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FAIRY TALES TOLD AGAIN: 

INTRODUCTION. 
,a~1~ 

" . · OME, my dears, come and listen to me!'" 
~ ' No sooner did Grandman1n1a say this, than all the 
~ -
,. ~ ~~ little people in the nursery left their pretty little gatnes, 
~ and swanned around Grandtnamn1a's great big chair. 
W1 First, little Lina, with the large blue eyes, whose 
pretty round chin just came up comfortably above her Grand­
n1other's knee, at \vhich she sat herself do\vn, vvith her mouth 
ready to receive every precious word. 

Next, flaxen-haired Johnny, leading along his big dog on four 
\vheels-a genuine Maltese terrier, with real vvool on his back­
and led by a strap of leather, \vhich \vas as real as a strap can 
possibly be. 

Then came handsome young Maudie, vvho had long golden 
hair that \vent in large curls all do\vn her shoulders and back. 
The vain little puss had been trying on a grand white feather, 
acd had been much engaged in the delicious thought of how she 
\vould have looked in the glass up-stairs, but at the n1agic words, 
"Come and listen!'' she instantly forgot her O\Vn charms, for sbe 
knew that fron1 her dear old Granny's lips she should hear some­
thing \vorth hearing and altogether delightful. 

Then bonny little Georgie (and he 'was a bonny little boy), \vho 

h~d been amusing hitnself and his 111 erry sister beside hin1 \vith 
a figure of "Punch," he too sat UO\vn very attentively, \vith his 
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long-nosed friend reclining gracefully upon his knees, and merry 
sister Grace's arms about his neck. 

And Master Willie, eight years old last birthday, and quite 
a man, strode from his corner with a slow and stately step-for 
was he not (in height and years, at least) above all the others?­
came and clirnbed on to the back of Grandn1amma's chair, as 
being the most dignified position he could find. 

And tiny Lily, youngest and baby of thetn all, was 1nade a 
queen for the occasion, and had Grandmatnn1a's knee for her 
throne; for was she not the pet, and the dearest little n1ite that 
ever toddled on a floor? 

And then Mamma, who \i\Tas most happy when her dear little 
children \vere happy, stood there too, to hear all the stories and 
fun; and I have no doubt that while she listened, her loving heart 
went back to the old times \vhen size was a little toddler, and sat 
in the very satne beloved lap that tiny Lily was sitting in, and all 
to hear about the satne \vonderful things. 

And last of all there is- \vhy, you yourself, dear little 
reader, just as ready to listen as they; and, \vonderful to tell, vvith 
the \vhole happy family, Grandtnamma and all, upon your O\vn 

little knees, and with the very book she is reading placed right 
before your eyes. So don 't you think that with these ad­
vantages you ought to be the happiest and merriest of then1 all? 
I do. 

But you are all children, and cannot still your active littl e 
tongues all at on·ce and together. In fact, there is quite a 
hubbub, so that Grandn1amma is obliged to say, "S-s-s-h I I did 
not say, 'Come here and make as much noise as you can;' I said, 
'Come and listen to 111e.'" 

" But, Grandmamtna," says little Lina, "what is it to 
be about?" 

"Wait a littl e, my dear, and you shall hear." 
"And, oh, Grandtnamtna I '' says Maud ie, "is it to be about 

g rand ladies vvith " 
"You shall hear, you shall hear; just listen, my dear." 
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"And, Gran'ma, dear," cries bonny little Georgie, "will there 

be any little men with funny noses?') 

"You should not ask questions," replies Grandmamma, 

patting the open pages of the book. " This is a book of 

wonderful fairy tales, all about people who go to sleep." 

"That's not so \vonderfull" puts in Master Willie, "I go to 

sleep every night." 
"Yes, yes, my boy, but not for--. N ovv do be quiet, like 

good children, and you'll hear all about it." 

"Does it say anything about wild beasts?" asks Johnny, 

\vho up to this time had been as quiet as his own little Maltese 

terrier. 
"\( es, my love, that it does; and about strange little boys and 

girls, and great n1en and little n1en, and pretty ladies and ugly 

ones, and fairies that do good deeds and \vitches that do bad deeds, 

and vice versa." 
"Oh, what's 'vicey verser ?'" asks merry sister Gracie, with her 

little fat arms still round George's neck. 

" Vice ve1/sd, my dear," replies Grandtnamma, rather puzzled 

at the question, "means anything that's just the opposite of what 

you say at first." 
Here all the children open their eyes very vvide, and tiny Lily, 

who all this titne has been snuggling in Grandmamma'.s lap, 

tnakes signs of wishing to say something. 

" I sink ," she begins. 
"Well, my pet?" 
"Gran'ma." 
"Yes.'' 
"I sink you's goin'--' 
"What to do, pet?') 
"To tell a taully." 
"vVhy, of course, wicked little puss; that's just \vhat I arrr 

going to do. But if you'll not \vaste the tin1e you shall have 

more than one story. And although you may be amused, as I am 

sure you vvill be, every one of these \vonderful stories \vill have 
B 
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something in it besides, to teach you \vhat is b~autiful and good ; 
and so each of you must listen attentively to find out all the 
beautiful things and the good things you can as I go on. Now 
these are very old, old stories, \Vri tten years and years before you or 
I \vere born, so there must be son1ething very nice about them for 
them to have lasted so long. N O\V then, I \vill tell you about the 
'Sleeping Beauty."' 

But here they all grow clamorous again, and Grandrnamma is 
quite bewildered, but at last hits upon a plan to restore order 
once rnore. 

" Now all say after me," says she, " Hush I" 
"Hush!" says Mamtna. 

" Hush!" says Master Willie. 
" Hush!" says Maudie. 

" Hush!" says Lin a. 
" Hush!'' says Johnnie. 

" Hush!" says merry Gracie. 
" Hush I" says little Georgie. 

"Hush!" says tiny I_jJy. 
And 

" Hush!" say You. 

THE SLEEPING BEAUTY. 

I.-HOW IT ALL BEGAN. 

NCE upon a tirne, my dears-which means, for anything 
I know to the contrary, the year one thousand, one 
hundred, and one, of the age of this beautiful world­
there lived a certain great and glorious King, \vhose do­

rninions stretched for many rnil es north, south, east, and 
\Vest of his palace, and \Vere bounded only by the de p, \vide, blue sea. 
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N O\iV this great l(ing had a beautiful Queen to sit at his side ; 
and both of the1n had, \Vi thin a little time of their 1narriage, a 
sweet little daughter given then1 to pet and take all possible 
care of, and everybody sang the praises of this charming tiny 
princess-first, because she \vas such a pretty little mite ; 
secondly, because she was heiress to the throne of a great 
kingdon1; and, thirdly, because it pleased the great l(ing and 
the beautiful Queen to hear them. 

In those days lived a vvonderful and very po,vcrful race of 
beings called Fairies, and these Fairies held great control over 
the destinies of the human race. They had a knack of taking 
unaccountable likes and dislikes to certain people vvith \vhon1 
they took pains to be acquainted. They would attach themselves 
to the fortunes-good or evil-of such people, and follovv thetn 
unremittingly to the end of their days. Sotne of the Fairies 
were by nature good-others evil. Happy vvas he who had a 
good one at his back, for his life was then sure to be all that 
n1ortal man could wish; but unhappy indeed \vas t4at one who 
\vas follovved in his path by a \vicked Fairy, for nothing but 
misfortune \vould tben be his lot in this world. 

Most of these Sprites were very fickle and freakish, using 
. their povvers at random, and caring but little for the good or 

bad results of their waywardness. Some of their doings you 
shall hear of presently. 

Of these \vonderful beings there were several kinus. There 
vvere the little Fairies, who slept in the bells and cups of flowers, 
and danced in the meadows by moonlight, and I think the queen 
of fairies 1nust have lived in a violet. There \vere the Goblins, 
\vho took all sorts of queer fantastic shapes, and played all 
sorts of mischievous tricks upon mankind. Then there were 
the Gnomes, horrid giants of creatures, the mere sight of \vhon1 
\ ould frighten an honest n1an out of his senses-creatures ~'ho 

could topple over \vhole cities as easily as you could break a 
throstle's egg. And there \vere the l(el pies and Bro-wnies, and 
ever so many other kinds of naughty spirits, vvho thought 
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vvi ts, ::tncl then 
So· don't you 
none of these 

nothing of scaring a poor child out. of its 
devouring it \Vith the n1ost heartless satisfaction. 
think, on the \vhole, \Ve are better off for having 
fairy beings about us nowadays ? 

But I was nearly forgetting the great I(ing, the beautiful 
Queen, and the lovely Princess. 

About a month after the birth of the little Princess Royal, the 
I(ing and Queen, her parents, determined to have a grand 
christening, to which all the nobility of the kingdon1 should be 
invited. This of course was an important event, so the royal 
pair held a long consultation upon it. 

After they had been consulting for exactly three days and a 
quarter, they came to the question of godfathers and god­
tnothers. 

"Ancl novv," said his Majesty, " what about a godfather?" for 
the baby being a girl, you know, they wanted only one. 

" If your Majesty \vill not be godfather yourself,'' replied the 
Queen, " I do not know a fitter person than my Lord Arch­
bishop of Galopinter." 

"Very good," said the I(ing; "it shall be done." ("Very 
good," by-the-bye, \vas a pet phrase of the l(ing's, as also \vas "It 
shall be done.") "And that being settled," continued his Majesty, 
"\vhat about the godmothers?" 

"To have things as they should be," replied the Queen, "\Ve 
Ot!ght to have twelve godn1others." 

" What l" exclaimed the King. "Twelve of them -a dozen\ 
I never heard of such a thing in 1ny life l" 

" Is it possible?" returned the Queen, lifting up her beautiful 
eyebro\vs; "I had t\velve godm-others." 

"This is the first time you have mentioned such a thing," said 
the King. " I call it a great division of responsibility l Never 
mind, though, if you vvish it. Very good, it shall be done." 

"I am very much obliged to your Majesty," said the Queen, 
vvith a most lovely smile; "and no\v I may add that my t\velve 
godmothers \\'ere Fairies." 
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" You don't say so ! " gasped the bewildered Monarch ; " and 

if I may ask a question so rude, what are you driving at?" 

"Sin1ply this, that one of n1y godmothers has intimated to 

n1e · in a drean1 that t\velve of her tribe are \vii ling to stand for 

our little daughter.'' 
" H um-ha," murmured the Monarch, slowly and thought­

fully; adding, "Well, I 1.nust sn1oke a pipe over this, and let 

you kno\v." And \vhen he had smoked a pipe over it he let 

her know by saying, "Very good, it shall be done." 

II.-THE MEETING OF THE FAIRIES. 

~ .. ~b'. 
~· @'I~ UT I must tell you all about how the Fairy godmothers 

l'"·'.l were chosen. It was on a beautiful moonlit night-
nd~ vvhen all the grass and the ferns and the palm-trees above 

l ::!\$ 

1~ shone like silver, and the little brooks running hither and 

thither · sparkled like millions of diamonds-that the Fairy 

tribe (all lady Fairies, I must mention) assembled in solen1n con­

clave to decide upon the question of godmothers. Now there \vere 

to be tvvo grand christenings on the same day, and at the sa1ne 

hour of the morning; and besides the t\velve god1nothers vvho 

had to be chosen for the Princess I atn telling you about, tvvelve 

others \vere to stand for the infant prince who vvas son and heir to 

another mighty king, ruling over a vast tract of country, which, 

for all I can tell, \vent by the name of Son1ewhere Else. No\v 

all the Fairies in this particular tribe numbered only twenty-five. 

1'here was therefore no little difficulty in selecting the godmothers 

for both christenings, because, you see, tvvelve and twelve being 

t\venty-four, it \vas like a game of odd-one-out, and in this case a 

very unpleasant gan1e it was, for one of the number must be n1ade 

to feel very uncon1fortable at being left alone ; so you ~rill not feel 

so very much astonished vvhen I tell you there vvas a very sharp 

discussion on this point-\vho \vas to be left h~hind? No one \vas 



14 FAIRY TALES ToLD AGAIN. 

found self-denying enough to be odd one of her O\vn accord. So, 
after chattering a good deal, till the moon was just ready to sink, 
they resolved to settle the question by drawing lots. It was Fairy 
Crowsfoot who proposed this plan, and what vvas her horror, 
distnay, and anger, when all the others \vere successful, and she 
herself the one unlucky Fairy. 

To witness her frenzy and despair at this unexpected blovv \vas 
very distressing indeed. She tore her hair that .\vas as fine as 
thistle-do\vn, until it blinded for a titne the eyes of everybody 
present. She shrieked in such a tone that the very field-crickets 
quaked in their cases, and quite forgot what part of their tune they 
had got to ; and she rushed to and fro with such swiftness that the 
grasses thought it was the early \Vind getting up, and sleepily 
nodded their little heads to say "Good morning." But it was all of 
no avail, her exertions having left her just \vhat she vvas before­
a disappointed, sulky, and, I fear, revengeful little goose of a Fairy 

All at once, however, she \vas seized with an ideai for she 
sprung up from the ground like a lark, and flew and fle\v (the little 
blue speck that she \vas) on and onward, on\vard and on, keeping 
the palace of the great l(ing in view. And what \vas this sudden 
idea of hers ? Well, you shall hear. 

III.-THE CHRISTE ING. 

r N the morning of the christening, the great King and ~ : 
C:. ~J the lovely Queen sat down to a quiet breakfast, quite by 

Jc ,W· themselves. It can't be said that his Majesty \Vas in the 
(~ very best qf n1oods. He grovvled over his smoked tongue 

and choked over his coffee as though something serious had 
happened, and he vvas to be dethroned that day, instead of going 
to his own daughter's christening. 

\Vhat \vas the matter? Sitnply this-he had been nudged. 
He had been most unceremoniously nudged by the Queen at 
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ex:1.ctly half-past four that morning, while he was still in the enjoy­
n1ent of a sweet, sound sleep. Now I may safely say he was not 
at all accustomed to this sort of thing, and above all things hated 
to be disturbed in the early morning; so that \vhen the Queen 
nudged him his good temper was shaken out of hitn for at least 
six hours. 

" My dear," she had said softly. 
'' H' " m. 
" My dear," a little louder this tirne. 
" What now ? " 
" I am sorry to disturb you, but I've had a very strange 

drean1." 
"You're always having strange dreams," the I(ing had growled 

out, and turned to sleep again. 
" May I tell it you?" 
"There you go again; you won't let a fellow sleep ! Tell it, 

and have done with it." 
"I dreamt that something whispered in my ear and said, ' I 

am the Fairy Crowsfoot, and am left all alone, so do please invite 
me to the christening. I'll bring a most lovely present-indeed I 
will.' So I said, ' I'll ask the King, and if he says "Yes," you may 
come and be one of our privileged guests.' And now, tny dear, 
may she come?" 

"No she mayn't," the King had snapped in reply; "twelve 
o(then1 is enough for one party. I don't want thirteen to the 
dozen. Now, as you've had your ans\ver, you'll be good enough 
to let me go to sleep again." 

You will now no longer \vonder at the I(ing's behaviour at the 
breakfast table, and you will be as thankful as the Queen was that 
no one was by to see. But the Queen also watched her husband 
\vith anxiety, for to tell the truth she would gladly have given the 
Fairy Cro\vsfoot another chance of the I(ing's permission to _ be 
present at the feast. By-and-by, however, the King suddenly 
sn1iled, and this sent a ray of hope into the Queen's breast. 

" My dear," said she, " I am glad to see you s1nile." 
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"It \vas only a joke tbat just occurred to me, but I fancy l've 
heard it before. G-r-r-r-humph I'' 

N ot\vithstanding the concluding growl, her Majesty took 
courage. 

"lVIay it please your Majesty," she began, and looked perfectly 
bewitching. 

But tbe king had grown used to all that by this time, so he 
said shortly, "\i\7 ell?" 

"Will your J\tiajesty allow me to venture to allude to--" 
"G-r-r-r-humph I I remember it all. Enough. Not a word 

more I beg. You NUDGED mel" 
Poor unfortunate Queen I Poor unfortunate Fairy Cro~rsfoot I 

Thus was an invitation to Court lost by a nudge. 
Ten o'clock arrived at last, and so did the guests. The twelve 

Fairy Godmothers were there, arrayed in the beautiful colours of 
their respective flowers, but they had enlarged themselves to one 
hundred and forty-four times their natural size, so that now 
they were nearly as big as ordinary women. Hundreds of ladies 
were there too, all smiles and silks and satins and vel vets, and I 
don't knovv what besides. Hundreds of nobles and knights \vere 
there as well, and with their silver armour and cloth of gold they 
looked wonderfully brave and fine. 

At a quarter past ten precisely they formed the procession, 
and in this manner:-

First went the heralds, threescore of them, blowing as loud as 
they could with their silver trumpets. They were followed by the 
band of the King's life guards. Then came the King and Queen 
in their chariot of state, drawn by a hundred \vhite horses Then 
came the infant Princess in her nurse's arms in another chariot of 
state, dravvn by fifty white horses. Immediately after this came 
the Fairy Godmothers in their chariots of state, one to each, and 
each drawn by fifty \vhite butterflies of the size of a Shetland pony; 
and the lords and knights and ladies, in the order of their rank, 
brought up the rear. 

Thus they came to the chief temple, \vhere the Archbishop 
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of Galopinter stood ready to receive the1n ; and oh, dear n1c I 

the splendour of that christening service! I-Io\v can I describe it? 

And here I don't n1ind telling you a secret. I \vanted 

Monsieur Dore to dra\v a picture of it for you, and when I 

asked hin1 he told n1e that he really did not dare attc1npt such 

a thing, for the brilliancy of the colours \vould quite spoil his 

eyes, and render him unable to do the pictures that can1e after­

'Nards. So I can only say that the christening went off to 

perfection, and that the party returned in the satne order as 

before. 
By this ti1ne-it being no\v past noon-the I(ing had quite 

recovered his usual good--hun1our; but the Queen \vas too full 

of the christening to think any 1nore about the disappointed Fairy. 

IV.-THE BANQUET. ,.,HE christening dinner was a triumph of cooking to the 

t.,,J: cooks, and a labour of love to the eaters. If I were to 

't"' give you a list of all the things that were put upon the 

f tables it \Vould run over three or four pages, and that, I think, 

' \vould tire you. 

At the chief table sat the l(ing, the Queen, tn y Lord Arch­

bishop, my Lord Chancellor, and the twelve Godn1others. At 

the second table sat the An1bassadors and the Officers of State; 

and at fifty other tables \Vere the rest of the distinguished guests. 

\ Vhcn the feast \vas over the usual toasts were given, and 

of course the toast of the day was the infant Princess, who, I 

forg-ot to tell you, was narned Prettipet. I-Iere the Court 

n1instrels ca1ne in \Vith a song specially con1posed for the 

occasion ; and, I am sorry to say, I cannot re1nen1ber all the 

\vords of it. But just as they were singing-

"And may she spin the whitest wool 

That ever spinster span," 

there \VJ.S a sudden sensation in the hall, for \vho should march 
c 
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through the door, ·,vith her arms a-kimbo and her \vrinkled 
face all inflamed with rage, but an ugly old wotnan, who I 
may as well tell you at once was none other than the Fairy 
Crovvsfoot in disguise. Yes, it was the Fairy Crowsfoot! and 
she stalked up the hall, elbo\ving her way, until she reached the 
royal table, when she stopped and made this speech :-

" l-Iard-hearted and untnannerly King, you refused to invite 
me here just because you didn't like thirteen to the dozen, and 
wouldn't be nudged. You think a great deal of your royal 
self, I have no doubt, but if you don't mind your 'p's' and 'q's' 
I'll humble you yet. And I have no doubt you think a fine 
deal of your daughter too. As I came in your stupid fello\vS . . \Vere stngtng-

'And ma.y she spin the whitest wool 
That ever spinster span ;' 

but mark my words: if she ever lays hands on a spindle before 
she's full twenty years old, I'll send you all to sleep for a 
hundred years at least, and I knovv \vhat vvill wake you 11 p after 
that. Only one thing, but I am not going to tell you \vhat it 
is." And having finished her speech, the Fairy vanished. 

Here was a pretty to-do, to be sure I Nobody thought of any 
more festivity after such a speech as that. The twelve Fairy 
Godmothers and the Queen all fainted away, and the Lord 
Archbishop said he must really be excused. The Lord Chan­
cellor had an important appointment to keep; and all the rest 
of the company disappeared without saying "Good-bye!'' 

Left to himself-for the Queen had been carried to her room, 
and the twelve Fairy Godmothers had somehow vanished-the 
l(ing, as he looked round the no\v deserted hall, knitted his 
brovvs, used intemperate language, and was altogether in no 
enviable frame of mind. He could only console him self \Vith 
hatching such a scheme as should fru strate the evil desig ns of 
the Fairy Crowsfoot; and presently he hit on a plan vvhich he 
thought vvould be most effective. He determined to banish 
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every spindle out of the land, whether it belonged to high or 

lo\v, rich or poor; and, being a person of great detennination, 

he resolved to carry out his purpose at once, and so sent for 

the Royal Chief Crier. 
This eminent man appeared very quickly, and with several 

large bright tears trickling down his nose. The sight of the tears 

greatly irritated the king. 
"Put an end to your blubbering, 1nan, or it shall be the \vorse 

.(' )) 10r you. 
"Sire," murmured the official, sinking do\vn on his knees in 

terror, " I am your most noble Majesty's Royal Chief Crier, and I 

hope I knovv my duty." 
"Get up," said his Majesty, "or you will spoil the knees of your 

breeches. I beg to inform you that your unifonn is expensive.'' 
Thus admonished, the Crier raised hirr1self from the dust, and 

proceeded to take orders for a royal proclatnation. 
As soon as he had done so, he went out from the king's 

presence, and published throughout the country the following 
decree:-

" 0-yes f 0-yes f 0-yes f This is to give notice, that our 

sovereign lord the I(ing hath made a decree that every man, 

vv-on1an, or child in this reahn who hath possessed, doth possess, 

or hereafter may possess, a certain article of industry con1rnonly 

called and known as a spindle, shall destroy the same, or cause it 

to be destroyed without delay, on pain of instant death." 
But at so stern a decree all the people murn1ured greatly, and 

spinsters of high and lo\v degree conspired to stir up their 

husbands, brothers, and lovers against it; so for a time you heard 

of nothing but mobs and riots, and the life of a courtier was 

hardly safe. The rioters \vent even so far as to pelt the palace 

gates \Vith rotten eggs, but the nun1bers of offenders that were 

beheaded every day soon brought the rebels to their · senses, and 

by degrees quiet vvas restored once more. In short, \vithin three 

n1onths from the date of this decree there \Vas not a spindle to be 
seen or heard in all th~t land. 
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V.-THE FAIRY's SPINDLE. 
,,,.,, ~ 

&, OW the Princess Pretti pet grew from babyhood into 
g. • .. ,f girlhood, and from girlhood into womanhood, and be­(f came fan1ed as the most beautiful woman in the world, 
'1 I can only tell you in as many words. Plenty of handso1ne 

1 young princes there were to ad1nire her and try to obtain 
her for a vvife, but for not one of the1n did Pretti pet care in the 
least. If she did have any preference it \vas for the Prince who 
was exactly her age, and had been christened on the very sa1ne day 
(and \vas heir to the throne of Somewhere Else); yet even he vvas 
rejected by the royal datnsel, and he left her father's palace in 
disgust, never dreaming that he could forget Prettipet, marry 
another princess, and have sons, grandsons, and great grandsons. 

Now very shortly after the disappointed Prince left the Court 
the King ordained that there should be a great hunting day, and 
all the great folks in the kingdom were invited. The Princess, 
attended by her gentlewon1en, rode out to the meet upon a splendid 
\vhite horse. She was within a few days of her tvventieth birthday, 
and her beauty had reached its full perfection, so the glory of her 
appearance put all the other ladies co1npletely in the shade. Her 
horsemanship \Vas quite charming, and all the royal visitors 
showered co1nplin1ents upon it. Presently the hunt began, but, 
unfortunately, as her favourite was taking his first leap, h~ 
stumbled over a large stone and vvas badly latned. Prettipct' 
mortification kne\v no bounds ; and although several hor etnen 
drew up and offered their horses, she vvould not accept any, but 
resolutely set her face homeward. 

When she reached the palace she found it quite deserted, not a 
soul \Vas to be seen, so she had to content herself \Vi th listlessly 
ran1bling through the palace grounds, and this she did for several 
hours. Ever and anon she could hear the horns of the huntsmen 
sounding very faintly, and after a long tin1e she could fancy they 
vv re coming nearer, and approaching the palace. Then she 
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thought she could hear a lo\v, persistent, rumbling sound, 'Nntcl1 

seen1ed to con1e from vvithin. Was it fancy? No; she \vas not 

mistaken; she would go and see. So she went within doors 

just as the hunting party had returned, and, guided by the rumbling 

noise, made her \vay up the stairs leading to her O\Vn bedrootn. 

She entered, and \vhat was her surprise \vhen she sa\v a wrinkled 

old dan1e seated there quite comfortably, working with sotne 

strange implen1ents she had never seen before I At first she \\'as 

inclined to be angry, so she said, "Old \voman, \vhat business have 

you here?'' 
''May it please your Royal Highness," said the Fairy (for it 

vvas the naughty Fairy Cro\\rsfoot), " I an1 spinning." 
Struck by the self-confident air of her strange visitor, and by 

the novel things with \vhich she \vas -vvorking, the Princess could 

only say, "What beautiful -vvhite wool you are n1aking there!" 

" May it please your Royal I-Iighness," returned the dame, "you 

may \veil say so, for it is the \vhitest \vool that ever \vas spun. 

vVould you like to try?" 
" vVell," replied Pretti pet, "I think I should." And the Princess 

took the old dame's place and began to spin ; but no sooner did 

she touch the spindle than she fell back into her chair, and sank 

in to a deep sleep. 
Then the old dame took Prettipet in her arms and laid her on 

the bed, saying, with a \vicked little laug h, "Sleep there my 

pretty pet, for a hundred years at least;" and then taking her own 

form again, Fairy Crowsfoot flevv out of the \tVindo\v. 

Yes, the Princess Prettipet and everybody else in the palace 

or its grounds had gone to sleep for a hundred years 1 

VI.-A IAGICAL KISS. 

e 
beautiful spring morning his Royal II ighness the 

~J ;~ Cro\vn Prince of Some\vhere Else called together his 
;G):'"·· hounds and his men and all to go a-hunting. In the 
]'il 
jG course of a fe\v hours they found fine sport; and carried 
I I) 
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away by the spirit of the chase, the Prince rode hither and 
thither, up hill and down dale, across rivers and through forests, 
until it suddenly occurred to him that he must have strayed very 
far away from home. Not a soul was with him, and how long he 
had been left alone he could scarcely say. 

Raising his horn to his lips, he blevr a loud blast which lasted 
for a whole n1inute; but he heard no reply. He therefore thought it 
wise that he should turn back. He did so as he thought, but only 
found the country stranger and wilder than ever. l-Ie looked 
round him in the hope of seeing some wayfarer of whom he could 
ask his way, but could not distinguish a single sign of humanity 
anywhere near, so he had to content himself with wandering in 
search of such luck as he could find. 

The day was far advanced when, emerging from the gloo1n of 
a vast forest, he caught sight of tvvo of his attendants, followed by 
some half-score of hounds. The Prince was overjoyed to meet 
the1n, and so were they to see their young Prince. 

" We have been wandering in search of your Royal Highness," 
said they, "for we were not a little alarmed to have missed you, 
but we are totally ignorant of the way back, and must trust to your 
Royal Highness's wisdom to find it for yourself and us.'' 

"Ah me!" sighed the Prince, "I am just as ignorant of that 
as yourselves. We can only move onward and see what will 
becon1e of it." 

The ground now became very rough and hilly, and as their 
horses were weary, they tied them up to three trees that gre\v 
together, and proceeded on foot towards what they thought to be 
two human figures. 

In this they were not deceived. In a little time they came 
upon two ancient-looking vvood-gatherers, who were labouring 
together very earnestly and silently. At the same time they 
espied farther off, on a slight-wooded eminence, the ruins of what 
appeared to have been a magnificent building. Struck with this 
unexpected sight, the Prince forgot all about the way home, 
and questioned the couple about the ruin. 
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" 'Halloa ! ' he exclaimed, as he caught sight of a sleeping form stretched acros~ the doorway. ' 
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"Yes, it was a famous place once," replied the more talkative 
of the two, " for if you'll believe me it vvas a king's palace 1nany, 
many years ago; but it is haunted no\v, and no one has ever been 
found bold enough to enter within the building." 

" Is it so indeed?" returned the Prince; "then I am no co\vard, 
I will go and see what is to be seen. Co1ne,'' added he to his 
attendants; but they could not be prevailed upon to accon1pany 
their master to a haunted ruin, and not\vithstanding the entreaties 
of all four, he determined to go alone. 

Now I think that this is the time to tell you that his Royal 
Highness was not the very Prince of who1n I have before told 
you, nor yet his son, nor yet his grandson, but his great 
grandson. 

''It z's rather d u 11," said the Pri nee to himself, as he paced 
forward through the gloomy shades, and at last found himself 
entering a long avenue that led to one of the entrances of the 
palace. 

" 1--:Ialloa I" he exclaimed, as he caught sight of a sleeping form 
stretched across the doorway, "who is that, I wonder? Sotne 
dro\vsy porter I have no doubt, who has been fee 'd to watch the 
building by day, and has fallen asleep while on duty. Well, I 
shall have much pleasure in giving him a gentle cuff on the ear 
that will wake hi1n effectually." Then he quickened his steps, and 
soon reached the palace door. 

"Whv, what do I find here?" he cried in astonishment, as ..1 

vvell he might, for round the doorway was gathered a group of 
huntsmen with their hounds, some standing, some reclining 
against the wall or on the ground, but all evidently fast asleep. 

" The lazy vagabonds I" he exclain1ed, " I'll quickly stir them 
up I" And he rushed into the midst of them, kicking some with 
his foot and cuffing others \vith his hands, but all to no purpose, 
for all remained as soundly asleep as before. This surprised him 
not a little, I can assure you, and on examining the party closely he 
was n1ore bevvildered than ever. Some had their horns half-vvay 
raised to their lips, as thou; h they had been s ized vvith sleep vvhile 
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in the very act of blovving a blast. Around others the creeping 
plants that gre\v upon the walls had twined then1selves, as though 
the forms that seen1ed so hurnan \vere in reality parts of the stone­
work, and had been cunningly carved to imitate the hurnan figure 
in every respect. Very strange vvas all this to the Prince, and 
enough to 1nake any one feel a kind of dread of all this unearthly 
stillness ; but being curious, and brave as well as curious, he went 
close to one of the sleepers, felt his face, and found it was warm 
and living, and saw his nostrils quivering \Vith the breath that 
regular! y can1e and vven t. 

" Never before did I behold anything so marvellous I" said the 
Prince aloud to himself; and his O\Vn voice as he spoke sounded 
hollow and unnatural in that place. 

There was not a braver n1an living than his Royal Highness 
the Crov.rn Prince, yet he hesitated before passing through the 
portal of the ruined palace. If things so strange and almost 
terrible be met with at the entrance of the ruin, \vhat unexpected 
horrors n1ight he not find within? But nothing could daunt the 
Prince for long, and sumrnoning all his courage he entered. 

Then what a scene met his eyes! At every turn of the long 
passages he found men and \NOlnen in all kinds of life-like atti­
tudes, and all fast asleep I 

There were primly-attired maids and grandly-robed ladies, 
cooks in their white aprons, and soldiers in their uniforn1s, gen­
tlemen in hunting dress, and pages in blue cloth and buttons. 
Some looked _as though they vvere running, some ,,·alking, others 
lounging against the walls, as though waiting patiently for an 
audience, and others still in little groups of t-vvo or three, as if 
conferring together on some i1n portan t private business. Yet all 
-vvere motionless, and silent as the grave. 

Hurrying, but yet treading very softly, as though it \vere a 
sin to disturb the sleepers, the Prince soon discovered through a 
great gap in the crun1bling -vvalls a melancholy sight indeed­
a large banqueting-hall, filled \vith sleeping figures of the sa1ne 
kind; some in seats at the tables, with knives and forks in their 
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" A melancholy sight indeed -a large banqueting-hall, fille i with sleeping figures." 







"And at last he ran with all his might towards the Sleeping Beauty." 



THE SLEEPING BEAUTY. 37 

hands, and some apparently serving, with dishes and trays in 

their anns and on their heads. At the chief table sat a beautiful 

\voman ·with a crown on her head, and nearly opposite her a king 

reclined in his chair, and his crown had fallen to one side, and 

within the circle of it gre\v a great wide mushroom! Indeed, on 

venturing vvithin the hall, he found it full of grovvths of all kinds­

toadstools, mushrooms, climbing plants-and there were cobwebs 

besides without number. But the very flies on the table had 

gone to sleep I 
" If I stay and look much longer I shall fall asleep too,'' said 

the Prince, with a sigh, as he turned and left the hall. 

Dare he venture up the great stair? Yes, it seetned finn 

enough. Up he vvent, yet very cautiously, peeping into all the 

dark corners by the \vay, though he laughed at hin1self for doing 

this in a place where everything \vas asleep and could Eot be 

\vaked, and therefore could do him no hurt. 

Presently he came to a closed door. His heart beat quickly, for 

he felt that he must open it ; vvhy, he did not know in the least. 

The hinges creaked and groaned loudly as he did so and vvent in. 

Then vvhat a sight met his view! On a large and beautiful 

bed lay the most lovely n1aiden he had ever seen, lulled in the 

same deep sl urn ber. The room was a perfect bower, so luxuriant 

\vere the growths of delicate plants all around it. As he gazed 

the lady slept very peacefully, and nO\iV and then a sweet smile 

can1e and went on her face; and, oh, she did look so pretty! 

Ho\v could he help it; the Prince took a step nearer, and 

another, and at last he ran with all his might tovvards the 

Sleeping Beauty, bent over her lovingly, and-kissed her. 

Wonder of \vonders! The Princess Prettipet A WOI(E! As 

she slo\vly raised the lids that covered her blue eyes the young 

Prince thought he had never seen anything one half so lovely in 

all his life, and in his heart of hearts he made a VO\V that no other 

damsel should ever claim his hand and share his throne but this 

charming Princess, \vho had already caught his heart in a. net 

from which it might never escape. 
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His meditations were disturbed by a sudden clamour outside the room, vvhich spread and spread until it surged throughout the vast castle. The Prince, casting one loving look at his beautiful Princess, ran out to see what it might mean. 

VII.-PRETTIPET'S WEDDING. 
~~ 
-. ~:~ ID ever so strange a thing happen before? Through-~ 

~~ out the \vhole palace there was a bustle of stir and life-Iii\ men and women running hither and thither with distnayed faces. The Prince caught hold of a terrified housemaid. "Why are you looking so alarmed?" he asked. 
" Oh, sir," she replied, " I have fallen asleep, and forgotten to S\veep the stairs for my lord the King's grand hunting-feast, and see ho\v dirty they are I What will becon1e of tne, I wonder ; and however could I have done such a thing?" 
" Never mind about it, my pretty child," replied the Prince, graciously; " I will undertake that his Majesty the I(ing will not be very angry." 
The Prince next accosted the I(ing's cup-bearer. 
"Oh, sir," he exclaimed, "pray do not delay me, for I have fallen asleep as I was bearing wine to the royal table, and kno\v not ho\v long I may have slept. Oh, dear I what vvill his 11ajesty do to me?" 
It was everywhere the same. Every one seemed to think that he alone had fallen asleep, and that things were standing still on his account. The guests in the banqueting-hall, as they a\vokc, were full of apologies to each other for having committed such an un\varrantable breach of good manners; and the King, starting up, said to the Queen, "My dear, vvhat can we have been thinking of? Our guests are \vaiting our example to begin their repast, which I am sure they must require after such a n1orning's hunting." 

But \vhat \vas the surprise of all, vvhen they sa\v that every 
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obje(t around them was in a state of decay, and that even the 
white satin which they wore was yellow, as with age I It V\Ta5 
beyond all con1prehension. 

Then the Prince stepped forvvard and explained all that he 
had found ~rhen he entered the palace, and how he had been 
the means of restoring to their present state the sleeping 
inhabitants. 

The I(ing, who, with the Queen, could not fail to recognise 
the work of the Fairy Crowsfoot, n1ade a speech to the young 
Prince, which ran as follows:-

"Handsome and brave Prince, you have conferred on my 
subjects, my guests, and myself an inestimable boon. I would 
fain bestow upon you some mark of acknowledgment, and but 
await the expression of your desire in order to do so." 

And how do you think the Prince replied? He made a low 
bo\v, and thus spoke: " Revered and noble King, there is but one 
thing \Vhich I desire, and \vhich it is in your power alone to grant. 
Your favourable reply to the honour I crave will make n1e the 
happiest of mortals." 

"Name it," said the I(ing, "and it shall be done." 
The young Prince cast down his handsome eyes for a 

moment, and then raising them fearlessly made reply: "It is that 
I n1ay have your gracious permission to pay my humble addresses 
to the beautiful and arniable Princess your daughter." 

"Your wish is granted," replied the King, with a pleased 
smile, for he was n1ightily taken with the young Prince, and had 
been secretly wishing that he might gain hin1 for a son-in­
la\v. "Bring her Royal Highness the Princess Prettipet hither," 
continued the I(ing, turning to some attendants who stood near. 

They hastened to obey the royal command, and disappeared. 
Soon, ho\vever, they returned, conducting the blushing Princess. 
The Prince sprang to meet her, and clasping both her hands in 
his, exclaimed, " Lovely and beloved Princess, your father has 
graciously given me permission thus to address you; will you 
n1ake n1e happy by confirming it?" 
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1~he Princess made no reply, but her downcast eyes and 
blushing cheeks told pL1inly \vhat she would have said. At 
least, the guests seen1ed to think so, for filling their glasses 
with the \vine vvhich stood on the tables, they unanimously rose 
and drank, "Long life and health to the noble Prince and the 
lovely Princess ! " 

As soon as the palace could be restored, guests \Vere bidden to 
another great feast-that held in honour of the nuptials of the 
Princess Pretti pet and the Crown Prince of Somewhere Else. 

On the death of the Prince's father, vvhich took place shortly 
aftenvards, the young King and Queen were crowned arnid great 
rejoicings and splendour. They reigned wisely and vvell for 
n1any years, and then, leaving the kingdorn to their eldest son, 
took their departure into Fairyland, \vhere they lived happily ever 
afterwanls. 

•)coe·~---

T II E r[ li l\ E E vV I S H E S. 

~ 
3 )7 T is not always the richest people that are the hand-

~ - r "? \Vill show. The Ulan about whon1 I am going to tell 
~ you was nothing but a poor labourer, but for all that his 
6

' vvife was one of the prettiest women to be seen for n1iles 
round. They were, ho\vever, miserably poor, and often envied 
their more fortunate neighbours. One evening the wife said to 
her husband, "If I could have all that I vvished, I knovv what I 
si1ould vvish for." 

"So do I," replied the husband; "but unfortunately \Ve can't, 
for I atn afraid there are no good fairies nowadays." 

As he spoke, a n1oonbeam stole across the dark roon1, and 
they perceived a beautiful little lady standing in it. 

·' "1 here are fairi es nowadays," she said, " for I am one; and I 
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have come to tell you that three ·vvishes of yours shall be gratified. 
Mind you, though, I can give you no more than three, so you had 
better n1ake a good use of them." 

1'he fairy then disappeared, leaving the roon1 dark as before, 
but the fire, \vhich had seen the beautiful little creature, set to and 
burnt its fiercest, so that the room was yet bright and cheerful. 

" H O\V kind of the fairy!" exclai1ned the pretty vvife, de-
lighted I y. " I kno\v what I shall \Vish for.. I \vish '' 

"Stop!" cried her husband, excitedly. H · \Vhat are you about? 
\Ve have only three \vishes, and here you are wishing for the first 
thing that con1es into your head.'' 

" Indeed," replied the \vife, "I \vas only going to \Vish--" 
"Stop!" cried the husband, in alarn1. 
" Silly fello\v ! I am not vvishing novv ;. Jl was only going to 

tell you \vhat my \vish \vould have been."· 
"Let us discuss the matter," said her husband',. peremptorily. 
"Oh, I think nothing could be nicer than to lDe rich, and ha:·:e 

plenty of fine clothing, and jevvels, and carriages." 
"Don't be foolish,'' said her husband; "what's the good of 

such things to folks like us? l\tiuch better have good health and 
a long life." 

" I don't see the good of long life \vhen orre hasn't food to eat. 
F'or n1y part, I'd sooner die than tive a long life such as we are 
living no\v." 

"There's something in that, too," replied the husband, 
scratching his head. "vVhat a pity it i.s \Ve have only three 
\vi shes ! " 

The t\\ o sat by the fire, silently thinking. The unusual 
bri o-btness of the fire attracted the \vife's attention. "What a 
lovely fire !'' she exclaimed; "and what a pity \Ve haven't :1ny 
supper to cook by it! I \Vish \Ve had a good large bl;1ck 
pudding." 

The " ords \vere no sooner out of her 1nouth than a bl8ck 
pudding at least half a yard long can1e tutnbling do\vn the 
chin1ney, right on to the hearth. 

F 
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"That's a fine wish, upon my word I'' cried her husband, 
angrily. "See what you have done. Thrown avvay a \Vish on a 
paltry black pudding. \Vhat a pity it is that a \von1an can never 
keep her tongue in her head I It wo0.ld serve you right if the 
black pudding \Vere to stick to your nose, and I \vish it \vould, 
I . " m sure. 

No sooner said than done. The black pudding rose slo\vly 
from the hearth, and fastened itself on the poor vvoman's nose. 
She pulled at it, and her husband pulled at it, first singly, and 
then both together, but in vain, it \vas not to be moved. 

"You wicked, bad, \vretched man," she cried, "to disfigure 
your poor \vife like that. What a pity it is that a man can't keep 
a quiet tongue in his head, but r11ust go \vishing a \vicked thing 
like that, when we had only two wishes left I Are you not 
ashan1ed of yourself?" 

"My dear," replied her husband, soothingly, "I can assure 
you I wasn't thinking of v.rhat I \vas saying when I made that 
unlucky wish, or I wouldn't have said it for the world." 

" I thought it \vas only wornen who spoke without thinking 
beforehand," said his wife, tauntingly. 

''We have only one wish left no\v," he continued. "I have 
been thinking we had better ask for great riches, and then you 
could have a golden case rnade for the black pudding, and ride 
about in your carriage like the finest lady in the \vorld.)l 

"Indeed,'' replied the wife, \vho \vas not willin g that her 
beauty should be spoiled by such a disfigure1nent, "I shall not 
consent to anything of the kind ; and if you ask for it I \vill 
throw n1yself out of the windo\v and kill tnyself." 

"Then \vhat shall we vvish for?" asked the husband, in some 
perplexity. 

"There is only one thing left to \vish for, " she replied, "and 
that is that this black pudding may drop off rny nose, and that I 
ITlJY never see it again.'' At that moment the pudding fell to 
the ground, and lifting itself slovvly up, di sappeared up the 
chirnuey. 
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"You tnay depend," said his \vife, "this is to teach us not to 
\vish for \vhat vve can't get, so let us take things as they cotne and 
rnake the best of them.'' 

" You ahvays were a vvise ~roman, my dea~,'' repl icd her 
husband; and never from that day did they \vaste their titne in 
en vying their neighbours. 

THE WITCI-f OF THE WOOD. 
~ 

~ * 

~~ LONG, long \vhile ago, there lived near the borders of 
~ff ~ ;, a large dark forest in Prussia a peasant and his wife. 

~ bes1des that very fond of each other, so that altogether 
?~ they n1anaged to live very cotnfortably and happj}y in their 

little forest horne. The good vvife while her husband \vas a\vay 
tended her house and children, spun their clothing and house 
linen, knitted ber good tnan's socks, cared for the pig, and son1e­
tin1es sent a bundle of homespun garn1ents to the nearest to\vn, 
\vhere they generally found a ready sale. No loo1n ever produced 
such sheets as those spun by the clever hands of the peasant's 
\vife. Trust then1 to \vear well; you could hardly \vear them out. 

So things \vent on for t\velve long years, but at the end of that 
time n1isfortune can1e upon the peasants; the year had been wet 
and miserable, and the poor man's harvest was entirely ruined. 
His piece of g round \vas a11 he had to depend upon; so \vhen he 
found that his crops had all fail ed, and he couldn't pay even the 
n1oney he O\ved, he became dull and rr1opish, and soon fell dan­
gerou ly ill of an aguish fever. His poor \vife tended hitn nig ht 
and day, but her heart \vas full of sorrow at the plight they \vere in, 
and he hadn't th e courage to battl e against the approaches of so 
terribl a disease, so that \\hen her hus band got better she fell ill, 
and took to her bed and died. 



44 J-.AJRY TALES TOLD AGAIN. 

I had forgotten to tell you that the peasant and his \vife had two 
dear little children, Grethel and Hansei. Grethel, the eldest, vvas 
a n1erry little fair girl, with blue eyes, golden hair, and pretty 
pink and \vhite cheeks; \vhile Hansel \vas a bright, dark-haired boy, 
\vith. black eyes that sparkled \vith fun and roguishness. N O\V 
\vhile their mother \vas alive these children \Vere a picture to see, 
in their clean frocks and pinafores; and \vhen their father catne 
hon1e at night it gave him the greatest pleasure to take then1 on 
his knee, by the bright cosy fireside, and tell them all sorts of 
\vonderf ul fairy tales. 

But when the poor \voman had gone all \vas changed. No 
blazing fire \velcomed the tired labourer; the bouse vlas dirty, the 
children ragged, and the pig starving: so, after a great deal of con­
sideration, the peasant detern1 ined to look out for another \vife, 
''for/' he said to hitnself, "if I don't the children \vill gro\v up any­
ho\v, and Grethel vvill turn out a dirty slut, instead of a thrifty 
housewife like her poor tnother; and Hansel \vill run \Vi_ld, and 
gro\v up a ne'er-do-\vell." 

The peasant being a good-looking rnan, soon found sornebody 
ready to take hin1 for a husband. A nice kind vvon1an she seemed, 
and very fond of the children ; so that little Grethel's father 
comforted himself by thinking ho\v kind she \vould be to thern 
and how fond they \vould be of her. 

But somehow or another, things didn't turn out as he had 
expected they would. No sooner \vere they nlarricd than her 
vvhole conduct altered. Instead of loading the little ones \vith S\veet­
meats and fruit, she bestowed upon them only cuffs and blows, till 
poor little Grethel's face lost all its pretty colour, and both the chil­
dren looked quite \veak and ill. One morning the cruel step­
mother said to herself, " I know my husband loves those brats 
of his a great deal better than he does my S\veet little darlin

0
, 

and if I don't get rid of then1 he \Von't care for either 1ne or my 
children at all soon." So she resolved to take thcn1 both in to the 
vvood and lose thetn. 

Very early one morning she pulled the sleeping children out 
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of bed, and giving then1 each a dry crust, bade then1 follo\v her. 
They \Vere too frightened to disobey, so they trotted along after 
her, she looking round every no\v and then to see that they \vere 
there. By~and-by they entered the forest, but still their steptnother 
went on and on, farther than they had ever been before, and it 
\vas so dark and cold that the children began to cry. Still the 
cruel steptnothcr \vent on till the children \vere ready to faint 
\vith fatigue, and they had reacheEl the very heart of the forest. 
l'hen she lighted a fire with so1ne dry sticks, and told the 
children to sit do\vn by it and \Vait till she catne to fetch then1. 

The poor tired little creatures soon fell asleep in each other's 
arms, and slept so long that \~rhen they woke up it \Vas nearly dark, 
but nobody can1e to fetch thetn. At this they got very frightened, 
but l-Ianscl said bravely, "Never mind, Gret, \vait till the n1oon 
shines, and I'll soon take you hon1e." So \vhen the n1oon beg-an 
to shine they got up and started off; but unfortunately they 
couldn't find a trace of the \vay, and only \Vandered deeper and 
deeper into the \vood. 

Thus the night passed a\vay, and at last the children becan1e 
so hungry that they were obliged to pick sotne berries to eat ; ancl 
when they had done this they \vere so tired that they laiJ down 
under a bush and \vent to sleep. 

\\hen they a\voke they sa\v a beautiful \vhite bird perched 
up in a tree, and singing more S\veetly than they had ever heard 
a bird sing before. Hansel tried to catch it, but it fiew a\vay, 
and then the children follo\ved it till it settled on a cottage. I 
can tell you the children \vere very much pleased at seeing a 
house after they had been quite alone so long, so they \vent up 
to it and to their delight found it was made of S\iVeetn1eats and 
calres. The \valls \Vere of gingerbread, the roof of toffee, the 
pillars of the door of barley sugar, and the \vindo\vs of spun 
s u rrar b • 

"Oh !" cried Hansel, "here's a beautiful house, Grethel; oh I 
isn't this lo ely? There, you have a piece of this g ingerbread, 
and I 'll have a bit of barley sugar; and as he spol e he began 
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de1nolishi ng the \valls and \vindows. I-Ie had just broken a large 
piece out of one of the vvindows and given it to Grethel, when 
they heard a S\veet voice fro111 \Vi thin say, " Rap-a-tap, rap-a-tap; 
\vho is that knocking?" Then the children \vere very frightened 
and said, " The \Vind, the wind that blovvs from beaven." 

Presently the door opened, and an old won1an peeped out. 
She ·was leaning on crutches, and was very ugly, so that the 
children \Vere more frightened than ever. But the old \VOlnan 
looked at them very kindly, and said, "Ah, my pretty little dears, 
ho\v pleased I am to see you ! Con1e in and see the inside of n1y 
house, \vhich is far better than the outside." So the children \vent 
in ·with her, and she laid before then1 a repast of cakes and milk; 
and \vhen they had eaten as much as they wanted she took then1 
and sho\ved them a pretty little vvhite bed, that looked quite 
tempting after the hardships they had undergone. 

N O\V although this old vvoman appeared to be so kind, she was 
in reality a horrjd vvitch, \vho had built the sweet house in order to 
entice little children tbat \vay; and vvhen she had got then1 safely 
inside, the \Vicked old witch would fatten then1, and kill then1, and 
eat then1 up. 

The next 111orning, \vhen she \vent to look at them, the t\vo 
children appeared so fat and rosy that she could have eaten thetn 
up there and then, but she thought she had better fatten thetn a 
little n1ore. So she only smacked her lips, and mumbled, " Oh, 
here's a dainty mouthful, and there's a rich bit!" and then she 
lugged Hansel out' of bed, and thre\v him into an iron cage to get 
fat. Then she said to Grethel, "You little hussey, go and fetch 
some water that I 1nay boil something to make your brother fat, or 
he'll never be ready for 111e to eat.'' So poor little Grethel \Vas 
obliged to fetch the water, although there vvere so n1any tears in 
her eyes that she could hardly find her vvay. 

Every morning the old \vitch vvould say to I--Iansel, " Stretch 
out your finger and let me see if you are fat enough yet." 

But l-Iansel put out a bone, and the old \von1an could not tell 
the difference; but \vhen she found ho\v lean and tough it \vas she 
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got very angry, and one day she told Grethel to heat the oven, for 
she \Vouldn't \Vait any longer. 

Then poor little Grethel \vas very sorro\vful indeed as she 1nade 
up the fire to heat the oven, and went about it so slowly that the 
old \Mitch ca1ne behind her and said, "What a tirne you are! 
Jtunp in and see if the oven's hot enough." But Grethel sa\v 
\\'hat \vas in the old vvornan's heart, so she said, " I dont kno\v 
the \vay, please." 

" Don't kno\v the \vay,'' cried the \vitch ; "the way's easy 
enough. Look at me;'' and C:tS the old woman spoke she thrust 
her head into the oven. As quick as thought Grethel tumbled the 
old crone right in, and popped to the door. Then she ran and let 
Hansel out of the cage, and clapped her hands and told him the 
old vvitch was dead, and the tvvo children cried together for joy. 
They ru1nn1aged the \vitch's house over, and found plenty of 
precious stones. "These are better than pebbles," said Hansel, 
and filled his pockets full. " I \vill . have some, too," said 
Grethel ; so she filled her pockets full. 

'fben the children started off; but before they had gone far they 
came to a large piece of water which \vas very deep. 

" \!\That shall \ve do now?" said Hansel ; and as he spoke a 
vvhite duck sailed up to the1n. As the duck came to\vards them 
they sang-

" Two little children, here we stand, 
\Vbo know not how to gain tbe land; 
So, pretty duck, your aid pray give, 
And we will bless you while we live." 

Tben the kind duck carried then1 across and landed thern in safety, 
and sho\ved then1 the right \vay. So they soon reached horne, and 
their father \vas so glad to see the1n that he vvept for joy. Then 
the children showed their father the treasures they had got, and he 
"as very pleased, and said, " N O\V \Ve have enough to keep us as 
long as \Ve 1 i ve." 

So they li ed on very happily, for the cruel steprnother vvas 
dead, and their father never took another "if e. 
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LJTTLE RED RIDING HOOD. 
~~ 

~~~-~ §!;~i""' ND no\v," said Grand mamma, ''we have come to a story rr to~ about an old \VOn1an, like me, and her little grand­
?fl~ daughter." 
:~ "Was she a nice Grandma, like you arc?" asked little 
.. ~~ Georgie. 

"And did she tell her little granddaughter any nice stories, I 
\\'Onder?" said Maudie, thoughtfully. 

"Did she wear spectacles, Grandmamtna ?"asked Ijna. 
" I think she did, and took snuff as \veil," replied Grand­

man1tna. 
''What a funny old woman!" struck in Johnny, con tern pt­

uously. 
"Did anything particular happen to her or her little grand­

daughter?" asked Willie. 
"'fhat's just what I am going to tell you about," answered 

Grarrdtnamma; "so no\v silence, and I'll begin." 
The children settled themselves comfortably in very much 

their old positions, and Grandtnamtna began. 

* 
Very n1any years ago--
" I say, Grandma," broke in Johnny, "all your fairy-tal es are 

about long, long ago." 
" Of course they are," ans\vered Grand1nan1 rna. "There are 

no fairies now. I neveF sa\v one, even in my youJzg days. They 
had J.ll disappeared long before that.'' 

"I-1o\v unkind of them I" said Lina, mournfully; "I should so 
like to see one." 

"Am I to go on \vith my story?" asked Grandtnatntna, some­
what sternly for her. 

'' Oh, please, please,'' chorused the children; and silence 
having been once more gained, the old lady began her ~tory 
agatn. 
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I.-A PRESENT FOR GRANNY. 

·. ERY many years ago, before you or I were born, there lived 
l in a cottage beside a wood, a woodcutter, and his wife, and 

little daughter. 
~ The man gained his livelihood by cutting trees in the 

forest, on the borders of which he lived; while his wife 
reared poultry and kept cows, sending eggs, crea1n, milk, butter, 
and cheese to market. 

N ovv in this particular part of the \vorld the women, when they 
mounted up behind their husbands' backs on Dobbin, or Bobby, 
and started off to n1arket to see their own commodities well 
disposed of, and to lay in a stock of necessaries for their O\vn 
homes, wore, as a rule, a long red cloak, which reached down to 
their heels, and \vas made with a comfortable and natty little hood, 
which drew closely round their faces, protecting them from \Vind 
and \veather, and which was at the same time useful and 
becoming. 

Whether it was that the \Voodcutter's wife had an old cloak 
which had become too srnall for her or not I can't tell, but, for 
some reason or another, she had, from her child's tenderest years, 
dress eel her in a little red hood, 3uch as the women wore when 
they went riding. As in plenty of other places in the world, the 
neighbours \vere very ready to notice and make remarks upon 
anything that was at all out of the common \vay. So when the 
pretty little healthy child flitted about in their tnidst v1ith her red 
cloak and rosy cheeks, one neighbour standing at her cottage door 
\vould say to another, "What a queer little thing that child looks 
in her riding hood, for all the \vorld like an old \Voman cut shorter I" 
This was the neighbour who vvas fond of finding fault, and · who1n 
some people called l\1adanl Sharptongue. 

~~ Ay, but she's a dear little pretty soul," answered another. 
Thi~ '\vas the neighbour \vho had always a good \vord for 
anybody. 

Pretty or plain, nobody could he~p noticing the little girl; and 
G 
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in the morning, when it \vas time to prepare for school, the 
rnothers \vould say to their lazy boys and girls, " There goes 
Little Red Riding Hood; she's always in time.'' And so it \vas 
that the child \vas kno\vn all over the village by that name. 

Now you must not think that Red Riding Hood's father could 
have sent her to school had he been only a vvoodcutter, for wood­
cutting is by no means the most lucrative profession in the \vorld. 
1 Ie had also a good-sized patch of ground, where he raised crops 
of corn, potatoes, and what not. 

When the wheat had been threshed it was sent to the miller's 
to be ground, and when it came back converted into sacks of soft 
white flour, the woodcutter's wife deftly kneaded it up into cakes, 
which, when they had been baked on the hearth, and cut open and 
buttered, made as capital an addition to a steaming hot cup of tea 
as you might wish to taste. 

" I thought you said the story \vas about a little girl and her 
Grandmamma," here interrupted Master Willie. 

"So it is," answered Grandmamma; ''but I haven't got to that 
part of it yet. I've only just begun it, and must beg you not to 
interrupt me again, or I shall never get to the end." 

" Oh I" said Willie, apologetically, and somewhat indignantly, 
for he thought himself too old for correction. 

As the woodcutter's \vife always had her little girl up by day­
break in the summer mornings, there was plenty of time before the 
school hour in which to run errands for her mother. So every 
morning Little Red Riding Hood was sent through the wood to 
her grandmother's cottage, for the poor old woman was bedridden, 
and must have starved if her granddaughter had not come each 
day to bring her some food. 

One 1norning the woodcutter's wife discovered that there \vas 
plenty of honey in the hive, so she put so1ne into a jar and said to 
herself, "To-morrow morning poor mother shall have this pot of 
sweet ne\v honey, which I am sure '11 be a treat to her \vith ~orne 
nice soft cakes, for better honey than this isn't to be got for love , or money. 



LITTLE RED RIDING HOOD. sr 

So the next morning the good \NOman was do\vn-stairs even 
earlier than usual ; and, having seen father off to the forest for his 
morning's work before breakfast, she went down to the garden to 
the hen-house, where the noisy hens were lifting up their voices 
to let all the world know the very thing that they wanted to 
keep a secret. 

Poor foolish things ! What was the good of hiding their eggs 
in all sorts of out-of-the-way places, when they were so conceited 
that they could not keep a quiet tongue in their heads? In spite 
of their clever hiding, their mistress had soon discovered the 
ne\iVly-laid treasures, and bore back to the house at least half a 
dozen beautiful fresh eggs. Then she went to milk the co\v, and 
brought back a pail of warm yellow mille By this time the fire 
had burnt up beautifully, and heated the hearth, so that when 
Little Red Riding Hood came do\vn-stairs her mother was just 
putting some cakes down to bake. 

!I.-THE POLITE WOLF. 

~(@ 

II ~ ~ mf HY, mother, you have been busy!" exclaitned Red Riding 
Ql, ~ Hood, as she looked round and saw the pail of milk 
11~?-, d. · h k. h d ·ad 1 ~ ~: ~ ~ stan 1ng 1n t e swept-up 1tc en, an sn111e out t 1e 

;/I\' 

~ \ delicious smell of baking. 
"And I am afraid my little girl has been rather idle, ' ' 

replied her mother. " The sun has been up and at work for ever so 
long, and so has father. Molly \vas \iVaiting for me when I went to 
her, and the hens have been cackling a\vay for a good hour, and 
only one person \iVas lazy. I don't think I need say who it \iVas." 

Little Red Riding Hood ran up to her mother and kissed her, 
saying, "I really couldn't help it, mother; I never woke." 

"Ah, but you must wake to-morro\v,' ' said her tnother. And 
then setting a cup of nevv milk and some bread and butter on the 
table, she added, " N O\V be quick and get your breakfast, for the 
cakes \vill soon be done for Granny's breakfast." 
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While Little Red Riding Hood -vvas eating and drinking, her 
mother took a little basket and laid in it some eggs and butter 
and a fine fat chicken. Then, when the little girl -vvas ready to 
start, she took the cakes up off the hearth, and, folding them in 
a clean white cloth, placed them in the top of the basket, which 
she gave into Red Riding Hood's hand, together with the jar 
of honey. 

" Now be off to Granny's as quick as you can, and say, 
' l\lother's love, and she's sent you some eggs and butter~ and a 
nice fat chicken, a jar of sweet new honey, and some hot cakes.' 
And mind you don't stop on the way to speak to anybody, or pick 
flowers, or the cakes will be cold before you get there, and you'll 
be late for school." 

The little girl promised, and then started off. The bright 
morning sun shining on the de\vy flov.rers made thern sparkle like 
diamonds, and she looked wistfully at the foxgloves, and harebells, 
and bright buttercups, as she passed them by. Putting down her 
basket and jar, she stayed to gather a little bunch; but even in 
that short tin1e some thief had stolen her basket, chicken, eggs, 
butter, and all, leaving behind only one already half cold cake. 
'Taking this in one hand and the jar of honey in the other, she 
went on soberly enough for some little time. Presently she heard 
a rustling amid the brushwood that abounded in the forest, and 
on looking round she perceived an old grey Wolf making straight 
towards her. At first she \vas terribly frightened, but the sound 
of her father's axe ·at no great distance reassured her. " Father 'd 
soon come and kill the \vo]f if he were to try to do anything to 
1ne." So she tripped gaily along without any fear. 

N O\V the Wolf heard the scund of the axe too, and, being a 
cunning old fellow, he did not attempt to molest the little girl, 
knowing that if he did he vvould perhaps be killed h imsc:lf. So 
he thought, " I'll make friends \Vith little miss, and a\vait a more 
favourable opportunity.'' 

He stepped very politely up to little Red Riding I-Iood, and 
s;Lid to her as gently :ts he \vas able: " Good n1orning, little girl~ 





"' \Vhich way are you going?' inquired the\ olf, \\hen they came to a place in the wood whete two pathways me• ."' 
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\vhat a pretty bright cloak you have on, and \vhat rosy cheeks 
you have!" 

"What a nice old fellow he is!" thought Little Red Riding 
Hood; "I'd no idea Wolves were so polite." 

"\!Vhere are you going, n1y little girl?" asked the \\T olf, as he 
walked along by her side. 

" Mother sends me to Granny's every morning, to take so1ne 
breakfast ; I'm going there now,'J answered the child. 

" Let me carry that heavy jar for you," said the Wolf. 
" No, thank you," replied Little Red Riding Hood, thinking 

she had better not trust her ne\v friend too far. 
" Does your Grandmother live far from here ? " asked the 

\Volf. 
"Not very," replied the little girl; "but she's very old and 

bedridden, and so I go to her every morning.)' 
" But if she's bedridden how does she let you in?" asked the 

Wolf. 
"Oh, I knock at the door till she cries out, 'Who's there?' 

Then I say, ' It's me, Granny; I've come to bring you some break­
fast, \vith mother's love.' Then she always says, ' Pull the bobbin, 
and the latch will fly up.J 'J 

"And then you go in, I suppose?" said the \Volf. 
"Yes," ans\vered the little girl. 
"\Vhich vvay are you going?" inquired the Wolf, \vhen they 

came to a place in the wood where hvo pathways met. 
" I am going this \vay," answered F_ed Riding Hood. 
"Oh, then, I must wish you good day, for I am going this 

\vay," said the Wolf, and off he started as quick as he could trot. 
You see Little Red Riding Hood had quite forgotten her 

mother's warning about staying to chatter to anybody; and I atn 
sadly afraid she must have forgotten that her 1nother told her to 
make haste and not to loiter on the way, for on spying a pretty 
butterfly she again set do\vn her jar and cake, and chased it from 
flo\ver to bush~ But the butterfly \vas not to be caught, and \vhen 
she gave up the pursuit in despair and returned to the place 
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where she had left the honey, she found that the cake had been 

stolen. "What shall I do now?'' thought she. "\\7hatever \vill 

Granny say ? " 
Dut at this mon1ent something else attracted the little girl's 

attention, and she wa~ off in a trice. When at last she was quite 

tired vvith running about, she sat down on the grass to get cool, 

and amused herself by picking the flowers to pieces that vvere 

\vithin her reach. 
Presently she started up. " I really must be quick or I shan't 

be back in time for school," she exclaimed, as she perceived the 

shadows creeping closer and closer to the trees and bushes. But 

what was her dismay when she found that the jar was perfectly 

empty t 
"Oh, how foolish I was to run away and leave the things 

here!" thought Red Riding Hood to herself. " How cross Granny 

will be at not having any breakfast; and how mother will scold 

me when she finds out all about it I I had better get on now 

as quickly as I can." And this time she started off in good 

earnest. 

III.-WHAT BECAME OF RED RIDING HOOD. 

~ ~ ~ ... 2 

; ~ N the meantime the Wolf trotted on through the wood, and 

~ .:- soon found the cottage. He rapped at the door, but his 

4~ · ' claws made a great noise, and the old woman started up 

1~ in bed, and said, "How loudly Red Riding Hood knocks this 

· morning I It can't be her.'' So she made no reply. 
In a minute or two, the Wolf rapped again, but still the old 

woman did not answer. He was getting terribly impatient, for he 

\vas afraid that Red Riding Hood would be there before he could 

get in. 
"She does sleep heavily,JJ thought he to himself; "I must 

knock louder. So he rapped again, louder than before, and the 

old woman thought that perhaps her granddaughter had been 



H 



"But this did n0t protect her long, for the ·wolf pulled them off again, and leaping on to a stool placed 
by the bed ide, jumped from thence on to the bed." 
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knocking some time before she \vas awake, and that \Vas the 
reason she made so much noise. 

"Who's there?'' she cried. 
"It's me, Granny," ans\vered the Wolf, speaking as softly as 

he could. " Mother's love, and she's sent you so1ne cakes and 
sorne honey for breakfast." 

"Oh, what a treat!" thought the old woman; " it's a long time 
since I tasted any honey. Then she called out, " Pull the bobbin, 
and the latch will fly up." 

So the Wolf pulled the bobbin, and up flew the latch. Then 
the old \vretch crept softly up-stairs into the room where the old 
lady was lying in bed, and thinking what a nice breakfast she 
should have this morning. 

When the poor old lady saw what sort of a visitor she had got, 
she uttered a faint scream, and sn1othered herself up in the bed­
clothes ; but this did not protect her long, for the Wolf pulled 
them off again, and leaping on to a stool placed by the bed-side, 
jumped frorn thence on to the bed, and ate up the old woman 
in no time. 

'fhen he slipped into bed, and popped on the poor old woman's 
night-gown and cap, so that he n1ight be ready for little Red 
Riding Hood when she came; for although he had eaten up the 
old woman, he was looking forward \vith great relish to the meal 
he should make off the plun1p, rosy child. 

Red Riding Hood ran S\viftly along through the forest, feeling 
very asharned and sorry to think she should so have forgotten 
her mother's warning. When she got to her grandmother's cot­
tage she \vas almost crying, and she knocked so faintly that the 
old Wolf scarcely heard her. 

"Who's there?" he cried out, \vhen Red Riding Hood had 
knocked a second time, making his voice sound as much like the 
old \VOnlan's as he could. 

"It's only Red Riding Hood come to see you," sobbed the 
little girl, \vondering whatever she should say about the breakfast. 

"Pull the bobbin, and the latch \vill fly up," said the Wolf. 
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So Red Riding Hood pulled the bobbin, and up \vent the latch. 
She opened the door, and went in and up-stairs. 

"Where's my breakfast?'' asked the Wolf. 
''Mother forgot it," ans\vered the little girl. 
" Did she? '' replied the Wolf. "Well, it doesn't matter, for I 

feel very unwell. Jump into bed \vith me and keep me warm." 
"Very \veil," replied Red Riding Hood; and as she was un­

dressing herself she said, "Do you kno\v, Grandma, as I was 
coming through the \vood I met such a kind Wolf. He talked so 
politely to me th3.t I \vasn't frightened a bit." 

"You are a foolish little girl, to stop and talk to anybody, 
\vhen you are sent on an errand," said the \Volf. 

" You are not angry \Vi th me, are you, granny?" asked the 
little girl. 

" No, my dear, I only wish you to be an obedient little girl. 
I3ut be quick and come into bed, for I an1 very un\vell." 

As soon as Red Riding Hood had got into bed, she could not 
help noticing ho\v strangely her grandmother seemed to be altered, 
so she said-

" Granny, granny, ho\v long your arms are!" 
"All the better to cuddle you with, my dear." 
" Dut, granny, granny, what big ears you've got!" 
''All the better to hear your pretty voice, my dear.'' 
"Granny, granny, how bright your eyes are 1 '' 
" All the better to see ·you with, my dear." 
"But, granny, granny, \vhat huge teeth you've got 1'' 
"All the better to eat you with, my dear;" and when he had 

s:1id that he sprang upon the child and ate her up. 
The Wolf then fell asleep ; but he \vas not allowed to rest long, 

for the father of Red Riding Hood coming with some other men to 
see \vhat had become of his little daughter, soon found out \vhat 
had taken place. Then they fell on the Wolf and soon killed him 
\vi th axes ; so he \vas punished for his cruelty. 



"She could not help noticing how strangely her grandmother seemed to be altered." 
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THE WONDERFUL STORY OF LITTLE BRIDGET. 

NCE upon a time there lived an old vvoman whose only 
thought from morning to night was what she should do 
to get rich. She loved the sight of gold better than 
anything else in the \vorld ; but though she had been 

scraping, and pinching, and striving after it all her lifetime, 
she had never managed to save up so much as one single 
piece. A very strange event had happened to the old \Vornan 
during her search for riches, ,.vhich was that one day, although 
she never knew it, her heart suddenly fell out of its right place, 
and did not get back again, so that it \vas to all intents and 
purposes just as if she had none at all. 

One 1norning, as she was putting her room to rights and 
getting her breakfast, before going out for the day, she felt a very 
sharp pain in her left leg. 

" Dear n1e! '' she exclai1ned, " I've got a dreadful bone in my 
leg. I n1ust sit down a little while.'' 

So the old woman sat down by the side of the fire ; but she 
had no sooner done so than she felt a sudden twinge in her arm. 

"Oh dear me!" she cried, "I declare I've got a bone in my 
ann; I must put it in a sling." 

So she got up out of her chair to fetch a handkerchief, when 
she found that she had a pain in both her legs, and that she could 
hardly walk. 

Having tied up her arm, she went to sit down, but found that 
she \vas quite stiff, and had such a pain in her back that she could 
bardly bend it. 

" I must have caught a bad cold," she exclain1ed ; "I must 
have a cup of hot tea.'' 

So the old wornan took up the kettle, but her fingers \vere so 
shaky that she dropped it, and all the boiling \Vater ran out on to 
the hearth, and though she tried very hard to save it, she could 
not ; for \V hat \Vi th the bones in her legs, the bones in her arm. 
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and the cold she had caught in her back, she couldn't stoop 
at all. 

"Oh dear, oh dear!" cried the old \VOman; "whatever shall I 
do! I am afraid I'm not very well." 

N O\V the truth of the matter \vas simply th3.t she \vas gro\ving 
very old. 

After a great deal of consideration, the old woman made up 
her mind that she would take her dead son's little orphan child to 
live \vith her, and then, she thought, she can n1ind the house, and 

se\v, and bake, and vvash for me while I rest ; "and perhaps," she 
added to herself, "if I do this kindness to the child, some good 

fairy may sho\V me the \vay to find gold without my having to toil 
for it fron1 morning till night." 

So she sent a messenger to her daughter-in-lav.r to say that she 

\vould take the eldest of her seven children to live with her, if she 

pleased; and the poor \vido\v, although she did not at all like 

parting with her little Bridget, \vas still very thankful to her 

husband's mother for taking one off her already overburdene-d 

hands. 
In a very short time Bridget came back, bringing on her ann 

a little bundle containing all the clothes she possessed. 
As soon as Bridget had taken off her bonnet and smoothed her 

hair, the old \Voman said to her, " Child, child, take the pail and 
the brush, and scrub the floor." 

So the little .girl took the pail and the brush, and began to 
scrub the Aoor, and the old vvotnan sat and looked into the fire. 

By-and-by the child came to the old \voman and said, 
"Granny, granny, I've scrubbed the floor, and it's as vvhite as 
n1ilk." 

Then the old wo1nan said, "Child, child, take a cloth and 

clean the windo\v." 
So the little girl took a cloth and rubbed the \Vindo\v till it had 

not a spot upon it. Then she \vent to the old '' 01nan and said, 
" Granny, granny, I've rubbed tht. \vindo\v and it's as cl~ar as 

t " \Va er. 
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Then the o1d \voman said, "Child, child, take a brush and 
black the grate." 

So the little g-irl took the brush and brushed away till the (_ 

stove looked quite beautiful. And when she had finishcrl she 
went to the old vvoman and said, "Granny, granny, I've blacked 
the stove, and it's as bright as glass." 

Then the old wotnan said, "Child, child, go to the spring and 
fill the kettle, and go to the field and fetch some potatoes, and 
peel them, and boil them for dinner." 

So the little girl went to the spring and filled the kettle, and 
went to the field and fetched the potatoes, and can1e back and 
peeled them, and boiled thetn for dinner, and \vhen they vvere all 
ready she went to the old vvotnan and said, " Granny, granny, 
I've boiled the potatoes, and they're just like flour." 

So the old \iVOman vvent to the table and ate up all the potatoes 
but one, which was all Bridget had for her dinner after her 
morning's vvork. And \vhen the kettle boiled, the old vvoman had 
son1e tea, but never thought of offering Bridget any, vvhich \vas 
all owing to her heart having got out of its right place. 

When the little girl had cleared the dinner away, the old 
vvotnan brought out a bundle of old sheets, and gave then1 to 
Bridget, telling her to cut out the bad parts and turn the sides to 
the middle. 

So Bridget \iVOrked at the sheets till it grevv dark, and then the 
old vvoman gave her a crust of bread, and sent her to bed. 

When she got up the next morning the ground all round 
about the cottage was \vhite with sno\v, though there \vas none 
any\vhere else. At this Bridget was very tnuch astonished, and, 
going to the old \von1an, told her about it. 

" That must be fairy vvork," thought the old wotnan ; and, 
turning to Bridget, she said, "Child, child, go out and look 
very carefully over the snow, and if you find anything bring 
it to me." 

By-and-by the little girl can1e in and said, "Granny, granny, 
I've found a little book." 

I 
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Then the old \vornan \vas very much pleased, and began to 
read the book, singing to herself-

"If I read, read, read, from morning till night, 

I shal1 have gold so bright, so bright." 

So the old woman read the book, and Bridget did the \vork; 
but when night came the old woman threw the book upon the 
ground, saying there \vas nothing in it to teach any one how to 
get rich; and Bridget picked it up and hid it under her bed. 

The next morning the ground round the house \vas again 
covered with snow, and the old woman sent Bridget out again to 
see what she could find. 'lvhen she can1e back, she said to the 
old woman, "Granny, granny, I've found a needle." Then the 
old \voman got son1c calico, and began stitching, all the while 
singing to herself-

"If I stitch, stitch, stitch, from morning till night, 

I shall ha. ve gold so bright, so bright." 

But when night came she threw it a\vay, saying, "it was no 
different from any other needles;" but Bridget picked it up, and 
hid it away with the book. 

The next morning the ground vvas again covered with snovv, 
and Bridget was sent out to see what she could find. 

Wh~n she can1e back, she said, "Granny, granny, I've found 
this pen." 

So the old \voman took the pen, and began to scribble with it 
as fast as she could, all the while singing to herself-

"If I write, write, write, from morning till night, 

I sball have gold so bright, so bright." 

But \vhen the night came she threvv do\vn the pen, saying "it 
\vas no good at all;" and gave poor Bridget a beating into the 
bargain for bringing her such trash. But Bridget held her tongue, 
and picked up the pen, hiding it a\vay \vith the book and the 
needle. 

The next tnorning the ground \vas again covered with sno\v, 
and Bridget \vas sent out to see \Vhat she could find. Presently 
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she can1e in bringing with her a beautiful \vhite CO\V, \vhic~ 
seemed as gentle as a lamb; and going up to the old \voman, said, 
"Granny, granny, I've found a white covv." Then the old woman 
was very pleased, and said to herself-

" If I milk, milk, milk, from morning till night, 
I shall have gold so bright, so bright." 

So she got all the pans and pails she could find, and milked 
the cow till they were all full ; but before she could make it into 
butter or cheese it all vvent sour. 

Then the old woman was very angry, and drove the CO\iV quite 
a\vay, saying it was not worth a straw. She was so angry vvith 
poor Bridget that she beat her till the child fell dow·n on the floor 
in a fainting-fit. And all this time Bridget had worked so hard 
that her fingers had great sore patches on thern, vvhere she had 
knocked thern against the grate; and she looked quite lean and 
hungry, fron1 only having one potato a day. 

The next morning the gtound was again covered with snow, 
and the old vvornan bade Bridget go and see \vhat she could find ; 
but the child was so \veak and ill that she could scarcely walk, 
and \vent so slo-vvly that the old woman cried out, '' If you are not 
going to vvalk quicker than that, I must go n1yself, you \vicked, 
ungrateful child." 

But when she got up off her chair, she caught her foot in her 
go\vn, and rolled over on to the floor, giving her head a tremendous 
bun1p in her fall. 

At this accident kind-hearted little Bridget v;as very much 
shocked, and did all she could to restore her granny to her senses. 
\ Vhen the old vvon1an came to, she helped her up, and laid her 
do\vn on the little couch, bathing her wounded head as tenderly 
and carefully as a woman. And when the old \vornan had quite 
recovered, and vvas able to sit up, she expressed so rnuch sorrovv for 
the fall, and \vas so anxious to hear her granny say she felt better, 
that the old \VOinan \vas quite overcome; and wondering ho\v she 
could have been so unkind to the child, kissed her quite tenderly. 
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At that moment the old won1an's heart jumped back into its right 
place, \vhich n1ade her feel so agreeable thJ.t she never so 111 uch as 
said another cross \vord to her little granddaughter. 

\Vhen Bridget went to bed that night she got out the book 
and began to read; and the tales in it \vere so vilonderful, that she 
could not leave off reading, but sat up all night; and the print 
-vvas so fine that the book con tJ.ined as many tales as \vould fill fifty 
large volumes of ordinary books. 

While she vvas turning over the leaves of this \vonderful book, 
she came to a place where it said that whoever copied out those 
stories and got then1 printed would make enough money to last 
them a lifetime, and plenty to spare. 

So the little girl got out her pen and began copying out the 
first story; and the pen \vrote so quickly that she finished enough 
for a large book in one evening; and when she took it to a shop 
in the tO\iVn near which her granny lived, and asked the people to 
print it, they \vere so delighted vvith the story that they gave her a 
great bag full of gold, and told her if she liked to bring them 
another they would give her as 1nuch again. 

VVhen she had told her granny the good ne\VS she sat do\Vn to 
work \vith her needle, when she found that it went of its O\vn 
accord in the most beautiful patterns that ever you could see. So 
she bought some fine muslin, and worked avvay; and \iVhen she 
had finished one piece she took it to a shop, and the people were 
so pleased that they paid her vvell, and asked her to bring some 
tnore; and in a little \vhile she became so famed for her beautiful 
cn1broidery that people came from n1iles round to buy it of her. 

Then she took a large house, and had her mother and six 
brothers and sisters to live \vith her; and she begged her granny 
to consider as much n1oney as she liked her O\Vn. 

And so the old \voman was rich at last. And I am glad to 
say that, her heart being no\v in the right place, she made good 
use of the money, and helped the poor and needy. 
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H 0 P-0'-M Y -THUMB. 

I.-A SMALL BOY. 

~HERE once lived a poor man and his wife who were 
• very miserable because they had no children. They were 
~~ sitting one e:ening by the fire, and listening to the storm.y 
~ vveather outs1de, when the husband started fron1 a revene 
PQ in to \vhich he had fallen, and exclaimed, " How miserable we 
are \Vithout any children 1 If vve only had one I should be per­
fectly satisfied." 

" So should I,'' replied his '.vife, " even if he were no bigger 
than my thumb." 

Some time after this a little child was born to these t\vo; but 
hovv vvas the good woman surprised \vhen, on taking the child in 
her hands, she found that he really was very little bigger than 
her thun1b! 

" See," she said to her husband, " I have got what I asked for; 
but if he is s tnall he is a dear, pretty little fellovv after all, and if 
he gro\vs quickly and thrives vvell n1ay turn out a fine child yet." 

But unfortunately the little sprite did not grovv quickly at all, 
and so, \vhen his parents savv that he \vould be a dwarf all the days 
of his life, they christened him Hop-o'-my-Thutnb. 

No\v little Hop-o'-rny-Thutnb, although he \Vas so sn1all, \vas 
no fool, but \vhile he \vas quite young showed signs of shrewd­
ness and ready vvi t by no n1eans con1 mon among the class to 
\vhich he helonged. 

One day vvben his father \vas going to the forest he said, " I 
\vish I had sotnebody to 1nind the horse for n1e vvhile I'n1 about 

1 " my \VOr C. 

'' I'll do that for you, father," said Hop-o'-1ny-Tb umb, spring­
ing up fron1 the corner in \vhich he \vas breakfasting off the leg of 
a sparro\v and a picnic biscuit. 

"You," replied his father; "you rrtind the horse I Why, you 
are not big enough for hitn to see. 
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" Never mind that; father ; I '11 manage it if you'll only 
trust n1e." 

So his father took him with him to the forest, and left him 
and the horse and cart under a tree. Then Hop-o'-my-Thumb 
jun1ped into a branch that was vvaving close to the old mare's 
ears, and spoke to the creature so skilfully that she never 
once atten1pted to move. 

Presently a rollicking schoolboy came by, swishing a cane as 
he \vent, and scattering the ground with the little branches and 
leaves he \vhisked from the trees. As ill I uck vvould have it, the 
tender green branch on \vhich Hop-o'-my-Thumb was perched 
came in his way, and before you could have said "Jack Robin­
son," it had been cut off and thrown across the boy's shoulder, 
with the little d\varf holding tightly on. 

" I n1ust look out sharper than this, next time,'' thought Hop­
o'-my-Thumb. 

Just then they emerged from the forest, and soon came to an 
orchard. This the schoolboy soon entered, by clan1bering over 
the wall, thereby greatly endangering Hop-o'-my-Thumb's life. 
The boy then climbed up an apple tree, when Hop-o'-my-Thun1b, 
sejzing the opportunity that presented itself, jumped on to a fine 
golden pippin, and, seated across it, felt more comfortable than he 
had done for son1e little time. 

"Well, I'm high enough in the world novv," thought he. 
" Halloa! what's up?" he exclaimed, as, with a sudden jerk, 
he felt hin1self rapidly· falling through the air. Presently the 
apple on which he \vas seated, and to vvhich he had held tightly 
during its rapid descent, touched the ground. 

" I \vonder ho\v n1any tniles I came then," thought the little 
fellO\V. 

There he stayed till it \vas nearly dark, and he had just fallen 
comfortably asleep, \vhen he felt hi1nself raised up as suddenly a 
he had fallen. 

" llalloa! \vhat have I got here?" exclaimed a rough voice. I 
thought I'd got an apple, and I find I've got hold of a pigmy." I 
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must tell you that in the waning light Hop-o'-n1y-Thumb perched 
upon the apple appeared to the man like a piece of the tree and a 
few leaves, and he \vas not a little surprised to find, on catching 
hold of the supposed stem, that he had left the apple behind. 

"You had better let me go," said Hop-o'-rny-Thumb. 
" Not I," replied the rnan, putting the 1i ttle fello\iv in to his 

greatcoat pocket. 
These \vere by no means con1fortable quarters, for I-Iop-o' -my­

Thumb found hin1self among a great n1any odd things, such as 
stale tobacco-pipes, hard bits of bread and cheese, and several 
others of the same kind, that \vere not quite to his liking. 

As they were going along the rnan stooped and picked some­
thing up. He seemed to have found a treasure, for he kept on 
gloating over it, and saying, "My eye, what a beauty I I 
wonder vvhat that'll be worth, now," and so on. Presently some­
thing came tumbling on to Hop-o'-my-Thumb's head, and must 
have done him son1e damage had he not managed with a good 
deal of dexterity to get out of the way. 

Before long the man entered a public-house, and taking the 
thing he had found out of his pocket, he exclaimed, " There, my 
comrades, what do you think of that bracelet? Isn't it a beauty?" 

"Where did you get that from?" asked several voices. 
"My Lady Fiorella took it off her O\vn fair wrist and gave it 

to me, in consideration of my saving her frorn falling out of her 
. " carnage. 
"You thief, you stole it!" cried out Hop-o'-n1y-Thumb, frorr1 

the depths of his hiding-place. 
"Who says I stole it?" asked the man, angrily. "It's a lie; 

I didn't." 
"You did; you know you did," cried Hop-o'-n1y-Thumb. 
"It's no use for you to try to tell lies about it, n1y man, when 

you've got a conscience that speaks as loudly as that," exclain1ed 
the landlord; and the man, who had forgotten all about the little 
creature he had got in his pocket, really believing that it n1ust be 
his conscience that had served him this trick, made the best of his 
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\vay out of the inn, for fear anybody should attempt to molest him 
as a thief. 

By-and-by he thrust his hand into his pocket, and finding our 
hero, the vv hole thing occurred to him. " You 1 i ttle \vretch, I'll 
kill you ! " he exclairned. 

"You'd better not," replied Hop -o'-my-Thumb, with the tnost 
perfect coolness. 

"Why not?" asked the man, angrily. 
" Because of what would happen to you afterwards," answered 

Hop-o'-my-Thumb. 
"Well, then, I'll have nothing more to do v.rith you," said the 

man. Whereupon he took the little fellow out of his pocket and 
placed him by the roadside. 

"That's capital ; just what I wanted. And now I'll be off 
hotne, for mother and father will vvonder where I've got to," 
thought Hop-o'-my-Thumb, and there and then started off. 

By-and-by he heard two dogs talking. "You know the tnan 
that's got a son no bigger than his thumb?" said one. 

'' Y es,'J replied the other. 
"\Vell, he's lost the little fellow; and it seems he's offered a 

reward to any one who \Vill bring hin1 back, so I am going to see 
what he'd offer, and if it's worth my while I'll undertake to 
find him." 

"Atn I not in luck's way?" laughed Hop-o'-1ny-Thumb to 
himself, springing on to the puppy's back. 

Off trotted the dog as nimbly as possible, and in this way 
Hop-o'-my-Thumb reached home. 

The poor rnan and his wife were quite delighted to see the little 
fellow back again, for they were sadly afraid they should have lost 
him altogether; and \vhen he told then1 his ad ventures they patted 
him on the back and laughed heartily. 



J 



" The husband and wife sat some time longer, gazing moodily into the fire." 
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II.-HOP-0'-MY-THUMB'S DREAM. 
,.r 

~-~<">!_.I - ' • 
~ - <') ~OW after Hop-o -my-Thu1nb was born hts mother had 
~J . ~ plenty of other children, and each baby as it was born was 
0 ~ . · so much finer than the last one that when it came to the 

~eventh the youngster was bigger at five years old than most 
children are at twelve, and our little hero, who was the eldest 

of all his father's and mother's children, was by far the smallest. 
But although the labourer and his wife had been very anxious 

to have one son, they had never bargained for seven; and they 
soon found that to provide food and clothing for so many was no 
joking matter. 

Each year n1ade matters worse, for things were not so 
prosperous with these poor people as they had been formerly, till 
at length one tniserable year came when they were all like to 
starve. Despite their n1other's endeavours to make ends meet, 
she found one evening that they had only a few roots left in the 
pantry. 

"Alas l" said she, "we must all starve, for when these are 
gone where shall we get more?" 

" How foolish we were to wish for any children l" said her 
husband, moodily. " If we'd never had any, we shouldn't have 
con1e to this plight." 

" Don't say that l" exclaitned his wife ; " I would not have 
been \vithout my children on any account. 

"What are \Ve to do with them?" asked the father. '' \1\1 e 
can't see them starve.'' 

"God forbid I'' replied the poor mother. 
The husband and wife sat some time longer, gazing moodily 

into the fire. By-and-by the woodcutter started up, and exclaimed, 
"Yes, I \¥ill, I must do it l" 

"Do what?'' inquired his vvife. 
"An idea's come into my head," he replied, "and it is that I 

should start off early to-n1orrow morning, and take the children 
vvith me." 
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" I don't see how that vvill help us.'' 
"V\lhat, not if I leave them there?" 
"You would not do that, surely?" said his wife. 

" I had rather do that than see them starve before my eyes. 

Who can tell vvhether some kind person might not take pity on 

them and give them food? And even if they do die, we shall not 

be obliged to look on without being able to help." 

"V: ou say truly," replied his wife, tearfully. 
Then they arranged that next n1orning the children should be 

\vakeel earlier than usual, and after having had their scanty 

breakfast should accon1 pany their father to the forest and be left 

behind. 
"No\v somehow or another little Hop-o'-my-Thumb couldn't 

manage to get off to sleep at all, and hearing a great deal of 

talking going on in the kitchen, he crept do\vn-stairs. On peeping 

in at the door, he perceived his mother and father seated by the 

fire, engaged in earnest conversation. He also noticed that tears 

were streaming dovvn his mother's face, so popping under her 

chair, he quietly listened to the whole plot. 
"This is a pretty go!" thought Hop-o'-my-Thun1b; "I 1nust 

see if I can't prevent this piece of business." 
But although he thought and thought it all over, he fell 

asleep at length vvithout having concocted any scheme by which 

to save hin1self and his brothers. 
While he was asleep he dreamed a strange thing; he 

thought he was walking by the side of a stream, whose bed vvas 

con1posed of round vvhite pebbles, and that the pebbles called out 

to hin1, "Come, Hop-o'-my-1'humb, pick us up, and fill your 

pockets with us, and we will shovv you the \vay out of your 

difficulty." 
Before the day had fajrly broken, Hop-o'-my-Thumb crept 

down-stairs, and out of the house. He wended his way along, 

through meadow and field, till he came to the stream that had 

been pictured to him in his dream. All here was as he had then 

seen it. A gleam of early sunshine broke through the trees, and 





" lie soon filled his pockets with the pebbles within reach." 
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flung itself across the strean1, discovering on its \vay a thousand 
lovely flowers. Through the tranparent \Vater, Hop-o'-my-Thun1b 
could see the white stones shining, and a fevv were laying scattered 
about on the bank. He soon filled his pockets with the pebbles 
\vithin reach, and having returned home, slipped up-stairs and 
into bed without his absence having been discovered. 

An hour or so later so1ne one knocked at the door. 
"Who's there," and what do you want?" asked Hop-o'-my­

Thun1b. 
" It's me?" replied his mother. " Be quick and get up; father's 

going to take you to the forest with him?" 
"What's that for?" he asked. 
His mother did not reply, but went straight down-stairs into 

the kitchen. 
A n1iserable meal had been provided for the children, n1,ade 

fro1n the few roots that hung in the cupboard and a fevv dry 
crusts. 

This having been despatched, their father put on his cap, and 
taking his axe in his hand, bade then1 follow him. 

" Good-bye, n1y children," exclaimed the poor mother, \vith 
tears in her eyes. 

" What are you crying for, mother?" asked Hop-o'-tny­
Thulnb; anybody _ would think we \vere going away altogether, 
instead of coming back this evening. 

At these words, the poor woman only cried the more ; and as 
she turned into the house to hide her tears, she could not help 
thinking \vhat a strange thing it \vas under the circumstances 
that her little son should have said what he did. 

"Oh, dear I oh, dear I" she sobbed; "can it be possible that I 
have seen my dear children for the last time?" Then, vvhen she 
gre\v caln1er, she ren1embered ho\v cleverly her firstborn had found 
his \vay back to her when he vvas quite a young child; and she 
could not help thinking that his clever brains \vould preserve him 
from evil on this occasion, and perhaps bring hi1n safe home again. 
But there \vere the six other children who were not so clever as 
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Hop-o'-my-Thumb; and the poor woman thought sadly of her 

next eldest son, who had been lame from his birth. 

"At any rate,'' she exclz.imed, starting up, "if I must part vvith 

tny sons, I vvill see the last I may of the1n." So, putting on her 

jacket and hood, she ran along till she caught sight of the little 

party. Hastening her footsteps, she soon overtook thetn, and 

saying that, as the day was so fine, she thought she would come 

too, she took her place betvveen her husband and the seven children 

\vho follo\ved, one after the other, from the tallest to the shortest, 
-

1Iop-o'-my-1'humb coming last. 

In this order they entered the forest, Hop-o'-my-Thun1b all 

the while singing to hitnself as unconcernedly as if he had known 

nothing vvhatever about the fate ir: store for hi1n ; but, cunning 

little fellovv, every now and then he dropped one of his little \vhite 

pebbles, and so left a trail behind him by \vhich to find his way 

back. Thus they traversed hill and valley, dell and dale, and at 

last entered a part of the forest so overgro\vn with huge fir trees as 

to be almost dark. When they had penetrated some distance 

farther into this dismal place, their father called to them to stop, 

and asking them if they were not rather tired, told them they 

might rest themselves on the grass or play about as they pleased. 

While the youngsters were enjoying a game of hide-and-seek, 

their father and mother slipped off and ran as quickly as they 

could down the hill. 

Hop-o'-my-Thun1b, who had been looking out for this moment, 

started from behind a large dock where he had hidden himself; 

and, presenting himself before his parents, exclain1ed, "Halloa, 

father! where are you going to in such a hurry?" 

" I shall soon be back," answered the -vvoodcutter, evasively. 

"Oh, you needn't trouble," said Hop-o'-my-Thumb, indiffer­

ently; "I'll bring the boys home, never fear." 

"Very well, " replied his father; but in his own 1nind he s2id, 

"I very much doubt it.'' 

" By-and-by the six brothers discovered that their parents 

vvere nowhere to be found. They ran hither and thither, search1ng 
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behind bushes and trees, and calling loudly to their parents, but 
all in vain. No sound carne to the1n except the echo of their O\vn 
voices. Then the poor boys vvere in a great way for fear they hJ.' 1 
lost themselves, but none of them suspected the truth. 

All this while Hop-o'-n1y-Thumb had been looking on an(l 
enjoying the fun; but seeing that in the sombre wood it was 
already getting dark, he thought it h1gh tin1e they should sec 
about getting back. 

Calling his brothers together, he said to them, " Now, I don't 
know what you think, but my opinion is that if we wait here fur 
father and mother to come to us, vve 1nay wait till doomsday.'' 

At this the younger ones began to cry, and the elder ones said, 
" Let's go back by ourselves, then." 

"All right," replied Hop-o'-my-Thun1b. "\Vho knows the 
) " \vay. 

None of them spoke a "rord. They had not thought of this, 
and no\v they all hung their heads in despair. They must have 
con1e at least twelve miles through the forest, six of which \vcre 
entirely ne\v ground to then1. 

When Hop-o'-n1y-Thumb thought they were sufficiently 
despondent, he exclai1ned, with a knowing look, "Well, I think I 
know the \vay; so, if you like to follow me, I'll undertake to bring 
you safely hon1e." 

The brothers \vere very glad to hear this, and follo\ved their 
little brother cheerfully. The little \vhite pebbles shone up 
brightly under Hop-o'-my-Thumb's feet, and guided him easily 
back along the circuitous route by which their father had pur­
posely brought them. 

The moon had risen brightly, and was shining in on the 
hapless couple in the cottage. The poor mother rocked herself 
to and fro, and her husband sat looking at her \Vithout speaking 
a \vord. 

Rat-tat-tat-tat I came at the door. 
"\Vho can that be at this time of night?'' exclaimed the 

\voodn1an, in some surprise. 
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l-Ie got up and unbarred the door, \vhen, lo and behold, there 
stood his seven sons, with Hop-o'-my-Thumb at their head f 

" Ho\vever did you find your way?" he asked. 
'' Oh, I found it as easily as possible," replied I-Iop-o'-my­

fhun1b, unconcernedly. 
The tired boys soon sought their beds, and. worn out with the 

day's adventures, fell into a sound sleep. 

III.-THE GIANT. 

'l( 1-; ..... ~' 
".~ HE next morning the -vvoodcutter called his children up 
J ~~ betitnes, and giving them each a crust of bread, led the1n to 
~~ another part of the vast forest. Hop-o'-my-Thumb, who 
T had been expecting this, slipped his crust of bread into his 

pocket, and as they \vent along stre\ved the way with crumbs. 
But for once Mr. Sharpshins was outwitted by some very 

sin1ple opponents, for the birds picked up the scattered crun1bs, 
and thus destroyed the clue he thought he had left safely 
behind him. 

Poor Hop-o'-n1y-Thumb was certainly at a loss \vhen he dis­
covered the trick he had been served. His brothers had depended 
upon him, and therefore felt no fear; but \vhen night can1e on, 
and they found themselves still wandering about in the very midst 
of the forest, they \vere terribly alanned. 

Not so Hop-o'-tny-Thumb. He didn't kno\v \vhat fear 
meant, but marched bravely on at the head of his six shrinking 
brothers. 

Presently he noticed a large bare-looking tree, vvhich seemed 
to to\ver above the rest. 

"You stay here," he said to his brothers, while I go and see 
vvhat is to be seen. 

The next 111oment he was mounted on a high branch, 
anxiously scanning the surrounding country. Far a\vay in the 
distance he perceived a ray of light glimmering through the trees. 



' The neAt moment he wus mounted on a high branch, anxiously scanmng the s~rrounding country. " 



... 





"The figure of a very big woman appeared at the top of a long flight ol stunt: steps which kd up to the door." 
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" He decided to follo\v it till he catne to the cottage or house frotn 
\vhich it proceeded, anJ then beg a night's shelter for hin1self and 
his brothers. 

On they went, pursuing the ray of light, vvith n1any a weary 
footstep~ \vhen, at length, emerging from the denser part of th~ 
forest, they found thernselves at the gate of a beautiful mansion. 

They entered the enclosed ground in which the castle stood, 
and Hop-o'-my-Tburnb, discovering a trun1pet, blew so loud a 
blast that in a few seconds bolts and bars \vere drawn back, and 
the figure of a very big wornan appeared at the top of a long flight 
of stone steps which led up to the door. 

"Who are you, and \vhat do you want?" she inquired. 
"We are seven brothers lost in the forest," ansvvered Hop-o..z­

nly-1~humb; "and we beg of you to give us sorne supper and a 
night's lodging." 

" Poor children," replied the woman, compassionately, "that I 
would ,,·illingly do, but I am the wife of a giant, and if I \Vere to 
take you in he ~'ould soon find it out, and eat you all up." 

" Oh, dear! oh, dear! What shall vve do?" cried the six 
brothers, mournfully, when they heard the \vords of the giantess. 

Hop-o'-my-Thumb stood and considered the state of affairs for 
a few seconds. " If we stay in the forest \Ve shall die of cold and 
starvation, or perhaps be devoured by wild beasts, and worse 
can't happen to us if we go in here. We shall at any rate get a 
supper, and I'll see if I can't outvvit Mr. Giant. ~ 

"Would you be so kind as to let us have s.ome supper, .,.. n1a'an1?" asked Hop-o'-n1y-Thumb. 
The giantess hesitated some rninutes; then she replied, "Y eu 

n1ay come and have son1e supper if you like, but n1ind, I have 
warned you of what you may expect." 

"All right, ma'am," ansvvered our hero, fearlessly, as h .. ~· 
marched up the steps, closely follo\ved by the others. 

The \Von1an pushed back the door and led them throu o-h a ' b spacious hall into a square, lofty room. She then spread son1e 
food before thern, and the poor hungry creatures fell to \Vith right 

L 
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good will. They \Vere thus pleasantly engaged \vhen a key 

sounded in the door outside, and a heavy footst~p \vas heard in 

the hall. " Get under the bed," exclaimed their kind hostess, 

quickly; and under the bed they all scrambled as quickly as their 

trembline- lin1bs vvould allo\v them. 
<.J 

Only just in titne, for they were barely hidden \vhen the giant 

entered. 
"H'm, h'm I" exclain1ed the giant, sniffing the air, "what is it 

that I sn1ell ?" 
"Smell?" asked his \vife, in a surprised tone. 

''Yes, sn1ell," replied the giant, in a tone \vhich made the 

little people under the bed quake. "I smell son1e children 

b ereabou ts." 
"Then they are your O\Vn, I should think," returned the 

giantess. 
"Halloa I What do all these dirty plates mean?" asked the 

giant, in a tren1endous voice, as he caught sight of the table at 

which the seven brothers had been feasting. 

" I suppose they mean that the children have had their 

supper." 
"Don't tell me I" thundered the giant; and with that he began 

to search in every nook and cranny of the room. 

He was not long in coming to the bed. " Ho, hoI" he 

exclain1ed, gleefully, as he dragged all the youngsters from their 

hiding-place. 
The n1onster then began to sharpen his knife, while the poor 

boys begged and implored hin1 not to take their lives. 

The giantess, who had been looking wistfully on, was 

suddenly struck with an idea. Taking up little Hop-o'-tny­

Thumb in her hand, she exclain1ed, "See here what little 

shrivelled-up morsels they are. Leave then1 to me to fatten them 

up; have for your supper to night the half sheep that I have 

roasted for you." 
"Your advice is good," replied the giant. "They are, as you 

say, but lean morsels at present. We \vill fatten them up for a 



" 'Ho, ho '' he exclaimed, gleefully, a- he drnggeu all the young ters from their hiding-pl.lce." 
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\\'eek, and see \vhat they \vill be like by that tin1e. And no\v let 
the1n get to bed." 

So the poor little fello,vs \vere safe for the present; but I-Iop-o'­
my-T'hun1b detennined that \vith a week's respite they must be 
fools indeed if they did not escape altogether. While his brothers 
\vere sleeping he got up and began peeping cautiously about, to 
see what plans he had better fonn. He soon discovered a bed close 
to their O\vn, on which vvere sleeping seven boys, the sons of the 
giant, each \vearing on his head a cro\vn of gold. 

"This is lucky,'' thought he, as he carefully ren1oved the seven 
crowns, placing one on each of his brothers' heads; then placing 
the baby's cro\vn on his O\vn, he jun1ped into bed by the side of his 
sleeping brethren. 

IV.-A RACE. 

w~~~tci~ 
~(Q~ Y-AND-B~ the giant, who_ had _not tasted any children ~~~~ for some time, became so Impatient that he felt he could 
~- vvait no longer. Creeping stealthily up-stairs in the dark, y for fear of disturbing ther1, he can1e to the bed vvhere I-Iop-o'-

Iny-Thumb and his brothers lay. Passing his hand over 
their heads, he discovered the crowns, and then turning a\vay to 
the other bed, he took his large knife and sle\v every one of his 
O\vn children. 

1-Iop-o'-my-Thumb, \vho had been \vide a\vake all this \vhile, 
and heard everything that had taken place, saw that they n1ust 
n1ake good their escape as soon as possible, before the giant 
should find out what he had done. Rousing his brothers, he 
bade them follo\v hi1n as quietly as possible, and not utter 
a \vord. 

They crept silently dovvn-stairs, and \vere fortunate enough to 
discover a broken windo\v. Through this Hop-o,-my-1'humb 
shoved each of his brothers, following last of all hin1se:f. 

Once fairly outside they took to their heels, and never stopped 
running till the sun had broken through the clouds, and not so 



94 FAIRY TALES TOLD AGAIN. 

much as a tower of the giant's castle \vas visible. Then they 

stayed a minute or tvvo to rest. 
" I wonder," said little Jack, " whether the giant has missed 

t " us ye. 
"Oh, look, look, look there l" shrieked one of the brothers, in 

an agony of terror. 
They looked round, and beheld the giant in the distance, 

striding after them at a fearful rate. Hop-o'-my-Thutnb per­

ceived, from the length of each stride, that he must have on a pair 

of Seven League Boots. 
Here \vas a to-do. It was impossible to escape from the giant 

by running a\vay. There \vas but one thing to be done, and that 

was to draw back into a cave that stood by the \vay, and trust that 

the horrid monster might by son1e fortunate accident omit to 
search it. 

Even brave little Hop-o'-my-Thumb trembled with fear as the 

giant approached their hiding-place. He can1e nearer and nearer, 

and made straight for the cave. Seven hearts inside it \vent pit­

a-pat, pit-a-pat. 
"I an1 dreadfully tired I" exclaimed the giant; "I will sit do,vn 

here and rest." So he threw himself dovvn on the grass, and 

leaned against the walls of the cave in which the fugitives were 
hidden. 

Presently the cave shook, and a sound like a distant peal of 

thunder echoed from wall to \van. 
"No,v's our time," said Hop-o'-my-Thumb. "The giant is 

asleep, for I hear hin1 snoring." 
The boys crept stealthily out, and shot off in different 

directions, for they had agreed that this would be the best plan, as 

by these means the giant could not possibly catch all of them at 

once, and even should he catch one the rest would have a better 

opportunity to escape. 
Hop-o' -my-Thumb sa\v his brothers depart, but he did not 

follow thetn, for he was determined to make one desperate effort 

to disann their enemy. \:Vithout making the slightest noise, he 



"And with a tremendous tug, wl:.ch threw him on to his back, succeeded in pulling off one of the Seven League Boots." 
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cravvled along the grass to the giant's feet, and \Vith a tren1endous 
tug \vhich threw hin1 on to his back, succeeded in pulling off one 
of the Seven League Boots. In an instant he was up again, and 
pulling off the other, jun1ped into them, and in tvvo strides 
placed forty-tvvo n1iles bet\veen hitnself and ·his still sleeping 
adversary. 

The first thing he did, novv that he kne\v his foe could not follo\v 
him, was to return to the giant's house and empty it of all its gold 
and treasures. With these he enriched his parents and brothers, 
so that there was now no need £or the \Voodman and his vvife to 
\vish to get rid of their large family~ 

They all lived happily together for the rest of their lives, and 
Hop-o'-n1y-Thumb becan1e fa1nous all over that country for his 
bravery and daring exploits. 

----»·~ 

ORANGE AND LEMON. 

~ l],e N a lonely cottage on the top of a hilJ, there lived a n1an 
~~ ~~ and his wife and two daughters. The eldest daughter 
); ·~ \vas named Orange, · and ~vas her father's favourite, 
~ because she \vas so good and gentle; the youngest daughter 
~, was named Lemon, and \vas her mother's pet, for she \vas 
very much like her, and possessed her own crueL disposition. 

N O\V Len1on and her mother were very j.ealous of Orange, for 
her father -vvould bring her ho1ne sweetmeats and toys, and made 
her con1e and sit on his knee at supper-time, -vvhen he would give 
her all sorts of dainty bits off his own plate. 

So the n1other said to herself, " If father doesn't take more 
notice of rny S\veet Len1on, but \vill go pampering up his sour 
Orange, I 11 see that he shan't have the opportunity 1nuch longer," 
and then the old \von1an s1niled to herself in a very n1eaning -vvay. 

One day the mother prepared some meat for her husband's 
I 
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dinner, and putting her favourite daughter on a very smart frock, 
she told her to take it to her father and ask him to let her get up 
on his knee, and have some out of his plate as Orange did. 

But when she took the dish in her hands, ~he was so clumsy 
that she let it fall, and spilt the gravy all over her frock. Then 
the father said rather sharply, "How clumsy you are, Letnon; why 
do you take the dish if you can't hold it tight? Send Orange to 
me to give me n1y dinner, and you take off that fine frock which 
you have quite spoilt." 

\i\Then the mother heard these words, she flew into a dreadful 
rage, and had all sorts of \vicked thoughts come into her head; 
and as she did not try to drive then1 a\vay, they took such a hold 
upon her that they made her do all sorts of dreadful things, as 
you will presently hear. 

When her husband \vas away at his \vork, she treated poor 
Orange very harshly, makinQ" her scrub the floors, and sift the 
cinders, and do all sorts of hard vvork. One day she gave her 
sotne money and a jug, and told her to go and fetch a pint of milk 
and some candles, and not to be longer than five n1inutes, or she 
vvould shut her up in the dark cellar. 

So the little girl ran do\vn the hill as fast as she could, and 
bought her candles and n1ilk, but \vhen the n1ilk was put into the 
jug, it all ran through as quickly as it was poured in. Poor 
Orange could not tell what to do, for she knew her mother \vould 
say that she had broken the jug, and it was her fault. Ho\vever, 
it was no good lingering, so she ran up the hill as fast as she 
could go, but she did not notice a great stone in the path, \vhich 
Len1on had placed there while her sister \vas buying the things. 
Over this stone she fell, and dropped the candles and the jug ; and 
a rat ran out of the hedge and nibbled up the candles \Vhile she 
\vas lying there stunned by her fall. 

vVhen she got up again, she stood and cried \Vith fear; for she 
did not dare go hon1e. Presently a gentleman came by and a ked 
her \vhat vvas th e tnatter. \\rhen she had told him, he gave her 

some money to buy another jug, and so1ne 1nore milk and candles. 
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vVhen she reached hon1e, her mother caught hold of her, and 

shaking her \iVell, asked where she had been all this ti1ne. Orange 
was afraid to tell her her adventure, so she only said she had been 
as quick as ever she could ; but her mother vvould not believe her, 
and declared that she must have stopped to play. Then she put 
her into a dark cellar, and left her there all alone. 

\i\lhen night came, Orange's father was very surprised at not 
seeing his favourite child, and asked \iVhere she vvas. "Gone to 
fetch a jug of beer for your dinner," replied his wife. 

"No I haven't, I'm locked up in here," cried poor Orange, 
from her dark cellar; but her father could not hear a vvord, for just 
then the fire-irons fell do\vn vvith a great clatter. He waited a 
fe-vv mo1nents, but as she did not return, he said he vvould go and 
search for her. \Vhile he was gone, the cruel n1other opened the 
door, and told Orange if she made any noise, she vvould chop off 
her head ; so the poor child was obliged to be quiet. 

Presently the father came back, and said he had been to the 
public-house, but they had not seen Orange_ there. Then the 
mother said, " Of course not-how silly I an1-I sent her to the 
butter-shop to fetch some butter." 

So the father started off again, but he did not find her at the 
butter-shop, but came home \iVithout her. 

"Ah I nO\iV I think of it," exclaimed the mother, " I sent her to 
her aunt's to stay \vith her for the night." 

" Then she shan't stay," said her father, and started off to his 
sister's house to fetch her. 

But \V hen he reached there, his sister told hitn that she had 
not even seen Orange for the last three months. 

So the father \iVCn t hotne again, and said to his wife, " I can't 
find Orange any\\ here, and I believe you have hidden her avvay 
son1e\vhere.'' He then looked all round the house, but he quite 
forgot to search in the cellar. In the middle of the night, he 
thought he heard some one n1oving in the roon1, and he told his 
\vife of it, but she said it \vas only the rats in the \Vainscoting, 
and turned over on her side and began to snore. 
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But the father was very distressed about his little girl, and 
could not get a \vink of sleep; and when the morning ca1ne, he 
could hardly tear hi111self away from the house to go to his work, 
because of his anxiety. 

Before he left he said to his wife: " I believe you have done 
something with n1y little Orange; and, mind you, if I don't find 
her here when I come home, I shall serve Le1non iri the same 
way as you have served her." 

So when the evening came and the woman heard her hus­
band's steps outside the door, she opened a large box and 
made Lemon get into it, for she was .really afraid that her husband 
would keep his \vord. Then she told Le1non that as soon as she 
could get her father out of the room she would, and then Len1on 
must push open the lid, so that she ·might get some fresh air, but 
till then she could manage with only the keyhole of the box out of 
vvhich the key had been taken. 

The father came in and asked where ·Orange was. 
"I have not found her yet," replied the hard-hearted woman; 

but she didn't say she hadn't tried to do so, or it vvould have been 
an easy matter. 

"Then \iVhere is Len1on?" asked the husband angrily. 
" She has gone to seek Orange," ansv;ered his vvife. 
" I don't believe it," thundered the angry man. "And what's 

1nore, neither you nor I shall leave this roo1n till you tell me where 
Orange is. As for Lemon, I know you will take care that she is 
safe ;" and as he spoke he turned the lock of the room door, and 
placed the key in his pocket. 

Now this was just what the old vvon1an dicl not want, for she 
\vas anxious to get out of the room so that Lernon n1ight push up 
the box cover: but she was too obstinate and frightened to let her 
husband know \vhat she had done \vith Orange; so she ble\v out the 
candle, thinking that Lemon would be sure to seize the opportunjty. 

So she sat there comparatively easy, as regarded her favourite 
child, till the morning, vvhen her patience gave \\ ay and she let 
the secret out. 
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The father \vent in1mediately to the cellar, and there he found 
poor Orange lying in a svvoon on the floor from fright and hunger. 
He took her tenderly up in his anns, and chafed her poor cold 
h~nds till she revived, and then he fed her hin1self vvith vvann 
bread and n1ilk. 

Then he told his wife that she n1ight go where she liked, and 
take Len1on \vith her, for she should not stay in his house another 
day. Tbe old \voman vvent to let Lemon out of the box, but what 
\vas her horror vvhen she found that the lid had fallen down and 
hasped itself, so that Lemon was quite locked in! 

She opened the box with fear and tre1nbling, and found her 
child as nearly dead as it \vas possible to be; and when she sa\v 
that dreadful sight and thought vvhat she should have felt if she 
had been quite dead, her heart became softened, and she \vent to 
her husband and told him ho\v sorry she \vas for what she had 
done, and if he only wouldn't turn her out of doors, she vvould 
never do anything of the kind again. 

At first her husband refused to listen to her petitions, but kind­
hearted Orange begged him to forgive her; and so, to please his 
little daughter, he did so, but he looked after her v·ery sharply for 
a long titne, for of course he could not trust her again. But I an1 
glad to tell you that she became very kind to 0 range, and so they 
all lived happily together. 

----==~--

0 LD M OTII ER Go OS E. 
~ 

~~"- I-IERE once lived an old \vido\v-won1an and her t\vo ~ 

daughters. N O\V the eldest \vas her step-daughter, and 
very pretty, \vhile the youngest \vas her own daughter, 1 

and very ugly. The old \voman \Vas very cruel to her 
beautiful step-daughter, and made her go and sit in the road 
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and spin; but as for her own daughter, she allowed her to do just 
\vhat she pleased all day long. 

One day the pretty daughter was spinning away to get l1er 
task finished before night. She worked so hard that her fingers 
got covered with blood, which ran on to the spindle. So she went 
to the well and dipped it into the water to clean it, and in doing 
so had the misfortune to drop it. She ran hon1e crying to her 
n1other, and told her what had happened; but the old wo1nan was 
very angry, and told her that, as she had dropped it, she should 
go and fetch it, for she was not going to have her shirk her work 
in that vvay. 

Accordingly, the maiden went back to the \vell, in order to find 
it, but being unable to do so, she at last jumped in. She was 
dreadfully frightened when she found herself falling down, do\vn, 
down, and lost her senses. When she recovered, she found herself 
in a beautiful meadow, \vhere the sun lit up all kinds of lovely 
flowers. She vvalked along for some time, and by-and-by came 
to a baker's where there was an oven full of bread. As she drew 
near, the bread cried, "Draw 1ne out, dra\v me out, or I shall burn, 
for I have been baking long enough." So she stayed and drcvv 
out the bread, althoug h the heat was very fierce and scorched her 
neck and face. Then she went on a little farther and can1e to an 
apple tree covered with apples, \vhich called out, " Shake us, shake 
us, for we are quite ripe and tired of hanging here." So she 
shook all the apples off the tree and piled them up in a heap and 
\vent on again. 

After some time she came to a little cottage vvhere an old 
won1an was peeping out her head. At first, the maiden was very 
frightened and ran away, for the old won1an looked very fierce; but 
the dame cried after her, "Why are you frightened? Come and stay 
with 1ne, and if you clean my house \\'ell and keep everything in 
order, I \vill give you food and clothing ; but you must mind 
you shake my bed well every morning , for vvhen the feathers fly 
it snovvs upon the earth, and the sno\v covers up the roots 
and keeps them alive and warm, so that they may spring in 
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the \vanner weather, and that's \vhy they call me Old Mother 
~ Goose." 

So the maiden went into the old vvoman's house; and as she 
kept it very clean and nice, she was very vvell treated and \vas 
very happy. She shook up the bed so well every morning that 
the little do\vny feathers flew in showers, and the people on the 
earth said that there hadn't been so much snow fall for years 
and years. 

By-and-by, the young girl became very desirous to see her 
home and her mother and sister once more; for though they had 
been so unkind to her, she -vvas very kind-hearted, and was 
very anxious to kno\v whether everything had gone well with 
them since she had been away. So she told her mistress that 
she wished to go home for awhile, at least; and the old dan1e 
said that as she had been such a good girl, she would take her 
back herself, but first she would give her some wages. So she led 
her under a large doonvay, where the gold poured down in showers, 
and stuck all over her; so that she carried about her more gold 
than her pockets could have contained. Then the old woman 
gave her back the spindle she had dropped down the vvell, and 
closed the door behind her. The rnaiden then found herself upon 
the earth, not far from her mother's cottage. She ran quickly 
home, and knocking at the door, begged them to let her in; Lut 
nobody ans\vered her, till the cock in the yard cried out-

" Cock-a-doodle-doo ! 
Our maid with gold comes back again." 

Then the old vvon1an and her ugly daughter peeped out and 
sa\v the gold, and so they let her in, and asked her \vith a show of 
concern where she had been all this time. 

When the maiden had told thetn of her adventures, the wido\v 
d termined that her ugly daughter should go and try her luck. 
So she sent her out in the road to spin ; but the girl \vas too lazy 
to \Vork, so she pricked her fingers, and rubbed the blood about 
the spindle before thro,ving it do\vn the well. After she had done 
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this, she was too much of a coward to jun1p in, so her n1other 
can1e behind her \vith a thick stick, and drove her. 

She fell very heavily into the meadow; and when she found 
herself on her feet she could hardly help crying. Ho\vever, she 
went on till she came to the baker's, and the bread in the oven 
~ried out, "Dra\v me out, draw me out, or I shall burn ; for I 
have been baking long enough." But she turned up her nose and· 
said, "Do you think I am going to scorch n1y face, and soil my 
hands about a paltry batch of bread?" and so she passed on. She 
soon came to the apple tree filled ~Tith apples, \vhich cried out as 
tbey had done to her sister, "Gather us, gather us, for \Ve are all 
ripe, and tired of hanging l1ere." But the disagreeable girl 
exclain1ed angrily, "A pretty thing to ask me indeed l Do you 
suppose I an1 going to tire 1nyself to death by gathering you?" 

A little farther on she <!:arne to the old \VOtnan's cottage, and 
going up to the old da1ne,. she tola her she had con1e to be her 
servant. 

"Indeed l" said Old Mother Goose. '"' Ho\v do you know I'll 
have you?" 

" My sister told me you hired her, a:nd so I thought you'd hire 
me," replied the girl, vvho was not at all alanned at the old 
\VOlnan's ugliness, kno\ving that she had been so kind to her 
step-sister. 

"Oh, very well," replied the \VOtnan, '''' you can come in if you 
like; but you had better take care to keep the place tidy and shake 
my bed vvell, or it will be all cne \vorse for you.'_, 

1'he first day passed very vvell, and the usually lazy girl realJy 
\vorked hard ; but on the second she fell into her old idle habits, 
and hardly shook the bed at alL This vvent on for a long time, 
and so little did she shake the feathers about that on the earth all 
the green things vvere nipped up by the frost, for there was no 
sno\v to preserve thetn. 

One n1orning Old l\1other Goose said to her, "You are a lazy 
girl, and \Vill not suit n1e, so you had better go home." 

"Very \vel1," replied the girl, not at all di pleased at the idea 
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of getting back to her forn1er life. "Give me n1y \\;ages and let 
me go." 

So the old \VOinan took her to the open doorway and bade her 
stand undernrath it; but she had no sooner done so than a 
sho\ver of pitch descended, co1npletely covering her. She flew 
into a great passion, and turned round to say sotnething impudent 
to Old l'viother Goose, but found that the door \vas closed, and 
that she was standing in a field near her mother's house. She 
ran home as quickly as ever she could go, for she \vas afraid 
people would see her all covered \Vi th pitch. As she \vent in at 
the gate the cock in the yard cried out-

"Cock-a-doodle-doo ! 
Our maid with nought but pitch comes back again." 

Then her mother opened the door; but when she saw the plight 
her ugly daughter \vas in, she \iVas very angry, and beat her s-tep­
daughter with a broomstick, declaring it was all her fault. 

The poor girl's cries attracted the attention of a young 
nobletTlan riding by, \vho entered the cottage to· see what was the 
n1atter. He \vas so struck vvith the beauty of the poor girl that 
he ordered his servant to conduct her to his father's castle, and 
vvhen she had been presented to. his parents, and they had 
expressed their approval of her, the young couple were married 
\vith great pon1p and splendour. 

But the lazy sister would not take the trouble to rub the pitch 
off, and so she could not be bridestnaid. 

---··~·CO>j•·----

]ACI\'S LUCIC 

"You have 
N 
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Sf-rvcd 1ne \-Yell, and I atn quite \villing you should have a holiday. 
H " ere are your \vages. 

As he spoke, ] ack's master handed hin1 a lun1p of gold as big 
as his head. 

Jack was, of course, very \vell pleased with this substantial 
recognition of his services. After having bid his fellow-servants 
good-bye, he tied his gold up in a bandkercbief, and slinging it on 
to the end of a stick, and placing the stick across his shoulder, he 
started on foot to find his vvay ho1ne. 

The sun \vas very hot, and before long Jack began to find 
the vveight of the gold very fatiguing. He was soon obliged 
to sit do\vn and rest. "I shall never get home at this rate," 
thought be. 

Presently a n1an came in sight riding a fine cream-coloured 
horse. He rode along gaily humming a song to hin1self. "Ah l" 
said Jack, aloud, "vvhat a fine thing it n1ust be to ride along 
like that, without a chance of getting tired, and no heavy 
weight to break one's back in pieces I \Vhat a splendid anin1al 
. . . I ,, 
It IS, too. 

"Do you think so?" asked the man, \vho at this moment rode 
up, and had already discovered the glean1ing of gold through the 
coarse old handkerchief. 

"Ay," replied Jack; "it seems to me a noble beast." 
"vVell, you're about right there," replied the tnan, " for this is 

one of the finest horses that ever \vas bred. I have been ordered 
to sell it by n1y rnaster the Grand Duke, but I don't for a moment 
think I shall nnd anybody to give n1e an offer that I may accept. 
Beautiful creature, isn't it now?" he added, looking at the horse 
vvith conscious pride. 

" It is, indeed,'' replied Jack. " I \vish I possessed such a 
creature; for \valking's tiring vvork this \veather, especially \vith a 
great lu111p like this over one's shoulder, going bump, th\vack, 
thwack, bun1p, against one's back at every step he takes." 

"Well," replied the n1an, " I don't like to be bard on a fe1lo\v-
creature. You look tired. No\\, if you like, I'll take that lump 
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of yours in exchange for n1y horse; for I tell you honestly that I 
perceive that it contains gold." 

" Contains gold ; it is gold ! " ejaculated Jack. 
"Is it?" replied the tnan, with a peculiar s1nile. "1 hope 

you'll find no difficulty in obtaining its \vorth." 
Poor Jack was quite taken aback at this suggestion. " If I 

have the horse," thought he, " I slza!l know \vhat I have got, 
at least." 

So he said to the 1nan, "I am very much obliged to you for 
your offer, and I accept it with all my heart." 

The n1an then helped Jack on to the horse's back, and having 
given hin1 a fe\v instructions he to_ok the lun1p of gold and trotted 
off, ''ell pleased \vith his bargain. 

At first Jack got on capitally, and felt as big as bull-beef, but 
by-and-by the horse, who kne\v that he had got an inexperienced 
master, began to gallop and kick furiously. Jack, quite at a loss 
ho\v to n1anage hi1n, pulled this way and that at the bridle, till at 
length the creature 1nade a furious dash, and lodged his master in 
a \vet ditch.· Jack soon scran1bled out, feeling decidedly wet and 
uncon1fortable, and found that his horse had been caught by a 
countryman -vvho -vvas driving a covv along the road to market. 

" Rather a tricky customer," said the old fello\v, touching his 
hat to Jack. 

"That he is," replied Jack. "I'm not going to get on his 
back again, a \Vretched brute!" 

''The best thing for you to ride, sir, vvould be a co-vv; a nice 
gentle creature, as quiet as a la1T1b. Such a one as I have here, 
for instance; pretty creature!" 

" Well that certainly \vould be a good plan,'' replied Jack, "for 
besides having an anin1al to ride, I should be supplied -vvith nevv 
n1il k, crean1, and butter." 

"Of course you \Vould," replied the n1an. " N O\V if you like," 
continued he, " I \vill take your horse in exchange for my 
CO\V. 

)} 

"Oh, thank you a thousand tirnes I" replied Jack; and so th~ 



108 FAIRY TALES ToLD AGAIN. 

bargain vvas concluded, and the man rode off as fast as he could, 
leaving Jack in possession of his CO\V. 

So Jack jumped on the beast's back; but it wouldn't n1ove an 
inch, so he jun1ped down again, and drove it along, and deter­
mined to wait to ride it till it should know him better. As he 
\val ked along it becarne hotter and hotter, and Jack thought he 
\vould refresh hin1self with a draught of n1ilk. 

So he took his cap, in the absence of a pail, and tying her up 
to a tree, \vorked away \Vith right good vvill, but no rnilk came; and 
the CO\V resenting the treatn1ent to which she vvas being subjected, 
gave poor Jack a kick which rendered hirn insensible. 

By-and-by a butcher came along driving a pig before hin1, and 
seeing Jack's plight he gave hin1 some \Vater from his flask. 
When the poor fellovv had corne to, he asked him the cause of his 
misfortune. \i'/hen ] ack had told him all about it, he examined 
the cow, and soon discovered that it \vas far too old to g1ve 
any milk. 

"That is tiresome," said ] ack; "for if sbe is too old to give 
milk, and too obstinate to let me ride her, and too tough for eating, 
what am I to do \Vith her? Besides, I can't bear beef at the best 
of tin1es ; \vhat I like is a delicious piece of fat pork. I envy you 
that fine pig." 

"Do you?'' replied the butcher. "\i\1 ell, then, as you seem a 
good-natured sort of chap, vvho has been in1posed upon, if you are 
agreeable, I'll let you have my pig in return for your cow." 

"You are indeed a good friend!" exclaimed Jack, fervently, 
as he took the cord to which the pig \vas attach ed, in his 
hand. 

He \vent gaily along for son1e distance, driving the pig before 
hin1, and thinking what a lucky fello\v he was to have got such a 
fine fat pig in exchange for a wretched, dri ed-up old CO \V, and 
what a kind, good-hearted fello\v that butcher must be. 

Presently a boy came along vvith a beautiful \vhite goose 
under his arm. 

"Good day!" said ] ack; "see vvhat a fine fat pig I have got. 
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I exchanged an old co\v for her;'' and here Jack laughed, and 
looked as n1uch to say, "What do you think of that for a 
bargain?" 

"A fine fat pig, truly," replied the boy, "but not equal to tny 
goose, which has been ordered for a christening-feast. Father 
has been fattening her up for the last t\vo tnonths; and she is fat, 
\vithout any mistake. Just feel her \veight!" 

Jack took the creature in his arms, and vvhile he did so the 
boy began peering this side and that, over, and under, and all 
about the pig. 

"Do you know that in the to\vn there is a reward offered for a 
pig that has been stolen from the Lord l\1ayor's sty? and it strikes 
n1e that this is the very pig." 

"What!" exclain1ed Jack, thunderstruck; "you don't mean 
that?'' 

''Yes, I do," returned the boy; "and if I \vere you I should 
take and hide it in some hole or ditch, for you may depend that if 
you are found \vith it in your possession you \vill be severely 
punished." 

"Oh, dear! how unfortunate I am! " cried Jack. "What will 
becon1e of me?" 

"Well, look here," replied the boy, "as I kno\v the country 
better than you, I don't mind getting rid of it for you, if you like, 
and so that you shan't go home en1pty handed, I'll let you have my 
goose in exchange.'' 

So the boy drove the pig off in one direction, and Jack went 
a\va y in another, carrying the goose under his arm. 

"I have made a good exchange now," thought he. "How 
delicious this goose \vill eat, nicely roasted, ~Tith plenty of rich 
bro\vn gravy I Won't 1nother think it a treat!'' 

As Jack \val ked along, he came upon a knife-grinder, sitting 
by the side of the road and singing a\vay as blithely as a lark. 

"You seetn to be very jolly," said Jack ; "\vhat tnakes you so? 
Does your trade thrive so \vell?" 

" Yes, indeed it does," replied the tinker; "it's one of the best 
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trades going; you can hardly fail to make a fortune at it. But 
\vhat a beautiful goose I Where did you buy that?), 

" I didn't buy it at all," ans\vered Jack, " I exchanged it for 
a pig, and the pig I exchanged for a cow, and the CO\V for a 
horse, and the horse for a lump of gold that was too heavy 
for n1e to carry." 

"And where did you get the gold from?" asked the grinder. 
"That was seven years' wages," replied Jack. 
'.' Ah, I see) you kno\v ho\v to look out for your O\vn interest," 

said the man, " and I should like to see you a grinder, like me ; 
you only want a grindstone, and as I an1 in the trade and knovv 
\vhere to get plenty more, I'll let you have mine dirt cheap. The 
only thing that I'll take in exchange is that goose; don't offer me 
more, because I \von't have it." 

"You are too good," replied Jack. 
"You want a good big flint to straighten your nails upon, 

now," said the tinker, picking up one that lay near them; u mind 
you use them carefully, and you vvill soon have your pocket 
full of gold." 

"Ho\v lucky I am!" thought Jack; "I started \vith only a 
piece of gold, that \vasn't all gold, and here at the end of my 
journey I shall have a fortune;" but as he was thus meditating, he 
began to feel very tired, and both hungry and thirsty, and the 
stones in his pocket -vvere so heavy that he could scarcely cra\vl. 
He soon discove_red a clear stream of \Vater, so placing the stones 
beside him on the bank, he stooped do\vn to get some in his hand, 
but he lost his balance and rolling over on the bank, pushed both 
the stones into the \Vater. 

Then he had his drink, and jumping up, said gaily, "No\v I 
an1 the luckiest man in the world, for I have no lun1p of gold to tire 
me, or horse to thro\v me, or CO\V to kick 1ne, or pig to get rr1e 
into prison, or goose to flap its wings at me, or big . heavy stones 
to \veigh me do\vn to the ground." 

Thus relieved, Jack soon reached home. 
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CINDERELLA; OR, THE GLASS SLIPPEI\. 

~!%' Y the side of the Rhine there once lived a rich and 
,~ ~ powerful baron. When he had been a young rnan, he 

~~ many years. older tl~an him.self. After. sever~! unhappy 
· · years, she dred, leav1ng behind her tvvo little girl~. Soon 

after her death the Baron married, and this time he chose a 
beautiful modest girl. The next fe\v years \vhich he spent with 
his young \vife -vvere such happy ones, that \vhen she died leaving 
hin1 another little girl, he could not persuade himself to seek 
another mother for his thr~e children ; for he fancied he should 
never find the equal of his last vvife, and he greatly dreaded that 
he rnight get the counterpart of his first one. 

The t\vo eldest girls, who by the tiine their little sister can1e 
to then1 had attained the respective ages of ten and tV\rel ve, 
looked vvith envy on her paler cheeks and \vaving golden brown 
hair; and \vhen she grew into \Non1anhood and becarne quite a 
beauty, they, knowing that any good looks they rnight have had· 
had passed away, detern1ined to keep her out of sight, lest they 
should lose their chance of a good settlement in life. 

So the poor girl \vas sent do\vn into the kitchen to clean the 
grates, and cook the dinner, and wash plates and dishes ; for the 
si sters said to themselves they \vould soon cure her hands of their 
ridiculous, unhealthy vvhiteness. Besides, being thus made to 
\vork hc1rd, they would give her their old dresses to \vear out; and 
as they dressed thernselves in queer fashion, their old things v;ere 
not particularly becoming to the poor girl, so you \vill readily see 
that she had every possible disadvantage on her side. 

One day \vhen she \vas sitting down in the cheerless kitchen to 
her solitary cup of tea, after having fini shed her hard day's \Vork, 
she \vas startled by hearing a flouri sh of trumpets -vvhich sounded 
in the direction of the l(.ing's palace. 
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"Ah I" thought poor Cinderella (for so her step-sisters had 
nicknatned her)," the King is about to give another ball, I suppose.' 

Cinderella soon found that her conjecture was correct, for her 
sisters soon after came down into the kitchen and bade her set to 
work, and wash out and iron all their petticoats and muslins and 
laces, and be sure they were \Nell done, for they wanted to vvear 
them at the l(.ing's ball. 

"I wonder ho\v it was Miss Prettyface vvasn't asked?" said 
one sister to the other; ' I've no doubt she'd very much like 
to go." 

" I daresay she would," giggled the other. 
The t\vo sisters then left Cinderella alone, and she set to \vork 

to prepare their finery. There was plenty to do, for the ball was 
to last three nights, and of course they 1nust have different dresses 
on each occasion ; so Cinderella stood at the wash-tub and rub, 
rub, rubbed, fron1 morning till night. 

At length the day fixed for the ball arrived. The sisters were. 
in a state of feverish exciternent, and drove Cinderella hither and 
thither, up stairs and down, to \vait upon them. She laced their 
corsets, fastened their dresses, arranged the feathers in their hair, 
buttoned their gloves, fetched their handkerchiefs, searched for 
anything that was mislaid, and in short \vaited upon them hand 
and foot; they, nevertheless, abused her, calling her a lazy thing 
and all sorts of other names, if she happened not to knovv \vhere 
they had left their pearl necklaces or diamond earrings last 
titne they took them off. At last, ho\vever, they \vere dressed, 
and I think I really must tell you how. The eldest, \vho 
considered that she possessed a grand style of beauty which 
needed very elaborate dressing to set it off, had made her face 
look young and blooming by the addition of a quantity of rouge 
and numerous little black patches, which were very n1uch \VOrn at 
that ti 1ne. I-Ier arn1s she povvdered well, but they vvere never­
theless somewhat red and decid edly bony. She wore an under­
skirt of an1ber satin striped vvith green, which \Vas trimn1cd \vith 
flounces and puffs of pink and vvhi te. Over this was a train of a 
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pink and blue brocade, fastened up here and there with aniber 
satin bo\vs. Round her "tNaist was tied a pink silk sash, while her 
gloves were of light an1ber to match the bows. On her head she 
\vore a \vreath of amber roses; and in the knot of hair at the back 
w2.s fastened a large amber feather, which towered about a quarter 
of a yard above her head, and fell gracefully over on to her forehead. 

The other sister, whose style was girlish, she being very slitn 
indeed, wore a crimson and yellovv gauze over a crimson silk 
petticoat. The body of her dress was adorned with nu1nerous 
sky-blue silk bows. Her hair was powdered and arranged in a 
crop, and on the top of her head was coquettishly perched, a little 
to one side, a Spanish hat with a silver buckle and a fe\v peacock's 
feathers. They both wore pearls and diamonds in their ears and 
about their throats and wrists. 

At last they were dressed and off, and Cinderella, after having 
throvvn their opera-cloaks over them, and not receiving one word of 
thanks, turned back to the kitchen. · She sat do\vn and fell a­
In using. "Ah me!'' she exclain1ed aloud, although she scarcely 
knew that she did so, "what a hard life n1ine is-nothing but 
drudge, drudge, drudge, from morning till night, with no reward 
but scanty food, ragged clothing, and a hard bed, and never a 
kind word from anybody. I never was at a ball in my life. 
What a gay scene it 111 ust be ; I \vish I could go ! " 

"Do you?" exclaimed a voice. 
Cinderella turned sharply round, and perceived an old woman 

standing in the doorway. 
" Who are you ? " she asked. • 
"I am your fairy god1nother," replied the old creature. "Your 

poor mother asked me to watch over you and take care of you, for 
she feared that no one else would. You have never hitherto 
expressed a vvish aloud, or I should have appeared to you before 
this. I am co1ne no\v to grant your wish." 

Cinderella looked at her in surprise. 
"Didn't you say you \Vished you could go to the ball?" asked 

the old \von1an. 
0 
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"Yes, I did say so," replied Cinderella; " but it's quite iln­
possible, for I haven't any sort of dress to go in." 

"Never mind that," replied her godmother. "Have you any 
blackbeetles here?" 

"There are a fevv, I have no doubt," replied Cinderella, 
listlessly, wondering \vhat the old woman could mean by such a 
silly question. 

"Go to the mouse-trap, and if there are any n1ice in it bring 
it here." 

Cinderella went, and found six mice in the trap. 
"No\v go and fetch 1ne a couple of lizards out of the garden." 
Cinderella did this also. Then the old woman said, "I want 

now only two things 1nore, and those are a rat and a pumpkin." 
So Cinderella went dovvn the garden and fetched a rat and a 

large pumpkin, which must have been grovving there on purpose 
for her. 

Then the old woman waved her wand over five beetles she had 
caught, and they imtnediately became five remarkably fine pages, 
in invisible blue suits with sugar-loaf buttons. The six mice turned 
into six crean1-coloured horses, with resplendent silver harnessings; 
the rat was converted into a coachman, with a powdered wig and 
a cockade at the side of his hat ; and the lizards became tvvo 
obsequiously polite footmen. 

"Now," said her godmother, "we only want a coach." 
Then the old woman took the pumpkin, and cutting a piece off 

the top, began scooping out the pithy inside. 
This done, she vvaved her wand over it, and it irnmediately 

became a beautiful coach, lined with white silk. 
" 1~here I" said the fairy. " Now wilJ you go to the ball?" 
Cinderella, who had been looking on in bewildered surprise, 

replied by casting a glance over her tattered attire. 
"I see what you are thinking of," replied her godmother; and 

as she spoke she waved her wand over Cinderella's head. 
In a moment, rags and tatters vanished, all redness disap­

peared from her hard- working hands, and there he stood, 



" Then the o!d woman took the pumr,kin, and cutting a piece off the top, began scooping out the pithy inside." 



, 





"The Prince £eemed mightily taken with the beautiful stranger." 
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dressed as beautifully as the richest lady in the land. Jewels 
sparkled in her hair, her ears, and upon her beautiful white neck 
and arms. 

"Oh, you dear old godmother I'' exclaimed Cinderella, de­
lightedly; "this is beautiful!" 

"Now jump into your coach, and be off to the ball,'' laughed 
her godmother, well pleased to see her favourite's delight; "but 
mind you don't stay a minute after twelve, for the moment 
the clock finishes striking, you will find your fine carriage and 
attendants become just what they -vvere befo"re, and your own 
finery will turn to the rags you were wearing a minute ago." 

" I'll remember," cried Cinderella, as she tripped gaily into her 
carriage, and drove off to the ball. 

Presently the grand equipage drew up at the palace gates. 
The servants thought she must be somebody very great indeed, 
and sent for the Lord Chamberlain to conduct her to the ball­
room. When she entered, the Prince stepped forward to receive 
and welcome her, and all eyes were turned to where she stood. 
She bore the scrutiny with perfect composure, and the ladies 
thought she must be some powerful and wealthy princess. 

The Prince seemed mightily taken with the beautiful stranger, 
and begged her hand for the next dance. This she granted him, 
and he was so charmed vvith her graceful moven1ents, that he stayed 
by her side, dancing dance after dance with her, till all the grand 
lords and gentlemen were quite angry, and declared that if it 
hadn't been the Prince they wouldn't have allowed it; and the ladies 
were so filled with envy and jealousy that they looked quite ugly. 

Cinderella was just sitting down after a dance, when she looked 
up at the clock, and saw that it wanted but two minutes to t\velve. 
She slipped out of the room, and got to the door just as the clock 
struck t\iVel ve. 

The Prince, who missed his fair partner, rushed down the stairs 
after her, but failing to find her, asked the servants in which 
direction the lady who had just left had gone. 

1~he servants replied that no lady had left the ball, and 
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being closely questioned by the Prince, ad1nitted having seen a 
scullery-n1aid in tattered clothing pass by, and remembered 
asking her "what she vvanted there" and telling her to " take 
herself off." 

The Prince was quite bewildered, but he determined to find 
out something about his mysterious partner, if she came to 
to-morrow's ball. 

At half-past four in the morning, the sisters came home, and 
while Cinderella was assisting then1 to undress, she heard the1n 
talking to each other about the vvonderful lady they had seen 
at the ball that night, "who really was very beautiful," but they 
couldn't help sayiJ!g, "very bold as well." 
. The next night, Cinderella again made her appearance at the 

ball, n1uch to the delight of the Prince, vvho had been anxiously 
watching for her. He vvas determined now to find out who she 
really was, so he ordered one of his servants to wait a little way 
from the palace gates, and watch for her appearance. When she 
came in sight, he was to follow and find out where she lived. 

Cinderella was again the belle of the evening; and after having 
danced every dance with the young Prince, she managed to 
escape just as the clock was about to strike twelve. The Prince 
waited anxiously for the return of his messenger, and as soon as 
his guests were gone, sent for the man in order to question 
him. But here he met with a sad disappointment, for the servant 
had waited until the clock struck t\vo, but had not seen any 
such grand carriage as the Prince described, at all. 

"But did not you see any such lady leave the palace exactly 
at twelve o'clock?" asked the Prince. No, the man had not seen 
any lady or carriage or anything of the kind ; the only things he 
had noticed at twelve o'clock were some lizards and mice, and a 
rat, dragging along a large· pumpkin, and a ragged scullery-maid 
ran by him about the same time. 

The poor Prince was utterly bewildered. There \vas, however, 
one rnore night, and he was determined not to let the mysterious 
lady escape without finding out who she really was. 
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At three o'clock in the morning the t\vo sisters came ho1ne, and 

found Cinderella sitting arnong the ashes, crying. 

"Well, l\rliss Crybaby," said they, "I suppose you are crying 

because you couldn't go to the ball." 

Cinderella did not reply, and the sisters went on--" A fin e 

person you are to go to a ball, upon my vvord, \vi th those coarse 

bands and a\vk\vard manners." Little did they dream that 

Cinderella, \iVith her coarse hands and a\vk,vard manners, vvas the 

beautiful stranger about whon1 every one \vas talking, and who 

had co111 pletely tnrned the Prince's head 1 

The next evening Cinderella again appeared at the ball, and 

\vas n1et at the door by the Prince, \vho conducted her into the 

ball-roon1 in so 1narked a manner, that every one \vhispered to his 

neighbour that it \vas very plain \vhat the Prince meant. 

Poor Cinderella, \vho had been so little accustomed to hear 

kind \iVOrds, \vas so absorbed in listening to the earnest \iVords of 

her partner that she quite forgot how the time slipped away. 

Looking up at the clock, she perceived that it \vas just on the 

stroke of twelve. She slipped in among the cro\vd of dis­

tinguished guests, and thus managed to gain the ball-room door. 

Just as the clock struck one-t\vo-three, she was on the stair­

case; four-five-six, she was half-way down it; t\velve, she 

\vas just outside the door, shivering with the cold, as the icy 

\Vind played roughly amid her tattered garments. 

But, as she ran swiftly do\iVn the grand staircase, she did not 

notice that she had lost one of her glass slippers, until, out in the 

street, she found one foot shoeless, and the other cased in the 

same slipper as she had \Vorn at the ball. All the rest of her 

finery had vanished, leaving only this. 

The Prince, as soon as he noticed the absence of his beautiful 

partner, hastened fro1n the room to discover in what direction she 

had disappeared. 

On the stairs he found the little glass slipper. "'This," he 

said, "can belong to no other than the lady I am in search of, for 

no one else ever possessed so tiny a foot." So he placed it 
p 
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carefully in his pocket, determined to make it the means of 
i1nding the lovely girl he had fallen so desperately in love vvith 
during the last three nights. 

Accordingly, the next day he ordered the to\vn crier to 
proclaim that a lady's slipper had been found in the ball-room, and 
that \vhoe\Ter could prove that it belonged to her, might have the 
honour of becon1ing the Prince's bride. 

Ladies came from far and near to the King's palace to try on 
the glass slipper, but not one of tbem \vould it fit; in fact, it v1as 
so small that they all declared it \vas a trick, and must have 
belonged to son1e little child. 

One day Cinderella's t-vvo sisters announced their intention of 
going to the palace to try on this \vonderful shoe. 

" May I come with you and see it?" asked Cinderella. 
"You?" ejaculated the astonished sisters ; and then, with the 

evident idea that it \vould fit one of them, and that "that im­
pertinent 1ninx" would be there to see their triumph, they gave 
their consent. 

So the three went together to the palace, and were sho\vn into 
an anteroom \vhere the Prince and a number of lords were 
assembled. Presently a servant entered, bearing a cri1nson silken 
cushion, on which the shining glass slipper lay. Each sister 
atternpted to squeeze her foot into it, but it was so much too 
small that they could get very little more than their toes in, and 
they \vere so squeezed that the unfortunate and enraged \vomen 
\vere obliged to borrow sticks to walk home \vith, and \vere 
unable to leave the house for at least three \veeks afterwards. 

When the t\vo sisters had fini shed trying on the slipper, 
Cinderella stepped forvvard and said quietly, "May I see \vhether 
it -vvill fit n1e ?" 

The servants laughed, and the baron's two eldest daughters 
tried to fro-vvn her into nothing ; but the Prince, vvho \vas struck 
by the gentle beauty of her face, commanded them to let her 
try it on. 

Cinderella sat do\vn, and the servant brought her the tiny 
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slipper. It slipped on quite easily, and fitted perfectly. Then 

Cinderella dre\v the other one out of her pocket and placed it on 

her other foot, sho\ving beyond a doubt that she was its true 

O\vner. 
The Prince on looking at Cinderella more closely, soon dis­

covered that she was his partner of the ball, which accounted for 

the itnpression her face had made upon hitn. Taking her hand in 

his, he announced to all present that he had found the only laJy 

that should ever become his bride. 

At that tnoment the good fairy appeared, and \Vaving her vvand 

over Cinderella, converted her old, vvorn-out gannents into silk 

and lace bridal attire ; and at the satne mon1ent the gorgeous silk 

that the t\vo ugly sisters \Vore beca1ne a mass of rags, such as they 

had before forceJ upon their younger sister. 
Cinderella and the Prince vvere married altnost in1n1ediately, 

and there never was, before or since, so brilliant a \Vedding or so 

happy a briJe and brid~grootn. 

----;,.·.:<---

Puss IN Boors. 
hundreds of years ago, in a certain to\vn, in a 

certain country, there lived an old tniller and his three 

.d:$ sons. The reputation of the old n1an had spread for 

1niles round, so that the people can1e fro1n all parts to have 

their \vheat ground, kno\ving that, if they did so, they would 

receive their full tneasure of flour in place of the grain they had 

entrusted to him. Under these circun1stances, it is not to be 

\\'Ondered at that the old n1iller becan1e very rich. 

Of his three sons, the t\vo eldest helped him in the n1ill, but 

the youngest, ''"ho had a soul above converting corn into flour, 

j ncurred his father's heavy displeasure, by refusing to settle down 

to a miller's life, and expressing a \vish to see the fatnous things 

that \Vere to be seen in the far-off cities of the \Vorl d. 
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The old tnan, ho\vever, \vould not hear of such a thing; and as 
his son was too dutiful to leave home without his father's consent, 
the result \vas that the young man spent his time in roaming­
about the \voods, in search of adventures or the pursuit of any 
vvild idea that 1night enter his head. 

At last a time came \vhen the poor old n1 iller felt that his days 
\Vere rapidly shortening, and that it ~'ould be advisable for him to 
n1ake son1e disposition of his vast riches; so he called together 
his two eldest sons to consult \vith them about it. 

"The old mill," began the miller, "\vhich \vas my father's 
before n1e, I have made up my mind to leave to you, John, you 
being my eldest son. The house near the mill, on my death vvill 
becon1e Reuben's, and the rest of my property \vill be equally 
divided bet~reen you, after having deducted therefrom three 
thousand pounds for your youngest brother's legacy." 

"Three thousand pounds!" cried the brothers, simultaneously. 
"Three thousand pounds for that ne'er-do-\vell! What \vill he do 
\vith three thousand pounds, I should like to kno\v ?" 

" H e vvill have nothing else," replied their father. 
" No, I should think not!" replied the brothers. "And w11at 

\vi ll he do \vi th that, if ever he gets it? Get rid of it in a fe\v 
n1onths an1ong his boon co1npanions, for \i\Te know not what sort 
of company he keeps; and there \vill be tbe precious gold that you 
have been saving all your life squandered on a set of idle 
fellows, who \vould only abuse you because you hadn't left your 
son more. 

, 

"Then what \vould you advise n1e to do with it?" asked the 
old man, n1eekly. He vvas rather afraid of his t\vo hard-\vorking, 
industrious sons. 

" It is very plain," replied they, "that the best use you could 
make of it ·would be to leave it equally between us, so that \ve 
might extend the business, and use it in a way that \\'OulJ do 
credit to you.'' 

''But then, \vhat is to become of that poor boy?'' 
" Poor boy, indeed ! " exclaitned the indignant brothers. 
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''Take our advice and leave hin1 nothing at all, and when he finds 

that he tnust work or starve, he'll soon leave his present vagabond 

life and becon1e an honest, industrious man." 

The miller was very much struck \vith this speech, and 

thinking that these tvvo had the welfare of their young brother 

really at heart, he determined to be guided by their ad vice. So he 

n1ade a \vill leaving everything he possessed to his t\vo eldest sons. 

I said everything, but he 1nade one reservation in favour of his 

youngest child. He felt that he must leave hin1 so1ne legacy, if it 

vvere only to show that he had regarded hin1 not altogether harshly 

in his latter n1oments, so he added a few vvords to his vvill, by 

which he left hi1n-an old cat. 
By-and-by the old man died, and his youngest son, vvho was 

much affected by his loss, and never doubting that his father had 

left him the means, resolved to settle do\vn henceforth to the life 

be so much disliked, but which he knew \vould have pleased the 

old tnan more than anything else. 
The day arrived vvhen the will \vas to be read, and I leave you 

to i1nagine the delight of those unnatural brothers and the 

dejection of the poor destitute one, vvhen they discovered the 

strange legacy their father had left him. They called it a capital 

joke, and told him to be off \vith it as soon as he could. It \vas 

in vain he offered to becon1e their servant if they would allo\v hitn 

to stay in the old home. No! go he 1nust, and so taking up the 

old totn-cat, \vhich \vas the only thing he possessed in the \vorld, 

he quitted the mill-house in search of his fortunes. 

He walked many miles \vithout stopping, and at last, being 

thoroughly vvorn out, he sat down beneath a tree to rest. It vvas 

not long before he fell asleep, and vvhen he again awoke he was 

not a little surprised to hear l\1r. Tom quietly purring a beautiful 

song to himself. 
" Ah, poor creature ! " he exclaimed, ''you have 1 i ttle need to 

sing, vvith such a miserable vvretch for a n1aster. You had better 

seek yourself some food, unless you \vould rather starve." 

" I knovv all your misfortunes," replied Puss, sympathisingly, 
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" and if you \Nill only give me pern1ission I \vill make your 
fortune." 

" Holloa I \vhat have \Ve here?" cried the young man, in 
surprise. "A talking cat, I declare!" 

"I con1e/' replied Puss, \vith pardonable pride, "of an i11us­
trious fan1ily, and I think I may say that I have inherited n1ost of 
the talents of my ancestors. Your father knew this when he left 
me to you, and I a1n not sure that he didn't leave you a better 
legacy than either of your brothers. If you will only let me, I 
promise to n1ake your fortune in a very short tin1e." 

'' How?" inquired Puss's master. 
"That I can't tell you. You tnust \Vait and see; but you n1ust 

n1ake me a present to start v1i th, and then I shall be all right." 
"\Vhat may that be?" asked his master. 
61 A new pair of boots. I should prefer the best and most 

fashionable that you can get." 
"A modest request truly," laughed the young 1nan. "Do you 

know that it \vould take all the money I have in the world to buy 
you such a pair as you describe?" 

" I kno-vv all that," replied Puss, "and all I can say is, that it 
-vvill be \veil laid out." 

"\Veil, I will take your word for it," replied his tnaster, "and 
\Ve \vill go and buy the1n." 

So the boots were bought. They -vvere as splendid a pair as 
you might wish to see, and really gave Mr. Tom quite a dignified 
appearance. 

Puss trotted into the \vood and laid son1e snares, before 
retiring to rest that night, and having found a nice sheltered spot, 
and recomtnended his master to follow his example, he curled 
hi1nself comfortably up and went to sleep. 

The next morning he found some fine birds in his snares, so 
slinging them over his shoulder, he marched off to the King's 
palace and presented then1 for his Majesty's breakfast with his 
tnaster's most loyal respects. At night he again set his snares, 
and the next morning left a beautiful hare at the palace. 
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He did this regularly for some time. One tnorning the King's 

servant asked Puss to whom his l\1ajesty vvas indebted for so 

tnany fine presents. 
"To the Marquis of Caraba~," replied Puss, promptly, vvho 

had been anticipating the question. 

" His J\1ajesty comtnands me to say that you are to inform 

your noble n1aster of the pleasure \vith \vhich his lVIajesty has 

eaten the game," said the servant, and Puss took his departure 

very \veil p 1 eased. 
The next morning the l(ing himself seized hold of Puss. "I 

;un anxious to know personally so good and loyal a subject," said 

he. "Pray can you tell tne \vhere the Marquis's estates are 

situated?'' 
- "Your Majesty has given me a difficult question to answer," 

replie::l Puss, "for n1y lord's lands are so extensive that I don't 

kno\v \vhich part of thetn to direct you to." 

" Indeed," replied the l(i ng. " In \vhat direction do they lie?'' 

Puss waved his pa\v in the direction of the forest. 

" I shall come and see hin1,'' exclain1ed the l(ing. 

Puss started off at the fastest pace he could muster, and 

running up against his master exclaitned excitedly-

" Pull off your clothes quick, as quick as you can, n1aster, and 

jun1p into the vvater; pull then1 off I say, pray be quick or it will 

be too late ! " 
''But ," protested the be\vildered master. 

" Don't \vaste time, pray," urged Puss anxiously, " but pull off 

your clothes and jun1p in." 

The young tnan did so \vonderingly. Pussy then took his 

clothes and hiJ thetn avvay. At this n1oment a carriage surrounJeJ 

by attendants on horseback catne in sight. 

'Then Puss ran wildly to and fro on the banks of the stream, 

ca11ing out loudly, "Thieves! thieves I Son1e one has stolen the 

l\1arquis's clothes! Thieves I'' 

1'hc I(ing hearing the cri es, sent one of his attendants on 

hcforc to ask \VhJ.t \Vas the n1atter, he hin1self follo\ving in his 
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carriage. He of course immediately recognised his old friend the 
cat, and asked him the cause of his distress. 

"Ah, your Majesty," replied Puss, "my master came here to 
bathe, and some rascal has run a\vay \vitl! his clothes.'' 

" Is that all?" replied the King. "That is but a small 
matter;" and turning to his attendants, the King ordered them to 
bring the Marquis a complete suit. 

The servants hastened to obey the monarch's orders, and soon 
returned bringing with them everything that the Marquis could 
possibly desire, and of the most gorgeous description ; so that our 
hero presently found himself possessed of a finer \vardrobe than he 
had before even seen. 

As soon as the l'viarquis \vas thus attired, Puss conducted him 
into the presence of the King, and said " May it please your 
11ajesty, this is tny ITlaster, the Marquis of Carabas." 

"Ah, my dear Marquis," replied the I(ing, "I atn \vonderfully 
pleased to see you. It is a pleasure I have been pro1nising 
myself for sotne tin1e past, for really your snipes and partridges 
are the finest birds I have seen for tnany years. By-the-bye, \vill 
you take a drive with us, and allo\v me to introduce you to my 
daughter, the Princess Royal? This is a very fine piece of country; 
your estate, I suppose?" 

"Ahe1n '' began the Marquis. 
"Yes, it is," broke in Puss. "The fact of the matter is, my 

master's estate i.s so large that he hardly knows \vhere it ends." 
" Ha, ha I" laughed the l(ing; "fortunate dog.'' 
" Perhaps, my lord, you \vill like 111e to shovv his Majesty's 

coachmen the \vay to your castle, vvhere his Grace and the 
Princess \vould take a little refreshment," said Pussy. 

"What do you 1nean?'' asked his master angrily, but Tom was 
already out of hearing, bidding the coachman to follow him 
\vherever he went. He accordingly started off at a good rounc1 
pace, taking care to keep a pretty good \vay on ahead. 

Now Puss \Vell kne\v that the land over \vhich they were passing 
belonged to a terrible \vizard, \vho besides being a wizard \vas also 
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an ogre, that is to say, he \vas in the habit of devouring vvi th great 

relish any tnan, wotnan, or child, he could get safely within his 

clutches. I-!e \vas in the habit, failing any any other supply, 

of sending for son1e unfortunate tenant or labourer, who hacl 

happened to offend hi tn, and once lodged \Vi thin his castle \Nalls, 

there was but a poor chance indeed left hin1 of escape. 

All this infonnation Puss had taken great pains to gain, 

therefore it must be admitted that the gan1e he \vas playing 71Jas 

rather a strange and decidedly a ventureson1e one. 

As they went on, Puss still keeping a good way on ahead, the 

country gradually becatne clearer and clearer of trees, and they 

presently came to meado\vs and fields, \vhere labourers were 

busily plying their scythes. Puss, rushing into the n1idst of then1 

as they bent over their \Vork, exclaiined-

" Your n1aster is con1ing in a state carriage, and be hc:ts the 

J(ing \vith him. l-Ie bids me con11nand you to bow yourselves 

do\vn to the ground before hin1 when he approaches, on pain of 

instant death; and if his Majesty the l(ing asks vvho en1pJoys you, 

you are to say, 'Our good and kind tnaster, the most noble 

Marquis of Carabas.' See, he is coming no\v." 

As the !Zing's carriage drew near, the labourers one and all 

took their sickles from out the grass, and prostrated thetnsel \res 

ahnost to the ground before it. 

"Your people seen1 to do you great homage," said the ICing, 

\vith evident pleasure. 

" They do," replied the Marquis. 

"\Vhat a splendid old estate l" exclaimed the l(ing. "I should 

think your tenantry considered themselves lucky, to live and 

labour in such a lovely place and under such a 111aster.'' 

"'They \vould be brutes if they didn't,'' n1urn1ured the Princess, 

on whon1 the pseudo J\!Iarquis had made a decided impression. 

1'hey catne to more labourers and more still, and still all fell 

do\ n before the l\Iarquis with the uttnost respect; to the utter 

be\vilderment of the Marquis himself, \vho of course knevv nothin:s 

of Puss's magic injunction. Ho\v it \vould all end Puss's master 
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\vas afraid even to t:1ink, fot he felt sure that sooner or later there 
\vould be an ignominious exposure; but \vith a sort of latent faith 
in Mr. To1n's talents, he made no effort to undeceive the King, 
but determined to let himself be guided entirely by circumstances. 

Gradually the surrounding scenery became wild and desolate. 
They passed fron1 cultivated fields to bits of thickly-\vooded forest, 
through \vhich the carriage could vvith difficulty pass, and again 
emerged on a vvild, desolate-looking tract of land. Hilly peaks 
greeted the eye on every side, vvhile the ear \vas saluted by sounds 
of machinery and busy life. !-lither and thither heavy waggons 
dravvn by many horses toiled up and down the steep hills. 

" My good man," said Puss, addressing a man in charge of a 
\vaggon, \vho was leading his horses along ~r ith frantic "\voa-up's" 
and gesticulations, "you seem to have a hard time of it." 

"You're right there, master," replied the man;" mining's hard 
work for man and beast, especially hereabouts. Crafty Puss had 
gained the knowledge he sought, so running along to vvhere the 
grimy miners vvere swarming about like bees round a hive, he 
exclainled-

" Your master and the J(ing approach. He bids me tell you, if 
you value your lives, fall do\vn before him as he passes ; and if the 
king asks you who you work for, you shall say, ' For our good 
and kind master the most noble Marquis of Carabas.'" 

The King's carriage toiled slov;ly up the difficult steeps, and 
as it approached the 1nen fell dovvn before it, as they had been 
directed. 

"My good men,'' said the monarch, addressing the miner::,, 
"you seem to have a good n1aster, for though you work so h3.rd, 
I see no sign of dissatisfaction among you. Who is it that you 
work for?" 

"Our good and kind master the most noble Marquis of 
Carabas." 

The l(ing seemed delighted with this answer; and if before he 
had any doubts of his new friend the Marquis, they \vere all 
dispersed no\v. 
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"' ·what do you want here?' thundered the ogre, when he perceived Puss bowing anrl scraping before him.'' 



l~uss IN Boors. 
-----------------------------------------------------

They soon left the n1ining district and came to a part of the 

Marqui3's vast territory from whence they espied, situated on a 

wooded en1inence, and peeping out here and there an1ong the 

trees, a magnificent castle. 
Puss bolted up the hill at the top of which the castle was 

situated, spurning trees, hedges, and fences. The carriage 

mcan\vhile toiled along the road vvhich wound round and round it. 

'' Now I must be careful how I proceed here," thought Puss. 

"A single mistake may spoil everything." 
At the pace he went, he soon reached the castle door. 

he gave a tremendous rat-tat-tat-tat, and was ansvvered 

terrible-looking servant. 

Here 
bv a 
'' 

" I want to see your tnaster," said Puss, \vithout a tremor. 

The servant conducted hitn into a beautifully-fitted ban­

queting-hall, where, seated at a table, he perceived a stout, fierce­

looking individual, \vhotn he imtnediately recognised as the 

wizard. Numerous servants were \vaiting on him \vhile he 

partook of meat, \vhich was carved frotn \vhole animals placed on 

the board. At his elbow stood an imtnense goblet, into which 

blood-red wine was being poured by one of the ogre's servants. 

The dish which tnost attracted Puss's attention was one placed in 

the n1iddle of the table, consisting of tender young babies. This 

dish, which would seem to have been a favourite one with the 

master of the house, for it occupied the place of honour, so excited 

Puss's anger and disgust, that he would fain have turned tail and 

run out of the castle, had not his master's interests been at stake 

in the game he was playing. 
"What do you want here?'' thundered the ogre, vvhen he 

perceived Puss bo\ving and scraping before him. 

"I come," replied Puss, "from a distant land, where men say 

that this beautiful and fatnous castle is inhabited by one of the 

n1ost clever and famous of men. So much have I heard about 

your extraordinary genius, that I could not rest until I came to 

pay n1y respectful homage to so wonderful a being.:' 

"Indeed!" replied the \vizard, gruffly, but nevertheless n0t a 
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little gratified by Puss's \Yell-titned flattery. "You haven't 
heard far \vrong, for thr: n1atter of that." 

"They tell tne," replied Puss, "that you are able without 
the slightest difficulty to convert yourself into any fonn 
you please." 

"They tell you the truth," replied the vvizard, "as I \vill sho\v 
you. Natne any anitnal you can think of, and I \vill immediately 
convert myself into it." 

"Would it be possible for you to turn into an elephant?" 
asked Puss. 

"Of course it would,'' replied the \vizard, sharply; and as he 
spoke, his body began to s\vell and his skin assutne a dark 
appearance, and in a fevr seconds Puss was confronted by an 
enormous elephant. 

"\Vonderful I" exclaimed Puss, in an amazed tone, "~vonderful, 
indeed I Now \vhat I should like to see would be for that huge 
anin1al to turn in as short a tin1e into a little n1ouse." 

" Nothing easier," replied the \vizard, speaking through the 
mouth of the elephant. 

As he spoke, his imn1ense form began sensibly to diminish. 
S1naller and sn1aller he became so quickly, that in no n1ore than 
tvvo minutes a little mouse \vas frisking about on the floor vvhere 
the elephant had lately stood. 

" Ha, ha, ha!" laughed Puss, making a spring at the rnouse, 
and fixing his cla\vs in the creature's back. The rnouse uttered a 
fe\v faint squeaks, \vhich made no in1pression \vhatever on Puss, 
who, in less titne than it takes to tell, bolted the vvo nderful 
vvizard -vvith as n1uch relish as the monster himself was in the 
habit of despatching one of his cannibal feasts. 

"Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah!" cried the delighted servants. 
"That's a good deed done, and cleverly done it \vas." 

Puss turned tovvard thetn, and bidding them cease their joyful 
· demonstrations, said, "I have ridded you of a tyrannical master, 

have I not?" 
" You have, you have I" they cried \vith one accord. 
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H 1-\nd I am going to do still n1ore for you," replied Puss; "1 

am going to give you a good, kind master, \vho vvill pay you good 

\vages and treat you kindly. He is, now that your former 1naster 

is dead, the ovvner of all these estates, and he is now con1ing with 

the l(ing and the Princess to revie\v his property. Fly about and 

lose no time in preparing the best banquet you can muster at so 

short a notice, for their reception, and vvhen they arrive 1nind you 

welcon1e your new master the Marquis of Carabas.'' 

The servants hastened to obey Puss's con1mands, and \vhen the 

royal carriage arrived at the grand en trance, the servants \Nere 

\vaiting to \velcon1e their new master and his royal guests. Our 

hero, follo\ving Puss, led the \vay into the banqueting-hall, where 

a su1n ptuous repast \vas laid out. 

" l\1 y dear l\1arquis," exclaimed his High ness, "\vhat a 

splendid castle I Your ancestors were barons at sotne period of 

the fan1ily history, I should say." 

"A fine castle, truly," replied the Marquis; "it only wants one 

thing to make it perfect.)' 

"And what is that?" inquired the l(ing. 

"A mistress," replied the Marquis. Here the young man 

sighed and stole a ti1nid look at the Princess, and the Princess 

sighed and stole a timid look at the Marquis. 

"\Veil, 1ny dear," said the l(ing, ''you seen1 to have taken a 

fancy to our friend here. Am I right?)' 

The Princess looked at her father and smiled, and then giving 

hin1 a sly look, called him a "dear duck of a papa." The I(ing 

evidently kn e\v \vhat that n1ea11t, and turning to the Marquis, 

said: "You bear vvhat the Princess ~ays. You have n1y per­

Inission to \vin her if you can, and I don't think you \vill find 

n1uch difficuity in doing so.'' 

To tell you the whole story quickly, the l\1arqu is was 

r _cognised by the ·willing tenantry as their ne\v master, and soon 

after he had taken up his abode at the castle he brought ho1ne his 

bride, the lo\ ely Princess. Puss \vas re\varded for his valuable 

ser\ ices by silke1'1 cu hions to lie upon and all sorts of delicacies 
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to eat, and to the day of his death he remained his master's most 
confidential adviser. 

In the course of time the Marquis had a little son, and his 
rr1other being the only child, ti1e little fellow, as will be clearly seen, 
\vas heir to the throne of his august grandfather. 
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