a	wink.
'From	Corsica,'	he	went	on,	'I	made	use	of	a	ship	that	was	taking	wine	to	the



mainland.	We	made	Alassio	in	the	evening,	lay	to,	hauled	up	our	wine-casks,	and
hove	them	overboard,	tied	one	to	the	other	by	a	long	line.	Then	the	crew	took	to
the	boats	and	rowed	shorewards,	singing	as	 they	went,	and	drawing	after	 them
the	long	bobbing	procession	of	casks,	like	a	mile	of	porpoises.	On	the	sands	they
had	horses	waiting,	which	dragged	the	casks	up	the	steep	street	of	the	little	town
with	a	 fine	rush	and	clatter	and	scramble.	When	 the	 last	cask	was	 in,	we	went
and	 refreshed	and	 rested,	and	sat	 late	 into	 the	night,	drinking	with	our	 friends,
and	next	morning	I	took	to	the	great	olive-woods	for	a	spell	and	a	rest.	For	now	I
had	done	with	islands	for	the	time,	and	ports	and	shipping	were	plentiful;	so	I	led
a	lazy	life	among	the	peasants,	lying	and	watching	them	work,	or	stretched	high
on	the	hillside	with	the	blue	Mediterranean	far	below	me.	And	so	at	length,	by
easy	stages,	and	partly	on	foot,	partly	by	sea,	to	Marseilles,	and	the	meeting	of
old	shipmates,	and	the	visiting	of	great	ocean-bound	vessels,	and	feasting	once
more.	Talk	of	shell-fish!	Why,	sometimes	I	dream	of	the	shell-fish	of	Marseilles,
and	wake	up	crying!'
'That	 reminds	me,'	 said	 the	polite	Water	Rat;	 'you	happened	 to	mention	 that

you	were	hungry,	 and	 I	ought	 to	have	 spoken	earlier.	Of	course,	you	will	 stop
and	take	your	midday	meal	with	me?	My	hole	is	close	by;	it	 is	some	time	past
noon,	and	you	are	very	welcome	to	whatever	there	is.'
'Now	 I	 call	 that	 kind	 and	 brotherly	 of	 you,'	 said	 the	 Sea	Rat.	 'I	was	 indeed

hungry	when	 I	 sat	 down,	 and	 ever	 since	 I	 inadvertently	 happened	 to	mention
shell-fish,	my	pangs	have	been	extreme.	But	couldn't	you	fetch	it	along	out	here?
I	am	none	too	fond	of	going	under	hatches,	unless	I'm	obliged	to;	and	then,	while
we	eat,	I	could	tell	you	more	concerning	my	voyages	and	the	pleasant	life	I	lead
—at	least,	it	is	very	pleasant	to	me,	and	by	your	attention	I	judge	it	commends
itself	to	you;	whereas	if	we	go	indoors	it	is	a	hundred	to	one	that	I	shall	presently
fall	asleep.'
'That	 is	 indeed	 an	 excellent	 suggestion,'	 said	 the	Water	Rat,	 and	 hurried	 off

home.	There	he	got	out	the	luncheon-basket	and	packed	a	simple	meal,	in	which,
remembering	the	stranger's	origin	and	preferences,	he	took	care	to	include	a	yard
of	long	French	bread,	a	sausage	out	of	which	the	garlic	sang,	some	cheese	which
lay	down	and	cried,	and	a	long-necked	straw-covered	flask	wherein	lay	bottled
sunshine	shed	and	garnered	on	far	Southern	slopes.	Thus	laden,	he	returned	with
all	 speed,	 and	 blushed	 for	 pleasure	 at	 the	 old	 seaman's	 commendations	 of	 his
taste	 and	 judgment,	 as	 together	 they	 unpacked	 the	 basket	 and	 laid	 out	 the
contents	on	the	grass	by	the	roadside.
The	 Sea	Rat,	 as	 soon	 as	 his	 hunger	was	 somewhat	 assuaged,	 continued	 the

history	 of	 his	 latest	 voyage,	 conducting	his	 simple	 hearer	 from	port	 to	 port	 of
Spain,	 landing	 him	 at	 Lisbon,	 Oporto,	 and	 Bordeaux,	 introducing	 him	 to	 the



pleasant	harbours	of	Cornwall	 and	Devon,	 and	 so	up	 the	Channel	 to	 that	 final
quayside,	where,	 landing	 after	winds	 long	 contrary,	 storm-driven	 and	weather-
beaten,	he	had	caught	 the	 first	magical	hints	and	heraldings	of	another	Spring,
and,	fired	by	these,	had	sped	on	a	long	tramp	inland,	hungry	for	the	experiment
of	life	on	some	quiet	farmstead,	very	far	from	the	weary	beating	of	any	sea.
Spell-bound	 and	 quivering	 with	 excitement,	 the	 Water	 Rat	 followed	 the

Adventurer	 league	 by	 league,	 over	 stormy	 bays,	 through	 crowded	 roadsteads,
across	harbour	bars	on	a	racing	tide,	up	winding	rivers	that	hid	their	busy	little
towns	round	a	sudden	turn;	and	left	him	with	a	regretful	sigh	planted	at	his	dull
inland	farm,	about	which	he	desired	to	hear	nothing.
By	this	time	their	meal	was	over,	and	the	Seafarer,	refreshed	and	strengthened,

his	 voice	more	 vibrant,	 his	 eye	 lit	 with	 a	 brightness	 that	 seemed	 caught	 from
some	far-away	sea-beacon,	filled	his	glass	with	the	red	and	glowing	vintage	of
the	South,	and,	leaning	towards	the	Water	Rat,	compelled	his	gaze	and	held	him,
body	and	soul,	while	he	talked.	Those	eyes	were	of	the	changing	foam-streaked
grey-green	of	 leaping	Northern	seas;	 in	 the	glass	shone	a	hot	ruby	that	seemed
the	very	heart	of	 the	South,	beating	for	him	who	had	courage	 to	respond	to	 its
pulsation.	The	 twin	 lights,	 the	shifting	grey	and	 the	steadfast	 red,	mastered	 the
Water	Rat	and	held	him	bound,	 fascinated,	powerless.	The	quiet	world	outside
their	 rays	 receded	 far	away	and	ceased	 to	be.	And	 the	 talk,	 the	wonderful	 talk
flowed	on—or	was	it	speech	entirely,	or	did	it	pass	at	times	into	song—chanty	of
the	 sailors	 weighing	 the	 dripping	 anchor,	 sonorous	 hum	 of	 the	 shrouds	 in	 a
tearing	North-Easter,	ballad	of	the	fisherman	hauling	his	nets	at	sundown	against
an	apricot	sky,	chords	of	guitar	and	mandoline	 from	gondola	or	caique?	Did	 it
change	into	 the	cry	of	 the	wind,	plaintive	at	first,	angrily	shrill	as	 it	 freshened,
rising	to	a	tearing	whistle,	sinking	to	a	musical	trickle	of	air	from	the	leech	of	the
bellying	sail?	All	these	sounds	the	spell-bound	listener	seemed	to	hear,	and	with
them	the	hungry	complaint	of	the	gulls	and	the	sea-mews,	the	soft	thunder	of	the
breaking	 wave,	 the	 cry	 of	 the	 protesting	 shingle.	 Back	 into	 speech	 again	 it
passed,	 and	 with	 beating	 heart	 he	 was	 following	 the	 adventures	 of	 a	 dozen
seaports,	 the	 fights,	 the	 escapes,	 the	 rallies,	 the	 comradeships,	 the	 gallant
undertakings;	 or	 he	 searched	 islands	 for	 treasure,	 fished	 in	 still	 lagoons	 and
dozed	 day-long	 on	 warm	 white	 sand.	 Of	 deep-sea	 fishings	 he	 heard	 tell,	 and
mighty	silver	gatherings	of	the	mile-long	net;	of	sudden	perils,	noise	of	breakers
on	 a	moonless	night,	 or	 the	 tall	 bows	of	 the	great	 liner	 taking	 shape	overhead
through	the	fog;	of	the	merry	home-coming,	the	headland	rounded,	the	harbour
lights	opened	out;	the	groups	seen	dimly	on	the	quay,	the	cheery	hail,	the	splash
of	the	hawser;	the	trudge	up	the	steep	little	street	towards	the	comforting	glow	of
red-curtained	windows.



Lastly,	in	his	waking	dream	it	seemed	to	him	that	the	Adventurer	had	risen	to
his	feet,	but	was	still	speaking,	still	holding	him	fast	with	his	sea-grey	eyes.
'And	 now,'	 he	 was	 softly	 saying,	 'I	 take	 to	 the	 road	 again,	 holding	 on

southwestwards	for	many	a	long	and	dusty	day;	till	at	last	I	reach	the	little	grey
sea	town	I	know	so	well,	that	clings	along	one	steep	side	of	the	harbour.	There
through	dark	doorways	you	look	down	flights	of	stone	steps,	overhung	by	great
pink	 tufts	 of	 valerian	 and	 ending	 in	 a	 patch	of	 sparkling	blue	water.	The	 little
boats	 that	 lie	 tethered	 to	 the	 rings	and	 stanchions	of	 the	old	 sea-wall	 are	gaily
painted	as	those	I	clambered	in	and	out	of	in	my	own	childhood;	the	salmon	leap
on	 the	 flood	 tide,	 schools	 of	 mackerel	 flash	 and	 play	 past	 quay-sides	 and
foreshores,	and	by	the	windows	the	great	vessels	glide,	night	and	day,	up	to	their
moorings	 or	 forth	 to	 the	 open	 sea.	 There,	 sooner	 or	 later,	 the	 ships	 of	 all
seafaring	 nations	 arrive;	 and	 there,	 at	 its	 destined	 hour,	 the	 ship	 of	my	 choice
will	let	go	its	anchor.	I	shall	take	my	time,	I	shall	tarry	and	bide,	till	at	last	the
right	 one	 lies	 waiting	 for	 me,	 warped	 out	 into	 midstream,	 loaded	 low,	 her
bowsprit	pointing	down	harbour.	I	shall	slip	on	board,	by	boat	or	along	hawser;
and	then	one	morning	I	shall	wake	to	the	song	and	tramp	of	the	sailors,	the	clink
of	 the	 capstan,	 and	 the	 rattle	 of	 the	 anchor-chain	 coming	merrily	 in.	We	 shall
break	out	the	jib	and	the	foresail,	the	white	houses	on	the	harbour	side	will	glide
slowly	past	us	as	she	gathers	steering-way,	and	the	voyage	will	have	begun!	As
she	 forges	 towards	 the	headland	 she	will	 clothe	herself	with	 canvas;	 and	 then,
once	 outside,	 the	 sounding	 slap	 of	 great	 green	 seas	 as	 she	 heels	 to	 the	 wind,
pointing	South!
'And	 you,	 you	 will	 come	 too,	 young	 brother;	 for	 the	 days	 pass,	 and	 never

return,	and	the	South	still	waits	for	you.	Take	the	Adventure,	heed	the	call,	now
ere	the	irrevocable	moment	passes!'	'Tis	but	a	banging	of	the	door	behind	you,	a
blithesome	step	forward,	and	you	are	out	of	the	old	life	and	into	the	new!	Then
some	day,	 some	day	 long	hence,	 jog	home	here	 if	 you	will,	when	 the	 cup	has
been	drained	and	the	play	has	been	played,	and	sit	down	by	your	quiet	river	with
a	 store	 of	 goodly	memories	 for	 company.	 You	 can	 easily	 overtake	me	 on	 the
road,	 for	you	are	young,	and	I	am	ageing	and	go	softly.	 I	will	 linger,	and	 look
back;	and	at	last	I	will	surely	see	you	coming,	eager	and	light-hearted,	with	all
the	South	in	your	face!'
The	voice	died	away	and	ceased	as	an	insect's	 tiny	trumpet	dwindles	swiftly

into	silence;	and	 the	Water	Rat,	paralysed	and	staring,	saw	at	 last	but	a	distant
speck	on	the	white	surface	of	the	road.
Mechanically	he	rose	and	proceeded	to	repack	the	luncheon-basket,	carefully

and	 without	 haste.	 Mechanically	 he	 returned	 home,	 gathered	 together	 a	 few
small	necessaries	and	special	treasures	he	was	fond	of,	and	put	them	in	a	satchel;



acting	 with	 slow	 deliberation,	 moving	 about	 the	 room	 like	 a	 sleep-walker;
listening	ever	with	parted	lips.	He	swung	the	satchel	over	his	shoulder,	carefully
selected	a	stout	stick	for	his	wayfaring,	and	with	no	haste,	but	with	no	hesitation
at	all,	he	stepped	across	the	threshold	just	as	the	Mole	appeared	at	the	door.
'Why,	where	are	you	off	to,	Ratty?'	asked	the	Mole	in	great	surprise,	grasping

him	by	the	arm.
'Going	South,	with	the	rest	of	them,'	murmured	the	Rat	in	a	dreamy	monotone,

never	looking	at	him.	'Seawards	first	and	then	on	shipboard,	and	so	to	the	shores
that	are	calling	me!'
He	pressed	 resolutely	 forward,	 still	without	 haste,	 but	with	dogged	 fixity	of

purpose;	but	the	Mole,	now	thoroughly	alarmed,	placed	himself	in	front	of	him,
and	looking	into	his	eyes	saw	that	they	were	glazed	and	set	and	turned	a	streaked
and	 shifting	 grey—not	 his	 friend's	 eyes,	 but	 the	 eyes	 of	 some	 other	 animal!
Grappling	with	him	strongly	he	dragged	him	inside,	threw	him	down,	and	held
him.
The	 Rat	 struggled	 desperately	 for	 a	 few	 moments,	 and	 then	 his	 strength

seemed	suddenly	to	leave	him,	and	he	lay	still	and	exhausted,	with	closed	eyes,
trembling.	 Presently	 the	Mole	 assisted	 him	 to	 rise	 and	 placed	 him	 in	 a	 chair,
where	he	sat	collapsed	and	shrunken	into	himself,	his	body	shaken	by	a	violent
shivering,	passing	 in	 time	 into	an	hysterical	 fit	of	dry	sobbing.	Mole	made	 the
door	fast,	threw	the	satchel	into	a	drawer	and	locked	it,	and	sat	down	quietly	on
the	table	by	his	friend,	waiting	for	the	strange	seizure	to	pass.	Gradually	the	Rat
sank	into	a	troubled	doze,	broken	by	starts	and	confused	murmurings	of	things
strange	and	wild	and	foreign	to	the	unenlightened	Mole;	and	from	that	he	passed
into	a	deep	slumber.
Very	anxious	 in	mind,	 the	Mole	 left	him	for	a	 time	and	busied	himself	with

household	matters;	and	it	was	getting	dark	when	he	returned	to	the	parlour	and
found	the	Rat	where	he	had	left	him,	wide	awake	indeed,	but	listless,	silent,	and
dejected.	 He	 took	 one	 hasty	 glance	 at	 his	 eyes;	 found	 them,	 to	 his	 great
gratification,	clear	and	dark	and	brown	again	as	before;	and	then	sat	down	and
tried	to	cheer	him	up	and	help	him	to	relate	what	had	happened	to	him.
Poor	Ratty	did	his	best,	by	degrees,	 to	explain	 things;	but	how	could	he	put

into	 cold	 words	 what	 had	 mostly	 been	 suggestion?	 How	 recall,	 for	 another's
benefit,	the	haunting	sea	voices	that	had	sung	to	him,	how	reproduce	at	second-
hand	the	magic	of	 the	Seafarer's	hundred	reminiscences?	Even	to	himself,	now
the	spell	was	broken	and	the	glamour	gone,	he	found	it	difficult	 to	account	for
what	 had	 seemed,	 some	 hours	 ago,	 the	 inevitable	 and	 only	 thing.	 It	 is	 not
surprising,	then,	that	he	failed	to	convey	to	the	Mole	any	clear	idea	of	what	he
had	been	through	that	day.



To	the	Mole	this	much	was	plain:	the	fit,	or	attack,	had	passed	away,	and	had
left	him	sane	again,	though	shaken	and	cast	down	by	the	reaction.	But	he	seemed
to	have	lost	all	interest	for	the	time	in	the	things	that	went	to	make	up	his	daily
life,	as	well	as	in	all	pleasant	forecastings	of	the	altered	days	and	doings	that	the
changing	season	was	surely	bringing.
Casually,	then,	and	with	seeming	indifference,	the	Mole	turned	his	talk	to	the

harvest	 that	 was	 being	 gathered	 in,	 the	 towering	 wagons	 and	 their	 straining
teams,	the	growing	ricks,	and	the	large	moon	rising	over	bare	acres	dotted	with
sheaves.	He	talked	of	the	reddening	apples	around,	of	the	browning	nuts,	of	jams
and	preserves	and	the	distilling	of	cordials;	 till	by	easy	stages	such	as	these	he
reached	midwinter,	 its	hearty	 joys	and	 its	 snug	home	 life,	 and	 then	he	became
simply	lyrical.
By	degrees	the	Rat	began	to	sit	up	and	to	join	in.	His	dull	eye	brightened,	and

he	lost	some	of	his	listening	air.
Presently	the	tactful	Mole	slipped	away	and	returned	with	a	pencil	and	a	few

half-sheets	of	paper,	which	he	placed	on	the	table	at	his	friend's	elbow.
'It's	quite	a	long	time	since	you	did	any	poetry,'	he	remarked.	'You	might	have

a	try	at	it	this	evening,	instead	of—well,	brooding	over	things	so	much.	I've	an
idea	that	you'll	feel	a	lot	better	when	you've	got	something	jotted	down—if	it's
only	just	the	rhymes.'
The	Rat	pushed	the	paper	away	from	him	wearily,	but	the	discreet	Mole	took

occasion	 to	 leave	 the	 room,	and	when	he	peeped	 in	again	 some	 time	 later,	 the
Rat	was	absorbed	and	deaf	 to	 the	world;	alternately	scribbling	and	sucking	 the
top	of	his	pencil.	It	is	true	that	he	sucked	a	good	deal	more	than	he	scribbled;	but
it	was	joy	to	the	Mole	to	know	that	the	cure	had	at	least	begun.



Chapter		10	
THE	FURTHER	ADVENTURES	OF	TOAD
The	front	door	of	the	hollow	tree	faced	eastwards,	so	Toad	was	called	at	an	early
hour;	partly	by	the	bright	sunlight	streaming	in	on	him,	partly	by	the	exceeding
coldness	of	his	toes,	which	made	him	dream	that	he	was	at	home	in	bed	in	his
own	handsome	room	with	 the	Tudor	window,	on	a	cold	winter's	night,	and	his
bedclothes	had	got	up,	grumbling	and	protesting	they	couldn't	stand	the	cold	any
longer,	and	had	 run	downstairs	 to	 the	kitchen	 fire	 to	warm	 themselves;	and	he
had	followed,	on	bare	feet,	along	miles	and	miles	of	 icy	stone-paved	passages,
arguing	 and	 beseeching	 them	 to	 be	 reasonable.	He	would	 probably	 have	 been
aroused	much	earlier,	had	he	not	slept	for	some	weeks	on	straw	over	stone	flags,
and	almost	forgotten	the	friendly	feeling	of	thick	blankets	pulled	well	up	round
the	chin.
Sitting	up,	he	rubbed	his	eyes	first	and	his	complaining	 toes	next,	wondered

for	 a	 moment	 where	 he	 was,	 looking	 round	 for	 familiar	 stone	 wall	 and	 little
barred	 window;	 then,	 with	 a	 leap	 of	 the	 heart,	 remembered	 everything—his
escape,	his	flight,	his	pursuit;	remembered,	first	and	best	thing	of	all,	that	he	was
free!
Free!	The	word	and	the	thought	alone	were	worth	fifty	blankets.	He	was	warm

from	end	to	end	as	he	thought	of	the	jolly	world	outside,	waiting	eagerly	for	him
to	make	his	triumphal	entrance,	ready	to	serve	him	and	play	up	to	him,	anxious
to	 help	 him	 and	 to	 keep	 him	 company,	 as	 it	 always	 had	 been	 in	 days	 of	 old
before	misfortune	 fell	upon	him.	He	shook	himself	and	combed	 the	dry	 leaves
out	of	his	hair	with	his	fingers;	and,	his	toilet	complete,	marched	forth	into	the
comfortable	morning	 sun,	 cold	 but	 confident,	 hungry	 but	 hopeful,	 all	 nervous
terrors	 of	 yesterday	 dispelled	 by	 rest	 and	 sleep	 and	 frank	 and	 heartening
sunshine.
He	 had	 the	 world	 all	 to	 himself,	 that	 early	 summer	 morning.	 The	 dewy

woodland,	 as	 he	 threaded	 it,	 was	 solitary	 and	 still:	 the	 green	 fields	 that
succeeded	the	trees	were	his	own	to	do	as	he	liked	with;	the	road	itself,	when	he
reached	it,	in	that	loneliness	that	was	everywhere,	seemed,	like	a	stray	dog,	to	be
looking	anxiously	for	company.	Toad,	however,	was	looking	for	something	that
could	 talk,	 and	 tell	 him	 clearly	which	way	 he	 ought	 to	 go.	 It	 is	 all	 very	well,



when	you	have	a	light	heart,	and	a	clear	conscience,	and	money	in	your	pocket,
and	 nobody	 scouring	 the	 country	 for	 you	 to	 drag	 you	 off	 to	 prison	 again,	 to
follow	where	the	road	beckons	and	points,	not	caring	whither.	The	practical	Toad
cared	 very	 much	 indeed,	 and	 he	 could	 have	 kicked	 the	 road	 for	 its	 helpless
silence	when	every	minute	was	of	importance	to	him.
The	 reserved	 rustic	 road	was	 presently	 joined	 by	 a	 shy	 little	 brother	 in	 the

shape	 of	 a	 canal,	which	 took	 its	 hand	 and	 ambled	 along	 by	 its	 side	 in	 perfect
confidence,	 but	 with	 the	 same	 tongue-tied,	 uncommunicative	 attitude	 towards
strangers.	 'Bother	 them!'	 said	Toad	 to	 himself.	 'But,	 anyhow,	 one	 thing's	 clear.
They	must	both	be	coming	FROM	somewhere,	and	going	TO	somewhere.	You
can't	 get	 over	 that.	 Toad,	my	 boy!'	 So	 he	marched	 on	 patiently	 by	 the	water's
edge.
Round	a	bend	in	the	canal	came	plodding	a	solitary	horse,	stooping	forward	as

if	 in	 anxious	 thought.	 From	 rope	 traces	 attached	 to	 his	 collar	 stretched	 a	 long
line,	taut,	but	dipping	with	his	stride,	the	further	part	of	it	dripping	pearly	drops.
Toad	let	the	horse	pass,	and	stood	waiting	for	what	the	fates	were	sending	him.
With	 a	 pleasant	 swirl	 of	 quiet	 water	 at	 its	 blunt	 bow	 the	 barge	 slid	 up

alongside	of	him,	 its	gaily	painted	gunwale	 level	with	 the	 towing-path,	 its	sole
occupant	 a	big	 stout	woman	wearing	a	 linen	 sun-bonnet,	 one	brawny	arm	 laid
along	the	tiller.
'A	 nice	morning,	ma'am!'	 she	 remarked	 to	 Toad,	 as	 she	 drew	 up	 level	with

him.
'I	dare	say	it	is,	ma'am!'	responded	Toad	politely,	as	he	walked	along	the	tow-

path	abreast	of	her.	'I	dare	it	IS	a	nice	morning	to	them	that's	not	in	sore	trouble,
like	what	 I	 am.	Here's	my	married	daughter,	 she	 sends	off	 to	me	post-haste	 to
come	 to	 her	 at	 once;	 so	 off	 I	 comes,	 not	 knowing	what	may	 be	 happening	 or
going	to	happen,	but	fearing	the	worst,	as	you	will	understand,	ma'am,	if	you're	a
mother,	 too.	And	 I've	 left	my	business	 to	 look	after	 itself—I'm	 in	 the	washing
and	laundering	line,	you	must	know,	ma'am—and	I've	left	my	young	children	to
look	 after	 themselves,	 and	 a	more	mischievous	 and	 troublesome	 set	 of	 young
imps	doesn't	exist,	ma'am;	and	I've	lost	all	my	money,	and	lost	my	way,	and	as
for	what	may	be	happening	to	my	married	daughter,	why,	I	don't	like	to	think	of
it,	ma'am!'
'Where	 might	 your	 married	 daughter	 be	 living,	 ma'am?'	 asked	 the	 barge-

woman.
'She	lives	near	to	the	river,	ma'am,'	replied	Toad.	'Close	to	a	fine	house	called

Toad	Hall,	 that's	 somewheres	hereabouts	 in	 these	parts.	Perhaps	you	may	have
heard	of	it.'
'Toad	Hall?	Why,	I'm	going	that	way	myself,'	replied	the	barge-woman.	'This



canal	joins	the	river	some	miles	further	on,	a	little	above	Toad	Hall;	and	then	it's
an	easy	walk.	You	come	along	in	the	barge	with	me,	and	I'll	give	you	a	lift.'
She	 steered	 the	 barge	 close	 to	 the	 bank,	 and	 Toad,	 with	many	 humble	 and

grateful	 acknowledgments,	 stepped	 lightly	 on	 board	 and	 sat	 down	 with	 great
satisfaction.	'Toad's	luck	again!'	thought	he.	'I	always	come	out	on	top!'
'So	you're	in	the	washing	business,	ma'am?'	said	the	barge-woman	politely,	as

they	glided	along.	'And	a	very	good	business	you've	got	too,	I	dare	say,	if	I'm	not
making	too	free	in	saying	so.'
'Finest	business	in	the	whole	country,'	said	Toad	airily.	'All	the	gentry	come	to

me—wouldn't	go	to	any	one	else	if	they	were	paid,	they	know	me	so	well.	You
see,	 I	 understand	 my	 work	 thoroughly,	 and	 attend	 to	 it	 all	 myself.	 Washing,
ironing,	 clear-starching,	 making	 up	 gents'	 fine	 shirts	 for	 evening	 wear—
everything's	done	under	my	own	eye!'
'But	 surely	 you	 don't	 DO	 all	 that	 work	 yourself,	 ma'am?'	 asked	 the	 barge-

woman	respectfully.
'O,	I	have	girls,'	said	Toad	lightly:	'twenty	girls	or	thereabouts,	always	at	work.

But	 you	 know	what	GIRLS	 are,	ma'am!	Nasty	 little	 hussies,	 that's	what	 I	call
'em!'
'So	do	I,	too,'	said	the	barge-woman	with	great	heartiness.	'But	I	dare	say	you

set	yours	to	rights,	the	idle	trollops!	And	are	you	very	fond	of	washing?'
'I	love	it,'	said	Toad.	'I	simply	dote	on	it.	Never	so	happy	as	when	I've	got	both

arms	in	the	wash-tub.	But,	then,	it	comes	so	easy	to	me!	No	trouble	at	all!	A	real
pleasure,	I	assure	you,	ma'am!'
'What	a	bit	of	luck,	meeting	you!'	observed	the	barge-woman,	thoughtfully.	'A

regular	piece	of	good	fortune	for	both	of	us!'
'Why,	what	do	you	mean?'	asked	Toad,	nervously.
'Well,	look	at	me,	now,'	replied	the	barge-woman.	'I	like	washing,	too,	just	the

same	as	you	do;	and	for	that	matter,	whether	I	like	it	or	not	I	have	got	to	do	all
my	own,	naturally,	moving	about	as	I	do.	Now	my	husband,	he's	such	a	fellow
for	shirking	his	work	and	leaving	the	barge	to	me,	that	never	a	moment	do	I	get
for	seeing	to	my	own	affairs.	By	rights	he	ought	to	be	here	now,	either	steering
or	attending	to	the	horse,	though	luckily	the	horse	has	sense	enough	to	attend	to
himself.	Instead	of	which,	he's	gone	off	with	the	dog,	to	see	if	they	can't	pick	up
a	 rabbit	 for	 dinner	 somewhere.	 Says	 he'll	 catch	me	 up	 at	 the	 next	 lock.	Well,
that's	as	may	be—I	don't	trust	him,	once	he	gets	off	with	that	dog,	who's	worse
than	he	is.	But	meantime,	how	am	I	to	get	on	with	my	washing?'
'O,	never	mind	about	the	washing,'	said	Toad,	not	liking	the	subject.	'Try	and

fix	 your	 mind	 on	 that	 rabbit.	 A	 nice	 fat	 young	 rabbit,	 I'll	 be	 bound.	 Got	 any
onions?'



'I	can't	fix	my	mind	on	anything	but	my	washing,'	said	the	barge-woman,	'and
I	wonder	you	can	be	talking	of	rabbits,	with	such	a	joyful	prospect	before	you.
There's	a	heap	of	things	of	mine	that	you'll	find	in	a	corner	of	the	cabin.	If	you'll
just	take	one	or	two	of	the	most	necessary	sort—I	won't	venture	to	describe	them
to	a	lady	like	you,	but	you'll	recognise	them	at	a	glance—and	put	them	through
the	wash-tub	as	we	go	along,	why,	it'll	be	a	pleasure	to	you,	as	you	rightly	say,
and	a	real	help	to	me.	You'll	find	a	tub	handy,	and	soap,	and	a	kettle	on	the	stove,
and	 a	 bucket	 to	 haul	 up	water	 from	 the	 canal	with.	 Then	 I	 shall	 know	 you're
enjoying	 yourself,	 instead	 of	 sitting	 here	 idle,	 looking	 at	 the	 scenery	 and
yawning	your	head	off.'
'Here,	you	let	me	steer!'	said	Toad,	now	thoroughly	frightened,	'and	then	you

can	get	on	with	your	washing	your	own	way.	I	might	spoil	your	things,	or	not	do
'em	as	you	like.	I'm	more	used	to	gentlemen's	things	myself.	It's	my	special	line.'
'Let	you	steer?'	replied	the	barge-woman,	laughing.	 'It	takes	some	practice	to

steer	a	barge	properly.	Besides,	it's	dull	work,	and	I	want	you	to	be	happy.	No,
you	shall	do	the	washing	you	are	so	fond	of,	and	I'll	stick	to	the	steering	that	I
understand.	Don't	try	and	deprive	me	of	the	pleasure	of	giving	you	a	treat!'
Toad	was	fairly	cornered.	He	looked	for	escape	this	way	and	that,	saw	that	he

was	too	far	from	the	bank	for	a	flying	leap,	and	sullenly	resigned	himself	to	his
fate.	 'If	 it	 comes	 to	 that,'	 he	 thought	 in	 desperation,	 'I	 suppose	 any	 fool	 can
WASH!'
He	 fetched	 tub,	 soap,	 and	 other	 necessaries	 from	 the	 cabin,	 selected	 a	 few

garments	at	random,	tried	to	recollect	what	he	had	seen	in	casual	glances	through
laundry	windows,	and	set	to.
A	long	half-hour	passed,	and	every	minute	of	it	saw	Toad	getting	crosser	and

crosser.	Nothing	that	he	could	do	to	the	things	seemed	to	please	them	or	do	them
good.	He	tried	coaxing,	he	tried	slapping,	he	tried	punching;	they	smiled	back	at
him	 out	 of	 the	 tub	 unconverted,	 happy	 in	 their	 original	 sin.	Once	 or	 twice	 he
looked	nervously	over	his	shoulder	at	the	barge-woman,	but	she	appeared	to	be
gazing	out	in	front	of	her,	absorbed	in	her	steering.	His	back	ached	badly,	and	he
noticed	with	dismay	that	his	paws	were	beginning	to	get	all	crinkly.	Now	Toad
was	 very	 proud	 of	 his	 paws.	He	muttered	 under	 his	 breath	words	 that	 should
never	pass	 the	 lips	of	either	washerwomen	or	Toads;	and	 lost	 the	soap,	 for	 the
fiftieth	time.
A	burst	of	 laughter	made	him	straighten	himself	and	look	round.	The	barge-

woman	was	leaning	back	and	laughing	unrestrainedly,	till	the	tears	ran	down	her
cheeks.
'I've	 been	watching	 you	 all	 the	 time,'	 she	 gasped.	 'I	 thought	 you	must	 be	 a

humbug	all	along,	from	the	conceited	way	you	talked.	Pretty	washerwoman	you



are!	Never	washed	so	much	as	a	dish-clout	in	your	life,	I'll	lay!'
Toad's	temper	which	had	been	simmering	viciously	for	some	time,	now	fairly

boiled	over,	and	he	lost	all	control	of	himself.
'You	common,	low,	FAT	barge-woman!'	he	shouted;	'don't	you	dare	to	talk	to

your	betters	 like	 that!	Washerwoman	 indeed!	 I	would	have	you	 to	know	 that	 I
am	a	Toad,	a	very	well-known,	respected,	distinguished	Toad!	I	may	be	under	a
bit	of	a	cloud	at	present,	but	I	will	NOT	be	laughed	at	by	a	bargewoman!'
The	 woman	moved	 nearer	 to	 him	 and	 peered	 under	 his	 bonnet	 keenly	 and

closely.	'Why,	so	you	are!'	she	cried.	'Well,	I	never!	A	horrid,	nasty,	crawly	Toad!
And	in	my	nice	clean	barge,	too!	Now	that	is	a	thing	that	I	will	NOT	have.'
She	 relinquished	 the	 tiller	 for	 a	moment.	One	big	mottled	 arm	 shot	 out	 and

caught	Toad	by	a	fore-leg,	while	the	other-gripped	him	fast	by	a	hind-leg.	Then
the	world	 turned	suddenly	upside	down,	 the	barge	seemed	 to	 flit	 lightly	across
the	sky,	the	wind	whistled	in	his	ears,	and	Toad	found	himself	flying	through	the
air,	revolving	rapidly	as	he	went.
The	water,	when	he	eventually	reached	it	with	a	loud	splash,	proved	quite	cold

enough	for	his	taste,	though	its	chill	was	not	sufficient	to	quell	his	proud	spirit,
or	 slake	 the	heat	 of	 his	 furious	 temper.	He	 rose	 to	 the	 surface	 spluttering,	 and
when	he	had	wiped	the	duck-weed	out	of	his	eyes	the	first	thing	he	saw	was	the
fat	barge-woman	looking	back	at	him	over	the	stern	of	the	retreating	barge	and
laughing;	and	he	vowed,	as	he	coughed	and	choked,	to	be	even	with	her.
He	struck	out	for	the	shore,	but	the	cotton	gown	greatly	impeded	his	efforts,

and	when	at	length	he	touched	land	he	found	it	hard	to	climb	up	the	steep	bank
unassisted.	 He	 had	 to	 take	 a	minute	 or	 two's	 rest	 to	 recover	 his	 breath;	 then,
gathering	his	wet	skirts	well	over	his	arms,	he	started	 to	 run	after	 the	barge	as
fast	as	his	legs	would	carry	him,	wild	with	indignation,	thirsting	for	revenge.
The	 barge-woman	 was	 still	 laughing	 when	 he	 drew	 up	 level	 with	 her.	 'Put

yourself	through	your	mangle,	washerwoman,'	she	called	out,	'and	iron	your	face
and	crimp	it,	and	you'll	pass	for	quite	a	decent-looking	Toad!'
Toad	 never	 paused	 to	 reply.	 Solid	 revenge	was	what	 he	wanted,	 not	 cheap,

windy,	verbal	triumphs,	though	he	had	a	thing	or	two	in	his	mind	that	he	would
have	liked	to	say.	He	saw	what	he	wanted	ahead	of	him.	Running	swiftly	on	he
overtook	 the	horse,	unfastened	 the	 towrope	and	cast	off,	 jumped	 lightly	on	 the
horse's	back,	and	urged	 it	 to	a	gallop	by	kicking	 it	vigorously	 in	 the	 sides.	He
steered	 for	 the	open	country,	 abandoning	 the	 tow-path,	 and	 swinging	his	 steed
down	a	rutty	lane.	Once	he	looked	back,	and	saw	that	the	barge	had	run	aground
on	the	other	side	of	the	canal,	and	the	barge-woman	was	gesticulating	wildly	and
shouting,	'Stop,	stop,	stop!'	'I've	heard	that	song	before,'	said	Toad,	laughing,	as
he	continued	to	spur	his	steed	onward	in	its	wild	career.



The	barge-horse	was	not	capable	of	any	very	sustained	effort,	and	 its	gallop
soon	 subsided	 into	 a	 trot,	 and	 its	 trot	 into	 an	 easy	 walk;	 but	 Toad	 was	 quite
contented	with	this,	knowing	that	he,	at	any	rate,	was	moving,	and	the	barge	was
not.	 He	 had	 quite	 recovered	 his	 temper,	 now	 that	 he	 had	 done	 something	 he
thought	 really	 clever;	 and	 he	 was	 satisfied	 to	 jog	 along	 quietly	 in	 the	 sun,
steering	his	horse	along	by-ways	and	bridle-paths,	and	trying	to	forget	how	very
long	it	was	since	he	had	had	a	square	meal,	till	the	canal	had	been	left	very	far
behind	him.
He	had	travelled	some	miles,	his	horse	and	he,	and	he	was	feeling	drowsy	in

the	hot	sunshine,	when	the	horse	stopped,	lowered	his	head,	and	began	to	nibble
the	grass;	and	Toad,	waking	up,	just	saved	himself	from	falling	off	by	an	effort.
He	looked	about	him	and	found	he	was	on	a	wide	common,	dotted	with	patches
of	 gorse	 and	 bramble	 as	 far	 as	 he	 could	 see.	 Near	 him	 stood	 a	 dingy	 gipsy
caravan,	and	beside	 it	a	man	was	sitting	on	a	bucket	 turned	upside	down,	very
busy	smoking	and	staring	into	the	wide	world.	A	fire	of	sticks	was	burning	near
by,	and	over	the	fire	hung	an	iron	pot,	and	out	of	that	pot	came	forth	bubblings
and	gurglings,	and	a	vague	suggestive	steaminess.	Also	smells—warm,	rich,	and
varied	smells—that	twined	and	twisted	and	wreathed	themselves	at	last	into	one
complete,	 voluptuous,	 perfect	 smell	 that	 seemed	 like	 the	 very	 soul	 of	 Nature
taking	 form	and	appearing	 to	her	 children,	 a	 true	Goddess,	 a	mother	of	 solace
and	 comfort.	 Toad	 now	knew	well	 that	 he	 had	 not	 been	 really	 hungry	 before.
What	he	had	felt	earlier	in	the	day	had	been	a	mere	trifling	qualm.	This	was	the
real	 thing	at	 last,	 and	no	mistake;	and	 it	would	have	 to	be	dealt	with	 speedily,
too,	or	there	would	be	trouble	for	somebody	or	something.	He	looked	the	gipsy
over	 carefully,	 wondering	 vaguely	whether	 it	 would	 be	 easier	 to	 fight	 him	 or
cajole	him.	So	there	he	sat,	and	sniffed	and	sniffed,	and	looked	at	the	gipsy;	and
the	gipsy	sat	and	smoked,	and	looked	at	him.
Presently	the	gipsy	took	his	pipe	out	of	his	mouth	and	remarked	in	a	careless

way,	'Want	to	sell	that	there	horse	of	yours?'
Toad	was	 completely	 taken	 aback.	He	 did	 not	 know	 that	 gipsies	were	 very

fond	of	horse-dealing,	and	never	missed	an	opportunity,	and	he	had	not	reflected
that	caravans	were	always	on	 the	move	and	 took	a	deal	of	drawing.	 It	had	not
occurred	to	him	to	turn	the	horse	into	cash,	but	the	gipsy's	suggestion	seemed	to
smooth	the	way	towards	the	two	things	he	wanted	so	badly—ready	money,	and	a
solid	breakfast.
'What?'	he	said,	'me	sell	this	beautiful	young	horse	of	mine?	O,	no;	it's	out	of

the	 question.	 Who's	 going	 to	 take	 the	 washing	 home	 to	 my	 customers	 every
week?	Besides,	I'm	too	fond	of	him,	and	he	simply	dotes	on	me.'
'Try	and	love	a	donkey,'	suggested	the	gipsy.	'Some	people	do.'



'You	don't	seem	to	see,'	continued	Toad,	 'that	this	fine	horse	of	mine	is	a	cut
above	you	altogether.	He's	a	blood	horse,	he	 is,	partly;	not	 the	part	you	see,	of
course—another	part.	And	he's	been	a	Prize	Hackney,	too,	in	his	time—that	was
the	time	before	you	knew	him,	but	you	can	still	tell	it	on	him	at	a	glance,	if	you
understand	anything	about	horses.	No,	it's	not	to	be	thought	of	for	a	moment.	All
the	same,	how	much	might	you	be	disposed	to	offer	me	for	this	beautiful	young
horse	of	mine?'
The	 gipsy	 looked	 the	 horse	 over,	 and	 then	 he	 looked	Toad	 over	with	 equal

care,	 and	 looked	 at	 the	 horse	 again.	 'Shillin'	 a	 leg,'	 he	 said	 briefly,	 and	 turned
away,	continuing	to	smoke	and	try	to	stare	the	wide	world	out	of	countenance.
'A	shilling	a	leg?'	cried	Toad.	 'If	you	please,	I	must	take	a	little	time	to	work

that	out,	and	see	just	what	it	comes	to.'
He	climbed	down	off	his	horse,	and	left	it	to	graze,	and	sat	down	by	the	gipsy,

and	 did	 sums	 on	 his	 fingers,	 and	 at	 last	 he	 said,	 'A	 shilling	 a	 leg?	Why,	 that
comes	 to	 exactly	 four	 shillings,	 and	 no	 more.	 O,	 no;	 I	 could	 not	 think	 of
accepting	four	shillings	for	this	beautiful	young	horse	of	mine.'
'Well,'	said	the	gipsy,	'I'll	tell	you	what	I	will	do.	I'll	make	it	five	shillings,	and

that's	three-and-sixpence	more	than	the	animal's	worth.	And	that's	my	last	word.'
Then	Toad	 sat	 and	 pondered	 long	 and	 deeply.	 For	 he	was	 hungry	 and	 quite

penniless,	and	still	some	way—he	knew	not	how	far—from	home,	and	enemies
might	still	be	looking	for	him.	To	one	in	such	a	situation,	five	shillings	may	very
well	appear	a	large	sum	of	money.	On	the	other	hand,	it	did	not	seem	very	much
to	 get	 for	 a	 horse.	 But	 then,	 again,	 the	 horse	 hadn't	 cost	 him	 anything;	 so
whatever	he	got	was	all	clear	profit.	At	last	he	said	firmly,	 'Look	here,	gipsy!	I
tell	you	what	we	will	do;	and	this	is	MY	last	word.	You	shall	hand	me	over	six
shillings	and	sixpence,	cash	down;	and	further,	in	addition	thereto,	you	shall	give
me	as	much	breakfast	as	I	can	possibly	eat,	at	one	sitting	of	course,	out	of	that
iron	pot	of	yours	that	keeps	sending	forth	such	delicious	and	exciting	smells.	In
return,	 I	will	make	over	 to	you	my	spirited	young	horse,	with	all	 the	beautiful
harness	and	trappings	that	are	on	him,	freely	thrown	in.	If	that's	not	good	enough
for	you,	say	so,	and	I'll	be	getting	on.	I	know	a	man	near	here	who's	wanted	this
horse	of	mine	for	years.'
The	gipsy	grumbled	frightfully,	and	declared	if	he	did	a	few	more	deals	of	that

sort	he'd	be	ruined.	But	in	the	end	he	lugged	a	dirty	canvas	bag	out	of	the	depths
of	his	trouser	pocket,	and	counted	out	six	shillings	and	sixpence	into	Toad's	paw.
Then	he	disappeared	 into	 the	 caravan	 for	 an	 instant,	 and	 returned	with	 a	 large
iron	 plate	 and	 a	 knife,	 fork,	 and	 spoon.	 He	 tilted	 up	 the	 pot,	 and	 a	 glorious
stream	of	hot	rich	stew	gurgled	into	the	plate.	It	was,	indeed,	the	most	beautiful
stew	 in	 the	world,	being	made	of	partridges,	 and	pheasants,	 and	chickens,	 and



hares,	and	rabbits,	and	pea-hens,	and	guinea-fowls,	and	one	or	two	other	things.
Toad	 took	 the	 plate	 on	 his	 lap,	 almost	 crying,	 and	 stuffed,	 and	 stuffed,	 and
stuffed,	 and	 kept	 asking	 for	 more,	 and	 the	 gipsy	 never	 grudged	 it	 him.	 He
thought	that	he	had	never	eaten	so	good	a	breakfast	in	all	his	life.
When	Toad	had	taken	as	much	stew	on	board	as	he	thought	he	could	possibly

hold,	he	got	up	and	said	good-bye	to	the	gipsy,	and	took	an	affectionate	farewell
of	 the	 horse;	 and	 the	 gipsy,	who	 knew	 the	 riverside	well,	 gave	 him	directions
which	way	to	go,	and	he	set	forth	on	his	travels	again	in	the	best	possible	spirits.
He	was,	indeed,	a	very	different	Toad	from	the	animal	of	an	hour	ago.	The	sun
was	shining	brightly,	his	wet	clothes	were	quite	dry	again,	he	had	money	in	his
pocket	once	more,	he	was	nearing	home	and	friends	and	safety,	and,	most	and
best	of	all,	he	had	had	a	substantial	meal,	hot	and	nourishing,	and	felt	big,	and
strong,	and	careless,	and	self-confident.
As	he	tramped	along	gaily,	he	thought	of	his	adventures	and	escapes,	and	how

when	things	seemed	at	their	worst	he	had	always	managed	to	find	a	way	out;	and
his	pride	and	conceit	began	to	swell	within	him.	'Ho,	ho!'	he	said	to	himself	as	he
marched	along	with	his	chin	in	the	air,	'what	a	clever	Toad	I	am!	There	is	surely
no	animal	equal	to	me	for	cleverness	in	the	whole	world!	My	enemies	shut	me
up	in	prison,	encircled	by	sentries,	watched	night	and	day	by	warders;	I	walk	out
through	 them	all,	 by	 sheer	 ability	 coupled	with	courage.	They	pursue	me	with
engines,	 and	policemen,	 and	 revolvers;	 I	 snap	my	 fingers	 at	 them,	and	vanish,
laughing,	into	space.	I	am,	unfortunately,	thrown	into	a	canal	by	a	woman	fat	of
body	and	very	evil-minded.	What	of	it?	I	swim	ashore,	I	seize	her	horse,	I	ride
off	 in	 triumph,	 and	 I	 sell	 the	 horse	 for	 a	 whole	 pocketful	 of	 money	 and	 an
excellent	 breakfast!	 Ho,	 ho!	 I	 am	 The	 Toad,	 the	 handsome,	 the	 popular,	 the
successful	Toad!'	He	got	so	puffed	up	with	conceit	that	he	made	up	a	song	as	he
walked	in	praise	of	himself,	and	sang	it	at	the	top	of	his	voice,	though	there	was
no	one	to	hear	it	but	him.	It	was	perhaps	the	most	conceited	song	that	any	animal
ever	composed.

'The	world	has	held	great	Heroes,
		As	history-books	have	showed;
But	never	a	name	to	go	down	to	fame
		Compared	with	that	of	Toad!

'The	clever	men	at	Oxford
		Know	all	that	there	is	to	be	knowed.
But	they	none	of	them	know	one	half	as	much
		As	intelligent	Mr.	Toad!



'The	animals	sat	in	the	Ark	and	cried,
		Their	tears	in	torrents	flowed.
Who	was	it	said,	"There's	land	ahead?"
		Encouraging	Mr.	Toad!

'The	army	all	saluted
		As	they	marched	along	the	road.
Was	it	the	King?	Or	Kitchener?
		No.	It	was	Mr.	Toad.

'The	Queen	and	her	Ladies-in-waiting
		Sat	at	the	window	and	sewed.
She	cried,	"Look!	who's	that	handsome	man?"
		They	answered,	"Mr.	Toad."'

There	was	a	great	deal	more	of	the	same	sort,	but	too	dreadfully	conceited	to
be	written	down.	These	are	some	of	the	milder	verses.
He	sang	as	he	walked,	and	he	walked	as	he	sang,	and	got	more	inflated	every

minute.	But	his	pride	was	shortly	to	have	a	severe	fall.
After	some	miles	of	country	lanes	he	reached	the	high	road,	and	as	he	turned

into	it	and	glanced	along	its	white	length,	he	saw	approaching	him	a	speck	that
turned	into	a	dot	and	then	into	a	blob,	and	then	into	something	very	familiar;	and
a	double	note	of	warning,	only	too	well	known,	fell	on	his	delighted	ear.
'This	 is	something	like!'	said	the	excited	Toad.	 'This	 is	real	 life	again,	 this	 is

once	more	 the	great	world	 from	which	 I	have	been	missed	so	 long!	 I	will	hail
them,	my	brothers	of	the	wheel,	and	pitch	them	a	yarn,	of	the	sort	that	has	been
so	successful	hitherto;	and	they	will	give	me	a	lift,	of	course,	and	then	I	will	talk
to	them	some	more;	and,	perhaps,	with	luck,	it	may	even	end	in	my	driving	up	to
Toad	Hall	in	a	motor-car!	That	will	be	one	in	the	eye	for	Badger!'
He	 stepped	 confidently	 out	 into	 the	 road	 to	 hail	 the	motor-car,	which	 came

along	 at	 an	 easy	 pace,	 slowing	 down	 as	 it	 neared	 the	 lane;	when	 suddenly	 he
became	very	pale,	his	heart	turned	to	water,	his	knees	shook	and	yielded	under
him,	and	he	doubled	up	and	collapsed	with	a	sickening	pain	in	his	interior.	And
well	he	might,	the	unhappy	animal;	for	the	approaching	car	was	the	very	one	he
had	stolen	out	of	the	yard	of	the	Red	Lion	Hotel	on	that	fatal	day	when	all	his
troubles	began!	And	the	people	in	it	were	the	very	same	people	he	had	sat	and
watched	at	luncheon	in	the	coffee-room!
He	sank	down	in	a	shabby,	miserable	heap	in	the	road,	murmuring	to	himself



in	his	despair,	'It's	all	up!	It's	all	over	now!	Chains	and	policemen	again!	Prison
again!	Dry	bread	and	water	again!	O,	what	a	fool	I	have	been!	What	did	I	want
to	go	strutting	about	the	country	for,	singing	conceited	songs,	and	hailing	people
in	broad	day	on	the	high	road,	instead	of	hiding	till	nightfall	and	slipping	home
quietly	by	back	ways!	O	hapless	Toad!	O	ill-fated	animal!'
The	 terrible	motor-car	 drew	 slowly	nearer	 and	nearer,	 till	 at	 last	 he	heard	 it

stop	 just	short	of	him.	Two	gentlemen	got	out	and	walked	round	the	 trembling
heap	of	crumpled	misery	lying	in	the	road,	and	one	of	them	said,	'O	dear!	this	is
very	 sad!	 Here	 is	 a	 poor	 old	 thing—a	 washerwoman	 apparently—who	 has
fainted	 in	 the	 road!	 Perhaps	 she	 is	 overcome	 by	 the	 heat,	 poor	 creature;	 or
possibly	she	has	not	had	any	food	to-day.	Let	us	lift	her	into	the	car	and	take	her
to	the	nearest	village,	where	doubtless	she	has	friends.'
They	 tenderly	 lifted	 Toad	 into	 the	motor-car	 and	 propped	 him	 up	with	 soft

cushions,	and	proceeded	on	their	way.
When	Toad	heard	them	talk	in	so	kind	and	sympathetic	a	way,	and	knew	that

he	was	not	 recognised,	 his	 courage	began	 to	 revive,	 and	he	 cautiously	opened
first	one	eye	and	then	the	other.
'Look!'	said	one	of	the	gentlemen,	'she	is	better	already.	The	fresh	air	is	doing

her	good.	How	do	you	feel	now,	ma'am?'
'Thank	you	kindly,	Sir,'	 said	Toad	 in	a	 feeble	voice,	 'I'm	feeling	a	great	deal

better!'	 'That's	 right,'	 said	 the	gentleman.	 'Now	keep	quite	 still,	 and,	 above	 all,
don't	try	to	talk.'
'I	won't,'	said	Toad.	'I	was	only	thinking,	if	I	might	sit	on	the	front	seat	there,

beside	the	driver,	where	I	could	get	the	fresh	air	full	in	my	face,	I	should	soon	be
all	right	again.'
'What	a	very	sensible	woman!'	 said	 the	gentleman.	 'Of	course	you	shall.'	So

they	carefully	helped	Toad	into	the	front	seat	beside	the	driver,	and	on	they	went
again.
Toad	was	almost	himself	again	by	now.	He	sat	up,	looked	about	him,	and	tried

to	beat	down	the	tremors,	the	yearnings,	the	old	cravings	that	rose	up	and	beset
him	and	took	possession	of	him	entirely.
'It	is	fate!'	he	said	to	himself.	'Why	strive?	why	struggle?'	and	he	turned	to	the

driver	at	his	side.
'Please,	Sir,'	he	said,	'I	wish	you	would	kindly	let	me	try	and	drive	the	car	for	a

little.	 I've	been	watching	you	carefully,	and	 it	 looks	so	easy	and	so	 interesting,
and	I	should	like	to	be	able	to	tell	my	friends	that	once	I	had	driven	a	motor-car!'
The	 driver	 laughed	 at	 the	 proposal,	 so	 heartily	 that	 the	 gentleman	 inquired

what	the	matter	was.	When	he	heard,	he	said,	to	Toad's	delight,	'Bravo,	ma'am!	I
like	your	spirit.	Let	her	have	a	try,	and	look	after	her.	She	won't	do	any	harm.'



Toad	eagerly	scrambled	into	the	seat	vacated	by	the	driver,	took	the	steering-
wheel	in	his	hands,	listened	with	affected	humility	to	the	instructions	given	him,
and	 set	 the	 car	 in	 motion,	 but	 very	 slowly	 and	 carefully	 at	 first,	 for	 he	 was
determined	to	be	prudent.
The	 gentlemen	 behind	 clapped	 their	 hands	 and	 applauded,	 and	 Toad	 heard

them	saying,	'How	well	she	does	it!	Fancy	a	washerwoman	driving	a	car	as	well
as	that,	the	first	time!'
Toad	went	a	little	faster;	then	faster	still,	and	faster.
He	heard	the	gentlemen	call	out	warningly,	 'Be	careful,	washerwoman!'	And

this	annoyed	him,	and	he	began	to	lose	his	head.
The	 driver	 tried	 to	 interfere,	 but	 he	 pinned	 him	 down	 in	 his	 seat	 with	 one

elbow,	and	put	on	full	speed.	The	rush	of	air	in	his	face,	the	hum	of	the	engines,
and	 the	 light	 jump	 of	 the	 car	 beneath	 him	 intoxicated	 his	 weak	 brain.
'Washerwoman,	 indeed!'	 he	 shouted	 recklessly.	 'Ho!	 ho!	 I	 am	 the	 Toad,	 the
motor-car	 snatcher,	 the	 prison-breaker,	 the	Toad	who	 always	 escapes!	Sit	 still,
and	 you	 shall	 know	 what	 driving	 really	 is,	 for	 you	 are	 in	 the	 hands	 of	 the
famous,	the	skilful,	the	entirely	fearless	Toad!'
With	a	cry	of	horror	the	whole	party	rose	and	flung	themselves	on	him.	'Seize

him!'	 they	 cried,	 'seize	 the	 Toad,	 the	wicked	 animal	who	 stole	 our	motor-car!
Bind	 him,	 chain	 him,	 drag	 him	 to	 the	 nearest	 police-station!	 Down	 with	 the
desperate	and	dangerous	Toad!'
Alas!	 they	should	have	thought,	 they	ought	 to	have	been	more	prudent,	 they

should	 have	 remembered	 to	 stop	 the	 motor-car	 somehow	 before	 playing	 any
pranks	of	that	sort.	With	a	half-turn	of	the	wheel	the	Toad	sent	the	car	crashing
through	the	low	hedge	that	ran	along	the	roadside.	One	mighty	bound,	a	violent
shock,	 and	 the	wheels	 of	 the	 car	were	 churning	 up	 the	 thick	mud	 of	 a	 horse-
pond.
Toad	 found	 himself	 flying	 through	 the	 air	with	 the	 strong	 upward	 rush	 and

delicate	 curve	 of	 a	 swallow.	 He	 liked	 the	 motion,	 and	 was	 just	 beginning	 to
wonder	whether	it	would	go	on	until	he	developed	wings	and	turned	into	a	Toad-
bird,	 when	 he	 landed	 on	 his	 back	 with	 a	 thump,	 in	 the	 soft	 rich	 grass	 of	 a
meadow.	 Sitting	 up,	 he	 could	 just	 see	 the	 motor-car	 in	 the	 pond,	 nearly
submerged;	the	gentlemen	and	the	driver,	encumbered	by	their	long	coats,	were
floundering	helplessly	in	the	water.
He	picked	himself	up	rapidly,	and	set	off	running	across	country	as	hard	as	he

could,	scrambling	 through	hedges,	 jumping	ditches,	pounding	across	 fields,	 till
he	was	breathless	and	weary,	and	had	to	settle	down	into	an	easy	walk.	When	he
had	recovered	his	breath	somewhat,	and	was	able	 to	 think	calmly,	he	began	 to
giggle,	and	from	giggling	he	took	to	laughing,	and	he	laughed	till	he	had	to	sit



down	 under	 a	 hedge.	 'Ho,	 ho!'	 he	 cried,	 in	 ecstasies	 of	 self-admiration,	 'Toad
again!	Toad,	as	usual,	comes	out	on	the	top!	Who	was	it	got	them	to	give	him	a
lift?	 Who	 managed	 to	 get	 on	 the	 front	 seat	 for	 the	 sake	 of	 fresh	 air?	 Who
persuaded	them	into	letting	him	see	if	he	could	drive?	Who	landed	them	all	in	a
horse-pond?	Who	 escaped,	 flying	 gaily	 and	 unscathed	 through	 the	 air,	 leaving
the	narrow-minded,	grudging,	timid	excursionists	in	the	mud	where	they	should
rightly	be?	Why,	Toad,	of	course;	clever	Toad,	great	Toad,	GOOD	Toad!'
Then	he	burst	into	song	again,	and	chanted	with	uplifted	voice—

'The	motor-car	went	Poop-poop-poop,
		As	it	raced	along	the	road.
Who	was	it	steered	it	into	a	pond?
		Ingenious	Mr.	Toad!

O,	how	clever	I	am!	How	clever,	how	clever,	how	very	clev——'
A	slight	noise	at	a	distance	behind	him	made	him	turn	his	head	and	 look.	O

horror!	O	misery!	O	despair!
About	 two	 fields	 off,	 a	 chauffeur	 in	 his	 leather	 gaiters	 and	 two	 large	 rural

policemen	were	visible,	running	towards	him	as	hard	as	they	could	go!
Poor	Toad	sprang	to	his	feet	and	pelted	away	again,	his	heart	in	his	mouth.	O,

my!'	he	gasped,	as	he	panted	along,	 'what	an	ASS	I	am!	What	a	CONCEITED
and	heedless	ass!	Swaggering	again!	Shouting	and	singing	songs	again!	Sitting
still	and	gassing	again!	O	my!	O	my!	O	my!'
He	glanced	back,	and	saw	to	his	dismay	that	they	were	gaining	on	him.	On	he

ran	desperately,	but	kept	looking	back,	and	saw	that	they	still	gained	steadily.	He
did	 his	 best,	 but	 he	 was	 a	 fat	 animal,	 and	 his	 legs	 were	 short,	 and	 still	 they
gained.	He	 could	 hear	 them	 close	 behind	 him	now.	Ceasing	 to	 heed	where	 he
was	going,	he	struggled	on	blindly	and	wildly,	looking	back	over	his	shoulder	at
the	 now	 triumphant	 enemy,	 when	 suddenly	 the	 earth	 failed	 under	 his	 feet,	 he
grasped	at	 the	air,	and,	 splash!	he	 found	himself	head	over	ears	 in	deep	water,
rapid	water,	water	 that	bore	him	along	with	a	force	he	could	not	contend	with;
and	he	knew	that	in	his	blind	panic	he	had	run	straight	into	the	river!
He	 rose	 to	 the	 surface	and	 tried	 to	grasp	 the	 reeds	and	 the	 rushes	 that	grew

along	the	water's	edge	close	under	the	bank,	but	the	stream	was	so	strong	that	it
tore	them	out	of	his	hands.	'O	my!'	gasped	poor	Toad,	'if	ever	I	steal	a	motor-car
again!	If	ever	I	sing	another	conceited	song'—then	down	he	went,	and	came	up
breathless	and	spluttering.	Presently	he	saw	that	he	was	approaching	a	big	dark
hole	in	the	bank,	just	above	his	head,	and	as	the	stream	bore	him	past	he	reached
up	with	a	paw	and	caught	hold	of	the	edge	and	held	on.	Then	slowly	and	with



difficulty	he	drew	himself	up	out	of	the	water,	till	at	last	he	was	able	to	rest	his
elbows	on	 the	 edge	of	 the	 hole.	There	 he	 remained	 for	 some	minutes,	 puffing
and	panting,	for	he	was	quite	exhausted.
As	he	sighed	and	blew	and	stared	before	him	into	the	dark	hole,	some	bright

small	 thing	 shone	 and	 twinkled	 in	 its	 depths,	 moving	 towards	 him.	 As	 it
approached,	a	face	grew	up	gradually	around	it,	and	it	was	a	familiar	face!
Brown	and	small,	with	whiskers.
Grave	and	round,	with	neat	ears	and	silky	hair.
It	was	the	Water	Rat!



Chapter		11	
'LIKE	SUMMER	TEMPESTS	CAME	HIS	TEARS'
The	Rat	put	out	a	neat	little	brown	paw,	gripped	Toad	firmly	by	the	scruff	of	the
neck,	 and	 gave	 a	 great	 hoist	 and	 a	 pull;	 and	 the	 water-logged	 Toad	 came	 up
slowly	but	surely	over	the	edge	of	the	hole,	till	at	last	he	stood	safe	and	sound	in
the	hall,	streaked	with	mud	and	weed	 to	be	sure,	and	with	 the	water	streaming
off	him,	but	happy	and	high-spirited	as	of	old,	now	that	he	found	himself	once
more	 in	 the	 house	 of	 a	 friend,	 and	 dodgings	 and	 evasions	 were	 over,	 and	 he
could	lay	aside	a	disguise	that	was	unworthy	of	his	position	and	wanted	such	a
lot	of	living	up	to.
'O,	Ratty!'	 he	 cried.	 'I've	 been	 through	 such	 times	 since	 I	 saw	you	 last,	 you

can't	 think!	 Such	 trials,	 such	 sufferings,	 and	 all	 so	 nobly	 borne!	 Then	 such
escapes,	such	disguises	such	subterfuges,	and	all	so	cleverly	planned	and	carried
out!	Been	in	prison—got	out	of	it,	of	course!	Been	thrown	into	a	canal—swam
ashore!	 Stole	 a	 horse—sold	 him	 for	 a	 large	 sum	 of	 money!	 Humbugged
everybody—made	'em	all	do	exactly	what	I	wanted!	Oh,	I	AM	a	smart	Toad,	and
no	mistake!	What	do	you	think	my	last	exploit	was?	Just	hold	on	till	I	tell	you
——'
'Toad,'	said	the	Water	Rat,	gravely	and	firmly,	'you	go	off	upstairs	at	once,	and

take	off	 that	old	cotton	 rag	 that	 looks	as	 if	 it	might	 formerly	have	belonged	 to
some	 washerwoman,	 and	 clean	 yourself	 thoroughly,	 and	 put	 on	 some	 of	 my
clothes,	 and	 try	 and	 come	 down	 looking	 like	 a	 gentleman	 if	 you	 CAN;	 for	 a
more	 shabby,	 bedraggled,	 disreputable-looking	 object	 than	 you	 are	 I	 never	 set
eyes	 on	 in	my	whole	 life!	Now,	 stop	 swaggering	 and	 arguing,	 and	 be	 off!	 I'll
have	something	to	say	to	you	later!'
Toad	was	at	first	inclined	to	stop	and	do	some	talking	back	at	him.	He	had	had

enough	of	being	ordered	about	when	he	was	 in	prison,	and	here	was	 the	 thing
being	begun	all	over	again,	apparently;	and	by	a	Rat,	 too!	However,	he	caught
sight	 of	 himself	 in	 the	 looking-glass	 over	 the	 hat-stand,	 with	 the	 rusty	 black
bonnet	perched	rakishly	over	one	eye,	and	he	changed	his	mind	and	went	very
quickly	and	humbly	upstairs	to	the	Rat's	dressing-room.	There	he	had	a	thorough
wash	 and	 brush-up,	 changed	 his	 clothes,	 and	 stood	 for	 a	 long	 time	 before	 the
glass,	 contemplating	 himself	 with	 pride	 and	 pleasure,	 and	 thinking	what	 utter



idiots	all	the	people	must	have	been	to	have	ever	mistaken	him	for	one	moment
for	a	washerwoman.
By	 the	 time	he	 came	down	 again	 luncheon	was	 on	 the	 table,	 and	 very	 glad

Toad	was	 to	 see	 it,	 for	 he	 had	 been	 through	 some	 trying	 experiences	 and	 had
taken	much	hard	exercise	since	the	excellent	breakfast	provided	for	him	by	the
gipsy.	While	 they	ate	Toad	 told	 the	Rat	all	his	adventures,	dwelling	chiefly	on
his	own	cleverness,	and	presence	of	mind	in	emergencies,	and	cunning	in	tight
places;	and	rather	making	out	that	he	had	been	having	a	gay	and	highly-coloured
experience.	But	 the	more	he	 talked	and	boasted,	 the	more	grave	and	silent	 the
Rat	became.
When	at	 last	Toad	had	 talked	himself	 to	a	 standstill,	 there	was	 silence	 for	 a

while;	and	then	the	Rat	said,	'Now,	Toady,	I	don't	want	to	give	you	pain,	after	all
you've	 been	 through	 already;	 but,	 seriously,	 don't	 you	 see	 what	 an	 awful	 ass
you've	 been	 making	 of	 yourself?	 On	 your	 own	 admission	 you	 have	 been
handcuffed,	 imprisoned,	 starved,	 chased,	 terrified	 out	 of	 your	 life,	 insulted,
jeered	at,	and	ignominiously	flung	into	the	water—by	a	woman,	too!	Where's	the
amusement	 in	 that?	Where	 does	 the	 fun	 come	 in?	 And	 all	 because	 you	must
needs	 go	 and	 steal	 a	motor-car.	You	know	 that	 you've	 never	 had	 anything	 but
trouble	from	motor-cars	from	the	moment	you	first	set	eyes	on	one.	But	if	you
WILL	be	mixed	up	with	them—as	you	generally	are,	five	minutes	after	you've
started—why	 STEAL	 them?	 Be	 a	 cripple,	 if	 you	 think	 it's	 exciting;	 be	 a
bankrupt,	 for	 a	 change,	 if	 you've	 set	 your	mind	on	 it:	 but	why	 choose	 to	 be	 a
convict?	When	are	you	going	to	be	sensible,	and	think	of	your	friends,	and	try
and	be	a	credit	to	them?	Do	you	suppose	it's	any	pleasure	to	me,	for	instance,	to
hear	animals	 saying,	as	 I	go	about,	 that	 I'm	 the	chap	 that	keeps	company	with
gaol-birds?'
Now,	 it	 was	 a	 very	 comforting	 point	 in	 Toad's	 character	 that	 he	 was	 a

thoroughly	 good-hearted	 animal	 and	 never	minded	 being	 jawed	 by	 those	who
were	his	real	friends.	And	even	when	most	set	upon	a	thing,	he	was	always	able
to	see	the	other	side	of	the	question.	So	although,	while	the	Rat	was	talking	so
seriously,	he	kept	saying	to	himself	mutinously,	'But	it	WAS	fun,	though!	Awful
fun!'	and	making	strange	suppressed	noises	inside	him,	k-i-ck-ck-ck,	and	poop-
p-p,	 and	 other	 sounds	 resembling	 stifled	 snorts,	 or	 the	 opening	 of	 soda-water
bottles,	yet	when	the	Rat	had	quite	finished,	he	heaved	a	deep	sigh	and	said,	very
nicely	and	humbly,	 'Quite	right,	Ratty!	How	SOUND	you	always	are!	Yes,	I've
been	a	conceited	old	ass,	 I	can	quite	 see	 that;	but	now	I'm	going	 to	be	a	good
Toad,	 and	 not	 do	 it	 any	more.	As	 for	motor-cars,	 I've	 not	 been	 at	 all	 so	 keen
about	them	since	my	last	ducking	in	that	river	of	yours.	The	fact	is,	while	I	was
hanging	on	to	the	edge	of	your	hole	and	getting	my	breath,	I	had	a	sudden	idea—



a	really	brilliant	 idea—connected	with	motor-boats—there,	 there!	don't	 take	on
so,	old	chap,	and	stamp,	and	upset	things;	it	was	only	an	idea,	and	we	won't	talk
any	more	about	it	now.	We'll	have	our	coffee,	AND	a	smoke,	and	a	quiet	chat,
and	then	I'm	going	to	stroll	quietly	down	to	Toad	Hall,	and	get	into	clothes	of	my
own,	and	set	things	going	again	on	the	old	lines.	I've	had	enough	of	adventures.	I
shall	 lead	 a	 quiet,	 steady,	 respectable	 life,	 pottering	 about	 my	 property,	 and
improving	it,	and	doing	a	little	landscape	gardening	at	times.	There	will	always
be	a	bit	of	dinner	for	my	friends	when	they	come	to	see	me;	and	I	shall	keep	a
pony-chaise	 to	 jog	about	 the	country	 in,	 just	as	I	used	to	 in	 the	good	old	days,
before	I	got	restless,	and	wanted	to	DO	things.'
'Stroll	 quietly	 down	 to	Toad	Hall?'	 cried	 the	Rat,	 greatly	 excited.	 'What	 are

you	talking	about?	Do	you	mean	to	say	you	haven't	HEARD?'
'Heard	what?'	said	Toad,	turning	rather	pale.	'Go	on,	Ratty!	Quick!	Don't	spare

me!	What	haven't	I	heard?'
'Do	you	mean	to	 tell	me,'	shouted	 the	Rat,	 thumping	with	his	 little	 fist	upon

the	table,	'that	you've	heard	nothing	about	the	Stoats	and	Weasels?'
What,	 the	Wild	Wooders?'	 cried	 Toad,	 trembling	 in	 every	 limb.	 'No,	 not	 a

word!	What	have	they	been	doing?'
'—And	how	they've	been	and	taken	Toad	Hall?'	continued	the	Rat.
Toad	leaned	his	elbows	on	the	table,	and	his	chin	on	his	paws;	and	a	large	tear

welled	up	in	each	of	his	eyes,	overflowed	and	splashed	on	the	table,	plop!	plop!
'Go	on,	Ratty,'	he	murmured	presently;	'tell	me	all.	The	worst	is	over.	I	am	an

animal	again.	I	can	bear	it.'
'When	you—got—into	that—that—trouble	of	yours,'	said	the	Rat,	slowly	and

impressively;	'I	mean,	when	you—disappeared	from	society	for	a	time,	over	that
misunderstanding	about	a—a	machine,	you	know—'
Toad	merely	nodded.
'Well,	it	was	a	good	deal	talked	about	down	here,	naturally,'	continued	the	Rat,

'not	only	along	the	river-side,	but	even	in	the	Wild	Wood.	Animals	took	sides,	as
always	 happens.	 The	 River-bankers	 stuck	 up	 for	 you,	 and	 said	 you	 had	 been
infamously	treated,	and	there	was	no	justice	to	be	had	in	the	land	nowadays.	But
the	Wild	Wood	animals	said	hard	things,	and	served	you	right,	and	it	was	time
this	sort	of	thing	was	stopped.	And	they	got	very	cocky,	and	went	about	saying
you	were	done	for	this	time!	You	would	never	come	back	again,	never,	never!'
Toad	nodded	once	more,	keeping	silence.
'That's	 the	 sort	 of	 little	 beasts	 they	 are,'	 the	 Rat	 went	 on.	 'But	 Mole	 and

Badger,	they	stuck	out,	through	thick	and	thin,	that	you	would	come	back	again
soon,	somehow.	They	didn't	know	exactly	how,	but	somehow!'
Toad	began	to	sit	up	in	his	chair	again,	and	to	smirk	a	little.



'They	argued	from	history,'	continued	the	Rat.	'They	said	that	no	criminal	laws
had	 ever	 been	 known	 to	 prevail	 against	 cheek	 and	 plausibility	 such	 as	 yours,
combined	with	the	power	of	a	long	purse.	So	they	arranged	to	move	their	things
in	to	Toad	Hall,	and	sleep	there,	and	keep	it	aired,	and	have	it	all	ready	for	you
when	 you	 turned	 up.	 They	 didn't	 guess	what	was	 going	 to	 happen,	 of	 course;
still,	 they	 had	 their	 suspicions	 of	 the	Wild	Wood	 animals.	Now	 I	 come	 to	 the
most	painful	and	tragic	part	of	my	story.	One	dark	night—it	was	a	VERY	dark
night,	 and	 blowing	 hard,	 too,	 and	 raining	 simply	 cats	 and	 dogs—a	 band	 of
weasels,	 armed	 to	 the	 teeth,	 crept	 silently	 up	 the	 carriage-drive	 to	 the	 front
entrance.	 Simultaneously,	 a	 body	 of	 desperate	 ferrets,	 advancing	 through	 the
kitchen-garden,	 possessed	 themselves	 of	 the	 backyard	 and	 offices;	 while	 a
company	of	skirmishing	stoats	who	stuck	at	nothing	occupied	the	conservatory
and	the	billiard-room,	and	held	the	French	windows	opening	on	to	the	lawn.
'The	Mole	and	the	Badger	were	sitting	by	the	fire	in	the	smoking-room,	telling

stories	and	suspecting	nothing,	for	it	wasn't	a	night	for	any	animals	to	be	out	in,
when	those	bloodthirsty	villains	broke	down	the	doors	and	rushed	in	upon	them
from	every	side.	They	made	 the	best	 fight	 they	could,	but	what	was	 the	good?
They	were	unarmed,	and	taken	by	surprise,	and	what	can	two	animals	do	against
hundreds?	They	took	and	beat	them	severely	with	sticks,	those	two	poor	faithful
creatures,	and	turned	them	out	into	the	cold	and	the	wet,	with	many	insulting	and
uncalled-for	remarks!'
Here	the	unfeeling	Toad	broke	into	a	snigger,	and	then	pulled	himself	together

and	tried	to	look	particularly	solemn.
'And	the	Wild	Wooders	have	been	 living	 in	Toad	Hall	ever	since,'	continued

the	Rat;	'and	going	on	simply	anyhow!	Lying	in	bed	half	the	day,	and	breakfast
at	all	hours,	and	the	place	in	such	a	mess	(I'm	told)	it's	not	fit	to	be	seen!	Eating
your	 grub,	 and	 drinking	 your	 drink,	 and	 making	 bad	 jokes	 about	 you,	 and
singing	 vulgar	 songs,	 about—well,	 about	 prisons	 and	 magistrates,	 and
policemen;	horrid	personal	songs,	with	no	humour	 in	 them.	And	they're	 telling
the	tradespeople	and	everybody	that	they've	come	to	stay	for	good.'
'O,	 have	 they!'	 said	 Toad	 getting	 up	 and	 seizing	 a	 stick.	 'I'll	 jolly	 soon	 see

about	that!'
'It's	no	good,	Toad!'	called	the	Rat	after	him.	'You'd	better	come	back	and	sit

down;	you'll	only	get	into	trouble.'
But	 the	 Toad	 was	 off,	 and	 there	 was	 no	 holding	 him.	 He	 marched	 rapidly

down	 the	 road,	his	stick	over	his	shoulder,	 fuming	and	muttering	 to	himself	 in
his	 anger,	 till	 he	got	near	his	 front	gate,	when	 suddenly	 there	popped	up	 from
behind	the	palings	a	long	yellow	ferret	with	a	gun.
'Who	comes	there?'	said	the	ferret	sharply.



'Stuff	and	nonsense!'	 said	Toad,	very	angrily.	 'What	do	you	mean	by	 talking
like	that	to	me?	Come	out	of	that	at	once,	or	I'll——'
The	ferret	said	never	a	word,	but	he	brought	his	gun	up	to	his	shoulder.	Toad

prudently	dropped	flat	in	the	road,	and	BANG!	a	bullet	whistled	over	his	head.
The	startled	Toad	scrambled	 to	his	 feet	and	scampered	off	down	the	road	as

hard	as	he	could;	and	as	he	ran	he	heard	the	ferret	laughing	and	other	horrid	thin
little	laughs	taking	it	up	and	carrying	on	the	sound.
He	went	back,	very	crestfallen,	and	told	the	Water	Rat.
'What	did	I	 tell	you?'	said	the	Rat.	 'It's	no	good.	They've	got	sentries	posted,

and	they	are	all	armed.	You	must	just	wait.'
Still,	Toad	was	not	inclined	to	give	in	all	at	once.	So	he	got	out	the	boat,	and

set	off	rowing	up	the	river	to	where	the	garden	front	of	Toad	Hall	came	down	to
the	waterside.
Arriving	within	sight	of	his	old	home,	he	rested	on	his	oars	and	surveyed	the

land	cautiously.	All	seemed	very	peaceful	and	deserted	and	quiet.	He	could	see
the	 whole	 front	 of	 Toad	 Hall,	 glowing	 in	 the	 evening	 sunshine,	 the	 pigeons
settling	by	twos	and	threes	along	the	straight	line	of	the	roof;	the	garden,	a	blaze
of	flowers;	the	creek	that	led	up	to	the	boat-house,	the	little	wooden	bridge	that
crossed	it;	all	tranquil,	uninhabited,	apparently	waiting	for	his	return.	He	would
try	the	boat-house	first,	he	thought.	Very	warily	he	paddled	up	to	the	mouth	of
the	creek,	and	was	just	passing	under	the	bridge,	when	…	CRASH!
A	great	stone,	dropped	from	above,	smashed	through	the	bottom	of	the	boat.	It

filled	and	sank,	and	Toad	found	himself	struggling	in	deep	water.	Looking	up,	he
saw	 two	 stoats	 leaning	 over	 the	 parapet	 of	 the	 bridge	 and	watching	 him	with
great	glee.	 'It	will	be	your	head	next	 time,	Toady!'	 they	called	out	 to	him.	The
indignant	Toad	swam	to	shore,	while	the	stoats	laughed	and	laughed,	supporting
each	other,	and	laughed	again,	till	they	nearly	had	two	fits—that	is,	one	fit	each,
of	course.
The	 Toad	 retraced	 his	 weary	 way	 on	 foot,	 and	 related	 his	 disappointing

experiences	to	the	Water	Rat	once	more.
'Well,	WHAT	did	I	tell	you?'	said	the	Rat	very	crossly.	'And,	now,	look	here!

See	what	you've	been	and	done!	Lost	me	my	boat	 that	 I	was	so	fond	of,	 that's
what	you've	done!	And	 simply	 ruined	 that	 nice	 suit	 of	 clothes	 that	 I	 lent	 you!
Really,	 Toad,	 of	 all	 the	 trying	 animals—I	 wonder	 you	 manage	 to	 keep	 any
friends	at	all!'
The	Toad	saw	at	once	how	wrongly	and	foolishly	he	had	acted.	He	admitted

his	errors	and	wrong-headedness	and	made	a	full	apology	to	Rat	for	 losing	his
boat	and	spoiling	his	clothes.	And	he	wound	up	by	saying,	with	that	frank	self-
surrender	which	always	disarmed	his	friend's	criticism	and	won	them	back	to	his



side,	 'Ratty!	I	see	that	I	have	been	a	headstrong	and	a	wilful	Toad!	Henceforth,
believe	me,	 I	will	 be	 humble	 and	 submissive,	 and	will	 take	 no	 action	without
your	kind	advice	and	full	approval!'
'If	 that	 is	 really	 so,'	 said	 the	 good-natured	 Rat,	 already	 appeased,	 'then	 my

advice	to	you	is,	considering	the	lateness	of	the	hour,	to	sit	down	and	have	your
supper,	which	will	 be	 on	 the	 table	 in	 a	minute,	 and	 be	 very	 patient.	 For	 I	 am
convinced	that	we	can	do	nothing	until	we	have	seen	the	Mole	and	the	Badger,
and	heard	 their	 latest	news,	 and	held	conference	and	 taken	 their	 advice	 in	 this
difficult	matter.'
'Oh,	ah,	yes,	of	course,	 the	Mole	and	 the	Badger,'	 said	Toad,	 lightly.	 'What's

become	of	them,	the	dear	fellows?	I	had	forgotten	all	about	them.'
'Well	may	you	ask!'	said	the	Rat	reproachfully.	 'While	you	were	riding	about

the	country	in	expensive	motor-cars,	and	galloping	proudly	on	blood-horses,	and
breakfasting	on	 the	 fat	of	 the	 land,	 those	 two	poor	devoted	animals	have	been
camping	out	in	the	open,	in	every	sort	of	weather,	living	very	rough	by	day	and
lying	very	hard	by	night;	watching	over	your	house,	patrolling	your	boundaries,
keeping	a	constant	eye	on	the	stoats	and	the	weasels,	scheming	and	planning	and
contriving	how	to	get	your	property	back	for	you.	You	don't	deserve	to	have	such
true	and	loyal	friends,	Toad,	you	don't,	really.	Some	day,	when	it's	too	late,	you'll
be	sorry	you	didn't	value	them	more	while	you	had	them!'
'I'm	an	ungrateful	beast,	 I	know,'	sobbed	Toad,	shedding	bitter	 tears.	 'Let	me

go	out	and	find	them,	out	into	the	cold,	dark	night,	and	share	their	hardships,	and
try	and	prove	by——Hold	on	a	bit!	Surely	I	heard	the	chink	of	dishes	on	a	tray!
Supper's	here	at	last,	hooray!	Come	on,	Ratty!'
The	 Rat	 remembered	 that	 poor	 Toad	 had	 been	 on	 prison	 fare	 for	 a

considerable	 time,	 and	 that	 large	 allowances	 had	 therefore	 to	 be	 made.	 He
followed	 him	 to	 the	 table	 accordingly,	 and	 hospitably	 encouraged	 him	 in	 his
gallant	efforts	to	make	up	for	past	privations.
They	 had	 just	 finished	 their	meal	 and	 resumed	 their	 arm-chairs,	when	 there

came	a	heavy	knock	at	the	door.
Toad	was	nervous,	but	the	Rat,	nodding	mysteriously	at	him,	went	straight	up

to	the	door	and	opened	it,	and	in	walked	Mr.	Badger.
He	had	 all	 the	 appearance	of	 one	who	 for	 some	nights	 had	been	kept	 away

from	home	and	all	its	little	comforts	and	conveniences.	His	shoes	were	covered
with	mud,	 and	he	was	 looking	very	 rough	 and	 touzled;	 but	 then	he	 had	 never
been	a	very	smart	man,	the	Badger,	at	the	best	of	times.	He	came	solemnly	up	to
Toad,	shook	him	by	the	paw,	and	said,	 'Welcome	home,	Toad!	Alas!	what	am	I
saying?	Home,	 indeed!	This	 is	 a	poor	home-coming.	Unhappy	Toad!'	Then	he
turned	 his	 back	 on	 him,	 sat	 down	 to	 the	 table,	 drew	 his	 chair	 up,	 and	 helped



himself	to	a	large	slice	of	cold	pie.
Toad	was	quite	alarmed	at	this	very	serious	and	portentous	style	of	greeting;

but	the	Rat	whispered	to	him,	'Never	mind;	don't	take	any	notice;	and	don't	say
anything	 to	 him	 just	 yet.	 He's	 always	 rather	 low	 and	 despondent	 when	 he's
wanting	his	victuals.	In	half	an	hour's	time	he'll	be	quite	a	different	animal.'
So	 they	 waited	 in	 silence,	 and	 presently	 there	 came	 another	 and	 a	 lighter

knock.	The	Rat,	with	a	nod	to	Toad,	went	to	the	door	and	ushered	in	the	Mole,
very	shabby	and	unwashed,	with	bits	of	hay	and	straw	sticking	in	his	fur.
'Hooray!	Here's	 old	Toad!'	 cried	 the	Mole,	 his	 face	 beaming.	 'Fancy	 having

you	back	again!'	And	he	began	to	dance	round	him.	'We	never	dreamt	you	would
turn	up	so	soon!	Why,	you	must	have	managed	to	escape,	you	clever,	ingenious,
intelligent	Toad!'
The	 Rat,	 alarmed,	 pulled	 him	 by	 the	 elbow;	 but	 it	 was	 too	 late.	 Toad	 was

puffing	and	swelling	already.
'Clever?	O,	no!'	 he	 said.	 'I'm	not	 really	clever,	 according	 to	my	 friends.	 I've

only	 broken	 out	 of	 the	 strongest	 prison	 in	 England,	 that's	 all!	And	 captured	 a
railway	train	and	escaped	on	it,	that's	all!	And	disguised	myself	and	gone	about
the	country	humbugging	everybody,	that's	all!	O,	no!	I'm	a	stupid	ass,	I	am!	I'll
tell	 you	 one	 or	 two	 of	 my	 little	 adventures,	 Mole,	 and	 you	 shall	 judge	 for
yourself!'
'Well,	well,'	 said	 the	Mole,	moving	towards	 the	supper-table;	 'supposing	you

talk	while	I	eat.	Not	a	bite	since	breakfast!	O	my!	O	my!'	And	he	sat	down	and
helped	himself	liberally	to	cold	beef	and	pickles.
Toad	 straddled	on	 the	 hearth-rug,	 thrust	 his	 paw	 into	 his	 trouser-pocket	 and

pulled	out	a	handful	of	silver.	'Look	at	that!'	he	cried,	displaying	it.	'That's	not	so
bad,	 is	 it,	 for	 a	 few	minutes'	 work?	 And	 how	 do	 you	 think	 I	 done	 it,	Mole?
Horse-dealing!	That's	how	I	done	it!'
'Go	on,	Toad,'	said	the	Mole,	immensely	interested.
'Toad,	 do	 be	 quiet,	 please!'	 said	 the	Rat.	 'And	 don't	 you	 egg	 him	on,	Mole,

when	 you	 know	 what	 he	 is;	 but	 please	 tell	 us	 as	 soon	 as	 possible	 what	 the
position	is,	and	what's	best	to	be	done,	now	that	Toad	is	back	at	last.'
'The	position's	about	as	bad	as	 it	can	be,'	 replied	the	Mole	grumpily;	 'and	as

for	what's	to	be	done,	why,	blest	if	I	know!	The	Badger	and	I	have	been	round
and	round	the	place,	by	night	and	by	day;	always	the	same	thing.	Sentries	posted
everywhere,	guns	poked	out	at	us,	stones	thrown	at	us;	always	an	animal	on	the
look-out,	and	when	they	see	us,	my!	how	they	do	laugh!	That's	what	annoys	me
most!'
'It's	a	very	difficult	situation,'	said	the	Rat,	reflecting	deeply.	'But	I	think	I	see

now,	in	the	depths	of	my	mind,	what	Toad	really	ought	to	do.	I	will	tell	you.	He



ought	to——'
'No,	he	oughtn't!'	shouted	the	Mole,	with	his	mouth	full.	'Nothing	of	the	sort!

You	don't	understand.	What	he	ought	to	do	is,	he	ought	to——'
'Well,	I	shan't	do	it,	anyway!'	cried	Toad,	getting	excited.	'I'm	not	going	to	be

ordered	 about	 by	 you	 fellows!	 It's	my	 house	we're	 talking	 about,	 and	 I	 know
exactly	what	to	do,	and	I'll	tell	you.	I'm	going	to——'
By	this	time	they	were	all	three	talking	at	once,	at	the	top	of	their	voices,	and

the	noise	was	simply	deafening,	when	a	thin,	dry	voice	made	itself	heard,	saying,
'Be	quiet	at	once,	all	of	you!'	and	instantly	every	one	was	silent.
It	was	the	Badger,	who,	having	finished	his	pie,	had	turned	round	in	his	chair

and	 was	 looking	 at	 them	 severely.	 When	 he	 saw	 that	 he	 had	 secured	 their
attention,	 and	 that	 they	 were	 evidently	 waiting	 for	 him	 to	 address	 them,	 he
turned	back	to	the	table	again	and	reached	out	for	the	cheese.	And	so	great	was
the	respect	commanded	by	the	solid	qualities	of	that	admirable	animal,	that	not
another	word	was	uttered	until	he	had	quite	finished	his	repast	and	brushed	the
crumbs	 from	 his	 knees.	 The	 Toad	 fidgeted	 a	 good	 deal,	 but	 the	Rat	 held	 him
firmly	down.
When	the	Badger	had	quite	done,	he	got	up	from	his	seat	and	stood	before	the

fireplace,	reflecting	deeply.	At	last	he	spoke.
'Toad!'	 he	 said	 severely.	 'You	 bad,	 troublesome	 little	 animal!	 Aren't	 you

ashamed	of	yourself?	What	do	you	think	your	father,	my	old	friend,	would	have
said	if	he	had	been	here	to-night,	and	had	known	of	all	your	goings	on?'
Toad,	who	was	on	 the	sofa	by	 this	 time,	with	his	 legs	up,	 rolled	over	on	his

face,	shaken	by	sobs	of	contrition.
'There,	 there!'	 went	 on	 the	 Badger,	 more	 kindly.	 'Never	 mind.	 Stop	 crying.

We're	going	 to	 let	 bygones	be	bygones,	 and	 try	 and	 turn	over	 a	 new	 leaf.	But
what	the	Mole	says	is	quite	true.	The	stoats	are	on	guard,	at	every	point,	and	they
make	the	best	sentinels	 in	 the	world.	 It's	quite	useless	 to	 think	of	attacking	 the
place.	They're	too	strong	for	us.'
'Then	it's	all	over,'	sobbed	the	Toad,	crying	into	the	sofa	cushions.	 'I	shall	go

and	enlist	for	a	soldier,	and	never	see	my	dear	Toad	Hall	any	more!'
'Come,	 cheer	 up,	 Toady!'	 said	 the	 Badger.	 'There	 are	more	ways	 of	 getting

back	a	place	 than	taking	it	by	storm.	I	haven't	said	my	last	word	yet.	Now	I'm
going	to	tell	you	a	great	secret.'
Toad	sat	up	slowly	and	dried	his	eyes.	Secrets	had	an	immense	attraction	for

him,	because	he	never	could	keep	one,	 and	he	enjoyed	 the	 sort	of	unhallowed
thrill	 he	 experienced	 when	 he	 went	 and	 told	 another	 animal,	 after	 having
faithfully	promised	not	to.
'There—is—an—underground—passage,'	 said	 the	Badger,	 impressively,	 'that



leads	from	the	river-bank,	quite	near	here,	right	up	into	the	middle	of	Toad	Hall.'
'O,	nonsense!	Badger,'	said	Toad,	rather	airily.	'You've	been	listening	to	some

of	the	yarns	they	spin	in	the	public-houses	about	here.	I	know	every	inch	of	Toad
Hall,	inside	and	out.	Nothing	of	the	sort,	I	do	assure	you!'
'My	young	friend,'	said	the	Badger,	with	great	severity,	'your	father,	who	was	a

worthy	animal—a	lot	worthier	than	some	others	I	know—was	a	particular	friend
of	mine,	 and	 told	me	 a	 great	 deal	 he	wouldn't	 have	 dreamt	 of	 telling	 you.	He
discovered	that	passage—he	didn't	make	it,	of	course;	that	was	done	hundreds	of
years	before	he	ever	came	 to	 live	 there—and	he	 repaired	 it	and	cleaned	 it	out,
because	 he	 thought	 it	 might	 come	 in	 useful	 some	 day,	 in	 case	 of	 trouble	 or
danger;	and	he	showed	it	to	me.	"Don't	let	my	son	know	about	it,"	he	said.	"He's
a	good	boy,	but	very	light	and	volatile	in	character,	and	simply	cannot	hold	his
tongue.	If	he's	ever	in	a	real	fix,	and	it	would	be	of	use	to	him,	you	may	tell	him
about	the	secret	passage;	but	not	before."'
The	other	animals	looked	hard	at	Toad	to	see	how	he	would	take	it.	Toad	was

inclined	 to	 be	 sulky	 at	 first;	 but	 he	 brightened	 up	 immediately,	 like	 the	 good
fellow	he	was.
'Well,	well,'	he	said;	'perhaps	I	am	a	bit	of	a	talker.	A	popular	fellow	such	as	I

am—my	friends	get	round	me—we	chaff,	we	sparkle,	we	tell	witty	stories—and
somehow	my	tongue	gets	wagging.	I	have	the	gift	of	conversation.	I've	been	told
I	 ought	 to	 have	 a	 salon,	 whatever	 that	 may	 be.	 Never	 mind.	 Go	 on,	 Badger.
How's	this	passage	of	yours	going	to	help	us?'
'I've	 found	 out	 a	 thing	 or	 two	 lately,'	 continued	 the	 Badger.	 'I	 got	 Otter	 to

disguise	 himself	 as	 a	 sweep	 and	 call	 at	 the	 back-door	 with	 brushes	 over	 his
shoulder,	asking	for	a	job.	There's	going	to	be	a	big	banquet	to-morrow	night.	It's
somebody's	birthday—the	Chief	Weasel's,	I	believe—and	all	the	weasels	will	be
gathered	 together	 in	 the	 dining-hall,	 eating	 and	 drinking	 and	 laughing	 and
carrying	on,	suspecting	nothing.	No	guns,	no	swords,	no	sticks,	no	arms	of	any
sort	whatever!'
'But	the	sentinels	will	be	posted	as	usual,'	remarked	the	Rat.
'Exactly,'	said	the	Badger;	'that	is	my	point.	The	weasels	will	trust	entirely	to

their	 excellent	 sentinels.	 And	 that	 is	 where	 the	 passage	 comes	 in.	 That	 very
useful	tunnel	leads	right	up	under	the	butler's	pantry,	next	to	the	dining-hall!'
'Aha!	that	squeaky	board	in	the	butler's	pantry!'	said	Toad.	'Now	I	understand

it!'
'We	shall	creep	out	quietly	into	the	butler's	pantry—'	cried	the	Mole.
'—with	our	pistols	and	swords	and	sticks—'	shouted	the	Rat.
'—and	rush	in	upon	them,'	said	the	Badger.
'—and	whack	'em,	and	whack	'em,	and	whack	'em!'	cried	the	Toad	in	ecstasy,



running	round	and	round	the	room,	and	jumping	over	the	chairs.
'Very	well,	then,'	said	the	Badger,	resuming	his	usual	dry	manner,	'our	plan	is

settled,	and	there's	nothing	more	for	you	to	argue	and	squabble	about.	So,	as	it's
getting	 very	 late,	 all	 of	 you	 go	 right	 off	 to	 bed	 at	 once.	We	will	make	 all	 the
necessary	arrangements	in	the	course	of	the	morning	to-morrow.'
Toad,	of	course,	went	off	to	bed	dutifully	with	the	rest—he	knew	better	than

to	 refuse—though	he	was	 feeling	much	 too	excited	 to	sleep.	But	he	had	had	a
long	day,	with	many	events	crowded	into	it;	and	sheets	and	blankets	were	very
friendly	and	comforting	things,	after	plain	straw,	and	not	too	much	of	it,	spread
on	the	stone	floor	of	a	draughty	cell;	and	his	head	had	not	been	many	seconds	on
his	pillow	before	he	was	snoring	happily.	Naturally,	he	dreamt	a	good	deal;	about
roads	that	ran	away	from	him	just	when	he	wanted	them,	and	canals	that	chased
him	 and	 caught	 him,	 and	 a	 barge	 that	 sailed	 into	 the	 banqueting-hall	with	 his
week's	washing,	 just	 as	he	was	giving	a	dinner-party;	 and	he	was	alone	 in	 the
secret	 passage,	 pushing	 onwards,	 but	 it	 twisted	 and	 turned	 round	 and	 shook
itself,	and	sat	up	on	its	end;	yet	somehow,	at	the	last,	he	found	himself	back	in
Toad	Hall,	 safe	and	 triumphant,	with	all	his	 friends	gathered	 round	about	him,
earnestly	assuring	him	that	he	really	was	a	clever	Toad.
He	slept	till	a	late	hour	next	morning,	and	by	the	time	he	got	down	he	found

that	 the	other	animals	had	finished	their	breakfast	some	time	before.	The	Mole
had	 slipped	 off	 somewhere	 by	 himself,	without	 telling	 any	 one	where	 he	was
going	to.	The	Badger	sat	in	the	arm-chair,	reading	the	paper,	and	not	concerning
himself	in	the	slightest	about	what	was	going	to	happen	that	very	evening.	The
Rat,	on	the	other	hand,	was	running	round	the	room	busily,	with	his	arms	full	of
weapons	of	 every	 kind,	 distributing	 them	 in	 four	 little	 heaps	 on	 the	 floor,	 and
saying	excitedly	under	his	breath,	as	he	ran,	'Here's-a-sword-for-the-Rat,	here's-
a-sword-for-the	 Mole,	 here's-a-sword-for-the-Toad,	 here's-a-sword-for-the-
Badger!	Here's-a-pistol-for-the-Rat,	here's-a-pistol-for-the-Mole,	here's-a-pistol-
for-the-Toad,	here's-a-pistol-for-the-Badger!'	And	so	on,	in	a	regular,	rhythmical
way,	while	the	four	little	heaps	gradually	grew	and	grew.
'That's	all	very	well,	Rat,'	said	the	Badger	presently,	looking	at	the	busy	little

animal	over	the	edge	of	his	newspaper;	'I'm	not	blaming	you.	But	just	let	us	once
get	 past	 the	 stoats,	 with	 those	 detestable	 guns	 of	 theirs,	 and	 I	 assure	 you	 we
shan't	want	any	swords	or	pistols.	We	four,	with	our	sticks,	once	we're	inside	the
dining-hall,	why,	we	shall	clear	the	floor	of	all	the	lot	of	them	in	five	minutes.	I'd
have	done	the	whole	thing	by	myself,	only	I	didn't	want	to	deprive	you	fellows
of	the	fun!'
'It's	as	well	to	be	on	the	safe	side,'	said	the	Rat	reflectively,	polishing	a	pistol-

barrel	on	his	sleeve	and	looking	along	it.



The	Toad,	having	finished	his	breakfast,	picked	up	a	stout	stick	and	swung	it
vigorously,	belabouring	imaginary	animals.	'I'll	learn	'em	to	steal	my	house!'	he
cried.	'I'll	learn	'em,	I'll	learn	'em!'
'Don't	 say	 "learn	 'em,"	 Toad,'	 said	 the	 Rat,	 greatly	 shocked.	 'It's	 not	 good

English.'
'What	 are	 you	 always	 nagging	 at	 Toad	 for?'	 inquired	 the	 Badger,	 rather

peevishly.	 'What's	the	matter	with	his	English?	It's	the	same	what	I	use	myself,
and	if	it's	good	enough	for	me,	it	ought	to	be	good	enough	for	you!'
'I'm	 very	 sorry,'	 said	 the	 Rat	 humbly.	 'Only	 I	 THINK	 it	 ought	 to	 be	 "teach

'em,"	not	"learn	'em."'
'But	we	don't	WANT	to	 teach	 'em,'	 replied	 the	Badger.	 'We	want	 to	LEARN

'em—learn	'em,	learn	'em!	And	what's	more,	we're	going	to	DO	it,	too!'
'Oh,	 very	 well,	 have	 it	 your	 own	way,'	 said	 the	 Rat.	 He	was	 getting	 rather

muddled	about	it	himself,	and	presently	he	retired	into	a	corner,	where	he	could
be	heard	muttering,	 'Learn	 'em,	teach	 'em,	teach	 'em,	learn	 'em!'	 till	 the	Badger
told	him	rather	sharply	to	leave	off.
Presently	the	Mole	came	tumbling	into	the	room,	evidently	very	pleased	with

himself.	 'I've	been	having	such	fun!'	he	began	at	once;	 'I've	been	getting	a	 rise
out	of	the	stoats!'
'I	hope	you've	been	very	careful,	Mole?'	said	the	Rat	anxiously.
'I	should	hope	so,	too,'	said	the	Mole	confidently.	'I	got	the	idea	when	I	went

into	 the	kitchen,	 to	 see	 about	Toad's	breakfast	being	kept	hot	 for	him.	 I	 found
that	 old	 washerwoman-dress	 that	 he	 came	 home	 in	 yesterday,	 hanging	 on	 a
towel-horse	before	the	fire.	So	I	put	it	on,	and	the	bonnet	as	well,	and	the	shawl,
and	off	I	went	to	Toad	Hall,	as	bold	as	you	please.	The	sentries	were	on	the	look-
out,	of	course,	with	their	guns	and	their	"Who	comes	there?"	and	all	the	rest	of
their	nonsense.	"Good	morning,	gentlemen!"	says	I,	very	respectful.	"Want	any
washing	done	to-day?"
'They	 looked	 at	 me	 very	 proud	 and	 stiff	 and	 haughty,	 and	 said,	 "Go	 away,

washerwoman!	We	don't	do	any	washing	on	duty."	"Or	any	other	time?"	says	I.
Ho,	ho,	ho!	Wasn't	I	FUNNY,	Toad?'
'Poor,	frivolous	animal!'	said	Toad,	very	loftily.	The	fact	is,	he	felt	exceedingly

jealous	of	Mole	for	what	he	had	 just	done.	 It	was	exactly	what	he	would	have
liked	to	have	done	himself,	if	only	he	had	thought	of	it	first,	and	hadn't	gone	and
overslept	himself.
'Some	of	the	stoats	turned	quite	pink,'	continued	the	Mole,	'and	the	Sergeant	in

charge,	he	said	to	me,	very	short,	he	said,	"Now	run	away,	my	good	woman,	run
away!	Don't	keep	my	men	idling	and	talking	on	their	posts."	"Run	away?"	says	I;
"it	won't	be	me	that'll	be	running	away,	in	a	very	short	time	from	now!"'



'O	MOLY,	how	could	you?'	said	the	Rat,	dismayed.
The	Badger	laid	down	his	paper.
'I	could	see	them	pricking	up	their	ears	and	looking	at	each	other,'	went	on	the

Mole;	'and	the	Sergeant	said	to	them,	"Never	mind	HER;	she	doesn't	know	what
she's	talking	about."'
'"O!	don't	I?"'	said	I.	'"Well,	let	me	tell	you	this.	My	daughter,	she	washes	for

Mr.	Badger,	 and	 that'll	 show	you	whether	 I	 know	what	 I'm	 talking	 about;	 and
YOU'LL	 know	 pretty	 soon,	 too!	 A	 hundred	 bloodthirsty	 badgers,	 armed	 with
rifles,	are	going	to	attack	Toad	Hall	this	very	night,	by	way	of	the	paddock.	Six
boatloads	of	Rats,	with	pistols	and	cutlasses,	will	come	up	the	river	and	effect	a
landing	in	the	garden;	while	a	picked	body	of	Toads,	known	at	the	Die-hards,	or
the	Death-or-Glory	 Toads,	will	 storm	 the	 orchard	 and	 carry	 everything	 before
them,	yelling	 for	vengeance.	There	won't	 be	much	 left	 of	 you	 to	wash,	 by	 the
time	 they've	done	with	you,	unless	you	clear	out	while	you	have	 the	 chance!"
Then	 I	 ran	 away,	 and	 when	 I	 was	 out	 of	 sight	 I	 hid;	 and	 presently	 I	 came
creeping	back	along	the	ditch	and	took	a	peep	at	them	through	the	hedge.	They
were	 all	 as	 nervous	 and	 flustered	 as	 could	 be,	 running	 all	 ways	 at	 once,	 and
falling	over	each	other,	and	every	one	giving	orders	 to	everybody	else	and	not
listening;	and	 the	Sergeant	kept	 sending	off	parties	of	 stoats	 to	distant	parts	of
the	grounds,	and	then	sending	other	fellows	to	fetch	'em	back	again;	and	I	heard
them	 saying	 to	 each	 other,	 "That's	 just	 like	 the	 weasels;	 they're	 to	 stop
comfortably	in	the	banqueting-hall,	and	have	feasting	and	toasts	and	songs	and
all	sorts	of	fun,	while	we	must	stay	on	guard	in	the	cold	and	the	dark,	and	in	the
end	be	cut	to	pieces	by	bloodthirsty	Badgers!'"
'Oh,	you	silly	ass,	Mole!'	cried	Toad,	'You've	been	and	spoilt	everything!'
'Mole,'	said	the	Badger,	in	his	dry,	quiet	way,	'I	perceive	you	have	more	sense

in	your	little	finger	than	some	other	animals	have	in	the	whole	of	their	fat	bodies.
You	 have	managed	 excellently,	 and	 I	 begin	 to	 have	 great	 hopes	 of	 you.	Good
Mole!	Clever	Mole!'
The	Toad	was	simply	wild	with	jealousy,	more	especially	as	he	couldn't	make

out	for	 the	 life	of	him	what	 the	Mole	had	done	that	was	so	particularly	clever;
but,	fortunately	for	him,	before	he	could	show	temper	or	expose	himself	 to	the
Badger's	sarcasm,	the	bell	rang	for	luncheon.
It	was	a	simple	but	sustaining	meal—bacon	and	broad	beans,	and	a	macaroni

pudding;	and	when	they	had	quite	done,	the	Badger	settled	himself	into	an	arm-
chair,	 and	 said,	 'Well,	 we've	 got	 our	 work	 cut	 out	 for	 us	 to-night,	 and	 it	 will
probably	be	pretty	 late	before	we're	quite	 through	with	 it;	 so	 I'm	 just	going	 to
take	forty	winks,	while	I	can.'	And	he	drew	a	handkerchief	over	his	face	and	was
soon	snoring.



The	anxious	and	laborious	Rat	at	once	resumed	his	preparations,	and	started
running	 between	 his	 four	 little	 heaps,	 muttering,	 'Here's-a-belt-for-the-Rat,
here's-a-belt-for-the	 Mole,	 here's-a-belt-for-the-Toad,	 here's-a-belt-for-the-
Badger!'	and	so	on,	with	every	fresh	accoutrement	he	produced,	to	which	there
seemed	really	no	end;	so	the	Mole	drew	his	arm	through	Toad's,	led	him	out	into
the	 open	 air,	 shoved	 him	 into	 a	 wicker	 chair,	 and	 made	 him	 tell	 him	 all	 his
adventures	from	beginning	to	end,	which	Toad	was	only	too	willing	to	do.	The
Mole	was	a	good	listener,	and	Toad,	with	no	one	 to	check	his	statements	or	 to
criticise	 in	 an	 unfriendly	 spirit,	 rather	 let	 himself	 go.	 Indeed,	 much	 that	 he
related	 belonged	more	 properly	 to	 the	 category	 of	what-might-have-happened-
had-I-only-thought-of-it-in-time-instead-of	 ten-minutes-afterwards.	 Those	 are
always	 the	 best	 and	 the	 raciest	 adventures;	 and	why	 should	 they	 not	 be	 truly
ours,	as	much	as	the	somewhat	inadequate	things	that	really	come	off?



Chapter		12	
THE	RETURN	OF	ULYSSES
When	 it	 began	 to	 grow	 dark,	 the	Rat,	with	 an	 air	 of	 excitement	 and	mystery,
summoned	 them	back	 into	 the	parlour,	 stood	each	of	 them	up	alongside	of	his
little	heap,	and	proceeded	 to	dress	 them	up	for	 the	coming	expedition.	He	was
very	earnest	 and	 thoroughgoing	about	 it,	 and	 the	affair	 took	quite	a	 long	 time.
First,	there	was	a	belt	to	go	round	each	animal,	and	then	a	sword	to	be	stuck	into
each	belt,	and	then	a	cutlass	on	the	other	side	to	balance	it.	Then	a	pair	of	pistols,
a	policeman's	truncheon,	several	sets	of	handcuffs,	some	bandages	and	sticking-
plaster,	and	a	flask	and	a	sandwich-case.	The	Badger	laughed	good-humouredly
and	said,	'All	right,	Ratty!	It	amuses	you	and	it	doesn't	hurt	me.	I'm	going	to	do
all	I've	got	to	do	with	this	here	stick.'	But	the	Rat	only	said,	 'PLEASE,	Badger.
You	know	I	shouldn't	 like	you	to	blame	me	afterwards	and	say	I	had	forgotten
ANYTHING!'
When	all	was	quite	ready,	the	Badger	took	a	dark	lantern	in	one	paw,	grasped

his	great	stick	with	the	other,	and	said,	'Now	then,	follow	me!	Mole	first,	'cos	I'm
very	 pleased	with	 him;	Rat	 next;	 Toad	 last.	And	 look	 here,	 Toady!	Don't	 you
chatter	so	much	as	usual,	or	you'll	be	sent	back,	as	sure	as	fate!'
The	Toad	was	so	anxious	not	to	be	left	out	that	he	took	up	the	inferior	position

assigned	to	him	without	a	murmur,	and	the	animals	set	off.	The	Badger	led	them
along	 by	 the	 river	 for	 a	 little	way,	 and	 then	 suddenly	 swung	 himself	 over	 the
edge	into	a	hole	in	the	river-bank,	a	little	above	the	water.	The	Mole	and	the	Rat
followed	 silently,	 swinging	 themselves	 successfully	 into	 the	 hole	 as	 they	 had
seen	 the	Badger	do;	but	when	 it	came	 to	Toad's	 turn,	of	course	he	managed	 to
slip	 and	 fall	 into	 the	water	with	 a	 loud	 splash	 and	 a	 squeal	 of	 alarm.	He	was
hauled	out	by	his	friends,	rubbed	down	and	wrung	out	hastily,	comforted,	and	set
on	his	legs;	but	the	Badger	was	seriously	angry,	and	told	him	that	the	very	next
time	he	made	a	fool	of	himself	he	would	most	certainly	be	left	behind.
So	at	last	they	were	in	the	secret	passage,	and	the	cutting-out	expedition	had

really	begun!
It	was	cold,	and	dark,	and	damp,	and	low,	and	narrow,	and	poor	Toad	began	to

shiver,	partly	from	dread	of	what	might	be	before	him,	partly	because	he	was	wet
through.	The	lantern	was	far	ahead,	and	he	could	not	help	lagging	behind	a	little



in	the	darkness.	Then	he	heard	the	Rat	call	out	warningly,	'COME	on,	Toad!'	and
a	terror	seized	him	of	being	left	behind,	alone	in	the	darkness,	and	he	'came	on'
with	 such	 a	 rush	 that	 he	 upset	 the	 Rat	 into	 the	 Mole	 and	 the	 Mole	 into	 the
Badger,	 and	 for	 a	 moment	 all	 was	 confusion.	 The	 Badger	 thought	 they	 were
being	attacked	from	behind,	and,	as	there	was	no	room	to	use	a	stick	or	a	cutlass,
drew	a	pistol,	and	was	on	the	point	of	putting	a	bullet	into	Toad.	When	he	found
out	what	had	really	happened	he	was	very	angry	indeed,	and	said,	'Now	this	time
that	tiresome	Toad	SHALL	be	left	behind!'
But	 Toad	 whimpered,	 and	 the	 other	 two	 promised	 that	 they	 would	 be

answerable	 for	 his	 good	 conduct,	 and	 at	 last	 the	Badger	was	 pacified,	 and	 the
procession	moved	on;	only	this	time	the	Rat	brought	up	the	rear,	with	a	firm	grip
on	the	shoulder	of	Toad.
So	they	groped	and	shuffled	along,	with	their	ears	pricked	up	and	their	paws

on	their	pistols,	till	at	last	the	Badger	said,	'We	ought	by	now	to	be	pretty	nearly
under	the	Hall.'
Then	suddenly	they	heard,	far	away	as	it	might	be,	and	yet	apparently	nearly

over	 their	heads,	a	confused	murmur	of	 sound,	as	 if	people	were	shouting	and
cheering	 and	 stamping	 on	 the	 floor	 and	 hammering	 on	 tables.	 The	 Toad's
nervous	terrors	all	returned,	but	the	Badger	only	remarked	placidly,	 'They	ARE
going	it,	the	Weasels!'
The	passage	now	began	to	slope	upwards;	they	groped	onward	a	little	further,

and	then	the	noise	broke	out	again,	quite	distinct	this	time,	and	very	close	above
them.	 'Ooo-ray-ooray-oo-ray-ooray!'	 they	heard,	 and	 the	 stamping	of	 little	 feet
on	 the	 floor,	 and	 the	 clinking	 of	 glasses	 as	 little	 fists	 pounded	 on	 the	 table.
'WHAT	a	 time	they're	having!'	said	 the	Badger.	 'Come	on!'	They	hurried	along
the	passage	till	it	came	to	a	full	stop,	and	they	found	themselves	standing	under
the	trap-door	that	led	up	into	the	butler's	pantry.
Such	a	 tremendous	noise	was	going	on	in	 the	banqueting-hall	 that	 there	was

little	danger	of	their	being	overheard.	The	Badger	said,	'Now,	boys,	all	together!'
and	 the	 four	 of	 them	 put	 their	 shoulders	 to	 the	 trap-door	 and	 heaved	 it	 back.
Hoisting	each	other	up,	they	found	themselves	standing	in	the	pantry,	with	only	a
door	 between	 them	 and	 the	 banqueting-hall,	 where	 their	 unconscious	 enemies
were	carousing.
The	noise,	as	they	emerged	from	the	passage,	was	simply	deafening.	At	last,

as	 the	 cheering	 and	 hammering	 slowly	 subsided,	 a	 voice	 could	 be	 made	 out
saying,	 'Well,	 I	 do	 not	 propose	 to	 detain	 you	 much	 longer'—(great	 applause)
—'but	before	I	resume	my	seat'—(renewed	cheering)—'I	should	like	to	say	one
word	 about	 our	 kind	 host,	 Mr.	 Toad.	 We	 all	 know	 Toad!'—(great	 laughter)
—'GOOD	Toad,	MODEST	Toad,	HONEST	Toad!'	(shrieks	of	merriment).



'Only	just	let	me	get	at	him!'	muttered	Toad,	grinding	his	teeth.
'Hold	 hard	 a	 minute!'	 said	 the	 Badger,	 restraining	 him	 with	 difficulty.	 'Get

ready,	all	of	you!'
'—Let	me	sing	you	a	little	song,'	went	on	the	voice,	 'which	I	have	composed

on	the	subject	of	Toad'—(prolonged	applause).
Then	the	Chief	Weasel—for	it	was	he—began	in	a	high,	squeaky	voice—

'Toad	he	went	a-pleasuring
Gaily	down	the	street—'

The	Badger	 drew	 himself	 up,	 took	 a	 firm	 grip	 of	 his	 stick	with	 both	 paws,
glanced	round	at	his	comrades,	and	cried—

'The	hour	is	come!	Follow	me!'
And	flung	the	door	open	wide.

My!
What	a	squealing	and	a	squeaking	and	a	screeching	filled	the	air!
Well	might	the	terrified	weasels	dive	under	the	tables	and	spring	madly	up	at

the	 windows!	 Well	 might	 the	 ferrets	 rush	 wildly	 for	 the	 fireplace	 and	 get
hopelessly	 jammed	in	 the	chimney!	Well	might	 tables	and	chairs	be	upset,	and
glass	and	china	be	sent	crashing	on	the	floor,	in	the	panic	of	that	terrible	moment
when	the	four	Heroes	strode	wrathfully	 into	the	room!	The	mighty	Badger,	his
whiskers	 bristling,	 his	 great	 cudgel	whistling	 through	 the	 air;	Mole,	 black	 and
grim,	brandishing	his	 stick	and	 shouting	his	 awful	war-cry,	 'A	Mole!	A	Mole!'
Rat;	desperate	and	determined,	his	belt	bulging	with	weapons	of	every	age	and
every	variety;	Toad,	frenzied	with	excitement	and	injured	pride,	swollen	to	twice
his	 ordinary	 size,	 leaping	 into	 the	 air	 and	 emitting	 Toad-whoops	 that	 chilled
them	to	the	marrow!	'Toad	he	went	a-pleasuring!'	he	yelled.	'I'LL	pleasure	'em!'
and	he	went	straight	for	the	Chief	Weasel.	They	were	but	four	in	all,	but	to	the
panic-stricken	weasels	 the	 hall	 seemed	 full	 of	monstrous	 animals,	 grey,	 black,
brown	and	yellow,	whooping	and	flourishing	enormous	cudgels;	and	they	broke
and	 fled	 with	 squeals	 of	 terror	 and	 dismay,	 this	 way	 and	 that,	 through	 the
windows,	up	the	chimney,	anywhere	to	get	out	of	reach	of	those	terrible	sticks.
The	affair	was	soon	over.	Up	and	down,	 the	whole	 length	of	 the	hall,	strode

the	four	Friends,	whacking	with	their	sticks	at	every	head	that	showed	itself;	and
in	five	minutes	the	room	was	cleared.	Through	the	broken	windows	the	shrieks
of	terrified	weasels	escaping	across	the	lawn	were	borne	faintly	to	their	ears;	on
the	floor	lay	prostrate	some	dozen	or	so	of	 the	enemy,	on	whom	the	Mole	was



busily	engaged	in	fitting	handcuffs.	The	Badger,	resting	from	his	labours,	 leant
on	his	stick	and	wiped	his	honest	brow.
'Mole,'	 he	 said,'	 'you're	 the	 best	 of	 fellows!	 Just	 cut	 along	 outside	 and	 look

after	those	stoat-sentries	of	yours,	and	see	what	they're	doing.	I've	an	idea	that,
thanks	to	you,	we	shan't	have	much	trouble	from	them	to-night!'
The	 Mole	 vanished	 promptly	 through	 a	 window;	 and	 the	 Badger	 bade	 the

other	two	set	a	table	on	its	 legs	again,	pick	up	knives	and	forks	and	plates	and
glasses	 from	 the	debris	on	 the	 floor,	 and	 see	 if	 they	could	 find	materials	 for	 a
supper.	 'I	want	some	grub,	I	do,'	he	said,	 in	that	rather	common	way	he	had	of
speaking.	 'Stir	your	 stumps,	Toad,	and	 look	 lively!	We've	got	your	house	back
for	you,	and	you	don't	offer	us	so	much	as	a	sandwich.'	Toad	felt	rather	hurt	that
the	Badger	didn't	say	pleasant	things	to	him,	as	he	had	to	the	Mole,	and	tell	him
what	a	fine	fellow	he	was,	and	how	splendidly	he	had	fought;	for	he	was	rather
particularly	pleased	with	himself	and	the	way	he	had	gone	for	the	Chief	Weasel
and	sent	him	flying	across	 the	 table	with	one	blow	of	his	stick.	But	he	bustled
about,	and	so	did	the	Rat,	and	soon	they	found	some	guava	jelly	in	a	glass	dish,
and	a	cold	chicken,	a	tongue	that	had	hardly	been	touched,	some	trifle,	and	quite
a	 lot	 of	 lobster	 salad;	 and	 in	 the	pantry	 they	came	upon	a	basketful	 of	French
rolls	and	any	quantity	of	cheese,	butter,	and	celery.	They	were	 just	about	 to	sit
down	 when	 the	 Mole	 clambered	 in	 through	 the	 window,	 chuckling,	 with	 an
armful	of	rifles.
'It's	 all	over,'	he	 reported.	 'From	what	 I	 can	make	out,	 as	 soon	as	 the	 stoats,

who	were	very	nervous	and	jumpy	already,	heard	the	shrieks	and	the	yells	and
the	uproar	 inside	 the	hall,	 some	of	 them	 threw	down	 their	 rifles	 and	 fled.	The
others	 stood	 fast	 for	 a	 bit,	 but	when	 the	weasels	 came	 rushing	 out	 upon	 them
they	thought	 they	were	betrayed;	and	the	stoats	grappled	with	the	weasels,	and
the	weasels	 fought	 to	 get	 away,	 and	 they	wrestled	 and	wriggled	 and	 punched
each	 other,	 and	 rolled	 over	 and	 over,	 till	 most	 of	 'em	 rolled	 into	 the	 river!
They've	all	disappeared	by	now,	one	way	or	another;	and	I've	got	their	rifles.	So
that's	all	right!'
'Excellent	 and	deserving	animal!'	 said	 the	Badger,	his	mouth	 full	of	 chicken

and	trifle.	'Now,	there's	just	one	more	thing	I	want	you	to	do,	Mole,	before	you
sit	down	to	your	supper	along	of	us;	and	I	wouldn't	 trouble	you	only	I	know	I
can	trust	you	to	see	a	thing	done,	and	I	wish	I	could	say	the	same	of	every	one	I
know.	I'd	send	Rat,	if	he	wasn't	a	poet.	I	want	you	to	take	those	fellows	on	the
floor	there	upstairs	with	you,	and	have	some	bedrooms	cleaned	out	and	tidied	up
and	made	 really	 comfortable.	 See	 that	 they	 sweep	UNDER	 the	 beds,	 and	 put
clean	sheets	and	pillow-cases	on,	and	turn	down	one	corner	of	the	bed-clothes,
just	 as	 you	know	 it	 ought	 to	 be	 done;	 and	 have	 a	 can	 of	 hot	water,	 and	 clean



towels,	and	fresh	cakes	of	soap,	put	in	each	room.	And	then	you	can	give	them	a
licking	a-piece,	if	it's	any	satisfaction	to	you,	and	put	them	out	by	the	back-door,
and	we	shan't	see	any	more	of	THEM,	I	fancy.	And	then	come	along	and	have
some	of	this	cold	tongue.	It's	first	rate.	I'm	very	pleased	with	you,	Mole!'
The	goodnatured	Mole	picked	up	a	stick,	formed	his	prisoners	up	in	a	line	on

the	floor,	gave	them	the	order	'Quick	march!'	and	led	his	squad	off	to	the	upper
floor.	After	 a	 time,	 he	 appeared	 again,	 smiling,	 and	 said	 that	 every	 room	was
ready,	 and	 as	 clean	 as	 a	 new	 pin.	 'And	 I	 didn't	 have	 to	 lick	 them,	 either,'	 he
added.	'I	thought,	on	the	whole,	they	had	had	licking	enough	for	one	night,	and
the	weasels,	when	I	put	 the	point	 to	 them,	quite	agreed	with	me,	and	said	 they
wouldn't	 think	 of	 troubling	 me.	 They	 were	 very	 penitent,	 and	 said	 they	 were
extremely	 sorry	 for	 what	 they	 had	 done,	 but	 it	 was	 all	 the	 fault	 of	 the	 Chief
Weasel	and	the	stoats,	and	if	ever	 they	could	do	anything	for	us	at	any	time	to
make	up,	we	had	only	got	 to	mention	it.	So	I	gave	them	a	roll	a-piece,	and	let
them	out	at	the	back,	and	off	they	ran,	as	hard	as	they	could!'
Then	 the	 Mole	 pulled	 his	 chair	 up	 to	 the	 table,	 and	 pitched	 into	 the	 cold

tongue;	and	Toad,	like	the	gentleman	he	was,	put	all	his	jealousy	from	him,	and
said	 heartily,	 'Thank	 you	 kindly,	 dear	 Mole,	 for	 all	 your	 pains	 and	 trouble
tonight,	 and	 especially	 for	 your	 cleverness	 this	 morning!'	 The	 Badger	 was
pleased	 at	 that,	 and	 said,	 'There	 spoke	my	 brave	Toad!'	 So	 they	 finished	 their
supper	in	great	joy	and	contentment,	and	presently	retired	to	rest	between	clean
sheets,	 safe	 in	 Toad's	 ancestral	 home,	 won	 back	 by	 matchless	 valour,
consummate	strategy,	and	a	proper	handling	of	sticks.
The	following	morning,	Toad,	who	had	overslept	himself	as	usual,	came	down

to	breakfast	disgracefully	late,	and	found	on	the	table	a	certain	quantity	of	egg-
shells,	 some	 fragments	 of	 cold	 and	 leathery	 toast,	 a	 coffee-pot	 three-fourths
empty,	 and	 really	 very	 little	 else;	 which	 did	 not	 tend	 to	 improve	 his	 temper,
considering	that,	after	all,	it	was	his	own	house.	Through	the	French	windows	of
the	breakfast-room	he	could	see	 the	Mole	and	 the	Water	Rat	 sitting	 in	wicker-
chairs	out	on	the	lawn,	evidently	telling	each	other	stories;	roaring	with	laughter
and	kicking	their	short	legs	up	in	the	air.	The	Badger,	who	was	in	an	arm-chair
and	deep	in	the	morning	paper,	merely	looked	up	and	nodded	when	Toad	entered
the	room.	But	Toad	knew	his	man,	so	he	sat	down	and	made	the	best	breakfast
he	could,	merely	observing	to	himself	that	he	would	get	square	with	the	others
sooner	 or	 later.	 When	 he	 had	 nearly	 finished,	 the	 Badger	 looked	 up	 and
remarked	rather	shortly:	'I'm	sorry,	Toad,	but	I'm	afraid	there's	a	heavy	morning's
work	 in	 front	 of	 you.	You	 see,	we	 really	 ought	 to	 have	 a	Banquet	 at	 once,	 to
celebrate	this	affair.	It's	expected	of	you—in	fact,	it's	the	rule.'
'O,	all	right!'	said	the	Toad,	readily.	'Anything	to	oblige.	Though	why	on	earth



you	should	want	to	have	a	Banquet	in	the	morning	I	cannot	understand.	But	you
know	I	do	not	live	to	please	myself,	but	merely	to	find	out	what	my	friends	want,
and	then	try	and	arrange	it	for	'em,	you	dear	old	Badger!'
'Don't	pretend	to	be	stupider	than	you	really	are,'	replied	the	Badger,	crossly;

'and	 don't	 chuckle	 and	 splutter	 in	 your	 coffee	 while	 you're	 talking;	 it's	 not
manners.	 What	 I	 mean	 is,	 the	 Banquet	 will	 be	 at	 night,	 of	 course,	 but	 the
invitations	will	have	 to	be	written	and	got	off	at	once,	and	you've	got	 to	write
'em.	Now,	sit	down	at	that	table—there's	stacks	of	letter-paper	on	it,	with	"Toad
Hall"	at	the	top	in	blue	and	gold—and	write	invitations	to	all	our	friends,	and	if
you	stick	to	it	we	shall	get	them	out	before	luncheon.	And	I'LL	bear	a	hand,	too;
and	take	my	share	of	the	burden.	I'LL	order	the	Banquet.'
'What!'	cried	Toad,	dismayed.	'Me	stop	indoors	and	write	a	lot	of	rotten	letters

on	 a	 jolly	morning	 like	 this,	 when	 I	 want	 to	 go	 around	my	 property,	 and	 set
everything	 and	 everybody	 to	 rights,	 and	 swagger	 about	 and	 enjoy	 myself!
Certainly	not!	 I'll	 be—I'll	 see	you——Stop	a	minute,	 though!	Why,	of	 course,
dear	Badger!	What	is	my	pleasure	or	convenience	compared	with	that	of	others!
You	wish	 it	 done,	 and	 it	 shall	 be	 done.	Go,	 Badger,	 order	 the	Banquet,	 order
what	 you	 like;	 then	 join	 our	 young	 friends	 outside	 in	 their	 innocent	 mirth,
oblivious	of	me	and	my	cares	and	toils.	I	sacrifice	this	fair	morning	on	the	altar
of	duty	and	friendship!'
The	 Badger	 looked	 at	 him	 very	 suspiciously,	 but	 Toad's	 frank,	 open

countenance	made	it	difficult	to	suggest	any	unworthy	motive	in	this	change	of
attitude.	He	quitted	the	room,	accordingly,	in	the	direction	of	the	kitchen,	and	as
soon	as	the	door	had	closed	behind	him,	Toad	hurried	to	the	writing-table.	A	fine
idea	 had	 occurred	 to	 him	 while	 he	 was	 talking.	 He	 WOULD	 write	 the
invitations;	and	he	would	take	care	to	mention	the	leading	part	he	had	taken	in
the	 fight,	 and	how	he	had	 laid	 the	Chief	Weasel	 flat;	 and	he	would	hint	 at	his
adventures,	and	what	a	career	of	triumph	he	had	to	tell	about;	and	on	the	fly-leaf
he	 would	 set	 out	 a	 sort	 of	 a	 programme	 of	 entertainment	 for	 the	 evening—
something	like	this,	as	he	sketched	it	out	in	his	head:—

SPEECH…	.	BY	TOAD.
(There	will	be	other	speeches	by	TOAD	during	the	evening.)

ADDRESS…	BY	TOAD
SYNOPSIS—Our	 Prison	 System—the	 Waterways	 of	 Old	 England—Horse-

dealing,	and	how	to	deal—Property,	its	rights	and	its	duties—Back	to	the	Land
—A	Typical	English	Squire.
SONG…	 .	BY	TOAD.	 (Composed	by	himself.)	OTHER	COMPOSITIONS.

BY	TOAD
will	be	sung	in	the	course	of	the	evening	by	the…	COMPOSER.



The	idea	pleased	him	mightily,	and	he	worked	very	hard	and	got	all	the	letters
finished	by	noon,	at	which	hour	it	was	reported	to	him	that	there	was	a	small	and
rather	bedraggled	weasel	at	 the	door,	 inquiring	 timidly	whether	he	could	be	of
any	service	 to	 the	gentlemen.	Toad	swaggered	out	and	found	it	was	one	of	 the
prisoners	 of	 the	 previous	 evening,	 very	 respectful	 and	 anxious	 to	 please.	 He
patted	him	on	the	head,	shoved	the	bundle	of	invitations	into	his	paw,	and	told
him	to	cut	along	quick	and	deliver	 them	as	 fast	as	he	could,	and	 if	he	 liked	 to
come	back	again	 in	 the	evening,	perhaps	 there	might	be	a	 shilling	 for	him,	or,
again,	perhaps	there	mightn't;	and	the	poor	weasel	seemed	really	quite	grateful,
and	hurried	off	eagerly	to	do	his	mission.
When	 the	other	animals	came	back	 to	 luncheon,	very	boisterous	and	breezy

after	a	morning	on	the	river,	the	Mole,	whose	conscience	had	been	pricking	him,
looked	doubtfully	at	Toad,	expecting	to	find	him	sulky	or	depressed.	Instead,	he
was	so	uppish	and	inflated	that	the	Mole	began	to	suspect	something;	while	the
Rat	and	the	Badger	exchanged	significant	glances.
As	 soon	 as	 the	meal	 was	 over,	 Toad	 thrust	 his	 paws	 deep	 into	 his	 trouser-

pockets,	 remarked	 casually,	 'Well,	 look	 after	 yourselves,	 you	 fellows!	Ask	 for
anything	you	want!'	and	was	swaggering	off	in	the	direction	of	the	garden,	where
he	wanted	 to	 think	 out	 an	 idea	 or	 two	 for	 his	 coming	 speeches,	when	 the	Rat
caught	him	by	the	arm.
Toad	 rather	 suspected	what	 he	was	 after,	 and	 did	 his	 best	 to	 get	 away;	 but

when	the	Badger	took	him	firmly	by	the	other	arm	he	began	to	see	that	the	game
was	up.	The	two	animals	conducted	him	between	them	into	the	small	smoking-
room	that	opened	out	of	the	entrance-hall,	shut	the	door,	and	put	him	into	a	chair.
Then	 they	both	stood	 in	 front	of	him,	while	Toad	sat	 silent	and	 regarded	 them
with	much	suspicion	and	ill-humour.
'Now,	look	here,	Toad,'	said	the	Rat.	'It's	about	this	Banquet,	and	very	sorry	I

am	to	have	to	speak	to	you	like	this.	But	we	want	you	to	understand	clearly,	once
and	for	all,	 that	there	are	going	to	be	no	speeches	and	no	songs.	Try	and	grasp
the	fact	that	on	this	occasion	we're	not	arguing	with	you;	we're	just	telling	you.'
Toad	saw	that	he	was	 trapped.	They	understood	him,	 they	saw	through	him,

they	had	got	ahead	of	him.	His	pleasant	dream	was	shattered.
'Mayn't	I	sing	them	just	one	LITTLE	song?'	he	pleaded	piteously.
'No,	not	ONE	little	song,'	 replied	 the	Rat	firmly,	 though	his	heart	bled	as	he

noticed	the	trembling	lip	of	the	poor	disappointed	Toad.	'It's	no	good,	Toady;	you
know	well	 that	 your	 songs	 are	 all	 conceit	 and	 boasting	 and	 vanity;	 and	 your
speeches	 are	 all	 self-praise	 and—and—well,	 and	 gross	 exaggeration	 and—and
——'
'And	gas,'	put	in	the	Badger,	in	his	common	way.



'It's	for	your	own	good,	Toady,'	went	on	the	Rat.	 'You	know	you	MUST	turn
over	a	new	leaf	sooner	or	later,	and	now	seems	a	splendid	time	to	begin;	a	sort	of
turning-point	 in	your	 career.	Please	don't	 think	 that	 saying	 all	 this	 doesn't	 hurt
me	more	than	it	hurts	you.'
Toad	remained	a	long	while	plunged	in	thought.	At	last	he	raised	his	head,	and

the	traces	of	strong	emotion	were	visible	on	his	features.	 'You	have	conquered,
my	friends,'	he	said	in	broken	accents.	'It	was,	to	be	sure,	but	a	small	thing	that	I
asked—merely	 leave	 to	 blossom	 and	 expand	 for	 yet	 one	more	 evening,	 to	 let
myself	go	and	hear	the	tumultuous	applause	that	always	seems	to	me—somehow
—to	 bring	 out	 my	 best	 qualities.	 However,	 you	 are	 right,	 I	 know,	 and	 I	 am
wrong.	Hence	forth	I	will	be	a	very	different	Toad.	My	friends,	you	shall	never
have	occasion	to	blush	for	me	again.	But,	O	dear,	O	dear,	this	is	a	hard	world!'
And,	 pressing	 his	 handkerchief	 to	 his	 face,	 he	 left	 the	 room,	with	 faltering

footsteps.
'Badger,'	said	the	Rat,	'I	feel	like	a	brute;	I	wonder	what	YOU	feel	like?'
'O,	I	know,	I	know,'	said	the	Badger	gloomily.	 'But	the	thing	had	to	be	done.

This	good	fellow	has	got	to	live	here,	and	hold	his	own,	and	be	respected.	Would
you	 have	 him	 a	 common	 laughing-stock,	mocked	 and	 jeered	 at	 by	 stoats	 and
weasels?'
'Of	course	not,'	said	the	Rat.	'And,	talking	of	weasels,	it's	lucky	we	came	upon

that	 little	weasel,	 just	as	he	was	setting	out	with	Toad's	 invitations.	I	suspected
something	 from	 what	 you	 told	 me,	 and	 had	 a	 look	 at	 one	 or	 two;	 they	 were
simply	disgraceful.	I	confiscated	the	lot,	and	the	good	Mole	is	now	sitting	in	the
blue	boudoir,	filling	up	plain,	simple	invitation	cards.'

At	last	the	hour	for	the	banquet	began	to	draw	near,	and	Toad,	who	on	leaving
the	 others	 had	 retired	 to	 his	 bedroom,	 was	 still	 sitting	 there,	 melancholy	 and
thoughtful.	His	brow	resting	on	his	paw,	he	pondered	long	and	deeply.	Gradually
his	countenance	cleared,	and	he	began	to	smile	long,	slow	smiles.	Then	he	took
to	giggling	 in	a	shy,	self-conscious	manner.	At	 last	he	got	up,	 locked	the	door,
drew	 the	curtains	 across	 the	windows,	 collected	all	 the	chairs	 in	 the	 room	and
arranged	them	in	a	semicircle,	and	took	up	his	position	in	front	of	them,	swelling
visibly.	 Then	 he	 bowed,	 coughed	 twice,	 and,	 letting	 himself	 go,	 with	 uplifted
voice	he	sang,	to	the	enraptured	audience	that	his	imagination	so	clearly	saw.

TOAD'S	LAST	LITTLE	SONG!

The	Toad—came—home!
There	was	panic	in	the	parlours	and	howling	in	the	halls,



There	was	crying	in	the	cow-sheds	and	shrieking	in	the	stalls,
When	the	Toad—came—home!

When	the	Toad—came—home!
There	was	smashing	in	of	window	and	crashing	in	of	door,
There	was	chivvying	of	weasels	that	fainted	on	the	floor,
When	the	Toad—came—home!

Bang!	go	the	drums!
The	trumpeters	are	tooting	and	the	soldiers	are	saluting,
And	the	cannon	they	are	shooting	and	the	motor-cars	are	hooting,
As	the—Hero—comes!

Shout—Hoo-ray!
And	let	each	one	of	the	crowd	try	and	shout	it	very	loud,
In	honour	of	an	animal	of	whom	you're	justly	proud,
For	it's	Toad's—great—day!

He	sang	this	very	loud,	with	great	unction	and	expression;	and	when	he	had
done,	he	sang	it	all	over	again.
Then	he	heaved	a	deep	sigh;	a	long,	long,	long	sigh.
Then	he	dipped	his	hairbrush	 in	 the	water-jug,	parted	his	hair	 in	 the	middle,

and	 plastered	 it	 down	 very	 straight	 and	 sleek	 on	 each	 side	 of	 his	 face;	 and,
unlocking	 the	 door,	 went	 quietly	 down	 the	 stairs	 to	 greet	 his	 guests,	 who	 he
knew	must	be	assembling	in	the	drawing-room.
All	the	animals	cheered	when	he	entered,	and	crowded	round	to	congratulate

him	and	say	nice	 things	about	his	courage,	and	his	cleverness,	and	his	fighting
qualities;	 but	 Toad	 only	 smiled	 faintly,	 and	 murmured,	 'Not	 at	 all!'	 Or,
sometimes,	 for	 a	 change,	 'On	 the	 contrary!'	 Otter,	 who	 was	 standing	 on	 the
hearthrug,	describing	to	an	admiring	circle	of	friends	exactly	how	he	would	have
managed	 things	 had	 he	 been	 there,	 came	 forward	with	 a	 shout,	 threw	his	 arm
round	Toad's	neck,	and	tried	to	take	him	round	the	room	in	triumphal	progress;
but	 Toad,	 in	 a	 mild	 way,	 was	 rather	 snubby	 to	 him,	 remarking	 gently,	 as	 he
disengaged	himself,	 'Badger's	was	the	mastermind;	the	Mole	and	the	Water	Rat
bore	 the	 brunt	 of	 the	 fighting;	 I	 merely	 served	 in	 the	 ranks	 and	 did	 little	 or
nothing.'	 The	 animals	 were	 evidently	 puzzled	 and	 taken	 aback	 by	 this
unexpected	 attitude	 of	 his;	 and	 Toad	 felt,	 as	 he	moved	 from	 one	 guest	 to	 the
other,	making	his	modest	responses,	that	he	was	an	object	of	absorbing	interest
to	every	one.



The	Badger	had	ordered	everything	of	 the	best,	and	 the	banquet	was	a	great
success.	There	was	much	talking	and	laughter	and	chaff	among	the	animals,	but
through	 it	all	Toad,	who	of	course	was	 in	 the	chair,	 looked	down	his	nose	and
murmured	pleasant	nothings	to	the	animals	on	either	side	of	him.	At	intervals	he
stole	a	glance	at	the	Badger	and	the	Rat,	and	always	when	he	looked	they	were
staring	 at	 each	 other	 with	 their	 mouths	 open;	 and	 this	 gave	 him	 the	 greatest
satisfaction.	Some	of	the	younger	and	livelier	animals,	as	the	evening	wore	on,
got	whispering	to	each	other	that	things	were	not	so	amusing	as	they	used	to	be
in	 the	good	old	days;	and	there	were	some	knockings	on	the	 table	and	cries	of
'Toad!	Speech!	Speech	from	Toad!	Song!	Mr.	Toad's	song!'	But	Toad	only	shook
his	head	gently,	raised	one	paw	in	mild	protest,	and,	by	pressing	delicacies	on	his
guests,	 by	 topical	 small-talk,	 and	 by	 earnest	 inquiries	 after	 members	 of	 their
families	not	yet	old	enough	to	appear	at	social	functions,	managed	to	convey	to
them	that	this	dinner	was	being	run	on	strictly	conventional	lines.
He	was	indeed	an	altered	Toad!

After	 this	 climax,	 the	 four	 animals	 continued	 to	 lead	 their	 lives,	 so	 rudely
broken	in	upon	by	civil	war,	in	great	joy	and	contentment,	undisturbed	by	further
risings	 or	 invasions.	 Toad,	 after	 due	 consultation	 with	 his	 friends,	 selected	 a
handsome	 gold	 chain	 and	 locket	 set	 with	 pearls,	 which	 he	 dispatched	 to	 the
gaoler's	 daughter	 with	 a	 letter	 that	 even	 the	 Badger	 admitted	 to	 be	 modest,
grateful,	 and	 appreciative;	 and	 the	 engine-driver,	 in	 his	 turn,	 was	 properly
thanked	and	compensated	for	all	his	pains	and	trouble.	Under	severe	compulsion
from	the	Badger,	even	the	barge-woman	was,	with	some	trouble,	sought	out	and
the	value	of	her	horse	discreetly	made	good	to	her;	though	Toad	kicked	terribly
at	 this,	 holding	himself	 to	be	 an	 instrument	of	Fate,	 sent	 to	punish	 fat	women
with	mottled	arms	who	couldn't	 tell	 a	 real	gentleman	when	 they	 saw	one.	The
amount	 involved,	 it	 was	 true,	was	 not	 very	 burdensome,	 the	 gipsy's	 valuation
being	admitted	by	local	assessors	to	be	approximately	correct.
Sometimes,	in	the	course	of	long	summer	evenings,	the	friends	would	take	a

stroll	 together	 in	 the	Wild	Wood,	 now	 successfully	 tamed	 so	 far	 as	 they	were
concerned;	and	it	was	pleasing	to	see	how	respectfully	they	were	greeted	by	the
inhabitants,	 and	 how	 the	mother-weasels	would	 bring	 their	 young	 ones	 to	 the
mouths	of	their	holes,	and	say,	pointing,	 'Look,	baby!	There	goes	the	great	Mr.
Toad!	And	that's	the	gallant	Water	Rat,	a	terrible	fighter,	walking	along	o'	him!
And	yonder	comes	the	famous	Mr.	Mole,	of	whom	you	so	often	have	heard	your
father	tell!'	But	when	their	infants	were	fractious	and	quite	beyond	control,	they
would	quiet	them	by	telling	how,	if	they	didn't	hush	them	and	not	fret	them,	the
terrible	grey	Badger	would	up	and	get	 them.	This	was	a	base	 libel	on	Badger,



who,	 though	 he	 cared	 little	 about	 Society,	 was	 rather	 fond	 of	 children;	 but	 it
never	failed	to	have	its	full	effect.



TREASURE	ISLAND
Robert	Louis	Stevenson



Part	1
The	Old	Buccaneer



Chapter		1
The	Old	Sea-dog	at	the	Admiral	Benbow

Squire	Trelawney,	Dr.	Livesey,	and	the	rest	of	these	gentlemen	having	asked	me
to	write	down	the	whole	particulars	about	Treasure	Island,	from	the	beginning	to
the	 end,	 keeping	 nothing	 back	 but	 the	 bearings	 of	 the	 island,	 and	 that	 only
because	there	is	still	treasure	not	yet	lifted,	I	take	up	my	pen	in	the	year	of	grace
17—,	and	go	back	to	the	time	when	my	father	kept	the	Admiral	Benbow	inn	and
the	brown	old	seaman	with	the	sabre	cut	first	took	up	his	lodging	under	our	roof.
I	remember	him	as	if	it	were	yesterday,	as	he	came	plodding	to	the	inn	door,	his
sea-chest	 following	 behind	 him	 in	 a	 hand-barrow—a	 tall,	 strong,	 heavy,	 nut-
brown	man,	his	tarry	pigtail	falling	over	the	shoulder	of	his	soiled	blue	coat,	his
hands	ragged	and	scarred,	with	black,	broken	nails,	and	the	sabre	cut	across	one
cheek,	 a	 dirty,	 livid	 white.	 I	 remember	 him	 looking	 round	 the	 cover	 and
whistling	to	himself	as	he	did	so,	and	then	breaking	out	in	that	old	sea-song	that
he	sang	so	often	afterwards:

"Fifteen	men	on	the	dead	man's	chest—
Yo-ho-ho,	and	a	bottle	of	rum!"

in	the	high,	old	tottering	voice	that	seemed	to	have	been	tuned	and	broken	at
the	capstan	bars.	Then	he	rapped	on	the	door	with	a	bit	of	stick	like	a	handspike
that	he	carried,	and	when	my	father	appeared,	called	roughly	for	a	glass	of	rum.
This,	when	it	was	brought	to	him,	he	drank	slowly,	like	a	connoisseur,	lingering
on	the	taste	and	still	looking	about	him	at	the	cliffs	and	up	at	our	signboard.
"This	is	a	handy	cove,"	says	he	at	length;	"and	a	pleasant	sittyated	grog-shop.

Much	 company,	mate?"	My	 father	 told	 him	 no,	 very	 little	 company,	 the	more
was	the	pity.
"Well,	then,"	said	he,	"this	is	the	berth	for	me.	Here	you,	matey,"	he	cried	to

the	man	who	trundled	the	barrow;	"bring	up	alongside	and	help	up	my	chest.	I'll
stay	here	a	bit,"	he	continued.	"I'm	a	plain	man;	rum	and	bacon	and	eggs	is	what
I	want,	and	that	head	up	there	for	to	watch	ships	off.	What	you	mought	call	me?
You	mought	 call	 me	 captain.	 Oh,	 I	 see	 what	 you're	 at—there";	 and	 he	 threw
down	 three	 or	 four	 gold	 pieces	 on	 the	 threshold.	 "You	 can	 tell	 me	when	 I've



worked	through	that,"	says	he,	looking	as	fierce	as	a	commander.
And	indeed	bad	as	his	clothes	were	and	coarsely	as	he	spoke,	he	had	none	of

the	appearance	of	a	man	who	sailed	before	the	mast,	but	seemed	like	a	mate	or
skipper	 accustomed	 to	 be	 obeyed	 or	 to	 strike.	 The	 man	 who	 came	 with	 the
barrow	 told	 us	 the	 mail	 had	 set	 him	 down	 the	 morning	 before	 at	 the	 Royal
George,	that	he	had	inquired	what	inns	there	were	along	the	coast,	and	hearing
ours	well	spoken	of,	I	suppose,	and	described	as	lonely,	had	chosen	it	from	the
others	for	his	place	of	residence.	And	that	was	all	we	could	learn	of	our	guest.
He	was	a	very	silent	man	by	custom.	All	day	he	hung	round	the	cove	or	upon

the	cliffs	with	a	brass	telescope;	all	evening	he	sat	in	a	corner	of	the	parlour	next
the	fire	and	drank	rum	and	water	very	strong.	Mostly	he	would	not	speak	when
spoken	to,	only	look	up	sudden	and	fierce	and	blow	through	his	nose	like	a	fog-
horn;	and	we	and	the	people	who	came	about	our	house	soon	learned	to	let	him
be.	Every	day	when	he	came	back	from	his	stroll	he	would	ask	if	any	seafaring
men	had	gone	by	along	the	road.	At	first	we	thought	it	was	the	want	of	company
of	his	own	kind	that	made	him	ask	this	question,	but	at	last	we	began	to	see	he
was	desirous	to	avoid	them.	When	a	seaman	did	put	up	at	the	Admiral	Benbow
(as	now	and	then	some	did,	making	by	the	coast	road	for	Bristol)	he	would	look
in	at	him	through	the	curtained	door	before	he	entered	the	parlour;	and	he	was
always	sure	 to	be	as	silent	as	a	mouse	when	any	such	was	present.	For	me,	at
least,	 there	was	no	secret	about	 the	matter,	 for	 I	was,	 in	a	way,	a	 sharer	 in	his
alarms.	He	had	taken	me	aside	one	day	and	promised	me	a	silver	fourpenny	on
the	 first	 of	 every	 month	 if	 I	 would	 only	 keep	 my	 "weather-eye	 open	 for	 a
seafaring	man	with	one	leg"	and	let	him	know	the	moment	he	appeared.	Often
enough	when	 the	 first	 of	 the	month	 came	 round	 and	 I	 applied	 to	 him	 for	my
wage,	he	would	only	blow	through	his	nose	at	me	and	stare	me	down,	but	before
the	week	was	out	he	was	sure	to	think	better	of	it,	bring	me	my	four-penny	piece,
and	repeat	his	orders	to	look	out	for	"the	seafaring	man	with	one	leg."
How	that	personage	haunted	my	dreams,	I	need	scarcely	tell	you.	On	stormy

nights,	when	 the	wind	shook	 the	 four	corners	of	 the	house	and	 the	surf	 roared
along	the	cove	and	up	the	cliffs,	I	would	see	him	in	a	thousand	forms,	and	with	a
thousand	diabolical	expressions.	Now	the	leg	would	be	cut	off	at	the	knee,	now
at	the	hip;	now	he	was	a	monstrous	kind	of	a	creature	who	had	never	had	but	the
one	leg,	and	that	in	the	middle	of	his	body.	To	see	him	leap	and	run	and	pursue
me	 over	 hedge	 and	 ditch	 was	 the	 worst	 of	 nightmares.	 And	 altogether	 I	 paid
pretty	dear	 for	my	monthly	 fourpenny	piece,	 in	 the	 shape	of	 these	abominable
fancies.
But	though	I	was	so	terrified	by	the	idea	of	the	seafaring	man	with	one	leg,	I

was	 far	 less	 afraid	 of	 the	 captain	 himself	 than	 anybody	 else	 who	 knew	 him.



There	were	nights	when	he	took	a	deal	more	rum	and	water	than	his	head	would
carry;	and	then	he	would	sometimes	sit	and	sing	his	wicked,	old,	wild	sea-songs,
minding	nobody;	but	sometimes	he	would	call	for	glasses	round	and	force	all	the
trembling	company	to	listen	to	his	stories	or	bear	a	chorus	to	his	singing.	Often	I
have	 heard	 the	 house	 shaking	 with	 "Yo-ho-ho,	 and	 a	 bottle	 of	 rum,"	 all	 the
neighbours	 joining	 in	 for	dear	 life,	with	 the	fear	of	death	upon	 them,	and	each
singing	louder	than	the	other	to	avoid	remark.	For	in	these	fits	he	was	the	most
overriding	 companion	 ever	 known;	 he	 would	 slap	 his	 hand	 on	 the	 table	 for
silence	 all	 round;	 he	 would	 fly	 up	 in	 a	 passion	 of	 anger	 at	 a	 question,	 or
sometimes	 because	 none	 was	 put,	 and	 so	 he	 judged	 the	 company	 was	 not
following	his	story.	Nor	would	he	allow	anyone	to	leave	the	inn	till	he	had	drunk
himself	sleepy	and	reeled	off	to	bed.
His	 stories	 were	 what	 frightened	 people	 worst	 of	 all.	 Dreadful	 stories	 they

were—about	 hanging,	 and	walking	 the	 plank,	 and	 storms	 at	 sea,	 and	 the	Dry
Tortugas,	and	wild	deeds	and	places	on	the	Spanish	Main.	By	his	own	account
he	must	 have	 lived	 his	 life	 among	 some	 of	 the	wickedest	men	 that	 God	 ever
allowed	upon	 the	sea,	and	 the	 language	 in	which	he	 told	 these	stories	 shocked
our	 plain	 country	 people	 almost	 as	much	 as	 the	 crimes	 that	 he	 described.	My
father	was	always	saying	the	inn	would	be	ruined,	for	people	would	soon	cease
coming	 there	 to	 be	 tyrannized	 over	 and	 put	 down,	 and	 sent	 shivering	 to	 their
beds;	but	I	really	believe	his	presence	did	us	good.	People	were	frightened	at	the
time,	but	on	looking	back	they	rather	liked	it;	it	was	a	fine	excitement	in	a	quiet
country	 life,	and	 there	was	even	a	party	of	 the	younger	men	who	pretended	 to
admire	 him,	 calling	 him	 a	 "true	 sea-dog"	 and	 a	 "real	 old	 salt"	 and	 such	 like
names,	and	saying	there	was	the	sort	of	man	that	made	England	terrible	at	sea.
In	one	way,	indeed,	he	bade	fair	to	ruin	us,	for	he	kept	on	staying	week	after

week,	 and	 at	 last	 month	 after	 month,	 so	 that	 all	 the	 money	 had	 been	 long
exhausted,	 and	 still	 my	 father	 never	 plucked	 up	 the	 heart	 to	 insist	 on	 having
more.	If	ever	he	mentioned	it,	 the	captain	blew	through	his	nose	so	loudly	that
you	might	say	he	roared,	and	stared	my	poor	father	out	of	the	room.	I	have	seen
him	wringing	his	hands	after	such	a	rebuff,	and	I	am	sure	the	annoyance	and	the
terror	he	lived	in	must	have	greatly	hastened	his	early	and	unhappy	death.
All	the	time	he	lived	with	us	the	captain	made	no	change	whatever	in	his	dress

but	 to	buy	 some	 stockings	 from	a	hawker.	One	of	 the	 cocks	of	his	hat	 having
fallen	down,	he	let	it	hang	from	that	day	forth,	though	it	was	a	great	annoyance
when	it	blew.	I	remember	the	appearance	of	his	coat,	which	he	patched	himself
upstairs	 in	 his	 room,	 and	which,	 before	 the	 end,	was	 nothing	 but	 patches.	He
never	wrote	or	received	a	letter,	and	he	never	spoke	with	any	but	the	neighbours,
and	with	these,	for	the	most	part,	only	when	drunk	on	rum.	The	great	sea-chest



none	of	us	had	ever	seen	open.
He	was	only	once	crossed,	and	that	was	towards	the	end,	when	my	poor	father

was	far	gone	in	a	decline	that	took	him	off.	Dr.	Livesey	came	late	one	afternoon
to	see	the	patient,	took	a	bit	of	dinner	from	my	mother,	and	went	into	the	parlour
to	smoke	a	pipe	until	his	horse	should	come	down	from	the	hamlet,	for	we	had
no	stabling	at	the	old	Benbow.	I	followed	him	in,	and	I	remember	observing	the
contrast	the	neat,	bright	doctor,	with	his	powder	as	white	as	snow	and	his	bright,
black	eyes	and	pleasant	manners,	made	with	the	coltish	country	folk,	and	above
all,	with	that	filthy,	heavy,	bleared	scarecrow	of	a	pirate	of	ours,	sitting,	far	gone
in	rum,	with	his	arms	on	the	table.	Suddenly	he—the	captain,	that	is—began	to
pipe	up	his	eternal	song:

"Fifteen	men	on	the	dead	man's	chest—
Yo-ho-ho,	and	a	bottle	of	rum!
Drink	and	the	devil	had	done	for	the	rest—
Yo-ho-ho,	and	a	bottle	of	rum!"

At	first	I	had	supposed	"the	dead	man's	chest"	to	be	that	identical	big	box	of
his	 upstairs	 in	 the	 front	 room,	 and	 the	 thought	 had	 been	 mingled	 in	 my
nightmares	with	that	of	the	one-legged	seafaring	man.	But	by	this	time	we	had
all	long	ceased	to	pay	any	particular	notice	to	the	song;	it	was	new,	that	night,	to
nobody	but	Dr.	Livesey,	and	on	him	I	observed	it	did	not	produce	an	agreeable
effect,	for	he	looked	up	for	a	moment	quite	angrily	before	he	went	on	with	his
talk	 to	 old	 Taylor,	 the	 gardener,	 on	 a	 new	 cure	 for	 the	 rheumatics.	 In	 the
meantime,	 the	 captain	 gradually	 brightened	 up	 at	 his	 own	 music,	 and	 at	 last
flapped	 his	 hand	 upon	 the	 table	 before	 him	 in	 a	 way	 we	 all	 knew	 to	 mean
silence.	The	voices	stopped	at	once,	all	but	Dr.	Livesey's;	he	went	on	as	before
speaking	clear	and	kind	and	drawing	briskly	at	his	pipe	between	every	word	or
two.	The	captain	glared	at	him	for	a	while,	 flapped	his	hand	again,	glared	still
harder,	and	at	last	broke	out	with	a	villainous,	low	oath,	"Silence,	there,	between
decks!"
"Were	you	addressing	me,	sir?"	says	the	doctor;	and	when	the	ruffian	had	told

him,	with	another	oath,	 that	 this	was	so,	 "I	have	only	one	 thing	 to	 say	 to	you,
sir,"	replies	the	doctor,	"that	if	you	keep	on	drinking	rum,	the	world	will	soon	be
quit	of	a	very	dirty	scoundrel!"
The	 old	 fellow's	 fury	was	 awful.	He	 sprang	 to	 his	 feet,	 drew	 and	 opened	 a

sailor's	clasp-knife,	and	balancing	it	open	on	the	palm	of	his	hand,	threatened	to
pin	the	doctor	to	the	wall.
The	 doctor	 never	 so	much	 as	moved.	 He	 spoke	 to	 him	 as	 before,	 over	 his



shoulder	and	in	 the	same	tone	of	voice,	rather	high,	so	 that	all	 the	room	might
hear,	but	perfectly	calm	and	steady:	"If	you	do	not	put	that	knife	this	instant	in
your	pocket,	I	promise,	upon	my	honour,	you	shall	hang	at	the	next	assizes."
Then	followed	a	battle	of	looks	between	them,	but	the	captain	soon	knuckled

under,	put	up	his	weapon,	and	resumed	his	seat,	grumbling	like	a	beaten	dog.
"And	now,	sir,"	continued	the	doctor,	"since	I	now	know	there's	such	a	fellow

in	my	district,	you	may	count	I'll	have	an	eye	upon	you	day	and	night.	I'm	not	a
doctor	only;	I'm	a	magistrate;	and	if	I	catch	a	breath	of	complaint	against	you,	if
it's	only	for	a	piece	of	 incivility	 like	 tonight's,	 I'll	 take	effectual	means	 to	have
you	hunted	down	and	routed	out	of	this.	Let	that	suffice."
Soon	 after,	Dr.	Livesey's	 horse	 came	 to	 the	 door	 and	 he	 rode	 away,	 but	 the

captain	held	his	peace	that	evening,	and	for	many	evenings	to	come.



Chapter		2
Black	Dog	Appears	and	Disappears

It	was	 not	 very	 long	 after	 this	 that	 there	 occurred	 the	 first	 of	 the	mysterious
events	that	rid	us	at	last	of	the	captain,	though	not,	as	you	will	see,	of	his	affairs.
It	was	 a	 bitter	 cold	winter,	with	 long,	 hard	 frosts	 and	 heavy	 gales;	 and	 it	was
plain	from	the	first	that	my	poor	father	was	little	likely	to	see	the	spring.	He	sank
daily,	and	my	mother	and	I	had	all	the	inn	upon	our	hands,	and	were	kept	busy
enough	without	paying	much	regard	to	our	unpleasant	guest.
It	 was	 one	 January	 morning,	 very	 early—a	 pinching,	 frosty	 morning—the

cove	all	grey	with	hoar-frost,	the	ripple	lapping	softly	on	the	stones,	the	sun	still
low	and	only	touching	the	hilltops	and	shining	far	to	seaward.	The	captain	had
risen	earlier	 than	usual	and	set	out	down	the	beach,	his	cutlass	swinging	under
the	broad	skirts	of	 the	old	blue	coat,	his	brass	 telescope	under	his	arm,	his	hat
tilted	back	upon	his	head.	I	remember	his	breath	hanging	like	smoke	in	his	wake
as	he	strode	off,	and	the	last	sound	I	heard	of	him	as	he	turned	the	big	rock	was	a
loud	snort	of	indignation,	as	though	his	mind	was	still	running	upon	Dr.	Livesey.
Well,	 mother	 was	 upstairs	 with	 father	 and	 I	 was	 laying	 the	 breakfast-table

against	the	captain's	return	when	the	parlour	door	opened	and	a	man	stepped	in
on	 whom	 I	 had	 never	 set	 my	 eyes	 before.	 He	 was	 a	 pale,	 tallowy	 creature,
wanting	 two	 fingers	of	 the	 left	hand,	and	 though	he	wore	a	cutlass,	he	did	not
look	much	like	a	fighter.	I	had	always	my	eye	open	for	seafaring	men,	with	one
leg	or	two,	and	I	remember	this	one	puzzled	me.	He	was	not	sailorly,	and	yet	he
had	a	smack	of	the	sea	about	him	too.	I	asked	him	what	was	for	his	service,	and
he	said	he	would	take	rum;	but	as	I	was	going	out	of	the	room	to	fetch	it,	he	sat
down	upon	a	table	and	motioned	me	to	draw	near.	I	paused	where	I	was,	with	my
napkin	in	my	hand.
"Come	here,	sonny,"	says	he.	"Come	nearer	here."
I	took	a	step	nearer.
"Is	this	here	table	for	my	mate	Bill?"	he	asked	with	a	kind	of	leer.
I	told	him	I	did	not	know	his	mate	Bill,	and	this	was	for	a	person	who	stayed

in	our	house	whom	we	called	the	captain.	"Well,"	said	he,	"my	mate	Bill	would
be	 called	 the	 captain,	 as	 like	 as	 not.	He	has	 a	 cut	 on	 one	 cheek	 and	 a	mighty
pleasant	way	with	him,	particularly	in	drink,	has	my	mate	Bill.	We'll	put	it,	for



argument	like,	that	your	captain	has	a	cut	on	one	cheek—and	we'll	put	it,	if	you
like,	that	that	cheek's	the	right	one.	Ah,	well!	I	told	you.	Now,	is	my	mate	Bill	in
this	here	house?"
I	told	him	he	was	out	walking.
"Which	way,	sonny?	Which	way	is	he	gone?"
And	when	I	had	pointed	out	the	rock	and	told	him	how	the	captain	was	likely

to	 return,	 and	 how	 soon,	 and	 answered	 a	 few	 other	 questions,	 "Ah,"	 said	 he,
"this'll	be	as	good	as	drink	to	my	mate	Bill."
The	expression	of	his	face	as	he	said	these	words	was	not	at	all	pleasant,	and	I

had	my	own	reasons	for	thinking	that	the	stranger	was	mistaken,	even	supposing
he	meant	what	he	said.	But	 it	was	no	affair	of	mine,	 I	 thought;	and	besides,	 it
was	difficult	to	know	what	to	do.	The	stranger	kept	hanging	about	just	inside	the
inn	door,	peering	round	the	corner	like	a	cat	waiting	for	a	mouse.	Once	I	stepped
out	myself	 into	 the	 road,	but	he	 immediately	 called	me	back,	 and	as	 I	 did	not
obey	quick	enough	for	his	fancy,	a	most	horrible	change	came	over	his	tallowy
face,	and	he	ordered	me	in	with	an	oath	that	made	me	jump.	As	soon	as	I	was
back	again	he	returned	to	his	former	manner,	half	fawning,	half	sneering,	patted
me	on	the	shoulder,	told	me	I	was	a	good	boy	and	he	had	taken	quite	a	fancy	to
me.	"I	have	a	son	of	my	own,"	said	he,	"as	like	you	as	two	blocks,	and	he's	all
the	pride	of	my	'art.	But	the	great	thing	for	boys	is	discipline,	sonny—discipline.
Now,	if	you	had	sailed	along	of	Bill,	you	wouldn't	have	stood	there	to	be	spoke
to	twice—not	you.	That	was	never	Bill's	way,	nor	the	way	of	sich	as	sailed	with
him.	And	here,	 sure	 enough,	 is	my	mate	Bill,	with	 a	 spy-glass	 under	 his	 arm,
bless	his	old	'art,	to	be	sure.	You	and	me'll	just	go	back	into	the	parlour,	sonny,
and	get	behind	the	door,	and	we'll	give	Bill	a	little	surprise—bless	his	'art,	I	say
again.
So	 saying,	 the	 stranger	 backed	 along	 with	 me	 into	 the	 parlour	 and	 put	 me

behind	him	in	 the	corner	so	 that	we	were	both	hidden	by	 the	open	door.	 I	was
very	uneasy	and	alarmed,	as	you	may	fancy,	and	it	rather	added	to	my	fears	to
observe	that	the	stranger	was	certainly	frightened	himself.	He	cleared	the	hilt	of
his	cutlass	and	loosened	the	blade	in	the	sheath;	and	all	the	time	we	were	waiting
there	he	kept	swallowing	as	if	he	felt	what	we	used	to	call	a	lump	in	the	throat.
At	last	in	strode	the	captain,	slammed	the	door	behind	him,	without	looking	to

the	 right	 or	 left,	 and	marched	 straight	 across	 the	 room	 to	where	 his	 breakfast
awaited	him.
"Bill,"	said	the	stranger	in	a	voice	that	I	thought	he	had	tried	to	make	bold	and

big.
The	captain	spun	round	on	his	heel	and	fronted	us;	all	the	brown	had	gone	out

of	his	 face,	and	even	his	nose	was	blue;	he	had	 the	 look	of	a	man	who	sees	a



ghost,	 or	 the	 evil	 one,	 or	 something	worse,	 if	 anything	 can	 be;	 and	 upon	my
word,	I	felt	sorry	to	see	him	all	in	a	moment	turn	so	old	and	sick.
"Come,	Bill,	you	know	me;	you	know	an	old	shipmate,	Bill,	surely,"	said	the

stranger.
The	captain	made	a	sort	of	gasp.
"Black	Dog!"	said	he.
"And	who	else?"	returned	the	other,	getting	more	at	his	ease.	"Black	Dog	as

ever	was,	come	for	to	see	his	old	shipmate	Billy,	at	the	Admiral	Benbow	inn.	Ah,
Bill,	Bill,	we	have	seen	a	sight	of	 times,	us	 two,	since	I	 lost	 them	two	talons,"
holding	up	his	mutilated	hand.
"Now,	 look	 here,"	 said	 the	 captain;	 "you've	 run	me	 down;	 here	 I	 am;	well,

then,	speak	up;	what	is	it?"
"That's	you,	Bill,"	returned	Black	Dog,	"you're	in	the	right	of	it,	Billy.	I'll	have

a	glass	of	rum	from	this	dear	child	here,	as	I've	took	such	a	liking	to;	and	we'll	sit
down,	if	you	please,	and	talk	square,	like	old	shipmates."
When	I	returned	with	the	rum,	they	were	already	seated	on	either	side	of	the

captain's	breakfast-table—Black	Dog	next	to	the	door	and	sitting	sideways	so	as
to	have	one	eye	on	his	old	shipmate	and	one,	as	I	thought,	on	his	retreat.
He	bade	me	go	and	leave	the	door	wide	open.	"None	of	your	keyholes	for	me,

sonny,"	he	said;	and	I	left	them	together	and	retired	into	the	bar.
"For	a	long	time,	though	I	certainly	did	my	best	to	listen,	I	could	hear	nothing

but	a	low	gattling;	but	at	last	the	voices	began	to	grow	higher,	and	I	could	pick
up	a	word	or	two,	mostly	oaths,	from	the	captain.
"No,	no,	no,	no;	and	an	end	of	it!"	he	cried	once.	And	again,	"If	it	comes	to

swinging,	swing	all,	say	I."
Then	 all	 of	 a	 sudden	 there	 was	 a	 tremendous	 explosion	 of	 oaths	 and	 other

noises—the	chair	and	table	went	over	in	a	lump,	a	clash	of	steel	followed,	and
then	a	cry	of	pain,	and	 the	next	 instant	 I	 saw	Black	Dog	 in	 full	 flight,	and	 the
captain	 hotly	 pursuing,	 both	 with	 drawn	 cutlasses,	 and	 the	 former	 streaming
blood	 from	 the	 left	 shoulder.	 Just	 at	 the	door	 the	 captain	 aimed	at	 the	 fugitive
one	last	tremendous	cut,	which	would	certainly	have	split	him	to	the	chine	had	it
not	been	intercepted	by	our	big	signboard	of	Admiral	Benbow.	You	may	see	the
notch	on	the	lower	side	of	the	frame	to	this	day.
That	blow	was	 the	 last	of	 the	battle.	Once	out	upon	 the	road,	Black	Dog,	 in

spite	of	his	wound,	showed	a	wonderful	clean	pair	of	heels	and	disappeared	over
the	edge	of	the	hill	in	half	a	minute.	The	captain,	for	his	part,	stood	staring	at	the
signboard	like	a	bewildered	man.	Then	he	passed	his	hand	over	his	eyes	several
times	and	at	last	turned	back	into	the	house.
"Jim,"	says	he,	"rum";	and	as	he	spoke,	he	reeled	a	little,	and	caught	himself



with	one	hand	against	the	wall.
"Are	you	hurt?"	cried	I.
"Rum,"	he	repeated.	"I	must	get	away	from	here.	Rum!	Rum!"
I	 ran	 to	 fetch	 it,	 but	 I	was	quite	 unsteadied	by	 all	 that	 had	 fallen	out,	 and	 I

broke	one	glass	and	fouled	the	tap,	and	while	I	was	still	getting	in	my	own	way,	I
heard	 a	 loud	 fall	 in	 the	 parlour,	 and	 running	 in,	 beheld	 the	 captain	 lying	 full
length	upon	the	floor.	At	the	same	instant	my	mother,	alarmed	by	the	cries	and
fighting,	came	 running	downstairs	 to	help	me.	Between	us	we	 raised	his	head.
He	was	breathing	very	 loud	and	hard,	but	his	 eyes	were	closed	and	his	 face	a
horrible	colour.
"Dear,	 deary	me,"	 cried	my	mother,	 "what	 a	 disgrace	 upon	 the	 house!	And

your	poor	father	sick!"
In	the	meantime,	we	had	no	idea	what	to	do	to	help	the	captain,	nor	any	other

thought	but	that	he	had	got	his	death-hurt	in	the	scuffle	with	the	stranger.	I	got
the	rum,	to	be	sure,	and	tried	to	put	it	down	his	throat,	but	his	teeth	were	tightly
shut	and	his	 jaws	as	strong	as	 iron.	 It	was	a	happy	relief	 for	us	when	the	door
opened	and	Doctor	Livesey	came	in,	on	his	visit	to	my	father.
"Oh,	doctor,"	we	cried,	"what	shall	we	do?	Where	is	he	wounded?"
"Wounded?	 A	 fiddle-stick's	 end!"	 said	 the	 doctor.	 "No	more	 wounded	 than

you	or	I.	The	man	has	had	a	stroke,	as	I	warned	him.	Now,	Mrs.	Hawkins,	just
you	run	upstairs	to	your	husband	and	tell	him,	if	possible,	nothing	about	it.	For
my	part,	 I	must	do	my	best	 to	save	this	fellow's	 trebly	worthless	 life;	Jim,	you
get	me	a	basin."
When	I	got	back	with	the	basin,	the	doctor	had	already	ripped	up	the	captain's

sleeve	 and	 exposed	 his	 great	 sinewy	 arm.	 It	 was	 tattooed	 in	 several	 places.
"Here's	luck,"	"A	fair	wind,"	and	"Billy	Bones	his	fancy,"	were	very	neatly	and
clearly	executed	on	the	forearm;	and	up	near	the	shoulder	there	was	a	sketch	of	a
gallows	and	a	man	hanging	from	it—done,	as	I	thought,	with	great	spirit.
"Prophetic,"	said	the	doctor,	 touching	this	picture	with	his	finger.	"And	now,

Master	Billy	Bones,	if	that	be	your	name,	we'll	have	a	look	at	the	colour	of	your
blood.	Jim,"	he	said,	"are	you	afraid	of	blood?"
"No,	sir,"	said	I.
"Well,	 then,"	 said	he,	 "you	hold	 the	basin";	 and	with	 that	he	 took	his	 lancet

and	opened	a	vein.
A	great	deal	of	blood	was	taken	before	the	captain	opened	his	eyes	and	looked

mistily	about	him.	First	he	 recognized	 the	doctor	with	an	unmistakable	 frown;
then	his	 glance	 fell	 upon	me,	 and	he	 looked	 relieved.	But	 suddenly	his	 colour
changed,	and	he	tried	to	raise	himself,	crying,	"Where's	Black	Dog?"
"There	is	no	Black	Dog	here,"	said	the	doctor,	"except	what	you	have	on	your



own	back.	You	have	been	drinking	 rum;	you	have	had	 a	 stroke,	 precisely	 as	 I
told	 you;	 and	 I	 have	 just,	 very	 much	 against	 my	 own	 will,	 dragged	 you
headforemost	out	of	the	grave.	Now,	Mr.	Bones—"
"That's	not	my	name,"	he	interrupted.
"Much	 I	 care,"	 returned	 the	 doctor.	 "It's	 the	 name	 of	 a	 buccaneer	 of	 my

acquaintance;	and	I	call	you	by	it	for	the	sake	of	shortness,	and	what	I	have	to
say	to	you	is	this;	one	glass	of	rum	won't	kill	you,	but	if	you	take	one	you'll	take
another	and	another,	and	I	stake	my	wig	if	you	don't	break	off	short,	you'll	die—
do	 you	 understand	 that?—die,	 and	 go	 to	 your	 own	 place,	 like	 the	man	 in	 the
Bible.	Come,	now,	make	an	effort.	I'll	help	you	to	your	bed	for	once."
Between	us,	with	much	 trouble,	we	managed	 to	hoist	him	upstairs,	 and	 laid

him	 on	 his	 bed,	 where	 his	 head	 fell	 back	 on	 the	 pillow	 as	 if	 he	 were	 almost
fainting.
"Now,	mind	you,"	said	the	doctor,	"I	clear	my	conscience—the	name	of	rum

for	you	is	death."
And	with	that	he	went	off	to	see	my	father,	taking	me	with	him	by	the	arm.
"This	 is	nothing,"	he	 said	as	 soon	as	he	had	closed	 the	door.	 "I	have	drawn

blood	enough	to	keep	him	quiet	awhile;	he	should	lie	for	a	week	where	he	is—
that	is	the	best	thing	for	him	and	you;	but	another	stroke	would	settle	him."



Chapter		3
The	Black	Spot

About	 noon	 I	 stopped	 at	 the	 captain's	 door	 with	 some	 cooling	 drinks	 and
medicines.	He	was	lying	very	much	as	we	had	left	him,	only	a	little	higher,	and
he	seemed	both	weak	and	excited.
"Jim,"	he	said,	"you're	the	only	one	here	that's	worth	anything,	and	you	know

I've	 been	 always	 good	 to	 you.	 Never	 a	 month	 but	 I've	 given	 you	 a	 silver
fourpenny	for	yourself.	And	now	you	see,	mate,	I'm	pretty	low,	and	deserted	by
all;	and	Jim,	you'll	bring	me	one	noggin	of	rum,	now,	won't	you,	matey?"
"The	doctor—"	I	began.
But	he	broke	in	cursing	the	doctor,	in	a	feeble	voice	but	heartily.	"Doctors	is

all	swabs,"	he	said;	"and	that	doctor	there,	why,	what	do	he	know	about	seafaring
men?	I	been	in	places	hot	as	pitch,	and	mates	dropping	round	with	Yellow	Jack,
and	the	blessed	land	a-heaving	like	the	sea	with	earthquakes—what	to	the	doctor
know	of	lands	like	that?—and	I	lived	on	rum,	I	tell	you.	It's	been	meat	and	drink,
and	man	and	wife,	to	me;	and	if	I'm	not	to	have	my	rum	now	I'm	a	poor	old	hulk
on	a	lee	shore,	my	blood'll	be	on	you,	Jim,	and	that	doctor	swab";	and	he	ran	on
again	for	a	while	with	curses.	"Look,	Jim,	how	my	fingers	fidges,"	he	continued
in	the	pleading	tone.	"I	can't	keep	'em	still,	not	I.	I	haven't	had	a	drop	this	blessed
day.	That	doctor's	a	fool,	I	tell	you.	If	I	don't	have	a	drain	o'	rum,	Jim,	I'll	have
the	 horrors;	 I	 seen	 some	 on	 'em	 already.	 I	 seen	 old	 Flint	 in	 the	 corner	 there,
behind	you;	as	plain	as	print,	I	seen	him;	and	if	I	get	the	horrors,	I'm	a	man	that
has	lived	rough,	and	I'll	raise	Cain.	Your	doctor	hisself	said	one	glass	wouldn't
hurt	me.	I'll	give	you	a	golden	guinea	for	a	noggin,	Jim."
He	was	growing	more	and	more	excited,	and	this	alarmed	me	for	my	father,

who	was	 very	 low	 that	 day	 and	 needed	 quiet;	 besides,	 I	was	 reassured	 by	 the
doctor's	words,	now	quoted	to	me,	and	rather	offended	by	the	offer	of	a	bribe.
"I	want	none	of	your	money,"	said	I,	"but	what	you	owe	my	father.	I'll	get	you

one	glass,	and	no	more."
When	I	brought	it	to	him,	he	seized	it	greedily	and	drank	it	out.
"Aye,	aye,"	said	he,	"that's	some	better,	sure	enough.	And	now,	matey,	did	that

doctor	say	how	long	I	was	to	lie	here	in	this	old	berth?"
"A	week	at	least,"	said	I.



"Thunder!"	he	cried.	"A	week!	 I	can't	do	 that;	 they'd	have	 the	black	spot	on
me	 by	 then.	 The	 lubbers	 is	 going	 about	 to	 get	 the	 wind	 of	 me	 this	 blessed
moment;	 lubbers	 as	 couldn't	 keep	 what	 they	 got,	 and	 want	 to	 nail	 what	 is
another's.	 Is	 that	 seamanly	 behaviour,	 now,	 I	want	 to	 know?	But	 I'm	 a	 saving
soul.	 I	never	wasted	good	money	of	mine,	nor	 lost	 it	neither;	and	I'll	 trick	 'em
again.	 I'm	not	afraid	on	 'em.	 I'll	 shake	out	another	 reef,	matey,	and	daddle	 'em
again."
As	he	was	thus	speaking,	he	had	risen	from	bed	with	great	difficulty,	holding

to	my	shoulder	with	a	grip	that	almost	made	me	cry	out,	and	moving	his	legs	like
so	much	dead	weight.	His	words,	 spirited	as	 they	were	 in	meaning,	 contrasted
sadly	 with	 the	 weakness	 of	 the	 voice	 in	 which	 they	 were	 uttered.	 He	 paused
when	he	had	got	into	a	sitting	position	on	the	edge.
"That	doctor's	done	me,"	he	murmured.	"My	ears	is	singing.	Lay	me	back."
Before	 I	 could	do	much	 to	help	him	he	had	 fallen	back	again	 to	his	 former

place,	where	he	lay	for	a	while	silent.
"Jim,"	he	said	at	length,	"you	saw	that	seafaring	man	today?"
"Black	Dog?"	I	asked.
"Ah!	Black	Dog,"	says	he.	"He's	a	bad	un;	but	there's	worse	that	put	him	on.

Now,	if	I	can't	get	away	nohow,	and	they	tip	me	the	black	spot,	mind	you,	it's	my
old	sea-chest	 they're	after;	you	get	on	a	horse—you	can,	can't	you?	Well,	 then,
you	get	on	a	horse,	 and	go	 to—well,	yes,	 I	will!—to	 that	eternal	doctor	 swab,
and	tell	him	to	pipe	all	hands—magistrates	and	sich—and	he'll	lay	'em	aboard	at
the	Admiral	Benbow—all	old	Flint's	crew,	man	and	boy,	all	on	'em	that's	left.	I
was	 first	mate,	 I	was,	old	Flint's	 first	mate,	and	 I'm	 the	on'y	one	as	knows	 the
place.	He	gave	it	me	at	Savannah,	when	he	lay	a-dying,	like	as	if	I	was	to	now,
you	see.	But	you	won't	peach	unless	they	get	the	black	spot	on	me,	or	unless	you
see	that	Black	Dog	again	or	a	seafaring	man	with	one	leg,	Jim—him	above	all."
"But	what	is	the	black	spot,	captain?"	I	asked.
"That's	 a	 summons,	 mate.	 I'll	 tell	 you	 if	 they	 get	 that.	 But	 you	 keep	 your

weather-eye	open,	Jim,	and	I'll	share	with	you	equals,	upon	my	honour."
He	wandered	a	 little	 longer,	 his	voice	growing	weaker;	 but	 soon	after	 I	 had

given	him	his	medicine,	which	he	took	like	a	child,	with	the	remark,	"If	ever	a
seaman	wanted	drugs,	it's	me,"	he	fell	at	last	into	a	heavy,	swoon-like	sleep,	in
which	 I	 left	 him.	What	 I	 should	 have	 done	 had	 all	 gone	well	 I	 do	 not	 know.
Probably	I	should	have	told	the	whole	story	to	the	doctor,	for	I	was	in	mortal	fear
lest	the	captain	should	repent	of	his	confessions	and	make	an	end	of	me.	But	as
things	 fell	out,	my	poor	 father	died	quite	 suddenly	 that	 evening,	which	put	 all
other	matters	on	one	side.	Our	natural	distress,	the	visits	of	the	neighbours,	the
arranging	 of	 the	 funeral,	 and	 all	 the	 work	 of	 the	 inn	 to	 be	 carried	 on	 in	 the



meanwhile	kept	me	so	busy	that	I	had	scarcely	time	to	think	of	the	captain,	far
less	to	be	afraid	of	him.
He	 got	 downstairs	 next	 morning,	 to	 be	 sure,	 and	 had	 his	 meals	 as	 usual,

though	he	ate	little	and	had	more,	I	am	afraid,	than	his	usual	supply	of	rum,	for
he	helped	himself	out	of	the	bar,	scowling	and	blowing	through	his	nose,	and	no
one	dared	to	cross	him.	On	the	night	before	the	funeral	he	was	as	drunk	as	ever;
and	it	was	shocking,	in	that	house	of	mourning,	to	hear	him	singing	away	at	his
ugly	old	sea-song;	but	weak	as	he	was,	we	were	all	in	the	fear	of	death	for	him,
and	 the	 doctor	was	 suddenly	 taken	 up	with	 a	 case	many	miles	 away	 and	was
never	near	the	house	after	my	father's	death.	I	have	said	the	captain	was	weak,
and	 indeed	 he	 seemed	 rather	 to	 grow	 weaker	 than	 regain	 his	 strength.	 He
clambered	up	 and	down	 stairs,	 and	went	 from	 the	parlour	 to	 the	bar	 and	back
again,	and	sometimes	put	his	nose	out	of	doors	to	smell	the	sea,	holding	on	to	the
walls	as	he	went	for	support	and	breathing	hard	and	fast	 like	a	man	on	a	steep
mountain.	He	never	particularly	addressed	me,	and	it	is	my	belief	he	had	as	good
as	forgotten	his	confidences;	but	his	temper	was	more	flighty,	and	allowing	for
his	bodily	weakness,	more	violent	than	ever.	He	had	an	alarming	way	now	when
he	was	drunk	of	drawing	his	cutlass	and	laying	it	bare	before	him	on	the	table.
But	with	all	that,	he	minded	people	less	and	seemed	shut	up	in	his	own	thoughts
and	rather	wandering.	Once,	for	instance,	to	our	extreme	wonder,	he	piped	up	to
a	different	air,	a	king	of	country	love-song	that	he	must	have	learned	in	his	youth
before	he	had	begun	to	follow	the	sea.
So	things	passed	until,	 the	day	after	the	funeral,	and	about	three	o'clock	of	a

bitter,	 foggy,	frosty	afternoon,	I	was	standing	at	 the	door	for	a	moment,	full	of
sad	 thoughts	about	my	father,	when	I	saw	someone	drawing	slowly	near	along
the	road.	He	was	plainly	blind,	for	he	tapped	before	him	with	a	stick	and	wore	a
great	green	shade	over	his	eyes	and	nose;	and	he	was	hunched,	as	if	with	age	or
weakness,	 and	wore	 a	 huge	 old	 tattered	 sea-cloak	with	 a	 hood	 that	made	 him
appear	 positively	 deformed.	 I	 never	 saw	 in	 my	 life	 a	 more	 dreadful-looking
figure.	He	stopped	a	little	from	the	inn,	and	raising	his	voice	in	an	odd	sing-song,
addressed	the	air	in	front	of	him,	"Will	any	kind	friend	inform	a	poor	blind	man,
who	has	lost	the	precious	sight	of	his	eyes	in	the	gracious	defence	of	his	native
country,	England—and	God	bless	King	George!—where	or	in	what	part	of	this
country	he	may	now	be?"
"You	are	at	the	Admiral	Benbow,	Black	Hill	Cove,	my	good	man,"	said	I.
"I	 hear	 a	 voice,"	 said	 he,	 "a	 young	voice.	Will	 you	 give	me	your	 hand,	my

kind	young	friend,	and	lead	me	in?"
I	held	out	my	hand,	and	the	horrible,	soft-spoken,	eyeless	creature	gripped	it

in	a	moment	like	a	vise.	I	was	so	much	startled	that	I	struggled	to	withdraw,	but



the	blind	man	pulled	me	close	up	to	him	with	a	single	action	of	his	arm.
"Now,	boy,"	he	said,	"take	me	in	to	the	captain."
"Sir,"	said	I,	"upon	my	word	I	dare	not."
"Oh,"	he	sneered,	"that's	it!	Take	me	in	straight	or	I'll	break	your	arm."
And	he	gave	it,	as	he	spoke,	a	wrench	that	made	me	cry	out.
"Sir,"	said	I,	"it	is	for	yourself	I	mean.	The	captain	is	not	what	he	used	to	be.

He	sits	with	a	drawn	cutlass.	Another	gentleman—"
"Come,	now,	march,"	interrupted	he;	and	I	never	heard	a	voice	so	cruel,	and

cold,	and	ugly	as	that	blind	man's.	It	cowed	me	more	than	the	pain,	and	I	began
to	 obey	 him	 at	 once,	walking	 straight	 in	 at	 the	 door	 and	 towards	 the	 parlour,
where	our	sick	old	buccaneer	was	sitting,	dazed	with	rum.	The	blind	man	clung
close	to	me,	holding	me	in	one	iron	fist	and	leaning	almost	more	of	his	weight
on	me	than	I	could	carry.	"Lead	me	straight	up	to	him,	and	when	I'm	in	view,	cry
out,	'Here's	a	friend	for	you,	Bill.'	If	you	don't,	I'll	do	this,"	and	with	that	he	gave
me	a	twitch	that	I	 thought	would	have	made	me	faint.	Between	this	and	that,	I
was	so	utterly	terrified	of	the	blind	beggar	that	I	forgot	my	terror	of	the	captain,
and	 as	 I	 opened	 the	 parlour	 door,	 cried	 out	 the	 words	 he	 had	 ordered	 in	 a
trembling	voice.
The	poor	captain	raised	his	eyes,	and	at	one	look	the	rum	went	out	of	him	and

left	him	staring	sober.	The	expression	of	his	face	was	not	so	much	of	terror	as	of
mortal	 sickness.	 He	 made	 a	 movement	 to	 rise,	 but	 I	 do	 not	 believe	 he	 had
enough	force	left	in	his	body.
"Now,	Bill,	 sit	where	you	 are,"	 said	 the	beggar.	 "If	 I	 can't	 see,	 I	 can	hear	 a

finger	stirring.	Business	 is	business.	Hold	out	your	 left	hand.	Boy,	 take	his	 left
hand	by	the	wrist	and	bring	it	near	to	my	right."
We	 both	 obeyed	 him	 to	 the	 letter,	 and	 I	 saw	 him	 pass	 something	 from	 the

hollow	of	the	hand	that	held	his	stick	into	the	palm	of	the	captain's,	which	closed
upon	it	instantly.
"And	now	that's	done,"	said	the	blind	man;	and	at	the	words	he	suddenly	left

hold	 of	 me,	 and	 with	 incredible	 accuracy	 and	 nimbleness,	 skipped	 out	 of	 the
parlour	and	into	the	road,	where,	as	I	still	stood	motionless,	I	could	hear	his	stick
go	tap-tap-tapping	into	the	distance.
It	was	some	 time	before	either	 I	or	 the	captain	seemed	 to	gather	our	senses,

but	at	 length,	and	about	at	 the	same	moment,	 I	 released	his	wrist,	which	I	was
still	holding,	and	he	drew	in	his	hand	and	looked	sharply	into	the	palm.
"Ten	o'clock!"	he	cried.	"Six	hours.	We'll	do	them	yet,"	and	he	sprang	to	his

feet.
Even	as	he	did	so,	he	reeled,	put	his	hand	 to	his	 throat,	stood	swaying	for	a

moment,	 and	 then,	 with	 a	 peculiar	 sound,	 fell	 from	 his	 whole	 height	 face



foremost	to	the	floor.
I	 ran	 to	 him	 at	 once,	 calling	 to	my	mother.	 But	 haste	was	 all	 in	 vain.	 The

captain	 had	 been	 struck	 dead	 by	 thundering	 apoplexy.	 It	 is	 a	 curious	 thing	 to
understand,	for	I	had	certainly	never	liked	the	man,	though	of	late	I	had	begun	to
pity	him,	but	as	soon	as	I	saw	that	he	was	dead,	I	burst	into	a	flood	of	tears.	It
was	the	second	death	I	had	known,	and	the	sorrow	of	the	first	was	still	fresh	in
my	heart.



Chapter		4
The	Sea-chest

I	 lost	 no	 time,	 of	 course,	 in	 telling	 my	 mother	 all	 that	 I	 knew,	 and	 perhaps
should	have	told	her	long	before,	and	we	saw	ourselves	at	once	in	a	difficult	and
dangerous	 position.	 Some	 of	 the	man's	money—if	 he	 had	 any—was	 certainly
due	 to	us,	 but	 it	was	not	 likely	 that	 our	 captain's	 shipmates,	 above	all	 the	 two
specimens	 seen	by	me,	Black	Dog	 and	 the	 blind	beggar,	would	 be	 inclined	 to
give	up	 their	booty	 in	payment	of	 the	dead	man's	debts.	The	captain's	order	 to
mount	at	once	and	ride	for	Doctor	Livesey	would	have	left	my	mother	alone	and
unprotected,	which	was	not	 to	be	 thought	of.	 Indeed,	 it	 seemed	 impossible	 for
either	of	us	to	remain	much	longer	in	the	house;	the	fall	of	coals	in	the	kitchen
grate,	the	very	ticking	of	the	clock,	filled	us	with	alarms.	The	neighbourhood,	to
our	ears,	seemed	haunted	by	approaching	footsteps;	and	what	between	the	dead
body	of	the	captain	on	the	parlour	floor	and	the	thought	of	that	detestable	blind
beggar	hovering	near	at	hand	and	ready	to	return,	there	were	moments	when,	as
the	 saying	 goes,	 I	 jumped	 in	my	 skin	 for	 terror.	 Something	must	 speedily	 be
resolved	upon,	and	it	occurred	to	us	at	last	to	go	forth	together	and	seek	help	in
the	neighbouring	hamlet.	No	sooner	said	than	done.	Bare-headed	as	we	were,	we
ran	out	at	once	in	the	gathering	evening	and	the	frosty	fog.
The	 hamlet	 lay	 not	 many	 hundred	 yards	 away,	 though	 out	 of	 view,	 on	 the

other	 side	 of	 the	 next	 cove;	 and	 what	 greatly	 encouraged	 me,	 it	 was	 in	 an
opposite	direction	from	that	whence	the	blind	man	had	made	his	appearance	and
whither	 he	 had	 presumably	 returned.	We	were	 not	many	minutes	 on	 the	 road,
though	we	sometimes	stopped	to	lay	hold	of	each	other	and	hearken.	But	there
was	no	unusual	sound—nothing	but	the	low	wash	of	the	ripple	and	the	croaking
of	the	inmates	of	the	wood.
It	 was	 already	 candle-light	 when	 we	 reached	 the	 hamlet,	 and	 I	 shall	 never

forget	how	much	I	was	cheered	to	see	the	yellow	shine	in	doors	and	windows;
but	 that,	 as	 it	 proved,	 was	 the	 best	 of	 the	 help	 we	 were	 likely	 to	 get	 in	 that
quarter.	 For—you	 would	 have	 thought	 men	 would	 have	 been	 ashamed	 of
themselves—no	 soul	would	 consent	 to	 return	with	 us	 to	 the	Admiral	Benbow.
The	 more	 we	 told	 of	 our	 troubles,	 the	 more—man,	 woman,	 and	 child—they
clung	 to	 the	 shelter	 of	 their	 houses.	The	name	of	Captain	Flint,	 though	 it	was



strange	to	me,	was	well	enough	known	to	some	there	and	carried	a	great	weight
of	 terror.	 Some	 of	 the	men	who	 had	 been	 to	 field-work	 on	 the	 far	 side	 of	 the
Admiral	 Benbow	 remembered,	 besides,	 to	 have	 seen	 several	 strangers	 on	 the
road,	and	taking	them	to	be	smugglers,	to	have	bolted	away;	and	one	at	least	had
seen	a	 little	 lugger	 in	what	we	called	Kitt's	Hole.	For	 that	matter,	anyone	who
was	a	comrade	of	 the	captain's	was	enough	 to	 frighten	 them	to	death.	And	 the
short	and	the	long	of	the	matter	was,	that	while	we	could	get	several	who	were
willing	enough	to	ride	to	Dr.	Livesey's,	which	lay	in	another	direction,	not	one
would	help	us	to	defend	the	inn.
They	say	cowardice	 is	 infectious;	but	 then	argument	 is,	on	 the	other	hand,	a

great	emboldener;	and	so	when	each	had	said	his	say,	my	mother	made	them	a
speech.	She	would	not,	she	declared,	lose	money	that	belonged	to	her	fatherless
boy;	"If	none	of	the	rest	of	you	dare,"	she	said,	"Jim	and	I	dare.	Back	we	will	go,
the	way	we	came,	 and	 small	 thanks	 to	you	big,	hulking,	 chicken-hearted	men.
We'll	have	that	chest	open,	if	we	die	for	it.	And	I'll	thank	you	for	that	bag,	Mrs.
Crossley,	to	bring	back	our	lawful	money	in."
Of	course	I	said	I	would	go	with	my	mother,	and	of	course	they	all	cried	out	at

our	 foolhardiness,	 but	 even	 then	 not	 a	man	would	 go	 along	with	 us.	All	 they
would	do	was	to	give	me	a	loaded	pistol	lest	we	were	attacked,	and	to	promise	to
have	horses	ready	saddled	in	case	we	were	pursued	on	our	return,	while	one	lad
was	to	ride	forward	to	the	doctor's	in	search	of	armed	assistance.
My	heart	was	beating	finely	when	we	two	set	forth	in	the	cold	night	upon	this

dangerous	venture.	A	full	moon	was	beginning	to	rise	and	peered	redly	through
the	upper	edges	of	the	fog,	and	this	increased	our	haste,	for	it	was	plain,	before
we	 came	 forth	 again,	 that	 all	 would	 be	 as	 bright	 as	 day,	 and	 our	 departure
exposed	to	the	eyes	of	any	watchers.	We	slipped	along	the	hedges,	noiseless	and
swift,	nor	did	we	see	or	hear	anything	to	increase	our	terrors,	 till,	 to	our	relief,
the	door	of	the	Admiral	Benbow	had	closed	behind	us.
I	slipped	the	bolt	at	once,	and	we	stood	and	panted	for	a	moment	in	the	dark,

alone	in	the	house	with	the	dead	captain's	body.	Then	my	mother	got	a	candle	in
the	bar,	and	holding	each	other's	hands,	we	advanced	into	the	parlour.	He	lay	as
we	had	left	him,	on	his	back,	with	his	eyes	open	and	one	arm	stretched	out.
"Draw	 down	 the	 blind,	 Jim,"	whispered	my	mother;	 "they	might	 come	 and

watch	outside.	And	now,"	said	she	when	I	had	done	so,	"we	have	to	get	the	key
off	that;	and	who's	to	touch	it,	I	should	like	to	know!"	and	she	gave	a	kind	of	sob
as	she	said	the	words.
I	went	down	on	my	knees	at	once.	On	the	floor	close	to	his	hand	there	was	a

little	round	of	paper,	blackened	on	the	one	side.	I	could	not	doubt	that	this	was
the	 Black	 Spot;	 and	 taking	 it	 up,	 I	 found	written	 on	 the	 other	 side,	 in	 a	 very



good,	clear	hand,	this	short	message:	"You	have	till	ten	tonight."
"He	 had	 till	 ten,	Mother,"	 said	 I;	 and	 just	 as	 I	 said	 it,	 our	 old	 clock	 began

striking.	This	sudden	noise	startled	us	shockingly;	but	the	news	was	good,	for	it
was	only	six.
"Now,	Jim,"	she	said,	"that	key."
I	felt	in	his	pockets,	one	after	another.	A	few	small	coins,	a	thimble,	and	some

thread	 and	 big	 needles,	 a	 piece	 of	 pigtail	 tobacco	 bitten	 away	 at	 the	 end,	 his
gully	with	the	crooked	handle,	a	pocket	compass,	and	a	tinder	box	were	all	that
they	contained,	and	I	began	to	despair.
"Perhaps	it's	round	his	neck,"	suggested	my	mother.
Overcoming	a	strong	repugnance,	I	tore	open	his	shirt	at	the	neck,	and	there,

sure	enough,	hanging	to	a	bit	of	tarry	string,	which	I	cut	with	his	own	gully,	we
found	 the	 key.	 At	 this	 triumph	we	were	 filled	with	 hope	 and	 hurried	 upstairs
without	delay	 to	 the	 little	 room	where	he	had	slept	 so	 long	and	where	his	box
had	stood	since	the	day	of	his	arrival.
It	was	like	any	other	seaman's	chest	on	the	outside,	the	initial	"B"	burned	on

the	top	of	it	with	a	hot	iron,	and	the	corners	somewhat	smashed	and	broken	as	by
long,	rough	usage.
"Give	me	 the	key,"	 said	my	mother;	and	 though	 the	 lock	was	very	stiff,	 she

had	turned	it	and	thrown	back	the	lid	in	a	twinkling.
A	strong	smell	of	tobacco	and	tar	rose	from	the	interior,	but	nothing	was	to	be

seen	on	the	top	except	a	suit	of	very	good	clothes,	carefully	brushed	and	folded.
They	had	never	been	worn,	my	mother	said.	Under	that,	the	miscellany	began—
a	quadrant,	a	tin	canikin,	several	sticks	of	tobacco,	two	brace	of	very	handsome
pistols,	 a	 piece	 of	 bar	 silver,	 an	 old	Spanish	watch	 and	 some	other	 trinkets	 of
little	value	and	mostly	of	foreign	make,	a	pair	of	compasses	mounted	with	brass,
and	five	or	six	curious	West	Indian	shells.	I	have	often	wondered	since	why	he
should	 have	 carried	 about	 these	 shells	 with	 him	 in	 his	 wandering,	 guilty,	 and
hunted	life.
In	 the	meantime,	we	 had	 found	 nothing	 of	 any	 value	 but	 the	 silver	 and	 the

trinkets,	and	neither	of	these	were	in	our	way.	Underneath	there	was	an	old	boat-
cloak,	whitened	with	 sea-salt	 on	many	 a	 harbour-bar.	My	mother	 pulled	 it	 up
with	 impatience,	 and	 there	 lay	before	us,	 the	 last	 things	 in	 the	 chest,	 a	 bundle
tied	up	in	oilcloth,	and	looking	like	papers,	and	a	canvas	bag	that	gave	forth,	at	a
touch,	the	jingle	of	gold.
"I'll	show	these	rogues	that	I'm	an	honest	woman,"	said	my	mother.	"I'll	have

my	dues,	and	not	a	farthing	over.	Hold	Mrs.	Crossley's	bag."	And	she	began	to
count	over	 the	amount	of	 the	captain's	 score	 from	 the	sailor's	bag	 into	 the	one
that	I	was	holding.



It	was	a	long,	difficult	business,	for	the	coins	were	of	all	countries	and	sizes—
doubloons,	and	louis	d'ors,	and	guineas,	and	pieces	of	eight,	and	I	know	not	what
besides,	all	shaken	together	at	random.	The	guineas,	too,	were	about	the	scarcest,
and	it	was	with	these	only	that	my	mother	knew	how	to	make	her	count.
When	we	were	about	half-way	through,	I	suddenly	put	my	hand	upon	her	arm,

for	 I	 had	 heard	 in	 the	 silent	 frosty	 air	 a	 sound	 that	 brought	my	 heart	 into	my
mouth—the	 tap-tapping	of	 the	blind	man's	 stick	upon	 the	 frozen	 road.	 It	 drew
nearer	and	nearer,	while	we	sat	holding	our	breath.	Then	it	struck	sharp	on	the
inn	door,	and	then	we	could	hear	the	handle	being	turned	and	the	bolt	rattling	as
the	wretched	being	tried	to	enter;	and	then	there	was	a	long	time	of	silence	both
within	and	without.	At	last	the	tapping	recommenced,	and,	to	our	indescribable
joy	and	gratitude,	died	slowly	away	again	until	it	ceased	to	be	heard.	"Mother,"
said	I,	"take	the	whole	and	let's	be	going,"	for	I	was	sure	the	bolted	door	must
have	seemed	suspicious	and	would	bring	the	whole	hornet's	nest	about	our	ears,
though	how	 thankful	 I	was	 that	 I	had	bolted	 it,	none	could	 tell	who	had	never
met	that	terrible	blind	man.
But	my	mother,	 frightened	as	 she	was,	would	not	 consent	 to	 take	 a	 fraction

more	than	was	due	to	her	and	was	obstinately	unwilling	to	be	content	with	less.
It	was	not	yet	seven,	she	said,	by	a	long	way;	she	knew	her	rights	and	she	would
have	them;	and	she	was	still	arguing	with	me	when	a	little	low	whistle	sounded	a
good	way	off	upon	the	hill.	That	was	enough,	and	more	than	enough,	for	both	of
us.
"I'll	take	what	I	have,"	she	said,	jumping	to	her	feet.
"And	I'll	take	this	to	square	the	count,"	said	I,	picking	up	the	oilskin	packet.
Next	 moment	 we	 were	 both	 groping	 downstairs,	 leaving	 the	 candle	 by	 the

empty	chest;	and	the	next	we	had	opened	the	door	and	were	in	full	retreat.	We
had	not	started	a	moment	too	soon.	The	fog	was	rapidly	dispersing;	already	the
moon	shone	quite	clear	on	the	high	ground	on	either	side;	and	it	was	only	in	the
exact	 bottom	 of	 the	 dell	 and	 round	 the	 tavern	 door	 that	 a	 thin	 veil	 still	 hung
unbroken	to	conceal	 the	first	steps	of	our	escape.	Far	 less	 than	half-way	to	 the
hamlet,	 very	 little	 beyond	 the	bottom	of	 the	hill,	we	must	 come	 forth	 into	 the
moonlight.	 Nor	 was	 this	 all,	 for	 the	 sound	 of	 several	 footsteps	 running	 came
already	to	our	ears,	and	as	we	 looked	back	 in	 their	direction,	a	 light	 tossing	 to
and	fro	and	still	rapidly	advancing	showed	that	one	of	the	newcomers	carried	a
lantern.
"My	dear,"	said	my	mother	suddenly,	"take	the	money	and	run	on.	I	am	going

to	faint."
This	 was	 certainly	 the	 end	 for	 both	 of	 us,	 I	 thought.	 How	 I	 cursed	 the

cowardice	of	the	neighbours;	how	I	blamed	my	poor	mother	for	her	honesty	and



her	greed,	for	her	past	foolhardiness	and	present	weakness!	We	were	just	at	the
little	bridge,	by	good	fortune;	and	I	helped	her,	tottering	as	she	was,	to	the	edge
of	the	bank,	where,	sure	enough,	she	gave	a	sigh	and	fell	on	my	shoulder.	I	do
not	know	how	I	found	the	strength	to	do	it	at	all,	and	I	am	afraid	it	was	roughly
done,	but	I	managed	to	drag	her	down	the	bank	and	a	little	way	under	the	arch.
Farther	I	could	not	move	her,	for	the	bridge	was	too	low	to	let	me	do	more	than
crawl	below	it.	So	there	we	had	to	stay—my	mother	almost	entirely	exposed	and
both	of	us	within	earshot	of	the	inn.



Chapter		5
The	Last	of	the	Blind	Man

My	 curiosity,	 in	 a	 sense,	was	 stronger	 than	my	 fear,	 for	 I	 could	 not	 remain
where	 I	 was,	 but	 crept	 back	 to	 the	 bank	 again,	 whence,	 sheltering	 my	 head
behind	 a	 bush	 of	 broom,	 I	 might	 command	 the	 road	 before	 our	 door.	 I	 was
scarcely	 in	 position	 ere	 my	 enemies	 began	 to	 arrive,	 seven	 or	 eight	 of	 them,
running	hard,	their	feet	beating	out	of	time	along	the	road	and	the	man	with	the
lantern	some	paces	in	front.	Three	men	ran	together,	hand	in	hand;	and	I	made
out,	even	through	the	mist,	that	the	middle	man	of	this	trio	was	the	blind	beggar.
The	next	moment	his	voice	showed	me	that	I	was	right.
"Down	with	the	door!"	he	cried.
"Aye,	aye,	sir!"	answered	two	or	three;	and	a	rush	was	made	upon	the	Admiral

Benbow,	the	lantern-bearer	following;	and	then	I	could	see	them	pause,	and	hear
speeches	passed	in	a	lower	key,	as	if	they	were	surprised	to	find	the	door	open.
But	the	pause	was	brief,	for	the	blind	man	again	issued	his	commands.	His	voice
sounded	louder	and	higher,	as	if	he	were	afire	with	eagerness	and	rage.
"In,	in,	in!"	he	shouted,	and	cursed	them	for	their	delay.
Four	 or	 five	 of	 them	 obeyed	 at	 once,	 two	 remaining	 on	 the	 road	 with	 the

formidable	beggar.	There	was	a	pause,	 then	a	cry	of	surprise,	and	 then	a	voice
shouting	from	the	house,	"Bill's	dead."
But	the	blind	man	swore	at	them	again	for	their	delay.
"Search	him,	some	of	you	shirking	lubbers,	and	the	rest	of	you	aloft	and	get

the	chest,"	he	cried.
I	could	hear	 their	 feet	 rattling	up	our	old	stairs,	 so	 that	 the	house	must	have

shook	 with	 it.	 Promptly	 afterwards,	 fresh	 sounds	 of	 astonishment	 arose;	 the
window	 of	 the	 captain's	 room	 was	 thrown	 open	 with	 a	 slam	 and	 a	 jingle	 of
broken	glass,	and	a	man	leaned	out	into	the	moonlight,	head	and	shoulders,	and
addressed	the	blind	beggar	on	the	road	below	him.
"Pew,"	he	cried,	"they've	been	before	us.	Someone's	turned	the	chest	out	alow

and	aloft."
"Is	it	there?"	roared	Pew.
"The	money's	there."
The	blind	man	cursed	the	money.



"Flint's	fist,	I	mean,"	he	cried.
"We	don't	see	it	here	nohow,"	returned	the	man.
"Here,	you	below	there,	is	it	on	Bill?"	cried	the	blind	man	again.
At	 that	another	 fellow,	probably	him	who	had	remained	below	 to	search	 the

captain's	body,	came	to	the	door	of	the	inn.	"Bill's	been	overhauled	a'ready,"	said
he;	"nothin'	left."
"It's	these	people	of	the	inn—it's	that	boy.	I	wish	I	had	put	his	eyes	out!"	cried

the	blind	man,	Pew.	"There	were	no	time	ago—they	had	the	door	bolted	when	I
tried	it.	Scatter,	lads,	and	find	'em."
"Sure	enough,	they	left	their	glim	here,"	said	the	fellow	from	the	window.
"Scatter	and	 find	 'em!	Rout	 the	house	out!"	 reiterated	Pew,	 striking	with	his

stick	upon	the	road.
Then	there	followed	a	great	to-do	through	all	our	old	inn,	heavy	feet	pounding

to	and	fro,	furniture	thrown	over,	doors	kicked	in,	until	the	very	rocks	re-echoed
and	the	men	came	out	again,	one	after	another,	on	the	road	and	declared	that	we
were	 nowhere	 to	 be	 found.	 And	 just	 the	 same	 whistle	 that	 had	 alarmed	 my
mother	and	myself	over	the	dead	captain's	money	was	once	more	clearly	audible
through	the	night,	but	 this	 time	twice	repeated.	I	had	thought	 it	 to	be	 the	blind
man's	trumpet,	so	to	speak,	summoning	his	crew	to	the	assault,	but	I	now	found
that	it	was	a	signal	from	the	hillside	towards	the	hamlet,	and	from	its	effect	upon
the	buccaneers,	a	signal	to	warn	them	of	approaching	danger.
"There's	Dirk	again,"	said	one.	"Twice!	We'll	have	to	budge,	mates."
"Budge,	you	skulk!"	cried	Pew.	"Dirk	was	a	fool	and	a	coward	from	the	first

—you	wouldn't	mind	him.	They	must	be	close	by;	 they	can't	be	 far;	you	have
your	hands	on	it.	Scatter	and	look	for	them,	dogs!	Oh,	shiver	my	soul,"	he	cried,
"if	 I	 had	 eyes!"	 This	 appeal	 seemed	 to	 produce	 some	 effect,	 for	 two	 of	 the
fellows	 began	 to	 look	 here	 and	 there	 among	 the	 lumber,	 but	 half-heartedly,	 I
thought,	 and	with	 half	 an	 eye	 to	 their	 own	 danger	 all	 the	 time,	while	 the	 rest
stood	irresolute	on	the	road.	"You	have	your	hands	on	thousands,	you	fools,	and
you	hang	a	leg!	You'd	be	as	rich	as	kings	if	you	could	find	it,	and	you	know	it's
here,	and	you	stand	there	skulking.	There	wasn't	one	of	you	dared	face	Bill,	and	I
did	 it—a	 blind	 man!	 And	 I'm	 to	 lose	 my	 chance	 for	 you!	 I'm	 to	 be	 a	 poor,
crawling	beggar,	sponging	for	rum,	when	I	might	be	rolling	 in	a	coach!	If	you
had	the	pluck	of	a	weevil	in	a	biscuit	you	would	catch	them	still."
"Hang	it,	Pew,	we've	got	the	doubloons!"	grumbled	one.
"They	 might	 have	 hid	 the	 blessed	 thing,"	 said	 another.	 "Take	 the	 Georges,

Pew,	and	don't	stand	here	squalling."
Squalling	was	the	word	for	it;	Pew's	anger	rose	so	high	at	these	objections	till

at	last,	his	passion	completely	taking	the	upper	hand,	he	struck	at	them	right	and



left	in	his	blindness	and	his	stick	sounded	heavily	on	more	than	one.
These,	 in	 their	 turn,	 cursed	 back	 at	 the	 blind	 miscreant,	 threatened	 him	 in

horrid	terms,	and	tried	in	vain	to	catch	the	stick	and	wrest	it	from	his	grasp.
This	quarrel	was	the	saving	of	us,	for	while	it	was	still	raging,	another	sound

came	 from	 the	 top	 of	 the	 hill	 on	 the	 side	 of	 the	 hamlet—the	 tramp	 of	 horses
galloping.	Almost	at	the	same	time	a	pistol-shot,	flash	and	report,	came	from	the
hedge	 side.	And	 that	was	 plainly	 the	 last	 signal	 of	 danger,	 for	 the	 buccaneers
turned	 at	 once	 and	 ran,	 separating	 in	 every	 direction,	 one	 seaward	 along	 the
cove,	one	slant	across	the	hill,	and	so	on,	so	that	in	half	a	minute	not	a	sign	of
them	remained	but	Pew.	Him	they	had	deserted,	whether	in	sheer	panic	or	out	of
revenge	for	his	 ill	words	and	blows	I	know	not;	but	 there	he	remained	behind,
tapping	 up	 and	 down	 the	 road	 in	 a	 frenzy,	 and	 groping	 and	 calling	 for	 his
comrades.	Finally	he	took	a	wrong	turn	and	ran	a	few	steps	past	me,	towards	the
hamlet,	 crying,	 "Johnny,	Black	Dog,	Dirk,"	and	other	names,	 "you	won't	 leave
old	Pew,	mates—not	old	Pew!"
Just	 then	 the	noise	of	horses	 topped	 the	rise,	and	four	or	five	riders	came	in

sight	in	the	moonlight	and	swept	at	full	gallop	down	the	slope.
At	this	Pew	saw	his	error,	turned	with	a	scream,	and	ran	straight	for	the	ditch,

into	which	he	rolled.	But	he	was	on	his	feet	again	in	a	second	and	made	another
dash,	now	utterly	bewildered,	right	under	the	nearest	of	the	coming	horses.
The	rider	tried	to	save	him,	but	in	vain.	Down	went	Pew	with	a	cry	that	rang

high	into	the	night;	and	the	four	hoofs	trampled	and	spurned	him	and	passed	by.
He	fell	on	his	side,	then	gently	collapsed	upon	his	face	and	moved	no	more.
I	 leaped	 to	my	feet	and	hailed	 the	 riders.	They	were	pulling	up,	at	any	 rate,

horrified	at	the	accident;	and	I	soon	saw	what	they	were.	One,	tailing	out	behind
the	rest,	was	a	lad	that	had	gone	from	the	hamlet	to	Dr.	Livesey's;	the	rest	were
revenue	officers,	whom	he	had	met	by	the	way,	and	with	whom	he	had	had	the
intelligence	to	return	at	once.	Some	news	of	the	lugger	in	Kitt's	Hole	had	found
its	way	to	Supervisor	Dance	and	set	him	forth	that	night	in	our	direction,	and	to
that	circumstance	my	mother	and	I	owed	our	preservation	from	death.
Pew	was	dead,	stone	dead.	As	for	my	mother,	when	we	had	carried	her	up	to

the	hamlet,	a	little	cold	water	and	salts	and	that	soon	brought	her	back	again,	and
she	was	none	the	worse	for	her	terror,	though	she	still	continued	to	deplore	the
balance	 of	 the	 money.	 In	 the	 meantime	 the	 supervisor	 rode	 on,	 as	 fast	 as	 he
could,	 to	Kitt's	Hole;	but	his	men	had	 to	dismount	and	grope	down	the	dingle,
leading,	 and	 sometimes	 supporting,	 their	 horses,	 and	 in	 continual	 fear	 of
ambushes;	so	it	was	no	great	matter	for	surprise	that	when	they	got	down	to	the
Hole	 the	 lugger	was	already	under	way,	 though	still	 close	 in.	He	hailed	her.	A
voice	replied,	telling	him	to	keep	out	of	the	moonlight	or	he	would	get	some	lead



in	him,	and	at	the	same	time	a	bullet	whistled	close	by	his	arm.	Soon	after,	the
lugger	 doubled	 the	 point	 and	 disappeared.	Mr.	 Dance	 stood	 there,	 as	 he	 said,
"like	a	fish	out	of	water,"	and	all	he	could	do	was	to	dispatch	a	man	to	B——to
warn	the	cutter.	"And	that,"	said	he,	"is	 just	about	as	good	as	nothing.	They've
got	off	clean,	and	 there's	an	end.	"Only,"	he	added,	"I'm	glad	 I	 trod	on	Master
Pew's	corns,"	for	by	this	time	he	had	heard	my	story.
I	went	back	with	him	to	the	Admiral	Benbow,	and	you	cannot	imagine	a	house

in	such	a	state	of	smash;	the	very	clock	had	been	thrown	down	by	these	fellows
in	 their	 furious	 hunt	 after	 my	 mother	 and	 myself;	 and	 though	 nothing	 had
actually	been	taken	away	except	the	captain's	money-bag	and	a	little	silver	from
the	till,	I	could	see	at	once	that	we	were	ruined.	Mr.	Dance	could	make	nothing
of	the	scene.
"They	 got	 the	money,	 you	 say?	Well,	 then,	 Hawkins,	 what	 in	 fortune	were

they	after?	More	money,	I	suppose?"
"No,	sir;	not	money,	I	think,"	replied	I.	"In	fact,	sir,	I	believe	I	have	the	thing

in	my	breast	pocket;	and	to	tell	you	the	truth,	I	should	like	to	get	it	put	in	safety."
"To	be	sure,	boy;	quite	right,"	said	he.	"I'll	take	it,	if	you	like."
"I	thought	perhaps	Dr.	Livesey—"	I	began.
"Perfectly	 right,"	he	 interrupted	very	 cheerily,	 "perfectly	 right—a	gentleman

and	a	magistrate.	And,	now	I	come	to	think	of	it,	I	might	as	well	ride	round	there
myself	and	report	to	him	or	squire.	Master	Pew's	dead,	when	all's	done;	not	that	I
regret	it,	but	he's	dead,	you	see,	and	people	will	make	it	out	against	an	officer	of
his	Majesty's	revenue,	if	make	it	out	they	can.	Now,	I'll	tell	you,	Hawkins,	if	you
like,	I'll	take	you	along."
I	thanked	him	heartily	for	the	offer,	and	we	walked	back	to	the	hamlet	where

the	horses	were.	By	the	time	I	had	told	mother	of	my	purpose	they	were	all	in	the
saddle.
"Dogger,"	 said	Mr.	Dance,	 "you	have	 a	 good	horse;	 take	up	 this	 lad	 behind

you."
As	soon	as	 I	was	mounted,	holding	on	 to	Dogger's	belt,	 the	supervisor	gave

the	word,	and	the	party	struck	out	at	a	bouncing	trot	on	the	road	to	Dr.	Livesey's
house.



Chapter		6
The	Captain's	Papers

We	rode	hard	all	the	way	till	we	drew	up	before	Dr.	Livesey's	door.	The	house
was	all	dark	to	the	front.
Mr.	Dance	told	me	to	jump	down	and	knock,	and	Dogger	gave	me	a	stirrup	to

descend	by.	The	door	was	opened	almost	at	once	by	the	maid.
"Is	Dr.	Livesey	in?"	I	asked.
No,	she	said,	he	had	come	home	in	the	afternoon	but	had	gone	up	to	the	hall	to

dine	 and	 pass	 the	 evening	 with	 the	 squire.	 "So	 there	 we	 go,	 boys,"	 said	Mr.
Dance.
This	 time,	as	 the	distance	was	short,	 I	did	not	mount,	but	 ran	with	Dogger's

stirrup-leather	 to	 the	 lodge	 gates	 and	 up	 the	 long,	 leafless,	moonlit	 avenue	 to
where	 the	white	 line	 of	 the	 hall	 buildings	 looked	 on	 either	 hand	 on	 great	 old
gardens.	 Here	 Mr.	 Dance	 dismounted,	 and	 taking	 me	 along	 with	 him,	 was
admitted	at	a	word	into	the	house.
The	 servant	 led	 us	 down	 a	matted	passage	 and	 showed	us	 at	 the	 end	 into	 a

great	library,	all	lined	with	bookcases	and	busts	upon	the	top	of	them,	where	the
squire	and	Dr.	Livesey	sat,	pipe	in	hand,	on	either	side	of	a	bright	fire.
I	had	never	seen	the	squire	so	near	at	hand.	He	was	a	tall	man,	over	six	feet

high,	 and	 broad	 in	 proportion,	 and	 he	 had	 a	 bluff,	 rough-and-ready	 face,	 all
roughened	and	reddened	and	lined	 in	his	 long	 travels.	His	eyebrows	were	very
black,	and	moved	readily,	and	this	gave	him	a	look	of	some	temper,	not	bad,	you
would	say,	but	quick	and	high.
"Come	in,	Mr.	Dance,"	says	he,	very	stately	and	condescending.
"Good	 evening,	Dance,"	 says	 the	 doctor	with	 a	 nod.	 "And	 good	 evening	 to

you,	 friend	 Jim.	What	 good	 wind	 brings	 you	 here?"	 The	 supervisor	 stood	 up
straight	and	stiff	and	told	his	story	like	a	lesson;	and	you	should	have	seen	how
the	two	gentlemen	leaned	forward	and	looked	at	each	other,	and	forgot	to	smoke
in	their	surprise	and	interest.	When	they	heard	how	my	mother	went	back	to	the
inn,	Dr.	Livesey	fairly	slapped	his	thigh,	and	the	squire	cried	"Bravo!"	and	broke
his	 long	pipe	 against	 the	grate.	Long	before	 it	was	done,	Mr.	Trelawney	 (that,
you	will	 remember,	was	 the	 squire's	 name)	 had	 got	 up	 from	 his	 seat	 and	was
striding	about	the	room,	and	the	doctor,	as	if	to	hear	the	better,	had	taken	off	his



powdered	 wig	 and	 sat	 there	 looking	 very	 strange	 indeed	 with	 his	 own	 close-
cropped	black	poll."
At	last	Mr.	Dance	finished	the	story.
"Mr.	Dance,"	said	the	squire,	"you	are	a	very	noble	fellow.	And	as	for	riding

down	 that	 black,	 atrocious	 miscreant,	 I	 regard	 it	 as	 an	 act	 of	 virtue,	 sir,	 like
stamping	on	a	cockroach.	This	lad	Hawkins	is	a	trump,	I	perceive.	Hawkins,	will
you	ring	that	bell?	Mr.	Dance	must	have	some	ale."
"And	so,	Jim,"	said	the	doctor,	"you	have	the	thing	that	they	were	after,	have

you?"
"Here	it	is,	sir,"	said	I,	and	gave	him	the	oilskin	packet.
The	 doctor	 looked	 it	 all	 over,	 as	 if	 his	 fingers	 were	 itching	 to	 open	 it;	 but

instead	of	doing	that,	he	put	it	quietly	in	the	pocket	of	his	coat.
"Squire,"	said	he,	"when	Dance	has	had	his	ale	he	must,	of	course,	be	off	on

his	Majesty's	service;	but	I	mean	to	keep	Jim	Hawkins	here	to	sleep	at	my	house,
and	with	your	permission,	I	propose	we	should	have	up	the	cold	pie	and	let	him
sup."
"As	you	will,	Livesey,"	said	the	squire;	"Hawkins	has	earned	better	than	cold

pie."
So	a	big	pigeon	pie	was	brought	in	and	put	on	a	sidetable,	and	I	made	a	hearty

supper,	 for	 I	 was	 as	 hungry	 as	 a	 hawk,	 while	 Mr.	 Dance	 was	 further
complimented	and	at	last	dismissed.
"And	now,	squire,"	said	the	doctor.
"And	now,	Livesey,"	said	the	squire	in	the	same	breath.
"One	at	a	time,	one	at	a	time,"	laughed	Dr.	Livesey.	"You	have	heard	of	this

Flint,	I	suppose?"
"Heard	 of	 him!"	 cried	 the	 squire.	 "Heard	 of	 him,	 you	 say!	 He	 was	 the

bloodthirstiest	 buccaneer	 that	 sailed.	 Blackbeard	 was	 a	 child	 to	 Flint.	 The
Spaniards	 were	 so	 prodigiously	 afraid	 of	 him	 that,	 I	 tell	 you,	 sir,	 I	 was
sometimes	proud	he	was	an	Englishman.	I've	seen	his	top-sails	with	these	eyes,
off	Trinidad,	and	the	cowardly	son	of	a	rum-puncheon	that	I	sailed	with	put	back
—put	back,	sir,	into	Port	of	Spain."
"Well,	I've	heard	of	him	myself,	in	England,"	said	the	doctor.	"But	the	point	is,

had	he	money?"
"Money!"	 cried	 the	 squire.	 "Have	 you	 heard	 the	 story?	 What	 were	 these

villains	after	but	money?	What	do	they	care	for	but	money?	For	what	would	they
risk	their	rascal	carcasses	but	money?"
"That	we	shall	soon	know,"	replied	the	doctor.	"But	you	are	so	confoundedly

hot-headed	and	exclamatory	that	I	cannot	get	a	word	in.	What	I	want	to	know	is
this:	Supposing	that	I	have	here	in	my	pocket	some	clue	to	where	Flint	buried	his



treasure,	will	that	treasure	amount	to	much?"
"Amount,	 sir!"	 cried	 the	 squire.	 "It	will	 amount	 to	 this:	 If	we	have	 the	 clue

you	talk	about,	I	fit	out	a	ship	in	Bristol	dock,	and	take	you	and	Hawkins	here
along,	and	I'll	have	that	treasure	if	I	search	a	year."
"Very	well,"	 said	 the	doctor.	 "Now,	 then,	 if	 Jim	 is	 agreeable,	we'll	 open	 the

packet";	and	he	laid	it	before	him	on	the	table.
The	bundle	was	 sewn	 together,	 and	 the	doctor	had	 to	get	out	his	 instrument

case	 and	 cut	 the	 stitches	with	his	medical	 scissors.	 It	 contained	 two	 things—a
book	and	a	sealed	paper.
"First	of	all	we'll	try	the	book,"	observed	the	doctor.
The	squire	and	I	were	both	peering	over	his	shoulder	as	he	opened	it,	for	Dr.

Livesey	had	kindly	motioned	me	to	come	round	from	the	side-table,	where	I	had
been	eating,	 to	enjoy	the	sport	of	 the	search.	On	the	first	page	there	were	only
some	scraps	of	writing,	 such	as	 a	man	with	a	pen	 in	his	hand	might	make	 for
idleness	 or	 practice.	 One	 was	 the	 same	 as	 the	 tattoo	 mark,	 "Billy	 Bones	 his
fancy";	then	there	was	"Mr.	W.	Bones,	mate,"	"No	more	rum,"	"Off	Palm	Key	he
got	itt,"	and	some	other	snatches,	mostly	single	words	and	unintelligible.	I	could
not	help	wondering	who	it	was	that	had	"got	itt,"	and	what	"itt"	was	that	he	got.
A	knife	in	his	back	as	like	as	not.
"Not	much	instruction	there,"	said	Dr.	Livesey	as	he	passed	on.
The	next	ten	or	twelve	pages	were	filled	with	a	curious	series	of	entries.	There

was	a	date	at	one	end	of	the	line	and	at	the	other	a	sum	of	money,	as	in	common
account-books,	 but	 instead	 of	 explanatory	 writing,	 only	 a	 varying	 number	 of
crosses	 between	 the	 two.	 On	 the	 12th	 of	 June,	 1745,	 for	 instance,	 a	 sum	 of
seventy	pounds	had	plainly	become	due	to	someone,	and	there	was	nothing	but
six	crosses	to	explain	the	cause.	In	a	few	cases,	to	be	sure,	the	name	of	a	place
would	be	added,	as	"Offe	Caraccas,"	or	a	mere	entry	of	latitude	and	longitude,	as
"62o	17'	20",	19o	2'	40"."
The	record	lasted	over	nearly	twenty	years,	the	amount	of	the	separate	entries

growing	larger	as	time	went	on,	and	at	the	end	a	grand	total	had	been	made	out
after	five	or	six	wrong	additions,	and	these	words	appended,	"Bones,	his	pile."
"I	can't	make	head	or	tail	of	this,"	said	Dr.	Livesey.
"The	thing	is	as	clear	as	noonday,"	cried	the	squire.	"This	is	the	black-hearted

hound's	account-book.	These	crosses	stand	for	the	names	of	ships	or	towns	that
they	sank	or	plundered.	The	sums	are	the	scoundrel's	share,	and	where	he	feared
an	ambiguity,	you	see	he	added	something	clearer.	'Offe	Caraccas,'	now;	you	see,
here	was	some	unhappy	vessel	boarded	off	 that	coast.	God	help	 the	poor	souls
that	manned	her—coral	long	ago."
"Right!"	 said	 the	 doctor.	 "See	 what	 it	 is	 to	 be	 a	 traveller.	 Right!	 And	 the



amounts	increase,	you	see,	as	he	rose	in	rank."
There	was	little	else	in	the	volume	but	a	few	bearings	of	places	noted	in	the

blank	 leaves	 towards	 the	 end	 and	 a	 table	 for	 reducing	 French,	 English,	 and
Spanish	moneys	to	a	common	value.
"Thrifty	man!"	cried	the	doctor.	"He	wasn't	the	one	to	be	cheated."
"And	now,"	said	the	squire,	"for	the	other."
The	paper	had	been	sealed	in	several	places	with	a	thimble	by	way	of	seal;	the

very	 thimble,	 perhaps,	 that	 I	 had	 found	 in	 the	 captain's	 pocket.	 The	 doctor
opened	 the	 seals	with	great	 care,	 and	 there	 fell	 out	 the	map	of	 an	 island,	with
latitude	and	longitude,	soundings,	names	of	hills	and	bays	and	inlets,	and	every
particular	 that	 would	 be	 needed	 to	 bring	 a	 ship	 to	 a	 safe	 anchorage	 upon	 its
shores.	It	was	about	nine	miles	long	and	five	across,	shaped,	you	might	say,	like
a	fat	dragon	standing	up,	and	had	two	fine	land-locked	harbours,	and	a	hill	in	the
centre	part	marked	"The	Spy-glass."	There	were	several	additions	of	a	later	date,
but	above	all,	three	crosses	of	red	ink—two	on	the	north	part	of	the	island,	one	in
the	 southwest—and	 beside	 this	 last,	 in	 the	 same	 red	 ink,	 and	 in	 a	 small,	 neat
hand,	very	different	from	the	captain's	tottery	characters,	these	words:	"Bulk	of
treasure	here."
Over	on	the	back	the	same	hand	had	written	this	further	information:

Tall	tree,	Spy-glass	shoulder,	bearing	a	point	to	the	N.	of	N.N.E.	Skeleton
Island	E.S.E.	and	by	E.
Ten	feet.
The	bar	silver	is	in	the	north	cache;	you	can	find	it	by	the	trend	of	the	east
hummock,	ten	fathoms
south	of	the	black	crag	with	the	face	on	it.	The	arms	are	easy	found,	in	the
sand-hill,	N.	point	of	north	inlet	cape,	bearing	E.	and	a	quarter	N.
J.F.

That	 was	 all;	 but	 brief	 as	 it	 was,	 and	 to	me	 incomprehensible,	 it	 filled	 the
squire	and	Dr.	Livesey	with	delight.
"Livesey,"	 said	 the	 squire,	 "you	will	 give	up	 this	wretched	practice	 at	 once.

Tomorrow	I	start	for	Bristol.	In	three	weeks'	time—three	weeks!—two	weeks—
ten	 days—we'll	 have	 the	 best	 ship,	 sir,	 and	 the	 choicest	 crew	 in	 England.
Hawkins	 shall	 come	 as	 cabin-boy.	You'll	make	 a	 famous	 cabin-boy,	Hawkins.
You,	 Livesey,	 are	 ship's	 doctor;	 I	 am	 admiral.	We'll	 take	 Redruth,	 Joyce,	 and
Hunter.	We'll	have	favourable	winds,	a	quick	passage,	and	not	the	least	difficulty
in	finding	the	spot,	and	money	to	eat,	to	roll	in,	to	play	duck	and	drake	with	ever
after."



"Trelawney,"	said	 the	doctor,	"I'll	go	with	you;	and	I'll	go	bail	 for	 it,	so	will
Jim,	and	be	a	credit	to	the	undertaking.	There's	only	one	man	I'm	afraid	of."
"And	who's	that?"	cried	the	squire.	"Name	the	dog,	sir!"
"You,"	 replied	 the	doctor;	"for	you	cannot	hold	your	 tongue.	We	are	not	 the

only	men	who	know	of	this	paper.	These	fellows	who	attacked	the	inn	tonight—
bold,	desperate	blades,	for	sure—and	the	rest	who	stayed	aboard	that	lugger,	and
more,	I	dare	say,	not	far	off,	are,	one	and	all,	through	thick	and	thin,	bound	that
they'll	get	that	money.	We	must	none	of	us	go	alone	till	we	get	to	sea.	Jim	and	I
shall	 stick	 together	 in	 the	meanwhile;	 you'll	 take	 Joyce	 and	Hunter	when	 you
ride	to	Bristol,	and	from	first	to	last,	not	one	of	us	must	breathe	a	word	of	what
we've	found."
"Livesey,"	 returned	 the	 squire,	 "you	 are	 always	 in	 the	 right	 of	 it.	 I'll	 be	 as

silent	as	the	grave."



Part	2
The	Sea	Cook



Chapter		1
I	Go	to	Bristol

It	was	longer	than	the	squire	imagined	ere	we	were	ready	for	the	sea,	and	none
of	our	first	plans—not	even	Dr.	Livesey's,	of	keeping	me	beside	him—could	be
carried	out	as	we	 intended.	The	doctor	had	 to	go	 to	London	for	a	physician	 to
take	charge	of	his	practice;	the	squire	was	hard	at	work	at	Bristol;	and	I	lived	on
at	 the	hall	under	 the	charge	of	old	Redruth,	 the	gamekeeper,	almost	a	prisoner,
but	full	of	sea-dreams	and	the	most	charming	anticipations	of	strange	islands	and
adventures.	I	brooded	by	the	hour	together	over	the	map,	all	the	details	of	which
I	well	remembered.	Sitting	by	the	fire	in	the	housekeeper's	room,	I	approached
that	island	in	my	fancy	from	every	possible	direction;	I	explored	every	acre	of	its
surface;	I	climbed	a	thousand	times	to	that	tall	hill	 they	call	 the	Spy-glass,	and
from	the	top	enjoyed	the	most	wonderful	and	changing	prospects.	Sometimes	the
isle	was	thick	with	savages,	with	whom	we	fought,	sometimes	full	of	dangerous
animals	that	hunted	us,	but	in	all	my	fancies	nothing	occurred	to	me	so	strange
and	tragic	as	our	actual	adventures.
So	the	weeks	passed	on,	till	one	fine	day	there	came	a	letter	addressed	to	Dr.

Livesey,	with	 this	addition,	"To	be	opened,	 in	 the	case	of	his	absence,	by	Tom
Redruth	or	young	Hawkins."	Obeying	this	order,	we	found,	or	rather	I	found—
for	the	gamekeeper	was	a	poor	hand	at	reading	anything	but	print—the	following
important	news:

Old	Anchor	Inn,	Bristol,	March	1,	17—
Dear	Livesey—As	I	do	not	know	whether	you	are	at	the	hall	or	still	in
London,	I	send	this	in	double	to	both	places.
The	ship	is	bought	and	fitted.	She	lies	at	anchor,	ready	for	sea.	You	never
imagined	a	sweeter	schooner—a	child	might	sail	her—two	hundred	tons;
name,	Hispaniola.
I	got	her	through	my	old	friend,	Blandly,	who	has	proved	himself
throughout	the	most	surprising	trump.	The	admirable	fellow	literally	slaved
in	my	interest,	and	so,	I	may	say,	did	everyone	in	Bristol,	as	soon	as	they
got	wind	of	the	port	we	sailed	for—treasure,	I	mean.



"Redruth,"	 said	 I,	 interrupting	 the	 letter,	 "Dr.	Livesey	will	not	 like	 that.	The
squire	has	been	talking,	after	all."
"Well,	 who's	 a	 better	 right?"	 growled	 the	 gamekeeper.	 "A	 pretty	 rum	 go	 if

squire	ain't	to	talk	for	Dr.	Livesey,	I	should	think."
At	that	I	gave	up	all	attempts	at	commentary	and	read	straight	on:

Blandly	himself	found	the	Hispaniola,	and	by	the	most	admirable
management	got	her	for	the	merest	trifle.	There	is	a	class	of	men	in	Bristol
monstrously	prejudiced	against	Blandly.	They	go	the	length	of	declaring
that	this	honest	creature	would	do	anything	for	money,	that	the	Hispaniola
belonged	to	him,	and	that	he	sold	it	me	absurdly	high—the	most	transparent
calumnies.	None	of	them	dare,	however,	to	deny	the	merits	of	the	ship.
Wo	far	there	was	not	a	hitch.	The	workpeople,	to	be	sure—riggers	and	what
not—were	most	annoyingly	slow;	but	time	cured	that.	It	was	the	crew	that
troubled	me.
I	wished	a	round	score	of	men—in	case	of	natives,	buccaneers,	or	the
odious	French—and	I	had	the	worry	of	the	deuce	itself	to	find	so	much	as
half	a	dozen,	till	the	most	remarkable	stroke	of	fortune	brought	me	the	very
man	that	I	required.
I	was	standing	on	the	dock,	when,	by	the	merest	accident,	I	fell	in	talk	with
him.	I	found	he	was	an	old	sailor,	kept	a	public-house,	knew	all	the
seafaring	men	in	Bristol,	had	lost	his	health	ashore,	and	wanted	a	good
berth	as	cook	to	get	to	sea	again.	He	had	hobbled	down	there	that	morning,
he	said,	to	get	a	smell	of	the	salt.
I	was	monstrously	touched—so	would	you	have	been—and,	out	of	pure
pity,	I	engaged	him	on	the	spot	to	be	ship's	cook.	Long	John	Silver,	he	is
called,	and	has	lost	a	leg;	but	that	I	regarded	as	a	recommendation,	since	he
lost	it	in	his	country's	service,	under	the	immortal	Hawke.	He	has	no
pension,	Livesey.	Imagine	the	abominable
age	we	live	in!
Well,	sir,	I	thought	I	had	only	found	a	cook,	but	it	was	a	crew	I	had
discovered.	Between	Silver	and	myself	we	got	together	in	a	few	days	a
company	of	the	toughest	old	salts	imaginable—not	pretty	to	look	at,	but
fellows,	by	their	faces,	of	the	most	indomitable	spirit.	I	declare	we	could
fight	a	frigate.	Long	John	even	got	rid	of	two	out	of	the	six	or	seven	I	had
already	engaged.	He	showed	me	in	a	moment	that	they	were	just	the	sort	of
fresh-water	swabs	we	had	to	fear	in	an	adventure	of
importance.
I	am	in	the	most	magnificent	health	and	spirits,	eating	like	a	bull,	sleeping



like	a	tree,	yet	I	shall	not	enjoy	a	moment	till	I	hear	my	old	tarpaulins
tramping	round	the	capstan.	Seaward,	ho!	Hang	the	treasure!	It's	the	glory
of	the	sea	that	has	turned	my	head.	So	now,	Livesey,	come	post;	do	not	lose
an	hour,	if	you	respect	me.
Let	young	Hawkins	go	at	once	to	see	his	mother,	with	Redruth	for	a	guard;
and	then	both	come	full	speed	to	Bristol.
John	Trelawney
Postscript—I	did	not	tell	you	that	Blandly,	who,	by	the	way,	is	to	send	a
consort	after	us	if	we	don't	turn	up	by	the	end	of	August,	had	found	an
admirable	fellow	for	sailing	master—a	stiff	man,	which	I	regret,	but	in	all
other	respects	a	treasure.	Long	John	Silver	unearthed	a	very	competent	man
for	a	mate,	a	man	named	Arrow.	I	have	a	boatswain	who	pipes,	Livesey;	so
things	shall	go	man-o'-war	fashion	on	board	the	good	ship	Hispaniola.
I	forgot	to	tell	you	that	Silver	is	a	man	of	substance;	I	know	of	my	own
knowledge	that	he	has	a	banker's	account,	which	has	never	been	overdrawn.
He	leaves	his	wife	to	manage	the	inn;	and	as	she	is	a	woman	of	colour,	a
pair	of	old	bachelors	like	you	and	I	may	be	excused	for	guessing	that	it	is
the	wife,	quite	as	much	as	the	health,	that	sends	him	back	to	roving.
J.	T.
P.P.S.—Hawkins	may	stay	one	night	with	his	mother.
J.	T.

You	can	fancy	the	excitement	into	which	that	letter	put	me.	I	was	half	beside
myself	with	 glee;	 and	 if	 ever	 I	 despised	 a	man,	 it	was	 old	Tom	Redruth,	who
could	do	nothing	but	grumble	and	lament.	Any	of	the	under-gamekeepers	would
gladly	have	changed	places	with	him;	but	such	was	not	the	squire's	pleasure,	and
the	 squire's	 pleasure	 was	 like	 law	 among	 them	 all.	 Nobody	 but	 old	 Redruth
would	have	dared	so	much	as	even	to	grumble.
The	next	morning	he	and	I	set	out	on	foot	for	the	Admiral	Benbow,	and	there	I

found	my	mother	in	good	health	and	spirits.	The	captain,	who	had	so	long	been	a
cause	of	so	much	discomfort,	was	gone	where	the	wicked	cease	from	troubling.
The	 squire	 had	 had	 everything	 repaired,	 and	 the	 public	 rooms	 and	 the	 sign
repainted,	 and	 had	 added	 some	 furniture—above	 all	 a	 beautiful	 armchair	 for
mother	 in	 the	 bar.	 He	 had	 found	 her	 a	 boy	 as	 an	 apprentice	 also	 so	 that	 she
should	not	want	help	while	I	was	gone.
It	was	on	seeing	that	boy	that	I	understood,	for	the	first	time,	my	situation.	I

had	 thought	 up	 to	 that	moment	 of	 the	 adventures	 before	me,	 not	 at	 all	 of	 the
home	that	I	was	leaving;	and	now,	at	sight	of	this	clumsy	stranger,	who	was	to
stay	 here	 in	my	 place	 beside	my	mother,	 I	 had	my	 first	 attack	 of	 tears.	 I	 am



afraid	I	led	that	boy	a	dog's	life,	for	as	he	was	new	to	the	work,	I	had	a	hundred
opportunities	of	setting	him	right	and	putting	him	down,	and	I	was	not	slow	to
profit	by	 them.	The	night	passed,	and	 the	next	day,	after	dinner,	Redruth	and	I
were	afoot	again	and	on	the	road.	I	said	good-bye	to	Mother	and	the	cove	where
I	had	lived	since	I	was	born,	and	the	dear	old	Admiral	Benbow—since	he	was
repainted,	no	longer	quite	so	dear.	One	of	my	last	 thoughts	was	of	 the	captain,
who	had	so	often	strode	along	the	beach	with	his	cocked	hat,	his	sabre-cut	cheek,
and	 his	 old	 brass	 telescope.	 Next	 moment	 we	 had	 turned	 the	 corner	 and	 my
home	was	out	of	sight.
The	mail	 picked	 us	 up	 about	 dusk	 at	 the	Royal	George	 on	 the	 heath.	 I	was

wedged	in	between	Redruth	and	a	stout	old	gentleman,	and	in	spite	of	the	swift
motion	and	the	cold	night	air,	I	must	have	dozed	a	great	deal	from	the	very	first,
and	 then	 slept	 like	 a	 log	 up	 hill	 and	 down	 dale	 through	 stage	 after	 stage,	 for
when	I	was	awakened	at	last	it	was	by	a	punch	in	the	ribs,	and	I	opened	my	eyes
to	find	that	we	were	standing	still	before	a	large	building	in	a	city	street	and	that
the	day	had	already	broken	a	long	time.
"Where	are	we?"	I	asked.
"Bristol,"	said	Tom.	"Get	down."
Mr.	 Trelawney	 had	 taken	 up	 his	 residence	 at	 an	 inn	 far	 down	 the	 docks	 to

superintend	 the	work	upon	the	schooner.	Thither	we	had	now	to	walk,	and	our
way,	to	my	great	delight,	lay	along	the	quays	and	beside	the	great	multitude	of
ships	of	all	sizes	and	rigs	and	nations.	In	one,	sailors	were	singing	at	their	work,
in	 another	 there	 were	 men	 aloft,	 high	 over	 my	 head,	 hanging	 to	 threads	 that
seemed	no	thicker	than	a	spider's.	Though	I	had	lived	by	the	shore	all	my	life,	I
seemed	never	to	have	been	near	the	sea	till	 then.	The	smell	of	tar	and	salt	was
something	new.	I	saw	the	most	wonderful	figureheads,	that	had	all	been	far	over
the	ocean.	I	saw,	besides,	many	old	sailors,	with	rings	in	their	ears,	and	whiskers
curled	in	ringlets,	and	tarry	pigtails,	and	their	swaggering,	clumsy	sea-walk;	and
if	I	had	seen	as	many	kings	or	archbishops	I	could	not	have	been	more	delighted.
And	I	was	going	to	sea	myself,	to	sea	in	a	schooner,	with	a	piping	boatswain

and	pig-tailed	singing	seamen,	to	sea,	bound	for	an	unknown	island,	and	to	seek
for	buried	treasure!
While	I	was	still	in	this	delightful	dream,	we	came	suddenly	in	front	of	a	large

inn	 and	met	 Squire	 Trelawney,	 all	 dressed	 out	 like	 a	 sea-officer,	 in	 stout	 blue
cloth,	coming	out	of	the	door	with	a	smile	on	his	face	and	a	capital	imitation	of	a
sailor's	walk.
"Here	you	are,"	he	cried,	"and	the	doctor	came	last	night	from	London.	Bravo!

The	ship's	company	complete!"
"Oh,	sir,"	cried	I,	"when	do	we	sail?"



"Sail!"	says	he.	"We	sail	tomorrow!"



Chapter		2
At	the	Sign	of	the	Spy-glass

When	 I	 had	 done	 breakfasting	 the	 squire	 gave	me	 a	 note	 addressed	 to	 John
Silver,	at	the	sign	of	the	Spy-glass,	and	told	me	I	should	easily	find	the	place	by
following	 the	 line	of	 the	docks	and	keeping	a	bright	 lookout	 for	a	 little	 tavern
with	a	 large	brass	 telescope	for	sign.	 I	 set	off,	overjoyed	at	 this	opportunity	 to
see	 some	 more	 of	 the	 ships	 and	 seamen,	 and	 picked	 my	 way	 among	 a	 great
crowd	of	people	and	carts	and	bales,	for	the	dock	was	now	at	its	busiest,	until	I
found	the	tavern	in	question.
It	 was	 a	 bright	 enough	 little	 place	 of	 entertainment.	 The	 sign	 was	 newly

painted;	the	windows	had	neat	red	curtains;	the	floor	was	cleanly	sanded.	There
was	a	street	on	each	side	and	an	open	door	on	both,	which	made	the	large,	low
room	pretty	clear	to	see	in,	in	spite	of	clouds	of	tobacco	smoke.
The	 customers	were	mostly	 seafaring	men,	 and	 they	 talked	 so	 loudly	 that	 I

hung	at	the	door,	almost	afraid	to	enter.
As	I	was	waiting,	a	man	came	out	of	a	side	room,	and	at	a	glance	I	was	sure

he	must	be	Long	John.	His	 left	 leg	was	cut	off	close	by	the	hip,	and	under	 the
left	 shoulder	 he	 carried	 a	 crutch,	which	he	managed	with	wonderful	 dexterity,
hopping	about	upon	it	like	a	bird.	He	was	very	tall	and	strong,	with	a	face	as	big
as	a	ham—plain	and	pale,	but	intelligent	and	smiling.	Indeed,	he	seemed	in	the
most	 cheerful	 spirits,	 whistling	 as	 he	 moved	 about	 among	 the	 tables,	 with	 a
merry	word	or	a	slap	on	the	shoulder	for	the	more	favoured	of	his	guests.
Now,	to	tell	you	the	truth,	from	the	very	first	mention	of	Long	John	in	Squire

Trelawney's	 letter	 I	had	 taken	a	 fear	 in	my	mind	 that	he	might	prove	 to	be	 the
very	one-legged	sailor	whom	I	had	watched	for	so	long	at	the	old	Benbow.	But
one	 look	at	 the	man	before	me	was	enough.	 I	had	seen	 the	captain,	and	Black
Dog,	and	the	blind	man,	Pew,	and	I	thought	I	knew	what	a	buccaneer	was	like—
a	very	different	creature,	according	to	me,	from	this	clean	and	pleasant-tempered
landlord.
I	plucked	up	courage	at	once,	crossed	the	threshold,	and	walked	right	up	to	the

man	where	he	stood,	propped	on	his	crutch,	talking	to	a	customer.
"Mr.	Silver,	sir?"	I	asked,	holding	out	the	note.
"Yes,	my	lad,"	said	he;	"such	is	my	name,	to	be	sure.	And	who	may	you	be?"



And	then	as	he	saw	the	squire's	letter,	he	seemed	to	me	to	give	something	almost
like	a	start.
"Oh!"	 said	 he,	 quite	 loud,	 and	 offering	 his	 hand.	 "I	 see.	 You	 are	 our	 new

cabin-boy;	pleased	I	am	to	see	you."
And	he	took	my	hand	in	his	large	firm	grasp.
Just	then	one	of	the	customers	at	the	far	side	rose	suddenly	and	made	for	the

door.	It	was	close	by	him,	and	he	was	out	in	the	street	in	a	moment.	But	his	hurry
had	attracted	my	notice,	and	I	recognized	him	at	glance.	It	was	the	tallow-faced
man,	wanting	two	fingers,	who	had	come	first	to	the	Admiral	Benbow.
"Oh,"	I	cried,	"stop	him!	It's	Black	Dog!"
"I	 don't	 care	 two	 coppers	 who	 he	 is,"	 cried	 Silver.	 "But	 he	 hasn't	 paid	 his

score.	Harry,	run	and	catch	him."
One	of	the	others	who	was	nearest	the	door	leaped	up	and	started	in	pursuit.
"If	 he	were	Admiral	Hawke	 he	 shall	 pay	 his	 score,"	 cried	 Silver;	 and	 then,

relinquishing	my	hand,	"Who	did	you	say	he	was?"	he	asked.	"Black	what?"
"Dog,	sir,"	said	I.	Has	Mr.	Trelawney	not	told	you	of	the	buccaneers?	He	was

one	of	them."
"So?"	 cried	 Silver.	 "In	 my	 house!	 Ben,	 run	 and	 help	 Harry.	 One	 of	 those

swabs,	was	he?	Was	that	you	drinking	with	him,	Morgan?	Step	up	here."
The	 man	 whom	 he	 called	 Morgan—an	 old,	 grey-haired,	 mahogany-faced

sailor—came	forward	pretty	sheepishly,	rolling	his	quid.
"Now,	Morgan,"	said	Long	John	very	sternly,	"you	never	clapped	your	eyes	on

that	Black—Black	Dog	before,	did	you,	now?"
"Not	I,	sir,"	said	Morgan	with	a	salute.
"You	didn't	know	his	name,	did	you?"
"No,	sir."
"By	the	powers,	Tom	Morgan,	it's	as	good	for	you!"	exclaimed	the	landlord.

"If	 you	 had	 been	 mixed	 up	 with	 the	 like	 of	 that,	 you	 would	 never	 have	 put
another	foot	in	my	house,	you	may	lay	to	that.	And	what	was	he	saying	to	you?"
"I	don't	rightly	know,	sir,"	answered	Morgan.
"Do	 you	 call	 that	 a	 head	 on	 your	 shoulders,	 or	 a	 blessed	 dead-eye?"	 cried

Long	John.	"Don't	rightly	know,	don't	you!	Perhaps	you	don't	happen	to	rightly
know	who	 you	was	 speaking	 to,	 perhaps?	Come,	 now,	what	was	 he	 jawing—
v'yages,	cap'ns,	ships?	Pipe	up!	What	was	it?"
"We	was	a-talkin'	of	keel-hauling,"	answered	Morgan.
"Keel-hauling,	was	you?	And	a	mighty	suitable	thing,	too,	and	you	may	lay	to

that.	Get	back	to	your	place	for	a	lubber,	Tom."
And	 then,	 as	 Morgan	 rolled	 back	 to	 his	 seat,	 Silver	 added	 to	 me	 in	 a

confidential	whisper	that	was	very	flattering,	as	I	thought,	"He's	quite	an	honest



man,	Tom	Morgan,	on'y	stupid.	And	now,"	he	ran	on	again,	aloud,	"let's	see—
Black	Dog?	No,	I	don't	know	the	name,	not	I.	Yet	I	kind	of	think	I've—yes,	I've
seen	the	swab.	He	used	to	come	here	with	a	blind	beggar,	he	used."
"That	he	did,	you	may	be	sure,"	said	I.	"I	knew	that	blind	man	too.	His	name

was	Pew."
"It	 was!"	 cried	 Silver,	 now	 quite	 excited.	 "Pew!	 That	 were	 his	 name	 for

certain.	Ah,	 he	 looked	 a	 shark,	 he	 did!	 If	we	 run	 down	 this	Black	Dog,	 now,
there'll	 be	 news	 for	 Cap'n	 Trelawney!	 Ben's	 a	 good	 runner;	 few	 seamen	 run
better	 than	Ben.	He	should	run	him	down,	hand	over	hand,	by	 the	powers!	He
talked	o'	keel-hauling,	did	he?	I'll	keel-haul	him!"
All	the	time	he	was	jerking	out	these	phrases	he	was	stumping	up	and	down

the	tavern	on	his	crutch,	slapping	tables	with	his	hand,	and	giving	such	a	show	of
excitement	 as	 would	 have	 convinced	 an	 Old	 Bailey	 judge	 or	 a	 Bow	 Street
runner.	My	suspicions	had	been	thoroughly	reawakened	on	finding	Black	Dog	at
the	Spy-glass,	and	I	watched	 the	cook	narrowly.	But	he	was	 too	deep,	and	 too
ready,	and	too	clever	for	me,	and	by	the	time	the	two	men	had	come	back	out	of
breath	and	confessed	 that	 they	had	 lost	 the	 track	 in	a	crowd,	and	been	scolded
like	thieves,	I	would	have	gone	bail	for	the	innocence	of	Long	John	Silver.
"See	here,	now,	Hawkins,"	said	he,	"here's	a	blessed	hard	thing	on	a	man	like

me,	now,	ain't	it?	There's	Cap'n	Trelawney—what's	he	to	think?	Here	I	have	this
confounded	 son	 of	 a	Dutchman	 sitting	 in	my	 own	 house	 drinking	 of	my	 own
rum!	Here	you	comes	and	tells	me	of	it	plain;	and	here	I	let	him	give	us	all	the
slip	 before	my	blessed	 deadlights!	Now,	Hawkins,	 you	do	me	 justice	with	 the
cap'n.	You're	a	lad,	you	are,	but	you're	as	smart	as	paint.	I	see	that	when	you	first
come	 in.	Now,	 here	 it	 is:	What	 could	 I	 do,	with	 this	 old	 timber	 I	 hobble	 on?
When	 I	was	 an	A	B	master	mariner	 I'd	 have	 come	up	 alongside	 of	 him,	 hand
over	hand,	and	broached	him	to	in	a	brace	of	old	shakes,	I	would;	but	now—"
And	then,	all	of	a	sudden,	he	stopped,	and	his	jaw	dropped	as	though	he	had

remembered	something.
"The	score!"	he	burst	out.	 "Three	goes	o'	 rum!	Why,	shiver	my	 timbers,	 if	 I

hadn't	forgotten	my	score!"
And	falling	on	a	bench,	he	laughed	until	the	tears	ran	down	his	cheeks.	I	could

not	help	joining,	and	we	laughed	together,	peal	after	peal,	until	 the	tavern	rang
again.
"Why,	what	a	precious	old	sea-calf	I	am!"	he	said	at	last,	wiping	his	cheeks.

"You	and	me	should	get	on	well,	Hawkins,	for	I'll	take	my	davy	I	should	be	rated
ship's	boy.	But	come	now,	stand	by	to	go	about.	This	won't	do.	Dooty	is	dooty,
messmates.	 I'll	 put	 on	 my	 old	 cockerel	 hat,	 and	 step	 along	 of	 you	 to	 Cap'n
Trelawney,	and	report	this	here	affair.	For	mind	you,	it's	serious,	young	Hawkins;



and	neither	you	nor	me's	come	out	of	it	with	what	I	should	make	so	bold	as	to
call	credit.	Nor	you	neither,	says	you;	not	smart—none	of	the	pair	of	us	smart.
But	dash	my	buttons!	That	was	a	good	un	about	my	score."
And	he	began	to	laugh	again,	and	that	so	heartily,	that	though	I	did	not	see	the

joke	as	he	did,	I	was	again	obliged	to	join	him	in	his	mirth.
On	 our	 little	 walk	 along	 the	 quays,	 he	 made	 himself	 the	 most	 interesting

companion,	 telling	 me	 about	 the	 different	 ships	 that	 we	 passed	 by,	 their	 rig,
tonnage,	and	nationality,	explaining	the	work	that	was	going	forward—how	one
was	discharging,	another	taking	in	cargo,	and	a	third	making	ready	for	sea—and
every	 now	 and	 then	 telling	 me	 some	 little	 anecdote	 of	 ships	 or	 seamen	 or
repeating	a	nautical	phrase	till	I	had	learned	it	perfectly.	I	began	to	see	that	here
was	one	of	the	best	of	possible	shipmates.
When	 we	 got	 to	 the	 inn,	 the	 squire	 and	 Dr.	 Livesey	 were	 seated	 together,

finishing	 a	 quart	 of	 ale	 with	 a	 toast	 in	 it,	 before	 they	 should	 go	 aboard	 the
schooner	on	a	visit	of	inspection.
Long	John	told	the	story	from	first	to	last,	with	a	great	deal	of	spirit	and	the

most	perfect	truth.	"That	was	how	it	were,	now,	weren't	it,	Hawkins?"	he	would
say,	now	and	again,	and	I	could	always	bear	him	entirely	out.
The	two	gentlemen	regretted	that	Black	Dog	had	got	away,	but	we	all	agreed

there	was	nothing	to	be	done,	and	after	he	had	been	complimented,	Long	John
took	up	his	crutch	and	departed.
"All	hands	aboard	by	four	this	afternoon,"	shouted	the	squire	after	him.
"Aye,	aye,	sir,"	cried	the	cook,	in	the	passage.
"Well,	squire,"	said	Dr.	Livesey,	"I	don't	put	much	faith	in	your	discoveries,	as

a	general	thing;	but	I	will	say	this,	John	Silver	suits	me."
"The	man's	a	perfect	trump,"	declared	the	squire.
"And	now,"	added	the	doctor,	"Jim	may	come	on	board	with	us,	may	he	not?"
"To	be	sure	he	may,"	says	squire.	"Take	your	hat,	Hawkins,	and	we'll	see	the

ship."



Chapter		3
Powder	and	Arms

The	 Hispaniola	 lay	 some	 way	 out,	 and	 we	 went	 under	 the	 figureheads	 and
round	 the	 sterns	 of	 many	 other	 ships,	 and	 their	 cables	 sometimes	 grated
underneath	our	keel,	and	sometimes	swung	above	us.	At	 last,	however,	we	got
alongside,	 and	 were	 met	 and	 saluted	 as	 we	 stepped	 aboard	 by	 the	 mate,	 Mr.
Arrow,	 a	 brown	 old	 sailor	 with	 earrings	 in	 his	 ears	 and	 a	 squint.	 He	 and	 the
squire	were	very	thick	and	friendly,	but	I	soon	observed	that	things	were	not	the
same	between	Mr.	Trelawney	and	the	captain.
This	 last	 was	 a	 sharp-looking	 man	 who	 seemed	 angry	 with	 everything	 on

board	and	was	soon	 to	 tell	us	why,	 for	we	had	hardly	got	down	 into	 the	cabin
when	a	sailor	followed	us.
"Captain	Smollett,	sir,	axing	to	speak	with	you,"	said	he.
"I	am	always	at	the	captain's	orders.	Show	him	in,"	said	the	squire.
The	captain,	who	was	close	behind	his	messenger,	entered	at	once	and	shut	the

door	behind	him.
"Well,	Captain	Smollett,	what	have	you	to	say?	All	well,	I	hope;	all	shipshape

and	seaworthy?"
"Well,	sir,"	said	the	captain,	"better	speak	plain,	I	believe,	even	at	the	risk	of

offence.	I	don't	like	this	cruise;	I	don't	like	the	men;	and	I	don't	like	my	officer.
That's	short	and	sweet."
"Perhaps,	 sir,	 you	 don't	 like	 the	 ship?"	 inquired	 the	 squire,	 very	 angry,	 as	 I

could	see.
"I	can't	speak	as	to	that,	sir,	not	having	seen	her	tried,"	said	the	captain.	"She

seems	 a	 clever	 craft;	 more	 I	 can't	 say."	 "Possibly,	 sir,	 you	may	 not	 like	 your
employer,	either?"	says	the	squire.
But	here	Dr.	Livesey	cut	in.
"Stay	 a	 bit,"	 said	 he,	 "stay	 a	 bit.	 No	 use	 of	 such	 questions	 as	 that	 but	 to

produce	ill	feeling.	The	captain	has	said	too	much	or	he	has	said	too	little,	and
I'm	bound	to	say	that	I	require	an	explanation	of	his	words.	You	don't,	you	say,
like	this	cruise.	Now,	why?"
"I	was	 engaged,	 sir,	 on	what	we	 call	 sealed	orders,	 to	 sail	 this	 ship	 for	 that

gentleman	where	he	should	bid	me,"	said	the	captain.	"So	far	so	good.	But	now	I



find	that	every	man	before	the	mast	knows	more	than	I	do.	I	don't	call	that	fair,
now,	do	you?"
"No,"	said	Dr.	Livesey,	"I	don't."
"Next,"	said	the	captain,	"I	learn	we	are	going	after	treasure—hear	it	from	my

own	 hands,	 mind	 you.	 Now,	 treasure	 is	 ticklish	 work;	 I	 don't	 like	 treasure
voyages	on	any	account,	and	I	don't	 like	 them,	above	all,	when	 they	are	secret
and	when	(begging	your	pardon,	Mr.	Trelawney)	the	secret	has	been	told	to	the
parrot."
"Silver's	parrot?"	asked	the	squire.
"It's	 a	 way	 of	 speaking,"	 said	 the	 captain.	 "Blabbed,	 I	mean.	 It's	my	 belief

neither	of	you	gentlemen	know	what	you	are	about,	but	I'll	tell	you	my	way	of	it
—life	or	death,	and	a	close	run."
"That	is	all	clear,	and,	I	dare	say,	true	enough,"	replied	Dr.	Livesey.	"We	take

the	risk,	but	we	are	not	so	 ignorant	as	you	believe	us.	Next,	you	say	you	don't
like	the	crew.	Are	they	not	good	seamen?"
"I	don't	like	them,	sir,"	returned	Captain	Smollett.	"And	I	think	I	should	have

had	the	choosing	of	my	own	hands,	if	you	go	to	that."
"Perhaps	 you	 should,"	 replied	 the	 doctor.	 "My	 friend	 should,	 perhaps,	 have

taken	you	along	with	him;	but	the	slight,	if	there	be	one,	was	unintentional.	And
you	don't	like	Mr.	Arrow?"
"I	don't,	sir.	I	believe	he's	a	good	seaman,	but	he's	too	free	with	the	crew	to	be

a	good	officer.	A	mate	should	keep	himself	to	himself—shouldn't	drink	with	the
men	before	the	mast!"
"Do	you	mean	he	drinks?"	cried	the	squire.
"No,	sir,"	replied	the	captain,	"only	that	he's	too	familiar."
"Well,	now,	and	the	short	and	long	of	it,	captain?"	asked	the	doctor.	"Tell	us

what	you	want."
"Well,	gentlemen,	are	you	determined	to	go	on	this	cruise?"
"Like	iron,"	answered	the	squire.
"Very	 good,"	 said	 the	 captain.	 "Then,	 as	 you've	 heard	 me	 very	 patiently,

saying	things	that	I	could	not	prove,	hear	me	a	few	words	more.	They	are	putting
the	powder	and	the	arms	in	the	fore	hold.	Now,	you	have	a	good	place	under	the
cabin;	why	not	put	them	there?—first	point.	Then,	you	are	bringing	four	of	your
own	people	with	you,	and	they	tell	me	some	of	them	are	to	be	berthed	forward.
Why	not	give	them	the	berths	here	beside	the	cabin?—second	point."
"Any	more?"	asked	Mr.	Trelawney.
"One	more,"	said	the	captain.	"There's	been	too	much	blabbing	already."
"Far	too	much,"	agreed	the	doctor.
"I'll	 tell	 you	what	 I've	heard	myself,"	 continued	Captain	Smollett:	 "that	 you



have	a	map	of	an	island,	that	there's	crosses	on	the	map	to	show	where	treasure
is,	 and	 that	 the	 island	 lies—"	 And	 then	 he	 named	 the	 latitude	 and	 longitude
exactly.
"I	never	told	that,"	cried	the	squire,	"to	a	soul!"
"The	hands	know	it,	sir,"	returned	the	captain.
"Livesey,	that	must	have	been	you	or	Hawkins,"	cried	the	squire.
"It	doesn't	much	matter	who	it	was,"	replied	the	doctor.	And	I	could	see	that

neither	 he	 nor	 the	 captain	 paid	much	 regard	 to	Mr.	 Trelawney's	 protestations.
Neither	did	I,	 to	be	sure,	he	was	so	loose	a	 talker;	yet	 in	 this	case	I	believe	he
was	really	right	and	that	nobody	had	told	the	situation	of	the	island.
"Well,	gentlemen,"	continued	the	captain,	"I	don't	know	who	has	this	map;	but

I	make	it	a	point,	it	shall	be	kept	secret	even	from	me	and	Mr.	Arrow.	Otherwise
I	would	ask	you	to	let	me	resign."
"I	see,"	said	the	doctor.	"You	wish	us	to	keep	this	matter	dark	and	to	make	a

garrison	of	the	stern	part	of	the	ship,	manned	with	my	friend's	own	people,	and
provided	 with	 all	 the	 arms	 and	 powder	 on	 board.	 In	 other	 words,	 you	 fear	 a
mutiny."
"Sir,"	 said	Captain	Smollett,	 "with	no	 intention	 to	 take	offence,	 I	deny	your

right	to	put	words	into	my	mouth.	No	captain,	sir,	would	be	justified	in	going	to
sea	at	all	if	he	had	ground	enough	to	say	that.	As	for	Mr.	Arrow,	I	believe	him
thoroughly	honest;	some	of	the	men	are	the	same;	all	may	be	for	what	I	know.
But	I	am	responsible	for	the	ship's	safety	and	the	life	of	every	man	Jack	aboard
of	her.	I	see	things	going,	as	I	think,	not	quite	right.	And	I	ask	you	to	take	certain
precautions	or	let	me	resign	my	berth.	And	that's	all."
"Captain	Smollett,"	began	the	doctor	with	a	smile,	"did	ever	you	hear	the	fable

of	the	mountain	and	the	mouse?	You'll	excuse	me,	I	dare	say,	but	you	remind	me
of	 that	 fable.	When	you	came	 in	here,	 I'll	 stake	my	wig,	you	meant	more	 than
this."
"Doctor,"	said	the	captain,	"you	are	smart.	When	I	came	in	here	I	meant	to	get

discharged.	I	had	no	thought	that	Mr.	Trelawney	would	hear	a	word."
"No	more	 I	 would,"	 cried	 the	 squire.	 "Had	 Livesey	 not	 been	 here	 I	 should

have	seen	you	to	the	deuce.	As	it	is,	I	have	heard	you.	I	will	do	as	you	desire,	but
I	think	the	worse	of	you."
"That's	as	you	please,	sir,"	said	the	captain.	"You'll	find	I	do	my	duty."
And	with	that	he	took	his	leave.
"Trelawney,"	said	the	doctor,	"contrary	to	all	my	notions,	I	believed	you	have

managed	to	get	two	honest	men	on	board	with	you—that	man	and	John	Silver."
"Silver,	 if	 you	 like,"	 cried	 the	 squire;	 "but	 as	 for	 that	 intolerable	 humbug,	 I

declare	I	think	his	conduct	unmanly,	unsailorly,	and	downright	un-English."



"Well,"	says	the	doctor,	"we	shall	see."
When	we	came	on	deck,	the	men	had	begun	already	to	take	out	the	arms	and

powder,	 yo-ho-ing	 at	 their	 work,	 while	 the	 captain	 and	 Mr.	 Arrow	 stood	 by
superintending.
The	new	arrangement	was	quite	 to	my	liking.	The	whole	schooner	had	been

overhauled;	six	berths	had	been	made	astern	out	of	what	had	been	the	after-part
of	 the	 main	 hold;	 and	 this	 set	 of	 cabins	 was	 only	 joined	 to	 the	 galley	 and
forecastle	by	a	sparred	passage	on	the	port	side.	It	had	been	originally	meant	that
the	captain,	Mr.	Arrow,	Hunter,	Joyce,	the	doctor,	and	the	squire	were	to	occupy
these	six	berths.	Now	Redruth	and	I	were	to	get	two	of	them	and	Mr.	Arrow	and
the	captain	were	to	sleep	on	deck	in	the	companion,	which	had	been	enlarged	on
each	 side	 till	 you	might	 almost	 have	 called	 it	 a	 round-house.	Very	 low	 it	was
still,	of	course;	but	there	was	room	to	swing	two	hammocks,	and	even	the	mate
seemed	pleased	with	the	arrangement.	Even	he,	perhaps,	had	been	doubtful	as	to
the	crew,	but	that	is	only	guess,	for	as	you	shall	hear,	we	had	not	long	the	benefit
of	his	opinion.
We	were	all	hard	at	work,	changing	the	powder	and	the	berths,	when	the	last

man	or	two,	and	Long	John	along	with	them,	came	off	in	a	shore-boat.
The	cook	came	up	 the	side	 like	a	monkey	 for	cleverness,	and	as	soon	as	he

saw	what	was	doing,	"So	ho,	mates!"	says	he.	"What's	this?"
"We're	a-changing	of	the	powder,	Jack,"	answers	one.
"Why,	 by	 the	 powers,"	 cried	 Long	 John,	 "if	we	 do,	we'll	miss	 the	morning

tide!"
"My	orders!"	 said	 the	 captain	 shortly.	 "You	may	 go	 below,	my	man.	Hands

will	want	supper."
"Aye,	aye,	sir,"	answered	the	cook,	and	touching	his	forelock,	he	disappeared

at	 once	 in	 the	 direction	 of	 his	 galley.	 "That's	 a	 good	 man,	 captain,"	 said	 the
doctor.
"Very	 likely,	 sir,"	 replied	Captain	Smollett.	 "Easy	with	 that,	men—easy,"	he

ran	 on,	 to	 the	 fellows	 who	 were	 shifting	 the	 powder;	 and	 then	 suddenly
observing	 me	 examining	 the	 swivel	 we	 carried	 amidships,	 a	 long	 brass	 nine,
"Here	you,	ship's	boy,"	he	cried,	"out	o'	 that!	Off	with	you	to	the	cook	and	get
some	work."
And	then	as	I	was	hurrying	off	I	heard	him	say,	quite	loudly,	to	the	doctor,	"I'll

have	no	favourites	on	my	ship."	I	assure	you	I	was	quite	of	the	squire's	way	of
thinking,	and	hated	the	captain	deeply.



Chapter		4
The	Voyage

All	that	night	we	were	in	a	great	bustle	getting	things	stowed	in	their	place,	and
boatfuls	of	the	squire's	friends,	Mr.	Blandly	and	the	like,	coming	off	to	wish	him
a	good	voyage	and	a	safe	return.	We	never	had	a	night	at	the	Admiral	Benbow
when	 I	had	half	 the	work;	 and	 I	was	dog-tired	when,	 a	 little	before	dawn,	 the
boatswain	sounded	his	pipe	and	the	crew	began	to	man	the	capstan-bars.	I	might
have	been	twice	as	weary,	yet	I	would	not	have	left	the	deck,	all	was	so	new	and
interesting	 to	me—the	brief	 commands,	 the	 shrill	 note	of	 the	whistle,	 the	men
bustling	to	their	places	in	the	glimmer	of	the	ship's	lanterns.
"Now,	Barbecue,	tip	us	a	stave,"	cried	one	voice.
"The	old	one,"	cried	another.
"Aye,	 aye,	 mates,"	 said	 Long	 John,	 who	 was	 standing	 by,	 with	 his	 crutch

under	his	arm,	and	at	once	broke	out	in	the	air	and	words	I	knew	so	well:
"Fifteen	men	on	the	dead	man's	chest—"
And	then	the	whole	crew	bore	chorus:—
"Yo-ho-ho,	and	a	bottle	of	rum!"
And	at	the	third	"Ho!"	drove	the	bars	before	them	with	a	will.
Even	at	that	exciting	moment	it	carried	me	back	to	the	old	Admiral	Benbow	in

a	second,	and	I	seemed	to	hear	the	voice	of	the	captain	piping	in	the	chorus.	But
soon	the	anchor	was	short	up;	soon	it	was	hanging	dripping	at	the	bows;	soon	the
sails	began	to	draw,	and	the	land	and	shipping	to	flit	by	on	either	side;	and	before
I	 could	 lie	 down	 to	 snatch	 an	 hour	 of	 slumber	 the	 Hispaniola	 had	 begun	 her
voyage	to	the	Isle	of	Treasure.
I	 am	not	going	 to	 relate	 that	 voyage	 in	detail.	 It	was	 fairly	prosperous.	The

ship	proved	 to	be	a	good	ship,	 the	crew	were	capable	seamen,	and	 the	captain
thoroughly	understood	his	business.	But	before	we	came	the	length	of	Treasure
Island,	two	or	three	things	had	happened	which	require	to	be	known.
Mr.	Arrow,	first	of	all,	turned	out	even	worse	than	the	captain	had	feared.	He

had	no	command	among	 the	men,	and	people	did	what	 they	pleased	with	him.
But	that	was	by	no	means	the	worst	of	it,	for	after	a	day	or	two	at	sea	he	began	to
appear	on	deck	with	hazy	eye,	red	cheeks,	stuttering	tongue,	and	other	marks	of
drunkenness.	Time	after	 time	he	was	ordered	below	in	disgrace.	Sometimes	he



fell	and	cut	himself;	sometimes	he	lay	all	day	long	in	his	little	bunk	at	one	side
of	 the	 companion;	 sometimes	 for	 a	 day	 or	 two	 he	would	 be	 almost	 sober	 and
attend	to	his	work	at	least	passably.
In	the	meantime,	we	could	never	make	out	where	he	got	the	drink.	That	was

the	 ship's	mystery.	Watch	him	as	we	pleased,	we	could	do	nothing	 to	 solve	 it;
and	when	we	asked	him	to	his	face,	he	would	only	laugh	if	he	were	drunk,	and	if
he	were	sober	deny	solemnly	that	he	ever	tasted	anything	but	water.
He	was	not	only	useless	as	an	officer	and	a	bad	influence	amongst	 the	men,

but	 it	was	plain	 that	 at	 this	 rate	he	must	 soon	kill	 himself	outright,	 so	nobody
was	much	 surprised,	nor	very	 sorry,	when	one	dark	night,	with	 a	head	 sea,	he
disappeared	entirely	and	was	seen	no	more.
"Overboard!"	 said	 the	 captain.	 "Well,	 gentlemen,	 that	 saves	 the	 trouble	 of

putting	him	in	irons."
But	there	we	were,	without	a	mate;	and	it	was	necessary,	of	course,	to	advance

one	of	the	men.	The	boatswain,	Job	Anderson,	was	the	likeliest	man	aboard,	and
though	 he	 kept	 his	 old	 title,	 he	 served	 in	 a	 way	 as	mate.	Mr.	 Trelawney	 had
followed	the	sea,	and	his	knowledge	made	him	very	useful,	for	he	often	took	a
watch	himself	 in	easy	weather.	And	the	coxswain,	 Israel	Hands,	was	a	careful,
wily,	 old,	 experienced	 seaman	 who	 could	 be	 trusted	 at	 a	 pinch	 with	 almost
anything.
He	was	a	great	confidant	of	Long	John	Silver,	and	so	the	mention	of	his	name

leads	me	on	to	speak	of	our	ship's	cook,	Barbecue,	as	the	men	called	him.
Aboard	ship	he	carried	his	crutch	by	a	 lanyard	round	his	neck,	 to	have	both

hands	 as	 free	 as	 possible.	 It	was	 something	 to	 see	 him	wedge	 the	 foot	 of	 the
crutch	against	a	bulkhead,	and	propped	against	it,	yielding	to	every	movement	of
the	 ship,	 get	 on	with	his	 cooking	 like	 someone	 safe	 ashore.	Still	more	 strange
was	it	to	see	him	in	the	heaviest	of	weather	cross	the	deck.	He	had	a	line	or	two
rigged	up	to	help	him	across	the	widest	spaces—Long	John's	earrings,	they	were
called;	 and	 he	 would	 hand	 himself	 from	 one	 place	 to	 another,	 now	 using	 the
crutch,	now	trailing	it	alongside	by	the	lanyard,	as	quickly	as	another	man	could
walk.	Yet	some	of	the	men	who	had	sailed	with	him	before	expressed	their	pity
to	see	him	so	reduced.
"He's	 no	 common	man,	Barbecue,"	 said	 the	 coxswain	 to	me.	 "He	had	 good

schooling	 in	 his	 young	 days	 and	 can	 speak	 like	 a	 book	when	 so	minded;	 and
brave—a	 lion's	 nothing	 alongside	 of	 Long	 John!	 I	 seen	 him	 grapple	 four	 and
knock	their	heads	together—him	unarmed."
All	the	crew	respected	and	even	obeyed	him.	He	had	a	way	of	talking	to	each

and	doing	everybody	some	particular	service.	To	me	he	was	unweariedly	kind,
and	always	glad	to	see	me	in	the	galley,	which	he	kept	as	clean	as	a	new	pin,	the



dishes	hanging	up	burnished	and	his	parrot	in	a	cage	in	one	corner.
"Come	 away,	 Hawkins,"	 he	 would	 say;	 "come	 and	 have	 a	 yarn	 with	 John.

Nobody	more	welcome	than	yourself,	my	son.	Sit	you	down	and	hear	the	news.
Here's	Cap'n	Flint—I	calls	my	parrot	Cap'n	Flint,	after	the	famous	buccaneer—
here's	Cap'n	Flint	predicting	success	to	our	v'yage.	Wasn't	you,	cap'n?"
And	 the	 parrot	 would	 say,	 with	 great	 rapidity,	 "Pieces	 of	 eight!	 Pieces	 of

eight!	 Pieces	 of	 eight!"	 till	 you	wondered	 that	 it	was	 not	 out	 of	 breath,	 or	 till
John	threw	his	handkerchief	over	the	cage.
"Now,	that	bird,"	he	would	say,	"is,	maybe,	two	hundred	years	old,	Hawkins—

they	live	forever	mostly;	and	if	anybody's	seen	more	wickedness,	it	must	be	the
devil	 himself.	 She's	 sailed	 with	 England,	 the	 great	 Cap'n	 England,	 the	 pirate.
She's	 been	 at	Madagascar,	 and	 at	Malabar,	 and	 Surinam,	 and	 Providence,	 and
Portobello.	She	was	at	 the	 fishing	up	of	 the	wrecked	plate	 ships.	 It's	 there	 she
learned	 'Pieces	of	eight,'	and	little	wonder;	 three	hundred	and	fifty	 thousand	of
'em,	Hawkins!	She	was	at	the	boarding	of	the	viceroy	of	the	Indies	out	of	Goa,
she	was;	 and	 to	 look	 at	 her	 you	would	 think	 she	was	 a	 babby.	But	 you	 smelt
powder—didn't	you,	cap'n?"
"Stand	by	to	go	about,"	the	parrot	would	scream.
"Ah,	she's	a	handsome	craft,	she	is,"	the	cook	would	say,	and	give	her	sugar

from	his	pocket,	and	then	the	bird	would	peck	at	the	bars	and	swear	straight	on,
passing	belief	for	wickedness.	"There,"	John	would	add,	"you	can't	 touch	pitch
and	not	be	mucked,	lad.	Here's	this	poor	old	innocent	bird	o'	mine	swearing	blue
fire,	 and	none	 the	wiser,	you	may	 lay	 to	 that.	She	would	 swear	 the	 same,	 in	a
manner	of	speaking,	before	chaplain."	And	John	would	touch	his	forelock	with	a
solemn	way	he	had	that	made	me	think	he	was	the	best	of	men.
In	 the	meantime,	 the	squire	and	Captain	Smollett	were	still	on	pretty	distant

terms	with	one	another.	The	squire	made	no	bones	about	the	matter;	he	despised
the	captain.	The	captain,	on	his	part,	never	 spoke	but	when	he	was	 spoken	 to,
and	 then	 sharp	 and	 short	 and	 dry,	 and	 not	 a	 word	 wasted.	 He	 owned,	 when
driven	 into	 a	 corner,	 that	 he	 seemed	 to	 have	 been	wrong	 about	 the	 crew,	 that
some	of	them	were	as	brisk	as	he	wanted	to	see	and	all	had	behaved	fairly	well.
As	for	the	ship,	he	had	taken	a	downright	fancy	to	her.	"She'll	lie	a	point	nearer
the	wind	than	a	man	has	a	right	to	expect	of	his	own	married	wife,	sir.	But,"	he
would	add,	"all	I	say	is,	we're	not	home	again,	and	I	don't	like	the	cruise."
The	squire,	at	this,	would	turn	away	and	march	up	and	down	the	deck,	chin	in

air.
"A	trifle	more	of	that	man,"	he	would	say,	"and	I	shall	explode."
We	 had	 some	 heavy	 weather,	 which	 only	 proved	 the	 qualities	 of	 the

Hispaniola.	Every	man	on	board	seemed	well	content,	and	they	must	have	been



hard	to	please	if	 they	had	been	otherwise,	for	 it	 is	my	belief	 there	was	never	a
ship's	company	so	spoiled	since	Noah	put	to	sea.	Double	grog	was	going	on	the
least	excuse;	there	was	duff	on	odd	days,	as,	for	instance,	 if	 the	squire	heard	it
was	any	man's	birthday,	and	always	a	barrel	of	apples	standing	broached	in	the
waist	for	anyone	to	help	himself	that	had	a	fancy.
"Never	 knew	 good	 come	 of	 it	 yet,"	 the	 captain	 said	 to	 Dr.	 Livesey.	 "Spoil

forecastle	hands,	make	devils.	That's	my	belief."	But	good	did	come	of	the	apple
barrel,	as	you	shall	hear,	for	 if	 it	had	not	been	for	that,	we	should	have	had	no
note	of	warning	and	might	all	have	perished	by	the	hand	of	treachery.
This	was	how	it	came	about.
We	had	run	up	the	trades	to	get	the	wind	of	the	island	we	were	after—I	am	not

allowed	to	be	more	plain—and	now	we	were	running	down	for	it	with	a	bright
lookout	day	and	night.	 It	was	about	 the	 last	day	of	our	outward	voyage	by	 the
largest	computation;	some	time	that	night,	or	at	latest	before	noon	of	the	morrow,
we	should	sight	the	Treasure	Island.	We	were	heading	S.S.W.	and	had	a	steady
breeze	 abeam	 and	 a	 quiet	 sea.	 The	 Hispaniola	 rolled	 steadily,	 dipping	 her
bowsprit	now	and	 then	with	a	whiff	of	spray.	All	was	drawing	alow	and	aloft;
everyone	was	in	the	bravest	spirits	because	we	were	now	so	near	an	end	of	the
first	part	of	our	adventure.
Now,	just	after	sundown,	when	all	my	work	was	over	and	I	was	on	my	way	to

my	berth,	it	occurred	to	me	that	I	should	like	an	apple.	I	ran	on	deck.	The	watch
was	all	forward	looking	out	for	the	island.	The	man	at	the	helm	was	watching	the
luff	of	the	sail	and	whistling	away	gently	to	himself,	and	that	was	the	only	sound
excepting	the	swish	of	the	sea	against	the	bows	and	around	the	sides	of	the	ship.
In	I	got	bodily	into	the	apple	barrel,	and	found	there	was	scarce	an	apple	left;

but	 sitting	 down	 there	 in	 the	 dark,	what	with	 the	 sound	 of	 the	waters	 and	 the
rocking	movement	of	the	ship,	I	had	either	fallen	asleep	or	was	on	the	point	of
doing	 so	when	a	heavy	man	 sat	 down	with	 rather	 a	 clash	 close	by.	The	barrel
shook	as	he	leaned	his	shoulders	against	it,	and	I	was	just	about	to	jump	up	when
the	man	began	 to	 speak.	 It	was	Silver's	voice,	 and	before	 I	had	heard	a	dozen
words,	I	would	not	have	shown	myself	for	all	the	world,	but	lay	there,	trembling
and	listening,	in	the	extreme	of	fear	and	curiosity,	for	from	these	dozen	words	I
understood	that	the	lives	of	all	the	honest	men	aboard	depended	upon	me	alone.



Chapter		5
What	I	Heard	in	the	Apple	Barrel

"No,	not	 I,"	 said	Silver.	 "Flint	was	 cap'n;	 I	was	quartermaster,	 along	of	my
timber	leg.	The	same	broadside	I	lost	my	leg,	old	Pew	lost	his	deadlights.	It	was
a	master	surgeon,	him	that	ampytated	me—out	of	college	and	all—Latin	by	the
bucket,	and	what	not;	but	he	was	hanged	like	a	dog,	and	sun-dried	like	the	rest,
at	Corso	Castle.	That	was	Roberts'	men,	that	was,	and	comed	of	changing	names
to	their	ships—Royal	Fortune	and	so	on.	Now,	what	a	ship	was	christened,	so	let
her	stay,	I	says.	So	it	was	with	the	Cassandra,	as	brought	us	all	safe	home	from
Malabar,	 after	 England	 took	 the	 viceroy	 of	 the	 Indies;	 so	 it	 was	 with	 the	 old
Walrus,	 Flint's	 old	 ship,	 as	 I've	 seen	 amuck	with	 the	 red	 blood	 and	 fit	 to	 sink
with	gold."
"Ah!"	cried	another	voice,	that	of	the	youngest	hand	on	board,	and	evidently

full	of	admiration.	"He	was	the	flower	of	the	flock,	was	Flint!"
"Davis	was	a	man	too,	by	all	accounts,"	said	Silver.	"I	never	sailed	along	of

him;	 first	with	England,	 then	with	Flint,	 that's	my	 story;	 and	now	here	on	my
own	 account,	 in	 a	 manner	 of	 speaking.	 I	 laid	 by	 nine	 hundred	 safe,	 from
England,	and	two	thousand	after	Flint.	That	ain't	bad	for	a	man	before	the	mast
—all	safe	 in	bank.	 'Tain't	earning	now,	 it's	saving	does	 it,	you	may	 lay	 to	 that.
Where's	 all	 England's	men	 now?	 I	 dunno.	Where's	 Flint's?	Why,	most	 on	 'em
aboard	here,	and	glad	 to	get	 the	duff—been	begging	before	 that,	 some	on	 'em.
Old	 Pew,	 as	 had	 lost	 his	 sight,	 and	might	 have	 thought	 shame,	 spends	 twelve
hundred	pound	in	a	year,	like	a	lord	in	Parliament.	Where	is	he	now?	Well,	he's
dead	now	and	under	hatches;	but	for	two	year	before	that,	shiver	my	timbers,	the
man	was	 starving!	He	begged,	 and	he	 stole,	 and	he	 cut	 throats,	 and	 starved	 at
that,	by	the	powers!"
"Well,	it	ain't	much	use,	after	all,"	said	the	young	seaman.
"'Tain't	much	use	for	fools,	you	may	lay	to	it—that,	nor	nothing,"	cried	Silver.

"But	now,	you	look	here:	you're	young,	you	are,	but	you're	as	smart	as	paint.	I
see	that	when	I	set	my	eyes	on	you,	and	I'll	talk	to	you	like	a	man."
You	 may	 imagine	 how	 I	 felt	 when	 I	 heard	 this	 abominable	 old	 rogue

addressing	another	in	the	very	same	words	of	flattery	as	he	had	used	to	myself.	I
think,	 if	 I	 had	 been	 able,	 that	 I	 would	 have	 killed	 him	 through	 the	 barrel.



Meantime,	he	ran	on,	little	supposing	he	was	overheard.
"Here	 it	 is	 about	 gentlemen	 of	 fortune.	 They	 lives	 rough,	 and	 they	 risk

swinging,	but	they	eat	and	drink	like	fighting-cocks,	and	when	a	cruise	is	done,
why,	 it's	 hundreds	of	pounds	 instead	of	hundreds	of	 farthings	 in	 their	 pockets.
Now,	the	most	goes	for	rum	and	a	good	fling,	and	to	sea	again	in	their	shirts.	But
that's	not	the	course	I	lay.	I	puts	it	all	away,	some	here,	some	there,	and	none	too
much	 anywheres,	 by	 reason	of	 suspicion.	 I'm	 fifty,	mark	you;	 once	back	 from
this	 cruise,	 I	 set	up	gentleman	 in	 earnest.	Time	enough	 too,	 says	you.	Ah,	but
I've	lived	easy	in	the	meantime,	never	denied	myself	o'	nothing	heart	desires,	and
slep'	 soft	 and	 ate	 dainty	 all	 my	 days	 but	 when	 at	 sea.	 And	 how	 did	 I	 begin?
Before	the	mast,	like	you!"
"Well,"	 said	 the	 other,	 "but	 all	 the	 other	 money's	 gone	 now,	 ain't	 it?	 You

daren't	show	face	in	Bristol	after	this."
"Why,	where	might	you	suppose	it	was?"	asked	Silver	derisively.
"At	Bristol,	in	banks	and	places,"	answered	his	companion.
"It	were,"	said	the	cook;	"it	were	when	we	weighed	anchor.	But	my	old	missis

has	it	all	by	now.	And	the	Spy-glass	is	sold,	lease	and	goodwill	and	rigging;	and
the	old	girl's	off	to	meet	me.	I	would	tell	you	where,	for	I	trust	you,	but	it'd	make
jealousy	among	the	mates."
"And	can	you	trust	your	missis?"	asked	the	other.
"Gentlemen	 of	 fortune,"	 returned	 the	 cook,	 "usually	 trusts	 little	 among

themselves,	and	right	 they	are,	you	may	lay	 to	 it.	But	I	have	a	way	with	me,	 I
have.	When	 a	mate	 brings	 a	 slip	 on	 his	 cable—one	 as	 knows	me,	 I	mean—it
won't	be	 in	 the	 same	world	with	old	 John.	There	was	some	 that	was	 feared	of
Pew,	and	some	that	was	feared	of	Flint;	but	Flint	his	own	self	was	feared	of	me.
Feared	he	was,	 and	proud.	They	was	 the	 roughest	 crew	afloat,	was	Flint's;	 the
devil	himself	would	have	been	 feared	 to	go	 to	 sea	with	 them.	Well	now,	 I	 tell
you,	I'm	not	a	boasting	man,	and	you	seen	yourself	how	easy	I	keep	company,
but	when	I	was	quartermaster,	lambs	wasn't	the	word	for	Flint's	old	buccaneers.
Ah,	you	may	be	sure	of	yourself	in	old	John's	ship."
"Well,	I	tell	you	now,"	replied	the	lad,	"I	didn't	half	a	quarter	like	the	job	till	I

had	this	talk	with	you,	John;	but	there's	my	hand	on	it	now."
"And	a	brave	lad	you	were,	and	smart	too,"	answered	Silver,	shaking	hands	so

heartily	 that	 all	 the	 barrel	 shook,	 "and	 a	 finer	 figurehead	 for	 a	 gentleman	 of
fortune	I	never	clapped	my	eyes	on."
By	 this	 time	 I	 had	 begun	 to	 understand	 the	 meaning	 of	 their	 terms.	 By	 a

"gentleman	of	fortune"	they	plainly	meant	neither	more	nor	less	than	a	common
pirate,	and	the	little	scene	that	I	had	overheard	was	the	last	act	in	the	corruption
of	one	of	the	honest	hands—perhaps	of	the	last	one	left	aboard.	But	on	this	point



I	was	soon	to	be	relieved,	for	Silver	giving	a	little	whistle,	a	third	man	strolled
up	and	sat	down	by	the	party.
"Dick's	square,"	said	Silver.
"Oh,	 I	 know'd	Dick	was	 square,"	 returned	 the	 voice	 of	 the	 coxswain,	 Israel

Hands.	"He's	no	fool,	is	Dick."	And	he	turned	his	quid	and	spat.	"But	look	here,"
he	went	on,	"here's	what	I	want	to	know,	Barbecue:	how	long	are	we	a-going	to
stand	 off	 and	 on	 like	 a	 blessed	 bumboat?	 I've	 had	 a'most	 enough	 o'	 Cap'n
Smollett;	he's	hazed	me	long	enough,	by	thunder!	I	want	to	go	into	that	cabin,	I
do.	I	want	their	pickles	and	wines,	and	that."
"Israel,"	said	Silver,	"your	head	ain't	much	account,	nor	ever	was.	But	you're

able	to	hear,	I	reckon;	leastways,	your	ears	is	big	enough.	Now,	here's	what	I	say:
you'll	berth	forward,	and	you'll	live	hard,	and	you'll	speak	soft,	and	you'll	keep
sober	till	I	give	the	word;	and	you	may	lay	to	that,	my	son."
"Well,	 I	 don't	 say	 no,	 do	 I?"	 growled	 the	 coxswain.	 "What	 I	 say	 is,	 when?

That's	what	I	say."
"When!	By	the	powers!"	cried	Silver.	"Well	now,	if	you	want	to	know,	I'll	tell

you	when.	The	 last	moment	 I	 can	manage,	 and	 that's	when.	Here's	 a	 first-rate
seaman,	 Cap'n	 Smollett,	 sails	 the	 blessed	 ship	 for	 us.	 Here's	 this	 squire	 and
doctor	with	a	map	and	such—I	don't	know	where	 it	 is,	do	I?	No	more	do	you,
says	you.	Well	then,	I	mean	this	squire	and	doctor	shall	find	the	stuff,	and	help
us	to	get	it	aboard,	by	the	powers.	Then	we'll	see.	If	I	was	sure	of	you	all,	sons	of
double	 Dutchmen,	 I'd	 have	 Cap'n	 Smollett	 navigate	 us	 half-way	 back	 again
before	I	struck."
"Why,	we're	all	seamen	aboard	here,	I	should	think,"	said	the	lad	Dick.
"We're	 all	 forecastle	 hands,	 you	 mean,"	 snapped	 Silver.	 "We	 can	 steer	 a

course,	 but	who's	 to	 set	 one?	That's	what	 all	 you	gentlemen	 split	 on,	 first	 and
last.	 If	 I	 had	my	way,	 I'd	 have	Cap'n	Smollett	work	us	 back	 into	 the	 trades	 at
least;	then	we'd	have	no	blessed	miscalculations	and	a	spoonful	of	water	a	day.
But	I	know	the	sort	you	are.	I'll	finish	with	'em	at	the	island,	as	soon's	the	blunt's
on	 board,	 and	 a	 pity	 it	 is.	 But	 you're	 never	 happy	 till	 you're	 drunk.	 Split	 my
sides,	I've	a	sick	heart	to	sail	with	the	likes	of	you!"
"Easy	all,	Long	John,"	cried	Israel.	"Who's	a-crossin'	of	you?"
"Why,	how	many	tall	ships,	think	ye,	now,	have	I	seen	laid	aboard?	And	how

many	brisk	lads	drying	in	the	sun	at	Execution	Dock?"	cried	Silver.	"And	all	for
this	same	hurry	and	hurry	and	hurry.	You	hear	me?	I	seen	a	thing	or	two	at	sea,	I
have.	If	you	would	on'y	lay	your	course,	and	a	p'int	to	windward,	you	would	ride
in	carriages,	you	would.	But	not	you!	I	know	you.	You'll	have	your	mouthful	of
rum	tomorrow,	and	go	hang."
"Everybody	knowed	you	was	a	kind	of	a	chapling,	John;	but	there's	others	as



could	hand	and	steer	as	well	as	you,"	said	Israel.	"They	liked	a	bit	o'	fun,	 they
did.	 They	 wasn't	 so	 high	 and	 dry,	 nohow,	 but	 took	 their	 fling,	 like	 jolly
companions	every	one."
"So?"	says	Silver.	"Well,	and	where	are	they	now?	Pew	was	that	sort,	and	he

died	a	beggar-man.	Flint	was,	and	he	died	of	rum	at	Savannah.	Ah,	they	was	a
sweet	crew,	they	was!	On'y,	where	are	they?"
"But,"	asked	Dick,	"when	we	do	lay	'em	athwart,	what	are	we	to	do	with	'em,

anyhow?"
"There's	 the	 man	 for	 me!"	 cried	 the	 cook	 admiringly.	 "That's	 what	 I	 call

business.	Well,	what	would	you	think?	Put	'em	ashore	like	maroons?	That	would
have	 been	 England's	way.	Or	 cut	 'em	 down	 like	 that	much	 pork?	 That	would
have	been	Flint's,	or	Billy	Bones's."
"Billy	was	the	man	for	that,"	said	Israel.	"'Dead	men	don't	bite,'	says	he.	Well,

he's	dead	now	hisself;	he	knows	the	long	and	short	on	it	now;	and	if	ever	a	rough
hand	come	to	port,	it	was	Billy."
"Right	you	are,"	said	Silver;	"rough	and	ready.	But	mark	you	here,	I'm	an	easy

man—I'm	 quite	 the	 gentleman,	 says	 you;	 but	 this	 time	 it's	 serious.	 Dooty	 is
dooty,	mates.	 I	give	my	vote—death.	When	I'm	in	Parlyment	and	riding	 in	my
coach,	 I	 don't	 want	 none	 of	 these	 sea-lawyers	 in	 the	 cabin	 a-coming	 home,
unlooked	 for,	 like	 the	 devil	 at	 prayers.	Wait	 is	what	 I	 say;	 but	when	 the	 time
comes,	why,	let	her	rip!"
"John,"	cries	the	coxswain,	"you're	a	man!"
"You'll	say	so,	Israel	when	you	see,"	said	Silver.	"Only	one	thing	I	claim—I

claim	Trelawney.	I'll	wring	his	calf's	head	off	his	body	with	these	hands,	Dick!"
he	added,	breaking	off.	"You	just	jump	up,	like	a	sweet	lad,	and	get	me	an	apple,
to	wet	my	pipe	like."
You	may	fancy	the	terror	I	was	in!	I	should	have	leaped	out	and	run	for	it	if	I

had	found	the	strength,	but	my	limbs	and	heart	alike	misgave	me.	I	heard	Dick
begin	to	rise,	and	then	someone	seemingly	stopped	him,	and	the	voice	of	Hands
exclaimed,	"Oh,	stow	that!	Don't	you	get	sucking	of	that	bilge,	John.	Let's	have	a
go	of	the	rum."
"Dick,"	 said	Silver,	 "I	 trust	 you.	 I've	 a	 gauge	 on	 the	 keg,	mind.	There's	 the

key;	 you	 fill	 a	 pannikin	 and	 bring	 it	 up."	 Terrified	 as	 I	was,	 I	 could	 not	 help
thinking	to	myself	that	this	must	have	been	how	Mr.	Arrow	got	the	strong	waters
that	destroyed	him.
Dick	was	gone	but	a	little	while,	and	during	his	absence	Israel	spoke	straight

on	 in	 the	 cook's	 ear.	 It	 was	 but	 a	 word	 or	 two	 that	 I	 could	 catch,	 and	 yet	 I
gathered	some	important	news,	for	besides	other	scraps	that	tended	to	the	same
purpose,	this	whole	clause	was	audible:	"Not	another	man	of	them'll	jine."	Hence



there	were	still	faithful	men	on	board.
When	Dick	returned,	one	after	another	of	the	trio	took	the	pannikin	and	drank

—one	"To	luck,"	another	with	a	"Here's	to	old	Flint,"	and	Silver	himself	saying,
in	a	kind	of	song,	"Here's	to	ourselves,	and	hold	your	luff,	plenty	of	prizes	and
plenty	of	duff."
Just	 then	 a	 sort	 of	 brightness	 fell	 upon	me	 in	 the	 barrel,	 and	 looking	 up,	 I

found	the	moon	had	risen	and	was	silvering	the	mizzen-top	and	shining	white	on
the	 luff	 of	 the	 fore-sail;	 and	 almost	 at	 the	 same	 time	 the	 voice	 of	 the	 lookout
shouted,	"Land	ho!"



Chapter		6
Council	of	War

There	was	a	great	rush	of	feet	across	the	deck.	I	could	hear	people	tumbling	up
from	the	cabin	and	the	forecastle,	and	slipping	in	an	instant	outside	my	barrel,	I
dived	behind	the	fore-sail,	made	a	double	towards	the	stern,	and	came	out	upon
the	open	deck	in	time	to	join	Hunter	and	Dr.	Livesey	in	the	rush	for	the	weather
bow.
There	 all	 hands	 were	 already	 congregated.	 A	 belt	 of	 fog	 had	 lifted	 almost

simultaneously	with	the	appearance	of	the	moon.	Away	to	the	south-west	of	us
we	 saw	 two	 low	hills,	 about	 a	 couple	of	miles	 apart,	 and	 rising	behind	one	of
them	a	 third	 and	higher	 hill,	whose	peak	was	 still	 buried	 in	 the	 fog.	All	 three
seemed	sharp	and	conical	in	figure.
So	much	I	saw,	almost	in	a	dream,	for	I	had	not	yet	recovered	from	my	horrid

fear	of	a	minute	or	two	before.	And	then	I	heard	the	voice	of	Captain	Smollett
issuing	orders.	The	Hispaniola	was	laid	a	couple	of	points	nearer	the	wind	and
now	sailed	a	course	that	would	just	clear	the	island	on	the	east.
"And	now,	men,"	said	the	captain,	when	all	was	sheeted	home,	"has	any	one

of	you	ever	seen	that	land	ahead?"
"I	have,	sir,"	said	Silver.	"I've	watered	there	with	a	trader	I	was	cook	in."
"The	anchorage	is	on	the	south,	behind	an	islet,	I	fancy?"	asked	the	captain.
"Yes,	sir;	Skeleton	Island	they	calls	it.	It	were	a	main	place	for	pirates	once,

and	a	hand	we	had	on	board	knowed	all	their	names	for	it.	That	hill	to	the	nor'ard
they	calls	the	Fore-mast	Hill;	 there	are	three	hills	in	a	row	running	south'ard—
fore,	main,	and	mizzen,	sir.	But	the	main—that's	the	big	un,	with	the	cloud	on	it
—they	usually	calls	 the	Spy-glass,	by	reason	of	a	 lookout	they	kept	when	they
was	in	the	anchorage	cleaning,	for	it's	there	they	cleaned	their	ships,	sir,	asking
your	pardon."
"I	have	a	chart	here,"	says	Captain	Smollett.	"See	if	that's	the	place."
Long	John's	eyes	burned	in	his	head	as	he	took	the	chart,	but	by	the	fresh	look

of	the	paper	I	knew	he	was	doomed	to	disappointment.	This	was	not	the	map	we
found	 in	 Billy	 Bones's	 chest,	 but	 an	 accurate	 copy,	 complete	 in	 all	 things—
names	and	heights	and	soundings—with	the	single	exception	of	the	red	crosses
and	 the	written	 notes.	 Sharp	 as	must	 have	 been	 his	 annoyance,	 Silver	 had	 the



strength	of	mind	to	hide	it.
"Yes,	sir,"	said	he,	"this	is	 the	spot,	 to	be	sure,	and	very	prettily	drawed	out.

Who	might	have	done	 that,	 I	wonder?	The	pirates	were	 too	 ignorant,	 I	 reckon.
Aye,	here	 it	 is:	 'Capt.	Kidd's	Anchorage'—just	 the	name	my	shipmate	called	it.
There's	a	strong	current	runs	along	the	south,	and	then	away	nor'ard	up	the	west
coast.	Right	you	was,	sir,"	says	he,	"to	haul	your	wind	and	keep	the	weather	of
the	 island.	 Leastways,	 if	 such	 was	 your	 intention	 as	 to	 enter	 and	 careen,	 and
there	ain't	no	better	place	for	that	in	these	waters."
"Thank	you,	my	man,"	says	Captain	Smollett.	"I'll	ask	you	later	on	to	give	us	a

help.	You	may	go."
I	was	surprised	at	the	coolness	with	which	John	avowed	his	knowledge	of	the

island,	 and	 I	 own	 I	 was	 half-frightened	 when	 I	 saw	 him	 drawing	 nearer	 to
myself.	He	did	not	know,	 to	be	sure,	 that	 I	had	overheard	his	council	 from	the
apple	 barrel,	 and	 yet	 I	 had	 by	 this	 time	 taken	 such	 a	 horror	 of	 his	 cruelty,
duplicity,	and	power	that	I	could	scarce	conceal	a	shudder	when	he	laid	his	hand
upon	my	arm.
"Ah,"	says	he,	"this	here	is	a	sweet	spot,	this	island—a	sweet	spot	for	a	lad	to

get	 ashore	 on.	You'll	 bathe,	 and	 you'll	 climb	 trees,	 and	 you'll	 hunt	 goats,	 you
will;	 and	you'll	 get	 aloft	 on	 them	hills	 like	 a	goat	yourself.	Why,	 it	makes	me
young	again.	I	was	going	to	forget	my	timber	leg,	I	was.	It's	a	pleasant	thing	to
be	young	and	have	ten	toes,	and	you	may	lay	to	that.	When	you	want	to	go	a	bit
of	 exploring,	 you	 just	 ask	 old	 John,	 and	 he'll	 put	 up	 a	 snack	 for	 you	 to	 take
along."
And	 clapping	 me	 in	 the	 friendliest	 way	 upon	 the	 shoulder,	 he	 hobbled	 off

forward	and	went	below.
Captain	 Smollett,	 the	 squire,	 and	 Dr.	 Livesey	 were	 talking	 together	 on	 the

quarter-deck,	 and	 anxious	 as	 I	was	 to	 tell	 them	my	 story,	 I	 durst	 not	 interrupt
them	 openly.	 While	 I	 was	 still	 casting	 about	 in	 my	 thoughts	 to	 find	 some
probable	excuse,	Dr.	Livesey	called	me	to	his	side.	He	had	left	his	pipe	below,
and	being	a	slave	to	 tobacco,	had	meant	 that	I	should	fetch	it;	but	as	soon	as	I
was	near	enough	to	speak	and	not	to	be	overheard,	I	broke	immediately,	"Doctor,
let	me	speak.	Get	the	captain	and	squire	down	to	the	cabin,	and	then	make	some
pretence	to	send	for	me.	I	have	terrible	news."
The	doctor	changed	countenance	a	 little,	but	next	moment	he	was	master	of

himself.
"Thank	you,	Jim,"	said	he	quite	loudly,	"that	was	all	I	wanted	to	know,"	as	if

he	had	asked	me	a	question.
And	with	 that	he	 turned	on	his	heel	and	 rejoined	 the	other	 two.	They	spoke

together	for	a	 little,	and	though	none	of	 them	started,	or	raised	his	voice,	or	so



much	as	whistled,	 it	was	plain	enough	 that	Dr.	Livesey	had	communicated	my
request,	 for	 the	 next	 thing	 that	 I	 heard	was	 the	 captain	 giving	 an	 order	 to	 Job
Anderson,	and	all	hands	were	piped	on	deck.
"My	lads,"	said	Captain	Smollett,	"I've	a	word	to	say	to	you.	This	land	that	we

have	sighted	is	the	place	we	have	been	sailing	for.	Mr.	Trelawney,	being	a	very
open-handed	gentleman,	as	we	all	know,	has	just	asked	me	a	word	or	two,	and	as
I	was	able	to	tell	him	that	every	man	on	board	had	done	his	duty,	alow	and	aloft,
as	I	never	ask	to	see	it	done	better,	why,	he	and	I	and	the	doctor	are	going	below
to	 the	cabin	 to	drink	your	health	and	 luck,	and	you'll	have	grog	served	out	 for
you	 to	 drink	 our	 health	 and	 luck.	 I'll	 tell	 you	 what	 I	 think	 of	 this:	 I	 think	 it
handsome.	 And	 if	 you	 think	 as	 I	 do,	 you'll	 give	 a	 good	 sea-cheer	 for	 the
gentleman	that	does	it."
The	cheer	followed—that	was	a	matter	of	course;	but	 it	 rang	out	so	full	and

hearty	that	I	confess	I	could	hardly	believe	these	same	men	were	plotting	for	our
blood.
"One	 more	 cheer	 for	 Cap'n	 Smollett,"	 cried	 Long	 John	 when	 the	 first	 had

subsided.
And	this	also	was	given	with	a	will.
On	 the	 top	of	 that	 the	 three	gentlemen	went	below,	and	not	 long	after,	word

was	sent	forward	that	Jim	Hawkins	was	wanted	in	the	cabin.
I	 found	 them	 all	 three	 seated	 round	 the	 table,	 a	 bottle	 of	 Spanish	wine	 and

some	raisins	before	them,	and	the	doctor	smoking	away,	with	his	wig	on	his	lap,
and	that,	I	knew,	was	a	sign	that	he	was	agitated.	The	stern	window	was	open,
for	it	was	a	warm	night,	and	you	could	see	the	moon	shining	behind	on	the	ship's
wake.
"Now,	Hawkins,"	said	the	squire,	"you	have	something	to	say.	Speak	up."
I	did	as	 I	was	bid,	and	as	short	as	 I	could	make	 it,	 told	 the	whole	details	of

Silver's	conversation.	Nobody	interrupted	me	till	I	was	done,	nor	did	any	one	of
the	three	of	 them	make	so	much	as	a	movement,	but	 they	kept	 their	eyes	upon
my	face	from	first	to	last.
"Jim,"	said	Dr.	Livesey,	"take	a	seat."
And	 they	made	me	sit	down	at	 table	beside	 them,	poured	me	out	a	glass	of

wine,	 filled	my	hands	with	 raisins,	 and	 all	 three,	 one	 after	 the	other,	 and	 each
with	 a	 bow,	 drank	my	 good	 health,	 and	 their	 service	 to	me,	 for	my	 luck	 and
courage.
"Now,	 captain,"	 said	 the	 squire,	 "you	 were	 right,	 and	 I	 was	 wrong.	 I	 own

myself	an	ass,	and	I	await	your	orders."
"No	more	an	ass	than	I,	sir,"	returned	the	captain.	"I	never	heard	of	a	crew	that

meant	to	mutiny	but	what	showed	signs	before,	for	any	man	that	had	an	eye	in



his	head	to	see	the	mischief	and	take	steps	according.	But	this	crew,"	he	added,
"beats	me."
"Captain,"	 said	 the	 doctor,	 "with	 your	 permission,	 that's	 Silver.	 A	 very

remarkable	man."
"He'd	look	remarkably	well	from	a	yard-arm,	sir,"	returned	the	captain.	"But

this	 is	 talk;	 this	don't	 lead	 to	anything.	 I	see	 three	or	four	points,	and	with	Mr.
Trelawney's	permission,	I'll	name	them."
"You,	sir,	are	the	captain.	It	is	for	you	to	speak,"	says	Mr.	Trelawney	grandly.
"First	point,"	began	Mr.	Smollett.	"We	must	go	on,	because	we	can't	turn	back.

If	I	gave	the	word	to	go	about,	they	would	rise	at	once.	Second	point,	we	have
time	before	us—at	least	until	this	treasure's	found.	Third	point,	there	are	faithful
hands.	Now,	sir,	it's	got	to	come	to	blows	sooner	or	later,	and	what	I	propose	is	to
take	 time	 by	 the	 forelock,	 as	 the	 saying	 is,	 and	 come	 to	 blows	 some	 fine	 day
when	they	least	expect	it.	We	can	count,	I	 take	it,	on	your	own	home	servants,
Mr.	Trelawney?"
"As	upon	myself,"	declared	the	squire.
"Three,"	 reckoned	 the	 captain;	 "ourselves	 make	 seven,	 counting	 Hawkins

here.	Now,	about	the	honest	hands?"
"Most	likely	Trelawney's	own	men,"	said	the	doctor;	"those	he	had	picked	up

for	himself	before	he	lit	on	Silver."
"Nay,"	replied	the	squire.	"Hands	was	one	of	mine."
"I	did	think	I	could	have	trusted	Hands,"	added	the	captain.
"And	to	think	that	they're	all	Englishmen!"	broke	out	the	squire.	"Sir,	I	could

find	it	in	my	heart	to	blow	the	ship	up."
"Well,	gentlemen,"	said	the	captain,	"the	best	that	I	can	say	is	not	much.	We

must	lay	to,	if	you	please,	and	keep	a	bright	lookout.	It's	trying	on	a	man,	I	know.
It	would	be	pleasanter	to	come	to	blows.	But	there's	no	help	for	it	till	we	know
our	men.	Lay	to,	and	whistle	for	a	wind,	that's	my	view."
"Jim	here,"	said	the	doctor,	"can	help	us	more	than	anyone.	The	men	are	not

shy	with	him,	and	Jim	is	a	noticing	lad."
"Hawkins,	I	put	prodigious	faith	in	you,"	added	the	squire.
I	began	to	feel	pretty	desperate	at	 this,	for	I	felt	altogether	helpless;	and	yet,

by	an	odd	train	of	circumstances,	it	was	indeed	through	me	that	safety	came.	In
the	meantime,	talk	as	we	pleased,	there	were	only	seven	out	of	the	twenty-six	on
whom	we	knew	we	could	rely;	and	out	of	these	seven	one	was	a	boy,	so	that	the
grown	men	on	our	side	were	six	to	their	nineteen.



Part	3
My	Shore	Adventure



Chapter		1
How	My	Shore	Adventure	Began

The	 appearance	 of	 the	 island	 when	 I	 came	 on	 deck	 next	 morning	 was
altogether	changed.	Although	the	breeze	had	now	utterly	ceased,	we	had	made	a
great	 deal	 of	way	during	 the	night	 and	were	now	 lying	becalmed	about	half	 a
mile	to	the	south-east	of	the	low	eastern	coast.	Grey-coloured	woods	covered	a
large	 part	 of	 the	 surface.	 This	 even	 tint	 was	 indeed	 broken	 up	 by	 streaks	 of
yellow	sand-break	in	the	lower	lands,	and	by	many	tall	trees	of	the	pine	family,
out-topping	the	others—some	singly,	some	in	clumps;	but	the	general	colouring
was	 uniform	 and	 sad.	 The	 hills	 ran	 up	 clear	 above	 the	 vegetation	 in	 spires	 of
naked	rock.	All	were	strangely	shaped,	and	the	Spy-glass,	which	was	by	three	or
four	 hundred	 feet	 the	 tallest	 on	 the	 island,	 was	 likewise	 the	 strangest	 in
configuration,	running	up	sheer	from	almost	every	side	and	then	suddenly	cut	off
at	the	top	like	a	pedestal	to	put	a	statue	on.
The	 Hispaniola	 was	 rolling	 scuppers	 under	 in	 the	 ocean	 swell.	 The	 booms

were	tearing	at	the	blocks,	the	rudder	was	banging	to	and	fro,	and	the	whole	ship
creaking,	groaning,	and	 jumping	 like	a	manufactory.	 I	had	 to	cling	 tight	 to	 the
backstay,	and	the	world	turned	giddily	before	my	eyes,	for	though	I	was	a	good
enough	sailor	when	there	was	way	on,	this	standing	still	and	being	rolled	about
like	a	bottle	was	a	thing	I	never	learned	to	stand	without	a	qualm	or	so,	above	all
in	the	morning,	on	an	empty	stomach.
Perhaps	 it	 was	 this—perhaps	 it	 was	 the	 look	 of	 the	 island,	 with	 its	 grey,

melancholy	woods,	 and	wild	 stone	 spires,	 and	 the	 surf	 that	we	 could	both	 see
and	hear	foaming	and	thundering	on	the	steep	beach—at	least,	although	the	sun
shone	bright	and	hot,	and	the	shore	birds	were	fishing	and	crying	all	around	us,
and	you	would	have	 thought	anyone	would	have	been	glad	 to	get	 to	 land	after
being	so	long	at	sea,	my	heart	sank,	as	the	saying	is,	into	my	boots;	and	from	the
first	look	onward,	I	hated	the	very	thought	of	Treasure	Island.
We	had	a	dreary	morning's	work	before	us,	for	there	was	no	sign	of	any	wind,

and	the	boats	had	to	be	got	out	and	manned,	and	the	ship	warped	three	or	four
miles	 round	 the	 corner	 of	 the	 island	 and	 up	 the	 narrow	 passage	 to	 the	 haven
behind	 Skeleton	 Island.	 I	 volunteered	 for	 one	 of	 the	 boats,	 where	 I	 had,	 of
course,	 no	 business.	 The	 heat	 was	 sweltering,	 and	 the	men	 grumbled	 fiercely



over	their	work.	Anderson	was	in	command	of	my	boat,	and	instead	of	keeping
the	crew	in	order,	he	grumbled	as	loud	as	the	worst.
"Well,"	he	said	with	an	oath,	"it's	not	forever."
I	thought	this	was	a	very	bad	sign,	for	up	to	that	day	the	men	had	gone	briskly

and	willingly	about	 their	business;	but	 the	very	sight	of	 the	 island	had	 relaxed
the	cords	of	discipline.
All	 the	way	 in,	Long	 John	 stood	by	 the	 steersman	 and	 conned	 the	 ship.	He

knew	the	passage	like	the	palm	of	his	hand,	and	though	the	man	in	the	chains	got
everywhere	more	water	than	was	down	in	the	chart,	John	never	hesitated	once.
"There's	a	strong	scour	with	the	ebb,"	he	said,	"and	this	here	passage	has	been

dug	out,	in	a	manner	of	speaking,	with	a	spade."
We	brought	up	just	where	the	anchor	was	in	the	chart,	about	a	third	of	a	mile

from	each	shore,	the	mainland	on	one	side	and	Skeleton	Island	on	the	other.	The
bottom	 was	 clean	 sand.	 The	 plunge	 of	 our	 anchor	 sent	 up	 clouds	 of	 birds
wheeling	and	crying	over	the	woods,	but	in	less	than	a	minute	they	were	down
again	and	all	was	once	more	silent.
The	place	was	entirely	 land-locked,	buried	 in	woods,	 the	 trees	 coming	 right

down	to	high-water	mark,	the	shores	mostly	flat,	and	the	hilltops	standing	round
at	a	distance	in	a	sort	of	amphitheatre,	one	here,	one	there.	Two	little	rivers,	or
rather	 two	 swamps,	 emptied	 out	 into	 this	 pond,	 as	 you	might	 call	 it;	 and	 the
foliage	round	that	part	of	the	shore	had	a	kind	of	poisonous	brightness.	From	the
ship	we	could	see	nothing	of	 the	house	or	stockade,	for	 they	were	quite	buried
among	 trees;	 and	 if	 it	 had	not	 been	 for	 the	 chart	 on	 the	 companion,	we	might
have	been	the	first	that	had	ever	anchored	there	since	the	island	arose	out	of	the
seas.
There	was	not	a	breath	of	air	moving,	nor	a	sound	but	that	of	the	surf	booming

half	 a	mile	 away	 along	 the	 beaches	 and	 against	 the	 rocks	 outside.	 A	 peculiar
stagnant	 smell	hung	over	 the	anchorage—a	smell	of	 sodden	 leaves	and	 rotting
tree	 trunks.	 I	 observed	 the	doctor	 sniffing	 and	 sniffing,	 like	 someone	 tasting	 a
bad	egg.
"I	 don't	 know	 about	 treasure,"	 he	 said,	 "but	 I'll	 stake	 my	 wig	 there's	 fever

here."
If	 the	 conduct	 of	 the	 men	 had	 been	 alarming	 in	 the	 boat,	 it	 became	 truly

threatening	 when	 they	 had	 come	 aboard.	 They	 lay	 about	 the	 deck	 growling
together	 in	 talk.	 The	 slightest	 order	 was	 received	 with	 a	 black	 look	 and
grudgingly	and	carelessly	obeyed.	Even	the	honest	hands	must	have	caught	the
infection,	 for	 there	 was	 not	 one	man	 aboard	 to	mend	 another.	Mutiny,	 it	 was
plain,	hung	over	us	like	a	thunder-cloud.
And	 it	was	 not	 only	we	of	 the	 cabin	 party	who	perceived	 the	 danger.	Long



John	was	 hard	 at	work	 going	 from	 group	 to	 group,	 spending	 himself	 in	 good
advice,	 and	 as	 for	 example	 no	 man	 could	 have	 shown	 a	 better.	 He	 fairly
outstripped	himself	in	willingness	and	civility;	he	was	all	smiles	to	everyone.	If
an	order	were	given,	John	would	be	on	his	crutch	in	an	instant,	with	the	cheeriest
"Aye,	aye,	sir!"	in	the	world;	and	when	there	was	nothing	else	to	do,	he	kept	up
one	song	after	another,	as	if	to	conceal	the	discontent	of	the	rest.
Of	all	the	gloomy	features	of	that	gloomy	afternoon,	this	obvious	anxiety	on

the	part	of	Long	John	appeared	the	worst.
We	held	a	council	in	the	cabin.
"Sir,"	 said	 the	captain,	 "if	 I	 risk	another	order,	 the	whole	 ship'll	 come	about

our	ears	by	the	run.	You	see,	sir,	here	it	is.	I	get	a	rough	answer,	do	I	not?	Well,	if
I	speak	back,	pikes	will	be	going	in	two	shakes;	if	I	don't,	Silver	will	see	there's
something	under	that,	and	the	game's	up.	Now,	we've	only	one	man	to	rely	on."
"And	who	is	that?"	asked	the	squire.
"Silver,	 sir,"	 returned	 the	 captain;	 "he's	 as	 anxious	 as	 you	 and	 I	 to	 smother

things	up.	This	 is	 a	 tiff;	 he'd	 soon	 talk	 'em	out	of	 it	 if	 he	had	 the	 chance,	 and
what	I	propose	to	do	is	to	give	him	the	chance.	Let's	allow	the	men	an	afternoon
ashore.	If	they	all	go,	why	we'll	fight	the	ship.	If	they	none	of	them	go,	well	then,
we	hold	the	cabin,	and	God	defend	the	right.	If	some	go,	you	mark	my	words,
sir,	Silver'll	bring	'em	aboard	again	as	mild	as	lambs."
It	was	so	decided;	loaded	pistols	were	served	out	to	all	the	sure	men;	Hunter,

Joyce,	and	Redruth	were	taken	into	our	confidence	and	received	the	news	with
less	surprise	and	a	better	spirit	than	we	had	looked	for,	and	then	the	captain	went
on	deck	and	addressed	the	crew.
"My	lads,"	said	he,	"we've	had	a	hot	day	and	are	all	tired	and	out	of	sorts.	A

turn	ashore'll	hurt	nobody—the	boats	are	still	in	the	water;	you	can	take	the	gigs,
and	 as	many	as	please	may	go	 ashore	 for	 the	 afternoon.	 I'll	 fire	 a	gun	half	 an
hour	before	sundown."
I	believe	the	silly	fellows	must	have	thought	they	would	break	their	shins	over

treasure	 as	 soon	 as	 they	were	 landed,	 for	 they	 all	 came	out	 of	 their	 sulks	 in	 a
moment	 and	gave	 a	 cheer	 that	 started	 the	 echo	 in	 a	 far-away	hill	 and	 sent	 the
birds	once	more	flying	and	squalling	round	the	anchorage.
The	 captain	was	 too	 bright	 to	 be	 in	 the	way.	He	whipped	 out	 of	 sight	 in	 a

moment,	leaving	Silver	to	arrange	the	party,	and	I	fancy	it	was	as	well	he	did	so.
Had	 he	 been	 on	 deck,	 he	 could	 no	 longer	 so	 much	 as	 have	 pretended	 not	 to
understand	 the	 situation.	 It	was	 as	 plain	 as	 day.	 Silver	was	 the	 captain,	 and	 a
mighty	rebellious	crew	he	had	of	it.	The	honest	hands—and	I	was	soon	to	see	it
proved	that	there	were	such	on	board—must	have	been	very	stupid	fellows.	Or
rather,	 I	 suppose	 the	 truth	 was	 this,	 that	 all	 hands	 were	 disaffected	 by	 the



example	of	the	ringleaders—only	some	more,	some	less;	and	a	few,	being	good
fellows	in	the	main,	could	neither	be	led	nor	driven	any	further.	It	is	one	thing	to
be	 idle	 and	 skulk	 and	 quite	 another	 to	 take	 a	 ship	 and	 murder	 a	 number	 of
innocent	men.
At	 last,	however,	 the	party	was	made	up.	Six	fellows	were	 to	stay	on	board,

and	the	remaining	thirteen,	including	Silver,	began	to	embark.
Then	 it	was	 that	 there	 came	 into	my	 head	 the	 first	 of	 the	mad	 notions	 that

contributed	so	much	to	save	our	lives.	If	six	men	were	left	by	Silver,	it	was	plain
our	party	could	not	take	and	fight	the	ship;	and	since	only	six	were	left,	 it	was
equally	 plain	 that	 the	 cabin	 party	 had	 no	 present	 need	 of	 my	 assistance.	 It
occurred	 to	me	at	once	 to	go	ashore.	 In	a	 jiffy	 I	had	slipped	over	 the	side	and
curled	up	in	the	fore-sheets	of	the	nearest	boat,	and	almost	at	the	same	moment
she	shoved	off.
No	one	took	notice	of	me,	only	the	bow	oar	saying,	"Is	that	you,	Jim?	Keep

your	head	down."	But	Silver,	from	the	other	boat,	looked	sharply	over	and	called
out	to	know	if	that	were	me;	and	from	that	moment	I	began	to	regret	what	I	had
done.
The	crews	 raced	 for	 the	beach,	but	 the	boat	 I	was	 in,	having	some	start	and

being	at	once	 the	 lighter	and	 the	better	manned,	 shot	 far	ahead	of	her	consort,
and	the	bow	had	struck	among	the	shore-side	trees	and	I	had	caught	a	branch	and
swung	myself	out	and	plunged	into	the	nearest	thicket	while	Silver	and	the	rest
were	still	a	hundred	yards	behind.
"Jim,	Jim!"	I	heard	him	shouting.
But	you	may	suppose	I	paid	no	heed;	jumping,	ducking,	and	breaking	through,

I	ran	straight	before	my	nose	till	I	could	run	no	longer.



Chapter		2
The	First	Blow

I	was	 so	pleased	 at	 having	given	 the	 slip	 to	Long	 John	 that	 I	 began	 to	 enjoy
myself	and	look	around	me	with	some	interest	on	the	strange	land	that	I	was	in.
I	had	crossed	a	marshy	 tract	 full	of	willows,	bulrushes,	and	odd,	outlandish,

swampy	 trees;	 and	 I	 had	 now	 come	 out	 upon	 the	 skirts	 of	 an	 open	 piece	 of
undulating,	sandy	country,	about	a	mile	long,	dotted	with	a	few	pines	and	a	great
number	of	contorted	trees,	not	unlike	the	oak	in	growth,	but	pale	in	the	foliage,
like	willows.	On	the	far	side	of	the	open	stood	one	of	the	hills,	with	two	quaint,
craggy	peaks	shining	vividly	in	the	sun.
I	now	felt	for	the	first	 time	the	joy	of	exploration.	The	isle	was	uninhabited;

my	shipmates	I	had	left	behind,	and	nothing	lived	in	front	of	me	but	dumb	brutes
and	 fowls.	 I	 turned	 hither	 and	 thither	 among	 the	 trees.	 Here	 and	 there	 were
flowering	plants,	unknown	to	me;	here	and	there	I	saw	snakes,	and	one	raised	his
head	from	a	ledge	of	rock	and	hissed	at	me	with	a	noise	not	unlike	the	spinning
of	a	top.	Little	did	I	suppose	that	he	was	a	deadly	enemy	and	that	the	noise	was
the	famous	rattle.
Then	I	came	to	a	long	thicket	of	these	oaklike	trees—live,	or	evergreen,	oaks,

I	heard	afterwards	 they	should	be	called—which	grew	 low	along	 the	sand	 like
brambles,	 the	 boughs	 curiously	 twisted,	 the	 foliage	 compact,	 like	 thatch.	 The
thicket	 stretched	down	 from	 the	 top	of	one	of	 the	 sandy	knolls,	 spreading	and
growing	 taller	 as	 it	 went,	 until	 it	 reached	 the	margin	 of	 the	 broad,	 reedy	 fen,
through	which	the	nearest	of	the	little	rivers	soaked	its	way	into	the	anchorage.
The	 marsh	 was	 steaming	 in	 the	 strong	 sun,	 and	 the	 outline	 of	 the	 Spy-glass
trembled	through	the	haze.
All	at	once	there	began	to	go	a	sort	of	bustle	among	the	bulrushes;	a	wild	duck

flew	up	with	a	quack,	another	followed,	and	soon	over	the	whole	surface	of	the
marsh	a	great	cloud	of	birds	hung	screaming	and	circling	in	the	air.	I	judged	at
once	that	some	of	my	shipmates	must	be	drawing	near	along	the	borders	of	the
fen.	Nor	was	 I	 deceived,	 for	 soon	 I	 heard	 the	 very	 distant	 and	 low	 tones	 of	 a
human	voice,	which,	as	I	continued	to	give	ear,	grew	steadily	louder	and	nearer.
This	put	me	in	a	great	fear,	and	I	crawled	under	cover	of	the	nearest	live-oak

and	squatted	there,	hearkening,	as	silent	as	a	mouse.



Another	voice	answered,	and	then	the	first	voice,	which	I	now	recognized	to
be	Silver's,	once	more	took	up	the	story	and	ran	on	for	a	long	while	in	a	stream,
only	now	and	again	interrupted	by	the	other.	By	the	sound	they	must	have	been
talking	earnestly,	and	almost	fiercely;	but	no	distinct	word	came	to	my	hearing.
At	last	the	speakers	seemed	to	have	paused	and	perhaps	to	have	sat	down,	for

not	 only	did	 they	 cease	 to	 draw	any	nearer,	 but	 the	birds	 themselves	 began	 to
grow	more	quiet	and	to	settle	again	to	their	places	in	the	swamp.
And	now	I	began	 to	 feel	 that	 I	was	neglecting	my	business,	 that	since	I	had

been	so	foolhardy	as	to	come	ashore	with	these	desperadoes,	the	least	I	could	do
was	to	overhear	them	at	their	councils,	and	that	my	plain	and	obvious	duty	was
to	 draw	 as	 close	 as	 I	 could	 manage,	 under	 the	 favourable	 ambush	 of	 the
crouching	trees.
I	could	tell	the	direction	of	the	speakers	pretty	exactly,	not	only	by	the	sound

of	 their	 voices	 but	 by	 the	 behaviour	 of	 the	 few	 birds	 that	 still	 hung	 in	 alarm
above	the	heads	of	the	intruders.
Crawling	 on	 all	 fours,	 I	made	 steadily	 but	 slowly	 towards	 them,	 till	 at	 last,

raising	my	head	to	an	aperture	among	the	leaves,	I	could	see	clear	down	into	a
little	green	dell	beside	the	marsh,	and	closely	set	about	with	trees,	where	Long
John	Silver	and	another	of	the	crew	stood	face	to	face	in	conversation.
The	 sun	 beat	 full	 upon	 them.	 Silver	 had	 thrown	 his	 hat	 beside	 him	 on	 the

ground,	and	his	great,	smooth,	blond	face,	all	shining	with	heat,	was	lifted	to	the
other	man's	in	a	kind	of	appeal.
"Mate,"	he	was	saying,	"it's	because	I	thinks	gold	dust	of	you—gold	dust,	and

you	may	lay	to	that!	If	I	hadn't	took	to	you	like	pitch,	do	you	think	I'd	have	been
here	 a-warning	 of	 you?	All's	 up—you	 can't	make	 nor	mend;	 it's	 to	 save	 your
neck	that	I'm	a-speaking,	and	if	one	of	the	wild	uns	knew	it,	where'd	I	be,	Tom—
now,	tell	me,	where'd	I	be?"
"Silver,"	said	the	other	man—and	I	observed	he	was	not	only	red	in	the	face,

but	 spoke	 as	 hoarse	 as	 a	 crow,	 and	 his	 voice	 shook	 too,	 like	 a	 taut	 rope
—"Silver,"	 says	he,	 "you're	old,	and	you're	honest,	or	has	 the	name	for	 it;	 and
you've	money	 too,	 which	 lots	 of	 poor	 sailors	 hasn't;	 and	 you're	 brave,	 or	 I'm
mistook.	And	will	you	tell	me	you'll	let	yourself	be	led	away	with	that	kind	of	a
mess	of	swabs?	Not	you!	As	sure	as	God	sees	me,	I'd	sooner	lose	my	hand.	If	I
turn	agin	my	dooty—"
And	then	all	of	a	sudden	he	was	interrupted	by	a	noise.	I	had	found	one	of	the

honest	hands—well,	here,	at	that	same	moment,	came	news	of	another.	Far	away
out	in	the	marsh	there	arose,	all	of	a	sudden,	a	sound	like	the	cry	of	anger,	then
another	on	the	back	of	it;	and	then	one	horrid,	long-drawn	scream.	The	rocks	of
the	Spy-glass	re-echoed	it	a	score	of	times;	the	whole	troop	of	marsh-birds	rose



again,	 darkening	 heaven,	with	 a	 simultaneous	whirr;	 and	 long	 after	 that	 death
yell	was	still	ringing	in	my	brain,	silence	had	re-established	its	empire,	and	only
the	rustle	of	the	redescending	birds	and	the	boom	of	the	distant	surges	disturbed
the	languor	of	the	afternoon.
Tom	 had	 leaped	 at	 the	 sound,	 like	 a	 horse	 at	 the	 spur,	 but	 Silver	 had	 not

winked	an	eye.	He	stood	where	he	was,	 resting	 lightly	on	his	crutch,	watching
his	companion	like	a	snake	about	to	spring.
"John!"	said	the	sailor,	stretching	out	his	hand.
"Hands	off!"	 cried	Silver,	 leaping	back	a	yard,	 as	 it	 seemed	 to	me,	with	 the

speed	and	security	of	a	trained	gymnast.
"Hands	off,	 if	you	 like,	 John	Silver,"	 said	 the	other.	 "It's	 a	black	conscience

that	can	make	you	feared	of	me.	But	in	heaven's	name,	tell	me,	what	was	that?"
"That?"	 returned	 Silver,	 smiling	 away,	 but	warier	 than	 ever,	 his	 eye	 a	mere

pin-point	 in	 his	 big	 face,	 but	 gleaming	 like	 a	 crumb	 of	 glass.	 "That?"	 Oh,	 I
reckon	that'll	be	Alan."
And	at	this	point	Tom	flashed	out	like	a	hero.
"Alan!"	he	cried.	"Then	rest	his	soul	for	a	true	seaman!	And	as	for	you,	John

Silver,	long	you've	been	a	mate	of	mine,	but	you're	mate	of	mine	no	more.	If	I
die	like	a	dog,	I'll	die	in	my	dooty.	You've	killed	Alan,	have	you?	Kill	me	too,	if
you	can.	But	I	defies	you."
And	with	that,	this	brave	fellow	turned	his	back	directly	on	the	cook	and	set

off	walking	 for	 the	beach.	But	he	was	not	 destined	 to	go	 far.	With	 a	 cry	 John
seized	the	branch	of	a	 tree,	whipped	the	crutch	out	of	his	armpit,	and	sent	 that
uncouth	missile	hurtling	through	the	air.	It	struck	poor	Tom,	point	foremost,	and
with	 stunning	violence,	 right	between	 the	 shoulders	 in	 the	middle	of	his	back.
His	hands	flew	up,	he	gave	a	sort	of	gasp,	and	fell.
Whether	he	were	injured	much	or	little,	none	could	ever	tell.	Like	enough,	to

judge	from	the	sound,	his	back	was	broken	on	the	spot.	But	he	had	no	time	given
him	to	recover.	Silver,	agile	as	a	monkey	even	without	leg	or	crutch,	was	on	the
top	 of	 him	 next	moment	 and	 had	 twice	 buried	 his	 knife	 up	 to	 the	 hilt	 in	 that
defenceless	body.	From	my	place	of	ambush,	I	could	hear	him	pant	aloud	as	he
struck	the	blows.
I	do	not	know	what	it	rightly	is	to	faint,	but	I	do	know	that	for	the	next	little

while	the	whole	world	swam	away	from	before	me	in	a	whirling	mist;	Silver	and
the	birds,	and	the	tall	Spy-glass	hilltop,	going	round	and	round	and	topsy-turvy
before	my	eyes,	 and	all	manner	of	bells	 ringing	and	distant	voices	 shouting	 in
my	ear.
When	 I	 came	 again	 to	myself	 the	monster	 had	 pulled	 himself	 together,	 his

crutch	under	his	arm,	his	hat	upon	his	head.	Just	before	him	Tom	lay	motionless



upon	 the	sward;	but	 the	murderer	minded	him	not	a	whit,	cleansing	his	blood-
stained	knife	the	while	upon	a	wisp	of	grass.	Everything	else	was	unchanged,	the
sun	still	shining	mercilessly	on	the	steaming	marsh	and	the	tall	pinnacle	of	 the
mountain,	 and	 I	 could	 scarce	 persuade	 myself	 that	 murder	 had	 been	 actually
done	and	a	human	life	cruelly	cut	short	a	moment	since	before	my	eyes.
But	now	John	put	his	hand	 into	his	pocket,	brought	out	a	whistle,	 and	blew

upon	it	several	modulated	blasts	 that	rang	far	across	 the	heated	air.	 I	could	not
tell,	of	course,	the	meaning	of	the	signal,	but	it	instantly	awoke	my	fears.	More
men	would	be	coming.	I	might	be	discovered.	They	had	already	slain	two	of	the
honest	people;	after	Tom	and	Alan,	might	not	I	come	next?
Instantly	 I	began	 to	extricate	myself	 and	crawl	back	again,	with	what	 speed

and	silence	I	could	manage,	to	the	more	open	portion	of	the	wood.	As	I	did	so,	I
could	hear	hails	coming	and	going	between	the	old	buccaneer	and	his	comrades,
and	this	sound	of	danger	lent	me	wings.	As	soon	as	I	was	clear	of	the	thicket,	I
ran	as	I	never	ran	before,	scarce	minding	the	direction	of	my	flight,	so	long	as	it
led	me	 from	 the	murderers;	 and	as	 I	 ran,	 fear	grew	and	grew	upon	me	until	 it
turned	into	a	kind	of	frenzy.
Indeed,	could	anyone	be	more	entirely	 lost	 than	I?	When	the	gun	fired,	how

should	 I	 dare	 to	 go	down	 to	 the	boats	 among	 those	 fiends,	 still	 smoking	 from
their	 crime?	Would	 not	 the	 first	 of	 them	 who	 saw	me	 wring	 my	 neck	 like	 a
snipe's?	Would	not	my	absence	itself	be	an	evidence	to	them	of	my	alarm,	and
therefore	 of	my	 fatal	 knowledge?	 It	 was	 all	 over,	 I	 thought.	 Good-bye	 to	 the
Hispaniola;	 good-bye	 to	 the	 squire,	 the	 doctor,	 and	 the	 captain!	 There	 was
nothing	 left	 for	 me	 but	 death	 by	 starvation	 or	 death	 by	 the	 hands	 of	 the
mutineers.
All	 this	while,	 as	 I	 say,	 I	was	 still	 running,	and	without	 taking	any	notice,	 I

had	drawn	near	to	the	foot	of	the	little	hill	with	the	two	peaks	and	had	got	into	a
part	of	the	island	where	the	live-oaks	grew	more	widely	apart	and	seemed	more
like	forest	trees	in	their	bearing	and	dimensions.	Mingled	with	these	were	a	few
scattered	 pines,	 some	 fifty,	 some	 nearer	 seventy,	 feet	 high.	 The	 air	 too	 smelt
more	freshly	than	down	beside	the	marsh.	And	here	a	fresh	alarm	brought	me	to
a	standstill	with	a	thumping	heart.



Chapter		3
The	Man	of	the	Island

From	the	side	of	the	hill,	which	was	here	steep	and	stony,	a	spout	of	gravel	was
dislodged	 and	 fell	 rattling	 and	 bounding	 through	 the	 trees.	 My	 eyes	 turned
instinctively	in	that	direction,	and	I	saw	a	figure	leap	with	great	rapidity	behind
the	trunk	of	a	pine.	What	it	was,	whether	bear	or	man	or	monkey,	I	could	in	no
wise	tell.	It	seemed	dark	and	shaggy;	more	I	knew	not.	But	the	terror	of	this	new
apparition	brought	me	to	a	stand.
I	 was	 now,	 it	 seemed,	 cut	 off	 upon	 both	 sides;	 behind	 me	 the	 murderers,

before	 me	 this	 lurking	 nondescript.	 And	 immediately	 I	 began	 to	 prefer	 the
dangers	that	I	knew	to	those	I	knew	not.	Silver	himself	appeared	less	terrible	in
contrast	with	 this	creature	of	 the	woods,	and	I	 turned	on	my	heel,	and	 looking
sharply	behind	me	over	my	shoulder,	began	to	retrace	my	steps	in	the	direction
of	the	boats.
Instantly	the	figure	reappeared,	and	making	a	wide	circuit,	began	to	head	me

off.	I	was	tired,	at	any	rate;	but	had	I	been	as	fresh	as	when	I	rose,	I	could	see	it
was	 in	vain	 for	me	 to	contend	 in	speed	with	such	an	adversary.	From	 trunk	 to
trunk	the	creature	flitted	like	a	deer,	running	manlike	on	two	legs,	but	unlike	any
man	that	I	had	ever	seen,	stooping	almost	double	as	 it	 ran.	Yet	a	man	it	was,	I
could	no	longer	be	in	doubt	about	that.
I	began	to	recall	what	I	had	heard	of	cannibals.	I	was	within	an	ace	of	calling

for	 help.	 But	 the	mere	 fact	 that	 he	 was	 a	man,	 however	 wild,	 had	 somewhat
reassured	me,	and	my	fear	of	Silver	began	to	revive	in	proportion.	I	stood	still,
therefore,	and	cast	about	for	some	method	of	escape;	and	as	I	was	so	thinking,
the	recollection	of	my	pistol	flashed	into	my	mind.	As	soon	as	I	remembered	I
was	 not	 defenceless,	 courage	 glowed	 again	 in	 my	 heart	 and	 I	 set	 my	 face
resolutely	for	this	man	of	the	island	and	walked	briskly	towards	him.
He	was	 concealed	by	 this	 time	behind	 another	 tree	 trunk;	 but	 he	must	 have

been	watching	me	 closely,	 for	 as	 soon	 as	 I	 began	 to	move	 in	 his	 direction	 he
reappeared	 and	 took	 a	 step	 to	 meet	 me.	 Then	 he	 hesitated,	 drew	 back,	 came
forward	 again,	 and	 at	 last,	 to	my	wonder	 and	 confusion,	 threw	himself	 on	 his
knees	and	held	out	his	clasped	hands	in	supplication.
At	that	I	once	more	stopped.



"Who	are	you?"	I	asked.
"Ben	Gunn,"	he	answered,	and	his	voice	sounded	hoarse	and	awkward,	like	a

rusty	lock.	"I'm	poor	Ben	Gunn,	I	am;	and	I	haven't	spoke	with	a	Christian	these
three	years."
I	could	now	see	that	he	was	a	white	man	like	myself	and	that	his	features	were

even	pleasing.	His	skin,	wherever	it	was	exposed,	was	burnt	by	the	sun;	even	his
lips	were	black,	and	his	fair	eyes	looked	quite	startling	in	so	dark	a	face.	Of	all
the	beggar-men	that	I	had	seen	or	fancied,	he	was	the	chief	for	raggedness.	He
was	 clothed	 with	 tatters	 of	 old	 ship's	 canvas	 and	 old	 sea-cloth,	 and	 this
extraordinary	patchwork	was	all	held	 together	by	a	system	of	 the	most	various
and	 incongruous	 fastenings,	 brass	 buttons,	 bits	 of	 stick,	 and	 loops	 of	 tarry
gaskin.	About	his	waist	he	wore	an	old	brass-buckled	leather	belt,	which	was	the
one	thing	solid	in	his	whole	accoutrement.
"Three	years!"	I	cried.	"Were	you	shipwrecked?"
"Nay,	mate,"	said	he;	"marooned."
I	had	heard	 the	word,	and	I	knew	it	stood	for	a	horrible	kind	of	punishment

common	enough	among	the	buccaneers,	in	which	the	offender	is	put	ashore	with
a	little	powder	and	shot	and	left	behind	on	some	desolate	and	distant	island.
"Marooned	three	years	agone,"	he	continued,	"and	lived	on	goats	since	then,

and	berries,	and	oysters.	Wherever	a	man	 is,	 says	 I,	a	man	can	do	for	himself.
But,	mate,	my	 heart	 is	 sore	 for	Christian	 diet.	You	mightn't	 happen	 to	 have	 a
piece	of	cheese	about	you,	now?	No?	Well,	many's	the	long	night	I've	dreamed
of	cheese—toasted,	mostly—and	woke	up	again,	and	here	I	were."	"If	ever	I	can
get	aboard	again,"	said	I,	"you	shall	have	cheese	by	the	stone."
All	this	time	he	had	been	feeling	the	stuff	of	my	jacket,	smoothing	my	hands,

looking	 at	 my	 boots,	 and	 generally,	 in	 the	 intervals	 of	 his	 speech,	 showing	 a
childish	pleasure	 in	 the	presence	of	a	 fellow	creature.	But	at	my	 last	words	he
perked	up	into	a	kind	of	startled	slyness.
"If	ever	you	can	get	aboard	again,	says	you?"	he	repeated.	"Why,	now,	who's

to	hinder	you?"
"Not	you,	I	know,"	was	my	reply.
"And	right	you	was,"	he	cried.	"Now	you—what	do	you	call	yourself,	mate?"
"Jim,"	I	told	him.
"Jim,	Jim,"	says	he,	quite	pleased	apparently.	"Well,	now,	Jim,	I've	lived	that

rough	as	you'd	be	ashamed	 to	hear	of.	Now,	 for	 instance,	you	wouldn't	 think	 I
had	had	a	pious	mother—to	look	at	me?"	he	asked.
"Why,	no,	not	in	particular,"	I	answered.
"Ah,	well,"	 said	he,	 "but	 I	 had—remarkable	pious.	And	 I	was	 a	 civil,	 pious

boy,	 and	 could	 rattle	off	my	catechism	 that	 fast,	 as	 you	 couldn't	 tell	 one	word



from	another.	And	here's	what	it	come	to,	Jim,	and	it	begun	with	chuck-farthen
on	the	blessed	grave-stones!	That's	what	it	begun	with,	but	it	went	further'n	that;
and	so	my	mother	told	me,	and	predicked	the	whole,	she	did,	the	pious	woman!
But	it	were	Providence	that	put	me	here.	I've	thought	it	all	out	in	this	here	lonely
island,	and	I'm	back	on	piety.	You	don't	catch	me	tasting	rum	so	much,	but	just	a
thimbleful	for	luck,	of	course,	the	first	chance	I	have.	I'm	bound	I'll	be	good,	and
I	see	the	way	to.	And,	Jim"—looking	all	round	him	and	lowering	his	voice	to	a
whisper—"I'm	rich."
I	 now	 felt	 sure	 that	 the	 poor	 fellow	 had	 gone	 crazy	 in	 his	 solitude,	 and	 I

suppose	I	must	have	shown	the	feeling	in	my	face,	for	he	repeated	the	statement
hotly:	"Rich!	Rich!	I	says.	And	I'll	 tell	you	what:	 I'll	make	a	man	of	you,	Jim.
Ah,	Jim,	you'll	bless	your	stars,	you	will,	you	was	the	first	that	found	me!"
And	 at	 this	 there	 came	 suddenly	 a	 lowering	 shadow	 over	 his	 face,	 and	 he

tightened	his	 grasp	upon	my	hand	 and	 raised	 a	 forefinger	 threateningly	before
my	eyes.
"Now,	Jim,	you	tell	me	true:	that	ain't	Flint's	ship?"	he	asked.
At	this	I	had	a	happy	inspiration.	I	began	to	believe	that	I	had	found	an	ally,

and	I	answered	him	at	once.
"It's	not	Flint's	ship,	and	Flint	is	dead;	but	I'll	tell	you	true,	as	you	ask	me—

there	are	some	of	Flint's	hands	aboard;	worse	luck	for	the	rest	of	us."
"Not	a	man—with	one—leg?"	he	gasped.
"Silver?"	I	asked.
"Ah,	Silver!"	says	he.	"That	were	his	name."
"He's	the	cook,	and	the	ringleader	too."
He	was	still	holding	me	by	the	wrist,	and	at	that	he	give	it	quite	a	wring.
"If	you	was	sent	by	Long	John,"	he	said,	"I'm	as	good	as	pork,	and	I	know	it.

But	where	was	you,	do	you	suppose?"
I	 had	made	my	mind	 up	 in	 a	moment,	 and	 by	way	 of	 answer	 told	 him	 the

whole	story	of	our	voyage	and	the	predicament	in	which	we	found	ourselves.	He
heard	me	with	 the	 keenest	 interest,	 and	when	 I	 had	 done	 he	 patted	me	on	 the
head.
"You're	a	good	lad,	Jim,"	he	said;	"and	you're	all	 in	a	clove	hitch,	ain't	you?

Well,	you	just	put	your	trust	in	Ben	Gunn—Ben	Gunn's	the	man	to	do	it.	Would
you	 think	 it	 likely,	 now,	 that	 your	 squire	would	 prove	 a	 liberal-minded	one	 in
case	of	help—him	being	in	a	clove	hitch,	as	you	remark?"
I	told	him	the	squire	was	the	most	liberal	of	men.
"Aye,	 but	 you	 see,"	 returned	Ben	Gunn,	 "I	 didn't	mean	giving	me	 a	 gate	 to

keep,	 and	 a	 suit	 of	 livery	 clothes,	 and	 such;	 that's	 not	my	mark,	 Jim.	What	 I
mean	 is,	 would	 he	 be	 likely	 to	 come	 down	 to	 the	 toon	 of,	 say	 one	 thousand



pounds	out	of	money	that's	as	good	as	a	man's	own	already?"
"I	am	sure	he	would,"	said	I.	"As	it	was,	all	hands	were	to	share."
"And	a	passage	home?"	he	added	with	a	look	of	great	shrewdness.
"Why,"	 I	 cried,	 "the	 squire's	 a	 gentleman.	And	besides,	 if	we	got	 rid	 of	 the

others,	we	should	want	you	to	help	work	the	vessel	home."
"Ah,"	said	he,	"so	you	would."	And	he	seemed	very	much	relieved.
"Now,	I'll	 tell	you	what,"	he	went	on.	"So	much	I'll	 tell	you,	and	no	more.	I

were	 in	Flint's	 ship	when	he	buried	 the	 treasure;	 he	 and	 six	 along—six	 strong
seamen.	They	was	ashore	nigh	on	a	week,	and	us	standing	off	and	on	in	the	old
Walrus.	One	 fine	day	up	went	 the	 signal,	 and	here	come	Flint	by	himself	 in	 a
little	 boat,	 and	 his	 head	 done	 up	 in	 a	 blue	 scarf.	 The	 sun	was	 getting	 up,	 and
mortal	white	he	looked	about	the	cutwater.	But,	there	he	was,	you	mind,	and	the
six	all	dead—dead	and	buried.	How	he	done	it,	not	a	man	aboard	us	could	make
out.	 It	was	battle,	murder,	and	sudden	death,	 leastways—him	against	six.	Billy
Bones	 was	 the	 mate;	 Long	 John,	 he	 was	 quartermaster;	 and	 they	 asked	 him
where	the	treasure	was.	 'Ah,'	says	he,	 'you	can	go	ashore,	if	you	like,	and	stay,'
he	says;	'but	as	for	the	ship,	she'll	beat	up	for	more,	by	thunder!'	That's	what	he
said.
"Well,	 I	 was	 in	 another	 ship	 three	 years	 back,	 and	 we	 sighted	 this	 island.

'Boys,'	 said	 I,	 'here's	 Flint's	 treasure;	 let's	 land	 and	 find	 it.'	 The	 cap'n	 was
displeased	at	that,	but	my	messmates	were	all	of	a	mind	and	landed.	Twelve	days
they	looked	for	it,	and	every	day	they	had	the	worse	word	for	me,	until	one	fine
morning	all	hands	went	aboard.	'As	for	you,	Benjamin	Gunn,'	says	they,	'here's	a
musket,'	they	says,	'and	a	spade,	and	pick-axe.	You	can	stay	here	and	find	Flint's
money	for	yourself,'	they	says.
"Well,	Jim,	three	years	have	I	been	here,	and	not	a	bite	of	Christian	diet	from

that	day	to	this.	But	now,	you	look	here;	look	at	me.	Do	I	look	like	a	man	before
the	mast?	No,	says	you.	Nor	I	weren't,	neither,	I	says."
And	with	that	he	winked	and	pinched	me	hard.
"Just	 you	 mention	 them	 words	 to	 your	 squire,	 Jim,"	 he	 went	 on.	 "Nor	 he

weren't,	 neither—that's	 the	words.	Three	years	he	were	 the	man	of	 this	 island,
light	and	dark,	fair	and	rain;	and	sometimes	he	would	maybe	think	upon	a	prayer
(says	 you),	 and	 sometimes	 he	would	maybe	 think	 of	 his	 old	mother,	 so	 be	 as
she's	alive	(you'll	say);	but	the	most	part	of	Gunn's	time	(this	is	what	you'll	say)
—the	most	part	of	his	time	was	took	up	with	another	matter.	And	then	you'll	give
him	a	nip,	like	I	do."
And	he	pinched	me	again	in	the	most	confidential	manner.
"Then,"	he	continued,	"then	you'll	up,	and	you'll	say	this:	Gunn	is	a	good	man

(you'll	 say),	 and	 he	 puts	 a	 precious	 sight	 more	 confidence—a	 precious	 sight,



mind	that—in	a	gen'leman	born	than	in	these	gen'leman	of	fortune,	having	been
one	hisself."
"Well,"	I	said,	"I	don't	understand	one	word	that	you've	been	saying.	But	that's

neither	here	nor	there;	for	how	am	I	to	get	on	board?"
"Ah,"	 said	 he,	 "that's	 the	 hitch,	 for	 sure.	Well,	 there's	my	 boat,	 that	 I	made

with	my	 two	hands.	 I	keep	her	under	 the	white	 rock.	 If	 the	worst	 come	 to	 the
worst,	we	might	try	that	after	dark.	Hi!"	he	broke	out.	"What's	that?"
For	just	then,	although	the	sun	had	still	an	hour	or	two	to	run,	all	the	echoes	of

the	island	awoke	and	bellowed	to	the	thunder	of	a	cannon.
"They	have	begun	to	fight!"	I	cried.	"Follow	me."
And	 I	 began	 to	 run	 towards	 the	 anchorage,	 my	 terrors	 all	 forgotten,	 while

close	at	my	side	the	marooned	man	in	his	goatskins	trotted	easily	and	lightly.
"Left,	 left,"	says	he;	"keep	to	your	left	hand,	mate	Jim!	Under	the	trees	with

you!	 Theer's	 where	 I	 killed	 my	 first	 goat.	 They	 don't	 come	 down	 here	 now;
they're	all	mastheaded	on	 them	mountings	for	 the	fear	of	Benjamin	Gunn.	Ah!
And	 there's	 the	 cetemery"—cemetery,	 he	 must	 have	 meant.	 "You	 see	 the
mounds?	 I	 come	 here	 and	 prayed,	 nows	 and	 thens,	 when	 I	 thought	 maybe	 a
Sunday	would	be	about	doo.	It	weren't	quite	a	chapel,	but	it	seemed	more	solemn
like;	and	then,	says	you,	Ben	Gunn	was	short-handed—no	chapling,	nor	so	much
as	a	Bible	and	a	flag,	you	says."
So	he	kept	talking	as	I	ran,	neither	expecting	nor	receiving	any	answer.
The	 cannon-shot	 was	 followed	 after	 a	 considerable	 interval	 by	 a	 volley	 of

small	arms.
Another	pause,	and	then,	not	a	quarter	of	a	mile	in	front	of	me,	I	beheld	the

Union	Jack	flutter	in	the	air	above	a	wood.



Part	4
The	Stockade



Chapter		1
Narrative	 Continued	 by	 the	 Doctor:	 How	 the	 Ship	 Was
Abandoned

It	was	 about	 half	 past	 one—three	 bells	 in	 the	 sea	 phrase—that	 the	 two	 boats
went	 ashore	 from	 the	 Hispaniola.	 The	 captain,	 the	 squire,	 and	 I	 were	 talking
matters	over	in	the	cabin.	Had	there	been	a	breath	of	wind,	we	should	have	fallen
on	the	six	mutineers	who	were	left	aboard	with	us,	slipped	our	cable,	and	away
to	sea.	But	the	wind	was	wanting;	and	to	complete	our	helplessness,	down	came
Hunter	with	 the	news	 that	 Jim	Hawkins	had	 slipped	 into	 a	boat	 and	was	gone
ashore	with	the	rest.
It	 never	 occurred	 to	 us	 to	 doubt	 Jim	Hawkins,	 but	we	were	 alarmed	 for	 his

safety.	With	the	men	in	the	temper	they	were	in,	it	seemed	an	even	chance	if	we
should	see	the	lad	again.	We	ran	on	deck.	The	pitch	was	bubbling	in	the	seams;
the	 nasty	 stench	 of	 the	 place	 turned	 me	 sick;	 if	 ever	 a	 man	 smelt	 fever	 and
dysentery,	it	was	in	that	abominable	anchorage.	The	six	scoundrels	were	sitting
grumbling	under	a	sail	in	the	forecastle;	ashore	we	could	see	the	gigs	made	fast
and	 a	man	 sitting	 in	 each,	 hard	 by	where	 the	 river	 runs	 in.	One	 of	 them	was
whistling	"Lillibullero."
Waiting	was	a	strain,	and	 it	was	decided	 that	Hunter	and	I	should	go	ashore

with	the	jolly-boat	in	quest	of	information.	The	gigs	had	leaned	to	their	right,	but
Hunter	and	I	pulled	straight	 in,	 in	 the	direction	of	 the	stockade	upon	the	chart.
The	two	who	were	left	guarding	their	boats	seemed	in	a	bustle	at	our	appearance;
"Lillibullero"	stopped	off,	and	I	could	see	the	pair	discussing	what	they	ought	to
do.	Had	they	gone	and	told	Silver,	all	might	have	turned	out	differently;	but	they
had	their	orders,	I	suppose,	and	decided	to	sit	quietly	where	they	were	and	hark
back	again	to	"Lillibullero."
There	was	a	slight	bend	in	the	coast,	and	I	steered	so	as	to	put	it	between	us;

even	before	we	landed	we	had	thus	lost	sight	of	the	gigs.	I	jumped	out	and	came
as	 near	 running	 as	 I	 durst,	 with	 a	 big	 silk	 handkerchief	 under	 my	 hat	 for
coolness'	sake	and	a	brace	of	pistols	ready	primed	for	safety.
I	had	not	gone	a	hundred	yards	when	I	reached	the	stockade.
This	was	how	it	was:	a	spring	of	clear	water	rose	almost	at	the	top	of	a	knoll.



Well,	on	the	knoll,	and	enclosing	the	spring,	they	had	clapped	a	stout	log-house
fit	to	hold	two	score	of	people	on	a	pinch	and	loopholed	for	musketry	on	either
side.	 All	 round	 this	 they	 had	 cleared	 a	 wide	 space,	 and	 then	 the	 thing	 was
completed	by	a	paling	six	feet	high,	without	door	or	opening,	too	strong	to	pull
down	without	time	and	labour	and	too	open	to	shelter	the	besiegers.	The	people
in	the	log-house	had	them	in	every	way;	they	stood	quiet	in	shelter	and	shot	the
others	like	partridges.	All	they	wanted	was	a	good	watch	and	food;	for,	short	of	a
complete	surprise,	they	might	have	held	the	place	against	a	regiment.
What	particularly	 took	my	 fancy	was	 the	 spring.	For	 though	we	had	a	good

enough	 place	 of	 it	 in	 the	 cabin	 of	 the	 Hispaniola,	 with	 plenty	 of	 arms	 and
ammunition,	 and	 things	 to	 eat,	 and	 excellent	wines,	 there	 had	 been	 one	 thing
overlooked—we	had	no	water.	I	was	thinking	this	over	when	there	came	ringing
over	the	island	the	cry	of	a	man	at	the	point	of	death.	I	was	not	new	to	violent
death—I	 have	 served	 his	Royal	Highness	 the	Duke	 of	Cumberland,	 and	 got	 a
wound	myself	at	Fontenoy—but	I	know	my	pulse	went	dot	and	carry	one.	"Jim
Hawkins	is	gone,"	was	my	first	thought.
It	 is	 something	 to	 have	 been	 an	 old	 soldier,	 but	 more	 still	 to	 have	 been	 a

doctor.	There	 is	no	time	to	dilly-dally	 in	our	work.	And	so	now	I	made	up	my
mind	instantly,	and	with	no	time	lost	returned	to	the	shore	and	jumped	on	board
the	jolly-boat.
By	 good	 fortune	Hunter	 pulled	 a	 good	 oar.	We	made	 the	water	 fly,	 and	 the

boat	was	soon	alongside	and	I	aboard	the	schooner.
I	found	them	all	shaken,	as	was	natural.	The	squire	was	sitting	down,	as	white

as	a	sheet,	thinking	of	the	harm	he	had	led	us	to,	the	good	soul!	And	one	of	the
six	forecastle	hands	was	little	better.
"There's	 a	man,"	 says	Captain	 Smollett,	 nodding	 towards	 him,	 "new	 to	 this

work.	He	came	nigh-hand	fainting,	doctor,	when	he	heard	the	cry.	Another	touch
of	the	rudder	and	that	man	would	join	us."
I	 told	my	plan	to	the	captain,	and	between	us	we	settled	on	the	details	of	its

accomplishment.
We	put	old	Redruth	in	the	gallery	between	the	cabin	and	the	forecastle,	with

three	or	 four	 loaded	muskets	and	a	mattress	 for	protection.	Hunter	brought	 the
boat	 round	under	 the	 stern-port,	 and	 Joyce	 and	 I	 set	 to	work	 loading	 her	with
powder	tins,	muskets,	bags	of	biscuits,	kegs	of	pork,	a	cask	of	cognac,	and	my
invaluable	medicine	chest.
In	 the	 meantime,	 the	 squire	 and	 the	 captain	 stayed	 on	 deck,	 and	 the	 latter

hailed	the	coxswain,	who	was	the	principal	man	aboard.
"Mr.	Hands,"	he	said,	"here	are	two	of	us	with	a	brace	of	pistols	each.	If	any

one	of	you	six	make	a	signal	of	any	description,	that	man's	dead."



They	were	a	good	deal	taken	aback,	and	after	a	little	consultation	one	and	all
tumbled	down	the	fore	companion,	thinking	no	doubt	to	take	us	on	the	rear.	But
when	they	saw	Redruth	waiting	for	them	in	the	sparred	galley,	they	went	about
ship	at	once,	and	a	head	popped	out	again	on	deck.
"Down,	dog!"	cries	the	captain.
And	the	head	popped	back	again;	and	we	heard	no	more,	for	the	time,	of	these

six	very	faint-hearted	seamen.
By	this	time,	tumbling	things	in	as	they	came,	we	had	the	jolly-boat	loaded	as

much	as	we	dared.	Joyce	and	I	got	out	through	the	stern-port,	and	we	made	for
shore	again	as	fast	as	oars	could	take	us.
This	 second	 trip	 fairly	 aroused	 the	watchers	 along	 shore.	 "Lillibullero"	was

dropped	again;	and	just	before	we	lost	sight	of	them	behind	the	little	point,	one
of	them	whipped	ashore	and	disappeared.	I	had	half	a	mind	to	change	my	plan
and	destroy	their	boats,	but	I	feared	that	Silver	and	the	others	might	be	close	at
hand,	and	all	might	very	well	be	lost	by	trying	for	too	much.
We	had	soon	touched	land	in	the	same	place	as	before	and	set	to	provision	the

block	 house.	 All	 three	 made	 the	 first	 journey,	 heavily	 laden,	 and	 tossed	 our
stores	 over	 the	 palisade.	 Then,	 leaving	 Joyce	 to	 guard	 them—one	man,	 to	 be
sure,	but	with	half	a	dozen	muskets—Hunter	and	I	returned	to	the	jolly-boat	and
loaded	ourselves	once	more.	So	we	proceeded	without	pausing	to	take	breath,	till
the	whole	cargo	was	bestowed,	when	the	two	servants	took	up	their	position	in
the	block	house,	and	I,	with	all	my	power,	sculled	back	to	the	Hispaniola.
That	 we	 should	 have	 risked	 a	 second	 boat	 load	 seems	 more	 daring	 than	 it

really	 was.	 They	 had	 the	 advantage	 of	 numbers,	 of	 course,	 but	 we	 had	 the
advantage	 of	 arms.	Not	 one	 of	 the	men	 ashore	 had	 a	musket,	 and	 before	 they
could	get	within	range	for	pistol	shooting,	we	flattered	ourselves	we	should	be
able	to	give	a	good	account	of	a	half-dozen	at	least.
The	squire	was	waiting	for	me	at	the	stern	window,	all	his	faintness	gone	from

him.	He	caught	the	painter	and	made	it	fast,	and	we	fell	to	loading	the	boat	for
our	very	lives.	Pork,	powder,	and	biscuit	was	the	cargo,	with	only	a	musket	and	a
cutlass	apiece	for	the	squire	and	me	and	Redruth	and	the	captain.	The	rest	of	the
arms	and	powder	we	dropped	overboard	in	two	fathoms	and	a	half	of	water,	so
that	we	could	see	the	bright	steel	shining	far	below	us	in	the	sun,	on	the	clean,
sandy	bottom.
By	this	time	the	tide	was	beginning	to	ebb,	and	the	ship	was	swinging	round

to	 her	 anchor.	 Voices	were	 heard	 faintly	 halloaing	 in	 the	 direction	 of	 the	 two
gigs;	and	 though	 this	 reassured	us	 for	Joyce	and	Hunter,	who	were	well	 to	 the
eastward,	it	warned	our	party	to	be	off.
Redruth	 retreated	 from	 his	 place	 in	 the	 gallery	 and	 dropped	 into	 the	 boat,



which	we	 then	 brought	 round	 to	 the	 ship's	 counter,	 to	 be	 handier	 for	 Captain
Smollett.
"Now,	men,"	said	he,	"do	you	hear	me?"
There	was	no	answer	from	the	forecastle.
"It's	to	you,	Abraham	Gray—it's	to	you	I	am	speaking."
Still	no	reply.
"Gray,"	 resumed	Mr.	 Smollett,	 a	 little	 louder,	 "I	 am	 leaving	 this	 ship,	 and	 I

order	you	to	follow	your	captain.	I	know	you	are	a	good	man	at	bottom,	and	I
dare	say	not	one	of	the	lot	of	you's	as	bad	as	he	makes	out.	I	have	my	watch	here
in	my	hand;	I	give	you	thirty	seconds	to	join	me	in."
There	was	a	pause.
"Come,	my	fine	fellow,"	continued	the	captain;	"don't	hang	so	long	in	stays.

I'm	risking	my	life	and	the	lives	of	these	good	gentlemen	every	second."
There	was	a	sudden	scuffle,	a	sound	of	blows,	and	out	burst	Abraham	Gray

with	a	knife	cut	on	the	side	of	the	cheek,	and	came	running	to	the	captain	like	a
dog	to	the	whistle.
"I'm	with	you,	sir,"	said	he.
And	 the	next	moment	he	and	 the	captain	had	dropped	aboard	of	us,	and	we

had	shoved	off	and	given	way.	We	were	clear	out	of	the	ship,	but	not	yet	ashore
in	our	stockade.



Chapter		2
Narrative	Continued	by	the	Doctor:	The	Jolly-boat's	Last	Trip

This	fifth	trip	was	quite	different	from	any	of	the	others.	In	the	first	place,	the
little	gallipot	of	a	boat	that	we	were	in	was	gravely	overloaded.	Five	grown	men,
and	three	of	them—Trelawney,	Redruth,	and	the	captain—over	six	feet	high,	was
already	more	 than	 she	was	meant	 to	 carry.	Add	 to	 that	 the	 powder,	 pork,	 and
bread-bags.	The	gunwale	was	 lipping	 astern.	Several	 times	we	 shipped	 a	 little
water,	and	my	breeches	and	the	tails	of	my	coat	were	all	soaking	wet	before	we
had	gone	a	hundred	yards.
The	captain	made	us	trim	the	boat,	and	we	got	her	to	lie	a	little	more	evenly.

All	the	same,	we	were	afraid	to	breathe.
In	 the	 second	 place,	 the	 ebb	 was	 now	 making—a	 strong	 rippling	 current

running	westward	 through	 the	basin,	and	 then	south'ard	and	seaward	down	 the
straits	by	which	we	had	entered	in	the	morning.	Even	the	ripples	were	a	danger
to	our	overloaded	craft,	but	the	worst	of	it	was	that	we	were	swept	out	of	our	true
course	and	away	 from	our	proper	 landing-place	behind	 the	point.	 If	we	 let	 the
current	have	 its	way	we	should	come	ashore	beside	 the	gigs,	where	 the	pirates
might	appear	at	any	moment.
"I	 cannot	 keep	 her	 head	 for	 the	 stockade,	 sir,"	 said	 I	 to	 the	 captain.	 I	 was

steering,	while	he	and	Redruth,	two	fresh	men,	were	at	the	oars.	"The	tide	keeps
washing	her	down.	Could	you	pull	a	little	stronger?"
"Not	 without	 swamping	 the	 boat,"	 said	 he.	 "You	 must	 bear	 up,	 sir,	 if	 you

please—bear	up	until	you	see	you're	gaining."	I	 tried	and	found	by	experiment
that	the	tide	kept	sweeping	us	westward	until	I	had	laid	her	head	due	east,	or	just
about	right	angles	to	the	way	we	ought	to	go.
"We'll	never	get	ashore	at	this	rate,"	said	I.
"If	 it's	 the	only	course	that	we	can	lie,	sir,	we	must	even	lie	it,"	returned	the

captain.	"We	must	keep	upstream.	You	see,	sir,"	he	went	on,	"if	once	we	dropped
to	 leeward	 of	 the	 landing-place,	 it's	 hard	 to	 say	 where	 we	 should	 get	 ashore,
besides	 the	 chance	 of	 being	boarded	by	 the	 gigs;	whereas,	 the	way	we	go	 the
current	must	slacken,	and	then	we	can	dodge	back	along	the	shore."
"The	current's	less	a'ready,	sir,"	said	the	man	Gray,	who	was	sitting	in	the	fore-

sheets;	"you	can	ease	her	off	a	bit."



"Thank	you,	my	man,"	said	I,	quite	as	if	nothing	had	happened,	for	we	had	all
quietly	made	up	our	minds	to	treat	him	like	one	of	ourselves.
Suddenly	 the	 captain	 spoke	 up	 again,	 and	 I	 thought	 his	 voice	 was	 a	 little

changed.
"The	gun!"	said	he.
"I	 have	 thought	 of	 that,"	 said	 I,	 for	 I	 made	 sure	 he	 was	 thinking	 of	 a

bombardment	of	the	fort.	"They	could	never	get	the	gun	ashore,	and	if	they	did,
they	could	never	haul	it	through	the	woods."
"Look	astern,	doctor,"	replied	the	captain.
We	had	entirely	forgotten	the	long	nine;	and	there,	to	our	horror,	were	the	five

rogues	busy	about	her,	getting	off	her	 jacket,	 as	 they	called	 the	 stout	 tarpaulin
cover	under	which	she	sailed.	Not	only	that,	but	it	flashed	into	my	mind	at	 the
same	 moment	 that	 the	 round-shot	 and	 the	 powder	 for	 the	 gun	 had	 been	 left
behind,	and	a	stroke	with	an	axe	would	put	it	all	into	the	possession	of	the	evil
ones	abroad.
"Israel	was	Flint's	gunner,"	said	Gray	hoarsely.
At	any	risk,	we	put	the	boat's	head	direct	for	the	landing-place.	By	this	time

we	had	got	so	far	out	of	the	run	of	the	current	that	we	kept	steerage	way	even	at
our	necessarily	gentle	rate	of	rowing,	and	I	could	keep	her	steady	for	 the	goal.
But	the	worst	of	it	was	that	with	the	course	I	now	held	we	turned	our	broadside
instead	of	our	stern	to	the	Hispaniola	and	offered	a	target	like	a	barn	door.
I	 could	 hear	 as	well	 as	 see	 that	 brandy-faced	 rascal	 Israel	 Hands	 plumping

down	a	round-shot	on	the	deck.
"Who's	the	best	shot?"	asked	the	captain.
"Mr.	Trelawney,	out	and	away,"	said	I.
"Mr.	Trelawney,	will	you	please	pick	me	off	one	of	these	men,	sir?	Hands,	if

possible,"	said	the	captain.
Trelawney	was	as	cool	as	steel.	He	looked	to	the	priming	of	his	gun.
"Now,"	cried	 the	captain,	 "easy	with	 that	gun,	 sir,	or	you'll	 swamp	 the	boat.

All	hands	stand	by	to	trim	her	when	he	aims."
The	squire	raised	his	gun,	the	rowing	ceased,	and	we	leaned	over	to	the	other

side	to	keep	the	balance,	and	all	was	so	nicely	contrived	that	we	did	not	ship	a
drop.
They	 had	 the	 gun,	 by	 this	 time,	 slewed	 round	 upon	 the	 swivel,	 and	Hands,

who	was	at	the	muzzle	with	the	rammer,	was	in	consequence	the	most	exposed.
However,	we	had	no	luck,	for	just	as	Trelawney	fired,	down	he	stooped,	the	ball
whistled	over	him,	and	it	was	one	of	the	other	four	who	fell.
The	cry	he	gave	was	echoed	not	only	by	his	companions	on	board	but	by	a

great	number	of	voices	 from	 the	shore,	and	 looking	 in	 that	direction	 I	 saw	 the



other	pirates	trooping	out	from	among	the	trees	and	tumbling	into	their	places	in
the	boats.
"Here	come	the	gigs,	sir,"	said	I.
"Give	way,	then,"	cried	the	captain.	"We	mustn't	mind	if	we	swamp	her	now.

If	we	can't	get	ashore,	all's	up."
"Only	one	of	 the	gigs	 is	being	manned,	sir,"	 I	added;	"the	crew	of	 the	other

most	likely	going	round	by	shore	to	cut	us	off."
"They'll	have	a	hot	run,	sir,"	returned	the	captain.	"Jack	ashore,	you	know.	It's

not	them	I	mind;	it's	the	round-shot.	Carpet	bowls!	My	lady's	maid	couldn't	miss.
Tell	us,	squire,	when	you	see	the	match,	and	we'll	hold	water."
In	the	meanwhile	we	had	been	making	headway	at	a	good	pace	for	a	boat	so

overloaded,	 and	we	 had	 shipped	 but	 little	water	 in	 the	 process.	We	were	 now
close	in;	thirty	or	forty	strokes	and	we	should	beach	her,	for	the	ebb	had	already
disclosed	a	narrow	belt	of	sand	below	the	clustering	trees.	The	gig	was	no	longer
to	be	feared;	the	little	point	had	already	concealed	it	from	our	eyes.	The	ebb-tide,
which	had	so	cruelly	delayed	us,	was	now	making	reparation	and	delaying	our
assailants.	The	one	source	of	danger	was	the	gun.
"If	I	durst,"	said	the	captain,	"I'd	stop	and	pick	off	another	man."
But	 it	was	 plain	 that	 they	meant	 nothing	 should	 delay	 their	 shot.	 They	 had

never	so	much	as	looked	at	their	fallen	comrade,	though	he	was	not	dead,	and	I
could	see	him	trying	to	crawl	away.
"Ready!"	cried	the	squire.
"Hold!"	cried	the	captain,	quick	as	an	echo.
And	he	and	Redruth	backed	with	a	great	heave	that	sent	her	stern	bodily	under

water.	The	report	fell	 in	at	 the	same	instant	of	time.	This	was	the	first	 that	Jim
heard,	 the	 sound	 of	 the	 squire's	 shot	 not	 having	 reached	 him.	Where	 the	 ball
passed,	 not	 one	 of	 us	 precisely	 knew,	 but	 I	 fancy	 it	must	 have	 been	 over	 our
heads	and	that	the	wind	of	it	may	have	contributed	to	our	disaster.
At	 any	 rate,	 the	 boat	 sank	 by	 the	 stern,	 quite	 gently,	 in	 three	 feet	 of	water,

leaving	 the	captain	and	myself,	 facing	each	other,	on	our	 feet.	The	other	 three
took	complete	headers,	and	came	up	again	drenched	and	bubbling.
So	far	there	was	no	great	harm.	No	lives	were	lost,	and	we	could	wade	ashore

in	safety.	But	there	were	all	our	stores	at	the	bottom,	and	to	make	things	worse,
only	 two	guns	out	of	 five	remained	 in	a	state	 for	service.	Mine	I	had	snatched
from	my	knees	and	held	over	my	head,	by	a	sort	of	instinct.	As	for	the	captain,
he	had	carried	his	over	his	shoulder	by	a	bandoleer,	and	 like	a	wise	man,	 lock
uppermost.	The	other	three	had	gone	down	with	the	boat.
To	add	to	our	concern,	we	heard	voices	already	drawing	near	us	in	the	woods

along	shore,	and	we	had	not	only	the	danger	of	being	cut	off	from	the	stockade



in	 our	 half-crippled	 state	 but	 the	 fear	 before	 us	 whether,	 if	 Hunter	 and	 Joyce
were	attacked	by	half	a	dozen,	they	would	have	the	sense	and	conduct	to	stand
firm.	Hunter	was	steady,	that	we	knew;	Joyce	was	a	doubtful	case—a	pleasant,
polite	man	for	a	valet	and	to	brush	one's	clothes,	but	not	entirely	fitted	for	a	man
of	war.
With	 all	 this	 in	 our	 minds,	 we	 waded	 ashore	 as	 fast	 as	 we	 could,	 leaving

behind	us	the	poor	jolly-boat	and	a	good	half	of	all	our	powder	and	provisions.



Chapter		3
Narrative	 Continued	 by	 the	 Doctor:	 End	 of	 the	 First	 Day's
Fighting

We	made	our	best	speed	across	the	strip	of	wood	that	now	divided	us	from	the
stockade,	 and	 at	 every	 step	we	 took	 the	 voices	 of	 the	 buccaneers	 rang	 nearer.
Soon	we	could	hear	their	footfalls	as	they	ran	and	the	cracking	of	the	branches	as
they	breasted	across	a	bit	of	thicket.
I	 began	 to	 see	 we	 should	 have	 a	 brush	 for	 it	 in	 earnest	 and	 looked	 to	 my

priming.
"Captain,"	said	I,	"Trelawney	is	the	dead	shot.	Give	him	your	gun;	his	own	is

useless."
They	exchanged	guns,	and	Trelawney,	silent	and	cool	as	he	had	been	since	the

beginning	 of	 the	 bustle,	 hung	 a	moment	 on	 his	 heel	 to	 see	 that	 all	was	 fit	 for
service.	 At	 the	 same	 time,	 observing	 Gray	 to	 be	 unarmed,	 I	 handed	 him	 my
cutlass.	It	did	all	our	hearts	good	to	see	him	spit	in	his	hand,	knit	his	brows,	and
make	the	blade	sing	through	the	air.	It	was	plain	from	every	line	of	his	body	that
our	new	hand	was	worth	his	salt.
Forty	paces	farther	we	came	to	the	edge	of	the	wood	and	saw	the	stockade	in

front	 of	 us.	We	 struck	 the	 enclosure	 about	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 south	 side,	 and
almost	at	the	same	time,	seven	mutineers—Job	Anderson,	the	boatswain,	at	their
head—appeared	in	full	cry	at	the	southwestern	corner.
They	paused	as	if	taken	aback,	and	before	they	recovered,	not	only	the	squire

and	 I,	 but	Hunter	 and	 Joyce	 from	 the	 block	 house,	 had	 time	 to	 fire.	 The	 four
shots	 came	 in	 rather	 a	 scattering	 volley,	 but	 they	 did	 the	 business:	 one	 of	 the
enemy	actually	fell,	and	the	rest,	without	hesitation,	turned	and	plunged	into	the
trees.
After	 reloading,	 we	 walked	 down	 the	 outside	 of	 the	 palisade	 to	 see	 to	 the

fallen	enemy.	He	was	stone	dead—shot	through	the	heart.
We	began	to	rejoice	over	our	good	success	when	just	at	that	moment	a	pistol

cracked	 in	 the	bush,	 a	 ball	whistled	 close	past	my	ear,	 and	poor	Tom	Redruth
stumbled	and	 fell	 his	 length	on	 the	ground.	Both	 the	 squire	 and	 I	 returned	 the
shot,	 but	 as	we	 had	 nothing	 to	 aim	 at,	 it	 is	 probable	we	 only	wasted	 powder.



Then	we	reloaded	and	turned	our	attention	to	poor	Tom.
The	captain	and	Gray	were	already	examining	him,	and	I	saw	with	half	an	eye

that	all	was	over.
I	believe	 the	readiness	of	our	 return	volley	had	scattered	 the	mutineers	once

more,	 for	 we	 were	 suffered	 without	 further	 molestation	 to	 get	 the	 poor	 old
gamekeeper	hoisted	over	 the	stockade	and	carried,	groaning	and	bleeding,	 into
the	 log-house.	 Poor	 old	 fellow,	 he	 had	 not	 uttered	 one	 word	 of	 surprise,
complaint,	fear,	or	even	acquiescence	from	the	very	beginning	of	our	troubles	till
now,	when	we	 had	 laid	 him	 down	 in	 the	 log-house	 to	 die.	He	 had	 lain	 like	 a
Trojan	behind	his	mattress	 in	 the	gallery;	he	had	followed	every	order	silently,
doggedly,	and	well;	he	was	the	oldest	of	our	party	by	a	score	of	years;	and	now,
sullen,	old,	serviceable	servant,	it	was	he	that	was	to	die.
The	squire	dropped	down	beside	him	on	his	knees	and	kissed	his	hand,	crying

like	a	child.
"Be	I	going,	doctor?"	he	asked.
"Tom,	my	man,"	said	I,	"you're	going	home."
"I	wish	I	had	had	a	lick	at	them	with	the	gun	first,"	he	replied.
"Tom,"	said	the	squire,	"say	you	forgive	me,	won't	you?"
"Would	 that	 be	 respectful	 like,	 from	 me	 to	 you,	 squire?"	 was	 the	 answer.

"Howsoever,	so	be	it,	amen!"
After	 a	 little	 while	 of	 silence,	 he	 said	 he	 thought	 somebody	 might	 read	 a

prayer.	"It's	the	custom,	sir,"	he	added	apologetically.	And	not	long	after,	without
another	word,	he	passed	away.
In	the	meantime	the	captain,	whom	I	had	observed	to	be	wonderfully	swollen

about	 the	 chest	 and	 pockets,	 had	 turned	 out	 a	 great	many	 various	 stores—the
British	 colours,	 a	 Bible,	 a	 coil	 of	 stoutish	 rope,	 pen,	 ink,	 the	 log-book,	 and
pounds	of	tobacco.	He	had	found	a	longish	fir-tree	lying	felled	and	trimmed	in
the	enclosure,	and	with	the	help	of	Hunter	he	had	set	 it	up	at	 the	corner	of	 the
log-house	where	 the	 trunks	crossed	and	made	an	angle.	Then,	climbing	on	 the
roof,	he	had	with	his	own	hand	bent	and	run	up	the	colours.
This	 seemed	 mightily	 to	 relieve	 him.	 He	 re-entered	 the	 log-house	 and	 set

about	 counting	 up	 the	 stores	 as	 if	 nothing	 else	 existed.	But	 he	 had	 an	 eye	 on
Tom's	 passage	 for	 all	 that,	 and	 as	 soon	 as	 all	 was	 over,	 came	 forward	 with
another	flag	and	reverently	spread	it	on	the	body.
"Don't	you	 take	on,	 sir,"	he	 said,	 shaking	 the	 squire's	hand.	 "All's	well	with

him;	no	fear	for	a	hand	that's	been	shot	down	in	his	duty	to	captain	and	owner.	It
mayn't	be	good	divinity,	but	it's	a	fact."
Then	he	pulled	me	aside.
"Dr.	 Livesey,"	 he	 said,	 "in	 how	many	weeks	 do	 you	 and	 squire	 expect	 the



consort?"
I	told	him	it	was	a	question	not	of	weeks	but	of	months,	that	if	we	were	not

back	by	the	end	of	August	Blandly	was	to	send	to	find	us,	but	neither	sooner	nor
later.	"You	can	calculate	for	yourself,"	I	said.
"Why,	 yes,"	 returned	 the	 captain,	 scratching	 his	 head;	 "and	making	 a	 large

allowance,	sir,	for	all	the	gifts	of	Providence,	I	should	say	we	were	pretty	close
hauled."
"How	do	you	mean?"	I	asked.
"It's	 a	 pity,	 sir,	 we	 lost	 that	 second	 load.	 That's	 what	 I	 mean,"	 replied	 the

captain.	"As	for	powder	and	shot,	we'll	do.	But	the	rations	are	short,	very	short—
so	short,	Dr.	Livesey,	that	we're	perhaps	as	well	without	that	extra	mouth."
And	he	pointed	to	the	dead	body	under	the	flag.
Just	then,	with	a	roar	and	a	whistle,	a	round-shot	passed	high	above	the	roof	of

the	log-house	and	plumped	far	beyond	us	in	the	wood.
"Oho!"	 said	 the	 captain.	 "Blaze	 away!	You've	 little	 enough	 powder	 already,

my	lads."
At	 the	 second	 trial,	 the	 aim	 was	 better,	 and	 the	 ball	 descended	 inside	 the

stockade,	scattering	a	cloud	of	sand	but	doing	no	further	damage.
"Captain,"	said	the	squire,	"the	house	is	quite	invisible	from	the	ship.	It	must

be	the	flag	they	are	aiming	at.	Would	it	not	be	wiser	to	take	it	in?"
"Strike	my	colours!"	cried	the	captain.	"No,	sir,	not	I";	and	as	soon	as	he	had

said	 the	words,	 I	 think	we	all	 agreed	with	him.	For	 it	was	not	only	a	piece	of
stout,	 seamanly,	 good	 feeling;	 it	 was	 good	 policy	 besides	 and	 showed	 our
enemies	that	we	despised	their	cannonade.
All	through	the	evening	they	kept	thundering	away.	Ball	after	ball	flew	over	or

fell	short	or	kicked	up	the	sand	in	the	enclosure,	but	they	had	to	fire	so	high	that
the	shot	fell	dead	and	buried	itself	in	the	soft	sand.	We	had	no	ricochet	to	fear,
and	 though	 one	 popped	 in	 through	 the	 roof	 of	 the	 log-house	 and	 out	 again
through	the	floor,	we	soon	got	used	to	that	sort	of	horse-play	and	minded	it	no
more	than	cricket.
"There	 is	one	good	 thing	about	all	 this,"	observed	 the	captain;	 "the	wood	 in

front	of	us	is	likely	clear.	The	ebb	has	made	a	good	while;	our	stores	should	be
uncovered.	Volunteers	to	go	and	bring	in	pork.
Gray	and	hunter	were	the	first	to	come	forward.	Well	armed,	they	stole	out	of

the	stockade,	but	it	proved	a	useless	mission.	The	mutineers	were	bolder	than	we
fancied	or	they	put	more	trust	in	Israel's	gunnery.	For	four	or	five	of	them	were
busy	carrying	off	our	stores	and	wading	out	with	them	to	one	of	the	gigs	that	lay
close	by,	pulling	an	oar	or	so	to	hold	her	steady	against	the	current.	Silver	was	in
the	stern-sheets	in	command;	and	every	man	of	them	was	now	provided	with	a



musket	from	some	secret	magazine	of	their	own.
The	captain	sat	down	to	his	log,	and	here	is	the	beginning	of	the	entry:

Alexander	Smollett,	master;
David	Livesey,	ship's	doctor;
Abraham	Gray,	carpenter's	mate;
John	Trelawney,	owner;
John	Hunter	and	Richard	Joyce,	owner's	servants,	landsmen—being	all	that
is	left	faithful	of	the	ship's	company—with	stores	for	ten	days	at	short
rations,	came	ashore	this	day	and	flew	British	colours	on	the	log-house	in
Treasure	Island.
Thomas	Redruth,	owner's	servant,	landsman,	shot	by	the	mutineers;
James	Hawkins,	cabin-boy—

And	at	the	same	time,	I	was	wondering	over	poor	Jim	Hawkins'	fate.
A	hail	on	the	land	side.
"Somebody	hailing	us,"	said	Hunter,	who	was	on	guard.
"Doctor!	Squire!	Captain!	Hullo,	Hunter,	is	that	you?"	came	the	cries.
And	 I	 ran	 to	 the	 door	 in	 time	 to	 see	 Jim	 Hawkins,	 safe	 and	 sound,	 come

climbing	over	the	stockade.



Chapter		4
Narrative	 Resumed	 by	 Jim	 Hawkins:	 The	 Garrison	 in	 the
Stockade

As	 soon	as	Ben	Gunn	 saw	 the	 colours	he	 came	 to	 a	halt,	 stopped	me	by	 the
arm,	and	sat	down.
"Now,"	said	he,	"there's	your	friends,	sure	enough."
"Far	more	likely	it's	the	mutineers,"	I	answered.
"That!"	 he	 cried.	 "Why,	 in	 a	 place	 like	 this,	 where	 nobody	 puts	 in	 but

gen'lemen	of	fortune,	Silver	would	fly	the	Jolly	Roger,	you	don't	make	no	doubt
of	that.	No,	that's	your	friends.	There's	been	blows	too,	and	I	reckon	your	friends
has	had	the	best	of	it;	and	here	they	are	ashore	in	the	old	stockade,	as	was	made
years	and	years	ago	by	Flint.	Ah,	he	was	the	man	to	have	a	headpiece,	was	Flint!
Barring	 rum,	his	match	were	never	 seen.	He	were	afraid	of	none,	not	he;	on'y
Silver—Silver	was	that	genteel."
"Well,"	said	I,	"that	may	be	so,	and	so	be	it;	all	the	more	reason	that	I	should

hurry	on	and	join	my	friends."
"Nay,	mate,"	returned	Ben,	"not	you.	You're	a	good	boy,	or	I'm	mistook;	but

you're	on'y	a	boy,	all	told.	Now,	Ben	Gunn	is	fly.	Rum	wouldn't	bring	me	there,
where	you're	going—not	rum	wouldn't,	till	I	see	your	born	gen'leman	and	gets	it
on	his	word	of	honour.	And	you	won't	forget	my	words;	'A	precious	sight	(that's
what	you'll	say),	a	precious	sight	more	confidence'—and	then	nips	him.
And	he	pinched	me	the	third	time	with	the	same	air	of	cleverness.
"And	when	Ben	Gunn	is	wanted,	you	know	where	to	find	him,	Jim.	Just	wheer

you	found	him	today.	And	him	that	comes	is	to	have	a	white	thing	in	his	hand,
and	 he's	 to	 come	 alone.	 Oh!	 And	 you'll	 say	 this:	 'Ben	 Gunn,'	 says	 you,	 'has
reasons	of	his	own.'"
"Well,"	 said	 I,	 "I	 believe	 I	 understand.	You	have	 something	 to	propose,	 and

you	wish	to	see	 the	squire	or	 the	doctor,	and	you're	 to	be	found	where	I	found
you.	Is	that	all?"
"And	 when?	 says	 you,"	 he	 added.	 "Why,	 from	 about	 noon	 observation	 to

about	six	bells."
"Good,"	said	I,	"and	now	may	I	go?"



"You	won't	forget?"	he	inquired	anxiously.	"Precious	sight,	and	reasons	of	his
own,	 says	 you.	 Reasons	 of	 his	 own;	 that's	 the	mainstay;	 as	 between	man	 and
man.	Well,	then"—still	holding	me—"I	reckon	you	can	go,	Jim.	And,	Jim,	if	you
was	to	see	Silver,	you	wouldn't	go	for	 to	sell	Ben	Gunn?	Wild	horses	wouldn't
draw	 it	 from	 you?	No,	 says	 you.	And	 if	 them	 pirates	 camp	 ashore,	 Jim,	what
would	you	say	but	there'd	be	widders	in	the	morning?"
Here	 he	 was	 interrupted	 by	 a	 loud	 report,	 and	 a	 cannonball	 came	 tearing

through	the	trees	and	pitched	in	the	sand	not	a	hundred	yards	from	where	we	two
were	talking.	The	next	moment	each	of	us	had	taken	to	his	heels	 in	a	different
direction.
For	 a	 good	 hour	 to	 come	 frequent	 reports	 shook	 the	 island,	 and	 balls	 kept

crashing	through	the	woods.	I	moved	from	hiding-place	to	hiding-place,	always
pursued,	or	so	it	seemed	to	me,	by	these	terrifying	missiles.	But	towards	the	end
of	 the	 bombardment,	 though	 still	 I	 durst	 not	 venture	 in	 the	 direction	 of	 the
stockade,	where	the	balls	fell	oftenest,	I	had	begun,	in	a	manner,	to	pluck	up	my
heart	again,	and	after	a	long	detour	to	the	east,	crept	down	among	the	shore-side
trees.
The	sun	had	 just	set,	 the	sea	breeze	was	rustling	and	 tumbling	 in	 the	woods

and	 ruffling	 the	 grey	 surface	 of	 the	 anchorage;	 the	 tide,	 too,	was	 far	 out,	 and
great	 tracts	of	sand	lay	uncovered;	 the	air,	after	 the	heat	of	 the	day,	chilled	me
through	my	jacket.
The	Hispaniola	still	lay	where	she	had	anchored;	but,	sure	enough,	there	was

the	 Jolly	 Roger—the	 black	 flag	 of	 piracy—flying	 from	 her	 peak.	 Even	 as	 I
looked,	 there	 came	 another	 red	 flash	 and	 another	 report	 that	 sent	 the	 echoes
clattering,	and	one	more	 round-shot	whistled	 through	 the	air.	 It	was	 the	 last	of
the	cannonade.
I	lay	for	some	time	watching	the	bustle	which	succeeded	the	attack.	Men	were

demolishing	 something	 with	 axes	 on	 the	 beach	 near	 the	 stockade—the	 poor
jolly-boat,	I	afterwards	discovered.	Away,	near	the	mouth	of	the	river,	a	great	fire
was	glowing	among	the	trees,	and	between	that	point	and	the	ship	one	of	the	gigs
kept	coming	and	going,	 the	men,	whom	I	had	seen	so	gloomy,	 shouting	at	 the
oars	like	children.	But	there	was	a	sound	in	their	voices	which	suggested	rum.
At	length	I	thought	I	might	return	towards	the	stockade.	I	was	pretty	far	down

on	 the	 low,	 sandy	spit	 that	 encloses	 the	anchorage	 to	 the	east,	 and	 is	 joined	at
half-water	to	Skeleton	Island;	and	now,	as	I	rose	to	my	feet,	I	saw,	some	distance
further	down	the	spit	and	rising	from	among	low	bushes,	an	isolated	rock,	pretty
high,	 and	 peculiarly	white	 in	 colour.	 It	 occurred	 to	me	 that	 this	might	 be	 the
white	 rock	of	which	Ben	Gunn	had	 spoken	and	 that	 some	day	or	other	 a	boat
might	be	wanted	and	I	should	know	where	to	look	for	one.



Then	 I	 skirted	 among	 the	woods	until	 I	 had	 regained	 the	 rear,	 or	 shoreward
side,	of	the	stockade,	and	was	soon	warmly	welcomed	by	the	faithful	party.
I	 had	 soon	 told	 my	 story	 and	 began	 to	 look	 about	 me.	 The	 log-house	 was

made	 of	 unsquared	 trunks	 of	 pine—roof,	 walls,	 and	 floor.	 The	 latter	 stood	 in
several	 places	 as	much	 as	 a	 foot	 or	 a	 foot	 and	 a	half	 above	 the	 surface	of	 the
sand.	There	was	a	porch	at	the	door,	and	under	this	porch	the	little	spring	welled
up	into	an	artificial	basin	of	a	rather	odd	kind—no	other	than	a	great	ship's	kettle
of	iron,	with	the	bottom	knocked	out,	and	sunk	"to	her	bearings,"	as	the	captain
said,	among	the	sand.
Little	 had	 been	 left	 besides	 the	 framework	 of	 the	 house,	 but	 in	 one	 corner

there	was	a	stone	slab	laid	down	by	way	of	hearth	and	an	old	rusty	iron	basket	to
contain	the	fire.
The	slopes	of	the	knoll	and	all	the	inside	of	the	stockade	had	been	cleared	of

timber	to	build	the	house,	and	we	could	see	by	the	stumps	what	a	fine	and	lofty
grove	had	been	destroyed.	Most	of	the	soil	had	been	washed	away	or	buried	in
drift	after	the	removal	of	the	trees;	only	where	the	streamlet	ran	down	from	the
kettle	a	 thick	bed	of	moss	and	some	 ferns	and	 little	creeping	bushes	were	 still
green	among	 the	sand.	Very	close	around	 the	 stockade—too	close	 for	defence,
they	said—the	wood	still	 flourished	high	and	dense,	all	of	 fir	on	 the	 land	side,
but	towards	the	sea	with	a	large	admixture	of	live-oaks.
The	 cold	 evening	 breeze,	 of	 which	 I	 have	 spoken,	 whistled	 through	 every

chink	of	 the	rude	building	and	sprinkled	 the	floor	with	a	continual	 rain	of	 fine
sand.	There	was	sand	 in	our	eyes,	 sand	 in	our	 teeth,	 sand	 in	our	suppers,	 sand
dancing	in	the	spring	at	the	bottom	of	the	kettle,	for	all	the	world	like	porridge
beginning	to	boil.	Our	chimney	was	a	square	hole	in	the	roof;	it	was	but	a	little
part	of	the	smoke	that	found	its	way	out,	and	the	rest	eddied	about	the	house	and
kept	us	coughing	and	piping	the	eye.
Add	to	this	that	Gray,	the	new	man,	had	his	face	tied	up	in	a	bandage	for	a	cut

he	had	got	in	breaking	away	from	the	mutineers	and	that	poor	old	Tom	Redruth,
still	unburied,	lay	along	the	wall,	stiff	and	stark,	under	the	Union	Jack.
If	we	had	been	allowed	to	sit	idle,	we	should	all	have	fallen	in	the	blues,	but

Captain	Smollett	was	never	 the	man	 for	 that.	All	 hands	were	 called	up	before
him,	 and	 he	 divided	 us	 into	watches.	 The	 doctor	 and	Gray	 and	 I	 for	 one;	 the
squire,	Hunter,	 and	 Joyce	upon	 the	 other.	Tired	 though	we	 all	were,	 two	were
sent	out	for	firewood;	two	more	were	set	to	dig	a	grave	for	Redruth;	the	doctor
was	named	cook;	I	was	put	sentry	at	the	door;	and	the	captain	himself	went	from
one	 to	 another,	 keeping	 up	 our	 spirits	 and	 lending	 a	 hand	 wherever	 it	 was
wanted.
From	time	 to	 time	 the	doctor	came	 to	 the	door	 for	a	 little	air	and	 to	 rest	his



eyes,	which	were	almost	smoked	out	of	his	head,	and	whenever	he	did	so,	he	had
a	word	for	me.
"That	man	Smollett,"	he	said	once,	"is	a	better	man	than	I	am.	And	when	I	say

that	it	means	a	deal,	Jim."
Another	time	he	came	and	was	silent	for	a	while.	Then	he	put	his	head	on	one

side,	and	looked	at	me.
"Is	this	Ben	Gunn	a	man?"	he	asked.
"I	do	not	know,	sir,"	said	I.	"I	am	not	very	sure	whether	he's	sane."
"If	there's	any	doubt	about	the	matter,	he	is,"	returned	the	doctor.	"A	man	who

has	 been	 three	 years	 biting	 his	 nails	 on	 a	 desert	 island,	 Jim,	 can't	 expect	 to
appear	as	sane	as	you	or	me.	It	doesn't	 lie	 in	human	nature.	Was	it	cheese	you
said	he	had	a	fancy	for?"
"Yes,	sir,	cheese,"	I	answered.
"Well,	 Jim,"	 says	 he,	 "just	 see	 the	 good	 that	 comes	 of	 being	 dainty	 in	 your

food.	You've	seen	my	snuff-box,	haven't	you?	And	you	never	saw	me	take	snuff,
the	 reason	 being	 that	 in	my	 snuff-box	 I	 carry	 a	 piece	 of	 Parmesan	 cheese—a
cheese	made	in	Italy,	very	nutritious.	Well,	that's	for	Ben	Gunn!"
Before	supper	was	eaten	we	buried	old	Tom	in	the	sand	and	stood	round	him

for	a	while	bare-headed	in	the	breeze.	A	good	deal	of	firewood	had	been	got	in,
but	not	enough	for	the	captain's	fancy,	and	he	shook	his	head	over	it	and	told	us
we	"must	get	back	 to	 this	 tomorrow	 rather	 livelier."	Then,	when	we	had	eaten
our	 pork	 and	 each	 had	 a	 good	 stiff	 glass	 of	 brandy	 grog,	 the	 three	 chiefs	 got
together	in	a	corner	to	discuss	our	prospects.
It	appears	they	were	at	their	wits'	end	what	to	do,	the	stores	being	so	low	that

we	must	have	been	starved	 into	surrender	 long	before	help	came.	But	our	best
hope,	it	was	decided,	was	to	kill	off	the	buccaneers	until	they	either	hauled	down
their	 flag	 or	 ran	 away	 with	 the	 Hispaniola.	 From	 nineteen	 they	 were	 already
reduced	 to	 fifteen,	 two	 others	were	wounded,	 and	 one	 at	 least—the	man	 shot
beside	 the	gun—severely	wounded,	 if	 he	were	not	 dead.	Every	 time	we	had	 a
crack	at	them,	we	were	to	take	it,	saving	our	own	lives,	with	the	extremest	care.
And	besides	that,	we	had	two	able	allies—rum	and	the	climate.
As	for	the	first,	though	we	were	about	half	a	mile	away,	we	could	hear	them

roaring	and	singing	late	into	the	night;	and	as	for	the	second,	the	doctor	staked
his	 wig	 that,	 camped	 where	 they	 were	 in	 the	 marsh	 and	 unprovided	 with
remedies,	the	half	of	them	would	be	on	their	backs	before	a	week.
"So,"	he	added,	"if	we	are	not	all	shot	down	first	they'll	be	glad	to	be	packing

in	 the	 schooner.	 It's	 always	 a	 ship,	 and	 they	 can	 get	 to	 buccaneering	 again,	 I
suppose."
"First	ship	that	ever	I	lost,"	said	Captain	Smollett.



I	was	dead	tired,	as	you	may	fancy;	and	when	I	got	to	sleep,	which	was	not	till
after	a	great	deal	of	tossing,	I	slept	like	a	log	of	wood.
The	rest	had	long	been	up	and	had	already	breakfasted	and	increased	the	pile

of	firewood	by	about	half	as	much	again	when	I	was	wakened	by	a	bustle	and
the	sound	of	voices.
"Flag	of	truce!"	I	heard	someone	say;	and	then,	immediately	after,	with	a	cry

of	surprise,	"Silver	himself!"
And	at	that,	up	I	jumped,	and	rubbing	my	eyes,	ran	to	a	loophole	in	the	wall.



Chapter		5
Silver's	Embassy

Sure	enough,	there	were	two	men	just	outside	the	stockade,	one	of	them	waving
a	white	cloth,	 the	other,	no	 less	a	person	 than	Silver	himself,	standing	placidly
by.
It	was	still	quite	early,	and	the	coldest	morning	that	I	think	I	ever	was	abroad

in—a	 chill	 that	 pierced	 into	 the	 marrow.	 The	 sky	 was	 bright	 and	 cloudless
overhead,	 and	 the	 tops	 of	 the	 trees	 shone	 rosily	 in	 the	 sun.	 But	 where	 Silver
stood	with	his	lieutenant,	all	was	still	in	shadow,	and	they	waded	knee-deep	in	a
low	white	vapour	that	had	crawled	during	the	night	out	of	the	morass.	The	chill
and	 the	 vapour	 taken	 together	 told	 a	 poor	 tale	 of	 the	 island.	 It	 was	 plainly	 a
damp,	feverish,	unhealthy	spot.
"Keep	indoors,	men,"	said	the	captain.	"Ten	to	one	this	is	a	trick."
Then	he	hailed	the	buccaneer.
"Who	goes?	Stand,	or	we	fire."
"Flag	of	truce,"	cried	Silver.
The	captain	was	 in	 the	porch,	keeping	himself	carefully	out	of	 the	way	of	a

treacherous	shot,	should	any	be	intended.	He	turned	and	spoke	to	us,	"Doctor's
watch	 on	 the	 lookout.	Dr.	 Livesey	 take	 the	 north	 side,	 if	 you	 please;	 Jim,	 the
east;	Gray,	west.	The	watch	below,	all	hands	to	load	muskets.	Lively,	men,	and
careful."
And	then	he	turned	again	to	the	mutineers.
"And	what	do	you	want	with	your	flag	of	truce?"	he	cried.
This	time	it	was	the	other	man	who	replied.
"Cap'n	Silver,	sir,	to	come	on	board	and	make	terms,"	he	shouted.
"Cap'n	Silver!	Don't	know	him.	Who's	he?"	cried	the	captain.	And	we	could

hear	him	adding	to	himself,	"Cap'n,	is	it?	My	heart,	and	here's	promotion!"
Long	 John	answered	 for	himself.	 "Me,	 sir.	These	poor	 lads	have	chosen	me

cap'n,	 after	 your	 desertion,	 sir"—laying	 a	 particular	 emphasis	 upon	 the	 word
"desertion."	 "We're	willing	 to	 submit,	 if	we	 can	 come	 to	 terms,	 and	 no	 bones
about	it.	All	I	ask	is	your	word,	Cap'n	Smollett,	to	let	me	safe	and	sound	out	of
this	here	stockade,	and	one	minute	to	get	out	o'	shot	before	a	gun	is	fired."
"My	man,"	 said	Captain	 Smollett,	 "I	 have	 not	 the	 slightest	 desire	 to	 talk	 to



you.	If	you	wish	to	talk	to	me,	you	can	come,	that's	all.	If	there's	any	treachery,
it'll	be	on	your	side,	and	the	Lord	help	you."
"That's	 enough,	 cap'n,"	 shouted	 Long	 John	 cheerily.	 "A	 word	 from	 you's

enough.	I	know	a	gentleman,	and	you	may	lay	to	that."
We	could	see	the	man	who	carried	the	flag	of	truce	attempting	to	hold	Silver

back.	 Nor	 was	 that	 wonderful,	 seeing	 how	 cavalier	 had	 been	 the	 captain's
answer.	But	Silver	 laughed	at	him	aloud	and	slapped	him	on	the	back	as	 if	 the
idea	of	alarm	had	been	absurd.	Then	he	advanced	to	the	stockade,	threw	over	his
crutch,	got	a	 leg	up,	and	with	great	vigour	and	skill	 succeeded	 in	surmounting
the	fence	and	dropping	safely	to	the	other	side.
I	will	confess	that	I	was	far	too	much	taken	up	with	what	was	going	on	to	be

of	the	slightest	use	as	sentry;	indeed,	I	had	already	deserted	my	eastern	loophole
and	crept	up	behind	the	captain,	who	had	now	seated	himself	on	the	threshold,
with	his	elbows	on	his	knees,	his	head	 in	his	hands,	and	his	eyes	 fixed	on	 the
water	 as	 it	 bubbled	 out	 of	 the	 old	 iron	 kettle	 in	 the	 sand.	 He	 was	 whistling
"Come,	Lasses	and	Lads."
Silver	had	terrible	hard	work	getting	up	the	knoll.	What	with	the	steepness	of

the	 incline,	 the	 thick	 tree	 stumps,	and	 the	 soft	 sand,	he	and	his	crutch	were	as
helpless	as	a	 ship	 in	 stays.	But	he	stuck	 to	 it	 like	a	man	 in	silence,	and	at	 last
arrived	 before	 the	 captain,	 whom	 he	 saluted	 in	 the	 handsomest	 style.	 He	was
tricked	out	in	his	best;	an	immense	blue	coat,	thick	with	brass	buttons,	hung	as
low	as	to	his	knees,	and	a	fine	laced	hat	was	set	on	the	back	of	his	head.
"Here	you	are,	my	man,"	said	the	captain,	raising	his	head.	"You	had	better	sit

down."
"You	 ain't	 a-going	 to	 let	 me	 inside,	 cap'n?"	 complained	 Long	 John.	 "It's	 a

main	cold	morning,	to	be	sure,	sir,	to	sit	outside	upon	the	sand."
"Why,	Silver,"	said	the	captain,	"if	you	had	pleased	to	be	an	honest	man,	you

might	 have	 been	 sitting	 in	 your	 galley.	 It's	 your	 own	 doing.	You're	 either	my
ship's	cook—and	then	you	were	treated	handsome—or	Cap'n	Silver,	a	common
mutineer	and	pirate,	and	then	you	can	go	hang!"
"Well,	well,	cap'n,"	returned	the	sea-cook,	sitting	down	as	he	was	bidden	on

the	sand,	"you'll	have	to	give	me	a	hand	up	again,	that's	all.	A	sweet	pretty	place
you	have	of	it	here.	Ah,	there's	Jim!	The	top	of	the	morning	to	you,	Jim.	Doctor,
here's	 my	 service.	 Why,	 there	 you	 all	 are	 together	 like	 a	 happy	 family,	 in	 a
manner	of	speaking."
"If	you	have	anything	to	say,	my	man,	better	say	it,"	said	the	captain.
"Right	you	were,	Cap'n	Smollett,"	replied	Silver.	"Dooty	is	dooty,	to	be	sure.

Well	now,	you	look	here,	that	was	a	good	lay	of	yours	last	night.	I	don't	deny	it
was	 a	 good	 lay.	 Some	of	 you	pretty	 handy	with	 a	 handspike-end.	And	 I'll	 not



deny	 neither	 but	what	 some	 of	my	 people	was	 shook—maybe	 all	was	 shook;
maybe	I	was	shook	myself;	maybe	that's	why	I'm	here	for	terms.	But	you	mark
me,	cap'n,	it	won't	do	twice,	by	thunder!	We'll	have	to	do	sentry-go	and	ease	off
a	point	or	so	on	the	rum.	Maybe	you	think	we	were	all	a	sheet	in	the	wind's	eye.
But	 I'll	 tell	 you	 I	was	 sober;	 I	was	 on'y	 dog	 tired;	 and	 if	 I'd	 awoke	 a	 second
sooner,	I'd	'a	caught	you	at	the	act,	I	would.	He	wasn't	dead	when	I	got	round	to
him,	not	he."
"Well?"	says	Captain	Smollett	as	cool	as	can	be.
All	that	Silver	said	was	a	riddle	to	him,	but	you	would	never	have	guessed	it

from	 his	 tone.	As	 for	me,	 I	 began	 to	 have	 an	 inkling.	 Ben	Gunn's	 last	words
came	back	 to	my	mind.	 I	 began	 to	 suppose	 that	 he	 had	 paid	 the	 buccaneers	 a
visit	while	 they	all	 lay	drunk	 together	 round	 their	 fire,	and	 I	 reckoned	up	with
glee	that	we	had	only	fourteen	enemies	to	deal	with.
"Well,	here	it	is,"	said	Silver.	"We	want	that	treasure,	and	we'll	have	it—that's

our	point!	You	would	just	as	soon	save	your	lives,	I	reckon;	and	that's	yours.	You
have	a	chart,	haven't	you?"
"That's	as	may	be,"	replied	the	captain.
"Oh,	well,	 you	 have,	 I	 know	 that,"	 returned	Long	 John.	 "You	 needn't	 be	 so

husky	with	a	man;	there	ain't	a	particle	of	service	in	that,	and	you	may	lay	to	it.
What	I	mean	is,	we	want	your	chart.	Now,	I	never	meant	you	no	harm,	myself."
"That	won't	do	with	me,	my	man,"	interrupted	the	captain.	"We	know	exactly

what	you	meant	to	do,	and	we	don't	care,	for	now,	you	see,	you	can't	do	it."
And	the	captain	looked	at	him	calmly	and	proceeded	to	fill	a	pipe.
"If	Abe	Gray—"	Silver	broke	out.
"Avast	 there!"	 cried	Mr.	 Smollett.	 "Gray	 told	me	 nothing,	 and	 I	 asked	 him

nothing;	and	what's	more,	I	would	see	you	and	him	and	this	whole	island	blown
clean	out	of	the	water	into	blazes	first.	So	there's	my	mind	for	you,	my	man,	on
that."
This	little	whiff	of	temper	seemed	to	cool	Silver	down.	He	had	been	growing

nettled	 before,	 but	 now	he	 pulled	 himself	 together.	 "Like	 enough,"	 said	 he.	 "I
would	set	no	limits	to	what	gentlemen	might	consider	shipshape,	or	might	not,	as
the	case	were.	And	seein'	as	how	you	are	about	to	take	a	pipe,	cap'n,	I'll	make	so
free	as	do	likewise."
And	he	filled	a	pipe	and	lighted	it;	and	the	two	men	sat	silently	smoking	for

quite	a	while,	now	 looking	each	other	 in	 the	 face,	now	stopping	 their	 tobacco,
now	leaning	forward	to	spit.	It	was	as	good	as	the	play	to	see	them.
"Now,"	resumed	Silver,	"here	it	is.	You	give	us	the	chart	to	get	the	treasure	by,

and	drop	shooting	poor	seamen	and	stoving	of	their	heads	in	while	asleep.	You
do	that,	and	we'll	offer	you	a	choice.	Either	you	come	aboard	along	of	us,	once



the	 treasure	 shipped,	 and	 then	 I'll	 give	 you	 my	 affy-davy,	 upon	 my	 word	 of
honour,	to	clap	you	somewhere	safe	ashore.	Or	if	that	ain't	to	your	fancy,	some
of	my	hands	being	rough	and	having	old	scores	on	account	of	hazing,	then	you
can	stay	here,	you	can.	We'll	divide	stores	with	you,	man	for	man;	and	I'll	give
my	affy-davy,	as	before	to	speak	the	first	ship	I	sight,	and	send	'em	here	to	pick
you	up.	Now,	you'll	own	that's	talking.	Handsomer	you	couldn't	look	to	get,	now
you.	And	 I	 hope"—raising	 his	 voice—"that	 all	 hands	 in	 this	 here	 block	 house
will	overhaul	my	words,	for	what	is	spoke	to	one	is	spoke	to	all."
Captain	Smollett	rose	from	his	seat	and	knocked	out	the	ashes	of	his	pipe	in

the	palm	of	his	left	hand.
"Is	that	all?"	he	asked.
"Every	last	word,	by	thunder!"	answered	John.	"Refuse	that,	and	you've	seen

the	last	of	me	but	musket-balls."
"Very	good,"	said	the	captain.	"Now	you'll	hear	me.	If	you'll	come	up	one	by

one,	unarmed,	I'll	engage	to	clap	you	all	in	irons	and	take	you	home	to	a	fair	trial
in	 England.	 If	 you	 won't,	 my	 name	 is	 Alexander	 Smollett,	 I've	 flown	 my
sovereign's	 colours,	 and	 I'll	 see	 you	 all	 to	 Davy	 Jones.	 You	 can't	 find	 the
treasure.	You	can't	sail	the	ship—there's	not	a	man	among	you	fit	to	sail	the	ship.
You	can't	fight	us—Gray,	there,	got	away	from	five	of	you.	Your	ship's	in	irons,
Master	Silver;	you're	on	a	lee	shore,	and	so	you'll	find.	I	stand	here	and	tell	you
so;	and	they're	the	last	good	words	you'll	get	from	me,	for	in	the	name	of	heaven,
I'll	put	a	bullet	in	your	back	when	next	I	meet	you.	Tramp,	my	lad.	Bundle	out	of
this,	please,	hand	over	hand,	and	double	quick."
Silver's	face	was	a	picture;	his	eyes	started	in	his	head	with	wrath.	He	shook

the	fire	out	of	his	pipe.
"Give	me	a	hand	up!"	he	cried.
"Not	I,"	returned	the	captain.
"Who'll	give	me	a	hand	up?"	he	roared.
Not	a	man	among	us	moved.	Growling	 the	 foulest	 imprecations,	he	crawled

along	the	sand	till	he	got	hold	of	the	porch	and	could	hoist	himself	again	upon
his	crutch.	Then	he	spat	into	the	spring.
"There!"	he	cried.	"That's	what	I	think	of	ye.	Before	an	hour's	out,	I'll	stove	in

your	old	block	house	like	a	rum	puncheon.	Laugh,	by	thunder,	laugh!	Before	an
hour's	out,	ye'll	laugh	upon	the	other	side.	Them	that	die'll	be	the	lucky	ones."
And	 with	 a	 dreadful	 oath	 he	 stumbled	 off,	 ploughed	 down	 the	 sand,	 was

helped	across	the	stockade,	after	four	or	five	failures,	by	the	man	with	the	flag	of
truce,	and	disappeared	in	an	instant	afterwards	among	the	trees.



Chapter		6
The	Attack

As	 soon	 as	 Silver	 disappeared,	 the	 captain,	 who	 had	 been	 closely	 watching
him,	 turned	 towards	 the	 interior	of	 the	house	and	found	not	a	man	of	us	at	his
post	but	Gray.	It	was	the	first	time	we	had	ever	seen	him	angry.
"Quarters!"	he	roared.	And	then,	as	we	all	slunk	back	to	our	places,	"Gray,"	he

said,	"I'll	put	your	name	in	the	log;	you've	stood	by	your	duty	like	a	seaman.	Mr.
Trelawney,	I'm	surprised	at	you,	sir.	Doctor,	 I	 thought	you	had	worn	 the	king's
coat!	If	that	was	how	you	served	at	Fontenoy,	sir,	you'd	have	been	better	in	your
berth."
The	doctor's	watch	were	all	back	at	their	loopholes,	the	rest	were	busy	loading

the	spare	muskets,	and	everyone	with	a	red	face,	you	may	be	certain,	and	a	flea
in	his	ear,	as	the	saying	is.
The	captain	looked	on	for	a	while	in	silence.	Then	he	spoke.
"My	 lads,"	 said	he,	 "I've	given	Silver	a	broadside.	 I	pitched	 it	 in	 red-hot	on

purpose;	 and	 before	 the	 hour's	 out,	 as	 he	 said,	 we	 shall	 be	 boarded.	 We're
outnumbered,	I	needn't	tell	you	that,	but	we	fight	in	shelter;	and	a	minute	ago	I
should	have	said	we	fought	with	discipline.	I've	no	manner	of	doubt	that	we	can
drub	them,	if	you	choose."
Then	he	went	the	rounds	and	saw,	as	he	said,	that	all	was	clear.
On	 the	 two	 short	 sides	 of	 the	 house,	 east	 and	 west,	 there	 were	 only	 two

loopholes;	on	 the	south	side	where	 the	porch	was,	 two	again;	and	on	 the	north
side,	five.	There	was	a	round	score	of	muskets	for	the	seven	of	us;	the	firewood
had	been	built	into	four	piles—tables,	you	might	say—one	about	the	middle	of
each	side,	and	on	each	of	these	tables	some	ammunition	and	four	loaded	muskets
were	 laid	 ready	 to	 the	 hand	 of	 the	 defenders.	 In	 the	middle,	 the	 cutlasses	 lay
ranged.
"Toss	 out	 the	 fire,"	 said	 the	 captain;	 "the	 chill	 is	 past,	 and	we	mustn't	 have

smoke	in	our	eyes."
The	iron	fire-basket	was	carried	bodily	out	by	Mr.	Trelawney,	and	the	embers

smothered	among	sand.
"Hawkins	hasn't	had	his	breakfast.	Hawkins,	help	yourself,	and	back	to	your

post	to	eat	it,"	continued	Captain	Smollett.	"Lively,	now,	my	lad;	you'll	want	it



before	you've	done.	Hunter,	serve	out	a	round	of	brandy	to	all	hands."
And	while	this	was	going	on,	the	captain	completed,	in	his	own	mind,	the	plan

of	the	defence.
"Doctor,	you	will	take	the	door,"	he	resumed.	"See,	and	don't	expose	yourself;

keep	within,	and	fire	through	the	porch.	Hunter,	take	the	east	side,	there.	Joyce,
you	stand	by	the	west,	my	man.	Mr.	Trelawney,	you	are	the	best	shot—you	and
Gray	will	take	this	long	north	side,	with	the	five	loopholes;	it's	there	the	danger
is.	 If	 they	 can	 get	 up	 to	 it	 and	 fire	 in	 upon	 us	 through	 our	 own	 ports,	 things
would	begin	 to	 look	dirty.	Hawkins,	neither	you	nor	 I	are	much	account	at	 the
shooting;	we'll	stand	by	to	load	and	bear	a	hand."
As	 the	captain	had	 said,	 the	chill	was	past.	As	 soon	as	 the	 sun	had	climbed

above	our	girdle	of	trees,	it	fell	with	all	its	force	upon	the	clearing	and	drank	up
the	vapours	at	a	draught.	Soon	the	sane	was	baking	and	the	resin	melting	in	the
logs	of	the	block	house.	Jackets	and	coats	were	flung	aside,	shirts	thrown	open	at
the	neck	and	rolled	up	to	the	shoulders;	and	we	stood	there,	each	at	his	post,	in	a
fever	of	heat	and	anxiety.
An	hour	passed	away.
"Hang	them!"	said	the	captain.	"This	is	as	dull	as	the	doldrums.	Gray,	whistle

for	a	wind."
And	just	at	that	moment	came	the	first	news	of	the	attack.
"If	you	please,	sir,"	said	Joyce,	"if	I	see	anyone,	am	I	to	fire?"
"I	told	you	so!"	cried	the	captain.
"Thank	you,	sir,"	returned	Joyce	with	the	same	quiet	civility.
Nothing	 followed	 for	 a	 time,	 but	 the	 remark	 had	 set	 us	 all	 on	 the	 alert,

straining	 ears	 and	 eyes—the	 musketeers	 with	 their	 pieces	 balanced	 in	 their
hands,	the	captain	out	in	the	middle	of	the	block	house	with	his	mouth	very	tight
and	a	frown	on	his	face.
So	some	seconds	passed,	till	suddenly	Joyce	whipped	up	his	musket	and	fired.

The	report	had	scarcely	died	away	ere	it	was	repeated	and	repeated	from	without
in	a	scattering	volley,	shot	behind	shot,	like	a	string	of	geese,	from	every	side	of
the	enclosure.	Several	bullets	struck	 the	 log-house,	but	not	one	entered;	and	as
the	 smoke	 cleared	 away	 and	 vanished,	 the	 stockade	 and	 the	 woods	 around	 it
looked	 as	 quiet	 and	 empty	 as	 before.	Not	 a	 bough	waved,	 not	 the	 gleam	 of	 a
musket-barrel	betrayed	the	presence	of	our	foes.
"Did	you	hit	your	man?"	asked	the	captain.
"No,	sir,"	replied	Joyce.	"I	believe	not,	sir."
"Next	best	thing	to	tell	the	truth,"	muttered	Captain	Smollett.	"Load	his	gun,

Hawkins.	How	many	should	say	there	were	on	your	side,	doctor?"
"I	 know	precisely,"	 said	Dr.	Livesey.	 "Three	 shots	were	 fired	on	 this	 side.	 I



saw	the	three	flashes—two	close	together—one	farther	to	the	west."
"Three!"	repeated	the	captain.	"And	how	many	on	yours,	Mr.	Trelawney?"
But	this	was	not	so	easily	answered.	There	had	come	many	from	the	north—

seven	by	the	squire's	computation,	eight	or	nine	according	to	Gray.	From	the	east
and	west	only	a	single	shot	had	been	fired.	It	was	plain,	therefore,	that	the	attack
would	 be	 developed	 from	 the	 north	 and	 that	 on	 the	 other	 three	 sides	we	were
only	 to	 be	 annoyed	 by	 a	 show	 of	 hostilities.	 But	 Captain	 Smollett	 made	 no
change	in	his	arrangements.	If	the	mutineers	succeeded	in	crossing	the	stockade,
he	argued,	they	would	take	possession	of	any	unprotected	loophole	and	shoot	us
down	like	rats	in	our	own	stronghold.
Nor	had	we	much	time	left	to	us	for	thought.	Suddenly,	with	a	loud	huzza,	a

little	cloud	of	pirates	leaped	from	the	woods	on	the	north	side	and	ran	straight	on
the	 stockade.	 At	 the	 same	 moment,	 the	 fire	 was	 once	 more	 opened	 from	 the
woods,	 and	 a	 rifle	 ball	 sang	 through	 the	 doorway	 and	 knocked	 the	 doctor's
musket	into	bits.
The	 boarders	 swarmed	 over	 the	 fence	 like	monkeys.	 Squire	 and	Gray	 fired

again	and	yet	again;	three	men	fell,	one	forwards	into	the	enclosure,	two	back	on
the	 outside.	But	 of	 these,	 one	was	 evidently	more	 frightened	 than	 hurt,	 for	 he
was	on	his	feet	again	in	a	crack	and	instantly	disappeared	among	the	trees.
Two	had	bit	 the	dust,	one	had	 fled,	 four	had	made	good	 their	 footing	 inside

our	 defences,	 while	 from	 the	 shelter	 of	 the	 woods	 seven	 or	 eight	 men,	 each
evidently	supplied	with	several	muskets,	kept	up	a	hot	though	useless	fire	on	the
log-house.
The	 four	 who	 had	 boarded	 made	 straight	 before	 them	 for	 the	 building,

shouting	 as	 they	 ran,	 and	 the	men	among	 the	 trees	 shouted	back	 to	 encourage
them.	Several	shots	were	fired,	but	such	was	the	hurry	of	the	marksmen	that	not
one	appears	to	have	taken	effect.	In	a	moment,	the	four	pirates	had	swarmed	up
the	mound	and	were	upon	us.
The	head	of	Job	Anderson,	the	boatswain,	appeared	at	the	middle	loophole.
"At	'em,	all	hands—all	hands!"	he	roared	in	a	voice	of	thunder.
At	the	same	moment,	another	pirate	grasped	Hunter's	musket	by	the	muzzle,

wrenched	 it	 from	 his	 hands,	 plucked	 it	 through	 the	 loophole,	 and	 with	 one
stunning	 blow,	 laid	 the	 poor	 fellow	 senseless	 on	 the	 floor.	Meanwhile	 a	 third,
running	unharmed	all	around	the	house,	appeared	suddenly	in	the	doorway	and
fell	with	his	cutlass	on	the	doctor.
Our	 position	 was	 utterly	 reversed.	 A	 moment	 since	 we	 were	 firing,	 under

cover,	 at	 an	exposed	enemy;	now	 it	was	we	who	 lay	uncovered	and	could	not
return	a	blow.
The	log-house	was	full	of	smoke,	to	which	we	owed	our	comparative	safety.



Cries	and	confusion,	the	flashes	and	reports	of	pistol-shots,	and	one	loud	groan
rang	in	my	ears.
"Out,	lads,	out,	and	fight	'em	in	the	open!	Cutlasses!"	cried	the	captain.
I	 snatched	a	cutlass	 from	 the	pile,	 and	someone,	at	 the	 same	 time	snatching

another,	gave	me	a	cut	across	the	knuckles	which	I	hardly	felt.	 I	dashed	out	of
the	door	into	the	clear	sunlight.	Someone	was	close	behind,	I	knew	not	whom.
Right	in	front,	the	doctor	was	pursuing	his	assailant	down	the	hill,	and	just	as	my
eyes	fell	upon	him,	beat	down	his	guard	and	sent	him	sprawling	on	his	back	with
a	great	slash	across	the	face.
"Round	the	house,	lads!	Round	the	house!"	cried	the	captain;	and	even	in	the

hurly-burly,	I	perceived	a	change	in	his	voice.
Mechanically,	 I	 obeyed,	 turned	 eastwards,	 and	 with	 my	 cutlass	 raised,	 ran

round	the	corner	of	the	house.	Next	moment	I	was	face	to	face	with	Anderson.
He	roared	aloud,	and	his	hanger	went	up	above	his	head,	flashing	in	the	sunlight.
I	had	not	time	to	be	afraid,	but	as	the	blow	still	hung	impending,	leaped	in	a	trice
upon	one	side,	and	missing	my	foot	in	the	soft	sand,	rolled	headlong	down	the
slope.
When	I	had	first	sallied	from	the	door,	 the	other	mutineers	had	been	already

swarming	up	 the	palisade	 to	make	 an	 end	of	 us.	One	man,	 in	 a	 red	night-cap,
with	his	cutlass	in	his	mouth,	had	even	got	upon	the	top	and	thrown	a	leg	across.
Well,	so	short	had	been	the	interval	that	when	I	found	my	feet	again	all	was	in
the	same	posture,	 the	fellow	with	 the	red	night-cap	still	half-way	over,	another
still	just	showing	his	head	above	the	top	of	the	stockade.	And	yet,	in	this	breath
of	time,	the	fight	was	over	and	the	victory	was	ours.
Gray,	following	close	behind	me,	had	cut	down	the	big	boatswain	ere	he	had

time	 to	 recover	 from	his	 last	blow.	Another	had	been	shot	at	a	 loophole	 in	 the
very	act	of	firing	into	the	house	and	now	lay	in	agony,	the	pistol	still	smoking	in
his	hand.	A	third,	as	I	had	seen,	the	doctor	had	disposed	of	at	a	blow.	Of	the	four
who	had	scaled	the	palisade,	one	only	remained	unaccounted	for,	and	he,	having
left	his	cutlass	on	the	field,	was	now	clambering	out	again	with	the	fear	of	death
upon	him.
"Fire—fire	 from	 the	 house!"	 cried	 the	 doctor.	 "And	 you,	 lads,	 back	 into

cover."
But	his	words	were	unheeded,	no	 shot	was	 fired,	 and	 the	 last	boarder	made

good	his	 escape	and	disappeared	with	 the	 rest	 into	 the	wood.	 In	 three	 seconds
nothing	remained	of	the	attacking	party	but	the	five	who	had	fallen,	four	on	the
inside	and	one	on	the	outside	of	the	palisade.
The	doctor	and	Gray	and	I	ran	full	speed	for	shelter.	The	survivors	would	soon

be	 back	where	 they	 had	 left	 their	muskets,	 and	 at	 any	moment	 the	 fire	might



recommence.
The	 house	 was	 by	 this	 time	 somewhat	 cleared	 of	 smoke,	 and	 we	 saw	 at	 a

glance	the	price	we	had	paid	for	victory.	Hunter	lay	beside	his	loophole,	stunned;
Joyce	 by	 his,	 shot	 through	 the	 head,	 never	 to	 move	 again;	 while	 right	 in	 the
centre,	the	squire	was	supporting	the	captain,	one	as	pale	as	the	other.
"The	captain's	wounded,"	said	Mr.	Trelawney.
"Have	they	run?"	asked	Mr.	Smollett.
"All	 that	could,	you	may	be	bound,"	returned	 the	doctor;	"but	 there's	 five	of

them	will	never	run	again."
"Five!"	 cried	 the	 captain.	 "Come,	 that's	 better.	 Five	 against	 three	 leaves	 us

four	 to	 nine.	 That's	 better	 odds	 than	 we	 had	 at	 starting.	 We	 were	 seven	 to
nineteen	then,	or	thought	we	were,	and	that's	as	bad	to	bear."



Part	5
My	Sea	Adventure



Chapter		1
How	My	Sea	Adventure	Began

There	was	no	return	of	the	mutineers—not	so	much	as	another	shot	out	of	the
woods.	They	had	"got	their	rations	for	that	day,"	as	the	captain	put	it,	and	we	had
the	place	to	ourselves	and	a	quiet	time	to	overhaul	the	wounded	and	get	dinner.
Squire	and	 I	cooked	outside	 in	 spite	of	 the	danger,	 and	even	outside	we	could
hardly	tell	what	we	were	at,	for	horror	of	the	loud	groans	that	reached	us	from
the	doctor's	patients.
Out	of	the	eight	men	who	had	fallen	in	the	action,	only	three	still	breathed—

that	one	of	 the	pirates	who	had	been	shot	at	 the	 loophole,	Hunter,	and	Captain
Smollett;	and	of	these,	the	first	 two	were	as	good	as	dead;	the	mutineer	indeed
died	 under	 the	 doctor's	 knife,	 and	Hunter,	 do	what	we	 could,	 never	 recovered
consciousness	 in	 this	world.	He	 lingered	 all	 day,	 breathing	 loudly	 like	 the	 old
buccaneer	 at	 home	 in	 his	 apoplectic	 fit,	 but	 the	 bones	 of	 his	 chest	 had	 been
crushed	 by	 the	 blow	 and	 his	 skull	 fractured	 in	 falling,	 and	 some	 time	 in	 the
following	night,	without	sign	or	sound,	he	went	to	his	Maker.
As	for	 the	captain,	his	wounds	were	grievous	 indeed,	but	not	dangerous.	No

organ	was	fatally	 injured.	Anderson's	ball—for	 it	was	Job	that	shot	him	first—
had	broken	his	shoulder-blade	and	touched	the	lung,	not	badly;	 the	second	had
only	 torn	 and	displaced	 some	muscles	 in	 the	 calf.	He	was	 sure	 to	 recover,	 the
doctor	said,	but	in	the	meantime,	and	for	weeks	to	come,	he	must	not	walk	nor
move	his	arm,	nor	so	much	as	speak	when	he	could	help	it.
My	 own	 accidental	 cut	 across	 the	 knuckles	was	 a	 flea-bite.	Doctor	 Livesey

patched	it	up	with	plaster	and	pulled	my	ears	for	me	into	the	bargain.
After	 dinner	 the	 squire	 and	 the	 doctor	 sat	 by	 the	 captain's	 side	 awhile	 in

consultation;	 and	when	 they	had	 talked	 to	 their	hearts'	 content,	 it	 being	 then	a
little	past	noon,	the	doctor	took	up	his	hat	and	pistols,	girt	on	a	cutlass,	put	the
chart	in	his	pocket,	and	with	a	musket	over	his	shoulder	crossed	the	palisade	on
the	north	side	and	set	off	briskly	through	the	trees.
Gray	and	I	were	sitting	together	at	the	far	end	of	the	block	house,	to	be	out	of

earshot	of	our	officers	consulting;	and	Gray	took	his	pipe	out	of	his	mouth	and
fairly	forgot	to	put	it	back	again,	so	thunder-struck	he	was	at	this	occurrence.
"Why,	in	the	name	of	Davy	Jones,"	said	he,	"is	Dr.	Livesey	mad?"



"Why	no,"	says	I.	"He's	about	the	last	of	this	crew	for	that,	I	take	it."
"Well,	shipmate,"	said	Gray,	"mad	he	may	not	be;	but	if	he's	not,	you	mark	my

words,	I	am."
"I	take	it,"	replied	I,	"the	doctor	has	his	idea;	and	if	I	am	right,	he's	going	now

to	see	Ben	Gunn."
I	was	right,	as	appeared	later;	but	in	the	meantime,	the	house	being	stifling	hot

and	the	little	patch	of	sand	inside	the	palisade	ablaze	with	midday	sun,	I	began	to
get	another	thought	into	my	head,	which	was	not	by	any	means	so	right.	What	I
began	 to	do	was	 to	 envy	 the	doctor	walking	 in	 the	 cool	 shadow	of	 the	woods
with	the	birds	about	him	and	the	pleasant	smell	of	the	pines,	while	I	sat	grilling,
with	my	clothes	stuck	to	the	hot	resin,	and	so	much	blood	about	me	and	so	many
poor	 dead	 bodies	 lying	 all	 around	 that	 I	 took	 a	 disgust	 of	 the	 place	 that	 was
almost	as	strong	as	fear.
All	 the	 time	 I	 was	 washing	 out	 the	 block	 house,	 and	 then	 washing	 up	 the

things	from	dinner,	this	disgust	and	envy	kept	growing	stronger	and	stronger,	till
at	 last,	 being	near	 a	bread-bag,	 and	no	one	 then	observing	me,	 I	 took	 the	 first
step	towards	my	escapade	and	filled	both	pockets	of	my	coat	with	biscuit.
I	was	a	fool,	if	you	like,	and	certainly	I	was	going	to	do	a	foolish,	over-bold

act;	but	 I	was	determined	 to	do	 it	with	all	 the	precautions	 in	my	power.	These
biscuits,	 should	anything	befall	me,	would	keep	me,	at	 least,	 from	starving	 till
far	on	in	the	next	day.
The	next	 thing	 I	 laid	 hold	 of	was	 a	 brace	 of	 pistols,	 and	 as	 I	 already	had	 a

powder-horn	and	bullets,	I	felt	myself	well	supplied	with	arms.
As	for	the	scheme	I	had	in	my	head,	it	was	not	a	bad	one	in	itself.	I	was	to	go

down	 the	 sandy	 spit	 that	divides	 the	 anchorage	on	 the	 east	 from	 the	open	 sea,
find	 the	white	 rock	 I	 had	 observed	 last	 evening,	 and	 ascertain	whether	 it	was
there	or	not	that	Ben	Gunn	had	hidden	his	boat,	a	thing	quite	worth	doing,	as	I
still	believe.	But	as	I	was	certain	I	should	not	be	allowed	to	leave	the	enclosure,
my	only	plan	was	to	take	French	leave	and	slip	out	when	nobody	was	watching,
and	that	was	so	bad	a	way	of	doing	it	as	made	the	thing	itself	wrong.	But	I	was
only	a	boy,	and	I	had	made	my	mind	up.
Well,	as	 things	at	 last	 fell	out,	 I	 found	an	admirable	opportunity.	The	squire

and	Gray	were	busy	helping	the	captain	with	his	bandages,	the	coast	was	clear,	I
made	a	bolt	for	it	over	the	stockade	and	into	the	thickest	of	the	trees,	and	before
my	absence	was	observed	I	was	out	of	cry	of	my	companions.
This	was	my	second	folly,	far	worse	than	the	first,	as	I	left	but	two	sound	men

to	guard	the	house;	but	like	the	first,	it	was	a	help	towards	saving	all	of	us.
I	took	my	way	straight	for	the	east	coast	of	the	island,	for	I	was	determined	to

go	 down	 the	 sea	 side	 of	 the	 spit	 to	 avoid	 all	 chance	 of	 observation	 from	 the



anchorage.	 It	was	already	 late	 in	 the	afternoon,	although	still	warm	and	sunny.
As	I	continued	to	thread	the	tall	woods,	I	could	hear	from	far	before	me	not	only
the	continuous	thunder	of	the	surf,	but	a	certain	tossing	of	foliage	and	grinding
of	boughs	which	showed	me	 the	sea	breeze	had	set	 in	higher	 than	usual.	Soon
cool	draughts	of	air	began	to	reach	me,	and	a	few	steps	farther	I	came	forth	into
the	 open	 borders	 of	 the	 grove,	 and	 saw	 the	 sea	 lying	 blue	 and	 sunny	 to	 the
horizon	and	the	surf	tumbling	and	tossing	its	foam	along	the	beach.
I	 have	never	 seen	 the	 sea	 quiet	 round	Treasure	 Island.	The	 sun	might	 blaze

overhead,	the	air	be	without	a	breath,	the	surface	smooth	and	blue,	but	still	these
great	 rollers	 would	 be	 running	 along	 all	 the	 external	 coast,	 thundering	 and
thundering	by	day	and	night;	and	I	scarce	believe	there	is	one	spot	in	the	island
where	a	man	would	be	out	of	earshot	of	their	noise.
I	walked	along	beside	the	surf	with	great	enjoyment,	till,	thinking	I	was	now

got	 far	 enough	 to	 the	 south,	 I	 took	 the	 cover	 of	 some	 thick	 bushes	 and	 crept
warily	up	to	the	ridge	of	the	spit.
Behind	me	was	 the	sea,	 in	 front	 the	anchorage.	The	sea	breeze,	as	 though	 it

had	the	sooner	blown	itself	out	by	its	unusual	violence,	was	already	at	an	end;	it
had	 been	 succeeded	 by	 light,	 variable	 airs	 from	 the	 south	 and	 south-east,
carrying	great	banks	of	fog;	and	the	anchorage,	under	lee	of	Skeleton	Island,	lay
still	 and	 leaden	 as	when	 first	we	 entered	 it.	 The	Hispaniola,	 in	 that	 unbroken
mirror,	was	 exactly	 portrayed	 from	 the	 truck	 to	 the	waterline,	 the	 Jolly	Roger
hanging	from	her	peak.
Alongside	lay	one	of	the	gigs,	Silver	in	the	stern-sheets—him	I	could	always

recognize—while	a	couple	of	men	were	leaning	over	the	stern	bulwarks,	one	of
them	with	a	red	cap—the	very	rogue	 that	 I	had	seen	some	hours	before	stride-
legs	upon	the	palisade.	Apparently	they	were	talking	and	laughing,	though	at	that
distance—upwards	of	a	mile—I	could,	of	course,	hear	no	word	of	what	was	said.
All	 at	 once	 there	 began	 the	 most	 horrid,	 unearthly	 screaming,	 which	 at	 first
startled	me	badly,	though	I	had	soon	remembered	the	voice	of	Captain	Flint	and
even	thought	I	could	make	out	the	bird	by	her	bright	plumage	as	she	sat	perched
upon	her	master's	wrist.
Soon	after,	 the	 jolly-boat	shoved	off	and	pulled	 for	shore,	and	 the	man	with

the	red	cap	and	his	comrade	went	below	by	the	cabin	companion.
Just	about	the	same	time,	the	sun	had	gone	down	behind	the	Spy-glass,	and	as

the	fog	was	collecting	rapidly,	it	began	to	grow	dark	in	earnest.	I	saw	I	must	lose
no	time	if	I	were	to	find	the	boat	that	evening.
The	white	 rock,	 visible	 enough	 above	 the	 brush,	was	 still	 some	 eighth	 of	 a

mile	 further	 down	 the	 spit,	 and	 it	 took	me	 a	 goodish	while	 to	 get	 up	with	 it,
crawling,	 often	 on	 all	 fours,	 among	 the	 scrub.	Night	 had	 almost	 come	when	 I



laid	my	hand	on	its	rough	sides.	Right	below	it	there	was	an	exceedingly	small
hollow	of	green	turf,	hidden	by	banks	and	a	thick	underwood	about	knee-deep,
that	grew	there	very	plentifully;	and	in	the	centre	of	the	dell,	sure	enough,	a	little
tent	of	goat-skins,	like	what	the	gipsies	carry	about	with	them	in	England.
I	dropped	into	the	hollow,	lifted	the	side	of	the	tent,	and	there	was	Ben	Gunn's

boat—home-made	 if	 ever	 anything	 was	 home-made;	 a	 rude,	 lop-sided
framework	of	tough	wood,	and	stretched	upon	that	a	covering	of	goat-skin,	with
the	hair	 inside.	The	 thing	was	 extremely	 small,	 even	 for	me,	 and	 I	 can	hardly
imagine	that	 it	could	have	floated	with	a	full-sized	man.	There	was	one	thwart
set	as	low	as	possible,	a	kind	of	stretcher	in	the	bows,	and	a	double	paddle	for
propulsion.
I	 had	 not	 then	 seen	 a	 coracle,	 such	 as	 the	 ancient	Britons	made,	 but	 I	 have

seen	one	 since,	 and	 I	 can	 give	 you	no	 fairer	 idea	 of	Ben	Gunn's	 boat	 than	by
saying	it	was	like	the	first	and	the	worst	coracle	ever	made	by	man.	But	the	great
advantage	of	the	coracle	it	certainly	possessed,	for	it	was	exceedingly	light	and
portable.
Well,	now	that	I	had	found	the	boat,	you	would	have	thought	I	had	had	enough

of	truantry	for	once,	but	in	the	meantime	I	had	taken	another	notion	and	become
so	obstinately	fond	of	it	that	I	would	have	carried	it	out,	I	believe,	in	the	teeth	of
Captain	Smollett	himself.	This	was	to	slip	out	under	cover	of	the	night,	cut	the
Hispaniola	adrift,	and	let	her	go	ashore	where	she	fancied.	I	had	quite	made	up
my	 mind	 that	 the	 mutineers,	 after	 their	 repulse	 of	 the	 morning,	 had	 nothing
nearer	their	hearts	than	to	up	anchor	and	away	to	sea;	this,	I	thought,	it	would	be
a	 fine	 thing	 to	prevent,	 and	now	 that	 I	had	 seen	how	 they	 left	 their	watchmen
unprovided	with	a	boat,	I	thought	it	might	be	done	with	little	risk.
Down	I	sat	to	wait	for	darkness,	and	made	a	hearty	meal	of	biscuit.	It	was	a

night	out	of	ten	thousand	for	my	purpose.	The	fog	had	now	buried	all	heaven.	As
the	 last	 rays	 of	 daylight	 dwindled	 and	 disappeared,	 absolute	 blackness	 settled
down	on	Treasure	Island.	And	when,	at	last,	I	shouldered	the	coracle	and	groped
my	way	stumblingly	out	of	the	hollow	where	I	had	supped,	there	were	but	two
points	visible	on	the	whole	anchorage.
One	was	the	great	fire	on	shore,	by	which	the	defeated	pirates	lay	carousing	in

the	 swamp.	 The	 other,	 a	 mere	 blur	 of	 light	 upon	 the	 darkness,	 indicated	 the
position	of	 the	anchored	 ship.	She	had	 swung	 round	 to	 the	ebb—her	bow	was
now	 towards	me—the	only	 lights	 on	board	were	 in	 the	 cabin,	 and	what	 I	 saw
was	merely	a	reflection	on	the	fog	of	the	strong	rays	that	flowed	from	the	stern
window.
The	ebb	had	already	run	some	time,	and	I	had	to	wade	through	a	long	belt	of

swampy	sand,	where	I	sank	several	times	above	the	ankle,	before	I	came	to	the



edge	of	the	retreating	water,	and	wading	a	little	way	in,	with	some	strength	and
dexterity,	set	my	coracle,	keel	downwards,	on	the	surface.



Chapter		2
The	Ebb-tide	Runs

The	coracle—as	I	had	ample	reason	to	know	before	I	was	done	with	her—was
a	very	safe	boat	for	a	person	of	my	height	and	weight,	both	buoyant	and	clever
in	a	sea-way;	but	she	was	the	most	cross-grained,	lop-sided	craft	to	manage.	Do
as	you	pleased,	 she	always	made	more	 leeway	 than	anything	else,	 and	 turning
round	and	 round	was	 the	manoeuvre	 she	was	best	 at.	Even	Ben	Gunn	himself
has	admitted	that	she	was	"queer	to	handle	till	you	knew	her	way."
Certainly	I	did	not	know	her	way.	She	turned	in	every	direction	but	the	one	I

was	bound	to	go;	the	most	part	of	the	time	we	were	broadside	on,	and	I	am	very
sure	I	never	should	have	made	the	ship	at	all	but	for	the	tide.	By	good	fortune,
paddle	 as	 I	 pleased,	 the	 tide	 was	 still	 sweeping	 me	 down;	 and	 there	 lay	 the
Hispaniola	right	in	the	fairway,	hardly	to	be	missed.
First	she	loomed	before	me	like	a	blot	of	something	yet	blacker	than	darkness,

then	her	spars	and	hull	began	to	take	shape,	and	the	next	moment,	as	it	seemed
(for,	the	farther	I	went,	the	brisker	grew	the	current	of	the	ebb),	I	was	alongside
of	her	hawser	and	had	laid	hold.
The	hawser	was	as	 taut	as	a	bowstring,	and	 the	current	so	strong	she	pulled

upon	 her	 anchor.	 All	 round	 the	 hull,	 in	 the	 blackness,	 the	 rippling	 current
bubbled	and	chattered	like	a	 little	mountain	stream.	One	cut	with	my	sea-gully
and	the	Hispaniola	would	go	humming	down	the	tide.
So	 far	 so	 good,	 but	 it	 next	 occurred	 to	 my	 recollection	 that	 a	 taut	 hawser,

suddenly	cut,	is	a	thing	as	dangerous	as	a	kicking	horse.	Ten	to	one,	if	I	were	so
foolhardy	as	to	cut	 the	Hispaniola	from	her	anchor,	I	and	the	coracle	would	be
knocked	clean	out	of	the	water.
This	 brought	 me	 to	 a	 full	 stop,	 and	 if	 fortune	 had	 not	 again	 particularly

favoured	me,	I	should	have	had	to	abandon	my	design.	But	the	light	airs	which
had	 begun	 blowing	 from	 the	 south-east	 and	 south	 had	 hauled	 round	 after
nightfall	 into	 the	 south-west.	 Just	while	 I	was	meditating,	 a	puff	 came,	 caught
the	Hispaniola,	and	forced	her	up	into	the	current;	and	to	my	great	joy,	I	felt	the
hawser	 slacken	 in	my	grasp,	 and	 the	hand	by	which	 I	held	 it	dip	 for	 a	 second
under	water.
With	that	I	made	my	mind	up,	took	out	my	gully,	opened	it	with	my	teeth,	and



cut	one	strand	after	another,	till	the	vessel	swung	only	by	two.	Then	I	lay	quiet,
waiting	 to	sever	 these	 last	when	the	strain	should	be	once	more	 lightened	by	a
breath	of	wind.
All	this	time	I	had	heard	the	sound	of	loud	voices	from	the	cabin,	but	to	say

truth,	 my	 mind	 had	 been	 so	 entirely	 taken	 up	 with	 other	 thoughts	 that	 I	 had
scarcely	given	ear.	Now,	however,	when	I	had	nothing	else	to	do,	I	began	to	pay
more	heed.
One	I	recognized	for	the	coxswain's,	Israel	Hands,	that	had	been	Flint's	gunner

in	former	days.	The	other	was,	of	course,	my	friend	of	 the	red	night-cap.	Both
men	were	plainly	the	worse	of	drink,	and	they	were	still	drinking,	for	even	while
I	was	listening,	one	of	them,	with	a	drunken	cry,	opened	the	stern	window	and
threw	out	something,	which	I	divined	to	be	an	empty	bottle.	But	they	were	not
only	tipsy;	it	was	plain	that	they	were	furiously	angry.	Oaths	flew	like	hailstones,
and	every	now	and	then	there	came	forth	such	an	explosion	as	I	thought	was	sure
to	end	 in	blows.	But	each	 time	the	quarrel	passed	off	and	 the	voices	grumbled
lower	for	a	while,	until	the	next	crisis	came	and	in	its	turn	passed	away	without
result.
On	shore,	I	could	see	the	glow	of	the	great	camp-fire	burning	warmly	through

the	 shore-side	 trees.	 Someone	 was	 singing,	 a	 dull,	 old,	 droning	 sailor's	 song,
with	a	droop	and	a	quaver	at	the	end	of	every	verse,	and	seemingly	no	end	to	it
at	all	but	the	patience	of	the	singer.	I	had	heard	it	on	the	voyage	more	than	once
and	remembered	these	words:
"But	one	man	of	her	crew	alive,
What	put	to	sea	with	seventy-five."
And	 I	 thought	 it	was	 a	 ditty	 rather	 too	 dolefully	 appropriate	 for	 a	 company

that	had	met	such	cruel	losses	in	the	morning.	But,	indeed,	from	what	I	saw,	all
these	buccaneers	were	as	callous	as	the	sea	they	sailed	on.
At	last	the	breeze	came;	the	schooner	sidled	and	drew	nearer	in	the	dark;	I	felt

the	hawser	slacken	once	more,	and	with	a	good,	tough	effort,	cut	the	last	fibres
through.
The	 breeze	 had	 but	 little	 action	 on	 the	 coracle,	 and	 I	 was	 almost	 instantly

swept	against	the	bows	of	the	Hispaniola.	At	the	same	time,	the	schooner	began
to	turn	upon	her	heel,	spinning	slowly,	end	for	end,	across	the	current.
I	wrought	like	a	fiend,	for	I	expected	every	moment	to	be	swamped;	and	since

I	found	I	could	not	push	the	coracle	directly	off,	I	now	shoved	straight	astern.	At
length	 I	 was	 clear	 of	 my	 dangerous	 neighbour,	 and	 just	 as	 I	 gave	 the	 last
impulsion,	my	hands	came	across	a	light	cord	that	was	trailing	overboard	across
the	stern	bulwarks.	Instantly	I	grasped	it.
Why	I	should	have	done	so	I	can	hardly	say.	It	was	at	first	mere	instinct,	but



once	I	had	it	in	my	hands	and	found	it	fast,	curiosity	began	to	get	the	upper	hand,
and	I	determined	I	should	have	one	look	through	the	cabin	window.
I	 pulled	 in	 hand	 over	 hand	 on	 the	 cord,	 and	 when	 I	 judged	 myself	 near

enough,	 rose	 at	 infinite	 risk	 to	 about	 half	my	height	 and	 thus	 commanded	 the
roof	and	a	slice	of	the	interior	of	the	cabin.
By	 this	 time	 the	 schooner	 and	 her	 little	 consort	 were	 gliding	 pretty	 swiftly

through	the	water;	 indeed,	we	had	already	fetched	up	level	with	 the	camp-fire.
The	ship	was	talking,	as	sailors	say,	loudly,	treading	the	innumerable	ripples	with
an	 incessant	weltering	 splash;	 and	 until	 I	 got	my	 eye	 above	 the	window-sill	 I
could	 not	 comprehend	 why	 the	 watchmen	 had	 taken	 no	 alarm.	 One	 glance,
however,	was	sufficient;	and	 it	was	only	one	glance	 that	 I	durst	 take	from	that
unsteady	skiff.	It	showed	me	Hands	and	his	companion	locked	together	in	deadly
wrestle,	each	with	a	hand	upon	the	other's	throat.
I	dropped	upon	 the	 thwart	again,	none	 too	soon,	 for	 I	was	near	overboard.	 I

could	 see	 nothing	 for	 the	 moment	 but	 these	 two	 furious,	 encrimsoned	 faces
swaying	 together	under	 the	 smoky	 lamp,	 and	 I	 shut	my	eyes	 to	 let	 them	grow
once	more	familiar	with	the	darkness.
The	 endless	 ballad	 had	 come	 to	 an	 end	 at	 last,	 and	 the	 whole	 diminished

company	about	the	camp-fire	had	broken	into	the	chorus	I	had	heard	so	often:
"Fifteen	men	on	the	dead	man's	chest—
Yo-ho-ho,	and	a	bottle	of	rum!
Drink	and	the	devil	had	done	for	the	rest—
Yo-ho-ho,	and	a	bottle	of	rum!"
I	was	just	thinking	how	busy	drink	and	the	devil	were	at	that	very	moment	in

the	 cabin	 of	 the	 Hispaniola,	 when	 I	 was	 surprised	 by	 a	 sudden	 lurch	 of	 the
coracle.	 At	 the	 same	 moment,	 she	 yawed	 sharply	 and	 seemed	 to	 change	 her
course.	The	speed	in	the	meantime	had	strangely	increased.
I	opened	my	eyes	at	once.	All	round	me	were	little	ripples,	combing	over	with

a	 sharp,	 bristling	 sound	and	 slightly	phosphorescent.	The	Hispaniola	herself,	 a
few	yards	 in	whose	wake	I	was	still	being	whirled	along,	seemed	to	stagger	 in
her	 course,	 and	 I	 saw	her	 spars	 toss	 a	 little	 against	 the	blackness	of	 the	night;
nay,	as	I	looked	longer,	I	made	sure	she	also	was	wheeling	to	the	southward.
I	glanced	over	my	shoulder,	and	my	heart	jumped	against	my	ribs.	There,	right

behind	me,	was	the	glow	of	the	camp-fire.	The	current	had	turned	at	right	angles,
sweeping	 round	 along	with	 it	 the	 tall	 schooner	 and	 the	 little	 dancing	 coracle;
ever	quickening,	 ever	bubbling	higher,	 ever	muttering	 louder,	 it	went	 spinning
through	the	narrows	for	the	open	sea.
Suddenly	 the	 schooner	 in	 front	 of	me	 gave	 a	 violent	 yaw,	 turning,	 perhaps,

through	 twenty	 degrees;	 and	 almost	 at	 the	 same	 moment	 one	 shout	 followed



another	from	on	board;	I	could	hear	feet	pounding	on	the	companion	ladder	and	I
knew	 that	 the	 two	 drunkards	 had	 at	 last	 been	 interrupted	 in	 their	 quarrel	 and
awakened	to	a	sense	of	their	disaster.
I	 lay	 down	 flat	 in	 the	 bottom	 of	 that	 wretched	 skiff	 and	 devoutly

recommended	my	spirit	 to	 its	Maker.	At	 the	end	of	 the	straits,	 I	made	sure	we
must	 fall	 into	 some	 bar	 of	 raging	 breakers,	 where	 all	 my	 troubles	 would	 be
ended	speedily;	and	though	I	could,	perhaps,	bear	to	die,	I	could	not	bear	to	look
upon	my	fate	as	it	approached.
So	I	must	have	lain	for	hours,	continually	beaten	to	and	fro	upon	the	billows,

now	and	again	wetted	with	 flying	sprays,	and	never	ceasing	 to	expect	death	at
the	next	plunge.	Gradually	weariness	grew	upon	me;	a	numbness,	an	occasional
stupor,	 fell	 upon	my	mind	 even	 in	 the	midst	 of	my	 terrors,	 until	 sleep	 at	 last
supervened	and	in	my	sea-tossed	coracle	I	lay	and	dreamed	of	home	and	the	old
Admiral	Benbow.



Chapter		3
The	Cruise	of	the	Coracle

It	was	broad	day	when	I	awoke	and	found	myself	tossing	at	the	south-west	end
of	Treasure	 Island.	The	sun	was	up	but	was	still	hid	 from	me	behind	 the	great
bulk	 of	 the	 Spy-glass,	 which	 on	 this	 side	 descended	 almost	 to	 the	 sea	 in
formidable	cliffs.
Haulbowline	Head	and	Mizzen-mast	Hill	were	at	my	elbow,	the	hill	bare	and

dark,	 the	head	bound	with	 cliffs	 forty	or	 fifty	 feet	high	and	 fringed	with	great
masses	of	fallen	rock.	I	was	scarce	a	quarter	of	a	mile	to	seaward,	and	it	was	my
first	thought	to	paddle	in	and	land.
That	notion	was	soon	given	over.	Among	the	fallen	rocks	the	breakers	spouted

and	 bellowed;	 loud	 reverberations,	 heavy	 sprays	 flying	 and	 falling,	 succeeded
one	 another	 from	 second	 to	 second;	 and	 I	 saw	 myself,	 if	 I	 ventured	 nearer,
dashed	to	death	upon	the	rough	shore	or	spending	my	strength	in	vain	 to	scale
the	beetling	crags.
Nor	 was	 that	 all,	 for	 crawling	 together	 on	 flat	 tables	 of	 rock	 or	 letting

themselves	drop	into	the	sea	with	loud	reports	I	beheld	huge	slimy	monsters—
soft	snails,	as	it	were,	of	incredible	bigness—two	or	three	score	of	them	together,
making	the	rocks	to	echo	with	their	barkings.
I	have	understood	 since	 that	 they	were	 sea	 lions,	 and	entirely	harmless.	But

the	look	of	them,	added	to	the	difficulty	of	the	shore	and	the	high	running	of	the
surf,	was	more	 than	 enough	 to	 disgust	me	 of	 that	 landing-place.	 I	 felt	willing
rather	to	starve	at	sea	than	to	confront	such	perils.
In	 the	meantime	 I	 had	 a	 better	 chance,	 as	 I	 supposed,	 before	me.	North	 of

Haulbowline	Head,	the	land	runs	in	a	long	way,	leaving	at	low	tide	a	long	stretch
of	yellow	sand.	To	the	north	of	that,	again,	there	comes	another	cape—Cape	of
the	Woods,	as	 it	was	marked	upon	the	chart—buried	in	 tall	green	pines,	which
descended	to	the	margin	of	the	sea.
I	remembered	what	Silver	had	said	about	the	current	that	sets	northward	along

the	whole	west	coast	of	Treasure	Island,	and	seeing	from	my	position	that	I	was
already	 under	 its	 influence,	 I	 preferred	 to	 leave	Haulbowline	Head	 behind	me
and	reserve	my	strength	for	an	attempt	to	land	upon	the	kindlier-looking	Cape	of
the	Woods.



There	was	a	great,	smooth	swell	upon	the	sea.	The	wind	blowing	steady	and
gentle	from	the	south,	there	was	no	contrariety	between	that	and	the	current,	and
the	billows	rose	and	fell	unbroken.
Had	 it	 been	 otherwise,	 I	 must	 long	 ago	 have	 perished;	 but	 as	 it	 was,	 it	 is

surprising	how	easily	and	securely	my	little	and	light	boat	could	ride.	Often,	as	I
still	lay	at	the	bottom	and	kept	no	more	than	an	eye	above	the	gunwale,	I	would
see	a	big	blue	summit	heaving	close	above	me;	yet	the	coracle	would	but	bounce
a	little,	dance	as	 if	on	springs,	and	subside	on	the	other	side	 into	 the	 trough	as
lightly	as	a	bird.
I	began	after	a	little	to	grow	very	bold	and	sat	up	to	try	my	skill	at	paddling.

But	 even	 a	 small	 change	 in	 the	 disposition	 of	 the	weight	will	 produce	 violent
changes	in	the	behaviour	of	a	coracle.	And	I	had	hardly	moved	before	the	boat,
giving	 up	 at	 once	 her	 gentle	 dancing	movement,	 ran	 straight	 down	 a	 slope	 of
water	so	steep	that	it	made	me	giddy,	and	struck	her	nose,	with	a	spout	of	spray,
deep	into	the	side	of	the	next	wave.
I	 was	 drenched	 and	 terrified,	 and	 fell	 instantly	 back	 into	 my	 old	 position,

whereupon	 the	 coracle	 seemed	 to	 find	 her	 head	 again	 and	 led	me	 as	 softly	 as
before	among	the	billows.	It	was	plain	she	was	not	to	be	interfered	with,	and	at
that	rate,	since	I	could	 in	no	way	influence	her	course,	what	hope	had	I	 left	of
reaching	land?
I	 began	 to	 be	 horribly	 frightened,	 but	 I	 kept	 my	 head,	 for	 all	 that.	 First,

moving	with	 all	 care,	 I	 gradually	baled	out	 the	 coracle	with	my	 sea-cap;	 then,
getting	my	eye	once	more	above	the	gunwale,	I	set	myself	to	study	how	it	was
she	managed	to	slip	so	quietly	through	the	rollers.
I	found	each	wave,	instead	of	the	big,	smooth	glossy	mountain	it	looks	from

shore	or	from	a	vessel's	deck,	was	for	all	the	world	like	any	range	of	hills	on	dry
land,	 full	 of	 peaks	 and	 smooth	places	 and	valleys.	The	 coracle,	 left	 to	 herself,
turning	 from	 side	 to	 side,	 threaded,	 so	 to	 speak,	 her	way	 through	 these	 lower
parts	and	avoided	the	steep	slopes	and	higher,	toppling	summits	of	the	wave.
"Well,	 now,"	 thought	 I	 to	myself,	 "it	 is	 plain	 I	must	 lie	where	 I	 am	and	not

disturb	the	balance;	but	it	is	plain	also	that	I	can	put	the	paddle	over	the	side	and
from	time	to	time,	in	smooth	places,	give	her	a	shove	or	two	towards	land."	No
sooner	 thought	 upon	 than	 done.	 There	 I	 lay	 on	my	 elbows	 in	 the	most	 trying
attitude,	and	every	now	and	again	gave	a	weak	stroke	or	two	to	turn	her	head	to
shore.
It	was	 very	 tiring	 and	 slow	work,	 yet	 I	 did	 visibly	 gain	 ground;	 and	 as	we

drew	near	the	Cape	of	the	Woods,	though	I	saw	I	must	infallibly	miss	that	point,
I	had	still	made	some	hundred	yards	of	easting.	I	was,	indeed,	close	in.	I	could
see	 the	 cool	 green	 tree-tops	 swaying	 together	 in	 the	 breeze,	 and	 I	 felt	 sure	 I



should	make	the	next	promontory	without	fail.
It	was	high	time,	for	I	now	began	to	be	tortured	with	thirst.	The	glow	of	the

sun	 from	above,	 its	 thousandfold	 reflection	 from	 the	waves,	 the	 sea-water	 that
fell	 and	 dried	 upon	me,	 caking	my	 very	 lips	with	 salt,	 combined	 to	make	my
throat	burn	and	my	brain	ache.	The	sight	of	the	trees	so	near	at	hand	had	almost
made	me	sick	with	longing,	but	the	current	had	soon	carried	me	past	the	point,
and	as	the	next	reach	of	sea	opened	out,	I	beheld	a	sight	that	changed	the	nature
of	my	thoughts.
Right	in	front	of	me,	not	half	a	mile	away,	I	beheld	the	Hispaniola	under	sail.	I

made	sure,	of	course,	that	I	should	be	taken;	but	I	was	so	distressed	for	want	of
water	 that	 I	 scarce	 knew	whether	 to	 be	 glad	 or	 sorry	 at	 the	 thought,	 and	 long
before	 I	had	come	 to	a	 conclusion,	 surprise	had	 taken	entire	possession	of	my
mind	and	I	could	do	nothing	but	stare	and	wonder.
The	Hispaniola	was	under	her	main-sail	and	two	jibs,	and	the	beautiful	white

canvas	shone	in	the	sun	like	snow	or	silver.	When	I	first	sighted	her,	all	her	sails
were	drawing;	she	was	lying	a	course	about	north-west,	and	I	presumed	the	men
on	 board	 were	 going	 round	 the	 island	 on	 their	 way	 back	 to	 the	 anchorage.
Presently	she	began	 to	fetch	more	and	more	 to	 the	westward,	so	 that	 I	 thought
they	had	 sighted	me	and	were	going	about	 in	chase.	At	 last,	however,	 she	 fell
right	into	the	wind's	eye,	was	taken	dead	aback,	and	stood	there	awhile	helpless,
with	her	sails	shivering.
"Clumsy	 fellows,"	 said	 I;	 "they	must	 still	 be	drunk	as	owls."	And	 I	 thought

how	Captain	Smollett	would	have	set	them	skipping.
Meanwhile	the	schooner	gradually	fell	off	and	filled	again	upon	another	tack,

sailed	swiftly	for	a	minute	or	so,	and	brought	up	once	more	dead	in	the	wind's
eye.	Again	and	again	was	this	repeated.	To	and	fro,	up	and	down,	north,	south,
east,	 and	 west,	 the	 Hispaniola	 sailed	 by	 swoops	 and	 dashes,	 and	 at	 each
repetition	ended	as	she	had	begun,	with	idly	flapping	canvas.	It	became	plain	to
me	that	nobody	was	steering.	And	if	so,	where	were	the	men?	Either	they	were
dead	drunk	or	had	deserted	her,	I	thought,	and	perhaps	if	I	could	get	on	board	I
might	return	the	vessel	to	her	captain.
The	current	was	bearing	coracle	and	schooner	southward	at	an	equal	rate.	As

for	the	latter's	sailing,	it	was	so	wild	and	intermittent,	and	she	hung	each	time	so
long	in	irons,	that	she	certainly	gained	nothing,	if	she	did	not	even	lose.	If	only	I
dared	to	sit	up	and	paddle,	I	made	sure	that	I	could	overhaul	her.	The	scheme	had
an	air	of	adventure	that	inspired	me,	and	the	thought	of	the	water	breaker	beside
the	fore	companion	doubled	my	growing	courage.
Up	I	got,	was	welcomed	almost	 instantly	by	another	cloud	of	spray,	but	 this

time	 stuck	 to	my	purpose	and	 set	myself,	with	 all	my	 strength	and	caution,	 to



paddle	after	the	unsteered	Hispaniola.	Once	I	shipped	a	sea	so	heavy	that	I	had	to
stop	 and	bail,	with	my	heart	 fluttering	 like	 a	 bird,	 but	 gradually	 I	 got	 into	 the
way	of	 the	 thing	and	guided	my	coracle	among	 the	waves,	with	only	now	and
then	a	blow	upon	her	bows	and	a	dash	of	foam	in	my	face.
I	was	now	gaining	rapidly	on	the	schooner;	I	could	see	the	brass	glisten	on	the

tiller	as	it	banged	about,	and	still	no	soul	appeared	upon	her	decks.	I	could	not
choose	but	 suppose	she	was	deserted.	 If	not,	 the	men	were	 lying	drunk	below,
where	I	might	batten	them	down,	perhaps,	and	do	what	I	chose	with	the	ship.
For	some	time	she	had	been	doing	the	worse	thing	possible	for	me—standing

still.	She	headed	nearly	due	south,	yawing,	of	course,	all	the	time.	Each	time	she
fell	 off,	 her	 sails	 partly	 filled,	 and	 these	 brought	 her	 in	 a	moment	 right	 to	 the
wind	again.	I	have	said	this	was	the	worst	thing	possible	for	me,	for	helpless	as
she	looked	in	this	situation,	with	the	canvas	cracking	like	cannon	and	the	blocks
trundling	and	banging	on	the	deck,	she	still	continued	to	run	away	from	me,	not
only	with	the	speed	of	the	current,	but	by	the	whole	amount	of	her	leeway,	which
was	naturally	great.
But	now,	at	last,	I	had	my	chance.	The	breeze	fell	for	some	seconds,	very	low,

and	the	current	gradually	turning	her,	the	Hispaniola	revolved	slowly	round	her
centre	 and	 at	 last	 presented	me	 her	 stern,	 with	 the	 cabin	 window	 still	 gaping
open	 and	 the	 lamp	 over	 the	 table	 still	 burning	 on	 into	 the	 day.	 The	main-sail
hung	drooped	like	a	banner.	She	was	stock-still	but	for	the	current.
For	the	last	little	while	I	had	even	lost,	but	now	redoubling	my	efforts,	I	began

once	more	to	overhaul	the	chase.
I	was	not	a	hundred	yards	from	her	when	the	wind	came	again	in	a	clap;	she

filled	on	the	port	tack	and	was	off	again,	stooping	and	skimming	like	a	swallow.
My	first	impulse	was	one	of	despair,	but	my	second	was	towards	joy.	Round

she	came,	till	she	was	broadside	on	to	me—round	still	till	she	had	covered	a	half
and	 then	 two	 thirds	and	 then	 three	quarters	of	 the	distance	 that	 separated	us.	 I
could	see	the	waves	boiling	white	under	her	forefoot.	Immensely	tall	she	looked
to	me	from	my	low	station	in	the	coracle.
And	then,	of	a	sudden,	 I	began	 to	comprehend.	I	had	scarce	 time	to	 think—

scarce	time	to	act	and	save	myself.	I	was	on	the	summit	of	one	swell	when	the
schooner	came	stooping	over	the	next.	The	bowsprit	was	over	my	head.	I	sprang
to	my	feet	and	leaped,	stamping	the	coracle	under	water.	With	one	hand	I	caught
the	jib-boom,	while	my	foot	was	lodged	between	the	stay	and	the	brace;	and	as	I
still	clung	there	panting,	a	dull	blow	told	me	that	the	schooner	had	charged	down
upon	and	struck	the	coracle	and	that	I	was	left	without	retreat	on	the	Hispaniola.



Chapter		4
I	Strike	the	Jolly	Roger

I	had	scarce	gained	a	position	on	the	bowsprit	when	the	flying	jib	flapped	and
filled	upon	the	other	tack,	with	a	report	like	a	gun.	The	schooner	trembled	to	her
keel	 under	 the	 reverse,	 but	 next	moment,	 the	 other	 sails	 still	 drawing,	 the	 jib
flapped	back	again	and	hung	idle.
This	had	nearly	 tossed	me	off	 into	 the	 sea;	 and	now	 I	 lost	no	 time,	 crawled

back	along	the	bowsprit,	and	tumbled	head	foremost	on	the	deck.
I	 was	 on	 the	 lee	 side	 of	 the	 forecastle,	 and	 the	 main-sail,	 which	 was	 still

drawing,	concealed	from	me	a	certain	portion	of	the	after-deck.	Not	a	soul	was
to	be	seen.	The	planks,	which	had	not	been	swabbed	since	the	mutiny,	bore	the
print	of	many	feet,	and	an	empty	bottle,	broken	by	the	neck,	tumbled	to	and	fro
like	a	live	thing	in	the	scuppers.
Suddenly	the	Hispaniola	came	right	into	the	wind.	The	jibs	behind	me	cracked

aloud,	 the	 rudder	 slammed	 to,	 the	 whole	 ship	 gave	 a	 sickening	 heave	 and
shudder,	 and	 at	 the	 same	 moment	 the	 main-boom	 swung	 inboard,	 the	 sheet
groaning	in	the	blocks,	and	showed	me	the	lee	after-deck.
There	were	the	two	watchmen,	sure	enough:	red-cap	on	his	back,	as	stiff	as	a

handspike,	 with	 his	 arms	 stretched	 out	 like	 those	 of	 a	 crucifix	 and	 his	 teeth
showing	 through	his	open	 lips;	 Israel	Hands	propped	against	 the	bulwarks,	his
chin	on	his	chest,	his	hands	lying	open	before	him	on	the	deck,	his	face	as	white,
under	its	tan,	as	a	tallow	candle.
For	 a	while	 the	 ship	kept	bucking	 and	 sidling	 like	 a	vicious	horse,	 the	 sails

filling,	now	on	one	tack,	now	on	another,	and	the	boom	swinging	to	and	fro	till
the	mast	groaned	aloud	under	the	strain.	Now	and	again	too	there	would	come	a
cloud	 of	 light	 sprays	 over	 the	 bulwark	 and	 a	 heavy	 blow	 of	 the	 ship's	 bows
against	the	swell;	so	much	heavier	weather	was	made	of	it	by	this	great	rigged
ship	than	by	my	home-made,	 lop-sided	coracle,	now	gone	to	 the	bottom	of	 the
sea.
At	 every	 jump	 of	 the	 schooner,	 red-cap	 slipped	 to	 and	 fro,	 but—what	 was

ghastly	 to	 behold—neither	 his	 attitude	 nor	 his	 fixed	 teeth-disclosing	 grin	 was
anyway	disturbed	by	this	rough	usage.	At	every	jump	too,	Hands	appeared	still
more	to	sink	into	himself	and	settle	down	upon	the	deck,	his	feet	sliding	ever	the



farther	 out,	 and	 the	 whole	 body	 canting	 towards	 the	 stern,	 so	 that	 his	 face
became,	little	by	little,	hid	from	me;	and	at	last	I	could	see	nothing	beyond	his
ear	and	the	frayed	ringlet	of	one	whisker.
At	 the	 same	 time,	 I	 observed,	 around	 both	 of	 them,	 splashes	 of	 dark	 blood

upon	 the	planks	and	began	 to	 feel	 sure	 that	 they	had	killed	each	other	 in	 their
drunken	wrath.
While	 I	was	 thus	 looking	and	wondering,	 in	a	calm	moment,	when	 the	 ship

was	still,	Israel	Hands	turned	partly	round	and	with	a	low	moan	writhed	himself
back	to	the	position	in	which	I	had	seen	him	first.	The	moan,	which	told	of	pain
and	deadly	weakness,	and	the	way	in	which	his	jaw	hung	open	went	right	to	my
heart.	But	when	I	remembered	the	talk	I	had	overheard	from	the	apple	barrel,	all
pity	left	me.
I	walked	aft	until	I	reached	the	main-mast.
"Come	aboard,	Mr.	Hands,"	I	said	ironically.
He	rolled	his	eyes	round	heavily,	but	he	was	too	far	gone	to	express	surprise.

All	he	could	do	was	to	utter	one	word,	"Brandy."
It	occurred	to	me	there	was	no	time	to	lose,	and	dodging	the	boom	as	it	once

more	lurched	across	the	deck,	I	slipped	aft	and	down	the	companion	stairs	into
the	cabin.
It	 was	 such	 a	 scene	 of	 confusion	 as	 you	 can	 hardly	 fancy.	 All	 the	 lockfast

places	had	been	broken	open	in	quest	of	the	chart.	The	floor	was	thick	with	mud
where	 ruffians	 had	 sat	 down	 to	 drink	 or	 consult	 after	 wading	 in	 the	 marshes
round	 their	 camp.	The	 bulkheads,	 all	 painted	 in	 clear	white	 and	beaded	 round
with	gilt,	bore	a	pattern	of	dirty	hands.	Dozens	of	empty	bottles	clinked	together
in	corners	to	the	rolling	of	the	ship.	One	of	the	doctor's	medical	books	lay	open
on	the	table,	half	of	the	leaves	gutted	out,	I	suppose,	for	pipelights.	In	the	midst
of	all	this	the	lamp	still	cast	a	smoky	glow,	obscure	and	brown	as	umber.
I	 went	 into	 the	 cellar;	 all	 the	 barrels	 were	 gone,	 and	 of	 the	 bottles	 a	 most

surprising	 number	 had	 been	 drunk	 out	 and	 thrown	 away.	 Certainly,	 since	 the
mutiny	began,	not	a	man	of	them	could	ever	have	been	sober.
Foraging	 about,	 I	 found	 a	 bottle	with	 some	 brandy	 left,	 for	Hands;	 and	 for

myself	 I	 routed	out	some	biscuit,	 some	pickled	 fruits,	a	great	bunch	of	 raisins,
and	 a	 piece	 of	 cheese.	 With	 these	 I	 came	 on	 deck,	 put	 down	 my	 own	 stock
behind	the	rudder	head	and	well	out	of	the	coxswain's	reach,	went	forward	to	the
water-breaker,	and	had	a	good	deep	drink	of	water,	and	 then,	and	not	 till	 then,
gave	Hands	the	brandy.
He	must	have	drunk	a	gill	before	he	took	the	bottle	from	his	mouth.
"Aye,"	said	he,	"by	thunder,	but	I	wanted	some	o'	that!"
I	had	sat	down	already	in	my	own	corner	and	begun	to	eat.



"Much	hurt?"	I	asked	him.
He	grunted,	or	rather,	I	might	say,	he	barked.
"If	that	doctor	was	aboard,"	he	said,	"I'd	be	right	enough	in	a	couple	of	turns,

but	I	don't	have	no	manner	of	luck,	you	see,	and	that's	what's	the	matter	with	me.
As	for	that	swab,	he's	good	and	dead,	he	is,"	he	added,	indicating	the	man	with
the	red	cap.	"He	warn't	no	seaman	anyhow.	And	where	mought	you	have	come
from?"
"Well,"	said	I,	"I've	come	aboard	to	 take	possession	of	 this	ship,	Mr.	Hands;

and	you'll	please	regard	me	as	your	captain	until	further	notice."
He	looked	at	me	sourly	enough	but	said	nothing.	Some	of	the	colour	had	come

back	into	his	cheeks,	though	he	still	looked	very	sick	and	still	continued	to	slip
out	and	settle	down	as	the	ship	banged	about.
"By	the	by,"	I	continued,	"I	can't	have	these	colours,	Mr.	Hands;	and	by	your

leave,	I'll	strike	'em.	Better	none	than	these."
And	 again	 dodging	 the	 boom,	 I	 ran	 to	 the	 colour	 lines,	 handed	 down	 their

cursed	black	flag,	and	chucked	it	overboard.
"God	save	the	king!"	said	I,	waving	my	cap.	"And	there's	an	end	to	Captain

Silver!"
He	watched	me	keenly	and	slyly,	his	chin	all	the	while	on	his	breast.
"I	reckon,"	he	said	at	last,	"I	reckon,	Cap'n	Hawkins,	you'll	kind	of	want	to	get

ashore	now.	S'pose	we	talks."
"Why,	yes,"	says	I,	"with	all	my	heart,	Mr.	Hands.	Say	on."	And	I	went	back

to	my	meal	with	a	good	appetite.
"This	 man,"	 he	 began,	 nodding	 feebly	 at	 the	 corpse	 "—O'Brien	 were	 his

name,	a	rank	Irelander—this	man	and	me	got	the	canvas	on	her,	meaning	for	to
sail	her	back.	Well,	he's	dead	now,	he	is—as	dead	as	bilge;	and	who's	to	sail	this
ship,	I	don't	see.	Without	I	gives	you	a	hint,	you	ain't	that	man,	as	far's	I	can	tell.
Now,	look	here,	you	gives	me	food	and	drink	and	a	old	scarf	or	ankecher	to	tie
my	wound	up,	you	do,	and	I'll	tell	you	how	to	tail	her,	and	that's	about	square	all
round,	I	take	it."
"I'll	 tell	 you	 one	 thing,"	 says	 I:	 "I'm	 not	 going	 back	 to	 Captain	 Kidd's

anchorage.	I	mean	to	get	into	North	Inlet	and	beach	her	quietly	there."
"To	be	sure	you	did,"	he	cried.	"Why,	I	ain't	sich	an	infernal	lubber	after	all.	I

can	see,	can't	I?	I've	tried	my	fling,	I	have,	and	I've	lost,	and	it's	you	has	the	wind
of	me.	North	 Inlet?	Why,	 I	haven't	no	ch'ice,	not	 I!	 I'd	help	you	sail	her	up	 to
Execution	Dock,	by	thunder!	So	I	would."
Well,	as	it	seemed	to	me,	there	was	some	sense	in	this.	We	struck	our	bargain

on	the	spot.	In	three	minutes	I	had	the	Hispaniola	sailing	easily	before	the	wind
along	the	coast	of	Treasure	Island,	with	good	hopes	of	turning	the	northern	point



ere	noon	and	beating	down	again	as	far	as	North	Inlet	before	high	water,	when
we	might	beach	her	safely	and	wait	till	the	subsiding	tide	permitted	us	to	land.
Then	I	 lashed	the	 tiller	and	went	below	to	my	own	chest,	where	I	got	a	soft

silk	handkerchief	of	my	mother's.	With	this,	and	with	my	aid,	Hands	bound	up
the	great	bleeding	stab	he	had	received	in	the	thigh,	and	after	he	had	eaten	a	little
and	had	a	swallow	or	 two	more	of	 the	brandy,	he	began	 to	pick	up	visibly,	sat
straighter	up,	spoke	louder	and	clearer,	and	looked	in	every	way	another	man.
The	breeze	served	us	admirably.	We	skimmed	before	it	like	a	bird,	the	coast	of

the	island	flashing	by	and	the	view	changing	every	minute.	Soon	we	were	past
the	 high	 lands	 and	 bowling	 beside	 low,	 sandy	 country,	 sparsely	 dotted	 with
dwarf	pines,	and	soon	we	were	beyond	that	again	and	had	turned	the	corner	of
the	rocky	hill	that	ends	the	island	on	the	north.
I	 was	 greatly	 elated	 with	 my	 new	 command,	 and	 pleased	 with	 the	 bright,

sunshiny	weather	and	these	different	prospects	of	the	coast.	I	had	now	plenty	of
water	and	good	things	to	eat,	and	my	conscience,	which	had	smitten	me	hard	for
my	desertion,	was	quieted	by	 the	great	conquest	 I	had	made.	 I	 should,	 I	 think,
have	 had	 nothing	 left	 me	 to	 desire	 but	 for	 the	 eyes	 of	 the	 coxswain	 as	 they
followed	 me	 derisively	 about	 the	 deck	 and	 the	 odd	 smile	 that	 appeared
continually	on	his	face.	It	was	a	smile	that	had	in	it	something	both	of	pain	and
weakness—a	 haggard	 old	man's	 smile;	 but	 there	was,	 besides	 that,	 a	 grain	 of
derision,	 a	 shadow	 of	 treachery,	 in	 his	 expression	 as	 he	 craftily	watched,	 and
watched,	and	watched	me	at	my	work.



Chapter		5
Israel	Hands

The	wind,	 serving	us	 to	a	desire,	now	hauled	 into	 the	west.	We	could	 run	so
much	 the	 easier	 from	 the	 north-east	 corner	 of	 the	 island	 to	 the	 mouth	 of	 the
North	Inlet.	Only,	as	we	had	no	power	to	anchor	and	dared	not	beach	her	till	the
tide	had	flowed	a	good	deal	farther,	time	hung	on	our	hands.	The	coxswain	told
me	how	to	lay	the	ship	to;	after	a	good	many	trials	I	succeeded,	and	we	both	sat
in	silence	over	another	meal.
"Cap'n,"	said	he	at	length	with	that	same	uncomfortable	smile,	"here's	my	old

shipmate,	O'Brien;	s'pose	you	was	to	heave	him	overboard.	I	ain't	partic'lar	as	a
rule,	 and	 I	 don't	 take	 no	 blame	 for	 settling	 his	 hash,	 but	 I	 don't	 reckon	 him
ornamental	now,	do	you?"
"I'm	not	strong	enough,	and	I	don't	like	the	job;	and	there	he	lies,	for	me,"	said

I.
"This	 here's	 an	 unlucky	 ship,	 this	 Hispaniola,	 Jim,"	 he	 went	 on,	 blinking.

"There's	a	power	of	men	been	killed	in	this	Hispaniola—a	sight	o'	poor	seamen
dead	and	gone	since	you	and	me	took	ship	to	Bristol.	I	never	seen	sich	dirty	luck,
not	 I.	There	was	 this	here	O'Brien	now—he's	dead,	ain't	he?	Well	now,	 I'm	no
scholar,	and	you're	a	lad	as	can	read	and	figure,	and	to	put	it	straight,	do	you	take
it	as	a	dead	man	is	dead	for	good,	or	do	he	come	alive	again?"
"You	 can	 kill	 the	 body,	Mr.	 Hands,	 but	 not	 the	 spirit;	 you	must	 know	 that

already,"	I	replied.	"O'Brien	there	is	in	another	world,	and	may	be	watching	us."
"Ah!"	 says	 he.	 "Well,	 that's	 unfort'nate—appears	 as	 if	 killing	 parties	 was	 a

waste	of	 time.	Howsomever,	sperrits	don't	 reckon	for	much,	by	what	I've	seen.
I'll	chance	it	with	the	sperrits,	Jim.	And	now,	you've	spoke	up	free,	and	I'll	take	it
kind	if	you'd	step	down	into	that	there	cabin	and	get	me	a—well,	a—shiver	my
timbers!	I	can't	hit	the	name	on	't;	well,	you	get	me	a	bottle	of	wine,	Jim—this
here	brandy's	too	strong	for	my	head."
Now,	the	coxswain's	hesitation	seemed	to	be	unnatural,	and	as	for	the	notion

of	his	preferring	wine	to	brandy,	I	entirely	disbelieved	it.	The	whole	story	was	a
pretext.	 He	wanted	me	 to	 leave	 the	 deck—so	much	was	 plain;	 but	with	what
purpose	 I	 could	 in	 no	 way	 imagine.	 His	 eyes	 never	 met	 mine;	 they	 kept
wandering	 to	 and	 fro,	 up	 and	 down,	 now	with	 a	 look	 to	 the	 sky,	 now	with	 a



flitting	glance	upon	the	dead	O'Brien.	All	 the	 time	he	kept	smiling	and	putting
his	tongue	out	in	the	most	guilty,	embarrassed	manner,	so	that	a	child	could	have
told	 that	 he	 was	 bent	 on	 some	 deception.	 I	 was	 prompt	 with	 my	 answer,
however,	 for	 I	 saw	where	my	advantage	 lay	and	 that	with	a	 fellow	so	densely
stupid	I	could	easily	conceal	my	suspicions	to	the	end.	"Some	wine?"	I	said.	"Far
better.	Will	you	have	white	or	red?"
"Well,	 I	 reckon	 it's	about	 the	blessed	same	 to	me,	shipmate,"	he	replied;	"so

it's	strong,	and	plenty	of	it,	what's	the	odds?"	"All	right,"	I	answered.	"I'll	bring
you	port,	Mr.	Hands.	But	I'll	have	to	dig	for	it."
With	that	I	scuttled	down	the	companion	with	all	the	noise	I	could,	slipped	off

my	shoes,	 ran	quietly	along	 the	 sparred	gallery,	mounted	 the	 forecastle	 ladder,
and	popped	my	head	out	of	the	fore	companion.	I	knew	he	would	not	expect	to
see	me	there,	yet	I	took	every	precaution	possible,	and	certainly	the	worst	of	my
suspicions	proved	too	true.
He	 had	 risen	 from	 his	 position	 to	 his	 hands	 and	 knees,	 and	 though	 his	 leg

obviously	hurt	him	pretty	sharply	when	he	moved—for	I	could	hear	him	stifle	a
groan—yet	it	was	at	a	good,	rattling	rate	that	he	trailed	himself	across	the	deck.
In	half	 a	minute	he	had	 reached	 the	port	 scuppers	and	picked,	out	of	a	coil	of
rope,	a	long	knife,	or	rather	a	short	dirk,	discoloured	to	the	hilt	with	blood.	He
looked	upon	it	for	a	moment,	thrusting	forth	his	under	jaw,	tried	the	point	upon
his	hand,	and	then,	hastily	concealing	it	in	the	bosom	of	his	jacket,	trundled	back
again	into	his	old	place	against	the	bulwark.
This	was	 all	 that	 I	 required	 to	 know.	 Israel	 could	move	 about,	 he	was	 now

armed,	and	if	he	had	been	at	so	much	trouble	to	get	rid	of	me,	it	was	plain	that	I
was	meant	 to	be	 the	victim.	What	he	would	do	afterwards—whether	he	would
try	 to	 crawl	 right	 across	 the	 island	 from	 North	 Inlet	 to	 the	 camp	 among	 the
swamps	 or	 whether	 he	would	 fire	 Long	 Tom,	 trusting	 that	 his	 own	 comrades
might	come	first	to	help	him—was,	of	course,	more	than	I	could	say.
Yet	 I	 felt	 sure	 that	 I	 could	 trust	him	 in	one	point,	 since	 in	 that	our	 interests

jumped	together,	and	that	was	in	the	disposition	of	the	schooner.	We	both	desired
to	have	her	stranded	safe	enough,	in	a	sheltered	place,	and	so	that,	when	the	time
came,	she	could	be	got	off	again	with	as	little	labour	and	danger	as	might	be;	and
until	that	was	done	I	considered	that	my	life	would	certainly	be	spared.
While	 I	was	 thus	 turning	 the	business	over	 in	my	mind,	 I	had	not	been	 idle

with	my	body.	I	had	stolen	back	to	the	cabin,	slipped	once	more	into	my	shoes,
and	 laid	 my	 hand	 at	 random	 on	 a	 bottle	 of	 wine,	 and	 now,	 with	 this	 for	 an
excuse,	I	made	my	reappearance	on	the	deck.
Hands	lay	as	I	had	left	him,	all	fallen	together	in	a	bundle	and	with	his	eyelids

lowered	as	though	he	were	too	weak	to	bear	the	light.	He	looked	up,	however,	at



my	coming,	knocked	the	neck	off	the	bottle	like	a	man	who	had	done	the	same
thing	often,	and	took	a	good	swig,	with	his	favourite	toast	of	"Here's	luck!"	Then
he	lay	quiet	for	a	little,	and	then,	pulling	out	a	stick	of	tobacco,	begged	me	to	cut
him	a	quid.
"Cut	me	a	 junk	o'	 that,"	 says	he,	 "for	 I	haven't	no	knife	and	hardly	 strength

enough,	so	be	as	I	had.	Ah,	Jim,	Jim,	I	reckon	I've	missed	stays!	Cut	me	a	quid,
as'll	likely	be	the	last,	lad,	for	I'm	for	my	long	home,	and	no	mistake."
"Well,"	said	I,	"I'll	cut	you	some	tobacco,	but	if	I	was	you	and	thought	myself

so	badly,	I	would	go	to	my	prayers	like	a	Christian	man."
"Why?"	said	he.	"Now,	you	tell	me	why."
"Why?"	I	cried.	"You	were	asking	me	just	now	about	the	dead.	You've	broken

your	trust;	you've	lived	in	sin	and	lies	and	blood;	there's	a	man	you	killed	lying
at	 your	 feet	 this	moment,	 and	 you	 ask	me	why!	For	God's	mercy,	Mr.	Hands,
that's	why."
I	 spoke	with	 a	 little	 heat,	 thinking	 of	 the	 bloody	 dirk	 he	 had	 hidden	 in	 his

pocket	and	designed,	in	his	ill	thoughts,	to	end	me	with.	He,	for	his	part,	took	a
great	draught	of	the	wine	and	spoke	with	the	most	unusual	solemnity.
"For	thirty	years,"	he	said,	"I've	sailed	the	seas	and	seen	good	and	bad,	better

and	worse,	fair	weather	and	foul,	provisions	running	out,	knives	going,	and	what
not.	Well,	now	I	tell	you,	I	never	seen	good	come	o'	goodness	yet.	Him	as	strikes
first	 is	my	 fancy;	dead	men	don't	 bite;	 them's	my	views—amen,	 so	be	 it.	And
now,	 you	 look	 here,"	 he	 added,	 suddenly	 changing	his	 tone,	 "we've	 had	 about
enough	of	this	foolery.	The	tide's	made	good	enough	by	now.	You	just	take	my
orders,	Cap'n	Hawkins,	and	we'll	sail	slap	in	and	be	done	with	it."
All	told,	we	had	scarce	two	miles	to	run;	but	the	navigation	was	delicate,	the

entrance	to	this	northern	anchorage	was	not	only	narrow	and	shoal,	but	lay	east
and	west,	so	that	the	schooner	must	be	nicely	handled	to	be	got	in.	I	think	I	was	a
good,	prompt	subaltern,	and	I	am	very	sure	that	Hands	was	an	excellent	pilot,	for
we	went	about	and	about	and	dodged	in,	shaving	the	banks,	with	a	certainty	and
a	neatness	that	were	a	pleasure	to	behold.
Scarcely	 had	 we	 passed	 the	 heads	 before	 the	 land	 closed	 around	 us.	 The

shores	of	North	Inlet	were	as	thickly	wooded	as	those	of	the	southern	anchorage,
but	 the	space	was	longer	and	narrower	and	more	 like,	what	 in	 truth	 it	was,	 the
estuary	of	a	 river.	Right	before	us,	at	 the	southern	end,	we	saw	the	wreck	of	a
ship	 in	 the	 last	stages	of	dilapidation.	 It	had	been	a	great	vessel	of	 three	masts
but	had	lain	so	long	exposed	to	the	injuries	of	the	weather	that	it	was	hung	about
with	 great	webs	 of	 dripping	 seaweed,	 and	 on	 the	 deck	 of	 it	 shore	 bushes	 had
taken	 root	 and	 now	 flourished	 thick	 with	 flowers.	 It	 was	 a	 sad	 sight,	 but	 it
showed	us	that	the	anchorage	was	calm.



"Now,"	said	Hands,	"look	there;	 there's	a	pet	bit	 for	 to	beach	a	ship	 in.	Fine
flat	sand,	never	a	cat's	paw,	trees	all	around	of	 it,	and	flowers	a-blowing	like	a
garding	on	that	old	ship."
"And	once	beached,"	I	inquired,	"how	shall	we	get	her	off	again?"
"Why,	so,"	he	replied:	"you	take	a	 line	ashore	 there	on	the	other	side	at	 low

water,	take	a	turn	about	one	of	them	big	pines;	bring	it	back,	take	a	turn	around
the	capstan,	and	lie	to	for	the	tide.	Come	high	water,	all	hands	take	a	pull	upon
the	line,	and	off	she	comes	as	sweet	as	natur'.	And	now,	boy,	you	stand	by.	We're
near	the	bit	now,	and	she's	too	much	way	on	her.	Starboard	a	little—so—steady
—starboard—larboard	a	little—steady—steady!"
So	he	issued	his	commands,	which	I	breathlessly	obeyed,	till,	all	of	a	sudden,

he	cried,	"Now,	my	hearty,	luff!"	And	I	put	the	helm	hard	up,	and	the	Hispaniola
swung	round	rapidly	and	ran	stem	on	for	the	low,	wooded	shore.
The	 excitement	 of	 these	 last	manoeuvres	 had	 somewhat	 interfered	with	 the

watch	I	had	kept	hitherto,	sharply	enough,	upon	the	coxswain.	Even	then	I	was
still	so	much	interested,	waiting	for	the	ship	to	touch,	that	I	had	quite	forgot	the
peril	that	hung	over	my	head	and	stood	craning	over	the	starboard	bulwarks	and
watching	the	ripples	spreading	wide	before	the	bows.	I	might	have	fallen	without
a	struggle	for	my	life	had	not	a	sudden	disquietude	seized	upon	me	and	made	me
turn	my	head.	Perhaps	I	had	heard	a	creak	or	seen	his	shadow	moving	with	the
tail	of	my	eye;	perhaps	 it	was	an	instinct	 like	a	cat's;	but,	sure	enough,	when	I
looked	 round,	 there	was	Hands,	already	half-way	 towards	me,	with	 the	dirk	 in
his	right	hand.
We	must	both	have	cried	out	aloud	when	our	eyes	met,	but	while	mine	was	the

shrill	 cry	 of	 terror,	 his	was	 a	 roar	 of	 fury	 like	 a	 charging	bully's.	At	 the	 same
instant,	he	 threw	himself	 forward	and	I	 leapt	sideways	 towards	 the	bows.	As	 I
did	so,	I	let	go	of	the	tiller,	which	sprang	sharp	to	leeward,	and	I	think	this	saved
my	life,	 for	 it	struck	Hands	across	 the	chest	and	stopped	him,	for	 the	moment,
dead.
Before	 he	 could	 recover,	 I	 was	 safe	 out	 of	 the	 corner	 where	 he	 had	 me

trapped,	 with	 all	 the	 deck	 to	 dodge	 about.	 Just	 forward	 of	 the	 main-mast	 I
stopped,	drew	a	pistol	from	my	pocket,	took	a	cool	aim,	though	he	had	already
turned	and	was	once	more	coming	directly	after	me,	and	drew	the	 trigger.	The
hammer	fell,	but	there	followed	neither	flash	nor	sound;	the	priming	was	useless
with	 sea-water.	 I	 cursed	 myself	 for	 my	 neglect.	Why	 had	 not	 I,	 long	 before,
reprimed	and	reloaded	my	only	weapons?	Then	I	should	not	have	been	as	now,	a
mere	fleeing	sheep	before	this	butcher.
Wounded	as	he	was,	 it	was	wonderful	how	fast	he	could	move,	his	grizzled

hair	 tumbling	over	his	 face,	 and	his	 face	 itself	 as	 red	 as	 a	 red	 ensign	with	his



haste	and	fury.	I	had	no	time	to	try	my	other	pistol,	nor	indeed	much	inclination,
for	 I	was	sure	 it	would	be	useless.	One	 thing	 I	 saw	plainly:	 I	must	not	 simply
retreat	 before	 him,	 or	 he	 would	 speedily	 hold	 me	 boxed	 into	 the	 bows,	 as	 a
moment	since	he	had	so	nearly	boxed	me	in	the	stern.	Once	so	caught,	and	nine
or	ten	inches	of	the	blood-stained	dirk	would	be	my	last	experience	on	this	side
of	 eternity.	 I	 placed	my	palms	 against	 the	main-mast,	which	was	of	 a	 goodish
bigness,	and	waited,	every	nerve	upon	the	stretch.
Seeing	that	I	meant	to	dodge,	he	also	paused;	and	a	moment	or	two	passed	in

feints	on	his	part	and	corresponding	movements	upon	mine.	It	was	such	a	game
as	 I	 had	 often	 played	 at	 home	 about	 the	 rocks	 of	 Black	Hill	 Cove,	 but	 never
before,	you	may	be	sure,	with	such	a	wildly	beating	heart	as	now.	Still,	as	I	say,
it	was	a	boy's	game,	and	I	thought	I	could	hold	my	own	at	it	against	an	elderly
seaman	with	a	wounded	thigh.	Indeed	my	courage	had	begun	to	rise	so	high	that
I	allowed	myself	a	few	darting	thoughts	on	what	would	be	the	end	of	the	affair,
and	while	I	saw	certainly	that	I	could	spin	it	out	for	long,	I	saw	no	hope	of	any
ultimate	escape.
Well,	 while	 things	 stood	 thus,	 suddenly	 the	 Hispaniola	 struck,	 staggered,

ground	for	an	 instant	 in	 the	sand,	and	 then,	swift	as	a	blow,	canted	over	 to	 the
port	 side	 till	 the	 deck	 stood	 at	 an	 angle	 of	 forty-five	 degrees	 and	 about	 a
puncheon	of	water	 splashed	 into	 the	scupper	holes	and	 lay,	 in	a	pool,	between
the	deck	and	bulwark.
We	 were	 both	 of	 us	 capsized	 in	 a	 second,	 and	 both	 of	 us	 rolled,	 almost

together,	 into	 the	 scuppers,	 the	 dead	 red-cap,	 with	 his	 arms	 still	 spread	 out,
tumbling	stiffly	after	us.	So	near	were	we,	indeed,	that	my	head	came	against	the
coxswain's	foot	with	a	crack	that	made	my	teeth	rattle.	Blow	and	all,	I	was	the
first	 afoot	 again,	 for	Hands	 had	 got	 involved	with	 the	 dead	 body.	The	 sudden
canting	 of	 the	 ship	 had	made	 the	 deck	 no	 place	 for	 running	 on;	 I	 had	 to	 find
some	 new	 way	 of	 escape,	 and	 that	 upon	 the	 instant,	 for	 my	 foe	 was	 almost
touching	me.	Quick	as	thought,	I	sprang	into	the	mizzen	shrouds,	rattled	up	hand
over	hand,	and	did	not	draw	a	breath	till	I	was	seated	on	the	cross-trees.
I	had	been	saved	by	being	prompt;	 the	dirk	had	struck	not	half	a	foot	below

me	as	I	pursued	my	upward	flight;	and	there	stood	Israel	Hands	with	his	mouth
open	 and	 his	 face	 upturned	 to	 mine,	 a	 perfect	 statue	 of	 surprise	 and
disappointment.
Now	that	I	had	a	moment	to	myself,	I	lost	no	time	in	changing	the	priming	of

my	pistol,	and	then,	having	one	ready	for	service,	and	to	make	assurance	doubly
sure,	 I	proceeded	 to	draw	the	 load	of	 the	other	and	recharge	 it	afresh	from	the
beginning.
My	 new	 employment	 struck	Hands	 all	 of	 a	 heap;	 he	 began	 to	 see	 the	 dice



going	 against	 him,	 and	 after	 an	 obvious	 hesitation,	 he	 also	 hauled	 himself
heavily	 into	 the	 shrouds,	 and	 with	 the	 dirk	 in	 his	 teeth,	 began	 slowly	 and
painfully	to	mount.	It	cost	him	no	end	of	time	and	groans	to	haul	his	wounded
leg	behind	him,	and	I	had	quietly	finished	my	arrangements	before	he	was	much
more	than	a	third	of	the	way	up.	Then,	with	a	pistol	in	either	hand,	I	addressed
him.
"One	more	step,	Mr.	Hands,"	said	I,	"and	I'll	blow	your	brains	out!	Dead	men

don't	bite,	you	know,"	I	added	with	a	chuckle.
He	stopped	instantly.	I	could	see	by	the	working	of	his	face	that	he	was	trying

to	 think,	 and	 the	 process	 was	 so	 slow	 and	 laborious	 that,	 in	 my	 new-found
security,	I	laughed	aloud.	At	last,	with	a	swallow	or	two,	he	spoke,	his	face	still
wearing	the	same	expression	of	extreme	perplexity.	In	order	to	speak	he	had	to
take	the	dagger	from	his	mouth,	but	in	all	else	he	remained	unmoved.
"Jim,"	 says	 he,	 "I	 reckon	we're	 fouled,	 you	 and	me,	 and	we'll	 have	 to	 sign

articles.	I'd	have	had	you	but	for	that	there	lurch,	but	I	don't	have	no	luck,	not	I;
and	I	reckon	I'll	have	to	strike,	which	comes	hard,	you	see,	for	a	master	mariner
to	a	ship's	younker	like	you,	Jim."
I	was	drinking	in	his	words	and	smiling	away,	as	conceited	as	a	cock	upon	a

wall,	 when,	 all	 in	 a	 breath,	 back	 went	 his	 right	 hand	 over	 his	 shoulder.
Something	 sang	 like	 an	 arrow	 through	 the	 air;	 I	 felt	 a	 blow	 and	 then	 a	 sharp
pang,	and	there	I	was	pinned	by	the	shoulder	to	the	mast.	In	the	horrid	pain	and
surprise	of	the	moment—I	scarce	can	say	it	was	by	my	own	volition,	and	I	am
sure	it	was	without	a	conscious	aim—both	my	pistols	went	off,	and	both	escaped
out	of	my	hands.	They	did	not	fall	alone;	with	a	choked	cry,	the	coxswain	loosed
his	grasp	upon	the	shrouds	and	plunged	head	first	into	the	water.



Chapter		6
"Pieces	of	Eight"

Owing	 to	 the	 cant	 of	 the	 vessel,	 the	masts	 hung	 far	 out	 over	 the	water,	 and
from	my	perch	on	the	cross-trees	I	had	nothing	below	me	but	the	surface	of	the
bay.	Hands,	who	was	not	so	far	up,	was	 in	consequence	nearer	 to	 the	ship	and
fell	between	me	and	the	bulwarks.	He	rose	once	to	the	surface	in	a	lather	of	foam
and	blood	and	 then	sank	again	 for	good.	As	 the	water	 settled,	 I	 could	 see	him
lying	 huddled	 together	 on	 the	 clean,	 bright	 sand	 in	 the	 shadow	of	 the	 vessel's
sides.	A	fish	or	two	whipped	past	his	body.	Sometimes,	by	the	quivering	of	the
water,	he	appeared	to	move	a	little,	as	if	he	were	trying	to	rise.	But	he	was	dead
enough,	for	all	that,	being	both	shot	and	drowned,	and	was	food	for	fish	in	the
very	place	where	he	had	designed	my	slaughter.
I	was	no	sooner	certain	of	 this	 than	 I	began	 to	 feel	 sick,	 faint,	and	 terrified.

The	 hot	 blood	 was	 running	 over	 my	 back	 and	 chest.	 The	 dirk,	 where	 it	 had
pinned	my	shoulder	to	the	mast,	seemed	to	burn	like	a	hot	iron;	yet	it	was	not	so
much	these	real	sufferings	that	distressed	me,	for	these,	it	seemed	to	me,	I	could
bear	without	a	murmur;	it	was	the	horror	I	had	upon	my	mind	of	falling	from	the
cross-trees	into	that	still	green	water,	beside	the	body	of	the	coxswain.
I	clung	with	both	hands	till	my	nails	ached,	and	I	shut	my	eyes	as	if	to	cover

up	the	peril.	Gradually	my	mind	came	back	again,	my	pulses	quieted	down	to	a
more	natural	time,	and	I	was	once	more	in	possession	of	myself.
It	was	my	first	thought	to	pluck	forth	the	dirk,	but	either	it	stuck	too	hard	or

my	nerve	 failed	me,	and	 I	desisted	with	a	violent	 shudder.	Oddly	enough,	 that
very	 shudder	 did	 the	 business.	The	 knife,	 in	 fact,	 had	 come	 the	 nearest	 in	 the
world	to	missing	me	altogether;	it	held	me	by	a	mere	pinch	of	skin,	and	this	the
shudder	tore	away.	The	blood	ran	down	the	faster,	to	be	sure,	but	I	was	my	own
master	again	and	only	tacked	to	the	mast	by	my	coat	and	shirt.
These	last	I	broke	through	with	a	sudden	jerk,	and	then	regained	the	deck	by

the	 starboard	 shrouds.	 For	 nothing	 in	 the	world	would	 I	 have	 again	 ventured,
shaken	 as	 I	was,	 upon	 the	overhanging	port	 shrouds	 from	which	 Israel	 had	 so
lately	fallen.
I	went	below	and	did	what	I	could	for	my	wound;	 it	pained	me	a	good	deal

and	still	bled	freely,	but	it	was	neither	deep	nor	dangerous,	nor	did	it	greatly	gall



me	when	I	used	my	arm.	Then	I	looked	around	me,	and	as	the	ship	was	now,	in	a
sense,	my	own,	I	began	to	think	of	clearing	it	from	its	last	passenger—the	dead
man,	O'Brien.
He	had	pitched,	as	I	have	said,	against	the	bulwarks,	where	he	lay	like	some

horrible,	ungainly	sort	of	puppet,	life-size,	indeed,	but	how	different	from	life's
colour	or	life's	comeliness!	In	that	position	I	could	easily	have	my	way	with	him,
and	as	the	habit	of	tragical	adventures	had	worn	off	almost	all	my	terror	for	the
dead,	I	took	him	by	the	waist	as	if	he	had	been	a	sack	of	bran	and	with	one	good
heave,	tumbled	him	overboard.	He	went	in	with	a	sounding	plunge;	the	red	cap
came	 off	 and	 remained	 floating	 on	 the	 surface;	 and	 as	 soon	 as	 the	 splash
subsided,	I	could	see	him	and	Israel	lying	side	by	side,	both	wavering	with	the
tremulous	movement	of	the	water.	O'Brien,	though	still	quite	a	young	man,	was
very	bald.	There	he	lay,	with	that	bald	head	across	the	knees	of	the	man	who	had
killed	him	and	the	quick	fishes	steering	to	and	fro	over	both.
I	was	now	alone	upon	the	ship;	the	tide	had	just	turned.	The	sun	was	within	so

few	 degrees	 of	 setting	 that	 already	 the	 shadow	 of	 the	 pines	 upon	 the	western
shore	began	to	reach	right	across	the	anchorage	and	fall	in	patterns	on	the	deck.
The	evening	breeze	had	sprung	up,	and	though	it	was	well	warded	off	by	the	hill
with	the	two	peaks	upon	the	east,	the	cordage	had	begun	to	sing	a	little	softly	to
itself	and	the	idle	sails	to	rattle	to	and	fro.
I	 began	 to	 see	 a	danger	 to	 the	 ship.	The	 jibs	 I	 speedily	doused	and	brought

tumbling	to	the	deck,	but	the	main-sail	was	a	harder	matter.	Of	course,	when	the
schooner	 canted	over,	 the	boom	had	 swung	out-board,	 and	 the	 cap	of	 it	 and	 a
foot	 or	 two	 of	 sail	 hung	 even	 under	 water.	 I	 thought	 this	 made	 it	 still	 more
dangerous;	yet	the	strain	was	so	heavy	that	I	half	feared	to	meddle.	At	last	I	got
my	knife	and	cut	the	halyards.	The	peak	dropped	instantly,	a	great	belly	of	loose
canvas	floated	broad	upon	the	water,	and	since,	pull	as	I	liked,	I	could	not	budge
the	downhall,	 that	was	 the	extent	of	what	 I	could	accomplish.	For	 the	rest,	 the
Hispaniola	must	trust	to	luck,	like	myself.
By	 this	 time	 the	 whole	 anchorage	 had	 fallen	 into	 shadow—the	 last	 rays,	 I

remember,	falling	through	a	glade	of	 the	wood	and	shining	bright	as	 jewels	on
the	flowery	mantle	of	the	wreck.	It	began	to	be	chill;	the	tide	was	rapidly	fleeting
seaward,	the	schooner	settling	more	and	more	on	her	beam-ends.
I	scrambled	forward	and	looked	over.	It	seemed	shallow	enough,	and	holding

the	 cut	 hawser	 in	 both	 hands	 for	 a	 last	 security,	 I	 let	 myself	 drop	 softly
overboard.	The	water	scarcely	reached	my	waist;	the	sand	was	firm	and	covered
with	ripple	marks,	and	I	waded	ashore	in	great	spirits,	leaving	the	Hispaniola	on
her	side,	with	her	main-sail	trailing	wide	upon	the	surface	of	the	bay.	About	the
same	 time,	 the	 sun	went	 fairly	 down	 and	 the	 breeze	whistled	 low	 in	 the	 dusk



among	the	tossing	pines.
At	least,	and	at	last,	I	was	off	the	sea,	nor	had	I	returned	thence	empty-handed.

There	lay	the	schooner,	clear	at	last	from	buccaneers	and	ready	for	our	own	men
to	board	and	get	to	sea	again.	I	had	nothing	nearer	my	fancy	than	to	get	home	to
the	stockade	and	boast	of	my	achievements.	Possibly	I	might	be	blamed	a	bit	for
my	truantry,	but	 the	recapture	of	 the	Hispaniola	was	a	clenching	answer,	and	I
hoped	that	even	Captain	Smollett	would	confess	I	had	not	lost	my	time.
So	thinking,	and	 in	famous	spirits,	 I	began	to	set	my	face	homeward	for	 the

block	 house	 and	my	 companions.	 I	 remembered	 that	 the	most	 easterly	 of	 the
rivers	which	drain	 into	Captain	Kidd's	anchorage	 ran	 from	 the	 two-peaked	hill
upon	my	left,	and	I	bent	my	course	in	that	direction	that	I	might	pass	the	stream
while	 it	 was	 small.	 The	 wood	 was	 pretty	 open,	 and	 keeping	 along	 the	 lower
spurs,	I	had	soon	turned	the	corner	of	that	hill,	and	not	long	after	waded	to	the
mid-calf	across	the	watercourse.
This	brought	me	near	to	where	I	had	encountered	Ben	Gunn,	the	maroon;	and

I	walked	more	circumspectly,	keeping	an	eye	on	every	side.	The	dusk	had	come
nigh	 hand	 completely,	 and	 as	 I	 opened	 out	 the	 cleft	 between	 the	 two	 peaks,	 I
became	aware	of	a	wavering	glow	against	the	sky,	where,	as	I	judged,	the	man	of
the	island	was	cooking	his	supper	before	a	roaring	fire.	And	yet	I	wondered,	in
my	 heart,	 that	 he	 should	 show	 himself	 so	 careless.	 For	 if	 I	 could	 see	 this
radiance,	might	it	not	reach	the	eyes	of	Silver	himself	where	he	camped	upon	the
shore	among	the	marshes?
Gradually	 the	 night	 fell	 blacker;	 it	was	 all	 I	 could	 do	 to	 guide	myself	 even

roughly	towards	my	destination;	the	double	hill	behind	me	and	the	Spy-glass	on
my	right	hand	loomed	faint	and	fainter;	the	stars	were	few	and	pale;	and	in	the
low	 ground	 where	 I	 wandered	 I	 kept	 tripping	 among	 bushes	 and	 rolling	 into
sandy	pits.
Suddenly	a	kind	of	brightness	fell	about	me.	I	 looked	up;	a	pale	glimmer	of

moonbeams	had	alighted	on	 the	summit	of	 the	Spy-glass,	and	soon	after	 I	saw
something	broad	and	silvery	moving	 low	down	behind	 the	 trees,	and	knew	the
moon	had	risen.
With	 this	 to	 help	 me,	 I	 passed	 rapidly	 over	 what	 remained	 to	 me	 of	 my

journey,	 and	 sometimes	walking,	 sometimes	 running,	 impatiently	drew	near	 to
the	stockade.	Yet,	as	I	began	to	thread	the	grove	that	lies	before	it,	I	was	not	so
thoughtless	but	 that	 I	 slacked	my	pace	 and	went	 a	 trifle	warily.	 It	would	have
been	a	poor	end	of	my	adventures	to	get	shot	down	by	my	own	party	in	mistake.
The	moon	was	 climbing	 higher	 and	 higher,	 its	 light	 began	 to	 fall	 here	 and

there	in	masses	through	the	more	open	districts	of	the	wood,	and	right	in	front	of
me	a	glow	of	a	different	colour	appeared	among	the	trees.	It	was	red	and	hot,	and



now	 and	 again	 it	 was	 a	 little	 darkened—as	 it	 were,	 the	 embers	 of	 a	 bonfire
smouldering.
For	the	life	of	me	I	could	not	think	what	it	might	be.
At	last	I	came	right	down	upon	the	borders	of	the	clearing.	The	western	end

was	already	steeped	in	moon-shine;	the	rest,	and	the	block	house	itself,	still	lay
in	a	black	shadow	chequered	with	long	silvery	streaks	of	light.	On	the	other	side
of	 the	 house	 an	 immense	 fire	 had	 burned	 itself	 into	 clear	 embers	 and	 shed	 a
steady,	 red	 reverberation,	 contrasted	 strongly	with	 the	mellow	 paleness	 of	 the
moon.	There	was	not	a	soul	stirring	nor	a	sound	beside	the	noises	of	the	breeze.
I	 stopped,	with	much	wonder	 in	my	heart,	and	perhaps	a	 little	 terror	also.	 It

had	 not	 been	 our	 way	 to	 build	 great	 fires;	 we	 were,	 indeed,	 by	 the	 captain's
orders,	somewhat	niggardly	of	firewood,	and	I	began	to	fear	that	something	had
gone	wrong	while	I	was	absent.
I	stole	round	by	the	eastern	end,	keeping	close	in	shadow,	and	at	a	convenient

place,	where	the	darkness	was	thickest,	crossed	the	palisade.
To	make	assurance	surer,	I	got	upon	my	hands	and	knees	and	crawled,	without

a	 sound,	 towards	 the	 corner	 of	 the	 house.	 As	 I	 drew	 nearer,	 my	 heart	 was
suddenly	 and	 greatly	 lightened.	 It	 is	 not	 a	 pleasant	 noise	 in	 itself,	 and	 I	 have
often	complained	of	it	at	other	times,	but	just	then	it	was	like	music	to	hear	my
friends	snoring	 together	so	 loud	and	peaceful	 in	 their	sleep.	The	sea-cry	of	 the
watch,	that	beautiful	"All's	well,"	never	fell	more	reassuringly	on	my	ear.
In	the	meantime,	there	was	no	doubt	of	one	thing;	they	kept	an	infamous	bad

watch.	If	it	had	been	Silver	and	his	lads	that	were	now	creeping	in	on	them,	not	a
soul	would	 have	 seen	 daybreak.	 That	was	what	 it	was,	 thought	 I,	 to	 have	 the
captain	wounded;	 and	 again	 I	 blamed	myself	 sharply	 for	 leaving	 them	 in	 that
danger	with	so	few	to	mount	guard.
By	this	time	I	had	got	to	the	door	and	stood	up.	All	was	dark	within,	so	that	I

could	distinguish	nothing	by	the	eye.	As	for	sounds,	there	was	the	steady	drone
of	the	snorers	and	a	small	occasional	noise,	a	flickering	or	pecking	that	I	could	in
no	way	account	for.
With	my	arms	before	me	I	walked	steadily	 in.	 I	should	 lie	down	in	my	own

place	(I	thought	with	a	silent	chuckle)	and	enjoy	their	faces	when	they	found	me
in	the	morning.
My	foot	struck	something	yielding—it	was	a	sleeper's	leg;	and	he	turned	and

groaned,	but	without	awaking.
And	then,	all	of	a	sudden,	a	shrill	voice	broke	forth	out	of	the	darkness:
"Pieces	of	 eight!	Pieces	of	 eight!	Pieces	of	 eight!	Pieces	of	 eight!	Pieces	of

eight!	and	so	forth,	without	pause	or	change,	like	the	clacking	of	a	tiny	mill.
Silver's	green	parrot,	Captain	Flint!	It	was	she	whom	I	had	heard	pecking	at	a



piece	of	bark;	it	was	she,	keeping	better	watch	than	any	human	being,	who	thus
announced	my	arrival	with	her	wearisome	refrain.
I	had	no	time	left	me	to	recover.	At	the	sharp,	clipping	tone	of	the	parrot,	the

sleepers	awoke	and	sprang	up;	and	with	a	mighty	oath,	the	voice	of	Silver	cried,
"Who	goes?"
I	turned	to	run,	struck	violently	against	one	person,	recoiled,	and	ran	full	into

the	arms	of	a	second,	who	for	his	part	closed	upon	and	held	me	tight.
"Bring	a	torch,	Dick,"	said	Silver	when	my	capture	was	thus	assured.
And	one	of	 the	men	 left	 the	 log-house	and	presently	 returned	with	a	 lighted

brand.



Part	6
Captain	Silver



Chapter		1
In	the	Enemy's	Camp

The	red	glare	of	the	torch,	lighting	up	the	interior	of	the	block	house,	showed
me	the	worst	of	my	apprehensions	realized.	The	pirates	were	in	possession	of	the
house	and	stores:	there	was	the	cask	of	cognac,	there	were	the	pork	and	bread,	as
before,	and	what	tenfold	increased	my	horror,	not	a	sign	of	any	prisoner.	I	could
only	 judge	 that	 all	 had	perished,	 and	my	heart	 smote	me	 sorely	 that	 I	 had	not
been	there	to	perish	with	them.
There	were	six	of	the	buccaneers,	all	told;	not	another	man	was	left	alive.	Five

of	them	were	on	their	feet,	flushed	and	swollen,	suddenly	called	out	of	the	first
sleep	of	drunkenness.	The	sixth	had	only	 risen	upon	his	elbow;	he	was	deadly
pale,	 and	 the	 blood-stained	 bandage	 round	 his	 head	 told	 that	 he	 had	 recently
been	wounded,	and	still	more	recently	dressed.	I	remembered	the	man	who	had
been	shot	and	had	 run	back	among	 the	woods	 in	 the	great	attack,	and	doubted
not	that	this	was	he.
The	parrot	sat,	preening	her	plumage,	on	Long	John's	shoulder.	He	himself,	I

thought,	looked	somewhat	paler	and	more	stern	than	I	was	used	to.	He	still	wore
the	fine	broadcloth	suit	in	which	he	had	fulfilled	his	mission,	but	it	was	bitterly
the	worse	for	wear,	daubed	with	clay	and	torn	with	the	sharp	briers	of	the	wood.
"So,"	said	he,	"here's	Jim	Hawkins,	shiver	my	timbers!	Dropped	in,	like,	eh?

Well,	come,	I	take	that	friendly."
And	thereupon	he	sat	down	across	the	brandy	cask	and	began	to	fill	a	pipe.
"Give	me	 a	 loan	of	 the	 link,	Dick,"	 said	 he;	 and	 then,	when	he	 had	 a	 good

light,	 "That'll	 do,	 lad,"	 he	 added;	 "stick	 the	 glim	 in	 the	 wood	 heap;	 and	 you,
gentlemen,	 bring	 yourselves	 to!	 You	 needn't	 stand	 up	 for	 Mr.	 Hawkins;	 he'll
excuse	 you,	 you	may	 lay	 to	 that.	 And	 so,	 Jim"—stopping	 the	 tobacco—"here
you	were,	and	quite	a	pleasant	surprise	for	poor	old	John.	I	see	you	were	smart
when	first	I	set	my	eyes	on	you,	but	this	here	gets	away	from	me	clean,	it	do."
To	all	this,	as	may	be	well	supposed,	I	made	no	answer.	They	had	set	me	with

my	back	against	the	wall,	and	I	stood	there,	looking	Silver	in	the	face,	pluckily
enough,	I	hope,	to	all	outward	appearance,	but	with	black	despair	in	my	heart.
Silver	took	a	whiff	or	two	of	his	pipe	with	great	composure	and	then	ran	on

again.



"Now,	you	see,	Jim,	so	be	as	you	are	here,"	says	he,	"I'll	give	you	a	piece	of
my	mind.	I've	always	liked	you,	I	have,	for	a	lad	of	spirit,	and	the	picter	of	my
own	self	when	I	was	young	and	handsome.	I	always	wanted	you	to	jine	and	take
your	 share,	 and	 die	 a	 gentleman,	 and	 now,	 my	 cock,	 you've	 got	 to.	 Cap'n
Smollett's	a	fine	seaman,	as	I'll	own	up	to	any	day,	but	stiff	on	discipline.	'Dooty
is	dooty,'	 says	he,	and	 right	he	 is.	 Just	you	keep	clear	of	 the	cap'n.	The	doctor
himself	 is	gone	dead	again	you—'ungrateful	 scamp'	was	what	he	said;	and	 the
short	 and	 the	 long	of	 the	whole	 story	 is	 about	here:	you	can't	go	back	 to	your
own	lot,	for	they	won't	have	you;	and	without	you	start	a	third	ship's	company	all
by	yourself,	which	might	be	lonely,	you'll	have	to	jine	with	Cap'n	Silver."
So	far	so	good.	My	friends,	then,	were	still	alive,	and	though	I	partly	believed

the	truth	of	Silver's	statement,	 that	 the	cabin	party	were	incensed	at	me	for	my
desertion,	I	was	more	relieved	than	distressed	by	what	I	heard.
"I	don't	say	nothing	as	to	your	being	in	our	hands,"	continued	Silver,	"though

there	 you	 are,	 and	 you	may	 lay	 to	 it.	 I'm	 all	 for	 argyment;	 I	 never	 seen	 good
come	out	o'	threatening.	If	you	like	the	service,	well,	you'll	jine;	and	if	you	don't,
Jim,	why,	you're	 free	 to	answer	no—free	and	welcome,	 shipmate;	and	 if	 fairer
can	be	said	by	mortal	seaman,	shiver	my	sides!"
"Am	I	to	answer,	then?"	I	asked	with	a	very	tremulous	voice.	Through	all	this

sneering	talk,	I	was	made	to	feel	 the	threat	of	death	that	overhung	me,	and	my
cheeks	burned	and	my	heart	beat	painfully	in	my	breast.
"Lad,"	said	Silver,	"no	one's	a-pressing	of	you.	Take	your	bearings.	None	of	us

won't	hurry	you,	mate;	time	goes	so	pleasant	in	your	company,	you	see."
"Well,"	says	I,	growing	a	bit	bolder,	"if	I'm	to	choose,	I	declare	I	have	a	right

to	know	what's	what,	and	why	you're	here,	and	where	my	friends	are."
"Wot's	wot?"	repeated	one	of	the	buccaneers	in	a	deep	growl.	"Ah,	he'd	be	a

lucky	one	as	knowed	that!"
"You'll	 perhaps	 batten	 down	 your	 hatches	 till	 you're	 spoke	 to,	 my	 friend,"

cried	Silver	truculently	to	this	speaker.	And	then,	in	his	first	gracious	tones,	he
replied	 to	me,	 "Yesterday	morning,	Mr.	Hawkins,"	 said	 he,	 "in	 the	 dog-watch,
down	came	Doctor	Livesey	with	a	 flag	of	 truce.	Says	he,	 'Cap'n	Silver,	you're
sold	out.	Ship's	gone.'	Well,	maybe	we'd	been	taking	a	glass,	and	a	song	to	help	it
round.	I	won't	say	no.	Leastways,	none	of	us	had	looked	out.	We	looked	out,	and
by	thunder,	the	old	ship	was	gone!	I	never	seen	a	pack	o'	fools	look	fishier;	and
you	may	lay	to	that,	if	I	tells	you	that	looked	the	fishiest.	'Well,'	says	the	doctor,
'let's	bargain.'	We	bargained,	him	and	 I,	and	here	we	are:	 stores,	brandy,	block
house,	 the	 firewood	 you	 was	 thoughtful	 enough	 to	 cut,	 and	 in	 a	 manner	 of
speaking,	 the	 whole	 blessed	 boat,	 from	 cross-trees	 to	 kelson.	 As	 for	 them,
they've	tramped;	I	don't	know	where's	they	are."



He	drew	again	quietly	at	his	pipe.
"And	 lest	you	should	 take	 it	 into	 that	head	of	yours,"	he	went	on,	 "that	you

was	 included	 in	 the	 treaty,	 here's	 the	 last	word	 that	was	 said:	 'How	many	 are
you,'	says	I,	'to	leave?'	'Four,'	says	he;	'four,	and	one	of	us	wounded.	As	for	that
boy,	 I	don't	know	where	he	 is,	confound	him,'	 says	he,	 'nor	 I	don't	much	care.
We're	about	sick	of	him.'	These	was	his	words.
"Is	that	all?"	I	asked.
"Well,	it's	all	that	you're	to	hear,	my	son,"	returned	Silver.
"And	now	I	am	to	choose?"
"And	now	you	are	to	choose,	and	you	may	lay	to	that,"	said	Silver.
"Well,"	said	I,	"I	am	not	such	a	fool	but	I	know	pretty	well	what	I	have	to	look

for.	Let	the	worst	come	to	the	worst,	it's	little	I	care.	I've	seen	too	many	die	since
I	fell	in	with	you.	But	there's	a	thing	or	two	I	have	to	tell	you,"	I	said,	and	by	this
time	I	was	quite	excited;	"and	the	first	is	this:	here	you	are,	in	a	bad	way—ship
lost,	treasure	lost,	men	lost,	your	whole	business	gone	to	wreck;	and	if	you	want
to	know	who	did	it—it	was	I!	I	was	in	the	apple	barrel	the	night	we	sighted	land,
and	 I	 heard	you,	 John,	 and	you,	Dick	 Johnson,	 and	Hands,	who	 is	 now	at	 the
bottom	of	the	sea,	and	told	every	word	you	said	before	the	hour	was	out.	And	as
for	the	schooner,	it	was	I	who	cut	her	cable,	and	it	was	I	that	killed	the	men	you
had	aboard	of	her,	and	it	was	I	who	brought	her	where	you'll	never	see	her	more,
not	one	of	you.	The	laugh's	on	my	side;	I've	had	the	top	of	this	business	from	the
first;	I	no	more	fear	you	than	I	fear	a	fly.	Kill	me,	if	you	please,	or	spare	me.	But
one	thing	I'll	say,	and	no	more;	if	you	spare	me,	bygones	are	bygones,	and	when
you	fellows	are	in	court	for	piracy,	I'll	save	you	all	I	can.	It	is	for	you	to	choose.
Kill	another	and	do	yourselves	no	good,	or	spare	me	and	keep	a	witness	to	save
you	from	the	gallows."
I	stopped,	for,	I	tell	you,	I	was	out	of	breath,	and	to	my	wonder,	not	a	man	of

them	moved,	but	all	sat	staring	at	me	like	as	many	sheep.	And	while	they	were
still	staring,	I	broke	out	again,	"And	now,	Mr.	Silver,"	I	said,	"I	believe	you're	the
best	man	here,	 and	 if	 things	 go	 to	 the	worst,	 I'll	 take	 it	 kind	of	 you	 to	 let	 the
doctor	know	the	way	I	took	it."
"I'll	bear	it	in	mind,"	said	Silver	with	an	accent	so	curious	that	I	could	not,	for

the	 life	 of	 me,	 decide	 whether	 he	 were	 laughing	 at	 my	 request	 or	 had	 been
favourably	affected	by	my	courage.
"I'll	put	one	to	that,"	cried	the	old	mahogany-faced	seaman—Morgan	by	name

—whom	I	had	seen	 in	Long	John's	public-house	upon	 the	quays	of	Bristol.	"It
was	him	that	knowed	Black	Dog."
"Well,	 and	 see	 here,"	 added	 the	 sea-cook.	 "I'll	 put	 another	 again	 to	 that,	 by

thunder!	For	 it	was	 this	 same	boy	 that	 faked	 the	 chart	 from	Billy	Bones.	First



and	last,	we've	split	upon	Jim	Hawkins!"
"Then	here	goes!"	said	Morgan	with	an	oath.
And	he	sprang	up,	drawing	his	knife	as	if	he	had	been	twenty.
"Avast,	there!"	cried	Silver.	"Who	are	you,	Tom	Morgan?	Maybe	you	thought

you	was	cap'n	here,	perhaps.	By	the	powers,	but	I'll	teach	you	better!	Cross	me,
and	 you'll	 go	where	many	 a	 good	man's	 gone	 before	 you,	 first	 and	 last,	 these
thirty	 year	 back—some	 to	 the	 yard-arm,	 shiver	my	 timbers,	 and	 some	 by	 the
board,	 and	 all	 to	 feed	 the	 fishes.	 There's	 never	 a	man	 looked	me	 between	 the
eyes	and	seen	a	good	day	a'terwards,	Tom	Morgan,	you	may	lay	to	that."
Morgan	paused,	but	a	hoarse	murmur	rose	from	the	others.
"Tom's	right,"	said	one.
"I	stood	hazing	long	enough	from	one,"	added	another.	"I'll	be	hanged	if	I'll	be

hazed	by	you,	John	Silver."
"Did	 any	 of	 you	 gentlemen	 want	 to	 have	 it	 out	 with	 me?"	 roared	 Silver,

bending	far	forward	from	his	position	on	the	keg,	with	his	pipe	still	glowing	in
his	right	hand.	"Put	a	name	on	what	you're	at;	you	ain't	dumb,	I	reckon.	Him	that
wants	 shall	get	 it.	Have	 I	 lived	 this	many	years,	and	a	son	of	a	 rum	puncheon
cock	his	hat	athwart	my	hawse	at	the	latter	end	of	it?	You	know	the	way;	you're
all	gentlemen	o'	 fortune,	by	your	account.	Well,	 I'm	ready.	Take	a	cutlass,	him
that	dares,	and	I'll	see	the	colour	of	his	inside,	crutch	and	all,	before	that	pipe's
empty."
Not	a	man	stirred;	not	a	man	answered.
"That's	 your	 sort,	 is	 it?"	 he	 added,	 returning	 his	 pipe	 to	 his	 mouth.	 "Well,

you're	a	gay	 lot	 to	 look	at,	anyway.	Not	much	worth	 to	 fight,	you	ain't.	P'r'aps
you	can	understand	King	George's	English.	I'm	cap'n	here	by	'lection.	I'm	cap'n
here	because	I'm	the	best	man	by	a	long	sea-mile.	You	won't	fight,	as	gentlemen
o'	fortune	should;	then,	by	thunder,	you'll	obey,	and	you	may	lay	to	it!	I	like	that
boy,	now;	I	never	seen	a	better	boy	than	that.	He's	more	a	man	than	any	pair	of
rats	of	you	in	this	here	house,	and	what	I	say	is	this:	let	me	see	him	that'll	lay	a
hand	on	him—that's	what	I	say,	and	you	may	lay	to	it."
There	was	a	long	pause	after	this.	I	stood	straight	up	against	the	wall,	my	heart

still	 going	 like	 a	 sledge-hammer,	 but	 with	 a	 ray	 of	 hope	 now	 shining	 in	 my
bosom.	Silver	leant	back	against	the	wall,	his	arms	crossed,	his	pipe	in	the	corner
of	 his	 mouth,	 as	 calm	 as	 though	 he	 had	 been	 in	 church;	 yet	 his	 eye	 kept
wandering	furtively,	and	he	kept	the	tail	of	it	on	his	unruly	followers.	They,	on
their	part,	drew	gradually	 together	 towards	 the	far	end	of	 the	block	house,	and
the	low	hiss	of	their	whispering	sounded	in	my	ear	continuously,	like	a	stream.
One	after	another,	they	would	look	up,	and	the	red	light	of	the	torch	would	fall
for	a	second	on	 their	nervous	faces;	but	 it	was	not	 towards	me,	 it	was	 towards



Silver	that	they	turned	their	eyes.
"You	seem	to	have	a	lot	to	say,"	remarked	Silver,	spitting	far	into	the	air.	"Pipe

up	and	let	me	hear	it,	or	lay	to."
"Ax	your	pardon,	sir,"	returned	one	of	the	men;	"you're	pretty	free	with	some

of	 the	 rules;	 maybe	 you'll	 kindly	 keep	 an	 eye	 upon	 the	 rest.	 This	 crew's
dissatisfied;	this	crew	don't	vally	bullying	a	marlin-spike;	this	crew	has	its	rights
like	other	crews,	I'll	make	so	free	as	that;	and	by	your	own	rules,	I	take	it	we	can
talk	together.	I	ax	your	pardon,	sir,	acknowledging	you	for	to	be	captaing	at	this
present;	but	I	claim	my	right,	and	steps	outside	for	a	council."
And	with	an	elaborate	sea-salute,	this	fellow,	a	long,	ill-looking,	yellow-eyed

man	of	five	and	thirty,	stepped	coolly	 towards	the	door	and	disappeared	out	of
the	house.	One	after	another	the	rest	followed	his	example,	each	making	a	salute
as	 he	 passed,	 each	 adding	 some	 apology.	 "According	 to	 rules,"	 said	 one.
"Forecastle	 council,"	 said	 Morgan.	 And	 so	 with	 one	 remark	 or	 another	 all
marched	out	and	left	Silver	and	me	alone	with	the	torch.
The	sea-cook	instantly	removed	his	pipe.
"Now,	look	you	here,	Jim	Hawkins,"	he	said	in	a	steady	whisper	that	was	no

more	than	audible,	"you're	within	half	a	plank	of	death,	and	what's	a	long	sight
worse,	of	torture.	They're	going	to	throw	me	off.	But,	you	mark,	I	stand	by	you
through	thick	and	thin.	I	didn't	mean	to;	no,	not	 till	you	spoke	up.	I	was	about
desperate	to	lose	that	much	blunt,	and	be	hanged	into	the	bargain.	But	I	see	you
was	the	right	sort.	I	says	to	myself,	you	stand	by	Hawkins,	John,	and	Hawkins'll
stand	by	you.	You're	his	 last	 card,	and	by	 the	 living	 thunder,	 John,	he's	yours!
Back	to	back,	says	I.	You	save	your	witness,	and	he'll	save	your	neck!"
I	began	dimly	to	understand.
"You	mean	all's	lost?"	I	asked.
"Aye,	by	gum,	I	do!"	he	answered.	"Ship	gone,	neck	gone—that's	the	size	of

it.	Once	I	 looked	into	 that	bay,	Jim	Hawkins,	and	seen	no	schooner—well,	 I'm
tough,	but	I	gave	out.	As	for	that	lot	and	their	council,	mark	me,	they're	outright
fools	 and	 cowards.	 I'll	 save	 your	 life—if	 so	 be	 as	 I	 can—from	 them.	But,	 see
here,	Jim—tit	for	tat—you	save	Long	John	from	swinging."
I	was	bewildered;	 it	 seemed	a	 thing	 so	hopeless	he	was	asking—he,	 the	old

buccaneer,	the	ringleader	throughout.
"What	I	can	do,	that	I'll	do,"	I	said.
"It's	a	bargain!"	cried	Long	John.	"You	speak	up	plucky,	and	by	thunder,	I've	a

chance!"
He	hobbled	to	the	torch,	where	it	stood	propped	among	the	firewood,	and	took

a	fresh	light	to	his	pipe.
"Understand	 me,	 Jim,"	 he	 said,	 returning.	 "I've	 a	 head	 on	 my	 shoulders,	 I



have.	 I'm	 on	 squire's	 side	 now.	 I	 know	 you've	 got	 that	 ship	 safe	 somewheres.
How	you	done	it,	I	don't	know,	but	safe	it	is.	I	guess	Hands	and	O'Brien	turned
soft.	 I	 never	 much	 believed	 in	 neither	 of	 them.	 Now	 you	mark	 me.	 I	 ask	 no
questions,	nor	I	won't	let	others.	I	know	when	a	game's	up,	I	do;	and	I	know	a	lad
that's	staunch.	Ah,	you	that's	young—you	and	me	might	have	done	a	power	of
good	together!"
He	drew	some	cognac	from	the	cask	into	a	tin	cannikin.
"Will	you	taste,	messmate?"	he	asked;	and	when	I	had	refused:	"Well,	I'll	take

a	drain	myself,	Jim,"	said	he.	"I	need	a	caulker,	for	there's	trouble	on	hand.	And
talking	o'	trouble,	why	did	that	doctor	give	me	the	chart,	Jim?"
My	 face	 expressed	 a	wonder	 so	 unaffected	 that	 he	 saw	 the	 needlessness	 of

further	questions.
"Ah,	 well,	 he	 did,	 though,"	 said	 he.	 "And	 there's	 something	 under	 that,	 no

doubt—something,	surely,	under	that,	Jim—bad	or	good."
And	he	took	another	swallow	of	the	brandy,	shaking	his	great	fair	head	like	a

man	who	looks	forward	to	the	worst.



Chapter		2
The	Black	Spot	Again

The	council	of	buccaneers	had	lasted	some	time,	when	one	of	them	re-entered
the	 house,	 and	with	 a	 repetition	 of	 the	 same	 salute,	which	 had	 in	my	 eyes	 an
ironical	air,	begged	for	a	moment's	loan	of	the	torch.	Silver	briefly	agreed,	and
this	emissary	retired	again,	leaving	us	together	in	the	dark.
"There's	 a	 breeze	 coming,	 Jim,"	 said	 Silver,	 who	 had	 by	 this	 time	 adopted

quite	a	friendly	and	familiar	tone.
I	 turned	 to	 the	 loophole	nearest	me	and	looked	out.	The	embers	of	 the	great

fire	had	so	far	burned	themselves	out	and	now	glowed	so	low	and	duskily	that	I
understood	 why	 these	 conspirators	 desired	 a	 torch.	 About	 half-way	 down	 the
slope	to	the	stockade,	they	were	collected	in	a	group;	one	held	the	light,	another
was	on	his	knees	in	their	midst,	and	I	saw	the	blade	of	an	open	knife	shine	in	his
hand	 with	 varying	 colours	 in	 the	 moon	 and	 torchlight.	 The	 rest	 were	 all
somewhat	stooping,	as	though	watching	the	manoeuvres	of	this	last.	I	could	just
make	 out	 that	 he	 had	 a	 book	 as	 well	 as	 a	 knife	 in	 his	 hand,	 and	 was	 still
wondering	how	anything	so	incongruous	had	come	in	their	possession	when	the
kneeling	 figure	 rose	once	more	 to	his	 feet	and	 the	whole	party	began	 to	move
together	towards	the	house.
"Here	they	come,"	said	I;	and	I	returned	to	my	former	position,	for	it	seemed

beneath	my	dignity	that	they	should	find	me	watching	them.
"Well,	let	'em	come,	lad—let	'em	come,"	said	Silver	cheerily.	"I've	still	a	shot

in	my	locker."
The	 door	 opened,	 and	 the	 five	 men,	 standing	 huddled	 together	 just	 inside,

pushed	one	of	 their	number	forward.	 In	any	other	circumstances	 it	would	have
been	comical	 to	see	his	slow	advance,	hesitating	as	he	set	down	each	foot,	but
holding	his	closed	right	hand	in	front	of	him.
"Step	up,	lad,"	cried	Silver.	"I	won't	eat	you.	Hand	it	over,	lubber.	I	know	the

rules,	I	do;	I	won't	hurt	a	depytation."	Thus	encouraged,	the	buccaneer	stepped
forth	more	briskly,	and	having	passed	something	 to	Silver,	 from	hand	 to	hand,
slipped	yet	more	smartly	back	again	to	his	companions.
The	sea-cook	looked	at	what	had	been	given	him.
"The	black	spot!	I	thought	so,"	he	observed.	"Where	might	you	have	got	the



paper?	Why,	hillo!	Look	here,	now;	this	ain't	lucky!	You've	gone	and	cut	this	out
of	a	Bible.	What	fool's	cut	a	Bible?"
"Ah,	 there!"	said	Morgan.	"There!	Wot	did	I	say?	No	good'll	come	o'	 that,	 I

said."
"Well,	 you've	 about	 fixed	 it	 now,	 among	 you,"	 continued	 Silver.	 "You'll	 all

swing	now,	I	reckon.	What	soft-headed	lubber	had	a	Bible?"
"It	was	Dick,"	said	one.
"Dick,	was	it?	Then	Dick	can	get	to	prayers,"	said	Silver.	"He's	seen	his	slice

of	 luck,	 has	Dick,	 and	 you	may	 lay	 to	 that."	 But	 here	 the	 long	man	with	 the
yellow	eyes	struck	in.
"Belay	 that	 talk,	 John	Silver,"	 he	 said.	 "This	 crew	has	 tipped	 you	 the	 black

spot	in	full	council,	as	in	dooty	bound;	just	you	turn	it	over,	as	in	dooty	bound,
and	see	what's	wrote	there.	Then	you	can	talk."
"Thanky,	George,"	replied	the	sea-cook.	"You	always	was	brisk	for	business,

and	 has	 the	 rules	 by	 heart,	 George,	 as	 I'm	 pleased	 to	 see.	 Well,	 what	 is	 it,
anyway?	Ah!	'Deposed'—that's	it,	is	it?	Very	pretty	wrote,	to	be	sure;	like	print,	I
swear.	Your	hand	o'	write,	George?	Why,	you	was	gettin'	quite	a	leadin'	man	in
this	here	crew.	You'll	be	cap'n	next,	I	shouldn't	wonder.	Just	oblige	me	with	that
torch	again,	will	you?	This	pipe	don't	draw."
"Come,	now,"	said	George,	"you	don't	fool	this	crew	no	more.	You're	a	funny

man,	by	your	account;	but	you're	over	now,	and	you'll	maybe	step	down	off	that
barrel	and	help	vote."
"I	 thought	 you	 said	 you	 knowed	 the	 rules,"	 returned	Silver	 contemptuously.

"Leastways,	if	you	don't,	I	do;	and	I	wait	here—and	I'm	still	your	cap'n,	mind—
till	you	outs	with	your	grievances	and	I	reply;	in	the	meantime,	your	black	spot
ain't	worth	a	biscuit.	After	that,	we'll	see."
"Oh,"	replied	George,	"you	don't	be	under	no	kind	of	apprehension;	we're	all

square,	we	are.	First,	you've	made	a	hash	of	this	cruise—you'll	be	a	bold	man	to
say	no	to	that.	Second,	you	let	the	enemy	out	o'	this	here	trap	for	nothing.	Why
did	 they	 want	 out?	 I	 dunno,	 but	 it's	 pretty	 plain	 they	 wanted	 it.	 Third,	 you
wouldn't	let	us	go	at	them	upon	the	march.	Oh,	we	see	through	you,	John	Silver;
you	want	 to	play	booty,	 that's	what's	wrong	with	you.	And	then,	fourth,	 there's
this	here	boy."
"Is	that	all?"	asked	Silver	quietly.
"Enough,	 too,"	 retorted	 George.	 "We'll	 all	 swing	 and	 sun-dry	 for	 your

bungling."
"Well	now,	look	here,	I'll	answer	these	four	p'ints;	one	after	another	I'll	answer

'em.	I	made	a	hash	o'	this	cruise,	did	I?	Well	now,	you	all	know	what	I	wanted,
and	you	all	know	if	that	had	been	done	that	we'd	'a	been	aboard	the	Hispaniola



this	night	as	ever	was,	every	man	of	us	alive,	and	fit,	and	full	of	good	plum-duff,
and	 the	 treasure	 in	 the	 hold	 of	 her,	 by	 thunder!	Well,	 who	 crossed	me?	Who
forced	my	hand,	as	was	the	lawful	cap'n?	Who	tipped	me	the	black	spot	the	day
we	landed	and	began	this	dance?	Ah,	it's	a	fine	dance—I'm	with	you	there—and
looks	mighty	like	a	hornpipe	in	a	rope's	end	at	Execution	Dock	by	London	town,
it	does.	But	who	done	 it?	Why,	 it	was	Anderson,	and	Hands,	and	you,	George
Merry!	And	you're	 the	 last	 above	board	of	 that	 same	meddling	 crew;	 and	you
have	 the	Davy	 Jones's	 insolence	 to	up	 and	 stand	 for	 cap'n	over	me—you,	 that
sank	the	lot	of	us!	By	the	powers!	But	this	tops	the	stiffest	yarn	to	nothing."
Silver	paused,	and	I	could	see	by	 the	faces	of	George	and	his	 late	comrades

that	these	words	had	not	been	said	in	vain.
"That's	for	number	one,"	cried	the	accused,	wiping	the	sweat	from	his	brow,

for	he	had	been	talking	with	a	vehemence	that	shook	the	house.	"Why,	I	give	you
my	word,	I'm	sick	to	speak	to	you.	You've	neither	sense	nor	memory,	and	I	leave
it	to	fancy	where	your	mothers	was	that	let	you	come	to	sea.	Sea!	Gentlemen	o'
fortune!	I	reckon	tailors	is	your	trade."
"Go	on,	John,"	said	Morgan.	"Speak	up	to	the	others."
"Ah,	 the	others!"	 returned	John.	 "They're	a	nice	 lot,	 ain't	 they?	You	say	 this

cruise	 is	bungled.	Ah!	By	gum,	 if	you	could	understand	how	bad	 it's	bungled,
you	would	see!	We're	that	near	the	gibbet	that	my	neck's	stiff	with	thinking	on	it.
You've	seen	'em,	maybe,	hanged	in	chains,	birds	about	'em,	seamen	p'inting	'em
out	as	they	go	down	with	the	tide.	'Who's	that?'	says	one.	'That!	Why,	that's	John
Silver.	I	knowed	him	well,'	says	another.	And	you	can	hear	the	chains	a-jangle	as
you	go	about	and	reach	for	the	other	buoy.	Now,	that's	about	where	we	are,	every
mother's	son	of	us,	thanks	to	him,	and	Hands,	and	Anderson,	and	other	ruination
fools	of	you.	And	 if	you	want	 to	know	about	number	 four,	 and	 that	boy,	why,
shiver	my	timbers,	 isn't	he	a	hostage?	Are	we	a-going	to	waste	a	hostage?	No,
not	us;	he	might	be	our	last	chance,	and	I	shouldn't	wonder.	Kill	that	boy?	Not
me,	mates!	And	number	 three?	Ah,	well,	 there's	a	deal	 to	say	to	number	 three.
Maybe	you	don't	count	it	nothing	to	have	a	real	college	doctor	to	see	you	every
day—you,	John,	with	your	head	broke—or	you,	George	Merry,	that	had	the	ague
shakes	upon	you	not	six	hours	agone,	and	has	your	eyes	the	colour	of	lemon	peel
to	this	same	moment	on	the	clock?	And	maybe,	perhaps,	you	didn't	know	there
was	a	consort	coming	either?	But	there	is,	and	not	so	long	till	then;	and	we'll	see
who'll	be	glad	to	have	a	hostage	when	it	comes	to	that.	And	as	for	number	two,
and	why	 I	made	 a	 bargain—well,	 you	 came	 crawling	 on	 your	 knees	 to	me	 to
make	it—on	your	knees	you	came,	you	was	that	downhearted—and	you'd	have
starved	too	if	I	hadn't—but	that's	a	trifle!	You	look	there—that's	why!"
And	 he	 cast	 down	upon	 the	 floor	 a	 paper	 that	 I	 instantly	 recognized—none



other	than	the	chart	on	yellow	paper,	with	the	three	red	crosses,	that	I	had	found
in	the	oilcloth	at	the	bottom	of	the	captain's	chest.	Why	the	doctor	had	given	it	to
him	was	more	than	I	could	fancy.
But	if	it	were	inexplicable	to	me,	the	appearance	of	the	chart	was	incredible	to

the	 surviving	mutineers.	 They	 leaped	 upon	 it	 like	 cats	 upon	 a	mouse.	 It	went
from	hand	 to	hand,	one	 tearing	 it	 from	another;	and	by	 the	oaths	and	 the	cries
and	 the	childish	 laughter	with	which	 they	accompanied	 their	 examination,	you
would	have	thought,	not	only	they	were	fingering	the	very	gold,	but	were	at	sea
with	it,	besides,	in	safety.
"Yes,"	 said	 one,	 "that's	 Flint,	 sure	 enough.	 J.	 F.,	 and	 a	 score	 below,	with	 a

clove	hitch	to	it;	so	he	done	ever."
"Mighty	pretty,"	said	George.	"But	how	are	we	to	get	away	with	it,	and	us	no

ship."
Silver	 suddenly	 sprang	 up,	 and	 supporting	 himself	 with	 a	 hand	 against	 the

wall:	 "Now	 I	 give	 you	 warning,	 George,"	 he	 cried.	 "One	more	 word	 of	 your
sauce,	and	 I'll	 call	you	down	and	 fight	you.	How?	Why,	how	do	 I	know?	You
had	ought	to	tell	me	that—you	and	the	rest,	that	lost	me	my	schooner,	with	your
interference,	burn	you!	But	not	you,	you	can't;	you	hain't	got	the	invention	of	a
cockroach.	But	 civil	 you	 can	 speak,	 and	 shall,	George	Merry,	 you	may	 lay	 to
that."
"That's	fair	enow,"	said	the	old	man	Morgan.
"Fair!	I	reckon	so,"	said	the	sea-cook.	"You	lost	the	ship;	I	found	the	treasure.

Who's	 the	better	man	at	 that?	And	now	 I	 resign,	by	 thunder!	Elect	whom	you
please	to	be	your	cap'n	now;	I'm	done	with	it."
"Silver!"	they	cried.	"Barbecue	forever!	Barbecue	for	cap'n!"
"So	that's	the	toon,	is	it?"	cried	the	cook.	"George,	I	reckon	you'll	have	to	wait

another	turn,	friend;	and	lucky	for	you	as	I'm	not	a	revengeful	man.	But	that	was
never	my	way.	And	now,	shipmates,	this	black	spot?	 'Tain't	much	good	now,	is
it?	Dick's	crossed	his	luck	and	spoiled	his	Bible,	and	that's	about	all."
"It'll	do	to	kiss	the	book	on	still,	won't	it?"	growled	Dick,	who	was	evidently

uneasy	at	the	curse	he	had	brought	upon	himself.
"A	Bible	with	a	bit	cut	out!"	returned	Silver	derisively.	"Not	it.	It	don't	bind	no

more'n	a	ballad-book."
"Don't	it,	though?"	cried	Dick	with	a	sort	of	joy.	"Well,	I	reckon	that's	worth

having	too."
"Here,	 Jim—here's	 a	 cur'osity	 for	 you,"	 said	 Silver,	 and	 he	 tossed	 me	 the

paper.
It	was	around	about	the	size	of	a	crown	piece.	One	side	was	blank,	for	it	had

been	the	last	leaf;	the	other	contained	a	verse	or	two	of	Revelation—these	words



among	 the	 rest,	which	 struck	 sharply	home	upon	my	mind:	 "Without	 are	dogs
and	 murderers."	 The	 printed	 side	 had	 been	 blackened	 with	 wood	 ash,	 which
already	 began	 to	 come	 off	 and	 soil	 my	 fingers;	 on	 the	 blank	 side	 had	 been
written	with	 the	same	material	 the	one	word	"Depposed."	 I	have	 that	curiosity
beside	 me	 at	 this	 moment,	 but	 not	 a	 trace	 of	 writing	 now	 remains	 beyond	 a
single	scratch,	such	as	a	man	might	make	with	his	thumb-nail.
That	was	the	end	of	the	night's	business.	Soon	after,	with	a	drink	all	round,	we

lay	 down	 to	 sleep,	 and	 the	 outside	 of	 Silver's	 vengeance	 was	 to	 put	 George
Merry	up	for	sentinel	and	threaten	him	with	death	if	he	should	prove	unfaithful.
It	was	long	ere	I	could	close	an	eye,	and	heaven	knows	I	had	matter	enough

for	thought	in	the	man	whom	I	had	slain	that	afternoon,	in	my	own	most	perilous
position,	and	above	all,	 in	 the	remarkable	game	that	I	saw	Silver	now	engaged
upon—keeping	the	mutineers	together	with	one	hand	and	grasping	with	the	other
after	 every	 means,	 possible	 and	 impossible,	 to	 make	 his	 peace	 and	 save	 his
miserable	 life.	He	himself	slept	peacefully	and	snored	aloud,	yet	my	heart	was
sore	for	him,	wicked	as	he	was,	to	think	on	the	dark	perils	that	environed	and	the
shameful	gibbet	that	awaited	him.



Chapter		3
On	Parole

I	was	wakened—indeed,	we	were	all	wakened,	for	I	could	see	even	the	sentinel
shake	 himself	 together	 from	where	 he	 had	 fallen	 against	 the	 door-post—by	 a
clear,	hearty	voice	hailing	us	from	the	margin	of	the	wood:
"Block	house,	ahoy!"	it	cried.	"Here's	the	doctor."
And	the	doctor	it	was.	Although	I	was	glad	to	hear	the	sound,	yet	my	gladness

was	not	without	admixture.	I	remembered	with	confusion	my	insubordinate	and
stealthy	 conduct,	 and	 when	 I	 saw	 where	 it	 had	 brought	 me—among	 what
companions	and	surrounded	by	what	dangers—I	felt	ashamed	to	look	him	in	the
face.
He	must	have	risen	in	the	dark,	for	the	day	had	hardly	come;	and	when	I	ran	to

a	loophole	and	looked	out,	I	saw	him	standing,	like	Silver	once	before,	up	to	the
mid-leg	in	creeping	vapour.
"You,	doctor!	Top	o'	 the	morning	to	you,	sir!"	cried	Silver,	broad	awake	and

beaming	with	good	nature	in	a	moment.	"Bright	and	early,	to	be	sure;	and	it's	the
early	 bird,	 as	 the	 saying	 goes,	 that	 gets	 the	 rations.	 George,	 shake	 up	 your
timbers,	 son,	 and	 help	Dr.	 Livesey	 over	 the	 ship's	 side.	All	 a-doin'	well,	 your
patients	was—all	well	and	merry."
So	he	pattered	on,	standing	on	the	hilltop	with	his	crutch	under	his	elbow	and

one	hand	upon	the	side	of	 the	 log-house—quite	 the	old	John	in	voice,	manner,
and	expression.
"We've	quite	a	surprise	for	you	too,	sir,"	he	continued.	"We've	a	little	stranger

here—he!	he!	A	noo	boarder	and	lodger,	sir,	and	looking	fit	and	taut	as	a	fiddle;
slep'	like	a	supercargo,	he	did,	right	alongside	of	John—stem	to	stem	we	was,	all
night."
Dr.	Livesey	was	by	this	time	across	the	stockade	and	pretty	near	the	cook,	and

I	could	hear	the	alteration	in	his	voice	as	he	said,	"Not	Jim?"
"The	very	same	Jim	as	ever	was,"	says	Silver.
The	 doctor	 stopped	 outright,	 although	 he	 did	 not	 speak,	 and	 it	 was	 some

seconds	before	he	seemed	able	to	move	on.
"Well,	well,"	he	said	at	last,	"duty	first	and	pleasure	afterwards,	as	you	might

have	said	yourself,	Silver.	Let	us	overhaul	these	patients	of	yours."



A	moment	afterwards	he	had	entered	the	block	house	and	with	one	grim	nod
to	 me	 proceeded	 with	 his	 work	 among	 the	 sick.	 He	 seemed	 under	 no
apprehension,	though	he	must	have	known	that	his	life,	among	these	treacherous
demons,	 depended	 on	 a	 hair;	 and	 he	 rattled	 on	 to	 his	 patients	 as	 if	 he	 were
paying	 an	 ordinary	 professional	 visit	 in	 a	 quiet	 English	 family.	His	manner,	 I
suppose,	reacted	on	the	men,	for	they	behaved	to	him	as	if	nothing	had	occurred,
as	if	he	were	still	ship's	doctor	and	they	still	faithful	hands	before	the	mast.
"You're	doing	well,	my	friend,"	he	said	to	the	fellow	with	the	bandaged	head,

"and	if	ever	any	person	had	a	close	shave,	it	was	you;	your	head	must	be	as	hard
as	iron.	Well,	George,	how	goes	it?	You're	a	pretty	colour,	certainly;	why,	your
liver,	 man,	 is	 upside	 down.	 Did	 you	 take	 that	 medicine?	 Did	 he	 take	 that
medicine,	men?"
"Aye,	aye,	sir,	he	took	it,	sure	enough,"	returned	Morgan.
"Because,	you	see,	since	I	am	mutineers'	doctor,	or	prison	doctor	as	I	prefer	to

call	it,"	says	Doctor	Livesey	in	his	pleasantest	way,	"I	make	it	a	point	of	honour
not	to	lose	a	man	for	King	George	(God	bless	him!)	and	the	gallows."
The	rogues	looked	at	each	other	but	swallowed	the	home-thrust	in	silence.
"Dick	don't	feel	well,	sir,"	said	one.
"Don't	he?"	replied	the	doctor.	"Well,	step	up	here,	Dick,	and	let	me	see	your

tongue.	No,	I	should	be	surprised	if	he	did!	The	man's	tongue	is	fit	to	frighten	the
French.	Another	fever."
"Ah,	there,"	said	Morgan,	"that	comed	of	sp'iling	Bibles."
"That	comes—as	you	call	it—of	being	arrant	asses,"	retorted	the	doctor,	"and

not	having	sense	enough	to	know	honest	air	from	poison,	and	the	dry	land	from	a
vile,	pestiferous	slough.	I	think	it	most	probable—though	of	course	it's	only	an
opinion—that	you'll	all	have	the	deuce	to	pay	before	you	get	that	malaria	out	of
your	 systems.	Camp	 in	 a	bog,	would	you?	Silver,	 I'm	 surprised	at	 you.	You're
less	of	a	fool	than	many,	take	you	all	round;	but	you	don't	appear	to	me	to	have
the	rudiments	of	a	notion	of	the	rules	of	health.
"Well,"	 he	 added	 after	 he	 had	 dosed	 them	 round	 and	 they	 had	 taken	 his

prescriptions,	 with	 really	 laughable	 humility,	 more	 like	 charity	 schoolchildren
than	blood-guilty	mutineers	and	pirates—"well,	that's	done	for	today.	And	now	I
should	wish	to	have	a	talk	with	that	boy,	please."
And	he	nodded	his	head	in	my	direction	carelessly.
George	Merry	was	at	 the	door,	spitting	and	spluttering	over	some	bad-tasted

medicine;	but	at	 the	first	word	of	 the	doctor's	proposal	he	swung	round	with	a
deep	flush	and	cried	"No!"	and	swore.
Silver	struck	the	barrel	with	his	open	hand.
"Si-lence!"	he	roared	and	looked	about	him	positively	like	a	lion.	"Doctor,"	he



went	on	in	his	usual	tones,	"I	was	a-thinking	of	that,	knowing	as	how	you	had	a
fancy	for	the	boy.	We're	all	humbly	grateful	for	your	kindness,	and	as	you	see,
puts	faith	in	you	and	takes	the	drugs	down	like	that	much	grog.	And	I	take	it	I've
found	a	way	as'll	suit	all.	Hawkins,	will	you	give	me	your	word	of	honour	as	a
young	 gentleman—for	 a	 young	 gentleman	 you	 are,	 although	 poor	 born—your
word	of	honour	not	to	slip	your	cable?"
I	readily	gave	the	pledge	required.
"Then,	doctor,"	 said	Silver,	 "you	 just	 step	outside	o'	 that	 stockade,	and	once

you're	 there	 I'll	 bring	 the	 boy	 down	 on	 the	 inside,	 and	 I	 reckon	 you	 can	 yarn
through	 the	 spars.	Good	 day	 to	 you,	 sir,	 and	 all	 our	 dooties	 to	 the	 squire	 and
Cap'n	Smollett."
The	 explosion	 of	 disapproval,	 which	 nothing	 but	 Silver's	 black	 looks	 had

restrained,	 broke	 out	 immediately	 the	 doctor	 had	 left	 the	 house.	 Silver	 was
roundly	 accused	 of	 playing	 double—of	 trying	 to	 make	 a	 separate	 peace	 for
himself,	of	sacrificing	 the	 interests	of	his	accomplices	and	victims,	and,	 in	one
word,	of	the	identical,	exact	thing	that	he	was	doing.	It	seemed	to	me	so	obvious,
in	this	case,	that	I	could	not	imagine	how	he	was	to	turn	their	anger.	But	he	was
twice	 the	man	 the	 rest	were,	 and	his	 last	night's	victory	had	given	him	a	huge
preponderance	 on	 their	minds.	He	 called	 them	 all	 the	 fools	 and	 dolts	 you	 can
imagine,	said	it	was	necessary	I	should	talk	to	the	doctor,	fluttered	the	chart	 in
their	faces,	asked	them	if	they	could	afford	to	break	the	treaty	the	very	day	they
were	bound	a-treasure-hunting.
"No,	by	thunder!"	he	cried.	"It's	us	must	break	the	treaty	when	the	time	comes;

and	till	then	I'll	gammon	that	doctor,	if	I	have	to	ile	his	boots	with	brandy."
And	then	he	bade	them	get	the	fire	lit,	and	stalked	out	upon	his	crutch,	with

his	 hand	 on	 my	 shoulder,	 leaving	 them	 in	 a	 disarray,	 and	 silenced	 by	 his
volubility	rather	than	convinced.
"Slow,	lad,	slow,"	he	said.	"They	might	round	upon	us	in	a	twinkle	of	an	eye	if

we	was	seen	to	hurry."
Very	deliberately,	 then,	 did	we	advance	 across	 the	 sand	 to	where	 the	doctor

awaited	us	on	the	other	side	of	the	stockade,	and	as	soon	as	we	were	within	easy
speaking	distance	Silver	stopped.
"You'll	make	a	note	of	this	here	also,	doctor,"	says	he,	"and	the	boy'll	tell	you

how	 I	 saved	 his	 life,	 and	 were	 deposed	 for	 it	 too,	 and	 you	 may	 lay	 to	 that.
Doctor,	when	a	man's	steering	as	near	the	wind	as	me—playing	chuck-farthing
with	the	last	breath	in	his	body,	like—you	wouldn't	think	it	too	much,	mayhap,
to	give	him	one	good	word?	You'll	please	bear	in	mind	it's	not	my	life	only	now
—it's	that	boy's	into	the	bargain;	and	you'll	speak	me	fair,	doctor,	and	give	me	a
bit	o'	hope	to	go	on,	for	the	sake	of	mercy."



Silver	 was	 a	 changed	 man	 once	 he	 was	 out	 there	 and	 had	 his	 back	 to	 his
friends	 and	 the	 block	 house;	 his	 cheeks	 seemed	 to	 have	 fallen	 in,	 his	 voice
trembled;	never	was	a	soul	more	dead	in	earnest.
"Why,	John,	you're	not	afraid?"	asked	Dr.	Livesey.
"Doctor,	I'm	no	coward;	no,	not	I—not	so	much!"	and	he	snapped	his	fingers.

"If	I	was	I	wouldn't	say	it.	But	I'll	own	up	fairly,	I've	the	shakes	upon	me	for	the
gallows.	You're	a	good	man	and	a	true;	I	never	seen	a	better	man!	And	you'll	not
forget	what	I	done	good,	not	any	more	than	you'll	forget	the	bad,	I	know.	And	I
step	aside—see	here—and	leave	you	and	Jim	alone.	And	you'll	put	that	down	for
me	too,	for	it's	a	long	stretch,	is	that!"
So	saying,	he	stepped	back	a	little	way,	till	he	was	out	of	earshot,	and	there	sat

down	 upon	 a	 tree-stump	 and	 began	 to	whistle,	 spinning	 round	 now	 and	 again
upon	his	 seat	 so	 as	 to	 command	 a	 sight,	 sometimes	 of	me	 and	 the	 doctor	 and
sometimes	of	his	unruly	ruffians	as	they	went	to	and	fro	in	the	sand	between	the
fire—which	they	were	busy	rekindling—and	the	house,	from	which	they	brought
forth	pork	and	bread	to	make	the	breakfast.
"So,	Jim,"	said	the	doctor	sadly,	"here	you	are.	As	you	have	brewed,	so	shall

you	drink,	my	boy.	Heaven	knows,	I	cannot	find	it	in	my	heart	to	blame	you,	but
this	much	I	will	say,	be	it	kind	or	unkind:	when	Captain	Smollett	was	well,	you
dared	not	have	gone	off;	and	when	he	was	ill	and	couldn't	help	it,	by	George,	it
was	downright	cowardly!"
I	will	own	that	I	here	began	to	weep.	"Doctor,"	I	said,	"you	might	spare	me.	I

have	blamed	myself	 enough;	my	 life's	 forfeit	 anyway,	 and	 I	 should	have	been
dead	by	now	if	Silver	hadn't	stood	for	me;	and	doctor,	believe	this,	I	can	die—
and	I	dare	say	I	deserve	it—but	what	I	fear	is	torture.	If	they	come	to	torture	me
—"
"Jim,"	 the	doctor	 interrupted,	 and	his	voice	was	quite	changed,	 "Jim,	 I	 can't

have	this.	Whip	over,	and	we'll	run	for	it."
"Doctor,"	said	I,	"I	passed	my	word."
"I	know,	 I	know,"	he	cried.	 "We	can't	help	 that,	 Jim,	now.	 I'll	 take	 it	on	my

shoulders,	 holus	 bolus,	 blame	 and	 shame,	my	 boy;	 but	 stay	 here,	 I	 cannot	 let
you.	Jump!	One	jump,	and	you're	out,	and	we'll	run	for	it	like	antelopes."
"No,"	 I	 replied;	 "you	know	 right	well	 you	wouldn't	 do	 the	 thing	 yourself—

neither	 you	 nor	 squire	 nor	 captain;	 and	 no	 more	 will	 I.	 Silver	 trusted	 me;	 I
passed	my	word,	and	back	I	go.	But,	doctor,	you	did	not	 let	me	finish.	 If	 they
come	to	torture	me,	I	might	let	slip	a	word	of	where	the	ship	is,	for	I	got	the	ship,
part	 by	 luck	 and	 part	 by	 risking,	 and	 she	 lies	 in	 North	 Inlet,	 on	 the	 southern
beach,	and	just	below	high	water.	At	half	tide	she	must	be	high	and	dry."
"The	ship!"	exclaimed	the	doctor.



Rapidly	I	described	to	him	my	adventures,	and	he	heard	me	out	in	silence.
"There	is	a	kind	of	fate	in	this,"	he	observed	when	I	had	done.	"Every	step,	it's

you	that	saves	our	lives;	and	do	you	suppose	by	any	chance	that	we	are	going	to
let	you	lose	yours?	That	would	be	a	poor	return,	my	boy.	You	found	out	the	plot;
you	found	Ben	Gunn—the	best	deed	 that	ever	you	did,	or	will	do,	 though	you
live	to	ninety.	Oh,	by	Jupiter,	and	talking	of	Ben	Gunn!	Why,	this	is	the	mischief
in	person.	Silver!"	he	cried.	"Silver!	I'll	give	you	a	piece	of	advice,"	he	continued
as	the	cook	drew	near	again;	"don't	you	be	in	any	great	hurry	after	that	treasure."
"Why,	sir,	I	do	my	possible,	which	that	ain't,"	said	Silver.	"I	can	only,	asking

your	 pardon,	 save	my	 life	 and	 the	 boy's	 by	 seeking	 for	 that	 treasure;	 and	 you
may	lay	to	that."
"Well,	Silver,"	 replied	 the	doctor,	"if	 that	 is	 so,	 I'll	go	one	step	 further:	 look

out	for	squalls	when	you	find	it."
"Sir,"	 said	 Silver,	 "as	 between	man	 and	man,	 that's	 too	much	 and	 too	 little.

What	you're	after,	why	you	 left	 the	block	house,	why	you	given	me	 that	 there
chart,	I	don't	know,	now,	do	I?	And	yet	I	done	your	bidding	with	my	eyes	shut
and	never	a	word	of	hope!	But	no,	this	here's	too	much.	If	you	won't	tell	me	what
you	mean	plain	out,	just	say	so	and	I'll	leave	the	helm."
"No,"	said	the	doctor	musingly;	"I've	no	right	to	say	more;	it's	not	my	secret,

you	see,	Silver,	or,	I	give	you	my	word,	I'd	tell	it	you.	But	I'll	go	as	far	with	you
as	I	dare	go,	and	a	step	beyond,	for	I'll	have	my	wig	sorted	by	the	captain	or	I'm
mistaken!	And	first,	I'll	give	you	a	bit	of	hope;	Silver,	if	we	both	get	alive	out	of
this	wolf-trap,	I'll	do	my	best	to	save	you,	short	of	perjury."
Silver's	face	was	radiant.	"You	couldn't	say	more,	I'm	sure,	sir,	not	if	you	was

my	mother,"	he	cried.
"Well,	that's	my	first	concession,"	added	the	doctor.	"My	second	is	a	piece	of

advice:	keep	the	boy	close	beside	you,	and	when	you	need	help,	halloo.	I'm	off
to	seek	it	for	you,	and	that	itself	will	show	you	if	I	speak	at	random.	Good-bye,
Jim."
And	 Dr.	 Livesey	 shook	 hand	 s	 with	 me	 through	 the	 stockade,	 nodded	 to

Silver,	and	set	off	at	a	brisk	pace	into	the	wood.



Chapter		4
The	Treasure	Hunt--Flint's	Pointer

"Jim,"	said	Silver	when	we	were	alone,	"if	I	saved	your	life,	you	saved	mine;
and	I'll	not	forget	it.	I	seen	the	doctor	waving	you	to	run	for	it—with	the	tail	of
my	eye,	I	did;	and	I	seen	you	say	no,	as	plain	as	hearing.	Jim,	that's	one	to	you.
This	is	the	first	glint	of	hope	I	had	since	the	attack	failed,	and	I	owe	it	you.	And
now,	 Jim,	we're	 to	go	 in	 for	 this	here	 treasure-hunting,	with	 sealed	orders	 too,
and	I	don't	like	it;	and	you	and	me	must	stick	close,	back	to	back	like,	and	we'll
save	our	necks	in	spite	o'	fate	and	fortune."
Just	then	a	man	hailed	us	from	the	fire	that	breakfast	was	ready,	and	we	were

soon	seated	here	and	there	about	the	sand	over	biscuit	and	fried	junk.	They	had
lit	 a	 fire	 fit	 to	 roast	 an	 ox,	 and	 it	was	 now	grown	 so	 hot	 that	 they	 could	 only
approach	 it	 from	 the	windward,	 and	 even	 there	 not	without	 precaution.	 In	 the
same	wasteful	spirit,	they	had	cooked,	I	suppose,	three	times	more	than	we	could
eat;	 and	 one	 of	 them,	with	 an	 empty	 laugh,	 threw	what	was	 left	 into	 the	 fire,
which	blazed	and	roared	again	over	this	unusual	fuel.	I	never	in	my	life	saw	men
so	careless	of	the	morrow;	hand	to	mouth	is	the	only	word	that	can	describe	their
way	 of	 doing;	 and	 what	 with	 wasted	 food	 and	 sleeping	 sentries,	 though	 they
were	 bold	 enough	 for	 a	 brush	 and	 be	 done	 with	 it,	 I	 could	 see	 their	 entire
unfitness	for	anything	like	a	prolonged	campaign.
Even	Silver,	eating	away,	with	Captain	Flint	upon	his	shoulder,	had	not	a	word

of	blame	for	their	recklessness.	And	this	the	more	surprised	me,	for	I	thought	he
had	never	shown	himself	so	cunning	as	he	did	then.
"Aye,	mates,"	said	he,	"it's	lucky	you	have	Barbecue	to	think	for	you	with	this

here	head.	 I	got	what	 I	wanted,	 I	did.	Sure	enough,	 they	have	 the	ship.	Where
they	have	it,	I	don't	know	yet;	but	once	we	hit	 the	treasure,	we'll	have	to	jump
about	 and	 find	 out.	 And	 then,	 mates,	 us	 that	 has	 the	 boats,	 I	 reckon,	 has	 the
upper	hand."
Thus	he	kept	running	on,	with	his	mouth	full	of	the	hot	bacon;	thus	he	restored

their	 hope	 and	 confidence,	 and,	 I	 more	 than	 suspect,	 repaired	 his	 own	 at	 the
same	time.
"As	for	hostage,"	he	continued,	"that's	his	last	talk,	I	guess,	with	them	he	loves

so	dear.	I've	got	my	piece	o'	news,	and	thanky	to	him	for	that;	but	it's	over	and



done.	I'll	take	him	in	a	line	when	we	go	treasure-hunting,	for	we'll	keep	him	like
so	much	gold,	in	case	of	accidents,	you	mark,	and	in	the	meantime.	Once	we	got
the	ship	and	treasure	both	and	off	 to	sea	 like	 jolly	companions,	why	then	we'll
talk	Mr.	Hawkins	over,	we	will,	and	we'll	give	him	his	share,	to	be	sure,	for	all
his	kindness."
It	was	no	wonder	 the	men	were	 in	a	good	humour	now.	For	my	part,	 I	was

horribly	 cast	 down.	 Should	 the	 scheme	 he	 had	 now	 sketched	 prove	 feasible,
Silver,	already	doubly	a	traitor,	would	not	hesitate	to	adopt	it.	He	had	still	a	foot
in	either	camp,	and	there	was	no	doubt	he	would	prefer	wealth	and	freedom	with
the	pirates	to	a	bare	escape	from	hanging,	which	was	the	best	he	had	to	hope	on
our	side.
Nay,	and	even	if	things	so	fell	out	that	he	was	forced	to	keep	his	faith	with	Dr.

Livesey,	 even	 then	what	 danger	 lay	 before	 us!	What	 a	moment	 that	would	 be
when	the	suspicions	of	his	followers	turned	to	certainty	and	he	and	I	should	have
to	 fight	 for	dear	 life—he	a	cripple	and	 I	a	boy—against	 five	strong	and	active
seamen!
Add	to	this	double	apprehension	the	mystery	that	still	hung	over	the	behaviour

of	 my	 friends,	 their	 unexplained	 desertion	 of	 the	 stockade,	 their	 inexplicable
cession	 of	 the	 chart,	 or	 harder	 still	 to	 understand,	 the	 doctor's	 last	warning	 to
Silver,	"Look	out	for	squalls	when	you	find	it,"	and	you	will	readily	believe	how
little	taste	I	found	in	my	breakfast	and	with	how	uneasy	a	heart	I	set	forth	behind
my	captors	on	the	quest	for	treasure.
We	 made	 a	 curious	 figure,	 had	 anyone	 been	 there	 to	 see	 us—all	 in	 soiled

sailor	clothes	and	all	but	me	armed	to	the	teeth.	Silver	had	two	guns	slung	about
him—one	before	 and	 one	 behind—besides	 the	 great	 cutlass	 at	 his	waist	 and	 a
pistol	 in	 each	 pocket	 of	 his	 square-tailed	 coat.	 To	 complete	 his	 strange
appearance,	Captain	Flint	sat	perched	upon	his	shoulder	and	gabbling	odds	and
ends	of	purposeless	sea-talk.	I	had	a	line	about	my	waist	and	followed	obediently
after	the	sea-cook,	who	held	the	loose	end	of	the	rope,	now	in	his	free	hand,	now
between	his	powerful	teeth.	For	all	the	world,	I	was	led	like	a	dancing	bear.
The	other	men	were	variously	burthened,	some	carrying	picks	and	shovels—

for	 that	 had	 been	 the	 very	 first	 necessary	 they	 brought	 ashore	 from	 the
Hispaniola—others	laden	with	pork,	bread,	and	brandy	for	the	midday	meal.	All
the	stores,	I	observed,	came	from	our	stock,	and	I	could	see	the	truth	of	Silver's
words	the	night	before.	Had	he	not	struck	a	bargain	with	the	doctor,	he	and	his
mutineers,	deserted	by	the	ship,	must	have	been	driven	to	subsist	on	clear	water
and	the	proceeds	of	their	hunting.	Water	would	have	been	little	to	their	taste;	a
sailor	is	not	usually	a	good	shot;	and	besides	all	that,	when	they	were	so	short	of
eatables,	it	was	not	likely	they	would	be	very	flush	of	powder.



Well,	 thus	 equipped,	we	 all	 set	 out—even	 the	 fellow	with	 the	 broken	 head,
who	should	certainly	have	kept	in	shadow—and	straggled,	one	after	another,	to
the	beach,	where	the	two	gigs	awaited	us.	Even	these	bore	trace	of	the	drunken
folly	of	the	pirates,	one	in	a	broken	thwart,	and	both	in	their	muddy	and	unbailed
condition.	Both	were	to	be	carried	along	with	us	for	the	sake	of	safety;	and	so,
with	 our	 numbers	 divided	 between	 them,	we	 set	 forth	 upon	 the	 bosom	 of	 the
anchorage.
As	we	pulled	over,	there	was	some	discussion	on	the	chart.	The	red	cross	was,

of	course,	far	too	large	to	be	a	guide;	and	the	terms	of	the	note	on	the	back,	as
you	will	hear,	admitted	of	some	ambiguity.	They	ran,	the	reader	may	remember,
thus:
Tall	tree,	Spy-glass	shoulder,	bearing	a	point	to
the	N.	of	N.N.E.
Skeleton	Island	E.S.E.	and	by	E.
Ten	feet.
A	 tall	 tree	was	 thus	 the	 principal	mark.	Now,	 right	 before	 us	 the	 anchorage

was	bounded	by	a	plateau	from	two	to	three	hundred	feet	high,	adjoining	on	the
north	the	sloping	southern	shoulder	of	the	Spy-glass	and	rising	again	towards	the
south	into	the	rough,	cliffy	eminence	called	the	Mizzen-mast	Hill.	The	top	of	the
plateau	 was	 dotted	 thickly	 with	 pine-trees	 of	 varying	 height.	 Every	 here	 and
there,	one	of	a	different	species	rose	forty	or	fifty	feet	clear	above	its	neighbours,
and	which	of	 these	was	the	particular	"tall	 tree"	of	Captain	Flint	could	only	be
decided	on	the	spot,	and	by	the	readings	of	the	compass.
Yet,	 although	 that	was	 the	case,	 every	man	on	board	 the	boats	had	picked	a

favourite	of	his	own	ere	we	were	half-way	over,	Long	John	alone	shrugging	his
shoulders	and	bidding	them	wait	till	they	were	there.
We	pulled	easily,	by	Silver's	directions,	not	 to	weary	 the	hands	prematurely,

and	 after	 quite	 a	 long	 passage,	 landed	 at	 the	mouth	 of	 the	 second	 river—that
which	runs	down	a	woody	cleft	of	the	Spy-glass.	Thence,	bending	to	our	left,	we
began	to	ascend	the	slope	towards	the	plateau.
At	the	first	outset,	heavy,	miry	ground	and	a	matted,	marish	vegetation	greatly

delayed	our	progress;	but	by	little	and	little	the	hill	began	to	steepen	and	become
stony	under	 foot,	 and	 the	wood	 to	 change	 its	 character	 and	 to	grow	 in	a	more
open	order.	 It	was,	 indeed,	 a	most	 pleasant	 portion	 of	 the	 island	 that	we	were
now	 approaching.	 A	 heavy-scented	 broom	 and	 many	 flowering	 shrubs	 had
almost	taken	the	place	of	grass.	Thickets	of	green	nutmeg-trees	were	dotted	here
and	there	with	the	red	columns	and	the	broad	shadow	of	the	pines;	and	the	first
mingled	their	spice	with	the	aroma	of	the	others.	The	air,	besides,	was	fresh	and
stirring,	and	this,	under	the	sheer	sunbeams,	was	a	wonderful	refreshment	to	our



senses.
The	party	spread	itself	abroad,	in	a	fan	shape,	shouting	and	leaping	to	and	fro.

About	 the	 centre,	 and	 a	 good	 way	 behind	 the	 rest,	 Silver	 and	 I	 followed—I
tethered	by	my	rope,	he	ploughing,	with	deep	pants,	among	 the	sliding	gravel.
From	time	to	time,	indeed,	I	had	to	lend	him	a	hand,	or	he	must	have	missed	his
footing	and	fallen	backward	down	the	hill.
We	had	thus	proceeded	for	about	half	a	mile	and	were	approaching	the	brow

of	 the	plateau	when	 the	man	upon	 the	 farthest	 left	began	 to	cry	aloud,	as	 if	 in
terror.	 Shout	 after	 shout	 came	 from	 him,	 and	 the	 others	 began	 to	 run	 in	 his
direction.
"He	can't	 'a	 found	 the	 treasure,"	 said	old	Morgan,	hurrying	past	us	 from	 the

right,	"for	that's	clean	a-top."
Indeed,	 as	we	 found	when	we	 also	 reached	 the	 spot,	 it	was	 something	 very

different.	At	the	foot	of	a	pretty	big	pine	and	involved	in	a	green	creeper,	which
had	even	partly	 lifted	some	of	 the	smaller	bones,	a	human	skeleton	 lay,	with	a
few	shreds	of	clothing,	on	 the	ground.	 I	believe	a	chill	struck	for	a	moment	 to
every	heart.
"He	was	a	seaman,"	said	George	Merry,	who,	bolder	than	the	rest,	had	gone	up

close	 and	 was	 examining	 the	 rags	 of	 clothing.	 "Leastways,	 this	 is	 good	 sea-
cloth."
"Aye,	aye,"	said	Silver;	"like	enough;	you	wouldn't	look	to	find	a	bishop	here,

I	reckon.	But	what	sort	of	a	way	is	that	for	bones	to	lie?	'Tain't	in	natur'."
Indeed,	on	a	second	glance,	it	seemed	impossible	to	fancy	that	the	body	was	in

a	natural	position.	But	for	some	disarray	(the	work,	perhaps,	of	the	birds	that	had
fed	upon	him	or	of	 the	slow-growing	creeper	 that	had	gradually	enveloped	his
remains)	 the	man	 lay	perfectly	 straight—his	 feet	 pointing	 in	one	direction,	 his
hands,	raised	above	his	head	like	a	diver's,	pointing	directly	in	the	opposite.
"I've	 taken	 a	 notion	 into	 my	 old	 numbskull,"	 observed	 Silver.	 "Here's	 the

compass;	there's	the	tip-top	p'int	o'	Skeleton	Island,	stickin'	out	like	a	tooth.	Just
take	a	bearing,	will	you,	along	the	line	of	them	bones."
It	was	done.	The	body	pointed	straight	in	the	direction	of	the	island,	and	the

compass	read	duly	E.S.E.	and	by	E.
"I	thought	so,"	cried	the	cook;	"this	here	is	a	p'inter.	Right	up	there	is	our	line

for	the	Pole	Star	and	the	jolly	dollars.	But,	by	thunder!	If	it	don't	make	me	cold
inside	to	think	of	Flint.	This	is	one	of	his	jokes,	and	no	mistake.	Him	and	these
six	was	alone	here;	he	killed	 'em,	every	man;	and	 this	one	he	hauled	here	and
laid	 down	 by	 compass,	 shiver	my	 timbers!	 They're	 long	 bones,	 and	 the	 hair's
been	yellow.	Aye,	that	would	be	Allardyce.	You	mind	Allardyce,	Tom	Morgan?"
"Aye,	aye,"	 returned	Morgan;	"I	mind	him;	he	owed	me	money,	he	did,	and



took	my	knife	ashore	with	him."
"Speaking	of	knives,"	said	another,	"why	don't	we	find	his'n	lying	round?	Flint

warn't	the	man	to	pick	a	seaman's	pocket;	and	the	birds,	I	guess,	would	leave	it
be."
"By	the	powers,	and	that's	true!"	cried	Silver.
"There	ain't	a	thing	left	here,"	said	Merry,	still	feeling	round	among	the	bones;

"not	a	copper	doit	nor	a	baccy	box.	It	don't	look	nat'ral	to	me."
"No,	 by	 gum,	 it	 don't,"	 agreed	 Silver;	 "not	 nat'ral,	 nor	 not	 nice,	 says	 you.

Great	guns!	Messmates,	but	if	Flint	was	living,	this	would	be	a	hot	spot	for	you
and	me.	Six	they	were,	and	six	are	we;	and	bones	is	what	they	are	now."
"I	saw	him	dead	with	these	here	deadlights,"	said	Morgan.	"Billy	took	me	in.

There	he	laid,	with	penny-pieces	on	his	eyes."
"Dead—aye,	sure	enough	he's	dead	and	gone	below,"	said	the	fellow	with	the

bandage;	"but	if	ever	sperrit	walked,	it	would	be	Flint's.	Dear	heart,	but	he	died
bad,	did	Flint!"
"Aye,	that	he	did,"	observed	another;	"now	he	raged,	and	now	he	hollered	for

the	rum,	and	now	he	sang.	'Fifteen	Men'	were	his	only	song,	mates;	and	I	tell	you
true,	 I	never	 rightly	 liked	 to	hear	 it	 since.	 It	was	main	hot,	and	 the	windy	was
open,	and	I	hear	that	old	song	comin'	out	as	clear	as	clear—and	the	death-haul	on
the	man	already."
"Come,	come,"	said	Silver;	"stow	this	talk.	He's	dead,	and	he	don't	walk,	that	I

know;	leastways,	he	won't	walk	by	day,	and	you	may	lay	 to	 that.	Care	killed	a
cat.	Fetch	ahead	for	the	doubloons."
We	started,	certainly;	but	in	spite	of	the	hot	sun	and	the	staring	daylight,	 the

pirates	no	longer	ran	separate	and	shouting	through	the	wood,	but	kept	side	by
side	and	spoke	with	bated	breath.	The	terror	of	the	dead	buccaneer	had	fallen	on
their	spirits.



Chapter		5
The	Treasure	Hunt--The	Voice	Among	the	Trees

Partly	 from	 the	damping	 influence	of	 this	 alarm,	partly	 to	 rest	Silver	 and	 the
sick	folk,	the	whole	party	sat	down	as	soon	as	they	had	gained	the	brow	of	the
ascent.
The	plateau	being	 somewhat	 tilted	 towards	 the	west,	 this	 spot	 on	which	we

had	paused	commanded	a	wide	prospect	on	either	hand.	Before	us,	over	the	tree-
tops,	we	beheld	 the	Cape	of	 the	Woods	 fringed	with	surf;	behind,	we	not	only
looked	down	upon	the	anchorage	and	Skeleton	Island,	but	saw—clear	across	the
spit	 and	 the	 eastern	 lowlands—a	 great	 field	 of	 open	 sea	 upon	 the	 east.	 Sheer
above	 us	 rose	 the	 Spy-glass,	 here	 dotted	 with	 single	 pines,	 there	 black	 with
precipices.	There	was	no	sound	but	that	of	the	distant	breakers,	mounting	from
all	round,	and	the	chirp	of	countless	insects	in	the	brush.	Not	a	man,	not	a	sail,
upon	the	sea;	the	very	largeness	of	the	view	increased	the	sense	of	solitude.
Silver,	as	he	sat,	took	certain	bearings	with	his	compass.
"There	 are	 three	 'tall	 trees'"	 said	 he,	 "about	 in	 the	 right	 line	 from	 Skeleton

Island.	'Spy-glass	shoulder,'	I	take	it,	means	that	lower	p'int	there.	It's	child's	play
to	find	the	stuff	now.	I've	half	a	mind	to	dine	first."
"I	don't	feel	sharp,"	growled	Morgan.	"Thinkin'	o'	Flint—I	think	it	were—as

done	me."
"Ah,	well,	my	son,	you	praise	your	stars	he's	dead,"	said	Silver.
"He	were	an	ugly	devil,"	cried	a	third	pirate	with	a	shudder;	"that	blue	in	the

face	too!"
"That	was	how	the	rum	took	him,"	added	Merry.	"Blue!	Well,	I	reckon	he	was

blue.	That's	a	true	word."
Ever	since	they	had	found	the	skeleton	and	got	upon	this	train	of	thought,	they

had	spoken	lower	and	lower,	and	they	had	almost	got	to	whispering	by	now,	so
that	 the	sound	of	 their	 talk	hardly	 interrupted	 the	silence	of	 the	wood.	All	of	a
sudden,	out	of	the	middle	of	the	trees	in	front	of	us,	a	thin,	high,	trembling	voice
struck	up	the	well-known	air	and	words:
"Fifteen	men	on	the	dead	man's	chest—
Yo-ho-ho,	and	a	bottle	of	rum!"
I	never	have	seen	men	more	dreadfully	affected	 than	 the	pirates.	The	colour



went	 from	 their	 six	 faces	 like	 enchantment;	 some	 leaped	 to	 their	 feet,	 some
clawed	hold	of	others;	Morgan	grovelled	on	the	ground.
"It's	Flint,	by——!"	cried	Merry.
The	song	had	stopped	as	suddenly	as	 it	began—broken	off,	you	would	have

said,	 in	 the	middle	 of	 a	 note,	 as	 though	 someone	 had	 laid	 his	 hand	 upon	 the
singer's	mouth.	Coming	 through	 the	 clear,	 sunny	 atmosphere	 among	 the	 green
tree-tops,	 I	 thought	 it	 had	 sounded	 airily	 and	 sweetly;	 and	 the	 effect	 on	 my
companions	was	the	stranger.
"Come,"	said	Silver,	struggling	with	his	ashen	lips	to	get	 the	word	out;	"this

won't	do.	Stand	by	to	go	about.	This	is	a	rum	start,	and	I	can't	name	the	voice,
but	it's	someone	skylarking—someone	that's	flesh	and	blood,	and	you	may	lay	to
that."
His	courage	had	come	back	as	he	spoke,	and	some	of	 the	colour	 to	his	 face

along	with	it.	Already	the	others	had	begun	to	lend	an	ear	to	this	encouragement
and	were	coming	a	little	to	themselves,	when	the	same	voice	broke	out	again—
not	this	time	singing,	but	in	a	faint	distant	hail	that	echoed	yet	fainter	among	the
clefts	of	the	Spy-glass.
"Darby	M'Graw,"	it	wailed—for	that	is	the	word	that	best	describes	the	sound

—"Darby	M'Graw!	Darby	M'Graw!"	again	and	again	and	again;	and	then	rising
a	little	higher,	and	with	an	oath	that	I	leave	out:	"Fetch	aft	the	rum,	Darby!"
The	buccaneers	remained	rooted	to	the	ground,	 their	eyes	starting	from	their

heads.	Long	after	the	voice	had	died	away	they	still	stared	in	silence,	dreadfully,
before	them.
"That	fixes	it!"	gasped	one.	"Let's	go."
"They	was	his	last	words,"	moaned	Morgan,	"his	last	words	above	board."
Dick	had	his	Bible	out	and	was	praying	volubly.	He	had	been	well	brought	up,

had	Dick,	before	he	came	to	sea	and	fell	among	bad	companions.
Still	Silver	was	unconquered.	I	could	hear	his	teeth	rattle	in	his	head,	but	he

had	not	yet	surrendered.
"Nobody	in	this	here	island	ever	heard	of	Darby,"	he	muttered;	"not	one	but	us

that's	here."	And	then,	making	a	great	effort:	"Shipmates,"	he	cried,	"I'm	here	to
get	that	stuff,	and	I'll	not	be	beat	by	man	or	devil.	I	never	was	feared	of	Flint	in
his	life,	and,	by	the	powers,	I'll	face	him	dead.	There's	seven	hundred	thousand
pound	not	a	quarter	of	a	mile	from	here.	When	did	ever	a	gentleman	o'	fortune
show	his	stern	to	that	much	dollars	for	a	boozy	old	seaman	with	a	blue	mug—
and	him	dead	too?"
But	there	was	no	sign	of	reawakening	courage	in	his	followers,	rather,	indeed,

of	growing	terror	at	the	irreverence	of	his	words.
"Belay	there,	John!"	said	Merry.	"Don't	you	cross	a	sperrit."



And	 the	 rest	 were	 all	 too	 terrified	 to	 reply.	 They	 would	 have	 run	 away
severally	 had	 they	 dared;	 but	 fear	 kept	 them	 together,	 and	 kept	 them	 close	 by
John,	 as	 if	 his	 daring	helped	 them.	He,	 on	his	 part,	 had	pretty	well	 fought	 his
weakness	down.
"Sperrit?	Well,	maybe,"	he	said.	"But	there's	one	thing	not	clear	to	me.	There

was	an	echo.	Now,	no	man	ever	seen	a	sperrit	with	a	shadow;	well	then,	what's
he	doing	with	an	echo	to	him,	I	should	like	to	know?	That	ain't	in	natur',	surely?"
This	argument	seemed	weak	enough	to	me.	But	you	can	never	tell	what	will

affect	the	superstitious,	and	to	my	wonder,	George	Merry	was	greatly	relieved.
"Well,	 that's	so,"	he	said.	"You've	a	head	upon	your	shoulders,	John,	and	no

mistake.	'Bout	ship,	mates!	This	here	crew	is	on	a	wrong	tack,	I	do	believe.	And
come	to	 think	on	 it,	 it	was	 like	Flint's	voice,	 I	grant	you,	but	not	 just	so	clear-
away	like	it,	after	all.	It	was	liker	somebody	else's	voice	now—it	was	liker—"
"By	the	powers,	Ben	Gunn!"	roared	Silver.
"Aye,	 and	 so	 it	were,"	 cried	Morgan,	 springing	 on	 his	 knees.	 "Ben	Gunn	 it

were!"
"It	don't	make	much	odds,	do	it,	now?"	asked	Dick.	"Ben	Gunn's	not	here	in

the	body	any	more'n	Flint."
But	the	older	hands	greeted	this	remark	with	scorn.
"Why,	nobody	minds	Ben	Gunn,"	cried	Merry;	"dead	or	alive,	nobody	minds

him."
It	was	extraordinary	how	their	spirits	had	returned	and	how	the	natural	colour

had	 revived	 in	 their	 faces.	 Soon	 they	were	 chatting	 together,	with	 intervals	 of
listening;	and	not	long	after,	hearing	no	further	sound,	they	shouldered	the	tools
and	set	forth	again,	Merry	walking	first	with	Silver's	compass	to	keep	them	on
the	right	line	with	Skeleton	Island.	He	had	said	the	truth:	dead	or	alive,	nobody
minded	Ben	Gunn.
Dick	alone	still	held	his	Bible,	and	looked	around	him	as	he	went,	with	fearful

glances;	 but	 he	 found	 no	 sympathy,	 and	 Silver	 even	 joked	 him	 on	 his
precautions.
"I	told	you,"	said	he—"I	told	you	you	had	sp'iled	your	Bible.	If	it	ain't	no	good

to	swear	by,	what	do	you	suppose	a	sperrit	would	give	for	it?	Not	that!"	and	he
snapped	his	big	fingers,	halting	a	moment	on	his	crutch.
But	Dick	was	not	to	be	comforted;	indeed,	it	was	soon	plain	to	me	that	the	lad

was	 falling	 sick;	hastened	by	heat,	 exhaustion,	and	 the	 shock	of	his	alarm,	 the
fever,	predicted	by	Dr.	Livesey,	was	evidently	growing	swiftly	higher.
It	was	fine	open	walking	here,	upon	the	summit;	our	way	lay	a	little	downhill,

for,	as	I	have	said,	the	plateau	tilted	towards	the	west.	The	pines,	great	and	small,
grew	wide	apart;	and	even	between	the	clumps	of	nutmeg	and	azalea,	wide	open



spaces	 baked	 in	 the	 hot	 sunshine.	 Striking,	 as	 we	 did,	 pretty	 near	 north-west
across	the	island,	we	drew,	on	the	one	hand,	ever	nearer	under	the	shoulders	of
the	Spy-glass,	and	on	the	other,	looked	ever	wider	over	that	western	bay	where	I
had	once	tossed	and	trembled	in	the	oracle.
The	first	of	the	tall	trees	was	reached,	and	by	the	bearings	proved	the	wrong

one.	 So	 with	 the	 second.	 The	 third	 rose	 nearly	 two	 hundred	 feet	 into	 the	 air
above	a	clump	of	underwood—a	giant	of	a	vegetable,	with	a	red	column	as	big
as	 a	 cottage,	 and	 a	 wide	 shadow	 around	 in	 which	 a	 company	 could	 have
manoeuvred.	It	was	conspicuous	far	to	sea	both	on	the	east	and	west	and	might
have	been	entered	as	a	sailing	mark	upon	the	chart.
But	 it	 was	 not	 its	 size	 that	 now	 impressed	 my	 companions;	 it	 was	 the

knowledge	 that	 seven	hundred	 thousand	pounds	 in	gold	 lay	 somewhere	buried
below	 its	 spreading	 shadow.	 The	 thought	 of	 the	 money,	 as	 they	 drew	 nearer,
swallowed	up	their	previous	terrors.	Their	eyes	burned	in	their	heads;	their	feet
grew	 speedier	 and	 lighter;	 their	whole	 soul	was	 found	 up	 in	 that	 fortune,	 that
whole	 lifetime	of	extravagance	and	pleasure,	 that	 lay	waiting	 there	 for	each	of
them.
Silver	hobbled,	grunting,	on	his	crutch;	his	nostrils	stood	out	and	quivered;	he

cursed	like	a	madman	when	the	flies	settled	on	his	hot	and	shiny	countenance;	he
plucked	furiously	at	the	line	that	held	me	to	him	and	from	time	to	time	turned	his
eyes	 upon	 me	 with	 a	 deadly	 look.	 Certainly	 he	 took	 no	 pains	 to	 hide	 his
thoughts,	and	certainly	I	read	them	like	print.	In	the	immediate	nearness	of	the
gold,	all	else	had	been	forgotten:	his	promise	and	the	doctor's	warning	were	both
things	of	the	past,	and	I	could	not	doubt	that	he	hoped	to	seize	upon	the	treasure,
find	and	board	the	Hispaniola	under	cover	of	night,	cut	every	honest	throat	about
that	 island,	 and	 sail	 away	 as	 he	 had	 at	 first	 intended,	 laden	 with	 crimes	 and
riches.
Shaken	 as	 I	was	with	 these	 alarms,	 it	was	 hard	 for	me	 to	 keep	 up	with	 the

rapid	pace	of	 the	 treasure-hunters.	Now	and	again	 I	 stumbled,	 and	 it	was	 then
that	 Silver	 plucked	 so	 roughly	 at	 the	 rope	 and	 launched	 at	me	 his	murderous
glances.	Dick,	who	 had	 dropped	 behind	 us	 and	 now	 brought	 up	 the	 rear,	was
babbling	 to	himself	 both	prayers	 and	 curses	 as	 his	 fever	 kept	 rising.	This	 also
added	to	my	wretchedness,	and	to	crown	all,	I	was	haunted	by	the	thought	of	the
tragedy	that	had	once	been	acted	on	that	plateau,	when	that	ungodly	buccaneer
with	the	blue	face—he	who	died	at	Savannah,	singing	and	shouting	for	drink—
had	there,	with	his	own	hand,	cut	down	his	six	accomplices.	This	grove	that	was
now	so	peaceful	must	 then	have	 rung	with	 cries,	 I	 thought;	 and	 even	with	 the
thought	I	could	believe	I	heard	it	ringing	still.
We	were	now	at	the	margin	of	the	thicket.



"Huzza,	mates,	 all	 together!"	 shouted	Merry;	 and	 the	 foremost	 broke	 into	 a
run.
And	 suddenly,	not	 ten	yards	 further,	we	beheld	 them	stop.	A	 low	cry	 arose.

Silver	 doubled	 his	 pace,	 digging	 away	 with	 the	 foot	 of	 his	 crutch	 like	 one
possessed;	and	next	moment	he	and	I	had	come	also	to	a	dead	halt.
Before	us	was	a	great	excavation,	not	very	recent,	for	the	sides	had	fallen	in

and	grass	had	sprouted	on	the	bottom.	In	this	were	the	shaft	of	a	pick	broken	in
two	 and	 the	 boards	 of	 several	 packing-cases	 strewn	 around.	 On	 one	 of	 these
boards	 I	 saw,	 branded	with	 a	 hot	 iron,	 the	 name	Walrus—the	 name	 of	 Flint's
ship.
All	was	 clear	 to	 probation.	The	 cache	 had	 been	 found	 and	 rifled;	 the	 seven

hundred	thousand	pounds	were	gone!



Chapter		6
The	Fall	of	a	Chieftain

There	never	was	such	an	overturn	in	this	world.	Each	of	these	six	men	was	as
though	 he	 had	 been	 struck.	 But	 with	 Silver	 the	 blow	 passed	 almost	 instantly.
Every	thought	of	his	soul	had	been	set	full-stretch,	like	a	racer,	on	that	money;
well,	he	was	brought	up,	 in	a	single	second,	dead;	and	he	kept	his	head,	found
his	 temper,	 and	changed	his	plan	before	 the	others	had	had	 time	 to	 realize	 the
disappointment.
"Jim,"	he	whispered,	"take	that,	and	stand	by	for	trouble."
And	he	passed	me	a	double-barrelled	pistol.
At	the	same	time,	he	began	quietly	moving	northward,	and	in	a	few	steps	had

put	 the	 hollow	 between	 us	 two	 and	 the	 other	 five.	 Then	 he	 looked	 at	me	 and
nodded,	 as	much	 as	 to	 say,	 "Here	 is	 a	 narrow	 corner,"	 as,	 indeed,	 I	 thought	 it
was.	His	 looks	were	not	quite	 friendly,	and	I	was	so	 revolted	at	 these	constant
changes	that	I	could	not	forbear	whispering,	"So	you've	changed	sides	again."
There	was	no	time	left	for	him	to	answer	in.	The	buccaneers,	with	oaths	and

cries,	began	to	leap,	one	after	another,	into	the	pit	and	to	dig	with	their	fingers,
throwing	the	boards	aside	as	they	did	so.	Morgan	found	a	piece	of	gold.	He	held
it	up	with	a	perfect	spout	of	oaths.	It	was	a	two-guinea	piece,	and	it	went	from
hand	to	hand	among	them	for	a	quarter	of	a	minute.
"Two	guineas!"	roared	Merry,	shaking	it	at	Silver.	"That's	your	seven	hundred

thousand	pounds,	 is	 it?	You're	 the	man	for	bargains,	ain't	you?	You're	him	that
never	bungled	nothing,	you	wooden-headed	lubber!"
"Dig	 away,	 boys,"	 said	 Silver	 with	 the	 coolest	 insolence;	 "you'll	 find	 some

pig-nuts	and	I	shouldn't	wonder."
"Pig-nuts!"	repeated	Merry,	in	a	scream.	"Mates,	do	you	hear	that?	I	tell	you

now,	that	man	there	knew	it	all	along.	Look	in	the	face	of	him	and	you'll	see	it
wrote	there."
"Ah,	Merry,"	remarked	Silver,	"standing	for	cap'n	again?	You're	a	pushing	lad,

to	be	sure."
But	this	time	everyone	was	entirely	in	Merry's	favour.	They	began	to	scramble

out	of	the	excavation,	darting	furious	glances	behind	them.	One	thing	I	observed,
which	looked	well	for	us:	they	all	got	out	upon	the	opposite	side	from	Silver.



Well,	 there	we	stood,	 two	on	one	side,	 five	on	 the	other,	 the	pit	between	us,
and	nobody	screwed	up	high	enough	to	offer	the	first	blow.	Silver	never	moved;
he	watched	 them,	very	upright	on	his	crutch,	and	 looked	as	cool	as	ever	I	saw
him.	He	was	brave,	and	no	mistake.
At	last	Merry	seemed	to	think	a	speech	might	help	matters.
"Mates,"	says	he,	"there's	 two	of	 them	alone	 there;	one's	 the	old	cripple	 that

brought	 us	 all	 here	 and	 blundered	 us	 down	 to	 this;	 the	 other's	 that	 cub	 that	 I
mean	to	have	the	heart	of.	Now,	mates—"
He	was	raising	his	arm	and	his	voice,	and	plainly	meant	to	lead	a	charge.	But

just	 then—crack!	 crack!	 crack!—three	musket-shots	 flashed	out	 of	 the	 thicket.
Merry	 tumbled	 head	 foremost	 into	 the	 excavation;	 the	 man	 with	 the	 bandage
spun	 round	 like	 a	 teetotum	 and	 fell	 all	 his	 length	 upon	 his	 side,	where	 he	 lay
dead,	but	still	 twitching;	and	 the	other	 three	 turned	and	ran	for	 it	with	all	 their
might.
Before	you	could	wink,	Long	John	had	fired	 two	barrels	of	a	pistol	 into	 the

struggling	Merry,	 and	 as	 the	man	 rolled	 up	 his	 eyes	 at	 him	 in	 the	 last	 agony,
"George,"	said	he,	"I	reckon	I	settled	you."
At	the	same	moment,	the	doctor,	Gray,	and	Ben	Gunn	joined	us,	with	smoking

muskets,	from	among	the	nutmeg-trees.
"Forward!"	cried	 the	doctor.	 "Double	quick,	my	 lads.	We	must	head	 'em	off

the	boats."
And	we	set	off	at	a	great	pace,	sometimes	plunging	through	the	bushes	to	the

chest.
I	tell	you,	but	Silver	was	anxious	to	keep	up	with	us.	The	work	that	man	went

through,	leaping	on	his	crutch	till	the	muscles	of	his	chest	were	fit	to	burst,	was
work	no	sound	man	ever	equalled;	and	so	 thinks	 the	doctor.	As	 it	was,	he	was
already	thirty	yards	behind	us	and	on	the	verge	of	strangling	when	we	reached
the	brow	of	the	slope.
"Doctor,"	he	hailed,	"see	there!	No	hurry!"
Sure	enough	there	was	no	hurry.	In	a	more	open	part	of	the	plateau,	we	could

see	 the	 three	 survivors	 still	 running	 in	 the	 same	 direction	 as	 they	 had	 started,
right	for	Mizzen-mast	Hill.	We	were	already	between	them	and	the	boats;	and	so
we	four	sat	down	to	breathe,	while	Long	John,	mopping	his	face,	came	slowly
up	with	us.
"Thank	ye	kindly,	doctor,"	says	he.	"You	came	in	 in	about	 the	nick,	 I	guess,

for	me	and	Hawkins.	And	so	it's	you,	Ben	Gunn!"	he	added.	"Well,	you're	a	nice
one,	to	be	sure."
"I'm	 Ben	 Gunn,	 I	 am,"	 replied	 the	 maroon,	 wriggling	 like	 an	 eel	 in	 his

embarrassment.	"And,"	he	added,	after	a	long	pause,	"how	do,	Mr.	Silver?	Pretty



well,	I	thank	ye,	says	you."
"Ben,	Ben,"	murmured	Silver,	"to	think	as	you've	done	me!"
The	doctor	sent	back	Gray	for	one	of	the	pick-axes	deserted,	in	their	flight,	by

the	mutineers,	and	 then	as	we	proceeded	 leisurely	downhill	 to	where	 the	boats
were	 lying,	 related	 in	 a	 few	 words	 what	 had	 taken	 place.	 It	 was	 a	 story	 that
profoundly	interested	Silver;	and	Ben	Gunn,	the	half-idiot	maroon,	was	the	hero
from	beginning	to	end.
Ben,	in	his	long,	lonely	wanderings	about	the	island,	had	found	the	skeleton—

it	was	he	that	had	rifled	it;	he	had	found	the	treasure;	he	had	dug	it	up	(it	was	the
haft	of	his	pick-axe	that	 lay	broken	in	 the	excavation);	he	had	carried	 it	on	his
back,	in	many	weary	journeys,	from	the	foot	of	the	tall	pine	to	a	cave	he	had	on
the	 two-pointed	 hill	 at	 the	 north-east	 angle	 of	 the	 island,	 and	 there	 it	 had	 lain
stored	in	safety	since	two	months	before	the	arrival	of	the	Hispaniola.
When	 the	 doctor	 had	wormed	 this	 secret	 from	 him	 on	 the	 afternoon	 of	 the

attack,	and	when	next	morning	he	saw	 the	anchorage	deserted,	he	had	gone	 to
Silver,	given	him	 the	chart,	which	was	now	useless—given	him	 the	 stores,	 for
Ben	Gunn's	 cave	was	well	 supplied	with	goats'	meat	 salted	by	himself—given
anything	and	everything	to	get	a	chance	of	moving	in	safety	from	the	stockade	to
the	 two-pointed	 hill,	 there	 to	 be	 clear	 of	 malaria	 and	 keep	 a	 guard	 upon	 the
money.
"As	for	you,	Jim,"	he	said,	"it	went	against	my	heart,	but	I	did	what	I	thought

best	 for	 those	who	had	 stood	by	 their	 duty;	 and	 if	 you	were	not	 one	of	 these,
whose	fault	was	it?"
That	morning,	finding	that	I	was	to	be	involved	in	the	horrid	disappointment

he	 had	 prepared	 for	 the	 mutineers,	 he	 had	 run	 all	 the	 way	 to	 the	 cave,	 and
leaving	 the	 squire	 to	 guard	 the	 captain,	 had	 taken	 Gray	 and	 the	 maroon	 and
started,	 making	 the	 diagonal	 across	 the	 island	 to	 be	 at	 hand	 beside	 the	 pine.
Soon,	however,	he	saw	that	our	party	had	the	start	of	him;	and	Ben	Gunn,	being
fleet	 of	 foot,	 had	 been	 dispatched	 in	 front	 to	 do	 his	 best	 alone.	 Then	 it	 had
occurred	to	him	to	work	upon	the	superstitions	of	his	former	shipmates,	and	he
was	 so	 far	 successful	 that	Gray	and	 the	doctor	had	come	up	and	were	 already
ambushed	before	the	arrival	of	the	treasure-hunters.
"Ah,"	 said	 Silver,	 "it	 were	 fortunate	 for	 me	 that	 I	 had	 Hawkins	 here.	 You

would	have	let	old	John	be	cut	to	bits,	and	never	given	it	a	thought,	doctor."
"Not	a	thought,"	replied	Dr.	Livesey	cheerily.
And	 by	 this	 time	 we	 had	 reached	 the	 gigs.	 The	 doctor,	 with	 the	 pick-axe,

demolished	one	of	them,	and	then	we	all	got	aboard	the	other	and	set	out	to	go
round	by	sea	for	North	Inlet.
This	 was	 a	 run	 of	 eight	 or	 nine	miles.	 Silver,	 though	 he	 was	 almost	 killed



already	with	 fatigue,	was	 set	 to	 an	 oar,	 like	 the	 rest	 of	 us,	 and	we	were	 soon
skimming	 swiftly	 over	 a	 smooth	 sea.	 Soon	 we	 passed	 out	 of	 the	 straits	 and
doubled	the	south-east	corner	of	the	island,	round	which,	four	days	ago,	we	had
towed	the	Hispaniola.
As	 we	 passed	 the	 two-pointed	 hill,	 we	 could	 see	 the	 black	 mouth	 of	 Ben

Gunn's	cave	and	a	figure	standing	by	it,	leaning	on	a	musket.	It	was	the	squire,
and	we	waved	a	handkerchief	and	gave	him	three	cheers,	in	which	the	voice	of
Silver	joined	as	heartily	as	any.
Three	miles	farther,	just	inside	the	mouth	of	North	Inlet,	what	should	we	meet

but	 the	Hispaniola,	 cruising	 by	 herself?	The	 last	 flood	 had	 lifted	 her,	 and	 had
there	been	much	wind	or	a	strong	tide	current,	as	in	the	southern	anchorage,	we
should	never	have	found	her	more,	or	found	her	stranded	beyond	help.	As	it	was,
there	was	little	amiss	beyond	the	wreck	of	the	main-sail.	Another	anchor	was	got
ready	and	dropped	in	a	fathom	and	a	half	of	water.	We	all	pulled	round	again	to
Rum	 Cove,	 the	 nearest	 point	 for	 Ben	 Gunn's	 treasure-house;	 and	 then	 Gray,
single-handed,	returned	with	the	gig	to	the	Hispaniola,	where	he	was	to	pass	the
night	on	guard.
A	gentle	slope	ran	up	from	the	beach	to	the	entrance	of	the	cave.	At	the	top,

the	squire	met	us.	To	me	he	was	cordial	and	kind,	saying	nothing	of	my	escapade
either	 in	 the	 way	 of	 blame	 or	 praise.	 At	 Silver's	 polite	 salute	 he	 somewhat
flushed.
"John	Silver,"	he	said,	"you're	a	prodigious	villain	and	imposter—a	monstrous

imposter,	sir.	I	am	told	I	am	not	to	prosecute	you.	Well,	then,	I	will	not.	But	the
dead	men,	sir,	hang	about	your	neck	like	mill-stones."
"Thank	you	kindly,	sir,"	replied	Long	John,	again	saluting.
"I	dare	you	to	thank	me!"	cried	the	squire.	"It	is	a	gross	dereliction	of	my	duty.

Stand	back."
And	thereupon	we	all	entered	the	cave.	It	was	a	large,	airy	place,	with	a	little

spring	 and	 a	 pool	 of	 clear	 water,	 overhung	 with	 ferns.	 The	 floor	 was	 sand.
Before	a	big	fire	lay	Captain	Smollett;	and	in	a	far	corner,	only	duskily	flickered
over	by	the	blaze,	I	beheld	great	heaps	of	coin	and	quadrilaterals	built	of	bars	of
gold.	That	was	Flint's	treasure	that	we	had	come	so	far	to	seek	and	that	had	cost
already	the	lives	of	seventeen	men	from	the	Hispaniola.	How	many	it	had	cost	in
the	amassing,	what	blood	and	sorrow,	what	good	ships	scuttled	on	the	deep,	what
brave	men	walking	 the	plank	blindfold,	what	 shot	of	 cannon,	what	 shame	and
lies	and	cruelty,	perhaps	no	man	alive	could	tell.	Yet	there	were	still	three	upon
that	 island—Silver,	 and	 old	Morgan,	 and	Ben	Gunn—who	 had	 each	 taken	 his
share	in	these	crimes,	as	each	had	hoped	in	vain	to	share	in	the	reward.
"Come	in,	Jim,"	said	the	captain.	"You're	a	good	boy	in	your	line,	Jim,	but	I



don't	think	you	and	me'll	go	to	sea	again.	You're	too	much	of	the	born	favourite
for	me.	Is	that	you,	John	Silver?	What	brings	you	here,	man?"
"Come	back	to	my	dooty,	sir,"	returned	Silver.
"Ah!"	said	the	captain,	and	that	was	all	he	said.
What	a	supper	I	had	of	it	that	night,	with	all	my	friends	around	me;	and	what	a

meal	it	was,	with	Ben	Gunn's	salted	goat	and	some	delicacies	and	a	bottle	of	old
wine	from	the	Hispaniola.	Never,	I	am	sure,	were	people	gayer	or	happier.	And
there	 was	 Silver,	 sitting	 back	 almost	 out	 of	 the	 firelight,	 but	 eating	 heartily,
prompt	to	spring	forward	when	anything	was	wanted,	even	joining	quietly	in	our
laughter—the	same	bland,	polite,	obsequious	seaman	of	the	voyage	out.



Chapter		7
And	Last

The	 next	 morning	 we	 fell	 early	 to	 work,	 for	 the	 transportation	 of	 this	 great
mass	of	gold	near	a	mile	by	land	to	the	beach,	and	thence	three	miles	by	boat	to
the	Hispaniola,	was	a	considerable	task	for	so	small	a	number	of	workmen.	The
three	 fellows	 still	 abroad	 upon	 the	 island	 did	 not	 greatly	 trouble	 us;	 a	 single
sentry	on	the	shoulder	of	the	hill	was	sufficient	to	ensure	us	against	any	sudden
onslaught,	and	we	thought,	besides,	they	had	had	more	than	enough	of	fighting.
Therefore	 the	 work	 was	 pushed	 on	 briskly.	 Gray	 and	 Ben	 Gunn	 came	 and

went	 with	 the	 boat,	 while	 the	 rest	 during	 their	 absences	 piled	 treasure	 on	 the
beach.	Two	of	the	bars,	slung	in	a	rope's	end,	made	a	good	load	for	a	grown	man
—one	that	he	was	glad	to	walk	slowly	with.	For	my	part,	as	I	was	not	much	use
at	carrying,	I	was	kept	busy	all	day	in	the	cave	packing	the	minted	money	into
bread-bags.
It	 was	 a	 strange	 collection,	 like	 Billy	 Bones's	 hoard	 for	 the	 diversity	 of

coinage,	but	 so	much	 larger	and	 so	much	more	varied	 that	 I	 think	 I	never	had
more	 pleasure	 than	 in	 sorting	 them.	 English,	 French,	 Spanish,	 Portuguese,
Georges,	and	Louises,	doubloons	and	double	guineas	and	moidores	and	sequins,
the	pictures	of	all	the	kings	of	Europe	for	the	last	hundred	years,	strange	Oriental
pieces	 stamped	with	what	 looked	 like	wisps	 of	 string	 or	 bits	 of	 spider's	 web,
round	 pieces	 and	 square	 pieces,	 and	 pieces	 bored	 through	 the	middle,	 as	 if	 to
wear	them	round	your	neck—nearly	every	variety	of	money	in	the	world	must,	I
think,	have	found	a	place	in	that	collection;	and	for	number,	I	am	sure	they	were
like	 autumn	 leaves,	 so	 that	my	back	 ached	with	 stooping	 and	my	 fingers	with
sorting	them	out.
Day	after	day	this	work	went	on;	by	every	evening	a	fortune	had	been	stowed

aboard,	but	there	was	another	fortune	waiting	for	the	morrow;	and	all	this	time
we	heard	nothing	of	the	three	surviving	mutineers.
At	last—I	think	it	was	on	the	third	night—the	doctor	and	I	were	strolling	on

the	shoulder	of	the	hill	where	it	overlooks	the	lowlands	of	the	isle,	when,	from
out	the	thick	darkness	below,	the	wind	brought	us	a	noise	between	shrieking	and
singing.	 It	 was	 only	 a	 snatch	 that	 reached	 our	 ears,	 followed	 by	 the	 former
silence.



"Heaven	forgive	them,"	said	the	doctor;	"'tis	the	mutineers!"
"All	drunk,	sir,"	struck	in	the	voice	of	Silver	from	behind	us.
Silver,	 I	 should	 say,	 was	 allowed	 his	 entire	 liberty,	 and	 in	 spite	 of	 daily

rebuffs,	seemed	 to	 regard	himself	once	more	as	quite	a	privileged	and	friendly
dependent.	 Indeed,	 it	was	 remarkable	 how	well	 he	bore	 these	 slights	 and	with
what	unwearying	politeness	he	kept	on	trying	to	ingratiate	himself	with	all.	Yet,	I
think,	none	treated	him	better	than	a	dog,	unless	it	was	Ben	Gunn,	who	was	still
terribly	afraid	of	his	old	quartermaster,	or	myself,	who	had	really	something	to
thank	 him	 for;	 although	 for	 that	matter,	 I	 suppose,	 I	 had	 reason	 to	 think	 even
worse	of	him	than	anybody	else,	for	I	had	seen	him	meditating	a	fresh	treachery
upon	 the	 plateau.	 Accordingly,	 it	 was	 pretty	 gruffly	 that	 the	 doctor	 answered
him.
"Drunk	or	raving,"	said	he.
"Right	you	were,	sir,"	 replied	Silver;	"and	precious	 little	odds	which,	 to	you

and	me."
"I	suppose	you	would	hardly	ask	me	to	call	you	a	humane	man,"	returned	the

doctor	with	a	sneer,	"and	so	my	feelings	may	surprise	you,	Master	Silver.	But	if	I
were	 sure	 they	were	 raving—as	 I	 am	morally	 certain	 one,	 at	 least,	 of	 them	 is
down	with	 fever—I	 should	 leave	 this	 camp,	 and	 at	 whatever	 risk	 to	my	 own
carcass,	take	them	the	assistance	of	my	skill."
"Ask	your	pardon,	sir,	you	would	be	very	wrong,"	quoth	Silver.	"You	would

lose	your	precious	life,	and	you	may	lay	to	that.	I'm	on	your	side	now,	hand	and
glove;	 and	 I	 shouldn't	 wish	 for	 to	 see	 the	 party	weakened,	 let	 alone	 yourself,
seeing	as	I	know	what	I	owes	you.	But	these	men	down	there,	they	couldn't	keep
their	word—no,	 not	 supposing	 they	wished	 to;	 and	what's	more,	 they	 couldn't
believe	as	you	could."
"No,"	said	the	doctor.	"You're	the	man	to	keep	your	word,	we	know	that."
Well,	that	was	about	the	last	news	we	had	of	the	three	pirates.	Only	once	we

heard	a	gunshot	a	great	way	off	and	supposed	them	to	be	hunting.	A	council	was
held,	 and	 it	was	 decided	 that	we	must	 desert	 them	on	 the	 island—to	 the	 huge
glee,	I	must	say,	of	Ben	Gunn,	and	with	the	strong	approval	of	Gray.	We	left	a
good	stock	of	powder	and	shot,	 the	bulk	of	the	salt	goat,	a	few	medicines,	and
some	other	necessaries,	tools,	clothing,	a	spare	sail,	a	fathom	or	two	of	rope,	and
by	the	particular	desire	of	the	doctor,	a	handsome	present	of	tobacco.
That	 was	 about	 our	 last	 doing	 on	 the	 island.	 Before	 that,	 we	 had	 got	 the

treasure	 stowed	 and	 had	 shipped	 enough	water	 and	 the	 remainder	 of	 the	 goat
meat	in	case	of	any	distress;	and	at	last,	one	fine	morning,	we	weighed	anchor,
which	was	 about	 all	 that	 we	 could	manage,	 and	 stood	 out	 of	North	 Inlet,	 the
same	colours	flying	that	the	captain	had	flown	and	fought	under	at	the	palisade.



The	three	fellows	must	have	been	watching	us	closer	than	we	thought	for,	as
we	soon	had	proved.	For	coming	 through	 the	narrows,	we	had	 to	 lie	very	near
the	southern	point,	and	there	we	saw	all	three	of	them	kneeling	together	on	a	spit
of	sand,	with	their	arms	raised	in	supplication.	It	went	to	all	our	hearts,	I	think,	to
leave	them	in	that	wretched	state;	but	we	could	not	risk	another	mutiny;	and	to
take	 them	home	 for	 the	 gibbet	would	 have	 been	 a	 cruel	 sort	 of	 kindness.	The
doctor	hailed	them	and	told	them	of	the	stores	we	had	left,	and	where	they	were
to	find	them.	But	they	continued	to	call	us	by	name	and	appeal	to	us,	for	God's
sake,	to	be	merciful	and	not	leave	them	to	die	in	such	a	place.
At	last,	seeing	the	ship	still	bore	on	her	course	and	was	now	swiftly	drawing

out	of	earshot,	one	of	them—I	know	not	which	it	was—leapt	to	his	feet	with	a
hoarse	cry,	whipped	his	musket	 to	his	 shoulder,	and	sent	a	 shot	whistling	over
Silver's	head	and	through	the	main-sail.
After	that,	we	kept	under	cover	of	the	bulwarks,	and	when	next	I	looked	out

they	had	disappeared	from	the	spit,	and	the	spit	itself	had	almost	melted	out	of
sight	 in	 the	 growing	 distance.	 That	 was,	 at	 least,	 the	 end	 of	 that;	 and	 before
noon,	to	my	inexpressible	joy,	the	highest	rock	of	Treasure	Island	had	sunk	into
the	blue	round	of	sea.
We	were	so	short	of	men	that	everyone	on	board	had	to	bear	a	hand—only	the

captain	lying	on	a	mattress	in	the	stern	and	giving	his	orders,	for	though	greatly
recovered	he	was	still	in	want	of	quiet.	We	laid	her	head	for	the	nearest	port	in
Spanish	America,	 for	we	could	not	 risk	 the	voyage	home	without	 fresh	hands;
and	as	it	was,	what	with	baffling	winds	and	a	couple	of	fresh	gales,	we	were	all
worn	out	before	we	reached	it.
It	was	 just	at	sundown	when	we	cast	anchor	 in	a	most	beautiful	 land-locked

gulf,	 and	 were	 immediately	 surrounded	 by	 shore	 boats	 full	 of	 Negroes	 and
Mexican	 Indians	 and	 half-bloods	 selling	 fruits	 and	 vegetables	 and	 offering	 to
dive	for	bits	of	money.	The	sight	of	so	many	good-humoured	faces	 (especially
the	blacks),	the	taste	of	the	tropical	fruits,	and	above	all	the	lights	that	began	to
shine	in	the	town	made	a	most	charming	contrast	to	our	dark	and	bloody	sojourn
on	 the	 island;	 and	 the	doctor	 and	 the	 squire,	 taking	me	along	with	 them,	went
ashore	to	pass	the	early	part	of	the	night.	Here	they	met	the	captain	of	an	English
man-of-war,	fell	 in	talk	with	him,	went	on	board	his	ship,	and,	in	short,	had	so
agreeable	a	time	that	day	was	breaking	when	we	came	alongside	the	Hispaniola.
Ben	Gunn	was	on	deck	 alone,	 and	 as	 soon	 as	we	 came	on	board	he	 began,

with	 wonderful	 contortions,	 to	 make	 us	 a	 confession.	 Silver	 was	 gone.	 The
maroon	had	connived	at	his	escape	in	a	shore	boat	some	hours	ago,	and	he	now
assured	us	he	had	only	done	so	to	preserve	our	lives,	which	would	certainly	have
been	forfeit	 if	"that	man	with	the	one	leg	had	stayed	aboard."	But	 this	was	not



all.	The	 sea-cook	had	not	gone	 empty-handed.	He	had	 cut	 through	a	bulkhead
unobserved	and	had	 removed	one	of	 the	 sacks	of	 coin,	worth	perhaps	 three	or
four	hundred	guineas,	to	help	him	on	his	further	wanderings.
I	think	we	were	all	pleased	to	be	so	cheaply	quit	of	him.
Well,	to	make	a	long	story	short,	we	got	a	few	hands	on	board,	made	a	good

cruise	 home,	 and	 the	 Hispaniola	 reached	 Bristol	 just	 as	 Mr.	 Blandly	 was
beginning	 to	 think	of	 fitting	out	 her	 consort.	 Five	men	only	of	 those	who	had
sailed	 returned	 with	 her.	 "Drink	 and	 the	 devil	 had	 done	 for	 the	 rest,"	 with	 a
vengeance,	although,	to	be	sure,	we	were	not	quite	in	so	bad	a	case	as	that	other
ship	they	sang	about:
With	one	man	of	her	crew	alive,
What	put	to	sea	with	seventy-five.
All	of	us	had	an	ample	share	of	 the	 treasure	and	used	 it	wisely	or	 foolishly,

according	to	our	natures.	Captain	Smollett	is	now	retired	from	the	sea.	Gray	not
only	 saved	 his	 money,	 but	 being	 suddenly	 smit	 with	 the	 desire	 to	 rise,	 also
studied	his	profession,	and	he	is	now	mate	and	part	owner	of	a	fine	full-rigged
ship,	married	 besides,	 and	 the	 father	 of	 a	 family.	 As	 for	 Ben	Gunn,	 he	 got	 a
thousand	pounds,	which	he	spent	or	lost	in	three	weeks,	or	to	be	more	exact,	in
nineteen	days,	 for	he	was	back	begging	on	 the	 twentieth.	Then	he	was	given	a
lodge	to	keep,	exactly	as	he	had	feared	upon	the	island;	and	he	still	lives,	a	great
favourite,	 though	 something	 of	 a	 butt,	 with	 the	 country	 boys,	 and	 a	 notable
singer	in	church	on	Sundays	and	saints'	days.
Of	Silver	we	have	heard	no	more.	That	formidable	seafaring	man	with	one	leg

has	at	last	gone	clean	out	of	my	life;	but	I	dare	say	he	met	his	old	Negress,	and
perhaps	still	 lives	in	comfort	with	her	and	Captain	Flint.	It	 is	 to	be	hoped	so,	I
suppose,	for	his	chances	of	comfort	in	another	world	are	very	small.
The	 bar	 silver	 and	 the	 arms	 still	 lie,	 for	 all	 that	 I	 know,	where	 Flint	 buried

them;	and	certainly	they	shall	lie	there	for	me.	Oxen	and	wain-ropes	would	not
bring	me	 back	 again	 to	 that	 accursed	 island;	 and	 the	worst	 dreams	 that	 ever	 I
have	 are	when	 I	 hear	 the	 surf	booming	about	 its	 coasts	or	 start	 upright	 in	bed
with	 the	sharp	voice	of	Captain	Flint	still	 ringing	 in	my	ears:	"Pieces	of	eight!
Pieces	of	eight!"
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