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THE twenty-seven stories in this book are all concerned with
animals, but they are not, except incidentally in two or three
cases, concerned with natural history. - Unnatural history,
indeed, would be the proper scientific name for them if all
that we know about such creatures as the Fox and the Hen
(to take the two who appear here most often) were the ob-
served facts of their daily life. But we know more than that.
Man has always been inclined to read more into the characters
of animals than the observed facts really allow. It is clear
that the Fox, for instance, is a crafty and resourceful animal,
seldom at a loss, and, until he is hunted to death, well able
to take care of himself in every emergency ; but Man has gone
beyond the evidence, and given the Fox a crafty mind which
foresees and plans and schemes on a scale really possible to
no animal. He has made the Fox the type of successtul
cunning. In the like manner he has made the fussy, excit-
able Hen the type of fatuous dignity and foolish self-import-
ance. Almost every animal has had its character extended
in this way, until the world of Beasts is but a distorting
mirror of the world of Men.

These stories, then, show Beasts acting as Men would act
if they were Beasts. But they go further. They take us
to a time and a realm into which happily neither science nor
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Introduction

history can enter—the age and the kingdom of wonder, where
the Fox may be the guest of the Squire, where the Mouse
may ask and be given bread by the Baker, where the loyal
Sparrow can prevail against the harsh Waggoner. All ranks
of creation are members of the same fantastic society. The
Lion may be King, but his kingdom includes the Grasshopper
as well as the Panther. Man may build houses, but so may
a little Pig. The Hen, like any querulous invalid, needs her
particular medicine ; she rides in a coach, like any proud
lady ; the very stones and wood speak and act in the manner
of a kindly human benefactor to her. The wisdom of the
Frog wins him a Princess for a bride ; the testy Rabbit has to
be content with a Peasant-Girl—and she, with a human trait
for once, declines to live in a hutch. A Sheep and a Robber
meet on almost equal terms, and the Robber is not the victor.
The Mouse, the Bird, and the Sausage live under a social
contract, and break it in the usual human way. -

The inhabitants of this attractive world have distinct and
strong characters. The two most notable are those already
mentioned—the Fox and the Hen. The Fox, from the days
of Asop, has had the same traditional character. There is
no shift he is not put to, no trick he cannot play successfully.
The noose may be almost round his neck, and he will still
escape, and regain high favour. He is a liar, a thief, and a
murderer. He is the enemy of all other Beasts; only the
homely Badger and the equally crafty Ape befriend him con-
sistently. There is a certain truth to nature in his escapades.
His doublings and subterfuges in the hunting-field are proved
by countless instances, and he certainly gives the impression
of thoughtful guile. His relations with the Badger, more-
over, have some basis of fact in real life. But no Fox ever
had so many triumphs as Reynard, no earth was ever so well
stored and well guarded as his castle of Malepardus. And for
all his vileness, it is impossible not to like his humour, his
skill, his perfect use of means to ends.

Into the origin of the great Beast-epic of Reynard the
Fox ” this is not the place to inquire. The version here given
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Introduction

is adapted from the “rude and simple English ’ of Caxton’s
noble translation. The story itself is almost an encyclopadia
of fable ; in no other tale of the kind is there such a variety
and breadth of incident, or so fine a range of characters. The
sequel, “ The Fox’s Son,” is very freely adapted from an
eighteenth-century text. The other tales in which a Fox
appears reveal him in his well-known capacity of poultry-
stealer. In “ Wise Cockscomb ”’ (taken from a delightful old
magazine called The Charm) he very rightly puts an end to
the conceit of a vain young Cockerel. In ‘‘ Chicken-Licken ”
(a primeval piece of folklore, told in a primeval way, taken
from Chambers’s collection) he is less just. He betrays the
trust of a number of foolish but innocent domestic birds
in a scandalous manner. :

And that brings us to the Cock, the Hen, and the Duck.
No one who has watched even for five minutes the affairs of
a farmyard can fail to be struck by the value of these fowls
for moral or amusing purposes. The Cock has been per-
fectly described by Chaucer, and the best tale about him is
already included in another book in this series. But there
is plenty still to be said concerning him. ‘“ Wise Cockscomb ”’
shows the empty, frivolous side of his character. In ‘ The
Adventures of Chanticleer and Partlet” (from the inex-
haustible Brothers Grimm) he is the kindly and thoughtful
husband, the tyrant of Ducks, the inconsolable widower.
Unlike Chaucer’s Chanticleer, he seems to be the husband
of only one wife. That he should die of grief at her loss is,
perhaps, false to Nature ; that he should look after her well
in life may be seen to be true in any hen-run. In ¢ Cock-alu
and Hen-alie ” (a version by Mary Howitt of an old story)
he displays the inherent foolishness of almost all domestic
fowls. Their character, it must be admitted, is unstable.
Their attention is easily diverted ; they are plainly great
gossips ; and Chanticleer could never do a good or notable
deed without advertising it. Here, again, the society of the
farmyard seems to be truthfully described. The character of
the brown Hen, the homely little creature with the kind heart
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Introduction

and the practical brain, is, however, rather coloured by the
human desire for a moral. The plainness of one’s coat does
not always, if one is a Hen, indicate goodness and good sense
underneath the coat. But the Hen generally is certainly a
good creature ; in her motherly aspect she is often nearly
perfect. On the other hand, she is apt to be even more
unreliable than her lord the Cock. The astonishing news
about the falling sky which Chicken-Licken (very properly,
if the news had been true) desired to tell the King would not
have been accepted by a Cock of sense and dignity ; he would
have been too proud to be seriously alarmed by the mere
falling of an acorn upon his comb. Chicken-Licken had not
attained the ease and calm of the elderly Partlet ; she still
had the ordinary Hen’s impulse to scurry and be fluttered by
any sudden trifle.

It could be wished that the Duck, the most satisfactory of
farmyard fowls, appeared more largely in these tales. She
carries to an almost sublime height the fussiness of the Hen,
without any of the Hen’s abruptness and hurry. Her quack
is infinitely more moving than a mere “ tuck-tuck-aw >’ or
““ cock-a-doodle-do.” Her middle-class pomp is excellently
described in “1In the Duckyard,” in which Hans Andersen,
in his charming way, mixes a certain amount of human satire
with a shrewd study of Duck character. There is something
very real, too, in the way in which the enslaved Duck oblig-
ingly laid an egg for Chanticleer to offer the landlord. Even
a landlord would yield to the bribe of a Duck’s egg.

The other Bird-folk are less minutely described. The
Tomtit, by the aid of the Hornet, defeated the Bear and his
hosts. The Gosling has a blunt, bluff air, which suits him
well in his intercourse with the Moorhen, who is represented
as in spirit the lively, alert little creature which her outward
form suggests. The seven little Goslings who were saved
from the Wolf showed no great difference from any other
Bird, though the one who hid in the clock was more acute
than we usually think the grown-up Goose. Corbant the
Rook has a certain amount of character (not very good
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character) in “ Reynard the Fox.” And, finally, a Dove is
clearly the disguise a beautiful young girl ought to take under
the influence of magic. ‘ The Forest Mill 7’ (also from Te
Charm) is the only story, by the way, in which this magic
change of form appears. The animal side of such tales, and
not the magic side, is the aim of this book. In “ The Forest
Mill ” the animals are thought to be animals, and act as
animals, until the very last moment. In better-known stories,
like “ The White Cat,” they are clearly something more than
animals, and such stories, therefore, do not fall within the
scope of this “ Wonder Book.”

To get away from the farmyard, consider the Dog. The
Dog, the most intimate friend of Man, has fared ill at the hands
of story-tellers. They always make him more or less real ; he
seems to inspire no fancy. He is too well known for any
wonder to be left in him. The Sheep-dog whom the Sparrow
avenged was sad and helpless when his occupation was gone,
just as any lonely Sheep-dog really would be, and no more.
The Mastiffs whom Reynardine slew were nothing but Mastiffs.
Even Curtis, the little Hound, is only an attractive Lap-dog.
It needs a contrast to make the Dog a figure of lively fancy. His
ancient enemy, the Cat, gives him the touch of wonder. He
becomes frenzied at her disregard of him ; he is more than a
cur, snapping and barking and growling—he is the type of
impulsive, spontaneous hatred, powerless before the cold
efficiency of the highly developed Cat. The Cat has often
been praised, often blamed. Her character is justly (though not
always truthfully) summed up in Miss O’Keeffe’s famous lines :

« The Dog will come when it is called,
The Cat will walk away.”’

You may pet her and call her Pussy, and she will graciously

recognise your attentions ; but she will always walk by her-

self, as in Mr. Kipling’s pointed story. She may make friend-

ships with a Mouse (as in *“ All-Gone "), but she will certainly

cat her friend in the end. The partnership was no longer

useful : the Cat was hungry—what else could she do ? What
1X
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else could any thinking machine do ? The story-tellers have
neglected the Cat’s beauty, grace, and insinuating manners
(except in magical adventures like those of “ The White Cat P
but they have done cruel justice to her remarkable power of

getting exactly what she wants, and neither more nor less.
" The Cat asleep on a wall two inches above the highest possible
leap of a frantic Dog is typical of their relations, and it is
just that irritating efficiency which ““ The Cat that could not
be Killed ” illustrates. Reynard the Fox” and “ The Fox’s
Son " seem to err in making Tybert the Cat fall into traps so
casily. Even greed seldom makes a Cat forget what she owes
to herself in self-respect and caution.

The story of ““ The Cat that Could Not be Killed,” by the
way, carries with it an unpaid debt of thanks. It appeared
in a delightful book of Indian Fairy-Tales, which has long
been out of print. The owner of the copyright (not, the pub-
lishers state, the author of the book) has been dead a score
of years, and all efforts to trace the actual present owner have
failed. In the circumstances, the tale is used with every
apology if any still-existing rights have been infringed. And
here T may thank Miss Frere for a permission which was
obtained, and which confers upon this book the tales of
“ Singh Rajah and the Cunning Little Jackals”” and “ The
Jackal and the Alligator.”

To return to the Beasts. The Cat leads direct to the
Mouse. The oppressed race of Mice figures in much the
same way in most of its appearances. By courage it saved
itself from voluntary slavery to the Cat. On another occa-
sion, already mentioned, Nature took her usual course. Once,
by means of a succession of tasks performed in a primitive
manner (in “ The Cat and the Mouse "), a Mouse was able to
recover her severed tail. What she did with it does not
appear. In three other stories Mice perform actions out of
all keeping with what we know of their habits. In one, “ The
Battle of the Frogs and Mice,” they had routed, but for the
coming of Crabs by supernatural means, the whole race of
Frogs. Homer (or whoever wrote the Batrachomyomachia ”)
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tells the story in the epic manner, a little parody of greater
things. In a second—" Soup on a Sausage-Peg—Hans
Andersen allowed again romance and gentle satire to be
expressed—in terms of Mice. Their adventures were large
and heroic. And in the third story a Mouse and a Sausage
dwelt together in unity. These be wonders indeed !

The Pig, also, rises above his station. It is known that he
shows sometimes a stubborn cunning, especially when his views
do not coincide with those of the authorities. But the con-
duct of the third of ¢ The Three Little Pigs " is, as Calpurnia
said, “ beyond all use.” Attractive as a Pigling is, there is
nothing in Nature to warrant his triumph over the Wolf.
The Wolf himself, on the other hand, both in this instance
and in the matters of “ Reynard and the Seven Little Goslings,”
lives up to the unpleasant little that we know of his real
character. The Jackal, his cousin, is given a more desirable
appearance than travellers usually admit. His victories over
the Lion and the Alligator, however, are, so to speak, moral.
They are the victories of the weak over the strong, rather
than of the Jackal, as a Jackal, over his natural foes. The
Bear, whether he is Reynard’s kind, stupid, abused friend, or
one of the famous three who lived in a house and ate porridge
and slept in beds, or the simple soul who found young Tomtits
repugnant, shows a nature which goes well with his rough,
comfortable, furry exterior. The Sheep (in ““ The White Pet,”
a variant of the well-known Grimm tale, ‘ The Bremen Town
Musicians ”’) is unexpectedly heroic. The Rabbit is usually
a sort of four-footed counterpart of the Hen. The Squirrel
is not greatly idealised. ~Curiously enough, as these words are
being written a confirmation of the Grey Squirrel’s adventure
(in “ The Squirrel’s Dream ’) appears in real life. A correspon-
dent of The Spectator (October 9, 190g) records an instance
of a Squirrel crossing a river in the same way as by Chirivolo.

So, with this feat of the Squirrel, romance brings us to real
life, and we come from the wonders of story to the wonders of
Nature. What scientists have not learned, the childhood of
the world (for many of these tales are in essence almost as
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old as mankind) has invented for us, weaving stories that
may, in a sense, be truer than the truth itself. Few animals
resist the touch of a child. They will suffer at the hands of
a little creature who does not know their power what they
would resent instantly in a man. There is something in that
fact which suggests a deeper, more subtle kinship between
us and what used to be called ‘“ the brute creation” than
ever science could prove. We are not so far distant from
the brutes that we can only put them into museums. Wonders
are seen by the simple-hearted, not by the learned. If our
forefathers could believe in Beasts that talked, that lived in
a mimic society, that went about daily business as we do,
must their belief be only a fable ¢ The truth of a fable lies
in its spirit. If we imagine a Fox as a quack-doctor, we
really imagine in a pictorial way the credulity of mankind and
the cleverness of the Fox. The old rhyme is not wholly fanciful:
“ Once upon a time, when Pigs spoke rhyme,
And Monkeys chewed tobacco,

And Hens took snuff to make them tough,
And Ducks went quack, quack, quacko. .

In it is to be found the whole history of Man’s dealings with
animals. Every line has its historical moral. The fossil-
stones of the earth bear witness that the Beasts and their
betters have lived in some sort of fellowship through ages
that go even further back than ““ once upon a time.”” The
mystical speech of the Pig and the curious habit of the Ape
are emblems of the wonder we have felt, and at the same time
the knowledge we have pretended, in regard to animals.
The malicious plot of the Hen to defeat our greed is part of
an eternal war of appetite. And to this day, as a plain fact,
the admirable Duck still goes ““ quack, quack, quacko.” All
these tales belong to the ““ once upon a time ” to which even
the most serious of us would often wish to return, and all of
them, if we have ears to hear, can lead us straight from ‘“ once
upon a time ” into the things of to-day. But for that short
journey we must know how to believe in wonders,

F. J. HARVEY DARTON,
xii
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COCRALU Sl < LEN-ALIF

et

—|OCK-ALU and Hen-alie sat on the

4] perch above the bean-straw. It
was four o’clock in the morning,
and Cock-alu clapped his wings and
crowed ; then, turning to Hen-alie,
he said : “ Hen-alie, my little wife,
I love you better than all the world ;
you know I do. I always told you
so! I will do anything for you; I'll go round the world
for you ; T'll travel as far as the sun for you! You know
I would! Tell me, what shall I do for you ?”

“ Crow !I”” said Hen-alie.

““ Oh, that is such a little thing !”” said Cock-alu, and
crowed with all his might. He crowed so loud that he
woke the farmer’s wife, and the dog and the cat, and all
I A
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the pigeons and horses in the stable, and the cow in the
stall. He crowed so loud that all the neighbours’ cocks
heard him and answered him, and they woke all their
people ; and thus Cock-alu woke the whole parish.

“ I've done it rarely this morning !”” said Cock-alu ; “ I
told you I would do anything to please you !”

The next morning, at breakfast, as Hen-alie was pick-
ing beans out of the bean-straw, one stuck in her throat,
and she was soon so ill that she was almost ready to die.

“ Oh, Cock-alu,” said she, calling to him in the yard,
where he stood clapping his wings in the sunshine,  run
and fetch me a drop of water from the silver-spring in the
Beech-wood ! Fetch me a drop quickly, while the dew
is in it ; for that is the true remedy.”

But Cock-alu was so busy crowing against a neighbour
that he took no notice.

“ Oh, Cock-alu, do run and fetch me the water from
the silver-spring, or I shall die ; for the bean sticks in my
throat, and nothing but water with dew in it can cure
me ! Oh, Cock-alu dear, run quickly !”’

Cock-alu heard her this time, and set off, crowing
as he went. He had not gone far before he met the snail.

“ Where are you going, snail ?” says he.

“ I'm going to the cow-cabbage,” says the snail ; “ and
what urgent business may it be that takes you out thus
early, Cock-alu ?”’ says the snail.

“,I'm going to the silver-spring in the Beech-wood, to
fetch a drop of water for my wife Hen-alie, who has got a
bean in her throat,” says Cock-alu.

" Oh,” says the snail, ““ run along quickly, and get the
water while the dew is in it ; for nothing else will get a
bean out of the throat. Don’t stop by the way, for the
bull is coming down to the silver-spring to drink, and he

2
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will trouble the water. Gather up my silver-trail, however,
and give it to Hen-alie with my love, and I hope she’ll
soon be better !”

Cock-alu hastily gathered up the silver-trail which the
snail left. ““ This will make Hen-alie a pair of stockings !"
said he, and went on his way.

He had not gone far before he met the wood-pigeon.
“ Good morning, pigeon,” says he; ““ and which way are
you going ?”’

“T am going to the pea-field,” says the pigeon, “ to get
peas for my young ones ; and what may your business be
this morning, Cock-alu ?”’

“T'm going to the silver-spring in the Beech-wood, to
fetch a drop of water for my wife Hen-alie, who has got
a bean in her throat.”

“I’'m sorry to hear that,” says the pigeon ; “ but don’t
let me detain you, for water with the dew in it is the best
thing to get a bean out of the throat ; and let me advise
you to make haste, for the bloodhound is going to lap at
the spring, and he will trouble the water. So run along,
and here, take with you my blue velvet neck-ribbon, and
give it to Hen-alie with my love, and I hope she’ll soon
be better.”

““Oh, what a nice pair of garters this will make for
Hen-alie !’ exclaimed Cock-alu, and went on his way.

He had not gone far before he met the wild-cat. “ Good
morning, friend,” says Cock-alu ; “and where may you be
going to this morning ?”

“I'm going to get a young wood-pigeon for my break-
fast, while the mother is gone to the pea-field,” says the
wild-cat ; “and where may you be travelling to this
morning, Cock-alu ?”’

“I'm going to the silver-spring in the Beech-wood,”
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replied Cock-alu, “to get a drop of water for my little
wife Hen-alie, who has got a bean in her throat.”

“ That’s a bad business,” says the wild-cat, “ but a
drop of water with the dew in it is the right remedy ; so
don’t let me keep you ; and you had better make haste,
for the woodman is on his way to fell a tree by the spring,
and if a branch falls into it, the water will be troubled ;
so off with you ! but carry with you a flash of green fire
from my right eye, and give it to Hen-alie with my love,
and I hope she’ll soon be better.”

““ Oh, what beautiful green light, like the green on my
best tail-feathers ! I'll keep it for myself ; it’s fitter for
me than for Hen-alie !’ said Cock-alu.

So he hung the green light on his tail-feathers, which
made them very handsome, and he went on his way.

He had not gone far before he met with the sheep-dog.
“ Good morning, sheep-dog,” says Cock-alu ;  where are
you going ?”’

“T'm going to hunt up a stray lamb for my master,”
says the sheep-dog ; “ and what brings you abroad ?”

“T'm going to the silver-spring in the Beech-wood, to
get a drop of water for my little wife Hen-alie, who has
got a bean in her throat,” says Cock-alu.

“ Then why do you stop talking to me?” says the
sheep-dog, in his short way. * Your wife’s bad enough,
I'll warrant me, and a drop of water with the dew in it
i1s the thing to do her good. Be off with you! The
farmer is coming to lay the spring dry this morning ; I
left him sharpening his mattock when I set out. You'll
be too late, if you don’t mind!” And with that the
sheep-dog went his way.

“ An unmannerly fellow ! says Cock-alu,” and stood
looking after him. “ I'll not go at his bidding, not I!”
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So he clapped his wings and crowed in the wood, just to
show that he set light by the dog’s advice. “ And never to
give me anything for poor little Hen-alie, that lies sick at
home with a bean in her throat ! the ill-natured churl !”
cried Cock-alu to himself, and then he stood and crowed
again with all his might.

After that he marched on, and before long reached the
Beech-wood, but as the silver-spring lay yet a good way
off, he had not gone far in the wood before he met the
squirrel.

““ Good morning, squirrel,” says he ; “ what brings you
abroad so early ?”

“ Early, do you call it, Cock-alu ?”’ says the squirrel.
“ Why, I've been up these four hours. I just stopped to
give the young ones their breakfasts, and then set off to
the silver-spring for a drop of water while the dew was
in it for my poor old husband, who lies sick a-bed. I'm
now on my way back again, for there is nothing like
water with dew in it ; I've got it here in a cherry-leaf.
And, pray you, what business may take you abroad,
Cock-alu ?”’

““ The same as yours,” replied Cock-alu. “‘I'm going
for water, too, for my wife Hen-alie, who has got a bean
in her throat.”

“ Ah, well-a-day,” says the squirrel, “that’s a bad
thing! But run along with you, for the old sow 1s
coming down with her nine little pigs, and if they
trouble the water it will be all too late for poor little
Hen-alie !”’ :

And with that the squirrel leapt up into the oak-tree
above where Cock-alu stood, for that was her way home,
and left him without further ceremony.

“ Humph ! said Cock-alu ; ““ she might have given me
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some of the water out of her cherry-leaf for my poor little
Hen-alie I And so saying he walked on through the
Beech-wood, and as he met no more creatures he soon
reached the silver-spring.

But it was now noon-day, and there was not a drop of
dew in the water, and the bull had been down and drunk,
and the bloodhound had lapped, and the old sow and
her nine little pigs had wallowed in it, so the water was
troubled ; and besides that the woodman had felled the
tree, which now lay across the spring, and the farmer was
digging the new watercourse, so the spring was getting
lower every minute. Cock-alu had come quite too late ;
there was not a drop left for poor little Hen-alie.

When Cock-alu saw this he was very much discon-
certed ; he did not know what to do. He stood a little
while considering, and then he set off as hard as he could
go to the squirrel’s house to beg a drop of water from her.
But the squirrel lived a long way off in the wood, and thus
it was a considerable time before he got there.

When he reached the squirrel’s house, however, nobody
was at home. He knocked and knocked for a long time,
and at last he walked in, but they were all gone out. He
peeped, therefore, into the pantry to see if he could find
the water. There was plenty of hazel-nuts and beech-
nuts—heaps and heaps of them, all laid up in store for
winter—but no water. At length he saw the curled-up
cherry-leaf, like a water-jug, standing at the squirrel’s bed-
side ; but it was empty ; there was not a single drop in it.

*“ This is a bad business !”” said Cock-alu to himself, and
turned to leave the house. At the squirrel’s door he met
the woodpecker.

" Woodpecker,” says he, ““ where is the squirrel gone
to? I want to beg a drop of water from the silver-spring
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for my wife Hen-alie, who has got a bean in her
throat !”

“ Lack-a-day !’ said the woodpecker, «“ the old squirrel
drank every drop, and drained the jug into the bargain.
He lay sick in bed this morning, but there was such virtue
in the water that he got well as soon as he drank it, and
now he has taken his wife and the little ones out for an
airing. They will not be back till night, I know. But if
you will leave any message with me I will be sure and
deliver it, for the squirrel and I are very neighbourly.”

“Oh!” groaned Cock-alu; “but what would be the
use of leaving a message if they have no water to give
me e

With that he came down from the old pine-tree where
the squirrel lived, set out on his way home again, and
came at length out of the Beech-wood ; but it was then
getting towards evening.

He came to his own yard. There was the perch on
which he and Hen-alie had so often sat, and there was
the bean-straw, and there lay poor Hen-alie just as he
had left her.

“ Hen-alie, my little wife,” said he, crowing loudly as
he came up, that he might put a cheerful face on the
matter, “ I have been very unlucky. I could not get you
any water, but I have got something so nice for you! I
have brought you a pair of silver-gauze stockings, which
the snail has sent you, and a pair of blue velvet garters
to wear with them, which the ring-dove gave me !”

“ Thank you,” said poor little Hen-alie in a very weak
voice, “but I wish you could have brought me some
water. These things will do me no good !”

“ T could not bring you water, for the silver-spring is
dry,” said Cock-alu, feeling very unhappy, and yet
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wishing to excuse himself. ‘“ There’s not a drop of
water left in it !”

“ Then it’s all over with me !” sighed poor little Hen-
alie.

“Don’t be down-hearted, my little wife !I”’ said Cock-
alu, trying to seem cheerful. ‘T will give you something
better than all. I will give you the green-fire flash from
the wild-cat’s right eye, which he gave me to wear on my
tail-feathers. Look up, my poor little Hen-alie, and T’ll
give it all to you !”’

“ Alas I sighed poor little Hen-alie, *“ what good will
they do me? Oh, that somebody only loved me well
enough to have brought me one drop of silver-spring
water !

All this while something very nice was happening.

There was in the poultry-yard a shabby little drab-
coloured hen, very small, and very much despised. Cock-
alu would not look at her, nor Hen-alie either. She had
no tail-feathers at all, and long legs which looked
as if she had borrowed them from a hen twice her size :
she was, in short, the meanest-looking, most ill-con-
ditioned hen in the yard.

All the time, however, that Cock-alu was out on his
fruitless errand she had been comforting Hen-alie in the
best way she could, and assuring her that Cock-alu would
soon be back again with the water from the silver-spring.
But when he came back without a single drop, and only
offered the fine silk stockings and blue velvet garters in-
stead, she set off, without saying a word, as fast as her long
black legs would carry her, out of the wood and down to the
silver—spring, which shereached in a wonderfully short time.

Fortunately the silver-spring had flowed into its new
channel as clearly as ever, and the evening dew had
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dropped its virtues into it. The owls were shouting
“ Kla-vit !”” from one end of the wood to the other. The
dark leathern-winged bats and the dusky white and bufi-
‘coloured moths were flitting about the broad shadows of
the trees, but the little hen took no notice of any of them.
On she went, thinking of nothing but that which she had
to do; and, reaching the silver-spring, she gathered up
twelve drops of water, and, hurrying back again, came
into the yard just as poor Hen-alie was saying: ““ Oh,

¢ One drop oy silver-spring water I' "'

that somebody had loved me well enough to fetch me
only one drop of silver-spring water !”

“ That I do !” said the shabby little hen, and dropped
one drop after another into her beak.

The first drop loosened the bean, the second softened
it, and the third sent it down her throat.

Hen-alie was well again. Cock-alu was ready to clap
his wings and crow for joy, and the little hen turned
quietly away to her solitary perch.
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“Nay,” said Hen-alie, “ but you shall not g0 unre-
warded. See, here is a pair of silk stockings for you, and
here is green fire, which will make the most beautiful
feathers in the world grow all over your body ! Take
them all, you good little thing, and to-morrow morning
you will come out the handsomest hen in the yard !”

So it was. There must have been magic in those silk
stockings and that green fire, for the shabby little thing
was now transformed into a regular queen-hen. The
farmer’s wife thought she must have strayed away from
some beautiful foreign country, and gave her a famous
breakfast to keep her. Cock-alu was very attentive to
her ; and as to Hen-alie, she never ceased singing her
praises as long as she lived.

Mary Howitt.
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SOUPON A SAUSAGE-PEG

HAT was a very finedinner yesterday,”
said an oldlady Mouse to another who
had not been at the festivegathering.
“ I sat number twenty-one from the
old Mouse King, so that I was not
badly placed. Should you liketohear
the order of the banquet? The
courses were very well arranged:

mouldy bread, bacon-rind, tallow candle, and sausage,

and then the same dishes over again from the beginning.

It was just as good as having two banquets one after the

other. Everyone was just as free and easy as if one were

at home. Nothing was left but the pegs at the end of
the sausages; and the talk turned upon these, and at
last the expression, ¢ Soup on sausage-skewers,” or as they
have the proverb in the neighbouring country, “Soup on

a sausage-peg,’” was mentioned. Everyone had heard the

proverb, but no one had ever tasted the sausage-peg soup,

much less prepared it. The old Mouse King stood up,
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and promised that the young lady Mouse who could best
prepare that soup should be his Queen, and a year was
allowed for the trial.”

““ That was not at all bad,” said the other Mouse ; “ but
how does one prepare this soup ?”

“ Ah, how is it prepared ? That 1s what all the young
lady Mice, and the old ones, too, are asking. They would
all very much like to be Queen, but they don’t want to
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““ Each of them wished to proceed to one of the Sfour quarters of the globe.”’

take the trouble to go out into the world and learn how
to prepare the soup, and that they would certainly have
to do. But everyone has not the gift of leaving the
family circle and the chimney-corner. In foreign parts one
cannot get cheese-rinds and bacon every day. No ; one
must bear hunger, and perhaps be eaten up alive by a cat.”

Such were probably the reasons which deterred the
greater number of young lady Mice from going out into
the world to learn how to make “ soup from a sausage-
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peg.” Only four Mice announced that they were ready
to depart. They were young and brisk, but poor. Each
of them wished to proceed to one of the four quarters of
the globe, and then it would be seen which of them was
favoured by fortune. Each one took a sausage-peg, SO
as to keep in mind the object of the journey. The stiff
sausage-skewer was to be to them as a pilgrim’s staff.

It was at the beginning of May when they set out, and
they did not return till the May of the following year,
and then only three of them appeared. The fourth did
not report herself, nor was there any news of her, though
the day of trial was close at hand.

‘““ Yes, there is always some drawback in even the
pleasantest affair,” said the Mouse King.

And then he gave orders that all the Mice within a
circuit of many miles should be invited. They were to
assemble in the kitchen, where the three travelled Mice
would stand in a row, while a Sausage-Peg, shrouded in
crape, was set up as a memorial of the fourth, who was
missing. No one was to proclaim his opinion till the
Mouse King had settled what was to be said. And now
let us hear.

L

WHAT THE FIRST LITTLE MOUSE HAD SEEN AND LEARNED
IN HER TRAVELS

When I went out into the wide world (said the little
Mouse), I thought, as many think at my age, that I had
already learned everything ; but that was not the case.
Years must pass before one gets so far. I went to sea at
once. I went in a ship that steered towards the North.
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They had told me that the ship’s cook must know how
to manage things at sea, but it is easy enough to manage
things when one has plenty of sides of bacon and whole
tubs of salt pork and mouldy flour. One has delicate
living on board, but one does not learn to prepare soup
On a sausage-peg. We sailed along for many days and
nights. The ship rocked fearfully, and we did not get
off without a wetting. When we at last reached the port
to which we were bound, I left the ship, and it was high
up in the Far North.

It is a wonderful thing to go out of one’s own corner at
home and sail in a ship, where one has a sort of corner,
too, and then suddenly to find oneself hundreds of miles
away in a strange land. I saw great trackless forests of
pine and birch, which smelt so strong that I sneezed and
thought of sausage. There were great lakes there, too.
When I came close to them the waters were quite clear,
but from a distance they looked black as ink. Great
swans floated on them. I thought at first they were
spots of foam, they lay so still ; but then I saw them
walk and fly, and I knew what they were. They belong
to the goose family. One can see that by their walk ;
for no one can deny his parentage. I kept with my own
kind. I associated with the forest and field Mice, who,
by the way, know very little, especially as regards cookery.
The thought that soup might be boiled on a sausage-peg
was such a startling statement to them that it flew at
once from mouth to mouth through the whole forest.
They declared the problem could never be solved, and
little did I think that there, on the very first night, I
should be shown the method of its preparation.

It was in the height of summer, and that, the Mice
said, was the reason why the wood smelt so strong, and
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why the herbs were so fragrant, and the lakes so trans-
parent, and yet so dark, with their white swimming swans.

On the margin of the wood, among three or four houses,
a pole as tall as the mainmast of a ship had been set up,
and from its summit hung wreaths and fluttering ribbons.
This was called a Maypole. Men and maids danced
round this pole, and sang as loudly as they could to the
violin of the fiddler. There were merry doings at sun-
down and in the moonlight, but I took no part in them.
What has a little Mouse to do with a May dance ? I sat
in the soft moss and held my sausage-peg fast. The
moon threw its beams specially on one spot, where a tree
stood, covered with moss so exceedingly fine that I may
almost venture to say it was as fine as the skin of the
Mouse King ; but it was of a green colour, and that is a
great relief to the eye.

All at once the most charming little people came
marching forth. They were only tall enough to reach to
my knee. They looked like men, but were better shaped.
They called themselves elves, and wore delicate clothes
of flower-leaves trimmed with the wings of flies and gnats,
which looked very elegant. Directly they appeared they
seemed to be seeking for something—I do not know what ;
but at last some of them came towards me, and the chief
pointed to my Sausage-Peg, and said, ““ That is just such
a one as we want : it is pointed ; it is the very thing !”
and the longer he looked at my staff the more delighted
he became.

“ I will lend it,” I said, “ but not to keep.”

“ Not to keep !’ they all repeated ; and they seized the
Sausage-Peg, which I gave up to them, and danced away
to the spot where the fine moss grew, and here they set
up the peg in the midst of the green. They wanted to
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have a Maypole of their own, and the one they now had
seemed cut out for them, and they decorated it, so that
it was beautiful to behold.

First, little spiders spun it round with gold thread and
hung it all over with fluttering veils and flags so finely
woven, bleached so snowy white in the moonshine, that
they dazzled my eyes. They took colours from the butter-
fly’s wing, and strewed these over the white linen, and
flowers and diamonds gleamed upon it, so that I did not
know my Sausage-Peg again. There is not in all the
world such a Maypole as they made of it.

And now came the real great party of elves. They
wore no clothes at all, and looked as genteel as possible,
and they invited me to be present at the feast ; but I was
to keep at a certain distance, for I was too large for
them.

And now began such music! It sounded like thou-
sands of glass bells, so full, so rich, that I thought the
swans were singing. I fancied also that I heard the voice
of the cuckoo and the blackbird, and at last the whole
forest seemed to join in. I heard children’s voices, the
sound of bells, and the song of birds—the most glorious
melodies—and all came from the elves’ Maypole, my
Sausage-Peg. I should never have believed that so much
could come out of it, but that depends very much on the
hands into which it falls. I was quite touched. I wept,
as a little Mouse may weep, with pure pleasure.

The night was far too short. In the morning dawn the
breeze began to blow, the mirror of the forest lake was
covered with ripples, and all the delicate veils and flags
fluttered away in the air. The waving garlands of
spider’s web, the hanging bridges and balustrades, and
whatever else they are called, flew away as if they were
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nothing at all. Six elves brought me back my Sausage-
Peg, and asked me at the same time if I had any wish
that they could gratify ; so I asked them if they could tell
me how soup was made on a Sausage-Peg.

“ How we do it ?”” asked the Chief of the Elves, with a
smile. “ Why, you have just seen it. I fancy you hardly
know your Sausage-Peg again ?”’

“ You only mean that as a joke,” I replied. And then
I told them in so many words why I had undertaken a
journey, and what great hopes were founded on the
operation at home. ‘ What advantage,” I asked, * can
come to our Mouse King, and to our whole powerful State,
from the fact of my having witnessed all this festivity ?
I cannot shake it out of the Sausage-Peg, and say : * Look,
here is the peg ; now the soup will come.” That would
be a dish that could only be put on the table when the
guests had dined.”

Then the elf dipped his little finger into the cup of a
blue violet, and said to me :

“See here! I will anoint your pilgrim’s staff, and
when you go back to your country, and come to the castle
of the Mouse King, you have but to touch him with the
staff, and violets will spring forth and cover its whole
surface, even in the coldest winter-time. And so I think
I have given you something to carry home, and a little
more than something !”’

But before the little Mouse said what this “ something
more ~’ was, she stretched her staff out towards the King,
and in very truth the most beautiful bunch of violets
burst forth, and the scent was so powerful that the
Mouse King instantly ordered the Mice who stood nearest
the chimney to thrust their tails into the fire, and make
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a smell of burning, for the odour of the violets was not
to be borne, and was not of the kind he liked.

“ But what was the ‘ something more’ of which you
spoke ?”’ asked the Mouse King.

“ Why,” the little Mouse answered, “ I think it is what
they call effect!” And herewith she turned the staff
round, and lo! there was not a single flower to be seen
on it. She held only the naked skewer, and lifted this

up as a musical conductor lifts his
baton. “ ‘Violets,” the elf said to
me, ‘are for sight and smell and
touch ; therefore it yet remains to
provide for hearing and taste!””

And now the little Mouse began
to beat time, and music was heard
—not such as sounded in the forest
among the elves, but such as
is heard in the kitchen.
There was a bubbling
sound of boiling and roast-
ing, and all at once it
seemed as if the sound

A were rushing throughevery
chimney, and pots or

““ The little Mouse began to beat time.”  kettles were boiling over.

The fire-shovel hammered
upon the brass kettle, and then on a sudden all was
quiet again. They heard the quiet subdued song of the
tea-kettle, and it was wonderful to hear. They could not
quite tell if the kettle were beginning to sing or leaving
off, and the little pot simmered, and the biggpot
simmered, and neither cared for the other. There seemed
to be no reason at all in the pots. And the little
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Mouse flourished her stick more and more wildly. The
pots foamed, threw up large bubbles, boiled over, and
the wind roared and whistled through the chimney. Oh,
it became so terrible that the little Mouse lost her stick
at last !

“That was a heavy soup!” said the Mouse King.
““ Shall we not soon hear about the preparations ?”

““ That was all,”” said the little Mouse, with a bow.

“ That all! Then we shall be glad to hear what the
next has to relate,” said the Mouse King.

LT

WHAT THE SECOND LITTLE MOUSE HAD TO TELL

I was born in the Palace library (said the second Mouse).
I and several members of our family never knew the
happiness of getting into the dining-room, much less into
the store-room. On my journey and here to-day are the
only times I have seen a kitchen. We have, indeed,
often been compelled to suffer hunger in the library, but
we get a good deal of knowledge. The rumour penetrated
even to us of the royal prize offered to those who could
cook Soup upon a Sausage-Peg, and it was my old grand-
mother who thereupon ferreted out a manuscript, which
she certainly could not read, but which she had heard
read out, and in which it was written : “ Those who are
poets can boil Soup on a Sausage-Peg.” She asked me if
I were a poet. I knew nothing of the matter, and then
she told me I must go out and manage to become one.
I again asked what was requisite, for it was as difficult
for me to find that out as to prepare the soup ; but grand-
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mother had heard a good deal of reading, and she said
three things were especially necessary : ““ Understanding,
imagination, feeling. If you can manage to obtain these
three, you are a poet, and the Sausage-Peg affair will be
quite easy to you.”

And I went forth, and marched towards the West,
away into the wide world, to become a poet.

Understanding is the most important thing in every
affair. I knew that, for the two other things are not
held in half such respect, and consequently I went out

‘““ She asked me if I weve a poet.”’

first to seek understanding. Yes; where does he dwell ?
“ Go to the ant and be wise,” said the great King Solo-
mon. I knew that from my literary experience, and I
never stopped till I came to the first great ant-hill, and
there I placed myself on the watch to become wise.

The ants are a respectable people. They are under-
standing itself. Everything with them is like a well-
worked sum that comes right. To work and to lay eggs,
they say, is to live while you live and to provide for
posterity, and accordingly that is what they do. They
were divided into the clean and the dirty ants. The rank
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of each is indicated by a number, and the Ant Queen is
Number One, and her view is the only correct one. She
is the receptacle of all wisdom, and that was important
for me to know. She spoke so much, and it was all so
clever, that it sounded to me like nonsense. She declared
her ant-hill was the loftiest thing in the world, though
close by it grew a tree which was certainly loftier, much
loftier—that could not be denied—and therefore it was
never mentioned. One evening an ant had lost herself
upon the tree. She had crept up the stem, not up to the
crown, but higher than any ant had climbed until then,
and when she turned and came back home she talked of
something far higher than the ant-hill that she had found
in her travels; but the other ants considered that an
insult to the whole community, and consequently she
was condemned to wear a muzzle and to solitary con-
finement. But a short time afterwards another ant got
on the tree, and made the same journey and the same
discovery, and this one spoke with emphasis and dis-
tinctly, as they said ; and as, moreover, she was very
much respected, they believed her, and when she died
they erected an egg-shell as a memorial of her, for they
had a great respect for the sciences.

I saw (continued the little Mouse) that the ants are
always running to and fro with their eggs on their backs.
One of them once dropped her egg. She exerted herself
greatly to pick it up again, but she could not succeed.
Then two others came up, and helped her with all their
might, till they nearly dropped their own eggs over it ;
but then they at once relaxed their exertions, for each
should think of himself first. The Ant Queen had declared
that by so doing they showed at once heart and under-
standing.
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*“ These two qualities,” she said, ““ place us ants on the
highest step among all reasoning beings. Understanding
is seen among us all in different degrees, and I have the
greatest share of understanding.” And so saying, she
raised herself on her hind-legs, so that she was easily to
be recognized. I could not be mistaken, and I ate her
up. We were to go to the ants to learn wisdom—and I
had got the Queen !

I now went on nearer to the before-mentioned lofty
tree. It was an oak, and had a great trunk and a far-
spreading top, and was very old. I knew that a living
being dwelt here—a Dryad, as it is called, who is born
with the tree, and dies with it. I had heard about this
in the library, and now I saw an oak-tree and an oak-
girl. She uttered a piercing cry when she saw me so
near. Like all females, she was very much afraid of
mice, and she had more ground for fear than others, for
I might have gnawed through the stem of the tree on
which her life depended.

I spoke to the maiden in a friendly and frank way, and
bade her take courage. And she took me up in her
delicate hand, and when I had told her my reason for
coming out into the wide world she promised me that
perhaps on that very evening I should have one of the
two treasures of which I was still in quest. She told
me that Phantasus, the genius of imagination, was her
good friend, that he was very beautiful indeed, and
that he rested many an hour under the leaty boughs
of the tree, which then rustled more strongly than ever
over the pair of them. He called her his dryad, she said,
and the tree his tree, for the grand gnarled oak was just
to his taste, with its root burrowing so deep in the earth,
and the stem and crown rising so high out in the fresh
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air, and knowing the beating snow, and the sharp wind,
and the warm sunshine as they deserve to be known.

“Yes,” the Dryad continued, ““the birds sing aloft
there in the branches, and tell each other of strange
countries they have visited ; and on the only dead bough
the stork has built a nest, which is highly ornamental, and,
moreover, one gets to hear something of the Land of the
Pyramids. All that is very pleasing to Phantasus, but
it is not enough for him. I myself must talk to him, and
tell him of life in the woods, and must go back to my
childhood, when I was little, and the tree such a delicate
thing that a stinging-nettle overshadowed it, and I have
to tell everything up to now, when the tree is great
and strong. Sit down under the green thyme, and pay
attention, and when Phantasus comes I shall find an
opportunity to pinch his wings and to pull out a little
feather. Take the pen—no better is given to any poet—
and it will be enough for you !”

And when Phantasus came the feather was plucked,
and I seized it. I put it in water, and held it there till
it grew soft. It was very hard to digest, but I nibbled
it up at last. It is very easy to gnaw oneself into being
a poet, though there are many things one must do. Now
I had these two things—imagination and understanding—
and through these I knew that the third was to be found
in the library, for a great man has said and written that
there are romances whose sole and single use is that they
relieve people of tears. I remembered a few of these old
books, which had always looked especially palatable, and
were much thumbed and very greasy, having evidently
absorbed a great deal of feeling into themselves.

I betook myself back to the library, and, so to speak,
devoured a whole novel—that is, the essence of it, the
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interior part, for I left the crust or binding. When I had
digested this, and a second in addition, I felt a stirring
within me, and I ate a bit of a third romance, and now I
was a poet. I said so to myself, and told the others also.
I had headache and chestache, and I can’t tell what aches
besides. I began thinking what kind of stories could be
made to refer to a Sausage-Peg, and many pegs, and

““I ate a bit of a thivd vomance.’’

sticks, and staves, and splinters came into my mind.
The Ant Queen must have had a particularly fine under-
standing. I remembered the man who took a white
stick in his mouth, by which means he could render
himself and the stick invisible. I thought of stick hobby-
horses, of stock rhymes, of breaking the staff over an
offender, and goodness knows how many more phrases
concerning sticks, stocks, staves, and pegs. All my
28



Soup on a Sausage-Peg

thoughts ran upon sticks, staves, and pegs, and when
one is a poet (and T am a poet, for I have worked most
terribly hard to become one) a person can make poetry
on these subjects. I shall therefore be able to wait upon
you every day with a poem or a history, and that’s the
Soup I have to offer.

““ Let us hear what the third has to say,” was now the
Mouse King’s command.

“ Peep, peep !’ cried a small voice at the kitchen-door,
and a little Mouse—it was the fourth of the Mice who
had contended for the prize, the one whom they looked
on as dead—shot in like an arrow. She toppled the
Sausage-Peg with the crape covering over in a moment.
She had been running day and night, and had travelled
on the railway, in the goods-train, having watched her
opportunity, and yet she had almost come too late. She
pressed forward, looking very much rumpled, and she
had lost her Sausage-Peg, but not her voice, for she at
once took up the word, as if they had been waiting only
for her, and wanted to hear none but her, and as if every-
thing else in the world were of no consequence. She
spoke at once, and spoke fully. She had appeared so
suddenly that no one found time to object to her speech
or to her while she was speaking.

And now let us hear what she said.
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IV

WHAT THE FOURTH MOUSE, WHO SPOKE BEFORE THE
THIRD, HAD TO TELL

I betook myself immediately to the largest town (she
said). The name escapes me ; I have a bad memory for
names. From the railway I was carried with some con-
fiscated goods to the Council-House, and when I arrived
there I ran into the dwelling of the gaoler. The gaoler
was talking of his prisoners, and especially of one who
had spoken unconsidered words. These words had given
rise to others, and these latter had been written down
and recorded. .

“The whole thing is Soup on a Sausage-Peg, as the
saying is,” said the gaoler ; ““ but the Soup may cost him
his neck.”

Now, this gave me an interest in the prisoner. I
watched my opportunity, and slipped into his prison, for
there is a mouse-hole to be found behind every locked
door. The prisoner looked pale, and had a great beard,
and bright sparkling eyes. The lamp flickered and
smoked, but the walls were so accustomed to that that
they grew none the blacker for it. The prisoner scratched
pictures and verses in white upon the black ground, but
I did not read them. I think he found it tedious, and I
was a welcome guest. He lured me with breadcrumbs,
with whistling, and with friendly words. He was glad
to see me, and gradually I got to trust him, and we
became good friends. He let me run upon his hand, his
arm, and into his sleeve. He let me creep about in his
beard, and called me his little friend. I really got to
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love him, too, for these things are a matter of give and
take. I forgot my mission in the wide world, forgot my
Sausage-Peg, that I had placed in a crack in the floor—
it is lying there still. I wished to stay where I was, for
if I went away the poor prisoner would have no one at
all, and that’s having foo little in this world. [ stayed,
but ke did not stay. He spoke to me very mournfully
the last time, gave me twice as much bread and cheese as
usual, and kissed his hand to me ; then he went away, and
never came back. I don’t know his history.

“ Soup on a Sausage-Peg !”’ said the gaoler, to whom I
now went : but I should not have trusted him. He took
me in his hand certainly, but he popped me into a cage, a
treadmill. That is a horrible engine, in which you go
round and round without going any farther, and people
laugh at you into the bargain.

The gaoler’s grand-daughter was a charming little thing,
with a mass of curly hair that shone like gold, and such
merry eyes, and such a smiling mouth !

“ You poor little mouse !I”’ she said, as she peeped into
my ugly cage ; and she drew out the iron rod, and forth
I jumped to the window-board, and from thence to the
roof-spout. Free, free ! I thought only of that, and not
of the goal of my journey.

It was dark, and night was coming on. I took up my
quarters in an old tower, where dwelt a watchman and
an owl. That is a creature like a cat, who has the great
failing that she eats mice. But one may be mistaken,
and so was I, for this was a very respectable, well-
educated old owl. She knew more than the watchman,
and as much as I. The young owls were always making
a racket, but “Go and make Soup on a Sausage-Peg!”
were the hardest words she could prevail on herself to
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utter, she was so fondly attached to her family. Her
conduct gave me so much confidence that from the crack
in which T was crouching I called out “ Peep " -to her.
This confidence of mine pleased her hugely, and she
assured me I should be
under her protection,
and that no creature
should be allowed to do
me wrong. She would
reserve me for herself
for the winter, when
there would be short
commons.

She was in every re-
spect a clever woman,
and explained to me
how the watchman could
only “whoop ”’ with the
horn that hung at his
side, adding: “He is
terribly conceited about
it, and imagines he’s an
owl in the tower. Wants
to do great things, but
is very small. Soup on
a Sausage-Peg !”

I begged the owl to
give me the recipe for
this soup, and then she explained the matter to me.

“Soup on a Sausage-Peg,” she said, “is only a
human proverb, and is to be understood thus: Each
thinks his own way the best, but the whole signifies
nothing.”
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*“ This was a very vespectable old owl.”’
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“ Nothing !’ T exclaimed. I was quite struck. Truth
is not always agreeable, but truth is above everything,
and that’s what the old owl said. I now thought about
it, and readily perceived that if I brought what was above
everything, 1 brought something which was far beyond
Soup on a Sausage-Peg. So I hastened away that I might
get home in time, and bring the highest and best, that is
above everything—namely, the truth. The Mice are an
enlightened people, and the King is above them all. He
is capable of making me Queen, for the sake of truth.

“Your truth is a falsehood,”” said the Mouse who had
not yet spoken. ‘I can prepare the soup, and I mean
to prepare it.”

v
How 1T WwAS PREPARED.

“ 1 did not travel,” the third Mouse said ; “ I remained
in my country. That’s the right thing to do. There’s
no necessity for travelling; one can get everything as
good here. I stayed at home. I have not learned what
I know from supernatural beings, or gobbled it up, or
held converse with owls. I have what I know through
my own reflections. Will you make haste and put that
kettle on the fire? So—now water must be poured in—
quite full—up to the brim! So—now more fuel. Make
up the fire, that the water may boil ; it must boil over
and over ! So—I now throw the peg in. Will the King
now be pleased to dip his tail in the boiling water, and
to stir it round with the said tail ? The longer the King
stirs it, the more powerful will the soup become. It costs
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nothing at all. No further materials are necessary ; only
stir it round !”

“ Cannot anyone else do that ?”” asked the Mouse King.

“ No,” replied the Mouse; ‘“ the power is contained
only in the tail of the Mouse King.”

And the water boiled and bubbled, and the Mouse King
stood close beside the kettle—there was almost danger
in it—and he put forth his tail, as the mice do in the
dairy when they skim the cream from a pan of milk,
afterwards licking their creamy tails; but his tail only
penetrated into the hot steam, and then he sprang hastily
down from the hearth.

“Of course, certainly you are iy Oueen, = thevsaid.
*“ We will put off the soup question till our golden wedding
in fifty years’ time, so that the poor of my subjects, who
will then be fed, may have something to which they can
look forward with pleasure for a long time.”

And soon the wedding was held. But many of the
mice said, as they were returning home, that it could not
be really called Soup on a Sausage-Peg, but rather soup
on a mouse’s tail. They said that some of the stories
had been very cleverly told, but the whole thing might
have been different. ‘I should have told it so, and so,
and so !”’

Thus said the critics, who are always wise—after the
fact.

And this story went out into the wide world every-
where, and opinions varied concerning it, but the story
remained as it was. And that’s the best in great things
and in small, so also with regard to Soup on a Sausage-Peg
—not to expect any thanks for it.

Hans Christian Andersen.
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MERRY, honest - hearted soldier,
who had fought bravely for his
country, was journeying home from
the wars. With his knapsack on
his back, his pipe in his mouth,
his knotted stick in his hand, he
plodded on his way, and was now
thinking with much contentment

about the nearest inn where he might turn in at noon to

dine. He had had sorry quarters the night before.

Plunged in deep thought, he did not notice that he had
quitted the highway. Theroad kept growing more lonely,
the brushwood wilder and more dense, and before he was
aware he found himself in a thick forest.

37




A Wonder Book of Beasts

“ No matter,” said the merry fellow to himself, * it is
cooler marching in the shade, and one’s pipe of tobacco
does not burn away so fast as out there in the wind : and
a song sounds as well again in the greenwood, and that
every bird knows as well as I do.”

As he paced along he noticed something white moving
in the air before him like a little curling vapour, which
took all manner of shapes as it floated down the wind.

“ Umph !” he muttered, *“ what a strange smoke comes
from my pipe to-day ! It makes all kind of antic figures
before my eyes ! One time it looks like a cloud, another
time like a bird, then like a face, then like a hand beckon-
ing to me. I never met with such a thing in all my life !”’

His pipe was soon burnt out, but still the flickering
smoke continued.

He rubbed his eyes. The white object still went
whirring on before him, but he now saw plainly that it
was a great white butterfly. He had never seen one so
large before.

Keeping his eyes always fixed on the fluttering insect,
he had soon lost the last trace of any footpath. He began
to crave for food, and yet, far and wide, there was no
dwelling of man to be seen, much less a kitchen chimney.

““ Comrade,” he called to the butterfly, which still
fluttered on before him, where the wood was most pass-
able, “ you seem well acquainted with this wood. For
the fun of the thing, I will follow your standard a little
longer. Suppose you were to bring me into good quarters
as quickly as you can !”’

So he went on very obediently after his new leader.
The wood soon grew lighter, the babbling of a brook was
heard nearer and nearer, a dog barked at a distance, and
1t was not long before he heard the clack of a mill. Never
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had the finest regimental band or the most brilliant rattle
of the drums sounded so nobly in his ears as this mono-
tonous clacking, for his fancy already saw whole troops
of roasted pullets, geese, and pigs marching to the top of
the mill-wheel in rank and file into his mouth.

This thought thrilled merrily through all his limbs.
His legs, which just before he could hardly drag along,

““ There stood a crazy old mill."”

now strode forward of themselves. He soon saw between
the trees the sunshine gilding a thatched roof ; next, a
paling appeared beyond the thicket, and as at last he got
clear of the bushes in an open space, close in sight, there
stood a crazy old mill. A glorious sight ! But the mill-
door was shut ; the blackened chimney towered aloft, but
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no smoke came forth ; and far or near there was no trace
or sound of any human being to be seen or heard.

The white butterfly fluttered straight to the house,
and without more ado slipped in at the great keyhole of
the door. With the best will to follow him, our soldier
could not enter that way.

“ Hold your noise !” he shouted to the gaunt dog in
the kennel, who, straining furiously at his chain, barked
with a hoarse voice over the broken-down palings at him.
The soldier picked up a stone, and the brute was silenced :
then he rattled at the door and lock. ““ Hilloa ! house,
here I he shouted, thundering at the door with knotted
stick and boot-heel. All was still silent within.

“ A beggarly household this !”’ grumbled the hungry
traveller, looking round him in all directions. The only
living being which he saw on that side of the brook was
an old shaggy-coated ass, which was tugging at a thistle
in the meadow, and lazily raised his eyes towards him.

“ Oh, happiest of brutes !” cried the soldier. * Alas !
oh, that I had but a dinner inside my skin as much to
my liking as thy thistle-fare is to yours. However, here
goes I” and he once more pushed at the door with such
force that it flew open.

“ Victory !I”” he shouted, waving his hat. Singing and
whistling, with his cudgel on his shoulder, he entered the
house.

IT

No human creature to be seen in the mill ! Only the mill-
wheel clacked on and on, making the timbers and walls
of the crazy house shake with its measured strokes. The
soldier’s shout of ““ House, here!” died away along the
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smoke-blackened passages. Following a sure instinct, he
went past two closed doors to the farthest, which stood
open, and, as was to be expected, led into the kitchen.

Black enough everything looked in it. Cabbages and
turnips, half trimmed, lay on the floor around, with the
knife by them. In the fireplace over the burnt-out wood-
ashes hung a kettle of water ; but the one thing not to be
seen was a cook-maid. Instead of her a sandy cat was
seated on a footstool. Puss blinked her eyes, looked
piteously at the soldier, and then blinked her eyes again.
He peeped into the pots. All empty !

““ Now, may nine hundred and ninety-nine cannons blow
this hunger-stricken fortress ninety-nine times its own
height into the air ! There is not a pistol-bullet to choose
between the look of things here and in my own stomach !
But, after all, the dinner must be on the table in the
room within. I am just in the nick of time for the
carving.”

The next door led to the sitting-room. No one there
either. An old black hen was sitting on a cushion in
the little window-seat. The daylight shed but a feeble
mysterious gleam through the thick leaves of a vine which
almost hid the window. On a table before the hen lay a
piece of knitting, a pair of spectacles, a song-book, a bunch
of keys, and an open snuffbox. All was silent except the
ticking of the clock against the wall and the whirring of
the butterfly’s wings, which had guided the soldier hither,
and was now beating its head vainly against the window-
panes.

The merry soldier stood right before the hen. It was
always his custom to discourse aloud with everything that
came across him, man or beast, his musket or his boots.
With soldierly air, hand to hat, he addressed her :
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“ Your Excellency, Madam Cacklehen, are you the
commandant of this fortress ?”’

The hen winked with her swollen red eyelids, as if she
answered “ Yes "’ to his question.

“ Good!” he went on. ““I beg to report to Your Ex-
cellency that I, Hans Quakenberger, disbanded musketeer,
am minded without more words to take from this time full

possession of this mill or

fortress. Terms agreed

t0 2%

The hen raised her head,
and seemed to nod to him.

“ Bravo, old cackler !”’
cried the soldier; ‘‘the
terms are settled, and now
I will make myself com-
fortable.”

He threw his knapsack
off his shoulder down on
the stone bench, which
creaked again under the

weight of it, drew his
— _ boots off his tired

““A gentle little ving-dove was pevched on the le gs, an d looked
chaiv-back.”’ J

about for slippers.
No such things were to be seen in the room, so in search
of them he poked his head through the next door. This
led into a parlour, where everything looked very neat,
as if some trim, tidy maiden must live there. No dust on
the furniture, a workbox on the table, and even a little
jingling spinet by the window. It was open, and a music-
book stood open on its desk. With all this again no
human soul was here. Only a gentle little ring-dove was
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perched on the chair-back before the spinet. It seemed
to be no laughing matter with her. Her feathers were
ruffled, her little neck drawn in quite short, her head
mournfully hanging on one side, and her eyes immovably
fixed on the music-book.

“I beg your pardon a thousand times, you pretty
darling !’ cried the soldier to the dove, and, still standing
in the doorway, he took his rumpled hat off down to the
ground. But the jest turned to earnest. The sight of the
dove in a moment exerted a strange influence over him ;
he could not turn his eyes away from her.

“O darling pet of ten thousand!” he at last stam-
mered out, quite bewildered. “ On my word, Hans
Quakenberger was ever a great lover of doves—not
stewed, though, so much as roasted !”

The dove’s feathers quivered, as if she shook all over
with fright.

“ But as sure as I am a brave fellow,” he went on,
“ though I should turn into a wolf for sheer hunger, 1
would never hurt you, you darling little creature !”

The dove gave him so kind and yet so sad a look that
the good-natured fellow’s heart was quite melted. He
drew back out of the room, shutting the door behind him.
This soft mood did not last long, to be sure, and he went
on with his examination of the house.

Opposite to the parlour another door led into a sleeping-
room. Here there were two good beds, and two pairs of
slippers by them. On the door-peg hung a softly wadded
flowered dressing-gown, and against the wall a good half-
dozen of long tobacco-pipes, some of them even filled.
All this came as if at his call. His feet were soon fitted
into the slippers, and the dressing-gown became him well.
The next thing was to provide a good dinner, Touching
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this point a soldier who has served in the wars needs no
teacher.

The first thing he did was to take away the bunch of
keys from under the old hen’s beak. She screamed and
flapped her wings, as if she had been defending a whole
brood of chickens. It was no good.

“ Old dame,” quoth the soldier, ““ you may be happy
if I don’t catch you by the neck and make a meal of you !”’

In a twinkling the hen
drooped her wings and crept
behind the stove. Our soldier
now fetched bacon and pota-
toes, bread and cheese, from
the cupboard, and a flagon of
beer from the cellar. When all
was set on the table in the
sitting-room, he gravely threw
himself into the grandfather’s
easy-chair, and fell upon the
viands as if they had been his
bitterest enemies, though at
that moment they were
the very things he loved
best in the world.

The meal was eaten,
the flagon drained, and after his feast the musketeer was
so overcome with weariness that he could no longer resist
the allurements of the beds which he had just seen. He
went into the bedroom and shut the door after him,
when, happening just to look back through the little
window in the door, he was amused to see the field of
battle which he had just quitted—the dining-table—all
alive again. The hen had crept out from behind the
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stove, the cat had stolen in from the kitchen, the dove
had flown in from the parlour, and all were now seated
on the table, devouring with keen appetite the waste
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““The hen, the cat, and the dove, weve devouring the fragments.”

fragments which were lying about. He had no thought
of disturbing them.

Weary as he was, his merry mood did not forsake him.
With a “ Hi, there!” he sent the slippers flying off his
feet quite up to the ceiling, and, without undressing, sprang
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at one leap into the bed. He had hardly time to close
his eyes when he broke out into a loud snore, which made
a most harmonious concert with the clack of the mill-
wheel.

I1I

Next morning—it was Sunday—the sun had gilded the
soldier’s red moustache before he awoke. The first
object that met his eye was the little black hen. She
was seated on the pillow of the bed which stood side by
side with his own. She was clapping her wings and
looking eagerly out of the window. Curious! There
stood the old shaggy ass outside, snuffing at the window-
pane. He was grinning at the hen with his ugly mouth,
as 1f to wish her good-morning.

The silent interchange of looks between the two animals
afforded our merry companion much amusement for a
long time.

But as the hen kept flapping her wings higher and
higher, he saw something sparkle under one of them.

“ Give that to me,” cried he, and pulled it out from
among her feathers. It was the treasured bunch of keys
which he had to thank for such a savoury meal. The
hen was dismayed, and cried out in a rage, as she had
done the day before. But getting a tap on her bill, she
flew behind the stove, and the ass’s head vanished from
the window.

All these occurrences would have amazed any other
man, if they had not frightened him, but Hans Quaken-
berger was a stranger to fears and fancies. He was out
of bed in a twinkling, and was soon, with his smoking
pipe in his mouth (it was one of the long ones from the
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bedroom), going the round of the house. In parlour and
kitchen he found everything as he had left it the day
before. As he went towards the parlour, where he saw
the dove yesterday, he made a sudden halt. Something
seemed at one moment to urge him on, at the next to
restrain him. This came from a dream which he had
had in the night, in which strange things had passed
before him. He had, indeed, already forgotten them ;
still, they had left behind a feeling such as he had never
known till then.

He now distinctly heard someone in the chamber
striking softly on the spinet the tones of a morning hymn.
This could only be done by one of human race. Who
could it be ? He applied his ear to the door and listened.
The air which he heard was well known to him ; it was
that of the beautiful morning hymn which his dear
mother used always to sing to him at home. Between
the notes of the spinet he heard the dove’s voice in a low
€00-00, c00-00. Nothing more reached his ear, but this
cooing sounded pleasing and devout. His dream of the
past night recurred to him, and he grew as solemn as if
he had been standing in a church. At last, however,
curiosity urged him on to peep through a chink in the
door.

Even now there was no one to be seen, but there was
the dove perched on the spinet. It was she who, with
her wings spread, moved softly and gently up and down
the keys, and made them sound so sweetly, while, with
her head turned to the window in the morning light, she
sounded the single note of her voice, with which all the
forest-birds chimed in in full chorus.

This was a real Sunday morning.

Hans stood by the crevice without stirring. His first
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movement was to begin slowly twirling his moustache,
first with one hand, then with the other, like one sunk in
deep thought.

“ Stuff and nonsense I’ he muttered to himself, and
faced to the left about, but very quietly. Then he went
on tiptoe to his knapsack, took a letter out of it, with
which he sat down in the great armchair, and fell to
reading it as earnestly as if it had been a prayer-book.
It was a letter which his fond mother had shortly before
written to him from home. The long pipe was still stuck
in his mouth, but it had gone out without his noticing it.
This was a rare event in his life.

Iv

Hans was soon very comfortably settled in the mill.
Every day he thought he must soon get sight of someone.
He had many reasons for this belief. When he arrived
he found the mill in full work, and there was still a great
stock of meal and corn there. Even supposing that the
miller, with his wife and men, were never to come to light
again, still the customers must certainly present them-
selves to fetch away their meal or to bring corn. More-
over, the thought would sometimes go whirling through

~his head like mill-wheels whether he might not himself
hoist his standard upon the old lumber-chest, as he called
the mill. His dead father had been a miller, and he as
his journeyman had helped him stoutly at the craft.
From of old his highest ambition had been to own a mill.
But then the wild war had swept over the land, and run
a black stroke through this calculation. His parents were
impoverished by the war ; his father soon died, and he
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himself was taken for a soldier. To be sure, he was now
carrying a few good dollars of prize-money home from the
war in his knapsack, but they were scarcely enough to
pay for a mill-stone, to say nothing of a mill.

One day the soldier had been ranging the forest, shoot-
ing rabbits for a pastime. He had made a wide circle,
but as yet had found no way out of the forest. Thick
wood as far as he could see, except that a few footpaths
crossed each other here and there, which, indeed, had
almost made him lose his way. He plainly saw, too,
ass’s hoof-prints—most likely of those which a little
while before had carried corn to the mill. Tired with his
wandering, he thought that evening he would indulge
himself a little. He brought up a flask of wine from the
cellar, and emptied it to the health of his mother and of
his companions, the animals, and especially to the pros-
perity of the pretty dove. Then he went to bed. He
could not close an eye for heat, so he opened the great
window to get a breath of fresh air. This failed not to
have the desired effect : he soon lay fast asleep.

It might have been about midnight when he was
awakened by the noise of a heavy body falling close to
him.

“ By the powers !I”” he cried, ““ is the old house going to
fall in on my head ?”

It was pitch dark ; the moon was not yet risen above
the trees. Stupid with sleep as he was, he groped about
for the other bed, which stood by the side of his own.
Something like a flour-sack was lying on it. This tran-
quillized him.

“ The ceiling overhead can’t be shot-proof, however,”
he muttered to himself, ““ or the lumbering great flour-sack
could never have come tumbling down from the garret
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without ° With your leave !” or ‘ By your leave " Well,
at least it has not killed me outright.”

He was soon snoring away again, but that did not last
long. He was awakened by a heavy weight pressing on
bis breast, which he found on feeling about to be some
hard hairy thing. Half asleep, he took it for his knap-
sack, and, pushing it off him, went to sleep again. Now
he began to dream : a huge cannon seemed to be brought
up close to his left ear, which every second puffed a mighty
cloud of smoke in his face; he tried to turn his head
over to the other side, but there stood a gigantic
cannoneer thrusting his gun-washer in his face, which
so tickled his nose and lips that he could not keep from
bursting out laughing, and so for the third time he
woke up.

But the tickling and puffing which had annoyed him in
his dreams still continued.

He sat upright. The moon was high above the trees,
and shone brightly in through the open window on the
next bed. What did he now see? The cannon of his
dream was, in truth, nothing else but the head of the old
shaggy donkey, who was lying fast asleep by his side,
puffing his sweet breath into Hans’s face in a most un-
mannerly style. One fore-foot, which had before pressed
so disagreeably on Hans’s breast, still lay close by him on
his pillow.

““ Oh, master !”” cried the musketeer, springing out of
bed, “ I'll soon send you back again !”’

His trusty comrade the cudgel was in his hand in a
trice, and he brandished it high to deal the slumbering
brute a terrible blow. But at that very moment the hen
came screaming from behind the stove, and flew right
into the soldier’s face, where she flapped her wings so
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incessantly in his eyes that he lost sight and hearing, and
flourished his cudgel at random in the open air. In the
meanwhile the ass awoke, and jumped up with a bounce,
which broke down the bed. He had a hard matter to
wriggle himself free of the ruins of the bed, but having
done so with a fury equal to his past laziness, he
made an onset on his opponent. He lashed out every
way ; he bit right and left. The soldier found himself in
a difficult position in the narrow chamber. Now, too, in
at the window rushed the sandy cat. Before Hans was
aware of it she was clinging to the nape of his neck,
clawing his face so that he was at last forced to lower
his cudgel. At the same time the dog outside, baying
savagely, strained so at his chain that Hans every moment
feared that he, too, would be upon him. In his utmost
need he bethought him of the pistol which hung full
in the moonlight against the wall above the pipes.
Just as he was about to seize it he saw perched on it the
dove, who had flown in at the open window. She pecked
anxiously at his hand, as if to say she would not give up
the weapon. The soldier was startled ; for a moment he
hesitated, but the furious beasts pressed on him again.
There was no delaying any longer.

“ Away there !I”” he cried, and levelled the pistol at the
ass—'‘ away there! or I'll give you a meal of lead that you
won't digest in your lifetime !”’

He was on the point of shooting the creature down
when the dove came fluttering to and fro before the
mouth of the pistol, so that he could not venture to fire.
The ass profited by this moment, made one leap clear
through the open window, with the cat and the hen at his
heels, and after a little while the dove followed them.
But by this time Hans’s soldier ire being completely

51 D2



A Wonder Book of Beasts

roused, he fired his pistol at random upon the flying
animals.

Had he hit one of them ? He could not be certain.
He only saw them in wavering moonlight disappear among
the trees of the forest. The dog, too, had broken loose,

‘<« Away theve !’ he cvied.”’

and fled with them. Hans’s sleep was at an end. His
own thoughts gave him no more rest. At one moment he
almost died with laughing at his own exploit, having, with
weapon in hand, slain a poor ass as he scampered away ;
at the next moment he was overcome with alarm lest he

52



The Forest Mill

might have wounded someone in the wood, for his ears
were still ringing with a piercing shriek which he fancied
he had heard after firing the shot.

At last the morning broke.

Hans did not relish his breakfast. He felt quite lonely.
No ring-dove came now to feed out of his hand. He was
ashamed of his melancholy, and yet could not drive it
away. Mill and forest and spinet were all distasteful to
him now, and he determined to pursue his march the very
next day, though it should lead him to the most savage
wilderness.

He had still much to do before he could go to bed that
night. The bedroom looked like a dismantled fortress ;
the broken bed, the footstool, the pipes, all had been
hurled in wild disarray in the battle.

As with labour and pain he dragged the mattress out
of the heap, he noticed a broken chest under the bed
which the ass had knocked about. He peeped in by the
lamplight, and oh, wonderful! bright white dollars
glittered gaily before his eyes. Many another soldier
would have taken the treasure for a good prize. Hans
Quakenberger, however, well knew the difference between
peace and war.

“ Tll-gotten wealth never prospers,” said he; “ you
dollars may wait quietly for your owner. He may perhaps
be here to-morrow, and then he shall see that he has had
an honest fellow for his guest.”

He carefully nailed the chest down again, and pushed it
into a corner. Then he threw himself on the bed.
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v

He could not get to sleep. He could not but think con-
tinually about the unknown inhabitants of the mill, and
whether he would ever get a sight of them. That they
must be close-handed niggards was sufficiently proved by
the silver dollars which he had found in the crazy mill.
In spite of that, however, he never allowed any hankering
after the alluring treasure to arise in his breast.

By degrees his eyes closed, but after a short slumber he
started up again, thinking that he heard the rattle of
drums outside.

“ Let a poltroon lie still in his nest, not I !”” he cried.

He huddled on his clothes, stuck the pistol in his belt,
threw his knapsack over his shoulder, and with his trusty
comrade, his cudgel, in his hand ran, dark as it was, into
the wood, still following the sound of the horns and trum-
pets. At first he pushed on very well, but soon got among
thick bushes, while the martial sounds increased around
him. Now they were here, now there, before and behind
him, on the right and on the left.

He stood still and looked around him. It seemed to him
as if he saw between the black trunks of the oaks a regi-
ment of horse galloping along at a great distance, with
glittering helms and breastplates, and swords flashing
like the bright moonbeams ; the horses, too, were dazzling
white like snow. He turned his head to the other side :
there he saw the very same objects at the very same
distance. His head was in a whirl ; he ran first one way
and then another, till he stopped nearly exhausted in
front of a deep ravine in the rocks. At the end of the
ravine three waterfalls seemed to fall foaming towards
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him. He was mistaken : they were .three dragoons on
white horses. They seemed to be little fellows on small
horses, but in gorgeous uniforms—ornamented white,
blue, and silver. On a sudden, like three flashes of
lightning congealed, all at once they stood still before
the astonished Hans.

“ Who goes there ?”’ cried the latter.

“ Enemies;”” was the answer.

“ With all my heart,” said Hans, laying his hand on his
pistol. ““ What would you with me ?”

“ Carry you before a court-martial "’

““ Oh, oh ! that will take four of us—three to lead me,
and I to let myself be led, which I might do if I were a
coward. Come on, you moonshine heroes, you glittering
milksops !””  He levelled his pistol at them.

The action was answered by loud peals of laughter,
reverberating a thousandfold among the echoing rocks.

““ You barking curs !’ cried Hans, furious at their jeers.
““ Take that for your barking I’ He fired his pistol at them.

The shot rang in the narrow ravine like a mighty clap
of thunder. The three dragoons stood unhurt before
him, but he himself felt such a shock through his whole
frame at his own shot that all his limbs were in a manner
paralyzed, and the pistol dropped from his hand.

“T am your prisoner, and will follow you,” he said
firmly.

VI

Plunged in thought at the sudden alteration that had
taken place in his affairs, he, with his conductors, reached
a gate in the rock, through which they descended into a
wide valley.
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Now a military march resounded. From several clefts
in the rocks regiments of horse rushed out on the open
space, in the midst of which were the grand officers.
Solemnly they took their seats. The accused was brought
forward.

A common dragoon appeared as prosecutor. His name
was Night-moth. He spoke as follows :

*“ Upright judges ! since the last full moon I have had
my post in the Forest Mill, whither came this ex-dragoon
and musketeer. 1 saw him without more ado take pos-
session of house and home. I saw him live sumptuously
and joyously at the cost of his host, eating his bread,
drinking his wine, sleeping in his bed, smoking his pipe.
I saw him last night pitilessly turn the miller, his wife,
child, and maid out of doors. I saw him fire a bullet
from the miller’s own pistol upon the fugitives, which
shot the miller’s guiltless daughter dead. Of all these
things I accuse this Hans Quakenberger.”

“By your favour, my lords the officers,” cried
the accused, ““this rascally Night-moth lies like a
knave.”

“ Bring in the witnesses,” said the General. From a
hole in the rock came forth the ass, the hen, the cat, and
the dog. After them was borne a bier covered with a
cloth as dazzling white as new-fallen snow.

“ Here are they,” said the Judge, “ whom you have
ill-treated. Can you deny your acts ?”’

“ Under your favour,” answered the accused, ““if this
lazy ass be the miller, this stingy cackling hen his wife,
this greedy cat a maid, and this snappish cur a miller’s
man, why, then I am rightly accused. But now I only
ask every brave soldier whether he would let himself be
trampled under foot, have his eyes picked out, and his

56



The Forest Mill

face scratched to pieces without pulling out his pistol and
firing a shot for his life ?”

During this speech the four witnesses seemed as if they
would have fallen on the speaker, but were ordered to be
quiet.

“ Remove the cloth from the bier,” said the Judge.

This was done, and there, on a bed of roses, lay the
dove with her wings spread and eyes closed, a small red
spot visible on her head.

“ Hans Quakenberger, do you know her ?”" asked the
Judge.

““That is my heart’s treasure—that is my dove!”
exclaimed the soldier, with a heart-rending cry, and threw
himself sobbing on the bier. Again he started up from
the bier, tore his clothes from his breast, and said : “ Put
me to death ; I have deserved it.”

His eyes were bound with a thick bandage. Twelve
dragoons presented their pieces at him. Hans himself
gave the word “ Fire !’

The silence of death was all round ; only the distant
crowing of a cock was heard. Then came a rushing
sound as of a mighty whirlwind.

“1Is this death ?”’ cried Hans, and tore the veil from
his eyes.

The first beam of morning was just glowing through
the clefts of the rocks. The court-martial, with all its
dragoons, was gone, and in its place he saw four
persons standing beside him. It was the miller, with
his wife, his maid, and his man. But before him on a
bed of roses and rosemary lay the miller’s daughter, a
maiden of pale face of surpassing beauty. A chain of
black coral adorned her white neck ; there was a small
red speck on her forehead.
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Hans stood a long time as if in a dream. The rising sun
poured a stream of light down the ravine, and as it shone
on the maiden’s pale face her cheeks began to blush and
bloom fresher and fairer every moment, till the roses on
which she lay paled beside them.

Hans did not notice that the sun was risen, but as the
maiden opened her eyes before him there dawned for him
the sun which was to shine upon him through life. He
threw himself down by her and kissed her rosy lips. She
sat upright, and both gazed long into each other’s eyes,
feeling such happiness as they had never known.

Now the miller and his wife came up to the pair,
joined their hands, and said : “ This is your bride, destined
for you, brave man! You have freed us all from the
spell.  We were in evil courses ; we will begin a new life.”
Father, mother, and daughter hung with tears of joy on
their deliverer’s neck.

Thus were Hans and the beauteous miller’s maid be-
trothed bride and bridegroom, and all went in great joy
back to the Forest Mill. The miller, formerly so slothful,
became an industrious man ; his niggardly wife an open-
handed, hospitable dame ; the maid never stole again in
her life ; and the snappish miller’s man was changed into
a peaceable fellow. The miller soon built a new mill
beside the old one, and they who there led the happiest
life in the world were no other than Hans Quakenberger
and his wife.

R. Reinich.



IN THE DUCK-YARD.

DUCK arrived from Portugal. Some
said she came from Spain, but that’s
all the same. At any rate, she was
called the Portugese, and laid eggs,
and was killed and cooked, and that
was her career. But the ducklings
which crept forth from her eggs
were afterwards also called Portu-

guese, and there 1s something in that. Now, of the whole

family there was only one left in the duck-yard, a yard to
which the chickens had access likewise, and where the
cock strutted about in a very aggressive manner.

“ He annoys me with his loud crowing !I”’ observed the
Portuguese Duck. “ But he’s a handsome bird—there’s no
denying that, though he is not a drake. He ought to
moderate his voice, but that’s an art that only goes with
polite education, like that possessed by the little singing-
birds over in the lime-trees in the neighbour’s garden.
How charmingly they sing! There’s something quite
pretty in their warbling. I call it Portugal. If I had
29
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only such a little singing-bird I'd be a mother to him,
kind and good, for that’s in my blood, my Portuguese
blood.”

And while she was still speaking a little Singing-Bird
came head over heels from the roof into the yard. The
cat was behind him, but the bird escaped with a broken
wing, and that is how he came tumbling into the yard.

“ That’s just like the cat; she’s a villain !”’ said the
Portuguese Duck. ““I remember her ways when I had
children of my own. That such a creature should be

allowed to live, and to

% wander about upon the
roofs! I don’t think
they do such things
in Portugal !I”

And she pitied thelittle Singing-
Bird, and the other ducks who
were not of Portuguese descent
) pitied him too.

e s “ Poor little creature!” they

““ The cat was behind him."’ Said, as one after another came

up. ““ We certainly can’t sing,”
they said, “ but we have a sounding-board, or something
of the kind, within us; we can feel that, though we don’t
talk of it.”

“ But I can talk of it,” said the Portuguese Duck, ‘“ and
I'll do something for the little fellow, for that’s my duty !”
And she stepped into the water-trough, and beat her wings
upon the water-trough so heartily that the little Singing-
Bird was almost drowned by the bath he got ; but the Duck
meant it kindly. “ That’s a good deed,” she said ;  the
others may take example by it.”

“Peep !”” said the little bird. One of his wings was
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broken, and he found it difficult to shake himself; but
he quite understood that the bath was kindly meant.
“You are very kind-hearted, madam,” he said ; but he
did not wish for a second bath.

“ T have never thought about my heart,” continued the
Portuguese Duck, “ but I know this much—that I love all
my fellow-creatures except the cat; but nobody can
‘expect me to love her, for she ate up two of my ducklings.
But pray make yourself at home, for one can make oneself
comfortable. I myself am from a strange country, as you
may see from my bearing and from my feathery dress.
My drake is a native of these parts ; he is not of my race ;
but for all that I am not proud ! If anyone here in the
yard can understand you, I may assert that I am that
person.”’

““ She is quite full of Portulak,” said a little common
duck, who was witty, and all the other common ducks
considered the word Portulak quite a good joke, for it
sounded like Portugal, and they nudged each other, and
said “ Rapp!” It was too witty! And all the other
ducks now began to notice the little Singing-Bird.

““ The Portuguese has certainly a greater command of
language,” they said. “ For our part we don’t care to
fill our beaks with such long words, but our sympathy is
just as great. If we don’t do anything for you, we march
about with you everywhere, and we think that the best
thing we can do.”

“You have a lovely voice,” said one of the oldest.
“ It must be a great satisfaction to be able to give so
much pleasure. I certainly am no great judge of your
song, and consequently I keep my beak shut, and even
that is better than talking nonsense to you, as others do.”

“ Don’t plague him so,” interposed the Portuguese

61



A Wonder Book of Beasts

Duck ; “ he requires rest and nursing. My little Singing-
Bird, do you wish me to prepare another bath for you ?”’

“Oh no; pray let me be dry!” was the little bird’s
answer.

*“ The water cure is the only remedy for me when I am
unwell,” quoth the Portuguese. ‘“ Amusement is bene-
ficial, too. The neighbouring fowls will soon come to pay
their visit. There are two Cochin Chinese among them.
They wear feathers on their legs, are well educated, and
have been brought from afar; consequently, they stand
higher than the others in my regard.”

And the fowls came, and the cock came ; to-day he
was polite enough to abstain from being rude.

“You are a true Singing-Bird,” he said, *“ and you do
as much with your little voice as can possibly be done
with it. But one requires a little more shrillness, that
every hearer may hear that one is a male.”

The two Chinese stood quite enchanted with the
appearance of the Singing-Bird. He looked very much
rumpled after his bath, so that he seemed to them to have
quite the appearance of a little Cochin China fowl.

“ He is charming !”” they cried, and began a conversa-
tion with him, speaking in whispers, and using the most
aristocratic Chinese dialect.

" We are of your race,” they continued. “ The ducks,
even the Portuguese, are swimming-birds, as you cannot
fail to have noticed. You do not know us yet ; very few
know us, or give themselves the trouble to make our
acquaintance—not even any of the fowls, though we are
born to occupy a higher grade on the ladder than most
of the rest. But that does not disturb us: we quietly
pursue our path amid the others, whose principles are
certainly not ours, for we look at things on the favourable
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side, and only speak of what is good, though it is difficult
sometimes to find something when nothing exists.
Except us two and the cock there is no one in the whole
poultry-yard who 1s at once talented and polite. It
cannot even be said of the inhabitants of the duck-yard.
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“““We are of your vace,” they continued.”

We warn you, little Singing-Bird, don’t trust that one

yonder with the short tail-feathers, for she is cunning.

The pied one there, with the crooked stripes on her wings,

is a strife-seeker, and lets nobody have the last word,

though she is always in the wrong. The fat duck yonder
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speaks evil of everyone, and that is against our principles.
If we have nothing good to tell we should hold our beaks.
The Portugueseis the only one who has any education and
with whom one can associate, but she is passionate, and
talks too much about Portugal.”

““ I wonder what those two Chinese are always whisper-
ing to one another about ?”’ whispered one duck to her
friend. “ They annoy me; we have never spoken to
them.” ,

Now the drake cameup. He thought the little Singing-
Bird was a sparrow.

“Well, I don’t understand the difference,” he said,
" and, indeed, it’s all the same thing. He is only a play-
thing, and if one has them, why, one has them.”

“ Don’t attach any value to what he says,” the Portu-
guese whispered. ‘ He is very respectable in business
matters, and with him business goes before everything.
But now I shall lie down for a rest. One owes that to
oneself, in order that one may be nice and fat when one is
embalmed with sage and onions.”

And accordingly she lay down in the sun, and winked
with one eye, and she lay very comfortably, and she felt
very comfortable, and she slept very comfortably.

The little Singing-Bird busied himself with his broken
wing. At last he lay down, too, and pressed close to his
protector. The sun shone warm and bright, and he had
found a very good place.

But the neighbour’s fowls were awake. They went
about scratching up the earth, and, to tell the truth, they
had paid the visit simply and solely to find food for them-
selves. The Chinese were the first to leave the duck-
yard, and the other fowls soon followed them. The witty
little duck said of the Portuguese that the old lady was
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becoming a ducky dotard. At this the other ducks
laughed and ' cackled aloud. * Ducky dotard !” they
whispered. “ That’s too witty I’ And then they repeated
the former joke about Portulak, and declared that it was
vastly amusing. And then they lay down.

They had been lying asleep for some time when sud-
denly something was thrown into the yard for them to
eat. It came down with such a thwack that the whole
company started up from sleep and clapped their wings.
The Portuguese awoke, too, and threw herself over on
the other side, pressing the little Singing-Bird very hard
as she did so.

“Peep!” he cried. “You trod very hard upon me,
madam !’

*“ Well, why do you lie in my way ?” the Duck retorted.
“ You must not be so touchy. I have nerves of my own,
but yet I never called out  Peep !’

*“ Don’t be angry,” said the little bird. ““ The ° Peepilt
came out of my beak unawares.”

The Portuguese did not listen to him, but began eating
as fast as she could, and made a good meal. When this
was ended and she lay down again, the little bird came
up and wanted to be amiable, and sang :

““ Tillee-lilly-lee !
Of the good springtime
I'll sing so fine,

As far away I flee !”

“ Now I want to rest after my dinner,” said the Portu-
guese. “° You must conform to the rules of the house
while you are here. I want to sleep now.”

The little Singing-Bird was quite taken aback, for he
had meant it kindly. When madam afterwards awoke,
he stood before her again with a little corn that he had
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found, and laid it at her feet ; but as she had not slept
well, she was naturally in a very bad humour.

‘“ Give that to a chicken,” she said, “ and don’t be
always standing in my way !”’

“ Why are you angry with me?” replied the little
Singing-Bird. ‘“ What have I done ?”

“Done ?” repeated the Portuguese Duck. *“ Your
manner of talking is not exactly genteel—a fact to which
I must call your attention.”

“ Yesterday it was sunshine here,” said the little bird,
“ but to-day it is cloudy, and the air is close.”

“ You don’t know much about the weather, I fancy,”
retorted the Portuguese. ‘ The day is not done yet.
Don’t stand there looking so stupid !”’

“ But you are looking at me just as the wicked eyes
looked when I fell into the yard yesterday.”

“ Impertinent creature!” exclaimed the Portuguese
Duck. ‘“ Would you compare me with the cat, that
beast of prey ? There is not a drop of malicious blood
in me. I have taken your part, and will teach you good
manners.””  And so saying, she bit off the Singing-Bird’s
head, and he lay dead on the ground. “ Now, what’s
the meaning of this ?”” she said. “ Could he not bear
even that? Then certainly he was not made for this
world. T have been like a mother to him, I know that,
for I've a good heart.”

Then the neighbour’s Cock stuck his head into the
yard, and crowed with steam-engine power.

“ You’ll kill me with your crowing !”’ she cried. ““ It’s
all your fault. He’s lost his head, and I'm very near
losing mine.”

““ There’s not much lying where he fell !’ observed the
Cock.
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““ Speak of him with respect,”” retorted the Portuguese
Duck, ““for he had song, manners, and education. He
was affectionate and soft, and that’s as good in animals
as in your so-called human beings.”

And all the ducks came crowding round the little dead
Singing-Bird. Ducks have strong passions, whether they
feel envy or pity ; and as there was nothing here to envy,
pity showed itself, even in the two Chinese.

“ We shall never get such a Singing-Bird again : he was
almost a Chinese,”” they whispered ; and they wept with
a mighty clucking sound, and all the fowls clucked too,
but the ducks went about with the redder eyes.

“ We have hearts of our own,” they said. “ Nobody
can deny that.” '

“ Hearts " repeated the Portuguese. “ Yes, that we
have, almost as much as in Portugal.”

“Let us think of getting something to satisfy our
hunger,” said the drake, ““ for that is the most important
point. If one of our toys is broken, why, we have plenty
more !”’

Hans Christian Andersen.
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HOC “THE MICEA:GO T
OCIT “OF TR OUIBLEE:

HERE were once a little mouse and
his wife. They were very unfortu-
nate people, because there lived in
the same house with them a great
ugly cat, for which they were obliged
every day to provide six little mice
—three for his breakfast and three
for his dinner. It was lucky for the

poor mouse-couple that the cat went out in the evening,
otherwise they would have been obliged to provide also
three other little mice for his supper. But it was his
custom at dusk to lick and clean himself, and put his long
whiskers in fine order, to go into company with other cats,

with whom he was often heard late in the night making
music in the yard. On this account he did not require
any supper, which was a good thing, for it was as much as
the poor little mouse and his wife could do to provide six
young mice a day—three, as I said, for breakfast and three
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for dinner. One, two, three! he swallowed them like a
mere mouthful, and then wiped his beard and lay down to
sleep.

The poor old mouse and his wife made a sad lamentation
in having to give up, day after day, their pretty little
young ones. I assure you it almost ruined them. One
day, therefore, after they had taken the cat the three little
mice as usual, they sat down together, bitterly complaining
and shedding many tears.

“ Husband,” said the little wife, * we cannot go on in
this way, giving up six of our little ones to the cruel cat
every day! Ah, I cry day and night about our poor
children that are eaten up. Let us go and consult with
somebody, and see if we cannot find a way of getting from
under this hard necessity.”

“Oh, my dear wife,” said the old mouse in reply, ““ it
makes me miserable. But what can we do? who will
give us advice, or help us in our trouble ?”

“1 really do not know,” replied the little wife ; “ but
let us go and talk with our friends and neighbours; let us
take counsel with them, and ask them to help us. There
is our neighbour, the mastiff, for instance, who is not over-
fond of the cat ; and the old raven on the roof, so remark-
able for his experience and great wisdom ; and good Mrs.
Hen, who lives in the yard. Perhapssome of these can hit
upon a plan by which we may save the lives of our poor
little ones.”

The old mouse saw so much sense in the suggestion that
they immediately set out to ask advice from their neigh-
bours. They went in the first place to Mrs. Hen, and laid
all their troubles before her, and then asked her advice as
to what was the best way of relieving themselves from such
a heavy misfortune.
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When the hen heard the dismal history, and saw the
wretched state to which it had reduced the poor little
couple, she began to weep bitterly, because she was very
sympathetic and tender-hearted ; and she deplored the
fate of the poor parents and their unfortunate offspring in
such pathetic and melting words as made the old mouse
and his wife weep all the more.

When the three had thus spent some time in tears, the
old mouse dried his eyes, and thanking the hen for her
sympathy, begged her to counsel them how they could
best prevent their young from being devoured. To this
the hen replied, amid continued sobs and tears :

*“ Your misfortunes go to my heart, but how you are to
be helped is more than I know ! Yet I will give you one
piece of good advice—bear your troubles patiently; im-
patience only makes bad worse. Perhaps time may bring
some alleviation to your misfortunes. It is possible that
the cat may fall sick or die.”

““ And what good would that do ?” replied the old mouse
mournfully. “ If the cat fell sick, he would only stop at
home in the evening, and then we should be obliged to
provide supper for him ; and if he were to die, we should
be no better off with his son and heir.”

“ Yes, truly,” replied the hen mournfully ; it is a bad
case, and I do not see what help there is for you. It s
melancholy that your dear, pretty little children must be
devoured by that ugly cat. Oh, if the same thing were to
happen to me, it would break my heart! My young ones,
it is true, are also eaten, but then they are cooked for the
human table, which is quite another thing ! I am a fortu-
nate mother: my offspring are cooked I’ and the hen now
wept over her own good fortune.

When the poor old mice saw that neither help nor avail-
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able counsel was to be looked for from the hen, they
thanked her for her sympathy, and went on to the mastiff.

The mastiff was basking in the sun, and snapping at the
flies which buzzed about him. The mice approached him,
and having made a very low bow and curtsey, laid before
him their trouble, and asked his advice. The mastiff had
not so tender a heart as the hen, and having heard their
story out, he made a short and surly reply. ““ Why,” said
he, ““ are you obliged to provide six young mice for that
wretched fellow of a cat every day ? Six mice! what a
glutton the fellow must be! But why do you do it ? it
surely is your own fault. I should like to see the cat
come to me and demand six young puppies to eat !”

“ Ah, but,” said the mouse,  you are a dog, and we are

nly mice !”’

“Yes, that is just it,” said the mastiff; * but then,
what business have you to be mice ? It’s all your own
fault !”

The mastiff spoke in such a loud, overpowering voice
that the poor little couple stole away very little better
for the consultation or advice which they had received
from him. ‘ What a rude fellow the mastiff is!"”" said
the old mouse ; ““ alas, for us poor creatures ! there’s no
help for us; I fear we shall get no more good from the
raven than we have done from the hen or the mastiff.”

“ Perhaps we may,” said the little mouse-wife; “ at
least, we will go and see him ; he has the character of
being a wise counsellor.”

With this, the mice climbed up the roof, on a visit to the
raven, who was sitting on the ridge-tiles of the roof, with
his long nose cocked up in the air, smelling about to dis-
cover if there was anything good for him to eat. The mice
came before him, and having made a low bow and curtsey,
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set before him all their troubles, and asked him to suggest
some way by which they and their offspring might be
relieved from the cat.

When the raven had heard the whole affair, he smiled
and said : “ My friend, the cat is no simpleton : young mice
are excellent eating, and taste well either for breakfast or
dinner.”

These words filled the eyes of the poor mice with
tears.

“ Don’t be troubled,” said he, when he saw this ;T will
give you excellent advice. But I cannot proceed without
my fee : good advice is worth paying for.”

“ Most certainly,” replied the old mouse; “ we shall
think nothing too much to pay for the saving of our young
ones.”

“ Very good,” said the raven, in a business-like way.
*“ As I have just now remarked, young mice are good eat-
ing ; they are my favourite dish. My fee in this case will
be a dozen young, tender, well-fed mice.”

The old mouse and his wife began to lament most
bitterly when they heard these words. “ Dear sir,” said
the mouse, ““ how can you talk thus to us poor people? We
came to ask how we shall preserve our young from the
cat, and now you yourself demand them !”’

I did not ask you to come to me,” returned the raven ;
" but whoever comes for my advice must of course pay for
it. That is custom and right.”

“ Well, then,” said the mouse, with a great sigh, ““let
us hear your advice, so that we may be able to judge
whether it is worth the fee; for it certainly would be
better to make one sacrifice than to go on day after day
feeding that great cat. So let us hear your advice,’

“ Not so fast, my good friend,” says the raven ; my
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fee is always paid in advance. Bring me the little mice,
and I will give you my advice.”

On this the old couple laid their heads together, and
considered the matter over, and the end was that, after a
deal of bargaining, it was decided that for three little mice
the raven should put them in a way of getting rid of
this oppressive tax. Away they went therefore, and,
returning with heavy hearts, delivered up the required
fee.

The old raven ate and said : “ Now you must consider
well, and answer me correctly. Have you always, without
any intermission, delivered up daily six little mice to the
cat ? Has he at no time eaten more or less than six little
mice daily ? Now, consider this very carefully, for it is
upon this that the saving of your children depends.”

“It does not require much consideration for us to
reply to that question,” said the ~old father-mouse.
“ During the winter the cat fell into a trap, which so much
injured his paw that he could not move from the spot for
several days. Therefore during that time we were
obliged to provide him with three little mice every
evening for his supper.”

“Indeed !” said the raven, and laid his finger on his
long nose ; ““ let me think ! how many nights did you say
that the cat remained at home ?”’

“ About a week,” replied the mouse, *“ or it might be a
day more.”

"“Hem ! hem!” said the raven; ‘““in this lies our
strength. Now listen to me !”

The mice pricked up their ears full of expectation, and
unwilling to lose a single word.

“You must bring an accusation against the cat, and
demand that he restore to you every one of those mice
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which he devoured for supper during the time he remained
at home.”

“ But they are dead and eaten up!” said the mouse;
“ how can he restore them to us ?”’

“We have no intention of that sort,” returned the
raven, ““ but you must give this turn to the affair. The
cat has evidently no right to nor claim upon any one of
those little mice which he had for his supper ; if he main-
tains that he has, then he must prove it. But he cannot
do it, and to attempt it might throw a doubt upon any
right which he has to demand your children. In any case
demand from him that which he cannot fulfil—namely, the
restoration of such young mice as he devoured for his
suppers.”

“ The proposal is too difficult for us,” said the mouse ;
““and would it not be much better if we were to require
that he should devour no more of our offspring ?”

*“ That would not do,” replied the raven. ““ You cannot
avoid for the present furnishing him with little mice for
breakfast and dinner, but in a while, if he is unable or un-
willing to restore alive those little mice which you say at
one time he took for supper, then you can legally refuse
to provide him with either breakfast or dinner until he
has fulfilled his part. And as he never can fulfil his part,
then are you freed from your part also in the compact.
But until sentence shall be passed upon the cat to restore
the young mice as aforesaid, you are bound to provide
him with breakfast and dinner as hitherto.”

On that the old mouse-wife began to lament. “ Un-
fortunate that we are,” said she, ‘“if that is your advice !
We are to demand the little mice from the cat, and are in
the meantime to provide him with breakfast and dinner !
Alas! alas! you have deceived us with your advice |”
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“You are ignorant people, and understand nothing
about the law,” replied the raven. ‘It is as I tell you,
and this is the only remedy.”

“Tell us, then,” said the mouse, ‘‘ before whom shall
we bring our case.”

“ The cat’s judge is the master of the house. You
must bring your complaint before him,” replied the
raven.

When the old mouse heard these words he could hardly
contain himself. ““ Woe is ours,”” said he; ““ the master of
the house will never judge impartially between us and the
cat. He is very fond of the cat, and hates and persecutes
us poor mice ! Truly it will fare ill with us if we are to
look to man for help against the cat !”

“To whom, then, would you accuse the cat if not to
man ?”’ demanded the raven angrily. “ Man is the cat’s
master and judge, and it would be very disgraceful if he
should take the cat’s side out of friendship, and against
law and justice.”

“It would be so, nevertheless,” replied the mouse
sorrowfully ; “ neither would it trouble man at all to behave
shamefully to us poor mice. He never would say a word
against the cat if he ate up all our young ones and our-
selves into the bargain.”

““ There is no other remedy for you,” said the raven,
shrugging his shoulders.

“You have deceived us with your counsel,” said the
mouse, in the utmost distress of mind ; “ you tell us to
accuse the cat to his master, who will take his part through
thick and thin ; you tell us to require the restoration of
our little mice, and yet to go on supplying him with break-
fast and dinner. Oh, your advice is bad, and your
proposal impossible !”’
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This made the raven very angry.  You are ungrateful
people,” said he, “ and so ignorant as to be incapable of
understanding law or reason. Begone with you!” And
on this the poor little mouse-couple went their way very
downhearted.

When they had gone into their mouse-hole they wept
bitterly, and said : “ Oh, we unfortunate wretches ! There
are none who can help us—neither the hen, nor the dog, nor
the raven! Alas! alas!”

As they thus sat lamenting, they woke one of their
children, a very pretty little mouse. He pricked up his
tender ears, and opened wide his beautiful eyes, and when
he saw his father and mother bitterly weeping, he sprang
up and said : ““ Dearly beloved parents, what is amiss ?
What is it that troubles you so ?”

With that the old folks opened their hearts to him, and
told him how they were obliged to give up all their
children to be devoured by the cat, and how vain they had
found it to seek help either from friends or neighbours.

When the little mouse heard this he pondered awhile,
and then asked : “ But tell me, dear parents, why you
must give up your children to the cat to be devoured ?”

“ My dear child,” replied the mouse-father, “ we must
do it, because the cat will have it so.”

Again asked the little mouse : “ But why have you not
refused to obey the cat’s commands ?”’

“My child, you do not understand it,” replied the
father.

“ Then explain it to me,” said the little mouse.

" My child,” said the mother, “ we dare not oppose the
commands of the cat.”

Much more asked the little mouse, to which the parents

replied. At length said the little mouse : ““ To-morrow
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morning do not take the cat any breakfast, but let me
go alone to him instead.”

With this the parents began afresh to lament, and would
not consent, because this was their favourite child. But
nothing could turn the little mouse, and at length, by
prayers and persuasions, the parents agreed.

“ What could happen more to me than that the cat
should eat me up ?”" said the little young mouse ;  and if
it did eat me, has not the same happened to my brothers
and sisters, and what better am I than they ?”

When the morning came, therefore, off he set to the cat’s
dwelling, but not before he had made full inquiries from
his parents respecting the character and habits of the
enemy. The parents accompanied him a short distance,
and took leave with many tears.

The little mouse entered the cat’s apartment with light
and circumspect steps, and looked around to find a loop-
hole to creep into in case of need. As soon, however, as
the mouse beheld the cat, his heart was filled with anxiety
and terror ; but he called up all his courage, resolved to
face the danger, and looked fixedly on the cat. The cat,
who had been out late the night before, now lay curled
round in a deep sleep, so that the little mouse was able to
observe him undisturbed. But oh, what a horrible
creature he was! He was larger and stronger than
ordinary, and his fur was brown, striped and flecked with
grey. After the little mouse had contemplated him for
some time, the cat awoke, opened a pair of great fiery
eyes, stretched his limbs, heaved up his back into a huge
bow, and yawned; then he laid himself down again,
stretched out his sharp claws, and wagged his long tail.
When the little mouse saw his sharp claws, the large
throat, the pointed tongue, and the many teeth, he began
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afresh to tremble. The cat, however, closed his eyes, and
laid himself down again to sleep. With that the little
mouse called up all his courage, and stepping cautiously
forward, made a beautiful bow, and said in a loud voice :

“ Most high and mighty Lord Cat !”’

The cat, on hearing these words, supposed that it was
one of the little mice that had been brought for his break-
fast ; therefore he raised himself up to take it. The little
mouse, however, said a second time: ““ Most high and
mighty Lord Cat!” The cat, who only saw one mouse
instead of three, as he expected, spoke in a quick, tart
manner : *° What’s this ? how’s this ? only ome mouse
instead of Zhree ! Am I to wait for my breakfast ?”’

“ By all means, most high and mighty Lord Cat!” re-
plied the mouse ; by all means will you have to wait, not
only to-day, but every day from this time, not only for
your breakfast, but for your dinner also !”’

The cat pricked up his ears, and stared with all his eyes.
“ What is the lazy thing talking of ?”’ said he; ‘ come
nearer, and let me eat you up !”

But the little mouse, instead of going nearer, slipped
back into the loophole that he had noticed beforehand,
and then said : “ I am brother to the mice that you have
already eaten up, and therefore I shall not come nearer.”

“ I won’t eat you up,” said the cat, in a terrible rage.

But the rage of the cat only made the little mouse more
determined. ““ Of a truth, my Lord Cat,” said he, “1I
will not be eaten up; nor from this time forth will my
parents give you either your breakfast or your dinner.”

“You are an impudent fellow,” said the cat, “ and de-
serve a severe punishment ; but I will behave nobly, and
forgive you this time on condition that you behave better
for the future;” and with these words the cat made a
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sudden spring at him, but he was on his guard, and slid
into a safe corner of the hole.

“ You give yourself needless trouble, my Lord Cat,”
said he; “you will neither catch me nor eat me! I
advise you to give up your liking for mice !”’

The cat, when he saw that he had failed in his attempt,
withdrew to his place, and said very mildly : ““ Only come
out, little fellow, and I won’t do you any harm !”’

“ No, my Lord Cat,” replied the mouse; “I am very
well off where I am.”

“ My child,” replied the cat, in a still milder voice,
““ you are under some great mistake, and your excellent
parents have been misguided by artful, bad people, who
have excited them. Probably the raven has been
exciting their minds, or my old enemy the dog.”

“ You are mistaken, my Lord Cat,” replied the little
mouse ; “ we have not been misguided, nor yet have our
minds been excited ; it is our own private determination.
We do not mean any longer to let ourselves be eaten up
by you.”

“ But it is your duty,” returned the cat, “ to let your-
selves be eaten up, just as it is my duty to eat you up.
For centuries have my ancestors eaten mice, and my right
is well founded.”

“ With permission, my Lord Cat,” said the little mouse,
““if our ancestors allowed themselves to be devoured by
you, we are now grown wiser.”’

“ You are stupid, ignorant people,”” said the cat, “ and
cannot see that what I do to you is for your good. You
do not understand what is best for yourselves.”

“No, my Lord Cat,” returned the little mouse, ‘ we
cannot see that it is best for us! Good-bye to you ! and
from henceforth you may look elsewhere for your meals !”
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““ You are an unthankful generation,” said the cat;
“ day and night I have wearied myself with caring for
your advantage, and now you treat me in this undutiful
manner ! I have not deserved it from you !”

““ Ah, well,”” returned the mouse, ‘it will be all the
better for you if we relieve you of all this anxiety. We
will look after our own affairs ourselves. Good-bye to
you !”’ '

When the cat saw that it really was an earnest matter,
he thought it would be better to touch another string, and
therefore he said : “ My friend, let us talk rationally on this
matter : we will enter into an arrangement. I, of course,
only desire that which is best for you, and I am therefore
willing to yield up a portion of my well-grounded right.
I will from henceforth be satisfied with three little mice
daily, instead of six, and that is really a great sacrifice on
my part.”

“No, my lord,” said the little mouse, “ you will not
get even a single mouse now ! Good-bye to you bz

With that the cat was very angry. “ Rebellious rabble "’
exclaimed he, ““ I withdraw my protection. Begone ! and
see how you will get on without me.”

The little mouse laughed, and ran off to his parents,
who were in the most dreadful anxiety about him. But
when they saw that he was come back safe and sound, and
heard what had taken place between him and the cat,
they were delighted and jumped for joy.

From that time forth, whenever the cat would eat a
mouse, he is obliged to catch it for himself.

Mary Howiltt.
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HERE once lived in a farmyard an
old cock, whose name was Crowell,
together with his wife, a wvener-
able hen named Peckall. Of their
numerous family, nearly all of
whom had been successively eaten
by their master and mistress, only
two chickens now remained. Both
were lively young blades, bold, vain, and quarrelsome, as
young cocks generally are; but Cockscomb, the eldest,
was no conjurer, while his brother, Cockspur, was cer-
tainly somewhat wiser than he. They would peck each
other once or twice a day, because amongst chickens that

forms a part of a polite education.

Now, there happened to live in the same farmyard a
red-haired dog called Ceesar, who was so good-natured
that he never hurt any of the fowls—nay, he would often
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leave them titbits out of his own dinner, so that they all
loved him dearly.

One morning Cockscomb was walking alone in a pensive
mood in the large garden behind the house. He saun-
tered on till he came to a manure-heap, which he knew
lay at the farther end of the garden, close to some wooden
palings, the top of which he could reach from it, though
there was no convenient mound to get down by on the
other side; and when he reached the top of this fence,
he felt proud and majestic indeed, as he crowed aloud,
and overlooked the wide fields.

While he was busy scratching about and crowing, he
perceived Master Reynard lying in wait behind the
palings, and stirring neither of his four feet, but gazing
intently at the water. Now, Cockscomb had often heard
of a wicked robber of chickens, but had never seen one,
and as the fox was red-haired and somewhat resembled
a dog, he cried out: “I say, you there! are you not a
brother of our Cesar ?”

The fox, who long ago had scented the dainty young
chicken up above, remained quite still, as if he had heard
nothing.

“1 say, you there! are you not a brother of our
Cesar ?”’ cried the young chick twice more, in a still
louder voice.

““Why, as I'm alive, there’s my darling Cockscomb’s
own little self !”” exclaimed the cunning fox, now raising
his head for the first time. ““ How glad am I to meet
you at last, you sweet little fellow! Yes, sure enough,
I am Cesar’s brother, and many is the time he has told
me all about you and your brother, and how prettily you
both of you can crow. You can’t think how delighted I
should be to hear you ; only unfortunately I have a cold
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just now, which makes me rather hard of hearing. But
I should be pleased if you would fly over the palings and
crow close to my ear.”

“ I can’t come,” said Cockscomb sadly, for his vanity
was very much tickled by the fox’s flattery.

“The fox vemained quite still as if he had heard nothing.”

*“ What a pity I’ quoth Master Reynard ; ““ for I wanted
to request another favour of you. My doctor has ad-

vised me to apply earth-worms to my ears to cure my
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deafness, and I came here to fetch some, only I can’t
well pick them up. I wish I had your bill.”

“ Earth-worms !”’ cried Cockscomb eagerly ; ““ are there
really good fat ones down there ?”’

““ T should think there were!” answered the fox. “ Why,
boy, there are a host of them, as fat as eels, crawling about
by the water’s edge. I never in my life saw so many
gathered together.”

When Cockscomb heard this enticing account, he
could resist no longer, and he raised his wings to fly over
the palings down to the fox, for he thought fat earth-
worms the daintiest fare in the world. ‘But, alas! his
efforts proved vain ; for it was but the day before that
the cook had clipped his wings, in order that he might
not fly about everywhere.

He told his sorrows to the fox. Reynard was begin-
ning to explain how he might manage to get out of the
garden and come to him, when some human voices were
heard near at hand. The fox, therefore, had only just
time to cry out hastily to Cockscomb, “ Come again to-
morrow, my sweet Cockscomb, and bring your brother
Cockspur with you, and then we can all talk together.
Will you ?””  And thereupon he ran away as fast as he
could.

Cockscomb returned to the farmyard very much out
of spirits, and could not, for the life of him, get rid of the
thoughts of the dainty breakfast the fox had mentioned.

On reaching home he told his parents what had hap-
pened, and, according to his description, the old couple
never doubted but that his deaf acquaintance was really
a dog.

“1 say, good man,” quoth Mistress Peckall to the
cock, ““ suppose we all go to-morrow morning, at the same
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hour, to the spot where the earth-worms are to be found ?
It is a long time since we have eaten any, and they are the
nicest things one can feed on.”

“Very well, mother,” replied old Crowell ; “ nothing
hinders our going, only I should like to have taken our
dear children with us, and, unfortunately, their wings
were clipped yesterday.”

““ Leave me to manage that,” said the hen. I know
of a hole under the garden fence, which, with a little
scratching, can easily be made wide enough for the
children to go through. Shall we go ?”

“ By all means,” cried Crowell ; and the whole family
rejoiced at the prospect of their breakfast.

The next morning the hen-house was no sooner opened
than the old couple sallied forth with their children, and
went into the garden. The hole under the fence was
quickly found. Good Mistress Peckall scratched away
till she soon made it large enough for them all to slip
through, and on they went, half running and half flying,
till they reached the stream near which the fox was
lying the day before. They looked about, and scratched,
but all in vain, for no earth-worms were to be found.
The father and sons were at length so tired that they gave
up seeking any further ; the hen alone kept turning up
the soil in the hope of obtaining the wished-for breakfast
of earth-worms.

“ Don’t give yourself any more trouble, mother,” cried
Cockspur, glancing angrily at his brother; “ probably
Cockscomb has been made a fool of by some vagabond
dog, or perhaps by our enemy, Master Reynard himself.
It would be like Cockscomb’s wisdom.”

“ What do you mean by that, sir ?”’ inquired Cocks-
comb, turning sharply round upon his brother.
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“1 mean,” replied Cockspur, “ that you are a foolish
fellow.”

“A foolish fellow, quotha!” exclaimed the other;
““ you have insulted me, brother! We must fight.”

“Bills or spurs?”
1nquiredi ¥ Cocksipub
shortly.

“Both,”” answered the
offended Cockscomb.

“ Then have at you !”’

““ They stood with their heads down.”’ cried the challenged
: one ; and the combat-
ants drew themselves up in front of each other.

Mistress Peckall wanted to separate her sons, but old
Crowell said : “ Let them fight it out, mother. Cocks will
be cocks; and when I was young, I did just the same
with my brothers.”

So the quarrelsome youngsters fought after the most
approved fashion among fowls. For the first few minutes
they stood with their heads
down and their ruffs and
tails erect; then they
scratched up the sand with
great fury, and, lastly, flew
at each other, and laid about
them with both bills and
spurs as hard as they could.
’_rhey. fought several I‘OUI’I.dS “They laid about them with both bills
in this manner. Both dis- and spurs.”
played equal courage, al-
though the youngest was stronger than his brother, and
at length he hit poor Cockscomb so sharply that the latter
fell down on the grass, and owned himself vanquished.
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A rustling was now suddenly heard in the bushes close
by.
“A fox! A fox !’ exclaimed the old cock, with a loud
cry, while he and the hen and the victorious young cock
scrambled away over thistles, thorns, and stones as fast
as ever they could go. But poor Cockscomb, being ex-
hausted with the fight, and unable to run as quickly as
the others, fell a prey to the cunning fox, who caught
him by the neck and killed him without mercy.

That is the way with fowls. So long as eating or
fighting are the order of the day, a cock is quite ready to
play his part, and pecks about him most bravely. But
when the case requires him to help others out of some
great danger, then he takes himself off, and leaves his
children or his brothers in the lurch.

And now I will tell you how it fared with Master
Reynard.

The cock and hen related their misfortune to the farm-
yard dog, and he in turn told his master, who laid a trap
near the hole in the garden hedge through which the
fowls had escaped. At night the wily robber crept to-
wards the spot, intending to cross the garden and reach
the farmyard, and then break into the hen-house “ o
he thought his dear Cockspur would make him a most
delicate supper.

This time, however, the cunning schemer made a mis-
take in his reckoning : he himself was caught in the trap,
and was knocked on the head and killed, and his skin was
made into a cap, that may be seen at the furrier’s.

But where the furrier lives we are sorry to say we have

forgotten.
R. Reinecke.
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TaeE COMPLAINT AGAINST REYNARD

HE month of June was at its height
when Lion, the King of all the
Beasts, held his Court in the woods,
and bade all his subjects come
before him to give account of them-
selves and of their doings. The trees
were gay with leaf and blossom,
and the ground was carpeted with

many-coloured flowers ; the air was sweet with their

scent, and all the woods re-echoed with the merry songs
of the birds. The King’s heralds, the Swallows, dressed
in their livery of black and white, with a band of royal
red at the throat, went out into all corners of his realm
to call the Beasts to Court.

The King’s subjects came hurrying in answer to the
summons. Great and small they came, walking and
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creeping, leaping and climbing, each after his wont.
Some came by the highways in the trees, others by the
forest paths; some crept by hidden ways among the
moss and fern, and others flew above in the wide air.
Bruin, the great Bear, came from his cave, and the grey
Wolf, Isegrim, from his lair in the rocks. From their
homes in farmyard and pasture-lands, meadow and forest,
valley and high hill, came Grimbart the Badger, Tybert
the Cat, Curtis the little Hound, Tisellin the Raven, the
gentle Hare, called Kyward, Bellin the Ram, and Chan-
ticleer, the brave Cock, who is the Beasts’ bellman and
cries the hours. Besides all these were others whose
names are too many to tell. But one Beast was absent,
and that was Reynard the Fox. There were few among
all who came who had not some complaint against
Reynard, and he dared not show his face at Court.

When the subjects of King Lion had taken their places
all in proper order before the throne, the grey Wolf
Isegrim, attended by the chief Wolves of his tribe,
came forward, and stood before the King with these
words :

“ Most great and mighty King, I bring you greeting
from the Wolf tribes of all your lands. And I come to
implore your Majesty’s pity for the great and cruel wrongs
that I and my wife and young children have suffered
from that disloyal and evil subject of these realms,
Reynard the Fox. Hear his ill deeds, most noble King !
On a day when I hunted far away he came to my house,
and forced his way within it, in spite of my wife’s prayers
and tears. There he beat my children sorely ; and after-
wards, when he was bidden to come before the judge for
this offence, he laughed, and ran into his hole, in contempt
of the laws of the land and of your Majesty. Therefore,
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most gracious King, I pray you to send a command to
Reynard the Fox to come and make confession of his sin
and to suffer punishment for it. There are many here
who will bear witness that I speak truly, and that the
wrongs I and my wife and family have suffered are too
many for me to tell them all. But the chief of them I
have told, and I now entreat your Majesty to bring my
enemy to justice, that all your subjects may know that
such ill-doing receives the punishment it deserves.”

Hardly had Isegrim the Wolf done speaking than Curtis
the little Hound came pressing forward and stood before
the throne.

“ My Lord King,” he cried, “ I too have a complaint to
make of this same Reynard. In the bitter cold of winter,
when I was starving of hunger and had only one little
pudding to eat, he came and seized it from me, though
he had enough and plenty of his own. And it is no fault
of Reynard the Fox that I am alive to tell the tale this
day.” So spoke Curtis, all trembling with eagerness,
and would have said more had not the shrill voice of
Tybert the Cat broken in upon his words.

“Your Majesty, we hear much talk of Reynard the
Fox, but it would be well to inquire into the deeds of
some of those persons who are so ready to accuse him of
cruelty and wrong. That which Curtis complained of
happened years ago, and might be forgotten by now.
However, that is not my point, but this—that the pudding
he lost was my pudding. I won it fairly from the miller
when he lay asleep in his mill by night. Curtis was the
thief in the first place, for he stole it from me. My tail
grows thick and the fur on my back stands up when I
hear such unjust complainings.”

Then spoke the grave Panther, who was a cousin of
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Tybert the Cat, and therefore privileged to correct his
kinsman :

“ Good cousin, you excite yourself unduly. If Curtis
did wrong, that does not make the sin of Reynard the
Fox less. None can make too great complaint of him.
He is not only a thief, but also a liar and a murderous
raffian. He has no love nor pity for his fellows. So long
as he had a fat hen for his dinner, he would not care if the
King himself lost all his riches and honour. I will tell

“ I won the pudding fairly from the miller when he lay asleep.’

you what I saw him do yesterday to Kyward the Hare,
whom you all know for a gentle and peaceable subject of
our lord the King. He took him by the long ears very
tenderly, and talked to him of good things, and offered
to teach him a hymn. And when he had drawn Kyward
between his knees, and had him there fast, singing, he
took hold of our poor friend by the throat, and would
have choked the life out of him. It was then that I came
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by, having heard their grave discourse and singing, just
in time to deliver Kyward from his tormentor. My
Lord King, if this Reynard goes unpunished for such evil
deeds, there will soon be no safety in all your lands, and
in the generations to come the subjects of your sons
shall blame you for the dangers and sorrows of the king-
dom. Therefore I beseech your Majesty to do justice
upon Reynard the Fox.”

“In truth, Panther, you speak wisely,” said Isegrim.
“ There must be justice done upon all evil-doing if we are
to live in safety and peace.”

But Grimbart the Badger, who was Reynard’s sister’s
son, spoke up angrily at these words.

“ Sir Isegrim, your speech is malicious. What business
have you to abuse and to blame my uncle Reynard ?
Which of you two has done the more wrong to the other,
I wonder ? If that one were now to be hanged for his evil
works, do you think you would be the one to go free ? I
tell you that if Reynard were here at Court and in the
King’s favour, making known your ill deeds, you would
have to make more amends to him than but to ask his
pardon. You have nipped my uncle with your cruel
sharp teeth more often than I can tell, but one or two
things I will ask you to remember of all your misdeeds
towards him. Have you forgotten how you cheated him
about the plaice he threw down from the cart that day
when he climbed boldly upon it, and you, like a coward,
dared not adventure yourself, but followed far behind and
picked it up ? It was his plaice that he won by courage
and cleverness, but how much of it did you leave for
him ? I think the bones that you could not eat yourself
were all his share. The flitch of fat bacon, too, that he
took boldly, and for which he nearly lost his life—did
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you not snatch it when the man to whom it first belonged
was beating my poor uncle so that he had to let it go ?
And when you were both safely away, and my uncle asked
you for his share, what did you answer ? You smiled
upon him, and said, ‘ Dear young friend, I will give it
to you with all the pleasure in the world,” and then
swallowed the last piece, and ran off laughing. My lords,
I ask you, is this good conduct on the part of Sir Isegrim
the Wolf > As for Kyward’s complaint, that he dare not
make himself, but sets Sir Isegrim to make for him, it is
nonsense, and not worth considering. You all know that
when scholars will not learn their masters must punish
them ; and if Reynard corrected the stupid Hare for his
bad singing, it was no more than he deserved ; and if he
sing so badly again, I hope he will be punished for it
again, for carelessness and wilfulness are sins as much as
thieving is. Then Master Curtis comes whining over the
loss of his pudding, saying he had worked so hard to find
it, and making himself out to be so simple and well-
behaved. He had better have held his tongue about it,
for we now find that it was not his pudding at all, but the
supper of poor neighbour Tybert, which he most wickedly
stole. There is a good proverb that says, ‘ Set a thief to
catch a thief.” My uncle was only a thief in reason, for
he rescued the stolen pudding, and would no doubt have
returned it to Tybert if he had known it was his property.
You all know my uncle Reynard’s high character, and
that he is of noble birth ; and such people as he must
always seek to correct evil-doing and meanness. If he
had hanged Curtis when he found him in the very act
of this sin of theft, it would have been only the Hound’s
due. But my uncle has too much respect for the King’s
laws so to take justice into his own hands. It seems to
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me that he deserves praise rather than blame in these
matters. Yet what thanks has he had for so bravely
upholding the law and the honour of our King ? These
unjust complaints must hurt my uncle very grievously,
for he is a gentleman and honest. Deceit and meanness
are horrible to him. He cannot stand by and see evil
done, and take no steps to correct it. In all his deeds
he acts only upon the advice of wise and good persons.
And, further, I may tell you that since the King has pro-
claimed peace in all his lands, my uncle has done no
violence to any man. He is almost a hermit, for he has
left his great castle of Malepardus, and lives in a simple
little dwelling, eating only one meal a day, and wearing
clothes of the coarsest hair. It is more than a year since
he has eaten any flesh. He does not even go hunting for
his food, but lives humbly on the scraps that are given to
him in charity, so that he has grown pale and thin. And
he may be heard sighing and weeping very often, and
repenting aloud of any evil he may have done in the
days before peace was proclaimed. Is this the person
you seek to punish, my lords ? What do you think now
of the wrongs of the Wolf, and the Hound, and the silly
Hare who cannot sing two lines of a hymn without mis-
takes and false notes ?”

With these words Grimbart ceased speaking, and as
he turned again, bowing before the throne, to take his
place among the other Beasts, there appeared a strange
sight upon the hill facing the King's Court. Stepping
slowly downhill, with every sign of grief, came Chanticleer
the Cock, and behind him, carried upon a little bier, lay
the dead body of his good wife, Dame Coppen, whose head
had been bitten off by Reynard the Fox. On either side
of the bier walked two sorrowful hens, the sisters of Dame
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Coppen, whose names were Cantart and Crayant, and who
were the fairest hens in all the lands of Lion the King.
The hens wept aloud as they walked. ‘“ Alack for our
dear sister | Alas for the fair Coppen !I”” so that it was
piteous to see and hear their grief. The bier itself was
carried by two young hens, the dead Coppen’s daughters,
and they also wept and cackled so loudly that the place
was filled with their lamentations : and other hens walked
sorrowfully with them. * Tuck-tuck-tuck-aw !”’ they

“ The hens wept aloud as they walked,"

cried in their beautiful language. “ Our dear mother is
dead !” It was indeed the saddest sight.

They came on and placed the bier before the King’s
throne, and stood round it weeping and clucking, while
Chanticleer walked forward to make his complaint to the
King. First he bowed low, and then he smote his hands
together and rustled all his feathers very sorrowfully.
Then he spoke and told the story of his sorrow.

“My lord the King,” he said, “ may it please your
gracious Majesty to hear this tale of my great grief, and
the ill deeds that Reynard the Fox has done to me, and
to my dead wife, and to these my poor motherless children,
and to all my sorrowing family. Only so little while ago
as last April I was happy and proud. I come of a great
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and noble family, and had a great and noble family of
my own, as you shall hear. My wife had hatched out
eight fine sons and seven fair daughters, and they were
all strong and fat as any chickens could be. We lived in
comfort and safety in a pleasant yard which was fenced
in by walls, and in the yard was a shed, where six great
dogs lived for our protection. So my children had no
fear, but ran here and there, and were merry as the day
was long. But that sly and wicked Fox, Reynard, envied
me my fat children, all the more because the dogs were
so fierce that he could have none of them. Often and
often have I seen him creeping and peeping round the
wall after us, and the dogs, finding him, have beaten him
sorely and driven him away. Once when he came prowl-
ing, they leaped upon him and nearly destroyed him before
he escaped from them. I saw his skin smoking from
the desperate heat of battle as he fled. But he got
safely away. Alas that it should beso ! Thus for a little
while we lived in peace, and saw no more of Reynard.
Then he came again, disguised as a hermit of the woods,
and brought with him a letter for me to read, sealed with
the King’s seal, and telling how the King had declared
peace over all his lands, and forbidden all Beasts and Birds
to do any harm to each other any more. He told me that
he himself was now a humble hermit, and all his thoughts
were how he could amend his past evil deeds. He showed
me that he had put off his fine clothes, and wore old shoes
and a frayed and battered suit of hair, and said to me:
“ Sir Chanticleer, you need have no more fear, nor take
any trouble to hide from me. I will eat no more flesh,
but only berries and fruits and such things. I am growing
old, and T wish my last years to be given over only to
good deeds. I will bid you good-bye now, and leave
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you, for I must not indulge in pleasant conversation.” So
away he went, and lay down under a hawthorn tree, and
I could hear him murmuring in a pious voice. Then I
rejoiced indeed to be rid of all my fears. I ran off to my
family and clucked them together, and took them outside
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the walls for a country walk. Alack, how I was deceived !
As we walked, the children cheeping and chattering round
us, Reynard came slyly creeping between us and the gate,
and sprang among us, and seized one of my sons, and
stuffed him in his wallet, and ran away. And since that
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day things have been worse and worse. For, having once
tasted one of my children, he must needs have another,
and another, and his desire is so great to taste them that
not even the dogs themselves can keep us in safety. By
night and by day he comes hiding and pouncing, and has
stolen so many of my children that out of all my fifteen
I have only fourleft. Only yesterday was my poor Coppen
rescued from his very mouth by the dogs, but too late, alas!
to save her head. Your Majesty, I bring my sorrows to
you. Have pity on me, and do me justice in this matter.”

Thus weeping, Chanticleer told his piteous story, and
the King spoke in answer :

“ What do you think now of your uncle the hermit, Sir
Grimbart ? Are these the deeds of one who has given up
hunting, and lives quietly on fruits and nuts, thinking
only how to do good in the world ?° Sir Chanticleer, your
complaint is a just one. First, we will bury your dame,
who lies here, in a fair grave, and set up a stone above it;
and her virtues shall be told, and all things done rever-
ently and in good order. And when the burial is over,
we will take counsel with all these lords and gentlemen,
and consider how best to do you justice and to bring this
wicked thief and murderer to punishment for his sins.
It will be well for him to say prayers and sing hymns in
good earnest now. I fear that those he has said and .
sung already are not greatly in his favour.”

So they took the body of Coppen and laid it in a fair
grave, and all things were done as they should be. Above
the grave was laid a marble stone polished as clear as
glass, and very beautiful, and on it were carved these
words in large letters, that all might read: “ Here lies
Coppen, Dame of Sir Chanticleer, who was cruelly mur-
dered by Reynard the Fox.”
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When this was done, the King sent for all his wisest
counsellors, to take their advice about finding Reynard
and bringing him to justice. After much talking they
arranged it in this way—that someone should be sent as a
King’s messenger to find him, and should bid him come
at once to Court, for the King had something to say to
him. For if they should tell him the reason of the King’s
sending for him, they knew very well that not one mes-
senger, nor two, nor more, would be able to bring him
to justice. Bruin the Bear was chosen to take the King’s
message, and he was called before the throne to hear His
Majesty’s will.

““ Sir Bruin,” said the King to him, “ out of all your
fellows we have chosen you to go and find Reynard the
Fox, because of your wisdom. This is an honour we do
- to you, so see that your part is done in all honour. And
do not let fall a word about the reason of our sending, but
only say that the King wills it so. And take heed your-
self that Reynard does not deceive and escape you. He
1s a wicked fellow, and full of wiles, and may try to flatter
you and lie to you, and, unless you are very careful and
wise, will certainly do you some injury or make game of
you In some way.”’

Then Bruin laughed and answered the King merrily :
“ Why, my Lord King, I am wise, and shall I be made a
fool of by this Reynard ? Trust me, I know my lesson
better than Kyward knew his! Reynard may laugh at
others, but he shall not make fun of me, I promise you !”’

So Bruin the Bear made his bow to the throne, and
went away cheerfully enough to find Reynard the Fox.
But it remains to be seen whether he came back as
merrily as he set forth.
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IE
THE BEAR’S ERRAND

RUIN set out on his journey with a

stout heart, and no fear that he
would fail in his quest, or be
deceived by Reynard the Fox.
Presently he came to a dark forest
where he knew Reynard had a
secret path, by which he escaped
very often from those who sought
to punish him for his evil tricks. Beside it was a high
mountain, and many miles away, over this mountain, lay
the castle of Malepardus, which was the finest of all the
houses of Reynard the Fox. Reynard had many dwelling-
places, but none of them was so safe as this one, and
here he always fled when he had reason to believe that
his enemies were seeking him, which was not seldom.

So Bruin went on his way to Malepardus, and after a
long and weary journey, he arrived at the castle gates,
and found them shut fast and barred. Then he sat down
upon his tail, and shouted aloud : *“ Reynard! Are you
at home? Let me in quickly. I am Bruin, your uncle.
The King has sent me to you to bid you come to Court,
to plead your cause and answer the complaints that are
brought against you. He says if you do not come, as he
orders, he will hang you, or kill you in some other way.
I advise you to come, Nephew Reynard, for if you
do your punishment may be small; but if you do
not, you will most certainly be destroyed without
mercy.”’

So Bruin, who thought himself so wise, in his first
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speech with the Fox told him the reason of the King’s
message, and put him on his guard.

All this time Reynard was lying inside the gate enjoying
the warmth of the sun, as he often did ; but when he heard
what his uncle had to say, he got up quietly and slipped
into his hole, so as to think over the matter by himself,
and consider his answer. For Malepardus was full of
holes leading to hidden chambers in the rocks, one running
out of another, with long crooked passages, so that there
were many ways of escape if Reynard were pursued. He
could go in at one hole, and along a passage, and take two
or three turnings, and shut and fasten the door after him
as he went, so that no one could find where he had gone,
however fast they ran. Here he would hide in safety when
he had brought home his prey, and knew that any other
Beasts were on his track ; and many a long chase had he
given his poor neighbours, who went blundering along in
the strange narrow passages, first this way and then that,
while all the time Reynard was just round the corner
laughing slyly in his sleeve.

Reynard hid himself within his castle for a while, and
made his plans, and decided how he should persuade his
uncle to believe him innocent. In a short time he came
out to the gate and called his uncle in w1th greetings and
great show of friendliness.

““ Dear uncle,” he cried,  welcome to my poor dwelling !
I heard your voice a little while ago, and would have come
to you, but I was saying my evening prayers, which are
very long. Dear uncle, how weary you look ! You owe
him no thanks who sent you on such a long and dangerous
journey. I can see you are tired out, and your fur is all
wet with the heat you are in. And all to no purpose, for
I was coming to Court to-morrow ! However, I am the
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gainer, for I shall have you to bear me company when 1
go there, and you will give me your wise advice, and tell
me what to say to my accusers. But I pity you, dearest
uncle. Could not the King have found some more lowly
messenger to send on such a business ? It is very strange
he should treat you so, for next to him you are the greatest
noble in all the land. I wish we were at Court now, but,
alas ! for once in a way I have had a good dinner, and
because it was such a treat to me, and the meat so new
and fresh, I ate so much that I really think it would not
be good for me to walk.”

“ Dear nephew,” said Bruin, quite deceived by this
simple and affectionate speech, ‘“ what meat have you
eaten: 2’

Now Reynard knew very well his uncle’s love for honey,
and he had his answer all ready for this question.

“ Dear uncle,” said he, ‘“ what does it matter what I
ate, and why are you interested in my greediness, for
which I am grieved when I think of it ? Alas! how often
we do wrong, and repent too late! It was but simple
food. A poor fox is no lord, as ycu know, Uncle Bruin
Bear. We humble folk must take what we can get, and
be thankful for much that we would notlook at except with
disgust if we had a better choice before us. They were
great honeycombs that I found, and being starving, I
ate of them until I feel ill.”

“ Reynard, good nephew !”” cried Bruin in amazement,
“how can you speak so of honey ? Do you think so
little of that which is the most delicate and rare of all food
in the world 7 My beloved nephew, if you will help me
to find such stores of honey as you speak of, I will be
your true friend as long as ever I live, and do every-
thing in my power to help you. Only show me where
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this honey is, and there is nothing I will not do for
you !”’

*“ Dear uncle,” replied Reynard, ¢ what are you saying ?
Would you make fun of me because I was forced to eat
bees’ food ?”’

“ Nay, Reynard, nay,” cried Bruin the Bear ; “ indeed
I would not laugh at you. It is true that I love the good
honey better than all other meat in the world, and I beg
you to show me where it lies.”

*“ Then, uncle,” said Reynard, ‘ if this is true, and you
are in earnest, and love honey so dearly, I will willingly be
of service to you. If you will give me your friendship
and good counsel, I can let you have so much of this stuff
that ten of you could not eat it at one meal.”

““ Ten of us, Nephew Reynard,” cried Bruin, with much
eagerness. ‘‘ Indeed, I hope that may never be! If you
gave me all the honey that is between this and Portugal,
I would eat every bit of it alone! Do not speak of others
sharing it with me ; I could not bear such a thing.”

“ Well, uncle,” said Reynard, ““ I will tell you all about
it. A farmer called Lanfert lives near by, who has so
much honey that if you ate nothing else for seven years
you would not be able to finish it all. If you will help me
against my enemies at the King’s Court, you shall have
every bit of it all to yourself.”

“I will indeed be your friend and faithful adviser,
dear Reynard,” answered his uncle solemnly, ““ if you will
but show me where this splendid treasure is to be found.”

His uncle’s grave words made sly Reynard laugh aloud
to think how easily he had deceived the poor Bear.

“ If you want seven tons of honey, Uncle Bruin,” cried
he, “I will get them for you, or seventy tons, for that
matter !”’
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This merry jest so pleased Bruin that he rolled about
with laughter until he could scarcely keep upon his
feet.

““ Aha!” thought Reynard. “ This is fun indeed. I
shall soon give him something to laugh at in earnest.”
But aloud he said : ““ Well, uncle, we must not delay. I
do not mind a little trouble in your service. Though I
suffer from my own greed, I will come with you, but there
is no other person in the world for whom I would do so
much. You may tell from this how much respect and
true love I have for you.”

““ Many thanks, dear nephew,” answered Bruin, with
some impatience. ‘I do not need to be told so much of
your goodwill towards me. Deeds are better than words,
~as we all know. This is the time for deeds, so let us be
up and away as fast as may be. Who knows but some-
body may have got before us and stolen the honey
already ?”’

““ You are right, good uncle,” answered Reynard. ““ Let
us be off, by all means. I will run as fast as I can, and
you shall follow me.  You shall have as much as you can
bear, I promise you.”

The Fox spoke of hard blows, but Bruin thought only
of honey, and thought how much that would be, and
hugged himself with joy.

Away they went, and ran so fast that they soon came
to Farmer Lanfert’s yard. There Bruin laughed again,
so that he held his fat sides, he was so full of delight.
Farmer Lanfert was a carpenter as well as a farmer, and
in his yard lay a great oak-tree which had been felled the
day before. He had begun to cleave it open, and had left
two big wedges stuck in it to keep the two sides apart.
At this sight Reynard laughed as merrily as his uncle,
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for he saw that all was as he wished, and he would soon
have Bruin in a trap.

““ Make haste, uncle,” said he. ‘ In this tree is the
honey I told you of. Fall to and make your meal, but I
beg you not to overeat yourself. They are good sweet
honeycombs, if you do not eat too many of them. Pray
be careful, for if they make you ill I shall be blamed,
dearest uncle.”

“ Never fear, nephew. I am not so foolish as all that.
When I have had enough I shall take no more.”

“ Enough is as good as a feast,” said Reynard. “ You
speak very truly. What should I fear ? Go to the end
and creep into the tree.”

Bruin made all haste to do as he was told, sniffing eagerly
for the honey. He put his fore-paws and then his head into
the cleft of the tree. No sooner were they inside than
Reynard sprang lightly forward, and pulled the wedge out,
so that the two sides came together, and the Bear was
held prisoner by the neck. Neither scolding nor begging
could help him then. He was held fast within the tree-
trunk, and all his struggling and crying could not set him
free. His great strength was of no use while his paws and
head were held as in a vice ; and seeing how he had been
deceived, he set up such a howling and roaring that the
whole country-side echoed with his cries. Out came
Lanfert, running with all haste to see what the noise
might be, with a great stick in his hand. Reynard, safely
hidden at a little distance, saw him come, and now was his
turn to laugh long and merrily.

“ Uncle, dear uncle !” cried he, when he could speak
for laughing, ‘“is the honey good ? Have you found it
yet ? Do not eat too much, I beg you, lest it should do
you harm. Remember we are going to Court to-morrow.

109



A Wonder Book of Beasts

When Lanfert comes he can give you something to drink.
It is thirsty work eating honey, and makes the throat
dry !

With these words Reynard ran off, full of merriment,
towards Malepardus, and Lanfert came up and found the
Bear fast caught in the tree.

“ Heaven preserve us!” cried he. ‘ What do I see?
Neighbour, neighbour, come and help me. There is a
bear in my yard !”’

Crying and running, the farmer roused all the neighbours
on his land, who came as fast as their legs would carry
them, everyone armed with some weapon or other. Some
carried brooms, some rakes, some crooks ; others had stout
sticks, and thrashing-flails, and reaping-hooks. The
parson had his staff, and the clerk a weather-vane. The
parson’s wife came from her spinning-wheel carrying her
distaff. Young and old, men, women, and children,
came running, among them tiny mites who could only
toddle and old people so stiff that they had not run for
years.

Alas for poor Sir Bruin! His greed had brought him
to a sad plight. When he heard the noise of all the people
running and shouting he was filled with fear, and began
to struggle and pull so hard that at last he got both his
head and paws free. Butso tightly was he caught that he
left his gloves, and his fur hood, and two ear-caps behind
him. There he sat, maddened by the wounds, and with
such sore feet that he could hardly move.

“ Alack and alack !” he moaned and cried, “I am
caught, and shall never escape! Oh, woe is me! Alas !
alas !”’

The parson was the first to come up, but all the parish
were upon his heels, and then began such a whacking and
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shouting, such a groaning and roaring, as never was
heard before. Everyone had a blow at the poor Bear,
who at every stroke cried and roared the louder, whether
it hurt greatly or not, as most people do when they are
beaten. Everyone in the parish was there, but Lanfert
himself shouted louder than all, for he was a proud man,
and was glad of a chance to show the people how brave
and strong he was. His father was Marcob the Steeple-
maker, and Dame Podge of Casport was his mother, both
well-to-do people, and Master Lanfert was vain of his
good birth, and ever ready to come forward and make a
noise before his neighbours, and prove himself a greater
man than they.

But this could not go on for ever, and after the worst
blow of all—a stroke on the head with a staff swung by
Lanfert’s brother—Bruin made one great effort, and
sprang among the people so fiercely that he knocked
the wives over, and they rolled into the river near by.
Then a new shouting and crying began, and the Bear was
forgotten while every man rushed to save his wife.

Bruin was left lying on his back, but, once free from
his enemies, he did not stay there very long. Into the
water he sprang, and swam down the stream as fast as he
could go. © When the parson saw him, he set up a great
shouting after him to come back and be beaten, as he
deserved ; but Bruin took no more notice of this command
than to swim faster away.

“I have had enough beating for to-day, thank you,”
thought he. ““ Would I had never heard of that honey-
tree, where I have left my hood and ears. Ah, Master
Fox, I owe this to you! A pretty friend you shall find
me, I promise you !”’

Thinking these angry thoughts, he struggled on for
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two or three miles, and was then so weary that he had to
climb out on to the river-bank and lie down to rest. As
he lay there he groaned and growled, and abused his
nephew for bringing him to such a pass. Meanwhile
Reynard the Fox, before he made his escape from Lan-
fert’s yard, had taken one of the farmer’s fattest hens, and
put her in his wallet. Then he made off hastily by a
little path where he knew he would meet no one towards
the river. As he ran, though he was hot and weary, he
laughed and chuckled without ceasing, and was so full of
joy that he did not know what to do, thinking the Bear
must surely be dead by this time.

““ Aha, Uncle Bear !” said he, “ now I am safe! How
cleverly I have managed this business ! If ever I had an
enemy at Court, it was Bruin, and a nice tale of evil
deeds he would have told them if we had gone there
together. Well, he is dead now, and cannot speak
against me. Nobody knows how it happened, so I shall
get no blame for it. Have I not good reason to rejoice
and be merry ?”’  And he chuckled and laughed the more
as he ran, until he came in sight of the river.

What a sight met his eyes! There upon the bank lay
the very Bear whom he thought was dead. All Reynard’s
merriment was turned to anger. ‘“ What a fool that
farmer is !’ cried he, ““to lose such a chance! There is
no food so rich and good as Bears’ steaks, and there it
lay to his hand, and he has let it escape. Oh, the silly
blundering creature! May he never eat a good dinner
again !”

Grumbling and muttering in this way, he reached the
river-side, and drew near to poor Bruin, who lay sorely
wounded and wearied, and with a heart full of anger
towards his nephew.
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“ Welcome, good gentleman !I” Reynard cried scorn-
fully. ““ T hope you are feeling comfortable ?”’

“ Ah,” thought Bruin,  this is my cruel, crafty nephew
is it ?”” but he did not answer.

“ Have you forgotten anything at Lanfert’s ?”’ went on
the Fox. “ Have you paid him in full for the honey-
combs you stole from him ?  If you have not, it is a great
shame, and very dishonest behaviour on your part. I
would rather be your messenger and take payment to
him for you than let him go unpaid. Was not the honey
good ? I know where there is more of the same kind.
Dear uncle, do tell me why you are wearing such a strange
new hood ? The barber who shaved you has nipped off
your ears, I see. And your gloves are gone, too! Tell
me what it all means !”’

Bruin heard the Fox’s remarks, and grew more angry
every moment ; but he was too weary to answer him or
to fight him, so he made no answer, but rose up stiffly,
and let himself down again into the river, and swam
away to the far bank. There he sat and rested awhile,
and then rose again and scrambled along in misery and
suffering through the wood. So torn and wounded was
he that when he drew near to the Court at last, many
who saw him coming wondered what this strange Beast
might be.

The King was the first to know him. * This is my
good friend Bruin the Bear!” he cried, very much dis-
mayed. ““ What terrible adventures has he had? Who
has wounded him so sorely ? Surely he is nearly killed.
Where can he have been ?”

By this time Bruin had reached the King’s throne, and
began his pitiful story in these words : ““ Merciful lord
and King, I come to make a bitter complaint against
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that cruel Fox Reynard. See how he has treated me. I
pray you to punish him, for I have got all these grievous
wounds in your service. My gloves, my hood, and my
ear-caps are lost for ever, and I am nearly killed through
his false deceit and wickedness.”

“ Bruin, poor friend,” replied the King, in hot anger
and pity, “ I swear to you by my royal crown that I will
punish that wicked traitor as he deserves. How dare he
so treat my messengers ? Come, all my counsellors, we
must consider how to bring this fellow to justice and
punishment.”

Then all the wisest Beasts came and took counsel with
the King how Reynard the Fox should be brought to trial
for this and all his other sins. They talked long and
earnestly, and at last they chose Tybert the Cat to go
and fetch him.

“ Tybert is wise and sensible,” said they : “let him go
and fetch this traitor to justice.”

““ You are right, sirs,”” answered the King ; “ I will take
your advice. Come hither, Sir Tybert, and hear my will.
You are to go to Reynard, and say to him a second time
that I bid him come to Court to take his trial. He is
cruel to other Beasts, but he trusts you and thinks well
of you, and will take your advice, I have no doubt. Tell
him that if he does not come he shall have a third and
last warning ; and if he still refuses to come after that,
we shall show no mercy to him, nor to all his tribe. Let
him take this chance we give him to defend himself against
his accusers, or it will be the worse for him hereafter.”

“My Lord King,” Tybert made answer, “those who
have counselled you thus are no friends of mine. Of
what use would it be to send me on such an errand?
Reynard will not listen to me, nor take any notice of what
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Isay. Dear lord, I beg you to send someone else to fetch
him. T am little and weak. Bruin the Bear, who is big
and strong, could not bring him. How can I take in hand
what he has failed to do ?”

“ Nay, Sir Tybert,”” said the King, ““ it does not matter
that you are small. Many of the wisest are small in size,
and there are big and strong persons who have little
wisdom. You are not great, but you are wise, and craft
and cunning will serve you better than strength in this
matter.”

“ Your Majesty,” said Tybert, “ if you bid me, T must
obey. I bow to the King’s will. Let us hope I may be
able to do what you bid me. But I greatly fear that I
shall fare worse in this adventure than the Bear has,
who is both strong and wise.”

111
THE CAT'S ERRAND

YBERT was soon ready to start upon
his journey to Malepardus. He had
not gone far when he saw a swallow
flying by. ““ Welcome, gentle bird !”’
he called to it; ““ turn round and fly
on my right side, and bring me
good luck.”

But the bird, having no good
cause for doing what Tybert told him, and, moreover,
several reasons for distrusting such advice, went and sat
in a tree on the Cat’s left side.

Tybert was vexed and put out at this, for he was g great
believer in signs, and he now thought that the swallow
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had brought a warning to him that he would not meet
with success on his journey.

“ Alas I” he said to himself, “ I thought 1t would be
no use my going with this message, and here is a sign
that 1 was right. Here is the King’s Herald himself to
prove it. Nevertheless, I have given my word to the
King, so that I cannot turn back.” And he went on with
a heavy heart.

It did not take him very long to reach Malepardus,
for he went very swiftly through the woods, being small
and active. When he arrived at the Fox’s castle, he saw
Reynard himself standing alone before the door. Then
he trembled afresh, and his wisdom forsook him.

““ Good-evening, Reynard.” said he ; “ I greet you, and
wish you well. The King says he will be the death of you
if you do not come with me to Court.”

“ Tybert, my dear cousin,” answered Reynard, ““ you
are very welcome indeed. I wish you all the good in the
world.” Reynard did not feel the friendliness he showed,
as you shall see before very long, but he thought it wise
to begin on good terms.

““ Come, you shall be my visitor, Cousin Cat,” he went
on ; “you shall stay with me to-night. I will treat you
to the best I have, and to-morrow, early in the morning,
we will go to Court together. Dear cousin, I hope you
agree to this ? I have no relation whom I love and trust
as I do you. As for Bruin the Bear, he is a traitor. He
was so strong and looked so shrewdly at me, that I would
not have gone with him for anything you could give me.
But you are a very different person. I will gladly
go with you to-morrow if you will stay here for the
night.”

1 think we had better go now,” said Tybert, in some

116



Reynard the Fox

fear. “ The moon is so bright that it is as light as day :
I never saw more lovely weather.”

“ Nay, cousin,” said Reynard; ‘it is not wise to walk
by night. People may suspect us of evil doings. And
Beasts who would be friendly enough to us by day might
do us harm if they met us by night in the forest. Stay
with me to-night, and to-morrow we will go to Court.”

“ What shall we have to eat if we stay ?”’ asked Master
Tybert, who was hungry after his walk.

“ Indeed, there is very little here,” answered Reynard.
‘“ The best I have is a honeycomb. Will you have some
of that, dear cousin ? It is very good and sweet.”

“ A honeycomb is no food to me, Reynard,” replied
Tybert. “° Have you nothing else ? If you give me a
good fat mouse, I shall be contented.”

“ Dearest cousin,” cried Reynard, ‘ what next, I
wonder ? A fat mouse? Why, the parson who lives
near by has a barn so full of them that a man could not
carry them all away upon a waggon ! Many and many a
time have I heard him complaining of all the harm they
do to his stores.”

“ Oh, Reynard,” said Tybert, all trembling with eager-
ness, “if you will show me where this barn is, I will do
anything in the world for you !”’

“Is this true, Tybert ?” asked Reynard. “‘ Are you
really so fond of mice, or are you laughing at my poor
offers ?”

“Fond of them ?” cried Tybert. “ You ask me if I
am fond of mice ? Listen, Reynard : I love them better
than anything else in the world! Do you not know that
they are more delicate and sweet to taste than venison or
milk or custard ? If you will do well by me, and lead me
where these mice are, I will love you with all my heart.

1
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If you had slain my father and mother and all my family,
I would still love you if you gave me fat mice.”

“ You are making game of me, I think, Cousin Cat,”
said Reynard. ‘‘ Surely no one ever had so great a fancy
for mice as you say you have.”

“ Truly, Reynard,” cried the Cat, “ I do not make game
of you. The subject is far too serious for a jest. Indeed,
every word I spoke is true.”

“ Then, Tybert,” said Reynard, “ this very night, if
I chose, I could fill you with mice, as many as ever you
could swallow.”

“ Fill me, Reynard ? It would take many mice to do
that, I can tell you.”

“ Now you joke again, cousin,” said the Fox. “ How
shall T know if you are in earnest or jest ?”

““ Reynard,” cried Tybert, ““ how often must I tell you
that this is no object for jesting ? I tell you this: that if
I had a fat mouse now, and you offered me its weight in
gold, I would not give it up to you.”

“1 must believe you, Tybert,” Reynard said gravely.
““T can see that you are really in earnest. Come, let us
be off together. I will take you to the barn where these
mice are, and then leave you.”

“ Dear cousin,” answered Tybert, “ I will go with you
wherever you shall take me. This is indeed a solemn
quest.”

“Very solemn indeed, cousin,” said Reynard. *‘ Let
us go now, and delay no further : we have talked too long
already.”

Away they went, Reynard in front, with Tybert close
behind, full of merry thoughts about the feast in store for
him. The parson’s barn was set within a high mud wall,
put this was no bar to the Fox. The night before he had
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broken in and stolen the parson’s best fat hen, and the
parson in anger had set a snare in the hole the Fox had
made, to catch him if he came again. Master Reynard
knew this very well, and as he had served Bruin, so he
meant to serve Tybert.

“ Come, cousin,’”’ said he, “creep in here. The hole
leads into the barn. I made it myself, so I should know.
It will not be long before you are catching mice as fast as
you know how to do it. Hark how they squeak and
sing ! I will wait here, and you can come out and join me
when you have had as many as you want. I will do you
a kindness to-night, and to-morrow you shall do me one,
and journey with me to the Court. Come, Tybert, make
haste, good cousin! Why are you so slow? My wife is
waiting for us all this time, and has supper ready. 1
shall be glad to get home for the night.”

“ Reynard,” said Tybert, “ are you quite sure this is
safe ? Do you promise me I shall come to no harm ?
I am half afraid to enter this hole.”

“ Ha-ha, Tybert!”” laughed Reynard; ‘I never thought
to see my brave cousin in a fright! Why, what is the
matter ? I tell you I made the hole myself.”

Tybert, ashamed of his fears, waited no longer, but
sprang into the hole quickly, where he was at once caught
in the snare, as Reynard had planned. He gave a wild
jump backward, but too late to escape, for the snare
tightened and held him fast. Then began a fine outcry
and noise, Tybert screaming and miauling in great terror
and anger, and Reynard laughing as gaily as a peal of
bells.

“ Tybert !” he called, “ do you still love mice? Are
they fat ones, and good to taste ? I wish you were friends
with the parson and his wife’; they are kind folk, and
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would bring you some sauce for your dinner! Ho,
Tybert | how you sing ! Isit Court manners to sing while
you dine? I am glad to know. I wish Isegrim were
beside you with all my heart, for he has done me many
an ill turn.”

Poor Tybert could not so much as turn his head in the
snare, but he cried and yelled so loudly that the noise
came to the ears of the parson’s son Martinet.

““ Here is the thief who stole the fat hen!”’ cried he.
““ Come, rouse up, everyone. We will give him what he
deserves !”’

Hearing his son cry out these words, the parson
wakened from his sleep, and roused all the household, cry-
ing, “ The Fox is caught! The Fox is in the trap !”’

All the people from the house came running, clad only
in their nightshirts. Martinet was first, and belaboured
poor Tybert so heavily with his great stick that he blinded
one of the Cat’s eyes. But in their haste to punish the
thief, they came too near to Tybert, who was wild with
rage and fear, and sprang upon the parson’s bare legs, and
drove all his teeth and claws into them. So terribly was
the parson hurt that he fell down in a swoon.

“Alas! alas!” cried Dame Jullock, his wife, “ my
husband is killed "’ And she and all the rest turned from
Tybert to raise up the parson and carry him to his bed,
forgetting the poultry thief.

Reynard, hearing all the outcry, thought Tybert was
certainly killed and done for, and, after another hearty
laugh, he ran away to his castle of Malepardus. But
Tybert, though he was sorely beaten and had lost the
sight of one eye, was still alive and strong. So soon as
he saw all the people busy around the parson, he began
to bite and gnaw the snare asunder, until at last he tore
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himself free. Then, with a mighty spring, he was outside
the wall, and well on his way to the King’s Court, miauling
and crying all the way.

It was dark night when he set out, and morning had
come before his journey was done. At sunrise he came
at last to the Court, and a poor figure he cut before all
the assembled Beasts. One eye was blinded, and his neat

““ Tybert tove himself free.”

fur was torn and rubbed the wrong way. Never was cat
in a worse plight than poor Tybert when he came before
the King. He could not speak, he was so weary, but lay
down and closed his one eye, and all the Beasts came
round him and pitied him. “Is this indeed Neighbour
Tybert ?”’ they said; and, “ Alas! how he is sore
wounded ! And they made lamentation over him, and
were full of sympathy and anger against Reynard. But
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of what use were kind words to poor Tybert? No
number of them could bring back his lost eye. He must
go half blind all his days.

The King was more angry than all his Court, for now
he had sent two messengers, and they had both been
deceived and cruelly used. Once again he summoned
his council together to inquire as to the best means of
bringing Reynard the Fox to justice.

IV

Tue BADGER’S ERRAND

HEN the council were met together,
Grimbart the Badger, who was the
Fox’s sister’s son, stood up and spoke
fair words.

“ My lords, this is a simple matter
enough that we are here to settle.
However bad my uncle may be, it
cannot be hard to punish him as he
deserves. The custom is that a wrongdoer must be
three times summoned before the Court. Let us, then,
treat Reynard the Fox as we should treat any other Beast,
and summon him again by messenger. If he does not
choose to answer the summons, it shall be his last chance
to defend himself against the charges you bring against
him. He must be judged without trial, and found guilty
of all. For if he were innocent, he would not refuse to
say so, and to come before the King at the third sum-
mons.”’

“ Grimbart,” said the King, “ you know the law and
speak it wisely. But methinks it is not a wise Beast we
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need now, but the biggest fool on earth. For who but
a fool will take the third summons, having seen what
has befallen their neighbours on the same quest? I
care too well for my subjects to send another on such a
bootless journey. I will call no other messenger by name.
Let Reynard be judged, and his punishment settled. He
deserves no third summons, nor that any of you should
suffer for him ; but if anyone is fool enough to take the
message unbidden, let him go and try if he can bring
the Fox back with him.”

“ My Lord King,” solemnly answered Grimbart, ‘ here
is a fool who will go. With your Majesty’s leave, I
myself will take the third summons, and it will go ill with
me if I do not bring Reynard to answer it before much time
has passed.”

“ Go, then, Sir Grimbart,” said the King, ““ and look
well to yourself that you do not suffer as your neighbours
have suffered. Let me tell you, you will need all your
wits to keep you unharmed.”

So Grimbart the Badger went forth, unbidden, in the
cause of justice ; and this is how he fared on his quest.

Away went Master Badger by way of the wood-paths
on his journey, and so swiftly he went that it was not
long before he came to the castle of Malepardus. There
he found the gates set open, and Reynard and his wife,
Dame Ermeline, playing with their children very pleas-
antly, and looking as though they had not a care in the
world.

“ Good-day to you, uncle and aunt,” cried their nephew
cheerfully. “ What a happy family you appear ! and how
handsome and well grown my young cousins seem to be !
It is worth a long journey to come upon so pleasant a
sight at the end of it.”” For Grimbart thought to himself
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that nothing would be lost and much might be gained by
fair words.

Kindly greetings passed between them, and when the
Badger was seated and somewhat rested, he led the talk
round to Court doings. “ And, good uncle,” quoth he,
“ I hope you may not be doing yourself an injury by stay-
ing away in your country place just now. There are
many at Court who are your enemies, and if you do not
care to defend your character from their attacks upon it,
be sure they will gain a hearing in time, for silence is no
advocate. Here are your foes accusing you of this and
that in full Court, and no one is there to say a word in
your favour, for a crowd makes cowards, and we, your
friends, dare not speak. Would you not be wiser to come
and plead your cause before the King ? I come as the
third messenger, and I have good reason for believing
that T shall be the last sent to you. If you refuse to
answer the summons this time, I will not hide from you
that the Council have sworn to show you no mercy. In
a few days your house will be besieged on all sides, and
you will be taken, with your wife and little ones. Then
they will set up a gallows before your gate, and hang you
upon it, every one. Pray, then, uncle, come with me to
Court, and prove your innocence of all these foul charges
against your honour. Your wit and wisdom will serve
you there better than here. I will stake my life upon it
that you will plead so well and wisely that you will be
found guilty of none of these things, and all your enemies
shall be put to open shame. You have done better things
than this often enough. What fear you now ?”

This long and sensible speech was not without effect
upon Reynard, who was also flattered by the Badger’s

remarks about his cleverness.
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“ In truth, Nephew Grimbart,” said he,  you put the
case very much more sensibly than the others who urged
me to come to Court. They were stupid Beasts, but you
have some of the family wits about you, I can see. I
think, upon the whole, it will be best for me to go with
you to Court, as nobody there seems to have enough
sense to speak for me. I have little doubt that all will be
well when I have said a few words myself to the King.
I may have enemies, but everyone knows that the Council
could never get on without me. Wherever a great Court
1s gathered together, with Kings and noble lords, needing
sound and good advice, I and my tribe are called upon
to give it. All the wisest laws were made by me. I am
the King’s right hand, and well he knows it. Naturally,
I cannot but feel somewhat heavy of heart when I find
how many enemies I have. Wise and great though I may
be, I cannot deny that one against so many is heavy
odds. Well, if I am beaten after all, let it be so. The
King is greater than I am, and his will must settle this
affair. It is better for me to go and answer for myself
than to put my whole family in danger.”

Then Reynard turned to his wife, and bade her an
affectionate farewell. “ If I have good fortune,” said he,
“I shall soon return to you. Meanwhile, I leave my
children in your care. Look well to them, for I love them
as well as any father can love his children. My eldest
son, Reynardine, grows so like me in subtlety that I hope
he may follow in my footsteps and be as famous as his
father. Russel, too, 1s growing a cunning thief, I am
proud to see. They are fine boys, and will be brave
robbers in time.”

Thus, with grave words, the Fox took leave of his
family, and departed from them, leaving his poor wife full
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of sorrow ; for now that Reynard was gone, who should go
hunting and robbing to get food for the house ? Her family
was large and hungry, and Dame Ermeline saw before
her a hard task to keep them well supplied with fresh meat.

Reynard and Grimbart set off together in a very
friendly manner. They had not gone far when the Fox
began to talk of repentance and to mourn over his past
misdeeds.

“ 1 would I had nothing upon my mind, good Grim-
bart,” said he. ‘I should get on better at Court if I had
never done many of the things I now remember. I think
it would do me good to tell you all the wrong things I
may have done : it will be a relief to me, and I shall go
upon my way more cheerfully.”

““ Tell away, uncle,” replied Grimbart. “ Your stories
will while away the time, and if I can ease your mind by
listening, I shall be very happy to do so.”

Then Reynard began to recount his misdeeds ; and so
many were they, and so bad, that they lasted a great
while in the telling.

““T have behaved badly to all the Beasts that live,”
sighed the Fox, “ especially to Bruin the Bear, who is
my uncle. I got him caught in a tree and well beaten
not long ago, so that he lost his gloves and hood. Tybert
the Cat, too, I deceived with a promise of mice, so that
he jumped into a snare and nearly lost his life there.
Then, Chanticleer the Cock has suffered very much at
my hands, for he had a fine family of children, of whom
I have eaten most. I have even spoken against the King
and Queen, and some of the things I said of them were
so bad that they will not soon be forgotten among their
subjects. And the Wolf Isegrim I have ill-treated
worse than all the rest, and oftener than I can tell. You
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may have heard me call him uncle, but he is no rela-
tion of mine. I called him so to flatter and deceive him.
Once I told him I would make him a bell-ringer. He
loved the sound of bells, and was willing to learn. So
I tied his feet to the bell-rope in the church tower, and set
him swinging, so that the bell tolled louder than it ever
had before, and all the folk came running to see what was
happening ! Poor Isegrim got a sound beating that time,
when they found him there; I thought he would have
died of it.”

“I wonder that you laugh, uncle,” said Grimbart.
“ These are sad tales you tell. But go on.”

“ Nephew,” cried Reynard, “I was weeping, not
laughing. My shoulders shake with grief when I call
these things to mind. Listen awhile, and I will tell you
some more sad tales, and it will be a strange thing if
you do not weep with me when you hear them. T got
Isegrim many another beating—once at the fish-ponds,
where I set him to catch fish ; and once at a rich man’s
house, where good bacon was to be had. That is a fine
story if you like ! I often went to this house myself for
a meal, and I had a hole in the pantry wall, and made
Isegrim creep in. He was pleased enough when he found
the tubs of beef and flitches of bacon, but I changed his
pleasure to sorrow. I left him feeding, and ran to the
rich man’s house and into his hall, where he sat at dinner
with a great fowl on a dish before him as big as a pig.
I snatched the fowl from the dish, and off T sped as
fast as my feet would carry me. Then began a fine hue
and cry ! If I laugh, nephew, it is at the remembrance
of that chase, not because I do not repent. The rich
man threw his knife after me, but I was too quick for him !
Away we went—I first, carrying the fat hen, then the rich
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man, and after him all his household, shouting out, ‘ Kill
him ! kill him !’  But they did not kill me, nor touch me,
for I led them to where Isegrim was, and there I threw
the fowl down, and slipped aside to a safe place; and
when they came up they all set upon the Wolf, thinking
him the thief. They set upon him with sticks and staves
and heavy stones, and when he lay like one dead they
tied a rope to him, and dragged him over the rough roads
to a ditch outside the village, and there they threw him
in. He lay there all night, and how he ever got out is
a mystery to me ; but he did get out. Are you weeping,
nephew ? Not yet ? Well, I will tell you some more.
Once I told him I would show him where seven fat hens
and a cock sat on a perch waiting to be eaten. There
was a little trap-door above a ladder in the hen-house
wall, and I bade him climb up before me. When we got
up I told him to creep in and seize his prey, and he went
forward, laughing. But when he had put his fore-paws
in and felt about, he called back to me that I was making
fun of him, and there was nothing there. ‘ Uncle,” said I,
‘ those who used to sit by the door I have swallowed
myself ; the others are farther away, and if you want
them you must go inside and find them.” Isegrim ven-
tured inside upon the narrow perch, and I gave him a
little push, so that he fell down to the floor of the hen-
house with such noise and clatter that everyone who
slept at the farm was awakened by it. They came
rushing out, and were not long in finding the Wolf, who
was half stunned by the fall. What a beating he had that
time ! He must be as tough as leather to survive it !”

“TIs that all, uncle ?”’ asked Grimbart. “ Have you
nothing else to confess ?”’

“ Upon my word, nephew,” replied the Fox, “ I may as
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well stop now as at any time. If T begin telling you
every one of my ill deeds, we should not finish before we
got to Court. Besides, you are my nephew, and it is not
fitting that I should put such wickedness into your head.
I may have been an ill friend to some, but I hope I am
always a good uncle to you.”

“ Uncle, you puzzle me,” said Grimbart ; “ T do not
know whether you are joking or not. These are horrible
tales, and while you tell them you roll your eyes so slyly,
and make a chuckling noise as though you were laughing
all the time.”

*“ Dear nephew,” cried Reynard, ““ you misjudge me.
I rolled my eyes to see if you were listening to me, and
what you took for chuckling was merely a choking in my
throat. T repent very sorely, and to prove it T will give
myself any punishment you like to suggest.”

Grimbart thought very gravely for some moments,
and then broke a branch from a tree near by. ‘ Uncle,”
said he, ““ take this rod, and strike yourself with it three
times. Then lay it down upon the ground, and jump
over it three times, without stumbling or bending your
legs. Then pick it up and kiss it, to show that you truly
repent and accept punishment with thankfulness.”

Reynard had much ado not to smile again at his
nephew’s gravity, but he managed to look sorrowful as he
obeyed Grimbart’s directions, taking very good care at the
same time to hit the air very hard and his own coat quite
softly. When the punishment was over Grimbart spoke
solemnly again. “1 see you are really repentant,
uncle,” said he. ‘““ Now you must resolve only to do good
in future. Leave off all your wicked ways, and spend your
life in charity, kindliness, and peace. This is your only

means of atoning for all your wrongdoings.”
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“ You speak truly, Grimbart,” said Reynard, rolling
his eyes piously. ‘‘ Such is my intention and wish.” So
they journeyed onward, with serious conversation, until
they came to a meadow where a great number of geese,
hens, and ducks were walking and feeding. The sight
was too much for Reynard. He made a great spring,
and seized a fat duck by the neck ; but the feathers came
off in his mouth, and the bird escaped.

“ Uncle, uncle !” shrieked Grimbart, “ what are you
thinking of ? Surely you have taken leave of your senses !
Where are your good resolutions that you made such a
short time ago ?”

“ Truly, dear nephew,” said Reynard sadly, “I had
forgotten them. I repent, and will never behave so any
more.”’

But as they went on their way he cast many longing
glances over his shoulder at the poultry, and wished his
nephew were out of the way. It is no easy thing to shake
off the customs of a lifetime, and Reynard began to feel
very uneasy in his new character, and to lick his lips
and sigh as he went farther and farther from the fat birds.

Grimbart, noticing these backward glances, spoke more
severely than before.

“ Fie upon you, false Reynard ! I see where your eyes
wander, in spite of all your talk of repentance.”’

“ Nephew Badger,” said the Fox crossly, ““ you deceive
yourself, and are unjustly suspicious. I was deep in
good thoughts, and your chatter disturbs me. Pray
keep silence while I say a hymn to myself, and repent in
my heart of all the mischief I have done. Remember,
you are only a youth, and should keep silence unless you
are spoken to.”

“ Well, uncle,” replied Grimbart, “ it may be so, but
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your glances and sighs made me think otherwise. No
doubt I was wrong.”

Thus they continued on their way in silence, and by-
and-by they came in sight of the Court. Then, indeed, did
Reynard begin to repent in good earnest, and to wish that
his past life had not been so full of misdeeds.

*“ Alas |” he thought, “ T have had plenty of enjoyment,
but I fear T must pay a heavy price for it.”

And as every step brought him nearer to his trial, he
hung his head and felt sick at heart,

v
THE Fox AT COURT

1JHEN the news got about among the
Beasts that Reynard and Grimbart
had arrived at Court, every one of
them prepared some complaint
against the Fox, and. many were the
angry looks and muttered words that
met the traveller’s ears. But Rey-
nard was wise enough to hold his
head high and wear an innocent look before the world,
His heart quaked within him, but to see him come to
Court you would have thought he was the King’s own
son, who feared nothing, and had nothing to fear. His
bearing was gallant, and he walked up the highway to
where the King sat upon his throne as though his mind
was as clear of evil as any in the world. Before the
throne he stopped, and made a low bow. Then, standing
fearlessly in the open space, he greeted his Sovereign
with fair and subtle words.
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“ Greeting, most gracious King!” said he. “ May all
your undertakings prosper, and good fortune and blessing
sit with you upon the throne! Your Majesty has no
more faithful and loving subject than myself, though I
know well that my enemies at Court have tried to prove
otherwise. I have been your servant all my life, and so
I shall die. There are many here who seek to do me harm,
but I know your Majesty’s wisdom too well to think that
their false tales have any weight with you. You have
ever scorned liars and flatterers, and it is not to be sup-
posed that you will now begin to listen to their evil
counsels. Such wicked ones as they are will reap their
reward in due time, and we honest and true men need not
fear their ill will.”

“ Peace, Reynard !” said the King gravely; “ I know
only too well where to find lies and flattery. Your fair
words will do you no good. As you say, I have ever
scorned flatterers, and it is not likely that my mind
will now change towards them. Answer me this :
Have you lived in peace with your fellows since I com-
manded that peace should be kept through all my
realm ?”

At these words Chanticleer could no longer keep silence,
but raised his voice shrilly, crying : “ Peace, my Lord
King ? What have I lost by this peace ?”” and then fell
to weeping again.

““Gilence, Chanticleer,” commanded the King. “1I
will deal with this traitor myself. Hearken, Reynard,
to my words,” he went on. “ You say you have ever been

my most faithful subject. How have you treated my

messengers that I have sent toyou 7 Here are Tybert the

Cat and Bruin the Bear, both covered with sore wounds,

to prove your wicked ways. They make no complaint,
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but they suffer silently. To-day you shall answer with
your life for these sins you have committed.”

“ My Lord King,” cried the Fox, “ how shall T answer
for all the wounds your subjects show ? If your Majesty
employed Bruin upon a message, and he chose to neglect
it to go stealing honey at the carpenter’s yard, and there
suffered punishment, what is that to do with me ? If
he wanted revenge, why did he not take it himself ? He
Is strong and big enough to defend himself. As for
Tybert, I received him with friendship, and made him
welcome ; yet, against my advice and wishes, he stole
into the parson’s barn to catch mice. If he lost his eyes
or even his life there, why am I to blame? I am not
his guardian; I could only advise, not order, him to
keep out of harm’s way. Nay, my lord, I am innocent
of all these things. Your Majesty is great and mighty ;
I am poor and weak. If it is the King’s pleasure to kill
me, I must die, whether justly or unjustly. I am your
servant ; my only strength is in your justice and mercy.
To these I appeal, as none have yet appealed in vain.
Yet if it be your Majesty’s will that I shall die; then'‘do T
accept it humbly. I can say no more. But yet I cannot
think it a worthy thing for so great a King to wreak his
vengeance upon a subject so small.”

As the Fox finished his speech, a great crowd of Beasts
came pushing forward in their eagerness to be heard, all
callingiupon the King and beseeching him to listen to their
complaints. Bellin the Ram and Dame Olway, his wife,
cried, ““ Hear us, O King,” and Tybert the Cat and Chan-
ticleer repeated their cry. And Isegrim the Wolf, Ky-
ward the Hare, Brunel the Goose, the Boar, the Camel
and the Panther. the Weasel, the Kid and the Goat,
Baldwin the Ass, Bortle the Bull, Hamel the Ox, and all
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the rest, brought so many and such bitter complaints
against him that Reynard was made prisoner, and
summoned to his trial then and there.

The King’s Council being assembled and waiting, Rey-
nard was led before them, and the trial began. It was
a long business, for nearly every Beast had some accusa-
tion to bring against the prisoner. Most of these charges
were very terrible, but Reynard had an answer for every
one, so that it appeared as though the talking would
never be finished. Indeed, it seemed at times as if the
craft and wisdom of the Fox must triumph, so subtly
did he twist the questions and answers to his own advan-
tage. But the complaints were too many and too plainly

“true for this to happen. When every witness had been
heard, and all the evidence examined, it was time to pro-
nounce judgment ; and Reynard, in spite of all he could
say, was condemned to death. The sentence was that
he should be hanged by his neck, and when Reynard heard
it, he lost heart at last, and hung his head in anger and
sorrow. None of his lies had served to save him, though
he had argued better than all his accusers.

Grimbart, his nephew, and a few of his other relations
took leave of him sadly, and left the Court, that they might
not be there to see him die. The King saw them go, and
thought to himself that here was something in favour of
Reynard.

“ Though the Fox is bad enough in many ways,”
thought he, “ yet there must be some good in him if these
good Beasts mourn his fate so deeply. It behoves us
to think well over this matter before we send him to his
death.”

While the noble Lion was turning over these things in
his mind, Tybert the Cat cried out upon the Bear and the

134



Reynard the Fox

Wolf for delaying so long about the business of hanging
Reynard.

“ Sir Bruin and Sir Isegrim,” said he, “ why are you so
slow ? It is nearly night already, and if the darkness
comes before we hang him, it is certain we shall not find
him waiting for us when it is gone! There are many
ways of escape all round us in the bushes and hedges,
and 1f Reynard once gets away, he is a great deal too clever
to let us catch him again. If he is to be hanged, do it
now, and get it over quickly.”

“ There is a gallows near at hand,” answered Isegrim ;
and as he spoke he gave a sigh, for he had a soft heart in
spite of all his sufferings.

““ Isegrim, you are afraid,” taunted Tybert. “ Do you
not want him hanged ? Did he not have both your
brothers hanged ? Justice should make you wish to
punish him quickly instead of making delays.”

“ Your anger blinds your reason, Sir Cat,” growled
Isegrim. “ We would hang him fast enough if we had a
rope, but where is one to be found that is both long and
strong enough for the business ?”’

“ Come, neighbours!” said Reynard, who had long
kept silence. ““ Has not Tybert got the very rope that
nearly hanged him at the parson’s house? He climbs
well and swiftly ; let him run with it up the tree and put
an end to my pain quickly. Isegrim and Bruin, this is
pleasant work indeed, that two uncles should hang their
nephew ! I wish I had not lived to see it, and I shall be
glad when I can look no more on such cowardly deeds.
Make haste and do your work, since you are determined
upon it. Had you not better go in front to lead me,
Bruin 7 And Isegrim can follow close behind, so that
I cannot escape !”
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“ I am glad to hear you speak sense for once,” replied
Bruin shortly ; and Isegrim commanded his party to lead
Reynard to the hanging-place. They took the Fox by
his feet and his beard, and set forth ; and as they went
Reynard spoke sadly and solemnly, while he rolled his
eyes from side to side to see who listened, and what heed
they gave to his words.

“ Oh, dear uncle,” sighed he, ““ what sorrow you bring
upon yourself by serving me thus! Do you love to see
me suffer 7 I would pay you with mercy were I free, but
I am fast prisoner, and you may do with me what you will.
I cannot escape. If my dear aunt, the Wolf’s wife, could
but see me now, she would beg my freedom for old affec-
tion’s sake. Bruin and Tybert, I leave my revenge to
justice. Do your worst, and do it quickly. I can but
die once, and my greatest sorrow now is that I have lived
so long as to see this shameful day, and the cruelty of my
own kin. I fear not death. I saw my father die, and I
would I were dead too.”

“ Come, neighbours,” was all the Bear’s answer,  we
do no good by delaying.” And they hastened to the
place where evil-doers were put to death. Tybert, Ise-
grim, and Bruin led Reynard ; and the rest, with the King
and Queen and all the Court, followed after to see justice
done upon so evil a Beast.

But Reynard’s subtle wits were again at work planning
how he might escape from death, revenge himself upon
his enemies, and bring the King to take his part against
them.

“The King may be angered against me, and many
others too, and with good enough reason,” he thought,
“ but they shall find me a good friend 1f I escape, and be
glad enough to ask my counsel. However wise they are,
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I 'am wiser, and I am born to rise higher in the world than
a gallows can raise me.”

“Sir Bruin,” said the Wolf, ““ remember your hood
and gloves: here is your chance for revenge. Now,
Tybert, you are the lightest and quickest : climb up the
tree, and bind the cord fast to that high bough with strong
knots : it is your turn to pay back some of all the pain
Reynard has caused you. Bruin, see that he does not
escape ; hold him fast. I will help to set the ladder up.”

*“ Do so, Neighbour Wolf,” replied Bruin ; “ T have him
fast.” ~

Then spoke Reynard again in melancholy tones.

“ Now is my heart heavy, and the fear of death is upon
me. In a little while I shall be gone. My lord the King
and dear Queen, grant me this one boon before you send
me from the world. Let me now make open confession
of all my past sins, that all may hear me and know how
truly I repent. I shall die easier when I have rid my
conscience of this burden.”

All who stood by and heard these sad words were filled
with pity for the prisoner, lately so free and strong, now
bound and helpless.

“ Hear him, O King,” they entreated ; and the King
said : ““ Your request is granted. Speak on.”

Then Reynard’s heart leaped for joy, for he thought :
“If a few words can so move them, what shall many
do ?” And he sighed, and put on his most grievous and
solemn air, and showed the whites of his eyes, so that all
wept to see him.

“ You who are mine enemies, and whom, alas! I have
often wronged,” he began, “listen to the story of my
youth, and how I was first tempted to sin. When I was
young I was one of the best children (though I scorn to
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boast of this) that could be found in the kingdom. My
playfellows were the innocent lambs, and many were the
happy games and gambols we had together. I was so
long with them that at last I bit one, and tasted his blood.
After that I thirsted for another taste, until I could bear
it no longer. So it came about that I heard some kids
bleating in a field, and I ran to them and slew two in my
haste, and ate them. Was it not my nature, and the
nature of all who hear me, to slay fresh meat and eat it ?
I grew big and strong, and fed upon fowls and geese.
Wherever I came upon poultry I slew them and feasted,
until I grew so fierce that I was ready to kill and eat
whatever Beast I met. It was then that I first met
Isegrim, and became his comrade, which to-day I griev-
ously repent, for from him I learned all evil ways. It
was winter when I met him, when he was hiding under a
tree for warmth, and he greeted me friendly, and told me
he was my uncle. We swore good fellowship together,
and set out in company upon our wanderings. He stole
the great things, and I the small, and we shared and shared
alike. But Isegrim was ever selfish, and managed that
the small share was mine : I never got half my fair due.
So I'learned to distrust all Beasts, for he was my comrade,
and yet he deceived me. When he got a calf or a ram, he
would make opportunity to quarrel with me and drive
me away, so that he might eat it all. And if his prey was
an ox or a cow, then he called his wife and seven children to
the feast, and so merrily did they feed that it was not often
I got more than a bone for my share. And all this time he
bade me be contented and thankful : he was ever ready with
good advice, as he is to-day ! Nevertheless, I bear him
no ill-will, for my need was not so great. I had somuch
gold and silver that seven waggons would not carry it.”
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Now, when the King heard Reynard speak of so much
treasure, he began to feel a desire for it, and asked the
Fox where he had disposed of such great riches.

“My Lord King,” said Reynard, “ it was stolen from
me. Yet I do not mourn, for if it had not been so it
would have cost your Majesty your life. You would have
been murdered. I am thankful that things have turned
out as they have, for what comfort would my riches be
to me if my King were dead ?”

The Queen was greatly moved by these words, for she
loved her husband truly, and trembled to hear that his
life had been in so great danger.

“ What is this, Reynard ?” she cried. ‘° What terrible
tale have you to unfold ? Let us hear it, and see that
you speak the whole truth, as you wish to be forgiven.”

VI
THE Fox 1S PARDONED

ITH a sorrowful countenance, Rey-
nard answered the Queen’s words.
“ Your Majesty, I am very near to
death, and it is not right that my last
words on earth should be such as
will betray other sinners. Rather
should I have mercy, and say
nothing. But if the King wills it, T
must speak on, though it is to my great grief ; for these evil
Beasts are among my own kinsmen, and I shrink from
betraying them, however they deserve punishment.”
“ Reynard,”’ said the King sadly, ““ is this true indeed ?”’
“ It 1s true, my lord,” answered the Fox. “ Would
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that it were not so. Think you that I would wish to die
with falsehood upon my lips ?” And as he spoke he
trembled and shook, as though his grief and shame were
too heavy for him.

“ Husband,” said the Queen, ““we must hear him.
Bid him speak on and fear nothing. He shall have no
blame, whatever he tells us. Is it not so ? See how he
trembles, and have pity on him.”

“ Wife,” answered the King, “it shall be so. Let
there be silence among all present, while Reynard tells his
Galel

“ What the King wills is my will,” replied Reynard.
*“ Let there besilence. I have no choice but to tell openly
of this treason against our lord’s life. I will tell all and
keep nothing back, nor spare any guilty Beasts whose
names are known to me. It is the King’s will. First
I appeal to my dear nephew and trusty friend Grimbart,
who has ever helped me in my need, to bear me out in
all T say, that it is the truth, and nothing but the truth.”

This Reynard said that the listeners might give more
heed to his tale to believe it, for Grimbart was known to be
honest among them all. Then he went on with his story
in these words :

“ My father had found our late King’s treasures hidden
in a pit, and he took them for himself, and was rich and
powerful. And as time went on he became more and
more proud, and despised those Beasts who before had
been his companions. He began to be envious of those
in high place, and to covet great position in the land for
himself. So he made a plot against the King’s life, as
you shall hear. He sent for Tybert the Cat, and bade
him go into the forest of Arden and find Bruin, and tell
him that if he would take his part he should be King in
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the Lion’s place. Now, Bruin had long wished for this
very thing, and he came gladly enough to take sides with
my father. Then they sent for other wise Beasts—Ise-
grim the Wolf, and my nephew Grimbart (alas! that
I should have to say this!), and these, with Tybert, held
council all the long night in a place lying between the
villages of Gaunt and Elfe. Between them they swore
there to put the King to death for the sake of my father’s
riches. Hearken now, and hear what befell. The four
together swore upon Isegrim’s crown to make Bruin a
lord, and then to bring him to Aachen and set the King’s
crown upon his head, and put him upon the Lion’s throne,
to be King over all the country. And if any should
disagree with their plans, my father was to drive him out
of the land, and take all his riches from him, and turn him
forth a poor beggar.

“ But these evil plans were not to meet with success.
Grimbart, my nephew, being drunken and foolish with
wine, told the secret to his wife, Dame Slopecade, who
was always a great gossip. The next time the Dame
took a walk with my wife upon the heath, out it all came,
though she made my wife promise and swear that nothing
should ever make her repeat it to any living soul. But
my wife was not much less of a gossip and a chatterbox
than Dame Slopecade herself, and very soon I had the
whole story repeated to me upon promise of secrecy.
When I heard the horrible tale, and knew it to be true
by reason of all the proof she was able to give me, my heart
became heavy as lead and cold as ice, and every hair
on all my body stood straight up on end. I thought of
the old tale of the Frogs and their King: how they
complained that they had no King, but were a free people,
with no one to guide them. Then a King came to them.
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But he was a Stork, who ate up a great many of them,
so that they cried out more than ever, and begged for
freedom again ; but it was too late. Once bound, always
bound, as the saying is. And I thought how the like
might happen to us, and was full of sorrow and fear,
My Lord King, your Majesty cannot guess nor imagine all
I suffered for your sake. I knew Bruin the Bear to be a
thief and murderer, and dreaded lest we should all be at
his mercy. It seemed to me a terrible thing that one so
cruel and wicked should take the place of our noble, just,
and righteous King. In all the world there never was, nor
is, so great and wise and highly-born a Sovereign as the
Lion, and the Bear has more evil deeds of his own and his
ancestors’ to remember than any other Beast of us all.
S0 I thought and considered and pondered long and
anxiously how I might avert this dreadful thing, and put
a stop to my father’s evil schemes to make a King of a
traitor and a thief. I prayed earnestly that the King
might be strong and prosperous and live long, and always
I went in sore fear and dread of what might befall him.
Then I thought that if my father lost his treasure, and had
nothing to bribe his friends with, they would give up their
plans. So I set to work to discover where his treasure lay
hidden. Ispent all my time hiding, and watching my father
as he went about in the woods and the bushes, and in the
fields. Wherever he cast his eye I cast mine, and kept the
closest watch upon him by night and by day. Well,
one day, when I was lying flat on the ground and well
hidden, I saw my father come running out of a hole.
He stopped and looked all round him to find if anyone
saw him, but he did not see me close by. Then he began
to cover over the hole with sand, and smooth it down
to look like all the ground around it, and wherever his
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footsteps left marks in the sand he brushed them away
with his tail, so that no one should see where he had
been. He even licked some places to make them lie
smooth. I wept as I watched him, for it was sad to me
to find how sly and false my father had become. When
he had made all tidy, he ran off to the village upon some
business or other, and I leaped out from my hiding-place,
and ran to the hole, and scratched and scraped my way
in. There I found such plenty of silver and gold as I
had never dreamed of in all my life. There is no one here,
though he is the oldest among you, who has ever seen the
like. I ran for my wife Ermeline, and together we worked
and toiled at moving the treasure to another place. We
rested not by night nor by day until we had moved it all
away to a hole under a deep hawthorn hedge near by our
home. All this time my father was with his friends, and
little thought that his treasure was gone. They wrote
letters to all the tribes, telling them that whoever would
join their forces should be well paid by Bruin the Bear.
And my father ran about with the letters, and went on
many a long and weary journey to deliver them safely.
At last he had been to all parts of the country, and re-
turned to the Bear and his fellows, and told them of the
perils he had been through by reason of the hunters,
who with their great hounds had chased him wellnigh
to death. Then he showed them the answers to the
letters he had taken, and they were much pleased. For
not counting the Bears, the Foxes, the Cats, and the
Badgers, there were twelve hundred of Isegrim’s tribe
who swore that they would come to help the Bear directly
he sent a messenger to fetch them. All they asked in
return was that they might have a month’s wages before
they set off on the adventure. I was glad to hear that,
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for I knew how it would be when the time came for paying
wages. My father went off then to his treasure-place,
and when he came there, he found it broken open and all
his store of gold and silver gone. His anger and dis-
appointment were so great that he died of vexation upon
the spot. Thus the plot came to an end, and all through
my doing. Yet what good fortune have my deeds brought
to, me 2, There are theitraitors Isegrim rand  Bruin “in
high ‘office at Court and in the King’s confidence, while
I am treated as a prisoner and a traitor, and have neither
thanks nor reward. I gave my own father in the King's
service. Your Majesty, I ask you, have you many
subjects that would so serve you ?”

“ Reynard,” said the King, “ tell me where this treasure
1s now.”’

The King and Queen leaned forward eagerly to hear the
Fox’s answer. But Reynard shook his head sadly.
“ Shall I give my treasure as well as my life to my
enemies ?”’ he asked. ‘ Shall I leave nothing for my
wife and children when I am gone from them ? Surely
it would be no good deed on my part to rob my own
kin of what is theirs when I am leaving them with no
protector and breadwinner.”

““ Nay, Reynard,” cried the Queen. “If you will tell
us where the treasure is, the King will forgive you freely.
You shall have your life if you will live it as a good subject
and give up all evil ways.”

“ Dear Lady Queen,” replied Reynard, “if the King
will believe me, and will do as you say, and forgive and
forget all he has against me, I can make him richer than
all the Princes of the world. My treasure is beyond the
wealth of any kingdom, and so great that none can
count 1t.”
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“ Wife,” said the King, “ you are too easily beguiled
by an idle tale. Though I grieve to say it, the Fox was
born to lie and steal, and has done so all his life. There
1s no truth in him ; he is a liar at heart.”

“ Nay, my Lord King,” said the Queen. “ 1 believe
him now, and you may well do so. Does not his story
bear proofs of truth ?  Is it likely that he would accuse
his own father, and his nephew the Badger, when, if he
were inventing the tale, he might have laid the blame upon
any of his enemies ?”’

“ Well, Dame,” answered the King, “if you will have
it so, it shall be so. I cannot feel so certain as you do,
but nevertheless, I will run the risk you ask of me. But
if ever he does wrong again and is untrue to mie, then I
swear that he shall have no mercy, neither he nor any of
his tribe to the ninth degree.”

For a few moments Reynard looked upon the King in
silence, too astonished at heart and relieved for any words.
Then he made answer : “My lord, I have been called wise by
many in my time : it were less than true if I were to make
up so foolish a tale when I thought myself near to death.”

Then the King rose in his place, and lifting a straw
from the ground, smote Reynard lightly with it upon the
shoulder, saying: “ Rise up now, Reynard the Fox.
You are pardoned for your trespasses, and for those of
your father. Live for the future in peace and well-
doing.”

It was no wonder then that Reynard rejoiced, and
could have laughed aloud for joy in his freedom, for he
had been very near his last moments, and only his own
wits had saved him from death.

" My Lord the King, and my Lady the Queen,” said he,
I cannot thank you enough for your justice and mercy
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towards me. Heaven bless you! You shall never regret
your mercy, for T will make you the richest King and
Queen in all the world. There is no one living on whom-
I had rather bestow my treasure. Take this straw, my
lord, in pledge of the treasure of King Ermeryk. I give
it freely to your Majesty, and call this Court witness of
my gift.”

The King laughed, well pleased, and flung the straw
away as he thanked the Fox in courteous words. Reynard
laughed too, but inwardly. His face was grave enough
for all to see, as he bowed before the throne and began to
give his counsel as to how the treasure should be found,
while the King listened eagerly.

“ My lords,” said he, ““ mark my words well, and you
shall hear all.  On the west side of Flanders lies a great
forest called Husterloo, and by it a wide lake that is known
as Crackenpit. Hardly anyone ever visits this place
from one year’s end to another, for it is too vast a wilder-
ness for Beasts to travel. Here the treasure is hidden.
Your Majesty, listen carefully to all I say, for you
and our gracious Queen must go yourselves upon this
journey : there is no one whom I would trust to go for
you. I have told you the name of the place, and now I
will tell you where the treasure lies. When you come to
Crackenpit, you will find close to the pit or lake two
birch-trees standing together. Go to these trees, for they
are the guardians of the treasure. Scratch and dig away
o little moss beside them, and you shall find it alllying
there awaiting you. Gold and silver and jewels you shall
find, beyond price. And the crown that King Ermeryk
wore is there also, the very crown that Bruin the Bear
would be wearing now if his evil will had had its way.
Ah, your Majesty, when all these riches are yours, how
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often will you think of your faithful Reynard, and say in
your heart, ° Reynard the Fox, wise Beast and true
subject, how can I thank you or praise enough the wit
and subtlety that have made you serve me so well ?’
And you will bless me for your good-fortune. O King,
1s it not so ?”’

“ Indeed it is so, Reynard,” replied the King. “ But
there is another service you must do me : you must come
with us, and show us yourself where this treasure lies,
for T know not the way, and should never find it. T have
heard it said that King Ermeryk’s treasure lies at London,
or Paris, or Aachen, or Cologne, but never at Crackenpit.
Methinks that is a feigned name, and it would be long
before we found such a place.”

This was not at all pleasant hearing to Reynard, and
he blushed red at the King’s wisdom ; but he put a bold
face on the matter, and answered loudly, as one grieved
at such suspicion :

“ Does your Majesty still believe me false after all
that has passed ? Alas! such is my ill-fortune, to be
sneered at and disbelieved on all sides, when I seek only
to help and do service to your Majesty. But I can prove
my words here and now. Kyward the Hare, come hither
and bear witness before the King.”

All the Beasts turned round at these words, wondering
what fresh story they should hear, and watched little
Kyward come timidly forward and stand before the
King.

“Come, Kyward,” said Reynard, ““why are you
shaking and quaking ? Are you cold ?  Stand up, man,
and answer what I tell you. Have I not spoken truly
as to Crackenpit? Tell the King what you know,
and I charge you to speak faithfully if you are a loyal
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servant of His Majesty, and our lady the Queen. Come,
answer !”’

“ Sir Reynard,” answered Kyward, in a trembling voice,
“T will speak the truth, and the truth only, though I lose
mayliite syt

“ Speak up, then, and fear nothing,” said Reynard ;
and Kyward went on :

“I know Crackenpit well. I was there twelve years
ago. It was in a wood called Husterloo upon a warren
in the wilderness where there were hunting grounds.
I suffered a great deal there, and met with ill people.
There was one there who made false money, and he had
many bad friends with him. But I made a fellowship
with Ring the Hound, and I escaped many a danger with
his help. If he were here he would bear me out in what
I say, and he would tell you that I never trespassed against
the King’s laws or did wrong in any way, but have always
been humble and loyal.”

“ Well spoken, Kyward,” said Reynard kindly. “ That
is enough ; go back to your place among your {riends.
The King desires to hear no more from you.”

Kyward ran back thankfully to his place, and the
King looked with more favour upon Reynard.

“Ts it true, your Majesty ?”’ asked the Fox. * Did
I deceive you about Crackenpit ?”

“ Nay, Reynard,” answered the King. “I ask your
pardon that I doubted your word. It was not kind of
me to do so. Now, my friend, let us decide upon our
journey to this place. You shall go with us, as I said
before, to show us where it lies, so that we may waste
no time.”

“ Your Majesty,” replied the Fox, “is it possible that
you think me unwilling to go with you ? I desire nothing
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more keenly than to be your guide on this adventure,
but, alas! I am in no condition to go with you. I am
newly forgiven of my past sins, by your Majesty’s
grace, but I am not yet fit to be your companion on any
quest. Those who are truly penitent go on pilgrimages
or undertake some hard task which will take long to do,
before they think themselves fit to join in great and
noble company. Permit me first to do something of
the kind to prove my penitence and sorrow. By your
Majesty’s leave I will to-morrow rise early and go forth
upon a lonely pilgrimage, without companions or any
comfort and mirth. When I have been on a journey
to Rome and back, thinking only of repentance all the
way, then I shall feel that I am really fit to join your
Majesty, and to go honourably in your company and the
Queen’s to any place you shall desire. If I were to go with
you now the people would scorn your Majesty and say,
“ Look, our King walks with sinful beasts,” so that you
would have blame through me, and that would break
my heart indeed.”

“You speak with wisdom, Fox,” replied the King.
“It is as you say. I have no wish to appear as the
friend of evil Beasts. It is better that you should go
forth alone and prove by your meek behaviour how deep
1s your repentance. Meanwhile, I will take Kyward the
Hare, or some other, for my guide to this place Crackenpit.
My counsel to you, Reynard, is that you start at once,
and show your sorrow for your past sins by a blameless
hifet

“ My lord,” answered the Fox, “your will is mine.
I will go forth at once to earn forgiveness from all the
world.”

“You are making a brave start, Reynard,” said the
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King kindly. ‘‘ Come back to us when you have made
friends of all your enemies.”

Then the King rose up and stood upon a high stone
above all the Beasts, and commanded them all to keep
silence, and to sit down in a ring upon the grass, every one
in his proper place. Reynard the Fox stood near by the
Queen, to whom he might well feel grateful.

Then the King raised his voice and spoke. °° Hear
now, my people,” said he, ““young and old, rich and
poor, all who are here to-day. This Reynard, who was
one of my chief counsellors, has lately done many evil
things, and this very day was decreed to die for his sins.
But he has told us, and proved it to us, that he did a
great service to me and to my Queen in saving our lives
at the cost of his own father’s honour and life. Therefore
we have to-day pardoned him of all his offences. The
Queen has entreated me for his life, and I have granted
her request. Freely I give him his life and his old place
at Court, and for the service that he has done my house
I command that you all do honour to him, and also to his
wife and children. I will hear no more complaints against
him. He has given me his pledge of loyalty, and I will
trust him in all ways. To-morrow he will go forth upon
a long pilgrimage, alone and unattended, and when he
returns again among us, all his past ill-doing will be
forgotten and forgiven.”
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VII
REYNARD’S LETTER TO THE KING

EYNARD chuckled to himself, but
the other Beasts were less well
pleased, and much muttered grum-
bling went round among them.

“ Look,” said Tisellin the Raven
to Isegrim and Bruin, who stood
with Tybert a little way off. ““ See
how things have turned out. What

will you silly folk do now, I wonder ? Are you not all

betrayed, and turned into traitors at the Fox’s words ?

But the wily Reynard is made a squire and a courtier,

and given honour and high office at Court. All his sins

the King has forgiven, but what about yours ?”

** This is idle talk, Tisellin,” answered Isegrim. * What
do you mean by it ?”’

" What I'say, Neighbour Wolf,” said the Raven crossly.
*“ Did he not accuse you ?”’

Then Isegrim and Bruin began to feel very uneasy.
And the Cat, Tybert, also bemoaned himself heartily
that he had ever met Reynard. “I would gladly give
my eye over again to be in his good books,” said the
Cat. ““ He is a dangerous Beast, and no one who is his
enemy can hope for good-fortune.”

“ Come, Bruin,” said Isegrim. “ We will speak with
the King, and insist on justice.”

He went proudly across the grass to where the King
stood, and began to speak fiercely and angrily about
Reynard, and to defend himself against the Fox’s charges.
So loudly and angrily did he speak that the King’s
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patience gave way, and he ordered the Wolf and Bear to
be arrested for insolence. They were seized and bound,
and Reynard rejoiced at their downfall. He did them
more harm, too, for he begged of the Queen a piece of
Bruin’s fur to make himself a wallet for his pilgrimage.
“ And, your Majesty,” said he, when he had got this,
“ 1 am your pilgrim, and should be well provided for my
journey. My aunt Ursula, the Wolf's wife, has more
shoes than she wants, and I have none. She seldom goes
out, and can well spare me a pair.”

“ Certainly, Reynard,” said the Queen. “ You ought
to have good shoes, and there are none better than those
worn by the Wolf and his wife. They shall each give you
a pair, for you will need more than one pair to go safely
upon so long and rough a road.”

So Isegrim was made to lie down, and his shoes were
hauled off and given to Reynard. They fitted him so
tightly that his feet were left torn and wounded, and no one
ever saw a more doleful sight than the Wolf made, lying
like a roast fowl with his legs trussed up. Then Dame
Ursula must needs lie down too, and part with her hind-
shoes. They made a pretty pair, and Reynard laughed
in his sleeve as he looked on them, but he spoke gravely
and tenderly. v

“ Dear aunt,” said he, “ you are the dearest to me of
all my kin. I am glad I have a remembrance of you to
take on my journey, and I hope it may bring you a
blessing !”’

Poor Dame Ursula was almost too angry and miserable
to speak, but she managed to sob out a hope that
Reynard would be punished for his wicked conduct.
Isegrim and Bruin could not get out a word for anger,
but lay swelling with fury at the turn things had taken.
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The next morning, very early, Reynard arose with the
sun. First he greased his new shoes and tied them
firmly on his feet, and then he brushed and cleaned his
fine red coat, and went to say farewell to the King and
Queen.

“ Noble Sovereigns,” said he, “ I greet you and wish
you good-day. May I ask for my staff and wallet, that
I may start off upon my way ? The sooner I go the sooner
I shall'return to Court.”

“ That is so,” said the King, and he called Bellin the
Ram, and bade him wait upon Reynard, and fetch his
wallet and staff, and attend him to the road.

So Bellin, much against his will—for none of the beasts
loved Reynard—did as the King bade him, and fetched
the wallet of bear-fur, and the stout staff which Reynard
would carry, and gave them to the Fox. Then Reynard
was ready to start. He looked as mournfully as he could
at the King, as though he could not bear to leave him,
and he even pretended to weep, though he could not
screw out any tears, however hard he tried. For, indeed,
his only sorrow was that all the other beasts were not in
the same case as the Bear and the Wolf, and he was so
pleased at getting his own freedom that he could not
think much of anything else.

“ Think of me, dear friends,”” he said, ‘“ and remember
me when I am absent.”

“ Reynard,” said the King, ““ since you are determined
to be gone, you may go, but I wish you were not in such
haste.”

“ Nay, your Majesty,” returned the Fox, “it is time
I left you: I do not deserve to be here longer. Give
me leave that I may start upon my journey.”

So the King blessed Reynard and bade him farewell,
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and he ordered all the Court to attend him out to the
roadway, except Bruin and Isegrim, who still lay fast
bound. There was no one there who was sorry to see
the Fox’s back, though many would have rather seen him
hanged than free. Reynard moved off with a great air.
You would have laughed if you had seen the sly Fox
start out, attended by all the unwilling Beasts, and with
the King himself beside him.

Inwardly he laughed a good deal and rejoiced in his
own cunning, but he kept a grave face, and trod softly,
with his head up, but his eyes cast down.

“ My Lord the King,” said he presently, “ I pray you
to return to the palace. You must not endanger your
noble self upon this perilous road. You have two mur-
derers bound near by, and if they should escape they might
do you a mischief.”

Then he stood up upon his hind-legs, and bade them all
farewell. And so mournfully did he gaze upon them,
that some of them were really touched by his pitiful looks,
and were ready to forgive him then and there.

But to Bellin and Kyward Reynard did not say farewell,
for he had a mind to see more of them.

“ Dear friends,” said he, ““ come a little way with me.
I never had any quarrel with you nor you with me. You
are good to walk with, kind and courteous Beasts, of whom
no one has any complaint. You are quiet and wise, and
your manner of living reminds me of the time when I was
a hermit and ate no meat. You take no delight in flesh,
but are quite happy with a meal of grass and leaves.
It is a pleasure to be in such good company.”

With such flattery Reynard kept Bellin and Kyward
beside him until they came all together to his castle of
Malepardus. When they stood before the gateway he
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spoke to Bellin in these words : ““ Cousin, I have a grievous
work before me—to say farewell to my dear wife and
children. Wait here for me. Kyward shall come in,
if he will, for he is a good comforter, and will help me to
soothe their distress.”

“ Even so, cousin,” replied Bellin ; “ I hope he may be
of help to you. It is a sad business.”

So Reynard led Kyward in by the gates and through
the underground ways to his den. There lay Dame
Ermeline, his wife, with her children, all sorrowing together
over the supposed death of the Fox. When his wife saw
him she could scarcely believe her eyes. Great was her
rejoicing and wonder over his wallet and staff and fine
new shoes.

“ What means all this, dear Reynard ?” cried she,
when she could speak for joy.

“ Dear wife,” answered Reynard, “I was arrested at
Court, but am forgiven. The King has set me free, but
I must go and do penance on a pilgrimage before settling
down at home again. Bruin the Bear and Isegrim the
Wolf are hostages for me. And Kyward here has been
given to us to do what we will with him. The King said
himself that Kyward was the first to complain against
me, and I am very much angered with him.”

When poor little Kyward heard these words he was
terribly afraid, and would have fled from the castle if he
could. But as he turned, trembling, to escape, Reynard,
who stood between him and the door, caught him by the
neck. In vain he cried, “ Help! help! Bellin, come,
rescue me ! The pilgrim will slay me I’ With two sharp
nips the Fox laid him dead upon the ground.

“ Let us eat this good fat hare,” said Reynard then,
and Ermeline and her children came running to the feast.
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When they had feasted, Ermeline begged of Reynard
to tell her the whole tale of his escape, for she had learned

““ Reynavd caught him by the neck.”’

not to believe in half the Fox said, and could not fancy
that there was nothing more to discover.
156



Reynard the Fox

“ Dame,” said Reynard, ‘ this is the truth of the
matter. I flattered the King and Queen, so that I got
them to let me go. But when they hear of this work they
will be very wroth with me, and will perhaps seek to
hang me, as they did before. Let us be up and away to a
safe place where they cannot find us. I know of a forest
where we can live without fear of being caught for years
and years. There are plenty of fat fowls there—par-
tridges and woodcocks and other wild game, dear dame—
and if you will come with me you will lead a merry life.
The air is sweet there, and there are sweet wells and fresh
sparkling brooks for drink. We shall be rich as well as
peacetul, for the King let me go free because I told him
that King Ermeryk’s treasure lay at a place called
Crackenpit ; but it is not there. He may hunt Cracken-
pit all through, but he will find nothing for his pains.
‘Well, I have done with him. I have got away from him
at last, after being in as great danger of death as anyone
has ever been in. I shall give him no second chance to
catch me, that I vow. My wits got me away, and they
shall keep me away.”

“ Reynard,” said his wife, I do not think your plan
is a wise one. How can we take the children to a strange
place where we do not even know our way about ? Here
we are safe enough, and have all we want to eat and
drink. Even if the King seeks us here, there are so many
secret ways of escape that he would never catch us. You
are the lord of this place, and if we leave it you will only
be a traveller and adventurer. What troubles me is that
you have vowed to go on a long journey and must keep
your vow.”

““ Nay, wife,” answered the Fox, “that need not
trouble you. I have often heard it said that a vow forced
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from one is no vow. I was obliged to make such a
promise so as to get away safely, but to perform it would
not be worth as much as a cat’s tail to me. I will do as
you advise, and stay at home here. Let the King do his
worst ; my subtlety should be a match for his, any day.
If he seeks harm, he shall find it, I promise him. Let
him run his head into my sack if he likes !”’

All this while Bellin was waiting outside the castle for
Kyward, and getting very impatient of his long delay.
He began now to call out angrily to the Hare to make
haste and come out. “ Am I to wait here for ever ?”
cried he. ““ What are you about, Kyward? Hasten, and
come out. I am going home.”

When Reynard heard these words, he ran out and spoke
softly to the Ram.

“ Do not be angry, dear Bellin,” he said. ““ Kyward
is with his dear aunt. I think it is not very gracious of
you to be vexed for such a cause. Go on, if you wish.
Kyward bade me say he is lighter of foot than you are, and
will soon catch you up. His aunt and cousins are in sore
distress that I am leaving them, and he stays to comfort
them awhile.”

“ I thought he cried out for help once,” said Bellin.
“ Did anything happen ?”

The Fox frowned upon the Ram, and answered him
very gravely.

““ Take care what you say, Cousin Bellin. What harm
should come to Kyward in my house ?  What you heard
was my wife falling in a swoon when she was told that I
must go over the sea upon a journey. She fell senseless,
poor thing, and Kyward called out, ‘ Help ! help! my
aunt is in a swoon !” ”’

“ Well,” said Bellin gruffly, “ he made as much noise
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as though he were in danger of his life. I hate so much
fuss about a trifle.”

““ Perhaps he was a little foolish,”” said Reynard. “ But
he is a timid creature, and very fond of his aunt. As
for harm to Kyward, sooner than he should suffer any-
thing in my house I would let my wife and children
do so. Bellin, by the way, do you remember that the
King and his Council bade me send them two letters before
I left the country ? I have them ready written. Will
you be a good cousin, and carry them for me when you
go ?”’

“ I do not remember anything about it,” grumbled the
Ram. “ And if you want me to carry letters you must
give me something to carry them in, for I have no wallet.”

“ Of course you shall have something to carry them
in, dear cousin,” replied Reynard, in his most pleasing
manner. ‘‘ If nothing else can be found of a convenient
size you shall have my own wallet, which I meant to
carry on my pilgrimage. It will be a good day’s work
for you, let me tell you, for the King will be very grateful
to you, I have no doubt. I will hang the wallet round
your neck, Cousin Ram ; it will be of no trouble to you, I
am sure.”

“ Well, well,” returned Bellin, “ I have no objection
to carrying them in that way. But make haste to fetch
them, if you please, for I can wait no longer.”

Reynard ran back into the castle, where he fetched
Kyward’s head, and stuffed it into his wallet, which he
then fastened carefully.

“ Here, dear cousin,” cried he, returning. ‘ Take this
precious parcel with you, and do not look inside, whatever
you do. I have done it up neatly and properly, and
would not have it disarranged. This you may do if you
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like—you may tell His Majesty that the letter is your
own work, and that you took a vast deal of trouble to
make it fitting for the King. He will give you thanks
for it, and very likely some great reward, for it is an
exgcellentdetten’

Bellin began to feel less surly at these kind and generous
words.

“ Reynard,” said he, ““ you are doing me a great kind-
ness. I can neither read nor write, and it has stood in
my way often that I am ignorant in these matters. Now
I shall have praise at Court for having made such a fine
letter. How often does one man benefit from another’s
wisdom ! That is my lot now, and I am truly grateful to
you for putting your wits at my service in this manner.
I had better be going now. What of Kyward ? Will he
come now or later ?”’

“ He will follow you,” answered Reynard. “And I
promise you he will show his face at Court very soon
after you arrive there. He is talking with his aunt now,
and I must hasten back, for I have some business to do
before I leave, and some things to show Kyward which
I may not trust to others.”

“ Farewell, then, Reynard,” cried Bellin, and went
forth in good spirits. So fast did he run that he very
soon came again to Court, and found the King with his
Barons in the hall of the Palace. They were all surprised
to see him carrying the wallet of bearskin, and wondered
what message he brought from Reynard.

“You are soon back, Sir Bellin,” said the King.
“ Where did you leave the Fox ? And why has he not
taken his wallet with him ?”

“ Your Majesty,” said Bellin, ‘I went with Reynard
as far as his house, and waited there awhile to give him
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counsel as to some letters he had promised to send you.
I advised him about them, and am responsible for them,
and I do not think your Majesty has ever seen finer letters
in your life, though perhaps I should not boast, having
prepared them myself. Reynard asked me to carry
them to you, and lent me his wallet for the purpose, so
I willingly agreed, though it is heavy to bear. But I
would carry seven such burdens with pleasure for your
Majesty’s sake.”

The King commanded Bokart, his secretary, to read
the letters, for he knew all languages. Tybert the Cat
and he together took the wallet off Bellin’s neck, and the
Ram waited for the praise he expected to receive when the
fine letters were read. Alas! for poor foolish Bellin’s
pride, so soon to have a fall ! Bokart undid the wallet,
and put his paws in; then, drawing out Kyward’s head,
he gave a great cry of horror and astonishment.

“ Woe is me!” cried he. “ What sort of letters are
these ?  See, my lord, this is the head of Kyward the
Hare! What treachery is this ?”’

“ Alas !I” said the King, ““ that ever I believed in that
Fox !” And he held down his head and kept silence in
his grief and horror. The Queen, too, was speechless,
and wept silently. Then the King raised his great voice
and lamented so loudly that all the trees of the forest
trembled, and the courtiers were filled with fear at the
dread sound.

Then Sir Firapel the Leopard, who was akin to the Lion,
drew near him, and spoke gently and soothingly.

“My Lord King,” said he,  grieve not so terribly.
What is this that it should so distress your Majesty ?
One would think the Queen herself were dead to hear you
mourn | Put off this heavy sorrow, and be of good cheer.
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Are you not King of all these lands, and can you not make
your will obeyed in every place ? What shall we do 1n
this matter ?”

“ Sir Firapel,” said the King sorrowfully, “~how can
I help grieving and mourning ?  This wicked and deceitful
Fox has so managed me that I have ill-used my good
subjects, the stout Bruin and Isegrim the Wolf, and let
him go free. s it not fitting that I should lament when
I have done such things, and taken counsel of one so
evil to punish my trusty friends? And my own wife
has been the cause of it all. It was her prayers and
entreaties that saved the rascal’s life, and now it 1s
too late to catch him again. Have I not cause enough
to mourn ?”

“ How now, your Majesty,” cried the Leopard, “can
we not make amends for these mistakes ? We can give
good payment to Bruin the Bear for his skin that went
to make the wallet for this traitor, and Isegrim the Wolf
and his wife Dame Ursula for their shoes. Let Bellin
the Ram be theirs to do with as they please. He has
confessed himself that he counselled Kyward’s death,
and helped to make it sure. He must suffer the penalty.
And we shall all go then to Malepardus to fetch Reynard,
and shall arrest him and bring him here, and hang him
without judgment or inquiry. So all will end well.”’

“ Certainly you give wise counsel,” said the King,
somewhat cheered. ‘It shall be as you say. Go and
set Bruin and Isegrim free, and bring them to me. They
have suffered unjustly, and shall be rewarded well.
Hearken, Sir Firapel. This shall be their payment.
You shall tell them that I repent me sorely of my treat-
ment of them, and I do give them as their just due
Bellin the Ram and all his tribe from this day until
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doomsday, that they may kill and eat them wherever
they meet them—by field and forest, by hill and plain.
Also, they have my royal permission to make war upon
Reynard and his tribe from this day forth, to hunt and
destroy at their pleasure and without forfeit. Go, carry
the King’s message swiftly. I have spoken.”

Then went Sir Firapel the Leopard to the prison, where
the Bear and the Wolf lay groaning in their heavy chains,
and set them at liberty.

“ Good sirs,” said he, “ I bring you your freedom and
a message of love and friendship from the King. His
Majesty has learned how unjust your punishment has been,
and he is filled with grief and remorse. He bids me say
that you shall have great rewards for all you have suffered.
Bellin the Ram and all his lineage he gives to you and
your tribes for ever, to bite and kill as it seems good to
you. And, further, you shall make war upon Reynard
and his family for all time, if you will, and suffer no
penalty for it. Rejoice now, for your troubles are at
an end.”

Bruin the Bear and the Wolf Isegrim rejoiced greatly
and made merry. But foolish Bellin suffered the penalty
of falsehood and pride. Not his fair white coat only,
but his life, was forfeit to the Bear and the Wolf, and to
this very day they hold the privilege to hunt and destroy
him and his tribe without let or hindrance from Lion the
King, in times of peace as in times of war.
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VIII

THE NEW COMPLAINTS AGAINST REYNARD

—]0 celebrate the setting free of Isegrim
Il the Wolf and Bruin the Bear, the
King made a great feast at Court
for twelve days. To this feast came
all manner of Beasts, for the King
sent heralds to proclaim it all over
the kingdom. There was not a
merrier meeting in all the reign of
Lion the King. There was singing by the Birds, and
howling competitions among all the Cat tribes, {TOmMASIT
Firamel and his lineage down to Tybert and the little
people of his kin. The Spiders, who are great acrobats,
did their tricks in the air, and the Pigeons tumbled
before the crowd, and were greatly applauded. Every
night all the Beasts together held a ball, and the hoof
dance was danced with great merry-making, to music by
the Frogs and Crickets, who are the minstrels of the
marshlands and gardens. There was play-acting too,
and tournaments of all kinds. It was indeed a time of
mirth. All the Beasts and Birds came flocking to Court,
from the greatest to the smallest. There was not one
absent save the false red pilgrim Reynard the Fox, who
for his own safety was better away.

After eight days there came an interruption to all this
joyfulness. The King and Queen were sitting in state
at the royal table, when there came to Court Laprel the
Rabbit, making a sad noise, and with four wounds in his
head. He sought audience, and told a grievous tale.

“ My Lord King,” he said, with weeping, “ hear my
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complaint against Reynard the Fox, and have pity upon
me for all T have suffered at the hands of this cruel and
ravenous murderer. I was running by his castle of
Malepardus yesterday morning, and saw him standing
there looking like a pilgrim just setting off upon a peace-
able journey. I thought I should have passed quietly
by him on my way toward this feast, and as I went on
he came towards me with his head bent down and singing
a hymn very sweetly. I saluted him, but he answered
not a word, and just as we passed each other on the
pathway, he turned upon me, and hit me several heavy
blows upon the head and neck. I thought, indeed, that
I was lost, but, thank Heaven, I am light of foot and very
swift, and I escaped out of his hands, and left him raging
and cursing that he had let me go so easily. I expect
he thought that I should be an easy prey, and so he took
the less trouble to hold me close. But though I escaped
alive I did not get away unhurt. My wounds were so
grievous that I thought I should have fainted and fallen,
but fear kept me upon my feet and carried me beyond
his reach. He sought to murder me, your Majesty. I
pray you to have pity on me, and to punish him. There
is no safety for peaceable folk while he runs free,
neither by woodland nor heath, nor anywhere in the
land.”

Before the Rabbit had stopped speaking there was a
flapping of wings, and the black Rook, Corbant, came
flying in and perched before the King's chair.

“ Dear lord and King,” he croaked in piteous wise,
“ hear my complaint. This morning my wife Sharpbeak
and I went out for a frolic upon the heath to have a
hopping match, and there we saw Reynard the Fox lying
on the ground as if he were dead. His eyes were shut
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and his tongue hung a foot out of his mouth. He looked
as dead as any beast could. We went and hopped gently
upon his coat, and found no life nor movement in him.
Then my poor wife went close to his mouth, and bent her
head to listen and hear if he still breathed. It cost her
her life, for the false Fox bided his time until she came
close to his mouth, and then he opened his jaws and bit
her head off. I screamed aloud in my grief, and cried:
“ Alas ! alas | what has happened ?” And Reynard sprang
to his feet, and would have slain me too, but I flew upon
a tree out of reach. From there I saw how he tore and
rent my dear wife’s body with his great fierce teeth, and
devoured her so greedily that he left nothing of her but
a few little feathers. Then he went off, and I flew down
and gathered up the feathers, and have brought them
here to show your Majesty, and to beg your help to punish
this cruel murderer. See, your Majesty, these little
feathers are all that is left to me of my dear wife Sharp-
beak ! I have suffered such sorrow and fear as have
wellnigh killed me outright. Sire, I demand that you
do me justice in this matter! I cannot have my wife
again, but her murderer must die for his sins. Those
Kings who do not justice are no better than murderers
themselves. For the honour of your house, you must
avenge my wrongs !”’

Thus cried and sobbed poor Corbant, whose grief was
so terrible that he knew not half the words he spoke.
The King was deeply moved and wroth at the tales of
his two simple and peaceful subjects. His eyes flashed
like fire, he frowned until his thick curling mane fell all
about his face, and he roared aloud even more terribly
than when he found the treachery of Reynard upon
Kyward the Hare. All the Court trembled before his face
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and shook in their shoes. It was a fearful sight. At last
he spoke :

“By my crown and by the crown of my wife the
Queen, these ill deeds shall be avenged. I will serve
punishment upon Reynard the Fox that shall never be
forgotten until all the Beasts of the world shall perish !
Hear, my people, what has befallen. My faith has been
misused, my trust forsworn. This false, wicked Fox
deceived me, and made himself out to be full of repentance
and desire to amend his ways. I gave him a wallet and
staff, and sent him forth upon a pilgrimage to do penance
for all his misdeeds. You saw how he went, humbly as
it seemed. Oh, the false traitor! How he has deceived
me, and betrayed my trust and confidence! Alas for the
day that I put my trust in a woman’s counsel | This is
all my wife’s doing. She persuaded me, and I took her
advice when I had done better to hang and destroy this
wicked beast. My people, all of you hear me. I com-
mand you all, as you value my friendship, that you take
counsel with me how to avenge these cruel wrongs. Not
until Reynard the Fox is brought to justice shall I have
peace in my heart, or cease to feel shame that such things
have come to pass as you have heard of to-day.”

The King’s face and voice were so terrible that none
dared make any answer. Isegrim the Wolf and Bruin
the Bear most of all longed for revenge upon Reynard,
but even they dared not utter a word. At last the Queen
spoke, and so afraid was she that she spoke French,
which was not her own language. Here in good English
are the words she used, as Bokart, the King’s secretary, set
them down for all to read :

*“ Dear husband and King, methinks you are over-hasty
in condemning Reynard unheard. It is good law that

169



A Wonder Book of Beasts

all ill-doers shall be brought to court and examined on
their ill deeds before they receive judgment. Those who
are accused must bring their excuses and tell their own
side of the story, as well as those who accuse them. It 1is
well known that many have sworn falsely against their
enemies before now ; therefore none should be judged
unheard. I did indeed recommend Reynard the Fox
to your mercy, after hearing both sides of the case, and I
may have been wrong in so doing, but that remains to
be proved. It is the King’s part to see justice done in all
fairness, and to have the law respected. The Fox must
be tried before he is found guilty of these new crimes.”

“ My lord,” said Firapel the Leopard, ““ the Queen gives
wise counsel, and speaks truly concerning the law. May
I beg your Majesty to consult the Barons, as you have
ever done in such cases, and abide by their advice ?
Certainly Reynard must be brought to judgment, and if
he is found guilty he must suffer the penalty. But if he
returns himself before this feast is ended and proves his
innocence, then he must go free. If he were twice as
false as he seems to be by these sad tales, still, he should
be fairly dealt with and put upon his trial publicly.”

“ Sir Firapel,” said the grey Wolf Isegrim, ““ we are
all agreed in this matter. It cannot be better settled
than as you say, by the King’s leave. At the same time,
though Reynard were here now and could clear himself
of these charges, yet I would venture to say that he
deserves hanging on other accounts. But as he is not
here to defend himself, I will say no more. Only I would
remind the King of his lies about the treasure at Husterloo.
That they were lies I do not doubt for an instant. He
has tried to deceive us all, from the King downwards.
And he has done great mischief to me and to the Bear,
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who are true subjects of King Lion. He is a robber and
a highway thief. No one goes by his house in safety.
Nevertheless, Sir Firapel, what pleases the King and his
Council, that must be done. But Reynard himself could
be here if he chose to plead his cause, for the King’s
messengers went all through the land with news of this
feast.”

“ All you say is sensible, good Leopard,” answered the
King. “ Reynard shall be sent for to come and give
account of himself before us. And all those of my people
who owe me service and are eager for the honour of my
house and the peace of these realms shall make themselves
ready for war at the end of six days’ truce. Let them
have ready all their guns, bows, and all things for battle,
both for horsemen and footmen. After six days, if
Reynard comes not, we will besiege Malepardus. I vow I
will destroy the Fox if I am King of these lands. What
do you say, my lords and gentlemen here assembled ?  Will
you come with me on this adventure with a good will ?”’

“ That will we, O King !”” cried they all. ‘“ When you
say the word, we will follow you. Long live the King !”

Now Grimbart the Badger, who was Reynard’s sister’s
son, stood by and heard all these things, and anger and
fear came into his heart. He made up his mind that he
would warn Reynard, for the Beasts are very loyal to
their kin, and always ready to defend them in times of
trouble. Forth he went, then, without waiting a moment,
and as he journeyed he sorrowed for his uncle and thought
kindly of him. “ Alas! poor uncle,” said he to himsel,
*“ what danger you are in now ! I shall either see you an
exile, driven out of the land to beg your food in foreign
countries, or brought to Court and hanged before my eyes.
Well may I weep to see the head of our house brought so
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low. My uncle Reynard was always good to me, and
ready to help his kin in their need, wise of counsel, and
clever beyond all Beasts.” ’

Thus sorrowing came Grimbart to Malepardus. His
uncle Reynard stood by the door with two young pigeons,
whom he found trying to fly for the first time. Because
their wing feathers were not fully grown they had fallen
to the ground, where Reynard had spied them as he went
hunting, and caught them and brought them home.
When he saw Grimbart he hailed him in a very friendly
way, and beckoned him to come into the castle.

“ Welcome, my best beloved nephew !”” he cried. ““ Of
all my kindred I would rather see you than any other.
Are you coming to see me ? You have been running fast.
What is all this haste for ?  Have you any news for me ?”’

“ Dear uncle,” answered Grimbart sadly, “I have
news, and bad news, too, I grieve to say. You are in
very great danger. The King has sworn to kill you and
put you to shame. He has commanded all his people to
come here and besiege Malepardus in six days’ time.
They will be upon you in a short time—archers, footmen,
horsemen, and waggons full of folk all eager for your life.
There are guns being got ready, and bows and arrows,
and every sort of fighting weapon, and torches to burn
your house about your ears. The King has taken
Isegrim and Bruin into his confidence, and loves them
better than ever you loved me. Anything they advise
is done straightway. Isegrim has persuaded him that
you are a murderer and thief ; he hates you and would
do you all the ill he knows how to do. Laprel the Rabbit
and Corbant the Rook have also laid complaints against
you. I am terribly afraid for you, Uncle Reynard ; it
seems to me that your life hangs by a thread.”
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“ Poof I’ said the Fox. “ What a pack of nonsense
is all this!| Have you finished yet, or is there some more
to tell 7 That is the whole, is it ? Well, nephew, you
have more heart than head. It is kindly meant of you to
weep over me, but I would advise you to wait for a better
reason for tears. Cheer up! If the King and his Court
have sworn my death, what matter? Vows do not kill,
that ever I heard. I flatter myself I am a good deal more
than the equal of all that pack of silly chatterers. Besides
that, they have no real mind to kill me. If I were dead,
who would be left wise enough to give counsel in difficult
times 7 Come, nephew, stop lamenting until you have
some cause for it. See what I have here for a feast.
You shall join our dinner. Are these not good fat birds ?
Feel how well their bones are covered ! And the bones
themselves are no harder than gristle. They are as easy
to eat as the meat. I love nothing better than a fat
pigeon, and it will do me good to eat something tender
and young. Now, Grimbart, come along. Your aunt
will receive you very gladly. But tell her none of your
foolish tales. She is always ready to fall into a fright
over nothing. She has a tender heart, like your own.
To-morrow we will go together to Court, and I warrant
you I shall settle matters quickly enough when it comes
to speech-making. Will you stand by me as one friend
should by another ?”’

“ Indeed, uncle,” answered Grimbart, ‘ that T will.
Anything I can do for you I will do.”

“ Well said, nephew. I thank you for your friendship.
Perhaps some day I may be able to reward you for it ;
who knows ?”’

“ Uncle,” said the Badger, “ you may come to Court
safely whenever you please. The Queen and the Leopard
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have decided that. As long as you are on your promise
to serve the King loyally, no one may touch you.”

“ That is good hearing,” returned the Fox cheerfully.
“ If that is so, I do not care a straw for all their vows
and threats. They can do me no harm.”

Thus talking they entered into Malepardus, and along
the passages until they came to a burrow where Dame
Ermeline was sitting with her children. They all greeted
Grimbart with great friendliness, and he saluted them
with affection. The two fat pigeons were rent into pieces,
and each one had his share, which was but a small one,
after all, for the children were well grown, and had as
good appetites as their father.

When the meal was over, Reynard asked his cousin
what he thought of the two children, Russel and Rey-
nardine.

“ Are they not fine whelps, eh, nephew ?” said he.
“ They will do our family credit, you will see. Already
they are a sturdy pair of little hunters. Russel can catch
‘a chicken, and Reynardine can slay a hen, and they
can both of them swim and dive in the water after
lapwings and ducks. I would send them hunting, but
they are young yet, and foolhardy. They must learn
first how to avoid traps and hunters and hounds. I have
somewhat to teach them before they go out to get proven-
der for the house. If they were as wise in all ways as
they are in some, we should live in great plenty. They
take after me, though, and it is pretty to see how they
learn to deceive. They will smile and look friendly upon
their prey, and seem to be thinking of nothing but innocent
frolic, and when they have got close enough they will
catch and kill them in the most delightful way. It is
the Fox nature to be sly and swift, and I am very proud
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of these two pups. What do you think of them, Grim-
Sbart

“You 2 well be proud of them, uncle,” said the
Badger. “ They are wise pups, and I am proud of them
too, for I am of near kin to them.”

So they talked pleasantly together, and rested awhile,
and then the Fox suggested that they should lie down
and sleep. The Badger agreed, for he was weary from
his journey, and when they all lay down cosily among
the straw, he and Dame Ermeline and the children were
soon slumbering soundly. But Reynard was too anxous
to sleep. For all his brave words, he knew he was in sore
danger, and he tossed and turned as he lay thinking and
planning what stories he could tell at Court.

Early the next morning Reynard and Grimbart set
forth from Malepardus. But before they started the
Fox bade a loving farewell to Dame Ermeline and the
little ones.

“ Grieve not, dear wife,” said he, ‘““ nor be afraid if I
am long away. I must needs go with Grimbart, and I
cannot say whether our business will be long or short.
But keep up a brave and cheerful heart, and if you hear
any bad tidings, do not believe them. TLook after yourself
and the children, and keep the house in good order. I
will do the best I can to come back quickly, but I have
some stiff work before me.”

“ Alas, husband !” cried the poor dame. ‘ What
possesses you to go to Court again after your last ex-
perience there ?  You said you never would go there any
more when you came back to me this time, having only
just escaped with your life from your enemies.”

“ This is a strange world, good wife, where many
unexpected things happen,” answered Reynard sagely.
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““ We plan one thing, and something quite different comes
to pass. So it has happened this time. I thought never
to go to Court again, and lo! I find nothing will serve but
to be off immediately. But there is nothing to fuss
about ; I shall be back within five days at longest. Mean-
while, be merry.”

Upon which he took Grimbart by the arm, and together
they left the castle and proceeded on their way to
Court.

When they came out upon the heath Reynard began
to recount his late deeds to his nephew, and to lament
his sins, as he had done on his last journey to the Palace.

“ Nephew,” said he, “ T have a great deal upon my
conscience, and am very sorrowful because of my misdeeds.
So soon as I repent, it seems to me, I begin upon some new
evil. There is certainly something the matter with me.
Since T last told over my sins to you I have done several
very unpleasant things, and the memory of them makes
my heart heavy. It will ease it somewhat if T talk them
over with you. I did poor Bruin an ill turn the other
day when I got a piece of his fur to make me a wallet.
It was an unkind trick I played him. And I served
Isegrim and his wife no better, for, as you know, I got
their shoes for my pilgrimage. Moreover, I told the
King a great many lies, and got him to forgive me by
pretending that the Wolf and Bear were his enemies.
I said they tried to betray and kill him by a great plot,
and I made up a fine tale about hidden treasure at
Husterloo. It was all lies, Grimbart, but I was sorely
pressed, you may remember. Then I led Bellin the Ram
and Kyward the Hare back with me, and slew Kyward,
and sent his head back by Bellin as an insult to the King.
I struck the Rabbit over the head so hard that I very
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nearly killed him ; indeed, if he had not been so swift on
his feet I should have finished him off. He escaped
from me by no will of mine, poor fellow! The Rook
Corbant, too, has a grievance against me, for I swallowed
his silly little wife when she came flapping round me on
the heath. Alas! I have remembered a worse sin still !
I had forgotten it till this very minute, but I will tell
you about it now, nephew. In truth it was very wrong
in me, and it weighs on me more than all the rest now
I have brought it to mind. It was like this : T was walking
with the Wolf in the fields between Holthurst and Elver-
ding, when we saw a red Mare with a black Foal of about
four months old running at her side. It was a good fat
one, and I hungered after it, and poor Isegrim was nearly
starved, and begged me to go and ask the Mare if she
would sell it to him. Well, I could not refuse him, could
[? I went to the Mare, and spoke to her, and said :
* Dame, will you sell us your Foal ?’ ¢ Certainly,’ said she,
“if you will give my price for it.” ¢ What is that ?’
I asked. Then she looked very shrewdly at me, and said
the price was written on her hind-foot, and if I was any-
thing of a scholar I could read it for myself. I knew
what she meant then, and what I should get if I went
prying after her foot, so I said no, I was no scholar, and
could not read, and also I did not want the child myself,
but Isegrim had sent me to inquire the price of it. The
Mare said : ‘ Let him come himself, then, and I will show
it to him.” So I ran back to Isegrim and told him that
the Mare was anxious to sell her Foal to him and had
written the price on her foot, but I could not read it, for
I was never at school, I was grieved to say, and had not
learned my letters. ‘ Go and buy it, uncle,” I said ; ¢ that
1s, if you can read.” ‘ How now, nephew ?’ said he.
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“Of course I can read. Why not ? I can read French,
Latin, English, and Dutch,” and he went on to tell me
so much about his learning as I have no time to repeat :
how he had been to Oxford, and taken high place there,
and discoursed with men learned in the law, and sat in
the courts to hear difficult cases tried, and taken degrees
in law himself, and goodness knows what else, according
to his own account. When he was tired of telling me all
about his own cleverness, he asked me to wait for him
while he went off to the Mare to bargain with her. I
waited, chuckling to myself, to see what would happen,
and, of course, it was as I supposed. When he was close
by to read the price upon her foot, she lifted it up and let
drive at his head. He fell down stunned, and lay there
so long that a man might have ridden a mile before he
came to, while the Mare trotted off with her Colt, well
pleased. Then I went up to Isegrim to tease him, as I
cannot help doing sometimes. I asked him a hundred
things : how much of the Colt had he eaten ? and how
much was to be my share for waiting so patiently ? and
whether the reading was easy or difficult ? and if it was
in prose or rhyme ? and so on, until he nearly died of
vexation. I said: ‘I think it must have been written in
song, for I heard you sing loudly, dear uncle !’ And so
I teased him until he wept, and begged me to give up
my taunts, for he was sorely wounded. How he howled !
I thought the nails in her hoof were letters,” he said,
“and she drove every one of them into my head. I will
never read such letters again, I vow!” I made great
pretence of surprise, and would not believe him at first,
and then I said that I had often heard that the most
learned people were not the wisest, and so it seemed to
be. I had often heard that people who read so much in
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books were silly in other matters, and brought themselves
into great difficulties through paying attention to nothing
but learning. Poor Isegrim ! I gave him a bad time,
besides nearly causing his death by indulging my sense of
fun. Well, nephew, I have told you all the sins I remem-
ber now. Whatever may happen to me at Court (and
who can say which way the wind may blow ?) T have at
least the comfort of feeling that I have owned to my sins
honestly, and that is more than many sinners can say.”

“ Uncle,” said Grimbart gravely, ““ your sins are indeed
bad ones, and I am grieved and shocked to hear them,
especially the story of Kyward’s head. It was an evil
trick to kill that harmless beast, and to send his poor
head to the King, whom you had deceived with such lies
and flattery.”

“ Ah, nephew,” sighed the Fox, “ these things will
happen as we go up and down the world. And there is
this to be said: How would the judges know anything
about sins if they had not done a few wrong things them-
selves ? It is almost necessary to do wrong sometimes
that one may understand the temptations that come to
others. As for me, I often have the most terrible prick-
ings of conscience, and repent deeply of my sins. And
what more can one do ? Just now I am feeling so good
and high-minded that I cannot bear the very idea of my
vile tricks. T only wish to live honestly, and work hard,
and do good. I often feel like this, and then, pouf ! it
all flies away, and I am ready for any mischief again !
I expect you are just the same, and so are most people.
The world is full of temptations, and it is much easier
to give way to them than to be always quiet and well-
behaved. People talk very finely, to be sure, but some
of those who preach most are the first to forget their
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good rules when they have the chance to do so. And I
have had to tell lies sometimes merely to get on in the
world. Look how well I did for myself at Court this
time, and all because my lies were such big ones | Every-
one makes mistakes sometimes, and in the business of
Kyward’s head I erred, and spoiled all the good work 1
had done.”

“ Dear uncle,” said the foolish Badger, quite over-
whelmed by so much argument, “ you are certainly full
of extraordinary worldly wisdom. Inever heard anything
~like it before; it passes my understanding completely.

I always knew you were wise, but you have argued
to-day until I am bewildered. You must be even cleverer
than I thought you were !”’

Thus talking they pursued their way, the Fox feeling
heavy at heart, but never letting Grimbart guess at his
fears. He stalked along with dignity and held his head
high, so that all the folk they passed would have thought
him a great personage. Grimbart walked closed beside
him with cheering words.

““ Now, uncle, be of good heart,” said he. “ Be brave,
and you will win, as you did before. Fortune favours the
brave, is an old saying.”

And Reynard thanked him graciously for his sympathy
and good advice, and walked along still more proudly,
and looked at everyone as fiercely as he knew how.
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IX

REVYNARD’S ANSWER

N due time they arrived at Court, and
Reynard saw there many of his kin,
and others who wished him no good.
The Otter, the Beaver, and many
others were there, with all those
against whom he had trespassed
before and whom he had outwitted
by his \subtlety and i lies. S But
among them he had a few relations and friends who loved

him still. Reynard made no delay upon arriving. He

went straight towards the King, and, kneeling down,
began his excuses in firm tones and fearlessly, and at great
length, as his custom was.

“ My Lord King,” said he, ““ I hear there are complaints
against me, and that you would inquire into the truth of
them. Ican only say that I agree most heartily with your
Majesty in this matter. Liars and traitors, and those
who try to take away their friend’s good name, should
always be brought to justice, and this inquiry will see
that justice is done upon them. I wish that your
Majesty could read my heart and the hearts of all here,
and see who is faithful and who false. I think your
Majesty knows how truly I am your servant and subject,
and how I would serve and honour you all my life. It is
this very faithfulness of mine that has brought trouble
upon me. Envious ones tell lies of me, and hate me
because ‘I am trusted by the King. Well, I can safely
leave my character in your Majesty’s hands, and in those

of our gracious Queen. I know your wisdom will not
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be easily led astray and blinded by false tales and deceitful
persons. [ ask for justice, your Majesty. I come to be
tried before you, and proved guilty or not guilty, as you
may find me. No one can desire more than justice. I
shall not suffer by this trial. Before I leave Court again
justice will be done, and all shall know what I am, and
what I have in my heart. I am not one who can deceive
and flatter ; I always say what I think openly.”

Everyone stared to hear Reynard speak so stoutly, and
there was a great silence in the Court. But the King
looked gravely upon Reynard, and answered him in no
gentle voice.

* What, Sir Fox,” said he, *“ you think by bold language
to deceive us again, do you ? But I tell you you have
made excuse once too often. I have little doubt that
matters will be settled to-day by seeing you hanged. I
have no wish to preach and scold. You know best what
you deserve. The sooner it is all over the better for you.
What sort of love you have towards us you have showed
by your treatment of our subjects, the Rabbit and the
Rook. Your falseness and wickedness have brought
their own punishment upon you. A pitcher may go to
the well for years, but at last it comes home broken. I
think your pitcher has served you long enough, and had
better be broken without delay.”

“ Alack I thought the Fox, on hearing such grave
words. ““ Things are worse than I thought with me. I
wish I were at this moment anywhere but here!” And he
racked his brains for some answer which should turn the
King’s anger to kindliness. ~Aloud he spoke no less firmly :

“ My Lord King, I beg that you will hear all I have
to say before you come to any decision in this matter.
[t is only fair to do so. Though I were certain of punish-
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ment, yet ought your Majesty to hear my side of the case.
Many times have I advised you well and wisely, and to
good purpose, when the other Beasts have been afraid to
speak their minds and have slunk away in silence. If
you heard me to your own advantage, now I beg you
will hear me to mine. If evil Beasts have complained
falsely against me, ought I not to speak out and say the
truth ? But a short while ago I should have been heard
before the others and my word taken before theirs, but now
it seems that all this is changed. Your Majesty, old deeds
should be remembered, and for the sake of my old counsels
you will hear me now. I see near you many of my friends
and kinsmen, my Lord King, who, though they may
disagree with me at times, yet would suffer deeply if I
should come to an undeserved death at your Majesty’s
hands. For my own part, I can honestly say that if I
am slain now, your Majesty will lose in me the truest
and most faithful servant in all this realm. Do you
think, my lord, that if I knew myself to be guilty of
breaking your laws I should have come here so openly
among all my enemies ? Nay, Sir King, no guilty Beast
would do so for all the wealth in the world. I was free
and at large ; what need had I to put myself into prison ?
Nay, I thank Heaven I have so good a conscience that I
can without fear come to Court and hear all these charges
that are brought against me, and answer them honestly
and without shame. When Grimbart came to me, I
would have come with him at once but that the shock of
the ill news was too much for me. I went out weeping
upon the heath, and knew not what to do for sorrow.
Had I been wiser I might have come without delay, but I
was too sad for worldly wisdom. As I went sorrowing it
chanced that T met my uncle Martin the Ape, who is
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wiser than any Beast in good counsel—he has been legal
adviser to the Bishop for nine years. When he saw my
distress, he fell to asking the cause. ‘ Dear cousin,” said
he, ‘I fear you are in trouble ; your heart is heavy ; you
walk as one in deep sorrow. Who has wounded or done
ill to you ? Such troubles should always be confided to
friends. A true friend is often of more help to a man in
need and sorrow than his own wits. For when trouble
weighs upon the mind it dulls the understanding, and one
cannot think clearly or attempt to understand matters
with coolness and judgment.” ‘Dear uncle,’ I said,
“ you speak truly, for such is my sad case. I am accused
of what I have never done. I am in great and un-
deserved distress. For one who has been always my
trusted and well-loved friend, Laprel the Rabbit, has
turned upon me and speaks evil of me since yesterday
morning, when he came to my house and found me sitting
there quietly. He told me he was on his way to Court,
and we saluted each other and were the best of friends,
and then he asked if I would give him something to eat,
for he was hungry and weary from his journey. Of
course, I offered him all T had, which, as it happened,
was simple fare. I gave him two rolls of fresh white
bread with plenty of sweet butter, and methinks that is
a good enough breakfast for any traveller. Well, he ate
until he could eat no more, and when he was full my
poor little son Russel, my youngest, came creeping in,
and would have taken the pieces he had left. You know
what children are,” T said to my uncle Martin ; ‘ they
are always hungry and ready for a fresh meal. Will you
believe it, dear uncle, the Rabbit turned upon him and
hit him straight upon the mouth, and the poor child fell
down half fainting. When my eldest child, Reynardine,
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saw that, he sprang at the Rabbit and caught him by the
head, and would have killed him if I had not come to the
rescue and saved him. And not only that, but I beat my
child full sore for his treatment of a guest. And yet
Laprel went off to Court and complained to the King that
I had half murdered him ! Thus does gratitude show
itself in this world. I might surely have complained of
his cruelty to my little son, but T said nothing, and he
brings a false charge against me! Then came Corbant
the Rook to me weeping and lamenting as he flew. I
asked him what ailed him, and he said that his wife was
dead. She found a piece of meat that had poisoned her
and killed her. I would have asked more, but he would
not say another word, and flew away croaking. The next
thing T heard was that he had accused me of biting and
slaying his wife !’ I asked my uncle how that could be
true. She flies and I go afoot ; she was in the air and I
upon the ground. Is it possible that I should catch her
as she flew ? I said I had good reason for tears and
sorrow. Perhaps these trials are sent for a good cause,
and I ought to suffer them gladly. But my uncle Martin
said it was unjust and unfair, and that I should go to
Court and explain matters to the lords, and show them
my innocence. I told him how that was impossible, for
I was bound upon a pilgrimage and was under promise
to your Majesty to go to Rome before I came hither
again. I said, ‘I am beset on every side, and have
nothing but troubles and sorrows. My friends, that owe
me gratitude and kindliness, show nothing but cruelty
and treachery towards me. I dare not go to Court, for
liars will swear against me, and how shall I prove my
innocence against so many evil Beasts ?* I spoke hope-
lessly, for I was bewildered with grief at finding myself
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so mistrusted and deceived. But the Ape, my uncle,
spoke very kindly, and bade me not to be afraid. ‘ Nay,
cousin,” said he, ‘ keep a brave heart, and believe that
justice must always be done and evil-doers found out in
their craft and guile.” Your Majesty, I come hither on
his advice ; he bade me go to Court and speak up boldly.
He told me to inquire there for his wife, my Aunt Ruke-
naw, with her two sisters and their three children, and
many others of our kin. He told me that they would
speak for me, and not suffer me to be unjustly punished.
He said that meanwhile he would go to Rome for me,
and speak there to his friends and allies—Simon, Wayte,
Scathe, Prentout, and others. ‘A true friend will give
his fortune and his life in a friend’s cause,” he said,  and
these will T adventure for your sake if need be.” And he
spoke other comforting words, and was so tender and wise
that I lost my fear and become joyful, and laughed aloud.
So I came hither in great gladness, believing his word that
the King will never be deceived nor see justice and right
abused. My Lord King, I am here, as you see, and have
told you all the truth. If there are any here who accuse
me and can prove their words, let me be punished for all
I am found guilty of. I only ask for justice. If T am
wrong, I will make amends according to the law of this
land, which has ever been my guide in all matters. And
if need be I will meet any enemy who will challenge me
to open combat, and he who wins shall have the right to
live in freedom and honour. Can I say more ? All my
life T have respected the laws, and they shall have nothing
but respect from me so long as I live.”

There was a greater silence than before when Reynard
ceased speaking. All the Beasts, rich and poor, great
and small, remained dumb. Corbant the Rook and

186



Reynard the Fox

Laprel the Rabbit were stricken with fear at hearing the
Fox so turn the tables upon them, and fled without
another word. When they were far from the Court, and
not till then, did they open their lips.

“ May this wicked Reynard be punished for his false-
ness I cried Laprel. “ Whatever he says, he can make
it appear to be true. He so wraps up his lies that none
can see them for what they are !”’

“ True, friend Rabbit,” answered the Rook mourn-
fully. “ How can we witness against him ? We are
helpless before him. Tt is safer to give way at once and
leave the place than to attempt to stand up against his
wicked cleverness. Whether he argue or fight we shall be
beaten. There is no hope for us against the Fox.”

At Court Isegrim and Bruin bewailed together when
Reynard’s two enemies went away so suddenly, for they
feared that no one would now dare to make any com-
plaint against him.

The King, after a little while, raised his voice and called
out : “ If anyone has a complaint to make, let him come
forward. Yesterday, when Reynard was away, there were
many to speak against him : where are they now, when
the Fox is among us ?”

“ My lord,” said Reynard, “ there are many who will
tell lies behind one’s back who dare not do so to one’s face.
Witness the complaints of Laprel the Rabbit and Corbant
the Rook! They were ready enough to swear evil
against me when I was away, but now I am here they fly
before me and dare not speak. A, your Majesty, if
such false tales were easily believed, how often would the
innocent suffer ! But I am above such low deceivers,
and fear them not. Nevertheless, such are my love and
faithfulness to your Majesty, that if you had bidden me
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to make apology to them, I would have done so in all
humility. Though they have sinned against me, I would
forgive them, for I cannot live in enmity and warfare
with my fellow-creatures.”

“ Reynard,” said the King, * your words are fair, but
methinks your heart is not as you would show it to us.
These things you say : where is the proof of them ? This
that T have against you is proved, and it is a matter of
life and death. Did I not pardon you on your promise
that you would go on a pilgrimage to repent of your sins,
and give you a wallet and staff and good shoes for the
purpose ? And yet you sent me, by Bellin the Ram,
Kyward’s head in the very wallet I gave you. What
could have been worse than this cowardly deed ? How
dared you so insult your King ? Do you know of any
more cruel and insolent action than to send to a master
the head of his servant ? You cannot deny the charge,
for Bellin the Ram, who was faithful and true, though
weak and wrong-doing, has told it all word for word.
Such reward as was his you shall have in your turn, if
justice is to be done indeed.”

Then did the Fox’s heart fail him, and for grief and fear
he was stricken dumb. - He was at his wits’ end and
could think of nothing more to say. All round him he
saw friends and kinsmen, yet none who would speak a
word 1n his favour. He grew as pale as death, and cast
piteous looks upon them, but none stirred to help him.

“ Ah, thou false one!” said the King. “ Canst thou
not answer 7 Hast thou no tale to tell 7 Art thou silent
at last ?”

“ Alack !I” thought the unhappy Fox. “ Now is my
last hour come.” But he spoke not, and sighed deeply,
so that Isegrim and Bruin rejoiced to hear him.
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X

REYNARD'S FURTHER ANSWER

== |AME RUKENAW, Martin the Ape’s

1| wife, heard all that passed, and was
ill-pleased. She was the Queen’s
friend and adviser, and it seemed to
her that the King was too ready to
act against his wife’s judgment. It
was fortunate for Reynard that she
was there, for she was both brave
and wise and a fluent speaker as well. She had many
friends and admirers wherever she went. ;

“ My Lord King,” said she, coming forward, “ 1t does
not become your high state that you should show anger
when you sit in judgment. A judge must put away all
such feelings, and think only of how to do justice rightly
and without fear or favour. I may speak thus, for I am
learned in the law, and know it better than many who
wear furred gowns and are called wise. I lived long
among learned folk, and whenever I chose to speak, there
was silence for me. I was listened to because I knew the
law so well, having learned it from books and men. If
everyone who stands here to-day were to bethink himself
how many times he has done wrong himself, Reynard
would be shown more mercy and pity. Let everyone
know himself—that is my counsel. There are none who
are not in danger of falling, no matter how securely they
stand, and the best among us does wrong at times. If
a man has never sinned, then he need never repent ; but
if he sins and repents, then he should be forgiven. To
persist in wrong-doing is evil, but to sorrow for it is
righteous. We are taught not to accuse people falsely. I
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think there are many here who had better accuse them-
selves than a poor prisoner. If none should accuse
Reynard but those who could plainly prove their tale,
he would not do badly—mark my words. Let every man
first correct his own faults, and then he may have time to
accuse others if he will, but I think he will not be so ready
then to call down vengeance upon his neighbours when he
sees how easy it is to do wrong, and how the innocent
may trespass without any wish to do evil. Reynard my
cousin and his kin have always been high about the King,
and in favour and honour with him, above Isegrim and
Bruin. And they have more friends everywhere, and
so had Reynard’s father and grandfather, than ever the
Bear and Wolf people can boast of. Things seem to be
turned upside down in these days, when false traitors
and liars and schemers become great and highly honoured,
and lords and gentlemen who are true and of high and
noble birth are cast down and despised. Such injustice
may not be long suffered.”

“ Dame,” answered the King, “if Reynard had done
the same things to you as he has done to others of this
Court, I think you would not be so ready to find him
innocent and just in all his dealings. How can you
wonder that I am angered against him ? He has broken
his vow to be a peaceful and faithful subject in all this
realm. He has committed theft and treason and murder,
beyond doubt. What makes you trust him so stoutly ?
What reason have you for believing him to be honest and
true 7 There is no one else who has a good word for
him.  However much you praise him, you will come to
the same opinion in the end. He has not one friend who
will say a word for him or do anything to help him, and
he has brought it all upon himself. He deserves no
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sympathy, and he gets none. I have listened to your
words with more and more astonishment. T have never
before heard of any that were comrades of Reynard’s
whom he has not turned upon in time and treated
wickedly.”

The She-Ape answered : “ My lord, it is true that I
love Reynard and know nothing ill of him. Also, I know
of one good deed which he did in your presence, for which
you owe him untold thanks. Though the scales are
turned at present, yet the heaviest shall in the end weigh
most. These are the rules of life : we should love our
friends in reason, and hate no one. To be steadfast and
constant 1s right and just. I will tell you a tale of a
Man and a Serpent, to show how justice may be done
in strange ways, and how circumstances alter cases.
Two years ago there came to this Court for judgment a
Man and a Serpent, and this was the tale they had to tell.
The Serpent in trying to pass through a hedge was caught
by the neck in a snare, and held so fast that he must have
died there if no help had come to him. Then the Man
came by, and the Serpent cried out for help to him.
‘Save me, good Man, or I shall choke and die in this
snare " “If you will promise not to bite nor harm me
in any way, and to keep your poison to yourself, I will
help you out,” said the Man, taking pity on his plight.
‘I vow and swear it shall be so,” answered the Serpent.
So the Man set to work, and after struggling with the cruel
snare, he got the Serpent safely out of it and set him free,
and they journeyed on their way together in friendship.
But the pangs of hunger soon attacked the Serpent, for
he had not eaten for a long time, and was weakened by
his sufferings in the snare, so that he longed for a nourish-
ing meal. And when they became very violent indeed,
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he made ready to strike and slay his companion. The
Man sprang away from the blows and escaped, crying
out upon the Serpent : * What, have you forgotten your
oath that you would do me no harm ? Is it for this that
I have saved you out of the snare ?” ‘ Hunger is a hard
master,” answered the Serpent ; ‘it may cause a man to
break his oath.” ‘ You may have good enough reason to
obey hunger,” said the Man, ‘ but I must understand it
also. Let us take our time over this matter and settle
it justly.” ‘ So be it,” said the Serpent, and they journeyed
onwards. Presently they met Tisellin the Raven with
his son Slinopere, and told them their story. Now,
Tisellin was also hungry, and thought he and his son might
join in the feast, so he gave it as his opinion that the
Serpent would be justified in slaying the Man. ‘ How
now, good Man ?’ asked the Serpent. ‘ What do you
say ? I am judged to be in the right. You agree ?’
‘ Nay,” said the Man. ‘Indeed I do not agree. This
Tisellin is a robber himself, and has no sense of justice.
He is only one, too, and none can be judged by one only.
There must be two or three at least to try the case, and
they should not be evil-doers, but men learned in the law
and of good life.” So they went on farther until they met
with the Bear and the Wolf, to whom they told the tale
again. And they also said that the Serpent ought to be
allowed to slay the Man, for to plead hunger was reason
enough for breaking any oath. Then the Serpent leaped
again upon the man, and would have slain him then and
there ; but the Man in his terror sprang far from him,
and cried again loudly that the Serpent had no right to
touch him. °I spared your life,” he said, ‘ and would you
now not spare mine ? It is a wicked thought.” ° It has
been judged twice that I may slay you,” answered the
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Serpent.  ‘ What more would you have?’” ‘The
judgments of robbers and murderers are of no account,’
said the Man. °Those whose lives are lawless cannot
administer the law rightly. I insist that this matter be
brought before our Lord the King and his Court to be
tried properly. You cannot refuse this, and, whatever
sentence they pass, we will abide by without question.’
‘ That is a good idea,’ said the Bear and the Wolf, and the
Serpent agreed that it sounded wise. (Your Majesty
may see that your subjects agree always that you will do
justice upon them, without favour or unfairness.) So
the whole party came to the Court before the King,
With the Wolf came his two children, Eatall and Neverfull.
who were so called because they were for ever seeking
for food. They howled upon the Man, and would have
torn him to pieces if they had been allowed. But the King
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