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INTRODUCTION
Dear Reader,
The imagination is a wonderful thing. Look at what we
have accomplished throughout history just due to using our
imagination. We have landed people on the moon, we have
created huge skyscraper buildings, created islands in Dubai,
painted and sculpted masterpieces, and countless other
things. How do you stimulate your imagination? I hope
your answer is reading. If it wasn't that's okay.
Reading, for me, is a great way to transport yourself to
other places, see other people, experience new things.
Lately, it seems that I have been caught up in reading books
about a post-apocalyptic dystopia. When the world ends
and you are fighting for survival, what are you going to do?
Reading is also a great way for me to spend time with my
son. He loves to listen to stories as he is laying in bed. I
set the sleep timer for 15 minutes and when the story shuts
off, he is still wide awake, most nights. Now I don't just set
the timer and then leave the room, I set him in bed, tuck
him in, climb into bed with him, choose the book he wants,
I set the timer, and we listen together.
Why do I do this? I do this because I love books and I
hope to instill that into my son. My mother instilled that
into me as a child and I want to do the same. At the time of
this publication, my wife is reading too but it is books for

school as she is working on her nursing degree.
What I hope that you get from this book, and my podcast, is
that you get a collection of stories that you can listen to as a
family or listen to by yourself and possibly begin to “...take
a deep interest in such stories...that the reading of them will
not only give pleasure, but will help to lay the foundation
for broader literary studies...” (Baldwin, 4)
I wish you many great adventures on your quest through
the literary world and hopefully you will impart these
adventures onto others.
Sincerely,
Jason Hendrickson
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KING ALFRED AND THE CAKES
Many years ago there lived in England a wise and good
king whose name was Alfred. No other man ever did so
much for his country as he; and people now, all over the
world, speak of him as Alfred the Great.
In those days a king did not have a very easy life. There
was war almost all the time, and no one else could lead his
army into battle so well as he. And so, between ruling and
fighting, he had a busy time of it indeed.
A fierce, rude people, called the Danes, had come from
over the sea, and were fighting the English. There were so
many of them, and they were so bold and strong, that for a
long time they gained every battle. If they kept on, they
would soon be the masters of the whole country.
At last, after a great battle, the English army was broken up
and scattered. Every man had to save himself in the best
way he could. King Alfred fled alone, in great haste,
through the woods and swamps.
Late in the day the king came to the hut of a wood cutter.
He was very tired and hungry, and he begged the wood
cutter's wife to give him something to eat and a place to
sleep in her hut.
The woman was baking some cakes upon the hearth, and
she looked with pity upon the poor, ragged fellow who
seemed so hungry. She had no thought that he was the king.
"Yes," she said, "I will give you some supper if you will
watch these cakes. I want to go out and milk the cow; and
you must see that they do not burn while I am gone."
King Alfred was very willing to watch the cakes, but he had
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far greater things to think about. How was he going to get
his army together again? And how was he going to drive
the fierce Danes out of the land? He forgot his hunger; he
forgot the cakes; he forgot that he was in the woodcutter's
hut. His mind was busy making plans for tomorrow.
In a little while the mow-an came back. The cakes were
smoking on the hearth. They were burned to a crisp. Ah,
how angry she was!
"You lazy fellow!" she cried. "See what you have done!
You want some-thing to eat, but you do not want to work!"
I have been told that she even struck the king with a stick;
but I can hardly believe that she was so ill natured.
The king must have laughed to himself at the thought of
being scolded in this way; and he was so hungry that he did
not mind the woman's angry words half so much as the loss
of the cakes.
I do not know whether he had any-thing to eat that night, or
whether he had to go to bed without his supper. But it was
not many days until he had gathered his men together
again, and had beaten the Danes in a great battle.

2

KING ALFRED AND THE BEGGAR
At one time the Danes drove King Alfred from his
kingdom, and he had to lie hidden for a long time on a little
is-land in a river.
One day, all who were on the is-land, except the king and
queen and one servant, went out to fish. It was a very
lonely place, and no one could get to it except by a boat.
About noon a ragged beggar came to the king's door, and
asked for food.
The king called the servant, and asked, "How much food
have we in the house?"
"My lord," said the servant, "we have only one loaf and a
little wine."
Then the king gave thanks to God, and said, "Give half of
the loaf and half of the wine to this poor man."
The servant did as he was bidden. The beggar thanked the
king for his kindness, and went on his way.
In the after-noon the men who had gone out to fish came
back. They had three boats full of fish, and they said, "We
have caught more fish to-day than in all the other days that
we have been on this island."
The king was glad, and he and his people were more
hopeful than they had ever been before.
When night came, the king lay awake for a long time, and
thought about the things that had happened that day. At last
he fancied that he saw a great light like the sun; and in the
midst of the light there stood an old man with black hair,
holding an open book in his hand.
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It may all have been a dream, and yet to the king it seemed
very real indeed. He looked and wondered, but was not
afraid.
"Who are you?" he asked of the old man.
"Alfred, my son, be brave," said the man; "for I am the one
to whom you gave this day the half of all the food that you
had. Be strong and joyful of heart, and listen to what I say.
Rise up early in the morning and blow your horn three
times, so loudly that the Danes may hear it. By nine
o'clock, five hundred men will be around you ready to be
led into battle. Go forth bravely, and within seven days
your enemies shall be beaten, and you shall go back to your
kingdom to reign in peace."
Then the light went out, and the man was seen no more.
In the morning the king arose early, and crossed over to the
mainland. Then he blew his horn three times very loudly;
and when his friends heard it they were glad, but the Danes
were filled with fear.
At nine o'clock, five hundred of his bravest soldiers stood
around him ready for battle. He spoke, and told them what
he had seen and heard in his dream; and when he had
finished, they all cheered loudly, and said that they would
follow him and fight for him so long as they had strength.
So they went out bravely to battle; and they beat the Danes,
and drove them back into their own place. And King Alfred
ruled wisely and well over all his people for the rest of his
days.
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KING CANUTE ON THE SEASHORE
A hundred years or more after the time of Alfred the Great
there was a king of England named Canuté. King Canute
was a Dane; but the Danes were not so fierce and cruel then
as they had been when they were at war with King Alfred.
The great men and officers who were around King Canute
were always praising him.
"You are the greatest man that ever lived," one would say.
Then another would say, "O king! there can never be
another man so mighty as you."
And another would say, "Great Canute, there is nothing in
the world that dares to dis-o-bey you."
The king was a man of sense, and he grew very tired of
hearing such foolish speeches.
One day he was by the sea-shore, and his officers were with
him. They were praising him, as they were in the habit of
doing. He thought that now he would teach them a lesson,
and so he bade them set his chair on the beach close by the
edge of the water.
"Am I the greatest man in the world?" he asked.
"O king!" they cried, "there is no one so mighty as you."
"Do all things obey me?" he asked.
"There is nothing that dares to dis-o-bey you, O king!" they
said. "The world bows before you, and gives you honor."
"Will the sea obey me?" he asked; and he looked down at
the little waves which were lapping the sand at his feet.
The foolish officers were puzzled, but they did not dare to
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say "No."
"Command it, O king! and it will obey," said one.
"Sea," cried Canute, "I command you to come no farther!
Waves, stop your rolling, and do not dare to touch my
feet!"
But the tide came in, just as it always did. The water rose
higher and higher. It came up around the king's chair, and
wet not only his feet, but also his robe. His officers stood
about him, alarmed, and wondering whether he was not
mad.
Then Canute took off his crown, and threw it down upon
the sand.
"I shall never wear it again," he said. "And do you, my
men, learn a lesson from what you have seen. There is only
one King who is all-powerful; and it is he who rules the
sea, and holds the ocean in the hollow of his hand. It is he
whom you ought to praise and serve above all others."
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THE SONS OF WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR
There was once a great king of England who was called
William the Conqueror, and he had three sons.
One day King William seemed to be thinking of something
that made him feel very sad; and the wise men who were
about him asked him what was the matter.
"I am thinking," he said, "of what my sons may do after I
am dead. For, unless they are wise and strong, they cannot
keep the kingdom which I have won for them. Indeed, I am
at a loss to know which one of the three ought to be the
king when I am gone."
"O king!" said the wise men, "if we only knew what things
your sons admire the most, we might then be able to tell
what kind of men they will be. Perhaps, by asking each one
of them a few questions, we can find out which one of them
will be best fitted to rule in your place."
"The plan is well worth trying, at least," said the king.
"Have the boys come before you, and then ask them what
you please."
The wise men talked with one another for a little while, and
then agreed that the young princes should be brought in,
one at a time, and that the same questions should be put to
each.
The first who came into the room was Robert. He was a
tall, willful lad, and was nick-named Short Stocking.
"Fair sir," said one of the men, "answer me this question: If,
instead of being a boy, it had pleased God that you should
be a bird, what kind of a bird would you rather be?"
"A hawk," answered Robert. "I would rather be a hawk, for
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no other bird reminds one so much of a bold and gallant
knight."
The next who came was young William, his father's namesake and pet. His face was jolly and round, and because he
had red hair he was nicknamed Rufus, or the Red.
"Fair sir," said the wise man, "answer me this question: If,
instead of being a boy, it had pleased God that you should
be a bird, what kind of a bird would you rather be?"
"An eagle," answered William. "I would rather be an eagle,
because it is strong and brave. It is feared by all other birds,
and is there-fore the king of them all."
Lastly came the youngest brother, Henry, with quiet steps
and a sober, thoughtful look. He had been taught to read
and write, and for that reason he was nick-named Beauclerc, or the Handsome Scholar.
"Fair sir," said the wise man, "answer me this question: If,
instead of being a boy, it had pleased God that you should
be a bird, what kind of a bird would you rather be?"
"A star-ling," said Henry. "I would rather be a star-ling,
because it is good-mannered and kind and a joy to every
one who sees it, and it never tries to rob or abuse its
neighbor."
Then the wise men talked with one another for a little
while, and when they had agreed among themselves, they
spoke to the king.
"We find," said they, "that your eldest son, Robert, will be
bold and gallant. He will do some great deeds, and make a
name for himself; but in the end he will be over-come by
his foes, and will die in prison.
"The second son, William, will be as brave and strong as
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the eagle; but he will be feared and hated for his cruel
deeds. He will lead a wicked life, and will die a shameful
death.
"The youngest son, Henry, will be wise and prudent and
peaceful. He will go to war only when he is forced to do so
by his enemies. He will be loved at home, and respected
abroad; and he will die in peace after having gained great
possessions."
Years passed by, and the three boys had grown up to be
men. King William lay upon his death-bed, and again he
thought of what would become of his sons when he was
gone. Then he remembered what the wise men had told
him; and so he declared that Robert should have the lands
which he held in France, that William should be the King of
England, and that Henry should have no land at all, but
only a chest of gold.
So it happened in the end very much as the wise men had
fore-told. Robert, the Short Stocking, was bold and
reckless, like the hawk which he so much admired. He lost
all the lands that his father had left him, and was at last shut
up in prison, where he was kept until he died.
William Rufus was so overbearing and cruel that he was
feared and hated by all his people. He led a wicked life, and
was killed by one of his own men while hunting in the
forest.
And Henry, the Handsome Scholar, had not only the chest
of gold for his own, but he became by and by the King of
England and the ruler of all the lands that his father had had
in France.

9

KING JOHN AND THE ABBOT
I. THE THREE QUESTIONS
There was once a king of England whose name was John.
He was a bad king; for he was harsh and cruel to his
people, and so long as he could have his own way, he did
not care what became of other folks. He was the worst king
that England ever had.
Now, there was in the town of Canterbury a rich old abbot
who lived in grand style in a great house called the Abbey.
Every day a hundred noble men sat down with him to dine;
and fifty brave knights, in fine velvet coats and gold chains,
waited upon him at his table.
When King John heard of the way in which the abbot lived,
he made up his mind to put a stop to it. So he sent for the
old man to come and see him.
"How now, my good abbot?" he said. "I hear that you keep
a far better house than I. How dare you do such a thing?
Don't you know that no man in the land ought to live better
than the king? And I tell you that no man shall."
"O king!" said the abbot, "I beg to say that I am spending
nothing but what is my own. I hope that you will not think
ill of me for making things pleasant for my friends and the
brave knights who are with me."
"Think ill of you?" said the king. "How can I help but think
ill of you? All that there is in this broad land is mine by
right; and how do you dare to put me to shame by living in
grander style than I? One would think that you were trying
to be king in my place."
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"Oh, do not say so!" said the abbot "For I"—
"Not another word!" cried the king. "Your fault is plain,
and unless you can answer me three questions, your head
shall be cut off, and all your riches shall be mine."
"I will try to answer them, O king!" said the abbot.
"Well, then," said King John, "as I sit here with my crown
of gold on my head, you must tell me to within a day just
how long I shall live. Secondly, you must tell me how soon
I shall ride round the whole world; and lastly, you shall tell
me what I think."
"O king!" said the abbot, "these are deep, hard questions,
and I cannot answer them just now. But if you will give me
two weeks to think about them, I will do the best that I
can."
"Two weeks you shall have," said the king; "but if then you
fail to answer me, you shall lose your head, and all your
lands shall be mine."
The abbot went away very sad and in great fear. He first
rode to Oxford. Here was a great school, called a
university, and he wanted to see if any of the wise
professors could help him. But they shook their heads, and
said that there was nothing about King John in any of their
books.
Then the abbot rode down to Cam-bridge, where there was
another university. But not one of the teachers in that great
school could help him.
At last, sad and sorrowful, he rode toward home to bid his
friends and his brave knights good-by. For now he had not
a week to live.
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II. THE THREE ANSWERS
As the abbot was riding up the lane which led to his grand
house, he met his shepherd going to the fields.
"Welcome home, good master!" cried the shepherd. "What
news do you bring us from great King John?"
"Sad news, sad news," said the abbot; and then he told him
all that had happened.
"Cheer up, cheer up, good master," said the shepherd.
"Have you never yet heard that a fool may teach a wise
man wit? I think I can help you out of your trouble."
"You help me!" cried the abbot "How? how?"
"Well," answered the shepherd, "you know that everybody
says that I look just like you, and that I have some-times
been mistaken for you. So, lend me your servants and your
horse and your gown, and I will go up to London and see
the king. If nothing else can be done, I can at least die in
your place."
"My good shepherd," said the abbot, "you are very, very
kind; and I have a mind to let you try your plan. But if the
worst comes to the worst, you shall not die for me. I will
die for myself."
So the shepherd got ready to go at once. He dressed himself
with great care. Over his shepherd's coat he threw the
abbot's long gown, and he borrowed the abbot's cap and
golden staff. When all was ready, no one in the world
would have thought that he was not the great man himself.
Then he mounted his horse, and with a great train of
servants set out for London.
Of course the king did not know him.
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"Welcome, Sir Abbot!" he said. "It is a good thing that you
have come back. But, prompt as you are, if you fail to
answer my three questions, you shall lose your head."
"I am ready to answer them, O king!" said the shepherd.
"Indeed, indeed!" said the king, and he laughed to himself.
"Well, then, answer my first question: How long shall I
live? Come, you must tell me to the very day."
"You shall live," said the shepherd, "until the day that you
die, and not one day longer. And you shall die when you
take your last breath, and not one moment before."
The king laughed.
"You are witty, I see," he said. "But we will let that pass,
and say that your answer is right. And now tell me how
soon I may ride round the world."
"You must rise with the sun," said the shepherd, "and you
must ride with the sun until it rises again the next morning.
As soon as you do that, you will find that you have ridden
round the world in twenty-four hours."
The king laughed again. "Indeed," he said, "I did not think
that it could be done so soon. You are not only witty, but
you are wise, and we will let this answer pass. And now
comes my third and last question: What do I think?"
"That is an easy question," said the shepherd. "You think
that I am the Abbot of Canterbury. But, to tell you the truth,
I am only his poor shepherd, and I have come to beg your
pardon for him and for me." And with that, he threw off his
long gown.
The king laughed loud and long.
"A merry fellow you are," said he, "and you shall be the
Abbot of Canterbury in your master's place."
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"O king! that cannot be," said the shepherd; "for I can
neither read nor write."
"Very well, then," said the king, "I will give you something
else to pay you for this merry joke. I will give you four
pieces of silver every week as long as you live. And when
you get home, you may tell the old abbot that you have
brought him a free pardon from King John."
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A STORY OF ROBIN HOOD
In the rude days of King Richard and King John there were
many great woods in England. The most famous of these
was Sherwood forest, where the king often went to hunt
deer. In this forest there lived a band of daring men called
out-laws.
They had done something that was against the laws of the
land, and had been forced to hide themselves in the woods
to save their lives. There they spent their time in roaming
about among the trees, in hunting the king's deer, and in
robbing rich travelers that came that way.
There were nearly a hundred of these outlaws, and their
leader was a bold fellow called Robin Hood. They were
dressed in suits of green, and armed with bows and arrows;
and sometimes they carried long wooden lances and broadswords, which they knew how to handle well. When-ever
they had taken anything, it was brought and laid at the feet
of Robin Hood, whom they called their king. He then
divided it fairly among them, giving to each man his just
share.
Robin never allowed his men to harm any-body but the rich
men who lived in great houses and did no work. He was
always kind to the poor, and he often sent help to them; and
for that reason the common people looked upon him as
their friend.
Long after he was dead, men liked to talk about his deeds.
Some praised him, and some blamed him. He was, indeed,
a rude, lawless fellow; but at that time, people did not think
of right and wrong as they do now.
A great many songs were made up about Robin Hood, and
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these songs were sung in the cottages and huts all over the
land for hundreds of years after-ward.
Here is a little story that is told in one of those songs:—
Robin Hood was standing one day under a green tree by the
road-side. While he was listening to the birds among the
leaves, he saw a young man passing by. This young man
was dressed in a fine suit of bright red cloth; and, as he
tripped gaily along the road, he seemed to be as happy as
the day.
"I will not trouble him," said Robin Hood, "for I think he is
on his way to his wedding."
The next day Robin stood in the same place. He had not
been there long when he saw the same young man coming
down the road. But he did not seem to be so happy this
time. He had left his scarlet coat at home, and at every step
he sighed and groaned.
"Ah the sad day! the sad day!" he kept saying to himself.
Then Robin Hood stepped out from under the tree, and
said,—
"I say, young man! Have you any money to spare for my
merry men and me?"
"I have nothing at all," said the young man, "but five
shillings and a ring."
"A gold ring?" asked Robin.
"Yes?" said the young man, "it is a gold ring. Here it is."
"Ah, I see!" said Robin: "it is a wedding ring."
"I have kept it these seven years," said the young man; "I
have kept it to give to my bride on our wedding day. We
were going to be married yesterday. But her father has
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promised her to a rich old man whom she never saw. And
now my heart is broken."
"What is your name?" asked Robin.
"My name is Allin-a-Dale," said the young man.
"What will you give me, in gold or fee," said Robin, "if I
will help you win your bride again in spite of the rich old
man to whom she has been promised?”
"I have no money," said Allin, "but I will promise to be
your servant."
"How many miles is it to the place where the maiden
lives?" asked Robin.
"It is not far," said Allin. "But she is to be married this very
day, and the church is five miles away."
Then Robin made haste to dress himself as a harper; and in
the after-noon he stood in the door of the church.
"Who are you?" said the bishop, "and what are you doing
here?"
"I am a bold harper," said Robin, "the best in the north
country."
"I am glad you have come," said the bishop kindly. "There
is no music that I like so well as that of the harp. Come in,
and play for us."
"I will go in," said Robin Hood; "but I will not give you
any music until I see the bride and bridegroom."
Just then an old man came in. He was dressed in rich
clothing, but was bent with age, and was feeble and gray.
By his side walked a fair young girl. Her cheeks were very
17

pale, and her eyes were full of tears.
"This is no match," said Robin. "Let the bride choose for
herself."
Then he put his horn to his lips, and blew three times. The
very next minute, four and twenty men, all dressed in
green, and carrying long bows in their hands, came running
across the fields. And as they marched into the church, all
in a row, the fore-most among them was Allin-a-Dale.
"Now whom do you choose?" said Robin to the maiden.
"I choose Allin-a-Dale," she said, blushing.
"And Allin-a-Dale you shall have," said Robin; "and he that
takes you from Allin-a-Dale shall find that he has Robin
Hood to deal with."
And so the fair maiden and Allin-a-Dale were married then
and there, and the rich old man went home in a great rage.
"And thus having ended this merry wedding,
The bride looked like a queen:
And so they re-turned to the merry green wood,
Amongst the leaves so green."
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THE LEGEND OF THE CHRISTMAS TREE
Most children have seen a Christmas tree, and many know
that the pretty and pleasant custom of hanging gifts on its
boughs comes from Germany; but perhaps few have heard
or read the story that is told to little German children,
respecting the origin of this custom. The story is called
"The Little Stranger," and runs thus:
In a small cottage on the borders of a forest lived a poor
laborer, who gained a scanty living by cutting wood. He
had a wife and two children who helped him in his work.
The boy's name was Valentine, and the girl was called
Mary. They were obedient, good children, and a great
comfort to their parents. One winter evening, this happy
little family were sitting quietly round the hearth, the snow
and the wind raging outside, while they ate their supper of
dry bread, when a gentle tap was heard on the window, and
a childish voice cried from without: "Oh, let me in, pray! I
am a poor little child, with nothing to eat, and no home to
go to, and I shall die of cold and hunger unless you let me
in."
Valentine and Mary jumped up from the table and ran to
open the door, saying: "Come in, poor little child! We have
not much to give you, but whatever we have we will share
with you."
The stranger-child came in and warmed his frozen hands
and feet at the fire, and the children gave him the best they
had to eat, saying: "You must be tired, too, poor child! Lie
down on our bed; we can sleep on the bench for one night."
Then said the little stranger-child: "Thank God for all your
kindness to me!"
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So they took their little guest into their sleeping-room, laid
him on the bed, covered him over, and said to each other:
"How thankful we ought to be! We have warm rooms and a
cozy bed, while this poor child has only heaven for his roof
and the cold earth for his sleeping-place."
When their father and mother went to bed, Mary and
Valentine lay quite contentedly on the bench near the fire,
saying, before they fell asleep: "The stranger-child will be
so happy to-night in his warm bed!"
These kind children had not slept many hours before Mary
awoke and softly whispered to her brother: "Valentine,
dear, wake, and listen to the sweet music under the
window."
Then Valentine rubbed his eyes and listened. It was sweet
music indeed, and sounded like beautiful voices singing to
the tones of a harp:
"O holy Child, we greet thee! bringing
Sweet strains of harp to aid our singing.
"Thou, holy Child, in peace art sleeping,
While we our watch without are keeping.
"Blest be the house wherein thou liest.
Happiest on earth, to heaven the highest."
The children listened, while a solemn joy filled their hearts;
then they stepped softly to the window to see who might be
without.
In the east was a streak of rosy dawn, and in its light they
saw a group of children standing before the house, clothed
in silver garments, holding golden harps in their hands.
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Amazed at this sight, the children were still gazing out of
the window, when a light tap caused them to turn round.
There stood the stranger-child before them clad in a golden
dress, with a gleaming radiance round his curling hair. "I
am the little Christ-child," he said, "who wanders through
the world bringing peace and happiness to good children.
You took me in and cared for me when you thought me a
poor child, and now you shall have my blessing for what
you have done."
A fir tree grew near the house; and from this he broke a
twig, which he planted in the ground, saying: "This twig
shall become a tree, and shall bring forth fruit year by year
for you."
No sooner had he done this than he vanished, and with him
the little choir of angels. But the fir-branch grew and
became a Christmas tree, and on its branches hung golden
apples and silver nuts every Christmas-tide.
Such is the story told to German children concerning their
beautiful Christmas trees, though we know that the real
little Christ-child can never be wandering, cold and
homeless, again in our world, inasmuch as he is safe in
heaven by his Father's side; yet we may gather from this
story the same truth which the Bible plainly tells us—that
any one who helps a Christian child in distress, it will be
counted unto him as if he had indeed done it unto Christ
himself. "Inasmuch as ye have done it unto the least of
these my brethren, ye have done it unto me."
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THE FIRST CHRISTMAS TREE
Claus had always kept his promise to the Knooks by
returning to the Laughing Valley by daybreak, but only the
swiftness of his reindeer has enabled him to do this, for he
travels over all the world.
He loved his work and he loved the brisk night ride on his
sledge and the gay tinkle of the sleigh-bells. On that first
trip with the ten reindeer only Glossie and Flossie wore
bells; but each year thereafter for eight years Claus carried
presents to the children of the Gnome King, and that goodnatured monarch gave him in return a string of bells at each
visit, so that finally every one of the ten deer was supplied,
and you may imagine what a merry tune the bells played as
the sledge sped over the snow.
The children's stockings were so long that it required a
great many toys to fill them, and soon Claus found there
were other things besides toys that children love. So he sent
some of the Fairies, who were always his good friends, into
the Tropics, from whence they returned with great bags full
of oranges and bananas which they had plucked from the
trees. And other Fairies flew to the wonderful Valley of
Phunnyland, where delicious candies and bonbons grow
thickly on the bushes, and returned laden with many boxes
of sweetmeats for the little ones. These things Santa Claus,
on each Christmas Eve, placed in the long stockings,
together with his toys, and the children were glad to get
them, you may be sure.
There are also warm countries where there is no snow in
winter, but Claus and his reindeer visited them as well as
the colder climes, for there were little wheels inside the
runners of his sledge which permitted it to run as smoothly
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over bare ground as on the snow. And the children who
lived in the warm countries learned to know the name of
Santa Claus as well as those who lived nearer to the
Laughing Valley.
Once, just as the reindeer were ready to start on their yearly
trip, a Fairy came to Claus and told him of three little
children who lived beneath a rude tent of skins on a broad
plain where there were no trees whatever. These poor
babies were miserable and unhappy, for their parents were
ignorant people who neglected them sadly. Claus resolved
to visit these children before he returned home, and during
his ride he picked up the bushy top of a pine tree which the
wind had broken off and placed it in his sledge.
It was nearly morning when the deer stopped before the
lonely tent of skins where the poor children lay asleep.
Claus at once planted the bit of pine tree in the sand and
stuck many candles on the branches. Then he hung some of
his prettiest toys on the tree, as well as several bags of
candies. It did not take long to do all this, for Santa Claus
works quickly, and when all was ready he lighted the
candles and, thrusting his head in at the opening of the tent,
he shouted:
"Merry Christmas, little ones!"
With that he leaped into his sledge and was out of sight
before the children, rubbing the sleep from their eyes, could
come out to see who had called them.
You can imagine the wonder and joy of those little ones,
who had never in their lives known a real pleasure before,
when they saw the tree, sparkling with lights that shone
brilliant in the gray dawn and hung with toys enough to
make them happy for years to come! They joined hands and
danced around the tree, shouting and laughing, until they
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were obliged to pause for breath. And their parents, also,
came out to look and wonder, and thereafter had more
respect and consideration for their children, since Santa
Claus had honored them with such beautiful gifts.
The idea of the Christmas tree pleased Claus, and so the
following year he carried many of them in his sledge and
set them up in the homes of poor people who seldom saw
trees, and placed candles and toys on the branches. Of
course he could not carry enough trees in one load of all
who wanted them, but in some homes the fathers were able
to get trees and have them all ready for Santa Claus when
he arrived; and these the good Claus always decorated as
prettily as possible and hung with toys enough for all the
children who came to see the tree lighted.
These novel ideas and the generous manner in which they
were carried out made the children long for that one night
in the year when their friend Santa Claus should visit them,
and as such anticipation is very pleasant and comforting the
little ones gleaned much happiness by wondering what
would happen when Santa Claus next arrived.
Perhaps you remember that stern Baron Braun who once
drove Claus from his castle and forbade him to visit his
children? Well, many years afterward, when the old Baron
was dead and his son ruled in his place, the new Baron
Braun came to the house of Claus with his train of knights
and pages and henchmen and, dismounting from his
charger, bared his head humbly before the friend of
children.
"My father did not know your goodness and worth," he
said, "and therefore threatened to hang you from the castle
walls. But I have children of my own, who long for a visit
from Santa Claus, and I have come to beg that you will
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favor them hereafter as you do other children."
Claus was pleased with this speech, for Castle Braun was
the only place he had never visited, and he gladly promised
to bring presents to the Baron's children the next Christmas
Eve.
The Baron went away contented, and Claus kept his
promise faithfully.
Thus did this man, through very goodness, conquer the
hearts of all; and it is no wonder he was ever merry and
gay, for there was no home in the wide world where he was
not welcomed more royally than any king.
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THE NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS
Clement Clarke Moore
'Twas the night before Christmas, and all through the
house,
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse.
The stockings were hung by the chimney with care,
In the hope that St. Nicholas soon would be there.
The children were nestled all snug in their beds,
While visions of sugar-plums danced in their heads.
And mamma in her kerchief, and I in my cap,
Had just settled our brains for a long winter's nap;
When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter,
I sprang from the bed to see what was the matter.
Away to the window I flew like a flash,
Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash.
The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow
Gave the lustre of midday to objects below—
When what to my wondering eyes should appear
But a miniature sleigh and eight tiny reindeer.
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With a little old driver so lively and quick,
I knew in a moment it must be St. Nick.
More rapid than eagles his coursers they came,
And he whistled and shouted and called them by name—
"Now, Dasher! Now, Dancer! Now, Prancer! Now, Vixen!
On, Comet! On, Cupid! On, Dunder and Blixen!
To the top of the porch, to the top of the wall!
Now, dash away! Dash away! Dash away! All!"
As dry leaves before the wild hurricane fly,
When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky,
So up to the house-top the coursers they flew
With the sleigh full of toys, and St. Nicholas, too.
And then in a twinkling I heard on the roof
The prancing and pawing of each tiny hoof.
As I drew in my head, and was turning around,
Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a bound.
He was dressed all in fur from his head to his foot,
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and soot;
A bundle of toys he had flung on his back,
And he looked like a pedlar just opening his pack.
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His eyes—how they twinkled! His dimples, how merry!
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry;
His droll little mouth was drawn up in a bow,
And the beard on his chin was as white as the snow.
The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth,
And the smoke, it encircled his head like a wreath.
He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old elf,
And I laughed when I saw him, in spite of myself.
A wink of his eye, and a twist of his head,
Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread.
He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work,
And filled all the stockings—then turned with a jerk,
And laying his finger aside of his nose,
And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose.
He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle,
And away they all flew, like the down of a thistle;
But I heard him exclaim ere he drove out of sight,
"Merry Christmas to all, and to all a goodnight!”

28

THE NIGHT AFTER CHRISTMAS
Anonymous
'Twas the night after Christmas, and all through the house
Not a creature was stirring—excepting a mouse.
The stockings were flung in haste over the chair,
For hopes of St. Nicholas were no longer there.
The children were restlessly tossing in bed,
For the pie and the candy were heavy as lead;
While mamma in her kerchief, and I in my gown,
Had just made up our minds that we would not lie down,
When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter,
I sprang from my chair to see what was the matter.
Away to the window I went with a dash,
Flung open the shutter, and threw up the sash.
The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow,
Gave the lustre of noon-day to objects below.
When what to my long anxious eyes should appear
But a horse and a sleigh, both old-fashioned and queer;
With a little old driver, so solemn and slow,
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I knew at a glance it must be Dr Brough.
I drew in my head, and was turning around,
When upstairs came the Doctor, with scarcely a sound,
He wore a thick overcoat, made long ago,
And the beard on his chin was white with the snow.
He spoke a few words, and went straight to his work;
He felt all the pulses,—then turned with a jerk,
And laying his finger aside of his nose,
With a nod of his head to the chimney he goes:—
"A spoonful of oil, ma'am, if you have it handy;
No nuts and no raisins, no pies and no candy.
These tender young stomachs cannot well digest
All the sweets that they get; toys and books are the best.
But I know my advice will not find many friends,
For the custom of Christmas the other way tends.
The fathers and mothers, and Santa Claus, too,
Are exceedingly blind. Well, a good-night to you!"
And I heard him exclaim, as he drove out of sight:
These feastings and candies make Doctors' bills right!"
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BABOUSCKA
Russian legend
It was the night the dear Christ Child came to Bethlehem.
In a country far away from Him, an old, old woman named
Babouscka sat in her snug little house by her warm fire.
The wind was drifting the snow outside and howling down
the chimney, but it only made Babouscka's fire burn more
brightly. "How glad I am that I may stay indoors!" said
Babouscka, holding her hands out to the bright blaze. But
suddenly she heard a loud rap at her door. She opened it
and her candle shone on three old men standing outside in
the snow. Their beards were as white as the snow, and so
long that they reached the ground. Their eyes shone kindly
in the light of Babouscka's candle, and their arms were full
of precious things—boxes of jewels, and sweet-smelling
oils, and ointments. "We have traveled far, Babouscka,"
said they, "and we stop to tell you of the Baby Prince born
this night in Bethlehem. He comes to rule the world and
teach all men to be loving and true. We carry Him gifts.
Come with us, Babouscka!" But Babouscka looked at the
driving snow, and then inside at her cozy room and the
crackling fire. "It is too late for me to go with you, good
sirs," she said, "the weather is too cold." She went inside
again and shut the door, and the old men journeyed on to
Bethlehem without her. But as Babouscka sat by her fire,
rocking, [Pg 110]she began to think about the little Christ
Child, for she loved all babies. "Tomorrow I will go to find
Him," she said; "tomorrow, when it is light, and I will carry
Him some toys." So when it was morning Babouscka put
on her long cloak, and took her staff, and filled a basket
with the pretty things a baby would like—gold balls, and
wooden toys, and strings of silver cobwebs—and she set
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out to find the Christ Child. But, oh! Babouscka had
forgotten to ask the three old men the road to Bethlehem,
and they had traveled so far through the night that she
could not overtake them. Up and down the roads she
hurried, through woods and fields and towns, saying to
whomsoever she met: "I go to find the Christ Child. Where
does he lie? I bring some pretty toys for His sake." But no
one could tell her the way to go, and they all said: "Farther
on, Babouscka, farther on." So she traveled on, and on, and
on for years and years—but she never found the little Christ
Child. They say that old Babouscka is traveling still,
looking for Him. When it comes Christmas eve, and the
children are lying fast asleep, Babouscka comes softly
through the snowy fields and towns, wrapped in her long
cloak and carrying her basket on her arm. With her staff she
raps gently at the doors and goes inside and holds her
candle close to the little children's faces. "Is He here?" she
asks. "Is the little Christ Child here?" And then she turns
sorrowfully away again, crying: "Farther on, farther on."
But before she leaves she takes a toy from her basket and
lays it beside the pillow for a Christmas gift. "For His
sake," she says softly and then hurries on through the years
and forever in search of the little Christ Child.
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CHRISTMAS AT FEZZIWIG'S WAREHOUSE
Charles Dickens
"Yo Ho! my boys," said Fezziwig. "No more work to-night!
Christmas Eve, Dick! Christmas, Ebenezer! Let's have the
shutters up!" cried old Fezziwig with a sharp clap of his
hands, "before a man can say Jack Robinson...." "Hilli-ho!"
cried old Fezziwig, skipping down from the high desk with
wonderful agility. "Clear away, my lads, and let's have lots
of room here! Hilli-ho, Dick! Cheer-up, Ebenezer!" Clear
away! There was nothing they wouldn't have cleared away,
or couldn't have cleared away with old Fezziwig looking
on. It was done in a minute. Every movable was packed off,
as if it were dismissed from public life forevermore; the
floor was swept and watered, the lamps were trimmed, fuel
was heaped upon the fire; and the warehouse was as snug,
and warm, and dry, and bright a ballroom as you would
desire to see on a winter's night. In came a fiddler with a
music book, and went up to the lofty desk and made an
orchestra of it and tuned like fifty stomach-aches. In came
Mrs. Fezziwig, one vast substantial smile. In came the three
Misses Fezziwig, beaming and lovable. In came the six
followers whose hearts they broke. In came all the young
men and women employed in the business. In came the
housemaid with her cousin the baker. In came the cook
with her brother's particular friend the milkman. In came
the boy from over the way, who was suspected of not
having board enough from his master, trying to hide
himself behind the girl from next door but one who was
proved to have had her ears pulled by her mistress; in they
all came, anyhow and everyhow. Away they all went,
twenty couple at once; hands half round and back again the
other way; down the middle and up again; round and round
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in various stages of affectionate grouping, old top couple
always turning up in the wrong place; new top couple
starting off again, as soon as they got there; all top couples
at last, and not a bottom one to help them. When this result
was brought about the fiddler struck up "Sir Roger de
Coverley." Then old Fezziwig stood out to dance with Mrs.
Fezziwig. Top couple, too, with a good stiff piece of work
cut out for them; three or four and twenty pairs of partners;
people who were not to be trifled with; people who would
dance and had no notion of walking. But if they had been
thrice as many—oh, four times as many—old Fezziwig
would have been a match for them, and so would Mrs.
Fezziwig. As to her, she was worthy to be his partner in
every sense of the term. If that's not high praise, tell me
higher and I'll use it. A positive light appeared to issue from
Fezziwig's calves. They shone in every part of the dance
like moons. You couldn't have predicted at any given time
what would become of them next. And when old Fezziwig
and Mrs. Fezziwig had gone all through the dance, advance
and retire; both hands to your partner, bow and courtesy,
corkscrew, thread the needle, and back again to your place;
Fezziwig "cut"—cut so deftly that he appeared to wink
with his legs, and came upon his feet again with a stagger.
When the clock struck eleven the domestic ball broke up.
Mr. and Mrs. Fezziwig took their stations, one on either
side of the door, and shaking hands with every person
individually, as he or she went out, wished him or her a
Merry Christmas!
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THE FIRST JOURNEY WITH THE REINDEER
L. Frank Baum
Those were happy days for Claus when he carried his
accumulation of toys to the children who had awaited them
so long. During his imprisonment in the Valley he had been
so industrious that all his shelves were filled with
playthings, and after quickly supplying the little ones living
near by he saw he must now extend his travels to wider
fields. Remembering the time when he had journeyed with
Ak through all the world, he know children were
everywhere, and he longed to make as many as possible
happy with his gifts. So he loaded a great sack with all
kinds of toys, slung it upon his back that he might carry it
more easily, and started off on a longer trip than he had yet
undertaken. Wherever he showed his merry face, in hamlet
or in farmhouse, he received a cordial welcome, for his
fame had spread into far lands. At each village the children
swarmed about him, following his footsteps wherever he
went; and the women thanked him gratefully for the joy he
brought their little ones; and the men looked upon him
curiously that he should devote his time to such a queer
occupation as toymaking. But every one smiled on him and
gave him kindly words, and Claus felt amply repaid for his
long journey. When the sack was empty he went back again
to the Laughing Valley and once more filled it to the brim.
This time he followed another road, into a different part of
the country, and carried happiness to many children who
never before had owned a toy or guessed that such a
delightful plaything existed. After a third journey, so far
away that Claus was many days walking the distance, the
store of toys became exhausted and without delay he set
about making a fresh supply. From seeing so many children
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and studying their tastes he had acquired several new ideas
about toys. The dollies were, he had found, the most
delightful of all playthings for babies and little girls, and
often those who could not say "dolly" would call for a
"doll" in their sweet baby talk. So Claus resolved to make
many dolls, of all sizes, and to dress them in bright-colored
clothing. The older boys—and even some of the girls—
loved the images of animals, so he still made cats and
elephants and horses. And many of the little fellows had
musical natures, and longed for drums and cymbals and
whistles and horns. So he made a number of toy drums,
with tiny sticks to beat them with; and he made whistles
Claus was surprised; not that the friendly deer should visit
him, but that they walked on the surface of the snow as
easily as if it were solid ground, notwithstanding the fact
that throughout the Valley the snow lay many feet deep. He
had walked out of his house a day or two before and had
sunk to his armpits in a drift. So when the deer came near
he opened the door and called to them: "Good morning,
Flossie! Tell me how you are able to walk on the snow so
easily." "It is frozen hard," answered Flossie. "The Frost
King has breathed on it," said Glossie, coming up, "and the
surface is now as solid as ice." "Perhaps," remarked Claus,
thoughtfully, "I might now carry my pack of toys to the
children." "Is it a long journey?" asked Flossie. "Yes; it will
take me many days, for the pack is heavy," answered Claus.
"Then the snow would melt before you could get back,"
said the deer. "You must wait until spring, Claus." Claus
sighed. "Had I your fleet feet," said he, "I could make the
journey in a day." "But you have not," returned Glossie,
looking at his own slender legs with pride. "Perhaps I could
ride upon your back," Claus ventured to remark, after a
pause. "Oh no; our backs are not strong enough to bear
your weight," said Flossie, decidedly. "But if you had a
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sledge, and could harness us to it, we might draw you
easily, and your pack as well." "I'll make a sledge!"
exclaimed Claus. "Will you agree to draw me if I do?"
"Well," replied Flossie, "we must first go and ask the
Knooks, who are our guardians, for permission; but if they
consent, and you can make a sledge and harness, we will
gladly assist you." "Then go at once!" cried Claus, eagerly.
"I am sure the friendly Knooks will give their consent, and
by the time you are back I shall be ready to harness you to
my sledge." Flossie and Glossie, being deer of much
intelligence, had long wished to see the great world, so they
gladly ran over the frozen snow to ask the Knooks if they
might carry Claus on his journey. Meantime the toy-maker
hurriedly began the construction of a sledge, using material
from his woodpile. He made two long runners that turned
upward at the front ends, and across these nailed short
boards, to make a platform. It was soon completed, but was
as rude in appearance as it is possible for a sledge to be.
The harness was more difficult to prepare, but Claus
twisted strong cords together and knotted them so they
would fit around the necks of the deer, in the shape of a
collar. From these ran other cords to fasten the deer to the
front of the sledge. Before the work was completed Glossie
and Flossie were back from the Forest, having been granted
permission by Will Knook to make the journey with Claus
provided they would to Burzee by daybreak the next
morning. "That is not a very long time," said Flossie; "but
we are swift and strong, and if we get started by this
evening we can travel many miles during the night." Claus
decided to make the attempt, so he hurried on his
preparations as fast as possible. After a time he fastened the
collars around the necks of his steeds and harnessed them
to his rude sledge. Then he placed a stool on the little
platform, to serve as a seat, and filled a sack with his
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prettiest toys. "How do you intend to guide us?" asked
Glossie. "We have never been out of the Forest before,
except to visit your house, so we shall not know the way."
Claus thought about that for a moment. Then he brought
more cords and fastened two of them to the spreading
antlers of each deer, one on the right and the other on the
left. "Those will be my reins," said Claus, "and when I pull
them to the right or to the left you must go in that direction.
If I do not pull the reins at all you may go straight ahead."
"Very well," answered Glossie and Flossie; and then they
asked: "Are you ready?" Claus seated himself upon the
stool, placed the sack of toys at his feet, and then gathered
up the reins. "All ready!" he shouted; "away we go!" The
deer leaned forward, lifted their slender limbs, and the next
moment away flew the sledge over the frozen snow. The
swiftness of the motion surprised Claus, for in a few strides
they were across the Valley and gliding over the broad plain
beyond. The day had melted into evening by the time they
started; for, swiftly as Claus had worked, many hours had
been consumed in making his preparations. But the moon
shone brightly to light their way, and Claus soon decided it
was just as pleasant to travel by night as by day. The deer
liked it better; for, although they wished to see something
of the world, they were timid about meeting men, and now
all the dwellers in the towns and farmhouses were sound
asleep and could not see them. Away and away they sped,
on and on over the hills and through the valleys and across
the plains until they reached a village where Claus had
never been before. Here he called on them to stop, and they
immediately obeyed. But a new difficulty now presented
itself, for the people had locked their doors when they went
to bed, and Claus found he could not enter the houses to
leave his toys. "I am afraid, my friends, we have made our
journey for nothing," said he, "for I shall be obliged to
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carry my playthings back home again without giving them
to the children of this village." "What's the matter?" asked
Flossie. "The doors are locked," answered Claus, "and I can
not get in." Glossie looked around at the houses. The snow
was quite deep in that village, and just before them was a
roof only a few feet above the sledge. A broad chimney,
which seemed to Glossie big enough to admit Claus, was at
the peak of the roof. "Why don't you climb down that
chimney?" asked Glossie. Claus looked at it. "That would
be easy enough if I were on top of the roof," he answered.
"Then hold fast and we will take you there," said the deer,
and they gave one bound to the roof and landed beside the
big chimney. "Good!" cried Claus, well pleased, and he
slung the pack of toys over his shoulder and got into the
chimney. There was plenty of soot on the bricks, but he did
not mind that, and by placing his hands and knees against
the sides he crept downward until he had reached the
fireplace. Leaping lightly over the smoldering coals he
found himself in a large sitting-room, where a dim light
was burning. From this room two doorways led into smaller
chambers. In one a woman lay asleep, with a baby beside
her in a crib. Claus laughed, but he did not laugh aloud for
fear of waking the baby. Then he slipped a big doll from his
pack and laid it in the crib. The little one smiled, as if it
dreamed of the pretty plaything it was to find on the
morrow, and Claus crept softly from the room and entered
at the other doorway. Here were two boys, fast asleep with
their arms around each other's neck. Claus gazed at them
lovingly a moment and then placed upon the bed a drum,
two horns and a wooden elephant. He did not linger, now
that his work in this house was done, but climbed the
chimney again and seated himself on his sledge. "Can you
find another chimney?" he asked the reindeer. "Easily
enough," replied Glossie and Flossie. Down to the edge of
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the roof they raced, and then, without pausing, leaped
through the air to the top of the next building, where a
huge, old-fashioned chimney stood. "Don't be so long, this
time," called Flossie, "or we shall never get back to the
Forest by daybreak." Claus made a trip down this chimney
also and found five children sleeping in the house, all of
whom were quickly supplied with toys. When he returned
the deer sprang to the next roof, but on descending the
chimney Claus found no children there at all. That was not
often the case in this village, however, so he lost less time
than you might suppose in visiting the dreary homes where
there were no little ones. When he had climbed down the
chimneys of all the houses in that village, and had left a toy
for every sleeping child, Claus found that his great sack
was not yet half emptied. "Onward, friends!" he called to
the deer; "we must seek another village." So away they
dashed, although it was long past midnight, and in a
surprisingly short time they came to a large city, the largest
Claus had ever visited since he began to make toys. But,
nothing daunted by the throng of houses, he set to work at
once and his beautiful steeds carried him rapidly from one
roof to another, only the highest being beyond the leaps of
the agile deer. At last the supply of toys was exhausted and
Claus seated himself in the sledge, with the empty sack at
his feet, and turned the heads of Glossie and Flossie toward
home. Presently Flossie asked: "What is that gray streak in
the sky?" "It is the coming dawn of day," answered Claus,
surprised to find that it was so late. "Good gracious!"
exclaimed Glossie; "then we shall not be home by
daybreak, and the Knooks will punish us and never let us
come again." "We must race for the Laughing Valley and
make our best speed," returned Flossie; "so hold fast, friend
Claus!" Claus held fast and the next moment was flying so
swiftly over the snow that he could not see the trees as they
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whirled past. Up hill and down dale, swift as an arrow shot
from a bow they dashed, and Claus shut his eyes to keep
the wind out of them and left the deer to find their own
way. It seemed to him they were plunging through space,
but he was not at all afraid. The Knooks were severe
masters, and must be obeyed at all hazards, and the gray
streak in the sky was growing brighter every moment.
Finally the sledge came to a sudden stop and Claus, who
was taken unawares, tumbled from his seat into a
snowdrift. As he picked himself up he heard the deer
crying: "Quick, friend, quick! Cut away our harness!" He
drew his knife and rapidly severed the cords, and then he
wiped the moisture from his eyes and looked around him.
The sledge had come to a stop in the Laughing Valley, only
a few feet, he found, from his own door. In the East the day
was breaking, and turning to the edge of Burzee he saw
Glossie and Flossie just disappearing in the Forest.
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UNTO US A CHILD IS BORN
As told by Phebe A. Curtiss at a “White Gift” service
It was in the little town of Bethlehem, with its white walls
and narrow streets, that a wonderful thing happened many,
many years ago. The whole aspect of the place had been
completely transformed, and instead of the quiet which
usually existed there, confusion reigned. The little town
was crowded full of people. All day long men, women and
children had been pouring in companies into it until every
available place was full. It had something to do with the
payment of taxes, and the people had come from far and
near in response to the call of those in authority. Many of
them were staying with relatives and friends, and every
door had been opened to receive those who came. There
were not many places where the public could go to stay in
those days, and the ones that there were had been already
filled. Just as the shadows were closing down around the
hill, an interesting little group found its way up the winding
path through the orchards, touched as they were by the
sunset coloring, and into the gate of the city. The man,
seemingly about fifty years of age, walked with slow and
measured tread. He had a black beard, lightly sprinkled
with gray, and he carried in his hand a staff, which served
him in walking and also in persuading the donkey he was
leading to move a little more rapidly. It was plain to see
that the errand he had come on was an important one, both
from the care with which he was dressed and from the
anxious look which now and then spread over his face.
Upon the donkey's back sat a woman, and your attention
would have been directed to her at once if you could have
been there. She was marvelously beautiful. She was very
young—just at that interesting period between girlhood and
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womanhood, when the charm is so great. Her eyes were
large and blue and they were a prominent feature in the face
that was absolutely perfect in contour and coloring. She
wore an outer robe of a dull woolen stuff which covered the
blue garment worn underneath—the use in cooking. A
resting place and safe protection were all that were offered.
The inn was in charge of one caretaker. There were no
other servants. As the traveler, whose name was Joseph,
drew near he found to his dismay that he could not even
make his way through the crowd to the gate keeper, who
was guarding the one entrance to the inn. He decided to
leave Mary, his wife, in the company of a family with
whom he had been talking while he made an effort to gain
entrance. When at last he reached the man in charge, he
found it was just as he had feared. The inn was full— there
was no room for them there. In vain he urged; he told of his
own line of ancestors; of the noble line from which his wife
descended. The answer was always the same: "There is no
room." At last he pleaded for Mary, his wife. He told the
man in charge that she was not strong, that she had come a
long, long way and was very tired; and urged that some
place be found for her. He feared the results if she should
be compelled to stay in the open all night. So earnestly he
pleaded his case that at last the man said, "I have no room
and yet I cannot turn you away; come with me and I will
find you a place in the stable." Joseph then found Mary and
they and the ones with whom she had been tarrying went
together to the stable and there made themselves
comfortable for the night. This was not at all the cross to
them that it would seem to you today. It was a very
common thing indeed for people to stay in the stables when
the inn was full. And then, too, you must remember that
they were descended from a long line of shepherds. They
naturally loved the animals and did not feel at all badly to
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sleep where they had been, or even in very close company
with them. We can imagine that it was with very thankful
hearts they lay down to rest that night. There was a
company of men, asleep in the pasture lands at some little
distance from Bethlehem, on the slope of the hill. They
were shepherds. They had cared for their sheep and after
that all but one of them had lain down to sleep. It was their
custom for all of the number to watch while the others
slept. They were wrapped in their great, warm shepherd's
cloaks, for the air was chilly at that season. All at once a
strange thing happened. It began to grow very light, and the
one who was watching could not understand. He spoke to
the others and they sprang to their feet. Brighter and
brighter shone the light until it was like the day, and you
can imagine that the shepherds were startled. They could
not speak, so great was their astonishment; but as they drew
closer together they heard a voice coming out of the light.
The voice said, "Be not afraid. Behold, I bring you good
tidings of great joy, which shall be to all people. For unto
you is born this day, in the city of David, a Saviour which
is Christ the Lord. And this shall be a sign unto you; ye
shall find the babe wrapped in swaddling clothes lying in a
manger." And then there were with this angel, who spoke,
many other angels; and they sang, praising God, saying,
"Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, good will
toward men." They sang it again and again until the
heavens fairly rang with it. For a while after the beautiful
song had died away and the light had failed, the shepherds
stood with bowed heads. Then each one gathered his cloak
around him and took his staff in his hand and they started
together to find the place and the Child about which they
had heard. Hastening into Bethlehem they came to the inn
and found Joseph and Mary, and the babe, lying in the
manger, just as the angel said they would. They worshiped
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the Child and returned to their duties, praising God and
glorifying Him. After that Joseph and Mary went away to
another place and took the child Jesus with them, and many
others came to worship Him. Among them were three Wise
Men who had come from separate places and all from a
great distance. They followed the star which was set in the
heavens to guide them and they too found the One they
sought. As they came into the place where He was, each
one bowed in worship and they laid before Him the gifts
they had brought—gold, frankincense and myrrh. What a
wonderful story it is, and how our hearts swell with love as
we think about it! It is fitting that tonight we should dwell
upon it, for we, too, have come to worship our King. It is
His birthday and we have come together to bring Him our
gifts. We have brought "white gifts" because they are the
expression of our pure, unselfish love. The Wise Men
brought gold, and we have brought our gifts of substance—
money and food and clothing and things that will help to
make others comfortable and happy. The Wise Men brought
frankincense, and we bring gifts of service; for each one of
us desires to do some one thing all during the year that will
make for good and make us worthy followers of Him. The
Wise Men brought myrrh, and we bring devotion; for we
bring the gift of self. If we have not already given ourselves
to the Master, we want to do so now; and if we have done
so, we want to reconsecrate our lives to Him.
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THE BIRTH OF JESUS
Luke 2:1 – 20
1 In those days Caesar Augustus issued a decree that a
census should be taken of the entire Roman world. 2 (This
was the first census that took place while Quirinius was
governor of Syria.) 3 And everyone went to their own town
to register. 4 So Joseph also went up from the town of
Nazareth in Galilee to Judea, to Bethlehem the town of
David, because he belonged to the house and line of David.
5 He went there to register with Mary, who was pledged to
be married to him and was expecting a child. 6 While they
were there, the time came for the baby to be born, 7 and she
gave birth to her firstborn, a son. She wrapped him in
cloths and placed him in a manger, because there was no
guest room available for them. 8 And there were shepherds
living out in the fields nearby, keeping watch over their
flocks at night. 9 An angel of the Lord appeared to them,
and the glory of the Lord shone around them, and they were
terrified. 10 But the angel said to them, “Do not be afraid. I
bring you good news that will cause great joy for all the
people. 11 Today in the town of David a Savior has been
born to you; he is the Messiah, the Lord. 12 This will be a
sign to you: You will find a baby wrapped in cloths and
lying in a manger.” 13 Suddenly a great company of the
heavenly host appeared with the angel, praising God and
saying, 14 “Glory to God in the highest heaven, and on
earth peace to those on whom his favor rests.” 15 When the
angels had left them and gone into heaven, the shepherds
said to one another, “Let’s go to Bethlehem and see this
thing that has happened, which the Lord has told us about.”
16 So they hurried off and found Mary and Joseph, and the
baby, who was lying in the manger. 17 When they had seen
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him, they spread the word concerning what had been told
them about this child, 18 and all who heard it were amazed
at what the shepherds said to them. 19 But Mary treasured
up all these things and pondered them in her heart. 20 The
shepherds returned, glorifying and praising God for all the
things they had heard and seen, which were just as they had
been told.
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THE BROWN BEAR OF NORWAY
There was once a king in Ireland, and he had three
daughters, and very nice princesses they were. And one
day, when they and their father were walking on the lawn,
the king began to joke with them, and to ask them whom
they would like to be married to. ‘I’ll have the king of
Ulster for a husband,’ says one; ‘and I’ll have the king of
Munster,’ says another; ‘and,’ says the youngest, ‘I’ll have
no husband but the Brown Bear of Norway.’ For a nurse of
hers used to be telling her of an enchanted prince that she
called by that name, and she fell in love with him, and his
name was the first name on her tongue, for the very night
before she was dreaming of him. Well, one laughed, and
another laughed, and they joked with the princess all the
rest of the evening. But that very night she woke up out of
her sleep in a great hall that was lighted up with a thousand
lamps; the richest carpets were on the floor, and the walls
were covered with cloth of gold and silver, and the place
was full of grand company, and the very beautiful prince
she saw in her dreams was there, and it wasn’t a moment
till he was on one knee before her, and telling her how
much he loved her, and asking her wouldn’t she be his
queen. Well, she hadn’t the heart to refuse him, and married
they were the same evening. ‘Now, my darling,’ says he,
when they were left by themselves, ‘you must know that I
am under enchantment. A sorceress, that had a beautiful
daughter, wished me for her son-in-law; but the mother got
power over me, and when I refused to wed her daughter she
made me take the form of a bear by day, and I was to
continue so till a lady would marry me of her own free will,
and endure five years of great trials after.’ Well, when the
princess woke in the morning, she missed her husband from
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her side, and spent the day very sadly. But as soon as the
lamps were lighted in the grand hall, where she was sitting
on a sofa covered with silk, the folding doors flew open,
and he was sitting by her side the next minute. So they
spent another happy evening, but he warned her that
whenever she began to tire of him, or ceased to have faith
in him, they would be parted for ever, and he’d be obliged
to marry the witch’s daughter. She got used to find him
absent by day, and they spent a happy twelvemonth
together, and at last a beautiful little boy was born; and
happy as she was before, she was twice as happy now, for
she had her child to keep her company in the day when she
couldn’t see her husband. At last, one evening, when
herself, and himself, and her child were sitting with a
window open because it was a sultry night, in flew an
eagle, took the infant’s sash in his beak, and flew up in the
air with him. She screamed, and was going to throw herself
out the window after him, but the prince caught her, and
looked at her very seriously. She bethought of what he said
soon after their marriage, and she stopped the cries and
complaints that were on her tongue. She spent her days
very father’s lap, and either sank through the ground with it
or went up through the wide chimney. This time the mother
kept her bed for a month. ‘My dear,’ said she to her
husband, when she was beginning to recover, ‘I think I’d
feel better if I was to see my father and mother and sisters
once more. If you give me leave to go home for a few days
I’d be glad.’ ‘Very well,’ said he, ‘I will do that, and
whenever you feel inclined to return, only mention your
wish when you lie down at night.’ The next morning when
she awoke she found herself in her own old chamber in her
father’s palace. She rang the bell, and in a short time she
had her mother and father and married sisters about her,
and they laughed till they cried for joy at finding her safe
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back again. In time she told them all that had happened to
her, and they didn’t know what to advise her to do. She was
as fond of her husband as ever, and said she was sure that
he couldn’t help letting the children go; but still she was
afraid beyond the world to have another child torn from
her. Well, the mother and sisters consulted a wise woman
that used to bring eggs to the castle, for they had great faith
in her wisdom. She said the only plan was to secure the
bear’s skin that the prince was obliged to put on every
morning, and get it burned, and then he couldn’t help being
a man night and day, and the enchantment would be at an
end. So they all persuaded her to do that, and she promised
she would; and after eight days she felt so great a longing
to see her husband again that she made the wish the same
night, and when she woke three hours after, she was in her
husband’s palace, and he himself was watching over her.
There was great joy on both sides, and they were happy for
many days. Now she began to think how she never minded
her husband leaving her in the morning, and how she never
found him neglecting to give her a sweet drink out of a gold
cup just as she was going to bed. One night she contrived
not to drink any of it, though she pretended to do so; and
she was wakeful enough in the morning, and saw her
husband passing out through a panel in the wainscot,
though she kept her eyelids nearly closed. The next night
she got a few drops of the sleepy posset that she saved the
evening before put into her husband’s night drink, and that
made him sleep sound enough. She got up after midnight,
passed through the panel, and found a Beautiful brown
bear’s hide hanging in the corner. Then she stole back, and
went down to the parlour fire, and put the hide into the
middle of it till it was all fine ashes. She then lay down by
her husband, gave him a kiss on the cheek, and fell asleep.
If she was to live a hundred years she’d never forget how
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she wakened next morning, and found her husband looking
down on her with misery and anger in his face. ‘Unhappy
woman,’ said he, ‘you have separated us for ever! Why
hadn’t you patience for five years? I am now obliged,
whether I like or no, to go a three days’ journey to the
witch’s castle, and marry her daughter. The skin that was
my guard you have burned it, and the egg-wife that gave
you the counsel was the witch herself. I won’t reproach
you: your punishment will be severe without it. Farewell
for ever!’ He kissed her for the last time, and was off the
next minute, walking as fast as he could. She shouted after
him, and then seeing there was no use, she dressed herself
and pursued him. He never stopped, nor stayed, nor looked
back, and still she kept him in sight; and when he was on
the hill she was in the hollow, and when he was in the
hollow she was on the hill. Her life was almost leaving her,
when, just as the sun was setting, he turned up a lane, and
went into a little house. She crawled up after him, and
when she got inside there was a beautiful little boy on his
knees, and he kissing and hugging him. ‘Here, my poor
darling,’ says he, ‘is your eldest child, and there,’ says he,
pointing to a woman that was looking on with a smile on
her face, ‘is the eagle that carried him away.’ She forgot all
her sorrows in a moment, hugging her child, and laughing
and crying over him. The woman washed their feet, and
rubbed them with an ointment that took all the soreness out
of their bones, and made them as fresh as a daisy. Next
morning, just before sunrise, he was up, and prepared to be
off, ‘Here,’ said he to her, ‘is a thing which may be of use
to you. It’s a scissors, and whatever stuff you cut with it
will be turned into silk. The moment the sun rises, I’ll lose
all memory of yourself and the children, but I’ll get it at
sunset again. Farewell!’ But he wasn’t far gone till she was
in sight of him again, leaving her boy behind. It was the
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same to-day as yesterday: their shadows went before them
in the morning and followed them in the evening. He never
stopped, and she never stopped, and as the sun was setting
he turned up another lane, and there they found their little
daughter. It was all joy and comfort again till morning, and
then the third day’s journey commenced. But before he
started he gave her a comb, and told her that whenever she
used it, pearls and diamonds would fall from her hair. Still
he had his memory from sunset to sunrise; but from sunrise
to sunset he traveled on under the charm, and never threw
his eye behind. This night they came to where the youngest
baby was, and the next morning, just before sunrise, the
prince spoke to her for the last time. ‘Here, my poor wife,’
said he, ‘is a little hand-reel, with gold thread that has no
end, and the half of our marriage ring. If you ever get to my
house, and put your half-ring to mine, I shall recollect you.
There is a wood yonder, and the moment I enter it I shall
forget everything that ever happened between us, just as if I
was born yesterday. Farewell, dear wife and child, for
ever!’ Just then the sun rose, and away he walked towards
the wood. She saw it open before him and close after him,
and when she came up, she could no more get in than she
could break through a stone wall. She wrung her hands and
shed tears, but then she recollected herself, and cried out,
‘Wood, I charge you by my three magic gifts, the scissors,
the comb, and the reel—to let me through’; and it opened,
and she went along a walk till she came in sight of a palace,
and a lawn, and a woodman’s cottage on the edge of the
wood where it came nearest the palace. She went into the
lodge, and asked the woodman and his wife to take her into
their service. They were not willing at first; but she told
them she would ask no wages, and would give them
diamonds, and pearls, and silk stuffs, and gold thread
whenever they wished for them, and then they agreed to let
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her stay. It wasn’t long till she heard how a young prince,
that was just arrived, was living in the palace of the young
mistress. He seldom stirred abroad, and every one that saw
him remarked how silent and sorrowful he went about, like
a person that was searching for some lost thing. The
servants and conceited folk at the big house began to take
notice of the beautiful young woman at the lodge, and to
annoy her with their impudence. The head footman was the
most troublesome, and at last she invited him to come and
take tea with her. Oh, how rejoiced he was, and how he
bragged of it in the servants’ hall! Well, the evening came,
and the footman walked into the lodge, and was shown to
her sitting-room; for the lodge-keeper and his wife stood in
great awe of her, and gave her two nice rooms for herself.
Well, he sat down as stiff as a ramrod, and was talking in a
grand style about the great doings at the castle, while she
was getting the tea and toast ready. ‘Oh,’ says she to him,
‘would you put your hand out at the window and cut me off
a sprig or two of honeysuckle?’ He got up in great glee, and
put out his hand and head; and said she, ‘By the virtue of
my magic gifts, let a pair of horns spring out of your head,
and sing to the lodge.’ Just as she wished, so it was. They
sprung from the front of each ear, and met at the back. Oh,
the poor wretch! And how he bawled and roared! and the
servants that he used to be boasting to were soon flocking
from the castle, and grinning, and huzzaing, and beating
tunes on tongs and shovels and pans; and he cursing and
swearing, and the eyes ready to start out of his head, and he
so black in the face, and kicking out his legs behind him
like mad. At last she pitied him, and removed the charm,
and the horns dropped down on the ground, and he would
have killed her on the spot, only he was as weak as water,
and his fellow-servants came in and carried him up to the
big house. Well, some way or other the story came to the
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ears of the prince, and he strolled down that way. She had
only the dress of a countrywoman on her as she sat sewing
at the window, but that did not hide her beauty, and he was
greatly puzzled after he had a good look, just as a body is
puzzled to know whether something happened to him when
he was young or if he only dreamed it. Well, the witch’s
daughter heard about it too, and she came to see the strange
girl; and what did she find her doing but cutting out the
pattern of a gown from brown paper; and as she cut away,
the paper became the richest silk she ever saw. The witch’s
daughter looked on with greedy eyes, and, says she, ‘What
would you be satisfied to take for that scissors?’ ‘I’ll take
nothing,’ says she, ‘but leave to spend one night outside the
prince’s chamber.’ Well, the proud lady fired up, and was
going to say something dreadful; but the scissors kept on
cutting, and the silk growing richer and richer every inch.
So she promised what the girl had asked her. When night
came on she was let into the palace and lay down till the
prince was in such a dead sleep that all she did couldn’t
awake him. She sung this verse to him, sighing and
sobbing, and kept singing it the night long, and it was all in
vain: Four long years I was married to thee; Three sweet
babes I bore to thee; Brown Bear of Norway, turn to me. At
the first dawn the proud lady was in the chamber, and led
her away, and the footman of the horns put out his tongue
at her as she was quitting the palace. So there was no luck
so far; but the next day the prince passed by again and
looked at her, and saluted her kindly, as a prince might a
farmer’s daughter, and passed one; and soon the witch’s
daughter passed by, and found her combing her hair, and
pearls and diamonds dropping from it. Well, another
bargain was made, and the princess spent another night of
sorrow, and she left the castle at daybreak, and the footman
was at his post and enjoyed his revenge. The third day the
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prince went by, and stopped to talk with the strange
woman. He asked her could he do anything to serve her,
and she said he might. She asked him did he ever wake at
night. He said that he often did, but that during the last two
nights he was listening to a sweet song in his dreams, and
could not wake, and that the voice was one that he must
have known and loved in some other world long ago. Says
she, ‘Did you drink any sleepy posset either of these
evenings before you went to bed?’ ‘I did,’ said he. ‘The two
evenings my wife gave me something to drink, but I don’t
know whether it was a sleepy posset or not.’ ‘Well, prince,’
said she, ‘as you say you would wish to oblige me, you can
do it by not tasting any drink to-night.’ ‘I will not,’ says he,
and then he went on his walk. Well, the great lady came
soon after the prince, and found the stranger using her
hand-reel and winding threads of gold off it, and the third
bargain was made. That evening the prince was lying on his
bed at twilight, and his mind much disturbed; and the door
opened, and in his princess walked, and down she sat by his
bedside and sung: Four long years I was married to thee;
Three sweet babes I bore to thee; Brown Bear of Norway,
turn to me. ‘Brown Bear of Norway!’ said he. ‘I don’t
understand you.’ ‘Don’t you remember, prince, that I was
your wedded wife for four years?’ ‘I do not,’ said he, ‘but
I’m sure I wish it was so.’ ‘Don’t you remember our three
babes that are still alive?’ ‘Show me them. My mind is all a
heap of confusion.’ ‘Look for the half of our marriage ring,
that hangs at your neck, and fit it to this.’ He did so, and the
same moment the charm was broken. His full memory
came back on him, and he flung his arms round his wife’s
neck, and both burst into tears. Well, there was a great cry
outside, and the castle walls were heard splitting and
cracking. Everyone in the castle was alarmed, and made
their way out. The prince and princess went with the rest,
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and by the time all were safe on the lawn, down came the
building, and made the ground tremble for miles round. No
one ever saw the witch and her daughter afterwards. It was
not long till the prince and princess had their children with
them, and then they set out for their own palace. The kings
of Ireland and of Munster and Ulster, and their wives, soon
came to visit them, and may every one that deserves it be as
happy as the Brown Bear of Norway and his family.
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THE BEAR
Once on a time there was a king who had an only daughter.
He was so proud and so fond of her, that he was in constant
terror that something would happen to her if she went
outside the palace, and thus, owing to his great love for her,
he forced her to lead the life of a prisoner, shut up within
her own rooms.
The princess did not like this at all, and one day she
complained about it very bitterly to her nurse. Now, the
nurse was a witch, though the king did not know it. For
some time she listened and tried to soothe the princess; but
when she saw that she would not be comforted, she said to
her: ‘Your father loves you very dearly, as you know.
Whatever you were to ask from him he would give you.
The one thing he will not grant you is permission to leave
the palace. Now, do as I tell you. Go to your father and ask
him to give you a wooden wheel-barrow, and a bear’s skin.
When you have got them bring them to me, and I will touch
them with my magic wand. The wheel-barrow will then
move of itself, and will take you at full speed wherever you
want to go, and the bear’s skin will make such a covering
for you, that no one will recognize you.’
So the princess did as the witch advised her. The king,
when he heard her strange request, was greatly astonished,
and asked her what she meant to do with a wheel-barrow
and a bear’s skin. And the princess answered, ‘You never
let me leave the house—at least you might grant me this
request’ So the king granted it, and the princess went back
to her nurse, taking the barrow and the bear’s skin with her.
As soon as the witch saw them, she touched them with her
magic wand, and in a moment the barrow began to move
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about in all directions. The princess next put on the bear’s
skin, which so completely changed her appearance, that no
one could have known that she was a girl and not a bear. In
this strange attire she seated herself on the barrow, and in a
few minutes she found herself far away from the palace,
and moving rapidly through a great forest. Here she
stopped the barrow with a sign that the witch had shown
her, and hid herself and it in a thick grove of flowering
shrubs.
Now it happened that the prince of that country was
hunting with his dogs in the forest. Suddenly he caught
sight of the bear hiding among the shrubs, and calling his
dogs, hounded them on to attack it. But the girl, seeing
what peril she was in, cried, ‘Call off your dogs, or they
will kill me. What harm have I ever done to you?’ At these
words, coming from a bear, the prince was so startled that
for a moment he stood stock-still, then he said quite gently,
‘Will you come with me? I will take you to my home.’
‘I will come gladly,’ replied the bear; and seating herself on
the barrow it at once began to move in the direction of the
prince’s palace. You may imagine the surprise of the
prince’s mother when she saw her son return accompanied
by a bear, who at once set about doing the house-work
better than any servant that the queen had ever seen.
Now it happened that there were great festivities going on
in the palace of a neighbouring prince, and at dinner, one
day, the prince said to his mother: ‘This evening there is to
be a great ball, to which I must go.’
And his mother answered, ‘Go and dance, and enjoy
yourself.’
Suddenly a voice came from under the table, where the
bear had rolled itself, as was its wont: ‘Let me come to the
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ball; I, too, would like to dance.’
But the only answer the prince made was to give the bear a
kick, and to drive it out of the room.
In the evening the prince set off for the ball. As soon as he
had started, the bear came to the queen and implored to be
allowed to go to the ball, saying that she would hide herself
so well that no one would know she was there. The kindhearted queen could not refuse her.
Then the bear ran to her barrow, threw off her bear’s skin,
and touched it with the magic wand that the witch had
given her. In a moment the skin was changed into an
exquisite ball dress woven out of moon-beams, and the
wheel-barrow was changed into a carriage drawn by two
prancing steeds. Stepping into the carriage the princess
drove to the grand entrance of the palace. When she entered
the ball-room, in her wondrous dress of moon-beams, she
looked so lovely, so different from all the other guests, that
everyone wondered who she was, and no one could tell
where she had come from.
From the moment he saw her, the prince fell desperately in
love with her, and all the evening he would dance with no
one else but the beautiful stranger.
When the ball was over, the princess drove away in her
carriage at full speed, for she wished to get home in time to
change her ball dress into the bear’s skin, and the carriage
into the wheel-barrow, before anyone discovered who she
was.
The prince, putting spurs into his horse, rode after her, for
he was determined not to let her out of his sight. But
suddenly a thick mist arose and hid her from him. When he
reached his home he could talk to his mother of nothing
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else but the beautiful stranger with whom he had danced so
often, and with whom he was so much in love. And the bear
beneath the table smiled to itself, and muttered: ‘I am the
beautiful stranger; oh, how I have taken you in!’
The next evening there was a second ball, and, as you may
believe, the prince was determined not to miss it, for he
thought he would once more see the lovely girl, and dance
with her and talk to her, and make her talk to him, for at the
first ball she had never opened her lips.
And, sure enough, as the music struck up the first dance,
the beautiful stranger entered the room, looking even more
radiant than the night before, for this time her dress was
woven out of the rays of the sun. All evening the prince
danced with her, but she never spoke a word.
When the ball was over he tried once more to follow her
carriage, that he might know whence she came, but
suddenly a great waterspout fell from the sky, and the
blinding sheets of rain hid her from his sight.
When he reached his home he told his mother that he had
again seen the lovely girl, and that this time she had been
even more beautiful than the night before. And again the
bear smiled beneath the table, and muttered: ‘I have taken
him in a second time, and he has no idea that I am the
beautiful girl with whom he is so much in love.’
On the next evening, the prince returned to the palace for
the third ball. And the princess went too, and this time she
had changed her bear’s skin into a dress woven out of the
star-light, studded all over with gems, and she looked so
dazzling and so beautiful, that everyone wondered at her,
and said that no one so beautiful had ever been seen before.
And the prince danced with her, and, though he could not
induce her to speak, he succeeded in slipping a ring on her
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finger.
When the ball was over, he followed her carriage, and rode
at such a pace that for long he kept it in sight. Then
suddenly a terrible wind arose between him and the
carriage, and he could not overtake it.
When he reached his home he said to his mother, ‘I do not
know what is to become of me; I think I shall go mad, I am
so much in love with that girl, and I have no means of
finding out who she is. I danced with her and I gave her a
ring, and yet I do not know her name, nor where I am to
find her.’
Then the bear laughed beneath the table and muttered to
itself.
And the prince continued: ‘I am tired to death. Order some
soup to be made for me, but I don’t want that bear to
meddle with it. Every time I speak of my love the brute
mutters and laughs, and seems to mock at me. I hate the
sight of the creature!’
When the soup was ready, the bear brought it to the prince;
but before handing it to him, she dropped into the plate the
ring the prince had given her the night before at the ball.
The prince began to eat his soup very slowly and languidly,
for he was sad at heart, and all his thoughts were busy,
wondering how and where he could see the lovely stranger
again. Suddenly he noticed the ring at the bottom of the
plate. In a moment he recognized it, and was dumb with
surprise.
Then he saw the bear standing beside him, looking at him
with gentle, beseeching eyes, and something in the eyes of
the bear made him say: ‘Take off that skin, some mystery is
hidden beneath it.’
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And the bear’s skin dropped off, and the beautiful girl stood
before him, in the dress woven out of the star-light, and he
saw that she was the stranger with whom he had fallen so
deeply in love. And now she appeared to him a thousand
times more beautiful than ever, and he led her to his
mother. And the princess told them her story, and how she
had been kept shut up by her father in his palace, and how
she had wearied of her imprisonment. And the prince’s
mother loved her, and rejoiced that her son should have so
good and beautiful a wife.
So they were married, and lived happily for many years,
and reigned wisely over their kingdom.
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THE STORY OF THE THREE BEARS
Once upon a time there were Three Bears, who lived
together in a house of their own in a wood. One of them
was a Little, Small, Wee Bear; and one was a Middle-sized
Bear, and the other was a Great, Huge Bear. They had each
a pot for their porridge, a little pot for the Little, Small,
Wee Bear; and a middle-sized pot for the Middle Bear; and
a great pot for the Great, Huge Bear. And they had each a
chair to sit in; a little chair for the Little, Small, Wee Bear;
and a middle-sized chair for the Middle Bear; and a great
chair for the Great, Huge Bear. And they had each a bed to
sleep in; a little bed for the Little, Small, Wee Bear; and a
middle-sized bed for the Middle Bear; and a great bed for
the Great, Huge Bear.
One day, after they had made the porridge for their
breakfast, and poured it into their porridge-pots, they
walked out into the wood while the porridge was cooling,
that they might not burn their mouths by beginning too
soon to eat it. And while they were walking, a little old
woman came to the house. She could not have been a good,
honest old woman; for, first, she looked in at the window,
and then she peeped in at the keyhole; and, seeing nobody
in the house, she lifted the latch. The door was not fastened,
because the bears were good bears, who did nobody any
harm, and never suspected that anybody would harm them.
So the little old woman opened the door and went in; and
well pleased she was when she saw the porridge on the
table. If she had been a good little old woman she would
have waited till the bears came home, and then, perhaps,
they would have asked her to breakfast; for they were good
bears—a little rough or so, as the manner of bears is, but
for all that very good-natured and hospitable. But she was
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an impudent, bad old woman, and set about helping herself.
So first she tasted the porridge of the Great, Huge Bear, and
that was too hot for her; and she said a bad word about that.
And then she tasted the porridge of the Middle Bear; and
that was too cold for her; and she said a bad word about
that too. And then she went to the porridge of the Little,
Small, Wee Bear, and tasted that; and that was neither too
hot nor too cold, but just right; and she liked it so well, that
she ate it all up: but the naughty old woman said a bad
word about the little porridge-pot, because it did not hold
enough for her.
Then the little old woman sate down in the chair of the
Great, Huge Bear, and that was too hard for her. And then
she sate down in the chair of the Middle Bear, and that was
too soft for her. And then she sate down in the chair of the
Little, Small, Wee Bear, and that was neither too hard nor
too soft, but just right. So she seated herself in it, and there
she sate till the bottom of the chair came out, and down
came she, plump upon the ground. And the naughty old
woman said a wicked word about that too.
Then the little old woman went up stairs into the bedchamber in which the three bears slept. And first she lay
down upon the bed of the Great, Huge Bear; but that was
too high at the head for her. And next she lay down upon
the bed of the Middle Bear; and that was too high at the
foot for her. And then she lay down upon the bed of the
Little, Small, Wee Bear; and that was neither too high at the
head, nor at the foot, but just right. So she covered herself
up comfortably, and lay there till she fell fast asleep.
By this time the three bears thought their porridge would be
cool enough; so they came home to breakfast. Now the
little old woman had left the spoon of the Great, Huge Bear,
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standing in his porridge.
‘SOMEBODY HAS BEEN AT MY PORRIDGE!’
said the Great, Huge Bear, in his great gruff voice. And
when the Middle Bear looked at his, he saw that the spoon
was standing in it too. They were wooden spoons; if they
had been silver ones, the naughty old woman would have
put them in her pocket.
‘Somebody Has Been At My Porridge!’
said the Middle Bear, in his middle voice.
Then the Little, Small, Wee Bear looked at his, and there
was the spoon in the porridge-pot, but the porridge was all
gone.
‘Somebody has been at my porridge, and has eaten it all
up!’
said the Little, Small Wee Bear, in his little, small wee
voice.
Upon this the three bears, seeing that some one had entered
their house, and eaten up the Little, Small, Wee Bear’s
breakfast, began to look about them. Now the little old
woman had not put the hard cushion straight when she rose
from the chair of the Great, Huge Bear.
‘SOMEBODY HAS BEEN SITTING IN MY CHAIR!’
said the Great, Huge Bear, in his great, rough, gruff voice.
And the little old woman had squatted down the soft
cushion of the Middle Bear.
‘Somebody Has Been Sitting In My Chair!’
said the Middle Bear, in his middle voice.
And you know what the little old woman had done to the
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third chair.
‘Somebody has been sitting in my chair, and has sate the
bottom of it out!’
said the Little, Small, Wee Bear, in his little, small, wee
voice.
Then the three bears thought it necessary that they should
make farther search; so they went up stairs into their bedchamber. Now the little old woman had pulled the pillow of
the Great, Huge Bear out of its place.
‘SOMEBODY HAS BEEN LYING IN MY BED!’
said the Great, Huge Bear, in his great, rough, gruff voice.
And the little old woman had pulled the bolster of the
Middle Bear out of its place.
‘Somebody Has Been Lying In My Bed!’
said the Middle Bear in his middle voice.
And when the Little, Small, Wee Bear came to look at his
bed, there was the bolster in its place, and the pillow in its
place upon the bolster, and upon the pillow was the little
old woman’s ugly, dirty head,—which was not in its place,
for she had no business there.
‘Somebody has been lying in my bed,—and here she is!’
said the Little, Small, Wee Bear, in his little, small, wee
voice.
The little old woman had heard in her sleep the great,
rough, gruff voice of the Great, Huge Bear; but she was so
fast asleep that it was no more to her than the roaring of
wind or the rumbling of thunder. And she had heard the
middle voice of the Middle Bear, but it was only as if she
had heard someone speaking in a dream. But when she
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heard the little, small, wee voice of the Little, Small, Wee
Bear, it was so sharp, and so shrill, that it awakened her at
once. Up she started; and when she saw the Three Bears on
one side of the bed, she tumbled herself out at the other,
and ran to the window. Now the window was open, because
the bears, like good, tidy bears as they were, always opened
their bedchamber window when they got up in the morning.
Out the little old woman jumped; and whether she broke
her neck in the fall, or ran into the wood and was lost there,
or found her way out of the wood and was taken up by the
constable and sent to the House of Correction for a vagrant
as she was, I cannot tell. But the Three Bears never saw
anything more of her.
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THE SLEEPING BEAUTY IN THE WOOD
There were formerly a king and a queen, who were so sorry
that they had no children; so sorry that it cannot be
expressed. They went to all the waters in the world; vows,
pilgrimages, all ways were tried, and all to no purpose.
At last, however, the Queen had a daughter. There was a
very fine christening; and the Princess had for her godmothers all the fairies they could find in the whole kingdom
(they found seven), that every one of them might give her a
gift, as was the custom of fairies in those days. By this
means the Princess had all the perfections imaginable.
After the ceremonies of the christening were over, all the
company returned to the King’s palace, where was prepared
a great feast for the fairies. There was placed before every
one of them a magnificent cover with a case of massive
gold, wherein were a spoon, knife, and fork, all of pure
gold set with diamonds and rubies. But as they were all
sitting down at table they saw come into the hall a very old
fairy, whom they had not invited, because it was above fifty
years since she had been out of a certain tower, and she was
believed to be either dead or enchanted.
The King ordered her a cover, but could not furnish her
with a case of gold as the others, because they had only
seven made for the seven fairies. The old Fairy fancied she
was slighted, and muttered some threats between her teeth.
One of the young fairies who sat by her overheard how she
grumbled; and, judging that she might give the little
Princess some unlucky gift, went, as soon as they rose from
table, and hid herself behind the hangings, that she might
speak last, and repair, as much as she could, the evil which
the old Fairy might intend.
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In the meanwhile all the fairies began to give their gifts to
the Princess. The youngest gave her for gift that she should
be the most beautiful person in the world; the next, that she
should have the wit of an angel; the third, that she should
have a wonderful grace in everything she did; the fourth,
that she should dance perfectly well; the fifth, that she
should sing like a nightingale; and the sixth, that she should
play all kinds of music to the utmost perfection.
The old Fairy’s turn coming next, with a head shaking more
with spite than age, she said that the Princess should have
her hand pierced with a spindle and die of the wound. This
terrible gift made the whole company tremble, and
everybody fell a-crying.
At this very instant the young Fairy came out from behind
the hangings, and spake these words aloud:
“Assure yourselves, O King and Queen, that your daughter
shall not die of this disaster. It is true, I have no power to
undo entirely what my elder has done. The Princess shall
indeed pierce her hand with a spindle; but, instead of dying,
she shall only fall into a profound sleep, which shall last a
hundred years, at the expiration of which a king’s son shall
come and awake her.”
The King, to avoid the misfortune foretold by the old Fairy,
caused immediately proclamation to be made, whereby
everybody was forbidden, on pain of death, to spin with a
distaff and spindle, or to have so much as any spindle in
their houses. About fifteen or sixteen years after, the King
and Queen being gone to one of their houses of pleasure,
the young Princess happened one day to divert herself in
running up and down the palace; when going up from one
apartment to another, she came into a little room on the top
of the tower, where a good old woman, alone, was spinning
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with her spindle. This good woman had never heard of the
King’s proclamation against spindles.
“What are you doing there, goody?” said the Princess.
“I am spinning, my pretty child,” said the old woman, who
did not know who she was.
“Ha!” said the Princess, “this is very pretty; how do you do
it? Give it to me, that I may see if I can do so.”
She had no sooner taken it into her hand than, whether
being very hasty at it, somewhat unhandy, or that the decree
of the Fairy had so ordained it, it ran into her hand, and she
fell down in a swoon.
The good old woman, not knowing very well what to do in
this affair, cried out for help. People came in from every
quarter in great numbers; they threw water upon the
Princess’s face, unlaced her, struck her on the palms of her
hands, and rubbed her temples with Hungary-water; but
nothing would bring her to herself.
And now the King, who came up at the noise, bethought
himself of the prediction of the fairies, and, judging very
well that this must necessarily come to pass, since the
fairies had said it, caused the Princess to be carried into the
finest apartment in his palace, and to be laid upon a bed all
embroidered with gold and silver.
One would have taken her for a little angel, she was so very
beautiful; for her swooning away had not diminished one
bit of her complexion; her cheeks were carnation, and her
lips were coral; indeed, her eyes were shut, but she was
heard to breathe softly, which satisfied those about her that
she was not dead. The King commanded that they should
not disturb her, but let her sleep quietly till her hour of
awaking was come.
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The good Fairy who had saved her life by condemning her
to sleep a hundred years was in the kingdom of Matakin,
twelve thousand leagues off, when this accident befell the
Princess; but she was instantly informed of it by a little
dwarf, who had boots of seven leagues, that is, boots with
which he could tread over seven leagues of ground in one
stride. The Fairy came away immediately, and she arrived,
about an hour after, in a fiery chariot drawn by dragons.
The King handed her out of the chariot, and she approved
everything he had done, but as she had very great foresight,
she thought when the Princess should awake she might not
know what to do with herself, being all alone in this old
palace; and this was what she did: she touched with her
wand everything in the palace (except the King and Queen)
—governesses, maids of honor, ladies of the bedchamber,
gentlemen, officers, stewards, cooks, undercooks, scullions,
guards, with their beefeaters, pages, footmen; she likewise
touched all the horses which were in the stables, pads as
well as others, the great dogs in the outward court and
pretty little Mopsey too, the Princess’s little spaniel, which
lay by her on the bed.
Immediately upon her touching them they all fell asleep,
that they might not awake before their mistress and that
they might be ready to wait upon her when she wanted
them. The very spits at the fire, as full as they could hold of
partridges and pheasants, did fall asleep also. All this was
done in a moment. Fairies are not long in doing their
business.
And now the King and the Queen, having kissed their dear
child without waking her, went out of the palace and put
forth a proclamation that nobody should dare to come near
it.
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This, however, was not necessary, for in a quarter of an
hour’s time there grew up all round about the park such a
vast number of trees, great and small, bushes and brambles,
twining one within another, that neither man nor beast
could pass through; so that nothing could be seen but the
very top of the towers of the palace; and that, too, not
unless it was a good way off. Nobody; doubted but the
Fairy gave herein a very extraordinary sample of her art,
that the Princess, while she continued sleeping, might have
nothing to fear from any curious people.
When a hundred years were gone and passed the son of the
King then reigning, and who was of another family from
that of the sleeping Princess, being gone a-hunting on that
side of the country, asked:
What those towers were which he saw in the middle of a
great thick wood?
Everyone answered according as they had heard. Some
said:
That it was a ruinous old castle, haunted by spirits.
Others, That all the sorcerers and witches of the country
kept there their sabbath or night’s meeting.
The common opinion was: That an ogre lived there, and
that he carried thither all the little children he could catch,
that he might eat them up at his leisure, without anybody
being able to follow him, as having himself only the power
to pass through the wood.
The Prince was at a stand, not knowing what to believe,
when a very good countryman spake to him thus:
“May it please your royal highness, it is now about fifty
years since I heard from my father, who heard my
grandfather say, that there was then in this castle a princess,
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the most beautiful was ever seen; that she must sleep there
a hundred years, and should be waked by a king’s son, for
whom she was reserved.”
The young Prince was all on fire at these words, believing,
without weighing the matter, that he could put an end to
this rare adventure; and, pushed on by love and honor,
resolved that moment to look into it.
Scarce had he advanced toward the wood when all the great
trees, the bushes, and brambles gave way of themselves to
let him pass through; he walked up to the castle which he
saw at the end of a large avenue which he went into; and
what a little surprised him was that he saw none of his
people could follow him, because the trees closed again as
soon as he had passed through them. However, he did not
cease from continuing his way; a young and amorous
prince is always valiant.
He came into a spacious outward court, where everything
he saw might have frozen the most fearless person with
horror. There reigned all over a most frightful silence; the
image of death everywhere showed itself, and there was
nothing to be seen but stretched-out bodies of men and
animals, all seeming to be dead. He, however, very well
knew, by the ruby faces and pimpled noses of the
beefeaters, that they were only asleep; and their goblets,
wherein still remained some drops of wine, showed plainly
that they fell asleep in their cups.
He then crossed a court paved with marble, went up the
stairs and came into the guard chamber, where guards were
standing in their ranks, with their muskets upon their
shoulders, and snoring as loud as they could. After that he
went through several rooms full of gentlemen and ladies,
all asleep, some standing, others sitting. At last he came
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into a chamber all gilded with gold, where he saw upon a
bed, the curtains of which were all open, the finest sight
was ever beheld—a princess, who appeared to be about
fifteen or sixteen years of age, and whose bright and, in a
manner, resplendent beauty, had somewhat in it divine. He
approached with trembling and admiration, and fell down
before her upon his knees.
And now, as the enchantment was at an end, the Princess
awaked, and looking on him with eyes more tender than the
first view might seem to admit of:
“Is it you, my Prince?” said she to him. “You have waited a
long while.”
The Prince, charmed with these words, and much more
with the manner in which they were spoken, knew not how
to show his joy and gratitude; he assured her that he loved
her better than he did himself; their discourse was not well
connected, they did weep more than talk—little eloquence,
a great deal of love. He was more at a loss than she, and we
need not wonder at it; she had time to think on what to say
to him; for it is very probable (though history mentions
nothing of it) that the good Fairy, during so long a sleep,
had given her very agreeable dreams. In short, they talked
four hours together, and yet they said not half what they
had to say.
In the meanwhile all the palace awaked; everyone thought
upon their particular business, and as all of them were not
in love they were ready to die for hunger. The chief lady of
honor, being as sharp set as other folks, grew very
impatient, and told the Princess aloud that supper was
served up. The Prince helped the Princess to rise; she was
entirely dressed, and very magnificently, but his royal
highness took care not to tell her that she was dressed like
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his great-grandmother, and had a point band peeping over a
high collar; she looked not a bit less charming and beautiful
for all that.
They went into the great hall of looking-glasses, where they
supped, and were served by the Princess’s officers, the
violins and hautboys played old tunes, but very excellent,
though it was now above a hundred years since they had
played; and after supper, without losing any time, the lord
almoner married them in the chapel of the castle, and the
chief lady of honor drew the curtains. They had but very
little sleep—the Princess had no occasion; and the Prince
left her next morning to return to the city, where his father
must needs have been in pain for him. The Prince told him:
That he lost his way in the forest as he was hunting, and
that he had lain in the cottage of a charcoal-burner, who
gave him cheese and brown bread.
The King, his father, who was a good man, believed him;
but his mother could not be persuaded it was true; and
seeing that he went almost every day a-hunting, and that he
always had some excuse ready for so doing, though he had
lain out three or four nights together, she began to suspect
that he was married, for he lived with the Princess above
two whole years, and had by her two children, the eldest of
which, who was a daughter, was named Morning, and the
youngest, who was a son, they called Day, because he was
a great deal handsomer and more beautiful than his sister.
The Queen spoke several times to her son, to inform herself
after what manner he did pass his time, and that in this he
ought in duty to satisfy her. But he never dared to trust her
with his secret; he feared her, though he loved her, for she
was of the race of the Ogres, and the King would never
have married her had it not been for her vast riches; it was
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even whispered about the Court that she had Ogreish
inclinations, and that, whenever she saw little children
passing by, she had all the difficulty in the world to avoid
falling upon them. And so the Prince would never tell her
one word.
But when the King was dead, which happened about two
years afterward, and he saw himself lord and master, he
openly declared his marriage; and he went in great
ceremony to conduct his Queen to the palace. They made a
magnificent entry into the capital city, she riding between
her two children.
Soon after the King went to make war with the Emperor
Contalabutte, his neighbor. He left the government of the
kingdom to the Queen his mother, and earnestly
recommended to her care his wife and children. He was
obliged to continue his expedition all the summer, and as
soon as he departed the Queen-mother sent her daughter-inlaw to a country house among the woods, that she might
with the more ease gratify her horrible longing.
Some few days afterward she went thither herself, and said
to her clerk of the kitchen:
“I have a mind to eat little Morning for my dinner tomorrow.”
“Ah! madam,” cried the clerk of the kitchen.
“I will have it so,” replied the Queen (and this she spoke in
the tone of an Ogress who had a strong desire to eat fresh
meat), “and will eat her with a sauce Robert.”
The poor man, knowing very well that he must not play
tricks with Ogresses, took his great knife and went up into
little Morning’s chamber. She was then four years old, and
came up to him jumping and laughing, to take him about
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the neck, and ask him for some sugar-candy. Upon which
he began to weep, the great knife fell out of his hand, and
he went into the back yard, and killed a little lamb, and
dressed it with such good sauce that his mistress assured
him that she had never eaten anything so good in her life.
He had at the same time taken up little Morning, and
carried her to his wife, to conceal her in the lodging he had
at the bottom of the courtyard.
About eight days afterward the wicked Queen said to the
clerk of the kitchen, “I will sup on little Day.”
He answered not a word, being resolved to cheat her as he
had done before. He went to find out little Day, and saw
him with a little foil in his hand, with which he was fencing
with a great monkey, the child being then only three years
of age. He took him up in his arms and carried him to his
wife, that she might conceal him in her chamber along with
his sister, and in the room of little Day cooked up a young
kid, very tender, which the Ogress found to be wonderfully
good.
This was hitherto all mighty well; but one evening this
wicked Queen said to her clerk of the kitchen:
“I will eat the Queen with the same sauce I had with her
children.”
It was now that the poor clerk of the kitchen despaired of
being able to deceive her. The young Queen was turned of
twenty, not reckoning the hundred years she had been
asleep; and how to find in the yard a beast so firm was what
puzzled him. He took then a resolution, that he might save
his own life, to cut the Queen’s throat; and going up into
her chamber, with intent to do it at once, he put himself into
as great fury as he could possibly, and came into the young
Queen’s room with his dagger in his hand. He would not,
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however, surprise her, but told her, with a great deal of
respect, the orders he had received from the Queen-mother.
“Do it; do it” (said she, stretching out her neck). “Execute
your orders, and then I shall go and see my children, my
poor children, whom I so much and so tenderly loved.”
For she thought them dead ever since they had been taken
away without her knowledge.
“No, no, madam” (cried the poor clerk of the kitchen, all in
tears); “you shall not die, and yet you shall see your
children again; but then you must go home with me to my
lodgings, where I have concealed them, and I shall deceive
the Queen once more, by giving her in your stead a young
hind.”
Upon this he forthwith conducted her to his chamber,
where, leaving her to embrace her children, and cry along
with them, he went and dressed a young hind, which the
Queen had for her supper, and devoured it with the same
appetite as if it had been the young Queen. Exceedingly
was she delighted with her cruelty, and she had invented a
story to tell the King, at his return, how the mad wolves had
eaten up the Queen his wife and her two children.
One evening, as she was, according to her custom,
rambling round about the courts and yards of the palace to
see if she could smell any fresh meat, she heard, in a
ground room, little Day crying, for his mamma was going
to whip him, because he had been naughty; and she heard,
at the same time, little Morning begging pardon for her
brother.
The Ogress presently knew the voice of the Queen and her
children, and being quite mad that she had been thus
deceived, she commanded next morning, by break of day
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(with a most horrible voice, which made everybody
tremble), that they should bring into the middle of the great
court a large tub, which she caused to be filled with toads,
vipers, snakes, and all sorts of serpents, in order to have
thrown into it the Queen and her children, the clerk of the
kitchen, his wife and maid; all whom she had given orders
should be brought thither with their hands tied behind them.
They were brought out accordingly, and the executioners
were just going to throw them into the tub, when the King
(who was not so soon expected) entered the court on
horseback (for he came post) and asked, with the utmost
astonishment, what was the meaning of that horrible
spectacle.
No one dared to tell him, when the Ogress, all enraged to
see what had happened, threw herself head foremost into
the tub, and was instantly devoured by the ugly creatures
she had ordered to be thrown into it for others. The King
could not but be very sorry, for she was his mother; but he
soon comforted himself with his beautiful wife and his
pretty children.
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CINDERELLA, OR THE LITTLE GLASS SLIPPER
Once there was a gentleman who married, for his second
wife, the proudest and most haughty woman that was ever
seen. She had, by a former husband, two daughters of her
own humor, who were, indeed, exactly like her in all
things. He had likewise, by another wife, a young daughter,
but of unparalleled goodness and sweetness of temper,
which she took from her mother, who was the best creature
in the world.
No sooner were the ceremonies of the wedding over but the
mother-in-law began to show herself in her true colors. She
could not bear the good qualities of this pretty girl, and the
less because they made her own daughters appear the more
odious. She employed her in the meanest work of the
house: she scoured the dishes, tables, etc., and scrubbed
madam’s chamber, and those of misses, her daughters; she
lay up in a sorry garret, upon a wretched straw bed, while
her sisters lay in fine rooms, with floors all inlaid, upon
beds of the very newest fashion, and where they had
looking-glasses so large that they might see themselves at
their full length from head to foot.
The poor girl bore all patiently, and dared not tell her
father, who would have rattled her off; for his wife
governed him entirely. When she had done her work, she
used to go into the chimney-corner, and sit down among
cinders and ashes, which made her commonly be called
Cinderwench; but the youngest, who was not so rude and
uncivil as the eldest, called her Cinderella. However,
Cinderella, notwithstanding her mean apparel, was a
hundred times handsomer than her sisters, though they
were always dressed very richly.
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It happened that the King’s son gave a ball, and invited all
persons of fashion to it. Our young misses were also
invited, for they cut a very grand figure among the quality.
They were mightily delighted at this invitation, and
wonderfully busy in choosing out such gowns, petticoats,
and head-clothes as might become them. This was a new
trouble to Cinderella; for it was she who ironed her sisters’
linen, and plaited their ruffles; they talked all day long of
nothing but how they should be dressed.
“For my part,” said the eldest, “I will wear my red velvet
suit with French trimming.”
“And I,” said the youngest, “shall have my usual petticoat;
but then, to make amends for that, I will put on my goldflowered manteau, and my diamond stomacher, which is far
from being the most ordinary one in the world.”
They sent for the best tire-woman they could get to make
up their head-dresses and adjust their double pinners, and
they had their red brushes and patches from Mademoiselle
de la Poche.
Cinderella was likewise called up to them to be consulted
in all these matters, for she had excellent notions, and
advised them always for the best, nay, and offered her
services to dress their heads, which they were very willing
she should do. As she was doing this, they said to her:
“Cinderella, would you not be glad to go to the ball?”
“Alas!” said she, “you only jeer me; it is not for such as I
am to go thither.”
“Thou art in the right of it,” replied they; “it would make
the people laugh to see a Cinderwench at a ball.”
Anyone but Cinderella would have dressed their heads
awry, but she was very good, and dressed them perfectly
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well They were almost two days without eating, so much
were they transported with joy. They broke above a dozen
laces in trying to be laced up close, that they might have a
fine slender shape, and they were continually at their
looking-glass. At last the happy day came; they went to
Court, and Cinderella followed them with her eyes as long
as she could, and when she had lost sight of them, she fell
a-crying.
Her godmother, who saw her all in tears, asked her what
was the matter.
“I wish I could—I wish I could—“; she was not able to
speak the rest, being interrupted by her tears and sobbing.
This godmother of hers, who was a fairy, said to her, “Thou
wishest thou couldst go to the ball; is it not so?”
“Y—es,” cried Cinderella, with a great sigh.
“Well,” said her godmother, “be but a good girl, and I will
contrive that thou shalt go.” Then she took her into her
chamber, and said to her, “Run into the garden, and bring
me a pumpkin.”
Cinderella went immediately to gather the finest she could
get, and brought it to her godmother, not being able to
imagine how this pumpkin could make her go to the ball.
Her godmother scooped out all the inside of it, having left
nothing but the rind; which done, she struck it with her
wand, and the pumpkin was instantly turned into a fine
coach, gilded all over with gold.
She then went to look into her mouse-trap, where she found
six mice, all alive, and ordered Cinderella to lift up a little
the trapdoor, when, giving each mouse, as it went out, a
little tap with her wand, the mouse was that moment turned
into a fine horse, which altogether made a very fine set of
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six horses of a beautiful mouse-colored dapple-gray. Being
at a loss for a coachman,
“I will go and see,” says Cinderella, “if there is never a rat
in the rat-trap—we may make a coachman of him.”
“Thou art in the right,” replied her godmother; “go and
look.”
Cinderella brought the trap to her, and in it there were three
huge rats. The fairy made choice of one of the three which
had the largest beard, and, having touched him with her
wand, he was turned into a fat, jolly coachman, who had
the smartest whiskers eyes ever beheld. After that, she said
to her:
“Go again into the garden, and you will find six lizards
behind the watering-pot, bring them to me.”
She had no sooner done so but her godmother turned them
into six footmen, who skipped up immediately behind the
coach, with their liveries all bedaubed with gold and silver,
and clung as close behind each other as if they had done
nothing else their whole lives. The Fairy then said to
Cinderella:
“Well, you see here an equipage fit to go to the ball with;
are you not pleased with it?”
“Oh! yes,” cried she; “but must I go thither as I am, in these
nasty rags?”
Her godmother only just touched her with her wand, and, at
the same instant, her clothes were turned into cloth of gold
and silver, all beset with jewels. This done, she gave her a
pair of glass slippers, the prettiest in the whole world.
Being thus decked out, she got up into her coach; but her
godmother, above all things, commanded her not to stay till
after midnight, telling her, at the same time, that if she
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stayed one moment longer, the coach would be a pumpkin
again, her horses mice, her coachman a rat, her footmen
lizards, and her clothes become just as they were before.
She promised her godmother she would not fail of leaving
the ball before midnight; and then away she drives, scarce
able to contain herself for joy. The King’s son who was told
that a great princess, whom nobody knew, was come, ran
out to receive her; he gave her his hand as she alighted out
of the coach, and led her into the ball, among all the
company. There was immediately a profound silence, they
left off dancing, and the violins ceased to play, so attentive
was everyone to contemplate the singular beauties of the
unknown new-comer. Nothing was then heard but a
confused noise of:
“Ha! how handsome she is! Ha! how handsome she is!”
The King himself, old as he was, could not help watching
her, and telling the Queen softly that it was a long time
since he had seen so beautiful and lovely a creature.
All the ladies were busied in considering her clothes and
headdress, that they might have some made next day after
the same pattern, provided they could meet with such fine
material and as able hands to make them.
The King’s son conducted her to the most honorable seat,
and afterward took her out to dance with him; she danced
so very gracefully that they all more and more admired her.
A fine collation was served up, whereof the young prince
ate not a morsel, so intently was he busied in gazing on her.
She went and sat down by her sisters, showing them a
thousand civilities, giving them part of the oranges and
citrons which the Prince had presented her with, which very
much surprised them, for they did not know her. While
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Cinderella was thus amusing her sisters, she heard the clock
strike eleven and three-quarters, whereupon she
immediately made a courtesy to the company and hasted
away as fast as she could.
When she got home she ran to seek out her godmother, and,
after having thanked her, she said she could not but heartily
wish she might go next day to the ball, because the King’s
son had desired her.
As she was eagerly telling her godmother whatever had
passed at the ball, her two sisters knocked at the door,
which Cinderella ran and opened.
“How long you have stayed!” cried she, gaping, rubbing
her eyes and stretching herself as if she had been just
waked out of her sleep; she had not, however, any manner
of inclination to sleep since they went from home.
“If thou hadst been at the ball,” said one of her sisters,
“thou wouldst not have been tired with it. There came
thither the finest princess, the most beautiful ever was seen
with mortal eyes; she showed us a thousand civilities, and
gave us oranges and citrons.”
Cinderella seemed very indifferent in the matter; indeed,
she asked them the name of that princess; but they told her
they did not know it, and that the King’s son was very
uneasy on her account and would give all the world to
know who she was. At this Cinderella, smiling, replied:
“She must, then, be very beautiful indeed; how happy you
have been! Could not I see her? Ah! dear Miss Charlotte,
do lend me your yellow suit of clothes which you wear
every day.”
“Ay, to be sure!” cried Miss Charlotte; “lend my clothes to
such a dirty Cinderwench as thou art! I should be a fool.”
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Cinderella, indeed, expected well such answer, and was
very glad of the refusal; for she would have been sadly put
to it if her sister had lent her what she asked for jestingly.
The next day the two sisters were at the ball, and so was
Cinderella, but dressed more magnificently than before.
The King’s son was always by her, and never ceased his
compliments and kind speeches to her; to whom all this
was so far from being tiresome that she quite forgot what
her godmother had recommended to her; so that she, at last,
counted the clock striking twelve when she took it to be no
more than eleven; she then rose up and fled, as nimble as a
deer. The Prince followed, but could not overtake her. She
left behind one of her glass slippers, which the Prince took
up most carefully. She got home but quite out of breath,
and in her nasty old clothes, having nothing left her of all
her finery but one of the little slippers, fellow to that she
dropped. The guards at the palace gate were asked:
If they had not seen a princess go out.
Who said: They had seen nobody go out but a young girl,
very meanly dressed, and who had more the air of a poor
country wench than a gentlewoman.
When the two sisters returned from the ball Cinderella
asked them: If they had been well diverted, and if the fine
lady had been there.
They told her: Yes, but that she hurried away immediately
when it struck twelve, and with so much haste that she
dropped one of her little glass slippers, the prettiest in the
world, which the King’s son had taken up; that he had done
nothing but look at her all the time at the ball, and that most
certainly he was very much in love with the beautiful
person who owned the glass slipper.
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What they said was very true; for a few days after the
King’s son caused it to be proclaimed, by sound of trumpet,
that he would marry her whose foot the slipper would just
fit. They whom he employed began to try it upon the
princesses, then the duchesses and all the Court, but in
vain; it was brought to the two sisters, who did all they
possibly could to thrust their foot into the slipper, but they
could not effect it. Cinderella, who saw all this, and knew
her slipper, said to them, laughing:
“Let me see if it will not fit me.”
Her sisters burst out a-laughing, and began to banter her.
The gentleman who was sent to try the slipper looked
earnestly at Cinderella, and, finding her very handsome,
said:
It was but just that she should try, and that he had orders to
let everyone make trial.
He obliged Cinderella to sit down, and, putting the slipper
to her foot, he found it went on very easily, and fitted her as
if it had been made of wax. The astonishment her two
sisters were in was excessively great, but still abundantly
greater when Cinderella pulled out of her pocket the other
slipper, and put it on her foot. Thereupon, in came her
godmother, who, having touched with her wand
Cinderella’s clothes, made them richer and more
magnificent than any of those she had before.
And now her two sisters found her to be that fine, beautiful
lady whom they had seen at the ball. They threw
themselves at her feet to beg pardon for all the ill-treatment
they had made her undergo. Cinderella took them up, and,
as she embraced them, cried:
That she forgave them with all her heart, and desired them
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always to love her.
She was conducted to the young prince, dressed as she was;
he thought her more charming than ever, and, a few days
after, married her. Cinderella, who was no less good than
beautiful, gave her two sisters lodgings in the palace, and
that very same day matched them with two great lords of
the Court.
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THE BLUE ROSE
Once upon a time there lived in China a wise Emperor,
whose daughter was remarkable for her perfect beauty. Her
feet were the smallest in the world; her eyes were long and
slanting, and as bright as brown onyxes, and when you
heard her laugh it was like listening to a tinkling stream, or
to the chimes of a silver bell. Moreover, the Emperor's
daughter was as wise as she was beautiful, and she chanted
the verse of the great poets better than any one in the land.
The Emperor was old in years; his son was married and had
begotten a son; he was, therefore, quite happy about the
succession to the throne, but he wished before he died to
see his daughter wedded to some one who should be
worthy of her.
Many suitors presented themselves at the palace, as soon as
it became known that the Emperor desired a son-in-law, but
when they reached the palace, they were met by the Lord
Chamberlain, who told them the Emperor had decided that
only the man who found and brought back the Blue Rose
should marry his daughter. The suitors were much puzzled
by this order. What was the Blue Rose, and where was it to
be found? In all a hundred and fifty suitors had presented
themselves, and out of these, fifty at once put away from
them all thought of winning the hand of the Emperor's
daughter, since they considered the condition imposed to be
absurd.
The other hundred set about trying to find the Blue Rose.
One of them—his name was Ti-Fun-Ti, he was a merchant
and immensely rich—went at once to the largest shop in the
town and said to the shopkeeper: "I want a blue rose, the
best you have."
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The shopkeeper, with many apologies, explained that he
did not stock blue roses. He had red roses in profusion,
white, pink, and yellow roses, but no blue rose. There had
hitherto been no demand for the article.
"Well," said Ti-Fun-Ti, "you must get one for me. I do not
mind how much money it costs, but I must have a blue
rose."
The shopkeeper said he would do his best, but he feared it
would be an expensive article and difficult to procure.
Another of the suitors, whose name I have forgotten, was a
warrior and extremely brave; he mounted his horse, and
taking with him a hundred archers and a thousand
horsemen he marched into the territory of the King of Five
Rivers, whom he knew to be the richest king in the world
and the possessor of the rarest treasures, and demanded of
him the Blue Rose, threatening him with a terrible doom
should he be reluctant to give it up.
The King of the Five Rivers, who disliked soldiers, and had
a horror of noise, violence, and every kind of fuss (his
bodyguard was armed solely with fans and sunshades), rose
from the cushions on which he was lying when the demand
was made, and, tinkling a small bell, said to the servant
who straightway appeared, "Fetch me the Blue Rose."
The servant retired and returned presently bearing on a
silken cushion a large sapphire which was carved so as to
imitate a full-blown rose with all its petals.
"This," said the King of the Five Rivers, "is the Blue Rose.
You are welcome to it."
The warrior took it, and after making brief, soldier-like
thanks, he went straight back to the Emperor's palace,
saying that he had lost no time in finding the Blue Rose. He
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was ushered into the presence of the Emperor, who as soon
as he heard the warrior's story and saw the Blue Rose
which had been brought, sent for his daughter and said to
her: "This intrepid warrior has brought you what he claims
to be the Blue Rose. Has he accomplished the quest?"
The Princess took the precious object in her hands, and
after examining it for a moment, said: "This is not a rose at
all. It is a sapphire; I have no need of precious stones." And
she returned the stone to the warrior, with many elegantlyexpressed thanks. And the warrior went away in
discomfiture.
When Ti-Fun-Ti, the merchant, heard of the warrior's
failure, he was all the more anxious to win the prize. He
sought the shopkeeper and said to him: "Have you got me
the Blue Rose? I trust you have; because if not, I shall most
assuredly be the means of your death. My brother-in-law is
chief magistrate, and I am allied by marriage to all the chief
officials in the kingdom."
The shopkeeper turned pale and said: "Sir, give me three
days, and I will procure you the Blue Rose without fail."
The merchant granted him the three days and went away.
Now the shopkeeper was at his wit's end as to what to do,
for he knew well there was no such thing as a blue rose. For
two days he did nothing but moan and wring his hands, and
on the third day he went to his wife and said: "Wife, we are
ruined!"
But his wife, who was a sensible woman, said: "Nonsense!
If there is no such thing as a blue rose we must make one.
Go to the apothecary and ask him for a strong dye which
will change a white rose into a blue one."
So the shopkeeper went to the apothecary and asked him
for a dye, and the chemist gave him a bottle of red liquid,
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telling him to pick a white rose and to dip its stalk into the
liquid and the rose would turn blue. The shopkeeper did as
he was told; the rose turned into a beautiful blue and the
shopkeeper took it to the merchant, who at once went with
it to the palace, saying that he had found the Blue Rose.
He was ushered into the presence of the Emperor, who as
soon as he saw the blue rose sent for his daughter and said
to her: "This wealthy merchant has brought you what he
claims to be the Blue Rose. Has he accomplished the
quest?"
The Princess took the flower in her hands, and after
examining it for a moment said: "This is a white rose; its
stalk has been dipped in a poisonous dye and it has turned
blue. Were a butterfly to settle upon it, it would die of the
potent fume. Take it back. I have no need of a dyed rose."
And she returned it to the merchant with many elegantlyexpressed thanks.
The other ninety-eight suitors all sought in various ways for
the Blue Rose. Some of them traveled all over the world
seeking it; some of them sought the aid of wizards and
astrologers, and one did not hesitate to invoke the help of
the dwarfs that live underground. But all of them, whether
they traveled in far countries, or took counsel with wizards
and demons, or sat pondering in lonely places, failed to find
the Blue Rose.
At last they all abandoned the quest except the Lord Chief
Justice, who was the most skillful lawyer and statesman in
the country. After thinking over the matter for several
months, he sent for the most skillful artist in the country
and said to him: "Make me a china cup. Let it be milkwhite in colour and perfect in shape, and paint on it a rose,
a blue rose."
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The artist made obeisance and withdrew, and worked for
two months at the Lord Chief Justice's cup. In two months'
time it was finished, and the world has never seen such a
beautiful cup, so perfect in symmetry, so delicate in texture,
and the rose on it, the blue rose, was a living flower, picked
in fairyland and floating on the rare milky surface of the
porcelain. When the Lord Chief Justice saw it he gasped
with surprise and pleasure, for he was a great lover of
porcelain, and never in his life had he seen such a piece. He
said to himself: "Without doubt the Blue Rose is here on
this cup, and nowhere else."
So, after handsomely rewarding the artist, he went to the
Emperor's palace and said that he had brought the Blue
Rose. He was ushered into the Emperor's presence, who as
he saw the cup sent for his daughter and said to her: "This
eminent lawyer has brought you what he claims to be the
Blue Rose. Has he accomplished the quest?"
The Princess took the bowl in her hands, and after
examining it for a moment, said: "This bowl is the most
beautiful piece of china I have ever seen. If you are kind
enough to let me keep it I will put it aside until I receive the
blue rose. For so beautiful is it that no other flower is
worthy to be put in it except the Blue Rose."
The Lord Chief Justice thanked the Princess for accepting
the bowl with many elegantly-turned phrases, and he went
away in discomfiture.
After this there was no one in the whole country who
ventured on the quest of the Blue Rose. It happened that not
long after the Lord Chief Justice's attempt, a strolling
minstrel visited the kingdom of the Emperor. One evening
he was playing his one-stringed instrument outside a dark
wall. It was a summer's evening, and the sun had sunk in a
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glory of dusty gold, and in the violet twilight one or two
stars were twinkling like spear-heads. There was an
incessant noise made by the croaking of frogs and the
chatter of grasshoppers. The minstrel was singing a short
song over and over again to a monotonous tune. The sense
of it was something like this:—
"I watched beside the willow trees
The river, as the evening fell;
The twilight came and brought no breeze,
No dew, no water for the well,
"When from the tangled banks of grass,
A bird across the water flew,
And in the river's hard grey glass
I saw a flash of azure blue."
As he sang he heard a rustle on the wall, and looking up he
saw a slight figure, white against the twilight, beckoning to
him. He walked along under the wall until he came to a
gate, and there some one was waiting for him, and he was
gently led into the shadow of a dark cedar tree. In the
twilight he saw two bright eyes looking at him, and he
understood their message. In the twilight a thousand
meaningless nothings were whispered in the light of the
stars, and the hours fled swiftly. When the East began to
grow light, the Princess (for it was she) said it was time to
go.
"But," said the minstrel, "to-morrow I shall come to the
palace and ask for your hand."
"Alas!" said the Princess, "I would that were possible, but
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my father has made a foolish condition that only he may
wed me who finds the Blue Rose.”
"That is simple," said the minstrel, "I will find it!" And they
said good-night to each other.
The next morning the minstrel went to the palace, and on
his way he picked a common white rose from a wayside
garden. He was ushered into the Emperor's presence, who
sent for his daughter and said to her: "This penniless
minstrel has brought you what he claims to be the Blue
Rose. Has he accomplished the quest?"
The Princess took the rose in her hands and said: "Yes, this
is without doubt the Blue Rose."
But the Lord Chief Justice and all who were present
respectfully pointed out that the rose was a common white
rose and not a blue one, and the objection was with many
forms and phrases conveyed to the Princess.
"I think the rose is blue," said the Princess. "It is, in fact,
the Blue Rose. Perhaps you are all colour blind."
The Emperor, with whom the decision rested, decided that
if the Princess thought the rose was blue, it was blue, for it
was well known that her perception was more acute than
that of any one else in the kingdom.
So the minstrel married the Princess, and they settled on the
sea-coast in a little green house with a garden full of white
roses, and they lived happily for ever afterwards. And the
Emperor, knowing that his daughter had made a good
match, died in peace.
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HOW THE WICKED TANUKI WAS PUNISHED
The hunters had hunted the wood for so many years that no
wild animal was any more to be found in it. You might
walk from one end to the other without ever seeing a hare,
or a deer, or a boar, or hearing the cooing of the doves in
their nest. If they were not dead, they had flown elsewhere.
Only three creatures remained alive, and they had hidden
themselves in the thickest part of the forest, high up the
mountain. These were a grey-furred, long-tailed tanuki, his
wife the fox, who was one of his own family, and their little
son.
The fox and the tanuki were very clever, prudent beasts,
and they also were skilled in magic, and by this means had
escaped the fate of their unfortunate friends. If they heard
the twang of an arrow or saw the glitter of a spear, ever so
far off, they lay very still, and were not to be tempted from
their hiding-place, if their hunger was ever so great, or the
game ever so delicious. ‘We are not so foolish as to risk our
lives,’ they said to each other proudly. But at length there
came a day when, in spite of their prudence, they seemed
likely to die of starvation, for no more food was to be had.
Something had to be done, but they did not know what.
Suddenly a bright thought struck the tanuki. ‘I have got a
plan,’ he cried joyfully to his wife. ‘I will pretend to be
dead, and you must change yourself into a man, and take
me to the village for sale. It will be easy to find a buyer,
tanukis’ skins are always wanted; then buy some food with
the money and come home again. I will manage to escape
somehow, so do not worry about me.’
The fox laughed with delight, and rubbed her paws together
with satisfaction. ‘Well, next time I will go,’ she said, ‘and
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you can sell me.’ And then she changed herself into a man,
and picking up the stiff body of the tanuki, set off towards
the village. She found him rather heavy, but it would never
have done to let him walk through the wood and risk his
being seen by somebody.
As the tanaki had foretold, buyers were many, and the fox
handed him over to the person who offered the largest
price, and hurried to get some food with the money. The
buyer took the tanuki back to his house, and throwing him
into a corner went out. Directly the tanaki found he was
alone, he crept cautiously through a chink of the window,
thinking, as he did so, how lucky it was that he was not a
fox, and was able to climb. Once outside, he hid himself in
a ditch till it grew dusk, and then galloped away into the
forest.
While the food lasted they were all three as happy as kings;
but there soon arrived a day when the larder was as empty
as ever. ‘It is my turn now to pretend to be dead,’ cried the
fox. So the tanuki changed himself into a peasant, and
started for the village, with his wife’s body hanging over
his shoulder. A buyer was not long in coming forward, and
while they were making the bargain a wicked thought
darted into the tanuki’s head, that if he got rid of the fox
there would be more food for him and his son. So as he put
the money in his pocket he whispered softly to the buyer
that the fox was not really dead, and that if he did not take
care she might run away from him. The man did not need
twice telling. He gave the poor fox a blow on the head,
which put an end to her, and the wicked tanuki went
smiling to the nearest shop.
In former times he had been very fond of his little son; but
since he had betrayed his wife he seemed to have changed
all in a moment, for he would not give him as much as a
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bite, and the poor little fellow would have starved had he
not found some nuts and berries to eat, and he waited on,
always hoping that his mother would come back.
At length some notion of the truth began to dawn on him;
but he was careful to let the old tanuki see nothing, though
in his own mind he turned over plans from morning till
night, wondering how best he might avenge his mother.
One morning, as the little tanuki was sitting with his father,
he remembered, with a start, that his mother had taught him
all she knew of magic, and that he could work spells as
well as his father, or perhaps better. ‘I am as good a wizard
as you,’ he said suddenly, and a cold chill ran through the
tanuki as he heard him, though he laughed, and pretended
to think it a joke. But the little tanuki stuck to his point, and
at last the father proposed they should have a wager.
‘Change yourself into any shape you like,’ said he, ‘and I
will undertake to know you. I will go and wait on the
bridge which leads over the river to the village, and you
shall transform yourself into anything you please, but I will
know you through any disguise.’ The little tanuki agreed,
and went down the road which his father had pointed out.
But instead of transforming himself into a different shape,
he just hid himself in a corner of the bridge, where he could
see without being seen.
He had not been there long when his father arrived and
took up his place near the middle of the bridge, and soon
after the king came by, followed by a troop of guards and
all his court.
‘Ah! he thinks that now he has changed himself into a king
I shall not know him,’ thought the old tanuki, and as the
king passed in his splendid carriage, borne by his servants,
he jumped upon it crying: ‘I have won my wager; you
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cannot deceive me.’ But in reality it was he who had
deceived himself. The soldiers, conceiving that their king
was being attacked, seized the tanuki by the legs and flung
him over into the river, and the water closed over him.
And the little tanuki saw it all, and rejoiced that his
mother’s death had been avenged. Then he went back to the
forest, and if he has not found it too lonely, he is probably
living there still.
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ALADDIN AND THE WONDERFUL LAMP
There once lived a poor tailor, who had a son called
Aladdin, a careless, idle boy who would do nothing but
play ball all day long in the streets with little idle boys like
himself. This so grieved the father that he died; yet, in spite
of his mother’s tears and prayers, Aladdin did not mend his
ways. One day, when he was playing in the streets as usual,
a stranger asked him his age, and if he was not the son of
Mustapha the tailor. “I am, sir,” replied Aladdin; “but he
died a long while ago.” On this the stranger, who was a
famous African magician, fell on his neck and kissed him,
saying, “I am your uncle, and knew you from your likeness
to my brother. Go to your mother and tell her I am
coming.” Aladdin ran home and told his mother of his
newly found uncle. “Indeed, child,” she said, “your father
had a brother, but I always thought he was dead.” However,
she prepared supper, and bade Aladdin seek his uncle, who
came laden with wine and fruit. He presently fell down and
kissed the place where Mustapha used to sit, bidding
Aladdin’s mother not to be surprised at not having seen him
before, as he had been forty years out of the country. He
then turned to Aladdin, and asked him his trade, at which
the boy hung his head, while his mother burst into tears. On
learning that Aladdin was idle and would learn no trade, he
offered to take a shop for him and stock it with
merchandise. Next day he bought Aladdin a fine suit of
clothes and took him all over the city, showing him the
sights, and brought him home at nightfall to his mother,
who was overjoyed to see her son so fine.
The next day the magician led Aladdin into some beautiful
gardens a long way outside the city gates. They sat down
by a fountain and the magician pulled a cake from his
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girdle, which he divided between them. They then
journeyed onward till they almost reached the mountains.
Aladdin was so tired that he begged to go back, but the
magician beguiled him with pleasant stories, and led him
on in spite of himself. At last they came to two mountains
divided by a narrow valley. “We will go no farther,” said
the false uncle. “I will show you something wonderful;
only do you gather up sticks while I kindle a fire.” When it
was lit the magician threw on it a powder he had about him,
at the same time saying some magical words. The earth
trembled a little and opened in front of them, disclosing a
square flat stone with a brass ring in the middle to raise it
by. Aladdin tried to run away, but the magician caught him
and gave him a blow that knocked him down. “What have I
done, uncle?” he said piteously; whereupon the magician
said more kindly: “Fear nothing, but obey me. Beneath this
stone lies a treasure which is to be yours, and no one else
may touch it, so you must do exactly as I tell you.” At the
word treasure Aladdin forgot his fears, and grasped the ring
as he was told, saying the names of his father and
grandfather. The stone came up quite easily, and some steps
appeared. “Go down,” said the magician; “at the foot of
those steps you will find an open door leading into three
large halls. Tuck up your gown and go through them
without touching anything, or you will die instantly. These
halls lead into a garden of fine fruit trees. Walk on until you
come to a niche in a terrace where stands a lighted lamp.
Pour out the oil it contains, and bring it to me.” He drew a
ring from his finger and gave it to Aladdin, bidding him
prosper.
Aladdin found everything as the magician had said,
gathered some fruit off the trees, and, having got the lamp,
arrived at the mouth of the cave. The magician cried out in
a great hurry: “Make haste and give me the lamp.” This
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Aladdin refused to do until he was out of the cave. The
magician flew into a terrible passion, and throwing some
more powder on to the fire, he said something, and the
stone rolled back into its place.
The magician left Persia for ever, which plainly showed
that he was no uncle of Aladdin’s, but a cunning magician,
who had read in his magic books of a wonderful lamp,
which would make him the most powerful man in the
world. Though he alone knew where to find it, he could
only receive it from the hand of another. He had picked out
the foolish Aladdin for this purpose, intending to get the
lamp and kill him afterward.
For two days Aladdin remained in the dark, crying and
lamenting. At last he clasped his hands in prayer, and in so
doing rubbed the ring, which the magician had forgotten to
take from him. Immediately an enormous and frightful
genie rose out of the earth, saying: “What wouldst thou
with me? I am the Slave of the Ring, and will obey thee in
all things.” Aladdin fearlessly replied: “Deliver me from
this place!” whereupon the earth opened, and he found
himself outside. As soon as his eyes could bear the light he
went home, but fainted on the threshold. When he came to
himself he told his mother what had passed, and showed
her the lamp and the fruits he had gathered in the garden,
which were, in reality, precious stones. He then asked for
some food. “Alas! child,” she said, “I have nothing in the
house, but I have spun a little cotton and will go and sell
it.” Aladdin bade her keep her cotton, for he would sell the
lamp instead. As it was very dirty she began to rub it, that it
might fetch a higher price. Instantly a hideous genie
appeared, and asked what she would have. She fainted
away, but Aladdin, snatching the lamp, said boldly: “Fetch
me something to eat!” The genie returned with a silver
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bowl, twelve silver plates containing rich meats, two silver
cups, and two bottles of wine. Aladdin’s mother, when she
came to herself, said: “Whence comes this splendid feast?”
“Ask not, but eat,” replied Aladdin. So they sat at breakfast
till it was dinner-time, and Aladdin told his mother about
the lamp. She begged him to sell it, and have nothing to do
with devils. “No,” said Aladdin, “since chance hath made
us aware of its virtues, we will use it, and the ring likewise,
which I shall always wear on my finger.” When they had
eaten all the genie had brought, Aladdin sold one of the
silver plates, and so on until none were left. He then had
recourse to the genie, who gave him another set of plates,
and thus they lived for many years.
One day Aladdin heard an order from the Sultan
proclaimed that everyone was to stay at home and close his
shutters while the Princess, his daughter, went to and from
the bath. Aladdin was seized by a desire to see her face,
which was very difficult, as she always went veiled. He hid
himself behind the door of the bath, and peeped through a
chink. The Princess lifted her veil as she went in, and
looked so beautiful that Aladdin fell in love with her at first
sight. He went home so changed that his mother was
frightened. He told her he loved the Princess so deeply that
he could not live without her, and meant to ask her in
marriage of her father. His mother, on hearing this, burst
out laughing, but Aladdin at last prevailed upon her to go
before the Sultan and carry his request. She fetched a
napkin and laid in it the magic fruits from the enchanted
garden, which sparkled and shone like the most beautiful
jewels. She took these with her to please the Sultan, and set
out, trusting in the lamp. The Grand Vizier and the lords of
council had just gone in as she entered the hall and placed
herself in front of the Sultan. He, however, took no notice
of her. She went every day for a week, and stood in the
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same place. When the council broke up on the sixth day the
Sultan said to his Vizier: “I see a certain woman in the
audience-chamber every day carrying something in a
napkin. Call her next time, that I may find out what she
wants.” Next day, at a sign from the Vizier, she went up to
the foot of the throne and remained kneeling till the Sultan
said to her: “Rise, good woman, and tell me what you
want.” She hesitated, so the Sultan sent away all but the
Vizier, and bade her speak frankly, promising to forgive her
beforehand for anything she might say. She then told him
of her son’s violent love for the Princess. “I prayed him to
forget her,” she said, “but in vain; he threatened to do some
desperate deed if I refused to go and ask your Majesty for
the hand of the Princess. Now I pray you to forgive not me
alone, but my son Aladdin.” The Sultan asked her kindly
what she had in the napkin, whereupon she unfolded the
jewels and presented them. He was thunderstruck, and
turning to the Vizier said: “What sayest thou? Ought I not
to bestow the Princess on one who values her at such a
price?” The Vizier, who wanted her for his own son,
begged the Sultan to withhold her for three months, in the
course of which he hoped his son would contrive to make
him a richer present. The Sultan granted this, and told
Aladdin’s mother that, though he consented to the marriage,
she must not appear before him again for three months.
Aladdin waited patiently for nearly three months, but after
two had elapsed his mother, going into the city to buy oil,
found every one rejoicing, and asked what was going on.
“Do you not know,” was the answer, “that the son of the
Grand Vizier is to marry the Sultan’s daughter to-night?”
Breathless, she ran and told Aladdin, who was
overwhelmed at first, but presently bethought him of the
lamp. He rubbed it, and the genie appeared, saying, “What
is thy will?” Aladdin replied: “The Sultan, as thou knowest,
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has broken his promise to me, and the Vizier’s son is to
have the Princess. My command is that to-night you bring
hither the bride and bridegroom.” “Master, I obey,” said the
genie. Aladdin then went to his chamber, where, sure
enough, at midnight the genie transported the bed
containing the Vizier’s son and the Princess. “Take this
new-married man,” he said, “and put him outside in the
cold, and return at daybreak.” Whereupon the genie took
the Vizier’s son out of bed, leaving Aladdin with the
Princess. “Fear nothing,” Aladdin said to her; “you are my
wife, promised to me by your unjust father, and no harm
shall come to you.” The Princess was too frightened to
speak, and passed the most miserable night of her life,
while Aladdin lay down beside her and slept soundly. At
the appointed hour the genie fetched in the shivering
bridegroom, laid him in his place, and transported the bed
back to the palace.
Presently the Sultan came to wish his daughter goodmorning. The unhappy Vizier’s son jumped up and hid
himself, while the Princess would not say a word, and was
very sorrowful. The Sultan sent her mother to her, who
said: “How comes it, child, that you will not speak to your
father? What has happened?” The Princess sighed deeply,
and at last told her mother how, during the night, the bed
had been carried into some strange house, and what had
passed there. Her mother did not believe her in the least,
but bade her rise and consider it an idle dream.
The following night exactly the same thing happened, and
next morning, on the Princess’s refusal to speak, the Sultan
threatened to cut off her head. She then confessed all,
bidding him to ask the Vizier’s son if it were not so. The
Sultan told the Vizier to ask his son, who owned the truth,
adding that, dearly as he loved the Princess, he had rather
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die than go through another such fearful night, and wished
to be separated from her. His wish was granted, and there
was an end to feasting and rejoicing.
When the three months were over, Aladdin sent his mother
to remind the Sultan of his promise. She stood in the same
place as before, and the Sultan, who had forgotten Aladdin,
at once remembered him, and sent for her. On seeing her
poverty the Sultan felt less inclined than ever to keep his
word, and asked his Vizier’s advice, who counseled him to
set so high a value on the Princess that no man living could
come up to it. The Sultan then turned to Aladdin’s mother,
saying: “Good woman, a Sultan must remember his
promises, and I will remember mine, but your son must
first send me forty basins of gold brimful of jewels, carried
by forty black slaves, led by as many white ones,
splendidly dressed. Tell him that I await his answer.” The
mother of Aladdin bowed low and went home, thinking all
was lost. She gave Aladdin the message, adding: “He may
wait long enough for your answer!” “Not so long, mother,
as you think,” her son replied. “I would do a great deal
more than that for the Princess.” He summoned the genie,
and in a few moments the eighty slaves arrived, and filled
up the small house and garden. Aladdin made them set out
to the palace, two and two, followed by his mother. They
were so richly dressed, with such splendid jewels in their
girdles, that everyone crowded to see them and the basins
of gold they carried on their heads. They entered the palace,
and, after kneeling before the Sultan, stood in a half-circle
round the throne with their arms crossed, while Aladdin’s
mother presented them to the Sultan. He hesitated no
longer, but said: “Good woman, return and tell your son
that I wait for him with open arms.” She lost no time in
telling Aladdin, bidding him make haste. But Aladdin first
called the genie. “I want a scented bath,” he said, “a richly
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embroidered habit, a horse surpassing the Sultan’s, and
twenty slaves to attend me. Besides this, six slaves,
beautifully dressed, to wait on my mother; and lastly, ten
thousand pieces of gold in ten purses.” No sooner said than
done. Aladdin mounted his horse and passed through the
streets, the slaves strewing gold as they went. Those who
had played with him in his childhood knew him not, he had
grown so handsome. When the Sultan saw him he came
down from his throne, embraced him, and led him into a
hall where a feast was spread, intending to marry him to the
Princess that very day. But Aladdin refused, saying, “I must
build a palace fit for her,” and took his leave. Once home,
he said to the genie: “Build me a palace of the finest
marble, set with jasper, agate, and other precious stones. In
the middle you shall build me a large hall with a dome, its
four walls of massy gold and silver, each having six
windows, whose lattices, all except one which is to be left
unfinished, must be set with diamonds and rubies. There
must be stables and horses and grooms and slaves; go and
see about it!”
The palace was finished by the next day, and the genie
carried him there and showed him all his orders faithfully
carried out, even to the laying of a velvet carpet from
Aladdin’s palace to the Sultan’s. Aladdin’s mother then
dressed herself carefully, and walked to the palace with her
slaves, while he followed her on horseback. The Sultan sent
musicians with trumpets and cymbals to meet them, so that
the air resounded with music and cheers. She was taken to
the Princess, who saluted her and treated her with great
honor. At night the Princess said good-by to her father, and
set out on the carpet for Aladdin’s palace, with his mother
at her side, and followed by the hundred slaves. She was
charmed at the sight of Aladdin, who ran to receive her.
“Princess,” he said, “blame your beauty for my boldness if
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I have displeased you.” She told him that, having seen him,
she willingly obeyed her father in this matter. After the
wedding had taken place Aladdin led her into the hall,
where a feast was spread, and she supped with him, after
which they danced till midnight. Next day Aladdin invited
the Sultan to see the palace. On entering the hall with the
four-and-twenty windows, with their rubies, diamonds, and
emeralds, he cried: “It is a world’s wonder! There is only
one thing that surprises me. Was it by accident that one
window was left unfinished?” “No, sir, by design,” returned
Aladdin. “I wished your Majesty to have the glory of
finishing this palace.” The Sultan was pleased, and sent for
the best jewelers in the city. He showed them the
unfinished window, and bade them fit it up like the others.
“Sir,” replied their spokesman, “we cannot find jewels
enough.” The Sultan had his own fetched, which they soon
used, but to no purpose, for in a month’s time the work was
not half done. Aladdin, knowing that their task was vain,
bade them undo their work and carry the jewels back, and
the genie finished the window at his command. The Sultan
was surprised to receive his jewels again, and visited
Aladdin, who showed him the window finished. The Sultan
embraced him, the envious Vizier meanwhile hinting that it
was the work of enchantment.
Aladdin had won the hearts of the people by his gentle
bearing. He was made captain of the Sultan’s armies, and
won several battles for him, but remained modest and
courteous as before, and lived thus in peace and content for
several years.
But far away in Africa the magician remembered Aladdin,
and by his magic arts discovered that Aladdin, instead of
perishing miserably in the cave, had escaped, and had
married a princess, with whom he was living in great honor
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and wealth. He knew that the poor tailor’s son could only
have accomplished this by means of the lamp, and traveled
night and day until he reached the capital of China, bent on
Aladdin’s ruin. As he passed through the town he heard
people talking everywhere about a marvelous palace.
“Forgive my ignorance,” he asked, “what is this palace you
speak Of?” “Have you not heard of Prince Aladdin’s
palace,” was the reply, “the greatest wonder of the world? I
will direct you if you have a mind to see it.” The magician
thanked him who spoke, and having seen the palace, knew
that it had been raised by the Genie of the Lamp, and
became half mad with rage. He determined to get hold of
the lamp, and again plunge Aladdin into the deepest
poverty.
Unluckily, Aladdin had gone a-hunting for eight days,
which gave the magician plenty of time. He bought a dozen
copper lamps, put them into a basket, and went to the
palace, crying: “New lamps for old!” followed by a jeering
crowd. The Princess, sitting in the hall of four-and-twenty
windows, sent a slave to find out what the noise was about,
who came back laughing, so that the Princess scolded her.
“Madam,” replied the slave, “who can help laughing to see
an old fool offering to exchange fine new lamps for old
ones?” Another slave, hearing this, said: “There is an old
one on the cornice there which he can have.” Now this was
the magic lamp, which Aladdin had left there, as he could
not take it out hunting with him. The Princess, not knowing
its value, laughingly bade the slave take it and make the
exchange. She went and said to the magician: “Give me a
new lamp for this.” He snatched it and bade the slave take
her choice, amid the jeers of the crowd. Little he cared, but
left off crying his lamps, and went out of the city gates to a
lonely place, where he remained till nightfall, when he
pulled out the lamp and rubbed it. The genie appeared, and
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at the magician’s command carried him, together with the
palace and the Princess in it, to a lonely place in Africa.
Next morning the Sultan looked out of the window toward
Aladdin’s palace and rubbed his eyes, for it was gone. He
sent for the Vizier and asked what had become of the
palace. The Vizier looked out too, and was lost in
astonishment. He again put it down to enchantment, and
this time the Sultan believed him, and sent thirty men on
horseback to fetch Aladdin in chains. They met him riding
home, bound him, and forced him to go with them on foot.
The people, however, who loved him, followed, armed, to
see that he came to no harm. He was carried before the
Sultan, who ordered the executioner to cut off his head. The
executioner made Aladdin kneel down, bandaged his eyes,
and raised his scimitar to strike. At that instant the Vizier,
who saw that the crowd had forced their way into the
courtyard and were scaling the walls to rescue Aladdin,
called to the executioner to stay his hand. The people,
indeed, looked so threatening that the Sultan gave way and
ordered Aladdin to be unbound, and pardoned him in the
sight of the crowd. Aladdin now begged to know what he
had done. “False wretch!” said the Sultan, “come thither,”
and showed him from the window the place where his
palace had stood. Aladdin was so amazed that he could not
say a word. “Where is my palace and my daughter?”
demanded the Sultan. “For the first I am not so deeply
concerned, but my daughter I must have, and you must find
her or lose your head.” Aladdin begged for forty days in
which to find her, promising, if he failed, to return and
suffer death at the Sultan’s pleasure. His prayer was
granted, and he went forth sadly from the Sultan’s
presence. For three days he wandered about like a madman,
asking everyone what had become of his palace, but they
only laughed and pitied him. He came to the banks of a
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river, and knelt down to say his prayers before throwing
himself in. In so doing he rubbed the magic ring he still
wore. The genie he had seen in the cave appeared, and
asked his will. “Save my life, genie,” said Aladdin, “bring
my palace back.” “That is not in my power,” said the genie;
“I am only the Slave of the Ring; you must ask him of the
lamp.” “Even so,” said Aladdin, “but thou canst take me to
the palace, and set me down under my dear wife’s
window.” He at once found himself in Africa, under the
window of the Princess, and fell asleep out of sheer
weariness.
He was awakened by the singing of the birds, and his heart
was lighter. He saw plainly that all his misfortunes were
owing to the loss of the lamp, and vainly wondered who
had robbed him of it.
That morning the Princess rose earlier than she had done
since she had been carried into Africa by the magician,
whose company she was forced to endure once a day. She,
however, treated him so harshly that he dared not live there
altogether. As she was dressing, one of her women looked
out and saw Aladdin. The Princess ran and opened the
window, and at the noise she made Aladdin looked up. She
called to him to come to her, and great was the joy of these
lovers at seeing each other again. After he had kissed her
Aladdin said: “I beg of you, Princess, in God’s name,
before we speak of anything else, for your own sake and
mine, tell me that has become of an old lamp I left on the
cornice in the hall of four-and-twenty windows, when I
went a-hunting.” “Alas!” she said, “I am the innocent cause
of our sorrows,” and told him of the exchange of the lamp.
“Now I know,” cried Aladdin, “that we have to thank the
African magician for this! Where is the lamp?” “He carries
it about with him,” said the Princess. “I know, for he pulled
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it out of his breast to show me. He wishes me to break my
faith with you and marry him, saying that you were
beheaded by my father’s command. He is for ever speaking
ill of you but I only reply by my tears. If I persist, I doubt
not but he will use violence.” Aladdin comforted her, and
left her for a while. He changed clothes with the first
person he met in the town, and having bought a certain
powder, returned to the Princess, who let him in by a little
side door. “Put on your most beautiful dress,” he said to her
“and receive the magician with smiles, leading him to
believe that you have forgotten me. Invite him to sup with
you, and say you wish to taste the wine of his country. He
will go for some and while he is gone I will tell you what to
do.” She listened carefully to Aladdin and when he left she
arrayed herself gaily for the first time since she left China.
She put on a girdle and head-dress of diamonds, and, seeing
in a glass that she was more beautiful than ever, received
the magician, saying, to his great amazement: “I have made
up my mind that Aladdin is dead, and that all my tears will
not bring him back to me, so I am resolved to mourn no
more, and have therefore invited you to sup with me; but I
am tired of the wines of China, and would fain taste those
of Africa.” The magician flew to his cellar, and the Princess
put the powder Aladdin had given her in her cup. When he
returned she asked him to drink her health in the wine of
Africa, handing him her cup in exchange for his, as a sign
she was reconciled to him. Before drinking the magician
made her a speech in praise of her beauty, but the Princess
cut him short, saying: “Let us drink first, and you shall say
what you will afterward.” She set her cup to her lips and
kept it there, while the magician drained his to the dregs
and fell back lifeless. The Princess then opened the door to
Aladdin, and flung her arms round his neck; but Aladdin
put her away, bidding her leave him, as he had more to do.
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He then went to the dead magician, took the lamp out of his
vest, and bade the genie carry the palace and all in it back
to China. This was done, and the Princess in her chamber
only felt two little shocks, and little thought she was at
home again.
The Sultan, who was sitting in his closet, mourning for his
lost daughter, happened to look up, and rubbed his eyes, for
there stood the palace as before! He hastened thither, and
Aladdin received him in the hall of the four-and-twenty
windows, with the Princess at his side. Aladdin told him
what had happened, and showed him the dead body of the
magician, that he might believe. A ten days’ feast was
proclaimed, and it seemed as if Aladdin might now live the
rest of his life in peace; but it was not to be.
The African magician had a younger brother, who was, if
possible, more wicked and more cunning than himself. He
traveled to China to avenge his brother’s death, and went to
visit a pious woman called Fatima, thinking she might be of
use to him. He entered her cell and clapped a dagger to her
breast, telling her to rise and do his bidding on pain of
death. He changed clothes with her, colored his face like
hers, put on her veil, and murdered her, that she might tell
no tales. Then he went toward the palace of Aladdin, and
all the people, thinking he was the holy woman, gathered
round him, kissing his hands and begging his blessing.
When he got to the palace there was such a noise going on
round him that the Princess bade her slave look out of the
window and ask what was the matter. The slave said it was
the holy woman, curing people by her touch of their
ailments, whereupon the Princess, who had long desired to
see Fatima, sent for her. On coming to the Princess the
magician offered up a prayer for her health and prosperity.
When he had done the Princess made him sit by her, and
113

begged him to stay with her always. The false Fatima, who
wished for nothing better, consented, but kept his veil down
for fear of discovery. The Princess showed him the hall,
and asked him what he thought of it. “It is truly beautiful,”
said the false Fatima. “In my mind it wants but one thing.”
“And what is that?” said the Princess. “If only a roc’s egg,”
replied he, “were hung up from the middle of this dome, it
would be the wonder of the world.”
After this the Princess could think of nothing but the roc’s
egg, and when Aladdin returned from hunting he found her
in a very ill humor. He begged to know what was amiss,
and she told him that all her pleasure in the hall was spoiled
for the want of a roc’s egg hanging from the dome. “If that
is all,” replied Aladdin, “you shall soon be happy.” He left
her and rubbed the lamp, and when the genie appeared
commanded him to bring a roc’s egg. The genie gave such
a loud and terrible shriek that the hall shook. “Wretch!” he
cried, “is it not enough that I have done everything for you,
but you must command me to bring my master and hang
him up in the midst of this dome? You and your wife and
your palace deserve to be burnt to ashes, but that this
request does not come from you, but from the brother of the
African magician, whom you destroyed. He is now in your
palace disguised as the holy woman—whom he murdered.
He it was who put that wish into your wife’s head. Take
care of yourself, for he means to kill you.” So saying, the
genie disappeared.
Aladdin went back to the Princess, saying his head ached,
and requesting that the holy Fatima should be fetched to lay
her hands on it. But when the magician came near, Aladdin,
seizing his dagger, pierced him to the heart. “What have
you done?” cried the Princess. “You have killed the holy
woman!” “Not so,” replied Aladdin, “but a wicked
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magician,” and told her of how she had been deceived.
After this Aladdin and his wife lived in peace. He
succeeded the Sultan when he died, and reigned for many
years, leaving behind him a long line of kings.
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WHITTINGTON AND HIS CAT
I. THE CITY
There was once a little boy whose name was Richard Whit
´ting-ton; but everybody called him Dick. His father and
mother had died when he was only a babe, and the people
who had the care of him were very poor. Dick was not old
enough to work, and so he had a hard time of it indeed.
Sometimes he had no break-fast, and sometimes he had no
dinner; and he was glad at any time to get a crust of bread
or a drop of milk.
Now, in the town where Dick lived, the people liked to talk
about London. None of them had ever been to the great
city, but they seemed to know all about the wonderful
things which were to be seen there. They said that all the
folks who lived in London were fine gentlemen and ladies;
that there was singing and music there all day long; that
nobody was ever hungry there, and nobody had to work;
and that the streets were all paved with gold.
Dick listened to these stories, and wished that he could go
to London.
One day a big wagon drawn by eight horses, all with bells
on their heads, drove into the little town. Dick saw the
wagon standing by the inn, and he thought that it must be
going to the fine city of London.
When the driver came out and was ready to start, the lad
ran up and asked him if he might walk by the side of the
wagon. The driver asked him some questions; and when he
learned how poor Dick was, and that he had neither father
nor mother, he told him that he might do as he liked.
It was a long walk for the little lad; but by and by he came
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to the city of London. He was in such a hurry to see the
wonderful sights, that he forgot to thank the driver of the
wagon. He ran as fast as he could, from one street to
another, trying to find those that were paved with gold. He
had once seen a piece of money that was gold, and he knew
that it would buy a great, great many things; and now he
thought that if he could get only a little bit of the pavement,
he would have everything that he wanted.
Poor Dick ran till he was so tired that he could run no
farther. It was growing dark, and in every street there was
only dirt instead of gold. He sat down in a dark corner, and
cried himself to sleep.
When he woke up the next morning, he was very hungry;
but there was not even a crust of bread for him to eat. He
forgot all about the golden pavements, and thought only of
food. He walked about from one street to another, and at
last grew so hungry that he began to ask those whom he
met to give him a penny to buy something to eat.
"Go to work, you idle fellow," said some of them; and the
rest passed him by without even looking at him.
"I wish I could go to work!" said Dick.
II. THE KITCHEN
By and by Dick grew so faint and tired that he could go no
farther. He sat down by the door of a fine house, and
wished that he was back again in the little town where he
was born. The cook-maid, who was just getting dinner, saw
him, and called out,—
"What are you doing there, you little beggar? If you don't
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get away quick, I'll throw a panful of hot dish-water over
you. Then I guess you will jump."
Just at that time the master of the house, whose name was
Mr. Fitzwarren, came home to dinner. When he saw the
ragged little fellow at his door, he said,—
"My lad, what are you doing here? I am afraid you are a
lazy fellow, and that you want to live without work."
"No, indeed!" said Dick. "I would like to work, if I could
find anything to do. But I do not know anybody in this
town, and I have not had anything to eat for a long time."
"Poor little fellow!" said Mr. Fitzwarren. "Come in, and I
will see what I can do for you." And he ordered the cook to
give the lad a good dinner, and then to find some light work
for him to do.
Little Dick would have been very happy in the new home
which he had thus found, if it had not been for the cross
cook. She would often say,—
"You are my boy now, and so you must do as I tell you.
Look sharp there! Make the fires, carry out the ashes, wash
these dishes, sweep the floor, bring in the wood! Oh, what a
lazy fellow you are!" And then she would box his ears, or
beat him with the broom-stick.
At last, little Alice, his master's daughter, saw how he was
treated, and she told the cook she would be turned off if she
was not kinder to the lad. After that, Dick had an easier
time of it; but his troubles were not over yet, by any means.
His bed was in a garret at the top of the house, far away
from the rooms where the other people slept. There were
many holes in the floor and walls, and every night a great
number of rats and mice came in. They tormented Dick so
much, that he did not know what to do.
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One day a gentleman gave him a penny for cleaning his
shoes, and he made up his mind that he would buy a cat
with it. The very next morning he met a girl who was
carrying a cat in her arms.
"I will give you a penny for that cat," he said.
"All right," the girl said. "You may have her, and you will
find that she is a good mouser too."
Dick hid his cat in the garret, and every day he carried a
part of his dinner to her. It was not long before she had
driven all the rats and mice away; and then Dick could
sleep soundly every night.
III. THE VENTURE
Some time after that, a ship that belonged to Mr. Fitzwarren
was about to start on a voyage across the sea. It was loaded
with goods which were to be sold in lands far away. Mr.
Fitzwarren wanted to give his servants a chance for good
fortune too, and so he called all of them into the parlor, and
asked if they had anything they would like to send out in
the ship for trade.
Every one had something to send,—every one but Dick;
and as he had neither money nor goods, he staid in the
kitchen, and did not come in with the rest. Little Alice
guessed why he did not come, and so she said to her papa,
—
"Poor Dick ought to have a chance too. Here is some
money out of my own purse that you may put in for him."
"No, no, my child!" said Mr. Fitzwarren. "He must risk
something of his own." And then he called very loud,
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"Here, Dick! What are you going to send out on the ship?"
Dick heard him, and came into the room.
"I have nothing in the world," he said, "but a cat which I
bought some time ago for a penny."
"Fetch your cat, then, my lad," said Mr. Fitzwarren, "and let
her go out. Who knows but that she will bring you some
profit?"
Dick, with tears in his eyes, carried poor puss down to the
ship, and gave her to the captain. Everybody laughed at his
queer venture; but little Alice felt sorry for him, and gave
him money to buy another cat.
After that, the cook was worse than before. She made fun
of him for sending his cat to sea. "Do you think," she would
say, "that puss will sell for enough money to buy a stick to
beat you?"
At last Dick could not stand her abuse any longer, and he
made up his mind to go back to his old home in the little
country town. So, very early in the morning on All-hallows Day, he started. He walked as far as the place called
Holloway, and there he sat down on a stone, which to this
day is called "Whit-ting-ton's Stone."
As he sat there very sad, and wondering which way he
should go, he heard the bells on Bow Church, far away,
ringing out a merry chime. He listened. They seemed to say
to him,—
"Turn again, Whittington, Thrice Lord Mayor of London."
"Well, well!" he said to himself. "I would put up with
almost anything, to be Lord Mayor of London when I am a
man, and to ride in a fine coach! I think I will go back and
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let the old cook cuff and scold as much as she pleases."
Dick did go back, and he was lucky enough to get into the
kitchen, and set about his work, before the cook came
down-stairs to get break-fast.
IV. THE CAT
Mr. Fitzwarren's ship made a long voyage, and at last
reached a strange land on the other side of the sea. The
people had never seen any white men before, and they
came in great crowds to buy the fine things with which the
ship was loaded. The captain wanted very much to trade
with the king of the country; and it was not long before the
king sent word for him to come to the palace and see him.
The captain did so. He was shown into a beautiful room,
and given a seat on a rich carpet all flowered with silver
and gold. The king and queen were seated not far away;
and soon a number of dishes were brought in for dinner.
They had hardly begun to eat when an army of rats and
mice rushed in, and devoured all the meat before any one
could hinder them. The captain wondered at this, and asked
if it was not very unpleasant to have so many rats and mice
about.
"Oh, yes!" was the answer. "It is indeed unpleasant; and the
king would give half his treasure if he could get rid of
them."
The captain jumped for joy. He remembered the cat which
little Whittington had sent out; and he told the king that he
had a little creature on board his ship which would make
short work of the pests.
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Then it was the king's turn to jump for joy; and he jumped
so high, that his yellow cap, or turban, dropped off his
head.
"Bring the creature to me," he said. "If she will do what you
say, I will load your ship with gold."
The captain made believe that he would be very sorry to
part with the cat; but at last he went down to the ship to get
her, while the king and queen made haste to have another
dinner made ready.
The captain, with puss under his arm, reached the palace
just in time to see the table crowded with rats. The cat
leaped out upon them, and oh! what havoc she did make
among the troublesome creatures! Most of them were soon
stretched dead upon the floor, while the rest scampered
away to their holes, and did not dare to come out again.
The king had never been so glad in his life; and the queen
asked that the creature which had done such wonders
should be brought to her. The captain called, "Pussy, pussy,
pussy!" and the cat came up and rubbed against his legs. He
picked her up, and offered her to the queen; but at first the
queen was afraid to touch her.
However, the captain stroked the cat, and called, "Pussy,
pussy, pussy!" and then the queen ventured to touch her.
She could only say, "Putty, putty, putty!" for she had not
learned to talk English. The captain then put the cat down
on the queen's lap, where she purred and purred until she
went to sleep.
The king would not have missed getting the cat now for the
world. He at once made a bargain with the captain for all
the goods on board the ship; and then he gave him ten times
as much for the cat as all the rest came to.
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The captain was very glad. He bade the king and queen
good-by, and the very next day set sail for England.
V. THE FORTUNE
One morning Mr. Fitzwarren was sitting at his desk in his
office. He heard some one tap softly at his door, and he
said,—
"Who's there?"
"A friend," was the answer. "I have come to bring you news
of your ship 'Unicorn.'"
Mr. Fitzwarren jumped up quickly, and opened the door.
Whom should he see waiting there but the captain, with a
bill of lading in one hand and a box of jewels in the other?
He was so full of joy that he lifted up his eyes, and thanked
Heaven for sending him such good fortune.
The captain soon told the story of the cat; and then he
showed the rich present which the king and queen had sent
to poor Dick in payment for her. As soon as the good
gentleman heard this, he called out to his servants,—
"Go send him in, and tell him of his fame; Pray call him
Mr. Whittington by name."
Some of the men who stood by said that so great a present
ought not to be given to a mere boy; but Mr. Fitzwarren
frowned upon them.
"It is his own," he said, "and I will not hold back one penny
from him."
Dick was scouring the pots when word was brought to him
that he should go to the office.
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"Oh, I am so dirty!" he said, "and my shoes are full of hobnails." But he was told to make haste.
Mr. Fitzwarren ordered a chair to be set for him, and then
the lad began to think that they were making fun of him.
"I beg that you won't play tricks with a poor boy like me,"
he said. "Please let me go back to my work."
"Mr. Whittington," said Mr. Fitzwarren, "this is no joke at
all. The captain has sold your cat, and has brought you, in
return for her, more riches than I have in the whole world."
Then he opened the box of jewels, and showed Dick his
treasures.
The poor boy did not know what to do. He begged his
master to take a part of it; but Mr. Fitzwarren said, "No, it
is all your own; and I feel sure that you will make good use
of it."
Dick then offered some of his jewels to his mistress and
little Alice. They thanked him, and told him that they felt
great joy at his good luck, but wished him to keep his
riches for himself.
But he was too kind-heart-ed to keep everything for
himself. He gave nice presents to the captain and the
sailors, and to the servants in Mr. Fitzwarren's house. He
even remembered the cross old cook.
After that, Whittington's face was washed, and his hair
curled, and he was dressed in a nice suit of clothes; and
then he was as handsome a young man as ever walked the
streets of London.
Some time after that, there was a fine wedding at the finest
church in London; and Miss Alice became the wife of Mr.
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Richard Whittington. And the lord mayor was there, and
the great judges, and the sheriffs, and many rich merchants;
and everybody was very happy.
And Richard Whittington became a great merchant, and
was one of the foremost men in London. He was sheriff of
the city, and thrice lord mayor; and King Henry V. made
him a knight.
He built the famous prison of New-gate in London. On the
arch-way in front of the prison was a figure, cut in stone, of
Sir Richard Whittington and his cat; and for three hundred
years this figure was shown to all who visited London.
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ROBINSON CRUSOE IS SHIPWRECKED
By Daniel Defoe
Our ship was about a hundred and twenty tons' burthen,
carried six guns and fourteen men, besides the master, his
boy, and myself. We had on board no large cargo of goods,
except of such toys as were fit for our trade with the
negroes,—such as beads, bits of glass, shells, and odd
trifles, especially little looking-glasses, knives, scissors,
hatchets, and the like.
The same day I went on board we set sail, standing away to
the northward upon our own coast, with design to stretch
over for the African coast, when they came about ten or
twelve degrees of northern latitude, which, it seems, was
the manner of their course in those days. We had very good
weather, only excessive hot, all the way upon our own
coast, till we came the height of Cape St. Augustino, from
whence, keeping farther off at sea, we lost sight of land,
and steered as if we were bound for the Isle Fernando de
Noronha, holding our course N.E. by N., and leaving those
isles on the east. In this course we passed the line in about
twelve days' time, and were, by our last observation, in 7°
22' northern latitude, when a violent tornado, or hurricane,
took us quite out of our knowledge. It began from the
southeast, came about to the northwest, and then settled
into the northeast, from whence it blew in such a terrible
manner that for twelve days together we could do nothing
but drive, and, scudding away before it, let it carry us
where-ever fate and the fury of the winds directed; and
during these twelve days, I need not say that I expected
every day to be swallowed up, nor, indeed, did any in the
ship expect to save their lives.
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In this distress we had, besides the terror of the storm, one
of our men die of the calenture, and one man and the boy
washed overboard. About the twelfth day, the weather
abating a little, the master made an observation as well as
he could, and found that he was in about eleven degrees
north latitude, but that he was twenty-two degrees of
longitude difference west from Cape St. Augustino; so that
he found he was gotten upon the coast of Guiana, or the
north part of Brazil, beyond the river Amazon, toward that
of the river Orinoco, commonly called the Great River, and
began to consult with me what course he should take, for
the ship was leaky and very much disabled, and he was
going directly back to the coast of Brazil.
I was positively against that; and looking over the charts of
the sea-coast of America with him, we concluded there was
no inhabited country for us to have recourse to till we came
within the circle of the Caribbee Islands and therefore
resolved to stand away for Barbadoes, which by keeping
off at sea, to avoid the indraft of the Bay or Gulf of
Mexico, we might easily perform, as we hoped, in about
fifteen days' sail; whereas we could not possibly make our
voyage to the coast of Africa without some assistance, both
to our ship and to ourselves.
With this design we changed our course, and steered away
N.W. by W. in order to reach some of our English islands,
where I hoped for relief; but our voyage was otherwise
determined; for being in the latitude of 12° 18', a second
storm came upon us, which carried us away with the same
impetuosity westward, and drove us so out of the very way
of all human commerce that had all our lives been saved as
to the sea, we were rather in danger of being devoured by
savages than ever returning to our own country.
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In this distress, the wind still blowing very hard, one of our
men early in the morning cried out, "Land!" and we had no
sooner ran out of the cabin to look out, in hopes of seeing
whereabouts in the world we were, but the ship struck upon
a sand, and in a moment, her motion being so stopped, the
sea broke over her in such a manner that we expected we
should all have perished immediately; and we were
immediately driven into our close quarters, to shelter us
from the very foam and spray of the sea.
It is not easy for any one who has not been in the like
condition to describe or conceive the consternation of men
in such circumstances. We knew nothing where we were, or
upon what land it was we were driven, whether an island or
the main, whether inhabited or not inhabited; and as the
rage of the wind was still great, though rather less than at
first, we could not so much as hope to have the ship hold
many minutes without breaking in pieces, unless the winds,
by a kind of miracle, should turn immediately about. In a
word, we sat looking one upon another, and expecting
death every moment, and every man acting accordingly, as
preparing for another world; for there was little or nothing
more for us to do in this. That which was our present
comfort, and all the comfort we had, was that, contrary to
our expectation, the ship did not break yet, and that the
master said the wind began to abate.
Now, though we thought that the wind did a little abate, yet
the ship having thus struck upon the sand, and sticking too
fast for us to expect her getting off, we were in a dreadful
condition indeed, and had nothing to do but to think of
saving our lives as well as we could. We had a boat at our
stern just before the storm, but she was first staved by
dashing against the ship's rudder, and in the next place she
broke away, and either sunk or was driven off to sea, so
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there was no hope from her; we had another boat on board,
but how to get her off into the sea was a doubtful thing.
However, there was no room to debate, for we fancied the
ship would break in pieces every minute, and some told us
she was actually broken already.
In this distress, the mate of our vessel lays hold of the boat,
and with the help of the rest of the men they got her slung
over the ship's side; and getting all into her, let go, and
committed ourselves, being eleven in number, to God's
mercy and the wild sea; for though the storm was abated
considerably, yet the sea went dreadful high upon the shore,
and might well be called den wild Zee, as the Dutch call the
sea in a storm.
And now our case was very dismal indeed, for we all saw
plainly that the sea went so high that the boat could not
live, and that we should be inevitably drowned. As to
making sail, we had none; nor if we had, could we have
done anything with it; so we worked at the oar towards the
land, though with heavy hearts, like men going to
execution, for we all knew that when the boat came nearer
the shore, she would be dashed in a thousand pieces by the
breach of the sea. However, we committed our souls to God
in the most earnest manner; and the wind driving us
towards the shore, we hastened our destruction with our
own hands, pulling as well as we could towards land.
What the shore was, whether rock or sand, whether steep or
shoal, we knew not; the only hope that could rationally give
us the least shadow of expectation was, if we might happen
into some bay or gulf, or the mouth of some river, where by
great chance we might have run our boat in, or got under
the lee of the land, and perhaps made smooth water. But
there was nothing of this appeared; but as we made nearer
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and nearer the shore, the land looked more frightful than
the sea.
After we had rowed, or rather driven, about a league and a
half, as we reckoned it, a raging wave, mountain-like, came
rolling astern of us, and plainly bade us expect the coup de
grâce. In a word, it took us with such a fury that it overset
the boat at once; and separating us, as well from the boat as
from one another, gave us not time hardly to say, "O God!"
for we were all swallowed up in a moment.
Nothing can describe the confusion of thought which I felt
when I sunk into the water; for though I swam very well,
yet I could not deliver myself from the waves so as to draw
breath, till that wave having driven me, or rather carried
me, a vast way on towards the shore, and having spent
itself, went back, and left me upon the land almost dry, but
half dead with the water I took in. I had so much presence
of mind, as well as breath left, that seeing myself nearer the
mainland than I expected, I got upon my feet, and
endeavored to make on towards the land as fast as I could,
before another wave should return and take me up again.
But I soon found it was impossible to avoid it; for I saw the
sea come after me as high as a great hill, and as furious as
an enemy, which I had no means or strength to contend
with. My business was to hold my breath, and raise myself
upon the water, if I could; and so, by swimming, to
preserve my breathing, and pilot myself towards the shore,
if possible; my greatest concern now being that the sea, as
it would carry me a great way towards the shore when it
came on, might not carry me back again with it when it
gave back towards the sea.
The wave that came upon me again buried me at once
twenty or thirty feet deep in its own body, and I could feel
myself carried with a mighty force and swiftness towards
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the shore a very great way; but I held my breath, and
assisted myself to swim still forward with all my might. I
was ready to burst with holding my breath when, as I felt
myself rising up, so, to my immediate relief, I found my
head and hands shoot out above the surface of the water;
and though it was not two seconds of time that I could keep
myself so, yet it relieved me greatly, gave me breath and
new courage. I was covered again with water a good while,
but not so long but I held it out; and finding the water had
spent itself, and began to return, I struck forward against
the return of the waves, and felt ground again with my feet.
I stood still a few moments to recover breath, and till the
water went from me, and then took to my heels and ran
with what strength I had farther towards the shore. But
neither would this deliver me from the fury of the sea,
which came pouring in after me again, and twice more I
was lifted up by the waves and carried forwards as before,
the shore being very flat.
The last time of these two had well near been fatal to me;
for the sea, having hurried me along as before, landed me,
or rather dashed me, against a piece of a rock, and that with
such force as it left me senseless, and indeed helpless as to
my own deliverance; for the blow taking my side and
breast, beat the breath as it were quite out of my body; and
had it returned again immediately, I must have been
strangled in the water. But I recovered a little before the
return of the waves, and seeing I should be covered again
with the water, I resolved to hold fast by a piece of the
rock, and so to hold my breath, if possible, till the wave
went back. Now as the waves were not so high as at first,
being near land, I held my hold till the wave abated, and
then fetched another run, which brought me so near the
shore that the next wave, though it went over me, yet did
not so swallow me up as to carry me away, and the next run
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I took I got to the mainland, where, to my great comfort, I
clambered up the cliffs of the shore, and sat me down upon
the grass, free from danger, and quite out of the reach of the
water.
I was now landed, and safe on shore, and began to look up
and thank God that my life was saved in a case wherein
there was some minutes before scarce any room to hope. I
believe it is impossible to express to the life what the
ecstasies and transports of the soul are when it is so saved,
as I may say, out of the very grave; and I do not wonder
now at that custom, viz., that when a malefactor who has
the halter about his neck, is tied up, and just going to be
turned off, and has a reprieve brought to him—I say, I do
not wonder that they bring a surgeon with it, to let him
blood that very moment they tell him of it, that the surprise
may not drive the animal spirits from the heart, and
overwhelm him:—
"For sudden joys, like
griefs, confound at first."
I walked about on the shore, lifting up my hands, and my
whole being, as I may say, wrapt up in the contemplation of
my deliverance, making a thousand gestures and motions
which I cannot describe, reflecting upon all my comrades
that were drowned, and that there should not be one soul
saved but myself; for, as for them, I never saw them
afterwards, or any sign of them, except three of their hats,
one cap, and two shoes that were not fellows.
I cast my eyes to the stranded vessel, when the breach and
froth of the sea being so big I could hardly see it, it lay so
far off, and considered, Lord! how was it possible I could
get on shore?
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After I had solaced my mind with the comfortable part of
my condition, I began to look round me to see what kind of
place I was in, and what was next to be done, and I soon
found my comforts abate, and that, in a word, I had a
dreadful deliverance; for I was wet, had no clothes to shift
me, nor anything either to eat or drink to comfort me,
neither did I see any prospect before me but that of
perishing with hunger, or being devoured by wild beasts;
and that which was particularly afflicting to me was, that I
had no weapon either to hunt and kill any creature for my
sustenance, or to defend myself against any other creatures
that might desire to kill me for theirs. In a word, I had
nothing about me but a knife, a tobacco-pipe, and a little
tobacco in a box. This was all my provision; and this threw
me into terrible agonies of mind, that for a while I ran
about like a madman. Night coming upon me, I began, with
a heavy heart, to consider what would be my lot if there
were any ravenous beasts in that country, seeing at night
they always come abroad for their prey.
All the remedy that offered to my thoughts at that time was,
to get up into a thick bushy tree like a fir, but thorny, which
grew near me, and where I resolved to sit all night, and
consider the next day what death I should die, for as yet I
saw no prospect of life. I walked about a furlong from the
shore, to see if I could find any fresh water to drink, which
I did, to my great joy; and having drank, and put a little
tobacco in my mouth to prevent hunger, I went to the tree,
and getting up into it, endeavored to place myself so, as
that if I should sleep I might not fall; and having cut me a
short stick, like a truncheon for my defense, I took up my
lodging, and having been excessively fatigued, I fell fast
asleep, and slept as comfortably as, I believe, few could
have done in my condition, and found myself the most
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refreshed with it that I think I ever was on such an
occasion.
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UNLOADING A WRECK
By Daniel Defoe
My next work was to view the country and seek a proper
place for my habitation, and where to stow my goods to
secure them from whatever might happen. Where I was, I
yet knew not; whether on the continent or on an island;
whether inhabited or not inhabited; whether in danger of
wild beasts or not. There was a hill, not above a mile from
me, which rose up very steep and high, and which seemed
to overtop some other hills, which lay as in a ridge from it,
northward. I took out one of the fowling-pieces and one of
the pistols, and a horn of powder; and thus armed, I
traveled for discovery up to the top of that hill, where, after
I had with great labor and difficulty got to the top, I saw my
fate to my great affliction, viz., that I was in an island
environed every way with the sea, no land to be seen,
except some rocks which lay a great way off, and two small
islands less than this, which lay about three leagues to the
west.
I found, also, that the island I was in was barren, and, as I
saw good reason to believe, uninhabited, except by wild
beasts, of whom, however, I saw none; yet I saw abundance
of fowls, but knew not their kinds; neither, when I killed
them, could I tell what was fit for food, and what not. At
my coming back, I shot at a great bird which I saw sitting
upon a tree on the side of a great wood. I believe it was the
first gun that had been fired there since the creation of the
world. I had no sooner fired, but from all the parts of the
wood there arose an innumerable number of fowls of many
sorts, making a confused screaming, and crying every one
according to his usual note; but not one of them of any kind
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that I knew. As for the creature I killed, I took it to be a
kind of a hawk, its color and beak resembling it, but it had
no talons or claws more than common; its flesh was
carrion, and fit for nothing.
Contented with this discovery, I came back to my raft, and
fell to work to bring my cargo on shore, which took me up
the rest of that day; and what to do with myself at night I
knew not, nor indeed where to rest; for I was afraid to lie
down on the ground, not knowing but some wild beast
might devour me, though, as I afterwards found, there was
really no need for those fears. However, as well as I could,
I barricaded myself round with the chests and boards that I
had brought on shore, and made a kind of a hut for that
night's lodging; as for food, I yet saw not which way to
supply myself, except that I had seen two or three creatures
like hares run out of the wood where I shot the fowl.
I now began to consider, that I might yet get a great many
things out of the ship which would be useful to me, and
particularly some of the rigging and sails, and such other
things as might come to land; and I resolved to make
another voyage on board the vessel, if possible. And as I
knew that the first storm that blew must necessarily break
her all in pieces, I resolved to set all other things apart till I
got everything out of the ship that I could get. Then I called
a council, that is to say, in my thoughts, whether I should
take back the raft, but this appeared impracticable; so I
resolved to go as before, when the tide was down; and I did
so, only that I stripped before I went from my hut, having
nothing on but a chequered shirt and a pair of linen
drawers, and a pair of pumps on my feet.
I got on board the ship as before, and prepared a second
raft, and having had experience of the first, I neither made
this so unwieldy, nor loaded it so hard; but yet I brought
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away several things very useful to me; as, first, in the
carpenter's stores I found two or three bags full of nails and
spikes, a great screw-jack, a dozen or two of hatchets, and,
above all, that most useful thing called a grindstone. All
these I secured, together with several things belonging to
the gunner, particularly two or three iron crows, and two
barrels of musket bullets, seven muskets, and another
fowling-piece, with some small quantity of powder more; a
large bag full of smallshot, and a great roll of sheet lead;
but this last was so heavy I could not hoist it up to get it
over the ship's side. Besides these things, I took all the
men's clothes that I could find, and a spare foretop sail, a
hammock, and some bedding; and with this I loaded my
second raft, and brought them all safe on shore, to my very
great comfort.
I was under some apprehensions during my absence from
the land that at least my provisions might be devoured on
shore; but when I came back, I found no sign of any visitor,
only there sat a creature like a wildcat upon one of the
chests, which, when I came towards it, ran away a little
distance, and then stood still. She sat very composed and
unconcerned, and looked full in my face, as if she had a
mind to be acquainted with me. I presented my gun at her;
but as she did not understand it, she was perfectly
unconcerned at it, nor did she offer to stir away; upon
which I tossed her a bit of biscuit, though, by the way, I
was not very free of it, for my store was not great.
However, I spared her a bit, I say, and she went to it,
smelled of it, and ate it, and looked (as pleased) for more;
but I thanked her, and could spare no more, so she marched
off.
Having got my second cargo on shore, though I was fain to
open the barrels of powder and bring them by parcels, for
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they were too heavy, being large casks, I went to work to
make me a little tent with the sail and some poles which I
cut for that purpose; and into this tent I brought everything
that I knew would spoil either with rain or sun; and I piled
all the empty chests and casks up in a circle round the tent,
to fortify it from any sudden attempt, either from man or
beast.
When I had done this I blocked up the door of the tent with
some boards within, and an empty chest set up on end
without; and spreading one of the beds upon the ground,
laying my two pistols just at my head, and my gun at length
by me, I went to bed for the first time, and slept very
quietly all night, for I was very weary and heavy; for the
night before I had slept little, and had labored very hard all
day, as well to fetch all those things from the ship, as to get
them on shore.
I had the biggest magazine of all kinds now that ever was
laid up, I believe, for one man; but I was not satisfied still,
for while the ship sat upright in that posture, I thought I
ought to get everything out of her that I could. So every day
at low water I went on board, and brought away something
or other; but, particularly, the third time I went I brought
away as much of the rigging as I could, as also all the small
ropes and rope-twine I could get, with a piece of spare
canvas, which was to mend the sails upon occasion, and the
barrel of wet gunpowder; in a word, I brought away all the
sails first and last, only that I was fain to cut them in pieces,
and bring as much at a time as I could; for they were no
more useful to be sails, but as mere canvas only.
But that which comforted me more still was that, at last of
all, after I had made five or six such voyages as these, and
thought I had nothing more to expect from the ship that was
worth my meddling with,—I say, after all this, I found a
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great hogshead of bread, and three large runlets of rum or
spirits, and a box of sugar, and a barrel of fine flour; this
was surprising to me, because I had given over expecting
any more provisions, except what was spoilt by the water. I
soon emptied the hogshead of that bread, and wrapped it up
parcel by parcel in pieces of the sails, which I cut out; and,
in a word, I got all this safe on shore also.
The next day I made another voyage. And now, having
plundered the ship of what was portable and fit to hand out,
I began with the cables; and cutting the great cable into
pieces, such as I could move, I got two cables and a hawser
on shore, with all the iron-work I could get; and having cut
down the sprit-sail yard, and the mizzen yard, and
everything I could to make a large raft, I loaded it with all
those heavy goods, and came away. But my good luck
began now to leave me; for this raft was so unwieldy, and
so overladen, that after I was entered the little cove where I
had landed the rest of my goods, not being able to guide it
so handily as I did the other, it overset, and threw me and
all my cargo into the water. As for myself, it was no great
harm, for I was near the shore; but as to my cargo, it was
great part of it lost, especially the iron, which I expected
would have been of great use to me. However, when the
tide was out I got most of the pieces of cable ashore, and
some of the iron, though with infinite labor; for I was fain
to dip for it into the water, a work which fatigued me very
much. After this I went every day on board, and brought
away what I could get.
I had been now thirteen days on shore, and had been eleven
times on board the ship; in which time I had brought away
all that one pair of hands could well be supposed capable to
bring, though I believe verily, had the calm weather held, I
should have brought away the whole ship piece by piece.
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But preparing the twelfth time to go on board, I found the
wind begin to rise. However, at low water I went on board,
and though I thought I had rummaged the cabin so
effectually as that nothing more could be found, yet I
discovered a locker with drawers in it, in one of which I
found two or three razors, and one pair of large scissors,
with some ten or a dozen of good knives and forks; in
another, I found about thirty-six pounds value in money,
some European coin, some Brazil, some pieces of eight,
some gold, some silver.
I smiled to myself at the sight of this money. "O drug!" said
I aloud, "what art thou good for? Thou art not worth to me,
no, not the taking off of the ground; one of those knives is
worth all this heap. I have no manner of use for thee; even
remain where thou art, and go to the bottom as a creature
whose life is not worth saving." However, upon second
thoughts I took it away; and wrapping all this in a piece of
canvas, I began to think of making another raft; but while I
was preparing this, I found the sky overcast, and the wind
began to rise, and in a quarter of an hour it blew a fresh
gale from the shore. It presently occurred to me that it was
in vain to pretend to make a raft with the wind off shore,
and that it was my business to be gone before the tide of
flood began, otherwise I might not be able to reach the
shore at all. Accordingly I let myself down into the water,
and swam across the channel, which lay between the ship
and the sands, and even that with difficulty enough, partly
with the weight of the things I had about me, and partly the
roughness of the water; for the wind rose very hastily, and
before it was quite high water it blew a storm.
But I was gotten home to my little tent, where I lay with all
my wealth about me very secure. It blew very hard all that
night, and in the morning when I looked out, behold, no
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more ship was to be seen. I was a little surprised, but
recovered myself with this satisfactory reflection, viz., that
I had lost no time, nor abated no diligence, to get
everything out of her that could be useful to me, and that
indeed there was little left in her that I was able to bring
away if I had had more time.
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PAUL REVERE'S RIDE
HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW
Listen, my children, and you shall hear
Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere,
On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy-five:
Hardly a man is now alive
Who remembers that famous day and year.
He said to his friend, "If the British march
By land or sea from the town to-night,
Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch
Of the North Church tower as a signal-light,
One, if by land, and two, if by sea;
And I on the opposite shore will be,
Ready to ride and spread the alarm
Through every Middlesex village and farm,
For the country folk to be up and to arm."
Then he said, Good-night! and with muffled oar
Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore,
Just as the moon rose over the bay,
Where swinging wide at her moorings lay
The Somerset, British man-of-war;
A phantom ship, with each mast and spar
Across the moon like a prison-bar,
And a huge black hulk, that was magnified
By its own reflection in the tide.
Meanwhile, his friend, through alley and street
Wanders and watches with eager ears,
Till in the silence around him he hears
The muster of men at the barrack door,
The sound of arms, and the tramp of feet,
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And the measured tread of the grenadiers,
Marching down to their boats on the shore.
Then he climbed to the tower of the Old North Church
By the wooden stairs, with stealthy tread,
To the belfry-chamber overhead,
And startled the pigeons from their perch
On the sombre rafters, that round him made
Masses and moving shapes of shade,—
By the trembling ladder, steep and tall,
To the highest window in the wall,
Where he paused to listen and look down
A moment on the roofs of the town,
And the moonlight flowing over all.
Beneath, in the churchyard, lay the dead,
In their night-encampment on the hill,
Wrapped in silence so deep and still
That he could hear, like a sentinel's tread,
The watchful night-wind, as it went
Creeping along from tent to tent,
And seeming to whisper, "All is well!"
A moment only he feels the spell
Of the place and the hour, and the secret dread
Of the lonely belfry and the dead;
For suddenly all his thoughts are bent
On a shadowy something far away,
Where the river widens to meet the bay,—
A line of black that bends and floats
On the rising tide, like a bridge of boats.
Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride,
Booted and spurred, with a heavy stride
On the opposite shore walked Paul Revere.
Now he patted his horse's side,
Now gazed at the landscape far and near,
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Then, impetuous, stamped the earth,
And turned and tightened his saddle-girth;
But mostly he watched with eager search
The belfry-tower of the Old North Church,
As it rose above the graves on the hill,
Lonely, and spectral, and sombre and still.
And lo! as he looks, on the belfry's height
A glimmer, and then a gleam of light!
He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns,
But lingers and gazes, till full on his sight
A second lamp in the belfry burns!
A hurry of hoofs in a village street,
A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark,
And beneath, from the pebbles, in passing, a spark
Struck out by a steed flying fearless and fleet:
That was all! And yet, through the gloom and the light,
The fate of a nation was riding that night;
And the spark struck out by that steed, in his flight,
Kindled the land into flame with its heat.
He has left the village and mounted the steep,
And beneath him, tranquil and broad and deep,
Is the Mystic, meeting the ocean tides;
And under the alders, that skirt its edge,
Now soft on the sand, now loud on the ledge,
Is heard the tramp of his steed as he rides.
It was twelve by the village clock
When he crossed the bridge into Medford town.
He heard the crowing of the cock,
And the barking of the farmer's dog,
And felt the damp of the river fog,
That rises after the sun goes down.
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It was one by the village clock,
When he rode into Lexington.
He saw the gilded weathercock
Swim in the moonlight as he passed,
And the meeting-house windows, blank and bare,
Gaze at him with a spectral glare,
As if they already stood aghast
At the bloody work they would look upon.
It was two by the village clock,
When he came to the bridge in Concord town.
He heard the bleating of the flock,
And the twitter of birds among the trees,
And felt the breath of the morning breeze
Blowing over the meadows brown.
And one was safe and asleep in his bed
Who at the bridge would be first to fall,
Who that day would be lying dead,
Pierced by a British musket-ball.
You know the rest. In the books you have read,
How the British Regulars fired and fled,—
How the farmers gave them ball for ball,
From behind each fence and farm-yard wall,
Chasing the red-coats down the lane,
Then crossing the fields to emerge again
Under the trees at the turn of the road,
And only pausing to fire and load.
So through the night rode Paul Revere;
And so through the night went his cry of alarm
To every Middlesex village and farm,—
A cry of defiance and not of fear,
A voice in the darkness, a knock at the door,
And a word that shall echo forevermore!
For, borne on the night-wind of the Past,
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Through all our history, to the last,
In the hour of darkness and peril and need,
The people will waken and listen to hear
The hurrying hoof-beats of that steed,
And the midnight message of Paul Revere.
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ROBINSON CRUSOE'S FIRST HOME ON THE
ISLAND
By Daniel Defoe
I now gave over any more thoughts of the ship, or of
anything out of her, except what might drive on shore from
her wreck, as indeed divers pieces of her afterwards did;
but those things were of small use to me.
My thoughts were now wholly employed about securing
myself against either savages, if any should appear, or wild
beasts, if any were in the island; and I had many thoughts
of the method how to do this, and what kind of dwelling to
make, whether I should make me a cave in the earth, or a
tent upon the earth; and, in short, I resolved upon both, the
manner and description of which it may not be improper to
give an account of.
I soon found the place I was in was not for my settlement,
particularly because it was upon a low moorish ground near
the sea, and I believed would not be wholesome; and more
particularly because there was no fresh water near it. So I
resolved to find a more healthy and more convenient spot
of ground.
I consulted several things in my situation, which I found
would be proper for me. First, health and fresh water, I just
now mentioned. Secondly, shelter from the heat of the sun.
Thirdly, security from ravenous creatures, whether men or
beasts. Fourthly, a view to the sea, that if God sent any ship
in sight I might not lose any advantage for my deliverance,
of which I was not to banish all my expectation yet.
In search of a place proper for this, I found a little plain on
the side of a rising hill, whose front towards this little plain
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was steep as a house-side, so that nothing could come down
upon me from the top. On the side of this rock there was a
hollow place, worn a little way in, like the entrance or door
of a cave; but there was not really any cave, or way into the
rock at all.
On the flat of the green, just before this hollow place, I
resolved to pitch my tent. This plain was not above an
hundred yards broad, and about twice as long, and lay like
a green before my door, and at the end of it descended
irregularly every way down into the low grounds by the
seaside. It was on the N.N.W. side of the hill, so that I was
sheltered from the heat every day, till it came to a W. and
by S. sun, or thereabouts, which in those countries is near
the setting.
Before I set up my tent, I drew a half-circle before the
hollow place, which took in about ten yards in its semidiameter from the rock, and twenty yards in its diameter
from its beginning and ending. In this half-circle I pitched
two rows of strong stakes, driving them into the ground till
they stood very firm like piles, the biggest end being out of
the ground about five feet and a half, and sharpened on the
top. The two rows did not stand above six inches from one
another.
Then I took the pieces of cable which I had cut in the ship,
and laid them in rows one upon another, within the circle,
between these two rows of stakes, up to the top, placing
other stakes in the inside leaning against them, about two
feet and a half high, like a spur to a post; and this fence was
so strong that neither man nor beast could get into it, or
over it. This cost me a great deal of time and labor,
especially to cut the piles in the woods, bring them to the
place, and drive them into the earth.
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The entrance into this place I made to be not by a door, but
by a short ladder to go over the top; which ladder, when I
was in, I lifted over after me, and so I was completely
fenced in, and fortified, as I thought, from all the world,
and consequently slept secure in the night, which otherwise
I could not have done; though, as it appeared afterward,
there was no need of all this caution from the enemies that I
apprehended danger from.
Into this fence or fortress, with infinite labor, I carried all
my riches, all my provisions, ammunition, and stores, of
which you have the account above; and I made me a large
tent, which, to preserve me from the rains that in one part
of the year are very violent there, I made double, viz., one
smaller tent within, and one larger tent above it, and
covered the uppermost with a large tarpaulin, which I had
saved among the sails. And now I lay no more for a while
in the bed which I had brought on shore, but in a hammock,
which was indeed a very good one, and belonged to the
mate of the ship.
Into this tent I brought all my provisions, and everything
that would spoil by the wet; and having thus enclosed all
my goods, I made up the entrance, which, till now, I had
left open, and so passed and repassed, as I said, by a short
ladder.
When I had done this, I began to work my way into the
rock; and bringing all the earth and stones that I dug down
out through my tent, I laid them up within my fence in the
nature of a terrace, so that it raised the ground within about
a foot and a half; and thus I made me a cave just behind my
tent which served me like a cellar to my house.
It cost me much labor and many days before all these
things were brought to perfection, and therefore I must go
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back to some other things which took up some of my
thoughts. At the same time it happened, after I had laid my
scheme for the setting up my tent and making the cave, that
a storm of rain falling from a thick dark cloud, a sudden
flash of lightning happened, and after that a great clap of
thunder, as is naturally the effect of it. I was not so much
surprised with the lightning as I was with a thought which
darted into my mind as swift as the lightning itself. Oh, my
powder! My very heart sunk within me when I thought, that
at one blast all my powder might be destroyed, on which,
not my defense only, but the providing me food, as I
thought, entirely depended. I was nothing near so anxious
about my own danger; though had the powder taken fire, I
had never known who had hurt me.
Such impression did this make upon me that after the storm
was over I laid aside all my works, my building and
fortifying, and applied myself to make bags and boxes to
separate the powder, and keep it a little and a little in a
parcel, in hope that whatever might come it might not all
take fire at once, and to keep it so apart that it should not be
possible to make one part fire another. I finished this work
in about a fortnight; and I think my powder, which in all
was about 240 pounds' weight, was divided in not less than
a hundred parcels. As to the barrel that had been wet, I did
not apprehend any danger from that, so I placed it in my
new cave, which in my fancy I called my kitchen, and the
rest I hid up and down in holes among the rocks, so that no
wet might come to it, marking very carefully where I laid
it.
In the interval of time while this was doing, I went out
once, at least, every day with my gun, as well to divert
myself as to see if I could kill anything fit for food, and as
near as I could to acquaint myself with what the island
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produced. The first time I went out, I presently discovered
that there were goats in the island, which was a great
satisfaction to me; but then it was attended with this
misfortune to me, viz., that they were so shy, so subtle, and
so swift of foot that it was the difficultest thing in the world
to come at them. But I was not discouraged at this, not
doubting but I might now and then shoot one, as it soon
happened; for after I had found their haunts a little, I laid
wait in this manner for them. I observed if they saw me in
the valleys, though they were upon the rocks, they would
run away as in a terrible fright; but if they were feeding in
the valleys, and I was upon the rocks, they took no notice
of me, from whence I concluded that, by the position of
their optics, their sight was so directed downward that they
did not readily see objects that were above them. So
afterward I took this method: I always climbed the rocks
first to get above them, and then had frequently a fair mark.
The first shot I made among these creatures I killed a shegoat, which had a little kid by her, which she gave suck to,
which grieved me heartily; but when the old one fell, the
kid stood stock still by her till I came and took her up; and
not only so, but when I carried the old one with me upon
my shoulders, the kid followed me quite to my enclosure;
upon which I laid down the dam, and took the kid in my
arms, and carried it over my pale, in hopes to have bred it
up tame; but it would not eat, so I was forced to kill it, and
eat it myself. These two supplied me with flesh a great
while, for I eat sparingly, and saved my provisions, my
bread especially, as much as possibly I could.
Having now fixed my habitation, I found it absolutely
necessary to provide a place to make a fire in, and fuel to
burn; and what I did for that, as also how I enlarged my
cave, and what conveniences I made, I shall give a full
account of in its place. But I must first give some little
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account of myself, and of my thoughts about living, which
it may well be supposed were not a few.
I had a dismal prospect of my condition; for as I was not
cast away upon that island without being driven, as is said,
by a violent storm, quite out of the course of our intended
voyage, and a great way, viz., some hundreds of leagues,
out of the ordinary course of the trade of mankind, I had
great reason to consider it as a determination of Heaven
that in this desolate place, and in this desolate manner, I
should end my life. The tears would run plentifully down
my face when I made these reflections, and sometimes I
would expostulate with myself, why Providence should
thus completely ruin its creatures, and render them so
absolutely miserable, so without help abandoned, so
entirely depressed, that it could hardly be rational to be
thankful for such a life.
But something always returned swift upon me to check
these thoughts, and to reprove me; and particularly one day,
walking with my gun in my hand by the seaside, I was very
pensive upon the subject of my present condition, when
Reason, as it were, expostulated with me t' other way, thus:
"Well, you are in a desolate condition, it is true, but pray
remember, where are the rest of you? Did not you come
eleven of you into the boat? Where are the ten? Why were
not they saved, and you lost? Why were you singled out? Is
it better to be here, or there?" And then I pointed to the sea.
All evils are to be considered with the good that is in them,
and with what worse attends them.
Then it occurred to me again, how well I was furnished for
my subsistence, and what would have been my case if it
had not happened, which was an hundred thousand to one,
that the ship floated from the place where she first struck
and was driven so near to the shore that I had time to get all
152

these things out of her; what would have been my case, if I
had been to have lived in the condition in which I at first
came on shore, without necessaries of life, or necessaries to
supply and procure them? "Particularly," said I aloud
(though to myself), "what should I have done without a
gun, without ammunition, without any tools to make
anything, or to work with, without clothes, bedding, a tent,
or any manner of covering?" and that now I had all these to
a sufficient quantity, and was in a fair way to provide
myself in such a manner, as to live without my gun when
my ammunition was spent; so that I had a tolerable view of
subsisting without any want as long as I lived. For I
considered from the beginning how I would provide for the
accidents that might happen, and for the time that was to
come, even not only after my ammunition should be spent,
but even after my health or strength should decay.
I confess I had not entertained any notion of my
ammunition being destroyed at one blast—I mean, my
powder being blown up by lightning; and this made the
thoughts of it so surprising to me when it lightened and
thundered, as I observed just now.
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THE TITANIC DISASTER POEM
J.H. McKenzie
I.
On the cold and dark Atlantic,
The night was growing late
Steamed the maiden ship Titanic
Crowded with human freight
She was valued at Ten Million,
The grandest ever roamed the seas,
Fitted complete to swim the ocean
When the rolling billows freeze.
II.
She bade farewell to England
All dressed in robes of white
Going out to plow the briny deep,
And was on her western flight;
She was now so swiftly gliding
In L Fifty and Fourteen
When the watchman viewed the monster
Just a mile from it, ’Twas seen.
III.
Warned by a German vessel
Of an enemy just ahead
Of an Iceberg, that sea monster,
That which the seamen dread.
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On steamed this great Titanic;
She was in her swiftest flight;
She was trying to break the record,
On that fearful, fearful night.
IV.
Oh; she was plowing the Ocean
For speed not known before,
But alas, she struck asunder
To last for ever more,
A wireless message began to spread
Throughout the mighty deep, it said,
“We have struck an iceberg, being delayed;
Please rush to us with aid.”
V.
The Captain, of the White Star Line,
Who stood there in command,
Was an Admiral of seasoned mind
Enroute to the western land.
The Captain thought not of his life
But stood there to the last
And swimming saved a little child
As it came floating past.
VI.
Outstretched hands offered reward
For his brave and heroic deed
But the intrepid man went down aboard
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Trying to rescue a passenger instead
This ill-starred giant of the sea
Was carried to his grave
On the last and greatest ship, was he,
That ever cleft a wave.
VII.
Gay was the crew aboard this ship,
Passengers large and small;
They viewed the coming danger,
They felt it one and all.
On played the grand Orchestra
Their notes were soft and clear;
They realized God’s power on land
On sea ’twas just as near.
VIII.
So they played this glorious anthem
Continued on the sea
And repeated the beautiful chorus
“Nearer My God To Thee.”
Then silenced when the ship went down
Their notes were heard no more.
Surely they’ll wear a starry crown
On that Celestial Shore.
IX.
Colonel Astor, a millionaire,
Scholarly and profound,
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Said to his wife, “I’ll meet you dear
Tomorrow in York Town.”
His bride asked a seaman true
“Oh say! may husband go;”
The echo came upon the blue
He answered, “He may, you know.”
X.
This man rushed not to his seat
He seem to have no fear,
Being calm, serene and discreet
Tendered it to a lady near,
“Oh go, he said, my darling wife
Please be not in despair,
Be of good cheer, as sure as life,
I’ll meet you over there.”
XI.
Well could he have known this dreadful night
The sea would be his grave
Though he worked with all his might
For those whom he could save.
This man a soldier once has been
Of military art,
Proved himself full competent then
To do his noble part.
XII.
Major Butt, well known to fame
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A lady did entreat,
To kindly name him to his friends
Whom she perchance to meet.
He forced the men to realize
The weaker they should save;
He gave his life with no surprise
To the sea—a watery grave;
And with a smile upon his face
He turned to meet his fate,
Soon, soon the sea would be his grave
In and ever after date.
XIII.
And Strauss, who did the children feed,
Had mercy on the poor,
And all such men the world doth need
To reverence evermore.
Oh, may the union of Strauss and wife
Be memorial to all men,
Each for the other gave their life,
A life we should commend;
And may all girls who chance in life
To read this poem thru
Emulate the deed of such a wife,
As went down in the blue.
XIV.
Down, down goes the great Titanic
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With faster and faster speed
Until Alas! there comes a burst
She bade farewell indeed
Farewell, farewell to land and seas,
Farewell to wharves and shore,
For I must land beneath the breeze
To reach the land no more
I carry with me more human weight
Than ever recorded before
To leave them on a land sedate
They will land, Oh! land no more.
XV.
Only a few you see,
May tell the story
Of this great calamity;
Husbands, Wives, perhaps in glory
View the sad catastrophe.
The Carpathia eastern bound
For the Mediterranean sea,
Turned to the mighty sound,
The wireless C. Q. D.
XVI.
Quick was the preparation made,
To warn the unfortunate few,
For the homeless was cold and delayed
Being chilled by the wind as it blew.
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So to the youth
Through life has started,
Be ever thoughtful and true,
Stay by the truth, be not departed
Success shall come to you
Oh, may you shun the Iceberg,
By the dreadful work was wrought,
And prosper by the lesson
This mighty ship has taught.

160

The Count of Monte Cristo
Alexander Dumas
"The Count of Monte Cristo" appeared in 1844, when
Dumas had been writing plays and stories for twenty years,
and at a period when he was most extraordinarily prolific.
In that year, assisted by his staff of compilers and
transcribers, he is said to have turned out something like
forty volumes! "Monte Cristo" first gave Dumas' novels a
world-wide audience. Its unflagging spirit, the endless
surprises, and the air of reality which was cast over the
most extravagant situations made the work worthy of the
popularity it enjoyed in almost every country in the world.
The island from which it takes its name is a barren rock
rising 2,000 feet out of the sea a few miles south of Elba.
Dumas attempted to emulate Scott, and built a chateau near
St. Germain, which he called Monte Cristo, costing over
$125,000. It was afterwards sold for a tenth of that sum to
pay his debts.
I.--The Conspiracy of Envy
On February 28, 1815, the three-masted Pharaon arrived at
Marseilles from Smyrna, commanded by the first mate,
young Edmond Dantès, the captain having died on the
voyage. He had left a package for the Maréchal Bertrand on
the Isle of Elba, which Dantès had duly delivered,
conversing with the exiled Emperor Napoleon himself.
The shipowner, M. Morrel, confirmed young Dantès in the
command, and, overjoyed, he hastened to his father, and
then to the village of the Catalans, near Marseilles, where
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the dark-eyed Mercédès, his betrothed, impatiently awaited
him.
But his good fortune excited envy. Danglars, the supercargo
of the Pharaon, wanted the command for himself, and
Fernand, the Catalan cousin of Mercédès, hated Dantès
because he had won her heart. Fernand's jealousy so took
possession of him that he fell in willingly with a scheme
which the envious Danglars proposed. Making use of
Dantès' compromising visit to Elba, they addressed an
anonymous denunciation to the procureur du roi, which, in
this period of Bonapartist plots, was indeed a formidable
matter. Caderousse, a boon companion, was at first taken
into their confidence, but as he came to think it a dangerous
trick to play the young captain, he refused to take part in it.
On the morrow the wedding-feast took place, and at two
o'clock Dantès, radiant with joy and happiness, prepared to
accompany his bride to the hotel de ville for the civil
ceremony. But at that moment the measured tread of
soldiery was heard on the stairs, and a magistrate presented
himself, bearing an order for the arrest of Edmond Dantès.
Resistance or remonstrance was useless, and Dantès
suffered himself to be taken to Marseilles, where he was
examined by the deputy procureur du roi, M. de Villefort.
To him, on demand, he recounted the story of his visit to
Elba.
"Ah!" said Villefort, "if you have been culpable it was
imprudence. Give up this letter you have brought from
Elba, and go and rejoin your friends."
"You have it already," cried Dantès.
Villefort glanced at it, and sank into his seat, stupefied. It
was addressed to M. Noirtier, a staunch Bonapartist.
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"Oh, if he knew the contents of this," murmured he, "and
that Noirtier is father of Villefort, I am lost!" He
approached the fire, and cast the fatal letter in.
"Sir," said he, "I shall detail you till this evening in the
Palais de Justice. Should anyone else interrogate you do not
breathe a word of this letter."
"I promise."
It was Villefort who seemed to entreat, and the prisoner to
reassure him.
But the doom of Edmond Dantès was cast. Sacrificed to
Villefort's ambition, he was lodged the same night in a
dungeon of the gloomy fortress-prison of the Château d'If,
while Villefort posted to Paris to warn the king that the
usurper Bonaparte was meditating a landing in France.
Napoleon returned. There followed the Hundred Days, and
Louis XVIII. again mounted the throne. M. Morrel's
intercessions during Napoleon's brief triumph for the
release of Dantès but served, on the restoration of Louis, to
compromise further the unhappy prisoner, who languished
in a foul prison in the depths of the Château d'If.
In the cell next to Dantès was another political prisoner, the
Abbé Faria. He had been in the château four years when
Dantès was immured, and, with marvellously contrived
tools and incredible toil, had burrowed a tunnel through the
rock fifty feet long, only to find that, instead of leading to
the outer wall of the château, whence he could have flung
himself into the sea, it led to the cell of another prisoner-Dantès. He penetrated it after Dantès had been solitary six
years.
The prisoners met every day between the visits of their
gaolers. Faria showed Dantès the products of his industry
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and ingenuity--his books, written on the linen of shirts, his
fish-bone pens and needles, knives, and matches, all
accomplished secretly; and beguiled much of the weariness
of confinement by educating Dantès in the sciences,
history, and languages. Dantès possessed a prodigious
memory, combined with readiness of conception, and his
studies progressed rapidly. Soon Dantès told the abbé his
story, and the abbé had little difficulty in opening the eyes
of the astonished Dantès to the villainy of his supposed
friends and the deputy procurer. Thus was instilled into his
heart a new passion--vengeance.
II.--The Cemetery of the Chateau d'If
More than seven years passed thus when coming into the
abbé's dungeon one night, Dantès found him stricken with
paralysis. His right arm and leg remained paralysed after
the seizure. When Dantès next visited him the abbé showed
him a paper, half-burnt, and rolled in a cylinder.
"This paper," said Faria, "is my treasure; and if I have not
been allowed to possess it, you will. Who knows if another
attack may not come, and all be finished?"
The abbé had been secretary to the last of the Counts of
Spada, one of the most powerful families of mediaeval
Italy, and he, dying in poverty, had left Faria an old
breviary, which had been in the family since the days of the
Borgias. In this, by chance, Faria found a piece of yellowed
paper, on which, when put in the fire, writing began to
appear. From the remains of the paper he made out during
the early days of his imprisonment, that a Cardinal Spada,
at the end of the fifteenth century, fearing poisoning at the
hands of Pope Alexander VI., had buried in the Island of
Monte Cristo, a rock between Corsica and Elba, all his
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ingots, gold, money, and jewels, amounting then to nearly
two million Roman crowns.
"The last Count of Spada made me his heir," said the abbé.
"The treasure now amounts to nearly thirteen millions of
money!"
The abbé remained paralysed, and had given up all hope of
enjoying the treasure himself; and presently another seizure
took him, and one night Dantès was alone with the corpse.
Next morning the preparations for burying the dead man
were made, the body being placed in a sack and left in the
cell till the evening. Dantès came into the cell again.
"Ah!" he muttered. "Since the dead leave this dungeon, let
me assume the place of the dead!"
Opening the sack, he took out the dead body of his friend,
and dragged it through the tunnel to his own cell. Placing it
on his own bed, he covered it with the rags he wore
himself. Then he sewed himself in the sack with one of the
abbé's needles. In his hand he held the dead man's knife,
and with palpitating heart awaited events.
Slowly the hours dragged on, until at length he heard the
heavy footsteps of the gaolers descending to the cell. They
lifted the sack, and carried him on a bier through the castle
passages, until they came to a door, which was opened. On
passing through this, the noise of the waves was heard as
they dashed on the rocks below.
Then Dantès felt that they took him by the head and by the
heels, and flung him into the sea, into whose depths he was
dragged by a thirty-six-pound shot tied to his feet. The sea
is the cemetery of Château d'If!
Although giddy, and almost suffocated, he had yet
sufficient presence of mind to hold his breath; and as his
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right hand held his knife, he rapidly ripped up the sack,
extricated his arm, and then, by a desperate effort, severed
the cord that bound his legs at the moment he was
suffocating. With a vigorous spring he rose to the surface,
paused to breathe, and then dived again, in order to avoid
being seen. When he rose again, he struck boldly out to sea,
and, fortunately, was picked up by a sailing-vessel.
Now at liberty, fourteen years after his arrest, he renewed
an oath of implacable vengeance against Danglars,
Fernand, and Villefort. Nor was it long before he had
discovered the secret cave in the island of Monte Cristo,
with all its dazzling wealth, as the Abbe Faria had truly
foretold. He now stood possessed of such means of
vengeance as never in his wildest dreams had any innocent
prisoner hoped to be able to command.
III.--Vengeance Begins
Some two years later Caspar Caderousse, the keeper of an
inn near Beaucaire, was lounging listlessly at his door,
when a traveller on horseback dismounted at his door and
entered. The visitor--Monte Cristo--gave the name of Abbe
Busoni, and astonished Caderousse by showing a minute
knowledge of his earlier history. The abbé explained that he
had been present at the death of Edmond Dantès in prison,
and said that even in his dying moments the prisoner had
protested he was utterly ignorant of the cause of his
imprisonment.
"And so he was!" exclaimed Caderousse. "How should he
have been otherwise?"
The abbè had heard of the death of Edmond's aged father,
and now he was told the old man had died of starvation.
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"Thus Heaven recompenses virtue," said Caderousse. "I am
in destitution and shall die of hunger, as old Dantès did,
whilst Fernand and Danglars roll in wealth. All their
malpractices have turned to luck. Danglars speculated and
made a fortune. He is a millionaire, and now Count
Danglars. Fernand played traitor at the battle of Ligny, and
that served for his recommendation to the Bourbons.
Afterwards he became Count de Morcerf, and got a
considerable sum by the betrayal of Ali Pasha in the Greek
war of independence."
The abbé, making an effort, said, "And Mercédès--she
disappeared?"
"Yes, as the sun, to rise next day with more splendour. She
is rich, the Countess de Morcerf--she waited two hopeless
years for Dantès--and yet I am sure she is not happy."
"And M. de Villefort?" asked the abbé.
"Some time after having arrested Dantès, he married and
left Marseilles; no doubt but he has been as lucky as the
rest."
"God may seem sometimes to forget for a time," said the
abbé, "while His justice reposes, but there always comes a
moment when He remembers."
Early in 1838 a certain Count of Monte Cristo became a
great figure in the life of Paris. His name awakened
thoughts of romance and dazzling wealth in the minds of
all. It was Albert, the son of the Count de Morcerf, who
first introduced the Count of Monte Cristo to the high
society of Paris. They had become acquainted at Rome,
where Monte Cristo had been able to render a great service
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to the Viscount Albert de Morcerf and his friend, the Baron
Franz d'Epinay.
All sorts of stories were afloat in Paris as to the history of
this Count of Monte Cristo. When he went to the opera he
was accompanied by a beautiful Greek girl, named Haidée,
whose guardian he was.
But nothing ruffled Monte Cristo. Calmness and
deliberation marked all his movements; in some respects he
was more like a machine than a human being. Everything
he said he would do was done precisely. And now the
schemes he had long studied in secret he had begun to carry
through as certainly and relentlessly as Fate.
M. de Villefort, now procureur du roi, had a daughter by
his first wife, for he had married a second time. Her name
was Valentine, and at the command of her father, but not by
her own wish, she was engaged to the Baron Franz
d'Epinay. She loved a young military officer named
Maximilian Morrel, a son of the Marseilles shipowner. But
neither of them had dared to avow their affection for each
other to Valentine's father.
Meanwhile, the tide of fortune seemed to have turned with
Baron Danglars. His business had suffered many losses, but
his greatest loss of all was due to some false news about the
price of shares which had been telegraphed to Paris by
means which Monte Cristo could have explained.
The baron's daughter was engaged to Albert de Morcerf,
but the Count of Morcerf had now come under a cloud, for
his betrayal of Ali Pasha had been made public; and
perhaps the Count of Monte Cristo could have told how the
truth came out at last. So the baron did not hesitate to break
the engagement, and to accept as the suitor for his daughter
a dashing young man known as Count Cavalcanti, who had
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been introduced to Paris by Monte Cristo, but concerning
whose antecedents nothing seemed to be known.
The Count de Morcerf was tried for his betrayal of Ali, and
seemed likely to be acquitted, when a veiled woman was
brought to the place of trial, and testified before the
committee that she was the daughter of Ali Pasha, and that
Morcerf had not only betrayed her father to the Turks, but
had sold her and her mother into slavery. The veiled woman
was Haidée, the ward of Monte Cristo. The count was now
a ruined man, and when his son Albert discovered the part
that Monte Cristo had played, he publicly insulted the count
at the opera.
A duel was averted, for Albert publicly apologised to the
count when he learned the reasons for his actions. Furious
that he had not been avenged by his son, Morcerf rushed to
the house of Monte Cristo.
"I came to tell you," said Morcerf, "that as the young
people of the present day will not fight, it remains for us to
do it."
"So much the better," said Monte Cristo. "Are you
prepared?"
"Yes, sir; and witnesses are unnecessary, as we know each
other so little."
"Truly they are unnecessary," said Monte Cristo, "but for
the reason that we know each other well. Are you not the
soldier Fernand who deserted on the eve of Waterloo? Are
you not the Lieutenant Fernand who served as guide and
spy to the French army in Spain? Are you not the Captain
Fernand who betrayed, sold, and murdered his benefactor,
Ali?"
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"Oh," cried the general, "wretch, to reproach me with my
shame! Tell me your real name that I may pronounce it
when I plunge my sword through your heart."
At this Monte Cristo, bounding to a dressing room near,
quickly pulled off his coat, and waistcoat, and, donning a
sailor's jacket and hat, was back in an instant.
Gazing for a moment in terror at this man who seemed to
have risen from the dead to avenge his wrongs, Morcerf
turned, seeking the wall to support him, and went out by
the door uttering the cry--"Edmond Dantès!"
Events marched rapidly now, and Paris had scarcely ceased
talking of the suicide of the Count de Morcerf, when
Cavalcanti, identified as a former galley-slave named
Benedetto, was arrested for the murder of a fellow-convict.
Danglars fled from France, his great business in ruin. With
him he took a large sum of money belonging to Paris
hospitals, which, however, was taken from him near Rome
by brigands controlled by Monte Cristo.
IV.--Vengeance is Complete
In the household of Villefort, Monte Cristo had done
nothing to bring vengeance on that evil man. He had seen
from the first that Villefort's second wife was studying the
art of poisoning, and he felt that revenge was already at
work here. There had already been three mysterious deaths
in the house, and now the beautiful Valentine seemed to be
suffering from the early effects of some slow poison.
Maximilian Morrel, in despair of Valentine's life, rushed to
Monte Cristo for his advice and assistance.
"Must I let one of the accursed race escape?" Monte Cristo
asked himself, but decided, for Maxmilian's sake, that he
170

would save Valentine. He had bought the house adjoining
that of Villefort, and, clearing out the tenants, had engaged
workmen to remove so much of the old wall between the
two houses that it was a simple matter for him to take out
the remaining stones and pass into a large cupboard in
Valentine's room. Here the count watched while Valentine
was asleep, and saw Madame de Villefort creep into the
room and substitute for the medicine in Valentine's glass a
dose of poison.
He then entered the room and threw half the draught into
the fireplace, leaving the rest in the glass. When Valentine
awoke he gave her a pellet of hashish, which made her sink
into a deathlike sleep.
Next morning the doctor declared that Valentine was dead.
In the glass he discovered poison, and as the same poison
was found in madame's laboratory, there was no doubt of
her guilt. She admitted all, and confessed that her object
had been to make her own son sole heir to Villefort's
fortune.
Madame de Villefort fell at her husband's feet. He
addressed her with passionate words of reproach as he
turned to leave her.
"Think of it, madame," he said; "if on my return justice has
not been satisfied, I will denounce you with my own
mouth, and arrest you with my own hands! I am going to
the court to pronounce sentence of death on a murderer. If I
find you alive on my return, you shall sleep to-night in
gaol."
Madame sighed, her nerves gave way, and she sank on the
carpet.
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But Villefort little knew at the moment he spoke these
burning words to the woman who was his wife that he
himself was not going out to condemn a fellow-sinner, but
to be himself condemned. For the man to whom he referred
as a murderer was the so-called Count Cavalcanti, really
Benedetto, who now turned out to be an illegitimate son of
Villefort's whom he had endeavoured to bury alive as an
infant in the garden of a house at Auteuil. The night before
the criminal had had a long interview with Monte Cristo's
steward, who had disclosed to the prisoner the secret of his
birth, and in court he declared his father was Villefort, the
public prosecutor! This statement made a great commotion
in the court, and all eyes were on Villefort, while Benedetto
continued to answer the questions of the president, and
proved that he was the child whom Villefort would have
buried alive years before. The public prosecutor himself
confirmed the prisoner's story by admitting his guilt, and
staggering from the court.
When Villefort arrived at his own house he found
everything in confusion. Making his way to his wife's
apartments, he had the horror of meeting her while she still
lived, just at the very instant when the poison she had taken
did its work, and of finding a moment or two after that she
had poisoned his little son Edward.
This was more than the brain of man could endure, and
Villefort turned from the tragic scene a raving madman,
rushing wildly to the garden, and beginning to dig with a
spade.
The vengeance of Edmond Dantès, so long delayed, so
carefully and laboriously planned, was now complete, and
it only remained for him to perform the last of his marvels,
at the same time giving proof of his boundless generosity.
Valentine de Villefort had been buried, and Maximilian was
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in despair; but Monte Cristo urged the young man to have
patience and hope.
It seemed a strange thing to ask a lover whose sweetheart
had been placed within the tomb to have hope and to come
to Monte Cristo in one month. But this was the bargain they
made.
When the month had passed, Maximilian came to the isle
of Monte Cristo.
"I have your word," he said to the count, "that you would
help me die or give me Valentine!"
"Ah! A miracle alone can save you--the resurrection of
Valentine! Thus do I fulfil my promise!"
Monte Cristo turned to a jewelled cabinet, and took from it
a tube of greenish paste. Maximilian swallowed some of
the mysterious substance, which was but hashish. He sat
down and waited.
"Monte Cristo," he said, "I feel that I am dying--good-bye!"
Meanwhile, Monte Cristo had opened a door from which a
great light streamed. Maximilian opened his eyes, looked
towards the light; and then--he saw Valentine!
Then Monte Cristo spoke. "He calls you, Valentine, even as
he thinks he dies by his own will. But even as I saved you
from the tomb, so have I saved him. I feared for his reason
if he saw you, except in a trance--from his trance he will
wake to happiness!"
Next morning Valentine and Maximilian were walking on
the beach, when Jacopo, the captain of Monte Cristo's
yacht, gave them a letter. As they looked on the
superscription they cried, simultaneously, "Gone!"
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In his letter, Monte Cristo, said: "All that is in this grotto,
my friend, my house in the Champs Elysées, and my
château at Tréport, are the marriage gifts bestowed by
Edmond Dantès upon the son of his old master, Morrel.
Mademoiselle de Villefort will share them with you; for I
entreat her to give to the poor the immense fortune
reverting to her from her father, now a madman, and her
brother, who died last September with his mother."
"But where is the count?" asked Morrel eagerly. Jacopo
pointed towards the horizon, where a white sail was visible.
"And where is Haidée?" asked Valentine. Jacopo still
pointed towards the sail.
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