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THE BEAR IN THE BEECH-WOOD.

ONCE upon a time a King and a Queen were obliged to take a long

journey, so long that probably years would pass over before they
could return to their own kingdom. The Queen wished to stay behind
with her children, a boy and gi1l, but the King would not hear of this, so
the children were left to the care of an old nurse, who lived in a pretty
little cottage in the middle of a beech-wood. The thatch was covered
with green and brown and orange moss, and over this and on the white
walls of the cottage were gréat clusters of purple and white grapes. In-
side the cottage there were so many toys that it took the Prince and
Princess three days to count them. _

But at the end of that time they had grown t.red of toys, and then
they found out—what every one else had forgotten—there were no sugar-
plums in the cottage. They went to the door and put their heads ouf’
but there was nothing to be seen but the beech-wood.

« 1 say, Bette,” said the Prince, “ I see brown sugared almonds among
the leaves.” '

But when he found they were only beech-nuts he began to cry.

“Hush!” said his sister, whose name was Bettelinda, though her
brother called her Bette; “I can’t bear cry-babies, Tim, especially if
they’re boys.” The little Prince’s real name was Timoleus. “There is
fun to be had without sweeties ; think of something else.”

Tim was a good boy, though as the Queen always carried a silver box
ot sweetmeats hanging at her girdle for his special use, it was natural he
should cry the first time he missed them.

“1 tell you what, Bette,” he said ; “we’ll tease old Badger.”

Now Dame Badger was their nurse, an old woman with a double chin,
and large spectacles with tortoise-shell rims. She wore a high cdp with
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u broad black ribbon round the crown, and. high-heeled shoes with silver

buckles. She was just like a picture of Mother Hubbard, and when she
was cross her chin wobbled like jelly that is not stiff enough.

‘Bettelinda said, “Oh, Tim” but she laughed and followed Tim indoors.

. There sat the Dame pretending to knit ; in reality she was half asleep.
_She was nearly always asleep, and she hated to be waked up.

«T say, Dame,” said the little Prince, close at her ear, “I’d look after
my grapes if I were you.”

Wobble, wobble, wobble'went the old woman’s chin, and she grumbled,
“Tiresome children !” as she went out at the door.

She had left her spectacles on the table, and Tim put them on Bette-
linda’s nose, and then he made her climb upon the round table with him,
where they danced a jig hard in hand, singing as loud as they could :—
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*“ Badger's a bate—Badger's a bate ; .
She scolds all day, from early to late.”

But the table was rickety, or they were too riotous, for down it came.
They rolled over on the floor, and the spectacles were broken to bits.

How the old woman did scold, and how her chin did wobble when
she came back! Tim and Bettelinda saw it as they got up from the floor
and they burst out laughing.

“You nau-au-au-aughty chil-il-il-dren. I’ll whi-i-i-i-p’ you-ou-ou,” she
said ; for, you see, her chin went on wobbling'all the time.

“No, no, we are sorry we broke your spectacles,” said the little Princess
“but we are too old to be whipped. Come along, Tim, to the woods.”

The old woman had shut the door after her as she came in, and now
as the children reached it there came a strange sound all over it; it
made Bettelinda’s and Tim’s hair stand on end with fright. Even Mrs.
Badger’s chin left off wobbling. There was the noise again, scratch—
scratch—scra-a-atch—this time as if a gross of tenpenny nails were scratch-
ing against the wood.

“Oh! it’s the bear,” said the old woman, and she immediately put her
face down between her knees, as she had been told that that was good
for fainting-fits.

Now it happened that a cruel savage White Bear lived among some
crags not far off, but Dame Badger had been too lazy and sleepy to caution
the children against him.

They had been used to play with all kinds of animals at the palace, and
they thought a bear would make a famous playmate, so they ran again
to the door and opened it.

There was no bear, but a very handsome young huntsman, in a green
suit trimmed all over with rich brown fur, stood there, and he pulled off
his hat to Princess Bettelinda.

“I’ve lost my way in the wood,” he said ; “can you give me a drink
of water?”

“ N0-0-0-0-0-0—g0-0-0-0-0,” screamed the old woman. She did not
raise her head, but the children knew her chin must be wobbling still

“I'll get you some water,” said Bettelinda; “And L/ give you the
cake I was to have had for supper,” said Tim; and the little maid trotted
round to the back of the cottage with the handsome stranger, and drew
some water up from the well. It was a wonderful well,—so deep that
when you threw a stone down, you had to wait quite two minutes belote
you heard it splash in the water below, while the stony sides sexx wp 2

A—a
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prolonged chorus of groans, as if they were grievously tormented; its
mouth and throat, too, for that matter, were clothed with long shining
ferns, like wavy green satin ribbons.

“You are very kind children,” said the huntsman, when Tim brought
him the cake—such a capital cake, full of candied peel and raisins,—
“and I will give you a bit of advice. When you are out in the wood

never stray far from a beech-tree : there are so many of them that you
won’t find it hard to remember this; and, above all, never gather any
of the ferns from this well. Remember, I can’t advise you twice over,
and I may not see you again. I must go.”
He disappeared suddenly, and it seemed to the children that they
heard a growl, and then something very like a huge Brown Bear peeped
for an instant through the beech-trees which surrounded the garden.
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But they paid no heed; they talked about the stranger, while they
“ strolled into the wood, hoping to see him again.

It was very pleasant there : the glossy holly-trees showed plenty of red
berries, and as to nuts and blackberries, there were little nooks and copses
full of them.

“1 say, Bette,” said the boy, “why should we go back to that cross
old Badger? We could sleep quite snugly on the soft green moss, and
I’m sure I could live on nuts and blackberries ; couldn’t you?”

Bettelinda did not quite like the idea of going to bed in her clothes;
but when Tim called this a “finnick,” she agreed to sleep out in the
wood.

They spent a very happy day; they made a hearty dinner off nuts and
blackberries, and then they rolled up two little moss pillows, and carried
them about under their arms against bed-time.

A deep ravine ran through the middle of the wood on the side next
the cottage. The steep descent was covered with beech-trees, as gay as
a pheasant’s wing when the sun shines upon it; but the ascent opposite
was a succession of rough stepping-stones, crowned at the top with dark
gloomy pines.

“I say,” said the little Prince, “ I’m tired of beech-nuts; are not you,
Bette? We might have fine fun pelting each other with fir-apples.”

“So we might,” said Bettelinda, and they pelted one another with the
fircones till the sun went down, and till Tim’s blue jacket and Bette-
linda’s rose-coloured frock were covered with sticky fir-apples. -

“Somehow,” said the Princess, “ I would rather sleep in the beech-
wood ;” but just then she remembered the stranger’s warning. “Come
along, Tim,” she said, in a frightened voice, “and make haste.”

Alas! she spoke too late. Between the tall straight boles of the pine-
torest the children had seen huge masses of rock piled one on another.
Now from one of these came a low threatening growl, like far-off thunder,
and before the sound had died away there was the little Prince in the
grasp of a huge White Bear.

The boy fought and kicked desparately, but he did not utter a cry,
though the Bear’s close grip must have hurt him. He could not turn his
head and look after Bettelinda, but he called out, “ Run—run away,
darling, and save yourself.”

But Bettelinda had a brave little heart: she picked up a stone and
aimed it direct at the Bear’s eye. It hurt him, and he let go Tim that
he might rub his wounded eye. Bettelinda rushed up to her brother in
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hopes of dragging him away ; but, alas! in an instant the wicked hairy
mponster had clutched her little fose-coloured frock, rending off all the
pearl embroidery.

“There’s no use struggling,” he said with a kind of sneering growl :
he meant it for a laugh, but there is nothing really joking in a bear’s
laugh ; and the poor children shook all over. “You are just the wife I
want,” he said to Bettelinda. “I have a nice little family for you to take
care of ; my Ursula and I did not quite agree, so I hugged her to death
yesterday. And you, little boy, are as plump and succulent as a young
boar-pig. You’ll make a prime dish at your sister’s marriage feast;
only I can’t carry you both at once. Here, Ursonino.” And he began
a series of awful growls, which made even Tim’s heart stand still with
fear. As to Bettelinda, she had fainted with fright.

The White Bear threw back his sly-looking ears to listen ; but, instead
of the answering growl of his eldest-born, he heard a strange new voice
in the direction of his den. He growled with anger, and tried to drag
both the children along with him, but he could not keep Tim quiet, the
little fellow beginning to struggle again with all his might. The White
Bear stood erect and listened. Again came the strange angry growl, and,
mingling with it, the voices of his children in an agonized chorus. There
was no mistaking the tone. The monster gave Tim a hearty squeeze,
and then, letting him and the stupefied Bettelinda drop, he trotted off
in the direction of the sounds.

Tim tried vainly to rouse his sister, till he suddenly remembered that
he had that morning pocketed Dame Badger’s snuff-box in the hope of
making her chin wobble. He pulled it desperately out of his pocket,
and put it close to Bettelinda’s nose.

“Isha esha——usha!” came violently from Bettelinda; she sat up
and looked round her, wide awake, but she had lost all power of move-
ment, and told Tim feebly to run away home and leave her to her fate.
He knelt beside her and implored her to attempt the descent, but she
could only say, “No.”

Even while she spoke there came a heavy panting sound. They both
started up, expecting their enemy ; instead they saw a great Brown Bear
trotting up to them.

He did not growl, and the children were too much surprised to run
away. He came close up to them, crouched on the ground, and licked
Bettelinda’s feet; then he looked at Tim with such friendly eyes, that
the little boy took heart.
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He said, “ Poor fellow !” and patted his shaggy head ; but the Bear-
looked impatient, and pointed forward to the beech-wood. But still he
lay crouching. '

“I’ll tell you what he means, Tim,” said the Princess, who was very
quick-witted. “ We are to get on his back, and he will take us home.”

As she spoke there came a fearful threatening growl from the rocks,
and the Brown Bear shook his head impatiently. Bettelinda sprang on
his back, and put both arms round his great furry neck; and Tim
mounted behind her, and clasped her firmly round the waist—not a
minute too soon : there came another deep rolling growl; and then, as
their new friend rose and shook himself, the children saw the white coat
of their enemy coming quickly through the pine-trees.

But the Brown Bear secmed to have wings ; he reached the bottom
of the ravine in less than no time, and sprang up the other side.

Under the beech-trees he halted. The children peeped timorously
through the leaves, and saw the White Bear glaring up at them from the
stony bottom of the ravine. He had no power to hurt them in the
beech-wood. Then the Brown Bear trotted slowly through the trees till
he reached the cottage.

The children patted their deliverer and thanked him. Bettelinda even
kissed his broad brown forehead ; but he only looked sad, and they saw
great tears roll out of his eyes. He raised his paw and pointed to the
cottage door ; and as soon as Dame Badger showed herself, he turned
and trotted off without casting a look behind him.

Next day a gold and grecn carriage drove up to the gate of the cottage,
and out of it came first a tall and stately gentleman in cap and gown,
and next a lady in a black dress and a flowing white veil. These per-
sonages announced themselves as the instructors appointed to convey
the Prince and Princess to the places appointed for their teaching.

The children were sorry to leave their wood and their friendly Bear—
they had promised themselves many a merry game with him, and many
a ride on his broad back; but they were tired to death of old Badger,
and Bettelinda had a shrinking dread of the White Bear. Besides, the
idea of change was delightful ; so they went.

They stayed with their instructors till Bettelinda was nearly grown up
and till Tim was seriously thinking of leaving off jackets and taking to
coats with tails; although the coats, of course, would still have been
velvet, on account of his beinga Prince. )

Bettelinda was more lovely than spring flowers, and she wore a star of
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brilliants on her bright golden hair. But when she heard that she and
her brother were to spend a fortnight in the cottage in the beech-wood,
she took off her blue silk gown, and asked for a suit of brown holland.

“I mean to go blackberrying,” she said, “and I don’t want to take
care of myself.”

Dame Badger was very glad to see them She called Tim “ Your
Excellency,” and Bettelinda ¢ Your Highness,” and she gave them cakes

"and treacle for tea, and blackberries and cream; but she was just as
sleepy as ever.

Bettelinda and Tim had been sad on first arriving ; but the sight of
their old haunts soon brought back their liveliness.

“Come along,” said the Prince; “our first task must be to find out
our friend Bruin. I wonder if he will know you again, Bette?”

They went out into the little garden beside the cottage.

“Surely there used to be beech-trees here,” said Bettelinda, as they
reached the well. “ But see, Tim, all around the well there is an open
space ; there are only two or three firtrees.” While she spoke there
came a dismal sob from the wind among the pines.

1t feels chilly,” said the Princess; ‘suppose we wait till to-morrow,
before we seek out our deliverer. He is only a bear, you know, and he
can wait.”

There came again the same dismal sound from among the trees; you
might almost have thought it the utterance of human sorrow. But,
dear me! the young people were much too happy to care about the
sobbing, sighing wind.

“Look,” said the Prince, “how pretty the fern-leaves are; sit down,
Bette, and I will deck your hair with them.”

She sat down smiling, and the Prince leant over the well, selecting the
smallest of the ferns for his garland. Bettelinda looked lovelier than
ever, the glossy wavy leaves seemed as if made to contrast with her
golden hair; her brother laughed, and called her the Queen of the
Water-Sprites.

Another deep sob among the pines, and then Bettelinda saw that the
largest of the drooping ferns that hung down the well-sides were moving.

Slowly they raised themselves, and as they pointed towards the wreath
on her head they seemed to grow larger and larger. She tried to scream,
but she felt dumb and motionless, and before the Prince saw what had
happened. the fern-leaves had mingled with those in Bettelinda’s garland,
and had drawn her gradually but gently into the mouth of the well.



TIIE BEAR IN THE BEECH-WOOD. 9

There she lay completely hidden among the long thick leaves; she
could not cry out, she could not move, and yet she knew that her brave
brother was so close that she might almost have touched him.

“Bettelinda!” he cried, “ Bette ! where are you ?” and she heard his
footsteps die away as he went about seeking for her.

Poor Bettelinda, she could not even shed a tear, she seemed frozen
with horror : should she stay for ever under those clinging leaves, glued
by some irresistible power to the damp oozing side of the well?

But a new terror was soon added to her despair. A low growl sounded
far off, and as it came nearer and nearer she recognized, with a shudder
that almost took away her remaining senses, the voice of the White Bear
of the pine-forest.

“Aha!” he said, “my queen cousin, so you have caught my little
wife, have you? Give her to me at once, that I may carry her to my
den.”

Bettelinda tried to call for help, but her tongue was as powerless as
her body.

Then a sharp shrill voice came twanging up from the very bottom of
the well.

“Not so fast, Ursa Major: our compact was a double one. Where
is the young Prince, my promised bridegroom? Unless he too wears
my colours, I have no power to claim him for myself. No, till you bring
him to me, alive and unhurt, I keep this dainty lady to make sport for
myself and my maidens.”

The White Bear growled fiercely, but he seemed powerless against
the Kelpie, and Bettelinda almost felt as if there would be more chance
of escape for her from the grasp of the huge monster than from the
spiteful malice of the Queen of the Well.

As the White Bear retreated, she heard advancing footsteps.

Alas! it was her brother’s voice calling tenderly for her, and she had
no power to warn him of the terrible fate that threatened him.

“O my sister!” the boy said ; “my dear Bettelinda, where have you
hidden yourself? ” Then came a pause.

The Princess felt that a dreadful misfortune was about to happen:
either terror sharpened her eyesight, or one of the long clinging ferns
moved, for she distinctly saw that a leaf from her garland had fallen on
the brink of the well, and that her brother had extended his hand to-
wards it. The next minute he had put it in his cap, and then the Princess
knew that he was in the power of the Kelpie.
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At the same time she became conscious of a change in herself; her .
arms loosened from her sides, the rigid powerless feeling left her, and,
grasping the ferns, she soon found herself at the brink of the well: another
moment artd she was free, standing on the identical spot from whence
the ferns had dragged her.

Her brother had disappeared.

Before she had time to move, she saw the hated form of the White
Bear coming round the side of the cottage.

Suddenly she bethought her of her old friend.

“Oh, dear Brown Bear,” shrieked the unhappy Princess, “help me—
help my brother !”

There came a sharp fierce growl from the wood, and before the White
Bear could so much as lay a paw on Bettelinda, behold, there stood her
friendly deliverer, his coat more glossy than ever, trembling and panting
with rage. )

Then ensued a terrific combat. The bears grappled with each other,
and tried to hug one another to death ; but at first they were too equally
matched. The growling became louder and louder, and the two huge
monsters, erect on their hind legs, swayed from side to side in their
deadly struggle.

Bettelinda stood still in breathless terror, and now she saw the Brown
Bear totter and fall backwards from the loosened grasp of his foe.

Quick as lightning she sprang forward, and, just as the White Bear was
about to deal a finishing-stroke, she threw herself on the prostrate body
ot her defender, so that no blow could reach him except through her.

But to her surprise the warm furry coat slipped from her, and raising
her head, she saw the White Bear overthrown, pierced by the sword of a
huntsman who was standing over him.

“Oh, spare his life!” cried Bettelinda, “until he has delivered my
brother from the power of the Queen of the Well.”

But the huntsman took no notice till he had pierced the White Bear
to the heart, and then, when he fell on one knee and thanked Bettelinda
for his deliverance, she saw that he was the handsome stranger she had
drawn water for years ago.

“I could only, lovely Princess,” he said, “ assume my natural shape
once in seven years, for three hours, until a beautiful young lady should
offer to save my life at the price of her own. Do not fear the Kelpie,
Princess ; she is powerless now that her cousin is no more.”

He struck the well’s mouth lightly with his sword, and Prince Timoleus



o> WoMunt ¢ -

COCKTE LOCKIES JOURNEY TO SEACOD-LAND., 11

stepped forth and shook hands with his deliverer. The huntsman an-
nounced himself as the King of all that part of the country, and he asked
Bettelinda to be his Queen. The marriage was celebrated with great
rejoicings, and the handsome King appointed Prince Timoleus Generalis-
simo of all his forces. The King and Queen lived very happily ever

afterwards, and had a large family of boys and girls, all as beautiful as a
summer morning..

COCKIE LOCKIE'S JOURNEY TO SEACOD-LAND.

“ PAPA, I do wish you would tell me a story.”
“Tell you a story, Willie? Lessons all right,eh? Work honestly
done to-day ? prepared for to-morrow ?”

“Yes, father, all right ; and I wish now to have some fun.”

“Well, old fellow—don’t you like to be called ¢/ ?—if you have done
your work well, you may have some fun. Duty first, you know, and
pleasure afterwards. But what sort of story do you want, Bill?”

“ A story like those you told us before,—like ¢ The Black Cat and her
Kittens,’ or ¢ The Wild Horse with the Golden Bells,’ or ¢ The Old Giant
and the Hunchback,’ or ” and Willie mentioned a dozen mére.

“I had no idea I had told you so many stories. I think I must be
almost as foolish as yourself to tell you so much nonsense.”

“Oh, papa! it’s splendid. I could lie here behind you on the sofa
all night listening. Come here, Polly, and jump up behind me; there’s
some room yet. Papa is going to tell us about something.”

But more than Polly gathered to the sofa to listen to some of these
stories of mine, which had cheered them in long winter nights.

“But is it right of you to tell them such stories?”

1 had no idea my estimable and beloved friend, Mrs. W. B. Tomkins,
was listening to me while I spoke thus to my eager congregation. Yet
all the while, this good woman—I know not a better !—was sitting sewing
near the lamp, as intently as the Fates working secretly at their web.

“T don’t agree with you,” continued Mrs. W. B.

I raised myself on my elbow, let my spectacles drop from my forehead
down to the bridge of my nose, and, gazing on Mrs. W. B., asked her,
“Why not?”
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Because——" said my admirable friend, and, starting with that con-
sequential word, she gave such a sensible discourse, first on the ener-
vating power of fiction on young minds, then on the advantage of studies
requiring thought, perseverance, self-denial, &c., and lastly on the flimsy,
silly characters created by fiction, that I felt as much ashamed as if I
had committed some grave offence, and was inclined to scold the children
all round for daring to gather about me to hear a story that was not

true.”

But when Mrs. W. B. resumed her needle, and I my old position, I
began to reflect on the hard work these young creatures had been en-
gaged in—the wearing out of young brains—and the effect on my life
from reading——Here I raised myself on my elbow again, and asked Mrs.
W. B. with fear and trembling,

“Did you ever read in your early days, my good friend, such stories as
¢ Bluebeard,’ ¢ Jack the Giant-Killer,” ¢ Beauty and the Beast,’ ‘Cinderella
and the Glass Slipper,’ or——2”

“Of course I have,” replied Mrs. W. B., smiling, “and I have never
experienced such excitement as I did when Bluebeard’s wife cried out,
¢ Sister Ann, Sister Ann, are they coming?’”

¢ Have those books done you any harm? Did you believe them? Do
you repent having read them?”

“They never did me any harm, but that’s no reason why they may
not do others harm 4

“Come, children,” said I, “and I’ll tell you a story.”

“ Hurrah !”

‘“ What shall it be, Willie?”

“ About fishing.”

“Oh, that’s because you caught that fine cod off the Ardgour buoy
Were you not proud of the big brown fellow ?”

“ But, papa, I’'m sure he was a very, very large cod. John Mackenzie
and Malcolm both said they never saw a better cod. Now, Johnny, didn’t
they say that?”

“My boy, I don’t want to tarnish your glory, so let me tell you a story
about the cods. Did you ever hear of Cockie Lockie’s journey to Sea-
cod-land ?”

“No; but who was Cockie Lockie? and what is Seacod-land ?”

“Well, Cockie Lockie was the name or the nickname of the boy I’m
going to tell you about ; and Seacod-land is, of course, the land of the
sea-cod. You know already where one part of it lies, and that is just
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along the bank marked by the buoy where you caught the big brown
fellow you are so proud of—"

¢ Please go on.”

¢ Listen, then, to my story.”

Little Cockie was a nice boy, who went with his father and mother,
brothers and sisters, to spend some weeks far away in the West Highlands
of Scotland. He was a brave, good-hearted little fellow, who would
sooner die than tell a fib. He used generally to be one of the party who
went out in the evening to fish cod, ling, lythe, or whatever would kindly
take the bait. One afternoon he went to get mussels for bait. As he
was searching about, he met an old woman gathering shell-fish, partly for
sale, but chiefly for food. Cockie was quite struck by her appearance.
She was old, and thin, and poorly clad, with a bad cough, and tottering
steps. With bent back she slowly paced among the stones and wrack,
picking up all that could be used for food. Cockie was so touched by
this picture of old age and poverty that he began to help the old woman
to fill her basket.

“God bless you, my boy !” she said, in Gaelic; “calr of my heart, all
good be yours, my dear, my dear. Ohone! ohone!”

When her basket was full she asked Cockie to help her to carry it to
her house, which was hard by—a small cottage built near the sea-shore,
and thatched with heather, so that you could hardly distinguish it from
the rocks around. No one lived with her but a rough little terrier called
Connan, to whom she was greatly attached, and who loved her in return.
Perhaps I may tell you a story some night about Connan, who was a very
queer little fellow, quite an original, and well worth knowing.

“Oh, do, papa, do!”

Have patience, bairns ; one thing at a time. I must finish my present
story first. Cockie entered the hut of old Shonagveg, as the woman was
called, and was glad to do so, as he was very tired, and more than a mile
from home. So Shonagveg made him lie down on a great bundle ot
heather she had cut that day for some purpose or other, and had heaped
ina nook near the peat fire. As Cockie sank in the soft elastic heather,
he thought he had never been in so nice a couch ; and his comfort was
complete when Shonagveg milked her goat Morag, and brought him a
full bowl of warm milk.

“Drink that, my wee dear,” she said, “and rest yourselt, and TW
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show you something.” So Cockie with great delight lay down on the
heather, while Connan lay beside him.

In a while Shonagveg said, “Are you hearing me, calf of my heart, or
are you sleeping? I think, my wee pet, you are sleeping!”

“No, no,” said Cockie; “I am quite awake.”

“Then look at me,” said old Shonagveg, and, as she spoke, she grew
young and beautiful. Her old grey hair gave place to golden ringlets ;
her face became so sweet and loving, and had such a gentle smile, that
no one could have helped gazing upon her. She was dressed in a light
green dress, and had an emherald band round her forehead.

“ Come with me, my boy,” she said, ““ and I will send you into the part
of the country I rule as the Fairy of the Shore. I have watched you and
your brothers and sisters night after night, sailing over my country, which
is beneath the deep sea; and I have seen you taking my poor fish away.
Now I should like you to know my fish. You will see in them nothing
but what you have seen among the poor people everywhere—much sim-
plicity and honesty, with plenty of fun.”

The Fairy spoke to Cockie as if he was quite a man, and this pleased
him very much. And she spoke so kindly that he had no fear what-
ever. Besides, as he had fished for cods every night, he was very anxious’
to see them in their home. So he agreed to go on the journey, but
asked,

“How can I go into the sea and not be drowned ?”

 Ah, I'll manage that,” she replied, * but you must trust me and fear
nothing. Look at me, Cockie Lockie, and say, do you think I would
lie to you, my dear? Why should 1?”

“No fear of you lying,” he replied, as he looked into the sweet blue
eyes and on the smiling beautiful mouth of her who was no longer old
'Shonagveg, but the “ Fairy Queen of the Ardgour Shore.” .

“Now, my dear boy,” said the Fairy, “I can’t go with you. But this
doesn’t matter very much, for I never saw good come of boys who could
not be trusted by themselves, but always required a mother or servant to
look after them. And if a boy won’t behave bettér, and with more care,
when frusted and left to himself, I have little hope of him in after life.
So, my boy, I trust your good sense, your courage, and discretion. Here
areawand and a ring. When you touch the ring and wish for anything,
you will have it. If it is to be at the bottom of the sea, you can be there
with perfect safety ; if it is to come on shore, your wishes will be imme-
diately accomplished.”
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“This is awfully jolly,” said Cockie; “I am delighted at such an
adventure.”

“Now, my dear,” said the Fairy, “let me blindfold you. When you
are in the sea, you can take the bandage off. You were so kind to me
when you thought I was only an infirm old woman, that I really would
like to afford you a little amusement, by giving you a peep into Seacod-
land.”

“I’m not at all afraid,” said Cockie, drawing himself up. “1I once
thrashed a Killie—that’s a young rough, you know—because he struck
my little brother.” ' ‘

The Fairy smiled, and bandaged his eyes. She then gave him some-
thing to eat, which Cockie said was “ the jolliest food he had ever got.”

Malvina, for that was the Fairy’s name, led him by the hand. He went
boldly on, feeling the sea becoming deeper and deeper. At last she bade
him farewell, and let him go. With a plunge which took the breath out
of him, down he went, down, down, until his feet reached the ground.
No wonder he thought of touching his ring and wishing himself at home ;
but he refrained, and very soon took the bandage off.

When Cockie opened his eyes, you may be sure he was astonished to
find himself at the bottom of the sea. But, knowing that he could come
up again when he liked, and feeling quite warm and comfortable, he
determined to see all the sights of the cod world. “Time enough to
fear,” he said, “ when danger comes.” So he sat down on a large round
stone and looked about him. He seemed to be in a great forest of huge
creeping plants. The long tangle spread its huge brown leaves overhead,
and partly concealed the green sea above ; innumerable fish of every kind
swam around him. Large lobsters and crabs moved along the ground,
never thinking about the fish market. Shell-fish of every kind crawled
over the stones and gravel, with their shells open and fingers out, seeking
for food. One huge red Cod swam up to Cockie, and stared at him with
his big goggle eyes.

*Who are you ?” asked the Cod. “ What sort of fish are you? Where
are you from? Blown in by the last gale,eh? What do you want,
flounders or whiting?”

“ What’s your business, you unmannerly fellow? ” replied Cockie. And
he gave a good smart tap to the Cod’s nose with his wand, which made
him swim off, as if in great fright.

By-and-bye he came slowly back, with a lot ot small cods after him.
Keeping at a respectful distance, he said, “I beg pardon, Sir Prince
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I know from whom you got that wand. Any friend of Queen Malvina
is welcome here. 1 am chief of the red cod, my name is Red Ronald,
and I have authority as far as the Black Buoy.”
“I wish to see Codland, then,” said Cockie ; “ will you show it to me?
“Since your Highness condescends to visit our country,” replied Red

Ronald, “I shall be proud to show it. Be so good as to wait here a
moment until I return. Let me, in the meantime, introduce to you a
neighbour of mine, a very civil Turbot, who has travelled far and knows
the world.”

The Turbot waddled up, and looking right and left with his goggle
eyes like side lamps, made the best bow he could.

“ A stranger in this kintra, I’m thinkin’?” asked the Turbot.



COCKIE LOCKIE'S JOURNEY 10 SEACOD-LAND. 17

“Tt is my first visit,” replied Cockie.

“ Aweel,” said the Turbot, “I hae been in foreign pairts mysel’; I hae
been as far south as Ayrshire! I was originally frae Girvan ; my feither
leeved on a bank there for a dizen year, but was unfort’nate in the heuk
way, and was grippet, they tell me, for a Counceel denner in Glasgow,
though I dinna ken mysel’ what that means. A’ his family were driven
awa’ by a big whale that harried the coast, and we traivelled frae the
Mull o’ Cantyre—an awfu’ coorse, please ye—tae this.”

“ A long voyage indeed, but you have got into a good country at last,”
remarked Cockie.

“ As tae that, it’s just middlin"—no’ to be compaired wi’ Glrvan or
Ballantrae. Na, na! the cockles are varra puir, the mussels hae nae
flavour, the sand eels are wee jimp half-starved critters. 1’ve seen me
a hail day pottering about for a male o’ meat. But it’s a bonny place.
Ye ne'er saw finer wuds than these, nor cleaner water. It’s a pairadise
o’ beauty.”

“Come here, Saney!” shouted the Turbot to a large Eel that was
swimming past. “ Here’s a young Prince on his traivels.” Then turning
to Cockie, “This is an auld residenter here, a maist respectable eel.”

“Yet,” the Turbot whispered low in Cockie’s ear, “a greedy, discon-
tented bodie for a’ that. Gie him a kick on the head, if he tries tae grip
yex taes-”

“Jt’s a puir place this tae leeve in, is’t no’?” asked the Turbot.

“ Hoa can it pe cood place, when there’s no ae poddie in’t once in
te five year?” remarked the old Highland Eel. “Since te pig gauger
an’ te poatman was droont, I never cot coot pellyfull.”

Cockie was so disgusted that he very soon sent the eel about his
business.

By this time the Red Chief had returned, having collected a great
number of friendly fish—lythe, haddock, whiting, gurnet, mackerel, with

" shoals of small fry—all to do honour to the Prince.

When Cockie saw the shoal, he fumbled in his pocket and wished to
get hooks and lines to fish !

“ Will your Royal Highness——" said the chiet.

“I’'m not a Royal Highness, but Cockie Lockie,” said the boy.

“We know manners too well in these parts, sir, to be ignorant of the
honour due to any one who comes here as the friend of our Queen Mal-
vina! Please, sir, will you follow me to my palace?”

At this all the fish formed themselves in line on each side, moving

B
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gracefully along, and ever and anon turning their eyes in wonder on
Cockie. They passed over deep dark valleys where they could see no
bottom, but cnly gleams of some large fish that were swimming about
far down. They came to the edge of great precipices, with yawning
caves, and passed over plains of pure white sand. Cockie saw old anchors
stuck among the stones, the remains of wrecked vessels that had sunk
long ago; and he was sure he saw gold and silver lying in heaps, but
could not lift any from the bottom, although he tried to do so.

In one place they came to the wreck of a large ship: all the masts
were gone, the sides were broken, and the timbers were sticking up like
great ribs.

“T remember when that wreck took place,” said the old Cod. “It was
an awful night! None of us could face the sea. It ran in fury, and
tumbled everywhere about. Next morning what a cheering sight was the
dead bodies of the drowned sailors! But just come here, follow me ! ”
And the Cod led Cockie Lockie along the broken deck, and into the
cabin, and there in a berth was the skeleton of a man.

“He pe clean pickit long while pack. Ha, ha, ha!” said the old
Highland Eel as he wriggled out of a hole and swam off, afraid of Cockie’s
wand.

“This frightens me,” said the boy; ‘“let us go, I hate it.”

“It’s an ill wind that blows nobody good,” said the Cod.

“So it seems,” replied the boy in disgust. '

The home of Red Roland was worthy of a great cod. It was a lofty
cave in the midst of large boulders, which afforded recesses without
number for all the tribe. The noblest tangle festooned the roof, and
smooth green séaweed covered the walls, while nice sand and shells
formed the floor. Most beautiful colours—green, blue, and red—lighted
up the place. The chief politely asked Cockie to be seated.

Cockie began to think that, since he was treated with so much honcar
and respect, it behoved him to talk like a man, and to introduce such
topics as he sometimes heard discussed at home.

“ How do yoil_e_nlploy your time here?” he asked. “ Do you care for
politics ?”

“Politics?” inquired Ronald, with hesitation. “What's politics >—
bait for fish?”

“I don’t know myself very well what they are,” said Cockie; “but
they are something gentlemen like to talk about. You know of course
about such men as Bright, Disraeli, and Gladstone ?”



COCKIE LOCKIE'S JOURNEY TO SEACOD-LAND. ' 19

“What sort of fish are they, please your Highness? Flat-fish, eels, or
sharks? I never heard of them.”

Cockie was astonished at this ignorance. ¢ Surely you know about
the things we all talk of,—schools and churches, the army and navy,
cricket and football, the rule-of-three and holidays, and all that sort of
thing that goes on above ?” said Cockie, pointing upwards.

“Ah, my Prince!” said the Cod, opening his mouth, “don’t make a
fool of me! You are young: I am old and have seen life. ## know
there is no world but this, and no beings but fish; and that you are a
fish too, only a fairy fish—a fish in disguise.”

“No world but this one under water! No beings but fish ! ” exclaimed
Cockie with wonder. “ Do you mean to tell me that you do not——"

“Oh!” said the Cod, moving his tail and fins as if to stop the argu-
ment, “I know all that can be said on that question! We have here
among us seals and otters who pretend to be wiser than their neighbours,
and tell all sorts of stories about a place where there are creatures who
live in air, but die in water ; who move along the dry ground on long fins,
who have no gills ; and all that kind of nonsense. They give lectures on
these subjects, but we know why—it is to induce young fish to attend
them, and then be eaten up. I never go near them.”

“ But,” said Cockie, “the seals and otters are quite right, for I myself
belong to that very world !”

“You!” exclaimed the Cod, opening his eyes. “You! and yet you
live in the water without air! Oh, Prince! fie! fie! You to try and
deceive me/” And Ronald turned ‘tail, as if indignant at such an at-
tempt to impose upon him.

Cockie was again nonplussed, and in politeness changed the subject ot
conversation.

‘ Are you married ?” asked Cockie.

“Yes,” replied Red Ronald, “and I have a large family too.”

“ Doing well ?” inquired Cockie, with a wise look.

“Pretty well,” replied the chief. “Some are good workers and support
themselves ; others have gone out to sea ; several have left us in a mys-
terious way ; the seals, otters, and other pirates and robbers have de-
stroyed some, poor fellows!” And here Red Ronald opened his mouth
and sighed, rubbing his eyes on the wreck. ¢ But,” he continued, “my
youngest son gives me great annoyance at present, and I have asked our
Malvina to advise him.”

“May I ask what is wrong ?” inquired Cockie.

B—2
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“Why, the young stupid,” replied Roland,.* who has hardly a square
yard of the fishing-bank in his possession as yet, has taken it into his
head to fall in love with a young grey codlin’, whose father, Donald More,
is chief beyond the buoy. He has become so idle that he has not killed
even a green crab for a week, and spends his time in writing letters to
her. Hereis one I have just picked up among the tangle; pray read it!”
And his large red gills moved violently.

The boy blushed as he took the letter from the chief, for he had never
seen a love letter before, and scarcely heard of one. But not wishing to
appear unpolite, he read it. It was this:—

“ Sweet and beautiful codlin’! I am dying of love! Oh, how I admire
your lovely eyes, and red coral gills, and elegant tail, and silvery fins,
and rounded lips, and large throat! I can do nothing but think of you,
and watch you when the tide is flowing and ebbing as you swim through
the bowers of Seacod-land! T have quite lost my appetite. I have not
eaten a cockle for a week; crabs sicken me; mussels tempt me no more;
herring-fry have lost their charm. 1T lie on the sand in silent meditation.
Even the flounders despise me. Unless you will give me your fin and
be mine, I will in despair swallow the first hook I see! Be mine! I
will work for you summer and winter, and fly with you to the Sound of
Mull, ay, even to Staffa—anywhere—if I have you only by my side!
Meet me by moonlight near the buoy ! Your devoted lover,

“YouxG RoxaLp.”

“What a fool !” remarked Cockie. “I hope one of my brothers may
hook him just. But I must leave you to manage him; I don’t under-
stand being in love.”

“T think I will apprentice him to a dog-fish or shark,” said Red Ronald,
“and send him off to Barra Head or St. Kilda ; he is quite useless here.”

Cockie, wishing again to change the subject, asked, “ Do you suffer
much in this country?”

“Why, yes,” replied the chief; “ we have hard times often, and suffer
from cold as well as hunger.”

Here Cockie was at home, and immediately replied, “ My mother
always gives me a hot bath ; flannel round the throat ; nice gruel ; some-
times a mustard blister ; and some cod-liver oil——Oh! I beg pardon,
hot water? gruel? mustard ?—I forgot. I suppose you could not
No—I—it is impossible for you to get these things, eh? or to bathe




COCKIE LOCKIE'S JOURNEY TO SEACOD-LAND. 21

your feet, as you have none? Well, to tell you the truth, I don’t know
what cods should do when they have a cold.”

“Nor I,” said the chief. “ But our great difficulty,” he added after a
pause, ““is with what we call the mystery.”

“The mystery! What do you mean by that?”

“Why,” said the Cod, “it’s been going on from time immemorial.
The finest bits come down to us, we know not how. But any cod that
touches them is sure to go away, we know not where. It’s a great mys-
tery—a great mystery !” said the Cod, meditating.

“I’ll bet a sixpence,” said the boy, “it’s hand-line fishing.”

“What do you mean?” asked the chief.

Cockie, not to hurt the chief’s feelings, did not further explain, but
asked him to go into details.

“Well, sir,” said the chief, *“ you see——" here he stopped and peered
out of the door. “ There is the mystery at this moment !” he exclaimed.
Cockie looked out, and saw three hand-lines let down with first-rate bait
on the hooks, and he saw the shadow of a boat above.

“Come here, all my clan,” and he sent off messengers to fetch them.
What a number assembled ! Ronald brought them all into his large hall,
and keeping by the door, thus addressed them : —

“My friends, in the presence of this young prince, let me again warn
you against the mystery, that Malvina, our friend, may know how I fol-
lowed her advice. I see the thing has begun again. Cods and codlins!
listen! You see these exquisite mussels hanging near. I admit that
they might well make our mouths water, but, I implore you, touch them
not ! for if you do, where are you? Gone! no one knows where.”

“Don’t believe a word of it !” whispered one young cod.

“An old frightened fogie!” whispered another.

“We must be jolly, come what may,” said a third.

“In my youth,” continued Red Ronald, “I was once deluded, and
though I got off, the thing stuck in my mouth for months, and gave me
fearful toothache. My poor brother Bob had one of them attached to
his gills for six months! Poor fellow, he got into low spirits, and choked
himself in a net. "How many of our family have disappeared !”

“ Humbug ! ” said a red cod, with very red eyes ; “it is easy to preach,
but what can a fellow do with such splendid morsels hanging right before
his nose? Danger? nonsense! Any cod of sense can see the thing if
it is there, and avoid it, or he can pick the nice bit off it. I have picked
scores off without injury, and can do so again.” Thus saying, be spng
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past the chief, laughing. He snatched at the bait, crying, “ Come, along,
boys, and have a feed !”

Half a dozen followed his example.

In a moment there was a wriggle, one crying out “ Murder !” another,
“Catch my tail, will you? and hold fast!” But all vanished out of sight,
and Cockie thought he heard his brother Jack above, saying, *“ Haul
away ! we’ve a splendid take!”

“There they go, silly fools !” said the chief. “1I have in vain warned
and taught them.”

After a while, he remarked to Cockie, “ Look now at that couple ot
mussels floating down with the tide. There’s no danger taking these;
for there’s no line attached to them ; and I have no objection to swallow
them, for to tell the truth I am very hungry.”

Alas, old Cod! He saw no line, for it was fine gut. Opening his large
mouth in a dignified manner, he swallowed the delicious morsels. But
in a moment he was struggling and plunging.

“ Ha ee agam /" cried one of the fishers in Gaelic ; “ I have him ! such
an enormous fish! Easy, Johnny, be careful. Up he comes! up he
comes !”

Cockie could not help flying to his friend’s rescue. He managed to
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cut the gut, and as he did so heard a voice above saying in despair, “Oh
me! me! he’s off | and I am sure he has taken away my hook with him.”

The old Cod was almost dead.” He lay on his side gasping. “Thank
you, thank you, my Prince,” he cried at last ; *it was nearly all over with
me. Example is better than precept. Alas! alas! there’s no fools like
old fools ;” and he spat some blood out of his mouth. “Phit! phit! it’s
cruel work,” he said, “for any one, whoever they be, to kill us in this-
way. It is cruel, cruel! I love peace; and not war. ‘Live and let live’ -
is our motto in Codland.” ,

But he spoke very indistinctly, as the hook was still in his mouth, and
kept him always spitting as he tried to get it out, though he did not from
pride wish to confess its presence. '

At this moment the young cods, who had gathered round the old chief
in his suffering, rushed in great excitement out of the cave. Cockie
heard such a row outside, such a flapping of tails, and foam, and splutter!
What was this but an otter chasing a salmon !

“Well done the salmon !” the Cod cried as he fled hither and thither
from the otter ; “ten mussels to one on him!” But the flounders and
turbot backed the otter, because they think the salmon a proud fish, who
looks down on them. “One large whelk to twenty mussels on the otter!”
shouted a flounder. How the otter swam, and the salmon swam! through
the tangle, among the stones, up and down, as if they were mad! They
both created great excitement among all the fish, who cried at one time,
¢ Hurrah for the salmon!” at another, “ Hurrah for the otter!” In the
meantime the otter had to ascend to breathe, and the salmon escaped.

“ Do you eat each other up in that way?” asked Cockie of the wounded
chief, who was dozing among the wreck.

“ How else could we live ?” replied the chief. * Every one for himself,
you know.”

“T thought you said, ‘ Live and let live’ was your motto?” remarked
Cockie.

“Live? that we must,” replied the chief, “and let live too, when—
hugh ! hugh! phit, phit—phiz, phiz ! ”—here quite a fit of coughing and
sneezing seized him. “ As to let live,” he continued, “so it is, no doubt,
when we can ; but to live ourselves, which of course is the first thing, we
are always obliged to hunt and kill other fish for food—in fact, they are
—phit! phit I—of no use but for food to us.”

“Then I don't see,” said Cockie, “ why we should not do to you as
you do to others!”
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The chief pretended to be asleep. But if there was a row when the
otter chased the salmon, it was nothing to what took place now, for not
only the otter, but a seal, and a bottle-nosed whale, and a whole shoal
of porpoises came rushing headlong into Codland. A cry arose “ Escape

tor your lives!” “A whale!” cried one; “A seal!” cried another.
“The otter!” cried a third ; “ Porpoises !” screamed others. The old
chief, coughing and spitting, dived down into deep water out of sight.
In a moment the palace was empty, and Cockie, to his horror, found
himself, he knew not how, surrounded by all this piratical crew.
“Crunch him !” cried the Otter.
“Cut him up!” cried the Seal.
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“Swallow him !” screamed the Whale.

““ Chase him !” shouted the Porpoises.

Poor Cockie! Where was his ring? It had slipped from his finger !

“Oh, what a fool I was!” he cried, as he bolted among the tangle to
hide himself, “to let mere curiosity get me into such a scrape as this.
What sent me into Codland? Oh, papa!” he cried, “help! help!”

In vmrhe tried to escape. Wherever he looked from behind the
stones, he 'saw -some -of these hungry eyes watching him. He was a
capital runnér-on dry land; #nd a famous player at cricket, or “I spy.”
So he tried everytxpedlmt -and was baffling the Seal with his big head
on the one hand and gettinga rock between him and the Otter on the
other, when to his-horror he saw:the Whale slowly moving towards him
in the clear green water, his’ little’ eyes staring on him, and his mouth
open. It was all over with Cockie! But seeing the shadow of the boat
above water, he made one spring up, and rose beside it. Seizing hold of
the gunwale, he .hhd'-just time to see that his father and mother, brothers
and sisters, were m it fishing, and to hear a cry of “ Cockie !” from them
as they saw him" suddenly appear, when the Whale rose and struck the
boat. ' Then in midst of terror indescribable, he heard the kind voice of
old Shonagveg saying—

“You've had a fine sleep, calf of my heart —Why are you crying out
that way?”

“The whale!” shouted Cockie, starting up from the heather and
rubbing his éyes, ‘his’ ‘heart beating like a drum.

“ What whale, my dedr?” asked Shonagveg, tenderly.

Cockie, half ashamed, but feeling very thankful, asked, smilingly, “Are
you not a fairy, Shonagveg?”

“No, no, my love; there’s no such creatures now-a-days. Toot, toot,
no,no! I'm just Shonagveg. Take this drink of nice cold spring water.
Now let me wash your face and hands. There now, you are quite awake,
my dove!”

“Oh, yes,” said Cockie, “quite awake; but don’t tell Tommy or
Johnny about this, or they 'll make a fool of me, and tease me about the
whale.”

“I’ll not say a word about it, my dear, depend on that. You did not
hear my story I was going to tell you. But I will tell it some other
time- ”

“Thank you,” said Cockie; “I’ll go home now.”

*It’s time,” replied Shonagveg; “and I’ll go with you, and shaw you






FAIRY GOLD. . 27

the way through the rocks. I see your father'’s boat returning from the
ﬁshing.” .

So vivid was the dream that Cockie was quite relieved when he saw
the boat returning from the buoy. And when he saw the fine lot of cod
they had caught, he almost believed they were his old friends about
whom he had been dreaming. At the fireside he told his dream, to the
great amusement of them all. His mother said it was the quantity of
milk he had drunk when heated, which had given him the nightmare ;
and she said to him: “ Hear my conclusions, Cockie : one is, that all
dreams are of our own making, mere night stories which we tell ourselves,
their character depending very much on the state of our digestion ; the
other is, that as your digestion seems to be somewhat out of order, I
shall give you a dose of Gregory’s mixture, Master Cockie, to cure it and
to cool your imagination! So good night !”

FAIRY GOLD.

L

“ T DON'T believe in fairies, nor goblins neither,” said Tom, sitting
on the fence, swinging his legs.

“T do,” his sister Susy said. She was weeding the garden outside the
cottage, and, as she stooped down below him, Tom tossed her curls about
with his boot. There was only one point on which this brother and sister
could not agree. Susy was positive that there were fairies, and all granny’s
tales were true; Tom was equally positive that fairies were * shams,” and
the stories were nonsense.

So Susy looked up from her weeding, and Tom ceased swinging his
legs, and they contradicted each other to their hearts’ content. It came
at last to—

“There are.”

 There aren't.”

“There are.’

“ THERE AREN'T.”

“I say there are.” : .

“I won't quarrel with you, Susy ; you’re only a girl”
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“I don’t care,” Susy said, with a red face and a trembling voice.

“ Neither do I,” whined Tom, mimicking,

“There are fairies,” said Susy, turning away with her handful of weeds
She wanted to have the last word.

“There AREN'T,” Tom shouted after her.

And then it came to “ There are!” ““There aren’t!” ¢ There are!”
“There aren’t!” again ; and no one knows where it would have ended,
had not granny’s voice been heard from the cottage, crying, “ Tom! are
you there, Tom?” And in he went.

1L

“1’M going to the village,” Tom said, when he came out two minutes
after.

“ What for ?” asked Sue.

“Miss Curiosity !” responded Tom, who always chuckled over a secret.
And he walked off without telling her.

As the morning wore on, Susy became tired of being alone. “If Tom
is gone to the village, I sha'n’t stay here,” she thought at last ; and, put-
ting on her hat, she ran away to a dark little wood, through which wound
the road to the village. There, sitting down on the gnarled roots of a big
tree, she enjoyed the shade, and the sight of the green grass and ferns
and the grand boughs above ; and, of course, she began to think about
the fairies,—how they came out and danced on moonlight nights, drink-
ing out of acorn-cups and hiding under mushrooms, and how they some-
times came to people and did wonderful things by waving their wands,
just as Cinderella’s godmother did. How nice to have a fairy godmother !
What a pity granny at home was not a fairy! Then she felt in her pocket
and took out a bright new farthing. She held it where the sunshine
came down through the leaves, and made it shine till it was dazzling.

‘It is like a half-sovereign,” she thought, just the colour of the one
mother had on Saturday. I wish a fairy would come now and change
it into a half-sovereign.”

But no fairy came, and Susy forgot all about them in gathering wild
flowers and feathery grass. At last, sitting down with her back against
the mossy trunk, she arranged her flowers and felt in her pocket for a
string to tie them. Oh! where was the farthing? It was gone. It must
have fallen somewhere on the ground. She jumped up and searched far
and near, remembering that a piece of money may roll a long way ; but
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it was nowhere to be found. Standing still in the middle of a grassy
space, she gave a last glance round her. There was something shining
in a heap of fallen leaves. She ran to the spot, but a breath of wind blew
the red leaves over it. She swept them off with her hand, and picked
up the coin in triumph. And what a cry of delight she gave when she
looked at it! ¢ Oh, the fairies! They 4ave changed it! It is a half-
sovereign !”

Yes, it was true. There was no mistake about it. On one side was
the Queen’s head, looking, somehow, different from what it had been on
the farthing ; and on the other side were the arms of England and the
crown.

She pinched her arm to make sure that she was awake, and never took
her eyes off the coin, lest the fairies might change it back again into a
farthing,

IIL

HoMEWARD she ran ; but before reaching the cottage she remembered
one of granny's old stories, and thought with great sorrow, “ I must not
tell ;” for she had been longing to tell every one, even the labourers she
. met in the field, that the fairies had given her gold. But granny had

told her once about some one to whom the fairies sent money, and how
he was to say nothing about it, because the fairies wanted to know if he
could keep a secret. But he was a great gossip, always talking, and he told
his good fortune to all his friends; then when he went to the box where
he had left his gold, he fouhd only a bunch of buttercups.

Susy was sorry, then, when she thought she would have to hide her
money, but she said to herself, “Perhaps if I do not talk and boast as
that man did, but keep the money without saying a word, the fairies may
send me more. And then some day, when I have a lot of money, I’ll
bring it downstairs, looking at it hard all the time so that it can’t fly
away; and I’ll put it in mother’s hand, and tell her to hold fast. Then
we shall be rich. Those dear fairies! Tom must be a bad boy to talk
about them as he does. I wish I could tell Tom; but I shall not. I
must be wise, and keep it secret.”

IV,

WE must now go back and follow Tom on his way to the village.
“If you meet any of the boys, don’t go with them,” granny had said,
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when he was leaving her at the door. “Come straight back, mind ;
and tell the landlord your father will give him more on Saturday night.
Take care you be polite to the landlord, Tom; and—and—don’t go with
those boys.”

“No, I won't,” said Tom for the third time, and hurried away, for he
did not like granny’s good advice, especially when it was long. And then,
after exchanging that passing word with Susy, and styling her Miss
Curiosity, he walked down the road, whistling, with his hands in his
pockets.

How could it have happened that, in less than half-an-hour after he had
said to the old woman, “No, I won’t,” Tom was away in the woods
bird-nesting with half a dozen other boys? He was a famous climber, and
went up branch by branch into the tree-tops, and mercilessly robbed the
poor birds of their eggs. At last the boys declared they had had enough’
of the “fun” for that morning. The mother birds had as yet scarcely
time to come back to their nests and find that cruel hands had been
there before them.

Tom felt in his pockets. Then he got very red in the face, began to
speak, and stopped suddenly.

“ What is it ?” said one of his comrades.

“What is what?” asked Tom, trying to look as if nothing had hap-
pened; and he began to talk about the nests, and the eggs, and the
climbing, as fast as ever he could. They walked back all together out
of the wood, and then Tom left the others, saying he had something to
do in the village. .

But why was it that, if he had something to do in the village, he
watched the others out of sight, and then ran back to the wood as fast
as two stout legs would carry him,—back to the woods and to the foot
of the tree where he had last climbed? There he groped on the ground
for something he had lost. It would not have done to let the others
know he had lost it. They were idle boys, and he only hoped one of
them had not found it already without saying anything. Foolish, daring
Tom ! why did it never strike him that, if he could not trust the other
boys about money, they were no companions for him, and would only
bring him into mischief? He searched and searched near this tree and
near that, but he failed everywhere, and in despair he walked away to
the village, just to kill time and think what he should do.

Tom’s grandmother had given him half a sovereign which had been
left by his father that morning for him to take to the landlord as payment
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of pait of the cottage rent, and it was lost because he had gone bird-
nesting with those boys, after all his promises. What would his father
say? What use to him were those speckled eggs in his pocket? He
hated every one of them, hated the birds, hated everything; and in thls
sweet humour he spent the afternoon.

V.

IT was about four o’clock when he returned to the cottage, but he did
not go in. He had no excuse ready yet, so he only came to the garden
fence.

“I do believe in the fairies,” cried Susan, merrily swinging on the
gate.

“What do I care about the fairies? I wish they were all choked !”
grumbled Tom. .

“Oh, Tom !” his little sister exclaimed in horror, “don’t say that, be-
cause they might make you care, you know. They sometimes do things
to people for spite. Are you coming in, Tom?”

“No, I'm going off to the wood. Don’t you say that you saw me
here. I sha'n’t be home for an hour to come.”

Again he went to the wood, and searched carefully wherever he re-
membered climbing or standing that morning ; but the boys had walked
about a great deal, and he was beginning to think it hopeless, when, not
'with a sigh but with a whistle of relief, he saw something glittering in a
little crevice at the roots of a tree. He snatched the coin from its hiding-
place, and then flung it aside in disgust. It had nearly deceived him,
but it was only a farthing,—a bright farthing new from the Mint. All at
once he thought of the fairies, and how Susy said they sometimes did
things for spite ; and, do what he would, he could not quite keep out of
his mind the idea that perhaps there were fairies after all.

He spent a long time thinking what he could say on his return home.
His father would be so angry. “I can’t help it,” thought Tom des-
perately, “ I must tell a lie,—just for once. Suppose I say, ‘I gave it to
the landlord, and he sent you his thanks, and it will be all right to pay
the rest whenever you like” Then father will say—what will he say?
Why, he’ll say, ¢ Where’s the receipt?’ of course. No, that won’t do.
Suppose I tell him that I met a gipsy man on the road, and he knocked
me over and took it. Yes, that sounds well. What would father say?
I'm afraid he’d wonder how the gipsy knew I had it. That won't do.
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Well, suppose I say it was not a half-sovereign granny gave me; she
made a mistake. It was only a bright farthing. See, I’ve got it. But
I know it was a half-sovereign I had. Still, what would he say to that,
I wonder? Would it go down with him?” Tom shook his head.
*“ Granny would say it was gold she gave me. Then I’d say the fairies
must have done it, granny, fer I had not the new farthing,—and father
would come down on me for talking nonsense ! ”

On that point Tom became very miserable, and spent ten full minutes
sitting on a fallen tree listening to the grasshoppers and wishing he had
been made one instead of a boy. In the end a new idea struck him.
Untruths would not do ; that was plain. They might do for the moment,
but they would not hold together long. Would not the truth be better
after all?

“If 1 try that,” he thought, “ how would it sound? Suppose I go in
and find father vexed because I’ve been out so long, and then I say
plump that I lost the money, and stayed looking for it, and only found
a farthing. Well, let’s see; I’d get my ears boxed and all that kind of
thing ; but here goes, and I’ll tell the truth.”

VI.

WiTHOUT delaying a minute, home Tom went, and told the truth too,
all of it, including the bird-nesting. And he did get his “ears boxed and
all that kind of thing.” His grandmother scolded, and his mother cried,
sitting in the corner with her apron to her eyes, sobbing out that he was
a cruel boy to have his father working hard, and then to go and lose the
money.

Susy was upstairs and heard the row, for there was enough of a row to
fill the house with noise, between the mother crying and pitying Tom in
her heart all the while, granny scolding, Tom howling, and his father
giving him, as he called it, “a piece of his mind.”

Susy stood at the top of the stairs unable to make out what new mis-
chief Tom had been guilty of, until presently he came up, pushed her out
of the way, and walked past into his room. The little sister followed.
She always sympathized with Tom, no matter what he had been doing ;.
but to-night he would not listen to her, though she tried hard to console
him. In reality Tom was more grieved than people thought about the
loss and his mother’s trouble; and, as he sat looking out through the
little window in the roof, he felt too depressed to say anything to this .
curious prattler at his side.

C
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When all other resources failed, she fell back on the last.

“Let me tell you a story, Tom, a fairy tale,—shall I?”

“No, you sha’n’t,” said Tom, crossly.

“It’s a true one.”

“1 don’t care.”

“May I not tell it to you, Tom, please?”

“Go away, and don’t bother me, Sue!”

She waited a minute, and then began again.  “ Cheer up, Tom, do,
and let me tell you the story about myself and the fairies.”

“QOh, you teasing thing! I wish the fairies would run away with you,”
said the brother, smiling at last, because it is very hard for a boy not to
smile when a little curly-haired sister throws one arm round his neck, and
puts a finger of the other hand in his eye in her attempts to wipe away
the last trace of a tear, “ Come along, then. Tell us the story, and be
quick,” said Tom, pulling her up on his knee.

“Well, I don’t know if I ought, because the fairies may not be pleased.
But I don’t mind that, Tom; I’ll please you. After you went out to-
day I was in the wood, and I had a new farthing just like a half-sovereign.
I wished so much a fairy would come and change it into one, and then,
Tom, I forgot all about the wish. But the fairies did not forget, because
I lost the farthing in the grass, and when I found it, it was a beautiful
real half-sovereign. And, Tom dear, I meant to kecp it secrct to please
the fairies; but I couldn’t when I saw you in trouble; so you must change
it for me as quick as you can to-night or to-morrow, or they may take it
away again ; and then you can have as much as you like to buy a new
boat with, and I'll keep sixpence, because, you know, that’s lots for me.”

VIIL

SHE fancied Tom's glee and surprise all came out of the fairy tale, and

so they did, of course, but not exactly as she thought.
- % Give me the thing,” he said, jumping up.

She brought it at once, but to her dismay he rushed off immediately,
going downstairs four steps at a time, and burst into the kitchen with a
triumphant shout, “ Father, Susy found it in the wood, and here it is!”

Tom’s trouble was over. He had the satisfaction of hearing his father
say that he was proud to see he had told the truth, though it was only
what every boy should do. To his great joy they trusted him to take the
morey to the landlord that evening; and being trusted once again, he
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did his business well and wisely, and so deserved to be trusted not once
but many times.

As for Susy, when her fairy tale ended like this, she hid herself and
her grief in the recess of the window upstairs, and looking out at the
fields and the dark trees of the far-off wood, she implored the fairies to
try her once again, and she would not offend them and have their gift
taken away. Her mother had hard work to convince her that it was
really the coin Tom had lost. Then she told her thatwhen money was
found it never came from the fairies, but there was always some one who
had dropped it, to whom it ought to be given back at once.

“ And so keep no secrets, Susy,” she concluded; “no secrets about
anything from me, and remember there’s no fairy money, though there
are fairy tales. Go down now, and say to granny that I asked her to
tell you a long story ; and don’t mind T'om if he makes fun of you and
the fairies when he comes back.”

THE MAGIC ORGAN.

LON G ago there lived an organ-builder, so clever and ingenious, that

he made an organ which would play of itself whenever a bridal
couple of whom God approved came into the church to be married—so
that the fame of the organ-builder spread far and near. \When he him-
self, with a great company of his friends, came to be married, he thought,
“ Now, how finely my organ will play!” But, as it happened, the organ
was quite silent, for the organ-builder was so full of pride and self-conceit,
that God was not pleased with him.

The organ-builder, however, never thought that it was for his fault that
the organ was mute, but laid the blame on his bride. He spoke not a
word to her the whole day, and when evening came, he made up a bundle
of clothes and left the city.

He wandered many hundred miles, and at last settled in a foreign
country, where he lived ten lonely years. At the end of that time a great
longing came over him to go home, and the feeling that, after all, he had
not behaved kindly or well to his bride. The more he thought about it,
the more he felt convinced that he had acted cruelly.

C—2
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Then he resolved to return, and set out on his journey, and every step
he drew nearer to his old home, he grew more and more sorry for what
he had done, and more anxious to make amends to the wife he had
deserted.

As he entered the gates of the town, a funeral procession met him
with a great number of people crying bitterly.

“Who is dead?” he asked.

“It is the good and beautiful wife of the organ-builder, she who was
deserted by her cruel husband on her wedding day,” said one.

The man bent his head, and followed the funeral into the church. No
one knew him, or thought about him. But as, with his hand on the coffin,
he crossed the threshold, the organ he had built suddenly pealed forth in
glorious melody.

So the organ-builder knew that God had forgiven him.

When the last tones died away, the man sank upon the pavement, and
those that ran to raise him found that he was lifcless. And the people,
recognizing him as the husband of the dead woman, laid him beside her
in the same grave. Then the organ once more played in low and tender
tones, and it has never been known to play of itself since.

THE BIRD WITH THE GOLDEN TAIL.

N ELLY was a little girl who never could get up in the morning,—at

least, so she said ; but whether anybody or anything really held
her down and prevented her from doing so, we are not quite sure. At
any rate, it was very difficult to persuade her to make the effort. The
cocks would crow under her window till they, poor things, were quite
hoarse ; the birds would sing, the sparrows chatter, the daylight would
look in full upon her, the sun peep through the blind, and still Nelly
would sleep on—even though her mother called her once, twice, thrice,
—who knows how many times?

She never thought, to be sure, this good mother, of shaking her little
girl, or of giving her a dose of “cold pig,” which might certainly have had
the effect of rousing, if not of startling her ; but Nelly was an only child,
and Nelly’s mother possibly over-indulgent.
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Nelly’s parents were poor people—that is to say, if people whose wants
in a moderate way are all supplied, and who owe no man anything, can
ever be said to be goor. Her father was a carpenter who went out early
to his work, and as they kept no servant, Mrs. Merton had to be up be-
times to get her husband’s breakfast, light the fire, sweep the room, and
boil the kettle. In all these little household duties Nelly took no share,
and though her mother would certainly have wished her little daughter
to show herself more helpful, she did not insist upon it, but took the
burden on her own shoulders quite naturally, in a way that mothers have,
and made excuses for “the child,” if ever, even in her own heart, it oc-
curred to her that her darling was selfish or indolent.

‘“She has her books and her lessons,” the fond mother would say. “I
can’t expect her to do everything at once.”

But the fact was that Nelly had her bed, and the two were so fond of
one another that they could not be persuaded to part company, and so
far from doing everything..shc was doing nothing. But one fine day
Nelly went on a visit to an old aunt of hers who lived in a neighbouring
village. Now, this old lady was a somewhat peculiar person.  She was,
as folks say, well-to-do. She had a nice little cottage of her own, and
could well have afforded to pay a servant had she chosen to keep one ;
but on the contrary Aunt Nancy was accustomed to say that “for her
part she found bits o’ gals more trouble than they were worth ; that by
the time you ’d stood over ’em you might as well do the work yourself;
and as for breakages—there,” Aunt Nancy would exclaim, “if I’d kept
gals all my life I shouldn’t have had a tea-cup to call my ewn in my old
age.” In which there was doubtless a great deal of truth, supposing that
Aunt Nancy had not now and then replenished the china-cupboard.

The first morning of Nelly’s stay with her aunt she was rather surprised
to find when she came downstairs that the breakfast-things were all cleared
away, though a cup of milk and some bread and butter had been set
aside for her on the dresser.

“Don’t you eat any breakfast, Aunt Nancy ?” asked the little girl.

“Not in the middle of the day, my dear,” returned her aunt; “I’m
thinking about dinner then.”

“QOh,” said Nelly, slightly offended, ¢ mother always keeps breakfast
till T come.” :

“ And father?” asked Aunt Nancy. “

*Oh, no, father’s out—ever so early—you know.”

“Um—umph!” said Aunt Nancy, as if she had just happened to catch
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afly in her throat. *And who makes father's breakfast, and sces to him,
and makes things comfortable and lays the breakfast, and lights the fire
and such-like ?” inquired the old lady.

“ Why mother—of course,” returned Nelly, wondering at the question.

“Um! umph! um! umph !” grunted Aunt Nancy, as if the fly in her
throat had grown unpleasantly lively. “It’s a pity,” she said presently,
after a few moments’ silence, “that you don’t try to get up earlier, Nelly.
You’ll never catch the bird with the golden tail, I am afraid.”

“ Do what, Aunt Nancy? What bird? I never heard of him.”

“Pshaw!” exclaimed the old lady. ‘What education is coming to!
Here’s a fuss that’s made about school boards and schools and no end of
things, and here’s actually a child of—how old are you, Nelly?”

“Ten, Aunt Nancy.”

“—Of ten that never heard of the bird with the golden tail; it is
positively shocking.”

At this Nelly was rather abashed, for as she had managed to get a prize
for ancient history and arithmetic, last half| she thought she ought to know,
and believed she did know, pretty nearly all about everything.

“Well, aunty, what about the bird ? ” asked the little girl.

“ He is an early bird.”

“And picks up the worms, doesn’t he?” suggested Nelly. “I’ve heard
somewhere about him, I’m sure.”

“I don’t know what Zedoes. The thing is what yox ought to do,” said
Aunt Nancy. “Perhaps it mayn’t be the same bird, either. My bird has
a golden tail, but he is only seen when the sun is rising, so you must be
up betimes to catch him, and it isn’t everybody can do that,—only people
who know what they are about, you know.”

Whereupon Nelly, who took rather a pride in being thought clever, said,
“1 should like to catch him, Aunt Nancy; I daresay I could if I tried ;
don’t you think so?”

“T feel certain of it, my dear,” said the old lady; “but you mustn’t be
discouraged if you-don’t succeed at first in even catching a sight of him.
He is pretty sure to be shy, and—jyou will have to be up so early in the
morning, you see !”

“Well,” said Nelly, considering, “I suppose if I made up my mind
very particularly for anything very important—"

“Exactly,” said Aunt Nancy, “I thought so. Now if you really make
up your mind to watch for the bird, I’ll tell you what I'll do. I’ll give
you a bag of seed to lure the bird with, and a bag of salt to put on s
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tail when you can catch him, and I will rouse you every morning at day
break—and then »?

“Aunt Nancy!” cried Nelly, quite excitedly, “I’ll catch him—I’ll catch
him and take him home to mother,—you see if I don't.”

So that night Nelly went to bed with two bags at her side, the bag ot
seed and the bag of salt, ready for her morning expedition, and her latest
and sleepiest words to her aunt werc entreaties to call her “in good
time.”

Aunt Nancy awoke Nelly betimes the next morning, but the little girl
was so unused to consider anything but just the pleasure of the moment,
that, though she was very anxious to ¢ up, it was some long while before
she could g# up, and when at length, a bag under each arm, she made
her way in a great hurry and fuss down the stairs, Aunt Nancy had done
nearly all the work of the house —swept the room ready for breakfast,
lit the fire, and set the kettle to boil.

“You’re a little late for the bird this morning, mydear,”said Aunt Nancy,
“but at any rate you’re in time for breakfast, which is a good thing to begin
with.”
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“ How tiresome !” said Nelly. “I thought I was so early, but I'll be
earlier to-morrow, you’ll see, Aunt Nancy.”
The next day and the next, Nelly with her two bags was up betimes’

and out in the garden looking for the golden-tailed bird, but not a sight
of him did she get.

On the third morning she began to be rather discouraged and cross
about the matter, especially as the weather happened to be wey, 20 She
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could not well go out into the garden to look for her bird, but she sat at’
the window looking out, with a somewhat woeful little face, for the best
part of an hour, while her aunt bustled about and did the house-work.

As for helping her—that never seemed to enter into Nelly’s mind.

“I don’t believe I shall ever catch that stupid bird, Aunt Nancy,” she
said that morning, rather peevishly. ,

“T hope you may, indeed, my dear,” returned her aunt, seriously. “And
after all, it is not the bird who is stupid, I am afraid.”

The next morning Nelly was up again in excellent time, but the rain
was coming down so heavily that, as she said, “it was all no good at all.”

“I don’t know that, my dear,” said her aunt as she swept vigorously
away at her parlour carpet.

Nelly stood watching her for some minutes with a listless and dejected
air, until at last, she suddenly said, as if the thought had struck her quite
for the first time—as no doubt it had—*Couldn’t T help you a bit, Aunt
Nancy?”

Aunt Nancy started. “ There he is, there he is!” she cried—* you’ve
caught a sight of him now, haven’t you?—the golden-tailed bird, I mean.”

“No! Where is he? Where is my bag of seed? - Oh! Aunt Nancy,”
as she saw a funny little smile on her aunt’s face, “where is he? what is
he? 1 think you are only laughing at me, after all.”

“Not a? you, child; witk you, I hope—here, hold this, while I fetch the
salt. Why, I do believe,” as Nelly clutched the broom eagerly ¢ you ’ve
almost laid hold of his golden tail now.”

“It’s a riddle, I’m sure !” said Nelly.

If so, will you guess it, reader?

(R

Nelly guessed it, and took the golden-tailed bird home to her mother,
and a real treasure it proved to them both. How neat and industrious
she became as a girl you can see for yourself by looking at the portrait
of her which a celebrated artist was induced to draw.



THE TWO HUNCHBACKS.
A BRETON LEGEND.

NCE upon a time in the Pays de
Vannes there lived a widow with her
two sons. She was a wicked old wo-
man,and thoughthesons weregrown
men, she was neither loving nor
kind to them. In spite of her sixty
years her figure was quite upright,
and she was ashamed of having
brought two misshapen sons into
the world, for Perr and Guilcher
were both hunchbacks.

There was nothing but ill temper
in the poor house, particularly when
the time came for Perr, who was a
tailor, to go his rounds, and travel
from parish to parish to make wed-
ding clothes, mend the women’s
cloth spencers, and tell the country
news. Italways happened thatwhen

Perr left home he left his gloomy manner behind him, for he was really
good and gentle, though his mother’s and brother’s bad temper made
him sullen when he was with them. But he had not forgotten God’s
commandments : he honoured his mother, and always treated her as the
mistress of the house, though, being the eldest son of his father, to whom
it had formerly belonged, he was himself the real master of it. The only
thing that Guilcher and his mother agreed about was liking to put Perr
in a passion.

The little hunchback was making his way to a distant place with his
bag on his back, pushed on one side by the hump. It was late, for he
had been cutting out cloth at a great rate at the farmhouse to which the
rich Alain was soon going to bring home the pretty Rosemich. Any kind
and charitable person would have invited him to supper and to sleep
when his day’s work was finished ; but Alain was hard, and liked to save
beforehand for the expenses of his marriage.
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It was midnight when Perr reached the borders of the moor that he
had to cross on his way to a farm, a good way off, at which he was ex-
pected next day, and this made him uneasy, for in the midst of the
heath before him there stood the stone palace of the Korrigans, which
was said to have once been the temple of the false gods, where evil spirits
had taken up their abode, and where the little black men came to dance
at night. Perr, afraid of being drawn into their magic ring, made the
sign of the cross and advanced boldly. The large white stones cast a
dark shadow in the light of the moon, and he hoped to be able to pass
unseen. )

But he had counted without his host, for the Korrigans were all there,
dancing and jumping in a ring, and shouting out certain words which were
always the same, first on one side and then on the other. Perr, however,
never listened to them, and advanced in the shadow, till suddenly the song
stopped, and the elves all at once threw themselves upon him. Not a word
did they say, but they drew him into their magic dance ; and Perr knew
that the man who dances with Korrigans soon drops down exhausted on
the short grass of the moor, and his relations have nothing to do then but
to look for his body and bury it.

The bold little tailor had not, however, lost head, for his courage only
failed him at home, and when his mother was angry. He now listened
to what the clves were saying, for they had taken up their song again.
They were jumping first on the right foot, then on the left, and repeating
in chorus the same words that they had sung beforc they stopped him;
and the tailor soon found that the words were quite familiar: “Monday!
Tuesday ! Wednesday!” cried the elves, who held the captive by his
two hands; and those who were in front immediately cried, * Monday !
Tuesday ! Wednesday!” leaping as they shouted higher and higher.

All at once an idea struck Perr. Until now he had merely followed
the movement of the circle, but not dancing like the Korrigans first on
one foot and then on the other, he had let the little black feet keep tune as
they struck the ground, and his great sadots had not marked the measure;
but as soon as he had said a little prayer to God in his heart, without
attempting to remove his hands from the clutches of the dwarfs, he began
to bound like them from one foot to the other, singing at the same time
with all his might with the Korrigans, “Monday! Tuesday! Wednesday!”
and then when the black men on the other side of the circle took up the
words, on he went resolutely and boldly, “Thursday! Friday! Saturday!”
and in a moment the delighted elves sang after him, “ Thursday! Friday!
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Saturday !” The dance grew more and more furious, they whirled round
faster and faster, and the tailor, getting giddy, had begun to recommend
his soul to God, when all at once the dance stopped, and the Korrigans
spread themselves over the moor, still repeating the new words that had
charmed them so much, and jumping and capering among the white
stones. Then presently they all joined together around Perr, who had
begun to breathe again and was preparing to fly, and *“ Ask of us what
you will,” they cried all together. “Will you have beauty or riches in
exchange for the pleasure you have given us?”

Perr was very poor, and earned his own and his mother’s bread by the
sweat of his brow—the fatigue of his little misshapen body—the labour
of every day and of many nights. But the tailor was not lazy, and his
ugliness distressed him more than his poverty. It was not becausc no girl
would marry him, for Perr had never offered marriage to any one, but he
thought his mother would be kinder to him if he was not humpbacked.

So he did not hesitate an instant, but cried as loud as the Korrigans,
“If you deliver me of my hump, I will thank the good God all my life for
having brought me to the moor to-night.”

At this answer the Korrigans retreated, for these little black men,
though they fear God, do not /e Him, and do not call Him the good
God. However, after a few minutes, gratitude prevailed, and they sprang
upon Perr, and without inflicting any pain, or causing a drop of blood to
escape from the wound, with their little knives they cut away the tailor's
hump, and passed their crooked hands so softly over the scar that their
touch seemed like a caress.

When Perr found himself alone on the moor the next day was beginning
to appear in the east; the song of birds was heard in the distance instead
of the harsh voices of the little black men, and the tailor was straight, his
back in and his head up, as if he had been drilled by a sergeant of the
guards. His bag hung in the middle of his back, and the people at the
farm where he was going to work did not know him, but said they expected
Perr the hunchback ; and he had great difficulty in making them listen
to his story, for no one would believe him. He only, however, told them
a part of the truth; he did not say a word about the magic ring, but only
related how he had fallen asleep from fatigue near the palace of the
Korrigans—at which all the good women looked incredulous—and how
he had found himself in the morning straight, just as they saw him.
“It is the first time the little black men have ever done any good to
a Christian without being forced,” said the old grandmother; “they are
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grateful, and sometimes do a good turn to those who have pleased them:
but no one has ever seen them scek an opportunity of benefiting any
baptized creature without being asked.”

Perr pulled out his needle and held his tongue.

He was at the end of his round now, and though they pressed him to
pass the night in the barn, he-would not, but took the road home, for he
was eager to see the effect on his mother of the change that had been
made in him.

It was night when he reached the cottage, but the moon was still bright,
as it had been the night before at the whitc stones; and the widow was
standing at the door.

. She had been fastening the cow to a stake, for fear the creature might
wander out to the open country, and the Poulpickans might come and
milk her. The mother turned round at the sound of footsteps, and started
back with astonishment. It was—it was not Perr! Not only had his
hump disappeared, but he had grown taller, the harsh features of his face
had become soft and regular, and there was a bright and joyful expression
in his eyes. The elves had done their work well : Perr, when he despised
riches, had received from them the gift of beauty.
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He stooped to kiss his mother, and she looked at him as she had never
done before: no words were needed between them, but leaning on his arm
she went back into the cottage. Without waiting to hear his strange
story, the vain woman, in her motherly pride, had forgiven Perr all the
sorrow which his hump had caused her, and she was now quite ready to
accept him as her son.

From the back of the house they heard the sharp voice of Guilcher
calling out, “Be quick and shut the door, mother, the wind whistles over
the moor, and it freczes my legs.” When he in his turn looked up, ex-
pecting to hear his brother speak, an angry and malignant expression of
jealousy passed over his face. Like his mother, he knew nothing as yet
of Perr’s adventures, but he saw that his brother was no longer hump-
backed, and he knew, without taking the trouble to feel for it, that his
own hump was still on his back. Up to this moment hc had been quite
content to despise Perr, but now he began to hate him.

Seated beside his mother on a three-legged stool, Perr told them his
story ; he held her hand in his, and as he described the terror he had
felt when he was drawn into the magic ring and forced to dance, she.
looked at him with tears in her eyes: the Korrigans had indeed given
him a straight body and a handsome face, but God had given him some-
thing still more precious—He had given him back his mother's heart.

Perr and Guilcher slept in the hayloft, for there was only one bed-room
in the little cottage, and that belonged of right to thcir mother.

“ It was there that we were both born,” said Perr, when at his father’s
death he became the master of the house, “and if she wishes it, nly poor
mother shall sleep there as long as she lives.”

So there she slept under the green serge curtains, with a lighter heart
than she had had since the birth of her two sons.

The brothers stretched themselves out on their straw beds in two
corners of the loft, separated by a heap of planks which Guilcher had
piled up between them: “That I may not see thy ugly face by the light
of the moon when thou art asleep,” he used to say to his brother. Now,
however, in spite of the planks, he seemed to see the face which was no
longer ugly.

As he lay awake Guilcher reflected deeply on the story Perr had just
told them, and at last an idea struck him. When all was still in the cot-
tage, and the regular breathing of his brother showed that he was asleep,
before the first cock-crow came to disturb the sports of the elves and
fairies, he let himself down from the little window of the loft by means
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of a rope which was used in lowering hay, and ran in the moonlight, with-
out ever stopping to take breath, till he came to the moor where the
palace of the Korrigans stood.

Though he made all the haste he could, yet it was past midnight when
he reached it, and the little black men were already busy at their favourite
pastime. They danced till they were out of breath, turning round and
round till they were giddy, and crying out in their shrill voices, “ Monday!

Tuesday ! Wednesday ! Thursday ! Friday ! Saturday !” and as they said
the new words they burst into such loud fits of laughter that one would
have thought an army of wild boars were grinding their teeth against the

stones.
Guilcher ran on till he came close up to the dwarfs : his jealousy had
made him so courageous that he did not hesitate a moment, but broke
. the magic ring, and seizing the paws of two giddy Korrigans, began to
turn round with them, tapping with his bare feet on the ground, for he
had not taken time to put on his sadots, and crying out louder cven Wham

D
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the little black men, “ Monday! Tuesday! Wednesday! Thursday! Fri-
day! Saturday!” then stopping an instant as if to take breath, he shouted
out still louder than ever, “ Sun—day!” and immediately stood still in
the disordered ring to see the effect of his revelation.

The little men stood still also. Was the verse too short for them?
did it offend their notions of harmony? Or was it the remembrance,
in the midst of their pleasures, of that holy day on which Jesus Christ
rose from the grave, after having bruised the serpent’s head, that dis-
turbed these spirits who had no part in His redemption? No one knows,
or will ever know ; but the mad merriment which hurried on the dance
ceased suddenly; the Korrigans gathered round Guilcher with angry
threatening looks, and speaking-all together, they called out, “ What dost
thou wish us to do for thee? Perr chose beauty, and we offer thee
beauty or riches, as we did him.”

But as they spoke the little men stamped all round the hunchback,
and held their claws so close to his face that poor Guilcher was terrified,
and could only murmur in a faint voice, “I choose what Perr left.”

Then the little men, bursting into shrill laughter, ran away behind the
stones. Guilcher thought they had gone in search of the promised trea-
sure ; but a band of them soon returned, carrying in triumph a strangely
shaped load, and before the unhappy man had had time to collect him-
self he was stretched, on the ground, and twenty Korrigans had fastened
in his breast a second hump, the pain of their small needles passing and
fepassing through his flesh adding to the anguish with which he heard
the mocking words that they dinned into his ears, “ There, thou hast
what Perr left! Now thou hast humps both behind and before ! 7

When Guilcher recovered his senses, he was lying on his mother’s bed.
Perr had searched for him two whole days before he found him at last,
insensible amongst the white stones. The good brother had carried him
home on his shoulders without discovering what a terrible accident had
happened to him, but the'mother saw it at the first glance.

“Alas!” she cried, with the softened feeling that had now been awakened
in her breast, “my poor son has been showing his envious nature among
the little black men, and they have punished him, even as they rewarded
thee, my Perr, for thy goodness and patience towards me.”

And then Perr blushed, for he had not yet grown accustomed to kind
words. .

Perr continued to take all care of poor Guilcher, but the unhappy man

never again crossed the threshold of the cottage, for he could not bear
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that any one should see the horrible deformity which he had drawn upon
himself by his greed and his envy. His misfortunes did not improve him,
yet Perr’s tenderness and patience never failed. His mother helped him
in his labour of love, and, after her death, he imposed one condition on
the pretty Tinah who had promised to marry him: “You must always
be good to Guilcher,” he said. Tinah promised, and kept her word.
When at last the unhappy hunchback died, he acknowledged that he had
deserved his punishment ; and he slept in peace, forgiven by God for the
love of His holy Son Jesus Christ.

THE OSMUNDA.

’ the side of a deep blue lake lived many

hundred years,old Gylesthewaterman.

With him, in the little reed-thatched

mud hut, dwelt his fair and only child,

Osmunda. She was very beautiful,

and it was no wonder that when men

praised her loveliness they called it

regal. No royal princess could have

carried her lithe tall form in a more

stately manner than did the daughter

of the old waterman; many a queen

would have envied her delicate white

skin, beneath which the red blood

coursed transparently, and the soft

brown hair that rippled down to her

slender waist. When she bounded

over the green turf her light step re-

sembled that of some gentle deer, and her appearance spread sunshine
wherever she went.

Her beauty, no less than her name, revealed her Saxon origin.

Osmunda was accustomed to pass her days much alone. Her father

was often busy rowing wanderers to the opposite shore, or catching the fish

that lived in the lake, and the fair maiden spent many hours by the side

D—2
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of the gleaming waters, lost in silent meditation. Or she would seek for
the herbs that should serve for their evening meal.

At eve, when she descried her father’s boat come gliding over the clear
blue lake, the water sparkling like diamonds as the drops flashed from
his dripping oars, then it would be a race between Osmunda and Wulf
the hound, which of them should first welcome Gyles at the landmg-stage.

A kiss for his daughter, a pat on the head for the hound, were the stakes
they raced for.

Thus quietly and calmly had life flowed on for the fair girl. Since her
mother’s death, when she was too young to know aught of the cruel loss
that had befallen her, no outward disturbance had troubled the even
tenour of her existence. Day passed much the same as day; she saw few
strangers, and the outer world was to her an unopened book. Nor did
she wish to change her narrow sphere. So long as she had her dearly-
loved father by her, she was happy and content.

At that time Albion was governed by the wise and good King Alfred.
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Osmunda had heard him spoken of as her sovereign; she had heard, too,
of war, of incursions by the Danes, of plunder, bloodshed, and fire. But
her ideas as to the nature of these things were indistinct. Nor did her
father strive to enlighten her; he did not deem it needful she should know
them better.

Thus years passed over the fair girl’s head in quiet happiness. She had
attained her eighteenth year, and was then in the full pride of her rarc
beauty. [ress

REBS® ¢
tywem [rSUW

One evening she was sitting in her favourite place among the reeds by
the water’s edge, waiting for the return of her father’s boat. Gyles had
been out fishing since the morning, and she looked to his booty for their
morrow’s meal. :

It was some time since the waterman had rowed wanderers on their way
to the market town beyond the lake, and he began secretly to wonder if
there were once more disturbances in the land that rendered travelling

dangerous.
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Presently the boat rounded a tall rock that jutted out far into the sea.
Gyles was pulling rapidly towards the land, and as he lashed the water with
his oars, it splashed up merrily and glistened brightly in the setting sun.
He nodded lovingly when he drew near enough to perceive his daughter's
form.

““Sweet even to thee, darling,” he said as he sprang from the boat.
“ Down, Wulf, down!” to the dog, who was wildly leaping up at him and
barking furiously. “See here what a haul I have had—enough to feed
us for many a day to come;” and he pointed to a heap of fish that lay in
one corner of his skiff. ‘Basket ho! Wulf,” he cried to the dog, who
knew the signal and ran towards the hut, returning thence with a slight
wicker basket between his teeth.

Gyles then proceeded to fill it, and Osmunda returned to the house to
set the vesper meal in readiness. .

“You must be hungry, father,” she said as he entered, placing a platter
of smoking fish before him.

While he ate he recounted his day’s adventures; how this fish had been
hard to catch, how another had escaped when he thought to land it, how
a third had not been worth the trouble bestowed.

Meanwhile the girl sat busily spinning by the open door, through which
the flashing glistening lake and the wooded hill-tops were visible.

When Gyles had finished his food, and was about to risc from the table,
the hut was suddenly approached by a man running full speed towards it,
who in his haste to enter nearly overthrew Osmunda as she sat on the
threshold. :

“What is it, Beowulf?” exclaimed Gyles, recognizing a friendly peasant
from beyond the hills. * Speak, what is it?”

The man could not recover his breath to answer, but his looks expressed
terror and despair.

“For Heaven’s sake, what has occurred ?” Gyles asked once more.

Osmunda had risen from her wheel terror-stricken, her cheeks blanched,
and her lips quivering with excitement. “Oh, speak if you can,” she
cried, and hastily bethinking her, reached a horn of clear water to the
stranger.

He quaffed it eagerly, and returning it to her, gasped, “ The Danes!”

“The Danes!” echoed Gyles, and his face grew a ghastly hue. “Not
near us ; oh, say ! not near us, friend Beowulf!”

“On my track. They will be here at once. They have burnt my hut,

__ taken my wife and children prisoners, I flee from them, and I must away.
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They mean you to row them across ; they will not harm you. save your
daughter.”

And before either could recover from their horror, the man had dis-
appeared once more, and was running for dear life towards the forest.

“ Father,” asked Osmunda, laying her hand upon his shoulder, and
gazing into his terrified face, “ father, what must we do?”

“ T must bring you into hiding,” he replied.  “ Beowulf is right ; they
will not hurt me, they need my services. Come, child;” and he took
her by the hand.

“Nay, father,” she pleaded, ‘““let me stay with you. They will not harm
me, surely. Let us face danger together.”

At that moment a party of fugitives rushed past the cottage.

“The Danes! the Danes! save yourselves !” they cried.

“ Nay, my child, you must go,” said Gyles. His voice was faint from
emotion.
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Unfastening his bark from the stake to which it was bound, he seated
Osmunda within, sprang in also, and took up his oars.

The sun had set, yet it was not wholly dark, and there was still light
enough to distinguish objects. Gyles rowed eagerly. Osmunda sat silent,
weeping bitterly. How rudely had that calm summer’s evening been
broken up !

“Where do you take me, father?” she ventured at last.

“To the island,” he said, pointing to one at a little distance. ‘“None
live there ; it is overgrown with the large bracken fern: lie down among
it, you will be hidden by its tall fronds. When all danger is over, I will
return for you. Rest assured, none will seek you there.”

Theylanded. Gyles held the boat, while his daughter stepped on shore.

“Until the morning,” he said, pressing the weeping girl to his heart.
“The danger cannot be longer. Go, child. There; none can see you
thus, for they must not perceive you as they row past. Hark—I hear a
clatter as of armed men in the distance. I must away, or it may cost my
life.”

Hastily pushing his boat from the isle, he rowed back to land as speedily
as he could handle his oars. His return was not a whit too soon, for as
his skiff touched the reeds, a company of Danes rode up.

‘“ Art Gyles the waterman ?” they asked.

“The same. What is your pleasure?”

“First, to know if you have rowed peasants across just now,” demanded
one, who seemed the leader.

“None,” replied Gyles.

“Upon your oath,” inquired the Dane sternly. “We are in scarch
of fugitives ; perchance they have bethought them of going beyond the
lake. Your late return home excites our suspicions.”

“On my oath,” said Gyles.  “I have rowed no peasants across the lake
for more than eight days at least. Release me,” for they had seized him
by the arms and held him prisoner.

“It is well,” said the leader. “Thy face looks honest; we will believe
thy word. Thou shalt take us to the opposite shore, in companies, as many
as the boat will hold. There be yet a hundred men behind us. Thou
dost refuse at peril of thy life.”

“To row the wanderer across the lake is my office,” replied Gyles; “I
obey.” And he stepped into his boat once more.

All that night the waterman rowed between the two shores, taking over
troop after troop of those fierce Danes. Untiringly he pulled his oars,



THE OSMUNDA. 57

that he might the sooner rid him of his unwelcome charges. Each time
that he passed the fern-grown island, after landing his load, he would call
out lustily, “It is well,” as a sign to his child that he still lived and was
free. But when the day had broken, and he had rowed over the last
company, she listened in vain for his call. She remained crouched among
the bracken, for her father had thus commanded, but her heart began to
sicken with fear, and she longed to rise and look around her.

At last it was so long past his time to return, she could bear it no longer.
Rising from her ferny bed, she approached the water’s edge, and surveyed
the lake. It lay calm and quiet; only a swan sailing on its bosom rippled
the water. No sign of a boat was visible.

Then she glanced towards her home. It looked peaceful and still,
showing no sign of the wild horde that had been there so short a time
before. '

“Can he have forgotten to call this time? Can I have slept and nat
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heard him? And yet I did not think to sleep.” These were the thoughts
that coursed through her brain. “Then, too, he would have fetched me
ere now. Oh, father! father! where are you?” she wailed.

No answer. The swan continued sailing proydly on, the deep blue
water reflected the sunlight and the tall grey rocks as calmly as before.
Despair seized her. What should she do?

“They could not have taken him prisoner,” she thought. “Oh, surely
not, after he had worked all night in their service. Even the Danes
could not be so cruel as that!”

They had been, however, though she did not know it.

The hours went on, and still Osmunda stood watching for her father’s
skiff. She tried at last to persuade herself that Gyles must be too wearied
to return for her just yet. And for all that, though she would fain have
believed it, she could not.

Hunger, too, was beginning to make itself felt. There, in the fern isle,
she could find no food. Once more her eyes swept the lake’s lone surface,
and then she took her resolution.

Casting a grateful look towards the tall green tronds that had sheltered
her so well, she threw herself into the water, determined to swim to shore.

“If he is at home, and ill, or in need of me, I shall know now,” she
said, as she pushed resolutely forward, unheeding that her strength was
exhausted by a sleepless night and want of food. Her tender white arms
clove the wavelets, while she held her lovely head well above the water.
~ At last she began to feel fatigued, but she would not yield. Throwing
her last strength into the effort, she swam on boldly, and then, when even
her energy could support her no longer, she touched her father’s boat
stake, and found herself at home. ' '

Hurriedly she ran towards her natal hut, anxiously she pushed open
the door, and it was not till she found the cottage empty that a cry of
horror escaped her lips, and she sank lifeless to the ground.

She never woke to full consciousness again. The anxiety she had en-
dured that night upon the bracken island, the exertion of her long swim,
and the horror of not finding her father, were too much for her tender
brain. Happily she was ignorant of the whole extent of the blow which
had befallen her. )

When some days after a peasant rode past, and told her that the Danes
were spreading devastation over the land, that they had murdered her
father, notwithstanding his good services to them, she did not understand
him, With a sad smile she pointed across the lake, at whose margin she
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would sit day by day, gazing across its fair expanse, saymg, “1 am wait-
ing for his boat. It is not in sight yet.”

Thus she lived on in her old home for about six months. The water-
man who succeeded her father was far too tender-hearted to turn the poor
orphan away, and then she died. To the very end she was unconscious
of all around her. Looking across the blue waters with her last glance,
she murmured softly, “He is coming.” But it was death, not her father,
who came.

Next spring, near the spot where the waterman’s fair child had loved
to sit, watching for her father’s return, his successor espied a tall graceful
plant that was new to him. It resembled a fern in its elegant outline, its
leaves too curled upwards from the ground like those of other ferns, but
on its tall majestic fronds it bore a seed-cluster, of a soft light brown,
such as had never been seen before on any plant. Its tall lithe form
inclined towards the water, over which it seemed to bend regally, like a
gracious sovereign towards her subject.

The fancy irresistibly overcame the waterman that the spirit of the fair
Saxon girl still lived within this fern ; and that as in life, so in death, she
yet watched for him who could never return.

And he called the plant the Royal Osmunda, and it is called so to
this day.

Wherever there is a lake, a stream, a brook, there flourish descendants
of this lovely fern, and they still bend their graceful fronds towards the
water in quest of him who is gone.

THE FORGOTTEN CROWN.

THE great day had come at last. The enemy swept down like a

mighty torrent on to the beautiful land of Gaia, and the dread
blast of war sounded over hill and dale, through forest and glen, by lake
and river, till it died echoing away in the silent mountains beyond.

War had burst upon the people at last, and by the side of cottage fires
along the corridors of princely palaces men talked of the struggle that was
to come, and buckled on their arms. Faces were set stern and hearts
beat high on that day in the land of Gaia, for its people knew that thewx
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hour of trial was upon them, and that the struggle must be a struggle—
terrible and to the very death.

Story has since told how the great battle, when it came, knew neither
mercy nor quarter, for the day was a long and bloody one, over which
angels might have wept. In truth, on that day, it was as if the strength
of children were matched against the rage of demons. Such.a battle might
have been between the unaided heart of man and the reasoning powers
of hell :

The great day had come. From tower to tower the summons sounded,
and far and wide, through the length and breadth of the fair land, went
up the answer. Men felt the storm of war was whirling on, and saw the
sunshine flee before it; but, as the fresh grass springs forth in rain, so the
flower of the youth sprang forth that day, till city and village, hill-side and
valley, were alive with beauty and strength. The hour of parting came,
the hour of bitter separations and of sad farewells, for dear ties had to be
rudely severed, and happy homes broken up in haste. Once more the
shrill trumpet’s blast was borne upon the wind, and then, nobly, to the
sacred music of fathers’ blessings, purely, in the sweet baptism of mothers’
tears, the vigour of the land marched forth to do or to die.  And as the
mighty hosts were sweeping onwards o’er the plain, Philothea, the proudest
mother in all Gaia, called her three sons to her, and spoke::

“My sons, the hour of your trial has come. For years I have watched
its slow but sure approach, and known that it would steal upon you un-
awares at last. I am your mother, and have seen, as only mothers can,

, its shadow rising on you from the dawning of your lives. When helpless
babes you slumbered in the sweet sleep of innocence and peace, I heard
its distant thunders rolling in the air. When, too, in all your boyhood’s
spirit you awoke the woodland echoes with your merry cries, they lingered
in my ears until their happy music seemed to die away in sadness and in
wailing. And as I looked on to the life that each of you must live, I said,
‘ There is no peace on earth without unrest. There is no victory until
the fight is fought.” But courage, you are men. Go forth with steadfast
purpose, and with strong right hand, and may the great God of battles
bless you.” :

And saying this, she opened a huge oaken chest, and bade them take
from it three coats of mail that lay therein. And one was of the purest
gold, and set with precious stones. Another, too, was of fine silver, and
curiously wrought. But the third was ot old iron, rusty and worn, value-
Jess and of ignoble look. And on the breast of each was a strange device
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and a scroll, on which a legend was inscribed. And of these, as the three
youths stood gazing upon them, each in his heart made his own secret
choice, and waited the signal of his mother’s voice to speak.

Then Philothea called to her eldest born, and, pointing to the written
legends, bade him read and take which suit of mail he would.

‘Now on the golden one was chased a monarch’s crown encircling a skull,
aud the legend underneath ran thus: . .

*46*o glory all the world bows down ¢
‘Wha wears the gold shall win. the crown.'! !

“‘Who wears the gold shall win the crown? then this be mine, mother,”
he said; “for glory is a noble. thing, and I would see the whole world
kneeling at my feet.” And with beaming eye and head erect he took the
jewelled coat, and clad himself, and made oath he would do battle like
a royal prince and win the homage of the world.

And then the second had his choice, and turning to the silver one, he
took it up and said, “Look, mother, what is here? a tender flower choked
upon a bed of brambles! But listen to the wording of the scroll :

* Nor gold nor iron, neither high nor low ;
In easy channels silver stream shall fiow.’

I have no thirst for fame, and I love comfort, ease, and peace. The legend
speaks of these, and he who bears it, knowing of no strife or danger, needs
must save his life against the foe, and end his days in this world’s health
and wealth. What can the earth give more?” Aad he took the silver coat,
rejoicing in the promise which it bore, and fell to dreaming on the comfort
of this life.

And last stepped forth the third and youngest son, and without a thought
of envy in his breast, he took the rusted iron coat, and said, “ Dear mother,
I should have chosen this. I know not why, but there is something in
this emblem that has touched my heart.” As he spoke, he pointed to a
simple cross, for the iron coat was of plainest fashion, and bore no other
ornament, and read aloud the words that twined about it :

*“ Faith fights in faith alone. Come best, come worst,
No earthly crown is thine—be last, yet first.”

I seek no crown,” he cried, “I look to no reward. I only kneel to crave
your blessing, mother, and to ask your prayers.” Then clad in the rough
suit, he knelt, and as he stood erect, and drew himself to his full height,
his soul within him rose, and never flinching as he turned {tom W\ ‘e
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loved, with faithful heart and fearless step he joined his brothers at the
gate. Then came the surging stream of warriors that way, and those three
noble youths—the Gold, the Silver,and the Iron Knights—waved back
a last farewell, and sought the van, that caught them up and swept them

on to war.
» » » » . .

. The strife was over now: a battle had been lost, a battle had been won;

and men were talking of the bloody struggle of that day, and binding up
their cruel wounds, and burying their valiant dead. And Philothea went
among the throng, and gathered tidings of her sons. And there they
told her how her ¢ldest born had smitten down his foes, and gone a very
king into the thickest of the fray; how, when the fight was ended, they
had twined crowns of laurel and of gold round about his brow, while
thousands knclt before him as he came, and cried, “Long live the Golden
Knight !” )

“Glory is his,” she said, and then she thought of the device of death
that wore a diadem.

And as she pondered upon this, a load of captured wealth came rolling
by, and with it him who wore the silver ceat.

“See, mother,” he cried out, “the spoils of war—the riches of this life!
And in the fight I never neared the foe, nor knew what danger meant.
Wealth, comfort, ease are mine —behold!” And he rode on, and blessed
his lot, and left his mother gazing after him. And as she gazed, her
thoughts went back to a tender flower choked in a bed of brambles.

Then Philothea roused hersclf, and cailed aloud the name of her best-
loved, her youngest son ; and as she called the sun went down, and yet
he never came. .

And then she called again, but twilight darkened, and yet he did not
come.

Then night crept up the eastern sky, and myriads of fires shot out from
the blue vault above, till fancy might have wandered on from star to star,
and mounted up to the great throne of all.  Once mere size called upon
her son, but a deep silence as of death held the scene. And when no
answer came, she thought upon the cross and wept.

But far out on the ficld of blood, a youthful knight, clad in a suit of
rusty armour, was lying cold and still, an arrow through his heart, and his
face upturned to God.



THE LAST NEWS OF THE FAIRIES.

HE last news of the Fairies! And very reliable
news too, upon evidence as good as one can
get with regard to most doubtful things. Not
so very late neither—not much more than
half a century old. That is, it can be little
more than thirty years since the person who
saw the fairies told the story of his seeing
them to the person who told me—then a boy
and now only a middle-aged man. A man,
too, whose truthfulness and honesty are pro-
verbial in the village where he lives—which
I do not intend to particularize more than
bysaying itwas the West Riding of Yorkshire.

I myself have always had a lurking belief
in fairies. There is an Italian proverb, Sz
non ¢ vero ¢ ben trevafo - which means, frecly
translated—* If it isn’t true it ought to be.”

. And I still think, that if there are not fairies,
it would be very nice if there were to be.
Such as the fairy godmother of Cinderella,
and the pretty harmless creatures of the Mid-
summer Night's Drcam—Oberon, Titania,
and Puck. Or the Qucen of Fairies who
carried away Thomas the Rhymer and the
young Tamlane, as we read of in old Scotch
ballads. Or the brownies and the pixies, the
cobolds and the gnomes, the Neck and the
Undine—all those various elves of water,
carth, and under the earth, with which the .
fairy mythology of diffcrent nations makes us

acquainted. I was well read in it once, but have nearly forgotten it now.
Still, I prick up my ears like an old horse at sound of the hunt, whenever
there is the slightest reference to what is called folk-lore.

Many a time, when I was a child, I used to think how delightful it would
be to catch a fairy—a little creature no bigger than a doll, only alive—
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quite alive, full of pranks and pretty ways. How enchanting to play with
it, and talk to it, and cuddle it! Only it might not understand cuddling ;
and whether it would be able to converse with me in plain English, or
would talk unintelligible fairy language, was a point on which I never could
satisfy my mind. It did not matter much, as I never caught my fairy.
But I certainly should have set a trap for it, or gone endless wanderings
about the woods and moors in search of it, had I ever heard the story,
or the two stories, which I am about to tell to you; though of course I do
not expect you to believe them.

My informant was, as I have said, a middle-aged man, whom I met last
summer in Yorkshire. I shall not give his name—Iest he might not like
it, or like to be considered responsible for my version of the story, though
1 have given it as accurately as I could remember. Therefore I shall
merely call him “ John.”

One day John came to tea; and capital company he was,—self-cducated,
and very well educated too, for what I suppose would be called “onc of
the working classes.”  As if the “upper” classes did not work hard enough
also sometimes! Highly intelligent by nature, with a strong shrewd York-
shire wit, and a way of expressing himself that at once said what he meant
to say in the best manner possible. No attempt whatever at “ showing
off,” or appearing other that he was: an intenscly honest man, whose word
was his bond, and whose judgment might be fairly trusted on all points
where he had had an opportunity of forming it. Modest—rather retiring
than not—jyet with plenty of sclf-respect; and a quiet conviction that “a
man's a man for a’ that.” Such is the sort of man yhose society I like—
be his rank in life what it may. And I can truly say that though I have
spent many a pleasant evening with the celebrated men of the earth, I
never spent a pleasanter than with my friend John.

Towards the close of it, after he had been giving us endless stories about
the habits and manners of the last generation in the village where he had
been born and reared, and which he had scarcely ever quitted, and had
ended with an account of the various curiosities of the neighbourhood,
he mentioned a large cave, capable of holding fourteen people, which was
on the moor hard by, and was called “ the Fairies’ House.”

“What!” said I eagerly, “are there any fairies in this part of York-
shire?”

John looked at me with a qucer twinkle of the eye. “The folks
h:reabouts used to think so—at least they did before we had Mechanicse
Institutes and thosc sort of things totell us it wasn’t possible. But some

\.



66 THE BOYS' AND GIRLS' BOOK OF ENCHANTMENT.

of the old people believed in them for a long time. When I was a boy,
it was said that if you crept quietly into the Fairies’ House you might
see them there—provided you were early enough in the morning.”

“ And did you go? Pray, John, did you ever see a fairy?” I put the
question half-langhing, lest he might suspect I was in earnest. '

“Well, ma’am,” replied John with grave politeness, “I can’t say that I
ever did. But I have known those that saw them, or at least firmly
believed so.”

“What! in the present generation?”

“Very nearly. That is, when I was a lad I knew one old man who"
declared positively he had seen fairies. He was so strong upon it that
nobody ever contradicted him. Besides, he was a man that you wouldn’t
like to contradict for nothing, was William Butterfield.”

“ And who was William Butterfield ?”

“The bathman at the Wells herc, for many many years, and a most
respectable man too. He never got drunk—as most people did in those
days—and he never told a lie that I ever heard of.”

“ But he might have made a mistake, or fancied things?”

“No, he wasn’t given to fancies, nor likely to make mistakes. An un-
common sharp fellow was William Butterfield. Besidcs, often and often
as he told the story, he never altered it one bit.”

“ And he told it to you yourself?”

“Ay; I remember the day quite well. We were sitting on the bench
outside the public house door—he never went inside; he said all the beer
in the world was not worth a glass of the Wells waters. I was a boy, but
a biggish boy—old enough to like the company of my elders and betters,
and I used to go about a good deal with this William Butterfield, who
had such a lot of queer stories to tell, especially about his Wells, of which
he was very proud.”

(Here I ought to explain that “the Wells” are the principal teature
of the village where John lives, which they are fast changing from a village
into a flourishing town. )

“ And it was at the Wells,” John continued, “ that he saw, or fancied
he saw, the fairies.”

“Do tell me all about it,” T asked eagerly. And John told me. I wish
I could give anything like the graphic words in which he did so; but as
I cannot, I had better give it in my own.

The Wells were originally a moorland spring on the hill-side, supposed
to have some medicinal properties, but at any rate producing an unlimited
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supply of very pure and delicious water. Over them is now erected a
handsome building, and outside there are benches where people may sit
about and admire the view up and down the dale, one of the finest in
Yorkshire. But in John’s boyhood the Wells were left open to the sky—
the spring being merely led into a reservoir, which was enclosed by a
circular wall, eight feet high, and used as a sort of bath.

This bath was entered by a small door, of which William Butterfield
kept the key. It was his business to lock it up the last thing at night,
and go back to open it the first thing in the moming. He did this day
after day,and year after year, without seeing anything until one midsummer
morning.

I inquired particularly, and found out from John without telling him
the reason why—the fact that it was upon midsummer morning, and
just before dawn. Which was a curious coincidence, as I am certain
neither my friend John nor William Butterfield had the slightest idea
that St. John’s Eve—or the night before midsummer-day—and the magic
hour “between the night and the day,” is, according to all popular super-
stition, the favourite time when the fairies are abroad, and disposed to
make themselves visible.

William Butterfield got up that morning, he declared, no more expecting
to see anything “ queer ” than on any other morning. He had gone to
bed at his usual hour, and rose as usual, perfectly sober and cool-headed;
climbing the steep ascent of the moor with active feet, and noticing
nothing in particular, except that it was a very fine midsummer morning,
cool, grey, and still, for the sun was not up, and the only sound along the
hillside was the cry of one solitary cuckoo in the distance ; it being so
early that no other birds were awake.

Butterfield thought he had made some mistake as to the hour; however,
it mattered little, so he went cheerfully on his way, and coming to the cir-
cular wall, drew his big key out of his pocket, trying to open the door.
But there was something “uncanny” about it ; it refused to be unlocked,
or rather the key turned round and round in the keyhole quite easily, but
the door stuck fast. As often as he tried to push it open, it was pushed
back again fiom inside ; and he fancied he heard within the enclosure a
rushing and a scrambling, as if a troop of rabbits or rats, accompanied
by a noise not unlike children’s laughter, only it was such very shrill thin
laughter, as if the children had been tiny babies, except that new-born
babies never laughed; which William Butterfield, who had one of his own
at home, was well aware of.

Be—2
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At last, with one steady push, he forced the door open, and then—what
do you think he saw?

I repeat I do not expect you to believe the story, but he believed it, and
kept firm in his belief as long as he lived.

All over the well, skimming on its surface like water-spiders, or dipping
into it as if they were taking a bath, was a swarm of little people, the
biggest of them not above eighteen inches high; yet they seemed perfect

human beings. They bathed with all their clothes on ; and Butterfield
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noticed that they were dressed from head to foot in green—as green as
the colour of grasshoppers. There was such a quantity of them, and they
were so agile, and lively, and frolicsome, that he felt he might as soon
have tried to catch them as if they had been a swarm of May-flies or a
shoal of minnows. He only stood and stared in mute amazement, though
not exactly afraid ; indeed, he was not the sort of young man to be afraid.
Only bad men are cowards, and Butterfield was a very good fellow in
his way.

So he stood and stared, he could hardly tell how long, for his tongue
seemed frozen to the roof of his mouth. At last, with a very great effort,
he called out, “Hallo there!” in his blunt Yorkshire way, it being the only
thing he could find to say.

Immediately the little people began to “squittle” off, just like minnows
when you throw a stone in among them. They went tumbling and scram-
bling, head over heels and heels over head ; indeed, their limbs seemed
made of india-rubber, and they bounded over the eight-foot wall like so
many india-rubber balls; not in silence, however, but with such a great
buzzing and humming, like a swarm of gigantic bluebottle flies, that they
quite confused Butterfield’s faculties. He stood gaping at them, he de-
clared, “like a big fool,” making no attempt to catch them, until they
had all disappeared, one after the other, over the high wall, leaving the
water empty. Then he came to his sober senses, and rushed out to the
door, and looked in every direction up and down the hill-side. But there
was nothing to be seen, except a great stirring among the bracken—
which was growing tall and green—as if a troop of hares or rabbits, or
some such small animals, were scampering through it. And while he
stood watching, and thinking what a stupid ass he had been, the big,
round, red sun popped up his head from the horizon, and shot his first
arrow of light from east to west along the dale.

Butterfield ran back inside the wall, and searched all about the bath,
bat it was quiet and silent and the surface of the water perfectly motion-
less, looking exactly as it had looked for so many years, and as it did con-
tinue to look for many years after, for he never saw the fairies again.
The whole thing had passed so like a dream, that he rubbed his eyes and
pinched himself to see if he were quite awake yet ; but whether he was
dreaming or not, no one but himself could ever know.

The story seemed so strange, and even ridiculous, that he was a good
while before he told it to anybody ; besides, he had an idea that if they
were fairies, his seeing them might be unlucky, and might bring some
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harm to his wife and child. ‘But as no harm ever came—indeed, béing
an uncommonly steady and industrious young man, he rather prospered in
the world than otherwise—Butterfield took courage and told his wife, and
of course she told everybody; and by the time he grew to be an old man,
and people had gradually ceased to believe that there were such things
as fairies, he used to tell the story very often indeed to all sorts of persons:
some believed it and some didn’t, but nobody ever doubted that William
Butterfield believed it, and he being a man of such undoubted truthful-
ness, it was a very great puzzle to a good many. But one thing was cer-
tain, he never saw the fairies again.

“ And did anybody else in the Dale cver sec them, John?” asked I,

when we came to a pause in the story.
" John looked at me as if to make sure that I was not quizzing him, and
answered cautiously, “ Yes, there were several stories abroad of folk who
said they had seen them, but they were generally stupid folk, or drunken
folk, quite different from William Butterfield. The most reliable of them
was a man named Heny Roundell, who declared he had seen them once
in the early morning, at his sister’s farm, ten miles off.”

“Did you hear the story from himself, then?”

“No,” said John honestly, “I can’t say I did. I never knew the man
myself, but he was well known in these parts, and bore a very good charcter
too. A shrewd fellow he was, who knew quite well the difference between
a pound and a shilling ; and a steady church-goer, which often stond in
his way, because the most of the rich folk here were then Independents,
and disliked having to do with Church people. So he must have had a
conscience, you sce, ma’am,”

I agreed, and begged John to tell me, even if it were only by hearsay,
the story.

Henry Roundell, it seemed, was never anything beyond a labouring
man himself, but a sister of his was married to a prosperous farmer, and
lived at a place called Washburn Dell. There he often hired himself, doing
any work that came to hand. It was a large farm, and parts of it were
exceedingly lonely, and far away from any cottage or human habitation.
To one of these distant fields he was once sent to hoe turnips. He used
to start off long before dawn, taking his food with him, and often not.
seeing a creature till he returned to the farm at the close of day.

One morning he rose, so early it was alrost in the middle of the mght,
and started off for the field, which he réached long before sunrisé. He
thought somehow j; looked queer like, in the misty dawn, that the turnips
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had grown ever so much greener and higher since he left them overnight,
and that their leaves were stirring strangely. When he looked again, he
saw that what was moving about was not the turnip-leaves at all. Between
every row of them was a row of little men, all dressed in green, and all
with tiny hoes in their hands. They were h.oeing away with might and
main ; and chattering and singing to themselves meanwhile, but in an
odd, shrill, cracked voice, like a lot of field-crickets. They had hats on
their heads, something in the shape of foxglove-bells, Roundell thought,
but he was not near enough to distinguish them plainly, only he was quite
certain they were all dressed in green, just the same colour as the turnip-
leaves. '

He crept cautiously forward, and peered through the bars of the gate,
hiding himself as much as he could the while. But unfortunately he leant
too heavily on the top rail; and though he had fastened the gate himself
overnight, and it looked as if it were fastencd still, as soon as he touched
it it swung open with a great bang, and he fell right flat with his face in
the mud.

Then, whirr !—whirr ! off went the little me<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>